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Edinburgh, Princes Street, 1825  Robert Michael Ballantyne was born in Edinburgh on 24 April 1825, the ninth of ten children and the youngest son, to newspaper editor Alexander Thomson Ballantyne (17761847) and his wife Anne (17861855).
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Roberts uncle, James Ballantyne (17721833), was the printer for the world famous author Sir Walter Scott. The serious banking crisis in 1825 resulted in the collapse of the Ballantyne printing business the following year with debts of £130,000, leading to a decline in the familys fortunes.


SNOWFLAKES AND SUNBEAMS
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OR, THE YOUNG FUR TRADERS

Due to the straightened circumstances facing the Ballantyne family after the collapse of Sir Walter Scotts publishing house, R. M. Ballantyne was sent to work in Canada, aged 16, where he spent five years employed by the Hudsons Bay Company. In this employment he traded with the local Native Americans for furs, often travelling by canoe and sleigh to the areas occupied by the modern-day provinces of Manitoba, Ontario and Quebec. These experiences were to form the basis of Ballantynes first novel, which was first published in 1856, after his return to Britain. Snowflakes and Sunbeams follows the youthful adventures of Charley in Canada, whose experiences and encounters with fur traders mirror the authors own early adventures.
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Preface.

In writing this book my desire has been to draw an exact copy of the picture which is indelibly stamped on my own memory. I have carefully avoided exaggeration in everything of importance. All the chief and most of the minor incidents are facts. In regard to unimportant matters, I have taken the liberty of a novelist  not to colour too highly, or to invent improbabilities, but  to transpose time, place, and circumstance at pleasure; while, at the same time, I have endeavoured to convey to the readers mind a truthful impression of the general effect  to use a painters language  of the life and country of the Fur-Trader.

R.M. Ballantyne.

Edinburgh, 1856.


Chapter One.

Plunges the reader into the middle of an Arctic winter; conveys him into the heart of the wildernesses of North America; and introduces him to some of the principal personages of our tale.

Snowflakes and sunbeams, heat and cold, winter and summer, alternated with their wonted regularity for fifteen years in the wild regions of the Far North. During this space of time the hero of our tale sprouted from babyhood to boyhood, passed through the usual amount of accidents, ailments, and vicissitudes incidental to those periods of life, and finally entered upon that ambiguous condition that precedes early manhood.

It was a clear, cold winters day. The sunbeams of summer were long past, and snowflakes had fallen thickly on the banks of Red River. Charley sat on a lump of blue ice, his head drooping and his eyes bent on the snow at his feet with an expression of deep disconsolation.

Kate reclined at Charleys side, looking wistfully up in his expressive face, as if to read the thoughts that were chasing each other through his mind, like the ever-varying clouds that floated in the winter sky above. It was quite evident to the most careless observer that, whatever might be the usual temperaments of the boy and girl, their present state of mind was not joyous, but, on the contrary, very sad.

It wont do, sister Kate, said Charley. Ive tried him over and over again  Ive implored, begged, and entreated him to let me go; but he wont, and Im determined to run away, so theres an end of it!

As Charley gave utterance to this unalterable resolution, he rose from the bit of blue ice, and taking Kate by the hand, led her over the frozen river, climbed up the bank on the opposite side  an operation of some difficulty, owing to the snow, which had been drifted so deeply during a late storm that the usual track was almost obliterated  and turning into a path that lost itself among the willows, they speedily disappeared.

As it is possible our reader may desire to know who Charley and Kate are, and the part of the world in which they dwell, we will interrupt the thread of our narrative to explain.

In the very centre of the great continent of North America, far removed from the abodes of civilised men, and about twenty miles to the south of Lake Winnipeg, exists a colony composed of Indians, Scotsmen, and French-Canadians, which is known by the name of Red River Settlement. Red River differs from most colonies in more respects than one  the chief differences being, that whereas other colonies cluster on the sea-coast, this one lies many hundreds of miles in the interior of the country, and is surrounded by a wilderness; and while other colonies, acting on the Golden Rule, export their produce in return for goods imported, this of Red River imports a large quantity and exports nothing, or next to nothing. Not but that it might export, if it only had an outlet or a market; but being eight hundred miles removed from the sea, and five hundred miles from the nearest market, with a series of rivers, lakes, rapids, and cataracts separating from the one, and a wide sweep of treeless prairie dividing from the other, the settlers have long since come to the conclusion that they were born to consume their own produce, and so regulate the extent of their farming operations by the strength of their appetites. Of course, there are many of the necessaries, or at least the luxuries, of life which the colonists cannot grow  such as tea, coffee, sugar, coats, trousers, and shirts  and which, consequently, they procure from England, by means of the Hudsons Bay Fur Companys ships, which sail once a year from Gravesend, laden with supplies for the trade carried on with the Indians. And the bales containing these articles are conveyed in boats up the rivers, carried past the waterfalls and rapids overland on the shoulders of stalwart voyageurs, and finally landed at Red River, after a rough trip of many weeks duration. The colony was founded in 1811, by the Earl of Selkirk, previously to which it had been a trading-post of the Fur Company. At the time of which we write, it contained about five thousand souls, and extended upwards of fifty miles along the Red and Assiniboine Rivers, which streams supplied the settlers with a variety of excellent fish. The banks were clothed with fine trees; and immediately behind the settlement lay the great prairies, which extend in undulating waves  almost entirely devoid of shrub or tree  to the base of the Rocky Mountains.

Although far removed from the civilised world, and containing within its precincts much that is savage and very little that is refined, Red River is quite a populous paradise as compared with the desolate, solitary establishments of the Hudsons Bay Fur Company. These lonely dwellings of the trader are scattered far and wide over the whole continent  north, south, east, and west. Their population generally amounts to eight or ten men  seldom to thirty. They are planted in the thick of an uninhabited desert  their next neighbours being from two to five hundred miles off; their occasional visitors, bands of wandering Indians; and the sole object of their existence being to trade the furry hides of foxes, martens, beavers, badgers, bears, buffaloes, and wolves. It will not, then, be deemed a matter of wonder that the gentlemen who have charge of these establishments, and who, perchance, may have spent ten or twenty years in them, should look upon the colony of Red River as a species of Elysium  a sort of haven of rest, in which they may lay their weary heads, and spend the remainder of their days in peaceful felicity, free from the cares of a residence among wild beasts and wild men. Many of the retiring traders prefer casting their lot in Canada; but not a few of them smoke out the remainder of their existence in this colony  especially those who, having left home as boys fifty or sixty years before, cannot reasonably expect to find the friends of their childhood where they left them, and cannot hope to remodel tastes and habits long nurtured in the backwoods so as to relish the manners and customs of civilised society.

Such an one was old Frank Kennedy, who, sixty years before the date of our story, ran away from school in Scotland; got a severe thrashing from his father for so doing; and having no mother in whose sympathising bosom he could weep out his sorrow, ran away from home, went to sea, ran away from his ship while she lay at anchor in the harbour of New York, and after leading a wandering, unsettled life for several years, during which he had been alternately a clerk, a day-labourer, a store-keeper, and a village schoolmaster, he wound up by entering the service of the Hudsons Bay Company, in which he obtained an insight into savage life, a comfortable fortune, besides a half-breed wife and a large family.

Being a man of great energy and courage, and moreover possessed of a large, powerful frame, he was sent to one of the most distant posts on the Mackenzie River, as being admirably suited for the display of his powers both mental and physical. Here the smallpox broke out among the natives, and besides carrying off hundreds of these poor creatures, robbed Mr Kennedy of all his children save two, Charles and Kate, whom we have already introduced to the reader.

About the same time the council which is annually held at Red River in spring for the purpose of arranging the affairs of the country for the ensuing year thought proper to appoint Mr Kennedy to a still more outlandish part of the country  as near, in fact, to the North Pole as it was possible for mortal man to live  and sent him an order to proceed to his destination without loss of time. On receiving this communication Mr Kennedy upset his chair, stamped his foot, ground his teeth, and vowed, in the hearing of his wife and children, that sooner than obey the mandate he would see the governors and council of Ruperts Land hanged, quartered, and boiled down into tallow! Ebullitions of this kind were peculiar to Frank Kennedy, and meant nothing. They were simply the safety-valves to his superabundant ire, and, like safety-valves in general, made much noise but did no damage. It was well, however, on such occasions to keep out of the old fur-traders way; for he had an irresistible propensity to hit out at whatever stood before him, especially if the object stood on a level with his own eyes and wore whiskers. On second thoughts, however, he sat down before his writing-table, took a sheet of blue ruled foolscap paper, seized a quill which he had mended six months previously, at a time when he happened to be in high good-humour, and wrote as follows:  

To the Governor and Council of Ruperts Land, Red River Settlement.

Fort Paskisegun, June 15, 18 hundred and something.

Gentlemen,  I have the honour to acknowledge receipt of your favour of 26th April last, appointing me to the charge of Peels River, and directing me to strike out new channels of trade in that quarter. In reply, I have to state that I shall have the honour to fulfil your instructions by taking my departure in a light canoe as soon as possible. At the same time I beg humbly to submit that the state of my health is such as to render it expedient for me to retire from the service, and I herewith beg to hand in my resignation. I shall hope to be relieved early next spring.  I have the honour to be, gentlemen, your most obedient humble servant, F. Kennedy.

There! exclaimed the old gentleman, in a tone that would lead one to suppose he had signed the death-warrant, and so had irrevocably fixed the certain destruction, of the entire council there! said he, rising from his chair, and sticking the quill into the ink-bottle with a dab that split it up to the feather, and so rendered it hors de combat for all time coming.

To this letter the council gave a short reply, accepting his resignation, and appointing a successor. On the following spring old Mr Kennedy embarked his wife and children in a bark canoe, and in process of time landed them safely in Red River Settlement. Here he purchased a house with six acres of land, in which he planted a variety of useful vegetables, and built a summer-house after the fashion of a conservatory, where he was wont to solace himself for hours together with a pipe, or rather with dozens of pipes, of Canada twist tobacco.

After this he put his two children to school. The settlement was at this time fortunate in having a most excellent academy, which was conducted by a very estimable man. Charles and Kate Kennedy, being obedient and clever, made rapid progress under his judicious management, and the only fault that he had to find with the young people was that Kate was a little too quiet and fond of books, while Charley was a little too riotous and fond of fun.

When Charles arrived at the age of fifteen and Kate attained to fourteen years, old Mr Kennedy went into his conservatory, locked the door, sat down on an easy-chair, filled a long clay pipe with his beloved tobacco, smoked vigorously for ten minutes, and fell fast asleep. In this condition he remained until the pipe fell from his lips and broke in fragments on the floor. He then rose, filled another pipe, and sat down to meditate on the subject that had brought him to his smoking apartment. Theres my wife, said he, looking at the bowl of his pipe, as if he were addressing himself to it, shes getting too old to be looking after everything herself (puff), and Kates getting too old to be humbugging any longer with books; besides, she ought to be at home learning to keep house, and help her mother, and cut the baccy (puff), and that young scamp Charley should be entering the service (puff). Hes clever enough now to trade beaver and bears from the red-skins; besides, hes (puff) a young rascal, and Ill be bound does nothing but lead the other boys into (puff) mischief, although, to be sure, the master does say hes the cleverest fellow in the school; but he must be reined up a bit now. Ill clap on a double curb and martingale. Ill get him a situation in the counting-room at the fort (puff), where hell have his nose held tight to the grindstone. Yes, Ill fix both their flints to-morrow; and old Mr Kennedy gave vent to another puff so thick and long that it seemed as if all the previous puffs had concealed themselves up to this moment within his capacious chest, and rushed out at last in one thick and long-continued stream.

By fixing their flints Mr Kennedy meant to express the fact that he intended to place his children in an entirely new sphere of action; and with a view to this he ordered out his horse and cariole (A sort of sleigh.) on the following morning, went up to the school, which was about ten miles distant from his abode, and brought his children home with him the same evening. Kate was now formally installed as housekeeper and tobacco-cutter; while Charley was told that his future destiny was to wield the quill in the service of the Hudsons Bay Company, and that he might take a week to think over it. Quiet, warm-hearted, affectionate Kate was overjoyed at the thought of being a help and comfort to her old father and mother; but reckless, joyous, good-humoured, hare-brained Charley was cast into the depths of despair at the idea of spending the livelong day, and day after day, for years it might be, on the top of a long-legged stool. In fact, poor Charley said that he would rather become a buffalo than do it. Now this was very wrong of Charley, for, of course, he didnt mean it. Indeed, it is too much a habit among little boys, ay, and among grown-up people too, to say what they dont mean, as no doubt you are aware, dear reader, if you possess half the self-knowledge we give you credit for; and we cannot too strongly remonstrate with ourself and others against the practice  leading, as it does, to all sorts of absurd exaggerations, such as gravely asserting that we are broiling hot when we are simply rather warm, or more than half dead with fatigue when we are merely very tired. However, Charley said that he would rather be a buffalo than do it, and so we feel bound in honour to record the fact.

Charley and Kate were warmly attached to each other. Moreover, they had been, ever since they could walk, in the habit of mingling their little joys and sorrows in each others bosoms; and although, as years flew past, they gradually ceased to sob in each others arms at every little mishap, they did not cease to interchange their inmost thoughts, and to mingle their tears when occasion called them forth. They knew the power, the inexpressible sweetness, of sympathy. They understood experimentally the comfort and joy that flow from obedience to that blessed commandment to rejoice with those that do rejoice, and weep with those that weep. It was natural, therefore, that on Mr Kennedy announcing his decrees, Charley and Kate should hasten to some retired spot where they could commune in solitude; the effect of which communing was to reduce them to a somewhat calmer and rather happy state of mind. Charleys sorrow was blunted by sympathy with Kates joy, and Kates joy was subdued by sympathy with Charleys sorrow; so that, after the first effervescing burst, they settled down into a calm and comfortable state of flatness, with very red eyes and exceedingly pensive minds. We must, however, do Charley the justice to say that the red eyes applied only to Kate; for although a tear or two could without much coaxing be induced to hop over his sun-burned cheek, he had got beyond that period of life when boys are addicted to (we must give the word, though not pretty, because it is eminently expressive) blubbering.

A week later found Charley and his sister seated on the lump of blue ice where they were first introduced to the reader, and where Charley announced his unalterable resolve to run away, following it up with the statement that that was the end of it. He was quite mistaken, however, for that was by no means the end of it. In fact it was only the beginning of it, as we shall see hereafter.




Chapter Two.

The old fur-trader endeavours to fix his sons flint, and finds the thing more difficult to do than he expected.

Near the centre of the colony of Red River, the stream from which the settlement derives its name is joined by another, called the Assiniboine. About five or six hundred yards from the point where this union takes place, and on the banks of the latter stream, stands the Hudsons Bay Companys trading-post, Fort Garry. It is a massive square building of stone. Four high and thick walls enclose a space of ground on which are built six or eight wooden houses, some of which are used as dwellings for the servants of the Hudsons Bay Company, and others as stores, wherein are contained the furs, the provisions which are sent annually to various parts of the country, and the goods (such as cloth, guns, powder and shot, blankets, twine, axes, knives, etcetera, etcetera,) with which the fur-trade is carried on. Although Red River is a peaceful colony, and not at all likely to be assaulted by the poor Indians, it was, nevertheless, deemed prudent by the traders to make some show of power; and so at the corners of the fort four round bastions of a very imposing appearance were built, from the embrasures of which several large black-muzzled guns protruded. No one ever conceived the idea of firing these engines of war; and, indeed, it is highly probable that such an attempt would have been attended with consequences much more dreadful to those behind than to those who might chance to be in front of the guns. Nevertheless they were imposing, and harmonised well with the flagstaff, which was the only other military symptom about the place. This latter was used on particular occasions, such as the arrival or departure of a brigade of boats, for the purpose of displaying the folds of a red flag on which were the letters H.B.C.

The fort stood, as we have said, on the banks of the Assiniboine River, on the opposite side of which the land was somewhat wooded, though not heavily, with oak, maple, poplar, aspens, and willows; while at the back of the fort the great prairie rolled out like a green sea to the horizon, and far beyond that again to the base of the Rocky Mountains. The plains at this time, however, were a sheet of unbroken snow, and the river a mass of solid ice.

It was noon on the day following that on which our friend Charley had threatened rebellion, when a tall elderly man might have been seen standing at the back gate of Fort Garry, gazing wistfully out into the prairie in the direction of the lower part of the settlement. He was watching a small speck which moved rapidly over the snow in the direction of the fort.

Its very like our friend Frank Kennedy, said he to himself (at least we presume so, for there was no one else within earshot to whom he could have said it, except the door-post, which every one knows is proverbially a deaf subject). No man in the settlement drives so furiously. I shouldnt wonder if he ran against the corner of the new fence now. Ha! just so  there he goes!

And truly the reckless driver did go just at that moment. He came up to the corner of the new fence, where the road took a rather abrupt turn, in a style that ensured a capsize. In another second the spirited horse turned sharp round, the sleigh turned sharp over, and the occupant was pitched out at full length, while a black object, that might have been mistaken for his hat, rose from his side like a rocket, and, flying over him, landed on the snow several yards beyond. A faint shout was heard to float on the breeze as this catastrophe occurred, and the driver was seen to jump up and readjust himself in the cariole; while the other black object proved itself not to be a hat by getting hastily up on a pair of legs, and scrambling back to the seat from which it had been so unceremoniously ejected.

In a few minutes more the cheerful tinkling of the merry sleigh-bells was heard, and Frank Kennedy, accompanied by his hopeful son Charles, dashed up to the gate, and pulled up with a jerk.

Ha! Grant, my fine fellow, how are you? exclaimed Mr Kennedy, senior, as he disengaged himself from the heavy folds of the buffalo robe and shook the snow from his greatcoat. Why on earth, man, dont you put up a sign-post and a board to warn travellers that youve been running out new fences and changing the road, eh?

Why, my good friend, said Mr Grant, smiling, the fence and the road are of themselves pretty conclusive proof to most men that the road is changed; and, besides, we dont often have people driving round corners at full gallop; but

Hollo! Charley, you rascal, interrupted Mr Kennedy here, take the mare to the stable, and dont drive her too fast. Mind, now, no going off upon the wrong road for the sake of a drive, you understand.

All right, father, exclaimed the boy, while a bright smile lit up his features and displayed two rows of white teeth: Ill be particularly careful, and he sprang into the light vehicle, seized the reins, and with a sharp crack of the whip dashed down the road at a hard gallop.

Hes a fine fellow that son of yours, said Mr Grant, and will make a first-rate fur-trader.

Fur-trader! exclaimed Mr Kennedy. Just look at him! Ill be shot if he isnt thrashing the mare as if she were made of leather. The old mans ire was rising rapidly as he heard the whip crack every now and then, and saw the mare bound madly over the snow. And see! he continued, I declare he has taken the wrong turn after all.

True, said Mr Grant: hell never reach the stable by that road; hes much more likely to visit the White-horse Plains. But come, friend, its of no use fretting. Charley will soon tire of his ride; so come with me to my room and have a pipe before dinner.

Old Mr Kennedy gave a short groan of despair, shook his fist at the form of his retreating son, and accompanied his friend to the house.

It must not be supposed that Frank Kennedy was very deeply offended with his son, although he did shower on him a considerable amount of abuse. On the contrary, he loved him very much. But it was the old mans nature to give way to little bursts of passion on almost every occasion in which his feelings were at all excited. These bursts, however, were like the little puffs that ripple the surface of the sea on a calm summers day. They were over in a second, and left his good-humoured, rough, candid countenance in unruffled serenity. Charley knew this well, and loved his father tenderly, so that his conscience frequently smote him for raising his anger so often; and he over and over again promised his sister Kate to do his best to refrain from doing anything that was likely to annoy the old man in future. But, alas! Charleys resolves, like those of many other boys, were soon forgotten, and his fathers equanimity was upset generally two or three times a day; but after the gust was over, the fur-trader would kiss his son, call him a rascal, and send him off to fill and fetch his pipe.

Mr Grant, who was in charge of Fort Garry, led the way to his smoking apartment, where the two were soon seated in front of a roaring log-fire, emulating each other in the manufacture of smoke.

Well, Kennedy, said Mr Grant, throwing himself back in his chair, elevating his chin, and emitting a long thin stream of white vapour from his lips, through which he gazed at his friend complacently well, Kennedy, to what fortunate chance am I indebted for this visit? It is not often that we have the pleasure of seeing you here.

Mr Kennedy created two large volumes of smoke, which, by means of a vigorous puff, he sent rolling over towards his friend, and said, Charley.

And what of Charley? said Mr Grant, with a smile, for he was well aware of the boys propensity to fun, and of the fathers desire to curb it.

The fact is, replied Kennedy, that Charley must be broke. Hes the wildest colt I ever had to tame, but Ill do it  I will  thats a fact.

If Charleys subjugation had depended on the rapidity with which the little white clouds proceeded from his sires mouth, there is no doubt that it would have been a fact in a very short time, for they rushed from him with the violence of a high wind. Long habit had made the old trader and his pipe not only inseparable companions, but part and parcel of each other  so intimately connected that a change in the one was sure to produce a sympathetic change in the other. In the present instance, the little clouds rapidly increased in size and number as the old gentleman thought on the obstinacy of his colt.

Yes, he continued, after a moments silence, Ive made up my mind to tame him, and I want you, Mr Grant, to help me.

Mr Grant looked as if he would rather not undertake to lend his aid in a work that was evidently difficult; but being a good-natured man, he said, And how, friend, can I assist in the operation?

Well, you see, Charleys a good fellow at bottom, and a clever fellow too  at least so says the schoolmaster; though I must confess that, so far as my experience goes, hes only clever at finding out excuses for not doing what I want him to. But still Im told hes clever, and can use his pen well; and I know for certain that he can use his tongue well. So I want to get him into the service, and have him placed in a situation where he shall have to stick to his desk all day. In fact, I want to have him broken in to work; for youve no notion, sir, how that boy talks about bears and buffaloes and badgers, and life in the woods among the Indians. I do believe, continued the old gentleman, waxing warm, that he would willingly go into the woods to-morrow, if I would let him, and never show his nose in the settlement again. Hes quite incorrigible. But Ill tame him yet  I will!

Mr Kennedy followed this up with an indignant grunt, and a puff of smoke, so thick, and propelled with such vigour, that it rolled and curled in fantastic evolutions towards the ceiling, as if it were unable to control itself with delight at the absolute certainty of Charley being tamed at last.

Mr Grant, however, shook his head, and remained for five minutes in profound silence, during which time the two friends puffed in concert, until they began to grow quite indistinct and ghostlike in the thick atmosphere. At last he broke silence.

My opinion is that youre wrong, Mr Kennedy. No doubt you know the disposition of your son better than I do; but even judging of it from what you have said, Im quite sure that a sedentary life will ruin him.

Ruin him! Humbug! said Kennedy, who never failed to express his opinion at the shortest notice and in the plainest language  a fact so well known by his friends that they had got into the habit of taking no notice of it. Humbug! he repeated, perfect humbug! You dont mean to tell me that the way to break him in is to let him run loose and wild whenever and wherever he pleases?

By no means. But you may rest assured that tying him down wont do it.

Nonsense! said Mr Kennedy testily; dont tell me. Have I not broken in young colts by the score? and dont I know that the way to fix their flints is to clap on a good strong curb?

If you had travelled farther south, friend, replied Mr Grant, you would have seen the Spaniards of Mexico break in their wild horses in a very different way; for after catching one with a lasso, a fellow gets on his back, and gives it the rein and the whip  ay, and the spur too; and before that race is over, there is no need for a curb.

What! exclaimed Kennedy, and do you mean to argue from that, that I should let Charley run  and help him too? Send him off to the woods with gun and blanket, canoe and tent, all complete? The old gentleman puffed a furious puff, and broke into a loud, sarcastic laugh.

No, no, interrupted Mr Grant; I dont exactly mean that, but I think that you might give him his way for a year or so. Hes a fine, active, generous fellow; and after the novelty wore off, he would be in a much better frame of mind to listen to your proposals. Besides (and Mr Grant smiled expressively), Charley is somewhat like his father. He has got a will of his own; and if you do not give him his way, I very much fear that hell

What? inquired Mr Kennedy abruptly.

Take it, said Mr Grant.

The puff that burst from Mr Kennedys lips on hearing this would have done credit to a thirty-six pounder.

Take it! said he; hed better not.

The latter part of this speech was not in itself of a nature calculated to convey much; but the tone of the old traders voice, the contraction of his eyebrows, and above all the overwhelming flow of cloudlets that followed, imparted to it a significance that induced the belief that Charleys taking his own way would be productive of more terrific consequences than it was in the power of the most highly imaginative man to conceive.

Theres his sister Kate, now, continued the old gentleman; shes as gentle and biddable as a lamb. Ive only to say a word, and shes off like a shot to do my bidding; and she does it with such a sweet smile too. There was a touch of pathos in the old traders voice as he said this. He was a man of strong feeling, and as impulsive in his tenderness as in his wrath. But that rascal Charley, he continued, is quite different. Hes obstinate as a mule. To be sure, he has a good temper; and I must say for him he never goes into the sulks, which is a comfort, for of all things in the world sulking is the most childish and contemptible. He generally does what I bid him, too. But hes always getting into scrapes of one kind or other. And during the last week, notwithstanding all I can say to him, he wont admit that the best thing for him is to get a place in your counting-room, with the prospect of rapid promotion in the service. Very odd. I cant understand it at all; and Mr Kennedy heaved a deep sigh.

Did you ever explain to him the prospects that he would have in the situation you propose for him? inquired Mr Grant.

Cant say I ever did.

Did you ever point out the probable end of a life spent in the woods?

No.

Nor suggest to him that the appointment to the office here would only be temporary, and to see how he got on in it?

Certainly not.

Then, my dear sir, Im not surprised that Charley rebels. You have left him to suppose that, once placed at the desk here, he is a prisoner for life. But see, there he is, said Mr Grant, pointing as he spoke towards the subject of their conversation, who was passing the window at the moment; let me call him, and I feel certain that he will listen to reason in a few minutes.

Humph! ejaculated Mr Kennedy, you may try.

In another minute Charley had been summoned, and was seated, cap in hand, near the door.

Charley, my boy, began Mr Grant, standing with his back to the fire, his feet pretty wide apart, and his coat-tails under his arms Charley, my boy, your father has just been speaking of you. He is very anxious that you should enter the service of the Hudsons Bay Company; and as you are a clever boy and a good penman, we think that you would be likely to get on if placed for a year or so in our office here. I need scarcely point out to you, my boy, that in such a position you would be sure to obtain more rapid promotion than if you were placed in one of the distant outposts, where you would have very little to do, and perhaps little to eat, and no one to converse with except one or two men. Of course, we would merely place you here on trial, to see how you suited us; and if you prove steady and diligent, there is no saying how fast you might get on. Why, you might even come to fill my place in course of time. Come now, Charley, what think you of it?

Charleys eyes had been cast on the ground while Mr Grant was speaking. He now raised them, looked at his father, then at his interrogator, and said  

It is very kind of you both to be so anxious about my prospects. I thank you, indeed, very much; but I  a

Dont like the desk? said his father, in an angry tone. Is that it, eh?

Charley made no reply, but cast down his eyes again and smiled (Charley had a sweet smile, a peculiarly sweet, candid smile), as if he meant to say that his father had hit the nail quite on the top of the head that time, and no mistake.

But consider, resumed Mr Grant, although you might probably be pleased with an outpost life at first, you would be sure to grow weary of it after the novelty wore off, and then you would wish with all your heart to be back here again. Believe me, child, a traders life is a very hard and not often a very satisfactory one

Ay, broke in the father, desirous, if possible, to help the argument, and youll find it a desperately wild, unsettled, roving sort of life, too, let me tell you! full of dangers both from wild beasts and wild men

Hush! interrupted Mr Grant, observing that the boys eye kindled when his father spoke of a wild, roving life and wild beasts. Your father does not mean that life at an outpost is wild and interesting or exciting. He merely means that  a  it

Mr Grant could not very well explain what it was that Mr Kennedy meant if he did not mean that, so he turned to him for help.

Exactly so, said that gentleman, taking a strong pull at the pipe for inspiration. Its no ways interesting or exciting at all. Its slow, dull, and flat; a miserable sort of Robinson Crusoe life, with red Indians and starvation constantly staring you in the face

Besides, said Mr Grant, again interrupting the somewhat unfortunate efforts of his friend, who seemed to have a happy facility in sending a brilliant dash of romantic allusion across the dark side of his picture besides, youll not have opportunity to amuse yourself, or to read, as youll have no books, and youll have to work hard with your hands oftentimes, like your men

In fact, broke in the impatient father, resolved, apparently, to carry the point with a grand coup in fact, youll have to rough it, as I did, when I went up the Mackenzie River district, where I was sent to establish a new post, and had to travel for weeks and weeks through a wild country, where none of us had ever been before; where we shot our own meat, caught our own fish, and built our own house  and were very near being murdered by the Indians; though, to be sure, afterwards they became the most civil fellows in the country, and brought us plenty of skins. Ay, lad, youll repent of your obstinacy when you come to have to hunt your own dinner, as Ive done many a day up the Saskatchewan, where Ive had to fight with red-skins and grizzly bears, and to chase the buffaloes over miles and miles of prairie on rough-going nags till my bones ached and I scarce knew whether I sat on

Oh exclaimed Charley, starting to his feet, while his eyes flashed and his chest heaved with emotion, thats the place for me, father!  Do, please, Mr Grant, send me there, and Ill work for you with all my might!

Frank Kennedy was not a man to stand this unexpected miscarriage of his eloquence with equanimity. His first action was to throw his pipe at the head of his enthusiastic boy; without worse effect, however, than smashing it to atoms on the opposite wall. He then started up and rushed towards his son, who, being near the door, retreated precipitately and vanished.

So, said Mr Grant, not very sure whether to laugh or be angry at the result of their united efforts, youve settled the question now, at all events.

Frank Kennedy said nothing, but filled another pipe, sat doggedly down in front of the fire, and speedily enveloped himself, and his friend, and all that the room contained, in thick, impenetrable clouds of smoke.

Meanwhile his worthy son rushed off in a state of great glee. He had often heard the voyageurs of Red River dilate on the delights of roughing it in the woods, and his heart had bounded as they spoke of dangers encountered and overcome among the rapids of the Far North, or with the bears and bison-bulls of the prairie, but never till now had he heard his father corroborate their testimony by a recital of his own actual experience; and although the old gentlemans intention was undoubtedly to damp the boys spirit, his eloquence had exactly the opposite effect  so that it was with a hop and a shout that he burst into the counting-room, with the occupants of which Charley was a special favourite.




Chapter Three.

The counting-room.

Every one knows the general appearance of a counting-room. There are one or two peculiar features about such apartments that are quite unmistakable and very characteristic; and the counting-room at Fort Garry, although many hundred miles distant from other specimens of its race, and, from the peculiar circumstances of its position, not therefore likely to bear them much resemblance, possessed one or two features of similarity, in the shape of two large desks and several very tall stools, besides sundry ink-bottles, rulers, books, and sheets of blotting-paper. But there were other implements there, savouring strongly of the backwoods and savage life, which merit more particular notice.

The room itself was small, and lighted by two little windows, which opened into the courtyard. The entire apartment was made of wood. The floor was of unpainted fir boards. The walls were of the same material, painted blue from the floor upwards to about three feet, where the blue was unceremoniously stopped short by a stripe of bright red, above which the somewhat fanciful decorator had laid on a coat of pale yellow; and the ceiling, by way of variety, was of a deep ochre. As the occupants of Red River office were, however, addicted to the use of tobacco and tallow candies, the original colour of the ceiling had vanished entirely, and that of the walls had considerably changed.

There were three doors in the room (besides the door of entrance), each opening into another apartment, where the three clerks were wont to court the favour of Morpheus after the labours of the day. No carpets graced the floors of any of these rooms, and with the exception of the paint aforementioned, no ornament whatever broke the pleasing uniformity of the scene. This was compensated, however, to some extent by several scarlet sashes, bright-coloured shot-belts, and gay portions of winter costume, peculiar to the country, which depended from sundry nails in the bedroom walls; and as the three doors always stood open, these objects, together with one or two fowling-pieces and canoe-paddles, formed quite a brilliant and highly suggestive background to the otherwise sombre picture. A large open fireplace stood in one corner of the room, devoid of a grate, and so constructed that large logs of wood might be piled up on end to any extent. And really the fires made in this manner, and in this individual fireplace, were exquisite beyond description. A wood-fire is a particularly cheerful thing. Those who have never seen one can form but a faint idea of its splendour; especially on a sharp winter night in the arctic regions, where the thermometer falls to forty degrees below zero, without inducing the inhabitants to suppose that the world has reached its conclusion. The billets are usually piled up on end, so that the flames rise and twine round them with a fierce intensity that causes them to crack and sputter cheerfully, sending innumerable sparks of fire into the room, and throwing out a rich glow of brilliant light that warms a man even to look at it, and renders candles quite unnecessary.

The clerks who inhabited this counting-room were, like itself, peculiar. There were three  corresponding to the bedrooms. The senior was a tall, broad-shouldered, muscular man  a Scotchman  very good-humoured, yet a man whose under-lip met the upper with that peculiar degree of precision that indicated the presence of other qualities besides that of good-humour. He was book-keeper and accountant, and managed the affairs entrusted to his care with the same dogged perseverance with which he would have led an expedition of discovery to the North Pole. He was thirty or thereabouts.

The second was a small man  also a Scotchman. It is curious to note how numerous Scotchmen are in the wilds of North America. This specimen was diminutive and sharp. Moreover, he played the flute  an accomplishment of which he was so proud that he ordered out from England a flute of ebony, so elaborately enriched with silver keys that ones fingers ached to behold it. This beautiful instrument, like most other instruments of a delicate nature, found the climate too much for its constitution, and, soon after the winter began, split from top to bottom. Peter Mactavish, however, was a genius by nature, and a mechanical genius by tendency; so that, instead of giving way to despair, he laboriously bound the flute together with waxed thread, which, although it could not restore it to its pristine elegance, enabled him to play with great effect sundry doleful airs, whose influence, when performed at night, usually sent his companions to sleep, or, failing this, drove them to distraction.

The third inhabitant of the office was a ruddy, smooth-chinned youth of about fourteen, who had left home seven months before, in the hope of gratifying a desire to lead a wild life, which he had entertained ever since he read Jack the Giant Killer, and found himself most unexpectedly fastened, during the greater part of each day, to a stool. His name was Harry Somerville, and a fine, cheerful little fellow he was, full of spirits, and curiously addicted to poking and arranging the fire at least every ten minutes  a propensity which tested the forbearance of the senior clerk rather severely, and would have surprised any one not aware of poor Harrys incurable antipathy to the desk, and the yearning desire with which he longed for physical action.

Harry was busily engaged with the refractory fire when Charley, as stated at the conclusion of the last chapter, burst into the room.

Hollo! he exclaimed, suspending his operations for a moment, whats up?

Nothing, said Charley, but fathers temper, thats all. He gave me a splendid description of his life in the woods, and then threw his pipe at me because I admired it too much.

Ho! exclaimed Harry, making a vigorous thrust at the fire, then youve no chance now.

No chance! what do you mean?

Only that we are to have a wolf-hunt in the plains tomorrow; and if youve aggravated your father, hell be taking you home to-night, thats all.

Oh! no fear of that, said Charley, with a look that seemed to imply that there was very great fear of that,  much more, in fact, than he was willing to admit even to himself. My dear old father never keeps his anger long. Im sure that hell be all right again in half an hour.

Hope so, but doubt it I do, said Harry, making another deadly poke at the fire, and returning, with a deep sigh, to his stool.

Would you like to go with us, Charley? said the senior clerk, laying down his pen and turning round on his chair (the senior clerk never sat on a stool) with a benign smile.

Oh, very, very much indeed, cried Charley; but even should father agree to stay all night at the fort, I have no horse, and Im sure he would not let me have the mare after what I did to-day.

Do you think hes not open to persuasion? said the senior clerk.

No, Im sure hes not.

Well, well, it dont much signify; perhaps we can mount you. (Charleys face brightened.) Go, he continued, addressing Harry Somerville go, tell Tom Whyte I wish to speak to him.

Harry sprang from his stool with a suddenness and vigour that might have justified the belief that he had been fixed to it by means of a powerful spring, which had been set free with a sharp recoil, and shot him out at the door, for he disappeared in a trice. In a few minutes he returned, followed by the groom Tom Whyte.

Tom, said the senior clerk, do you think we could manage to mount Charley to-morrow?

Why, sir, I dont think as how we could. There aint an oss in the stable except them wots required and them wots badly.

Couldnt he have the brown pony? suggested the senior clerk.

Tom Whyte was a cockney and an old soldier, and stood so bolt upright that it seemed quite a marvel how the words ever managed to climb up the steep ascent of his throat, and turn the corner so as to get out at his mouth. Perhaps this was the cause of his speaking on all occasions with great deliberation and slowness.

Why, you see, sir, he replied, the brown ponys got cut under the fetlock of the right hind leg; and I ad im down to LEsperance the smiths, sir, to look at im, sir; and he says to me, says he, That dont look well, that oss dont,  and hes a knowing feller, sir, is LEsperance, though he is an alf-breed

Never mind what he said, Tom, interrupted the senior clerk; is the pony fit for use? thats the question.

No, sir, e haint.

And the black mare, can he not have that?

No, sir; Mr Grant is to ride er to-morrow.

Thats unfortunate, said the senior clerk. I fear, Charley, that youll need to ride behind Harry on his gray pony. It wouldnt improve his speed, to be sure, having two on his back; but then hes so like a pig in his movements at any rate, I dont think it would spoil his pace much.

Could he not try the new horse? he continued, turning to the groom.

The noo oss, sir! he might as well try to ride a mad buffalo bull, sir. Hes quite a young colt, sir, only alf broke  kicks like a windmill, sir, ands got an ead like a steam-engine; e couldnt old im in noow, sir. I ad im down to the smith tother day, sir, an says e to me, says e, Thats a screamer, that is. Yes, says I, that his a fact. Well, says e

Hang the smith! cried the senior clerk, losing all patience; cant you answer me without so much talk? Is the horse too wild to ride?

Yes, sir, e is, said the groom, with a look of slightly offended dignity, and drawing himself up  if we may use such an expression to one who was always drawn up to such an extent that he seemed to be just balanced on his heels, and required only a gentle push to lay him flat on his back.

Oh, I have it! cried Peter Mactavish, who had been standing during the conversation with his back to the fire, and a short pipe in his mouth: John Fowler, the miller, has just purchased a new pony. Im told its an old buffalo-runner, and Im certain he would lend it to Charley at once.

The very thing, said the senior clerk. Run, Tom; give the miller my compliments, and beg the loan of his horse for Charley Kennedy.  I think he knows you, Charley?

The dinner-bell rang as the groom departed, and the clerks prepared for their mid-day meal.

The senior clerks order to run was a mere form of speech, intended to indicate that haste was desirable. No man imagined for a moment that Tom Whyte could by any possibility run. He hadnt run since he was dismissed from the army, twenty years before, for incurable drunkenness; and most of Toms friends entertained the belief that if he ever attempted to run he would crack all over, and go to pieces like a disentombed Egyptian mummy. Tom therefore walked off to the row of buildings inhabited by the men, where he sat down on a bench in front of his bed, and proceeded leisurely to fill his pipe.

The room in which he sat was a fair specimen of the dwellings devoted to the employés of the Hudsons Bay Company throughout the country. It was large, and low in the roof, built entirely of wood, which was unpainted; a matter, however, of no consequence, as, from long exposure to dust and tobacco-smoke, the floor, walls, and ceiling had become one deep, uniform brown. The mens berths were constructed after the fashion of berths on board ship, being wooden boxes ranged in tiers round the room. Several tables and benches were strewn miscellaneously about the floor, in the centre of which stood a large double iron stove, with the word Carron stamped on it. This served at once for cooking, and warming the place. Numerous guns, axes, and canoe-paddles hung round the walls or were piled in corners, and the rafters sustained a miscellaneous mass of materials, the more conspicuous among which were snow-shoes, dog-sledges, axe handles, and nets.

Having filled and lighted his pipe, Tom Whyte thrust his hands into his deerskin mittens, and sauntered off to perform his errand.




Chapter Four.

A wolf-hunt in the prairies  Charley astonishes his father, and breaks in the noo oss effectually.

During the long winter that reigns in the northern regions of America, the thermometer ranges, for many months together, from zero down to 20, 30, and 40 degrees below it. In different parts of the country the intensity of the frost varies a little, but not sufficiently to make any appreciable change in ones sensation of cold. At York Fort, on the shores of Hudsons Bay, where the winter is eight months long, the spirit-of-wine (mercury being useless in so cold a climate) sometimes falls so low as 50 degrees below zero; and away in the regions of Great Bear Lake it has been known to fall considerably lower than 60 degrees below zero of Fahrenheit. Cold of such intensity, of course, produces many curious and interesting effects, which, although scarcely noticed by the inhabitants, make a strong impression upon the minds of those who visit the country for the first time. A youth goes out to walk on one of the first sharp, frosty mornings. His locks are brown and his face ruddy. In half an hour he returns with his face blue, his nose frost-bitten, and his locks white  the latter effect being produced by his breath congealing on his hair and breast, until both are covered with hoar-frost. Perhaps he is of a sceptical nature, prejudiced, it may be, in favour of old habits and customs; so that, although told by those who ought to know that it is absolutely necessary to wear moccasins in winter, he prefers the leather boots to which he has been accustomed at home, and goes out with them accordingly. In a few minutes the feet begin to lose sensation. First the toes, as far as feeling goes, vanish; then the heels depart, and he feels the extraordinary and peculiar and altogether disagreeable sensation of one who has had his heels and toes amputated, and is walking about on his insteps. Soon, however, these also fade away, and the unhappy youth rushes frantically home on the stumps of his anklebones  at least so it appears to him, and so in reality it would turn out to be if he did not speedily rub the benumbed appendages into vitality again.

The whole country during this season is buried in snow, and the prairies of Red River present the appearance of a sea of the purest white for five or six months of the year. Impelled by hunger, troops of prairie wolves prowl round the settlement, safe from the assault of man in consequence of their light weight permitting them to scamper away on the surface of the snow, into which man or horse, from their greater weight, would sink, so as to render pursuit either fearfully laborious or altogether impossible. In spring, however, when the first thaws begin to take place, and commence that delightful process of disruption which introduces this charming season of the year, the relative position of wolf and man is reversed. The snow becomes suddenly soft, so that the short legs of the wolf, sinking deep into it, fail to reach the solid ground below, and he is obliged to drag heavily along; while the long legs of the horse enable him to plunge through and dash aside the snow at a rate which, although not very fleet, is sufficient, nevertheless, to overtake the chase and give his rider a chance of shooting it. The inhabitants of Red River are not much addicted to this sport, but the gentlemen of the Hudsons Bay Service sometimes practise it; and it was to a hunt of this description that our young friend Charley Kennedy was now so anxious to go.

The morning was propitious. The sun blazed in dazzling splendour in a sky of deep, unclouded blue, while the white prairie glittered as if it were a sea of diamonds rolling out in an unbroken sheet from the walls of the fort to the horizon, and on looking at which one experienced all the pleasurable feelings of being out on a calm day on the wide, wide sea, without the disagreeable consequence of being very, very sick.

The thermometer stood at 39 in the shade, and everythink, as Tom White emphatically expressed it, looked like a runnin of right away into slush. That unusual sound, the trickling of water, so inexpressibly grateful to the ears of those who dwell in frosty climes, was heard all around, as the heavy masses of snow on the housetops sent a few adventurous drops gliding down the icicles which depended from the ewes and gables; and there was a balmy softness in the air that told of coming spring. Nature, in fact, seemed to have wakened from her long nap, and was beginning to think of getting up. Like people, however, who venture to delay so long as to think about it, Nature frequently turns round and goes to sleep again in her icy cradle for a few weeks after the first awakening.

The scene in the courtyard of Fort Garry harmonised with the cheerful spirit of the morning. Tom Whyte, with that upright solemnity which constituted one of his characteristic features, was standing in the centre of a group of horses, whose energy he endeavoured to restrain with the help of a small Indian boy, to whom meanwhile he imparted a variety of useful and otherwise unattainable information.

You see, Joseph, said he to the urchin, who gazed gravely in his face with a pair of very large and dark eyes, ponies is often skittish. Reason why one should be, an another not, I cant comprehend. Praps its natral, praps not, but howsomediver so tis; an if its more nor above the likes o me, Joseph, you neednt be surprised that its somethink haltogether beyond you.

It will not surprise the reader to be told that Joseph made no reply to this speech, having a very imperfect acquaintance with the English language, especially the peculiar dialect of that tongue in which Tom Whyte was wont to express his ideas, when he had any.

He merely gave a grunt, and continued to gaze at Toms fishy eyes, which were about as interesting as the face to which they belonged, and that might have been mistaken for almost anything.

Yes, Joseph, he continued, thats a fact. Theres the noo brown oss now, its a skittish un. And theres Mr Kennedys gray mare, wots a standin of beside me, she aint skittish a bit, though shes plenty of spirit, and wouldnt care hanythink for a five-barred gate. Now, wot I want to know is, wots the reason why?

We fear that the reason why, however interesting it might prove to naturalists, must remain a profound secret for ever; for just as the groom was about to entertain Joseph with one of his theories on the point, Charley Kennedy and Harry Somerville hastily approached.

Ho, Tom! exclaimed the former, have you got the millers pony for me?

Why, no, sir; e adnt got his shoes on, sir, last night

Oh, bother his shoes! said Charley, in a voice of great disappointment. Why didnt you bring him up without shoes, man, eh?

Well, sir, the miller said ed get em put on early this mornin, an I xpect ell be ere in alf a hour at farthest, sir.

Oh, very well, replied Charley, much relieved, but still a little nettled at the bare possibility of being late. Come along, Harry; lets go and meet him. Hell be long enough of coming if we dont go to poke him up a bit.

Youd better wait, called out the groom, as the boys hastened away. If you go by the river, hell praps come by the plains; and if you go by the plains, hell praps come by the river.

Charley and Harry stopped and looked at each other. Then they looked at the groom, and as their eyes surveyed his solemn, cadaverous countenance, which seemed a sort of bad caricature of the long visages of the horses that stood around him, they burst into a simultaneous and prolonged laugh. Hes a clever old lamp-post, said Harry at last: we had better remain, Charley.

You see, continued Tom Whyte, the ponys oofs is in an orrible state. Last night wen I seed im I said to the miller, says I, John, Ill take im down to the smith drectly. Very good, said John. So I ad im down to the smith

The remainder of Toms speech was cut short by one of those unforeseen operations of the laws of nature which are peculiar to arctic climates. During the long winter repeated falls of snow cover the housetops with white mantles upwards of a foot thick, which become gradually thicker and more consolidated as winter advances. In spring the suddenness of the thaw loosens these from the sloping roofs, and precipitates them in masses to the ground. These miniature avalanches are dangerous, people having been seriously injured and sometimes killed by them. Now it happened that a very large mass of snow, which lay on and partly depended from the roof of the house near to which the horses were standing, gave way, and just at that critical point in Tom Whytes speech when he ad im down to the smith, fell with a stunning crash on the back of Mr Kennedys gray mare. The mare was not skittish  by no means  according to Toms idea, but it would have been more than an ordinary mare to have stood the sudden descent of half a ton of snow without some symptoms of consciousness. No sooner did it feel the blow than it sent both heels with a bang against the wooden store, by way of preliminary movement, and then rearing up with a wild snort, it sprang over Tom Whytes head, jerked the reins from his hand, and upset him in the snow. Poor Tom never bent to anything. The military despotism under which he had been reared having substituted a touch of the cap for a bow, rendered it unnecessary to bend; prolonged drill, laziness, and rheumatism made it at last impossible. When he stood up, he did so after the manner of a pillar; when he sat down, he broke across at two points, much in the way in which a foot-rule would have done had it felt disposed to sit down; and when he fell, he came down like an overturned lamp-post. On the present occasion Tom became horizontal in a moment, and from his unfortunate propensity to fall straight, his head, reaching much farther than might have been expected, came into violent contact with the small Indian boy, who fell flat likewise, letting go the reins of the horses, which latter no sooner felt themselves free than they fled, curvetting and snorting round the court, with reins and manes flying in rare confusion.

The two boys, who could scarce stand for laughing, ran to the gates of the fort to prevent the chargers getting free, and in a short time they were again secured, although evidently much elated in spirit.

A few minutes after this Mr Grant issued from the principal house, leaning on Mr Kennedys arm, and followed by the senior clerk, Peter Mactavish, and one or two friends who had come to take part in the wolf-hunt. They were all armed with double or single barrelled guns or pistols, according to their several fancies. The two elderly gentlemen alone entered upon the scene without any more deadly weapons than their heavy riding-whips. Young Harry Somerville, who had been strongly advised not to take a gun, lest he should shoot himself or his horse or his companions, was content to take the field with a small pocket-pistol, which he crammed to the muzzle with a compound of ball and swan-shot.

It wont do, said Mr Grant, in an earnest voice, to his friend, as they walked towards the horses it wont do to check him too abruptly, my dear sir.

It was evident that they were recurring to the subject of conversation of the previous day, and it was also evident that the fathers wrath was in that very uncertain state when a word or a look can throw it into violent agitation.

Just permit me, continued Mr Grant, to get him sent to the Saskatchewan or Athabasca for a couple of years. By that time hell have had enough of a rough life, and be only too glad to get a berth at headquarters. If you thwart him now, I feel convinced that hell break through all restraint.

Humph! ejaculated Mr Kennedy, with a frown. Come here, Charley, he said, as the boy approached with a disappointed look to tell of his failure in getting a horse; Ive been talking with Mr Grant again about this business, and he says he can easily get you into the counting-room here for a year, so youll make arrangements

The old gentleman paused. He was going to have followed his wonted course by commanding instantaneous obedience; but as his eye fell upon the honest, open, though disappointed face of his son, a gush of tenderness filled his heart. Laying his hand upon Charleys head, he said, in a kind but abrupt tone, There now, Charley, my boy, make up your mind to give in with a good grace. Itll only be hard work for a year or two, and then plain sailing after that, Charley!

Charleys clear blue eyes filled with tears as the accents of kindness fell upon his ear.

It is strange that men should frequently be so blind to the potent influence of kindness. Independently of the Divine authority, which assures us that a soft answer turneth away wrath, and that love is the fulfilling of the law, who has not, in the course of his experience, felt the overwhelming power of a truly affectionate word; not a word which possesses merely an affectionate signification, but a word spoken with a gush of tenderness, where love rolls in the tone, and beams in the eye, and revels in every wrinkle of the face? And how much more powerfully does such a word or look or tone strike home to the heart if uttered by one whose lips are not much accustomed to the formation of honeyed words or sweet sentences! Had Mr Kennedy, senior, known more of this power, and put it more frequently to the proof, we venture to affirm that Mr Kennedy, junior, would have allowed his flint to be fixed (as his father pithily expressed it) long ago.

Ere Charley could reply to the question, Mr Grants voice, pitched in an elevated key, interrupted them.

Eh! what? said that gentleman to Tom Whyte. No horse for Charley! Hows that?

No, sir, said Tom.

Wheres the brown pony? said Mr Grant, abruptly.

Cut is fetlock, sir, said Tom slowly.

And the new horse?

Taint alf broke yet, sir.

Ah! thats bad.  It wouldnt do to take an unbroken charger, Charley; for although you are a pretty good rider, you couldnt manage him, I fear. Let me see.

Please, sir, said the groom, touching his hat, Ive borrowed the millers pony for im, and es sure to be ere in alf a hour at farthest.

Oh, thatll do, said Mr Grant; you can soon overtake us. We shall ride slowly out, straight into the prairie, and Harry will remain behind to keep you company.

So saying, Mr Grant mounted his horse and rode out at the back gate, followed by the whole cavalcade.

Now this is too bad! said Charley, looking with a very perplexed air at his companion. Whats to be done?

Harry evidently did not know what was to be done, and made no difficulty of saying so in a very sympathising tone. Moreover, he begged Charley very earnestly to take his pony, but this the other would not hear of; so they came to the conclusion that there was nothing for it but to wait as patiently as possible for the arrival of the expected horse. In the meantime Harry proposed a saunter in the field adjoining the fort. Charley assented, and the two friends walked away, leading the gray pony along with them.

To the right of Fort Garry was a small enclosure, at the extreme end of which commences a growth of willows and underwood, which gradually increases in size till it becomes a pretty thick belt of woodland, skirting up the river for many miles. Here stood the stable belonging to the establishment; and as the boys passed it, Charley suddenly conceived a strong desire to see the renowned noo oss, which Tom had said was only alf broke; so he turned the key, opened the door, and went in.

There was nothing very peculiar about this horse, excepting that his legs seemed rather long for his body, and upon a closer examination, there was a noticeable breadth of nostril and a latent fire in his eye, indicating a good deal of spirit, which, like Charleys own, required taming.

Oh, said Charley, what a splendid fellow! I say, Harry, Ill go out with him.

Youd better not.

Why not?

Why? just because if you do Mr Grant will be down upon you, and your father wont be very well pleased.

Nonsense, cried Charley. Father didnt say I wasnt to take him. I dont think hed care much. Hes not afraid of my breaking my neck. And then, Mr Grant seemed to be only afraid of my being run off with  not of his horse being hurt. Here goes for it! In another moment Charley had him saddled and bridled, and led him out into the yard.

Why, I declare hes quite quiet; just like a lamb, said Harry, in surprise.

So he is, replied Charley. Hes a capital charger; and even if he does bolt, he cant run five hundred miles at a stretch. If I turn his head to the prairies, the Rocky Mountains are the first things that will bring him up. So let him run if he likes, I dont care a fig. And springing lightly into the saddle, he cantered out of the yard, followed by his friend.

The young horse was a well-formed, showy animal, with a good deal of bone  perhaps too much for elegance. He was of a beautiful dark brown, and carried a high head and tail, with a high-stepping gait, that gave him a noble appearance. As Charley cantered along at a steady pace, he could discover no symptoms of the refractory spirit which had been ascribed to him.

Let us strike out straight for the horizon now, said Harry, after they had galloped half a mile or so along the beaten track. See, here are the tracks of our friends. Turning sharp round as he spoke, he leaped his pony over the heap that lined the road, and galloped away through the soft snow.

At this point the young horse began to show his evil spirit. Instead of following the other, he suddenly halted and began to back.

Hollo, Harry! exclaimed Charley; hold on a bit. Heres this monster begun his tricks.

Hit him a crack with the whip, shouted Harry.

Charley acted upon the advice, which had the effect of making the horse shake his head with a sharp snort, and back more vigorously than ever.

There, my fine fellow, quiet now, said Charley in a soothing tone, patting the horses neck. Its a comfort to know you cant go far in that direction, anyhow! he added, as he glanced over his shoulder, and saw an immense drift behind.

He was right. In a few minutes the horse backed into the snow-drift. Finding his hind-quarters imprisoned by a power that was too much even for his obstinacy to overcome, he gave another snort and a heavy plunge, which almost unseated his young rider.

Hold on fast, cried Harry, who had now come up.

No fear, cried Charley, as he clinched his teeth and gathered the reins more firmly. Now for it, you young villain! and raising his whip, he brought it down with a heavy slash on the horses flank.

Had the snow-drift been a cannon, and the horse a bombshell, he could scarcely have sprung from it with greater velocity. One bound landed him on the road; another cleared it; and in a second more he stretched out at full speed  his ears flat on his neck, mane and tail flying in the wind, and the bit tight between his teeth.

Well done, cried Harry, as he passed. Youre off now, old fellow; good-bye.

Hurrah! shouted Charley, in reply, leaving his cap in the snow as a parting souvenir; while, seeing that it was useless to endeavour to check his steed, he became quite wild with excitement; gave him the rein; flourished his whip; and flew over the white plains, casting up the snow in clouds behind him like a hurricane.

While this little escapade was being enacted by the boys, the hunters were riding leisurely out upon the snowy sea in search of a wolf.

Words cannot convey to you, dear reader, an adequate conception of the peculiar fascination, the exhilarating splendour of the scene by which our hunters were surrounded. Its beauty lay not in variety of feature in the landscape, for there was none. One vast sheet of white alone met the view, bounded all round by the blue circle of the sky, and broken in one or two places by a patch or two of willows, which, rising on the plain, appeared like little islands in a frozen sea. It was the glittering sparkle of the snow in the bright sunshine; the dreamy haziness of the atmosphere, mingling earth and sky as in a halo of gold; the first taste, the first smell of spring after a long winter, bursting suddenly upon the senses, like the unexpected visit of a long-absent, much-loved, and almost forgotten friend; the soft, warm feeling of the south wind, bearing on its wings the balmy influences of sunny climes, and recalling vividly the scenes, the pleasures, the bustling occupations of summer. It was this that caused the hunters hearts to leap within them as they rode along  that induced old Mr Kennedy to forget his years, and shout as he had been wont to do in days gone by, when he used to follow the track of the elk or hunt the wild buffalo; and it was this that made the otherwise monotonous prairies on this particular day so charming.

The party had wandered about, without discovering anything that bore the smallest resemblance to a wolf, for upwards of an hour; Fort Garry had fallen astern (to use a nautical phrase) until it had become a mere speck on the horizon, and vanished altogether; Peter Mactavish had twice given a false alarm in the eagerness of his spirit, and had three times plunged his horse up to the girths in a snow-drift; the senior clerk was waxing impatient, and the horses restive, when a sudden Hollo! from Mr Grant brought the whole cavalcade to a stand.

The object which drew his attention, and to which he directed the anxious eyes of his friends, was a small speck, rather triangular in form, which overtopped a little willow bush not more than five or six hundred yards distant.

There he is! exclaimed Mr Grant. Thats a fact, cried Mr Kennedy; and both gentlemen, instantaneously giving a shout, bounded towards the object; not, however, before the senior clerk, who was mounted on a fleet and strong horse, had taken the lead by six yards. A moment afterwards the speck rose up and discovered itself to be a veritable wolf. Moreover, he condescended to show his teeth, and then, conceiving it probable that his enemies were too numerous for him, he suddenly turned round and fled away. For ten minutes or so the chase was kept up at full speed, and as the snow happened to be shallow at the starting-point, the wolf kept well ahead of its pursuers  indeed, distanced them a little. But soon the snow became deeper, and the wolf plunged heavily, and the horses gained considerably. Although to the eye the prairie seemed to be a uniform level, there were numerous slight undulations, in which drifts of some depth had collected. Into one of these the wolf now plunged and laboured slowly through it. But so deep was the snow that the horses almost stuck fast. A few minutes, however, brought them out, and Mr Grant and Mr Kennedy, who had kept close to each other during the run, pulled up for a moment on the summit of a ridge to breathe their panting steeds.

What can that be? exclaimed the former, pointing with his whip to a distant object which was moving rapidly over the plain.

Eh! what  where? said Mr Kennedy, shading his eyes with his hand, and peering in the direction indicated. Why, thats another wolf, isnt it? No; it runs too fast for that.

Strange, said his friend; what can it be?

If I hadnt seen every beast in the country, remarked Mr Kennedy, and didnt know that there are no such animals north of the equator, I should say it was a mad dromedary mounted by a ring-tailed roarer.

It cant be, surely  not possible! exclaimed Mr Grant. Its not Charley on the new horse!

Mr Grant said this with an air of vexation, that annoyed his friend a little. He would not have much minded Charleys taking a horse without leave, no matter how wild it might be; but he did not at all relish the idea of making an apology for his sons misconduct, and for the moment did not exactly know what to say. As usual in such a dilemma, the old man took refuge in a towering passion, gave his steed a sharp cut with the whip, and galloped forward to meet the delinquent.

We are not acquainted with the general appearance of a ring-tailed roarer; in fact, we have grave doubts as to whether such an animal exists at all; but if it does, and is particularly wild, dishevelled, and fierce in deportment, there is no doubt whatever that when Mr Kennedy applied the name to his hopeful son, the application was singularly powerful and appropriate.

Charley had had a long run since we last saw him. After describing a wide curve, in which his charger displayed a surprising aptitude for picking out the ground that was least covered with snow, he headed straight for the fort again at the same pace at which he had started. At first Charley tried every possible method to check him, but in vain; so he gave it up, resolving to enjoy the race, since he could not prevent it. The young horse seemed to be made of lightning, with bones and muscles of brass, for he bounded untiringly forward for miles, tossing his head and snorting in his wild career. But Charley was a good horseman, and did not mind that much, being quite satisfied that the horse was a horse, and not a spirit, and that therefore he could not run for ever. At last he approached the party, in search of which he had originally set out. His eyes dilated and his colour heightened as he beheld the wolf running directly towards him. Fumbling hastily for the pistol which he had borrowed from his friend Harry, he drew it from his pocket, and prepared to give the animal a shot in passing. Just at that moment the wolf caught sight of this new enemy in advance, and diverged suddenly to the left, plunging into a drift in his confusion, and so enabling the senior clerk to overtake him, and send an ounce of heavy shot into his side, which turned him over quite dead. The shot, however, had a double effect. At that instant Charley swept past; and his mettlesome steed swerved as it heard the loud report of the gun, thereby almost unhorsing his rider, and causing him unintentionally to discharge the conglomerate of bullets and swan-shot into the flank of Peter Mactavishs horse  fortunately at a distance which rendered the shot equivalent to a dozen very sharp and particularly stinging blows. On receiving this unexpected salute, the astonished charger reared convulsively, and fell back upon his rider, who was thereby buried deep in the snow, not a vestige of him being left, no more than if he had never existed at all. Indeed, for a moment it seemed to be doubtful whether poor Peter did exist or not, until a sudden upheaving of the snow took place, and his dishevelled head appeared, with the eyes and mouth wide open, bearing on them an expression of mingled horror and amazement. Meanwhile the second shot acted like a spur on the young horse, which flew past Mr Kennedy like a whirlwind.

Stop, you young scoundrel! he shouted, shaking his fist at Charley as he passed.

Charley was past stopping, either by inclination or ability. This sudden and unexpected accumulation of disasters was too much for him. As he passed his sire, with his brown curls streaming straight out behind, and his eyes flashing with excitement, his teeth clinched, and his horse tearing along more like an incarnate fiend than an animal, a spirit of combined recklessness, consternation, indignation, and glee took possession of him. He waved his whip wildly over his head, brought it down with a stinging cut on the horses neck, and uttered a shout of defiance that threw completely into the shade the loudest war-whoop that was ever uttered by the brazen lungs of the wildest savage between Hudsons Bay and Oregon. Seeing and hearing this, old Mr Kennedy wheeled about and dashed off in pursuit with much greater energy than he had displayed in chase of the wolf.

The race bade fair to be a long one, for the young horse was strong in wind and limb; and the gray mare, though decidedly not the better horse, was much fresher than the other.

The hunters, who were now joined by Harry Somerville, did not feel it incumbent on them to follow this new chase; so they contented themselves with watching their flight towards the fort, while they followed at a more leisurely pace.

Meanwhile Charley rapidly neared Fort Garry, and now began to wonder whether the stable door was open, and if so, whether it were better for him to take his chance of getting his neck broken, or to throw himself into the next snow-drift that presented itself.

He had not to remain long in suspense. The wooden fence that enclosed the stable-yard lay before him. It was between four and five feet high, with a beaten track running along the outside, and a deep snow-drift on the other. Charley felt that the young horse had made up his mind to leap this. As he did not at the moment see that there was anything better to be done, he prepared for it. As the horse bent on his haunches to spring, he gave him a smart cut with the whip, went over like a rocket, and plunged up to the neck in the snow-drift, which brought his career to an abrupt conclusion. The sudden stoppage of the horse was one thing, but the arresting of Master Charley was another and quite a different thing. The instant his charger landed, he left the saddle like a harlequin, described an extensive curve in the air, and fell head foremost into the drift, above which his boots and three inches of his legs alone remained to tell the tale.

On witnessing this climax, Mr Kennedy, senior, pulled up, dismounted, and ran  with an expression of some anxiety on his countenance  to the help of his son; while Tom Whyte came out of the stable just in time to receive the noo oss as he floundered out of the snow.

I believe, said the groom, as he surveyed the trembling charger, that your son has broke the noo oss, sir, better nor I could ave done myself.

I believe that my son has broken his neck, said Mr Kennedy wrathfully. Come here and help me to dig him out.

In a few minutes Charley was dug out, in a state of insensibility, and carried up to the fort, where he was laid on a bed, and restoratives actively applied for his recovery.




Chapter Five.

Peter Mactavish becomes an amateur doctor; Charley promulgates his views of things in general to Kate; and Kate waxes sagacious.

Shortly after the catastrophe just related, Charley opened his eyes to consciousness, and aroused himself out of a prolonged fainting fit, under the combined influence of a strong constitution and the medical treatment of his friends.

Medical treatment in the wilds of North America, by the way, is very original in its character, and is founded on principles so vague that no one has ever keen found capable of stating them clearly. Owing to the stubborn fact that there are no doctors in the country, men have been thrown upon their own resources, and as a natural consequence every man is a doctor. True, there are two, it may be three, real doctors in the Hudsons Bay Companys employment; but as one of these is resident on the shores of Hudsons Bay, another in Oregon, and a third in Red River Settlement, they are not considered available for every case of emergency that may chance to occur in the hundreds of little outposts, scattered far and wide over the whole continent of North America, with miles and miles of primeval wilderness between each. We do not think, therefore, that when we say there are no doctors in the country, we use a culpable amount of exaggeration.

If a man gets ill, he goes on till he gets better; and if he doesnt get better, he dies. To avert such an undesirable consummation, desperate and random efforts are made in an amateur way. The old proverb that extremes meet is verified. And in a land where no doctors are to be had for love or money, doctors meet you at every turn, ready to practise on everything, with anything, and all for nothing, on the shortest possible notice. As may be supposed, the practice is novel, and not unfrequently extremely wild. Tooth-drawing is considered childs play  mere blacksmiths work; bleeding is a general remedy for everything, when all else fails; castor oil, Epsom salts, and emetics are the three keynotes, the foundations, and the copestones of the system.

In Red River there is only one genuine doctor; and as the settlement is fully sixty miles long, he has enough to do, and is not always to be found when wanted, so that Charley had to rest content with amateur treatment in the meantime. Peter Mactavish was the first to try his powers. He was aware that laudanum had the effect of producing sleep, and seeing that Charley looked somewhat sleepy after recovering consciousness, he thought it advisable to help out that propensity to slumber, and went to the medicine chest, whence he extracted a small phial of tincture of rhubarb, the half of which he emptied into a wineglass, under the impression that it was laudanum, and poured down Charleys throat! The poor boy swallowed a little, and sputtered the remainder over the bed-clothes. It may be remarked here that Mactavish was a wild, happy, half-mad sort of fellow  wonderfully erudite in regard to some things, and profoundly ignorant in regard to others. Medicine, it need scarcely be added, was not his forte. Having accomplished this feat to his satisfaction, he sat down to watch by the bedside of his friend. Peter had taken this opportunity to indulge in a little private practice just after several of the other gentlemen had left the office, under the impression that Charley had better remain quiet for a short time.

Well, Peter, whispered Mr Kennedy, senior, putting his head in at the door (it was Harrys room in which Charley lay), how is he now?

Oh! doing capitally, replied Peter, in a hoarse whisper, at the same time rising and entering the office, while he gently closed the door behind him. I gave him a small dose of physic, which I think has done him good. Hes sleeping like a top now.

Mr Kennedy frowned slightly, and made one or two remarks in reference to physic which were not calculated to gratify the cars of a physician.

What did you give him? he inquired abruptly.

Only a little laudanum.

Only, indeed! Its all trash together, and thats the worst kind of trash you could have given him. Humph! and the old gentleman jerked his shoulders testily.

How much did you give him? said the senior clerk, who had entered the apartment with Harry a few minutes before.

Not quite a wineglassful, replied Peter, somewhat subdued.

A what! cried the father, starting from his chair as if he had received an electric shock, and rushing into the adjoining room, up and down which he raved in a state of distraction, being utterly ignorant of what should be done under the circumstances.

Oh dear! gasped Peter, turning pale as death.

Poor Harry Somerville fell rather than leaped off his stool, and dashed into the bedroom, where old Mr Kennedy was occupied in alternately heaping unutterable abuse on the head of Peter Mactavish, and imploring him to advise what was best to be done. But Peter knew not. He could only make one or two insane proposals to roll Charley about the floor, and see if that would do him any good; while Harry suggested in desperation that he should be hung by the heels, and perhaps it would run out!

Meanwhile the senior clerk seized his hat, with the intention of going in search of Tom Whyte, and rushed out at the door; which he had no sooner done than he found himself tightly embraced in the arms of that worthy, who happened to be entering at the moment, and who, in consequence of the sudden onset, was pinned up against the wall of the porch.

Oh, my buzzum! exclaimed Tom, laying his hand on his breast; youve amost bust me, sir. Wats wrong, sir?

Go for the doctor, Tom, quick! run like the wind. Take the freshest horse; fly, Tom, Charleys poisoned  laudanum; quick!

Eavens an arth! ejaculated the groom, wheeling round, and stalking rapidly off to the stable like a pair of insane compasses; while the senior clerk returned to the bedroom, where he found Mr Kennedy still raving, Peter Mactavish still aghast and deadly pale, and Harry Somerville staring like a maniac at his young friend, as if he expected every moment to see him explode, although, to all appearance, he was sleeping soundly, and comfortably too, notwithstanding the noise that was going on around him. Suddenly Harrys eye rested on the label of the half-empty phial, and he uttered a loud, prolonged cheer.

Its only tincture of

Wild cats and furies! cried Mr Kennedy, turning sharply round and seizing Harry by the collar, why dyou kick up such a row, eh?

Its only tincture of rhubarb, repeated the boy, disengaging himself and holding up the phial triumphantly.

So it is, I declare, exclaimed Mr Kennedy, in a tone that indicated intense relief of mind; while Peter Mactavish uttered a sigh so deep that one might suppose a burden of innumerable tons weight had just been removed from his breast.

Charley had been roused from his slumbers by this last ebullition; but on being told what had caused it, he turned languidly round on his pillow and went to sleep again, while his friends departed and left him to repose.

Tom Whyte failed to find the doctor. The servant told him that her master had been suddenly called to set a broken leg that morning for a trapper who lived ten miles down the river, and on his return had found a man waiting with a horse and cariole, who carried him violently away to see his wife, who had been taken suddenly ill at a house twenty miles up the river, and so she didnt expect him back that night.

An where has e been took to? inquired Tom.

She couldnt tell; she knew it was somewhere about the White-horse Plains, but she didnt know more than that.

Did e not say wen ed be ome?

No, he didnt.

Oh dear! said Tom, rubbing his long nose in great perplexity. Its an orrible case o sudden and onexpected pison.

She was sorry for it, but couldnt help that; and thereupon, bidding him good-morning, shut the door.

Toms wits had come to that condition which just precedes giving it up as hopeless, when it occurred to him that he was not far from Mr Kennedys residence; so he stepped into the cariole again and drove thither. On his arrival, he threw poor Mrs Kennedy and Kate into great consternation by his exceedingly graphic, and more than slightly exaggerated, account of what had brought him in search of the doctor. At first Mrs Kennedy resolved to go up to Fort Garry immediately, but Kate persuaded her to remain at home, by pointing out that she could herself go, and if anything very serious had occurred (which she didnt believe), Mr Kennedy could come down for her immediately, while she (Kate) could remain to nurse her brother.

In a few minutes Kate and Tom were seated side by side in the little cariole, driving swiftly up the frozen river; and two hours later the former was seated by her brothers bedside, watching him, as he slept, with a look of tender affection and solicitude.

Rousing himself from his slumbers, Charley looked vacantly round the room.

Have you slept well, darling? inquired Kate, laying her hand lightly on his forehead.

Slept  eh! oh yes, Ive slept. I say, Kate, what a precious bump I came down on my head, to be sure!

Hush, Charley! said Kate, perceiving that he was becoming energetic. Father said you were to keep quiet  and so do I, she added, with a frown. Shut your eyes, sir, and go to sleep.

Charley complied by shutting his eyes, and opening his mouth, and uttering a succession of deep snores.

Now, you bad boy, said Kate, why wont you try to rest?

Because, Kate dear, said Charley, opening his eyes again because I feel as if I had slept a week at least; and not being one of the seven sleepers, I dont think it necessary to do more in that way just now. Besides, my sweet but particularly wicked sister, I wish just at this moment to have a talk with you.

But are you sure it wont do you harm to talk? do you feel quite strong enough?

Quite: Samson was a mere infant compared to me.

Oh, dont talk nonsense, Charley dear, and keep your hands quiet, and dont lift the clothes with your knees in that way, else Ill go away and leave you.

Very well, my pet, if you do Ill get up and dress and follow you, thats all! But come, Kate, tell me first of all how it was that I got pitched off that long-legged rhinoceros, and who it was that picked me up, and why wasnt I killed, and how did I come here; for my head is sadly confused, and I scarcely recollect anything that has happened. And before commencing your discourse, Kate, please hand me a glass of water, for my mouth is as dry as a whistle.

Kate handed him a glass of water, smoothed his pillow, brushed the curls gently off his forehead, and sat down on the bedside.

Thank you, Kate; now go on.

Well, you see she began.

Pardon me, dearest, interrupted Charley, if you would please to look at me you would observe that my two eyes are tightly closed, so that I dont see at all.

Well, then, you must understand

Must I? oh!

That after that wicked horse leaped with you over the stable fence, you were thrown high into the air, and turning completely round, fell head foremost into the snow, and your poor head went through the top of an old cask that had been buried there all winter.

Dear me! ejaculated Charley; did any one see me, Kate?

Oh yes.

Who? asked Charley, somewhat anxiously; not Mrs Grant, I hope? for if she did shed never let me hear the last of it.

No; only our father, who was chasing you at the time, replied Kate, with a merry laugh.

And no one else?

No  oh yes, by-the-bye, Tom Whyte was there too.

Oh, hes nobody! Go on.

But tell me, Charley, why do you care about Mrs Grant seeing you?

Oh! no reason at all, only shes such an abominable quiz.

We must guard the reader here against the supposition that Mrs Grant was a quiz of the ordinary kind. She was by no means a sprightly, clever woman, rather fond of a joke than otherwise, as the term might lead you to suppose. Her corporeal frame was very large, excessively fat, and remarkably unwieldy; being an appropriate casket in which to enshrine a mind of the heaviest and most sluggish nature. She spoke little, ate largely, and slept much  the latter recreation being very frequently enjoyed in a large arm-chair of a peculiar kind. It had been a water-butt, which her ingenious husband had cut half-way down the middle, then half-way across, and in the angle thus formed fixed a bottom, which, together with the back, he padded with tow, and covered the whole with a mantle of glaring bed-curtain chintz, whose pattern alternated in stripes of sky-blue and china roses, with broken fragments of rainbow between. Notwithstanding her excessive slowness, however, Mrs Grant was fond of taking a firm hold of anything or any circumstance in the character or affairs of her friends, and twitting them thereupon in a grave but persevering manner that was exceedingly irritating. No one could ever ascertain whether Mrs Grant did this in a sly way or not, as her visage never expressed anything except unalterable good-humour. She was a good wife and an affectionate mother, had a family of ten children, and could boast of never having had more than one quarrel with her husband. This disagreement was occasioned by a rather awkward mischance. One day, not long after her last baby was born, Mrs Grant waddled towards her tub with the intention of enjoying her accustomed siesta. A few minutes previously her seventh child, which was just able to walk, had scrambled up into the seat and fallen fast asleep there. As has been already said, Mrs Grants intellect was never very bright, and at this particular time she was rather drowsy, so that she did not observe the child, and on reaching her chair, turned round preparatory to letting herself plump into it. She always plumped into her chair. Her muscles were too soft to lower her gently down into it. Invariably on reaching a certain point they ceased to act, and let her down with a crash. She had just reached this point, and her babys hopes and prospects were on the eve of being cruelly crushed for ever, when Mr Grant noticed the impending calamity. He had no time to warn her, for she had already passed the point at which her powers of muscular endurance terminated; so grasping the chair, he suddenly withdrew it with such force that the baby rolled off upon the floor like a hedgehog, straightened out flat, and gave vent to an outrageous roar, while its horror-struck mother came to the ground with a sound resembling the fall of an enormous sack of wool. Although the old lady could not see exactly that there was anything very blameworthy in her husbands conduct upon this occasion, yet her nerves had received so severe a shock that she refused to be comforted for two entire days.

But to return from this digression. After Charley had two or three times recommended Kate (who was a little inclined to be quizzical) to proceed, she continued  

Well, then, you were carried up here by father and Tom Whyte, and put to bed, and after a good deal of rubbing and rough treatment you were got round. Then Peter Mactavish nearly poisoned you; but fortunately he was such a goose that he did not think of reading the label of the phial, and so gave you a dose of tincture of rhubarb instead of laudanum, as he had intended; and then father flew into a passion, and Tom Whyte was sent to fetch the doctor, and couldnt find him; but fortunately he found me, which was much better, I think, and brought me up here. And so here I am, and here I intend to remain.

And so thats the end of it. Well, Kate, Im very glad it was no worse.

And I am very thankful, said Kate, with emphasis on the word, that its no worse.

Oh, well, you know, Kate, I meant that, of course.

But you did not say it, replied his sister earnestly.

To be sure not, said Charley gaily; it would be absurd to be always making solemn speeches, and things of that sort, every time one has a little accident.

True, Charley; but when one has a very serious accident, and escapes unhurt, dont you think that then it would be

Oh yes, to be sure, interrupted Charley, who still strove to turn Kate from her serious frame of mind; but, sister dear, how could I possibly say I was thankful, with my head crammed into an old cask and my feet pointing up to the blue sky, eh?

Kate smiled at this, and laid her hand on his arm, while she bent over the pillow and looked tenderly into his eyes.

O my darling Charley, you are disposed to jest about it; but I cannot tell you how my heart trembled this morning when I heard from Tom Whyte of what had happened. As we drove up to the fort, I thought how terrible it would have been if you had been killed; and then the happy days we have spent together rushed into my mind, and I thought of the willow creek where we used to fish for gold-eyes, and the spot in the woods where we have so often chased the little birds, and the lake in the prairies where we used to go in spring to watch the water-fowl sporting in the sunshine. When I recalled these things, Charley, and thought of you as dead, I felt as if I should die too. And when I came here and found that my fears were needless, that you were alive and safe, and almost well, I felt thankful  yes, very, very thankful  to God for sparing your life, my dear, dear Charley. And Kate laid her head on his bosom and sobbed, when she thought of what might have been, as if her very heart would break.

Charleys disposition to levity entirely vanished while his sister spoke; and twining his tough little arm round her neck, he pressed her fervently to his heart.

Bless you, Kate, he said at length. I am indeed thankful to God, not only for sparing my life, but for giving me such a darling sister to live for. But now, Kate, tell me, what do you think of fathers determination to have me placed in the office here?

Indeed, I think its very hard. Oh, I do wish so much that I could do it for you, said Kate, with a sigh.

Do what for me? asked Charley.

Why, the office work, said Kate.

Tuts! fiddlesticks! But isnt it, now, really a very hard case?

Indeed it is; but then, what can you do?

Do? said Charley impatiently; run away, to be sure.

Oh, dont speak of that! said Kate anxiously. You know it will kill our beloved mother; and then it would grieve father very much.

Well, father dont care much about grieving me, when he hunted me down like a wolf till I nearly broke my neck.

Now, Charley, you must not speak so. Father loves you tenderly, although he is a little rough at times. If you only heard how kindly he speaks of you to our mother when you are away, you could not think of giving him so much pain. And then the Bible says, Honour thy father and thy mother, that thy days may be long in the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee; and as God speaks in the Bible, surely we should pay attention to it!

Charley was silent for a few seconds; then heaving a deep sigh, he said, Well, I believe youre right, Kate; but then, what am I to do? If I dont run away, I must live, like poor Harry Somerville, on a long  legged stool; and if I do that, Ill  Ill

As Charley spoke, the door opened, and his father entered.

Well, my boy, said he, seating himself on the bedside and taking his sons hand, how goes it now? Head getting all right again? I fear that Kate has been talking too much to you.  Is it so, you little chatterbox?

Mr Kennedy parted Kates clustering ringlets and kissed her forehead.

Charley assured his father that he was almost well, and much the better of having Kate to tend him. In fact, he felt so much revived that he said he would get up and go out for a walk.

Had I not better tell Tom Whyte to saddle the young horse for you? said his father, half ironically. No, no, boy; lie still where you are to-day, and get up if you feel better to-morrow. In the meantime, Ive come to say goodbye, as I intend to go home to relieve your mothers anxiety about you. Ill see you again, probably, the day after to-morrow. Hark you, boy; Ive been talking your affairs over again with Mr Grant, and weve come to the conclusion to give you a run in the woods for a time. Youll have to be ready to start early in spring with the first brigades for the north. So adieu!

Mr Kennedy patted him on the head, and hastily left the room.

A burning blush of shame arose on Charleys cheek as he recollected his late remarks about his father; and then, recalling the purport of his last words, he sent forth an exulting shout as he thought of the coming spring.

Well now, Charley, said Kate, with an arch smile, let us talk seriously over your arrangements for running away.

Charley replied by seizing the pillow and throwing it at his sisters head; but being accustomed to such eccentricities, she anticipated the movement, and evaded the blow.

Ah, Charley, cried Kate, laughing, you mustnt let your hand get out of practice! That was a shockingly bad shot for a man thirsting to become a bear and buffalo hunter!

Ill make my fortune at once, cried Charley, as Kate replaced the pillow, build a wooden castle on the shores of Great Bear Lake, take you to keep house for me, and when Im out hunting youll fish for whales in the lake, and well live there to a good old age; so good-night, Kate dear, and go to bed.

Kate laughed, gave her brother a parting kiss, and left him.




Chapter Six.

Spring and the voyageurs.

Winter, with its snow and its ice; winter, with its sharp winds and white drifts; winter, with its various characteristic occupations and employments, is past, and it is spring now.

The sun no longer glitters on fields of white; the wood-mans axe is no longer heard hacking the oaken billets, to keep alive the roaring fires. That inexpressibly cheerful sound the merry chime of sleigh-bells, that tells more of winter than all other sounds together, is no longer heard on the bosom of Red River; for the sleighs are thrown aside as useless  lumber-carts and gigs have supplanted them. The old Canadian, who used to drive the ox with its water-barrel to the ice-hole for his daily supply, has substituted a small cart with wheels for the old sleigh that used to glide so smoothly over the snow, and grit so sharply on it in the more than usually frosty mornings in the days gone by. The trees have lost their white patches, and the clump of willows, that used to look like islands in the prairie, have disappeared, as the carpeting that gave them prominence has dissolved. The aspect of everything in the isolated settlement has changed. The winter is gone, and spring  bright, beautiful, hilarious spring  has come again.

By those who have never known an arctic winter, the delights of an arctic spring can never, we fear, be fully appreciated or understood. Contrast is one of its strongest elements; indeed, we might say, the element which gives to all the others peculiar zest. Life in the arctic regions is like one of Turners pictures, in which the lights are strong, the shadows deep, and the tout ensemble hazy and romantic. So cold and prolonged is the winter, that the first mild breath of spring breaks on the senses like a zephyr from the plains of paradise. Everything bursts suddenly into vigorous life, after the long death-like sleep of Nature, as little children burst into the romping gaieties of a new day after the deep repose of a long and tranquil night. The snow melts, the ice breaks up, and rushes in broken masses, heaving and tossing in the rising flood, that grind and whirl them into the ocean, or into those great fresh-water lakes that vie with ocean itself in magnitude and grandeur. The buds come out and the leaves appear, clothing all nature with a bright, refreshing green, which derives additional brilliancy from sundry patches of snow that fill the deep creeks and hollows everywhere, and form ephemeral fountains whose waters continue to supply a thousand rills for many a long day, until the fierce glare of the summer sun prevails at last and melts them all away.

Red River flows on now to mix its long-pent-up waters with Lake Winnipeg. Boats are seen rowing about upon its waters, as the settlers travel from place to place; and wooden canoes, made of the hollowed-out trunks of large trees, shoot across from shore to shore  these canoes being a substitute for bridges, of which there are none, although the settlement lies on both sides of the river. Birds have now entered upon the scene, their wild cries and ceaseless flight adding to it a cheerful activity. Ground squirrels pop up out of their holes to bask their round, fat, beautifully-striped little bodies in the sun, or to gaze in admiration at the farmer, as he urges a pair of very slow-going oxen, that drag the plough at a pace which induces one to believe that the wide field may possibly be ploughed up by the end of next year. Frogs whistle in the marshy ground so loudly that men new to the country believe they are being regaled by the songs of millions of birds. There is no mistake about their whistle. It is not merely like a whistle, but it is a whistle, shrill and continuous; and as the swamps swarm with these creatures, the song never ceases for a moment, although each individual frog creates only one little gush of music, composed of half a dozen trills, and then stops a moment for breath before commencing the second bar. Bull-frogs, too, though not so numerous, help to vary the sound by croaking vociferously, as if they understood the value of bass, and were glad of having an opportunity to join in the universal hum of life and joy which rises everywhere, from the river and the swamp, the forest and the prairie, to welcome back the spring.

Such was the state of things in Red River one beautiful morning in April, when a band of voyageurs lounged in scattered groups about the front gate of Fort Garry. They were as fine a set of picturesque, manly fellows as one could desire to see. Their mode of life rendered them healthy, hardy, and good-humoured, with a strong dash of recklessness  perhaps too much of it  in some of the younger men. Being descended, generally, from French-Canadian sires and Indian mothers, they united some of the good and not a few of the bad qualities of both, mentally as well as physically  combining the light, gay-hearted spirit and full, muscular frame of the Canadian with the fierce passions and active habits of the Indian. And this wildness of disposition was not a little fostered by the nature of their usual occupations. They were employed during a great part of the year in navigating the Hudsons Bay Companys boats, laden with furs and goods, through the labyrinth of rivers and lakes that stud and intersect the whole continent, or they were engaged in pursuit of the bisons, (these animals are always called buffaloes by American hunters and fur-traders) which roam the prairies in vast herds.

They were dressed in the costume of the country: most of them wore light-blue cloth capotes, girded tightly round them by scarlet or crimson worsted belts. Some of them had blue, and others scarlet, cloth leggings, ornamented more or less with stained porcupine quills, coloured silk, or variegated beads; while some might be seen clad in the leathern coats of winter-deer-skin dressed like chamois leather, fringed all round with little tails, and ornamented much in the same way as those already described. The heavy winter moccasins and duffel socks, which gave to their feet the appearance of being afflicted with gout, were now replaced by moccasins of a lighter and more elegant character, having no socks below, and fitting tightly to the feet like gloves. Some wore hats similar to those made of silk or beaver which are worn by ourselves in Britain, but so bedizened with scarlet cock-tail feathers, and silver cords and tassels, as to leave the original form of the head-dress a matter of great uncertainty. These hats, however, are only used on high occasions, and chiefly by the fops. Most of the men wore coarse blue cloth caps with peaks, and not a few discarded head-pieces altogether, under the impression, apparently, that nature had supplied a covering which was in itself sufficient. These costumes varied not only in character but in quality, according to the circumstances of the wearer; some being highly ornamental and mended  evincing the felicity of the owner in the possession of a good wife  while others were soiled and torn, or but slightly ornamented. The voyageurs were collected, as we have said, in groups. Here stood a dozen of the youngest  consequently the most noisy and showily dressed  laughing loudly, gesticulating violently, and bragging tremendously. Near to them were collected a number of sterner spirits  men of middle age, with all the energy, and muscle, and bone of youth, but without its swaggering hilarity; men whose powers and nerves had been tried over and over again amid the stirring scenes of a voyageurs life; men whose heads were cool, and eyes sharp, and hands ready and powerful, in the mad whirl of boiling rapids, in the sudden attack of wild beast and hostile man, or in the unexpected approach of any danger; men who, having been well tried, needed not to boast, and who, having carried off triumphantly their respective brides many years ago, needed not to decorate their persons with the absurd finery that characterised their younger brethren. They were comparatively few in number, but they composed a sterling band, of which every man was a hero. Among them were those who occupied the high positions of bowman and steersman, and when we tell the reader that on these two men frequently hangs the safety of a boat, with all its crew and lading, it will be easily understood how needful it is that they should be men of iron nerve and strength of mind.

Boat-travelling in those regions is conducted in a way that would astonish most people who dwell in the civilised quarters of the globe. The country being intersected in all directions by great lakes and rivers, these have been adopted as the most convenient highways along which to convey the supplies and bring back the furs from outposts. Rivers in America, however, as in other parts of the world, are distinguished by sudden ebullitions and turbulent points of character, in the shape of rapids, falls, and cataracts, up and down which neither men nor boats can by any possibility go with impunity; consequently, on arriving at such obstructions, the cargoes are carried overland to navigable water above or below the falls (as the case may be), then the boats are dragged over and launched, again reloaded, and the travellers proceed. This operation is called making a portage; and as these portages vary from twelve yards to twelve miles in length, it may be readily conceived that a voyageurs life is not an easy one by any means.

This, however, is only one of his difficulties. Rapids occur which are not so dangerous as to make a portage necessary, but are sufficiently turbulent to render the descent of them perilous. In such cases, the boats, being lightened of part of their cargo, are ran down, and frequently they descend with full cargoes and crews. It is then that the whole management of each boat devolves upon its bowman and steersman. The rest of the crew, or middlemen as they are called, merely sit still and look on, or give a stroke with their oars if required; while the steersman, with powerful sweeps of his heavy oar, directs the flying boat as it bounds from surge to surge like a thing of life; and the bowman stands erect in front to assist in directing his comrade at the stern, having a strong and long pole in his hands, with which, ever and anon, he violently forces the boats head away from sunken rocks, against which it might otherwise strike and be stove in, capsized, or seriously damaged.

Besides the groups already enumerated, there were one or two others, composed of grave, elderly men, whose wrinkled brows, grey hairs, and slow, quiet step showed that the strength of their days was past; although their upright figures and warm, brown complexions gave promise of their living to see many summers still. These were the principal steersmen and old guides  men of renown, to whom the others bowed as oracles or looked up to as fathers; men whose youth and manhood had been spent in roaming the trackless wilderness, and who were, therefore, eminently qualified to guide brigades through the length and breadth of the land; men whose power of threading their way among the perplexing intricacies of the forest had become a second nature, a kind of instinct, that was as sure of attaining its end as the instinct of the feathered tribes, which brings the swallow, after a long absence, with unerring certainty back to its former haunts again in spring.




Chapter Seven.

The store.

At whatever establishment in the fur-traders dominions you may chance to alight, you will find a particular building which is surrounded by a halo of interest; towards which there seems to be a general leaning on the part of everybody, especially of the Indians; and with which are connected, in the minds of all, the most stirring reminiscences and pleasing associations.

This is the trading-store. It is always recognisable, if natives are in the neighbourhood, by the bevy of red men that cluster round it, awaiting the coming of the storekeeper or the trader with that stoic patience which is peculiar to Indians. It may be further recognised, by a close observer, by the soiled condition of its walls, occasioned by loungers rubbing their backs perpetually against it, and the peculiar dinginess round the keyhole, caused by frequent applications of the key, which renders it conspicuous beyond all its comrades. Here is contained that which makes the red mans life enjoyable; that which causes his heart to leap, and induces him to toil for months and months together in the heat of summer and amid the frost and snow of winter; that which actually accomplishes, what music is said to achieve, the soothing of the savage breast: in short, here are stored up blankets, guns, powder, shot, kettles, axes, and knives; twine for nets, vermilion for war-paint, fish-hooks and scalping-knives, capotes, cloth, beads, needles, and a host of miscellaneous articles, much too numerous to mention. Here, also, occur periodical scenes of bustle and excitement, when bands of natives arrive from distant hunting-grounds, laden with rich furs, which are speedily transferred to the Hudsons Bay Companys stores in exchange for the goods aforementioned. And many a tough wrangle has the trader on such occasions with sharp natives, who might have graduated in Billingsgate, so close are they at a bargain. Here, too, voyageurs are supplied with an equivalent for their wages, part in advance, if they desire it (and they generally do desire it), and part at the conclusion of their long and arduous voyages.

It is to one of these stores, reader, that we wish to introduce you now, that you may witness the men of the North brigade receive their advances.

The store at Fort Garry stands on the right of the fort, as you enter by the front gate. Its interior resembles that of the other stores in the country, being only a little larger. A counter encloses a space sufficiently wide to admit a dozen men, and serves to keep back those who are more eager than the rest. Inside this counter, at the time we write of, stood our friend Peter Mactavish, who was the presiding genius of the scene.

Shut the door now, and lock it said Peter, in an authoritative tone, after eight or ten young voyageurs had crushed into the space in front of the counter. Ill not supply you with so much as an ounce of tobacco if you let in another man.

Peter needed not to repeat the command. Three or four stalwart shoulders were applied to the door, which shut with a bang like a cannon-shot, and the key was turned.

Come now, Antoine, began the trader, weve lots to do, and not much time to do it in, so pray look sharp.

Antoine, however, was not to be urged on so easily. He had been meditating deeply all morning on what he should purchase. Moreover, he had a sweetheart, and of course he had to buy something for her before setting out on his travels. Besides, Antoine was six feet high, and broad shouldered, and well made, with a dark face and glossy black hair; and he entertained a notion that there were one or two points in his costume which required to be carefully rectified, ere he could consider that he had attained to perfection: so he brushed the long hair off his forehead, crossed his arms, and gazed around him.

Come now, Antoine, said Peter, throwing a green blanket at him, I know you want that to begin with. Whats the use of thinking so long about it, eh? And that, too, he added, throwing him a blue cloth capote. Anything else?

Oui, oui, monsieur, cried Antoine, as he disengaged himself from the folds of the coat which Peter had thrown over his head. Tabac, monsieur, tabac!

Oh, to be sure, cried Peter. I might have guessed that that was uppermost in your mind. Well, how much will you have? Peter began to unwind the fragrant weed off a coil of most appalling size and thickness which looked like a snake of endless length. Will that do? and he flourished about four feet of the snake before the eyes of the voyageur.

Antoine accepted the quantity, and young Harry Somerville entered the articles against him in a book.

Anything more, Antoine? said the trader. Ah, some beads and silks, eh? Oho, Antoine!  By the way, Louis, have you seen Annette lately?

Peter turned to another voyageur when he put this question, and the voyageur gave a broad grin as he replied in the affirmative, while Antoine looked a little confused. He did not care much, however, for jesting. So, after getting one or two more articles  not forgetting half a dozen clay pipes, and a few yards of gaudy calico, which called forth from Peter a second reference to Annette  he bundled up his goods, and made way for another comrade.

Louis Peltier, one of the principal guides, and a man of importance therefore, now stood forward. He was probably about forty-five years of age; had a plain, olive-coloured countenance, surrounded by a mass of long jet-black hair, which he inherited, along with a pair of dark, piercing eyes, from his Indian mother; and a robust, heavy, yet active frame, which bore a strong resemblance to what his Canadian fathers had been many years before. His arms, in particular, were of herculean mould, with large, swelling veins and strongly-marked muscles. They seemed, in fact, just formed for the purpose of pulling the heavy sweep of an inland boat among strong rapids. His face combined an expression of stern resolution with great good-humour; and truly his countenance did not belie him, for he was known among his comrades as the most courageous and at the same time the most peaceable man in the settlement. Louis Peltier was singular in possessing the latter quality, for assuredly the half-breeds, whatever other good points they boast, cannot lay claim to very gentle or dove-like dispositions. His grey capote and blue leggings were decorated with no unusual ornaments, and the scarlet belt which encircled his massive figure was the only bit of colour he displayed.

The younger men fell respectfully into the rear as Louis stepped forward and begged pardon for coming so early in the day. Mais, monsieur, he said, I have to look after the boats to-day, and get them ready for a start to-morrow.

Peter Mactavish gave Louis a hearty shake of the hand before proceeding to supply his wants, which were simple and moderate, excepting in the article of tabac, in the use of which he was immoderate, being an inveterate smoker; so that a considerable portion of the snake had to be uncoiled for his benefit.

Fond as ever of smoking, Louis? said Peter Mactavish, as he handed him the coil.

Oui, monsieur  very fond, answered the guide, smelling the weed. Ah, this is very good. I must take a good supply this voyage, because I lost the half of my roll last year; and the guide gave a sigh as he thought of the overwhelming bereavement.

Lost the half of it, Louis! said Mactavish. Why, how was that? You must have lost more than half your spirits with it!

Ah, oui, I lost all my spirits, and my comrade François at the same time!

Dear me! exclaimed the clerk, bustling about the store while the guide continued to talk.

Oui, monsieur, oui. I lost him, and my tabac, and my spirits, and very nearly my life, all in one moment!

Why, how came that about? said Peter, pausing in his work, and laying a handful of pipes on the counter.

Ah, monsieur, it was very sad (merci, monsieur, merci; thirty pipes, if you please), and I thought at the time that I should give up my voyageur life, and remain altogether in the settlement with my old woman. Mais, monsieur, that was not possible. When I spoke of it to my old woman, she called me an old woman; and you know, monsieur, that two old women never could live together in peace for twelve months under the same roof. So here I am, you see, ready again for the voyage.

The voyageurs, who had drawn round Louis when he alluded to an anecdote which they had often heard before, but were never weary of hearing over again, laughed loudly at this sally, and urged the guide to relate the story to monsieur, who, nothing loath to suspend his operations for a little, leaned his arms on the counter and said, Tell us all about it, Louis; I am anxious to know how you managed to come by so many losses all at one time.

Bien, monsieur, I shall soon relate it, for the story is very short.

Harry Somerville, who was entering the pipes in Louiss account, had just set down the figures 30 when Louis cleared his throat to begin. Not having the mental fortitude to finish the line, he dropped his pen, sprang off his stool, which he upset in so doing, jumped up, sitting-ways, upon the counter, and gazed with breathless interest into the guides face as he spoke.

It was on a cold, wet afternoon, said Louis, that we were descending the Hill River, at a part of the rapids where there is a sharp bend in the stream, and two or three great rocks that stand up in front of the water, as it plunges over a ledge, as if they were put there a purpose to catch it, and split it up into foam, or to stop the boats and canoes that try to run the rapids, and cut them up into splinters. It was an ugly place, monsieur, I can tell you; and though Ive run it again and again, I always hold my breath tighter when we get to the top, and breathe freer when we get to the bottom. Well, there was a chum of mine at the bow, François by name, and a fine fellow he was as I ever came across. He used to sleep with me at night under the same blanket, although it was somewhat inconvenient; for being as big as myself and a stone heavier, it was all we could do to make the blanket cover us. However, he and I were great friends, and we managed it somehow. Well, he was at the bow when we took the rapids, and a first-rate bowman he made. His pole was twice as long and twice as thick as any other pole in the boat, and he twisted it about just like a fiddlestick. I remember well the night before we came to the rapids, as he was sitting by the fire, which was blazing up among the pine branches that overhung us, he said that he wanted a good pole for the rapids next day; and with that he jumped up, laid hold of an axe, and went back into the woods a bit to get one. When he returned, he brought a young tree on his shoulder, which he began to strip of its branches and bark. Louis, says he, this is hot work; give us a pipe. So I rummaged about for some tobacco, but found there was none left in my bag; so I went to my kit and got out my roll, about three fathoms or so, and cutting half of it off, I went to the fire and twisted it round his neck by way of a joke, and he said hed wear it as a necklace all night  and so he did, too, and forgot to take it off in the morning; and when we came near the rapids I couldnt get at my bag to stow it away, so says I, François, youll have to run with it on, for I cant stop to stow it now. All right, says he, go ahead; and just as he said it, we came in sight of the first run, foaming and boiling like a kettle of robbiboo. Take care, lads, I cried, and the next moment we were dashing down towards the bend in the river. As we came near to the shoot, I saw François standing up on the gunwale to get a better view of the rocks ahead, and every now and then giving me a signal with his hand how to steer. Suddenly he gave a shout, and plunged his long pole into the water, to fend off from a rock which a swirl in the stream had concealed. For a second or two his pole bent like a willow, and we could feel the heavy boat jerk off a little with the tremendous strain; but all at once the pole broke off short with a crack, François heels made a flourish in the air, and then he disappeared head foremost into the foaming water, with my tobacco coiled round his neck! As we flew past the place, one of his arms appeared, and I made a grab at it, and caught him by the sleeve; but the effort upset myself, and over I went too. Fortunately, however, one of my men caught me by the foot, and held on like a vice; but the force of the current tore François sleeve out of my grasp, and I was dragged into the boat again just in time to see my comrades legs and arms going like the sails of a windmill, as he rolled over several times and disappeared. Well, we put ashore the moment we got into still water, and then five or six of us started off on foot to look for François. After half an hours search, we found him pitched upon a flat rock in the middle of the stream like a bit of driftwood. We immediately waded out to the rock and brought him ashore, where we lighted a fire, took off all his clothes, and rubbed him till he began to show signs of life again. But you may judge, mes garçons, of my misery when I found that the coil of tobacco was gone. It had come off his neck during his struggles, and there wasnt a vestige of it left, except a bright red mark on the throat, where it had nearly strangled him. When he began to recover, he put his hand up to his neck as if feeling for something, and muttered faintly, The tabac. Ah, morbleu! said I, you may say that! Where is it? Well, we soon brought him round, but he had swallowed so much water that it damaged his lungs, and we had to leave him at the next post we came to; and so I lost my friend too.

Did François get better? said Charley Kennedy, in a voice of great concern.

Charley had entered the store by another door, just as the guide began his story, and had listened to it unobserved with breathless interest.

Recover! Oh oui, monsieur, he soon got well again.

Oh, Im so glad, cried Charley.

But I lost him for that voyage, added the guide; and I lost my tabac for ever!

You must take better care of it this time, Louis, said Peter Mactavish, as he resumed his work.

That I shall, monsieur, replied Louis, shouldering his goods and quitting the store, while a short, slim, active little Canadian took his place.

Now then, Baptiste, said Mactavish, you want a

Blanket, monsieur.

Good. And

A capote, monsieur.

And

An axe

Stop, stop! shouted Harry Somerville from his desk. Heres an entry in Louiss account that I cant make out  30 something or other; what can it have been?

How often, said Mactavish, going up to him with a look of annoyance how often have I told you, Mr Somerville, not to leave an entry half finished on any account!

I didnt know that I left it so, said Harry, twisting his features and scratching his head in great perplexity. What can it have been? 30  30  not blankets, eh? (Harry was becoming banteringly bitter.) He couldnt have got thirty guns, could he? or thirty knives, or thirty copper kettles?

Perhaps it was thirty pounds of tea, suggested Charley.

No doubt it was thirty pipes, said Peter Mactavish.

Oh, that was it! cried Harry, that was it! thirty pipes, to be sure. What an ass I am!

And pray what is that? said Mactavish, pointing sarcastically to an entry in the previous account5 yards of superfine Annette? Really, Mr Somerville, I wish you would pay more attention to your work and less to the conversation.

Oh dear! cried Harry, becoming almost hysterical under the combined effects of chagrin at making so many mistakes, and suppressed merriment at the idea of selling Annettes by the yard. Oh, dear me

Harry could say no more, but stuffed his handkerchief into his mouth and turned away.

Well, sir, said the offended Peter, when you have laughed to your entire satisfaction, we will go on with our work, if you please.

All right, cried Harry, suppressing his feelings with a strong effort; what next?

Just then a tall, raw-boned man entered the store, and rudely thrusting Baptiste aside, asked if he could get his supplies now.

No, said Mactavish, sharply; youll take your turn like the rest.

The new-comer was a native of Orkney, a country from which, and the neighbouring islands, the Fur Company almost exclusively recruits its staff of labourers. These men are steady, useful servants, although inclined to be slow and lazy at first; but they soon get used to the country, and rapidly improve under the example of the active Canadians and half-breeds with whom they associate. Some of them are the best servants the Company possess. Hugh Mathison, however, was a very bad specimen of the race, being rough and coarse in his manners, and very lazy withal. Upon receiving the traders answer, Hugh turned sulkily on his heel and strode towards the door. Now, it happened that Baptistes bundle lay just behind him, and on turning to leave the place, he tripped over it and stumbled, whereat the voyageurs burst into an ironical laugh (for Hugh was not a favourite).

Confound your trash! he cried, giving the little bundle a kick that scattered everything over the floor.

Crapaud! said Baptiste, between his set teeth, while his eyes flashed angrily, and he stood up before Hugh with clinched fists, what mean you by that, eh?

The big Scotchman held his little opponent in contempt; so that, instead of putting himself on the defensive, he leaned his back against the door, thrust his hands into his pockets, and requested to know what that was to him.

Baptiste was not a man of many words, and this reply, coupled with the insolent sneer with which it was uttered, caused him to plant a sudden and well-directed blow on the point of Hughs nose, which flattened it on his face, and brought the back of his head into violent contact with the door.

Well done! shouted the men; bravo, Baptiste! Regardez le nez, mes enfants!

Hold! cried Mactavish, vaulting the counter, and intercepting Hugh as he rushed upon his antagonist; no fighting here, you blackguards! If you want to do that, go outside the fort; and Peter, opening the door, thrust the Orkneyman out.

In the meantime, Baptiste gathered up his goods and left the store, in company with several of his friends, vowing that he would wreak his vengeance on the gros chien before the sun should set.

He had not long to wait, however, for just outside the gate he found Hugh, still smarting under the pain and indignity of the blow, and ready to pounce upon him like a cat on a mouse.

Baptiste instantly threw down his bundle, and prepared for battle by discarding his coat.

Every nation has its own peculiar method of fighting, and its own ideas of what is honourable and dishonourable in combat. The English, as every one knows, have particularly stringent rules regarding the part of the body which may or may not be hit with propriety, and count it foul disgrace to strike a man when he is down; although, by some strange perversity of reasoning, they deem it right and fair to fall upon him while in this helpless condition, and burst him if possible. The Scotchman has less of the science, and we are half inclined to believe that he would go the length of kicking a fallen opponent; but on this point we are not quite positive. In regard to the style adopted by the half-breeds, however, we have no doubt. They fight any way and every way, without reference to rules at all; and really, although we may bring ourselves into contempt by admitting the fact, we think they are quite right. No doubt the best course of action is not to fight; but if a man does find it necessary to do so, surely the wisest plan is to get it over at once (as the dentist suggested to his timorous patient), and to do it in the most effectual manner.

Be this as it may, Baptiste flew at Hugh, and alighted upon him, not head first, or fist first, or feet first, or anything first, but altogether in a heap, as it were; fist, feet, knees, nails, and teeth all taking effect at one and the same time, with a force so irresistible that the next moment they both rolled in the dust together.

For a minute or so they struggled and kicked like a couple of serpents, and then, bounding to their feet again, they began to perform a war-dance round each other, revolving their fists at the same time in, we presume, the most approved fashion. Owing to his bulk and natural laziness, which rendered jumping about like a jack-in-the-box impossible, Hugh Mathison preferred to stand on the defensive; while his lighter opponent, giving way to the natural bent of his mercurial temperament and corporeal predilections, comported himself in a manner that cannot be likened to anything mortal or immortal, human or inhuman, unless it be to an insane cat, whose veins ran wild-fire instead of blood. Or perhaps we might liken him to that ingenious piece of fire-work called a zigzag cracker, which explodes with unexpected and repeated suddenness, changing its position in a most perplexing manner at every crack. Baptiste, after the first onset danced backwards with surprising lightness, glaring at his adversary the while, and rapidly revolving his fists as before mentioned; then a terrific yell was heard; his head, arms, and legs became a sort of whirling conglomerate; the spot on which he danced was suddenly vacant, and at the same moment Mathison received a bite, a scratch, a dab on the nose, and a kick on the stomach all at once. Feeling that it was impossible to plant a well-directed blow on such an assailant, he waited for the next onslaught; and the moment he saw the explosive object flying through the air towards him, he met it with a crack of his heavy fist, which, happening to take effect in the middle of the chest, drove it backwards with about as much velocity as it had approached, and poor Baptiste measured his length on the ground.

Oh pauvre chien! cried the spectators, cest fini!

Not yet, cried Baptiste, as he sprang with a scream to his feet again, and began his dance with redoubled energy, just as if all that had gone before was a mere sketch  a sort of playful rehearsal, as it were, of what was now to follow. At this moment Hugh stumbled over a canoe paddle, and fell headlong into Baptistes arms, as he was in the very act of making one of his violent descents. This unlooked-for occurrence brought them both to a sudden pause, partly from necessity and partly from surprise. Out of this state Baptiste recovered first, and taking advantage of the accident, threw Mathison heavily to the ground. He rose quickly, however, and renewed the fight with freshened vigour.

Just at this moment a passionate growl was heard, and old Mr Kennedy rushed out of the fort in a towering rage.

Now Mr Kennedy had no reason whatever for being angry. He was only a visitor at the fort, and so had no concern in the behaviour of those connected with it. He was not even in the Companys service now, and could not, therefore, lay claim, as one of its officers, to any right to interfere with its men. But Mr Kennedy never acted much from reason; impulse was generally his guiding-star. He had, moreover, been an absolute monarch, and a commander of men, for many years past in his capacity of fur-trader. Being, as we have said, a powerful, fiery man, he had ruled very much by means of brute force  a species of suasion, by the way, which is too common among many of the gentlemen (?) in the employment of the Hudsons Bay Company. On hearing, therefore, that the men were fighting in front of the fort, Mr Kennedy rushed out in a towering rage.

Oh, you precious blackguards! he cried, running up to the combatants, while with flashing eyes he gazed first at one and then at the other, as if uncertain on which to launch his ire. Have you no place in the world to fight but here  eh, blackguards?

O monsieur, said Baptiste, lowering his hands, and assuming that politeness of demeanour which seems inseparable from French blood, however much mixed with baser fluid, I was just giving that dog a thrashing, monsieur.

Go! cried Mr Kennedy, in a voice of thunder, turning to Hugh, who still stood in a pugilistic attitude, with very little respect in his looks.

Hugh hesitated to obey the order; but Mr Kennedy continued to advance, grinding his teeth and working his fingers convulsively, as if belonged to lay violent hold of the Orkney-mans swelled nose; so he retreated in his uncertainty, but still with his face to the foe. As has been already said, the Assiniboine River flows within a hundred yards of the gate of Fort Garry. The two men, in their combat, had approached pretty near to the bank, at a place where it descends somewhat precipitately into the stream. It was towards this bank that Hugh Mathison was now retreating, crab fashion, followed by Mr Kennedy, and both of them so taken up with each other that neither perceived the fact until Hughs heel struck against a stone just at the moment that Mr Kennedy raised his clinched fist in a threatening attitude. The effect of this combination was to pitch the poor man head over heels down the bank, into a row of willow bushes, through which, as he rolled with great speed, he went with a loud crash, and shot head first, like a startled alligator, into the water, amid a roar of laughter from his comrades and the people belonging to the fort; most of whom, attracted by the fight, were now assembled on the banks of the river.

Mr Kennedys wrath vanished immediately, and he joined in the laughter; but his face instantly changed when he beheld Hugh sputtering in deep water, and heard some one say that he could not swim.

What! cant swim? he exclaimed, running down the bank to the edge of the water. Baptiste was before him, however. In a moment he plunged in up to the neck, stretched forth his arm, grasped Hugh by the hair, and dragged him to the land.




Chapter Eight.

Farewell to Kate  Departure of the brigade  Charley becomes a voyageur.

On the following day at noon, the spot on which the late combat had taken place became the theatre of a stirring and animated scene. Fort Garry, and the space between it and the river, swarmed with voyageurs, dressed in their cleanest, newest, and most brilliant costume. The large boats for the north, six in number, lay moored to the rivers bank, laden with bales of furs, and ready to start on their long voyage. Young men, who had never been on the road before, stood with animated looks watching the operations of the guides as they passed critical examination upon their boats, overhauled the oars to see that they were in good condition, or with crooked knives (a species of instrument in the use of which voyageurs and natives are very expert) polished off the top of a mast, the blade of an oar, or the handle of a tiller. Old men, who had passed their lives in similar occupations, looked on in silence  some standing with their heads bent on their bosoms, and an expression of sadness about their faces, as if the scene recalled some mournful event of their early life, or possibly reminded them of wild, joyous scenes of other days, when the blood coursed warmly in their young veins, and the strong muscles sprang lightly to obey their will; when the work they had to do was hard, and the sleep that followed it was sound  scenes and days that were now gone by for ever. Others reclined against the wooden fence, their arms crossed, their thin white hair waving gently in the breeze, and a kind smile playing on their sunburned faces, as they observed the swagger and coxcombry of the younger men, or watched the gambols of several dark-eyed little children  embryo buffalo-hunters and voyageurs  whose mothers had brought them to the fort to get a last kiss from papa, and witness the departure of the boats.

Several tender scenes were going on in out-of-the-way places  in angles of the walls and bastions, or behind the gates  between youthful couples about to be separated for a season. Interesting scenes these of pathos and pleasantry  a combination of soft glances and affectionate, fervent assurances; alternate embraces (that were apparently received with reluctance, but actually with delight), and proffers of pieces of calico and beads and other trinkets (received both apparently and actually with extreme satisfaction) as souvenirs of happy days that were past, and pledges of unalterable constancy and bright hopes in days that were yet to come.

A little apart from the others, a youth and a girl might be seen sauntering slowly towards the copse beyond the stable. These were Charley Kennedy and his sister Kate, who had retired from the bustling scene to take a last short walk together, ere they separated, it might be for years, perhaps for ever! Charley held Kates hand, while her sweet little head rested on his shoulder.

O Charley, Charley, my own dear, darling Charley, Im quite miserable, and you ought not to go away; its very wrong, and I dont mind a bit what you say, I shall die if you leave me! And Kate pressed him tightly to her heart, and sobbed in the depth of her woe.

Now, Kate, my darling, dont go on so! You know I cant help it

I dont know, cried Kate, interrupting him, and speaking vehemently I dont know, and I dont believe, and I dont care for anything at all; its very hard-hearted of you, and wrong, and not right, and Im just quite wretched!

Poor Kate was undoubtedly speaking the absolute truth; for a more disconsolate and wretched look of woe-begone misery was never seen on so sweet and tender and lovable a little face before. Her blue eyes swam in two lakes of pure crystal, that overflowed continually; her mouth, which was usually round, had become an elongated oval; and her nut-brown hair fell in dishevelled masses over her soft cheeks.

O Charley, she continued, why wont you stay?

Listen to me, dearest Kate, said Charley, in a very husky voice. Its too late to draw back now, even if I wished to do so; and you dont consider, darling, that Ill be back again soon. Besides, Im a man now, Kate, and I must make my own bread. Who ever heard of a man being supported by his old father?

Well, but you can do that here.

Now, dont interrupt me, Kate, said Charley, kissing her forehead; Im quite satisfied with two short legs, and have no desire whatever to make my bread on the top of three long ones. Besides, you know I can write to you

But you wont; youll forget.

No, indeed, I will not. Ill write you long letters about all that I see and do; and you shall write long letters to me about

Stop, Charley, cried Kate; I wont listen to you. I hate to think of it.

And her tears burst forth again with fresh violence. This time Charleys heart sank too. The lump in his throat all but choked him; so he was fain to lay his head upon Kates heaving bosom, and weep along with her.

For a few minutes they remained silent, when a slight rustling in the bushes was heard. In another moment a tall, broad-shouldered, gentlemanly man, dressed in black, stood before them. Charley and Kate, on seeing this personage, arose, and wiping the tears from their eyes, gave a sad smile as they shook hands with their clergyman.

My poor children, said Mr Addison, affectionately, I know well why your hearts are sad. May God bless and comfort you! I saw you enter the wood, and came to bid you farewell, Charley, my dear boy, as I shall not have another opportunity of doing so.

O dear Mr Addison, cried Kate, grasping his hand in both of hers, and gazing imploringly up at him through a perfect wilderness of ringlets and tears, do prevail upon Charley to stay at home; please do!

Mr Addison could scarcely help smiling at the poor girls extreme earnestness.

I fear, my sweet child, that it is too late now to attempt to dissuade Charley. Besides, he goes with the consent of his father; and I am inclined to think that a change of life for a short time may do him good. Come, Kate, cheer up! Charley will return to us again ere long, improved, I trust, both physically and mentally.

Kate did not cheer up, but she dried her eyes, and endeavoured to look more composed; while Mr Addison took Charley by the hand, and, as they walked slowly through the wood, gave him much earnest advice and counsel.

The clergymans manner was peculiar. With a large, warm, generous heart, he possessed an enthusiastic nature, a quick, brusque manner, and a loud voice, which, when his spirit was influenced by the strong emotions of pity or anxiety for the souls of his flock, sank into a deep, soft bass of the most thrilling earnestness. He belonged to the Church of England, but conducted service very much in the Presbyterian form, as being more suited to his mixed congregation. After a long conversation with Charley, he concluded by saying:  

I do not care to say much to you about being kind and obliging to all whom you may meet with during your travels, nor about the dangers to which you will be exposed by being thrown into the company of wild and reckless, perhaps very wicked, men. There is but one incentive to every good, and one safeguard against all evil, my boy, and that is the love of God. You may perhaps forget much that I have said to you; but remember this, Charley, if you would be happy in this world, and have a good hope for the next, centre your hearts affection on our blessed Lord Jesus Christ; for believe me, boy, His hearts affection is centred upon you.

As Mr Addison spoke, a loud hollo from Mr Kennedy apprised them that their time was exhausted, and that the boats were ready to start. Charley sprang towards Kate, locked her in a long, passionate embrace, and then, forgetting Mr Addison altogether in his haste, ran out of the wood, and hastened towards the scene of departure.

Good-bye, Charley! cried Harry Somerville, running up to his friend and giving him a warm grasp of the hand. Dont forget me, Charley. I wish I were going with you, with all my heart; but Im an unlucky dog. Good-bye. The senior clerk and Peter Mactavish had also a kindly word and a cheerful farewell for him as he hurried past.

Good-bye, Charley, my lad! said old Mr Kennedy, in an excessively loud voice, as if by such means he intended to crush back some unusual but very powerful feelings that had a peculiar influence on a certain lump in his throat. Goodbye, my lad; dont forget to write to your old  Hang it! said the old man, brushing his coat-sleeve somewhat violently across his eyes, and turning abruptly round as Charley left him and sprang into the boat. I say, Grant, I  I  What are you staring at, eh? The latter part of his speech was addressed, in an angry tone, to an innocent voyageur, who happened accidentally to confront him at the moment.

Come along, Kennedy, said Mr Grant, interposing, and grasping his excited friend by the arm come with me.

Ah, to be sure!  yes, said he, looking over his shoulder and waving a last adieu to Charley. Good-bye, God bless you, my dear boy!  I say, Grant, come along; quick, man, and lets have a pipe  yes, lets have a pipe. Mr Kennedy, essaying once more to crush back his rebellious feelings, strode rapidly up the bank, and entering the house, sought to overwhelm his sorrow in smoke: in which attempt he failed.




Chapter Nine.

The voyage  The encampment  A surprise.

It was a fine sight to see the boats depart for the north. It was a thrilling, heart-stirring sight to behold these picturesque, athletic men, on receiving the word of command from their guides, spring lightly into the long, heavy boats; to see them let the oars fall into the water with a loud splash, and then, taking their seats, give way with a will, knowing that the eyes of friends and sweethearts and rivals were bent earnestly upon them. It was a splendid sight to see boat after boat shoot out from the landing-place, and cut through the calm bosom of the river, as the men bent their sturdy backs, until the thick oars creaked and groaned on the gunwales and flashed in the stream, more and more vigorously at each successive stroke, until their friends on the bank, who were anxious to see the last of them, had to run faster and faster in order to keep up with them, as the rowers warmed at their work, and made the water gurgle at the bows  their bright blue and scarlet and white trappings reflected in the dark waters in broken masses of colour, streaked with long lines of shining ripples, as if they floated on a lake of liquid rainbows. And it was a glorious thing to hear the wild, plaintive song, led by one clear, sonorous voice, that rang out full and strong in the still air, while at the close of every two lines the whole brigade burst into a loud, enthusiastic chorus, that rolled far and wide over the smooth waters  telling of their approach to settlers beyond the reach of vision in advance, and floating faintly back, a last farewell, to the listening ears of fathers, mothers, wives, and sisters left behind. And it was interesting to observe how, as the rushing boats sped onwards past the cottages on shore, groups of men and women and children stood before the open doors and waved adieu, while ever and anon a solitary voice rang louder than the others in the chorus, and a pair of dark eyes grew brighter as a voyageur swept past his home, and recognised his little ones screaming farewell, and seeking to attract their sires attention by tossing their chubby arms or flourishing round their heads the bright vermilion blades of canoe paddles. It was interesting, too, to hear the men shout as they ran a small rapid which occurs about the lower part of the settlement, and dashed in full career up to the Lower Fort  which stands about twenty miles down the river from Fort Garry  and then sped onward again with unabated energy, until they passed the Indian settlement, with its scattered wooden buildings and its small church; passed the last cottage on the bank; passed the low swampy land at the rivers mouth; and emerged at last, as evening closed, upon the wide, calm, sea-like bosom of Lake Winnipeg.

Charley saw and heard all this during the whole of that long, exciting afternoon, and as he heard and saw it his heart swelled as if it would burst its prison-bars, his voice rang out wildly in the choruses, regardless alike of tune and time, and his spirit boiled within him as he quaffed the first sweet draught of a rovers life  a life in the woods, the wild, free, enchanting woods, where all appeared in his eyes bright, and sunny, and green, and beautiful!

As the suns last rays sank in the west, and the clouds, losing their crimson hue, began gradually to fade into grey, the boats heads were turned landward. In a few seconds they grounded on a low point covered with small trees and bushes which stretched out into the lake. Here Louis Peltier had resolved to bivouac for the night. Now then, mes garçons, he exclaimed, leaping ashore, and helping to drag the boat a little way on to the beach, vite, vite! à terre, à terre!  Take the kettle, Pierre, and lets have supper.

Pierre needed no second bidding. He grasped a large tin kettle and an axe, with which he hurried into a clump of trees. Laying down the kettle, which he had previously filled with water from the lake, he singled out a dead tree, and with three powerful blows of his axe brought it to the ground. A few additional strokes cut it up into logs, varying from three to five feet in length, which he piled together, first placing a small bundle of dry grass and twigs beneath them, and a few splinters of wood which he cut from off one of the logs. Having accomplished this, Pierre took a flint and steel out of a gaily ornamented pouch which depended from his waist, and which went by the name of a fire-bag in consequence of its containing the implements for procuring that element. It might have been as appropriately named tobacco-bag or smoking-bag, however, seeing that such things had more to do with it, if possible, than fire. Having struck a spark, which he took captive by means of a piece of tinder, he placed it in the centre of a very dry handful of soft grass, and whirled it rapidly round his head, thereby producing a current of air, which blew the spark into a flame; which, when applied, lighted the grass and twigs; and so, in a few minutes, a blazing fire roared up among the trees  spouted volumes of sparks into the air, like a gigantic squib, which made it quite a marvel that all the bushes in the neighbourhood were not burnt up at once  glared out red and fierce upon the rippling water, until it became, as it were, red hot in the neighbourhood of the boats, and caused the night to become suddenly darker by contrast; the night reciprocating the compliment, as it grew later, by causing the space around the fire to glow brighter and brighter, until it became a brilliant chamber, surrounded by walls of the blackest ebony.

While Pierre was thus engaged there were at least ten voyageurs similarly occupied. Ten steels were made instrumental in creating ten sparks, which were severally captured by ten pieces of tinder, and whirled round by ten lusty arms, until ten flames were produced, and ten fires sprang up and flared wildly on the busy scene that had a few hours before been so calm, so solitary, and so peaceful, bathed in the soft beams of the setting sun.

In less than half an hour the several camps were completed, the kettles boiling over the fires, the men smoking in every variety of attitude, and talking loudly. It was a cheerful scene; and so Charley thought as he reclined in his canvas tent, the opening of which faced the fire, and enabled him to see all that was going on.

Pierre was standing over the great kettle, dancing round it, and making sudden plunges with a stick into it, in the desperate effort to stir its boiling contents  desperate, because the fire was very fierce and large, and the flames seemed to take a fiendish pleasure in leaping up suddenly just under Pierres nose, thereby endangering his beard, or shooting out between his legs and licking round them at most unexpected moments, when the light wind ought to have been blowing them quite in the opposite direction; and then, as he danced round to the other side to avoid them, wheeling about and roaring viciously in his face, until it seemed as if the poor man would be roasted long before the supper was boiled. Indeed, what between the ever-changing and violent flames, the rolling smoke, the steam from the kettle, the showering sparks, and the mans own wild grimaces and violent antics, Pierre seemed to Charley like a raging demon, who danced not only round, but above, and on, and through, and in the flames, as if they were his natural element, in which he took special delight.

Quite close to the tent the massive form of Louis the guide lay extended, his back supported by the stump of a tree, his eyes blinking sleepily at the blaze, and his beloved pipe hanging from his lips, while wreaths of smoke encircled his head. Louiss days work was done. Few could do a better; and when his work was over, Louis always acted on the belief that his position and his years entitled him to rest, and took things very easy in consequence.

Six of the boats crew sat in a semicircle beside the guide and fronting the fire, each paying particular attention to his pipe, and talking between the puffs to any one who chose to listen.

Suddenly Pierre vanished into the smoke and flames altogether, whence in another moment he issued, bearing in his hand the large tin kettle, which he deposited triumphantly at the feet of his comrades.

Now, then, cried Pierre.

It was unnecessary to have said even that much by way of invitation. Voyageurs do not require to have their food pressed upon them after a hard days work. Indeed, it was as much as they could do to refrain from laying violent hands on the kettle long before their worthy cook considered its contents sufficiently done.

Charley sat in company with Mr Park  a chief factor, on his way to Norway House. Gibault, one of the men who acted as their servant, had placed a kettle of hot tea before them, which, with several slices of buffalo tongue, a lump of pemmican, and some hard biscuit and butter, formed their evening meal. Indeed, we may add that these viands, during a great part of the voyage, constituted their every meal. In fact, they had no variety in their fare, except a wild duck or two now and then, and a goose when they chanced to shoot one.

Charley sipped a pannikin of tea as he reclined on his blanket, and being somewhat fatigued in consequence of his exertions and excitement during the day, said nothing. Mr Park for the same reasons, besides being naturally taciturn, was equally mute; so they both enjoyed in silence the spectacle of the men eating their supper. And it was a sight worth seeing.

Their food consisted of robbiboo, a compound of flour, pemmican, and water, boiled to the consistency of very thick soup. Though not a species of food that would satisfy the fastidious taste of an epicure, robbiboo is, nevertheless, very wholesome, exceedingly nutritious, and withal palatable. Pemmican, its principal component, is made of buffalo flesh, which fully equals (some think greatly excels) beef. The recipe for making it is as follows:  First kill your buffalo  a matter of considerable difficulty, by the way, as doing so requires you to travel to the buffalo-grounds, to arm yourself with a gun, and mount a horse, on which you have to gallop, perhaps, several miles over rough ground and among badger-holes, at the imminent risk of breaking your neck. Then you have to run up alongside of a buffalo and put a ball through his heart, which, apart from the murderous nature of the action, is a difficult thing to do. But we will suppose that you have killed your buffalo. Then you must skin him; then cut him up, and slice the flesh into layers, which must be dried in the sun. At this stage of the process you have produced a substance which in the fur countries goes by the name of dried meat, and is largely used as an article of food. As its name implies, it is very dry, and it is also very tough, and very undesirable if one can manage to procure anything better. But to proceed. Having thus prepared dried meat, lay a quantity of it on a flat stone, and take another stone, with which pound it into shreds. You must then take the animals hide, while it is yet new, and make bags of it about two feet and a half long by a foot and a half broad. Into this put the pounded meat loosely. Melt the fat of your buffalo over a fire, and when quite liquid pour it into the bag until full; mix the contents well together; sew the whole up before it cools, and you have a bag of pemmican of about ninety pounds weight. This forms the chief food of the voyageur, in consequence of its being the largest possible quantity of sustenance compressed into the smallest possible space, and in an extremely convenient, portable shape. It will keep fresh for years, and has been much used, in consequence, by the heroes of arctic discovery, in their perilous journeys along the shores of the frozen sea.

The voyageurs used no plates. Men who travel in these countries become independent of many things that are supposed to be necessary here. They sat in a circle round the kettle, each man armed with a large wooden or pewter spoon, with which he ladled the robbiboo down his capacious throat, in a style that not only caused Charley to laugh, but afterwards threw him into a deep reverie on the powers of appetite in general, and the strength of voyageur stomachs in particular.

At first the keen edge of appetite induced the men to eat in silence; but as the contents of the kettle began to get low, their tongues loosened, and at last, when the kettles were emptied and the pipes filled, fresh logs thrown on the fires, and their limbs stretched out around them, the babel of English, French, and Indian that arose was quite overwhelming. The middle-aged men told long stories of what they had done; the young men boasted of what they meant to do; while the more aged smiled, nodded, smoked their pipes, put in a word or two as occasion offered, and listened. While they conversed the quick ears of one of the men of Charleys camp detected some unusual sound.

Hist! said he, turning his head aside slightly, in a listening attitude, while his comrades suddenly ceased their noisy laugh.

Do ducks travel in canoes hereabouts? said the man, after a moments silence; for, if not, theres some one about to pay us a visit. I would wager my best gun that I hear the stroke of paddles.

If your ears had been sharper, François, you might have heard them some time ago, said the guide, shaking the ashes out of his pipe and refilling it for the third time.

Ah, Louis, I do not pretend to such sharp ears as you possess, nor to such sharp wit either. But who do you think can be en route so late?

That my wit does not enable me to divine, said Louis; but if you have any faith in the sharpness of your eyes, I would recommend you to go to the beach and see, as the best and shortest way of finding out.

By this time the men had risen, and were peering out into the gloom in the direction whence the sound came, while one or two sauntered down to the margin of the lake to meet the newcomers.

Who can it be, I wonder? said Charley, who had left the tent, and was now standing beside the guide.

Difficult to say, monsieur. Perhaps Injins, though I thought there were none here just now. But Im not surprised that weve attracted something to us. Livin creeturs always come natrally to the light, and theres plenty fire on the point to-night.

Rather more than enough, replied Charley, abruptly, as a slight motion of wind sent the flames curling round his head and singed off his eyelashes. Why, Louis, its my firm belief that if I ever get to the end of this journey, Ill not have a hair left on my head.

Louis smiled.

O monsieur, you will learn to observe things before you have been long in the wilderness. If you will edge round to leeward of the fire, you cant expect it to respect you.

Just at this moment a loud hurrah rang through the copse, and Harry Somerville sprang over the fire into the arms of Charley, who received him with a hug and a look of unutterable amazement.

Charley, my boy!

Harry Somerville, I declare!

For at least five minutes Charley could not recover his composure sufficiently to declare anything else, but stood with open mouth and eyes, and elevated eyebrows, looking at his young friend, who capered and danced round the fire in a manner that threw the cooks performances in that line quite into the shade, while he continued all the time to shout fragments of sentences that were quite unintelligible to any one. It was evident that Harry was in a state of immense delight at something unknown save to himself, but which, in the course of a few minutes, was revealed to his wondering friends.

Charley, Im going! hurrah! and he leaped about in a manner that induced Charley to say he would not only be going, but very soon gone, if he did not keep further away from the fire.

Yes, Charley, Im going with you! I upset the stool, tilted the ink-bottle over the invoice-book, sent the poker almost through the back of the fireplace, and smashed Tom Whytes best whip on the back of the noo oss, as I galloped him over the plains for the last time  all for joy, because Im going with you, Charley, my darling!

Here Harry suddenly threw his arms round his friends neck, meditating an embrace. As both boys were rather fond of using their muscles violently, the embrace degenerated into a wrestle, which caused them to threaten complete destruction to the fire as they staggered in front of it, and ended in their tumbling against the tent, and nearly breaking its poles and fastenings, to the horror and indignation of Mr Park, who was smoking his pipe within, quietly waiting till Harrys superabundant glee was over, that he might get an explanation of his unexpected arrival among them.

Ah, they will be good voyageurs! cried one of the men, as he looked on at this scene.

Oui, oui! good boys, active lads, replied the others, laughing. The two boys rose hastily.

Yes, cried Harry, breathless, but still excited, Im going all the way, and a great deal farther. Im going to hunt buffaloes in the Saskatchewan, and grizzly bears in the  the  in fact everywhere! Im going down the Mackenzie River  Im going mad, I believe; and Harry gave another caper and another shout, and tossed his cap high into the air. Having been recklessly tossed, it came down into the fire. When it went in, it was dark blue; but when Harry dashed into the flames in consternation to save it, it came out of a rich brown colour.

Now, youngster, said Mr Park, when youve done capering I should like to ask you one or two questions. What brought you here?

A canoe, said Harry, inclined to be impudent.

Oh! and pray for what purpose have you come here?

These are my credentials, handing him a letter.

Mr Park opened the note and read.

Ah! oh! Saskatchewan  hum  yes  outpost  wild boy  just so  keep him at it  ay, fit for nothing else. So, said Mr Park, folding the paper, I find that Mr Grant has sent you to take the place of a young gentleman we expected to pick up at Norway House, but who is required elsewhere; and that he wishes you to see a good deal of rough life  to be made a trader of, in fact. Is that your desire?

Thats the very ticket! replied Harry, scarcely able to restrain his delight at the prospect.

Well, then, you had better get supper and turn in, for youll have to begin your new life by rising at three oclock to-morrow morning. Have you got a tent?

Yes, said Harry, pointing to his canoe, which had been brought to the fire and turned bottom up by the two Indians to whom it belonged, and who were reclining under its shelter enjoying their pipes, and watching with looks of great gravity the doings of Harry and his friend.

That will return whence it came to-morrow. Have you no other?

Oh yes, said Harry, pointing to the overhanging branches of a willow close at hand, lots more.

Mr Park smiled grimly, and turning on his heel re-entered the tent and continued his pipe, while Harry flung himself down beside Charley under the bark canoe.

This species of tent is, however, by no means a perfect one. An Indian canoe is seldom three feet broad  frequently much narrower  so that it only affords shelter for the body as far down as the waist, leaving the extremities exposed. True, one may double up as nearly as possible into half ones length, but this is not a desirable position to maintain throughout an entire night. Sometimes, when the weather is very bad, an additional protection is procured by leaning several poles against the bottom of the canoe, on the weather side, in such a way as to slope considerably over the front; and over these are spread pieces of birch bark or branches and moss, so as to form a screen, which is an admirable shelter. But this involves too much time and labour to be adopted during a voyage, and is only done when the travellers are under the necessity of remaining for some time in one place.

The canoe in which Harry arrived was a pretty large one, and looked so comfortable when arranged for the night that Charley resolved to abandon his own tent and Mr Parks society, and sleep with his friend.

Ill sleep with you, Harry, my boy, said he, after Harry had explained to him in detail the cause of his being sent away from Red River; which was no other than that a young gentleman, as Mr Park said, who was to have gone, had been ordered elsewhere.

Thats right, Charley; spread out our blankets, while I get some supper, like a good fellow. Harry went in search of the kettle while his friend prepared their bed. First, he examined the ground on which the canoe lay, and found that the two Indians had already taken possession of the only level places under it. Humph! he ejaculated, half inclined to rouse them up, but immediately dismissed the idea as unworthy of a voyageur. Besides, Charley was an amiable, unselfish fellow, and would rather have lain on the top of a dozen stumps than have made himself comfortable at the expense of any one else.

He paused a moment to consider. On one side was a hollow that (as he soliloquised to himself) would break the back of a buffalo. On the other side were a dozen little stumps surrounding three very prominent ones, that threatened destruction to the ribs of any one who should venture to lie there. But Charley did not pause to consider long. Seizing his axe, he laid about him vigorously with the head of it, and in a few seconds destroyed all the stumps, which he carefully collected, and, along with some loose moss and twigs, put into the hollow, and so filled it up. Having improved things thus far, he rose and strode out of the circle of light into the wood. In a few minutes he reappeared, bearing a young spruce fir tree on his shoulder, which with the axe he stripped of its branches. These branches were flat in form, and elastic  admirably adapted for making a bed on; and when Charley spread them out under the canoe in a pile of about four inches in depth by four feet broad and six feet long, the stumps and the hollow were overwhelmed altogether. He then ran to Mr Parks tent, and fetched thence a small flat bundle covered with oilcloth and tied with a rope. Opening this, he tossed out its contents, which were two large and very thick blankets  one green, the other white; a particularly minute feather pillow, a pair of moccasins, a broken comb, and a bit of soap. Then he opened a similar bundle containing Harrys bed, which he likewise tossed out; and then kneeling down, he spread the two white blankets on the top of the branches, the two green blankets above these, and the two pillows at the top, as far under the shelter of the canoe as he could push them. Having completed the whole in a manner that would have done credit to a chambermaid, he continued to sit on his knees, with his hands in his pockets, smiling complacently, and saying, Capital  first-rate!

Here we are, Charley. Have a second supper  do!

Harry placed the smoking kettle by the head of the bed, and squatting down beside it, began to eat as only a boy can eat who has had nothing since breakfast.

Charley attacked the kettle too  as he said, out of sympathy, although he wasnt hungry a bit. And really, for a man who was not hungry, and had supped half an hour before, the appetite of sympathy was wonderfully strong.

But Harrys powers of endurance were now exhausted. He had spent a long day of excessive fatigue and excitement, and having wound it up with a heavy supper, sleep began to assail him with a fell ferocity that nothing could resist. He yawned once or twice, and sat on the bed blinking unmeaningly at the fire, as if he had something to say to it which he could not recollect just then. He nodded violently, much to his own surprise, once or twice, and began to address remarks to the kettle instead of to his friend. I say, Charley, this wont do. Im off to bed! and suiting the action to the word, he took off his coat and placed it on his pillow. He then removed his moccasins, which were wet, and put on a dry pair; and this being all that is ever done in the way of preparation before going to bed in the woods, he lay down and pulled the green blankets over him.

Before doing so, however, Harry leaned his head on his hands and prayed. This was the one link left of the chain of habit with which he had left home. Until the period of his departure for the wild scenes of the North-west, Harry had lived in a quiet, happy home in the West Highlands of Scotland, where he had been surrounded by the benign influences of a family the members of which were united by the sweet bonds of Christian love  bonds which were strengthened by the additional tie of amiability of disposition. From childhood he had been accustomed to the routine of a pious and well-regulated household, where the Bible was perused and spoken of with an interest that indicated a genuine hungering and thirsting after righteousness, and where the name of Jesus sounded often and sweetly on the ear. Under such training Harry, though naturally of a wild, volatile disposition, was deeply and irresistibly impressed with a reverence for sacred things, which, now that he was thousands of miles away from his peaceful home, clung to him with the force of old habit and association, despite the jeers of comrades and the evil influences and ungodliness by which he was surrounded. It is true that he was not altogether unhurt by the withering indifference to God that he beheld on all sides. Deep impression is not renewal of heart. But early training in the path of Christian love saved him many a deadly fall. It guarded him from many of the grosser sins into which other boys, who had merely broken away from the restraints of home, too easily fell. It twined round him  as the ivy encircles the oak  with a soft, tender, but powerful grasp, that held him back when he was tempted to dash aside all restraint; and held him up when, in the weakness of his human nature, he was about to fall. It exerted its benign sway over him in the silence of night, when his thoughts reverted to home, and during his waking hours, when he wandered from scene to scene in the wide wilderness; and in after years, when sin prevailed, and intercourse with rough men had worn off much of at least the superficial amiability of his character, and to some extent blunted the finer feelings of his nature, it clung faintly to him still, in the memory of his mothers gentle look and tender voice, and never forsook him altogether. Home had a blessed and powerful influence on Harry. May God bless such homes, where the ruling power is love! God bless and multiply such homes in the earth! Were there more of them there would be fewer heart-broken mothers to weep over the memory of the blooming, manly boys they sent away to foreign climes  with trembling hearts but high hopes  and never saw them more. They were vessels launched upon the troubled sea of time, with stout timbers, firm masts, and gallant sails  with all that was necessary above and below, from stem to stern, for battling with the billows of adverse fortune, for stemming the tide of opposition, for riding the storms of persecution, or bounding with a press of canvas before the gales of prosperity; but without the rudder  without the guiding principle that renders the great power of plank and sail and mast available; with which the vessel moves obedient to the owners will, without which it drifts about with every current, and sails along with every shifting wind that blows. Yes, may the best blessings of prosperity and peace rest on such families, whose bread, cast continually on the waters, returns to them after many days.

After Harry had lain down, Charley, who did not feel inclined for repose, sauntered to the margin of the lake, and sat down upon a rock.

It was a beautiful calm evening. The moon shone faintly through a mass of heavy clouds, casting a pale light on the waters of Lake Winnipeg, which stretched, without a ripple, out to the distant horizon. The great fresh-water lakes of America bear a strong resemblance to the sea. In storms the waves rise mountains high, and break with heavy, sullen roar upon a beach composed in many places of sand and pebbles; while they are so large that one not only looks out to a straight horizon, but may even sail out of sight of land altogether.

As Charley sat resting his head on his hand, and listening to the soft hiss that the ripples made upon the beach, he felt all the solemnising influence that steals irresistibly over the mind as we sit on a still night gazing out upon the moonlit sea. His thoughts were sad; for he thought of Kate, and his mother and father, and the home he was now leaving. He remembered all that he had ever done to injure or annoy the dear ones he was leaving; and it is strange how much alive our consciences become when we are unexpectedly or suddenly removed from those with whom we have lived and held daily intercourse. How bitterly we reproach ourselves for harsh words, unkind actions; and how intensely we long for one word more with them, one fervent embrace, to prove at once that all we have ever said or done was not meant ill, and, at any rate, is deeply, sincerely repented of now! As Charley looked up into the starry sky, his mind recurred to the parting words of Mr Addison. With uplifted hands and a full heart, he prayed that God would bless, for Jesus sake, the beloved ones in Red River, but especially Kate; for whether he prayed or meditated, Charleys thoughts always ended with Kate.

A black cloud passed across the moon, and reminded him that but a few hours of the night remained; so hastening up to the camp again, he lay gently down beside his friend, and drew the green blanket over him.

In the camp all was silent. The men had chosen their several beds according to fancy, under the shadow of a bush or tree. The fires had burned low  so low that it was with difficulty Charley, as he lay, could discern the recumbent forms of the men, whose presence was indicated by the deep, soft, regular breathing of tired but healthy constitutions. Sometimes a stray moonbeam shot through the leaves and branches, and cast a ghostlike flickering light over the scene, which ever and anon was rendered more mysterious by a red flare of the fire as an ember fell, blazed up for an instant, and left all shrouded in greater darkness than before.

At first Charley continued his sad thoughts, staring all the while at the red embers of the expiring fire; but soon his eyes began to blink, and the stumps of trees began to assume the form of voyageurs, and voyageurs to look like stumps of trees. Then a moonbeam darted in, and Mr Addison stood on the other side of the fire. At this sight Charley started, and Mr Addison disappeared, while the boy smiled to think how he had been dreaming while only half asleep. Then Kate appeared, and seemed to smile on him; but another ember fell, and another red flame sprang up, and put her to flight too. Then a low sigh of wind rustled through the branches, and Charley felt sure that he saw Kate again coming through the woods, singing the low, soft tune that she was so fond of singing, because it was his own favourite air. But soon the air ceased; the fire faded away; so did the trees, and the sleeping voyageurs; Kate last of all dissolved, and Charley sank into a deep, untroubled slumber.




Chapter Ten.

Varieties, vexations, and vicissitudes.

Life is checkered  there is no doubt about that; whatever doubts a man may entertain upon other subjects, he can have none upon this, we feel quite certain. In fact, so true is it that we would not for a moment have drawn the readers attention to it here, were it not that our experience of life in the backwoods corroborates the truth; and truth, however well corroborated, is none the worse of getting a little additional testimony now and then in this sceptical generation.

Life is checkered, then, undoubtedly. And life in the backwoods strengthens the proverb, for it is a peculiarly striking and remarkable specimen of lifes variegated character.

There is a difference between sailing smoothly along the shores of Lake Winnipeg with favouring breezes, and being tossed on its surging billows by the howling of a nor-west wind, that threatens destruction to the boat, or forces it to seek shelter on the shore. This difference is one of the checkered scenes of which we write, and one that was experienced by the brigade more than once during its passage across the lake.

Since we are dealing in truisms, it may not, perhaps, be out of place here to say that going to bed at night is not by any means getting up in the morning; at least so several of our friends found to be the case when the deep, sonorous voice of Louis Peltier sounded through the camp on the following morning, just as a very faint, scarcely perceptible, light tinged the eastern sky.

Lève, lève, lève! he cried, lève, lève, mes enfants!

Some of Louiss infants replied to the summons in a way that would have done credit to a harlequin. One or two active little Canadians, on hearing the cry of the awful word lève, rose to their feet with a quick bound, as if they had been keeping up an appearance of sleep as a sort of practical joke all night, on purpose to be ready to leap as the first sound fell from the guides lips. Others lay still, in the same attitude in which they had fallen asleep, having made up their minds, apparently, to lie there in spite of all the guides in the world. Not a few got slowly into the sitting position, their hair dishevelled, their caps awry, their eyes alternately winking very hard and staring awfully in the vain effort to keep open, and their whole physiognomy wearing an expression of blank stupidity that is peculiar to man when engaged in that struggle which occurs each morning as he endeavours to disconnect and shake off the entanglement of nightly dreams and the realities of the breaking day. Throughout the whole camp there was a low, muffled sound, as of men moving lazily, with broken whispers and disjointed sentences uttered in very deep, hoarse tones, mingled with confused, unearthly noises, which, upon consideration, sounded like prolonged yawns. Gradually these sounds increased, for the guides lève is inexorable, and the voyageurs fate inevitable.

Oh dear!  yei a  a  ow (yawning); hang your lève!

Oui, vraiment  yei a  a  ow  morbleu!

Eh, whats that? Oh, misère.

Tare an ages! (from an Irishman), an I had only got to slaape yit! but  yei a  a  ow!

French and Irish yawns are very similar, the only difference being, that whereas the Frenchman finishes the yawn resignedly, and springs to his legs, the Irishman finishes it with an energetic gasp, as if he were hurling it remonstratively into the face of Fate, turns round again and shuts his eyes doggedly  a piece of bravado which he knows is useless and of very short duration.

Lève! lève!! lève!!! There was no mistake this time in the tones of Louiss voice. Embark, embark! vite, vite!

The subdued sounds of rousing broke into a loud buzz of active preparation, as the men busied themselves in bundling up blankets, carrying down camp-kettles to the lake, launching the boats, kicking up lazy comrades, stumbling over and swearing at fallen trees which were not visible in the cold, uncertain light of the early dawn, searching hopelessly, among a tangled conglomeration of leaves and broken branches and crushed herbage, for lost pipes and missing tobacco-pouches.

Hollo! exclaimed Harry Somerville, starting suddenly from his sleeping posture, and unintentionally cramming his elbow into Charleys mouth, I declare theyre all up and nearly ready to start.

Thats no reason, replied Charley, why you should knock out all my front teeth, is it?

Just then Mr Park issued from his tent, dressed and ready to step into his boat. He first gave a glance round the camp, to see that all the men were moving; then he looked up through the trees, to ascertain the present state, and, if possible, the future prospects of the weather. Having come to a satisfactory conclusion on that head, he drew forth his pipe and began to fill it, when his eye fell on the two boys, who were still sitting up in their lairs, and staring idiotically at the place where the fire had been, as if the white ashes, half-burned logs, and bits of charcoal were a sight of the most novel and interesting character, that filled them with intense amazement.

Mr Park could scarce forbear smiling.

Hello, youngsters, precious voyageurs youll make, to be sure, if this is the way youre going to begin. Dont you see that the things are all aboard, and well be ready to start in five minutes, and you sitting there with your neckcloths off?

Mr Park gave a slight sneer when he spoke of neckcloths, as if he thought, in the first place, that they were quite superfluous portions of attire, and, in the second place, that having once put them on, the taking of them off at night was a piece of effeminacy altogether unworthy of a Nor-wester.

Charley and Harry needed no second rebuke. It flashed instantly upon them that sleeping comfortably under their blankets when the men were bustling about the camp was extremely inconsistent with the heroic resolves of the previous day. They sprang up, rolled their blankets in the oil-cloths, which they fastened tightly with ropes; tied the neckcloths, held in such contempt by Mr Park, in a twinkling; threw on their coats, and in less than five minutes were ready to embark. They then found that they might have done things more leisurely, as the crews had not yet got all their traps on board; so they began to look around them, and discovered that each had omitted to pack up a blanket.

Very much crestfallen at their stupidity, they proceeded to untie the bundles again, when it became apparent to the eyes of Charley that his friend had put on his capote inside out; which had a peculiarly ragged and grotesque effect. These mistakes were soon rectified, and shouldering their beds, they carried them down to the boat and tossed them in. Meanwhile Mr Park, who had been watching the movements of the boys with a peculiar smile, that filled them with confusion, went round the different camps to see that nothing was left behind. The men were all in their places with oars ready, and the boats floating on the calm water, a yard or two from shore, with the exception of the guides boat, the stern of which still rested on the sand awaiting Mr Park.

Who does this belong to? shouted that gentleman, holding up a cloth cap, part of which was of a mottled brown and part deep blue.

Harry instantly tore the covering from his head, and discovered that among his numerous mistakes he had put on the head-dress of one of the Indians who had brought him to the camp. To do him justice, the cap was not unlike his own, excepting that it was a little more mottled and dirty in colour, besides being decorated with a gaudy but very much crushed and broken feather.

You had better change with our friend here, I think, said Mr Park, grinning from ear to ear, as he tossed the cap to its owner, while Harry handed the other to the Indian, amid the laughter of the crew.

Never mind, boy, added Mr Park, in an encouraging tone; youll make a voyageur yet.  Now then, lads, give way; and with a nod to the Indians, who stood on the shore watching their departure, the trader sprang into the boat and took his place beside the two boys.

Ho! sing, mes garçons, cried the guide, seizing the massive sweep and directing the boat out to sea.

At this part of the lake there occurs a deep bay or inlet, to save rounding which travellers usually strike straight across from point to point, making what is called in voyageur parlance a traverse. These traverses are subjects of considerable anxiety and frequently of delay to travellers, being sometimes of considerable extent, varying from four to five, and in such immense seas as Lake Superior to fourteen miles. With boats, indeed, there is little to fear, as the inland craft of the fur-traders can stand a heavy sea, and often ride out a pretty severe storm; but it is far otherwise with the bark canoes that are often used in travelling. These frail craft can stand very little sea  their frames being made of thin, flat slips of wood and sheets of bark, not more than a quarter of an inch thick, which are sewed together with the fibrous roots of the pine (called by the natives wattape), and rendered water-tight by means of melted gum. Although light and buoyant, therefore, and extremely useful in a country where portages are numerous, they require very tender usage; and when a traverse has to be made, the guides have always a grave consultation, with some of the most sagacious among the men, as to the probability of the wind rising or falling  consultations which are more or less marked by anxiety and tediousness in proportion to the length of the traverse, the state of the weather, and the courage or timidity of the guides.

On the present occasion there was no consultation, as has been already seen. The traverse was a short one, the morning fine, and the boats good. A warm glow began to overspread the horizon, giving promise of a splendid day, as the numerous oars dipped with a plash and a loud hiss into the water, and sent the boats leaping forth upon the white wave.

Sing, sing! cried the guide again, and clearing his throat, he began the beautiful, quick-tuned canoe-song Rose Blanche, to which the men chorused with such power of lungs that a family of plovers, which up to that time had stood in mute astonishment on a sandy point, tumbled precipitately into the water, from which they rose with a shrill, inexpressibly wild, plaintive cry, and fled screaming away to a more secure refuge among the reeds and sedges of a swamp. A number of ducks, too, awakened by the unwonted sound, shot suddenly out from the concealment of their nights bivouac with erect heads and startled looks, sputtered heavily over the surface of their liquid bed, and rising into the air, flew in a wide circuit, with whistling wings, away from the scene of so much uproar and confusion.

The rough voices of the men grew softer and softer as the two Indians listened to the song of their departing friends, mellowing down and becoming more harmonious and more plaintive as the distance increased, and the boats grew smaller and smaller, until they were lost in the blaze of light that now bathed both water and sky in the eastern horizon, and began rapidly to climb the zenith, while the sweet tones became less and less audible as they floated faintly across the still water, and melted at last into the deep silence of the wilderness.

The two Indians still stood with downcast heads and listening ears, as if they loved the last echo of the dying music, while their grave, statue-like forms added to, rather than detracted from, the solitude of the deserted scene.




Chapter Eleven.

Charley and Harry begin their sporting career, without much success  Whisky-John catching.

The place in the boats usually allotted to gentlemen in the Companys service while travelling is the stern. Here the lading is so arranged as to form a pretty level hollow, where the flat bundles containing their blankets are placed, and a couch is thus formed that rivals Eastern effeminacy in luxuriance. There are occasions, however, when this couch is converted into a bed, not of thorns exactly, but of corners; and really it would be hard to say which of the two is the more disagreeable. Should the men be careless in arranging the cargo, the inevitable consequence is that monsieur will find the leg of an iron stove, the sharp edge of a keg, or the corner of a wooden box occupying the place where his ribs should be. So common, however, is this occurrence that the clerks usually superintend the arrangements themselves, and so secure comfort.

On a couch, then, of this kind, Charley and Harry now found themselves constrained to sit all morning  sometimes asleep, occasionally awake, and always earnestly desiring that it was time to put ashore for breakfast, as they had now travelled for four hours without halt, except twice for about five minutes, to let the men light their pipes.

Charley, said Harry Somerville to his friend, who sat beside him, it strikes me that we are to have no breakfast at all to-day. Here have I been holding my breath and tightening my belt, until I feel much more like a spider or a wasp than a  a

Man, Harry; out with it at once, dont be afraid, said Charley.

Well, no, I wasnt going to have said that exactly, but I was going to have said a voyageur; only I recollected our doings this morning, and hesitated to take the name until I had won it.

Its well that you entertain so modest an opinion of yourself, said Mr Park, who still smoked his pipe as if he were impressed with the idea that to stop for a moment would produce instant death. I may tell you for your comfort, youngsters, that we shant breakfast till we reach yonder point.

The shores of Lake Winnipeg are flat and low, and the point indicated by Mr Park lay directly in the light of the sun, which now shone with such splendour in the cloudless sky, and flashed on the polished water, that it was with difficulty they could look towards the point of land.

Where is it? asked Charley, shading his eyes with his hand; I cannot make out anything at all.

Try again, my boy; theres nothing like practice.

Ah, yes! I make it out now; a faint shadow just under the sun. Is that it?

Ay, and well break our fast there.

I would like very much to break your head here, thought Charley, but he did not say it, as, besides being likely to produce unpleasant consequences, he felt that such a speech to an elderly gentleman would be highly improper; and Charley had some respect for grey hairs for their own sake, whether the owner of them was a good man or a goose.

What shall we do, Harry? If I had only thought of keeping out a book.

I know what I shall do, said Harry, with a resolute air:

Ill go and shoot!

Shoot! cried Charley. You dont mean to say that youre going to waste your powder and shot by firing at the clouds! for, unless you take them, I see nothing else here.

Thats because you dont use your eyes, retorted Harry. Will you just look at yonder rock ahead of us, and tell me what you see.

Charley looked earnestly at the rock, which to a cursory glance seemed as if composed of whiter stone on the top. Gulls, I declare! shouted Charley, at the same time jumping up in haste.

Just then one of the gulls, probably a scout sent out to watch the approaching enemy, wheeled in a circle overhead. The two youths dragged their guns from beneath the thwarts of the boat, and rummaged about in great anxiety for shot-belts and powder-horns. At last they were found; and having loaded, they sat on the edge of the boat, looking out for game with as much  ay, with more intense interest than a Blackfoot Indian would have watched for a fat buffalo cow.

There he goes, said Harry; take the first shot, Charley.

Where? where is it?

Right ahead. Look out!

As Harry spoke, a small white gull, with bright-red legs and beak, flew over the boat so close to them that, as the guide remarked, he could see it wink! Charleys equanimity, already pretty well disturbed, was entirely upset at the suddenness of the birds appearance; for he had been gazing intently at the rock when his friends exclamation drew his attention in time to see the gull within about four feet of his head. With a sudden Oh! Charley threw forward his gun, took a short, wavering aim, and blew the cocktail feather out of Baptistes hat; while the gull sailed tranquilly away, as much as to say, If thats all you can do, theres no need for me to hurry!

Confound the boy! cried Mr Park. Youll be the death of some one yet; Im convinced of that.

Parbleu! you may say that, cest vrai, remarked the voyageur, with a rueful gaze at his hat, which, besides having its ornamental feather shattered, was sadly cut up about the crown.

The poor lads face became much redder than the legs or beak of the gull as he sat down in confusion, which he sought to hide by busily reloading his gun; while the men indulged in a somewhat witty and sarcastic criticism of his powers of shooting, remarking, in flattering terms, on the precision of the shot that blew Baptistes feather into atoms, and declaring that if every shot he fired was as truly aimed he would certainly be the best in the country.

Baptiste also came in for a share of their repartee. It serves you right, said the guide, laughing, for wearing such things on the voyage. You should put away such foppery till you return to the settlement, where there are girls to admire you. (Baptiste had continued to wear the tall hat, ornamented with gold cords and tassels, with which he had left Red River.)

Ah! cried another, pulling vigorously at his oar, I fear that Marie wont look at you, now that all your beautys gone.

Tis not quite gone, said a third; theres all the brim and half a tassel left, besides the wreck of the remainder.

Oh, I can lend you a few fragments, retorted Baptiste, endeavouring to parry some of the thrusts. They would improve you vastly.

No, no, friend, gather them up and replace them; they will look more picturesque and becoming now. I believe if you had worn them much longer all the men in the boat would have fallen in love with you.

By St. Patrick, said Mike Brady, an Irishman who sat at the oar immediately behind the unfortunate Canadian, theres more than enough o rubbish scattered over mysilf nor would do to stuff a fither-bed with.

As Mike spoke, he collected the fragments of feathers and ribbons with which the unlucky shot had strewn him, and placed them slyly on the top of the dilapidated hat, which Baptiste, after clearing away the wreck, had replaced on his head.

Its very purty, said Mike, as the action was received by the crew with a shout of merriment.

Baptiste was waxing wrathful under this fire, when the general attention was drawn again towards Charley and his friend, who, having now got close to the rock, had quite forgotten their mishap in the excitement of expectation.

This excitement in the shooting of such small game might perhaps surprise our readers, did we not acquaint them with the fact that neither of the boys had, up to that time, enjoyed much opportunity of shooting. It is true that Harry had once or twice borrowed the fowling-piece of the senior clerk, and had sallied forth with a beating heart to pursue the grouse which are found in the belt of woodland skirting the Assiniboine River near to Fort Garry. But these expeditions were of rare occurrence, and they had not sufficed to rub off much of the bounding excitement with which he loaded and fired at anything and everything that came within range of his gun. Charley, on the other hand, had never fired a shot before, except out of an old horse-pistol; having up to this period been busily engaged at school, except during the holidays, which he always spent in the society of his sister Kate, whose tastes were not such as were likely to induce him to take up the gun, even if he had possessed such a weapon. Just before leaving Red River, his father presented him with his own gun, remarking, as he did so, with a sigh, that his day was past now; and adding, that the gun was a good one for shot or ball, and if he (Charley) brought down half as much game with it as he (Mr Kennedy) had brought down in the course of his life, he might consider himself a crack shot undoubtedly.

It was not surprising, therefore, that the two friends went nearly mad with excitation when the whole flock of gulls rose into the air like a white cloud, and sailed in endless circles and gyrations above and around their heads  flying so close at times that they might almost have been caught by the hand. Neither was it surprising that innumerable shots were fired, by both sportsmen, without a single bird being a whit the worse for it, or themselves much the better; the energetic efforts made to hit being rendered abortive by the very eagerness which caused them to miss. And this was the less extraordinary, too, when it is remembered that Harry in his haste loaded several times without shot, and Charley rendered the right barrel of his gun hors de combat at last, by ramming down a charge of shot and omitting powder altogether, whereby he snapped and primed, and snapped and primed again, till he grew desperate, and then suspicious of the true cause, which he finally rectified with much difficulty.

Frequently the gulls flew straight over the heads of the youths,  which produced peculiar consequences, as in such cases they took aim while the birds were approaching; but being somewhat slow at taking aim, the gulls were almost perpendicularly above them ere they were ready to shoot, so that they were obliged to fire hastily in hope, feeling that they were losing their balance, or give up the chance altogether.

Mr Park sat grimly in his place all the while, enjoying the scene, and smoking.

Now then, Charley, said he, take that fellow.

Which? where? Oh, if I could only get one! said Charley, looking up eagerly at the screaming birds, at which he had been staring so long, in their varying and crossing flight, that his sight had become hopelessly unsteady.

There! Look sharp: fire away!

Bang went Charleys piece, as he spoke, at a gull which flew straight towards him, but so rapidly that it was directly above his head; indeed, he was leaning a little backwards at the moment, which caused him to miss again, while the recoil of the gun brought matters to a climax, by toppling him over into Mr Parks lap, thereby smashing that gentlemans pipe to atoms. The fall accidentally exploded the second barrel, causing the butt to strike Charley in the pit of his stomach  as if to ram him well home into Mr Parks open arms  and hitting with a stray shot a gull that was sailing high up in the sky in fancied security. It fell with a fluttering crash into the boat while the men were laughing at the accident.

Didnt I say so? cried Mr Park, wrathfully, as he pitched Charley out of his lap, and spat out the remnants of his broken pipe.

Fortunately for all parties, at this moment the boat approached a spot on which the guide had resolved to land for breakfast; and seeing the unpleasant predicament into which poor Charley had fallen, he assumed the strong tones of command with which guides are frequently gifted, and called out, Ho, ho! à terre! à terre! to land! to land! Breakfast, my boys; breakfast!  at the same time sweeping the boats head shoreward, and running into a rocky bay, whose margin was fringed by a growth of small trees. Here, in a few minutes, they were joined by the other boats of the brigade, which had kept within sight of each other nearly the whole morning.

While travelling through the wilds of North America in boats, voyageurs always make a point of landing to breakfast. Dinner is a meal with which they are unacquainted, at least on the voyage, and luncheon is likewise unknown. If a man feels hungry during the day, the pemmican-bag and its contents are there; he may pause in his work at any time, for a minute, to seize the axe and cut off a lump, which he may devour as he best can; but there is no going ashore  no resting for dinner. Two great meals are recognised, and the time allotted to their preparation and consumption held inviolable  breakfast and supper: the first varying between the hours of seven and nine in the morning; the second about sunset, at which time travellers usually encamp for the night. Of the two meals it would be difficult to say which is more agreeable. For our own part, we prefer the former. It is the meal to which a man addresses himself with peculiar gusto, especially if he has been astir three or four hours previously in the open air. It is the time of day, too, when the spirits are freshest and highest, animated by the prospect of the work, the difficulties, the pleasures, or the adventures of the day that has begun; and cheered by that cool, clear buoyancy of Nature which belongs exclusively to the happy morning hours, and has led poets in all ages to compare these hours to the first sweet months of spring or the early years of childhood.

Voyageurs, not less than poets, have felt the exhilarating influence of the young day, although they have lacked the power to tell it in sounding numbers; but where words were wanting, the sparkling eye, the beaming countenance, the light step, and hearty laugh, were more powerful exponents of the feelings within. Poet, and painter too, might have spent a profitable hour on the shores of that great sequestered lake, and as they watched the picturesque groups clustering round the blazing fires, preparing their morning meal, smoking their pipes, examining and repairing the boats, or sunning their stalwart limbs in wild, careless attitudes upon the greensward  might have found a subject worthy the most brilliant effusions of the pen or the most graphic touches of the pencil.

An hour sufficed for breakfast. While it was preparing, the two friends sauntered into the forest in search of game, in which they were unsuccessful; in fact, with the exception of the gulls before mentioned, there was not a feather to be seen  save, always, one or two whisky-johns.

Whisky-johns are the most impudent, puffy, conceited little birds that exist. Not much larger in reality than sparrows, they nevertheless manage to swell out their feathers to such an extent that they appear to be as large as magpies, which they further resemble in their plumage. Go where you will in the woods of Ruperts Land, the instant that you light a fire two or three whisky-johns come down and sit beside you, on a branch, it may be, or on the ground, and generally so near that you cannot but wonder at their recklessness. There is a species of impudence which seems to be specially attached to little birds. In them it reaches the highest pitch of perfection. A bold, swelling, arrogant effrontery  a sort of stark, staring, sell-complacent, comfortable, and yet innocent impertinence  which is at once irritating and amusing, aggravating and attractive, and which is exhibited in the greatest intensity in the whisky-john. He will jump down almost under your nose, and seize a fragment of biscuit or pemmican. He will go right into the pemmican-bag, when you are but a few paces off, and pilfer, as it were, at the fountain-head. Or if these resources are closed against him, he will sit on a twig, within an inch of your head, and look at you as only a whisky-john can look.

Ill catch one of these rascals, said Harry, as he saw them jump unceremoniously into and out of the pemmican bag.

Going down to the boat, Harry hid himself under the tarpaulin, leaving a hole open near to the mouth of the bag. He had not remained more than a few minutes in this concealment when one of the birds flew down, and alighted on the edge of the boat. After a glance round to see that all was right, it jumped into the bag. A moment after, Harry, darting his hand through the aperture, grasped him round the neck and secured him. Poor whisky-john screamed and pecked ferociously, while Harry brought him in triumph to his friend; but so unremittingly did the bird scream that his captor was fain at last to let him off, the more especially as the cook came up at the moment and announced that breakfast was ready.




Chapter Twelve.

The storm.

Two days after the events of the last chapter, the brigade was making one of the traverses which have already been noticed as of frequent occurrence in the great lakes. The morning was calm and sultry. A deep stillness pervaded nature, which tended to produce a corresponding quiescence in the mind, and to fill it with those indescribably solemn feelings that frequently arise before a thunderstorm. Dark, lurid clouds hung overhead in gigantic masses, piled above each other like the battlements of a dark fortress, from whose ragged embrasures the artillery of heaven was about to play.

Shall we get over in time, Louis? asked Mr Park, as he turned to the guide, who sat holding the tiller with a firm grasp; while the men, aware of the necessity of reaching shelter ere the storm burst upon them, were bending to the oars with steady and sustained energy.

Perhaps, replied Louis, laconically. Pull, lads, pull! else youll have to sleep in wet skins to-night.

A low growl of distant thunder followed the guides words, and the men pulled with additional energy; while the slow, measured hiss of the water, and the clank of oars, as they cut swiftly through the lakes clear surface, alone interrupted the dead silence that ensued.

Charley and his friend conversed in low whispers; for there is a strange power in a thunderstorm, whether raging or about to break, that overawes the heart of man,  as if Natures God were nearer then than at other times; as if He  whose voice indeed, if listened to, speaks even in the slightest evolution of natural phenomena  were about to tread the visible earth with more than usual majesty, in the vivid glare of the lightning flash, and in the awful crash of thunder.

I dont know how it is, but I feel more like a coward, said Charley, just before a thunderstorm than I think I should do in the arms of a polar bear. Do you feel queer, Harry?

A little, replied Harry, in a low whisper; and yet Im not frightened. I can scarcely tell what I feel, but Im certain its not fear.

Well, I dont know, said Charley. When fathers black bull chased Kate and me in the prairies, and almost overtook us as we ran for the fence of the big field, I felt my heart leap to my mouth, and the blood rush to my cheeks, as I turned about and faced him, while Kate climbed the fence; but after she was over, I felt a wild sort of wickedness in me, as if I should like to tantalise and torment him,  and I felt altogether different from what I feel now while I look up at these black clouds. Isnt there something quite awful in them, Harry?

Ere Harry replied, a bright flash of lightning shot athwart the sky, followed by a loud roar of thunder, and in a moment the wind rushed, like a fiend set suddenly free, down upon the boats, tearing up the smooth surface of the water as it flew, and cutting it into gleaming white streaks. Fortunately the storm came down behind the boats, so that, after the first wild burst was over, they hoisted a small portion of their lug sails, and scudded rapidly before it.

There was still a considerable portion of the traverse to cross, and the guide cast an anxious glance over his shoulder occasionally, as the dark waves began to rise, and their crests were cut into white foam by the increasing gale. Thunder roared in continued, successive peals, as if the heavens were breaking up, while rain descended in sheets. For a time the crews continued to ply their oars; but as the wind increased, these were rendered superfluous. They were taken in, therefore, and the men sought partial shelter under the tarpaulin; while Mr Park and the two boys were covered, excepting their heads, by an oilcloth, which was always kept at hand in rainy weather.

What think you now, Louis? said Mr Park, resuming the pipe which the sudden outburst of the storm had caused him to forget. Have we seen the worst of it?

Louis replied abruptly in the negative, and in a few seconds shouted loudly, Look out, lads! here comes a squall. Stand by to let go the sheet there!

Mike Brady, happening to be near the sheet, seized hold of the rope, and prepared to let go; while the men rose, as if by instinct, and gazed anxiously at the approaching squall, which could be seen in the distance extending along the horizon, like a bar of blackest ink, spotted with flakes of white. The guide sat with compressed lips, and motionless as a statue, guiding the boat as it bounded madly towards the land, which was now not more than half a mile distant.

Let go! shouted the guide, in a voice that was heard loud and clear above the roar of the elements.

Ay, ay, replied the Irishman, untwisting the rope instantly, as with a sharp hiss the squall descended on the boat.

At that moment the rope became entangled round one of the oars, and the gale burst with all its fury on the distended sail, burying the prow in the waves, which rushed inboard in a black volume, and in an instant half filled the boat.

Let go! roared the guide again, in a voice of thunder; while Mike struggled with awkward energy to disentangle the rope.

As he spoke, an Indian, who during the storm had been sitting beside the mast, gazing at the boiling water with a grave, contemplative aspect, sprang quickly forward, drew his knife, and with two blows (so rapidly delivered that they seemed but one) cut asunder first the sheet and then the halyards, which let the sail blow out and fall flat upon the boat. He was just in time. Another moment and the gushing water, which curled over the bow, would have filled them to the gunwale. As it was, the little vessel was so full of water that she lay like a log, while every toss of the waves sent an additional torrent into her.

Bail for your lives, lads! cried Mr Park, as he sprang forward, and, seizing a tin dish, began energetically to bail out the water. Following his example, the whole crew seized whatever came first to hand in the shape of dish or kettle, and began to bail. Charley and Harry Somerville acted a vigorous part on this occasion  the one with a bark dish (which had been originally made by the natives for the purpose of holding maple-sugar), the other with his cap.

For a time it seemed doubtful whether the curling waves should send most water into the boat, or the crew should bail most out of it. But the latter soon prevailed, and in a few minutes it was so far got under that three of the men were enabled to leave off bailing and reset the sail, while Louis Peltier returned to his post at the helm. At first the boat moved but slowly, owing to the weight of water in her; but as this grew gradually less, she increased her speed and neared the land.

Well done, Redfeather, said Mr Park, addressing the Indian as he resumed his seat; your knife did us good service that time, my fine fellow.

Redfeather, who was the only pure native in the brigade, acknowledged the compliment with a smile.

Ah, oui, said the guide, whose features had now lost their stern expression. Them Injins are always ready enough with their knives. Its not the first time my life has been saved by the knife of a redskin.

Humph! bad luck to them, muttered Mike Brady; its not the first time that my windpipe has been pretty near spiflicated by the knives o the redskins, the murtherin varmints!

As Mike gave vent to this malediction, the boat ran swiftly past a low, rocky point, over which the surf was breaking wildly.

Down with the sail, Mike, cried the guide, at the same time putting the helm hard up. The beat flew round, obedient to the ruling power, made one last plunge as it left the rolling surf behind, and slid gently and smoothly into still water under the lee of the point.

Here, in the snug shelter of a little bay, two of the other boats were found, with their prows already on the beach, and their crews actively employed in landing their goods, opening bales that had received damage from the water, and preparing the encampment; while ever and anon they paused a moment, to watch the various boats as they flew before the gale, and one by one doubled the friendly promontory.

If there is one thing that provokes a voyageur more than another, it is being wind-bound on the shores of a large lake. Rain or sleet, heat or cold, icicles forming on the oars, or a broiling sun glaring in a cloudless sky, the stings of sandflies, or the sharp probes of a million mosquitoes, he will bear with comparative indifference; but being detained by high wind for two, three, or four days together  lying inactively on shore, when everything else, it may be, is favourable: the sun bright, the sky blue, the air invigorating, and all but the wind propitious  is more than his philosophy can carry him through with equanimity. He grumbles at it; sometimes makes believe to laugh at it; very often, we are sorry to say, swears at it; does his best to sleep through it; but whatever he does, he does with a bad grace, because hes in a bad humour, and cant stand it.

For the next three days this was the fate of our friends. Part of the time it rained, when the whole party slept as much as was possible, and then endeavoured to sleep more than was possible, under the shelter afforded by the spreading branches of the trees. Part of the time was fair, with occasional gleams of sunshine, when the men turned out to eat and smoke and gamble round the fires; and the two friends sauntered down to a sheltered place on the shore, sunned themselves in a warm nook among the rocks, while they gazed ruefully at the foaming billows, told endless stories of what they had done in time past, and equally endless prospective adventures that they earnestly hoped should befall them in time to come.

While they were thus engaged, Redfeather, the Indian who had cut the ropes so opportunely during the storm, walked down to the shore, and sitting down on a rock not far distant, fell apparently into a reverie.

I like that fellow, said Harry, pointing to the Indian.

So do I. Hes a sharp, active man. Had it not been for him we should have had to swim for it.

Indeed, had it not been for him I should have had to sink for it, said Harry, with a smile, for I cant swim.

Ah, true, I forgot that. I wonder what the redskin, as the guide calls him, is thinking about, added Charley, in a musing tone.

Of home, perhaps, sweet home, said Harry, with a sigh. Do you think much of home, Charley, now that you have left it?

Charley did not reply for a few seconds; he seemed to muse over the question.

At last he said slowly  

Think of home? I think of little else when I am not talking with you, Harry. My dear mother is always in my thoughts, and my poor old father. Home? ay; and darling Kate, too, is at my elbow night and day, with the tears streaming from her eyes, and her ringlets scattered over my shoulder, as I saw her the day we parted, beckoning me back again, or reproaching me for having gone away  God bless her! Yes, I often, very often, think of home, Harry.

Harry made no reply. His friends words had directed his thoughts to a very different and far-distant scene  to another Kate, and another father and mother, who lived in a glen far away over the waters of the broad Atlantic. He thought of them as they used to be when he was one of the number, a unit in the beloved circle, whose absence would have caused a blank there. He thought of the kind voice that used to read the Word of God, and the tender kiss of his mother as they parted for the night. He thought of the dreary day when he left them all behind, and sailed away, in the midst of strangers, across the wide ocean to a strange land. He thought of them now  without him  accustomed to his absence, and forgetful, perhaps, at times that he had once been there. As he thought of all this a tear rolled down his cheek, and when Charley looked up in his face, that tear-drop told plainly that he too thought sometimes of home.

Let us ask Redfeather to tell us something about the Indians, he said at length, rousing himself. I have no doubt he has had many adventures in his life. Shall we, Charley?

By all means.  Ho, Redfeather! are you trying to stop the wind by looking it out of countenance?

The Indian rose, and walked towards the spot where the boys lay.

What was Redfeather thinking about? said Charley, adopting the somewhat pompous style of speech occasionally used by Indians. Was he thinking of the white swan and his little ones in the prairie; or did he dream of giving his enemies a good licking the next time he meets them?

Redfeather has no enemies, replied the Indian. He was thinking of the great Manito, (God) who made the wild winds, and the great lakes, and the forest.

And pray, good Redfeather, what did your thoughts tell you?

They told me that men are very weak, and very foolish, and wicked; and that Manito is very good and patient to let them live.

That is to say, cried Harry, who was surprised and a little nettled to hear what he called the heads of a sermon from a redskin, that you, being a man, are very weak, and very foolish, and wicked; and that Manito is very good and patient to let you live?

Good, said the Indian calmly; that is what I mean.

Come, Redfeather, said Charley, laying his hand on the Indians arm, sit down beside us, and tell us some of your adventures. I know that you must have had plenty, and its quite clear that were not to get away from this place all day, so youve nothing better to do.

The Indian readily assented, and began his story in English.

Redfeather was one of the very few Indians who had acquired the power of speaking the English language. Having been, while a youth, brought much into contact with the fur-traders, and having been induced by them to enter their service for a time, he had picked up enough of English to make himself easily understood. Being engaged at a later period of life as guide to one of the exploring parties sent out by the British Government to discover the famous North-west Passage, he had learned to read and write, and had become so much accustomed to the habits and occupations of the palefaces, that he spent more of his time, in one way or another, with them than in the society of his tribe, which dwelt in the thick woods bordering on one of the great prairies of the interior. He was about thirty years of age; had a tall, thin, but wiry and powerful frame; and was of a mild, retiring disposition. His face wore a habitually grave expression, verging towards melancholy; induced, probably, by the vicissitudes of a wild life (in which he had seen much of the rugged side of nature in men and things) acting upon a sensitive heart and a naturally warm temperament. Redfeather, however, was by no means morose; and when seated along with his Canadian comrades round the camp fire, he listened with evidently genuine interest to their stories, and entered into the spirit of their jests. But he was always an auditor, and rarely took part in their conversations. He was frequently consulted by the guide in matters of difficulty, and it was observed that the redskins opinion always carried much weight with it, although it was seldom given unless asked for. The men respected him much because he was a hard worker, obliging, and modest  three qualities that ensure respect, whether found under a red skin or a white one.

I shall tell you, he began, in a soft, musing tone, as if he were wandering in memories of the past I shall tell you how it was that I came by the name of Redfeather.

Au! interrupted Charley, I intended to ask you about that; you dont wear one.

I did once. My father was a great warrior in his tribe, continued the Indian; and I was but a youth when I got the name.

My tribe was at war at the time with the Chipewyans, and one of our scouts having come in with the intelligence that a party of our enemies was in the neighbourhood, our warriors armed themselves to go in pursuit of them. I had been out once before with a war-party, but had not been successful, as the enemys scouts gave notice of our approach in time to enable them to escape. At the time the information was brought to us, the young men of our village were amusing themselves with athletic games, and loud challenges were being given and accepted to wrestle, or race, or swim in the deep water of the river, which flowed calmly past the green bank on which our wigwams stood. On a bank near to us sat about a dozen of our women  some employed in ornamenting moccasins with coloured porcupine quills; others making rogans of bark for maple sugar, or nursing their young infants; while a few, chiefly the old women, grouped themselves together and kept up an incessant chattering, chiefly with reference to the doings of the young men.

Apart from these stood three or four of the principal men of our tribe, smoking their pipes, and although apparently engrossed in conversation, still evidently interested in what was going forward on the bank of the river.

Among the young men assembled there was one of about my own age, who had taken a violent dislike to me because the most beautiful girl in all the village preferred me before him. His name was Misconna. He was a hot-tempered, cruel youth; and although I endeavoured as much as possible to keep out of his way, he sought every opportunity of picking a quarrel with me. I had just been running a race along with several other youths, and although not the winner, I had kept ahead of Misconna all the distance. He now stood leaning against a tree, burning with rage and disappointment. I was sorry for this, because I bore him no ill-will, and if it had occurred to me at the time, I would have allowed him to pass me, since I was unable to gain the race at any rate.

Dog! he said at length, stepping forward and confronting me, will you wrestle?

Just as he approached I had turned round to leave the place. Not wishing to have more to do with him, I pretended not to hear, and made a step or two towards the lodges. Dog! he cried again, while his eyes flashed fiercely, and he grasped me by the arm, will you wrestle, or are you afraid? Has the brave boys heart changed into that of a girl?

No, Misconna, said I. You know that I am not afraid; but I have no desire to quarrel with you.

You lie! cried he, with a cold sneer, you are afraid; and see, he added, pointing towards the women with a triumphant smile, the dark-eyed girl sees it and believes it too!

I turned to look, and there I saw Wabisca gazing on me with a look of blank amazement. I could see, also, that several of the other women, and some of my companions, shared in her surprise.

With a burst of anger I turned round. No, Misconna, said I, I am not afraid, as you shall find; and springing upon him, I grasped him round the body. He was nearly, if not quite, as strong a youth as myself; but I was burning with indignation at the insolence of his conduct before so many of the women,  which gave me more than usual energy. For several minutes we swayed to and fro, each endeavouring in vain to bend the others back; but we were too well matched for this, and sought to accomplish our purpose by taking advantage of an unguarded movement. At last such a movement occurred. My adversary made a sudden and violent attempt to throw me to the left, hoping that an inequality in the ground would favour his effort. But he was mistaken. I had seen the danger, and was prepared for it, so that the instant he attempted it I threw forward my right leg, and thrust him backwards with all my might. Misconna was quick in his motions. He saw my intention  too late, indeed, to prevent it altogether, but in time to throw back his left foot and stiffen his body till it felt like a block of stone. The effort was now entirely one of endurance. We stood, each with his muscles strained to the utmost, without the slightest motion. At length I felt my adversary give way a little. Slight though the motion was, it instantly removed all doubt as to who should go down. My heart gave a bound of exultation, and with the energy which such a feeling always inspires, I put forth all my strength, threw him heavily over on his back, and fell upon him.

A shout of applause from my comrades greeted me as I rose and left the ground; but at the same moment the attention of all was taken from myself and the baffled Misconna by the arrival of the scout, bringing us information that a party of Chipewyans were in the neighbourhood. In a moment all was bustle and preparation. An Indian war-party is soon got ready. Forty of our braves threw off the principal parts of their clothing; painted their faces with stripes of vermilion and charcoal; armed themselves with guns, bows, tomahawks, and scalping-knives, and in a few minutes left the camp in silence, and at a quick pace.

One or two of the youths who had been playing on the rivers bank were permitted to accompany the party, and among these were Misconna and myself. As we passed a group of women, assembled to see us depart, I observed the girl who had caused so much jealousy between us. She cast down her eyes as we came up, and as we advanced close to the group she dropped a white feather as if by accident. Stooping hastily down, I picked it up in passing, and stuck it in an ornamented band that bound my hair. As we hurried on, I heard two or three old hags laugh, and say, with a sneer, His hand is as white as the feather: it has never seen blood. The next moment we were hid in the forest, and pursued our rapid course in dead silence.

The country through which we passed was varied, extending in broken bits of open prairie, and partly covered with thick wood, yet not so thick as to offer any hindrance to our march. We walked in single file, each treading in his comrades footsteps, while the band was headed by the scout who had brought the information. The principal chief of our tribe came next, and he was followed by the braves according to their age or influence. Misconna and I brought up the rear. The sun was just sinking as we left the belt of wood land in which our village stood, crossed over a short plain, descended a dark hollow, at the bottom of which the river flowed, and following its course for a considerable distance, turned off to the right and emerged upon a sweep of prairie-land. Here the scout halted, and taking the chief and two or three braves aside, entered into earnest consultation with them.

What they said we could not hear; but as we stood leaning on our guns in the deep shade of the forest, we could observe by their animated gestures that they differed in opinion. We saw that the scout pointed several times to the moon, which was just rising above the tree-tops, and then to the distant horizon; but the chief shook his head, pointed to the woods, and seemed to be much in doubt, while the whole band watched his motions in deep silence but evident interest. At length they appeared to agree. The scout took his place at the head of the line, and we resumed our march, keeping close to the margin of the wood. It was perhaps three hours after this ere we again halted to hold another consultation. This time their deliberations were shorter. In a few seconds our chief himself took the lead, and turned into the woods, through which he guided us to a small fountain which bubbled up at the root of a birch tree, where there was a smooth green spot of level ground. Here we halted, and prepared to rest for an hour, at the end of which time the moon, which now shone bright and full in the clear sky, would be nearly down, and we could resume our march. We now sat down in a circle, and taking a hasty mouthful of dried meat, stretched ourselves on the ground with our arms beside us, while our chief kept watch, leaning against the birch tree. It seemed as if I had scarcely been asleep five minutes when I felt a light touch on my shoulder. Springing up, I found the whole party already astir, and in a few minutes more we were again hurrying onwards.

We travelled thus until a faint light in the east told us that the day was at hand, when the scouts steps became more cautious, and he paused to examine the ground frequently. At last we came to a place where the ground sank slightly, and at the distance of a hundred yards rose again, forming a low ridge, which was crowned with small bushes. Here we came to a halt, and were told that our enemies were on the other side of that ridge; that they were about twenty in number, all Chipewyan warriors, with the exception of one paleface  a trapper and his Indian wife. The scout had learned, while lying like a snake in the grass around their camp, that this man was merely travelling with them on his way to the Rocky Mountains, and that, as they were a war-party, he intended to leave them soon. On hearing this the warriors gave a grim smile, and our chief, directing the scout to fall behind, cautiously led the way to the top of the ridge. On reaching it we saw a valley of great extent, dotted with trees and shrubs, and watered by one of the many rivers that flow into the great Saskatchewan. It was nearly dark, however, and we could only get an indistinct view of the land. Far ahead of us, on the right bank of the stream, and close to its margin, we saw the faint red light of watch-fires; which caused us some surprise, for watch-fires are never lighted by a war-party so near to an enemys country. So we could only conjecture that they were quite ignorant of our being in that part of the country; which was, indeed, not unlikely, seeing that we had shifted our camp during the summer.

Our chief now made arrangements for the attack. We were directed to separate and approach individually as near to the camp as was possible without risk of discovery, and then, taking up an advantageous position, to await our chiefs signal, which was to be the hooting of an owl. We immediately separated. My course lay along the banks of the stream, and as I strode rapidly along, listening to its low, solemn murmur, which sounded clear and distinct in the stillness of a calm summer night, I could not help feeling as if it were reproaching me for the bloody work I was hastening to perform. Then the recollection of what the old woman said of me raised a desperate spirit in my heart. Remembering the white feather in my head, I grasped my gun and quickened my pace. As I neared the camp I went into the woods and climbed a low hillock to look out. I found that it still lay about five hundred yards distant, and that the greater part of the ground between it and the place where I stood was quite flat, and without cover of any kind. I therefore prepared to creep towards it, although the attempt was likely to be attended with great danger, for Chipewyans have quick ears and sharp eyes. Observing, however, that the river ran close past the camp, I determined to follow its course as before. In a few seconds more I came to a dark, narrow gap where the river flowed between broken rocks, overhung by branches, and from which I could obtain a clear view of the camp within fifty yards of me. Examining the priming of my gun, I sat down on a rock to await the chiefs signal.

It was evident, from the careless manner in which the fires were placed, that no enemy was supposed to be near. From my concealment I could plainly distinguish ten or fifteen of the sleeping forms of our enemies, among which the trapper was conspicuous, from his superior bulk, and the reckless way in which his brawny arms were flung on the turf, while his right hand clutched his rifle. I could not but smile as I thought of the proud boldness of the paleface  lying all exposed to view in the grey light of dawn while an Indians rifle was so close at hand. One Indian kept watch, but he seemed more than half asleep. I had not sat more than a minute when my observations were interrupted by the cracking of a branch in the bushes near me. Starting up, I was about to bound into the underwood, when a figure sprang down the bank and rapidly approached me. My first impulse was to throw forward my gun, but a glance sufficed to show me that it was a woman.

Wah! I exclaimed, in surprise, as she hurried forward and laid her hand on my shoulder. She was dressed partly in the costume of the Indians, but wore a shawl on her shoulders and a handkerchief on her head that showed she had been in the settlements; and from the lightness of her skin and hair, I judged at once that she was the trappers wife, of whom I had heard the scout speak.

Has the light-hair got a medicine-bag, or does she speak with spirits, that she has found me so easily?

The girl looked anxiously up in my face as if to read my thoughts, and then said, in a low voice, No, I neither carry the medicine-bag nor hold palaver with spirits; but I do think the good Manito must have led me here. I wandered into the woods because I could not sleep, and I saw you pass. But tell me, she added, with still deeper anxiety, does the white-feather come alone? Does he approach friends during the dark hours with a soft step like a fox?

Feeling the necessity of detaining her until my comrades should have time to surround the camp, I said: The white-feather hunts far from his lands. He sees Indians whom he does not know, and must approach with a light step. Perhaps they are enemies.

Do Knisteneux hunt at night, prowling in the bed of a stream? said the girl, still regarding me with a keen glance. Speak truth, stranger, (and she started suddenly back); in a moment I can alarm the camp with a cry, and if your tongue is forked.  But I do not wish to bring enemies upon you, if they are indeed such. I am not one of them. My husband and I travel with them for a time. We do not desire to see blood. God knows, she added in French, which seemed her native tongue, I have seen enough of that already.

As her earnest eyes looked into my face a sudden thought occurred to me. Go, said I, hastily, tell your husband to leave the camp instantly and meet me here; and see that the Chipewyans do not observe your departure. Quick! his life and yours may depend on your speed.

The girl instantly comprehended my meaning. In a moment she sprang up the bank; but as she did so the loud report of a gun was heard, followed by a yell, and the war-whoop of the Knisteneux rent the air as they rushed upon the devoted camp, sending arrows and bullets before them.

On the instant I sprang after the girl and grasped her by the arm. Stay, white-cheek; it is too late now. You cannot save your husband, but I think hell save himself. I saw him dive into the bushes like a caribou. Hide yourself here; perhaps you may escape.

The half-breed girl sank on a fallen tree with a deep groan, and clasped her hands convulsively before her eyes, while I bounded over the tree, intending to join my comrades in pursuing the enemy.

As I did so a shrill cry arose behind me, and looking back, I beheld the trappers wife prostrate on the ground, and Misconna standing over her, his spear uplifted, and a fierce frown on his dark face.

Hold! I cried, rushing back and seizing his arm. Misconna did not come to kill women. She is not our enemy.

Does the young wrestler want another wife? he said, with a wild laugh, at the same time wrenching his arm from my gripe, and driving his spear through the fleshy part of the womans breast and deep into the ground. A shriek rent the air as he drew it out again to repeat the thrust; but before he could do so, I struck him with the butt of my gun on the head. Staggering backwards, he fell heavily among the bushes. At this moment a second whoop rang out, and another of our band sprang from the thicket that surrounded us. Seeing no one but myself and the bleeding girl, he gave me a short glance of surprise, as if he wondered why I did not finish the work which he evidently supposed I had begun.

Wah! he exclaimed; and uttering another yell plunged his spear into the womans breast, despite my efforts to prevent him  this time with more deadly effect, as the blood spouted from the wound, while she uttered a piercing scream, and twined her arms round my legs as I stood beside her, as if imploring for mercy. Poor girl! I saw that she was past my help. The wound was evidently mortal. Already the signs of death overspread her features, and I felt that a second blow would be one of mercy; so that when the Indian stooped and passed his long knife through her heart, I made but a feeble effort to prevent it. Just as the man rose, with the warm blood dripping from his keen blade, the sharp crack of a rifle was heard, and the Indian fell dead at my feet, shot through the forehead, while the trapper bounded into the open space, his massive frame quivering, and his sunburned face distorted with rage and horror. From the other side of the brake six of our band rushed forward and levelled their guns at him. For one moment the trapper paused to cast a glance at the mangled corpse of his wife, as if to make quite sure that she was dead; and then uttering a howl of despair, he hurled his axe with a giants force at the Knisteneux, and disappeared over the precipitous bank of the stream.

So rapid was the action that the volley which immediately succeeded passed harmlessly over his head, while the Indians dashed forward in pursuit. At the same instant I myself was felled to the earth. The axe which the trapper had flung struck a tree in its flight, and as it glanced off the handle gave me a violent blow in passing. I fell stunned. As I did so my head alighted on the shoulder of the woman, and the last thing I felt, as my wandering senses forsook me, was her still warm blood flowing over my face and neck.

While this scene was going on, the yells and screams of the warriors in the camp became fainter and fainter as they pursued and fled through the woods. The whole band of Chipewyans was entirely routed, with the exception of four who escaped, and the trapper whose flight I have described; all the rest were slain, and their scalps hung at the belts of the victorious Knisteneux warriors, while only one of our party was killed.

Not more than a few minutes after receiving the blow that stunned me, I recovered, and rising as hastily as my scattered faculties would permit me, I staggered towards the camp, where I heard the shouts of our men as they collected the arms of their enemies. As I rose, the feather which Wabisca had dropped fell from my brow; and as I picked it up to replace it, I perceived that it was red, being entirely covered with the blood of the half-breed girl.

The place where Misconna had fallen was vacant as I passed, and I found him standing among his comrades round the camp fires, examining the guns and other articles which they had collected. He gave me a short glance of deep hatred as I passed, and turned his head hastily away. A few minutes sufficed to collect the spoils, and so rapidly had everything been done that the light of day was still faint as we silently returned on our track. We marched in the same order as before, Misconna and I bringing up the rear. As we passed near the place where the poor woman had been murdered, I felt a strong desire to return to the spot. I could not very well understand the feeling, but it lay so strong upon me that, when we reached the ridge where we first came in sight of the Chipewyan camp, I fell behind until my companions disappeared in the woods, and then ran swiftly back. Just as I was about to step beyond the circle of bushes that surrounded the spot, I saw that some one was there before me. It was a man, and as he advanced into the open space and the light fell on his face, I saw that it was the trapper. No doubt he had watched us off the ground, and then, when all was safe, returned to bury his wife. I crouched to watch him. Stepping slowly up to the body of his murdered wife, he stood beside it with his arms folded on his breast and quite motionless. His head hung down, for the heart of the white man was heavy, and I could see, as the light increased, that his brows were dark as the thunder-cloud, and the corners of his mouth twitched from a feeling that the Indian scorns to show. My heart is full of sorrow for him now, (Redfeathers voice sank as he spoke); it was full of sorrow for him even then, when I was taught to think that pity for an enemy was unworthy of a brave. The trapper stood gazing very long. His wife was young; he could not leave her yet. At length a deep groan burst from his heart, as the waters of a great river, long held down, swell up in spring and burst the ice at last. Groan followed groan as the trapper still stood and pressed his arms on his broad breast, as if to crush the heart within. At last he slowly knelt beside her, bending more and more over the lifeless form, until he lay extended on the ground beside it, and twining his arms round the neck, he drew the cold cheek close to his, and pressed the blood-covered bosom tighter and tighter, while his form quivered with agony as he gave her a last, long embrace. Oh! continued Redfeather, while his brow darkened, and his black eye flashed with an expression of fierceness that his young listeners had never seen before, may the curse He paused. God forgive them! how could they know better?

At length the trapper rose hastily. The expression of his brow was still the same, but his mouth was altered. The lips were pressed tightly like those of a brave when led to torture, and there was a fierce activity in his motions as he sprang down the bank and proceeded to dig a hole in the soft earth. For half an hour he laboured, shovelling away the earth with a large flat stone; and carrying down the body, he buried it there, under the shadow of a willow. The trapper then shouldered his rifle and hurried away. On reaching the turn of the stream which shuts the little hollow out from view, he halted suddenly, gave one look into the prairie he was thenceforth to tread alone, one short glance back, and then, raising both arms in the air, looked up into the sky, while he stretched himself to his full height. Even at that distance I could see the wild glare of his eye and the heaving of his breast. A moment after, and he was gone.

And did you never see him again? inquired Harry Somerville eagerly.

No, I never saw him more. Immediately afterwards I turned to rejoin my companions, whom I soon overtook, and entered our village along with them. I was regarded as a poor warrior, because I brought home no scalps, and ever afterwards I went by the name of Redfeather in our tribe.

But are you still thought a poor warrior? asked Charley, in some concern, as if he were jealous of the reputation of his new friend.

The Indian smiled. No, he said: our village was twice attacked afterwards, and in defending it Redfeather took many scalps. He was made a chief!

Ah! cried Charley, Im glad of that. And Wabisca, what came of her? Did Misconna get her?

She is my wife, replied Redfeather.

Your wife! Why, I thought I heard the voyageurs call your wife the white swan.

Wabisca is white in the language of the Knisteneux. She is beautiful in form, and my comrades call her the white swan.

Redfeather said this with an air of gratified pride. He did not, perhaps, love his wife with more fervour than he would have done had he remained with his tribe; but Redfeather had associated a great deal with the traders, and he had imbibed much of that spirit which prompts white men to treat their females with deference and respect  a feeling which is very foreign to an Indians bosom. To do so was, besides, more congenial to his naturally unselfish and affectionate disposition, so that any flattering allusion to his partner was always received by him with immense gratification.

Ill pay you a visit some day, Redfeather, if Im sent to any place within fifty miles of your tribe, said Charley, with the air of one who had fully made up his mind.

And Misconna? asked Harry.

Misconna is with his tribe, replied the Indian, and a frown overspread his features as he spoke. But Redfeather has been following in the track of his white friends; he has not seen his nation for many moons.




Chapter Thirteen.

The canoe  Ascending the rapids  The portage  Deer-shooting, and life in the woods.

We must now beg the patient reader to take a leap with us, not only through space, but also through time. We must pass over the events of the remainder of the journey along the shore of Lake Winnipeg. Unwilling though we are to omit anything in the history of our friends that would be likely to prove interesting, we think it wise not to run the risk of being tedious, or of dwelling too minutely on the details of scenes which recall powerfully the feelings and memories of bygone days to the writer, but may nevertheless appear somewhat flat to the reader.

We shall not, therefore, enlarge at present on the arrival of the boats at Norway House, which lies at the north end of the lake, nor on what was said and done by our friends and by several other young comrades whom they found there. We shall not speak of the horror of Harry Somerville, and the extreme disappointment of his friend Charley Kennedy, when the former was told that, instead of hunting grizzly bears up the Saskatchewan, he was condemned to the desk again at York Fort, the depot on Hudsons Bay  a low, swampy place near the seashore, where the goods for the interior are annually landed and the furs shipped for England, where the greater part of the summer and much of the winter is occupied by the clerks who may be doomed to vegetate there in making up the accounts of what is termed the Northern Department, and where the brigades converge from all the wide-scattered and far-distant outposts, and the ship from England  that great event of the year  arrives, keeping the place in a state of constant bustle and effervescence until autumn, when ship and brigades finally depart, leaving the residents (about thirty in number) shut up for eight long, dreary months of winter, with a tenantless wilderness around and behind them, and the wide, cold, frozen sea before. This was among the first of Harrys disappointments. He suffered many afterwards, poor fellow!

Neither shall we accompany Charley up the south branch of the Saskatchewan, where his utmost expectations in the way of hunting were more than realised, and where he became so accustomed to shooting ducks and geese, and bears and buffaloes, that he could not forbear smiling when he chanced to meet with a red-legged gull, and remembered how he and his friend Harry had comported themselves when they first met with these birds on the shores of Lake Winnipeg! We shall pass over all this, and the summer, autumn, and winter too, and leap at once into the spring of the following year.

On a very bright, cheery morning of that spring, a canoe might have been seen slowly ascending one of the numerous streams which meander through a richly-wooded, fertile country, and mingle their waters with those of the Athabasca River, terminating their united career in a large lake of the same name. The canoe was small  one of the kind used by the natives while engaged in hunting, and capable of holding only two persons conveniently, with their baggage. To any one unacquainted with the nature or capabilities of a northern Indian canoe, the fragile, bright orange-coloured machine that was battling with the strong current of a rapid must indeed have appeared an unsafe and insignificant craft; but a more careful study of its performances in the rapid, and of the immense quantity of miscellaneous goods and chattels which were, at a later period of the day, disgorged from its interior, would have convinced the beholder that it was in truth the most convenient and serviceable craft that could be devised for the exigencies of such a country.

True, it could only hold two men (it might have taken three at a pinch), because men, and women too, are awkward, unyielding baggage, very difficult to stow compactly; but it is otherwise with tractable goods. The canoe is exceedingly thin, so that no space is taken up or rendered useless by its own structure, and there is no end to the amount of blankets, and furs, and coats, and paddles, and tent-covers, and dogs, and babies, that can be stowed away in its capacious interior. The canoe of which we are now writing contained two persons, whose active figures were thrown alternately into every graceful attitude of manly vigour, as with poles in hand they struggled to force their light craft against the boiling stream. One was a man apparently of about forty-five years of age. He was a square-shouldered, muscular man, and from the ruggedness of his general appearance, the soiled hunting-shirt that was strapped round his waist with a parti-coloured worsted belt, the leather leggings, a good deal the worse for wear, together with the quiet, self-possessed glance of his grey eye, the compressed lip and sunburned brow, it was evident that he was a hunter, and one who had seen rough work in his day. The expression of his face was pleasing, despite a look of habitual severity which sat upon it, and a deep scar which traversed his brow from the right temple to the top of his nose. It was difficult to tell to what country he belonged. His father was a Canadian, his mother a Scotchwoman. He was born in Canada, brought up in one of the Yankee settlements on the Missouri, and had, from a mere youth, spent his life as a hunter in the wilderness. He could speak English, French, or Indian with equal ease and fluency, but it would have been hard for any one to say which of the three was his native tongue. The younger man, who occupied the stern of the canoe, acting the part of steersman, was quite a youth, apparently about seventeen, but tall and stout beyond his years, and deeply sunburned. Indeed, were it not for this fact, the unusual quantity of hair that hung in massive curls down his neck, and the voyageur costume, we should have recognised our young friend Charley Kennedy again more easily. Had any doubts remained in our mind, the shout of his merry voice would have scattered them at once.

Hold hard, Jacques! he cried, as the canoe trembled in the current; one moment, till I get my pole fixed behind this rock. Now then, shove ahead. Ah! he exclaimed, with chagrin, as the pole slipped on the treacherous bottom and the canoe whirled round.

Mind the rock, cried the bowsman, giving an energetic thrust with his pole, that sent the light bark into an eddy formed by a large rock which rose above the turbulent waters. Here it rested while Jacques and Charley raised themselves on their knees (travellers in small canoes always sit in a kneeling position) to survey the rapid.

Its too much for us, I fear, Mr Charles, said Jacques, shading his brow with his horny hand. Ive paddled up it many a time alone, but never saw the water so big as now.

Humph! we shall have to make a portage, then, I presume. Could we not give it one trial more? I think we might make a dash for the tail of that eddy, and then the stream above seems not quite so strong. Do you think so, Jacques?

Jacques was not the man to check a daring young spirit. His motto through life had ever been, Never venture, never win,  a sentiment which his intercourse among fur-traders had taught him to embody in the pithy expression, Never say die; so that, although quite satisfied that the thing was impossible, he merely replied to his companions speech by an assenting Ho, and pushed out again into the stream. An energetic effort enabled them to gain the tail of the eddy spoken of, when Charleys pole snapped across, and falling heavily on the gunwale, he would have upset the little craft, had not Jacques, whose wits were habitually on the qui vive, thrown his own weight at the same moment on the opposite side, and counterbalanced Charleys slip. The action saved them a ducking; but the canoe, being left to its own devices for an instant, whirled off again into the stream, and before Charley could seize a paddle to prevent it, they were floating in the still water at the foot of the rapids.

Now, isnt that a bore? said Charley, with a comical look of disappointment at his companion.

Jacques laughed.

It was well to try, master. I mind a young clerk who came into these parts the same year as I did, and he seldom tried anything. He couldnt abide canoes. He didnt want for courage neither; but he had a natral dislike to them, I suppose, that he couldnt help, and never entered one except when he was obliged to do so. Well, one day he wounded a grizzly bear on the banks o the Saskatchewan (mind the tail o that rapid, Mr Charles; well land tother side o yon rock). Well, the bear made after him, and he cut stick right away for the river, where there was a canoe hauled up on the bank. He didnt take time to put his rifle aboard, but dropped it on the gravel, crammed the canoe into the water and jumped in, almost driving his feet through its bottom as he did so, and then plumped down so suddenly, to prevent its capsizing, that he split it right across. By this time the bear was at his heels, and took the water like a duck. The poor clerk, in his hurry, swayed from side to side tryin to prevent the canoe goin over. But when he went to one side, he was so unused to it that he went too far, and had to jerk over to the other pretty sharp; and so he got worse and worse, until he heard the bear give a great snort beside him. Then he grabbed the paddle in desperation, but at the first dash he missed his stroke, and over he went. The current was pretty strong at the place, which was lucky for him, for it kept him down a bit, so that the bear didnt observe him for a little; and while it was pokin away at the canoe, he was carried downstream like a log and stranded on a shallow. Jumping up, he made tracks for the wood, and the bear (which had found out its mistake) after him; so he was obliged at last to take to a tree, where the beast watched him for a day and a night, till his friends, thinking that something must be wrong, sent out to look for him. (Steady, now, Mr Charles; a little more to the right. Thats it.) Now, if that young man had only ventured boldly into small canoes when he got the chance, he might have laughed at the grizzly and killed him too.

As Jacques finished, the canoe glided into a quiet bay formed by an eddy of the rapid, where the still water was overhung by dense foliage.

Is the portage a long one? asked Charley, as he stepped out on the bank, and helped to unload the canoe.

About half a mile, replied his companion. We might make it shorter by poling up the last rapid; but its stiff work, Mr Charles, and well do the thing quicker and easier at one lift.

The two travellers now proceeded to make a portage. They prepared to carry their canoe and baggage overland, so as to avoid a succession of rapids and waterfalls which intercepted their further progress.

Now, Jacques, up with it, said Charley, after the loading had been taken out and placed on the grassy bank.

The hunter stooped, and seizing the canoe by its centre bar, lifted it out of the water, placed it on his shoulders, and walked off with it into the woods. This was not accomplished by the mans superior strength. Charley could have done it quite as well; and, indeed, the strong hunter could have carried a canoe of twice the size with perfect ease. Immediately afterwards Charley followed with as much of the lading as he could carry, leaving enough on the bank to form another load.

The banks of the river were steep  in some places so much so that Jacques found it a matter of no small difficulty to climb over the broken rocks with the unwieldy canoe on his back; the more so that the branches interlaced overhead so thickly as to present a strong barrier, through which the canoe had to be forced, at the risk of damaging its delicate bark covering. On reaching the comparatively level land above, however, there was more open space, and the hunter threaded his way among the tree stems more rapidly, making a détour occasionally to avoid a swamp or piece of broken ground; sometimes descending a deep gorge formed by a small tributary of the stream they were ascending, and which, to an unpractised eye, would have appeared almost impassable, even without the encumbrance of a canoe. But the said canoe never bore Jacques more gallantly or safely over the surges of lake or stream than did he bear it through the intricate mazes of the forest; now diving down and disappearing altogether in the umbrageous foliage of a dell; anon reappearing on the other side and scrambling up the bank on all-fours, he and the canoe together looking like some frightful yellow reptile of antediluvian proportions; and then speeding rapidly forward over a level plain until he reached a sheet of still water above the rapids. Here he deposited his burden on the grass, and halting only for a few seconds to carry a few drops of the clear water to his lips, retraced his steps to bring over the remainder of the baggage. Soon afterwards Charley made his appearance on the spot where the canoe was left, and throwing down his load, seated himself on it and surveyed the prospect. Before him lay a reach of the stream, which spread out so widely as to resemble a small lake, in whose clear, still bosom were reflected the overhanging foliage of graceful willows, and here and there the bright stem of a silver birch, whose light-green leaves contrasted well with scattered groups and solitary specimens of the spruce fir. Reeds and sedges grew in the water along the banks, rendering the junction of the land and the stream uncertain and confused. All this and a great deal more Charley noted at a glance; for the hundreds of beautiful and interesting objects in nature that take so long to describe even partially, and are feebly set forth after all even by the most graphic language, flash upon the eye in all their force and beauty, and are drunk in at once in a single glance.

But Charley noted several objects floating on the water which we have not yet mentioned. These were five grey geese feeding among the reeds at a considerable distance off, and all unconscious of the presence of a human foe in their remote domains. The travellers had trusted very much to their guns and nets for food, having only a small quantity of pemmican in reserve, lest these should fail  an event which was not at all likely, as the country through which they passed was teeming with wild-fowl of all kinds, besides deer. These latter, however, were only shot when they came inadvertently within rifle-range, as our voyageurs had a definite object in view, and could not afford to devote much of their time to the chase.

During the day previous to that on which we have introduced them to our readers, Charley and his companion had been so much occupied in navigating their frail bark among a succession of rapids, that they had not attended to the replenishing of their larder, so that the geese which now showed themselves were looked upon by Charley with a longing eye. Unfortunately they were feeding on the opposite side of the river, and out of shot. But Charley was a hunter now, and knew how to overcome slight difficulties. He first cut down a pretty large and leafy branch of a tree, and placed it in the bow of the canoe in such a way as to hang down before it and form a perfect screen, through the interstices of which he could see the geese, while they could only see, what was to them no novelty, the branch of a tree floating down the stream. Having gently launched the canoe, Charley was soon close to the unsuspecting birds, from among which he selected one that appeared to be unusually complacent and self-satisfied, concluding at once, with an amount of wisdom that bespoke him a true philosopher, that such must as a matter of course be the fattest.

Bang went the gun, and immediately the sleek goose turned round upon its back and stretched out its feet towards the sky, waving them once or twice as if bidding adieu to its friend. The others thereupon took to flight, with such a deal of sputter and noise as made it quite apparent that their astonishment was unfeigned. Bang went the gun again, and down fell a second goose.

Ha! exclaimed Jacques, throwing down the remainder of the cargo as Charley landed with his booty, thats well. I was just thinking as I comed across that we should have to take to pemmican to-night.

Well, Jacques, and if we had, Im sure an old hunter like you, who have roughed it so often, need not complain, said Charley, smiling.

As to that, master, replied Jacques, Ive roughed it often enough; and when it does come to a clear fix, I can eat my shoes without grumblin as well as any man. But, you see, fresh meat is better than dried meat when its to be had; and so Im glad to see that youve been lucky, Mr Charles.

To say truth, so am I; and these fellows are delightfully plump. But you spoke of eating your shoes, Jacques; when were you reduced to that direful extremity?

Jacques finished reloading the canoe while they conversed, and the two were seated in their places, and quietly but swiftly ascending the stream again, ere the hunter replied.

Youve heerd of Sir John Franklin, I spose? he inquired, after a minutes consideration.

Yes, often.

An praps youve heerd tell of his first trip of discovery along the shores of the Polar Sea?

Do you refer to the time when he was nearly starved to death, and when poor Hood was shot by the Indian?

The same, said Jacques.

Oh yes; I know all about that. Were you with them? inquired Charley, in great surprise.

Why, no  not exactly on the trip; but I was sent in winter with provisions to them  and much need they had of them, poor fellows! I found them tearing away at some old parchment skins that had lain under the snow all winter, and that an Injins dog would ha turned up his nose at  and they dont turn up their snouts at many things, I can tell ye. Well, after we had left all our provisions with them, we started for the fort again, just keepin as much as would drive off starvation; for, you see, we thought that surely we would git something on the road. But neither hoof nor feather did we see all the way (I was travellin with an Injin), and our grub was soon done, though we saved it up, and only took a mouthful or two the last three days. At last it was done, and we was pretty well used up, and the fort two days ahead of us. So says I to my comrade  who had been looking at me for some time as if he thought that a cut off my shoulder wouldnt be a bad thing  says I, Nipitabo, Im afeard the shoes must go for it now; so with that I pulls out a pair o deerskin moccasins. They looks tender, said I, trying to be cheerful. Wah! said the Injin; and then I held them over the fire till they was done black, and Nipitabo ate one, and I ate the tother, with a lump o snow to wash it down!

It must have been rather dry eating, said Charley, laughing.

Rayther; but it was better than the Injins leather breeches, which we took in hand next day. They was uncommon tough, and very dirty, havin been worn about a year and a half. Howsever, they kept us up; an as we only ate the legs, he had the benefit o the stump to arrive with at the fort next day.

Whats yon ahead? exclaimed Charley, pausing as he spoke, and shading his eyes with his hand.

Its uncommon like trees, said Jacques. Its likely a tree thats been tumbled across the river; and from its appearance, I think well have to cut through it.

Cut through it! exclaimed Charley; if my sight is worth a gun-flint, well have to cut through a dozen trees.

Charley was right. The river ahead of them became rapidly narrower; and, either from the looseness of the surrounding soil or the passing of a whirlwind, dozens of trees had been upset, and lay right across the narrow stream in terrible confusion. What made the thing worse was that the banks on either side, which were low and flat, were covered with such a dense thicket down to the waters edge, that the idea of making a portage to overcome the barrier seemed altogether hopeless.

Heres a pretty business, to be sure! cried Charley, in great disgust.

Never say die, Mister Charles, replied Jacques, taking up the axe from the bottom of the canoe; its quite clear that cuttin through the trees is easier than cuttin through the bushes, so here goes.

For fully three hours the travellers were engaged in cutting their way up the encumbered stream, during which time they did not advance three miles; and it was evening ere they broke down the last barrier and paddled out into a sheet of clear water again.

Thatll prepare us for the geese, Jacques, said Charley, as he wiped the perspiration from his brow; theres nothing like warm work for whetting the appetite and making one sleep soundly.

Thats true, replied the hunter, resuming his paddle. I often wonder how them white-faced fellows in the settlements manage to keep body and soul together  a-sittin, as they do, all day in the house, and a-lyin all night in a feather bed. For my part, rather than live as they do, I would cut my way up streams like them weve just passed every day and all day, and sleep on top of a flat rock o nights, under the blue sky, all my life through.

With this decided expression of his sentiments, the stout hunter steered the canoe up alongside of a huge, flat rock, as if he were bent on giving a practical illustration of the latter part of his speech then and there.

Wed better camp now, Mister Charles; theres a portage o two miles here, and itll take us till sundown to get the canoe and things over.

Be it so, said Charley, landing. Is there a good place at the other end to camp on?

First-rate. Its smooth as a blanket on the turf, and a clear spring bubbling at the root of a wide tree that would keep off the rain if it was to come down like waterspouts.

The spot on which the travellers encamped that evening overlooked one of those scenes in which vast extent, and rich, soft variety of natural objects, were united with much that was grand and savage. It filled the mind with the calm satisfaction that is experienced when one gazes on the wide lawns studded with noble trees; the spreading fields of waving grain that mingle with stream and copse, rock and dell, vineyard and garden, of the cultivated lands of civilised men: while it produced that exulting throb of freedom which stirs mans heart to its centre, when he casts a first glance over miles and miles of broad lands that are yet unowned, unclaimed; that yet lie in the unmutilated beauty with which the beneficent Creator originally clothed them  far away from the well-known scenes of mans chequered history; entirely devoid of those ancient monuments of mans power and skill that carry the mind back with feelings of awe to bygone ages, yet stamped with evidences of an antiquity more ancient still, in the wild primeval forests, and the noble trees that have sprouted, and spread, and towered in their strength for centuries  trees that have fallen at their posts, while others took their place, and rose and fell as they did, like long-lived sentinels whose duty it was to keep perpetual guard over the vast solitudes of the great American Wilderness.

The fire was lighted, and the canoe turned bottom up in front of it, under the branches of a spreading tree that stood on an eminence, whence was obtained a birds-eye view of the noble scene. It was a flat valley, on either side of which rose two ranges of hills, which were clothed to the top with trees of various kinds, the plain of the valley itself being dotted with clumps of wood, among which the fresh green foliage of the plane tree and the silver-stemmed birch were conspicuous, giving an airy lightness to the scene and enhancing the picturesque effect of the dark pines. A small stream could be traced winding out and in among clumps of willows, reflecting their drooping boughs and the more sombre branches of the spruce fir and the straight larch, with which in many places its banks were shaded. Here and there were stretches of clearer ground, where the green herbage of spring gave to it a lawn-like appearance, and the whole magnificent scene was bounded by blue hills that became fainter as they receded from the eye and mingled at last with the horizon. The sun had just set, and a rich glow of red bathed the whole scene, which was further enlivened by flocks of wild-fowls and herds of reindeer.

These last soon drew Charleys attention from the contemplation of the scenery, and observing a deer feeding in an open space, towards which he could approach without coming between it and the wind, he ran for his gun and hurried into the woods, while Jacques busied himself in arranging their blankets under the upturned canoe, and in preparing supper.

Charley discovered, soon after starting, what all hunters discover sooner or later  namely, that appearances are deceitful; for he no sooner reached the foot of the hill than he found, between him and the lawn-like country, an almost impenetrable thicket of underwood. Our young hero, however, was of that disposition which sticks at nothing, and instead of taking time to search for an opening, he took a race and sprang into the middle of it, in hopes of forcing his way through. His hopes were not disappointed. He got through  quite through  and alighted up to the armpits in a swamp, to the infinite consternation of a flock of teal ducks that were slumbering peacefully there with their heads under their wings, and had evidently gone to bed for the night. Fortunately he held his gun above the water and kept his balance, so that he was able to proceed with a dry charge, though with an uncommonly wet skin. Half an hour brought Charley within range, and watching patiently until the animal presented his side towards the place of his concealment, he fired and shot it through the heart.

Well done, Mister Charles, exclaimed Jacques, as the former staggered into camp with the reindeer on his shoulders. A fat doe, too.

Ay, said Charley; but she has cost me a wet skin. So pray, Jacques, rouse up the fire, and lets have supper as soon as you can.

Jacques speedily skinned the deer, cut a couple of steaks from its flank, and placing them on wooden spikes, stuck them up to roast, while his young friend put on a dry shirt, and hung his coat before the blaze. The goose which had been shot earlier in the day was also plucked, split open, impaled in the same manner as the steaks, and set up to roast. By this time the shadows of night had deepened, and ere long all was shrouded in gloom, except the circle of ruddy light around the camp fire, in the centre of which Jacques and Charley sat, with the canoe at their backs, knives in their hands, and the two spits, on the top of which smoked their ample supper, planted in the ground before them.

One by one the stars went out, until none were visible except the bright, beautiful morning star, as it rose higher and higher in the eastern sky. One by one the owls and the wolves, ill-omened birds and beasts of night, retired to rest in the dark recesses of the forest. Little by little the grey dawn overspread the sky, and paled the lustre of the morning star, until it faded away altogether; and then Jacques awoke with a start, and throwing out his arm, brought it accidentally into violent contact with Charleys nose.

This caused Charley to awake, not only with a start, but also with a roar, which brought them both suddenly into a sitting posture, in which they continued for some time in a state between sleeping and waking, their faces meanwhile expressive of mingled imbecility and extreme surprise. Bursting into a simultaneous laugh, which degenerated into a loud yawn, they sprang up, launched and reloaded their canoe, and resumed their journey.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Indian camp  The new outpost  Charley sent on a mission to the Indians.

In the councils of the fur-traders, on the spring previous to that about which we are now writing, it had been decided to extend their operations a little in the lands that lie in central America to the north of the Saskatchewan River; and in furtherance of that object, it had been intimated to the chief trader in charge of the district that an expedition should be set on foot, having for its object the examination of a territory into which they had not yet penetrated, and the establishment of an outpost therein. It was, furthermore, ordered that operations should be commenced at once, and that the choice of men to carry out the end in view was graciously left to the chief traders well-known sagacity.

Upon receiving this communication, the chief trader selected a gentleman named Mr Whyte to lead the party; gave him a clerk and five men; provided him with a boat and a large supply of goods necessary for trade, implements requisite for building an establishment, and sent him off with a hearty shake of the hand and a recommendation to go and prosper.

Charles Kennedy spent part of the previous year at Rocky Mountain House, where he had shown so much energy in conducting the trade, especially what he called the rough and tumble part of it, that he was selected as the clerk to accompany Mr Whyte to his new ground. After proceeding up many rivers, whose waters had seldom borne the craft of white men, and across innumerable lakes, the party reached a spot that presented so inviting an aspect that it was resolved to pitch their tent there for a time, and, if things in the way of trade and provision looked favourable, establish themselves altogether. The place was situated on the margin of a large lake, whose shores were covered with the most luxuriant verdure, and whose waters teemed with the finest fish, while the air was alive with wild-fowl, and the woods swarming with game. Here Mr Whyte rested awhile; and having found everything to his satisfaction, he took his axe, selected a green lawn that commanded an extensive view of the lake, and going up to a tall larch, struck the steel into it, and thus put the first touch to an establishment which afterwards went by the name of Stoney Creek.

A solitary Indian, whom they had met with on the way to their new home, had informed them that a large band of Knisteneux had lately migrated to a river about four days journey beyond the lake, at which they halted; and when the new fort was just beginning to spring up, our friend Charley and the interpreter, Jacques Caradoc, were ordered by Mr Whyte to make a canoe, and then, embarking in it, to proceed to the Indian camp, to inform the natives of their rare good luck in having a band of white men come to settle near their lands to trade with them. The interpreter and Charley soon found birch bark, pine roots for sewing it, and gum for plastering the seams, wherewith they constructed the light machine whose progress we have partly traced in the last chapter, and which, on the following day at sunset, carried them to their journeys end.

From some remarks made by the Indian who gave them information of the camp, Charley gathered that it was the tribe to which Redfeather belonged, and furthermore that Redfeather himself was there at that time; so that it was with feelings of no little interest that he saw the tops of the yellow tents embedded among the green trees, and soon afterwards beheld them and their picturesque owners reflected in the clear river, on whose banks the natives crowded to witness the arrival of the white men.

Upon the greensward, and under the umbrageous shade of the forest trees, the tents were pitched to the number of perhaps eighteen or twenty, and the whole population, of whom very few were absent on the present occasion, might number a hundred  men, women, and children. They were dressed in habiliments formed chiefly of materials procured by themselves in the chase, but ornamented with cloth, beads, and silk thread, which showed that they had had intercourse with the fur-traders before now. The men wore leggings of deerskin, which reached more than half-way up the thigh, and were fastened to a leathern girdle strapped round the waist. A loose tunic or hunting-shirt of the same material covered the figure from the shoulders almost to the knees, and was confined round the middle by a belt  in some cases of worsted, in others of leather gaily ornamented with quills. Caps of various indescribable shapes, and made chiefly of skin, with the animals tail left on by way of ornament, covered their heads, and moccasins for the feet completed their costume. These last may be simply described as leather mittens for the feet, without fingers, or rather toes. They were gaudily ornamented, as was almost every portion of costume, with porcupines quills dyed with brilliant colours, and worked into fanciful and in many cases extremely elegant figures and designs; for North American Indians oftentimes display an amount of taste in the harmonious arrangement of colour that would astonish those who fancy that education is absolutely necessary to the just appreciation of the beautiful.

The women attired themselves in leggings and coats differing little from those of the men, except that the latter were longer, the sleeves detached from the body, and fastened on separately; while on their heads they wore caps, which hung down and covered their backs to the waist. These caps were of the simplest construction, being pieces of cloth cut into an oblong shape, and sewed together at one end. They were, however, richly ornamented with silk-work and beads.

On landing, Charley and Jacques walked up to a tall, good-looking Indian, whom they judged from him demeanour, and the somewhat deferential regard paid to him by the others, to be one of the chief men of the little community.

Ho! what cheer? said Jacques, taking him by the hand after the manner of Europeans, and accosting him with the phrase used by the fur-traders to the natives. The Indian returned the compliment in kind, and led the visitors to his tent, where he spread a buffalo robe for them on the ground, and begged them to be seated. A repast of dried meat and reindeer tongues was then served, to which our friends did ample justice; while the women and children satisfied their curiosity by peering at them through chinks and holes in the tent. When they had finished, several of the principal men assembled, and the chief who had entertained them made a speech, to the effect that he was much gratified by the honour done to his people by the visit of his white brothers; that he hoped they would continue long at the camp to enjoy their hospitality; and that he would be glad to know what had brought them so far into the country of the red men.

During the course of this speech the chief made eloquent allusion to all the good qualities supposed to belong to white men in general, and (he had no doubt) to the two white men before him in particular. He also boasted considerably of the prowess and bravery of himself and his tribe, launched a few sarcastic hits at his enemies, and wound up with a poetical hope that his guests might live for ever in these beautiful plains of bliss, where the sun never sets, and nothing goes wrong anywhere, and everything goes right at all times, and where, especially, the deer are outrageously fat, and always come out on purpose to be shot! During the course of these remarks his comrades signified their hearty concurrence in his sentiments, by giving vent to sundry low-toned hums! and hahs! and wahs! and hohs! according to circumstances. After it was over Jacques rose, and addressing them in their own language, said  

My Indian brethren are great. They are brave, and their fame has travelled far. Their deeds are known even so far as where the Great Salt Lake beats on the shore where the sun rises. They are not women, and when their enemies hear the sound of their name they grow pale; their hearts become like those of the reindeer. My brethren are famous, too, in the use of the snow-shoe, the snare, and the gun. The fur-traders know that they must build large stores when they come into their lands. They bring up much goods, because the young men are active and require much. The silver fox and the marten are no longer safe when their traps and snares are set. Yes, they are good hunters; and we have now come to live among you (Jacques changed his style as he came nearer to the point), to trade with you, and to save you the trouble of making long journeys with your skins. A few days distance from your wigwams we have pitched our tents. Our young men are even now felling the trees to build a house. Our nets are set, our hunters are prowling in the woods, our goods are ready, and my young master and I have come to smoke the pipe of friendship with you, and to invite you to come to trade with us.

Having delivered this oration, Jacques sat down amid deep silence. Other speeches, of a highly satisfactory character, were then made, after which the house adjourned, and the visitors, opening one of their packages, distributed a variety of presents to the delighted natives.

Several times during the course of these proceedings Charleys eyes wandered among the faces of his entertainers, in the hope of seeing Redfeather among them, but without success; and he began to fear that his friend was not with the tribe.

I say, Jacques, he said, as they left the tent, ask whether a chief called Redfeather is here. I knew him of old, and half expected to find him at this place.

The Indian to whom Jacques put the question replied that Redfeather was with them, but that he had gone out on a hunting expedition that morning, and might be absent a day or two.

Ah! exclaimed Charley, Im glad hes here. Come, now, let us take a walk in the wood; these good people stare at us as if we were ghosts. And taking Jacquess arm, he led him beyond the circuit of the camp, turned into a path which, winding among the thick underwood, speedily screened them from view, and led them into a sequestered glade, through which a rivulet trickled along its course, almost hid from view by the dense foliage and long grasses that overhung it.

What a delightful place to live in! said Charley. Do you ever think of building a hut in such a spot as this, Jacques, and settling down altogether?

Charleys thoughts reverted to his sister Kate when he said this.

Why, no, replied Jacques, in a pensive tone, as if the question had aroused some sorrowful recollections; I cant say that Id like to settle here now. There was a time when I thought nothin could be better than to squat in the woods with one or two jolly comrades, and (Jacques sighed); but times is changed now, master, and so is my mind. My chums are most of them dead or gone, one way or other. No; I shouldnt care to squat alone.

Charley thought of the hut without Kate, and it seemed so desolate and dreary a dwelling, notwithstanding its beautiful situation, that he agreed with his companion that to squat alone would never do at all.

No, man was not made to live alone, continued Jacques, pursuing the subject; even the Injins draw together. I never knew but one as didnt like his fellows, and hes gone now, poor fellow. He cut his foot with an axe one day, while fellin a tree. It was a bad cut; and havin nobody to look after him, he half bled and half starved to death.

By the way, Jacques, said Charley, stepping over the clear brook, and following the track which led up the opposite bank, what did you say to these redskins? You made them a most eloquent speech apparently.

Why, as to that, I cant boast much of its eloquence, but I think it was clear enough. I told them that they were a great nation  for you see, Mr Charles, the red men are just like the white in their fondness for butter; so I gave them some to begin with, though, for the matter o that, Im not overly fond o givin butter to any man, red or white. But I holds that its as well always to fall in with the ways and customs o the people a man happens to be among, so long as them ways and customs ant contrary to whats right. It makes them feel more kindly to you, an dont raise any on-necessary ill-will. However, the Knisteneux are a brave race; and when I told them that the hearts of their enemies trembled when they heard of them, I told nothing but the truth; for the Chipewyans are a miserable set, and not much given to fighting.

Your principles on that point wont stand much sifting, I fear, replied Charley: according to your own showing, you would fall into the Chipewyans way of glorifying themselves on account of their bravery, if you chanced to be dwelling among them, and yet you say they are not brave. That would not be sticking to truth, Jacques, would it?

Well, replied Jacques, with a smile, perhaps not exactly; but Im sure there could be small harm in helping the miserable objects to boast sometimes, for theyve little else than boasting to comfort them.

And yet, Jacques, I cannot help feeling that truth is a grand, a glorious thing, that should not be trifled with even in small matters.

Jacques opened his eyes a little. Then do you think, master, that a man should never tell a lie, no matter what fix he may be in?

I think not, Jacques.

The hunter paused a few minutes, and looked as if an unusual train of ideas had been raised in his mind by the turn their conversation had taken. Jacques was a man of no religion, and little morality, beyond what flowed from a naturally kind, candid disposition, and entertained the belief that the end, if a good one, always justifies the means  a doctrine which, had it been clearly exposed to him in all its bearings and results, would have been spurned by his straightforward nature with the indignant contempt that it merits.

Mr Charles, he said at length, I once travelled across the plains to the head waters of the Missouri with a party of six trappers. One night we came to a part of the plains which was very much broken up with wood here and there, and bein a good place for water we camped. While the other lads were gettin ready the supper, I started off to look for a deer, as we had been unlucky that day  we had shot nothin. Well, about three miles from the camp I came upon a band o somewhere about thirty Sioux (ill-looking, sneaking dogs they are, too!) and before I could whistle they rushed upon me, took away my rifle and hunting-knife, and were dancing round me like so many devils. At last a big, black-lookin thief stepped forward, and said in the Cree language, White men seldom travel through this country alone; where are your comrades? Now, thought I, heres a nice fix! If I pretend not to understand, theyll send out parties in all directions, and as sure as fate theyll find my companions in half an hour, and butcher them in cold blood (for, you see, we did not expect to find Sioux, or indeed any Injins, in them parts); so I made believe to be very narvous, and tried to tremble all over and look pale. Did you ever try to look pale and frightened, Mr Charles?

I cant say that I ever did, said Charley, laughing.

You cant think how troublesome it is, continued Jacques, with a look of earnest simplicity. I shook and trembled pretty well, but the more I tried to grow pale, the more I grew red in the face; and when I thought of the six broad-shouldered, raw-boned lads in the camp, and how easy they would have made these jumping villains fly like chaff, if they only knew the fix I was in, I gave a frown that had well-nigh showed I was shamming. Howsever, what with shakin a little more and givin one or two most awful groans, I managed to deceive them. Then I said I was hunter to a party of white men that were travellin from Red River to St. Louis, with all their goods, and wives, and children, and that they were away in the plains about a league off.

The big chap looked very hard into my face when I said this, to see if I was telling the truth; and I tried to make my teeth chatter, but it wouldnt do, so I took to groanin very bad instead. But them Sioux are such awful liars natrally that they couldnt understand the signs of truth, even if they saw them. Whitefaced coward, says he to me, tell me in what direction your people are. At this I made believe not to understand; but the big chap flourished his knife before my face, called me a dog, and told me to point out the direction. I looked as simple as I could, and said I would rather not. At this they laughed loudly, and then gave a yell, and said if I didnt show them the direction they would roast me alive. So I pointed towards a part of the plains pretty wide o the spot where our camp was. Now, lead us to them, said the big chap, givin me a shove with the butt of his gun; an if you have told lies he gave the handle of his scalpin-knife a slap, as much as to say hed tickle up my liver with it. Well, away we went in silence, me thinkin all the time how I was to get out o the scrape. I led them pretty close past our camp, hopin that the lads would hear us. I didnt dare to yell out, as that would have showed them there was somebody within hearin, and they would have made short work of me. Just as we came near the place where my companions lay, a prairie wolf sprang out from under a bush where it had been sleepin; so I gave a loud hurrah, and shied my cap at it. Giving a loud growl, the big Injin hit me over the head with his fist, and told me to keep silence. In a few minutes I heard the low, distant howl of a wolf. I recognised the voice or one of my comrades, and knew that they had seen us, and would be on our track soon. Watchin my opportunity, and walkin for a good bit as if I was awful tired  all but done up  to throw them off their guard, I suddenly tripped up the big chap as he was stepping over a small brook, and dived in among the bushes. In a moment a dozen bullets tore up the bark on the trees about me, and an arrow passed through my hair. The clump of wood into which I had dived was about half a mile long; and as I could run well (Ive found in my experience that white men are more than a match for redskins at their own work), I was almost out of range by the time I was forced to quit the cover and take to the plain. When the blackguard got out of the cover, too, and saw me cuttin ahead like a deer, they gave a yell of disappointment, and sent another shower of arrows and bullets after me, some of which came nearer than was pleasant. I then headed for our camp with the whole pack screechin at my heels. Yell away, you stupid sinners, thought I; some of you shall pay for your music. At that moment an arrow grazed my shoulder, and looking over it, I saw that the black fellow I had pitched into the water was far ahead of the rest, strainin after me like mad, and every now and then stopping to try an arrow on me; so I kept a look-out, and when I saw him stop to draw, I stopped too, and dodged, so the arrows passed me, and then we took to our heels again. In this way I ran for dear life till I came up to the cover. As I came close up I saw our six fellows crouchin in the bushes, and one o them takin aim almost straight for my face. Your days come at last, thought I, looking over my shoulder at the big Injin, who was drawing his bow again. Just then there was a sharp crack heard: a bullet whistled past my ear, and the big fellow fell like a stone, while my comrade stood coolly up to reload his rifle. The Injins, on seein this, pulled up in a moment; and our lads stepping forward, delivered a volley that made three more o them bite the dust. There would have been six in that fix, but, somehow or other, three of us pitched upon the same man, who was afterwards found with a bullet in each eye and one through his heart. They didnt wait for more, but turned about and bolted like the wind. Now, Mr Charles, if I had told the truth that time, we would have been all killed; and if I had simply said nothin to their questions, they would have sent out to scour the country, and have found out the camp for sartin, so that the only way to escape was by tellin them a heap o downright lies.

Charley looked very much perplexed at this.

You have indeed placed me in a difficulty. I know not what I would have done. I dont know even what I ought to do under these circumstances. Difficulties may perplex me, and the force of circumstances might tempt me to do what I believed to be wrong. I am a sinner, Jacques, like other mortals, I know; but one thing I am quite sure of  namely, that when men speak it should always be truth and never falsehood.

Jacques looked perplexed too. He was strongly impressed with the necessity of telling falsehood in the circumstances in which he had been placed, as just related, while at the same time he felt deeply the grandeur and the power of Charleys last remark.

I should have been under the sod now, said he, if I had not told a lie then. Is it better to die than to speak falsehood?

Some men have thought so, replied Charley. I acknowledge the difficulty of your case, and of all similar cases. I dont know what should be done; but I have read of a minister of the gospel whose people were very wicked and would not attend to his instructions, although they could not but respect himself, he was so consistent and Christianlike in his conduct. Persecution arose in the country where he lived, and men and women were cruelly murdered because of their religious belief. For a long time he was left unmolested; but one day a band of soldiers came to his house, and asked him whether he was a Papist or a Protestant (Papist, Jacques, being a man who has sold his liberty in religious matters to the Pope, and a Protestant being one who protests against such an ineffably silly and unmanly state of slavery). Well, his people urged the good old man to say he was a Papist, telling him that he would then be spared to live among them, and preach the true faith for many years perhaps. Now, if there was one thing that this old man would have toiled for and died for, it was that his people should become true Christians  and he told them so; but, he added, I will not tell a lie to accomplish that end, my children  no, not even to save my life. So he told the soldiers that he was a Protestant, and immediately they carried him away, and he was soon afterwards burned to death.

Well, said Jacques, he didnt gain much by sticking to the truth, I think.

Im not so sure of that. The story goes on to say that he rejoiced that he had done so, and wouldnt draw back even when he was in the flames. But the point lies here, Jacques: so deep an impression did the old mans conduct make on his people, that from that day forward they were noted for their Christian life and conduct. They brought up their children with a deeper reverence for the truth than they would otherwise have done, always bearing in affectionate remembrance, and holding up to them as an example, the unflinching truthfulness of the good old man who was burned in the year of the terrible persecutions; and at last their influence and example had such an effect that the Protestant religion spread like wild-fire, far and wide around them, so that the very thing was accomplished for which the old pastor said he would have died  accomplished, too, very much in consequence of his death, and in a way and to an extent that very likely would not have been the case had he lived and preached among them for a hundred years.

I dont understand it nohow, said Jacques; it seems to me right both ways and wrong both ways, and all upside down everyhow.

Charley smiled. Your remark is about as clear as my head on the subject, Jacques; but I still remain convinced that truth is right and that falsehood is wrong, and that we should stick to the first through thick and thin.

I spose, remarked the hunter, who had walked along in deep cogitation for the last five minutes, and had apparently come to some conclusion of profound depth and sagacity I spose that its all human natur; that some men takes to preachin as Injins take to huntin, and that to understand sich things requires them to begin young, and risk their lives in it, as I would in followin up a grizzly she-bear with cubs.

Yonder is an illustration of one part of your remark. They begin young enough, anyhow, said Charley, pointing as he spoke to an opening in the bushes, where a particularly small Indian boy stood in the act of discharging an arrow.

The two men halted to watch his movements. According to a common custom among juvenile Indians during the warm months of the year, he was dressed in nothing save a mere rag tied round his waist. His body was very brown, extremely round, fat, and wonderfully diminutive, while his little legs and arms were disproportionately small. He was so young as to be barely able to walk, and yet there he stood, his black eyes glittering with excitement, his tiny bow bent to its utmost, and a blunt-headed arrow about to be discharged at a squirrel, whose flight had been suddenly arrested by the unexpected apparition of Charley and Jacques. As he stood there for a single instant, perfectly motionless, he might have been mistaken for a grotesque statue of an Indian cupid. Taking advantage of the squirrels pause, the child let fly the arrow, hit it exactly on the point of the nose, and turned it over, dead  a consummation which he greeted with a rapid succession of frightful yells.

Cleverly done, my lad; youre a chip of the old block, I see, said Jacques, patting the childs head as he passed, and retraced his steps, with Charley, to the Indian camp.




Chapter Fifteen.

The feast  Charley makes his first speech in public, and meets with an old friend  An evening in the grass.

Savages, not less than civilised men, are fond of a good dinner. In saying this, we do not expect our reader to be overwhelmed with astonishment. He might have guessed as much; but when we state that savages, upon particular occasions, eat six dinners in one, and make it a point of honour to do so, we apprehend that we have thrown a slightly new light on an old subject. Doubtless there are men in civilised society who would do likewise if they could; but they cannot, fortunately, as great gastronomic powers are dependent on severe, healthful, and prolonged physical exertion. Therefore it is that in England we find men capable only of eating about two dinners at once, and suffering a good deal for it afterward; while in the backwood we see men consume a weeks dinner in one, without any evil consequences following the act.

The feast which was given by the Knisteneux in honour of the visit of our two friends was provided on a more moderate scale than usual, in order to accommodate the capacities of the white men; three days allowance being cooked for each man. (Women are never admitted to the public feasts.) On the day preceding the ceremony, Charley and Jacques had received cards of invitation from the principal chief, in the shape of two quills; similar invites being issued at the same time to all the braves. Jacques being accustomed to the doings of Indians, and aware of the fact that whatever was provided for each man must be eaten before he quitted the scene of operations, advised Charley to eat no breakfast, and to take a good walk as a preparative. Charley had strong faith, however, in his digestive powers, and felt much inclined, when morning came, to satisfy the cravings of his appetite as usual; but Jacques drew such a vivid picture of the work that lay before him, that he forbore to urge the matter, and went off to walk with a light step, and an uncomfortable feeling of vacuity about the region of the stomach.

About noon the chiefs and braves assembled in an open enclosure situated in an exposed place on the banks of the river, where the proceedings were watched by the women, children, and dogs. The oldest chief sat himself down on the turf at one end of the enclosure, with Jacques Caradoc on his right hand, and next to him Charley Kennedy, who had ornamented himself with a blue stripe painted down the middle of his nose, and a red bar across his chin. Charleys propensity for fun had led him thus to decorate his face, in spite of his companions remonstrances,  urging, by way of excuse, that worthys former argument, that it was well to fall in with the ways o the people a man happened to be among, so long as these ways and customs were not contrary to what was right. Now Charley was sure there was nothing wrong in his painting his nose sky-blue, if he thought fit.

Jacques thought it was absurd, and entertained the opinion that it would be more dignified to leave his face its natral colour.

Charley didnt agree with him at all. He thought it would be paying the Indians a high compliment to follow their customs as far as possible, and said that, after all, his blue nose would not be very conspicuous, as he (Jacques) had told him that he would look blue at any rate when he saw the quantity of deers meat he should have to devour.

Jacques laughed at this, but suggested that the bar across his chin was red. Whereupon Charley said that he could easily neutralise that by putting a green star under each eye; and then uttered a fervent wish that his friend Harry Somerville could only see him in that guise. Finding him incorrigible, Jacques, who, notwithstanding his remonstrances, was more than half imbued with Charleys spirit, gave in, and accompanied him to the feast, himself decorated with the additional ornament of a red night-cap, to whose crown was attached a tuft of white feathers.

A fire burned in the centre of the enclosure, round which the Indians seated themselves according to seniority, and with deep solemnity; for it is a trait in the Indians character that all his ceremonies are performed with extreme gravity. Each man brought a dish or platter, and a wooden spoon.

The old chief, whose hair was very grey, and his face covered with old wounds and scars, received either in war or in hunting, having seated himself, allowed a few minutes to elapse in silence, during which the company sat motionless, gazing at their plates as if they half expected them to become converted into beef-steaks. While they were seated thus, another party of Indians, who had been absent on a hunting expedition, strode rapidly but noiselessly into the enclosure, and seated themselves in the circle. One of these passed close to Charley, and in doing so stooped, took his hand, and pressed it. Charley looked up in surprise, and beheld the face of his old friend Redfeather, gazing at him with an expression in which were mingled affection, surprise, and amusement at the peculiar alteration in his visage.

Redfeather! exclaimed Charley in delight, half rising; but the Indian pressed him down.

You must not rise, he whispered, and giving his hand another squeeze, passed round the circle, and took his place directly opposite.

Having continued motionless for five minutes with becoming gravity, the company began operations by proceeding to smoke out of the sacred stem  a ceremony which precedes all occasions of importance, and is conducted as follows:  The sacred stem is placed on two forked sticks to prevent its touching the ground, as that would be considered a great evil. A stone pipe is then filled with tobacco, by an attendant appointed specially to that office, and affixed to the stem, which is presented to the principal chief. That individual, with a gravity and hauteur that is unsurpassed in the annals of pomposity, receives the pipe in both hands, blows a puff to the east (probably in consequence of its being the quarter whence the sun rises), and thereafter pays a similar mark of attention to the other three points. He then raises the pipe above his head, points and balances it in various directions (for what reason and with what end in view is best known to himself), and replaces it again on the forks. The company meanwhile observe his proceedings with sedate interest, evidently imbued with the idea that they are deriving from the ceremony a vast amount of edification  an idea which is helped out, doubtless, by the appearance of the women and children, who surround the enclosure, and gaze at the proceedings with looks of awe-struck seriousness that are quite solemnising to behold.

The chief then makes a speech relative to the circumstance which has called them together; and which is always more or less interlarded with boastful reference to his own deeds, past, present, and prospective, eulogistic remarks on those of his forefathers, and a general condemnation of all other Indian tribes whatever. These speeches are usually delivered with great animation, and contain much poetic allusion to the objects of nature that surround the homes of the savage. The speech being finished, the chief sits down amid a universal Ho! uttered by the company with an emphatic prolongation of the last letter  this syllable being the Indian substitute, we presume, for rapturous applause.

The chief who officiated on the present occasion, having accomplished the opening ceremonies thus far, sat down; while the pipe-bearer presented the sacred stem to the members of the company in succession, each of whom drew a few whiffs and mumbled a few words.

Do as you see the redskins do, Mr Charles, whispered Jacques, while the pipe was going round.

Thats impossible, replied Charley, in a tone that could not be heard except by his friend. I couldnt make a face of hideous solemnity like that black thief opposite if I was to try ever so hard.

Dont let them think you are laughing at them, returned the hunter; they would be ill pleased if they thought so.

Ill try, said Charley, but it is hard work, Jacques, to keep from laughing; I feel like a high-pressure steam-engine already. Theres a woman standing out there with a little brown baby on her back; she has quite fascinated me; I cant keep my eyes off her, and if she goes on contorting her visage much longer, I feel that I shall give way.

Hush!

At this moment the pipe was presented to Charley, who put it to his lips, drew three whiffs, and returned it with a bland smile to the bearer.

The smile was a very sweet one, for that was a peculiar trait in the native urbanity of Charleys disposition, and it would have gone far in civilised society to prepossess strangers in his favour: but it lowered him considerably in the estimation of his red friends, who entertained a whole some feeling of contempt for any appearance of levity on high occasions. But Charleys face was of that agreeable stamp that, though gentle and bland when lighted up with a smile, is particularly masculine and manly in expression when in repose, and the frown that knit his brows when he observed the bad impression he had given almost reinstated him in their esteem. But his popularity became great, and the admiration of his swarthy friends greater, when he rose and made an eloquent speech in English, which Jacques translated into the Indian language.

He told them, in reply to the chiefs oration (wherein that warrior had complimented his pale-faced brothers on their numerous good qualities), that he was delighted and proud to meet with his Indian friends; that the object of his mission was to acquaint them with the fact that a new trading-fort was established not far off, by himself and his comrades, for their special benefit and behoof; that the stores were full of goods which he hoped they would soon obtain possession of, in exchange for furs; that he had travelled a great distance on purpose to see their land and ascertain its capabilities in the way of fur-bearing animals and game; that he had not been disappointed in his expectations, as he had found the animals to be as numerous as bees, the fish plentiful in the rivers and lakes, and the country at large a perfect paradise. He proceeded to tell them further that he expected they would justify the report he had heard of them, that they were a brave nation and good hunters, by bringing in large quantities of furs.

Being strongly urged by Jacques to compliment them on their various good qualities, Charley launched out into an extravagantly poetic vein, said that he had heard (but he hoped to have many opportunities of seeing it proved) that there was no nation under the sun equal to them in bravery, activity, and perseverance; that he had heard of men in olden times who made it their profession to fight with wild bulls for the amusement of their friends, but he had no doubt whatever their courage would be made conspicuous in the way of fighting wild bears and buffaloes, not for the amusement but the benefit of their wives and children (he might have added, of the Hudsons Bay Company, but he didnt, supposing that that was self-evident, probably). He complimented them on the way in which they had conducted themselves in war in times past, comparing their stealthy approach to enemies camps to the insidious snake that glides among the bushes and darts unexpectedly on its prey; said that their eyes were sharp to follow the war-trail through the forest or over the dry sward of the prairie; their aim with gun or bow true and sure as the flight of the goose when it leaves the lands of the sun, and points its beak to the icy regions of the north; their war-whoops loud as the thunders of the cataract; and their sudden onset like the lightning flash that darts from the sky and scatters the stout oak in splinters on the plain.

At this point Jacques expressed his satisfaction at the style in which his young friend was progressing.

Thats your sort, Mr Charles. Dont spare the butter; lay it on thick. Youve not said too much yet, for they are a brave race, thats a fact, as Ive good reason to know.

Jacques, however, did not feel quite so well satisfied when Charley went on to tell them that, although bravery in war was an admirable thing, war itself was a thing not at all to be desired, and should only be undertaken in case of necessity. He especially pointed out that there was not much glory to be earned in fighting against the Chipewyans, who, everybody knew, were a poor, timid set of people, whom they ought rather to pity than to destroy; and recommended them to devote themselves more to the chase than they had done in times past, and less to the prosecution of war in time to come.

All this, and a great deal more, did Charley say, in a manner, and with a rapidity of utterance, that surprised himself, when he considered the fact that he had never adventured into the field of public speaking before. All this, and a great deal more  a very great deal more  did Jacques Caradoc interpret to the admiring Indians, who listened with the utmost gravity and profound attention, greeting the close with a very emphatic Ho!

Jacquess translation was by no means perfect. Many of the flights into which Charley ventured, especially in regard to the manners and customs of the savages of ancient Greece and Rome, were quite incomprehensible to the worthy backwoodsman; but he invariably proceeded when Charley halted, giving a flight of his own when at a loss, varying and modifying when he thought it advisable, and altering, adding, or cutting off as he pleased.

Several other chiefs addressed the assembly, and then dinner, if we may so call it, was served. In Charleys case it was breakfast; to the Indians it was breakfast, dinner, and supper in one. It consisted of a large platter of dried meat, reindeer tongues (considered a great delicacy), and marrowbones.

Notwithstanding the graphic power with which Jacques had prepared his young companion for this meal, Charleys heart sank when he beheld the mountain of boiled meat that was placed before him. He was ravenously hungry, it is true, but it was patent to his perception at a glance that no powers of gormandising of which he was capable could enable him to consume the mass in the course of one day.

Jacques observed his consternation, and was not a little entertained by it, although his face wore an expression of profound gravity while he proceeded to attack his own dish, which was equal to that of his friend.

Before commencing, a small portion of meat was thrown into the fire, as a sacrifice to the Great Master of Life.

How they do eat, to be sure! whispered Charley to Jacques, after he had glanced in wonder at the circle of men who were devouring their food with the most extraordinary rapidity.

Why, you must know, replied Jacques, that its considered a point of honour to get it over soon, and the man that is done first gets most credit. But its hard work, (he sighed, and paused a little to breathe), and Ive not got half through yet.

Its quite plain that I must lose credit with them, then, if it depends on my eating that. Tell me, Jacques, is there no way of escape? Must I sit here till it is all consumed?

No doubt of it. Every bit that has been cooked must be crammed down our throats somehow or other.

Charley heaved a deep sigh, and made another desperate attack on a large steak, while the Indians around him made considerable progress in reducing their respective mountains.

Several times Charley and Redfeather exchanged glances as they paused in their labours.

I say, Jacques, said Charley, pulling up once more, how do you get on? Pretty well stuffed by this time, I should imagine?

Oh no! Ive a good deal o room yet.

I give in. Credit or disgrace, its all one. Ill not make a pig of myself for any redskin in the land.

Jacques smiled.

See, continued Charley, theres a fellow opposite who has devoured as much as would have served me for three days. I dont know whether its imagination or not, but I do verily believe that hes blacker in the face than when he sat down!

Very likely, replied Jacques, wiping his lips. Now Ive done.

Done? you have left at least a third of your supply.

True, and I may as well tell you for your comfort that there is one way of escape open to you. It is a custom among these fellows, that when any one cannot gulp his share o the prog, he may get help from any of his friends who can cram it down their throats; and as there are always such fellows among these Injins, they seldom have any difficulty.

A most convenient practice, replied Charley; Ill adopt it at once.

Charley turned to his next neighbour with the intent to beg of him to eat his remnant of the feast.

Bless my heart, Jacques, Ive no chance with the fellow on my left hand; hes stuffed quite full already, and is not quite done with his own share.

Never fear, replied his friend, looking at the individual in question, who was languidly lifting a marrow-bone to his lips; hell do it easy. I knows the gauge o them chaps, and for all his sleepy look just now hes game for a lot more.

Impossible, replied Charley, looking in despair at his unfinished viands and then at the Indian. A glance round the circle seemed further to convince him that if he did not eat it himself there were none of the party likely to do so.

Youll have to give him a good lump o tobacco to do it, though; he wont undertake so much for a trifle, I can tell you. Jacques chuckled as he said this, and handed his own portion over to another Indian, who readily undertook to finish it for him.

Hell burst; I feel certain of that, said Charley, with a deep sigh, as he surveyed his friend on the left.

At last he took courage to propose the thing to him, and just as the man finished the last morsel of his own repast, Charley placed his own plate before him, with a look that seemed to say, Eat it, my friend, if you can.

The Indian, much to his surprise, immediately commenced to it, and in less than half an hour the whole was disposed of.

During this scene of gluttony, one of the chiefs entertained the assembly with a wild and most unmusical chant, to which he beat time on a sort of tambourine, while the women outside of the enclosure beat a similar accompaniment.

I say, master, whispered Jacques, it seems to my observation that the fellow you called Redfeather eats less than any Injin I ever saw. He has got a comrade to eat more than half of his share; now thats strange.

It wont appear strange, Jacques, when I tell you that Redfeather has lived much more among white men than Indians during the last ten years; and although voyageurs eat an enormous quantity of food, they dont make it a point of honour, as these fellows seem to do, to eat much more than enough. Besides, Redfeather is a very different man from those around him: he has been partially educated by the missionaries on Playgreen Lake, and I think has a strong leaning towards them.

While they were thus conversing in whispers, Redfeather rose, and holding forth his hand, delivered himself of the following oration:  

The time has come for Redfeather to speak. He has kept silence for many moons now, but his heart has been full of words. It is too full; he must speak now. Redfeather has fought with his tribe, and has been accounted a brave, and one who loves his people. This is true. He does love, even more than they can understand. His friends know that he has never feared to face danger or death in their defence, and that, if it were necessary, he would do so still. But Redfeather is going to leave his people now. His heart is heavy at the thought. Perhaps many moons will come and go, many snows may fall and melt away, before he sees his people again; and it is this that makes him full of sorrow, it is this that makes his head to droop like the branches of the weeping willow.

Redfeather paused at this point, but not a sound escaped from the listening circle: the Indians were evidently taken by surprise at this abrupt announcement. He proceeded:  

When Redfeather travelled not long since with the white men, he met with a paleface who came from the other side of the Great Salt Lake towards the rising sun. This man was called by some of the people a missionary. He spoke wonderful words in the ears of Redfeather. He told him of things about the Great Spirit which he did not know before, and he asked Redfeather to go and help him to speak to the Indians about these strange things. Redfeather would not go. He loved his people too much, and he thought that the words of the missionary seemed foolishness. But he has thought much about it since. He does not understand the strange things that were told to him, and he has tried to forget them, but he cannot. He can get no rest. He hears strange sounds in the breeze that shakes the pine. He thinks that there are voices in the waterfall; the rivers seem to speak. Redfeathers spirit is vexed. The Great Spirit, perhaps, is talking to him. He has resolved to go to the dwelling of the missionary and stay with him.

The Indian paused again, but still no sound escaped from his comrades. Dropping his voice to a soft, plaintive tone, he continued:  

But Redfeather loves his kindred. He desires very much that they should hear the things that the missionary said. He spoke of the happy hunting-grounds to which the spirits of our fathers have gone, and said that we required a guide to lead us there; that there was but one guide, whose name, he said, was Jesus. Redfeather would stay and hunt with his people, but his spirit is troubled; he cannot rest; he must go!

Redfeather sat down, and a long silence ensued. His words had evidently taken the whole party by surprise, although not a countenance there showed the smallest symptom of astonishment, except that of Charley Kennedy, whose intercourse with Indians had not yet been so great as to have taught him to conceal his feelings.

At length the old chief rose, and after complimenting Redfeather on his bravery in general, and admitting that he had shown much love to his people on all occasions, went into the subject of his quitting them at some length. He reminded him that there were evil spirits as well as good; that it was not for him to say which kind had been troubling him, but that he ought to consider well before he went to live altogether with palefaces. Several other speeches were made, some to the same effect, and others applauding his resolve. These latter had, perhaps, some idea that his bringing the pale-faced missionary among them would gratify their taste for the marvellous  a taste that is pretty strong in all uneducated minds.

One man, however, was particularly urgent in endeavouring to dissuade him from his purpose. He was a tall, low-browed man; muscular and well built, but possessed of a most villainous expression of countenance. From a remark that fell from one of the company, Charley discovered that his name was Misconna, and so learned, to his surprise, that he was the very Indian mentioned by Redfeather as the man who had been his rival for the hand of Wabisca, and who had so cruelly killed the wife of the poor trapper the night on which the Chipewyan camp was attacked, and the people slaughtered.

What reason Misconna had for objecting so strongly to Redfeathers leaving the community no one could tell, although some of those who knew his unforgiving nature suspected that he still entertained the hope of being able, some day or other, to wreak his vengeance on his old rival. But whatever was his object, he failed in moving Redfeathers resolution; and it was at last admitted by the whole party that Redfeather was a wise chief, that he knew best what ought to be done under the circumstances, and it was hoped that his promised visit, in company with the missionary, would not be delayed many moons.

That night, in the deep shadow of the trees, by the brook that murmured near the Indian camp, while the stars twinkled through the branches overhead, Charley introduced Redfeather to his friend Jacques Caradoc, and a friendship was struck up between the bold hunter and the red man that grew and strengthened as each successive day made them acquainted with their respective good qualities. In the same place, and with the same stars looking down upon them, it was further agreed that Redfeather should accompany his new friends, taking his wife along with him in another canoe, as far as their several routes led them in the same direction, which was about four or five days journey; and that while the one party diverged towards the fort at Stoney Creek, the other should pursue its course to the missionary station on the shores of Lake Winnipeg.

But there was a snake in the grass there that they little suspected. Misconna had crept through the bushes after them, with a degree of caution that might have baffled their vigilance, even had they suspected treason in a friendly camp. He lay listening intently to all their plans, and when they returned to their camp, he rose out from among the bushes, like a dark spirit of evil, clutched the handle of his scalping-knife, and gave utterance to a malicious growl; then walking hastily after them, his dusky figure was soon concealed among the trees.




Chapter Sixteen.

The return  Narrow escape  A murderous attempt, which fails  And a discovery.

All nature was joyous and brilliant, and bright and beautiful. Morning was still very young  about an hour old. Sounds of the most cheerful, light-hearted character floated over the waters and echoed through the woods, as birds and beasts hurried to and fro with all the bustling energy that betokened preparation and search for breakfast. Fish leaped in the pools with a rapidity that brought forcibly to mind that wise saying, The more hurry, the less speed; for they appeared constantly to miss their mark, although they jumped twice their own length out of the water in the effort.

Ducks and geese sprang from their liquid beds with an amazing amount of unnecessary sputter, as if they had awakened to the sudden consciousness of being late for breakfast, then alighted in the water again with a squash, on finding (probably) that it was too early for that meal, but, observing other flocks passing and repassing on noisy wing, took to flight again, unable, apparently, to restrain their feelings of delight at the freshness of the morning air, the brightness of the rising sun, and the sweet perfume of the dewy verdure, as the mists cleared away over the tree-tops and lost themselves in the blue sky. Everything seemed instinct not only with life, but with a large amount of superabundant energy. Earth, air, sky, animal, vegetable, and mineral, solid, and liquid, all were either actually in a state of lively, exulting motion, or had a peculiarly sprightly look about them, as if nature had just burst out of prison en masse, and gone raving mad with joy.

Such was the delectable state of things the morning on which two canoes darted from the camp of the Knisteneux, amid many expressions of good-will. One canoe contained our two friends, Charley and Jacques; the other, Redfeather and his wife Wabisca.

A few strokes of the paddle shot them out into the stream, which carried them rapidly away from the scene of their late festivities. In five minutes they swept round a point which shut them out from view, and they were swiftly descending those rapid rivers that had cost Charley and Jacques so much labour to ascend.

Look out for rocks ahead, Mr Charles, cried Jacques, as he steered the light bark into the middle of a rapid, which they had avoided when ascending by making a portage. Keep well to the left o yon swirl. Parbleu, if we touch the rock there, itll be all over with us.

All right, was Charleys laconic reply. And so it proved, for their canoe, after getting fairly into the run of the rapid, was evidently under the complete command of its expert crew, and darted forward amid the foaming waters like a thing instinct with life. Now it careered and plunged over the waves where the rough bed of the stream made them more than usually turbulent. Anon it flew with increased rapidity through a narrow gap where the compressed water was smooth and black, but deep and powerful, rendering great care necessary to prevent the canoes frail sides from being dashed on the rocks. Then it met a curling wave, into which it plunged like an impetuous charger, and was checked for a moment by its own violence. Presently an eddy threw the canoe a little out of its course, disconcerting Charleys intention of shaving a rock which lay in their track, so that he slightly grazed it in passing.

Ah, Mr Charles, said Jacques, shaking his head, that was not well done; an inch more would have sent us down the rapids like drowned cats.

True, replied Charley, somewhat crestfallen; but you see the other inch was not lost, so were not much the worse for it.

Well, after all, it was a ticklish bit, and I should have guessed that your experience was not up to it quite. Ive seen many a man in my day who wouldnt ha done it half so slick, an yet ha thought no small beer of himself; so you neednt be ashamed, Mr Charles. But Wabisca beats you, for all that, continued the hunter, glancing hastily over his shoulder at Redfeather, who followed closely in their wake, he and his modest-looking wife guiding their little craft through the dangerous passage with the utmost sangfroid and precision.

Weve about run them all now, said Jacques, as they paddled over a sheet of still water which intervened between the rapid they had just descended and another which thundered about a hundred yards in advance.

I was so engrossed with the one we have just come down, said Charley, that I quite forgot this one.

Quite right, Mr Charles, said Jacques, in an approving tone, quite right. I holds that a man should always attend to what hes at, an to nothin else. Ive lived long in the woods now, and that fact becomes more and more sartin every day. Ive knowd chaps, now, as timersome as settlement girls, that were always in such a mortal funk about what was to happen, or might happen, that they were never fit for anything that did happen; always lookin ahead, and never around them. Of coorse, I dont mean that a man shouldnt look ahead at all, but their great mistake was that they looked out too far ahead, and always kep their eyes nailed there, just as if they had the fixin o everything, an Providence had nothin to do with it at all. I mind a Canadian o that sort that travelled in company with me once. We were goin just as we are now, Mr Charles, two canoes of us  him and a comrade in one, and me and a comrade in tother. One night we got to a lot o rapids that came one after another for the matter o three miles or thereabouts. They were all easy ones, however, except the last; but it was a tickler, with a sharp turn o the land that hid it from sight till ye were right into it, with a foamin current, and a range o ragged rocks that stood straight in front o ye, like the teeth of a cross-cut saw. It was easy enough, however, if a man knew it, and was a cool hand. Well, the pauvre Canadian was in a terrible takin about this shoot long afore he came to it. He had run it often enough in boats where he was one of a half-dozen men, and had nothin to do but look on; but he had never steered down it before. When he came to the top o the rapids, his mind was so filled with this shoot that he couldnt attend to nothin, and scraped agin a dozen rocks in almost smooth water, so that when he got little more than half-way down, the canoe was as rickety as if it had just come off a six months cruise. At last we came to the big rapid, and after wed run down our canoe I climbed the bank to see them do it. Down they came, the poor Canadian white as a sheet, and his comrade, who was brave enough, but knew nothin about light craft, not very comfortable. At first he could see nothin for the point, but in another moment round they went, end on, for the big rocks. The Canadian gave a great yell when he saw them, and plunged at the paddle till I thought hed have capsized altogether. They ran it well enough, straight between the rocks (more by good luck than good guidance), and sloped down to the smooth water below; but the canoe had got such a battering in the rapids above, where an Injin baby could have steered it in safety, that the last plunge shook it all to pieces. It opened up, and lay down flat on the water; while the two men fell right through the bottom, screechin like mad, and rolling about among shreds o birch-bark!

While Jacques was thus descanting philosophically on his experiences in time past, they had approached the head of the second rapid, and in accordance with the principles just enunciated, the stout backwoodsman gave his undivided attention to the work before him. The rapid was short and deep, so that little care was required in descending it, excepting at one point, where the stream rushed impetuously between two rocks about six yards asunder. Here it was requisite to keep the canoe as much in the middle of the stream as possible.

Just as they began to feel the drag of the water, Redfeather was heard to shout in a loud, warning tone, which caused Jacques and Charley to back their paddles hurriedly.

What can the Injin mean, I wonder? said Jacques, in a perplexed tone. He dont look like a man that would stop us at the top of a strong rapid for nothin.

Its too late to do that now, whatever is his reason, said Charley, as he and his companion struggled in vain to paddle up stream.

Its o no use, Mr Charles; we must run it now  the currents too strong to make head against. Besides, I do think the man has only seen a bear, or somethin o that sort, for I see hes ashore, and jumpin among the bushes like a caribou.

Saying this, they turned the canoes head down stream again, and allowed it to drift, merely retarding its progress a little with the paddles.

Suddenly Jacques uttered a sharp exclamation. Mon Dieu! said he, its plain enough now. Look there!

Jacques pointed as he spoke to the narrows which they were now approaching with tremendous speed, which increased every instant. A heavy tree lay directly across the stream, reaching from rock to rock, and placed in such a way that it was impossible for a canoe to descend without being dashed in pieces against it. This was the more curious that no trees grew in the immediate vicinity, so that this one must have been designedly conveyed there.

There has been foul work here, said Jacques, in a deep tone. We must dive, Mr Charles; theres no chance any way else, and thats but a poor one.

This was true. The rocks on each side rose almost perpendicularly out of the water, so that it was utterly impossible to run ashore, and the only way of escape, as Jacques said, was by diving under the tree  a thing involving great risk, as the stream immediately below was broken by rocks, against which it dashed in foam, and through which the chances of steering ones way in safety by means of swimming were very slender indeed.

Charley made no reply, but with tightly-compressed lips, and a look of stern resolution on his brow, threw off his coat, and hastily tied his belt tightly round his waist. The canoe was now sweeping forward with lightning speed; in a few minutes it would be dashed to pieces.

At that moment a shout was heard in the woods, and Redfeather darting out, rushed over the ledge of rock on which one end of the tree rested, seized the trunk in his arms, and exerting all his strength, hurled it over into the river. In doing so he stumbled, and ere he could recover himself a branch caught him under the arm as the tree fell over, and dragged him into the boiling stream. This accident was probably the means of saving his life, for just as he fell the loud report of a gun rang through the woods, and a bullet passed through his cap. For a second or two both man and tree were lost in the foam, while the canoe dashed past in safety. The next instant Wabisca passed the narrows in her small craft, and steered for the tree. Redfeather, who had risen and sunk several times, saw her as she passed, and making a violent effort, he caught hold of the gunwale, and was carried down in safety.

Ill tell you what it is, said Jacques, as the party stood on a rock promontory after the events just narrated: I would give a dollar to have that fellows nose and the sights o my rifle in a line at any distance short of two hundred yards.

It was Misconna, said Redfeather. I did not see him, but theres not another man in the tribe that could do that.

Im thankful we escaped, Jacques. I never felt so near death before, and had it not been for the timely aid of our friend here, it strikes me that our wild life would have come to an abrupt close.  God bless you, Redfeather, said Charley, taking the Indians hand in both of his and kissing it.

Charleys ebullition of feeling was natural. He had not yet become used to the dangers of the wilderness so as to treat them with indifference. Jacques, on the other hand, had risked his life so often that escape from danger was treated very much as a matter of course, and called forth little expression of feeling. Still, it must not be inferred from this that his nature had become callous. The backwoodsmans frame was hard and unyielding as iron, but his heart was as soft still as it was on the day on which he first donned the hunting-shirt, and there was much more of tenderness than met the eye in the squeeze that he gave Redfeathers hand on landing.

As the four travellers encircled the fire that night, under the leafy branches of the forest, and smoked their pipes in concert, while Wabisca busied herself in clearing away the remnants of their evening meal, they waxed communicative, and stories, pathetic, comic, and tragic, followed each other in rapid succession.

Now, Redfeather, said Charley, while Jacques rose and went down to the luggage to get more tobacco, tell Jacques about the way in which you got your name. I am sure he will feel deeply interested in that story  at least I am certain that Harry Somerville and I did when you told it to us the day we were wind-bound on Lake Winnipeg.

Redfeather made no reply for a few seconds. Will Mr Charles speak for me? he said at length; his tongue is smooth and quick.

A doubtful kind of compliment, said Charley, laughing; but I will, if you dont wish to tell it yourself.

And dont mention names. Do not let him know that you speak of me or my friends, said the Indian, in a low whisper, as Jacques returned and sat down by the fire again.

Charley gave him a glance of surprise; but being prevented from asking questions, he nodded in reply, and proceeded to relate to his friend the story that has been recounted in a previous chapter. Redfeather leaned back against a tree, and appeared to listen intently.

Charleys powers of description were by no means inconsiderable, and the backwoodsmans face assumed a look of good-humoured attention as the story proceeded. But when the narrator went on to tell of the meditated attack and the midnight march, his interest was aroused, the pipe which he had been smoking was allowed to go out, and he gazed at his young friend with the most earnest attention. It was evident that the hunters spirit entered with deep sympathy into such scenes; and when Charley described the attack, and the death of the trappers wife, Jacques seemed unable to restrain his feelings. He leaned his elbows on his knees, buried his face in his hands, and groaned aloud.

Mr Charles, he said, in a deep voice, when the story was ended, there are two men I would like to meet with in this world before I die: one is the young Injin who tried to save that girls life, the other is the cowardly villain that took it. I dont mean the one who finished the bloody work; my rifle sent his accursed spirit to its own place

Your rifle! cried Charley, in amazement.

Ay, mine! It was my wife who was butchered by these savage dogs on that dark night. Oh, what avails the strength o that right arm! said Jacques bitterly, as he lifted up his clenched fist; it was powerless to save her  the sweet girl who left her home and people to follow me, a rough hunter, through the lonesome wilderness!

He covered his face again, and groaned in agony of spirit, while his whole frame quivered with emotion.

Jacques remained silent, and his sympathising friends refrained from intruding on a sorrow which they felt they had no power to relieve.

At length he spoke. Yes, said he; I would give much to meet with the man who tried to save her. I saw him do it twice; but the devils about him were too eager to be balked of their prey.

Charley and the Indian exchanged glances. That Indians name, said the former, was Redfeather!

What! exclaimed the trapper, jumping to his feet, and grasping Redfeather, who had also risen, by the two shoulders, stared wildly into his face; was it you that did it?

Redfeather smiled, and held out his hand, which the other took and wrung with an energy that would have extorted a cry of pain from any one but an Indian. Then dropping it suddenly and clinching his hands, he exclaimed:  

I said that I would like to meet the villain who killed her  yes, I said it in passion, when your words had roused all my old feelings again; but I am thankful  I bless God that I did not know this sooner  that you did not tell me of it when I was at the camp, for I verily believe that I would not only have fixed him, but half the warriors o your tribe too, before they had settled me!

It need scarcely be added that the friendship which already subsisted between Jacques and Redfeather was now doubly cemented; nor will it create surprise when we say that the former, in the fullness of his heart, and from sheer inability to find adequate outlets for the expression of his feelings, offered Redfeather in succession all the articles of value he possessed, even to his much-loved rifle, and was seriously annoyed at their not being accepted. At last he finished off by assuring the Indian that he might look out for him soon at the missionary settlement, where he meant to stay with him evermore in the capacity of hunter, fisherman, and jack-of-all-trades to the whole clan.




Chapter Seventeen.

The scene changes  Bachelors Hall  A practical Joke and its consequences  A snow-shoe walk at night in the forest.

Leaving Charley to pursue his adventurous career among the Indians, we will introduce our reader to a new scene, and follow for a time the fortunes of our friend Harry Somerville. It will be remembered that we left him labouring under severe disappointment at the idea of having to spend a year, it might be many years, at the depot, and being condemned to the desk, instead of realising his fond dreams of bear-hunting and deer-stalking in the woods and prairies.

It was now the autumn of Harrys second year at York Fort. This period of the year happens to be the busiest at the depot, in consequence of the preparation of the annual accounts for transmission to England, in the solitary ship which visits this lonely spot once a year; so that Harry was tied to his desk all day and the greater part of the night too, till his spirits fell infinitely below zero, and he began to look on himself as the most miserable of mortals. His spirits rose, however, with amazing rapidity after the ship went away, and the young gentlemen, as the clerks were styled en masse, were permitted to run wild in the swamps and woods for the three weeks succeeding that event. During this glimpse of sunshine they recruited their exhausted frames by paddling about all day in Indian canoes, or wandering through the marshes, sleeping at nights in tents or under the pine trees, and spreading dismay among the feathered tribes, of which there were immense numbers of all kinds. After this they returned to their regular work at the desk; but as this was not so severe as in summer, and was further lightened by Wednesdays and Saturdays being devoted entirely to recreation, Harry began to look on things in a less gloomy aspect, and at length regained his wonted cheerful spirits.

Autumn passed away. The ducks and geese took their departure to more genial climes. The swamps froze up and became solid. Snow fell in great abundance, covering every vestige of vegetable nature, except the dark fir trees, that only helped to render the scenery more dreary, and winter settled down upon the land. Within the pickets of York Fort, the thirty or forty souls who lived there were actively employed in cutting their firewood, putting in double window-frames to keep out the severe cold, cutting tracks in the snow from one house to another, and otherwise preparing for a winter of eight months duration, as cold as that of Nova Zembla, and in the course of which the only new faces they had any chance of seeing were those of the two men who conveyed the annual winter packet of letters from the next station. Outside of the fort all was a wide, waste wilderness for thousands of miles around. Deathlike stillness and solitude reigned everywhere, except when a covey of ptarmigan whirred like large snowflakes athwart the sky, or an arctic fox prowled stealthily through the woods in search of prey.

As if in opposition to the gloom and stillness and solitude outside, the interior of the clerks house presented a striking contrast of ruddy warmth, cheerful sounds, and bustling activity.

It was evening; but although the sun had set, there was still sufficient daylight to render candles unnecessary, though not enough to prevent a bright glare from the stove in the centre of the hall taking full effect in the darkening chamber, and making it glow with fiery red. Harry Somerville sat in front, and full in the blaze of this stove, resting after the labours of the day; his arms crossed on his breast, his head a little to one side, as if in deep contemplation, as he gazed earnestly into the fire, and his chair tilted on its hind legs so as to balance with such nicety that a feathers weight additional outside its centre of gravity would have upset it. He had divested himself of his coat  a practice that prevailed among the young gentlemen when at home, as being free-and-easy as well as convenient. The doctor, a tall, broad-shouldered man, with red hair and whiskers, paced the room sedately, with a long pipe depending from his lips, which he removed occasionally to address a few remarks to the accountant, a stout, heavy man of about thirty, with a voice like a Stentor, eyes sharp and active as those of a ferret, and a tongue that moved with twice the ordinary amount of lingual rapidity. The doctors remarks seemed to be particularly humorous, if one might judge from the peals of laughter with which they were received by the accountant, who stood with his back to the stove in such a position that, while it warmed him from his heels to his waist, he enjoyed the additional benefit of the pipe or chimney, which rose upwards, parallel with his spine, and, taking a sudden bend near the roof, passed over his head  thus producing a genial and equable warmth from top to toe.

Yes, said the doctor, I left him hotly following up a rabbit-track, in the firm belief that it was that of a silver fox.

And did you not undeceive the greenhorn? cried the accountant, with another shout of laughter.

Not I, replied the doctor. I merely recommended him to keep his eye on the sun, lest he should lose his way, and hastened home; for it just occurred to me that I had forgotten to visit Louis Blanc, who cut his foot with an axe yesterday, and whose wound required redressing, so I left the poor youth to learn from experience.

Pray, who did you leave to that delightful fate? asked Mr Wilson, issuing from his bedroom and approaching the stove.

Mr Wilson was a middle-aged, good-humoured, active man, who filled the onerous offices of superintendent of the men, trader of furs, seller of goods to the Indians, and general factotum.

Our friend Hamilton, answered the doctor, in reply to his question. I think he is, without exception, the most egregious nincompoop I ever saw. Just as I passed the long swamp on my way home, I met him crashing through the bushes in hot pursuit of a rabbit, the track of which he mistook for a fox. Poor fellow! he had been out since breakfast, and only shot a brace of ptarmigan, although they are as thick as bees and quite tame. But then, do you see, said he, in excuse, Im so very short-sighted! Would you believe it, Ive blown fifteen lumps of snow to atoms, in the belief that they were ptarmigan! and then he rushed off again.

No doubt, said Mr Wilson, smiling, the lad is very green, but hes a good fellow for all that.

Ill answer for that, said the accountant; I found him over at the mens houses this morning doing your work for you, doctor.

How so? inquired the disciple of Aesculapius.

Attending to your wounded man, Louis Blanc, to be sure; and he seemed to speak to him as wisely as if he had walked the hospitals, and regularly passed for an M.D.

Indeed! said the doctor, with a mischievous grin. Then I must pay him off for interfering with my patients.

Ah, doctor, youre too fond of practical jokes. You never let slip an opportunity of paying off your friends for something or other. Its a bad habit. Practical jokes are very bad things  shockingly bad, said Mr Wilson, as he put on his fur cap, and wound a thick shawl round his throat, preparatory to leaving the room.

As Mr Wilson gave utterance to this opinion, he passed Harry Somerville, who was still staring at the fire in deep mental abstraction, and, as he did so, gave his tilted chair a very slight push backwards with his finger  an action which caused Harry to toss up his legs, grasp convulsively with both hands at empty air, and fall with a loud noise and an angry yell to the ground, while his persecutor vanished from the scene.

O you outrageous villain! cried Harry, shaking his fist at the door, as he slowly gathered himself up: I might have expected that.

Quite so, said the doctor; you might. It was very neatly done, undoubtedly. Wilson deserves credit for the way in which it was executed.

He deserves to be executed for doing it at all, replied Harry, rubbing his elbow as he resumed his seat.

Any bark knocked off? inquired the accountant, as he took a piece of glowing charcoal from the stove wherewith to light his pipe. Try a whiff, Harry. Its good for such things. Bruises, sores, contusions, sprains, rheumatic affections of the back and loins, carbuncles, and earache  theres nothing that smoking wont cure; eh, doctor?

Certainly. If applied inwardly, theres nothing so good for digestion when one doesnt require tonics.  Try it, Harry; it will do you good, I assure you.

No, thank you, replied Harry; Ill leave that to you and the chimney. I dont wish to make a soot-bag of my mouth. But tell me, doctor, what do you mean to do with that lump of snow there?

Harry pointed to a mass of snow, of about two feet square, which lay on the floor beside the door. It had been placed there by the doctor some time previously.

Do with it? Have patience, my friend, and you shall see. It is a little surprise I have in store for Hamilton.

As he spoke, the door opened, and a short, square-built man rushed into the room, with a pistol in one hand and a bright little bullet in the other.

Hullo, skipper! cried Harry, whats the row?

All right, cried the skipper; here it is at last, solid as the fluke of an anchor. Toss me the powder-flask, Harry; look sharp, else itll melt.

A powder-flask was immediately produced, from which the skipper hastily charged the pistol, and rammed down the shining bullet.

Now then, said he, look out for squalls. Clear the decks there.

And rushing to the door, he flung it open, took a steady aim at something outside, and fired.

Is the man mad? said the accountant, as with a look of amazement he beheld the skipper spring through the doorway, and immediately return, bearing in his arms a large piece of fir plank.

Not quite mad yet, he said, in reply, but Ive sent a ball of quicksilver through an inch plank, and thats not a thing to be done every day  even here, although it is cold enough sometimes to freeze up ones very ideas.

Dear me, interrupted Harry Somerville, looking as if a new thought had struck him, that must be it! Ive no doubt that poor Hamiltons ideas are frozen, which accounts for the total absence of any indication of his possessing such things.

I observed, continued the skipper, not noticing the interruption, that the glass was down at 45 degrees below zero this morning, and put out a bullet-mould full of mercury, and you see the result. As he spoke he held up the perforated plank in triumph.

The skipper was a strange mixture of qualities. To a wild, offhand, sailor-like hilarity of disposition in hours of leisure, he united a grave, stern energy of character while employed in the performance of his duties. Duty was always paramount with him. A smile could scarcely be extracted from him while it was in the course of performance. But the instant his work was done a new spirit seemed to take possession of the man. Fun, mischief of any kind, no matter how childish, he entered into with the greatest delight and enthusiasm. Among other peculiarities, he had become deeply imbued with a thirst for scientific knowledge, ever since he had acquired, with infinite labour, the small modicum of science necessary to navigation; and his doings in pursuit of statistical information relative to the weather, and the phenomena of nature generally, were very peculiar, and in some cases outrageous. His transaction with the quicksilver was in consequence of an eager desire to see that metal frozen (an effect which takes place when the spirit-of-wine thermometer falls to 39 degrees below zero of Fahrenheit), and a wish to be able to boast of having actually fired a mercurial bullet through an inch plank. Having made a careful note of the fact, with all the relative circumstances attending it, in a very much blotted book, which he denominated his scientific log, the worthy skipper threw off his coat, drew a chair to the stove, and prepared to regale himself with a pipe. As he glanced slowly round the room while thus engaged, his eye fell on the mass of snow before alluded to. On being informed by the doctor for what it was intended, he laid down his pipe and rose hastily from his chair.

Youve not a moment to lose, said he. As I came in at the gate just now, I saw Hamilton coming down the river on the ice, and he must be almost arrived now.

Up with it then, cried the doctor, seizing the snow, and lifting it to the top of the door. Hand me those bits of stick, Harry; quick, man, stir your stumps.  Now then, skipper, fix them in so, while I hold this up.

The skipper lent willing and effective aid, so that in a few minutes the snow was placed in such a position that upon the opening of the door it must inevitably fall on the head of the first person who should enter the room.

So, said the skipper; thats rigged up in what I call a ship-shape fashion.

True, remarked the doctor, eyeing the arrangement with a look of approval; it will do, I think, admirably.

Dont you think, skipper, said Harry Somerville gravely, as he resumed his seat in front of the fire, that it would be worth while to make a careful and minute entry in your private log of the manner in which it was put up, to be afterwards followed by an account of its effect? You might write an essay on it now, and call it the extraordinary effects of a fall of snow in latitude so and so, eh? What think you of it?

The skipper vouchsafed no reply, but made a significant gesture with his fist, which caused Harry to put himself in a posture of defence.

At this moment footsteps were heard on the wooden platform in front of the building.

Instantly all became silence and expectation in the hall as the result of the practical joke was about to be realised. Just then another step was heard on the platform, and it became evident that two persons were approaching the door.

Hope itll be the right man, said the skipper, with a look savouring slightly of anxiety.

As he spoke the door opened, and a foot crossed the threshold; the next instant the miniature avalanche descended on the head and shoulders of a man, who reeled forward from the weight of the blow, and, covered from head to foot with snow, fell to the ground amid shouts of laughter.

With a convulsive stamp and shake, the prostrate figure sprang up and confronted the party. Had the cast-iron stove suddenly burst into atoms and blown the roof off the house, it could scarcely have created greater consternation than that which filled the merry jesters when they beheld the visage of Mr Rogan, the superintendent of the fort, red with passion and fringed with snow.

So, said he, stamping violently with his foot, partly from anger, and partly with the view of shaking off the unexpected covering, which stuck all over his dress in little patches, producing a somewhat piebald effect, so you are pleased to jest, gentlemen. Pray, who placed that piece of snow over the door? Mr Rogan glared fiercely round upon the culprits, who stood speechless before him.

For a moment he stood silent, as if uncertain how to act; then turning short on his heel, he strode quickly out of the room, nearly overturning Mr Hamilton, who at the same instant entered it, carrying his gun and snow-shoes under his arm.

Dear me, what has happened? he exclaimed, in a peculiarly gentle tone of voice, at the same time regarding the snow and the horror-stricken circle with a look of intense surprise.

You see what has happened, replied Harry Somerville, who was the first to recover his composure; I presume you intended to ask, What has caused it to happen? Perhaps the skipper will explain; its beyond me, quite.

Thus appealed to, that worthy cleared his throat, and said:  

Why, you see, Mr Hamilton, a great phenomenon of meteorology has happened. We were all standing, you must know, at the open door, taking a squint at the weather, when our attention was attracted by a curious object that appeared in the sky, and seemed to be coming down at the rate of ten knots an hour, right end-on for the house. I had just time to cry, Clear out, lads, when it came slap in through the doorway, and smashed to shivers there, where you see the fragments. In fact, its a wonderful aerolite, and Mr Rogan has just gone out with a lot of the bits in his pocket, to make a careful examination of them, and draw up a report for the Geological Society in London. I shouldnt wonder if he were to send off an express to-night; and maybe you will have to convey the news to headquarters, so youd better go and see him about it soon.

Soft although Mr Hamilton was supposed to be, he was not quite prepared to give credit to this explanation; but being of a peaceful disposition, and altogether unaccustomed to retort, he merely smiled his disbelief, as he proceeded to lay aside his fowling-piece, and divest himself of the voluminous out-of-door trappings with which he was clad. Mr Hamilton was a tall, slender youth, of about nineteen. He had come out by the ship in autumn, and was spending his first winter at York Fort. Up to the period of his entering the Hudsons Bay Companys service, he had never been more than twenty miles from home, and having mingled little with the world, was somewhat unsophisticated, besides being by nature gentle and unassuming.

Soon after this the man who acted as cook, waiter, and butler to the mess, entered, and said that Mr Rogan desired to see the accountant immediately.

Who am I to say did it? inquired that gentleman, as he rose to obey the summons.

Wouldnt it be a disinterested piece of kindness if you were to say it was yourself? suggested the doctor.

Perhaps it would, but I wont, replied the accountant, as he made his exit.

In about half an hour Mr Rogan and the accountant re-entered the apartment. The former had quite regained his composure. He was naturally amiable; which happy disposition was indicated by a habitually cheerful look and smile.

Now, gentlemen, said he, I find that this practical joke was not intended for me, and therefore look upon it as an unlucky accident; but I cannot too strongly express my dislike to practical jokes of all kinds. I have seen great evil, and some bloodshed, result from practical jokes; and I think that, being a sufferer in consequence of your fondness for them, I have a right to beg that you will abstain from such doings in future  at least from such jokes as involve risk to those who do not choose to enter into them.

Having given vent to this speech, Mr Rogan left his volatile friends to digest it at their leisure.

Serves us right, said the skipper, pacing up and down the room in a repentant frame of mind, with his thumbs hooked into the arm-holes of his vest.

The doctor said nothing, but breathed hard and smoked vigorously.

While we admit most thoroughly with Mr Rogan that practical jokes are exceedingly bad, and productive frequently of far more evil than fun, we feel it our duty, as a faithful delineator of manners, customs, and character in these regions, to urge in palliation of the offence committed by the young gentlemen at York Fort, that they had really about as few amusements and sources of excitement as fall to the lot of any class of men. They were entirely dependent on their own unaided exertions, during eight or nine months of the year, for amusement or recreation of any kind. Their books were few in number, and soon read through. The desolate wilderness around afforded no incidents to form subjects of conversation further than the events of a days shooting, which, being nearly similar every day, soon lost all interest. No newspapers came to tell of the doings of the busy world from which they were shut out, and nothing occurred to vary the dull routine of their life; so that it is not matter for wonder that they were driven to seek for relaxation and excitement occasionally in most outrageous and unnatural ways, and to indulge now and then in the perpetration of a practical joke.

For some time after the rebuke administered by Mr Rogan, silence reigned in Bachelors Hall, as the clerks house was termed. But at length symptoms of ennui began to be displayed. The doctor yawned, and lay down on his bed to enjoy an American newspaper about twelve months old. Harry Somerville sat down to re-read a volume of Franklins travels in the polar regions, which he had perused twice already. Mr Hamilton busied himself in cleaning his fowling-piece; while the skipper conversed with Mr Wilson, who was engaged in his room in adjusting an ivory head to a walking-stick. Mr Wilson was a jack-of-all-trades, who could make shift, one way or other, to do anything. The accountant paced the uncarpeted floor in deep contemplation.

At length he paused, and looked at Harry Somerville for some time.

What say you to a walk through the woods to North River, Harry?

Ready, cried Harry, tossing down the book with a look of contempt ready for anything.

Will you come, Hamilton? added the accountant. Hamilton looked up in surprise.

You dont mean, surely, to take so long a walk in the dark, do you? It is snowing, too, very heavily, and I think you said that North River was five miles off, did you not?

Of course I mean to walk in the dark, replied the accountant, unless you can extemporise an artificial light for the occasion, or prevail on the moon to come out for my special benefit. As to snowing, and a short tramp of five miles, why, the sooner you get to think of such things as trifles the better, if you hope to be fit for anything in this country.

I dont think much of them, replied Hamilton, softly, and with a slight smile; I only meant that such a walk was not very attractive so late in the evening.

Attractive! shouted Harry Somerville from his bedroom, where he was equipping himself for the walk; what can be more attractive than a sharp run of ten miles through the woods on a cool night to visit your traps, with the prospect of a silver fox or a wolf at the end of it, and an extra sound sleep as the result? Come, man, dont be soft; get ready, and go along with us.

Besides, added the accountant, I dont mean to come back to-night. To-morrow, you know, is a holiday, so we can camp out in the snow after visiting the traps, have our supper, and start early in the morning to search for ptarmigan.

Well, I will go, said Hamilton, after this account of the pleasures that were to be expected; I am exceedingly anxious to learn to shoot birds on the wing.

Bless me! have you not learned that yet? asked the doctor, in affected surprise, as he sauntered out of his bedroom to relight his pipe.

The various bedrooms in the clerks house were ranged round the hall, having doors that opened directly into it, so that conversation carried on in a loud voice was heard in all the rooms at once, and was not unfrequently sustained in elevated tones from different apartments, when the occupants were lounging, as they often did of an evening, in their beds.

No, said Hamilton, in reply to the doctors question, I have not learned yet, although there were a great many grouse in the part of Scotland where I was brought up. But my aunt, with whom I lived, was so fearful of my shooting either myself or some one else, and had such an aversion to firearms, that I determined to make her mind easy, by promising that I would never use them so long as I remained under her roof.

Quite right; very dutiful and proper, said the doctor, with a grave, patronising air.

Perhaps youll fall in with more fox tracks of the same sort as the one you gave chase to this morning, shouted the skipper, from Wilsons room.

Oh! theres hundreds of them out there, said the accountant; so lets off at once.

The trio now proceeded to equip themselves for the walk. Their costumes were peculiar, and merit description. As they were similar in the chief points, it will suffice to describe that of our friend Harry.

On his head he wore a fur cap made of otter-skin, with a flap on each side to cover the ears, the frost being so intense in these climates that without some such protection they would inevitably freeze and fall off.

As the nose is constantly in use for the purposes of respiration, it is always left uncovered to fight with the cold as it best can; but it is a hard battle, and there is no doubt that, if it were possible, a nasal covering would be extremely pleasant. Indeed, several desperate efforts have been made to construct some sort of nose-bag, but hitherto without success, owing to the uncomfortable fact that the breath issuing from that organ immediately freezes, and converts the covering into a bag of snow or ice, which is not agreeable. Round his neck Harry wound a thick shawl of such portentous dimensions that it entirely enveloped the neck and lower part of the face; thus the entire head was, as it were, eclipsed  the eyes, the nose, and the cheek-bones alone being visible. He then threw on a coat made of deer-skin, so prepared that it bore a slight resemblance to excessively coarse chamois leather. It was somewhat in the form of a long, wide sur-tout, overlapping very much in front, and confined closely to the figure by means of a scarlet worsted belt instead of buttons, and was ornamented round the foot by a number of cuts, which produced a fringe of little tails. Being lined with thick flannel, this portion of attire was rather heavy, but extremely necessary. A pair of blue cloth leggings having a loose flap on the outside, were next drawn over the trousers, as an additional protection to the knees. The feet, besides being portions of the body that are peculiarly susceptible of cold, had further to contend against the chafing of the lines which attach them to the snow-shoes, so that special care in their preparation for duty was necessary. First were put on a pair of blanketing or duffel socks, which were merely oblong in form, without sewing or making-up of any kind. These were wrapped round the feet, which were next thrust into a pair of made-up socks, of the same material, having ankle-pieces; above these were put another pair, without flaps for the ankles. Over all was drawn a pair of moccasins made of stout deer-skin, similar to that of the coat. Of course, the elegance of Harrys feet was entirely destroyed, and had he been met in this guise by any of his friends in the old country, they would infallibly have come to the conclusion that he was afflicted with gout. Over his shoulders he slung a powder-horn and shot-pouch, the latter tastefully embroidered with dyed quill-work. A pair of deerskin mittens, having a little bag for the thumb and a large bag for the fingers, completed his costume.

While the three were making ready, with a running accompaniment of grunts and groans at refractory pieces of apparel, the night without became darker, and the snow fell thicker, so that when they issued suddenly out of their warm abode, and emerged into the sharp, frosty air, which blew the snow-drift into their eyes, they felt a momentary desire to give up the project and return to their comfortable quarters.

What a dismal-looking night it is! said the accountant, as he led the way along the wooden platform towards the gate of the fort.

Very! replied Hamilton, with an involuntary shudder.

Keep up your heart, said Harry, in a cheerful voice; youve no notion how your mind will change on that point when you have walked a mile or so and got into a comfortable heat. I must confess, however, that a little moonshine would be an improvement, he added, on stumbling, for the third time, off the platform into the deep snow.

It is full moon just now, said the accountant, and I think the clouds look as if they would break soon. At any rate, Ive been at North River so often that I believe I could walk out there blindfold.

As he spoke they passed the gate, and diverging to the right, proceeded, as well as the imperfect light permitted, along the footpath that led to the forest.




Chapter Eighteen.

The walk continued  Frozen toes  An encampment in the snow.

After quitting York Fort, the three friends followed the track leading to the spot where the winters firewood was cut. Snow was still falling thickly, and it was with some difficulty that the accountant kept in the right direction. The night was excessively dark, while the dense fir forest, through which the narrow road ran, rendered the gloom, if possible, more intense.

When they had proceeded about a mile, their leader suddenly came to a stand.

We must quit the track now, said he; so get on your snow-shoes as fast as you can.

Hitherto they had carried their snow-shoes under their arms, as the beaten track along which they travelled rendered them unnecessary; but now, having to leave the path and pursue the remainder of their journey through deep snow, they availed themselves of those useful machines by means of which the inhabitants of this part of North America are enabled to journey over many miles of trackless wilderness, with nearly as much ease as a sportsman can traverse the moors in autumn, and that over snow so deep that one hours walk through it without such aids would completely exhaust the stoutest trapper, and advance him only a mile or so on his journey. In other words, to walk without snow-shoes would be utterly impossible, while to walk with them is easy and agreeable. They are not used, after the manner of skates, with a sliding, but a stepping action, and their sole use is to support the wearer on the top of snow, into which without them he would sink up to the waist. When we say that they support the wearer on the top of the snow, of course we do not mean that they literally do not break the surface at all. But the depth to which they sink is comparatively trifling, and varies according to the state of the snow and the season of the year. In the woods they sink frequently about six inches, sometimes more, sometimes less; while on frozen rivers, where the snow is packed solid by the action of the wind, they sink only two or three inches, and sometimes so little as to render it preferable to walk without them altogether. Snow-shoes are made of a light, strong framework of wood, varying from three to six feet long by eighteen and twenty inches broad, tapering to a point before and behind, and turning up in front. Different tribes of Indians modify the form a little, but in all essential points they are the same. The framework is filled up with a netting of deer-skin threads, which unites lightness with great strength, and permits any snow that may chance to fall upon the netting to pass through it like a sieve.

On the present occasion, the snow, having recently fallen, was soft, and the walking, consequently, what is called heavy.

Come on, shouted the accountant, as he came to a stand for the third time within half an hour, to await the coming up of poor Hamilton, who, being rather awkward in snow-shoe walking even in daylight, found it nearly impossible in the dark.

Wait a little, please, replied a faint voice in the distance; Ive got among a quantity of willows, and find it very difficult to get on. Ive been down twice al

The sudden cessation of the voice, and a loud crash as of breaking branches, proved too clearly that our friend had accomplished his third fall.

There he goes again, exclaimed Harry Somerville, who came up at the moment. Ive helped him up once already. Well never get to North River at this rate. What is to be done?

Lets see what has become of him this time, however, said the accountant, as he began to retrace his steps. If I mistake not, he made rather a heavy plunge that time, judging from the sound.

At that moment the clouds overhead broke, and a moonbeam shot down into the forest, throwing a pale light over the cold scene. A few steps brought Harry and the accountant to the spot whence the sound had proceeded, and a loud, startling laugh rang through the night air, as the latter suddenly beheld poor Hamilton struggling, with his arms, head, and shoulders stuck into the snow, his snow-shoes twisted and sticking with the heels up and awry, in a sort of rampant confusion, and his gun buried to the locks beside him. Regaining ones perpendicular after a fall in deep snow, when the feet are encumbered by a pair of long snow-shoes, is by no means an easy thing to accomplish, in consequence of the impossibility of getting hold of anything solid on which to rest the hands. The depth is so great that the outstretched arms cannot find bottom, and every successive struggle only sinks the unhappy victim deeper down. Should no assistance be near, he will soon beat the snow to a solidity that will enable him to rise, but not in a very enviable or comfortable condition.

Give me a hand, Harry, gasped Hamilton, as he managed to twist his head upwards for a moment.

Here you are, cried Harry, holding out his hand and endeavouring to suppress his desire to laugh; up with you, and in another moment the poor youth was upon his legs, with every fold and crevice about his person stuffed to repletion with snow.

Come, cheer up, cried the accountant, giving the youth a slap on the back; theres nothing like experience  the proverb says that it even teaches fools, so you need not despair.

Hamilton smiled as he endeavoured to shake off some of his white coating.

Well be all right immediately, added Harry; I see that the country ahead is more open, so the walking will be easier.

Oh, I wish that I had not come! said Hamilton, sorrowfully, because I am only detaining you. But perhaps I shall do better as we get on. At any rate I cannot go back now, as I could never find the way.

Go back! of course not, said the accountant; in a short time we shall get into the old woodcutters track of last year, and although its not beaten at all, yet it is pretty level and open, so that we shall get on famously.

Go on then, sighed Hamilton.

Drive ahead, laughed Harry; and without further delay they resumed their march, which was soon rendered more cheerful as the clouds rolled away, the snow ceased to fall, and the bright, full moon poured its rays down upon their path.

For a long time they proceeded in silence, the muffled sound of the snow, as it sank beneath their regular footsteps, being the only interruption to the universal stillness around. There is something very solemnising in a scene such as we are now describing  the calm tranquillity of the arctic night, the pure whiteness of the snowy carpet, which rendered the dark firs inky black by contrast; the clear, cold, starry sky, that glimmered behind the dark clouds, whose heavy masses, now rolling across the moon, partially obscured the landscape, and anon, passing slowly away, let a flood of light down upon the forest, which, penetrating between the thick branches, scattered the surface of the snow as it were with flakes of silver. Sleep has often been applied as a simile to nature in repose, but in this case death seemed more appropriate. So silent, so cold, so still was the scene, that it filled the mind with an indefinable feeling of dread, as if there was some mysterious danger near. Once or twice during their walk the three travellers paused to rest, but they spoke little, and in subdued voices, as if they feared to break the silence of the night.

It is strange, said Harry, in a low tone, as he walked beside Hamilton, that such a scene as this always makes me think more than usual of home.

And yet it is natural, replied the other, because it reminds us more forcibly than any other that we are in a foreign land  in the lonely wilderness  far away from home.

Both Harry and Hamilton had been trained in families where the Almighty was feared and loved, and where their minds had been early led to reflect upon the Creator when regarding the works of His hand: their thoughts, therefore, naturally reverted to another home, compared with which this world is indeed a cold, lonely wilderness; but on such subjects they feared to converse, partly from a dread of the ridicule of reckless companions, partly from ignorance of each others feelings on religious matters, and although their minds were busy their tongues were silent.

The ground over which the greater part of their path lay was a swamp, which, being now frozen, was a beautiful white plain, so that their advance was more rapid, until they approached the belt of woodland that skirts North River. Here they again encountered the heavy snow, which had been such a source of difficulty to Hamilton at setting out. He had profited by his former experience, however, and by the exercise of an excessive degree of caution managed to scramble through the woods tolerably well, emerging at last, along with his companions, on the bleak margin of what appeared to be the frozen sea.

North River, at this place, is several miles broad, and the opposite shore is so low that the snow causes it to appear but a slight undulation of the frozen bed of the river. Indeed, it would not be distinguishable at all, were it not for the willow bushes and dwarf pines, whose tops, rising above the white garb of winter, indicate that terra firma lies below.

What a cold, desolate-looking place! said Hamilton, as the party stood still to recover breath before taking their way over the plain to the spot where the accountants traps were set. It looks much more like the frozen sea than a river.

It can scarcely be called a river at this place, remarked the accountant, seeing that the water hereabouts is brackish, and the tides ebb and flow a good way up. In fact, this is the extreme mouth of North River; and if you turn your eyes a little to the right, towards yonder ice-hummock in the plain, you behold the frozen sea itself.

Where are your traps set? inquired Harry.

Down in the hollow, behind yon point covered with brushwood.

Oh, we shall soon get to them, then; come along, cried Harry.

Harry was mistaken, however. He had not yet learned by experience the extreme difficulty of judging of distance in the uncertain light of night  a difficulty that was increased by his ignorance of the locality, and by the gleams of moonshine that shot through the driving clouds, and threw confused, fantastic shadows over the plain. The point which he had at first supposed was covered with low bushes, and about a hundred yards off, proved to be clad in reality with large bushes and small trees, and lay at a distance of two miles.

I think you have been mistaken in supposing the point so near, Harry, said Hamilton, as he trudged on beside his friend.

A fact evident to the naked eye, replied Harry. How do your feet stand it, eh? Beginning to lose bark yet?

Hamilton did not feel quite sure. I think, said he, softly, that there is a blister under the big toe of my left foot. It feels very painful.

If you feel at all uncertain about it, you may rest assured that there is a blister. These things dont give much pain at first. Im sorry to tell you, my dear fellow, that youll be painfully aware of the fact to-morrow. However, dont distress yourself; its a part of the experience that every one goes through in this country. Besides, said Harry, smiling, we can send to the fort for medical advice.

Dont bother the poor fellow, and hold your tongue, Harry, said the accountant, who now began to tread more cautiously as he approached the place where the traps were set.

How many traps have you? inquired Harry, in a low tone.

Three, replied the accountant.

Do you know I have a very strange feeling about my heels  or rather a want of feeling, said Hamilton, smiling dubiously.

A want of feeling! what do you mean? cried the accountant, stopping suddenly and confronting his young friend.

Oh, I daresay its nothing, he exclaimed, looking as if ashamed of having spoken of it; only I feel exactly as if both my heels were cut off, and I were walking on tiptoe!

Say you so? then right about wheel. Your heels are frozen, man, and youll lose them if you dont look sharp.

Frozen! cried Hamilton, with a look of incredulity.

Ay, frozen; and its lucky you told me. Ive a place up in the woods here, which I call my winter camp, where we can get you put to rights. But step out; the longer we are about it the worse for you.

Harry Somerville was at first disposed to think that the accountant jested, but seeing that he turned his back towards his traps, and made for the nearest point of the thick woods with a stride that betokened thorough sincerity, he became anxious too, and followed as fast as possible.

The place to which the accountant led his young friends was a group of fir trees which grew on a little knoll, that rose a few feet above the surrounding level country. At the foot of this hillock a small rivulet or burn ran in summer, but the only evidence of its presence now was the absence of willow bushes all along its covered narrow bed. A level tract was thus formed by nature, free from all underwood, and running inland about the distance of a mile, where it was lost in the swamp whence the stream issued. The wooded knoll or hillock lay at the mouth of this brook, and being the only elevated spot in the neighbourhood, besides having the largest trees growing on it, had been selected by the accountant as a convenient place for camping out on, when he visited his traps in winter, and happened to be either too late or disinclined to return home. Moreover, the spreading fir branches afforded an excellent shelter alike from wind and snow in the centre of the clump, while from the margin was obtained a partial view of the river and the sea beyond. Indeed, from this look-out there was a very fine prospect on clear winter nights of the white landscape, enlivened occasionally by groups of arctic foxes, which might be seen scampering about in sport, and gambolling among the hummocks of ice like young kittens.

Now we shall turn up here, said the accountant, as he walked a short way up the brook before mentioned, and halted in front of what appeared to be an impenetrable mass of bushes.

We shall have to cut our way, then, said Harry, looking to the right and left, in the vain hope of discovering a place where, the bushes being less dense, they might effect an entrance into the knoll or grove.

Not so. I have taken care to make a passage into my winter camp, although it was only a whim, after all, to make a concealed entrance, seeing that no one ever passes this way except wolves and foxes, whose noses render the use of their eyes in most cases unnecessary.

So saying, the accountant turned aside a thick branch, and disclosed a narrow track, into which he entered, followed by his two companions.

A few minutes brought them to the centre of the knoll. Here they found a clear space of about twenty feet in diameter, around which the trees circled so thickly that in daylight nothing could be seen but tree-stems as far as the eye could penetrate, while overhead the broad, flat branches of the firs, with their evergreen verdure, spread out and interlaced so thickly that very little light penetrated into the space below. Of course at night, even in moonlight, the place was pitch dark. Into this retreat the accountant led his companions, and bidding them stand still for a minute lest they should tumble into the fireplace, he proceeded to strike a light.

Those who have never travelled in the wild parts of this world can form but a faint conception of the extraordinary and sudden change that is produced, not only in the scene, but in the mind of the beholder, when a blazing fire is lighted in a dark night. Before the fire is kindled, and you stand, perhaps (as Harry and his friend did on the present occasion) shivering in the cold, the heart sinks, and sad, gloomy thoughts arise, while your eye endeavours to pierce the thick darkness, which, if it succeed in doing so, only adds to the effect by disclosing the pallid snow, the cold, chilling beams of the moon, the white vistas of savage scenery, the awe-inspiring solitudes that tell of your isolated condition, or stir up sad memories of other and far-distant scenes. But the moment the first spark of fire sends a fitful gleam of light upwards, these thoughts and feelings take wing and vanish. The indistinct scenery is rendered utterly invisible by the red light, which attracts and rivets the eye as if by a species of fascination. The deep shadows of the woods immediately around you grow deeper and blacker as the flames leap and sparkle upwards, causing the stems of the surrounding trees, and the foliage of the overhanging branches, to stand out in bold relief, bathed in a ruddy glow, which converts the forest chamber into a snug, home-like place, and fills the mind with agreeable, home-like feelings and meditations. It seems as if the spirit, in the one case, were set loose and etherealised to enable it to spread itself over the plains of cold, cheerless, illimitable space, and left to dwell upon objects too wide to grasp, too indistinct to comprehend; while, in the other, it is recalled and concentrated upon matters circumscribed and congenial, things of which it has long been cognisant, and which it can appreciate and enjoy without the effort of a thought.

Some such thoughts and feelings passed rapidly through the minds of Harry and Hamilton while the accountant struck a light and kindled a roaring fire of logs, which he had cut and arranged there on a previous occasion. In the middle of the space thus brilliantly illuminated, the snow had been cleared away till the moss was uncovered, thus leaving a hole of about ten feet in diameter. As the snow was quite four feet deep, the hole was surrounded with a pure white wall, whose height was further increased by the masses thrown out in the process of digging to nearly six feet. At one end of this space was the large fire which had just been kindled, and which, owing to the intense cold, only melted a very little of the snow in its immediate neighbourhood. At the other end lay a mass of flat pine branches, which were piled up so thickly as to form a pleasant elastic couch, the upper end being slightly raised so as to form a kind of bolster, while the lower extended almost into the fire. Indeed, the branches at the extremity were burnt quite brown, and some of them charred. Beside the bolster lay a small wooden box, a round tin kettle, an iron tea-kettle, two tin mugs, a hatchet, and a large bundle tied up in a green blanket. There were thus, as it were, two apartments, one within the other  namely, the outer one, whose walls were formed of tree-stems and thick darkness, and the ceiling of green boughs; and then the inner one, with walls of snow, that sparkled in the firelight as if set with precious stones, and a carpet of evergreen branches.

Within this latter our three friends were soon actively employed. Poor Hamiltons moccasins were speedily removed, and his friends, going down on their knees, began to rub his feet with a degree of energy that induced him to beg for mercy.

Mercy! exclaimed the accountant, without pausing for an instant; faith, its little mercy there would be in stopping just now.  Rub away, Harry. Dont give in. Theyre coming right at last.

After a very severe rubbing, the heels began to show symptoms of returning vitality. They were then wrapped up in the folds of a thick blanket, and held sufficiently near to the fire to prevent any chance of the frost getting at them again.

Now, my boy, said the accountant, as he sat down to enjoy a pipe and rest himself on a blanket, which, along with the one wrapped round Hamiltons feet, had been extracted from the green bundle before mentioned now, my boy, youll have to enjoy yourself here as you best can for an hour or two, while Harry and I visit the traps. Would you like supper before we go, or shall we have it on our return?

Oh, Ill wait for it, by all means, till you return. I dont feel a bit hungry just now, and it will be much more cheerful to have it after all your work is over. Besides, I feel my feet too painful to enjoy it just now.

My poor fellow, said Harry, whose heart smote him for having been disposed at first to treat the thing lightly, Im really sorry for you. Would you not like me to stay with you?

By no means, replied Hamilton quickly. You can do nothing more for me, Harry; and I should be very sorry if you missed seeing the traps.

Oh, never mind the traps. Ive seen traps, and set them too, fifty times before now. Ill stop with you, old boy, I will, said Harry doggedly, while he made arrangements to settle down for the evening.

Well, if you wont go, I will, said Hamilton coolly, as he unwound the blanket from his feet and began to pull on his socks.

Bravo, my lad! exclaimed the accountant, patting him approvingly on the back; I didnt think you had half so much pluck in you. But it wont do, old fellow. Youre in my castle just now, and must obey orders. You couldnt walk half a mile for your life; so just be pleased to pull off your socks again. Besides, I want Harry to help me to carry up my foxes, if there are any;  so get ready, sirrah!

Ay, ay, captain, cried Harry with a laugh, while he sprang up and put on his snow-shoes.

You neednt bring your gun, said the accountant, shaking the ashes from his pipe as he prepared to depart, but you may as well shove that axe into your belt; you may want it  Now, mind, dont roast your feet, he added, turning to Hamilton.

Adieu! cried Harry, with a nod and a smile, as he turned to go. Take care the bears dont find you out.

No fear. Good-bye, Harry, replied Hamilton, as his two friends disappeared in the wood and left him to his solitary meditations.




Chapter Nineteen.

Shows how the accountant and Harry set their traps and what came of it.

The moon was still up, and the sky less overcast, when our amateur trappers quitted the encampment, and descending to the mouth of the little brook, took their way over North River in the direction of the accountants traps. Being somewhat fatigued both in mind and body by the unusual exertions of the night, neither of them spoke for some time, but continued to walk in silence, contemplatively gazing at their long shadows.

Did you ever trap a fox, Harry? said the accountant at length.

Yes; I used to set traps at Red River. But the foxes there are not numerous, and are so closely watched by the dogs that they have become suspicious. I caught but few.

Then you know how to set a trap?

Oh yes; Ive set both steel and snow traps often. Youve heard of old Labonté, who used to carry one of the winter packets from Red River until within a few years back?

Yes, Ive heard of him; his name is in my ledger  at least if you mean Pierre Labonté, who came down last fall with the brigade.

The same. Well, he was a great friend of mine. His little cabin lay about two miles from Fort Garry, and after work was over in the office I used to go down to sit and chat with him by the fire; and many a time I have sat up half the night listening to him as he recounted his adventures. The old man never tired of relating them, and of smoking twist tobacco. Among other things, he set my mind upon trapping, by giving me an account of an expedition he made, when quite a youth, to the Rocky Mountains; so I got him to go into the woods and teach me how to set traps and snares, and I flatter myself he found me an apt pupil.

Humph! ejaculated the accountant; I have no doubt you do flatter yourself. But here we are. The traps are just beyond that mound; so look out, and dont stick your feet into them.

Hist! exclaimed Harry, laying his hand suddenly on his companions arm. Do you see that? pointing towards the place where the traps were said to be.

You have sharp eyes, younker. I do see it, now that you point it out. Its a fox, and caught, too, as Im a scrivener.

Youre in luck to-night, exclaimed Harry eagerly. Its a silver fox. I see the white tip on its tail.

Nonsense, cried the accountant, hastening forward; but well soon settle the point.

Harry proved to be right. On reaching the spot they found a beautiful black fox, caught by the fore leg in a steel trap, and gazing at them with a look of terror.

The skin of the silver fox  so called from a slight sprinkling of pure white hairs covering its otherwise jet-black body  is the most valuable fur obtained by the fur-traders, and fetches an enormous price in the British market, so much as thirty pounds sterling being frequently obtained for a single skin. The foxes vary in colour from jet black, which is the most valuable, to a light silvery hue, and are hailed as great prizes by the Indians and trappers when they are so fortunate as to catch them. They are not numerous, however, and being exceedingly wary and suspicious, are difficult to catch. It may be supposed, therefore, that our friend the accountant ran to secure his prize with some eagerness.

Now, then, my beauty, dont shrink, he said, as the poor fox backed at his approach as far as the chain, which fastened the trap to a log of wood, would permit, and then, standing at bay, showed a formidable row of teeth. That grin was its last; another moment, and the handle of the accountants axe stretched it lifeless on the snow.

Isnt it a beauty! cried he, surveying the animal with a look of triumphant pleasure; and then feeling as if he had compromised his dignity a little by betraying so much glee, he added, But come now, Harry; we must see to the other traps. Its getting late.

The others were soon visited; but no more foxes were caught. However, the accountant set them both off to see that all was right; and then re-adjusting one himself, told Harry to set the other, in order to clear himself of the charge of boasting.

Harry, nothing loath, went down on his knees to do so.

The steel trap used for catching foxes is of exactly the same form as the ordinary rat-trap, with this difference, that it has two springs instead of one, is considerably larger, and has no teeth, as these latter would only tend to spoil the skin. Owing to the strength of the springs, a pretty strong effort is required to set the trap, and clumsy fellows frequently catch the tails of their coats or the ends of their belts, and not unfrequently the ends of their fingers, in their awkward attempts. Having set it without any of the above untoward accidents occurring, Harry placed it gently on a hole which he had previously scraped  placing it in such a manner that the jaws and plate, or trigger, were a hairbreadth below the level of the snow. After this he spread over it a very thin sheet of paper, observing as he did so that hay or grass was preferable; but as there was none at hand, paper would do. Over this he sprinkled snow very lightly, until every vestige of the trap was concealed from view, and the whole was made quite level with the surrounding plain, so that even the accountant himself, after he had once removed his eyes from it, could not tell where it lay. Some chips of a frozen ptarmigan were then scattered around the spot, and a piece of wood left to mark its whereabouts. The bait is always scattered round and not on the trap, as the fox, in running from one piece to another, is almost certain to set his foot on it, and so get caught by the leg; whereas, were the bait placed upon the trap, the fox would be apt to get caught, while in the act of eating, by the snout, which, being wedge-like in form, is easily dragged out of its gripe.

Now, then, what say you to going farther out on the river, and making a snow trap for white foxes? said the accountant. We shall still have time to do so before the moon sets.

Agreed, cried Harry. Come along.

Without further parley they left the spot and stretched out towards the sea.

The snow on the river was quite hard on its surface, so that snow-shoes being unnecessary, they carried them over their shoulders, and advanced much more rapidly. It is true that their road was a good deal broken, and jagged pieces of ice protruded their sharp corners so as to render a little attention necessary in walking; but one or two severe bumps on their toes made our friends sensitively alive to these minor dangers of the way.

There goes a pack of them! exclaimed Harry, as a troop of white foxes scampered past, gambolling as they went, and coming suddenly to a halt at a short distance, wheeled about and sat down on their haunches, apparently resolved to have a good look at the strangers who dared to venture into their wild domain.

Oh, they are the most stupid brutes alive, said the accountant, as he regarded the pack with a look of contempt. Ive seen one of them sit down and look at me while I set a trap right before his eyes; and I had not got a hundred yards from the spot when a yell informed me that the gentlemans curiosity had led him to put his foot right into it.

Indeed! exclaimed Harry. I had no idea that they were so tame. Certainly no other kind of fox would do that.

No, thats certain. But these fellows have done it to me again and again. I shouldnt wonder if we got one to-night in the very same way. Im sure, by the look of these rascals, that they would do anything of a reckless, stupid nature just now.

Had we not better make our trap here, then? There is a point, not fifty yards off, with trees on it large enough for our purpose.

Yes; it will do very well here. Now, then, to work. Go to the wood, Harry, and fetch a log or two, while I cut out the slabs. So saying, the accountant drew the axe which he always carried in his belt; and while Harry entered the wood and began to hew off the branch of a tree, he proceeded, as he had said, to cut out the slabs. With the point of his knife he first of all marked out an oblong in the snow, then cut down three or four inches with the axe, and putting the handle under the cut, after the manner of a lever, detached a thick, solid slab of about three inches thick, which, although not so hard as ice, was quite hard enough for the purpose for which it was intended. He then cut two similar slabs and a smaller one, the same in thickness and breadth, but only half the length. Having accomplished this, he raised himself to rest a little, and observed that Harry approached, staggering under a load of wood, and that the foxes were still sitting on their haunches, gazing at him with a look of deep interest.

If I only had my gun here! thought he. But not having it, he merely shook his fist at them, stooped down again, and resumed his work. With Harrys assistance the slabs were placed in such a way as to form a sort of box or house, having one end of it open. This was further plastered with soft snow at the joinings, and banked up in such a way that no animal could break into it easily  at least such an attempt would be so difficult as to make an entrance into the interior by the open side much more probable. When this was finished, they took the logs that Harry had cut and carried with so much difficulty from the wood, and began to lop off the smaller branches and twigs. One large log was placed across the opening of the trap, while the others were piled on one end of it so as to press it down with their weight. Three small pieces of stick were now prepared  two of them being about half a foot long, and the other about a foot. On the long piece of stick the breast of a ptarmigan was fixed as a bait, and two notches cut, the one at the end of it, the other about four or five inches further down. All was now ready to set the trap.

Raise the log now while I place the trigger, said Harry, kneeling down in front of the door; while the accountant, as directed, lifted up the log on which the others lay so as to allow his companion to introduce the bait-stick, in such a manner as to support it, while the slightest pull on the bait would set the stick with the notches free, and thus permit the log to fall on the back of the fox, whose effort to reach the bait would necessarily place him under it.

While Harry was thus engaged, the accountant stood up and looked towards the foxes. They had approached so near in their curiosity that he was induced to throw his axe frantically at the foremost of the pack. This set them galloping off, but they soon halted, and sat down as before.

What aggravating brutes they are, to be sure! said Harry, with a laugh, as his companion returned with the hatchet.

Humph! yes, but well be upsides with them yet. Come along into the wood, and I wager that in ten minutes we shall have one.

They immediately hurried towards the wood, but had not walked fifty paces when they were startled by a loud yell behind them.

Dear me! exclaimed the accountant, while he and Harry turned round with a start. It cannot surely be possible that they have gone in already. A loud howl followed the remark, and the whole pack fled over the plain like snow-drift, and disappeared.

Ah, thats a pity! something must have scared them to make them take wing like that. However, well get one to-morrow for certain; so come along, lad, let us make for the camp.

Not so fast, replied the other: if you hadnt pored over the big ledger till you were blind, you would see that there is one prisoner already.

This proved to be the case. On returning to the spot they found an arctic fox in his last gasp, lying flat on the snow, with the heavy log across his back, which seemed to be broken. A slight tap on the snout with the accountants deadly axe-handle completed his destruction.

Were in luck to-night, cried Harry, as he kneeled again to reset the trap. But, after all, these white brutes are worth very little; I fancy a hundred of their skins would not be worth the black one you got first.

Be quick, Harry; the moon is almost down, and poor Hamilton will think that the polar bears have got hold of us.

All right! Now, then, step out; and glancing once more at the trap to see that all was properly arranged, the two friends once more turned their faces homewards, and travelled over the snow with rapid strides.

The moon had just set, leaving the desolate scene in deep gloom, so that they could scarcely find their way to the forest; and when they did at last reach its shelter, the night became so intensely dark that they had almost to grope their way, and would certainly have lost it altogether were it not for the accountants thorough knowledge of the locality. To add to their discomfort, as they stumbled on snow began to fall, and ere long a pretty steady breeze of wind drove it sharply in their faces. However, this mattered but little, as they penetrated deeper in among the trees, which proved a complete shelter both from wind and snow. An hours march brought them to the mouth of the brook, although half that time would have been sufficient had it been daylight, and a few minutes later they had the satisfaction of hearing Hamiltons voice hailing them as they pushed aside the bushes and sprang into the cheerful light of their encampment.

Hurrah! shouted Harry, as he leaped into the space before the fire, and flung the two foxes at Hamiltons feet. What do you think of that, old fellow? How are the heels? Rather sore, eh? Now for the kettle. Polly, put the kettle on; well all have My eye! wheres the kettle, Hamilton? have you eaten it?

If you compose yourself a little, Harry, and look at the fire, youll see it boiling there.

Man, what a chap you are for making unnecessary speeches! Couldnt you tell me to look at the fire, without the preliminary piece of advice to compose myself! Besides, you talk nonsense, for Im composed already, of blood, bones, flesh, sinews, fat, and

Humbug! interrupted the accountant. Lend a hand to get supper, you young goose!

And so, continued Harry, not noticing the interruption, I cannot be expected, nor is it necessary, to compose myself over again. But to be serious, he added, it was very kind and considerate of you, Hammy, to put on the kettle, when your heels were in a manner uppermost.

Oh, it was nothing at all; my heels are much better, thank you, and it kept me from wearying.

Poor fellow! said the accountant, while he busied himself in preparing their evening meal, you must be quite ravenous by this time  at least I am, which is the same thing.

Supper was soon ready. It consisted of a large kettle of tea, a lump of pemmican, a handful of broken biscuit, and three ptarmigan,  all of which were produced from the small wooden box which the accountant was wont to call his camp-larder. The ptarmigan had been shot two weeks before, and carefully laid up for future use; the intense frost being a sufficient guarantee for their preservation for many months, had that been desired.

It would have done you good, reader (supposing you to be possessed of sympathetic feelings), to have witnessed those three nor-westers enjoying their supper in the snowy camp. The fire had been replenished with logs, till it roared and crackled again, as if it were endued with a vicious spirit, and wished to set the very snow in flames. The walls shone like alabaster studded with diamonds, while the green boughs overhead and the stems around were of a deep red colour in the light of the fierce blaze. The tea-kettle hissed, fumed, and boiled over into the fire. A mass of pemmican simmered in the lid in front of it. Three pannikins of tea reposed on the green branches, their refreshing contents sending up little clouds of steam, while the ptarmigan, now split up, skewered, and roasted, were being heartily devoured by our three hungry friends.

The pleasures that fall to the lot of man are transient. Doubtless they are numerous and oft recurring; still they are transient, and so  supper came to an end.

Now for a pipe, said the accountant, disposing his limbs at full length on a green blanket. O thou precious weed, what should we do without thee!

Smoke tea, to be sure, answered Harry.

Ah! true, it is possible to exist on a pipe of tea-leaves for a time, but only for a time. I tried it myself once, in desperation, when I ran short of tobacco on a journey, and found it execrable, but better than nothing.

Pity we cant join you in that, remarked Harry.

True; but perhaps since you cannot pipe, it might prove an agreeable diversification to dance.

Thank you, Id rather not, said Harry; and as for Hamilton, Im convinced that his mind is made up on the subject.  How go the heels now?

Thank you, pretty well, he replied, reclining his head on the pine branches, and extending his smitten members towards the fire. I think they will be quite well in the morning.

It is a curious thing, remarked the accountant, in a soliloquising tone, that soft fellows never smoke!

I beg your pardon, said Harry, Ive often seen hot loaves smoke, and theyre soft enough fellows, in all conscience!

Ah! sighed the accountant, that reminds me of poor Peterkin, who was so soft that he went by the name of Butter. Did you ever hear of what he did the summer before last with an Indians head?

No, never; what was it?

Ill tell you the story, replied the accountant, drawing a few vigorous whiffs of smoke, to prevent his pipe going out while he spoke.

As the story in question, however, depicts a new phase of society in the woods, it deserves a chapter to itself.




Chapter Twenty.

The accountants story.

Spring had passed away, and York Fort was filled with all the bustle and activity of summer. Brigades came pouring in upon us with furs from the interior, and as every boat brought a CT or a clerk, our mess-table began to overflow.

Youve not seen the summer mess-room filled yet, Hamilton. Thats a treat in store for you.

It was pretty full last autumn, I think, suggested Hamilton, at the time I arrived from England.

Full! why, man, it was getting to feel quite lonely at that time. Ive seen more than fifty sit down to table there, and it was worth going fifty miles to hear the row they kicked up  telling stories without end (and sometimes without foundation) about their wild doings in the interior, where every man-jack of them having spent at least eight months almost in perfect solitude, they hadnt had a chance of letting their tongues go till they came down here. But to proceed. When the ship came out in the fall, she brought a batch of new clerks, and among them was this miserable chap Peterkin, whom we soon nicknamed Butter. He was the softest fellow I ever knew (far worse than you, Hamilton), and he hadnt been here a week before the wild blades from the interior, who were bursting with fun and mischief, began to play off all kinds of practical jokes upon him. The very first day he sat down at the mess-table, our worthy governor (who, you are aware, detests practical jokes) played him a trick, quite unintentionally, which raised a laugh against him for many a day. You know that old Mr Rogan is rather absent at times; well, the first day that Peterkin came to mess (it was breakfast), the old governor asked him, in a patronising sort of way, to sit at his right hand. Accordingly down he sat, and having never, I fancy, been away from his mothers apron-string before, he seemed to feel very uncomfortable, especially as he was regarded as a sort of novelty. The first thing he did was to capsize his plate into his lap, which set the youngsters at the lower end of the table into suppressed fits of laughter. However, he was eating the leg of a dry grouse at the time, so it didnt make much of a mess.

Try some fish, Peterkin, said Mr Rogan kindly, seeing that the youth was ill at ease. That old grouse is tough enough to break your knife.

A very rough passage, replied the youngster, whose mind was quite confused by hearing the captain of the ship, who sat next to him, giving to his next neighbour a graphic account of the voyage in a very loud key I mean, if you please, no, thank you, he stammered, endeavouring to correct himself.

Ah! a cup of tea perhaps.  Here, Anderson, (turning to the butler), a cup of tea to Mr Peterkin.

The butler obeyed the order.

And here, fill my cup, said old Rogan, interrupting himself in an earnest conversation, into which he had plunged with the gentleman on his left hand. As he said this he lifted his cup to empty the slops, but without paying attention to what he was doing. As luck would have it, the slop-basin was not at hand, and Peterkins cup was, so he emptied it innocently into that. Peterkin hadnt courage to arrest his hand, and when the deed was done he looked timidly round to see if the action had been observed. Nearly half the table had seen it, but they pretended ignorance of the thing so well that he thought no one had observed, and so went quietly on with his breakfast, and drank the tea! But I am wandering from my story. Well, about this time there was a young Indian who shot himself accidentally in the woods, and was brought to the fort to see if anything could be done for him. The doctor examined his wound, and found that the ball had passed through the upper part of his right arm and the middle of his right thigh, breaking the bone of the latter in its passage. It was an extraordinary shot for a man to put into himself, for it would have been next to impossible even for another man to have done it, unless the Indian had been creeping on all fours. When he was able to speak, however, he explained the mystery. While running through a rough part of the wood after a wounded bird, he stumbled and fell on all fours. The gun, which he was carrying over his shoulder, holding it, as the Indians usually do, by the muzzle, flew forward, and turned right round as he fell, so that the mouth of it was presented towards him. Striking against the stem of a tree, it exploded, and shot him through the arm and leg as described ere he had time to rise. A comrade carried him to his lodge, and his wife brought him in a canoe to the fort. For three or four days the doctor had hopes of him, but at last he began to sink, and died on the sixth day after his arrival. His wife and one or two friends buried him in our graveyard, which lies, as you know, on that lonely-looking point just below the powder-magazine. For several months previous to this our worthy doctor had been making strenuous efforts to get an Indian skull to send home to one of his medical friends, but without success. The Indians could not be prevailed upon to cut off the head of one of their dead countrymen for love or money, and the doctor had a dislike to the idea, I suppose, of killing one for himself; but now here was a golden opportunity. The Indian was buried near to the fort, and his relatives had gone away to their tents again. What was to prevent his being dug up? The doctor brooded over the thing for one hour and a half (being exactly the length of time required to smoke out his large Turkey pipe), and then sauntered into Wilsons room. Wilson was busy, as usual, at some of his mechanical contrivances.

Thrusting his hands deep into his breeches pockets and seating himself on an old sea-chest, he began,  

I say, Wilson, will you do me a favour?

That depends entirely on what the favour is, he replied, without raising his head from his work.

I want you to help me to cut off an Indians head!

Then I wont do you the favour. But pray, dont humbug me just now; Im busy.

No; but Im serious, and I cant get it done without help, and I know youre an obliging fellow. Besides, the savage is dead, and has no manner of use for his head now.

Wilson turned round with a look of intelligence on hearing this.

Ha! he exclaimed, I see what youre up to; but I dont half like it. In the first place, his friends would be terribly cut up if they heard of it; and then Ive no sort of aptitude for the work of a resurrectionist; and then, if it got wind, we should never hear the last of it; and then

And then, interrupted the doctor, it would be adding to the light of medical science, you unaspiring monster.

A light, retorted Wilson, which, in passing through some members of the medical profession, is totally absorbed, and reproduced in the shape of impenetrable darkness.

Now, dont object, my dear fellow; you know youre going to do it, so dont coquette with me, but agree at once.

Well, I consent, upon one condition.

And what is that?

That you do not play any practical jokes on me with the head when you have got it.

Agreed! cried the doctor, laughing; I give you my word of honour. Now he has been buried three days already, so we must set about it at once. Fortunately the graveyard is composed of a sandy soil, so hell keep for some time yet.

The two worthies then entered into a deep consultation as to how they were to set about this deed of darkness. It was arranged that Wilson should take his gun and sally forth a little before dark, as if he were bent on an hours sport, and, not forgetting his game-bag, proceed to the graveyard, where the doctor engaged to meet him with a couple of spades and a dark lantern. Accordingly, next evening, Mr Wilson, true to his promise, shouldered his gun and sallied forth.

It soon became an intensely dark night. Not a single star shone forth to illumine the track along which he stumbled. Everything around was silent and dark, and congenial with the work on which he was bent. But Wilsons heart beat a little more rapidly than usual. He is a bold enough man, as you know, but boldness goes for nothing when superstition comes into play. However, he trudged along fearlessly enough till he came to the thick woods just below the fort, into which he entered with something of a qualm. Scarcely had he set foot on the narrow track that leads to the graveyard, when he ran slap against the post that stands there, but which, in his trepidation, he had entirely forgotten. This quite upset the small amount of courage that remained, and he has since confessed that if he had not had the hope of meeting with the doctor in a few minutes, he would have turned round and fled at that moment.

Recovering a little from this accident, he hurried forward, but with more caution; for although the night seemed as dark as could possibly be while he was crossing the open country, it became speedily evident that there were several shades of darkness which he had not yet conceived. In a few minutes he came to the creek that runs past the graveyard, and here again his nerves got another shake; for slipping his foot while in the act of commencing the descent, he fell and rolled heavily to the bottom, making noise enough in his fall to scare away all the ghosts in the country. With a palpitating heart poor Wilson gathered himself up, and searched for his gun, which fortunately had not been injured, and then commenced to climb the opposite bank, starting at every twig that snapped under his feet. On reaching the level ground again he breathed a little more freely, and hurried forward with more speed than caution. Suddenly he came into violent contact with a figure, which uttered a loud growl as Wilson reeled backwards.

Back, you monster, he cried, with a hysterical yell, or Ill blow your brains out!

Its little good that would do ye, cried the doctor, as he came forward. Why, you stupid, what did you take me for? Youve nearly knocked out my brains as it is, and the doctor rubbed his forehead ruefully.

Oh, its you, doctor! said Wilson, feeling as if a ton weight had been lifted off his heart; I verily thought it was the ghost of the poor fellow were going to disturb. I do think you had better give it up. Mischief will come of it, youll see.

Nonsense, cried the doctor; dont be a goose, but lets to work at once. Why, Ive got half the thing dug up already. So saying, he led the way to the grave, in which there was a large opening. Setting the lantern down by the side of it, the two seized their spades and began to dig as if in earnest.

The fact is that the doctor was nearly as frightened as Wilson, and he afterwards confessed to me that it was an immense relief to him when he heard him fall down the bank of the creek, and knew by the growl he gave that it was he.

In about half an hour the doctors spade struck upon the coffin lid, which gave forth a hollow sound.

Now, then, were about done with it, said he, standing up to wipe away the perspiration that trickled down his face. Take the axe and force up the lid, its only fixed with common nails, while I He did not finish the sentence, but drew a large scalping-knife from a sheath which hung at his belt.

Wilson shuddered and obeyed. A good wrench caused the lid to start, and while he held it partially open the doctor inserted the knife. For five minutes he continued to twist and work with his arms, muttering between his teeth, every now and then, that he was a tough subject, while the crackling of bones, and other disagreeable sounds, struck upon the horrified ears of his companion.

All right, he exclaimed at last, as he dragged a round object from the coffin and let down the lid with a bang, at the same time placing the savages head with its ghastly features full in the blaze of the lantern.

Now, then, close up, said he, jumping out of the hole and shovelling in the earth.

In a few minutes they had filled the grave up and smoothed it down on the surface, and then, throwing the head into the game-bag, retraced their steps to the fort. Their nerves were by this time worked up to such a pitch of excitement, and their minds filled with such a degree of supernatural horror, that they tripped and stumbled over stumps and branches innumerable in their double-quick march. Neither would confess to the other, however, that he was afraid. They even attempted to pass a few facetious remarks as they hurried along, but it would not do, so they relapsed into silence till they came to the hollow beside the powder-magazine. Here the doctors foot happening to slip, he suddenly grasped Wilson by the shoulder to support himself  a movement which, being unexpected, made his friend leap, as he afterwards expressed it, nearly out of his skin. This was almost too much for them. For a moment they looked at each other as well as the darkness would permit, when all at once a large stone, which the doctors slip had overbalanced, fell down the bank and through the bushes with a loud crash. Nothing more was wanting. All further effort to disguise their feelings was dropped. Leaping the rail of the open field in a twinkling, they gave a simultaneous yell of consternation, and fled to the fort like autumn leaves before the wind, never drawing breath till they were safe within the pickets.

But what has all this to do with Peterkin? asked Harry, as the accountant paused to relight his pipe and toss a fresh log on the fire.

Have patience, lad; you shall hear.

The accountant stirred the logs with his toe, drew a few whiffs to see that the pipe was properly ignited, and proceeded.

For a day or two after this, the doctor was observed to be often mysteriously engaged in an outhouse of which he kept the key. By some means or other, the skipper, who is always up to mischief, managed to discover the secret. Watching where the doctor hid the key, he possessed himself of it one day, and sallied forth, bent on a lark of some kind or other, but without very well knowing what. Passing the kitchen, he observed Anderson, the butler, raking the fire out of the large oven which stands in the back-yard.

Baking again, Anderson? said he in passing. You get soon through with a heavy cargo of bread just now.

Yes, sir; many mouths to feed, sir, replied the butler, proceeding with his work.

The skipper sauntered on, and took the track which leads to the boat-house, where he stood for some time in meditation. Casting up his eyes, he saw Peterkin in the distance, looking as if he didnt very well know what to do.

A sudden thought struck him. Pulling off his coat, he seized a mallet and a caulking-chisel, and began to belabour the side of a boat as if his life depended on it. All at once he stopped and stood up, blowing with the exertion.

Hollo, Peterkin! he shouted, and waved his hand.

Peterkin hastened towards him.

Well, sir, said he, do you wish to speak to me?

Yes, replied the skipper, scratching his head as if in great perplexity. I wish you to do me a favour, Peterkin, but I dont know very well how to ask you.

Oh, I shall be most happy, said poor Butter eagerly, if I can be of any use to you.

I dont doubt your willingness, replied the other; but then  the doctor, you see  the fact is, Peterkin, the doctor being called away to see a sick Indian, has entrusted me with a delicate piece of business  rather a nasty piece of business, I may say  which I promised to do for him. You must know that the Surgical Society of London has written to him, begging, as a great favour, that he would, if possible, procure them the skull of a native. After much trouble he has succeeded in getting one, but is obliged to keep it a great secret, even from his fellow-clerks, lest it should get wind; for if the Indians heard of it they would be sure to kill him, and perhaps burn the fort too. Now I suppose you are aware that it is necessary to boil an Indians head in order to get the flesh clean off the skull?

Yes; I have heard something of that sort from the students at college, who say that boiling brings flesh more easily away from the bone. But I dont know much about it, replied Peterkin.

Well, continued the skipper, the doctor, who is fond of experiments, wishes to try whether baking wont do better than boiling, and ordered the oven to be heated for that purpose this morning; but being called suddenly away, as I have said, he begged me to put the head into it as soon as it was ready. I agreed, quite forgetting at the time that I had to get this precious boat ready for sea this very afternoon. Now the oven is prepared, and I dare not leave my work; indeed, I doubt whether I shall have it quite ready and taut after all, and theres the oven cooling; so, if you dont help me, Im a lost man.

Having said this, the skipper looked as miserable as his jolly visage would permit, and rubbed his nose.

Oh, Ill be happy to do it for you, although it is not an agreeable job, replied Butter.

Thats right  thats friendly now! exclaimed the skipper, as if greatly relieved. Give us your flipper, my lad; and seizing Peterkins hand, he wrung it affectionately. Now, here is the key of the outhouse; do it as quickly as you can, and dont let any one see you. Its in a good cause, you know, but the results might be terrible if discovered.

So saying, the skipper fell to hammering the boat again with surprising vigour till Butter was out of sight, and then resuming his coat, returned to the house.

An hour after this, Anderson went to take his loaves out of the oven; but he had no sooner taken down the door than a rich odour of cooked meat greeted his nostrils. Uttering a deep growl, the butler shouted out, Sprat!

Upon this, a very thin boy, with arms and legs like pipe stems, issued from the kitchen, and came timidly towards his master.

Didnt I tell you, you young blackguard, that the grouse-pie was to be kept for Sunday? and there youve gone and put it to fire to-day.

The grouse-pie! said the boy, in amazement.

Yes, the grouse-pie, retorted the indignant butler; and seizing the urchin by the neck, he held his head down to the mouth of the oven.

Smell that, you villain! What did you mean by it, eh?

Oh, murder! shouted the boy, as with a violent effort he freed himself, and ran shrieking into the house.

Murder! repeated Anderson in astonishment, while he stooped to look into the oven, where the first thing that met his gaze was a human head, whose ghastly visage and staring eyeballs worked and moved about under the influence of the heat as if it were alive.

With a yell that rang through the whole fort, the horrified butler rushed through the kitchen and out at the front door, where, as ill-luck would have it, Mr Rogan happened to be standing at the moment. Pitching head first into the small of the old gentlemans back, he threw him off the platform and fell into his arms. Starting up in a moment, the governor dealt Anderson a cuff that sent him reeling towards the kitchen door again, on the steps of which he sat down, and began to sing out, Oh, murder, murder! the oven, the oven! and not another word, bad, good, or indifferent, could be got out of him for the next half-hour, as he swayed himself to and fro and wrung his hands.

To make a long story short, Mr Rogan went himself to the oven, and fished out the head, along with the loaves, which were, of course, all spoiled.

And what was the result? inquired Harry.

Oh, there was a long investigation, and the skipper got a blowing-up, and the doctor a warning to let Indians skulls lie at peace in their graves for the future; and poor Butter was sent to McKenzies River as a punishment, for old Rogan could never be brought to believe that he hadnt been a willing tool in the skippers hands; and Anderson lost his batch of bread and his oven, for it had to be pulled down and a new one built.

Humph! and Ive no doubt the governor read you a pretty stiff lecture on practical joking.

He did, replied the accountant, laying aside his pipe, and drawing the green blanket over him, while Harry piled several large logs on the fire.

Good-night, said the accountant.

Good-night, replied his companions; and in a few minutes more they were sound asleep in their snowy camp, while the huge fire continued, during the greater part of the night, to cast its light on their slumbering forms.




Chapter Twenty One.

Ptarmigan-hunting  Hamiltons shooting powers severely tested  A snowstorm.

At about four oclock on the following morning, the sleepers were awakened by the cold, which had become very intense. The fire had burned down to a few embers, which merely emitted enough light to make darkness visible. Harry, being the most active of the party, was the first to bestir himself. Raising himself on his elbow, while his teeth chattered and his limbs trembled with cold, he cast a woebegone and excessively sleepy glance towards the place where the fire had been; then he scratched his head slowly; then he stared at the fire again; then he languidly glanced at Hamiltons sleeping visage; and then he yawned. The accountant observed all this; for although he appeared to be buried in the depths of slumber, he was wide awake in reality, and moreover intensely cold. The accountant, however, was sly  deep, as he would have said himself  and knew that Harrys active habits would induce him to rise, on awaking, and rekindle the fire,  an event which the accountant earnestly desired to see accomplished, but which he as earnestly resolved should not be performed by him. Indeed, it was with this end in view that he had given vent to the terrific snore which had aroused his young companion a little sooner than would have otherwise been the case.

My eye, exclaimed Harry, in an undertone, how precious cold it is!

His eye making no reply to this remark, he arose, and going down on his hands and knees, began to coax the charcoal into a flame. By dint of severe blowing, he soon succeeded; and heaping on a quantity of small twigs, the fitful flame sprang up into a steady blaze. He then threw several heavy logs on the fire, and in a very short space of time restored it almost to its original vigour.

What an abominable row you are kicking up! growled the accountant; why, you would waken the seven sleepers. Oh! mending the fire, he added, in an altered tone; ah! Ill excuse you, my boy, since thats what youre at.

The accountant hereupon got up, along with Hamilton, who was now also awake, and the three spread their hands over the bright fire, and revolved their bodies before it, until they imbibed a satisfactory amount of heat. They were much too sleepy to converse, however, and contented themselves with a very brief inquiry as to the state of Hamiltons heels, which elicited the sleepy reply, They feel quite well, thank you. In a short time, having become agreeably warm, they gave a simultaneous yawn, and lying down again fell into a sleep, from which they did not awaken until the red winter sun shot its early rays over the arctic scenery.

Once more Harry sprang up, and let his hand fall heavily on Hamiltons shoulder. Thus rudely assailed, that youth also sprang up, giving a shout, at the same time, that brought the accountant to his feet in an instant; and so, as if by an electric spark, the sleepers were simultaneously roused into a state of wide-awake activity.

How excessively hungry I feel! isnt it strange? said Hamilton, as he assisted in rekindling the fire, while the accountant filled his pipe, and Harry stuffed the tea-kettle full of snow.

Strange! cried Harry, as he placed the kettle on the fire strange to be hungry after a five miles walk and a night in the snow? I would rather say it was strange if you were not hungry. Throw on that billet, like a good fellow, and spit those grouse, while I cut some pemmican and prepare the tea.

How are the heels now, Hamilton? asked the accountant, who divided his attention between his pipe and his snowshoes, the lines of which required to be re-adjusted.

They appear to be as well as if nothing had happened to them, replied Hamilton. Ive been looking at them, and there is no mark whatever. They do not even feel tender.

Lucky for you, old boy, that they were taken in time, else youd have had another story to tell.

Do you mean to say that peoples heels really freeze and fall off? inquired the other, with a look of incredulity.

Soft, very soft, and green, murmured Harry, in a low voice, while he continued his work of adding fresh snow to the kettle as the process of melting reduced its bulk.

I mean to say, replied the accountant, tapping the ashes out of his pipe, that not only heels, but hands, feet, noses, and ears frequently freeze, and often fall off in this country, as you will find by sad experience if you dont look after yourself a little better than you have done hitherto.

One of the evil effects of the perpetual jesting that prevailed at York Fort was, that soft (in other words, straightforward, unsuspecting) youths had to undergo a long process of learning-by-experience: first, believing everything, and then doubting everything, ere they arrived at that degree of sophistication which enabled them to distinguish between truth and falsehood.

Having reached the doubting period in his training, Hamilton looked down and said nothing, at least with his mouth, though his eyes evidently remarked, I dont believe you. In future years, however, the evidence of these same eyes convinced him that what the accountant said upon this occasion was but too true.

Breakfast was a repetition of the supper of the previous evening. During its discussion they planned proceedings for the day.

My notion is, said the accountant, interrupting the flow of words ever and anon to chew the morsel with which his mouth was filled my notion is, that as its a fine, clear day we should travel five miles through the country parallel with North River. I know the ground, and can guide you easily to the spots where there are lots of willows, and therefore plenty of ptarmigan, seeing that they feed on willow tops; and the snow that fell last night will help us a little.

How will the snow help us? inquired Hamilton.

By covering up all the old tracks, to be sure, and showing only the new ones.

Well, captain, said Harry, as he raised a can of tea to his lips, and nodded to Hamilton as if drinking his health, go on with your proposals for the day. Five miles up the river to begin with, then

Then well pull up, continued the accountant; make a fire, rest a bit, and eat a mouthful of pemmican; after which well strike across country for the southern woodcutters track, and so home.

And how much will that be?

About fifteen miles.

Ha! exclaimed Harry; pass the kettle, please. Thanks.  Do you think youre up to that, Hammy?

I will try what I can do, replied Hamilton. If the snow-shoes dont cause me to fall often, I think I shall stand the fatigue very well.

Thats right, said the accountant; faint heart, etcetera, you know. If you go on as youve begun, youll be chosen to head the next expedition to the north pole.

Well, replied Hamilton good-humouredly, pray head the present expedition, and let us be gone.

Right! ejaculated the accountant, rising. Ill just put my odds and ends out of the reach of the foxes, and then we shall be off.

In a few minutes everything was placed in security, guns loaded, snow-shoes put on, and the winter camp deserted. At first the walking was fatiguing, and poor Hamilton more than once took a sudden and eccentric plunge; but after getting beyond the wooded country, they found the snow much more compact, and their march, therefore, much more agreeable. On coming to the place where it was probable that they might fall in with ptarmigan, Hamilton became rather excited, and apt to imagine that little lumps of snow which hung upon the bushes here and there were birds.

There, now, he cried, in an energetic and slightly positive tone, as another of these masses of snow suddenly met his eager eye thats one, Im quite sure.

The accountant and Harry both stopped short on hearing this, and looked in the direction indicated.

Fire away, then, Hammy, said the former, endeavouring to suppress a smile.

But do you think it really is one? asked Hamilton anxiously.

Well, I dont see it exactly, but then, you know, Im near-sighted.

Dont give him a chance of escape, cried Harry, seeing that his friend was undecided. If you really do see a bird, youd better shoot it, for theyve got a strong propensity to take wing when disturbed.

Thus admonished, Hamilton raised his gun and took aim. Suddenly he lowered his piece again, and looking round at Harry, said in a low whisper  

Oh, I should like so much to shoot it while flying! Would it not be better to set it up first?

By no means, answered the accountant. A bird in the hand, etcetera. Take him as you find him  look sharp; hell be off in a second.

Again the gun was pointed, and, after some difficulty in taking aim, fired.

Ah, what a pity youve missed him! shouted Harry. But see, hes not off yet; how tame he is, to be sure! Give him the other barrel, Hammy.

This piece of advice proved to be unnecessary. In his anxiety to get the bird, Hamilton had cocked both barrels, and while gazing, half in disappointment, half in surprise, at the supposed bird, his finger unintentionally pressed the second trigger. In a moment the piece exploded. Being accidentally aimed in the right direction, it blew the lump of snow to atoms, and at the same time, hitting its owner on the chest with the butt, knocked him over flat upon his back.

What a gun it is, to be sure! said Harry, with a roguish laugh, as he assisted the discomfited sportsman to rise; it knocks over game with butt and muzzle at once.

Quite a rare instance of one butt knocking another down, added the accountant.

At this moment a large flock of ptarmigan, startled by the double report, rose with a loud, whirring noise about a hundred yards in advance, and after flying a short distance alighted.

Theres real game at last, though, cried the accountant, as he hurried after the birds, followed closely by his young friends.

They soon reached the spot where the flock had alighted, and after following up the tracks for a few yards further, set them up again. As the birds rose the accountant fired, and brought down two; Harry shot one and missed another; Hamilton being so nervously interested in the success of his comrades that he forgot to fire at all.

How stupid of me! he exclaimed, while the others loaded their guns.

Never mind; better luck next time, said Harry, as they resumed their walk. I saw the flock settle down about half a mile in advance of us; so step out.

Another short walk brought the sportsmen again within range.

Go to the front, Hammy, said the accountant, and take the first shot this time.

Hamilton obeyed. He had scarcely made ten steps in advance, when a single bird, that seemed to have been separated from the others, ran suddenly out from under a bush, and stood stock-still, at a distance of a few yards, with its neck stretched out and its black eye wide open, as if in astonishment.

Now, then, you cant miss that.

Hamilton was quite taken aback by the suddenness of this necessity for instantaneous action. Instead, therefore, of taking aim leisurely (seeing that he had abundant time to do so), he flew entirely to the opposite extreme  took no aim at all, and fired off both barrels at once, without putting the gun to his shoulder. The result of this was that the affrighted bird flew away unharmed, while Harry and the accountant burst spontaneously into fits of laughter.

How very provoking! said the poor youth, with a dejected look.

Never mind  never say die  try again, said the accountant, on recovering his gravity. Having reloaded, they continued the pursuit.

Dear me! exclaimed Harry suddenly, here are three dead birds.  I verily believe, Hamilton, that you have killed them all at one shot by accident.

Can it be possible? exclaimed his friend, as with a look of amazement he regarded the birds.

There was no doubt about the fact. There they lay, plump and still warm, with one or two drops of bright red blood upon their white plumage. Ptarmigan are almost pure white, so that it requires a practised eye to detect them, even at a distance of a few yards; and it would be almost impossible to hunt them without dogs, but for the tell-tale snow, in which their tracks are distinctly marked, enabling the sportsman to follow them up with unerring certainty. When Hamilton made his bad shot, neither he nor his companions observed a group of ptarmigan not more than fifty yards before them, their attention being riveted at the time on the solitary bird; and the gun happening to be directed towards them when it was fired, three were instantly and unwittingly placed hors de combat, while the others ran away. This the survivors frequently do when very tame, instead of taking wing. Thus it was that Hamilton, to his immense delight, made such a successful shot without being aware of it.

Having bagged their game, the party proceeded on their way. Several large flocks of birds were raised, and the gamebags nearly filled, before reaching the spot where they intended to turn and bend their steps homewards. This induced them to give up the idea of going further; and it was fortunate they came to this resolution, for a storm was brewing, which in the eagerness of pursuit after game they had not noticed.

Dark masses of leaden-coloured clouds were gathering in the sky overhead, and faint sighs of wind came, ever and anon, in fitful gusts from the north-west.

Hurrying forward as quickly as possible, they now pursued their course in a direction which would enable them to cross the woodcutters track. This they soon reached, and finding it pretty well beaten, were enabled to make more rapid progress. Fortunately the wind was blowing on their backs, otherwise they would have had to contend not only with its violence, but also with the snow-drift, which now whirled in bitter fury among the trees, or scoured like driving clouds over the plain. Under this aspect, the flat country over which they travelled seemed the perfection of bleak desolation. Their way, however, did not lie in a direct line. The track was somewhat tortuous, and gradually edged towards the north, until the wind blew nearly in their teeth. At this point, too, they came to the stretch of open ground which they had crossed at a point some miles further to the north ward in their night march. Here the storm raged in all its fury, and as they looked out upon the plain, before quitting the shelter of the wood, they paused to tighten their belts and readjust their snow-shoe lines. The gale was so violent that the whole plain seemed tossed about like billows of the sea, as the drift rose and fell, curled, eddied, and dashed along, so that it was impossible to see more than half a dozen yards in advance.

Heaven preserve us from ever being caught in an exposed place on such a night as this! said the accountant, as he surveyed the prospect before him. Luckily, the open country here is not more than a quarter of a mile broad, and even that little bit will try our wind somewhat.

Hamilton and Harry seemed by their looks to say, We could easily face even a stiffer breeze than that, if need be.

What should we do, inquired the former, if the plain were five or six miles broad?

Do? why, we should have to camp in the woods till it blew over, thats all, replied the accountant; but seeing that we are not reduced to such a necessity just now, and that the day is drawing to a close, let us face it at once. Ill lead the way; and see that you follow close at my heels. Dont lose sight of me for a moment, and if you do by chance, give a shout; dye hear?

The two lads replied in the affirmative, and then bracing themselves up as if for a great effort, stepped vigorously out upon the plain, and were instantly swallowed up in clouds of snow. For half an hour or more they battled slowly against the howling storm, pressing forward for some minutes with heads down, as if boring through it, then turning their backs to the blast for a few seconds relief, but always keeping as close to each other as possible. At length the woods were gained; on entering which it was discovered that Hamilton was missing.

Hollo! wheres Hamilton? exclaimed Harry; I saw him beside me not five minutes ago.

The accountant gave a loud shout, but there was no reply. Indeed, nothing short of his own stentorian voice could have been heard at all amid the storm.

Theres nothing for it, said Harry, but to search at once, else hell wander about and get lost. Saying this, he began to retrace his steps, just as a brief lull in the gale took place.

Hollo! dont you hear a cry, Harry?

At this moment there was another lull; the drift fell, and for an instant cleared away, revealing the bewildered Hamilton, not twenty yards off, standing like a pillar of snow, in mute despair.

Profiting by the glimpse, Harry rushed forward, caught him by the arm, and led him into the partial shelter of the forest.

Nothing further befell them after this. Their route lay in shelter all the way to the fort. Poor Hamilton, it is true, took one or two of his occasional plunges by the way, but without any serious result  not even to the extent of stuffing his nose, ears, neck, mittens, pockets, gun-barrels, and everything else with snow, because, these being quite full and hard packed already, there was no room left for the addition of another particle.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The winter packet  Harry hears from old friends, and wishes that he was with them.

Letters from home! What a burst of sudden emotion  what a riot of conflicting feelings, of dread and joy,  expectation and anxiety  what a flood of old memories  what stirring up of almost forgotten associations these three words create in the hearts of those who dwell in distant regions of this earth, far, far away from kith and kin, from friends and acquaintances, from the much-loved scenes of childhood, and from home! Letters from home! How gratefully the sound falls upon ears that have been long unaccustomed to sounds and things connected with home, and so long accustomed to wild, savage sounds, that these have at length lost their novelty, and become everyday and commonplace, while the first have gradually grown strange and unwonted. For many long months home and all connected with it have become a dream of other days, and savage-land a present reality. The mind has by degrees become absorbed by surrounding objects  objects so utterly unassociated with or unsuggestive of any other land, that it involuntarily ceases to think of the scenes of childhood with the same feelings that it once did. As time rolls on, home assumes a misty, undefined character, as if it were not only distant in reality, but were also slowly retreating farther and farther away  growing gradually faint and dream-like, though not less dear, to the mental view.

Letters from home! shouted Mr Wilson, and the doctor, and the skipper, simultaneously, as the sportsmen, after dashing through the wild storm, at last reached the fort, and stumbled tumultuously into Bachelors Hall.

What!  Where!  How!  You dont mean it! they exclaimed, coming to a sudden stand, like three pillars of snow-clad astonishment.

Ay, replied the doctor, who affected to be quite cool upon all occasions, and rather cooler than usual if the occasion was more than ordinarily exciting ay, we do mean it. Old Rogan has got the packet, and is even now disembowelling it.

More than that, interrupted the skipper, who sat smoking as usual by the stove, with his hands in his breeches pockets more than that, I saw him dissecting into the very marrow of the thing; so if we dont storm the old admiral in his cabin, hell go to sleep over these prosy yarns that the governor-in-chief writes to him, and well have to whistle for our letters till midnight.

The skippers remark was interrupted by the opening of the outer door and the entrance of the butler. Mr Rogan wishes to see you, sir, said that worthy to the accountant.

Ill be with him in a minute, he replied, as he threw off his capote and proceeded to unwind himself as quickly as his multitudinous haps would permit.

By this time Harry Somerville and Hamilton were busily occupied in a similar manner, while a running fire of question and answer, jesting remark and bantering reply, was kept up between the young men, from their various apartments and the hall. The doctor was cool, as usual, and impudent. He had a habit of walking up and down while he smoked, and was thus enabled to look in upon the inmates of the several sleeping-rooms, and make his remarks in a quiet, sarcastic manner, the galling effect of which was heightened by his habit of pausing at the end of every two or three words, to emit a few puffs of smoke. Having exhausted a good deal of small talk in this way, and having, moreover, finished his pipe, the doctor went to the stove to refill and relight.

What a deal of trouble you do take to make yourself comfortable! said he to the skipper, who sat with his chair tilted on its hind legs, and a pillow at his back.

No harm in that, doctor, replied the skipper, with a smile.

No harm, certainly, but it looks uncommonly lazy-like.

What does?

Why, putting a pillow at your back, to be sure.

The doctor was a full-fleshed, muscular man, and owing to this fact it mattered little to him whether his chair happened to be an easy one or not. As the skipper sometimes remarked, he carried padding always about with him; he was, therefore, a little apt to sneer at the attempts of his brethren to render the ill-shaped, wooden-bottomed chairs, with which the hall was ornamented, bearable.

Well, doctor, said the skipper, I cannot see how you make me out lazy. Surely it is not an evidence of laziness my endeavouring to render these instruments of torture less tormenting? Seeking to be comfortable, if it does not inconvenience any one else, is not laziness. Why, what is comfort? The skipper began to wax philosophical at this point, and took the pipe from his mouth as he gravely propounded the momentous question. What is comfort? If I go out to camp in the woods, and after turning in find a sharp stump sticking into my ribs on one side, and a pine root driving in the small of my back on the other side, is that comfort? Certainly not. And if I get up, seize a hatchet, level the stump, cut away the root, and spread pine brush over the place, am I to be called lazy for doing so? Or if I sit down on a chair, and on trying to lean back to rest myself find that the stupid lubber who made it has so constructed it that four small hard points alone touch my person  two being at the hip-joints and two at the shoulder-blades; and if to relieve such physical agony I jump up and clap a pillow at my back, am I to be called lazy for doing that?

What a glorious entry that would make in the log! said the doctor, in a low tone, soliloquisingly, as if he made the remark merely for his own satisfaction, while he tapped the ashes out of his pipe.

The skipper looked as if he meditated a sharp reply; but his intentions, whatever they might have been, were interrupted by the opening of the door, and the entrance of the accountant, bearing under his arm a packet of letters.

A general rush was made upon him, and in a few minutes a dead silence reigned in the hall, broken only at intervals by an exclamation of surprise or pathos, as the inmates, in the retirement of their separate apartments, perused letters from friends in the interior of the country and friends at home: letters that were old  some of them bearing dates many months back  and travel-stained, but new and fresh and cheering, nevertheless, to their owners, as the clear, bright sun in winter or the verdant leaves in spring.

Harry Somervilles letters were numerous and long. He had several from friends in Red River, besides one or two from other parts of the Indian country, and one  it was very thick and heavy  that bore the post-marks of Britain. It was late that night ere the last candle was extinguished in the hall, and it was late, too, before Harry Somerville ceased to peruse and re-peruse the long letter from home, and found time or inclination to devote to his other correspondents.

Among the rest was a letter from his old friend and companion, Charley Kennedy, which ran as follows:  

My Dear Harry,  It really seems more than an age since I saw you. Your last epistle, written in the perturbation of mind consequent upon being doomed to spend another winter at York Fort, reached me only a few days ago, and filled me with pleasant recollections of other days. Oh! man, how much I wish that you were with me in this beautiful country! You are aware that I have been what they call roughing it since you and I parted on the shores of Lake Winnipeg; but, my dear fellow, the idea that most people have of what that phrase means is a very erroneous one indeed. Roughing it I certainly have been, inasmuch as I have been living on rough fare, associating with rough men, and sleeping on rough beds under the starry sky; but I assure you that all this is not half so rough upon the constitution as what they call leading an easy life, which is simply a life that makes a poor fellow stagnate, body and spirit, till the one comes to be unable to digest its food, and the other incompetent to jump at so much as half an idea. Anything but an easy life, to my mind. Ah! theres nothing like roughing it, Harry, my boy. Why, I am thriving on it  growing like a young walrus, eating like a Canadian voyageur, and sleeping like a top! This is a splendid country for sport, and as our bourgeois (the gentleman in charge of an establishment is always designated the bourgeois) has taken it into his head that I am a good hand at making friends with the Indians, he has sent me out on several expeditions, and afforded me some famous opportunities of seeing life among the redskins. There is a talk just now of establishing a new outpost in this district, so if I succeed in persuading the governor to let me accompany the party, I shall have something interesting to write about in my next letter. By the way, I wrote to you a month ago, by two Indians who said they were going to the missionary station at Norway House. Did you ever get it? There is a hunter here just now who goes by the name of Jacques Caradoc. He is a first-rater  can do anything, in a wild way, that lies within the power of mortal man, and is an inexhaustible anecdote-teller, in a quiet way. He and I have been out buffalo-hunting two or three times, and it would have done your heart good, Harry, my dear boy, to have seen us scouring over the prairie together on two big-boned Indian horses  regular trained buffalo-runners, that didnt need the spur to urge, nor the rein to guide them, when once they caught sight of the black cattle, and kept a sharp look-out for badger-holes, just as if they had been reasonable creatures. The first time I went out I had several rather ugly falls, owing to my inexperience. The fact is, that if a man has never run buffaloes before, hes sure to get one or two upsets, no matter how good a horseman he may be. And that monster Jacques, although hes the best fellow I ever met with for a hunting companion, always took occasion to grin at my mishaps, and gravely to read me a lecture to the effect that they were all owing to my own clumsiness or stupidity; which, you will acknowledge, was not calculated to restore my equanimity.

The very first run we had cost me the entire skin of my nose, and converted that feature into a superb Roman for the next three weeks. It happened thus. Jacques and I were riding over the prairie in search of buffaloes. The place was interspersed with sundry knolls covered with trees, slips and belts of woodland, with ponds scattered among them, and open sweeps of the plain here and there; altogether a delightful country to ride through. It was a clear early morning, so that our horses were fresh and full of spirit. They knew, as well as we ourselves did, what we were out for, and it was no easy matter to restrain them. The one I rode was a great long-legged beast, as like as possible to that abominable kangaroo that nearly killed me at Red River; as for Jacques, he was mounted on a first-rate charger. I dont know how it is, but somehow or other everything about Jacques, or belonging to him, or in the remotest degree connected with him, is always first-rate! He generally owns a first-rate horse, and if he happens by any unlucky chance to be compelled to mount a bad one, it immediately becomes another animal. He seems to infuse some of his own wonderful spirit into it! Well, as Jacques and I curvetted along, skirting the low bushes at the edge of a wood, out burst a whole herd of buffaloes. Bang went Jacquess gun, almost before I had winked to make sure that I saw rightly, and down fell the fattest of them all, while the rest tossed up their tails, heels, and heads in one grand whirl of indignant amazement, and scoured away like the wind. In a moment our horses were at full stretch after them, on their own account entirely, and without any reference to us. When I recovered my self-possession a little, I threw forward my gun and fired; but owing to my endeavouring to hold the reins at the same time, I nearly blew off one of my horses ears, and only knocked up the dust about six yards ahead of us! Of course Jacques could not let this pass unnoticed. He was sitting quietly loading his gun, as cool as a cucumber, while his horse was dashing forward at full stretch, with the reins hanging loosely on his neck.

Ah, Mister Charles, said he, with the least possible grin on his leathern visage, that was not well done. You should never hold the reins when you fire, nor try to put the gun to your shoulder. It ant needful. The beastll look arter itself, if its a riglar buffalo-runner; any ways, holdin the reins is of no manner of use. I once knowd a gentleman that came out here to see the buffalo-huntin. He was a good enough shot in his way, an a first-rate rider. But he was full o queer notions: he would load his gun with the ramrod in the riglar way, instead o doin as we do, tumblin in a drop powder, spittin a ball out your mouth down the muzzle, and hittin the stock on the pommel of the saddle to send it home. And he had them miserable things  the somethin cussion-caps, and used to fiddle away with them while we were knockin over the cattle in all directions. Moreover, he had a notion that it was altogether wrong to let go his reins even for a moment, and so, what between the ramrod and the cussion-caps and the reins, he was worse than the greenest clerk that ever came to the country. He gave it up in despair at last, after lamin two horses, and finished off by runnin after a big bull, that turned on him all of a suddent, crammed its head and horns into the side of his horse, and sent the poor fellow head over heels on the green grass. He wasnt much the worse for it, but his fine double-barrelled gun was twisted into a shape that would almost have puzzled an Injin to tell what it was. Well, Harry, all the time that Jacques was telling me this we were gaining on the buffaloes, and at last we got quite close to them, and as luck would have it, the very thing that happened to the amateur sportsman happened to me. I went madly after a big bull in spite of Jacquess remonstrances, and just as I got alongside of him up went his tail (a sure sign that his anger was roused), and round he came, head to the front, stiff as a rock; my poor chargers chest went right between his horns, and, as a matter of course, I continued the race upon nothing, head first, for a distance of about thirty yards, and brought up on the bridge of my nose. My poor dear father used to say I was a bull-headed rascal, and, upon my word, I believe he was more literally correct than he imagined; for although I fell with a fearful crash, head first, on the hard plain, I rose up immediately, and in a few minutes was able to resume the chase again. My horse was equally fortunate, for although thus brought to a sudden stand while at full gallop, he wheeled about, gave a contemptuous flourish with his heels, and cantered after Jacques, who soon caught him again. My head bothered me a good deal for some time after this accident, and swelled up till my eyes became almost undistinguishable; but a few weeks put me all right again. And who do you think this man Jacques is? Youd never guess. Hes the trapper whom Redfeather told us of long ago, and whose wife was killed by the Indians. He and Redfeather have met, and are very fond of each other. How often in the midst of these wild excursions have my thoughts wandered to you, Harry! The fellows I meet with here are all kind-hearted, merry companions, but none like yourself. I sometimes say to Jacques, when we become communicative to each other beside the camp-fire, that my earthly felicity would be perfect if I had Harry Somerville here; and then I think of Kate, my sweet, loving sister Kate, and feel that, even although I had you with me, there would still be something wanting to make things perfect. Talking of Kate, by the way, I have received a letter from her, the first sheet of which, as it speaks of mutual Red River friends, I herewith enclose. Pray keep it safe, and return per first opportunity. Weve loads of furs here and plenty of deer-stalking, not to mention galloping on horseback on the plains in summer and dog-sledging in winter. Alas! my poor friend, I fear that it is rather selfish in me to write so feelingly about my agreeable circumstances, when I know you are slowly dragging out your existence at that melancholy place York Fort; but believe me, I sympathise with you, and I hope earnestly that you will soon be appointed to more genial scenes. I have much, very much, to tell you yet, but am compelled to reserve it for a future epistle, as the packet which is to convey this is on the point of being closed.

Adieu, my dear Harry, and wherever you may happen to pitch your tent, always bear in kindly remembrance your old friend, Charles Kennedy.

The letter was finished, but Harry did not cease to hold intercourse with his friend. With his head resting on his two hands and his elbows on the table, he sat long, silently gazing on the signature, while his mind revelled in the past, the present, and the future. He bounded over the wilderness that lay between him and the beautiful plains of the Saskatchewan. He seized Charley round the neck, and hugged and wrestled with him as in days of yore. He mounted an imaginary charger, and swept across the plains along with him; listened to anecdotes innumerable from Jacques, attacked thousands of buffaloes, singled out scores of wild bulls, pitched over horses heads and alighted precisely on the bridge of his nose, always in close proximity to his old friend. Gradually his mind returned to its prison-house, and his eye fell on Kates letter, which he picked up and began to read.  It ran thus:  

My Dear, Dear, Darling Charley,  I cannot tell you how much my heart has yearned to see you, or hear from you, for many long, long months past. Your last delightful letter, which I treasure up as the most precious object I possess, has indeed explained to me how utterly impossible it was to have written a day sooner than you did; but that does not comfort me a bit, or make those weary packets more rapid and frequent in their movements, or the time that passes between the periods of hearing from you less dreary and anxious. God bless and protect you, my darling, in the midst of all the dangers that surround you. But I did not intend to begin this letter by murmuring, so pray forgive me, and I shall try to atone for it by giving you a minute account of everybody here about whom you are interested. Our beloved father and mother, I am thankful to say, are quite well. Papa has taken more than ever to smoking since you went away. He is seldom out of the summer-house in the garden now, where I very frequently go, and spend hours together in reading to and talking with him. He very often speaks of you, and I am certain that he misses you far more than we expected, although I think he cannot miss you nearly so much as I do. For some weeks past, indeed ever since we got your last letter, papa was engaged all the forenoon in some mysterious work, for he used to lock himself up in the summer-house  a thing he never did before. One day I went there at my usual time, and instead of having to wait till he should unlock the door, I found it already open, and entered the room, which was so full of smoke that I could hardly see. I found papa writing at a small table, and the moment he heard my footstep he jumped up with a fierce frown and shouted, Whos there? in that terrible voice that he used to speak in long ago when angry with his men, but which he has almost quite given up for some time past. He never speaks to me, as you know very well, but in the kindest tones, so you may imagine what a dreadful fright I got for a moment; but it was only for a moment, because the instant he saw that it was me his dear face changed, and he folded me in his arms, saying, Ah, Kate, forgive me, my darling! I did not know it was you, and I thought I had locked the door, and was angry at being so unceremoniously interrupted. He then told me he was just finishing a letter of advice to you, and going up to the table, pushed the papers hurriedly into a drawer. As he did so I guessed what had been his mysterious occupation, for he seemed to have covered quires of paper with the closest writing. Ah, Charley, youre a lucky fellow to be able to extort such long letters from our dear father. You know how difficult he finds it to write even the shortest note, and you remember his old favourite expression, I would rather skin a wild buffalo bull alive than write a long letter. He deserves long ones in return, Charley; but I need not urge you on that score  you are an excellent correspondent. Mamma is able to go out every day now for a drive in the prairie. She was confined to the house for nearly three weeks last month, with some sort of illness that the doctor did not seem to understand, and at one time I was much frightened, and very, very anxious about her, she became so weak. It would have made your heart glad to have seen the tender way in which papa nursed her through the illness. I had fancied that he was the very last man in the world to make a sick-nurse, so bold and quick in his movements, and with such a loud, gruff voice  for it is gruff, although very sweet at the same time. But the moment he began to tend mamma he spoke more softly even than dear Mr Addison does, and he began to walk about the house on tiptoe, and persevered so long in this latter that all his moccasins began to be worn out at the toes, while the heels remained quite strong. I begged of him often not to take so much trouble, as I was naturally the proper nurse for mamma; but he wouldnt hear of it, and insisted on carrying breakfast, dinner, and tea to her, besides giving her all her medicine. He was for ever making mistakes, however, much to his own sorrow, the darling man; and I had to watch him pretty closely, for more than once he has been on the point of giving mamma a glass of laudanum in mistake for a glass of port wine. I was a good deal frightened for him at first, as, before he became accustomed to the work, he tumbled over the chairs and tripped on the carpets while carrying trays with dinners and breakfasts, till I thought he would really injure himself at last; and then he was so terribly angry with himself at making such a noise and breaking the dishes  I think he has broken nearly an entire dinner and tea set of crockery. Poor George, the cook, has suffered most from these mishaps  for you know that dear papa cannot get angry without letting a little of it out upon somebody; and whenever he broke a dish or let a tray fall, he used to rush into the kitchen, shake his fist in Georges face, and ask him, in a fierce voice, what he meant by it. But he always got better in a few seconds, and finished off by telling him never to mind, that he was a good servant on the whole, and he wouldnt say any more about it just now, but he had better look sharp out and not do it again. I must say, in praise of George, that on such occasions he looked very sorry indeed, and said he hoped that he would always do his best to give him satisfaction. This was only proper in him, for he ought to be very thankful that our father restrains his anger so much; for you know he was rather violent once, and youve no idea, Charley, how great a restraint he now lays on himself. He seems to me quite like a lamb, and I am beginning to feel somehow as if we had been mistaken, and that he never was a passionate man at all. I think it is partly owing to dear Mr Addison, who visits us very frequently now, and papa and he are often shut up together for many hours in the smoking-house. I was sure that papa would soon come to like him, for his religion is so free from everything like severity or affected solemnity. The cook, and Rosa, and my dog that you named Twist, are all quite well. The last has grown into a very large and beautiful animal, something like the stag-hound in the picture-book we used to study together long ago. He is exceedingly fond of me, and I feel him to be quite a protector. The cocks and hens, the cow and the old mare, are also in perfect health; so now, having told you a good deal about ourselves, I will give you a short account of the doings in the colony.

First of all, your old friend Mr Kipples is still alive and well, and so are all our old companions in the school. One or two of the latter have left, and young Naysmith has joined the Companys service. Betty Peters comes very often to see us, and she always asks for you with great earnestness. I think you have stolen the old womans heart, Charley, for she speaks of you with great affection. Old Mr Seaforth is still as vigorous as ever, dashing about the settlement on a high-mettled steed, just as if he were one of the youngest men in the colony. He nearly poisoned himself, poor man, a month ago, by taking a dose of some kind of medicine by mistake. I did not hear what it was, but I am told that the treatment was rather severe. Fortunately the doctor happened to be at home when he was sent for, else our old friend would, I fear, have died. As it was, the doctor cured him with great difficulty. He first gave him an emetic, then put mustard blisters to the soles of his feet, and afterwards lifted him into one of his own carts, without springs, in which he drove him for a long time over all the ploughed fields in the neighbourhood. If this is not an exaggerated account, Mr Seaforth is certainly made of sterner stuff than most men. I was told a funny anecdote of him a few days ago, which I am sure you have never heard, otherwise you would have told it to me, for there used to be no secrets between us, Charley  alas! I have no one to confide in or advise with now that you are gone. You have often heard of the great flood; not Noahs one, but the flood that nearly swept away our settlement and did so much damage before you and I were born. Well, you recollect that people used to tell of the way in which the river rose after the breaking up of the ice, and how it soon overflowed all the low points, sweeping off everything in its course. Old Mr Seaforths house stood at that time on the little point, just beyond the curve of the river, at the foot of which our own house stands, and as the river continued to rise, Mr Seaforth went about actively securing his property. At first he only thought of his boat and canoes, which, with the help of his son Peter and a Canadian, who happened at the time to be employed about the place, he dragged up and secured to an iron staple in the side of his house. Soon however, he found that the danger was greater than at first he imagined. The point became completely covered with water, which brought down great numbers of half-drowned and quite-drowned cattle, pigs, and poultry, and stranded them at the garden fence, so that in a short time poor Mr Seaforth could scarcely move about his overcrowded domains. On seeing this, he drove his own cattle to the highest land in his neighbourhood, and hastened back to the house, intending to carry as much of the furniture as possible to the same place. But during his short absence the river had risen so rapidly that he was obliged to give up all thoughts of this, and think only of securing a few of his valuables. The bit of land round his dwelling was so thickly covered with the poor cows, sheep, and other animals, that he could scarcely make his way to the house, and you may fancy his consternation on reaching it to find that the water was more than knee-deep round the walls, while a few of the cows and a whole herd of pigs had burst open the door (no doubt accidentally) and coolly entered the dining-room, where they stood with drooping heads, very wet, and apparently very miserable. The Canadian was busy at the back of the house, loading the boat and canoe with everything he could lay hands on, and was not aware of the foreign invasion in front. Mr Seaforth cared little for this, however, and began to collect all the things he held most valuable, and threw them to the man, who stowed them away in the boat. Peter had been left in charge of the cattle, so they had to work hard. While thus employed the water continued to rise with fearful rapidity, and rushed against the house like a mill-race, so that it soon became evident that the whole would ere long be swept away. Just as they finished loading the boat and canoes, the staple which held them gave way; in a moment they were swept into the middle of the river, and carried out of sight. The Canadian was in the boat at the time the staple broke, so that Mr Seaforth was now left in a dwelling that bid fair to emulate Noahs ark in an hour or two, without a chance of escape, and with no better company than five black oxen in the dining-room, besides three sheep that were now scarcely able to keep their heads above water, and three little pigs that were already drowned. The poor old man did his best to push out the intruders, but only succeeded in ejecting two sheep and an ox. All the others positively refused to go, so he was fain to let them stay. By shutting the outer door he succeeded in keeping out a great deal of water. Then he waded into the parlour, where he found some more little pigs, floating about and quite dead. Two, however, more adventurous than their comrades, had saved their lives by mounting first on a chair and then upon the table, where they were comfortably seated, gazing languidly at their mother, a very heavy fat sow, which sat, with what seemed an expression of settled despair, on the sofa. In a fit of wrath, Mr Seaforth seized the young pigs and tossed them out of the window; whereupon the old one jumped down, and half walking, half swimming, made her way to her companions in the dining-room. The old gentleman now ascended to the garret, where from a small window he looked out upon the scene of devastation. His chief anxiety was about the foundation of the house, which, being made of a wooden framework, like almost all the others in the colony, would certainly float if the water rose much higher. His fears were better founded than the house. As he looked up the river, which had by this time overflowed all its banks and was spreading over the plains, he saw a fresh burst of water coming down, which, when it dashed against his dwelling, forced it about two yards from its foundation. Suddenly he remembered that there were a large anchor and chain in the kitchen, both of which he had brought there one day, to serve as a sort of anvil when he wanted to do some blacksmith work. Hastening down, he fastened one end of the chain to the sofa, and cast the anchor out of the window. A few minutes afterwards another rush of water struck the building, which yielded to pressure, and swung slowly down until the anchor arrested its further progress. This was only for a few seconds, however. The chain was a slight one. It snapped, and the house swept majestically down the stream, while its terrified occupants cowered within it.

For two days nothing was heard of old Mr Seaforth. Indeed, the settlers had too much to do in saving themselves and their families to think of others; and it was not until the third day that people began to inquire about him. His son Peter had taken a canoe and made diligent search in all directions, but although he found the house sticking on a shallow point, neither his father nor the cat was on or in it. At last he was brought to the island, on which nearly half the colony had collected, by an Indian who had passed the house and brought him away in his canoe, along with the old cat. Is he not a wonderful man, to have come through so much in his old age? and he is still so active and hearty! Mr Swan of the mill is dead. He died of fever last week. Poor old Mr Cordon is also gone. His end was very sad. About a month ago he ordered his horse and rode off, intending to visit Fort Garry. At the turn of the road, just above Grants House, the horse suddenly swerved, and its rider was thrown to the ground. He did not live more than half an hour after it. Alas! how very sad to see a man, after escaping all the countless dangers of a long life in the woods (and his, you know, was a very adventurous one), thus cut violently down in his old age! O Charley, how little we know what is before us! How needful to have our peace made with God through Jesus Christ, so that we may be ready at any moment when our Father calls us away! There are many events of great interest that have occurred here since you left. You will be glad to hear that Jane Patterson is married to our excellent friend Mr Cameron, who has taken up a store near to us, and intends to run a boat to York Fort next summer. There has been another marriage here which will cause you astonishment at least, if not pleasure. Old Mr Peters has married Marie Peltier! What could have possessed her to take such a husband! I cannot understand it. Just think of her, Charley, a girl of eighteen, with a husband of seventy-five!



At this point the writing, which was very close and very small, terminated. Harry laid it down with a deep sigh, wishing much that Charley had thought it advisable to send him the second sheet also. As wishes and regrets on this point were equally unavailing, he endeavoured to continue it in imagination, and was soon as deeply absorbed in following Kate through the well-remembered scenes of Red River as he had been, a short time before, in roaming with her brother over the wide prairies of the Saskatchewan. The increasing cold, however, soon warned him that the night was far spent. He rose and went to the stove; but the fire had gone out, and the almost irresistible frost of these regions was already cooling everything in Bachelors Hall down to the freezing-point. All his companions had put out their candles, and were busy, doubtless, dreaming of the friends whose letters had struck and reawakened the long-dormant chords that used to echo to the tones and scenes of other days. With a slight shiver, Harry returned to his apartment, and kneeled to thank God for protecting and preserving his absent friends, and especially for sending him good news from a far land. The letter with the British post-marks on it was placed under his pillow. It occupied his waking and sleeping thoughts that night, and it was the first thing he thought of and re-read on the following morning, and for many mornings afterwards. Only those can fully estimate the value of such letters who live in distant lands, where letters are few  very, very few  and far between.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Changes  Harry and Hamilton find that variety is indeed charming  The latter astonishes the former considerably.

Three months passed away, but the snow still lay deep and white and undiminished around York Fort. Winter  cold, silent, unyielding winter  still drew its white mantle closely round the lonely dwelling of the fur-traders of the Far North.

Icicles hung, as they had done for months before, from the eaves of every house, from the tall black scaffold on which the great bell hung, and from the still taller erection that had been put up as an outlook for the ship in summer. At the present time it commanded a bleak view of the frozen sea. Snow covered every housetop, and hung in ponderous masses from their edges, as if it were about to fall; but it never fell  it hung there in the same position day after day, unmelted, unchanged. Snow covered the whole land, and the frozen river, the swamps, the sea-beach, and the sea itself, as far as the eye could reach, seemed like a pure white carpet. Snow lined the upper edge of every paling, filled up the key-hole of every door, embanked about half of every window, stuck in little knobs on the top of every picket, and clung in masses on every drooping branch of the pine trees in the forest. Frost  sharp, biting frost  solidified, surrounded, and pervaded everything. Mercury was congealed by it; vapour was condensed by it; iron was cooled by it until it could scarcely be touched without (as the men expressed it) burning the fingers. The water-jugs in Bachelors Hall and the water-buckets were frozen by it, nearly to the bottom; though there was a good stove there, and the Hall was not usually a cold place by any means. The breath of the inhabitants was congealed by it on the window-panes, until they had become coated with ice an inch thick. The breath of the men was rendered white and opaque by it, as they panted and hurried to and fro about their ordinary avocations; beating their gloved hands together, and stamping their well-wrapped-up feet on the hard-beaten snow to keep them warm. Old Robins nose seemed to be entirely shrivelled up into his face by it, as he drove his ox-cart to the river to fetch his daily supply of water. The only things that were not affected by it were the fires, which crackled and roared as if in laughter, and twisted and leaped as if in uncontrollable glee at the bare idea of John Frost acquiring, by any artifice whatever, the smallest possible influence over them! Three months had elapsed, but frost and snow, instead of abating, had gone on increasing and intensifying, deepening and extending its work, and riveting its chains. Winter  cold silent, unyielding winter  still reigned at York Fort, as though it had made it a sine qua non of its existence at all that it should reign there for ever!

But although everything was thus wintry and cold, it was by no means cheerless or dreary. A bright sun shone in the blue heavens with an intenseness of brilliancy that was quite dazzling to the eyes, that elated the spirits, and caused man and beast to tread with a more elastic step than usual. Although the sun looked down upon the scene with an unclouded face, and found a mirror in every icicle and in every gem of hoar-frost with which the objects of nature were loaded, there was, however, no perceptible heat in his rays. They fell on the white earth with all the brightness of midsummer, but they fell powerless as moonbeams in the dead of winter.

On the frozen river, just in front of the gate of the fort, a group of men and dogs were assembled. The dogs were four in number, harnessed to a small flat sledge of the slender kind used by Indians to drag their furs and provisions over the snow. The group of men was composed of Mr Rogan and the inmates of Bachelors Hall, one or two men who happened to be engaged there at the time in cutting a new water-hole in the ice, and an Indian, who, to judge from his carefully-adjusted costume, the snow-shoes on his feet, and the short whip in his hand, was the driver of the sledge, and was about to start on a journey. Harry Somerville and young Hamilton were also wrapped up more carefully than usual.

Good-bye, then, good-bye, said Mr Rogan, advancing towards the Indian, who stood beside the leading dog, ready to start. Take care of our young friends  theyve not had much experience in travelling yet; and dont overdrive your dogs. Treat them well, and theyll do more work. Theyre like men in that respect. Mr Rogan shook the Indian by the hand, and the latter immediately flourished the whip and gave a shout, which the dogs no sooner heard than they uttered a simultaneous yell, sprang forward with a jerk, and scampered up the river, closely followed by their dark-skinned driver.

Now, lads, farewell, said the old gentleman, turning with a kindly smile to our two friends, who were shaking hands for the last time with their comrades. Im sorry youre going to leave us, my boys. Youve done your duty well while here, and I would willingly have kept you a little longer with me, but our governor wills it otherwise. However, I trust that youll be happy wherever you may be sent. Dont forget to write to me. God bless you. Farewell.

Mr Rogan shook them heartily by the hand, turned short round, and walked slowly up to his house, with an expression of sadness on his mild face; while Harry and Hamilton, having once more waved farewell to their friends, marched up the river, side by side, in silence. They followed the track left by the dog-sledge, which guided them with unerring certainty, although their Indian leader and his team were out of sight in advance.

A week previous to this time an Indian arrived from the interior, bearing a letter from headquarters, which directed that Messrs Somerville and Hamilton should be forthwith dispatched on snow-shoes to Norway House. As this establishment is about three hundred miles from the sea-coast, the order involved a journey of nearly two weeks duration through a country that was utterly destitute of inhabitants. On receiving a command from Mr Rogan to prepare for an early start. Harry retired precipitately to his own room, and there, after cutting unheard-of capers, and giving vent to sudden incomprehensible shouts, all indicative of the highest state of delight, he condescended to tell his companions of his good fortune, and set about preparations without delay. Hamilton, on the contrary, gave his usual quiet smile on being informed of his destination, and returning somewhat pensively to Bachelors Hall, proceeded leisurely to make the necessary arrangements for departure. As the time drew on, however, a perpetual flush on his countenance, and an unusual brilliancy about his eye, showed that he was not quite insensible to the pleasures of a change, and relished the idea more than he got credit for. The Indian who had brought the letter was ordered to hold himself in readiness to retrace his steps and conduct the young men through the woods to Norway House, where they were to await further orders. A few days later the three travellers, as already related, set out on their journey.

After walking a mile up the river, they passed a point of land which shut out the fort from view. Here they paused to take a last look, and then pressed forward in silence, the thoughts of each being busy with mingled recollections of their late home and anticipations of the future. After an hours sharp walking they came in sight of the guide, and slackened their pace.

Well, Hamilton, said Harry, throwing off his reverie with a deep sigh, are you glad to leave York Fort, or sorry?

Glad, undoubtedly, replied Hamilton, but sorry to part from our old companions there. I had no idea, Harry, that I loved them all so much. I feel as if I should be glad were the order for us to leave them countermanded even now.

Thats the very thought, said Harry, that was passing through my own brain when I spoke to you. Yet, somehow, I think I should be uncommonly sorry after all if we were really sent back. Theres a queer contradiction, Hammy: were sorry and happy at the same time! If I were the skipper now, I would found a philosophical argument upon it.

Which the skipper would carry on with untiring vigour, said Hamilton, smiling, and afterwards make an entry of in his log. But I think, Harry, that to feel the emotion of sorrow and joy at the same time is not such a contradiction as it at first appears.

Perhaps not, replied Harry, but it seems very contradictory to me; and yet its an evident fact, for Im very sorry to leave them, and Im very happy to have you for my companion here.

So am I, so am I, said the other heartily. I would rather travel with you, Harry, than with any of our late companions, although I like them all very much.

The two friends had grown, almost imperceptibly, in each others esteem during their residence under the same roof, more than either of them would have believed possible. The gay, reckless hilarity of the one did not at first accord with the quiet gravity and, as his comrades styled it, softness of the other. But character is frequently misjudged at first sight, and sometimes men who on a first acquaintance have felt repelled from each other have, on coming to know each other better, discovered traits and good qualities that ere long formed enduring bonds of sympathy, and have learned to love those whom at first they felt disposed to dislike or despise. Thus Harry soon came to know that what he at first thought and, along with his companions, called softness in Hamilton was in reality gentleness of disposition and thorough good-nature, united in one who happened to be utterly unacquainted with the knowing ways of this peculiarly sharp and clever world, while in the course of time new qualities showed themselves in a quiet, unobtrusive way that won upon his affections and raised his esteem. On the other hand, Hamilton found that, although Harry was volatile, and possessed of an irresistible tendency to fun and mischief, he never by any chance gave way to anger, or allowed malice to enter into his practical jokes. Indeed, he often observed him restrain his natural tendencies when they were at all likely to give pain, though Harry never dreamed that such efforts were known to any one but himself. Besides this, Harry was peculiarly unselfish, and when a man is possessed of this inestimable disposition, he is not quite but very nearly perfect!

After another pause, during which the party had left the open river and directed their course through the woods, where the depth of the snow obliged them to tread in each others footsteps, Harry resumed the conversation.

You have not yet told me, by-the-bye, what old Mr Rogan said to you just before we started. Did he give you any hint as to where you might be sent to after reaching Norway House?

No; he merely said he knew that clerks were wanted both for Mackenzie River and the Saskatchewan districts, but he did not know which I was destined for.

Hum! exactly what he said to me, with the slight addition that he strongly suspected that Mackenzie River would be my doom. Are you aware, Hammy, my boy, that the Saskatchewan district is a sort of terrestrial paradise, and Mackenzie River equivalent to Botany Bay?

I have heard as much during our conversations in Bachelors Hall, but  Stop a bit, Harry; these snow-shoe lines of mine have got loosened with tearing through this deep snow and these shockingly thick bushes. There  they are right now; go on. I was going to say that I dont  oh!

This last exclamation was elicited from Hamilton by a sharp blow caused by a branch which, catching on part of Harrys dress as he plodded on in front, suddenly rebounded and struck him across the face. This is of common occurrence in travelling through the woods, especially to those who from inexperience walk too closely on the heels of their companions.

Whats wrong now, Hammy? inquired his friend, looking over his shoulder.

Oh, nothing worth mentioning  rather a sharp blow from a branch, thats all.

Well, proceed; youve interrupted yourself twice in what you were going to say. Perhaps itll come out if you try it a third time.

I was merely going to say that I dont much care where I am sent to, so long as it is not to an outpost where I shall be all alone.

All very well, my friend; but seeing that outposts are, in comparison with principal forts, about a hundred to one, your chance of avoiding them is rather slight. However, our youth and want of experience is in our favour, as they like to send men who have seen some service to outposts. But I fear that, with such brilliant characters as you and I, Hammy, youth will only be an additional recommendation, and inexperience wont last long.  Hollo! whats going on yonder?

Harry pointed as he spoke to an open spot in the woods about a quarter of a mile in advance, where a dark object was seen lying on the snow, writhing about, now coiling into a lump, and anon extending itself like a huge snake in agony.

As the two friends looked, a prolonged howl floated towards them.

Something wrong with the dogs, I declare! cried Harry.

No doubt of it, replied his friend, hurrying forward, as they saw their Indian guide rise from the ground and flourish his whip energetically, while the howls rapidly increased.

A few minutes brought them to the scene of action, where they found the dogs engaged in a fight among themselves, and the driver, in a state of vehement passion, alternately belabouring and trying to separate them. Dogs in these regions, like the dogs of all other regions, we suppose, are very much addicted to fighting  a propensity which becomes extremely unpleasant if indulged while the animals are in harness, as they then become peculiarly savage, probably from their being unable, like an ill-assorted pair in wedlock, to cut or break the ties that bind them. Moreover, they twist the traces into such an ingeniously complicated mass that it renders disentanglement almost impossible, even after exhaustion has reduced them to obedience. Besides this, they are so absorbed in worrying each other that for the time they are utterly regardless of their drivers lash or voice. This naturally makes the driver angry, and sometimes irascible men practise shameful cruelties on the poor dogs. When the two friends came up they found the Indian glaring at the animals, as they fought and writhed in the snow, with every lineament of his swarthy face distorted with passion, and panting from his late exertions. Suddenly he threw himself on the dogs again, and lashed them furiously with the whip. Finding that this had no effect, he twined the lash round his hand, and struck them violently over their heads and snouts with the handle; then falling down on his knees, he caught the most savage of the animals by the throat, and seizing its nose between his teeth almost bit it off. The appalling yell that followed this cruel act seemed to subdue the dogs, for they ceased to fight, and crouched, whining, in the snow.

With a bound like a tiger young Hamilton sprang upon the guide, and seizing him by the throat, hurled him violently to the ground. Scoundrel! he cried, standing over the crestfallen Indian with flushed face and flashing eyes, how dare you thus treat the creatures of God?

The young man would have spoken more, but his indignation was so fierce that it could not find vent in words. For a moment he raised his fist, as if he meditated dashing the Indian again to the ground as he slowly arose; then, as if changing his mind, he seized him by the back of the neck, thrust him towards the panting dogs, and stood in silence over him with the whip grasped firmly in his hand, while he disentangled the traces.

This accomplished, Hamilton ordered him in a voice of suppressed anger to go forward  an order which the cowed guide promptly obeyed, and in a few minutes more the two friends were again alone.

Hamilton, my boy, exclaimed Harry, who up to this moment seemed to have been petrified, you have perfectly amazed me! Im utterly bewildered.

Indeed, I fear that I have been very violent, said Hamilton, blushing deeply.

Violent! exclaimed his friend. Why, man, Ive completely mistaken your character. I  I

I hope not, Harry, said Hamilton, in a subdued tone; I hope not. Believe me, I am not naturally violent. I should be very sorry were you to think so. Indeed, I never felt thus before, and now that it is over I am amazed at myself; but surely youll admit that there was great provocation. Such terrible cruelty to

My dear fellow, you quite misunderstand me. Im amazed at your pluck, your energy. Soft, indeed! we have been most egregiously mistaken. Provocation! I just think you had; my only sorrow is that you didnt give him a little more.

Come, come, Harry; I see you would be as cruel to him as he was to the poor dog. But let us press forward; it is already growing dark, and we must not let the fellow out of sight ahead of us.

Allons, donc, cried Harry; and hastening their steps, they travelled silently and rapidly among the stems of the trees, while the shades of night gathered slowly round them.

That night the three travellers encamped in the snow under the shelter of a spreading pine. The encampment was formed almost exactly in a similar manner to that in which they had slept on the night of their exploits at North River. They talked less, however, than on that occasion, and slept more soundly. Before retiring to rest, and while Harry was extended, half asleep and half awake, on his green blanket, enjoying the delightful repose that follows a hard days march and a good supper, Hamilton drew near to the Indian, who sat sullenly smoking a little apart from the young men. Sitting down beside him, he administered a long rebuke in a low, grave tone of voice. Like rebukes generally, it had the effect of making the visage of the Indian still more sullen. But the young man did not appear to notice this; he still continued to talk. As he went on, the look grew less and less sullen, until it faded entirely away, and was succeeded by the grave, quiet, respectful expression peculiar to the face of the North American Indian.

Day succeeded day, night followed night, and still found them plodding laboriously through the weary waste of snow, or encamping under the trees of the forest. The two friends went through all the varied stages of experience which are included in what is called becoming used to the work, which is sometimes a modified meaning of the expression used up. They started with a degree of vigour that one would have thought no amount of hard work could possibly abate. They became aware of the melancholy fact that fatigue unstrings the youngest and toughest sinews. They pressed on, however, from stern necessity, and found, to their delight, that young muscles recover their elasticity even in the midst of severe exertion. They still pressed on, and discovered, to their dismay, that this recovery was only temporary, and that the second state of exhaustion was infinitely worse than the first. Still they pressed on, and raised blisters on their feet and toes that caused them to limp woefully; then they learned that blisters break and take a long time to heal, and are much worse to walk upon during the healing process than they are at the commencement  at which time they innocently fancied that nothing could be more dreadful. Still they pressed on day after day, and found to their satisfaction that such things can be endured and overcome; that feet and toes can become hard like leather, that muscles can grow tough as india-rubber, and that spirits and energy can attain to a pitch of endurance which nothing within the compass of a days march can by any possibility overcome. They found also, from experience, that their conversation changed, both in manner and subject, as they progressed on their journey. At first they conversed frequently and on various topics, chiefly on the probability of their being sent to pleasant places or the reverse. Then they spoke less frequently, and growled occasionally, as they advanced in the painful process of training. After that, as they began to get hardy, they talked of the trees, the snow, the ice, the tracks of wild animals they happened to cross, and the objects of nature generally that came under their observation. Then as their muscles hardened and their sinews grew tough, and the days march at length became first a matter of indifference, and ultimately an absolute pleasure, they chatted cheerily on any and every subject, or sang occasionally, when the sun shone out and cast an appearance of warmth across their path. Thus onward they pressed, without halt or stay, day after day, through wood and brake, over river and lake, on ice and on snow, for miles and miles together, through the great, uninhabited, frozen wilderness.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Hopes and fears  An unexpected meeting  Philosophical talk between the hunter and the parson.

On arriving at Norway House, Harry Somerville and his friend Hamilton found that they were to remain at that establishment during an indefinite period of time, until it should please those in whose hands their ultimate destination lay to direct them how and where to proceed. This was an unlooked-for trial of their patience; but after the first exclamation of disappointment, they made up their minds, like wise men, to think no more about it, but bide their time, and make the most of present circumstances.

You see, remarked Hamilton, as the two friends, after having had an audience of the gentleman in charge of the establishment, sauntered toward the rocks that overhang the margin of Playgreen Lake you see, it is of no use to fret about what we cannot possibly help. Nobody within three hundred miles of us knows where we are destined to spend next winter. Perhaps orders may come in a couple of weeks, perhaps in a couple of months, but they will certainly come at last. Anyhow, it is of no use thinking about it, so we had better forget it, and make the best of things as we find them.

Ah! exclaimed Harry, your advice is that we should by all means be happy, and if we cant be happy, be as happy as we can. Is that it?

Just so. Thats it exactly.

Ho! But then you see, Hammy, youre a philosopher, and Im not, and that makes all the difference. Im not given to anticipating evil, but I cannot help dreading that they will send me to some lonely, swampy, out-of-the-way hole, where there will be no society, no shooting, no riding, no work even to speak of  nothing, in fact, but the miserable satisfaction of being styled bourgeois by five or six men, wretched outcasts like myself.

Come, Harry, cried Hamilton, you are taking the very worst view of it. There certainly are plenty of such outposts in the country, but you know very well that young fellows like you are seldom sent to such places.

I dont know that, interrupted Harry. Theres young McAndrew: he was sent to an outpost up the Mackenzie his second year in the service, where he was all but starved, and had to live for about two weeks on boiled parchment. Then theres poor Forrester: he was shipped off to a place  the name of which I never could remember  somewhere between the head-waters of the Athabasca Lake and the North Pole. To be sure, he had good shooting, Im told, but he had only four labouring men to enjoy it with; and he has been there ten years now, and he has more than once had to scrape the rocks of that detestable stuff called tripe de roche to keep himself alive. And then theres

Very true, interrupted Hamilton. Then theres your friend Charles Kennedy, whom you so often talk about, and many other young fellows we know, who have been sent to the Saskatchewan, and to the Columbia, and to Athabasca, and to a host of other capital places, where they have enough of society  male society, at least  and good sport.

The young men had climbed a rocky eminence which commanded a view of the lake on the one side, and the fort, with its background of woods, on the other. Here they sat down on a stone, and continued for some time to admire the scene in silence.

Yes, said Harry, resuming the thread of discourse, you are right: we have a good chance of seeing some pleasant parts of the country. But suspense is not pleasant. O man, if they would only send me up the Saskatchewan River! Ive set my heart upon going there. Im quite sure its the very best place in the whole country.

Youve told the truth that time, master, said a deep voice behind them.

The young men turned quickly round. Close beside them, and leaning composedly on a long Indian fowling-piece, stood a tall, broad-shouldered, sunburned man, apparently about forty years of age. He was dressed in the usual leathern hunting-coat, cloth leggings, fur cap, mittens, and moccasins that constitute the winter garb of a hunter; and had a grave, firm, but good-humoured expression of countenance.

Youve told the truth that time, master, he repeated, without moving from his place. The Saskatchewan is, to my mind, the best place in the whole country; and havin seen a considerable deal o places in my time, I can speak from experience.

Indeed, friend, said Harry, Im glad to hear you say so. Come, sit down beside us, and lets hear something about it.

Thus invited, the hunter seated himself on a stone and laid his gun on the hollow of his left arm.

First of all, friend, continued Harry, do you belong to the fort here?

No, replied the man; Im stayin here just now, but I dont belong to the place.

Where do you come from, then, and whats your name?

Why, Ive comed drect from the Saskatchewan with a packet o letters. Im payin a visit to the missionary village yonder  the hunter pointed as he spoke across the lake and when the ice breaks up I shall get a canoe and return again.

And your name?

Why, Ive got four or five names. Somehow or other, people have given me a nickname wherever I ha chanced to go. But my true name, and the one I hail by just now, is Jacques Caradoc.

Jacques Caradoc! exclaimed Harry, starting with surprise. You knew a Charley Kennedy in the Saskatchewan, did you?

That did I. As fine a lad as ever pulled a trigger.

Give us your hand, friend, exclaimed Harry, springing forward and seizing the hunters large, hard fist in both hands. Why, man, Charley is my dearest friend, and I had a letter from him some time ago in which he speaks of you, and says youre one of the best fellows he ever met.

You dont say so, replied the hunter, returning Harrys grasp warmly, while his eyes sparkled with pleasure, and a quiet smile played at the corners of his mouth.

Yes I do, said Harry; and Im very nearly as glad to meet with you, friend Jacques, as I would be to meet with him. But come; its cold work talking here. Lets go to my room; theres a fire in the stove.  Come along, Hammy; and taking his new friend by the arm, he hurried him along to his quarters in the fort.

Just as they were passing under the fort gate, a large mass of snow became detached from a housetop and fell heavily at their feet, passing within an inch of Hamiltons nose. The young man started back with an exclamation, and became very red in the face.

Hollo! cried Harry, laughing, got a fright, Hammy! That went so close to your chin that it almost saved you the trouble of shaving.

Yes; I got a little fright from the suddenness of it, said Hamilton quietly.

What do you think of my friend there? said Harry to Jacques in a low voice, pointing to Hamilton, who walked on in advance.

Ive not seen much of him, master, replied the hunter. Had I been asked the same question about the same lad twenty years agone, I should ha said he was soft, and perhaps chicken-hearted. But Ive learned from experience to judge better than I used to do. I niver thinks o formin an opinion o any one till Ive seen them called to sudden action. Its astonishin how some faint-hearted men will come to face a danger and put on an awful look o courage if they only get warnin; but take them by surprise  thats the way to try them.

Well, Jacques, that is the very reason why I ask your opinion of Hamilton. He was pretty well taken by surprise that time, I think.

True, master; but that kind o start dont prove much. Howsever, I dont think hes easy upset. He does look uncommon soft, and his face grew red when the snow fell, but his eyebrow and his under lip showed that it wasnt from fear.

During that afternoon and the greater part of that night the three friends continued in close conversation  Harry sitting in front of the stove, with his hands in his pockets, on a chair tilted as usual on its hind legs, and pouring out volleys of questions, which were pithily answered by the good-humoured, loquacious hunter, who sat behind the stove, resting his elbows on his knees, and smoking his much-loved pipe; while Hamilton reclined on Harrys bed, and listened with eager avidity to anecdotes and stories, which seemed, like the narrators pipe, to be inexhaustible.

Good-night, Jacques, good-night, said Harry, as the latter rose at last to depart; Im delighted to have had a talk with you. You must come back to-morrow. I want to hear more about your friend Redfeather. Where did you say you left him?

In the Saskatchewan, master. He said that he would wait there, as hed heerd the missionary was comin up to pay the Injins a visit.

By-the-bye, youre going over to the missionarys place to-morrow, are you not?

Yes, I am.

Ah, then, thatll do. Ill go over with you. How far off is it?

Three miles or thereabouts.

Very good. Call in here as you pass, and my friend Hamilton and I will accompany you. Good-night.

Jacques thrust his pipe into his bosom, held out his horny hand, and giving his young friends a hearty shake, turned and strode from the room.

On the following day Jacques called according to promise, and the three friends set off together to visit the Indian village. This missionary station was under the management of a Wesleyan clergyman, Pastor Conway by name, an excellent man, of about forty-five years of age, with an energetic mind and body, a bald head, a mild, expressive countenance, and a robust constitution. He was admirably qualified for his position, having a natural aptitude for every sort of work that man is usually called on to perform. His chief care was for the instruction of the Indians, whom he had induced to settle around him, in the great and all-important truths of Christianity. He invented an alphabet, and taught them to write and read their own language. He commenced the laborious task of translating the Scriptures into the Cree language; and being an excellent musician, he instructed his converts to sing in parts the psalms and Wesleyan hymns, many of which are exceedingly beautiful. A school was also established and a church built under his superintendence, so that the natives assembled in an orderly way in a commodious sanctuary every Sabbath day to worship God; while the children were instructed, not only in the Scriptures, and made familiar with the narrative of the humiliation and exaltation of our blessed Saviour, but were also taught the elementary branches of a secular education. But good Pastor Conways energy did not stop here. Nature had gifted him with that peculiar genius which is powerfully expressed in the term a jack-of-all-trades. He could turn his hand to anything; and being, as we have said, an energetic man, he did turn his hand to almost everything. If anything happened to get broken, the pastor could either mend it himself or direct how it was to be done. If a house was to be built for a new family of red men, who had never handled a saw or hammer in their lives, and had lived up to that time in tents, the pastor lent a hand to begin it, drew out the plan (not a very complicated thing, certainly), set them fairly at work, and kept his eye on it until it was finished. In short, the worthy pastor was everything to everybody, that by all means he might gain some.

Under such management the village flourished as a matter of course, although it did not increase very rapidly owing to the almost unconquerable aversion of North American Indians to take up a settled habitation.

It was to this little hamlet, then, that our three friends directed their steps. On arriving, they found Pastor Conway in a sort of workshop, giving directions to an Indian who stood with a soldering-iron in one hand and a sheet of tin in the other, which he was about to apply to a curious-looking, half-finished machine that bore some resemblance to a canoe.

Ah, my friend Jacques! he exclaimed as the hunter approached him; the very man I wished to see. But I beg pardon, gentlemen  strangers, I perceive. You are heartily welcome. It is seldom that I have the pleasure of seeing new friends in my wild dwelling. Pray come with me to my house.

Pastor Conway shook hands with Harry and Hamilton with a degree of warmth that evinced the sincerity of his words. The young men thanked him and accepted the invitation.

As they turned to quit the workshop, the pastor observed Jacquess eye fixed, with a puzzled expression of countenance, on his canoe.

You have never seen anything like that before, I dare say? said he, with a smile.

No, sir; I never did see such a queer machine afore.

It is a tin canoe, with which I hope to pass through many miles of country this spring, on my way to visit a tribe of Northern Indians; and it was about this very thing that I wanted to see you, my friend.

Jacques made no reply, but cast a look savouring very slightly of contempt on the unfinished canoe as they turned and went away.

The pastors dwelling stood at one end of the village, a view of which it commanded from the back windows, while those in front overlooked the lake. It was pleasantly situated and pleasantly tenanted, for the pastors wife was a cheerful, active little lady, like-minded with himself, and delighted to receive and entertain strangers. To her care Mr Conway consigned the young men, after spending a short time in conversation with them; and then, requesting his wife to show them through the village, he took Jacques by the arm and sauntered out.

Come with me, Jacques, he began; I have somewhat to say to you. I had not time to broach the subject when I met you at the Companys fort, and have been anxious to see you ever since. You tell me that you have met with my friend Redfeather?

Yes, sir; I spent a week or two with him last fall. I found him stayin with his tribe, and we started to come down here together.

Ah, that is the very point, exclaimed the pastor, that I wished to inquire about. I firmly believe that God has opened that Indians eyes to see the truth; and I fully expected, from what he said when we last met, that he would have made up his mind to come and stay here.

As to what the Almighty has done to him, said Jacques, in a reverential tone of voice, I dont pretend to know; he did for sartin speak, and act too, in a way that I never seed an Injin do before. But about his comin here, sir, you were quite right: he did mean to come, and Ive no doubt will come yet.

What prevented him coming with you, as you tell me he intended? inquired the pastor.

Well, you see, sir, he and I and his squaw, as I said, set off to come here together; but when we got the length o Edmonton House, we heerd that you were comin up to pay a visit to the tribe to which Redfeather belongs; and so seein that it was o no use to come down hereaway just to turn about an go up agin, he stopped there to wait for you, for he knew you would want him to interpret

Ay, interrupted the pastor, thats true. I have two reasons for wishing to have him here. The primary one is, that he may get good to his immortal soul. And then he understands English so well that I want him to become my interpreter; for although I understand the Cree language pretty well now, I find it exceedingly difficult to explain the doctrines of the Bible to my people in it. But pardon me, I interrupted you.

I was only going to say, resumed Jacques, that I made up my mind to stay with him; but they wanted a man to bring the winter packet here, so, as they pressed me very hard, an I had nothin particular to do, I greed and came, though I would rather ha stopped; for Redfeather an I ha struck up a friendship togither  a thing that I would niver ha thought it possble for me to do with a red Injin.

And why not with a red Indian, friend? inquired the pastor, while a shade of sadness passed over his mild features, as if unpleasant thoughts had been roused by the hunters speech.

Well, its not easy to say why, rejoined the other. Ive no particlar objection to the redskins. Theres only one man among them that I bears a grudge agin, and even that one Id rayther avoid than otherwise.

But you should forgive him, Jacques. The Bible tells us not only to bear our enemies no grudge, but to love them and to do them good.

The hunters brow darkened. Thats impossible, sir, he said; I couldnt do him a good turn if I was to try ever so hard. He may bless his stars that I dont want to do him mischief; but to love him, its jist impossble.

With man it is impossible, but with God all things are possible, said the pastor solemnly.

Jacquess naturally philosophic though untutored mind saw the force of this. He felt that God, who had formed his soul, his body, and the wonderfully complicated machinery and objects of nature, which were patent to his observant and reflective mind wherever he went, must of necessity be equally able to alter, influence, and remould them all according to his will. Common-sense was sufficient to teach him this; and the bold hunter exhibited no ordinary amount of common-sense in admitting the fact at once, although in the case under discussion (the loving of his enemy) it seemed utterly impossible to his feelings and experience. The frown, therefore, passed from his brow, while he said respectfully, What you say, sir, is true; I believe though I cant feel it. But I spose the reason I niver felt much drawn to the redskins is, that all the time I lived in the settlements I was used to hear them called and treated as thievin dogs, an when I comd among them I didnt see much to alter my opinion. Here an there I have found one or two honest Injins, an Redfeather is as true as steel; but the most o them are no better than they should be. I spose I dont think much o them just because they are redskins.

Ah, Jacques, you will excuse me if I say that there is not much sense in that reason. An Indian cannot help being a red man any more than you can help being a white one, so that he ought not to be despised on that account. Besides, God made him what he is, and to despise the work of God, or to undervalue it, is to despise God himself. You may indeed despise, or rather abhor, the sins that red men are guilty of; but if you despise them on this ground, you must much more despise white men, for they are guilty of greater iniquities than Indians are. They have more knowledge, and are, therefore, more inexcusable when they sin; and any one who has travelled much must be aware that, in regard to general wickedness, white men are at least quite as bad as Indians. Depend upon it, Jacques, that there will be Indians found in heaven at the last day as well as white men. God is no respecter of persons.

I niver thought much on that subject afore, sir, returned the hunter; what you say seems reasonable enough. Im sure an sartin, any way, that if theres a redskin in heaven at all, Redfeather will be there, an I only hope that I may be there too to keep him company.

I hope so, my friend, said the pastor earnestly; I hope so too, with all my heart. And if you will accept of this little book, it will show you how to get there.

The missionary drew a small, plainly-bound copy of the Bible from his pocket as he spoke, and presented it to Jacques, who received it with a smile, and thanked him, saying, at the same time, that he was not much up to book-larnin, but he would read it with pleasure.

Now, Jacques, said the pastor, after a little further conversation on the subject of the Bible, in which he endeavoured to impress upon him the absolute necessity of being acquainted with the blessed truths which it contains now, Jacques, about my visit to the Indians. I intend, if the Almighty spares me, to embark in yon tin canoe that you found me engaged with, and, with six men to work it, proceed to the country of the Knisteneux Indians, visit their chief camp, and preach to them there as long as the weather will permit. When the season is pretty well advanced, and winter threatens to cut off my retreat, I shall re-embark in my canoe and return home. By this means I hope to be able to sow the good seed of Christian truth in the hearts of men who, as they will not come to this settlement, have no chance of being brought under the power of the gospel by any other means.

Jacques gave one of his quiet smiles on hearing this. Right, sir  right, he said, with some energy; I have always thought, although I niver made bold to say it before, that there was not enough o this sort o thing. It has always seemed to me a kind o madness (excuse my plainness o speech, sir) in you pastors, thinkin to make the redskins come an settle round you like so many squaws, and dig up an grub at the ground, when its quite clear that their natur and the natur o things about them meant them to be hunters. An surely since the Almighty made them hunters, He intended them to be hunters, an wont refuse to make them Christians on that account. A redskins natur is a huntin natur, an nothin on arthll ever make it anything else.

There is much truth in what you observe, friend, rejoined the pastor; but you are not altogether right. Their nature may be changed, although certainly nothing on earth will change it. Look at that frozen lake. He pointed to the wide field of thick, snow-covered ice that stretched out for miles like a sheet of white marble before them. Could anything on earth break up or sink or melt that?

Nothin, replied Jacques laconically  

But the warm beams of yon glorious sun can do it, continued the pastor, pointing upwards as he spoke, and do it effectually, too; so that, although you can scarcely observe the process, it nevertheless turns the hard, thick, solid ice into limpid water at last. So is it in regard to man. Nothing on earth can change his heart or alter his nature; but our Saviour, who is called the Sun of Righteousness, can. When He shines into a mans soul it melts. The old man becomes a little child, the wild savage a Christian. But I agree with you in thinking that we have not been sufficiently alive to the necessity of seeking to convert the Indians before trying to gather them round us. The one would follow as a natural consequence, I think, of the other, and it is owing to this conviction that I intend, as I have already said, to make a journey in spring to visit those who will not or cannot come to visit me. And now, what I want to ask is, whether you will agree to accompany me as steersman and guide on my expedition.

The hunter slowly shook his head. Im afeard not, sir; I have already promised to take charge of a canoe for the Company. I would much rather go with you, but I must keep my word.

Certainly, Jacques, certainly; that settles the question. You cannot go with me  unless the pastor paused as if in thought for a moment unless you can persuade them to let you off.

Well, sir, I can try, returned Jacques.

Do; and I need not say how happy I shall be if you succeed. Good-day, friend, good-bye. So saying, the missionary shook hands with the hunter and returned to his house, while Jacques wended his way to the village in search of Harry and Hamilton.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Good news and romantic scenery  Bear-hunting and its results.

Jacques failed in his attempt to break off his engagement with the fur-traders. The gentleman in charge of Norway House, albeit a good-natured, estimable man, was one who could not easily brook disappointment, especially in matters that involved the interests of the Hudsons Bay Company; so Jacques was obliged to hold to his compact, and the pastor had to search for another guide.

Spring came, and with it the awakening (if we may use the expression) of the country from the long, lethargic sleep of winter. The sun burst forth with irresistible power, and melted all before it. Ice and snow quickly dissolved, and set free the waters of swamp and river, lake and sea, to leap and sparkle in their new-found liberty. Birds renewed their visits to the regions of the north; frogs, at last unfrozen, opened their leathern jaws to croak and whistle in the marshes, and men began their preparations for a summer campaign.

At the commencement of the season an express arrived with letters from headquarters, which, among other matters of importance, directed that Messrs Somerville and Hamilton should be dispatched forthwith to the Saskatchewan district, where, on reaching Fort Pitt, they were to place themselves at the disposal of the gentleman in charge of the district. It need scarcely be added that the young men were overjoyed on receiving this almost unhoped-for intelligence, and that Harry expressed his satisfaction in his usual hilarious manner, asserting somewhat profanely, in the excess of his glee, that the governor-in-chief of Ruperts Land was a regular brick. Hamilton agreed to all his friends remarks with a quiet smile, accompanied by a slight chuckle, and a somewhat desperate attempt at a caper, which attempt, bordering as it did on a region of buffoonery into which our quiet and gentlemanly friend had never dared hitherto to venture, proved an awkward and utter failure. He felt this, and blushed deeply.

It was further arranged and agreed upon that the young men should accompany Jacques Caradoc in his canoe. Having become sufficiently expert canoemen to handle their paddles well, they scouted the idea of taking men with them, and resolved to launch boldly forth at once as bona-fide voyageurs. To this arrangement Jacques, after one or two trials to test their skill, agreed; and very shortly after the arrival of the express, the trio set out on their voyage, amid the cheers and adieus of the entire population of Norway House, who were assembled on the end of the wooden wharf to witness their departure, and with whom they had managed, during their short residence at that place, to become special favourites. A month later, the pastor of the Indian village, having procured a trusty guide, embarked in his tin canoe with a crew of six men, and followed in their track.

In process of time spring merged into summer  a season chiefly characterised in those climes by intense heat and innumerable clouds of mosquitoes, whose vicious and incessant attacks render life, for the time being, a burden. Our three voyageurs, meanwhile, ascended the Saskatchewan, penetrating deeper each day into the heart of the North American continent. On arriving at Fort Pitt, they were graciously permitted to rest for three days, after which they were forwarded to another district, where fresh efforts were being made to extend the fur-trade into lands hitherto almost unvisited. This continuation of their travels was quite suited to the tastes and inclinations of Harry and Hamilton, and was hailed by them as an additional reason for self-gratulation. As for Jacques, he cared little to what part of the world he chanced to be sent. To hunt, to toil in rain and in sunshine, in heat and in cold, at the paddle or on the snow-shoe, was his vocation, and it mattered little to the bold hunter whether he plied it upon the plains of the Saskatchewan or among the woods of Athabasca. Besides, the companions of his travels were young, active, bold, adventurous, and therefore quite suited to his taste. Redfeather, too, his best and dearest friend, had been induced to return to his tribe for the purpose of mediating between some of the turbulent members of it and the white men who had gone to settle among them, so that the prospect of again associating with his red friend was an additional element in his satisfaction. As Charley Kennedy was also in this district, the hope of seeing him once more was a subject of such unbounded delight to Harry Somerville, and so, sympathetically, to young Hamilton, that it was with difficulty they could realise the full amount of their good fortune, or give adequate expression to their feelings. It is, therefore, probable that there never were three happier travellers than Jacques, Harry, and Hamilton, as they shouldered their guns and paddles, shook hands with the inmates of Fort Pitt, and with light steps and lighter hearts launched their canoe, turned their bronzed faces once more to the summer sun, and dipped their paddles again in the rippling waters of the Saskatchewan River.

As their bark was exceedingly small, and burdened with but little lading, they resolved to abandon the usual route, and penetrate the wilderness through a maize of lakes and small rivers well known to their guide. By this arrangement they hoped to travel more speedily, and avoid navigating a long sweep of the river by making a number of portages; while, at the same time, the changeful nature of the route was likely to render it more interesting. From the fact of its being seldom traversed, it was also more likely that they should find a supply of game for the journey.

Towards sunset, one fine day, about two weeks after their departure from Fort Pitt, our voyageurs paddled their canoe round a wooded point of land that jutted out from, and partially concealed, the mouth of a large river, down whose stream they had dropped leisurely during the last three days, and swept out upon the bosom of a large lake. This was one of those sheets of water which glitter in hundreds on the green bosom of Americas forests, and are so numerous and comparatively insignificant as to be scarce distinguished by a name, unless when they lie directly in the accustomed route of the fur-traders. But although, in comparison with the fresh-water oceans of the Far West, this lake was unnoticed and almost unknown, it would by no means have been regarded in such a light had it been transported to the plains of England. In regard to picturesque beauty it was perhaps unsurpassed. It might be about six miles wide, and so long that the land at the farther end of it was faintly discernible on the horizon. Wooded hills, sloping gently down to the waters edge; jutting promontories, some rocky and barren, others more or less covered with trees; deep bays, retreating in some places into the dark recesses of a savage-looking gorge, in others into a distant meadow-like plain, bordered with a stripe of yellow sand; beautiful islands of various sizes, scattered along the shores as if nestling there for security, or standing barren and solitary in the centre of the lake, like bulwarks of the wilderness, some covered with luxuriant vegetation, others bald and grotesque in outline, and covered with gulls and other waterfowl,  this was the scene that broke upon the view of the travellers as they rounded the point, and, ceasing to paddle, gazed upon it long and in deep silence, their hands raised to shade their eyes from the suns rays, which sparkled in the water, and fell, here in bright spots and broken patches, and there in yellow floods, upon the rocks, the trees, the forest glades and plains around them.

What a glorious scene! murmured Hamilton, almost unconsciously.

A perfect paradise! said Harry, with a long-drawn sigh of satisfaction. Why, Jacques, my friend, its a matter of wonder to me that you, a free man, without relations or friends to curb you, or attract you to other parts of the world, should go boating and canoeing all over the country at the beck of the fur-traders, when you might come and pitch your tent here for ever!

For ever! echoed Jacques.

Well, I mean as long as you live in this world.

Ah, master, rejoined the guide, in a sad tone of voice, its just because I have neither kith nor kin nor friends to draw me to any particlar spot on arth, that I dont care to settle down in this one, beautiful though it be.

True, true, muttered Harry; mans a gregarious animal, theres no doubt of that.

Anon? exclaimed Jacques.

I meant to say that man naturally loves company, replied Harry, smiling.

An yit Ive seen some as didnt, master; though, to be sure, that was onnatral, and theres not many o them, by good luck. Yes, mans fond o seein the face o man.

And woman too, interrupted Harry. Eh, Hamilton, what say you?

O woman, in our hours of ease

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please,

When pain and anguish wring the brow,

A ministering angel thou.

Alas, Hammy! pain and anguish and everything else may wring our unfortunate brows here long enough before woman, lovely woman, will come to our aid. What a rare sight it would be, now, to see even an ordinary housemaid or cook out here! It would be good for sore eyes. It seems to me a sort of horrible untruth to say that Ive not seen a woman since I left Red River; and yet its a frightful fact, for I dont count the copper-coloured nondescripts one meets with hereabouts to be women at all. I suppose they are, but they dont look like it.

Dont be a goose, Harry, said Hamilton.

Certainly not, my friend. If I were under the disagreeable necessity of being anything but what I am, I should rather be something that is not in the habit of being shot, replied the other, paddling with renewed vigour in order to get rid of some of the superabundant spirits that the beautiful scene and brilliant weather, acting on a young and ardent nature, had called forth.

Some of these same redskins, remarked the guide, are not such bad sort o women, for all their ill looks. Ive knowd more than one that was a first-rate wife an a good mother, though its true they had little edication beyond that o the woods.

No doubt of it, replied Harry, laughing gaily. How shall I keep the canoes head, Jacques?

Right away for the pint that lies jist between you an the sun.

Yes; I give them all credit for being excellent wives and mothers, after a fashion, resumed Harry. Ive no wish to asperse the character of the poor Indians; but you must know, Jacques, that theyre very different from the women that I allude to and of whom Scott sung. His heroines were of a very different stamp and colour!

Did he sing of niggers? inquired Jacques simply.

Of niggers! shouted Harry, looking over his shoulder at Hamilton, with a broad grin; no, Jacques, not exactly of niggers

Hist! exclaimed the guide, with that peculiar, subdued energy that at once indicates an unexpected discovery, and enjoins caution, while at the same moment, by a deep, powerful back-stroke of his paddle, he suddenly checked the rapid motion of the canoe.

Harry and his friend glanced quickly over their shoulders with a look of surprise.

Whats in the wind now? whispered the former.

Stop paddling, masters, and look ahead at the rock yonder, jist under the tall cliff. Theres a bear a-sittin there, an if we can only get to shore afore he sees us, were sartin sure of him.

As the guide spoke he slowly edged the canoe towards the shore, while the young men gazed with eager looks in the direction indicated, where they beheld what appeared to be the decayed stump of an old tree or a mass of brown rock. While they strained their eyes to see it more clearly, the object altered its form and position.

So it is, they exclaimed simultaneously, in a tone that was equivalent to the remark, Now we believe, because we see it.

In a few seconds the bow of the canoe touched the land, so lightly as to be quite inaudible, and Harry, stepping gently over the side, drew it forward a couple of feet, while his companions disembarked.

Now, Mister Harry, said the guide, as he slung a powder-horn and shot-belt over his shoulder, weve no need to circumvent the beast, for hes circumvented hisself.

How so? inquired the other, drawing the shot from his fowling-piece, and substituting in its place a leaden bullet.

Jacques led the way through the somewhat thinly scattered underwood as he replied, You see, Mister Harry, the place where hes gone to sun hisself is jist at the foot o a sheer precipice, which runs round ahead of him and juts out into the water, so that hes got three ways to choose between. He must clamber up the precipice, which will take him some time, I guess, if he can do it at all; or he must take to the water, which he dont like, and wont do if he can help it; or he must run out the way he went in, but as we shall go to meet him by the same road, hell have to break our ranks before he gains the woods, an thatll be no easy job.

The party soon reached the narrow pass between the lake and the near end of the cliff, where they advanced with greater caution, and peeping over the low bushes, beheld Bruin, a large brown fellow, sitting on his haunches, and rocking himself slowly to and fro, as he gazed abstractedly at the water. He was scarcely within good shot, but the cover was sufficiently thick to admit of a nearer approach.

Now, Hamilton, said Harry, in a low whisper, take the first shot. I killed the last one, so its your turn this time.

Hamilton hesitated, but could make no reasonable objection to this, although his unselfish nature prompted him to let his friend have the first chance. However, Jacques decided the matter by saying, in a tone that savoured strongly of command, although it was accompanied with a good-humoured smile  

Go forard, young man; but you may as well put in the primin first.

Poor Hamilton hastily rectified this oversight with a deep blush, at the same time muttering that he never would make a hunter; and then advanced cautiously through the bushes, slowly followed at a short distance by his companions.

On reaching a bush within seventy yards of the bear, Hamilton pushed the twigs aside with the muzzle of his gun; his eye flashed and his courage mounted as he gazed at the truly formidable animal before him, and he felt more of the hunters spirit within him at that moment than he would have believed possible a few minutes before. Unfortunately, a hunters spirit does not necessarily imply a hunters eye or hand. Having, with much care and long time, brought his piece to bear exactly where he supposed the brutes heart should be, he observed that the gun was on half-cock, by nearly breaking the trigger in his convulsive efforts to fire. By the time that this error was rectified, Bruin, who seemed to feel intuitively that some imminent danger threatened him, rose, and began to move about uneasily, which so alarmed the young hunter lest he should lose his shot that he took a hasty aim, fired, and missed. Harry asserted afterwards that he even missed the cliff! On hearing the loud report, which rolled in echoes along the precipice, Bruin started, and looking round with an undecided air, saw Harry step quietly from the bushes, and fire, sending a ball into his flank. This decided him. With a fierce growl of pain, he scampered towards the water; then changing his mind, he wheeled round, and dashed at the cliff, up which he scrambled with wonderful speed.

Come, Mister Hamilton, load again; quick. Ill have to do the job myself, I fear, said Jacques, as he leaned quietly on his long gun, and with a half-pitying smile watched the young man, who madly essayed to recharge his piece more rapidly than it was possible for mortal man to do. Meanwhile, Harry had reloaded and fired again; but owing to the perturbation of his young spirits, and the frantic efforts of the bear to escape, he missed. Another moment, and the animal would actually have reached the top, when Jacques hastily fired, and brought it tumbling down the precipice. Owing to the position of the animal at the time he fired, the wound was not mortal; and foreseeing that Bruin would now become the aggressor, the hunter began rapidly to reload, at the same time retreating with his companions, who in their excitement had forgotten to recharge their pieces. On reaching level ground, Bruin rose, shook himself, gave a yell of anger on beholding his enemies, and rushed at them.

It was a fine sight to behold the bearing of Jacques at this critical juncture. Accustomed to bear-hunting from his youth, and utterly indifferent to consequences when danger became imminent, he saw at a glance the probabilities of the case. He knew exactly how long it would take him to load his gun, and regulated his pace so as not to interfere with that operation. His features wore their usual calm expression. Every motion of his hands was quick and sudden, yet not hurried, but performed in a way that led the beholder irresistibly to imagine that he could have done it even more rapidly if necessary. On reaching a ledge of rock that overhung the lake a few feet, he paused and wheeled about; click went the doghead, just as the bear rose to grapple with him; another moment, and a bullet passed through the brutes heart, while the bold hunter sprang lightly on one side, to avoid the dash of the falling animal. As he did so, young Hamilton, who had stood a little behind him with an uplifted axe, ready to finish the work should Jacquess fire prove ineffective, received Bruin in his arms, and tumbled along with him over the rock headlong into the water, from which, however, he speedily arose unhurt, sputtering and coughing, and dragging the dead bear to the shore.

Well done, Hammy, shouted Harry, indulging in a prolonged peal of laughter when he ascertained that his friends adventure had cost him nothing more than a ducking; that was the most amicable, loving plunge I ever saw.

Better a cold bath in the arms of a dead bear than an embrace on dry land with a live one, retorted Hamilton, as he wrung the water out of his dripping garments.

Most true, O sagacious diver! But the sooner we get a fire made the better; so come along.

While the two friends hastened up to the woods to kindle a fire, Jacques drew his hunting-knife, and, with doffed coat and upturned sleeves, was soon busily employed in divesting the bear of his natural garment. The carcass, being valueless in a country where game of a more palatable kind was plentiful, they left behind as a feast to the wolves. After this was accomplished and the clothes dried, they re-embarked, and resumed their journey, plying the paddles energetically in silence, as their adventure had occasioned a considerable loss of time.

It was late, and the stars had looked down for a full hour into the profound depths of the now dark lake ere the party reached the ground at the other side of the point, on which Jacques had resolved to encamp. Being somewhat wearied, they spent but little time in discussing supper, and partook of that meal with a degree of energy that implied a sense of duty as well as of pleasure. Shortly after, they were buried in repose, under the scanty shelter of their canoe.




Chapter Twenty Six.

An unexpected meeting, and an unexpected deer-hunt  Arrival at the outpost  Disagreement with the natives  An enemy discovered, and a murder.

Next morning they rose with the sun, and therefore also with the birds and beasts.

A wide traverse of the lake now lay before them. This they crossed in about two hours, during which time they paddled unremittingly, as the sky looked rather lowering, and they were well aware of the danger of being caught in a storm in such an egg-shell craft as an Indian canoe.

Well put in here now, Mister Harry, exclaimed Jacques, as the canoe entered the mouth of one of those small rivulets which are called in Scotland burns, and in America creeks; its like that your appetite is sharpened after a spell like that. Keep her head a little more to the left  straight for the pint  so. Its likely well get some fish here if we set the net.

I say, Jacques, is yon a cloud or a wreath of smoke above the trees in the creek? inquired Harry, pointing with his paddle towards the object referred to.

Its smoke, master; Ive seed it for some time, and mayhap well find some Injins there who can give us news of the traders at Stoney Creek.

And, pray, how far do you think we may now be from that place? inquired Harry.

Forty miles, more or less.

As he spoke, the canoe entered the shallow water of the creek, and began to ascend the current of the stream, which at its mouth was so sluggish as to be scarcely perceptible to the eye. Not so, however, to the arms. The light bark, which, while floating on the lake, had glided buoyantly forward as if it were itself consenting to the motion, had now become apparently imbued with a spirit of contradiction, bounding convulsively forward at each stroke of the paddles, and perceptibly losing speed at each interval. Directing their course towards a flat rock on the left bank of the stream, they ran the prow out of the water and leaped ashore. As they did so, the unexpected figure of a man issued from the bushes and sauntered towards the spot. Harry and Hamilton advanced to meet him, while Jacques remained to unload the canoe. The stranger was habited in the usual dress of a hunter, and carried a fowling-piece over his right shoulder. In general appearance he looked like an Indian; but though the face was burned by exposure to a hue that nearly equalled the red skins of the natives, a strong dash of pink in it, and the mass of fair hair which encircled it, proved that, as Harry paradoxically expressed it, its owner was a white man. He was young, considerably above the middle height, and apparently athletic. His address and language on approaching the young men put the question of his being a white man beyond a doubt.

Good-morning, gentlemen, he began. I presume that you are the party we have been expecting for some time past to reinforce our staff at Stoney Creek. Is it not so?

To this query young Somerville, who stood in advance of his friend, made no reply, but stepping hastily forward, laid a hand on each of the strangers shoulders, and gazed earnestly into his face, exclaiming as he did so  

Do my eyes deceive me? Is Charley Kennedy before me  or his ghost?

What! eh, exclaimed the individual thus addressed, returning Harrys gripe and stare with interest, is it possible? No  it cannot  Harry Somerville, my old, dear, unexpected friend!  and pouring out broken sentences, abrupt ejaculations, and incoherent questions, to which neither vouchsafed replies, the two friends gazed at and walked round each other, shook hands, partially embraced, and committed sundry other extravagances, utterly unconscious of, or indifferent to, the fact that Hamilton was gazing at them, open-mouthed, in a species of stupor, and that Jacques was standing by, regarding them with a look of mingled amusement and satisfaction. The discovery of this latter personage was a source of renewed delight and astonishment to Charley, who was so much upset by the commotion of his spirits, in consequence of this, so to speak, double shot, that he became rambling and incoherent in his speech during the remainder of that day, and gave vent to frequent and sudden bursts of smothered enthusiasm, in which it would appear, from the occasional muttering of the names of Redfeather and Jacques, that he not only felicitated himself on his own good fortune, but also anticipated renewed pleasure in witnessing the joyful meeting of these two worthies ere long. In fact, this meeting did take place on the following day, when Redfeather, returning from a successful hunt, with part of a deer on his shoulders, entered Charleys tent, in which the travellers had spent the previous day and night, and discovered the guide gravely discussing a venison steak before the fire.

It would be vain to attempt a description of all that the reunited friends said and did during the first twenty-four hours after their meeting: how they talked of old times, as they lay extended round the fire inside of Charleys tent, and recounted their adventures by flood and field since they last met; how they sometimes diverged into questions of speculative philosophy (as conversations will often diverge, whether we wish it or not), and broke short off to make sudden inquiries after old friends; how this naturally led them to talk of new friends and new scenes, until they began to forecast their eyes a little into the future; and how, on feeling that this was an uncongenial theme under present circumstances, they reverted again to the past, and by a peculiar train of conversation  to retrace which were utterly impossible  they invariably arrived at old times again. Having in course of the evening pretty well exhausted their powers, both mental and physical, they went to sleep on it, and resumed the colloquial mélange in the morning.

And now tell me, Charley, what you are doing in this uninhabited part of the world, so far from Stoney Creek, said Harry Somerville, as they assembled round the fire to breakfast.

That is soon explained, replied Charley. My good friend and superior, Mr Whyte, having got himself comfortably housed at Stoney Creek, thought it advisable to establish a sort of half outpost, half fishing-station, about twenty miles below the new fort, and believing (very justly) that my talents lay a good deal in the way of fishing and shooting, sent me to superintend it during the summer months. I am, therefore, at present monarch of that notable establishment, which is not yet dignified with a name. Hearing that there were plenty of deer about twenty miles below my palace, I resolved the other day to gratify my love of sport, and at the same time procure some venison for Stoney Creek; accordingly, I took Redfeather with me, and  here I am.

Very good, said Harry; and can you give us the least idea of what they are going to do with my friend Hamilton and me when they get us?

Cant say. One of you, at any rate, will be kept at the creek, to assist Mr Whyte; the other may, perhaps, be appointed to relieve me at the fishing for a time, while I am sent off to push the trade in other quarters. But Im only guessing. I dont know anything definitely, for Mr Whyte is by no means communicative.

An please, master, put in Jacques, when do you mean to let us off from this place? I guess the bourgeois wont be over pleased if we waste time here.

Well start this forenoon, Jacques. I and Redfeather shall go along with you, as I intended to take a run up to the creek about this time at any rate.  Have you the skins and dried meat packed, Redfeather?

To this the Indian replied in the affirmative, and the others having finished breakfast, the whole party rose to prepare for departure, and set about loading their canoes forthwith. An hour later they were again cleaving the waters of the lake, with this difference in arrangement, that Jacques was transferred to Redfeathers canoe, while Charley Kennedy took his place in the stern of that occupied by Harry and Hamilton.

The establishment of which our friend Charley pronounced himself absolute monarch, and at which they arrived in the course of the same afternoon, consisted of two small log houses or huts, constructed in the rudest fashion, and without any attempt whatever at architectural embellishment. It was pleasantly situated on a small bay, whose northern extremity was sheltered from the arctic blast by a gentle rising ground clothed with wood. A miscellaneous collection of fishing apparatus lay scattered about in front of the buildings, and two men in a canoe completed the picture. The said two men and an Indian woman were the inhabitants of the place; the king himself, when present, and his prime minister, Redfeather, being the remainder of the population.

Pleasant little kingdom that of yours, Charley, remarked Harry Somerville, as they passed the station.

Very, was the laconic reply.

They had scarcely passed the place above a mile, when a canoe, containing a solitary Indian, was observed to shoot out from the shore and paddle hastily towards them. From this man they learned that a herd of deer was passing down towards the lake, and would be on its banks in a few minutes. He had been waiting their arrival when the canoes came in sight, and induced him to hurry out so as to give them warning. Having no time to lose, the whole party now paddled swiftly for the shore, and reached it just a few minutes before the branching antlers of the deer came in sight above the low bushes that skirted the wood. Harry Somerville embarked in the bow of the strange Indians canoe, so as to lighten the other, and enable all parties to have a fair chance. After snuffing the breeze for a few seconds, the foremost animal took the water, and commenced swimming towards the opposite shore of the lake, which at this particular spot was narrow. It was followed by seven others. After sufficient time was permitted to elapse to render their being cut off, in an attempt to return, quite certain, the three canoes darted from the shelter of the overhanging bushes, and sprang lightly over the water in pursuit.

Dont hurry, and strike sure, cried Jacques to his young friends, as they came up with the terrified deer that now swam for their lives.

Ay, ay, was the reply.

In another moment they shot in among the struggling group. Harry Somerville stood up, and seizing the Indians spear, prepared to strike, while his companions directed their course towards others of the herd. A few seconds sufficed to bring him up with it. Leaning backwards a little, so as to give additional force to the blow, he struck the spear deep into the animals back. With a convulsive struggle, it ceased to swim, its head sank slowly, and in another second it lay dead upon the water. Without waiting a moment, the Indian immediately directed the canoe towards another deer; while the remainder of the party, now considerably separated from each other, dispatched the whole herd by means of axes and knives.

Ha! exclaimed Jacques, as they towed their booty to the shore, thats a good stock o meat, Mister Charles. It will help to furnish the larder for the winter pretty well.

It was much wanted, Jacques: weve a good many mouths to feed, besides treating the Indians now and then. And this fellow, I think, will claim the most of the hunt as his own. We should not have got the deer but for him.

True, true, Mister Charles. They belong to the redskin by rights, thats sartin.

After this exploit, another night was passed under the trees; and at noon on the day following they ran their canoe alongside the wooden wharf at Stoney Creek.

Good-day to you, gentlemen, said Mr Whyte to Harry and Hamilton as they landed; Ive been looking out for you these two weeks past. Glad youve come at last, however. Plenty to do, and no time to lose. You have dispatches, of course. Ah! thats right, (Harry drew a sealed packet from his bosom and presented it with a bow), thats right. I must peruse these at once.  Mr Kennedy, you will show these gentlemen their quarters. We dine in half an hour. So saying, Mr Whyte thrust the packet into his pocket, and without further remark strode towards his dwelling; while Charley, as instructed, led his friends to their new residence  not forgetting, however, to charge Redfeather to see to the comfortable lodgment of Jacques Caradoc.

Now it strikes me, remarked Harry, as he sat down on the edge of Charleys bed and thrust his hands doggedly down into his pockets, while Hamilton tucked up his sleeves and assaulted a washhand-basin which stood on an unpainted wooden chair in a corner it strikes me that if thats his usual style of behaviour, old Whyte is a pleasure that we didnt anticipate.

Dont judge from first impressions; theyre often deceptive, spluttered Hamilton, pausing in his ablutions to look at his friend through a mass of soap-suds  an act which afterwards cost him a good deal of pain and a copious flow of unbidden tears.

Right, exclaimed Charley, with an approving nod to Hamilton. You must not judge him prematurely, Harry. Hes a good-hearted fellow at bottom; and if he once takes a liking for you, hell go through fire and water to serve you, as I know from experience.

Which means to say three things, replied the implacable Harry: first, that for all his good-heartedness at bottom, he never shows any of it at top, and is therefore like unto truth, which is said to lie at the bottom of a well  so deep, in fact, that it is never got out, and so is of use to nobody; secondly, that he is possessed of that amount of affection which is common to all mankind (to a great extent even to brutes), which prompts a man to be reasonably attentive to his friends; and thirdly, that you, Master Kennedy, enjoy the peculiar privilege of being the friend of a two-legged polar bear!

Were I not certain that you jest, retorted Kennedy, I would compel you to apologise to me for insulting my friend, you rascal! But see, heres the cook coming to tell us that dinner waits. If you dont wish to see the teeth of the polar bear, Id advise you to be smart.

Thus admonished, Harry sprang up, plunged his hands and face in the basin and dried them, broke Charleys comb in attempting to pass it hastily through his hair, used his fingers savagely as a substitute, and overtook his companions just as they entered the messroom.

The establishment of Stoney Creek was comprised within two acres of ground. It consisted of eight or nine houses  three of which, however, alone met the eye on approaching by the lake. The great house, as it was termed, on account of its relative proportion to the other buildings, was a small edifice, built substantially but roughly of unsquared logs, partially whitewashed, roofed with shingles, and boasting six small windows in front, with a large door between them. On its east side, and at right angles to it, was a similar edifice, but smaller, having two doors instead of one, and four windows instead of six. This was the trading-shop and provision-store. Opposite to this was a twin building which contained the furs and a variety of miscellaneous stores. Thus were formed three sides of a square, from the centre of which rose a tall flagstaff. The buildings behind those just described were smaller and insignificant  the principal one being the house appropriated to the men; the others were mere sheds and workshops. Luxuriant forests ascended the slopes that rose behind and encircled this oasis on all sides, excepting in front, where the clear waters of the lake sparkled like a blue mirror.

On the margin of this lake the new arrivals, left to enjoy themselves as they best might for a day or two, sauntered about and chatted to their hearts content of things past, present, and future.

During these wanderings, Harry confessed that his opinion of Mr Whyte had somewhat changed: that he believed a good deal of the first bad impression was attributable to his cool, not to say impolite, reception of them; and that he thought things would go on much better with the Indians if he would only try to let some of his good qualities be seen through his exterior.

An expression of sadness passed over Charleys face as his friend said this.

You are right in the last particular, he said, with a sigh. Mr Whyte is so rough and overbearing that the Indians are beginning to dislike him. Some of the more clear-sighted among them see that a good deal of this lies in mere manner, and have penetration enough to observe that in all his dealings with them he is straightforward and liberal; but there are a set of them who either dont see this, or are so indignant at the rough speeches he often makes, and the rough treatment he sometimes threatens, that they wont forgive him, but seem to be nursing their wrath. I sometimes wish he was sent to a district where the Indians and traders are, from habitual intercourse, more accustomed to each others ways, and so less likely to quarrel.

Have the Indians, then, used any open threats? asked Harry.

No, not exactly; but through an old man of the tribe, who is well affected towards us, I have learned that there is a party among them who seem bent on mischief.

Then we may expect a row some day or other. Thats pleasant!  What think you, Hammy? said Harry, turning to his friend.

I think that it would be anything but pleasant, he replied; and I sincerely hope that we shall not have occasion for a row.

Youre not afraid of a fight, are you, Hamilton? asked Charley.

The peculiarly bland smile with which Hamilton usually received any remark that savoured of banter overspread his features as Charley spoke, but he merely replied, No, Charley, Im not afraid.

Do you know any of the Indians who are so anxious to vent their spleen on our worthy bourgeois? asked Harry, as he seated himself on a rocky eminence commanding a view of the richly-wooded slopes, dotted with huge masses of rock that had fallen from the beetling cliffs behind the creek.

Yes, I do, replied Charley; and, by the way, one of them  the ringleader  is a man with whom you are acquainted, at least by name. Youve heard of an Indian called Misconna?

What! exclaimed Harry, with a look of surprise; you dont mean the blackguard mentioned by Redfeather, long ago, when he told us his story on the shores of Lake Winnipeg  the man who killed poor Jacquess young wife?

The same, replied Charley.

And does Jacques know he is here?

He does; but Jacques is a strange, unaccountable mortal. You remember that in the struggle described by Redfeather the trapper and Misconna had neither of them seen each other, Redfeather having felled the latter before the former reached the scene of action  a scene which, he has since told me, he witnessed at a distance, while rushing to the rescue of his wife  so that Misconna is utterly ignorant of the fact that the husband of his victim is now so near him; indeed, he does not know that she had a husband at all. On the other hand, although Jacques is aware that his bitterest enemy is within rifle-range of him at this moment, he does not know him by sight; and this morning he came to me, begging that I would send Misconna on some expedition or other, just to keep him out of his way.

And do you intend to do so?

I shall do my best, replied Charley; but I cannot get him out of the way till to-morrow, as there is to be a gathering of Indians in the hall this very day, to have a palaver with Mr Whyte about their grievances, and Misconna wouldnt miss that for a trifle. But Jacques wont be likely to recognise him among so many; and if he does, I rely with confidence on his powers of restraint and forbearance.  By the way, he continued, glancing upwards, it is past noon, and the Indians will have begun to assemble; so we had better hasten back, as we shall be expected to help in keeping order.

So saying, he rose, and the young men returned to the fort. On reaching it they found the hall crowded with natives, who sat cross-legged around the walls, or stood in groups conversing in low tones, and to judge from the expression of their dark eyes and lowering brows, they were in extremely bad humour. They became silent and more respectful, however, in their demeanour when the young men entered the apartment and walked up to the fireplace, in which a small fire of wood burned on the hearth, more as a convenient means of rekindling the pipes of the Indians when they went out than as a means of heating the place. Jacques and Redfeather stood leaning against the wall near to it, engaged in a whispered conversation. Glancing round as he entered, Charley observed Misconna sitting a little apart by himself, and apparently buried in deep thought. He had scarcely perceived him, and nodded to several of his particular friends among the crowd, when a side-door opened, and Mr Whyte, with an angry expression on his countenance, strode up to the fireplace, planted himself before it, with his legs apart and his hands behind him, while he silently surveyed the group.

So, he began, you have asked to speak with me; well, here I am. What have you to say?

Mr Whyte addressed the Indians in their native tongue, having, during a long residence in the country, learned to speak it as fluently as English.

For some moments there was silence. Then an old chief  the same who had officiated at the feast described in a former chapter  rose, and standing forth into the middle of the room, made a long and grave oration, in which, besides a great deal that was bombastic, much that was irrelevant, and more that was utterly fabulous and nonsensical, he recounted the sorrows of himself and his tribe, concluding with a request that the great chief would take these things into consideration  the principal things being that they did not get anything in the shape of gratuities, while it was notorious that the Indians in other districts did, and that they did not get enough of goods in advance, on credit of their future hunts.

Mr Whyte heard the old man to the end in silence; then, without altering his position, he looked round on the assembly with a frown, and said, Now listen to me; I am a man of few words. I have told you over and over again, and now repeat it, that you shall get no gratuities until you prove yourselves worthy of them. I shall not increase your advances by so much as half an inch of tobacco till your last years debts are scored off, and you begin to show more activity in hunting and less disposition to grumble. Hitherto you have not brought in anything like the quantity of furs that the capabilities of the country led me to expect. You are lazy. Until you become better hunters you shall have no redress from me.

As he finished, Mr Whyte made a step towards the door by which he had entered, but was arrested by another chief, who requested to be heard. Resuming his place and attitude, Mr Whyte listened with an expression of dogged determination, while guttural grunts of unequivocal dissatisfaction issued from the throats of several of the malcontents. The Indian proceeded to repeat a few of the remarks made by his predecessor, but more concisely, and wound up by explaining that the failure in the hunts of the previous year was owing to the will of the Great Manito, and not by any means on account of the supposed laziness of himself or his tribe.

That is false, said Mr Whyte; you know it is not true.

As this was said, a murmur of anger ran round the apartment, which was interrupted by Misconna, who, apparently unable to restrain his passion, sprang into the middle of the room, and confronting Mr Whyte, made a short and pithy speech, accompanied by violent gesticulation, in which he insinuated that if redress was not granted the white men would bitterly repent it.

During his speech the Indians had risen to their feet and drawn closer together, while Jacques and the three young men drew near their superior. Redfeather remained apart, motionless, and with his eyes fixed on the ground.

And, pray, what dog  what miserable, thieving cur  are you, who dare to address me thus? cried Mr Whyte, as he strode, with flashing eyes, up to the enraged Indian.

Misconna clinched his teeth, and his fingers worked convulsively about the handle of his knife, as he exclaimed, I am no dog. The palefaces are dogs. I am a great chief. My name is known among the braves of my tribe. It is Misconna

As the name fell from his lips, Mr Whyte and Charley were suddenly dashed aside, and Jacques sprang towards the Indian, his face livid, his eyeballs almost bursting from their sockets, and his muscles rigid with passion. For an instant he regarded the savage intently as he shrank appalled before him; then his colossal fist fell like lightning, with the weight of a sledge-hammer, on Misconnas forehead, and drove him against the outer door, which, giving way before the violent shock, burst from its fastenings and hinges, and fell, along with the savage, with a loud crash to the ground.

For an instant every one stood aghast at this precipitate termination to the discussion, and then, springing forward in a body, with drawn knives, the Indians rushed upon the white men, who in a close phalanx, with such weapons as came first to hand, stood to receive them. At this moment Redfeather stepped forward unarmed between the belligerents, and turning to the Indians, said  

Listen: Redfeather does not take the part of his white friends against his comrades. You know that he never failed you in the war-path, and he would not fail you now if your cause were just. But the eyes of his comrades are shut. Redfeather knows what they do not know. The white hunter (pointing to Jacques) is a friend of Redfeather. He is a friend of the Knisteneux. He did not strike because you disputed with his bourgeois; he struck because Misconna is his mortal foe. But the story is long. Redfeather will tell it at the council fire.

He is right, exclaimed Jacques, who had recovered his usual grave expression of countenance, Redfeather is right. I bear you no ill-will, Injins, and I shall explain the thing myself at your council fire.

As Jacques spoke the Indians sheathed their knives, and stood with frowning brows, as if uncertain what to do. The unexpected interference of their comrade-in-arms, coupled with his address and that of Jacques, had excited their curiosity. Perhaps the undaunted deportment of their opponents, who stood ready for the encounter with a look of stern determination, contributed a little to allay their resentment.

While the two parties stood thus confronting each other, as if uncertain how to act, a loud report was heard just outside the doorway. In another moment Mr Whyte fell heavily to the ground, shot through the heart.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The chase  The fight  Retribution  Low spirits and good news.

The tragical end of the consultation related in the last chapter had the effect of immediately reconciling the disputants. With the exception of four or five of the most depraved and discontented among them, the Indians bore no particular ill-will to the unfortunate principal of Stoney Creek; and although a good deal disappointed to find that he was a stern, unyielding trader, they had, in reality, no intention of coming to a serious rupture with him, much less of laying violent hands either upon master or men of the establishment.

When, therefore, they beheld Mr Whyte weltering in his blood at their feet, a sacrifice to the ungovernable passion of Misconna, who was by no means a favourite among his brethren, their temporary anger was instantly dissipated, and a feeling of deepest indignation roused in their bosoms against the miserable assassin who had perpetrated the base and cowardly murder. It was, therefore, with a yell of rage that several of the band, immediately after the victim fell, sprang into the woods in hot pursuit of him whom they now counted their enemy. They were joined by several men belonging to the fort, who had hastened to the scene of action on hearing that the people in the hall were likely to come to blows. Redfeather was the first who had bounded like a deer into the woods in pursuit of the fugitive. Those who remained assisted Charley and his friends to convey the body of Mr Whyte into an adjoining room, where they placed him on a bed. He was quite dead, the murderers aim having been terribly true.

Finding that he was past all human aid, the young men returned to the hall, which they entered just as Redfeather glided quickly through the open doorway, and approaching the group, stood in silence beside them, with his arms folded on his breast.

You have something to tell, Redfeather, said Jacques, in a subdued tone, after regarding him a few seconds; is the scoundrel caught?

Misconnas foot is swift, replied the Indian, and the wood is thick. It is wasting time to follow him through the bushes.

What would you advise, then? exclaimed Charley, in a hurried voice. I see that you have some plan to propose.

The wood is thick, answered Redfeather, but the lake and the river are open. Let one party go by the lake, and one party by the river.

Thats it, thats it, Injin, interrupted Jacques energetically; yer wits are always jumpin. By crossin over to Duck River, we can start at a point five or six miles above the lower fall; an as its thereabouts he must cross, well be time enough to catch him. If he tries the lake, the other partyll fix him there; an hell be soon poked up if he tries to hide in the bush.

Come, then; well all give chase at once, cried Charley, feeling a temporary relief in the prospect of energetic action from the depressing effects of the calamity that had so suddenly befallen him in the loss of his chief and friend.

Little time was needed for preparation. Jacques, Charley, and Harry proceeded by the river; while Redfeather and Hamilton, with a couple of men, launched their canoe on the lake, and set off in pursuit.

Crossing the country for about a mile, Jacques led his party to the point on the Duck River to which he had previously referred. Here they found two canoes, into one of which the guide stepped with one of the men, a Canadian, who had accompanied them, while Harry and Charley embarked in the other. In a few minutes they were rapidly descending the stream.

How do you mean to act, Jacques? inquired Charley, as he paddled alongside of the guides canoe. Is it not likely that Misconna may have crossed the river already? in which case we shall have no chance of catching him.

Niver fear, returned Jacques. He must have longer legs than most men if he gets to the flat-rock fall before us, an as thats the spot where hell natrally cross the river, being the only straight line for the hills that escapes the bend o the bay to the south o Stoney Creek, were pretty sartin to stop him there.

True; but that being, as you you say, the natural route, dont you think it likely hell expect that it will be guarded, and avoid it accordingly?

He would do so, Mister Charles, if he thought we were here; but there are two reasons agin this. He thinks that hes got the start o us, an wont need to double by way o deceivin us; and then he knows that the whole tribe is after him, and consekintly wont take a long road when theres a short one, if he can help it. But heres the rock. Look out, Mister Charles. Well have to run the fall, which isnt very big just now, and then hide in the bushes at the foot of it till the blackguard shows himself. Keep well to the right, an dont mind the big rock; the rush o water takes you clear o that without trouble.

With this concluding piece of advice, he pointed to the fall, which plunged over a ledge of rock about half a mile ahead of them, and which was distinguishable by a small column of white spray that rose out of it. As Charley beheld it his spirits rose, and forgetting for a moment the circumstances that called him there, he cried out  

Ill run it before you, Jacques. Hurrah! Give way, Harry! and in spite of a remonstrance from the guide, he shot the canoe ahead, gave vent to another reckless shout, and flew, rather than glided, down the stream. On seeing this the guide held back, so as to give him sufficient time to take the plunge ere he followed. A few strokes brought Charleys canoe to the brink of the fall, and Harry was just in the act of raising himself in the bow to observe the position of the rocks, when a shout was heard on the bank close beside them. Looking up they beheld an Indian emerge from the forest, fit an arrow to his bow, and discharge it at them. The winged messenger was truly aimed; it whizzed through the air and transfixed Harry Somervilles left shoulder just at the moment they swept over the fall. The arrow completely incapacitated Harry from using his arm, so that the canoe, instead of being directed into the broad current, took a sudden turn, dashed in among a mass of broken rocks, between which the water foamed with violence, and upset. Here the canoe stuck fast, while its owners stood up to their waists in the water, struggling to set it free  an object which they were the more anxious to accomplish that its stern lay directly in the spot where Jacques would infallibly descend. The next instant their fears were realised. The second canoe glided over the cataract, dashed violently against the first, and upset, leaving Jacques and his man in a similar predicament. By their aid, however, the canoes were more easily righted, and embarking quickly they shot forth again, just as the Indian, who had been obliged to make a détour in order to get within range of their position, reappeared on the banks above, and sent another shaft after them  fortunately, however, without effect.

This is unfortunate, muttered Jacques, as the party landed and endeavoured to wring some of the water from their dripping clothes; an the worst of it is that our guns are useless after sich a duckin, an the varmint knows that, an will be down on us in a twinklin.

But we are four to one, exclaimed Harry. Surely we dont need to fear much from a single enemy.

Humph! ejaculated the guide, as he examined the lock of his gun. Youve had little to do with Injins, thats plain. You may be sure hes not alone, an the reptile has a bow with arrows enough to send us all on a pretty long journey. But weve the trees to dodge behind. If I only had one dry charge! and the disconcerted guide gave a look, half of perplexity, half of contempt, at the dripping gun.

Never mind, cried Charley; we have our paddles.  But I forgot, Harry, in all this confusion, that you are wounded, my poor fellow. We must have it examined before doing anything further.

Oh, its nothing at all  a mere scratch, I think; at least I feel very little pain.

As he spoke the twang of a bow was heard, and an arrow flew past Jacquess ear.

Ah, so soon! exclaimed that worthy, with a look of surprise, as if he had unexpectedly met with an old friend. Stepping behind a tree, he motioned to his friends to do likewise; an example which they followed somewhat hastily on beholding the Indian who had wounded Harry step from the cover of the underwood and deliberately let fly another arrow, which passed through the hair of the Canadian they had brought with them.

From the several trees behind which they had leaped for shelter they now perceived that the Indian with the bow was Misconna, and that he was accompanied by eight others; who appeared, however, to be totally unarmed  having, probably, been obliged to leave their weapons behind them, owing to the abruptness of their flight. Seeing that the white men were unable to use their guns, the Indians assembled in a group, and from the hasty and violent gesticulations of some of the party, especially of Misconna, it was evident that a speedy attack was intended.

Observing this, Jacques coolly left the shelter of his tree, and going up to Charley, exclaimed, Now, Mister Charles, Im goin to run away, so youd better come along with me.

That I certainly will not. Why, what do you mean? inquired the other, in astonishment.

I mean that these stupid redskins cant make up their minds what to do, an as Ive no notion o stoppin here all day, I want to make them do what will suit us best. You see, if they scatter through the wood and attack us on all sides, they may give us a deal o trouble, and git away after all; whereas, if we run away, theyll bolt after us in a body, and then we can take them in hand all at once, whichll be more comfortable-like, an easier to manage.

As Jacques spoke they were joined by Harry and the Canadian; and being observed by the Indians thus grouped together, another arrow was sent among them.

Now, follow me, said Jacques, turning round with a loud howl and running away. He was closely followed by the others. As the guide had predicted, the Indians no sooner observed this than they rushed after them in a body, uttering horrible yells.

Now, then, stop here; down with you.

Jacques instantly crouched behind a bush, while each of the party did the same. In a moment the savages came shouting up, supposing that the white men were still running on in advance. As the foremost, a tall, muscular fellow, with the agility of a panther, bounded over the bush behind which Jacques was concealed, he was met with a blow from the guides fist, so powerfully delivered into the pit of his stomach, that it sent him violently back into the bush, where he lay insensible. This event, of course, put a check upon the headlong pursuit of the others, who suddenly paused, like a group of infuriated tigers unexpectedly balked of their prey. The hesitation, however, was but for a moment. Misconna, who was in advance, suddenly drew his bow again, and let fly an arrow at Jacques, which the latter dexterously avoided; and while his antagonist lowered his eyes for an instant to fit another arrow to the string, the guide, making use of his paddle as a sort of javelin, threw it with such force and precision that it struck Misconna directly between the eyes and felled him to the earth. In another instant the two parties rushed upon each other, and a general mélée, ensued, in which the white men, being greatly superior to their adversaries in the use of their fists, soon proved themselves more than a match for them all, although inferior in numbers. Charleys first antagonist, making an abortive attempt to grapple with him, received two rapid blows, one on the chest and the other on the nose, which knocked him over the bank into the river, while his conqueror sprang upon another Indian. Harry, having unfortunately selected the biggest savage of the band as his special property, rushed upon him and dealt him a vigorous blow on the head with his paddle. The weapon, however, was made of light wood, and, instead of felling him to the ground, broke into shivers. Springing upon each other, they immediately engaged in a fierce struggle, in which poor Harry learned, when too late, that his wounded shoulder was almost powerless. Meanwhile, the Canadian, having been assaulted by three Indians at once, floored one at the onset, and immediately began an impromptu war-dance round the other two, dealing them occasionally a kick or a blow, which would speedily have rendered them hors de combat, had they not succeeded in closing upon him, when all three fell heavily to the ground. Jacques and Charley, having succeeded in overcoming their respective opponents, immediately hastened to his rescue. In the meantime, Harry and his foe had struggled to a considerable distance from the others, gradually edging towards the rivers bank. Feeling faint from his wound, the former at length sank under the weight of his powerful antagonist, who endeavoured to thrust him over a kind of cliff which they had approached. He was on the point of accomplishing his purpose, when Charley and his friends perceived Harrys imminent danger, and rushed to the rescue. Quickly though they ran, however, it seemed likely that they would be too late. Harrys head already overhung the bank, and the Indian was endeavouring to loosen the gripe of the young mans hand from his throat, preparatory to tossing him over, when a wild cry rang through the forest, followed by the reports of a double-barrelled gun, fired in quick succession. Immediately after, young Hamilton bounded like a deer down the slope, seized the Indian by the legs, and tossed him over the cliff, where he turned a complete somersault in his descent, and fell with a sounding splash into the water.

Well done, cleverly done, lad! cried Jacques, as he and the rest of the party came up and crowded round Harry, who lay in a state of partial stupor on the bank.

At this moment Redfeather hastily but silently approached; his broad chest was heaving heavily, and his expanded nostrils quivering with the exertions he had made to reach the scene of action in time to succour his friends.

Thank God, said Hamilton, softly, as he kneeled beside Harry and supported his head, while Charley bathed his temples thank God that I have been in time! Fortunately I was walking by the river considerably in advance of Redfeather, who was bringing up the canoe, when I heard the sounds of the fray, and hastened to your aid.

At this moment Harry opened his eyes, and saying faintly that he felt better, allowed himself to be raised to a sitting posture, while his coat was removed and his wound examined. It was found to be a deep flesh-wound in the shoulder, from which a fragment of the broken arrow still protruded.

Its a wonder to me, Mister Harry, how ye held on to that big thief so long, muttered Jacques, as he drew out the splinter and bandaged up the shoulder. Having completed the surgical operation after a rough fashion, they collected the defeated Indians. Those of them that were able to walk were bound together by the wrists and marched off to the fort, under a guard which was strengthened by the arrival of several of the fur-traders who had been in pursuit of the fugitives, and were attracted to the spot by the shouts of the combatants. Harry and such of the party as were more or less severely injured were placed in canoes and conveyed to Stoney Creek by the lake, into which Duck River runs at the distance of about half a mile from the spot on which the skirmish had taken place. Misconna was among the latter.

On arriving at Stoney Creek, the canoe party found a large assemblage of the natives awaiting them on the wharf, and no sooner did Misconna land than they advanced to seize him.

Keep back, friends, cried Jacques, who perceived their intentions, and stepped hastily between them. Come here, lads, he continued, turning to his companions; surround Misconna. He is our prisoner, and must ha fair justice done him, accordin to white law.

They fell back in silence on observing the guides determined manner; but as they hurried the wretched culprit towards the house, one of the Indians pressed close upon their rear, and before any one could prevent him, dashed his tomahawk into Misconnas brain. Seeing that the blow was mortal, the traders ceased to offer any further opposition; and the Indians, rushing upon his body, bore it away, amid shouts and yells of execration, to their canoes, to one of which the body was fastened by a rope, and dragged through the water to a point of land that jutted out into the lake near at hand. Here they lighted a fire and burned it to ashes.



There seems to be a period in the history of every one when the fair aspect of this world is darkened  when everything, whether past, present, or future, assumes a hue of the deepest gloom; a period when, for the first time, the sun, which has shone in the mental firmament with more or less brilliancy from childhood upwards, entirely disappears behind a cloud of thick darkness, and leaves the soul in a state of deep melancholy; a time when feelings somewhat akin to despair pervade us, as we begin gradually to look upon the past as a bright, happy vision, out of which we have at last awakened to view the sad realities of the present, and look forward with sinking hope to the future. Various are the causes which produce this, and diverse the effects of it on differently constituted minds; but there are few, we apprehend, who have not passed through the cloud in one or other of its phases, and who do not feel that this first period of prolonged sorrow is darker, and heavier, and worse to bear, than many of the more truly grievous afflictions that sooner or later fall to the lot of most men.

Into a state of mind somewhat similar to that which we have endeavoured to describe our friend Charley Kennedy fell immediately after the events just narrated. The sudden and awful death of his friend Mr Whyte fell upon his young spirit, unaccustomed as he was to scenes of bloodshed and violence, with overwhelming power. From the depression, however, which naturally followed he would probably soon have rallied had not Harry Somervilles wound in the shoulder taken an unfavourable turn, and obliged him to remain for many weeks in bed, under the influence of a slow fever; so that Charley felt a desolation creeping over his soul that no effort he was capable of making could shake off. It is true he found both occupation and pleasure in attending upon his sick friend; but as Harrys illness rendered great quiet necessary, and as Hamilton had been sent to take charge of the fishing-station mentioned in a former chapter, Charley was obliged to indulge his gloomy reveries in silence. To add to his wretchedness, he received a letter from Kate about a week after Mr Whytes burial, telling him of the death of his mother.

Meanwhile, Redfeather and Jacques  both of whom, at their young masters earnest solicitation, agreed to winter at Stoney Creek  cultivated each others acquaintance sedulously. There were no books of any kind at the outpost, excepting three Bibles  one belonging to Charley, and one to Harry, the third being that which had been presented to Jacques by Mr Conway the missionary. This single volume, however, proved to be an ample library to Jacques and his Indian friend. Neither of these sons of the forest was much accustomed to reading, and neither of them would have for a moment entertained the idea of taking to literature as a pastime; but Redfeather loved the Bible for the sake of the great truths which he discovered in its inspired pages, though much of what he read was to him mysterious and utterly incomprehensible. Jacques, on the other hand, read it, or listened to his friend, with that philosophic gravity of countenance and earnestness of purpose which he displayed in regard to everything; and deep, serious, and protracted were the discussions they plunged into, as night after night they sat on a log, with the Bible spread out before them, and read by the light of the blazing fire in the mens house at Stoney Creek. Their intercourse, however, was brought to an abrupt conclusion by the unexpected arrival, one day, of Mr Conway, the missionary, in his tin canoe. This gentlemans appearance was most welcome to all parties. It was like a bright ray of sunshine to Charley to meet with one who could fully sympathise with him in his present sorrowful frame of mind. It was an event of some consequence to Harry Somerville, inasmuch as it provided him with an amateur doctor who really understood somewhat of his physical complaint, and was able to pour balm, at once literally and spiritually, into his wounds. It was an event productive of the liveliest satisfaction to Redfeather, who now felt assured that his tribe would have those mysteries explained which he only imperfectly understood himself; and it was an event of much rejoicing to the Indians themselves because their curiosity had been not a little roused by what they heard of the doings and sayings of the white missionary, who lived on the borders of the great lake. The only person, perhaps, on whom Mr Conways arrival acted with other than a pleasing influence was Jacques Caradoc. This worthy, although glad to meet with a man whom he felt inclined both to love and respect, was by no means gratified to find that his friend Redfeather had agreed to go with the missionary on his visit to the Indian tribe, and thereafter to accompany him to the settlement on Playgreen Lake. But with the stoicism that was natural to him, Jacques submitted to circumstances which he could not alter, and contented himself with assuring Redfeather that if he lived till next spring he would most certainly make tracks for the great lake, and settle down at the missionarys station along with him. This promise was made at the end of the wharf of Stoney Creek the morning on which Mr Conway and his party embarked in their tin canoe  the same tin canoe at which Jacques had curled his nose contemptuously when he saw it in process of being constructed, and at which he did not by any means curl it the less contemptuously now that he saw it finished. The little craft answered its purpose marvellously well, however, and bounded lightly away under the vigorous strokes of its crew, leaving Charley and Jacques on the pier gazing wistfully after their friends, and listening sadly to the echoes of their parting song as it floated more and more faintly over the lake.

Winter came, but no ray of sunshine broke through the dark cloud that hung over Stoney Creek. Harry Somerville, instead of becoming better, grew worse and worse every day, so that when Charley dispatched the winter packet, he represented the illness of his friend to the powers at headquarters as being of a nature that required serious and immediate attention and change of scene. But the word immediate bears a slightly different signification in the backwoods to what it does in the lands of railroads and steamboats. The letter containing this hint took many weeks to traverse the waste wilderness to its destination; months passed before the reply was written, and many weeks more elapsed ere its contents were perused by Charley and his friend. When they did read it, however, the dark cloud that had hung over them so long burst at last; a ray of sunshine streamed down brightly upon their hearts, and never forsook them again, although it did lose a little of its brilliancy after the first flash. It was on a rich, dewy, cheerful morning in early spring that the packet arrived, and Charley led Harry, who was slowly recovering his wonted health and spirits, to their favourite rocky resting-place on the margin of the lake. Here he placed the letter in his friends hand with a smile of genuine delight. It ran as follows:  

My Dear Sir,  Your letter containing the account of Mr Somervilles illness has been forwarded to me, and I am instructed to inform you that leave of absence for a short time has been granted to him. I have had a conversation with the doctor here, who advises me to recommend that, if your friend has no other summer residence in view, he should spend part of his time in Red River settlement. In the event of his agreeing to this, I would suggest that he should leave Stoney Creek with the first brigade in spring, or by express canoe if you think it advisable. I am, etcetera.

Short but sweet  uncommonly sweet! said Harry, as a deep flush of joy crimsoned his pale cheeks, while his own merry smile, that had been absent for many a weary day, returned once more to its old haunt, and danced round its accustomed dimples like a repentant wanderer who has been long absent from and has at last returned to his native home.

Sweet indeed! echoed Charley. But thats not all; heres another lump of sugar for you. So saying, he pulled a letter from his pocket, unfolded it slowly, spread it out on his knee, and, looking up at his expectant friend, winked.

Go on, Charley; pray, dont tantalise me.

Tantalise you! My dear fellow, nothing is farther from my thoughts. Listen to this paragraph in my dear old fathers letter:  

So you see, my dear Charley, that we have managed to get you appointed to the charge of Lower Fort Garry; and as I hear that poor Harry Somerville is to get leave of absence, you had better bring him along with you. I need not add that my house is at his service as long as he may wish to remain in it.

There! what think ye of that, my boy? said Charley, as he folded the letter and returned it to his pocket.

I think, replied Harry, that your father is a dear old gentleman, and I hope that youll only be half as good when you come to his time of life; and I think Im so happy to-day that Ill be able to walk without the assistance of your arm to-morrow; and I think we had better go beck to the house now, for I feel, oddly enough, as tired as if I had had a long walk. Ah, Charley, my dear fellow, that letter will prove to be the best doctor I have had yet. But now tell me what you intend to do.

Charley assisted his friend to rise, and led him slowly back to the house, as he replied  

Do, my boy? Thats soon said. Ill make things square and straight at Stoney Creek. Ill send for Hamilton, and make him interim commander-in-chief. Ill write two letters  one to the gentleman in charge of the district, telling him of my movements; the other (containing a screed of formal instructions) to the miserable mortal who shall succeed me here. Ill take the best canoe in our store, load it with provisions, put you carefully in the middle of it, stick Jacques in the bow and myself in the stern, and start, two weeks hence, neck and crop, head over heels, through thick and thin, wet and dry, over portage, river, fall, and lake, for Red River settlement!




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Old friends and scenes  Coming events cast their shadows before.

Mr Kennedy, senior, was seated in his own comfortable armchair before the fire, in his own cheerful little parlour, in his own snug house, at Red River, with his own highly characteristic breakfast of buffalo steaks, tea, and pemmican before him, and his own beautiful, affectionate daughter Kate presiding over the teapot, and exercising unwarrantably despotic sway over a large grey cat, whose sole happiness seemed to consist in subjecting Mr Kennedy to perpetual annoyance, and whose main object in life was to catch its master and mistress off their guard, that it might go quietly to the table, the meat-safe, or the pantry, and there  deliberately  steal!

Kate had grown very much since we saw her last. She was quite a woman now, and well worthy of a minute description here; but we never could describe a woman to our own satisfaction. We have frequently tried, and failed; so we substitute, in place, the remarks of Kates friends and acquaintances about her  a criterion on which to form a judgment that is a pretty correct one, especially when the opinion pronounced happens to be favourable. Her father said she was an angel, and the only joy of his life. This latter expression, we may remark, was false; for Mr Kennedy frequently said to Kate, confidentially, that Charley was a great happiness to him; and we are quite sure that the pipe had something to do with the felicity of his existence. But the old gentleman said that Kate was the only joy of his life, and that is all we have to do with at present. Several ill-tempered old ladies in the settlement said that Miss Kennedy was really a quiet, modest girl  testimony this (considering the source whence it came) that was quite conclusive. Then old Mr Grant remarked to old Mr Kennedy, over a confidential pipe, that Kate was certainly, in his opinion, the most modest and the prettiest girl in Red River. Her old school companions called her a darling. Tom Whyte said he never seed nothink like her nowhere. The clerks spoke of her in terms too glowing to remember; and the last arrival among them, the youngest, with the slang of the old country fresh on his lips, called her a stunner! Even Mrs Grant got up one of her half-expressed remarks about her, which everybody would have supposed to be quizzical in its nature, were it not for the frequent occurrence of the terms good girl, innocent creature, which seemed to contradict that idea. There were also one or two hapless swains who said nothing, but what they did and looked was in itself unequivocal. They went quietly into a state of slow, drivelling imbecility whenever they happened to meet with Kate; looked as if they had become shockingly unwell, and were rather pleased than otherwise that their friends should think so too; and upon all and every occasion in which Kate was concerned, conducted themselves with an amount of insane stupidity (although sane enough at other times) that nothing could account for, save the idea that their admiration of her was inexpressible, and that that was the most effective way in which they could express it.

Kate, my darling, said Mr Kennedy, as he finished the last mouthful of tea, wouldnt it be capital to get another letter from Charley?

Yes, dear papa, it would indeed. But I am quite sure that the next time we shall hear from him will be when he arrives here, and makes the house ring with his own dear voice.

How so, girl? said the old trader, with a smile. It may as well be remarked here that the above opening of conversation was by no means new; it was stereotyped now. Ever since Charley had been appointed to the management of Lower Fort Garry, his father had been so engrossed by the idea, and spoke of it to Kate so frequently, that he had got into a way of feeling as if the event so much desired would happen in a few days, although he knew quite well that it could not, in the course of ordinary or extra-ordinary circumstances, occur in less than several months. However, as time rolled on he began regularly, every day or two, to ask Kate questions about Charley that she could not by any possibility answer, but which he knew from experience would lead her into a confabulation about his son, which helped a little to allay his impatience.

Why, you see, father, she replied, it is three months since we got his last, and you know there has been no opportunity of forwarding letters from Stoney Creek since it was dispatched. Now, the next opportunity that occurs

Mee-aow! interrupted the cat, which had just finished two pats of fresh butter without being detected, and began, rather recklessly, to exult.

Hang that cat! cried the old gentleman angrily, itll be the death o me yet; and seizing the first thing that came to hand, which happened to be the loaf of bread, discharged it with such violence, and with so correct an aim, that it knocked, not only the cat, but the teapot and sugar-bowl also, off the table.

O dear papa! exclaimed Kate.

Really, my dear, cried Mr Kennedy, half angry and half ashamed, we must get rid of that brute immediately. It has scarcely been a week here, and it has done more mischief already than a score of ordinary cats would have done in a twelvemonth.

But then, the mice, papa

Well, but  but  oh, hang the mice!

Yes; but how are we to catch them? said Kate.

At this moment the cook, who had heard the sound of breaking crockery, and judged it expedient that he should be present, opened the door.

How now, rascal! exclaimed his master, striding up to him. Did I ring for you, eh?

No, sir; but

But! eh, but! no more buts, you scoundrel, else Ill

The motion of Mr Kennedys fist warned the cook to make a precipitate retreat, which he did at the same moment that the cat resolved to run for its life. This caused them to meet in the doorway, and making a compound entanglement with the mat, they both fell into the passage with a loud crash. Mr Kennedy shut the door gently, and returned to his chair, patting Kate on the head as he passed.

Now, darling, go on with what you were saying; and dont mind the teapot  let it lie.

Well, resumed Kate, with a smile, I was saying that the next opportunity Charley can have will be by the brigade in spring, which we expect to arrive here, you know, a month hence; but we wont get a letter by that, as I feel convinced that he and Harry will come by it themselves.

And the express canoe, Kate  the express canoe, said Mr Kennedy, with a contortion of the left side of his head that was intended for a wink; you know they got leave to come by express, Kate.

Oh, as to the express, father, I dont expect them to come by that, as poor Harry Somerville has been so ill that they would never think of venturing to subject him to all the discomforts, not to mention the dangers, of a canoe voyage.

I dont know that, lass  I dont know that, said Mr Kennedy, giving another contortion with his left cheek. In fact, I shouldnt wonder if they arrived this very day; and its well to be on the look-out, so Im off to the banks of the river, Kate. Saying this, the old gentleman threw on an old fur cap with the peak all awry, thrust his left hand into his right glove, put on the other with the back to the front and the thumb in the middle finger, and bustled out of the house, muttering as he went, Yes, its well to be on the look-out for him.

Mr Kennedy, however, was disappointed: Charley did not arrive that day, nor the next, nor the day after that. Nevertheless the old gentlemans faith each day remained as firm as on the day previous that Charley would arrive on that day for certain. About a week after this, Mr Kennedy put on his hat and gloves as usual, and sauntered down to the banks of the river, where his perseverance was rewarded by the sight of a small canoe rapidly approaching the landing-place. From the costume of the three men who propelled it, the cut of the canoe itself, the precision and energy of its movements, and several other minute points about it only apparent to the accustomed eye of a nor-wester, he judged at once that this was a new arrival, and not merely one of the canoes belonging to the settlers, many of which might be seen passing up and down the river. As they drew near he fixed his eyes eagerly upon them.

Very odd, he exclaimed, while a shade of disappointment passed over his brow: it ought to be him, but its not like him; too big  different nose altogether. Dont know any of the three. Humph!  well, hes sure to come to-morrow, at all events. Having come to the conclusion that it was not Charleys canoe, he wheeled sulkily round and sauntered back towards his house, intending to solace himself with a pipe. At that moment he heard a shout behind him, and ere he could well turn round to see whence it came, a young man bounded up the bank and seized him in his arms with a hug that threatened to dislocate his ribs. The old gentlemans first impulse was to bestow on his antagonist (for he verily believed him to be such) one of those vigorous touches with his clinched fist which in days of yore used to bring some of his disputes to a summary and effectual close; but his intention changed when the youth spoke.

Father, dear, dear father! said Charley, as he loosened his grasp, and, still holding him by both hands, looked earnestly into his face with swimming eyes.

Old Mr Kennedy seemed to have lost his powers of speech. He gazed at his son for a few seconds in silence, then suddenly threw his arms around him and engaged in a species of wrestle which he intended for an embrace.

O Charley, my boy! he exclaimed, youve come at last  God bless you! Lets look at you. Quite changed: six feet; no, not quite changed  the old nose; black as an Indian. O Charley, my dear boy! Ive been waiting for you for months; why did you keep me so long, eh? Hang it, wheres my handkerchief? At this last exclamation Mr Kennedys feelings quite overcame him; his full heart overflowed at his eyes, so that when he tried to look at his son, Charley appeared partly magnified and partly broken up into fragments. Fumbling in his pocket for the missing handkerchief, which he did not find, he suddenly seized his fur cap, in a burst of exasperation, and wiped his eyes with that. Immediately after, forgetting that it was a cap, he thrust it into his pocket.

Come, dear father, cried Charley, drawing the old mans arm through his, let us go home. Is Kate there?

Ay, ay, cried Mr Kennedy, waving his hand as he was dragged away, and bestowing, quite unwittingly, a backhanded slap on the cheek to Harry Somerville, which nearly felled that youth to the ground. Ay, ay! Kate, to be sure, darling. Yes, quite right, Charley; a pipe  thats it, my boy, lets have a pipe! And thus, uttering incoherent and broken sentences, he disappeared through the doorway with his long-lost and now recovered son.

Meanwhile Harry and Jacques continued to pace quietly before the house, waiting patiently until the first ebullition of feeling at the meeting of Charley with his father and sister should be over. In a few minutes Charley ran out.

Hollo, Harry! come in, my boy; forgive my forgetfulness, but

My dear fellow, interrupted Harry, what nonsense you are talking! Of course you forgot me, and everybody and everything on earth, just now; but have you seen Kate? Is

Yes, yes, cried Charley, as he pushed his friend before him, and dragged Jacques after him into the parlour. Heres Harry, father, Jacques.  Youve heard of Jacques, Kate?

Harry, my dear boy! cried Mr Kennedy, seizing his young friend by the hand; how are you, lad? Better, I hope.

At that moment Mr Kennedys eye fell on Jacques, who stood in the doorway, cap in hand, with the usual quiet smile lighting up his countenance.

What! Jacques  Jacques Caradoc! he cried, in astonishment.

The same, sir; you an I have knowd each other afore now in the way o trade, answered the hunter, as he grasped his old bourgeois by the hand and wrung it warmly.

Mr Kennedy, senior, was so overwhelmed by the combination of exciting influences to which he was now subjected, that he plunged his hand into his pocket for the handkerchief again, and pulled out the fur hat instead, which he flung angrily at the cat; then using the sleeve of his coat as a substitute, he proceeded to put a series of abrupt questions to Jacques and Charley simultaneously.

In the meantime Harry went up to Kate and stared at her. We do not mean to say that he was intentionally rude to her. No! He went towards her intending to shake hands, and renew acquaintance with his old companion; but the moment he caught sight of her he was struck not only dumb, but motionless. The odd part of it was that Kate, too, was affected in precisely the same way, and both of them exclaimed mentally, Can it be possible? Their lips, however, gave no utterance to the question. At length Kate recollected herself, and blushing deeply, held out her hand, as she said  

Forgive me, Har  Mr Somerville; I was so surprised at your altered appearance I could scarcely believe that my old friend stood before me.

Harrys cheeks crimsoned as he seized her hand and said: Indeed, Ka  a  Miss  that is, in fact, Ive been very ill, and doubtless have changed somewhat; but the very same thought struck me in regard to yourself, you are so  so

Fortunately for Harry, who was gradually becoming more and more confused, to the amusement of Charley, who had closely observed the meeting of his friend and sister, Mr Kennedy came up.

Eh! whats that? What did you say struck you, Harry, my lad?

You did, father, on his arrival, replied Charley, with a broad grin, and a very neat back-hander it was.

Nonsense, Charley, interrupted Harry, with a laugh. I was just saying, sir, that Miss Kennedy is so changed that I could hardly believe it to be herself.

And I had just paid Mr Somerville the same compliment, papa, cried Kate, laughing and blushing simultaneously.

Mr Kennedy thrust his hands into his pockets, frowned portentously as he looked from the one to the other, and said slowly, Miss Kennedy, Mr Somerville! then turning to his son, remarked, Thats something new, Charley lad; that girl is Miss Kennedy, and that youth there is Mr Somerville!

Charley laughed loudly at this sally, especially when the old gentleman followed it up with a series of contortions of the left cheek, meant for violent winking.

Right, father, right; it wont do here. We dont know anybody but Kate and Harry in this house.

Harry laughed in his own genuine style at this.

Well, Kate be it, with all my heart, said he; but, really, at first she seemed so unlike the Kate of former days that I could not bring myself to call her so.

Humph! said Mr Kennedy. But come, boys, with me to my smoking-room, and lets have a talk over a pipe, while Kate looks after dinner. Giving Charley another squeeze of the hand and Harry a pat on the shoulder, the old gentleman put on his cap (with the peak behind), and led the way to his glass divan in the garden.

It is perhaps unnecessary for us to say that Kate Kennedy and Harry Somerville had, within the last hour, fallen deeply, hopelessly, utterly, irrevocably, and totally in love with each other. They did not merely fall up to the ears in love. To say that they fell over head and ears in it would be, comparatively speaking, to say nothing. In fact they did not fall into it at all. They went deliberately backwards, took a long race, sprang high into the air, turned completely round, and went down head first into the flood, descending to a depth utterly beyond the power of any deep-sea lead to fathom, or of any human mind adequately to appreciate. Up to that day Kate had thought of Harry as the hilarious youth who used to take every opportunity he could of escaping from the counting-room and hastening to spend the afternoon in rambling through the woods with her and Charley. But the instant she saw him a man, with a bright, cheerful countenance, on which rough living and exposure to frequent peril had stamped unmistakable lines of energy and decision, and to which recent illness had imparted a captivating touch of sadness  the moment she beheld this, and the undeniable scrap of whisker that graced his cheeks, and the slight shade that rested on his upper lip, her heart leaped violently into her throat, where it stuck hard and fast, like a stranded ship on a lee-shore.

In like manner, when Harry beheld his former friend a woman, with beaming eyes and clustering ringlets, and  (there, we wont attempt it!)  in fact, surrounded by every nameless and nameable grace that makes woman exasperatingly delightful, his heart performed the same eccentric movement, and he felt that his fate was sealed; that he had been sucked into a rapid which was too strong even for his expert and powerful arm to contend against, and that he must drift with the current now, nolens volens, and run it as he best could.

When Kate retired to her sleeping-apartment that night, she endeavoured to comport herself in her usual manner; but all her efforts failed. She sat down on her bed, and remained motionless for half an hour; then she started and sighed deeply; then she smiled and opened her Bible, but forgot to read it; then she rose hastily, sighed again, took off her gown, hang it up on a peg, and, returning to the dressing-table, sat down on her best bonnet; then she cried a little, at which point the candle suddenly went out; so she gave a slight scream, and at last went to bed in the dark.

Three hours afterwards, Harry Somerville, who had been enjoying a cigar and a chat with Charley and his father, rose, and bidding his friends good-night, retired to his chamber, where he flung himself down on a chair, thrust his hands into his pockets, stretched out his legs, gazed abstractedly before him, and exclaimed O Kate, my exquisite girl, youve floored me quite flat!

As he continued to sit in silence, the gaze of affection gradually and slowly changed into a look of intense astonishment as he beheld the grey cat sitting comfortably on the table, and regarding him with a look of complacent interest, as if it thought Harrys style of addressing it was highly satisfactory  though rather unusual.

Brute! exclaimed Harry, springing from his seat and darting towards it. But the cat was too well accustomed to old Mr Kennedys sudden onsets to be easily taken by surprise. With a bound it reached the floor, and took shelter under the bed, whence it was not ejected until Harry, having first thrown his shoes, soap, clothes-brush, and razor-strop at it, besides two or three books and several miscellaneous articles of toilet, at last opened the door (a thing, by the way, that people would do well always to remember before endeavouring to expel a cat from an impregnable position), and drew the bed into the middle of the room. Then, but not till then, it fled, with its back, its tail, its hair, its eyes  in short, its entire body  bristling in rampant indignation. Having dislodged the enemy, Harry replaced the bed, threw off his coat and waistcoat, untied his neckcloth, sat down on his chair again, and fell into a reverie; from which, after half an hour, he started, clasped his hands, stamped his foot, glared up at the ceiling, slapped his thigh, and exclaimed, in the voice of a hen, Yes, Ill do it, or die!




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The first day at home  A gallop in the prairie, and its consequences.

Next morning, as the quartette were at breakfast, Mr Kennedy, senior, took occasion to propound to his son the plans he had laid down for them during the next week.

In the first place, Charley, my boy, said he, as well as a large mouthful of buffalo steak and potato would permit, you must drive up to the fort and report yourself. Harry and I will go with you; and after we have paid our respects to old Grant (another cup of tea, Kate, my darling)  you recollect him, Charley, dont you?

Yes, perfectly.

Well, then, after weve been to see him, well drive down the river, and call on our friends at the mill. Then well look in on the Thomsons; and give a call, in passing, on old Neverin  hes always out, so hell be pleased to hear we were there, and it wont detain us. Then

But, dear father  excuse my interrupting you  Harry and I are very anxious to spend our first day at home entirely with you and Kate. Dont you think it would be more pleasant? and then, to-morrow

Now, Charley, this is too bad of you, said Mr Kennedy, with a look of affected indignation: no sooner have you come back than youre at your old tricks, opposing and thwarting your fathers wishes.

Indeed, I do not wish to do so, father, replied Charley, with a smile; but I thought that you would like my plan better yourself, and that it would afford us an opportunity of having a good long, satisfactory talk about all that concerns us, past, present, and future.

What a daring mind you have, Charley, said Harry, to speak of cramming a satisfactory talk of the past, the present, and the future all into one day!

Harry will take another cup of tea, Kate, said Charley, with an arch smile, as he went on  

Besides, father, Jacques tells me that he means to go off immediately, to visit a number of his old voyageur friends in the settlement, and I cannot part with him till we have had one more canter together over the prairies. I want to show him to Kate, for hes a great original.

Oh, that will be charming! cried Kate. I should like of all things to be introduced to the bold hunter.  Another cup of tea, Mr S  Harry, I mean?

Harry started on being thus unexpectedly addressed. Yes, if you please  that is  thank you  no, my cups full already, Kate!

Well, well, broke in Mr Kennedy, senior, I see youre all leagued against me, so I give in. But I shall not accompany you on your ride, as my bones are a little stiffer than they used to be, (the old gentleman sighed heavily), and riding far knocks me up; but Ive got business to attend to in my glass house which will occupy me till dinner-time.

If the business you speak of, began Charley, is not incompatible with a cigar, I shall be happy to

Why, as to that, the business itself has special reference to tobacco, and, in fact, to nothing else; so come along, you young dog, and the old gentlemans cheek went into violent convulsions as he rose, put on his cap, with the peak very much over one eye, and went out in company with the young men.

An hour afterwards four horses stood saddled and bridled in front of the house. Three belonged to Mr Kennedy; the fourth had been borrowed from a neighbour as a mount for Jacques Caradoc. In a few minutes more, Harry lifted Kate into the saddle, and having arranged her dress with a deal of unnecessary care, mounted his nag. At the same moment Charley and Jacques vaulted into their saddles, and the whole cavalcade galloped down the avenue that led to the prairie, followed by the admiring gaze of Mr Kennedy, senior, who stood in the doorway of his mansion, his hands in his vest pockets, his head uncovered, and his happy visage smiling through a cloud of smoke that issued from his lips. He seemed the very personification of jovial good-humour, and what one might suppose Cupid would become were he permitted to grow old, dress recklessly, and take to smoking!

The prairies were bright that morning, and surpassingly beautiful. The grass looked greener than usual, the dewdrops more brilliant as they sparkled on leaf and blade and branch in the rays of an unclouded sun. The turf felt springy, and the horses, which were first-rate animals, seemed to dance over it, scarce crushing the wild-flowers beneath their hoofs, as they galloped lightly on, imbued with the same joyous feeling that filled the hearts of their riders. The plains at this place were more picturesque than in other parts, their uniformity being broken up by numerous clumps of small trees and wild shrubbery, intermingled with lakes and ponds of all sizes, which filled the hollows for miles around  temporary sheets of water these, formed by the melting snow, that told of winter now past and gone. Additional animation and life was given to the scene by flocks of water-fowl, whose busy cry and cackle in the water, or whirring motion in the air, gave such an idea of joyousness in the brute creation as could not but strike a chord of sympathy in the heart of man, and create a feeling of gratitude to the Maker of man and beast. Although brilliant and warm, the sun, at least during the first part of their ride, was by no means oppressive; so that the equestrians stretched out at full gallop for many miles over the prairie, round the lakes and through the bushes, ere their steeds showed the smallest symptoms of warmth.

During the ride Kate took the lead, with Jacques on her left and Harry on her right, while Charley brought up the rear, and conversed in a loud key with all three. At length Kate began to think it was just possible the horses might be growing wearied with the slapping pace, and checked her steed; but this was not an easy matter, as the horse seemed to hold quite a contrary opinion, and showed a desire not only to continue but to increase its gallop  a propensity that induced Harry to lend his aid by grasping the rein and compelling the animal to walk.

Thats a spirited horse, Kate, said Charley, as they ambled along; have you had him long?

No, replied Kate; our father purchased him just a week before your arrival, thinking that you would likely want a charger now and then. I have only been on him once before.  Would he make a good buffalo-runner, Jacques?

Yes, miss; he would make an uncommon good runner, answered the hunter, as he regarded the animal with a critical glance at least if he dont shy at a gunshot.

I never tried his nerves in that way, said Kate, with a smile; perhaps he would shy at that. He has a good deal of spirit  oh, I do dislike a lazy horse, and I do delight in a spirited one! Kate gave her horse a smart cut with the whip, half involuntarily, as she spoke. In a moment it reared almost perpendicularly, and then bounded forward; not, however, before Jacquess quick eye had observed the danger, and his ever-ready hand arrested its course.

Have a care, Miss Kate, he said, in a warning voice, while he gazed in the face of the excited girl with a look of undisguised admiration. It dont do to wallop a skittish beast like that.

Never fear, Jacques, she replied, bending forward to pat her chargers arching neck; see, he is becoming quite gentle again.

If he runs away, Kate, we wont be able to catch you again, for hes the best of the four, I think, said Harry, with an uneasy glance at the animals flashing eye and expanded nostrils.

Ay, its as well to keep the whip off him, said Jacques. I knowd a young chap once in St. Louis who lost his sweetheart by usin his whip too freely.

Indeed, cried Kate, with a merry laugh, as they emerged from one of the numerous thickets and rode out upon the open plain at a foot pace; how was that, Jacques? Pray tell us the story.

As to that, theres little story about it, replied the hunter. You see, Tim Roughead took arter his name, an was always doin some mischief or other, which more than once nigh cost him his life; for the young trappers that frequent St. Louis are not fellows to stand too much jokin, I can tell ye. Well, Tim fell in love with a gal there who had jilted about a dozen lads afore; an bein an oncommon handsome, strappin fellow, she encouraged him a good deal. But Tim had a suspicion that Louise was rayther sweet on a young storekeepers clerk there; so, bein an offhand sort o critter, he went right up to the gal, and says to her, says he, Come, Louise, its o no use humbuggin with me any longer. If you like me, you like me; and if you dont like me, you dont. Theres only two ways about it. Now, jist say the word at once, an lets have an end ont. If you agree, Ill squat with you in whativer bit o the States you like to name; if not, Ill bid you good-bye this blessed mornin, an make tracks right away for the Rocky Mountains afore sundown. Ay or no, lass; which ist to be?

Poor Louise was taken all aback by this, but she knew well that Tim was a man who never threatened in jest, an moreover she wasnt quite sure o the young clerk; so she agreed, an Tim went off to settle with her father about the weddin. Well, the day came, an Tim, with a lot o his comrades, mounted their horses, and rode off to the brides house, which was a mile or two up the river out of the town. Just as they were startin, Tims horse gave a plunge that well-nigh pitched him over its head, an Tim came down on him with a cut o his heavy whip that sounded like a pistol-shot. The beast was so mad at this that it gave a kind o squeal an another plunge that burst the girth, Tim brought the whip down on its flank again, which made it shoot forward like an arrow out of a bow, leavin poor Tim on the ground. So slick did it fly away that it didnt even throw him on his back, but let him fall sittin-wise, saddle and all, plump on the spot where he sprang from. Tim scratched his head an grinned like a half-worried rattlesnake as his comrades almost rolled off their saddles with laughin. But it was no laughin job, for poor Tims leg was doubled under him an broken across at the thigh. It was long before he was able to go about again, and when he did recover he found that Louise and the young clerk were spliced an away to Kentucky.

So you see what are the probable consequences, Kate, if you use your whip so obstreperously again, cried Charley, pressing his horse into a canter.

Just at that moment a rabbit sprang from under a bush and darted away before them. In an instant Harry Somerville gave a wild shout, and set off in pursuit. Whether it was the cry or the sudden flight of Harrys horse we cannot tell, but the next instant Kates charger performed an indescribable flourish with its hind legs, laid back its ears, took the bit between its teeth, and ran away. Jacques was on its heels instantly, and a few seconds afterwards Charley and Harry joined in the pursuit, but their utmost efforts failed to do more than enable them to keep their ground. Kates horse was making for a dense thicket, into which it became evident they must certainly plunge. Harry and her brother trembled when they looked at it and realised her danger; even Jacquess face showed some symptoms of perturbation for a moment as he glanced before him in indecision. The expression vanished, however, in a few seconds, and his cheerful, self-possessed look returned, as he cried out  

Pull the left rein hard, Miss Kate; try to edge up the slope.

Kate heard the advice, and exerting all her strength succeeded in turning her horse a little to the left, which caused him to ascend a gentle slope, at the top of which part of the thicket lay. She was closely followed by Harry and her brother, who urged their steeds madly forward in the hope of catching her rein, while Jacques diverged a little to the right. By this manoeuvre the latter hoped to gain on the runaway, as the ground along which he rode was comparatively level, with a short but steep ascent at the end of it, while that along which Kate flew like the wind was a regular ascent, that would prove very trying to her horse. At the margin of the thicket grew a row of high bushes, towards which they now galloped with frightful speed. As Kate came up to this natural fence, she observed the trapper approaching on the other side of it. Springing from his jaded steed, without attempting to check its pace, he leaped over the underwood like a stag just as the young girl cleared the bushes at a bound. Grasping the reins, and checking the horse violently with one hand, he extended the other to Kate, who leaped unhesitatingly into his arms. At the same instant Charley cleared the bushes, and pulled sharply up; while Harrys horse, unable, owing to its speed, to take the leap, came crashing through them, and dashed his rider with stunning violence to the ground.

Fortunately no bones were broken, and a draught of clear water, brought by Jacques from a neighbouring pond, speedily restored Harrys shaken faculties.

Now, Kate, said Charley, leading forward the horse which he had ridden, I have changed saddles, as you see; this horse will suit you better, and Ill take the shine out of your charger on the way home.

Thank you, Charley, said Kate, with a smile. Ive quite recovered from my fright  if, indeed, it is worth calling by that name; but I fear that Harry has

Oh, Im all right, cried Harry, advancing as he spoke to assist Kate in mounting. I am ashamed to think that my wild cry was the cause of all this.

In another minute they were again in their saddles, and turning their faces homeward, they swept over the plain at a steady gallop, fearing lest their accident should be the means of making Mr Kennedy wait dinner for them. On arriving, they found the old gentleman engaged in an animated discussion with the cook about laying the table-cloth, which duty he had imposed on himself in Kates absence.

Ah, Kate, my love, he cried, as they entered, come here, lass, and mount guard. Ive almost broke my heart in trying to convince that thick-headed goose that he cant set the table properly. Take it off my hands, like a good girl.  Charley, my boy, youll be pleased to hear that your old friend Redfeather is here.

Redfeather, father! exclaimed Charley, in surprise.

Yes; he and the parson, from the other end of Lake Winnipeg, arrived an hour ago in a tin kettle, and are now on their way to the upper fort.

That is indeed pleasant news; but I suspect that it will give much greater pleasure to our friend Jacques, who, I believe, would be glad to lay down his life for him, simply to prove his affection.

Well, well, said the old gentleman, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and refilling it so as to be ready for an after-dinner smoke, Redfeather has come, and the parsons come too; and I look upon it as quite miraculous that they have come, considering the thing they came in. What theyve come for is more than I can tell, but I suppose its connected with church affairs.  Now then, Kate, whats come o the dinner, Kate? Stir up that grampus of a cook! I half expect that he has boiled the cat for dinner, in his wrath, for it has been badgering him and me the whole morning.  Hollo, Harry, whats wrong?

The last exclamation was in consequence of an expression of pain which crossed Harrys face for a moment.

Nothing, nothing, replied Harry. Ive had a fall from my horse, and bruised my arm a little. But Ill see to it after dinner.

That you shall not, cried Mr Kennedy, energetically, dragging his young friend into his bedroom. Off with your coat, lad. Lets see it at once. Ay, ay, he continued, examining Harrys left arm, which was very much discoloured, and swelled from the elbow to the shoulder, thats a severe thump, my boy. But its nothing to speak of; only youll have to submit to a sling for a day or two.

Thats annoying, certainly, but Im thankful its no worse, remarked Harry, as Mr Kennedy dressed the arm after his own fashion, and then returned with him to the dining-room.




Chapter Thirty.

Love  Old Mr Kennedy puts his foot in it.

One morning, about two weeks after Charleys arrival at Red River, Harry Somerville found himself alone in Mr Kennedys parlour. The old gentleman himself had just galloped away in the direction of the lower fort, to visit Charley, who was now formally installed there; Kate was busy in the kitchen, giving directions about dinner; and Jacques was away with Redfeather, visiting his numerous friends in the settlement: so that, for the first time since his arrival, Harry found himself at the hour of ten in the morning utterly lone, and with nothing very definite to do. Of course, the two weeks that had elapsed were not without their signs and symptoms, their minor accidents and incidents, in regard to the subject that filled his thoughts. Harry had fifty times been tossed alternately from the height of hope to the depth of despair, from the extreme of felicity to the uttermost verge of sorrow, and he began seriously to reflect, when he remembered his desperate resolution on the first night of his arrival, that if he did not do he certainly would die. This was quite a mistake, however, on Harrys part. Nobody ever did die of unrequited love. Doubtless many people have hanged, drowned, and shot themselves because of it; but, generally speaking, if the patient can be kept from maltreating himself long enough, time will prove to be an infallible remedy. O youthful reader, lay this to heart; but, pshaw! why do I waste ink on so hopeless a task? Every one, we suppose, resolves once in a way to die of love; so  die away, my young friends, only make sure that you dont kill yourselves, and Ive no fear of the result.

But to return. Kate, likewise, was similarly affected. She behaved like a perfect maniac  mentally, that is  and plunged herself, metaphorically, into such a succession of hot and cold baths, that it was quite a marvel how her spiritual constitution could stand it.

But we were wrong in saying that Harry was alone in the parlour. The grey cat was there. On a chair before the fire it sat, looking dishevelled and somewhat blasé in consequence of the ill-treatment and worry to which it was continually subjected. After looking out of the window for a short time, Harry rose, and sitting down on a chair beside the cat, patted its head  a mark of attention it was evidently not averse to, but which it received, nevertheless, with marked suspicion, and some indications of being in a condition of armed neutrality. Just then the door opened, and Kate entered.

Excuse me, Harry, for leaving you alone, she said, but I had to attend to several household matters. Do you feel inclined for a walk?

I do indeed, replied Harry; it is a charming day, and I am exceedingly anxious to see the bower that you have spoken to me about once or twice, and which Charley told me of long before I came here.

Oh, I shall take you to it with pleasure, replied Kate; my dear father often goes there with me to smoke. If you will wait for two minutes Ill put on my bonnet, and she hastened to prepare herself for the walk, leaving Harry to caress the cat, which he did so energetically, when he thought of its young mistress, that it instantly declared war, and sprang from the chair with a remonstrative yell.

On their way down to the bower, which was situated in a picturesque, retired spot on the rivers bank about a mile below the house, Harry and Kate tried to converse on ordinary topics, but without success, and were at last almost reduced to silence. One subject alone filled their minds; all others were flat. Being sunk, as it were, in an ocean of love, they no sooner opened their lips to speak than the waters rushed in, as a natural consequence, and nearly choked them. Had they but opened their mouths wide and boldly, they would have been pleasantly drowned together; but as it was, they lacked the requisite courage, and were fain to content themselves with an occasional frantic struggle to the surface, where they gasped a few words of uninteresting air, and sank again instantly.

On arriving at the bower, however, and sitting down, Harry plucked up heart, and heaving a deep sigh, said  

Kate, there is a subject about which I have long desired to speak to you

Long as he had been desiring it, however, Kate thought it must have been nothing compared with the time that elapsed ere he said anything else; so she bent over a flower which she held in her hand, and said in a low voice, Indeed, Harry; what is it?

Harry was desperate now. His usually flexible tongue was stiff as stone and dry as a bit of leather. He could no more give utterance to an intelligible idea than he could change himself into Mr Kennedys grey cat  a change that he would not have been unwilling to make at that moment. At last he seized his companions hand, and exclaimed, with a burst of emotion that quite startled her  

Kate, Kate! O dearest Kate, I love you! I adore you! I

At this point poor Harrys powers of speech again failed; so, being utterly unable to express another idea, he suddenly threw his arms round her, and pressed her fervently to his bosom.

Kate was taken quite aback by this summary method of coming to the point. Repulsing him energetically, she exclaimed, while she blushed crimson, O Harry  Mr Somerville! and burst into tears.

Poor Harry stood before her for a moment, his head hanging down, and a deep blush of shame on his face.

O Kate, said he, in a deep, tremulous voice, forgive me; do  do forgive me! I knew not what I said. I scarce knew what I did (here he seized her hand). I know but one thing, Kate, and tell it you I will, if it should cost me my life. I love you, Kate, to distraction, and I wish you to be my wife. I have been rude, very rude. Can you forgive me, Kate?

Now, this latter part of Harrys speech was particularly comical, the comicality of it lying, in this, that while he spoke he drew Kate gradually towards him, and at the very time when he gave utterance to the penitential remorse for his rudeness, Kate was infolded in a much more vigorous embrace than at the first; and, what is more remarkable still, she laid her little head quietly on his shoulder, as if she had quite changed her mind in regard to what was and what was not rude, and rather enjoyed it than otherwise.

While the lovers stood in this interesting position, it became apparent to Harrys olfactory nerves that the atmosphere was impregnated with tobacco smoke. Looking hastily up, he beheld an apparition that tended somewhat to increase the confusion of his faculties.

In the opening of the bower stood Mr Kennedy, senior, in a state of inexpressible amazement. We say inexpressible advisedly, because the extreme pitch of feeling which Mr Kennedy experienced at what he beheld before him cannot possibly be expressed by human visage. As far as the countenance of man could do it, however, we believe the old gentlemans came pretty near the mark on this occasion. His hands were in his coat pockets, his body bent a little forward, his head and neck outstretched a little beyond it, his eyes almost starting from the sockets, and certainly the most prominent feature in his face; his teeth firmly clinched on his beloved pipe, and his lips expelling a multitude of little clouds so vigorously that one might have taken him for a sort of self-acting intelligent steam-gun that had resolved utterly to annihilate Kate and Harry at short range in the course of two minutes.

When Kate saw her father she uttered a slight scream, covered her face with her hands, rushed from the bower, and disappeared in the wood.

So, young gentleman, began Mr Kennedy, in a slow, deliberate tone of voice, while he removed the pipe from his mouth, clinched his fist, and confronted Harry, youve been invited to my house as a guest, sir, and you seize the opportunity basely to insult my daughter!

Stay, stay, my dear sir, interrupted Harry, laying his hand on the old mans shoulder and gazing earnestly into his face. Oh, do not, even for a moment, imagine that I could be so base as to trifle with the affections of your daughter. I may have been presumptuous, hasty, foolish, mad if you will, but not base. God forbid that I should treat her with disrespect, even in thought! I love her, Mr Kennedy, as I never loved before. I have asked her to be my wife, and  she

Whew! whistled old Mr Kennedy, replacing his pipe between his teeth, gazing abstractedly at the ground, and emitting clouds innumerable. After standing thus a few seconds, he turned his back slowly upon Harry, and smiled outrageously once or twice, winking at the same time, after his own fashion, at the river. Turning abruptly round, he regarded Harry with a look of affected dignity, and said, Pray, sir, what did my daughter say to your very peculiar proposal?

She said ye  ah! that is  she didnt exactly say anything, but she  indeed I

Humph! ejaculated the old gentleman, deepening his frown as he regarded his young friend through the smoke. In short, she said nothing, I suppose, but led you to infer, perhaps, that she would have said yes if I hadnt interrupted you.

Harry blushed, and said nothing.

Now, sir, continued Mr Kennedy, dont you think that it would have been a polite piece of attention on your part to have asked my permission before you addressed my daughter on such a subject, eh?

Indeed, said Harry, I acknowledge that I have been hasty, but I must disclaim the charge of disrespect to you, sir. I had no intention whatever of broaching the subject to-day, but my feelings, unhappily, carried me away, and  and  in fact

Well, well, sir, interrupted Mr Kennedy, with a look of offended dignity, your feelings ought to be kept more under control. But come, sir, to my house. I must talk further with you on this subject. I must read you a lesson, sir  a lesson, humph! that you wont forget in a hurry.

But, my dear sir began Harry.

No more, sir  no more at present, cried the old gentleman, smoking violently as he pointed to the footpath that led to the house. Lead the way, sir; Ill follow.

The footpath, although wide enough to allow Kate and Harry to walk beside each other, did not permit of two gentlemen doing so conveniently  a circumstance which proved a great relief to Mr Kennedy, inasmuch as it enabled him, while walking behind his companion, to wink convulsively, smoke furiously, and punch his own ribs severely, by way of opening a few safety-valves to his glee, without which there is no saying what might have happened. He was nearly caught in these eccentricities more than once, however, as Harry turned half round with the intention of again attempting to exculpate himself  attempts which were as often met by a sudden start, a fierce frown, a burst of smoke, and a command to go on. On approaching the house, the track became a broad road, affording Mr Kennedy no excuse for walking in the rear, so that he was under the necessity of laying violent restraint on his feelings  a restraint which it was evident could not last long. At that moment, to his great relief, his eye suddenly fell on the grey cat, which happened to be reposing innocently on the doorstep.

Thats it! theres the whole cause of it at last! cried Mr Kennedy, in a perfect paroxysm of excitement, flinging his pipe violently at the unoffending victim as he rushed towards it. The pipe missed the cat, but went with a sharp crash through the parlour window, at which Charley was seated, while his father darted through the doorway, along the passage, and into the kitchen. Here the cat, having first capsized a pyramid of pans and kettles in its consternation, took refuge in an absolutely unassailable position. Seeing this, Mr Kennedy violently discharged a pailful of water at the spot, strode rapidly to his own apartment, and locked himself in.

Dear me, Harry, whats wrong? my father seems unusually excited, said Charley, in some astonishment, as Harry entered the room and flung himself on a chair with a look of chagrin.

Its difficult to say, Charley; the fact is, Ive asked your sister Kate to be my wife, and your father seems to have gone mad with indignation.

Asked Kate to be your wife! cried Charley, starting up and regarding his friend with a look of amazement.

Yes, I have, replied Harry, with an air of offended dignity. I know very well that I am unworthy of her, but I see no reason why you and your father should take such pains to make me feel it.

Unworthy of her, my dear fellow! exclaimed Charley, grasping his hand and wringing it violently; no doubt you are, and so is everybody, but you shall have her for all that, my boy. But tell me, Harry, have you spoken to Kate herself?

Yes, I have.

And does she agree?

Well, I think I may say she does.

Have you told my father that she does?

Why, as to that, said Harry, with a perplexed smile, he didnt need to be told; he made himself pretty well aware of the facts of the case.

Ah! Ill soon settle him, cried Charley. Keep your mind easy, old fellow; Ill very soon bring him round. With this assurance, Charley gave his friends hand another shake that nearly wrenched the arm from his shoulder, and hastened out of the room in search of his refractory father.




Chapter Thirty One.

The course of true love, curiously enough, runs smooth for once, and the curtain falls.

Time rolled on, and with it the sunbeams of summer went  the snowflakes of winter came. Needles of ice began to shoot across the surface of Red River, and gradually narrowed its bed. Crystalline trees formed upon the window-panes. Icicles depended from the eaves of the houses. Snow fell in abundance on the plains; liquid nature began rapidly to solidify, and not many weeks after the first frost made its appearance everything was (as the settlers expressed it) hard and fast.

Mr Kennedy, senior, was in his parlour, with his back to a blazing wood fire that seemed large enough to roast an ox whole. He was standing, moreover, in a semi-picturesque attitude, with his right hand in his breeches pocket and his left arm round Kates waist. Kate was dressed in a gown that rivalled the snow itself in whiteness. One little gold clasp shone in her bosom; it was the only ornament she wore. Mr Kennedy, too, had somewhat altered his style of costume. He wore a sky-blue swallow-tailed coat, whose maker had flourished in London half a century before. It had a velvet collar about five inches deep, fitted uncommonly tight to the figure, and had a pair of bright brass buttons, very close together, situated half a foot above the wearers natural waist. Besides this, he had on a canary-coloured vest, and a pair of white duck trousers, in the fob of which evidently reposed an immense gold watch of the olden time, with a bunch of seals that would have served very well as an anchor for a small boat. Although the dress was, on the whole, slightly comical, its owner, with his full, fat, broad figaro, looked remarkably well in it, nevertheless.

It was Kates marriage-day, or rather marriage-evening; for the sun had set two hours ago, and the moon was now sailing in the frosty sky, its pale rays causing the whole country to shine with a clear, cold, silvery whiteness.

The old gentleman had been for some time gazing in silent admiration on the fair brow and clustering ringlets of his daughter, when it suddenly occurred to him that the company would arrive in half an hour, and there were several things still to be attended to.

Hollo, Kate! he exclaimed, with a start, were forgetting ourselves. The candles are yet to light, and lots of other things to do. Saying this, he began to bustle about the room in a state of considerable agitation.

Oh, dont worry yourself, dear father! cried Kate, running after him, and catching him by the hand. Miss Cookumwell and good Mrs Taddipopple are arranging everything about tea and supper in the kitchen, and Tom Whyte has been kindly sent to us by Mr Grant, with orders to make himself generally useful, so he can light the candles in a few minutes, and youve nothing to do but to kiss me and receive the company. Kate pulled her father gently towards the fire again, and replaced his arm round her waist.

Receive company! Ah, Kate, my love, thats just what I know nothing about. If theyd let me receive them in my own way, Id do it well enough; but that abominable Mrs Taddi  whats her name  has quite addled my brains and driven me distracted with trying to get me to understand what she calls etiquette.

Kate laughed, and said she didnt care how he received them, as she was quite sure that, whichever way he did it, he would do it pleasantly and well.

At that moment the door opened, and Tom Whyte entered. He was thinner, if possible, than he used to be, and considerably stiffer, and more upright.

Please, sir, said he, with a motion that made you expect to hear his back creak (it was intended for a bow) please, sir, can I do hanythink for yer?

Yes, Tom, you can, replied Mr Kennedy. Light these candles, my man, and then go to the stable and see that everything there is arranged for putting up the horses. It will be pretty full to-night, Tom, and will require some management. Then, let me see  ah, yes, bring me my pipe, Tom, my big meerschaum.  Ill sport that to-night in honour of you, Kate.

Please, sir, began Tom, with a slightly disconcerted air, Im afeard, sir, that  um

Well, Tom, what would you say? Go on.

The pipe, sir, said Tom, growing still more disconcerted says I to cook, says I, Cook, wots been an done it, dye think? Dun know, Tom, says he, but its smashed, thats sartin. I think the gray cat

What! cried the old trader, in a voice of thunder, while a frown of the most portentous ferocity darkened his brow for an instant. It was only for an instant, however. Clearing his brow quickly, he said with a smile, But its your wedding-day, Kate, my darling. It wont do to blow up anybody to-day, not even the cat.  There, be off, Tom, and see to things. Look sharp! I hear sleigh-bells already.

As he spoke Tom vanished perpendicularly, Kate hastened to her room, and the old gentleman himself went to the front door to receive his guests.

The night was of that intensely calm and still character that invariably accompanies intense frost, so that the merry jingle of the sleigh-bells that struck on Mr Kennedys listening ear continued to sound, and grow louder as they drew near, for a considerable time ere the visitors arrived. Presently the dull, soft tramp of horses hoofs was heard in the snow, and a well-known voice shouted out lustily, Now then, Mactavish, keep to the left. Doesnt the road take a turn there? Mind the gap in the fence. Thats old Kennedys only fault. Hed rather risk breaking his friends necks than mend his fences!

All right, here we are, cried Mactavish, as the next instant two sleighs emerged out of the avenue into the moonlit space in front of the house, and dashed up to the door amid an immense noise and clatter of bells, harness, hoofs, snorting, and salutations.

Ah, Grant, my dear fellow! cried Mr Kennedy, springing to the sleigh and seizing his friend by the hand as he dragged him out. This is kind of you to come early. And Mrs Grant, too. Take care, my dear madam, step clear of the haps; now, then  cleverly done (as Mrs Grant tumbled into his arms in a confused heap). Come along now; theres a capital fire in here.  Dont mind the horses, Mactavish  follow us, my lad; Tom Whyte will attend to them.

Uttering such disjointed remarks, Mr Kennedy led Mrs Grant into the house, and made her over to Mrs Taddipopple, who hurried her away to an inner apartment, while Mr Kennedy conducted her spouse, along with Mactavish and our friend the head clerk at Fort Garry, into the parlour.

Harry, my dear fellow, I wish you joy, cried Mr Grant, as the former grasped his hand. Lucky dog you are. Wheres Kate, eh? Not visible yet, I suppose.

No, not till the parson comes, interrupted Mr Kennedy, convulsing his left cheek. Hollo, Charley, where are you? Ah! bring the cigars, Charley.  Sit down, gentlemen; make yourselves at home.  I say, Mrs Taddi  Taddi  oh, botheration  popple! thats it  your name, madam, is a puzzler  but  well need more chairs, I think. Fetch one or two, like a dear!

As he spoke the jingle of bells was heard outside, and Mr Kennedy rushed to the door again.

Good-evening, Mr Addison, said he, taking that gentleman warmly by the hand as he resigned the reins to Tom Whyte. I am delighted to see you, sir (look after the ministers mare, Tom), glad to see you, my dear sir. Some of my friends have come already. This way, Mr Addison.

The worthy clergyman responded to Mr Kennedys greeting in his own hearty manner, and followed him into the parlour, where the guests now began to assemble rapidly.

Father, cried Charley, catching his sire by the arm, Ive been looking for you everywhere, but you dance about like a will-o-the-wisp. Do you know, Ive invited my friends Jacques and Redfeather to come to-night, and also Louis Peltier, the guide with whom I made my first trip. You recollect him, father?

Ay, that do I, lad, and happy shall I be to see three such worthy men under my roof as guests on this night.

Yes, yes, I know that, father; but I dont see them here. Have they come yet?

Cant say, boy. By the way, Pastor Conway is also coming, so well have a meeting between an Episcopalian and a Wesleyan. I sincerely trust that they wont fight! As he said this the old gentleman grinned and threw his cheek into convulsions  an expression which was suddenly changed into one of confusion when he observed that Mr Addison was standing close beside him, and had heard the remark.

Dont blush, my dear sir, said Mr Addison, with a quiet smile, as he patted his friend on the shoulder. You have too much reason, I am sorry to say, for expecting that clergymen of different denominations should look coldly on each other. There is far too much of this indifference and distrust among those who labour in different parts of the Lords vineyard. But I trust you will find that my sympathies extend a little beyond the circle of my own particular body. Indeed, Mr Conway is a particular friend of mine; so I assure you we wont fight.

Right, right, cried Mr Kennedy, giving the clergyman an energetic grasp of the hand; I like to hear you speak that way. I must confess that I have been a good deal surprised to observe, by what one reads in the old-country newspapers, as well as by what one sees even hereaway in the backwood settlements, how little interest clergymen show in the doings of those who dont happen to belong to their own particular sect; just as if a soul saved through the means of an Episcopalian was not of as much value as one saved by a Wesleyan, or a Presbyterian, or a Dissenter. Why, sir, it seems to me just as mean-spirited and selfish as if one of our chief factors was so entirely taken up with the doings and success of his own particular district that he didnt care a gun-flint for any other district in the Companys service.

There was at least one man listening to these remarks, whose naturally logical and liberal mind fully agreed with them. This was Jacques Caradoc, who had entered the room a few minutes before, in company with his friend Redfeather and Louis Peltier.

Right, sir! Thats fact, straight up and down, said he, in an approving tone.

Ha! Jacques, my good fellow, is that you?  Redfeather, my friend, how are you? said Mr Kennedy, turning round and grasping a hand of each. Sit down there, Louis, beside Mrs Taddi  eh!  ah!  popple.  Mr Addison, this is Jacques Caradoc, the best and stoutest hunter between Hudsons Bay and Oregon.

Jacques smiled and bowed modestly as Mr Addison shook his hand. The worthy hunter did indeed at that moment look as if he fully merited Mr Kennedys eulogium. Instead of endeavouring to ape the gentleman, as many men in his rank of life would have been likely to do on an occasion like this, Jacques had not altered his costume a hairbreadth from what it usually was, excepting that some parts of it were quite new, and all of it faultlessly clean. He wore the usual capote, but it was his best one, and had been washed for the occasion. The scarlet belt and blue leggings were also as bright in colour as if they had been put on for the first time; and the moccasins, which fitted closely to his well-formed feet, were of the cleanest and brightest yellow leather, ornamented, as usual, in front. The collar of his blue-striped shirt was folded back a little more carefully than usual, exposing his sunburned and muscular throat. In fact, he wanted nothing, save the hunting-knife, the rifle, and the powder-horn, to constitute him a perfect specimen of a thorough backwoodsman.

Redfeather and Louis were similarly costumed; and a noble trio they looked as they sat modestly in a corner, talking to each other in whispers, and endeavouring, as much as possible, to curtail their colossal proportions.

Now, Harry, said Mr Kennedy, in a hoarse whisper, at the same time winking vehemently, were about ready, lad. Wheres Kate, eh? shall we send for her?

Harry blushed, and stammered out something that was wholly unintelligible, but which, nevertheless, seemed to afford infinite delight to the old gentleman, who chuckled and winked tremendously, gave his son-in-law a facetious poke in the ribs, and turning abruptly to Miss Cookumwell, said to that lady, Now, Miss Cookumpopple, were all ready. They seem to have had enough tea and trash; youd better be looking after Kate, I think.

Miss Cookumwell smiled, rose, and left the room to obey; Mrs Taddipopple followed to help, and soon returned with Kate, whom they delivered up to her father at the door. Mr Kennedy led her to the upper end of the room; Harry Somerville stood by her side, as if by magic; Mr Addison dropped opportunely before them, as if from the clouds; there was an extraordinary and abrupt pause in the hum of conversation, and ere Kate was well aware of what was about to happen, she felt herself suddenly embraced by her husband, from whom she was thereafter violently torn and all but smothered by her sympathising friends.

Poor Kate! she had gone through the ceremony almost mechanically  recklessly, we might be justified in saying; for not having raised her eyes off the floor from its commencement to its close, the man whom she accepted for better or for worse might have been Jacques or Redfeather for all that she knew.

Immediately after this there was heard the sound of a fiddle, and an old Canadian was led to the upper end of the room, placed on a chair, and hoisted, by the powerful arms of Jacques and Louis, upon a table. In this conspicuous position the old man seemed to be quite at his ease. He spent a few minutes in bringing his instrument into perfect tune; then looking round with a mild, patronising glance to see that the dancers were ready, he suddenly struck up a Scotch reel with an amount of energy, precision, and spirit that might have shot a pang of jealousy through the heart of Neil Gow himself. The noise that instantly commenced, and was kept up from that moment, with but few intervals, during the whole evening, was of a kind that is never heard in fashionable drawing-rooms. Dancing in the backwood settlements is dancing. It is not walking; it is not sailing; it is not undulating; it is not sliding; no, it is bona-fide dancing! It is the performance of intricate evolutions with the feet and legs that makes one wink to look at; performed in good time too, and by people who look upon all their muscles as being useful machines, not merely things of which a select few, that cannot be dispensed with, are brought into daily operation. Consequently the thing was done with an amount of vigour that was conducive to the health of performers, and productive of satisfaction to the eyes of beholders. When the evening wore on apace, however, and Jacquess modesty was so far overcome as to induce him to engage in a reel, along with his friend Louis Peltier, and two bouncing young ladies whose father had driven them twenty miles over the plains that day in order to attend the wedding of their dear friend and former playmate, Kate  when these four stood up, we say, and the fiddler played more energetically than ever, and the stout backwoodsmen began to warm and grow vigorous, until, in the midst of their tremendous leaps and rapid but well-timed motions, they looked like very giants amid their brethren, then it was that Harry, as he felt Kates little hand pressing his arm, and observed her sparkling eyes gazing at the dancers in genuine admiration, began at last firmly to believe that the whole thing was a dream; and then it was that old Mr Kennedy rejoiced to think that the house had been built under his own special directions, and he knew that it could not by any possibility be shaken to pieces.

And well might Harry imagine that he dreamed; for besides the bewildering tendency of the almost too-good-to-be-true fact that Kate was really Mrs Harry Somerville, the scene before him was a particularly odd and perplexing mixture of widely different elements, suggestive of new and old associations. The company was miscellaneous. There were retired old traders, whose lives from boyhood had been spent in danger, solitude, wild scenes, and adventures to which those of Robinson Crusoe are mere childs play. There were young girls, the daughters of these men, who had received good educations in the Red River academy, and a certain degree of polish which education always gives, a very different polish, indeed, from that which the conventionalities and refinements of the Old World bestow, but not the less agreeable on that account  nay, we might even venture to say, all the more agreeable on that account. There were Red Indians and clergymen  there were one or two ladies of a doubtful age, who had come out from the old country to live there, having found it no easy matter, poor things, to live at home; there were matrons whose absolute silence on every subject save yes or no showed that they had not been subjected to the refining influences of the academy, but whose hearty smiles and laughs of genuine good-nature proved that the storing of the brain has, after all, very little to do with the best and deepest feelings of the heart. There were the tones of Scotch reels sounding-tones that brought Scotland vividly before the very eyes; and there were Canadian hunters and half-breed voyageurs, whose moccasins were more accustomed to the turf of the woods than the boards of a drawing-room, and whose speech and accents made Scotland vanish away altogether from the memory. There were old people and young folk; there were fat and lean, short and long. There were songs too  ballads of England, pathetic songs of Scotland, alternating with the French ditties of Canada, and the sweet, inexpressibly plaintive canoe-songs of the voyageur. There were strong contrasts in dress also: some wore the home-spun trousers of the settlement, a few the ornamented leggings of the hunter. Capotes were there  loose, flowing, and picturesque; and broadcloth tail-coats were there, of the last century, tight-fitting, angular  in a word, detestable; verifying the truth of the proverb that extremes meet, by showing that the cut which all the wisdom of tailors and scientific fops, after centuries of study, had laboriously wrought out and foisted upon the poor civilised world as perfectly sublime, appeared in the eyes of backwoodsmen and Indians utterly ridiculous. No wonder that Harry, under the circumstances, became quietly insane, and went about committing nothing but mistakes the whole evening. No wonder that he emulated his father-in-law in abusing the gray cat, when he found it surreptitiously devouring part of the supper in an adjoining room; and no wonder that, when he rushed about vainly in search of Mrs Taddipopple, to acquaint her with the cats wickedness, he at last, in desperation, laid violent hands on Miss Cookumwell, and addressed that excellent lady by the name of Mrs Poppletaddy.

Were we courageous enough to make the attempt, we would endeavour to describe that joyful evening from beginning to end. We would tell you how the companys spirits rose higher and higher, as each individual became more and more anxious to lend his or her aid in adding to the general hilarity; how old Mr Kennedy nearly killed himself in his fruitless efforts to be everywhere, speak to everybody, and do everything at once; how Charley danced till he could scarcely speak, and then talked till he could hardly dance; and how the fiddler, instead of growing wearied, became gradually and continuously more powerful, until it seemed as if fifty fiddles were playing at one and the same time. We would tell you how Mr Addison drew more than ever to Mr Conway, and how the latter gentleman agreed to correspond regularly with the former thenceforth, in order that their interest in the great work each had in hand for the same Master might be increased and kept up; how, in a spirit of recklessness (afterwards deeply repented of), a bashful young man was induced to sing a song which in the present mirthful state of the company ought to have been a humorous song, or a patriotic song, or a good, loud, inspiriting song, or anything, in short, but what it was  a slow, dull, sentimental song, about wasting gradually away in a sort of melancholy decay, on account of disappointed love, or some such trash, which was a false sentiment in itself, and certainly did not derive any additional tinge of truthfulness from a thin, weak voice, that was afflicted with chronic flatness, and edged all its notes. Were we courageous enough to go on, we would further relate to you how during supper Mr Kennedy, senior, tried to make a speech, and broke down amid uproarious applause; how Mr Kennedy, junior, got up thereafter  being urged thereto by his father, who said, with a convulsion of the cheek, Get me out of the scrape, Charley, my boy!  and delivered an oration which did not display much power of concise elucidation, but was replete, nevertheless, with consummate impudence; how during this point in the proceedings the grey cat made a last desperate effort to purloin a cold chicken, which it had watched anxiously the whole evening, and was caught in the very act, nearly strangled, and flung out of the window, where it alighted in safety on the snow, and fled, a wiser, and, we trust, a better cat. We would recount all this to you, reader, and a great deal more besides; but we fear to try your patience, and we tremble violently  much more so, indeed, than you will believe  at the bare idea of waxing prosy.

Suffice it to say that the party separated at an early hour  a good, sober, reasonable hour for such an occasion  somewhere before midnight. The horses were harnessed; the ladies were packed in the sleighs with furs so thick and plentiful as to defy the cold; the gentlemen seized their reins and cracked their whips; the horses snorted, plunged, and dashed away over the white plains in different directions, while the merry sleigh-bells sounded fainter and fainter in the frosty air. In half an hour the stars twinkled down on the still, cold scene, and threw a pale light on the now silent dwelling of the old fur-trader.



Ere dropping the curtain over a picture in which we have sought faithfully to portray the prominent features of those wild regions that lie to the north of the Canadas, and in which we have endeavoured to describe some of the peculiarities of a class of men whose histories seldom meet the public eye, we feel tempted to add a few more touches to the sketch; we would fain trace a little further the fortunes of one or two of the chief actors in our book. But this must not be.

Snowflakes and sunbeams came and went as in days gone by. Time rolled on, working many changes in its course, and among others consigning Harry Somerville to an important post in Red River colony, to the unutterable joy of Mr Kennedy, senior, and of Kate. After much consideration and frequent consultation with Mr Addison, Mr Conway resolved to make another journey to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ to those Indian tribes that inhabit the regions beyond Athabasca; and being a man of great energy, he determined not to await the opening of the river navigation, but to undertake the first part of his expedition on snowshoes. Jacques agreed to go with him as guide and hunter, Redfeather as interpreter. It was a bright, cold morning when he set out, accompanied part of the way by Charley Kennedy and Harry Somerville, whose hearts were heavy at the prospect of parting with the two men who had guided and protected them during their earliest experience of a voyageurs life, when, with hearts full to overflowing with romantic anticipations, they first dashed joyously into the almost untrodden wilderness.

During their career in the woods together, the young men and the two hunters had become warmly attached to each other; and now that they were about to part  it might be for years, perhaps for ever  a feeling of sadness crept over them which they could not shake off and which the promise given by Mr Conway to revisit Red River on the following spring served but slightly to dispel.

On arriving at the spot where they intended to bid their friends a last farewell, the two young men held out their hands in silence. Jacques grasped them warmly.

Mister Charles, Mister Harry, said he, in a deep, earnest voice, the Almighty has guided us in safety for many a day when we travelled the woods together; for which praised be His holy name! May He guide and bless you still, and bring us together in this world again, if in His wisdom He see fit.

There was no answer save a deeply-murmured Amen. In another moment the travellers resumed their march. On reaching the summit of a slight eminence, where the prairies terminated and the woods began, they paused to wave a last adieu; then Jacques, putting himself at the head of the little party, plunged into the forest, and led them away towards the snowy regions of the Far North.

THE END


THE CORAL ISLAND
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A TALE OF THE PACIFIC OCEAN

First published in 1857, Ballantynes second novel relates the adventures of three boys marooned on a South Pacific island, being the only survivors of a shipwreck. The Coral Island is classed as a Robinsonade  a genre of fiction inspired by Daniel Defoes Robinson Crusoe  and one of the most popular novels of its type. Among the novels major themes are the civilising effect of Christianity, nineteenth century British imperialism in the South Pacific and the importance of hierarchy and leadership. 

The Coral Island was written when Ballantyne lived in a house on the Burntisland seafront opposite Edinburgh on the Firth of Forth in Fife. He was greatly influenced by the1852 novel by the American author James F. Bowman, The Island Home. Ballantyne also borrowed ideas from John Williams Narrative of Missionary Enterprises (1837). Ballantyne had never visited the coral islands of the South Pacific and relied instead on the accounts of contemporary travellers that were then popular in Britain, which he exaggerated for theatrical effect by including plenty of gore and violence meant to titillate his juvenile readership. His ignorance of the South Pacific caused him to erroneously describe coconuts as being soft and easily opened, causing harsh criticism from some readers. A stickler for accuracy from then on, Ballantyne resolved that in future, whenever possible, he would write only about things he had personal experience of. 

The first edition of The Coral Island was published by T. Nelson & Sons, who, in common with many other publishers of the time, had a policy of buying the copyright from the author, rather than paying royalties. This generally resulted in authors not receiving any income from the sale of subsequent editions. Ballantyne received between £50 and £60 for The Coral Island, a modest sum by todays standards, but when the novels popularity became evident and the number of editions increased, he tried unsuccessfully to buy back the copyright. He wrote bitterly to Nelsons in 1893 about the copyrights they held on his books while he had earned nothing: for thirty-eight years [you have] reaped the whole profits.

The Coral Island began a trend in childrens fiction by using boys as the main characters, a device now commonplace in the genre. The story is written as a first person narrative from the perspective of fifteen year old Ralph Rover, one of three boys shipwrecked on the coral reef of a large, but uninhabited Polynesian island. Ralph tells the story as he reflects back on his boyhood adventures. The account starts briskly, with only four pages being devoted to Ralphs early life and a further fourteen to his voyage to the Pacific Ocean on board the Arrow. He and his two companions  eighteen year old Jack Martin and thirteen year old Peterkin Gay  are the sole survivors of the shipwreck. The narrative is formed in two parts. The first describes how the boys feed themselves, what they drink, the clothing and shelter they fashion and how they cope with having to rely on their own resources. The second half of the novel is more concerned with their adventures on the island, featuring conflicts with pirates, fighting between the native Polynesians and the conversion efforts of Christian missionaries.

All of Ballantynes novels are, in his own words, adventure stories for young folks, and The Coral Island is, of course, no exception. The major themes of the novel revolve around the influence of Christianity, the importance of social hierarchies and the inherent superiority of civilised Europeans over the South Sea islanders. The ingenious concept of castaway children assuming adult responsibilities without adult supervision has proved an influential theme for many subsequent authors. Interestingly, the novel was the inspiration for William Goldings dystopian novel Lord of the Flies (1954), which inverted the morality of The Coral Island  in Ballantynes story the children encounter evil, but in Lord of the Flies evil is within them.
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Preface

I was a boy when I went through the wonderful adventures herein set down. With the memory of my boyish feelings strong upon me, I present my book specially to boys, in the earnest hope that they may derive valuable information, much pleasure, great profit, and unbounded amusement from its pages.

One word more. If there is any boy or man who loves to be melancholy and morose, and who cannot enter with kindly sympathy into the regions of fun, let me seriously advise him to shut my book and put it away. It is not meant for him.

RALPH ROVER
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CHAPTER I.

The beginning  My early life and character  I thirst for adventure in foreign lands and go to sea.

Roving has always been, and still is, my ruling passion, the joy of my heart, the very sunshine of my existence. In childhood, in boyhood, and in mans estate, I have been a rover; not a mere rambler among the woody glens and upon the hill-tops of my own native land, but an enthusiastic rover throughout the length and breadth of the wide wide world.

It was a wild, black night of howling storm, the night in which I was born on the foaming bosom of the broad Atlantic Ocean. My father was a sea-captain; my grandfather was a sea-captain; my great-grandfather had been a marine. Nobody could tell positively what occupation his father had followed; but my dear mother used to assert that he had been a midshipman, whose grandfather, on the mothers side, had been an admiral in the royal navy. At anyrate we knew that, as far back as our family could be traced, it had been intimately connected with the great watery waste. Indeed this was the case on both sides of the house; for my mother always went to sea with my father on his long voyages, and so spent the greater part of her life upon the water.

Thus it was, I suppose, that I came to inherit a roving disposition. Soon after I was born, my father, being old, retired from a seafaring life, purchased a small cottage in a fishing village on the west coast of England, and settled down to spend the evening of his life on the shores of that sea which had for so many years been his home. It was not long after this that I began to show the roving spirit that dwelt within me. For some time past my infant legs had been gaining strength, so that I came to be dissatisfied with rubbing the skin off my chubby knees by walking on them, and made many attempts to stand up and walk like a man; all of which attempts, however, resulted in my sitting down violently and in sudden surprise. One day I took advantage of my dear mothers absence to make another effort; and, to my joy, I actually succeeded in reaching the doorstep, over which I tumbled into a pool of muddy water that lay before my fathers cottage door. Ah, how vividly I remember the horror of my poor mother when she found me sweltering in the mud amongst a group of cackling ducks, and the tenderness with which she stripped off my dripping clothes and washed my dirty little body! From this time forth my rambles became more frequent, and, as I grew older, more distant, until at last I had wandered far and near on the shore and in the woods around our humble dwelling, and did not rest content until my father bound me apprentice to a coasting vessel, and let me go to sea.

For some years I was happy in visiting the sea-ports, and in coasting along the shores of my native land. My Christian name was Ralph, and my comrades added to this the name of Rover, in consequence of the passion which I always evinced for travelling. Rover was not my real name, but as I never received any other I came at last to answer to it as naturally as to my proper name; and, as it is not a bad one, I see no good reason why I should not introduce myself to the reader as Ralph Rover. My shipmates were kind, good-natured fellows, and they and I got on very well together. They did, indeed, very frequently make game of and banter me, but not unkindly; and I overheard them sometimes saying that Ralph Rover was a queer, old-fashioned fellow. This, I must confess, surprised me much, and I pondered the saying long, but could come at no satisfactory conclusion as to that wherein my old-fashionedness lay. It is true I was a quiet lad, and seldom spoke except when spoken to. Moreover, I never could understand the jokes of my companions even when they were explained to me: which dulness in apprehension occasioned me much grief; however, I tried to make up for it by smiling and looking pleased when I observed that they were laughing at some witticism which I had failed to detect. I was also very fond of inquiring into the nature of things and their causes, and often fell into fits of abstraction while thus engaged in my mind. But in all this I saw nothing that did not seem to be exceedingly natural, and could by no means understand why my comrades should call me an old-fashioned fellow.

Now, while engaged in the coasting trade, I fell in with many seamen who had travelled to almost every quarter of the globe; and I freely confess that my heart glowed ardently within me as they recounted their wild adventures in foreign lands,  the dreadful storms they had weathered, the appalling dangers they had escaped, the wonderful creatures they had seen both on the land and in the sea, and the interesting lands and strange people they had visited. But of all the places of which they told me, none captivated and charmed my imagination so much as the Coral Islands of the Southern Seas. They told me of thousands of beautiful fertile islands that had been formed by a small creature called the coral insect, where summer reigned nearly all the year round,  where the trees were laden with a constant harvest of luxuriant fruit,  where the climate was almost perpetually delightful,  yet where, strange to say, men were wild, bloodthirsty savages, excepting in those favoured isles to which the gospel of our Saviour had been conveyed. These exciting accounts had so great an effect upon my mind, that, when I reached the age of fifteen, I resolved to make a voyage to the South Seas.

I had no little difficulty at first in prevailing on my dear parents to let me go; but when I urged on my father that he would never have become a great captain had he remained in the coasting trade, he saw the truth of what I said, and gave his consent. My dear mother, seeing that my father had made up his mind, no longer offered opposition to my wishes. But oh, Ralph, she said, on the day I bade her adieu, come back soon to us, my dear boy, for we are getting old now, Ralph, and may not have many years to live.

I will not take up my readers time with a minute account of all that occurred before I took my final leave of my dear parents. Suffice it to say, that my father placed me under the charge of an old mess-mate of his own, a merchant captain, who was on the point of sailing to the South Seas in his own ship, the Arrow. My mother gave me her blessing and a small Bible; and her last request was, that I would never forget to read a chapter every day, and say my prayers; which I promised, with tears in my eyes, that I would certainly do.

Soon afterwards I went on board the Arrow, which was a fine large ship, and set sail for the islands of the Pacific Ocean.


CHAPTER II.

The departure  The sea  My companions  Some account of the wonderful sights we saw on the great deep  A dreadful storm and a frightful wreck.

It was a bright, beautiful, warm day when our ship spread her canvass to the breeze, and sailed for the regions of the south. Oh, how my heart bounded with delight as I listened to the merry chorus of the sailors, while they hauled at the ropes and got in the anchor! The captain shouted  the men ran to obey  the noble ship bent over to the breeze, and the shore gradually faded from my view, while I stood looking on with a kind of feeling that the whole was a delightful dream.

The first thing that struck me as being different from anything I had yet seen during my short career on the sea, was the hoisting of the anchor on deck, and lashing it firmly down with ropes, as if we had now bid adieu to the land for ever, and would require its services no more.

There, lass, cried a broad-shouldered jack-tar, giving the fluke of the anchor a hearty slap with his hand after the housing was completed there, lass, take a good nap now, for we shant ask you to kiss the mud again for many a long day to come!

And so it was. That anchor did not kiss the mud for many long days afterwards; and when at last it did, it was for the last time!

There were a number of boys in the ship, but two of them were my special favourites. Jack Martin was a tall, strapping, broad-shouldered youth of eighteen, with a handsome, good-humoured, firm face. He had had a good education, was clever and hearty and lion-like in his actions, but mild and quiet in disposition. Jack was a general favourite, and had a peculiar fondness for me. My other companion was Peterkin Gay. He was little, quick, funny, decidedly mischievous, and about fourteen years old. But Peterkins mischief was almost always harmless, else he could not have been so much beloved as he was.

Hallo! youngster, cried Jack Martin, giving me a slap on the shoulder, the day I joined the ship, come below and Ill show you your berth. You and I are to be mess-mates, and I think we shall be good friends, for I like the look o you.

Jack was right. He and I and Peterkin afterwards became the best and stanchest friends that ever tossed together on the stormy waves.

I shall say little about the first part of our voyage. We had the usual amount of rough weather and calm; also we saw many strange fish rolling in the sea, and I was greatly delighted one day by seeing a shoal of flying fish dart out of the water and skim through the air about a foot above the surface. They were pursued by dolphins, which feed on them, and one flying-fish in its terror flew over the ship, struck on the rigging, and fell upon the deck. Its wings were just fins elongated, and we found that they could never fly far at a time, and never mounted into the air like birds, but skimmed along the surface of the sea. Jack and I had it for dinner, and found it remarkably good.

When we approached Cape Horn, at the southern extremity of America, the weather became very cold and stormy, and the sailors began to tell stories about the furious gales and the dangers of that terrible cape.

Cape Horn, said one, is the most horrible headland I ever doubled. Ive sailed round it twice already, and both times the ship was amost blowd out o the water.

An Ive been round it once, said another, an that time the sails were split, and the ropes frozen in the blocks, so that they wouldnt work, and we wos all but lost.

An Ive been round it five times, cried a third, an every time wos wuss than another, the gales wos so tree-mendous!

And Ive been round it no times at all, cried Peterkin, with an impudent wink of his eye, an that time I wos blowd inside out!

Nevertheless, we passed the dreaded cape without much rough weather, and, in the course of a few weeks afterwards, were sailing gently, before a warm tropical breeze, over the Pacific Ocean. Thus we proceeded on our voyage, sometimes bounding merrily before a fair breeze, at other times floating calmly on the glassy wave and fishing for the curious inhabitants of the deep,  all of which, although the sailors thought little of them, were strange, and interesting, and very wonderful to me.

At last we came among the Coral Islands of the Pacific, and I shall never forget the delight with which I gazed,  when we chanced to pass one,  at the pure, white, dazzling shores, and the verdant palm-trees, which looked bright and beautiful in the sunshine. And often did we three long to be landed on one, imagining that we should certainly find perfect happiness there! Our wish was granted sooner than we expected.

One night, soon after we entered the tropics, an awful storm burst upon our ship. The first squall of wind carried away two of our masts; and left only the foremast standing. Even this, however, was more than enough, for we did not dare to hoist a rag of sail on it. For five days the tempest raged in all its fury. Everything was swept off the decks except one small boat. The steersman was lashed to the wheel, lest he should be washed away, and we all gave ourselves up for lost. The captain said that he had no idea where we were, as we had been blown far out of our course; and we feared much that we might get among the dangerous coral reefs which are so numerous in the Pacific. At day-break on the sixth morning of the gale we saw land ahead. It was an island encircled by a reef of coral on which the waves broke in fury. There was calm water within this reef, but we could only see one narrow opening into it. For this opening we steered, but, ere we reached it, a tremendous wave broke on our stern, tore the rudder completely off, and left us at the mercy of the winds and waves.

Its all over with us now, lads, said the captain to the men; get the boat ready to launch; we shall be on the rocks in less than half an hour.

The men obeyed in gloomy silence, for they felt that there was little hope of so small a boat living in such a sea.

Come boys, said Jack Martin, in a grave tone, to me and Peterkin, as we stood on the quarterdeck awaiting our fate; Come boys, we three shall stick together. You see it is impossible that the little boat can reach the shore, crowded with men. It will be sure to upset, so I mean rather to trust myself to a large oar, I see through the telescope that the ship will strike at the tail of the reef, where the waves break into the quiet water inside; so, if we manage to cling to the oar till it is driven over the breakers, we may perhaps gain the shore. What say you; will you join me?

We gladly agreed to follow Jack, for he inspired us with confidence, although I could perceive, by the sad tone of his voice, that he had little hope; and, indeed, when I looked at the white waves that lashed the reef and boiled against the rocks as if in fury, I felt that there was but a step between us and death. My heart sank within me; but at that moment my thoughts turned to my beloved mother, and I remembered those words, which were among the last that she said to me Ralph, my dearest child, always remember in the hour of danger to look to your Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. He alone is both able and willing to save your body and your soul. So I felt much comforted when I thought thereon.

The ship was now very near the rocks. The men were ready with the boat, and the captain beside them giving orders, when a tremendous wave came towards us. We three ran towards the bow to lay hold of our oar, and had barely reached it when the wave fell on the deck with a crash like thunder. At the same moment the ship struck, the foremast broke off close to the deck and went over the side, carrying the boat and men along with it. Our oar got entangled with the wreck, and Jack seized an axe to cut it free, but, owing to the motion of the ship, he missed the cordage and struck the axe deep into the oar. Another wave, however, washed it clear of the wreck. We all seized hold of it, and the next instant we were struggling in the wild sea. The last thing I saw was the boat whirling in the surf, and all the sailors tossed into the foaming waves. Then I became insensible.

On recovering from my swoon, I found myself lying on a bank of soft grass, under the shelter of an overhanging rock, with Peterkin on his knees by my side, tenderly bathing my temples with water, and endeavouring to stop the blood that flowed from a wound in my forehead.


CHAPTER III.

The Coral Island  Our first cogitations after landing, and the result of them  We conclude that the island is uninhabited.

There is a strange and peculiar sensation experienced in recovering from a state of insensibility, which is almost indescribable; a sort of dreamy, confused consciousness; a half-waking half-sleeping condition, accompanied with a feeling of weariness, which, however, is by no means disagreeable. As I slowly recovered and heard the voice of Peterkin inquiring whether I felt better, I thought that I must have overslept myself, and should be sent to the mast-head for being lazy; but before I could leap up in haste, the thought seemed to vanish suddenly away, and I fancied that I must have been ill. Then a balmy breeze fanned my cheek, and I thought of home, and the garden at the back of my fathers cottage, with its luxuriant flowers, and the sweet-scented honey-suckle that my dear mother trained so carefully upon the trellised porch. But the roaring of the surf put these delightful thoughts to flight, and I was back again at sea, watching the dolphins and the flying-fish, and reefing topsails off the wild and stormy Cape Horn. Gradually the roar of the surf became louder and more distinct. I thought of being wrecked far far away from my native land, and slowly opened my eyes to meet those of my companion Jack, who, with a look of intense anxiety, was gazing into my face.

Speak to us, my dear Ralph, whispered Jack, tenderly, are you better now?

I smiled and looked up, saying, Better; why, what do you mean, Jack? Im quite well.

Then what are you shamming for, and frightening us in this way? said Peterkin, smiling through his tears; for the poor boy had been really under the impression that I was dying.

I now raised myself on my elbow, and putting my hand to my forehead, found that it had been cut pretty severely, and that I had lost a good deal of blood.

Come, come, Ralph, said Jack, pressing me gently backward, lie down, my boy; youre not right yet. Wet your lips with this water, its cool and clear as crystal. I got it from a spring close at hand. There now, dont say a word, hold your tongue, said he, seeing me about to speak. Ill tell you all about it, but you must not utter a syllable till you have rested well.

Oh! dont stop him from speaking, Jack, said Peterkin, who, now that his fears for my safety were removed, busied himself in erecting a shelter of broken branches in order to protect me from the wind; which, however, was almost unnecessary, for the rock beside which I had been laid completely broke the force of the gale. Let him speak, Jack; its a comfort to hear that hes alive, after lying there stiff and white and sulky for a whole hour, just like an Egyptian mummy. Never saw such a fellow as you are, Ralph; always up to mischief. Youve almost knocked out all my teeth and more than half choked me, and now you go shamming dead! Its very wicked of you, indeed it is.

While Peterkin ran on in this style, my faculties became quite clear again, and I began to understand my position. What do you mean by saying I half choked you, Peterkin? said I.

What do I mean? Is English not your mother tongue, or do you want me to repeat it in French, by way of making it clearer? Dont you remember

I remember nothing, said I, interrupting him, after we were thrown into the sea.
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Hush, Peterkin, said Jack, youre exciting Ralph with your nonsense. Ill explain it to you. You recollect that after the ship struck, we three sprang over the bow into the sea; well, I noticed that the oar struck your head and gave you that cut on the brow, which nearly stunned you, so that you grasped Peterkin round the neck without knowing apparently what you were about. In doing so you pushed the telescope,  which you clung to as if it had been your life,  against Peterkins mouth

Pushed it against his mouth! interrupted Peterkin, say crammed it down his throat. Why, theres a distinct mark of the brass rim on the back of my gullet at this moment!

Well, well, be that as it may, continued Jack, you clung to him, Ralph, till I feared you really would choke him; but I saw that he had a good hold of the oar, so I exerted myself to the utmost to push you towards the shore, which we luckily reached without much trouble, for the water inside the reef is quite calm.

But the captain and crew, what of them? I inquired anxiously.

Jack shook his head.

Are they lost?

No, they are not lost, I hope, but I fear there is not much chance of their being saved. The ship struck at the very tail of the island on which we are cast. When the boat was tossed into the sea it fortunately did not upset, although it shipped a good deal of water, and all the men managed to scramble into it; but before they could get the oars out the gale carried them past the point and away to leeward of the island. After we landed I saw them endeavouring to pull towards us, but as they had only one pair of oars out of the eight that belong to the boat, and as the wind was blowing right in their teeth, they gradually lost ground. Then I saw them put about and hoist some sort of sail,  a blanket, I fancy, for it was too small for the boat,  and in half an hour they were out of sight.

Poor fellows, I murmured sorrowfully.

But the more I think about it, Ive better hope of them, continued Jack, in a more cheerful tone. You see, Ralph, Ive read a great deal about these South Sea Islands, and I know that in many places they are scattered about in thousands over the sea, so theyre almost sure to fall in with one of them before long.

Im sure I hope so, said Peterkin, earnestly. But what has become of the wreck, Jack? I saw you clambering up the rocks there while I was watching Ralph. Did you say she had gone to pieces?

No, she has not gone to pieces, but she has gone to the bottom, replied Jack. As I said before, she struck on the tail of the island and stove in her bow, but the next breaker swung her clear, and she floated away to leeward. The poor fellows in the boat made a hard struggle to reach her, but long before they came near her she filled and went down. It was after she foundered that I saw them trying to pull to the island.

There wan a long silence after Jack ceased speaking, and I have no doubt that each was revolving in his mind our extraordinary position. For my part I cannot say that my reflections were very agreeable. I knew that we were on an island, for Jack had said so, but whether it was inhabited or not I did not know. If it should be inhabited, I felt certain, from all I had heard of South Sea Islanders, that we should be roasted alive and eaten. If it should turn out to be uninhabited, I fancied that we should be starved to death. Oh! thought I, if the ship had only stuck on the rocks we might have done pretty well, for we could have obtained provisions from her, and tools to enable us to build a shelter, but now  alas! alas! we are lost! These last words I uttered aloud in my distress.

Lost! Ralph? exclaimed Jack, while a smile overspread his hearty countenance. Saved, you should have said. Your cogitations seem to have taken a wrong road, and led you to a wrong conclusion.

Do you know what conclusion I have come to? said Peterkin. I have made up my mind that its capital,  first rate,  the best thing that ever happened to us, and the most splendid prospect that ever lay before three jolly young tars. Weve got an island all to ourselves. Well take possession in the name of the king; well go and enter the service of its black inhabitants. Of course well rise, naturally, to the top of affairs. White men always do in savage countries. You shall be king, Jack; Ralph, prime minister, and I shall be

The court jester, interrupted Jack.

No, retorted Peterkin, Ill have no title at all. I shall merely accept a highly responsible situation under government, for you see, Jack, Im fond of having an enormous salary and nothing to do.

But suppose there are no natives?

Then well build a charming villa, and plant a lovely garden round it, stuck all full of the most splendiferous tropical flowers, and well farm the land, plant, sow, reap, eat, sleep, and be merry.

But to be serious, said Jack, assuming a grave expression of countenance, which I observed always had the effect of checking Peterkins disposition to make fun of everything, we are really in rather an uncomfortable position. If this is a desert island, we shall have to live very much like the wild beasts, for we have not a tool of any kind, not even a knife.

Yes, we have that, said Peterkin, fumbling in his trousers pocket, from which he drew forth a small penknife with only one blade, and that was broken.

Well, thats better than nothing; but come, said Jack, rising, we are wasting our time in talking instead of doing. You seem well enough to walk now, Ralph, let us see what we have got in our pockets, and then let us climb some hill and ascertain what sort of island we have been cast upon, for, whether good or bad, it seems likely to be our home for some time to come.


CHAPTER IV.

We examine into our personal property, and make a happy discovery  Our island described  Jack proves himself to be learned and sagacious above his fellows  Curious discoveries  Natural lemonade!

We now seated ourselves upon a rock and began to examine into our personal property. When we reached the shore, after being wrecked, my companions had taken off part of their clothes and spread them out in the sun to dry, for, although the gale was raging fiercely, there was not a single cloud in the bright sky. They had also stripped off most part of my wet clothes and spread them also on the rocks. Having resumed our garments, we now searched all our pockets with the utmost care, and laid their contents out on a flat stone before us; and, now that our minds were fully alive to our condition, it was with no little anxiety that we turned our several pockets inside out, in order that nothing might escape us. When all was collected together we found that our worldly goods consisted of the following articles:  

First, A small penknife with a single blade broken off about the middle and very rusty, besides having two or three notches on its edge. (Peterkin said of this, with his usual pleasantry, that it would do for a saw as well as a knife, which was a great advantage.) Second, An old German-silver pencil-case without any lead in it. Third, A piece of whip-cord about six yards long. Fourth, A sailmakers needle of a small size. Fifth, A ships telescope, which I happened to have in my hand at the time the ship struck, and which I had clung to firmly all the time I was in the water. Indeed it was with difficulty that Jack got it out of my grasp when I was lying insensible on the shore. I cannot understand why I kept such a firm hold of this telescope. They say that a drowning man will clutch at a straw. Perhaps it may have been some such feeling in me, for I did not know that it was in my hand at the time we were wrecked. However, we felt some pleasure in having it with us now, although we did not see that it could be of much use to us, as the glass at the small end was broken to pieces. Our sixth article was a brass ring which Jack always wore on his little finger. I never understood why he wore it, for Jack was not vain of his appearance, and did not seem to care for ornaments of any kind. Peterkin said it was in memory of the girl he left behind him! But as he never spoke of this girl to either of us, I am inclined to think that Peterkin was either jesting or mistaken. In addition to these articles we had a little bit of tinder, and the clothes on our backs. These last were as follows:  

Each of us had on a pair of stout canvass trousers, and a pair of sailors thick shoes. Jack wore a red flannel shirt, a blue jacket, and a red Kilmarnock bonnet or night-cap, besides a pair of worsted socks, and a cotton pocket-handkerchief, with sixteen portraits of Lord Nelson printed on it, and a union Jack in the middle. Peterkin had on a striped flannel shirt,  which he wore outside his trousers, and belted round his waist, after the manner of a tunic,  and a round black straw hat. He had no jacket, having thrown it off just before we were cast into the sea; but this was not of much consequence, as the climate of the island proved to be extremely mild; so much so, indeed, that Jack and I often preferred to go about without our jackets. Peterkin had also a pair of white cotton socks, and a blue handkerchief with white spots all over it. My own costume consisted of a blue flannel shirt, a blue jacket, a black cap, and a pair of worsted socks, besides the shoes and canvass trousers already mentioned. This was all we had, and besides these things we had nothing else; but, when we thought of the danger from which we had escaped, and how much worse off we might have been had the ship struck on the reef during the night, we felt very thankful that we were possessed of so much, although, I must confess, we sometimes wished that we had had a little more.

While we were examining these things, and talking about them, Jack suddenly started and exclaimed  

The oar! we have forgotten the oar.

What good will that do us? said Peterkin; theres wood enough on the island to make a thousand oars.

Ay, lad, replied Jack, but theres a bit of hoop iron at the end of it, and that may be of much use to us.

Very true, said I, let us go fetch it; and with that we all three rose and hastened down to the beach. I still felt a little weak from loss of blood, so that my companions soon began to leave me behind; but Jack perceived this, and, with his usual considerate good nature, turned back to help me. This was now the first time that I had looked well about me since landing, as the spot where I had been laid was covered with thick bushes which almost hid the country from our view. As we now emerged from among these and walked down the sandy beach together, I cast my eyes about, and, truly, my heart glowed within me and my spirits rose at the beautiful prospect which I beheld on every side. The gale had suddenly died away, just as if it had blown furiously till it dashed our ship upon the rocks, and had nothing more to do after accomplishing that. The island on which we stood was hilly, and covered almost everywhere with the most beautiful and richly coloured trees, bushes, and shrubs, none of which I knew the names of at that time, except, indeed, the cocoa-nut palms, which I recognised at once from the many pictures that I had seen of them before I left home. A sandy beach of dazzling whiteness lined this bright green shore, and upon it there fell a gentle ripple of the sea. This last astonished me much, for I recollected that at home the sea used to fall in huge billows on the shore long after a storm had subsided. But on casting my glance out to sea the cause became apparent. About a mile distant from the shore I saw the great billows of the ocean rolling like a green wall, and falling with a long, loud roar, upon a low coral reef, where they were dashed into white foam and flung up in clouds of spray. This spray sometimes flew exceedingly high, and, every here and there, a beautiful rainbow was formed for a moment among the falling drops. We afterwards found that this coral reef extended quite round the island, and formed a natural breakwater to it. Beyond this the sea rose and tossed violently from the effects of the storm; but between the reef and the shore it was as calm and as smooth as a pond.

My heart was filled with more delight than I can express at sight of so many glorious objects, and my thoughts turned suddenly to the contemplation of the Creator of them all. I mention this the more gladly, because at that time, I am ashamed to say, I very seldom thought of my Creator, although I was constantly surrounded by the most beautiful and wonderful of His works. I observed from the expression of my companions countenance that he too derived much joy from the splendid scenery, which was all the more agreeable to us after our long voyage on the salt sea. There, the breeze was fresh and cold, but here it was delightfully mild; and, when a puff blew off the land, it came laden with the most exquisite perfume that can be imagined. While we thus gazed, we were startled by a loud Huzza! from Peterkin, and, on looking towards the edge of the sea, we saw him capering and jumping about like a monkey, and ever and anon tugging with all his might at something that lay upon the shore.

What an odd fellow he is, to be sure, said Jack, taking me by the arm and hurrying forward; come, let us hasten to see what it is.

Here it is, boys, hurrah! come along. Just what we want, cried Peterkin, as we drew near, still tugging with all his power. First rate; just the very ticket!

I need scarcely say to my readers that my companion Peterkin was in the habit of using very remarkable and peculiar phrases. And I am free to confess that I did not well understand the meaning of some of them,  such, for instance, as the very ticket; but I think it my duty to recount everything relating to my adventures with a strict regard to truthfulness in as far as my memory serves me; so I write, as nearly as possible, the exact words that my companions spoke. I often asked Peterkin to explain what he meant by ticket, but he always answered me by going into fits of laughter. However, by observing the occasions on which he used it, I came to understand that it meant to show that something was remarkably good, or fortunate.

On coming up we found that Peterkin was vainly endeavouring to pull the axe out of the oar, into which, it will be remembered, Jack struck it while endeavouring to cut away the cordage among which it had become entangled at the bow of the ship. Fortunately for us the axe had remained fast in the oar, and even now, all Peterkins strength could not draw it out of the cut.

Ah! that is capital indeed, cried Jack, at the same time giving the axe a wrench that plucked it out of the tough wood. How fortunate this is! It will be of more value to us than a hundred knives, and the edge is quite new and sharp.

Ill answer for the toughness of the handle at any rate, cried Peterkin; my arms are nearly pulled out of the sockets. But see here, our luck is great. There is iron on the blade. He pointed to a piece of hoop iron, as he spoke, which had been nailed round the blade of the oar to prevent it from splitting.

This also was a fortunate discovery. Jack went down on his knees, and with the edge of the axe began carefully to force out the nails. But as they were firmly fixed in, and the operation blunted our axe, we carried the oar up with us to the place where we had left the rest of our things, intending to burn the wood away from the iron at a more convenient time.

Now, lads, said Jack, after we had laid it on the stone which contained our little all, I propose that we should go to the tail of the island, where the ship struck, which is only a quarter of a mile off, and see if anything else has been thrown ashore. I dont expect anything, but it is well to see. When we get back here it will be time to have our supper and prepare our beds.

Agreed! cried Peterkin and I together, as, indeed, we would have agreed to any proposal that Jack made; for, besides his being older and much stronger and taller than either of us, he was a very clever fellow, and I think would have induced people much older than himself to choose him for their leader, especially if they required to be led on a bold enterprise.

Now, as we hastened along the white beach, which shone so brightly in the rays of the setting sun that our eyes were quite dazzled by its glare, it suddenly came into Peterkins head that we had nothing to eat except the wild berries which grew in profusion at our feet.

What shall we do, Jack? said he, with a rueful look; perhaps they may be poisonous!

No fear, replied Jack, confidently; I have observed that a few of them are not unlike some of the berries that grow wild on our own native hills. Besides, I saw one or two strange birds eating them just a few minutes ago, and what wont kill the birds wont kill us. But look up there, Peterkin, continued Jack, pointing to the branched head of a cocoa-nut palm. There are nuts for us in all stages.

So there are! cried Peterkin, who being of a very unobservant nature had been too much taken up with other things to notice anything so high above his head as the fruit of a palm tree. But, whatever faults my young comrade had, he could not be blamed for want of activity or animal spirits. Indeed, the nuts had scarcely been pointed out to him when he bounded up the tall stem of the tree like a squirrel, and, in a few minutes, returned with three nuts, each as large as a mans fist.

You had better keep them till we return, raid Jack. Let us finish our work before eating.

So be it, captain, go ahead, cried Peterkin, thrusting the nuts into his trousers pocket. In fact I dont want to eat just now, but I would give a good deal for a drink. Oh that I could find a spring! but I dont see the smallest sign of one hereabouts. I say, Jack, how does it happen that you seem to be up to everything? You have told us the names of half-a-dozen trees already, and yet you say that you were never in the South Seas before.

Im not up to everything, Peterkin, as youll find out ere long, replied Jack, with a smile; but I have been a great reader of books of travel and adventure all my life, and that has put me up to a good many things that you are, perhaps, not acquainted with.

Oh, Jack, thats all humbug. If you begin to lay everything to the credit of books, Ill quite lose my opinion of you, cried Peterkin, with a look of contempt. Ive seen a lot o fellows that were always poring over books, and when they came to try to do anything, they were no better than baboons!

You are quite right, retorted Jack; and I have seen a lot of fellows who never looked into books at all, who knew nothing about anything except the things they had actually seen, and very little they knew even about these. Indeed, some were so ignorant that they did not know that cocoa-nuts grew on cocoa-nut trees!

I could not refrain from laughing at this rebuke, for there was much truth in it, as to Peterkins ignorance.

Humph! maybe youre right, answered Peterkin; but I would not give tuppence for a man of books, if he had nothing else in him.

Neither would I, said Jack; but thats no reason why you should run books down, or think less of me for having read them. Suppose, now, Peterkin, that you wanted to build a ship, and I were to give you a long and particular account of the way to do it, would not that be very useful?

No doubt of it, said Peterkin, laughing.

And suppose I were to write the account in a letter instead of telling you in words, would that be less useful?

Well  no, perhaps not.

Well, suppose I were to print it, and send it to you in the form of a book, would it not be as good and useful as ever?

Oh, bother! Jack, youre a philosopher, and thats worse than anything! cried Peterkin, with a look of pretended horror.

Very well, Peterkin, we shall see, returned Jack, halting under the shade of a cocoa-nut tree. You said you were thirsty just a minute ago; now, jump up that tree and bring down a nut,  not a ripe one, bring a green, unripe one.

Peterkin looked surprised, but, seeing that Jack was in earnest, he obeyed.

Now, cut a hole in it with your penknife, and clap it to your mouth, old fellow, said Jack.

Peterkin did as he was directed, and we both burst into uncontrollable laughter at the changes that instantly passed over his expressive countenance. No sooner had he put the nut to his mouth, and thrown back his head in order to catch what came out of it, than his eyes opened to twice their ordinary size with astonishment, while his throat moved vigorously in the act of swallowing. Then a smile and look of intense delight overspread his face, except, indeed, the mouth, which, being firmly fixed to the hole in the nut, could not take part in the expression; but he endeavoured to make up for this by winking at us excessively with his right eye. At length he stopped, and, drawing a long breath, exclaimed  

Nectar! perfect nectar! I say, Jack, youre a Briton  the best fellow I ever met in my life. Only taste that! said he, turning to me and holding the nut to my mouth. I immediately drank, and certainly I was much surprised at the delightful liquid that flowed copiously down my throat. It was extremely cool, and had a sweet taste, mingled with acid; in fact, it was the likest thing to lemonade I ever tasted, and was most grateful and refreshing. I handed the nut to Jack, who, after tasting it, said, Now, Peterkin, you unbeliever, I never saw or tasted a cocoa nut in my life before, except those sold in shops at home; but I once read that the green nuts contain that stuff, and you see it is true!

And pray, asked Peterkin, what sort of stuff does the ripe nut contain?

A hollow kernel, answered Jack, with a liquid like milk in it; but it does not satisfy thirst so well as hunger. It is very wholesome food I believe.

Meat and drink on the same tree! cried Peterkin; washing in the sea, lodging on the ground,  and all for nothing! My dear boys, were set up for life; it must be the ancient Paradise,  hurrah! and Peterkin tossed his straw hat in the air, and ran along the beach hallooing like a madman with delight.

We afterwards found, however, that these lovely islands were very unlike Paradise in many things. But more of this in its proper place.

We had now come to the point of rocks on which the ship had struck, but did not find a single article, although we searched carefully among the coral rocks, which at this place jutted out so far as nearly to join the reef that encircled the island. Just as we were about to return, however, we saw something black floating in a little cove that had escaped our observation. Running forward, we drew it from the water, and found it to be a long thick leather boot, such as fishermen at home wear; and a few paces farther on we picked up its fellow. We at once recognised these as having belonged to our captain, for he had worn them during the whole of the storm, in order to guard his legs from the waves and spray that constantly washed over our decks. My first thought on seeing them was that our dear captain had been drowned; but Jack soon put my mind more at rest on that point, by saying that if the captain had been drowned with the boots on, he would certainly have been washed ashore along with them, and that he had no doubt whatever he had kicked them off while in the sea, that he might swim more easily.

Peterkin immediately put them on, but they were so large that, as Jack said, they would have done for boots, trousers, and vest too. I also tried them, but, although I was long enough in the legs for them, they were much too large in the feet for me; so we handed them to Jack, who was anxious to make me keep them, but as they fitted his large limbs and feet as if they had been made for him, I would not hear of it, so he consented at last to use them. I may remark, however, that Jack did not use them often, as they were extremely heavy.

It was beginning to grow dark when we returned to our encampment; so we put off our visit to the top of a hill till next day, and employed the light that yet remained to us in cutting down a quantity of boughs and the broad leaves of a tree, of which none of us knew the name. With these we erected a sort of rustic bower, in which we meant to pass the night. There was no absolute necessity for this, because the air of our island was so genial and balmy that we could have slept quite well without any shelter; but we were so little used to sleeping in the open air, that we did not quite relish the idea of lying down without any covering over us: besides, our bower would shelter us from the night dews or rain, if any should happen to fall. Having strewed the floor with leaves and dry grass, we bethought ourselves of supper.

But it now occurred to us, for the first time, that we had no means of making a fire.

Now, theres a fix!  what shall we do? said Peterkin, while we both turned our eyes to Jack, to whom we always looked in our difficulties. Jack seemed not a little perplexed.

There are flints enough, no doubt, on the beach, said he, but they are of no use at all without a steel. However, we must try. So saying, he went to the beach, and soon returned with two flints. On one of these he placed the tinder, and endeavoured to ignite it; but it was with great difficulty that a very small spark was struck out of the flints, and the tinder, being a bad, hard piece, would not catch. He then tried the bit of hoop iron, which would not strike fire at all; and after that the back of the axe, with no better success. During all these trials Peterkin sat with his hands in his pockets, gazing with a most melancholy visage at our comrade, his face growing longer and more miserable at each successive failure.

Oh dear! he sighed, I would not care a button for the cooking of our victuals,  perhaps they dont need it,  but its so dismal to eat ones supper in the dark, and we have had such a capital day, that its a pity to finish off in this glum style. Oh, I have it! he cried, starting up; the spy-glass,  the big glass at the end is a burning-glass!

You forget that we have no sun, said I.

Peterkin was silent. In his sudden recollection of the telescope he had quite overlooked the absence of the sun.

Ah, boys, Ive got it now! exclaimed Jack, rising and cutting a branch from a neighbouring bush, which be stripped of its leaves. I recollect seeing this done once at home. Hand me the bit of whip-cord. With the cord and branch Jack soon formed a bow. Then he cut a piece, about three inches long, off the end of a dead branch, which he pointed at the two ends. Round this he passed the cord of the bow, and placed one end against his chest, which was protected from its point by a chip of wood; the other point he placed against the bit of tinder, and then began to saw vigorously with the bow, just as a blacksmith does with his drill while boring a hole in a piece of iron. In a few seconds the tinder began to smoke; in less than a minute it caught fire; and in less than a quarter of an hour we were drinking our lemonade and eating cocoa nuts round a fire that would have roasted an entire sheep, while the smoke, flames, and sparks, flew up among the broad leaves of the overhanging palm trees, and cast a warm glow upon our leafy bower.

That night the starry sky looked down through the gently rustling trees upon our slumbers, and the distant roaring of the surf upon the coral reef was our lullaby.


CHAPTER V.

Morning, and cogitations connected therewith  We luxuriate in the sea, try our diving powers, and make enchanting excursions among the coral groves at the bottom of the ocean  The wonders of the deep enlarged upon.

What a joyful thing it is to awaken, on a fresh glorious morning, and find the rising sun staring into your face with dazzling brilliancy!  to see the birds twittering in the bushes, and to hear the murmuring of a rill, or the soft hissing ripples as they fall upon the sea-shore! At any time and in any place such sights and sounds are most charming, but more especially are they so when one awakens to them, for the fist time, in a novel and romantic situation, with the soft sweet air of a tropical climate mingling with the fresh smell of the sea, and stirring the strange leaves that flutter overhead and around one, or ruffling the plumage of the stranger birds that fly inquiringly around, as if to demand what business we have to intrude uninvited on their domains. When I awoke on the morning after the shipwreck, I found myself in this most delightful condition; and, as I lay on my back upon my bed of leaves, gazing up through the branches of the cocoa-nut trees into the clear blue sky, and watched the few fleecy clouds that passed slowly across it, my heart expanded more and more with an exulting gladness, the like of which I had never felt before. While I meditated, my thoughts again turned to the great and kind Creator of this beautiful world, as they had done on the previous day, when I first beheld the sea and the coral reef, with the mighty waves dashing over it into the calm waters of the lagoon.

While thus meditating, I naturally bethought me of my Bible, for I had faithfully kept the promise, which I gave at parting to my beloved mother, that I would read it every morning; and it was with a feeling of dismay that I remembered I had left it in the ship. I was much troubled about this. However, I consoled myself with reflecting that I could keep the second part of my promise to her, namely, that I should never omit to say my prayers. So I rose quietly, lest I should disturb my companions, who were still asleep, and stepped aside into the bushes for this purpose.

On my return I found them still slumbering, so I again lay down to think over our situation. Just at that moment I was attracted by the sight of a very small parrot, which Jack afterwards told me was called a paroquet. It was seated on a twig that overhung Peterkins head, and I was speedily lost in admiration of its bright green plumage, which was mingled with other gay colours. While I looked I observed that the bird turned its head slowly from side to side and looked downwards, fist with the one eye, and then with the other. On glancing downwards I observed that Peterkins mouth was wide open, and that this remarkable bird was looking into it. Peterkin used to say that I had not an atom of fun in my composition, and that I never could understand a joke. In regard to the latter, perhaps he was right; yet I think that, when they were explained to me, I understood jokes as well as most people: but in regard to the former he must certainly have been wrong, for this bird seemed to me to be extremely funny; and I could not help thinking that, if it should happen to faint, or slip its foot, and fall off the twig into Peterkins mouth, he would perhaps think it funny too! Suddenly the paroquet bent down its head and uttered a loud scream in his face. This awoke him, and, with a cry of surprise, he started up, while the foolish bird flew precipitately away.

Oh you monster! cried Peterkin, shaking his fist at the bird. Then he yawned and rubbed his eyes, and asked what oclock it was.

I smiled at this question, and answered that, as our watches were at the bottom of the sea, I could not tell, but it was a little past sunrise.

Peterkin now began to remember where we were. As he looked up into the bright sky, and snuffed the scented air, his eyes glistened with delight, and he uttered a faint hurrah! and yawned again. Then he gazed slowly round, till, observing the calm sea through an opening in the bushes, he started suddenly up as if he had received an electric shock, uttered a vehement shout, flung off his garments, and, rushing over the white sands, plunged into the water. The cry awoke Jack, who rose on his elbow with a look of grave surprise; but this was followed by a quiet smile of intelligence on seeing Peterkin in the water. With an energy that he only gave way to in moments of excitement, Jack bounded to his feet, threw off his clothes, shook back his hair, and with a lion-like spring, dashed over the sands and plunged into the sea with such force as quite to envelop Peterkin in a shower of spray. Jack was a remarkably good swimmer and diver, so that after his plunge we saw no sign of him for nearly a minute; after which he suddenly emerged, with a cry of joy, a good many yards out from the shore. My spirits were so much raised by seeing all this that I, too, hastily threw off my garments and endeavoured to imitate Jacks vigorous bound; but I was so awkward that my foot caught on a stump, and I fell to the ground; then I slipped on a stone while running over the mud, and nearly fell again, much to the amusement of Peterkin, who laughed heartily, and called me a slow coach, while Jack cried out, Come along, Ralph, and Ill help you. However, when I got into the water I managed very well, for I was really a good swimmer, and diver too. I could not, indeed, equal Jack, who was superior to any Englishman I ever saw, but I infinitely surpassed Peterkin, who could only swim a little, and could not dive at all.

While Peterkin enjoyed himself in the shallow water and in running along the beach, Jack and I swam out into the deep water, and occasionally dived for stones. I shall never forget my surprise and delight on first beholding the bottom of the sea. As I have before stated, the water within the reef was as calm as a pond; and, as there was no wind, it was quite clear, from the surface to the bottom, so that we could see down easily even at a depth of twenty or thirty yards. When Jack and I dived in shallower water, we expected to have found sand and stones, instead of which we found ourselves in what appeared really to be an enchanted garden. The whole of the bottom of the lagoon, as we called the calm water within the reef, was covered with coral of every shape, size, and hue. Some portions were formed like large mushrooms; others appeared like the brain of a man, having stalks or necks attached to them; but the most common kind was a species of branching coral, and some portions were of a lovely pale pink colour, others pure white. Among this there grew large quantities of sea-weed of the richest hues imaginable, and of the most graceful forms; while innumerable fishes  blue, red, yellow, green, and striped  sported in and out amongst the flower-beds of this submarine garden, and did not appear to be at all afraid of our approaching them.

On darting to the surface for breath, after our first dive, Jack and I rose close to each other.

Did you ever in your life, Ralph, see anything so lovely? said Jack, as he flung the spray from his hair.

Never, I replied. It appears to me like fairy realms. I can scarcely believe that we are not dreaming.

Dreaming! cried Jack, do you know, Ralph, Im half tempted to think that we really are dreaming. But if so, I am resolved to make the most of it, and dream another dive; so here goes,  down again, my boy!

We took the second dive together, and kept beside each other while under water; and I was greatly surprised to find that we could keep down much longer than I ever recollect having done in our own seas at home. I believe that this was owing to the heat of the water, which was so warm that we afterwards found we could remain in it for two and three hours at a time without feeling any unpleasant effects such as we used to experience in the sea at home. When Jack reached the bottom, he grasped the coral stems, and crept along on his hands and knees, peeping under the sea-weed and among the rocks. I observed him also pick up one or two large oysters, and retain them in his grasp, as if he meant to take them up with him, so I also gathered a few. Suddenly he made a grasp at a fish with blue and yellow stripes on its back, and actually touched its tail, but did not catch it. At this he turned towards me and attempted to smile; but no sooner had he done so than he sprang like an arrow to the surface, where, on following him, I found him gasping and coughing, and spitting water from his mouth. In a few minutes he recovered, and we both turned to swim ashore.

I declare, Ralph, said he, that I actually tried to laugh under water.

So I saw, I replied; and I observed that you very nearly caught that fish by the tail. It would have done capitally for breakfast if you had.

Breakfast enough here, said he, holding up the oysters, as we landed and ran up the beach. Hallo! Peterkin, here you are, boy. Split open these fellows while Ralph and I put on our clothes. Theyll agree with the cocoa nuts excellently, I have no doubt.

Peterkin, who was already dressed, took the oysters, and opened them with the edge of our axe, exclaiming, Now, that is capital. Theres nothing Im so fond of.

Ah! thats lucky, remarked Jack. Ill be able to keep you in good order now, Master Peterkin. You know you cant dive any better than a cat. So, sir, whenever you behave ill, you shall have no oysters for breakfast.

Im very glad that our prospect of breakfast is so good, said I, for Im very hungry.

Here, then, stop your mouth with that, Ralph, said Peterkin, holding a large oyster to my lips. I opened my mouth and swallowed it in silence, and really it was remarkably good.

We now set ourselves earnestly about our preparations for spending the day. We had no difficulty with the fire this morning, as our burning-glass was an admirable one; and while we roasted a few oysters and ate our cocoa nuts, we held a long, animated conversation about our plans for the future. What those plans were, and how we carried them into effect, the reader shall see hereafter.


CHAPTER VI.

An excursion into the interior, in which we make many valuable and interesting discoveries  We get a dreadful fright  The bread-fruit tree  Wonderful peculiarity of some of the fruit trees  Signs of former inhabitants.

Our first care, after breakfast, was to place the few articles we possessed in the crevice of a rock at the farther end of a small cave which we discovered near our encampment. This cave, we hoped, might be useful to us afterwards as a store-house. Then we cut two large clubs off a species of very hard tree which grew near at hand. One of these was given to Peterkin, the other to me, and Jack armed himself with the axe. We took these precautions because we purposed to make an excursion to the top of the mountains of the interior, in order to obtain a better view of our island. Of course we knew not what dangers might befall us by the way, so thought it best to be prepared.

Having completed our arrangements and carefully extinguished our fire, we sallied forth and walked a short distance along the sea-beach, till we came to the entrance of a valley, through which flowed the rivulet before mentioned. Here we turned our backs on the sea and struck into the interior.

The prospect that burst upon our view on entering the valley was truly splendid. On either side of us there was a gentle rise in the land, which thus formed two ridges about a mile apart on each side of the valley. These ridges,  which, as well as the low grounds between them, were covered with trees and shrubs of the most luxuriant kind  continued to recede inland for about two miles, when they joined the foot of a small mountain. This hill rose rather abruptly from the head of the valley, and was likewise entirely covered even to the top with trees, except on one particular spot near the left shoulder, where was a bare and rocky place of a broken and savage character. Beyond this hill we could not see, and we therefore directed our course up the banks of the rivulet towards the foot of it, intending to climb to the top, should that be possible, as, indeed, we had no doubt it was.

Jack, being the wisest and boldest among us, took the lead, carrying the axe on his shoulder. Peterkin, with his enormous club, came second, as he said he should like to be in a position to defend me if any danger should threaten. I brought up the rear, but, having been more taken up with the wonderful and curious things I saw at starting than with thoughts of possible danger, I had very foolishly left my club behind me. Although, as I have said the trees and bushes were very luxuriant, they were not so thickly crowded together as to hinder our progress among them. We were able to wind in and out, and to follow the banks of the stream quite easily, although, it is true, the height and thickness of the foliage prevented us from seeing far ahead. But sometimes a jutting-out rock on the hill sides afforded us a position whence we could enjoy the romantic view and mark our progress towards the foot of the hill. I wag particularly struck, during the walk, with the richness of the undergrowth in most places, and recognised many berries and plants that resembled those of my native land, especially a tall, elegantly-formed fern, which emitted an agreeable perfume. There were several kinds of flowers, too, but I did not see so many of these as I should have expected in such a climate. We also saw a great variety of small birds of bright plumage, and many paroquets similar to the one that awoke Peterkin so rudely in the morning.

Thus we advanced to the foot of the hill without encountering anything to alarm us, except, indeed, once, when we were passing close under a part of the hill which was hidden from our view by the broad leaves of the banana trees, which grew in great luxuriance in that part. Jack was just preparing to force his way through this thicket, when we were startled and arrested by a strange pattering or rumbling sound, which appeared to us quite different from any of the sounds we had heard during the previous part of our walk.

Hallo! cried Peterkin, stopping short and grasping his club with both hands, whats that?

Neither of us replied; but Jack seized his axe in his right hand, while with the other he pushed aside the broad leaves and endeavoured to peer amongst them.

I can see nothing, he said, after a short pause.

I think it

Again the rumbling sound came, louder than before, and we all sprang back and stood on the defensive. For myself, having forgotten my club, and not having taken the precaution to cut another, I buttoned my jacket, doubled my fists, and threw myself into a boxing attitude. I must say, however, that I felt somewhat uneasy; and my companions afterwards confessed that their thoughts at this moment had been instantly filled with all they had ever heard or read of wild beasts and savages, torturings at the stake, roastings alive, and such like horrible things. Suddenly the pattering noise increased with tenfold violence. It was followed by a fearful crash among the bushes, which was rapidly repeated, as if some gigantic animal were bounding towards us. In another moment an enormous rock came crashing through the shrubbery, followed by a cloud of dust and small stones, flew close past the spot where we stood, carrying bushes and young trees along with it.

Pooh! is that all? exclaimed Peterkin, wiping the perspiration off his forehead. Why, I thought it was all the wild men and beasts in the South Sea Islands galloping on in one grand charge to sweep us off the face of the earth, instead of a mere stone tumbling down the mountain side.

Nevertheless, remarked Jack, if that same stone had hit any of us, it would have rendered the charge you speak of quite unnecessary, Peterkin.

This was true, and I felt very thankful for our escape. On examining the spot more narrowly, we found that it lay close to the foot of a very rugged precipice, from which stones of various sizes were always tumbling at intervals. Indeed, the numerous fragments lying scattered all around might have suggested the cause of the sound, had we not been too suddenly alarmed to think of anything.

We now resumed our journey, resolving that, in our future excursions into the interior, we would be careful to avoid this dangerous precipice.

Soon afterwards we arrived at the foot of the hill and prepared to ascend it. Here Jack made a discovery which caused us all very great joy. This was a tree of a remarkably beautiful appearance, which Jack confidently declared to be the celebrated bread-fruit tree.

Is it celebrated? inquired Peterkin, with a look of great simplicity.

It is, replied Jack

Thats odd, now, rejoined Peterkin; never heard of it before.

Then its not so celebrated as I thought it was, returned Jack, quietly squeezing Peterkins hat over his eyes; but listen, you ignorant boobie! and hear of it now.

Peterkin re-adjusted his hat, and was soon listening with as much interest as myself, while Jack told us that this tree is one of the most valuable in the islands of the south; that it bears two, sometimes three, crops of fruit in the year; that the fruit is very like wheaten bread in appearance, and that it constitutes the principal food of many of the islanders.

So, said Peterkin, we seem to have everything ready prepared to our hands in this wonderful island,  lemonade ready bottled in nuts, and loaf-bread growing on the trees!

Peterkin, as usual, was jesting; nevertheless, it is a curious fact that he spoke almost the literal truth. Moreover, continued Jack, the bread-fruit tree affords a capital gum, which serves the natives for pitching their canoes; the bark of the young branches is made by them into cloth; and of the wood, which is durable and of a good colour, they build their houses. So you see, lads, that we have no lack of material here to make us comfortable, if we are only clever enough to use it.

But are you sure that thats it? asked Peterkin.

Quite sure, replied Jack; for I was particularly interested in the account I once read of it, and I remember the description well. I am sorry, however, that I have forgotten the descriptions of many other trees which I am sure we have seen to-day, if we could but recognise them. So you see, Peterkin, Im not up to everything yet.

Never mind, Jack, said Peterkin, with a grave, patronizing expression of countenance, patting his tall companion on the shoulder, never mind, Jack; you know a good deal for your age. Youre a clever boy, sir,  a promising young man; and if you only go on as you have begun, sir, you will

The end of this speech was suddenly cut short by Jack tripping up Peterkins heels and tumbling him into a mass of thick shrubs, where, finding himself comfortable, he lay still basking in the sunshine, while Jack and I examined the bread-tree.

We were much struck with the deep, rich green colour of its broad leaves, which were twelve or eighteen inches long, deeply indented, and of a glossy smoothness, like the laurel. The fruit, with which it was loaded, was nearly round, and appeared to be about six inches in diameter, with a rough rind, marked with lozenge-shaped divisions. It was of various colours, from light pea-green to brown and rich yellow. Jack said that the yellow was the ripe fruit. We afterwards found that most of the fruit-trees on the island were evergreens, and that we might, when we wished, pluck the blossom and the ripe fruit from the same tree. Such a wonderful difference from the trees of our own country surprised us not a little. The bark of the tree was rough and light-coloured; the trunk was about two feet in diameter, and it appeared to be twenty feet high, being quite destitute of branches up to that height, where it branched off into a beautiful and umbrageous head. We noticed that the fruit hung in clusters of twos and threes on the branches; but as we were anxious to get to the top of the hill, we refrained from attempting to pluck any at that time.

Our hearts were now very much cheered by our good fortune, and it was with light and active steps that we clambered up the steep sides of the hill. On reaching the summit, a new, and if possible a grander, prospect met our gaze. We found that this was not the highest part of the island, but that another hill lay beyond, with a wide valley between it and the one on which we stood. This valley, like the first, was also full of rich trees, some dark and some light green, some heavy and thick in foliage, and others light, feathery, and graceful, while the beautiful blossoms on many of them threw a sort of rainbow tint over all, and gave to the valley the appearance of a garden of flowers. Among these we recognised many of the bread-fruit trees, laden with yellow fruit, and also a great many cocoa-nut palms. After gazing our fill we pushed down the hill side, crossed the valley, and soon began to ascend the second mountain. It was clothed with trees nearly to the top, but the summit was bare, and in some places broken.

While on our way up we came to an object which filled us with much interest. This was the stump of a tree that had evidently been cut down with an axe! So, then, we were not the first who had viewed this beautiful isle. The hand of man had been at work there before us. It now began to recur to us again that perhaps the island was inhabited, although we had not seen any traces of man until now; but a second glance at the stump convinced us that we had not more reason to think so now than formerly; for the surface of the wood was quite decayed, and partly covered with fungus and green matter, so that it must have been cut many years ago.

Perhaps, said Peterkin, some ship or other has touched here long ago for wood, and only taken one tree.

We did not think this likely, however, because, in such circumstances, the crew of a ship would cut wood of small size, and near the shore, whereas this was a large tree and stood near the top of the mountain. In fact it was the highest large tree on the mountain, all above it being wood of very recent growth.

I cant understand it, said Jack, scratching the surface of the stump with his axe. I can only suppose that the savages have been here and cut it for some purpose known only to themselves. But, hallo! what have we here?

As he spoke, Jack began carefully to scrape away the moss and fungus from the stump, and soon laid bare three distinct traces of marks, as if some inscription or initials had been cut thereon. But although the traces were distinct, beyond all doubt, the exact form of the letters could not be made out. Jack thought they looked like J. S. but we could not be certain. They had apparently been carelessly cut, and long exposure to the weather had so broken them up that we could not make out what they were. We were exceedingly perplexed at this discovery, and stayed a long time at the place conjecturing what these marks could have been, but without avail; so, as the day was advancing, we left it and quickly reached the top of the mountain.

We found this to be the highest point of the island, and from it we saw our kingdom lying, as it were, like a map around us. As I have always thought it impossible to get a thing properly into ones understanding without comprehending it, I shall beg the readers patience for a little while I describe our island, thus, shortly:  

It consisted of two mountains; the one we guessed at 500 feet; the other, on which we stood, at 1000. Between these lay a rich, beautiful valley, as already said. This valley crossed the island from one end to the other, being high in the middle and sloping on each side towards the sea. The large mountain sloped, on the side farthest from where we had been wrecked, gradually towards the sea; but although, when viewed at a glance, it had thus a regular sloping appearance, a more careful observation showed that it was broken up into a multitude of very small vales, or rather dells and glens, intermingled with little rugged spots and small but abrupt precipices here and there, with rivulets tumbling over their edges and wandering down the slopes in little white streams, sometimes glistening among the broad leaves of the bread-fruit and cocoa-nut trees, or hid altogether beneath the rich underwood. At the base of this mountain lay a narrow bright green plain or meadow, which terminated abruptly at the shore. On the other side of the island, whence we had come, stood the smaller hill, at the foot of which diverged three valleys; one being that which we had ascended, with a smaller vale on each side of it, and separated from it by the two ridges before mentioned. In these smaller valleys there were no streams, but they were clothed with the same luxuriant vegetation.

The diameter of the island seemed to be about ten miles, and, as it was almost circular in form, its circumference must have been thirty miles;  perhaps a little more, if allowance be made for the numerous bays and indentations of the shore. The entire island was belted by a beach of pure white sand, on which laved the gentle ripples of the lagoon. We now also observed that the coral reef completely encircled the island; but it varied its distance from it here and there, in some places being a mile from the beach, in others, a few hundred yards, but the average distance was half a mile. The reef lay very low, and the spray of the surf broke quite over it in many places. This surf never ceased its roar, for, however calm the weather might be, there is always a gentle swaying motion in the great Pacific, which, although scarce noticeable out at sea, reaches the shore at last in a huge billow. The water within the lagoon, as before said, was perfectly still. There were three narrow openings in the reef; one opposite each end of the valley which I have described as crossing the island; the other opposite our own valley, which we afterwards named the Valley of the Wreck. At each of these openings the reef rose into two small green islets, covered with bushes and having one or two cocoa-nut palms on each. These islets were very singular, and appeared as if planted expressly for the purpose of marking the channel into the lagoon. Our captain was making for one of these openings the day we were wrecked, and would have reached it too, I doubt not, had not the rudder been torn away. Within the lagoon were several pretty, low coral islands, just opposite our encampment; and, immediately beyond these, out at sea, lay about a dozen other islands, at various distances, from half a mile to ten miles; all of them, as far as we could discern, smaller than ours and apparently uninhabited. They seemed to be low coral islands, raised but little above the sea, yet covered with cocoa-nut trees.

All this we noted, and a great deal more, while we sat on the top of the mountain. After we had satisfied ourselves we prepared to return; but here again we discovered traces of the presence of man. These were a pole or staff and one or two pieces of wood which had been squared with an axe. All of these were, however, very much decayed, and they had evidently not been touched for many years.

Full of these discoveries we returned to our encampment. On the way we fell in with the traces of some four-footed animal, but whether old or of recent date none of us were able to guess. This also tended to raise our hopes of obtaining some animal food on the island, so we reached home in good spirits, quite prepared for supper, and highly satisfied with our excursion.

After much discussion, in which Peterkin took the lead, we came to the conclusion that the island was uninhabited, and went to bed.


CHAPTER VII.

Jacks ingenuity  We get into difficulties about fishing, and get out of them by a method which gives us a cold bath  Horrible encounter with a shark.

For several days after the excursion related in the last chapter we did not wander far from our encampment, but gave ourselves up to forming plans for the future and making our present abode comfortable.

There were various causes that induced this state of comparative inaction. In the first place, although everything around us was so delightful, and we could without difficulty obtain all that we required for our bodily comfort, we did not quite like the idea of settling down here for the rest of our lives, far away from our friends and our native land. To set energetically about preparations for a permanent residence seemed so like making up our minds to saying adieu to home and friends for ever, that we tacitly shrank from it and put off our preparations, for one reason and another, as long as we could. Then there was a little uncertainty still as to there being natives on the island, and we entertained a kind of faint hope that a ship might come and take us off. But as day after day passed, and neither savages nor ships appeared, we gave up all hope of an early deliverance and set diligently to work at our homestead.

During this time, however, we had not been altogether idle. We made several experiments in cooking the cocoa-nut, most of which did not improve it. Then we removed our goods, and took up our abode in the cave, but found the change so bad that we returned gladly to the bower. Besides this we bathed very frequently, and talked a great deal; at least Jack and Peterkin did,  I listened. Among other useful things, Jack, who was ever the most active and diligent, converted about three inches of the hoop-iron into an excellent knife. First he beat it quite flat with the axe. Then he made a rude handle, and tied the hoop-iron to it with our piece of whip-cord, and ground it to an edge on a piece of sand-stone. When it was finished he used it to shape a better handle, to which he fixed it with a strip of his cotton handkerchief;  in which operation he had, as Peterkin pointed out, torn off one of Lord Nelsons noses. However, the whip-cord, thus set free, was used by Peterkin as a fishing line. He merely tied a piece of oyster to the end of it. This the fish were allowed to swallow, and then they were pulled quickly ashore. But as the line was very short and we had no boat, the fish we caught were exceedingly small.

One day Peterkin came up from the beach, where he had been angling, and said in a very cross tone, Ill tell you what, Jack, Im not going to be humbugged with catching such contemptible things any longer. I want you to swim out with me on your back, and let me fish in deep water!

Dear me, Peterkin, replied Jack, I had no idea you were taking the thing so much to heart, else I would have got you out of that difficulty long ago. Let me see,  and Jack looked down at a piece of timber on which he had been labouring, with a peculiar gaze of abstraction, which he always assumed when trying to invent or discover anything.

What say you to building a boat? he inquired, looking up hastily.

Take far too long, was the reply; cant be bothered waiting. I want to begin at once!

Again Jack considered. I have it! he cried. Well fell a large tree and launch the trunk of it in the water, so that when you want to fish youve nothing to do but to swim out to it.

Would not a small raft do better? said I.

Much better; but we have no ropes to bind it together with. Perhaps we may find something hereafter that will do as well, but, in the meantime, let us try the tree.

This was agreed on, so we started off to a spot not far distant, where we knew of a tree that would suit us, which grew near the waters edge. As soon as we reached it Jack threw off his coat, and, wielding the axe with his sturdy arms, hacked and hewed at it for a quarter of an hour without stopping. Then he paused, and, while he sat down to rest, I continued the work. Then Peterkin made a vigorous attack on it, so that when Jack renewed his powerful blows, a few minutes cutting brought it down with a terrible crash.

Hurrah! now for it, cried Jack; let us off with its head.

So saying he began to cut through the stem again, at about six yards from the thick end. This done, he cut three strong, short poles or levers from the stout branches, with which to roll the log down the beach into the sea; for, as it was nearly two feet thick at the large end, we could not move it without such helps. With the levers, however, we rolled it slowly into the sea.

Having been thus successful in launching our vessel, we next shaped the levers into rude oars or paddles, and then attempted to embark. This was easy enough to do; but, after seating ourselves astride the log, it was with the utmost difficulty we kept it from rolling round and plunging us into the water. Not that we minded that much; but we preferred, if possible, to fish in dry clothes. To be sure, our trousers were necessarily wet, as our legs were dangling in the water on each side of the log; but, as they could be easily dried, we did not care. After half an hours practice, we became expert enough to keep our balance pretty steadily. Then Peterkin laid down his paddle, and having baited his line with a whole oyster, dropt it into deep water.

Now, then, Jack, said he, be cautious; steer clear o that sea-weed. There; thats it; gently, now, gently. I see a fellow at least a foot long down there, coming to  ha! thats it! Oh! bother, hes off.

Did he bite? said Jack, urging the log onwards a little with his paddle.

Bite? ay! He took it into his mouth, but the moment I began to haul he opened his jaws and let it out again.

Let him swallow it next time, said Jack, laughing at the melancholy expression of Peterkins visage.

There hes again, cried Peterkin, his eyes flashing with excitement. Look out! Now then! No! Yes! No! Why, the brute wont swallow it!

Try to haul him up by the mouth, then, cried Jack. Do it gently.

A heavy sigh and a look of blank despair showed that poor Peterkin had tried and failed again.

Never mind, lad, said Jack, in a voice of sympathy; well move on, and offer it to some other fish. So saying, Jack plied his paddle; but scarcely had he moved from the spot, when a fish with an enormous head and a little body darted from under a rock and swallowed the bait at once.

Got him this time,  thats a fact! cried Peterkin, hauling in the line. Hes swallowed the bait right down to his tail, I declare. Oh what a thumper!

As the fish came struggling to the surface, we leaned forward to see it, and overbalanced the log. Peterkin threw his arms round the fishs neck; and, in another instant, we were all floundering in the water!

A shout of laughter burst from us as we rose to the surface like three drowned rats, and seized hold of the log. We soon recovered our position, and sat more warily, while Peterkin secured the fish, which had well-nigh escaped in the midst of our struggles. It was little worth having, however; but, as Peterkin remarked, it was better than the smouts he had been catching for the last two or three days; so we laid it on the log before us, and having re-baited the line, dropt it in again for another.

Now, while we were thus intent upon our sport, our attention was suddenly attracted by a ripple on the sea, just a few yards away from us. Peterkin shouted to us to paddle in that direction, as he thought it was a big fish, and we might have a chance of catching it. But Jack, instead of complying, said, in a deep, earnest tone of voice, which I never before heard him use,  

Haul up your line, Peterkin; seize your paddle; quick,  its a shark!

The horror with which we heard this may well be imagined, for it must be remembered that our legs were hanging down in the water, and we could not venture to pull them up without upsetting the log. Peterkin instantly hauled up the line; and, grasping his paddle, exerted himself to the utmost, while we also did our best to make for shore. But we were a good way off, and the log being, as I have before said, very heavy, moved but slowly through the water. We now saw the shark quite distinctly swimming round and round us, its sharp fin every now and then protruding above the water. From its active and unsteady motions, Jack knew it was making up its mind to attack us, so he urged us vehemently to paddle for our lives, while he himself set us the example. Suddenly he shouted Look out!  there he comes! and in a second we saw the monstrous fish dive close under us, and turn half over on his side. But we all made a great commotion with our paddles, which no doubt frightened it away for that time, as we saw it immediately after circling round us as before.

Throw the fish to him, cried Jack, in a quick, suppressed voice; well make the shore in time yet if we can keep him off for a few minutes.

Peterkin stopped one instant to obey the command, and then plied his paddle again with all his might. No sooner had the fish fallen on the water than we observed the shark to sink. In another second we saw its white breast rising; for sharks always turn over on their sides when about to seize their prey, their mouths being not at the point of their heads like those of other fish, but, as it were, under their chins. In another moment his snout rose above the water,  his wide jaws, armed with a terrific double row of teeth, appeared. The dead fish was engulfed, and the shark sank out of sight. But Jack was mistaken in supposing that it would be satisfied. In a very few minutes it returned to us, and its quick motions led us to fear that it would attack us at once.

Stop paddling, cried Jack suddenly. I see it coming up behind us. Now, obey my orders quickly. Our lives may depend on it Ralph. Peterkin, do your best to balance the log. Dont look out for the shark. Dont glance behind you. Do nothing but balance the log.
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Peterkin and I instantly did as we were ordered, being only too glad to do anything that afforded us a chance or a hope of escape, for we had implicit confidence in Jacks courage and wisdom. For a few seconds, that seemed long minutes to my mind, we sat thus silently; but I could not resist glancing backward, despite the orders to the contrary. On doing so, I saw Jack sitting rigid like a statue, with his paddle raised, his lips compressed, and his eye-brows bent over his eyes, which glared savagely from beneath them down into the water. I also saw the shark, to my horror, quite close under the log, in the act of darting towards Jacks foot. I could scarce suppress a cry on beholding this. In another moment the shark rose. Jack drew his leg suddenly from the water, and threw it over the log. The monsters snout rubbed against the log as it passed, and revealed its hideous jaws, into which Jack instantly plunged the paddle, and thrust it down its throat. So violent was the act that Jack rose to his feet in performing it; the log was thereby rolled completely over, and we were once more plunged into the water. We all rose, spluttering and gasping, in a moment.

Now then, strike out for shore, cried Jack. Here, Peterkin, catch hold of my collar, and kick out with a will.

Peterkin did as he was desired, and Jack struck out with such force that he cut through the water like a boat; while I, being free from all encumbrance, succeeded in keeping up with him. As we had by this time drawn pretty near to the shore, a few minutes more sufficed to carry us into shallow water; and, finally, we landed in safety, though very much exhausted, and not a little frightened by our terrible adventure.


CHAPTER VIII.

The beauties of the bottom of the sea tempt Peterkin to dive  How he did it  More difficulties overcome  The water garden  Curious creatures of the sea  The tank  Candles missed very much, and the candle-nut tree discovered  Wonderful account of Peterkins first voyage  Cloth found growing on a tree  A plan projected, and arms prepared for offence and defence  A dreadful cry.

Our encounter with the shark was the first great danger that had befallen us since landing on this island, and we felt very seriously affected by it, especially when we considered that we had so often unwittingly incurred the same danger before while bathing. We were now forced to take to fishing again in the shallow water, until we should succeed in constructing a raft. What troubled us most, however, was, that we were compelled to forego our morning swimming excursions. We did, indeed, continue to enjoy our bathe in the shallow water, but Jack and I found that one great source of our enjoyment was gone, when we could no longer dive down among the beautiful coral groves at the bottom of the lagoon. We had come to be so fond of this exercise, and to take such an interest in watching the formations of coral and the gambols of the many beautiful fish amongst the forests of red and green sea-weeds, that we had become quite familiar with the appearance of the fish and the localities that they chiefly haunted. We had also become expert divers. But we made it a rule never to stay long under water at a time. Jack told me that to do so often was bad for the lungs, and, instead of affording us enjoyment, would ere long do us a serious injury. So we never stayed at the bottom as long as we might have done, but came up frequently to the top for fresh air, and dived down again immediately. Sometimes, when Jack happened to be in a humorous frame, he would seat himself at the bottom of the sea on one of the brain corals, as if he were seated on a large paddock-stool, and then make faces at me, in order, if possible, to make me laugh under water. At first, when he took me unawares, he nearly succeeded, and I had to shoot to the surface in order to laugh; but afterwards I became aware of his intentions, and, being naturally of a grave disposition, I had no difficulty in restraining myself. I used often to wonder how poor Peterkin would have liked to be with us; and he sometimes expressed much regret at being unable to join us. I used to do my best to gratify him, poor fellow, by relating all the wonders that we saw; but this, instead of satisfying, seemed only to whet his curiosity the more, so one day we prevailed on him to try to go down with us. But, although a brave boy in every other way, Peterkin was very nervous in the water, and it was with difficulty we got him to consent to be taken down, for he could never have managed to push himself down to the bottom without assistance. But no sooner had we pulled him down a yard or so into the deep clear water, than he began to struggle and kick violently, so we were forced to let him go, when he rose out of the water like a cork, gave a loud gasp and a frightful roar, and struck out for the land with the utmost possible haste.

Now, all this pleasure we were to forego, and when we thought thereon, Jack and I felt very much depressed in our spirits. I could see, also, that Peterkin grieved and sympathized with us, for, when talking about this matter, he refrained from jesting and bantering us upon it.

As, however, a mans difficulties usually set him upon devising methods to overcome them, whereby he often discovers better things than those he may have lost, so this our difficulty induced us to think of searching for a large pool among the rocks, where the water should be deep enough for diving yet so surrounded by rocks as to prevent sharks from getting at us. And such a pool we afterwards found, which proved to be very much better than our most sanguine hopes anticipated. It was situated not more than ten minutes walk from our camp, and was in the form of a small deep bay or basin, the entrance to which, besides being narrow, was so shallow that no fish so large as a shark could get in, at least not unless he should be a remarkably thin one.

Inside of this basin, which we called our Water Garden, the coral formations were much more wonderful, and the sea-weed plants far more lovely and vividly coloured, than in the lagoon itself. And the water was so clear and still, that, although very deep, you could see the minutest object at the bottom. Besides this, there was a ledge of rock which overhung the basin at its deepest part, from which we could dive pleasantly and whereon Peterkin could sit and see not only all the wonders I had described to him, but also see Jack and me creeping amongst the marine shrubbery at the bottom, like, as  he expressed it, two great white sea-monsters. During these excursions of ours to the bottom of the sea, we began to get an insight into the manners and customs of its inhabitants, and to make discoveries of wonderful things, the like of which we never before conceived. Among other things, we were deeply interested with the operations of the little coral insect which, I was informed by Jack, is supposed to have entirely constructed many of the numerous islands in Pacific Ocean. And, certainly, when we considered the great reef which these insects had formed round the island on which we were cast, and observed their ceaseless activity in building their myriad cells, it did at first seem as if this might be true; but then, again, when I looked at the mountains of the island, and reflected that there were thousands of such, many of them much higher, in the South Seas, I doubted that there must be some mistake here. But more of this hereafter.

I also became much taken up with the manners and appearance of the anemones, and star-fish, and crabs, and sea-urchins, and such-like creatures; and was not content with watching those I saw during my dives in the Water Garden, but I must needs scoop out a hole in the coral rock close to it, which I filled with salt water, and stocked with sundry specimens of anemones and shell-fish, in order to watch more closely how they were in the habit of passing their time. Our burning-glass also now became a great treasure to me, as it enabled me to magnify, and so to perceive more clearly the forms and actions of these curious creatures of the deep.

Having now got ourselves into a very comfortable condition, we began to talk of a project which we had long had in contemplation,  namely, to travel entirely round the island; in order, first, to ascertain whether it contained any other productions which might be useful to us; and, second, to see whether there might be any place more convenient and suitable for our permanent residence than that on which we were now encamped. Not that we were in any degree dissatisfied with it; on the contrary, we entertained quite a home-feeling to our bower and its neighbourhood; but if a better place did exist, there was no reason why we should not make use of it. At any rate, it would be well to know of its existence.

We had much earnest talk over this matter. But Jack proposed that, before undertaking such an excursion, we should supply ourselves with good defensive arms, for, as we intended not only to go round all the shore, but to ascend most of the valleys, before returning home, we should be likely to meet in with, he would not say dangers, but, at least, with everything that existed on the island, whatever that might be.

Besides, said Jack, it wont do for us to live on cocoa-nuts and oysters always. No doubt they are very excellent in their way, but I think a little animal food, now and then, would be agreeable as well as good for us; and as there are many small birds among the trees, some of which are probably very good to eat, I think it would be a capital plan to make bows and arrows, with which we could easily knock them over.

First rate! cried Peterkin. You will make the bows, Jack, and Ill try my hand at the arrows. The fact is, Im quite tired of throwing stones at the birds. I began the very day we landed, I think, and have persevered up to the present time, but Ive never hit anything yet.

You forget, said I, you hit me one day on the shin.

Ah, true, replied Peterkin, and a precious shindy you kicked up in consequence. But you were at least four yards away from the impudent paroquet I aimed at; so you see what a horribly bad shot I am.

But, said I, Jack, you cannot make three bows and arrows before to-morrow, and would it not be a pity to waste time, now that we have made up our minds to go on this expedition? Suppose that you make one bow and arrow for yourself, and we can take our clubs?

Thats true, Ralph. The day is pretty far advanced, and I doubt if I can make even one bow before dark. To be sure I might work by fire-light, after the sun goes down.

We had, up to this time, been in the habit of going to bed with the sun, as we had no pressing call to work o nights; and, indeed, our work during the day was usually hard enough,  what between fishing, and improving our bower, and diving in the Water Garden, and rambling in the woods; so that, when night came, we were usually very glad to retire to our beds. But now that we had a desire to work at night, we felt a wish for candles.

Wont a good blazing fire give you light enough? inquired Peterkin.

Yes, replied Jack, quite enough; but then it will give us a great deal more than enough of heat in this warm climate of ours.

True, said Peterkin; I forgot that. It would roast us.

Well, as youre always doing that at any rate, remarked Jack, we could scarcely call it a change. But the fact is, Ive been thinking over this subject before. There is a certain nut growing in these islands which is called the candle-nut, because the natives use it instead of candles, and I know all about it, and how to prepare it for burning

Then why dont you do it? interrupted Peterkin. Why have you kept us in the dark so long, you vile philosopher?

Because, said Jack, I have not seen the tree yet, and Im not sure that I should know either the tree or the nuts if I did see them. You see, I forget the description.

Ah! thats just the way with me, said Peterkin with a deep sigh. I never could keep in my mind for half an hour the few descriptions I ever attempted to remember. The very first voyage I ever made was caused by my mistaking a description, or forgetting it, which is the same thing. And a horrible voyage it was. I had to fight with the captain the whole way out, and made the homeward voyage by swimming!

Come, Peterkin, said I, you cant get even me to believe that.

Perhaps not, but its true, notwithstanding, returned Peterkin, pretending to be hurt at my doubting his word.

Let us hear how it happened, said Jack, while a good-natured smile overspread his face.

Well, you must know, began Peterkin, that the very day before I went to sea, I was greatly taken up with a game at hockey, which I was playing with my old school-fellows for the last time before leaving them. You see I was young then, Ralph. Peterkin gazed, in an abstracted and melancholy manner, out to sea! Well, in the midst of the game, my uncle, who had taken all the bother and trouble of getting me bound prentice and rigged out, came and took me aside, and told me that he was called suddenly away from home, and would not be able to see me aboard, as he had intended. However, said he, the captain knows you are coming, so thats not of much consequence; but as youll have to find the ship yourself, you must remember her name and description. Dye hear, boy? I certainly did hear, but Im afraid I did not understand, for my mind was so taken up with the game, which I saw my side was losing, that I began to grow impatient, and the moment my uncle finished his description of the ship, and bade me good-bye, I bolted back to my game, with only a confused idea of three masts, and a green painted tafferel, and a gilt figure-head of Hercules with his club at the bow. Next day I was so much cast down with everybody saying good-bye, and a lot o my female friends cryin horribly over me, that I did not start for the harbour, where the ship was lying among a thousand others, till it was almost too late. So I had to run the whole way. When I reached the pier, there were so many masts, and so much confusion, that I felt quite humblebumbled in my faculties. Now, said I to myself, Peterkin, youre in a fix. Then I fancied I saw a gilt figure-head and three masts, belonging to a ship just about to start; so I darted on board, but speedily jumped on shore again, when I found that two of the masts belonged to another vessel, and the figurehead to a third! At last I caught sight of what I made sure was it,  a fine large vessel just casting off her moorings. The tafferel was green. Three masts,  yes, that must be it,  and the gilt figure-head of Hercules. To be sure it had a three-pronged pitchfork in its hand instead of a club; but that might be my uncles mistake; or perhaps Hercules sometimes varied his weapons. Cast off! roared a voice from the quarter-deck. Hold on! cried I, rushing frantically through the crowd. Hold on! hold on! repeated some of the bystanders, while the men at the ropes delayed for a minute. This threw the captain into a frightful rage; for some of his friends had come down to see him off, and having his orders contradicted so flatly was too much for him. However, the delay was sufficient. I took a race and a good leap; the ropes were cast off; the steam-tug gave a puff, and we started. Suddenly the captain was up to me: Where did you come from, you scamp, and what do you want here?

Please, sir, said I, touching my cap, Im youre new prentice come aboard.

New Prentice, said he, stamping, Ive got no new prentice. My boys are all aboard already. This is a trick, you young blackguard. Youve run away, you have; and the captain stamped about the deck and swore dreadfully; for, you see, the thought of having to stop the ship and lower a boat and lose half an hour, all for the slake of sending a small boy ashore, seemed to make him very angry. Besides, it was blowin fresh outside the harbour, so that, to have let the steamer alongside to put me into it was no easy job. Just as we were passing the pier-head, where several boats were rowing into harbour, the captain came up to me,  

Youve run away, you blackguard, he said, giving me a box on the ear.

No I havent, said I, angrily; for the box was by no means a light one.

Harkee, boy, can you swim?

Yes, said I.

Then do it, and, seizing me by my trousers and the nape of my neck, he tossed me over the side into the sea. The fellows in the boats at the end of the pier, backed their oars on seeing this; but observing that I could swim, they allowed me to make the best of my way to the pier-head. So, you see, Ralph, that I really did swim my first homeward voyage.

Jack laughed and patted Peterkin on the shoulder. But tell us about the candle-nut tree, said I; you were talking about it.

Very true, said Jack, but I fear I can remember little about it. I believe the nut is about the size of a walnut; and I think that the leaves are white, but I am not sure.

Eh! ha! hum! exclaimed Peterkin, I saw a tree answering to that description this very day.

Did you? cried Jack. Is it far from this?

No, not half a mile.

Then lead me to it, said Jack, seizing his axe.

In a few minutes we were all three pushing through the underwood of the forest, headed by Peterkin.

We soon came to the tree in question, which, after Jack had closely examined it, we concluded must be the candle-nut tree. Its leaves were of a beautiful silvery white, and formed a fine contrast to the dark-green foliage of the surrounding trees. We immediately filled our pockets with the nuts, after which Jack said,  

Now, Peterkin, climb that cocoa-nut tree and cut me one of the long branches.

This was soon done, but it cost some trouble, for the stem was very high, and as Peterkin usually pulled nuts from the younger trees, he was not much accustomed to climbing the high ones. The leaf or branch was a very large one, and we were surprised at its size and strength. Viewed from a little distance, the cocoa-nut tree seems to be a tall, straight stem, without a single branch except at the top, where there is a tuft of feathery-looking leaves, that seem to wave like soft plumes in the wind. But when we saw one of these leaves or branches at our feet, we found it to be a strong stalk, about fifteen feet long, with a number of narrow, pointed leaflets ranged alternately on each side. But what seemed to us the most wonderful thing about it was a curious substance resembling cloth, which was wrapped round the thick end of the stalk, where it had been cut from the tree. Peterkin told us that he had the greatest difficulty in separating the branch from the stem, on account of this substance, as it was wrapped quite round the tree, and, he observed, round all the other branches, thus forming a strong support to the large leaves while exposed to high winds. When I call this substance cloth I do not exaggerate. Indeed, with regard to all the things I saw during my eventful career in the South Seas, I have been exceedingly careful not to exaggerate, or in any way to mislead or deceive my readers. This cloth, I say, was remarkably like to coarse brown cotton cloth. It had a seam or fibre down the centre of it, from which diverged other fibres, about the size of a bristle. There were two layers of these fibres, very long and tough, the one layer crossing the other obliquely, and the whole was cemented together with a still finer fibrous and adhesive substance. When we regarded it attentively, we could with difficulty believe that it had not been woven by human hands. This remarkable piece of cloth we stripped carefully off, and found it to be above two feet long, by a foot broad, and we carried it home with us as a great prize.

Jack now took one of the leaflets, and, cutting out the central spine or stalk, hurried back with it to our camp. Having made a small fire, he baked the nuts slightly, and then pealed off the husks. After this he wished to bore a hole in them, which, not having anything better at hand at the time, he did with the point of our useless pencil-case. Then he strung them on the cocoa-nut spine, and on putting a light to the topmost nut, we found to our joy that it burned with a clear, beautiful flame; upon seeing which, Peterkin sprang up and danced round the fire for at least five minutes in the excess of his satisfaction.

Now lads, said Jack, extinguishing our candle, the sun will set in an hour, so we have no time to lose. I shall go and cut a young tree to make my bow out of, and you had better each of you go and select good strong sticks for clubs, and well set to work at them after dark.

So saying he shouldered his axe and went off, followed by Peterkin, while I took up the piece of newly discovered cloth, and fell to examining its structure. So engrossed was I in this that I was still sitting in the same attitude and occupation when my companions returned.

I told you so! cried Peterkin, with a loud laugh. Oh, Ralph, youre incorrigible. See, theres a club for you. I was sure, when we left you looking at that bit of stuff, that we would find you poring over it when we came back, so I just cut a club for you as well as for myself.

Thank you, Peterkin, said I. It was kind of you to do that, instead of scolding me for a lazy fellow, as I confess I deserve.

Oh! as to that, returned Peterkin, Ill blow you up yet, if you wish it  only it would be of no use if I did, for youre a perfect mule!

As it was now getting dark we lighted our candle, and placing it in a holder made of two crossing branches, inside of our bower, we seated ourselves on our leafy beds and began to work.

I intend to appropriate the bow for my own use, said Jack, chipping the piece of wood he had brought with his axe. I used to be a pretty fair shot once. But whats that youre doing? he added, looking at Peterkin, who had drawn the end of a long pole into the tent, and was endeavouring to fit a small piece of the hoop-iron to the end of it.

Im going to enlist into the Lancers, answered Peterkin. You see, Jack, I find the club rather an unwieldy instrument for my delicately-formed muscles, and I flatter myself I shall do more execution with a spear.

Well, if length constitutes power, said Jack, youll certainly be invincible.

The pole which Peterkin had cut was full twelve feet long, being a very strong but light and tough young tree, which merely required thinning at the butt to be a serviceable weapon.

Thats a very good idea, said I.

Which  this? inquired Peterkin, pointing to the spear.

Yes; I replied.

Humph! said he; youd find it a pretty tough and matter-of-fact idea, if you had it stuck through your gizzard, old boy!

I mean the idea of making it is a good one, said I, laughing. And, now I think of it, Ill change my plan, too. I dont think much of a club, so Ill make me a sling out of this piece of cloth. I used to be very fond of slinging, ever since I read of David slaying Goliath the Philistine, and I was once thought to be expert at it.

So I set to work to manufacture a sling. For a long time we all worked very busily without speaking. At length Peterkin looked up: I say, Jack, Im sorry to say I must apply to you for another strip of your handkerchief, to tie on this rascally head with. Its pretty well torn at any rate, so you wont miss it.

Jack proceeded to comply with this request when Peterkin suddenly laid his hand on his arm and arrested him.

Hist, man, said he, be tender; you should never be needlessly cruel if you can help it. Do try to shave past Lord Nelsons mouth without tearing it, if possible! Thanks. There are plenty more handkerchiefs on the cocoa-nut trees.

Poor Peterkin! with what pleasant feelings I recall and record his jests and humorous sayings now!

While we were thus engaged, we were startled by a distant but most strange and horrible cry. It seemed to come from the sea, but was so far away that we could not clearly distinguish its precise direction. Rushing out of our bower, we hastened down to the beach and stayed to listen. Again it came quite loud and distinct on the night air,  a prolonged, hideous cry, something like the braying of an ass. The moon had risen, and we could see the islands in and beyond the lagoon quite plainly, but there was no object visible to account for such a cry. A strong gust of wind was blowing from the point whence the sound came, but this died away while we were gazing out to sea.

What can it be? said Peterkin, in a low whisper, while we all involuntarily crept closer to each other.

Do you know, said Jack, I have heard that mysterious sound twice before, but never so loud as to-night. Indeed it was so faint that I thought I must have merely fancied it, so, as I did not wish to alarm you, I said nothing about it.

We listened for a long time for the sound again, but as it did not come, we returned to the bower and resumed our work.

Very strange, said Peterkin, quite gravely. Do you believe in ghosts, Ralph?

No, I answered, I do not. Nevertheless I must confess that strange, unaccountable sounds, such as we have just heard, make me feel a little uneasy.

What say you to it, Jack?

I neither believe in ghosts nor feel uneasy, he replied. I never saw a ghost myself, and I never met with any one who had; and I have generally found that strange and unaccountable things have almost always been accounted for, and found to be quite simple, on close examination. I certainly cant imagine what that sound is; but Im quite sure I shall find out before long,  and if its a ghost Ill

Eat it, cried Peterkin.

Yes, Ill eat it! Now, then, my bow and two arrows are finished; so if youre ready we had better turn in.

By this time Peterkin had thinned down his spear and tied an iron point very cleverly to the end of it; I had formed a sling, the lines of which were composed of thin strips of the cocoa-nut cloth, plaited; and Jack had made a stout bow, nearly five feet long, with two arrows, feathered with two or three large plumes which some bird had dropt. They had no barbs, but Jack said that if arrows were well feathered, they did not require iron points, but would fly quite well if merely sharpened at the point; which I did not know before.

A feathered arrow without a barb, said he, is a good weapon, but a barbed arrow without feathers is utterly useless.

The string of the bow was formed of our piece of whip-cord, part of which, as he did not like to cut it, was rolled round the bow.

Although thus prepared for a start on the morrow, we thought it wise to exercise ourselves a little in the use of our weapons before starting, so we spent the whole of the next day in practising. And it was well we did so, for we found that our arms were very imperfect, and that we were far from perfect in the use of them. First, Jack found that the bow was much too strong, and he had to thin it. Also the spear was much too heavy, and so had to be reduced in thickness, although nothing would induce Peterkin to have it shortened. My sling answered very well, but I had fallen so much out of practice that my first stone knocked off Peterkins hat, and narrowly missed making a second Goliath of him. However, after having spent the whole day in diligent practice, we began to find some of our former expertness returning  at least Jack and I did. As for Peterkin, being naturally a neat-handed boy, he soon handled his spear well, and could run full tilt at a cocoa nut, and hit it with great precision once out of every five times.

But I feel satisfied that we owed much of our rapid success to the unflagging energy of Jack, who insisted that, since we had made him Captain, we should obey him; and he kept us at work from morning till night, perseveringly, at the same thing. Peterkin wished very much to run about and stick his spear into everything he passed; but Jack put up a cocoa nut, and would not let him leave off running at that for a moment, except when he wanted to rest. We laughed at Jack for this, but we were both convinced that it did us much good.

That night we examined and repaired our arms ere we lay down to rest, although we were much fatigued, in order that we might be in readiness to set out on our expedition at daylight on the following morning.


CHAPTER IX.

Prepare for a journey round the island  Sagacious reflections  Mysterious appearances and startling occurrences.

Scarcely had the sun shot its first ray across the bosom of the broad Pacific, when Jack sprang to his feet, and, hallooing in Peterkins ear to awaken him, ran down the beach to take his customary dip in the sea. We did not, as was our wont, bathe that morning in our Water Garden, but, in order to save time, refreshed ourselves in the shallow water just opposite the bower. Our breakfast was also despatched without loss of time, and in less than an hour afterwards all our preparations for the journey were completed.

In addition to his ordinary dress, Jack tied a belt of cocoa-nut cloth round his waist, into which he thrust the axe. I was also advised to put on a belt and carry a short cudgel or bludgeon in it; for, as Jack truly remarked, the sling would be of little use if we should chance to come to close quarters with any wild animal. As for Peterkin, notwithstanding that he carried such a long, and I must add, frightful-looking spear over his shoulder, we could not prevail on him to leave his club behind; for, said he, a spear at close quarters is not worth a button. I must say that it seemed to me that the club was, to use his own style of language, not worth a button-hole; for it was all knotted over at the head, something like the club which I remember to have observed in picture-books of Jack the Giant Killer, besides being so heavy that he required to grasp it with both hands in order to wield it at all. However, he took it with him, and, in this manner we set out upon our travels.

We did not consider it necessary to carry any food with us, as we knew that wherever we went we should be certain to fall in with cocoa-nut trees; having which, we were amply supplied, as Peterkin said, with meat and drink and pocket-handkerchiefs! I took the precaution, however, to put the burning-glass into my pocket, lest we should want fire.

The morning was exceeding lovely. It was one of that very still and peaceful sort which made the few noises that we heard seem to be quiet noises. I know no other way of expressing this idea. Noises which so far from interrupting the universal tranquillity of earth, sea, and sky  rather tended to reveal to us how quiet the world around us really was. Such sounds as I refer to were, the peculiarly melancholy  yet, it seemed to me, cheerful  plaint of sea-birds floating on the glassy water, or sailing in the sky, also the subdued twittering of little birds among the bushes, the faint ripples on the beach, and the solemn boom of the surf upon the distant coral reef. We felt very glad in our hearts as we walked along the sands side by side. For my part, I felt so deeply overjoyed, that I was surprised at my own sensations, and fell into a reverie upon the causes of happiness. I came to the conclusion that a state of profound peace and repose, both in regard to outward objects and within the soul, is the happiest condition in which man can be placed; for, although I had many a time been most joyful and happy when engaged in bustling, energetic, active pursuits or amusements, I never found that such joy or satisfaction was so deep or so pleasant to reflect upon as that which I now experienced. And I was the more confirmed in this opinion when I observed, and, indeed, was told by himself, that Peterkins happiness was also very great; yet he did not express this by dancing, as was his wont, nor did he give so much as a single shout, but walked quietly between us with his eye sparkling, and a joyful smile upon his countenance. My reader must not suppose that I thought all this in the clear and methodical manner in which I have set it down here. These thoughts did, indeed, pass through my mind, but they did so in a very confused and indefinite manner, for I was young at that time, and not much given to deep reflections. Neither did I consider that the peace whereof I write is not to be found in this world  at least in its perfection, although I have since learned that by religion a man may attain to a very great degree of it.

I have said that Peterkin walked along the sands between us. We had two ways of walking together about our island. When we travelled through the woods, we always did so in single file, as by this method we advanced with greater facility, the one treading in the others footsteps. In such cases Jack always took the lead, Peterkin followed, and I brought up the rear. But when we travelled along the sands, which extended almost in an unbroken line of glistening white round the island, we marched abreast, as we found this method more sociable, and every way more pleasant. Jack, being the tallest, walked next the sea, and Peterkin marched between us, as by this arrangement either of us could talk to him or he to us, while if Jack and I happened to wish to converse together, we could conveniently do so over Peterkins head. Peterkin used to say, in reference to this arrangement, that had he been as tall as either of us, our order of march might have been the same, for, as Jack often used to scold him for letting everything we said to him pass in at one ear and out at the other, his head could of course form no interruption to our discourse.

We were now fairly started. Half a miles walk conveyed us round a bend in the land which shut out our bower from view, and for some time we advanced at a brisk pace without speaking, though our eyes were not idle, but noted everything, in the woods, on the shore, or in the sea, that was interesting. After passing the ridge of land that formed one side of our valley  the Valley of the Wreck  we beheld another small vale lying before us in all the luxuriant loveliness of tropical vegetation. We had, indeed, seen it before from the mountain-top, but we had no idea that it would turn out to be so much more lovely when we were close to it. We were about to commence the exploration of this valley, when Peterkin stopped us, and directed our attention to a very remarkable appearance in advance along the shore.

Whats yon, think you? said he, levelling his spear, as if he expected an immediate attack from the object in question, though it was full half a mile distant.

As he spoke, there appeared a white column above the rocks, as if of steam or spray. It rose upwards to a height of several feet, and then disappeared. Had this been near the sea, we would not have been so greatly surprised, as it might in that case have been the surf, for at this part of the coast the coral reef approached so near to the island that in some parts it almost joined it. There was therefore no lagoon between, and the heavy surf of the ocean beat almost up to the rocks. But this white column appeared about fifty yards inland. The rocks at the place were rugged, and they stretched across the sandy beach into the sea. Scarce had we ceased expressing our surprise at this sight, when another column flew upwards for a few seconds, not far from the spot where the first had been seen, and disappeared; and so, at long irregular intervals, these strange sights recurred. We were now quite sure that the columns were watery or composed of spray, but what caused them we could not guess, so we determined to go and see.

In a few minutes we gained the spot, which was very rugged and precipitous, and, moreover, quite damp with the falling of the spray. We had much ado to pass over dry-shod. The ground also was full of holes here and there. Now, while we stood anxiously waiting for the re-appearance of these water-spouts, we heard a low, rumbling sound near us, which quickly increased to a gargling and hissing noise, and a moment afterwards a thick spout of water burst upwards from a hole in the rock, and spouted into the air with much violence, and so close to where Jack and I were standing that it nearly touched us. We sprang to one side, but not before a cloud of spray descended, and drenched us both to the skin.

Peterkin, who was standing farther off, escaped with a few drops, and burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter on beholding our miserable plight.

Mind your eye! he shouted eagerly, there goes another! The words were scarcely out of his mouth when there came up a spout from another hole, which served us exactly in the same manner as before.

Peterkin now shrieked with laughter; but his merriment was abruptly put a stop to by the gurgling noise occurring close to where he stood.

Wherell it spout this time, I wonder? he said, looking about with some anxiety, and preparing to run. Suddenly there came a loud hiss or snort; a fierce spout of water burst up between Peterkins legs, blew him off his feet, enveloped him in its spray, and hurled him to the ground. He fell with so much violence that we feared he must have broken some of his bones, and ran anxiously to his assistance; but fortunately he had fallen on a clump of tangled herbage, in which he lay sprawling in a most deplorable condition.

It was now our turn to laugh; but as we were not yet quite sure that he was unhurt, and as we knew not when or where the next spout might arise, we assisted him hastily to jump up and hurry from the spot.

I may here add, that although I am quite certain that the spout of water was very strong, and that it blew Peterkin completely off his legs, I am not quite certain of the exact height to which it lifted him, being somewhat startled by the event, and blinded partially by the spray, so that my power of observation was somewhat impaired for the moment.

Whats to be done now? inquired Peterkin ruefully.

Make a fire, lad, and dry ourselves, replied Jack.

And here is material ready to our hand, said I, picking up a dried branch of a tree, as we hurried up to the woods.

In about an hour after this mishap our clothes were again dried. While they were hanging up before the fire, we walked down to the beach, and soon observed that these curious spouts took place immediately after the fall of a huge wave, never before it; and, moreover, that the spouts did not take place excepting when the billow was an extremely large one. From this we concluded that there must be a subterraneous channel in the rock into which the water was driven by the larger waves, and finding no way of escape except through these small holes, was thus forced up violently through them. At any rate, we could not conceive any other reason for these strange water-spouts, and as this seemed a very simple and probable one, we forthwith adopted it.

I say, Ralph, whats that in the water? is it a shark? said Jack, just as we were about to quit the place.

I immediately ran to the overhanging ledge of rock, from which he was looking down into the sea, and bent over it. There I saw a very faint pale object of a greenish colour, which seemed to move slightly while I looked at it.

Its like a fish of some sort, said I.

Hallo, Peterkin! cried Jack, fetch your spear; heres work for it.

But when we tried to reach the object, the spear proved to be too short.

There, now, said Peterkin with a sneer, you were always telling me it was too long.

Jack now drove the spear forcibly towards the object, and let go his hold; but, although it seemed to be well aimed, he must have missed, for the handle soon rose again; and when the spear was drawn up, there was the pale green object in exactly the same spot, slowly moving its tail.

Very odd, said Jack.

But although it was undoubtedly very odd, and, although Jack and all of us plunged the spear at it repeatedly, we could neither hit it nor drive it away, so we were compelled to continue our journey without discovering what it was. I was very much perplexed at this strange appearance in the water, and could not get it out of my mind for a long time afterwards. However, I quieted myself by resolving that I would pay a visit to it again at some more convenient season.


CHAPTER X.

Make discovery of many excellent roots and fruits  The resources of the Coral Island gradually unfolded  The banian-tree  Another tree which is supported by natural planks  Water-fowl found  A very remarkable discovery, and a very peculiar murder  We luxuriate on the fat of the land.

Our examination of the little valley proved to be altogether most satisfactory. We found in it not only similar trees to those we had already seen in our own valley, but also one or two others of a different species. We had also the satisfaction of discovering a peculiar vegetable, which Jack concluded must certainly be that of which he had read as being very common among the South Sea islanders, and which was named taro. Also we found a large supply of yams, and another root like a potato in appearance. As these were all quite new to us, we regarded our lot as a most fortunate one, in being thus cast on an island which was so prolific and so well stored with all the necessaries of life. Long afterwards we found out that this island of ours was no better in these respects than thousands of other islands in those seas. Indeed, many of them were much richer and more productive; but that did not render us the less grateful for our present good fortune. We each put one of these roots in our pocket, intending to use them for our supper; of which more hereafter. We also saw many beautiful birds here, and traces of some four-footed animal again. Meanwhile the sun began to descend, so we returned to the shore, and pushed on round the spouting rocks into the next valley. This was that valley of which I have spoken as running across the entire island. It was by far the largest and most beautiful that we had yet looked upon. Here were trees of every shape and size and hue which it is possible to conceive of, many of which we had not seen in the other valleys; for, the stream in this valley being larger, and the mould much richer than in the Valley of the Wreck, it was clothed with a more luxuriant growth of trees and plants. Some trees were dark glossy green, others of a rich and warm hue, contrasting well with those of a pale light green, which were everywhere abundant. Among these we recognised the broad dark heads of the bread-fruit, with its golden fruit; the pure, silvery foliage of the candle-nut, and several species which bore a strong resemblance to the pine; while here and there, in groups and in single trees, rose the tall forms of the cocoa-nut palms, spreading abroad, and waving their graceful plumes high above all the rest, as if they were a superior race of stately giants keeping guard over these luxuriant forests. Oh! it was a most enchanting scene, and I thanked God for having created such delightful spots for the use of man.

Now, while we were gazing around us in silent admiration, Jack uttered an exclamation of surprise, and, pointing to an object a little to one side of us, said,  

Thats a banian-tree.

And whats a banian-tree? inquired Peterkin, as we walked towards it.

A very curious one, as you shall see presently, replied Jack. It is called the aoa here, if I recollect rightly, and has a wonderful peculiarity about it. What an enormous one it is, to be sure.

It! repeated Peterkin; why, there are dozens of banians here! What do you mean by talking bad grammar? Is your philosophy deserting you, Jack?

There is but one tree here of this kind, returned Jack, as you will perceive if you will examine it. And, sure enough, we did find that what we had supposed was a forest of trees was in reality only one. Its bark was of a light colour, and had a shining appearance, the leaves being lance-shaped, small, and of a beautiful pea-green. But the wonderful thing about it was, that the branches, which grew out from the stem horizontally, sent down long shoots or fibres to the ground, which, taking root, had themselves become trees, and were covered with bark like the tree itself. Many of these fibres had descended from the branches at various distances, and thus supported them on natural pillars, some of which were so large and strong, that it was not easy at first to distinguish the offspring from the parent stem. The fibres were of all sizes and in all states of advancement, from the pillars we have just mentioned to small cords which hung down and were about to take root, and thin brown threads still far from the ground, which swayed about with every motion of wind. In short, it seemed to us that, if there were only space afforded to it, this single tree would at length cover the whole island.

Shortly after this we came upon another remarkable tree, which, as its peculiar formation afterwards proved extremely useful to us, merits description. It was a splendid chestnut, but its proper name Jack did not know. However, there were quantities of fine nuts upon it, some of which we put in our pockets. But its stem was the wonderful part of it. It rose to about twelve feet without a branch, and was not of great thickness; on the contrary, it was remarkably slender for the size of the tree; but, to make up for this, there were four or five wonderful projections in this stem, which I cannot better describe than by asking the reader to suppose that five planks of two inches thick and three feet broad had been placed round the trunk of the tree, with their edges closely fixed to it, from the ground up to the branches, and that these planks bad been covered over with the bark of the tree and incorporated with it. In short, they were just natural buttresses, without which the stem could not have supported its heavy and umbrageous top. We found these chestnuts to be very numerous. They grew chiefly on the banks of the stream, and were of all sizes.

While we were examining a small tree of this kind, Jack chipped a piece off a buttress with his axe, and found the wood to be firm and easily cut. He then struck the axe into it with all his force, and very soon split it off close to the tree, first, however, having cut it across transversely above and below. By this means he satisfied himself that we could now obtain short planks, as it were all ready sawn, of any size and thickness that we desired; which was a very great discovery indeed, perhaps the most important we had yet made.

We now wended our way back to the coast, intending to encamp near the beach, as we found that the mosquitoes were troublesome in the forest. On our way we could not help admiring the birds which flew and chirped around us. Among them we observed a pretty kind of paroquet, with a green body, a blue head, and a red breast; also a few beautiful turtledoves, and several flocks of wood-pigeons. The hues of many of these birds were extremely vivid,  bright green, blue, and scarlet, being the prevailing tints. We made several attempts throughout the day to bring down one of these, both with the bow and the sling,  not for mere sport, but to ascertain whether they were good for food. But we invariably missed, although once or twice we were very near hitting. As evening drew on, however, a flock of pigeons flew past. I slung a stone into the midst of them at a venture, and had the good fortune to kill one. We were startled, soon after, by a loud whistling noise above our heads; and on looking up, saw a flock of wild ducks making for the coast. We watched these, and, observing where they alighted, followed them up until we came upon a most lovely blue lake, not more than two hundred yards long, imbosomed in verdant trees. Its placid surface, which reflected every leaf and stem, as if in a mirror, was covered with various species of wild ducks, feeding among the sedges and broad-leaved water-plants which floated on it, while numerous birds like water-hens ran to and fro most busily on its margin. These all with one accord flew tumultuously away the instant we made our appearance. While walking along the margin we observed fish in the water, but of what sort we could not tell.

Now, as we neared the shore, Jack and I said we would go a little out of our way to see if we could procure one of those ducks; so, directing Peterkin to go straight to the shore and kindle a fire, we separated, promising to rejoin him speedily. But we did not find the ducks, although we made a diligent search for half an hour. We were about to retrace our steps, when we were arrested by one of the strangest sights that we had yet beheld.

Just in front of us, at the distance of about ten yards, grew a superb tree, which certainly was the largest we had yet seen on the island. Its trunk was at least five feet in diameter, with a smooth gray bark; above this the spreading branches were clothed with light green leaves, amid which were clusters of bright yellow fruit, so numerous as to weigh down the boughs with their great weight. This fruit seemed to be of the plum species, of an oblong form, and a good deal larger than the magnum bonum plum. The ground at the foot of this tree was thickly strewn with the fallen fruit, in the midst of which lay sleeping, in every possible attitude, at least twenty hogs of all ages and sizes, apparently quite surfeited with a recent banquet.

Jack and I could scarce restrain our laughter as we gazed at these coarse, fat, ill-looking animals, while they lay groaning and snoring heavily amid the remains of their supper.

Now, Ralph, said Jack, in a low whisper, put a stone in your sling,  a good big one,  and let fly at that fat fellow with his back toward you. Ill try to put an arrow into yon little pig.

Dont you think we had better put them up first? I whispered; it seems cruel to kill them while asleep.

If I wanted sport, Ralph, I would certainly set them up; but as we only want pork, well let them lie. Besides, were not sure of killing them; so, fire away.

Thus admonished, I slung my stone with so good aim that it went bang against the hogs flank as if against the head of a drum; but it had no other effect than that of causing the animal to start to its feet, with a frightful yell of surprise, and scamper away. At the same instant Jacks bow twanged, and the arrow pinned the little pig to the ground by the ear.

Ive missed, after all, cried Jack, darting forward with uplifted axe, while the little pig uttered a loud squeal, tore the arrow from the ground, and ran away with it, along with the whole drove, into the bushes and disappeared, though we heard them screaming long afterwards in the distance.

Thats very provoking, now, said Jack, rubbing the point of his nose.

Very, I replied, stroking my chin.

Well, we must make haste and rejoin Peterkin, said Jack. Its getting late. And, without further remark, we threaded our way quickly through the woods towards the shore.

When we reached it, we found wood laid out, the fire lighted and beginning to kindle up, with other signs of preparation for our encampment, but Peterkin was nowhere to be found. We wondered very much at this; but Jack suggested that he might have gone to fetch water; so he gave a shout to let him know that we had arrived, and sat down upon a rock, while I threw off my jacket and seized the axe, intending to split up one or two billets of wood. But I had scarce moved from the spot when, in the distance, we heard a most appalling shriek, which was followed up by a chorus of yells from the hogs, and a loud hurrah!

I do believe, said I, that Peterkin has met with the hogs.

When Greek meets Greek, said Jack, soliloquizing, then comes the tug of

Hurrah! shouted Peterkin in the distance.

We turned hastily towards the direction whence the sound came, and soon descried Peterkin walking along the beach towards us with a little pig transfixed on the end of his long spear!

Well done, my boy! exclaimed Jack, slapping him on the shoulder when he came up, youre the best shot amongst us.

Look here Jack! cried Peterkin, as he disengaged the animal from his spear. Do you recognise that hole? said he, pointing to the pigs ear; and are you familiar with this arrow, eh?

Well, I declare! said Jack.

Of course you do, interrupted Peterkin; but, pray, restrain your declarations at this time, and lets have supper, for Im uncommonly hungry, I can tell you; and its no joke to charge a whole herd of swine with their great-grandmother bristling like a giant porcupine at the head of them!

We now set about preparing supper; and, truly, a good display of viands we made, when all was laid out on a flat rock in the light of the blazing fire. There was, first of all, the little pig; then there was the taro-root, and the yam, and the potato, and six plums; and, lastly, the wood-pigeon. To these Peterkin added a bit of sugar-cane, which he had cut from a little patch of that plant which he had found not long after separating from us; and, said he, the patch was somewhat in a square form, which convinces me it must have been planted by man.

Very likely, replied Jack. From all we have seen, Im inclined to think that some of the savages must have dwelt here long ago.

We found no small difficulty in making up our minds how we were to cook the pig. None of us had ever cut up one before, and we did not know exactly how to begin; besides, we had nothing but the axe to do it with, our knife having been forgotten. At last Jack started up and said,  

Dont let us waste more time talking about it, boys. Hold it up, Peterkin. There, lay the hind leg on this block of wood, so; and he cut it off, with a large portion of the haunch, at a single blow of the axe. Now the other,  thats it. And having thus cut off the two hind legs, he made several deep gashes in them, thrust a sharp-pointed stick through each, and stuck them up before the blaze to roast. The wood-pigeon was then split open, quite flat, washed clean in salt water, and treated in a similar manner. While these were cooking, we scraped a hole in the sand and ashes under the fire, into which we put our vegetables, and covered them up.

The taro-root was of an oval shape, about ten inches long and four or five thick. It was of a mottled-gray colour, and had a thick rind. We found it somewhat like an Irish potato, and exceedingly good. The yam was roundish, and had a rough brown skin. It was very sweet and well-flavoured. The potato, we were surprised to find, was quite sweet and exceedingly palatable, as also were the plums; and, indeed, the pork and pigeon too, when we came to taste them. Altogether this was decidedly the most luxurious supper we had enjoyed for many a day; and Jack said it was out-of-sight better than we ever got on board ship; and Peterkin said he feared that if we should remain long on the island he would infallibly become a glutton or an epicure: whereat Jack remarked that he need not fear that, for he was both already! And so, having eaten our fill, not forgetting to finish off with a plum, we laid ourselves comfortably down to sleep upon a couch of branches under the overhanging ledge of a coral rock.


CHAPTER XI.

Effects of over-eating, and reflections thereon  Humble advice regarding cold water  The horrible cry accounted for  The curious birds called penguins  Peculiarity of the cocoa nut palm  Questions on the formation of coral islands  Mysterious footsteps  Strange discoveries and sad sights.

When we awoke on the following morning, we found that the sun was already a good way above the horizon, so I came to the conclusion that a heavy supper is not conducive to early rising. Nevertheless, we felt remarkably strong and well, and much disposed to have our breakfast. First, however, we had our customary morning bathe, which refreshed us greatly.

I have often wondered very much in after years that the inhabitants of my own dear land did not make more frequent use of this most charming element, water. I mean in the way of cold bathing. Of course, I have perceived that it is not convenient for them to go into the sea or the rivers in winter, as we used to do on the Coral Island; but then, I knew from experience that a large washing-tub and a sponge do form a most pleasant substitute. The feelings of freshness, of cleanliness, of vigour, and extreme hilarity, that always followed my bathes in the sea, and even, when in England, my ablutions in the wash-tub, were so delightful, that I would sooner have gone without my breakfast than without my bathe in cold water. My readers will forgive me for asking whether they are in the habit of bathing thus every morning; and if they answer No, they will pardon me for recommending them to begin at once. Of late years, since retiring from the stirring life of adventure which I have led so long in foreign climes, I have heard of a system called the cold-water-cure. Now, I do not know much about that system, so I do not mean to uphold it, neither do I intend to run it down. Perhaps, in reference to it, I may just hint that there may be too much of a good thing. I know not; but of this I am quite certain, that there may also be too little of a good thing; and the great delight I have had in cold bathing during the course of my adventurous career inclines me to think that it is better to risk taking too much than to content ones self with too little. Such is my opinion, derived from much experience; but I put it before my readers with the utmost diffidence and with profound modesty, knowing that it may possibly jar with their feelings of confidence in their own ability to know and judge as to what is best and fittest in reference to their own affairs. But, to return from this digression, for which I humbly crave forgiveness.

We had not advanced on our journey much above a mile or so, and were just beginning to feel the pleasant glow that usually accompanies vigorous exercise, when, on turning a point that revealed to us a new and beautiful cluster of islands, we were suddenly arrested by the appalling cry which had so alarmed us a few nights before. But this time we were by no means so much alarmed as on the previous occasion, because, whereas at that time it was night, now it was day; and I have always found, though I am unable to account for it, that daylight banishes many of the fears that are apt to assail us in the dark.

On hearing the sound, Peterkin instantly threw forward his spear.

Now, what can it be? said he, looking round at Jack. I tell you what it is, if we are to go on being pulled up in a constant state of horror and astonishment, as we have been for the last week, the sooner were out o this island the better, notwithstanding the yams and lemonade, and pork and plums!

Peterkins remark was followed by a repetition of the cry, louder than before.

It comes from one of these islands, said Jack.

It must be the ghost of a jackass, then, said Peterkin, for I never heard anything so like.

We all turned our eyes towards the cluster of islands, where, on the largest, we observed curious objects moving on the shore.

Soldiers they are,  thats flat! cried Peterkin, gazing at them in the utmost amazement.

And, in truth, Peterkins remark seemed to me to be correct; for, at the distance from which we saw them, they appeared to be an army of soldiers. There they stood, rank and file, in lines and in squares, marching and countermarching, with blue coats and white trousers. While we were looking at them, the dreadful cry came again over the water, and Peterkin suggested that it must be a regiment sent out to massacre the natives in cold blood. At this remark Jack laughed and said,  

Why, Peterkin, they are penguins!

Penguins? repeated Peterkin.

Ay, penguins, Peterkin, penguins,  nothing more or less than big sea-birds, as you shall see one of these days, when we pay them a visit in our boat, which I mean to set about building the moment we return to our bower.

So, then, our dreadful yelling ghosts and our murdering army of soldiers, remarked Peterkin, have dwindled down to penguins,  big sea-birds! Very good. Then I propose that we continue our journey as fast as possible, lest our island should be converted into a dream before we get completely round it.

Now, as we continued on our way, I pondered much over this new discovery, and the singular appearance of these birds, of which Jack could only give us a very slight and vague account; and I began to long to commence to our boat, in order that we might go and inspect them more narrowly. But by degrees these thoughts left me, and I began to be much taken up again with the interesting peculiarities of the country which we were passing through.

The second night we passed in a manner somewhat similar to the first, at about two-thirds of the way round the island, as we calculated, and we hoped to sleep on the night following at our bower. I will not here note so particularly all that we said and saw during the course of this second day, as we did not make any further discoveries of great importance. The shore along which we travelled, and the various parts of the woods through which we passed, were similar to those which have been already treated of. There were one or two observations that we made, however, and these were as follows:  

We saw that, while many of the large fruit-bearing trees grew only in the valleys, and some of them only near the banks of the streams, where the soil was peculiarly rich, the cocoa-nut palm grew in every place whatsoever,  not only on the hill sides, but also on the sea shore, and even, as has been already stated, on the coral reef itself, where the soil, if we may use the name, was nothing better than loose sand mingled with broken shells and coral rock. So near to the sea, too, did this useful tree grow, that in many places its roots were washed by the spray from the breakers. Yet we found the trees growing thus on the sands to be quite as luxuriant as those growing in the valleys, and the fruit as good and refreshing also. Besides this, I noticed that, on the summit of the high mountain, which we once more ascended at a different point from our first ascent, were found abundance of shells and broken coral formations, which Jack and I agreed proved either that this island must have once been under the sea, or that the sea must once have been above the island. In other words, that as shells and coral could not possibly climb to the mountain top, they must have been washed upon it while the mountain top was on a level with the sea. We pondered this very much; and we put to ourselves the question, What raised the island to its present height above the sea? But to this we could by no means give to ourselves a satisfactory reply. Jack thought it might have been blown up by a volcano; and Peterkin said he thought it must have jumped up of its own accord! We also noticed, what had escaped us before, that the solid rocks of which the island was formed were quite different from the live coral rocks on the shore, where the wonderful little insects were continually working. They seemed, indeed, to be of the sauce material,  a substance like limestone; but, while the coral rocks were quite full of minute cells in which the insects lived, the other rocks inland were hard and solid, without the appearance of cells at all. Our thoughts and conversations on this subject were sometimes so profound that Peterkin said we should certainly get drowned in them at last, even although we were such good divers! Nevertheless we did not allow his pleasantry on this and similar points to deter us from making our notes and observations as we went along.

We found several more droves of hogs in the woods, but abstained from killing any of them, having more than sufficient for our present necessities. We saw also many of their foot-prints in this neighbourhood. Among these we also observed the footprints of a smaller animal, which we examined with much care, but could form no certain opinion as to them. Peterkin thought they were those of a little dog, but Jack and I thought differently. We became very curious on this matter, the more so that we observed these foot-prints to lie scattered about in one locality, as if the animal which had made them was wandering round about in a very irregular manner, and without any object in view. Early in the forenoon of our third day we observed these footprints to be much more numerous than ever, and in one particular spot they diverged off into the woods in a regular beaten track, which was, however, so closely beset with bushes, that we pushed through it with difficulty. We had now become so anxious to find out what animal this was, and where it went to, that we determined to follow the track, and, if possible, clear up the mystery. Peterkin said, in a bantering tone, that he was sure it would be cleared up as usual in some frightfully simple way, and prove to be no mystery at all!

The beaten track seemed much too large to have been formed by the animal itself, and we concluded that some larger animal had made it, and that the smaller one made use of it. But everywhere the creeping plants and tangled bushes crossed our path, so that we forced our way along with some difficulty. Suddenly, as we came upon an open space, we heard a faint cry, and observed a black animal standing in the track before us.

A wild-cat! cried Jack, fitting an arrow to his bow, and discharging it so hastily that he missed the animal, and hit the earth about half a foot to one side of it. To our surprise the wild-cat did not fly, but walked slowly towards the arrow, and snuffed at it.

Thats the most comical wild-cat I ever saw! cried Jack.

Its a tame wild-cat, I think, said Peterkin, levelling his spear to make a charge.

Stop! cried I, laying my hand on his shoulder; I do believe the poor beast is blind. See, it strikes against the branches as it walks along. It must be a very old one; and I hastened towards it.

Only think, said Peterkin, with a suppressed laugh, of a superannuated wild-cat!

We now found that the poor cat was not only blind, or nearly so, but extremely deaf, as it did not hear our footsteps until we were quite close behind it. Then it sprang round, and, putting up its back and tail, while the black hair stood all on end, uttered a hoarse mew and a fuff.

Poor thing, said Peterkin, gently extending his hand, and endeavouring to pat the cats head. Poor pussy; chee, chee, chee; puss, puss, puss; cheetie pussy!

No sooner did the cat hear these sounds than all signs of anger fled, and, advancing eagerly to Peterkin, it allowed itself to be stroked, and rubbed itself against his legs, purring loudly all the time, and showing every symptom of the most extreme delight.

Its no more a wild cat than I am! cried Peterkin, taking it in his arms. Its quite tame. Poor pussy, cheetie pussy!

We now crowded around Peterkin, and were not a little surprised, and, to say truth, a good deal affected, by the sight of the poor animals excessive joy. It rubbed its head against Peterkins cheek, licked his chin, and thrust its head almost violently into his neck, while it purred more loudly than I ever heard a cat purr before, and appeared to be so much overpowered by its feelings, that it occasionally mewed and purred almost in the same breath. Such demonstrations of joy and affection led us at once to conclude that this poor cat must have known man before, and we conjectured that it had been left either accidentally or by design on the island many years ago, and was now evincing its extreme joy at meeting once more with human beings. While we were fondling the cat and talking about it, Jack glanced round the open space in the midst of which we stood.

Hallo! exclaimed he; this looks something like a clearing. The axe has been at work here. Just look at these tree-stumps.

We now turned to examine these, and, without doubt, we found trees that had been cut down here and there, also stumps and broken branches; all of which, however, were completely covered over with moss, and bore evidence of having been in this condition for some years. No human foot-prints were to be seen, either on the track or among the bushes; but those of the cat were found everywhere. We now determined to follow up the track as far as it went, and Peterkin put the cat down; but it seemed to be so weak, and mewed so very pitifully, that he took it up again and carried it in his arms, where, in a few minutes, it fell sound asleep.

About ten yards farther on, the felled trees became more numerous, and the track, diverging to the right, followed for a short space the banks of a stream. Suddenly we came to a spot where once must have been a rude bridge, the stones of which were scattered in the stream, and those on each bank entirely covered over with moss. In silent surprise and expectancy we continued to advance, and, a few yards farther on, beheld, under the shelter of some bread-fruit trees, a small hut or cottage. I cannot hope to convey to my readers a very correct idea of the feelings that affected us on witnessing this unexpected sight. We stood for a long time in silent wonder, for there was a deep and most melancholy stillness about the place that quite overpowered us; and when we did at length speak, it was in subdued whispers, as if we were surrounded by some awful or supernatural influence. Even Peterkins voice, usually so quick and lively on all occasions, was hushed now; for there was a dreariness about this silent, lonely, uninhabited cottage,  so strange in its appearance, so far away from the usual dwellings of man, so old, decayed, and deserted in its aspect,  that fell upon our spirits like a thick cloud, and blotted out as with a pall the cheerful sunshine that had filled us since the commencement of our tour round the island.

The hut or cottage was rude and simple in its construction. It was not more than twelve feet long by ten feet broad, and about seven or eight feet high. It had one window, or rather a small frame in which a window might, perhaps, once have been, but which was now empty. The door was exceedingly low, and formed of rough boards, and the roof was covered with broad cocoa-nut and plantain leaves. But every part of it was in a state of the utmost decay. Moss and green matter grew in spots all over it. The woodwork was quite perforated with holes; the roof had nearly fallen in, and appeared to be prevented from doing so altogether by the thick matting of creeping-plants and the interlaced branches which years of neglect had allowed to cover it almost entirely; while the thick, luxuriant branches of the bread-fruit and other trees spread above it, and flung a deep, sombre shadow over the spot, as if to guard it from the heat and the light of day. We conversed long and in whispers about this strange habitation ere we ventured to approach it; and when at length we did so it was, at least on my part, with feelings of awe.

At first Jack endeavoured to peep in at the window, but from the deep shadow of the trees already mentioned, and the gloom within, he could not clearly discern objects; so we lifted the latch and pushed open the door. We observed that the latch was made of iron, and almost eaten away with rust. In the like condition were also the hinges, which creaked as the door swung back. On entering, we stood still and gazed around us, while we were much impressed with the dreary stillness of the room. But what we saw there surprised and shocked us not a little. There was no furniture in the apartment save a little wooden stool and an iron pot, the latter almost eaten through with rust. In the corner farthest from the door was a low bedstead, on which lay two skeletons, imbedded in a little heap of dry dust. With beating hearts we went forward to examine them. One was the skeleton of a man, the other that of a dog, which was extended close beside that of the man, with its head resting on his bosom

Now we were very much concerned about this discovery, and could scarce refrain from tears on beholding these sad remains. After some time, we began to talk about what we had seen, and to examine in and around the hut, in order to discover some clue to the name or history of this poor man, who had thus died in solitude, with none to mourn his loss save his cat and his faithful dog. But we found nothing,  neither a book nor a scrap of paper. We found, however, the decayed remnants of what appeared to have been clothing, and an old axe. But none of these things bore marks of any kind; and, indeed, they were so much decayed as to convince us that they had lain in the condition in which we found them for many years.

This discovery now accounted to us for the tree stump at the top of the mountain with the initials cut on it; also for the patch of sugar-cane and other traces of man which we had met with in the course of our rambles over the island. And we were much saddened by the reflection that the lot of this poor wanderer might possibly be our own, after many years residence on the island, unless we should be rescued by the visit of some vessel or the arrival of natives. Having no clue whatever to account for the presence of this poor human being in such a lonely spot, we fell to conjecturing what could have brought him there. I was inclined to think that he must have been a shipwrecked sailor, whose vessel had been lost here, and all the crew been drowned except himself and his dog and cat. But Jack thought it more likely that he had run away from his vessel, and had taken the dog and cat to keep him company. We were also much occupied in our minds with the wonderful difference between the cat and the dog. For here we saw that while the one perished, like a loving friend, by its masters side, with its head resting on his bosom, the other had sought to sustain itself by prowling abroad in the forest, and had lived in solitude to a good old age. However, we did not conclude from this that the cat was destitute of affection, for we could not forget its emotions on first meeting with us; but we saw from this, that the dog had a great deal more of generous love in its nature than the cat, because it not only found it impossible to live after the death of its master, but it must needs, when it came to die, crawl to his side and rest its head upon his lifeless breast.

While we were thinking on these things, and examining into everything about the room, we were attracted by an exclamation from Peterkin.

I say, Jack, said he, here is something that will be of use to us.

What is it? said Jack, hastening across the room.

An old pistol, replied Peterkin, holding up the weapon, which he had just pulled from under a heap of broken wood and rubbish that lay in a corner.

That, indeed, might have been useful, said Jack, examining it, if we had any powder; but I suspect the bow and the sling will prove more serviceable.

True, I forgot that, said Peterkin; but we may as well take it with us, for the flint will serve to strike fire with when the sun does not shine.
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After having spent more than an hour at this place without discovering anything of further interest, Peterkin took up the old cat, which had lain very contentedly asleep on the stool whereon he had placed it, and we prepared to take our departure. In leaving the hut, Jack stumbled heavily against the door-post, which was so much decayed as to break across, and the whole fabric of the hut seemed ready to tumble about our ears. This put into our heads that we might as well pull it down, and so form a mound over the skeleton. Jack, therefore, with his axe, cut down the other door-post, which, when it was done, brought the whole hut in ruins to the ground, and thus formed a grave to the bones of the poor recluse and his dog. Then we left the spot, having brought away the iron pot, the pistol, and the old axe, as they might be of much use to us hereafter.

During the rest of this day we pursued our journey, and examined the other end of the large valley, which we found to be so much alike to the parts already described, that I shall not recount the particulars of what we saw in this place. I may, however, remark, that we did not quite recover our former cheerful spirits until we arrived at our bower, which we did late in the evening, and found everything just in the same condition as we had left it three days before.


CHAPTER XII.

Something wrong with the tank  Jacks wisdom and Peterkins impertinence  Wonderful behaviour of a crab  Good wishes for those who dwell far from the sea  Jack commences to build a little boat.

Rest is sweet as well for the body as for the mind. During my long experience, amid the vicissitudes of a chequered life, I have found that periods of profound rest at certain intervals, in addition to the ordinary hours of repose, are necessary to the wellbeing of man. And the nature as well as the period of this rest varies, according to the different temperaments of individuals, and the peculiar circumstances in which they may chance to be placed. To those who work with their minds, bodily labour is rest. To those who labour with the body, deep sleep is rest. To the downcast, the weary, and the sorrowful, joy and peace are rest. Nay, further, I think that to the gay, the frivolous, the reckless, when sated with pleasures that cannot last, even sorrow proves to be rest of a kind, although, perchance, it were better that I should call it relief than rest. There is, indeed, but one class of men to whom rest is denied. There is no rest to the wicked. At this I do but hint, however, as I treat not of that rest which is spiritual, but, more particularly, of that which applies to the mind and to the body.

Of this rest we stood much in need on our return home, and we found it exceedingly sweet, when we indulged in it, after completing the journey just related. It had not, indeed, been a very long journey, nevertheless we had pursued it so diligently that our frames were not a little prostrated. Our minds were also very much exhausted in consequence of the many surprises, frequent alarms, and much profound thought, to which they had been subjected; so that when we lay down on the night of our return under the shelter of the bower, we fell immediately into very deep repose. I can state this with much certainty, for Jack afterwards admitted the fact, and Peterkin, although he stoutly denied it, I heard snoring loudly at least two minutes after lying down. In this condition we remained all night and the whole of the following day without awaking once, or so much as moving our positions. When we did awake it was near sunset, and we were all in such a state of lassitude that we merely rose to swallow a mouthful of food. As Peterkin remarked, in the midst of a yawn, we took breakfast at tea-time, and then went to bed again, where we lay till the following forenoon.

After this we arose very greatly refreshed, but much alarmed lest we had lost count of a day. I say we were much alarmed on this head, for we had carefully kept count of the days since we were cast upon our island, in order that we might remember the Sabbath-day, which day we had hitherto with one accord kept as a day of rest, and refrained from all work whatsoever. However, on considering the subject, we all three entertained the same opinion as to how long we had slept, and so our minds were put at ease.

We now hastened to our Water Garden to enjoy a bathe, and to see how did the animals which I had placed in the tank. We found the garden more charming, pelucid, and inviting than ever, and Jack and I plunged into its depth, and gambolled among its radiant coral groves; while Peterkin wallowed at the surface, and tried occasionally to kick us as we passed below. Having dressed, I then hastened to the tank; but what was my surprise and grief to find nearly all the animals dead, and the water in a putrid condition! I was greatly distressed at this, and wondered what could be the cause of it.

Why, you precious humbug, said Peterkin, coming up to me, how could you expect it to be otherwise? When fishes are accustomed to live in the Pacific Ocean, how can you expect them to exist in a hole like that?

Indeed, Peterkin, I replied, there seems to be truth in what you say. Nevertheless, now I think of it, there must be some error in your reasoning; for, if I put in but a few very small animals, they will bear the same proportion to this pond that the millions of fish bear to the ocean.

I say, Jack, cried Peterkin, waving his hand, come here, like a good fellow. Ralph is actually talking philosophy. Do come to our assistance, for hes out o sight beyond me already!

Whats the matter? inquired Jack, coming up, while he endeavoured to scrub his long hair dry with a towel of cocoa-nut cloth.

I repeated my thoughts to Jack, who, I was happy to find, quite agreed with me. Your best plan, he said, will be to put very few animals at first into your tank, and add more as you find it will bear them. And look here, he added, pointing to the sides of the tank, which, for the space of two inches above the water-level, were incrusted with salt, you must carry your philosophy a little farther, Ralph. That water has evaporated so much that it is too salt for anything to live in. You will require to add fresh water now and then, in order to keep it at the same degree of saltness as the sea.

Very true, Jack, that never struck me before, said I.

And, now I think of it, continued Jack, it seems to me that the surest way of arranging your tank so as to get it to keep pure and in good condition, will be to imitate the ocean in it. In fact make it a miniature Pacific. I dont see how you can hope to succeed unless you do that.

Most true, said I, pondering what my companion said. But I fear that that will be very difficult.

Not at all, cried Jack, rolling his towel up into a ball, and throwing it into the face of Peterkin, who had been grinning and winking at him during the last five minutes. Not at all. Look here. There is water of a certain saltness in the sea; well, fill your tank with sea water, and keep it at that saltness by marking the height at which the water stands on the sides. When it evaporates a little, pour in fresh water from the brook till it comes up to the mark, and then it will be right, for the salt does not evaporate with the water. Then, theres lots of sea-weed in the sea;  well, go and get one or two bits of sea-weed, and put them into your tank. Of course the weed must be alive, and growing to little stones; or you can chip a bit off the rocks with the weed sticking to it. Then, if you like, you can throw a little sand and gravel into your tank, and the things complete.

Nay, not quite, said Peterkin, who had been gravely attentive to this off-hand advice, not quite; you must first make three little men to dive in it before it can be said to be perfect, and that would be rather difficult, I fear, for two of them would require to be philosophers. But hallo! whats this? I say, Ralph, look here. Theres one o your crabs up to something uncommon. Its performing the most remarkable operation for a crab I ever saw,  taking off its coat, I do believe, before going to bed!

We hastily stooped over the tank, and certainly were not a little amused at the conduct of one of the crabs which still survived it companions. It was one of the common small crabs, like to those that are found running about everywhere on the coasts of England. While we gazed at it, we observed its back to split away from the lower part of its body, and out of the gap thus formed came a soft lump which moved and writhed unceasingly. This lump continued to increase in size until it appeared like a bunch of crabs legs: and, indeed, such it proved in a very few minutes to be; for the points of the toes were at length extricated from this hole in its back, the legs spread out, the body followed, and the crab walked away quite entire, even to the points of its nipper-claws, leaving a perfectly entire shell behind it, so that, when we looked, it seemed as though there were two complete crabs instead of one!

Well! exclaimed Peterkin, drawing a long breath, Ive heard of a man jumping out of his skin and sitting down in his skeleton in order to cool himself, but I never expected to see a crab do it!

We were, in truth, much amazed at this spectacle, and the more so when we observed that the new crab was larger than the crab that it came out of. It was also quite soft, but by next morning its skin had hardened into a good shell. We came thus to know that crabs grow in this way, and not by the growing of their shells, as we had always thought before we saw this wonderful operation.

Now I considered well the advice which Jack had given me about preparing my tank, and the more I thought of it, the more I came to regard it as very sound and worthy of being acted on. So I forthwith put his plan in execution, and found it to answer excellently well, indeed much beyond my expectation; for I found that after a little experience had taught me the proper proportion of sea-weed and animals to put into a certain amount of water, the tank needed no farther attendance; and, moreover, I did not require ever afterwards to renew or change the sea-water, but only to add a very little fresh water from the brook, now and then, as the other evaporated. I therefore concluded that if I had been suddenly conveyed, along with my tank, into some region where there was no salt sea at all, my little sea and my sea-fish would have continued to thrive and to prosper notwithstanding. This made me greatly to desire that those people in the world who live far inland might know of my wonderful tank, and, by having materials like to those of which it was made conveyed to them, thus be enabled to watch the habits of those most mysterious animals that reside in the sea, and examine with their own eyes the wonders of the great deep.

For many days after this, while Peterkin and Jack were busily employed in building a little boat out of the curious natural planks of the chestnut tree, I spent much of my time in examining with the burning-glass the marvellous operations that were constantly going on in my tank. Here I saw those anemones which cling, like little red, yellow, and green blobs of jelly, to the rocks, put forth, as it were, a multitude of arms and wait till little fish or other small animalcules unwarily touched them, when they would instantly seize them, fold arm after arm around their victims, and so engulf them in their stomachs. Here I saw the ceaseless working of those little coral insects whose efforts have encrusted the islands of the Pacific with vast rocks, and surrounded them with enormous reefs. And I observed that many of these insects, though extremely minute, were very beautiful, coming out of their holes in a circle of fine threads, and having the form of a shuttle-cock. Here I saw curious little barnacles opening a hole in their backs and constantly putting out a thin feathery hand, with which, I doubt not, they dragged their food into their mouths. Here, also, I saw those crabs which have shells only on the front of their bodies, but no shell whatever on their remarkably tender tails, so that, in order to find a protection to them, they thrust them into the empty shells of wilks, or some such fish, and when they grow too big for one, change into another. But, most curious of all, I saw an animal which had the wonderful power, when it became ill, of casting its stomach and its teeth away from it, and getting an entirely new set in the course of a few months! All this I saw, and a great deal more, by means of my tank and my burning-glass, but I refrain from setting down more particulars here, as I have still much to tell of the adventures that befell us while we remained on this island.


CHAPTER XIII.

Notable discovery at the spouting cliffs  The mysterious green monster explained  We are thrown into unutterable terror by the idea that Jack is drowned  The Diamond Cave.

Come, Jack, cried Peterkin, one morning about three weeks after our return from our long excursion, lets be jolly to-day, and do something vigorous. Im quite tired of hammering and hammering, hewing and screwing, cutting and butting, at that little boat of ours, that seems as hard to build as Noahs ark; let us go on an excursion to the mountain top, or have a hunt after the wild ducks, or make a dash at the pigs. Im quite flat  flat as bad ginger-beer  flat as a pancake; in fact, I want something to rouse me, to toss me up, as it were. Eh! what do you say to it?

Well, answered Jack, throwing down the axe with which he was just about to proceed towards the boat, if thats what you want, I would recommend you to make an excursion to the water-spouts; the last one we had to do with tossed you up a considerable height, perhaps the next will send you higher, who knows, if youre at all reasonable or moderate in your expectations!

Jack, my dear boy, said Peterkin, gravely, you are really becoming too fond of jesting. Its a thing I dont at all approve of, and if you dont give it up, I fear that, for our mutual good, we shall have to part.

Well, then, Peterkin, replied Jack, with a smile, what would you have?

Have? said Peterkin, I would have nothing. I didnt say I wanted to have; I said that I wanted to do.

By the by, said I, interrupting their conversation, I am reminded by this that we have not yet discovered the nature of yon curious appearance that we saw near the water-spouts, on our journey round the island. Perhaps it would be well to go for that purpose.

Humph! ejaculated Peterkin, I know the nature of it well enough.

What was it? said I.

It was of a mysterious nature to be sure! said he, with a wave of his hand, while he rose from the log on which he had been sitting, and buckled on his belt, into which he thrust his enormous club.

Well then, let us away to the water-spouts, cried Jack, going up to the bower for his bow and arrows; and bring your spear, Peterkin. It may be useful.

We now, having made up our minds to examine into this matter, sallied forth eagerly in the direction of the water-spout rocks, which, as I have before mentioned, were not far from our present place of abode. On arriving there we hastened down to the edge of the rocks, and gazed over into the sea, where we observed the pale-green object still distinctly visible, moving its tail slowly to and fro in the water.

Most remarkable! said Jack.

Exceedingly curious, said I.

Beats everything! said Peterkin.

Now, Jack, he added, you made such a poor figure in your last attempt to stick that object, that I would advise you to let me try it. If it has got a heart at all, Ill engage to send my spear right through the core of it; if it hasnt got a heart, Ill send it through the spot where its heart ought to be.

Fire away, then, my boy, replied Jack with a laugh.

Peterkin immediately took the spear, poised it for a second or two above his head, then darted it like an arrow into the sea. Down it went straight into the centre of the green object, passed quite through it, and came up immediately afterwards, pure and unsullied, while the mysterious tail moved quietly as before!

Now, said Peterkin, gravely, that brute is a heartless monster; Ill have nothing more to do with it.

Im pretty sure now, said Jack, that it is merely a phosphoric light; but I must say Im puzzled at its staying always in that exact spot.

I also was much puzzled, and inclined to think with Jack that it must be phosphoric light; of which luminous appearance we had seen much while on our voyage to these seas. But, said I, there is nothing to hinder us from diving down to it, now that we are sure it is not a shark.

True, returned Jack, stripping off his clothes; Ill go down, Ralph, as Im better at diving than you are. Now then, Peterkin, out o the road! Jack stepped forward, joined his hands above his head, bent over the rocks, and plunged into the sea. For a second or two the spray caused by his dive hid him from view, then the water became still, and we saw him swimming far down in the midst of the green object. Suddenly he sank below it, and vanished altogether from our sight! We gazed anxiously down at the spot where he had disappeared, for nearly a minute, expecting every moment to see him rise again for breath; but fully a minute passed, and still he did not reappear. Two minutes passed! and then a flood of alarm rushed in upon my soul, when I considered that during all my acquaintance with him, Jack had never stayed underwater more than a minute at a time; indeed seldom so long.

Oh, Peterkin! I said, in a voice that trembled with increasing anxiety, something has happened. It is more than three minutes now! But Peterkin did not answer and I observed that he was gazing down into the water with a look of intense fear mingled with anxiety, while his face was overspread with a deadly paleness. Suddenly he sprang to his feet and rushed about in a frantic state, wringing his hands, and exclaiming, Oh, Jack, Jack! he is gone! It must have been a shark, and he is gone for ever!

For the next five minutes I know not what I did. The intensity of my feelings almost bereft me of my senses. But I was recalled to myself by Peterkin seizing me by the shoulder and staring wildly into my face, while he exclaimed, Ralph! Ralph! perhaps he has only fainted. Dive for him, Ralph!

It seemed strange that this did not occur to me sooner. In a moment I rushed to the edge of the rocks, and, without waiting to throw off my garments, was on the point to spring into the waves, when I observed something black rising up through the green object. In another moment Jacks head rose to the surface, and he gave a wild shout, flinging back the spray from his locks, as was his wont after a dive. Now we were almost as much amazed at seeing him reappear, well and strong, as we had been at first at his non-appearance; for, to the best of our judgment, he had been nearly ten minutes under water, perhaps longer, and it required no exertion of our reason to convince us that this was utterly impossible for mortal man to do and retain his strength and faculties. It was therefore with a feeling akin to superstitious awe that I held down my hand and assisted him to clamber up the steep rocks. But no such feeling affected Peterkin. No sooner did Jack gain the rocks and seat himself on one, panting for breath, than he threw his arms round his neck, and burst into a flood of tears. Oh, Jack, Jack! said he, where were you? What kept you so long?

After a few moments Peterkin became composed enough to sit still and listen to Jacks explanation, although he could not restrain himself from attempting to wink every two minutes at me, in order to express his joy at Jacks safety. I say he attempted to wink, but I am bound to add that he did not succeed, for his eyes were so much swollen with weeping, that his frequent attempts only resulted in a series of violent and altogether idiotical contortions of the face, that were very far from expressing what he intended. However, I knew what the poor fellow meant by it, so I smiled to him in return, and endeavoured to make believe that he was winking.

Now, lads, said Jack, when we were composed enough to listen to him, yon green object is not a shark; it is a stream of light issuing from a cave in the rocks. Just after I made my dive, I observed that this light came from the side of the rock above which we are now sitting; so I struck out for it, and saw an opening into some place or other that appeared to be luminous within. For one instant I paused to think whether I ought to venture. Then I made up my mind, and dashed into it. For you see, Peterkin, although I take some time to tell this, it happened in the space of a few seconds, so that I knew I had wind enough in me to serve to bring me out o the hole and up to the surface again. Well, I was just on the point of turning,  for I began to feel a little uncomfortable in such a place,  when it seemed to me as if there was a faint light right above me. I darted upwards, and found my head out of water. This relieved me greatly, for I now felt that I could take in air enough to enable me to return the way I came. Then it all at once occurred to me that I might not be able to find the way out again; but, on glancing downwards, my mind was put quite at rest by seeing the green light below me streaming into the cave, just like the light that we had seen streaming out of it, only what I now saw was much brighter.

At first I could scarcely see anything as I gazed around me, it was so dark; but gradually my eyes became accustomed to it, and I found that I was in a huge cave, part of the walls of which I observed on each side of me. The ceiling just above me was also visible, and I fancied that I could perceive beautiful glittering objects there, but the farther end of the cave was shrouded in darkness. While I was looking around me in great wonder, it came into my head that you two would think I was drowned; so I plunged down through the passage again in a great hurry, rose to the surface, and  here I am!

When Jack concluded his recital of what he had seen in this remarkable cave, I could not rest satisfied till I had dived down to see it; which I did, but found it so dark, as Jack had said, that I could scarcely see anything. When I returned, we had a long conversation about it, during which I observed that Peterkin had a most lugubrious expression on his countenance.

Whats the matter, Peterkin? said I.

The matter? he replied. Its all very well for you two to be talking away like mermaids about the wonders of this cave, but you know I must be content to hear about it, while you are enjoying yourselves down there like mad dolphins. Its really too bad.

Im very sorry for you, Peterkin, indeed I am, said Jack, but we cannot help you. If you would only learn to dive

Learn to fly, you might as well say! retorted Peterkin, in a very sulky tone.

If you would only consent to keep still, said I, we would take you down with us in ten seconds.

Hum! returned Peterkin; suppose a salamander was to propose to you only to keep still, and he would carry you through a blazing fire in a few seconds, what would you say?

We both laughed and shook our heads, for it was evident that nothing was to be made of Peterkin in the water. But we could not rest satisfied till we had seen more of this cave; so, after further consultation, Jack and I determined to try if we could take down a torch with us, and set fire to it in the cavern. This we found to be an undertaking of no small difficulty; but we accomplished it at last by the following means:  First, we made a torch of a very inflammable nature out of the bark of a certain tree, which we cut into strips, and, after twisting, cemented together with a kind of resin or gum, which we also obtained from another tree; neither of which trees, however, was known by name to Jack. This, when prepared, we wrapped up in a great number of plies of cocoa-nut cloth, so that we were confident it could not get wet during the short time it should be under water. Then we took a small piece of the tinder, which we had carefully treasured up lest we should require it, as before said, when the sun should fail us; also, we rolled up some dry grass and a few chips, which, with a little bow and drill, like those described before, we made into another bundle, and wrapped it up in cocoa-nut cloth. When all was ready we laid aside our garments, with the exception of our trousers, which, as we did not know what rough scraping against the rocks we might be subjected to, we kept on.

Then we advanced to the edge of the rocks, Jack carrying one bundle, with the torch; I the other, with the things for producing fire.

Now dont weary for us, Peterkin, should we be gone some time, said Jack; well be sure to return in half-an-hour at the very latest, however interesting the cave should be, that we may relieve your mind.

Farewell! said Peterkin, coming up to us with a look of deep but pretended solemnity, while he shook hands and kissed each of us on the cheek. Farewell! and while you are gone I shall repose my weary limbs under the shelter of this bush, and meditate on the changefulness of all things earthly, with special reference to the forsaken condition of a poor ship-wrecked sailor boy! So saying, Peterkin waved his hand, turned from us, and cast himself upon the ground with a look of melancholy resignation, which was so well feigned, that I would have thought it genuine had he not accompanied it with a gentle wink. We both laughed, and, springing from the rocks together, plunged head first into the sea.

We gained the interior of the submarine cave without difficulty, and, on emerging from the waves, supported ourselves for some time by treading-water, while we held the two bundles above our heads. This we did in order to let our eyes become accustomed to the obscurity. Then, when we could see sufficiently, we swam to a shelving rock, and landed in safety. Having wrung the water from our trousers, and dried ourselves as well as we could under the circumstances, we proceeded to ignite the torch. This we accomplished without difficulty in a few minutes; and no sooner did it flare up than we were struck dumb with the wonderful objects that were revealed to our gaze. The roof of the cavern just above us seemed to be about ten feet high, but grew higher as it receded into the distance, until it was lost in darkness. It seemed to be made of coral, and was supported by massive columns of the same material. Immense icicles (as they appeared to us) hung from it in various places. These, however, were formed, not of ice, but of a species of limestone, which seemed to flow in a liquid form towards the point of each, where it became solid. A good many drops fell, however, to the rock below, and these formed little cones, which rose to meet the points above. Some of them had already met, and thus we saw how the pillars were formed, which at first seemed to us as if they had been placed there by some human architect to support the roof. As we advanced farther in, we saw that the floor was composed of the same material as the pillars; and it presented the curious appearance of ripples, such as are formed on water when gently ruffled by the wind. There were several openings on either hand in the walls, that seemed to lead into other caverns; but these we did not explore at this time. We also observed that the ceiling was curiously marked in many places, as if it were the fret-work of a noble cathedral; and the walls, as well as the roof, sparkled in the light of our torch, and threw back gleams and flashes, as if they were covered with precious stones. Although we proceeded far into this cavern, we did not come to the end of it; and we were obliged to return more speedily than we would otherwise have done, as our torch was nearly expended. We did not observe any openings in the roof, or any indications of places whereby light might enter; but near the entrance to the cavern stood an immense mass of pure white coral rock, which caught and threw back the little light that found an entrance through the caves mouth, and thus produced, we conjectured, the pale-green object which had first attracted our attention. We concluded, also, that the reflecting power of this rock was that which gave forth the dim light that faintly illumined the first part of the cave.

Before diving through the passage again we extinguished the small piece of our torch that remained, and left it in a dry spot; conceiving that we might possibly stand in need of it, if at any future time we should chance to wet our torch while diving into the cavern. As we stood for a few minutes after it was out, waiting till our eyes became accustomed to the gloom, we could not help remarking the deep, intense stillness and the unutterable gloom of all around us; and, as I thought of the stupendous dome above, and the countless gems that had sparkled in the torch-light a few minutes before, it came into my mind to consider how strange it is that God should make such wonderful and extremely-beautiful works never to be seen at all, except, indeed, by chance visitors such as ourselves.

I afterwards found that there were many such caverns among the islands of the South Seas, some of them larger and more beautiful than the one I have just described.

Now, Ralph, are you ready? said Jack, in a low voice, that seemed to echo up into the dome above.

Quite ready.

Come along, then, said he; and, plunging off the ledge of the rock into the water, we dived through the narrow entrance. In a few seconds we were panting on the rocks above, and receiving the congratulations of our friend Peterkin.


CHAPTER XIV.

Strange peculiarity of the tides  Also of the twilight  Peterkins remarkable conduct in embracing a little pig and killing a big sow  Sage remarks on jesting  Also on love.

It was quite a relief to us to breathe the pure air and to enjoy the glad sunshine after our long ramble in the Diamond Cave, as we named it; for, although we did not stay more than half an hour away, it seemed to us much longer. While we were dressing, and during our walk home, we did our best to satisfy the curiosity of poor Peterkin, who seemed to regret, with lively sincerity, his inability to dive.

There was no help for it, however, so we condoled with him as we best could. Had there been any great rise or fall in the tide of these seas, we might perhaps have found it possible to take him down with us at low water; but as the tide never rose or fell more than eighteen inches or two feet, this was impossible.

This peculiarity of the tide  its slight rise and fall  had not attracted our observation till some time after our residence on the island. Neither had we observed another curious circumstance until we had been some time there. This was the fact, that the tide rose and fell with constant regularity, instead of being affected by the changes of the moon as in our own country, and as it is in most other parts of the world,  at least in all those parts with which I am acquainted. Every day and every night, at twelve oclock precisely, the tide is at the full; and at six oclock every morning and evening it is ebb. I can speak with much confidence on this singular circumstance, as we took particular note of it, and never found it to alter. Of course, I must admit, we had to guess the hour of twelve midnight, and I think we could do this pretty correctly; but in regard to twelve noon we are quite positive, because we easily found the highest point that the sun reached in the sky by placing ourselves at a certain spot whence we observed the sharp summit of a cliff resting against the sky, just where the sun passed.

Jack and I were surprised that we had not noticed this the first few days of our residence here, and could only account for it by our being so much taken up with the more obvious wonders of our novel situation. I have since learned, however, that this want of observation is a sad and very common infirmity of human nature, there being hundreds of persons before whose eyes the most wonderful things are passing every day, who nevertheless are totally ignorant of them. I therefore have to record my sympathy with such persons, and to recommend to them a course of conduct which I have now for a long time myself adopted,  namely, the habit of forcing my attention upon all things that go on around me, and of taking some degree of interest in them, whether I feel it naturally or not. I suggest this the more earnestly, though humbly, because I have very frequently come to know that my indifference to a thing has generally been caused by my ignorance in regard to it.

We had much serious conversation on this subject of the tides; and Jack told us, in his own quiet, philosophical way, that these tides did great good to the world in many ways, particularly in the way of cleansing the shores of the land, and carrying off the filth that was constantly poured into the sea there-from; which, Peterkin suggested, was remarkably tidy of it to do. Poor Peterkin could never let slip an opportunity to joke, however inopportune it might be: which at first we found rather a disagreeable propensity, as it often interrupted the flow of very agreeable conversation; and, indeed, I cannot too strongly record my disapprobation of this tendency in general: but we became so used to it at last that we found it no interruption whatever; indeed, strange to say, we came to feel that it was a necessary part of our enjoyment (such is the force of habit), and found the sudden outbursts of mirth, resulting from his humorous disposition, quite natural and refreshing to us in the midst of our more serious conversations. But I must not misrepresent Peterkin. We often found, to our surprise, that he knew many things which we did not; and I also observed that those things which he learned from experience were never forgotten. From all these things I came at length to understand that things very opposite and dissimilar in themselves, when united, do make an agreeable whole; as, for example, we three on this our island, although most unlike in many things, when united, made a trio so harmonious that I question if there ever met before such an agreeable triumvirate. There was, indeed, no note of discord whatever in the symphony we played together on that sweet Coral Island; and I am now persuaded that this was owing to our having been all tuned to the same key, namely, that of love! Yes, we loved one another with much fervency while we lived on that island; and, for the matter of that, we love each other still.

And while I am on this subject, or rather the subject that just preceded it  namely, the tides  I may here remark on another curious natural phenomenon. We found that there was little or no twilight in this island. We had a distinct remembrance of the charming long twilight at home, which some people think the most delightful part of the day, though for my part I have always preferred sunrise; and when we first landed, we used to sit down on some rocky point or eminence, at the close of our days work, to enjoy the evening breeze; but no sooner had the sun sunk below the horizon than all became suddenly dark. This rendered it necessary that we should watch the sun when we happened to be out hunting, for to be suddenly left in the dark while in the woods was very perplexing, as, although the stars shone with great beauty and brilliancy, they could not pierce through the thick umbrageous boughs that interlaced above our heads.

But, to return: After having told all we could to Peterkin about the Diamond Cave under Spouting Cliff, as we named the locality, we were wending our way rapidly homewards, when a grunt and a squeal were borne down by the land breeze to our ears.

Thats the ticket! was Peterkins remarkable exclamation, as he started convulsively, and levelled his spear.

Hist! cried Jack; these are your friends, Peterkin. They must have come over expressly to pay you a friendly visit, for it is the first time we have seen them on this side the island.

Come along! cried Peterkin, hurrying towards the wood, while Jack and I followed, smiling at his impatience.

Another grunt and half a dozen squeals, much louder than before, came down the valley. At this time we were just opposite the small vale which lay between the Valley of the Wreck and Spouting Cliff.

I say, Peterkin, cried Jack, in a hoarse whisper.

Well, what ist?

Stay a bit, man. These grunters are just up there on the hill side. If you go and stand with Ralph in the lee of yon cliff, Ill cut round behind and drive them through the gorge, so that youll have a better chance of picking out a good one. Now, mind you pitch into a fat young pig, Peterkin, added Jack, as he sprang into the bushes.

Wont I, just! said Peterkin, licking his lips, as we took our station beside the cliff. I feel quite a tender affection for young pigs in my heart. Perhaps it would be more correct to say in my s  .

There they come! cried I, as a terrific yell from Jack sent the whole herd screaming down the hill. Now, Peterkin, being unable to hold back, crept a short way up a very steep grassy mound, in order to get a better view of the hogs before they came up; and just as he raised his head above its summit, two little pigs, which had outrun their companions, rushed over the top with the utmost precipitation. One of these brushed close past Peterkins ear; the other, unable to arrest its headlong flight, went, as Peterkin himself afterwards expressed it, bash into his arms with a sudden squeal, which was caused more by the force of the blow than the will of the animal, and both of them rolled violently down to the foot of the mound. No sooner was this reached than the little pig recovered its feet, tossed up its tail, and fled shrieking from the spot. But I slang a large stone after it, which, being fortunately well aimed, hit it behind the ear, and felled it to the earth.

Capital, Ralph! thats your sort! cried Peterkin, who, to my surprise and great relief, had risen to his feet. Apparently unhurt, though much dishevelled, he rushed franticly towards the gorge, which the yells of the hogs told us they were now approaching. I had made up my mind that I would abstain from killing another, as, if Peterkin should be successful, two were more than sufficient for our wants at the present time. Suddenly they all burst forth,  two or three little round ones in advance, and an enormous old sow with a drove of hogs at her heels.

Now, Peterkin, said I, theres a nice little fat one; just spear it.

But Peterkin did not move; he allowed it to pass unharmed. I looked at him in surprise, and saw that his lips were compressed and his eyebrows knitted, as if he were about to fight with some awful enemy.

What is it? I inquired, with some trepidation.

Suddenly he levelled his spear, darted forward, and, with a yell that nearly froze the blood in my veins, stabbed the old sow to the heart. Nay, so vigorously was it done that the spear went in at one side and came out at the other!

Oh, Peterkin! said I, going up to him, what have you done?

Done? Ive killed their great-great-grandmother, thats all, said he, looking with a somewhat awe-struck expression at the transfixed animal.

Hallo! whats this? said Jack, as he came up. Why, Peterkin, you must be fond of a tough chop. If you mean to eat this old hog, shell try your jaws, I warrant. What possessed you to stick her, Peterkin?

Why, the fact is I want a pair of shoes.

What have your shoes to do with the old hog? said I, smiling.

My present shoes have certainly nothing to do with her, replied Peterkin; nevertheless she will have a good deal to do with my future shoes. The fact is, when I saw you floor that pig so neatly, Ralph, it struck me that there was little use in killing another. Then I remembered all at once that I had long wanted some leather or tough substance to make shoes of, and this old grandmother seemed so tough that I just made up my mind to stick her, and you see Ive done it!

That you certainly have, Peterkin, said Jack, as he was examining the transfixed animal.

We now considered how we were to carry our game home, for, although the distance was short, the hog was very heavy. At length we hit on the plan of tying its four feet together, and passing the spear handle between them. Jack took one end on his shoulder, I took the other on mine, and Peterkin carried the small pig.

Thus we returned in triumph to our bower, laden, as Peterkin remarked, with the glorious spoils of a noble hunt. As he afterwards spoke in similarly glowing terms in reference to the supper that followed, there is every reason to believe that we retired that night to our leafy beds in a high state of satisfaction.


CHAPTER XV.

Boat-building extraordinary  Peterkin tries his hand at cookery and fails most signally  The boat finished  Curious conversation with the cat, and other matters.

For many days after this Jack applied himself with unremitting assiduity to the construction of our boat, which at length began to look somewhat like one. But those only who have had the thing to do can entertain a right idea of the difficulty involved in such an undertaking, with no other implements than an axe, a bit of hoop-iron, a sail-needle, and a broken pen-knife. But Jack did it. He was of, that disposition which will not be conquered. When he believed himself to be acting rightly, he overcame all obstacles. I have seen Jack, when doubtful whether what he was about to do were right or wrong, as timid and vacillating as a little girl,  and I honour him for it!

As this boat was a curiosity in its way, a few words here relative to the manner of its construction may not be amiss.

I have already mentioned the chestnut tree with its wonderful buttresses or planks. This tree, then, furnished us with the chief part of our material. First of all Jack sought out a limb of a tree of such a form and size as, while it should form the keel a bend at either end should form the stem and stern posts. Such a piece, however, was not easy to obtain, but at last he procured it, by rooting up a small tree which had a branch growing at the proper angle about ten feet up its stem, with two strong roots growing in such a form as enabled him to make a flat-sterned boat. This placed, he procured three branching roots of suitable size, which he fitted to the keel at equal distances, thus forming three strong ribs. Now, the squaring and shaping of these, and the cutting of the grooves in the keel, was an easy enough matter, as it was all work for the axe, in the use of which Jack was become wonderfully expert; but it was quite a different affair when he came to nailing the ribs to the keel, for we had no instrument capable of boring a large hole, and no nails to fasten them with. We were, indeed, much perplexed here; but Jack at length devised an instrument that served very well. He took the remainder of our hoop-iron and beat it into the form of a pipe or cylinder, about as thick as a mans finger. This he did by means of our axe and the old rusty axe we had found at the house of the poor man at the other side of the island. This, when made red hot, bored slowly though the timbers; and, the better to retain the heat, Jack shut up one end of it and filled it with sand. True, the work was very slowly done, but it mattered not  we had little else to do. Two holes were bored in each timber, about an inch and a half apart, and also down into the keel, but not quite through. Into these were placed stout pegs made of a tree called iron-wood; and, when they were hammered well home, the timbers were as firmly fixed as if they had been nailed with iron. The gunwales, which were very stout, were fixed in a similar manner. But, besides the wooden nails, they were firmly lashed to the stem and stern posts and ribs by means of a species of cordage which we had contrived to make out of the fibrous husk of the cocoa nut. This husk was very tough, and when a number of the threads were joined together they formed excellent cordage. At first we tied the different lengths together, but this was such a clumsy and awkward complication of knots, that we contrived, by careful interlacing of the ends together before twisting, to make good cordage of any size or length we chose. Of course it cost us much time and infinite labour, but Jack kept up our spirits when we grew weary, and so all that we required was at last constructed.

Planks were now cut off the chestnut trees of about an inch thick. These were dressed with the axe,  but clumsily, for an axe is ill adapted for such work. Five of these planks on each side were sufficient, and we formed the boat in a very rounded, barrel-like shape, in order to have as little twisting of the planks as possible; for, although we could easily bend them, we could not easily twist them. Having no nails to rivet the planks with, we threw aside the ordinary fashion of boat building and adopted one of our own. The planks were therefore placed on each others edges, and sewed together with the tough cordage already mentioned. They were also thus sewed to the stem, the stern, and the keel. Each stitch or tie was six inches apart, and was formed thus: Three holes were bored in the upper plank and three in the lower,  the holes being above each other, that is, in a vertical line. Through these holes the cord was passed, and, when tied, formed a powerful stitch of three ply. Besides this, we placed between the edges of the planks, layers of cocoa-nut fibre, which, as it swelled when wetted, would, we hoped, make our little vessel water-tight. But in order further to secure this end, we collected a large quantity of pitch from the bread-fruit tree, with which, when boiled in our old iron pot, we payed the whole of the inside of the boat, and, while it was yet hot, placed large pieces of cocoa-nut cloth on it, and then gave it another coat above that. Thus the interior was covered with a tough water-tight material; while the exterior, being uncovered, and so exposed to the swelling action of the water, was we hoped, likely to keep the boat quite dry. I may add that our hopes were not disappointed.

While Jack was thus engaged, Peterkin and I sometimes assisted him, but, as our assistance was not much required, we more frequently went a-hunting on the extensive mud-flats at the entrance of the long valley which lay nearest to our bower. Here we found large flocks of ducks of various kinds, some of them bearing so much resemblance to the wild ducks of our own country that I think they must have been the same. On these occasions we took the bow and the sling, with both of which we were often successful, though I must confess I was the least so. Our suppers were thus pleasantly varied, and sometimes we had such a profusion spread out before us that we frequently knew not with which of the dainties to begin.

I must also add, that the poor old cat which we had brought home had always a liberal share of our good things, and so well was it looked after, especially by Peterkin, that it recovered much of its former strength, and seemed to improve in sight as well as hearing.
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The large flat stone, or rock of coral, which stood just in front of the entrance to our bower, was our table. On this rock we had spread out the few articles we possessed the day we were shipwrecked; and on the same rock, during many a day afterwards, we spread out the bountiful supply with which we had been blessed on our Coral Island. Sometimes we sat down at this table to a feast consisting of hot rolls,  as Peterkin called the newly baked bread fruit,  a roast pig, roast duck, boiled and roasted yams, cocoa nuts, taro, and sweet potatoes; which we followed up with a dessert of plums, apples, and plantains,  the last being a large-sized and delightful fruit, which grew on a large shrub or tree not more than twelve feet high, with light-green leaves of enormous length and breadth. These luxurious feasts were usually washed down with cocoa-nut lemonade.

Occasionally Peterkin tried to devise some new dish, a conglomerate, as he used to say; but these generally turned out such atrocious compounds that he was ultimately induced to give up his attempts in extreme disgust. Not forgetting, however, to point out to Jack that his failure was a direct contradiction to the proverb which he, Jack, was constantly thrusting down his throat, namely, that where theres a will theres a way. For he had a great will to become a cook, but could by no means find a way to accomplish that end.

One day, while Peterkin and I were seated beside our table on which dinner was spread, Jack came up from the beach, and, flinging down his axe, exclaimed,  

There, lads, the boats finished at last! so weve nothing to do now but shape two pair of oars, and then we may put to sea as soon as we like.

This piece of news threw us into a state of great joy; for although we were aware that the boat had been gradually getting near its completion, it had taken so long that we did not expect it to be quite ready for at least two or three weeks. But Jack had wrought hard and said nothing, in order to surprise us.

My dear fellow, cried Peterkin, youre a perfect trump. But why did you not tell us it was so nearly ready? wont we have a jolly sail to-morrow? eh?

Dont talk so much, Peterkin, said Jack; and, pray, hand me a bit of that pig.

Certainly, my dear, cried Peterkin, seizing the axe; what part will you have? a leg, or a wing, or a piece of the breast; which?

A hind leg, if you please, answered Jack; and, pray, be so good as to include the tail.

With all my heart, said Peterkin, exchanging the axe for his hoop-iron knife, with which he cut off the desired portion. Im only too glad, my dear boy, to see that your appetite is so wholesale; and theres no chance whatever of its dwindling down into re-tail again, at least in so far as this pig is concerned. Ralph, lad, why dont you laugh?  eh? he added turning suddenly to me with a severe look of inquiry.

Laugh? said I; what at, Peterkin? why should I laugh?

Both Jack and Peterkin answered this inquiry by themselves laughing so immoderately that I was induced to believe I had missed noticing some good joke, so I begged that it might be explained to me; but as this only produced repeated roars of laughter, I smiled and helped myself to another slice of plantain.

Well, but, continued Peterkin, I was talking of a sail to-morrow. Cant we have one, Jack?

No, replied Jack, we cant have a sail, but I hope we shall have a row, as I intend to work hard at the oars this afternoon, and, if we cant get them finished by sunset well light our candle-nuts, and turn them out of hands before we turn into bed.

Very good, said Peterkin, tossing a lump of pork to the cat, who received it with a mew of satisfaction. Ill help you, if I can.

Afterwards, continued Jack, we will make a sail out of the cocoa-nut cloth, and rig up a mast, and then we shall be able to sail to some of the other islands, and visit our old friends the penguins.

The prospect of being so soon in a position to extend our observations to the other islands, and enjoy a sail over the beautiful sea, afforded us much delight, and, after dinner, we set about making the oars in good earnest. Jack went into the woods and blocked them roughly out with the axe, and I smoothed them down with the knife, while Peterkin remained in the bower, spinning, or, rather, twisting some strong thick cordage with which to fasten them to the boat.

We worked hard and rapidly, so that, when the sun went down, Jack and I returned to the bower with four stout oars, which required little to be done to them save a slight degree of polishing with the knife. As we drew near we were suddenly arrested by the sound of a voice! We were not a little surprised at this  indeed I may almost say alarmed  for, although Peterkin was undoubtedly fond of talking, we had never, up to this time, found him talking to himself. We listened intently, and still heard the sound of a voice as if in conversation. Jack motioned me to be silent, and, advancing to the bower on tip-toe, we peeped in.

The sight that met our gaze was certainly not a little amusing. On the top of a log which we sometimes used as a table, sat the black cat, with a very demure expression on its countenance; and in front of it, sitting on the ground, with his legs extended on either side of the log, was Peterkin. At the moment we saw him he was gazing intently into the cats face, with his nose about four inches from it,  his hands being thrust into his breeches pockets.

Cat, said Peterkin, turning his head a little on one side, I love you!

There was a pause, as if Peterkin awaited a reply to this affectionate declaration but the cat said nothing.

Do you hear me? cried Peterkin, sharply. I love you  I do. Dont you love me?

To this touching appeal the cat said Mew, faintly.

Ah! thats right. Youre a jolly old rascal. Why did you not speak at once? eh? and Peterkin put forward his mouth and kissed the cat on the nose!

Yes, continued Peterkin, after a pause, I love you. Dyou think Id say so if I didnt, you black villain? I love you because Ive got to take care of you, and to look after you, and to think about you, and to see that you dont die

Mew, me-a-w! said the cat.

Very good, continued Peterkin, quite true, I have no doubt; but youve no right to interrupt me, sir. Hold your tongue till I have done speaking. Moreover, cat, I love you because you came to me the first time you ever saw me, and didnt seem to be afraid, and appeared to be fond of me, though you didnt know that I wasnt going to kill you. Now, that was brave, that was bold, and very jolly, old boy, and I love you for it  I do!

Again there was a pause of a few minutes, during which the cat looked placid, and Peterkin dropped his eyes upon its toes as if in contemplation. Suddenly he looked up.

Well, cat, what are you thinking about now? wont speak? eh? Now, tell me; dont you think its a monstrous shame that these two scoundrels, Jack and Ralph, should keep us waiting for our supper so long?

Here the cat arose, put up its back and stretched itself; yawned slightly, and licked the point of Peterkins nose!

Just so, old boy, youre a clever fellow,  I really do believe the brute understands me! said Peterkin, while a broad grin overspread his face, as he drew back and surveyed the cat.

At this point Jack burst into a loud fit of laughter. The cat uttered an angry fuff and fled, while Peterkin sprang up and exclaimed,  

Bad luck to you, Jack! youve nearly made the heart jump out of my body, you have.

Perhaps I have, replied Jack, laughing, as we entered the bower, but, as I dont intend to keep you or the cat any longer from your supper, I hope that youll both forgive me.

Peterkin endeavoured to turn this affair off with a laugh, but I observed that he blushed very deeply at the time we discovered ourselves, and he did not seem to relish any allusion to the subject afterwards; so we refrained from remarking on it ever after,  though it tickled us not a little at the time.

After supper we retired to rest and to dream of wonderful adventures in our little boat, and distant voyages upon the sea.


CHAPTER XVI.

The boat launched  We visit the coral reef  The great breaker that never goes down  Coral insects  The way in which coral islands are made  The boats sail  We tax our ingenuity to form fish-hooks  Some of the fish we saw  And a monstrous whale  Wonderful shower of little fish  Water-spouts.

It was a bright, clear, beautiful morning, when we first launched our little boat and rowed out upon the placid waters of the lagoon. Not a breath of wind ruffled the surface of the deep. Not a cloud spotted the deep blue sky. Not a sound that was discordant broke the stillness of the morning, although there were many sounds, sweet, tiny, and melodious, that mingled in the universal harmony of nature. The sun was just rising from the Pacifics ample bosom and tipping the mountain tops with a red glow. The sea was shining like a sheet of glass, yet heaving with the long deep swell that, all the world round, indicates the life of ocean; and the bright sea-weeds and the brilliant corals shone in the depths of that pellucid water, as we rowed over it, like rare and precious gems. Oh! it was a sight fitted to stir the soul of man to its profoundest depths, and, if he owned a heart at all, to lift that heart in adoration and gratitude to the great Creator of this magnificent and glorious universe.

At first, in the strength of our delight, we rowed hither and thither without aim or object. But after the effervescence of our spirits was abated, we began to look about us and to consider what we should do.

I vote that we row to the reef, cried Peterkin.

And I vote that we visit the islands within the lagoon, said I.

And I vote we do both, cried Jack, so pull away, boys.

As I have already said, we had made four oars, but our boat was so small that only two were necessary. The extra pair were reserved in case any accident should happen to the others. It was therefore only needful that two of us should row, while the third steered, by means of an oar, and relieved the rowers occasionally.

First we landed on one of the small islands and ran all over it, but saw nothing worthy of particular notice. Then we landed on a larger island, on which were growing a few cocoa-nut trees. Not having eaten anything that morning, we gathered a few of the nuts and breakfasted. After this we pulled straight out to sea and landed on the coral reef.

This was indeed a novel and interesting sight to us. We had now been so long on shore that we had almost forgotten the appearance of breakers, for there were none within the lagoon; but now, as we stood beside the foam-crested billow of the open sea, all the enthusiasm of the sailor was awakened in our breasts; and, as we gazed on the wide-spread ruin of that single magnificent breaker that burst in thunder at our feet, we forgot the Coral Island behind us; we forgot our bower and the calm repose of the scented woods; we forgot all that had passed during the last few months, and remembered nothing but the storms, the calms, the fresh breezes and the surging billows of the open sea.

This huge, ceaseless breaker, to which I have so often alluded, was a much larger and more sublime object than we had at all imagined it to be. It rose many yards above the level of the sea, and could be seen approaching at some distance from the reef. Slowly and majestically it came on, acquiring greater volume and velocity as it advanced, until it assumed the form of a clear watery arch, which sparkled in the bright sun. On it came with resistless and solemn majesty,  the upper edge lipped gently over, and it fell with a roar that seemed as though the heart of Ocean were broken in the crash of tumultuous water, while the foam-clad coral reef appeared to tremble beneath the mighty shock!

We gazed long and wonderingly at this great sight, and it was with difficulty we could tear ourselves away from it. As I have once before mentioned, this wave broke in many places over the reef and scattered some of its spray into the lagoon, but in most places the reef was sufficiently broad and elevated to receive and check its entire force. In many places the coral rocks were covered with vegetation,  the beginning, as it appeared to us, of future islands. Thus, on this reef, we came to perceive how most of the small islands of those seas are formed. On one part we saw the spray of the breaker washing over the rocks, and millions of little, active, busy creatures continuing the work of building up this living rampart. At another place, which was just a little too high for the waves to wash over it, the coral insects were all dead; for we found that they never did their work above water. They had faithfully completed the mighty work which their Creator had given them to do, and they were now all dead. Again, in other spots the ceaseless lashing of the sea had broken the dead coral in pieces, and cast it up in the form of sand. Here sea-birds had alighted, little pieces of sea-weed and stray bits of wood had been washed up, seeds of plants had been carried by the wind and a few lovely blades of bright green had already sprung up, which, when they died, would increase the size and fertility of these emeralds of Ocean. At other places these islets had grown apace, and were shaded by one or two cocoa-nut trees, which grew, literally, in the sand, and were constantly washed by the ocean spray; yet, as I have before remarked, their fruit was most refreshing and sweet to our taste.

Again at this time Jack and I pondered the formation of the large coral islands. We could now understand how the low ones were formed, but the larger islands cost us much consideration, yet we could arrive at no certain conclusion on the subject.

Having satisfied our curiosity and enjoyed ourselves during the whole day, in our little boat, we returned, somewhat wearied, and, withal, rather hungry, to our bower.

Now, said Jack, as our boat answers so well, we will get a mast and sail made immediately.

So we will, cried Peterkin, as we all assisted to drag the boat above high-water mark; well light our candle and set about it this very night. Hurrah, my boys, pull away!

As we dragged our boat, we observed that she grated heavily on her keel; and, as the sands were in this place mingled with broken coral rocks, we saw portions of the wood being scraped off.

Hallo! cried Jack, on seeing this. That wont do. Our keel will be worn off in no time at this rate.

So it will, said I, pondering deeply as to how this might be prevented. But I am not of a mechanical turn, naturally, so I could conceive no remedy save that of putting a plate of iron on the keel, but as we had no iron I knew not what was to be done. It seems to me, Jack, I added, that it is impossible to prevent the keel being worn off thus.

Impossible! cried Peterkin, my dear Ralph, you are mistaken, there is nothing so easy

How? I inquired, in some surprise.

Why, by not using the boat at all! replied Peterkin.

Hold your impudent tongue, Peterkin, said Jack, as he shouldered the oars, come along with me and Ill give you work to do. In the first place, you will go and collect cocoa-nut fibre, and set to work to make sewing twine with it

Please, captain, interrupted Peterkin, Ive got lots of it made already,  more than enough, as a little friend of mine used to be in the habit of saying every day after dinner.

Very well, continued Jack; then youll help Ralph to collect cocoa-nut cloth, and cut it into shape, after which well make a sail of it. Ill see to getting the mast and the gearing; so lets to work.

And to work we went right busily, so that in three days from that time we had set up a mast and sail, with the necessary rigging, in our little boat. The sail was not, indeed, very handsome to look at, as it was formed of a number of oblong patches of cloth; but we had sewed it well by means of our sail-needle, so that it was strong, which was the chief point. Jack had also overcome the difficulty about the keel, by pinning to it a false keel. This was a piece of tough wood, of the same length and width as the real keel, and about five inches deep. He made it of this depth because the boat would be thereby rendered not only much more safe, but more able to beat against the wind; which, in a sea where the trade-winds blow so long and so steadily in one direction, was a matter of great importance. This piece of wood was pegged very firmly to the keel; and we now launched our boat with the satisfaction of knowing that when the false keel should be scraped off we could easily put on another; whereas, should the real keel have been scraped away, we could not have renewed it without taking our boat to pieces, which Peterkin said made his marrow quake to think upon.

The mast and sail answered excellently; and we now sailed about in the lagoon with great delight, and examined with much interest the appearance of our island from a distance. Also, we gazed into the depths of the water, and watched for hours the gambols of the curious and bright-coloured fish among the corals and sea-weed. Peterkin also made a fishing line, and Jack constructed a number of hooks, some of which were very good, others remarkably bad. Some of these hooks were made of iron-wood, which did pretty well, the wood being extremely hard, and Jack made them very thick and large. Fish there are not particular. Some of the crooked bones in fish-heads also answered for this purpose pretty well. But that which formed our best and most serviceable hook was the brass finger-ring belonging to Jack. It gave him not a little trouble to manufacture it. First he cut it with the axe; then twisted it into the form of a hook. The barb took him several hours to cut. He did it by means of constant sawing with the broken pen-knife. As for the point, an hours rubbing on a piece of sandstone made an excellent one.

It would be a matter of much time and labour to describe the appearance of the multitudes of fish that were day after day drawn into our boat by means of the brass hook. Peterkin always caught them,  for we observed that he derived much pleasure from fishing,  while Jack and I found ample amusement in looking on, also in gazing down at the coral groves, and in baiting the hook. Among the fish that we saw, but did not catch, were porpoises and sword-fish, whales and sharks. The porpoises came frequently into our lagoon in shoals, and amused us not a little by their bold leaps into the air, and their playful gambols in the sea. The sword-fish were wonderful creatures; some of them apparently ten feet in length, with an ivory spear, six or eight feet long, projecting from their noses. We often saw them darting after other fish, and no doubt they sometimes killed them with their ivory swords. Jack remembered having heard once of a sword-fish attacking a ship,  which seemed strange indeed; but, as they are often in the habit of attacking whales, perhaps it mistook the ship for one. This sword-fish ran against the vessel with such force, that it drove its sword quite through the thick planks; and when the ship arrived in harbour, long afterwards, the sword was found still sticking in it!

Sharks did not often appear; but we took care never again to bathe in deep water without leaving one of our number in the boat to give us warning, if he should see a shark approaching. As for the whales, they never came into our lagoon, but we frequently saw them spouting in the deep water beyond the reef. I shall never forget my surprise the first day I saw one of these huge monsters close to me. We had been rambling about on the reef during the morning, and were about to re-embark in our little boat, to return home, when a loud blowing sound caused us to wheel rapidly round. We were just in time to see a shower of spray falling, and the flukes or tail of some monstrous fish disappear in the sea a few hundred yards off. We waited some time to see if he would rise again. As we stood, the sea seemed to open up at our very feet; an immense spout of water was sent with a snort high into the air, and the huge blunt head of a sperm whale arose before us. It was so large that it could easily have taken our little boat, along with ourselves, into its mouth! It plunged slowly back into the sea, like a large ship foundering, and struck the water with its tail so forcibly as to cause a sound like a cannon shot. We also saw a great number of flying fish, although we caught none; and we noticed that they never flew out of the water except when followed by their bitter foe, the dolphin, from whom they thus endeavoured to escape. But of all the fish that we saw, none surprised us so much as those that we used to find in shallow pools after a shower of rain; and this not on account of their appearance, for they were ordinary-looking and very small, but on account of their having descended in a shower of rain! We could account for them in no other way, because the pools in which we found these fish were quite dry before the shower, and at some distance above high-water mark. Jack, however, suggested a cause which seemed to me very probable. We used often to see water-spouts in the sea. A water-spout is a whirling body of water, which rises from the sea like a sharp-pointed pillar. After rising a good way, it is met by a long tongue, which comes down from the clouds; and when the two have joined, they look something like an hour-glass. The water-spout is then carried by the wind, sometimes gently, sometimes with violence, over the sea, sometimes up into the clouds, and then, bursting asunder, it descends in a deluge. This often happens over the land as well as over the sea; and it sometimes does much damage, but frequently it passes gently away. Now, Jack thought that the little fish might perhaps have been carried up in a water-spout, and so sent down again in a shower of rain. But we could not be certain as to this point; yet we thought it likely.

During these delightful fishing and boating excursions we caught a good many eels, which we found to be very good to eat. We also found turtles among the coral rocks, and made excellent soup in our iron kettle. Moreover, we discovered many shrimps and prawns, so that we had no lack of variety in our food; and, indeed, we never passed a week without making some new and interesting discovery of some sort or other, either on the land or in the sea.


CHAPTER XVII.

A monster wave and its consequences  The boat lost and found  Peterkins terrible accident  Supplies of food for a voyage in the boat  We visit Penguin Island, and are amazed beyond measure  Account of the penguins.

One day, not long after our little boat was finished, we were sitting on the rocks at Spouting Cliff, and talking of an excursion which we intended to make to Penguin Island the next day.

You see, said Peterkin, it might be all very well for a stupid fellow like me to remain here and leave the penguins alone, but it would be quite inconsistent with your characters as philosophers to remain any longer in ignorance of the habits and customs of these birds; so the sooner we go the better.

Very true, said I; there is nothing I desire so much as to have a closer inspection of them.

And I think, said Jack, that you had better remain at home, Peterkin, to take care of the cat; for Im sure the hogs will be at it in your absence, out of revenge for your killing their great-grandmother so recklessly.

Stay at home? cried Peterkin; my dear fellow, you would certainly lose your way, or get upset, if I were not there to take care of you.

Ah, true, said Jack, gravely, that did not occur to me; no doubt you must go. Our boat does require a good deal of ballast; and all that you say, Peterkin, carries so much weight with it, that we wont need stones if you go.

Now, while my companions were talking, a notable event occurred, which, as it is not generally known, I shall be particular in recording here.

While we were talking, as I have said, we noticed a dark line, like a low cloud or fog-bank, on the seaward horizon. The day was a fine one, though cloudy, and a gentle breeze was blowing, but the sea was not rougher, or the breaker on the reef higher, than usual. At first we thought that this looked like a thunder-cloud; and, as we had had a good deal of broken weather of late, accompanied by occasional peals of thunder, we supposed that a storm must be approaching. Gradually, however, this line seemed to draw nearer, without spreading up over the sky, as would certainly have been the case if it had been a storm-cloud. Still nearer it came, and soon we saw that it was moving swiftly towards the island; but there was no sound till it reached the islands out at sea. As it passed these islands, we observed, with no little anxiety, that a cloud of white foam encircled them, and burst in spray into the air: it was accompanied by a loud roar. This led us to conjecture that the approaching object was an enormous wave of the sea; but we had no idea how large it was till it came near to ourselves. When it approached the outer reef, however, we were awe-struck with its unusual magnitude; and we sprang to our feet, and clambered hastily up to the highest point of the precipice, under an indefinable feeling of fear.

I have said before that the reef opposite Spouting Cliff was very near to the shore, while, just in front of the bower, it was at a considerable distance out to sea. Owing to this formation, the wave reached the reef at the latter point before it struck at the foot of Spouting Cliff. The instant it touched the reef we became aware, for the first time, of its awful magnitude. It burst completely over the reef at all points, with a roar that seemed louder to me than thunder; and this roar continued for some seconds, while the wave rolled gradually along towards the cliff on which we stood. As its crest reared before us, we felt that we were in great danger, and turned to flee; but we were too late. With a crash that seemed to shake the solid rocks the gigantic billow fell, and instantly the spouting-holes sent up a gush of water-spouts with such force that they shrieked on issuing from their narrow vents. It seemed to us as if the earth had been blown up with water. We were stunned and confused by the shock, and so drenched and blinded with spray, that we knew not for a few moments whither to flee for shelter. At length we all three gained an eminence beyond the reach of the water; but what a scene of devastation met our gaze as we looked along the shore! This enormous wave not only burst over the reef, but continued its way across the lagoon, and fell on the sandy beach of the island with such force that passed completely over it and dashed into the woods, levelling the smaller trees and bushes in its headlong course!

On seeing this, Jack said he feared our bower must have been swept away, and that the boat, which was on the beach, must have been utterly destroyed. Our hearts sank within us as we thought of this, and we hastened round through the woods towards our home. On reaching it we found, to our great relief of mind, that the force of the wave had been expended just before reaching the bower; but the entrance to it was almost blocked up by the torn-up bushes and tangled heaps of sea-weed. Having satisfied ourselves as to the bower, we hurried to the spot where the boat had been left; but no boat was there! The spot on which it had stood was vacant, and no sign of it could we see on looking around us.

It may have been washed up into the woods, said Jack, hurrying up the beach as he spoke. Still, no boat was to be seen, and we were about to give ourselves over to despair, when Peterkin called to Jack and said,  

Jack, my friend, you were once so exceedingly sagacious and wise as to make me acquainted with the fact that cocoa nuts grow upon trees; will you now be so good as to inform me what sort of fruit that is growing on the top of yonder bush? for I confess to being ignorant, or, at least, doubtful on the point.

We looked towards the bush indicated, and there, to our surprise, beheld our little boat snugly nestled among the leaves! We were very much overjoyed at this, for we would have suffered any loss rather than the loss of our boat. We found that the wave had actually borne the boat on its crest from the beach into the woods, and there launched it into the heart of this bush; which was extremely fortunate, for had it been tossed against a rock or a tree, it would have been dashed to pieces, whereas it had not received the smallest injury. It was no easy matter, however, to get it out of the bush and down to the sea again. This cost us two days of hard labour to accomplish.

We had also much ado to clear away the rubbish from before the bower, and spent nearly a week in constant labour ere we got the neighbourhood to look as clean and orderly as before; for the uprooted bushes and sea-weed that lay on the beach formed a more dreadfully confused-looking mass than one who had not seen the place after the inundation could conceive.

Before leaving the subject I may mention, for the sake of those who interest themselves in the curious natural phenomena of our world, that this gigantic wave occurs regularly on some of the islands of the Pacific, once, and sometimes twice in the year. I heard this stated by the missionaries during my career in those seas. They could not tell me whether it visited all of the islands, but I was certainly assured that it occurred periodically in some of them.

After we had got our home put to rights and cleared of the debris of the inundation, we again turned our thoughts to paying the penguins a visit. The boat was therefore overhauled and a few repairs done. Then we prepared a supply of provisions, for we intended to be absent at least a night or two, perhaps longer. This took us some time to do, for while Jack was busy with the boat, Peterkin was sent into the woods to spear a hog or two, and had to search long, sometimes, ere he found them. Peterkin was usually sent on this errand, when we wanted a pork chop (which was not seldom), because he was so active, and could run so wonderfully fast that he found no difficulty in overtaking the hogs; but, being dreadfully reckless, he almost invariably tumbled over stumps and stones in the course of his wild chase, and seldom returned home without having knocked the skin off his shins. Once, indeed, a more serious accident happened to him. He had been out all morning alone and did not return at the usual time to dinner. We wondered at this, for Peterkin was always very punctual at the dinner hour. As supper-time drew near we began to be anxious about him, and at length sallied forth to search the woods. For a long time we sought in vain, but a little before dark we came upon the tracks of the hogs, which we followed up until we came to the brow of a rather steep bank or precipice. Looking over this we beheld Peterkin lying in a state of insensibility at the foot, with his cheek resting on the snout of a little pig, which was pinned to the earth by the spear! We were dreadfully alarmed, but hastened to bathe his forehead with water, and had soon the satisfaction of seeing him revive. After we had carried him home he related to as how the thing had happened.

You must know, said he, I walked about all the forenoon, till I was as tired as an old donkey, without seeing a single grunter, not so much as a track of one; but, as I was determined not to return empty-handed, I resolved to go without my dinner and

What! exclaimed Jack, did you really resolve to do that?

Now, Jack, hold your tongue, returned Peterkin; I say that I resolved to forego my dinner and to push to the head of the small valley, where I felt pretty sure of discovering the hogs. I soon found that I was on the right scent, for I had scarcely walked half a mile in the direction of the small plum tree we found there the other day, when a squeak fell on my ear. Ho, ho, said I, there you go, my boys; and I hurried up the glen. I soon started them, and singling out a fat pig, ran tilt at him. In a few seconds I was up with him, and stuck my spear right through his dumpy body. Just as I did so, I saw that we were on the edge of a precipice, whether high or low I knew not, but I had been running at such a pace that I could not stop, so the pig and I gave a howl in concert and went plunging over together. I remembered nothing more after that, till I came to my senses and found you bathing my temples, and Ralph wringing his hands over me.

But although Peterkin was often unfortunate, in the way of getting tumbles, he was successful on the present occasion in hunting, and returned before evening with three very nice little hogs. I, also, was successful in my visit to the mud-flats, where I killed several ducks. So that, when we launched and loaded our boat at sunrise the following morning, we found our store of provisions to be more than sufficient. Part had been cooked the night before, and, on taking note of the different items, we found the account to stand thus:  

10 Bread-fruits, (two baked, eight unbaked.)
20 Yams, (six roasted, the rest raw.)
6 Taro roots.
50 Fine large plums.
6 Cocoa nuts, ripe.
6 Ditto green, (for drinking.)
4 Large ducks and two small ones, raw.
3 Cold roast pigs, with stuffing.

I may here remark that the stuffing had been devised by Peterkin specially for the occasion. He kept the manner of its compounding a profound secret, so I cannot tell what it was; but I can say, with much confidence, that we found it to be atrociously bad, and, after the first tasting, scraped it carefully out and threw it overboard. We calculated that this supply would last us for several days, but we afterwards found that it was much more than we required, especially in regard to the cocoa nuts, of which we found large supplies wherever we went. However, as Peterkin remarked, it was better to have too much than too little, as we knew not to what straits we might be put during our voyage.

It was a very calm sunny morning when we launched forth and rowed over the lagoon towards the outlet in the reef, and passed between the two green islets that guard the entrance. We experienced some difficulty and no little danger in passing the surf of the breaker, and shipped a good deal of water in the attempt; but, once past the billow, we found ourselves floating placidly on the long oily swell that rose and fell slowly as it rolled over the wide ocean.

Penguin Island lay on the other side of our own island, at about a mile beyond the outer reef, and we calculated that it must be at least twenty miles distant by the way we should have to go. We might, indeed, have shortened the way by coasting round our island inside of the lagoon, and going out at the passage in the reef nearly opposite to Penguin Island, but we preferred to go by the open sea; first, because it was more adventurous; and, secondly, because we should have the pleasure of again feeling the motion of the deep, which we all loved very much, not being liable to sea sickness.

I wish we had a breeze, said Jack.

So do I, cried Peterkin, resting on his oar and wiping his heated brow; pulling is hard work. Oh dear, if we could only catch a hundred or two of these gulls, tie them to the boat with long strings, and make them fly as we want them, how capital it would be!

Or bore a hole through a sharks tail, and reeve a rope through it, eh? remarked Jack. But, I say, it seems that my wish is going to be granted, for here comes a breeze. Ship your oar, Peterkin. Up with the mast, Ralph; Ill see to the sail. Mind your helm; look out for squalls!

This last speech was caused by the sudden appearance of a dark blue line on the horizon, which, in an incredibly short space of time, swept down on us, lashing up the sea in white foam as it went. We presented the stern of the boat to its first violence, and, in a few seconds, it moderated into a steady breeze, to which we spread our sail and flew merrily over the waves. Although the breeze died away soon afterwards, it had been so stiff while it lasted, that we were carried over the greater part of our way before it fell calm again; so that, when the flapping of the sail against the mast told us that it was time to resume the oars, we were not much more than a mile from Penguin Island.

There go the soldiers! cried Peterkin as we came in sight of it; how spruce their white trousers look, this morning! I wonder if they will receive us kindly. Dyou think they are hospitable, Jack?

Dont talk, Peterkin, but pull away, and you shall see shortly.

As we drew near to the island we were much amused by the manoeuvres and appearance of these strange birds. They seemed to be of different species, for some had crests on their heads while others had none, and while some were about the size of a goose others appeared nearly as large as a swan. We also saw a huge albatross soaring above the heads of the penguins. It was followed and surrounded by numerous flocks of sea-gulls. Having approached to within a few yards of the island, which was a low rock, with no other vegetation on it than a few bushes, we lay on our oars and gazed at the birds with surprise and pleasure, they returning our gaze with interest. We now saw that their soldier-like appearance was owing to the stiff, erect manner in which they sat on their short legs, Bolt-up-right, as Peterkin expressed it. They had black heads, long sharp beaks, white breasts, and bluish backs. Their wings were so short that they looked more like the fins of a fish, and, indeed, we soon saw that they used them for the purpose of swimming under water. There were no quills on these wings, but a sort of scaly feathers; which also thickly covered their bodies. Their legs were short, and placed so far back that the birds, while on land, were obliged to stand quite upright in order to keep their balance; but in the water they floated like other water-fowl. At first we were so stunned with the clamour which they and other sea-birds kept up around us, that we knew not which way to look,  for they covered the rocks in thousands; but, as we continued to gaze, we observed several quadrupeds (as we thought) walking in the midst of the penguins.

Pull in a bit, cried Peterkin, and lets see what these are. They must be fond of noisy company, to consort with such creatures.

To our surprise we found that these were no other than penguins which had gone down on all fours, and were crawling among the bushes on their feet and wings, just like quadrupeds. Suddenly one big old bird, that had been sitting on a point very near to us, gazing in mute astonishment, became alarmed, and, scuttling down the rocks, plumped or fell, rather than ran, into the sea. It dived in a moment, and, a few seconds afterwards, came out of the water far a-head, with such a spring, and such a dive back into the sea again, that we could scarcely believe it was not a fish that had leaped in sport.

That beats everything, said Peterkin, rubbing his nose, and screwing up his face with an expression of exasperated amazement. Ive heard of a thing being neither fish, flesh, nor fowl, but I never did expect to live to see a brute that was all three together,  at once  in one! But look there! he continued, pointing with a look of resignation to the shore, look there! theres no end to it. What has that brute got under its tail?

We turned to look in the direction pointed out, and there saw a penguin walking slowly and very sedately along the shore with an egg under its tail. There were several others, we observed, burdened in the same way; and we found afterwards that these were a species of penguins that always carried their eggs so. Indeed, they had a most convenient cavity for the purpose, just between the tail and the legs. We were very much impressed with the regularity and order of this colony. The island seemed to be apportioned out into squares, of which each penguin possessed one, and sat in stiff solemnity in the middle of it, or took a slow march up and down the spaces between. Some were hatching their eggs, but others were feeding their young ones in a manner that caused us to laugh not a little. The mother stood on a mound or raised rock, while the young one stood patiently below her on the ground. Suddenly the mother raised her head and uttered a series of the most discordant cackling sounds.

Shes going to choke, cried Peterkin.

But this was not the case, although, I confess, she looked like it. In a few seconds she put down her head and opened her mouth, into which the young one thrust its beak and seemed to suck something from her throat. Then the cackling was renewed, the sucking continued, and so the operation of feeding was carried on till the young one was satisfied; but what she fed her little one with, we could not tell.

Now, just look yonder! said Peterkin, in an excited tone; if that isnt the most abominable piece of maternal deception I ever saw. That rascally old lady penguin has just pitched her young one into the sea, and theres another about to follow her example.

This indeed seemed to be the cue, for, on the top of a steep rock close to the edge of the sea, we observed an old penguin endeavouring to entice her young one into the water; but the young one seemed very unwilling to go, and, notwithstanding the enticements of its mother, moved very slowly towards her. At last she went gently behind the young bird and pushed it a little towards the water, but with great tenderness, as much as to say, Dont be afraid, darling! I wont hurt you, my pet! but no sooner did she get it to the edge of the rock, where it stood looking pensively down at the sea, than she gave it a sudden and violent push, sending it headlong down the slope into the water, where its mother left it to scramble ashore as it best could. We observed many of them employed in doing this, and we came to the conclusion that this is the way in which old penguins teach their children to swim.

Scarcely had we finished making our remarks on this, when we were startled by about a dozen of the old birds hopping in the most clumsy and ludicrous manner towards the sea. The beach, here, was a sloping rock, and when they came to it, some of them succeeded in hopping down in safety, but others lost their balance and rolled and scrambled down the slope in the most helpless manner. The instant they reached the water, however, they seemed to be in their proper element. They dived and bounded out of it and into it again with the utmost agility; and so, diving and bounding and spluttering, for they could not fly, they went rapidly out to sea.

On seeing this, Peterkin turned with a grave face to us and said, Its my opinion that these birds are all stark, staring mad, and that this is an enchanted island. I therefore propose that we should either put about ship and fly in terror from the spot, or land valorously on the island, and sell our lives as dearly as we can.

I vote for landing, so pull in, lads, said Jack, giving a stroke with his oar that made the boat spin. In a few seconds we ran the boat into a little creek where we made her fast to a projecting piece of coral, and, running up the beach, entered the ranks of the penguins armed with our cudgels and our spear. We were greatly surprised to find that, instead of attacking us or showing signs of fear at our approach, these curious birds did not move from their places until we laid hands on them, and merely turned their eyes on us in solemn, stupid wonder as we passed. There was one old penguin, however, that began to walk slowly toward the sea, and Peterkin took it into his head that he would try to interrupt its progress, so he ran between it and the sea and brandished his cudgel in its face. But this proved to be a resolute old bird. It would not retreat; nay, more, it would not cease to advance, but battled with Peterkin bravely and drove him before it until it reached the sea. Had Peterkin used his club he could easily have felled it, no doubt; but, as he had no wish to do so cruel an act merely out of sport, he let the bird escape.

We spent fully three hours on this island in watching the habits of these curious birds, and, when we finally left them, we all three concluded, after much consultation, that they were the most wonderful creatures we had ever seen; and further, we thought it probable that they were the most wonderful creatures in the world!


CHAPTER XVIII.

An awful storm and its consequences  Narrow escape  A rock proves a sure foundation  A fearful night and a bright morning  Deliverance from danger.

It was evening before we left the island of the penguins. As we had made up our minds to encamp for the night on a small island, whereon grew a few cocoa-nut trees, which was about two miles off, we lay to our oars with some energy. But a danger was in store for us which we had not anticipated. The wind, which had carried us so quickly to Penguin Island, freshened as evening drew on, to a stiff breeze, and, before we had made half the distance to the small island, it became a regular gale. Although it was not so directly against us as to prevent our rowing in the course we wished to go, yet it checked us very much; and although the force of the sea was somewhat broken by the island, the waves soon began to rise, and to roll their broken crests against our small craft, so that she began to take in water, and we had much ado to keep ourselves afloat. At last the wind and sea together became so violent that we found it impossible to make the island, so Jack suddenly put the head of the boat round and ordered Peterkin and me to hoist a corner of the sail, intending to run back to Penguin Island.

We shall at least have the shelter of the bushes, he said, as the boat flew before the wind, and the penguins will keep us company.

As Jack spoke, the wind suddenly shifted, and blew so much against us that we were forced to hoist more of the sail in order to beat up for the island, being by this change thrown much to leeward of it. What made matters worse was, that the gale came in squalls, so that we were more than once nearly upset.

Stand by, both of you, cried Jack, in a quick, earnest tone; be ready to dowse the sail. I very much fear we wont make the island after all.

Peterkin and I were so much in the habit of trusting everything to Jack that we had fallen into the way of not considering things, especially such things as were under Jacks care. We had, therefore, never doubted for a moment that all was going well, so that it was with no little anxiety that we heard him make the above remark. However, we had no time for question or surmise, for, at the moment he spoke, a heavy squall was bearing down upon us, and, as we were then flying with our lee gunwale dipping occasionally under the waves, it was evident that we should have to lower our sail altogether. In a few seconds the squall struck the boat, but Peterkin and I had the sail down in a moment, so that it did not upset us; but, when it was past, we were more than half full of water. This I soon baled out, while Peterkin again hoisted a corner of the sail; but the evil which Jack had feared came upon us. We found it quite impossible to make Penguin Island. The gale carried us quickly past it towards the open sea, and the terrible truth flashed upon us that we should be swept out and left to perish miserably in a small boat in the midst of the wide ocean.

This idea was forced very strongly upon us because we saw nothing in the direction whither the wind was blowing us save the raging billows of the sea; and, indeed, we trembled as we gazed around us, for we were now beyond the shelter of the islands, and it seemed as though any of the huge billows, which curled over in masses of foam, might swallow us up in a moment. The water, also, began to wash in over our sides, and I had to keep constantly baling, for Jack could not quit the helm nor Peterkin the sail for an instant, without endangering our lives. In the midst of this distress Jack uttered an exclamation of hope, and pointed towards a low island or rock which lay directly ahead. It had been hitherto unobserved, owing to the dark clouds that obscured the sky and the blinding spray that seemed to fill the whole atmosphere.

As we neared this rock we observed that it was quite destitute of trees and verdure, and so low that the sea broke completely over it. In fact it was nothing more than the summit of one of the coral formations, which rose only a few feet above the level of the water, and was, in stormy weather, all but invisible. Over this island the waves were breaking in the utmost fury, and our hearts sank within us as we saw that there was not a spot where we could thrust our little boat without its being dashed to pieces.

Show a little bit more sail, cried Jack, as we swept past the weather side of the rock with fearful speed.

Ay, ay, answered Peterkin, hoisting about a foot more of our sail.

Little though the addition was it caused the boat to lie over and creak so loudly, as we cleft the foaming waves, that I expected to be upset every instant; and I blamed Jack in my heart for his rashness. But I did him injustice, for, although during two seconds the water rushed in-board in a torrent, he succeeded in steering us sharply round to the leeward side of the rock, where the water was comparatively calm, and the force of the breeze broken.

Out your oars now, lads; thats well done. Give way! We obeyed instantly. The oars splashed into the waves together. One good hearty pull, and we were floating in a comparatively calm creek that was so narrow as to be barely able to admit our boat. Here we were in perfect safety, and, as we leaped on shore and fastened our cable to the rocks, I thanked God in my heart for our deliverance from so great danger. But, although I have said we were now in safety, I suspect that few of my readers would have envied our position. It is true we had no lack of food, but we were drenched to the skin; the sea was foaming round us and the spray flying over our heads, so that we were completely enveloped, as it were, in water; the spot on which we had landed was not more than twelve yards in diameter, and from this spot we could not move without the risk of being swept away by the storm. At the upper end of the creek was a small hollow or cave in the rock, which sheltered us from the fury of the winds and waves; and as the rock extended in a sort of ledge over our heads, it prevented the spray from falling upon us.

Why, said Peterkin, beginning to feel cheery again, it seems to me that we have got into a mermaids cave, for there is nothing but water all round us; and as for earth or sky, they are things of the past.

Peterkins idea was not inappropriate, for, what with the sea roaring in white foam up to our very feet, and the spray flying in white sheets continually over our heads, and the water dripping heavily from the ledge above like a curtain in front of our cave, it did seem to us very much more like being below than above water.

Now, boys, cried Jack, bestir yourselves, and lets make ourselves comfortable. Toss out our provisions, Peterkin; and here, Ralph, lend a hand to haul up the boat. Look sharp.

Ay, ay, captain, we cried, as we hastened to obey, much cheered by the hearty manner of our comrade.

Fortunately the cave, although not very deep, was quite dry, so that we succeeded in making ourselves much more comfortable than could have been expected. We landed our provisions, wrung the water out of our garments, spread our sail below us for a carpet, and, after having eaten a hearty meal, began to feel quite cheerful. But as night drew on, our spirits sank again, for with the daylight all evidence of our security vanished away. We could no longer see the firm rock on which we lay, while we were stunned with the violence of the tempest that raged around us. The night grew pitchy dark, as it advanced, so that we could not see our hands when we held them up before our eyes, and were obliged to feel each other occasionally to make sure that we were safe, for the storm at last became so terrible that it was difficult to make our voices audible. A slight variation of the wind, as we supposed, caused a few drops of spray ever and anon to blow into our faces; and the eddy of the sea, in its mad boiling, washed up into our little creek until it reached our feet and threatened to tear away our boat. In order to prevent this latter calamity, we hauled the boat farther up and held the cable in our hands. Occasional flashes of lightning shone with a ghastly glare through the watery curtains around us, and lent additional horror to the scene. Yet we longed for those dismal flashes, for they were less appalling than the thick blackness that succeeded them. Crashing peals of thunder seemed to tear the skies in twain, and fell upon our ears through the wild yelling of the hurricane as if it had been but a gentle summer breeze; while the billows burst upon the weather side of the island until we fancied that the solid rock was giving way, and, in our agony, we clung to the bare ground, expecting every moment to be whirled away and whelmed in the black howling sea! Oh! it was a night of terrible anxiety, and no one can conceive the feelings of intense gratitude and relief with which we at last saw the dawn of day break through the vapory mists around us.

For three days and three nights we remained on this rock, while the storm continued to rage with unabated fury. On the morning of the fourth day it suddenly ceased, and the wind fell altogether; but the waves still ran so high that we did not dare to put off in our boat. During the greater part of this period we scarcely slept above a few minutes at a time, but on the third night we slept soundly and awoke early on the fourth morning to find the sea very much down, and the sun shining brightly again in the clear blue sky.

It was with light hearts that we launched forth once more in our little boat and steered away for our island home, which, we were overjoyed to find, was quite visible on the horizon, for we had feared that we had been blown out of sight of it altogether. As it was a dead calm we had to row during the greater part of the day; but towards the afternoon a fair breeze sprang up, which enabled us to hoist our sail. We soon passed Penguin Island, and the other island which we had failed to reach on the day the storm commenced; but as we had still enough of provisions, and were anxious to get home, we did not land, to the great disappointment of Peterkin, who seemed to entertain quite an affection for the penguins.

Although the breeze was pretty fresh for several hours, we did not reach the outer reef of our island till night-fall, and before we had sailed more than a hundred yards into the lagoon, the wind died away altogether, so that we had to take to our oars again. It was late and the moon and stars were shining brightly when we arrived opposite the bower and leaped upon the strand. So glad were we to be safe back again on our beloved island, that we scarcely took time to drag the boat a short way up the beach, and then ran up to see that all was right at the bower. I must confess, however, that my joy was mingled with a vague sort of fear lest our home had been visited and destroyed during our absence; but on reaching it we found everything just as it had been left, and the poor black cat curled up, sound asleep, on the coral table in front of our humble dwelling.


CHAPTER XIX.

Shoemaking  The even tenor of our way suddenly interrupted  An unexpected visit and an appalling battle  We all become warriors, and Jack proves himself be a hero.

For many months after this we continued to live on our island in uninterrupted harmony and happiness. Sometimes we went out a-fishing in the lagoon, and sometimes went a-hunting in the woods, or ascended to the mountain top, by way of variety, although Peterkin always asserted that we went for the purpose of hailing any ship that might chance to heave in sight. But I am certain that none of us wished to be delivered from our captivity, for we were extremely happy, and Peterkin used to say that as we were very young we should not feel the loss of a year or two. Peterkin, as I have said before, was thirteen years of age, Jack eighteen, and I fifteen. But Jack was very tall, strong, and manly for his age, and might easily have been mistaken for twenty.

The climate was so beautiful that it seemed to be a perpetual summer, and as many of the fruit-trees continued to bear fruit and blossom all the year round, we never wanted for a plentiful supply of food. The hogs, too, seemed rather to increase than diminish, although Peterkin was very frequent in his attacks on them with his spear. If at any time we failed in finding a drove, we had only to pay a visit to the plum-tree before mentioned, where we always found a large family of them asleep under its branches.

We employed ourselves very busily during this time in making various garments of cocoa-nut cloth, as those with which we had landed were beginning to be very ragged. Peterkin also succeeded in making excellent shoes out of the skin of the old hog, in the following manner:  He first cut a piece of the hide, of an oblong form, a few inches longer than his foot. This he soaked in water, and, while it was wet, he sewed up one end of it, so as to form a rough imitation of that part of the heel of a shoe where the seam is. This done, he bored a row of holes all round the edge of the piece of skin, through which a tough line was passed. Into the sewed-up part of this shoe he thrust his heel, then, drawing the string tight, the edges rose up and overlapped his foot all round. It is true there were a great many ill-looking puckers in these shoes, but we found them very serviceable notwithstanding, and Jack came at last to prefer them to his long boots. We ago made various other useful articles, which added to our comfort, and once or twice spoke of building us a house, but we had so great an affection for the bower, and, withal, found it so serviceable, that we determined not to leave it, nor to attempt the building of a house, which, in such a climate, might turn out to be rather disagreeable than useful.

We often examined the pistol that we had found in the house on the other side of the island, and Peterkin wished much that we had powder and shot, as it would render pig-killing much easier; but, after all, we had become so expert in the use of our sling and bow and spear, that we were independent of more deadly weapons.

Diving in the Water Garden also continued to afford us as much pleasure as ever; and Peterkin began to be a little more expert in the water from constant practice. As for Jack and I, we began to feel as if water were our native element, and revelled in it with so much confidence and comfort that Peterkin said he feared we would turn into fish some day, and swim off and leave him; adding, that he had been for a long time observing that Jack was becoming more and more like a shark every day. Whereupon Jack remarked, that if he, Peterkin, were changed into a fish, he would certainly turn into nothing better or bigger than a shrimp. Poor Peterkin did not envy us our delightful excursions under water, except, indeed, when Jack would dive down to the bottom of the Water Garden, sit down on a rock and look up and make faces at him. Peterkin did feel envious then, and often said he would give anything to be able to do that. I was much amused when Peterkin said this; for if he could only have seen his own face when he happened to take a short dive, he would have seen that Jacks was far surpassed by it. The great difference being, however, that Jack made faces on purpose  Peterkin couldnt help it!

Now, while we were engaged with these occupations and amusements, an event occurred one day which was as unexpected as it was exceedingly alarming and very horrible.

Jack and I were sitting, as we were often wont to do, on the rocks at Spouting Cliff, and Peterkin was wringing the water from his garments, having recently fallen by accident into the sea,  a thing he was constantly doing,  when our attention was suddenly arrested by two objects which appeared on the horizon.

What are yon, think you? I said, addressing Jack.

I cant imagine, answered he; Ive noticed them for some time, and fancied they were black sea-gulls, but the more I look at them the more I feel convinced they are much larger than gulls.

They seem to be coming towards us, said I.

Hallo! whats wrong? inquired Peterkin, coming up.

Look there, said Jack.

Whales! cried Peterkin, shading his eyes with his hand. No! eh! can they be boats, Jack?

Our hearts beat with excitement at the very thought of seeing human faces again.

I think you are about right, Peterkin;  but they seem to me to move strangely for boats, said Jack, in a low tone, as if he were talking to himself.

I noticed that a shade of anxiety crossed Jacks countenance as he gazed long and intently at the two objects, which were now nearing us fast. At last he sprang to his feet. They are canoes, Ralph! whether war-canoes or not I cannot tell, but this I know, that all the natives of the South Sea Islands are fierce cannibals, and they have little respect for strangers. We must hide if they land here, which I earnestly hope they will not do.

I was greatly alarmed at Jacks speech, but I confess I thought less of what he said than of the earnest, anxious manner in which he said it, and it was with very uncomfortable feelings that Peterkin and I followed him quickly into the woods.

How unfortunate, said I, as we gained the shelter of the bushes, that we have forgotten our arms.

It matters not, said Jack; here are clubs enough and to spare. As he spoke, he laid his hand on a bundle of stout poles of various sizes, which Peterkins ever-busy hands had formed, during our frequent visits to the cliff, for no other purpose, apparently, than that of having something to do.

We each selected a stout club according to our several tastes, and lay down behind a rock, whence we could see the canoes approach, without ourselves being seen. At first we made an occasional remark on their appearance, but after they entered the lagoon, and drew near the beach, we ceased to speak, and gazed with intense interest at the scene before us.

We now observed that the foremost canoe was being chased by the other, and that it contained a few women and children, as well as men,  perhaps forty souls altogether; while the canoe which pursued it contained only men. They seemed to be about the same in number, but were better armed, and had the appearance of being a war party. Both crews were paddling with all their might, and it seemed as if the pursuers exerted themselves to overtake the natives ere they could land. In this, however, they failed. The foremost canoe made for the beach close beneath the rocks behind which we were concealed. Their short paddles flashed like meteors in the water, and sent up a constant shower of spray. The foam curled from the prow, and the eyes of the rowers glistened in their black faces as they strained every muscle of their naked bodies; nor did they relax their efforts till the canoe struck the beach with a violent shock; then, with a shout of defiance, the whole party sprang, as if by magic, from the canoe to the shore. Three women, two of whom carried infants in their arms, rushed into the woods; and the men crowded to the waters edge, with stones in their hands, spears levelled, and clubs brandished, to resist the landing of their enemies.

The distance between the two canoes had been about half a mile, and, at the great speed they were going, this was soon passed. As the pursuers neared the shore, no sign of fear or hesitation was noticeable. On they came like a wild charger,  received but recked not of a shower of stones. The canoe struck, and, with a yell that seemed to issue from the throats of incarnate fiends, they leaped into the water, and drove their enemies up the beach.

The battle that immediately ensued was frightful to behold. Most of the men wielded clubs of enormous size and curious shapes, with which they dashed out each others brains. As they were almost entirely naked, and had to bound, stoop, leap, and run, in their terrible hand-to-hand encounters, they looked more like demons than human beings. I felt my heart grow sick at the sight of this bloody battle, and would fain have turned away, but a species of fascination seemed to hold me down and glue my eyes upon the combatants. I observed that the attacking party was led by a most extraordinary being, who, from his size and peculiarity, I concluded was a chief. His hair was frizzed out to an enormous extent, so that it resembled a large turban. It was of a light-yellow hue, which surprised me much, for the mans body was as black as coal, and I felt convinced that the hair must have been dyed. He was tattooed from head to foot; and his face, besides being tattooed, was besmeared with red paint, and streaked with white. Altogether, with his yellow turban-like hair, his Herculean black frame, his glittering eyes and white teeth, he seemed the most terrible monster I ever beheld. He was very active in the fight, and had already killed four men.

Suddenly the yellow-haired chief was attacked by a man quite as strong and large as himself. He flourished a heavy club something like an eagles beak at the point. For a second or two these giants eyed each other warily, moving round and round, as if to catch each other at a disadvantage, but seeing that nothing was to be gained by this caution, and that the loss of time might effectually turn the tide of battle either way, they apparently made up their minds to attack at the same instant, for, with a wild shout and simultaneous spring, they swung their heavy clubs, which met with a loud report. Suddenly the yellow-haired savage tripped, his enemy sprang forward, the ponderous club was swung, but it did not descend, for at that moment the savage was felled to the ground by a stone from the hand of one who had witnessed his chiefs danger. This was the turning-point in the battle. The savages who landed first turned and fled towards the bush, on seeing the fall of their chief. But not one escaped. They were all overtaken and felled to the earth. I saw, however, that they were not all killed. Indeed, their enemies, now that they were conquered, seemed anxious to take them alive; and they succeeded in securing fifteen, whom they bound hand and foot with cords, and, carrying them up into the woods, laid them down among the bushes. Here they left them, for what purpose I knew not, and returned to the scene of the late battle, where the remnant of the party were bathing their wounds.

Out of the forty blacks that composed the attacking party, only twenty-eight remained alive, two of whom were sent into the bush to hunt for the women and children. Of the other party, as I have said, only ten survived, and these were lying bound and helpless on the grass.

Jack and Peterkin and I now looked at each other, and whispered our fears that the savages might clamber up the rocks to search for fresh water, and so discover our place of concealment; but we were so much interested in watching their movements that we agreed to remain where we were; and, indeed, we could not easily have risen without exposing ourselves to detection. One of the savages now went up to the wood and soon returned with a bundle of fire-wood, and we were not a little surprised to see him set fire to it by the very same means used by Jack the time we made our first fire,  namely, with the bow and drill. When the fire was kindled, two of the party went again to the woods and returned with one of the bound men. A dreadful feeling of horror crept over my heart, as the thought flashed upon me that they were going to burn their enemies. As they bore him to the fire my feelings almost overpowered me. I gasped for breath, and seizing my club, endeavoured to spring to my feet; but Jacks powerful arm pinned me to the earth. Next moment one of the savages raised his club, and fractured the wretched creatures skull. He must have died instantly, and, strange though it may seem, I confess to a feeling of relief when the deed was done, because I now knew that the poor savage could not be burned alive. Scarcely had his limbs ceased to quiver when the monsters cut slices of flesh from his body, and, after roasting them slightly over the fire, devoured them.

Suddenly there arose a cry from the woods, and, in a few seconds, the two savages hastened towards the fire dragging the three women and their two infants along with them. One of those women was much younger than her companions, and we were struck with the modesty of her demeanour and the gentle expression of her face, which, although she had the flattish nose and thick lips of the others, was of a light-brown colour, and we conjectured that she must be of a different race. She and her companions wore short petticoats and a kind of tippet on their shoulders. Their hair was jet black, but instead of being long, was short and curly,  though not woolly  somewhat like the hair of a young boy. While we gazed with interest and some anxiety at these poor creatures, the big chief advanced to one of the elder females and laid his hand upon the child. But the mother shrank from him, and clasping the little one to her bosom, uttered a wail of fear. With a savage laugh, the chief tore the child from her arms and tossed it into the sea. A low groan burst from Jacks lips as we witnessed this atrocious act and heard the mothers shriek, as she fell insensible on the sand. The rippling waves rolled the child on the beach, as if they refused to be a party in such a foul murder, and we could observe that the little one still lived.

The young girl was now brought forward, and the chief addressed her; but although we heard his voice, and even the words distinctly, of course we could not understand what he said. The girl made no answer to his fierce questions, and we saw by the way in which he pointed to the fire that he threatened her life.

Peterkin, said Jack in a hoarse whisper, have you got your knife?

Yes, replied Peterkin, whose face was pale as death.

That will do. Listen to me, and do my bidding quick. Here is the small knife, Ralph. Fly both of you through the bush, cut the cords that bind the prisoners and set them free. There! quick, ere it be too late. Jack sprang up, and seized a heavy but short bludgeon, while his strong frame trembled with emotion, and large drops rolled down his forehead.

At this moment the man who had butchered the savage a few minutes before advanced towards the girl with his heavy club. Jack uttered a yell that rang like a death-shriek among the rocks. With one bound he leaped over a precipice full fifteen feet high, and, before the savages had recovered from their surprise, was in the midst of them; while Peterkin and I dashed through the bushes towards the prisoners. With one blow of his staff Jack felled the man with the club, then, turning round with a look of fury, he rushed upon the big chief with the yellow hair. Had the blow which Jack aimed at his head taken effect, the huge savage would have needed no second stroke; but he was agile as a cat, and avoided it by springing to one side, while, at the same time, he swung his ponderous club at the head of his foe. It was now Jacks turn to leap aside, and well was it for him that the first outburst of his blind fury was over, else he had become an easy prey to his gigantic antagonist; but Jack was cool now. He darted his blows rapidly and well, and the superiority of his light weapon was strikingly proved in this combat, for while he could easily evade the blows of the chiefs heavy club, the chief could not so easily evade those of his light one. Nevertheless, so quick was he, and so frightfully did he fling about the mighty weapon, that, although Jack struck him almost every blow, the strokes had to be delivered so quickly that they wanted force to be very effectual.

It was lucky for Jack that the other savages considered the success of their chief in this encounter to be so certain that they refrained from interfering. Had they doubted it, they would have probably ended the matter at once by felling him. But they contented themselves with awaiting the issue.

The force which the chief expended in wielding his club now began to be apparent. His movements became slower, his breath hissed through his clenched teeth, and the surprised savages drew nearer in order to render assistance. Jack observed this movement. He felt that his fate was sealed, and resolved to cast his life upon the next blow. The chiefs club was again about to descend on his head. He might have evaded it easily, but instead of doing so, he suddenly shortened his grasp of his own club, rushed in under the blow, struck his adversary right between the eyes with all his force and fell to the earth, crushed beneath the senseless body of the chief. A dozen clubs flew high in air ready to descend on the head of Jack, but they hesitated a moment, for the massive body of the chief completely covered him. That moment saved his life. Ere the savages could tear the chiefs body away, seven of their number fell prostrate beneath the clubs of the prisoners whom Peterkin and I had set free, and two others fell under our own hand. We could never have accomplished this had not our enemies been so engrossed with the fight between Jack and their chief that they had failed to observe us until we were upon them. They still out-numbered our party by three, but we were flushed with victory while they were taken by surprise and dispirited by the fall of their chief. Moreover, they were awe-struck by the sweeping fury of Jack, who seemed to have lost his senses altogether, and had no sooner shaken himself free of the chiefs body than he rushed into the midst of them, and in three blows equalized our numbers. Peterkin and I flew to the rescue, the savages followed us, and, in less than ten minutes, the whole of our opponents were knocked down or made prisoners, bound hand and foot, and extended side by side upon the sea shore.


CHAPTER XX.

Intercourse with the savages  Cannibalism prevented  The slain are buried and the survivors depart, leaving us again alone on our Coral Island.

After the battle was over, the savages crowded round us and gazed at us in surprise, while they continued to pour upon us a flood of questions, which, being wholly unintelligible, of course we could not answer. However, by way of putting an end to it, Jack took the chief (who had recovered from the effects of his wound) by the hand and shook it warmly. No sooner did the blacks see that this was meant to express good-will than they shook hands with us all round. After this ceremony was gone through Jack went up to the girl, who had never once moved from the rock where she had been left, but had continued an eager spectator of all that had passed. He made signs to her to follow him and then, taking the chief by the hand, was about to conduct him to the bower when his eye fell on the poor infant which had been thrown into the sea and was still lying on the shore. Dropping the chiefs hand he hastened towards it, and, to his great joy, found it to be still alive. We also found that the mother was beginning to recover slowly.

Here, get out o the way, said Jack, pushing us aside, as we stooped over the poor woman and endeavoured to restore her, Ill soon bring her round. So saying, he placed the infant on her bosom and laid its warm cheek on hers. The effect was wonderful. The woman opened her eyes, felt the child, looked at it, and with a cry of joy clasped it in her arms, at the same time endeavouring to rise, for the purpose, apparently, of rushing into the woods.

There, thats all right, said Jack, once more taking the chief by the hand. Now Ralph and Peterkin, make the women and these fellows follow me to the bower. Well entertain them as hospitably as we can.

In a few minutes the savages were all seated on the ground in front of the bower making a hearty meal off a cold roast pig, several ducks, and a variety of cold fish, together with an unlimited supply of cocoa-nuts, bread-fruits, yams, taro, and plums; with all of which they seemed to be quite familiar and perfectly satisfied.

Meanwhile, we three being thoroughly knocked up with our days work, took a good draught of cocoa-nut lemonade, and throwing ourselves on our beds fell fast asleep. The savages it seems followed our example, and in half-an-hour the whole camp was buried in repose.

How long we slept I cannot tell, but this I know, that when we lay down the sun was setting and when we awoke it was high in the heavens. I awoke Jack, who started up in surprise, being unable at first to comprehend our situation. Now, then, said he, springing up, lets see after breakfast. Hallo! Peterkin, lazy fellow, how long do you mean to lie there?

Peterkin yawned heavily. Well! said he, opening his eyes and looking up after some trouble, if it isnt to-morrow morning, and me thinking it was to-day all this time. Hallo! Venus, where did you come from? you seem tolerably at home, any how. Bah! might as well speak to the cat as to you  better, in fact, for it understands me, and you dont.

This remark was called forth by the sight of one of the elderly females, who had seated herself on the rock in front of the bower, and, having placed her child at her feet, was busily engaged in devouring the remains of a roast pig.

By this time the natives outside were all astir, and breakfast in an advanced state of preparation. During the course of it we made sundry attempts to converse with the natives by signs, but without effect. At last we hit upon a plan of discovering their names. Jack pointed to his breast and add Jack, very distinctly; then he pointed to Peterkin and to me, repeating our names at the same time. Then he pointed to himself again, and said Jack, and laying his finger on the breast of the chief, looked inquiringly into his face. The chief instantly understood him and said Tararo, twice, distinctly. Jack repeated it after him, and the chief, nodding his head approvingly, said Chuck. On hearing which, Peterkin exploded with laughter; but Jack turned and with a frown rebuked him, saying, I must look even more indignantly at you than I feel, Peterkin, you rascal, for these fellows dont like to be laughed at. Then turning towards the youngest of the women, who was seated at the door of the bower, he pointed to her; whereupon the chief said, Avatea; and pointing towards the sun, raised his finger slowly towards the zenith, where it remained steadily for a minute or two.

What can that mean, I wonder, said Jack, looking puzzled.

Perhaps, said Peterkin, the chief means she is an angel come down to stay here for a while. If so, shes an uncommonly black one!

We did not feel quite satisfied with this explanation, so Jack went up to her and said, Avatea. The woman smiled sadly, and nodded her head, at the same time pointing to her breast and then to the sun, in the same manner as the chief had done. We were much puzzled to know what this could signify, but as there was no way of solving our difficulty we were obliged to rest content.

Jack now made signs to the natives to follow him, and, taking up his axe, he led them to the place where the battle had been fought. Here we found the prisoners, who had passed the night on the beach having been totally forgotten by us, as our minds had been full of our guests, and were ultimately overcome by sleep. They did not seem the worse for their exposure, however, as we judged by the hearty appetite with which they devoured the breakfast that was soon after given to them. Jack then began to dig a hole in the sand, and, after working a few seconds, he pointed to it and to the dead bodies that lay exposed on the beach. The natives immediately perceived what he wanted, and, running for their paddles, dug a hole in the course of half an hour that was quite large enough to contain all the bodies of the slain. When it was finished they tossed their dead enemies into it with so much indifference that we felt assured they would not have put themselves to this trouble had we not asked them to do so. The body of the yellow-haired chief was the last thrown in. This wretched man would have recovered from the blow with which Jack felled him, and, indeed, he did endeavour to rise during the melee that followed his fall, but one of his enemies, happening to notice the action, dealt him a blow with his club that killed him on the spot.

While they were about to throw the sand over this chief, one of the savages stooped over him, and with a knife, made apparently of stone, cut a large slice of flesh from his thigh. We knew at once that he intended to make use of this for food, and could not repress a cry of horror and disgust.

Come, come, you blackguard, cried Jack, starting up and seizing the man by the arm, pitch that into the hole. Do you hear?

The savage of course did not understand the command, but he perfectly understood the look of disgust with which Jack regarded the flesh, and his fierce gaze as he pointed towards the hole. Nevertheless he did not obey. Jack instantly turned to Tararo and made signs to him to enforce obedience. The chief seemed to understand the appeal, for he stepped forward, raised his club, and was on the point of dashing out the brains of his offending subject, when Jack sprang forward and caught his uplifted arm.

Stop! he shouted, you blockhead, I dont want you to kill the man. He then pointed again to the flesh and to the hole. The chief uttered a few words, which had the desired effect; for the man threw the flesh into the hole, which was immediately filled up. This man was of a morose, sulky disposition, and, during all the time he remained on the island, regarded us, especially Jack, with a scowling visage. His name, we found, was Mahine.

The next three or four days were spent by the savages in mending their canoe, which had been damaged by the violent shock it had sustained on striking the shore. This canoe was a very curious structure. It was about thirty feet long, and had a high towering stern. The timbers, of which it was partly composed, were fastened much in the same way as those of our little boat were put together; but the part that seemed most curious to us was a sort of out-rigger, or long plank, which was attached to the body of the canoe by means of two stout cross beams. These beams kept the plank parallel with the canoe, but not in contact with it, for it floated in the water with an open space between; thus forming a sort of double canoe. This we found was intended to prevent the upsetting of the canoe, which was so narrow that it could not have maintained an upright position without the out-rigger. We could not help wondering both at the ingenuity and the clumsiness of this contrivance.

When the canoe was ready, we assisted the natives to carry the prisoners into it, and helped them to load it with provisions and fruit. Peterkin also went to the plum-tree for the purpose of making a special onslaught upon the hogs, and killed no less than six of them. These we baked and presented to our friends on the day of their departure. On that day Tararo made a great many energetic signs to us, which, after much consideration, we came to understand were proposals that we should go away with him to his island; but, having no desire to do so, we shook our heads very decidedly. However, we consoled him by presenting him with our rusty axe, which we thought we could spare, having the excellent one which had been so providentially washed ashore to us the day we were wrecked. We also gave him a piece of wood with our names carved on it, and a piece of string to hang it round his neck as an ornament.

In a few minutes more we were all assembled on the beach. Being unable to speak to the savages, we went through the ceremony of shaking hands, and expected they would depart; but, before doing so, Tararo went up to Jack and rubbed noses with him, after which he did the same with Peterkin and me! Seeing that this was their mode of salutation, we determined to conform to their custom, so we rubbed noses heartily with the whole party, women and all! The only disagreeable part of the process was, when we came to rub noses with Mahine, and Peterkin afterwards said, that when he saw his wolfish eyes glaring so close to his face, he felt much more inclined to bang than to rub his nose. Avatea was the last to take leave of us, and we experienced a feeling of real sorrow when she approached to bid us farewell. Besides her modest air and gentle manners she was the only one of the party who exhibited the smallest sign of regret at parting from us. Going up to Jack, she put out her flat little nose to be rubbed, and thereafter paid the same compliment to Peterkin and me.

An hour later the canoe was out of sight, and we, with an indefinable feeling of sadness creeping round our hearts, were seated in silence beneath the shadow of our bower, meditating on the wonderful events of the last few days.


CHAPTER XXI.

Sagacious and moral remarks in regard to life  A sail!  An unexpected salute  The end of the black cat  A terrible dive  An incautious proceeding and a frightful catastrophe.

Life is a strange compound. Peterkin used to say of it, that it beat a druggists shop all to sticks; for, whereas the first is a compound of good and bad, the other is a horrible compound of all that is utterly detestable. And indeed the more I consider it the more I am struck with the strange mixture of good and evil that exists not only in the material earth but in our own natures. In our own Coral Island we had experienced every variety of good that a bountiful Creator could heap on us. Yet on the night of the storm we had seen how almost, in our case,  and altogether, no doubt, in the case of others less fortunate  all this good might be swept away for ever. We had seen the rich fruit-trees waving in the soft air, the tender herbs shooting upwards under the benign influence of the bright sun; and, the next day, we had seen these good and beautiful trees and plants uprooted by the hurricane, crushed and hurled to the ground in destructive devastation. We had lived for many months in a clime for the most part so beautiful, that we had often wondered whether Adam and Eve had found Eden more sweet; and we had seen the quiet solitudes of our paradise suddenly broken in upon by ferocious savages, and the white sands stained with blood and strewed with lifeless forms; yet, among these cannibals, we had seen many symptoms of a kindly nature. I pondered these things much, and, while I considered them, there recurred to my memory those words which I had read in my Bible,  the works of God are wonderful, and his ways past finding out.

After these poor savages had left us, we used to hold long and frequent conversations about them, and I noticed that Peterkins manner was now much altered. He did not, indeed, jest less heartily than before, but he did so less frequently, and often there was a tone of deep seriousness in his manner, if not in his words, which made him seem to Jack and me as if he had grown two years older within a few days. But indeed I was not surprised at this, when I reflected on the awful realities which we had witnessed so lately. We could by no means shake off a tendency to gloom for several weeks afterwards; but, as time wore away, our usual good spirits returned somewhat, and we began to think of the visit of the savages with feelings akin to those with which we recall a terrible dream.

One day we were all enjoying ourselves in the Water Garden, preparatory to going on a fishing excursion; for Peterkin had kept us in such constant supply of hogs that we had become quite tired of pork, and desired a change. Peterkin was sunning himself on the ledge of rock, while we were creeping among the rocks below. Happening to look up, I observed Peterkin cutting the most extraordinary capers and making violent gesticulations for us to come up; so I gave Jack a push, and rose immediately.

A sail! a sail! Ralph, look! Jack, away on the horizon there, just over the entrance to the lagoon! cried Peterkin, as we scrambled up the rocks.

So it is, and a schooner, too! said Jack, as he proceeded hastily to dress.

Our hearts were thrown into a terrible flutter by this discovery, for if it should touch at our island we had no doubt the captain would be happy to give us a passage to some of the civilized islands, where we could find a ship sailing for England, or some other part of Europe. Home, with all its associations, rushed in upon my heart like a flood, and, much though I loved the Coral Island and the bower which had now been our home so long, I felt that I could have quitted all at that moment without a sigh. With joyful anticipations we hastened to the highest point of rock near our dwelling, and awaited the arrival of the vessel, for we now perceived that she was making straight for the island, under a steady breeze.

In less than an hour she was close to the reef, where she rounded to, and backed her topsails in order to survey the coast. Seeing this, and fearing that they might not perceive us, we all three waved pieces of cocoa-nut cloth in the air, and soon had the satisfaction of seeing them beginning to lower a boat and bustle about the decks as if they meant to land. Suddenly a flag was run up to the peak, a little cloud of white smoke rose from the schooners side, and, before we could guess their intentions, a cannon-shot came crashing through the bushes, carried away several cocoa-nut trees in its passage, and burst in atoms against the cliff a few yards below the spot on which we stood.

With feelings of terror we now observed that the flag at the schooners peak was black, with a Deaths head and cross bones upon it. As we gazed at each other in blank amazement, the word pirate escaped our lips simultaneously.

What is to be done? cried Peterkin, as we observed a boat shoot from the vessels side, and make for the entrance of the reef. If they take us off the island, it will either be to throw us overboard for sport, or to make pirates of us.

I did not reply, but looked at Jack, as being our only resource in this emergency. He stood with folded arms, and his eyes fixed with a grave, anxious expression on the ground. There is but one hope, said he, turning with a sad expression of countenance to Peterkin; perhaps, after all, we may not have to resort to it. If these villains are anxious to take us, they will soon overrun the whole island. But come, follow me.

Stopping abruptly in his speech, Jack bounded into the woods, and led us by a circuitous route to Spouting Cliff. Here he halted, and, advancing cautiously to the rocks, glanced over their edge. We were soon by his side, and saw the boat, which was crowded with armed men, just touching the shore. In an instant the crew landed, formed line, and rushed up to our bower.

In a few seconds we saw them hurrying back to the boat, one of them swinging the poor cat round his head by the tail. On reaching the waters edge, he tossed it far into the sea, and joined his companions, who appeared to be holding a hasty council.

You see what we may expect, said Jack bitterly. The man who will wantonly kill a poor brute for sport will think little of murdering a fellow-creature. Now, boys, we have but one chance left,  the Diamond Cave.

The Diamond Cave! cried Peterkin, then my chance is a poor one, for I could not dive into it if all the pirates on the Pacific were at my heels.

Nay, but, said I, we will take you down, Peterkin, if you will only trust us.

As I spoke, we observed the pirates scatter over the beach, and radiate, as if from a centre, towards the woods and along shore.

Now, Peterkin, said Jack, in a solemn tone, you must make up your mind to do it, or we must make up our minds to die in your company.

Oh, Jack, my dear friend, cried Peterkin, turning pale, leave me; I dont believe theyll think it worth while to kill me. Go, you and Ralph, and dive into the cave.

That will not I, answered Jack quietly, while he picked up a stout cudgel from the ground. So now, Ralph, we must prepare to meet these fellows. Their motto is, No quarter. If we can manage to floor those coming in this direction, we may escape into the woods for a while.

There are five of them, said I; we have no chance.

Come, then, cried Peterkin, starting up, and grasping Jack convulsively by the arm, let us dive; I will go.

Those who are not naturally expert in the water know well the feelings of horror that overwhelm them, when in it, at the bare idea of being held down, even for a few seconds,  that spasmodic, involuntary recoil from compulsory immersion which has no connection whatever with cowardice; and they will understand the amount of resolution that it required in Peterkin to allow himself to be dragged down to a depth of ten feet, and then, through a narrow tunnel, into an almost pitch-dark cavern. But there was no alternative. The pirates had already caught sight of us, and were now within a short distance of the rocks.

Jack and I seized Peterkin by the arms.

Now, keep quite still, no struggling, said Jack, or we are lost.

Peterkin made no reply, but the stern gravity of his marble features, and the tension of his muscles, satisfied us that he had fully made up his mind to go through with it. Just as the pirates gained the foot of the rocks, which hid us for a moment from their view, we bent over the sea, and plunged down together head foremost. Peterkin behaved like a hero. He floated passively between us like a log of wood, and we passed the tunnel and rose into the cave in a shorter space of time than I had ever done it before.

Peterkin drew a long, deep breath on reaching the surface; and in a few seconds we were all standing on the ledge of rock in safety. Jack now searched for the tinder and torch, which always lay in the cave. He soon found them, and, lighting the torch, revealed to Peterkins wondering gaze the marvels of the place. But we were too wet to waste much time in looking about us. Our first care was to take off our clothes, and wring them as dry as we could. This done, we proceeded to examine into the state of our larder, for, as Jack truly remarked, there was no knowing how long the pirates might remain on the island.

Perhaps, said Peterkin, they may take it into their heads to stop here altogether, and so we shall be buried alive in this place.

Dont you think, Peterkin, that its the nearest thing to being drowned alive that you ever felt? said Jack with a smile. But Ive no fear of that. These villains never stay long on shore. The sea is their home, so you may depend upon it that they wont stay more than a day or two at the furthest.

We now began to make arrangements for spending the night in the cavern. At various periods Jack and I had conveyed cocoa nuts and other fruits, besides rolls of cocoa-nut cloth, to this submarine cave, partly for amusement, and partly from a feeling that we might possibly be driven one day to take shelter here from the savages. Little did we imagine that the first savages who would drive us into it would be white savages, perhaps our own countrymen. We found the cocoa-nuts in good condition, and the cooked yams, but the bread-fruits were spoiled. We also found the cloth where we had left it; and, on opening it out, there proved to be sufficient to make a bed; which was important, as the rock was damp. Having collected it all together, we spread out our bed, placed our torch in the midst of us, and ate our supper. It was indeed a strange chamber to feast in; and we could not help remarking on the cold, ghastly appearance of the walls, and the black water at our side, with the thick darkness beyond, and the sullen sound of the drops that fell at long intervals from the roof of the cavern into the still water; and the strong contrast between all this and our bed and supper, which, with our faces, were lit up with the deep red flame of the torch.

We sat long over our meal, talking together in subdued voices, for we did not like the dismal echoes that rang through the vault above when we happened to raise them. At last the faint light that came through the opening died away, warning us that it was night and time for rest. We therefore put out our torch and lay down to sleep.

On awaking, it was some time ere we could collect our faculties so as to remember where we were, and we were in much uncertainty as to whether it was early or late. We saw by the faint light that it was day, but could not guess at the hour; so Jack proposed that he should dive out and reconnoitre.

No, Jack, said I, do you rest here. Youve had enough to do during the last few days. Rest yourself now, and take care of Peterkin, while I go out to see what the pirates are about. Ill be very careful not to expose myself, and Ill bring you word again in a short time.

Very well, Ralph, answered Jack, please yourself, but dont be long; and if youll take my advice youll go in your clothes, for I would like to have some fresh cocoa nuts, and climbing trees without clothes is uncomfortable, to say the least of it.

The pirates will be sure to keep a sharp lookout, said Peterkin, so, pray, be careful.

No fear, said I; good-bye.

Good-bye, answered my comrades.

And while the words were yet sounding in my ears, I plunged into the water, and in a few seconds found myself in the open air. On rising, I was careful to come up gently and to breathe softly, while I kept close in beside the rocks; but, as I observed no one near me, I crept slowly out, and ascended the cliff a step at a time, till I obtained a full view of the shore. No pirates were to be seen,  even their boat was gone; but as it was possible they might have hidden themselves, I did not venture too boldly forward. Then it occurred to me to look out to sea, when, to my surprise, I saw the pirate schooner sailing away almost hull-down on the horizon! On seeing this I uttered a shout of joy. Then my first impulse was to dive back to tell my companions the good news; but I checked myself, and ran to the top of the cliff, in order to make sure that the vessel I saw was indeed the pirate schooner. I looked long and anxiously at her, and, giving vent to a deep sigh of relief, said aloud, Yes, there she goes; the villains have been baulked of their prey this time at least.

Not so sure of that! said a deep voice at my side; while, at the same moment, a heavy hand grasped my shoulder, and held it as if in a vice.


CHAPTER XXII.

I fall into the hands of pirates  How they treated me, and what I said to them  The result of the whole ending in a melancholy separation and in a most unexpected gift.

My heart seemed to leap into my throat at the words; and, turning round, I beheld a man of immense stature, and fierce aspect regarding me with a smile of contempt. He was a white man,  that is to say, he was a man of European blood, though his face, from long exposure to the weather, was deeply bronzed. His dress was that of a common seaman, except that he had on a Greek skull-cap, and wore a broad shawl of the richest silk round his waist. In this shawl were placed two pair of pistols and a heavy cutlass. He wore a beard and moustache, which, like the locks on his head, were short, curly, and sprinkled with gray hairs.

So, youngster, he said, with a Sardonic smile, while I felt his grasp tighten on my shoulder, the villains have been baulked of their prey, have they? We shall see, we shall see. Now, you whelp, look yonder. As he spoke, the pirate uttered a shrill whistle. In a second or two it was answered, and the pirate-boat rowed round the point at the Water Garden, and came rapidly towards us. Now, go, make a fire on that point; and harkee, youngster, if you try to run away, Ill send a quick and sure messenger after you, and he pointed significantly at his pistols.

I obeyed in silence, and as I happened to have the burning-glass in my pocket, a fire was speedily kindled, and a thick smoke ascended into the air. It had scarcely appeared for two minutes when the boom of a gun rolled over the sea, and, looking up, I saw that the schooner was making for the island again. It now flashed across me that this was a ruse on the part of the pirates, and that they had sent their vessel away, knowing that it would lead us to suppose that they had left altogether. But there was no use of regret now. I was completely in their power, so I stood helplessly beside the pirate watching the crew of the boat as they landed on the beach. For an instant I contemplated rushing over the cliff into the sea, but this I saw I could not now accomplish, as some of the men were already between me and the water.

There was a good deal of jesting at the success of their scheme, as the crew ascended the rocks and addressed the man who had captured me by the title of captain. They were a ferocious set of men, with shaggy beards and scowling brows. All of them were armed with cutlasses and pistols, and their costumes were, with trifling variations, similar to that of the captain. As I looked from one to the other, and observed the low, scowling brows, that never unbent, even when the men laughed, and the mean, rascally expression that sat on each face, I felt that my life hung by a hair.

But where are the other cubs? cried one of the men, with an oath that made me shudder. Ill swear to it there were three, at least, if not more.

You hear what he says, whelp; where are the other dogs? said the captain.

If you mean my companions, said I, in a low voice, I wont tell you.

A loud laugh burst from the crew at this answer.

The pirate captain looked at me in surprise. Then drawing a pistol from his belt, he cocked it and said, Now, youngster, listen to me. Ive no time to waste here. If you dont tell me all you know, Ill blow your brains out! Where are your comrades?

For an instant I hesitated, not knowing what to do in this extremity. Suddenly a thought occurred to me.

Villain, said I, shaking my clenched fist in his face, to blow my brains out would make short work of me, and be soon over. Death by drowning is as sure, and the agony prolonged, yet, I tell you to your face, if you were to toss me over yonder cliff into the sea, I would not tell you where my companions are, and I dare you to try me!

The pirate captain grew white with rage as I spoke. Say you so? cried he, uttering a fierce oath. Here, lads, take him by the legs and heave him in,  quick!

The men, who were utterly silenced with surprise at my audacity, advanced, and seized me, and, as they carried me towards the cliff, I congratulated myself not a little on the success of my scheme, for I knew that once in the water I should be safe, and could rejoin Jack and Peterkin in the cave. But my hopes were suddenly blasted by the captain crying out, Hold on, lads, hold on. Well give him a taste of the thumb-screws before throwing him to the sharks. Away with him into the boat. Look alive! the breeze is freshening.

The men instantly raised me shoulder high, and, hurrying down the rocks, tossed me into the bottom of the boat, where I lay for some time stunned with the violence of my fall.

On recovering sufficiently to raise myself on my elbow, I perceived that we were already outside the coral reef, and close alongside the schooner, which was of small size and clipper built. I had only time to observe this much, when I received a severe kick on the side from one of the men, who ordered me, in a rough voice, to jump aboard. Rising hastily I clambered up the side. In a few minutes the boat was hoisted on deck, the vessels head put close to the wind, and the Coral Island dropped slowly astern as we beat up against a head sea.

Immediately after coming aboard, the crew were too busily engaged in working the ship and getting in the boat to attend to me, so I remained leaning against the bulwarks close to the gangway, watching their operations. I was surprised to find that there were no guns or carronades of any kind in the vessel, which had more of the appearance of a fast-sailing trader than a pirate. But I was struck with the neatness of everything. The brass work of the binnacle and about the tiller, as well as the copper belaying-pins, were as brightly polished as if they had just come from the foundry. The decks were pure white, and smooth. The masts were clean-scraped and varnished, except at the cross-trees and truck, which were painted black. The standing and running rigging was in the most perfect order, and the sails white as snow. In short, everything, from the single narrow red stripe on her low black hull to the trucks on her tapering masts, evinced an amount of care and strict discipline that would have done credit to a ship of the Royal Navy. There was nothing lumbering or unseemly about the vessel, excepting, perhaps, a boat, which lay on the deck with its keel up between the fore and main masts. It seemed disproportionately large for the schooner; but, when I saw that the crew amounted to between thirty and forty men, I concluded that this boat was held in reserve, in case of any accident compelling the crew to desert the vessel.

As I have before said, the costumes of the men were similar to that of the captain. But in head gear they differed not only from him but from each other, some wearing the ordinary straw hat of the merchant service, while others wore cloth caps and red worsted night-caps. I observed that all their arms were sent below; the captain only retaining his cutlass and a single pistol in the folds of his shawl. Although the captain was the tallest and most powerful man in the ship, he did not strikingly excel many of his men in this respect, and the only difference that an ordinary observer would have noticed was, a certain degree of open candour, straightforward daring, in the bold, ferocious expression of his face, which rendered him less repulsive than his low-browed associates, but did not by any means induce the belief that he was a hero. This look was, however, the indication of that spirit which gave him the pre-eminence among the crew of desperadoes who called him captain. He was a lion-like villain; totally devoid of personal fear, and utterly reckless of consequences, and, therefore, a terror to his men, who individually hated him, but unitedly felt it to be their advantage to have him at their head.

But my thoughts soon reverted to the dear companions whom I had left on shore, and as I turned towards the Coral Island, which was now far away to leeward, I sighed deeply, and the tears rolled slowly down my cheeks as I thought that I might never see them more.

So youre blubbering, are you, you obstinate whelp? said the deep voice of the captain, as he came up and gave me a box on the ear that nearly felled me to the deck. I dont allow any such weakness aboard o this ship. So clap a stopper on your eyes or Ill give you something to cry for.

I flushed with indignation at this rough and cruel treatment, but felt that giving way to anger would only make matters worse, so I made no reply, but took out my handkerchief and dried my eyes.

I thought you were made of better stuff, continued the captain, angrily; Id rather have a mad bull-dog aboard than a water-eyed puppy. But Ill cure you, lad, or introduce you to the sharks before long. Now go below, and stay there till I call you.

As I walked forward to obey, my eye fell on a small keg standing by the side of the main-mast, on which the word gunpowder was written in pencil. It immediately flashed across me that, as we were beating up against the wind, anything floating in the sea would be driven on the reef encircling the Coral Island. I also recollected  for thought is more rapid than the lightning  that my old companions had a pistol. Without a moments hesitation, therefore, I lifted the keg from the deck and tossed it into the sea! An exclamation of surprise burst from the captain and some of the men who witnessed this act of mine.

Striding up to me, and uttering fearful imprecations, the captain raised his hand to strike me, while he shouted, Boy! whelp! what mean you by that?

If you lower your hand, said I, in a loud voice, while I felt the blood rush to my temples, Ill tell you. Until you do so Im dumb!

The captain stepped back and regarded me with a look of amazement.

Now, continued I, I threw that keg into the sea because the wind and waves will carry it to my friends on the Coral Island, who happen to have a pistol, but no powder. I hope that it will reach them soon, and my only regret is that the keg was not a bigger one. Moreover, pirate, you said just now that you thought I was made of better stuff! I dont know what stuff I am made of,  I never thought much about that subject; but Im quite certain of this, that I am made of such stuff as the like of you shall never tame, though you should do your worst.

To my surprise the captain, instead of flying into a rage, smiled, and, thrusting his hand into the voluminous shawl that encircled his waist, turned on his heel and walked aft, while I went below.

Here, instead of being rudely handled, as I had expected, the men received me with a shout of laughter, and one of them, patting me on the back, said, Well done, lad! youre a brick, and I have no doubt will turn out a rare cove. Bloody Bill, there, was just such a fellow as you are, and hes now the biggest cut-throat of us all.

Take a can of beer, lad, cried another, and wet your whistle after that speech o yourn to the captain. If any one o us had made it, youngster, he would have had no whistle to wet by this time.

Stop your clapper, Jack, vociferated a third; give the boy a junck o meat. Dont you see hes amost goin to kick the bucket?

And no wonder, said the first speaker, with an oath, after the tumble you gave him into the boat. I guess it would have broke your neck if you had got it.

I did indeed feel somewhat faint; which was owing, doubtless, to the combined effects of ill-usage and hunger; for it will be recollected that I had dived out of the cave that morning before breakfast, and it was now near mid-day. I therefore gladly accepted a plate of boiled pork and a yam, which were handed to me by one of the men from the locker on which some of the crew were seated eating their dinner. But I must add that the zest with which I ate my meal was much abated in consequence of the frightful oaths and the terrible language that flowed from the lips of these godless men, even in the midst of their hilarity and good-humour. The man who had been alluded to as Bloody Bill was seated near me, and I could not help wondering at the moody silence he maintained among his comrades. He did indeed reply to their questions in a careless, off-hand tone, but he never volunteered a remark. The only difference between him and the others was his taciturnity and his size, for he was nearly, if not quite, as large a man as the captain.

During the remainder of the afternoon I was left to my own reflections, which were anything but agreeable, for I could not banish from my mind the threat about the thumb-screws, of the nature and use of which I had a vague but terrible conception. I was still meditating on my unhappy fate when, just after night-fall, one of the watch on deck called down the hatchway,  

Hallo there! one o you, tumble up and light the cabin lamp, and send that boy aft to the captain  sharp!

Now then, do you hear, youngster? the captain wants you. Look alive, said Bloody Bill, raising his huge frame from the locker on which he had been asleep for the last two hours. He sprang up the ladder and I instantly followed him, and, going aft, was shown into the cabin by one of the men, who closed the door after me.

A small silver lamp which hung from a beam threw a dim soft light over the cabin, which was a small apartment, and comfortably but plainly finished. Seated on a camp-stool at the table, and busily engaged in examining a chart of the Pacific, was the captain, who looked up as I entered, and, in a quiet voice, bade me be seated, while he threw down his pencil, and, rising from the table, stretched himself on a sofa at the upper end of the cabin.

Boy, said he, looking me full in the face, what is your name?

Ralph Rover, I replied.

Where did you come from, and how came you to be on that island? How many companions had you on it? Answer me, now, and mind you tell no lies.

I never tell lies, said I, firmly.

The captain received this reply with a cold sarcastic smile, and bade me answer his questions.

I then told him the history of myself and my companions from the time we sailed till the day of his visit to the island, taking care, however, to make no mention of the Diamond Cave. After I had concluded, he was silent for a few minutes; then, looking up, he said Boy, I believe you.

I was surprised at this remark, for I could not imagine why he should not believe me. However, I made no reply.

And what, continued the captain, makes you think that this schooner is a pirate?

The black flag, said I, showed me what you are; and if any further proof were wanting I have had it in the brutal treatment I have received at your hands.

The captain frowned as I spoke, but subduing his anger he continued Boy, you are too bold. I admit that we treated you roughly, but that was because you made us lose time and gave us a good deal of trouble. As to the black flag, that is merely a joke that my fellows play off upon people sometimes in order to frighten them. It is their humour, and does no harm. I am no pirate, boy, but a lawful trader,  a rough one, I grant you, but one cant help that in these seas, where there are so many pirates on the water and such murderous blackguards on the land. I carry on a trade in sandal-wood with the Feejee Islands; and if you choose, Ralph, to behave yourself and be a good boy, Ill take you along with me and give you a good share of the profits. You see Im in want of an honest boy like you, to look after the cabin and keep the log, and superintend the traffic on shore sometimes. What say you, Ralph, would you like to become a sandal-wood trader?

I was much surprised by this explanation, and a good deal relieved to find that the vessel, after all, was not a pirate; but instead of replying I said, If it be as you state, then why did you take me from my island, and why do you not now take me back?

The captain smiled as he replied, I took you off in anger, boy, and Im sorry for it. I would even now take you back, but we are too far away from it. See, there it is, he added, laying his finger on the chart, and we are now here,  fifty miles at least. It would not be fair to my men to put about now, for they have all an interest in the trade.

I could make no reply to this; so, after a little more conversation, I agreed to become one of the crew, at least until we could reach some civilized island where I might be put ashore. The captain assented to this proposition, and after thanking him for the promise, I left the cabin and went on deck with feelings that ought to have been lighter, but which were, I could not tell why, marvellously heavy and uncomfortable still.


CHAPTER XXIII.

Bloody Bill  Dark surmises  A strange sail, and a strange crew, and a still stranger cargo  New reasons for favouring missionaries  A murderous massacre, and thoughts thereon.

Three weeks after the conversation narrated in the last chapter, I was standing on the quarter-deck of the schooner watching the gambols of a shoal of porpoises that swam round us. It was a dead calm. One of those still, hot, sweltering days, so common in the Pacific, when Nature seems to have gone to sleep, and the only thing in water or in air that proves her still alive, is her long, deep breathing, in the swell of the mighty sea. No cloud floated in the deep blue above; no ripple broke the reflected blue below. The sun shone fiercely in the sky, and a ball of fire blazed, with almost equal power, from out the bosom of the water. So intensely still was it, and so perfectly transparent was the surface of the deep, that had it not been for the long swell already alluded to, we might have believed the surrounding universe to be a huge blue liquid ball, and our little ship the one solitary material speck in all creation, floating in the midst of it.

No sound broke on our ears save the soft puff now and then of a porpoise, the slow creak of the masts, as we swayed gently on the swell, the patter of the reef-points, and the occasional flap of the hanging sails. An awning covered the fore and after parts of the schooner, under which the men composing the watch on deck lolled in sleepy indolence, overcome with excessive heat. Bloody Bill, as the men invariably called him, was standing at the tiller, but his post for the present was a sinecure, and he whiled away the time by alternately gazing in dreamy abstraction at the compass in the binnacle, and by walking to the taffrail in order to spit into the sea. In one of these turns he came near to where I was standing, and, leaning over the side, looked long and earnestly down into the blue wave.

This man, although he was always taciturn and often surly, was the only human being on board with whom I had the slightest desire to become better acquainted. The other men, seeing that I did not relish their company, and knowing that I was a protege of the captain, treated me with total indifference. Bloody Bill, it is true, did the same; but as this was his conduct towards every one else, it was not peculiar in reference to me. Once or twice I tried to draw him into conversation, but he always turned away after a few cold monosyllables. As he now leaned over the taffrail close beside me, I said to him,  

Bill, why is it that you are so gloomy? Why do you never speak to any one?

Bill smiled slightly as he replied, Why, I spose its because I haint got nothin to say!

Thats strange, said I, musingly; you look like a man that could think, and such men can usually speak.

So they can, youngster, rejoined Bill, somewhat sternly; and I could speak too if I had a mind to, but whats the use o speakin here! The men only open their mouths to curse and swear, an they seem to find it entertaining; but I dont, so I hold my tongue.

Well, Bill, thats true, and I would rather not hear you speak at all than hear you speak like the other men; but I dont swear, Bill, so you might talk to me sometimes, I think. Besides, Im weary of spending day after day in this way, without a single soul to say a pleasant word to. Ive been used to friendly conversation, Bill, and I really would take it kind if you would talk with me a little now and then.

Bill looked at me in surprise, and I thought I observed a sad expression pass across his sun-burnt face.

An where have you been used to friendly conversation, said Bill, looking down again into the sea; not on that Coral Island, I take it?

Yes, indeed, said I energetically; I have spent many of the happiest months in my life on that Coral Island; and without waiting to be further questioned, I launched out into a glowing account of the happy life that Jack and Peterkin and I had spent together, and related minutely every circumstance that befell us while on the island.

Boy, boy, said Bill, in a voice so deep that it startled me, this is no place for you.

Thats true, said I; Im of little use on board, and I dont like my comrades; but I cant help it, and at anyrate I hope to be free again soon.

Free? said Bill, looking at me in surprise.

Yes, free, returned I; the captain said he would put me ashore after this trip was over.

This trip! Harkee, boy, said Bill, lowering his voice, what said the captain to you the day you came aboard?

He said that he was a trader in sandal-wood and no pirate, and told me that if I would join him for this trip he would give me a good share of the profits or put me on shore in some civilized island if I chose.

Bills brows lowered savagely as he muttered, Ay, he said truth when he told you he was a sandal-wood trader, but he lied when

Sail ho! shouted the look-out at the masthead.

Where, away? cried Bill, springing to the tiller; while the men, startled by the sudden cry jumped up and gazed round the horizon.

On the starboard quarter, hull down, sir, answered the look-out.

At this moment the captain came on deck, and mounting into the rigging, surveyed the sail through the glass. Then sweeping his eye round the horizon he gazed steadily at a particular point.

Take in top-sails, shouted the captain, swinging himself down on the deck by the main-back stay.

Take in top-sails, roared the first mate.

Ay, ay, sir-r-r, answered the men as they sprang into the rigging and went aloft like cats.

Instantly all was bustle on board the hitherto quiet schooner. The top-sails were taken in and stowed, the men stood by the sheets and halyards, and the captain gazed anxiously at the breeze which was now rushing towards us like a sheet of dark blue. In a few seconds it struck us. The schooner trembled as if in surprise at the sudden onset, while she fell away, then bending gracefully to the wind, as though in acknowledgment of her subjection, she cut through the waves with her sharp prow like a dolphin, while Bill directed her course towards the strange sail.

In half an hour we neared her sufficiently to make out that she was a schooner, and, from the clumsy appearance of her masts and sails we judged her to be a trader. She evidently did not like our appearance, for, the instant the breeze reached her, she crowded all sail and showed us her stern. As the breeze had moderated a little our top-sails were again shaken out, and it soon became evident,  despite the proverb, A stern chase is a long one, that we doubled her speed and would overhaul her speedily. When within a mile we hoisted British colours, but receiving no acknowledgment, the captain ordered a shot to be fired across her bows. In a moment, to my surprise, a large portion of the bottom of the boat amidships was removed, and in the hole thus exposed appeared an immense brass gun. It worked on a swivel and was elevated by means of machinery. It was quickly loaded and fired. The heavy ball struck the water a few yards ahead of the chase, and, ricochetting into the air, plunged into the sea a mile beyond it.

This produced the desired effect. The strange vessel backed her top-sails and hove-to, while we ranged up and lay-to, about a hundred yards off.

Lower the boat, cried the captain.

In a second the boat was lowered and manned by a part of the crew, who were all armed with cutlasses and pistols. As the captain passed me to get into it, he said, jump into the stern sheets, Ralph, I may want you. I obeyed, and in ten minutes more we were standing on the strangers deck. We were all much surprised at the sight that met our eyes. Instead of a crew of such sailors as we were accustomed to see, there were only fifteen blacks standing on the quarter-deck and regarding us with looks of undisguised alarm. They were totally unarmed and most of them unclothed; one or two, however, wore portions of European attire. One had on a pair of duck trousers which were much too large for him and stuck out in a most ungainly manner. Another wore nothing but the common scanty native garment round the loins, and a black beaver hat. But the most ludicrous personage of all, and one who seemed to be chief, was a tall middle-aged man, of a mild, simple expression of countenance, who wore a white cotton shirt, a swallow-tailed coat, and a straw hat, while his black brawny legs were totally uncovered below the knees.

Wheres the commander of this ship? inquired our captain, stepping up to this individual.

I is capin, he answered, taking off his straw hat and making a low bow.

You! said our captain, in surprise. Where do you come from, and where are you bound? What cargo have you aboard?

We is come, answered the man with the swallow-tail, from Aitutaki; we was go for Rarotonga. We is native missnary ship; our name is de Olive Branch; an our cargo is two tons cocoa-nuts, seventy pigs, twenty cats, and de Gospl.

This announcement was received by the crew of our vessel with a shout of laughter, which, however, was peremptorily checked by the captain, whose expression instantly changed from one of severity to that of frank urbanity as he advanced towards the missionary and shook him warmly by the hand.

I am very glad to have fallen in with you, said he, and I wish you much success in your missionary labours. Pray take me to your cabin, as I wish to converse with you privately.

The missionary immediately took him by the hand, and as he led him away I heard him saying, Me most glad to find you trader; we tought you be pirate. You very like one bout the masts.

What conversation the captain had with this man I never heard, but he came on deck again in a quarter of an hour, and, shaking hands cordially with the missionary, ordered us into our boat and returned to the schooner, which was immediately put before the wind. In a few minutes the Olive Branch was left far behind us.

That afternoon, as I was down below at dinner, I heard the men talking about this curious ship.

I wonder, said one, why our captain looked so sweet on yon swallow-tailed super-cargo o pigs and Gospels. If it had been an ordinary trader, now, he would have taken as many o the pigs as he required and sent the ship with all on board to the bottom.

Why, Dick, you must be new to these seas if you dont know that, cried another. The captain cares as much for the gospel as you do (an thats precious little), but he knows, and everybody knows, that the only place among the southern islands where a ship can put in and get what she wants in comfort, is where the gospel has been sent to. There are hundreds o islands, at this blessed moment, where you might as well jump straight into a sharks maw as land without a band o thirty comrades armed to the teeth to back you.

Ay, said a man with a deep scar over his right eye, Dicks new to the work. But if the captain takes us for a cargo o sandal-wood to the Feejees hell get a taste o these black gentry in their native condition. For my part I dont know, an I dont care, what the gospel does to them; but I know that when any o the islands chance to get it, trade goes all smooth an easy; but where they hant got it, Beelzebub himself could hardly desire better company.

Well, you ought to be a good judge, cried another, laughing, for youve never kept any company but the worst all your life!

Ralph Rover! shouted a voice down the hatchway. Captain wants you, aft.

Springing up the ladder I hastened to the cabin, pondering as I went the strange testimony borne by these men to the effect of the gospel on savage natures;  testimony which, as it was perfectly disinterested, I had no doubt whatever was strictly true.

On coming again on deck I found Bloody Bill at the helm, and as we were alone together I tried to draw him into conversation. After repeating to him the conversation in the forecastle about the missionaries, I said,  

Tell me, Bill, is this schooner really a trader in sandal-wood?

Yes, Ralph, she is; but shes just as really a pirate. The black flag you saw flying at the peak was no deception.

Then how can you say shes a trader? asked I.

Why, as to that, she trades when she cant take by force, but she takes by force, when she can, in preference. Ralph, he added, lowering his voice, if you had seen the bloody deeds that I have witnessed done on these decks you would not need to ask if we were pirates. But youll find it out soon enough. As for the missionaries, the captain favours them because they are useful to him. The South-Sea islanders are such incarnate fiends that they are the better of being tamed, and the missionaries are the only men who can do it.

Our track after this lay through several clusters of small islets, among which we were becalmed more than once. During this part of our voyage the watch on deck and the look-out at the mast-head were more than usually vigilant, as we were not only in danger of being attacked by the natives, who, I learned from the captains remarks, were a bloody and deceitful tribe at this group, but we were also exposed to much risk from the multitudes of coral reefs that rose up in the channels between the islands, some of them just above the surface, others a few feet below it. Our precautions against the savages I found were indeed necessary.

One day we were becalmed among a group of small islands, most of which appeared to be uninhabited. As we were in want of fresh water the captain sent the boat ashore to bring off a cask or two. But we were mistaken in thinking there were no natives; for scarcely had we drawn near to the shore when a band of naked blacks rushed out of the bush and assembled on the beach, brandishing their clubs and spears in a threatening manner. Our men were well armed, but refrained from showing any signs of hostility, and rowed nearer in order to converse with the natives; and I now found that more than one of the crew could imperfectly speak dialects of the language peculiar to the South Sea islanders. When within forty yards of the shore, we ceased rowing, and the first mate stood up to address the multitude; but, instead of answering us, they replied with a shower of stones, some of which cut the men severely. Instantly our muskets were levelled, and a volley was about to be fired, when the captain hailed us in a loud voice from the schooner, which lay not more than five or six hundred yards off the shore.

Dont fire, he shouted, angrily. Pull off to the point ahead of you.

The men looked surprised at this order, and uttered deep curses as they prepared to obey, for their wrath was roused and they burned for revenge. Three or four of them hesitated, and seemed disposed to mutiny.

Dont distress yourselves, lads, said the mate, while a bitter smile curled his lip. Obey orders. The captains not the man to take an insult tamely. If Long Tom does not speak presently Ill give myself to the sharks.

The men smiled significantly as they pulled from the shore, which was now crowded with a dense mass of savages, amounting, probably, to five or six hundred. We had not rowed off above a couple of hundred yards when a loud roar thundered over the sea, and the big brass gun sent a withering shower of grape point blank into the midst of the living mass, through which a wide lane was cut, while a yell, the like of which I could not have imagined, burst from the miserable survivors as they fled to the woods. Amongst the heaps of dead that lay on the sand, just where they had fallen, I could distinguish mutilated forms writhing in agony, while ever and anon one and another rose convulsively from out the mass, endeavoured to stagger towards the wood, and ere they had taken a few steps, fell and wallowed on the bloody sand. My blood curdled within me as I witnessed this frightful and wanton slaughter; but I had little time to think, for the captains deep voice came again over the water towards us: Pull ashore, lads, and fill your water casks. The men obeyed in silence, and it seemed to me as if even their hard hearts were shocked by the ruthless deed. On gaining the mouth of the rivulet at which we intended to take in water, we found it flowing with blood, for the greater part of those who were slain had been standing on the banks of the stream, a short way above its mouth. Many of the wretched creatures had fallen into it, and we found one body, which had been carried down, jammed between two rocks, with the staring eyeballs turned towards us and his black hair waving in the ripples of the blood-red stream. No one dared to oppose our landing now, so we carried our casks to a pool above the murdered group, and having filled them, returned on board. Fortunately a breeze sprang up soon afterwards and carried us away from the dreadful spot; but it could not waft me away from the memory of what I had seen.

And this, thought I, gazing in horror at the captain, who, with a quiet look of indifference, leaned upon the taffrail smoking a cigar and contemplating the fertile green islets as they passed like a lovely picture before our eyes this is the man who favours the missionaries because they are useful to him and can tame the savages better than any one else can do it! Then I wondered in my mind whether it were possible for any missionary to tame him!


CHAPTER XXIV.

Bloody Bill is communicative and sagacious  Unpleasant prospects  Retrospective meditations interrupted by volcanic agency  The pirates negotiate with a Feejee chief  Various etceteras that are calculated to surprise and horrify.

It was many days after the events just narrated ere I recovered a little of my wonted spirits. I could not shake off the feeling for a long time that I was in a frightful dream, and the sight of our captain filled me with so much horror that I kept out of his way as much as my duties about the cabin would permit. Fortunately he took so little notice of me that he did not observe my changed feelings towards him, otherwise it might have been worse for me.

But I was now resolved that I would run away the very first island we should land at, and commit myself to the hospitality of the natives rather than remain an hour longer than I could help in the pirate schooner. I pondered this subject a good deal, and at last made up my mind to communicate my intention to Bloody Bill; for, during several talks I had had with him of late, I felt assured that he too would willingly escape if possible. When I told him of my design he shook his head. No, no, Ralph, said he, you must not think of running away here. Among some of the groups of islands you might do so with safety, but if you tried it here you would find that you had jumped out of the fryin pan into the fire.

How so, Bill? said I, would the natives not receive me?

That they would, lad; but they would eat you too.

Eat me! said I in surprise, I thought the South Sea islanders never ate anybody except their enemies.

Humph! ejaculated Bill. I spose twas yer tender-hearted friends in England that put that notion into your head. Theres a set o soft-hearted folk at home that I knows on, who dont like to have their feelins ruffled, and when you tell them anything they dont like  that shocks them, as they call it  no matter how true it be, they stop their ears and cry out, Oh, that is too horrible! We cant believe that! An they say truth. They cant believe it cause they wont believe it. Now, I believe theres thousands o the people in England who are sich born drivellin wont-believers that they think the black fellows hereaway, at the worst, eat an enemy only now an then, out o spite; whereas, I know for certain, and many captains of the British and American navies know as well as me, that the Feejee islanders eat not only their enemies but one another; and they do it not for spite, but for pleasure. Its a fact that they prefer human flesh to any other. But they dont like white mens flesh so well as black. They say it makes them sick.

Why, Bill, said I, you told me just now that they would eat me if they caught me.

So I did; and so I think they would. Ive only heard some o them say they dont like white men so well as black; but if they was hungry they wouldnt be particular. Anyhow, Im sure they would kill you. You see, Ralph, Ive been a good while in them parts, and Ive visited the different groups of islands oftentimes as a trader. And thorough goin blackguards some o them traders are. No better than pirates, I can tell you. One captain that I sailed with was not a chip better than the one were with now. He was tradin with a friendly chief one day, aboard his vessel. The chief had swam off to us with the things for trade tied a-top of his head, for them chaps are like otters in the water. Well, the chief was hard on the captain, and would not part with some o his things. When their bargainin was over they shook hands, and the chief jumped over board to swim ashore; but before he got forty yards from the ship the captain seized a musket and shot him dead. He then hove up anchor and put to sea, and as we sailed along shore, he dropped six black-fellows with his rifle, remarkin that that would spoil the trade for the next comers. But, as I was sayin, Im up to the ways o these fellows. One o the laws o the country is, that every shipwrecked person who happens to be cast ashore, be he dead or alive, is doomed to be roasted and eaten. There was a small tradin schooner wrecked off one of these islands when we were lyin there in harbour during a storm. The crew was lost, all but three men, who swam ashore. The moment they landed they were seized by the natives and carried up into the woods. We knew pretty well what their fate would be, but we could not help them, for our crew was small, and if we had gone ashore they would likely have killed us all. We never saw the three men again; but we heard frightful yelling, and dancing, and merry-making that night; and one of the natives, who came aboard to trade with us next day, told us that the long pigs, as he called the men, had been roasted and eaten, and their bones were to be converted into sail needles. He also said that white men were bad to eat, and that most o the people on shore were sick.

I was very much shocked and cast down in my mind at this terrible account of the natives, and asked Bill what he would advise me to do. Looking round the deck to make sure that we were not overheard, he lowered his voice and said, There are two or three ways that we might escape, Ralph, but none o thems easy. If the captain would only sail for some o the islands near Tahiti, we might run away there well enough, because the natives are all Christians; an we find that wherever the savages take up with Christianity they always give over their bloody ways, and are safe to be trusted. I never cared for Christianity myself, he continued, in a soliloquising voice, and I dont well know what it means; but a man with half an eye can see what it does for these black critters. However, the captain always keeps a sharp look out after us when we get to these islands, for he half suspects that one or two o us are tired of his company. Then, we might manage to cut the boat adrift some fine night when its our watch on deck, and clear off before they discovered that we were gone. But we would run the risk o bein caught by the blacks. I wouldnt like to try that plan. But you and I will think over it, Ralph, and see whats to be done. In the meantime its our watch below, so Ill go and turn in.

Bill then bade me good night, and went below, while a comrade took his place at the helm; but, feeling no desire to enter into conversation with him, I walked aft, and, leaning over the stern, looked down into the phosphorescent waves that gargled around the ladder, and streamed out like a flame of blue light in the vessels wake. My thoughts were very sad, and I could scarce refrain from tears as I contrasted my present wretched position with the happy, peaceful time, I had spent on the Coral Island with my dear companions. As I thought upon Jack and Peterkin anxious forebodings crossed my mind, and I pictured to myself the grief and dismay with which they would search every nook and corner of the island, in a vain attempt to discover my dead body; for I felt assured that if they did not see any sign of the pirate schooner or boat, when they came out of the cave to look for me, they would never imagine that I had been carried away. I wondered, too, how Jack would succeed in getting Peterkin out of the cave without my assistance; and I trembled when I thought that he might lose presence of mind, and begin to kick when he was in the tunnel! These thoughts were suddenly interrupted and put to flight by a bright red blaze which lighted up the horizon to the southward, and cut a crimson glow far over the sea. This appearance was accompanied by a low growling sound, as of distant thunder, and, at the same time, the sky above us became black, while a hot stifling wind blew around us in fitful gusts.

The crew assembled hastily on deck, and most of them were under the belief that a frightful hurricane was pending; but the captain coming on deck, soon explained the phenomena.

Its only a volcano, said he. I knew there was one hereabouts, but thought it was extinct. Up there and furl top-gallant-sails; well likely have a breeze, and its well to be ready.

As he spoke, a shower began to fall, which we quickly observed was not rain, but fine ashes. As we were many miles distant from the volcano, these must have been carried to us from it by the wind. As the captain had predicted, a stiff breeze soon afterwards sprang up, under the influence of which we speedily left the volcano far behind us; but during the greater part of the night we could see its lurid glare and hear its distant thunder. The shower did not cease to fall for several hours, and we must have sailed under it for nearly forty miles, perhaps farther. When we emerged from the cloud, our decks and every part of the rigging were completely covered with a thick coat of ashes. I was much interested in this, and recollected that Jack had often spoken of many of the islands of the Pacific as being volcanoes, either active or extinct, and had said that the whole region was more or less volcanic, and that some scientific men were of opinion that the islands of the Pacific were nothing more or less than the mountain tops of a huge continent which had sunk under the influence of volcanic agency.

Three days after passing the volcano, we found ourselves a few miles to windward of an island of considerable size and luxuriant aspect. It consisted of two mountains, which seemed to be nearly four thousand feet high. They were separated from each other by a broad valley, whose thick-growing trees ascended a considerable distance up the mountain sides; and rich level plains, or meadow-land, spread round the base of the mountains, except at the point immediately opposite the large valley, where a river seemed to carry the trees, as it were, along with it down to the white sandy shore. The mountain tops, unlike those of our Coral Island, were sharp, needle-shaped, and bare, while their sides were more rugged and grand in outline than anything I had yet seen in those seas. Bloody Bill was beside me when the island first hove in sight.

Ha! he exclaimed, I know that island well. They call it Emo.

Have you been here before, then? I inquired.

Ay, that I have, often, and so has this schooner. Tis a famous island for sandal-wood. We have taken many cargoes off it already, and have paid for them too; for the savages are so numerous that we dared not try to take it by force. But our captain has tried to cheat them so often, that theyre beginnin not to like us overmuch now. Besides, the men behaved ill the last time we were here; and I wonder the captain is not afraid to venture. But hes afraid o nothing earthly, I believe.

We soon ran inside the barrier coral-reef, and let go our anchor in six fathoms water, just opposite the mouth of a small creek, whose shores were densely covered with mangroves and tall umbrageous trees. The principal village of the natives lay about half a mile from this point. Ordering the boat out, the captain jumped into it, and ordered me to follow him. The men, fifteen in number, were well armed; and the mate was directed to have Long Tom ready for emergencies.

Give way, lads, cried the captain.

The oars fell into the water at the word, the boat shot from the schooners side, and in a few minutes reached the shore. Here, contrary to our expectation, we were met with the utmost cordiality by Romata, the principal chief of the island, who conducted us to his house, and gave us mats to sit upon. I observed in passing that the natives, of whom there were two or three thousand, were totally unarmed.

After a short preliminary palaver, a feast of baked pigs and various roots was spread before us; of which we partook sparingly, and then proceeded to business. The captain stated his object in visiting the island, regretted that there had been a slight misunderstanding during the last visit, and hoped that no ill-will was borne by either party, and that a satisfactory trade would be accomplished.

Romata answered that he had forgotten there had been any differences between them, protested that he was delighted to see his friends again, and assured them they should have every assistance in cutting and embarking the wood. The terms were afterwards agreed on, and we rose to depart. All this conversation was afterwards explained to me by Bill, who understood the language pretty well.

Romata accompanied us on board, and explained that a great chief from another island was then on a visit to him, and that he was to be ceremoniously entertained on the following day. After begging to be allowed to introduce him to us, and receiving permission, he sent his canoe ashore to bring him off. At the same time he gave orders to bring on board his two favourites, a cock and a paroquet. While the canoe was gone on this errand, I had time to regard the savage chief attentively. He was a man of immense size, with massive but beautifully moulded limbs and figure, only parts of which, the broad chest and muscular arms, were uncovered; for, although the lower orders generally wore no other clothing than a strip of cloth called maro round their loins, the chief, on particular occasions, wrapped his person in voluminous folds of a species of native cloth made from the bark of the Chinese paper-mulberry. Romata wore a magnificent black beard and moustache, and his hair was frizzed out to such an extent that it resembled a large turban, in which was stuck a long wooden pin! I afterwards found that this pin served for scratching the head, for which purpose the fingers were too short without disarranging the hair. But Romata put himself to much greater inconvenience on account of his hair, for we found that he slept with his head resting on a wooden pillow, in which was cut a hollow for the neck, so that the hair of the sleeper might not be disarranged.

In ten minutes the canoe returned, bringing the other chief, who certainly presented a most extraordinary appearance, having painted one half of his face red and the other half yellow, besides ornamenting it with various designs in black! Otherwise he was much the same in appearance as Romata, though not so powerfully built. As this chief had never seen a ship before, except, perchance, some of the petty traders that at long intervals visit these remote islands, he was much taken up with the neatness and beauty of all the fittings of the schooner. He was particularly struck with a musket which was shown to him, and asked where the white men got hatchets hard enough to cut the tree of which the barrel was made! While he was thus engaged, his brother chief stood aloof, talking with the captain, and fondling a superb cock and a little blue-headed paroquet, the favourites of which I have before spoken. I observed that all the other natives walked in a crouching posture while in the presence of Romata. Before our guests left us, the captain ordered the brass gun to be uncovered and fired for their gratification; and I have every reason to believe he did so for the purpose of showing our superior power, in case the natives should harbour any evil designs against us. Romata had never seen this gun before, as it had not been uncovered on previous visits, and the astonishment with which he viewed it was very amusing. Being desirous of knowing its power, he begged that the captain would fire it. So a shot was put into it. The chiefs were then directed to look at a rock about two miles out at sea, and the gun was fired. In a second the top of the rock was seen to burst asunder, and to fall in fragments into the sea.

Romata was so delighted with the success of this shot, that he pointed to a man who was walking on the shore, and begged the captain to fire at him, evidently supposing that his permission was quite sufficient to justify the captain in such an act. He was therefore surprised, and not a little annoyed, when the captain refused to fire at the native, and ordered the gun to be housed.

Of all the things, however, that afforded matter of amusement to these savages, that which pleased Romatas visitor most was the ships pump. He never tired of examining it, and pumping up the water. Indeed, so much was he taken up with this pump, that he could not be prevailed on to return on shore, but sent a canoe to fetch his favourite stool, on which he seated himself, and spent the remainder of the day in pumping the bilge-water out of the ship!

Next day the crew went ashore to cut sandal-wood, while the captain, with one or two men, remained on board, in order to be ready, if need be, with the brass gun, which was unhoused and conspicuously elevated, with its capacious muzzle directed point blank at the chiefs house. The men were fully armed as usual; and the captain ordered me to go with them, to assist in the work. I was much pleased with this order, for it freed me from the captains company, which I could not now endure, and it gave me an opportunity of seeing the natives.

As we wound along in single file through the rich fragrant groves of banana, cocoa-nut, bread-fruit, and other trees, I observed that there were many of the plum and banian trees, with which I had become familiar on the Coral Island. I noticed also large quantities of taro-roots, yams, and sweet potatoes, growing in enclosures. On turning into an open glade of the woods, we came abruptly upon a cluster of native houses. They were built chiefly of bamboos, and were thatched with the large thick leaves of the pandanus; but many of them had little more than a sloping roof and three sides with an open front, being the most simple shelter from the weather that could well be imagined. Within these, and around them, were groups of natives  men, women, and children  who all stood up to gaze at us as we marched along, followed by the party of men whom the chief had sent to escort us. About half a mile inland we arrived at the spot where the sandal-wood grew, and, while the men set to work, I clambered up an adjoining hill to observe the country.

About mid-day, the chief arrived with several followers, one of whom carried a baked pig on a wooden platter, with yams and potatoes on several plantain leaves, which he presented to the men, who sat down under the shade of a tree to dine. The chief sat down to dine also; but, to my surprise, instead of feeding himself, one of his wives performed that office for him! I was seated beside Bill, and asked him the reason of this.

It is beneath his dignity, I believe, to feed himself, answered Bill; but I daresay hes not particular, except on great occasions. Theyve a strange custom among them, Ralph, which is called tabu, and they carry it to great lengths. If a man chooses a particular tree for his god, the fruit o that tree is tabued to him; and if he eats it, he is sure to be killed by his people, and eaten, of course, for killing means eating hereaway. Then, you see that great mop o hair on the chiefs head? Well, he has a lot o barbers to keep it in order; and its a law that whoever touches the head of a living chief or the body of a dead one, his hands are tabued; so, in that way, the barbers hands are always tabued, and they darent use them for their lives, but have to be fed like big babies, as they are, sure enough!

Thats odd, Bill. But look there, said I, pointing to a man whose skin was of a much lighter colour than the generality of the natives. Ive seen a few of these light-skinned fellows among the Fejeeans. They seem to me to be of quite a different race.

So they are, answered Bill. These fellows come from the Tongan Islands, which lie a long way to the eastward. They come here to build their big war-canoes; and as these take two, and sometimes four years, to build, theres always some o the brown-skins among the black sarpents o these islands.

By the way, Bill, said I, your mentioning serpents, reminds me that I have not seen a reptile of any kind since I came to this part of the world.

No more there are any, said Bill, if ye except the niggers themselves, theres none on the islands, but a lizard or two and some sich harmless things. But I never seed any myself. If theres none on the land, however, theres more than enough in the water, and that minds me of a wonderful brute they have here. But, come, Ill show it to you. So saying, Bill arose, and, leaving the men still busy with the baked pig, led me into the forest. After proceeding a short distance we came upon a small pond of stagnant water. A native lad had followed us, to whom we called and beckoned him to come to us. On Bill saying a few words to him, which I did not understand, the boy advanced to the edge of the pond, and gave a low peculiar whistle. Immediately the water became agitated and an enormous eel thrust its head above the surface and allowed the youth to touch it. It was about twelve feet long, and as thick round the body as a mans thigh.

There, said Bill, his lip curling with contempt, what do you think of that for a god, Ralph? This is one o their gods, and it has been fed with dozens o livin babies already. How many more itll get afore it dies is hard to say.

Babies? said I, with an incredulous look

Ay, babies, returned Bill. Your soft-hearted folk at home would say, Oh, horrible! impossible! to that, and then go away as comfortable and unconcerned as if their sayin horrible! impossible! had made it a lie. But I tell you, Ralph, its a fact. Ive seed it with my own eyes the last time I was here, an mayhap if you stop a while at this accursed place, and keep a sharp look out, youll see it too. They dont feed it regularly with livin babies, but they give it one now and then as a treat. Bah! you brute! cried Bill, in disgust, giving the reptile a kick on the snout with his heavy boot, that sent it sweltering back in agony into its loathsome pool. I thought it lucky for Bill, indeed for all of us, that the native youths back happened to be turned at the time, for I am certain that if the poor savages had come to know that we had so rudely handled their god, we should have had to fight our way back to the ship. As we retraced our steps I questioned my companion further on this subject.

How comes it, Bill, that the mothers allow such a dreadful thing to be done?

Allow it? the mothers do it! It seems to me that theres nothing too fiendish or diabolical for these people to do. Why, in some of the islands they have an institution called the Areoi, and the persons connected with that body are ready for any wickedness that mortal man can devise. In fact they stick at nothing; and one o their customs is to murder their infants the moment they are born. The mothers agree to it, and the fathers do it. And the mildest ways they have of murdering them is by sticking them through the body with sharp splinters of bamboo, strangling them with their thumbs, or burying them alive and stamping them to death while under the sod.

I felt sick at heart while my companion recited these horrors.

But its a curious fact, he continued, after a pause, during which we walked in silence towards the spot where we had left our comrades, its a curious fact, that wherever the missionaries get a footin all these things come to an end at once, an the savages take to doin each other good, and singin psalms, just like Methodists.

God bless the missionaries! said I, while a feeling of enthusiasm filled my heart, so that I could speak with difficulty. God bless and prosper the missionaries till they get a footing in every island of the sea!

I would say Amen to that prayer, Ralph, if I could, said Bill, in a deep, sad voice; but it would be a mere mockery for a man to ask a blessing for others who dare not ask one for himself. But, Ralph, he continued, Ive not told you half o the abominations I have seen durin my life in these seas. If we pull long together, lad, Ill tell you more; and if times have not changed very much since I was here last, its like that youll have a chance o seeing a little for yourself before long.


CHAPTER XXV.

The Sandal-wood party  Native childrens games, somewhat surprising  Desperate amusements suddenly and fatally brought to a close  An old friend recognised  News  Romatas mad conduct.

Next day the wood-cutting party went ashore again, and I accompanied them as before. During the dinner hour I wandered into the woods alone, being disinclined for food that day. I had not rambled far when I found myself unexpectedly on the sea-shore, having crossed a narrow neck of land which separated the native village from a large bay. Here I found a party of the islanders busy with one of their war-canoes, which was almost ready for launching. I stood for a long time watching this party with great interest, and observed that they fastened the timbers and planks to each other very much in the same way in which I had seen Jack fasten those of our little boat. But what surprised me most was its immense length, which I measured very carefully, and found to be a hundred feet long; and it was so capacious that it could have held three hundred men. It had the unwieldy out-rigger and enormously high stern-posts which I had remarked on the canoe that came to us while I was on the Coral Island. Observing some boys playing at games a short way along the beach, I resolved to go and watch them; but as I turned from the natives who were engaged so busily and cheerfully at their work, I little thought of the terrible event that hung on the completion of that war-canoe.

Advancing towards the children, who were so numerous that I began to think this must be the general play-ground of the village, I sat down on a grassy bank under the shade of a plantain-tree, to watch them. And a happier or more noisy crew I have never seen. There were at least two hundred of them, both boys and girls, all of whom were clad in no other garments than their own glossy little black skins, except the maro, or strip of cloth round the loins of the boys, and a very short petticoat or kilt on the girls. They did not all play at the same game, but amused themselves in different groups.

One band was busily engaged in a game exactly similar to our blind-mans-buff. Another set were walking on stilts, which raised the children three feet from the ground. They were very expert at this amusement and seldom tumbled. In another place I observed a group of girls standing together, and apparently enjoying themselves very much; so I went up to see what they were doing, and found that they were opening their eye-lids with their fingers till their eyes appeared of an enormous size, and then thrusting pieces of straw between the upper and lower lids, across the eye-ball, to keep them in that position! This seemed to me, I must confess, a very foolish as well as dangerous amusement. Nevertheless the children seemed to be greatly delighted with the hideous faces they made. I pondered this subject a good deal, and thought that if little children knew how silly they seem to grown-up people when they make faces, they would not be so fond of doing it. In another place were a number of boys engaged in flying kites, and I could not help wondering that some of the games of those little savages should be so like to our own, although they had never seen us at play. But the kites were different from ours in many respects, being of every variety of shape. They were made of very thin cloth, and the boys raised them to a wonderful height in the air by means of twine made from the cocoa-nut husk. Other games there were, some of which showed the natural depravity of the hearts of these poor savages, and made me wish fervently that missionaries might be sent out to them. But the amusement which the greatest number of the children of both sexes seemed to take chief delight in, was swimming and diving in the sea; and the expertness which they exhibited was truly amazing. They seemed to have two principal games in the water, one of which was to dive off a sort of stage which had been erected near a deep part of the sea, and chase each other in the water. Some of them went down to an extraordinary depth; others skimmed along the surface, or rolled over and over like porpoises, or diving under each other, came up unexpectedly and pulled each other down by a leg or an arm. They never seemed to tire of this sport, and, from the great heat of the water in the South Seas, they could remain in it nearly all day without feeling chilled. Many of these children were almost infants, scarce able to walk; yet they staggered down the beach, flung their round fat little black bodies fearlessly into deep water, and struck out to sea with as much confidence as ducklings.

The other game to which I have referred was swimming in the surf. But as this is an amusement in which all engage, from children of ten to gray-headed men of sixty, and as I had an opportunity of witnessing it in perfection the day following, I shall describe it more minutely.

I suppose it was in honour of their guest that this grand swimming-match was got up, for Romata came and told the captain that they were going to engage in it, and begged him to come and see.

What sort of amusement is this surf swimming? I inquired of Bill, as we walked together to a part of the shore on which several thousands of the natives were assembled.

Its a very favourite lark with these xtrornary critters, replied Bill, giving a turn to the quid of tobacco that invariably bulged out his left cheek. Ye see, Ralph, them fellows take to the water as soon amost as they can walk, an long before they can do that anything respectably, so that they are as much at home in the sea as on the land. Well, ye see, I spose they found swimmin for miles out to sea, and divin fathoms deep, wasnt exciting enough, so they invented this game o the surf. Each man and boy, as you see, has got a short board or plank, with which he swims out for a mile or more to sea, and then, gettin on the top o yon thundering breaker, they come to shore on the top of it, yellin and screechin like fiends. Its a marvel to me that theyre not dashed to shivers on the coral reef, for sure an sartin am I that if any o us tried it, we wouldnt be worth the fluke of a broken anchor after the wave fell. But there they go!

As he spoke, several hundreds of the natives, amongst whom we were now standing, uttered a loud yell, rushed down the beach, plunged into the surf, and were carried off by the seething foam of the retreating wave.

At the point where we stood, the encircling coral reef joined the shore, so that the magnificent breakers, which a recent stiff breeze had rendered larger than usual, fell in thunder at the feet of the multitudes who lined the beach. For some time the swimmers continued to strike out to sea, breasting over the swell like hundreds of black seals. Then they all turned, and, watching an approaching billow, mounted its white crest, and, each laying his breast on the short flat board, came rolling towards the shore, careering on the summit of the mighty wave, while they and the onlookers shouted and yelled with excitement. Just as the monster wave curled in solemn majesty to fling its bulky length upon the beach, most of the swimmers slid back into the trough behind; others, slipping off their boards, seized them in their hands, and, plunging through the watery waste, swam out to repeat the amusement; but a few, who seemed to me the most reckless, continued their career until they were launched upon the beach, and enveloped in the churning foam and spray. One of these last came in on the crest of the wave most manfully, and landed with a violent bound almost on the spot where Bill and I stood. I saw by his peculiar head-dress that he was the chief whom the tribe entertained as their guest. The sea-water had removed nearly all the paint with which his face had been covered; and, as he rose panting to his feet, I recognised, to my surprise, the features of Tararo, my old friend of the Coral Island!

Tararo at the same moment recognised me, and, advancing quickly, took me round the neck and rubbed noses; which had the effect of transferring a good deal of the moist paint from his nose to mine. Then, recollecting that this was not the white mans mode of salutation, he grasped me by the hand and shook it violently.

Hallo, Ralph! cried Bill, in surprise, that chap seems to have taken a sudden fancy to you, or he must be an old acquaintance.

Right, Bill, I replied, he is indeed an old acquaintance; and I explained in a few words that he was the chief whose party Jack and Peterkin and I had helped to save.

Tararo having thrown away his surf-board, entered into an animated conversation with Bill, pointing frequently during the course of it to me; whereby I concluded he must be telling him about the memorable battle, and the part we had taken in it. When he paused, I begged of Bill to ask him about the woman Avatea, for I had some hope that she might have come with Tararo on this visit. And ask him, said I, who she is, for I am persuaded she is of a different race from the Feejeeans. On the mention of her name the chief frowned darkly, and seemed to speak with much anger.

Youre right, Ralph, said Bill, when the chief had ceased to talk; shes not a Feejee girl, but a Samoan. How she ever came to this place the chief does not very clearly explain, but he says she was taken in war, and that he got her three years ago, an kept her as his daughter ever since. Lucky for her, poor girl, else shed have been roasted and eaten like the rest.

But why does Tararo frown and look so angry? said I.

Because the girls somewhat obstinate, like most o the sex, an wont marry the man he wants her to. It seems that a chief of some other island came on a visit to Tararo and took a fancy to her, but she wouldnt have him on no account, bein already in love, and engaged to a young chief whom Tararo hates, and she kicked up a desperate shindy; so, as he was going on a war expedition in his canoe, he left her to think about it, sayin hed be back in six months or so, when he hoped she wouldnt be so obstropolous. This happened just a week ago; an Tararo says that if shes not ready to go, when the chief returns, as his bride, shell be sent to him as a long pig.

As a long pig! I exclaimed in surprise; why what does he mean by that?

He means somethin very unpleasant, answered Bill with a frown. You see these blackguards eat men an women just as readily as they eat pigs; and, as baked pigs and baked men are very like each other in appearance, they call men long pigs. If Avatea goes to this fellow as a long pig, its all up with her, poor thing.

Is she on the island now? I asked eagerly.

No, shes at Tararos island.

And where does it lie?

About fifty or sixty miles to the southard o this, returned Bill; but I

At this moment we were startled by the cry of Mao! mao!  a shark! a shark! which was immediately followed by a shriek that rang clear and fearfully loud above the tumult of cries that arose from the savages in the water and on the land. We turned hastily towards the direction whence the cry came, and had just time to observe the glaring eye-balls of one of the swimmers as he tossed his arms in the air. Next instant he was pulled under the waves. A canoe was instantly launched, and the hand of the drowning man was caught, but only half of his body was dragged from the maw of the monster, which followed the canoe until the water became so shallow that it could scarcely swim. The crest of the next billow was tinged with red as it rolled towards the shore.

In most countries of the world this would have made a deep impression on the spectators, but the only effect it had upon these islanders was to make them hurry with all speed out of the sea, lest a similar fate should befall some of the others; but, so utterly reckless were they of human life, that it did not for a moment suspend the progress of their amusements. It is true the surf-swimming ended for that time somewhat abruptly, but they immediately proceeded with other games. Bill told me that sharks do not often attack the surf-swimmers, being frightened away by the immense numbers of men and boys in the water, and by the shouting and splashing that they make. But, said he, such a thing as you have seen just now dont frighten them much. Theyll be at it again to-morrow or next day, just as if there wasnt a single shark between Feejee and Nova Zembla.

After this the natives had a series of wrestling and boxing matches; and being men of immense size and muscle, they did a good deal of injury to each other, especially in boxing, in which not only the lower orders, but several of the chiefs and priests engaged. Each bout was very quickly terminated, for they did not pretend to a scientific knowledge of the art, and wasted no time in sparring, but hit straight out at each others heads, and their blows were delivered with great force. Frequently one of the combatants was knocked down with a single blow; and one gigantic fellow hit his adversary so severely that he drove the skin entirely off his forehead. This feat was hailed with immense applause by the spectators.

During these exhibitions, which were very painful to me, though I confess I could not refrain from beholding them, I was struck with the beauty of many of the figures and designs that were tattooed on the persons of the chiefs and principal men. One figure, that seemed to me very elegant, was that of a palm-tree tattooed on the back of a mans leg, the roots rising, as it were, from under his heel, the stem ascending the tendon of the ankle, and the graceful head branching out upon the calf. I afterwards learned that this process of tattooing is very painful, and takes long to do, commencing at the age of ten, and being continued at intervals up to the age of thirty. It is done by means of an instrument made of bone, with a number of sharp teeth with which the skin is punctured. Into these punctures a preparation made from the kernel of the candle-nut, mixed with cocoa-nut oil, is rubbed, and the mark thus made is indelible. The operation is performed by a class of men whose profession it is, and they tattoo as much at a time, as the person on whom they are operating can bear; which is not much, the pain and inflammation caused by tattooing being very great, sometimes causing death. Some of the chiefs were tattooed with an ornamental stripe down the legs, which gave them the appearance of being clad in tights. Others had marks round the ankles and insteps, which looked like tight-fitting and elegant boots. Their faces were also tattooed, and their breasts were very profusely marked with every imaginable species of device,  muskets, dogs, birds, pigs, clubs, and canoes, intermingled with lozenges, squares, circles, and other arbitrary figures.

The women were not tattooed so much as the men, having only a few marks on their feet and arms. But I must say, however objectionable this strange practice may be, it nevertheless had this good effect, that it took away very much from their appearance of nakedness.

Next day, while we were returning from the woods to our schooner, we observed Romata rushing about in the neighbourhood of his house, apparently mad with passion.

Ah! said Bill to me, there hes at his old tricks again. Thats his way when he gets drink. The natives make a sort of drink o their own, and it makes him bad enough; but when he gets brandy hes like a wild tiger. The captain, I suppose, has given him a bottle, as usual, to keep him in good humour. After drinkin he usually goes to sleep, and the people know it well and keep out of his way, for fear they should waken him. Even the babies are taken out of ear-shot; for, when hes waked up, he rushes out just as you see him now, and spears or clubs the first person he meets.

It seemed at the present time, however, that no deadly weapon had been in his way, for the infuriated chief was raging about without one. Suddenly he caught sight of an unfortunate man who was trying to conceal himself behind a tree. Rushing towards him, Romata struck him a terrible blow on the head, which knocked out the poor mans eye and also dislocated the chiefs finger. The wretched creature offered no resistance; he did not even attempt to parry the blow. Indeed, from what Bill said, I found that he might consider himself lucky in having escaped with his life, which would certainly have been forfeited had the chief been possessed of a club at the time.

Have these wretched creatures no law among themselves, said I, which can restrain such wickedness?

None, replied Bill. The chiefs word is law. He might kill and eat a dozen of his own subjects any day for nothing more than his own pleasure, and nobody would take the least notice of it.

This ferocious deed took place within sight of our party as we wended our way to the beach, but I could not observe any other expression on the faces of the men than that of total indifference or contempt. It seemed to me a very awful thing that it should be possible for men to come to such hardness of heart and callousness to the sight of bloodshed and violence; but, indeed, I began to find that such constant exposure to scenes of blood was having a slight effect upon myself, and I shuddered when I came to think that I, too, was becoming callous.

I thought upon this subject much that night while I walked up and down the deck during my hours of watch; and I came to the conclusion that if I, who hated, abhorred, and detested such bloody deeds as I had witnessed within the last few weeks, could so soon come to be less sensitive about them, how little wonder that these poor ignorant savages, who were born and bred in familiarity therewith, should think nothing of them at all, and should hold human life in so very slight esteem.


CHAPTER XXVI.

Mischief brewing  My blood is made to run cold  Evil consultations and wicked resolves  Bloody Bill attempts to do good and fails  The attack  Wholesale murder  The flight  The escape.

Next morning I awoke with a feverish brow and a feeling of deep depression at my heart; and the more I thought on my unhappy fate, the more wretched and miserable did I feel.

I was surrounded on all sides by human beings of the most dreadful character, to whom the shedding of blood was mere pastime. On shore were the natives, whose practices were so horrible that I could not think of them without shuddering. On board were none but pirates of the blackest dye, who, although not cannibals, were foul murderers, and more blameworthy even than the savages, inasmuch as they knew better. Even Bill, with whom I had, under the strange circumstances of my lot, formed a kind of intimacy, was so fierce in his nature as to have acquired the title of Bloody from his vile companions. I felt very much cast down the more I considered the subject and the impossibility of delivery, as it seemed to me, at least for a long time to come. At last, in my feeling of utter helplessness, I prayed fervently to the Almighty that he would deliver me out of my miserable condition; and when I had done so I felt some degree of comfort.

When the captain came on deck, before the hour at which the men usually started for the woods, I begged of him to permit me to remain aboard that day, as I did not feel well; but he looked at me angrily, and ordered me, in a surly tone, to get ready to go on shore as usual. The fact was that the captain had been out of humour for some time past. Romata and he had had some differences, and high words had passed between them, during which the chief had threatened to send a fleet of his war-canoes, with a thousand men, to break up and burn the schooner; whereupon the captain smiled sarcastically, and going up to the chief gazed sternly in his face, while he said, I have only to raise my little finger just now, and my big gun will blow your whole village to atoms in five minutes! Although the chief was a bold man, he quailed before the pirates glance and threat, and made no reply; but a bad feeling had been raised and old sores had been opened.

I had, therefore, to go with the wood-cutters that day. Before starting, however, the captain called me into the cabin, and said,  

Here, Ralph, Ive got a mission for you, lad. That blackguard Romata is in the dumps, and nothing will mollify him but a gift; so do you go up to his house and give him these whales teeth, with my compliments. Take with you one of the men who can speak the language.

I looked at the gift in some surprise, for it consisted of six white whales teeth, and two of the same dyed bright red, which seemed to me very paltry things. However, I did not dare to hesitate or ask any questions; so, gathering them up, I left the cabin and was soon on my way to the chiefs house, accompanied by Bill. On expressing my surprise at the gift, he said,  

Theyre paltry enough to you or me, Ralph, but theyre considered of great value by them chaps. Theyre a sort o cash among them. The red ones are the most prized, one of them bein equal to twenty o the white ones. I suppose the only reason for their bein valuable is that there aint many of them, and theyre hard to be got.

On arriving at the house we found Romata sitting on a mat, in the midst of a number of large bales of native cloth and other articles, which had been brought to him as presents from time to time by inferior chiefs. He received us rather haughtily, but on Bill explaining the nature of our errand he became very condescending, and his eyes glistened with satisfaction when he received the whales teeth, although he laid them aside with an assumption of kingly indifference.

Go, said he, with a wave of the hand, go, tell your captain that he may cut wood to-day, but not to-morrow. He must come ashore,  I want to have a palaver with him.

As we left the house to return to the woods, Bill shook his head:

Theres mischief brewin in that black rascals head. I know him of old. But what comes here?

As he spoke, we heard the sound of laughter and shouting in the wood, and presently there issued from it a band of savages, in the midst of whom were a number of men bearing burdens on their shoulders. At first I thought that these burdens were poles with something rolled round them, the end of each pole resting on a mans shoulder. But on a nearer approach I saw that they were human beings, tied hand and foot, and so lashed to the poles that they could not move. I counted twenty of them as they passed.

More murder! said Bill, in a voice that sounded between a hoarse laugh and a groan.

Surely they are not going to murder them? said I, looking anxiously into Bills face.

I dont know, Ralph, replied Bill, what theyre goin to do with them; but I fear they mean no good when they tie fellows up in that way.

As we continued our way towards the wood-cutters, I observed that Bill looked anxiously over his shoulder, in the direction where the procession had disappeared. At last he stopped, and turning abruptly on his heel, said,  

I tell ye what it is, Ralph, I must be at the bottom o that affair. Let us follow these black scoundrels and see what theyre goin to do.

I must say I had no wish to pry further into their bloody practices; but Bill seemed bent on it, so I turned and went. We passed rapidly through the bush, being guided in the right direction by the shouts of the savages. Suddenly there was a dead silence, which continued for some time, while Bill and I involuntarily quickened our pace until we were running at the top of our speed across the narrow neck of land previously mentioned. As we reached the verge of the wood, we discovered the savages surrounding the large war-canoe, which they were apparently on the point of launching. Suddenly the multitude put their united strength to the canoe; but scarcely had the huge machine begun to move, when a yell, the most appalling that ever fell upon my ear, rose high above the shouting of the savages. It had not died away when another and another smote upon my throbbing ear; and then I saw that these inhuman monsters were actually launching their canoe over the living bodies of their victims. But there was no pity in the breasts of these men. Forward they went in ruthless indifference, shouting as they went, while high above their voices rang the dying shrieks of those wretched creatures, as, one after another, the ponderous canoe passed over them, burst the eyeballs from their sockets, and sent the lifes blood gushing from their mouths. Oh, reader, this is no fiction. I would not, for the sake of thrilling you with horror, invent so terrible a scene. It was witnessed. It is true; true as that accursed sin which has rendered the human heart capable of such diabolical enormities!

When it was over I turned round and fell upon the grass with a deep groan; but Bill seized me by the arm, and lifting me up as if I had been a child, cried,  

Come along, lad; lets away!  and so, staggering and stumbling over the tangled underwood, we fled from the fatal spot.

During the remainder of that day I felt as if I were in a horrible dream. I scarce knew what was said to me, and was more than once blamed by the men for idling my time. At last the hour to return aboard came. We marched down to the beach, and I felt relief for the first time when my feet rested on the schooners deck.

In the course of the evening I overheard part of a conversation between the captain and the first mate, which startled me not a little. They were down in the cabin, and conversed in an under-tone, but the sky-light being off, I overheard every word that was said.

I dont half like it, said the mate. It seems to me that well only have hard fightin and no pay.

No pay! repeated the captain, in a voice of suppressed anger. Do you call a good cargo all for nothing no pay?

Very true, returned the mate; but weve got the cargo aboard. Why not cut your cable and take French leave o them? Whats the use o tryin to lick the blackguards when itll do us no manner o good?

Mate, said the captain, in a low voice, you talk like a fresh-water sailor. I can only attribute this shyness to some strange delusion; for surely (his voice assumed a slightly sneering tone as he said this) surely I am not to suppose that you have become soft-hearted! Besides, you are wrong in regard to the cargo being aboard; theres a good quarter of it lying in the woods, and that blackguard chief knows it and wont let me take it off. He defied us to do our worst, yesterday.

Defied us! did he? cried the mate, with a bitter laugh. Poor contemptible thing!

And yet he seems not so contemptible but that you are afraid to attack him.

Who said I was afraid? growled the mate, sulkily. Im as ready as any man in the ship. But, captain, what is it that you intend to do?

I intend to muffle the sweeps and row the schooner up to the head of the creek there, from which point we can command the pile of sandal-wood with our gun. Then I shall land with all the men except two, who shall take care of the schooner and be ready with the boat to take us off. We can creep through the woods to the head of the village, where these cannibals are always dancing round their suppers of human flesh, and if the carbines of the men are loaded with a heavy charge of buck-shot, we can drop forty or fifty at the first volley. After that the thing will be easy enough. The savages will take to the mountains in a body, and we shall take what we require, up anchor, and away.

To this plan the mate at length agreed. As he left the cabin I heard the captain say,  

Give the men an extra glass of grog, and dont forget the buck-shot.

The reader may conceive the horror with which I heard this murderous conversation. I immediately repeated it to Bill, who seemed much perplexed about it. At length he said,  

Ill tell you what Ill do, Ralph: Ill swim ashore after dark and fix a musket to a tree not far from the place where well have to land, and Ill tie a long string to the trigger, so that when our fellows cross it theyll let it off, and so alarm the village in time to prevent an attack, but not in time to prevent us gettin back to the boat; so, master captain, added Bill with a smile that for the first time seemed to me to be mingled with good-natured cheerfulness, youll be baulked at least for once in your life by Bloody Bill.

After it grew dark, Bill put this resolve in practice. He slipped over the side with a musket in his left hand, while with his right he swam ashore and entered the woods. He soon returned, having accomplished his purpose, and got on board without being seen,  I being the only one on deck.

When the hour of midnight approached the men were mustered on deck, the cable was cut and the muffled sweeps got out. These sweeps were immensely large oars, each requiring a couple of men to work it. In a few minutes we entered the mouth of the creek, which was indeed the mouth of a small river, and took about half an hour to ascend it, although the spot where we intended to land was not more than six hundred yards from the mouth, because there was a slight current against us, and the mangroves which narrowed the creek, impeded the rowers in some places. Having reached the spot, which was so darkened by overhanging trees that we could see with difficulty, a small kedge anchor attached to a thin line was let softly down over the stern.

Now, lads, whispered the captain, as he walked along the line of men, who were all armed to the teeth, dont be in a hurry, aim low, and dont waste your first shots.

He then pointed to the boat, into which the men crowded in silence. There was no room to row, but oars were not needed, as a slight push against the side of the schooner sent the boat gliding to the shore.

Theres no need of leaving two in the boat, whispered the mate, as the men stepped out; we shall want all our hands. Let Ralph stay.

The captain assented, and ordered me to stand in readiness with the boat-hook, to shove ashore at a moments notice if they should return, or to shove off if any of the savages should happen to approach. He then threw his carbine into the hollow of his arm and glided through the bushes followed by his men. With a throbbing head I awaited the result of our plan. I knew the exact locality where the musket was placed, for Bill had described it to me, and I kept my straining eyes fixed upon the spot. But no sound came, and I began to fear that either they had gone in another direction or that Bill had not fixed the string properly. Suddenly I heard a faint click, and observed one or two bright sparks among the bushes. My heart immediately sank within me, for I knew at once that the trigger had indeed been pulled but that the priming had not caught. The plan, therefore, had utterly failed. A feeling of dread now began to creep over me as I stood in the boat, in that dark, silent spot, awaiting the issue of this murderous expedition. I shuddered as I glanced at the water that glided past like a dark reptile. I looked back at the schooner, but her hull was just barely visible, while her tapering masts were lost among the trees which overshadowed her. Her lower sails were set, but so thick was the gloom that they were quite invisible.

Suddenly I heard a shot. In a moment a thousand voices raised a yell in the village; again the cry rose on the night air, and was followed by broken shouts as of scattered parties of men bounding into the woods. Then I heard another shout loud and close at hand. It was the voice of the captain cursing the man who had fired the premature shot. Then came the order, Forward, followed by the wild hurrah of our men, as they charged the savages. Shots now rang in quick succession, and at last a loud volley startled the echoes of the woods. It was followed by a multitude of wild shrieks, which were immediately drowned in another hurrah from the men; the distance of the sound proving that they were driving their enemies before them towards the sea.

While I was listening intently to these sounds, which were now mingled in confusion, I was startled by the rustling of the leaves not far from me. At first I thought it was a party of savages who had observed the schooner, but I was speedily undeceived by observing a body of natives  apparently several hundreds, as far as I could guess in the uncertain light  bounding through the woods towards the scene of battle. I saw at once that this was a party who had out-flanked our men, and would speedily attack them in the rear. And so it turned out, for, in a short time, the shouts increased ten-fold, and among them I thought I heard a death-cry uttered by voices familiar to my ear.

At length the tumult of battle ceased, and, from the cries of exultation that now arose from the savages, I felt assured that our men had been conquered. I was immediately thrown into dreadful consternation. What was I now to do? To be taken by the savages was too horrible to be thought of; to flee to the mountains was hopeless, as I should soon be discovered; and to take the schooner out of the creek without assistance was impossible. I resolved, however, to make the attempt, as being my only hope, and was on the point of pushing off when my hand was stayed and my blood chilled by an appalling shriek in which I recognised the voice of one of the crew. It was succeeded by a shout from the savages. Then came another, and another shriek of agony, making my ears to tingle, as I felt convinced they were murdering the pirate crew in cold blood. With a bursting heart and my brain whirling as if on fire, I seized the boat-hook to push from shore when a man sprang from the bushes.

Stop! Ralph, stop!  there now, push off, he cried, and bounded into the boat so violently as nearly to upset her. It was Bills voice! In another moment we were on board,  the boat made fast, the line of the anchor cut, and the sweeps run out. At the first stroke of Bills giant arm the schooner was nearly pulled ashore, for in his haste he forgot that I could scarcely move the unwieldy oar. Springing to the stern he lashed the rudder in such a position as that, while it aided me, it acted against him, and so rendered the force of our strokes nearly equal. The schooner now began to glide quickly down the creek, but before we reached its mouth, a yell from a thousand voices on the bank told that we were discovered. Instantly a number of the savages plunged into the water and swam towards us; but we were making so much way that they could not overtake us. One, however, an immensely powerful man, succeeded in laying hold of the cut rope that hung from the stern, and clambered quickly upon deck. Bill caught sight of him the instant his head appeared above the taffrail. But he did not cease to row, and did not appear even to notice the savage until he was within a yard of him; then, dropping the sweep, he struck him a blow on the forehead with his clenched fist that felled him to the deck. Lifting him up he hurled him overboard and resumed the oar. But now a greater danger awaited us, for the savages had outrun us on the bank and were about to plunge into the water ahead of the schooner. If they succeeded in doing so our fate was sealed. For one moment Bill stood irresolute. Then, drawing a pistol from his belt, he sprang to the brass gun, held the pan of his pistol over the touch-hole and fired. The shot was succeeded by the hiss of the cannons priming, then the blaze and the crashing thunder of the monstrous gun burst upon the savages with such deafening roar that it seemed as if their very mountains had been rent asunder.

This was enough. The moment of surprise and hesitation caused by the unwonted sound, gave us time to pass the point; a gentle breeze, which the dense foliage had hitherto prevented us from feeling, bulged out our sails; the schooner bent before it, and the shouts of the disappointed savages grew fainter and fainter in the distance as we were slowly wafted out to sea.


CHAPTER XXVII.

Reflections  The wounded man  The squall  True consolation  Death.

There is a power of endurance in human beings, both in their bodies and in their minds, which, I have often thought, seems to be wonderfully adapted and exactly proportioned to the circumstances in which individuals may happen to be placed,  a power which, in most cases, is sufficient to carry a man through and over every obstacle that may happen to be thrown in his path through life, no matter how high or how steep the mountain may be, but which often forsakes him the moment the summit is gained, the point of difficulty passed; and leaves him prostrated, with energies gone, nerves unstrung, and a feeling of incapacity pervading the entire frame that renders the most trifling effort almost impossible.

During the greater part of that day I had been subjected to severe mental and much physical excitement, which had almost crushed me down by the time I was relieved from duty in the course of the evening. But when the expedition, whose failure has just been narrated, was planned, my anxieties and energies had been so powerfully aroused that I went through the protracted scenes of that terrible night without a feeling of the slightest fatigue. My mind and body were alike active and full of energy. No sooner was the last thrilling fear of danger past, however, than my faculties were utterly relaxed; and, when I felt the cool breezes of the Pacific playing around my fevered brow, and heard the free waves rippling at the schooners prow, as we left the hated island behind us, my senses forsook me and I fell in a swoon upon the deck.

From this state I was quickly aroused by Bill, who shook me by the arm, saying,  

Hallo! Ralph, boy, rouse up, lad, were safe now. Poor thing, I believe hes fainted. And raising me in his arms he laid me on the folds of the gaff-top-sail, which lay upon the deck near the tiller. Here, take a drop o this, itll do you good, my boy, he added, in a voice of tenderness which I had never heard him use before, while he held a brandy-flask to my lips.

I raised my eyes gratefully, as I swallowed a mouthful; next moment my head sank heavily upon my arm and I fell fast asleep. I slept long, for when I awoke the sun was a good way above the horizon. I did not move on first opening my eyes, as I felt a delightful sensation of rest pervading me, and my eyes were riveted on and charmed with the gorgeous splendour of the mighty ocean, that burst upon my sight. It was a dead calm; the sea seemed a sheet of undulating crystal, tipped and streaked with the saffron hues of sunrise, which had not yet merged into the glowing heat of noon; and there was a deep calm in the blue dome above, that was not broken even by the usual flutter of the sea-fowl. How long I would have lain in contemplation of this peaceful scene I know not, but my mind was recalled suddenly and painfully to the past and the present by the sight of Bill, who was seated on the deck at my feet with his head reclining, as if in sleep, on his right arm, which rested on the tiller. As he seemed to rest peacefully I did not mean to disturb him, but the slight noise I made in raising myself on my elbow caused him to start and look round.

Well, Ralph, awake at last, my boy; you have slept long and soundly, he said, turning towards me.

On beholding his countenance I sprang up in anxiety. He was deadly pale, and his hair, which hung in dishevelled locks over his face, was clotted with blood. Blood also stained his hollow cheeks and covered the front of his shirt, which, with the greater part of dress, was torn and soiled with mud.

Oh, Bill! said I, with deep anxiety, what is the matter with you? You are ill. You must have been wounded.

Even so, lad, said Bill in a deep soft voice, while he extended his huge frame on the couch from which I had just risen. Ive got an ugly wound, I fear, and Ive been waiting for you to waken, to ask you to get me a drop o brandy and a mouthful o bread from the cabin lockers. You seemed to sleep so sweetly, Ralph, that I didnt like to disturb you. But I dont feel up to much just now.

I did not wait till he had done talking, but ran below immediately, and returned in a few seconds with a bottle of brandy and some broken biscuit. He seemed much refreshed after eating a few morsels and drinking a long draught of water mingled with a little of the spirits. Immediately afterwards he fell asleep, and I watched him anxiously until he awoke, being desirous of knowing the nature and extent of his wound.

Ha! he exclaimed, on awaking suddenly, after a slumber of an hour, Im the better of that nap, Ralph; I feel twice the man I was; and he attempted to rise, but sank back again immediately with a deep groan.

Nay, Bill you must not move, but lie still while I look at your wound. Ill make a comfortable bed for you here on deck, and get you some breakfast. After that you shall tell me how you got it. Cheer up, Bill, I added, seeing that he turned his head away; youll be all right in a little, and Ill be a capital nurse to you though Im no doctor.

I then left him, and lighted a fire in the caboose. While it was kindling, I went to the stewards pantry and procured the materials for a good breakfast, with which, in little more than half an hour, I returned to my companion. He seemed much better, and smiled kindly on me as I set before him a cup of coffee and a tray with several eggs and some bread on it.

Now then, Bill, said I, cheerfully, sitting down beside him on the deck, lets fall to. Im very hungry myself, I can tell you; but  I forgot  your wound, I added, rising; let me look at it.

I found that the wound was caused by a pistol shot in the chest. It did not bleed much, and, as it was on the right side, I was in hopes that it might not be very serious. But Bill shook his head. However, said he, sit down, Ralph, and Ill tell you all about it.

You see, after we left the boat an began to push through the bushes, we went straight for the line of my musket, as I had expected; but by some unlucky chance it didnt explode, for I saw the line torn away by the mens legs, and heard the click o the lock; so I fancy the priming had got damp and didnt catch. I was in a great quandary now what to do, for I couldnt concoct in my mind, in the hurry, any good reason for firin off my piece. But they say necessitys the mother of invention; so, just as I was givin it up and clinchin my teeth to bide the worst ot, and take what should come, a sudden thought came into my head. I stepped out before the rest, seemin to be awful anxious to be at the savages, tripped my foot on a fallen tree, plunged head foremost into a bush, an, ov coorse, my carbine exploded! Then came such a screechin from the camp as I never heard in all my life. I rose at once, and was rushin on with the rest when the captain called a halt.
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You did that a-purpose, you villain! he said, with a tremendous oath, and, drawin a pistol from his belt, let fly right into my breast. I fell at once, and remembered no more till I was startled and brought round by the most awful yell I ever heard in my life, except, maybe, the shrieks o them poor critters that were crushed to death under yon big canoe. Jumpin up, I looked round, and, through the trees, saw a fire gleamin not far off, the light o which showed me the captain and men tied hand and foot, each to a post, and the savages dancin round them like demons. I had scarce looked for a second, when I saw one o them go up to the captain flourishing a knife, and, before I could wink, he plunged it into his breast, while another yell, like the one that roused me, rang upon my ear. I didnt wait for more, but, bounding up, went crashing through the bushes into the woods. The black fellows caught sight of me, however, but not in time to prevent me jumpin into the boat, as you know.

Bill seemed to be much exhausted after this recital, and shuddered frequently during the narrative, so I refrained from continuing the subject at that time, and endeavoured to draw his mind to other things.

But now, Bill, said I, it behoves us to think about the future, and what course of action we shall pursue. Here we are, on the wide Pacific, in a well-appointed schooner, which is our own,  at least no one has a better claim to it than we have,  and the world lies before us. Moreover, here comes a breeze, so we must make up our minds which way to steer.

Ralph, boy, said my companion, it matters not to me which way we go. I fear that my time is short now. Go where you will. Im content.

Well then, Bill, I think we had better steer to the Coral Island, and see what has become of my dear old comrades, Jack and Peterkin. I believe the island has no name, but the captain once pointed it out to me on the chart, and I marked it afterwards; so, as we know pretty well our position just now, I think I can steer to it. Then, as to working the vessel, it is true I cannot hoist the sails single-handed, but luckily we have enough of sail set already, and if it should come on to blow a squall, I could at least drop the peaks of the main and fore sails, and clew them up partially without help, and throw her head close into the wind, so as to keep her all shaking till the violence of the squall is past. And if we have continued light breezes, Ill rig up a complication of blocks and fix them to the top-sail halyards, so that I shall be able to hoist the sails without help. Tis true Ill require half a day to hoist them, but we dont need to mind that. Then Ill make a sort of erection on deck to screen you from the sun, Bill; and if you can only manage to sit beside the tiller and steer for two hours every day, so as to let me get a nap, Ill engage to let you off duty all the rest of the twenty-four hours. And if you dont feel able for steering, Ill lash the helm and heave to, while I get you your breakfasts and dinners; and so well manage famously, and soon reach the Coral Island.

Bill smiled faintly as I ran on in this strain.

And what will you do, said he, if it comes on to blow a storm?

This question silenced me, while I considered what I should do in such a case. At length I laid my hand an his arm, and said, Bill, when a man has done all that he can do, he ought to leave the rest to God.

Oh, Ralph, said my companion, in a faint voice, looking anxiously into my face, I wish that I had the feelins about God that you seem to have, at this hour. Im dyin, Ralph; yet I, who have braved death a hundred times, am afraid to die. Im afraid to enter the next world. Something within tells me there will be a reckoning when I go there. But its all over with me, Ralph. I feel that theres no chance o my bein saved.

Dont say that, Bill, said I, in deep compassion, dont say that. Im quite sure theres hope even for you, but I cant remember the words of the Bible that make me think so. Is there not a Bible on board, Bill?

No; the last that was in the ship belonged to a poor boy that was taken aboard against his will. He died, poor lad, I think, through ill treatment and fear. After he was gone the captain found his Bible and flung it overboard.

I now reflected, with great sadness and self-reproach, on the way in which I had neglected my Bible; and it flashed across me that I was actually in the sight of God a greater sinner than this blood-stained pirate; for, thought I, he tells me that he never read the Bible, and was never brought up to care for it; whereas I was carefully taught to read it by my own mother, and had read it daily as long as I possessed one, yet to so little purpose that I could not now call to mind a single text that would meet this poor mans case, and afford him the consolation he so much required. I was much distressed, and taxed my memory for a long time. At last a text did flash into my mind, and I wondered much that I had not thought of it before.

Bill, said I, in a low voice, Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.

Ay, Ralph, Ive heard the missionaries say that before now, but what good can it do me? Its not for me that. Its not for the likes o me.

I knew not now what to say, for, although I felt sure that that word was for him as well as for me, I could not remember any other word whereby I could prove it.

After a short pause, Bill raised his eyes to mine and said, Ralph, Ive led a terrible life. Ive been a sailor since I was a boy, and Ive gone from bad to worse ever since I left my fathers roof. Ive been a pirate three years now. It is true I did not choose the trade, but I was inveigled aboard this schooner and kept here by force till I became reckless and at last joined them. Since that time my hand has been steeped in human blood again and again. Your young heart would grow cold if I  ; but why should I go on? Tis of no use, Ralph; my doom is fixed.

Bill, said I, Though your sins be red like crimson, they shall be white as snow. Only believe.

Only believe! cried Bill, starting up on his elbow; Ive heard men talk o believing as if it was easy. Ha! tis easy enough for a man to point to a rope and say, I believe that would bear my weight; but tis another thing for a man to catch hold o that rope, and swing himself by it over the edge of a precipice!

The energy with which he said this, and the action with which it was accompanied, were too much for Bill. He sank back with a deep groan. As if the very elements sympathized with this mans sufferings, a low moan came sweeping over the sea.

Hist! Ralph, said Bill, opening his eves; theres a squall coming, lad. Look alive, boy. Clew up the fore-sail. Drop the main-sail peak. Them squalls come quick sometimes.

I had already started to my feet, and saw that a heavy squall was indeed bearing down on us. It had hitherto escaped my notice, owing to my being so much engrossed by our conversation. I instantly did as Bill desired, for the schooner was still lying motionless on the glassy sea. I observed with some satisfaction that the squall was bearing down on the larboard bow, so that it would strike the vessel in the position in which she would be best able to stand the shock. Having done my best to shorten sail, I returned aft, and took my stand at the helm.

Now, boy, said Bill, in a faint voice, keep her close to the wind.

A few seconds afterwards he said, Ralph, let me hear those two texts again.

I repeated them.

Are ye sure, lad, ye saw them in the Bible?

Quite sure, I replied.

Almost before the words had left my lips the wind burst upon us, and the spray dashed over our decks. For a time the schooner stood it bravely, and sprang forward against the rising sea like a war-horse. Meanwhile clouds darkened the sky, and the sea began to rise in huge billows. There was still too much sail on the schooner, and, as the gale increased, I feared that the masts would be torn out of her or carried away, while the wind whistled and shrieked through the strained rigging. Suddenly the wind shifted a point, a heavy sea struck us on the bow, and the schooner was almost laid on her beam-ends, so that I could scarcely keep my legs. At the same moment Bill lost his hold of the belaying-pin which had served to steady him, and he slid with stunning violence against the sky-light. As he lay on the deck close beside me, I could see that the shock had rendered him insensible, but I did not dare to quit the tiller for an instant, as it required all my faculties, bodily and mental, to manage the schooner. For an hour the blast drove us along, while, owing to the sharpness of the vessels bow and the press of canvass, she dashed through the waves instead of breasting over them, thereby drenching the decks with water fore and aft. At the end of that time the squall passed away, and left us rocking on the bosom of the agitated sea.

My first care, the instant I could quit the helm, was to raise Bill from the deck and place him on the couch. I then ran below for the brandy bottle and rubbed his face and hands with it, and endeavoured to pour a little down his throat. But my efforts, although I continued them long and assiduously, were of no avail; as I let go the hand which I had been chafing it fell heavily on the deck. I laid my hand over his heart, and sat for some time quite motionless, but there was no flutter there  the pirate was dead!


CHAPTER XXVIII.

Alone on the deep  Necessity the mother of invention  A valuable book discovered  Natural phenomenon  A bright day in my history.

It was with feelings of awe, not unmingled with fear, that I now seated myself on the cabin sky-light and gazed upon the rigid features of my late comrade, while my mind wandered over his past history and contemplated with anxiety my present position. Alone! in the midst of the wide Pacific, having a most imperfect knowledge of navigation, and in a schooner requiring at least eight men as her proper crew. But I will not tax the readers patience with a minute detail of my feelings and doings during the first few days that followed the death of my companion. I will merely mention that I tied a cannon ball to his feet and, with feelings of the deepest sorrow, consigned him to the deep.

For fully a week after that a steady breeze blew from the east, and, as my course lay west-and-by-north, I made rapid progress towards my destination. I could not take an observation, which I very much regretted, as the captains quadrant was in the cabin; but, from the day of setting sail from the island of the savages, I had kept a dead reckoning, and as I knew pretty well now how much lee-way the schooner made, I hoped to hit the Coral Island without much difficulty. In this I was the more confident that I knew its position on the chart (which I understood was a very good one), and so had its correct bearings by compass.

As the weather seemed now quite settled and fine, and as I had got into the trade-winds, I set about preparations for hoisting the top-sails. This was a most arduous task, and my first attempts were complete failures, owing, in a great degree, to my reprehensible ignorance of mechanical forces. The first error I made was in applying my apparatus of blocks and pulleys to a rope which was too weak, so that the very first heave I made broke it in two, and sent me staggering against the after-hatch, over which I tripped, and, striking against the main-boom, tumbled down the companion ladder into the cabin. I was much bruised and somewhat stunned by this untoward accident. However, I considered it fortunate that I was not killed. In my next attempt I made sure of not coming by a similar accident, so I unreeved the tackling and fitted up larger blocks and ropes. But although the principle on which I acted was quite correct, the machinery was now so massive and heavy that the mere friction and stiffness of the thick cordage prevented me from moving it at all. Afterwards, however, I came to proportion things more correctly; but I could not avoid reflecting at the time how much better it would have been had I learned all this from observation and study, instead of waiting till I was forced to acquire it through the painful and tedious lessons of experience.

After the tackling was prepared and in good working order, it took me the greater part of a day to hoist the main-top sail. As I could not steer and work at this at the same time, I lashed the helm in such a position that, with a little watching now and then, it kept the schooner in her proper course. By this means I was enabled also to go about the deck and down below for things that I wanted, as occasion required; also to cook and eat my victuals. But I did not dare to trust to this plan during the three hours of rest that I allowed myself at night, as the wind might have shifted, in which case I should have been blown far out of my course ere I awoke. I was, therefore, in the habit of heaving-to during those three hours; that is, fixing the rudder and the sails in such a position as that by acting against each other, they would keep the ship stationary. After my nights rest, therefore, I had only to make allowance for the lee-way she had made, and so resume my course.

Of course I was to some extent anxious lest another squall should come, but I made the best provision I could in the circumstances, and concluded that by letting go the weather-braces of the top-sails and the top-sail halyards at the same time, I should thereby render these sails almost powerless. Besides this, I proposed to myself to keep a sharp look-out on the barometer in the cabin, and if I observed at any time a sudden fall in it, I resolved that I would instantly set about my multiform appliances for reducing sail, so as to avoid being taken at unawares. Thus I sailed prosperously for two weeks, with a fair wind, so that I calculated I must be drawing near to the Coral Island; at the thought of which my heart bounded with joyful expectation.

The only book I found on board, after a careful search, was a volume of Captain Cooks voyages. This, I suppose, the pirate captain had brought with him in order to guide him, and to furnish him with information regarding the islands of these seas. I found this a most delightful book indeed, and I not only obtained much interesting knowledge about the sea in which I was sailing, but I had many of my own opinions, derived from experience, corroborated; and not a few of them corrected. Besides the reading of this charming book, and the daily routine of occupations, nothing of particular note happened to me during this voyage, except once, when on rising one night, after my three hours nap, while it was yet dark, I was amazed and a little alarmed to find myself floating in what appeared to be a sea of blue fire! I had often noticed the beautiful appearance of phosphorescent light, but this far exceeded anything of the sort I ever saw before. The whole sea appeared somewhat like milk and was remarkably luminous.

I rose in haste, and, letting down a bucket into the sea, brought some of the water on board and took it down to the cabin to examine it; but no sooner did I approach the light than the strange appearance disappeared, and when I removed the cabin lamp the luminous light appeared again. I was much puzzled with this, and took up a little of the water in the hollow of my hand and then let it run off, when I found that the luminous substance was left behind on my palm. I ran with it to the lamp; but when I got there it was gone. I found, however, that when I went into the dark my hand shone again; so I took the large glass of the ships telescope and examined my hand minutely, when I found that there were on it one or two small patches of a clear, transparent substance like jelly, which were so thin as to be almost invisible to the naked eye. Thus I came to know that the beautiful phosphoric light, which I had so often admired before, was caused by animals, for I had no doubt that these were of the same kind as the medusae or jelly-fish which are seen in all parts of the world.

On the evening of my fourteenth day, I was awakened out of a nap into which I had fallen by a loud cry, and starting up, I gazed around me. I was surprised and delighted to see a large albatross soaring majestically over the ship. I immediately took it into my head that this was the albatross I had seen at Penguin Island. I had, of course, no good reason for supposing this, but the idea occurred to me, I know not why, and I cherished it, and regarded the bird with as much affection as if he had been an old friend. He kept me company all that day and left me as night fell.

Next morning as I stood motionless and with heavy eyes at the helm, for I had not slept well, I began to weary anxiously for day-light, and peered towards the horizon, where I thought I observed something like a black cloud against the dark sky. Being always on the alert for squalls, I ran to the bow. There could be no doubt it was a squall, and as I listened I thought I heard the murmur of the coming gale. Instantly I began to work might and main at my cumbrous tackle for shortening sail, and in the course of an hour and a half had the most of it reduced,  the top-sail yards down on the caps, the top-sails clewed up, the sheets hauled in, the main and fore peaks lowered, and the flying-jib down. While thus engaged the dawn advanced, and I cast an occasional furtive glance ahead in the midst of my labour. But now that things were prepared for the worst, I ran forward again and looked anxiously over the bow. I now heard the roar of the waves distinctly, and as a single ray of the rising sun gleamed over the ocean I saw  what! could it be that I was dreaming?  that magnificent breaker with its ceaseless roar!  that mountain top!  yes, once more I beheld the Coral Island!


CHAPTER XXIX.

The effect of a cannon-shot  A happy reunion of a somewhat moist nature  Retrospects and explanations  An awful dive  New plans  The last of the Coral Island.

I almost fell upon the deck with the tumult of mingled emotions that filled my heart, as I gazed ardently towards my beautiful island. It was still many miles away, but sufficiently near to enable me to trace distinctly the well-remembered outlines of the two mountains. My first impulse was to utter an exclamation of gratitude for being carried to my former happy home in safety; my second, to jump up, clap my hands, shout, and run up and down the deck, with no other object in view than that of giving vent to my excited feelings. Then I went below for the telescope, and spent nearly ten minutes of the utmost impatience in vainly trying to get a focus, and in rubbing the skin nearly off my eyes, before I discovered that having taken off the large glass to examine the phosphoric water with I had omitted to put it on again.

After that I looked up impatiently at the sails, which I now regretted having lowered so hastily, and for a moment thought of hoisting the main-top sail again; but recollecting that it would take me full half a day to accomplish, and that, at the present rate of sailing, two hours would bring me to the island, I immediately dismissed the idea.

The remainder of the time I spent in making feverish preparations for arriving and seeing my dear comrades. I remembered that they were not in the habit of rising before six, and, as it was now only three, I hoped to arrive before they were awake. Moreover, I set about making ready to let go the anchor, resolving in my own mind that, as I knew the depth of water in the passage of the reef and within the lagoon, I would run the schooner in and bring up opposite the bower. Fortunately the anchor was hanging at the cat-head, otherwise I should never have been able to use it. Now, I had only to cut the tackling, and it would drop of its own weight. After searching among the flags, I found the terrible black one, which I ran up to the peak. While I was doing this, a thought struck me. I went to the powder magazine, brought up a blank cartridge and loaded the big brass gun, which, it will be remembered, was unhoused when we set sail, and, as I had no means of housing it, there it had stood, bristling alike at fair weather and foul all the voyage. I took care to grease its mouth well, and, before leaving the fore part of the ship, thrust the poker into the fire.
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All was now ready. A steady five-knot breeze was blowing, so that I was now not more than quarter of a mile from the reef. I was soon at the entrance, and, as the schooner glided quietly through, I glanced affectionately at the huge breaker, as if it had been the same one I had seen there when I bade adieu, as I feared for ever, to the island. On coming opposite the Water Garden, I put the helm hard down. The schooner came round with a rapid, graceful bend, and lost way just opposite the bower. Running forward, I let go the anchor, caught up the red-hot poker, applied it to the brass gun, and the mountains with a bang, such as had only once before broke their slumbering echoes!

Effective although it was, however, it was scarcely equal to the bang with which, instantly after, Peterkin bounded from the bower, in scanty costume, his eye-balls starting from his head with surprise and terror. One gaze he gave, one yell, and then fled into the bushes like a wild cat. The next moment Jack went through exactly the same performance, the only difference being, that his movements were less like those of Jack-in-the-box, though not less vigorous and rapid than those of Peterkin.

Hallo! I shouted, almost mad with joy, what, ho! Peterkin! Jack! hallo! its me!

My shout was just in time to arrest them. They halted and turned round, and, the instant I repeated the cry, I saw that they recognised my voice, by both of them running at full speed towards the beach. I could no longer contain myself. Throwing off my jacket, I jumped overboard at the same moment that Jack bounded into the sea. In another moment we met in deep water, clasped each other round the neck, and sank, as a matter of course, to the bottom! We were well-nigh choked, and instantly struggled to the surface, where Peterkin was spluttering about like a wounded duck, laughing and crying by turns, and choking himself with salt water!

It would be impossible to convey to my reader, by description, an adequate conception of the scene that followed my landing on the beach, as we stood embracing each other indiscriminately in our dripping garments, and giving utterance to incoherent rhapsodies, mingled with wild shouts. It can be more easily imagined than described, so I will draw a curtain over this part of my history, and carry the reader forward over an interval of three days.

During the greater part of that period Peterkin did nothing but roast pigs, taro, and bread-fruit, and ply me with plantains, plums, potatoes, and cocoa-nuts, while I related to him and Jack the terrible and wonderful adventures I had gone through since we last met. After I had finished the account, they made me go all over it again; and, when I had concluded the second recital, I had to go over it again, while they commented upon it piecemeal. They were much affected by what I told them of the probable fate of Avatea, and Peterkin could by no means brook the idea of the poor girl being converted into a long pig! As for Jack, he clenched his teeth, and shook his fist towards the sea, saying at the same time, that he was sorry he had not broken Tararos head, and he only hoped that one day he should be able to plant his knuckles on the bridge of that chiefs nose! After they had pumped me dry, as Peterkin said, I begged to be informed of what had happened to them during my long absence, and particularly as to how they got out of the Diamond Cave.

Well, you must know, began Jack, after you had dived out of the cave, on the day you were taken away from us, we waited very patiently for half an hour, not expecting you to return before the end of that time. Then we began to upbraid you for staying so long, when you knew we would be anxious; but when an hour passed, we became alarmed, and I resolved at all hazards to dive out, and see what had become of you, although I felt for poor Peterkin, because, as he truly said, If you never come back, Im shut up here for life. However, I promised not to run any risk, and he let me go; which, to say truth, I thought very courageous of him!

I should just think it was! interrupted Peterkin, looking at Jack over the edge of a monstrous potato which he happened to be devouring at the time.

Well, continued Jack, you may guess my consternation when you did not answer to my halloo. At first I imagined that the pirates must have killed you, and left you in the bush, or thrown you into the sea; then it occurred to me that this would have served no end of theirs, so I came to the conclusion that they must have carried you away with them. As this thought struck me, I observed the pirate schooner standing away to the norard, almost hull-down on the horizon, and I sat down on the rocks to watch her as she slowly sank from my sight. And I tell you, Ralph, my boy, that I shed more tears that time, at losing you, than I have done, I verify believe, all my life before

Pardon me, Jack, for interrupting, said Peterkin; surely you must be mistaken in that; youve often told me that, when you were a baby, you used to howl and roar from morning to

Hold your tongue, Peterkin, cried Jack. Well, after the schooner had disappeared, I dived back into the cave, much to Peterkins relief, and told him what I had seen. We sat down and had a long talk over this matter, and then we agreed to make a regular, systematic search through the woods, so as to make sure, at least, that you had not been killed. But now we thought of the difficulty of getting out of the cave without your help. Peterkin became dreadfully nervous when he thought of this; and I must confess that I felt some alarm, for, of course, I could not hope alone to take him out so quickly as we two together had brought him in; and he himself vowed that, if we had been a moment longer with him that time, he would have had to take a breath of salt water. However, there was no help for it, and I endeavoured to calm his fears as well as I could: for, said I, you cant live here, Peterkin; to which he replied, Of course not, Jack, I can only die here, and, as thats not at all desirable, you had better propose something. So I suggested that he should take a good long breath, and trust himself to me.

Might we not make a large bag of cocoa-nut cloth, into which I could shove my head, and tie it tight round my neck? he asked, with a haggard smile. It might let me get one breath under water!

No use, said I; it would fill in a moment and suffocate you. I see nothing for it, Peterkin, if you really cant keep your breath so long, but to let me knock you down, and carry you out while in a state of insensibility.

But Peterkin didnt relish this idea. He seemed to fear that I could not be able to measure the exact force of the blow, and might, on the one hand, hit him so softly as to render a second or third blow necessary, which would be very uncomfortable; or, on the other hand, give him such a smash as would entirely spoil his figure-head, or, mayhap, knock the life out of him altogether! At last I got him persuaded to try to hold his breath, and commit himself to me; so he agreed, and down we went. But I had not got him half way through, when he began to struggle and kick like a wild bull, burst from my grasp, and hit against the roof of the tunnel. I was therefore, obliged to force him violently back into the cave gain, where he rose panting to the surface. In short, he had lost his presence of mind, and

Nothing of the sort, cried Peterkin, indignantly, I had only lost my wind; and if I had not had presence of mind enough to kick as I did, I should have bust in your arms!

Well, well, so be it, resumed Jack, with a smile, but the upshot of it was, that we had to hold another consultation on the point, and I really believe that, had it not been for a happy thought of mine, we should have been consulting there yet.

I wish we had, again interrupted Peterkin with a sigh. Im sure, Ralph, if I had thought that you were coming back again, I would willingly have awaited your return for months, rather than have endured the mental agony which I went through! But proceed.

The thought was this, continued Jack, that I should tie Peterkins hands and feet with cords, and then lash him firmly to a stout pole about five feet long, in order to render him quite powerless, and keep him straight and stiff. You should have seen his face of horror, Ralph, when I suggested this: but he came to see that it was his only chance, and told me to set about it as fast as I could; for, said he, this is no jokin, Jack, I can tell you, and the sooner its done the better. I soon procured the cordage and a suitable pole, with which I returned to the cave, and lashed him as stiff and straight as an Egyptian mummy; and, to say truth, he was no bad representation of what an English mummy would be, if there were such things, for he was as white as a dead man.

Now, said Peterkin, in a tremulous voice, swim with me as near to the edge of the hole as you can before you dive, then let me take a long breath, and, as I shant be able to speak after Ive taken it, youll watch my face, and the moment you see me wink  dive! And oh! he added, earnestly, pray dont be long!

I promised to pay the strictest attention to his wishes, and swam with him to the outlet of the cave. Here I paused. Now then, said I, pull away at the wind, lad.

Peterkin drew in a breath so long that I could not help thinking of the frog in the fable, that wanted to swell itself as big as the ox. Then I looked into his face earnestly. Slap went the lid of his right eye; down went my head, and up went my heels. We shot through the passage like an arrow, and rose to the surface of the open sea before you could count twenty!

Peterkin had taken in such an awful load of wind that, on reaching the free air, he let it out with a yell loud enough to have been heard a mile off, and then, the change in his feelings was so sudden and great, that he did not wait till we landed, but began, tied up as he was, to shout and sing for joy as I supported him with my left arm to the shore. However, in the middle of a laugh that a hyaena might have envied, I let him accidentally slip, which extinguished him in a moment.

After this happy deliverance, we immediately began our search for your dead body, Ralph, and you have no idea how low our hearts sank as we set off, day after day, to examine the valleys and mountain sides with the utmost care. In about three weeks we completed the survey of the whole island, and had at least the satisfaction of knowing that you had not been killed. But it occurred to us that you might have been thrown into the sea, so we examined the sands and the lagoon carefully, and afterwards went all round the outer reef. One day, while we were upon the reef, Peterkin espied a small dark object lying among the rocks, which seemed to be quite different from the surrounding stones. We hastened towards the spot, and found it to be a small keg. On knocking out the head we discovered that it was gunpowder.

It was I who sent you that, Jack, said I, with a smile.

Fork out! cried Peterkin, energetically, starting to his feet and extending his open hand to Jack. Down with the money, sir, else Ill have you shut up for life in a debtors prison the moment we return to England!

Ill give you an I.O.U. in the meantime, returned Jack, laughing, so sit down and be quiet. The fact is, Ralph, when we discovered this keg of powder, Peterkin immediately took me a bet of a thousand pounds that you had something to do with it, and I took him a bet of ten thousand that you had not.

Peterkin was right then, said I, explaining how the thing had occurred.

Well, we found it very useful, continued Jack; although some of it had got a little damp; and we furbished up the old pistol, with which Peterkin is a crack shot now. But, to continue. We did not find any other vestige of you on the reef, and, finally, gave up all hope of ever seeing you again. After this the island became a dreary place to us, and we began to long for a ship to heave in sight and take us off. But now that youre back again, my dear fellow, it looks as bright and cheerful as it used to do, and I love it as much as ever.

And now, continued Jack, I have a great desire to visit some of the other islands of the South Seas. Here we have a first-rate schooner at our disposal, so I dont see what should hinder us.

Just the very thing I was going to propose, cried Peterkin; I vote for starting at once.

Well, then, said Jack, it seems to me that we could not do better than shape our course for the island on which Avatea lives, and endeavour to persuade Tararo to let her marry the black fellow to whom she is engaged, instead of making a long pig of her. If he has a spark of gratitude in him hell do it. Besides, having become champions for this girl once before, it behoves us, as true knights, not to rest until we set her free; at least, all the heroes in all the story-books I have ever read would count it foul disgrace to leave such a work unfinished.

Im sure I dont know, or care, what your knights in story-books would do, said Peterkin, but Im certain that it would be capital fun, so Im your man whenever you want me.

This plan of Jacks was quite in accordance with his romantic, impulsive nature; and, having made up his mind to save this black girl, he could not rest until the thing was commenced.

But there may be great danger in this attempt, he said, at the end of a long consultation on the subject; will you, lads, go with me in spite of this?

Go with you? we repeated in the same breath.

Can you doubt it? said I.

For a moment, added Peterkin.

I need scarcely say that, having made up our minds to go on this enterprise, we lost no time in making preparations to quit the island; and as the schooner was well laden with stores of every kind for a long cruise, we had little to do except to add to our abundant supply a quantity of cocoa-nuts, bread-fruit, taro, yams, plums, and potatoes, chiefly with the view of carrying the fragrance of our dear island along with us as long as we could.

When all was ready, we paid a farewell visit to the different familiar spots where most of our time had been spent. We ascended the mountain top, and gazed for the last time at the rich green foliage in the valleys, the white sandy beach, the placid lagoon, and the barrier coral-reef with its crested breakers. Then we descended to Spouting Cliff, and looked down at the pale-green monster which we had made such fruitless efforts to spear in days gone by. From this we hurried to the Water Garden and took a last dive into its clear waters, and a last gambol amongst its coral groves. I hurried out before my companions, and dressed in haste, in order to have a long examination of my tank, which Peterkin, in the fulness of his heart, had tended with the utmost care, as being a vivid remembrancer of me, rather than out of love for natural history. It was in superb condition;  the water as clear and pellucid as crystal; the red and green sea-weed of the most brilliant hues; the red, purple, yellow, green, and striped anemones fully expanded, and stretching out their arms as if to welcome and embrace their former master; the starfish, zoophytes, sea-pens, and other innumerable marine insects, looking fresh and beautiful; and the crabs, as Peterkin said, looking as wide awake, impertinent, rampant, and pugnacious as ever. It was indeed so lovely and so interesting that I would scarcely allow myself to be torn away from it.

Last of all, we returned to the bower and collected the few articles we possessed, such as the axe, the pencil-case, the broken telescope, the pen-knife, the hook made from the brass ring, and the sail-needle, with which we had landed on the island;  also, the long boots and the pistol, besides several curious articles of costume which we had manufactured from time to time.

These we conveyed on board in our little boat, after having carved our names on a chip of iron-wood, thus:  

JACK MARTIN,
RALPH ROVER,
PETERKIN GAY,

which we fixed up inside of the bower. The boat was then hoisted on board and the anchor weighed; which latter operation cost us great labour and much time, as the anchor was so heavy that we could not move it without the aid of my complex machinery of blocks and pulleys. A steady breeze was blowing off shore when we set sail, at a little before sunset. It swept us quickly past the reef and out to sea. The shore grew rapidly more indistinct as the shades of evening fell, while our clipper bark bounded lightly over the waves. Slowly the mountain top sank on the horizon, until it became a mere speck. In another moment the sun and the Coral Island sank together into the broad bosom of the Pacific.


CHAPTER XXX.

The voyage  The island, and a consultation in which danger is scouted as a thing unworthy of consideration  Rats and cats  The native teacher  Awful revelations  Wonderful effects of Christianity.

Our voyage during the next two weeks was most interesting and prosperous. The breeze continued generally fair, and at all times enabled us to lie our course; for being, as I have said before, clipper-built, the pirate schooner could lie very close to the wind, and made little lee-way. We had no difficulty now in managing our sails, for Jack was heavy and powerful, while Peterkin was active as a kitten. Still, however, we were a very insufficient crew for such a vessel, and if any one had proposed to us to make such a voyage in it before we had been forced to go through so many hardships from necessity, we would have turned away with pity from the individual making such proposal as from a madman. I pondered this a good deal, and at last concluded that men do not know how much they are capable of doing till they try, and that we should never give way to despair in any undertaking, however difficult it may seem:  always supposing, however, that our cause is a good one, and that we can ask the divine blessing on it.

Although, therefore, we could now manage our sails easily, we nevertheless found that my pulleys were of much service to us in some things; though Jack did laugh heartily at the uncouth arrangement of ropes and blocks, which had, to a sailors eye, a very lumbering and clumsy appearance. But I will not drag my reader through the details of this voyage. Suffice it to say, that, after an agreeable sail of about three weeks, we arrived off the island of Mango, which I recognised at once from the description that the pirate, Bill, had given me of it during one of our conversations.

As soon as we came within sight of it we hove the ship to, and held a council of war.

Now, boys, said Jack, as we seated ourselves beside him on the cabin sky-light, before we go farther in this business, we must go over the pros and cons of it; for, although you have so generously consented to stick by me through thick and thin, it would be unfair did I not see that you thoroughly understand the danger of what we are about to attempt.

Oh! bother the danger, cried Peterkin; I wonder to hear you, Jack, talk of danger. When a fellow begins to talk about it, hell soon come to magnify it to such a degree that hell not be fit to face it when it comes, no more than a suckin baby!

Nay, Peterkin, replied Jack, gravely, I wont be jested out of it. I grant you, that, when weve once resolved to act, and have made up our minds what to do, we should think no more of danger. But, before we have so resolved, it behoves us to look at it straight in the face, and examine into it, and walk round it; for if we flinch at a distant view, were sure to run away when the danger is near. Now, I understand from you, Ralph, that the island is inhabited by thorough-going, out-and-out cannibals, whose principal law is Might is right, and the weakest goes to the wall?

Yes, said I, so Bill gave me to understand. He told me, however, that, at the southern side of it, the missionaries had obtained a footing amongst an insignificant tribe. A native teacher had been sent there by the Wesleyans, who had succeeded in persuading the chief at that part to embrace Christianity. But instead of that being of any advantage to our enterprise, it seems the very reverse; for the chief Tararo is a determined heathen, and persecutes the Christians,  who are far too weak in numbers to offer any resistance,  and looks with dislike upon all white men, whom he regards as propagators of the new faith.

Tis a pity, said Jack, that the Christian tribe is so small, for we shall scarcely be safe under their protection, I fear. If Tararo takes it into his head to wish for our vessel, or to kill ourselves, he could take us from them by force. You say that the native missionary talks English?

So I believe.

Then, what I propose is this, said Jack: We will run round to the south side of the island, and cut anchor off the Christian village. We are too far away just now to have been descried by any of the savages, so we shall get there unobserved, and have time to arrange our plans before the heathen tribes know of our presence. But, in doing this, we run the risk of being captured by the ill-disposed tribes, and being very ill used, if not  a

Roasted alive and eaten, cried Peterkin. Come, out with it, Jack; according to your own showing, its well to look the danger straight in the face!

Well, that is the worst of it, certainly. Are you prepared, then, to take your chance of that?

Ive been prepared and had my mind made up long ago, cried Peterkin, swaggering about the deck with his hands thrust into his breeches pockets. The fact is, Jack, I dont believe that Tararo will be so ungrateful as to eat us; and Im quite sure that hell be too happy to grant us whatever we ask: so the sooner we go in and win the better.

Peterkin was wrong, however, in his estimate of savage gratitude, as the sequel will show.

The schooner was now put before the wind, and, after making a long run to the southard, we put about and beat up for the south side of Mango, where we arrived before sunset, and hove-to off the coral reef. Here we awaited the arrival of a canoe, which immediately put off on our rounding to. When it arrived, a mild-looking native, of apparently forty years of age, came on board, and, taking off his straw hat, made us a low bow. He was clad in a respectable suit of European clothes; and the first words he uttered, as he stepped up to Jack and shook hands with him, were,  

Good day, gentlemen; we are happy to see you at Mango  you are heartily welcome.

After returning his salutation, Jack exclaimed, You must be the native missionary teacher of whom I have heard  are you not?

I am. I have the joy to be a servant of the Lord Jesus at this station.

Youre the very man I want to see, then, replied Jack; thats lucky. Come down to the cabin, friend, and have a glass of wine. I wish particularly to speak with you. My men there (pointing to Peterkin and me) will look after your people.

Thank you, said the teacher, as he followed Jack to the cabin, I do not drink wine or any strong drink.

Oh! then, theres lots of water, and you can have biscuit.

Now, pon my word, thats cool! said Peterkin; his men, forsooth! Well, since we are to be men, we may as well come it as strong over these black chaps as we can. Hallo, there! he cried to the half dozen of natives who stood upon the deck, gazing in wonder at all they saw, heres for you; and he handed them a tray of broken biscuit and a can of water. Then, thrusting his hands into his pockets, he walked up and down the deck with an enormous swagger, whistling vociferously.

In about half an hour Jack and the teacher came on deck, and the latter, bidding us a cheerful good evening, entered his canoe and paddled to the shore. When he was gone, Peterkin stepped up to Jack, and, touching his cap, said,  

Well, captain, have you any communications to make to your men?

Yes, cried Jack; ready about, mind the helm and clew up your tongue, while I con the schooner through the passage in the reef. The teacher, who seems a first-rate fellow, says its quite deep, and good anchorage within the lagoon close to the shore.

While the vessel was slowly advancing to her anchorage, under a light breeze, Jack explained to us that Avatea was still on the island, living amongst the heathens; that she had expressed a strong desire to join the Christians, but Tararo would not let her, and kept her constantly in close confinement.

Moreover, continued Jack, I find that she belongs to one of the Samoan Islands, where Christianity had been introduced long before her capture by the heathens of a neighbouring island; and the very day after she was taken, she was to have joined the church which had been planted there by that excellent body, the London Missionary Society. The teacher tells me, too, that the poor girl has fallen in love with a Christian chief, who lives on an island some fifty miles or so to the south of this one, and that she is meditating a desperate attempt at escape. So, you see, we have come in the nick of time. I fancy that this chief is the fellow whom you heard of, Ralph, at the Island of Emo. Besides all this, the heathen savages are at war among themselves, and theres to be a battle fought the day after to-morrow, in which the principal leader is Tararo; so that well not be able to commence our negotiations with the rascally chief till the day after.

The village off which we anchored was beautifully situated at the head of a small bay, from the margin of which trees of every description peculiar to the tropics rose in the richest luxuriance to the summit of a hilly ridge, which was the line of demarcation between the possessions of the Christians and those of the neighbouring heathen chief.

The site of the settlement was an extensive plot of flat land, stretching in a gentle slope from the sea to the mountain. The cottages stood several hundred yards from the beach, and were protected from the glare of the sea by the rich foliage of rows of large Barringtonia and other trees, which girt the shore. The village was about a mile in length, and perfectly straight, with a wide road down the middle, on either side of which were rows of the tufted-topped ti tree, whose delicate and beautiful blossoms, hanging beneath their plume-crested tops, added richness to the scene. The cottages of the natives were built beneath these trees, and were kept in the most excellent order, each having a little garden in front, tastefully laid out and planted, while the walks were covered with black and white pebbles.

Every house had doors and Venetian windows, painted partly with lamp black made from the candle-nut, and partly with red ochre, which contrasted powerfully with the dazzling coral lime that covered the walls. On a prominent position stood a handsome church, which was quite a curiosity in its way. It was a hundred feet long by fifty broad, and was seated throughout to accommodate upwards of two thousand persons. It had six large folding doors and twelve windows with Venetian blinds; and, although a large and substantial edifice, it had been built, we were told by the teacher, in the space of two months! There was not a single iron nail in the fabric, and the natives had constructed it chiefly with their stone and bone axes and other tools, having only one or two axes or tools of European manufacture. Everything around this beautiful spot wore an aspect of peace and plenty, and, as we dropped our anchor within a stones cast of the substantial coral wharf, I could not avoid contrasting it with the wretched village of Emo, where I had witnessed so many frightful scenes. When the teacher afterwards told me that the people of this tribe had become converts only a year previous to our arrival, and that they had been living before that in the practice of the most bloody system of idolatry, I could not refrain from exclaiming, What a convincing proof that Christianity is of God!

On landing from our little boat, we were received with a warm welcome by the teacher and his wife; the latter being also a native, clothed in a simple European gown and straw bonnet. The shore was lined with hundreds of natives, whose persons were all more or less clothed with native cloth. Some of the men had on a kind of poncho formed of this cloth, their legs being uncovered. Others wore clumsily-fashioned trousers, and no upper garment except hats made of straw and cloth. Many of the dresses, both of women and men, were grotesque enough, being very bad imitations of the European garb; but all wore a dress of some sort or other. They seemed very glad to see us, and crowded round us as the teacher led the way to his dwelling, where we were entertained, in the most sumptuous manner, on baked pig and all the varieties of fruits and vegetables that the island produced. We were much annoyed, however, by the rats: they seemed to run about the house like domestic animals. As we sat at table, one of them peeped up at us over the edge of the cloth, close to Peterkins elbow, who floored it with a blow on the snout from his knife, exclaiming as he did so  

I say, Mister Teacher, why dont you set traps for these brutes?  surely you are not fond of them!

No, replied the teacher, with a smile; we would be glad to get rid of them if we could; but if we were to trap all the rats on the island, it would occupy our whole time.

Are they, then, so numerous? inquired Jack.

They swarm everywhere. The poor heathens on the north side eat them, and think them very sweet. So did my people formerly; but they do not eat so many now, because the missionary who was last here expressed disgust at it. The poor people asked if it was wrong to eat rats; and he told them that it was certainly not wrong, but that the people of England would be much disgusted were they asked to eat rats.

We had not been an hour in the house of this kind-hearted man when we were convinced of the truth of his statement as to their numbers, for the rats ran about the floors in dozens, and, during our meal, two men were stationed at the table to keep them off!

What a pity you have no cats, said Peterkin, as he aimed a blow at another reckless intruder, and missed it.

We would, indeed, be glad to have a few, rejoined the teacher, but they are difficult to be got. The hogs, we find, are very good rat-killers, but they do not seem to be able to keep the numbers down. I have heard that they are better than cats.

As the teacher said this, his good-natured black face was wrinkled with a smile of merriment. Observing that I had noticed it, he said:  

I smiled just now when I remembered the fate of the first cat that was taken to Raratonga. This is one of the stations of the London Missionary Society. It, like our own, is infested with rats, and a cat was brought at last to the island. It was a large black one. On being turned loose, instead of being content to stay among men, the cat took to the mountains, and lived in a wild state, sometimes paying visits during the night to the houses of the natives; some of whom, living at a distance from the settlement, had not heard of the cats arrival, and were dreadfully frightened in consequence, calling it a monster of the deep, and flying in terror away from it. One night the cat, feeling a desire for company, I suppose, took its way to the house of a chief, who had recently been converted to Christianity, and had begun to learn to read and pray. The chiefs wife, who was sitting awake at his side while he slept, beheld with horror two fires glistening in the doorway, and heard with surprise a mysterious voice. Almost petrified with fear, she awoke her husband, and began to upbraid him for forsaking his old religion, and burning his god, who, she declared, was now come to be avenged of them. Get up and pray! get up and pray! she cried. The chief arose, and, on opening his eyes, beheld the same glaring lights, and heard the same ominous sound. Impelled by the extreme urgency of the case, he commenced, with all possible vehemence, to vociferate the alphabet, as a prayer to God to deliver them from the vengeance of Satan! On hearing this, the cat, as much alarmed as themselves, fled precipitately away, leaving the chief and his wife congratulating themselves on the efficacy of their prayer.

We were much diverted with this anecdote, which the teacher related in English so good, that we certainly could not have supposed him a native but for the colour of his face and the foreign accent in his tone. Next day we walked out with this interesting man, and were much entertained and instructed by his conversation, as we rambled through the cool shady groves of bananas, citrons, limes, and other trees, or sauntered among the cottages of the natives, and watched them while they laboured diligently in the taro beds, or manufactured the tapa or native cloth. To some of these Jack put questions through the medium of the missionary; and the replies were such as to surprise us at the extent of their knowledge. Indeed, Peterkin very truly remarked that they seemed to know a considerable deal more than Jack himself!

Among other pieces of interesting information that we obtained was the following, in regard to coral formations:  

The islands of the Pacific, said our friend, are of three different kinds or classes. Those of the first class are volcanic, mountainous, and wild; some shooting their jagged peaks into the clouds at an elevation of ten and fifteen thousand feet. Those of the second class are of crystalized limestone, and vary in height from one hundred to five hundred feet. The hills on these are not so wild or broken as those of the first class, but are richly clothed with vegetation, and very beautiful. I have no doubt that the Coral Island on which you were wrecked was one of this class. They are supposed to have been upheaved from the bottom of the sea by volcanic agency, but they are not themselves volcanic in their nature, neither are they of coral formation. Those of the third class are the low coralline islands usually having lagoons of water in their midst; they are very numerous.

As to the manner in which coral islands and reefs are formed; there are various opinions on this point. I will give you what seems to me the most probable theory,  a theory, I may add, which is held by some of the good and scientific missionaries. It is well known that there is much lime in salt water; it is also known that coral is composed of lime. It is supposed that the polypes, or coral insects, have the power of attracting this lime to their bodies; and with this material they build their little cells or habitations. They choose the summit of a volcano, or the top of a submarine mountain, as a foundation on which to build; for it is found that they never work at any great depth below the surface. On this they work; the polypes on the mountain top, of course, reach the surface first, then those at the outer edges reach the top sooner than the others between them and the centre, thus forming the coral reef surrounding the lagoon of water and the central island; after that the insects within the lagoon cease working. When the surface of the water is reached, these myriads of wonderful creatures die. Then birds visit the spot, and seeds are thus conveyed thither, which take root, and spring up, and flourish. Thus are commenced those coralline islets of which you have seen so many in these seas. The reefs round the large islands are formed in a similar manner. When we consider, added the missionary, the smallness of the architects used by our heavenly Father in order to form those lovely and innumerable islands, we are filled with much of that feeling which induced the ancient king to exclaim, How manifold, O God, are thy works! in wisdom thou hast made them all.

We all heartily agreed with the missionary in this sentiment, and felt not a little gratified to find that the opinions which Jack and I had been led to form from personal observation on our Coral Island were thus to a great extent corroborated.

The missionary also gave us an account of the manner in which Christianity had been introduced among them. He said: When missionaries were first sent here, three years ago, a small vessel brought them; and the chief, who is now dead, promised to treat well the two native teachers who were left with their wives on the island. But scarcely had the boat which landed them returned to the ship, than the natives began to maltreat their guests, taking away all they possessed, and offering them further violence, so that, when the boat was sent in haste to fetch them away, the clothes of both men and women were torn nearly off their backs.

Two years after this the vessel visited them again, and I, being in her, volunteered to land alone, without any goods whatever; begging that my wife might be brought to me the following year,  that is, this year; and, as you see, she is with me. But the surf was so high that the boat could not land me; so with nothing on but my trousers and shirt, and with a few catechisms and a Bible, besides some portions of the Scripture translated into the Mango tongue, I sprang into the sea, and swam ashore on the crest of a breaker. I was instantly dragged up the beach by the natives; who, on finding I had nothing worth having upon me, let me alone. I then made signs to my friends in the ship to leave me; which they did. At fist the natives listened to me in silence, but laughed at what I said while I preached the gospel of our blessed Saviour Jesus Christ to them. Afterwards they treated me ill sometimes; but I persevered, and continued to dwell among them, and dispute, and exhort them to give up their sinful ways of life, burn their idols, and come to Jesus.

About a month after I landed, I heard that the chief was dead. He was the father of the present chief, who is now a most consistent member of the church. It is a custom here that, when a chief dies, his wives are strangled and buried with him. Knowing this, I hastened to his house to endeavour to prevent such cruelty if possible. When I arrived, I found two of the wives had already been killed, while another was in the act of being strangled. I pleaded hard for her, but it was too late; she was already dead. I then entreated the son to spare the fourth wife; and, after much hesitation, my prayer was granted: but, in half an hour afterwards, this poor woman repented of being unfaithful, as she termed it, to her husband, and insisted on being strangled; which was accordingly done.

All this time the chiefs son was walking up and down before his fathers house with a brow black as thunder. When he entered, I went in with him, and found, to my surprise, that his father was not dead! The old man was sitting on a mat in a corner, with an expression of placid resignation on his face.

Why, said I, have you strangled your fathers wives before he is dead?

To this the son replied, He is dead. That is no longer my father. He is as good as dead now. He is to be buried alive.

I now remembered having heard that it is a custom among the Feejee islanders, that when the reigning chief grows old or infirm, the heir to the chieftainship has a right to depose his father; in which case he is considered as dead, and is buried alive. The young chief was now about to follow this custom, and, despite my earnest entreaties and pleadings, the old chief was buried that day before my eyes in the same grave with his four strangled wives! Oh! my heart groaned when I saw this, and I prayed to God to open the hearts of these poor creatures, as he had already opened mine, and pour into them the light and the love of the gospel of Jesus. My prayer was answered very soon. A week afterwards, the son, who was now chief of the tribe, came to me, bearing his god on his shoulders, and groaning beneath its weight. Flinging it down at my feet, he desired me to burn it!

You may conceive how overjoyed I was at this. I sprang up and embraced him, while I shed tears of joy. Then we made a fire, and burned the god to ashes, amid an immense concourse of the people, who seemed terrified at what was being done, and shrank back when we burned the god, expecting some signal vengeance to be taken upon us; but seeing that nothing happened, they changed their minds, and thought that our God must be the true one after all. From that time the mission prospered steadily, and now, while there is not a single man in the tribe who has not burned his household gods, and become a convert to Christianity, there are not a few, I hope, who are true followers of the Lamb, having been plucked as brands from the burning by Him who can save unto the uttermost. I will not tell you more of our progress at this time, but you see, he said, waving his hand around him, the village and the church did not exist a year ago!

We were indeed much interested in this account, and I could not help again in my heart praying God to prosper those missionary societies that send such inestimable blessings to these islands of dark and bloody idolatry. The teacher also added that the other tribes were very indignant at this one for having burned its gods, and threatened to destroy it altogether, but they had done nothing yet; and if they should, said the teacher, the Lord is on our side; of whom shall we be afraid?

Have the missionaries many stations in these seas? inquired Jack.

Oh, yes. The London Missionary Society have a great many in the Tahiti group, and other islands in that quarter. Then the Wesleyans have the Feejee Islands all to themselves, and the Americans have many stations in other groups. But still, my friend, there are hundreds of islands here the natives of which have never heard of Jesus, or the good word of God, or the Holy Spirit; and thousands are living and dying in the practice of those terrible sins and bloody murders of which you have already heard. I trust, my friends, he added, looking earnestly into our faces, I trust that if you ever return to England, you will tell your Christian friends that the horrors which they hear of in regard to these islands are literally true, and that when they have heard the worst, the half has not been told them; for there are perpetrated here foul deeds of darkness of which man may not speak. You may also tell them, he said, looking around with a smile, while a tear of gratitude trembled in his eye and rolled down his coal-black cheek, tell them of the blessings that the gospel has wrought here!

We assured our friend that we would certainly not forget his request. On returning towards the village, about noon, we remarked on the beautiful whiteness of the cottages.

That is owing to the lime with which they are plastered, said the teacher. When the natives were converted, as I have described, I set them to work to build cottages for themselves, and also this handsome church which you see. When the framework and other parts of the houses were up, I sent the people to fetch coral from the sea. They brought immense quantities. Then I made them cut wood, and, piling the coral above it, set it on fire.

Look! look! cried the poor people, in amazement; what wonderful people the Christians are! He is roasting stones. We shall not need taro or bread-fruit any more; we may eat stones!

But their surprise was still greater when the coral was reduced to a fine soft white powder. They immediately set up a great shout, and, mingling the lime with water, rubbed their faces and their bodies all over with it, and ran through the village screaming with delight. They were also much surprised at another thing they saw me do. I wished to make some household furniture, and constructed a turning-lathe to assist me. The first thing that I turned was the leg of a sofa; which was no sooner finished than the chief seized it with wonder and delight, and ran through the village exhibiting it to the people, who looked upon it with great admiration. The chief then, tying a string to it, hung it round his neck as an ornament! He afterwards told me that if he had seen it before he became a Christian he would have made it his god!

As the teacher concluded this anecdote we reached his door. Saying that he had business to attend to, he left us to amuse ourselves as we best could.

Now, lads, said Jack, turning abruptly towards us, and buttoning up his jacket as he spoke, Im off to see the battle. Ive no particular fondness for seein blood-shed, but I must find out the nature o these fellows and see their customs with my own eyes, so that I may be able to speak of it again, if need be, authoritatively. Its only six miles off, and we dont run much more risk than that of getting a rap with a stray stone or an over-shot arrow. Will you go?

To be sure we will, said Peterkin.

If they chance to see us well cut and run for it, added Jack.

Dear me! cried Peterkin, you run! thought you would scorn to run from any one.

So I would, if it were my duty to fight, returned Jack, coolly; but as I dont want to fight, and dont intend to fight, if they offer to attack us Ill run away like the veriest coward that ever went by the name of Peterkin. So come along.


CHAPTER XXXI.

A strange and bloody battle  The lion bearded in his den  Frightful scenes of cruelty, and fears for the future.

We had ascertained from the teacher the direction to the spot on which the battle was to be fought, and after a walk of two hours reached it. The summit of a bare hill was the place chosen; for, unlike most of the other islanders, who are addicted to bush-fighting, those of Mango are in the habit of meeting on open ground. We arrived before the two parties had commenced the deadly struggle, and, creeping as close up as we dared among the rocks, we lay and watched them.

The combatants were drawn up face to face, each side ranged in rank four deep. Those in the first row were armed with long spears; the second, with clubs to defend the spearmen; the third row was composed of young men with slings; and the fourth consisted of women, who carried baskets of stones for the slingers, and clubs and spears with which to supply the warriors. Soon after we arrived, the attack was made with great fury. There was no science displayed. The two bodies of savages rushed headlong upon each other and engaged in a general melee, and a more dreadful set of men I have never seen. They wore grotesque war-caps made of various substances and decorated with feathers. Their faces and bodies were painted so as to make them look as frightful as possible; and as they brandished their massive clubs, leaped, shouted, yelled, and dashed each other to the ground, I thought I had never seen men look so like demons before.

We were much surprised at the conduct of the women, who seemed to be perfect furies, and hung about the heels of their husbands in order to defend them. One stout young women we saw, whose husband was hard pressed and about to be overcome: she lifted a large stone, and throwing it at his opponents head, felled him to the earth. But the battle did not last long. The band most distant from us gave way and were routed, leaving eighteen of their comrades dead upon the field. These the victors brained as they lay; and putting some of their brains on leaves went off with them, we were afterwards informed, to their temples, to present them to their gods as an earnest of the human victims who were soon to be brought there.

We hastened back to the Christian village with feelings of the deepest sadness at the sanguinary conflict which we had just witnessed.

Next day, after breakfasting with our friend the teacher, we made preparations for carrying out our plan. At first the teacher endeavoured to dissuade us.

You do not know, said he, turning to Jack, the danger you run in venturing amongst these ferocious savages. I feel much pity for poor Avatea; but you are not likely to succeed in saving her, and you may die in the attempt.

Well, said Jack, quietly, I am not afraid to die in a good cause.

The teacher smiled approvingly at him as he said this, and after a little further conversation agreed to accompany us as interpreter; saying that, although Tararo was unfriendly to him, he had hitherto treated him with respect.

We now went on board the schooner, having resolved to sail round the island and drop anchor opposite the heathen village. We manned her with natives, and hoped to overawe the savages by displaying our brass gun to advantage. The teacher soon after came on board, and setting our sails we put to sea. In two hours more we made the cliffs reverberate with the crash of the big gun, which we fired by way of salute, while we ran the British ensign up to the peak and cast anchor. The commotion on shore showed us that we had struck terror into the hearts of the natives; but seeing that we did not offer to molest them, a canoe at length put off and paddled cautiously towards us. The teacher showed himself, and explaining that we were friends and wished to palaver with the chief, desired the native to go and tell him to come on board.

We waited long and with much impatience for an answer. During this time the native teacher conversed with us again, and told us many things concerning the success of the gospel among those islands; and perceiving that we were by no means so much gratified as we ought to have been at the hearing of such good news, he pressed us more closely in regard to our personal interest in religion, and exhorted us to consider that our souls were certainly in as great danger as those of the wretched heathen whom we pitied so much, if we had not already found salvation in Jesus Christ. Nay, further, he added, if such be your unhappy case, you are, in the sight of God, much worse than these savages (forgive me, my young friends, for saying so); for they have no knowledge, no light, and do not profess to believe; while you, on the contrary, have been brought up in the light of the blessed gospel and call yourselves Christians. These poor savages are indeed the enemies of our Lord; but you, if ye be not true believers, are traitors!

I must confess that my heart condemned me while the teacher spoke in this earnest manner, and I knew not what to reply. Peterkin, too, did not seem to like it, and I thought would willingly have escaped; but Jack seemed deeply impressed, and wore an anxious expression on his naturally grave countenance, while he assented to the teachers remarks and put to him many earnest questions. Meanwhile the natives who composed our crew, having nothing particular to do, had squatted down on the deck and taken out their little books containing the translated portions of the New Testament, along with hymns and spelling-books, and were now busily engaged, some vociferating the alphabet, others learning prayers off by heart, while a few sang hymns,  all of them being utterly unmindful of our presence. The teacher soon joined them, and soon afterwards they all engaged in a prayer which was afterwards translated to us, and proved to be a petition for the success of our undertaking and for the conversion of the heathen.

While we were thus engaged a canoe put off from shore and several savages leaped on deck, one of whom advanced to the teacher and informed him that Tararo could not come on board that day, being busy with some religious ceremonies before the gods, which could on no account be postponed. He was also engaged with a friendly chief who was about to take his departure from the island, and therefore begged that the teacher and his friends would land and pay a visit to him. To this the teacher returned answer that we would land immediately.

Now, lads, said Jack, as we were about to step into our little boat, Im not going to take any weapons with me, and I recommend you to take none either. We are altogether in the power of these savages, and the utmost we could do, if they were to attack us, would be to kill a few of them before we were ourselves overpowered. I think that our only chance of success lies in mild measures. Dont you think so?

To this I assented gladly, and Peterkin replied by laying down a huge bell-mouthed blunderbuss, and divesting himself of a pair of enormous horse-pistols with which he had purposed to overawe the natives! We then jumped into our boat and rowed ashore.

On reaching the beach we were received by a crowd of naked savages, who shouted a rude welcome, and conducted us to a house or shed where a baked pig and a variety of vegetables were prepared for us. Having partaken of these, the teacher begged to be conducted to the chief; but there seemed some hesitation, and after some consultation among themselves, one of the men stood forward and spoke to the teacher.

What says he? inquired Jack when the savage had concluded.

He says that the chief is just going to the temple of his god and cannot see us yet; so we must be patient, my friend.

Well, cried Jack, rising; if he wont come to see me, Ill een go and see him. Besides, I have a great desire to witness their proceedings at this temple of theirs. Will you go with me, friend?

I cannot, said the teacher, shaking his head; I must not go to the heathen temples and witness their inhuman rites, except for the purpose of condemning their wickedness and folly.

Very good, returned Jack; then Ill go alone, for I cannot condemn their doings till I have seen them.

Jack arose, and we, having determined to go also, followed him through the banana groves to a rising ground immediately behind the village, on the top of which stood the Buré, or temple, under the dark shade of a group of iron-wood trees. As we went through the village, I was again led to contrast the rude huts and sheds, and their almost naked savage-looking inhabitants, with the natives of the Christian village, who, to use the teachers scriptural expression, were now clothed and in their right mind.

As we turned into a broad path leading towards the hill, we were arrested by the shouts of an approaching multitude in the rear. Drawing aside into the bushes we awaited their coming up, and as they drew near we observed that it was a procession of the natives, many of whom were dancing and gesticulating in the most frantic manner. They had an exceedingly hideous aspect, owing to the black, red, and yellow paints with which their faces and naked bodies were bedaubed. In the midst of these came a band of men carrying three or four planks, on which were seated in rows upwards of a dozen men. I shuddered involuntarily as I recollected the sacrifice of human victims at the island of Emo, and turned with a look of fear to Jack as I said,  

Oh, Jack! I have a terrible dread that they are going to commit some of their cruel practices on these wretched men. We had better not go to the temple. We shall only be horrified without being able to do any good, for I fear they are going to kill them.

Jacks face wore an expression of deep compassion as he said, in a low voice, No fear, Ralph; the sufferings of these poor fellows are over long ago.

I turned with a start as he spoke, and, glancing at the men, who were now quite near to the spot where we stood, saw that they were all dead. They were tied firmly with ropes in a sitting posture on the planks, and seemed, as they bent their sightless eye-balls and grinning mouths over the dancing crew below, as if they were laughing in ghastly mockery at the utter inability of their enemies to hurt them now. These, we discovered afterwards, were the men who had been slain in the battle of the previous day, and were now on their way to be first presented to the gods, and then eaten. Behind these came two men leading between them a third, whose hands were pinioned behind his back. He walked with a firm step, and wore a look of utter indifference on his face, as they led him along; so that we concluded he must be a criminal who was about to receive some slight punishment for his faults. The rear of the procession was brought up by a shouting crowd of women and children, with whom we mingled and followed to the temple.

Here we arrived in a few minutes. The temple was a tall circular building, open at one side. Around it were strewn heaps of human bones and skulls. At a table inside sat the priest, an elderly man, with a long gray beard. He was seated on a stool, and before him lay several knives, made of wood, bone, and splinters of bamboo, with which he performed his office of dissecting dead bodies. Farther in lay a variety of articles that had been dedicated to the god, and among them were many spears and clubs. I observed among the latter some with human teeth sticking in them, where the victims had been clubbed in their mouths.

Before this temple the bodies, which were painted with vermilion and soot, were arranged in a sitting posture; and a man, called a dan-vosa (orator), advanced, and, laying his hands on their heads, began to chide them, apparently, in a low bantering tone. What he said we knew not, but, as he went on, he waxed warm, and at last shouted to them at the top of his lungs, and finally finished by kicking the bodies over and running away, amid the shouts and laughter of the people, who now rushed forward. Seizing the bodies by a leg, or an arm, or by the hair of the head, they dragged them over stumps and stones and through sloughs, until they were exhausted. The bodies were then brought back to the temple and dissected by the priest, after which they were taken out to be baked.

Close to the temple a large fire was kindled, in which stones were heated red hot. When ready these were spread out on the ground, and a thick coating of leaves strewn over them to slack the heat. On this lovo, or oven, the bodies were then placed, covered over, and left to bake.

The crowd now ran, with terrible yells, towards a neighbouring hill or mound, on which we observed the frame-work of a house lying ready to be erected. Sick with horror, yet fascinated by curiosity, we staggered after them mechanically, scarce knowing where we were going or what we did, and feeling a sort of impression that all we saw was a dreadful dream.

Arrived at the place, we saw the multitude crowding round a certain spot. We pressed forward and obtained a sight of what they were doing. A large wooden beam or post lay on the ground, beside the other parts of the frame-work of the house, and close to the end of it was a hole about seven feet deep and upwards of two feet wide. While we looked, the man whom we had before observed with his hands pinioned, was carried into the circle. His hands were now free, but his legs were tightly strapped together. The post of the house was then placed in the hole, and the man put in beside it. His head was a good way below the surface of the hole, and his arms were clasped round the post. Earth was now thrown in until all was covered over and stamped down; and this, we were afterwards told, was a ceremony usually performed at the dedication of a new temple, or the erection of a chiefs house!

Come, come, cried Jack, on beholding this horrible tragedy, we have seen enough, enough, far more than enough! Let us go.

Jacks face looked ghastly pale and haggard as we hurried back to rejoin the teacher, and I have no doubt that he felt terrible anxiety when he considered the number and ferocity of the savages, and the weakness of the few arms which were ready indeed to essay, but impotent to effect, Avateas deliverance from these ruthless men.


CHAPTER XXXII.

An unexpected discovery, and a bold, reckless defiance, with its consequences  Plans of escape, and heroic resolves.

When we returned to the shore, and related to our friend what had passed, he was greatly distressed, and groaned in spirit; but we had not sat long in conversation, when we were interrupted by the arrival of Tararo on the beach, accompanied by a number of followers bearing baskets of vegetables and fruits on their heads.

We advanced to meet him, and he expressed, through our interpreter, much pleasure in seeing us.

And what is it that my friends wish to say to me? he inquired.

The teacher explained that we came to beg that Avatea might be spared.

Tell him, said Jack, that I consider that I have a right to ask this of him, having not only saved the girls life, but the lives of his own people also; and say that I wish her to be allowed to follow her own wishes, and join the Christians.

While this was being translated, the chiefs brow lowered, and we could see plainly that our request met with no favourable reception. He replied with considerable energy, and at some length.

What says he? inquired Jack.

I regret to say that he will not listen to the proposal. He says he has pledged his word to his friend that the girl shall be sent to him, and a deputy is even now on this island awaiting the fulfilment of the pledge.

Jack bit his lip in suppressed anger. Tell Tararo, he exclaimed with flashing eye, that if he does not grant my demand, it will be worse for him. Say I have a big gun on board my schooner that will blow his village into the sea, if he does not give up the girl.

Nay, my friend, said the teacher, gently, I will not tell him that; we must overcome evil with good.

What does my friend say? inquired the chief, who seemed nettled by Jacks looks of defiance.

He is displeased, replied the teacher.

Tararo turned away with a smile of contempt, and walked towards the men who carried the baskets of vegetables, and who had now emptied the whole on the beach in an enormous pile.

What are they doing there? I inquired.

I think that they are laying out a gift which they intend to present to some one, said the teacher.

At this moment a couple of men appeared leading a young girl between them; and, going towards the heap of fruits and vegetables, placed her on the top of it. We started with surprise and fear, for in the young female before us we recognised the Samoan girl, Avatea!

We stood rooted to the earth with surprise and thick coming fears.

Oh! my dear young friend, whispered the teacher, in a voice of deep emotion, while he seized Jack by the arm, she is to be made a sacrifice even now!

Is she? cried Jack, with a vehement shout, spurning the teacher aside, and dashing over two natives who stood in his way, while he rushed towards the heap, sprang up its side, and seized Avatea by the arm. In another moment he dragged her down, placed her back to a large tree, and, wrenching a war-club from the hand of a native who seemed powerless and petrified with surprise, whirled it above his head, and yelled, rather than shouted, while his face blazed with fury, Come on, the whole nation of you, an ye like it, and do your worst!

It seemed as though the challenge had been literally accepted; for every savage on the ground ran precipitately at Jack with club and spear, and, doubtless, would speedily have poured out his brave blood on the sod, had not the teacher rushed in between them, and, raising his voice to its utmost, cried.  

Stay your hands, warriors! It is not your part to judge in this matter. It is for Tararo, the chief, to say whether or not the young man shall live or die.

The natives were arrested; and I know not whether it was the gratifying acknowledgment of his superiority thus made by the teacher, or some lingering feeling of gratitude for Jacks former aid in time of need, that influenced Tararo, but he stepped forward, and, waving his hand, said to his people, Desist. The young mans life is mine. Then, turning to Jack, he said, You have forfeited your liberty and life to me. Submit yourself, for we are more numerous than the sand upon the shore. You are but one; why should you die?

Villain! exclaimed Jack, passionately, I may die, but, assuredly, I shall not perish alone. I will not submit until you promise that this girl shall not be injured.

You are very bold, replied the chief, haughtily, but very foolish. Yet I will say that Avatea shall not be sent away, at least for three days.

You had better accept these terms, whispered the teacher, entreatingly. If you persist in this mad defiance, you will be slain, and Avatea will be lost. Three days are worth having.

Jack hesitated a moment, then lowered his club, and, throwing it moodily to the ground, crossed his arms on his breast, and hung down his head in silence.

Tararo seemed pleased by his submission, and told the teacher to say that he did not forget his former services, and, therefore, would leave him free as to his person, but that the schooner would be detained till he had further considered the matter.

While the teacher translated this, he approached as near to where Avatea was standing as possible, without creating suspicion, and whispered to her a few words in the native language. Avatea, who, during the whole of the foregoing scene, had stood leaning against the tree perfectly passive, and seemingly quite uninterested in all that was going on, replied by a single rapid glance of her dark eye, which was instantly cast down again on the ground at her feet.

Tararo now advanced, and taking the girl by the hand, led her unresistingly away, while Jack, Peterkin, and I returned with the teacher on board the schooner.

On reaching the deck, we went down to the cabin, where Jack threw himself, in a state of great dejection, on a couch; but the teacher seated himself by his side, and, laying his hand upon his shoulder, said,  

Do not give way to anger, my young friend. God has given us three days, and we must use the means that are in our power to free this poor girl from slavery. We must not sit in idle disappointment, we must act  

Act! cried Jack, raising himself, and tossing back his hair wildly; it is mockery to balk of acting when one is bound hand and foot. How can I act? I cannot fight a whole nation of savages single-handed. Yes, he said, with a bitter smile, I can fight them, but I cannot conquer them, or save Avatea.

Patience, my friend; your spirit is not a good one just now. You cannot expect that blessing which alone can insure success, unless you are more submissive. I will tell you my plans if you will listen.

Listen! cried Jack, eagerly, of course I will, my good fellow; I did not know you had any plans. Out with them. I only hope you will show me how I can get the girl on board of this schooner, and Id up anchor and away in no time. But proceed with your plans.

The teacher smiled sadly: Ah! my friend, if one fathom of your anchor chain were to rattle, as you drew it in, a thousand warriors would be standing on your deck. No, no, that could not be done. Even now, your ship would be taken from you were it not that Tararo has some feeling of gratitude toward you. But I know Tararo well. He is a man of falsehood, as all the unconverted savages are. The chief to whom he has promised this girl is very powerful, and Tararo must fulfil his promise. He has told you that he would do nothing to the girl for three days; but that is because the party who are to take her away will not be ready to start for three days. Still, as he might have made you a prisoner during those three days, I say that God has given them to us.

Well, but what do you propose to do? said Jack, impatiently.

My plan involves much danger, but I see no other, and I think you have courage to brave it. It is this: There is an island about fifty miles to the south of this, the natives of which are Christians, and have been so for two years or more, and the principal chief is Avateas lover. Once there, Avatea would be safe. Now, I suggest that you should abandon your schooner. Do you think that you can make so great a sacrifice?

Friend, replied Jack, when I make up my mind to go through with a thing of importance, I can make any sacrifice.

The teacher smiled. Well, then, the savages could not conceive it possible that, for the sake of a girl, you would voluntarily lose your fine vessel; therefore as long as she lies here they think they have you all safe: so I suggest that we get a quantity of stores conveyed to a sequestered part of the shore, provide a small canoe, put Avatea on board, and you three would paddle to the Christian island.

Bravo! cried Peterkin, springing up and seizing the teachers hand. Missionary, youre a regular brick. I didnt think you had so much in you.

As for me, continued the teacher, I will remain on board till they discover that you are gone. Then they will ask me where you are gone to, and I will refuse to tell.

And whatll be the result of that? inquired Jack.

I know not. Perhaps they will kill me; but, he added, looking at Jack with a peculiar smile, I too am not afraid to die in a good cause!

But how are we to get hold of Avatea? inquired Jack.

I have arranged with her to meet us at a particular spot, to which I will guide you to-night. We shall then arrange about it. She will easily manage to elude her keepers, who are not very strict in watching her, thinking it impossible that she could escape from the island. Indeed, I am sure that such an idea will never enter their heads. But, as I have said, you run great danger. Fifty miles in a small canoe, on the open sea, is a great voyage to make. You may miss the island, too, in which case there is no other in that direction for a hundred miles or more; and if you lose your way and fall among other heathens, you know the law of Feejee  a cast-away who gains the shore is doomed to die. You must count the cost, my young friend.

I have counted it, replied Jack. If Avatea consents to run the risk, most certainly I will; and so will my comrades also. Besides, added Jack, looking seriously into the teachers face, your Bible,  our Bible, tells of ONE who delivers those who call on Him in the time of trouble; who holds the winds in his fists and the waters in the hollow of his hand.

We now set about active preparations for the intended voyage; collected together such things as we should require, and laid out on the deck provisions sufficient to maintain us for several weeks, purposing to load the canoe with as much as she could hold consistently with speed and safety. These we covered with a tarpaulin, intending to convey them to the canoe only a few hours before starting. When night spread her sable curtain over the scene, we prepared to land; but, first, kneeling along with the natives and the teacher, the latter implored a blessing on our enterprise. Then we rowed quietly to the shore and followed our sable guide, who led us by a long detour, in order to avoid the village, to the place of rendezvous. We had not stood more than five minutes under the gloomy shade of the thick foliage when a dark figure glided noiselessly up to us.

Ah! here you are, said Jack, as Avatea approached. Now, then, tell her what weve come about, and dont waste time.

I understan leetl English, said Avatea, in a low voice.

Why, where did you pick up English? exclaimed Jack, in amazement; you were dumb as a stone when I saw you last.

She has learned all she knows of it from me, said the teacher, since she came to the island.

We now gave Avatea a full explanation of our plans, entering into all the details, and concealing none of the danger, so that she might be fully aware of the risk she ran. As we had anticipated, she was too glad of the opportunity thus afforded her to escape from her persecutors to think of the danger or risk.

Then youre willing to go with us, are you? said Jack.

Yis, I am willing to go.

And youre not afraid to trust yourself out on the deep sea so far?

No, I not fraid to go. Safe with Christian.

After some further consultation, the teacher suggested that it was time to return, so we bade Avatea good night, and having appointed to meet at the cliff where the canoe lay, on the following night, just after dark, we hastened away  we to row on board the schooner with muffled oars  Avatea to glide back to her prison-hut among the Mango savages.


CHAPTER XXXIII.

The flight  The pursuit  Despair and its results  The lion bearded in his den again  Awful danger threatened and wonderfully averted  A terrific storm.

As the time for our meditated flight drew near, we became naturally very fearful lest our purpose should be discovered, and we spent the whole of the following day in a state of nervous anxiety. We resolved to go a-shore and ramble about the village, as if to observe the habits and dwellings of the people, as we thought that an air of affected indifference to the events of the previous day would be more likely than any other course of conduct to avert suspicion as to our intentions. While we were thus occupied, the teacher remained on board with the Christian natives, whose powerful voices reached us ever and anon as they engaged in singing hymns or in prayer.

At last the long and tedious day came to a close, the sank into the sea, and the short-lived twilight of those regions, to which I have already referred, ended abruptly in a dark night. Hastily throwing a few blankets into our little boat, we stepped into it, and, whispering farewell to the natives in the schooner, rowed gently over the lagoon, taking care to keep as near to the beach as possible. We rowed in the utmost silence and with muffled oars, so that had any one observed us at the distance of a few yards, he might have almost taken us for a phantom-boat or a shadow on the dark water. Not a breath of air was stirring; but fortunately the gentle ripple of the sea upon the shore, mingled with the soft roar of the breaker on the distant reef, effectually drowned the slight plash that we unavoidably made in the water by the dipping of our oars.

Quarter of an hour sufficed to bring us to the over-hanging cliff under whose black shadow our little canoe lay, with her bow in the water ready to be launched, and most of her cargo already stowed away. As the keel of our little boat grated on the sand, a hand was laid upon the bow, and a dim form was seen.

Ha! said Peterkin in a whisper, as he stepped upon the beach, is that you, Avatea?

Yis, it am me, was the reply.

All right! Now, then, gently. Help me to shove off the canoe, whispered Jack to the teacher; and Peterkin, do you shove these blankets aboard, we may want them before long. Avatea, step into the middle;  thats right.

Is all ready? whispered the teacher.

Not quite, replied Peterkin. Here, Ralph, lay hold o this pair of oars, and stow them away if you can. I dont like paddles. After were safe away Ill try to rig up rollicks for them.

Now, then, in with you and shove off.

One more earnest squeeze of the kind teachers hand, and, with his whispered blessing yet sounding in our ears, we shot like an arrow from the shore, sped over the still waters of the lagoon, and paddled as swiftly as strong arms and willing hearts could urge us over the long swell of the open sea.

All that night and the whole of the following day we plied our paddles in almost total silence and without halt, save twice to recruit our failing energies with a mouthful of food and a draught of water. Jack had taken the bearing of the island just after starting, and laying a small pocket-compass before him, kept the head of the canoe due south, for our chance of hitting the island depended very much on the faithfulness of our steersman in keeping our tiny bark exactly and constantly on its proper course. Peterkin and I paddled in the bow, and Avatea worked untiringly in the middle.

As the suns lower limb dipped on the gilded edge of the sea Jack ceased working, threw down his paddle, and called a halt.

There, he cried, heaving a deep, long-drawn sigh, weve put a considerable breadth of water between us and these black rascals, so now well have a hearty supper and a sound sleep.

Hear, hear, cried Peterkin. Nobly spoken, Jack. Hand me a drop water, Ralph. Why, girl whats wrong with you? You look just like a black owl blinking in the sunshine.

Avatea smiled. I sleepy, she said; and as if to prove the truth of this, she laid her head on the edge of the canoe and fell fast asleep.

Thats uncommon sharp practice, said Peterkin, with a broad grin. Dont you think we should awake her to make her eat something first? or, perhaps, he added, with a grave, meditative look, perhaps we might put some food in her mouth, which is so elegantly open at the present moment, and see if shed swallow it while asleep. If so, Ralph, you might come round to the front here and feed her quietly, while Jack and I are tucking into the victuals. It would be a monstrous economy of time.

I could not help smiling at Peterkins idea, which, indeed, when I pondered it, seemed remarkably good in theory; nevertheless I declined to put it in practice, being fearful of the result should the victual chance to go down the wrong throat. But, on suggesting this to Peterkin, he exclaimed  

Down the wrong throat, man! why, a fellow with half an eye might see that if it went down Avateas throat it could not go down the wrong throat!  unless, indeed, you have all of a sudden become inordinately selfish, and think that all the throats in the world are wrong ones except your own. However, dont talk so much, and hand me the pork before Jack finishes it. I feel myself entitled to at least one minute morsel.

Peterkin, youre a villain. A paltry little villain, said Jack, quietly, as he tossed the hind legs (including the tail) of a cold roast pig to his comrade; and I must again express my regret that unavoidable circumstances have thrust your society upon me, and that necessity has compelled me to cultivate your acquaintance. Were it not that you are incapable of walking upon the water, I would order you, sir, out of the canoe.

There! youve wakened Avatea with your long tongue, retorted Peterkin, with a frown, as the girl gave vent to a deep sigh. No, he continued, it was only a snore. Perchance she dreameth of her black Apollo. I say, Ralph, do leave just one little slice of that yam. Between you and Jack I run a chance of being put on short allowance, if not  yei  a  a  ow!

Peterkins concluding remark was a yawn of so great energy that Jack recommended him to postpone the conclusion of his meal till next morning,  a piece of advice which he followed so quickly, that I was forcibly reminded of his remark, a few minutes before, in regard to the sharp practice of Avatea.

My readers will have observed, probably, by this time, that I am much given to meditation; they will not, therefore, be surprised to learn that I fell into a deep reverie on the subject of sleep, which was continued without intermission into the night, and prolonged without interruption into the following morning. But I cannot feel assured that I actually slept during that time, although I am tolerably certain that I was not awake.

Thus we lay like a shadow on the still bosom of the ocean, while the night closed in, and all around was calm, dark, and silent.

A thrilling cry of alarm from Peterkin startled us in the morning, just as the gray dawn began to glimmer in the east.

Whats wrong? cried Jack, starting up.

Peterkin replied by pointing with a look of anxious dread towards the horizon; and a glance sufficed to show us that one of the largest sized war-canoes was approaching us!

With a groan of mingled despair and anger Jack seized his paddle, glanced at the compass, and, in a suppressed voice, commanded us to give way.

But we did not require to be urged. Already our four paddles were glancing in the water, and the canoe bounded over the glassy sea like a dolphin, while a shout from our pursuers told that they had observed our motions.

I see something like land ahead, said Jack, in a hopeful tone. It seems impossible that we could have made the island yet; still, if it is so, we may reach it before these fellows can catch us, for our canoe is light and our muscles are fresh.

No one replied; for, to say truth, we felt that, in a long chase, we had no chance whatever with a canoe which held nearly a hundred warriors. Nevertheless, we resolved to do our utmost to escape, and paddled with a degree of vigour that kept us well in advance of our pursuers. The war-canoe was so far behind us that it seemed but a little speck on the sea, and the shouts, to which the crew occasionally gave vent, came faintly towards us on the morning breeze. We therefore hoped that we should be able to keep in advance for an hour or two, when we might, perhaps, reach the land ahead. But this hope was suddenly crushed by the supposed land, not long after, rising up into the sky; thus proving itself to be a fog-bank!

A bitter feeling of disappointment filled each heart, and was expressed on each countenance, as we beheld this termination to our hopes. But we had little time to think of regret. Our danger was too great and imminent to permit of a moments relaxation from our exertions. No hope now animated our bosoms; but a feeling of despair, strange to say, lent us power to work, and nerved our arms with such energy, that it was several hours ere the savages overtook us. When we saw that there was indeed no chance of escape, and that paddling any longer would only serve to exhaust our strength, without doing any good, we turned the side of our canoe towards the approaching enemy, and laid down our paddles.

Silently, and with a look of bitter determination on his face, Jack lifted one of the light boat-oars that we had brought with us, and, resting it on his shoulder, stood up in an attitude of bold defiance. Peterkin took the other oar and also stood up, but there was no anger visible on his countenance. When not sparkling with fun, it usually wore a mild, sad expression, which was deepened on the present occasion, as he glanced at Avatea, who sat with her face resting in her hands upon her knees. Without knowing very well what I intended to do, I also arose and grasped my paddle with both hands.

On came the large canoe like a war-horse of the deep, with the foam curling from its sharp bow, and the spear-heads of the savages glancing the beams of the rising sun. Perfect silence was maintained on both sides, and we could hear the hissing water, and see the frowning eyes of the warriors, as they came rushing on. When about twenty yards distant, five or six of the savages in the bow rose, and, laying aside their paddles, took up their spears. Jack and Peterkin raised their oars, while, with a feeling of madness whirling in my brain, I grasped my paddle and prepared for the onset. But, before any of us could strike a blow, the sharp prow of the war-canoe struck us like a thunderbolt on the side, and hurled us into the sea!

What occurred after this I cannot tell, for I was nearly drowned; but when I recovered from the state of insensibility into which I had been thrown, I found myself stretched on my back, bound hand and foot between Jack and Peterkin, in the bottom of the large canoe.

In this condition we lay the whole day, during which time the savages only rested one hour. When night came, they rested again for another hour, and appeared to sleep just as they sat. But we were neither unbound nor allowed to speak to each other during the voyage, nor was a morsel of food or a draught of water given to us. For food, however, we cared little; but we would have given much for a drop of water to cool our parched lips, and we would have been glad, too, had they loosened the cords that bound us, for they were tightly fastened and occasioned us much pain. The air, also, was unusually hot, so much so that I felt convinced that a storm was brewing. This also added to our sufferings. However, these were at length relieved by our arrival at the island from which we had fled.

While we were being led ashore, we caught a glimpse of Avatea, who was seated in the hinder part of the canoe. She was not fettered in any way. Our captors now drove us before them towards the hut of Tararo, at which we speedily arrived, and found the chief seated with an expression on his face that boded us no good. Our friend the teacher stood beside him, with a look of anxiety on his mild features.

How comes it, said Tararo, turning to the teacher, that these youths have abused our hospitality?

Tell him, replied Jack, that we have not abused his hospitality, for his hospitality has not been extended to us. I came to the island to deliver Avatea, and my only regret is that I have failed to do so. If I get another chance, I will try to save her yet.

The teacher shook his head. Nay, my young friend, I had better not tell him that. It will only incense him.

Fear not, replied Jack. If you dont tell him that, youll tell him nothing, for I wont say anything softer.

On hearing Jacks speech, Tararo frowned and his eye flashed with anger.

Go, he said, presumptuous boy. My debt to you is cancelled. You and your companions shall die.

As he spoke he rose and signed to several of his attendants, who seized Jack, and Peterkin, and me, violently by the collars, and, dragging us from the hut of the chief, led us through the wood to the outskirts of the village. Here they thrust us into a species of natural cave in a cliff, and, having barricaded the entrance, left us in total darkness.

After feeling about for some time  for our legs were unshackled, although our wrists were still bound with thongs  we found a low ledge of rock running along one side of the cavern. On this we seated ourselves, and for a long time maintained unbroken silence.

At last I could restrain my feelings no longer. Alas! dear Jack and Peterkin, said I, what is to become of us? I fear that we are doomed to die.

I know not, replied Jack, in a tremulous voice, I know not; Ralph, I regret deeply the hastiness of my violent temper, which, I must confess, has been the chief cause of our being brought to this sad condition. Perhaps the teacher may do something for us. But I have little hope.

Ah! no, said Peterkin, with a heavy sigh; I am sure he cant help us. Tararo doesnt care more for him than for one of his dogs.

Truly, said I, there seems no chance of deliverance, unless the Almighty puts forth his arm to save us. Yet I must say that I have great hope, my comrades, for we have come to this dark place by no fault of ours  unless it be a fault to try to succour a woman in distress.

I was interrupted in my remarks by a noise at the entrance to the cavern, which was caused by the removal of the barricade. Immediately after, three men entered, and, taking us by the collars of our coats, led us away through the forest. As we advanced, we heard much shouting and beating of native drums in the village, and at first we thought that our guards were conducting us to the hut of Tararo again. But in this we were mistaken. The beating of drums gradually increased, and soon after we observed a procession of the natives coming towards us. At the head of this procession we were placed, and then we all advanced together towards the temple where human victims were wont to be sacrificed!

A thrill of horror ran through my heart as I recalled to mind the awful scenes that I had before witnessed at that dreadful spot. But deliverance came suddenly from a quarter whence we little expected it. During the whole of that day there had been an unusual degree of heat in the atmosphere, and the sky assumed that lurid aspect which portends a thunder-storm. Just as we were approaching the horrid temple, a growl of thunder burst overhead and heavy drops of rain began to fall.

Those who have not witnessed gales and storms in tropical regions can form but a faint conception of the fearful hurricane that burst upon the island of Mango at this time. Before we reached the temple, the storm burst upon us with a deafening roar, and the natives, who knew too well the devastation that was to follow, fled right and left through the woods in order to save their property, leaving us alone in the midst of the howling storm. The trees around us bent before the blast like willows, and we were about to flee in order to seek shelter, when the teacher ran toward us with a knife in his hand.

Thank the Lord, he said, cutting our bonds, I am in time! Now, seek the shelter of the nearest rock.

This we did without a moments hesitation, for the whistling wind burst, ever and anon, like thunder-claps among the trees, and, tearing them from their roots, hurled them with violence to the ground. Rain cut across the land in sheets, and lightning played like forked serpents in the air; while, high above the roar of the hissing tempest, the thunder crashed, and burst, and rolled in awful majesty.

In the village the scene was absolutely appalling. Roofs were blown completely off the houses in many cases; and in others, the houses themselves were levelled with the ground. In the midst of this, the natives were darting to and fro, in some instances saving their goods, but in many others seeking to save themselves from the storm of destruction that whirled around them. But, terrific although the tempest was on land, it was still more tremendous on the mighty ocean. Billows sprang, as it were, from the great deep, and while their crests were absolutely scattered into white mist, they fell upon the beach with a crash that seemed to shake the solid land. But they did not end there. Each successive wave swept higher and higher on the beach, until the ocean lashed its angry waters among the trees and bushes, and at length, in a sheet of white curdled foam, swept into the village and upset and carried off, or dashed into wreck, whole rows of the native dwellings! It was a sublime, an awful scene, calculated, in some degree at least, to impress the mind of beholders with the might and the majesty of God.

We found shelter in a cave that night and all the next day, during which time the storm raged in fury; but on the night following it abated somewhat, and in the morning we went to the village to seek for food, being so famished with hunger that we lost all feeling of danger and all wish to escape in our desire to satisfy the cravings of nature. But no sooner had we obtained food than we began to wish that we had rather endeavoured to make our escape into the mountains. This we attempted to do soon afterwards, but the natives were now able to look after us, and on our showing a disposition to avoid observation and make towards the mountains, we were seized by three warriors, who once more bound our wrists and thrust us into our former prison.

It is true Jack made a vigorous resistance, and knocked down the first savage who seized him, with a well-directed blow of his fist, but he was speedily overpowered by others. Thus we were again prisoners, with the prospect of torture and a violent death before us.


CHAPTER XXXIV.

Imprisonment  Sinking hopes  Unexpected freedom to more than one, and in more senses than one.

For a long long month we remained in our dark and dreary prison, during which dismal time we did not see the face of a human being, except that of the silent savage who brought us our daily food.

There have been one or two seasons in my life during which I have felt as if the darkness of sorrow and desolation that crushed my inmost heart could never pass away, until death should make me cease to feel the present was such a season.

During the first part of our confinement we felt a cold chill at our hearts every time we heard a foot-fall near the cave  dreading lest it should prove to be that of our executioner. But as time dragged heavily on, we ceased to feel this alarm, and began to experience such a deep, irrepressible longing for freedom, that we chafed and fretted in our confinement like tigers. Then a feeling of despair came over us, and we actually longed for the time when the savages would take us forth to die! But these changes took place very gradually, and were mingled sometimes with brighter thoughts; for there were times when we sat in that dark cavern on our ledge of rock and conversed almost pleasantly about the past, until we well-nigh forgot the dreary present. But we seldom ventured to touch upon the future.

A few decayed leaves and boughs formed our bed; and a scanty supply of yams and taro, brought to us once a-day, constituted our food.

Well, Ralph, how have you slept? said Jack, in a listless tone, on rising one morning from his humble couch. Were you much disturbed by the wind last night?

No, said I; I dreamed of home all night, and I thought that my mother smiled upon me, and beckoned me to go to her; but I could not, for I was chained.

And I dreamed, too, said Peterkin; but it was of our happy home on the Coral Island. I thought we were swimming in the Water Garden; then the savages gave a yell, and we were immediately in the cave at Spouting Cliff, which, somehow or other, changed into this gloomy cavern; and I awoke to find it true.

Peterkins tone was so much altered by the depressing influence of his long imprisonment, that, had I not known it was he who spoke, I should scarcely have recognised it, so sad was it, and so unlike to the merry, cheerful voice we had been accustomed to hear. I pondered this much, and thought of the terrible decline of happiness that may come on human beings in so short a time; how bright the sunshine in the sky at one time, and, in a short space, how dark the overshadowing cloud! I had no doubt that the Bible would have given me much light and comfort on this subject, if I had possessed one, and I once more had occasion to regret deeply having neglected to store my memory with its consoling truths.

While I meditated thus, Peterkin again broke the silence of the cave, by saying, in a melancholy tone, Oh, I wonder if we shall ever see our dear island more.

His voice trembled, and, covering his face with both hands, he bent down his head and wept. It was an unusual sight for me to see our once joyous companion in tears, and I felt a burning desire to comfort him; but, alas! what could I say? I could hold out no hope; and although I essayed twice to speak, the words refused to pass my lips. While I hesitated, Jack sat down beside him, and whispered a few words in his ear, while Peterkin threw himself on his friends breast, and rested his head on his shoulder.

Thus we sat for some time in deep silence. Soon after, we heard footsteps at the entrance of the cave, and immediately our jailer entered. We were so much accustomed to his regular visits, however, that we paid little attention to him, expecting that he would set down our meagre fare, as usual, and depart. But, to our surprise, instead of doing so, he advanced towards us with a knife in his hand, and, going up to Jack, he cut the thongs that bound his wrists, then he did the same to Peterkin and me! For fully five minutes we stood in speechless amazement, with our freed hands hanging idly by our sides. The first thought that rushed into my mind was, that the time had come to put us to death; and although, as I have said before, we actually wished for death in the strength of our despair, now that we thought it drew really near I felt all the natural love of life revive in my heart, mingled with a chill of horror at the suddenness of our call.

But I was mistaken. After cutting our bonds, the savage pointed to the caves mouth, and we marched, almost mechanically, into the open air. Here, to our surprise, we found the teacher standing under a tree, with his hands clasped before him, and the tears trickling down his dark cheeks. On seeing Jack, who came out first, he sprang towards him, and clasping him in his arms, exclaimed,  

Oh! my dear young friend, through the great goodness of God you are free!

Free! cried Jack.

Ay, free, repeated the teacher, shaking us warmly by the hands again and again; free to go and come as you will. The Lord has unloosed the bands of the captive and set the prisoners free. A missionary has been sent to us, and Tararo has embraced the Christian religion! The people are even now burning their gods of wood! Come, my dear friends, and see the glorious sight.

We could scarcely credit our senses. So long had we been accustomed in our cavern to dream of deliverance, that we imagined for a moment this must surely be nothing more than another vivid dream. Our eyes and minds were dazzled, too, by the brilliant sunshine, which almost blinded us after our long confinement to the gloom of our prison, so that we felt giddy with the variety of conflicting emotions that filled our throbbing bosoms; but as we followed the footsteps of our sable friend, and beheld the bright foliage of the trees, and heard the cries of the paroquets, and smelt the rich perfume of the flowering shrubs, the truth, that we were really delivered from prison and from death, rushed with overwhelming power into our souls, and, with one accord, while tears sprang to our eyes, we uttered a loud long cheer of joy.

It was replied to by a shout from a number of the natives who chanced to be near. Running towards us, they shook us by the hand with every demonstration of kindly feeling. They then fell behind, and, forming a sort of procession, conducted us to the dwelling of Tararo.

The scene that met our eyes here was one that I shall never forget. On a rude bench in front of his house sat the chief. A native stood on his left hand, who, from his dress, seemed to be a teacher. On his right stood an English gentleman, who, I at once and rightly concluded, was a missionary. He was tall, thin, and apparently past forty, with a bald forehead, and thin gray hair. The expression of his countenance was the most winning I ever saw, and his clear gray eye beamed with a look that was frank, fearless, loving, and truthful. In front of the chief was an open space, in the centre of which lay a pile of wooden idols, ready to be set on fire; and around these were assembled thousands of natives, who had come to join in or to witness the unusual sight. A bright smile overspread the missionarys face as he advanced quickly to meet us, and he shook us warmly by the hands.

I am overjoyed to meet you, my dear young friends, he said. My friend, and your friend, the teacher, has told me your history; and I thank our Father in heaven, with all my heart, that he has guided me to this island, and made me the instrument of saving you.

We thanked the missionary most heartily, and asked him in some surprise how he had succeeded in turning the heart of Tararo in our favour.

I will tell you that at a more convenient time, he answered, meanwhile we must not forget the respect due to the chief. He waits to receive you.

In the conversation that immediately followed between us and Tararo, the latter said that the light of the gospel of Jesus Christ had been sent to the island, and that to it we were indebted for our freedom. Moreover, he told us that we were at liberty to depart in our schooner whenever we pleased, and that we should be supplied with as much provision as we required. He concluded by shaking hands with us warmly, and performing the ceremony of rubbing noses.

This was indeed good news to us, and we could hardly find words to express our gratitude to the chief and to the missionary.

And what of Avatea? inquired Jack.

The missionary replied by pointing to a group of natives in the midst of whom the girl stood. Beside her was a tall, strapping fellow, whose noble mien and air of superiority bespoke him a chief of no ordinary kind.

That youth is her lover. He came this very morning in his war-canoe to treat with Tararo for Avatea. He is to be married in a few days, and afterwards returns to his island home with his bride!

Thats capital, said Jack, as he stepped up to the savage and gave him a hearty shake of the hand. I wish you joy, my lad;  and you too, Avatea.

As Jack spoke, Avateas lover took him by the hand and led him to the spot where Tararo and the missionary stood, surrounded by most of the chief men of the tribe. The girl herself followed, and stood on his left hand while her lover stood on his right, and, commanding silence, made the following speech, which was translated by the missionary:  

Young friend, you have seen few years, but your head is old. Your heart also is large and very brave. I and Avatea are your debtors, and we wish, in the midst of this assembly, to acknowledge our debt, and to say that it is one which we can never repay. You have risked your life for one who was known to you only for a few days. But she was a woman in distress, and that was enough to secure to her the aid of a Christian man. We, who live in these islands of the sea, know that the true Christians always act thus. Their religion is one of love and kindness. We thank God that so many Christians have been sent here  we hope many more will come. Remember that I and Avatea will think of you and pray for you and your brave comrades when you are far away.

To this kind speech Jack returned a short sailor-like reply, in which he insisted that he had only done for Avatea what he would have done for any woman under the sun. But Jacks forte did not lie in speech-making, so he terminated rather abruptly by seizing the chiefs hand and shaking it violently, after which he made a hasty retreat.

Now, then, Ralph and Peterkin, said Jack, as we mingled with the crowd, it seems to me that the object we came here for having been satisfactorily accomplished, we have nothing more to do but get ready for sea as fast as we can, and hurrah for dear old England!

Thats my idea precisely, said Peterkin, endeavouring to wink, but he had wept so much of late, poor fellow, that he found it difficult; however, Im not going away till I see these fellows burn their gods.

Peterkin had his wish, for, in a few minutes afterwards, fire was put to the pile, the roaring flames ascended, and, amid the acclamations of the assembled thousands, the false gods of Mango were reduced to ashes!


CHAPTER XXXV. Conclusion.

To part is the lot of all mankind. The world is a scene of constant leave-taking, and the hands that grasp in cordial greeting to-day, are doomed ere long to unite for the last time, when the quivering lips pronounce the word Farewell. It is a sad thought, but should we on that account exclude it from our minds? May not a lesson worth learning be gathered in the contemplation of it? May it not, perchance, teach us to devote our thoughts more frequently and attentively to that land where we meet, but part no more?

How many do we part from in this world with a light Good-bye, whom we never see again! Often do I think, in my meditations on this subject, that if we realized more fully the shortness of the fleeting intercourse that we have in this world with many of our fellow-men, we would try more earnestly to do them good, to give them a friendly smile, as it were, in passing (for the longest intercourse on earth is little more than a passing word and glance), and show that we have sympathy with them in the short quick struggle of life, by our kindly words and looks and action.

The time soon drew near when we were to quit the islands of the South Seas; and, strange though it may appear, we felt deep regret at parting with the natives of the island of Mango; for, after they embraced the Christian faith, they sought, by showing us the utmost kindness, to compensate for the harsh treatment we had experienced at their hands; and we felt a growing affection for the native teachers and the missionary, and especially for Avatea and her husband.

Before leaving, we had many long and interesting conversations with the missionary, in one of which he told us that he had been making for the island of Raratonga when his native-built sloop was blown out of its course, during a violent gale, and driven to this island. At first the natives refused to listen to what he had to say; but, after a weeks residence among them, Tararo came to him and said that he wished to become a Christian, and would burn his idols. He proved himself to be sincere, for, as we have seen, he persuaded all his people to do likewise. I use the word persuaded advisedly; for, like all the other Feejee chiefs, Tararo was a despot and might have commanded obedience to his wishes; but he entered so readily into the spirit of the new faith that he perceived at once the impropriety of using constraint in the propagation of it. He set the example, therefore; and that example was followed by almost every man of the tribe.

During the short time that we remained at the island, repairing our vessel and getting her ready for sea, the natives had commenced building a large and commodious church, under the superintendence of the missionary, and several rows of new cottages were marked out; so that the place bid fair to become, in a few months, as prosperous and beautiful as the Christian village at the other end of the island.

After Avatea was married, she and her husband were sent away, loaded with presents, chiefly of an edible nature. One of the native teachers went with them, for the purpose of visiting still more distant islands of the sea, and spreading, if possible, the light of the glorious gospel there.

As the missionary intended to remain for several weeks longer, in order to encourage and confirm his new converts, Jack and Peterkin and I held a consultation in the cabin of our schooner,  which we found just as we had left her, for everything that had been taken out of her was restored. We now resolved to delay our departure no longer. The desire to see our beloved native land was strong upon us, and we could not wait.

Three natives volunteered to go with us to Tahiti, where we thought it likely that we should be able to procure a sufficient crew of sailors to man our vessel; so we accepted their offer gladly.

It was a bright clear morning when we hoisted the snow-white sails of the pirate schooner and left the shores of Mango. The missionary, and thousands of the natives, came down to bid us God-speed, and to see us sail away. As the vessel bent before a light fair wind, we glided quickly over the lagoon under a cloud of canvass.

Just as we passed through the channel in the reef the natives gave us a loud cheer; and as the missionary waved his hat, while he stood on a coral rock with his gray hairs floating in the wind, we heard the single word Farewell borne faintly over the sea.

That night, as we sat on the taffrail, gazing out upon the wide sea and up into the starry firmament, a thrill of joy, strangely mixed with sadness, passed through our hearts,  for we were at length homeward bound, and were gradually leaving far behind us the beautiful, bright, green, coral islands of the Pacific Ocean.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Hero and his Only Relative.

Martin Rattler was a very bad boy. At least his aunt, Mrs Dorothy Grumbit, said so; and certainly she ought to have known, if anybody should, for Martin lived with her, and was, as she herself expressed it, the bane of her existence; the very torment of her life. No doubt of it whatever, according to Aunt Dorothy Grumbits showing, Martin Rattler was a remarkably bad boy.

It is a curious fact, however, that, although most of the people in the village of Ashford seemed to agree with Mrs Grumbit in her opinion of Martin, there were very few of them who did not smile cheerfully on the child when they met him, and say, Good day, lad! as heartily as if they thought him the best boy in the place. No one seemed to bear Martin Rattler ill-will, notwithstanding his alleged badness. Men laughed when they said he was a bad boy, as if they did not quite believe their own assertion. The vicar, an old whiteheaded man, with a kind, hearty countenance, said that the child was full of mischief, full of mischief; but he would improve as he grew older, he was quite certain of that. And the vicar was a good judge; for he had five boys of his own, besides three other boys, the sons of a distant relative, who boarded with him; and he had lived forty years in a parish overflowing with boys, and he was particularly fond of boys in general. Not so the doctor, a pursy little man with a terrific frown, who hated boys, especially little ones, with a very powerful hatred. The doctor said that Martin was a scamp.

And yet Martin had not the appearance of a scamp. He had fat rosy cheeks, a round rosy mouth, a straight delicately-formed nose, a firm massive chin, and a broad forehead. But the latter was seldom visible, owing to the thickly-clustering fair curls that overhung it. When asleep Martins face was the perfection of gentle innocence. But the instant he opened his dark-brown eyes, a thousand dimples and wrinkles played over his visage, chiefly at the corners of his mouth and round his eyes; as if the spirit of fun and the spirit of mischief had got entire possession of the boy, and were determined to make the most of him. When deeply interested in anything, Martin was as grave and serious as a philosopher.

Aunt Dorothy Grumbit had a turned-up nose,  a very much turned-up nose; so much so, indeed, that it presented a front view of the nostrils! It was an aggravating nose, too, for the old ladys spectacles refused to rest on any part of it except the extreme point. Mrs Grumbit invariably placed them on the right part of her nose, and they as invariably slid down the curved slope until they were brought up by the little hillock at the end. There they condescended to repose in peace.

Mrs Grumbit was mild, and gentle, and little, and thin, and old,  perhaps seventy-five; but no one knew her age for certain, not even herself. She wore an old-fashioned, high-crowned cap, and a gown of bed-curtain chintz, with flowers on it the size of a saucer. It was a curious gown, and very cheap, for Mrs Grumbit was poor. No one knew the extent of her poverty, any more than they did her age; but she herself knew it, and felt it deeply,  never so deeply, perhaps, as when her orphan nephew Martin grew old enough to be put to school, and she had not wherewithal to send him. But love is quick-witted and resolute. A residence of six years in Germany had taught her to knit stockings at a rate that cannot be described, neither conceived unless seen. She knitted two dozen pairs. The vicar took one dozen, the doctor took the other. The fact soon became known. Shops were not numerous in the village in those days; and the wares they supplied were only second rate. Orders came pouring in, Mrs Grumbits knitting wires clicked, and her little old hands wagged with incomprehensible rapidity and unflagging regularity,  and Martin Rattler was sent to school.

While occupied with her knitting, she sat in a high-backed chair in a very small deep window, through which the sun streamed nearly the whole day; and out of which there was the most charming imaginable view of the gardens and orchards of the villagers, with a little dancing brook in the midst, and the green fields of the farmers beyond, studded with sheep and cattle and knolls of woodland, and bounded in the far distance by the bright blue sea. It was a lovely scene, such an one as causes the eye to brighten and the heart to melt as we gaze upon it, and think, perchance, of its Creator.

Yes, it was a scene worth looking at; but Mrs Grumbit never looked at it, for the simple reason that she could not have seen it if she had. Half way across her own little parlour was the extent of her natural vision. By the aid of spectacles and a steady concentrated effort, she could see the fire-place at the other end of the room; and the portrait of her deceased husband, who had been a sea-captain; and the white kitten that usually sat on the rug before the fire. To be sure, she saw them very indistinctly. The picture was a hazy blue patch, which was the captains coat; with a white patch down the middle of it, which was his waistcoat; and a yellow ball on the top of it, which was his head. It was rather an indistinct and generalised view, no doubt; but she saw it, and that was a great comfort.




Chapter Two.

In Disgrace.

Fire was the cause of Martins getting into disgrace at school for the first time; and this is how it happened.

Go and poke the fire, Martin Rattler, said the schoolmaster, and put on a bit of coal, and see that you dont send the sparks flying about the floor.

Martin sprang with alacrity to obey; for he was standing up with the class at the time, and was glad of the temporary relaxation. He stirred the fire with great care, and put on several pieces of coal very slowly, and rearranged them two or three times; after which he stirred the fire a little more, and examined it carefully to see that it was all right; but he did not seem quite satisfied, and was proceeding to re-adjust the coals when Bob Croaker, one of the big boys, who was a bullying, ill-tempered fellow, and had a spite against Martin, called out  

Please, sir, Rattlers playin at the fire.

Come back to your place, sir! cried the master, sternly.

Martin returned in haste, and resumed his position in the class. As he did so he observed that his fore-finger was covered with soot. Immediately a smile of glee overspread his features; and, while the master was busy with one of the boys, he drew his black finger gently down the forehead and nose of the boy next to him.

What part of the earth was peopled by the descendants of Adam? cried the master, pointing to the dux.

Shem! shrieked a small boy near the foot of the class.

Silence! thundered the master, with a frown that caused the small boy to quake down to the points of his toes.

Asia! answered dux.

Next?

Turkey!

Next, next, next? Hallo! John Ward, cried the master, starting up in anger from his seat, what do you mean by that, sir?

What, sir? said John Ward, tremulously, while a suppressed titter ran round the class.

Your face, sir! Who blacked your face, eh?

I  I  dont know, said the boy, drawing his sleeve across his face, which had the effect of covering it with sooty streaks.

An uncontrollable shout of laughter burst from the whole school, which was instantly followed by a silence so awful and profound that a pin might have been heard to fall.

Martin Rattler, you did that! I know you did,  I see the marks on your fingers. Come here, sir! Now tell me; did you do it?

Martin Rattler never told falsehoods. His old aunt had laboured to impress upon him from infancy that to lie was to commit a sin which is abhorred by God and scorned by man; and her teaching had not been in vain. The child would have suffered any punishment rather than have told a deliberate lie. He looked straight in the masters face and said, Yes, sir, I did it.

Very well, go to your seat, and remain in school during the play-hour.

With a heavy heart Martin obeyed; and soon after the school was dismissed.

I say, Rattler, whispered Bob Croaker as he passed, Im going to teach your white kitten to swim just now. Wont you come and see it?

The malicious laugh with which the boy accompanied this remark convinced Martin that he intended to put his threat in execution. For a moment he thought of rushing out after him to protect his pet kitten; but a glance at the stern brow of the master, as he sat at his desk reading, restrained him; so, crushing down his feelings of mingled fear and anger, he endeavoured to while away the time by watching the boys as they played in the fields before the windows of the school.




Chapter Three.

The Great Fight.

Martin! said the schoolmaster, in a severe tone, looking up from the book with which he was engaged, dont look out at the window, sir; turn your back to it.

Please, sir, I cant help it, replied the boy, trembling with eagerness as he stared across the fields.

Turn your back on it, I say! reiterated the master in a loud tone, at the same time striking the desk violently with his cane.

Oh, sir, let me out! Theres Bob Croaker with my kitten. Hes going to drown it. I know he is; he said he would; and if he does aunty will die, for she loves it next to me; and I must save it, and  and, if you dont let me out  youll be a murderer!

At this concluding burst, Martin sprang forward and stood before his master with clenched fists and a face blazing with excitement. The schoolmasters gaze of astonishment gradually gave place to a dark frown strangely mingled with a smile, and, when the boy concluded, he said quietly  

You may go.

No second bidding was needed. The door flew open with a bang; and the gravel of the play-ground, spurned right and left, dashed against the window panes as Martin flew across it. The paling that fenced it off from the fields beyond was low, but too high for a jump. Never a boy in all the school had crossed that paling at a spring, without laying his hands upon it; but Martin did. We do not mean to say that he did anything superhuman; but he rushed at it like a charge of cavalry, sprang from the ground like a deer, kicked away the top bar, tumbled completely over, landed on his head, and rolled down the slope on the other side as fast as he could have run down,  perhaps faster.

It would have required sharper eyes than yours or mine to have observed how Martin got on his legs again, but he did it in a twinkling, and was half across the field almost before you could wink, and panting on the heels of Bob Croaker. Bob saw him coming and instantly started off at a hard run, followed by the whole school. A few minutes brought them to the banks of the stream, where Bob Croaker halted, and, turning round, held the white kitten up by the nape of the neck.

O spare it! spare it, Bob!  dont do it  please dont, dont do it! gasped Martin, as he strove in vain to run faster.

There you go! shouted Bob, with a coarse laugh, sending the kitten high into the air, whence it fell with a loud splash into the water.

It was a dreadful shock to feline nerves, no doubt, but that white kitten was no ordinary animal. Its little heart beat bravely when it rose to the surface, and, before its young master came up, it had regained the bank. But, alas! what a change! It went into the stream a fat, round, comfortable ball of eider-down. It came out a scraggy blotch of white paint, with its black eyes glaring like two great glass beads! No sooner did it crawl out of the water than Bob Croaker seized it, and whirled it round his head, amid suppressed cries of Shame! intending to throw it in again; but at that instant Martin Rattler seized Bob by the collar of his coat with both hands, and, letting himself drop suddenly, dragged the cruel boy to the ground, while the kitten crept humbly away and hid itself in a thick tuft of grass.

A moment sufficed to enable Bob Croaker, who was nearly twice Martins weight, to free himself from the grasp of his panting antagonist, whom he threw on his back, and doubled his fist, intending to strike Martin on the face; but a general rush of the boys prevented this.

Shame, shame, fair-play! cried several; dont hit him when hes down!

Then let him rise up and come on! cried Bob, fiercely, as he sprang up and released Martin.

Ay, thats fair. Now then, Martin, remember the kitten!

Strike men of your own size! cried several of the bigger boys, as they interposed to prevent Martin from rushing into the unequal contest.

So I will, cried Bob Croaker, glaring round with passion. Come on any of you that likes. I dont care a button for the biggest of you.

No one accepted this challenge, for Bob was the oldest and the strongest boy in the school, although, as is usually the case with bullies, by no means the bravest.

Seeing that no one intended to fight with him, and that a crowd of boys strove to hold Martin Rattler back, while they assured him that he had not the smallest chance in the world, Bob turned towards the kitten, which was quietly and busily employed in licking itself dry and said, Now Martin, you coward, Ill give it another swim for your impudence.

Stop, stop! cried Martin, earnestly. Bob Croaker, I would rather do anything than fight. I would give you everything I have to save my kitten; but if you wont spare it unless I fight, Ill do it. If you throw it in before you fight me, youre the greatest coward that ever walked. Just give me five minutes to breathe and a drink of water, and Ill fight you as long as I can stand.

Bob looked at his little foe in surprise. Well, thats fair. Im youre man; but if you dont lick me Ill drown the kitten, thats all. Having said this, he quietly divested himself of his jacket and neckcloth, while several boys assisted Martin to do the same, and brought him a draught of water in the crown of one of their caps. In five minutes all was ready, and the two boys stood face to face and foot to foot, with their fists doubled and revolving, and a ring of boys around them.

Just at this critical moment the kitten, having found the process of licking itself dry more fatiguing than it had expected, gave vent to a faint mew of distress. It was all that was wanting to set Martins indignant heart into a blaze of inexpressible fury. Bob Croakers visage instantly received a shower of sharp, stinging blows, that had the double effect of taking that youth by surprise and throwing him down upon the green sward. But Martin could not hope to do this a second time. Bob now knew the vigour of his assailant, and braced himself warily to the combat, commencing operations by giving Martin a tremendous blow on the point of his nose, and another on the chest. These had the effect of tempering Martins rage with a salutary degree of caution, and of eliciting from the spectators sundry cries of warning on the one hand, and admiration on the other, while the young champions revolved warily round each other, and panted vehemently.

The battle that was fought that day was one of a thousand. It created as great a sensation in the village school as did the battle of Waterloo in England. It was a notable fight; such as had not taken place within the memory of the oldest boy in the village, and from which, in after years, events of juvenile history were dated,  especially pugilistic events, of which, when a good one came off it used to be said that, such a battle had not taken place since the year of the Great Fight. Bob Croaker was a noted fighter, Martin Rattler was, up to this date, an untried hero. Although fond of rough play and boisterous mischief, he had an unconquerable aversion to earnest fighting, and very rarely indeed returned home with a black eye,  much to the satisfaction of Aunt Dorothy Grumbit, who objected to all fighting from principle, and frequently asserted, in gentle tones, that there should be no soldiers or sailors (fighting sailors, she meant) at all, but that people ought all to settle everything the best way they could without fighting, and live peaceably with one another, as the Bible told them to do. They would be far happier and better off, she was sure of that; and if everybody was of her way of thinking, there would be neither swords, nor guns, nor pistols, nor squibs, nor anything else at all! Dear old lady. It would indeed be a blessing if her principles could be carried out in this warring and jarring world. But as this is rather difficult, what we ought to be careful about is, that we never fight except in a good cause and with a clear conscience.

It was well for Martin Rattler, on that great day, that the formation of the ground favoured him. The spot on which the fight took place was uneven, and covered with little hillocks and hollows, over which Bob Croaker stumbled, and into which he fell,  being a clumsy boy on his legs  and did himself considerable damage; while Martin, who was firmly knit and active as a kitten, scarcely ever fell, or, if he did, sprang up again like an India-rubber ball. Fair-play was embedded deep in the centre of Martins heart, so that he scorned to hit his adversary when he was down or in the act of rising; but the thought of the fate that awaited the white kitten if he were conquered, acted like lightning in his veins, and scarcely had Bob time to double his fists after a fall, when he was knocked back again into the hollow, out of which he had risen. There were no rounds in this fight; no pausing to recover breath. Martins anger rose with every blow, whether given or received; and although he was knocked down flat four or five times, he rose again, and without a seconds delay rushed headlong at his enemy. Feeling that he was too little and light to make much impression on Bob Croaker by means of mere blows, he endeavoured as much as possible to throw his weight against him at each assault; but Bob stood his ground well, and after a time seemed even to be recovering strength a little.

Suddenly he made a rush at Martin, and, dealing him a successful blow on the forehead, knocked him down; at the same time he himself tripped over a molehill and fell upon his face. Both were on their legs in an instant. Martin grew desperate. The white, kitten swimming for its life seemed to rise before him, and new energy was infused into his frame. He retreated a step or two, and then darted forward like an arrow from a bow. Uttering a loud cry, he sprang completely in the air and plunged  head and fists together, as if he were taking a dive  into Bob Croakers bosom! The effect was tremendous. Bob went down like a shock of grain before the sickle; and having, in their prolonged movements, approached close to the brink of the stream, both he and Martin went with a sounding splash into the deep pool and disappeared. It was but for a moment, however. Martins head emerged first, with eyes and mouth distended to the utmost. Instantly, on finding bottom, he turned to deal his opponent another blow; but it was not needed. When Bob Croakers head rose to the surface there was no motion in the features, and the eyes were closed. The intended blow was changed into a friendly grasp; and, exerting himself to the utmost, Martin dragged his insensible school fellow to the bank, where, in a few minutes, he recovered sufficiently to declare in a sulky tone that he would fight no more!

Bob Croaker, said Martin, holding out his hand, Im sorry weve had to fight. I wouldnt have done it, but to save my kitten. You compelled me to do it, you know that. Come, lets be friends again.

Bob made no reply, but slowly and with some difficulty put on his vest and jacket.

Im sure, continued Martin, theres no reason in bearing me ill-will. Ive done nothing unfair, and Im very sorry weve had to fight. Wont you shake hands?

Bob was silent.

Come, some, Bob! cried several of the bigger boys, dont be sulky, man; shake hands and be friends. Martin has licked you this time, and youll lick him next time, no doubt, and thats all about it.

Arrah, then, yere out there, intirely. Bob Croakerll niver lick Martin Rattler though he wos to live to the age of the great MThuselah! said a deep-toned voice close to the spot where the fight had taken place.

All eyes were instantly turned in the direction whence it proceeded, and the boys now became aware, for the first time, that the combat had been witnessed by a sailor, who, with a smile of approval beaming on his good-humoured countenance, sat under the shade of a neighbouring tree smoking a pipe of that excessive shortness and blackness that seems to be peculiarly beloved by Irishmen in the humbler ranks of life. The man was very, tall and broad-shouldered, and carried himself with a free-and-easy swagger, as he rose and approached the group of boys.

Hell niver bate ye, Martin, avic, as long as theres two timbers of ye houldin togither. The seaman patted Martin on the head as he spoke; and, turning to Bob Croaker, continued:

Ye ought to be proud, ye spalpeen, o bein wopped by sich a young hero as this. Come here and shake hands with him: dye hear? Troth an its besmearin ye with too much honour that same. There, thatll do. Dont say yere sorry now, for its lies yed be tellin if ye did. Come along, Martin, an Ill convarse with ye as ye go home. Yell be a man yet, as sure as my name is Barney OFlannagan.

Martin took the white kitten in his arms and thrust its wet little body into his equally wet bosom, where the warmth began soon to exercise a soothing influence on the kittens depressed spirits, so that, ere long, it began to purr. He then walked with the sailor towards the village, with his face black and blue, and swelled, and covered with blood, while Bob Croaker and his companions returned to the school.

The distance to Martins residence was not great, but it was sufficient to enable the voluble Irishman to recount a series of the most wonderful adventures and stories of foreign lands; that set Martins heart on fire with desire to go to sea; a desire which was by no means new to him, and which recurred violently every time he paid a visit to the small sea-port of Bilton, which lay about five miles to the southward of his native village. Moreover, Barney suggested that it was time Martin should be doing for himself (he was now ten years old), and said that if he would join his ship, he could get him a berth, for he was much in want of an active lad to help him with the coppers. But Martin Rattler sighed deeply, and said that, although his heart was set upon going to sea, he did not see how it was to be managed, for his aunt would not let him go.

Before they separated, however, it was arranged that Martin should pay the sailors ship a visit, when he would hear a good deal more about foreign lands; and that, in the meantime, he should make another attempt to induce Aunt Dorothy Grumbit to give her consent to his going to sea.




Chapter Four.

A Lesson to all Stocking-Knitters  Martins Prospects begin to open up.

In the small sea-port of Bilton, before mentioned, there dwelt an old and wealthy merchant and ship-owner, who devoted a small portion of his time to business, and a very large portion of it to what is usually termed doing good. This old gentleman was short, and stout, and rosy, and bald, and active, and sharp as a needle.

In the short time that Mr Arthur Jollyboy devoted to business, he accomplished as much as most men do in the course of a long day. There was not a benevolent society in the town, of which Arthur Jollyboy, Esquire, of the Old Hulk (as he styled his cottage), was not a member, director, secretary, and treasurer, all in one, and all at once! If it had been possible for man be ubiquitous, Mr Jollyboy would have been so naturally; or, if not naturally, he would have made himself so by force of will. Yet he made no talk about it. His step was quiet, though quick; and his voice was gentle, though rapid; and he was chiefly famous for talking little and doing much.

Some time after the opening of our tale, Mr Jollyboy had received information of Mrs Grumbits stocking movement. That same afternoon he put on his broad-brimmed white hat and, walking out to the village in which she lived, called upon the vicar, who was a particular and intimate friend of his. Having ascertained from the vicar that Mrs Grumbit would not accept of charity, he said abruptly, And why not  is she too proud?

By no means, replied the vicar. She says that she would think shame to take money from friends as long as she can work, because every penny that she would thus get would be so much less to go to the helpless poor; of whom, she says, with much truth, there are enough and to spare. And I quite agree with her as regards her principle; but it does not apply fully to her, for she cannot work so as to procure a sufficient livelihood without injury to her health.

Is she clever? inquired Mr Jollyboy.

Why, no, not particularly. In fact, she does not often exert her reasoning faculties, except in the common-place matters of ordinary and every-day routine.

Then shes cleverer than most people, said Mr Jollyboy, shortly. Is she obstinate?

No, not in the least, returned the vicar with a puzzled smile.

Ah, well, good-bye, good-bye; thats all I want to know.

Mr Jollyboy rose, and, hurrying through the village, tapped at the cottage door, and was soon closeted with Mrs Dorothy Grumbit. In the course of half an hour, Mr Jollyboy drew from Mrs Grumbit as much about her private affairs as he could, without appearing rude. But he found the old lady very close and sensitive on that point. Not so, however, when he got her upon the subject of her nephew. She had enough, and more than enough, to say about him. It is true she began by remarking, sadly, that he was a very bad boy; but, as she continued to talk about him, she somehow or other gave her visitor the impression that he was a very good boy! They had a wonderfully long and confidential talk about Martin, during which Mr Jollyboy struck Mrs Grumbit nearly dumb with horror by stating positively that he would do for the boy,  he would send him to sea! Then, seeing that he had hit the wrongest possible nail on the head, he said that he would make the lad a clerk in his office, where he would be sure to rise to a place of trust; whereat Mrs Grumbit danced, if we may so speak, into herself for joy.

And now, maam, about these stockings. I want two thousand pairs as soon as I can get them!

Sir? said Mrs Grumbit.

Of course, not for my own use, maam; nor for the use of my family, for I have no family; and if I had, that would be an unnecessarily large supply. The fact is, Mrs Grumbit, I am a merchant and I send very large supplies of home-made articles to foreign lands, and two thousand pairs of socks are a mere driblet. Of course I do not expect you to make them all for me, but I wish you to make as many pairs as you can.

I shall be very happy began Mrs Grumbit.

But, Mrs Grumbit, there is a peculiar formation which I require in my socks that will give you extra trouble, I fear; but I must have it, whatever the additional expense may be. What is your charge for the pair you are now making?

Three shillings, said Mrs Grumbit.

Ah! very good. Now, take up the wires if you please, maam, and do what I tell you. Now, drop that stitch,  good; and take up this one,  capital; and pull this one across that way,  so; and that one across this way,  exactly. Now, what is the result?

The result was a complicated knot; and Mrs Grumbit, after staring a few seconds at the old gentleman in surprise, said so, and begged to know what use it was of.

Oh, never mind, never mind. We merchants have strange fancies, and foreigners have curious tastes now and then. Please to make all my socks with a hitch like that in them all round, just above the ankle. It will form an ornamental ring. Im sorry to put you to the trouble, but of course I pay extra for fancy-work. Will six shillings a-pair do for these?

My dear sir, said Mrs Grumbit, it is no additional

Well, well, never mind, said Mr Jollyboy. Two thousand pairs, remember, as soon as possible,  close knitted, plain stitch, rather coarse worsted; and dont forget the hitch, Mrs Grumbit, dont forget the hitch.

Ah! reader, there are many Mrs Grumbits in this world, requiring hitches to be made in their stockings!

At this moment the door burst open. Mrs Dorothy Grumbit uttered a piercing scream, Mr Jollyboy dropped his spectacles and sat down on his hat and Martin Rattler stood before them with the white kitten in his arms.

For a few seconds there was a dead silence, while an expression of puzzled disappointment passed over Mr Jollyboys ruddy countenance. At last he said  

Is this, madam, the nephew who, you told me a little ago, is not addicted to fighting?

Yes, answered the old lady faintly, and covering her eyes with her hands, that is Martin.

If my aunt told you that, sir, she told you the truth, said Martin, setting down the blood-stained white kitten, which forthwith began to stretch its limbs and lick itself dry. I dont ever fight if I can help it but I couldnt help it to-day.

With a great deal of energy, and a revival of much of his former indignation, when he spoke of the kittens sufferings, Martin recounted all the circumstances of the fight; during the recital of which Mrs Dorothy Grumbit took his hand in hers and patted it, gazing the while into his swelled visage, and weeping plentifully, but very silently. When he had finished, Mr Jollyboy shook hands with him, and said he was a trump, at the same time recommending him to go and wash his face. Then he whispered a few words in Mrs Grumbits ear, which seemed to give that excellent lady much pleasure; after which he endeavoured to straighten his crushed hat; in which attempt he failed, took his leave, promised to call again very soon, and went back to the Old Hulk  chuckling.




Chapter Five.

Martin, being Willing to go to Sea, goes to Sea against his Will.

Four years rolled away, casting chequered light and shadow over the little village of Ashford in their silent passage,  whitening the forelocks of the aged, and strengthening the muscles of the young. Death, too, touched a hearth here and there, and carried desolation to a home; for four years cannot wing their flight without enforcing on us the lesson  which we are so often taught and yet take so long to learn  that this is not our rest,  that here we have no abiding city. Did we but ponder this lesson more frequently and earnestly, instead of making us sad, it would nerve our hearts and hands to fight and work more diligently,  to work in the cause of our Redeemer,  the only cause that is worth the life-long energy of immortal beings,  the great cause that includes all others; and it would teach us to remember that our little day of opportunity will soon be spent and that the night is at hand in which no man can work.

Four years rolled away, and during this time Martin, having failed to obtain his aunts consent to his going to sea, continued at school, doing his best to curb the roving spirit that strove within him. Martin was not particularly bright at the dead languages; to the rules of grammar he entertained a rooted aversion; and at history he was inclined to yawn, except when it happened to touch upon the names and deeds of such men as Vasco di Gama and Columbus. But in geography he was perfect; and in arithmetic and book-keeping he was quite a proficient, to the delight of Mrs Dorothy Grumbit whose household books he summed up; and to the satisfaction of his fast friend, Mr Arthur Jollyboy, whose ledgers he was  in that old gentlemans secret resolves  destined to keep.

Martin was now fourteen, broad and strong, and tall for his age. He was the idol of the school,  dashing, daring, reckless, and good-natured. There was almost nothing that he would not attempt and there were very few things that he could not do. He never fought however  from principle; and his strength and size often saved him from the necessity. But he often prevented other boys from fighting, except when he thought there was good reason for it; then he stood by and saw fair-play. There was a strange mixture of philosophical gravity, too, in Martin. As he grew older he became more enthusiastic and less boisterous.

Bob Croaker was still at the school, and was, from prudential motives, a fast friend of Martin. But he bore him a secret grudge, for he could not forget the great fight.

One day Bob took Martin by the arm, and said, I say, Rattler, come with me to Bilton, and have some fun among the shipping.

Well, I dont mind if I do, said Martin. Im just in the mood for a ramble, and Im not expected home till bed-time.

In little more than an hour the two boys were wandering about the dock-yards of the sea-port town, and deeply engaged in examining the complicated rigging of the ships. While thus occupied, the clanking of a windlass and the merry, Yo heave O! and away she goes, of the sailors, attracted their attention.

Hallo! there goes the Firefly, bound for the South Seas, cried Bob Croaker; come, lets see her start. I say, Martin, isnt your friend, Barney OFlannagan, on board?

Yes, he is. He tries to get me to go out every voyage, and I wish I could. Come quickly; I want to say good-bye to him before he starts.

Why dont you run away, Rattler? inquired Bob, as they hurried round the docks to where the vessel was warping out.

Because I dont need to. My aunt has given me leave to go if I like; but she says it would break her heart if I do; and I would rather be screwed down to a desk for ever than do that, Bob Croaker.

The vessel, upon the deck of which the two boys now leaped, was a large, heavy-built barque. Her sails were hanging loose, and the captain was giving orders to the men, who had their attention divided between their duties on board and their mothers, wives, and sisters, who still lingered to take a last farewell.

Now, then, those who dont want to go to sea had better go ashore, roared the captain.

There was an immediate rush to the side.

I say, Martin, whispered Barney, as he hurried past, jump down below forard; you can go out o the harbour mouth with us and get ashore in one o the shore-boats alongside. Theyll not cast off till were well out. I want to speak to you

Man the fore-top-sail halyards, shouted the first mate.

Ay ay, sir-rr, and the men sprang to obey. Just then the ship touched on the bar at the mouth of the harbour, and in another moment she was aground.

There, now, shes hard and fast! roared the captain, as he stormed about the deck in a paroxysm of rage. But mans rage could avail nothing. They had missed the passage by a few feet, and now they had to wait the fall and rise again of the tide ere they could hope to get off.

In the confusion that followed, Bob Croaker suggested that Martin and he should take one of the punts, or small boats which hovered round the vessel, and put out to sea, where they might spend the day pleasantly in rowing and fishing.

Capital! exclaimed Martin. Lets go at once. Yonders a little fellow who will let us have his punt for a few pence. I know him. Hallo, Tom!

Ay, ay, squeaked a boy who was so small that he could scarcely lift the oar, light though it was, with which he sculled his punt cleverly along.

Shove alongside, like a good fellow; we want your boat for a little to row out a bit.

Its a-blowin too hard, squeaked the small boy, as he ranged alongside. Im afeared youll be blowed out.

Nonsense! cried Bob Croaker, grasping the rope which the boy threw to him. Jump on board, younker; we dont want you to help us, and youre too heavy for ballast. Slip down the side, Martin, and get in while I hold on to the rope. All right? now Ill follow. Here, shrimp, hold the rope till Im in, and then cast off. Look alive!

As Bob spoke, he handed the rope to the little boy; but, in doing so, let it accidentally slip out of his hand.

Catch hold o the main chains, Martin,  quick!

But Martin was too late. The current that swept out of the harbour whirled the light punt away from the ships side, and carried it out seaward. Martin instantly sprang to the oar, and turned the boats head round. He was a stout and expert rower, and would soon have regained the ship; but the wind increased at the moment, and blew in a squall off shore, which carried him further out despite his utmost efforts. Seeing that all further attempts were useless, Martin stood up and waved his hand to Bob Croaker, shouting as he did so, Never mind, Bob, Ill make for the South Point. Run round and meet me, and well row back together.

The South Point was a low cape of land which stretched a considerable distance out to sea, about three miles to the southward of Bilton harbour. It formed a large bay, across which, in ordinary weather, a small boat might be rowed in safety. Martin Rattler was well-known at the sea-port as a strong and fearless boy, so that no apprehension was entertained for his safety by those who saw him blown away. Bob Croaker immediately started for the Point on foot a distance of about four miles by land; and the crew of the Firefly were so busied with their stranded vessel that they took no notice of the doings of the boys.

But the weather now became more and more stormy. Thick clouds gathered on the horizon. The wind began to blow with steady violence, and shifted a couple of points to the southward; so that Martin found it impossible to keep straight for the Point. Still he worked perseveringly at his single oar, and sculled rapidly over the sea; but, as he approached the Point he soon perceived that no effort of which he was capable could enable him to gain it. But Martins heart was stout. He strove with all the energy of hope, until the Point was passed; and then, turning the head of his little boat towards it, he strove with all the energy of despair, until he fell down exhausted. The wind and tide swept him rapidly out to sea; and when his terrified comrade reached the Point the little boat was but a speck on the seaward horizon.

Well was it then for Martin Rattler that a friendly heart beat for him on board the Firefly. Bob Croaker carried the news to the town; but no one was found daring enough to risk his life out in a boat on that stormy evening. The little punt had been long out of sight ere the news reached them, and the wind had increased to a gale. But Barney OFlannagan questioned Bob Croaker closely, and took particular note of the point of the compass at which Martin had disappeared; and when the Firefly at length got under weigh, he climbed to the fore-top cross-trees, and stood there scanning the horizon with an anxious eye.

It was getting dark, and a feeling of despair began to creep over the seamans heart as he gazed round the wide expanse of water, on which nothing was to be seen except the white foam that crested the rising billows.

Starboard, hard! he shouted suddenly.

Starboard it is! replied the man at the wheel, with prompt obedience.

In another moment Barney slid down the back-stay and stood on the deck, while the ship rounded to and narrowly missed striking a small boat that floated keel up on the water. There was no cry from the boat; and it might have been passed as a mere wreck, had not the lynx eye of Barney noticed a dark object clinging to it.

Lower away a boat, lads, cried the Irishman, springing overboard; and the words had scarcely passed his lips when the water closed over his head.

The Firefly was hove to, a boat was lowered and rowed towards Barney, whose strong voice guided his shipmates towards him. In less than a quarter of an hour the bold sailor and his young friend Martin Rattler were safe on board, and the ships head was again turned out to sea.

It was full half an hour before Martin was restored to consciousness in the forecastle, to which his deliverer had conveyed him.

Musha, lad, but yere booked for the blue wather now, an no mistake! said Barney, looking with an expression of deep sympathy at the poor boy, who sat staring before him quite speechless. The capting ll not let ye out o this ship till ye git to the gould coast, or some sich place. He couldnt turn back av he wanted iver so much; but he doesnt want to, for he needs a smart lad like you, an hell keep you now, for sartin.

Barney sat down by Martins side and stroked his fair curls, as he sought in his own quaint fashion to console him. But in vain.

Martin grew quite desperate as he thought of the misery into which poor Aunt Dorothy Grumbit would be plunged, on learning that he had been swept out to sea in a little boat, and drowned, as she would naturally suppose. In his frenzy he entreated and implored the captain to send him back in the boat and even threatened to knock out his brains with a handspike if he did not; but the captain smiled and told him that it was his own fault. He had no business to be putting to sea in a small boat in rough weather, and he might be thankful he wasnt drowned. He wouldnt turn back now for fifty pounds twice told.

At length Martin became convinced that all hope of returning home was gone. He went quietly below, threw himself into one of the sailors berths, turned his face to the wall, and wept long and bitterly.




Chapter Six.

The Voyage, a Pirate, Chase, Wreck, and Escape.

Time reconciles a man to almost anything. In the course of time Martin Rattler became reconciled to his fate, and went about the ordinary duties of a cabin-boy on board the Firefly just as if he had been appointed to that office in the ordinary way,  with the consent of the owners and by the advice of his friends. The captain, Skinflint by name, and as surly an old fellow as ever walked a quarter-deck, agreed to pay him wages, if he behaved well. The steward, under whose immediate authority he was placed, turned out to be a hearty, good-natured young fellow, and was very kind to him. But Martins great friend was Barney OFlannagan, the cook, with whom he spent many an hour in the night watches, talking over plans, and prospects, and retrospects, and foreign lands.

As Martin had no clothes except those on his back, which fortunately happened to be new and good, Barney gave him a couple of blue-striped shirts, and made him a jacket, pantaloons, and slippers of canvass; and, what was of much greater importance, taught him how to make and mend the same for himself.

Ye see, Martin, lad, he said, while thus employed one day, many weeks after leaving port, its a great thing, intirely, to be able to help yerself. For my part I niver travel without my work-box in my pocket.

Your work-box! said Martin, laughing.

Jist so. An it consists of wan sailmakers needle, a ball o twine, and a clasp-knife. Set me down with these before a roll o canvass and Ill make ye amost anything.

You seem to have a turn for everything, Barney, said Martin. How came you to be a cook?

Thats more nor I can tell ye, lad. As far as I remimber, I began with murphies, when I was two foot high, in my fathers cabin in ould Ireland. But that was on my own account intirely, and not as a purfession; and a sorrowful time I had of it too, for I was for iver burnin my fingers promiskiously, and fallin into the fire ivery day more or less

Stand by to hoist top-gallant-sails, shouted the captain. Hows her head?

South and by east sir, answered the man at the wheel.

Keep her away two points. Look alive lads. Hand me the glass, Martin.

The ship was close hauled when these abrupt orders were given, battling in the teeth of a stiff breeze, off the coast of South America. About this time, several piratical vessels had succeeded in cutting off a number of merchantmen near the coast of Brazil. They had not only taken the valuable parts of their cargoes, but had murdered the crews under circumstances of great cruelty; and ships trading to these regions were, consequently, exceedingly careful to avoid all suspicious craft as much as possible. It was, therefore, with some anxiety that the men watched the captains face as he examined the strange sail through the telescope.

A Spanish schooner, muttered the captain, as he shut up the glass with a bang. I wont trust her. Up with the royals and rig out stun-sails, Mr Wilson, (to the mate). Let her fall away, keep her head nor-west, dyou hear?

Ay, ay, sir.

Let go the lee braces and square the yards. Look sharp, now, lads. If that blackguard gets hold of us yell have to walk the plank, every man of ye.

In a few minutes the ships course was completely altered; a cloud of canvass spread out from the yards, and the Firefly bounded on her course like a fresh race-horse. But it soon became evident that the heavy barque was no match for the schooner, which crowded sail and bore down at a rate that bade fair to overhaul them in a few hours. The chase continued till evening, when suddenly the look-out at the mast-head shouted, Land, ho!

Where away? cried the captain.

Right ahead, sang out the man.

Ill run her ashore sooner than be taken, muttered the captain, with an angry scowl at the schooner, which was now almost within range on the weather quarter, with the dreaded black flag flying at her peak. In a few minutes breakers were descried ahead.

Dye see anything like a passage? shouted the captain.

Yes, sir; two points on the weather bow.

At this moment a white cloud burst from the schooners bow, and a shot, evidently from a heavy gun, came ricochetting over the sea. It was well aimed, for it cut right through the barques main-mast, just below the yard, and brought the main-top-mast, with all the yards, sails, and gearing above it, down upon the deck. The weight of the wreck, also, carried away the fore-top-mast and, in a single instant, the Firefly was completely disabled.

Lower away the boats, cried the captain; look alive, now; well give them the slip yet. Itll be dark in two minutes.

The captain was right. In tropical regions there is little or no twilight. Night succeeds day almost instantaneously. Before the boats were lowered, and the men embarked, it was becoming quite dark. The schooner observed the movement however, and, as she did not dare to venture through the reef in the dark, her boats were also lowered and the chase was recommenced.

The reef was passed in safety, and now a hard struggle took place, for the shore was still far-distant. As it chanced to be cloudy weather the darkness became intense, and progress could only be guessed at by the sound of the oars; but these soon told too plainly that the boats of the schooner were overtaking those of the barque.

Pull with a will, lads, cried the captain; we cant be more than half a mile from shore; give way, my hearties.

Surely, captain, we can fight them, weve most of us got pistols and cutlasses, said one of the men in a sulky tone.

Fight them! cried the captain, theyre four times our number, and every man armed to the teeth. If ye dont fancy walking the plank or dancing on nothing at the yardarm, yed better pull away and hold your jaw.

By this time they could just see the schooners boats in the dim light, about half-musket range astern.

Back you oars, shouted a stern voice in broken English, or I blow you out de watter in one oder moment  black-yards!

This order was enforced by a musket shot which whizzed over the boat within an inch of the captains head. The men ceased rowing and the boats of the pirate ranged close up.

Now then, Martin, whispered Barney OFlannagan, who sat at the bow oar, Im goin to swim ashore; jist you slip arter me as quiet as ye can.

But the sharks! suggested Martin.

Bad luck to them, said Barney as he slipped over the side, theyre welcome to me. Ill take my chance. Theyll find me mortial tough, anyhow. Come along, lad, look sharp!

Without a moments hesitation Martin slid over the gunwale into the sea, and, just as the pirate boats grappled with those of the barque, he and Barney found themselves gliding as silently as otters towards the shore. So quietly had the manoeuvre been accomplished, that the men in their own boat were ignorant of their absence. In a few minutes they were beyond the chance of detection.

Keep close to me, lad, whispered the Irishman. If we separate in the darkness well niver foregather again. Catch hould o my shoulder if ye get blowed, and splutter as much as ye like. They cant hear us now, and itll help to frighten the sharks.

All right, replied Martin; I can swim like a cork in such warm water as this. Just go a little slower and Ill do famously.

Thus encouraging each other, and keeping close together, lest they should get separated in the thick darkness of the night, the two friends struck out bravely for the shore.




Chapter Seven.

Martin and Barney get lost in a Great Forest, where they see Strange and Terrible Things.

On gaining the beach, the first thing that Barney did, after shaking himself like a huge Newfoundland dog, was to ascertain that his pistol and cutlass were safe; for, although the former could be of no use in its present condition, still, as he sagaciously remarked, it was a good thing to have, for they might chance to git powder wan day or other, and the flint would make fire, anyhow. Fortunately the weather was extremely warm; so they were enabled to take off and wring their clothes without much inconvenience, except that in a short time a few adventurous mosquitoes  probably sea-faring ones  came down out of the woods and attacked their bare bodies so vigorously that they were fain to hurry on their clothes again before they were quite dry.

The clouds began to clear away soon after they landed, and the brilliant light of the southern constellations revealed to them dimly the appearance of the coast. It was a low sandy beach skirting the sea and extending back for about a quarter of a mile in the form of a grassy plain, dotted here and there with scrubby under-wood. Beyond this was a dark line of forest. The light was not sufficient to enable them to ascertain the appearance of the interior. Barney and Martin now cast about in their minds how they were to spend the night.

Ye see, said the Irishman, its of no use goin to look for houses, because theres maybe none at all on this coast; an theres no sayin but we may fall in with savages  for them parts swarms with them; so wed better go into the woods an

Barney was interrupted here by a low howl, which proceeded from the woods referred to, and was most unlike any cry they had ever heard before.

Och but Ill think better of it. Praps itll be as well not to go into the woods, but to camp where we are.

I think so too, said Martin, searching about for small twigs and drift-wood with which to make a fire. There is no saying what sort of wild beasts may be in the forest, so we had better wait till daylight.

A fire was quickly lighted by means of the pistol-flint and a little dry grass, which, when well bruised and put into the pan, caught a spark after one or two attempts, and was soon blown into a flame. But no wood large enough to keep the fire burning for any length of time could be found; so Barney said he would go up to the forest and fetch some. Ill lave my shoes and socks, Martin, to dry at the fire. See ye dont let them burn.

Traversing the meadow with hasty strides, the bold sailor quickly reached the edge of the forest where he began to lop off several dead branches from the trees with his cutlass. While thus engaged, the howl which had formerly startled him was repeated. Av I only knowed what ye was, muttered Barney in a serious tone, it would be some sort o comfort.

A loud cry of a different kind here interrupted his soliloquy, and soon after the first cry was repeated louder than before.

Clenching his teeth and knitting his brows the perplexed Irishman resumed his work with a desperate resolve not to be again interrupted. But he had miscalculated the strength of his nerves. Albeit as brave a man as ever stepped, when his enemy was before him, Barney was, nevertheless, strongly imbued with superstitious feelings; and the conflict between his physical courage and his mental cowardice produced a species of wild exasperation, which, he often asserted, was very hard to bear. Scarcely had he resumed his work when a bat of enormous size brushed past his nose so noiselessly that it seemed more like a phantom than a reality. Barney had never seen anything of the sort before, and a cold perspiration broke out upon him, when he fancied it might be a ghost. Again the bat swept past close to his eyes.

Musha, but Ill kill ye, ghost or no ghost, he ejaculated, gazing all round into the gloomy depths of the woods with his cutlass uplifted. Instead of flying again in front of him, as he had expected, the bat flew with a whirring noise past his ear. Down came the cutlass with a sudden thwack, cutting deep into the trunk of a small tree, which trembled under the shock and sent a shower of nuts of a large size down upon the sailors head. Startled as he was, he sprang backward with a wild cry; then, half ashamed of his groundless fears, he collected the wood he had cut, threw it hastily on his shoulder and went with a quick step out of the woods. In doing so he put his foot upon the head of a small snake, which wriggled up round his ankle and leg. If there was anything on earth that Barney abhorred and dreaded it was a snake. No sooner did he feel its cold form writhing under his foot, than he uttered a tremendous yell of terror, dropped his bundle of sticks, and fled precipitately to the beach, where he did not halt till he found himself knee-deep in the sea.

Och, Martin, boy, gasped the affrighted sailor, its my belafe that all the evil spirits on arth live in yonder wood; indeed I do.

Nonsense, Barney, said Martin, laughing; there are no such things as ghosts; at any rate, Im resolved to face them, for if we dont get some sticks the fire will go out and leave us very comfortless. Come, Ill go up with you.

Put on yer shoes then, avic, for the sarpints are no ghosts, anyhow, and Im tould theyre pisonous sometimes.

They soon found the bundle of dry sticks that Barney had thrown down, and returning with it to the beach, they speedily kindled a roaring fire, which made them feel quite cheerful. True, they had nothing to eat; but having had a good dinner on board the barque late that afternoon, they were not much in want of food. While they sat thus on the sand of the sea-shore, spreading their hands before the blaze and talking over their strange position, a low rumbling of distant thunder was heard. Barneys countenance instantly fell.

Whats the matter, Barney? inquired Martin, as he observed his companion gaze anxiously up at the sky.

Och, its comin, sure enough.

And what though it does come? returned Martin; we can creep under one of these thick bushes till the shower is past.

Did ye iver see a thunder-storm in the tropics? inquired Barney.

No, never, replied Martin.

Then if ye dont want to feel and see it both at wance, come with me as quick as iver ye can.

Barney started up as he spoke, stuck his cutlass and pistol into his belt and set off towards the woods at a sharp run, followed closely by his wondering companion.

Their haste was by no means unnecessary. Great black clouds rushed up towards the zenith from all points of the compass, and, just as they reached the woods, darkness so thick that it might almost be felt overspread the scene. Then there was a flash of lightning so vivid that it seemed as if a bright day had been created and extinguished in a moment leaving the darkness ten times more oppressive. It was followed instantaneously by a crash and a prolonged rattle, that sounded as if a universe of solid worlds were rushing into contact overhead and bursting into atoms.

The flash was so far useful to the fugitives, that it enabled them to observe a many-stemmed tree with dense and heavy foliage, under which they darted. They were just in time, and had scarcely seated themselves among its branches when the rain came down in a way, not only that Martin had never seen, but that he had never conceived of before. It fell, as it were, in broad heavy sheets, and its sound was a loud, continuous roar.

The wind soon after burst upon the forest and added to the hideous shriek of elements. The trees bent before it; the rain was whirled and dashed about in water-spouts; and huge limbs were rent from some of the larger trees with a crash like thunder, and swept far away into the forest. The very earth trembled and seemed terrified at the dreadful conflict going on above. It seemed to the two friends as if the end of the world were come; and they could do nothing but cower among the branches of the tree and watch the storm in silence; while they felt, in a way they had never before experienced, how utterly helpless they were, and unable to foresee, or avert, the many dangers by which they were surrounded, and how absolutely dependent they were on God for protection.

For several hours the storm continued. Then it ceased as suddenly as it had begun, and the bright stars again shone down upon a peaceful scene.

When it was over, Martin and his comrade descended the tree and endeavoured to find their way back to the beach. But this was no easy matter. The haste with which they had run into the woods, and the confusion of the storm, had made them uncertain in which direction it lay; and the more they tried to get out, the deeper they penetrated into the forest. At length, wearied with fruitless wandering and stumbling about in the dark, they resolved to spend the night where they were. Coming to a place which was more open than usual, and where they could see a portion of the starry sky overhead, they sat down on a dry spot under the shelter of a spreading tree, and, leaning their backs against the trunk, very soon fell sound asleep.




Chapter Eight.

An Enchanting Land  An Uncomfortable Bed and a Queer Breakfast  Many Surprises and a Few Frights, together with a Notable Discovery.

Ive woked in paradise!

Such was the exclamation that aroused Martin Rattler on the morning after his landing on the coast of South America. It was uttered by Barney OFlannagan, who lay at full length on his back, his head propped up by a root of the tree, under which they had slept, and his eyes staring right before him with an expression of concentrated amazement. When Martin opened his eyes, he too was struck dumb with surprise. And well might they gaze with astonishment; for the last ray of departing daylight on the night before had flickered over the open sea, and now the first gleam of returning sunshine revealed to them the magnificent forests of Brazil.

Yes, well might they gaze and gaze again in boundless admiration; for the tropical sun shone down on a scene of dazzling and luxuriant vegetation, so resplendent that it seemed to them the realisation of a fairy tale. Plants and shrubs and flowers were there, of the most curious and brilliant description, and of which they neither knew the uses nor the names. Majestic trees were there, with foliage of every shape and size and hue; some with stems twenty feet in circumference; others more slender in form, straight and tall; and some twisted in a bunch together and rising upwards like fluted pillars: a few had buttresses, or natural planks, several feet broad, ranged all round their trunks, as if to support them; while many bent gracefully beneath the load of their clustering fruit and heavy foliage. Orange-trees with their ripe fruit shone in the sunbeams like gold. Stately palms rose above the surrounding trees and waved their feathery plumes in the air, and bananas with broad enormous leaves rustled in the breeze and cast a cool shadow on the ground.

Well might they gaze in great surprise; for all these curious and beautiful trees were surrounded by, and entwined in, the embrace of luxuriant and remarkable climbing-plants. The parasitic vanilla with its star-like blossoms crept up their trunks and along their branches, where it hung in graceful festoons, or drooped back again almost to the ground. So rich and numerous were these creepers, that in many cases they killed the strong giants whom they embraced so lovingly. Some of them hung from the tree-tops like stays from the masts of a ship, and many of them mingled their brilliant flowers so closely with the leaves, that the climbing-plants and their supporters could not be distinguished from each other, and it seemed as though the trees themselves had become gigantic flowering shrubs.

Birds, too, were there in myriads,  and such birds! Their feathers were green and gold and scarlet and yellow and blue  fresh and bright and brilliant as the sky beneath which they were nurtured. The great toucan, with a beak nearly as big as his body, flew clumsily from stem to stem. The tiny, delicate humming-birds, scarce larger than bees, fluttered from flower to flower and spray to spray, like points of brilliant green. But they were irritable, passionate little creatures, these lovely things, and quarrelled with each other and fought like very wasps! Enormous butterflies, with wings of deep metallic blue, shot past or hovered in the air like gleams of light; and green paroquets swooped from tree to tree and chattered joyfully over their morning meal.

Well might they gaze with wonder, and smile too with extreme merriment, for monkeys stared at them from between the leaves with expressions of undisguised amazement, and bounded away shrieking and chattering in consternation, swinging from branch to branch with incredible speed, and not scrupling to use each others tails to swing by when occasion offered. Some were big and red and ugly,  as ugly as you can possibly imagine, with blue faces and fiercely grinning teeth; others were delicately-formed and sad of countenance, as if they were for ever bewailing the loss of near and dear relations, and could by no means come at consolation; and some were small and pretty, with faces no bigger than a halfpenny. As a general rule, it seemed to Barney, the smaller the monkey the longer the tail.

Yes, well might they gaze and gaze again in surprise and in excessive admiration; and well might Barney OFlannagan  under the circumstances, with such sights and sounds around him, and the delightful odours of myrtle trees and orange blossoms and the Cape jessamine stealing up his nostrils  deem himself the tenant of another world, and evince his conviction of the fact in that memorable expression Ive woked in paradise!

But Barney began to find paradise not quite so comfortable as it ought to be; for when he tried to get up he found his bones pained and stiff from sleeping in damp clothes; and moreover, his face was very much swelled, owing to the myriads of mosquitoes which had supped of it during the night.

Arrah, then, wont ye be done! he cried, angrily, giving his face a slap that killed at least two or three hundred of his tormentors. But thousands more attacked him instantly, and he soon found out,  what every one finds out sooner or later in hot climates,  that patience is one of the best remedies for mosquito bites. He also discovered shortly afterwards that smoke is not a bad remedy, in connection with patience.

What are we to have for breakfast, Barney! inquired Martin as he rose and yawned and stretched his limbs.

Help yersilf to what ye plase, said Barney, with a polite bow, waving his hand round him, as if the forest were his private property and Martin Rattler his honoured guest.

Well, I vote for oranges, said Martin, going towards a tree which was laden with ripe fruit.

An Ill try plums, by way of variety, added his companion.

In a few minutes several kinds of fruit and nuts were gathered and spread at the foot of the tree under which they had reposed. Then Barney proceeded to kindle a fire,  not that he had anything to cook, but he said it looked sociable-like, and the smoke would keep off the flies. The operation, however, was by no means easy. Everything had been soaked by the rain of the previous night, and a bit of dry grass could scarcely be found. At length he procured a little; and by rubbing it in the damp gunpowder which he had extracted from his pistol, and drying it in the sun, he formed a sort of tinder that caught fire after much persevering effort.

Some of the fruits they found to be good,  others bad. The good they ate,  the bad they threw away. After their frugal fare they felt much refreshed, and then began to talk of what they should do.

We cant live here with parrots and monkeys, you know, said Martin; we must try to find a village or town of some sort; or get to the coast and then we shall perhaps meet with a ship.

True, lad, replied Barney, knitting his brows and looking extremely sagacious; the fact is, since neither of us knows nothing about anything, or the way to any place, my advice is to walk straight forard till we come to something.

So think I, replied Martin; therefore the sooner we set off the better.

Having no luggage to pack and no arrangements of any kind to make, the two friends rose from their primitive breakfast-table, and walked away straight before them into the forest.

All that day they travelled patiently forward, conversing pleasantly about the various and wonderful trees, and flowers, and animals they met with by the way; but no signs were discovered that indicated the presence of man. Towards evening, however, they fell upon a track or foot-path,  which discovery rejoiced them much; and here, before proceeding further, they sat down to eat a little more fruit which, indeed, they had done several times during the day. They walked nearly thirty miles that day without seeing a human being; but they met with many strange and beautiful birds and beasts,  some of which were of so fierce an aspect that they would have been very glad to have had guns to defend themselves with. Fortunately, however, all the animals seemed to be much more afraid of them than they were of the animals; so they travelled in safety. Several times during the course of the day they saw snakes and serpents, which glided away into the jungle on their approach, and could not be overtaken, although Barney made repeated darts at them, intending to attack them with his cutlass; which assaults always proved fruitless.

Once they were charged by a herd of peccaries,  a species of pig or wild hog,  from which they escaped by jumping actively to one side; but the peccaries turned and rushed at them again, and it was only by springing up the branches of a neighbouring tree that they escaped their fury. These peccaries are the fiercest and most dauntless animals in the forests of Brazil. They do of know what fear is,  they will rush in the face of anything; and, unlike all other animals, are quite indifferent to the report of fire-arms. Their bodies are covered with long bristles, resembling very much the quills of the porcupine.

As the evening drew on, the birds and beasts and the innumerable insects, that had kept up a perpetual noise during the day, retired to rest; and then the nocturnal animals began to creep out of their holes and go about. Huge vampire-bats, one of which had given Barney such a fright the night before, flew silently past them; and the wild howlings commenced again. They now discovered that one of the most dismal of the howls proceeded from a species of monkey: at which discovery Martin laughed very much, and rallied his companion on being so easily frightened; but Barney gladly joined in the laugh against himself, for, to say truth, he felt quite relieved and light-hearted at discovering that his ghosts were converted into bats and monkeys!

There was one roar, however, which, when they heard it ever and anon, gave them considerable uneasiness.

Dye think theres lions in them parts? inquired Barney, glancing with an expression of regret at his empty pistol, and laying his hand on the hilt of his cutlass.

I think not, replied Martin, in a low tone of voice. I have read in my school geography that there are tigers of some sort  jaguars, or ounces, I think they are called,  but there are no

Martins speech was cut short by a terrific roar, which rang through the woods, and the next instant a magnificent jaguar, or South American tiger, bounded on to the track a few yards in advance, and, wheeling round, glared fiercely at the travellers. It seemed, in the uncertain light as if his eyes were two balls of living fire. Though not so large as the royal Bengal tiger of India, this animal was nevertheless of immense size, and had a very ferocious aspect. His roar was so sudden and awful, and his appearance so unexpected, that the blood was sent thrilling back into the hearts of the travellers, who stood rooted to the spot, absolutely unable to move. This was the first large animal of the cat kind that either of them had seen in all the terrible majesty of its wild condition; and, for the first time, Martin and his friend felt that awful sensation of dread that will assail even the bravest heart when a new species of imminent danger is suddenly presented. It is said that no animal can withstand the steady gaze of a human eye; and many travellers in wild countries have proved this to be a fact. On the present occasion our adventurers stared long and steadily at the wild creature before them, from a mingled feeling of surprise and horror. In a few seconds the jaguar showed signs of being disconcerted. It turned its head from side to side slightly, and dropped its eyes, as if to avoid their gaze. Then turning slowly and stealthily round, it sprang with a magnificent bound into the jungle, and disappeared.

Both Martin and Barney heaved a deep sigh of relief.

What a mercy it did not attack us! said the former, wiping the cold perspiration from his forehead. We should have had no chance against such a terrible beast with a cutlass, I fear.

True, boy, true, replied his friend, gravely; it would have been little better than a penknife in the ribs o sich a cratur. I niver thought that it was in the power o man or baste to put me in sich a fright; but the longer we live we learn, boy.

Barneys disposition to make light of everything was thoroughly subdued by this incident, and he felt none of his usual inclination to regard all that he saw in the Brazilian forests with a comical eye. The danger they had escaped was too real and terrible, and their almost unarmed condition too serious, to be lightly esteemed. For the next hour or two he continued to walk by Martins side either in total silence, or in earnest, grave conversation; but by degrees these feelings wore off, and his buoyant spirits gradually returned.

The country over which they had passed during the day was of a mingled character. At one time they traversed a portion of dark forest heavy and choked up with the dense and gigantic foliage peculiar to those countries that lie near to the equator; then they emerged from this upon what to their eyes seemed most beautiful scenery,  mingled plain and woodland,  where the excessive brilliancy and beauty of the tropical vegetation was brought to perfection by exposure to the light of the blue sky and the warm rays of the sun. In such lovely spots they travelled more slowly and rested more frequently, enjoying to the full the sight of the gaily-coloured birds and insects that fluttered busily around them, and the delicious perfume of the flowers that decked the ground and clambered up the trees. At other times they came to plains, or campos, as they are termed, where there were no trees at all, and few shrubs, and where the grass was burned brown and dry by the sun. Over such they hurried as quickly as they could; and fortunately, where they chanced to travel, such places were neither numerous nor extensive, although in some districts of Brazil there are campos hundreds of miles in extent.

A small stream meandered through the forest and enabled them to refresh themselves frequently; which was very fortunate, for the heat, especially towards noon, became extremely intense, and they could not have existed without water. So great, indeed, was the heat about mid-day, that, by mutual consent, they resolved to seek the cool shade of a spreading tree, and try to sleep if possible. At this time they learned, to their surprise, that all animated nature did likewise, and sought repose at noon. God had implanted in the breast of every bird and insect in that mighty forest an instinct which taught it to rest and find refreshment during the excessive heat of mid-day; so that during the space of two or three hours, not a thing with life was seen, and not a sound was heard. Even the troublesome mosquitoes, so active at all other times, day and night were silent now. The change was very great and striking, and difficult for those who have not observed it to comprehend. All the forenoon, screams, and cries, and croaks, and grunts, and whistles, ring out through the woods incessantly; while, if you listen attentively, you hear the low, deep, and never-ending buzz and hum of millions upon millions of insects, that dance in the air and creep on every leaf and blade upon the ground. About noon all this is hushed. The hot rays of the sun beat perpendicularly down upon what seems a vast untenanted solitude, and not a single chirp breaks the death-like stillness of the great forest, with the solitary exception of the metallic note of the uruponga, or bell-bird, which seems to mount guard when all the rest of the world has gone to sleep. As the afternoon approaches they all wake up, refreshed by their siesta, active and lively as fairies, and ready for another spell of work and another deep-toned noisy chorus.

The country through which our adventurers travelled, as evening approached, became gradually more hilly, and their march consequently more toilsome. They were just about to give up all thought of proceeding farther that night, when, on reaching the summit of a little hill, they beheld a bright red light shining at a considerable distance in the valley beyond. With light steps and hearts full of hope they descended the hill and hastened towards it.




Chapter Nine.

The Hermit.

It was now quite dark, and the whole country seemed alive with fire-flies. These beautiful little insects sat upon the trees and bushes, spangling them as with living diamonds, and flew about in the air like little wandering stars. Barney had seen them before, in the West Indies, but Martin had only heard of them; and his delight and amazement at their extreme brilliancy were very great. Although he was naturally anxious to reach the light in the valley, in the hope that it might prove to proceed from some cottage, he could not refrain from stopping once or twice to catch these lovely creatures; and when he succeeded in doing so, and placed one on the palm of his hand, the light emitted from it was more brilliant than that of a small taper, and much more beautiful, for it was of a bluish colour, and very intense,  more like the light reflected from a jewel than a flame of fire. He could have read a book by means of it quite easily.

In half an hour they drew near to the light, which they found proceeded from the window of a small cottage or hut.

Whist, Martin, whispered Barney, as they approached the hut on tiptoe; there may be savages into it, an theres no sayin what sort o craturs they are in them parts.

When about fifty yards distant, they could see through the open window into the room where the light burned; and what they beheld there was well calculated to fill them with surprise. On a rude wooden chair, at a rough unpainted table, a man was seated, with his head resting on his hand, and his eyes fixed intently on a book. Owing to the distance, and the few leaves and branches that intervened between them and the hut, they could not observe him very distinctly. But it was evident that he was a large and strong man, a little past the prime of life. The hair of his head and beard was black and bushy, and streaked with silver-grey. His face was massive, and of a dark olive complexion, with an expression of sadness on it strangely mingled with stern gravity. His broad shoulders  and, indeed, his whole person  were enveloped in the coarse folds of a long gown or robe, gathered in at the waist with a broad band of leather.

The room in which he sat  or rather the hut, for there was but one room in it  was destitute of all furniture, except that already mentioned, besides one or two roughly-formed stools; but the walls were completely covered with strange-looking implements and trophies of the chase; and in a corner lay a confused pile of books, some of which were, from their appearance, extremely ancient. All this the benighted wanderers observed as they continued to approach cautiously on tiptoe. So cautious did they become as they drew near, and came within the light of the lamp, that Barney at length attempted to step over his own shadow for fear of making a noise; and, in doing so, tripped and fell with considerable noise through a hedge of prickly shrubs that encircled the strange mans dwelling.

The hermit  for such he appeared to be  betrayed no symptom of surprise or fear at the sudden sound; but rising quietly, though quickly, from his seat took down a musket that hung on the wall, and, stepping to the open door, demanded sternly, in the Portuguese language, Who goes there?

Arrah, then, if yed help a fellow-cratur to rise, instead o talkin gibberish like that, it would be more to your credit! exclaimed the Irishman, as he scrambled to his feet and presented himself, along with Martin, at the hermits door.

A peculiar smile lighted up the mans features as he retreated into the hut and invited the strangers to enter.

Come in, said he, in good English, although with a slightly foreign accent. I am most happy to see you. You are English. I know the voice and the language very well. Lived among them once, but long time past now  very long. Have not seen one of you for many years.

With many such speeches, and much expression of good-will, the hospitable hermit invited Martin and his companion to sit down at his rude table, on which he quickly spread several plates of ripe and dried fruits, a few cakes, and a jar of excellent honey, with a stone bottle of cool water. When they were busily engaged with these viands, he began to make inquiries as to where his visitors had come from.

Weve comed from the sae, replied Barney, as he devoted himself to a magnificent pine-apple. Och but yer victuals is mighty good, Mister  whats yer name? ticklerly to them thats amost starvin.

The fact is, said Martin, our ship has been taken by pirates, and we two swam ashore, and lost ourselves in the woods; and now we have stumbled upon your dwelling, friend, which is a great comfort.

Hoigh, an thats true, sighed Barney, as he finished the last slice of the pine-apple.

They now explained to their entertainer all the circumstances attending the capture of the Firefly, and their subsequent adventures and vicissitudes in the forest; all of which Barney detailed in a most graphic manner, and to all of which their new friend listened with grave attention and unbroken silence. When they had concluded he said, Very good. You have seen much in very short time. Perhaps you shall see more by-and-by. For the present you will go to rest, for you must be fatigued. I will think to-night,  to-morrow I will speak.

An, if I may make so bould, said Barney, glancing with a somewhat rueful expression round the hard earthen floor of the hut, whereabouts may I take the liberty o sleepin?

The hermit replied by going to a corner, whence, from beneath a heap of rubbish, he dragged two hammocks, curiously wrought in a sort of light net-work. These he slung across the hut at one end, from wall to wall, and, throwing a sheet or coverlet into each, he turned with a smile to his visitors, Behold your beds! I wish you a very good sleep,  adios!

So saying, this strange individual sat down at the table, and was soon as deeply engaged with his large book as if he had suffered no interruption; while Martin and Barney, having gazed gravely and abstractedly at him for five minutes, turned and smiled to each other, jumped into their hammocks, and were soon buried in deep slumber.




Chapter Ten.

An Enemy in the Night  The Vampire Bat  The Hermit discourses on Strange, and Curious, and Interesting Things.

Next morning Martin Rattler awoke with a feeling of lightness in his head, and a sensation of extreme weakness pervading his entire frame. Turning his head round to the right he observed that a third hammock was slung across the further end of the hut; which was, no doubt, that in which the hermit had passed the night. But it was empty now. Martin did not require to turn his head to the other side to see if Barney OFlannagan was there, for that worthy individual made his presence known, for a distance of at least sixty yards all round the outside of the hut, by means of his nose, which he was in the habit of using as a trumpet when asleep. It was as well that Martin did not require to look round; for he found, to his surprise, that he had scarcely strength to do so. While he was wondering in a dreamy sort of manner what could be the matter with him, the hermit entered the hut bearing a small deer upon his shoulders. Resting his gun in a corner of the room, he advanced to Martins hammock.

My boy, he exclaimed, in surprise, what is wrong with you?

Im sure I dont know, said Martin, faintly; I think there is something wet about my feet.

Turning up the sheet, he found that Martins feet were covered with blood! For a few seconds the hermit growled forth a number of apparently very pithy sentences in Portuguese, in a deep guttural voice, which awakened Barney with a start. Springing from his hammock with a bound like a tiger, he exclaimed, Och! ye blackguard, would ye murther the boy before me very nose? and seizing the hermit in his powerful grasp, he would infallibly have hurled him, big though he was, through his own doorway, had not Martin cried out, Stop, stop, Barney. Its all right; hes done nothing: on hearing which the Irishman loosened his hold, and turned towards his friend.

Whats the matter, honey? said Barney, in a soothing tone of voice, as a mother might address her infant son. The hermit whose composure had not been in the slightest degree disturbed, here said The poor child has been sucked by a vampire bat.

Ochone! groaned Barney, sitting down on the table, and looking at his host with a face of horror.

Yes, these are the worst animals in Brazil for sucking the blood of men and cattle. I find it quite impossible to keep my mules alive, they are so bad.

Barney groaned.

They have killed two cows which I tried to keep here, and one young horse  a foal you call him, I think; and now I have no cattle remaining, they are so bad.

Barney groaned again, and the hermit went on to enumerate the wicked deeds of the vampire-bats, while he applied poultices of certain herbs to Martins toe, in order to check the bleeding, and then bandaged it up; after which he sat down to relate to his visitors, the manner in which the bat carries on its bloody operations. He explained, first of all, that the vampire-bats are so large and ferocious that they often kill horses and cattle by sucking their blood out. Of course they cannot do this at one meal, but they attack the poor animals again and again, and the blood continues to flow from the wounds they make long afterwards, so that the creatures attacked soon grow weak and die. They attack men, too,  as Martin knew to his cost; and they usually fix upon the toes and other extremities. So gentle are they in their operations, that sleepers frequently do not feel the puncture, which they make, it is supposed, with the sharp hooked nail of their thumb; and the unconscious victim knows nothing of the enemy who has been draining his blood until he awakens, faint and exhausted, in the morning.

Moreover, the hermit told them that these vampire-bats have very sharp, carnivorous teeth, besides a tongue, which is furnished with the curious organs, by which they suck the lifeblood of their fellow-creatures; that they have a peculiar, leaf-like, overhanging lip; and that he had a stuffed specimen of a bat that measured no less than two feet across the expanded wings, from tip to tip.

Och, the blood-thirsty spalpeen! exclaimed Barney, as he rose and crossed the room to examine the bat in question, which was nailed against the wall. Bad luck to them, theyve ruined Martin intirely.

O no, remarked the hermit with a smile. It will do the boy much good, the loss of the blood; much good, and he will not be sick at all to-morrow.

Im glad to hear you say so, said Martin, for it would be a great bore to be obliged to lie here when Ive so many things to see. In fact I feel better already, and if you will be so kind as to give me a little breakfast I shall be quite well.

While Martin was speaking, the obliging hermit  who, by the way, was now habited in a loose short hunting-coat of brown cotton,  spread a plentiful repast upon his table; to which, having assisted Martin to get out of his hammock, they all proceeded to do ample justice: for the travellers were very hungry after the fatigue of the previous day; and as for the hermit, he looked like a man whose appetite was always sharp set, and whose food agreed with him.

They had cold meat of several kinds, and a hot steak of venison just killed that morning, which the hermit cooked while his guests were engaged with the other viands. There was also excellent coffee, and superb cream, besides cakes made of a species of coarse flour or meal, fruits of various kinds, and very fine honey.

Arrah! yeve the hoith o livin here! cried Barney, smacking his lips as he held out his plate for another supply of a species of meat which resembled chicken in tenderness and flavour. What sort o bird or baste may that be, now, av I may ask ye, Mister  whats yer name?

My name is Carlos, replied the hermit, gravely; and this is the flesh of the armadillo.

Arms-what-o? inquired Barney.

Armadillo, repeated the hermit. He is very good to eat but very difficult to catch. He digs down so fast we cannot catch him, and must smoke him out of his hole.

Have you many cows? inquired Martin, as he replenished his cup with coffee.

Cows? echoed the hermit, I have got no cows.

Where do you get such capital cream, then? asked Martin in surprise.

The hermit smiled. Ah! my friends, that cream has come from a very curious cow. It is from a cow that grows in the ground.

Grows! ejaculated his guests.

Yes, he grows. I will show him to you one day.

The hermits broad shoulders shook with a quiet internal laugh. I will explain a little of that you behold on my table.

The coffee I get from the trees. There are plenty of them here. Much money is made in Brazil by the export of coffee,  very much. The cakes are made from the mandioca-root which I grow near my house. The root is dried and ground into flour, which, under the general name farina, is used all over the country. It is almost the only food used by the Indians and Negroes.

Then there are Injins and Niggers here, are there? inquired Barney.

Yes, a great many. Most of the Negroes are slaves; some of the Indians too; and the people who are descended from the Portuguese who came and took the country long ago, they are the masters.  Well, the honey I get in holes in the trees. There are different kinds of honey here; some of it is sour honey. And the fruits and roots, the plantains, and bananas, and yams, and cocoa-nuts, and oranges, and plums, all grow in the forest and much more besides, which you will see for yourselves if you stay long here.

Its a quare country, intirely, remarked Barney, as he wiped his mouth and heaved a sigh of contentment. Then, drawing his hand over his chin, he looked earnestly in the hermits face, and, with a peculiar twinkle in his eye, said, I spose ye couldnt favour me with the lind of a raazor, could ye?

No, my friend; I never use that foolish weapon.

Ah, well, as theres only monkeys and jaguars, and sich like to see me, it dont much signify; but my moustaches is gittin mighty long, for Ive been two weeks already without a shave.

Martin laughed heartily at the grave, anxious expression of his comrades face. Never mind, Barney, he said, a beard and moustache will improve you vastly. Besides, they will be a great protection against mosquitoes; for you are such a hairy monster, that when they grow nothing of your face will be exposed except your eyes and cheek-bones. And now, continued Martin, climbing into his hammock again and addressing the hermit, since you wont allow me to go out a-hunting to-day, I would like very much if you would tell me something more about this strange country.

An may be, suggested Barney, modestly, ye wont object to tell us something about yersilf  how you came for to live in this quare, solitary kind of a way.

The hermit looked gravely from one to the other, and stroked his beard. Drawing his rude chair towards the door of the hut he folded his arms, and crossed his legs, and gazed dreamily forth upon the rich landscape. Then, glancing again at his guests, he said, slowly; Yes, I will do what you ask,  I will tell you my story.

An, if I might make so bould as to inquire, said Barney, with a deprecatory smile, while he drew a short black pipe from his pocket, have ye got such a thing as baccy in them parts?

The hermit rose, and going to a small box which stood in a corner, returned with a quantity of cut tobacco in one hand, and a cigar not far short of a foot long in the other! In a few seconds the cigar was going in full force, like a factory chimney; and the short black pipe glowed like a miniature furnace, while its owner seated himself on a low stool, crossed his arms on his breast, leaned his back against the door-post and smiled,  as only an Irishman can smile under such circumstances. The smoke soon formed a thick cloud, which effectually drove the mosquitoes out of the hut, and though which Martin, lying in his hammock, gazed out upon the sunlit orange and coffee-trees, and tall palms with their rich festoons of creeping-plants, and sweet-scented flowers, that clambered over and round the hut and peeped in at the open door and windows, while he listened to the hermit who continued for at least ten minutes to murmur slowly, between the puffs of his cigar, Yes, I will do it; I will tell you my story.




Chapter Eleven.

The Hermits Story.

My ancestors, began the hermit, were among the first to land upon Brazil, after the country was taken possession of in the name of the King of Portugal, in the year 1500. In the first year of the century, Vincent Vanez Pinçon, a companion of the famed Columbus, discovered Brazil; and in the next year, Pedro Alvarez Cabral, a Portuguese commander, took possession of it in the name of the King of Portugal. In 1503, Americus Vespucius discovered the Bay of All Saints, and took home a cargo of Brazil-wood, monkeys and parrots; but no permanent settlement was effected upon the shores of the new continent and the rich treasures of this great country remained for some years longer buried and unknown to many  for the wild Indians who lived here knew not their value.

It was on a dark and stormy night in the year 1510. A group of swarthy and naked savages encircled a small fire on the edge of the forest on the east coast of Brazil. The spot where their watch-fire was kindled is now covered by the flourishing city of Bahia. At that time it was a wilderness. Before them stretched the noble bay which is now termed Bahia de Todos Santos,  All Saints Bay.

The savages talked earnestly and with excited looks as they stood upon the shore, for the memory of the wondrous ships of the white men that had visited them a few years before was deeply engraven on their minds; and now, in the midst of the howling storm, another ship was seen approaching their land. It was a small vessel, shattered and tempest-tossed, that drove into the Bahia de Todos Santos on that stormy night. Long had it battled with the waves of the Atlantic, and the brave hearts that manned it had remained stanch to duty and strong in hope, remembering the recent glorious example of Columbus. But the storm was fierce and the bark was frail. The top-masts were broken and the sails rent; and worst of all, just as land hove in sight and cheered the drooping spirits of the crew, a tremendous wave dashed upon the ships stern and carried away the rudder.

As they drove helplessly before the gale towards the shore, the naked savages crowded down upon the beach and gazed in awe and astonishment at the mysterious ship. A few of them had seen the vessels of Americus Vespucius and Cabral. The rumour of the white men and their floating castle had been wafted far and wide along the coast and into the interior of Brazil, and with breathless wonder the natives had listened to the strange account. But now the vision was before them in reality. On came the floating castle, the white foam dashing from her bows, and the torn sails and ropes flying from her masts as she surged over the billows and loomed through the driving spray.

It was a grand sight to see that ship dashing straight towards the shore at fearful speed; and those who looked on seemed to be impressed with a vague feeling that she had power to spring upon the strand and continue her swift career through the forest, as she had hitherto cleft her passage through the sea. As she approached, the savages shrank back in fear. Suddenly her frame trembled with a mighty shock. A terrible cry was borne to land by the gale, and all her masts went overboard. A huge wave lifted the vessel on its crest and flung her further on the shore, where she remained firmly fixed, while the waves dashed in foam around her and soon began to break her up. Ere this happened, however, a rope was thrown ashore and fastened to a rock by the natives. By means of this the crew were saved. But it would have been well for these bold navigators of Portugal if they had perished in the stormy sea, for they were spared by the ocean, only to be murdered by the wild savages, on whose shore they had been cast.

All were slain save one,  Diego Alvarez Carreo, the captain of the ship. Before grasping the rope by which he reached the shore, he thrust several cartridges into his bosom and caught up a loaded musket. Wrapping the lock in several folds of cloth to keep it dry, he slid along the rope and gained the beach in safety. Here he was seized by the natives, and would no doubt have been barbarously slain with his unfortunate companions; but, being a very powerful man, he dashed aside the foremost, and, breaking through their ranks, rushed towards the wood. The fleet savages, however, overtook him in an instant, and were about to seize him when a young Indian woman interposed between them and their victim. This girl was the chiefs daughter, and respect for her rank induced them to hesitate for a moment; but in another instant the Portuguese captain was surrounded. In the scuffle that ensued, his musket exploded, but fortunately wounded no one. Instantly the horrified savages fled in all directions leaving Carreo alone!

The captain was quick-witted. He knew that among hundreds of savages it was madness to attempt either to fight or fly, and the happy effect of the musket explosion induced him to adopt another course of action. He drew himself up proudly to his full height, and beckoned the savages to return. This they did, casting many glances of fear at the dreaded musket. Going up to one who, from his bearing and ornaments, seemed to be a chief, Carreo laid his musket on the sand, and, stepping over it so that he left it behind him, held out his hand frankly to the chief. The savage looked at him in surprise, and suffered the captain to take his hand and pat it; after which he began to examine the strangers dress with much curiosity. Seeing that their chief was friendly to the white man, the other savages hurried him to the camp-fire, where he soon stripped off his wet clothes and ate the food which they put before him. Thus Diego Carreo was spared.

Next day, the Indians lined the beach and collected the stores of the wrecked vessel. While thus employed, Carreo shot a gull with his musket; which so astonished the natives that they regarded him with fear and respect, amounting almost to veneration. A considerable quantity of powder and shot was saved from the wreck, so that the captain was enabled to keep his ascendency over the ignorant natives; and at length he became a man of great importance in the tribe, and married the daughter of the chief. He went by the name of Caramuru, The man of fire. This man founded the city of Bahia.

The coasts of Brazil began soon after this to be settled in various places by the Portuguese; who, however, were much annoyed by the Spaniards, who claimed a share in the rich prize. The Dutch and English also formed settlements; but the Portuguese still retained possession of the country, and continued to prosper. Meanwhile Diego Caramuru, the man of fire, had a son who in course of time became a prosperous settler; and as his sons grew up he trained them to become cultivators of the soil and traders in the valuable products of the New World. He took a piece of ground, far removed from the spot where his father had been cast ashore, and a short distance in the interior of the country. Here the eldest sons of the family dwelt laboured, and died, for many generations.

In the year 1808 Portugal was invaded by Napoleon Buonaparte, and the sovereign of that kingdom, John the Sixth, fled to Brazil, accompanied by his court and a large body of emigrants. The king was warmly received by the Brazilians, and immediately set about improving the condition of the country. He threw open its ports to all nations; freed the land from all marks of colonial dependence; established newspapers; made the press free, and did everything to promote education and industry. But although much was done, the good was greatly hindered, especially in the inland districts, by the vice, ignorance, and stupidity of many of the Roman Catholic priests, who totally neglected their duties,  which, indeed, they were incompetent to perform,  and in many instances, were no better than miscreants in disguise, teaching the people vice instead of virtue.

Foremost among the priests who opposed advancement, was a descendant of the man of fire. Padre Caramuru dwelt for some years with an English merchant in the capital of Brazil, Rio de Janeiro. The padre was not an immoral man, but he was a fiery bigot and fiercely opposed everything that tended to advance the education of the people. This he did, firmly believing that education was dangerous to the lower orders. His church taught him, too, that the Bible was a dangerous book; and whenever a copy fell into his hands he immediately destroyed it. During the disturbances that took place after the time of King Johns departure for Portugal, and just before Brazil became an independent state under his son, the Emperor Don Pedro the First, Padre Caramuru lost a beloved and only brother. He was quite a youth, and had joined the army only a few months previously, at the desire of his elder brother the padre, who was so overwhelmed by the blow that he ceased to take an active part in church or political affairs and buried himself in a retired part of his native valley. Here he sought relief and comfort in the study of the beauties of Nature, by which he was surrounded, but found none.

Then he turned his mind to the doctrines of his church, and took pleasure in verifying them from the Bible. But, as he proceeded, he found, to his great surprise, that these doctrines were, many of them, not to be found there; nay, further, that some of them were absolutely contradicted by the word of God.

Padre Caramuru had been in the habit of commanding his people not to listen to the Bible when any one offered to read it; but in the Bible itself he found these words, Search the Scriptures. He had been in the habit of praying to the Virgin Mary, and begging her to intercede with God for him; but in the Bible he found these words: There is one mediator between God and man, the man Christ Jesus. These things perplexed him much. But while he was thus searching, as it were, for silver, the ignorant padre found gold! He found that he did not require to work for salvation, but to ask for it. He discovered that the atonement had been made once for all by Jesus Christ the Lamb of God; and he read with a thrilling heart these words: God so loved the world, that he gave his only-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.

Long and earnestly did the padre ponder these words and pray over them; and gradually the Holy Spirit enlightened his mind, and he saw how hateful that system was which could forbid or discourage the reading of the blessed word of God. He soon resolved to forsake the priesthood. But when he had done so, he knew not what to turn his hand to. He had no one like-minded to consult with, and he felt that it was wrong to eat the bread of idleness. Being thus uncertain what to do, he resolved in the meantime to carry goods into the interior of the country, and offer them for sale. The land round his dwelling and his own gun would supply him with food; and for the rest, he would spend his time in the study of the Bible, and seek for more light and direction from God.

Such, continued the hermit, is a slight sketch of the history of my country and of myself.

Yourself? exclaimed Martin.

Yes. I am the Padre Caramuru, or rather I was. I am Padre no longer, but Senhor Carlos Caramuru, a merchant. Yet I know not what to do. When I look round upon my country, and see how they know not the precious word of God, my heart burns in me, and I sometimes think that it is my duty to go forth and preach.

No doubt ye are right, said Barney. Ive always bin of opinion that when a man feels very strong in his heart on any particlar subject its a sure sign that the Almighty intends him to have something more to do with that subject than other men who dont feel about it at all.

The hermit remained silent for a few minutes. I think you are right, friend, he said; but I am very ignorant yet. I have no one to explain difficulties to me; and I fear to go about preaching, lest I should preach what is not true. I will study yet for a time, and pray. After that perhaps, I may go forth.

But you have told us nothing yet about the trade of the country, said Martin, or its size, or anything of that sort.

I will soon tell you of that, when I have lighted another cigar. This one does not draw well. Have you got a full pipe still, my friend?

All right, Mr Carrymooroo, replied Barney, knocking out the ashes. Ill jist load wance more, and then,  fire away.

In a few minutes the big cigar and short pipe were in full play, and the hermit continued:  

This country is very large and very rich, but it is not well worked. The people are lazy, many of them, and have not much enterprise. Much is done, no doubt; but very much more might be done.

The empire of Brazil occupies nearly one half of the whole continent of South America. It is 2600 miles long, and 2500 miles broad; which, as you know perhaps, is a little larger than all Europe. The surface of the country is beautiful and varied. The hilly regions are very wild, although none of the mountains are very high, and the woods are magnificent; but a great part of the land consists of vast grassy plains, which are called llanos, or campos, or silvas. The campos along the banks of the River Amazon are equal to six times the size of France; and there is one great plain which lies between the Sierra Ibiapaba and the River Tocantins which is 600 miles long by 400 miles broad. There are very few lakes in Brazil, and only one worth speaking of  the Lagoa dos Platos  which is 150 miles long. But our rivers are the finest in the whole world, being so long, and wide, and deep, and free from falls, that they afford splendid communication with the interior of the land. But alas! there are few ships on these rivers yet, very few. The rivers in the north part of Brazil are so numerous and interlaced that they are much like the veins in the human body; and the great River Amazon and a few of its chief tributaries resemble the arteries.

Then as to our produce, continued the hermit, who can tell it all? We export sugar, and coffee, and cotton, and gold, silver, lead, zinc, quicksilver, and amethysts, and we have diamond mines

Dimond mines! echoed Barney; och, but I would like for to see them. Sure they would sparkle most beautiful. Are they far off, Mr Carrymooroo?

Yes, very far off. Then we export dye-woods, and cabinet-woods, and drugs, and gums, and hides,  a great many hides, for the campos are full of wild cattle, and men hunt them on horseback, and catch them with a long rope called the lasso.

How I should like to have a gallop over these great plains, murmured Martin.

Then we have, continued the hermit, rice, tapioca, cocoa, maize, wheat, mandioca, beans, bananas, pepper, cinnamon, oranges, figs, ginger, pine-apples, yams, lemons, mangoes, and many other fruits and vegetables. The mandioca you have eaten in the shape of farina. It is very good food; one acre gives as much nutriment as six acres of wheat.

Of the trees you have seen something. There are thousands of kinds, and most magnificent. Some of them are more than thirty feet round about. There are two hundred different kinds of palms, and so thick stand the giant trees in many places, with creeping-plants growing between, that it is not possible for man to cut his way through the forests in some parts. Language cannot describe the grandeur and glory of the Brazilian forests.

We have numbers of wild horses, and hogs, and goats; and in the woods are tiger-cats, jaguars, tapirs, hyenas, sloths, porcupines, and  but you have seen many things already. If you live you will see more. I need not tell you of these things; very soon I will show you some.

The population of my country consists of the descendants of Portuguese settlers, native Indians, and Negroes. Of the latter, some are free, some slaves. The Indians go about nearly naked. Most of them are in a savage state: they paint their skins, and wear gaudy ornaments. The religion of the country is Roman Catholic, but all religions are tolerated; and I have much hope for the future of Brazil, in spite of the priests.

And do ye git much out o the dimond mines? inquired Barney, whose mind was running on this subject.

O yes, a great deal. Every year many are got, and Government gets one-fifth of the value of all the gold and diamonds found in the country. One diamond was found a short time ago which was worth 40,000 pounds.

Ye dont say so! exclaimed Barney in great surprise, as he blew an immense cloud of smoke from his lips. Now, thats extrornary. Why dont everybody go to the mines and dig up their fortin at wance?

Because men cannot eat diamonds, replied the hermit gravely.

Troth, I niver thought o that; yere right.

Martin laughed heartily as he lay in his hammock and watched his friends expression while pondering this weighty subject.

Moreover, resumed the hermit, you will be surprised to hear that diamond and gold finding is not the most profitable employment in the country.

The man who cultivates the ground is better off than anybody. It, is a fact a very great fact, a fact that you should get firmly fixed in your memory  that in less than two years the exports of sugar and coffee amounted to more than the value of all the diamonds found in eighty years. Yes, that is true. But the people of Brazil are not well off. They have everything that is necessary to make a great nation; but we are not a great nation, far from it. The hermit sighed deeply as he ceased speaking, and fell into an abstracted frame of mind.

Its a great country intirely, said Barney, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and placing that much-loved implement carefully in his pocket; a great country, but theres a tremendous big screw loose somewhere.

It seems curious to me, said Martin, in a ruminating tone of voice, that people should not get on better in a country, in which there is everything that man can desire, to make him rich and happy. I wonder what it wants; perhaps its too hot and the people want energy of character.

Want energy! shouted the hermit leaping from his seat, and regarding his guests for a few moments with a stern expression of countenance; then, stretching forth his hand, he continued, in an excited tone: Brazil does not want energy; it has only one want,  it wants the Bible! When a country is sunk down in superstition and ignorance and moral depravity, so that the people know not right from wrong, there is only one cure for her,  the Bible. Religion here is a mockery and a shame; such as, if it were better known, would make the heathen laugh in scorn. The priests are a curse to the land, not a blessing. Perhaps they are better in other lands,  I know not; but well I know they are, many of them, false and wicked here. No truth is taught to the people,  no Bible is read in their ears; religion is not taught,  even morality is not taught; men follow the devices and desires of their own hearts, and there is no voice raised to say, You are doing wrong. My country is sunk very low; and she cannot hope to rise, for the word of her Maker is not in her hand. True, there are a few, a very few Bibles in the great cities; but that is all: that cannot save her hundreds of towns and villages. Thousands of her people are slaves in body,  all, all are slaves in soul; and yet you ask me what she wants. Ha! she wants truth, she wants to be purged of falsehood. She has bones and muscles, and arteries and veins,  everything to make a strong and healthy nation; but she wants blood,  she has no vital stream; yes, Brazil, my country, wants the Bible!




Chapter Twelve.

A Hunting Expedition, in which are seen Stones that can run, and Cows that require no Food  besides a Desperate Encounter with a Jaguar, and other Strange Things.

For many weeks Martin Rattler and his friend Barney OFlannagan continued to dwell with the hermit in his forest-home, enjoying his entertaining and instructive discourse, and joining with him in the bunting expeditions which he undertook for the purpose of procuring fresh food for his table. In these rambles they made constant discoveries of something new and surprising, both in reference to the vegetables and animals of that extraordinary region of the earth. They also had many adventures,  some amusing and some terrible,  which we cannot enlarge on here, for they would fill ten volumes such as this, were they to be all recorded in detail.

One day the hermit roused them earlier than usual, and told them to get ready, as he intended to go a considerable distance that day, and he wished to reach a particular spot before the heat of noon. So Martin and Barney despatched breakfast in as short a time as possible, and the hermit read them a chapter out of his large and well-thumbed Bible, after which they equipped themselves for the chase.

When Martin and his friend escaped from the pirates, and landed on the coast of Brazil, they were clothed in sailor-like costume, namely, white duck trousers, coloured flannel shirts, blue jackets, round straw-hats, and strong shoes. This costume was not very suitable for the warm climate, in which they now found themselves, so their hospitable friend the hermit gave them two loose light cotton coats or jackets, of a blue colour, and broad-brimmed straw-hats similar to his own. He also gave them two curious garments called ponchos. The poncho serves the purpose of cloak and blanket. It is simply a square dark-coloured blanket with a hole in the middle of it, through which the head is thrust in rainy weather, and the garment hangs down all round. At night the poncho is useful as a covering. The hermit wore a loose open hunting-coat and underneath it a girdle, in which was a long sharp knife and a brace of pistols. His trousers were of blue-striped cotton. He usually carried a double-barrelled gun over his shoulder, and a powder-horn and bullet-bag were slung round his neck. Barney now procured from this hospitable man a supply of powder and shot for his large brass-mounted cavalry pistol. The hermit also made him a present of a long hunting-knife; and he gave one of a smaller size to Martin. As Martin had no weapon, the hermit manufactured for him a stout bow and quiver full of arrows; with which, after some practice, he became reasonably expert.

Thus armed they sallied forth, and, following the foot-path that conducted from the door of the hut to the brow of the hill opposite, they were soon buried in the shades of the great forest. On this particular morning Barney observed that the hermit carried with him a stout spear, which he was not usually in the habit of doing. Being of an inquisitive disposition, he inquired the reason of his taking it.

I expect to find a jaguar to-day, answered the hermit. I saw him yesterday go down into the small valley, in which my cows grow. I will show you my cows soon, Martin.

The hermit stopped short suddenly as he spoke, and pointed to a large bird, about fifty yards in advance of them. It seemed to bear a particular ill-will to a round rough stone which it pecked most energetically. After a few minutes the bird ceased its attacks and flew off; whereupon the rough stone opened itself out, and, running quickly away, burrowed into a little hole and disappeared!

That is an armadillo, remarked the hermit, continuing to lead the way through the woods; it is covered with a coat of mail, as you see; and when enemies come it rolls itself up like a ball and lies like a hard stone till they go away. But it has four little legs, and with them it burrows so quickly that we cannot dig it up, and must smoke it out of its hole,  which I do often, because it is very good to eat, as you very well know.

While they continued thus to walk through the woods conversing, Martin and Barney were again interested and amused by the immense number of brilliant parrots and toucans which swooped about, chattering from tree to tree, in large flocks. Sometimes thirty or forty of the latter would come screaming through the woods and settle upon the dark-green foliage of a coffee-tree; the effect of which was to give the tree the appearance of having been suddenly loaded with ripe golden fruit. Then the birds would catch sight of the travellers, and fly screaming away, leaving the tree dark-green and fruitless as before. The little green parrots were the most outrageously noisy things that ever lived. Not content with screaming when they flew, they continued to shriek, apparently with delight while they devoured the seeds of the gorgeous sun-flowers: and, more than once, Martin was prompted to scatter a handful of stones among them, as a hint to be less noisy; but this only made them worse,  like a bad baby, which, the more you tell it to be quiet, sets to work the more earnestly to increase and add to the vigour of its roaring. So Martin wisely let the parrots alone. They also startled, in passing through swampy places, several large blue herons, and long-legged cranes: and on many of the trees they observed the curious hanging nests of a bird, which the hermit told them was the large oriole. These nests hung in long strings from the tops of the palm-trees, and the birds were very actively employed moving about and chattering round their swinging villages: on seeing which Martin could not help remarking that it would astonish the colony not a little, if the top house were to give way and let all the mansions below come tumbling to the ground!

They were disappointed, however, in not seeing monkeys gambolling among the trees, as they had expected.

Ah! my friends, said the hermit, travellers in my country are very often disappointed. They come here expecting to see everything all at once; but although there are jaguars, and serpents, and bears, and monkeys, plenty of them, as your ears can tell you, these creatures keep out of the sight of man as much as possible. They wont come out of the woods and show themselves to please travellers! You have been very lucky since you arrived. Many travellers go about for months together and do not see half so much as you.

Thats thrue, observed Barney, with his head a little on one side, and his eyes cast up in a sort of meditative frown, as if he were engaged in subjecting the hermits remarks to a process of severe philosophical contemplation; but I would be very well plazed av the wild bastes would show themselves now and then, for

Martin Rattler burst into a loud laugh, for Barneys upward glance of contemplation was suddenly transformed into a gaze of intense astonishment, as he beheld the blue countenance of a large red monkey staring down upon him from amid the branches of an overhanging tree. The monkeys face expressed, if possible, greater surprise than that of the Irishman, and its mouth was partially open and thrust forward in a sort of threatening and inquiring manner. There seemed to be some bond of sympathy between the monkey and the man, for while its mouth opened his mouth opened too.

Aaaaaah! exclaimed the monkey. A facetious smile overspread Barneys face  

Och! be all manes; the same to you, kindly, said he, taking off his hat and making a low bow.

The civility did not seem to be appreciated, however; for the monkey put on a most indignant frown and displayed a terrific double-row of long brilliant teeth and red gums, while it uttered a shriek of passion, twisted its long tail round a branch, and hurled itself, with a motion more like that of a bird than a beast, into the midst of the tree and disappeared, leaving Martin and Barney and the hermit, each with a very broad grin on his countenance.

The hunters now arrived at an open space where there were several large umbrageous trees, and as it was approaching mid-day they resolved to rest here for a couple of hours. Birds and insects were gradually becoming more and more silent and soon afterwards the only sounds that broke upon their ears were the curious metallic notes of the urupongas, or bell-birds; which were so like to the rapid beating of a smiths hammer on an anvil, that it was with the greatest difficulty Barney was restrained from going off by himself in search of the smiddy. Indeed he began to suspect that the worthy hermit was deceiving him, and was only fully convinced at last when he saw one of the birds. It was pure white, about the size of a thrush, and had a curious horn or fleshy tubercle upon its head.

Having rested and refreshed themselves, they resumed their journey a short time before the noisy inhabitants of the woods recommenced their active afternoon operations.

Hallo! whats that? cried Barney, starting back and drawing his pistol, while Martin hastily fitted an arrow to his bow.

Not ten paces in front of them a frightful monster ran across their path, which seemed so hideous to Martin, that his mind instantly reverted to the fable of Saint George and the Dragon, and he almost expected to see fire issuing from its mouth. It was a huge lizard, with a body about three feet long, covered with bright scales. It had a long, thick tail. Its head was clumsy and misshapen, and altogether its aspect was very horrible. Before either Martin or Barney could fire, the hermit dropped his gun and spear, sprang quickly forward, caught the animal by the tail, and, putting forth his great strength to the utmost, swung it round his head and dashed its brains out against a tree.

Barney and Martin could only stare with amazement.

This we call an iguana, said the hermit as he piled a number of heavy stones on the carcase to preserve it from other animals. It is very good to eat  as good as chicken. This is not a very big one; they are sometimes five feet long, but almost quite harmless,  not venomous at all; and the only means he has to defend himself is the tail, which is very powerful, and gives a tremendously hard blow; but, as you see, if you catch him quick, he can do nothing.

Its all very well for you, or even Barney here, to talk of catching him by the tail, said Martin, smiling; but it would have puzzled me to swing that fellow round my head.

Arrah! yere right, boy; I doubt if I could have done it mesilf, said Barney.

No fear, said the hermit patting Martins broad shoulders as he passed him and led the way; you will be strong enough for that very soon,  as strong as me in a year or two.

They now proceeded down into a somewhat dark and closely wooded valley, through which meandered a small rivulet. Here they had some difficulty in forcing their way through the dense under-wood and broad leaves, most of which seemed very strange to Martin and his comrade, being so gigantic. There were also many kinds of ferns, which sometimes arched over their heads and completely shut out the view, while some of them crept up the trees like climbing-plants. Emerging from this, they came upon a more open space, in the midst of which grew a number of majestic trees.

There are my cows! said the hermit, pausing as he spoke, and pointing towards a group of tall straight-stemmed trees that were the noblest in appearance they had yet seen. Good cows they are, he continued, going up to one and making a notch in the bark with his axe: they need no feeding or looking after, yet, as you see, they are always ready to give me cream.

While he spoke, a thick white liquid flowed from the notch in the bark into a cocoa-nut drinking-cup, which the hermit always carried at his girdle. In a few minutes he presented his visitors with a draught, of what they declared was most excellent cream.

The masseranduba, or milk-tree, as it is called, is indeed one of the most wonderful of all the extraordinary trees in the forests of Brazil, and is one among many instances of the bountiful manner, in which God provides for the wants of his creatures. No doubt this might with equal truth be said of all the gifts that a beneficent Creator bestows upon mankind; but when, as in the case of this milk-tree, the provision for our wants comes in a singular and striking manner, it seems fitting and appropriate that we should specially acknowledge the gift as coming from the hand of Him who giveth us all things liberally to enjoy.

The milk-tree rises with a straight stem to an enormous height, and the fruit, about the size of a small apple, is full of rich and juicy pulp, and is very good. The timber, also, is hard, fine-grained, and durable,  particularly adapted for such works as are exposed to the weather. But its most remarkable peculiarity is the rich vegetable milk which flows in abundance from it when the bark is cut. This milk is so like to that of the cow in taste, that it can scarcely be distinguished from it, having only a very slight peculiarity of flavour, which is rather agreeable than otherwise. In tea and coffee it has the same effect as rich cream, and, indeed, is so thick that it requires to be diluted with water before being used. This milk is also employed as glue. It hardens when exposed to the air, and becomes very tough and slightly elastic, and is said to be quite as good and useful as ordinary glue.

Having partaken of as much milk as they desired, they continued their journey a little further, when they came to a spur of the sierra, or mountain range, that cuts through that part of the country. Here the ground became more rugged, but still densely covered with wood, and rocks lay piled about in many places, forming several dark and gloomy caverns. The hermit now unslung his gun and advanced to the foot of a cliff, near the further end of which there were several caves, the mouths of which were partially closed with long ferns and masses of luxuriant vegetation.

Now we must be prepared, said the hermit feeling the point of his spear. I think there is a jaguar here. I saw him yesterday, and I am quite sure he will not go away till he tries to do some mischief. He little knows that there is nothing here to hurt but me. The hermit chuckled as he said this, and resting his gun against the cliff near the entrance to the first cave, which was a small one, he passed on to the next. Holding the spear in his left band, he threw a stone violently into the cavern. Barney and Martin listened and gazed in silent expectation; but they only heard the hollow sound of the falling stone as it dashed against the sides of the cave; then all was still.

Och, then, hes off, cried Barney.

Hush, said Martin; dont speak till he has tried the other cave.

Without taking notice of their remarks, the hermit repeated the experiment at the mouths of two caverns further on, with the like result.

Maybe the spalpeens hidin in the little cave where ye laid down yer gun, suggested Barney, going towards the place as he spoke.

Och, then, come here, friend; sure it must be the mouth of a mine, for theres two o the beautifulest dimonds I iver

Barneys speech was cut short by a low peculiar sound, that seemed like the muttering of far-distant thunder. At the same moment the hermit pulled him violently back, and, placing himself in a firm attitude full in front of the cavern, held the point of the spear advanced before him.

Martin, he whispered, shoot an arrow straight into that hole,  quick!

Martin obeyed, and the arrow whizzed through the aperture. Instantly there issued from it a savage and tremendous roar, so awful that it seemed as if the very mountain were bellowing and that the cavern were its mouth. But not a muscle of the hermits figure moved. He stood like a bronze statue,  his head thrown back and his chest advanced, with one foot planted firmly before him and the spear pointing towards the cave. It seemed strange to Martin that a man should face what appeared to him unknown danger, so boldly and calmly; but he did not consider that the hermit knew exactly the amount of danger before him. He knew precisely the manner in which it would assail him, and he knew just what was necessary to be done in order to avert it; and in the strength of that knowledge he stood unmoved, with a slight smile upon his tightly compressed lips.

Scarcely had the roar ceased when it was repeated with tenfold fierceness; the bushes and fern leaves shook violently, and an enormous and beautifully spotted jaguar shot through the air as if it had been discharged from a cannons mouth. The hermits eye wavered not; he bent forward a hairs-breadth; the glittering spear-point touched the animals breast, pierced through it, and came out at its side below the ribs. But the force of the bound was too great for the strength of the weapon: the handle snapped in twain, and the transfixed jaguar struck down the hermit and fell writhing upon him!

In the excitement of the moment Barney drew his pistol from his belt and snapped it at the animal. It was well for the hermit at that moment that Barney had forgotten to prime his weapon; for, although he aimed at the jaguars skull, there is no doubt whatever that he would have blown out the hermits brains. Before he could make a second attempt, Martin sprang towards the gun which leaned against the cliff, and, running quickly up, he placed the muzzle close to the jaguars ear and lodged a bullet in its brain. All this was done in a few seconds, and the hermit regained his legs just as the animal fell dead. Fortunately he was not hurt, having adroitly avoided the sharp claws of his enemy.

Arrah! Mister Hermit, said Barney, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, its yersilf that was well-nigh done for this time, an no mistake. Did iver I see sich a spring! an ye stud the charge jist like a stone wall,  niver moved a fut!

Are you not hurt? inquired Martin, somewhat anxiously; your face is all covered with blood.

Yes, boy, but it is the blood of the jaguar; thanks to you for your quick hand, I am not hurt at all.

The hermit washed his face in the neighbouring brook, and then proceeded to skin the jaguar, the carcase being worthless. After which they retraced their steps through the woods as quickly as possible, for the day was now far spent, and the twilight as we have before remarked, is so short in tropical latitudes that travellers require to make sure of reaching the end of the days journey towards evening, unless they choose to risk losing their way, and spending the night in the forest.

They picked up the iguana in passing; and, on reaching the spot where the armadillo had burrowed, the hermit paused and kindled a small fire over the hole, by means of his flint, steel, and tinder-box. He thus contrived to render the creatures habitation so uncomfortable that it rushed hurriedly out; then, observing that its enemies were waiting, it doubled its head and tail together, and became the image of a rough stone.

Poor thing, said Martin, as the hermit killed it; that reminds me of the ostrich of the desert, which, Im told, when it is chased over the plains by men on horseback, and finds that it cannot escape, thrusts its head into a bush, and fancies, no doubt, that it cannot be seen, although its great body is visible a mile off!

Martin, said Barney, this arth is full o quare craturs intirely.

Thats true, Barney; and not the least quare among them is an Irishman, a particular friend of mine!

Hould yer tongue, ye spalpeen, or Ill put yer head in the wather!

I wish ye would, Barney, for it is terribly hot and mosquito-bitten, and you couldnt have suggested anything more delightful. But here we are once more at our forest-home; and now for a magnificent cup of coffee and a mandioca-cake.

Not to mintion, added Barney, a juicy steak of Igu Anny, an a tender chop o Army Dillo.




Chapter Thirteen.

Martin and Barney continue their Travels, and see Strange Things  Among others, they see Living Jewels  They go to see a Festa  They fight and run away.

Martin Rattler and Barney OFlannagan soon after this began to entertain a desire to travel further into the interior of Brazil, and behold with their own eyes the wonders of which they had heard so much from their kind and hospitable friend, the hermit. Martin was especially anxious to see the great river Amazon, about which he entertained the most romantic ideas,  as well he might, for there is not such another river in the world for size, and for the many curious things connected with its waters and its banks. Barney, too, was smitten with an intense desire to visit the diamond mines, which he fancied must be the most brilliant and beautiful sight in the whole world; and when Martin asked him what sort of place he expected to see, he used to say that he picturd in his mind a great many deep and lofty caverns, windin in an out an round about, with the sides and the floors and the ceilins all of a blaze with glittering dimonds, an topzes, an purls, an what not; with Naiggurs be the dozen picking them up in handfuls. An sure, he would add, if we was wance there, we could fill our pockets in no time, an then, hooray for ould Ireland! an live like Imperors for ivermore.

But you forget Barney, the account the hermit has given us of the mines. He evidently does not think that much is to be made of them.

Och! niver mind the hermit. Theres always good luck attends Barney OFlannagan; an sure if nobody wint for fear they would git nothing, all the dimonds that iver came out o the mines would be lyin there still; an didnt he tell us there was wan got only a short time since, worth I dont know how many thousand pounds? Arrah! if I dont go to the Mines an git one the size o me head, Ill let ye rig me out with a long tail, an set me adrift in the woods for a blue-faced monkey.

It so happened that this was the time when the hermit was in the habit of setting out on one of his trading trips; and when Martin told him of the desire that he and Barney entertained to visit the interior, he told them that he would be happy to take them along with him, provided they would act the part of muleteers. To this they readily agreed, being only too glad of an opportunity of making some return to their friend, who refused to accept any payment for his hospitality, although Barney earnestly begged of him to accept of his watch, which was the only object of value he was possessed of,  and that wasnt worth much, being made of pinchbeck, and utterly incapable of going! Moreover, he relieved their minds, by telling them that they would easily obtain employment as canoe-men on the Amazon, for men were very difficult to be got on that river to man the boats; and if they could stand the heat, and were willing to work like Indians, they might travel as far as they pleased. To which Martin replied, in his ignorance, that he thought he could stand anything; and Barney roundly asserted that, having been burnt to a cinder long ago in the East Injies, it was impossible to overdo him any more.

Under these circumstances, therefore, they started three weeks later to visit a populous town about twenty miles off, from which they set out on their travels, with a string of heavily laden mules, crossed the low countries or campos lying near to the sea, and began to ascend the sierras that divide this portion of Brazil from the country which is watered by the innumerable rivers that flow into the mighty Amazon.

The cavalcade consisted of ten mules, each with two goodly sized bales of merchandise on its back. They were driven and attended to by Negroes, whose costume consisted of a light cotton shirt with short sleeves, and a pair of loose cotton drawers reaching down to the knee. With the exception of a straw-hat this was all they wore. Martin, and Barney, and the hermit each bestrode a mule, with a small bale slung on either side; over the front of which their legs dangled comfortably. They had ponchos with them, strapped to the mules backs, and each carried a clumsy umbrella to shield him from the fierce rays of the sun; but our two adventurers soon became so hardened and used to the climate, that they dispensed with the umbrellas altogether.

The sierra, or mountain range, over which they passed was about thirty miles in extent, being in some places quite level and open, but in others somewhat rugged and covered with large but thinly scattered trees, the most common of which had fine dark-green glossy leaves, with spikes of bright-yellow flowers terminating the branchlets. There were also many peculiar shrubs and flowering plants, of a sort that the travellers had never seen the like of in their native land.

How I wish, said Martin with a sigh, as he rode along beside his friend Barney, that I knew something of botany.

Barney opened his eyes in surprise. Arrah! its too much of a philosopher ye are already, lad. What good would it do ye to know all the hard names that men have given to the flowers? Sure I wance wint after the doctor o a ship, to carry his box for him when he wint on what he called botanical excursions; and the poor cratur used to be pokin his nose for iver down at the ground, an peerin through his green spectacles at miserable bits o plants, an niver seemin to enjoy anything; when all the time I was lookin far fornint me, an all around me, an up at the sky, seein ivery beautiful thing, and snifterin up the sweet smells, an in fact enjoyin the whole univarse  an my pipe to boot  like an intelligent cratur. Barney looked round as he spoke, with a bland, self-satisfied expression of countenance, as if he felt that he had given a lucid definition of the very highest style of philosophy, and proved that he, Barney OFlannagan, was possessed of the same in no common degree.

Well, Barney, rejoined Martin, since you give me credit for being a philosopher, I must continue to talk philosophically. Your botanical friend took a microscopic view of nature, while you took a telescopic view of it. Each view is good, but both views are better; and I cant help wishing that I were more of a philosopher than I am, especially in reference to botany.

Humph! ejaculated Barney, who seemed not quite to understand his young friend, yer observations are remarkably thrue, and do ye great credit, for yer years. Ah! Mr Hermit, good luck to ye! Im glad to see that yeve got some consideration for man and baste. Im quite ready for my victuals, and sos my mule; arent you, avic?

Barneys latter remark was addressed to his patient charger, from whose back he sprang as he spoke, and slackened its girths.

It was now approaching mid-day, and the hermit had pitched upon a large tree as a fitting spot for rest and refreshment. Water had been brought up the mountain in a huge calabash; but they did not require to use it, as they found a quantity in the hollow stump of a tree. There were several frogs swimming about in this miniature lake; but it was found to be fresh and clear and good, notwithstanding.

Towards evening they passed a string of mules going towards the town which they had just left. They were driven by Negroes, most of whom were slaves, and nearly quite naked. A Brazilian merchant, wearing a picturesque broad-brimmed, high-crowned straw-hat, a poncho, and brown leather boots armed at the heels with large sharp spurs, rode at the head, and gave the strangers a surly nod of his head as they passed. Soon after, they descended into the plain, and came to a halt at a sort of roadside public-house, where there was no sleeping accommodation, but where they found an open shed in which travellers placed their goods, and slung their hammocks, and attended to themselves. At the venda, close beside it, they purchased a large bag of farina, being short of that necessary article of food, and then set to work to prepare supper in the open air; while the merry Negroes, who seemed to enjoy life most thoroughly, laughed and sang as they removed the bales from the mules backs and cooked their simple fare.

Barneys cooking propensities now came into full play; and, with the variety of fruits and vegetables which the country afforded, he exercised his ingenuity, and produced several dishes of so savoury a nature that the hermit was compelled to open his eyes in amazement, and smack his lips with satisfaction, being quite unable to express his sentiments in words. While thus busily and agreeably employed, they were told by the owner of the venda that a festa was being celebrated at a village about a league distant from where they stood.

I should like to see it above all things, said Martin eagerly; could we not go?

The hermit frowned. Yes, we can go, but it will be to behold folly. Perhaps it will be a good lesson, from which much may be learned. We will go.

Its not a step that Ill budge till Ive finished me pipe, said Barney, pulling away at that bosom friend with unexampled energy. To smoke, he continued, winking gently with one eye, is the first law of nature; jist give me ten minutes more, an Im your man for anything.

Being a fine evening, they proceeded on foot. In about an hour after setting out, they approached the village, which lay in a beautiful valley below them. Sounds of mirth and music rose like a distant murmur on the air, and mingled with the songs of birds and insects. Then the sun went down, and in a few minutes it grew dark, while the brilliant fire-flies began their nocturnal gambols. Suddenly a bright flame burst over the village, and a flight of magnificent rockets shot up into the sky, and burst in a hundred bright and variously-coloured stars, which paled for a few seconds the lights of nature. But they vanished in a moment, and the clear stars shed abroad their undying lustre,  seeming, in their quiet unfading beauty, a gentle satire on the short-lived and garish productions of man.

Mighty purty, no doubt, exclaimed Barney. Is this the Imperors birth-day?

No, replied the hermit shaking his head; that is the way in which the false priests amuse the people. The poor Indian and the Negro, and, indeed, the ignorant Brazilian, thinks it very grand; and the priests let them think it is pleasing to the God of heaven. Ah! here comes an old Negro; we will ask him.

Several country people, in varied and picturesque costumes, hurried past the travellers towards the village; and as they came to a foot-path that joined the road, an old Negro approached them. Saluting him in the Portuguese language, the hermit said, Friend, why do they let off rockets to-night?

Por Dios, (for God), answered the old man, looking and pointing upwards with grave solemnity. Without vouchsafing another word, he hurried away.

So they think, said the hermit, and so they are taught by the priests. Music, noise, and fire-works please these ignorant people; and so the priests, who are mostly as ignorant as the people, tell them it is a good part of religious ceremony.

Presently a band of young girls came laughing and singing along the road. They were dressed in pure white, their rich black tresses being uncovered and ornamented with flowers, and what appeared to be bright jewels.

Hallo! exclaimed Martin, gazing after them; what splendid jewels! surely these must be the daughters of very rich people.

Och, but theyve been at the dimond mines for certain! Did iver ye sae the like?

The girls did indeed seem to blaze with jewels, which not only sparkled in their hair, but fringed their white robes, and were worked round the edges of their slippers; so that a positive light shone around their persons, and fell upon the path like a halo, giving them more the appearance of lovely supernatural beings than the daughters of earth.

These jewels, said the hermit, were never polished by the hands of men. They are fire-flies.

Fire-flies! exclaimed Martin and Barney simultaneously.

Yes, they are living fire-flies. The girls very often catch them and tie them up in little bits of gauze, and put them, as you see, on their dresses and in their hair. To my mind they seem more beautiful far than diamonds. Sometimes the Indians, when they travel at night, fix fire-flies to their feet and so have good lamps to their path.

While Barney was expressing his surprise at this information, in very racy language, they entered the village; and, mingling with the throng of holiday-keepers, followed the stream towards the grand square.

The church, which seemed to be a centre of attraction, and was brilliantly illuminated, was a neat wooden building with two towers. The streets of the village were broad and straggling; and so luxuriant was the vegetation, and so lazy the nature of the inhabitants, that it seemed as if the whole place were overgrown with gigantic weeds. Shrubs and creeping-plants grew in the neglected gardens, climbed over the palings, and straggled about the streets. Plants grew on the tops of the houses, ferns peeped out under the eaves; and, in short, on looking at it, one had the feeling that ere long the whole place, people and all, must be smothered in superabundant vegetation!

The houses were all painted white or yellow, with the doors and windows bright green,  just like grown-up toys; and sounds of revelry, with now and then the noise of disputation, issued from many of them.

It is impossible to describe minutely the appearance of the motley crowd, through which our adventurers elbowed their way, gazing curiously on the strange scene, which seemed to them more like a dream than reality, after their long sojourn in the solitudes of the forest. Processions headed by long-robed priests with flambeaux and crucifixes; young girls in light costumes and long white cotton shawls, selling sweet cakes of mandioca flour, and bonbons; swarthy Brazilians, some in white jackets, loose cotton drawers, and straw-hats, others in brown leather boots and ponchos; Negroes in short white drawers and shifts, besides many without any clothing above their waists; Indians from the interior, copper-coloured, and some of them, fine-looking men, having only a strip of cloth about their loins;  such were the strange crew whose loud voices added to the whiz of rockets, squibs, crackers, guns, and musical instruments, created a deafening noise.

In the midst of the village there was a tree of such enormous size that it quite took our travellers by surprise. It was a wild fig-tree, capable of sheltering a thousand persons under its shadow! Here a spirited fandango was going on, and they stood for some time watching the movements of the performers. Growing tired of this, they wandered about until they came to a less crowded part of the village, and entered a pleasant grove of trees, skirting the road by which they had arrived. While sauntering here, enjoying the cool night breeze and delicious perfume of flowers, a woman uttered a piercing shriek near to them. It was instantly followed by loud voices in altercation. Ever ready to fly to the help of womankind, and, generally, to assist in a row, Barney darted through the bushes, and came upon the scene of action just in time to see the white skirt of a females dress disappear down an avenue, and to behold two Brazilians savagely writhing in mortal strife. At the moment he came up, one of the combatants had overcome the other, and a fierce smile of triumph crossed his swarthy countenance as he raised his gleaming knife.

Och, ye murtherer! would ye attimpt that same? cried Barney, catching the man by the wrist and hurling him on his back. The other sprang up on being thus unexpectedly freed, and darted away, while the thwarted man uttered a yell of disappointment and sprang like a tiger at Barneys throat. A blow, however, from the Irishmans fist, quietly delivered, and straight between the eyes, stretched the Brazilian on the ground. At the same moment a party of men, attracted by the cries, burst through the bushes and surrounded the successful champion. Seeing their countryman apparently dead upon the ground, they rushed upon Barney in a body; but the first who came within reach was floored in an instant, and the others were checked in their career by the sudden appearance of the hermit and Martin Rattler. The noise of many voices, as of people hastening towards them, was heard at the same time.

We have no time to lose, do as I bid you, whispered the hermit. Whirling a heavy stick round his head the hermit shouted the single word Charge! and dashed forward.

Barney and Martin obeyed. Three Brazilians went down like ninepins; the rest turned and fled precipitately.

Now, run for life! cried the hermit, setting the example. Barney hesitated to follow what he deemed a cowardly flight, but the yells of the natives returning in strong force decided the question. He and Martin took to their heels with right good will, and in a few minutes the three friends were far on the road which led to their night bivouac; while the villagers, finding pursuit hopeless, returned to the village, and continued the wild orgies of their festa.




Chapter Fourteen.

Cogitations and Canoeing on the Amazon  Barneys Exploit with an Alligator  Stubborn Facts  Remarkable Mode of Sleeping.

It is pleasant, when the sun is bright, and the trees are green, and when flowering shrubs and sweet-smelling tropical trees scent the balmy atmosphere at eventide, to lie extended at full length in a canoe, and drop easily, silently, yet quickly, down the current of a noble river, under the grateful shadow of overhanging foliage; and to look lazily up at the bright blue sky which appears in broken patches among the verdant leaves; or down at the river in which that bright sky and those green leaves are reflected; or aside at the mud-banks where greedy vultures are searching for prey, and lazy alligators are basking in the sun; and to listen, the while, to the innumerable cries and notes of monkeys, toucans, parrots, orioles, bemtevi or fly-catchers, white-winged and blue chatterers, and all the myriads of birds and beasts that cause the forests of Brazil, above all other forests in the world probably, to resound with the gleeful songs of animated nature!

It is pleasant to be thus situated, especially when a cool breeze blows the mosquitoes and other insects off the water, and relieves you for a time from their incessant attacks. Martin Rattler found it pleasant as he thus lay on his back with his diminutive pet marmoset monkey seated on his breast quietly picking the kernel out of a nut. And Barney OFlannagan found it pleasant, as he lay extended in the bow of the canoe with his head leaning over the edge gazing abstractedly at his own reflected visage, while his hands trailed through the cool water, and his young dog  a shaggy indescribable beast with a bluff nose and a bushy tail  watched him intently, as a mother might watch an only child in a dangerous situation. And the old sun-dried, and storm-battered, and time-shrivelled mulatto trader, in whose canoe they were embarked and whose servants they had become, found it pleasant, as he sat there perched in his little montaria, like an exceedingly ancient and overgrown monkey, guiding it safely down the waters of the great river of the Tocantins.

Some months have passed since we last parted from our daring adventurers. During that period they had crossed an immense tract of country, and reached the head-waters of one of the many streams that carry the surplus moisture of central Brazil into the Amazon. Here they found an old trader, a free mulatto, whose crew of Indians had deserted him,  a common thing in that country,  and who gladly accepted their services, agreeing to pay them a small wage. And here they sorrowfully, and with many expressions of good-will, parted from their kind friend and entertainer the hermit. His last gift to Martin was the wonderfully small marmoset monkey before mentioned; and his parting souvenir to Barney was the bluff-nosed dog that watched over him with maternal care, and loved him next to itself;  as well it might; for if everybody had been of the same spirit as Barney OFlannagan, the Act for the prevention of cruelty to animals would never have been passed in Britain.

It was a peculiar and remarkable and altogether extraordinary monkey, that tiny marmoset. There was a sort of romance connected with it, too; for it had been the mother of an indescribably small infant-monkey, which was killed at the time of its mothers capture. It drank coffee, too, like  like a Frenchman; and would by no means retire to rest at night until it had had its usual allowance. Then it would fold its delicate little hands on its bosom, and close its eyes with an expression of solemn grief, as if, having had its last earthly wish gratified, it now resigned itself to sleep. Martin loved it deeply, but his love was unrequited; for, strange to say, that small monkey lavished all its affection on Barneys shaggy dog. And the dog knew it, and was evidently proud of it, and made no objection whatever to the monkey sitting on his back, or his head, or his nose, or doing in fact whatever it chose whenever it pleased. When in the canoe, the marmoset played with Grampus, as the dog was named; and when on shore it invariably travelled on his back.

Martin used to lie in the canoe half asleep and watch the little face of the marmoset, until, by some unaccountable mental process, he came to think of Aunt Dorothy Grumbit. Often did poor Martin dream of his dear old aunt, while sleeping under the shelter of these strange-leaved tropical trees and surrounded by the wild sounds of that distant land, until he dreamed himself back again in the old village. Then he would rush to the well-known school, and find all the boys there except Bob Croaker, who he felt certain must be away drowning the white kitten; and off he would go and catch him, sure enough, in the very act, and would give him the old thrashing over again, with all the additional vigour acquired during his rambles abroad thrown into it. Then he would run home in eager haste, and find old Mrs Grumbit hard at the one thousand nine hundred and ninety-ninth pair of worsted socks; and fat Mr Arthur Jollyboy sitting opposite to her, dressed in the old ladys bed-curtain chintz and high-crowned cap, with the white kitten in his arms and his spectacles on his chin, watching the process with intense interest and cautioning her not to forget the hitch by any means; whereupon the kitten would fly up in his face, and Mr Jollyboy would dash through the window with a loud howl, and Mrs Grumbits face would turn blue; and, uncoiling an enormous tail, she would bound shrieking after him in among the trees and disappear! Martin usually wakened at this point and found the marmoset gazing in his face with an expression of sorrowful solemnity, and the old sun-dried trader staring vacantly before him as he steered his light craft down the broad stream of the Tocantins.

The trader could speak little more English than sufficed to enable him to say yes and no; Barney could speak about as much Portuguese as enabled him to say no and yes; while Martin, by means of a slight smattering of that language, which he had picked up by ear during the last few months, mixed now and then with a word or two of Latin, and helped out by a clever use of the language of signs, succeeded in becoming the link of communication between the two.

For many weeks they continued to descend the river; paddling energetically when the stream was sluggish, and resting comfortably when the stream was strong, and sometimes dragging their canoe over rocks and sand-banks to avoid rapids  passing many villages and plantations of the natives by the way  till at last they swept out upon the bosom of the great Amazon River.

The very first thing they saw upon entering it was an enormous alligator, fully eighteen feet long, sound asleep on a mud-bank.

Och! put ashore, ye Naygur, cried Barney, seizing his pistol and rising up in the bow of the canoe. The old man complied quickly, for his spirit was high and easily roused.

Look out now, Martin, an hould back the dog for fear he wakes him up, said Barney, in a hoarse whisper, as he stepped ashore and hastened stealthily towards the sleeping monster; catching up a handful of gravel as he went, and ramming it down the barrel of his pistol. It was a wonderful pistol that  an Irish one by birth, and absolutely incapable of bursting, else assuredly it would have gone, as its owner said, to smithereens long ago.

Barney was not a good stalker. The alligator awoke and made for the water as fast as it could waddle. The Irishman rushed forward close up, as it plunged into the river, and discharged the compound of lead and stones right against the back of its head. He might as well have fired at the boiler of a steam-engine. The entire body of an alligator  back and belly, head and tail  is so completely covered with thick hard scales, that shot has no effect on it; and even a bullet cannot pierce its coat of mail, except in one or two vulnerable places. Nevertheless the shot had been fired so close to it that the animal was stunned, and rolled over on its back in the water. Seeing this, the old trader rushed in up to his chin, and caught it by the tail; but at the same moment the monster recovered, and, turning round, displayed its terrific rows of teeth. The old man uttered a dreadful roar, and struggled to the land as fast as he could; while the alligator, equally frightened, no doubt, gave a magnificent flourish and splash with its tail, and dived to the bottom of the river.

The travellers returned disgusted to their canoe, and resumed their journey up the Amazon in silence.

The vulnerable places about an alligator are the soft parts under the throat and the joints of the legs. This is well-known to the jaguar, its mortal foe, which attacks it on land, and fastening on these soft parts, soon succeeds in killing it; but should the alligator get the jaguar into its powerful jaws or catch it in the water, it is certain to come off the conqueror.

The Amazon, at its mouth, is more like a wide lake or arm of the sea than a river. Mention has been already made of this noble stream in the Hermits Story; but it is worthy of more particular notice, for truly the Amazon is in many respects a wonderful river. It is the largest, though not quite the longest, in the world. Taking its rise among the rocky solitudes of the great mountain range of the Andes, it flows through nearly four thousand miles of the continent in an easterly direction, trending northward towards its mouth, and entering the Atlantic Ocean on the northern coast of South America, directly under the Equator. In its course it receives the waters of nearly all the great rivers of central South America, and thousands of smaller tributaries; so that when it reaches the ocean its volume of water is enormous. Some idea may be formed of its majestic size, from the fact that one of its tributaries  the Rio Negro  is fifteen hundred miles long, and varying in breadth; being a mile wide not far from its mouth, while higher up it spreads out in some places into sheets of ten miles in width. The Madeira, another tributary, is also a river of the largest size. The Amazon is divided into two branches at its mouth by the island of Marajo, the larger branch being ninety-six miles in width. About two thousand miles from its mouth it is upwards of a mile wide. So great is the force of this flood of water, that it flows into the sea unmixed for nearly two hundred miles. The tide affects the river to a distance of about four hundred miles inland; and it is navigable from the sea for a distance of three thousand miles inland.

On the north bank of the Amazon there are ranges of low hills, partly bare and partly covered with thickets. These hills vary from three hundred to a thousand feet high, and extend about two hundred miles inland. Beyond them the shores of the river are low and flat, for more than two thousand miles, till the spurs of the Andes are reached.

During the rainy season the Amazon overflows all its banks, like the Nile, for many hundreds of miles; during which season, as Martin Rattler truly remarked, the natives may be appropriately called aquatic animals. Towns and villages, and plantations belonging to Brazilians, foreign settlers, and half-civilised Indians, occur at intervals throughout the whole course of the river; and a little trade in dye-woods, India-rubber, medicinal drugs, Brazil nuts, coffee, etcetera, is done; but nothing to what might and ought to be, and perhaps would be, were this splendid country in the hands of an enterprising people. But the Amazonians are lazy, and the greater part of the resources of one of the richest countries in the world is totally neglected.

Arrah! said Barney, scratching his head and wrinkling his forehead intensely, as all that we have just written, and a great deal more, was told to him by a Scotch settler whom he found superintending a cattle estate and a saw-mill on the banks of the Amazon  

Faix, then, Im jist as wise now as before ye begun to spake. Ive no head for fagures whatsumdiver; an to tell me that the strame is ninety-six miles long and three thousand miles broad at the mouth, and sich like calcerlations, is o no manner o use, and jist goes in at wan ear an out at the tother.

Whereupon the Scotch settler smiled and said, Well, then, if ye can remember that the Amazon is longer than all Europe is broad; that it opens up to the ocean not less than ten thousand miles of the interior of Brazil; and that, comparatively speaking, no use is made of it whatever, yell remember enough to think about with profit for some time to come.

And Barney did think about it, and ponder it, and revolve it in his mind, for many days after, while he worked with Martin and the old trader at the paddles of their montaria. They found the work of canoeing easier than had been anticipated; for during the summer months the wind blows steadily up the river, and they were enabled to hoist their mat-sail, and bowl along before it against the stream.

Hotels and inns there were none; for Brazil does not boast of many such conveniences, except in the chief towns; so they were obliged, in travelling, to make use of an empty hut or shed, when they chanced to stop at a village, and to cook their own victuals. More frequently, however, they preferred to encamp in the woods  slinging their hammocks between the stems of the trees, and making a fire sometimes, to frighten away the jaguars, which, although seldom seen, were often heard at night. They met large canoes and montarias occasionally coming down the stream, and saw them hauled up on shore, while their owners were cooking their breakfast in the woods; and once they came upon a solitary old Indian in a very curious position. They had entered a small stream in order to procure a few turtles eggs, of which there were many in that place buried in the sand-banks. On turning a point where the stream was narrow and overhung with bushes and trees, they beheld a canoe tied to the stem of a tree, and a hammock slung between two branches overhanging the water. In this an old Indian lay extended, quite naked and fast asleep! The old fellow had grown weary with paddling his little canoe; and, finding the thicket along the rivers banks so impenetrable that he could not land, he slung his hammock over the water, and thus quietly took his siesta. A flock of paroquets were screaming like little green demons just above him, and several alligators gave him a passing glance as they floundered heavily in the water below; but the red man cared not for such trifles. Almost involuntarily Martin began to hum the popular nursery rhyme  

Hushy ba, baby, on the tree top;

When the wind blows the cradle will rock.

Arrah, if he was only two foot lower, its thirty pair o long teeth would be stuck into his flank in wan minute, or Im no prophet, said Barney, with a broad grin.

Suppose we give him a touch with the paddle in passing, suggested Martin.

At this moment Barney started up, shaded his eyes with his hand, and, after gazing for a few seconds at some object ahead of the canoe, he gave utterance to an exclamation of mingled surprise and consternation.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Great Anacondas Dinner  Barney gets a Fright  Turtles Eggs, Omelets and Alligators Tails  Senhor Antonios Plantation  Preparations for a Great Hunt.

The object which called forth the cry from our Irish friend, as related in the last chapter, was neither more nor less than a serpent of dimensions more enormous than Barney had ever before conceived of. It was upwards of sixteen feet long, and nearly as thick as a mans body; but about the neck it was three times that size. This serpent was not, indeed, of the largest size. In South America they grow to nearly forty feet in length. But it was fabulously gigantic in the eyes of our adventurers, who had never seen a serpent of any kind before.

Oh! cried Martin, eagerly, that must be an anaconda. Is it not? he inquired, turning to the old trader.

Yees; it dead, was the short reply.

So it is! cried Martin, who, on a nearer approach, observed that the brutes body was cut in two just below the swelling at the neck.

Now, did ye iver, cried Barney with increased surprise, see a sarpint with a cows horns growin out at its mouth? Put ashore, old boy; we must have a vestigation o this remarkable cratur.

The canoe was soon aground, and in another minute the three travellers busily engaged in turning over the carcass of the huge reptile, which they found, to the amazement of Martin and Barney, had actually swallowed an ox whole, with the exception of the horns, which protruded from its mouth!

After much questioning, in bad Portuguese, broken English, and remarkable signs, Martin succeeded in drawing from the old trader the information that anacondas of a large size are often in the habit of thus bolting horses and oxen at a mouthful.

There is not the slightest exaggeration in this fact. Readers who are inclined to disbelieve it may refer to the works of Wallace and Gardner on Brazil,  authorities which cannot be doubted.

The reptile commences by patiently watching, until an unfortunate animal strays near to where it is lying, when it darts upon it, encircles it in its massive coils, and crushes it to death in an instant. Then it squeezes the body and broken bones into a shapeless mass; after which it licks the carcass all over, and covers it with a thick coating of saliva. Having thus prepared its mouthful, the anaconda begins at the tail and gradually engulfs its victim, while its elastic jaws, and throat, and stomach are distended sufficiently to let it in; after which it lies in a torpid state for many weeks, till the morsel is digested, when it is ready for another meal. A horse goes down entire, but a cow sticks at the horns, which the anaconda cannot swallow. They are allowed to protrude from its mouth until they decay and drop off.

They were at a loss at first to account for the creature being killed; but the old trader suggested that it had been found in a torpid state, and slain by the Indian whom they had seen a short time ago enjoying his siesta among the trees.

Having cut it open, in order to convince themselves beyond a doubt that it had swallowed an entire ox, Martin and the old trader re-embarked in the canoe, and Barney was on the point of joining them when the bushes close beside him were slightly stirred. Looking quickly round, he beheld the head and the glittering eyes of another anaconda, apparently as large as the dead one, ready to dart upon him,  at least so he fancied; but he did not wait to give it a chance. He fled instantly, and sprang towards the boat which he nearly upset as he leaped into it, and pushed out into the stream. On reaching the middle of the river they looked back, but the anaconda was gone.

Soon after this they came to a long sandbank, where the old trader said they should find as many turtles eggs as they wished for, although to Barney and Martin there seemed to be nothing on the bank at all. The freshwater turtle of the Amazon, of which there are various species, is one of the most useful of reptiles. Its flesh supplies abundance of good food; and the eggs, besides being eaten, afford an excellent oil. The largest species grow to the length of three feet, and have a flattish oval shell of a dark colour, and quite smooth. Turtles lay their eggs about the beginning of September, when the sand-banks begin to be uncovered. They scrape deep holes for them, and cover them carefully over, beating down the sand quite flat, and walking across the place several times, for the purpose of concealment. The eggs are then left to be hatched by the heat of the sun. But alas for the poor turtles, men are too clever for them. The eggs are collected by the natives in thousands, and, when oil is to be made of them, they are thrown into a canoe, smashed and mixed up together, and left to stand, when the oil rises to the top, and is skimmed off and boiled. It keeps well, and is used both for lamps and cooking. Very few of the millions of eggs that are annually laid arrive at maturity.

When the young turtles issue forth and run to the water, there are many enemies watching for them. Great alligators open their jaws and swallow them by hundreds; jaguars come out of the forests and feed upon them; eagles and buzzards and wood-ibises are there, too, to claim their share of the feast; and, if they are fortunate enough to escape all these, there are many large and ravenous fishes ready to seize them in the stream. It seems a marvel that any escape at all.

In a few minutes the old trader scraped up about a hundred eggs, to the immense satisfaction of Martin and Barney. Then he took a bow and arrow from the bottom of the montaria, and shot a large turtle in the water, while his companions kindled a fire, intending to dine.

Only the nose of the turtle was visible above water; but the old man was so expert in the use of the bow, that he succeeded in transfixing the soft part of the animals neck with an arrow, although that part was under water. It was a large turtle, and very fat and heavy, so that it was with difficulty the trader lifted it upon his old shoulders and bore it in triumph to the spot where his companions were busily engaged with their cooking operations. Turtles are frequently shot with the arrow by the natives; they are also taken in great numbers with the hook and the net.

Dinner was soon ready. Barney concocted an immense and savoury omelet, and the old trader cooked an excellent turtle-steak, while Martin prepared a junk of jaguar meat, which he roasted, being curious to taste it, as he had been told that the Indians like it very much. It was pretty good, but not equal to the turtle-eggs. The shell of the egg is leathery, and the yolk only is eaten. The Indians sometimes eat them raw, mixed with farina. Cakes of farina, and excellent coffee, concluded their repast; and Barney declared he had never had such a satisfactory blow out in his life; a sentiment with which Martin entirely agreed, and the old trader  if one might judge from the expression of his black countenance  sympathised.

For many weeks our adventurers continued to ascend the Amazon, sometimes sailing before the wind; at other times, when it fell calm, pushing the montaria up the current by means of long poles, or advancing more easily with the paddles. Occasionally they halted for a day at the residence of a wealthy cacao planter, in order to sell him some merchandise; for which purpose the canoe was unloaded, and the bales were opened out for his inspection. Most of these planters were Brazilians, a few were Yankee adventurers, and one or two were Scotch and English; but nearly all had married Brazilian ladies, who, with their daughters, proved good customers to the old trader. Some of these ladies were extremely purty craturs, as Barney expressed it; but most of them were totally uneducated and very ignorant,  not knowing half so much as a child of seven or eight years old in more favoured lands. They were very fond of fine dresses and ornaments, of which considerable supplies were sent to them from Europe and the United States, in exchange for the valuable produce of their country. But although their dresses were fine and themselves elegant, their houses were generally very poor affairs  made of wood and thatched with broad leaves; and it was no uncommon thing to see a lady, who seemed from her gay dress to be fitted for a drawing-room, seated on an earthen floor. But there were all sorts of extremes in this strange land; for at the next place they came to, perhaps, they found a population of Negroes and Indians, and most of the grown-up people were half naked, while all the children were entirely so.

At one plantation, where they resolved to spend a few days, the owner had a pond which was much frequented by alligators. These he was in the habit of hunting periodically, for the sake of their fat, which he converted into oil. At the time of their arrival, he was on the eve of starting on a hunting expedition to the lake, which was about eight miles distant; so Barney and Martin determined to go and see the fun, as the latter said.

Martin, lad, remarked Barney, as they followed the Negro slave who had been sent by Senhor Antonio, the planter, to conduct them to the lake, while he remained behind for an hour or two to examine the bales of the old trader; this is the quarest country, I believe, that iver was made; what with bastes, and varmints, and riptiles, and traes, and bushes, and rivers, it bates all creation.

Certainly it does, Barney; and it is a pity there are so few people in it who know how to make use of the things that are scattered all around them. Im inclined to think the hermit was right when he said that they wanted the Bible. They are too far sunk in laziness and idleness to be raised up by anything else. Just look, continued Martin, glancing round, what a wonderful place this is! It seems as if all the birds and curious trees in Brazil had congregated here to meet us.

Sot does, said Barney, stopping to gaze on the scene through which they were passing, with an expression of perplexity on his face, as if he found the sight rather too much even for his comprehension. Besides the parrots and scarlet and yellow macaws, and other strange-looking birds which we have elsewhere mentioned, there were long-tailed light-coloured cuckoos flying about from tree to tree, not calling like the cuckoo of Europe at all, but giving forth a sound like the creaking of a rusty hinge; there were hawks and buzzards of many different kinds, and red-breasted orioles in the bushes, and black vultures flying overhead, and Muscovy ducks sweeping past with whizzing wings, and flocks of the great wood-ibis sailing in the air on noiseless pinions, and hundreds of other birds that it would require an ornithologist to name; and myriads of insects,  especially ants and spiders, great and small,  that no entomologist could chronicle in a life-time: all these were heard and seen at once; while of the animals that were heard, but not so often seen, there were black and spotted jaguars, and pacas, and cotias, and armadillos, and deer, and many others, that would take pages to enumerate and whole books to describe.

But the noise was the great point. That was the thing that took Martin and Barney quite aback, although it was by no means new to them; but they could not get used to it. And no wonder! Ten thousand paroquets shrieking passionately, like a hundred knife-grinders at work, is no joke; especially when their melodies are mingled with the discordant cries of herons, and bitterns, and cranes, and the ceaseless buzz and hum of insects, like the bagpipes drone, and the dismal croaking of boat-bills and frogs,  one kind of which latter, by the way, doesnt croak at all, but whistles, ay, better than many a bird! The universal hubbub is tremendous! I tell you, reader, that you dont understand it and you cant understand it; and if, after I had used the utmost excess of exaggerated language to convey a correct impression of the reality, you were to imagine that you really did understand it, you would be very lamentably mistaken  thats all!

Nevertheless, you must not run away with the idea that the whole empire of Brazil is like this. There are dark thick solitudes in these vast forests, which are solemn and silent enough at times; and there are wide grassy campos, and great sandy plains, where such sounds are absent. Yet there are also thousands of such spots as I have just described, where all nature, in earth, air, and water, is instinct with noisy animal life.

After two hours walk, Martin and his companion reached the lake, and here active preparations were making for the alligator hunt.

Is that the only place ye have to spind the night in, Sambo? said Barney to their conductor, as he pointed to a wooden shed near which some fifteen or twenty Negro slaves were overhauling the fishing tackle.

Yis, massa, answered the black, showing his white teeth; dat is de hottle of dis great city. Sambo could speak a little English, having wrought for several years on the coffee plantation of a Yankee settler. He was a bit of a wag, too, much to the indignation of his grave master, the Senhor Antonio, who abhorred jesting.

Yere too cliver, avic, said Barney, with a patronising smile; take care ye dont use up yer intellect too fast. It hurts the constitution in the long-run.

I say, Barney, cried Martin, who had gone ahead of his companions, come here, man, and just look at this pond. Its literally crammed full of alligators.

Musha, but theres more alligators than wather, I belave! exclaimed Barney.

The pond was indeed swarming with these ferocious reptiles, which were constantly thrusting their ugly snouts above the surface and then disappearing with a flourish of their powerful tails. During the rainy season this lake was much larger, and afforded ample room for its inhabitants; but at the height of the dry season, which it was at this time, there was little water, and it was much overstocked. When alligators are thus put upon short allowance of water, they frequently bury themselves in the wet mud, and lie dormant for a long time, while the water continues to retire and leaves them buried. But when the first shower of the rainy season falls, they burst open their tomb, and drag their dry bodies to the lake or river, on whose margin they went to sleep.

An hour or two later the Senhor Antonio arrived; but as it was getting dark, nothing could be done until the following morning; so they slung their hammocks under the wooden shed on the margin of the lake, and, in order to save themselves as much as possible from the bites of the tormenting mosquitoes, went to sleep with their heads tied up in their handkerchiefs, and their hands thrust into their breeches pockets! The occasional splash and snort of contending alligators, about twenty yards off, varied the monotony of the hours of darkness, while the frogs and cranes and jaguars sang their lullaby.




Chapter Sixteen.

An Alligator Hunt  Remarkable Explosions  The Rainy Season Ushered in by an Awful Resurrection.

At sunrise an expressive shout in Portuguese set the black slaves on their feet; and, after a hasty breakfast of alligator-tail and farina, they commenced operations. Alligator-tail is by no means bad food, and after the first mouthful  taken with hesitation and swallowed with difficulty,  Martin and Barney both pronounced it capital. Sambo, who had cooked the delicate morsel, and stood watching them, smacked his lips and added, Fuss rate.

All being now ready for the hunt, a number of Negroes entered the water, which was nowhere very deep, with long poles in their hands. This appeared to Martin and Barney a very reckless and dangerous thing to do, as no doubt it was. Nevertheless accidents, they were told, very rarely happened.

Sambo, who was the overseer of the party, was the first to dash up to the middle in the water. Hi, exclaimed that dingy individual, making a torrent of remarks in Portuguese, while he darted his long pole hither and thither; then, observing that Martin and Barney were gazing at him open mouthed, he shouted, Look out, boys! here im comes! Take care, ole feller, or he jump right down you throat! hiii!

As he spoke, a large alligator, having been rudely stirred up from his muddy bed, floundered on the surface of the lake, and Sambo instantly gave it a thump over the back and a blow under the ribs; which had the effect of driving it in the direction of the shore. Here a number of Negroes were ready for him; and the moment he came within reach, a coil of rope with a noose on the end of it, called a lasso, was adroitly thrown over the reptiles head: ten or twelve men then hauled the lasso and dragged it ashore amid shouts of triumph. This alligator was twenty feet long, with an enormous misshapen head and fearful rows of teeth that were terrible to behold. The monster did not submit to be captured, however, without a struggle; and the Negroes grew wild with excitement as they yelled and leaped madly about seeking to avoid its dangerous jaws and the blows of its powerful tail. After some trouble, a second lasso was thrown over the tail, which was thus somewhat restrained in its movements; and Sambo, approaching cautiously with an axe, cut a deep gash just at the root of that formidable appendage, which rendered it harmless. Hii, shouted Sambo in triumph, as he sprang towards the animals head, and inflicted a similar gash in the neck; dare, you quite finish, ole feller.

Musha but thats thrue! ejaculated Barney, who stood staring at the whole proceeding like one in a trance. Did ye iver git a bite, Sambo?

Barney received no answer, for his sable friend was already up to his waist in the water with five or six of his brethren, who were flourishing their long poles and driving the snorting alligators towards the shore, where their comrades, with lassos and harpoons, awaited them. Sometimes they harpooned the alligators, and then, fastening lassos to their heads and tails, or to a hind leg, dragged them ashore; at other times they threw the lasso over their heads at once, without taking the trouble to harpoon them. It was a terrible and a wonderful sight to witness the Negroes in the very midst of a shoal of these creatures, any one of which could have taken a man into his jaws quite easily,  whence, once between these long saw-like rows of teeth, no man could have escaped to tell how sharp they were. The creatures were so numerous that it was impossible to thrust a pole into the mud without stirring up one of them; but they were so terrified at the sudden attack and the shouts of the Negroes, that they thought only of escape.

Suddenly there arose a great cry. One of the lassos had snapt and the alligator was floundering back into the water, when Sambo rushed in up to the arm-pits, and caught the end of the rope. At the same moment two alligators made at the Negro with open jaws. It is probable that the animals went in his direction by mere accident, and would have brushed past him in blind haste; but to Martin and Barney it seemed as if the poor mans fate were sealed, and they uttered a loud shout of horror as they bounded simultaneously into the water, not knowing what to do, but being unable to restrain the impulse to spring to Sambos aid. Fortunately, however, one of the other Negroes was near Sambo. He sprang forward, and dealt the alligators two tremendous blows with his pole on their snouts, right and left, which turned them off. Then other Negroes came up, laid hold of Sambo, who would not let go his hold and was being dragged into deep water, caught the end of the rope, and in ten minutes hauled their victim to the shore, when it was quickly despatched in the usual manner.

By this time about a dozen alligators, varying from ten to twenty feet in length, had been captured; and Barney at length became so bold that he requested to be allowed to try his hand at throwing the lasso, the dexterous use of which by the Negroes had filled him with admiration. A loud burst of laughter greeted this proposal, and Sambo showed a set of teeth that might have made even the alligators envious, as he handed the Irishman a coil of line.

Now dont miss, Barney, cried Martin laughing heartily, as his comrade advanced to the edge of the lake and watched his opportunity. Mind, your credit as an expert hunter is at stake.

The Senhor Antonio stood close behind the Irishman, with his arms folded and a sarcastic smile on his countenance.

Dont send it down hims throat, yelled Sambo. Hii, dats de vay to swing um round. Stir um up, boys!  poke um up, villains, hi!

The Negroes in the water obeyed with frantic glee, and the terrified monsters surged about in all directions, so that Barney found it almost impossible to fix his attention on any particular individual. At length he made up his mind, whirled the coil round his head, discharged the noose, caught the Senhor Antonio round the neck, and jerked him violently to the ground!

There was a simultaneous pause of horror among the slaves; but it was too much for their risible faculties to withstand; with one accord they rushed howling into the water to conceal their laughter, and began to stir up and belabour the alligators with their poles, until the surface of the lake was a sheet of foam.

Meanwhile the Senhor Antonio sprang to his feet and began to bluster considerably in Portuguese; but poor Barney seemed awfully crestfallen, and the deep concern which wrinkled his face, and the genuine regret that sounded in the tones of his voice, at length soothed the indignant Brazilian, who frowned gravely, and waving his hand, as if to signify that Barney had his forgiveness, he stalked up to the shed, lighted a cigarito, and lay down in his hammock.

Well, said Martin, in an undertone, you did it that time, Barney. I verily thought the old fellow was hanged. He became quite livid in the face.

Och! bad luck to the lasso, say I. May I niver more see the swate groves o Killarney if iver I meddle with wan again.

Hii; you is fuss rate, said Sambo, as he and his comrades returned and busied themselves in cutting up the dead alligators. You beat de Niggers all to noting. Not any of dis yere chiles eber lasso Senor Antonio yet; no, neber!

It was some time before the Negroes could effectually subdue their merriment, but at length they succeeded, and applied themselves vigorously to the work of cutting out the fat. The alligators were all cut open,  a work of no small difficulty, owing to the hard scales which covered them, as with coats of mail; then the fat, which accumulates in large quantities about the intestines, was cut out and made up into packets in the skins of the smaller ones, which were taken off for this purpose.

These packets were afterwards carried to the Senhors dwelling, and the fat melted down into oil, which served for burning in lamps quite as well as train oil. The flesh of a smaller species of alligator, some of which were also taken, is considered excellent food; and, while the Negroes were engaged in their work, Barney made himself useful by kindling a large fire and preparing a savoury dish for all hands, plentifully seasoned with salt and pepper, with which condiments the country is well supplied, and of which the people are exceedingly fond.

There was also caught in this lake a large species of fish called pirarucu, which, strangely enough, found it possible to exist in spite of alligators. They were splendid creatures, from five to six feet long, and covered with large scales more than an inch in diameter, which were beautifully marked and spotted with red. These fish were most delicately flavoured, and Barney exerted his talents to the utmost in order to do them justice. Martin also did his best to prove himself a willing and efficient assistant, and cleaned and washed the pirarucu steaks and the junks of alligator-tail to admiration. In short, the exertions of the two strangers in this way quite won the hearts of the Negroes, and after dinner the Senhor Antonio had quite recovered his good humour.

While staying at this place Martin had an opportunity of seeing a great variety of the curious fish, with which the Amazon is stocked. These are so numerous that sometimes, when sailing up stream with a fair wind, they were seen leaping all round the canoe in shoals, so that it was only necessary to strike the water with the paddles in order to kill a few.

The peixe boi, or cow-fish, is one of the most curious of the inhabitants of the Amazon. It is about six feet long, and no less than five feet in circumference at its thickest part. It is a perfectly smooth, and what we may call dumpy fish, of a leaden colour, with a semicircular flat tail, and a large mouth with thick fleshy lips, resembling those of a cow. There are stiff bristles on the lips, and a few scattered hairs over the body. It has two fins just behind the head; and below these, in the females, there are two breasts, from which good white milk flows when pressure is applied. The cow-fish feeds on grass at the borders of rivers and lakes; and, when suckling its young, it carries it in its fins or flippers, and clasps the little one to its breast, just as a mother clasps her baby! It is harpooned and taken for the sake of its fat, from which oil is made. The flesh is also very good, resembling beef in quality, and it was much relished by Martin and Barney, who frequently dined on beefsteaks cut from this remarkable cow-fish.

There was also another fish which surprised our adventurers not a little, the first time they met with it. One evening Senhor Antonio had ordered a net to be thrown into the river, being desirous of procuring a few fresh fish for the use of his establishment. The Indians and Negroes soon after commenced dragging, and in a few minutes afterwards the sandy bank of the river was strewn with an immense variety of small fish, among which were a few of a larger kind. Martin and Barney became excited as they saw them leaping and spluttering about, and ran in amongst them to assist in gathering them into baskets. But scarcely had the latter advanced a few steps when there was a loud report, as if a pistol had gone off under his feet.

Hallo! exclaimed the Irishman, leaping two feet into the air. On his reaching the ground again, a similar explosion occurred, and Barney dashed aside, overturning Martin in his haste. Martins heel caught on a stone, and he fell flat on the ground, when instantly there was a report as if he had fallen upon and burst an inflated paper bag. The natives laughed loud and long, while the unfortunate couple sprang up the bank, half inclined to think that an earthquake was about to take place. The cause of their fright was then pointed out. It was a species of small fish which has the power of inflating the fore part of its body into a complete ball, and which, when stamped upon, explodes with a loud noise. There were great numbers of these scattered among the other fish, and also large quantities of a little fish armed with long spines, which inflict a serious wound when trodden upon.

At this place adventures on a small scale crowded upon our travellers so thickly that Martin began to look upon sudden surprises as a necessary of life, and Barney said that, if it wint on any longer he feared his eyebrows would get fixed near the top of his head, and niver more come down.

One evening, soon after their departure from the residence of Senhor Antonio, the old trader was sitting steering in the stern of his canoe, which was running up before a pretty stiff breeze. Martin was lying on his back, as was his wont in such easy circumstances, amusing himself with Marmoset; and Barney was reclining in the bow talking solemnly to Grampus; when suddenly the wind ceased, and it became a dead calm. The current was so strong that they could scarcely paddle against it so they resolved to go no further that night, and ran the canoe ashore on a low point of mud, intending to encamp under the trees, no human habitation being near them. The mud-bank was hard and dry, and cracked with the heat; for it was now the end of the dry season, and the river had long since retired from it.

Not a very comfortable place, Barney, said Martin, looking round, as he threw down one of the bales which he had just carried up from the canoe. Hallo! theres a hut, I declare. Come, thats a comfort anyhow.

As he spoke, Martin pointed to one of the solitary and rudely constructed huts or sheds, which the natives of the banks of the Amazon sometimes erect during the dry season, and forsake when the river overflows its banks. The hut was a very old one, and had evidently been inundated, for the floor was a mass of dry, solid mud, and the palm-leaf roof was much damaged. However, it was better than nothing, so they slung their hammocks under it, kindled a fire, and prepared supper. While they were busy discussing this meal, a few dark and ominous clouds gathered in the sky, and the old trader, glancing uneasily about him, gave them to understand that he feared the rainy season was going to begin.

Well, then, said Barney, lighting his pipe and stretching himself at full length in his hammock, with a leg swinging to and fro over one side and his head leaning over the other, as was his wont when he felt particularly comfortable in mind and body; Well then, avic, let it begin. If were sure to have it anyhow, the sooner it begins the better, to my thinkin.

I dont know that, said Martin, who was seated on a large stone beside the fire sipping a can of coffee, which he shared equally with Marmoset. The monkey sat on his shoulder gazing anxiously into his face, with an expression that seemed as if the creature were mentally exclaiming, Now me, now you; now me, now you, during the whole process. It would be better, I think, if we were in a more sheltered position before it begins. Ha! there it comes though, in earnest.

A smart shower began to fall as he spoke, and, percolating through the old root descended rather copiously on the mud floor. In a few minutes there was a heaving of the ground under their feet!

Ochone! cried Barney, taking his pipe out of his mouth and looking down with a disturbed expression, theres an arthquake, I do belave.

For a few seconds there was a dead silence.

Nonsense, whispered Martin uneasily.

Its dramin I must have been, sighed Barney, resuming his pipe.

Again the ground heaved and cracked, and Martin and the old trader had just time to spring to their feet when the mud floor of the hut burst upwards and a huge dried-up looking alligator crawled forth, as if from the bowels of the earth! It glanced up at Barney; opened its tremendous jaws, and made as if it would run at the terrified old trader; then, observing the doorway, it waddled out, and, trundling down the bank, plunged into the river and disappeared.

Barney could find no words to express his feelings, but continued to gaze, with an unbelieving expression, down into the hole, out of which the monster had come, and in which it had buried itself many weeks before, when the whole country was covered with soft mud. At that time it had probably regarded the shelter of the inundated hut as of some advantage, and had lain down to repose. The water retiring had left it there buried, and  as we have already mentioned in reference to alligators  when the first shower of the rainy season fell, it was led by instinct to burst its earthy prison, and seek its native element.

Before Barney or his companions could recover from their surprise, they had other and more urgent matters to think about. The dark clouds burst overhead, and the rain descended like a continued water-spout  not in drops but in heavy sheets and masses; the roof of the hut gave way in several places, driving them into a corner for shelter; the river began to rise rapidly, soon flooding the hut; and, when darkness overspread the land, they found themselves drenched to the skin and suspended in their hammocks over a running stream of water!

This event brought about an entire change in the aspect of nature, and was the cause of a sad and momentous era in the adventures of Martin Rattler and his companion.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Gapo  Interruptions  Grampus and Marmoset  Canoeing in the Woods  A Night on a Floating Island.

There is a peculiar and very striking feature in the character of the great Amazon, which affects the distinctive appearance of that river, and materially alters the manners and customs of those who dwell beside it. This peculiarity is the periodical overflow of its low banks; and the part thus overflowed is called the Gapo. It extends from a little above the town of Santarem up to the confines of Peru, a distance of about seventeen hundred miles; and varies in width from one to twenty miles: so that the country when inundated, assumes in many places the appearance of an extensive lake, with forest trees growing out of the water; and travellers may proceed many hundreds of miles in their canoes without once entering the main stream of the river. At this time the natives become almost aquatic animals. Several tribes of Indians inhabit the Gapo; such as the Purupurus, Muras, and others. They build small movable huts on the sandy shores during the dry season, and on rafts in the wet. They subsist on turtle, cow-fish, and the other fish with which the river abounds, and live almost entirely in their canoes; while at night they frequently sling their hammocks between the branches of trees, and sleep suspended over the deep water.

Some of the animals found in the Gapo are peculiar to it, being attracted by the fruit-trees which are found growing only there. The Indians assert that every tree that grows in the Gapo is distinct from all those that grow in other districts; and when we consider that these trees are submerged for six months every year, till they are tall enough to rise above the highest water-level, we may well believe their constitution is somewhat different from those that are reared on ordinary ground. The Indians are wonderfully expert in finding their way among the trackless mazes of the Gapo, being guided by the broken twigs and scraped bark that indicate the route followed by previous travellers.

Owing to this sudden commencement of the rainy season, the old trader resolved to return to a small village, and there spend several months. Martin and Barney were much annoyed at this; for the former was impatient to penetrate further into the interior, and the latter had firmly made up his mind to visit the diamond mines, about which he entertained the most extravagant notions. He did not, indeed, know in the least how to get to these mines, nor even in which direction they lay; but he had a strong impression that as long as he continued travelling he was approaching gradually nearer to them, and he had no doubt whatever that he would get to them at last. It was, therefore, with no small degree of impatience that they awaited the pleasure of their sable master, who explained to them that when the waters reached their height he would proceed.

Everything comes to an end, even a long story. After many weeks had passed slowly by, their sojourn in this village came to an end too. It was a dull place, very dull, and they had nothing to do; and the few poor people who lived there seemed to have very little or nothing to do. We will, therefore, pass it over, and resume our narrative at the point when the old trader announced to Barney that the flood was at its height and they would now continue their journey. They embarked once more in their old canoe with their goods and chattels, not forgetting Marmoset and Grampus, whose friendship during their inactive life had become more close than ever. This friendship was evidenced, chiefly, by the matter-of-course way in which Grampus permitted the monkey to mount his back, and ride about the village and through the woods, where dry places could be found, as long as she pleased. Marmoset was fonder of riding than walking, so that Grampus had enough to do; but he did not put himself much about. He trotted, walked, galloped, and lay down, when, and where, and as often as he chose, without any reference to the small monkey; and Marmoset held on through thick and thin, and nibbled nuts or whatever else it picked up, utterly regardless of where it was going to, or the pace at which it went. It was sharp, though, that small monkey, sharp as a needle, and had its little black eyes glancing on all sides; so that when Grampus dashed through under-wood, and the branches threatened to sweep it off, it ducked its head; or, lying flat down, shut its eyes and held on with all its teeth and four hands like a limpet to a rock. Marmoset was not careful as to her attitude on dog-back. She sat with her face to the front or rear, just as her fancy or convenience dictated.

After leaving the village they travelled for many days and nights through the Gapo. Although afloat on the waters of the Amazon, they never entered the main river after the first few days, but wound their way, in a creeping, serpentine sort of fashion, through small streams and lakes and swamps, from which the light was partially excluded by the thick foliage of the forest. It was a strange scene, that illimitable watery waste, and aroused new sensations in the breasts of our travellers. As Barney said, it made him feel quite solemn-like and eerie to travel through the woods by wather.

The canoe was forced under branches and among dense bushes, till they got into a part where the trees were loftier and a deep gloom prevailed. Here the lowest branches were on a level with the surface of the water, and many of them were putting forth beautiful flowers. On one occasion they came to a grove of small palms, which were so deep in the water that the leaves were only a few feet above the surface. Indeed they were so low that one of them caught Martins straw-hat and swept it overboard.

Hallo! stop! cried Martin, interrupting the silence so suddenly that Grampus sprang up with a growl, under the impression that game was in view; and Marmoset scampered off behind a packing-box with an angry shriek.

Whats wrong, lad? inquired Barney.

Back water, quick! my hats overboard, and theres an alligator going to snap it up. Look alive, man!

In a few seconds the canoe was backed and the straw-hat rescued from its perilous position.

Its an ill wind that blows nae guid, as the Scotch say, remarked Barney, rising in the canoe and reaching towards something among the overhanging branches. Heres wan o them trees that old black-face calls a maraja, with some splendid bunches o fruit on it. Hould yer hat Martin; theres more nor enough for supper anyhow.

As he spoke a rustling in the leaves told that monkeys were watching them, and Marmoset kept peeping up as if she half expected they might be relations. But the moment the travellers caught sight of them they bounded away screaming.

Having gathered as much fruit as they required, they continued their voyage, and presently emerged into the pleasant sunshine in a large grassy lake, which was filled with lilies and beautiful water-plants, little yellow bladder-worts, with several other plants of which they knew not the names; especially one with a thick swollen stalk, curious leaves, and bright blue flowers. This lake was soon passed, and they again entered into the gloomy forest and paddled among the lofty trunks of the trees, which rose like massive columns out of the deep water. There was enough of animal life there, however, to amuse and interest them. The constant plash of falling fruit showed that birds were feeding overhead. Sometimes a flock of parrots or bright blue chatterers swept from tree to tree, or a trogon swooped at a falling bunch of fruit and caught it ere it reached the water; while ungainly toucans plumped clumsily down upon the branches, and sat, in striking contrast, beside the lovely pompadours, with their claret-coloured plumage and delicate white wings.

Vieing with these birds in splendour were several large bright-yellow flowers of the creeping-plants, which twined round the trees. Some of these plants had white, spotted, and purple blossoms; and there was one splendid species, called by the natives the flor de Santa Anna  the flower of Saint Ann  which emitted a delightful odour and was four inches in diameter.

Having traversed this part of the wood, they once more emerged upon the main stream of the Amazon. It was covered with waterfowl. Large logs of trees and numerous floating islands of grass were sailing down; and on these sat hundreds of white gulls, demurely and comfortably voyaging to the ocean; for the sea would be their final resting-place if they sat on these logs and islands until they descended several hundreds of miles of the great river.

I wish, said Martin, after a long silence, during which the travellers had been gazing on the watery waste as they paddled up stream I wish that we could fall in with solid land, where we might have something cooked. Im desperately hungry now; but I dont see a spot of earth large enough for a mosquito to rest his foot on.

Well jist have to take to farhina and wather, remarked Barney, laying down his paddle and proceeding leisurely to light his pipe. Its a blissin weve got baccy, any how. Tis mesilf that could niver git on without it.

I wish you joy of it, Barney. It may fill your mouth, but it cant stop your hunger.

Och, boy, its little ye know! Sure it stops the cravins o hunger, and kapes yer stumick from callin out for iver, till ye fall in with somethin to ate.

It does not seem to stop the mouth then, Barney, for you call out for grub oftener than I do; and then you say that you couldnt get on without it; so youre a slave to it old boy. I wouldnt be a slave to anything if I could help it.

Martin, lad, yere gittin deep. Take care now, or yell be in mettlefeesics soon. I say, ould black-face,  Barney was not on ceremony with the old trader, is there no land in thim parts at all?

No, not dis night.

Och, then, well have to git up a tree and try to cook somethin there; for Im not goin to work on flour and wather. Hallo! hould on! Theres an island, or the portrait o wan! Port your helm, Naygur! hard sport! Dye hear?

The old man heard, but, as usual, paid no attention to the Irishmans remarks; and the canoe would have passed straight on, had not Barney used his bow-paddle so energetically that he managed to steer her, as he expressed it, by the nose, and ran her against a mass of floating logs which had caught firmly in a thicket and were so covered with grass and broken twigs as to have very much the appearance of a real island. Here they landed, so to speak, kindled a small fire, made some coffee, roasted a few fish, baked several cakes, and were soon as happy and comfortable as hungry and wearied men usually are when they obtain rest and food.

This is what I call jolly, remarked Barney.

Whats jolly? inquired Martin.

Why this, to be sure,  grub to begin with, and a smoke and a convanient snooze in prospect.

The hopes which Barney cherished, however, were destined to be blighted, at least in part. To the victuals he did ample justice; the pipe was delightful, and in good working order; but when they lay down to repose, they were attacked by swarms of stinging ants, which the heat of the fire had driven out of the old logs. These and mosquitoes effectually banished sleep from their eye-lids, and caused them to reflect very seriously, and to state to each other more than once very impressively, that with all their beauties and wonders, tropical lands had their disadvantages, and there was no place like the ould country, after all.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Sad and Momentous Era referred to at the Close of the Chapter Preceding the Last.

One sultry evening, many weeks after our travellers had passed the uncomfortable night on the floating island in the Gapo, they came to a place where the banks of the river rose boldly up in rugged rocks and hemmed in the waters of the Amazon, which were by this time somewhat abated. Here they put ashore, intending to kindle their fire and encamp for the night, having been up and hard at work since day-break.

The evening was calm and beautiful, and the troublesome insects not so numerous as usual,  probably owing to the nature of the ground. One or two monkeys showed themselves for a moment, as if to inquire who was there, and then ran away screaming; a porcupine also crossed their path, and several small bright snakes, of a harmless species, glided over the rocks, and sought refuge among the small bushes; but beyond these there were few of the sights and sounds that were wont to greet them in the forest.

I think things look well to-night, remarked Martin as he threw down a bundle of sticks which he had gathered for the fire; we shall have a comfortable snooze for certain, if the mosquitoes dont wake up.

Im not so sure of that, replied Barney, striking a light with flint and steel and stooping to puff the smouldering spark into a flame. Ive larned by exparience that ye niver can be  puff  sure o nothin in this  puff  remarkable country. Jist look at Darkey now, continued the Irishman, sitting down on a stone before the fire, which now began to kindle up, and stuffing the tobacco into his pipe with his little finger. There he is, a livin Naygur, a-liftin of the provision-bag out o the canoe. Well, if he was all of a suddent to turn into Marmoset, an swaller himself, an then jump down the throat of Grampus, and the whole consarn, canoe and all, to disappear, I dont think that I would be much surprised.

Would you not, Barney? I suspect that I should be, a little, under the circumstances; perhaps the old Nigger would be more so.

Niver a taste, continued Barney. Ye see, if that was to happen, I would then know that it was all a drame. Ive more than wance expected to wake up since I comed into furrin parts; the only thing that kapes me in doubt about it is the baccy.

How so, Barney?

Why, bekase it tastes so rael, good luck to it! that I cant git myself to think its only a drame. Jist look, now, he continued, in the same tone of voice; if it wasnt a drame, how could I see sich a thing as that standin on the rock over there?

Martin glanced towards the spot pointed out by his friend, and immediately started up with surprise. Hallo! Barney, thats no dream, Ill vouch for it. Hes an Indian, and a very ugly one too, I declare. I say, old fellow, do you know what sort of savage that is?

Not know, answered the trader, glancing uneasily at the stranger.

He might have the dacency to put on more close, anyhow, muttered Barney, as he gazed inquiringly at the savage.

The being who had thus appeared so suddenly before the travellers belonged to one of the numerous tribes of Indians inhabiting the country near the head-waters of some of the chief tributaries of the Amazon. He was almost entirely naked, having merely a scanty covering on his loins; and carried a small quiver full of arrows at his back, and what appeared to be a long spear in his hand. His figure was strongly but not well formed; and his face, which was of a dark copper hue, was disfigured in a most remarkable manner. A mass of coarse black hair formed the only covering to his head. His cheeks were painted with curious marks of jet black. But the most remarkable points about him were the huge pieces of wood which formed ornaments in his ears and under lip. They were round and flat like the wooden wheel of a toy-cart, about half an inch thick, and larger than an old-fashioned watch. These were fitted into enormous slits made in the ears and under lip, and the latter projected more than two inches from his mouth! Indeed, the cut that had been made to receive this ornament was so large that the lip had been almost cut off altogether, and merely hung by each corner of his mouth! The aspect of the man was very hideous, and it was by no means improved when, having recovered from his surprise at unexpectedly encountering strangers, he opened his mouth to the full extent and uttered a savage yell.

The cry was answered immediately. In a few minutes a troop of upwards of thirty savages sprang from the woods, and, ascending the rock on which their comrade stood, gazed down on the travellers in surprise, and, by their movements, seemed to be making hasty preparations for an attack.

By this time Barney had recovered his self-possession, and became thoroughly convinced of the reality of the apparition before him. Drawing his pistol hastily from his belt, he caught up a handful of gravel, wherewith he loaded it to the muzzle, ramming down the charge with a bit of mandioca-cake in lieu of a wad; then drawing his cutlass he handed it to Martin, exclaiming, Come, lad, were in for it now. Take you the cutlass and Ill try their skulls with the butt o my pistol: it has done good work before now in that way. If theres no more o the blackguards in the background well bate them aisy.

Martin instinctively grasped the cutlass, and there is no doubt that, under the impulse of that remarkable quality, British valour, which utterly despises odds, they would have hurled themselves recklessly upon the savages, when the horrified old trader threw himself on Barneys neck and implored him not to fight; for if he did they would all be killed, and if he only kept quiet the savages would perhaps do them no harm. At the same moment about fifty additional Indians arrived upon the scene of action. This, and the old mans earnest entreaties, induced them to hesitate for an instant, and, before they could determine what to do, they were surprised by some of the savages, who rushed upon them from behind and took them prisoners. Barney struggled long and fiercely, but he was at length overpowered by numbers. The pistol, which missed fire, was wrenched from his grasp, and his hands were speedily bound behind his back. Martin was likewise disarmed and secured; not, however, before he made a desperate slash at one of the savages, which narrowly missed his skull, and cut away his lip ornament.

As for the old trader, he made no resistance at all, but submitted quietly to his fate. The savages did not seem to think it worth their while to bind him. Grampus bounced and barked round the party savagely, but did not attack; and Marmoset slept in the canoe in blissful ignorance of the whole transaction.

The hands of the two prisoners being firmly bound, they were allowed to do as they pleased; so they sat down on a rock in gloomy silence, and watched the naked savages as they rifled the canoe and danced joyfully round the treasures which their active knives and fingers soon exposed to view. The old trader took things philosophically. Knowing that it was absolutely impossible to escape, he sat quietly down on a stone, rested his chin on his hands, heaved one or two deep sighs, and thereafter seemed to be nothing more than an ebony statue.

The ransacking of the canoe and appropriating of its contents occupied the savages but a short time, after which they packed everything up in small bundles, which they strapped upon their backs. Then, making signs to their prisoners to rise, they all marched away into the forest. Just as they were departing, Marmoset observing that she was about to be left behind, uttered a frantic cry, which brought Grampus gambolling to her side. With an active bound the monkey mounted its charger, and away they went into the forest in the track of the band of savages.

During the first part of their march Martin and Barney were permitted to walk beside each other, and they conversed in low, anxious tones.

Surely, said Barney, as they marched along surrounded by Indians, thim long poles the savages have got are not spears; I dont see no point to them.

And whats more remarkable, added Martin, is that they all carry quivers full of arrows, but none of them have bows.

Theres a raison for iverything, said Barney, pointing to one of the Indians in advance; that fellow explains the mystery.

As he spoke, the savage referred to lowered the pole, which seemed to be about thirteen feet long, and pushing an arrow into a hole in the end of it, applied it to his mouth. In another moment the arrow flew through the air and grazed a bird that was sitting on a branch hard by.

Tis a blow-pipe, and no mistake! cried Barney.

And a poisoned arrow, Im quite sure, added Martin; for it only ruffled the birds feathers, and see, it has fallen to the ground.

Och, then, but wed have stood a bad chance in a fight if thims the wipons they use. Och, the dirty spalpeens! Martin, dear, were done for. Theres no chance for us at all.

This impression seemed to take such deep hold of Barneys mind, that his usually reckless and half jesting disposition was completely subdued, and he walked along in gloomy silence, while a feeling of deep dejection filled the heart of his young companion.

The blow-pipe which these Indians use is an ingeniously contrived weapon. It is made from a species of palm-tree. When an Indian wants one, he goes into the woods and selects a tree with a long slender stem of less than an inch in diameter; he extracts the pith out of this, and then cuts another stem, so much larger than the first that he can push the small tube into the bore of the large one,  thus the slight bend in one is counteracted by the other, and a perfectly straight pipe is formed. The mouth-piece is afterwards neatly finished off. The arrows used are very short, having a little ball of cotton at the end to fill the tube of the blow-pipe. The points are dipped in a peculiar poison, which has the effect of producing death when introduced into the blood by a mere scratch of the skin. The Indians can send these arrows an immense distance, and with unerring aim, as Martin and Barney had many an opportunity of witnessing during their long and weary journey on foot to the forest-home of the savages.




Chapter Nineteen.

Worse and Worse  Everything seems to go Wrong together.

Although the Indians did not maltreat the unfortunate strangers who had thus fallen into their hands, they made them proceed by forced marches through the wilderness; and as neither Barney nor Martin had been of late much used to long walks, they felt the journey very severely. The old trader had been accustomed to everything wretched and unfortunate and uncomfortable from his childhood, so he plodded onward in silent indifference.

The country through which they passed became every day more and more rugged, until at length it assumed the character of a wild mountainous district. Sometimes they wound their way in a zig-zag manner up the mountain sides, by paths so narrow that they could scarcely find a foot-hold. At other times they descended into narrow valleys where they saw great numbers of wild animals of various kinds, some of which the Indians killed for food. After they reached the mountain district they loosed the hands of their prisoners, in order to enable them to climb more easily. Indeed in many places they had to scramble so carefully that it would have been impossible for any one to climb with his hands tied behind his back. But the Indians knew full well that they ran no risk of losing their prisoners; for if they had attempted to escape, dozens of their number were on the watch, before, behind, and on either side, ready to dart away in pursuit. Moreover, Barney had a feeling of horror at the bare idea of the poisoned arrows, that effectually prevented him from making the smallest attempt at escape. With a cutlass or a heavy stick he would have attacked the whole tribe single-handed, and have fought till his brains were knocked out; but when he thought of the small arrows that would pour upon him in hundreds if he made a dash for the woods, and the certain death that would follow the slightest scratch, he discarded all idea of rebellion.

One of the animals killed by the Indians at this time was a black jaguar,  a magnificent animal, and very fierce. He was discovered crouching in a thicket backed by a precipice, from which he could only escape by charging through the ranks of his enemies. He did it nobly. With a roar that rebounded from the face of the high cliff and echoed through the valley like a peal of thunder, he sprang out and rushed at the savages in front, who scattered like chaff right and left. But at the same instant fifty blow-pipes sent their poisoned shafts into his body, and, after a few convulsive bounds, the splendid monarch of the American forests fell dead on the ground. The black jaguar is a somewhat rare animal, and is very seldom seen. This one was therefore hailed as a great prize, and the skin and claws were carefully preserved.

On the afternoon of the same day the party came to a broad stream, over which they, or some other of the numerous tribes in the country, had constructed a very simple and curious bridge. It was a single rope attached to an immense mass of rock on one side and to the stem of a large tree on the other. On this tight-rope was fastened a simple loop of cord, so constructed that it could encircle the waist of a man and at the same time traverse from one end of the tight-rope to the other. Barney put on a comical frown when he came to this and saw the leader of the party rest his weight in the loop, and, clinging with hands and legs to the long rope, work himself slowly across.

Arrah! its well for us, Martin, that were used to goin aloft, said he, or that same bridge would try our narves a little.

So it would, Barney. Ive seldom seen a more uncomfortable-looking contrivance. If we lost our hold we should first be dashed to pieces on the rocks, and then be drowned in the river.

Difficult though the passage seemed, however, it was soon accomplished by the active savages in safety. The only one of the party likely to be left behind was Grampus; whom his master, after much entreaty in dumb-show, was permitted to carry over by tying him firmly to his shoulders. Marmoset crossed over walking, like a tight-rope dancer, being quite au fait at such work. Soon after they came to another curious bridge over a ravine. It had been constructed by simply felling two tall trees on the edge of it in such a manner that they fell across. They were bound together with the supple vines that grew there in profusion. Nature had soon covered the whole over with climbing-plants and luxuriant verdure; and the bridge had become a broad and solid structure, over which the whole party marched with perfect ease. Several such bridges were crossed, and also a few of the rope kind, during the journey.

After many weeks constant travelling, the Indians came to a beautiful valley one evening just about sunset  and began to make the usual preparations for encamping. The spot they selected was a singular one. It was the foot of a rocky gorge, up which might be seen trees and bushes mingled with jagged rocks and dark caverns, with a lofty sierra or mountain range in the background. In front was the beautiful valley which they had just crossed. On a huge rock there grew a tree of considerable size, the roots of which projected beyond the rock several yards, and then, bending downwards, struck into the ground. Creeping-plants had twined thickly among the roots, and thus formed a sort of lattice-work which enclosed a large space of ground. In this natural arbour the chiefs of the Indians took up their quarters and kindled their fire in the centre of it, while the main body of the party pitched their camp outside. The three prisoners were allotted a corner in the arbour; and, after having supped, they spread their ponchos on a pile of ferns, and found themselves very snug indeed.

Martin, said Barney, gravely, as he smoked his pipe and patted the head of his dog, dye know, Im beginning to feel tired o the company o thim naked rascals, and Ive been revolvin in my mind what we should do to escape. Moreover, Ive comed to a conclusion.

And whats that? inquired Martin.

That its unpossble to escape at all, and I dont know what to do.

Thats not a satisfactory conclusion Barney. I, too, have been cogitating a good deal about these Indians, and it is my opinion that they have been on a war expedition, for Ive noticed that several of them have been wounded; and, besides, I cannot fancy what else could take them so far from home.

True, Martin, true. I wonder what they intind to do with us. They dont mean to kill us, anyhow; for if they did they would niver take the trouble to bring us here. Ochone! me hearts beginnin to go down altogether; for we are miles and miles away from anywhere now, and I dont know the direction o no place whatsumdiver.

Never mind, Barney, cheer up, said Martin with a smile; if they dont kill us thats all we need care about. Im sure we shall manage to escape somehow or other in the long-run.

While they thus conversed the old trader spread his poncho over himself and was soon sound asleep; while the Indians, after finishing supper, held an animated conversation. At times they seemed to be disputing, and spoke angrily and with violent gesticulations, glancing now and then at the corner where their prisoners lay.

Its my belafe, whispered Barney, that theyre spakin about us. Im afeard they dont mean us any good. Och but if I wance had my pistol and the ould cutlass. Well, well, its of no manner o use frettin. Good night Martin, good night!

The Irishman knocked the ashes out of his pipe, turned his face to the wall, and, heaving a deep sigh, speedily forgot his cares in sleep. The Indians also lay down, the camp-fires died slowly out; and the deep breathing of the savages alone betokened the presence of man in that lone wilderness.

Barneys forebodings proved to be only too well founded; for next morning, instead of pursuing their way together, as usual, the savages divided their forces into two separate bands, placing the Irishman and the old trader in the midst of one, and Martin Rattler with the other.

Surely theyre niver goin to part us, Martin, said Barney with a careworn expression on his honest countenance that indicated the anxious suspicions in his heart.

I fear it much, replied Martin with a startled look, as he watched the proceedings of the Indians. We must fight now, Barney, if we should die for it. We must not be separated.

Martin spoke with intense fervour and gazed anxiously in the face of his friend. A dark frown had gathered there. The sudden prospect of being forcibly torn from his young companion, whom he regarded with almost a mothers tenderness, stirred his enthusiastic and fiery temperament to its centre, and he gazed wildly about, as if for some weapon. But the savages anticipated his intention; ere he could grasp any offensive weapon two of their number leaped upon him, and at the same moment Martins arms were pinioned in a powerful grasp.

Och, ye murderin blackguards! cried Barney, hitting out right and left, and knocking down a savage at each blow. Now or niver! come on, ye kangaroos!

A general rush was made upon the Irishman, who was fairly overturned by the mass of men. Martin struggled fiercely to free himself, and would have succeeded had not two powerful Indians hastened to the help of the one who had first seized him. Despite his frantic efforts, he was dragged forcibly up the mountain gorge, the echoes of which rang with his cries as he shouted despairingly the name of his friend. Barney fought like a tiger; but he could make no impression on such numbers. Although at least a dozen Indians lay around him bleeding and stunned by the savage blows of his fists,  a species of warfare which was entirely new to them,  fresh savages crowded round. But they did not wish to kill him, and numerous though they were, they found it no easy matter to secure so powerful a man; and when Martin turned a last despairing glance towards the camp, ere a turn in the path shut it out from view, the hammer-like fists of his comrade were still smashing down the naked creatures who danced like monkeys round him, and the warlike shouts of his stentorian voice reverberated among the cliffs and caverns of the mountain pass long after he was hid from view.

Thus Martin and Barney were separated in the wild regions near the Sierra dos Parecis of Brazil.




Chapter Twenty.

Martin reflects much, and forms a Firm Resolve  The Indian Village.

When the mind has been overwhelmed by some sudden and terrible calamity, it is long ere it again recovers its wonted elasticity. An aching void seems to exist in the heart, and a dead weight appears to press upon the brain, so that ordinary objects make but little impression, and the soul seems to turn inwards and brood drearily upon itself. The spirit of fun and frolic, that had filled Martin Rattlers heart ever since he landed in Brazil, was now so thoroughly and rudely crushed, that he felt as if it were utterly impossible that he should ever smile again.

He had no conception of the strength of his affection for the rough, hearty sailor, who had until now been the faithful and good-humoured companion of his wanderings. As Barney had himself said on a former occasion, his life up till this period had been a pleasant and exciting dream. But he was now awakened rudely to the terrible reality of his forlorn position; and the more he thought of it the more hopeless and terrible it appeared to be.

He knew not in what part of Brazil he was; he was being hurried apparently deeper into these vast solitudes by savages who were certainly not friendly, and of whose language he knew not a word; and worst of all, he was separated perhaps for ever from the friend, on whom, all unconsciously to himself, he had so long leaned for support in all their difficulties and dangers. Even though he and Barney should succeed in escaping from the Indians, he felt  and his heart was overwhelmed at the thought  that in such a vast country there was not the shadow of a chance that they should find each other. Under the deep depression produced by these thoughts Martin wandered on wearily, as if in a dream  taking no interest in anything that occurred by the way. At length, after several days fatiguing journey over mountains and plains, they arrived at the Indian village.

Here the warriors were received with the utmost joy by the wives and children whom they had left behind, and for a long time Martin was left almost entirely to do as he pleased. A few days before, his bonds had been removed, and once or twice he thought of attempting to escape; but whenever he wandered a little further than usual into the woods, he found that he was watched and followed by a tall and powerful savage, whose duty it evidently was to see that the prisoner did not escape. The fearful idea now entered Martins mind that he was reserved for torture, and perhaps a lingering death; for he had read that many savage nations treated their prisoners in this cruel manner, for the gratification of the women who had lost relations in the war. But as no violence was offered to him in the meantime, and he had as much farina and fruit to eat as he could use, his mind gradually became relieved, and he endeavoured as much as possible to dismiss the terrible thought altogether.

The Indian village occupied a lovely situation at the base of a gentle hill or rising ground, the summit of which was clothed with luxuriant trees and shrubs. The huts were of various shapes and sizes, and very simple in construction. They were built upon the bare ground; some were supported by four corner posts, twelve or fifteen feet high, and from thirty to forty feet long, the walls being made of thin laths connected with wicker-work, and plastered with clay. The doors were made of palm-leaves, and the roofs were covered with the same material, or with maize straw. Other huts were made almost entirely of palm-leaves and tent-shaped in form; and, while a few were enclosed by walls, the most of the square ones had one or more sides entirely open. In the large huts several families dwelt together, and each family had a hearth and a portion of the floor allotted to it. The smoke from their fires was allowed to find its way out by the doors and chinks in the roofs, as no chimneys were constructed for its egress.

The furniture of each hut was very simple. It consisted of a few earthen pots; baskets made of palm-leaves, which were filled with Spanish potatoes, maize, mandioca-roots, and various kinds of wild fruits; one or two drinking vessels; the hollow trunk of a tree, used for pounding maize in; and several dishes which contained the colours used by the Indians in painting their naked bodies,  a custom which was very prevalent amongst them. Besides these things, there were bows, arrows, spears, and blow-pipes in abundance; and hammocks hung from various posts, elevated about a foot from the ground. These hammocks were made of cotton cords, and served the purpose of tables, chairs, and beds.

The ground in the immediate neighbourhood of the village was laid out in patches, in which were cultivated mandioca-roots, maize, and other plants useful for domestic purposes. In front of the village there was an extensive valley, through which a small river gurgled with a pleasant sound. It was hemmed in on all sides by wooded mountains, and was so beautifully diversified by scattered clusters of palms, and irregular patches of undulating grassy plains, all covered with a rich profusion of tropical flowers and climbing-plants, that it seemed to Martin more like a magnificent garden than the uncultivated forest  only far more rich and lovely and picturesque than any artificial garden could possibly be. When the sun shone in full splendour on this valley  as it almost always did!  it seemed as if the whole landscape were on the point of bursting into flames of red and blue, and green and gold; and when Martin sat under the shade of a tamarind-tree and gazed long upon the enchanting scene, his memory often reverted to the Eden of which he used to read in the Bible at home, and he used to wonder if it were possible that the sun and flowers and trees could be more lovely in the time when Adam walked with God in Paradise.

Martin was young then, and he did not consider, although he afterwards came to know, that it was not the beauty of natural objects, but the presence and favour of God and the absence of sin, that rendered the Garden of Eden a paradise. But these thoughts always carried him back to dear old Aunt Dorothy and the sweet village of Ashford; and the Brazilian paradise was not unfrequently obliterated in tears while he gazed, and turned into a vale of weeping. Ay, he would have given that magnificent valley,  had it been his own, ten times over, in exchange for one more glance at the loved faces and the green fields of home.

Soon after his arrival at the Indian village Martin was given to understand, by signs, that he was to reside with a particular family, and work every day in the maize and mandioca fields, besides doing a great deal of the drudgery of the hut; so that he now knew he was regarded as a slave by the tribe into whose hands he had fallen. It is impossible to express the bitterness of his feelings at this discovery, and for many weeks he went about his work scarcely knowing what he did, and caring little, when the hot sun beat on him so fiercely that he could hardly stand, whether he lived or died. At length, however, he made up his mind firmly to attempt his escape. He was sitting beneath the shade of his favourite resort, the tamarind-tree, when he made this resolve. Longing thoughts of home had been strong upon him all that day, and desire for the companionship of Barney had filled his heart to bursting; so that the sweet evening sunshine and the beautiful vale over which his eyes wandered, instead of affording him pleasure, seemed but to mock his misery. It was a lesson that all must learn sooner or later, and one we would do well to think upon before we learn it, that sunshine in the soul is not dependent on the sunshine of this world, and when once the clouds descend, the brightest beams of all that earth contains cannot pierce them,  God alone can touch these dark clouds with the finger of love and mercy, and say again, as He said of old, Let there be light.

A firm purpose, formed with heart and will, is cheering and invigorating to a depressed mind. No sooner did the firm determination to escape or die enter into Martins heart, than he sprang from his seat, and, falling on his knees, prayed to God, in the name of our Redeemer, for help and guidance. He had not the least idea of how he was to effect his escape, or of what he intended to do. All he knew was that he had made up his mind to do so, if God would help him. And under the strength of that resolve he soon recovered much of his former cheerfulness of disposition, and did his work among the savages with a degree of energy that filled them with surprise and respect. From that day forth he never ceased to revolve in his mind every imaginable and unimaginable plan of escape, and to watch every event or circumstance, no matter how trifling, that seemed likely to aid him in his purpose.

Seeing that he was a very strong and active fellow, and that he had become remarkably expert in the use of the bow and the blow-pipe, the Indians now permitted Martin to accompany them frequently on their short hunting expeditions, so that he had many opportunities of seeing more of the wonderful animals and plants of the Brazilian forests, in the studying of which he experienced great delight. Moreover, in the course of a few months he began to acquire a smattering of the Indian language, and was not compelled to live in constant silence, as had been the case at first. But he carefully avoided the formation of any friendships with the youths of the tribe, although many of them seemed to desire it, considering that his doing so might in some way or other interfere with the execution of his great purpose. He was civil and kind to them all, however, though reserved; and, as time wore away, he enjoyed much more liberty than was the case at first. Still, however, he was watched by the tall savage, who was a surly, silent fellow, and would not be drawn into conversation. Indeed he did not walk with Martin, but followed him wherever he went during his hours of leisure, at a distance of a few hundred yards, moving when his prisoner moved, and stopping when he halted, so that Martin at last began to regard him more as a shadow than a man.




Chapter Twenty One.

Savage Feasts and Ornaments  Martin grows Desperate, and makes a Bold Attempt to escape.

Hunting and feasting were the chief occupations of the men of the tribe, with whom Martin sojourned. One day Martin was told that a great feast was to take place, and he was permitted to attend. Accordingly, a little before the appointed time he hastened to the large hut, in and around which the festivities were to take place, in order to witness the preparations.

The first thing that struck him was that there seemed to be no preparations making for eating; and on inquiry he was told that they did not meet to eat, they met to drink and dance,  those who were hungry might eat at home. The preparations for drinking were made on an extensive scale by the women, a number of whom stood round a large caldron, preparing its contents for use. These women wore very little clothing, and their bodies, besides being painted in a fantastic style, were also decorated with flowers and feathers. Martin could not help feeling that, however absurd the idea of painting the body was, it had at least the good effect of doing away to some extent with the idea of nakedness; for the curious patterns and devices gave to the Indians the appearance of being clothed in tights,  and, at any rate, he argued mentally, paint was better than nothing. Some of the flowers were artificially constructed out of beetles wings, shells, fish-scales, and feathers, and were exquisitely beautiful, as well as gorgeous.

One of the younger women struck Martin as being ultra-fashionable in her paint. Her black shining hair hung like a cloak over her reddish-brown shoulders, and various strange drawings and figures ornamented her face and breast. On each cheek she had a circle, and over that two strokes; under the nose were four red spots; from the corners of her mouth to the middle of each cheek were two parallel lines, and below these several upright stripes; on various parts of her back and shoulders were curiously entwined circles, and the form of a snake was depicted in vermilion down each arm. Unlike the others, she wore no ornament except a simple necklace of monkeys teeth. This beauty was particularly active in manufacturing the intoxicating drink, which is prepared thus:  

A quantity of maize was pounded in the hollow trunk of a tree, and put into an earthen pot, where it was boiled in a large quantity of water. Then the women took the coarsely ground and boiled flour out of the water, chewed it in their mouths for a little, and put it into the pot again! By this means the decoction began to ferment and became intoxicating. It was a very disgusting method, yet it is practised by many Indian tribes in America; and, strange to say, also by some of the South Sea islanders, who, of course, could not have learned it from these Indians.

When this beverage was ready, the chief, a tall, broad-shouldered man, whose painted costume and ornaments were most elaborate, stepped up to the pot and began a strange series of incantations, which he accompanied by rattling a small wooden instrument in his hand; staring all the time at the earthen pot, as if he half expected it to run away; and dancing slowly round it as if to prevent such a catastrophe from taking place. The oftener the song was repeated the more solemn and earnest became the expression of his face and the tones of his voice. The rest of the Indians, who were assembled to the number of several hundreds, stood motionless round the pot, staring at him intently without speaking, and only now and then, when the voice and actions of the chief became much excited, they gave vent to a sympathetic howl.

After this had gone on for some time, the chief seized a drinking-cup, or cuja, which he gravely dipped into the pot and took a sip. Then the shaking of the rattle and the monotonous song began again. The chief next took a good pull at the cup and emptied it; after which he presented it to his companions, who helped themselves at pleasure; and the dance and monotonous music became more furious and noisy the longer the cup went round.

When the cup had circulated pretty freely among them, their dances and music became more lively; but they were by no means attractive. After he had watched them a short time, Martin left the festive scene with a feeling of pity for the poor savages; and as he thought upon their low and debased condition he recalled to mind the remark of his old friend the hermit, They want the Bible in Brazil.

During his frequent rambles in the neighbourhood of the Indian village, Martin discovered many beautiful and retired spots, to which he was in the habit of going in the evenings after his daily labours were accomplished, accompanied, as usual, at a respectful distance, by his vigilant friend the tall savage. One of his favourite resting-places was at the foot of a banana-tree, which grew on the brow of a stupendous cliff, about a mile distant from the hut, in which he dwelt. From this spot he had a commanding view of the noble valley and the distant mountains. These mountains now seemed to the poor boy to be the ponderous gates of his beautiful prison; for he had been told by one of his Indian friends that on the other side of them were great campos and forests, beyond which dwelt many Portuguese, while still further on was a great lake without shores, which was the end of the world. This, Martin was convinced, must be the Atlantic Ocean; for, upon inquiry, he found that many months of travel must be undergone ere it could be reached. Moreover, he knew that it could not be the Pacific, because the sun rose in that direction.

Sauntering away to his favourite cliff, one fine evening towards sunset he seated himself beneath the banana-tree and gazed longingly at the distant mountains, whose sharp summits glittered in the ruddy glow. He had long racked his brain in order to devise some method of escape, but hitherto without success. Wherever he went the shadow followed him, armed with the deadly blow-pipe; and he knew that even if he did succeed in eluding his vigilance and escaping into the woods, hundreds of savages would turn out and track him, with unerring certainty, to any hiding place. Still the strength of his stern determination sustained him; and, at each failure in his efforts to devise some means of effecting his purpose, he threw off regret with a deep sigh, and returned to his labour with a firmer step, assured that he should eventually succeed.

As he sat there on the edge of the precipice, he said, half aloud, What prevents me from darting suddenly on that fellow and knocking him down?

This was a question that might have been easily answered. No doubt he was physically capable of coping with the man, for he had now been upwards of a year in the wilderness, and was in his sixteenth year, besides being unusually tall and robust for his age. Indeed he looked more like a full-grown man than a stripling; for hard, incessant toil, had developed his muscles and enlarged his frame, and his stirring life, combined latterly with anxiety, had stamped a few of the lines of manhood on his sunburnt countenance. But, although he could have easily overcome the Indian, he knew that he would be instantly missed; and, from what he had seen of the powers of the savages in tracking wild animals to their dens in the mountains, he felt that he could not possibly elude them except by stratagem.

Perplexed and wearied with unavailing thought and anxiety, Martin pressed his hands to his forehead and gazed down the perpendicular cliff, which was elevated fully a hundred feet above the plain below. Suddenly he started and clasped his hands upon his eyes, as if to shut out some terrible object from his sight. Then, creeping cautiously towards the edge of the cliff, he gazed down, while an expression of stern resolution settled upon his pale face.

And well might Martins cheek blanch, for he had hit upon a plan of escape which, to be successful, required that he should twice turn a bold, unflinching face on death. The precipice, as before mentioned, was fully a hundred feet high, and quite perpendicular. At the foot of it there flowed a deep and pretty wide stream, which, just under the spot where Martin stood, collected in a deep black pool, where it rested for a moment ere it rushed on its rapid course down the valley. Over the cliff and into that pool Martin made up his mind to plunge, and so give the impression that he had fallen over and been drowned. The risk he ran in taking such a tremendous leap was very great indeed, but that was only half the danger he must encounter.

The river was one of a remarkable kind, of which there are one or two instances in South America. It flowed down the valley between high rocks, and, a few hundred yards below the pool, it ran straight against the face of a precipice and there terminated to all appearance; but a gurgling vortex in the deep water at the base of the cliff, and the disappearance of everything that entered it, showed that the stream found a subterranean passage. There was no sign of its re-appearance, however, in all the country round. In short the river was lost in the bowels of the earth.

From the pool to the cliff where the river was engulfed the water ran like a mill-race, and there was no spot on either bank where any one could land, or even grasp with his hand, except one. It was a narrow, sharp rock, that jutted out about two feet from the bank, quite close to the vortex of the whirlpool. This rock was Martins only hope. To miss it would be certain destruction. But if he should gain a footing on it he knew that he could climb by a narrow fissure into a wild, cavernous spot, which it was exceedingly difficult to reach from any other point. A bend in the river concealed this rock and the vortex from the place whereon he stood, so that he hoped to be able to reach the point of escape before the savage could descend the slope and gain the summit of the cliff from whence it could be seen.

Of all this Martin was well aware, for he had been often at the place before, and knew every inch of the ground. His chief difficulty would be to leap over the precipice in such a manner as to cause the Indian to believe he had fallen over accidentally. If he could accomplish this, then he felt assured the savages would suppose he had been drowned, and so make no search for him at all. Fortunately the ground favoured this. About five feet below the edge of the precipice there was a projecting ledge of rock nearly four feet broad and covered with shrubs. Upon this it was necessary to allow himself to fall. The expedient was a desperate one, and he grew sick at heart as he glanced down the awful cliff, which seemed to him three times higher than it really was, as all heights do when seen from above.

Glancing round, he observed his savage guardian gazing contemplatively at the distant prospect. Martins heart beat audibly as he rose and walked with an affectation of carelessness to the edge of the cliff. As he gazed down, a feeling of horror seized him; he gasped for breath, and almost fainted. Then the idea of perpetual slavery flashed across his mind, and the thought of freedom and home nerved him. He clenched his hands, staggered convulsively forward and fell, with a loud and genuine shriek of terror, upon the shrubs that covered the rocky ledge. Instantly he arose, ground his teeth together, raised his eyes for one moment to heaven, and sprang into the air. For one instant he swept through empty space; the next he was deep down in the waters of the dark pool, and when the horrified Indian reached the edge of the precipice, he beheld his prisoner struggling on the surface for a moment, ere he was swept by the rapid stream round the point and out of view.

Bounding down the slope, the savage sped like a hunted antelope across the intervening space between the two cliffs, and quickly gained the brow of the lower precipice, which he reached just in time to see Martin Rattlers straw-hat dance for a moment on the troubled waters of the vortex and disappear in the awful abyss. But Martin saw it too, from the cleft in the frowning rock.

On reaching the surface after his leap he dashed the water from his eyes, and looked with intense earnestness in the direction of the projecting rock towards which he was hurried. Down he came upon it with such speed that he felt no power of man could resist. But there was a small eddy just below it, into which he was whirled as he stretched forth his hands and clutched the rock with the energy of despair. He was instantly torn away. But another small point projected two feet below it. This he seized. The water swung his feet to and fro as it gushed into the vortex, but the eddy saved him. In a moment his breast was on the rock, then his foot, and he sprang into the sheltering cleft just a moment before the Indian came in view of the scene of his supposed death.

Martin flung himself with his face to the ground, and thought rather than uttered a heartfelt thanksgiving for his deliverance. The savage carried the news of his death to his friends in the Indian village, and recounted with deep solemnity the particulars of his awful fate to crowds of wondering,  in many cases sorrowing,  listeners; and for many a day after that the poor savages were wont to visit the terrible cliff and gaze with awe on the mysterious vortex that had swallowed up, as they believed, the fair-haired boy.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Escape  Alone in the Wilderness  Fight between a Jaguar and an Alligator  Martin encounters Strange and Terrible Creatures.

Freedom can be fully appreciated only by those who have been for a long period deprived of liberty. It is impossible to comprehend the feelings of joy that welled up in Martins bosom as he clambered up the rugged cliffs among which he had found shelter, and looked round upon the beautiful valley, now lying in the shadow of the mountain range behind which the sun had just set. He sat down on a rock, regardless of the wet condition of his clothes, and pondered long and earnestly over his position, which was still one of some danger; but a sensation of light-hearted recklessness made the prospect before him seem very bright. He soon made up his mind what to do. The weather was extremely warm, so that, after wringing the water out of his linen clothes, he experienced little discomfort; but he felt that there would not only be discomfort but no little danger in travelling in such a country without arms, covering, or provisions. He therefore determined on the bold expedient of revisiting the Indian village during the darkness of the night in order to procure what he required. He ran great risk of being retaken, but his necessity was urgent and he was aware that several families were absent on a hunting expedition at that time, whose huts were pretty certain to be unoccupied.

Accordingly, when two or three hours of the night had passed, he clambered with much difficulty down the precipitous rocks, and reached the level plain, over which he quickly ran, and soon reached the outskirts of the village. The Indians were all asleep, and no sound disturbed the solemn stillness of the night. Going stealthily towards a hut he peeped in at the open window, but could see and hear nothing. Just as he was about to enter, however, a long-drawn breath proved that it was occupied. He shrank hastily back into the deep shade of the bushes. In a few minutes he recovered from the agitation into which he had been thrown and advanced cautiously towards another hut. This one seemed to be untenanted, so he opened the palm-leaf door gently and entered. No time was to be lost now. He found an empty sack or bag, into which he hastily threw as much farina as he could carry without inconvenience. Besides this, he appropriated a long knife; a small hatchet; a flint and steel, to enable him to make a fire; and a stout bow with a quiver full of arrows. It was so dark that it was with difficulty he found these things. But as he was on the point of leaving he observed a white object in a corner. This turned out to be a light hammock, which he seized eagerly, and, rolling it up into a small bundle, placed it in the sack. He also sought for, and fortunately found, an old straw-hat which he put on.

Martin had now obtained all that he required, and was about to quit the hut when he became suddenly rooted to the spot with horror on observing the dark countenance of an Indian gazing at him with distended eyeballs over the edge of a hammock. His eyes, unaccustomed to the darkness of the room, had not at first observed that an Indian was sleeping there. He now felt that he was lost. The savage evidently knew him. Dreadful thoughts flashed through his brain. He thought of the knife in his belt, and how easily he could despatch the Indian in a moment as he lay; but then the idea of imbruing his hands in human blood seemed so awful that he could not bring himself to do it.

As he looked steadily at the savage he observed that his gaze was one of intense horror, and it suddenly occurred to him that the Indian supposed he was a ghost! Acting upon this supposition, Martin advanced his face slowly towards that of the Indian, put on a dark frown, and stood for a few seconds without uttering a word. The savage shrank back and shuddered from head to foot. Then, with a noiseless step, Martin retreated slowly backward towards the door and passed out like a spectre  never for a moment taking his eyes off those of the savage until he was lost in darkness. On gaining the forest he fled with a beating heart to his former retreat; but his fears were groundless, for the Indian firmly believed that Martins spirit had visited his hut and carried away provisions for his journey to the land of spirits.

Without waiting to rest Martin no sooner reached the scene of his adventurous leap than he fastened his bag firmly on his shoulders and struck across the valley in the direction of the blue mountains that hemmed it in. Four or five hours hard walking brought him to their base, and long before the rising sun shone down upon his recent home he was over the hills and far away, trudging onward with a weary foot, but with a light heart, in what he believed to be the direction of the east coast of Brazil. He did not dare to rest until the rugged peaks of the mountain range were between him and the savages; but, when he had left these far behind him, he halted about mid-day to breakfast and repose by the margin of a delightfully cool mountain stream.

Im safe now! said Martin aloud, as he threw down his bundle beneath a spreading tree and commenced to prepare breakfast.

O! my friend Barney, I wish that you were here to keep me company. The solitary youth looked round as if he half expected to see the rough visage and hear the gladsome voice of his friend; but no voice replied to his, and the only living creature he saw was a large monkey, which peered inquisitively down at him from among the branches of a neighbouring bush. This reminded him that he had left his pet Marmoset in the Indian village, and a feeling of deep self-reproach filled his heart. In the baste and anxiety of his flight he had totally forgotten his little friend. But regret was now unavailing. Marmoset was lost to him for ever.

Having kindled a small fire, Martin kneaded a large quantity of farina in the hollow of a smooth stone, and baked a number of flat cakes, which were soon fired and spread out upon the ground. While thus engaged, a snake of about six feet long and as thick as a mans arm glided past him. Martin started convulsively, for he had never seen one of the kind before, and he knew that the bite of some of the snakes is deadly. Fortunately his axe was at hand. Grasping it quickly, he killed the reptile with a single blow. Two or three mandioca-cakes, a few wild fruits, and a draught of water from the stream, formed the wanderers simple breakfast. After it was finished, he slung his hammock between two trees, and jumping in, fell into a deep, untroubled slumber, in which he continued all that day and until day-break the following morning.

After partaking of a hearty breakfast, Martin took up his bundle and resumed his travels. That day he descended into the level and wooded country that succeeded the mountain range; and that night he was obliged to encamp in a swampy place, near a stagnant lake, in which several alligators were swimming, and where the mosquitoes were so numerous that he found it absolutely impossible to sleep. At last, in despair, he sprang into the branches of the tree to which his hammock was slung and ascended to the top. Here, to his satisfaction, he found that there were scarcely any mosquitoes, while a cool breeze fanned his fevered brow; so he determined to spend the night in the tree.

By binding several branches together he formed a rude sort of couch, on which he lay down comfortably, placing his knife and bow beside him, and using the hammock rolled up as a pillow. As the sun was setting, and while he leaned on his elbow looking down through the leaves with much interest at the alligators that gambolled in the reedy lake, his attention was attracted to a slight rustling in the bushes near the foot of the tree. Looking down, he perceived a large jaguar gliding through the under-wood with cat-like stealth. Martin now observed that a huge alligator had crawled out of the lake, and was lying on the bank asleep a few yards from the margin. When the jaguar reached the edge of the bushes it paused, and then, with one tremendous spring, seized the alligator by the soft part beneath its tail. The huge monster struggled for a few seconds, endeavouring to reach the water, and then lay still, while the jaguar worried and tore at its tough hide with savage fury. Martin was much surprised at the passive conduct of the alligator. That it could not turn its stiff body, so as to catch the jaguar in its jaws, did not, indeed, surprise him; but he wondered very much to see the great reptile suffer pain so quietly. It seemed to be quite paralysed. In a few minutes the jaguar retired a short distance. Then the alligator made a rush for the water; but the jaguar darted back and caught it again; and Martin now saw that the jaguar was actually playing with the alligator as a cat plays with a mouse before she kills it! During one of the cessations of the combat, if we may call it by that name, the alligator almost gained the water, and in the short struggle that ensued both animals rolled down the bank and fell into the lake. The tables were now turned. The jaguar made for the shore; but before it could reach it the alligator wheeled round, opened its tremendous jaws and caught its enemy by the middle. There was one loud splash in the water, as the alligators powerful tail dashed it into foam; and one awful roar of agony, which was cut suddenly short and stifled as the monster dived to the bottom with its prey; then all was silent as the grave, and a few ripples on the surface were all that remained to tell of the battle that had been fought there.

Martin remained motionless on the tree top, brooding over the fight which he had just witnessed, until the deepening shadows warned him that it was time to seek repose. Turning on his side he laid his head on his pillow, while a soft breeze swayed the tree gently to and fro and rocked him sound asleep.

Thus, day after day, and week after week, did Martin Rattler wander alone through the great forests, sometimes pleasantly, and at other times with more or less discomfort; subsisting on game which he shot with his arrows, and on wild fruits. He met with many strange adventures by the way, which would fill numerous volumes were they to be written every one; but we must pass over many of these in silence, that we may recount those that were most interesting.

One evening, as he was walking through a very beautiful country, in which were numerous small lakes and streams, he was suddenly arrested by a crashing sound in the under-wood, as if some large animal were coming towards him; and he had barely time to fit an arrow to his bow when the bushes in front of him were thrust aside, and the most hideous monster that he had ever seen appeared before his eyes. It was a tapir; but Martin had never heard of or seen such creatures before, although there are a good many in some parts of Brazil.

The tapir is a very large animal,  about five or six feet long and three or four feet high. It is in appearance something between an elephant and a hog. Its nose is very long, and extends into a short proboscis; but there is no finger at the end of it like that of the elephant. Its colour is a deep brownish black, its tough hide is covered with a thin sprinkling of strong hairs, and its mane is thick and bristly. So thick is its hide that a bullet can scarcely penetrate it; and it can crush its way through thickets and bushes, however dense, without receiving a scratch. Although a very terrific animal to look at, it is fortunately of a very peaceable and timid disposition, so that it flees from danger, and is very quick in discovering the presence of an enemy. Sometimes it is attacked by the jaguar, which springs suddenly upon it and fastens its claws in its back; but the tapirs tough hide is not easily torn, and he gets rid of his enemy by bouncing into the tangled bushes and bursting through them, so that the jaguar is very soon scraped off his back! The tapir lives as much in the water as on the land, and delights to wallow like a pig in muddy pools. It is, in fact, very similar in many of its habits to the great hippopotamus of Africa, but is not quite so large. It feeds entirely on vegetables, buds, fruits, and the tender shoots of trees, and always at night. During the day time it sleeps. The Indians of Brazil are fond of its flesh, and they hunt it with spears and poisoned arrows.

But Martin knew nothing of all this, and fully expected that the dreadful creature before him would attack and kill him; for, when he observed its coarse, tough-looking hide, and thought of the slender arrows with which he was armed, he felt that he had no chance, and there did not happen to be a tree near him at the time up which he could climb.

With the energy of despair he let fly an arrow with all his force; but the weak shaft glanced from the tapirs side without doing it the slightest damage. Then Martin turned to fly, but at the same moment the tapir did the same, to his great delight and surprise. It wheeled round with a snort, and went off crashing through the stout under-wood as if it had been grass, leaving a broad track behind it.

On another occasion he met with a formidable-looking but comparatively harmless animal, called the great ant-eater. This remarkable creature is about six feet in length, with very short legs and very long strong claws; a short curly tail, and a sharp snout, out of which it thrusts a long narrow tongue. It can roll itself up like a hedgehog, and when in this position might be easily mistaken for a bundle of coarse hay. It lives chiefly, if not entirely, upon ants.

When Martin discovered the great ant-eater, it was about to begin its supper; so he watched it. The plain was covered with ant-hills, somewhat pillar-like in shape. At the foot of one of these the animal made an attack, tearing up earth and sticks with its enormously strong claws, until it made a large hole in the hard materials, of which the hill was composed. Into this hole it thrust its long tongue, and immediately the ants swarmed upon it. The creature let its tongue rest till it was completely covered over with thousands of ants, then it drew it into its mouth and engulfed them all!

As Martin had no reason in the world for attempting to shoot the great ant-eater, and as he was, moreover, by no means sure that he could kill it if he were to try, he passed on quietly and left this curious animal to finish its supper in peace.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Martin meets with Friends and visits the Diamond Mines.

One day, after Martin had spent many weeks in wandering alone through the forest, during the course of which he was sometimes tempted to despair of seeing the face of man again, he discovered a beaten track; at the sight of which his heart bounded with delight. It was a Saturday afternoon when he made this discovery, and he spent the Sabbath-day in rest beside it. For Martin had more than once called to remembrance the words which good Aunt Dorothy used to hear him repeat out of the Bible, Remember the Sabbath-day, to keep it holy. He had many long, earnest, and serious meditations in that silent forest, such as a youth would be very unlikely to have in almost any other circumstances, except, perhaps, on a sick-bed; and among other things he had been led to consider that if he made no difference between Saturday and Sunday, he must certainly be breaking that commandment; so he resolved thenceforth to rest on the Sabbath-day; and he found much benefit, both to mind and body, from this arrangement. During this particular Sabbath he rested beside the beaten track, and often did he walk up and down it a short way, wondering where it would lead him to; and several times he prayed that he might be led by it to the habitations of civilised men.

Next day after breakfast he prepared to set out; but now he was much perplexed as to which way he ought to go, for the track did not run in the direction in which he had been travelling, but at right angles to that way. While he still hesitated the sound of voices struck on his ear, and he almost fainted with excitement; for, besides the hope that he might now meet with friends, there was also the fear that those approaching might be enemies; and the sudden sound of the human voice, which he had not heard for so long, tended to create conflicting and almost overwhelming feelings in his breast. Hiding quickly behind a tree, he awaited the passing of the cavalcade; for the sounds of horses hoofs were now audible.

In a few minutes a string of laden mules approached, and then six horsemen appeared, whose bronzed olive complexions, straw-hats and ponchos, betokened them Brazilians. As they passed, Martin hailed them in an unsteady voice. They pulled up suddenly and drew pistols from their holsters; but on seeing only a fair youth armed with a bow, they replaced their weapons, and with a look of surprise rode up and assailed him with a volley of unintelligible Portuguese.

Do any of you speak English? inquired Martin, advancing.

One of the horsemen replied, Yees, I spok one leet. Ver smoll. Where you be com?

I have escaped from the Indians who live in the mountains far away over yonder. I have been wandering now for many weeks in the forest and I wish to get to the sea-coast or to some town where I may get something to do, that I may be enabled to return home.

Ho! said the horseman, gravely. You com vid us. Ve go vid goods to de Diamond Mines. Git work dere, yees. Put you body on dat hoss.

As the Brazilian spoke he pointed to a spare horse, which was led, along with several others, by a Negro. Thanking him for his politeness Martin seized the horse by the mane and vaulted into the saddle, if the rude contrivance on its back might be so designated.

The string of mules then moved on, and Martin rode with a light heart beside this obliging stranger, conversing with much animation.

In a very short time he learned, through the medium of his own bad Portuguese and the Brazilians worse English, that he was not more than a days ride from one of the diamond mines of that province of Brazil which is named Minas Geraes; that he was still many leagues distant from the sea; and that he would be sure to get work at the mines if he wished it for the chief overseer, the Baron Fagoni, was an amiable man and very fond of the English,  but he could not speak their language at all, and required an interpreter. And, said the Brazilian, with a look of great dignity, I hab de honour for be de terpreter.

Ah! exclaimed Martin, then I am in good fortune, for I shall have a friend at court.

The interpreter smiled slightly and bowed, after which they proceeded for some time in silence.

Next evening they arrived at the mines; and, after seeing to the comfort of his horse, and inquiring rather hastily as to the welfare of his family, the interpreter conducted Martin to the overseers house in order to introduce him.

The Baron Fagoni stood smoking in the doorway of his dwelling as they approached; and the first impression that Martin received of him was anything but agreeable.

He was a large, powerful man, with an enormous red beard and moustache, and a sombrero-like hat that concealed nearly the whole of his face. He seemed an irritable man, too; for he jerked his arms about and stamped in a violent manner as they drew near, and instead of waiting to receive them, he entered the house hastily and shut the door in their faces.

The Baron would do well to take lessons in civility, said Martin, colouring, as he turned to the interpreter.

Ah, he be a leet pecoolair, sometime! Nevr mind. Ve vill go to him.

So saying, the interpreter opened the door and entered the hall where the overseer was seated at a desk, writing as if in violent haste.

Seeing that he did not mean to take notice of them, the interpreter spoke to him in Portuguese; but he was soon interrupted by a sharp reply, uttered in a harsh, grating voice, by the overseer, who did not look up or cease from his work.

Again the interpreter spoke as if in some surprise; but he was cut short by the overseer uttering, in a deep, stern voice, the single word.

Obey.

With a low bow the interpreter turned away, and taking Martin by the arm led him into an inner apartment, where, having securely fastened the window, he said to him, De Baron say you be von blackguard tief; go bout contrie for steal diamonds. He make prisner ov you. Adios.

So saying, the interpreter made his bow and retired, locking the door behind him and leaving Martin standing in the middle of the room staring before him in speechless amazement.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Diamond Mines  More and more Astonishing!

If Martin Rattler was amazed at the treatment he experienced at the hands of his new acquaintances on arriving, he had occasion to be very much more surprised at what occurred three hours after his incarceration.

It was getting dark when he was locked up, and for upwards of two hours he was left in total darkness. Moreover, he began to feel very hungry, having eaten nothing since mid-day. He was deeply engaged in devising plans for his escape when he was interrupted by the door being unlocked, and a Negro slave entering with four magnificent candles, made of bees-wax, which he placed upon the table. Then he returned to the door, where another slave handed him a tray containing dishes, knives and forks, and, in short, all the requisites for laying out a supper-table. Having spread a clean linen cloth on the board, he arranged covers for two, and going to the door placed his head to one side and regarded his arrangements with much complacency, and without paying the slightest attention to Martin, who pinched himself in order to make sure he was not dreaming.

In a few minutes the second Negro returned with an enormous tray, on which were dishes of all sizes, from under whose covers came the most savoury odours imaginable. Having placed these symmetrically on the board, both slaves retired and relocked the door without saying a word.

At last it began to dawn on Martins imagination that the overseer must be an eccentric individual, who found pleasure in taking his visitors by surprise. But although this seemed a possible solution of the difficulty, he did not feel satisfied with it. He could with difficulty resist the temptation to attack the viands, however, and was beginning to think of doing this, regardless of all consequences, when the door again opened and the Baron Fagoni entered, relocked the door, put the key in his pocket and, standing before his prisoner with folded arms, gazed at him intently from beneath his sombrero.

Martin could not stand this. Sir, said he, starting up, if this is a joke, you have carried it far enough; and if you really detain me here a prisoner, every feeling of honour ought to deter you from adding insult to injury.

To this sternly delivered speech the Baron made no reply, but springing suddenly upon Martin, he grasped him in his powerful arms and crushed him to his broad chest till he almost broke every bone in his body!

Och! cushla, bliss yer young face! sure its yersilf, an no mistake! Kape still, Martin, dear. Let me look at ye, darlint! Ah! then, isnt it my heart thats been broken for months an months past about ye?

Reader, it would be utterly in vain for me to attempt to describe either the words that flowed from the lips of Martin Rattler and Barney OFlannagan on this happy occasion, or the feelings that filled their swelling hearts. The speechless amazement of Martin, the ejaculatory exclamations of the Baron Fagoni, the rapid questions and brief replies, are all totally indescribable. Suffice it to say that for full quarter of an hour they exclaimed, shouted, and danced round each other, without coming to any satisfactory knowledge of how each had got to the same place, except that Barney at last discovered that Martin had travelled there by chance, and he had reached the mines by intuition. Having settled this point, they sobered down a little.

Now Martin, darlint, cried the Irishman, throwing aside his hat for the first time, and displaying his well-known jolly visage, of which the forehead, eyes, and nose alone survived the general inundation of red hair, yell be hungry, Ive small doubt, so sit ye down, lad, to supper, and youll tell me yer story as ye go along, and afther that Ill tell ye mine, while I smoke my pipe,  the ould cutty, boy, that has comed through fire and wather, sound as a bell and blacker than iver!

The Baron held up the well-known instrument of fumigation, as he spoke, in triumph.

Supper was superb. There were venison steaks, armadillo cutlets, tapir hash, iguana pie, and an immense variety of fruits and vegetables, that would have served a dozen men, besides cakes and splendid coffee.

You live well here, Barney  I beg pardon  Baron Fagoni, said Martin, during a pause in their meal; how in the world did you come by that name?

Barney winked expressively. Ah, boy, I wish I may niver have a worse. Ye see, when I first comed here, about four months ago, I found that the mine was owned by an Irish gintleman; an, like all the race, hes a trump. He took to me at wance when he heard my voice, and then he took more to me when he comed to know me character; and says he to me wan day, Barney, says he, Im gittin tired o this kind o life now, and if yell agree to stop here as overseer, and sind me the proceeds o the mine to Rio Janeiro, a great city on the sea-coast an the capital o Brazil, Ill give ye a good share o the profits. But, says he, yell need to pretind yere a Roosian, or a Pole, or somethin o that kind; for the fellows in thim parts are great rascals, and theres a few Englishmen among them who would soon find out that yere only a jack-tar before the mast and would chate ye at no allowance; but if ye could spake no language under the sun but the gibberish pecooliar to the unbeknown provinces o Siberia, ye could escape detection as far as yer voice is consarned; and by lettin yer beard grow as long as possible, and dressin yersilf properly, ye might pass, and be as dignified as the great Mogul.

Musha! said I, but if I dont spake me own tongue Ill have to be dumb altogither.

No fear, says he; Ill tache ye enough Portuguese in a month or two to begin with, an yell pick it up aisy after that. And sure enough I began, tooth and nail, and, by hard workin, got on faster than I expected; for I can spake as much o the lingo now as tides me over needcessities, and I understand most o whats said to me. Anyhow, I ginerally see what theyre drivin at.

So, then, youre actually in charge of the mine? said Martin, in surprise.

Jist so, boy; but Im tired of it already; its by no means so pleasant as I expected it would be; so Im thinkin o lavin it, and takin to the say again. Im longin dreadful to see the salt wather wance more.

But what will the owner say, Barney: wont he have cause to complain of your breaking your engagement?

Niver a bit, boy. He tould me, before we parted, that if I wanted to quit I was to hand over the consarn to the interpreter, who is an honest fellow, I belave; so Im jist goin to pocket a dimond or two, and ask lave to take them home wid me. Ill be off in a week, if all goes well. An now, Martin, fill yer glass; yell find the wine is not bad, after wan or two glasses; an Ill tell ye about my adventures since I saw ye last.

But you have not explained about your name, said Martin.

Och! the fact is, that when I comed here I fortunately fell in with the owner first, and we spoke almost intirely in Irish, so nobody understood where I comed from; and the interpreter heard the master call me by my name; so he wint off and said to the people that a great Barono Flanagoni had come, and was up at the house wid the master. But we corrected him afterward, and gave him to understand that I was the Baron Fagoni. I had some trouble with the people at first after the owner left; but I pounded wan or two o the biggest o them, to such a extint that their own friends hardly knew them; an iver since theyve been mighty civil.

Having carefully filled the black pipe, and involved himself in his own favourite atmosphere, the Baron Fagoni then proceeded to relate his adventures, and dilated upon them to such an extent that five or six pipes were filled and finished ere the story came to a close. Martin also related his adventures; to which his companion listened with such breathless attention and earnestness that his pipe was constantly going out; and the two friends did not retire to rest till near day-break.

The substance of the Barons narrative was as follows:  

At the time that he had been so suddenly separated from his friend, Barney had overcome many of his opponents, but at length he was overpowered by numbers, and his arms were firmly bound; after which he was roughly driven before them through the woods for several days, and was at length taken to their village among the mountains. Here he remained a close prisoner for three weeks, shut up in a small hut and bound by a strong rope to a post. Food was taken to him by an old Indian woman, who paid no attention at first to what he said to her, for the good reason that she did not understand a word of English. The persuasive eloquence of her prisoners tones, however, or perhaps his brogue, seemed in the course of a few days to have made an impression on her; for she condescended to smile at the unintelligible compliments which Barney lavished upon her in the hope of securing her good-will.

During all this time the Irishmans heart was torn with conflicting feelings, and although, from the mere force of habit, he could jest with the old woman when she paid her daily visits, there was no feeling of fun in his bosom, but, on the contrary, a deep and overwhelming sorrow, which showed itself very evidently on his expressive face. He groaned aloud when he thought of Martin, whom he never expected again to see; and he dreaded every hour the approach of his savage captors, who, he fully expected, retained him in order to put him to death.

One day, while he was sitting in a very disconsolate mood, the Indian woman entered with his usual dinner,  a plate of thick soup and a coarse cake. Barney smiled upon her as usual, and then letting his eyes fall on the ground, sighed deeply,  for his heart was heavier than usual that day. As the woman was about to go, he looked earnestly and gravely in her face, and putting his large hand gently on her head, patted her grey hairs. This tender action seemed to affect the old woman more than usual. She laid her hand on Barneys arm, and looked as if she wished to speak. Then turning suddenly from him, she drew a small knife from her girdle and dropped it on the ground, as if accidentally, while she left the hut and re-fastened the door. Barneys heart leaped. He seized the knife and concealed it hastily in his bosom, and then ate his dinner with more than ordinary zest; for now he possessed the means of cutting the strong rope that bound him.

He waited with much impatience until night closed over the Indian village, and, then cutting his bonds, he tore down the rude and rather feeble fastenings of the door. In another instant he was dashing along at full speed through the forest, without hat or coat, and with the knife clutched in his right hand. Presently he heard cries behind him, and redoubled his speed; for now he knew that the savages had discovered his escape, and were in pursuit. But, although a good runner, Barney was no match for the lithe and naked Indians. They rapidly gained on him, and he was about to turn at bay and fight for his life, when he observed water gleaming through the foliage on his left. Dashing down a glade he came to the edge of a broad river with a rapid current. Into this he sprang recklessly, intending to swim with the stream; but ere he lost his footing he heard the low deep thunder of a cataract a short distance below! Drawing back in terror, he regained the bank, and waded up a considerable distance in the shallow water, so as to leave no trace of his footsteps. Then he leaped upon a rock, and, catching hold of the lower branches of a large tree, drew himself up among the dense foliage, just as the yelling savages rushed with wild tumult to the waters edge. Here they paused, as if baffled. They spoke in rapid, vehement tones for a few seconds, and then one party hastened down the banks of the stream towards the fall, while another band searched the banks above.

Barneys heart fell as he sat panting in the tree, for he knew that they would soon discover him. But he soon resolved on a bold expedient. Slipping down from the tree, he ran deliberately back towards the village; and, as he drew near, he followed the regular beaten track that led towards it. On the way he encountered one or two savages hastening after the pursuing party; but he leaped lightly into the bushes, and lay still till they were past. Then he ran on, skirted round the village, and pushed into the woods in an entirely opposite direction, from the one in which he had first set out. Keeping by one of the numerous tracks that radiated from the village into the forest he held on at top speed, until his progress was suddenly arrested by a stream about twenty yards broad. It was very deep, and he was about to plunge in, in order to swim across, when he observed a small montaria, or canoe, lying on the bank. This he launched quickly, and observing that the river took a bend a little further down, and appeared to proceed in the direction he wished to pursue,  namely, away from the Indian village,  he paddled down the rapid stream as fast as he could. The current was very strong, so that his little bark flew down it like an arrow, and on more than one occasion narrowly missed being dashed to pieces on the rocks which here and there rose above the stream.

In about two hours Barney came to a place where the stream took another bend to the left, and soon after, the canoe swept out upon the broad river into which he had at first so nearly plunged. He was a long way below the fall now, for its sound was inaudible; but it was no time to abate his exertions. The Indians might be still in pursuit; so he continued to paddle all that night and did not take rest until day-break. Then he slept for two hours, ate a few wild fruits, and continued his journey.

In the course of the next day, to his great joy, he overtook a trading canoe, which had been up another tributary of this river, and was descending with part of a cargo of India-rubber shoes. None of the men, of whom there were four, could speak English; but they easily saw from the Irishmans condition that he had escaped from enemies and was in distress; so they took him on board, and were glad to avail themselves of his services: for, as we have before mentioned, men are not easily procured for voyaging in those parts of Brazil. Three weeks after this they arrived at a small town, where the natives were busily engaged in the manufacture of shoes, bottles, and other articles of India-rubber; and here Barney found employment for a short time.

The seringa, or India-rubber-tree, grows plentifully in some parts of Brazil, and many hundreds of the inhabitants are employed in the manufacture of shoes. The India-rubber is the juice of the tree, and flows from it when an incision is made. This juice is poured into moulds and left to harden. It is of a yellowish colour naturally, and is blackened in the course of preparation. Barney did not stay long here. Shoe-making, he declared, was not his calling by any means; so he seized the first opportunity he had of joining a party of traders going into the interior, in the direction of the diamond districts. The journey was long and varied. Sometimes by canoe and sometimes on the backs of mules and horses, and many extraordinary adventures did he go through ere he reached the diamond mines. And when at length he did so, great was his disappointment. Instead of the glittering caves which his vivid imagination had pictured, he found that there were no caves at all; that the diamonds were found by washing in the muddy soil; and, worst of all, that when found they were dim and unpolished, so that they seemed no better than any other stone. However, he resolved to continue there for a short time, in order to make a little money; but now that Martin had arrived he thought that they could not do better than make their way to the coast as fast as possible, and go to sea.

The only thing I have to regret, he said, at the conclusion of his narrative, is that I left Grampus behind me. But arrah! I came off from the savages in such a hurry that I had no time at all to tell him I was goin!

Having sat till day-break, the two friends went to bed to dream of each other and of home.

Next morning Barney took Martin to visit the diamond mines. On the way they passed a band of Negro slaves who encircled a large fire, the weather being very cold. It was at that time about the end of July, which is one of the coldest months in the year. In this part of Brazil summer and winter are reversed,  the coldest months being May, June, and July; the hottest, November, December, January, and February.

Minas Geraes, the diamond district, is one of the richest provinces of Brazil. The inhabitants are almost entirely occupied in mining or in supplying the miners with the necessaries of life. Diggers and shopkeepers are the two principal classes, and of these the latter are best off; for their trade is steady and lucrative, while the success of the miners is very uncertain. Frequently a large sum of money and much time are expended in mining without any adequate result; but the merchants always find a ready sale for their merchandise, and, as they take diamonds and gold-dust in exchange, they generally realise large profits and soon become rich. The poor miner is like the gambler. He digs on in hope; sometimes finding barely enough to supply his wants,  at other times making a fortune suddenly; but never giving up in despair, because he knows that at every handful of earth he turns up he may perhaps find a diamond worth hundreds, or, it may be, thousands of pounds.

Cidade Diamantina,  the City of Diamonds,  is the capital of the province. It is a large city, with many fine churches and buildings; and the whole population, consisting of more than 6000 souls, are engaged, directly or indirectly, in mining. Every one who owns a few slaves employs them in washing the earth for gold and diamonds.

The mine of which Barney had so unexpectedly become overseer, was a small one, in a remote part of the district, situated among the mountains, and far-distant from the City of Diamonds. There were only a few huts, rudely built and roofed with palm-leaves, besides a larger building, or cottage, in which the Baron Fagoni resided.

Tis a strange life they lead here, said Barney, as he led Martin down a gorge of the mountains, towards a small spot of level ground, on which the slaves were at work; a strange life, and by no means a pleasant wan; for the feedin is none o the best and the work very sevare.

Why, Barney, if I may judge from last nights supper, the feeding seems to be excellent.

Thrue, boy, the Baron Fagoni feeds well, bekase hes the cock o the roost; but the poor Naygurs are not overly well fed, and the critters are up to their knees in wather all day, washing dimonds; so they suffer much from rheumatiz and colds. Och, but its murther entirely; an Ive more than wance felt inclined to fill their pockets with dimonds and set them all free! Jist look, now, there they are, hard at it.

As he spoke they arrived at the mine. The ground in the vicinity was all cut up and dug out to a considerable depth, and a dozen Negroes were standing under a shed washing the earth, while others were engaged in the holes excavating the material. While Martin watched them his friend explained the process.

The different kinds of soil through which it is necessary to cut before reaching the diamond deposit are, first about twenty feet of reddish sandy soil; then about eight feet of a tough yellowish clay; beneath this lies a layer of coarse reddish sand, below which is the peculiar soil in which diamonds are found. It is called by the miners the cascalho, and consists of loose gravel, the pebbles of which are rounded and polished, having at some previous era been subject to the action of running water. The bed varies in thickness from one to four feet and the pebbles are of various kinds; but when there are many of a species called Esmerilo preto, the cascalho is considered to be rich in diamonds.

Taking Martin round to the back of the shed, Barney showed him a row of troughs, about three feet square, close to the edge of a pond of water. These troughs are called bacos. In front of each stood a Negro slave up to his knees in water. Each had a wooden plate, with which he dashed water upon the rough cascalho as it was thrown into the trough by another slave. By this means, and by stirring it with a small hoe, the earth and sand are washed away. Two overseers were closely watching the process; for it is during this part of the operation that the largest diamonds are found. These overseers were seated on elevated seats, each being armed with a long leathern whip, to keep a sharp look-out, for the slaves are expert thieves.

After the cascalho had been thus purified, it was carefully removed to the shed to be finally washed.

Here seven slaves were seated on the side of a small canal, about four feet broad, with their legs in the water nearly up to their knees. This canal is called the lavadeira. Each man had a small wooden platter, into which another slave, who stood behind him, put a shovelful of purified cascalho. The bateia, or platter, was then filled with water and washed with the utmost care several times, being closely examined after each washing, and the diamonds picked out. Sometimes many platefuls were examined but nothing found; at other times several diamonds were found in one plate. While Martin was looking on with much curiosity and interest, one of the slaves uttered an exclamation and held up a minute stone between his finger and thumb.

Ah! good luck to ye, lad! said Barney, advancing and taking the diamond which had been discovered. See here, Martin; theres the thing, lad, that sparkles on the brow o beauty, and gives the Naygurs rheumatiz

Not to mention their usefulness in providing the great Baron Fagoni with a livelihood, added Martin, with a smile.

Barney laughed, and going up to the place where the two overseers were seated, dropped the precious gem into a plate of water placed between them for the purpose of receiving the diamonds as they were found.

They git fifteen or twinty a day sometimes, said Barney, as they retraced their steps to the cottage; and Ive heard o them getting stones worth many thousands o pounds; but the biggest they iver found since I comed here was not worth more than four hundred.

And what do you do with them, Barney, when they are found? inquired Martin.

Sind them to Rio Janeiro, lad, where my employer sells them. I dont know how much he makes a year by it; but the thing must pay, for hes very liberal with his cash, and niver forgits to pay wages. Theres always a lot o gould-dust found in the bottom o the bateia after each washing, and that is carefully collected and sold. But, arrah! I wouldnt give wan snifter o the say-breezes for all the dimonds in Brazil!

As Barney said this he entered his cottage and flung down his hat with the air of a man who was resolved to stand it no longer.

But why dont you wash on your own account? cried Martin. What say you; shall we begin together? We may make our fortune the first week, perhaps!

Barney shook his head. No, no, boy; Ive no faith in my luck with the dimonds or gould. Nevertheless I have heard o men makin an awful heap o money that way; partiklarly wan man that made his fortin with wan stone.

Who was that lucky dog? asked Martin.

Well, ye see, it happened this way: Theres a custom hereaway that slaves are allowed to work on Sundays and holidays on their own account; but when the mines was a government consarn this was not allowed, and the slaves were the most awful thieves livin, and often made off with some o the largest dimonds. Well, there was a man named Juiz de Paz, who owned a small shop, and used to go down now and then to Rio de Janeiro to buy goods. Wan evenin he returned from wan o his long journeys, and, bein rather tired, wint to bed. He was jist goin off into a comfortable doze when there came a terrible bumpin at the door.

Hallo! cried Juiz, growlin angrily in the Portugee tongue; what dye want?

There was no answer but another bumpin at the door. So up he jumps, and, takin down a big blunderbuss that hung over his bed, opened the door, an seized a Naygur be the hair o the head!

Oh, massa! oh, massa! let him go! Got dimond for to sell!

On hearin this, Juiz let go, and found that the slave had come to offer for sale a large dimond, which weighed about two penny-weights and a third.

What dye ask for it? said Juiz, with sparklin eyes.

Six hundred mil-reis, answered the Naygur.

This was about equal to 180 pounds sterling. Without more words about it he paid down the money; and the slave went away. Juiz lost his sleep that night. He went and tould the neighbours he had forgot a piece of important business in Rio and must go back at wance. So back he went and stayed some time in the city, tryin to git his dimond safely sold; for it was sich a big wan that he feared the government fellows might hear ot; in which case he would have got ten years transportation to Angola on the coast of Africa. At last however, he got rid of it for 20,000 mil-reis, which is about 6000 pounds. It was all paid to him in hard dollars; and he nearly went out o his wits for joy. But he was brought down a peg nixt day, when he found that the same dimond was sold for nearly twice as much as he had got for it. Howiver, he had made a pretty considerable fortin; an hes now the richest dimond and gould merchant in the district.

A lucky fellow certainly, said Martin. But I must say I have no taste for such chance work; so Im quite ready to start for the sea-coast whenever it suits the Baron Fagonis convenience.

While they were speaking they were attracted by voices outside the cottage, which sounded as if in altercation. In another minute the door burst open, and a man entered hurriedly, followed by the interpreter.

Your overseer is impertinent! exclaimed the man, who was a tall swarthy Brazilian. I wish to buy a horse or a good mule, and he wont let me have one. I am not a beggar; I offer to pay.

The man spoke in Portuguese, and Barney replied in the same language.

You can have a horse if you pay for it.

The Brazilian replied by throwing a heavy bag of dollars on the table.

All right, said Barney, turning to his interpreter and conversing with him in an undertone. Give him what he requires. So saying he bowed the Brazilian out of the room, and returned to the enjoyment of his black pipe, which had been interrupted by the incident.

That man seems in a hurry, said Martin.

So he is. My interpreter tells me that he is quite like one o the blackguards that sometimes go about the mines doin mischief, and hes in hot haste to be away. I should not wonder if the spalpeen has been stealin gould or dimonds and wants to escape. But of course Ive nothin to do with that, unless I was sure of it; and Ive a horse or two to sell, and he has money to pay for it; so hes welcome. He says he is makin straight for the say-coast; and with your lave, Martin, my boy, you and I will be doin that same in a week after this, and say good-bye to the dimond mines.




Chapter Twenty Five.

New Scenes and Pleasant Travelling.

A new and agreeable sensation is a pleasant thing. It was on as bright an evening as ever shone upon Brazil, and in as fair a scene as one could wish to behold, that Martin Rattler and his friend Barney experienced a new sensation. On the wide campos, on the flower-bedecked and grassy plains, they each bestrode a fiery charger; and, in the exultation of health, and strength, and liberty, they swept over the green sward of the undulating campos, as light as the soft wind that fanned their bronzed cheeks, as gay in heart as the buzzing insects that hovered above the brilliant flowers.

Oh, this is best of all! shouted Martin, turning his sparkling eyes to Barney, as he reined up his steed after a gallop that caused its nostril to expand and its eye to dilate.

Theres nothing like it! A fiery charger that cant and wont tire, and a glorious sweep of plain like that! Huzza! whoop! And loosening the rein of his willing horse, away he went again in a wild headlong career.

Och, boy, pull up, or yell kill the baste! cried Barney, who thundered along at Martins side enjoying to the full the spring of his powerful horse; for Barney had spent the last farthing of his salary on the two best steeds the country could produce, being determined, as he said, to make the last overland voyage on clipper-built animals, which, he wisely concluded, would fetch a good price at the end of the journey. Pull up! dye hear? They cant stand goin at that pace. Back yer topsails, ye young rascal, or Ill board ye in a jiffy.

How can I pull up with that before me! cried Martin, pointing to a wide ditch or gully that lay in front of them. I must go over that first.

Go over that! cried Barney, endeavouring to rein in his horse, and looking with an anxious expression at the chasm. Its all very well for you to talk o goin over, ye feather; but fifteen stun  Ah, then, wont ye stop? Bad luck to him, hes got the bit in his teeth! Oh then, ye ugly baste, go, and my blissin go with ye!

The leap was inevitable. Martin went over like a deer. Barney shut his eyes, seized the pommel of the saddle, and went at it like a thunder-bolt. In the excitement of the moment he shouted, in a stentorian voice, Clap on all sail! dye hear? Stun sails and skyscrapers! Kape her steady! Hooray!

It was well for Barney that he had seized the saddle. Even as it was, he received a tremendous blow from the horses head as it took the leap, and was thrown back on its haunches when it cleared the ditch, which it did nobly.

Hallo! old boy, not hurt, I hope, said Martin, suppressing his laughter as his comrade scrambled on to the saddle. You travel about on the back of your horse at full gallop like a circus rider.

Whist, darlint, I do belave he has damaged my faygur-head. What a nose Ive got! Sure I can see it mesilf without squintin.

So you have, Barney. Its a little swelled, but never mind. We must all learn by experience, you know. So come alone.

Hould on, ye spalpeen, till I git my wind!

But Martin was off again at full speed; and Barneys horse, scorning to be left behind, took the bit again in its teeth and went  as he himself expressed it, screamin before the wind.

A new sensation is not always and necessarily an agreeable thing. Martin and Barney found it so on the evening of that same day, as they reclined (they could not sit) by the side of their fire on the campo under the shelter of one of the small trees which grew here and there at wide intervals on the plain. They had left the diamond mine early that morning, and their first day on horseback proved to them that there are shadows, as well as lights, in equestrian life. Their only baggage was a single change of apparel and a small bag of diamonds,  the latter being the product of the mine during the Baron Fagonis reign, and which that worthy was conveying faithfully to his employer. During the first part of the day they had ridden though a hilly and woody country, and towards evening they emerged upon one of the smaller campos, which occur here and there in the district.

Martin, said Barney, as he lay smoking his pipe, tis a pity that theres no pleasure in this world without something crossgrained into it. My own feelins is as if I had been lately passed through a stamping machine.

Wrong, Barney, as usual, said Martin, who was busily engaged concluding supper with an orange. If we had pleasures without discomforts, we wouldnt half enjoy them. We need lights and shadows in life  what are you grinning at Barney?

Oh! nothin, only yere a remarkable philosopher, when yere in the vein.

Tis always in vain to talk philosophy to you, Barney, so good night tye. Oh, dear me, I wish I could sit down! but theres no alternative,  either bolt upright or quite flat.

In quarter of an hour they both forgot pleasures and sorrows alike in sleep. Next day the sun rose on the edge of the campo as it does out of the ocean, streaming across its grassy billows, and tipping the ridges as with ruddy gold. At first Martin and Barney did not enjoy the lovely scene, for they felt stiff and sore; but, after half an hours ride, they began to recover; and when the sun rose in all its glory on the wide plain, the feelings of joyous bounding freedom that such scenes always engender obtained the mastery, and they coursed along in silent delight.

The campo was hard, composed chiefly of a stiff red clay soil, and covered with short grass in most places; but here and there were rank bushes of long hairy grasses, around and amongst which grew a multitude of the most exquisitely beautiful flowerets and plants of elegant forms. Wherever these flowers flourished very luxuriantly there were single trees of stunted growth and thick bark, which seldom rose above fifteen or twenty feet. Besides these there were rich flowering myrtles, and here and there a grotesque cactus or two.

Under one of these trees they reined up after a ride of two hours, and picketing their horses, prepared breakfast. It was soon despatched, and then remounting, away they went once more over the beautiful plains.

About mid-day, as they were hasting towards the shelter of a grove which appeared opportunely on the horizon, Barney said suddenly  

Martin, lad, were lost! Were out of our course, for sartin.

Ive been thinking that for some time, Barney, replied Martin; but you have your compass, and we can surely make the coast by dead reckoning  eh?

True, lad, we can; but itll cost us a dale o tackin to make up for lee-way. Ah, good luck to ye! heres a friendll help us.

As he spoke a herd of wild cattle dashed out of the grove and scampered over the plain, followed by a herdsman on horseback. Seeing that he was in eager pursuit of an animal which he wished to lasso, they followed him quietly and watched his movements. Whirling the noose round his head, he threw it adroitly in such a manner that the bull put one of its legs within the coil. Then he reined up suddenly, and the animal was thrown on its back. At the same moment the lasso broke, and the bull recovered its feet and continued its wild flight.

Good day, friend, said Barney, galloping towards the disappointed herdsman and addressing him in Portuguese, could you show us the road to Rio? Weve lost it intirely.

The man pointed sulkily in the direction in which they were going, and, having mended his lasso, he wheeled about and galloped after the herd of cattle.

Bad luck to yer manners! said Barney, as he gazed after him. But what can ye expect from the poor critter? He niver larned better. Come along, Martin, well rest here a while.

They were soon under the shelter of the trees, and having fastened their horses to one of them, they proceeded to search for water. While thus employed, Barney shouted to his companion, Come here, lad; look here.

There was something in the tone of the Irishmans voice that startled Martin, and he sprang hastily towards him. Barney was standing with his arms crossed upon his chest and his head bowed forward, as he gazed with a solemn expression on the figure of a man at his feet.

Is he ill? inquired Martin, stooping and lifting his hand. Starting back as he dropped it, he exclaimed, Dead!

Ay, boy, he has gone to his last account. Look at him again, Martin. It was he who came to the mine a week ago to buy a horse, and now  . Barney sighed as he stooped and turned the body over in order to ascertain whether he had been murdered; but there were no marks of violence to be seen. There was bread too in his wallet; so they could come to no other conclusion than that the unhappy man had been seized with fatal illness in the lonesome wood and died there.

As they searched his clothes they found a small leathern bag, which, to their amazement was filled with gold-dust; and in the midst of the gold was another smaller bag containing several small diamonds.

Ha! exclaimed Martin, that explains his hurry. No doubt he had made off with these, and was anxious to avoid pursuit.

No doubt of it, said Barney. Well, thief or no thief, we must give the poor cratur dacent burial. Theres not a scrap o paper to tell who he is or where he came from,  a sure sign that he wasnt what he should ha been. Ah! Martin, what will we not do for the sake o money! and, after all, we cant keep it long. May the Almighty niver let you or me set our hearts on it.

They dug a shallow grave with their hands in a sandy spot where the soil was loose, in which they deposited the body of the unfortunate man; and then remounting their horses, rode away and left him in his lonely resting-place.

For many days did Martin and Barney travel through the land on horseback, now galloping over open campos, anon threading their way through the forest, and sometimes toiling slowly up the mountain sides. The aspect of the country varied continually as they advanced, and the feelings of excessive hilarity with which they commenced the journey began to subside as they became accustomed to it.

One evening they were toiling slowly up a steep range of hills, which had been the prospect in front of them the whole of that day. As they neared the summit of the range Martin halted at a stream to drink, and Barney advanced alone. Suddenly Martin was startled by a loud cry, and looking up he saw Barney on his knees with his hands clasped before him! Rushing up the hill, Martin found his comrade with his face flushed and the tears coursing down his cheeks as he stared before him.

Look at it Martin, dear! he cried, starting up and flinging his cap in the air, and shouting like a madman. The say! my own native illiment! the beautiful ocean! Och, darlint my blessing on ye! Little did I think to see you more,  hooray!

Barney sang and danced till he sank down on the grass exhausted; and, to say truth, Martin felt much difficulty in restraining himself from doing likewise, for before him was spread out the bright ocean, gleaming in the light of the sinking sun, and calm and placid as a mirror. It was indeed a glorious sight to these two sailors, who had not seen the sea for nearly two years. It was like coming suddenly face to face  after a long absence  with an old and much-loved friend.

Although visible, the sea, however, was still a long way off from the Serra dos Orgos, on which they stood. But their steeds were good, and it was not long ere they were both rolling like dolphins in the beautiful bay of Rio de Janeiro.

Here Barney delivered up the gold and diamonds to his employer, who paid him liberally for his services and entertained them both hospitably while they remained in the city. The bag of gold and diamonds, which had been found on the body of the dead man, they appropriated, as it was absolutely impossible to discover the rightful owner. Barneys friend bought it of them at full price; and when they embarked, soon after, on board a homeward bound ship, each had four hundred pounds in his pocket!

As they sailed out of the noble harbour Martin sat on the poop gazing at the receding shore while thick-coming memories crowded on his brain.

His imagination flew back to the day when he first landed on the coast, and escaped with his friend Barney from the pirates,  to the hermits cottage in the lonely valley, where he first made acquaintance with monkeys, iguanas, jaguars, armadillos, and all the wonderful, beautiful, and curious birds, beasts, and reptiles, plants, trees, and flowers, that live and flourish in that romantic country. Once more, in fancy, he was sailing up the mighty Amazon, shooting alligators on its banks, spearing fish in its waters, paddling through its curious gapo, and swinging in his hammock under its luxuriant forests. Once again he was a prisoner among the wild Indians, and he started convulsively as he thought of the terrible leap over the precipice into the stream that flowed into the heart of the earth. Then he wandered in the lonely forest. Suddenly the diamond mines were before him, and Barneys jovial voice rang in his ears; and he replied to it with energy, for now he was bounding on a fiery steed over the grassy campos. With a deep sigh he awoke from his reverie to find himself surrounded by the great wide sea.




Chapter Twenty Six.

The Return.

Arthur Jollyboy, Esquire, of the Old Hulk, sat on the top of a tall three-legged stool in his own snug little office in the sea-port town of Bilton, with his legs swinging to and fro; his socks displayed a considerable way above the tops of his gaiters; his hands thrust deep into his breeches pockets; his spectacles high on his bald forehead, and his eyes looking through the open letter that lay before him; through the desk underneath it; through the plank floor, cellars and foundations of the edifice; and through the entire world into the distant future beyond.

Four thousand pair of socks, he murmured, pulling down his spectacles and consulting the open letter for the tenth time: four thousand pair of socks, with the hitch, same as last bale, but a very little coarser in material.

Four thousand pair! and whos to make them, I wonder. If poor Mrs Dorothy Grumbit were here  ah! well, shes gone, so it cant be helped. Four thousand!  dear me who will make them. Do you know?

This question was addressed to his youngest clerk, who sat on the opposite side of the desk staring at Mr Jollyboy with that open impudence of expression peculiar to young puppy-dogs whose masters are unusually indulgent.

No, sir, I dont, said the clerk with a broad grin.

Before the perplexed merchant could come at any conclusion on this knotty subject the door opened and Martin Rattler entered the room, followed by his friend Barney OFlannagan.

Youve come to the wrong room, friends, said Mr Jollyboy with a benignant smile. My principal clerk engages men and pays wages. His office is just opposite; first door in the passage.

We dont want to engage, said Martin; we wish to speak with you, sir.

Oh, beg pardon! cried Mr Jollyboy, leaping off the stool with surprising agility for a man of his years. Come in this way. Pray be seated  Eh! ah, surely Ive seen you before, my good fellow?

Yis, sir, that ye have. Ive sailed aboard your ships many a time. My names Barney OFlannagan, at yer sarvice.

Ah! I recollect; and a good man you are, Ive been told, Barney; but I have lost sight of you for some years. Been on a long voyage, I suppose?

Well, not xactly; but Ive been on a long cruise, an no mistake, in the woods o Brazil I wos wrecked on the coast there, in the Firefly.

Ah, to be sure. I remember. And your young messmate here, was he with you?

Yes, sir, I was, said Martin, answering for himself; and I had once the pleasure of your acquaintance. Perhaps if you look steadily in my face you may

Ah, then! dont try to bamboozle him. He might as well look at a bit o mahogany as at your faygur-head. Tell him at wance, Martin, dear.

Martin? exclaimed the puzzled old gentleman, seizing the young sailor by the shoulders and gazing intently into his face. Martin! Martin! Surely not  yes! eh! Martin Rattler?

Ay that am I, dear Mr Jollyboy, safe and sound, and

Martins speech was cut short in consequence of his being violently throttled by Mr Jollyboy, who flung his arms round his neck and staggered recklessly about the office with him! This was the great point which Barney had expected; it was the climax to which he had been looking forward all the morning: and it did not come short of his anticipations; for Mr Jollyboy danced round Martin and embraced him for at least ten minutes, asking him at the same time a shower of questions which he gave him no time to answer. In the excess of his delight Barney smote his thigh with his broad hand so forcibly that it burst upon the startled clerk like a pistol-shot, and caused him to spring off his stool!

Dont be afeared, young un, said Barney, winking and poking the small clerk jocosely in the ribs with his thumb. Isnt it beautiful to see them? Arrah, now! isnt it purty?

Keep your thumbs to yourself, you sea monster, said the small clerk, angrily, and laying his hand on the ruler. But Barney minded him not, and continued to smite his thigh and rub his hands, while he performed a sort of gigantic war-dance round Mr Jollyboy and Martin.

In a few minutes the old gentleman subsided sufficiently to understand questions.

But, my aunt, said Martin, anxiously; you have said nothing about Aunt Dorothy. How is she? where is she? is she well?

To these questions Mr Jollyboy returned no answer, but sitting suddenly down on a chair, he covered his face with his hands.

She is not ill? inquired Martin in a husky voice, while his heart beat violently. Speak, Mr Jollyboy, is she  is she

No, shes not ill, returned the old gentleman; but shes

She is dead! said Martin, in a tone so deep and sorrowful that the old gentleman started up.

No, no, not dead, my dear boy; I did not mean that. Forgive my stupidity, Martin. Aunt Dorothy is gone,  left the village a year ago; and I have never seen or heard of her since.

Terrible though this news was, Martin felt a slight degree of relief to know that she was not dead;  at least there was reason to hope that she might be still alive.

But when did she go? and why? and where?

She went about twelve months ago, replied Mr Jollyboy. You see, Martin, after she lost you she seemed to lose all hope and all spirit; and at last she gave up making socks for me, and did little but moan in her seat in the window and look out towards the sea. So I got a pleasant young girl to take care of her; and she did not want for any of the comforts of life. One day the little girl came to me here, having run all the way from the village, to say that Mrs Grumbit had packed up a bundle of clothes and gone off to Liverpool by the coach. She took the opportunity of the girls absence on some errand to escape; and we should never have known it, had not some boys of the village seen her get into the coach and tell the guard that she was going to make inquiries after Martin. I instantly set out for Liverpool; but long before I arrived the coach had discharged its passengers, and the coachman, not suspecting that anything was wrong, had taken no notice of her after arriving. From that day to this I have not ceased to advertise and make all possible inquiries, but without success.

Martin heard the narrative in silence, and when it was finished he sat a few minutes gazing vacantly before him, like one in a dream. Then starting up suddenly, he wrung Mr Jollyboys hand, Good-bye, my dear friend; good-bye. I shall go to Liverpool. We shall meet again.

Stay, Martin, stay

But Martin had rushed from the room, followed by his faithful friend, and in less than half an hour they were in the village of Ashford. The coach was to pass in twenty minutes, so, bidding Barney engage two outside seats, he hastened round by the road towards the cottage. There it stood, quaint time-worn, and old-fashioned, as when he had last seen it  the little garden in which he had so often played, the bower in which, on fine weather, Aunt Dorothy used to sit, and the door-step on which the white kitten used to gambol. But the shutters were closed, and the door was locked, and there was an air of desolation and a deep silence brooding over the place, that sank more poignantly into Martins heart than if he had come and found every vestige of the home of his childhood swept away. It was like the body without the soul. The flowers, and stones, and well-known forms were there; but she who had given animation to the whole was gone. Sitting down on the door-step, Martin buried his face in his hands and wept.

He was quickly aroused by the bugle of the approaching coach. Springing up, he dashed the tears away and hurried towards the highroad. In a few minutes Barney and he were seated on the top of the coach, and dashing, at the rate of ten miles an hour, along the road to Liverpool.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Old Garret.

Days, and weeks, and months, passed away, and Martin had searched every nook and corner of the great sea-port without discovering his old aunt, or obtaining the slightest information regarding her. At first he and Barney went about the search together, but after a time he sent his old companion forcibly away to visit his own relatives, who dwelt not far from Bilton, at the same time promising that if he had any good news to tell he would immediately write and let him know.

One morning, as Martin was sitting beside the little fire in his lodging, a tap came to the door, and the servant girl told him that a policeman wished to see him.

Show him in, said Martin, who was not in the least surprised, for he had had much intercourse with these guardians of the public peace during the course of his unavailing search.

I think, sir, said the man on entering, that weve got scent of an old woman wich is as like the one that youre arter as hanythink.

Martin rose in haste, have you, my man? Are you sure?

Bout as sure as a man can be who never seed her. But it wont take you long to walk. Youd better come and see for yourself.

Without uttering another word, Martin put on his hat, and followed the policeman. They passed through several streets and lanes, and at length came to one of the poorest districts of the city, not far-distant from the shipping. Turning down a narrow alley, and crossing a low dirty-looking court, Martins guide stopped before a door, which he pushed open and mounted by a flight of rickety wooden stairs to a garret. He opened the door and entered.

There she is, said the man in a tone of pity, as he pointed to a corner of the apartment, an Im afeerd shes goin fast.

Martin stepped towards a low truckle-bed on which lay the emaciated form of a woman covered with a scanty and ragged quilt. The corner of it was drawn across her face, and so gentle was her breathing that it seemed as if she were already dead. Martin removed the covering, and one glance at that gentle, careworn countenance sufficed to convince him that his old aunt lay before him! His first impulse was to seize her in his strong arms, but another look at the frail and attenuated form caused him to shrink back in fear.

Leave me, he said, rising hastily and slipping half a sovereign into the policemans hand; this is she. I wish to be alone with her.

The man touched his hat and retired, closing the door behind him; while Martin, sitting down on the bed, took one of his aunts thin hands in his. The action was tenderly performed, but it awoke her. For the first time it flashed across Martins mind that the sudden joy at seeing him might be too much for one so feeble as Aunt Dorothy seemed to be. He turned his back hastily to the light and with a violent effort suppressed his feelings while he asked how she did.

Well, very well, said Aunt Dorothy, in a faint voice. Are you the missionary that was here long ago? Oh! Ive been longing for you. Why did you not come to read to me oftener about Jesus? But I have had him here although you did not come. He has been saying Come unto me, ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Yes, I have found rest in Him. She ceased and seemed to fall asleep again; but in a few seconds she opened her eyes and said, Martin, too, has been to see me; but he does not come so often now. The darling boy used always to come to me in my dreams. But he never brings me food. Why does no one ever bring me food? I am hungry.

Should you like food now, if I brought it to you? said Martin in a low voice.

Yes, yes; bring me food,  I am dying.

Martin released her hand and glided gently out of the room. In a few minutes he returned with a can of warm soup and a roll; of which Aunt Dorothy partook with an avidity that showed she had been in urgent need. Immediately after, she went to sleep; and Martin sat upon the bed holding her hand in both of his till she awoke, which she did in an hour after, and again ate a little food.

While she was thus engaged the door opened and a young man entered, who stated that he was a doctor, and had been sent there by a policeman.

There is no hope, he said in a whisper, after feeling her pulse; the system is quite exhausted.

Doctor, whispered Martin, seizing the young man by the arm, can nothing save her? I have money, and can command anything that may do her good.

The doctor shook his head. You may give her a little wine. It will strengthen her for a time, but I fear there is no hope. I will send in a bottle if you wish it.

Martin gave him the requisite sum, and in a few minutes the wine was brought up by a boy.

The effect of the wine was wonderful. Aunt Dorothys eyes sparkled as they used to do in days of old, and she spoke with unwonted energy.

You are kind to me, young man, she said, looking earnestly into Martins face, which, however, he kept carefully in shadow. May our Lord reward you.

Would you like me to talk to you of your nephew? said Martin; I have seen him abroad.

Seen my boy! Is he not dead?

No; he is alive, and in this country, too.

Aunt Dorothy turned pale, but did not reply for a few minutes, during which she grasped his hand convulsively.

Turn your face to the light, she said faintly.

Martin obeyed, and bending over her whispered, He is here; I am Martin, my dear, dear aunt

No expression of surprise escaped from Aunt Dorothy as she folded her arms round his neck, and pressed his head upon her bosom. His hot tears fell upon her neck while she held him, but she spoke not. It was evident that, as the strength infused by the wine abated, her faculties became confused. At length she whispered, It is good of you to come to see me, darling boy. You have often come to me in my dreams. But do not leave me so soon; stay a very little longer.

This is no dream, dearest aunt, whispered Martin, while his tears flowed faster; I am really here.

So you always say, my darling child; but you always go away and leave me. This is a dream, no doubt like all the rest; but oh, it seems very very real! You never wept before, although you often smiled. Surely this is the best and brightest dream I ever had!

Continuing to murmur his name while she clasped him tightly to her bosom, Aunt Dorothy gently fell asleep.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Conclusion.

Aunt Dorothy Grumbit did not die! Her gentle spirit had nearly fled; but Martins return and Martins tender nursing brought her round, and she gradually regained all her former strength and vigour. Yes, to the unutterable joy of Martin, to the inexpressible delight of Mr Arthur Jollyboy and Barney, and to the surprise and complete discomfiture of the young doctor who shook his head and said, There is no hope, Aunt Dorothy Grumbit recovered, and was brought back in health and in triumph to her old cottage at Ashford.

Moreover, she was arrayed again in the old bed-curtain chintz with the flowers as big as saucers, and the old high-crowned cap. A white kitten was got, too, so like the one that used to be Martins playmate, that no one could discover a hair of difference. So remarkable was this, that Martin made inquiry, and found that it was actually the grand-daughter of the old kitten, which was still alive and well; so he brought it back too, and formally installed it in the cottage along with its grandchild.

There was a great house-warming, on the night of the day, in which Aunt Dorothy Grumbit was brought back. Mr Arthur Jollyboy was there  of course; and the vicar was there; and the pursy doctor who used to call Martin a scamp; and the schoolmaster; and last  though not least Barney OFlannagan was there. And they all had tea, during which dear Aunt Dorothy smiled sweetly on everybody and said nothing  and, indeed, did nothing, except that once or twice she put additional sugar and cream into Martins cup when he was not looking, and stroked one of his hands continually. After tea Martin related his adventures in Brazil, and Barney helped him; and these two talked more that night than any one could have believed it possible for human beings to do, without the aid of steam lungs! And the doctor listened, and the vicar and schoolmaster questioned, and old Mr Jollyboy roared and laughed till he became purple in the face  particularly at the sallies of Barney. As for old Aunt Dorothy Grumbit, she listened when Martin spoke. When Martin was silent she became stone deaf!

In the course of time Mr Jollyboy made Martin his head clerk; and then, becoming impatient, he made him his partner off-hand. Then he made Barney OFlannagan an overseer in the warehouses; and when the duties of the day were over, the versatile Irishman became his confidential servant and went to sup and sleep at the Old Hulk; which, he used to remark, was quite a natural and proper and decidedly comfortable place to come to an anchor in.

Martin became the stay and comfort of his aunt in her old age; and the joy which he was the means of giving to her heart was like a deep and placid river which never ceases to flow. Ah! there is a rich blessing in store for those who tenderly nurse and comfort the aged, when called upon to do so; and assuredly there is a sharp thorn prepared for those who neglect this sacred duty. Martin read the Bible to her night and morning; and she did nothing but watch for him at the window while he was out. As Martin afterwards became an active member of the benevolent societies, with which his partner was connected, he learned from sweet experience that, it is more blessed to give than to receive, and that, it is better to go to the house of mourning than to go to the house of feasting. Dear young reader, do not imagine that we plead in favour of moroseness or gloom. Laugh if you will, and feast if you will, and remember, too, that, a merry heart is a continual feast; but we pray you not to forget that God himself has said that a visit to the house of mourning is better than a visit to the house of feasting: and, strange to say, it is productive of greater joy; for to do good is better than to get good, as surely as sympathy is better than selfishness.

Martin visited the poor and read the Bible to them; and in watering others he was himself watered, for he found the Pearl of Great Price, even Jesus Christ the Saviour of the world.

Business prospered in the hands of Martin Rattler, too, and he became a man of substance. Naturally, too, he became a man of great importance in the town of Bilton. The quantity of work that Martin and Mr Jollyboy and Barney used to get through was quite marvellous; and the number of engagements they had during the course of a day was quite bewildering.

In the existence of all men, who are not born to unmitigated misery, there are times and seasons of peculiar enjoyment. The happiest hour of all the twenty-four to Martin Rattler was the hour of seven in the evening; for then it was that he found himself seated before the blazing fire in the parlour of the Old Hulk, to which Aunt Dorothy Grumbit had consented to be removed, and in which she was now a fixture. Then it was that old Mr Jollyboy beamed with benevolence, until the old lady sometimes thought the fire was going to melt him; then it was that the tea-kettle sang on the hob like a canary; and then it was that Barney bustled about the room preparing the evening meal, and talking all the time with the most perfect freedom to any one who chose to listen to him. Yes, seven p.m. was Martins great hour, and Aunt Dorothys great hour, and old Mr Jollyboys great hour, and Barneys too; for each knew that the labours of the day were done, and that the front door was locked for the night, and that a great talk was brewing. They had a tremendous talk every night, sometimes on one subject, sometimes on another; but the subject of all others that they talked oftenest about was their travels. And many a time and oft, when the winter storms howled round the Old Hulk, Barney was invited to draw in his chair, and Martin and he plunged again vigorously into the great old forests of South America, and spoke so feelingly about them that Aunt Dorothy and Mr Jollyboy almost fancied themselves transported into the midst of tropical scenes, and felt as if they were surrounded by parrots, and monkeys, and jaguars, and alligators, and anacondas, and all the wonderful birds, beasts, reptiles, and fishes, that inhabit the woods and waters of Brazil.

THE END
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Introduction.

The following story is intended to illustrate one of the many phases of the fur-traders life in those wild regions of North America which surround Hudsons Bay.

Most of its major incidents are facts  fiction being employed chiefly for the purpose of weaving these facts into a readable form.

If this volume should chance to fall into the hands of any of those who acted a part in the first settlement of Ungava, we trust that they will forgive the liberty that has been taken with their persons and adventures, remembering that transpositions, modifications, and transformations are necessary in constructing a tale out of the raw material.

We take this opportunity of expressing to the Leader of the adventurous band our grateful acknowledgements for his kindness in placing at our disposal the groundwork on which this story has been reared.

R.M. Ballantyne.


Chapter One.

The forest, and the leaders of the folorn-hope  A good shot  A consultation  An ice-floe, and a narrow chance of escape in a small way.

Hallo! where are you! shouted a voice that rang through the glades of the forest like the blast of a silver trumpet, testifying to lungs of leather and a throat of brass.

The ringing tones died away, and naught was heard save the rustling of the leafy canopy overhead, as the young man, whose shout had thus rudely disturbed the surrounding echoes, leaned on the muzzle of a long rifle, and stood motionless as a statue, his right foot resting on the trunk of a fallen tree, and his head bent slightly to one side, as if listening for a reply. But no reply came. A squirrel ran down the trunk of a neighbouring pine, and paused, with tail and ears erect, and its little black eyes glittering as if with surprise at the temerity of him who so recklessly dared to intrude upon and desecrate with his powerful voice the deep solitudes of the wilderness. They stood so long thus that it seemed as though the little animal and the man had been petrified by the unwonted sound. If so, the spell was quickly broken. The loud report of a fowling-piece was heard at a short distance. The squirrel incontinently disappeared from the spot on which it stood, and almost instantaneously reappeared on the topmost branch of a high tree; while the young man gave a smile of satisfaction, threw the rifle over his shoulder, and, turning round, strode rapidly away in the direction whence the shot proceeded.

A few minutes walk brought him to the banks of a little brook, by the side of which, on the projecting root of a tree, sat a man, with a dead goose at his feet and a fowling-piece by his side. He was dressed in the garb of a hunter; and, from the number of gray hairs that shone like threads of silver among the black curls on his temples, he was evidently past the meridian of life  although, from the upright bearing of his tall, muscular frame, and the quick glance of his fearless black eye, it was equally evident that the vigour of his youth was not yet abated.

Why, Stanley, exclaimed the young man as he approached, Ive been shouting till my throat is cracked, for at least half an hour. I verily began to think that you had forsaken me altogether.

In which case, Frank, replied the other, I should have treated you as you deserve, for your empty game-bag proves you an unworthy comrade in the chase.

So, so, friend, do not boast, replied the youth with a smile; if I mistake not, that goose was winging its way to the far north not ten minutes agone. Had I come up half an hour sooner, I suspect we should have met on equal terms; but the fact is that I have not seen hair or feather, save a tree-squirrel, since I left you in the morning.

Well, to say truth, I was equally unfortunate until I met this luckless goose, and fired the shot that brought him down and brought you up. But Ive had enough o this now, and shall back to the fort again. What say you? Will you go in my canoe or walk?

The young man was silent for a few seconds; then, without replying to his companions question, he said, By-the-bye, is it not to-night that you mean to make another attempt to induce the men to volunteer for the expedition!

It is, replied Stanley, with a alight frown. And what if they still persist in refusing to go?

Ill try once more to shame them out of their cowardice. But if they wont agree, Ill compel them to go by means of more powerful arguments than words.

Tis not cowardice; you do the men injustice, said Frank, shaking his head.

Well, well, I believe I do, lad; youre right, replied Stanley, while a smile smoothed out the firm lines that had gathered round his lips for a few seconds. No doubt they care as little for the anticipated dangers of the expedition as any men living, and they hesitate to go simply because they know that the life before them will be a lonely one at such an out-o-the-way place as Ungava. But we cant help that, Frank; the interests of the Company must be attended to, and so go they must, willing or not willing. But Im annoyed at this unexpected difficulty, for theres a mighty difference between men who volunteer to go and men who go merely because they must and cant help it.

The young man slowly rubbed the stock of his rifle with the sleeve of his coat, and looked as if he understood and sympathised with his friends chagrin.

If Prince were only here just now, said he, looking up, there would be no difficulty in the matter. These fellows only want a bold, hearty comrade to step forward and show them the way, and they will follow to the North Pole if need be. They look upon our willingness to go as a mere matter of course, though I dont see why we should be expected to like banishment more than themselves. But if Prince were

Well, well, Prince is not here, so we must do the best we can without him, said Stanley.

As he spoke, the trumpet note of a goose was heard in the distance.

There he goes!  down with you! exclaimed Frank, darting suddenly behind the stump of the tree, while his companion crouched beside him, and both began to shout at the top of their voices in imitation of the goose. The bird was foolish enough to accept the invitation immediately, although, had it been other than a goose, it would have easily recognised the sound as a wretched counterfeit of the goose language. It flew directly towards them, as geese always do in spring when thus enticed, but passed at such a distance that the elder sportsman was induced to lower his piece.

Ah! hes too far off. Youd better give him a shot with the rifle, Frank; but youre sure to miss.

To hit, you mean, cried his companion, flushing with momentary indignation at this disparaging remark. At the same moment he took a rapid aim and fired. For a few yards the goose continued its forward flight as if unhurt; then it wavered once or twice, and fell heavily to the ground.

Bravo, boy! cried Stanley. There, dont look nettled; I only jested with you, knowing your weakness on the score of rifle-shooting. Now, pick up your bird, and throw it into the canoe, for I must away.

Frank finished reloading his piece as his friend spoke, and went to pick up the goose; while the other walked down to the edge of the rivulet, and disengaged a light birch-bark canoe from the long grass and sedges that almost hid it from view.

Make haste, Frank! he shouted; theres the ice coming up with the flood-tide, and bearing down on the creek here.

At a short distance from the spot where the sportsmen stood, the streamlet already alluded to mingled its waters with a broad river, which, a few miles farther down, flows into Jamess Bay. As every one knows, this bay lies to the south of Hudsons Bay, in North America. Here the river is about two miles wide; and the shores on either side being low, it has all the appearance of an extensive lake. In spring, after the disruption of the ice, its waters are loaded with large floes and fields of ice; and later in the season, after it has become quite free from this wintry encumbrance, numerous detached masses come up with every flood-tide. It was the approach of one of these floes that called forth Stanleys remark.

The young man replied to it by springing towards the canoe, in which his companion was already seated. Throwing the dead bird into it, he stooped, and gave the light bark a powerful shove into the stream, exclaiming, as he did so, There, strike out, youve no time to lose, and Ill go round by the woods.

There was indeed no time to lose. The huge mass of ice was closing rapidly into the mouth of the creek, and narrowing the only passage through which the canoe could escape into the open water of the river beyond. Stanley might, indeed, drag his canoe up the bank, if so disposed, and reach home by a circuitous walk through the woods; but by doing so he would lose much time, and be under the necessity of carrying his gun, blanket, tin kettle, and the goose, on his back. His broad shoulders were admirably adapted for such a burden, but he preferred the canoe to the woods on the present occasion. Besides, the only risk he ran was that of getting his canoe crushed to pieces. So, plunging his paddle vigorously in the water, he shot through the lessening channel like an arrow, and swept out on the bosom of the broad river just as the ice closed with a crash upon the shore and ground itself to powder on the rocks.

Well done! shouted Frank, with a wave of his cap, as he witnessed the success of his friends exploit.

All right, replied Stanley, glancing over his shoulder.

In another moment the canoe disappeared behind a group of willows that grew on the point at the rivers mouth, and the young man was left alone. For a few minutes he stood contemplating the point behind which his companion had disappeared; then giving a hasty glance at the priming of his rifle, he threw it across his shoulder, and striding rapidly up the bank, was soon lost to view amid the luxuriant undergrowth of the forest.




Chapter Two.

Headquarters  The men  Disputation and uncertainty  New uses for the skins of dead boys!  Mutinous resolves.

Moose Fort, the headquarters and depôt of the fur-traders, who prosecute their traffic in almost all parts of the wild and uninhabited regions of North America, stands on an island near the mouth of Moose River. Like all the establishments of the fur-traders, it is a solitary group of wooden buildings, far removed beyond the influences  almost beyond the ken  of the civilised world, and surrounded by the primeval wilderness, the only tenants of which were, at the time we write of, a few scattered tribes of Muskigon Indians, and the wild animals whose flesh furnished them with food and whose skins constituted their sole wealth. There was little of luxury at Moose Fort. The walls of the houses within the stockade, that served more as an ornament than a defence, were of painted, in some cases unpainted, planks. The floors, ceilings, chairs, tables, and, in short, all the articles of furniture in the place, were made of the same rough material. A lofty scaffolding of wood rose above the surrounding buildings, and served as an outlook, whence, at the proper season, longing eyes were wont to be turned towards the sea in expectation of the ship which paid the establishment an annual visit from England. Several large iron field-pieces stood before the front gate; but they were more for the sake of appearance than use, and were never fired except for the purpose of saluting the said ship on the occasions of her arrival and departure. The first boom of the cannon unlocks the long-closed portals of connection between Moose Fort and England; the second salvo shuts them up again in their frozen domains for another year! A century and a half ago, the band of adventurers trading into Hudsons Bay felled the first trees and pitched their tents on the shores of Jamess Bay, and successive generations of fur-traders have kept the post until the present day; yet there is scarcely a symptom of the presence of man beyond a few miles round the establishment. Years ago the fort was built, and there it stands now, with new tenants, it is true, but in its general aspect unchanged; and there it is likely to remain, wrapped in its barrier of all but impregnable solitude, for centuries to come.

Nevertheless, Moose is a comfortable place in its way, and when contrasted with other trading establishments is a very palace and temple of luxury. There are men within its walls who can tell of log-huts and starvation, solitude and desolation, compared with which Moose is a terrestrial paradise. Frank Morton, whom we have introduced in the first chapter, said, on his arrival at Moose, that it appeared to him to be the very fag-end of creation. He had travelled night and day for six weeks from what he considered the very outskirts of civilisation, through uninhabited forests and almost unknown rivers, in order to get to it; and while the feeling of desolation that overwhelmed him on his first arrival was strong upon him, he sighed deeply, and called it a horrid dull hole. But Frank was of a gay, hearty, joyous disposition, and had not been there long ere he loved the old fort dearly. Poor fellow! far removed though he was from his fellow-men at Moose, he afterwards learned that he had but obtained an indistinct notion of the signification of the word solitude.

There were probably about thirty human beings at Moose, when Mr George Stanley, one of the principal fur-traders of the place, received orders from the governor to make preparations, and select men, for the purpose of proceeding many hundred miles deeper into the northern wilderness, and establishing a station on the distant, almost unknown, shores of Ungava Bay. No one at Moose had ever been there before; no one knew anything about the route, except from the vague report of a few Indians; and the only thing that was definitely known about the locality at all was, that its inhabitants were a few wandering tribes of Esquimaux, who were at deadly feud with the Indians, and generally massacred all who came within their reach. What the capabilities of the country were, in regard to timber and provisions, nobody knew, and, fortunately for the success of the expedition, nobody cared! At least those who were to lead the way did not; and this admirable quality of total indifference to prospective dangers is that which, to a great extent, insures success in a forlorn hope.

Of the leaders of this expedition the reader already knows something. George Stanley was nearly six feet high, forty years of age, and endued with a decision of character that, but for his quiet good humour, would have been deemed obstinacy. He was deliberate in all his movements, and exercised a control over his feelings that quite concealed his naturally enthusiastic disposition. Moreover, he was married, and had a daughter of ten years of age. This might be thought a disadvantage in his present circumstances; but the governor of the fur-traders, a most energetic and active ruler, thought otherwise. He recommended that the family should be left at Moose until an establishment had been built, and a winter passed at Ungava. Afterwards they could join him there. As for Frank Morton, he was an inch taller than his friend Stanley, and equally powerful; fair-haired, blue-eyed, hilarious, romantic, twenty-two years of age, and so impulsive that, on hearing of the proposed expedition from one of his comrades, who happened to be present when Stanley was reading the dispatches, he sprang from his chair, which he upset, dashed out at the door, which he banged, and hurried to his friends quarters in order to be first to volunteer his services as second in command; which offer was rendered unnecessary by Stanleys exclaiming, the moment he entered his room  

Ha, Frank, my lad, the very man I wanted to see! Heres a letter from headquarters ordering me off on an expedition to Ungava. Now, I want volunteers; will you go!

It is needless to add that Franks blue eyes sparkled with animation as he seized his friends hand and replied, To the North Pole if you like, or farther if need be!

It was evening. The sun was gilding the top of the flagstaff with a parting kiss, and the inhabitants of Moose Fort, having finished their daily toil, were making preparations for their evening meal. On the end of the wharf that jutted out into the stream was assembled a picturesque group of men, who, from the earnest manner in which they conversed, and the energy of their gesticulations, were evidently discussing a subject of more than ordinary interest. Most of them were clad in corduroy trousers, gartered below the knee with thongs of deer-skin, and coarse, striped cotton shirts, open at the neck, so as to expose their sunburnt breasts. A few wore caps which, whatever might have been their original form, were now so much soiled and battered out of shape by long and severe service that they were nondescript; but most of these hardy backwoodsmen were content with the covering afforded by their thick, bushy locks.

No, no, exclaimed a short, thick-set, powerful man, with a somewhat ascetic cast of countenance; Ive seen more than enough o these rascally Huskies (Esquimaux). Tis well for me that Im here this blessed day, an not made into a dan to bob about in Hudsons Straits at the tail of a white whale, like that poor boy Peter who was shot by them varmints.

Whats a dan? asked a young half-breed who had lately arrived at Moose, and knew little of Esquimau implements.

What a green-horn you must be, François, not to know what a dan is! replied another, who was inclined to be quizzical. Why, its a sort of sea-carriage that the Esquimaux tie to the tail of a walrus or sea-horse when they feel inclined for a drive. When they cant get a sea-horse they catch a white whale asleep, and wake him up after fastening the dan to his tail. I suppose they have conjurers or wizards among them, since Massan told us just now that poor Peter was

Bah! gammon, interrupted François with a smile, as he turned to the first speaker. But tell me, Massan, what is a dan?

Its a sort o float or buoy, lad, used by the Huskies, and is made out o the skin o the seal. They tie it with a long line to their whale spears to show which way the fish bolts when struck.

And did they use Peters skin for such a purpose? inquired François earnestly.

They did, replied Massan.

And did you see them do it?

Yes, I did.

François gazed intently into his comrades face as he spoke; but Massan was an adept at what is usually called drawing the long bow, and it was with the most imperturbable gravity that he continued  

Yes, I saw them do it; but I could not render any assistance to the poor child, for I was lying close behind a rock at the time, with an arrow sticking between my shoulders, and a score o them oily varmints a-shoutin, and yellin, and flourishing their spears in search o me.

Tell us how it happened, Massan. Lets hear the story, chorused the men, as they closed round their comrade.

Well then, began the stout backwoodsman, proceeding leisurely to fill his pipe from an ornamented bag that hung at his belt, here goes. It was about the year  a  I forget the year, but it dont matter  that we were ordered off on an expedition to the Huskies; xactly sich a one as they wants us to go on now, and  but youve heerd o that business, lads, havent you?

Yes, yes, weve heard all about it; go on.

Well, continued Massan, I neednt be wastin time tellin you how we failed in that affair, and how the Huskies killed some of our men and burnt our ship to the waters edge. After it was all over, and they thought they had killed us all, I was, as I said, lyin behind a great rock in a sort o cave, lookin at the dirty villains as they danced about on the shore, and took possession of all our goods. Suddenly I seed two o them carry Peter down to the beach, an I saw, as they passed me, that he was quite dead. In less time than I can count a hundred they took the skin off him, cut off his head, sewed up the hole, tied his arms and legs in a knot, blew him full o wind till he was fit to bust, an then hung him up to dry in the sun! In fact, they made a dan of him!

A loud shout of laughter greeted this startling conclusion. In truth, we must do Massan the justice to say, that although he was much in the habit of amusing his companions by entertaining them with anecdotes which originated entirely in his own teeming fancy, he never actually deceived them, but invariably, either by a sly glance or by the astounding nature of his communication, gave them to understand that he was dealing not with fact but fiction.

But seriously, lads, said François, whose intelligence, added to a grave, manly countenance and a tall, muscular frame, caused him to be regarded by his comrades as a sort of leader both in action and in council, what do you think of our bourgeois plan? For my part, Im willing enough to go to any reasonable part o the country where there are furs and Indians; but as for this Ungava, from what Massan says, theres neither Indians, nor furs, nor victuals  nothin but rocks, and mountains, and eternal winter; and if we do get the Huskies about us, theyll very likely serve us as they did the last expedition to Richmond Gulf.

Ay, ay, cried one of the others, you may say that, François. Nothin but frost and starvation, and nobody to bury us when were dead.

Except the Huskies, broke in another, who would save themselves the trouble by converting us all into dans!

Tush, man! stop your clapper, cried François, impatiently; let us settle this business. You know that Monsieur Stanley said he would expect us to be ready with an answer to-night.  What think you, Gaspard? Shall we go, or shall we mutiny?

The individual addressed was a fine specimen of an animal, but not by any means a good specimen of a man. He was of gigantic proportions, straight and tall as a poplar, and endowed with the strength of a Hercules. His glittering dark eyes and long black hair, together with the hue of his skin, bespoke him of half-breed extraction. But his countenance did not correspond to his fine physical proportions. True, his features were good, but they wore habitually a scowling, sulky expression, even when the man was pleased, and there was more of sarcasm than joviality in the sound when Gaspard condescended to laugh.

Ill be shot if I go to such a hole for the best bourgeois in the country, said he in reply to François question.

Youll be dismissed the service if you dont, remarked Massan with a smile.

To this Gaspard vouchsafed no reply save a growl that, to say the best of it, did not sound amiable.

Well, I think that were all pretty much of one mind on the point, continued François; and yet I feel half ashamed to refuse after all, especially when I see the good will with which Messieurs Stanley and Morton agree to go.

I suppose you expect to be a bourgeois too some day, growled Gaspard with a sneer.

Eh, tu gros chien! cried François, as with flashing eyes and clinched fists he strode up to his ill-tempered comrade.

Come, come, François; dont quarrel for nothing, said Massan, interposing his broad shoulders and pushing him vigorously back.

At that moment an exclamation from one of the men diverted the attention of the others.

Voilà! the canoe.

Ay, its Monsieur Stanleys canoe. I saw him and Monsieur Morton start for the swamp this morning.

I wonder what Dick Prince would have done in this business had he been here, said François to Massan in a low tone, as they stood watching the approach of their bourgeois canoe.

Cant say. I half think he would have gone.

Theres no chance of him coming back in time, I fear.

None; unless he prevails on some goose to lend him a pair of wings for a day or two. He wont be back from the hunt for three weeks good.

In a few minutes more the canoe skimmed up to the wharf.

Here, lads, cried Mr Stanley, as he leaped ashore and dragged the canoe out of the water; one of you come and lift this canoe up the bank, and take these geese to the kitchen.

Two of the men instantly hastened to obey, and Stanley, with the gun and paddles under his arm, proceeded towards the gateway of the fort. As he passed the group assembled on the wharf, he turned and said  

Youll come to the hall in an hour, lads; I shall expect you to be ready with an answer by that time.

Ay, ay, sir, replied several of the men.

But we wont go for all your expectations, said one in an undertone to a comrade.

I should think not, whispered another.

Ill be hanged, and burnt, and frozen if I do, said a third.

In the meantime Mr Stanley walked briskly towards his dwelling, and left the men to grumble over their troubles and continue their debate as to whether they should or should not agree to go on the pending expedition to the distant regions of Ungava.




Chapter Three.

Shows how Stanley deigned to consult with womankind  The opinions of a child developed  Persuasion fails  Example triumphs  The first volunteers to Ungava.

On reaching his apartment, which was in an angle of the principal edifice in the fort, Mr Stanley flung down his gun and paddles, and drawing a chair close to his wife, who was working with her needle near a window, took her hand in his and heaved a deep sigh.

Why, George, thats what you used to say to me when you were at a loss for words in the days of our courtship.

True, Jessie, he replied, patting her shoulder with a hand that rough service had rendered hard and long exposure had burnt brown. But the producing cause then was different from what it is now. Then it was love; now it is perplexity.

Stanleys wife was the daughter of English parents, who had settled many years ago in the fur countries. Being quite beyond the reach of any school, they had been obliged to undertake the instruction of their only child, Jessie, as they best could. At first this was an easy matter, but as years flew by, and little Jessies mind expanded, it was found to be a difficult matter to carry on her education in a country in most parts of which books were not to be had and schoolmasters did not exist. When the difficulty first presented itself, they talked of sending their little one to England to finish her education; but being unable to bring themselves to part with her, they resolved to have a choice selection of books sent out to them. Jessies mother was a clever, accomplished, and lady-like woman, and decidedly pious, so that the little flower, which was indeed born to blush unseen, grew up to be a gentle, affectionate woman  one who was a lady in all her thoughts and actions, yet had never seen polite society, save that of her father and mother. In process of time Jessie became Mrs Stanley, and the mother of a little girl whose voice was, at the time her father entered, ringing cheerfully in an adjoining room. Mrs Stanleys nature was an earnest one, and she no sooner observed that her husband was worried about something, than she instantly dropped the light tone in which she at first addressed him.

And what perplexes you now, dear George? she said, laying down her work and looking up in his face with that straightforward, earnest gaze that in days of yore had set the stout backwoodsmans heart on fire, and still kept it in a perennial blaze.

Nothing very serious, he replied with a smile; only these fellows have taken it into their stupid heads that Ungava is worse than the land beyond the Styx; and so, after the tough battle that I had with you this morning in order to prevail on you to remain here for a winter without me, Ive had to fight another battle with them in order to get them to go on this expedition.

Have you been victorious? inquired Mrs Stanley.

No, not yet.

Do you really mean to say they are afraid to go? Has Prince refused? are François, Gaspard, and Massan cowards? she inquired, her eye kindling with indignation.

Nay, my wife, not so. These men are not cowards; nevertheless they dont feel inclined to go; and as for Dick Prince, he has been off hunting for a week, and I dont expect him back for three weeks at least, by which time we shall be off.

Mrs Stanley sighed, as if she felt the utter helplessness of woman in such affairs.

Why, Jessie, thats what you used to say to me when you were at a loss for words in the days of our courtship, said Stanley, smiling.

Ah, George, like you I may say that the cause is now perplexity; for what can I do to help you in your present difficulty?

Truly not much. But I like to tell you of my troubles, and to make more of them than they deserve, for the sake of drawing forth your sympathy. Bless your heart! he said, in a sudden burst of enthusiasm, I would gladly undergo any amount of trouble every day, if by so doing I should secure that earnest, loving, anxious gaze of your sweet blue eyes as a reward! Stanley imprinted a hearty kiss on his wifes cheek as he made this lover-like speech, and then rose to place his fowling-piece on the pegs from which it usually hung over the fireplace.

At that moment the door opened, and a little girl, with bright eyes and flaxen hair, bounded into the room.

O mamma, mamma! she said, holding up a sheet of paper, while a look of intense satisfaction beamed on her animated countenance, see, I have drawn Chimos portrait. Is it like, mamma? Do you think it like?

Come here, Eda, my darling, come to me, said Stanley, seating himself on a chair and extending his arms. Edith instantly left the portrait of the dog in her mothers possession, and, without waiting for an opinion as to its merits, ran to her father, jumped on his knee, threw her arms round his neck, and kissed him. Edith was by no means a beautiful child, but miserable indeed must have been the taste of him who would have pronounced her plain-looking. Her features were not regular; her nose had a strong tendency to what is called snubbed, and her mouth was large; but to counterbalance these defects she had a pair of large, deep-blue eyes, soft, golden hair, a fair, rosy complexion, and an expression of sweetness at the corners of her mouth that betrayed habitual good-nature. She was quick in all her movements, combined with a peculiar softness and grace of deportment that was exceedingly attractive.

Would you like to go, my pet, said her father, to a country far, far away in the north, where there are high mountains and deep valleys, inhabited by beautiful reindeer, and large lakes and rivers filled with fish; where there is very little daylight all the long winter, and where there is scarcely any night all the long, bright summer? Would my Eda like to go there?

The child possessed that fascinating quality of being intensely interested in all that was said to her. As her father spoke, her eyes gradually expanded and looked straight into his, while her head turned slowly and very slightly to one side. As he concluded, she replied, Oh! very, very, very much indeed, with a degree of energy that made both her parents laugh.

Ah, my darling! would that my lazy men were endued with some of your spirit, said Stanley, patting the childs head.

Is Prince a lazy man, papa? inquired Edith anxiously.

No, certainly, Prince is not. Why do you ask?

Because I love Prince.

And do you not love all the men?

No, replied Edith, with some hesitation; at least I dont love them very much, and I hate one.

Hate one! echoed Mrs Stanley. Come here, my darling.

Eda slipped from her fathers knee and went to her mother, feeling and looking as if she had said something wrong.

Mrs Stanley was not one of those mothers who, whenever they hear of their children having done anything wrong, assume a look of intense, solemnised horror, that would lead an ignorant spectator to suppose that intelligence had just been received of some sudden and appalling catastrophe. She knew that children could not be deceived by such pieces of acting. She expressed on her countenance precisely what she felt  a slight degree of sorrow that her child should cherish an evil passion, which, she knew, existed in her heart in common with all the human race, but which she expected, by Gods help and blessing, to subdue effectually at last. Kissing Edas forehead she said kindly, Which of them do you hate, darling?

Gaspard, replied the child.

And why do you hate him?

Because he struck my dog, said Eda, while her face flushed and her eyes sparkled; and he is always rude to everybody, and very, very cruel to the dogs.

That is very wrong of Gaspard; but, dearest Eda, do you not remember what is written in Gods Word, Love your enemies? It is wrong to hate anybody.

I know that, mamma, and I dont wish to hate Gaspard, but I cant help it. I wish if I didnt hate him, but it wont go away.

Well, my pet, replied Mrs Stanley, pressing the child to her bosom, but you must pray for him, and speak kindly to him when you meet him, and that will perhaps put it away. And now let us talk of the far-off country that papa was speaking about. I wonder what he has to tell you about it.

Stanley had been gazing out of the window during the foregoing colloquy, apparently inattentive, though, in reality, deeply interested in what was said. Turning round, he said  

I was going to tell Eda that you had arranged to follow me to that country next year, and that perhaps you would bring her along with you.

Nay, George, you mistake. I did not arrange to do so  you only proposed the arrangement; but, to say truth, I dont like it, and I cant make up my mind to let you go without us. I cannot wait till next year.

Well, well, Jessie, I have exhausted all my powers of persuasion. I leave it entirely to yourself to do as you think best.

At this moment the sound of deep voices was heard in the hall, which was separated from Stanleys quarters by a thin partition of wood. In a few seconds the door opened, and George Barney, the Irish butler and general factotum to the establishment, announced that the min wos in the hall awaitin.

Giving Eda a parting kiss, Stanley rose and entered the hall, where François, Massan, Gaspard, and several others were grouped in a corner. On their bourgeois entering, they doffed their bonnets and bowed.

Well, lads, began Stanley, with a smile, youve thought better of it, I hope, and have come to volunteer for this expedition He checked himself and frowned, for he saw by their looks that they had come with quite a different intention. What have you to say to me? he continued abruptly.

The men looked uneasily at each other, and then fixed their eyes on François, who was evidently expected to be spokesman.

Come, François, speak out, said Stanley; if you have any objections, out with them; youre free to say what you please here.

As he spoke, and ere François could reply, Frank Morton entered the room. Ah! he exclaimed, as he deposited his rifle in a corner and flung his cap on the table, in time, I see, to help at the council!

I was just asking François to state his objections to going, said Stanley, as his young friend took his place beside him.

Objections! repeated Frank; what objections can bold spirits have to go on a bold adventure? The question should have been, Who will be first to volunteer?

At this moment the door of Stanleys apartment opened, and his wife appeared leading Eda by the hand.

Here are two volunteers, she said, with a smile; pray put us at the head of your list. We will go with you to any part of the world!

Bravo! shouted Frank, catching up Eda, with whom he was a great favourite, and hugging her tightly in his arms.

Nay, but, wife, this is sheer folly. You know not the dangers that await you

Perhaps not, interrupted Mrs Stanley; but you know them, and that is enough for me.

Indeed, Jessie, I know them not. I can but guess at them.  But, ah! well, tis useless to argue further. Be it so; we shall head the list with you and Eda.

And put my name next, said a deep-toned voice from behind the other men. All turned round in surprise.

Dick Prince! they exclaimed; you here?

Ay, lads, said a tall man of about forty, who was not so remarkable for physical development (though in this respect he was by no means deficient) as for a certain decision of character that betrayed itself in every outline of his masculine, intelligent countenance ay, lads, Im here; an sorry am I that Ive jist comed in time to hear that youre sich poor-spirited rascals as to hang back when ye should jump forard.

But how came you so opportunely, Prince? inquired Stanley.

I met an Injin, sir, as told me you was goin off; so I thought you might want me, and comed straight back. And now, sir, Im ready to go; and so is François, he continued, turning to that individual, who seized his hand and exclaimed, That am I, my boy  to the moon if ye like!

And Massan, too, continued Prince.

All right; book me for Nova Zembla, replied that worthy.

So, so, cried Mr Stanley, with a satisfied smile. I see, lads, that were all of one mind now. Is it not so? Are we agreed?

Agreed! agreed! they replied with one voice.

Thats well, he continued. Now then, lads, clear out and get your kits ready.  And ho! Barney, give these men a glass of grog.  Prince, I shall want to talk with you this evening. Come to me an hour hence.  And now, he added, taking Eda by the hand, come along, my gentle volunteers; lets go to supper.




Chapter Four.

Explanatory, but not dry!  Murderous designs thwarted by vigorous treatment  The cattle pay for it!  Preparations for a long, long voyage.

In order to render our story intelligible, it is necessary here to say a few words explanatory of the nature and object of the expedition referred to in the foregoing chapters.

Many years previous to the opening of our tale, it was deemed expedient, by the rulers of the Hudsons Bay Fur Company, to effect, if possible, a reconciliation or treaty of peace between the Muskigon Indians of Jamess Bay and the Esquimaux of Hudsons Straits. The Muskigons are by no means a warlike race; on the contrary, they are naturally timid, and only plucked up courage to make war on their northern neighbours in consequence of these poor people being destitute of firearms, while themselves were supplied with guns and ammunition by the fur-traders. The Esquimaux, however, are much superior to the Muskigon Indians physically, and would have held their adversaries in light esteem had they met on equal terms, or, indeed, on any terms at all; but the evil was that they never met. The Indians always took them by surprise, and from behind the rocks and bushes sent destruction into their camps with the deadly bullet; while their helpless foes could only reply with the comparatively harmless arrow and spear. Thus the war was in fact an annual raid of murderers. The conceited Muskigons returned to their wigwams in triumph, with bloody scalps hanging at their belts; while the Esquimaux pushed farther into their ice-bound fastnesses, and told their comrades, with lowering brows and heaving bosoms, of the sudden attack, and of the wives and children who had been butchered in cold blood, or led captive to the tents of the cowardly red men.

At such times those untutored inhabitants of the frozen regions vowed vengeance on the Indians, and cursed in their hearts the white men who supplied them with the deadly gun. But the curse was unmerited. In the councils of the fur-traders the subject of Esquimau wrongs had been mooted, and plans for the amelioration of their condition devised. Trading posts were established on Richmond Gulf and Little Whale River; but owing to circumstances which it is unnecessary to detail here, they turned out failures, and were at length abandoned. Still, those in charge of the districts around Hudsons Bay and Labrador continued to use every argument to prevail on the Indians to cease their murderous assaults on their unoffending neighbours, but without much effect. At length the governor of East Main  a territory lying on the eastern shores of Jamess Bay  adopted an argument which proved eminently successful, at least for one season.

His fort was visited by a large band of Muskigons from Albany and Moose districts, who brought a quantity of valuable furs, for which they demanded guns and ammunition, making no secret of their intention to proceed on an expedition against their enemies the Esquimaux. On hearing of this, the governor went out to them, and, in a voice of extreme indignation, assured them that they should not have an ounce of supplies for such a purpose.

But we will pay you for what we ask. We are not beggars! exclaimed the astonished Indians, into whose calculations it had never entered that white traders would refuse good furs merely in order to prevent the death of a few Esquimaux.

See, cried the angry governor, snatching up the nearest bale of furs see, thats all I care for you or your payment! and hurling the pack at its owners head, he felled him therewith to the ground. No, he continued, shaking his fist at them, Ill not give you as much powder or shot as would blow off the tail of a rabbit, if you were to bring me all the skins in Labrador!

The consequence of this vigorous conduct was that the Indians retired crestfallen  utterly discomfited. But in the camp that night they plotted revenge. In the darkness of the night they slaughtered all the cattle around the establishment, and before daybreak were over the hills and far away in the direction of their hunting-grounds, loaded with fresh beef sufficient for the supply of themselves and their families for the winter! It was a heavy price to pay; but the poor Esquimaux remained unmolested that year, while the Indians received a salutary lesson. But the compulsory peace was soon broken, and it became apparent that the only effectual way to check the bloodthirsty propensity of the Indians was to arm their enemies with the gun. The destruction of the first expedition to the Esquimaux, and the bad feeling that existed in the minds of the natives of Richmond Gulf consequent thereon, induced the fur-traders to fix on another locality for a new attempt. It was thought that the remote solitudes of Ungava Bay, at the extreme north of Labrador,  where the white mans axe had never yet felled the stunted pines of the north, nor the ring of his rifle disturbed its echoes,  would be the spot best suited for the erection of a wooden fort.

Accordingly, it was appointed that Mr George Stanley should select a coadjutor, and proceed with a party of picked men to the scene of action as early in the spring as the ice would permit, and there build a fort as he best could, with the best materials he could find; live on whatever the country afforded in the shape of food; establish a trade in oil, whalebone, arctic foxes, etcetera, etcetera, if they were to be got; and bring about a reconciliation between the Esquimaux and the Indians of the interior, if that were possible. With the careful minuteness peculiar to documents, Stanleys instructions went on to point out that he was to start from Moose  with two half-sized canoes, each capable of carrying ten pieces or packages of 90 pounds weight each, besides the crew  and bore through the ice, if the ice would allow him, till he should reach Richmond Gulf; cross this gulf, and ascend, if practicable, some of the rivers which fall into it from the height of land supposed, but not positively known, to exist somewhere in the interior. Passing this height, he was to descend by the rivers and lakes (if such existed) leading to the eastward, until he should fall upon a river reported to exist in these lands, and called by the natives Caniapuscaw, or South River, down which he was to proceed to the scene of his labours, Ungava Bay; on reaching which he was considerately left to the unaided guidance of his own discretion! Reduced to their lowest term and widest signification, the instructions directed our friend to start as early as he could, with whom he chose, and with what he liked; travel as fast as possible over terra incognita to a land of ice  perhaps, also, of desolation  and locate himself among bloody savages. It was hoped that there would be found a sufficiency of trees wherewith to build him a shelter against a prolonged winter; in the meantime he might enjoy a bright arctic summer sky for his canopy!

But it was known, or at least supposed, that the Esquimaux were fierce and cruel savages, if not cannibals. Their very name implies something of the sort. It signifies eaters of raw flesh, and was bestowed on them by their enemies the Muskigons. They call themselves Innuit-men, or warriors; and although they certainly do eat raw flesh when necessity compels them  which it often does  they asserted that they never did so from choice. However, be this as it may, the remembrance of their misdeeds in the first expeditions was fresh in the minds of the men in the service of the fur-traders, and they evinced a decided unwillingness to venture into such a country and among such a people,  an unwillingness which was only at length overcome when Mrs Stanley and her little daughter heroically volunteered to share the dangers of the expedition in the manner already narrated.

Stanley now made vigorous preparations for his departure. Some of the men had already been enrolled, as we have seen, and there were more than enough of able and active volunteers ready to complete the crews.

Come hither, lads, he cried, beckoning to two men who were occupied on the bank of the river, near the entrance to Moose Fort, in repairing the side of a canoe.

The men left their work and approached. They were both Esquimaux, and good stout, broad-shouldered, thick-set specimens of the race they were. One was called Oolibuck, (This name is spelt as it should be pronounced. The correct spelling is Ouligbuck), the other Augustus; both of which names are now chronicled in the history of arctic adventure as having belonged to the well-tried and faithful interpreters to Franklin, Back, and Richardson, in their expeditions of north-west discovery.

Im glad to see you busy at the canoe, boys, said Stanley, as they came up. Of course you are both willing to revisit your countrymen.

Yes, sir, we is. Glad to go where you choose send us, answered Oolibuck, whose broad, oily countenance lighted up with good-humour as he spoke.

It will remind you of your trip with Captain Franklin, continued Stanley, addressing Augustus.

Me no like to member dat, said the Esquimau, with a sorrowful shake of the head. Me love bourgeois Franklin, but tink me never see him more.

I dont know that, old fellow, returned Stanley, with a smile. Franklin is not done with his discoveries yet; theres a talk of sending off another expedition some of these days, I hear, so you may have a chance yet.

Augustuss black eyes sparkled with pleasure as he heard this. He was a man of strong feeling, and during his journeyings with our great arctic hero had become attached to him in consequence of the hearty and unvarying kindness and consideration with which he treated all under his command. But the spirit of enterprise had been long slumbering, and poor Augustus, who was now past the prime of life, feared that he should never see his kind master more.

Now I want you, lads, to get everything in readiness for an immediate start, continued Stanley, glancing upwards at the sky; if the weather holds, we shant be long off paying your friends a visit. Are both canoes repaired?

Yes, sir, they is, replied Oolibuck.

And the baggage, is it laid out? And

Pardon, monsieur, interrupted Massan, walking up, and touching his cap. Ive jest been down at the point, and theres a riglar nor-wester a-comin down. The ice is sweepin into the river, an itll be choked up by to-morrow, Im afraid.

Stanley received this piece of intelligence with a slight frown, and looked seaward, where a dark line on the horizon and large fields of ice showed that the mans surmise was likely to prove correct.

It matters not, said Stanley, hastily; Ive made arrangements to start to-morrow, and start we shall, in spite of ice or wind, if the canoes will float!

Massan, who had been constituted principal steersman of the expedition, in virtue of his well-tried skill and indomitable energy, felt that the tone in which this was said implied a want of confidence in his willingness to go under any circumstances, so he said gravely  

Pardon, monsieur; I did not say we could not start.

True, true, Massan; dont be hurt. I was only grumbling at the weather, answered Stanley, with a laugh.

Just then the first puff of the coming breeze swept up the river, ruffling its hitherto glassy surface.

There it comes, cried Stanley, as he quitted the spot. Now, Massan, see to it that the crews are assembled in good time on the beach to-morrow. We start at daybreak.

Oui, monsieur, replied Massan, as he turned on his heel and walked away. Parbleu! we shall indeed start to morrow, an it please you, if all the ice and wind in the polar regions was blowed down the coast and crammed into the rivers mouth. Cest vrai!




Chapter Five.

Ice looks unpropitious  The start  An important member of the party nearly forgotten  Chimo.

Stanleys forebodings and Massans prognostications proved partly incorrect on the following morning. The mouth of the river, and the sea beyond, were quite full of ice; but it was loose, and intersected in all directions by lanes of open water. Moreover, there was no wind.

The gray light of early morning brightened into dawn, and the first clear ray of the rising sun swept over a scene more beautiful than ever filled the fancy of the most imaginative poet of the Temperate Zones. The sky was perfectly unclouded, and the surface of the sea was completely covered with masses of ice, whose tops were pure white like snow, and their sides a delicate greenish-blue, their dull, frosted appearance forming a striking contrast to the surrounding water, which shone, when the sun glanced upon it, like burnished silver. The masses of ice varied endlessly in form and size, some being flat and large like fields, others square and cornered like bastions or towers  here a miniature temple with spires and minarets, there a crystal fortress with embrasures and battlements; and, in the midst of these, thousands of broken fragments, having all the varied outlines of the larger masses, appearing like the smaller houses, cottages, and villas of this floating city of ice.

Oh how beautiful! exclaimed little Edith, as her father led her and Mrs Stanley towards the canoes, which floated lightly in the water, while the men stood in a picturesque group beside them, leaning on their bright red paddles.

It is indeed, my pet, replied Stanley, a smile almost of sadness playing around his lips.

Come, George, dont let evil forebodings assail you to-day, said Mrs Stanley in a low tone. It does not become the leader of a forlorn hope to cast a shade over the spirits of his men at the very outset. She smiled as she said this, and pressed his arm; but despite herself, there was more of sadness in the smile and in the pressure than she intended to convey.

Stanleys countenance assumed its usual firm but cheerful expression while she spoke. True, Jessie, I must not damp the men; but when I look at you and our darling Eda, I may be forgiven for betraying a passing glance of anxiety. May the Almighty protect you!

Is the country we are going to like this, papa? inquired Eda, whose intense admiration of the fairy-like scene rendered her oblivious of all else.

Yes, dear, more like this than anything else you have ever seen; but the sun does not always shine so brightly as it does just now, and sometimes there are terrible snow-storms. But we will build you a nice house, Eda, with a very large fireplace, so that we wont feel the cold.

The entire population of Moose Fort was assembled on the beach to witness the departure of the expedition. The party consisted of fifteen souls. As we shall follow them to the icy regions of Ungava, it may be worth while to rehearse their names in order as follows:  

Mr and Mrs Stanley and Edith.

Frank Morton.

Massan, the guide.

Dick Prince, principal hunter to the party.

La Roche, Stanleys servant and cook.

Bryan, the blacksmith.

François, the carpenter.

Oolibuck, Augustus, and Moses, Esquimau

interpreters.

Gaspard, labourer and fisherman.

Oostesimow and Ma-istequan, Indian guides

and hunters.

The craft in which these were about to embark were three canoes, two of which were large and one small. They were made of birch bark, a substance which is tough, light, and buoyant, and therefore admirably adapted for the construction of craft that have not only to battle against strong and sometimes shallow currents, but have frequently to be carried on the shoulders of their crews over rocks and mountains. The largest canoe was sixteen feet long by five feet broad in the middle, narrowing gradually towards the bow and stern to a sharp edge. Its loading consisted of bales, kegs, casks, and bundles of goods and provisions; each bale or cask weighed exactly 90 pounds, and was called a piece. There were fifteen pieces in the canoe, besides the crew of six men, and Mr Stanley and his family, who occupied the centre, where their bedding, tied up in flat bundles and covered with oiled cloth, formed a comfortable couch. Notwithstanding the size and capacity of this craft, it had been carried down to the beach on the shoulders of Massan and Dick Prince, who now stood at its bow and stern, preventing it with their paddles from rubbing its frail sides against the wharf; for although the bark is tough, and will stand a great deal of tossing in water and plunging among rapids, it cannot sustain the slightest blow from a rock or other hard substance without being cracked, or having the gum which covers the seams scraped off. To those who are unacquainted with travelling in the wild regions of the north it would seem impossible that a long journey could be accomplished in such tender boats; but a little experience proves that, by judicious treatment and careful management, voyages of great length may be safely accomplished in them  that they are well adapted for the necessities of the country, and can be taken with greater ease through a rough, broken, and mountainous region than ordinary wooden boats, even of smaller size, could be.

The second canoe was in all respects similar to the one we have described, excepting that it was a few inches shorter. The third was much smaller  so small that it could not contain more than three men, with their provisions and a few bales, and so light that it could with the greatest ease be carried on the shoulders of one man. It was intended to serve as a sort of pioneer and hunting craft, which should lead the way, dart hither and thither in pursuit of game, and warn the main body of any danger that should threaten them ahead. It was manned by the two Indian guides, Oostesimow and Ma-istequan, and by Frank Morton, who being acknowledged one of the best shots of the party, was by tacit understanding regarded as commissary-general. It might have been said that Frank was the best shot, were it not for the fact that the aim of Dick Prince was perfect, and it is generally admitted that perfection cannot be excelled.

Although differing widely in their dispositions and appearance, the men of the expedition were similar at least in one respect  they were all first-rate, and had been selected as being individually superior to their comrades at Moose Fort. And a noble set of fellows they looked, as they stood beside their respective canoes, leaning on their little, brilliantly coloured paddles, awaiting the embarkation of their leaders. They all wore new suits of clothes, which were sufficiently similar to give the effect of a uniform, yet so far varied in detail as to divest them of monotony, and relieve the eye by agreeable contrast of bright colours. All of them wore light-blue cloth capotes with hoods hanging down behind, all had corduroy trousers gartered below the knee, and all wore moccasins, and had fire-bags stuck in their belts, in which were contained the materials for producing fire, tobacco, and pipes. So far they were alike, but the worsted belts of some were scarlet, of others crimson, and of others striped. Some gartered their trousers with thongs of leather, others used elegant bands of bead-work  the gifts, probably, of sorrowing sweethearts, sisters, or mothers  while the fire-bags, besides being composed some of blue, some of scarlet cloth, were ornamented more or less with flowers and fanciful devices elegantly wrought in the gaily-dyed quills of the porcupine.

On seeing Stanley and his wife and child approaching, Massan gave the order to embark. In a moment every man divested himself of his capote, which he folded up and placed on the seat he was to occupy; then, shaking hands all round for the last time, they stepped lightly and carefully into their places.

All ready, I see, Massan, said Stanley, as he came up, and the ice seems pretty open. How say you? shall we make a good day of it?

Massan smiled dubiously as he presented his thick shoulder as a support to Mrs Stanley, while she stepped into her place. He remembered the conversation of the previous evening, and determined that, whatever should happen, he at least would not cast the shadow of a doubt on their prospects. But in his own mind he suspected that their progress would be interrupted ere long, as the wind, although very light  almost imperceptible  was coming from the north-west.

Itll be full flood in less nor half an hour, he replied, and  (take care, Miss Edith, give me your little hand; there, now, jump light)  and well be past the pint by that time, and git the good o the ebb till sun-down.

I fear, said Frank Morton, approaching, that the ice is rather thick for us; but it dont much matter, it will only delay us a bit  and at any rate well make good way as far as the point.

True, true, said Stanley; and its a great matter to get fairly started. Once off we must go forward. All ready, lads?

Ay, ay, sir.

Now, Frank, into your canoe and show us the way; mind we trust to your guidance to keep us clear of blind alleys among these lanes of water in the ice.

At this moment Edith  who had been for the last few minutes occupied in alternately drying her eyes and kissing her hands to a group of little children who had been her play-fellows during her sojourn at the fort  uttered a loud exclamation.

Oh! oh! papa, mamma  Chimo!  weve forgot Chimo! Oh me! dont go away yet!

So we have! said her father; dear me, how stupid to forget our old friend!  Hallo! Frank, Frank, weve forgot the dog, shouted Stanley to his young comrade, who was on the point of starting.

On hearing this, Frank gave a long, shrill whistle. Thatll bring him if hes within ear-shot.

When the well-known sound broke upon Chimos ear, he was lying coiled up in front of the kitchen fire, being privileged to do so in consequence of his position as Ediths favourite. The cook, having gone out a few minutes previously, had left Chimo to enjoy his slumbers in solitude, so that, when he started suddenly to his feet on hearing Franks whistle, he found himself a prisoner. But Chimo was a peculiarly strong-minded and strong-bodied dog, and was possessed of an iron will! He was of the Esquimau breed, and bore some resemblance to the Newfoundland, but was rather shorter in the legs, longer in the body, and more powerfully made. Moreover, he was more shaggy, and had a stout, blunt, straightforward appearance, which conveyed to the beholder the idea that he scorned flattery, and would not consent to be petted on any consideration. Indeed this was the case, for he always turned away with quiet contempt from any of the men who attempted to fondle him. He made an exception, however, of little Edith, whom he not only permitted to clap him to any extent, but deliberately invited her to do so by laying his great head in her lap, rubbing himself against her, and wagging his bushy tail, as if to say, Now, little girl, do what you will with me! And Eda never refused the animals dumb-show request. When she was very young and had not much sense  at which time Chimo was young too, but possessed of a great deal of sense  she formed a strong affection for the Esquimau dog, an affection which she displayed by putting her little arms round his neck and hugging him until he felt a tendency to suffocation; she also pulled his ears and tail, and stuffed her fat little hands into his eyes and mouth,  all of which dreadful actions she seemed to think, in her childish ignorance, must be very pleasant to Chimo, and all of which the dog appeared really to enjoy. At all events, whether he liked it or not, he came regularly to have himself thus treated every day. As Eda grew older she left off choking her favourite and poking out his eyes, and contented herself with caressing him. Chimo also evinced a partiality for Mr Stanley and Frank Morton, and often accompanied the latter on his hunting excursions; but he always comported himself towards them with dignified hauteur, accepting their caresses with a slight wag of acknowledgment, but never courting their favour.

On jumping up, as we have already said, and observing that the door was shut, the dog looked slowly and calmly round the apartment, as if to decide on what was best to be done; for Chimo was a dog of great energy of character, and was never placed in any circumstances in which he did not pursue some decided course of action. On the present occasion there was not a hole, except the key-hole, by which he could hope to make his escape. Yes, by-the-bye, there was a hole in the window, which was made of parchment; but as that was merely the bullet-hole through which the animal that had given his skin for a window had been shot, and was not larger than a shilling, it did not afford much hope. Nevertheless Chimo regarded it with a steady gaze for a minute or two, then he turned to the fire, and having satisfied himself that the chimney was impracticable, being full of flames and smoke, he faced the window once more, and showed his teeth, as if in chagrin.

Whew-ew! Chimo-o-o! came Franks voice, floating faintly from afar. Chimo took aim at the bullet-hole. One vigorous bound  a horrible crash, that nearly caused the returning cook to faint  and the dog was free.

Ah, here he comes!  good dog! cried Frank, as the animal came bounding over intervening obstacles towards the canoes. Chimo made straight for the small canoe, in answer to his masters call; but, like many dogs and not a few men, he owned a higher power than that of a master. The voice of his little mistress sounded sweetly in his ear, like the sound of a silver bell. O Chimo, Chimo! my darling pet! come here  here. It was a soft, tiny voice at the loudest, and was quite drowned amid the talking and laughter of the men, but Chimo heard it. Turning at a sharp angle from his course, he swept past the light canoe, and bounding into that of Mr Stanley, lay down beside Eda and placed his head in her lap, where it was immediately smothered in the caresses of its young mistress.

Mr Stanley smiled and patted his little girl on the shoulder, as he said, Thats right, Eda; the love of a faithful dog is worth having and cherishing. Then turning towards the stern of the canoe, where Massan stood erect, with his steering paddle ready for action, he said to that worthy  

Now, Massan, all ready; give the word.

Ho, ho, boys; forward!

The paddles dipped simultaneously in the water with a loud, gurgling sound; the two large canoes shot out into the stream abreast of each other, preceded by the light one, which, urged forward by the powerful arms of Frank and the two Indians, led the way among the floating fields of ice. The people on shore took off their caps and waved a last farewell. Dick Prince, who possessed a deep, loud, sonorous voice, began one of those beautiful and wild yet plaintive songs peculiar to the voyageurs of the wilderness. The men joined, with a full, rich swell, in the chorus, as they darted forward with arrow-like speed  and the voyage began.




Chapter Six.

Character partially developed  Ducks for supper  A threatened nip  Bundled out on the Ice.

Fortunately the wind veered round to the south-east soon after the departure of the canoes from Moose Fort, and although there was not enough of it to ruffle the surface of the river, it had the effect of checking the influx of ice from Jamess Bay. The tide, too, began to ebb, so that the progress of the canoes was even more rapid than it appeared to be; and long before the sun set, they were past the point at the mouth of the river, and coasting along the shores of the salt ocean.

Outside of them the sea was covered with hummocks and fields of ice, some of which ever and anon met in the cross currents caused by the river, with a violent shock. Close to the shore, however, the thickness of the ice caused it to strand, leaving a lane of open water, along which the canoes proceeded easily, the depth of water being much more than sufficient for them, as the largest canoe did not draw more than a foot. Sometimes, however, this space was blocked up by smaller fragments, and considerable difficulty was experienced in steering the canoes amongst them. Had the party travelled in boats, they would have easily dashed through many of these checks; but with canoes it is far otherwise. Not only are their bark sides easily broken, but the seams are covered with a kind of pitch which becomes so brittle in ice-cold water that it chips off in large lumps with the slightest touch. For the sea, therefore, boats are best; but when it comes to carrying the craft over waterfalls and up mountain sides, for days and weeks together, canoes are more useful, owing to their lightness.

Take care, Massan, said Mr Stanley, on approaching one of these floes. Dont chip the gum off if you can help it. If we spring a leak, we shant spend our first night on a pleasant camping-ground, for the shore just hereabouts does not look inviting.

No fear, sir, replied Massan. Dick Prince is in the bow, and as long as his mouths shut I keep my mind easy.

You appear to have unlimited confidence in Prince, said Stanley, with a smile. Does he never fail in anything, that you are so sure of him?

Fail! exclaimed the steersman, whose paddle swept constantly in a circle round his head, while he changed it from side to side as the motions of the canoe required fail! ay, that does he sometimes. Mortal man must get on the wrong side o luck now and then. Ive seen Dick Prince fail, but I never saw him make a mistake.

Well, Ive no doubt that he deserves your good opinion. Nevertheless, be more than ordinarily careful. If you had a wife and child in the canoe, Massan, you would understand my anxiety better. Stanley smiled as he said this, and the worthy steersman replied in a grave tone, I have the wife and child of my bourgeois under my care.

True, true, Massan, said Stanley, lying back on his couch and conversing with his wife in an undertone.

Tis curious, said he, to observe the confidence that Massan has in Prince; and yet it would be difficult to say wherein consists the superiority of the one over the other.

Perhaps it is the influence of a strong mind over a weaker, suggested his wife.

It may be so. Yet Prince is an utterly uneducated man. True, he shoots a hairs-breadth better than Massan; but he is not a better canoe-man, neither is he more courageous, and he is certainly less powerful: nevertheless Massan looks up to him and speaks of him as if he were greatly his superior. The secret of his power must lie in that steady, never-wavering inflexibility of purpose, that characterises our good bowman in everything he does.

Papa, said Edith, who had been holding a long conversation with Chimo on the wonders of the scene around them  if we may call that a conversation where the one party does all the talking and the other all the listening papa, where shall we all sleep to-night?

The thought seemed to have struck her for the first time, and she looked up eagerly for an answer, while Chimo gave a deep sigh of indifference, and went to sleep, or pretended to do so, where he was.

In the woods, Eda. How do you think you will like it?

Oh, Im sure I shall like it very much, replied the little one. Ive often wished to live in the woods altogether like the Indians, and do nothing but wander about and pull berries.

Ah, Jessie, said Stanley, what an idle little baggage your daughter is! I fear shes a true chip of the old block!

Which do you consider the old block, retorted Mrs Stanley you or me?

Never mind, wife; well leave that an open question.  But tell me, Eda, dont you think that wandering about and pulling berries would be a very useless sort of life?

No, replied Edith, gravely. Mamma often tells me that God wants me to be happy, and Im quite sure that wandering about all day in the beautiful woods would make me happy.

But, my darling, said Stanley, smiling at the simplicity of this plausible argument in favour of an idle life, dont you know that we ought to try to make others happy too, as well as ourselves?

Oh yes, replied Eda, with a bright smile, I know that, papa; and I would try to make everybody happy by going with them and showing them where the finest flowers and berries were to be found; and so we would all be happy together, and thats what God wants, is it not?

Mr Stanley glanced towards his wife with an arch smile. There, Jessie, what think you of that?

Nay, husband, what think you?

I think, he replied in an undertone, that your sagacious teaching against idleness, and in favour of diligence and attention to duty, and so forth, has not taken very deep root yet.

And I think, said Mrs Stanley, that however wise you men may be in some things, you are all most incomprehensibly stupid in regard to the development of young minds.

Take care now, Jessie; youre verging upon metaphysics. But you have only given me your opinion of men as yet; you have still to say what you think of Edas acknowledged predilection for idleness.

Well, replied Mrs Stanley, I think that my sagacious teaching, as you are pleased to call it, has taken pretty firm root already, and that Edas speech is one of the first bright, beautiful blossoms, from which we may look for much fruit hereafter; for to make ones self and ones fellow-creatures happy, because such is the will of God, seems to me a simple and comprehensive way of stating the whole duty of man.

Stanleys eyes opened a little at this definition. Hum! multum in parvo; it may be so, he said; and casting down his eyes, he was soon lost in a profound reverie, while the canoe continued to progress forward by little impulsive bounds, under the rapid stroke of the paddles. Eda rested her fair cheek on the shaggy brow of Chimo, and accompanied him to the land of nod, until the sun began to sink behind the icebergs on the seaward horizon, where a dark line indicated an approaching breeze.

Massan cast an uneasy glance at this from time to time. At length he called to his friend in the bow, Hello, Prince! will it come stiff; think ye?

No, replied Prince, rising and shading his eyes with his hand; itll be only a puff; but thats enough to drive the ice down on us, an shut up the open water.

Its my pinion, said Massan, that we should hold away for the pint yonder, an camp there.

Dick Prince nodded assent, and resumed his paddle.

As he did so the report of a gun came sharply over the water.

Ha! exclaimed Stanley, looking out ahead; whats that?

Only Mr Frank, said Massan; hes dowsed two birds. I seed them splash into the water.

Thats right, said Stanley; we shall have something fresh for the kettle to-night. And, by the way, well need all we can kill, for we havent much provision to depend on, and part of it must be reserved in case of accidents, so that if Frank does not do his duty, we shall have to live on birch bark, Massan.

That would be rayther tough. Im afeerd, replied the steersman, laughing. Ive tried the tail o a deer-skin coat afore now, an it wasnt much to boast of; but I niver tried a birch-bark steak. I doubt it would need a power o chewin?

By this time the two large canoes had drawn gradually nearer to the leading one. As they approached, Frank ordered his men to cease paddling.

Well, Frank, what success? said Stanley, as they came up.

Theres our supper, cried Frank, tossing a large duck into the canoe; and theres a bite for the men, he added, sending a huge gray goose into the midst of them. I saw a herd of reindeer on the other side of the point; but the ice closed up the passage, and prevented me from getting within range. It will stop our further progress for to-night too; so I waited to advise you to camp here.

There it comes! cried Dick Prince. Jump out on the ice, lads, and unload as fast as you can.

As Dick spoke he sprang on to a field of ice which was attached to the shore, and drawing the canoe alongside, began hastily to remove the cargo. His example was instantly followed by the men, who sprang over the gunwales like cats; and in less than five minutes the cargoes were scattered over the ice. Meanwhile, the breeze which Massan had observed continued to freshen, and the seaward ice bore rapidly down on the shore, gradually narrowing and filling up the lanes of water among which the travellers had been hitherto wending their way. Dick Princes sudden action was caused by his observing a large, solid field, which bore down on them with considerable rapidity. His warning was just in time, for the goods were scarcely landed and the three canoes lifted out of the water, when the ice closed in with a crash that would have ground the frail barks to pieces, and the passage was closed up. So completely was every trace of water obliterated, that it seemed as though there never had been any there before.




Chapter Seven.

Shows how the party made themselves at home in the bush  Talk round the camp fire  A flash of temper  Turning in.

The spot where they were thus suddenly arrested in their progress was a small bay, formed by a low point which jutted from the mainland, and shut out the prospect in advance. There was little or no wood on the point, except a few stunted willows, which being green and small would not, as La Roche the cook remarked, make a fire big enough to roast the wing of a mosquito. There was no help for it, however. The spot on which Massan had resolved to encamp for the night was three miles on the other side of the point, and as the way was now solid ice instead of water, there was no possibility of getting there until a change of wind should drive the ice off the shore. Moreover, it was now getting dark, and it behoved them to make their preparations with as much speed as possible. Accordingly, Massan and Prince shouldered one canoe, François and Gaspard carried the other, and the light one was placed on the shoulders of Bryan the blacksmith; La Roche took the provision-basket and cooking utensils under his special charge; while the three Esquimau interpreters and the two Indian guides busied themselves in carrying the miscellaneous goods and baggage into camp. As for Chimo, he seated himself quietly on a lump of ice, and appeared to superintend the entire proceedings; while his young mistress and her mother, accompanied by Frank and Stanley, crossed the ice to the shore, to select a place for their encampment.

But it was some time ere a suitable place could be found, as the point happened to be low and swampy, and poor Edas first experience of a life in the woods was stepping into a hole which took her up to the knees in mud and water. She was not alone, however, in misfortune, for just at the same moment Bryan passed through the bushes with his canoe, and staggered into the same swamp, exclaiming as he did so, in a rich brogue which many years residence among the French half-breeds of Ruperts Land had failed to soften, Thunder an turf! such a blackguard counthry I niver did see. Och, Bryan dear, why did ye iver lave yer native land?

Pourquoi, why, mon boy? for ver goot raison, cried La Roche, in a horrible compound of French and broken English, as he skipped lightly past, with a loud laugh, for ver goot raison  dey was tired of you to home, vraiment. You was too grande raskale; dey could not keep you no longer.

Thrue for ye, La Roche, replied the blacksmith, thrue for ye, boy; they sartinly could not keep me on nothin, an as the murphies was all spiled wi the rot, I had to lave or starve.

At last, after a long search, Frank Morton found a spot pretty well adapted for their purpose. It was an elevated plot of gravel, which was covered with a thin carpet of herbage, and surrounded by a belt of willows which proved a sufficient shelter against the wind. A low and rather shaggy willow-tree spread its branches over the spot, and gave to it a good deal of the feeling and appearance of shelter, if not much of the reality. This was of little consequence, however, as the night proved fine and comparatively mild, so that the black vault of heaven, spangled with hosts of brilliant stars, amply compensated for the want of a leafy canopy.

Under the willow-tree, Frank and La Roche busied themselves in spreading a very small white tent for Mr Stanley and his family. Frank himself, although entitled from his position in the Companys service to the luxury of a tent, scorned to use one, preferring to rough it like the men, and sleep beneath the shelter of the small canoe. Meanwhile, Mr Stanley proceeded to strike a light with his flint and steel; and Bryan, having deposited his burden near the tent, soon collected a sufficiency of driftwood to make a good fire. Edith and her mother were not idle in the midst of this busy scene. They collected a few bundles of dried twigs to make the fire light more easily, and after the blaze was casting its broad glare of light over the camp, and the tent was pitched, they assisted La Roche in laying the cloth for supper. Of course, in a journey like this, none but necessary articles were taken, and these were of the most homely character. The kettle was the tea-pot, the cups were tin pannikins, and the table-cloth was a large towel, while the table itself was the ground, from the damp of which, however, the party in the tent were protected by an ample oil-cloth.

When all the things were carried up, and the men assembled, the camp presented the following appearance: in the centre of the open space, which nature had arranged in the form of a circle, blazed the fire; and a right jovial, sputtering, outrageous fire it was, sending its sparks flying in all directions, like the artillery of a beleaguered fortress in miniature, and rolling its flames about in fierce and wayward tongues, that seemed bent on licking in and swallowing up the entire party, but more especially La Roche, who found no little difficulty in paying due attention to his pots and kettles. Sometimes the flames roared fiercely upwards, singeing off the foliage of the overhanging willow as they went, and then, bursting away from their parent fire, portions of them floated off for a few seconds on the night air. On the weather side of this fire stood Mr Stanleys tent, under the willow-tree, as before described, its pure white folds showing strongly against the darkness of the sky beyond. The doorway, or curtain of the tent, was open, displaying the tea-equipage within, and the smiling countenances of Stanley and his wife, Frank and Eda, who, seated on blankets and shawls around the towel, were preparing to make an assault on the fat duck before mentioned. This duck had been split open and roasted on a piece of stick before the blaze, and now stood with the stumps of its wings and legs extended, as if demanding urgently to be eaten  a demand which Chimo, who crouched near the doorway, could scarce help complying with.

To the right of the tent was placed the small canoe, bottom up, so as to afford a partial protection to the bedding which Oostesimow was engaged in spreading out for Frank and himself and his comrade Ma-Istequan. Facing this, at the other side of the fire, and on the left of the tent, the largest canoe was turned up in a similar manner, and several of the men were engaged in covering the ground beneath it with a layer of leaves and branches, above which they spread their blankets; while others lounged around the fire and smoked their beloved pipes, or watched with impatient eyes the operations of Bryan, who, being accustomed to have familiar dealings with the fire, had been deemed worthy of holding the office of cook to the men, and was inducted accordingly.

It is due to Bryan to say that he fully merited the honour conferred upon him; for never, since the days of Vulcan, was there a man seen who could daringly dabble in the fire as he did. He had a peculiar sleight-of-hand way of seizing hold of and tossing about red-hot coals with his naked hand, that induced one to believe he must be made of leather. Flames seemed to have no effect whatever on his sinewy arms when they licked around them; and as for smoke, he treated it with benign contempt. Not so La Roche: with the mercurial temperament of his class he leaped about the fire, during his culinary operations, in a way that afforded infinite amusement to his comrades, and not unfrequently brought him into violent collision with Bryan, who usually received him on such occasions with a strong Irish growl, mingled with a disparaging or contemptuous remark.

Beyond the circle of light thrown by the fire was the belt of willows which encompassed the camp on all sides except towards the sea, where a narrow gap formed a natural entrance and afforded a glimpse of the ocean with its fields and hummocks of ice floating on its calm bosom and glancing in the faint light of the moon, which was then in its first quarter.

How comfortable and snug everything is! said Mrs Stanley, as she poured out the tea, while her husband carved the duck.

Yes, isnt it, Eda? said Frank, patting his favourite on the head, as he held out her plate for a wing. There, give her a bit of the breast too, he added. I know shes ravenously hungry, for I saw her looking at Chimo, just before we landed, as if she meant to eat him for supper without waiting to have him cooked.

O Frank, how can you be so wicked? said Eda, taking up her knife and fork and attacking the wing with so much energy as almost to justify her friends assertion.

Snug, said you, Jessie? yes, thats the very word to express it, said Stanley. Theres no situation that I know of (and I wasnt born yesterday) that is so perfectly snug, and in all respects comfortable, as an encampment in the woods on a fine night in spring or autumn.

Or winter, added Frank, swallowing a pannikin of tea at a draught, nodding to Chimo, as much as to say, Do that if you can, old fellow, and handing it to Mrs Stanley to be replenished. Dont omit winter  cold, sharp, sunny winter. An encampment in the snow, in fine weather, is as snug as this.

Rather cold, is it not? said Mrs Stanley.

Cold! not a bit, replied Frank, making a reckless dive with his hand into the biscuit-bag; if you have enough wood to get up a roaring fire, six feet long by three broad and four deep, with a bank of snow five feet high all around ye, a pine-tree with lots of thick branches spreading overhead to keep off the snow, and two big green blankets to keep out the frost  (another leg of that widgeon, please)  youve no notion how snug it is, I assure you.

Hum! ejaculated Stanley, with a dubious smile, you forgot to add  a youthful, robust frame, with the blood careering through the veins like wildfire, to your catalogue of requisites. No doubt it is pleasant enough in its way; but commend me to spring or autumn for thorough enjoyment, when the air is mild, and the waters flowing, and the woods green and beautiful.

Why dont you speak of summer, papa? said Eda, who had been listening intently to this conversation.

Summer, my pet! because

Allow me to explain, interrupted Frank, laying down his knife and fork, and placing the forefinger of his right hand in his left palm, as if he were about to make a speech. Because, Eda, because there is such a thing as heat  long-continued, never-ending, sweltering heat. Because there are such reprehensible and unutterably detestable insects as mosquitoes, and sand-flies, and bull-dogs; and there is such a thing as being bitten, and stung, and worried, and sucked into a sort of partial madness; and I have seen such sights as men perpetually slapping their own faces, and scratching the skin off their own cheeks with their own nails, and getting no relief thereby, but rather making things worse; and I have, moreover, seen mens heads swelled until the eyes and noses were lost, and the mouths only visible when opened, and their general aspect like that of a Scotch haggis; and there is a time when all this accumulates on man and beast till the latter takes to the water in desperation, and the former takes to intermittent insanity, and that time is  summer.  Another cup, please, Mrs Stanley. Pon my conscience, it creates thirst to think of it.

At this stage the conversation of the party in the tent was interrupted by a loud peal of laughter mingled with not a few angry exclamations from the men. La Roche, in one of his frantic leaps to avoid a tongue of flame which shot out from the fire with a vicious velocity towards his eyes, came into violent contact with Bryan while that worthy was in the act of lifting a seething kettle of soup and boiled pork from the fire. Fortunately for the party whose supper was thus placed in jeopardy, Bryan stood his ground; but La Roche, tripping over a log, fell heavily among the pannikins, tin plates, spoons, and knives, which had been just laid out on the ground in front of the canoe.

Ach! mauvais chien, growled Gaspard, as he picked up and threw away the fragments of his pipe, youre always cuttin and jumpin about like a monkey.

Oh! pauvre crapaud, cried François, laughing; dont abuse him, Gaspard. Hes a useful dog in his way.

Tare an ages! youve done it now, ye have. Bad luck to ye! wasnt I for iver tellin ye that same. Shure, if it wasnt that yere no bigger or heavier than a wisp o pea straw, yed have druve me and the soup into the fire, ye would. Be the big toe o St. Patrick, not to mintion his riverince the Pope

Come, come, Bryan, cried Massan, dont speak ill o the Pope, an down wi the kettle.

The kittle, is it? Sorra a kittle yell touch, Massan, till its cool enough to let us all start fair at wance. Yeve got yer mouth and throat lined wi brass, I believe, an would ate the half ot before a soul of us could taste it!

Dont insult me, you red-faced racoon, retorted Massan, while he and his comrades circled round the kettle, and began a vigorous attack on the scalding mess; my throat is not so used to swallowin fire as your own. I never knowed a man that payed into the grub as you do.  Bah! how hot it is.  I say, Oolibuck, doesnt it remember you o the dogs o yer own country, when they gits the stone kettle to clean out?

Oolibucks broad visage expanded with a chuckle as he lifted an enormous wooden spoonful of soup to his ample mouth. Me tink de dogs of de Innuit (Esquimaux) make short work of dis kettle if e had im.

Do the dogs of the Huskies eat with their masters? inquired François, as he groped in the kettle with his fork in search of a piece of pork.

Dey not eat wid der masters, but dey alays clean hout de kettle, replied Moses, somewhat indignantly.

Ha! exclaimed Massan, pausing for a few minutes to recover breath; yes, they always let the dogs finish off the feast. Ye must know, comrades, that Ive seed them do it myself  anyways Ive seed a man that knew a feller who said he had a comrade that wintered once with the Huskies, which is pretty much the same thing. An he said that sometimes when they kill a big seal, they boil it whole an have a riglar feast. Ye must understand, mes garçons, that the Huskies make thumpin big kettles out o a kind o soft stone they find in them parts, an some o thems big enough to boil a whole seal in. Well, when the beast is cooked, they take it out o the pot, an while theyre tuckin into it, the dogs come and sit in a ring round the pot to wait till the soups cool enough to eat. They knows well that its too hot at first, an that they must have a deal o patience; but afore long some o the young uns cant hold on, so they steps up somewhat desperate like, and pokes their snouts in. Of course they pulls them out pretty sharp with a yell, and sit down to rub their noses for a bit longer. Then the old uns take courage an make a snap at it now and again, but very tenderly, till it gits cooler at last, an then at it they go, worryin, an scufflin, an barkin, an gallopin, just like Moses there, till the pots as clean as the day it wos made.

Ha! ha! oh, ver goot, très bien; ah! mon coeur, just très splendiferous! shouted La Roche, whose risibility was always easily tickled.

Its quite true, though  isnt it, Moses? said Massan, as he once more applied to the kettle, while some of his comrades cut up the goose that Frank had shot in the afternoon.

Why, Moses, what a capacity you have for grub! said François. If your countrymen are anything like you, I dont wonder that they have boiled seals and whales for dinner.

Itll take a screamin kittle for a whale, spluttered Bryan, with his mouth full, an a power o dogs to drink the broth.

You tink you funny, Bryan, retorted Moses, while an oily smile beamed on his fat, good-humoured countenance; but you not; you most dreadful stupid.

Thrue for ye, Moses; I was oncommon stupid to let you sit so long beside the kittle, replied the Irishman, as he made a futile effort to scrape another spoonful from the bottom of it. Och! but yeve licked it as clane as one of yer own dogs could ha done it.

Mind your eye! growled Gaspard, at the same time giving La Roche a violent push, as that volatile worthy, in one of his eccentric movements, nearly upset his can of water.

Oh! pardon, monsieur, exclaimed La Roche, in pretended sorrow, at the same time making a grotesque bow that caused a general peal of laughter.

Why, one might as well travel with a sick bear as with you, Gaspard, said François half angrily.

Hold your jaw, replied Gaspard.

Not at your bidding, retorted François, half rising from his reclining posture, while his colour heightened. Gaspard had also started up, and it seemed as if the little camp were in danger of becoming a scene of strife, when Dick Prince, who was habitually silent and unobtrusive, preferring generally to listen rather than to speak, laid his hand on Gaspards broad shoulder and pulled him somewhat forcibly to the ground.

Shame on you, comrades! he said, in a low, grave voice, that instantly produced a dead silence; shame on you, to quarrel on our first night in the bush! Weve few enough friends in these parts, I think, that we should make enemies o each other.

Thats well said, cried Massan, in a very decided tone. It wont do to fall out when theres so few of us. And the stout voyageur thrust his foot against the logs on the fire, causing a rich cloud of sparks to ascend, as if to throw additional light on his remark.

Pardon me, mes comrades, cried François; I did not intend to quarrel; and he extended his hand to Gaspard, who took it in silence, and dropping back again to his recumbent posture, resumed his pipe.

This little scene was witnessed by the party in the tent, who were near enough to overhear all that was said by the men, and even to converse with them if they should desire to do so. A shade of anxiety crossed Mr Stanleys countenance, and some time after, recurring to the subject, he said  

I dont feel quite easy about that fellow Gaspard. He seems a sulky dog, and is such a Hercules that he might give us a deal of trouble if he were high-spirited.

A slight smile of contempt curled Franks lip as he said, A strong arm without a bold heart is not of more value than that of my Eda here in the hour of danger. But I think better of Gaspard than you seem to do. Hes a sulky enough dog, tis true; but he is a good, hard worker, and does not grumble; and I sometimes have noticed traces of a better spirit than usually meets the eye. As for his bulk, I think nothing of it; he wants high spirit to make it available. François could thrash him any day.

Perhaps so, replied Stanley; I hope they wont try their mettle on each other sooner than we expect. Not that I care a whit for any of the men having a round or two now and then and be done with it; but this fellow seems to nurse his wrath to keep it warm. On such an expedition as ours, it behoves us to have a good understanding and a kindly feeling in the camp. One black sheep in the flock may do much damage.

Hes only piebald, not black, said Frank, laughing, as he rose to quit the tent. But I must leave you. I see that Edas eyes are refusing to keep open any longer, so good-night to you all, and a sound sleep.

Franks concluding remarks in reference to him were overheard by Gaspard, who had risen to look at the night, and afterwards kneeled near the tent, in order to be at some distance from his comrades while he said his prayers; for, strange though it may seem, many of the rough and reckless voyageurs of that country, most of whom are Roman Catholics, regularly retire each night to kneel and pray beneath a tree before lying down on their leafy couches, and deem the act quite consistent with the swearing and quarrelling life that too many of them lead. Such is human nature. As Gaspard rose from his knees Franks words fell upon his ear, and when he drew his blanket over his head that night there was a softer spot in his heart and a wrinkle less on his brow.

When Frank stepped over to the place where his canoe lay, the aspect of the camp was very different from what it had been an hour before. The fire had burned low, and was little more than a mass of glowing embers, from which a fitful flame shot forth now and then, casting a momentary glare on the forms of the men, who, having finished their pipes, were all extended in a row, side by side, under the large canoe. As they possessed only a single green blanket each, they had to make the most of their coverings, by rolling them tightly around their bodies, and doubling the ends down under their feet and over their heads; so that they resembled a row of green bolsters, all their feet being presented towards the fire, and all their heads resting on their folded capotes. A good deal of loud and regular snoring proved that toil and robust health seldom court the drowsy god long in vain. Turning to his own canoe, Frank observed that his Indian friends were extended out under it, with a wide space between them, in which his own bedding was neatly arranged. The grave sons of the forest had lain down to rest long before their white comrades, and they now lay as silent and motionless as the canoe that covered their heads. Being a small canoe, it did not afford protection to their legs and feet; but in fine weather this was of no consequence, and for the morrow they cared not.

Before lying down Frank kneeled to commend himself and his comrades to the protection of God; then stirring up the embers of the fire, he pulled out a small Bible from his breast pocket and sat down on a log to read. Frank was a careless, rollicking, kind-hearted fellow, and how much there was of true religion in these acts none but himself could tell. But the habit of reading the Word, and of prayer, had been instilled into him from infancy by a godly mother, and he carried it with him into the wilderness.

When he drew his blanket over him and laid his head on his capote the stars were still twinkling, and the moon still sailed in a clear sky and gave silver edges to the ice upon the sea. All was calm and solemn and beautiful, and it seemed as if it could never be otherwise in such a tranquil scene. But nature does not always smile. Appearances are often deceitful.




Chapter Eight.

Bryans adventure with a polar bear, etcetera.

Ice, ice, ice! everything seemed to have been converted into ice when the day broke on the following morning and awoke the sleepers in the camp. A sharp frost during the night, accompanied by a fall of snow, had, as if by magic, converted spring into winter. Icy particles hung upon and covered, not only the young leaves and buds of the bushes, but the branches also, giving to them a white and extremely airy appearance. Snow lay on the upper sides of the canoes, and weighed heavily on the tent, causing its folds, once seemingly so pure and white, to look dirty by contrast. Snow lay on the protruding legs of the men, and encircled the black spot where rested the ashes of last nights brilliant fire. Ice grated on the pebbles of the shore; ice floated on the sea; icy hummocks and mounds rose above its surface; and icebergs raised their pinnacles on the far-off horizon, and cut sharply into the bright blue sky.

It was cold, but it was not cheerless; for when Eda put out her head at the curtain doorway of the tent, and opened her eyes upon the magic scene, the suns edge rose above the horizon, as if to greet her, and sent a flood of light far and near through the spacious universe, converting the sea into glass, with islands of frosted silver on its bosom. It was a gorgeous scene, worthy of its great Creator, who in His mysterious working scatters gems of beauty oftentimes in places where there is scarce a single human eye to behold their excellence.

Although the sea was covered with ice, there were, nevertheless, several lanes of open water not far from the shore; so that when Stanley called a council, composed of Frank Morton, Dick Prince, and Massan, it was agreed unanimously that they should attempt to proceed. And it was well that they did so; for they had not advanced many miles, winding their way cautiously among the canals of open water, when they doubled a promontory, beyond which there was little or no ice to be seen, merely a few scattered fragments and fields, that served to enhance the beauty of the scene by the airy lightness of their appearance in contrast with the bright blue of the sea and sky, but did not interrupt the progress of the travellers. The three canoes always maintained their relative positions during the journey as much as possible. That is to say, Frank and the two Indians went first in the small canoe, to lead the way, while the two large canoes kept abreast of each other when the open water was wide enough to permit of their doing so. This, besides being more sociable, enabled the two crews to join in the chorus of those beautiful songs with which they frequently enlivened the voyage.

During all this day, and for many days following, they continued to enjoy fine weather and to make rapid progress. Sometimes the ice was pretty thick, and once or twice they narrowly escaped being nipped by collapsing masses, which caused them to jump out, hastily throw the baggage on the ice, and haul the canoes out of the water. On these occasions the men proved themselves to be sterling fellows, nearly all of them being cool, prompt, and collected in the moment of danger. No doubt there were exceptions. La Roche, when any sudden crisis of danger arose, usually threw himself blindly over the side of the canoe on to the ice with the lightness and agility of a harlequin. He recked not whether he came down on his head or his feet, and more than once nearly broke his neck in consequence of his precipitancy. But La Roche was no coward, and the instant the first burst of excitement was over he rushed to render effective assistance. Bryan, too, although not so mercurial as La Roche, was apt to lose self-command for about five minutes when any sudden danger assailed him, so that he frequently sat still, staring wildly straight before him, while the others were actively unloading the canoes; and once, when the danger was more critical than usual, having sat till the canoe was empty, and paid no attention to a prompt, gruff order to jump ashore, he had been seized by the strong arms of Gaspard and tossed out of the canoe like a puppy dog. On these occasions he invariably endeavoured to make up for his fault by displaying, on recovery, the most outrageous and daring amount of unnecessary recklessness,  uttering, at the same time, an amazing number of strange expressions, among which Tare an ages! Och! murder! and several others less lucid in signification, predominated. Chimo was always first ashore, and instantly wheeled round to greet Eda, who was also always second, thanks to the strong and prompt arm of François, who sat just in front, and by tacit agreement took her under his special charge. As for Mrs Stanley, the arm that was rightfully her own, and had been her shield in many a scene of danger, proved ever ready and able to succour the first volunteer to Ungava.

At times the sea was quite free of ice, and many miles were soon added to the space which separated the little band of adventurers from the rest of the human world. Their encampments varied according to the nature of the coast, being sometimes among pine-trees, or surrounded by dwarf willows; at other times on the bare sand of the sea-shore; and occasionally at the extremity of long-projecting capes and promontories, where they had to pitch their tent and make their beds in the clefts of the solid rock. But wherever they laid them down to rest  on the rock, or on the sand, or within the shade of the forest  it was always found, as Mrs Stanley remarked of the first nights encampment, that they were extremely comfortable and eminently snug.

They were successful, too, in procuring an ample supply of fresh provisions. There were ducks and geese of various kinds, and innumerable quantities of plover, cormorants, gulls, and eider-ducks, the eggs of which they found in thousands. Many of these birds were good for food, and the eggs of most of them, especially those of the eider-duck, were excellent. Reindeer were also met with; and, among other trophies of his skill as a hunter, Frank one day brought in a black bear, parts of which were eaten with great gusto by the Esquimaux and Indians, to the immense disgust of Bryan, who expressed his belief that the haythens was barely fit to live, and were most justly locked out from society in thim dissolate polar raygeons. There were many seals, also, in the sea, which put up their ugly, grotesque heads ever and anon, gazed at the canoes with their huge, fishy eyes, as in surprise at the sight of such novel marine monsters, and then sank slowly beneath the wave. These animals were never molested, out of respect to the feelings of the two Indians, who believed them to be gods, and assured Stanley that the destruction of one would infallibly bring down ill-luck and disaster on the heads of the party. Stanley smiled inwardly at this, but gave orders that no seals should be shot  an order which all were very willing to obey, as they did not require the animals either for food or any other purpose. Several white polar bears were seen, but they also were spared, as they require a great deal of shot to kill them, if not hit exactly behind the ear; and besides, neither their bodies nor skins were of any use to the travellers.

Thus all went favourably for a time. But life is a chequered story, and the sun of prosperity does not always shine, as we shall see.

One fine morning, as they were paddling cheerfully along in the neighbourhood of Cape Jones, it struck Mr Stanley that he might prove the correctness of his sextant and other instruments before entering upon the country which to most of the party was terra incognita. This was the more necessary that he could not depend on the guidance of Oostesimow and Ma-Istequan, they having travelled only once, long ago, through part of the country, while the latter part of it was totally unknown to them. It was one of those beautiful mornings that are peculiar to arctic regions, when the air is inexpressibly still, and all inanimate nature seems hushed in profound repose  a repose which is rather rendered more effective than otherwise by the plaintive cries of wild-fowl or the occasional puffing of a whale. There was a peculiar brilliancy, too, in the atmosphere, caused by the presence of so many fields and hummocks of white ice, looming fantastically through a thin, dry, gauze-like haze, which, while it did not dim the brightness of the solar rays, lent an additional charm to every object by shrouding it in a veil of mystery.

On passing the point the men ceased rowing, and proceeded to solace themselves with a five-minutes pipe  an indulgence which voyageurs always claim as their due after a long spell at the oars or paddles.

Put ashore here, Massan, said Stanley, turning to the guide; I shall take an observation, if possible, and you can set the men to hunt for eggs. We shall want them, as the larder is rather low just now.

Massan muttered assent, and, shouting to the other canoe to put ashore, ran alongside the rocks.

Youd better hail the little canoe, said Stanley, as he landed. I shall want Mr Morton to assist me.

Massan stepped upon an elevated rock, and, shading his eyes with his hands, looked earnestly ahead where he observed the little canoe almost beyond vision, and just going to double a point of land. Transferring his hands to his mouth, he used them as a trumpet, and gave forth a shout the like of which had never startled the echoes of the place before.

Its no use, sir, said Massan; hes past hearin. Im afeerd that theyre off in the direction o the White Bear Hills, in hopes o gittin a shot.

Try again, Massan, urged Stanley; raise your pipe a little higher. Perhaps it will reach them.

Massan shook his head. Try it, Bryan, he said, turning to the Irishman, who was sitting on a rock leisurely filling his short, black pipe.

Is it to halloo ye want me? replied Bryan, rising. Shure the great gun of Athlone itself could niver hold a candle to ye, Massan, at yellin; but Ill try, anyhow; and putting his hands to his mouth he gave forth a roar compared to which Massans was nothing. There was a sort of crack in the tone of it, however, that was so irresistibly ridiculous that the whole party burst incontinently into a fit of laughter. Loud though it was, it failed to reach the ears of those in the little canoe, which in a few seconds doubled the point and disappeared.

Ah, bad luck to it! said Bryan, in disgust; the pipes damaged intirely. Small pace to ye, Bob Mahone; for shure it was howlin and screechin at your wake like a born scrandighowl that broke it.

Never mind, lad; what remains of it is not bad, said Stanley, laughing, as he proceeded to open the box containing his scientific instruments.

Meanwhile his wife and Edith wandered along the rocks picking up shells and pebbles; and the men dispersed, some to smoke and chat, others to search for eggs. Bryan and La Roche, who were both aspiring geniuses, and had formed a sort of rough attachment to each other, asked permission to take a walk to the point ahead, where they would wait for the canoes. Having obtained it, they set off at a good round pace, that would have been throublesome to kape up, as Bryan remarked, with payse in yer shoes!

Why you come for to jine de company? inquired La Roche, as they jogged along.

Why? bekase Id nothin else to do, as the ould song says. Ye see, Losh, (Bryan had invented a contraction for his friends name, which he said was convanient) ye see, Losh, there may be more nor wan raison for a gintleman lavin his native land in order to thravel in furrin parts. Its thrue I had nothin in the univarse to do, for I could niver git work nohow, an whin I got it I could niver kape it. I niver could onderstan why, but so it was. Nivertheless I managed to live well enough in the ould cabin wid the murphies

Vat is murphies? inquired La Roche.

Bliss yer innocent face, dont ye know its praties?

Tis vat?

Praties, boy, or pit-taties, if I must be particlar.

Ah! goot, goot, I understan  pettitoes. Oui, oui, ye call him pomme de terre.

Hum! well, as I was sayin, I got on pretty well wid the pumdeterres an the pig, but the pig died wan day  choked hisself on a murphy  that is, a pumbleterre; an more betoken, it was the last murphy in the house, a powerful big wan that my grandmother had put by for supper. After this ivery thin wint to smithereens. The rot came, and I thought I should have to list for a sodger. Well, Bob Mahone died o dhrink and starvation, an we had a beautiful wake; but there was a riglar shindy got up, an two or three o the county plice misbehaved themselves, so I jist floored them all, wan after the other, an bolted. Well, I wint straight to Dublin, an there I met wid an ould friend who was the skipper o a ship bound for New York. Says he, Bryan, will ye go? Says I, Av coorse; an shure enough I wint, an got over the say to Meriky. But I could niver settle down, so, wan way or another, I came at last to Montreal and jined the Company; an afther knockin about in the Columbia and Mackenzies River for some years, I was sint to Moose, an here I am, Losh, yer sarvant to command.

Goot, ver goot, mais peculiaire, said La Roche, whose intimacy with this son of Erin had enabled him to comprehend enough of his jargon to grasp the general scope of his discourse.

Av ye mane that lavin the ould country was goot, said Bryan, stooping to pick up a stone and skim it along the smooth surface of the sea, praps yere right; but theres wan thing I niver could make my mind aisy about, and the blacksmiths voice became deep and his face grave as he recalled these bygone days.

Vat were dat? inquired La Roche.

Why, ye see, Losh, I was so hard druve by the plice that I was forced to lave wid-out sayin good day to my ould mother, an they tould me it almost broke her heart; but Ive had wan or two screeds from the priest wid her cross at them since, and shes got over it, an lookin out for my returnin  bliss her sowl!  an Ive sint her five pounds ivery year since I left: so ye see, Losh, Ive great hope o seein her yit, for although shes ould shes oncommon tough, an having come o a long-winded stock, Ive great hopes o her.

Poor Bryan! it never entered into his reckless brain to think that, considering the life of almost constant peril he led in the land of his pilgrimage, there was more hope of the longevity of his old mother than of himself. Like many of his countrymen, he was a man of strong, passionate, warm feelings, and remarkably unselfish.

Is your contry resemblance to dat? inquired La Roche, pointing, as he spoke, towards the sea, which was covered with fields and mountains of ice as far out as the eye could discern.

Be the nose o my great-grandmother (an that was be no manes a short wan), no! replied Bryan, with a laugh. The say that surrounds ould Ireland is niver covered with sich sugar-plums as these. But what have we here?

As he spoke they reached the point at which they were to await the coming up of the canoes, and the object which called forth Bryans remark was the little canoe, which lay empty on the beach just beyond the point. From the manner in which it lay it was evident that Frank and his Indians had placed it there; but there was no sign of their presence save one or two footprints on the sand. While La Roche was examining these, his companion walked towards a point of rock that jutted out from the cliffs and intercepted the view beyond. On turning round this, he became suddenly rooted to the spot with horror. And little wonder, for just two yards before him stood an enormous polar bear, whose career was suddenly arrested by Bryans unexpected appearance. It is difficult to say whether the man or the beast expressed most surprise at the rencounter. They both stood stock still, and opened their eyes to the utmost width. But the poor Irishman was evidently petrified by the apparition. He turned deadly pale, and his hands hung idly by his sides; while the bear, recovering from his surprise, rose on his hind legs and walked up to him  a sure sign that he was quite undaunted, and had made up his mind to give battle. As for La Roche, the instant he cast his eyes on the ferocious-looking quadruped, he uttered a frightful yell, bounded towards a neighbouring tree, and ceased not to ascend until its topmost branches were bending beneath his weight. Meanwhile the bear walked up to Bryan, but not meeting with the anticipated grapple of an enemy, and feeling somewhat uneasy under the cataleptic stare of the poor mans eyes  for he still stood petrified with horror  it walked slowly round him, putting its cold nose on his cheek, as if to tempt him to move. But the five minutes of bewilderment that always preceded Bryans recovery from a sudden fright had not yet expired. He still remained perfectly motionless, so that the bear, disdaining, apparently, to attack an unresisting foe, dropped on his forelegs again. It is difficult to say whether there is any truth in the well-known opinion that the calm, steady gaze of a human eye can quell any animal. Doubtless there are many stories, more or less authentic, corroborative of the fact; but whether this be true or not, we are ready to vouch for the truth of this fact  namely, that under the influence of the blacksmiths gaze, or his silence it may be, the bear was absolutely discomfited. It retreated a step or two, and walked slowly away, looking over its shoulder now and then as it went, as if it half anticipated an onslaught in the rear.

We have already said that Bryan was no craven, and that when his faculties were collected he usually displayed a good deal of reckless valour on occasions of danger. Accordingly, no sooner did he see his shaggy adversary in full retreat, than the truant blood returned to his face with a degree of violence that caused it to blaze with fiery red, and swelled the large veins of his neck and forehead almost to bursting. Uttering a truly Irish halloo, he bounded forward like a tiger, tore the cap off his head and flung it violently before him, drew the axe which always hung at his belt, and in another moment stood face to face with the white monster, which had instantly accepted the challenge, and rose on its hind legs to receive him. Raising the axe with both hands, the man aimed a blow at the bears head; but with a rapid movement of its paw it turned the weapon aside and dashed it into the air. Another such blow, and the reckless blacksmiths career would have been brought to an abrupt conclusion, when the crack of a rifle was heard. Its echo reverberated along the cliffs and floated over the calm water as the polar bear fell dead at Bryans feet.

Hurrah! shouted Frank Morton, as he sprang from the bushes, knife in hand, ready to finish the work which his rifle had so well begun. But it needed not. Frank had hit the exact spot behind the ear which renders a second ball unnecessary  the bear was already quite dead.




Chapter Nine.

A storm brewing  It bursts, and produces consequences  The party take to the water per force  All saved.

Ah, Bryan! a friend in need is a friend indeed, said Frank, as he sat on a rock watching the blacksmith and his two Indians while they performed the operation of skinning the bear, whose timely destruction has been related in the last chapter. I must say I never saw a man stand his ground so well, with a brute like that stealing kisses from his cheek. Were they sweet, Bryan? Did they remind you of the fair maid of Derry, hey?

Ah! thrue for ye, replied the blacksmith, as he stepped to a rock for the purpose of whetting his knife; yer honour was just in time to save me a power o throuble. Bad skran to the baste! it would have taken three or four rounds at laste to have finished him nately off, for theres no end o fat on his ribs that would have kep the knife from goin far in.

Frank laughed at this free-and-easy way of looking at it. So you think you would have killed him, do you, if I had not saved you the trouble?

Av coorse I do. Shure a man is better than a baste any day; and besides, had I not a frind at my back ridy to help me? Bryan cast a comical leer at La Roche as he said this, and the poor Frenchman blushed, for he felt that his conduct in the affair had not been very praiseworthy. It is due to La Roche to say, however, that no sooner had he found himself at the top of the tree, and had a moment to reflect, than he slid rapidly to the bottom again, and ran to the assistance of his friend, not, however, in time to render such assistance available, as he came up just at the moment the bear fell.

In half an hour afterwards the two large canoes came up, and Bryan and his little friend had to undergo a rapid fire of witticism from their surprised and highly-amused comrades. Even Moses was stirred up to say that Bryan, him do pratty well; he most good nuff to make an Eskimo!

Having embarked the skin of the bear, the canoes once more resumed their usual order and continued on their way. The carcass of the bear being useless for food, was left for the wolves; and the claws, which were nearly as large as a mans finger, were given by Frank to the blacksmith, that he might make them into a necklace, as the Indians do, and keep it in remembrance of his rencounter.

But the weather was now beginning to change. Dick Prince, whose black eye was ever roving about observantly, told Massan that a storm was brewing, and that the sooner he put ashore in a convenient spot the better. But Stanley was anxious to get on, having a long journey before him, at the termination of which there would be little enough time to erect a sufficient protection against the winter of the north; so he continued to advance along shore until they came to a point beyond which there was a very deep bay that would take them many hours to coast. By making a traverse, however, in a direct line to the next point, they might cross it in a much shorter time.

How say you, Prince? shall we cross? asked Stanley, as they rested on their paddles and cast furtive glances up at the dark clouds and across the still quiet bay.

Prince shook his head. I fear we wont have time to cross. The clouds are driving too fast and growin black.

Well, then, we had better encamp, said Stanley. Is there a proper place, Massan, hereabouts?

No, sir, replied the guide. The stones on the beach are the only pillows within six mile o us.

Ho! then, forward, boys, make a bold push for it, cried Stanley; if it does begin to blow before were over, we can run back again at all events.

In another moment the canoes swept out to sea, and made for the point far ahead like race-horses. Although the clouds continued to gather, the wind did not rise, and it seemed as though they would get over easily, when a sudden gust came off the shore  a direction whence, from the appearance of the clouds, it had not been expected. Ruffling the surface of the water for a few seconds, it passed away.

Give way, boys, give way, cried Massan, using his large steering paddle with a degree of energy that sent the canoe plunging forward. We cant go back, an if the storm bursts off the shore

A loud peal of thunder drowned the remainder of the sentence, and in a few seconds the wind that had been dreaded came whistling violently off the shore and covered the sea with foam. The waves soon began to rise, and ere long the frail barks, which were ill calculated to weather a storm, were careering over them and shipping water at every plunge.

It now became a matter of life and death with them that they should gain the point, for, deeply loaded as they were, it was impossible that they could float long in such a sea. It is true that a wind off the shore does not usually raise what sailors would consider much of a sea; but it must be remembered that, although it was off shore, the bay which they were crossing extended far inland, so that the gale had a wide sweep of water to act upon before it reached them. Besides this, as has already been explained, canoes are not like boats. Their timbers are weak, the bark of which they are made is thin, the gum which makes their seams tight is easily knocked off in cold water, and, in short, they cannot face a sea on which a boat might ride like a sea-gull.

For a considerable time the men strained every nerve to gain the wished-for point of land, but with so little success that it became evident they would never reach it. The men began to show signs of flagging, and cast uneasy glances towards Stanley, as if they had lost all hope of accomplishing their object, and waited for him to suggest what they should do. Poor Mrs Stanley sat holding on to the gunwale with one hand and clasping Edith round the waist with the other, as she gazed wistfully towards the cape ahead, which was now almost lost to view under the shadow of a dark cloud that rolled towards them like a black pall laden with destruction.

God help us! murmured Stanley, in an undertone, as he scanned the seaward horizon, which was covered with leaden clouds and streaks of lurid light, beneath which the foaming sea leaped furiously.

Call upon Me in the time of trouble, and I will deliver thee, said Mrs Stanley, who overheard the exclamation.

Stanley either heard her not or his mind was too deeply concentrated on the critical nature of their position to make any reply. As she buried her face in her hands, Edith threw her trembling arms round her mother and hid her face in her bosom. Even Chimo seemed to understand their danger, for he crept closer to the side of his young mistress and whined in a low tone, as if in sympathy. The waves had now increased to such a degree that it required two of the men to bail incessantly in order to prevent their being swamped, and as Stanley cast a hurried glance at the other canoes, which were not far off, he observed that it was as much as they could do to keep afloat. Could we not run back, Massan? asked Stanley, in despair.

Unpossble, sir, replied the guide, whose voice was almost drowned by the whistling of the wind. Were more nor half-way over, an it would only blow us farther out to sea if we was to try.

While the guide spoke, Stanley was gazing earnestly in the direction of the horizon.

Round with you, Massan, he exclaimed suddenly; put the canoe about and paddle straight out to sea.  Hallo! he shouted to the other canoes, follow us out to sea  straight out.

The men looked aghast at this extraordinary order. Look alive, lads, continued their leader; I see an island away there to leeward. Perhaps its only a rock, but any way its our only chance.

The canoes heads were turned round, and in another moment they were driving swiftly before the wind in the direction of the open sea.

Right, right, murmured Dick Prince, as they made towards this new source of hope; mayhap its only a bit o ice, but even thats better than nothin.

If tis only ice, cried La Roche, ye have ver pauvre chance at all.

Shure, an if we are to go ashore at all, at all, said Bryan, whose spirits had suddenly risen with this gleam of hope from fifty degrees below to fifty above zero if we are to go ashore at all, at all, its better to land on the ice than on the wather.

With such a breeze urging them on, the three canoes soon approached what appeared to be a low sand-bank, on which the sea was dashing in white foam. But from the tossing of the waves between them and the beach, it was difficult to form a conjecture as to its size. Indeed, at times they could scarcely see it at all, owing to the darkness of the day and the heavy rain which began to fall just as they approached; and more than once Stanleys heart sank when he lost sight of the bank, and he began to think that he had made a mistake, and that they were actually flying out to the deep sea, in which case all hope would be gone for ever. But Gods mercy was extended to them in this hour of peril. The island appeared to grow larger as they neared it, and at last they were within a stones-throw of the shore. But a new danger assailed them here. The largest canoe, which neared the island first, had begun to leak, and took in water so fast that the utmost efforts of those who bailed could not keep it under, and from the quantity that was now shipped they made very little way. To add to the horror of the scene, the sky became very dark, and another crash of thunder pealed forth accompanied by a blinding flash of lightning.

Paddle, boys, paddle for your lives! cried Stanley, throwing off his coat, and seizing a tin dish, with which he began to throw out the water.

The canoe rose on a huge wave which broke all round it. This nearly filled it with water, and carried it towards the shore with such velocity that it seemed as if they should be dashed in pieces; but they fell back into the trough of the sea, and lay motionless like a heavy log, and in a sinking condition.

Now, lads, look out for the next wave, and give way with a will, cried Massan. The worthy steersman acted rather too energetically on his own advice, for he dipped his paddle with such force that it snapped in two.

Be ready to jump out, cried Dick Prince, standing up in the bow in order to give more power to his strokes.

As he spoke, Stanley turned to his wife, and said, Jessie, hold on by my collar; Ill take Eda in my arms. At that instant the canoe gave a lurch, and before Stanley could grasp his child, they were all struggling in the sea! At this awful moment, instead of endeavouring to do as her husband directed, Mrs Stanley instinctively threw her arms around Edith, and while the waves were boiling over her, she clasped the child tightly to her bosom with her left arm, while with her right she endeavoured to raise herself to the surface. Twice she succeeded, and twice she sank, when a box of merchandise providentially struck her arm. Seizing this, she raised herself above the water, and poor Edith gasped convulsively once or twice for air. Then the box was wrenched from her grasp by a wave, and with a wild shriek she sank again. Just then a strong arm was thrown around her, her feet touched the ground, and in a few seconds she was dragged violently from the roaring waves and fell exhausted on the beach.

Thanks be to God, we are saved! murmured Mrs Stanley, as her husband assisted her to rise and led her beyond the reach of the waves, while Edith still clung with a deadly grasp to her mothers neck.

Ay, Jessie, thank God indeed! But for His mercy we should have all been lost. I was floundering about beside the canoe when your scream showed me where you were, and enabled me to save you. But rest here, in the lee of this bale.  I cannot stay by you. Frank is in danger still.

Without waiting for a reply, he sprang from her side and hurried down to the beach. Here everything was in the utmost confusion. The two large canoes had been saved and dragged out of the reach of the waves, and the men were struggling in the boiling surf to rescue the baggage and provisions, on which latter their very lives depended. As Stanley reached the scene of action, he observed several of the men watching the small canoe which contained Frank and his two Indians. It had been left some distance behind by the others, and was now approaching with arrow speed on the summit of a large wave. Suddenly the top of the billow curled over, and in another moment the canoe was turned bottom up! Like a cork it danced on the waves white crest, then falling beneath the thundering mass of water, it was crushed to pieces and cast empty upon the beach. But Frank and his men swam like otters, and the party on shore watched them with anxious looks as they breasted manfully over the billows. At last a towering wave came rolling majestically forward. It caught the three swimmers in its rough embrace, and carrying them along on its crest, launched them on the beach, where it left them struggling with the retreating water. Those who have bathed in rough weather on an exposed coast know well how difficult it is to regain a firm footing on loose sand while a heavy wave is sweeping backward into its parent ocean. Frank and the two Indians experienced this; and they might have struggled there till their strength had been exhausted, were it not for Stanley, Prince, and Massan, who rushed simultaneously into the water and rescued them.

As the whole party had now, by the goodness of God, reached the land in safety, they turned their undivided energies towards the bales and boxes which were rolling about in the surf. Many of these had been already collected, and were carried to the spot where Mrs Stanley and Edith lay under the shelter of a bale. As the things were successively brought up they were piled around the mother and child, who soon found themselves pretty well sheltered from the wind, though not from the rain, which still fell in torrents. Soon after Frank came to them, and said that all the things were saved, and that it was time to think of getting up some sort of shelter for the night. This was very much needed, for poor Edith was beginning to shiver from the wet and cold.

Now then, François, Massan, shouted Frank, lend a hand here to build a house for Eda. Well be all as snug as need be in a few minutes.

Despite the cold and her recent terror, the poor child could not help smiling at the idea of building a house in a few minutes, and it was with no little curiosity that she watched the operations of the men. Meanwhile Mr Stanley brought some wine in a pannikin, and made Edith and his wife drink a little. This revived them greatly, and as the rain had now almost ceased they rose and endeavoured to wring the water out of their garments. In less than half an hour the men piled the bales and boxes in front of the largest canoe, which was turned bottom up, and secured firmly in that position by an embankment of sand. Over the top of all, three oil-cloths were spread and lashed down, thus forming a complete shelter, large enough to contain the whole party. At one end of this curious house Mr Stanley made a separate apartment for his wife and child, by placing two large bales and a box as a partition; and within this little space Edith soon became very busy in arranging things, and putting the house to rights, as she said, as long as the daylight lasted, for after it went away they had neither candles nor fire, as the former had been soaked and broken, and as for the latter no wood could be found on the island. The mens clothes were, of course, quite wet, so they cut open a bale of blankets, which had not been so much soaked as the other goods, having been among the first things that were washed ashore.

At the time they were wrecked the dashing spray and the heavy rain, together with the darkness of the day, had prevented the shipwrecked voyageurs from ascertaining the nature of the island on which they had been cast; and as the night closed in while they were yet engaged in the erection of their temporary shelter, they had to lie down to rest in ignorance on this point. After such a day of unusual fatigue and excitement, they all felt more inclined for rest than food; so, instead of taking supper, they all lay down huddled together under the canoe, and slept soundly, while the angry winds whistled round them, and the great sea roared and lashed itself into foam on the beach, as if disappointed that the little band of adventurers had escaped and were now beyond the reach of its impotent fury.




Chapter Ten.

The sand-bank  Dismal prospects  Consultations  Internal arrangements exposed and detailed.

Of all the changes that constantly vary the face of nature, the calm that succeeds a storm is one of the most beautiful, and the most agreeable, perhaps, to the feelings of man. Few conditions of nature convey to the mind more thoroughly the idea of complete repose  of deep rest after mortal strife, of sleep after exhausting toil; and those who have passed through the violence of the storm and done battle with its dangers are, by the physical rest which they enjoy after it is over, the more fitted to appreciate and sympathise with the repose which reigns around them.

When the sun rose, on the morning after the storm, it shone upon a scene so calm and beautiful, so utterly unconnected with anything like the sin of a fallen world, and so typical, in its deep tranquillity, of the mind of Him who created it, that it seemed almost possible for a moment to fancy that the promised land was gained at last, and that all the dark clouds, the storms and dangers, the weary journeyings and the troubles of the wilderness, were past and gone for ever. So glorious was the scene that when Edith, rising from her rude couch and stepping over the prostrate forms of her still slumbering companions, issued from the shelter of the canoe and cast her eyes abroad upon the glassy sea, she could not restrain her feelings, and uttered a thrilling shout of joy that floated over the waters and reverberated among the glittering crags of the surrounding icebergs.

The island on which the travellers had been cast was a mere knoll of sand, not more than a few hundred yards in circumference, that scarcely raised its rounded summit above the level of the water, and at full tide was reduced to a mere speck, utterly destitute of vegetation. The sea around it was now smooth and clear as glass, though undulated by a long, regular swell, which rolled, at slow, solemn intervals, in majestic waves towards the sand-bank, where they hovered for a moment in curved walls of dark-green water, then, lipping over, at their crests, fell in a roar of foam that hissed a deep sigh on the pebbles of the beach, and left the silence greater than before. Masses of ice floated here and there on the surface of the deep, the edges and fantastic points of which were tipped with light. Not far from the northern extremity of the sand-bank a large iceberg had grounded, from the sides of which several pinnacles had been hurled by the shock and now lay stranded on the beach.

The shout with which Edith had welcomed the morning roused the whole party, and in a few minutes they were all assembled outside of their little hut, some admiring the scene, others  of a less enthusiastic and more practical turn  examining the circumstances of their position, and considering the best course that should be pursued in their difficulty.

Mr Stanley, Dick Prince, and Massan, as was their wont, held a council upon the existing state of things, and after much gazing round at the sea and up at the sky, and considerable grunting of his deep voice and rubbing of his capacious chin, on the part of the latter, he turned to Dick Prince, as if appealing to his superior sagacity, and said  

Well, ye see, my pinions jist this: yonders the mainland there (pointing to the eastward, where, about ten miles distant, the rocks and trees were seen distorted and faintly looming through a tremulous haze), an theres our canoes there (jerking his thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the large canoes, whose torn sides and damaged ribs, as they lay exposed on the sand, bore sad testimony to the violence of the previous nights storm), and theres the little canoe yonder, (glancing towards the craft in question, which lay on the beach a hopelessly-destroyed mass of splinters and shreds of bark that projected and bristled in all directions, as in uncontrollable amazement at the suddenness and entirety of its own destruction). Now, that bein the case, an the baggage all wet, an the day parfitly beautiful, an the sun about hot enough to bile the sea, we cant do better nor stay where we are, an mend the canoes, dry the goods, an start fair to-morrow mornin.

Stanley looked at Prince, as if expecting a remark from him; but the grave countenance of the silent bowman indicated that he was absorbed in contemplation.

Tis quite evident, Massan, said Stanley, that we must repair the canoes; but a few hours could do that, and I dont like the idea of staying another night on a strip of sand like this, which, I verily believe, another stiff nor-wester would blow away altogether.  But what say you, Prince? Do you advise our remaining?

Yes, replied Dick, I do. Ye see theres no fear of another storm soon. Tis a good chance for dryin the goods, so I vote for stoppin.

Well, then, we shall stay, replied Stanley. To say truth, I agreed with you at first, Massan, but its always advisable to look at both sides of a question

Yes, and in the multitude of counsellors there is wisdom, said Frank Morton, coming up at the moment, and tapping his friend on the shoulder. If you will include me in your confabulation, you shall have the benefit of deep experience and far-sighted sagacity.

Come, then, Master Frank, replied Stanley, what does your sagacity advise on the point of our staying on this sandbank? Shall we spend another night on it in order to dry the goods, or shall we up and away to terra firma as soon as the canoes are seaworthy?

Stay, of course, said Frank. As to the sand-bank, tis firm enough, to my mind, after resisting the shock of the wave that dashed me ashore last night. Then we have everything we need  shelter and food, and even fuel. As Frank mentioned the last word, he glanced round with a rueful countenance and pointed to the bark and timbers of his broken canoe.

True, Frank, we have wherewith to boil the kettle, and as the water-cask was full when we started yesterday morning, there will be enough at least for one or two days.

By the way, that reminds me that Eda and your wife are particularly desirous of having breakfast, said Frank. In fact they sent me specially to lay their melancholy case before you; and I have great fears that Eda will lay violent hands on the raw pork if her morning meal is delayed much longer. As for Chimo, he is rushing about the island in a state of ravenous despair; so pray let us be going.

Be it so, Frank, said Stanley, taking his friends arm, and sauntering towards the canoe, while Massan and Prince went to inform their comrades of the determination of their leader.

In an hour after the above discourse breakfast was over, and the men, under Stanleys inspection, arranged and examined the baggage, which, considering that it had been rolled about by the surf for a considerable time, was not so much soaked as might have been expected. The two kegs of gunpowder were first inspected, being the most valuable part of the cargo, as on them depended much of their future livelihood. They were found to be quite dry, except a small portion of powder at the seams of the staves, which, having caked with the moisture, had saved the rest from damage. Some of the bales, however, containing knives and other hardware, were very wet, and had to be opened out and their contents wiped and spread out to dry. Blankets, too, and other woollen garments that had suffered, were also spread out on the sand, so that in a short time the little island was quite covered with a strange assortment of miscellaneous articles, that gave to it the appearance of a crowded store. The entire wealth of the fur-traders was now exposed to view, and it may perhaps be interesting to enumerate the different articles, in order to give some idea of the outfit deemed necessary on such an expedition.

And, first, there were two kegs of gunpowder, as before mentioned, containing each thirty pounds, with four bags of ball and three of shot of various sizes  in all, about 250 pounds of lead. Six nets of four and a half inch mesh. A large quantity of twine for making nets  most of the men being able to construct these useful articles. A small bag of gun-flints. Sixty pounds of roll tobacco. Twelve large axes. Six augers. Seven dozen scalping-knives. Six pounds of variously-coloured beads. Two dozen fire-steels, and a pretty large assortment of awls, needles, thread, nails, and such like small articles, which, though extremely useful, were too numerous and comparatively insignificant to mention in detail. Besides these, there was a small bale containing gaudy ornaments and attractive articles, which were intended as propitiatory presents to the Esquimaux when they should be met with. Then there were two runlets of salt pork, containing about ninety pounds each, and in the centre of each runlet were two hams. A barrel of flour and a barrel of oatmeal constituted all their provision, if we except a small cask of hard biscuit, and a little tea and sugar, which were the private property of Stanley and Frank Morton. There was also a large deerskin tent, capable of holding from twenty to thirty men, which was intended to be used while they were engaged in building their winter residence at Ungava. As to arms, each man had one of the long single-barrelled fowling-pieces that are supplied by the Fur Company to the natives, and are styled Indian guns. Stanley had a double-barrelled flint fowling-piece; and Frank had a rifle, besides a single gun of a description somewhat finer than that supplied to the Indians. Of course each man carried a scalping-knife and an axe in his belt, not for the purpose of self-defence, but for carving their food and cutting their fuel.

It may be well to remark here that the goods and provisions which we have detailed above were merely intended as a supply for their immediate necessities, and to enable them to commence active operations at once on arriving at their destination, while the heavy stores and goods necessary for the years trade were to be forwarded in a small sloop from the depot direct through Hudsons Straits to Ungava Bay.

When the work of unpacking and exposing the things to dry in the sun was accomplished, it was long past noon, and high time for dinner; so a fire was lighted by Bryan, who cut up another portion of Franks canoe for the purpose. A rasher of pork and a flour cake were disposed of by each of the party in a surprisingly short time, and then the men bestirred themselves in mending the canoes. This was a more troublesome job than they expected, but being accustomed not only to mend but to make canoes, they worked with a degree of skill and diligence that speedily put all to rights. In Massans canoe there was a hole large enough, as Bryan remarked, to stick his head through, though it was a big wan, an no mistake. Taking up a roll of bark, which was carried with them for the purpose, Massan cut from it a square patch, which he sewed over the hole, using an awl for a needle and the fibrous roots of the pine tree, called wattape, for thread. After it was firmly sewed on, the seams were covered with melted gum, and the broken spot was as tight and strong as ever. There were next found several long slits, one of them fully three feet, which were more easily managed, as they merely required to be sewed and covered with gum. Several broken ribs, however, were not so easily repaired. Had there been any wood on the island, Massans quick knife would have soon fashioned new ribs; as it was, he had to make the best job he could, by splicing the old ones with several pieces abstracted from Franks little canoe.

It was sunset before all was put in complete order, the goods repacked, and placed in readiness for a start at daybreak on the following morning. After all was done, the remains of the small canoe were converted into a bonfire, round which the tired and hungry travellers assembled to smoke and chat, while supper was being prepared by the indefatigable Bryan and his friend La Roche. As the day faded away the stars came out, one by one, until they glittered in millions in the sky, while the glare of the fire became every moment more and more intense as the darkness deepened. It was a strange, wild scene,  especially when viewed from the extremity of the little sand-bank, which was so low as to be almost indiscernible in the dark night, and seemed scarce a sufficient foundation for the little busy group of human beings who stood radiant in the red light of their camp-fire, like a blazing gem cast upon the surface of the great, cold sea.




Chapter Eleven.

Start afresh  Superstitious notions  The whirlpool  The interior  Fishing in the old way on new ground, and what came of it  A cold bath  The rescue  Saved  Deeper and deeper into the wilderness.

As if to make amends for its late outrageous conduct, the weather, after the night of the great storm, continued unbrokenly serene for many days, enabling our travellers to make rapid progress towards their destination: It would be both tiresome and unnecessary to follow them step by step throughout their journey, as the part of it which we have already described was, in many respects, typical of the whole voyage along the east coast of Hudsons Bay. Sometimes, indeed, a few incidents of an unusual character did occur. Once they were very nearly being crushed between masses of ice; twice the larger canoe struck on a hummock, and had to be landed and repaired; and frequently mishaps of a slighter nature befell them. Their beds, too, varied occasionally. At one time they laid them down to rest on the sand of the sea-shore; at another, on the soft turf and springy moss of the woods. Sometimes they were compelled to content themselves with a couch of pebbles, few of which were smaller than a mans fist; and, not unfrequently, they had to make the best they could of a flat rock, whose unyielding surface seemed to put the idea of anything like rest to flight, causing the thin men of the party to growl and the fat ones to chuckle. Bryan was one of the well-favoured, being round and fleshy; while his poor little friend La Roche possessed a framework of bones that were so sparingly covered with softer substance, as to render it a matter of wonder how he and the stones could compromise the matter at all, and called forth from his friend frequent impertinent allusions to thridpapers, bags o bones, idges o knives, half fathoms o pump water, and such like curious substances. But whatever the bed, it invariably turned out that the whole party slept soundly from the time they lay down till the time of rising, which was usually at the break of day.

Owing to the little Indian canoe having been wrecked on the sand-bank, Frank and his men had to embark in the smaller of the large canoes; a change which was in some respects a disadvantage to the party, as Frank could not now so readily dash away in pursuit of game. However, this did not much matter, as, in a few days afterwards, they arrived at the mouth of the river by which they intended to penetrate into the interior of the country. The name of the river is Deer River, and it flows into Richmond Gulf, which is situated on the east shore of Hudsons Bay, in latitude 56 degrees North. Richmond Gulf is twenty miles long, and about the same in breadth; but the entrance to it is so narrow that the tide pours into it like a torrent until it is full. The pent-up waters then rush out on one side of this narrow inlet while they are running in at the other, causing a whirlpool which would engulf a large boat and greatly endanger even a small vessel. Of course it was out of the question to attempt the passage of such a vortex in canoes, except at half flood or half ebb tide, at which periods the waters became quiet. On arriving at the mouth of the gulf, the travellers found the tide out and the entrance to it curling and rolling in massive volumes, as if all the evil water-spirits of the north were holding their orgies there. Oostesimow and Ma-Istequan, being by nature and education intensely superstitious, told Stanley  after they had landed to await the flow of the tide  that it was absolutely necessary to perform certain ceremonies in order to propitiate the deities of the place, otherwise they could not expect to pass such an awful whirlpool in safety. Their leader smiled, and told them to do as they thought fit, adding, however, that he would not join them, as he did not believe in any deities whatever, except the one true God, who did not require to be propitiated in any way, and could not be moved by any other means than by prayer in the name of Jesus Christ. The red men seemed surprised a little at this, but, with their proverbial stoicism, refrained from any further or more decided expression of feeling.

Nevertheless, the Indians sufficiently showed their faith in their own doctrines by immediately setting about a series of curious and elaborate ceremonies, which it was impossible to comprehend, and decidedly unprofitable to describe. They appeared, however, to attach much importance to their propitiatory offerings, the chief among which seemed to be a few inches of tobacco, with which it was fondly hoped the deities of the gulf would condescend to smoke the pipe of peace while their red children ventured to trespass a little on their domain; and hard indeed must have been the hearts of the said spirits had they refused so valuable an offering, for tobacco is the life and marrow, the quintessence of terrestrial felicity, the very joy and comfort of a voyageur, and the poor Indians had but little of it to spare.

While this was going on, Bryan stood with his back to the fire, a remarkably short and peculiarly black pipe in his mouth, and his head inclined sagaciously to one side, as if he designed, by dint of a combination of intense mental abstraction, partial closing of his eyes, severe knitting of his brows, and slow but exceedingly voluminous emission of smoke, to come to a conclusion in regard to the unfathomable subject of Indian superstition. La Roche, steeped in unphilosophic indifference on such matters, and keenly alive to the gross cravings of hunger, busied himself in concocting a kettle of soup; while the rest of the party rambled about the beach or among the bushes in search of eggs. In this latter search Frank and Edith were very successful, and returned with pockets laden with excellent eggs of the eider-duck, which were immediately put into the kettle, and tended not a little to increase the excellence of the soup and the impatience of the men.

Meanwhile the tide rose, the power of the current was gradually checked, and towards noon they passed the dangerous narrows in safety. From the view that was now obtained of the interior, it became evident that the worst of their journey yet lay before them. On arriving at the mouth of Deer River, the mountains were seen to rise abruptly and precipitously, while far away inland their faint blue peaks rose into the sky. Indeed from this point the really hard work of the voyage may be said to have commenced; for scarcely had they proceeded a few miles up the river, when their further progress, at least by water, was effectually interrupted by a rapid which came leaping madly down its rocky bed, as if the streams rejoiced to escape from the chasms and mountain gorges, and find rest at last on the ample bosom of the great deep.

What think ye of that, boy? said Stanley to Frank Morton, as they leaped from their respective canoes, and stood gazing at the rugged glen from which the rapid issued, and the wild appearance of the hills beyond. It seems to me that report spoke truly when it said that the way to Clearwater Lake was rugged. Here is no despicable portage to begin with; and yonder cliffs, that look so soft and blue in the far distance, will prove to be dark and hard enough when we get at them, I warrant.

When we get at them! echoed Mrs Stanley, as she approached, leading Edith by the hand. Get at them, George! Had any one asked me if it were possible to pass over these mountains with our canoes and cargoes, I should have answered, Decidedly not!

And yet you were so foolish and reckless as to be the first to volunteer for this decidedly impossible expedition! replied Stanley.

There you are inconsistent, said Mrs Stanley, smiling. If reckless, I cannot be foolish, according to your own showing; for I have heard you give it as your opinion that recklessness is one of the most essential elements in the leaders of a forlorn hope. But really the thing does seem to my ignorant mind impossible.  What think you, Eda?

Mrs Stanley bent down and looked into the face of her child, but she received no reply. The expanded eyes, indeed, spoke volumes; and the parted lips, on which played a fitful, exulting smile, the heightened colour, and thick-coming breath, told eloquently of her anticipated delight in these new regions, which seemed so utterly different from the shores of the bay: but her tongue was mute.

And well might Mrs Stanley think the passage over these mountains impossible; for, except to men accustomed to canoe travelling in the American lakes and rivers, such an attempt would have appeared as hopeless as the passage of a ship through the ice-locked polar seas in winter.

Not so thought the men. Already several of the most active of them were scrambling up the cliffs with heavy loads on their backs; and, while Stanley and his wife were yet conversing, two of them approached rapidly, bearing the large canoe on their shoulders. The exclamation that issued from the foremost of these proved him to be Bryan.

Now, bad luck to ye, Gaspard! cant ye go stidy? Its mysilf thatll be down on me blissid nose av ye go staggerin about in that fashion. Sure its Losh, the spalpeen, that would carry the canoe better than you.

Gaspard made no reply. Bryan staggered on, growling as he went, and in another minute they were hid from view among the bushes.

What do you see, Frank? inquired Stanley; you stare as earnestly as Bryan did at the white bear last week. What ist, man? Speak!

A fish, replied Frank. I saw him rise in the pool, and Im certain hes a very large one.

Very likely, Frank; there ought to be a fish of some sort there. Ive been told  hist! there hes again. As I live, a salmon! a salmon, Frank! Now for your rod, my boy.

But Frank heard him not, for he was gone. In a few minutes he returned with a fishing-rod, which he was busily engaged in putting up as he hurried towards the rocks beside the pool.

Now, Frank Morton was a fisher. We do not mean to say that he was a fisher by profession; nor do we merely affirm that he was rather fond of the gentle art of angling, or generally inclined to take a cast when he happened to be near a good stream. By no means. Frank was more than that implies. He was a steady, thorough-going disciple of Izaak Walton; one who, in the days of his boyhood, used to flee to the water-side at all seasons, in all weathers, and despite all obstacles. Not only was it his wont to fish when he could, or how he could, but too often was he beguiled to fish at times and in ways that were decidedly improper; sometimes devoting those hours which were set apart expressly for the acquirement of Greek and Latin, to wandering by mountain stream or tarn, rod in hand, up to the knees in water, among the braes and woodlands of his own native country. And Franks enthusiasm did not depend entirely on his success. It was a standing joke among his school-fellows that Frank would walk six miles any day for the chance of a nibble from the ghost of a minnow. Indeed he was often taunted by his ruder comrades with being such a keen fisher that he was quite content if he only hooked a drowned cat during a days excursion. But Frank was good-natured; he smiled at their jests, and held on the even tenor of his way, whipping the streams more pertinaciously than his master whipped him for playing truant; content alike to bear ignominy and chastisement, so long as he was rewarded by a nibble, and overjoyed beyond expression when he could return home with the tail of a two-pounder hanging over the edge of his basket. Far be it from us to hold up to ridicule the weakness of a friend, but we cannot help adding that Master Frank made the most of his tails. His truthful and manly nature, indeed, would not stoop to actual deception, but he had been known on more than one occasion to offer to carry a friends waterproof fishing-boots in his basket, when his doing so rendered it impossible to prevent the tails of his trout from protruding arrogantly, as if to insinuate that there were shoals within. Another of Franks weaknesses was, upon the hooking of every fish, to assert, with overweening confidence and considerable excitement, that it was a tremendously big one. Experience had, during all his piscatorial career, contradicted him ninety-nine times out of every hundred; but Franks firm belief in his last minnow being a big trout  at least until it lay gasping on the bank at his feet  was as unshaken after long years of mistaken calculation as when first he sallied forth to the babbling brook with a willow branch, a fathom of twine, and a crooked pin!

Such untiring devotion, of course, could not fail to make Frank particularly knowing in all the details and minutiae of his much-loved sport. He knew every hole and corner of the rivers and burns within fifteen miles of his fathers house. He became mysteriously wise in regard to the weather; knew precisely the best fly for any given day, and, in the event of being unhappily destitute of the proper kind, could dress one to perfection in ten minutes. As he grew older and taller, and the muscles on his large and well-made limbs began to develop, Frank slung a more capacious basket on his back, shouldered a heavier rod, and, with a pair of thick shoes and a home-spun shooting suit, stretched away over the Highland hills towards the romantic shores of the west coast of Scotland. Here he first experienced the wild excitement of salmon-fishing; and here the Waltonian chains, that had been twining and thickening around him from infancy, received two or three additional coils, and were finally riveted for ever. During his sojourn in America, he had happened to dwell in places where the fishing, though good, was not of a very exciting nature; and he had not seen a salmon since the day he left home, so that it is not matter for wonder that his stride was rapid and his eye bright while he hurried towards the pool, as before mentioned.

He who has never left the beaten tracks of men, or trod the unknown wilderness, can have but a faint conception of the feelings of a true angler as he stands by the brink of a dark pool which has hitherto reflected only the antlers of the wild deer  whose dimpling eddies and flecks of foam have been disturbed by no fisher since the world began, except the polar bear. Besides the pleasurable emotions of strong hope, there is the additional charm of uncertainty as to what will rise, and of certainty that if there be anything piscatine beneath these fascinating ripples it undoubtedly will rise  and bite too! Then there is the peculiar satisfaction of catching now and then a drop of spray from, and hearing the thunder of, a cataract, whose free, surging bound is not yet shackled by the tourists sentimental description; and the novelty of beholding ones image reflected in a liquid mirror whose geographical position is not yet stereotyped on the charts of man. Alas for these maps and charts! Despite the wishes of scientific geographers and the ignorance of unscientific explorers, we think them far too complete already; and we can conceive few things more dreadful or crushing to the enterprising and romantic spirits of the world than the arrival of that time (if it ever shall arrive) when it shall be said that terra incognita exists no longer  when every one of those fairy-like isles of the southern seas, and all the hidden wonders of the polar regions, shall be put down, in cold blood, on black and white, exposed profanely on the schoolroom walls, and drummed into the thick heads of wretched little boys who dont want to learn, by the unsympathising hands of dominies who, it may be, care but little whether they do or not!

But to return. While Frank stood on the rocks, attaching to the line a salmon-fly which he had selected with much consideration from his book, he raised his eyes once or twice to take a rapid glance at his position and the capabilities of the place. About fifty yards further up the river the stream curled round the base of a large rock, and gushed into a pool which was encircled on all sides by an overhanging wall, except where the waters issued forth in a burst of foam. Their force, however, was materially broken by another curve, round which they had to sweep ere they reached this exit, so that when they rushed into the larger pool below they calmed down at once, and on reaching the point where Frank stood, assumed that oily, gurgling surface, dimpled all over with laughing eddies, that suggests irresistibly the idea of fish not only being there, as a matter of course, but being there expressly and solely for the purpose of being caught! A little further down, the river took a slight bend, and immediately after, recurring to its straight course, it dashed down, for a distance of fifty yards, in a tumultuous rapid, which swept into sudden placidity a few hundred yards below. Having taken all this in at a glance, Frank dropped the fly into the water and raised his rod to make a cast. In this act he almost broke the rod, to his amazement; for, instead of whipping the fly lightly out of the water, he dragged a trout of a pound weight violently up on the bank.

Bravo! cried Stanley, laughing heartily at his friends stare of mingled wonder and amazement, bravo, Frank! Im no fisher myself, but Ive always understood that fish required a little play before being landed. However, you have convinced me of my ignorance. I see that the proper way is to toss them over your head! A salmon must be rather troublesome to toss, but no doubt, with your strong arms, youll manage it easily, hey?

Why, what an appetite they must have! replied Frank, answering his friends badinage with a smile. If the little fellows begin thus, what will not the big ones do?

As he spoke, he disengaged the fish and threw it down, and made the next cast so rapidly, that if another trout was waiting to play him a similar trick, it must have been grievously disappointed. The line swept lightly through the air, and the fly fell gently on the stream, where it had not quivered more than two seconds when the water gurgled around it. The next moment Franks rod bent like a hoop, and the line flew through the rings with whirring rapidity, filling these lonely solitudes for the first time with the pleasant music of the reel. Almost before Frank had time to take a step in a downward direction, fifty yards were run out, the waters were suddenly cleft, and a salmon sprang like a bar of burnished silver twice its own height into the air. With a sounding splash it returned to its native element; but scarcely had its fins touched the water, when it darted towards the bank. Being brought up suddenly here, it turned at a tangent, and flashed across the pool again, causing the reel to spin with renewed velocity. Here the fish paused for a second, as if to collect its thoughts, and then coming, apparently, to a summary determination as to what it meant to do, it began steadily to ascend the stream, not, indeed, so rapidly as it had descended, but sufficiently so to give Frank some trouble, by means of rapidly winding up, to keep the line tight. Having bored doggedly towards the head of the rapid, the fish stopped and began to shake its head passionately, as if indignant at being foiled in its energetic attempts to escape. After a little time, it lay sulkily down at the bottom of the pool, where it defied its persecutor to move it an inch.

Whats to be done now? asked Stanley, who stood ready to gaff the fish when brought near to the bank.

We must rouse him up, said Frank, as he slowly wound up the line. Just take up a stone and throw it at him.

Stanley looked surprised, for he imagined that such a proceeding would frighten the fish and cause it to snap the line; but seeing that Frank was in earnest, he did as he was directed. No sooner had the stone sunk than the startled fish once more dashed across the river; then taking a downward course, it sped like an arrow to the brink of the rough water below. To have allowed the salmon to go down the rapid would have been to lose it, so Frank arrested the spinning of his reel and held on. For a second or two the rod bent almost in a circle, and the line became fearfully rigid.

Youll break it, Frank, cried Stanley, in some anxiety.

It cant be helped, said Frank, compressing his lips; he must not go down there. The tackle is new; I think it will hold him.

Fortunately the tackle proved to be very good. The fish was arrested, and after one or two short runs, which showed that its vigour was abated, it was drawn carefully towards the rocks. As it drew near it rolled over on its side once or twice  an evident sign of being much exhausted.

Now, Stanley, be careful, said Frank, as his friend stepped cautiously towards the fish and extended the gaff. Ive seen many a fine salmon escape owing to careless gaffing. Dont be in a hurry. Be sure of your distance before you strike, and do it quickly. Now, then  there  give it him! Hurrah! he shouted, as Stanley passed the iron hook neatly into the side of the fish, and lifted it high and dry on the rocks.

The cheer to which Frank gave vent, on this successful termination to the struggle, was re-echoed heartily by several of the men, who, on passing the spot with their loads, had paused and become deeply interested spectators of the sport.

Powerful big fish, sir, said Bryan, throwing down his pack and taking up the salmon by the gills. Twinty pounds at laste, av its an ounce.

Scarcely that, Bryan, said Stanley; but its not much less, I believe.

Ah! oui, tis ver pritty. Ver superb for supper, remarked La Roche.

The little Frenchman was right in saying that it was pretty. Unlike the ordinary salmon, it was marked with spots like a trout, its head was small and its shoulders plump, while its silvery purity was exceedingly dazzling and beautiful.

Tis a Hearne-salmon, said Massan, approaching the group. Ive seed lots o them on the coast to the southard o this, an Ive no doubt well find plenty o them at Ungava.

While the men were discussing the merits of the fish, Frank had hooked another, which, although quite as large, gave him much less trouble to land; and before the men had finished carrying the canoes and goods over the portage, he had taken three fish out of the same pool. Wishing, however, to try for a larger one nearer the sea, he proceeded to take a cast below the rapid.

Meanwhile, La Roche, whose activity had enabled him to carry over his portion of the cargo long before his comrades, came to the pool which Frank had just left, and seating himself on a large stone, drew forth his tobacco-pouch. With a comical leer at the water which had so recently been deprived of its denizens, he proceeded leisurely to fill a pipe.

It is impossible to foresee, and difficult to account for, the actions of an impulsive human being. La Roche sat down to smoke his pipe, but instead of smoking it, he started to his feet and whirled it into the river. This apparently insane action was followed by several others, which, as they were successively performed, gradually unfolded the drift of his intentions. Drawing the knife which hung at his girdle, he went into the bushes, whence he quickly returned, dragging after him a large branch. From this he stripped the leaves and twigs. Fumbling in his pocket for some time, he drew forth a piece of stout cord, about four yards long, with a cod-hook attached to the end of it. This line had been constructed some weeks before when the canoes were wind-bound at a part of the coast where La Roche, desirous of replenishing the kettle, had made an unsuccessful attempt at sea-fishing. Fastening this line to the end of his extemporised rod, La Roche proceeded to dress his hook. This he accomplished by means of the feather of a duck which Frank shot the day before, and a tag from his scarlet worsted belt; and, when finished, it had more the appearance of some hideous reptile than a gay fly. However, La Roche surveyed it for a moment or two with an expression of deep satisfaction, and then, hurrying to the brink of the water, made a violent heave.

Oh! cent milles tonnerres! he exclaimed angrily, as the enormous hook caught in the leg of his trousers. The large and clumsy barb was deeply imbedded, so there was no help for it but to use the knife. The second throw was more successful, and the hook alighted in the water with a splash that ought to have sent all the fish in the pool away in consternation. Instead of this, however, no sooner did the reptile trail upon the stream than a trout dashed at it in such violent haste that it nearly missed it altogether. As it was, it hooked itself very slightly, and the excitable Frenchman settled the matter by giving the line a violent tug, in his anxiety to land the fish, that pulled the hook entirely out of its mouth.

Ah! cest dommage, ver great; mais try it encore, my boy, exclaimed the mortified angler. The next throw, although well accomplished, produced nothing; but at the third attempt, ere the reptile had settled on the water for a second, it was engulfed by a salmon fully six pounds weight, and La Roches rod was almost drawn out of his grasp.

Hilloa, Losh! what have ye got there? exclaimed Bryan, as, with several of the men, he approached to where the Frenchman and the salmon strove in uncertain conflict.

By the mortial, hes hucked a whale! Out with it, boy, afore it pulls ye in! said the Irishman, running to the rescue.

Just then the salmon gave a pull of more than ordinary vigour, at the same moment La Roche slipped his foot, and, ere Bryan could lay hold of him, fell headlong into the water and disappeared. Bryans hands hung helplessly down, his jaw dropped, and his eyes opened wide, as he gazed in mute wonderment at the spot where his friends toes had vanished. Suddenly he wrenched off his cap and flung it down, and proceeded to tear off his coat, preparatory to leaping into the river to the rescue, when his arms were pinioned to his sides by the powerful grip of Massan.

Come, Bryan, said he, you know very well that you cant swim; youd only make things worse.

Och! murder! he cant swim neither. Let me go, ye black villain. Thunder an turf! will ye see the poor lad drownded forenint yer two eyes? cried the poor Irishman, as he made violent but unavailing struggles to get free. But Massan knew that to allow him to escape would only add to the number requiring to be saved, and as he himself could not swim, he saw at once that the only service he could render under the circumstances would be to hold the Irishman down. Clasping him, therefore, as in a vice, he raised his head and gave a shout for help that rolled in deep echoes among the overhanging cliffs. Another shout was uttered at the same instant. Edith, who happened to come up just as La Roches head emerged from the water gasping for breath, uttered a wild shriek that made more than one heart among the absentees leap as they flew to the rescue.

Meanwhile La Roche rose and sank several times in the surges of the pool. His face on these occasions exhibited a mingled expression of terror and mischievous wildness; for although he could not swim a stroke, the very buoyancy of his mercurial temperament seemed partially to support him, and a feeling of desperate determination induced him to retain a death-like gripe of the rod, at the end of which the salmon still struggled. But his strength was fast going, and he sank for the fourth time with a bubbling cry, when a step was heard crashing through the adjacent bushes, and Dick Prince sprang down the slope like a deer. He did not pause when the scene burst upon his view, but a smile of satisfaction played upon his usually grave face when he saw Edith safe on the banks of the stream. Another spring and an agile bound sent him headlong into the pool about a yard from the spot where La Roche had last sunk. Scarcely had he disappeared when the dog Chimo bounded towards the scene of action, and, with what intent no one could tell, leaped also into the water. By this time Frank, Stanley, and nearly all the party had assembled on the bank of the river, ready to render assistance. In a few seconds they had the satisfaction of seeing Dick Prince rise, holding poor La Roche by the collar of his capote with his left hand, while he swam vigorously towards the shore with his right. But during the various struggles which had taken place they had been gradually sucked into the stream that flowed towards the lower rapid, and it now became apparent to Prince that his only chance of safety was in catching hold of the point of rock that formed the first obstruction to the rush of water. Abandoning all effort, therefore, to gain the bank beside him, he swam with the current, but edged towards the shore as he floated down.

Hallo! La Roche! he exclaimed loudly. Do you hear? do you understand me?

Ah! oui, vraiment. I not dead yit.

Then let go that rod and seize my collar, and mind, sink deep in the water. Show only enough o your face to breathe with, or Ill drown ye.

The Frenchman obeyed to the extent of seizing Dicks collar and sinking deep in the water, so as not to overburden his friend; but nothing could induce him to quit the rod to which he had clung so long and so resolutely. Princes arms being now free, one or two powerful strokes placed him beyond the influence of the strong current, and as he passed the rocks before mentioned, he seized an overhanging branch of a small shrub, by which he endeavoured to drag himself ashore. This, however, he found to be impossible, partly owing to the steepness of the shelving rock, and partly to the fact that Chimo, in his ill-directed attempts to share in the dangers of his friends, had seized La Roche by the skirts of the coat in order to prevent himself from going down the stream. Those on shore, on seeing Prince make for the rock, ran towards the spot; but having to make a slight détour round the bend of the river, they did not reach it until he seized the branch, and when Frank, who was the first, sprang down, the slope to the rescue, he found them streaming out and waving to and fro in the current, like some monstrous reptile  Dick holding on to the branch with both hands, La Roche holding on to Dick, Chimo holding on by his teeth to La Roche, and the unfortunate salmon holding on to the line which its half-drowned captor scorned to let go.

A few seconds sufficed to drag them dripping from the stream; and the energetic little Frenchman no sooner found his feet on solid ground than he hauled out his fish and landed it triumphantly with his own hand.

Tis a pretty fish, La Roche, said Frank, laughing, as he busied himself in taking down his rod, while several of the men assisted Dick Prince to wring the water out of his clothes, and others crowded round La Roche to congratulate him on his escapetis a pretty fish, but it cost you some trouble to catch it.

Throuble, indeed! echoed Bryan, as he sat on a rock smoking his pipe; troth its more nor him came to throuble by that same fish: it guve me the throuble o bein more nor half choked by Massan.

Half choked, Bryan! what mean you? asked Frank.

Mane? I just mane what I say; an the raison whys best known to himself.

A loud peal of laughter greeted Massans graphic explanation of the forcible manner in which he had prevented the Irishman from throwing himself into the river.

The party now turned earnestly to the more serious duties of the journey. Already too much time had been lost in this playing themselves with fish, as Stanley expressed it, and it behoved them to embark as speedily as possible. About a mile above the pool which had nearly proved fatal to La Roche was the head of a series of insurmountable rapids, which extended all the way down to the waterfall. Beyond this was a pretty long reach of calm water, up which they proceeded easily; but as they advanced the current became so strong that no headway could be made with the paddles, and it was found necessary to send a party of the men ashore with a long line, by means of which the canoes were slowly dragged against the current. At length they came to shallow water, which necessitated another portage; and as it was about sunset when they reached it, Stanley ordered the tent to be pitched for the night, and the fire lighted, under the shadow of a stupendous mountain, the rocky sides of which were sprinkled with dwarf pine trees, and partially covered with brush and herbage. Here Edith and her mother discovered multitudes of berries, the most numerous being cloud and crow berries; both of which were found to be good, especially the former, and a fragrant dish of these graced the towel that evening at supper.

Thus, day by day, our adventurous travellers penetrated deeper and deeper into the heart of the wilderness, which became more savage and mountainous as they left the coast. Stanley drew forth his quadrant and compass, wherewith he guided the party towards their future home. At night, after the labour of the day was over, he and Frank would spread their charts in the blaze of the camp fire, and study the positions of the land so far as it was laid down; while Edith sat beside her mother, helping her to repair the torn and way-worn habiliments of her husband and Frank, or listening with breathless interest to the men, as they recounted their experiences of life in the different regions through which they had travelled. Many of these tales were more or less coloured by the fancy of the narrators, but most of them were founded on fact, and proved an unfailing source of deep interest to the little child. Franks fishing-rod was frequently in requisition, and often supplied the party with more than enough of excellent fish; and at every new bend and turn of the innumerable lakes and rivers through which they passed, reindeer were seen bounding on the mountain-sides, or trotting down the ravines to quench their thirst and cool their sides in the waters; so that food was abundant, and their slender stock of provisions had not to be trenched upon, while the berries that grew luxuriantly everywhere proved a grateful addition to their store. Thus, day by day, they slowly retreated farther and farther from the world of mankind  living in safety under the protection of the Almighty, and receiving the daily supply of all their necessities from His fatherly and bountiful hand; thus, day by day, they rose with the sun, and lay down at night to rest upon the mountains side or by the rivers bank; and thus, day by day, they penetrated deeper and deeper into the heart of the unknown wilderness.




Chapter Twelve.

A new scene  The Esquimau  Deer-slaying  Enemies in the bush.

Turn we now to another, a more distant, and a wilder scene. Near the bleak shores of Hudsons Straits there flows a river which forms an outlet to the superfluous waters of the almost unknown territory lying between the uninhabited parts of Labrador and that tract of desert land which borders Hudsons Bay on the east, and is known to the fur-traders by the appellation of East Main. This river is called the Caniapuscaw, and discharges itself into Ungava Bay.

The scene to which we would turn the readers attention is upwards of twenty miles from the mouth of this river, at a particular bend, where the stream spreads itself out into a sheet of water almost worthy of being called a lake, and just below which two bold cliffs shut out the seaward view, and cause an abrupt narrowing of the river. The scene is peculiar, and surpassingly grand. On each side of the stream majestic mountains raise their bald and rugged peaks almost into the clouds. Little herbage grows on the more exposed places, and nothing, save here and there a stunted and weather-worn pine, breaks the sharp outline of the cliffs. But in the gorges and dark ravines  for there are no valleys  clumps of small-sized spruce  fir and larch trees throw a softness over some of the details of a spot whose general aspect is one of sterility. The mountains rise in a succession of irregular steps or terraces, whose faces are so precipitous that they cannot be ascended. To accomplish the feat of scaling the mountain-tops it would be necessary to clamber up a ravine until the first terrace should be gained, then, walking along that, ascend the next ravine, and so on. At the upper end of the lake (as we shall hereafter call this wide part of the river) lies a low island, fringed with a scanty growth of willows; and not far from this, on the eastern bank of the river, lies a small patch of level sand. This spot is somewhat peculiar, inasmuch as it is backed by a low platform of rock, whose surface is smooth as a table. At the foot of this rock bubbles a little spring, which, meandering through a tangled spot of stunted shrubbery ere it mingles with the sand, gives unusual green-ness and vitality to the surrounding herbage. On the edge of this rocky platform sat the figure of a man.

It was evening. The declining sun shot its last few rays over the brow of the opposite mountains, and bathed him in mellow light, as he sat apparently contemplating the scene before him. The mans costume bespoke him a native of the savage region in the midst of which he seemed the only human being. But although an Esquimau, he exhibited several physical peculiarities not commonly supposed to belong to that people. To an altitude of six feet three he added a breadth of shoulder and expansion of chest seldom equalled among men of more highly-favoured climes; and his real bulk being very greatly increased by his costume, he appeared to be a very giant  no unfitting tenant of such giant scenery. The said costume consisted of an extremely loose coat or shirt of deerskin, having the hair outside, and a capacious hood, which usually hung down behind, but covered his head at this time, in order to protect it from a sharp north-west breeze that whirled among the gullies of the mountains, and surging down their sides, darkened the surface of the water. A pair of long sealskin boots encased his limbs from foot to thigh; and a little wallet or bag of sealskin, with the hair outside, hung from his shoulders. Simple although this costume was, it had a bulky rotundity of appearance that harmonised well with the giants frank, good-humoured countenance, which was manly, firm, and massive, besides being rosy, oily, and fat. In the latter peculiarity he partook of the well-known characteristic of his tribe; but the effeminacy in appearance that is produced by a round, fat face was done away in the case of our giant by a remarkably black though as yet downy moustache and beard, of a length suitable to twenty-three winters. His hair was long, straight, and black, besides being uncommonly glossy  an effect attributable to the prevalence of whale-oil in these regions. On the forehead the locks were cut short, so as to afford free scope to his black eyes and sturdy-looking nose. By his side lay a long hunting spear, and a double-bladed paddle, fully fifteen feet long; which latter belonged to a kayak, or Esquimau canoe, that lay on the sand close to the waters edge. Sitting there, motionless as the rocks around him, the giant looked like a colossal statue of an Esquimau. He was no figure of stone, however, but a veritable human being, as was proved by his starting suddenly from his reverie and hastening towards the spring before mentioned, at which he stooped and drank rapidly, like one who had to make up for lost time.

After a few hurried gulps, the man strode towards his canoe; but as he went his restless eye became fixed on the branching antlers of a deer, that were tossed in the air on the summit of a neighbouring cliff. Like one who is suddenly paralysed, the Esquimau stood transfixed in the attitude in which he had been arrested. He did not even seem to breathe, as the antlers moved to and fro, clearly defined against the blue sky. At length they disappeared, and the animal to which they belonged slowly descended a ravine towards the river. Then, as if set free from a spell, the man glided into his kayak, and swept rapidly but noiselessly behind a projecting point of rock, where he waited patiently till the deer took to the water. He had not long to wait, however, for in a few minutes afterwards the deer, followed by several companions, walked out upon the patch of sand, snuffed the air once or twice, and entered the stream with the intention of crossing.

But there was an enemy near whom they little dreamed of  not an enemy who would dash excitedly into the midst of them, or awaken the thunders of the place with his noisy gun, but a foe who could patiently bide his time, and take cool and quiet advantage of it when it came. When the deer had proceeded about a hundred yards into the river, the Esquimau dipped his paddle twice, and the narrow, sharp-pointed canoe, which, at a short distance, seemed little more than a floating plank, darted through the water and ranged alongside of the startled animals. The fattest of the herd was separated from its fellows and driven towards the shore from which it had started, while the others struggled across the river. Once or twice the separated deer endeavoured to turn to rejoin its comrades  an attempt which was frustrated by the Esquimau, who could paddle infinitely faster over the water in his skin canoe than the deer could swim. As they neared the shore, the giant cast on it one or two glances, and having made up his mind as to the most convenient spot for landing, he urged the point of his canoe between the antlers of the deer, and steered it in this manner to the sand-bank. The deer, thus directed, had no resource but to land where its persecutor chose; but no sooner did its foot touch ground, than it sprang convulsively forward in the vain hope to escape. The same instant its captors canoe shot beside it. Grasping the long lance before mentioned in his hand, he placed its glittering point on the deers side, tickled it slowly to ascertain that it was between two ribs, and, with a quick thrust, stabbed it to the heart. A convulsive shudder, as the deers head sank in the stream, proved that, though cold-blooded in appearance, the action was more effective and less cruel than many other more approved methods of killing game.

Our Esquimau thought neither of the method of slaying his deer nor of mans opinion regarding it. His sole object was to procure supper, having tasted nothing since early morning; and the manner in which he ate showed at once the strength of his appetite and his total indifference to cookery, for he ate it raw. There was a certain appearance of haste in all his actions which, however, seemed unaccountable, considering the peaceful nature of the vast solitudes around him. Scarcely had he cut off and devoured a portion of the deer than he hastened again to his canoe, and darted like an arrow from the shore. This is no exaggerated simile. The long, thin, sharp Esquimau kayak is highly suggestive of an arrow in its form, and much more so in its extraordinary speed. It consists of an extremely light framework of wood covered with sealskin parchment, which is stretched upon it all over as tight as a drum. The top of the canoe being covered as well as the bottom, it is thus, as it were, decked; and a small hole in the middle of this deck admits its occupant. The kayak can only hold one person. The paddle, as already said, is a long pole with a blade at each end. It is dipped alternately on each side, and is used not only to propel the kayak, but to prevent it from upsetting. Indeed, so liable is it to upset that nothing but the wonderful adroitness of its occupant prevents it from doing so with every swing of his body.

Quick, however, though the kayak sped over the rippling wave, it could not have escaped the messenger of death that seemed about to be dispatched after it by a dark-skinned, red-painted Indian, who, at the moment the vessel left the shore, leapt from behind a rocky point, and, levelling a long gun, took a steady aim at the unconscious Esquimau. A little puff of powder answered to the click of the lock, as the gun missed fire. With an exclamation of anger the savage seized his powder-horn to reprime, when a rude grasp was laid on his shoulder, and another Indian, who, from the eagle feather in his hair, and his general bearing, appeared to be a chief, exclaimed  

Fool! you have the impatience of a woman, and you have not yet shown that you have the heart of a man. Would the scalp of yon Eater-of-raw-flesh pay us for coming so far from our hunting-grounds? If your gun had spoken among these mountains, we would have found the empty wigwams of his people, instead of fringing our belts with their scalps.

With a frown of anger the chief turned on his heel and retraced his steps into the ravine from which he had emerged, followed by his abashed and silent companion.

Meanwhile the Esquimau, ignorant of the fate from which he had just escaped, continued to ply his paddle with right good will. The little craft, obedient to the powerful impulse, combined as it was with the current of the ebb-tide, flew rather than floated toward the narrows, through which it passed, and opened up a view of the ice-encumbered waters of Ungava Bay. Directing his course along the western shores of the river, the Esquimau speedily reached the coast at a point where several low, rough-built summer huts clustered near the shore. Here he ran his kayak into a little creek, and, having lifted it beyond tide mark, betook himself to his dwelling.




Chapter Thirteen.

Savage love  A wife purchased  The attack  The flight  The escape  The wounded man.

Scarcely had the stout Esquimau proceeded a few steps along the shore, when he was met by a young girl who laid her hand on his arm. Taking her gently by the shoulders, he drew her towards him and kissed her on both cheeks  an action which caused her to blush deeply as, with a half smile half frown on her face, she pushed him away.

Love is the same all the world over, whether it glows beneath the broad-cloth and spotless linen of a civilised gentleman, or under the deerskin coat of a savage. And its expression, we suspect, is somewhat similar everywhere. The coy repulse of pretended displeasure came as naturally from our plump little arctic heroine as it could have done from the most civilised flirt, and was treated with well-simulated contrition by our arctic giant, as they walked slowly towards the huts. But the Esquimau had other matters than love in his head just then, and the girls face assumed a grave and somewhat anxious look as he continued to whisper in her ear.

At the little hamlet they separated, and the maiden went to her grandfathers abode; while her lover, lifting the skin-curtain door of a rudely-constructed hut, entered his own humble dwelling. The room was empty, and its owner did not seem as if he meant to cheer it with his presence long. In one corner lay a pile of miscellaneous articles, which he removed, and, taking the tusk of a walrus which lay near his hand, began to dig with it in the sand. In a few seconds it struck a hard substance, and the Esquimau, putting his hand into the hole, drew forth a glittering axe, upon which he gazed with supreme satisfaction.

Now be it known to you, reader, that among the Esquimaux of the frozen north iron is regarded with about as much delight as gold is by ourselves. And the reason is simple enough. These poor people live entirely upon the produce of the chase. Polar bears, seals, walruses, and whales are their staff of life. To procure these animals, spears are necessary; to skin and cut them up, knives are needful. But bone and stone make sorry knives and spears; so that, when a bit of iron, no matter how poor its quality or small its size, can be obtained, it is looked on as the most valuable of possessions; and the ingenuity displayed by Esquimaux in fashioning the rudest piece of metal into the most useful of implements is truly astonishing, proving, in the most satisfactory way, that necessity is indeed the mother of invention. The precious metal is obtained in two ways: by the discovery of a wreck, which is extremely rare; and by barter with those tribes which sometimes visit the Moravian settlements of Labrador. But neither source is very productive. Even a nail is treasured as a blessing, while an axe is a fortune! When our giant, therefore, drew forth the shining implement, and gazed with delight at its keen edge, he experienced as great satisfaction as a miser does when gloating over his bankers book!

Having satisfied himself that the axe was free from all approximation to rust, he stuck it into a belt of raw hide, which he put on for the express purpose of sustaining it, as Esquimaux do not generally wear belts. He then sallied forth, and walked with the air of a man who wears the grand cross of the Legion of Honour. As he went to the hut in which lived the oldest man of the tribe, the shade of anxiety, which had clouded his brow more than once during the day, again rested on his face. On entering, he observed the old Esquimau listening with anxious countenance to the young girl whom we have already introduced to the reader.

Now this girl  Aneetka by name  was by no means an angel in Esquimau habiliments. Among civilised folk probably she would not have been deemed even pretty. Nevertheless, in the eyes of her lover she was most decidedly beautiful, and round, and fat, and rosy, and young, awkward, and comfortable! And the giant loved her  never so strongly, perhaps, as when he saw her striving to allay the fears of her old grandfather. But this same grandfather was obstinate. He wanted her to become the wife of an Esquimau who lived far to the westward, and who once had dealings with the fur-traders, and from whom he expected to derive considerable advantages and gifts of bits of hoop-iron and nails. But she wanted to become the giants wife; so there the matter stood.

The spirits o the wind and sea protect us, and may the god o the mist cover us! said the old man, as the young Esquimau sat down on a dead seal beside him. Is it true that you saw the men of fire?

This was, of course, said in the language of the Esquimaux, and we render it as literally as possible.

Yes, it is true, replied the young man. I saw them at the rapid water in Caniapuscaw, and I took kayak to bring the news.

Various exclamations of mingled surprise and anger escaped from the compressed lips of several stalwart natives, who had crowded into the tent on hearing of the arrival of their comrade.

Yes, continued the young man, we must go away this night. They had fire-tubes, and there were thirty men. We have only ten.

Again a murmur ran through the listeners, but no one spoke for a few seconds.

Did they see you? asked the old man anxiously.

No. I came on them suddenly, when I was chasing deer, and almost ran into their camp; but I saw, and fell in the grass. I thought the chief raised his head quickly when I fell; but he looked down again, and I crawled away.

In this the young Esquimau was mistaken. He knew little of the craft and the quickness of the Red Indian, and easily fell into the snare of his savage enemy, who, having been momentarily startled by the sudden sound of the Esquimau approach, had endeavoured to throw him off his guard, by pretending that although he heard the sound he thought nothing of it. But no sooner had the Esquimau retired than he was closely followed and watched by the whole party. They could have easily shot him, but refrained from doing so, that he might unwittingly be their guide to the habitations of his people. The rapid flight of his kayak distanced his pursuers at first, but they made up for this during an hour or two in the night, when the tired Esquimau allowed himself a short season of repose to recruit his energies for the following days journey. During this period the Indians shot far ahead of him, and when he arrived at the coast next day they were not much in the rear.

And now, old man, said our young Esquimau, it is time that I should have my wife. If the Allat (see note 1) come here to-night, as I know they will, I want to have a right to defend her, and carry her away when we flee. Are you willing?

The young giant said this with a degree of roughness and decision that at any other time would have made the obstinate old grandfather refuse point blank; but as there was every probability of having to flee for his life ere the break of another day, and as his old heart trembled within him at the thought of the dreaded guns of the Indians, he merely shook his head and pondered a little.

What will you give me? he said, looking up.

The young man answered by drawing the axe from his belt and laying it on the ground before him. The old mans eyes glistened with pleasure as he surveyed the costly gift.

Good; that will do. Take her and go.

A second bidding was not needed. The young man arose hastily, took his blushing bride by the hand, and led her from the tent of her grandfather towards his own. Here she set to work instantly to assist her husband in hurriedly packing up their goods and chattels; and, immediately afterwards, the little village became a perfect Babel of confusion, as the alarmed inhabitants, on learning the threatened danger, prepared for instant flight. In less than an hour the most of them were ready. The men launched their kayaks, while the women, having loaded their oomiaks with their goods, tossed their dogs and children on the top of them.

The oomiak, or womens boat, is quite a different affair from the kayak, in which the men travel singly. It is usually made large and capacious, in order to hold the entire household of the Esquimau. Like the kayak it is made of skin, but has no covering above, and is propelled by means of short single-bladed paddles, which are worked by the women, upon whom devolves the entire care and management of the oomiak. It is a clumsy affair to look at, but, like the boats of savages generally, it is uncommonly useful and a good sea-boat.

While the Esquimaux were busied in completing their arrangements, one of the dogs rushed towards the bushes that lined the shore just behind the village, and barked vociferously. Instantly it was joined by the whole pack, and the Esquimaux, who, ever since they had heard of the proximity of their Indian foes, were in a state of the utmost trepidation, made a general rush towards their canoes. Before they reached them, however, a volley of musketry was fired from the bushes, and three of their number  a man and two women  filled the air with their death-shriek, as they fell dead upon the beach; while the Indians sprang from their concealment, and, brandishing their knives and tomahawks, rushed with a fearful yell upon the terror-stricken Esquimaux.

Shrill and terrible though the Indian war-cry is proverbially known to be, it was excelled in appalling wildness by the shriek which arose from the Esquimaux, as they hurried tumultuously into their canoes and put off to sea. These poor creatures were naturally brave  much more so, indeed, than their assailants; but the murderous effects of the terrible gun caused the sternest brow among them to blanch and the stoutest heart to quail. The arrow and the spear, however rapid, could be avoided, if observed in time; but this dreaded implement of destruction was so mysterious to them, and its death-dealing bullet so quick, and the smoke, the fire, and the loud report so awful, that they shuddered even when they thought of it. No wonder, then, that they uttered a despairing cry when it actually sounded in their ears.

When the dogs first gave tongue, our tall Esquimau was alone in his hut, having just sent his wife down with a bundle to the oomiak. When the volley rang in his ears, he rushed towards the beach, supposing that she was there before him. This was not the case, however. Aneetka had gone towards her grandfathers hut, and when the Indians fired she rushed in to assist him to fly. But the old man was already gone. Turning instantly, she sprang nimbly towards the shore. At that moment a single shot was fired, and she saw her husband stumble forward and fall headlong to the earth, where he lay motionless. Her first impulse was to run towards the body and throw herself upon it; but this intention was effectually checked by a strong, dark-skinned arm which encircled her waist, and, despite her cries and struggles, bore her away into the bushes. Her captor was the Indian whose gun once before on that day had been levelled at her lovers head.

When the young Esquimau fell, as already related, he was so close to the water that he stumbled into it, and, fortunately, not a yard distant from an oomiak which the women were frantically thrusting into the sea. They had no time to lift so heavy a weight on board, but, as the light craft darted from the shore, an old woman, who had often received kind attentions from the good-natured youth, leant over the stern and seized him by the hair. In this manner he was dragged through the water until they were out of gun-shot, when he was lifted inside and laid beside the dogs and children.

Meanwhile the Indians had rushed into the water up to their middle, in the hope of catching the last of the little fleet, but without success. Mad with disappointed rage, they waded back to the shore, and, standing in a line along the edge of the waves, reloaded their guns with the utmost rapidity. The poor Esquimaux knew well what would follow, and strained every nerve to increase their distance. Once more the guns belched forth their leaden shower, which went skipping over the water towards the flotilla. Only one kayak was hit by the discharge. It was that of the old grandfather already mentioned. The ball ripped up the side of the canoe, which filled and upset, and the poor old man would certainly have been drowned but for the opportune coming up of the oomiak containing his wounded grandson. The old woman who had already saved the life of the young giant of the tribe, again put forth her skinny hand and grasped the patriarch, who was soon hauled on board in safety. A few minutes more placed the whole party out of danger.

In the meantime, the Indians, furious with disappointment, scalped the three dead bodies and tossed them into the sea; after which they went into the huts in order to collect all the valuables that might have been left behind. Very little, however, was to be found, as the entire property of an Esquimau is not worth much to a red man. The most useful thing they laid hands on was the axe which the old grandfather had left behind in his hurried flight. Having taken all they could carry, the savages destroyed the rest; and then, setting fire to the village, they returned to the bush. Here a fire was made, and a council of war held.

When the Indian who had captured the Esquimau girl led her forward towards the fire, there was a general yell of indignation. Tomahawks were grasped, and more than one knife was unsheathed. But the chief commanded silence.

What does White Heart mean to do with the Eater-of-raw-flesh? he inquired, turning to the young man.

He will take her to the hunting-grounds of the Crees.

That cannot be, said the chief. The girl must die, and White Heart must kill her.

The young man made no reply.

If, continued the chief sarcastically, White Heart is afraid to see blood on his knife, another warrior will show him how to do it!

As he spoke, a dark-visaged savage drew his scalping-knife, and, with one stride, stood beside the trembling girl, who, during the consultation of the savages, had stood silently beside her captor listening intently to the words which she did not comprehend.

Seizing her by the shoulder, the savage plunged his knife at her bosom; but, ere the keen point reached it, the arm was caught by the young Indian, and the scowling savage was hurled violently back. With dilated eye and expanded nostril, the young man, not deigning to bestow a glance upon his fallen comrade, turned to his chief and said  

Did not I take her? The girl is mine. I will carry her to my tent and make her my wife.

Be it so, replied the chief abruptly. Then turning to his followers, he gave orders to start immediately.

In a few minutes all was ready. The chief led the way into the bush. The Esquimau girl and her captor followed; and the whole band, silently and in single file, commenced to retrace their steps to the far distant hunting-grounds of the Cree Indians.



Note 1. Esquimau name for Indians.




Chapter Fourteen.

The pursuit  Seal-spearing  The giants despair.

When the young Esquimau began to recover from the lethargic state into which his wound had thrown him, he found himself lying at the bottom of the womens oomiak with his old grandfather by his side, and a noisy crew of children and dogs around him. Raising himself on his elbow, he brushed the clotted blood and hair from his temples, and endeavoured to recall his scattered faculties. Seeing this, the old crone who had saved his life laid down her paddle and handed him a sealskin cup of water, which he seized and drank with avidity. Fortunately the wound on his forehead, although it had stunned him severely at first, was trifling, and in a few minutes after partaking of the cool water, he recovered sufficiently to sit up and look around him.

Gradually his faculties returned, and he started up with a troubled look.

Where are the Allat? Where is my wife? he exclaimed vehemently, as his eye fell on the prostrate form of his still insensible grandfather.

Gone, answered several of the women.

Gone! repeated the youth, gazing wildly among the faces around him in search of that of his wife. Gone! Tell me, is she in one of the other oomiaks?

The women trembled as they answered, No.

Have the Allat got her?

There was no reply to this question, but he did not need one. Springing like a tiger to the stern of the oomiak, he seized the steering paddle, and turning the head of the boat towards the shore, paddled with all his energy. Nearly two hours had elapsed since they had commenced their flight, and as all danger of pursuit was over the moment the Indians turned their backs on the sea, the Esquimaux had gradually edged in-shore again, so that a few minutes sufficed to run the prow of the oomiak on the shingle of the beach. Without saying a word, the young man sprang over the side, drew a hunting-spear from the bottom of the boat, and hurried back in the direction of the deserted village at the top of his speed. The women knew that nothing could stop him, and feeling that he was quite able to take care of himself, they quietly put to sea again, and continued their voyage.

The limbs of the young Esquimau, as we have already said, were gigantic and powerful, enabling him to traverse the country at a pace which few of his fellows could keep up with; and although a stern-chase is proverbially a long one, and the distance between two parties travelling in opposite directions is amazingly increased in a short space of time, there is no doubt that he would have overtaken his Indian foes ere many hours had passed, but for the wound in his head, which, although not dangerous, compelled him more than once to halt and sit down, in order to prevent himself from falling into a swoon. Hunger had also something to do with this state of weakness, as he had eaten nothing for many hours. In his hasty departure from the boat, however, he had neglected to take any provisions with him, so that he had little hope of obtaining refreshment before arriving at the village, where some scraps might perhaps be picked up.

Slowly, and with a reeling brain, he staggered on; but here no relief awaited him, for every scrap of food had been either taken away or destroyed by the Indians, and it was with a heavy sigh and a feeling akin to despair that he sat down beside the blackened ruins of his late home.

But Esquimaux, more than other men, are accustomed to reverses of fortune, and the sigh with which he regarded the ruins of his hut had no reference whatever to the absence of food. He knew that about this time the mouth of the river would be full of ice, carried up by the flood-tide, and that seals would, in all probability, be found on it; so he started up, and hastening along the beach soon gained the floes, which he examined carefully. A glance or two sufficed to show him that he was right in his conjecture. On a sheet of ice not more than a couple of hundred yards from shore were two seals fast asleep. These he prepared to stalk. Between the floe and the shore ran a stream of water twenty yards broad. Over this he ferried himself on a lump of loose ice; and, on reaching the floe, he went down on his hands and knees, holding the spear in his right hand as he advanced cautiously towards his victim.

The Esquimau seal-spear is a curious weapon, and exhibits in a high degree the extraordinary ingenuity of the race. The handle is sometimes made of the horn of the narwal, but more frequently of wood. It has a movable head or barb, to which a long line of walrus hide or sealskin is attached. This barb is made of ivory tipped with iron, and is attached to the handle in such a way that it becomes detached from it the instant the animal is struck, and remains firmly imbedded in the wound with the line fastened to it, while the handle floats away on the water or falls on the ice, as the case may be.

When the Esquimau had approached to within a hundred yards, he lay down at full length and slowly worked himself forward. Meanwhile the seals raised their heads, but seeing, as they imagined, a companion coming towards them, they did not make for their holes, which were a few yards distant from them. Having drawn near enough to render the animals suspicious, the young giant now sprang up, rushed forward, and got between one seal and its hole just as its more active companion dived into the water. In another moment the deadly lance transfixed its side and killed it. This was a fortunate supply to the Esquimau, whose powers of endurance were fast failing. He immediately sat down on his victim, and cutting a large steak from its side, speedily made a meal that far exceeded the powers of any alderman whatsoever! It required but a short time to accomplish, however, and a shorter time to transfer several choice (junks) chunks to his wallet; with which replenished store he resumed his journey.

Although the mans vigour was restored for a time, so that he travelled with great speed, it did not last long, owing to the wound in his head, which produced frequent attacks of giddiness, and at last compelled him, much against his will, to halt for a couple of hours repose. Glancing round, in order to select a suitable camping ground, he soon observed such a spot in the form of a broad, overhanging ledge of rock, beneath which there was a patch of scrubby underwood. Here he lay down with the seal blubber for a pillow, and was quickly buried in deep, untroubled slumber. In little more than two hours he awoke with a start, and, after a second application to the contents of the wallet, resumed his solitary march. The short rest seemed to have quite restored his wonted vigour, for he now stalked up the banks of the river at a rate which seemed only to accelerate as he advanced. As has been already said, these banks were both rugged and precipitous. In some places the rocks jutted out into the water, forming promontories over which it was difficult to climb; and frequently these capes terminated in abrupt precipices, necessitating a détour in order to advance. In other places the coast was indented with sandy bays, which more than doubled the distance the traveller would have had to accomplish had he possessed a kayak. Unfortunately in his hasty departure he neglected to take one with him; but he did his best to atone for this oversight by making almost superhuman exertions. He strode over the sands like an ostrich of the desert, and clambered up the cliffs and over the rocks  looking, in his hairy garments, like a shaggy polar bear. The thought of his young and pretty bride a captive in the hands of his bitterest foes, and doomed to a life of slavery, almost maddened him, and caused his dark eye to flash and his broad bosom to heave with pent-up emotion, while it spurred him on to put forth exertions that were far beyond the powers of any member of his tribe, and could not, under less exciting circumstances, have been performed even by himself. As to what were his intentions should he overtake the Indians, he knew not. The agitation of his spirits, combined with the influence of his wound, induced him to act from impulse; and the wild tumult of his feelings prevented him from calculating the consequences or perceiving the hopelessness of an attack made by one man, armed only with knife and spear, against a body of Indians who possessed the deadly gun.

Alas! for the sorrows of the poor human race. In all lands they are much the same, whether civilised or savage  virtue and vice alternately triumphing. Bravery, candour, heroism, in fierce contest with treachery, cowardice, and malevolence, form the salient points of the record among all nations, and in all ages. No puissant knight of old ever buckled on his panoply of mail, seized his sword and lance, mounted his charger, and sallied forth singlehanded to deliver his mistress from enchanted castle, in the face of appalling perils, with hotter haste or a more thorough contempt of danger than did our Esquimau giant pursue the Indians who had captured his bride; but, like many a daring spirit of romance, the giant failed, and that through no fault of his.

On arriving at the rocky platform beside the spring where we first introduced him to the reader, the Esquimau sat down, and, casting his spear on the ground, gazed around him with a look of despair. It was not a slight matter that caused this feeling to arise. Notwithstanding his utmost exertions, he had been unable to overtake the Indians up to this point, and beyond this point it was useless to follow them. The mountains here were divided into several distinct gorges, each of which led into the interior of the country; and it was impossible to ascertain which of these had been taken by the Indians, as the bare, rocky land retained no mark of their light, moccasined feet. Had the pursuer been an Indian, the well-known sagacity of the race in following a trail, however slight, might have enabled him to trace the route of the party; but the Esquimaux are unpractised in this stealthy, dog-like quality. Their habits and the requirements of their condition render it almost unnecessary; so that, in difficult circumstances, their sagacity in this respect is not equal to the emergency. Add to this the partial confusion created in the young giants brain by his wound, and it will not appear strange that despair at length seized him, when, after a severe journey, he arrived at a spot where, as it were, half a dozen cross-roads met, and he had not the most distant idea which he had to follow. It is true the valley of the river seemed the most probable route; but after pursuing this for a whole day without coming upon a vestige of the party, he gave up the pursuit, and, returning to the spring beside the rock, passed the night there with a heavy heart. When the sun rose on the following morning he quitted his lair, and, taking a long draught at the bubbling spring, prepared to depart. Before setting out, he cast a melancholy glance around the amphitheatre of gloomy hills; shook his spear, in the bitterness of his heart, towards the dark recesses which had swallowed up the light of his eyes, perchance for ever; then, turning slowly towards the north, with drooping head, and with the listless tread of a heart-broken man, he retraced his steps to the sea-coast, and, rejoining his comrades, was soon far away from the banks of the Caniapuscaw River.




Chapter Fifteen.

End of the voyage  Plans and prospects  Exploring parties sent out.

Three weeks alter the departure of the Esquimaux from the neighbourhood of Ungava Bay, the echoes of these solitudes were awakened by the merry song of the Canadian voyageurs, as the two canoes of Stanley and his comrades swept down the stream and approached the spring at the foot of the flat rock.

As the large canoe ran its bow lightly on the sand, the first man who leaped ashore was La Roche. He seemed even more sprightly and active than formerly, but was a good deal darker in complexion, and much travel-stained. Indeed, the whole party bore marks of having roughed it pretty severely for some time past among the mountains. Ediths face was decidedly darker than when she left Moose, and her short frock considerably shorter in consequence of tear and wear.

Bad luck to ye, Losh! Out o the way, an let yer betters land before ye, exclaimed Bryan, as he jumped into the water, and dragged the canoe towards the beach.

The only marks that rough travelling had put on Bryan were one or two additional wrinkles in his battered white hat; as for his face, it was already so thoroughly bronzed by long exposure, that a week or two more or less made no difference in its hue.

Jump into my arms, Miss Edith, said François, as he stood in the water beside the canoe.

Steady, boy; mind the gum, cried Massan, as Oolibuck strained the canoe roughly in shouldering a package.

Look out ashore, there, cried Dick Prince, throwing the tent poles on the beach as he spoke.

Regardless of the warning, Gaspard did not look out, and received a rap on the leg from one of the poles, whereat he growled savagely, and threw down a sack, which rested on his shoulder, so violently that it nearly knocked over Ma-istequan, who was passing at the time with the camp-kettle in his hand.

What an ould buffalo it is! exclaimed Bryan, pushing Gaspard rudely aside with his left shoulder, and hitching off La Roches cap with his right, as he sprang back to the canoe for another load. Pardonay mwa, Losh, may garson, he exclaimed, with a broad grin. Now thin, boys, out wid the fixins. Faix its mysilf is plazed to git ashore anyhow, for theres nothin gone into my intarior since brickfust this mornin.

At this moment the bow of the other canoe grated on the sand, and Frank Morton leaped ashore.

Capital place to camp, Frank, said Stanley, who had just finished pitching the tent on the scrimp herbage that forced its way through the sand. Theres a splendid spring of pure water below yonder rock. Ive just left my wife and Eda busy with the tea-cups, and La Roche preventing them from getting things ready, by way of helping them.

It does indeed seem a good place, replied Frank, and might do for temporary headquarters, perhaps, while we make excursions to the coast to fix on a spot for our new home.

Stanley gazed contemplatively around him as his friend spoke. Hand me the telescope, Frank; it strikes me we are nearer the sea than you think. The water here is brackish, and yonder opening in the mountains might reveal something beyond, if magnified by the glass.

After a lengthened survey of the surrounding hills, Frank and Stanley came to the conclusion that they could make nothing of it, at least that night; and as it was becoming gradually dark, they resolved to postpone all further consideration of the subject till the next day.

Meanwhile, the men busied themselves in preparing supper, and Chimo unexpectedly lent them some assistance by bringing into camp a ptarmigan which he had just killed. True, Chimo had, in his innocence, designed this little delicacy of the season for his own special table; but no sooner was he seen with the bird between his teeth, than it was snatched from him and transferred to the pot forthwith.

The following day was an era in the existence of the travellers. For the first time since commencing their arduous voyage, the cargoes were left behind, and the canoes paddled away, light and buoyant, on a trip of investigation. Stanley had rightly judged that they were now near the sea, and the great breadth of the river led him to believe that there might be water sufficient to float the vessel in which the goods for the station were to be forwarded. If this should turn out as he expected, there could not be a better spot for establishing a fort than that on which they had encamped, as it was situated just below the last rapids of the river; had a fine spring of fresh water in its vicinity; and was protected from the cold blasts of winter, to some extent at least, by the surrounding mountains.

Now, Frank, added Mr Stanley, after stating his opinion on this point, what I mean to do is this: I shall take the large canoe, with Dick Prince, François, Gaspard, La Roche, and Augustus  the last to interpret should we fall in with Esquimaux, whom I am surprised not to have found hereabouts. With these I will proceed to the sea, examine the coast, observe whether there be any place suitable for building on, and, if all goes well, be back to supper before sunset. You will take the other canoe, with Bryan, Massan, Oolibuck, and Ma-istequan, and proceed down the opposite side of the river a short way. Examine the shores there, and above the island; see whether there be any place better than where we stand for a permanent residence; and at night we shall compare notes. My wife and Eda shall remain in camp under the care of Oostesimow and Moses.

And pray who is to defend your poor wife and innocent child in the event of an attack by a band of savage natives? inquired Mrs Stanley, as she joined her husband and Frank.

No fear of the wife and child, replied Stanley, patting his better half on the shoulder. If Indians should find out the camp, Oostesimow can palaver with them; and should Esquimaux pay you a visit, Moses will do the polite. Besides, had you not interrupted, I was going to have given special instructions to Frank regarding you. So, Master Frank, be pleased to take Eda off your shoulder, and give ear to my instructions. While you are examining the other side of the water, you will keep as much as possible within eye-shot, and always within ear-shot, of the camp. In a still day like this a gun-shot can be heard five or six miles off; and should you see any sign of the natives having been here recently, return instantly to the camp.

Frank promised implicit obedience to these instructions, and the whole party then set to work to pile the goods on a ledge in the steep cliffs behind the spring, so that a fortress was soon formed, which, with two such stout and courageous men as Moses and Oostesimow, armed with two guns each, a brace of pistols, two cutlasses, and an ample supply of ammunition, could have stood a prolonged siege from much more practised enemies than Indians or Esquimaux. After having completed these defensive arrangements, and provided occupation for those who remained in camp, by laying on them the duty of having the goods examined, in order to see that nothing had been damaged by wet or rough usage, the two canoes pushed from the shore, and bounded lightly away, while the men sang merrily at their easy labour; for now that the canoes were light, they might have been propelled by two men. Frank directed his course obliquely up the river, towards the island already alluded to, and Stanley proceeded with the current towards the narrows beyond which he expected to catch sight of the sea.

After passing above the island, which was found to be low and thinly covered with vegetation and a few scrubby bushes, Frank and his men pushed over to the other side and proceeded carefully to examine the coast. It was found to be much the same as that which they had just left. A narrow belt of sandy and shingly beach extended along the margin of the river, or, as it might be more appropriately termed, the lake, at least in as far as appearance went. This strip or belt was indented here and there with numerous bays and inlets, and in many places was intersected by rocky capes which jutted out from the mountains. These mountains were bare and precipitous, rising abruptly, like those on the other side, from the edge of the sand, and ascending in a succession of terraces, whose faces were so steep that it was almost impossible to scale them. They could be ascended in succession, however, by means of the ravines and numerous gullies which rose in rugged and zigzag lines from the beach to the mountain tops. In the very first of these gullies in which the exploring party landed, they found the remains of an Esquimau summer encampment. These consisted of a few stunted trees, which appeared to have been built in the form of rude huts; but they were thrown about in some confusion, and altogether bore evidence of having remained in a state of ruin for many years. Another discovery of a more satisfactory kind was made  namely, the tracks of deer, which were so fresh as to induce Frank to take his rifle and mount the ravine in search of the animals, accompanied by Massan, whose natural temperament was exceedingly prone to enjoy the excitement of the chase. So much, indeed, was this the case, that the worthy guide had more than once been on the point of making up his mind to elope to the backwood settlements of the States, purchase a rifle and ammunition there, don a deerskin hunting-shirt, and make tracks, as he styled it, for the prairies, there to dwell and hunt until his eye refused to draw the sight and his finger to pull the trigger of a Kentucky rifle. But Massans sociable disposition came in the way of this plan, and the thought of leading a solitary life always induced him to forego it.

Its my pinion, sir, remarked the guide, as he followed Frank up the ravine, the sheltered parts of which were covered with a few clumps of stunted pines its my pinion that well have to cut our logs a long bit up the river, for theres nothin fit to raise a fort with hereabouts.

True, Massan, replied Frank, glancing from side to side, hunter fashion, as he walked swiftly over the broken ground; theres not a tree that I can see big enough to build a backwoods shanty with.

Well, master, twill do for firewood, if its fit for nothin else, and thats a blessin thats not always to be comed by everywhere. Lets be thankful for small matters. I see sticks growin up them gullies thatll do for stakes for the nets, an axe handles, an paddles, an spear shafts, an

The honest guides enumeration of the various articles into which the small timber of the place might be converted was brought to a sudden pause by Frank, who laid his hand on his shoulder, and while he pointed with the butt of his rifle up the ravine, whispered, Dont you see anything else up yonder besides trees, Massan?

The guide looked in the direction indicated, and by an expressive grunt showed that his eye had fallen on the object referred to by his companion. It was a deer which stood on an overhanging ledge of rock, high up the cliffs  so high that it might easily have been mistaken for a much smaller animal by less practised sportsmen. Below the shelf on which it stood was a yawning abyss, which rendered any attempt to get near the animal utterly hopeless.

What a pity, said Frank, as he crouched behind a projecting rock, that its out of shot! It would take us an hour at least to get behind it, and theres little chance, I fear, of its waiting for us.

No chance whatever, replied Massan decidedly. But hes big enough to cover from where we stand.

To cover! Ay, truly, I could point straight at his heart easy enough  indeed I would think it but slight boasting to say I could cover his eye from this spot  but the bullet would refuse to go, Massan; its far beyond shot.

Try, sir, try, exclaimed the guide quickly, for as they spoke the deer moved. Ive been huntin on the Rocky Mountains afore now, an I know that distance cheats you in sich places. Its not so far as you think

He had scarcely finished speaking when Franks rifle poured forth its contents. The loud echoes of the crags reverberated as the smoke floated away to leeward. The next instant the deer sprang with one wild bound high into the air  over the cliff  and descending with lightning speed through the dark space, was dashed almost in pieces on the rocks below.

Massan gave a low chuckle of satisfaction as he walked up to the mangled animal, and pointing to a small round hole just over its heart, he said, The old spot, Mr Frank; ye always hit them there.

Having paid Frank this compliment, Massan bled the animal, which was in prime condition, with at least two inches of fat on its flanks, and having placed it on his shoulders, returned with his companion to the canoe.

While Frank was thus engaged, Stanley had descended towards the shores of Ungava Bay, which he found to be about twenty-five miles distant from the encampment beside the spring. He made a rapid survey of the coast as they descended, and sounded the river at intervals. When he reached its mouth he had made two important discoveries. The one was, that there did not seem to be a spot along the whole line of coast so well fitted in all respects for an establishment as the place whereon their tents were already pitched. The other was, that the river, from its mouth up to that point, was deep enough to float a vessel of at least three or four hundred tons burden. This was very satisfactory, and he was about to return to the camp when he came upon the deserted Esquimau village which, a few weeks before, had been the scene of a murderous attack and a hasty flight. On a careful examination of the place, the marks of a hasty departure were so apparent that Stanley and his men made a pretty near guess at the true state of affairs; and the former rightly conjectured that, having made a precipitate flight in consequence of some unexpected attack, there was little probability of their returning soon to the same locality. This was unfortunate, but in the hope that he might be mistaken in these conjectures, and that the natives might yet return before winter, he set up a pole on a conspicuous place, and tied to the top of it a bag containing two dozen knives, one dozen fire-steels, some awls and needles, several pounds of beads, and a variety of such trinkets as were most likely to prove acceptable to a savage people.

While Bryan was engaged in piling a heap of stones at the foot of this pole to prevent its being blown down by the wind, the rest of the party re-embarked, and prepared to return home; for although the camp beside the spring was scarcely one day old, the fact that it was likely to become the future residence of the little party had already invested it with a species of homelike attraction. Man is a strange animal, and whatever untravelled philosophers may say to the contrary, he speedily makes himself at home anywhere!

Hallo, Bryan! shouted Stanley from the canoe, look sharp; were waiting for you!

Ay, ay, yer honour, replied the Irishman, lifting a huge mass of rock; jist wan more, an itll be stiff an stidy as the north pole himself. Then in an undertone he added, Look sharp, is it ye say? Its blunt ye are to spake that way to yer betters. Musha! but its mysilf wouldnt give a tinpinny for all that bag houlds, twinty times doubled; an yit thim haythens, thim pork-faced Huskimos, ll dance round this here pole wi delight till theyre fit to dhrop. Och! but salvages is a quare lot; an, Bryan, yer a cliver boy to come this far all the way to see thim.

With this self-complimentary conclusion, Bryan resumed his place at the paddle, and the party returned to the camp.

Here they found things in a most satisfactory state. Frank and his party had returned, and the deer, now cut up into joints and steaks, was impaled on a number of stakes of wood, and stuck up to roast round a large and cheering fire. The savoury steam from these, with the refreshing odour of the tea-kettle, produced a delectable sensation in the nostrils of the hungry explorers. Stanleys tent was erected with its back towards the mountains and its open door towards the fire, which lighted up its snug interior, and revealed Mrs Stanley and Edith immersed in culinary operations, and Chimo watching them with a look of deep, grave sagacity  his ears very erect, and his head a good deal inclined to one side, as if that position favoured the peculiar train of his cogitations. La Roche was performing feats of agility round the fire, that led one to believe he must be at least half a salamander. At a respectful distance from Stanleys tent, but within the influence of the fire, the men were employed in pitching, for the first time, the large skin tent which was to be their residence until they should build a house for themselves; and on a log, within dangerous proximity to the mercurial La Roche, sat Frank Morton, busily employed in entering in his journal the various events of the day.

There was much talk and loud laughter round the fire that night, for the different parties had much to tell and much to hear regarding the discoveries that had been made, and discussions as to the prospects of the expedition were earnest and long. It was generally admitted that first appearances were, upon the whole, favourable, although it could not be denied that the place looked dreadfully barren and rugged. Under the happy influence of this impression, and the happier influence of the savoury steaks on which they had supped, the entire party lay down to rest, and slept so profoundly that there was neither sound nor motion to indicate the presence of human beings in the vast solitudes of Ungava, save the fitful flame of the fire as it rose and fell, casting a lurid light on the base of the rugged mountains, and a sharp reflection on the dark waters.




Chapter Sixteen.

Resources of the country begin to develop  Bryan distinguishes himself  Fishing extraordinary.

There is a calm but deep-seated and powerful pleasure which fills the heart, and seems to permeate the entire being, when one awakens to the conviction that a day of arduous toil is about to begin  toil of an uncertain kind, perhaps connected with danger and adventure, in an unexplored region of the earth. Ignorance always paints coming events in glowing colours; and the mere fact that our adventurers knew not the nature of the country in which their tent was pitched  knew not whether the natives would receive them as friends or repel them as foes  knew not whether the nature and capabilities of the country were such as would be likely to convert the spot on which they lay into a comfortable home or a premature grave;  the mere fact of being utterly ignorant on these points was, in itself, sufficient to fill the poorest spirit of the band (had there been a poor spirit among them) with a glow of pleasurable excitement, and a firm resolve to tax their powers of doing and suffering to the uttermost.

When the sun rose on the following morning the whole party was astir, the fire lighted, and an early breakfast in course of preparation. Much had to be done, and it behoved them to set about it with energy and at once, for the short autumn of these arctic regions was drawing on apace, and a winter of great length and of the utmost severity lay before them.

There was also one consideration which caused some anxiety to Stanley and Frank, although it weighed little on the reckless spirits of the men, and this was the possibility of the non-arrival of the ship with their winter supply of provisions and goods for trade. Without such a supply a winter on the shores of Ungava Bay would involve all the hardships and extreme perils that too often fall to the lot of arctic discoverers; and he who has perused the fascinating journals of those gallant men, knows that these hardships and perils are neither few nor light. The leaders of the expedition were not, indeed, men to anticipate evils, or to feel unduly anxious about possible dangers; but they would have been more or less than human had they been able to look at Mrs Stanley and little Edith without a feeling of anxiety on their account. This thought, however, did not influence them in their actions; or, if it did, it only spurred them on to more prompt and vigorous exertions in the carrying out of their undertaking.

After breakfast Stanley assembled his men, and gave each special directions what to do. One of the most important points to ascertain was whether there were many fish in the river. On this hung much of the future comfort and well-being, perhaps even the existence, of the party. Gaspard was, therefore, ordered to get out his nets and set them opposite the encampment. Oolibuck, being officially an interpreter of the Esquimau language, and, when not employed in his calling, regarded as a sort of male maid-of-all-work, was ordered to assist Gaspard. The next matter of primary importance was to ascertain what animals inhabited the region, and whether they were numerous. Dick Prince, being the recognised hunter of the party, was directed to take his gun and a large supply of ammunition, and sally forth over the mountains in search of game; and as Massan was a special friend of his, a good shot, and, moreover, a sagacious fellow, he was ordered to accompany him. They were also directed to observe particularly the state of the woods and the quality of the timber growing therein; but as this last required special attention, the style and size of the future fort being dependent on it, François, the carpenter, was appointed to make a journey of observation up the Caniapuscaw River, in company with Augustus the Esquimau and Ma-istequan the Indian  it being thought probable that if natives were to be met with at all, they would be on the banks of the river rather than in the mountains. It was further arranged that Frank Morton should ascend the mountains in company with Bryan, and ascertain if there were any lakes, and whether or not they contained fish. As for Mr Stanley, he resolved to remain by the camp. On entering his tent after dispatching the several parties, he said to his wife  

Im going to stay by you to-day, Jessie. All the men, except Moses, Oostesimow, Gaspard, and La Roche, are sent off to hunt and fish in the mountains, and I have kept these four to paddle about this neighbourhood, in order to take soundings and examine the coast more carefully; because, you see, it would be an unfortunate thing if we began our establishment in a place not well suited for it.

Mrs Stanley and Edith were, of course, quite pleased with this arrangement, and while the males of the party were absent, the former employed herself in dressing the skin of the deer that had been shot the day before. She accomplished this after the Indian fashion, by scraping and rubbing it with the animals brains. Afterwards she smoked it over a fire of green wood, and in this way produced a soft, pliant substance similar to chamois leather, but coarser and stouter. As for Edith, she rambled at will among the bushes of the nearest ravine, under the faithful guardianship of Chimo, and hurried back to the camp almost every hour, laden with cloudberries, cranberries, blaeberries, and crowberries, which grew in profusion everywhere.

Opposite to the camp the water was found to be eight fathoms deep. This was of great importance, as affording facility for unloading the ship abreast of the establishment. Higher up the river the ground was more favourable for building, both on account of its being more sheltered and better wooded with timber fit for the construction of houses; but the water was too shallow to float the ship, and the island before mentioned, which was named Cross Island, proved an effectual barrier to the upward progress of any craft larger than a boat. But as Stanley surveyed the spot on which the tent was pitched, and observed the sheltering background of mountains, with their succession of terraces; the creek or ravine to the right, with its growth of willows and stunted pines; the level parcel of greensward, with the little fountain under the rock; and the fine sandy bay in which Gaspard and Oolibuck were busily engaged in setting a couple of nets,  when he surveyed all this, he felt that, although not the best locality in the neighbourhood, it was, nevertheless, a very good one, and well suited in many respects for the future establishment.

Please, sir, the net him set, shouted Oolibuck from the shore to his master, who floated in the bay at the distance of a hundred yards, busily engaged with the sounding-line. On receiving this piece of information, Stanley ran the canoe on the beach, and said to his follower  

Oolibuck, I have been thinking much about that river which we saw yesterday, off the mouth of this one; and I cannot help fearing that the ship will run into it, instead of into this, for the land is very deceptive.

Me tink dat is true, answered the Esquimau, with a look of grave perplexity. If de ship go into dat rivr he tink we no arrive, and so he go way, and we all starve!

Nay, Oolibuck, I trust that such would not be the sad result of the ship failing to find us; but in order to prevent this, if possible, I intend to send you down to the coast, with a few days provisions, to keep a look-out for the ship, and light a fire if you see her, so that she may be guided to the right place. So get a blanket and your gun as fast as you can, and be off. I can only afford you four days provisions, Oolibuck, so you will have to prove yourself a good hunter, else youll starve. Will four days provisions do?

Oolibucks eyes disappeared. We do not mean to say that they flew away, or were annihilated. But Oolibuck was fat  so fat that, when he laughed, his eyes reduced themselves into two little lines surrounded by wrinkles; a result which was caused by a physical incapacity to open the mouth and eyes at the same time. As a general rule, when Oolibucks mouth was open his eyes were shut, and when his eyes were open his mouth was shut. Being a good-humoured fellow, and of a risible nature, the alternations were frequent. It was the idea of Stanley doubting the sufficiency of four days provisions that closed the eyes of the Esquimau on the present occasion.

Two days grub more dan nuff, said Oolibuck. Give me plenty powder and shot, and me no starve  no fear.

Very well, rejoined Stanley, laughing, take as much ammunition as you require, but be careful of it; if the ship fails us we shall need it all. And dont be too eager after the deer, Oolibuck; keep a sharp look-out seaward, be on the hill-tops as much as you can, and keep your eyes open.

Oolibuck replied by closing the said eyes with a smile, as he hurried towards the tent to prepare for his expedition. In the meantime Stanley directed Oostesimow and La Roche to set about building a small canoe out of the birch bark which they had carried with them for the purpose, the large canoes being too cumbrous for the purpose of overhauling the nets.

The nets had been set by Gaspard in the usual way  that is, with stones attached to the lower lines to act as sinkers, and floats attached to the upper lines to keep them spread; and it was with no little impatience that the party in the camp awaited the issue. Indeed they scarcely permitted an hour to pass without an inspection being ordered; but to their chagrin, instead of finding fish, they found the nets rolled up by the conflicting currents of the river and the tide into the form of two ropes.

This will never do, cried Stanley, as they brought the nets ashore. We must set stake-nets immediately. It is nearly low tide now, so if we work hard they may be ready to set up before the tide has risen much.

In pursuance of this plan, Stanley and his men went to the ravine, of which mention has been already made, and proceeded to cut stakes for the nets; while Oolibuck, having explained to Mrs Stanley and Edith that he was going to look hout for de ship, shouldered his wallet and gun, and ascending the ravine, speedily gained the first terrace of the mountains, along which he hastened in the direction of the sea-coast.

While the party in the camp were thus engaged, Frank Morton and Bryan instituted a thorough investigation of the country that lay directly in the rear of the camp, in the course of which investigation they made sundry interesting discoveries.

After ascending the ravine in which we left Stanley and his men cutting stakes for the nets, Frank and Bryan reached the first terrace, and proceeded along it in the opposite direction from that pursued by Oolibuck. A walk of a quarter of a mile, or less, brought them to another ravine, into which they turned, and the first thing that greeted them as they pushed their way through the stunted willows that thickly covered this gorge in the mountains was a covey of ptarmigan. These birds are similar in form and size to ordinary grouse, perhaps a little smaller. In winter they are pure white  so white that it is difficult to detect them amid the snow; but in summer their coats become brown, though there are a few of the pure white feathers left which never change their colour. Being unaccustomed to the sight of man, they stood gazing at Frank and Bryan in mute surprise, until the latter hastily threw forward his gun, when they wisely took to flight. But Frank arrested his followers arm.

Dont waste your powder and shot, Bryan, on such small game. There may be something more worthy of a shot among the mountains; and if you once raise the echoes among these wild cliffs, I fear the game will not wait to inquire the cause thereof.

Maybe not, sir, replied Bryan, as he fell back a pace, and permitted Frank to lead the way; but theres an ould proverb that says, A bird in the hands worth two in the buss, an Ive great belaif in that same.

Very true, Bryan, there is much wisdom in old proverbs; but there are exceptions to every rule, and this is a case in point, as you will admit if you cast your eyes over yonder valley, and observe the edge of the mountain-top that cuts so clear a line against the sky.

Frank pointed, as he spoke, to the shoulder or spur of one of the mountains which rose at a considerable distance in the interior, and from which they were separated by a dark glen or gorge; for none of the ravines in this part of the country merited the name of valley, save that through which flowed the Caniapuscaw River. The ravine up which they had been toiling for some time led into this darksome glen, and it was on rounding a bold precipice, which had hitherto concealed it from view, that Franks quick eye caught sight of the object to which he directed the attention of his companion.

Tis a crow, said Bryan, after a gaze of five minutes, during which he had gone through a variety of strange contortions  screwing up his features, shading his eyes with his hand, standing on tip-toe, although there was nothing to look over, and stooping low, with a hand on each knee, though there was nothing to look under, in the vain hope to increase by these means his power of vision.

Frank regarded him with a quiet smile, as he said, Look again, Bryan. Saw you ever a crow with antlers?

Anthlers! exclaimed the Irishman, once more wrinkling up his expressive face, and peering under his palm; anthlers, say you? Sorra a thing duv I see xcept a black spot on the sky. If ye see anthlers on it, yere nothin more nor less than a walkin spy-glass.

Nevertheless I see them, Bryan; and they grace the head of a noble buck. Now, you see, it is well you did not fire at the ptarmigan. Away with you, lad, down into that ravine, and clamber up the mountain through yonder gap with the fallen rock in the middle of it  dye see?  and wait there, lest the deer should turn back. In the meantime Ill run round by the way we came, and descend to the waters edge, to receive him when he arrives there. Now dont lose yourself, and take care not to fire at smaller game.

As Frank concluded these orders, which he issued in a quick low voice, he threw his gun into the hollow of his left arm and strode rapidly away, leaving his companion gazing after him with an expression of blank stupidity on his face. Gradually his cheeks and brow were overspread with a thousand wrinkles and a smile took possession of his lips.

Dont lose yersilf! Faix, Master Frank, yere free an aisy. Arrah now, Bryan dear, dont lose yersilf; you thats crossed the salt saes, an followed the Red Injins to the prairie, and hunted in the Rocky Mountains, and found yer way to Ungava  not to mintion havin comed oraginally from ould Ireland  which ov itsilf secures ye agin mistakes of every kind whatsumdiver. Lose yersilf! Musha, but ye had better git some wan to look after ye, Bryan boy. Take care now; go softly and kape yer eyes open, for fear ye lose yersilf!

As Bryan mumbled forth this bantering soliloquy, he lifted up a large bag which contained a couple of fishing-lines and a few hooks, and throwing it across the stock of his gun, and both across his shoulder, he took his way down the rugged but well-beaten deer-path which led to the ravine or glen. The idea of losing himself seemed to have taken such a hold of Bryans mind, and afforded him so much amusement and such scope for the continued flow of bantering soliloquy to which he was in truth much addicted, that he failed to note the fact that he was walking along the edge of a steep declivity, at the foot of which lay a small, dark sheet of water, which was connected by a short river or strait with a larger lake, whose wavelets rippled at the base of the mountain beyond. The scene was magnificently wild and lonely, and would have riveted the attention and excited the admiration of any one less absent than Bryan. High, rugged, and to all appearance inaccessible mountains surrounded the vale on all sides; and although there were several outlets from it, these were so concealed by the peculiar formation of the wild mountains that they could not be seen until they were actually entered.

Had Bryans eyes been more active, he would have seen that the fringe of bushes by the side of the deer-track, along which he walked, concealed a declivity so steep that it almost merited the name of a precipice. But Bryan was lost in philosophic contemplation, and the first thing that awakened him to the fact was the slipping of a stone, which caused him to trip and fall headlong over the bank! The Irishman grasped convulsively at the bushes to arrest his fall, but the impetus with which he had commenced the descent tore them from his grasp, and after one or two unpleasant bounds and a good deal of crashing through shrubs that tore his garments sadly, he found himself stretched at full length on the margin of the river that connected the two lakes. So nearly had he been hurled into this strait by the violence of his descent that his head was hanging over the bank ere he stopped! Being partially stunned by the fall, Bryan lay for a few seconds motionless. As his shaken faculties returned, however, he became aware of the fact that a fish of fully two feet long lay at the bottom of the pool over which his head hung. Starting up, and totally forgetting his bruises, he turned to look for the bag containing the fishing-lines, and observing it lying on the ground not far distant, still wrapped round the gun, he ran to pick it up.

Oh! wow! poor thing! he exclaimed, on lifting up his gun, which, though fortunately not broken, was sadly bent, yere fit for nothin but shootin round the corner now! Its well for you, Bryan, ye spalpeen, that your backbone is not in the same fix.

While he thus muttered to himself, Bryan drew from the bag a stout cod-line, to which he fastened a hook of deadly dimensions, and dressed it into the form of a fly, much in the same manner as was formerly done by La Roche. This line and fly he fastened to the end of a short stout pole which he cut from a neighbouring tree, and approaching cautiously to the bank of the strait  for there was too little motion in it to entitle it to be called a stream  he cast the fly with a violent splash into the water. The violence was unintentional  at least the exclamations of reproach that followed the cast would lead us to suppose so. The fish here were as tame as those caught in Deer River. In a few seconds the fly was swallowed, and Bryan, applying main force to the pole, tossed a beautiful trout of about two pounds weight over his head.

Och! ye purty crature, exclaimed the delighted Irishman, rubbing his hands with glee as he gazed at the fish after having unhooked it. Shure yell make a beautiful fagure in the kittle this night. An musha! theres wan o yer relations to kape ye company, he added, as, exerting an enormous degree of unnecessary force, he drew another trout violently from the water. The second trout was larger than the first, and Bryan soon became so excited in the sport that he totally forgot Franks orders, and the deer, and everything else in the world, for the time being. Having caught six or seven trout, varying from two to four pounds in weight, he changed his position a little, and made a cast over a deep pool nearer to the large lake. As heretofore, the fly was engulfed the instant it fell on the water; but Bryan did not, as heretofore, haul the fish violently out of its native element. It is true he attempted to do so, but the attempt proved utterly futile; moreover, the fish darted with such velocity and strength towards the lake, that the angler, albeit entirely ignorant of his art, experienced an inward conviction that the thick cord would snap altogether if not eased of the enormous strain. He therefore followed the fish at the top of his speed, uttering incomprehensible sounds of mingled rage and amazement as he went, and tripping over rocks and bushes in his headlong career. After a smart run of half a minute the fish stopped, turned, and darted back so rapidly that Bryan tripped in turning and fell into the water! The place was shallow, but having fallen on his back, he was thoroughly drenched from head to foot. He did not lose the grasp of his rod, however. Spluttering, and gasping, and dripping, he followed the fish in its wild career until it turned again at a tangent, and darted towards the bank on which he stood. There was a shelving bed of pebbles, where the water shoaled very gradually. Bryan saw this. Availing himself of the fishs impetus, and putting all his force to the rod, he dragged it into two inches of water, when the line broke. Instantly the fish struggled towards deep water; but it was so large, and the place to which it had been dragged so shallow, that it afforded the excited angler time to rush forward and throw himself bodily on the top of it!

The battle that now ensued was of an energetic and deadly character on the part of both man and fish. Those who have not grasped a live salmon in their arms have no conception of the strength of a fish; and perhaps it may be said with equal truth that those who have never wielded a forehammer have but a faint conception of the strength of a blacksmiths knuckles. Bryan had thrown his whole weight on the fish, and grasped it, as with a vice, in both hands; but at every struggle of its powerful frame he felt how uncertain was the hold he had of its slippery body. Once it almost escaped, and dashed the spray over its adversarys face with its tail, as it wriggled out of his grasp; but with a desperate plunge Bryan seized it by the head and succeeded in thrusting his thumb under its gill and choking it, while himself was well-nigh choked at the same moment by unintentionally swallowing a gulp of the muddy compound which they had stirred up in their struggles. Slowly and with caution Bryan rose on one knee, while he crushed the fish against the bottom with both hands; then making a last exertion, he hurled it up the bank, where it fell beyond all hope of return to its native element.

The fish thus captured was a beautiful trout of about twenty pounds weight. The lake trout of North America are, some of them, of enormous size, being not unfrequently taken of sixty pounds weight, so that as a specimen of those inhabiting these lakes this was by no means a large one. Nevertheless it was a splendid fish, and certainly the largest that had ever been captured by the worthy son of Vulcan.

The thick coat of liquid mud with which his face was covered could not entirely conceal the smile of intense satisfaction with which he regarded his prize, as he sat down on the bank before it.

Kape quiet now, honey! he exclaimed, as the trout made a last fluttering attempt to escape; kape quiet. Have patience, darlint. Its o no manner o use to hurry natur. Just lie still, an itll be soon over.

With this consolatory remark, Bryan patted the fish on the head, and proceeded to wring the water from his upper garments, after which he repaired his broken tackle, and resumed his sport with an eagerness and zest that cold and water and mud could not diminish in the smallest degree.




Chapter Seventeen.

Successes and encouragement  Bryan lost and found.

It was evening before the tide began to fall and uncover the stake-nets, which were eagerly and earnestly watched by those who had remained in the camp. Mrs Stanley and Edith were seated on an empty box by the margin of the sandy bay; Mr Stanley sat on a nail-keg beside them; La Roche and the Indian were still working at the small canoe a few yards from the tent; and Gaspard, with folded arms, and an unusual smile of good humour playing on his countenance, stood close behind Stanley.

None of the hunting and exploring parties had returned, although the sun had long since disappeared behind the mountains, and the mellow light of evening was deepening over the bay.

Theres a tail, sir, said Gaspard, as he hurried towards the net.

So it is! cried Stanley, leaping up. Come along, Eda, and take the first fish.

Edith needed no second invitation, but bounded towards the edge of the water, which was now gradually leaving the nets. Gaspard had already disengaged a white fish from the mesh, and wading to the beach, gave it to the little girl, who ran with it joyously to her mother. Meanwhile, another and another fish was left by the tide, and Stanley soon after brought up a splendid salmon of about twenty-five pounds weight, and laid it at Ediths feet.

Oh, how very beautiful! cried the child, as she gazed in delight at the silvery scales of the fish.

My mind is much relieved by this, Jessie, said Stanley, reseating himself on the keg, while Oostesimow and La Roche carried the fish ashore as Gaspard freed them from the nets. I now see that there are plenty of fish in the river, and if the hunters bring in a good report to-night, our anxiety on the score of food will be quite removed.

Although none of the party had ever set a net on stakes before, they had frequently heard of this manner of fishing, and their first attempt proved eminently successful. At low tide stakes had been driven into the sand, extending from the edge of the water towards high-water mark. On these the nets had been spread, and thus the misfortune which had attended the setting of the nets with floats and sinkers was avoided. The quantity of fish taken gave promise of an ample supply for the future. There were two Hearne-salmon (that is, spotted like trout), and one large common salmon, besides thirty white-fish, averaging between two to six pounds weight each, all of which were in excellent condition. The white-fish is of the salmon species, but white in the flesh, and being less rich than the salmon, is much preferred by those who have to use it constantly as an article of food.

This is a most fortunate supply, remarked Stanley, and will prevent the necessity of putting the men on short allowance.

Short allowance! exclaimed his wife; I thought we had more than enough of food to last us till the arrival of the ship.

Ay, so we have. But until now I did not feel at liberty to use it; for if through any accident the ship does not come, and if there had chanced to be no fish in the river, the only course open to us would be to retrace our steps, and as that would be a long and slow process, we would require to economise our food. In fact, I had resolved to begin operations by putting the men on short allowance; but this haul of fish shows me that we shall have more than enough.

But who comes here? he added, on observing the figure of a man approaching the camp. He seems to carry a burden on his back, as far as I can make out in the uncertain light.

Did any of the men go out alone? inquired Mrs Stanley.

No; but I suppose that this one must have separated from his comrade.  Hallo! who goes there?

The man tossed the bundle from his shoulders, and hastening forward revealed the flushed countenance of Frank Morton.

What! Frank! why, man, you seem to have had a hard day of it, if I may judge by your looks.

Not so hard but that a good supper will put its effects to flight, replied Frank, as he rested his gun against a rock and seated himself on the keg from which Stanley had risen. The fact is, I have slain a noble buck, and being desirous that the men should have as much of it as possible, I loaded myself rather heavily. The ground, too, is horribly bad; but pray send Gaspard for the bundle. I should have been here sooner but for the time required to dissect the animal.

Where is Bryan, Frank? inquired Mrs Stanley. You went away together.

Bryan! I know not. He and I parted in the mountains some hours ago; and as he failed to keep his appointment with me, I concluded that he must have become foot-sore and returned to camp.

He has not returned, said Stanley; but I have no fear for the honest blacksmith. Hes too old a norwester to lose himself, and hes too tough to kill. But come, Frank, let us to our tent. I see that La Roche has already prepared our salmon for the kettle, and so

Salmon! interrupted Frank.

Ay, lad, salmon! a twenty-five pounder too! But come, change your foot-gear, and then we shall have our supper, in the course of which we shall exchange news.

As they proceeded towards the camp the voices of some of the men were heard in the distance; it was now too dark to see them. In a few minutes François, followed by Augustus and Ma-istequan, strode into the circle of light around the fire, and laying aside their guns proceeded to light their pipes, while they replied to the questions of Frank and Stanley.

You do not come empty-handed, remarked the latter, as François and his comrades threw down several fat ducks and a few grouse, which, after the fashion of hunters, they had carried pendent by the necks from their belts.

We only shot a few, monsieur, replied François, to put in the kettle for supper. We might have loaded a canoe had we chosen.

That is well, said Stanley; but the kettle is full already, and supper prepared. See, Frank has shot a deer, so that we shall fare well to-night.  Ah, Prince! come along. What! more game? he added, as Dick and Massan entered the halo of light, and threw down the choice morsels of a fat deer which they had killed among the mountains.

Ah! oui, monsieur, said Massan, chuckling as he laid aside his axe and gun; we might ha killed three o them if we had been so minded; but we couldnt ha brought them into camp, an, as Dick said, tis a pity to kill deer to feed the wolves with.

Right! exclaimed Frank; but did any of you see Bryan? He gave me the slip in the mountains, and, I fear, has lost himself.

To this the men replied in the negative, and some of them smiled at the idea of the blacksmith being lost.

No fear, vraiment! He no lost, cried La Roche with a laugh, as he lifted the huge kettle from the fire and placed it in the midst of the men, having previously abstracted the best portions for the special benefit of his master. No fear of Bryan, certainment; he like one bad shilling  he come up toujours. Ah! mauvais chien, him give me all de trouble ov get supper ready mylone.

I trust it may be so, said Stanley. We are all here except him and Oolibuck, whom I have sent to the coast for a few days to watch for the ship. But let us have supper, La Roche, and spread ours nearer the fire to-night  it is rather cold; besides, I want to hear the reports of the men.

In compliance with this order, the lively Frenchman spread the supper for his masters family close beside that of the men, and in a few minutes more a most vigorous attack was made on the viands, during the first part of which the hungry travellers maintained unbroken silence. But as the cravings of nature began to be satisfied, their tongues found time to remark on the excellence of the fare. The salmon was superb. Even Edith, who seldom talked about what she ate, pronounced it very good. The white-fish were better than any of the party had ever eaten in their lives, although most of them had travelled over the length and breadth of the North American wilderness. The ducks were perfect. Even the ptarmigan were declared passable; and the venison, with an inch of fat on the haunches  words were not found sufficiently expressive to describe it. Those who are philosophically inclined may suspect that some of this super-excellence lay in the keen appetites of the men. Well, perhaps it did.

While the travellers were in the midst of this, and ere yet their tongues were fairly loosened, a loud unearthly shout rang with appalling reverberations among the surrounding cliffs, causing the entire party to start up and rush for their arms. Again the cry was heard.

Ah! bad skran to ye, Losh!  Hould on, Moses, ye fat villain. Lave me wan mouthful, jist wan, to kape me from givin up the ghost intirely.

A shout of laughter greeted the advent of Bryans voice, but it was nothing to the peals that burst forth on the appearance of that individual in propria persona. To say that he was totally dishevelled would convey but half the truth. Besides being covered and clotted with mud, he was saturated with water from head to foot, his clothes rent in a most distressing manner, and his features quite undistinguishable.

Why, Bryan, what ails you? Where have you been? inquired Stanley, in a tone of sympathy.

Bin, is it? Sorra wan o me knows where Ive bin. Its mysilf is glad to be sartin Im here, anyhow.

Im glad youre certain of it, said Frank, for if it were not for the sound of your voice, I should doubt it.

Ah monsieur, said La Roche, make your mind easy on dat. No von but Bryan ever regard de kettle dat way.

Taizy voo, ye petit varmint, said Bryan, approaching the said kettle, and smiling rapturously through the mud that encrusted his face on beholding its contents. Without waiting to change his garments the hungry blacksmith began supper, having first, however, directed attention to the bag which he had brought in. From this bag La Roche now extracted about a dozen trout, some of which were of great size  especially one, whose bulk exceeded that of the large salmon.

Theres plinty more where thim comed from, said Bryan, through a mouthful of venison; but Ill tell ye ov it afther supper.

Ah, true! dont let us interrupt him just now, said Stanley. In the meantime, François, since you seem to be about done, tell us what you have seen, and let us hear what you have to say of the country.

François having lighted his pipe, cleared his throat and began:  

Well, monsieur, after we had paddled a short bit beyond the point below the last rapid in Caniapuscaw River, we shoved the canoe ashore, and landed Prince and Massan, who set off to look for game, leavin Augustus, Ma-istequan, and me to paddle up the river as well as we could. But we soon found that three men in a big canoe could not make much way agin the strong current of the river, so we put ashore again and took to our legs.

After making a long tramp up the banks o the river, we fell in with some good-sized pines; but although they are big for this part of the country, they are not big enough for building. Then we pushed into the gullies, which are sheltered from the cold winds off the bay, and here we found the trees a good deal bigger. There are pines and larch in abundance, and some of the larch are even bigger than we require.

Are they far inland? inquired Stanley.

No, monsieur, they are only a few hundred yards from the banks of the river, and growin on the edge of a small creek, which I noticed is deep enough to float them down.

Good, very good, said Stanley, filling his pipe with a fresh charge of tobacco; that is most fortunate, for it will save time, and take fewer men to bring them here. Go on, François.

Bien, monsieur. Then I felled one or two o the trees, to see what like they are; and I found that they are very tough and good. The pines are firmer and tougher than any I ever saw in the Indian country, owing, I suppose, to their stunted growth. While I was thus employed, Augustus shot the grouse we brought home, and we saw a great many coveys of them. In fact, we might have shot many more; but as we did not know how far we should have to walk, we thought it best not to burden ourselves too much. We also saw a great many ducks, and shot a few, as you see.

Did you see goose? inquired La Roche, whose mind had a natural tendency to culinary matters.

No, replied François, I saw no geese; but I did not go out of my way to look for them. I was more taken up with the timber than replenishing the kettle.

Ah! that ver great pity. Oui, grand dommage. De kittle toujours de most importance ting on de voyage. If you forget him, you goot for noting. Mais, François, did you look into the deep clear pool at de foot of de rapid?

François emitted a cloud of smoke with a negative in the middle of it.

An! said La Roche with a sigh, I thought not; mais it was pity. You see one goose for certain, if you have look straight down into dat pool.

Bien, continued François, turning to Stanley. I then went into one or two more gullies, and saw some more sticks fit for building; but after all it is only in the gullies they grow, and there are not very many. The trees on the banks of the river are chiefly pines, and only fit for firewood.

And an important item is firewood, as we shall find ere long, remarked Stanley. Your account of the timber is very satisfactory, François. Did you see traces of Indians or Esquimaux?

No; I saw none.

Perhaps you did, Prince, continued Stanley, turning to that worthy, who was stretched, along with Massan, at full length before the blaze, and had been listening attentively to the conversation while he solaced himself with his pipe.

Yes, sir, we seed the marks they left behind them, answered Prince, while he glanced towards Massan, as if to invite him to give the desired information.

Ay, we saw their marks, no doubt, said the guide, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and raising himself from his reclining posture to that of a tailor, the more conveniently to recharge that beloved implement. Ay, we saw their marks, and they was by no means pleasant to look on. After we had landed above the pint, as François told ye, Dick Prince and me went up one o the gullies, an then gettin on one o them flat places that run along the face of all the mountains hereabouts, we pushed straight up the river. We had not gone far when, on turnin a pint, we both clapped eyes at the same moment on the most ill-lookin blackguard of a wolf I ever saw. Up went both our guns at once, and I believe we were very near puttin a bullet in each of his eyes, when we noticed that these same eyes were not bookin at us, but starin, most awful earnest like, up a gully in the mountains; so we looked up, an, sure enough, there we saw a deer on the mountain-top, tossin its head and snuffin round to see that the coast was clear before it came down to the water. We noticed that a regular beaten deer-track passed down this gully, and master wolf, who knowed the walk very well, was on the lookout for his dinner; so we waited quiet till the deer came down, an Dick put a bullet in its heart, an I put one into the wolfs head, so they both tumbled down the cliffs together. The shot made another deer, that we had not seen, start off into the river; but before it got a few yards from the shore, Dick loaded again and put a bullet into its head too, an it was washed ashore at the pint below us.

Havin fixed them off comfortably, we cut up the deer, and put all we could carry on our shoulders, for we knowed that if we left them wed find nothin but the bones when we came back. About an hour after this we came upon a deserted camp of Indians. It was so fresh that we think they must have passed but a few weeks ago. The whole camp was strewed with bones of deer, as if the red varmints had been havin a feast. An sure enough, a little farther on we came upon the dead carcasses of ninety-three deer! The rascals had taken nothin but the tongues an tit-bits, leavin the rest for the wolves.

Ay, theyre a reckless, improvident set, remarked Stanley. Ive been told that the Esquimaux are quite different in this respect. They never kill what they dont require; but the redskins slaughter the deer by dozens for the sake of their tongues.

We also found the broken head of an Esquimau seal-spear, and this little bit of sealskin. Massan handed these as he spoke to Stanley.

I fear, said Frank, this looks as if they had made an attack on the Esquimaux very recently.

I fear it much, said Stanley, examining the little shred of sealskin, which had beautifully glossy hair on one side, and on the other, which was dressed, there were sundry curious marks, one of which bore a rude resemblance to an Indian wigwam, with an arrow pointing towards it.

I found the bit o sealskin hanging on a bush a little apart from the place where they camped, an from what Ive seen o the ways o redskins, its my pinion that it was put there for some purpose or other.

Very likely.  Take care of it, Jessie, said Stanley, throwing it to his wife; it may be explained some day.  Well, Massan, did you see any other animals?

Yes, sir, lots o them. We saw deer on the hill-tops, and might ha shot more o them if we could have brought them into camp. An we saw porcupines in all the pine bluffs. An we saw fish in the lakes among the mountains. There are lots o them lakes  small things some o them  in all the gullies, and fish in most o them; but we had neither lines nor hooks, so we catched none.

Faix, if ye catched none, yer betters catched plinty, said Bryan, who, having concluded supper and changed his garments, was now luxuriating in a smoke. The blacksmith pointed as he spoke to the bag of splendid trout which lay at a short distance from the fire. Tis mysilfs the boy to catch them. I would have brought ye two times as much, if it wasnt that I lost my hook and line. I think it must have bin a fresh-water whale, the last wan, bad luck to it! for it pulled me into the wather three times, an wint off at last with two fathom o cod-line trailin behind it.

So then, Bryan, said Frank, it must have been the yells with which you accompanied your fishing that frightened the deer I was after and caused me to lose him. However, as I got another soon afterwards which must have been frightened towards me by the same halloos, I forgive you.

Frank now gave the party an account of what he had seen, but as his experience merely corroborated that of Dick Prince and Massan, we will not trouble the reader with the details. The evidence of the various exploring parties, when summed up, was undoubtedly most satisfactory, and while it relieved the mind of the leaders of the band, it raised and cheered the spirits of the men. Timber, although not plentiful or very large, was to be had close to the spot where they proposed to erect their fort; game of all kinds swarmed in the mountains in abundance; and the lakes and rivers were well stocked with excellent fish: so that, upon the whole, they considered that they had made an auspicious commencement to their sojourn in the land of the Esquimaux.




Chapter Eighteen.

Outpost-building  Fort Chimo  An unexpected arrival, which causes much joy.

The band of fur-traders now set earnestly about the erection of their winter dwelling. The season was so far advanced that the men could no longer be spared from the work to hunt or fish in the mountains, so that they lived chiefly on the produce of the stake-nets in front of the camp, and a small allowance of the provisions with which they had started from Moose Fort. Occasionally Frank sallied forth and returned with the best parts of a deer on his shoulders; but these excursions were rare, as both he and Stanley worked with the men in the erection of the fort. No one was idle for a moment, from the time of rising  shortly after daybreak  to the time of going to rest at night. Even little Edith found full occupation in assisting her mother in the performance of a host of little household duties, too numerous to recapitulate. The dog Chimo was the only exception to the general rule. He hunted the greater part of the forenoon, for his own special benefit, and slept when not thus occupied, or received with philosophical satisfaction the caresses of his young mistress.

The future fort was begun on the centre of the level patch of green-sward at the foot of the flat rock by the spring, where the party had originally encamped. A square was traced on the ground to indicate the stockade; and within this, Stanley marked off an oblong patch, close to the back stockade, for the principal dwelling-house, facing the river. Two other spaces were on either side of this  one for a store, the other for a dwelling for the men. When finished, the fort would thus have the form of three sides of a square surrounded by a stockade. In the centre of this, and the first thing that was erected, was a flag-staff, on which the H.B.C.  Hudsons Bay Company  flag was hoisted, and saluted with three cheers as its crimson folds fluttered out in the breeze for the first time. The plan on which the houses were constructed was that on which all the dwellings of the fur-traders are built  namely, a framework of timber, the interstices of which are filled up with logs sliding into grooves cut in the main posts and beams. This manner of building is so simple that a house can be erected without any other instruments than an axe, an auger, and a large chisel; and the speed with which it is put up would surprise those whose notions of house-building are limited to stone edifices.

The axes of the wood-cutters resounded among the gullies and ravines of Ungava, and awakened the numerous echoes of the mountains. The encampment no longer presented a green spot, watered by a tiny rill, but was strewn with logs in all stages of formation, and chips innumerable. The frameworks of the dwelling-houses began to rise from the earth, presenting, in their unfinished condition, a bristling, uncomfortable appearance, suggesting thoughts in the beholders mind highly disparaging to art, and deeply sympathetic with outraged nature. The tents still stood, and the campfire burned, but the superior proportions of the rising fort threw these entirely into the shade. A rude wharf of unbarked logs ran from the beach into the river. It had been begun and finished in a couple of days, for the convenience of Gaspard while visiting his nets, as he sometimes did before the water left them. Everything, in short, bore evidence of the most bustling activity and persevering energy; and in a few weeks from the time of their first landing, the dwelling-houses were sufficiently weather-tight to be habitable, and the other portions of the establishment in an advanced condition.

The openings between the logs of the houses were caulked with a mixture of mud and moss, and left in that condition in the meantime, until the pit-saw could be set to work to produce boards for the better protection of the walls without and within. The window and door frames were also made, and covered temporarily with parchment, until the arrival of the ship should enable them to fill the former with glass and the latter with broad panels.

The effect of the parchment-covered door, however, was found to be somewhat troublesome. Being large, and tightly covered, it sounded, when shut violently, with a noise so strongly resembling the report of a distant cannon that, during the first day after its erection, the men more than once rushed down to the beach in the expectation of seeing the long and ardently wished-for ship, which was now so much beyond the time appointed for her arrival that Stanley began to entertain serious apprehensions for her safety. This ship was to have sailed from York Fort, the principal depôt of the fur-traders in Hudsons Bay, with supplies and goods for trade with the Esquimaux during the year. She was expected at Ungava in August, and it was now September. The frost was beginning, even at this early period, to remind the expedition of the long winter that was at hand, and in the course of a very few weeks Hudsons Straits would be impassable; so that the anxiety of the traders was natural.

Just before the partitions of the chief dwelling-house were completed, Stanley went to the tent in which his wife and child were busily employed in sewing.

Can you spare Edith for a short time, wife? said he, as his partner looked up to welcome him.

Yes, for a short time; but she is becoming so useful to me that I cannot afford to spare her long.

Im afraid, said Stanley, as he took his child by the hand and led her away, that I must begin to put in my claim to the services of this little baggage, who seems to be so useful. What say you, Eda; will you allow me to train you to shoot, and fish, and walk on snow-shoes, and so make a trader of you?

I would like very much, papa, to learn to walk on snowshoes, but I think the gun would hurt me  it seems to kick so. Dont you think I am too little to shoot a gun off?

Stanley laughed at the serious way in which the child received the proposal.

Well, then, we wont teach you to shoot yet, Eda; but, as you say, the snow-shoe walking is worth learning, for if you cannot walk on the long shoes when the snow falls, I fear youll not be able to leave the fort at all.

Yes, and François has promised to make me a pair, said Edith gaily, and to teach me how to use them; and mamma says I am old enough to learn now. Is it not kind of François? He is always very good to me.

Indeed it is very kind of him, my pet; but all the men seem to be very good to you  are they not?

Oh yes!  all of them. Even Gaspard is kind now. He never whips Chimo, and he patted me on the head the other day when I met him alone in the ravine  the berry ravine, you know, where I go to gather berries. I wonder if there are berries in all the other ravines?  but I dont care much, for there are thousands and thousands of all kinds in my own ravine, and  where are you going, papa?

This abrupt question was caused by her father turning into the square of the new fort, in which the most of the men were at work.

Im going to show you our house, Eda, and to ask you to fix on the corner you like best for your own room. The partitions are going to be put up, so we must fix at once.

As he spoke they passed through the open doorway of the new dwelling, which was a long, low building; and, placing his little daughter in the centre of the principal hall, Stanley directed her to look round and choose a corner for herself.

For a few minutes Edith stood with an expression of perplexity on her bright face; then she began to examine the views from each of the corner windows. This could only be done by peeping through the bullet-hole in the parchment skins that in the meantime did duty for glass. The two windows at the back corners looked out upon the rocky platform, behind which the mountains rose like a wall, so they were rejected; but Edith lingered at one of them, for from it she saw the spring at the foot of the rock, with its soft bed of green moss and surrounding willow-bushes. From the front corner on the left hand Cross Island and the valley of the river beyond were visible; but from the window on the right the view embraced the whole sweep of the wide river and the narrow outlet to the bay, which, with its frowning precipices on either side, and its bold flanking mountains, seemed a magnificent portal to the Arctic Sea.

I think this is the nicest corner, said Edith, turning with a smile to her father.

Then this shall be yours, said Stanley.

But, exclaimed Edith, as a sudden thought occurred to her, perhaps Frank would like this corner. I would not like to have it if Frank wants it.

Frank doesnt want it, and Frank shant have it. There now, run to your mother, you little baggage; she cant get on without you. Off you go, quick!

With a merry laugh Edith bounded through the doorway, and disappeared like a sunbeam from the room.

On the 25th of September, Stanley was standing on the beach, opposite the fort, watching with a smile of satisfaction the fair, happy face of his daughter, as she amused herself and Chimo by throwing a stick into the water, which the latter dutifully brought out and laid at her feet as often as it was thrown in. Frank was also watching them.

What shall we call the fort, Frank? said his companion. We have a Fort Good Hope, and a Fort Resolution, and a Fort Enterprise already. It seems as if all the vigorous and hearty words in the English language were used up in naming the forts of the Hudsons Bay Company. What shall we call it?

Chimo! Chimo! Chimo! shouted Edith to the dog, as the animal bounded along the beach.

Both gentlemen seemed to be struck with the same idea simultaneously.

Theres an answer to your question, said Frank; call the fort Chimo.

The very thing! replied Stanley; I wonder it did not occur to me before. Nothing could be more appropriate. I salute thee, Fort Chimo, and Stanley lifted his cap to the establishment.

In order that the peculiar appropriateness of the name may appear to the reader, it may be as well to explain that Chimo (the i and o of which are sounded long) is an Esquimau word of salutation, and is used by the natives when they meet with strangers. It signifies, Are you friendly? by those who speak first, and seems to imply, We are friendly, when returned as an answer. So well known is the word to the fur-traders who traffic with the natives of Hudsons Straits that they frequently apply it to them as a name, and speak of the Esquimaux as Chimos. It was, therefore, a peculiarly appropriate name for a fort which was established on the confines of these icy regions, for the double purpose of entering into friendly traffic with the Esquimaux, and of bringing about friendly relations between them and their old enemies, the Muskigon Indians of East Main.

After playing for some time beside the low wharf, Edith and her dog left the beach together, and rambled towards a distant eminence, whence could be obtained a commanding birds-eye view of the new fort. She had not sat many minutes here when her eye was arrested by the appearance of an unusual object in the distance. Frank, who was yet engaged in conversation with Stanley on the beach, also noticed it. Laying his hand on the arm of his companion, he pointed towards the narrows, where a small, white, triangular object was visible against the dark cliff. As they gazed, a second object of similar form came into view; then a fore and top sail made their appearance; and, in another second, a schooner floated slowly through the opening! Ere the spectators of this silent apparition could give utterance to their joy, a puff of white smoke sprang from the vessels bow, and a cannon-shot burst upon the mountains. Leaping on from cliff to crag, it awakened a crash of magnificent echoes, which, after prolonged repetitions, died away in low mutterings like distant thunder. It was followed by a loud cheer from the schooners deck, and the H.B.C. flag was run up to the main, while the Union Jack floated at the peak.

Now, Frank, give the word, cried Stanley, taking off his cap, while the men ran down to the beach en masse.

Hip, hip, hurrah!

Hurrah! echoed the men, and a cheer arose among the cliffs that moved to the very centre the hearts of those who heard and gave it.

Again and again the stirring shout arose from the fort, and was replied to from the schooner. It was no matter of form, or cheer of ceremony. There was a deep richness and a prolonged energy in the tone, which proved that the feelings and lungs of the men were roused to the uttermost in its delivery. It told of long gathering anxieties swept entirely away, and of deep joy at seeing friendly faces in a sterile land, where lurking foes might be more likely to appear.

At all times the entrance of a ship into port is a noble sight, and one which touches the heart and evokes the enthusiasm of almost every human being; but when the ship arriving is almost essential to the existence of those who watch her snowy sails swelling out as they urge her to the land  when her keel is the first that has ever ploughed the waters of their distant bay  and when her departure will lock them up in solitude for a long, long year  such feelings are roused to their utmost pitch of intensity.

Cheer upon cheer rose and fell, and rose again, among the mountains of Ungava. Even Ediths tiny voice helped to swell the enthusiastic shout; and more than one cheer was choked by the rising tide of emotion that forced the tears down more than one bronzed cheek, despite the iron wills that bade them not to flow.




Chapter Nineteen.

Bustle and business  A great feast, in which Bryan and La Roche are prime movers  New ideas in the art of cooking.

The scene at Fort Chimo was more bustling and active than ever during the week that followed the arrival of the schooner. The captain told Stanley, as they sat sipping a glass of Madeira in the hall of the new fort, that he had been delayed by ice in the straits so long, that the men were afraid of being set fast for the winter, and were almost in a state of mutiny, when they fortunately discovered the mouth of the river. As had been anticipated by Stanley, the ship entered False River by mistake, unseen by Oolibuck, notwithstanding the vigilance of his lookout. Fortunately he observed it as it came out of the river, just at the critical period when the seamen began to threaten to take the law into their own hands if the search were continued any longer. Oolibuck no sooner beheld the object of his hopes than he rushed to the top of a hill, where he made a fire and sent up a column of smoke that had the immediate effect of turning the vessels head towards him. Soon afterwards a boat was sent ashore, and took the Esquimau on board, who explained, in his broken English, that he had been watching for them for many days, and would be happy to pilot the vessel up to the fort.

You may be sure, continued the captain, that I was too happy to give the ship in charge to the fellow, who seemed to understand thoroughly what he was about. He is already quite a favourite with the men, who call him Oily-buss, much to his own amusement; and he has excited their admiration and respect by his shooting, having twice on the way up shot a goose on the wing.

Not an unusual exhibition of skill among fur-traders, said Stanley; but I suppose your men are not much used to the gun. And now, captain, when must you start?

The moment the cargo is landed, sir, replied the captain, who was distinguished by that thorough self-sufficiency and prompt energy of character which seem peculiar to sea-captains in general. We may have trouble in getting out of the straits, and, after getting to Quebec, I am bound to carry a cargo of timber to England.

I will do my best to help you, captain. Your coming has relieved my mind from a load of anxiety, and one good turn deserves another, so Ill make my fellows work night and day till your ship is discharged.

Stanley was true to his word. Not only did the men work almost without intermission, but he and Frank Morton scarce allowed themselves an hours repose during the time that the work was going on. Night and day yo heave ho of the Jack Tars rang over the water; and the party on shore ran to and fro, from the beach to the store, with bales, kegs, barrels, and boxes on their shoulders. There were blankets and guns, and axes and knives, powder and shot, and beads and awls, and nets and twine. There were kettles of every sort and size; cloth of every hue; capotes of all dimensions, and minute etceteras without end: so that, had it been possible to prevail on the spirits of the ice to carry to the Esquimaux intelligence of the riches contained in the store at Chimo, an overwhelming flood of visitors would speedily have descended on that establishment. But no such messengers could be found  although Bryan asserted positively that more than wan o them had been seen by him since his arrival; so the traders had nothing for it but to summon patience to their aid and bide their time.

When the work of discharging was completed, and while Stanley and the captain were standing on the beach watching the removal of the last boat-load to the store, the former said to the latter: Now, captain, I have a favour to request, which is that you and your two mates will dine with me to-morrow. Your men will be the better of a days rest after such a long spell of hard work. You could not well get away till the evening of to-morrow at any rate, on account of the tide, and it will be safer and more pleasant to start early on the day after.

I shall be most happy, replied the captain heartily.

Thats right, said Stanley. Dinner will be ready by four oclock precisely; and give my compliments to your crew, and say that my men will expect them all to dinner at the same hour.

Ten minutes after this, Stanley entered his private apartment in the fort, which, under the tasteful management of his wife, was beginning to look elegant and comfortable.

Wife, said he, I will order La Roche to send you a box of raisins and an unlimited supply of flour, butter, etcetera, wherewith you will be so kind as to make, or cause to be made  on pain of my utmost displeasure in the event of failure  a plum-pudding large enough to fill the largest sized washing-tub, and another of about quarter that size; both to be ready boiled by four to-morrow afternoon.

Sir, your commands shall be obeyed. I suppose you intend to regale the sailors before they leave. Is it not so?

You have guessed rightly for once; and take care that you dont let Eda drown herself in the compost before it is tied up. I must hasten to prepare the men.

Two minutes later and Stanley stood in the midst of his men, who, having finished their days work, were now busy with supper in their new house, into which they had but recently moved.

Lads, said Stanley, you have stuck to your work so hard of late that I think it a pity to allow you to fall into lazy habits again. I expect you all to be up by break of day to-morrow.

Och! musha! sighed Bryan, as he laid down his knife and fork with a look of consternation.

I have invited the ships crew, continued Stanley, to dine with you before they leave us. As the larder is low just now, youll all have to take to the hills for a fresh supply. Make your arrangements as you please, but see that there is no lack of venison and fish. Ill guarantee the pudding and grog.

So saying, he turned and left the house, followed by a tremendous cheer.

Oh! parbleu! vat shall I do? said La Roche, with a look of affected despair. I am most dead for vant of sleep already. Cest impossible to cook pour everybody demain. I vill be sure to fall sleep over de fire, prehaps fall into him.

Och, Losh, Losh, when will ye larn to think nothin o yoursilf? Yell only have to cook for the bourgeois; but think o me! All the min, an the ships crew to boot!

The blacksmith concluded by knocking La Roches pipe out of his mouth, in the excess of his glee at the prospective feast; after which he begged his pardon solemnly in bad French, and ducked his head to avoid the tin can that was hurled at it by the indignant Frenchman.

At the first streak of dawn the following morning, and long before the sun looked down into the ravines of Ungava, Massan and Dick Prince were seen to issue with noiseless steps from the fort, with their guns on their shoulders, and betake themselves to the mountains. Half an hour later Bryan staggered out of the house, with a bag on his shoulder, scarcely half awake, rubbing his eyes and muttering to himself in a low tone, as he plunged rather than walked into the ravine which led to the first terrace on the mountain.

When the sun rose over the mountain-tops and looked down upon the calm surface of the river, there was not a man remaining in the fort, with the exception of Stanley and Frank, and their active servant La Roche.

A deep calm rested on the whole scene. The sailors of the vessel, having risen to dispatch breakfast, retired to their hammocks again and went to sleep; Stanley, Frank, and their household, were busy within doors; Chimo snored in the sunshine at the front of the fort; and the schooner floated on a sheet of water so placid, that every spar and delicate rope was clearly reflected. Nothing was heard save the soft ripple on the shore, the distant murmur of mountain streams, and, once or twice through the day, the faint reverberation of a fowling-piece.

But as the day advanced, evidences of the approaching feast began to be apparent. Early in the forenoon Massan and Prince returned with heavy loads of venison on their shoulders, and an hour later Bryan staggered into the fort bending under the weight of a well-filled bag of fish. He had been at his favourite fishing quarters in the dark valley, and was dripping wet from head to foot, having fallen, as usual, into the water. Bryan had a happy facility in falling into the water that was quite unaccountable  and rather enviable in warm weather. As the cooking operations were conducted on an extensive scale, a fire was kindled in the open air in the rear of the mens house; round which fire, in the course of the forenoon, Bryan and La Roche performed feats of agility so extravagant, and apparently so superhuman, that they seemed to involve an element of wickedness from their very intensity. Of course no large dinner ever passed through the ordeal of being cooked without some accidents or misfortunes, more or less. Even in civilised life, where the most intricate appliances are brought to bear on the operation by artistes thoroughly acquainted with their profession, infallibility is not found. It would be unjust, therefore, to expect that two backwoodsmen should be perfectly successful, especially when it is remembered that their branch of the noble science was what might be technically termed plain cookery, the present being their first attempt in the higher branches.

Their first difficulty arose from the larger of the two plum-puddings, which La Roche had compounded under the directions of Mrs Stanley and the superintendence of Edith.

I say, Losh, cried Bryan to his companion, whose head was at the moment hid from view in a cloud of steam that ascended from a large pot over which he bent, apparently muttering incantations.

Vell, fat you want?

Faix, and its just fat that I dont want, said Bryan, pointing, as he spoke, to the large pudding, which, being much too large for the kettle, was standing on the rim thereof like the white ball of foam that caps a tankard of double X. Its more nor twice too fat already. The kittle wont hould it, no how.

Oh, stuff him down, dat is de way, suggested La Roche.

Stuff it down, avic, an whats to come o the wather? said Bryan.

Ah! true, dat is perplexible, vraiment.

At this moment the large pot boiled over and a cloud of scalding steam engulfed the sympathetic Frenchman, causing him to yell with mingled pain and rage as he bounded backwards.

Musha! but yell come to an early death, Losh, if ye dont be more careful o yer dried-up body.

Taisez vous, donc, muttered his companion, half angrily.

Taisin ye? avic, sorra wan o mes taisin ye. But since ye cant help me out o me throubles, Ill try to help mysilf.

In pursuance of this noble resolve, Bryan went to the store and fetched from thence another large tin kettle. He then undid the covering of the unwieldy pudding, which he cut into two equal parts, and having squeezed them into two balls, tied them up in the cloth, which he divided for the purpose, and put them into the separate kettles, with the air of a man who had overcome a great difficulty by dint of unfathomable wisdom. It was found, however, that the smaller pudding, intended for Stanleys table, was also too large for its kettle; but the energetic blacksmith, whose genius was now thoroughly aroused, overcame this difficulty by cutting off several pounds of it, and transferring the pudding thus reduced to the kettle, saying in an undertone as he did so, Theres more nor enough for the six o ye yit, av yer only raisonable in yer appetites.

But the superfluity of the pudding thus caused became now a new source of trouble to Bryan.

Whats to be done wid it, Losh? I dont like to give it to the dogs, an its too small intirely to make a dumplin of.

You better heat him raw, suggested La Roche.

Faix, an Ive half a mind to; but it would spile my dinner. Hallo! look out for the vainison, Losh.

Ah, oui; oh! misere! cried La Roche, springing over the fire, and giving a turn to the splendid haunch of venison which depended from a wooden tripod in front of the blaze, and, having been neglected for a few minutes, was beginning to singe.

What have ye in the pot there? inquired Bryan.

Von goose, two duck, trois plovre, et von leetle bird  I not know de name of  put him in pour experiment.

Very good, Losh; out wid the goose and well cram the bit o dumplin into him for stuffin.

Ah! superb, excellent, cried La Roche, laughing, as he lifted out the goose, into which Bryan thrust the mass of superfluous pudding; after which the hole was tied up and the bird re-consigned to the pot.

Everything connected with this dinner was strikingly suggestive of the circumstances under which it was given. The superabundance of venison and wild-fowl; the cooking done in the open air; the absence of women, and the performance of work usually allotted to them by bronzed and stalwart voyageurs; the wild scenery in the midst of which it took place; and the mixture of Irish, English, French, Indian, Esquimau, and compound tones, that fell upon the ear as the busy work went on,  all tended to fill the mind with a feeling of wild romance, and to suggest powerfully the idea of being, if we may so express it, far, far away! As the proceedings advanced towards completion, this feeling was rather increased than removed.

Tables and chairs were a luxury that still remained to be introduced at Fort Chimo, when the men found leisure from more urgent duties to construct them. Therefore the dining-table in Stanleys hall was composed of three large packing-cases turned bottom up. There was no cloth wherewith to cover its rough boards; but this was a matter of little importance to the company which assembled round it, punctually at the hour of four. In place of chairs there were good substantial nail-kegs, rather low, it is true, and uncommonly hard, but not to be despised under the circumstances. Owing to the unusual demand for dishes, the pewter plates and spoons and tin drinking-cups  for they had little crockery  were of every form and size that the store contained; and the floor on which it all stood was the beaten ground, for the intended plank flooring was still growing in the mountain glens.

But if the equipage was homely and rude, the fare was choice and abundant; and an odour that might have gladdened the heart of an epicure greeted the nostrils of the captain and his two mates when they entered the hall, dressed in blue surtouts with bright brass buttons, white duck trousers, and richly flowered vests (waistcoats). There was a splendid salmon, of twenty pounds weight, at one end of the board; and beside it, on the same dish, a lake-trout of equal size and beauty. At the other end smoked a haunch of venison, covered with at least an inch of fat; and beside it a bowl of excellent cranberry jam, the handiwork of the hostess. A boiled goose and pease-pudding completed the catalogue. Afterwards, these gave place to the pudding which had caused Bryan so much perplexity, and several dishes of raisins and figs. Last, but not least, there was a bottle of brandy and two of port wine; which, along with the raisins and figs, formed part of the limited supply of luxuries furnished by the Hudsons Bay Company to Stanley, in common with all the gentlemen in the service, in order to enable them, now and then, on great occasions, to recall, through the medium of a feast, the remembrance of civilised life.

The display in the mens house was precisely similar to that in the hall. But the table was larger and the viands more abundant. The raisins and figs, too, were wanting; and instead of wine or brandy, there was a small supply of rum. It was necessarily small, being the gift of Stanley out of his own diminutive store, which could not, even if desired, be replenished until the return of the ship next autumn.

On the arrival of the guests a strange contrast was presented. The sailors, in white ducks, blue jackets with brass buttons, striped shirts, pumps, and straw hats, landed at the appointed hour, and in hearty good-humour swaggered towards the mens house, where they were politely received by the quiet, manly-looking voyageurs, who, in honour of the occasion, had put on their best capotes, their brightest belts, their gayest garters, and most highly-ornamented moccasins. The French Canadians and half-breeds bowed, shook hands, and addressed the tars as messieurs. The sailors laughed, slapped their entertainers on the shoulders, and called them messmates. The Indians stood, grave and silent, but with looks of good-humour, in the background; while the Esquimaux raised their fat cheeks, totally shut up their eyes, and grinned perpetually, not to say horribly, from ear to ear. But the babel that followed is beyond the powers of description, therefore we wont attempt it.

Here, however, the characteristic peculiarity of our scene ceases. The actual demolition of food is pretty much the same among all nations that are not absolutely savage; and, however much contrast might have been observed in the strange mixture of human beings assembled under the hospitable roof of Fort Chimo, there was none whatever in the manner in which they demolished their viands. As the evening advanced, a message was sent to Monsieur Stanley for the loan of his violin.

Ay, said he, as the instrument was delivered to Bryan, who happened to be the messenger and also the performer ay, I thought it would come to that ere long. Dont be too hard on the strings, lad. Twill be a rough ball where there are no women.

Thrue, yer honour, replied the blacksmith, as he received the instrument, theres a great want of faymales in thim parts; but the sailors have consinted to ripresint the purty craytures on the present occasion, which is but right, for, ye see, the most o thims shorter nor us, an their wide breeches are more like the pitticoats than our leggins.

Many were the stories that were told and retold, believed, disbelieved, and doubted, on that memorable night; and loud were the songs and long and strong the dancing that followed. But it was all achieved under the influence of pure animal spirits, for the rum supplied afforded but a thimbleful to each. The consequence was that there were no headaches the following morning, and the men were up by break of day as fresh and light as larks. A feeling of sadness, however, gradually crept over the band as the dawn advanced and the schooner prepared for her departure.

By six oclock the flood-tide turned, and a few minutes later all the sailors were aboard, hoisting the sails and anchor, while the men stood silently on the beach where they had just parted from their guests.

Good-bye once more, Mr Stanley; good-bye, Mr Morton, said the captain, as he stepped into his boat. I wish you a pleasant winter and a good trade.

Thank you, thank you, captain, replied Stanley; and dont forget us out here, in this lonely place, when you drink the health of absent friends at Christmas time.

In a few minutes the anchor was up, and the schooner, bending round with a fair wind and tide, made for the narrows.

Give them a cheer, lads, said Frank.

Obedient to the command, the men doffed their caps and raised their voices; but there was little vigour in the cheer. It was replied to from the schooners deck. Just as the flying-jib passed the point a gun was fired, which once more awakened the loud echoes of the place. When the smoke cleared away, the schooner was gone.

Thus was severed the last link that bound the civilised world to the inhabitants of Fort Chimo.




Chapter Twenty.

Winter approaches  Esquimaux arrive  Effect of a word  A sucking baby  Prospects of trade.

For many days after the ships departure the work of completing the fort went forward with the utmost rapidity, and not until the houses and stores were rendered weather-tight and warm did Stanley consider it advisable to send out hunting and fishing parties into the mountains. Now, however, the frosts continued a great part of the day as well as during the night, so it was high time to kill deer and fish, in order to freeze, and so preserve them for winters consumption.

Up to this time no further traces of Esquimaux had been discovered, and Stanley began to express his fears to Frank that they had left the neighbourhood altogether, in consequence of the repeated attacks made upon them by Indians. Soon after this, however, the fur-traders were surprised by a sudden visit from a party of these denizens of the north.

It happened on the afternoon of a beautiful day towards the close of autumn, that charming but brief season which, in consequence of its unbroken serenity, has been styled the Indian summer. The men had all been dispatched into the mountains in various directions, some to fish, others to shoot; and none were left at the fort except its commandant with his wife and child, and Oolibuck the Esquimau. Stanley was seated on a stone at the margin of the bay, admiring the vivid alterations of light and shade, as the sun dipped behind the mountains of the opposite shore, when his eye was attracted towards one or two objects on the water near the narrows. Presently they advanced, and were followed by several others. In a few minutes he perceived that they were Esquimau canoes.

Jumping hastily up, Stanley ran to the fort, and bidding his wife and child keep out of sight, put two pair of pistols in his pockets and returned to the beach, where he found Oolibuck gazing at the approaching flotilla with intense eagerness.

Well, Oolibuck, here come your countrymen at last, said Stanley. Do they look friendly, think you?

Me no can tell; they most too quiet, replied the interpreter.

Esquimaux in general are extremely noisy and full of animated gesticulation on meeting with strangers, especially when they meet on decidedly friendly terms. The silence, therefore, maintained by the natives as they advanced was looked upon as a bad sign. The fleet consisted of nine kayaks, and three large oomiaks full of women and children; and a curious appearance they presented at a distance, for the low kayaks of the men being almost invisible, it seemed as if their occupants were actually seated on the water. The oomiaks being much higher, were clearly visible. On coming to within a quarter of a mile of the fort, the men halted to allow the women to come up; then forming in a crescent in front of the oomiaks, the whole flotilla advanced slowly towards the beach. When within a hundred yards or so, Stanley said, Now, Oolibuck, give them a hail.

Chimo! Chimo! Chimo-o-o! shouted the interpreter.

The word acted like a talisman.

Chimo! yelled the Esquimaux in reply, and the kayaks shot like arrows upon the sand, while the women followed as fast as they could. In another minute a loud chattering and a brisk shaking of hands was taking place on shore.

The natives were dressed in the sealskin garments with which arctic travellers have made us all more or less acquainted. They were stout burly fellows, with fat, oily, and bearded faces.

Now tell them, Oolibuck, the reason of our coming here, said Stanley.

Oolibuck instantly began, by explaining to them that they had come for the purpose of bringing about peace and friendship between them and the Indians; on hearing which the Esquimaux danced and shouted for nearly a minute with joy. But when the interpreter went on to say that they intended to remain altogether among them, for the purpose of trading, their delight knew no bounds; they danced and jumped, and whooped and yelled, tossed up their arms and legs, and lay down on the sand and rolled in ecstasy. In the midst of all this, Mrs Stanley rushed out of the house, followed by Edith, in great terror at the unearthly sounds that had reached her ears; but on seeing her husband and Oolibuck laughing in the midst of the grotesque group, her fears vanished, and she stood an amused spectator of the scene.

Meanwhile, Stanley went down and stepped into the midst of one of the oomiaks, with a few beads and trinkets in his hands; and while Oolibuck entertained the men on shore, he presented gifts to the women, who received them with the most childish demonstrations of joy. There was something irresistibly comic in the childlike simplicity of these poor natives. Instead of the stiff reserve and haughty demeanour of their Indian neighbours, they danced and sang, and leaped and roared, embraced each other and wept, with the most reckless indifference to appearances, and seemed upon all occasions to give instant vent to the feelings that happened to be uppermost in their minds. As Stanley continued to distribute his gifts, the women crowded out of the other oomiaks into the one in which he stood, until they nearly sank it; some of them extending their arms for beads, others giving a jolt to the hoods on their backs, which had the effect of bringing to light fat, greasy-faced little babies, who were pointed to as being peculiarly worthy of attention.

At length Stanley broke from them and leaped ashore, where he was soon followed by the entire band. But here new objects  namely, Mrs Stanley and Edith  attracted their wondering attention. Approaching towards the former, they began timidly to examine her dress, which was indeed very different from theirs, and calculated to awaken curiosity and surprise. The Esquimau women were dressed very much like the men  namely, in long shirts of sealskin or deerskin with the hair on, short breeches of the same material, and long sealskin boots. The hoods of the women were larger than those of the men, and their boots much more capacious; and while the latter had a short stump of a tail or peak hanging from the hinder part of their shirts, the women wore their tails so long that they trailed along the ground as they walked. In some cases these tails were four and six inches broad, with a round flap at the end, and fringed with ermine. It was, therefore, with no little surprise that they found Mrs Stanley entirely destitute of a tail, and observed that she wore her upper garment so long that it reached the ground. Becoming gradually more familiar, on seeing that the strange woman permitted them to handle her pretty freely, one of them gently lifted up her gown to see whether or not she wore boots; but receiving a somewhat prompt repulse, she began to caress her, and assured her that she did not mean to give offence.

By this time Frank and some of the men had joined the group on the shore, and as it was getting late Stanley commanded silence.

Tell them I have somewhat to say to them, Oolibuck.

The interpreters remark instantly produced a dead silence.

Now ask them if they are glad to hear that we are going to stay to trade with them.

A vociferous jabbering followed the question, which, by Oolibucks interpretation, meant that their joy was utterly inexpressible.

Have they been long on the coast?

No; they had just arrived, and were on their way up the river to obtain wood for building their kayaks.

Did they see the bundle of presents we left for them at the coast?

Yes, they had seen it; but not knowing whom it was intended for, they had not touched it.

On being told that the presents were intended for them, the poor creatures put on a look of intense chagrin, which, however, passed away when it was suggested to them that they might take the gifts on their return to the coast.

And now, said Stanley, in conclusion, tis getting late. Go down to the point below the fort and encamp there for the night. We thank you for your visit, and will return it in the morning. Good-night.

On this being translated, the Esquimaux gave a general yell of assent and immediately retired, bounding and shouting and leaping as they went, looking, in their gleesome rotundity, like the infant progeny of a race of giants.

I like the look of these men very much, said Stanley, as he walked up to the house with Frank. Their genuine trustfulness is a fine trait in their character.

No doubt of it, replied Frank. There is much truth in the proverb, Evil dreaders are evil doers. Those who fear no evil intend none. Had they been Indians, now, we should have had more trouble with them.

I doubt it not, Frank. You would have been pleased to witness the prompt alacrity with which the poor creatures answered to our cry of Chimo, and ran their kayaks fearlessly ashore, although, for all they knew to the contrary, the rocks might have concealed a hundred enemies.

And yet, said Frank, with an air of perplexity, the Esquimau character seems to me a difficult problem to solve. When we read the works of arctic voyagers, we find that one mans experience of the Esquimaux proves them to be inveterate thieves and liars, while another speaks of them as an honest, truthful people  and that, too, being said of the same tribe. Nay, further, I have read of a tribe being all that is good and amiable at one time, and all that is bad and vile at another. Now the conduct of these good-natured fellows, in reference to the bundle of trinkets we left at the mouth of the river, indicates a degree of honesty that is almost too sensitive; for the merest exertion of common-sense would show that a bundle hung up in an exposed place to public view must be for the public good.

Nevertheless they seem both honest and friendly, returned Stanley, and I trust that our experience of them may never change. To-morrow I shall give them some good advice in regard to procuring furs, and show them the wealth of our trading store.

When the morrow came the visit of the Esquimaux was returned by the entire force of Fort Chimo, and the childish delight with which they were received was most amusing. The childishness, however, was only applicable to these natives when expressing their strong feelings. In other respects, particularly in their physical actions, they were most manly; and the thick black beards and moustaches that clothed the chins of most of the men seemed very much the reverse of infantine. The children were so exactly like to their parents in costume that they seemed miniature representations of them. In fact, were a child viewed through a magnifying glass it would become a man, and were a man viewed through a diminishing glass he would become a child  always, of course, excepting the beard.

Bryan became a special favourite with the natives when it was discovered that he was a worker in iron, and the presents with which he was overwhelmed were of a most extraordinary, and, in some cases, perplexing nature. One man, who seemed determined to get into his good graces, offered him a choice morsel of broiled seal. No, thankee, lad, said Bryan; Ive had my brickfust.

Supposing that the broiling had something to do with the blacksmiths objection, the Esquimau hastily cut off a slice of the raw blubber and tendered it to him.

Dye think Im a haythen? said Bryan, turning away in disgust.

Ah, try it, Bryan, cried La Roche, turning from an Esquimau baby, in the contemplation of which he had been absorbed try it; tis ver goot, I sure you. Ver goot for your complaint, Bryan. But come, here, vitement.  Just regardez dat hinfant. Come here, queek!

Thus urged, Bryan broke away from his host (who had just split open the shinbone of a deer, and offered him the raw marrow, but without success), and, going towards La Roche, regarded the baby in question. It was a remarkably fine child, seemingly about ten months old, with a round, rosy, oily face, coal-black hair, and large, round, coal-black eyes, with which it returned the stare of the two men with interest. But that which amused the visitors most was a lump of fat or blubber, with a skewer thrust through it, which its mother had given to the child to suck, and which it was endeavouring to thrust down its throat with both hands.

Come here, Oolibuck; pourquoi is de stick?

Ho, ho, ho! laughed Oolibuck. Dat is for keep de chile quiet; and de stick is for no let him choke; him no can swallow de stick.

Musha! but it would stick av he did swallow it, said Bryan, turning away with a laugh.

In the course of the day Stanley and Frank conducted the natives to the fort, and having given them all an excellent dinner and a few gifts of needles, scissors, and knives, led them to the store, where the goods for trade were ranged temptingly on shelves round the walls. A counter encompassed a space around the entrance-door, within which the natives stood and gazed on wealth which, to their unsophisticated minds, seemed a dream of enchantment.

Having given them time to imbibe a conception of the room and its treasures, Stanley addressed them through the interpreter; but as reference to this worthy individual is somewhat hampering, we will discard him forthwith  retaining his style and language, however, for the benefit of his fellow-countrymen.

Now, you see what useful things I have got here for you; but I cannot give them to you for nothing. They cost us much, and give us much trouble to bring them here. But I will give them for skins and furs and oil, and the tusks of the walrus; and when you go to your friends on the sea-coast, you can tell them to bring skins with them when they come.

Ye vill do vat you vish. Ye most happy you come. Ye vill hunt very mush, and make your house empty of all dese tings if ye can.

Thats well. And now I am in need of boots for my men, and you have a good many, I see; so, if you can spare some of these, we will begin to trade at once.

On hearing this, the natives dispatched several of their number down to the camp, who soon returned laden with boots. These boots are most useful articles. They are neatly made of sealskin, the feet or soles being of walrus hide, and perfectly waterproof. They are invaluable to those who have to walk much in ice-cold water or among moist snow, as is the case in those regions during spring and autumn. In winter the frost completely does away with all moisture, so that the Indian moccasin is better at that season than the Esquimau boot.

For these boots, and a few articles of native clothing, Stanley paid the natives at the rates of the regular tariff throughout the country; and this rate was so much beyond the poor Esquimau estimate of the relative value of boots and goods, that they would gladly have given all the boots and coats they possessed for what they received as the value of one pair.

Overjoyed at their good fortune, and laden with treasure, they returned to their camp to feast, and to sing the praises of the Kublunat, as they termed the fur-traders.




Chapter Twenty One.

Silent conversation  Raw food  Female tails  A terrible battle terminated by the interposition of a giant.

Of all the people at Fort Chimo no one was more interested in the Esquimaux than little Edith. She not only went fearlessly among them, and bestowed upon them every trinket she possessed, but, in her childlike desire for the companionship and sympathy of human beings of her own age and sex, she took forcible possession of two little girls who happened to be cleaner, and, therefore, prettier than the others, and led them away to her own ravine, where she introduced them to her favourite berries and to her dog Chimo. At first the dog did not seem to relish the intrusion of these new favourites, but seeing that they did not induce his mistress to caress him less than before, he considerately tolerated them. Besides, the Esquimaux had brought their dogs along with them; and Chimo, being of an amicable disposition, had entered into social fellowship with his own kind. We have said that Chimo was sagacious, and it is quite possible he may have felt the propriety of granting to Edith that liberty which he undoubtedly claimed for himself.

But Ediths intercourse with her little Esquimau protégées was necessarily confined to looks  the language of the eye making up for the absence of that of the tongue. There were many things, however, in which language was not required as a medium of communication between the children. When the berries were good, the brightening eyes and smacking lips spoke a language common to all the human race. So, also, when the berries were sour or bitter, the expression of their faces was peculiarly emphatic. The joyous shout, too, as they discovered a new scene that pleased their eyes, while they roved hand in hand through the ravines, or the shrinking glance of fear as they found themselves unexpectedly on the edge of a precipice, was sufficiently intelligible to the trio. The little friends presented a striking and grotesque contrast. It would have been difficult to say whether the little Esquimaux were boys or girls. If anything, the costume seemed more to indicate the former than the latter. Like their mothers, they wore loose deerskin shirts with the hair on the outside, which gave them a round, soft, burly appearance  an appearance which was increased by their little boots, which were outrageously wide, and quite as long as their legs. The frocks or shirts had hoods and tails, which latter, according to fashion, were so long that they trailed on the ground. The inconvenience of the tail is so great that the women, while travelling on a journey, get rid of it by drawing it between their legs, and, lifting up the end, fastening it in front to a button sewed to their frock for the purpose. In travelling, therefore, Esquimau women seem to be destitute of this appendage; but, on arriving at camp, they undo the fastening, and walk about with flowing tails behind them!

Ediths costume consisted of a short frock made of dark blue cloth, and a head-dress peculiar to the Indian women among the Crees. It was preferred by the little wearer to all other styles of bonnet, on account of the ease with which it could be thrown off and on. She also wore ornamented leggings and moccasins. Altogether, with her graceful figure, flaxen curls, and picturesque costume, she presented a strong contrast to the fat, dark, hairy little creatures who followed her by brook and bush and precipice the livelong day.

One morning, about two weeks after the arrival of the Esquimaux, Edith went down to the camp after breakfast, and found her two companions engaged in concluding their morning meal. The elder, whose name was Arnalooa, was peering with earnest scrutiny into the depths of a marrowbone, from which she had already extracted a large proportion of the raw material. The younger, Okatook, seized a lump of raw seals flesh, as Edith entered their hut, and, cutting therefrom a savoury morsel, put it into her mouth as she rose to welcome her visitor.

Oh! how can you? said Edith, with a look of disgust at this ravenous conduct on the part of her friend. But Edith had said, Oh! how can you? and Oh! shocking! and Oh! why dont you give up eating it raw? and Oh! why wont you have it cooked? nearly every day for the last two weeks, without producing any other effect than a gleeful laugh from the little Esquimaux; for, although they did not comprehend her words, they clearly understood her looks of disapproval. But although they would not give up the habit of eating raw flesh, which they had been accustomed to from their infancy, they were prevailed on so far to break through the habits of their people as to wash their hands and faces before going out to play. This they did because Edith positively refused to go with them unless they did so.

Lifting up the end of her tail and wiping her mouth therewith, Arnalooa smiled at Ediths look of reproach, and ran laughing towards the shore, where she and Okatook washed their hands, after which they followed Edith and Chimo to their favourite ravine. Although she knew that they did not understand a word of what she said, Edith invariably kept up a running fire of small talk, in reference chiefly to the objects of nature by which they were surrounded. To this the little hairy creatures listened intently with smiling faces, and sometimes they laughed prodigiously, as though they understood what was said, so that their companion felt as if she were really conversing with them, although she was sadly perplexed at the utter impossibility of obtaining an intelligible reply to a question when she chanced to put one.

Oh, what a lovely glen! cried Edith, her eyes beaming with delight, as, on turning the point of a projecting crag, she and her companions found themselves in a spot which they had not before seen during their rambles. It was a wild, savage gorge, full of fallen rocks, hemmed in with high cliffs, fringed here and there with willows and mosses, among which were a few brilliant wild-flowers. The lights and shadows of the spot were thrown into powerful contrast by a gleam of sunshine which flashed down among the rugged masses, lighting up peaks and sharp edges in some spots, while in others they were thrown into the profoundest gloom.

Oh! is it not a delightful place? cried Edith, as she bounded up the rugged path, followed by Chimo, while the two Esquimau girls buttoned up their tails, and followed her as fast as their more cumbrous habiliments would permit.

For a quarter of an hour the party toiled up the steep ascent, pausing now and then to pluck a flower, or to look back on the wild path by which they had come, until they reached a ridge of rock, beyond which lay a small lake or pool. So dark and still did it lie within the shadow of the overhanging cliffs that it resembled a pool of ink. Here the adventurous explorers sat down to recover breath, and to gaze in childish delight, not unmixed with awe, at the wild scene around them.

The peculiar wildness of the spot seemed to exercise an unusual influence over the dog; for, instead of lying down, as it was wont to do, at the feet of its young mistress, it moved about uneasily, and once or twice uttered a low growl.

Come here, Chimo, said Edith, when these symptoms of restlessness had attracted her attention; what is the matter with you, my dear dog? Surely you are not frightened at the appearance of this wild place! Speak, dog; see, Arnalooa is laughing at you.

Edith might have said with more propriety that Arnalooa was laughing at herself, for the little Esquimau was much amused at the serious manner in which her Kublunat friend spoke to her dog. But Chimo refused to be comforted. He raised his snout, snuffed the air once or twice, and then, descending the gorge a short distance, put his nose close to the ground and trotted away.

That is very odd of Chimo, said Edith, looking into Arnalooas face with an expression of perplexity.

As she spoke Okatook pointed, with an eager glance, up the ravine. Turning her eyes hastily in the direction indicated, Edith beheld a deer bounding towards them. It was closely followed by a savage wolf. The deer seemed to be in the last stage of exhaustion. Its flanks were wet with moisture, its eyes starting from their sockets, and its breath issued forth in deep sobs, as it bounded onwards, seemingly more by the force of its impetus than by any voluntary exertion. More intent on the danger behind than on that which lay before it, the deer made straight for the pass in which the three girls stood, and scarcely had they time to spring to the sides of the cliff, when it swept by like an arrow. Instantly after, and ere it had taken two bounds past them, the wolf sprang forward; caught it by the throat, and dragged it to the ground, where in a few seconds it worried the noble animal to death. It is probable that the chase now terminated had begun at early dawn that day, for deer being fleeter than wolves they prolong the chase until overcome by the superior strength and dogged perseverance of their ravenous enemies. Over mountain and hill they had bounded along together, through glen and gorge, across river and lake, bursting headlong through bush and brake, or under the shadow of frowning cliffs, and toiling, at a foot pace and with panting sides, up the steep hills, in the fierce blaze of the sun, the one impelled by hunger, the other by fear, until at length the scene closed in the wild pass, almost at the feet of the three children.

But retribution was in store for the savage destroyer. Ere yet the lifes blood had teased to flow from the throat of the dying deer, and while the wolfs fangs were still dripping with its gore, a fierce bark, followed by a terrific growl, rang among the cliffs, and Chimo, with his ears laid back and his formidable row of teeth exposed, rushed up the gorge and seized the wolf by the neck! Thus assailed, the wolf returned the bite with interest, and immediately a fight of the most energetic character ensued.

The wolf was much larger and more powerful than Chimo, but was greatly exhausted by its long chase, while the dog was fresh and vigorous. Once or twice Chimo tossed his huge adversary by main strength, but as often he was overturned and dreadfully shaken, while the long fangs of the wolf met in his neck, and mingled the blood of the deer, which bespattered his black muzzle, with the lifes blood that began to flow copiously from Chimos veins. At this moment a shout was heard farther up the ravine. The three girls turned hastily, and saw, on a point of rock which projected from the mountain side and overhung the dark pool, the figure of a man, of such immense proportions that they instinctively shrank back with terror. The position in which he stood made him appear larger than he really was. The scattered gleams and slant rays of sunshine that played around the spot invested him as with a supernatural halo, while a bright glow of light on the cliff behind detached him prominently from the surrounding shadows. He poised a spear in his right hand, and, while Edith gazed at him in terror, the weapon flew whistling through the air and was buried in the side of the wolf. But so close did the spear pass, that Edith involuntarily stepped back as she heard it whiz. In doing so she lost her balance and fell over the cliff. Fortunately, Arnalooa caught her by the dress and partially broke her fall, but the descent was sufficiently steep and rugged to render the child insensible.

When Edith recovered consciousness, her first emotion was that of terror, on beholding a large, dark-bearded face bending over her; but a second glance showed her that the eyes of the stranger gazed upon her with a look of tenderness, and that Arnalooa and Okatook were kneeling beside her with an expression of anxiety. Had anything further been wanting to allay her fears, the sight of Chimo would have done it. It is true the sturdy dog panted heavily, and occasionally licked his wounds, as he sat on his haunches at her feet; but he was wonderfully calm and collected after his recent mortal conflict, and regarded his young mistress from time to time with an air of patronising assurance.

As Edith opened her eyes, the stranger muttered some unintelligible words, and, rising hastily, went to a neighbouring spring, at which he filled a rude cup with water. In doing this, he revealed the huge proportions of the gigantic Esquimau whom we introduced to our reader in a former chapter. He was dressed in the same manner as when we first saw him, but his face was somewhat altered, and his black eyebrows were marked by that peculiar curve which is expressive of deep melancholy. Returning quickly from the spring, he kneeled beside the little girl, and, raising her head on his broad hand, held the goblet to her lips.

Thank you, said Edith faintly, as she swallowed a few drops; I think I had better go home. Is Chimo safe? Chimo! She started up as the recollection of the fight with the wolf flashed upon her; but the fall had stunned her rather severely, and scarcely had she risen to her feet when she staggered and fell back into the arms of the Esquimau.

Seeing that she was quite unable to walk, he raised her in his powerful arm as if she had been a young lamb. Catching the dead wolf by the neck as he passed, and springing from rock to rock with catlike agility, he bore his burden down the ravine, and strode towards the fort under the guidance of Okatook and Arnalooa.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Maximus  Deer spearing  A surprisingly bad shot  Character of the natives.

Hallo! what have we here? exclaimed Stanley, starting from his seat in amazement, as the giant entered the hall of Fort Chimo  his left hand grasping a blood-stained wolf by the throat, and Edith resting in his right arm.

At first the startled father imagined his child must have been wounded, if not killed, by the savage animal; but his mind was immediately relieved on this point by Edith herself, who was no sooner laid on her bed than she recovered sufficiently to narrate the circumstances attending her fall.

Well, Maximus, said Stanley, returning to the hall and applying to the bulky savage the term that seemed most appropriate to him, shake hands with me, my good fellow. Youve saved Chimos life, it seems; and thats a good turn Ill not forget. But a  . I see you dont understand a word I say. Hallo! Moses, Moses! you deaf rascal, come here! he shouted, as that worthy passed the window.

Yis, mossue, said Moses, entering the hall. Oh, me! what a walrus am dis! Me do blieve him most high as a tree an more broader nor iveryting!

Hold thy tongue, Moses, and ask the fellow where he came from; but tell him first that Im obliged to him for saving Chimo from that villainous wolf.

While Moses interpreted, Arnalooa and Okatook, being privileged members of the tribe, crossed over to Ediths room.

Well, what says he? inquired Stanley, at the end of a long address which the giant had delivered to Moses.

Him say he heered we have come to trade, from Eskeemo to westard, and so him come for to see us.

A most excellent reason, said Stanley. Has he brought any furs?

Yis; him brought one two fox, and two tree deer. No have much furs in dis country, him say.

Sorry to hear that. Perhaps his opinion may change when he sees the inside of our store. But I would like him to stay about the fort as a hunter, Moses; he seems a first-rate man. Ask him if he will consent to stay for a time.

Praps he fuss-rate, praps not, muttered Moses in a disparaging tone, as he turned to put the question.

Him say yis.

Very good; then take him to your house, Moses, and give him some food and a pipe, and teach him English as fast as you can, and see that it is grammatical. Dye hear?

Yis, mossue, me quite sure for to teach him dat.

As Moses turned to quit the hall, Stanley called him back. Ask Maximus, by-the-bye, if he knows anything of a party of Esquimaux who seem to have been attacked, not long ago, by Indians in this neighbourhood.

No sooner was this question put than the face of Maximus, which had worn a placid, smiling expression during the foregoing conversation, totally changed. His brows lowered, and his lips were tightly compressed, as he regarded Stanley for a few moments ere he ventured to reply. Then, in a deep, earnest tone, he related the attack, the slaughter of his people, their subsequent escape, and the loss of his bride. Even Moses was agitated as he went on, and showed his teeth like an enraged mastiff when the Esquimau came to speak of his irreparable loss.

Stay one moment, said Stanley, when Maximus concluded. I have something to show you; and hastening into his room, he quickly returned with the little piece of sealskin that had been found at the deserted Indian camp. Do you know anything of this, Maximus? Do you understand these marks?

The Esquimau uttered a cry of surprise when his eye fell on the piece of skin, and he seemed much agitated while he put several quick, earnest questions to Moses, who replied as earnestly and quickly; then turning rapidly on his heel, he sprang through the doorway, and was soon lost to view in the stunted woods of the ravine above the fort.

That fellow seems in a hurry, exclaimed Frank Morton, entering the room just as the savage made his exit. Who is he, and wherefore in so great haste?

As to who he is, answered Stanley, Ill tell you that after Moses has explained the cause of his sudden flight.

He say that hims wife make dat skin, and de arrow on him skin show dat de Injuns take her to deir tents.

But did you not tell him that we found the skin long ago, and that the Indians must be far, far away by this time  nobody knows where? demanded Frank.

Yis, me tell him. But he go for to see de spot. Tink him find more tings, praps.

Oh, messieurs, voilà! shouted La Roche, pointing towards the river, as he rushed, breathless with haste, into the hall; les Esquimaux, dem kill all de deer dans le kontry. Oui, voilà! dans les kayak. Two dozen at vonce  vraiment! Without waiting a reply, the excited Frenchman turned round and rushed out of the house, followed by Stanley and Frank, who seized their guns, which always hung ready loaded on the walls of the apartment.

On reaching the waters edge, the scene that met their eye was indeed sufficient to account for the excitement of La Roche. A herd of perhaps fifty or sixty deer, on their way to the coast, and ignorant of the foes who had so recently invaded their solitudes, had descended the ravine opposite the fort, with the intention of crossing the river. The Esquimaux had perceived this, and keeping themselves and their kayaks concealed until most of the animals were in the water, and the leaders of the herd more than two-thirds over, they then gave chase, and getting between the deer and the opposite shore, cut off their retreat, and drove them towards their encampment.

Here the slaughter commenced, and Stanley and Frank arrived at the scene of action while they were in the midst of the wholesale destruction. In all directions the kayaks, with their solitary occupants, were darting about hither and thither like arrows in the midst of the affrighted animals; none of which, however, were speared until they were driven quite close to the shore. In their terror, the deer endeavoured to escape by swimming in different directions; but the long double-bladed paddles of the Esquimaux sent the light kayaks after them like lightning, and a sharp prick on their flanks turned them in the right direction. There were so many deer, however, that a few succeeded in gaining the land; but here the guns of the traders awaited them. In the midst of this wild scene, Franks attention was arrested by the cool proceedings of an Esquimau, whose name was Chacooto. He had several times exhibited a degree of shrewdness beyond his fellows during his residence near the fort, and was evidently a man of importance in the tribe. Chacooto had collected together a band of the herd, amounting to fifteen, and, by dint of cool decision and quick movements, had driven them to within a few yards of the shore, exactly opposite the spot whereon his tent stood. One young buck, of about two years old, darted away from the rest more than once, but, with a sweep of the paddle and a prick of the lance, Chacooto turned it back again, while a quiet sarcastic smile played on his countenance. Having driven the herd close enough in for his purpose, the Esquimau ended the career of the refractory buck with a single thrust of his lance, and then proceeded coolly to stab them all one after another.

Och, the spalpeen! said a voice at Franks ear. Tis himsilf knows how to do it, an no mistake. Musha! his lance goes out and in like a thailors needle; an he niver strikes more nor wance, the haythen!

He certainly does know how to do it, Bryan, replied Frank; and its a comfort to know that every thrust kills in a moment. I like to see as little of the appearance of cruelty as possible in work of this kind.

Arrah! theres wan thatll chate im, anyhow, cried Bryan, throwing forward his gun in nervous haste, as one of the deer gained the land, despite Chacootos rapidity, and bounded towards the hills.

Frank smiled at the eager haste of his companion, who was one of the poor shots of the party, and, consequently, always in a hurry. Now, Bryan, theres a chance. Take your time. Just behind the shoulder; a little low, for that gun kicks horribly.

Murder and blazes, she wont go off! cried the exasperated Irishman, as, after a wavering effort to take aim, he essayed unsuccessfully to pull the trigger.

Half-cock, man! Cock it! said Frank quickly.

So tis, be the mortial! Och, Bryan, yer too cliver, ye are! he exclaimed, rectifying his error with a force that nearly tore off the dog-head. At that instant there was a sharp crack, and the deer, bounding into the air, fell dead on the sand at the edge of the willows.

Forgive me, Bryan, said Massan, chuckling and reloading his piece as he walked up to his comrade. I would not ha takent out o yer teeth, lad, if ye had been ready; but one bound more would ha put the beast beyond the reach o a bullet.

Faix, Massan, ye desarve to be hanged for murther. Shure I was waitin till the poor crayture got into the bushes, to give it a chance o its life, before I fired. Thats the way that gintlemen from the ould country does when were out sportin. We always put up the birds first, and fire afterwards; but you salvages murther a poor brute on the sand, whin its only two fathoms from ye. Shame on ye, Massan.

See, Massan, cried Frank, pointing to another deer, which, having escaped its pursuers, had gained the heights above. That fellow is beyond us both, I fear. Be ready when it comes into view beyond the cliff there.

But Massan did not move; and when Frank threw forward his gun, he felt his arm arrested.

Pardon me, monsieur, said Massan respectfully; theres a sure bullet about to start for that deer.

As he spoke, he pointed to Dick Prince, who, ignorant of the fact that the deer had been seen by Frank, was watching its reappearance from behind a neighbouring rock, at some distance from where they stood. In a second it came into view  the bullet sped  and the deer bounded lightly into the bushes, evidently unhurt!

It is difficult to say whether Dick Prince or his comrades exhibited most amazement in their looks at this result. That the crack shot of the party  the man who could hit a button in the centre at a hundred yards, and cut the head off a partridge at a hundred and fifty  should miss a deer at ninety yards, was utterly incomprehensible.

Is it yer own gun yeve got? inquired Bryan, as the discomfited marksman walked up.

No; its yours, replied Prince.

A smile, which resolved itself into a myriad of wrinkles, flitted over the blacksmiths face as he said  

Ah, Prince! yell requare long practice to come to the parfect use o that wipon. Ive always fired three yards, at laste, to the left, iver since we fell over the hill togither. If its a very long shot, it requares four to take the baste in the flank, or four an a half if ye want to hit the shoulder, besides an allowance o two feet above its head, to make up for the twist I gave it the other day in the forge, in tryin to put it right!

This explanation was satisfactory to all parties, especially so to Prince, who felt that his credit was saved; and if Prince had a weakness at all, it was upon this point.

The deer were now all killed, with the exception of those of the band that had been last in entering the river. These, with a few stragglers, had returned to the shore from which they started. The remainder of the evening was devoted to skinning and cutting up the carcasses  an operation requiring considerable time, skill, and labour.

While the people at the fort were thus employed, Maximus (who adopted at once the name given to him by Stanley) returned from his fruitless journey to the Indian camp, and assisted the men at their work. He made no allusion whatever to his visit to the deserted Indian camp; but, from the settled expression of deep sadness that clouded his countenance, it was inferred that what he had seen there had not tended to raise his hopes.

The supply of deer obtained at this time was very seasonable, for the frost had now begun to set in so steadily that the meat could be hung up to freeze, and thus be kept fresh for winters consumption. Some of it, however, was dried and stored away in bales; while a small quantity was pounded after being dried, made into pemmican, and reserved for future journeys.

As for the Esquimaux, they gave themselves up, during the first night, to feasting and rejoicing. During the short time that they had been at the fort, they had converted the promontory on which they were encamped into a scene of the utmost confusion and filth. A regard for truth constrains us to say, that although these poor creatures turned out to be honest, and simple, and kind-hearted, they did not by any means turn out to be cleanly; quite the reverse.

They had erected four summer tents on the beach, which were composed of skins sewed together, and supported on poles in such a way as to afford ample room for the accommodation of their families. The entrance to each tent was through a passage, which was also made of skins, hung over a line fastened to a pole at the distance of twelve or fifteen feet from the tent. Each side of this entrance was lined with piles of provisions  seals, fish, ducks, and venison, in various stages of decay, which rendered the passage into the interior a trying operation. True, it was intended that the frost should prevent this decay; but, unfortunately, the frost did not always do its duty. The manner in which they cut up their deer and prepared them for future use was curious. After cutting the animals into two, without skinning them, they pinned up the front half with the heart and liver in the cavity. The other half they treated in a similar way, minus the heart and liver, and then put them out to freeze until required. When frozen, they were frequently used in their tents as seats, until the gradual diminution of the larder demanded that they should be appropriated to their proper use.

The tribe of Esquimaux who resided near Fort Chimo at this time were possessed of an enormous stone kettle, in which they boiled an entire deer at one time; and while the good people luxuriated on the flesh of the animal in their tents, the dogs assembled round the boiler to await the cooling of the soup  thus verifying the assertion formerly made by Massan on that head.

The dogs resembled those of the Newfoundland breed in some respects, but were scarcely so large or good-looking, and had erect instead of pendent ears. There were about a dozen of them; and it was wonderful to observe the patience with which they sat in a circle round the kettle, gazing earnestly at the soup, licking their chaps the while, in anticipation of the feast.

The successful hunt was regarded as worthy of being specially celebrated by the distribution of a glass of grog to the men, and also to the Esquimaux; for at the time we write of, the Hudsons Bay Company had not yet instituted the wise and humane regulation which has since become a standing order throughout all parts of the country, except where there is opposition  namely, that ardent spirits shall not be given to the natives. However, Stanleys natural disposition led him to be very circumspect in giving spirits to the men and natives, and the supply now issued was very small.

In the men it produced a desire for the violin, and created a tendency to sing and tell stories. In the Esquimaux it produced at first dislike, and afterwards wild excitement, which, in the case of Chacooto, ended in a desire to fight. But his comrades, assisted by his wives, overpowered him, tied him in a sack made of sealskin, and left him to roar and kick till he fell asleep!

The honesty of these natives was exhibited very strikingly in all their dealings with the fur-traders. Although iron tools of every description were scattered about the fort, while the men were engaged in erecting the several buildings, not one was missed; and even the useless nails and scraps of metal that were thrown away, when they were found by chance by the Esquimaux, were always brought to the house, and the question asked, Were they of any use? before being appropriated. They were great beggars, however; which was not surprising, considering the value of the articles possessed by the traders, and their own limited means of purchasing them. Their chief wealth at this time lay in boots and deerskins, which the women were constantly employed in preparing; but Stanley urged them to go into the interior and hunt, as, although deerskins and boots were useful, furs were infinitely more valuable. But the Esquimaux had much too lively a dread of the Indians to venture away from the coast, and seemed inclined to hang about the place in comparative idleness much longer than was desirable.




Chapter Twenty Three.

More arrivals  Honesty  Indians come upon the scene  The tribes reconciled  Disease and death change the aspect of things  Philosophic discourse.

A day or two after the successful deer-hunt above related, several bands of Esquimaux arrived at Fort Chimo, and encamped beside their comrades. This unusual influx of visitors soon exhausted the venison that had been procured; but hunting parties were constantly on the alert, and as game of all kinds was plentiful, they lived in the midst of abundance. To all of these Stanley made small presents of beads and tobacco, and recommended them strongly to go and hunt for furs. But they seemed to like their quarters, and refused to move. The new arrivals, along with those who had first come, formed a band of about three hundred, and were found, almost without exception, to be a quiet, inoffensive, and honest people.

As a proof of this latter quality, we may mention a circumstance that occurred a few days after the arrival of the last band. Being desirous of taking some additional soundings, Stanley launched his boat by the help of the Esquimaux, for his own men were all absent hunting and fishing. The boat referred to had been sent to the fort in the ship, and was a most useful and acceptable gift from the Governor of the Fur Company to the gentleman in charge of Ungava. Stanley hoisted his sails, and prepared to run down the river; but ere he had advanced a hundred yards, he was startled by a burst of loud cries from the shore, and, looking back, he observed the whole band of natives pouring like a torrent into the fort! His heart leaped within him as he thought of his unprotected wife and child. Turning the boat towards the shore, he ran it on the beach, and, leaving it with all the sails standing, he rushed into the square of the fort, forcing his way through the crush of natives, whose vociferous talking rendered what they said, for a time, unintelligible. At length Moses forced his way through the crowd, followed by one of the natives, who led a large dog by a line fastened round its neck.

Whats the matter, Moses? whats wrong? cried Stanley.

Oh, noting at all, replied Moses, casting a look of pity at his countrymen. Dem are great gooses. Die man here wid de dog, him say dat de childn was play in de square of dis fort, an one o dem trow stone and broke a window. It was de son ob dis man what do it, an him say he most awful sorry  an all de people sorry, so dey bring de dog to pay for de broken window.

Im glad its nothing worse, cried Stanley, much relieved. Tell them Im happy to find they are sorry, and I hope they will keep the children out of the square in future; but I dont want the dog. It was an accident, and not worth making such a noise about.

The Esquimaux, however, would not agree to look upon this accident as a light matter. They said truly, that glass was not to be got so easily as the ice-blocks with which they formed windows to their own winter houses, so they insisted on the dog being accepted; and at length Stanley gave in, but took care that the native who gave it should not be a loser in consequence of his honesty. Moreover, Stanley begged of them to send up several of their best dogs, saying that he would purchase them, as he was in want of a team for hauling the winter firewood.

Next day, while Stanley was engaged in the trading store with a party of Esquimaux, he was surprised by hearing a volley of musketry fired at the back of the fort. Snatching up a loaded gun as he ran hastily out, he found that the shots had been fired by a band of Indians as a salute to the fort on their arrival.

This was the first time that Indians had made their appearance since the arrival of the fur-traders; and their advent at the present time was most fortunate, as it afforded Stanley an opportunity of commencing his negotiations as peacemaker in the presence of a considerable band of both parties. The Indians, fifteen in number, were all clothed, with the exception of their chief, in deerskin hunting shirts, ornamented moccasins of the same material, and cloth leggings. They wore no head-dress, but their long, straight, black hair was decorated with feathers and small metallic ornaments, among which were several silver thimbles. Their powder-horns and shot-pouches were gaily ornamented with bead and quill work; and they were all armed with long guns, on which they leaned as they stood silently, in a picturesque group, on the flat, rocky platform above the spring, which has been more than once alluded to.

This platform overlooked the fort, and was a favourite promenade of the traders. At present it formed a sort of neutral ground, on which the Indians took their stand. The red men were overawed by the very superior number of the Esquimaux, and felt that they were safe only so long as they stood on the flat rock, which was the only path leading to the ravine, through which, if need be, they could easily escape into the mountains.

The chief of the Indians, unlike his fellows, was dressed in a costume of the most grotesque and brilliant character, and, certainly, one which, however much it might raise the admiration of his savage companions, did not add to his dignity in the eyes of the traders. He wore a long, bright scarlet coat, richly embroidered with gold lace, with large cuffs, and gilt buttons; a pair of blue cloth trousers, and a vest of the same material; a broad worsted sash, and a hat in the form of the ordinary beaver or silk hat of Europe. The material, however, was very coarse; but this was made up for by the silver, and gilt cords, and tassels with which it was profusely decorated. He evidently felt his own importance, and stood with a calm, dignified gaze, waiting to be addressed.

Hailing Ma-istequan, who leaned on the axe with which he had been cutting firewood when the volley of the Indians arrested him, Stanley bade him invite them to enter the fort.

We cannot come down, replied the chief, after Ma-istequan had given the invitation. The Eskimos are in numbers like the stars; we are few. If the pale-faces are our friends, let them come up here and take us by the hand and bring us down.

Very reasonable, said Stanley to Frank, who stood beside him; we must take care that the Esquimaux do not take advantage of their numbers to avenge their ancient wrongs.

Then, turning to the natives, who had now crowded in large numbers into the fort, Stanley addressed them in a serious tone; told them that the time had now come when he hoped to reconcile the Innuit and the Allat (Esquimau name for Indians) together; and that he expected they would show their gratitude for his many kindnesses to them by treating the Indians, who were his friends, with hospitality. The Esquimaux promised obedience, after which Stanley ascended to the promenade, and taking the Indian chief by the hand, led him towards the fort, followed by the whole band in single file.

It is not necessary to detail the speeches that followed on both sides on this occasion, and the eloquence that was expended that evening in the cause of peace. Suffice it to say that the Indians and Esquimaux shook hands and exchanged gifts in the presence of the assembled garrison of Fort Chimo. But although the traders had reason to congratulate themselves on having so far succeeded in the establishment of peace, they could not conceal from themselves the fact that while, on the one hand, the Esquimaux appeared to be perfectly sincere and cordial in their professions, on the other hand the Indians evinced a good deal of taciturnity at first, and even after their reserve was overcome, seemed to act as men do who are constrained to the performance of a distasteful action.

In general character, the Indians of Labrador do not contrast well with the Esquimaux  at least this may with truth be said of those who afterwards became attached to the district of Ungava. The Indian is reserved and taciturn, while the Esquimau is candid, frank, and communicative. Of course there are exceptions on both sides.

On the evening of the same day, Stanley had much difficulty in overcoming the reserve of the Indians, so as to procure information regarding the interior; and it was not until their hearts were opened by the influence of tobacco, that they condescended to give the required information. This was to the effect that there were not many fur-bearing animals in the immediate vicinity of Ungava, but that there were a good many in the wooded country lying to the southward and eastward. Here, however, the Indians do not care to hunt, preferring rather to keep to the heights of land, and near the coast, where the deer are numerous. In fact, Stanley afterwards found that the facility with which the Indians procured deer in this part of the country was a serious drawback to the fur trade, as they contented themselves with trapping just enough of otters, foxes, etcetera, to enable them to procure a supply of ammunition with which to hunt the deer.

The Indians had brought a few beaver and other furs to trade, and, after receiving a good meal and a few presents, they took up their quarters on a plot of ground close to the fort. Here they lived a short time in perfect friendship with the Esquimaux, visiting them, and hunting in company; but more than once they exhibited their natural disposition by stealing the goods of their neighbours. On one occasion, two Esquimau children were missed from the camp, and in the course of the day they returned to their parents clothed in Indian costume! This was a very polite piece of attention on the part of the Indians, but the effect of it was much marred, the same day, by the abstraction of a knife from an Esquimau tent. Stanley insisted on the article being restored, and severely reprimanded the offender. But, although the general harmony of the camp was sometimes broken by such events, the friendship between the two parties seemed to be gradually increasing, and Stanley saw with satisfaction that the Allat and the Innuit bade fair to become fast friends for the future.

But an event occurred at this time which put an end to their intercourse, and very much altered the aspect of affairs. For some time past the men at the fort had been subject to rather severe attacks of cold, or a species of influenza. This they unfortunately communicated to the Esquimaux, who seemed to be peculiarly susceptible of the disease. Being very fat and full-blooded, it had the most dreadful effect on the poor creatures, and at a certain stage almost choked them. At last one night it was reported that ten of their number had died from absolute suffocation. All of these had been strong and robust, and they died after two days illness.

One of those who were attacked was Ediths little friend, Arnalooa, and just before the ten Esquimaux died, Edith had gone down to the camp with a present of beads to console her. She found her much better, and, after talking to her for some time, she took her leave, promising to pay her another visit next day. True to her promise, Edith sallied forth after breakfast with a little native basket on her arm. About half an hour afterwards, while Stanley was sitting in the hall with his wife and Frank, they were startled by the sudden appearance of Edith, out of breath from the speed with which she had run home, and her face overspread with a deadly paleness.

What is the matter, my darling? cried her mother, starting up in alarm.

Oh! the Esquimaux are lying dead on the sand, gasped Edith, as she laid her head on her mothers breast, and the rest are all gone.

Without waiting to hear more, Frank and Stanley took down their guns and hastened to the camp. Here a scene of the most horrible kind presented itself. The whole camp exhibited evidences of a hasty flight, and eight of the people who had died during the night were lying exposed on the rocks, with their white faces and ghastly eyeballs turned towards the sky. The other two had been buried on the rocks under a heap of stones, which did not conceal them entirely from view.

No wonder poor Edith was alarmed, said Stanley sadly, as he leaned on his fowling-piece and surveyed the scene of desolation and death.

I have been told, remarked Frank, that the Esquimaux have a superstitious dread of this river. Oolibuck mentioned to me this morning that he has had a good deal of conversation with the natives about this disease, and they told him that it invariably attacks them when they enter this river, and carries them off by dozens; so that they never come into it except when they require wood, and always stay as short a time as possible.

Ah! thats bad, said Stanley; I fear that it will go much against the success of the establishment. But we must hope better things; and, truly, with this exception, all has gone well hitherto. Said they anything more, Frank?

Yes; they hinted, it seems, their intention of flying away from this fatal spot, and taking up their abode for the winter at the mouth of False River, where they can obtain a livelihood by seal-fishing; but Oolibuck thought they did not mean to put the threat in execution, and did not imagine that they were in such alarm that they would go off without burying their dead.

We must do that for them, Frank, said Stanley, turning to retrace his steps to the fort; send down as many of the men as you can spare to-day, and get it done at once.

By the way, said Frank, as they walked along the beach, it seems that many years ago the Moravian missionaries came to the mouth of this river, and talked of setting up a trading-fort here; but, from some cause unknown, they gave up their design and went away. Maximus has been telling me all he knows about the matter; but his reports are vague, and the event must have occurred, if it occurred at all, when he was a child.

Very possibly, Frank. You know the Moravians have settlements along the coasts of Labrador, to the eastward of this. They may have made an attempt long ago to push as far as this. I have always had a high opinion of the energy and perseverance of these missionaries, but I cannot get over the incongruity of their strange way of mingling trade with religion. It seems to me an unnatural sort of thing for missionaries to be fur-traders. I do not mean by this to object to their system, however; I daresay it works well, but Ive had no means of judging.

It is strange, replied Frank; yet it seems a good plan. The missionaries trade there in order that they may live and preach. Twould be a good thing for the Indian country if the same principles and practice actuated the traders; with this difference, that instead of missionaries becoming fur-traders, the fur-traders would become missionaries. It does seem a species of infatuation, continued Frank, energetically, as he warmed with the subject, that men, calling themselves Christians, should live for years and years among the poor Indians of America and never once name to them the great and saving name of Christ. Of course I do not wonder at those who make little or no profession of Christianity; but there are men in the fur-trade who seem to be deeply impressed with the truths of Gods Word  who are alive to the fact that there is no name under heaven given among men whereby we can be saved except the name of Christ  who know and feel that the Indians around them are living without God, and therefore without hope in the world  who feel that Christ is all in all, and that the Christian religion, however perfect and beautiful as a code of morals, is utterly worthless as to salvation unless there be in the heart the special love of Jesus Christ;  men who admit and profess to believe all this, yet never speak of Christ to the natives  never mention the name that can alone save them from eternal destruction.

Be not hasty, Frank, replied Stanley. I agree with you, that it is strange indeed we do not see and hear more of this missionary spirit among the traders, and I, for one, take your words as a deserved rebuke to myself; but if there are, as you say, many among us who are deeply impressed with the truths of Gods Word, how know you that we never mention our Saviours name to the Indians? Although fur-traders do not mount the pulpit, they may, in private, make mention of that name, and do an amount of good that will only be fully known when the trader, the trapper, and the Indian shall stand side by side before the judgment-seat of Christ. Observe, I do not say that this is actually the case; I only suggest that it is possible  may I not add, probable?

It may be so, returned Frank, it may be so, and God forgive me if I have judged the men of the fur-trade unjustly; but I certainly know one who has made somewhat of a profession of Christianity in his day, and yet has done next to nothing, and that one is Frank Morton.

Ill not gainsay that, Frank, said Stanley, with a quiet smile; and I think we are not likely to err much when we apply censure to ourselves. It is curious that you and I should have been thinking of the very same subject. A few days ago, while my wife and I were conversing together about the Esquimaux, we agreed to devote a good deal of our leisure time next winter to reading and explaining the Bible to our Esquimau interpreters, in the hope that they may afterwards be the means of much good among their poor countrymen.

Whether or not the good resolutions made at this time were ever put in practice we cannot say. Let us hope that they were.

Not long after the sudden flight of the Esquimaux, the Indians struck their tents and took their departure for the interior, with the intention, as they said, of hunting for furs, but more probably, as Ma-istequan suggested, to hunt the deer. During all the time of their residence at the fort, Maximus had kept out of their way as much as possible. He seldom met them without a frown of hatred, for he regarded them as the representatives of a race which had robbed him of his bride; and there were times when the giants spirit chafed so fearfully at the sight of the red men, that nothing but the remembrance of his promise to Stanley, to offer them no injury, prevented him from stirring up his tribe to overwhelm and destroy them. It was, therefore, with a feeling of relief that Maximus beheld them march single file over the rocky platform, and disappear in the ravine that led into the mountains.

The traders of Ungava were once more left in solitude, and from this time forward, until the winter set in, they devoted all their energies to laying up a stock of provisions sufficient to last till spring.

Dick Prince and Massan were sent after the deer in company. Augustus and Bryan were dispatched to a small lake to establish a fishery; in which they were very successful, and soon caught a large supply of excellent white-fish, trout, and carp, which they gutted and hung up by their tails to dry and freeze. Frank and Moses went to another small lake, about ten miles down the river, and built a hut of willows, in which they dwelt while engaged at the fishery. As there was still much to be done in the way of completing the fort, and making furniture, Stanley retained La Roche, Oolibuck, and the two Indians to assist him in this, as well as in the performance of the miscellaneous minor duties about the station, such as cutting up firewood, covering the roofs of the stores with tarpaulin, shooting such birds and animals as came near the fort, constructing rude chairs and tables, cooking, etcetera, etcetera; while François and Gaspard were sent up the river to fell trees, for the purposes both of building and firewood. Edith and her mother found ample occupation  the latter in the use of her needle and the cares of the household; the former in learning her lessons, visiting her berry-ravine, dressing her doll (for she had a doll, as a matter of course), and in holding long and frequent converse with Chimo.

Thus they spent their time; too busily occupied to take much note of its rapid flight, and scarce noticing the lengthening nights and shortening days, until needles of ice began with slow and silent progress to shoot across and solidify the waters of the bay.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Effect of snow on the feelings, not to mention the landscape  A wonderful dome of ice.

There are times and seasons, in this peculiar world of ours, when the heart of man rejoices. The rejoicing to which we refer is not of the ordinary kind. It is peculiar; and, whether its duration be long or short, its effect powerful or slight, it is quite distinct and emphatic. We do not intend to enter into a detail of the occasions that call forth this feeling of exultation. Far be it from us to venture into such perilous depths of philosophy. Our sole reason for making these preliminary observations is, that we may, with proper emphasis, introduce the statement, that one of these occasions of rejoicing is, when man arises from his couch, on a brilliant, sunny, sparkling morning, gazes forth from his window, and beholds the landscape  which yesterday was green, and red, and brown, and blue  clad in a soft mantle of whitest snow!

What! you dont agree with us? You shudder at the preposterous idea of such a sight being fitted to rejoice the heart of man in any degree whatever? Well, well; do not sneer at our weakness. If we cannot sympathise with each other on this subject, perchance there are other things in which we can. But whatever be our opinion in regard to this, the point that we have to deal with at present is, the opinion of Edith Stanley, who, on rising hastily one morning, and looking forth from her little window, evinced the rejoicing of her heart most emphatically, by her loud exclamation of delight and the sparkling of her bright blue eyes.

Independently of the cheerful lightness and the virgin purity of the mantle, which in itself tended to awaken emotions of gladness in Ediths heart, there was something in its sudden appearance that carried her back violently and vividly to bygone days. The winter garb had no associations, yet, with Ungava; but it had with Moose Fort, and the dear companions she used to play with there. It recalled the time when she and her little friends sallied forth, each with her small wooden sledge drawn after her by a line, to slide thereon down the banks of the frozen river with headlong speed, and upset at the bottom amid shouts of laughter. It recalled the time when she made the first attempt to walk in snow-shoes, upon which occasion she tripped and fell into the snow, as a matter of course, and was advised to wait till she was older. It recalled the memory of her fathers team of dogs, and the delightful drives she used to have over the frozen river; which drives often resulted in an upset, perhaps several, and always resulted in fun. It recalled the house in the old fort that used to be her home; the row of houses belonging to the men, to which she often went, and was always welcomed as a great favourite; the water-hole on the river from which the old Canadian drew his daily supply; and the snow-house in the yard which she built in company with Frank Morton, and which stood the whole winter through, but gave way at last before the blazing sun of spring, and fell  as ill luck would have it  when she and Chimo were sitting there, so that she and the dog together had a hard struggle ere they got free. All these, and many more thick-coming memories of other days, were aroused by the vision of snow that met Ediths gaze that morning, and caused her heart with peculiar fervour to rejoice.

Winter had now descended with iron grasp upon Ungava. For some weeks the frost had been so intense that every lake and pool was frozen many inches thick, and the salt bay itself was fringed with a thick and ever-accumulating mass of ice. The snow which now fell was but the ceremonial coronation of a king whose reign had commenced in reality long before.

But the sunshine did not last long. The rolling fogs and vapours of the open and ice-laden sea beyond ascended over the wild mountains, obscured the bright sky, and revealed the winter of the north in all its stern, cold reality. Every cliff and crag and jagged peak had its crown of snow, and every corrie, glen, and gorge its drifted shroud. In places where the precipices were perpendicular, the grey rocks of the mountains formed dark blotches in the picture; but, dark although they were, they did not equal in blackness the river, on which floated hundreds of masses of ice and several ponderous icebergs, which had been carried up from the sea by the flood-tide. Over this inky expanse the frost-smoke hung like a leaden pall  an evil spirit, as it were, which never left the spot till protracted and intense frost closed the waters of the river altogether, and banished it farther out to sea. But this entire closing of the river very seldom happened, and never lasted long.

Fort Chimo itself, at least as much of it as remained unburied, was a mere speck on the edge of the white plain at the mountains foot, scarce distinguishable, at a short distance, from the straggling black pines and willow bushes that seemed thrust out into the waste from the ravines above and below the fort. But on a nearer approach, the fort assumed an air of greater importance; the influences, too, of the cold, cheerless scene we have described, were broken and dissipated by the sights of comfort and sounds of cheerfulness within. The shout of the water-drawer, as he roused the dogs and went forth with his empty cask, hauled on a little sledge, to draw from the bubbling spring behind the fort; the sounds of the hammer, the chisel, and the axe, in the carpenters shop; the merry clank of Bryans hammer, and the bright flame that gleamed from the window of the forge,  all bore evidence of the fact, that however powerful the influence of winter might be without, it had little power within the wooden walls of Fort Chimo, and could not check the life, or heart, or industry of man.

The only other human being visible in the open air, besides the water-drawer, was La Roche, who, with a fur cap covering his head and ears, and leathern mittens on his hands, hewed and hacked the billets with which he purposed to replenish the fire for cooking the mid-day meal.

Pausing in his labour, and dusting off the hoar-frost that covered his eyebrows and whiskers, he looked at the edge of his hatchet for a few seconds with an expression of contempt. Then, throwing the implement on his shoulder, he crossed the yard and entered the blacksmiths shop.

Bryan, said he, seating himself on the edge of the forge and filling his pipe, while Vulcans votary scattered a shower of gems from a white-hot bar of iron at every blow of his hammer Bryan, you no fit for noting. Dat axe is blont encore. Oui, cest vrai. Now dat is très mal. How you not can temper him edge better?

Timper it better, is it? answered Bryan, putting the iron bar in the fire, and regarding his companion earnestly while he blew the bellows. Faix, tis mysilf Id need to timper better, in order to put up wi the likes o you, ye wretched crature. How can ye expict it to kape its idge when ye lave it for iver lyin among yer pots and kittles?

Dat is not it, replied La Roche, applying a glowing coal to his pipe. Tis de mauvais steel. But I not com for to fight wid you. Your tongue trop long pour dat. I com for ax you to give me turn ov de grindstone, sil vous plait.

Ye dont desarve it, Losh; but wait till Ive finished this job and Ill lind ye a hand.

Be-the-bye, resumed Bryan, when the metal was cooled, has François finished that sled for Miss Edith?

Oui, replied La Roche, seating himself at the grindstone. (Ah! pas si vite, a leet more slow, Bryan.) Oui, him make it all ready; only want de ring-bolts.

Thin it wont want thim long. Ye can take thim over to the shop when ye go across. There they are on the binch.

Bryan continued to turn the handle of the stone for some time in silence.

Dye know, Losh, he resumed, whin Mister Frank is goin to the fishery?

He go demain, I blieve, and Mademoiselle Edith go too.

None o the min goin? inquired the blacksmith.

Non. Monsieur Frank just go for to try if dere be any fish to be cotch by de hook; and I tink he go more for to give Edith one drive dan dat.

Very likely, Losh. The poor purty little crature. Shes very fond o sledgin and walkin in snow-shoes. Tis well for her, bekase theres a want o companions for her here intirely.

Ah! mercy, dat is superb, magnifique! said the Frenchman, feeling the edge of the axe with his thumb. It sharp nuff to shave de hair off your ogly face, Bryan.

Thin be off wid ye, an dont kape me longer from my work. An shut the door quick behind ye; theres cowld enough in the place already.

So saying, Bryan resumed his hammer, and La Roche, following the snow-track across the yard, recommenced his labour of chopping firewood.

Next day, Frank and Edith made preparations for the excursion alluded to in the foregoing conversation.

The object for which this excursion was undertaken was twofold  first, to ascertain if there were any fish in a large lake about ten miles distant from the fort; and, secondly, to give little Edith a drive for the good of her health. Not that her health was bad, but several weeks of bad weather had confined her much to the house, and her mother thought the change would be beneficial and agreeable; and tenderly did that mothers heart yearn over her little child, for she felt that, although she was all to Edith that a mother could be, nature had implanted in her daughters mind a longing desire for the companionship of little ones of her own age, which could not be satisfied by any substitute  not even that of a tender mother, who sought, by all the means in her power, to become a child again for Ediths sake.

Immediately after breakfast that day Frank took Edith by the hand, and led her round by the back of the fort, towards the kennel where the dogs were kept, intending to release Chimo, who was to have the honour of hauling the sledge of his young mistress. In passing the spring, Edith paused, as she had often done before during the winter, to gaze with wonder on the transformation that had taken place in the appearance of the once green and fertile spot. Not only was it covered with deep snow, but over the spring there was formed a singular dome of ice. This dome was a subject of continual astonishment to every one at Ungava. It had commenced to rise soon after the first hard frosts had sealed up the little fountain from the open air. As time passed by, the covering became thick ice, and was bulged gradually up above the surrounding waste, until it reached an elevation of not much less than twelve or thirteen feet. Inside of this the spring bubbled up as of yore.

What think you, Edith? said Frank, as a sudden thought occurred to him; shall I cut a doorway into that crystal house, and see if the spirit of the spring dwells there?

Edith clapped her hands with delight at the idea, and urged her companion to begin at once. Then, checking him as he was about to commence the work with his hatchet, she said earnestly  

Do spirits really dwell in the springs, Frank?

Why, Eda, we must send to England for a lot of fairy tales to teach you what I mean. I do but jest when I speak of spirits living there. But many books, have been written about pretended spirits and fairies, which tell us of their wonderful adventures, and what they said and did long ago. I shall tell you some of these stories one of these days. But I daresay there are no spirits in this spring.

Faix, an it would be a rale misfortune if there was, sir, remarked Bryan, who came up at this moment, and touched his cap; for it would be only sperits and wather, which wouldnt kape in this cowld climate. Ive finished the ring-bolts for the sled, sir, an came to see when ye would have them fixed.

Put them in your pocket, Bryan, for a few minutes, and lend a hand here to cut a hole through this dome.

As Frank spoke, he drew a small axe from his belt, and began to lay about him so vigorously that the icy splinters flew in all directions like a shower of broken crystal. Bryan seconded his efforts, and in less than half an hour a block of solid ice, about four feet high and two broad, was cut out and detached from the side of the dome.

Thatll do, Bryan, said Frank, when their work was nearly completed; Ill finish it myself now. Go to the carpenters house, and François will show you what to do with the sled.

As Bryan walked away, Frank dealt the mass of ice a blow that split it into several pieces, which he quickly removed, revealing to the astonished and eager gaze of his young companion a cavern of a most beautiful light blue colour. Taking Edith by the hand, he led her into this icy cave. Its walls were quite luminous and delicately blue, except in places where the green moss and earth around the spring had been torn from the ground and lifted up along with the dome. Icicles hung in various places from the roof, and the floor was hard and dry, except in the centre, where the spring bubbled up through it, and cut a channel across towards one side of the icy wall, where it disappeared under the snow.

Oh, what a beautiful palace! cried Edith, with delight, after she had gazed around her for a few minutes in silent wonder and admiration. I shall come and live here, Frank. Oh! do come, and let us get chairs and a small table, and make it our sitting-room. We can come every day when the sun shines and read, or you can tell me the tales about spirits and fairies you spoke of!

A good idea, Eda; but I fear we would need a stove to keep us warm. It strikes me it will make a capital ice-house in spring to keep our fresh meat in. It will last long after the snow is melted.

Then we shall make a palace of it in winter and a meat-store in spring, cried Edith, laughing, as she walked round this newly-discovered house, examining its blue walls and peeping into the cold black spring. Meanwhile Frank examined it with a view to the utilitarian purpose, and, after both of them had gone round it several times, they continued on their way towards the dog-kennel.

The sledge which François had constructed for Edith was made after the model of those used by the Esquimaux. There were two stout runners, or skates, made of wood, for sliding over the snow. These were slightly turned up, or rather rounded up, in front, and attached to each other by means of cross bars and thin planks of wood; all of which were fastened, not by nails (for iron-work snaps like glass in such a cold climate as that of Ungava), but by thongs of undressed sealskin, which, although they held the fabric very loosely together in appearance, were, nevertheless, remarkably strong, and served their purpose very well. Two short upright bars behind served as a back to lean against. But the most curious part of the machine was the substance with which the runners were shod, in order to preserve them. This was a preparation of mud and water, which was plastered smoothly on in a soft condition, and then allowed to freeze. This it did in a few minutes after being exposed to the open air, and thus became a smooth, hard sheathing, which was much more durable and less liable to break than iron, or indeed any other sheathing that could be devised. This substance is, of course, easily repaired, and is always used by the Esquimaux in winter.

Esquimau sledges being heavy, and meant for carrying a number of people, require large teams of dogs. But Ediths sledge  or sled, as the men called it  was little. Moreover, Edith herself was little and light, therefore Chimo was deemed sufficiently powerful to draw it. So thoroughly correct were they in this supposition, that when Edith was seated in her sledge for a trial trip, and Chimo harnessed, he ran away with her and gave Frank a chase of half a mile over the river ere he condescended to stop in his wild career.

But the intended excursion was suddenly interrupted and postponed, by an event which we shall relate in the next chapter.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Buried alive  But not killed  The giant in the snow-storm.

The event which prevented the excursion referred to in the last chapter was neither more nor less than a snowstorm. Was that all? say you, reader? Nay, that was not all. Independently of the fact that it was a snowstorm the like of which you have never seen, unless you have travelled in northern climes, it was a snow-storm that produced results. Of these, more hereafter.

The storm began with a sigh  a mysterious sigh, that swept over the mountains of Ungava with a soft, mournful wail, and died slowly away in the distant glen of the Caniapuscaw, as if the spirit of the north wind grieved to think of the withering desolation it was about to launch upon the land.

The gathering clouds that preceded and accompanied this sigh induced Frank Morton to countermand his orders for the intended journey. In order to console Edith for the disappointment, he went with her into the hall, and, drawing a low stool towards the blazing stove, placed a draught-board upon it. Then he placed another and a lower stool beside the first, on which he seated Edith. Spreading a deerskin robe upon the ground, he stretched himself thereon at full length, and began to arrange the men.

The hall, which was formerly such a comfortless apartment, was now invested with that degree of comfort which always gathers, more or less, round a place that is continually occupied. The ceiling was composed of a carpet of deerskin stretched tightly upon the beams. The walls were hung all round with the thick heavy coats and robes of leather and fur belonging to the inmates, and without which they never ventured abroad. The iron stove in the centre of the apartment, with its pipe to conduct away the smoke, and its radiant fire of logs, emitted a cheerful glow in its immediate vicinity; which glow, however, was not intense enough to melt the thick ice, or rather hoar-frost, an inch deep, with which the two windows were encrusted, to the almost total exclusion of the view and the serious diminution of the light. The door was padded all round its edges with fur, which tended to check the bitter wind that often blew against it, and tempered the slight draught that did force its way through. Altogether the hall at Fort Chimo was curious and comfortable  rather shaggy in its general appearance, but sound and trustworthy at bottom.

A small rough table, the work of Frank Morton, stood close to the stove; and beside it was seated Mrs Stanley, with a soft yellow deerskin before her, which she was carefully transforming into a hunting coat for her husband. On another and a larger table was spread the tea equipage. Those who would understand this aright must for tea read supper. Among fur-traders the two are combined. Candles  dips made at the fort  had been brought some time ago by La Roche, who entered the hall by a back door which communicated with a passage leading to the kitchen behind.

What can have become of papa, I wonder? Mrs Stanley designated her husband by this epithet, in consequence of her desire to keep up the fiction of her being Ediths little sister or playfellow.

Frank looked up from the board. I know not, said he. I left him giving some orders to the men. We have been getting things made snug about the fort, for we expect a pretty stiff breeze to-night.  Take care, Eda; your crowns in danger.

Oh! so it is, cried Edith, snatching back her piece, and looking with intense earnestness at the board.

Frank might have observed, had he not been too deeply engaged with his game, that the expected stiff breeze had already come, and was whistling round the fort with considerable vigour.

Youll beat me, Eda, if you play so boldly, said Frank, with a smile. There, give me another crown.

And me too, said Edith, pushing up her piece. As she spoke, the door burst open, and Stanley sprang into the room.

Whew! what a night! he cried, shutting the door with a forcible bang, in order to keep out the snow-drift that sought to enter along with him.

Two moves would have made Frank the conqueror, but the gust of wind upset the board, and scattered the men upon the floor.

Stanley looked like a man of white marble, but the removal of his cap, coat, and leggings produced a speedy and entire metamorphosis.

Ho! La Roche!

Oui, monsieur.

Here, take my coat and shake the snow off it, and lets have supper as speedily as may be. The draughts without, Frank, are a little too powerful for the draughts within, I fear.  What, wife, making another coat? One would think you had vowed to show your affection for me by the number of coats you made. How many have you perpetrated since we were married?

Never mind; go and put on one now, and come to supper while it is hot.

Im glad it is hot, cried Stanley from his bedroom. One needs unusual heat within to make up for the cold without. The thermometer is thirty below.

While the party in the hall were enjoying their evening meal, the men were similarly employed beside the stove in their own habitation. There was not much difference in the two apartments, save that the confusion in that of the men was much greater, in consequence of the miscellaneous mass of capotes, caps, belts, discarded moccasins, axes, guns, and seal-spears, with which they saw fit to garnish the walls. The fumes of tobacco were also more dense, and the conversation more uproarious.

Tis a howlin night, observed Massan, as a gust of more than usual violence shook the door on its hinges.

Me tink de snow-drift am as tick in de sky as on de ground, said Oolibuck, drawing a live coal from the fire and lighting his pipe therewith.

Hould on, boys! cried Bryan, seizing his chair with both hands, half in jest and half in earnest, as another blast shook the building to its foundation.

The two Indians sat like statues of bronze, smoking their calumets in silence, while Gaspard and Prince rose and went to the window. But the frozen moisture on the panes effectually prevented their seeing out.

It was indeed an awful night  such a night as had not, until now, visited the precincts of Fort Chimo. Viewed from the rocky platform on the hill, the raging of the storm was absolutely sublime. The wind came sometimes in short, angry gusts, sometimes in prolonged roars, through the narrows, sweeping up clouds of snow so dense that it seemed as though the entire mass had been uplifted from the earth, hurling it upwards and downwards and in circling eddies, past the ravines, and round the fort, and launching it with a fierce yell into the valley of the Caniapuscaw. The sky was not altogether covered with clouds, and the broken masses, as they rolled along, permitted a stray moonbeam to dart down upon the turmoil beneath, and render darkness visible. Sometimes the wind lulled for a second or two, as if to breathe; then it burst forth again, splitting through the mountain gorges with a shriek of intensity; the columns of snow sprang in thousands from every hollow, cliff and glen, mingled in wild confusion, swayed, now hither, now thither, in mad uncertainty, and then, caught by the steady gale, pelted on, like the charging troops of ice-land, and swept across the frozen plain.

Could human beings face so wild a storm as this? Ay, they could  at least they could dare to try!

There was one traveller out upon the hills on that tremendous night. The giant was in the midst of it; but weak as the bulrush were the mighty limbs of Maximus before the rushing gale. Several days previous to this the Esquimau had been sent down to his brethren at False River, to procure some seal-meat for the dogs, and to ascertain the condition of the natives and their success in fishing. On arriving, he found that they had been so far successful, that starvation (their too frequent guest) had not yet visited their dwellings of snow. But Maximus found the old woman who had formerly saved his life very ill, and apparently about to die. Having learned from experience the efficacy of Stanleys medicines, he resolved to procure some for the old woman, whom he had tenderly watched over and hunted for ever since the eventful day of the attack. His dogs were exhausted, and could not return. But the bold Esquimau was in the prime of life, and animated by the fire of vigorous youth. The storm was beginning to mutter in the distance. What then?  Had he not faced the blasts of the frozen regions many a time before?  Without saying a word, he threw a junk of seal-flesh into his wallet, and, striding back upon his track at the mountains base, he disappeared in the driving snow.

Before reaching the fort, however, the full fury of the storm had burst upon him. It cast him headlong into the snow; but he rose and staggered on. Again it burst forth, and again he fell before it like a stately pine. Rising to his knees, Maximus draw the hood of his hairy garment close round his head and face, and tried to peer through the driving snow; but he could not see until a slight lull came; then he observed a hummock of ice at a short distance, and, rising, made towards it. The lulls were short-lived, however. The storm threw him down again; instantly he was drifted over with snow; another blast came, lifted the drift into the air, and left the Esquimau exposed to all its fury. But Maximus was not conquered. He rose again, panting, it is true, but sturdy as ever, and ready to take advantage of the next lull. It came soon; and he saw a rock, or, it might be, the base of a cliff close at hand. With a quick run he reached it; and, going down on his knees, began with his gloved hands to scrape a hollow in the snow. Having made a hole big enough to contain his body, he lay down in it, and, pulling the superincumbent snow down upon him, was almost buried in the ruin. Scarcely had he drawn the hood of his coat well over his face, when another burst of the storm dashed a column of curling drift upon the rock, and the place where he lay was covered up; not a wrinkle in the drift remained to mark the spot where he was buried!

All that night the storm roared among mountains with bitter fury; but next day the wind was subdued, and the sun shone brightly on the grey rocks and on the white wreaths of snow. It shone in all the lustre of an unclouded winter sky. Not only did the sun smile upon the scene, but two mock suns or parhelia, almost as bright as himself, shone on either side of him. Yet no ray of light illuminated the dwellings of the fur-traders. All was darkness there, until Stanley rose from his couch and lighted a candle, for the purpose of examining his watch.

Hallo! Frank, Frank! he cried, entering the hall, while he hastily threw on his garments; turn out, man; theres something wrong here. Tis past noon, and dark as midnight. Bring your watch; perhaps Im wrong.

Frank yawned vociferously, and sprang from his bed. In two seconds more he made his appearance in his trousers and shirt.

Past twelve, no doubt of  yea-o-ow! That accounts for my waking three times and going off again; but

Hey! what have we here? cried Stanley, as he opened the front door, and disclosed to view a solid wall of snow.

Snowed up; dear me! eh! thats odd, said Frank, beginning to comprehend the state of matters.

Snowed up they were, undoubtedly; so thoroughly snowed up that there was not a ray of daylight within their dwelling. Had Frank been above the snow, instead of below it, he would have seen that the whole fort was so completely buried that nothing was visible above the surface except the chimneys and the flagstaff. After the first few moments of surprise had passed, it occurred to Stanley that they might ascend to the regions above by the chimney, which was wide enough, he thought, to admit a man; but on looking up, he found that it also was full of drifted snow. This, however, could have been easily removed; but there was a bar of iron stretching across, and built into the clay walls, which rendered escape by that passage impossible.

Theres nothing for it, Frank, but to dig ourselves out, so the sooner we begin the better.

By this time they were joined by Edith and her mother, who, although much surprised, were not at all alarmed; for rough travelling in a wild land had taught them to regard nothing as being dangerous until it was proved to be so. Besides, Stanley had assured them that they had nothing to fear, as the only evil he anticipated would be the trouble they were sure to have in getting rid of the superabundant snow. While they were talking, the back door was opened violently, and La Roche, in a state of dishabille, burst into the room.

O messieurs, cest fini! Oui, le world him shut up tout togedder. Oh, misere! Fat shall ye to do?

Hold your tongue, La Roche, said Frank, and bring the kitchen shovel.

The cook instantly turned to obey, and as he rushed towards the kitchen his voice was heard exclaiming in the passage  

Ah, cest terrible! Mais I ver moshe fear de shovel be out in de neige. Ah, non; here it is. Cest bien.

Returning in haste to the hall, he handed a much dilapidated iron shovel to Frank, who threw off his coat and set to work with vigour. The tables and chairs, and all the furniture, were removed into the inner apartments, in order to afford room for the snow which Frank dug from the open doorway and shovelled into the centre of the room. As only one at a time could work in the narrow doorway, the three men wrought with the shovel by turns; and while one was digging the tunnel, the other two piled the débris in a compact mound beside the stove. As no fire had yet been kindled, the snow, of course, did not melt, but remained crisp and dry upon the floor. Meanwhile Edith looked on with deep interest, and occasionally assisted in piling the snow; while her mother, seeing that her presence was unnecessary, retired to her own room.

There, cried Frank, pausing and surveying an immense cavern which he had dug into the drift, thats a good spell. Take a turn now, La Roche, and dig upwards; we should see daylight soon.

Ah, vraiment, it be time, for it am von oclock, replied La Roche, as he plied the shovel.

The tunnel was cut in such a way as that, while it ran outwards, it also sloped upwards; and, from the angle at which it lay, Stanley calculated that thirty feet or thereabouts would bring them to the surface. In this he was correct, for when La Roche had worked for half an hour, the snow above became slightly luminous. But the labour of conveying it from the end of the tunnel into the hall became, of course, greater as the work advanced. At length the light penetrated so clearly that La Roche was induced to thrust his shovel upwards, in the expectation of penetrating the mass. The effect of this action was striking and unexpected. Instantly the roof fell in, and a flood of sunshine poured into the tunnel, revealing the luckless Frenchman struggling amid the ruins.

Oh, pull me hout! he spluttered, as Frank and Stanley stood laughing heartily at his misfortune. One of his legs happened to protrude from the mass as he made this earnest request; so Frank seized it, and dragged the poor man by main force from his uncomfortable position. Immediately afterwards they all three scrambled through the aperture, and stood in open day.

The sight that met their eyes was a curious though not a satisfactory one. All that remained visible of Fort Chimo were, as we have said, the chimneys and the flagstaff. In regard to the general aspect of the neighbourhood, however, there was little alteration; for the change of position in the drifts among the mountain gorges, and the addition to their bulk, made no striking alteration in the rugged landscape. In some places the gale had cleared the sides of the mountains and left their cliffs exposed to view; in other spots the gorges and ravines were choked up, and the pine tops nearly covered; and the open water in the lake was more encumbered than usual with icebergs.

Now, La Roche, said Stanley, after they had surveyed the desolate scene for a few minutes in silence, go fetch the shovel and well dig out the men. I daresay, poor fellows, theyre beginning to wonder at the length of the night by this time.

La Roche prepared to descend into the tunnel, when their attention was arrested by a strange sound beneath the snow. In a few minutes the crust began to crack at a spot not more than two yards from where they stood; then there was a sudden rupture, accompanied by a growl, and followed by the appearance of the dishevelled head and arms of a man.

Musha, boys, but Im out! Bryan coughed the snow from around his mouth, and winked it from his eyes, as he spoke. The first sight that met his bewildered gaze was three pair of expanded eyeballs and three double rows of grinning teeth, a few feet from his face. Uttering a cry of terror, he fell back into the hole, the snow closed over him, and he was gone!

It need scarcely be added that Frank and Stanley commenced to dig into this hole with as much vigour as their frequent explosions of laughter would allow. In a few minutes it was re-opened, and the men issued one by one from durance vile.

Och, sirs, ye gave me a mortial start! exclaimed Bryan, as he rose to view the second time. I thought for sartin ye were all polar bears. Faix weve had a job ot down there. Ill be bound to say theres twinty ton o snow  bad luck to it  in the middle o the floor.

Theres work for us here thatll last two weeks, I guess, said Massan, as he and several of the others stooped down and gazed into the tunnel leading to the hall, at the end of which Ediths laughing face met their view.

When did you awake, and begin to suspect that something was wrong? inquired Stanley of Dick Prince.

Awake! cried Bryan, answering the question; we awoke at laste a dozen times. I suppose it must have bin the time for brikfust; for, ye see, although we could ha slept on long enough; our intariors couldnt, be no manes, forgit their needcessities.

We shall have to work a bit yet ere these necessities are attended to, I fear, said Stanley. Go, François, and one or two of you, and open up the dog-kennel. The rest of you get all the shovels you can lay hands on, and clear out the houses as fast as you can.

Clear out de chimbleys fust, mes garçons, cried La Roche, looking up from the tunnel. Den ve vill git dejeuner ready toute suite.

That will we, lad, said Bryan, shouldering a spade and proceeding towards the chimney of the hall; while the rest of the party, breaking up into several groups, set to work, with spades, shovels, and such implements as were suitable, to cut passages through the square of the fort towards the doors of the several buildings. As Massan had said, it proved to be no light work. The north-west gale had launched the snow upon the exposed buildings of Fort Chimo until the drift was fifteen or sixteen feet deep, so that the mere cutting of passages was a matter of considerable time and severe labour.

Meanwhile, Maximus awoke, and sought to raise himself from his lair at the foot of the rock. But his first effort failed. The drift above him was too heavy. Abandoning, therefore, the idea of freeing himself by main force, he turned round on his side and began to scrape away the snow that was directly above his head. The masses that accumulated in the course of this process he forced down past his chest; and, as his motions tended to compress and crush the drift around him in all directions, he soon made room enough to work with ease. In ten minutes he approached so near to the surface as to be able, with a powerful effort, to burst it upwards, and step out of his strange dormitory into the sunshine.

This method of spending the night has been resorted to more than once by arctic travellers who had lost their way; and it is sad to think that many who have perished might have saved their lives had they known that burrowing could be practised with safety. The Esquimaux frequently spend the night in this manner, but they prefer building a snow-house to burrowing, if circumstances will permit.

Cutting a slice of seal-meat, and eating as he went, Maximus resumed his journey, and soon afterwards arrived at the fort, where he found the men busied in excavating their buried dwellings.

Here he stated the case of the old woman, and received such medicines as Stanley, in his amateur medical wisdom, saw fit to bestow. With these he started immediately to retrace his steps, having been directed to proceed, after administering them, to the lake where Frank meant to try the fishing under the ice. A family of Esquimaux had been established on another lake not so far distant from the fort; and having been taught by the fur-traders how to set nets under the ice, they succeeded in procuring more than enough for their subsistence. It was hoped, therefore, that the larger lake would afford a good supply; and, the weather having become decidedly fine, Frank prepared to set out on the following day.




Chapter Twenty Six.

An excursion  Igloo building, and fishing under the ice  A snow-table and a good feast  Edith spends the night under a snow-roof for the first but not the last time.

Now then, Edith, cried Frank, looking in at the door of the hall, your carriage waits, and Chimo is very restive.

Coming, coming, exclaimed a treble voice within; Im getting new lines put to my snow-shoes, and will be ready in two minutes.

Two minutes, translated into female language, means ten, sometimes twenty. Frank knew this, and proceeded to re-adjust the sash that secured his leathern capote, as he walked towards the little sledge in front of the fort. He then tied down the ear-pieces of his fur cap more carefully, for it was very cold, though clear and sunny. The frost had set fast the lake opposite the fort, and, by thus removing the frost-cloud that overhung the open water farther out to sea, relieved the fort from the mists in which it was usually enveloped. By this time fifteen out of the two minutes having elapsed, he re-examined the lock of his gun, and adjusted the warm deerskin robe on Ediths little sledge, patted Chimo on the head, looked up at the clouds, and began to whistle.

Now, Frank, here I am, cried Edith, running towards him with her snow-shoes in her hand, followed by her father and mother.

Quiet, Chimo  down, sir! said Frank, restraining the dog as it sought to bound towards its mistress. Being harnessed to the sledge, this was a very improper proceeding and was rebuked accordingly; so Chimo was fain to crouch on the snow and look back at Edith as Frank placed her in the sledge, and arranged the deerskin robes round her.

Edith wore a long fur cloak and cloth leggings. Her feet were protected from the cold by two pair of blanket socks, besides very thick moccasins of deerskin. The usual head-dress of civilised females in these regions is a round fur cap; but Edith had a peculiar affection for the Cree Indian headdress, and, upon the present occasion, wore one which was lined with fur and accommodated with ear-pieces, to defy the winter cold. The childs general appearance was somewhat rotund. Painters would probably have said there was a little too much breadth, perhaps, in the picture. Her pointed cap, however, with the little bow of ribbon on the top, gave her a piquant air, and did away with the heavy appearance of her costume to some extent; in fact, Edith looked like a fat little witch. But if she looked fat before being wrapped up in the sledge furs, she looked infinitely fatter when thus placed, and nothing of her visible except her two twinkling eyes. So grotesque was she that the whole party burst into a loud laugh as they surveyed her. The laugh made Chimo start off at full gallop, which caused Frank to grasp the line of the sledge that trailed behind, and hurry over the snow at a most undignified pace.

Take care of her, cried Mr Stanley.

Ay, ay, shouted Frank. Softly, Chimo  softly, you rascal!

In ten minutes the travellers were round the point and fairly out of sight; but the shouts of Frank, and an occasional howl from Chimo, floated back on the breeze as Stanley and his wife returned leisurely to the hall.

The road, or rather the ground, over which Frank Morton drove Edith that day was exceedingly rough and rugged  so rough that we will not try the endurance of the reader by dragging him over it. We will merely indicate its general features. First of all, they drove about three miles along the level snow at the foot of the mountains. So far the road was good; and Chimo went along merrily to the music of the little thimble-like brass bells with which his harness was garnished. Then they came to a ravine, and Edith had to get out, put on her snow-shoes, and clamber up, holding by Franks hand; while Chimo followed, dragging the sledge as he best could. Having gained one of the terraces, Edith slipped her feet out of the snow-shoe lines, jumped into the sledge, and was swept along to the next ravine, where she got out again, resumed her snow-shoes, and ascended as before. Thus they went up the ravines and along the terraces until the summit of the first mountain range was reached. Having rested here a few minutes, Edith once more got into the sledge, and Chimo set off. But as there was now a long piece of level ground over which for some miles they could travel in the direction of the coast, Frank took the sled-line in his hand, and held the dog at a quick walking pace. Afterwards they turned a little farther inland, and came into a more broken country, where they had sometimes to mount and sometimes to descend the hills. There were many gorges and narrow fissures in the ground here, some of which were covered over and so concealed with snow that the travellers ran some risk of falling into them. Indeed, at one place, so narrow was their escape that Chimo fell through the crust of snow, and disappeared into a fissure which descended a hundred feet sheer down; and the sledge would certainly have followed had not Frank held it back by the line; and Chimo was not hauled up again without great difficulty. After this, Frank went in front with a pole, and sounded the snow in dangerous-looking places as he went along.

Towards the afternoon they arrived at the lake where they intended to encamp, and, to their great delight, found Maximus there already. He had only arrived a few minutes before them, and was just going to commence the erection of a snow-house.

Glad to see you, Maximus, cried Frank, as he drove up. Hows the old woman, eh?

She small better, replied Maximus, assisting Edith to alight. Dis goot for fish.

Maximus was a remarkably intelligent man, and, although his residence at the fort had been of short duration as yet, he had picked up a few words of English.

A good lake, I have no doubt, replied Frank, looking round. But we need not search for camping ground. There seems to be very little wood, so you may as well build our hut on the ice. We shall need all our time, as the sun has not long to run.

The lake, on the edge of which they stood, was about a mile in circumferenee, and lay in a sort of natural basin formed by savage-looking hills, in which the ravines were little more than narrow fissures, entirely devoid of trees. Snow encompassed and buried everything, so that nothing was to be seen except, here and there, crags and cliffs of gray rock, which were too precipitous for the snow to rest on.

Now, Eda, I will take a look among these rocks for a ptarmigan for supper; so you can amuse yourself watching Maximus build our house till I return.

Very well, Frank, said Edith; but dont be long. Come back before dark; Chimo and I will weary for you.

In a few minutes Frank disappeared among the rocks upon the shore; and Maximus, taking Edith by the hand, and dragging her sledge after him, led her a couple of hundred yards out on to the ice, or, more properly speaking, the hard beaten snow with which the ice was covered. Chimo had been turned loose, and, being rather tired after his journey, had coiled himself up on a mound of snow and fallen fast asleep.

Dis place for house, said Maximus, pausing near a smooth, level part of the lake. You stop look to me, he added, turning to the little girl, who gazed up in his large face with an expression half of wonder and half of fun. When you cold, run; when you hot, sit in sled and look at me.

In compliance with this request, Edith sat down in her sledge, and from this comfortable point of view watched the Esquimau while he built a snow-hut before her.

First of all, he drew out a long iron knife, which had been constructed specially far him by Bryan, who looked upon the giant with special favour. With the point of this he drew a circle of about seven feet in diameter; and so well accustomed was he to this operation that his circle, we believe, could not have been mended even by a pair of compasses. Two feet to one side of this circle he drew a smaller one, of about four feet in diameter. Next, he cut out of the snow a number of hard blocks, which were so tough that they could not be broken without a severe blow, but were as easily cut as you might have sliced a soft cheese with a sharp knife. These blocks he arranged round the large circle, and built them above each other, fashioning them, as he proceeded, in such a manner that they gradually rose into the form of a dome. The chinks between them he filled compactly with soft snow, and the last block, introduced into the top of the structure, was formed exactly on the principle of the key-stone of an arch. When the large dome was finished, he commenced the smaller; and in the course of two hours both the houses  or, as the Esquimaux call them, igloos  were completed.

Long before this, however, Frank had returned, from an unsuccessful hunt, to assist him; and Edith had wondered and wearied, grown cold and taken to running with Chimo, and grown warm and returned to her sledge, several times. Two holes were left in the igloos to serve as doors; and, after they were finished, the Esquimau cut a square hole in the top of each, not far from the key-stones, and above the entrances. Into these he fitted slabs of clear ice, which formed windows as beautiful and useful as if they had been made of glass. There were two doorways in the large igloo, one of which faced the doorway of the smaller. Between these he built an arched passage, so that the two were thus connected, and the small hut formed a sort of inner chamber to the larger.

Now, dem done, said Maximus, surveying his work with a satisfied smile.

And very well done they are, said Frank. See here, Eda, our snow-fort is finished. The big one is to be the grand hall and banqueting-room, and yonder little hut is your private boudoir.

Mine! exclaimed Edith, running away from Chimo, with whom she had been playing, and approaching the new houses that had been so speedily put up. Oh, how nice! what fun! only think!  a snow bedroom! But wont it be cold, Frank? And is the bed to be of snow too?

The black moustache of the giant curled with a smile at the energy with which this was said.

We will make the bedsteads of snow, Eda, replied Frank, but I think we shall manage to find blankets of a warmer material.  Now, Maximus, get the things put inside, and the lamp lighted, for were all tired and very hungry.

The lamp to which Frank referred was one which Maximus had brought, along with a few other articles, from the Esquimau camp. It was made of soft stone, somewhat in the form of a half moon, about eight inches long and three broad, and hollowed out in the inside. Esquimaux burn seal-fat in it, and in winter have no other means of warming their houses or cooking their food. But for both purposes it is quite sufficient. The heat created by these lamps, combined with the natural warmth of the inhabitants, is frequently so great in the igloos of the Esquimaux that they are fain to throw off a great portion of their upper garments, and sit in a state of partial nudity; yet the snow-walls do not melt, owing to the counteracting influence of the intense cold without.

Maximus had brought some seal-fat, or blubber, along with him. A portion of this he now put into the lamp, and, placing the latter on a snow-shelf prepared expressly for it, he set it on fire. The flame, although not very steady, was bright enough to illuminate the large igloo, and to throw a strong gleam into the smaller one. Over this lamp Frank placed a small tin kettle, filled with snow, which was speedily converted into water; and while this was being boiled, he assisted Edith in spreading out the bedding. As we have already said, the floor of this snow-house was of the same material as the walls. But one-half of it was raised about a foot above the other half, according to Esquimau rules of architecture. This elevated half was intended for the bed, which consisted of a large deer-skin robe, spread entirely over it, with the soft hair upwards. Another large robe was placed above this for a blanket, and a smaller one either for a pillow or an additional covering if required; but both of these were tossed down in a heap at the present time, to form a luxuriant seat for Frank and Edith. As their legs hung over the edge of the elevated couch, they were thus seated, as it were, on an ottoman. A mat of interlaced willows covered the floor, and on this sat Maximus, towering in his hairy garments like a huge bear, while his black shadow was cast on the pure white wall behind him. In the midst stood a small table, extemporised by Frank out of a block of snow, and covered with the ample skirt of his leathern topcoat, which the increasing temperature of the air inside the igloo rendered too warm.

Beside Edith, on the most comfortable portion of the ottoman, sat Chimo, with an air of majestic solemnity, looking, as privileged dogs always do look under like circumstances, as if the chief seat belonged to him as a matter not of favour but of right. On the table was spread a solid lump of excellent pemmican  excellent, because made by the fair hands of Mrs Stanley. It stood vis-à-vis to a tin plate whereon lay three large steaming cuts of boiled fresh salmon  fresh, because, although caught some months before, it had been frozen solid ever since. There was a large tin kettle of hot tea in the centre of the board  if under the circumstances we may use the term  and three tin cups out of which to drink it; besides a plate containing broken pieces of ship-biscuit and a small quantity of sugar wrapped up in a morsel of paper. Also a little salt in a tin box.

All these things, and tempting delicacies, had up till now been contained within the compass of a small, compact, insignificant-looking parcel, which during the journey had occupied a retiring position in the hinder part of Ediths sledge  so true is it that the really great and the useful court concealment until duty calls them forth and reveals their worth and their importance to an admiring world. The admiring world on the present occasion, however, consisted only of Frank, Edith, Maximus, and Chimo; unless, indeed, we may include the moon, who at that moment poured her bright beams through the ice-window of the hut and flooded the centre of the snow-table with light.

Arent we snug, Eda? cried Frank, as he filled her tin with tea. What a charming house! and so cheap, too! Theres sugar beside you. Take care you dont use salt by mistake.  Maximus, hold out your pannikin. Thats the true beverage to warm your heart, if you take it hot enough.

Tankee, sur, said the giant, extending his cup with one hand, while with the other he forced into his capacious mouth as much pemmican as it could hold.

Frank, said Edith, we must build an igloo at the fort when we return.

So we will, now that I know how to do it. Hand me the salt, please, and poke Chimos nose away from the salmon. Yes, and well invite papa and mamma to come and take supper at our house.  Maximus, is this the exact way your friends build their winter houses?

Yis, sur, answered the Esquimau, looking up from the cut of salmon which he lifted with his fingers in preference to a fork or knife. Dey always buil um so. But not dis ting, he added, touching the snow-table.

No, I suppose not, said Frank. I flatter myself that that is a recent improvement.

We do great many igloo sometime, continued Maximus, vid two, tree, four  plenty passges goin into von a-doder.

What does he mean by that? inquired Edith, laughing.

I suppose he means that they connect a number of their igloos together by means of passages.  And do they keep them as clean and snug as this, Maximus?

The Esquimau replied by a loud chuckle, and a full display of his magnificent teeth, which Frank understood to signify a decided negative.

When supper was ended Chimo was permitted to devour the scraps, while Frank assisted Edith to arrange her little dormitory. It was much the same in its arrangements as the larger apartment, and was really as comfortable and warm as one could desire. Returning to the large apartment, Frank spread out the couch on which he and Maximus were to repose; and then, sitting down beside the stone lamp, he drew forth his Bible, as was his wont, and began to read.

Soon after lying down Edith heard the deep voices of her companions engaged in earnest conversation; but these sounds gradually died away, and she fell asleep, to dream of her berry-ravine at Fort Chimo. As the night wore on, the deep breathing of the men told that they, too, had sought and found repose. The lamp burned slowly down and went out, and, when the moon threw her parting rays over the scene, there was nothing to tell of the presence of human beings in that cold, wild spot, save two little white mounds on the frozen lake below.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Frank Morton gets into difficulties.

Chimos loud bark and the angry snarl of a large wolf, as it darted away to seek the shelter of the kills, were the sounds that awoke our travellers in the grey dawn of the following morning.

Frank started up, seized his gun, and darted through the doorway of the igloo; in doing which he dashed the door of snow to atoms. He had only the satisfaction, however, of seeing the wolfs tail flourish in the air, as the animal bounded over a snow-drift and disappeared in a ravine.

Ha! how cold it is! he exclaimed, re-entering the igloo hastily; far having issued forth without his coat or cap, the two minutes during which he stood exposed to the open air cooled him down nearly to the freezing point. Hallo, Maximus! jump up; light the lamp while I fill the kettle. Heyday! it solidifies the very marrow in ones bones. Ho, Edith! up with you, lazy thing; there has been a wolf to bid you good-morrow.

While Frank rattled on thus he belted his leathern coat round him, put on his fur cap, and prepared breakfast; while Edith rose and resumed the cap and cloak which she had put off on lying down to rest.

Maximus, said Frank, after the first duties of the day were concluded, we must now go and set the hooks; but as cutting holes in the ice will occupy you some time, Ill take a short walk along the margin of the lake with my gun. Be careful of Edith till I return.

So saying, Frank went off, taking Chimo along with him; while Maximus seized the axe and ice-chisel, and began the laborious process of digging through to the water. The ice on the lake was five feet thick, but by dint of great perseverance the Esquimau succeeded in making several holes through it ere Frank returned. Each hole was large enough to contain the body of a man, but a little wider above than below. In these holes were set stout cod-lines, with hooks of about half an inch or more in diameter. They were made of white metal, and clumsy enough to look at; but fish in the lakes of Ungava are not particular. These hooks were baited with lumps of seal-fat, and ere half an hour elapsed the success of the anglers was very decided and satisfactory.

Frank hauled up a white-fish of about six pounds weight at the first dip, and scarcely had he thrown it on the ice when Maximus gave a galvanic start, hauled up his line a few yards with laughable eagerness, then stopped suddenly, under the impression, apparently, that it was a false alarm; but another tug set him again in motion, and in three seconds he pulled a fine lake-trout of about ten pounds weight out of the hole. Edith, also, who had a line under her care, began to show symptoms of expectation.

Capital! cried Frank, beating his hands violently against his shoulders; for handling wet line, with the thermometer at twenty below zero is decidedly cold work capital! we must set up a regular fishery here, I think; the fish are swarming. Theres another,  eh? no  hes off

Oh! oh!! oh!!! shrieked Edith in mingled fear and excitement, as, at each successive oh! she received a jerk that well-nigh pulled her into the ice-hole.

Hold hard! cried Frank; now then, haul away. Edith pulled, and so did the fish; but as it was not more than five pounds weight or so, she overcame it after a severe struggle, and landed a white-fish on the ice.

The next shout that Edith gave was of so very decided and thrilling a character that Frank and Maximus darted to her side in alarm, and the latter caught the line as it was torn violently from her grasp. For a few minutes the Esquimau had to allow the line to run out, being unable to hold the fish  at least without the risk of breaking his tackle; but in a few seconds the motion of the line became less rapid, and Maximus held on, while his huge body was jerked violently, notwithstanding his weight and strength. Soon the line relaxed a little, and Maximus ran away from the hole as fast as he could, drawing the line after him. When the fish reached the hole it offered decided resistance to such treatment; and being influenced, apparently, by the well-known proverb, Time abouts fair play, it darted away in its turn, causing the Esquimau to give it line again very rapidly.

He must be an enormously big fellow, said Frank, as he and Edith stood close to the hole watching the struggle with intense interest.

The Esquimau gave a broad grin.

Yis, he most very biggest  hie!

The cause of this exclamation of surprise was the slacking of the line so suddenly that Maximus was induced to believe the fish had escaped.

Him go be-off. Ho yis!

But he was wrong. Another violent tug convinced him that the fish was still captive  though an unwilling one  and the struggle was renewed. In about a quarter of an hour Maximus dragged this refractory fish slowly into the hole, and its snout appeared above water.

Oh! what a fish! exclaimed Edith.

Put in de spear, cried the Esquimau.

Frank caught up a native spear which Maximus had provided, and just as the fish was about to recommence the struggle for its life, he transfixed it through the gills, and pinned it to the side of the ice-hole. The battle was over; a few seconds sufficed to drag the fish from its native element and lay it at full length on the ice.

And few anglers have ever had the pleasure of beholding such a prize. It was a trout of fully sixty pounds weight, and although such fish are seldom if ever found in other parts of the world, they are by no means uncommon in the lakes of North America.

Having secured this noble fish, Maximus cut it open and cleaned it, after which it was left to freeze. The other fish were then similarly treated; and while the Esquimau was thus engaged, Frank and Edith continued their sport. But daylight in these far northern regions is very short-lived in winter, and they were soon compelled unwillingly to leave off.

Now, Maximus, said Frank, as they rolled up their lines, I dont intend to keep you longer with us. Edith and I can manage the fishing very well, so you may return to your friends at False River, and take the seal-flesh for the dogs up to the fort. Get the loan of some of their dogs and a sled to haul it; and come round this way in passing, so as to pick up any fish we may have ready for you. The moon will be up in a little, so be off as fast as you can.

In obedience to these orders, Maximus packed up a small quantity of provisions, and bidding good-bye to his two friends, set off to make the best of his way to the coast.

That night Frank and his little charge sat down to sup together in the igloo at the head of their snow-table, and Chimo acted the part of croupier in the room of the Esquimau. And a pleasant evening they spent, chatting, and laughing, and telling stories, by the light of the stone lamp, the mellow flame of which shed a warm influence over the sparkling dome of snow. Before retiring to rest, Frank said that they must be up with the first light, for he meant to have a hard days fishing; but man little knows what a day may bring forth. Neither Frank nor Edith dreamed that night of the events that were to happen on the morrow.

On awaking in the morning they were again roused by the voice of the wolf which had visited them the day before. In order to catch this wolf, Maximus had, just before starting, constructed a trap peculiar to the Esquimaux. It was simply a hole dug down through the ice at the edge of the lake, not far from the igloo. This hole was just wide enough to admit the body of a wolf, and the depth sufficient to render it absolutely impossible for the animal to thrust his snout to the bottom, however long his neck might be. At the bottom a tempting piece of blubber, in very high condition, was placed. The result of this ingenious arrangement was most successful, and, we may add, inevitable. Attracted by the smell of the meat, our friend the wolf came trotting down to the lake just about daybreak, and sneaked suspiciously up to the trap. He peeped in and licked his lips with satisfaction at the charming breakfast below. One would have thought, as he showed his formidable white teeth, that he was laughing with delight. Then, spreading out his fore legs so as to place his breast on the ice, he thrust his head down into the hole and snapped at the coveted blubber. But he had mistaken the depth, and blaming himself, no doubt, for his stupidity, he slid a little further forward, and pushed his head deeper down. What! not at it yet? Oh! this is preposterous! Under this impression he rose, shook himself, and advancing his shoulders as far as prudence would allow, again thrust down his head and stretched his neck until the very sinews cracked. Then it was, but not till then, that the conviction was forced on him that that precious morsel was totally and absolutely beyond his reach altogether. Drawing himself back he sat down on his haunches and uttered a snarling bark of dissatisfaction. But the odour that ascended from that hole was too much for the powers of wolfish nature to resist. Showing his teeth with an expression of mingled disappointment and ferocity, he plunged his head into the hole once more. Deeper and deeper still it went, but the blubber was yet three inches from his eager nose. Another shove  no! dislocation alone could accomplish the object. His shoulders slid very imperceptibly into the hole. His nose was within an inch of the prize, and he could actually touch it with his tongue. Away with cowardly prudence! what recked he of the consequences? Up went his hind legs, down went his head, and the tempting bait was gained at last!

Alas for wolfish misfortunes! His fore legs were jammed immovably against his ribs. A touch of his hind foot on the ice would remedy this mishap, but he was too far in for that. Vigorously he struggled, but in vain. The blood rushed to his head, and the keen frost quickly put an end to his pains. In a few minutes he was dead, and in half an hour he was frozen, solid as a block of wood, with his hind legs and tail pointing to the sky.

It was at the consummation of this event that another wolf, likewise attracted by the blubber, trotted down the wild ravine and uttered a howl of delighted surprise as it rushed forward to devour its dead companion  for such is the custom among wolves. And this was the howl that called Frank forth in time to balk its purpose.

Frank happened to be completely dressed at the time, and as he saw the wolf bound away up the mountain gorge, he seized his gun and snow-shoes, and hastily slung on his powder-horn and shot-belt.

Edith, he cried, as he was about to start, I must give chase to that wolf. I wont be gone long. Light the lamp and prepare breakfast, dear  at least as much of it as you can; Ill be back to complete it.  Hallo, Chimo! here, Chimo! he shouted, whistling to the dog, which bounded forth from the door of the hut and followed his master up the ravine.

Edith was so well accustomed to solitary wanderings among the rugged glens in the neighbourhood of Fort Chimo that she felt no alarm on finding herself left alone in this wild spot. She knew that Frank was not far off, and expected him back in a few minutes. She knew, also, that wild animals are not usually so daring as to show themselves in open ground after the break of day, particularly after the shouts of human beings have scared them to their dens; so, instead of giving a thought to any possible dangers that might threaten her, she applied herself cheerfully and busily to the preparation of their morning meal. First she lighted the lamp, which instantly removed the gloom of the interior of the igloo, whose little ice-window as yet admitted only the faint light of the grey dawn. Then she melted a little snow, and cleaned out the kettle, in which she placed two cuts of fresh trout; and having advanced thus far in her work, thought it time to throw on her hood and peep out to see if Frank was coming. But there was no sign of Frank, so she re-entered the igloo and began to set things to rights. She folded up the deerskins on which she had reposed, and piled them at the head of the willow matting that formed her somewhat rough and unyielding mattress, after which she arranged the ottoman, and laid out the breakfast things on the snow-table. Having accomplished all this to her entire satisfaction, Edith now discovered that the cuts of salmon were sufficiently well boiled, and began to hope that Frank would be quick, lest the breakfast should be spoiled. Under the influence of this feeling she threw on her hood a second time, and going out upon the lake, surveyed the shore with a scrutinising gaze. The sun was now so far above the natural horizon that the daylight was pretty clear, but the high mountains prevented any of his direct rays from penetrating the gloom of the valley of the lake. Still there was light enough to enable the solitary child to distinguish the objects on shore; but Franks tall form was not visible anywhere.

Heaving a slight sigh, Edith returned to the hut, soliloquising thus as she went Dear me! it is very strange that Frank should stay away so long. I fear that the trout will be quite spoiled. Perhaps it would be very good cold. No doubt of it. We shall have it cold, and then I can get the tea ready.

In pursuance of this plan, the anxious little housekeeper removed the trout from the kettle, which she cleaned out and refilled with snow. When this was melted and boiled, she put in the tea. In due time this also was ready, and she sallied forth once more, with a feeling approaching to anxiety, to look for Frank. Still her companion did not make his appearance, and for the first time a feeling of dread touched her heart. She strove to avert it, however, by considering that Frank might have been obliged to follow the wolf farther than he expected or intended. Then a thrill of fear passed through her breast as the thought occurred, What if the wolf has attacked and killed him? As time wore on, and no sound of voice or gun or bark of dog broke the dreary stillness of that gloomy place, a feeling of intense horror took possession of the childs mind, and she pictured to herself all kinds of possible evils that might have befallen her companion; while at the same time she could not but feel how awful was her unprotected and helpless condition. One thought, however, comforted her, and this was that Maximus would certainly come to the hut on his return to the fort. This relieved her mind in regard to herself; but the very relief on that point enabled her all the more to realise the dangers to which Frank might be exposed without any one to render him assistance.

The morning passed away, the sun rose above the hills, and the short-lived day drew towards its close; still Frank did not return, and the poor child who watched so anxiously for him, after many short and timid wanderings towards the margin of the lake, returned to the igloo with a heart fluttering from mingled anxiety and terror. Throwing herself on the deerskin couch, she burst into a flood of tears. As she lay there, sobbing bitterly, she was startled by a noise outside the hut, and ere she could spring from her recumbent position, Chimo darted through the open doorway, with a cry between a whine and a bark, and laid his head on Ediths lap.

Oh! what is it, my dog? Dear Chimo, where is Frank? cried the child passionately, while she embraced her favourite with feelings of mingled delight and apprehension. Is he coming, Chimo? she said, addressing the dumb animal, as if she believed he understood her. Then, rising hastily, she darted out once more, to cast a longing, expectant gaze towards the place where she had seen her companion disappear in the morning. But she was again doomed to disappointment. Meanwhile Chimos conduct struck her as being very strange. Instead of receiving with his usual quiet satisfaction the caresses she heaped upon him, he kept up a continual whine, and ran about hither and thither without any apparent object in view. Once or twice he darted off with a long melancholy howl towards the hills; then stopping short suddenly, stood still and looked round towards his young mistress. At first Edith thought that the dog must have lost his master, and had come back to the hut expecting to find him there. Then she called him to her and examined his mouth, expecting and dreading to find blood upon it. But there were no signs of his having been engaged in fighting with wolves; so Edith felt sure that Frank must be safe from them at least, as she knew that Chimo was too brave to have left his master to perish alone. The dog submitted with much impatience to this examination, and at last broke away from Edith and ran yelping towards the hills again, stopping as before, and looking back.

The resolute manner with which Chimo did this, and the frequency of its recurrence, at length induced Edith to believe that the animal wished her to follow him. Instantly it occurred that he might conduct her to Frank; so without bestowing a thought on the danger of her forsaking the igloo, she ran in for her snow-shoes, and putting on her hood and thick mittens, followed the dog to the margin of the lake. Chimes impatience seemed to subside immediately, and he trotted rapidly towards the ravine into which Frank had entered in pursuit of the wolf that morning. The dog paused ever and anon as they proceeded, in order to give the child time to come up with him; and so eager was Edith in her adventure, and so hopeful was she that it would terminate in her finding Frank, that she pressed forward at a rate which would have been utterly impossible under less exciting circumstances.

At the foot of the ravine she found the remains of the wolf which had been caught in the snow-trap that morning. Frank had merely pulled it out and cast it on the snow in passing, and the torn fragments and scattered bones of the animal showed that its comrades had breakfasted off its carcass after Frank had passed. Here Edith paused to put on her snow-shoes, for the snow in the ravine was soft, being less exposed to the hardening action of the wind; and the dog sat down to wait patiently until she was ready.

Now, Chimo, go forward, my good dog. I will follow you without fear, she said, when the lines were properly fastened to her feet.

Chimo waited no second command, but threaded his way rapidly up the ravine among the stunted willow bushes. In doing so he had frequent occasion to wait for his young mistress, whose strength was rapidly failing under the unwonted exertion she forced herself to make. At times she had to pause for breath, and as she cast her eyes upwards and around at the dreary desolation of the rugged precipices which everywhere met her view, she could with difficulty refrain from shedding tears. But Ediths heart was warm and brave. The thought of Frank being in some mysterious, unknown danger, infused new energy into her soul and strengthened her slight frame. Having now recovered somewhat from the nervous haste which urged her to travel at a rate much beyond her capacity, she advanced into the ravines of the mountains with more of that steady, regular tramp which practice in the use of her snow-shoes had taught her to assume; so that, being of a robust constitution naturally, she became stronger and more able for her undertaking as she advanced.

For nearly two hours Chimo led Edith into the midst of the mountains. The scenery became, if possible, more savage as they proceeded, and at length grew so rugged and full of precipices and dark gorges, or rather splits in the hills, that Edith had much difficulty in avoiding the danger of falling over many of the latter, which were partially concealed by, and in some places entirely covered over with, a crust of snow. Fortunately, as daylight waned, a brilliant galaxy of stars shone forth, enabling her to pick her steps.

Hitherto they had followed Franks snow-shoe track undeviatingly, but near the top of a cliff Chimo suddenly diverged to the left, and led his mistress by a steep and tortuous natural path to the bottom. Here he ran quickly forward, uttering a low whine or whimper, and disappeared round the corner of the precipice. Hastening after the dog with a beating heart, Edith speedily gained the projection of the cliff, on turning which she was startled and terrified by hearing a loud snarling bark mingled with a fierce growl. In another moment she beheld Chimo bounding towards a gaunt savage-looking wolf, which stood close beside the body of a man extended at full length upon the snow.

At first the wolf did not seem inclined to retreat, but the shriek which Edith uttered on suddenly beholding the scene before her induced him to turn tail and fly. In another moment the terrified child sank exhausted on the snow beside the insensible form of Frank Morton.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Edith becomes a heroine indeed.

The shock which Edith received on beholding the bloodstained countenance of her companion completely paralysed her at first, but only for a few minutes.

The feeling of certainty that Frank would perish if assistance were not rendered tended to restore her scattered faculties, and nerve her heart for the duties now required of her; and she rose with a feeling of determination to save her companion or die beside him. Pour child! she little knew the extent of her own feebleness at that moment; but she breathed an inward prayer to Him who can, and often does, achieve the mightiest results by the feeblest means.

Raising Franks head from the snow, she placed it in her lap, and with her handkerchief removed the blood from his forehead. In doing this she observed, to her inexpressible relief, that he breathed freely, and seemed rather to be in a state of stupor than insensibility. The place where he lay was a dark rent or split in the mountain, the precipices of which rose on either side to a height of between thirty and forty feet. The top of this chasm was entirely covered over with a crust of snow, through which there was a large gap immediately above the spot where Frank lay, revealing at once the cause of his present sad condition. He had evidently been crossing the ravine by means of the deceptive platform of snow, unaware of the danger of his position, and had been suddenly precipitated to the bottom. In descending, his head had struck the side of the cliff, which cut it severely; but the softness of the snow into which he fell saved him from further injury, except the stunning effect of the fall. How long he had lain in this state Edith had no means of knowing, but it must have been a considerable time, as Chimo could not have left him until after his fall. Fortunately the wolf had not touched him, and the wound in his head did not appear to be very deep. Observing that parts of his face were slightly frostbitten, Edith commenced to rub them vigorously, at the same time calling upon him in the most earnest tones to speak to her. The effect of this roused him a little. In a few minutes he opened his eyes, and gazed languidly into the childs face.

Where am I, Eda? he said faintly, while a gentle smile played about his lips.

You are in the mountains, Frank. Dear Frank! do open your eyes again. Im so glad to hear your voice! Are you better now?

The sound of his voice attracted Chimo, who had long ago abandoned the pursuit of the wolf, and was seated beside his master. Rising, he placed his cold nose on Franks cheek. The action seemed to rouse him to the recollection of recent events. Starting up on his knees, with an angry shout, Frank seized the gun that lay beside him and raised it as if to strike the dog; but he instantly let the weapon fall, and exclaiming, Ah, Chimo, is it you, good dog? he fell back again into the arms of his companion.

Edith wept bitterly for a few minutes, while she tried in vain to awaken her companion from his state of lethargy. At length she dried her tears hastily, and, rising, placed Franks head on her warm cloak, which she wrapped round his face and shoulders. Then she felt his hands, which, though covered with thick leather mittens, were very cold. Making Chimo couch at his feet, so as to imbue them with some of his own warmth, she proceeded to rub his hands, and to squeeze and, as it were, shampoo his body all over, as vigorously as her strength enabled her. In a few minutes the effect of this was apparent. Frank raised himself on his elbow and gazed wildly round him.

Surely I must have fallen. Where am I, Edith? Gradually his faculties returned. Edith, Edith! he exclaimed, in a low, anxious voice, I must get back to the igloo. I shall freeze here. Fasten the lines of my snowshoes, dear, and I will rise.

Edith did as she was desired, and immediately Frank made a violent effort and stood upright; but he swayed to and fro like a drunken man.

Let me lean on your shoulder, dear Eda, he said in a faint voice. My head is terribly confused. Lead me; I cannot see well.

The child placed his hand on her shoulder, and they went forward a few paces together  Edith bending beneath the heavy weight of her companion.

Do I lean heavily? said Frank, drawing his hand across his forehead. Poor child!

As he spoke he removed his hand from her shoulder; but the instant he did so, he staggered and fell with a deep groan.

O Frank! dear Frank! why did you do that? said Edith, anxiously. You do not hurt me. I dont mind it. Do try to rise again.

Frank tried, and succeeded in walking in a sort of half-sleeping, half-waking condition for about a mile  stumbling as he went, and often unwittingly crushing his little guide to the ground. After this he fell once more, and could not again recover his upright position. Poor Edith now began to lose heart. The utter hopelessness of getting the wounded man to advance more than a few yards at a time, and her own gradually increasing weakness, induced the tears once more to start to her eyes. She observed, too, that Frank was sinking into that state of lethargy which is so dangerous in cold climates, and she had much difficulty in preventing him from falling into that sleep which, if indulged in, is indeed the sleep of death. By persevering, however, she succeeded in rousing him so far as to creep a short distance, now and then, on his hands and knees  sometimes to stagger a few paces forward; and at length, long after the cold moon had arisen on the scene, they reached the margin of the lake.

Here Frank became utterly powerless, and no exertion on the part of his companion could avail to rouse him. In this dilemma, Edith once more wrapped him in her warm cloak, and causing Chimo to lie at his feet, hastened over the ice towards the igloo. On arriving she lighted the lamp and heated the tea which she had made in the morning. This took at least a quarter of an hour to do, and during the interval she endeavoured to allay her impatience by packing up a few mouthfuls of pemmican and biscuit. Then she spread the deerskins out on the couch; and when this was done, the tea was thoroughly heated. The snow on the river being quite hard, she needed not to encumber herself with snow-shoes; but she fastened the traces of her own little sledge over her shoulders, and, with the kettle in her hand, ran as fast as her feet could carry her to the place where she had left Frank and Chimo, and found them lying exactly as they lay when she left them.

Frank! Frank! here is some hot tea for you. Do try to take some.

But Frank did not move, so she had recourse to rubbing him again, and had soon the satisfaction of seeing him open his eyes. The instant he did so, she repeated her earnest entreaties that he would take some tea. In a few minutes he revived sufficiently to sit up and sip a little of the warm beverage. The effect was almost magical. The blood began to course more rapidly through his benumbed limbs, and in five minutes more he was able to sit up and talk to his companion.

Now, Frank, said Edith, with an amount of decision that in other circumstances would have seemed quite laughable, try to get on to my sled, and Ill help you. The igloo is near at hand now.

Frank obeyed almost mechanically, and creeping upon the sled with difficulty, he fell instantly into a profound sleep. Ediths chief anxiety was past now. Harnessing Chimo to the sled as well as she could, she ran on before, and a very few minutes brought them to the snow-hut. Here the work of rousing Frank had again to be accomplished; but the vigour which the warm tea had infused into his frame rendered it less difficult than heretofore, and soon afterwards Edith had the satisfaction of seeing her companion extended on his deerskin couch, under the sheltering roof of the igloo. Replenishing the lamp and closing the doorway with a slab of snow, she sat down to watch by his side. Chimo coiled himself quietly up at his feet; while Frank, under the influence of the grateful warmth, fell again into a deep slumber. As the night wore on, Ediths eyes became heavy, and she too, resting her head on the deerskins, slept till the lamp on the snow-shelf expired and left the hut and its inmates in total darkness.

Contrary to Ediths expectations, Frank was very little better when he awoke next day; but he was able to talk to her in a faint voice, and to relate how he had fallen over the cliff, and how afterwards he had to exert his failing powers in order to defend himself from a wolf. In all these conversations his mind seemed to wander a little, and it was evident that he had not recovered from the effects of the blow received on his head in the fall. For two days the child tended him with the affectionate tenderness of a sister, but as he seemed to grow worse instead of better, she became very uneasy, and pondered much in her mind what she should do. At last she formed a strange resolution. Supposing that Maximus must still be at the Esquimau village at the mouth of False River, and concluding hastily that this village could not be very far away, she determined to set out in search of it, believing that, if she found it, the Esquimau would convey her back to the igloo on the lake, and take Frank up to Fort Chimo, where he could be properly tended and receive medicine.

Freaks and fancies are peculiar to children, but the carrying of their freaks and fancies into effect is peculiar only to those who are precocious and daring in character. Such was Edith, and no sooner had she conceived the idea of attempting to find the Esquimau camp than she proceeded to put it in execution. Frank was in so depressed a condition that she thought it better not to disturb or annoy him by arousing him so as to get him to comprehend what she was about to do; so she was obliged to commune with herself, sometimes even in an audible tone, in default of any better counsellor. It is due to her to say that, in remembrance of her mothers advice, she sought the guidance of her heavenly Father.

Long and earnest was the thought bestowed by this little child on the subject ere she ventured to leave her companion alone in the snow-hut. Frank was able to sit up and to assist himself to the articles of food and drink which his little nurse placed within his reach, so that she had no fear of his being in want of anything during the day  or two at most  that she expected to be absent; for in her childlike simplicity she concluded that if Maximus could travel thither in a few hours, she could not take much longer, especially with such a good servant as Chimo to lead the way. Besides this, she had observed the way in which the Esquimau had set out, and Frank had often pointed out to her the direction in which the camp lay. She knew also that there was no danger from wild animals, but determined, nevertheless, to build up the door of the igloo very firmly, lest they should venture to draw near. She also put Franks loaded gun in the spot where he was wont to place it, so as to be ready to his hand.

Having made all her arrangements, Edith glided noiselessly from the hut, harnessed her dog, closed the door of the snow-hut, and jumping into the furs of her sledge, was soon far away from the mountain lake. At first the dog followed what she thought must be the track that Maximus had taken, and her spirits rose when, after an hours drive, she emerged upon a boundless plain, which she imagined must be the shores of the frozen sea where the Esquimaux lived. Encouraging Chimo with her voice, she flew over the level surface of the hard frozen snow, and looked round eagerly in all directions for the expected signs of natives.

But no such signs appeared, and she began to fear that the distance was greater than she had anticipated. Towards the afternoon it began to snow heavily. There was no wind, and the snow fell in large flakes, alighting softly and without any sound. This prevented her seeing any great distance, and, what was worse, rendered the ground heavy for travelling.

At length she came to a ridge of rocks, and supposing that she might see to a greater distance from its summit, she got out of the sledge and clambered up, for the ground was too rough for the sledge to pass. Here the view was dreary enough  nothing but plains and hummocks of ice and snow met her view, except in one direction, where she saw, or fancied that she saw, a clump of willows and what appeared to be a hut in the midst of them. Running down the rugged declivity, she crossed the plain and reached the spot; but although the willows were there, she found no hut. Overcome with fatigue, fear, and disappointment, she sat down on a wreath of snow and wept. But she felt that her situation was much too serious to permit of her wasting time in vain regrets, so she started up and endeavoured to retrace her steps. This, however, was now a matter of difficulty. The snow fell so thickly that her footsteps were almost obliterated, and she could not see ten yards before her. After wandering about for a few minutes in uncertainty, she called aloud to Chimo, hoping to hear his bark in reply. But all was silent.

Chimo was not, indeed, unfaithful. He heard the cry and responded to it in the usual way, by bounding in the direction whence it came. His progress, however, was suddenly arrested by the sledge, which caught upon and was jammed amongst the rocks. Fiercely did Chimo strain and bound, but the harness was tough and the sledge immovable. Meanwhile the wind arose, and although it blew gently, it was sufficient to prevent Edith overhearing the whining cries of her dog. For a time the child lost all self-command, and rushed about she knew not whither, in the anxious desire to find her sledge; then she stopped, and restrained the pantings of her breath, while with both hands pressed tightly over her heart, as if she would fain stop the rapid throbbing there, she listened long and intently. But no sound fell upon her ear except the sighing of the cold breeze as it swept by, and no sight met her anxious gaze save the thickly falling snow-flakes.

Sinking on her knees, Edith buried her face in her hands and gave full vent to the pent-up emotions of her soul, as the conviction was at length forced upon her mind that she was a lost wanderer in the midst of that cold and dreary waste of snow.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

A dark cloud of sorrow envelops Fort Chimo.

Three days after the events narrated in the last chapter the fort of the fur-traders became a place of weeping; for on the morning of that day Maximus arrived with the prostrate form of Frank Morton, whom he had discovered alone in the igloo on the lake, and with the dreadful news that little Edith Stanley was nowhere to be found!

It may be more easily imagined than described the state of mind into which the parents of the child were thrown; but after the first burst of emotion was past, Stanley felt that a thorough and immediate search was the only hope that remained to him of finding his little one alive. Still, when he considered the intensity of the cold to which she must have been exposed, and the length of time which had already elapsed since she was missed, his heart sank, and he could scarcely frame words of comfort to his prostrated partner. Maximus had examined the immediate neighbourhood of the lake, in the hope of finding the tracks of the lost one; but a heavy fall of snow had totally obliterated these, and he wisely judged that it would be better to convey the sick man to the fort as quickly as possible and give the alarm, so that parties might be sent out to scour the country in all directions.

Frank was immediately put to bed on his arrival, and everything done in order to restore him. In this attempt they succeeded so far as to obtain all the information he could give concerning his fall; but he remembered nothing further than that Edith had been the means of bringing him to the snow-hut, where he lay in a deep, torpid slumber, until the voice and hand of Maximus awakened him. When Frank was told that Edith was lost, he sprang from his bed as if he had received an electric shock. The confusion of his faculties seemed swept away, and he began to put on his garments with as much vigour as if he were well and strong; but ere he belted on his leather coat his cheek grew pale, his hand trembled, and he fell in a swoon upon the bed. This convinced him of the impossibility of doing anything in the search, and he was prevailed on, after two or three similar failures, to leave the work to others.

Meanwhile the mountains and valleys of Ungava were traversed far and near by the agonised father and his men. The neighbourhood of the lake was the first place searched, and they had not sought long ere they discovered the little sledge sticking fast among the rocks of the sea-coast, and Chimo lying in the traces almost dead with cold and hunger. The dog had kept himself alive by gnawing the deerskin of which the traces were made. Around this spot the search was concentrated, and the Esquimaux of the neighbouring camp were employed in traversing the country in all directions; but, although scarce a foot of ground escaped the eager scrutiny of one or other of the party, not a vestige of Edith was to be seen  not so much as a footprint in the snow.

Days and nights flew by, and still the search was continued. Frank quickly recovered under the affectionate care of the almost heartbroken mother, who found some relief from her crushing sorrow in ministering to his wants. But the instant he could walk without support, and long before it was prudent to do so, Frank joined in the search. At first he could do little, but as day after day passed by his strength returned so rapidly that the only symptoms that remained to tell of his late accident were his pale cheek and the haggard expression of his countenance. But the mysterious disappearance of Edith had more to do with the latter than illness.

Weeks passed away, but still the dark cloud of sorrow hung over Fort Chimo, for the merry young voice that was wont to awake the surrounding echoes was gone. The systematic search had now been given up, for every nook, every glen, and gorge, and corrie within fifteen miles of the spot where they had found the little sledge, had been searched again and again without success. But hope clung with singular tenacity to the parents hearts long after it had fled from those of the men of the fort and of the Esquimaux. Every alternate day Stanley and Frank sallied forth with heavy steps and furrowed brows to explore more carefully those places where the child was most likely to have strayed, expecting, yet fearing, to find her dead body. But they always returned to the bereaved mother with silent lips and downcast looks.

They frequently conversed together about her, and always in a hopeful tone, each endeavouring to conceal from the other the real state of his own mind. Indeed, except when necessity required it, they seldom spoke on any other subject.

One day Stanley and Frank were seated by the blazing stove in the hall conversing as usual about the plan of the search for that day. Mrs Stanley was busied in preparing breakfast.

Tis going to blow hard from the north, Frank, said Stanley, rising and looking out of the window; I see the icebergs coming into the river with the tide. You will have a cold march, I fear.

Frank made no reply, but rose and approached the window. The view from it was a strange one. During the night a more than usually severe frost had congealed the water of the lake in the centre, and the icebergs that sailed towards the Caniapuscaw River in stately grandeur went crashing through this young ice as if it had been paper, their slow but steady progress receiving no perceptible check from its opposition. Some of these bergs were of great size, and in proceeding onwards they passed so close to the fort that the inhabitants feared more than once that a falling pinnacle might descend on the stores, which were built near to the waters edge, and crush them. As the tide gradually rose it rushed with violence into the cavities beneath the solid ice on the opposite shore, and finding no escape save through a few rents and fissures, sent up columns or spouts of white spray in all directions, which roared and shrieked as they flew upwards, as if the great ocean were maddened with anger at finding a power strong enough to restrain and curb its might. At intervals the main ice rent with a crash like the firing of artillery; and as if nature had designed to carry on and deepen this simile, the shore was lined with heaps of little blocks of ice which the constantly recurring action of the tide had moulded into the shape and size of cannon balls.

But such sights were common to the inhabitants of Fort Chimo, and had long ago ceased to call forth more than a passing remark.

May it not be possible, murmured Stanley, while he leant his brow on his hand, that she may have gone up False River?

I think not, said Frank. I know not how it is, but I have a strange conviction that she is yet alive. If she had perished in the snow, we should certainly have found her long ago. I cannot explain my feelings, or give a reason for them, but I feel convinced that darling Eda is alive.

Oh, God grant it! whispered Stanley in a deep voice, while his wife hastened from the room to conceal the tears which she could not restrain.

While Frank continued to gaze in silence on the bleak scene without, a faint sound of sleigh-bells broke upon his ear.

Hark! he cried, starting, and opening the door.

The regular and familiar sound of the bells came floating sweetly on the breeze. They grew louder and louder, and in a few seconds a team of dogs galloped into the fort, dragging a small sled behind them. They were followed by two stalwart Indians, whose costume and manner told that they were in the habit of associating more with the fur-traders than with their own kindred. The dogs ran the sled briskly into the centre of the fort, and lay down panting on the snow, while the two men approached the hall.

Tis a packet, cried Stanley, forgetting for the moment his sorrow in the excitement of this unexpected arrival.

In a moment all the men at the fort were assembled in the square.

A packet! Where come you from?

From Moose Fort, replied the elder Indian, while his comrade unfastened from the sled a little bundle containing letters.

Any news? Are all well? chorused the men.

Ay, all well. It is many day since we left. The way is very rough, and we did not find much deer. We saw one camp of Indian, but they fraid to come. I not know why. But I see with them one fair flower which grow in the fields of the Esquimaux. I suppose the Indian pluck her, and dare not come back here.

Stanley started, and his cheek grew pale.

A fair flower, say you? Speak literally, man: was it a little white girl that you saw?

No, replied the Indian, it was no white girl we saw. It was one young Esquimau woman.

Stanley heaved a deep sigh and turned away, muttering, Ah! I might have known that she could not have fallen into the hands of Indians so far to the south.

Well, lads, take care of these fellows, he cried, crushing down the feelings that had been for a brief moment awakened in his heart by the Indians words, and give them plenty to eat and smoke. So saying he went off with the packet, followed by Frank.

Niver fear ye; come along, honey, said Bryan, grasping the elder Indian by the arm, while the younger was carried off by Massan, and the dogs taken care of by Ma-istequan and Gaspard.

On perusing the letters, Stanley found that it would be absolutely necessary to send a packet of dispatches to headquarters. The difficulties of his position required to be more thoroughly explained, and erroneous notions corrected.

What shall I do, Frank? said he, with a perplexed look. These Indians cannot return to Moose, having received orders, I find, to journey in a different direction. Our own men know the way, but I cannot spare the good ones among them, and the second-rate cannot be depended on without a leader.

Frank did not give an immediate reply. He seemed to be pondering the subject in his mind. At length he said, Could not Dick Prince be spared?

No; he is too useful here. The fact is, Frank, I think I must send you. It will do you good, my dear boy, and tend to distract your mind from a subject which is now hopeless.

Frank at first objected strongly to this plan, on the ground that it would prevent him from assisting in the forlorn search for Edith; but Stanley pointed out that he and the men could continue it, and that, on the other hand, his (Franks) personal presence at headquarters would be of great importance to the interests of the Company. At length Frank was constrained to obey.

The route by which he purposed to travel was overland to Richmond Gulf on snow-shoes; and as the way was rough, he determined to take only a few days provisions, and depend for subsistence on the hook and gun. Maximus, Oolibuck, and Ma-istequan were chosen to accompany him; and three better men he could not have had, for they were stalwart and brave, and accustomed from infancy to live by the chase, and traverse trackless wastes, guided solely by that power of observation or instinct with which savages are usually gifted.

With these men, a weeks provisions, a large supply of ammunition, a small sledge, and three dogs, of whom Chimo was the leader, Frank one morning ascended the rocky platform behind the fort, and bidding adieu to Ungava, commenced his long journey over the interior of East Main.




Chapter Thirty.

An old friend amid new friends and novelties  A desperate battle and a glorious victory.

The scene of our story is now changed, and we request our patient reader to fly away with us deeper into the north, beyond the regions of Ungava, and far out upon the frozen sea.

Here is an island which for many long years has formed a refuge to the roedeer during the winter, at which season these animals, having forsaken the mainland in autumn, dwell upon the islands of the sea. At the time of which we write the island in question was occupied by a tribe of Esquimaux, who had built themselves as curious a village as one could wish to see. The island had little or no wood on it, and the few willow bushes that showed their heads above the deep snow were stunted and thin. Such as they were, however, they, along with a ledge of rock over which the snow had drifted in a huge mound, formed a sort of protection to the village of the Esquimaux, and sheltered it from the cold blasts that swept over the frozen sea from the regions of the far north. There were about twenty igloos in the village, all of which were built in the form of a dome, exactly similar to the hut constructed by Maximus on the lake. They were of various sizes, and while some stood apart with only a small igloo attached, others were congregated in groups and connected by low tunnels or passages. The doorways leading into most of them were so low that the natives were obliged to creep out and in on their hands and knees; but the huts themselves were high enough to permit the tallest man of the tribe to stand erect, and some of them so capacious that a family of six or eight persons could dwell in them easily. We may remark, however, that Esquimau ideas of roominess and comfort in their dwellings differ very considerably from ours. Their chief aim is to create heat, and for this end they cheerfully submit to what we would consider the discomfort of crowding and close air.

The village at a little distance bore a curious resemblance to a cluster of white beehives; and the round, soft, hairy natives, creeping out and in continually, and moving about amongst them, were not unlike (with the aid of a little imagination) to a swarm of monstrous black bees  an idea which was further strengthened by the continuous hum that floated on the air over the busy settlement. Kayaks and oomiaks lay about in several places supported on blocks of ice, and seal-spears, paddles, dans, lances, coils of walrus-line, and other implements, were intermingled in rare confusion with sledges, sealskins, junks of raw meat and bones, on which latter the numerous dogs of the tribe were earnestly engaged.

In the midst of this village stood a hut which differed considerably from those around. It was built of clear ice instead of snow. There were one or two other igloos made of the same material, but none so large, clean, or elegant as this one. The walls, which were perpendicular, were composed of about thirty large square blocks, cemented together with snow, and arranged in the form of an octagon. The roof was a dome of snow. A small porch or passage, also of ice, stood in front of the low doorway, which had been made high enough to permit the owner of the mansion to enter by stooping slightly. In front and all around this hut the snow was carefully scraped, and all offensive objects  such as seal and whale blubber  removed, giving to it an appearance of cleanliness and comfort which the neighbouring igloos did not possess. Inside of this icy residence, on a couch of deerskin was seated Edith Stanley!

On that terrible night when the child lost her way in the dreary plain, she had wandered she knew not whither, until she was suddenly arrested by coming to the edge of the solid ice on the shores of Ungava Bay. Here the high winds had broken up the ice, and the black waters of the sea now rolled at her feet and checked her progress. Terrified at this unexpected sight, Edith endeavoured to retrace her steps; but she found to her horror that the ice on which she stood was floating, and that the wind, having shifted a point to the eastward, was driving it across to the west side of the bay. Here, in the course of the next day, it grounded, and the poor child, benumbed with cold and faint with hunger, crept as far as she could on to the firm land, and then lay down, as she thought, to die.

But it was otherwise ordained. In less than half an hour afterwards she was found by a party of Esquimaux. These wild creatures had come from the eastward in their dog-sledges, and having passed well out to the seaward in order to avoid the open water off the mouth of False River, had missed seeing their countrymen there, and therefore knew nothing of the establishment of Fort Chimo. In bending towards the land again after passing the bay they came upon Ediths tracks, and after a short search they found her lying on the snow.

Words cannot convey an adequate impression of the unutterable amazement of these poor creatures as they beheld the fair child, so unlike anything they had ever seen or imagined; but whatever may have been their thoughts regarding her, they had sense enough to see that she was composed of flesh and blood, and would infallibly freeze if allowed to lie there much longer. They therefore lifted her gently upon one of the large sleighs, and placed her on a pile of furs in the midst of a group of women and children, who covered her up and chafed her limbs vigorously. Meanwhile the drivers of the sledges, of which there were six, with twenty dogs attached to each, plied their long whips energetically; the dogs yelled in consternation, and, darting away with the sledges as if they had been feathers, the whole tribe went hooting, yelling, and howling away over the frozen sea.

The surprise of the savages when they found Edith was scarcely, if at all, superior to that of Edith when she opened her eyes and began to comprehend, somewhat confusedly, her peculiar position. The savages watched her movements, open-mouthed, with intense curiosity, and seemed overjoyed beyond expression when she at length recovered sufficiently to exclaim feebly, Where am I? where are you taking me to?

We need scarcely add that she received no reply to her questions, for the natives did not understand a word of her language, and with the exception of the names of one or two familiar objects, she did not understand a word of theirs. Of how far or how long they travelled Edith could form no idea, as she slept profoundly during the journey, and did not thoroughly recover her strength and faculties until after her arrival at the camp.

For many days after reaching the Esquimau village poor Edith did nothing but weep; for, besides the miserable circumstances in which she was now placed, she was much too considerate and unselfish in her nature to forget that her parents would experience all the misery of supposing her dead, and added to this was the terrible supposition that the natives into whose hands she had fallen might never hear of Fort Chimo. The distracted child did her utmost by means of signs to make them understand that such a place existed, but her efforts were of no avail. Either she was not eloquent in the language of signs, or the natives were obtuse. As time abated the first violence of her grief, she began to entertain a hope that ere long some wandering natives might convey intelligence of her to the fur-traders. As this hope strengthened she became more cheerful, and resolved to make a number of little ornaments with her name inscribed on them, which she meant to hang round the necks of the chief men of the tribe, so that should any of them ever chance to meet with the fur-traders, these ornaments might form a clue to her strange residence.

A small medal of whalebone seemed to her the most appropriate and tractable material, but it cost her many long and weary hours to cut a circular piece of this tough material with the help of an Esquimau knife. When she had done it, however, several active boys who had watched the operation with much curiosity and interest, no sooner understood what she wished to make than they set to work and cut several round pieces of ivory or walrus-tusk, which they presented to their little guest, who scratched the name EDITH on them and hung them round the necks of the chief men of the tribe. The Esquimaux smiled and patted the childs fair head kindly as they received this piece of attention, which they flattered themselves, no doubt, was entirely disinterested and complimentary.

Winter wore gradually away, and the ice upon the sea began to show symptoms of decay opposite to the camp of the Esquimaux. During the high winds of spring the drift had buried the village so completely that the beehives were scarcely visible, and the big black bees walked about on the top of their igloos, and had to cut deep down in order to get into them. For some time past the natives had been unsuccessful in their seal-hunting; and as seals and walruses constituted their chief means of support, they were reduced to short allowance. Ediths portion, however, had never yet been curtailed. It was cooked for her over the stone lamp belonging to an exceedingly fat young woman whose igloo was next to that of the little stranger, and whose heart had been touched by the childs sorrow; afterwards it was more deeply touched by her gratitude and affection. This womans name was Kaga, and she, with the rest of her tribe, having been instructed carefully by Edith in the pronunciation of her own name, ended in calling their little guest Eeduck! Kaga had a stout, burly husband named Annatock, who was the best hunter in the tribe; she also had a nephew about twelve or fourteen years old, named Peetoot, who was very fond of Edith and extremely attentive to her. Kaga had also a baby  a mere bag of fat  to which Edith became so attached that she almost constituted herself its regular nurse; and when the weather was bad, so as to confine her to the house, she used to take it from its mother, carry it off to her own igloo, and play with it the whole day, much in the same way as little girls play with dolls  with this difference, however, that she considerately restrained herself from banging its nose against the floor or punching out its eyes!

It was a bright, clear, warm day. Four mock suns encircled and emulated in brilliancy their great original. The balmy air was beginning to melt the surface of the snow, and the igloos that had stood firm for full half a year were gradually becoming dangerous to walk over and unsafe to sit under. Considerable bustle prevailed in the camp, for a general seal-hunting expedition was on foot, and the men of the tribe were preparing their dog-sledges and their spears.

Edith was in her igloo of ice, seated on the soft pile of deerskins which formed her bed at night and her sofa by day, and worrying Kagas baby, which laughed vociferously. The inside of this house or apartment betokened the taste and neatness of its occupant. The snow roof, having begun to melt, had been removed, and was replaced by slabs of ice, which, with the transparent walls, admitted the suns rays in a soft, bluish light, which cast a fairy-like charm over the interior. On a shelf of ice which had been neatly fitted into the wall by her friend Peetoot lay a rude knife, a few pieces of whalebone and ivory (the remains of the material of which her medals had been made), and an ivory cup. The floor was covered with willow matting, and on the raised half of it were spread several deerskins with the hair on. A canopy of willow boughs was erected over this. On another shelf of ice, near the head of the bed, stood a small stone lamp, which had been allowed to go out, the weather being warm. The only other articles of furniture in this simple apartment were a square table and a square stool, both made of ice blocks and covered with sealskins.

While Edith and her living doll were in the height of their uproarious intercourse, they were interrupted by Peetoot, who burst into the room, more like a hairy wild-man-o-the-wood than a human being. He carried a short spear in one hand, and with the other pointed in the direction of the shore, at the same time uttering a volley of unintelligible sounds which terminated with an emphatic Eeduck!

Ediths love for conversation, whether she made herself understood or not, had increased rather than abated in her peculiar circumstances.

What is it, Peetoot? Why do you look so excited? Oh dear, I wish I understood you  indeed I do! But its of no use your speaking so fast.  (Be quiet, baby darling.)  I see you want me to do or say something; what can it be, I wonder?

Edith looked into the boys face with an air of perplexity.

Again Peetoot commenced to vociferate and gesticulate violently; but seeing, as he had often seen before, that his young friend did not appear to be much enlightened, he seized her by the arm, and, as a more summary and practical way of explaining himself, dragged her towards the door of the hut.

Oh, the baby! screamed Edith, breaking from him and placing her charge in the farthest and safest part of the couch. Now Ill go with you, though I dont understand what you want. Well, I suppose I shall find out in time, as usual.

Having led Edith towards the beach, Peetoot pointed to his uncles sledge, to which the dogs were already harnessed, and made signs that Edith should go with them.

Oh, I understand you now. Well, it is a charming day; I think I will. Do you think Annatock will let me? Oh, you dont understand. Never mind; wait till I put on my hood and return the baby to its mother.

In two minutes Edith reappeared in her fur cloak and Indian hood, with the fat baby sprawling and laughing on her shoulder. That baby never cried. It seemed as though it had resolved to substitute laughing in its stead. Once only had Edith seen tears in its little black eyes, and that was when she had given it a spoonful of soup so hot that its mouth was scalded by it.

Several of the sledges had already left the island, and were flying at full speed over the frozen sea, deviating ever and anon from the straight line in order to avoid a hummock of ice or a gap of open water caused by the separation of masses at the falling of the tide, while the men shouted, and the dogs yelled as they observed the flourish of the cruelly long and heavy lash.

Shall I get in? said Edith to Annatock, with an inquiring look, as she approached the place where the sledge was standing.

The Esquimau nodded his shaggy head, and showed a row of remarkably white teeth environed by a thick black beard and moustache, by way of reply to the look of the child.

With a laughing nod to Kaga, who stood watching them, Edith stepped in and seated herself on a deerskin robe; Annatock and Peetoot sat down beside her; the enormous whip gave a crack like a pistol-shot, and the team of fifteen dogs, uttering a loud cry, bounded away over the sea.

The sledge on which Edith was seated was formed very much in the same manner as the little sled which had been made for her at Fort Chimo. It was very much larger, how ever, and could have easily held eight or ten persons. The runners, which were shod with frozen mud (a substance that was now becoming nearly unfit for use owing to the warm weather), were a perfect wonder of ingenuity  as, indeed, was the whole machine  being pieced and lashed together with lines of raw hide in the most complicated manner and very neatly. The dogs were each fastened by a separate line to the sledge, the best dog being placed in the centre and having the longest line, while the others were attached by lines proportionably shorter according to the distance of each from the leading dog, and the outsiders being close to the runners of the sledge. All the lines were attached to the front bar of the machine. There were many advantages attending this mode of harnessing, among which were the readiness with which any dog could be attached or detached without affecting the others, and the ease with which Annatock, when so inclined, could lay hold of the line of a refractory dog, haul him back without stopping the others, and give him a cuffing. This, however, was seldom done, as the driver could touch any member of the team with the point of his whip. The handle of this terrible instrument was not much more than eighteen or twenty inches long, but the lash was upwards of six yards! Near the handle it was about three inches broad, being thick cords of walrus-hide platted; it gradually tapered towards the point, where it terminated in a fine line of the same material. While driving, the long lash of this whip trails on the snow behind the sledge, and by a peculiar sleight of hand its serpentine coils can be brought up for instant use.

No backwoodsman of Kentucky was ever more perfect in the use of his pea-rifle or more certain of his aim than was Annatock with his murderous whip. He was a dead shot, so to speak. He could spread intense alarm among the dogs by causing the heavy coil to whiz over them within a hairs-breadth of their heads; or he could gently touch the extreme tip of the ear of a skulker, to remind him of his duty to his master and his comrades; or, in the event of the warning being neglected, he could bring the point down on his flank with a crack like a pistol-shot, that would cause skin and hair to fly, and spread yelping dismay among the entire pack. And how they did run! The sledge seemed a mere feather behind the powerful team. They sprang forth at full gallop, now bumping over a small hummock or diverging to avoid a large one, anon springing across a narrow gap in the ice, or sweeping like the snowdrift over the white plain, while the sledge sprang and swung and bounded madly on behind them; and Annatock shouted as he flourished his great whip in the excitement of their rapid flight, and Peetoot laughed with wild delight, and Edith sat clasping her hands tightly over her knees  her hood thrown back, her fair hair blown straight out by the breeze, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted, and her eyes sparkling with emotion as they whirled along in their mad and swift career.

In half an hour the low village was out of sight, and in half an hour more they arrived at the place where a number of the Esquimaux were scattered in twos and threes over the ice, searching for seal-holes, and preparing to catch them.

What is that man doing? cried Edith, pointing to an Esquimau who, having found a hole, had built a semicircular wall of snow round it to protect him from the light breeze that was blowing, and was sitting, when Edith observed him, in the attitude of one who listened intently. The hood of his sealskin coat was over his head, so that his features were concealed. At his feet lay a stout, barbed seal-spear, the handle of which was made of wood, and the barb and lower part of ivory. A tough line was attached to this, and the other end of it was fastened round the mans waist; for when an Esquimau spears a seal, he prepares to conquer or to die. If he does not haul the animal out of the hole, there is every probability that it will haul him into it. But the Esquimau has laid it down as an axiom that a man is more than a match for a seal; therefore he ties the line round his waist,  which is very much like nailing the colours to the mast. There seems to be no allowance made for the chance of an obstreperously large seal allowing himself to be harpooned by a preposterously small Esquimau; but we suppose that this is the exception to the rule.

As Edith gazed, the Esquimau put out his hand with the stealthy motion of a cat and lifted his spear. The next instant the young ice that covered the hole was smashed, and, in an instant after, the ivory barb was deep in the shoulder of an enraged seal, which had thus fallen a sacrifice to his desire for fresh air. The Esquimau immediately lay back almost at full length, with his heels firmly imbedded in two notches cut in the ice at the edge of the hole; the seal dived, and the mans waist seemed to be nearly cut in two. But the rope was tough and the man was stout, and although the seal was both, it was conquered in the course of a quarter of an hour, hauled out, and thrown exultingly upon the ice.

This man had only watched at the seal-hole a couple of hours, but the natives frequently sit behind their snow walls for the greater part of a day, almost without moving hand or foot.

Having witnessed this capture, Annatock drove on until the most of his countrymen were left behind. Suddenly he called to the dogs to halt, and spoke in a deep, earnest tone to his nephew, while both of them gazed intently towards a particular quarter of the sea. Edith looked in the same direction, and soon saw the object that attracted their attention, but the only thing it seemed like to her was an enormous cask or barrel.

What is it? said she to Peetoot, as Annatock selected his largest spear and hastened towards the object.

Of course Edith received no reply save a broad grin; but the little fellow followed up this remark, if we may so call it, by drawing his fingers through his lips, and licking them in a most significant manner. Meanwhile Annatock advanced rapidly towards the object of interest, keeping carefully behind hummocks of ice as he went, and soon drew near enough to make certain that it was a walrus, apparently sound asleep, with its blunt snout close to its hole, ready to plunge in should an enemy appear.

Annatock now advanced more cautiously, and when within a hundred yards of the huge monster, lay down at full length on his breast, and began to work his way towards it after the manner of a seal. He was so like a seal in his hairy garments that he might easily have been mistaken for one by a more intellectual animal than a walrus. But the walrus did not awake, and he approached to within ten yards. Then, rising suddenly to his feet, Annatock poised the heavy weapon, and threw it with full force against the animals side. It struck, and, as if it had fallen on an adamantine rock, it bounded off and fell upon the ice, with its hard point shattered and its handle broken in two.

For one instant Annatocks face blazed with surprise; the next, it relapsed into fifty dimples, as he roared and tossed up his arms with delight at the discovery that the walrus had been frozen to death beside its hole!

This catastrophe is not of unfrequent occurrence to these elephants of the northern seas. They are in the habit of coming up occasionally through their holes in the ice to breathe, and sometimes they crawl out in order to sleep on the ice, secure, in the protection of their superabundant fat, from being frozen  at least easily. When they have had enough of sleep, or when the prickling sensation on their skin warns them that nothing is proof against the cold of the Polar Seas, and that they will infallibly freeze if they do not make a precipitate retreat to the comparatively warm waters below, they scramble to their holes, crush down the new ice with their tusks and thick heads, and plunge in. But sometimes the ice which forms on the holes when they are asleep is too strong to be thus broken, in which case the hapless monster lays him down and dies.

Such was the fate of the walrus which Annatock was now cutting up with his axe into portable blocks of beef. For several days previous to the thaw which had now set in, the weather had been intensely cold, and the walrus had perished in consequence of its ambitious desire to repose in the regions above.

Not far from the spot where this fortunate discovery had been made, there was a large sheet of recently-formed black ice, where the main ice had been broken away and the open water left. The sheet, although much melted by the thaw, was still about three inches thick, and quite capable of supporting a man. While Annatock was working with his back to this ice, he heard a tremendous crash take place behind him. Turning hastily round, he observed that the noise was caused by another enormous walrus, the glance of whose large round eyes and whose loud snort showed clearly enough that he was not frozen like his unfortunate companion. By this time the little boy had come up with Edith and the sledge. So Annatock ordered him to take the dogs behind a hummock to keep them out of sight, while he selected several strong harpoons and a lance from the sledge. Giving another lance to Peetoot, he signed to Edith to sit on the hummock while he attacked the grisly monster of the deep.

While these preparations were being made, the walrus dived; and while it was under water, the man and the boy ran quickly forward a short distance, and then lay down behind a lump of ice. Scarcely had they done so when the walrus came up again with a loud snort, splashing the water with its broad, heavy flippers  which seemed a sort of compromise between legs and fins  and dashing waves over the ice as it rolled about its large, unwieldy carcass. It was truly a savage-looking monster, as large as a small elephant, and having two tusks of a foot and a half long. The face bore a horrible resemblance to that of a man. Its crown was round and bulging, its face broad and massive, and a thick, bristling moustache  rough as the spines of a porcupine  covered its upper lip, and depended in a shaggy dripping mass over its mouth. After spluttering about a short time it dived again.

Now was Annatocks time. Seizing a harpoon and a coil of line, he muttered a few words to the boy, sprang up, and running out upon the smooth ice, stood by the edge of the open water. He had not waited here more than a few seconds when the black waters were cleft by the blacker head of the monster, as it once more ascended to renew its elephantine gambols in the pool. As it rose, the Esquimau threw up his arm and poised the harpoon. For one instant the surprised animal raised itself breast-high out of the water, and directed a stare of intense astonishment at the man. That moment was fatal. Annatock buried the harpoon deep under its left flipper. With a fierce bellow the brute dashed itself against the ice, endeavouring in its fury to reach its assailant; but the ice gave way under its enormous weight, while Annatock ran back as far as the line attached to the harpoon would permit him.

The walrus, seeing that it could not reach its enemy in this way, seemed now to be actually endued with reason. It took a long gaze at Annatock, and then dived. But the Esquimau was prepared for this. He changed his position hastily, and played his line the meanwhile, fixing the point of his lance into the ice, in order to give him a more effective hold. Scarcely had he done so than the spot he had just left was smashed up, and the head of the walrus appeared, grinning and bellowing as if in disappointment. At this moment Peetoot handed his uncle a harpoon, and, ere the animal dived, the weapon was fixed in his side. Once more Annatock changed his position; and once again the spot on which he had been standing was burst upwards. It was a terrible sight to see that unearthly-looking monster smashing the ice around it, and lashing the blood-stained sea into foam, while it waged such mortal war with the self-possessed and wary man. How mighty and strong the one! how comparatively weak and seemingly helpless the other! It was the triumph of mind over matter  of reason over blind brute force. But Annatock fought a hard battle that day ere he came off conqueror. Harpoon after harpoon was driven into the walrus; again and again the lance pierced deep into its side and drank its life-blood; but three hours had passed away before the dead carcass was dragged from the deep by the united force of dogs and man. During this terrible combat Edith had looked on with such intense interest that she could scarcely believe her eyes when she found, from the position of the sun, that the day was far advanced. It was too late now to think of cutting up the carcasses without assistance, so Annatock determined to return home and tell his countrymen of his good fortune.

It is a custom among the Esquimaux to consider every animal that is killed as the common property of all  the successful hunter being entitled to all the titbits, besides his portion of the equal dividend; so that Annatock knew he had only to give the signal, and every able-bodied man in the village, and not a few of the women and children, would descend like vultures on the spoil. Jumping into his sledge, he stretched out his exhausted frame at full length beside Edith, and committed the whip to Peetoot.

Im so glad, cried Edith, with a beaming face, that we have killed this beast. The poor people will have plenty to eat now.

Ha! ha! ha! roared Peetoot, giving increased emphasis to each successive shout, and prolonging the last into a yell of delight, as he cracked the ponderous whip from side to side like a volley of pistolry.

O Peetoot! exclaimed Edith, in a remonstrative tone, as the sledge swayed to and fro with the rate at which they were sweeping over the plain, dont drive so fast; you will kill the poor dogs!

Ho! ho! ho-o-o! Eeduck! roared the boy, aiming a shot at the leaders left ear, and bringing the thick end of the whip down on the flanks of the six hindmost dogs.

Thus, amid a volley of roars, remonstrances, yells, yelps, and pistolry, Edith and her friends scoured over the frozen sea, and swept into the Esquimau camp like a whirlwind.




Chapter Thirty One.

Another desperate battle, and a decided victory  The Esquimaux suffer a severe loss.

The night that followed the day of which we have given an account in the last chapter was a night of rest to Edith, but not to the Esquimaux.

Scarcely allowing themselves time to harness their dogs, after the news reached them, they set off for the scene of action in a body. Every sledge was engaged, every able-bodied male and female started. None were left in camp except the sick, of whom there were few; and the aged, of whom there were fewer. While engaged in the hurried preparations for departure the women sang with delight, for they had been living on very short allowance for some weeks past, and starvation had been threatening them; so that the present success diffused among these poor creatures a universal feeling of joy. But their preparations were not numerous. A short scene of excited bustle followed Annatocks arrival, a few yells from the dogs at starting, and the deserted camp was so silent and desolate that it seemed as if human beings had not been there for centuries.

It did not continue long, however, in this state. Two or three hours later, and the first of the return parties arrived, groaning under the burdens they carried and dragged behind them. The walrus-flesh was packed on the dog-sledges; but as for the few seals that had been caught, they were sledges to themselves  cords being tied to their tails, to which a dozen natives attached themselves, and dragged the carcasses over the snow.

Peetoot, whose spirit that night seemed to be intoxicated with success, and who felt that he was the lion of the night (after Annatock!), seated himself astride of one of the dead seals, and was dragged into camp on this novel sledge, shouting a volley of unintelligible jargon at the top of his voice, in the midst of which Eeduck frequently resounded. At length the last lingerer arrived, and then began a feast of the most extraordinary kind. The walrus-flesh was first conveyed to the igloo of Annatock, where it was cut up and distributed among the natives. The women seemed quite frantic with joy, and went about from hut to hut embracing one another, by way of congratulation. Soon the lamps of the village were swimming with oil, the steaks stewing and roasting, the children provided with pieces of raw blubber to keep them quiet while the larger portions were being cooked, and the entire community gormandising and rejoicing as savages are wont to do when suddenly visited with plenty in the midst of starvation.

During all this scene, Edith went about from hut to hut enjoying herself. Nay, reader, be not horrified; thou knowest not the pliable and accommodating nature of humanity. Edith did not enjoy the filth by which she was surrounded  far from it; neither did she enjoy the sight of raw blubber being sucked by little babies, especially by her own favourite; but she did enjoy the sight of so much plenty where, but a few hours ago, starvation had begun to threaten a visit; and she did enjoy and heartily sympathise with the undoubted and great happiness of her hospitable friends. A very savoury dish, with a due proportion of lean to the fat, cut specially to suit her taste, smoked on Eeducks table that night, and Peetoot and the baby helped her to eat it. Really it would be a matter of nice calculation to ascertain whether Peetoot or the baby laughed most on this jovial occasion. Undoubtedly the former had the best of it in regard to mere noise; nevertheless the pipe of the latter was uncommonly shrill, and at times remarkably racy and obstreperous. But as the hours flew by, the children throughout the camp generally fell asleep, while their seniors sat quietly and contentedly round their kettles and lamps, eating and slumbering by turns. The amount of food consumed was enormous, and quite beyond the belief of men accustomed to the appetites of temperate zones; but we beg them to remember that arctic frosts require to be met with arctic stimulants, and of these an immense quantity of unctuous food is the best.

Next morning the Esquimaux were up and away by daybreak, with their dogs and sledges, to bring home the remainder of the walrus-meat; for these poor people are not naturally improvident, and do not idle their time in luxurious indolence until necessity urges them forth again in search of food. In this respect they are superior to Indians, who are notoriously improvident and regardless of the morrow.

This day was signalised by another piece of success on the part of Annatock and his nephew, who went to the scene of yesterdays battle on foot. Edith remained behind, having resolved to devote herself entirely to the baby, to make up for her neglect of the previous day. On reaching the place where the walrus had been slain, Annatock cut off and bound up a portion with which he intended to return to the camp. While he was thus employed, along with a dozen or more of his countrymen, Peetoot came running towards him, saying that he thought he saw a seal lying on the ice far ahead. Having a harpoon and two spears with them, Annatock left his work and followed his nephew to the spot where it was supposed to be lying. But on reaching the place they found that it was gone, and a few bells floating at the surface of the hole showed where it had made its descent to the element below. With the characteristic indifference of a man accustomed to the vicissitudes and the disappointments of a hunters life, the elder Esquimau uttered a grunt and turned away. But he had not proceeded more than a few paces when his eye became riveted on the track of some animal on the ice, which appeared to his practised eye to be quite fresh. Upon examination this proved to be the case, and Annatock spoke earnestly for a few minutes with his nephew. The boy appeared from his gestures to be making some determined remarks, and seemed not a little hurt at the doubting way in which his uncle shook his head. At length Peetoot seized a spear, and, turning away, followed the track of the animal with a rapid and determined air; while Annatock, grasping the other spear, followed in the boys track.

A brisk walk of half an hour over the ice and hummocks of the sea carried them out of sight of their companions, but did not bring them up with the animal of which they were in chase. At length Peetoot halted, and stooped to scrutinise the track more attentively. As he did so an enormous white bear stalked out from behind a neighbouring hummock of ice, and after gazing at him for a second or two, turned round and walked slowly away.

The elder Esquimau cast a doubtful glance at his nephew, while he lowered the point of his spear and seemed to hesitate; but the boy did not wait. Levelling his spear, he uttered a wild shout and ran towards the animal, which instantly turned towards the approaching enemy with a look of defiance. If Annatock had entertained any doubts of his nephews courage before, he had none now; so, casting aside all further thought on the subject, he ran forward along with him to attack the bear. This was a matter attended with much danger, however, and there was some reason in the man feeling a little uncertainty as to the courage of a youth who, he was aware, now faced a bear for the first time in his life!

At first the two hunters advanced side by side towards the fierce-looking monster, but as they drew near they separated, and approached one on the right, the other on the left of the bear. As it was determined that Annatock should give the death-wound, he went towards the left side and hung back a moment, while Peetoot advanced to the right. When about three yards distant the bear rose. The action had a powerful and visible effect upon the boy; for as polar bears are comparatively long-bodied and short-legged, their true proportions are not fully displayed until they rear on their hind legs. It seemed as if the animal actually grew taller and more enormous in the act of rising, and the boys cheek blanched while he shrank backwards for a moment. It was only for a moment, however. A quick word of encouragement from Annatock recalled him. He stepped boldly forward as the bear was glancing savagely from side to side, uncertain which enemy to attack first, and, thrusting his lance forward, pricked it sharply on the side. This decided the point. With a ferocious growl the animal turned to fall upon its insignificant enemy. In doing so its left shoulder was fully exposed to Annatock, who, with a dart like lightning, plunged his spear deep into its heart. A powerful shudder shook the monsters frame as it fell dead upon the ice.

Annatock stood for a few minutes leaning on his spear, and regarding the bear with a grim look of satisfaction; while Peetoot laughed, and shouted, and danced around it like a maniac. How long he would have continued these wild demonstrations it is difficult to say  probably until he was exhausted  but his uncle brought them to a speedy termination by bringing the butt-end of his spear into smart contact with Peetoots flank. With a howl, in which consternation mingled with his glee, the boy darted away over the ice like a reindeer to convey the glad news to his friends, and to fetch a sledge for the bears carcass.

On returning to the village there was immediately instituted another royal feast, which continued from day to day, gradually decreasing in joyous intensity as the provender decreased in bulk, until the walruses, the bear, and the seals were entirely consumed.

Soon after this the weather became decidedly mild, and the power of the suns rays was so great that the snow on the island and the ice on the sea began to be resolved into water. During this period several important changes took place in the manners and customs of the Esquimaux. The women, who had worn deerskin shoes during the winter, put on their enormous waterproof summer boots. The men, when out on the ice in search of seals, used a pair of wooden spectacles, with two narrow slits to peep through, in order to protect their eyes from the snow-blindness caused by the glare of the sun on the ice and snow  a complaint which is apt to attack all arctic travellers in spring if not guarded against by some such appliance as the clumsy wooden spectacles of the Esquimaux. Active preparations were also made for the erection of skin summer tents, and the launching of kayaks and oomiaks. Moreover, little boys were forbidden to walk, as they had been wont to do, on the tops of the snow-houses, lest they should damage the rapidly-decaying roofs; but little boys in the far north inherit that tendency to disobedience which is natural to the children of Adam the world over, and on more than one occasion, having ventured to run over the igloos, were caught in the act by the thrusting of a leg now and then through the roofs thereof, to the indignation of the inmates below.

A catastrophe of this sort happened to poor Peetoot not long after the slaying of the polar bear, and brought the winter camp to an abrupt termination.

Edith had been amusing herself in her house of ice all the morning with her adopted baby, and was in the act of feeding it with a choice morsel of seal-fat, partially cooked, to avoid doing violence to her own prejudices, and very much under-done in order to suit the Esquimau babys taste  when Peetoot rushed violently into the hut, shouted Eeduck with a boisterous smile, seized the baby in his arms, and carried it off to its mother. Edith was accustomed to have it thus torn from her by the boy, who was usually sent as a messenger when Kaga happened to desire the loan of her offspring.

The igloo in which Kaga and her relations dwelt was the largest in the village. It was fully thirty feet in diameter. The passage leading to it was a hundred yards long, by five feet wide and six feet high, and from this passage branched several others of various lengths, leading to different storehouses and to other dwellings. The whiteness of the snow of which this princely mansion and its offices were composed was not much altered on the exterior; but in the interior a long winter of cooking and stewing and general filthiness had turned the walls and roofs quite black. Being somewhat lazy, Peetoot preferred the old plan of walking over this palace to going round by the entrance, which faced the south. Accordingly, he hoisted the fat and smiling infant on his shoulder, and bounded over the dome-shaped roof of Kagas igloo. Alas for the result of disobedience! No sooner had his foot touched the key-stone of the arch than down it went. Dinner was being cooked and consumed by twenty people below at the time. The key-stone buried a joint of walrus-beef, and instantly Peetoot and the baby lay sprawling on the top of it. But this was not all. The roof, unable to support its own weight, cracked and fell in with a dire crash. The men, women, and children struggled to disentomb themselves, and in doing so mixed up the oil of the lamps, the soup of their kettles, the black soot of the walls and roof, the dogs that had sneaked in, the junks of cooked, half-cooked, and raw blubber, and their own hairy-coated persons, into a conglomerate so atrocious to behold, or even think upon, that we are constrained to draw a curtain over the scene and spare the readers feelings. This event caused the Esquimaux to forsake the igloos, and pitch their skin tents on a spot a little to the southward of their wintering ground, which, being more exposed to the suns rays, was now free from snow.

They had not been encamped here more than three days when an event occurred which threw the camp into deep grief for a time. This was the loss of their great hunter, Annatock, the husband of Kaga. One of those tremendous north-west gales, which now and then visit the arctic seas and lands with such devastating fury, had set in while Annatock was out on the ice-floe in search of seals. Many of his comrades had started with him that day, but being a bold man, he had pushed beyond them all. When the gale came on the Esquimau hunters prepared to return home as fast as possible, fearing that the decaying ice might break up and drift away with them out to sea. Before starting they were alarmed to find that the seaward ice was actually in motion. It was on this ice that Annatock was employed; and his countrymen would fain have gone to warn him of his danger, but a gap of thirty feet already separated the floe from the main ice, and although they could perceive their friend in the far distance, busily employed on the ice, they could not make their voices heard. As the gale increased the floe drifted faster out to sea, and Annatock was observed running anxiously towards the land; but before he reached the edge of the ice-raft on which he stood, the increasing distance and the drifting clouds of snow hid him from view. Then his companions, fearful for their own safety, hastened back to the camp with the sad news.

At first Kaga seemed quite inconsolable, and Edith exerted herself as a comforter without success; but as time wore on the poor womans grief abated, and hope began to revive within her bosom. She recollected that the event which had befallen her husband had befallen some of her friends before in exactly similar circumstances, and that, although on many occasions the result had been fatal, there were not a few instances in which the lost ones had been driven on their ice-raft to distant parts of the shore, and after months, sometimes years, of hardship and suffering, had returned to their families and homes.

Still this hope was at best a poor one. For the few instances there were of return from such dangers, there were dozens in which the poor Esquimaux were never heard of more; and the heart of the woman sank within her as she thought of the terrible night on which her husband was lost, and the great, stormy, ice-laden sea, over whose surging bosom he was drifted. But the complex machinery of this world is set in motion and guided by One whose power and wisdom infinitely transcend those of the most exalted of His creatures; and it is a truth well worthy of being reiterated and re-impressed upon our memories, that in His hands those events that seem most adverse to man often turn out to be for his good.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Edith waxes melancholy, but her sadness is suddenly turned into joy; and the Esquimaux receive a surprise, and find a friend, and lose one.

The sea! How many stout hearts thrill and manly bosoms swell at the sound of that little word, or rather at the thought of all that it conveys! How many there are that reverence and love thy power and beauty, thy freedom and majesty, O sea! Wherein consists the potent charm that draws mankind towards thee with such irresistible affection? Is it in the calm tranquillity of thy waters, when thou liest like a sheet of crystal, with a bright refulgent sky reflected in thy soft bosom, and the white ships resting there as if in empty space, and the glad sea-mews rippling thy surface for a brief moment and then sailing from the blue below to the deeper blue above, and the soft song of thy wavelets as they slide upon the shingly shore or lip among the caves and hollows of the rocks! Or is it in the loud roar of thy billows, as they dash and fume and lash in fury on the coasts that dare to curb thy might?  that might which, commencing, mayhap, in the torrid zone of the south, has rolled and leaped in majesty across the waste of waters, tossed leviathans as playthings in its strength, rushed impetuously over half the globe, and burst at last in helplessness upon a bed of sand! Or does the charm lie in the yet fiercer strife of the tempest and the hurricane, when the elements, let loose, sweep round the shrinking world in fury; or in the ever-changing aspect of thy countenance, now bright and fair, now ruffled with the rising breeze, or darkened by the thunder-cloud that bodes the coming storm!

Ah yes! methinks not one but all of these combined do constitute the charm which draws mankind to thee, bright ocean, and fills his soul with sympathy and love. For in the changeful aspects of thy visage there are talismans which touch the varied chords that vibrate in the hearts of men. Perchance, in the bold whistle of thy winds, and the mad rolling of thy waves, an emblem of freedom is recognised by crushed and chafing spirits longing to be free. They cannot wall thee round. They cannot map thee into acres and hedge thee in, and leave us naught but narrow roads between. No ploughshare cleaves thee save the passing keel; no prince or monarch owns thy haughty waves. In thy hidden caverns are treasures surpassing those of earth; and those who dwell on thee in ships behold the wonders of the mighty deep. We bow in adoration to thy great Creator; and we bow to thee in love and reverence and sympathy, O sea!

Edith sat on the sea-shore. The glassy waves were no longer encumbered with ice, but shone like burnished gold in the light of the summer sun. Here and there, however, a large iceberg floated on the deep  a souvenir of winter past, a guarantee of winter yet to come. At the base of these blue islands the sea, calm though it was, broke in a continual roar of surf, and round their pinnacles the circling sea-birds sailed. The yellow sands on which the child sat, the green willows that fringed the background of brown rocks, and the warm sun, contrasted powerfully with the vestiges of winter on the sea, while a bright parhelia in the sky enriched and strengthened these characteristics of an arctic summer.

There was busy life and commotion in the Esquimau camp, from which Edith had retired to some distance to indulge in solitude the sad reveries of home, which weighed more heavily on her mind as the time flew by and the hope of speedy delivery began to fade.

O my own dear mother, sighed the child aloud, while a tear trickled down each cheek, shall I never see you more? My heart is heavy with wishing, always wishing. But no one comes. I never see a boat or a ship on that wide, wide sea. Oh, when, when will it come?

She paused, and, as she had often done before, laid her face on her hands and wept. But Edith soon recovered. These bursts of grief never lasted long, for the child was strong in hope. She never doubted that deliverance would come at last; and she never failed to supplicate at the throne of mercy, to which her mother had early taught her to fly in every time of trouble and distress.

Soon her attention was attracted from the sea, over whose wide expanse she had been gazing wistfully, by the loud voices of the Esquimaux, as a number of them prepared to embark in their kayaks. Several small whales had been descried, and the natives, ever on the alert, were about to attack them. Presently Edith observed Peetoot running along the beach towards her with a seal-spear or harpoon in his hand. This youth was a remarkably intelligent fellow, and had picked up a few words and sentences of English, of which he made the most.

Eeduck! Eeduck! he cried, pointing to one of the oomiaks which the women were launching, you go kill whale  funny; yes, Eeduck.

I dont think it will be very funny, said Edith, laughing; but Ill go to please you, Peetoot.

Goot, Eeduck; you is goot, shouted the boy, while he flourished his harpoon, and seizing his companion by the hand, dragged her in the direction of the kayaks.

In a few minutes Edith was ensconced in the centre of the oomiak amid a pack of noisy Esquimau women, whose tongues were loosed and spirits raised by the hope of a successful hunt. They went merely for the purpose of witnessing the sport, which was to be prosecuted by twelve or thirteen men, each in his arrow-like kayak. The women sat round their clumsy boat with their faces to the bow, each wielding a short, broad paddle, with which they propelled their craft at good speed over the glassy wave; but a few alternate dips of the long double-bladed paddles of the kayaks quickly sent the men far ahead of them. In the stern of the oomiak sat an old grey-headed man, who filled the office of steersman; a duty which usually devolves upon old men after they become unfit to manage the kayak. Indeed, it requires much vigour as well as practice to paddle the kayak, for it is so easily upset that a man could not sit in it for a minute without the long paddle, in the clever use of which lies the security of the Esquimau.

When the flotilla had paddled out a short distance a whale rose, and lay as if basking on the surface of the water. Instantly the men in the kayaks shot towards it, while the oomiak followed as fast as possible. On drawing near, the first Esquimau prepared his harpoon. To the barb of this weapon a stout line, from eight to twelve fathoms long, was attached, having a dan, or float, made of a sealskin at the other end of it. The dan was large enough to hold fifteen gallons or more.

Having paddled close to the whale, the Esquimau fixed the harpoon deep in its side, and threw the dan overboard. The whale dived in an agony, carrying the dan down along with it, and the Esquimau, picking up the liberated handle of the harpoon as he passed, paddled in the direction he supposed the whale must have taken. In a short time the dan re-appeared at no great distance. The kayaks, as if shot from a bow, darted towards the spot, and before the huge fish could dive a second time, it received two more harpoons and several deep stabs from the lances of the Esquimaux. Again it dived, carrying two additional dans down with it. But the dragging tendency of these three large floats, combined with the deep wounds it had received, brought the fish sooner than before to the surface, where it was instantly met and assailed by its relentless pursuers, who, in the course of little more than an hour, killed it, and dragged it in triumph to the shore.

The natives were still occupied in towing the captured fish, when one of the men uttered a wild shout, and pointed eagerly out to sea. At first Edith imagined that they must have seen another whale in the distance; but this opinion was quickly altered when she observed the eager haste with which they paddled towards the land, and the looks of surprise with which, ever and anon, they regarded the object on the horizon. This object seemed a mere speck to Ediths unaccustomed eyes; but as she gazed long and earnestly at it, a thought flashed across her mind. She sprang up; her sparkling eyes seemed as though they would burst from their sockets in her eager desire to make out this object of so great interest. At this moment the oomiak touched the land. With a bound like a gazelle Edith sprang on shore and ran panting with excitement to the top of a rocky eminence. Here she again directed her earnest gaze out to sea, while her colour went and came as she pressed her hands upon her breast in an agony of hope. Slowly but surely the speck came on; the wind shifted a point, which caused a gleam of sunlight to fall upon a sail. It was a boat! there could be no doubt of it  and making directly for the island! Unable to contain herself, Edith, uttering a piercing cry, sank upon the ground and burst into a passionate flood of tears. It was the irresistible impulse of hope long deferred at length realised; for the child did not entertain a doubt that this was at length the answer to her prayers.

Meanwhile the Esquimaux ran about in a state of extraordinary excitement. These people had very probably heard of the ships which once a year pass through Hudsons Straits on their way to the depôts on the shores of Hudsons Bay; but they had never met with them, or seen a Kublunat (white face) before that great day in their annals of discovery when they found little Edith fainting in the snow. Their sharp eyes had at once detected that the approaching boat was utterly different from their own kayaks or oomiaks. And truly it was; for as she drew near with her white sails bending before the evening breeze that had recently sprung up, and the Union Jack flying from her peak, and the foam curling before her sharp prow, she seemed a very model of grace and symmetry.

There were only three figures in the boat, one of whom, by the violent gesticulations that he made as they approached, bespoke himself an Esquimau; the other two stood erect and motionless, the one by the tiller, the other by the sheet.

Let go, said a deep soft voice, when the boat was within a stones-cast of the shore.

The sheet flapped in the wind as the peak fell, and in another instant the keel grated on the sand.

For one moment a feeling of intense disappointment filled Ediths heart as she sought in vain for the face of her father or Frank; then with a cry of joy she sprang forward and flung herself into the arms of her old enemy, Gaspard!

Thank God! said Dick Prince, with a tremulous voice, as he leaped lightly from the boat and clasped the child in his arms; thank God we have found you, Miss Edith! This will put new life into your poor mothers heart.

Oh! how is she? Why did she not come with you? sobbed Edith; while Dick Prince, seating himself on a rock, drew her on his knee and stroked her fair head as she wept upon his shoulder.

Meanwhile Annatock was being nearly devoured by his wife and child and countrymen, as they crowded round him to obtain information, and to heap upon him congratulations; and Gaspard, in order to restrain, and at the same time relieve his feelings, essayed to drag the boat out of the water, in which attempt, giant though he was, being single-handed, he utterly failed.

After the first eager questions were answered on both sides, the natives were informed by their comrade of the nature and objects of the establishment at Ungava, and they exhibited the most extravagant signs of joy on hearing the news. When their excitement was calmed down a little, they conducted the party to their principal tent, and set before them the choicest viands they possessed, talking vehemently all the while, and indulging in a few antics occasionally, expressive of uncontrollable delight.

Ye see, Miss Edith, began Prince, when he and Gaspard were seated before a round of walrus-beef, the way we came to know your whereabouts was this: Gaspard and me was sent down to the coast to hunt seals, for we were getting short o blubber, and did not like to be obleeged to give deers-meat to the dogs. Your father gave us the boat; for, says he, Prince, itll take ye down faster than the canoe with this wind; and if ye see any o the natives, be sure ye dont forget to ask about her, Prince. Ye see, Miss Edith, ever since ye was lost we never liked to mention your name, although we often spoke of you, for we felt that we might be speakin o the dead. Howsever, away we went for the shores o the bay, and coasted along to the westward a bit. Then we landed at a place where there was a good lot o field-ice floatin, with seals lyin on it, and we began to catch them. One day, when we was goin down to the ice as usual, we saw a black object sittin on a floe that had drifted in the night before with a stiff breeze.

Thats a queer-lookin seal, says Gaspard.

So tis, said I. If there was ever black bears up hereabouts, I would say it was one o them.

Put a ball in yer gun, says Gaspard; for ye see, as we had been blazin at small birds the day before, there was nothing but shot in it. So I put in a ball, and took aim at the beast, intendin to give it a long shot. But I was mercifully prevented from firin. Jist as I squinted along the barrel, the beast rose straight up, and held up both its fore paws. Stop! roars Gaspard, in an awful fright; and sure enough I lowered my gun, and the beast hailed us in the voice of a man, and began to walk to the shore. He seemed quite worn out when he landed, and I could understand enough of his jargon to make out that he had been blown out to sea on the floe, and that his name was Annatock.

While we were talkin to the Esquimau, Gaspard cries out, I say, Prince, look here! Theres a sort o medal on this chaps neck with somethin written on it. Youre a larned fellow, Prince; see if ye can make it out. So I looked at it, and rubbed my eyes once or twice, I can tell you, for, sure enough, there was EDITH as plain as the nose on my face.

Oh, exclaimed Edith, smiling through her tears, that was the medal I hung round his neck long, long ago! I hoped that it might be seen some day by people who knew me.

I thought so, miss, returned Prince I thought as much, for I knew that the Esquimau could never have invented and writ that out of his own head, ye see. But Gaspard and me had most awful trouble to get him to explain how he came by it, and where he came from. Howsoever, we made out at last that he came from an island in this direction; so we just made up our minds to take the boat and come straight away for the island, which we did, takin Annatock to pilot us.

Then does my father not know where you are, or anything about your having heard of me? inquired Edith, in surprise.

Why, no, Miss Edith, replied Prince. You see, it would have lost us two or three days to have gone back to Fort Chimo; and, after all, we thought it might turn out a false scent, and only raise your poor mothers hopes for nothin. Besides, we were sent away for a week or two, so we knew they wouldnt wonder at our absence; so we thought, upon the whole, it would be best to come at once, specially since it was sich a short distance.

A short distance! repeated Edith, starting up. I thought we must be miles and miles, oh, ever so far away! Is the distance really short?

Ay, that it is, little one, said Prince, patting the child on the head. It is not more than three days rowing from this island, and a stiff breeze on the quarter would carry us there in less than two.

And Frank, where is Frank? said Edith,  with a look of eager inquiry.

Ah, miss, replied Prince, he has been away almost as long as yourself. Soon after you were lost a packet came from the south, and he was obleeged to give up the sarch after you  though he was loath to do it  and set out with three o the men for Moose. From that day to this weve heerd nothin of him. But the journey he had to make was a long one  havin to go round all the way to York Fort  so we didnt expect to hear o him afore now. But Ill tell ye more about all your old friends when we git  things ready for a start to-morrow.

The remainder of that day was spent in making preparation for setting sail on the following morning. The first intimation of the existence of the new trading-fort had thrown the child-like natives into rapturous delight; but when Prince told them he intended to go off the next day with the child who had been as a bright spirit in their camp so long, they fell into the depths of grief. Indeed, there was manifested a slight desire to offer forcible opposition to this; but when Edith told them, through the medium of Peetoot, who acted as her interpreter, that the distance to her fathers fort was not great, and that she would expect them to come often there, and stay long, they became reconciled to her departure; and when she sought to turn their minds (a work of no great difficulty at any time) away from that subject by describing to them the treasures of the trading-store, they danced and laughed and sang like very children. Even Kagas baby crowed with a racy richness of feeling, and smiled with an oily brilliancy of expression, compared with which all its former exhibitions were mere childs play.

But when the hour of departure really came, and Edith bade farewell to her kind friends, whose rude but warm hospitality she had enjoyed so long, they were again plunged into the deepest distress; and when the little boat finally put to sea, there was not a tearless eye among the tribe, while Edith was swiftly borne from their island shore before a strong and favouring breeze.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The clouds are broken, the sun bursts through and once more irradiate Port Chimo  Hopes and fears for Maximus.

The wings of time moved slowly and heavily along at Fort Chimo. Hope long deferred, expectation frequently reviving and as often disappointed, crushed the spirits of the little party. The song, and jest, and laugh seldom sounded from the houses of the men, who went through their daily avocations almost in silence. Not only had the loss of Edith  the bright spirit of the place, the tender rosebud in that savage wilderness  cast an overwhelming gloom upon the fort, but the failure of the trade, to a great extent, had added to the general depression, and now fresh anxiety was beginning to be felt at the non-appearance of Frank Morton.

Jessie, said Stanley one day, as he rose from the desk at which he had been writing, and put on his cap with the intention of taking a stroll along the beach, will you come with me today? I know not how it is, but every time I go out now I expect to hear the ships gun as it comes through the narrows.

Mrs Stanley rose, and throwing on a shawl and hood, accompanied her husband in silence.

Perhaps, she said at length, you expect to hear the gun because the vessel ought to be here by this time.

As she spoke, La Roche came up and touched his cap. Please, madame, vat you vill have pour dinner?

Whatever you please, La Roche. Repeat yesterdays, answered Mrs Stanley, with the air of one who did not wish to be troubled further on the subject. But La Roche was not to be so easily put down.

Ah, madame! pardonnez moi. Dat is impossible. Ve have fresh fish yesterday, dere be no fresh fish to-day. More de pity. Cest dommage  dat Gaspard him gone away

La Roche was interrupted by a sudden exclamation from his master, who pointed, while he gazed earnestly, towards the narrows of the river. It seemed as if the scene of last year were repeated in a vision. Against the dark rock appeared the white, triangular sail of a vessel. Slowly, like a phantom, it came into view, for the wind was very light; while the three spectators on the beach gazed with beating hearts, scarcely daring to credit their eyes. In a few seconds another sail appeared  a schooner floated into view; a white cloud burst from her bows, and once again the long, silent echoes of Ungava were awakened by the roaring of artillery. The men of the fort left their several employments and rushed to the beach to welcome the vessel with a cheer; but although it was heartfelt and vigorous, it was neither so prolonged nor so enthusiastic as it was on the first occasion of the ships arrival.

As the vessel dropped anchor opposite the fort, Frank Morton leaped on her bow, and along with the crew returned the cheer with a degree of energy that awakened memories of other days.

Theres Frank! cried Stanley, turning on his wife a glance of joy. Bless the boy! It warms my heart to see him. He must have picked up some Indian woman by the way. I see the flutter of a petticoat.

As he spoke, the boat pushed off from the vessels side, and a few rapid strokes sent it bounding towards the shore.

Eh! whats this? exclaimed Stanley, as his wife broke from him, and with a wild shriek rushed into the lake.

The figure of a child stood on the boats bow, with her arms extended to the shore.

Hurrah, lads! give way! shouted Franks deep voice.

Mother! mother! cried the child.

In another moment Frank bounded over the boats side and placed Edith in her mothers arms!



Reader, there are incidents in the histories of men which cannot be minutely described without being marred. Such an one was the meeting between the father and mother and their long-lost child. We refrain from attempting to draw aside the curtain further than to say that the joy and gratitude in more than one heart at Ungava found vent that night in thanksgiving to Him who can bring light out of darkness and turn sorrow into joy.

The greater part of the day was spent at the fort in that feverish excitement which cannot calm down to steady conversation, but vents itself in eager, rambling questions and abrupt replies. Meanwhile, the necessity of discharging the cargo of the vessel, and preparing the furs for shipment, served to distract the attention and occupy the hands of the whole party.

As evening advanced, La Roche, true to his duty, placed supper on the table, and Stanley and his wife, along with Edith and Frank, while they partook of the meal, continued their inquiries.

Whereabouts was it, Frank, that you fell in with the boat? said Stanley.

Not more than five miles from the mouth of the river, at about six this morning. We observed the boat beset by a pretty solid pack of ice, and you may be sure we were not a little surprised when we saw the Union Jack run up to her peak; so I ordered our boat to be lowered, intending to go to her assistance. While the men were doing this, I examined her with the glass, and then it was that I found, to my amazement and inexpressible joy, that the boat contained Prince, Gaspard, and Edith.

Ah! Frank, said Mrs Stanley, was it not a strange providence that you, who were so sad at being compelled to give up the search, should be the one appointed to find our beloved child, and bring her back to us?

Nay, replied Frank, it was not I who found her. Let me not rob Dick Prince and Gaspard of the honour and gratitude which they have nobly won.

And what do you think of the non-arrival of Maximus? said Stanley, whose feelings were still too much perturbed to allow him to dwell for more than a few minutes at a time on any subject. Frank shook his head.

I know not what to think, said he. As I have told you already, we left him at Moose Fort with his recovered bride, and we got the missionary to marry them there in due form. Next day they started in a small canoe on their return voyage to Ungava, and the day following I left for Lake Superior. I fully expected to find them here on my return.

Stanley looked grave. I fear much, said he, that some mischance has befallen the good-hearted Esquimau. He was well armed, you say, and amply supplied with provisions?

Ay, most certainly. He took two guns with him, saying that his wife was as good a shot as himself.

The men wish to know where the heavy goods are to be put, said Massan, as he opened the door, and stood, cap in hand, awaiting orders.

Stanley rose to leave the room.

Ill be with you in a minute, Massan.  Then, Frank, well expect an account of your journey to-night. Eda is very anxious that we should be told all about your wonderful adventures in the mountains. Meanwhile I shall be off to look after the men.

When the sun had set that night, and the song of the sailors had ceased, and most of the wearied inhabitants of Fort Chimo were enjoying a fragrant pipe after the labours of the day, Frank and Stanley seated themselves, one on either side of the fire-place, with Mrs Stanley and Edith in front of the hearth between them. An extra pine-knot was thrown on the fire, which, in a few minutes, rendered the candle on the table unnecessary. Stanley lit his pipe, and after drawing one or two whiffs to make sure that it would keep alight, said, Now, Frank, my boy, were ready for you; fire away.

Frank fired away, literally, for he applied a piece of glowing charcoal to his pipe, and fired off half a dozen rapid puffs in reply, as it were, to his friend opposite. Then he began.




Chapter Thirty Four.

Rough and tumble  A polar bear made useful  Fishing and floundering, and narrow escapes  An unexpected discovery, productive of mingled perplexity and joy.

You remember, I daresay, that the day on which I left Ungava, last spring, was an unusually fine one  just such a day, Eda, as those on which you and I and Chimo were wont to clamber up the berry-glen. But the clambering that we went through there was nothing to the work we went through on our third day from the fort. Maximus and Oolibuck were first-rate climbers, and we would have got over the ground much faster than we did but for the dogs, which could not travel easily over the rough ground with their loaded sled. Chimo, indeed, hauled like a hero, and if the other dogs had been equal to him we would have been here before to-day. Well, as I said, our third day was one of considerable toil. Leaving the river we struck into the mountains, but after nearly breaking our sled to pieces, and endangering our necks more than once, we found it necessary to return to the river and follow its windings into the interior.

After many days of as rough travelling as I ever experienced, we came to the lake district on the height of land, and travelled for some time more rapidly and with much greater ease. There were plenty of ptarmigan here, so that we saved our provisions  a matter of importance, as you know, in a country where we might have found nothing fit for food. One evening, towards sunset, as we were crossing a large lake, it came on to snow heavily, and ere long we could not see the land.

What shall we do, Maximus? said I; it seems to me that if we go on we may wander out of our course and lose much time ere we find it again. Shall we turn back?

Better go on, replied Maximus.

Oolibuck seemed to be of the same opinion, so I gave my whip a flourish to urge on the dogs, which were beginning to flag, owing to the difficulty of drawing the sled through the deepening snow. But the two rear dogs could hardly be prevailed on to move. Even Chimo was knocked up. In this dilemma Maximus came to my aid. He hung one of the ptarmigan at his belt, and letting the dogs smell it, walked on before. The hungry animals brightened up instantly, and went forward for a considerable distance with alacrity.

But after trudging on for two or three miles, the snow fell so thickly that we thought proper to call a halt and hold another council of war.

Now, said I, it is my opinion that we should encamp on the ice; there is no use in wearying the dogs, and ourselves in uncertainty; what think you, lads?

Me tink so too, said Oolibuck.

Maximus nodded his head by way of assent, so we immediately set to work to make our encampment. You recollect the hut we built on the lake when I was so badly hurt, and when you were lost, Eda? Well, we made a snow-house just like that one; and as we worked very hard, we had it up and were all snug under its shelter in little more than two hours. Meanwhile, the dogs were fed; and a small piece of wood, that we fortunately brought with us on the sled, was cut up, and a fire kindled. But this only served long enough to boil the kettle; and then it went out, leaving us to eat our supper in the dark, for by this time the sun had set. However, we did not mind that much; and when we had finished, and were stretched out side by side on the snow, smoking our pipes, while the dogs lay at our feet and kept us warm, I thought that a palace could not have been more comfortable than our snow-house.

As we had no wood wherewith to make another fire, and so could not procure water except by the tedious process of digging through the ice, I resolved to try an experiment which I had once heard had been attempted with success. This was, to fill a bottle with snow and take it to bed with me. During the night the heat of my body melted the snow, and in the morning we had sufficient water to give us each a draught at breakfast.

When morning came we found that it was blowing and drifting so hard that we could not venture to move; so we made up our minds to remain where we were until the weather should moderate.

Maximus, said I, after our breakfast of cold boiled ptarmigan was over, set to work outside and dig a hole through the ice. I have no doubt we shall find fish in this lake. If we do, they will form an excellent addition to our fare. I will prepare the lines and hooks.

Maximus, whose huge body was stretched out at full length, while he enjoyed his pipe, rose to obey; but as he was about to leave the hut Oolibuck said a few words to him.

Please, sir, said Oolibuck, with his usual oily smile, my countrymen fish in igloo when blow hard. Praps ve make hole here, if you like.

Very good, said I; make the hole where you please, and look sharp about it, else I shall have my lines prepared before you reach the water.

The two Esquimaux immediately set to work, and in less than an hour a hole about six feet deep was yawning in the middle of our floor. Through this we set two lines, and our usual luck attended us immediately. We caught five or six excellent white-fish, and one or two trout, in the first half-hour, so that we were enabled to give the dogs a capital feed. Moreover, we froze as many as we could carry along with us for future use; but we had not the satisfaction of having a good dinner of them that day, as we had no wood wherewith to make fire. You would have been greatly amused had you peeped in at the ice-window of our igloo that day, as we sat round the hole in the floor with eager, excited looks. I confess, however, that I left the work principally to the two men, who seemed to relish it amazingly. Maximus was earnest and energetic, as he always is; but the expression of Oolibucks face underwent the most extraordinary transformations  now beaming with intense hope, as he felt, or thought he felt, a tug; anon blazing with excitement, while his body jerked as if a galvanic shock had assailed it, under the influence of a decided pull. Then his visage was elongated as the fish escaped, and was again convulsed by another pull, or shone in triumph as he hauled the wriggling captive into the light of day.

Towards evening the wind fell, and we resumed our journey. We were not again interrupted by weather for more than a week after this, but were much perplexed by the chains of small lakes into which we came. At last we reached Clearwater Lake, and had a long consultation as to the best course to pursue, because it was now a question whether we should follow the chain of lakes by which we came up to Ungava in our canoes, or make a straight cut for the coast and take our chance of finding it. While we were yet uncertain what to do, our course was decided by a polar bear!

A polar bear! cried Edith, in surprise.

Ay; a polar bear and her cub settled the question for us, as you shall hear presently, replied Frank. But first hand me papas tobacco-pouch, please, as my pipe is exhausted.

There, now, continued Frank, re-lighting his pipe, and throwing a fresh log on the fire, thats comfortable. Well, as I said, we were somewhat perplexed as to what we should do, when, in wandering about the lake endeavouring to find the outlet, I came upon the track of a polar bear; and by the side of it were little foot-prints, which showed me that it was a she-bear with her cub. I observed that the tracks were quite fresh.

Now, then, Maximus, said I, pointing to the tracks, which went to the westward, there is a sure guide who will conduct us by the quickest route to the coast. I could tell this, Eda, because I knew that the bear had found food rather scarce in those high regions, and would descend Clearwater River in order to fish in the open water at the falls, which are very numerous in that river. On reaching the coast it would find plenty seals in the sea. In the meantime I had nothing to do but follow its track to be conducted by the shortest route to Clearwater River, the commencement of which was difficult to find owing to the flatness of the margin of the lake at this end. Away we went then, and, as I had expected, were soon led to the river, down the banks of which we scrambled, over rocks and crags, through bushes and snow, until we came to the coast at Richmond Gulf.

But it took us many weeks to accomplish the journey which I have briefly sketched thus far, and when we reached the coast, worn with hard travel, and our clothing uncomfortably ragged, the spring was well advanced  rivers were breaking up, ducks and geese were passing to the north, and there were thousands of deer, so that we found ourselves suddenly in the midst of abundance. Just before reaching the gulf I witnessed the breaking up of a river, which was one of the grandest sights I ever saw.

The river was not a very large one. On reaching it we were much struck with a curious barrier of ice that was jammed across it. On examination I saw that the ice had given way some time before we arrived there, and an enormous cake, of many yards surface and fully six feet thick, had, while being hurled along by the swelling water, caught upon the rugged rocks and been tilted upon end. Thus it formed a temporary barrier, against which other masses were forced until the outlet was completely checked, and the water began to rise with great rapidity. As we stood on the high cliff, looking down on the wild ravine in which this was going on, I heard a loud crack. In another instant the obstructing barrier burst like a thunderclap, and the pent-up waters leaped with one mighty roar into their accustomed channel! The devastation created was inconceivably grand. Rocks of many tons weight were torn up, cast like playthings on the rushing ice, and hurled on the cliffs below, while trees, and ice, and water swept down the gorge in a mad whirl, that made my brain reel as I gazed at it. In an hour the worst of this awful scene was over, but the unutterable desolation that was left will remain for centuries, I believe, to tell of the mighty rush that happened there.

Our first experience of Richmond Gulf was not by any means pleasant. When we arrived it was covered with ice; but we did not know that, although it appeared to be solid enough, it was in reality little better than frozen sludge or foam. Oolibuck happened to be walking first, with the line of his little sled over his shoulder. For a short distance we plodded on, intending to cross the gulf; but I was suddenly aroused from a reverie by a shout from Maximus. Looking hastily up, I beheld nothing of Oolibuck except his head above the ice, while Maximus was trying to pull him out by hauling at the tail-line of the sled. Luckily Oolibuck had kept fast hold of the line which was over his shoulder, and after much trouble we succeeded in dragging him out of the water. A sharp frost happened to have set in, and before we got back to the shore the poor fellows garments were frozen so stiff that he could not run.

This is a bad job, Maximus, said I; we must carry him. Do you lift his head, and Ill take the feet.

Oh be queek! I is frizzen up, cried Oolibuck, casting a rueful look through his tangled locks, which were a mere mass of icicles!

Maximus gave a loud chuckle, and before I could assist him he seized his comrade in his powerful arms, heaved him over his shoulder like a sack, and ran towards the shore as lightly as if his burden were a child instead of a big over-fed Esquimau!

Arrived at the woods, we wrapped Oolibuck in our blankets; then we kindled a fire, and in two hours after his clothes were dried and himself ready to proceed. This might have turned out a more serious accident, however, and we felt very thankful when we had our damp companion steaming beside a good fire. The lesson was not thrown away, for we coasted round Richmond Gulf instead of attempting to cross it.

And now, continued Frank, stirring the fire and re-lighting his pipe, which invariably went out at the interesting parts of his narrative now I come to that part of my story which bears on the fate of Maximus.

As I have said, we had arrived at the coast, and began to look forward to Moose Fort as the first resting-place on our journey. By far the greater part of the journey lay before us, Eda; for, according to my calculation, I have travelled since last spring a distance of three thousand miles, nearly a thousand of which have been performed on foot, upwards of a thousand in boats and canoes, and a thousand by sea; and in the whole distance I did not see a civilised spot of ground or a single road  not so much as a bridle-path. As Bryans favourite song has it  

Over mountains and rivers I was pelted to shivers.

But Im happy to say I have not, as the same song continues, met on this land with a wathery grave. I was very near it once, however, as you shall hear.

Well, away we went along the coast of Jamess Bay, much relieved to think that the mountains were now past, and that our road henceforth, whatever else it might be, was level. One evening, as we were plodding wearily along, after a hard days march over soft snow alternated with sandy beach  for the spring was fast advancing  we came suddenly on a camp of Indians. At first I thought they must be some of the Moose Indians, but on inquiry I found that they were a party of Muskigons, who had wandered all over East Main, and seemed to be of a roving, unsettled disposition. However, we determined to encamp along with them for that night, and get all the information we could out of them in regard to their hunting-grounds.

We spent a great part of the night in the leathern wigwam of the principal chief, who was a sinister-looking old rascal, though I must say he received us hospitably enough, and entertained us with a good deal of small-talk, after time and the pipe had worn away his reserve. But I determined to spend part of the night in the tent of a solitary old woman who had recently been at Moose Fort, and from whom I hoped to hear some news of our friends there. You know I have had always a partiality for miserable old wives, Eda; which accounts, perhaps, for my liking for you! This dame had been named Old Moggy by the people at Moose; and she was the most shrivelled, dried-up, wrinkled old body you ever saw. She was testy too; but this was owing to the neglect she experienced at the hands of her tribe. She was good-tempered by nature, however; a fact which became apparent the longer I conversed with her.

Well, Old Moggy, said I, on entering her tent, what cheer, what cheer?

Theres no cheer here, she replied peevishly, in the Indian tongue.

Nay, then, said I, dont be angry, mother; heres a bit o baccy to warm your old heart. But who is this you have got beside you? I asked, on observing a good-looking young girl, with a melancholy cast of countenance, seated in a dark corner of the wigwam, as if she sought concealment. I observed that she was whiter than Indians usually are, and supposed at first that she was a half-breed girl; but a second glance convinced me that she had little if any of the Indian blood in her veins.

She is my only friend, said Old Moggy, her dark eye brightening as she glanced towards the girl. She was to have been my sons wife, but the Great Spirit took my son away. She is all that is left to me now.

The old womans voice trembled as she spoke the last few words, and she spread her skinny hands over the small fire that smouldered in the centre of the floor.

I was proceeding to make further inquiries into this girls history, when the curtain-door of the tent was raised and Oolibuck thrust in his shaggy head.

Please, sir, de ole chief him wants baccy. I have smoke all mine. Vill you give some?

Here you are, said I, throwing a lump to the Esquimau. Send Maximus to me; I want to speak with him.

I is here, said Maximus, outside the tent.

Ah! thats right.  Now, Old Moggy, Ill be back in a few minutes, so dont go to sleep till I return.

As I was about to issue from the tent, the young girl passed me hastily, and, drawing the hood over her head and face, darted through the opening. I found Maximus gazing after her in surprise.

Hallo, Maximus! whats wrong? Do you think the girls a witch?

No; but I tink she be funny. She look close into my face, and fly way when you come hout o tent.

Thats odd. Did you ever see her before?

I not see her yet. She keep face covered up.

Well, come along, it doesnt signify. I want you to go with me to the chiefs wigwam, to ask where we are to put the dogs for the night, and to see about our own quarters.

Old Moggys wigwam stood at the distance of several hundred yards from the other tents of the village, from which it was separated by a belt of stunted trees and willows. Through this copsewood Maximus and I took our way, following one of the many beaten tracks made by the Indians. The night was clear, and we found no difficulty in picking our steps among the low shrubs. When we were about half-way through this wood, I observed a female form gliding among the bushes. She ran towards Maximus, who walked in advance and concealed me with his bulky form. But a slight bend in the road revealed my figure, and the woman paused, as if uncertain what to do.

Surely that is your unknown friend again, said I, as we both halted. Then I beckoned her to approach. At first she appeared unwilling to do so; but suddenly she seemed to change her mind, and walking boldly up to Maximus, she threw back her hood and stood before him. I observed that she was Moggys young friend, but a wondrous change had come over her. The pale cheeks were now covered with a bright blush, and the sad eyes were sparkling with animation, as she gazed intently into the face of the Esquimau. For a few seconds Maximus looked like one thunder-struck. Aneetka! he exclaimed vehemently, and, striding forward with a suppressed cry, clasped the girl in his arms.

You may easily conceive my surprise at this scene. Immediately the recollection of the attack by the Indians on the Esquimau camp, and of Maximuss young bride having been carried off, flashed upon me, and I had no doubt that the Esquimau girl now stood before me. Indeed, the fact of the broken exclamations uttered by the pair being in the Esquimau tongue put this beyond a doubt. A feeling of great delight filled my heart as I looked upon the couple thus unexpectedly reunited; while they, quite oblivious of my presence, poured out a flood of question and reply, in the midst of which they ever and anon embraced, to make sure, no doubt, of their physical identity. Then it suddenly occurred to me that I was behaving very ill, so I wheeled about and sauntered away to a little distance in the direction of the shore, in order to take some astronomical observations of the sky, and gaze inquiringly up at the moon, which at that moment broke through a bank of clouds, tipping the icebergs on the sea and the branches of the overhanging trees with silver light.

In quarter of an hour Maximus came to me and presented his long-lost bride, Aneetka, whose pretty face beamed with joy, while her lovers frame appeared to expand with felicity until he looked like an exaggerated Hercules. But we had no time to waste in talking of the past. The present required our instant and earnest attention; so we sat down on the stem of a fallen tree to consult as to how we were to get Aneetka out of the hands of her Indian captors. Her brief history, after she was captured at Ungava, was as follows:  

The Indian who had intended to make her his bride found her resolved rather to die than to marry him; but hoping that time would overcome her objection, he placed her under the care of his widowed mother, Old Moggy, on returning to his village in the interior. Soon afterwards this Indian was killed by a brown bear, and the poor mother became a sort of outcast from the tribe, having no relations to look after her. She was occasionally assisted, however, by two youths, who came to sue for the hand of the Esquimau girl. But Aneetka, true to her first love, would not listen to their proposals. One of these lovers was absent on a hunting expedition at the time we discovered Aneetka; the other, a surly fellow, and disliked by the most of his comrades, was in the camp. From the day of her sons death, a feeling of sympathy had sprung up between Old Moggy and the Esquimau girl, and this had gradually strengthened into affection.

Thus matters stood when we fell in with her. After much deliberation, it was resolved that I should go to the old chief and tell him that Old Moggy and her adopted child wished to quit the tribe and go to Moose with us, to live there; while Aneetka should go and acquaint her old protectress with our plans and her own altered circumstances.

Adieu, then, Aneetka, said I, as the girl pushed her lover away and bounded into the woods. Now, Maximus, nothing will do for it but stout hearts and strong arms. Come along, lad.

I found, to my surprise, that the old chief had no objection to the arrangement I proposed. A few of the others did not seem inclined to part with their captive; but I explained to them the advantage it would be to them to have friends at court, as it were, and said that the fur-traders would be glad to support Moggy in her old age  which was true enough, for you all know as well as I do that there is not a post in the country where there are not one or more old or otherwise helpless Indians supported gratuitously by the Hudsons Bay Company. The only man who resolutely opposed the proposal was Meestagoosh, the rejected lover; but I silenced him in a novel manner. He was a tall, powerful fellow, of about my own size.

Come, said I to his assembled comrades, in the Indian language, for I found they understood my bad mixture of Cree and Sauteaux very well come, friends, let us deal fairly in this matter. My man there has taken a fancy to the girl  let Meestagoosh and Maximus wrestle for her.

A loud laugh greeted this proposal, as the Indians surveyed the huge proportions of my Esquimau.

Well, then, I continued, if Meestagoosh is afraid of the Esquimau, I have no objections to try him myself. The Indian looked at me with an angry glance, and seemed, I thought, half inclined to accept the challenge; so, to cut the matter short, I took him by the throat and hurled him to the ground  a feat which was evidently enjoyed by his countrymen.

Meestagoosh rose and retired with a savage scowl on his face, and I saw no more of him. Indeed, I believe he left the camp immediately.

After this no opposition was offered, and I made the matter sure by distributing a large quantity of powder, shot, and tobacco to the chiefs. Old Moggy made no objection to our plan, so we set out the next day with an additional dog purchased from the Indians in order to make our team strong enough to haul the old woman when she got knocked up with walking. Six days brought us to Moose Fort, just as the ice on the river was breaking up. Here, as I have already told you, Maximus and Aneetka were married in due form by the Wesleyan missionary, after they had received some instruction and expressed their desire to become Christians. Then they were supplied with a canoe and all necessary provisions, and sent off to go round the coast to Ungava, accompanied by our good dog Chimo, for whom we had now no further use, and by Old Moggy, who would not consent to be separated from her friend Aneetka. They started along the coast on a fine spring day, and the back of his sealskin coat, shining in the suns rays like velvet, as the canoe swept out to sea, and disappeared behind a low point, was the last that I saw of Maximus.

I will not weary you just now, continued Frank, with the details of my subsequent journeying, as, although full of incidents, nothing of a very thrilling character occurred except once. At Moose I remained till the rivers were clear of ice, and then set off into the interior of the country with a small canoe and five men, Oolibuck being bowsman. For many days we voyaged by rivers and lakes, until we arrived at the Michipicoten River, which is a very rough one, and full of tremendous falls and rapids. One day, while we were descending a rapid that rushed through a dark gorge of frowning rocks, and terminated in a fall, our canoe was broken in two, and the most of us thrown into the water. We all swam ashore in safety, with the exception of one man, who clung to the canoe, poor fellow, and was carried along with it over the fall. We never saw him more, although we searched long and carefully for his body.

We now found ourselves in a very forlorn condition. We were dripping wet, without the means of making a fire, and without provisions or blankets, in the midst of a wild, uninhabited country. However, we did not lose heart, but set off on foot to follow the river to its mouth, where we knew we should find relief at Michipicoten Fort. The few days that followed were the most miserable I ever passed. We allayed the cravings of hunger by scraping off the inner bark of the trees, and by a few of last years berries which had been frozen and so preserved. Once or twice we crossed the river on rafts of drift-wood, and at night lay down close to each other under the shelter of a tree or cliff. At length we arrived at the fort on Lake Superior, quite worn out with fatigue and starvation. Here we waited until the canoes from Canada passed; and after a somewhat similar voyage, through woods, rivers, and lakes, arrived at length, about the beginning of autumn, at York Fort, on Hudsons Bay.

Here I spent some weeks in recalling to memory and recording on paper the contents of my dispatches, which had been lost, along with our canoe and baggage, in Michipicoten River; and when these were finished and delivered, I embarked, along with our outfit of goods, in the Beaver, and sailed for Ungava. I need scarcely add that the voyage was a prosperous one, and that the brightest day in it all was that on which we found the boat, with our dear little Edith, beset among the ice near the entrance to Ungava Bay.

While Frank was thus occupied in narrating the events of his long journey in the hall of Fort Chimo, Oolibuck was similarly employed in entertaining the men. After the days toil of unloading the ship was over, he was placed in the middle of the circle, directly in front of the blazing fire, by Dick Prince and Massan; while Moses, Oostesimow, Gaspard, and Ma-istequan sat on his right; and Bryan, La Roche, François, and Augustus supported him on the left  all having pipes in their mouths, which were more or less blackened by constant use. A pipe was then handed to Oolibuck, and the order given, generally by Bryan, to blaze away.

This the oily-visaged Esquimau did with right good-will; and the shouts of laughter which issued from the house occasionally, as he proceeded with his interminable narration, proved that the spirit and humour of the stout voyageur had not been crushed by the trials and dangers of his long, eventful journey.




Chapter Thirty Five.

A stirring period in the life of Maximus.

Intermingled joy and sorrow is the lot of man. Thus it has ever been; thus, no doubt, it shall continue to be until the present economy shall have reached its termination. Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? is a sufficient reply to those who would fain have it otherwise. But, independently of this view of the subject, may we not, with the painters eye, regard joy as the light, sorrow as the shade, in the picture of life? And who would have a painting all light or all shadow?

Maximus found it so in his experience. The shadows in the picture of his life had of late been broad and dark, but a flash of vivid brilliancy had crossed it when he found his bride. Afterwards the light and shade were chequered, as we shall see.

On leaving Moose, Maximus proceeded a days journey along the coast, and at night, as the weather was fine, he encamped with his wife and Old Moggy and Chimo on the open seashore. Here he held a consultation as to their future proceedings. As long as they were on the shore of Jamess Bay they were in danger of being found by Indians; but once beyond Richmond Gulf they would be comparatively safe, and in the land of the Esquimaux. After mature deliberation it was resolved that they should travel during the night, and rest and cook their food during the daytime, when a fire would not be so likely to attract attention if kindled in sequestered places.

This plan answered very well, and they passed stealthily along the coast when the Indians, if there were any there, were buried in repose. On approaching the camp of the tribe, however, from whom Aneetka had been taken, Maximus deemed it advisable to paddle far out to sea  the weather being fortunately calm  and to rest for a day and a night as well as they could in their frail bark. Maximus sat in the stern of the canoe and steered; his wife sat in the bow and paddled day after day as vigorously as if she had been a man. As for poor Old Moggy, she sat in the middle and paddled a little when she felt cold; but she slept during the greater part of the journey. Chimo conceived it to be his duty to enjoy himself, and did so accordingly, at all times and in every possible way.

During that livelong day and night, and all the following day, the giants arm never flagged; Aneetka, too, rested only once or twice at the earnest request of her husband; but the little bark never once slackened its speed until the second night. Then Old Moggy was awakened.

Mother, said Aneetka, who acted as interpreter between her husband and the old woman, we want to sleep for an hour or two. You seem to have rested well. Will you wake and watch?

The old woman yawned, rubbed her eyes, and assented, after the question had been twice repeated. Then laying their heads on opposite sides of the canoe, without otherwise changing their positions, the husband and wife sank into repose.

Two hours afterwards the old Indian woman, who had remained motionless as a dark statue all the time, uttered a slight sound. Instantly the sleepers awoke, for those who are in the midst of danger sleep lightly.

It is time to go on, said the old woman, as she lay back again in her lair, rolled herself up into a bundle, and went to sleep.

Maximus and his wife resumed their paddles, and the light craft glided swiftly on its way to the far north.

As the sun rose they neared the land, and soon after they were seated not far from a high cliff, eating their breakfast beside a small fire, which sent so thin a column of smoke into the air that it was almost dissipated ere it reached the tree-tops. It was hoped that the Indians had been now so far overshot that there was no danger of even a straggler being near them. But they took the precaution to load their two guns with ball, and lean them against a tree within reach of their hands. When the meal was over, Maximus retired from the fire a few paces, and throwing himself at full length on the green moss beneath a tree, he fell into a sound sleep.

He had not lain thus more than quarter of an hour when he was startled by the report of a gun, which was followed by a wild scream and a chorus of unearthly yells. At the same instant, and ere he could attempt to rise, his legs and arms were pinioned to the ground by four powerful Indians. For an instant Maximus was paralysed. Then the terrible reality of his position, the scream of Aneetka, and the sight of the thong with which his captors were about to bind him, caused his spirit to rebound with a degree of violence that lent him for the moment the strength of a giant. With a shout, in which even a tone of contempt seemed to mingle the Esquimau hurled his captors right and left, and sprang to his feet. The Indians fled; but one, who was a moment later in rising than the others, received a blow that felled him instantly. Maximus glanced quickly round in search of his wife, and observed her being hurried away by two Indians. As the arrow leaps from the bow the Esquimau sprang forward in pursuit. The Indians saw him coming. In bitter anger they prepared to let her go and fly, for having dropped their guns in the scuffle they were unable to fire upon their approaching foe. But there were other Indians in the bush whose weapons were levelled at the breast of Maximus, and the next moment would have been his last, but for a stone thrown from the cliffs above, which struck him on the forehead and stretched him bleeding and insensible upon the ground.

When Maximus recovered from the effects of the blow, he found himself lying on the cold earth in total darkness, and firmly bound hand and foot. It is impossible to describe the agony of that bold spirit as he lay writhing on the ground, in the vain effort to burst the cords that bound him. He thought of Aneetka and his own utter helplessness, while she was, no doubt, in urgent need of his strong arm to deliver her. The thought maddened him, and again he strove in vain to burst his fetters, and yelled aloud in despair. The echoing rocks gave back his cry, and then all was silence. The dreadful thought now flashed across him that the Indians had buried him alive in some dark cavern, and brave though he was, he trembled in every limb with agony.

Thus Maximus lay until the grey dawn shone in upon him, and showed that he was in a cave. Scarcely had he noted this fact when the figure of a man darkened the caves mouth and approached him. As the Indian bent over his helpless foe he revealed the savage features of Meestagoosh. For an instant he cast a look of mingled hatred and triumph on his enemy; then drawing a scalping-knife from his girdle, he stooped and cut the thong that bound his feet, at the same time signing to him to rise, for he knew that Maximus did not understand Indian. The Esquimau obeyed, and was led by the Indian through the woods towards the cliff where the struggle of the previous night had taken place. Here they came suddenly into view of the Indian camp.

There were no tents: several green blankets that lay on the moss under the trees indicated where the party had lain during the night; and at a considerable distance apart from these sat Old Moggy, with her face buried in her skinny hands. Beside her stood Aneetka, with a calm but slightly anxious expression on her pale countenance. Chimo was held in a leash by an Indian. From the fact of the Indians being without tents or women, and having their faces daubed with red paint, besides being armed with knives, guns, and tomahawks, Maximus concluded that they composed a war party.

On seeing her husband, Aneetka uttered a suppressed cry and bounded towards him; but ere she had proceeded two paces an Indian laid his hand on her arm, and led her back to where the old woman sat. Meestagoosh led Maximus to the same spot, and having confronted him with his wife, he said to the latter, Now, she-bear of the north, translate between us. If I think you tell lies, the dogs shall have your bones to pick.

Aneetka replied meekly, You cannot hurt one hair of our heads unless the Great Spirit permit you.

We shall see, retorted the Indian with a scornful laugh. Tell the polar bear, continued Meestagoosh, in a contemptuous tone, that I did not expect to catch him so soon. I have been fortunate. It was kind of him to come in my way, and to bring his she-bear with him. Tell him that I and my braves are going to pay a visit to his nation, to take a few scalps. I let him know this piece of good news because he will never know it from his friends, as he shall be food for dog very soon.

On this being translated, the face of Maximus assumed an expression of deep gravity mingled with sadness. His mind flew to the far north, and he thought of the midnight assault and the death-cry of women and children. The nature of the Esquimau was too noble and generous to be easily ruffled by the contemptuous tone of such a man as Meestagoosh; but his heart sank within him when he thought of the power as well as the will that the Indian had to put his threat into execution.

Tell him, said Maximus quietly, that I have no wish to talk with him, but remind him that Indians are not gods; they are men.

Yes, he says truly, retorted Meestagoosh, the Indians are men, but Esquimaux are dogs.

While this conversation was going on, and the Indians were intent upon the scene, Old Moggy, who was not deemed worthy of being noticed, contrived unobserved to possess herself of a knife, and springing suddenly towards Maximus with an agility of which she seemed utterly incapable, she endeavoured to cut the thongs that bound his arms. Her hand was caught, however, by Meestagoosh, in time to frustrate her intention. Without deigning a word of remark, the Indian struck her a heavy blow on the cheek with the back of his open hand, which nearly stunned her. Staggering backward, she fell upon the ground with a low wail.

The bosom of Maximus felt as if it would burst with rage. Before any one could prevent him, he raised his foot and struck Meestagoosh so violently on the chest that he fell as if he had been shot. In a moment he recovered, drew his knife, and springing like an infuriated tiger at his enemy, drove it with deadly force at his throat. Fortunately the arms of Maximus were tied in front of him, so that by raising them he was enabled to guard his chest and receive the stab on his wrist. The knife passed quite through the fleshy part of his left arm, but in doing so it severed one of the cords that bound him. Thought is not quicker than the mighty wrench with which the Esquimau burst the remaining cord and dashed his opponent to the ground. Before the astonished Indians could level their guns, Maximus had seized Aneetka in his arms and was bounding madly towards the cliff, which was not more than fifty yards distant. Every gun poured forth its deadly contents before he gained it; but his very nearness to the Indians seemed to contribute to his safety, and the suddenness of his flight rendered their hasty aim uncertain. In another moment he was round the point and behind the sheltering cliff, while the Indians uttered a terrific yell and darted forward in pursuit. Just about thirty paces beyond the point of the cliff that hid him for a few moments from view was the cave in which Maximus had spent the night. Quick as thought he sprang up the steep short ascent that led to its narrow entrance and darted in.

Scarcely had he placed Aneetka behind a projection that formed an ample shelter at the mouth of the cave, when Chimo, who had broken from his captors, also darted in and crouched at his masters feet. Meanwhile the Indians came sweeping round the point, and seeing by the entrance of the dog where the fugitives had taken shelter, they bounded up the ascent. The first who reached the caves mouth rashly passed the entrance. Ere he could fire his piece he received a blow from the fist of the Esquimau that fractured his skull, hurled him down the steep ascent, and dashed him against his comrades in the rear. This sudden repulse effectually checked the Indians, who are notoriously bad at storming. Indeed they would never have ventured to enter the cave in this manner had they not known that Maximus was totally unarmed.

Withdrawing to a distance of about forty yards, the Indians now formed in a line, and loading their guns, fired volley after volley into the caves mouth. But Maximus and his wife crouched with the dog behind the ledge of rock at the entrance, and remained there in perfect safety. In a few minutes the Indians ceased firing, and one of their number cautiously approached the cave, supposing, no doubt, that the fusillade must have wounded if it had not killed those within; but the instant he passed the entrance, knife in hand, he was caught in the powerful arms of Maximus and hurled down the slope.

A yell of indignation from the Indians followed this feat, and another volley was fired into the cave, but without effect; and the savages, seeing that it was impossible in this way to dislodge their foe, assembled in a group to consult.

Meanwhile Old Moggy had made good use of the opportunity thus afforded her to effect her escape. She darted into the bushes and made for the rocky ground in the rear of the camp. In doing so she happened to pass the tree against which leaned the two guns belonging to her friends. They had escaped notice during the mêlée of the previous day, and, with the shot-belts and powder-horns, remained where they had been placed when she and her companions landed. The old woman eagerly seized these, and clambered with them over the rocks at a rate that would have done credit to more youthful limbs. On reaching a ridge of rock that overlooked the cave where Maximus was sheltered, Old Moggy became aware of how matters stood. She could also see, from her elevated position, that a track, or the bed of a dried-up watercourse, led through the bushes towards the cave. Without a moments delay she descended it; but, on drawing near to the cave, she found that there was a barren spot of about thirty yards in extent between the place of refuge and the edge of the bushes. This open space was completely exposed to the view of the natives, who at that time were firing across it into the cavern; for, after their consultation, they had changed their position and renewed the fusillade. Moggy was now in despair. She knew that it would be impossible to pass the open ground without being shot, and she also felt certain that, when the Indians found their present attempts were fruitless, they would resort to others, in prosecuting which they would in all probability discover her. While she meditated thus, she looked earnestly towards the cave, and observed the astonished gaze of Maximus fixed upon her; for, from his position behind the ledge of rock, he could see the old woman without exposing himself to the Indians. While they gazed at each other a thought occurred to Old Moggy. She made a series of complicated signs, which, after frequent repetition, were understood by Maximus to mean that he was to expose himself to the view of the Indians. Instantly comprehending her meaning, the Esquimau stepped boldly from his place of concealment and shook his fist contemptuously in the face of his enemies. A shower of bullets and a yell of rage followed the act. This was just what Old Moggy had expected and desired. Not a gun remained undischarged, and before they could reload, she passed quickly over the open ground and bounded into the cave, where she turned and shook aloft the two guns with a hoarse laugh of triumph ere she sought the shelter of the ledge of rock.

The Indians were so filled with fury at being thus outwitted by an old woman, that they forgot for a moment their usual caution, and rushed in a body up the slope; but ere they had accomplished half the distance two of their number fell, to rise no more. This was sufficient to check their career. Howling with baffled rage, and without waiting to pick up their fallen comrades, they darted right and left to seek the shelter of the bushes, for they could no longer remain in the open ground, now that their enemies were armed.

For nearly an hour after this all was silence. Maximus and his companions could only form conjectures as to the movements of the Indians, for none of them were to be seen. However, as they had no resource but to remain in their retreat until night-fall, they endeavoured to make the place as comfortable as possible, and busied themselves in cleaning their arms.

It happened that from the caves mouth they could see their canoe, which still lay on the beach where they had originally left it; and, while they were looking at it, they perceived one of the Indians stealing down towards it. Fortunately Maximus had a gun in his hand ready loaded, and the instant the Indian appeared he fired and shot him. No second Indian dared to venture towards the little craft, although it lay only a few yards distant from the edge of the forest; for they knew that the watchful eye of the Esquimau was upon them, and that instant death would be the fate of him who should make the attempt. The little canoe now became an object of intense interest to both parties. The Indians knew that if their foe should succeed in reaching it he could easily escape. This, of course, he could not hope to do as long as daylight lasted; nor even when night should arrive, unless it were a very dark one. But, on the other hand, they knew that they did not dare to venture near it so long as there was sufficient light to enable Maximus to take aim at them with his deadly gun. Both parties, therefore, remained silent and apparently inactive during the remainder of the day.

But the busy brains both of Indians and Esquimaux were, during this weary interval, employed in planning how to circumvent each other. As the shades of night deepened, each became more watchful. Once only did Maximus move from his post, in order to go to the farther end of the cave, where the large powder-horn had been placed for safety. As he did so, Chimo, who was tied to a rock, tried to follow him, and on finding that he was restrained, uttered a loud, mournful howl. This cry sent a thrill to the heart of Maximus, for it immediately occurred to him that any attempt to leave the cave stealthily would instantly be intimated to the watchful foe by the dog, and to take Chimo with them was impossible.

The dog must die, said Old Moggy, who divined at once what was passing in the mans mind.

Maximus shook his head sadly.

I cannot kill Chimo, he said to Aneetka; he is Ediths dog.

Aneetka made no reply, for she felt the power of her husbands objection to injure the dog of his little favourite; yet she could not but perceive that the cry  which was invariably repeated when any of the party moved away from the animal  would betray them in the moment of danger. Nothing further was said for some time, but Old Moggy, who had no tender reminiscences or feelings in regard to the dog, proceeded quietly and significantly to construct a running-noose on the stout thong of leather that encircled her waist and served as a sash.

While she was thus engaged the suns last rays faded away and the night began to deepen around them. To the satisfaction of both parties the sky was draped with heavy clouds, which gave promise of a night of intense darkness. This was absolutely essential not only to the Indians but to Maximus, who had at length formed a plan by which he hoped to turn the dreaded cry of the dog to good account, although he had little hope of saving it from the Indians, should he succeed in escaping with the women. As the night grew darker he began to put this plan in execution.

Taking his station at the entrance of the cave, he took a long and steady aim at the bow of the canoe, which could now be only seen dimly. Having adjusted the gun to his satisfaction he marked its position exactly on the rock, so that, when the canoe should be entirely hid from sight, he could make certain of hitting any object directly in front of it. Then he ordered Moggy and his wife to keep moving about the cave, so that the howling of Chimo should be kept up continually, and thus not appear unusual when they should really forsake the cave and attempt their escape. In order to show that he was still on the alert, he shortly after aimed at the canoe, which was now quite invisible, and fired. The effect was more startling than had been expected. A death-cry rent the air and mingled with the reverberations of the shot, proving that it had taken deadly effect on one of the Indians, who, under cover of the darkness, had ventured to approach the coveted canoe. A volley was instantly fired in the direction of the cave from various parts of the bushes, but without effect.

Maximus now kept up a continued fire, sometimes discharging a succession of rapid shots, at other times firing at irregular intervals of from three to ten minutes. This he did purposely, with a view to his future plans. In the meantime the dog was made to keep up a continuous howling.

Now, Aneetka, said Maximus, as the ring of his last shot died away, go, and may the Great Spirit guide thee!

Without a word of reply, the two women glided noiselessly like shadows into the thick darkness. About two minutes after they had disappeared, Maximus again fired several shots, taking care, however, to point considerably to the right of the canoe. Then he ceased for three minutes, and again fired several shots irregularly. At the last shot he passed from the cave so silently and quickly that even Chimo was deceived, and snuffed the air for a moment ere it renewed its sad wailing. In less than two minutes the Esquimau had glided, with the noiseless tread of a panther, to the spot where the canoe lay. Here he found his wife and the old woman crouching beside it. The waters edge was about ten yards distant. A few seconds would suffice to lift the light bark in his powerful arms and launch it. Aneetka and the old woman, who had already received minute instructions what to do, had glided quietly into the sea the instant Maximus touched them; for, as we have said, it was intensely dark and they could not see a yard before them. The women now stood up to the knees in water, with their paddles in their hands ready to embark.

Stooping down, the Esquimau seized the canoe; but, just as he was about to lift it, he observed a tall dark object close to his side.

Wah! whispered the Indian, you are before me. Quick! the Esquimau dog will fire again.

The words of the Indian were cut short by the iron gripe of Maximus on his throat, and the next instant he was felled by a blow that would have stunned an ox. So decided and quick was the action that it was not accompanied by more noise than might have been caused by the Indian endeavouring to lift the canoe, so that his comrades were not alarmed. Next moment the canoe was in the water. But the long silence, which had now been unbroken for eight or ten minutes, except by the howling of Chimo in the cave, began to arouse the suspicion of the red men; and no sooner was this the case than they glided from the bushes in all directions with noiseless tread. In a second or two the body of their fallen comrade was discovered, and a yell of fury rent the air (for concealment was now unnecessary), while they dashed into the water in pursuit. The darkness favoured the fugitives for a few seconds, and enabled the women to embark; but just as Maximus was about to step into his place, Meestagoosh seized him by the throat!

Maximus was possessed of that ready presence of mind and prompt energy of character which are so necessary to a warrior, especially to him who wars with the prowling and stealthy savage. Almost in the same instant he gave the canoe a shove that sent it bounding out to sea, and raised his hand to catch the invisible arm which he knew must be descending with the deadly knife towards his heart. He succeeded so far that, although he did not arrest it, he turned the blow aside, receiving only a slight wound on the shoulder. Ere it could be repeated, he dealt his adversary a blow on the forehead, and hurled him back insensible into the water.

The Esquimau immediately glided out into deep water; and now, for the first time in his life, he felt keenly the disadvantage of not being able to swim. This is an art which the inhabitants of the icy seas have never acquired, owing probably to the shortness of the season of open water, and the intense cold of the ice-laden seas, even in summer. The Indians, on the contrary, who live beside the warm lakes and rivers of the interior, are many of them pretty expert swimmers. Thus it happened that Maximus was obliged to stand up to his neck in the water, not daring to move or utter a sound, while his friends and foes alike sought in vain for him in the darkness.

While he stood thus, uncertain how to act, he heard the water rippling near to him, and distinguished the hard breathing of a swimmer. Soon he observed a dark head making straight towards him. A sarcastic smile played for a moment on the face of the gigantic Esquimau, as he thought of the ease with which he should crush his approaching foe; and his hand was already raised to strike when it was arrested by a low whine, and the next moment Chimo was endeavouring to clamber upon his shoulder!

It instantly occurred to Maximus that he might turn the dogs swimming powers to good account. Seizing Chimo by the flanks with both hands, he turned its head out to sea, and keeping it in that position, was dragged into deep water. When he had been thus conveyed what appeared to be about fifty yards, he uttered a low cry. He was heard by the Indians as well as by those in the canoe; but the latter happened to be nearer to the spot, and a few strokes of the paddles sent them alongside of their comrade, who quickly caught the stern of the bark. The women plied their paddles, the Esquimau gave a shout of triumph, and half immersed in the water, was dragged away from shore. A yell of anger, and, soon after, a desultory discharge of firearms, told that the Indians had given up the chase.

But it was now a question how Maximus was to be got into the canoe. The frail bark was so crank that a much lighter weight than that of the burly Esquimau would have upset it easily; and as the stern was sharp, there was no possibility of climbing over it. This was a matter of considerable anxiety, for the water was excessively cold, being laden with ice out at sea. While in this dilemma, the canoe grated on a rock, and it was discovered that in the dark they had well-nigh run against a low cape that jutted far out from the land at this part of the coast. Here Maximus and the dog landed, and while the one shook its wet sides, the other wrung the moisture from his garments; after which necessary operation he leaped, with his canine friend, into the canoe, and they pushed well out to sea.

When daylight returned, they were far beyond the reach of their Indian enemies.




Chapter Thirty Six.

Happy meetings and joyous feastings  Love, marriage, desertion, desolation, and conclusion.

After the escape narrated in the last chapter, the stout Esquimau and his companions travelled in safety; for they had passed the country of the Indians, and were now near the lands of their own people.

But if Maximus had not now to fight with men, he was not exempted from doing fierce battle with the elements of these inhospitable climes. For hundreds of miles he travelled along the east coast of Hudsons Bay and the southern shores of the Straits, now driven ashore by the storm, anon interrupted by drift-ice, and obliged to carry his canoe for miles and miles on his shoulders, while the faithful Aneetka trudged by his side, happy as the day was long; for, although her load was necessarily a heavy one, her love for Maximus made it rest lighter than the eider-down that floated from her fingers when she plucked the wild birds for their evening meal. Moggy, too, waddled along after her own fashion, with a resolution and energy that said much for her strength and constitution. She only carried the light paddles and a few trifling articles that did not incommode her much.

During the spring and summer and autumn they pursued their arduous journey, living from hand to mouth on the produce of their guns, nets, seal-spears, and fishing-lines, which generally supplied them with enough for their daily wants, sometimes with abundance, but not unfrequently with just sufficient to keep them alive. Three or four times they met with Esquimaux, and rendered essential service to them, and to the fur-traders, by telling them of the new fort at Ungava, recounting the wonders of the store there, and assuring them that the chief desire of the traders, after getting their furs, was to do them good, and bring about friendly intercourse between them and the Indians.

Late in the autumn the three voyageurs drew near to Ungava Bay, and in passing along the coast opposite to the island on which Edith had spent the winter, they overtook Annatock and his whole tribe, with a flotilla of oomiaks and kayaks, on their way to the same place. At the mouth of the bay they were joined by the Esquimaux of False River, who were carrying supplies of seal-blubber to the fort for the use of the dogs in winter, and a few deerskins to trade.

It was a bright and beautiful autumn afternoon (a rare blessing in that dreary clime) when they passed the narrows of the river, and came in sight of Fort Chimo.

On that day an unusually successful deer-hunt had taken place, and the fiddle had, as Bryan expressed it, been sarved out to the men, for the purpose of rejoicing their hearts with sweet sounds. On that day a small band of Indians had arrived with a rich and unusually large stock of furs, among which there were one or two silver foxes and a choice lot of superb martens. This tended to gladden the heart of Stanley; and truly he needed such encouragement. At one of the Companys inland trading-posts such a bundle of furs would have been received as a matter of common occurrence; but it was otherwise with the poverty-stricken Ungava, from which so much had been expected before its dreary, barren character was known.

On that day, too, a picturesque iceberg had grounded near the fort at high water, and Frank took Edith in the small canoe to paddle her among its peaked and fantastic fragments.

You will be steersman and sit in the stern, Eda, said Frank, as they embarked. I will stand in the bow and keep you clear of ice-tongues.

How beautiful! exclaimed the delighted child, as their light craft glided in and out among the icy pinnacles which overhung them in some places as they passed. Dont you hear a strange noise, Frank?

Truly Frank did hear a strange noise, and beheld a strange sight, for at that moment the Esquimau flotilla passed the narrows and swept round the bay; while the natives, excited by their unusual numbers and the unexpected return of Maximus, yelled and screamed and threw about their arms in a manner that defies description.

There must be strangers among them, said Frank, as he paddled towards the shore; they are too numerous for our friends of False River.

That seems to be an Indian canoe coming on ahead, remarked Stanley, who, along with his wife and most of the men, had hurried to the beach on hearing the shouts of the approaching multitude.

Can it be possible? exclaimed Frank, as the canoe drew near; does it not look like Maximus  eh?

Oh! o-o-o-oh! theres Chimo! screamed Edith, her eyes dancing with mingled amazement and delight.

The dog in his anxiety to reach the shore had leaped into the water; but he had miscalculated his powers of swimming, for the canoe instantly darted ahead. However, he was close on the heels of Maximus.

Give him a chare, bays, cried Bryan, as he ran down to the beach waving a large hammer round his head. Now thin, hooray!

The appeal was responded to with heartfelt energy by the whole party, as their old comrade sprang from the canoe, and leaving his wife to look after herself, ran toward Stanley and Frank and grasped them warmly by the hands, while his huge face beamed with emotion.

I hope thats your wife youve brought with you, Maximus, said Stanley.

I can answer for that, said Frank; I know her pretty face well.

Ah! le poor chien, cried La Roche; it vill eat Miss Edith, I ver much blieve, voilà!

This seemed not unlikely, for the joy manifested by poor Chimo at the sight of his young mistress was of a most outrageous character, insomuch that the child was nearly overturned by the dogs caresses.

Musha! what have ye got there, Maximus? said Bryan, who had been gazing for some time past in solemn wonder at the figure of Old Moggy, who, regardless of the noise and excitement around her, was quietly carrying the goods and chattels from the canoe to the beach. Shure yeve found yer ould grandmother. Shes the mortial parsonification of my own mother. Faix if it wasnt that her proboscis is a taste longer, Id swear it was herself.

At this point Massan stepped forward and took Maximus by the arm.

Come along, lad; theres too much row here for a comfortable palaver; bring your wife wi you. Yeve run out o baccy, now? Of coorse ye have. Come, then, to the house; Ill fill yer pipe and pouch, too, boy.  See after his canoe, La Roche; and bring the old ooman, Bryan.

Mind yer own consarns an let yer shupariors proceed ye, said Bryan, as he shoved past, and tucking Old Moggys arm within his own, marched off in triumph to the fort.

Meanwhile, the main body of Esquimaux had landed, and the noise and confusion on the shore were so great that scarcely an intelligible sound could be heard. In the midst of all this, and while yet engaged in caressing Chimo, Edith felt some one pluck her by the sleeve, and on looking round she beheld the smiling faces of her old friends Arnalooa and Okatook. Scarcely had she bestowed a hearty welcome on them, when she was startled by an ecstatic yell of treble laughter close to her ear; and turning quickly round, she beheld the oily visage of Kaga with the baby  the baby  in her hood, stark naked, and revelling in mirth as if that emotion of the mind were its native element  as indeed it was, if taken in connection with seal-fat.

Scarcely had she recovered from her delight at this meeting, when she was again startled by a terrific shout, and immediately after Peetoot performed a violent dance around her, expressive of unutterable joy, and finished off by suddenly seizing her in his arms, after which he fled, horrified at his own presumption.

To escape from this scene of confusion the traders returned to the fort, having directed the Esquimaux to pitch their camp on the point below; after which they were to assemble in the yard, for the double purpose of palavering and receiving a present of tobacco.

That night was spent by the inhabitants of Fort Chimo in rejoicing. In her own little room Edith entertained a select tea-party, composed of Arnalooa, Okatook, Peetoot, Chimo, and the baby; and really it would be difficult to say which of them made most noise or which behaved most obstreperously. Upon mature consideration we think that Chimo behaved best; but that, all things considered, is not saying much for him. We rather think the baby behaved worst. Its oily visage shone again like a lustrous blob of fat, and its dimples glided about the surface in an endless game of hide-and-seek! As for Peetoot, he laughed and yelled until the tears ran over his cheeks, and more than once, in the excess of his glee, he rubbed noses with Chimo  a piece of familiarity which that sagacious animal was at length induced to resent and put a stop to by a gentle and partial display of two tremendous rows of white ivory.

In the hall Stanley held a levee that lasted the greater part of the evening; and in the mens house a ball was got up in honour of the giants return with his long-lost Aneetka.

Ah, reader! although the countenances of the men assembled there were sunburnt and rough, and their garments weather-worn and coarse, and their language and tones unpolished, think not that their hearts were less tender or sympathetic than the hearts of those who are nurtured in softer scenes than the wilds of Ungava. Their laugh was loud and uproarious, it is true, but there was genuine, heartfelt reality in it. Their sympathy was boisterously expressed, mayhap, if expressed at all, but it was truly and deeply felt, and many an unbidden tear glanced from the bronzed cheeks of these stalwart men of the north, as they shook their gigantic comrade by the hand and wished him joy, and kissed his blooming bride.

Aneetka had long since laid aside her native garb, and wore the more graceful and womanly costume of the Indian women, and Maximus wore the capote and leggings of the voyageur. But there were not wanting gentlemen from the camp at the point whose hairy garments and hoods, long hair and beards, did honour to the race of the Esquimaux; and there were present ladies from the same place, each of whom could a tail unfold that would have been the admiration and envy of tadpoles, had any such creatures been there to see them. They wore boots too, to which, in width at least, those worn by fishermen are nothing. Some of them carried babies in their hoods  little naked imps, whose bodies and heads were dumplings (suet dumplings, we may add, for the information of the curious), and whose arms and legs were sausages.

Bryan was great that night  he was majestic! The fiddle all but spoke, and produced a sensation of dancing in the toes of even those who happened to be seated. Bryan was great as a linguist, too, and exhibited his powers in this respect with singular felicity in the vocal entertainment that followed the dancing. The Esquimau language seemed a mere trifle to him, and he conversed, while playing the violin, with several purty craytures in their native tongue, with an amount of volubility quite surprising. Certainly it cannot be said that those whom he addressed expressed much intelligence; but Esquimaux are not usually found to be quick in their perceptions. Perchance Bryan was metaphysical!

Mirth, hearty, real mirth reigned at the fort, not only that day, but for many a day afterwards; for the dangers, and troubles, and anxieties of the first year were past. Hope in the future was strong, despite the partial failures that had been experienced; and through the goodness of God, all those who composed the original band of the forlorn hope were reunited, after many weary months of travel, danger, and anxiety, during part of which a dark and dreary cloud (now happily dispelled) had settled down on Fort Chimo.



Years have rolled away since the song and shout of the fur-trader first awakened the echoes of Ungava. Its general aspect is still the same, for there is no change in the everlasting hills. In summer the deer still wander down the dark ravines and lave their flanks in the rivers swelling tide, and in winter the frost-smoke still darkens the air and broods above the open water of the sea; but Fort Chimo, the joy and wonder of the Esquimaux and the hope of the fur-trader, is gone, and a green patch of herbage near the flat rock beside the spring alone remains to mark the spot where once it stood.

In the course of time the changes that took place in the arrangements of the Fur Company required the presence of Stanley at another station, and he left Ungava with his wife and child. The gentleman who succeeded him was a bold, enterprising Scottish Highlander, whose experience in the fur trade and energy of character were a sufficient guarantee that the best and the utmost would be done for the interests of the Company in that quarter. But however resolute a man may be, he cannot make furs of hard rocks, nor convert a scene of desolation into a source of wealth. Vigorously he wrought and long he suffered, but at length he was compelled to advise the abandonment of the station. The Governor of the Company  a man of extraordinary energy and success in developing the resources of the sterile domains over which he ruled  was fain to admit at last that the trade of Ungava would not pay. The order to retreat was as prompt and decisive as the command to advance. A vessel was sent out to remove the goods, and in a brief space of time Fort Chimo was dismantled and deserted.

The Esquimaux and Indians soon tore down and appropriated to their own use the frames of the buildings, and such of the materials of the fort as had been left standing; and the few remnants that were deemed worthless were finally swept away and every trace of them obliterated by the howling storms that rage almost continually around these desolate mountains.

And now, reader, it remains for me to dismiss the characters who have played their part in this brief tale. Of most of them, however, I have but little to say, for they are still alive, scattered far and wide throughout the vast wilderness of Ruperts Land, each acting his busy part in a new scene; for it is frequently the fate of those who enter this wild and stirring service to be associated for a brief season under one roof, and then broken up and scattered over the land, never again to be reunited.

George Stanley, after a long sojourn in the backwoods, retired from the service, and, with his family, proceeded to Canada, where he purchased a small farm. Here Edith waxed strong and beautiful, and committed appalling havoc among the hearts of the young men for thirty miles around her fathers farm. But she favoured no one, and at the age of seventeen acquired the name of being the coldest as well as the most beautiful and modest girl in the far west.

There was a thin young man, with weak limbs and a tendency to fall into a desponding state of mind, who lived about three miles from Mr Stanleys farm. This young mans feelings had been so often lacerated by hopes and fears in reference to the fair Edith, that he mounted his pony one evening in desperation, and galloped away in hot haste to declare his passion, and realise or blast his hopes for ever. As he approached the villa, however, he experienced a sensation of emptiness about the region of the stomach, and regretted that he had not taken more food at dinner. Having passed the garden gate, he dismounted, fastened his pony to a tree, and struck across the shrubbery towards the house with trembling steps. As he proceeded, he received a terrific shock by observing the flutter of a scarf, which he knew intuitively belonged to Edith. The scarf disappeared within a bower which stood not more than twenty yards distant from him, close beside the avenue that led to the house. By taking two steps forward he could have seen Edith, as she sat in the bower gazing with a pensive look at the distant prospect of hill and dale, river and lake, in the midst of which she dwelt; but the young man could as easily have leaped over Stanleys villa, farm and all, as have taken these two steps. He essayed to do so; but he was rooted to the ground as firmly as the noble trees under which he stood. At length, by a great effort, he managed to crawl  if we may so express it  to within a few yards of the bower, from which he was now concealed only by a few bushes; but just as he had screwed up his soul to the sticking point, and had shut his eyes preparatory to making a rush and flinging himself on his knees at Ediths feet, he was struck powerless by the sound of a deep sigh, and, a moment after, was all but annihilated by a cough!

Suddenly the sound of horse-hoofs was heard clattering up the avenue. On came the rider, as if in urgent haste. In a few seconds a curve in the avenue brought him into view. He was a man of handsome and massive proportions, and bestrode a black charger that might have carried a heavy dragoon like a feather. A wheel-barrow had been left across the track, over which the steed went with an easy yet heavy bound, betokening well-balanced strength and weight; and a bright smile lighted up the riders bronzed face for an instant, as his straw-hat blew off in the leap and permitted his curling hair to stream out in the wind. As he passed the bower at a swinging gallop, an exclamation of surprise from Edith attracted his attention. The chargers hoofs spurned the gravel while he was reined up so violently that he was thrown on his haunches, and almost before the thin young man could wink in order to clear his vision, this slashing cavalier sprang to the ground and entered the bower.

There was a faint scream, which was instantly followed by a sound so peculiar that it sent a thrill of dismay to the cavity in which the heart of the weak young man had once lodged. Stretching out his hand he turned aside the branches, and was brought to the climax of consternation by beholding Edith in the arms of the tall stranger! Bewildered in the intellect, and effectually crippled about the knees and ankles, he could only gaze and listen.

So you have come  at last! whispered Edith, while a brilliant blush overspread her fair cheek.

O Edith! murmured the stalwart cavalier, in a deep musical voice, how my heart has yearned for this day! How I have longed to hear your sweet and well-remembered voice! In the desolate solitudes of the far north I have thought of you. Amid the silent glades of the forest, when alone and asleep on my mossy couch or upon my bed of snow, I have dreamed of you  dreamed of you as you were, a fair, sweet, happy child, when we wandered together among the mountains of Ungava  and dreamed of you as I fancied you must have become, and as I now find you to be. Yes, beloved girl, my heart has owned but one image since we parted, years ago, on the banks of the Caniapuscaw River. Your letters have been my bosom friends in all my long, long wanderings through the wilderness; and the hope of seeing you has gladdened my heart and nerved my arm. I have heard your sighs in every gentle air that stirred the trees, and your merry laugh in the rippling waters. Even in the tempests roar and the thundering cataract I have fancied that I heard you calling for assistance; and many a time and oft I have leaped from my couch to find that I did but dream. But they were pleasant and very precious dreams to me. O Edith! I have remembered you, and thought of you, and loved you, through months and years of banishment! And now

Again was heard the peculiar sound that had thrilled with dismay the bosom of the weak young man.

Halo! whence came this charger? shouted a hale, hearty voice, as Stanley walked towards the bower. Eh! what have we here? he exclaimed, rushing forward and seizing the stranger in his arms, Frank  Frank Morton!

This was too much. The weak young man suddenly became strong as Hercules. He turned and fled down the avenue like a deer. The pony, having managed to unfasten its bridle, stood in the centre of the way gazing down the avenue with its back towards its master. Unwonted fire nerved the youths limbs; with one bound he vaulted leap frog over the animals back into the saddle, dashed his spurs into its sides, and fled like a whirlwind from the scene of his despair.

Frank Morton and George Stanley, being both men of promptitude and decision, resolved that one month was long enough to make preparations for the marriage; and Edith, being the most dutiful daughter that ever lived, did what she was bid.

That beautiful cottage which stands in the midst of most exquisite scenery, about two miles from Stanleys villa, is inhabited by Frank Morton and his family. That crow which you have just heard proceed from the nursery was uttered by the youngest of five; and yonder little boy with broad shoulders, who thrusts his hands into his pockets in a decided manner, and whistles vociferously as he swaggers down the avenue, is Master George F. Morton, on his way to school.

La Roche and Bryan were so fortunate as to be appointed to the same establishment after leaving Ungava  somewhere near the mouth of the Mackenzie River, and within the region of all but perpetual frost and snow. They are sometimes visited by Esquimaux, which is fortunate; for, as Bryan says, it guves him an opportunity o studyin the peecoolier dialects o their lingo.

Dick Prince was the only one who lost his life in the forlorn-hope. He was drowned while out shooting in the bay alone in his canoe. A sudden storm upset his frail bark and left him struggling in the water. Prince was a strong swimmer, and he battled long for his life; but the ice-laden sea benumbed his hardy limbs, and he sank at last, without a cry, to rise no more. He was a noble specimen of his class  a brave, modest, unobtrusive son of the forest, beloved and respected by his companions; and when his warm heart ceased to beat, it was felt by all that a bright star of the wilderness had been quenched for ever. His body was found next day on the beach, and was interred by his mourning comrades in a little spot of ground behind the fort. It was many a long day after this melancholy event ere Massan could smile; and when the fort was finally deserted, he put in practice his long-meditated intention of becoming a hunter and taking to the Rocky Mountains, where he wanders now, if he has escaped the claws of the dreaded grizzly bear and the scalping-knife of the Red Indian.

Moses, finding the life of a fur-trader not quite to his taste, rejoined his countrymen, and reverted to killing seals and eating raw blubber. The two Indians also returned to a purely savage life, which, indeed, they had only forsaken for a time. Augustus and Oolibuck died; and the latter left a son, who has already rendered good service as interpreter to the arctic expeditions, as his worthy father did before him. François and Gaspard are still together at one of the posts of the interior. They are now fast friends, and have many a talk over the days when they quarrelled and messed together at Fort Chimo.

As for the poor Esquimaux, they were for a time quite inconsolable at the departure of the fur-traders, and with a species of childlike simplicity, hung about the bay, in the hope that they might, after all, return. Then they went off in a body to the westward, and the region of Ungava, to which they had never been partial, was left in its original dreary solitude. It may be that some good had been done to the souls of these poor natives during their brief intercourse with the traders. We cannot tell, and we refrain from guessing or speculating on a subject so serious. But of this we are assured  if one grain of the good seed has been sown, it may long lie dormant, but it cannot die.

Maximus accompanied his countrymen, along with Aneetka and Old Moggy, who soon assumed the native costume, and completely identified herself with the Esquimaux. Maximus was now a great man among his people, who regarded with deep respect the man who had travelled through the lands of the Indians, had fought with the red men, single-handed, and had visited the fur-traders of the south. But the travelled Esquimaux was in reality a greater man than his fellows supposed him to be. He fully appreciated the advantages to be derived from a trading-post near their ice-girt lands, and resolved, when opportunity should offer, to do all in his power to strengthen the friendship now subsisting between the Indians and the Esquimaux of Ungava, and to induce his countrymen, if possible, to travel south towards the establishment on Jamess Bay.

He still retains, however, a lingering affection for the spot where he had spent so many happy days, and at least once a year he undertakes a solitary journey to the rugged mountains that encircled Fort Chimo. As in days of yore, with wallet on shoulder and seal-spear in hand, the giant strides from rock to rock along the now silent banks of the Caniapuscaw River. Once again he seats himself on the flat rock beside the spring, and gazes round in sadness on those wild, majestic hills, or bends his eye upon the bright green spot that indicates the ancient site of the trading-post, not a vestige of which is now visible, save the little wooden cross that marks the lonely grave of Dick Prince; and the broad chest of the giant heaves with emotion as he views these records of the past, and calls to mind the merry shouts and joyous songs that used to gladden that dreary spot, the warm hearth at which he was wont to find a hearty welcome, and the kind comrades who are now gone for ever. Ungava spreads, in all its dark sterility, around him, as it did in the days before the traders landed there; and that bright interval of busy life, in which he had acted so prominent a part, seems now but the fleeting fancy of a bright and pleasant dream.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Backwoods Settlement  Crusoes Parentage and Early History  The agonising pains and sorrows of his puppyhood, and other interesting matters.

The dog Crusoe was once a pup. Now do not, courteous reader, toss your head contemptuously, and exclaim, Of course he was; I could have told you that. You know very well that you have often seen a man above six feet high, broad and powerful as a lion, with a bronzed shaggy visage and the stern glance of an eagle, of whom you have said, or thought, or heard others say, It is scarcely possible to believe that such a man was once a squalling baby. If you had seen our hero in all the strength and majesty of full-grown doghood, you would have experienced a vague sort of surprise had we told you  as we now repeat  that the dog Crusoe was once a pup  a soft, round, sprawling, squeaking pup, as fat as a tallow candle, and as blind as a bat.

But we draw particular attention to the fact of Crusoes having once been a pup, because in connection with the days of his puppyhood there hangs a tale. This peculiar dog may thus be said to have had two tails  one in connection with his body, the other with his career. This tale, though short, is very harrowing, and, as it is intimately connected with Crusoes subsequent history, we will relate it here. But before doing so we must beg our reader to accompany us beyond the civilised portions of the United States of America  beyond the frontier settlements of the far west, into those wild prairies which are watered by the great Missouri river  the Father of Waters  and his numerous tributaries.

Here dwell the Pawnees, the Sioux, the Delawares, the Crows, the Blackfeet, and many other tribes of Red Indians, who are gradually retreating step by step towards the Rocky Mountains as the advancing white man cuts down their trees and ploughs up their prairies. Here, too, dwell the wild horse and the wild ass, the deer, the buffalo, and the badger; all, men and brutes alike, wild as the power of untamed and ungovernable passion can make them, and free as the wind that sweeps over their mighty plains.

There is a romantic and exquisitely beautiful spot on the banks of one of the tributaries above referred to  a long stretch of mingled woodland and meadow, with a magnificent lake lying like a gem in its green bosom  which goes by the name of the Mustang Valley. This remote vale, even at the present day, is but thinly peopled by white men, and is still a frontier settlement round which the wolf and the bear prowl curiously, and from which the startled deer bounds terrified away. At the period of which we write the valley had just been taken possession of by several families of squatters, who, tired of the turmoil and the squabbles of the then frontier settlements, had pushed boldly into the far west to seek a new home for themselves, where they could have elbow room, regardless alike of the dangers they might encounter in unknown lands and of the Red-skins who dwelt there.

The squatters were well armed with axes, rifles, and ammunition. Most of the women were used to dangers and alarms, and placed implicit reliance in the power of their fathers, husbands, and brothers to protect them  and well they might, for a bolder set of stalwart men than these backwoodsmen never trod the wilderness. Each had been trained to the use of the rifle and the axe from infancy, and many of them had spent so much of their lives in the woods, that they were more than a match for the Indian in his own peculiar pursuits of hunting and war. When the squatters first issued from the woods bordering the valley, an immense herd of wild horses or mustangs were browsing on the plain. These no sooner beheld the cavalcade of white men, than, uttering a wild neigh, they tossed their flowing manes in the breeze and dashed away like a whirlwind. This incident procured the valley its name.

The newcomers gave one satisfied glance at their future home, and then set to work to erect log huts forthwith. Soon the axe was heard ringing through the forests, and tree after tree fell to the ground, while the occasional sharp ring of a rifle told that the hunters were catering successfully for the camp. In course of time the Mustang Valley began to assume the aspect of a thriving settlement, with cottages and waving fields clustered together in the midst of it.

Of course the savages soon found it out, and paid it occasional visits. These dark-skinned tenants of the woods brought furs of wild animals with them, which they exchanged with the white men for knives, and beads, and baubles and trinkets of brass and tin. But they hated the Pale-faces with bitter hatred, because their encroachments had at this time materially curtailed the extent of their hunting grounds, and nothing but the numbers and known courage of the squatters prevented these savages from butchering and scalping them all.

The leader of this band of pioneers was a Major Hope, a gentleman whose love for nature in its wildest aspects determined him to exchange barrack life for a life in the woods. The major was a first-rate shot, a bold, fearless man, and an enthusiastic naturalist. He was past the prime of life, and, being a bachelor, was unencumbered with a family. His first act on reaching the site of the new settlement was to commence the erection of a block-house, to which the people might retire in case of a general attack by the Indians.

In this block-house Major Hope took up his abode as the guardian of the settlement,  and here the dog Crusoe was born; here he sprawled in the early morn of life; here he leaped, and yelped, and wagged his shaggy tail in the excessive glee of puppyhood, and from the wooden portals of this block-house he bounded forth to the chase in all the fire, and strength, and majesty of full-grown doghood.

Crusoes father and mother were magnificent Newfoundlanders. There was no doubt as to their being of the genuine breed, for Major Hope had received them as a parting gift from a brother officer, who had brought them both from Newfoundland itself. The fathers name was Crusoe; the mothers name was Fan. Why the father had been so called no one could tell. The man from whom Major Hopes friend had obtained the pair was a poor, illiterate fisherman, who had never heard of the celebrated Robinson in all his life. All he knew was that Fan had been named after his own wife. As for Crusoe, he had got him from a friend, who had got him from another friend, whose cousin had received him as a marriage gift from a friend of his; and that each had said to the other that the dogs name was Crusoe, without reasons being asked or given on either side. On arriving at New York the majors friend, as we have said, made him a present of the dogs. Not being much of a dog fancier, he soon tired of old Crusoe, and gave him away to a gentleman, who took him down to Florida, and that was the end of him. He was never heard of more.

When Crusoe, junior, was born, he was born, of course, without a name. That was given to him afterwards in honour of his father. He was also born in company with a brother and two sisters, all of whom drowned themselves accidentally, in the first month of their existence, by falling into the river which flowed past the block-house,  a calamity which occurred, doubtless, in consequence of their having gone out without their mothers leave. Little Crusoe was with his brother and sisters at the time, and fell in along with them, but was saved from sharing their fate by his mother, who, seeing what had happened, dashed with an agonised howl into the water, and, seizing him in her mouth, brought him ashore in a half-drowned condition. She afterwards brought the others ashore one by one, but the poor little things were dead.

And now we come to the harrowing part of our tale, for the proper understanding of which the foregoing dissertation was needful.

One beautiful afternoon, in that charming season of the American year called the Indian summer, there came a family of Sioux Indians to the Mustang Valley, and pitched their tent close to the block-house. A young hunter stood leaning against the gate-post of the palisades, watching the movements of the Indians, who, having just finished a long palaver or talk with Major Hope, were now in the act of preparing supper. A fire had been kindled on the green sward in front of the tent, and above it stood a tripod, from which depended a large tin camp-kettle. Over this hung an ill-favoured Indian woman, or squaw, who, besides attending to the contents of the pot, bestowed sundry cuffs and kicks upon her little child, which sat near to her playing with several Indian curs that gambolled round the fire. The master of the family and his two sons reclined on buffalo robes, smoking their stone pipes or calumets in silence. There was nothing peculiar in their appearance. Their faces were neither dignified nor coarse in expression, but wore an aspect of stupid apathy, which formed a striking contrast to the countenance of the young hunter, who seemed an amused spectator of their proceedings.

The youth referred to was very unlike, in many respects, to what we are accustomed to suppose a backwoods hunter should be. He did not possess that quiet gravity and staid demeanour which often characterise these men. True, he was tall and strongly made, but no one would have called him stalwart, and his frame indicated grace and agility rather than strength. But the point about him which rendered him different from his companions was his bounding, irrepressible flow of spirits, strangely coupled with an intense love of solitary wandering in the woods. None seemed so well fitted for social enjoyment as he; none laughed so heartily, or expressed such glee in his mischief-loving eye; yet for days together he went off alone into the forest, and wandered where his fancy led him, as grave and silent as an Indian warrior.

After all, there was nothing mysterious in this. The boy followed implicitly the dictates of nature within him. He was amiable, straightforward, sanguine, and intensely earnest. When he laughed he let it out, as sailors have it, with a will. When there was good cause to be grave, no power on earth could make him smile. We have called him boy, but in truth he was about that uncertain period of life when a youth is said to be neither a man nor a boy. His face was good-looking (every earnest, candid face is) and masculine; his hair was reddish-brown, and his eye bright blue. He was costumed in the deerskin cap, leggings, moccasins, and leathern shirt common to the western hunter.

You seem tickled wi the Injuns, Dick Varley, said a man who at that moment issued from the block-house.

Thats just what I am, Joe Blunt, replied the youth, turning with a broad grin to his companion.

Have a care, lad; do not laugh at em too much. They soon take offence; an them Red-skins never forgive.

But Im only laughing at the baby, returned the youth, pointing to the child, which, with a mixture of boldness and timidity, was playing with a pup, wrinkling up its fat visage into a smile when its playmate rushed away in sport, and opening wide its jet-black eyes in grave anxiety as the pup returned at full gallop.

It ud make an owl laugh, continued young Varley, to see such a queer pictur o itself.

He paused suddenly, and a dark frown covered his face as he saw the Indian woman stoop quickly down, catch the pup by its hind-leg with one hand, seize a heavy piece of wood with the other, and strike it several violent blows on the throat. Without taking the trouble to kill the poor animal outright, the savage then held its still writhing body over the fire in order to singe off the hair before putting it into the pot to be cooked.

The cruel act drew young Varleys attention more closely to the pup, and it flashed across his mind that this could be no other than young Crusoe, which neither he nor his companion had before seen, although they had often heard others speak of and describe it.

Had the little creature been one of the unfortunate Indian curs, the two hunters would probably have turned from the sickening sight with disgust, feeling that, however much they might dislike such cruelty, it would be of no use attempting to interfere with Indian usages. But the instant the idea that it was Crusoe occurred to Varley he uttered a yell of anger, and sprang towards the woman with a bound that caused the three Indians to leap to their feet and grasp their tomahawks.

Blunt did not move from the gate, but threw forward his rifle with a careless motion, but an expressive glance, that caused the Indians to resume their seats and pipes with an emphatic Wah! of disgust at having been startled out of their propriety by a trifle, while Dick Varley snatched poor Crusoe from his dangerous and painful position, scowled angrily in the womans face, and, turning on his heel, walked up to the house, holding the pup tenderly in his arms.

Joe Blunt gazed after his friend with a grave, solemn expression of countenance till he disappeared; then he looked at the ground and shook his head.

Joe was one of the regular out-and-out backwoods hunters, both in appearance and in fact  broad, tall, massive, lion-like,  gifted with the hunting, stalking, running, and trail  following powers of the savage, and with a superabundance of the shooting and fighting powers, the daring and dash of the Anglo-Saxon. He was grave, too seldom smiled, and rarely laughed. His expression almost at all times was a compound of seriousness and good-humour. With the rifle he was a good, steady shot; but by no means a crack one. His ball never failed to hit, but it often failed to kill.

After meditating a few seconds, Joe Blunt again shook his head, and muttered to himself; The boys bold enough, but hes too reckless for a hunter. There was no need for that yell, now  none at all.

Having uttered this sagacious remark, he threw his rifle into the hollow of his left arm, turned round, and strode off with a long, slow step towards his own cottage.

Blunt was an American by birth, but of Irish extraction, and to an attentive ear there was a faint echo of the brogue in his tone, which seemed to have been handed down to him as a threadbare and almost worn-out heirloom.

Poor Crusoe was singed almost naked. His wretched tail seemed little better than a piece of wire filed off to a point, and he vented his misery in piteous squeaks as the sympathetic Varley confided him tenderly to the care of his mother. How Fan managed to cure him no one can tell, but cure him she did, for, in the course of a few weeks, Crusoe was as well, and sleek, and fat as ever.




Chapter Two.

A shooting match and its consequences  New friends introduced to the reader  Crusoe and his mother change masters.

Shortly after the incident narrated in the last chapter, the squatters of the Mustang Valley lost their leader. Major Hope suddenly announced his intention of quitting the settlement, and returning to the civilised world. Private matters, he said, required his presence there  matters which he did not choose to speak of but which would prevent his returning again to reside among them. Go he must, and, being a man of determination, go he did; but before going he distributed all his goods and chattels among the settlers. He even gave away his rifle, and Fan, and Crusoe. These last, however, he resolved should go together; and as they were well worth having, he announced that he would give them to the best shot in the valley. He stipulated that the winner should escort him to the nearest settlement eastward, after which he might return with the rifle on his shoulder.

Accordingly, a long level piece of ground on the rivers bank, with a perpendicular cliff at the end of it, was selected as the shooting ground, and, on the appointed day, at the appointed hour, the competitors began to assemble.

Well, lad, first as usual, exclaimed Joe Blunt, as he reached the ground and found Dick Varley there before him.

Ive bin here more than an hour lookin for a new kind o flower that Jack Morgan told me hed seen. And Ive found it too. Look here; did you ever see one like it before?

Blunt leaned his rifle against a tree, and carefully examined the flower.

Why, yes, Ive seed a-many o them up about the Rocky Mountains, but never one here-away. It seems to have gone lost itself. The last I seed, if I remimber rightly, wos near the head-waters o the Yellowstone River, it wos  jest where I shot a grizzly bar.

Was that the bar that gave you the wipe on the cheek? asked Varley, forgetting the flower in his interest about the bear.

It was. I put six balls in that bars carcase, and stuck my knife into its heart ten times afore it gave out; an it nearly ripped the shirt off my back afore I was done with it.

I would give my rifle to get a chance at a grizzly! exclaimed Varley, with a sudden burst of enthusiasm.

Whoever got it wouldnt have much to brag of, remarked a burly young backwoodsman, as he joined them.

His remark was true, for poor Dicks weapon was but a sorry affair. It missed fire, and it hung fire, and even when it did fire it remained a matter of doubt in its owners mind whether the slight deviations from the direct line made by his bullets were the result of his or its bad shooting.

Further comment upon it was checked by the arrival of a dozen or more hunters on the scene of action. They were a sturdy set of bronzed, bold, fearless men, and one felt, on looking at them, that they would prove more than a match for several hundreds of Indians in open fight. A few minutes after, the major himself came on the ground with the prize rifle on his shoulder, and Fan and Crusoe at his heels  the latter tumbling, scrambling, and yelping after its mother, fat and clumsy, and happy as possible, having evidently quite forgotten that it had been nearly roasted alive only a few weeks before.

Immediately all eyes were on the rifle, and its merits were discussed with animation.

And well did it deserve discussion, for such a piece had never before been seen on the western frontier. It was shorter in the barrel and larger in the bore than the weapons chiefly in vogue at that time, and, besides being of beautiful workmanship, was silver-mounted. But the grand peculiarity about it, and that which afterwards rendered it the mystery of mysteries to the savages, was, that it had two sets of locks  one percussion, the other flint  so that, when caps failed, by taking off the one set of locks and affixing the others, it was converted into a flint-rifle. The major, however, took care never to run short of caps, so that the flint locks were merely held as a reserve in case of need.

Now, lads, cried Major Hope, stepping up to the point whence they were to shoot, remember the terms. He who first drives the nail obtains the rifle, Fan, and her pup, and accompanies me to the nearest settlements. Each man shoots with his own gun, and draws lots for the chance.

Agreed, cried the men.

Well, then, wipe your guns and draw lots. Henri will fix the nail. Here it is.

The individual who stepped, or rather plunged forward to receive the nail was a rare and remarkable specimen of mankind. Like his comrades, he was half a farmer and half a hunter. Like them, too, he was clad in deerskin, and was tall and strong  nay, more, he was gigantic. But, unlike them, he was clumsy, awkward, loose-jointed, and a bad shot. Nevertheless Henri was an immense favourite in the settlement, for his good-humour knew no bounds. No one ever saw him frown. Even when fighting with the savages, as he was sometimes compelled to do in self-defence, he went at them with a sort of jovial rage that was almost laughable. Inconsiderate recklessness was one of his chief characteristics, so that his comrades were rather afraid of him on the war-trail or in the hunt, where caution, and frequently soundless motion, were essential to success or safety. But when Henri had a comrade at his side to check him he was safe enough, being humble-minded and obedient. Men used to say he must have been born under a lucky star, for, notwithstanding his natural inaptitude for all sorts of backwoods life, he managed to scramble through everything with safety, often with success, and sometimes with credit.

To see Henri stalk a deer was worth a long days journey. Joe Blunt used to say he was all jints together, from the top of his head to the sole of his moccasin. He threw his immense form into the most inconceivable contortions, and slowly wound his way, sometimes on hands and knees, sometimes flat, through bush and brake, as if there was not a bone in his body, and without the slightest noise. This sort of work was so much against his plunging nature, that he took long to learn it, but when, through hard practice and the loss of many a fine deer, he came at length to break himself in to it, he gradually progressed to perfection, and ultimately became the best stalker in the valley. This, and this alone, enabled him to procure game, for, being short-sighted, he could hit nothing beyond fifty yards, except a buffalo or a barn door.

Yet that same lithe body, which seemed as though totally unhinged, could no more be bent, when the muscles were strung, than an iron post. No one wrestled with Henri unless he wished to have his back broken. Few could equal and none could beat him at running or leaping except Dick Varley. When Henri ran a race even Joe Blunt laughed outright, for arms and legs went like independent flails. When he leaped, he hurled himself into space with a degree of violence that seemed to insure a somersault  yet he always came down with a crash on his feet. Plunging was Henris forte. He generally lounged about the settlement, when unoccupied, with his hands behind his back, apparently in a reverie, and when called on to act, he seemed to fancy he must have lost time, and could only make up for it by plunging. This habit got him into many awkward scrapes, but his herculean power as often got him out of them. He was a French-Canadian, and a particularly bad speaker of the English language.

We offer no apology for this elaborate introduction of Henri, for he was as good-hearted a fellow as ever lived, and deserves special notice.

But to return. The sort of rifle practice called driving the nail, by which this match was to be decided, was, and we believe still is, common among the hunters of the far west. It consisted in this,  an ordinary large-headed nail was driven a short way into a plank or a tree, and the hunters, standing at a distance of fifty yards or so, fired at it until they succeeded in driving it home. On the present occasion the major resolved to test their shooting by making the distance seventy yards.

Some of the older men shook their heads.

Its too far, said one; ye might as well try to snuff the nose o a mosquito.

Jim Scraggs is the only man asll hit that, said another.

The man referred to was a long, lank, lantern-jawed fellow with a cross-grained expression of countenance. He used the long, heavy, Kentucky rifle, which, from the ball being little larger than a pea, was called a pea-rifle. Jim was no favourite, and had been named Scraggs by his companions on account of his appearance.

In a few minutes the lots were drawn, and the shooting began. Each hunter wiped out the barrel of his piece with his ramrod as he stepped forward; then, placing a ball in the palm of his left hand, he drew the stopper of his powder-horn with his teeth, and poured out as much powder as sufficed to cover the bullet. This was the regular measure among them. Little time was lost in firing, for these men did not hang on their aim. The point of the rifle was slowly raised to the object, and, the instant the sight covered it, the ball sped to its mark. In a few minutes the nail was encircled by bullet-holes, scarcely two of which were more than an inch distant from the mark, and one  fired by Joe Blunt  entered the tree close beside it.

Ah, Joe! said the major, I thought you would have carried off the prize.

So did not I, sir, returned Blunt, with a shake of his head. Had it a-bin a half-dollar at a hundred yards, Id ha done better, but I never could hit the nail. Its too small to see.

Thats cos yeve got no eyes, remarked Jim Scraggs, with a sneer, as he stepped forward.

All tongues were now hushed, for the expected champion was about to fire. The sharp crack of the rifle was followed by a shout, for Jim had hit the nail-head on the edge, and part of the bullet stuck to it.

That wins if theres no better, said the major, scarce able to conceal his disappointment. Who comes next?

To this question Henri answered by stepping up to the line, straddling his legs, and executing preliminary movements with his rifle, that seemed to indicate an intention on his part to throw the weapon bodily at the mark. He was received with a shout of mingled laughter and applause. After gazing steadily at the mark for a few seconds, a broad grin overspread his countenance, and, looking round at his companions, he said Ha! mes boys, I cannot behold de nail at all!

Can ye behold the tree? shouted a voice, when the laugh that followed this announcement had somewhat abated.

Oh! oui, replied Henri quite coolly; I can see him, an a goot small bit of de forest beyond.

Fire at it, then. If ye hit the tree ye desarve the rifle  leastwise ye ought to get the pup.

Henri grinned again, and fired instantly, without taking aim.

The shot was followed by an exclamation of surprise, for the bullet was found close beside the nail!

Its more be good luck than good shootin, remarked Jim Scraggs.

Possiblement, answered Henri modestly, as he retreated to the rear and wiped out his rifle; mais I have kill most of my deer by dat same goot luck.

Bravo! Henri, said Major Hope as he passed; you deserve to win, anyhow. Whos next?

Dick Varley, cried several voices; wheres Varley? Come on, youngster, an take yer shot.

The youth came forward with evident reluctance. Its of no manner o use, he whispered to Joe Blunt as he passed, I cant depend on my old gun.

Never give in, whispered Blunt encouragingly. Poor Varleys want of confidence in his rifle was merited, for, on pulling the trigger, the faithless lock missed fire.

Lend him another gun, cried several voices. Gainst rules laid down by Major Hope, said Scraggs.

Well, so it is; try again.

Varley did try again, and so successfully, too, that the ball hit the nail on the head, leaving a portion of the lead sticking to its edge.

Of course this was greeted with a cheer, and a loud dispute began as to which was the better shot of the two.

There are others to shoot yet, cried the major. Make way. Look out.

The men fell back, and the few hunters who had not yet fired took their shots, but without coming nearer the mark.

It was now agreed that Jim Scraggs and Dick Varley, being the two best shots, should try over again; and it was also agreed that Dick should have the use of Blunts rifle. Lots were again drawn for the first shot, and it fell to Dick, who immediately stepped out, aimed somewhat hastily, and fired.

Hit again! shouted those who had run forward to examine the mark. Half the bullet cut off by the nail-head!

Some of the more enthusiastic of Dicks friends cheered lustily, but the most of the hunters were grave and silent, for they knew Jims powers, and felt that he would certainly do his best. Jim now stepped up to the line, and, looking earnestly at the mark, threw forward his rifle.

At that moment our friend Crusoe  tired of tormenting his mother  waddled stupidly and innocently into the midst of the crowd of men, and, in so doing, received Henris heel and the full weight of his elephantine body on its fore-paw. The horrible and electric yell that instantly issued from his agonised throat could only be compared, as Joe Blunt expressed it, to the last dyin screech o a bustin steam biler! We cannot say that the effect was startling, for these backwoodsmen had been born and bred in the midst of alarms, and were so used to them that a bustin steam biler itself, unless it had blown them fairly off their legs, would not have startled them. But the effect, such as it was, was sufficient to disconcert the aim of Jim Scraggs, who fired at the same instant, and missed the nail by a hairs-breadth.

Turning round in towering wrath, Scraggs aimed a kick at the poor pup, which, had it taken effect, would certainly have terminated the innocent existence of that remarkable dog on the spot, but quick as lightning Henri interposed the butt of his rifle, and Jims shin met it with a violence that caused him to howl with rage and pain.

Oh! pardon me, broder, cried Henri, shrinking back, with the drollest expression of mingled pity and glee.

Jims discretion, on this occasion, was superior to his valour; he turned away with a coarse expression of anger and left the ground.

Meanwhile the major handed the silver rifle to young Varley. It couldnt have fallen into better hands, he said. Youll do it credit, lad, I know that full well, and let me assure you it will never play you false. Only keep it clean, dont overcharge it, aim true, and it will never miss the mark.

While the hunters crowded round Dick to congratulate him and examine the piece, he stood with a mingled feeling of bashfulness and delight at his unexpected good fortune. Recovering himself suddenly he seized his old rifle, and, dropping quietly to the outskirts of the crowd, while the men were still busy handling and discussing the merits of the prize, went up, unobserved, to a boy of about thirteen years of age, and touched him on the shoulder.

Here, Marston, you know I often said ye should have the old rifle when I was rich enough to get a new one. Take it now, lad. Its come to ye sooner than either o us expected.

Dick, said the boy, grasping his friends hand warmly, yer true as heart of oak. Its good of ee, thats a fact.

Not a bit, boy; it costs me nothin to give away an old gun that Ive no use for, ans worth little, but it makes me right glad to have the chance to do it.

Marston had longed for a rifle ever since he could walk, but his prospects of obtaining one were very poor indeed at that time, and it is a question whether he did not at that moment experience as much joy in handling the old piece as his friend felt in shouldering the prize.

A difficulty now occurred which had not before been thought of. This was no less than the absolute refusal of Dick Varleys canine property to follow him. Fan had no idea of changing masters without her consent being asked, or her inclination being consulted.

Youll have to tie her up for a while, I fear, said the major.

No fear, answered the youth. Dog naturs like human natur!

Saying this he seized Crusoe by the neck, stuffed him comfortably into the bosom of his hunting shirt, and walked rapidly away with the prize rifle on his shoulder.

Fan had not bargained for this. She stood irresolute, gazing now to the right and now to the left, as the major retired in one direction and Dick with Crusoe in another. Suddenly Crusoe, who, although comfortable in body, was ill at ease in spirit, gave utterance to a melancholy howl. The mothers love instantly prevailed. For one moment she pricked up her ears at the sound, and then, lowering them, trotted quietly after her new master, and followed him to his cottage on the margin of the lake.




Chapter Three.

Speculative remarks with which the reader may or may not agree  An old woman  Hopes and wishes commingled with hard facts  The dog Crusoes education begun.

It is pleasant to look upon a serene, quiet, humble face. On such a face did Richard Varley look every night when he entered his mothers cottage. Mrs Varley was a widow, and she had followed the fortunes of her brother, Daniel Hood, ever since the death of her husband. Love for her only brother induced her to forsake the peaceful village of Maryland, and enter upon the wild life of a backwoods settlement. Dicks mother was thin, and old, and wrinkled, but her face was stamped with a species of beauty which never fades  the beauty of a loving look. Ah! the brow of snow and the peach-bloom cheek may snare the heart of man for a time, but the loving look alone can forge that adamantine chain that time, age, eternity, shall never break.

Mistake us not, reader, and bear with us if we attempt to analyse this look which characterised Mrs Varley. A rare diamond is worth stopping to glance at, even when one is in a hurry! The brightest jewel in the human heart is worth a thought or two! By a loving look, we do not mean a look of love bestowed on a beloved object. That is common enough, and thankful should we be that it is so common in a world thats over-full of hatred. Still less do we mean that smile and look of intense affection with which some people  good people too  greet friends and foe alike, and by which effort to work out their beau idéal of the expression of Christian love, they do signally damage their cause, by saddening the serious and repelling the gay. Much less do we mean that perpetual smile of good-will which argues more of personal comfort and self-love than anything else. No, the loving look we speak of is as often grave as gay. Its character depends very much on the face through which it beams. And it cannot be counterfeited. Its ring defies imitation. Like the clouded sun of April, it can pierce through tears of sorrow; like the noontide sun of summer, it can blaze in warm smiles; like the northern lights of winter, it can gleam in depths of woe  but it is always the same, modified, doubtless, and rendered more or less patent to others, according to the natural amiability of him or her who bestows it. No one can put it on. Still less can any one put it off. Its range is universal; it embraces all mankind, though, of course, it is intensified on a few favoured objects; its seat is in the depths of a renewed heart, and its foundation lies in love to God.

Young Varleys mother lived in a cottage which was of the smallest possible dimensions consistent with comfort. It was made of logs, as, indeed, were all the other cottages in the valley. The door was in the centre, and a passage from it to the back of the dwelling divided it into two rooms. One of these was subdivided by a thin partition, the inner room being Mrs Varleys bedroom, the outer Dicks. Daniel Hoods dormitory was a corner of the kitchen, which apartment served also as a parlour.

The rooms were lighted by two windows, one on each side of the door, which gave to the house the appearance of having a nose and two eyes. Houses of this kind have literally got a sort of expression on  if we may use the word  their countenances. Square windows give the appearance of easy-going placidity; longish ones, that of surprise. Mrs Varleys was a surprised cottage, and this was in keeping with the scene in which it stood, for the clear lake in front, studded with islands, and the distant hills beyond, composed a scene so surprisingly beautiful that it never failed to call forth an expression of astonished admiration from every new visitor to the Mustang Valley.

My boy, exclaimed Mrs Varley, as her son entered the cottage with a bound, why so hurried to-day? Deary me! where got you the grand gun?

Won it, mother!

Won it, my son?

Ay, won it, mother. Druve the nail almost, and would ha druve it altogether had I bin more used to Joe Blunts rifle.

Mrs Varleys heart beat high, and her face flushed with pride as she gazed at her son, who laid the rifle on the table for her inspection, while he rattled off an animated and somewhat disjointed account of the match.

Deary me! now that was good; that was cliver. But whats that scraping at the door?

Oh! thats Fan; I forgot her. Here! here! Fan! Come in, good dog, he cried rising and opening the door.

Fan entered and stopped short, evidently uncomfortable.

My boy, what do ye with the majors dog?

Won her too, mother!

Won her, my son?

Ay, won her, and the pup too; see, here it is! and he plucked Crusoe from his bosom.

Crusoe, having found his position to be one of great comfort, had fallen into a profound slumber, and on being thus unceremoniously awakened, he gave forth a yelp of discontent that brought Fan in a state of frantic sympathy to his side.

There you are, Fan, take it to a corner and make yourself at home. Ay, thats right, mother, give her somethin to eat; shes hungry, I know by the look o her eye.

Deary me, Dick, said Mrs Varley, who now proceeded to spread the youths mid-day meal before him, did ye drive the nail three times?

No, only once, and that not parfetly. Brought em all down at one shot  rifle, Fan, an pup!

Well, well, now that was cliver; but Here the old woman paused and looked grave.

But what, mother?

Youll be wantin to go off to the mountains now, I fear me, boy.

Wantin now! exclaimed the youth earnestly; Im always wantin. Ive bin wantin ever since I could walk; but I wont go till you let me, mother, that I wont! And he struck the table with his fist so forcibly that the platters rung again.

Youre a good boy, Dick; but youre too young yit to ventur among the Red-skins.

An yit, if I dont ventur young, Id better not ventur at all. You know, mother dear, I dont want to leave you; but I was born to be a hunter, and everybody in them parts is a hunter, and I cant hunt in the kitchen you know, mother!

At this point the conversation was interrupted by a sound that caused young Varley to spring up and seize his rifle, and Fan to show her teeth and growl.

Hist! mother; thats like horses hoofs, he whispered, opening the door and gazing intently in the direction whence the sound came.

Louder and louder it came, until an opening in the forest showed the advancing cavalcade to be a party of white men. In another moment they were in full view  a band of about thirty horsemen, clad in the leathern costume, and armed with the long rifle of the far west. Some wore portions of the gaudy Indian dress which gave to them a brilliant, dashing look. They came on straight for the block-house, and saluted the Varleys with a jovial cheer as they swept past at full speed. Dick returned the cheer with compound interest, and calling out, Theyre trappers, mother, Ill be back in an hour, bounded off like a deer through the woods, taking a short cut in order to reach the block-house before them. He succeeded, for, just as he arrived at the house, the cavalcade wheeled round the bend in the river, dashed up the slope, and came to a sudden halt on the green. Vaulting from their foaming steeds they tied them to the stockades of the little fortress, which they entered in a body.

Hot haste was in every motion of these men. They were trappers, they said, on their way to the Rocky Mountains to hunt and trade furs. But one of their number had been treacherously murdered and scalped by a Pawnee chief, and they resolved to revenge his death by an attack on one of the Pawnee villages. They would teach these red reptiles to respect white men, they would, come of it what might; and they had turned aside here to procure an additional supply of powder and lead.

In vain did the major endeavour to dissuade these reckless men from their purpose. They scoffed at the idea of returning good for evil, and insisted on being supplied. The log hut was a store as well as a place of defence, and as they offered to pay for it there was no refusing their request  at least so the major thought. The ammunition was therefore given to them, and in half an hour they were away again at full gallop over the plains on their mission of vengeance. Vengeance is Mine, I will repay, saith the Lord. But these men knew not what God said, because they never read His Word, and did not own His sway.

Young Varleys enthusiasm was considerably damped when he learned the errand on which the trappers were bent. From that time forward he gave up all desire to visit the mountains in company with such men, but he still retained an intense longing to roam at large among their rocky fastnesses, and gallop out upon the wide prairies.

Meanwhile he dutifully tended his mothers cattle and sheep, and contented himself with an occasional deer-hunt in the neighbouring forests. He devoted himself also to the training of his dog Crusoe  an operation which at first cost him many a deep sigh.

Every one has heard of the sagacity and almost reasoning capabilities of the Newfoundland dog. Indeed, some have even gone the length of saying that what is called instinct in these animals is neither more nor less than reason. And, in truth, many of the noble, heroic, and sagacious deeds that have actually been performed by Newfoundland dogs incline us almost to believe that, like man, they are gifted with reasoning powers.

But every one does not know the trouble and patience that is required in order to get a juvenile dog to understand what its master means when he is endeavouring to instruct it.

Crusoes first lesson was an interesting, but not a very successful one. We may remark here that Dick Varley had presented Fan to his mother to be her watch-dog, resolving to devote all his powers to the training of the pup. We may also remark, in reference to Crusoes appearance (and we did not remark it sooner, chiefly because up to this period in his eventful history he was little better than a ball of fat and hair), that his coat was mingled jet-black and pure white, and remarkably glossy, curly, and thick.

A week after the shooting match Crusoes education began. Having fed him for that period with his own hand, in order to gain his affection, Dick took him out one sunny forenoon to the margin of the lake to give him his first lesson.

And here again we must pause to remark that, although a dogs heart is generally gained in the first instance through his mouth, yet, after it is thoroughly gained, his affection is noble and disinterested. He can scarcely be driven from his masters side by blows, and even when thus harshly repelled is always ready, on the shortest notice and with the slightest encouragement, to make it up again.

Well, Dick Varley began by calling out, Crusoe! Crusoe! come here, pup.

Of course Crusoe knew his name by this time, for it had been so often used as a prelude to his meals, that he naturally expected a feed whenever he heard it. This portal to his brain had already been open for some days; but all the other doors were fast locked, and it required a great deal of careful picking to open them.

Now, Crusoe, come here.

Crusoe bounded clumsily to his masters side, cocked his ears, and wagged his tail  so far his education was perfect. We say he bounded clumsily, for it must be remembered that he was still a very young pup, with soft, flabby muscles.

Now, Im goin to begin yer edication, pup; think o that.

Whether Crusoe thought of that or not we cannot say, but he looked up in his masters face as he spoke, cocked his ears very high, and turned his head slowly to one side, until it could not turn any further in that direction; then he turned it as much to the other side, whereat his master burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, and Crusoe immediately began barking vociferously.

Come, come, said Dick, suddenly checking his mirth, we mustnt play, pup, we must work.

Drawing a leathern mitten from his belt, the youth held it to Crusoes nose, and then threw it a yard away, at the same time exclaiming in a loud, distinct tone, Fetch it.

Crusoe entered at once into the spirit of this part of his training; he dashed gleefully at the mitten, and proceeded to worry it with intense gratification. As for Fetch it, he neither understood the words nor cared a straw about them.

Dick Varley rose immediately, and rescuing the mitten, resumed his seat on a rock.

Come here, Crusoe, he repeated.

Oh! certainly, by all means, said Crusoe  no! he didnt exactly say it, but really he looked these words so evidently, that we think it right to let them stand as they are written. If he could have finished the sentence he would certainly have said, Go on with that game over again, old boy; its quite to my taste  the jolliest thing in life, I assure you! At least, if we may not positively assert that he would have said that, no one else can absolutely affirm that he wouldnt.

Well, Dick Varley did do it over again, and Crusoe worried the mitten over again  utterly regardless of Fetch it.

Then they did it again, and again, and again, but without the slightest apparent advancement in the path of canine knowledge,  and then they went home.

During all this trying operation Dick Varley never once betrayed the slightest feeling of irritability or impatience. He did not expect success at first; he was not, therefore, disappointed at failure.

Next day he had him out again  and the next  and the next  and the next again, with the like unfavourable result. In short, it seemed at last as if Crusoes mind had been deeply imbued with the idea that he had been born expressly for the purpose of worrying that mitten, and he meant to fulfil his destiny to the letter.

Young Varley had taken several small pieces of meat in his pocket each day, with the intention of rewarding Crusoe when he should at length be prevailed on to fetch the mitten, but as Crusoe was not aware of the treat that awaited him, of course the mitten never was fetched.

At last Dick Varley saw that this system would never do, so he changed his tactics, and the next morning gave Crusoe no breakfast, but took him out at the usual hour to go through his lesson. This new course of conduct seemed to perplex Crusoe not a little, for on his way down to the beach he paused frequently and looked back at the cottage, and then expressively up at his masters face. But the master was inexorable; he went on and Crusoe followed, for true love had now taken possession of the pups young heart, and he preferred his masters company to food.

Varley now began by letting the learner smell a piece of meat which he eagerly sought to devour, but was prevented, to his immense disgust. Then the mitten was thrown as heretofore, and Crusoe made a few steps towards it, but being in no mood for play he turned back.

Fetch it, said the teacher.

I wont, replied the learner mutely, by means of that expressive sign  not doing it.

Hereupon Dick Varley rose, took up the mitten, and put it into the pups mouth. Then, retiring a couple of yards, he held out the piece of meat and said, Fetch it.

Crusoe instantly spat out the glove and bounded towards the meat  once more to be disappointed.

This was done a second time, and Crusoe came forward with the mitten in his mouth. It seemed as if it had been done accidentally, for he dropped it before coming quite up. If so it was a fortunate accident, for it served as the tiny fulcrum on which to place the point of that mighty lever which was destined ere long to raise him to the pinnacle of canine erudition. Dick Varley immediately lavished upon him the tenderest caresses and gave him a lump of meat. But he quickly tried it again lest he should lose the lesson. The dog evidently felt that if he did not fetch that mitten he should have no meat or caresses. In order, however, to make sure that there was no mistake, Dick laid the mitten down beside the pup, instead of putting it into his mouth, and, retiring a few paces, cried, Fetch it.

Crusoe looked uncertain for a moment, then he picked up the mitten and laid it at his masters feet. The lesson was learned at last! Dick Varley tumbled all the meat out of his pocket on the ground, and, while Crusoe made a hearty breakfast, he sat down on a rock and whistled with glee at having fairly picked the lock, and opened another door into one of the many chambers of his dogs intellect!




Chapter Four.

Our hero enlarged upon  Grumps.

Two years passed away  the Mustang Valley settlement advanced prosperously, despite one or two attacks made upon it by the savages, who were, however, firmly repelled; Dick Varley had now become a man, and his pup Crusoe had become a full-grown dog. The silver rifle, as Dicks weapon had come to be named, was well-known among the hunters and the Red-skins of the border-lands, and in Dicks hands its bullets were as deadly as its owners eye was quick and true.

Crusoes education, too, had been completed. Faithfully and patiently had his young master trained his mind, until he fitted him to be a meet companion in the hunt. To carry and fetch were now but trifling portions of the dogs accomplishments. He could dive a fathom deep in the lake and bring up any article that might have been dropped or thrown in. His swimming powers were marvellous, and so powerful were his muscles, that he seemed to spurn the water while passing through it, with his broad chest high out of the curling wave, at a speed that neither man nor beast could keep up with for a moment. His intellect now was sharp and quick as a needle; he never required a second bidding. When Dick went out hunting he used frequently to drop a mitten or a powder-horn unknown to the dog, and, after walking miles away from it, would stop short and look down into the mild, gentle face of his companion.

Crusoe, he said, in the same quiet tones with which he would have addressed a human friend, Ive dropped my mitten, go fetch it, pup. Dick continued to call it pup from habit.

One glance of intelligence passed from Crusoes eye, and in a moment he was away at full gallop; nor did he rest until the lost article was lying at his masters feet. Dick was loath to try how far back on his track Crusoe would run if desired. He had often gone back five and six miles at a stretch; but his powers did not stop here. He could carry articles back to the spot from which they had been taken and leave them there. He could head the game that his master was pursuing and turn it back; and he would guard any object he was desired to watch with unflinching constancy. But it would occupy too much space and time to enumerate all Crusoes qualities and powers. His biography will unfold them.

In personal appearance he was majestic, having grown to an immense size even for a Newfoundland. Had his visage been at all wolfish in character, his aspect would have been terrible. But he possessed in an eminent degree that mild, humble expression of face peculiar to his race. When roused or excited, and especially when bounding through the forest with the chase in view, he was absolutely magnificent. At other times his gait was slow, and he seemed to prefer a quiet walk with Dick Varley to anything else under the sun. But when Dick was inclined to be boisterous Crusoes tail and ears rose at a moments notice, and he was ready for anything. Moreover, he obeyed commands instantly and implicitly. In this respect he put to shame most of the boys of the settlement, who were by no means famed for their habits of prompt obedience.

Crusoes eye was constantly watching the face of his master. When Dick said Go he went, when he said Come he came. If he had been in the midst of an excited bound at the throat of a stag, and Dick had called out, Down, Crusoe, he would have sunk to the earth like a stone. No doubt it took many months of training to bring the dog to this state of perfection; but Dick accomplished it by patience, perseverance, and love.

Besides all this, Crusoe could speak! He spoke by means of the dogs dumb alphabet in a way that defies description. He conversed, so to speak, with his extremities  his head and his tail. But his eyes, his soft brown eyes, were the chief medium of communication. If ever the language of the eyes was carried to perfection, it was exhibited in the person of Crusoe. But, indeed, it would be difficult to say which part of his expressive face expressed most. The cocked ears of expectation; the drooped ears of sorrow; the bright, full eye of joy; the half-closed eye of contentment; and the frowning eye of indignation accompanied with a slight, a very slight, pucker of the nose and a gleam of dazzling ivory  ha! no enemy ever saw this last piece of canine language without a full appreciation of what it meant. Then as to the tail  the modulations of meaning in the varied wag of that expressive member! Oh! its useless to attempt description. Mortal man cannot conceive of the delicate shades of sentiment expressible by a dogs tail, unless he has studied the subject  the wag, the waggle, the cock, the droop, the slope, the wriggle! Away with description  it is impotent and valueless here!

As we have said, Crusoe was meek and mild. He had been bitten, on the sly, by half the ill-natured curs in the settlement, and had only shown his teeth in return. He had no enmities  though several enemies  and he had a thousand friends, particularly among the ranks of the weak and the persecuted, whom he always protected and avenged when opportunity offered. A single instance of this kind will serve to show his character.

One day Dick and Crusoe were sitting on a rock beside the lake  the same identical rock near which, when a pup, the latter had received his first lesson. They were conversing as usual, for Dick had elicited such a fund of intelligence from the dogs mind, and had injected such wealth of wisdom into it, that he felt convinced it understood every word he said.

This is capital weather, Crusoe; aint it pup?

Crusoe made a motion with his head which was quite as significant as a nod.

Ha! my pup, I wish that you and I might go and have a slap at the grizzly bars and a look at the Rocky Mountains. Wouldnt it be nuts, pup?

Crusoe looked dubious.

What, you dont agree with me! Now, tell me, pup, wouldnt ye like to grip a bar?

Still Crusoe looked dubious, but made a gentle motion with his tail, as though he would have said, Ive seen neither Rocky Mountains nor grizzly bars, and know nothin about em, but Im open to conviction.

Youre a brave pup, rejoined Dick, stroking the dogs huge head affectionately. I wouldnt give you for ten times your weight in golden dollars  if there be sich things.

Crusoe made no reply whatever to this. He regarded it as a truism unworthy of notice; he evidently felt that a comparison between love and dollars was preposterous.

At this point in the conversation a little dog with a lame leg hobbled to the edge of the rocks in front of the spot where Dick was seated, and looked down into the water, which was deep there. Whether it did so for the purpose of admiring its very plain visage in the liquid mirror, or finding out what was going on among the fish, we cannot say, as it never told us; but at that moment a big, clumsy, savage-looking dog rushed out from the neighbouring thicket and began to worry it.

Punish him, Crusoe, said Dick quickly.

Crusoe made one bound that a lion might have been proud of, and seizing the aggressor by the back, lifted him off his legs and held him, howling, in the air  at the same time casting a look towards his master for further instructions.

Pitch him in, said Dick, making a sign with his hand.

Crusoe turned and quietly dropped the dog into the lake. Having regarded his struggles there for a few moments with grave severity of countenance, he walked slowly back and sat down beside his master.

The little dog made good its retreat as fast as three legs would carry it, and the surly dog, having swam ashore, retired sulkily, with his tail very much between his legs.

Little wonder, then, that Crusoe was beloved by great and small among the well-disposed of the canine tribes of the Mustang Valley.

But Crusoe was not a mere machine. When not actively engaged in Dick Varleys service, he busied himself with private little matters of his own. He undertook modest little excursions into the woods or along the margin of the lake, sometimes alone, but more frequently with a little friend whose whole heart and being seemed to be swallowed up in admiration of his big companion. Whether Crusoe botanised or geologised on these excursions we will not venture to say. Assuredly he seemed as though he did both, for he poked his nose into every bush and tuft of moss, and turned over the stones, and dug holes in the ground  and, in short, if he did not understand these sciences, he behaved very much as if he did. Certainly he knew as much about them as many of the human species do.

In these walks he never took the slightest notice of Grumps (that was the little dogs name), but Grumps made up for this by taking excessive notice of him. When Crusoe stopped, Grumps stopped and sat down to look at him. When Crusoe trotted on, Grumps trotted on too. When Crusoe examined a bush Grumps sat down to watch him, and when he dug a hole Grumps looked into it to see what was there. Grumps never helped him; his sole delight was in looking on. They didnt converse much, these two dogs. To be in each others company seemed to be happiness enough  at least Grumps thought so.

There was one point at which Grumps stopped short, however, and ceased to follow his friend; and that was when he rushed headlong into the lake and disported himself for an hour at a time in its cool waters. Crusoe was, both by nature and training, a splendid water-dog. Grumps, on the contrary, held water in abhorrence, so he sat on the shores of the lake disconsolate when his friend was bathing, and waited till he came out. The only time when Grumps was thoroughly nonplussed, was when Dick Varleys whistle sounded faintly in the far distance. Then Crusoe would prick up his ears, and stretch out at full gallop, clearing ditch, and fence, and brake with his strong elastic bound, and leaving Grumps to patter after him as fast as his four-inch legs would carry him. Poor Grumps usually arrived at the village, to find both dog and master gone, and would betake himself to his own dwelling, there to lie down and sleep, and dream, perchance, of rambles and gambols with his gigantic friend.




Chapter Five.

A mission of peace  Unexpected joys  Dick and Crusoe set off for the land of the Red-skins, and meet with adventures by the way as a matter of course  Night in the wild woods.

One day the inhabitants of Mustang Valley were thrown into considerable excitement by the arrival of an officer of the United States army and a small escort of cavalry. They went direct to the block-house, which, since Major Hopes departure, had become the residence of Joe Blunt  that worthy having, by general consent, been deemed the fittest man in the settlement to fill the majors place.

Soon it began to be noised abroad that the strangers had been sent by Government to endeavour to bring about, if possible, a more friendly state of feeling between the whites and the Indians, by means of presents, and promises, and fair speeches.

The party remained all night in the block-house, and ere long it was reported that Joe Blunt had been requested, and had consented, to be the leader and chief of a party of three men who should visit the neighbouring tribes of Indians, to the west and north of the valley, as Government agents. Joes knowledge of two or three different Indian dialects, and his well-known sagacity, rendered him a most fitting messenger on such an errand. It was also whispered that Joe was to have the choosing of his comrades in this mission, and many were the opinions expressed and guesses made as to who would be chosen.

That same evening Dick Varley was sitting in his mothers kitchen cleaning his rifle; his mother was preparing supper and talking quietly about the obstinacy of a particular hen that had taken to laying her eggs in places where they could not be found; Fan was coiled up in a corner sound asleep, and Crusoe was sitting at one side of the fire looking on at things in general.

I wonder, remarked Mrs Varley, as she spread the table with a pure white napkin; I wonder what the sodgers are doin wi Joe Blunt.

As often happens when an individual is mentioned, the worthy referred to opened the door at that moment and stepped into the room.

Good-een tye, dame, said the stout hunter, doffing his cap, and resting his rifle in a corner, while Dick rose and placed a chair for him.

The same to you, Master Blunt, answered the widow; youve jist comed in good time for a cut o venison.

Thanks, mistress, I spose were beholden to the silver rifle for that.

To the hand that aimed it, rather, suggested the widow.

Nay, then, say raither to the dog that turned it, said Dick Varley. But for Crusoe that buck would ha bin couched in the woods this night.

Oh! if it comes to that, retorted Joe, Id lay it to the door o Fan, for if shed niver bin born nother would Crusoe. But its good an tender meat, whativer ways ye got it. Howsiver, Ive other things to talk about jist now. Them sodgers that are eatin buffalo tongues up at the block-house as if theyd niver ate meat before, and didnt hope to eat agin for a twelve-month

Ay, what o them? interrupted Mrs Varley; Ive bin wonderin what was their errand.

Of coorse ye wos, Dame Varley; and Ive comed here a purpis to tell ye. They want me to go to the Red-skins to make peace between them and us; and theyve brought a lot o goods to make them presents withal,  beads, an knives, an lookin-glasses, an vermilion paint, an sich-like, jist as much asll be a light load for one horse  for, ye see, nothin can be done wi the Red-skins without gifts.

Tis a blessed mission, said the widow, I wish it may succeed. Dye think yell go?

Go? ay, that will I.

I only wish theyd made the offer to me, said Dick with a sigh.

An so they do make the offer, lad. Theyve gin me leave to choose the two men Im to take with me, and Ive comed straight to ask you. Ay or no, for we must up an away by break o day to-morrow.

Mrs Varley started. So soon? she said, with a look of anxiety.

Ay; the Pawnees are at the Yellow Creek jist at this time, but Ive heerd theyre bout to break up camp an away west; so well need to use haste.

May I go, mother? asked Dick, with a look of anxiety.

There was evidently a conflict in the widows breast, but it quickly ceased.

Yes, my boy, she said in her own low, quiet voice, an God go with ye. I knew the time must come soon, an I thank Him that your first visit to the Red-skins will be on an errand o peace. Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God.

Dick grasped his mothers hand and pressed it to his cheek in silence. At the same moment Crusoe, seeing that the deeper feelings of his master were touched, and deeming it his duty to sympathise, rose up and thrust his nose against him.

Ah! pup, cried the young man hastily, you must go too. Of course Crusoe goes, Joe Blunt?

Hum! I dont know that. Theres no dependin on a dog to keep his tongue quiet in times o danger.

Believe me, exclaimed Dick, flashing with enthusiasm, Crusoes more trustworthy than I am myself. If ye can trust the master yer safe to trust the pup.

Well, lad, ye may be right. Well take him.

Thanks, Joe. And who else goes with us?

Ive bin castin that in my mind for some time, an Ive fixed to take Henri. Hes not the safest man in the valley, but hes the truest, thats a fact. And now, younker, get yer horse an rifle ready, and come to the block-house at daybreak to-morrow. Good luck to ye, mistress, till we meet agin.

Joe Blunt rose, and taking up his rifle,  without which he scarcely ever moved a foot from his own door,  left the cottage with rapid strides.

My son, said Mrs Varley, kissing Dicks cheek as he resumed his seat, put this in the little pocket I made for it in your hunting shirt.

She handed him a small pocket Bible.

Dear mother, he said, as he placed the book carefully within the breast of his coat, the Red-skin that takes that from me must take my scalp first. But dont fear for me. Youve often said the Lord would protect me. So He will, mother, for sure its an errand o peace!

Ay, thats it, thats it, murmured the widow in a half-soliloquy.

Dick Varley spent that night in converse with his mother, and next morning at daybreak he was at the place of meeting mounted on his sturdy little horse, with the silver rifle on his shoulder, and Crusoe by his side.

Thats right, lad, thats right. Nothin like keepin yer time, said Joe, as he led out a pack-horse from the gate of the block-house, while his own charger was held ready saddled by a man named Daniel Brand, who had been appointed to the charge of the block-house in his absence.

Wheres Henri?  oh! here he comes, exclaimed Dick, as the hunter referred to came thundering up the slope at a charge, on a horse that resembled its rider in size, and not a little in clumsiness of appearance.

Ah! mes boy. Him is a goot one to go, cried Henri, remarking Dicks smile as he pulled up. No hoss on de plain can beat dis one, surement.

Now then, Henri, lend a hand to fix this pack, weve no time to palaver.

By this time they were joined by several of the soldiers and a few hunters who had come to see them start.

Remember, Joe, cried one, if you dont come back in three months well all come out in a band to seek you.

If we dont come back in less than that time, whats left o us wont be worth seekin for, said Joe, tightening the girth of his saddle.

Put a bit in yer own mouth, Henri, cried another, as the Canadian arranged his steeds bridle; yell need it more than yer horse when ye git mong the red reptiles.

Vraiment, if mon mout needs one bit yours will need one padlock.

Now, lads, mount! cried Joe Blunt as he vaulted into the saddle.

Dick Varley sprang lightly on his horse, and Henri made a rush at his steed and hurled his huge frame across its back with a violence that ought to have brought it to the ground; but the tall, raw-boned, broad-chested roan was accustomed to the eccentricities of its master, and stood the shock bravely. Being appointed to lead the pack-horse, Henri seized its halter; then the three cavaliers shook their reins, and, waving their hands to their comrades, they sprang into the woods at full gallop, and laid their course for the far west.

For some time they galloped side by side in silence, each occupied with his own thoughts, Crusoe keeping close beside his masters horse. The two elder hunters evidently ruminated on the object of their mission and the prospects of success, for their countenances were grave and their eyes cast on the ground. Dick Varley, too, thought upon the Red-men, but his musings were deeply tinged with the bright hues of a first adventure. The mountains, the plains, the Indians, the bears, the buffaloes, and a thousand other objects, danced wildly before his minds eye, and his blood careered through his veins and flushed his forehead as he thought of what he should see and do, and felt the elastic vigour of youth respond in sympathy to the light spring of his active little steed. He was a lover of nature, too, and his flashing eyes glanced observantly from side to side as they swept along,  sometimes through glades of forest trees; sometimes through belts of more open ground and shrubbery; anon by the margin of a stream, or along the shores of a little lake, and often over short stretches of flowering prairie-land,  while the firm, elastic turf sent up a muffled sound from the tramp of their mettlesome chargers. It was a scene of wild, luxuriant beauty, that might almost (one could fancy) have drawn involuntary homage to its bountiful Creator from the lips even of an infidel.

After a time Joe Blunt reined up, and they proceeded at an easy ambling pace. Joe and his friend Henri were so used to these beautiful scenes that they had long ceased to be enthusiastically affected by them, though they never ceased to delight in them.

I hope, said Joe, that them sodgers ll go their ways soon. Ive no notion o them chaps when theyre left at a place wi nothin to do but whittle sticks.

Why, Joe! exclaimed Dick Varley in a tone of surprise, I thought you were admirin the beautiful face o nature all this time, and yer only thinkin about the sodgers. Now, thats strange!

Not so strange after all, lad, answered Joe. When a mans used to a thing he gits to admire an enjoy it without speakin much about it. But it is true, boy, that mankind gits in coorse o time to think little o the blissins hes used to.

Oui, cest vrai! murmured Henri emphatically.

Well, Joe Blunt, it may be so; but Im thankful Im not used to this sort o thing yet, exclaimed Varley. Lets have another gallop  so ho! come along, Crusoe! shouted the youth, as he shook his reins, and flew over a long stretch of prairie on which at that moment they entered.

Joe smiled as he followed his enthusiastic companion, but after a short run he pulled up.

Hold on, youngster, he cried, ye must larn to do as yer bid, lad; its trouble enough to be among wild Injuns and wild buffaloes, as I hope soon to be, without havin wild comrades to look after.

Dick laughed and reined in his panting horse. Ill be as obedient as Crusoe, he said, and no one can beat him.

Besides, continued Joe, the horses wont travel far if we begin by runnin all the wind out o them.

Wah! exclaimed Henri, as the led horse became restive; I think we must give to him de pack-hoss for to lead, eh!

Not a bad notion, Henri. Well make that the penalty of runnin off again; so look out, Master Dick.

Im down, replied Dick with a modest air, obedient as a baby, and wont run off again  till  the next time. By the way, Joe, how many days provisions did ye bring?

Two. Thats nough to carry us to the Great Prairie, which is three weeks distant from this; our own good rifles must make up the difference, and keep us when we git there.

And spose we neither find deer nor buffalo, suggested Dick.

I spose well have to starve.

Dat is cumferable to tink upon, remarked Henri.

More comfortable to think o than to undergo, said Dick, but I spose theres little chance o that.

Well, not much, replied Joe Blunt, patting his horses neck; but dye see, lad, ye niver can count for sartin on anythin. The deer and buffalo ought to be thick in them plains at this time  and when the buffalo are thick they covers the plains till ye can hardly see the end o them; but, ye see, sometimes the rascally Red-skins takes it into their heads to burn the prairies, and sometimes ye find the place that should ha bin black wi buffalo, black as a coal wi fire for miles an miles on end. At other times the Red-skins go huntin in ticlar places, and sweeps them clean o every hoof that dont git away. Sometimes, too, the animals seems to take a scunner at a place and keeps out o the way. But one way or another men ginrally manage to scramble through.

Look yonder, Joe, exclaimed Dick, pointing to the summit of a distant ridge, where a small black object was seen moving against the sky, thats a deer, aint it?

Joe shaded his eyes with his hand and gazed earnestly at the object in question. Yer right, boy; and by good luck weve got the wind of him. Cut in an take your chance now. Theres a long strip o wood asll let ye git close to him.

Before the sentence was well finished, Dick and Crusoe were off at full gallop. For a few hundred yards they coursed along the bottom of a hollow; then turning to the right they entered the strip of wood, and in a few minutes gained the edge of it. Here Dick dismounted.

You cant help me here, Crusoe. Stay where you are, pup, and hold my horse.

Crusoe seized the end of the line, which was fastened to the horses nose, in his mouth, and lay down on a hillock of moss, submissively placing his chin on his fore-paws, and watching his master as he stepped noiselessly through the wood. In a few minutes Dick emerged from among the trees, and, creeping from bush to bush, succeeded in getting to within six hundred yards of the deer, which was a beautiful little antelope. Beyond the bush behind which he now crouched all was bare open ground, without a shrub or hillock large enough to conceal the hunter. There was a slight undulation in the ground, however, which enabled him to advance about fifty yards further, by means of lying down quite flat and working himself forward like a serpent. Further than this he could not move without being seen by the antelope, which browsed on the ridge before him in fancied security. The distance was too great even for a long shot, but Dick knew of a weak point in this little creatures nature which enabled him to accomplish his purpose  a weak point which it shares in common with animals of a higher order,  namely, curiosity.

The little antelope of the North American prairies is intensely curious about everything that it does not quite understand, and will not rest satisfied until it has endeavoured to clear up the mystery. Availing himself of this propensity, Dick did what both Indians and hunters are accustomed to do on these occasions,  he put a piece of rag on the end of his ramrod, and, keeping his person concealed and perfectly still, waved this miniature flag in the air. The antelope noticed it at once, and, pricking up its ears, began to advance, timidly and slowly, step by step, to see what remarkable phenomenon it could be. In a few seconds the flag was lowered, a sharp crack followed, and the antelope fell dead upon the plain.

Ha, boy! thats a good supper, anyhow, cried Joe, as he galloped up and dismounted.

Goot! dat is better nor dried meat, added Henri. Give him to me; I will put him on my hoss, vich is strongar dan yourn. But ver is your hoss?

Hell be here in a minute, replied Dick, putting his fingers to his mouth and giving forth a shrill whistle.

The instant Crusoe heard the sound he made a savage and apparently uncalled-for dash at the horses heels. This wild act, so contrary to the dogs gentle nature, was a mere piece of acting. He knew that the horse would not advance without getting a fright, so he gave him one in this way which sent him off at a gallop. Crusoe followed close at his heels, so as to bring the line alongside of the nags body, and thereby prevent its getting entangled; but despite his best efforts the horse got on one side of a tree and he on the other, so he wisely let go his hold of the line, and waited till more open ground enabled him to catch it again. Then he hung heavily back, gradually checked the horses speed, and finally trotted him up to his masters side.

Tis a cliver cur, good sooth, exclaimed Joe Blunt in surprise.

Ah, Joe! you havent seen much of Crusoe yet. Hes as good as a man any day. Ive done little else but train him for two years gone by, and he can do most anything but shoot  he cant handle the rifle nohow.

Ha! then, I tink perhaps hims could if he wos try, said Henri, plunging on to his horse with a laugh, and arranging the carcase of the antelope across the pommel of his saddle.

Thus they hunted and galloped, and trotted and ambled on through wood and plain all day, until the sun began to descend below the tree-tops of the bluffs on the west  then Joe Blunt looked about him for a place on which to camp, and finally fixed on a spot under the shadow of a noble birch by the margin of a little stream. The carpet of grass on its banks was soft like green velvet, and the rippling waters of the brook were clear as crystal  very different from the muddy Missouri into which it flowed.

While Dick Varley felled and cut up firewood, Henri unpacked the horses and turned them loose to graze, and Joe kindled the fire and prepared venison steaks and hot tea for supper.

In excursions of this kind it is customary to hobble the horses; that is, to tie their fore-legs together, so that they cannot run either fast or far, but are free enough to amble about with a clumsy sort of hop in search of food. This is deemed a sufficient check on their tendency to roam, although some of the knowing horses sometimes learn to hop so fast with their hobbles as to give their owners much trouble to recapture them. But when out in the prairies where Indians are known or supposed to be in the neighbourhood, the horses are picketed by means of a pin or stake attached to the ends of their long laryats, as well as hobbled  for Indians deem it no disgrace to steal or tell lies, though they think it disgraceful to be found out in doing either. And so expert are these dark-skinned natives of the western prairies, that they will creep into the midst of an enemys camp, cut the laryats and hobbles of several horses, spring suddenly on their backs, and gallop away.

They not only steal from white men, but tribes that are at enmity steal from each other, and the boldness with which they do this is most remarkable. When Indians are travelling in a country where enemies are prowling, they guard their camps at night with jealous care. The horses in particular are both hobbled and picketed, and sentries are posted all round the camp. Yet, in spite of these precautions, hostile Indians manage to elude the sentries, and creep into the camp. When a thief thus succeeds in effecting an entrance, his chief danger is past. He rises boldly to his feet, and, wrapping his blanket or buffalo robe round him, he walks up and down as if he were a member of the tribe. At the same time he dexterously cuts the laryats of such horses as he observes are not hobbled. He dare not stoop to cut the hobbles, as the action would be observed, and suspicion would be instantly aroused. He then leaps on the best horse he can find, and uttering a terrific war-whoop darts away into the plains, driving the loosened horses before him.

No such dark thieves were supposed to be near the camp under the birch-tree, however, so Joe, and Dick, and Henri ate their supper in comfort, and let their horses browse at will on the rich pasturage.

A bright ruddy fire was soon kindled, which created, as it were, a little ball of light in the midst of surrounding darkness for the special use of our hardy hunters. Within this magic circle all was warm, comfortable, and cheery. Outside all was dark, and cold, and dreary by contrast.

When the substantial part of supper was disposed of, tea and pipes were introduced, and conversation began to flow. Then the three saddles were placed in a row; each hunter wrapped himself in his blanket, and, pillowing his head on his saddle, stretched his feet towards the fire and went to sleep, with his loaded rifle by his side and his hunting-knife handy in his belt. Crusoe mounted guard by stretching himself out couchant at Dick Varleys side. The faithful dog slept lightly and never moved all night, but had any one observed him closely he would have seen that every fitful flame that burst from the sinking fire, every unusual puff of wind, and every motion of the horses that fed or rested hard by, had the effect of revealing a speck of glittering white in Crusoes watchful eye.




Chapter Six.

The great prairies of the far west  A remarkable colony discovered, and a miserable night endured.

Of all the hours of the night or day the hour that succeeds the dawn is the purest, the most joyous and the best. At least so think we; and so think hundreds and thousands of the human family; and so thought Dick Varley, as he sprung suddenly into a sitting posture next morning, and threw his arms with an exulting feeling of delight round the neck of Crusoe, who instantly sat up to greet him.

This was an unusual piece of enthusiasm on the part of Dick, but the dog received it with marked satisfaction, rubbed his big hairy cheek against that of his young master, and arose from his sedentary position in order to afford free scope for the use of his tail.

Ho! Joe Blunt! Henri! Up, boys, up! The sun will have the start o us. Ill catch the nags.

So saying Dick bounded away into the woods with Crusoe gambolling joyously at his heels. Dick soon caught his own horse and Crusoe caught Joes. Then the former mounted and quickly brought in the other two.

Returning to the camp he found everything packed and ready to strap on the back of the pack-horse.

Thats the way to do it, lad, cried Joe. Here Henri, look alive and git yer beast ready. I do believe yer goin to take another snooze!

Henri was indeed, at that moment, indulging in a gigantic stretch and a cavernous yawn, but he finished both hastily, and rushed at his poor horse as if he intended to slay it on the spot. He only threw the saddle on its back, however, and then threw himself on the saddle.

Now then, all ready?

Ay,  oui, yis!

And away they went at full stretch again on their journey.

Thus day after day they travelled, and night after night they laid them down to sleep under the trees of the forest, until at length they reached the edge of the Great Prairie.

It was a great, a memorable day in the life of Dick Varley, that on which he first beheld the prairie,  the vast boundless prairie. He had heard of it, talked of it, dreamed about it, but he had never,  no, he had never realised it. Tis always thus. Our conceptions of things that we have not seen are almost invariably wrong. Dicks eyes glittered, and his heart swelled, and his cheeks flushed, and his breath came thick and quick.

There it is, he gasped, as the great rolling plain broke suddenly on his enraptured gaze; thats it  oh!

Dick uttered a yell that would have done credit to the fiercest chief of the Pawnees, and, being unable to utter another word, he swung his cap in the air and sprang like an arrow from a bow over the mighty ocean of grass. The sun had just risen to send a flood of golden glory over the scene; the horses were fresh, so the elder hunters, gladdened by the beauty of all around them, and inspired by the irresistible enthusiasm of their young companion, gave the reins to the horses and flew after him. It was a glorious gallop, that first headlong dash over the boundless prairie of the far west!

The prairies have often been compared, most justly, to the ocean. There is the same wide circle of space bounded on all sides by the horizon; there is the same swell, or undulation, or succession of long low unbroken waves that marks the ocean when it is calm; they are canopied by the same pure sky, and swept by the same untrammelled breezes. There are islands, too  clumps of trees and willow-bushes,  which rise out of this grassy ocean to break and relieve its uniformity; and these vary in size and numbers as do the isles of ocean  being numerous in some places, while in others they are so scarce that the traveller does not meet one in a long days journey. Thousands of beautiful flowers decked the green sward, and numbers of little birds hopped about among them.

Now, lads, said Joe Blunt, reining up, our troubles begin to-day.

Our troubles! our joys, you mean! exclaimed Dick Varley.

Praps I dont mean nothin o the sort, retorted Joe. Man wos never intended to swaller his joys without a strong mixtur o troubles. I spose he couldnt stand em pure. Ye see weve got to the prairie now

One blind hoss might see dat! interrupted Henri.

An we may or may not diskiver buffalo. An waters scarce, too, so well need to look out for it pretty sharp, I guess, else well lose our horses, in which case we may as well give out at once. Besides, theres rattlesnakes about in sandy places  well ha to look out for them; an theres badger holes  well need to look sharp for them lest the horses put their feet in em; an theres Injuns, wholl look out pretty sharp for us if they once get wind that were in them parts.

Oui, yis, mes boys, and theres rain, and tunder, and lightin, added Henri, pointing to a dark cloud which was seen rising on the horizon ahead of them.

Itll be rain, remarked Joe, but theres no thunder in the air jist now; well make for yonder clump o bushes and lay by till its past.

Turning a little to the right of the course they had been following, the hunters galloped along one of the hollows between the prairie waves before mentioned, in the direction of a clump of willows. Before reaching it however, they passed over a bleak and barren plain where there was neither flower nor bird. Here they were suddenly arrested by a most extraordinary sight  at least it was so to Dick Varley, who had never seen the like before. This was a colony of what Joe called prairie-dogs. On first beholding them Crusoe uttered a sort of half growl, half bark of surprise, cocked his tail and ears, and instantly prepared to charge, but he glanced up at his master first for permission. Observing that his finger and his look commanded silence he dropped his tail at once and stepped to the rear. He did not, however, cease to regard the prairie-dogs with intense curiosity.

These remarkable little creatures have been egregiously misnamed by the hunters of the west, for they bear not the slightest resemblance to dogs, either in formation or habits. They are, in fact, the marmot, and in size are little larger than squirrels, which animals they resemble in some degree. They burrow under the light soil and throw it up in mounds like moles.

Thousands of them were running about among their dwellings when Dick first beheld them, but the moment they caught sight of the horsemen rising over the ridge, they set up a tremendous hubbub of consternation; each little beast instantly mounted guard on the top of his house and prepared, as it were, to receive cavalry.

The most ludicrous thing about them was, that although the most timid and cowardly creatures in the world, they seemed the most impertinent things that ever lived! Knowing that their holes afforded them a perfectly safe retreat they sat close beside them, and as the hunters slowly approached, they elevated their heads, wagged their little tails, showed their teeth, and chattered at them like monkeys. The nearer they came the more angry and furious did the prairie-dogs become, until Dick Varley almost fell off his horse with suppressed laughter. They let the hunters come close up, waxing louder and louder in their wrath; but the instant a hand was raised to throw a stone or point a gun, a thousand little heads dived into a thousand holes, and a thousand little tails wriggled for an instant in the air  then, a dead silence reigned over the deserted scene.

Bien, thems have dive into de bo-els of de eart, said Henri with a broad grin.

Presently a thousand noses appeared, and nervously disappeared like the wink of an eye. Then they appeared again, and a thousand pairs of eyes followed. Instantly, like Jack in the box, they were all on the top of their hillocks again, chattering and wagging their little tails as vigorously as ever. You could not say that you saw them jump out of their holes. Suddenly, as if by magic, they were out; then Dick tossed up his arms, and, suddenly, as if by magic, they were gone!

Their number was incredible, and their cities were full of riotous activity. What their occupations were the hunters could not ascertain, but it was perfectly evident that they visited a great deal and gossiped tremendously, for they ran about from house to house, and sat chatting in groups; but it was also observed that they never went far from their own houses. Each seemed to have a circle of acquaintance in the immediate neighbourhood of his own residence, to which in case of sudden danger he always fled.

But another thing about these prairie-dogs (perhaps, considering their size, we should call them prairie-doggies), another thing about them, we say, was that each doggie lived with an owl, or, more correctly, an owl lived with each doggie! This is such an extraordinary fact, that we could scarce hope that men would believe us, were our statement not supported by dozens of trustworthy travellers who have visited and written about these regions. The whole plain was covered with these owls. Each hole seemed to be the residence of an owl and a doggie, and these incongruous couples lived together apparently in perfect harmony.

We have not been able to ascertain from travellers why the owls have gone to live with these doggies, so we beg humbly to offer our own private opinion to the reader. We assume, then, that owls find it absolutely needful to have holes. Probably prairie-owls cannot dig holes for themselves. Having discovered, however, a race of little creatures that could, they very likely determined to take forcible possession of the holes made by them. Finding, no doubt, that, when they did so, the doggies were too timid to object, and discovering, moreover, that they were sweet, innocent little creatures, the owls resolved to take them into partnership, and so the thing was settled  thats how it came about, no doubt of it!

There is a report that rattlesnakes live in these holes also; but we cannot certify our reader of the truth of this,  still it is well to be acquainted with a report that is current among the men of the backwoods. If it be true, we are of opinion that the doggies family is the most miscellaneous and remarkable on the face of  or, as Henri said, in the bo-els  of the earth.

Dick and his friends were so deeply absorbed in watching these curious little creatures that they did not observe the rapid spread of the black clouds over the sky. A few heavy drops of rain now warned them to seek shelter, so wheeling round they dashed off at speed for the clump of willows, which they gained just as the rain began to descend in torrents.

Now, lads, do it slick. Off packs and saddles, cried Joe Blunt, jumping from his horse. Ill make a hut for ye, right off.

A hut, Joe! what sort o hut can ye make here? inquired Dick.

Yell see, boy, in a minute.

Ach! lend me hand here, Dick; de bockle am tight as de hosses own skin. Ah! dere all right.

Hallo! whats this? exclaimed Dick, as Crusoe advanced with something in his mouth. I declare, its a bird of some sort.

A prairie-hen, remarked Joe, as Crusoe laid the bird at Dicks feet; capital for supper.

Ah! dat chien is superb! goot dog. Come here, I vill clap you.

But Crusoe refused to be caressed. Meanwhile, Joe and Dick formed a sort of beehive-looking hut by bending down the stems of a tall bush and thrusting their points into the ground. Over this they threw the largest buffalo robe, and placed another on the ground below it, on which they laid their packs of goods. These they further secured against wet by placing several robes over them and a skin of parchment. Then they sat down on this pile to rest and consider what should be done next.

Tis a bad look out, said Joe, shaking his head.

I fear it is, replied Dick in a melancholy tone.

Henri said nothing, but he sighed deeply on looking up at the sky, which was now of a uniform watery grey, while black clouds drove athwart it. The rain was pouring in torrents, and the wind began to sweep it in broad sheets over the plains, and under their slight covering, so that in a short time they were wet to the skin. The horses stood meekly beside them, with their tails and heads equally pendulous, and Crusoe sat before his master, looking at him with an expression that seemed to say, Couldnt you put a stop to this if you were to try?

Thisll never do. Ill try to git up a fire, said Dick, jumping up in desperation.

Ye may save yerself the trouble, remarked Joe, drily  at least as drily as was possible in the circumstances.

However, Dick did try, but he failed signally. Everything was soaked and saturated. There were no large trees; most of the bushes were green, and the dead ones were soaked. The coverings were slobbery; the skins they sat on were slobbery; the earth itself was slobbery; so Dick threw his blanket (which was also slobbery) round his shoulders, and sat down beside his companions to grin and bear it. As for Joe and Henri, they were old hands, and accustomed to such circumstances. From the first they had resigned themselves to their fate, and wrapping their wet blankets round them sat down, side by side, wisely to endure the evils that they could not cure.

There is an old rhyme, by whom composed we know not  and it matters little  which runs thus  

For every evil under the sun

There is a remedy  or theres none.

If there is  try and find it;

If there isnt  never mind it!

There is deep wisdom here in small compass. The principle involved deserves to be heartily recommended. Dick never heard of the lines, but he knew the principle well; so he began to never mind it, by sitting down beside his companions and whistling vociferously. As the wind rendered this a difficult feat he took to singing instead. After that he said, Lets eat a bite, Joe, and then go to bed.

Be all means, said Joe, who produced a mass of dried deers meat from a wallet.

Its cold grub, said Dick, and tough.

But the hunters teeth were sharp and strong, so they ate a hearty supper and washed it down with a drink of rain water collected from a pool on the top of their hut. They now tried to sleep, for the night was advancing, and it was so dark that they could scarce see their hands when held up before their faces. They sat back to back, and thus, in the form of a tripod, began to snooze. Joes and Henris seasoned frames would have remained stiff as posts till morning; but Dicks body was young and pliant, so he hadnt been asleep a few seconds when he fell forward into the mud and effectually awakened the others. Joe gave a grunt, and Henri exclaimed, Hah! but Dick was too sleepy and miserable to say anything. Crusoe, however, rose up to show his sympathy, and laid his wet head on his masters knee as he resumed his place. This catastrophe happened three times in the space of an hour, and by the third time they were all wakened up so thoroughly that they gave up the attempt to sleep, and amused each other by recounting their hunting experiences and telling stories. So engrossed did they become that day broke sooner than they had expected  and just in proportion as the grey light of dawn rose higher into the eastern sky did the spirits of these weary men rise within their soaking bodies.




Chapter Seven.

The wallering peculiarities of buffalo bulls  The first buffalo hunt and its consequences  Crusoe comes to the rescue  Pawnees discovered  A monster buffalo hunt  Joe acts the part of ambassador.

Fortunately the day that succeeded the dreary night described in the last chapter was warm and magnificent. The sun rose in a blaze of splendour and filled the atmosphere with steam from the moist earth.

The unfortunates in the wet camp were not slow to avail themselves of his cheering rays. They hung up everything on the bushes to dry, and by dint of extreme patience and cutting out the comparatively dry hearts of several pieces of wood, they lighted a fire and boiled some rain water, which was soon converted into soup. This, and the exercise necessary for the performance of these several duties, warmed and partially dried them, so that when they once more mounted their steeds and rode away they were in a state of comparative comfort and in excellent spirits. The only annoyance was the clouds of mosquitoes and large flies that assailed men and horses whenever they checked their speed.

I tell ye wot it is, said Joe Blunt, one fine morning about a week after they had begun to cross the prairie, its my pinion that well come on buffaloes soon. Them tracks are fresh, an yonders one o their wallers thats bin used not long agone.

Ill go have a look at it, cried Dick, trotting away as he spoke.

Everything in these vast prairies was new to Dick Varley, and he was kept in a constant state of excitement during the first week or two of his journey. It is true he was quite familiar with the names and habits of all the animals that dwelt there, for many a time and oft had he listened to the yarns of the hunters and trappers of the Mustang Valley, when they returned laden with rich furs from their periodical hunting expeditions. But this knowledge of his only served to whet his curiosity and his desire to see the denizens of the prairies with his own eyes, and now that his wish was accomplished, it greatly increased the pleasures of his journey.

Dick had just reached the wallow referred to by Joe Blunt, and had reined up his steed to observe it leisurely, when a faint hissing sound reached his ear. Looking quickly back he observed his two companions crouching on the necks of their horses, and slowly descending into a hollow of the prairie in front of them, as if they wished to bring the rising ground between them and some object in advance. Dick instantly followed their example and was soon at their heels.

Ye neednt look at the waller, whispered Joe, for a tother side o the ridge theres a bull wallerin.

Ye dont mean it! exclaimed Dick, as they all dismounted and picketed their horses to the plain.

Oui, said Henri, tumbling off his horse, while a broad grin overspread his good-natured countenance; it is one fact! One buffalo bull be wollerin like a enormerous hog. Also, dere be tousands o buffaloes farder on.

Can ye trust yer dog keepin back? inquired Joe, with a dubious glance at Crusoe.

Trust him! Ay, I wish I was as sure o myself.

Look to your primin, then, an well have tongues and marrow-bones for supper to-night, Ise warrant. Hist! down on yer knees, and go softly. We might ha run them down on horseback, but its bad to wind yer beasts on a trip like this, if ye can help it; an its about as easy to stalk them. Leastways, well try. Lift yer head slowly, Dick, an dont show more nor the half ot above the ridge.

Dick elevated his head as directed, and the scene that met his view was indeed well calculated to send an electric shock to the heart of an ardent sportsman. The vast plain beyond was absolutely blackened with countless herds of buffaloes, which were browsing on the rich grass. They were still so far distant that their bellowing, and the trampling of their myriad hoofs, only reached the hunters like a faint murmur on the breeze. In the immediate foreground, however, there was a group of about half a dozen buffalo cows feeding quietly, and in the midst of them an enormous old bull was enjoying himself in his wallow. The animals, towards which our hunters now crept with murderous intent, are the fiercest and the most ponderous of the ruminating inhabitants of the western wilderness. The name of buffalo, however, is not correct. The animal is the bison, and bears no resemblance whatever to the buffalo proper; but as the hunters of the far west  and, indeed, travellers generally, have adopted the misnomer, we bow to the authority of custom and adopt it too.

Buffaloes roam in countless thousands all over the North American prairies, from the Hudsons Bay territories, north of Canada, to the shores of the Gulf of Mexico.

The advance of white men to the west has driven them to the prairies between the Missouri and the Rocky Mountains, and has somewhat diminished their numbers; but even thus diminished, they are still innumerable in the more distant plains. Their colour is dark brown, but it varies a good deal with the seasons. The hair or fur, from its great length in winter and spring and exposure to the weather, turns quite light; but when the winter coat is shed off the new growth is a beautiful dark brown, almost approaching to jet-black. In form the buffalo somewhat resembles the ox, but its head and shoulders are much larger, and are covered with a profusion of long shaggy hair, which adds greatly to the fierce aspect of the animal. It has a large hump on the shoulder, and its fore-quarters are much larger, in proportion, than the hindquarters. The horns are short and thick; the hoofs are cloven, and the tail is short, with a tuft of hair at the extremity.

It is scarcely possible to conceive a wilder or more ferocious and terrible monster than a buffalo bull. He often grows to the enormous weight of two thousand pounds. His lion-like mane falls in shaggy confusion quite over his head and shoulders, down to the ground. When he is wounded he becomes imbued with the spirit of a tiger; he stamps, bellows, roars, and foams forth his rage with glaring eyes and steaming nostrils; and charges furiously at man and horse with utter recklessness. Fortunately, however, he is not naturally pugnacious, and can be easily thrown into a sudden panic. Moreover, the peculiar position of his eye renders this creature not so terrible as he would otherwise be to the hunter. Owing to the stiff structure of the neck, and the sunken, downward-looking eyeball, the buffalo cannot, without an effort, see beyond the direct line of vision presented to the habitual carriage of his head. When, therefore, he is wounded, and charges, he does so in a straight line, so that his pursuer can leap easily out of his way. The pace of the buffalo is clumsy, and apparently slow, yet, when chased, he dashes away over the plains in blind blundering terror, at a rate that leaves all but good horses far behind. He cannot keep the pace up, however, and is usually soon overtaken. Were the buffalo capable of the same alert and agile motions of head and eye peculiar to the deer or wild horse, in addition to his bovine rage, he would be the most formidable brute on earth. There is no object, perhaps, so terrible as the headlong advance of a herd of these animals when thoroughly aroused by terror. They care not for their necks. All danger in front is forgotten, or not seen, in the terror of that from which they fly. No thundering cataract is more tremendously irresistible than the black bellowing torrent which sometimes pours through the narrow defiles of the Rocky Mountains, or sweeps like a roaring flood over the trembling plains.

The wallowing, to which we have referred, is a luxury usually indulged in during the hot months of summer, when the buffaloes are tormented by flies, and heat, and drought. At this season they seek the low grounds in the prairies where there is a little stagnant water lying amongst the grass, and the ground underneath, being saturated, is soft. The leader of the herd, a shaggy old bull, usually takes upon himself to prepare the wallow.

It was a rugged monster of the largest size that did so on the present occasion, to the intense delight of Dick Varley, who begged Joe to lie still and watch the operation before trying to shoot one of the buffalo cows. Joe consented with a nod, and the four spectators  for Crusoe was as much taken up with the proceedings as any of them  crouched in the grass, and looked on.

Coming up to the swampy spot the old bull gave a grunt of satisfaction, and, going down on one knee, plunged his short thick horns into the mud, tore it up, and cast it aside. Having repeated this several times he plunged his head in, and brought it forth saturated with dirty water, and bedaubed with lumps of mud, through which his fierce eyes gazed, with a ludicrous expression of astonishment, straight in the direction of the hunters, as if he meant to say, Ive done it that time, and no mistake! The other buffaloes seemed to think so too, for they came up and looked, on with an expression that seemed to say, Well done, old fellow; try that again!

The old fellow did try it again, and again, and again, plunging, and ramming, and tearing up the earth, until he formed an excavation large enough to contain his huge body. In this bath he laid himself comfortably down, and began to roll and wallow about until he mixed up a trough full of thin soft mud, which completely covered him. When he came out of the hole there was scarcely an atom of his former self visible!

The coat of mud thus put on by bulls is usually permitted by them to dry, and is not finally got rid of until long after, when oft-repeated rollings on the grass and washings by rain at length clear it away.

When the old bull vacated this delectable bath, another bull, scarcely, if at all, less ferocious-looking, stepped forward to take his turn, but he was interrupted by a volley from the hunters, which scattered the animals right and left, and sent the mighty herds in the distance flying over the prairie in wild terror. The very turmoil of their own mad flight added to their panic, and the continuous thunder of their hoofs was heard until the last of them disappeared on the horizon. The family party which had been fired at, however, did not escape so well. Joes rifle wounded a fat young cow, and Dick Varley brought it down. Henri had done his best, but, as the animals were too far distant for his limited vision, he missed the cow he fired at and hit the young bull whose bath had been interrupted. The others scattered and fled.

Well done, Dick, exclaimed Joe Blunt, as they all ran up to the cow that had fallen. Your first shot at the buffalo was a good un. Come now an Ill show ye how to cut it up an carry off the titbits.

Ah! mon dear ole bull, exclaimed Henri, gazing after the animal which he had wounded, and which was now limping slowly away. You is not worth goin after. Varewell,  adieu.

Hell be tough enough, I warrant, said Joe, an weve more meat here nor we can lift.

But wouldnt it be as well to put the poor brute out o pain? suggested Dick.

Oh, hell die soon enough, replied Joe, tucking up his sleeves and drawing his long hunting-knife.

Dick, however, was not satisfied with this way of looking at it. Saying that he would be back in a few minutes he re-loaded his rifle, and calling Crusoe to his side, walked quickly after the wounded bull, which was now hid from view in a hollow of the plain.

In a few minutes he came in sight of it, and ran forward with his rifle in readiness.

Down, Crusoe, he whispered; wait for me here.

Crusoe crouched in the grass instantly, and Dick advanced. As he came on, the bull observed him, and turned round bellowing with rage and pain to receive him. The aspect of the brute on a near view was so terrible, that Dick involuntarily stopped too, and gazed with a mingled feeling of wonder and awe, while it bristled with passion, and blood-streaked foam dropped from its open jaws, and its eyes glared furiously. Seeing that Dick did not advance, the bull charged him with a terrific roar; but the youth had firm nerves, and although the rush of such a savage creature at full speed was calculated to try the courage of any man, especially one who had never seen a buffalo bull before, Dick did not lose presence of mind. He remembered the many stories he had listened to of this very thing that was now happening, so, crushing down his excitement as well as he could, he cocked his rifle and awaited the charge. He knew that it was of no use to fire at the head of the advancing foe, as the thickness of the skull, together with the matted hair on the forehead, rendered it impervious to a bullet.

When the bull was within a yard of him he leaped lightly to one side and it passed. Just as it did so, Dick aimed at its heart and fired, but his knowledge of the creatures anatomy was not yet correct. The ball entered the shoulder too high, and the bull, checking himself as well as he could in his headlong rush, turned round and made at Dick again.

The failure coupled with the excitement proved too much for Dick; he could not resist discharging his second barrel at the brutes head as it came on. He might as well have fired at a brick wall; it shook its shaggy front, and with a hideous bellow thundered forward. Again Dick sprang to one side, but in doing so a tuft of grass or a stone caught his foot, and he fell heavily to the ground.

Up to this point Crusoes admirable training had nailed him to the spot where he had been left, although the twitching of every fibre in his body and a low continuous whine showed how gladly he would have hailed permission to join in the combat; but the instant he saw his master down and the buffalo turning to charge again, he sprang forward with a roar that would have done credit to his bovine enemy, and seized him by the nose. So vigorous was the rush that he well-nigh pulled the bull down on its side. One toss of its head, however, sent Crusoe high into the air, but it accomplished this feat at the expense of its nose, which was torn and lacerated by the dogs teeth.

Scarcely had Crusoe touched the ground, which he did with a sounding thump, than he sprang up and flew at his adversary again. This time, however, he adopted the plan of barking furiously and biting by rapid yet terrible snaps as he found opportunity, thus keeping the bull entirely engrossed, and affording Dick an opportunity of re-loading his rifle, which he was not slow to do. Dick then stepped close up, and, while the two combatants were roaring in each others face; he shot the buffalo through the heart. It fell to the earth with a deep groan.

Crusoes rage instantly vanished on beholding this, and he seemed to be filled with tumultuous joy at his masters escape, for he gambolled round him, and whined and fawned upon him in a manner that could not be misunderstood.

Good dog; thankee, my pup, said Dick, patting Crusoes head as he stooped to brush the dust from his leggings; I dont know what would ha become o me but for your help, Crusoe.

Crusoe turned his head a little to one side, wagged his tail, and looked at Dick with an expression that said quite plainly, Id die for you, I would  not once, or twice, but ten times, fifty times if need be  and that not merely to save your life, but even to please you.

There is no doubt whatever that Crusoe felt something of this sort. The love of a Newfoundland dog to its master is beyond calculation or expression. He who once gains such love carries the dogs life in his hand. But let him who reads note well, and remember, that there is only one coin that can purchase such love, and that is kindness; the coin, too, must be genuine. Kindness merely expressed will not do, it must be felt.

Hallo! boy, yeve bin i the wars! exclaimed Joe, raising himself from his task as Dick and Crusoe returned.

You look more like it than I do, retorted Dick, laughing.

This was true, for cutting up a buffalo carcase with no other instrument than a large knife is no easy matter. Yet western hunters and Indians can do it without cleaver or saw, in a way that would surprise a civilised butcher not a little. Joe was covered with blood up to the elbows. His hair, happening to have a knack of getting into his eyes, had been so often brushed off with bloody hands, that his whole visage was speckled with gore, and his dress was by no means immaculate.

While Dick related his adventure, or mis-adventure with the bull, Joe and Henri completed the cutting out of the most delicate portions of the buffalo, namely, the hump on its shoulder  which is a choice piece, much finer than the best beef  and the tongue, and a few other parts. The tongues of buffaloes are superior to those of domestic cattle. When all was ready the meat was slung across the back of the pack-horse, and the party, remounting their horses, continued their journey, having first cleansed themselves as well as they could in the rather dirty waters of an old wallow.

See, said Henri, turning to Dick and pointing to a circular spot of green as they rode along, that is one old dry waller.

Ay, remarked Joe, after the waller dries, it becomes a ring o greener grass than the rest o the plain, as ye see. Tis said the first hunters used to wonder greatly at these mysterous circles, and they invented all sorts o stories to account for em. Some said they wos fairy-rings, but at last they comed to know they wos nothin more nor less than places where buffaloes wos used to waller in. Its often seemed to me that if we knowed the raisons o things we wouldnt be so much puzzled wi them as we are.

The truth of this last remark was so self-evident and incontrovertible that it elicited no reply, and the three friends rode on for a considerable time in silence.

It was now past noon, and they were thinking of calling a halt for a short rest to the horses and a pipe to themselves, when Joe was heard to give vent to one of those peculiar hisses that always accompanied either a surprise or a caution. In the present case it indicated both.

What now, Joe?

Injuns! ejaculated Joe.

Eh! fat you say? ou is de?

Crusoe at this moment uttered a low growl. Ever since the day he had been partially roasted he had maintained a rooted antipathy to Red-men. Joe immediately dismounted, and placing his ear to the ground listened intently. It is a curious fact that by placing the ear close to the ground sounds can be heard distinctly which could not be heard at all if the listener were to maintain an erect position.

Theyre arter the buffalo, said Joe, rising, an I think its likely theyre a band o Pawnees. Listen an yell hear their shouts quite plain.

Dick and Henri immediately lay down and placed their ears to the ground.

Now, me hear noting, said Henri, jumping up, but me ear is like me eyes; ver short-sighted.

I do hear something, said Dick as he got up, but the beating o my own heart makes row enough to spoil my hearin.

Joe Blunt smiled. Ah! lad, yer young an yer bloods too hot yet, but bide a bit; youll cool down soon. I wos like you once. Now, lads, what think ye we should do?

You know best, Joe.

Oui, nodoubtedly.

Then wot I advise is that we gallop to the broken sand hillocks ye see yonder, get behind them an take a peep at the Red-skins. If they are Pawnees well go up to them at once; if not, well hold a council o war on the spot.

Having arranged this they mounted and hastened towards the hillocks in question, which they reached after ten minutes gallop, at full stretch. The sandy mounds afforded them concealment, and enabled them to watch the proceedings of the savages in the plain below. The scene was the most curious and exciting that can be conceived. The centre of the plain before them was crowded with hundreds of buffaloes, which were dashing about in the most frantic state of alarm. To whatever point they galloped they were met by yelling savages on horseback, who could not have been fewer in numbers than a thousand  all being armed with lance, bow, and quiver, and mounted on active little horses. The Indians had completely surrounded the herd of buffaloes, and were now advancing steadily towards them, gradually narrowing the circle, and, whenever the terrified animals endeavoured to break through the line, they rushed to that particular spot in a body, and scared them back again into the centre.

Thus they advanced until they closed in on their prey, and formed an unbroken circle round them, whilst the poor brutes kept eddying and surging to and fro in a confused mass, hooking and climbing upon each other, and bellowing furiously. Suddenly the horsemen made a rush, and the work of destruction began. The tremendous turmoil raised a cloud of dust that obscured the field in some places, and hid it from our hunters view. Some of the Indians galloped round and round the circle, sending their arrows whizzing up to the feathers in the sides of the fattest cows. Others dashed fearlessly into the midst of the black heaving mass, and, with their long lances, pierced dozens of them to the heart. In many instances the buffaloes, infuriated by wounds, turned fiercely on their assailants and gored the horses to death, in which cases the men had to trust to their nimble legs for safety. Sometimes a horse got jammed in the centre of the swaying mass, and could neither advance nor retreat. Then the savage rider leaped upon the buffaloes backs, and springing from one to another, like an acrobat, gained the outer edge of the circle, not failing, however, in his strange flight, to pierce with his lance several of the fattest of his stepping-stones as he sped along.

A few of the herd succeeded in escaping from the blood and dust of this desperate battle, and made off over the plains, but they were quickly overtaken, and the lance or arrow brought them down on the green turf. Many of the dismounted riders were chased by bulls, but they stepped lightly to one side, and, as the animals passed, drove their arrows deep into their sides. Thus the tumultuous war went on, amid thundering tread, and yell, and bellow, till the green plain was transformed into a sea of blood and mire, and every buffalo of the herd was laid low.

It is not to be supposed that such reckless warfare is invariably waged without damage to the savages. Many were the wounds and bruises received that day, and not a few bones were broken, but happily no lives were lost.

Now, lads, nows our time. A bold and fearless looks the best at all times. Dont look as if ye doubted their friendship; and mind, wotever ye do, dont use yer arms. Follow me.

Saying this, Joe Blunt leaped on his horse, and, bounding over the ridge at full speed, galloped headlong across the plain.

The savages observed the strangers instantly, and a loud yell announced the fact as they assembled from all parts of the field brandishing their bows and spears. Joes quick eye soon distinguished their chief, towards whom he galloped, still at full speed, till within a yard or two of his horses head; then he reined up suddenly. So rapidly did Joe and his comrades approach, and so instantaneously did they pull up, that their steeds were thrown almost on their haunches.

The Indian chief did not move a muscle. He was a tall powerful savage, almost naked, and mounted on a coal-black charger, which he sat with the ease of a man accustomed to ride from infancy. He was, indeed, a splendid-looking savage, but his face wore a dark frown, for, although he and his band had visited the settlements and trafficked with the fur-traders on the Missouri, he did not love the Pale-faces, whom he regarded as intruders on the hunting grounds of his fathers, and the peace that existed between them at that time was of a very fragile character. Indeed, it was deemed by the traders impossible to travel through the Indian country at that period except in strong force, and it was the very boldness of the present attempt that secured to our hunters anything like a civil reception.

Joe, who could speak the Pawnee tongue fluently, began by explaining the object of his visit, and spoke of the presents which he had brought for the great chief; but it was evident that his words made little impression. As he discoursed to them the savages crowded round the little party, and began to handle and examine their dresses and weapons with a degree of rudeness that caused Joe considerable anxiety.

Mahtawa believes that the heart of the Pale-face is true, said the savage, when Joe paused, but he does not choose to make peace. The Pale-faces are grasping. They never rest. They turn their eyes to the great mountains, and say, There we will stop. But even there they will not stop. They are never satisfied, Mahtawa knows them well.

This speech sank like a death-knell into the hearts of the hunters, for they knew that if the savages refused to make peace, they would scalp them all and appropriate their goods. To make things worse, a dark-visaged Indian suddenly caught hold of Henris rifle, and, ere he was aware, plucked it from his hand. The blood rushed to the gigantic hunters forehead, and he was on the point of springing at the man, when Joe said in a deep, quiet voice  

Be still, Henri. You will but hasten death.

At this moment there was a movement in the outskirts of the circle of horsemen, and another chief rode into the midst of them. He was evidently higher in rank than Mahtawa, for he spoke authoritatively to the crowd, and stepped in before him. The hunters drew little comfort from the appearance of his face, however, for it scowled upon them. He was not so powerful a man as Mahtawa, but he was more gracefully formed, and had a more noble and commanding countenance.

Have the Pale-faces no wigwams on the great river that they should come to spy out the lands of the Pawnee? he demanded.

We have not come to spy your country, answered Joe, raising himself proudly as he spoke, and taking off his cap. We have come with a message from the great chief of the Pale-faces, who lives in the village far beyond the great river where the sun rises. He says, why should the Pale-face and the Red-man fight? They are brothers. The same Manitou (the Indian name for God) watches over both. The Pale-faces have more beads, and guns, and blankets, and knives, and vermilion than they require; they wish to give some of these things for the skins and furs which the Red-man does not know what to do with. The great chief of the Pale-faces has sent me to say, Why should we fight? let us smoke the pipe of peace!

At the mention of beads and blankets the face of the wily chief brightened for a moment. Then he said, sternly  

The heart of the Pale-face is not true. He has come here to trade for himself. San-it-sa-rish has eyes that can see  they are not shut. Are not these your goods? The chief pointed to the pack-horse as he spoke.

Trappers do not take their goods into the heart of an enemys camp, returned Joe; San-it-sa-rish is wise and will understand this. These are gifts to the chief of the Pawnees. There are more awaiting him when the pipe of peace is smoked. I have said,  What message shall we take back to the great chief of the Pale-faces?

San-it-sa-rish was evidently mollified.

The hunting field is not the council tent, he said. The Pale-faces will go with us to our village.

Of course Joe was only too glad to agree to this proposal, but he now deemed it politic to display a little firmness.

We cannot go till our rifle is restored. It will not do to go back and tell the great chief of the Pale-faces that the Pawnees are thieves.

The chief frowned angrily.

The Pawnees are true  they are not thieves. They choose to look at the rifle of the Pale-face. It shall be returned.

The rifle was instantly restored, and then our hunters rode off with the Indians towards their camp. On the way they met hundreds of women and children going to the scene of the great hunt, for it was their special duty to cut up the meat and carry it into camp. The men, considering that they had done quite enough in killing it, returned to smoke and eat away the fatigues of the chase.

As they rode along Dick Varley observed that some of the braves, as Indian warriors are styled, were eating pieces of the bloody livers of the buffaloes in a raw state, at which he expressed not a little disgust.

Ah! boy, youre green yet, remarked Joe Blunt in an undertone. Mayhap yell be thankful to do that same yerself some day.

Well, Ill not refuse to try when it is needful, said Dick with a laugh; meanwhile Im content to see the Red-skins do it, Joe Blunt.




Chapter Eight.

Dick and his friends visit the Indians and see many wonders  Crusoe, too, experiences a few surprises and teaches Indian dogs a lesson  An Indian dandy  A foot-race.

The Pawnee village, at which they soon arrived, was situated in the midst of a most interesting and picturesque scene.

It occupied an extensive plain which sloped gently down to a creek, (In America small rivers or riverlets are termed creeks) whose winding course was marked by a broken line of wood, here and there interspersed with a fine clump of trees, between the trunks of which the blue waters of the lake sparkled in the distance. Hundreds of tents or lodges of buffalo skins covered the ground, and thousand of Indians  men, women, and children  moved about the busy scene. Some were sitting in their lodges, lazily smoking their pipes. But these were chiefly old and infirm veterans, for all the young men had gone to the hunt which we have just described. The women were stooping over their fires, busily preparing maize and meat for their husbands and brothers, while myriads of little brown and naked children romped about everywhere, filling the air with their yells and screams, which were only equalled, if not surpassed, by the yelping dogs that seemed innumerable.

Far as the eye could reach were seen scattered herds of horses. These were tended by little boys who were totally destitute of clothing, and who seemed to enjoy with infinite zest the pastime of shooting-practice with little bows and arrows. No wonder that these Indians become expert bowmen. There were urchins there, scarce two feet high, with round bullets of bodies and short spindle-shanks, who could knock blackbirds off the trees at every shot, and cut the heads of the taller flowers with perfect certainty! There was much need, too, for the utmost proficiency they could attain, for the very existence of the Indian tribes of the prairies depends on their success in hunting the buffalo.

There are hundreds and thousands of North American savages who would undoubtedly perish and their tribes become extinct if the buffaloes were to leave the prairies or die out. Yet, although animals are absolutely essential to their existence, they pursue and slay them with improvident recklessness, sometimes killing hundreds of them merely for the sake of the sport, the tongues, and the marrow-bones. In the bloody hunt described in the last chapter, however, the slaughter of so many was not wanton, because the village that had to be supplied with food was large, and, just previous to the hunt, they had been living on somewhat reduced allowance. Even the blackbirds, shot by the brown-bodied urchins before mentioned, had been thankfully put into the pot. Thus precarious is the supply of food among the Red-men, who on one day are starving, and the next are revelling in superabundance.

But to return to our story. At one end of this village the creek sprang over a ledge of rock in a low cascade and opened out into a beautiful lake, the bosom of which was studded with small islands. Here were thousands of those smaller species of wild water-fowl which were either too brave or too foolish to be scared away by the noise of the camp. And here, too, dozens of children were sporting on the beach or paddling about in their light bark canoes.

Isnt it strange, remarked Dick to Henri, as they passed among the tents towards the centre of the village, isnt it strange that them Injuns should be so fond o fightin when theyve got all they can want  a fine country, lots o buffalo, an as far as I can see, happy homes?

Oui, it is remarkaibel, vraiment. But dey do more love war to peace. Dey loves to be excited, I spose.

Humph! One would think the hunt we seed a little agone would be excitement enough. But, I say, that must be the chiefs tent, by the look ot.

Dick was right; the horsemen pulled up and dismounted opposite the principal chiefs tent, which was a larger and more elegant structure than the others. Meanwhile an immense concourse of women, children, and dogs gathered round the strangers, and, while the latter yelped their dislike to white men, the former chattered continuously, as they discussed the appearance of the strangers and their errand, which latter soon became known. An end was put to this by San-it-sa-rish desiring the hunters to enter the tent, and spreading a buffalo robe for them to sit on. Two braves carried in their packs and then led away their horses.

All this time Crusoe had kept as close as possible to his masters side, feeling extremely uncomfortable in the midst of such a strange crowd, the more especially that the ill-looking Indian curs gave him expressive looks of hatred, and exhibited some desire to rush upon him in a body, so that he had to keep a sharp look out all round him. When, therefore, Dick entered the tent Crusoe endeavoured to do so along with him, but he was met by a blow on the nose from an old squaw, who scolded him in a shrill voice and bade him begone.

Either our heros knowledge of the Indian language was insufficient to enable him to understand the order, or he had resolved not to obey it, for instead of retreating he drew a deep gurgling breath, curled his nose, and displayed a row of teeth that caused the old woman to draw back in alarm. Crusoes was a forgiving spirit. The instant that opposition ceased he forgot the injury, and was meekly advancing when Dick held up his finger.

Go outside, pup, and wait.

Crusoes tail drooped; with a deep sigh he turned and left the tent. He took up a position near the entrance, however, and sat down resignedly. So meek, indeed, did the poor dog look, that six mangy-looking curs felt their dastardly hearts emboldened to make a rush at him with boisterous yells.

Crusoe did not rise. He did not even condescend to turn his head toward them, but he looked at them out of the corner of his dark eye, wrinkled  very slightly  the skin of his nose, exhibited two beautiful fangs, and gave utterance to a soft remark, that might be described as quiet, deep-toned gargling. It wasnt much, but it was more than enough for the valiant six, who paused and snarled violently.

It was a peculiar trait of Crusoes gentle nature, that, the moment any danger ceased, he resumed his expression of nonchalant gravity. The expression on this occasion was misunderstood, however, and, as about two dozen additional yelping dogs had joined the ranks of the enemy, they advanced in close order to the attack.

Crusoe still sat quiet and kept his head high, but he looked at them again and exhibited four fangs for their inspection. Among the pack there was one Indian dog of large size  almost as large as Crusoe himself  which kept well in the rear, and apparently urged the lesser dogs on. The little dogs didnt object, for little dogs are generally the most pugnacious. At this big dog Crusoe directed a pointed glance, but said nothing. Meanwhile a particularly small and vicious cur, with a mere rag of a tail, crept round by the back of the tent, and, coming upon Crusoe in the rear, snapped at his tail sharply, and then fled shrieking with terror and surprise, no doubt, at its own temerity.

Crusoe did not bark; he seldom barked; he usually either said nothing, or gave utterance to a prolonged roar of indignation of the most terrible character with barks, as it were, mingled through it. It somewhat resembled that peculiar and well-known species of thunder, the prolonged roll of which is marked at short intervals in its course by cannon-like cracks. It was a continuous, but, so to speak, knotted roar.

On receiving the snap, Crusoe gave forth the roar with a majesty and power that scattered the pugnacious front rank of the enemy to the winds. Those that still remained, half stupefied, he leaped over with a huge bound and alighted, fangs first, on the back of the big dog. There was one hideous yell, a muffled scramble of an instants duration, and the big dog lay dead upon the plain!

It was an awful thing to do; but Crusoe evidently felt that the peculiar circumstances of the case required that an example should be made  and to say truth, all things considered, we cannot blame him. The news must have been carried at once through the canine portion of the camp, for Crusoe was never interfered with again after that.

Dick witnessed this little incident; but he observed that the Indian chief cared not a straw about it, and as his dog returned quietly and sat down in its old place, he took no notice of it either, but continued to listen to the explanations which Joe gave to the chief, of the desire of the Pale-faces to be friends with the Red-men.

Joes eloquence would have done little for him on this occasion had his hands been empty; but he followed it up by opening one of his packs, and displaying the glittering contents before the equally glittering eyes of the chief and his squaws.

These, said Joe, are the gifts that the great chief of the Pale-faces sends to the great chief of the Pawnees, and he bids me say that there are many more things in his stores which will be traded for skins with the Red-men, when they visit him; and he also says that if the Pawnees will not steal horses any more from the Pale-faces they shall receive gifts of knives, and guns, and powder and blankets every year.

Wah! grunted the chief; it is good. The great chief is wise. We will smoke the pipe of peace.

The things that afforded so much satisfaction to San-it-sa-rish were the veriest trifles. Penny looking-glasses in yellow gilt tin frames, beads of various colours, needles, cheap scissors, and knives, vermilion paint, and coarse scarlet cloth, etcetera. They were of priceless value, however, in the estimation of the savages, who delighted to adorn themselves with leggings made from the cloth, beautifully worked with beads by their own ingenious women. They were thankful, too, for knives even of the commonest description, having none but bone ones of their own; and they gloried in daubing their faces with intermingled streaks of charcoal and vermilion. To gaze at their visages, when thus treated, in the little penny looking-glasses is their summit of delight!

Joe presented the chief with a portion of these coveted goods and tied up the remainder. We may remark here, that the only thing which prevented the savages from taking possession of the whole at once, without asking permission, was the promise of the annual gifts, which they knew would not be forthcoming were any evil to befall the deputies of the Pale-faces. Nevertheless, it cost them a severe struggle to restrain their hands on this occasion, and Joe and his companions felt that they would have to play their part well in order to fulfil their mission with safety and credit.

The Pale-faces may go now and talk with the braves, said San-it-sa-rish, after carefully examining everything that was given to him; a council will be called soon, and we will smoke the pipe of peace.

Accepting this permission to retire, the hunters immediately left the tent, and being now at liberty to do what they pleased, they amused themselves by wandering about the village.

Hes a cute chap that, remarked Joe, with a sarcastic smile; I dont feel quite easy about gettin away. Hell bother the life out o us to get all the goods weve got, and, ye see, as weve other tribes to visit, we must give away as little as we can here.

Ha! you is right, said Henri; dat fellows eyes twinkle at de knives and tings like two stars.

Fire-flies, ye should say. Stars are too soft an beautiful to compare to the eyes o yon savage, said Dick, laughing. I wish we were well away from them. That rascal Mahtawa is an ugly customer.

True, lad, returned Joe; had he bin the great chief our scalps had bin dryin in the smoke o a Pawnee wigwam afore now. What now, lad?

Joes question was put in consequence of a gleeful smile that overspread the countenance of Dick Varley, who replied by pointing to a wigwam towards which they were approaching.

Oh! thats only a dandy, exclaimed Joe. Theres lots o them in every Injun camp. Theyre fit for nothin but dress, poor contemptible critters.

Joe accompanied his remark with a sneer, for of all pitiable objects, he regarded an unmanly man as the most despicable. He consented, however, to sit down on a grassy bank and watch the proceedings of this Indian dandy, who had just seated himself in front of his wigwam for the purpose of making his toilet.

He began it by greasing his whole person carefully and smoothly over with buffalo-fat, until he shone like a patent leather boot; then he rubbed himself almost dry, leaving the skin sleek and glossy. Having proceeded thus far he took up a small mirror, a few inches in diameter, which he or some other member of the tribe must have procured during one of their few excursions to the trading forts of the Pale-faces, and examined himself, as well as he could, in so limited a space. Next, he took a little vermilion from a small parcel and rubbed it over his face until it presented the somewhat demoniac appearance of a fiery red. He also drew a broad red score along the crown of his head, which was closely shaved, with the exception of the usual tuft or scalp-lock on the top. This scalp-lock stood bristling straight up a few inches, and then curved over and hung down his back about two feet. Immense care and attention was bestowed on this lock. He smoothed it, greased it, and plaited it into the form of a pigtail. Another application was here made to the glass, and the result was evidently satisfactory, to judge from the beaming smile that played on his features. But, not content with the general effect, he tried the effect of expression  frowned portentously, scowled savagely, gaped hideously, and grinned horribly a ghastly smile.

Then our dandy fitted into his ears, which were bored in several places, sundry ornaments, such as rings, wampum, etcetera, and hung several strings of beads round his neck. Besides these he affixed one or two ornaments to his arms, wrists, and ankles, and touched in a few effects with vermilion on the shoulders and breast. After this, and a few more glances at the glass, he put on a pair of beautiful moccasins, which, besides being richly wrought with beads, were soft as chamois leather, and fitted his feet like gloves; a pair of leggings of scarlet cloth were drawn on, attached to a waist-belt, and bound below the knee with broad garters of variegated bead-work.

It was some time before this Adonis was quite satisfied with himself. He re-touched the paint on his shoulders several times, and modified the glare of that on his wide-mouthed, high-cheek-boned visage before he could tear himself away; but at last he did so, and, throwing a large piece of scarlet cloth over his shoulders, he thrust his looking-glass under his belt, and proceeded to mount his palfrey, which was held in readiness near to the tent door by one of his wives. The horse was really a fine animal, and seemed worthy of a more warlike master. His shoulders, too, were striped with red paint, and feathers were intertwined with his mane and tail, while the bridle was decorated with various jingling ornaments.

Vaulting upon his steed, with a large fan of wild goose and turkey feathers in one hand, and a whip dangling at the wrist of the other, this incomparable dandy sallied forth for a promenade  that being his chief delight when there was no buffalo hunting to be done. Other men who were not dandies sharpened their knives, smoked, feasted, and mended their spears and arrows at such seasons of leisure, or played at athletic games.

Lets follow my buck, said Joe Blunt.

Oui. Come long, replied Henri, striding after the rider at a pace that almost compelled his comrades to run.

Hold on! cried Dick, laughing; we dont want to keep him company. A distant view is quite enough o sich a chap as that.

Mais, you forgit, I cannot see far.

So much the better, remarked Joe; its my opinion weve seen enough o him. Ah! hes goin to look on at the games. Thems worth lookin at.

The games to which Joe referred were taking place on a green level plain close to the creek, and a little above the waterfall before referred to. Some of the Indians were horse-racing, some jumping, and others wrestling; but the game which proved most attractive was throwing the javelin, in which several of the young braves were engaged.

This game is played by two competitors, each armed with a dart, in an arena about fifty yards long. One of the players has a hoop of six inches in diameter. At a signal they start off on foot at full speed, and on reaching the middle of the arena the Indian with the hoop rolls it along before them, and each does his best to send a javelin through the hoop before the other. He who succeeds counts so many points  if both miss, the nearest to the hoop is allowed to count, but not so much as if he had ringed it. The Indians are very fond of this game, and will play at it under a broiling sun for hours together. But a good deal of the interest attaching to it is owing to the fact that they make it a means of gambling. Indians are inveterate gamblers, and will sometimes go on until they lose horses, bows, blankets, robes, and, in short, their whole personal property. The consequences are, as might be expected, that fierce and bloody quarrels sometimes arise in which life is often lost.

Try your hand at that, said Henri to Dick.

By all means, cried Dick, handing his rifle to his friend, and springing into the ring enthusiastically.

A general shout of applause greeted the Pale-face, who threw off his coat and tightened his belt, while a young Indian presented him with a dart.

Now, see that ye do us credit, lad, said Joe.

Ill try, answered Dick.

In a moment they were off. The young Indian rolled away the hoop, and Dick threw his dart with such vigour that it went deep into the ground, but missed the hoop by a foot at least. The young Indians first dart went through the centre.

Ha! exclaimed Joe Blunt to the Indians near him, the lads not used to that game, try him at a race. Bring out your best brave  he whose bound is like the hunted deer.

We need scarcely remind the reader that Joe spoke in the Indian language, and that the above is a correct rendering of the sense of what he said.

The name of Tarwicadia, or the little chief, immediately passed from lip to lip, and in a few minutes an Indian, a little below the medium size, bounded into the arena with an indiarubber-like elasticity that caused a shade of anxiety to pass over Joes face.

Ah, boy! he whispered, Im afeared youll find him a tough customer.

Thats just what I want, replied Dick. Hes supple enough, but he wants muscle in the thigh. Well make it a long heat.

Right, lad, yer right.

Joe now proceeded to arrange the conditions of the race with the chiefs around him. It was fixed that the distance to be run should be a mile, so that the race would be one of two miles, out and back. Moreover, the competitors were to run without any clothes, except a belt and a small piece of cloth round the loins. This to the Indians was nothing, for they seldom wore more in warm weather, but Dick would have preferred to keep on part of his dress. The laws of the course, however, would not permit of this, so he stripped and stood forth, the beau-ideal of a well-formed, agile man. He was greatly superior in size to his antagonist, and more muscular, the savage being slender and extremely lithe and springy.

Hah! I will run too, shouted Henri, bouncing forward with clumsy energy, and throwing off his coat just as they were going to start.

The savages smiled at this unexpected burst and made no objection, considering the thing in the light of a joke.

The signal was given, and away they went. Oh! it would have done you good to have seen the way in which Henri manoeuvred his limbs on this celebrated occasion! He went over the ground with huge elephantine bounds, runs, and jumps. He could not have been said to have one style of running; he had a dozen styles, all of which came into play in the course of half as many minutes. The other two ran like the wind; yet, although Henri appeared to be going heavily over the ground, he kept up with them to the turning point. As for Dick, it became evident in the first few minutes that he could outstrip his antagonist with ease, and was hanging back a little all the time. He shot ahead like an arrow when they came about half-way back, and it was clear that the real interest of the race was to lie in the competition between Henri and Tarwicadia.

Before they were two-thirds of the way back, Dick walked in to the winning point, and turned to watch the others. Henris wind was about gone, for he exerted himself with such violence that he wasted half his strength. The Indian, on the contrary, was comparatively fresh, but he was not so fleet as his antagonist, whose tremendous strides carried him over the ground at an incredible pace. On they came neck and neck, till close on the score that marked the winning point. Here the value of enthusiasm came out strongly in the case of Henri. He felt that he could not gain an inch on Tarwicadia to save his life; but, just as he came up, he observed the anxious faces of his comrades and the half-sneering countenances of the savages. His heart thumped against his ribs, every muscle thrilled with a gush of conflicting feelings, and he hurled himself over the score like a cannon shot, full six inches ahead of the little chief!

But the thing did not by any means end here. Tarwicadia pulled up the instant he had passed. Not so our Canadian. Such a clumsy and colossal frame was not to be checked in a moment. The crowd of Indians opened up to let him pass, but unfortunately a small tent that stood in the way was not so obliging. Into it he went, head-foremost, like a shell, carried away the corner-post with his shoulder, and brought the whole affair down about his own ears, and those of its inmates, among whom were several children and two or three dogs. It required some time to extricate them all from the ruins, but when this was effected, it was found that no serious damage had been done to life or limb!




Chapter Nine.

Crusoe acts a conspicuous and humane part  A friend gained  A great feast.

When the foot-race was concluded, the three hunters hung about, looking on at the various games for some time, and then strolled towards the lake.

Ye may be thankful yer necks whole, said Joe, grinning, as Henri rubbed his shoulder with a rueful look. An well have to send that Injun and his family a knife and some beads to make up for the fright they got.

Hah! an fat is to be give to me for my broke shoulder?

Credit, man, credit, said Dick Varley, laughing.

Credit! fat is dat?

Honour and glory, lad, and the praises of them savages.

Ha! de praise? more probeebale de ill-vill of de rascale. I seed dem scowl at me not ver pritty.

Thats true, Henri, but sich as it is its all yell git.

I vish, remarked Henri after a pause I vish I could git de vampum belt de leetle chief had on. It vas superb. Fat place do vampums come from?

Theyre shells

Oui, interrupted Henri. I know fat de is. Dey is shells, and de Injuns tink dem goot monish; mais, I ask you fat place de come from.

They are thought to be gathered on the shores o the Pacific, said Joe; the Injuns on the west o the Rocky Mountains picks them up and exchanges them wi the fellows here-away for horses and skins  so Im told.

At this moment there was a wild cry of terror heard a short distance ahead of them. Rushing forward they observed an Indian woman flying frantically down the rivers bank towards the waterfall, a hundred yards above which an object was seen struggling in the water.

Tis her child, cried Joe, as the mothers frantic cry reached his ear. Itll be over the fall in a minute! Run, Dick, youre quickest.

They had all started forward at speed, but Dick and Crusoe were far ahead, and abreast of the spot in a few seconds.

Save it, pup, cried Dick, pointing to the child, which had been caught in an eddy, and was for a few moments hovering on the edge of the stream that rushed impetuously towards the fall.

The noble Newfoundland did not require to be told what to do. It seems a natural instinct in this sagacious species of dog to save man or beast that chances to be struggling in the water, and many are the authentic stories related of Newfoundland dogs saving life in cases of shipwreck. Indeed, they are regularly trained to the work in some countries, and nobly, fearlessly, disinterestedly, do they discharge their trust, often in the midst of appalling dangers. Crusoe sprang from the bank with such impetus that his broad chest ploughed up the water like the bow of a boat, and the energetic workings of his muscles were indicated by the force of each successive propulsion as he shot ahead.

In a few seconds he reached the child and caught it by the hair. Then he turned to swim back, but the stream had got hold of him. Bravely he struggled, and lifted the child breast-high out of the water in his powerful efforts to stem the current. In vain. Each moment he was carried inch by inch down until he was on the brink of the fall, which, though not high, was a large body of water and fell with a heavy roar. He raised himself high out of the stream with the vigour of his last struggle, and then fell back into the abyss.

By this time the poor mother was in a canoe as close to the fall as she could with safety approach, and the little bark danced like a cockle-shell on the turmoil of waters as she stood with uplifted paddle and staring eyeballs awaiting the rising of the child.

Crusoe came up almost instantly, but alone, for the dash over the fall had wrenched the child from his teeth. He raised himself high up and looked anxiously round for a moment. Then he caught sight of a little hand raised above the boiling flood. In one moment he had the child again by the hair, and, just as the prow of the Indian womans canoe touched the shore, he brought the child to land.

Springing towards him, the mother snatched her child from the flood and gazed at its death-like face with eyeballs starting from their sockets; then she laid her cheek on its cold breast and stood like a statue of despair. There was one slight pulsation of the heart and a gentle motion of the hand! The child still lived. Opening up her blanket she laid her little one against her naked, warm bosom, drew the covering close around it, and, sitting down on the bank, wept aloud for joy.

Come,  come way quick, cried Henri, hurrying off to hide the emotion which he could not crush down.

Ay, she dont need our help now, said Joe, following his comrade.

As for Crusoe, he walked along by his masters side with his usual quiet, serene look of good-will towards all mankind. Doubtless a feeling of gladness at having saved a human life filled his shaggy breast, for he wagged his tail gently, after each shake of his dripping sides, but his meek eyes were downcast, save when raised to receive the welcome and unusually fervent caress. Crusoe did not know that those three men loved him as though he had been a brother.

On their way back to the village the hunters were met by a little boy, who said that a council was to be held immediately, and their presence was requested.

The council was held in the tent of the principal chief, towards which all the other chiefs and many of the noted braves hurried. Like all Indian councils, it was preceded by smoking the medicine pipe, and was followed by speeches from several of the best orators. The substance of the discourse differed little from what has been already related in reference to the treaty between the Pale-faces, and upon the whole it was satisfactory. But Joe Blunt could not fail to notice that Mahtawa maintained sullen silence during the whole course of the meeting.

He observed, also, that there was a considerable change in the tone of the meeting when he informed them that he was bound on a similar errand of peace to several of the other tribes, especially to one or two tribes which were the Pawnees bitter enemies at that time. These grasping savages having quite made up their minds that they were to obtain the entire contents of the two bales of goods, were much mortified on hearing that part was to go to other Indian tribes. Some of them even hinted that this would not be allowed, and Joe feared at one time that things were going to take an unfavourable turn. The hair of his scalp, as he afterwards said, began to lift a little and feel oneasy. But San-it-sa-rish stood honestly to his word; said that it would be well that the Pale-faces and the Pawnees should be brothers, and hoped that they would not forget the promise of annual presents from the hand of the great chief who lived in the big village near the rising sun.

Having settled this matter amicably, Joe distributed among the Indians the proportion of his goods designed for them, and then they all adjourned to another tent where a great feast was prepared for them.

Are ye hungry? inquired Joe of Dick as they walked along.

Ay, that am I. I feel as if I could eat a buffalo alive. Why, its my pinion weve tasted nothin since daybreak this mornin.

Well, Ive often told ye that them Red-skins think it a disgrace to give in eatin till all thats set before them at a feast is bolted. Well ha to stretch oursels, we will.

Ise got a plenty room, remarked Henri.

Ye have, but yell wish ye had more in a little.

Bien, I not care!

In a quarter of an hour all the guests invited to this great medicine feast were assembled. No women were admitted. They never are at Indian feasts.

We may remark in passing, that the word medicine, as used among the North American Indians, has a very much wider signification than it has with us. It is an almost inexplicable word. When asked, they cannot give a full or satisfactory explanation of it themselves. In the general, we may say that whatever is mysterious is medicine. Jugglery and conjuring, of a noisy, mysterious, and, we must add, rather silly nature, is medicine, and the juggler is a medicine-man. These medicine-men undertake cures, but they are regular charlatans, and know nothing whatever of the diseases they pretend to cure, or their remedies. They carry bags containing sundry relics; these are medicine bags. Every brave has his own private medicine bag. Everything that is incomprehensible, or supposed to be supernatural, religious, or medical, is medicine. This feast, being an unusual one, in honour of strangers, and in connection with a peculiar and unexpected event, was medicine. Even Crusoe, since his gallant conduct in saving the Indian child, was medicine; and Dick Varleys double-barrelled rifle, which had been an object of wonder ever since his arrival at the village, was tremendous medicine!

Of course the Indians were arrayed in their best; several wore necklaces of the claws of the grizzly bear, of which they are extremely proud; and a gaudily picturesque group they were. The chief, however, had undergone a transformation that well-nigh upset the gravity of our hunters, and rendered Dicks efforts to look solemn quite abortive. San-it-sa-rish had once been to the trading forts of the Pale-faces, and while there had received the customary gift of a blue surtout with brass buttons, and an ordinary hat, such as gentlemen wear at home. As the coat was a good deal too small for him, a terrible length of dark, bony wrist appeared below the cuffs. The waist was too high, and it was with great difficulty that he managed to button the garment across his broad chest. Being ignorant of the nature of a hat, the worthy savage had allowed the paper and string with which it had been originally covered, to remain on, supposing them to be part and parcel of the hat; and this, together with the high collar of the coat, which gave him a crushed-up appearance, the long black naked legs, and the painted visage, gave to him a tout ensemble which we can compare to nothing, as there was nothing in nature comparable to it.

Those guests who assembled first passed their time in smoking the medicine pipe until the others should arrive; for so long as a single invited guest is absent the feast cannot begin. Dignified silence was maintained while the pipe thus circulated from hand to hand. When the last guest arrived they began.

The men were seated in two rows, face to face. Feasts of this kind usually consist of but one species of food, and on the present occasion it was an enormous cauldron full of maize which had to be devoured. About fifty sat down to eat a quantity of what may be termed thick porridge, that would have been ample allowance for a hundred ordinary men. Before commencing, San-it-sa-rish desired an aged medicine-man to make an oration, which he did fluently and poetically. Its subject was the praise of the giver of the feast. At the end of each period there was a general Hou! hou! of assent  equivalent to the hear! hear! of civilised men.

Other orators then followed, all of whom spoke with great ease and fluency, and some in the most impassioned strains, working themselves and their audience up to the highest pitch of excitement, now shouting with frenzied violence till their eyes glared from their sockets, and the veins of their foreheads swelled almost to bursting as they spoke of war and chase  anon breaking into soft modulated and pleasing tones, while they dilated upon the pleasures of peace and hospitality.

After these had finished, a number of wooden bowls full of maize porridge were put down between the guests  one bowl to each couple facing each other. But before commencing, a portion was laid aside and dedicated to their gods, with various mysterious ceremonies; for here, as in other places where the gospel is not known, the poor savages fancied that they could propitiate God with sacrifices. They had never heard of the sacrifice of a broken spirit and a contrite heart. This offering being made, the feast began in earnest. Not only was it a rule in this feast that every mouthful should be swallowed by each guest, however unwilling and unable he should be to do so, but he who could dispose of it with greatest speed was deemed the greatest man  at least on that occasion  while the last to conclude his supper was looked upon with some degree of contempt!

It seems strange that such a custom should ever have arisen, and one is not a little puzzled in endeavouring to guess at the origin of it. There is one fact that occurs to us as the probable cause. The Indian is, as we have before hinted, frequently reduced to a state bordering on starvation, and in a day after he may be burdened with superabundance of food. He oftentimes, therefore, eats as much as he can stuff into his body when he is blessed with plenty, so as to be the better able to withstand the attacks of hunger that may possibly be in store for him. The amount that an Indian will thus eat at a single meal is incredible. He seems to have the power of distending himself for the reception of a quantity that would kill a civilised man. Children, in particular, become like tightly inflated little balloons after a feast, and as they wear no clothing, the extraordinary rotundity is very obvious, not to say ridiculous. We conclude, therefore, that unusual powers of gormandising, being useful, come at last to be cultivated as praiseworthy.

By good fortune Dick and Joe Blunt happened to have such enormous gluttons as vis-à-vis, that the portions of their respective bowls which they could not devour were gobbled up for them. By good capacity and digestion, with no small amount of effort, Henri managed to dispose of his own share; but he was last of being done, and fell in the savages esteem greatly. The way in which that sticky compost of boiled maize went down was absolutely amazing. The man opposite Dick, in particular, was a human boa-constrictor. He well-nigh suffocated Dick with suppressed laughter. He was a great raw-boned savage, with a throat of indiarubber, and went quickly and quietly on swallowing mass after mass, with the solemn gravity of an owl. It mattered not a straw to him that Dick took comparatively small mouthfuls, and nearly choked on them too for want of liquid to wash them down. Had Dick eaten none at all he would have uncomplainingly disposed of the whole. Jack the Giant-Killers feats were nothing to his, and when at last the bowl was empty, he stopped short like a machine from which the steam had been suddenly cut off, and laid down his buffalo horn spoon without a sigh.

Dick sighed, though, with relief and gratitude when his bowl was empty.

I hope I may never have to do it again, said Joe that night as they wended their way back to the chiefs tent after supper. I wouldnt be fit for anything for a week arter it.

Dick could only laugh, for any allusion to the feast instantly brought back that owl-like gourmand to whom he was so deeply indebted.

Henri groaned. Oh! mes boy, I am speechless! I am ready for bust! Oui,  hah! I veesh it vas to-morrow.

Many a time that night did Henri veesh it vas to-morrow, as he lay helpless on his back, looking up through the roof of the chiefs tent at the stars, and listening enviously to the plethoric snoring of Joe Blunt.

He was entertained, however, during those waking hours with a serenade such as few civilised ears ever listen to. This was nothing else than a vocal concert performed by all the dogs of the village, and as they amounted to nearly two thousand, the orchestra was a pretty full one.

These wretches howled as if they had all gone mad. Yet there was method in their madness, for they congregated in a crowd before beginning, and sat down on their haunches. Then one, which seemed to be the conductor, raised his snout to the sky, and uttered a long, low, melancholy wail. The others took it up by twos and threes, until the whole pack had their noses pointing to the stars, and their throats distended to the uttermost, while a prolonged yell filled the air. Then it sank gradually, one or two (bad performers probably) making a yelping attempt to get it up again at the wrong time. Again the conductor raised his nose, and out it came  full swing. There was no vociferous barking. It was simple wolfish howling increased in fervour to an electric yell, with slight barks running continuously through it like an obbligato accompaniment.

When Crusoe first heard the unwonted sound he sprang to his feet, bristled up like a hyena, showed all his teeth, and bounded out of the tent blazing with indignation and astonishment. When he found out what it was he returned quite sleek, and with a look of profound contempt on his countenance as he resumed his place by his masters side and went to sleep.




Chapter Ten.

Perplexities  Our hunters plan their escape  Unexpected interruption  The tables turned  Crusoe mounts guard  The escape.

Dick Varley sat before the fire ruminating. We do not mean to assert that Dick had been previously eating grass. By no means. For several days past he had been mentally subsisting on the remarkable things that he heard and saw in the Pawnee village, and wondering how he was to get away without being scalped; he was now chewing the cud of this intellectual fare. We therefore repeat emphatically  in case any reader should have presumed to contradict us  that Dick Varley sat before the fire ruminating!

Joe Blunt likewise sat by the fire along with him, ruminating too, and smoking besides. Henri also sat there smoking, and looking a little the worse of his late supper.

I dont like the look o things, said Joe, blowing a whiff of smoke slowly from his lips, and watching it as it ascended into the still air. That blackguard Mahtawa is determined not to let us off till he gits all our goods, an if he gits them, he may as well take our scalps too, for we would come poor speed in the prairies without guns, horses, or goods.

Dick looked at his friend with an expression of concern. Whats to be done? said he.

Ve must escape, answered Henri; but his tone was not a hopeful one, for he knew the danger of their position better than Dick.

Ay, we must escape; at least we must try, said Joe; but Ill make one more effort to smooth over San-it-sa-rish, an git him to snub that villain Mahtawa.

Just as he spoke the villain in question entered the tent with a bold, haughty air, and sat down before the fire in sullen silence. For some minutes no one spoke, and Henri, who happened at the time to be examining the locks of Dicks rifle, continued to inspect them with an appearance of careless indifference that he was far from feeling.

Now, this rifle of Dicks had become a source of unceasing wonder to the Indians,  wonder which was greatly increased by the fact that no one could discharge it but himself. Dick had, during his short stay at the Pawnee village, amused himself and the savages by exhibiting his marvellous powers with the silver rifle. Since it had been won by him at the memorable match in the Mustang Valley, it had scarce ever been out of his hand, so that he had become decidedly the best shot in the settlement, could bark squirrels (that is, hit the bark of the branch on which a squirrel happened to be standing, and so kill it by the concussion alone), and could drive the nail every shot. The silver rifle, as we have said, became great medicine to the Red-men, when they saw it kill at a distance which the few wretched guns they had obtained from the fur-traders could not even send a spent ball to. The double shot, too, filled them with wonder and admiration; but that which they regarded with an almost supernatural feeling of curiosity was the percussion cap, which in Dicks hands always exploded, but in theirs was utterly useless!

This result was simply owing to the fact, that Dick after firing handed the rifle to the Indians without renewing the cap. So that when they loaded and attempted to fire, of course it merely snapped. When he wished again to fire, he adroitly exchanged the old cap for a new one. He was immensely tickled by the solemn looks of the Indians at this most incomprehensible of all medicines, and kept them for some days in ignorance of the true cause, intending to reveal it before he left. But circumstances now arose which banished all trifling thoughts from his mind.

Mahtawa raised his head suddenly, and said, pointing to the silver rifle, Mahtawa wishes to have the two-shotted medicine gun. He will give his best horse in exchange.

Mahtawa is liberal, answered Joe, but the pale-faced youth cannot part with it. He has far to travel, and must shoot buffaloes by the way.

The pale-faced youth shall have a bow and arrows to shoot the buffalo, rejoined the Indian.

He cannot use the bow and arrow, answered Joe; he has not been trained like the Red-man.

Mahtawa was silent for a few seconds, and his dark brows frowned more heavily than ever over his eyes.

The Pale-faces are too bold, he exclaimed, working himself into a passion; they are in the power of Mahtawa. If they will not give the gun he will take it.

He sprang suddenly to his feet as he spoke, and snatched the rifle from Henris hand.

Henri, being ignorant of the language, had not been able to understand the foregoing conversation, although he saw well enough that it was not an agreeable one but no sooner did he find himself thus rudely and unexpectedly deprived of the rifle, than he jumped up, wrenched it in a twinkling from the Indians grasp, and hurled him violently out of the tent.

In a moment Mahtawa drew his knife, uttered a savage yell, and sprang on the reckless hunter, who, however, caught his wrist, and held it as if in a vice. The yell brought a dozen warriors instantly to the spot, and before Dick had time to recover from his astonishment, Henri was surrounded and pinioned despite his herculean struggles.

Before Dick could move, Joe Blunt grasped his arm, and whispered quickly, Dont rise! You cant help him! They darent kill him till San-it-sa-rish agrees.

Though much surprised, Dick obeyed, but it required all his efforts, both of voice and hand, to control Crusoe, whose mind was much too honest and straightforward to understand such subtle pieces of diplomacy, and who strove to rush to the rescue of his ill-used friend.

When the tumult had partly subsided, Joe Blunt rose and said Have the Pawnee braves turned traitors that they draw the knife against those who have smoked with them the pipe of peace and eaten their maize? The Pale-faces are three; the Pawnees are thousands. If evil has been done, let it be laid before the chief. Mahtawa wishes to have the medicine gun. Although we said No, we could not part with it, he tried to take it by force. Are we to go back to the great chief of the Pale-faces, and say that the Pawnees are thieves? Are the Pale-faces henceforth to tell their children when they steal, That is bad; that is like the Pawnee? No! this must not be. The rifle shall be restored, and we will forget this disagreement. Is it not so?

There was an evident disposition on the part of many of the Indians, with whom Mahtawa was no favourite, to applaud this speech; but the wily chief sprang forward, and, with flashing eye, sought to turn the tables.

The Pale-face speaks with soft words, but his heart is false. Is he not going to make peace with the enemies of the Pawnee? Is he not going to take goods to them, and make them gifts and promises? The Pale-faces are spies. They come to see the weakness of the Pawnee camp, but they have found that it is strong. Shall we suffer the false-hearts to escape? Shall they live? No! we will hang their scalps in our wigwams, for they have struck a chief and we will keep all their goods for our squaws  wah!

This allusion to keeping all the goods had more effect on the minds of the vacillating savages than the chiefs eloquence. But a new turn was given to their thoughts by Joe Blunt remarking in a quiet, almost contemptuous tone  

Mahtawa is not the great chief.

True, true, they cried, and immediately hurried to the tent of San-it-sa-rish.

Once again this chief stood between the hunters and the savages, who wanted but a signal to fall on them. There was a long palaver, which ended in Henri being set at liberty, and the rifle being restored.

That evening, as the three friends sat beside their fire eating their supper of boiled maize and buffalo meat, they laughed and talked as carelessly as ever; but the gaiety was assumed, for they were at the time planning their escape from a tribe which, they foresaw, would not long refrain from carrying out their wishes, and robbing, perhaps murdering them.

Ye see, said Joe with a perplexed air, while he drew a piece of live charcoal from the fire with his fingers and lighted his pipe, ye see, theres more difficulties in the way o gettin off than ye think

Oh! nivare mind de difficulties, interrupted Henri, whose wrath at the treatment he had received had not yet cooled down. Ve must jump on de best horses ve can git hold, shake our fist at de red reptiles, and go away fast as ve can. De best hoss must vin de race.

Joe shook his head. A hundred arrows would be in our backs before we got twenty yards from the camp. Besides, we cant tell which are the best horses. Our own are the best in my pinion, but how are we to git em?

I know who has charge o them, said Dick; I saw them grazing near the tent o that poor squaw whose baby was saved by Crusoe. Either her husband looks after them or some neighbours.

Thats well, said Joe. Thats one o my difficulties gone.

What are the others?

Well, dye see, theyre troublesome. We cant git the horses out o camp without bein seen, for the red rascals would see what we were at in a jiffy. Then, if we do git em out, we cant go off without our bales, an we neednt think to take em from under the nose o the chief and his squaws without bein axed questions. To go off without them would niver do at all.

Joe, said Dick, earnestly, Ive hit on a plan.

Have ye, Dick? what ist?

Come and Ill let ye see, answered Dick, rising hastily and quitting the tent, followed by his comrades and his faithful dog.

It may be as well to remark here, that no restraint whatever had yet been put on the movements of our hunters as long as they kept to their legs, for it was well-known that any attempt by men on foot to escape from mounted Indians on the plains would be hopeless. Moreover, the savages thought that as long as there was a prospect of their being allowed to depart peaceably with their goods, they would not be so mad as to fly from the camp, and, by so doing, risk their lives and declare war with their entertainers. They had, therefore, been permitted to wander unchecked, as yet, far beyond the outskirts of the camp, and amuse themselves in paddling about the lake in the small Indian canoes and shooting wild-fowl.

Dick now led the way through the labyrinths of tents in the direction of the lake, and they talked and laughed loudly, and whistled to Crusoe as they went, in order to prevent their purpose being suspected. For the purpose of further disarming suspicion they went without their rifles. Dick explained his plan by the way, and it was at once warmly approved of by his comrades.

On reaching the lake they launched a small canoe, into which Crusoe was ordered to jump; then, embarking, they paddled swiftly to the opposite shore, singing a canoe song as they dipped their paddles in the moonlit waters of the lake. Arrived at the other side, they hauled the canoe up and hurried through the thin belt of wood and willows that intervened between the lake and the prairie. Here they paused.

Is that the bluff, Joe?

No, Dick, thats too near. Tother onell be best. Far away to the right. Its a little one, and theres others near it. The sharp eyes o the Red-skins wont be so likely to be prowlin there.

Come on, then; but well have to take down by the lake first.

In a few minutes the hunters were threading their way through the outskirts of the wood at a rapid trot, in the opposite direction from the bluff, or wooded knoll, which they wished to reach. This they did lest prying eyes should have followed them. In a quarter of an hour they turned at right angles to their track, and struck straight out into the prairie, and after a long run they edged round and came in upon the bluff from behind. It was merely a collection of stunted but thick-growing willows.

Forcing their way into the centre of this they began to examine it.

Itll do, said Joe.

De very ting, remarked Henri.

Come here, Crusoe.

Crusoe bounded to his masters side, and looked up in his face.

Look at this place, pup; smell it well.

Crusoe instantly set off all round among the willows, in and out, snuffing everywhere, and whining with excitement.

Come here, good pup; that will do. Now, lads, well go back. So saying, Dick and his friends left the bluff and retraced their steps to the camp. Before they had gone far, however, Joe halted, and said  

Dye know, Dick, I doubt if the pups so cliver as ye think. What if he dont quite onderstand ye?

Dick replied by taking off his cap and throwing it down, at the same time exclaiming, Take it yonder, pup, and pointing with his hand towards the bluff. The dog seized the cap, and went off with it at full speed towards the willows, where it left it, and came galloping back for the expected reward  not now, as in days of old, a bit of meat, but a gentle stroke of its head and a hearty clap on its shaggy side.

Good pup, go now an fetch it.

Away he went with a bound, and, in a few seconds, came back and deposited the cap at his masters feet.

Will that do? asked Dick, triumphantly.

Ay, lad, it will. The pups worth its weight in goold.

Oui, I have said, and I say it agen, de dog is human, so him is. If not  fat am he?

Without pausing to reply to this perplexing question, Dick stepped forward again, and in half an hour or so they were back in the camp.

Now for your part of the work, Joe; yonders the squaw that owns the half-drowned baby. Everything depends on her.

Dick pointed to the Indian woman as he spoke. She was sitting beside her tent, and playing at her knee was the identical youngster that had been saved by Crusoe.

Ill manage it, said Joe, and walked towards her, while Dick and Henri returned to the chiefs tent.

Does the Pawnee woman thank the Great Spirit that her child is saved? began Joe as he came up.

She does, answered the woman, looking up at the hunter. And her heart is warm to the Pale-faces.

After a short silence Joe continued  

The Pawnee chiefs do not love the Pale-faces. Some of them hate them.

The Dark Flower knows it, answered the woman; she is sorry. She would help the Pale-faces if she could.

This was uttered in a low tone, and with a meaning glance of the eye.

Joe hesitated again  could he trust her? Yes; the feelings that filled her breast and prompted her words were not those of the Indian just now  they were those of a mother, whose gratitude was too full for utterance.

Will the Dark Flower, said Joe, catching the name she had given herself, help the Pale-face if he opens his heart to her? Will she risk the anger of her nation?

She will, replied the woman; she will do what she can.

Joe and his dark friend now dropped their high-sounding style of speech, and spoke for some minutes rapidly in an undertone. It was finally arranged that on a given day, at a certain hour, the woman should take the four horses down the shores of the lake to its lower end, as if she were going for firewood, there cross the creek at the ford, and drive them to the willow-bluff, and guard them till the hunters should arrive.

Having settled this, Joe returned to the tent and informed his comrades of his success.

During the next three days Joe kept the Indians in good-humour by giving them one or two trinkets, and speaking in glowing terms of the riches of the white men, and the readiness with which they would part with them to the savages if they would only make peace.

Meanwhile, during the dark hours of each night, Dick managed to abstract small quantities of goods from their pack, in room of which he stuffed in pieces of leather to keep up the size and appearance. The goods thus taken out he concealed about his person, and went off with a careless swagger to the outskirts of the village, with Crusoe at his heels. Arrived there, he tied the goods in a small piece of deerskin, and gave the bundle to the dog, with the injunction, Take it yonder, pup.

Crusoe took it up at once, darted off at full speed with the bundle in his mouth, down the shore of the lake towards the ford of the river, and was soon lost to view. In this way, little by little, the goods were conveyed by the faithful dog to the willow-bluff and left there, while the stuffed pack still remained in safekeeping in the chiefs tent.

Joe did not at first like the idea of thus sneaking off from the camp; and more than once made strong efforts to induce San-it-sa-rish to let him go, but even that chiefs countenance was not so favourable as it had been. It was clear that he could not make up his mind to let slip so good a chance of obtaining guns, powder, and shot, horses and goods, without any trouble; so Joe made up his mind to give them the slip at once.

A dark night was chosen for the attempt, and the Indian woman went off with the horses to the place where firewood for the camp was usually cut. Unfortunately the suspicion of that wily savage Mahtawa had been awakened, and he stuck close to the hunters all day  not knowing what was going on, but feeling convinced that something was brewing which he resolved to watch, without mentioning his suspicions to any one.

I think that villains away at last, whispered Joe to his comrades; its time to go, lads, the moon wont be up for an hour. Come along.

Have ye got the big powder-horn, Joe?

Ay, ay, all right.

Stop! stop! my knife, my couteau. Ah! here it be. Now, boy.

The three set off as usual, strolling carelessly to the outskirts of the camp; then they quickened their pace, and, gaining the lake, pushed off in a small canoe.

At the same moment Mahtawa stepped from the bushes, leaped into another canoe and followed them.

Hah! he must die, muttered Henri.

Not at all, said Joe, well manage him without that.

The chief landed and strode boldly up to them, for he knew well that whatever their purpose might be, they would not venture to use their rifles within sound of the camp at that hour of the night; as for their knives, he could trust to his own active limbs and the woods to escape and give the alarm if need be.

The Pale-faces hunt very late, he said with a malicious grin. Do they love the dark better than the sunshine?

Not so, replied Joe, coolly, but we love to walk by the light of the moon. It will be up in less than an hour, and we mean to take a long ramble to-night.

The Pawnee chief loves to walk by the moon too, he will go with the Pale-faces.

Good, ejaculated Joe. Come along, then.

The party immediately set forward, although the savage was a little taken by surprise at the indifferent way in which Joe received his proposal to accompany them. He walked on to the edge of the prairie, however, and then stopped.

The Pale-faces must go alone, said he; Mahtawa will return to his tent.

Joe replied to this intimation by seizing him suddenly by the throat and choking back the yell that would otherwise have brought the Pawnee warriors rushing to the scene of action in hundreds. Mahtawas hand was on the handle of his scalping-knife in a moment, but before he could draw it, his arms were glued to his sides by the bear-like embrace of Henri, while Dick tied a handkerchief quickly yet firmly round his mouth. The whole thing was accomplished in two minutes. After taking his knife and tomahawk away, they loosened their gripe and escorted him swiftly over the prairie.

Mahtawa was perfectly submissive after the first convulsive struggle was over. He knew that the men who walked on each side of him grasping his arms were more than his match singly, so he wisely made no resistance.

Hurrying him to a clump of small trees on the plain which was so far distant from the village that a yell could not be heard, they removed the bandage from Mahtawas mouth.

Must he be kill? inquired Henri, in a tone of commiseration.

Not at all answered Joe, well tie him to a tree and leave him there.

Then he vill be starve to deat. Oh! dat is more horrobell!

He must take his chance o that. Ive no doubt his friendsll find him in a day or two, an hes game to last for a week or more. But youll have to run to the willow-bluff, Dick, and bring a bit of line to tie him. We cant spare it well; but theres no help.

But there is help, retorted Dick. Just order the villain to climb into that tree.

Why so, lad?

Dont ask questions, but do what I bid ye.

The hunter smiled for a moment as he turned to the Indian, and ordered him to climb up a small tree near to which he stood. Mahtawa looked surprised, but there was no alternative. Joes authoritative tone brooked no delay, so he sprang into the tree like a monkey.

Crusoe, said Dick, watch him!

The dog sat quietly down at the foot of the tree, and fixed his eyes on the savage with a glare that spoke unutterable things. At the same time he displayed his full compliment of teeth, and uttered a sound like distant thunder.

Joe almost laughed, and Henri did laugh outright.

Come along, hes safe now, cried Dick, hurrying away in the direction of the willow-bluff, which they soon reached, and found that the faithful squaw had tied their steeds to the bushes, and, moreover, had bundled up their goods into a pack, and strapped it on the back of the pack-horse; but she had not remained with them.

Bless yer dark face, ejaculated Joe as he sprang into the saddle and rode out of the clump of bushes. He was followed immediately by the others, and in three minutes they were flying over the plain at full speed.

On gaining the last far-off ridge, that afforded a distant view of the woods skirting the Pawnee camp, they drew up, and Dick, putting his fingers to his mouth, drew a long, shrill whistle.

It reached the willow-bluff like a faint echo. At the same moment the moon arose and more clearly revealed Crusoes catalyptic glare at the Indian chief, who, being utterly unarmed, was at the dogs mercy. The instant the whistle fell on his ear, however, he dropped his eyes, covered his teeth, and, leaping through the bushes, flew over the plains like an arrow. At the same instant Mahtawa, descending from his tree, ran as fast as he could towards the village, uttering the terrible war-whoop when near enough to be heard. No sound sends such a thrill through an Indian camp. Every warrior flew to arms, and vaulted on his steed. So quickly was the alarm given that in less than ten minutes a thousand hoofs were thundering on the plain, and faintly reached the ears of the fugitives.

Joe smiled. Itll puzzle them to come up wi nags like ours. Theyre in prime condition too, lots o wind in em. If we only keep out o badger holes we may laugh at the red varmints.

Joes opinion of Indian horses was correct. In a very few minutes the sound of hoofs died away, but the fugitives did not draw bridle during the remainder of that night, for they knew not how long the pursuit might be continued. By pond, and brook, and bluff they passed, down in the grassy bottoms and over the prairie waves,  nor checked their headlong course till the sun blazed over the level sweep of the eastern plain as if it arose out of the mighty ocean.

Then they sprang from the saddle and hastily set about the preparation of their morning meal.




Chapter Eleven.

Evening meditations and morning reflections  Buffaloes, badgers, antelopes, and accidents  An old bull and the wolves Mad-tails  Henri floored, etcetera.

There is nothing that prepares one so well for the enjoyment of rest, both mental and physical, as a long-protracted period of excitement and anxiety, followed up by bodily fatigue. Excitement alone banishes rest; but, united with severe physical exertion, it prepares for it. At least, courteous reader, this is our experience, and certainly this was the experience of our three hunters as they lay on their backs beneath the branches of a willow bush, and gazed serenely up at the twinkling stars, two days after their escape from the Indian village.

They spoke little; they were too tired for that; also, they were too comfortable. Their respective suppers of fresh antelope steak, shot that day, had just been disposed of; their feet were directed towards the small fire on which the said steaks had been cooked, and which still threw a warm, ruddy glow over the encampment. Their blankets were wrapped comfortably round them, and tucked in as only hunters and mothers know how to tuck them in. Their respective pipes delivered forth, at stated intervals, three richly yellow puffs of smoke, as if a three-gun battery were playing upon the sky from that particular spot of earth. The horses were picketted and hobbled in a rich grassy bottom close by, from which the quiet munch of their equine jaws sounded pleasantly, for it told of healthy appetites, and promised speed on the morrow. The fear of being overtaken during the night was now past, and the faithful Crusoe, by virtue of sight, hearing, and smell, guaranteed them against sudden attack during the hours of slumber. A perfume of wild flowers mingled with the loved odours of the weed, and the tinkle of a tiny rivulet fell sweetly on their ears. In short, the Pale-faces were supremely happy, and disposed to be thankful for their recent deliverance and their present comforts.

I wonder what the stars are, said Dick, languidly taking the pipe out of his mouth.

Bits o fire, suggested Joe.

I tink dey are vorlds, muttered Henri, an have peepels in dem. I have hear men say dat.

A long silence followed, during which, no doubt, the star-gazers were working out various theories in their own minds.

Wonder, said Dick again, how far off they be.

A mile or two, maybe, said Joe.

Henri was about to laugh sarcastically at this; but, on further consideration, he thought it would be more comfortable not to, so he lay still. In another minute he said Joe Blunt, you is ver igrant. Dont you know dat de books say de stars be hondreds, tousands,  oh! milleryons of mile away to here, and dat de is more bigger dan dis vorld?

Joe snored lightly, and his pipe fell out of his mouth at this point, so the conversation dropped. Presently Dick asked, in a low tone, I say, Henri, are ye asleep?

Oui, replied Henri, faintly. Dont speak, or you vill vaken me.

Ah! Crusoe, youre not asleep, are you, pup? No need to ask that question. The instantaneous wag of that speaking fail, and the glance of that wakeful eye, as the dog lifted his head and laid his chin on Dicks arm, showed that he had been listening to every word that was spoken. We cannot say whether he understood it, but beyond all doubt he heard it. Crusoe never presumed to think of going to sleep until his master was as sound as a top; then he ventured to indulge in that light species of slumber which is familiarly known as sleeping with one eye open. But, comparatively, as well as figuratively speaking, Crusoe slept usually with one eye and a-half open, and the other half was never very tightly shut.

Gradually Dicks pipe fell out of his mouth, an event which the dog, with an exercise of instinct almost, if not quite, amounting to reason, regarded as a signal for him to go off. The campfire went slowly out, the stars twinkled down at their reflections in the brook, and a deep breathing of wearied men was the only sound that rose in harmony with the purling stream.

Before the sun rose next morning, and while many of the brighter stars were still struggling for existence with the approaching day, Joe was up and buckling on the saddle-bags, while he shouted to his unwilling companions to rise.

If it depended on you, he said, the Pawnees wouldnt be long afore they got our scalps. Jump, ye dogs, an lend a hand, will ye!

A snore from Dick and a deep sigh from Henri was the answer to this pathetic appeal. It so happened, however, that Henris pipe, in falling from his lips, had emptied the ashes just under his nose, so that the sigh referred to drew a quantity thereof into his throat, and almost choked him. Nothing could have been a more effective awakener. He was up in a moment coughing vociferously. Most men have a tendency to vent ill-humour on some one, and they generally do it on one whom they deem to be worse than themselves. Henri, therefore, instead of growling at Joe for rousing him, scolded Dick for not rising.

Ha, mauvais dog! bad chien, vill you dare to look to me?

Crusoe did look with amiable placidity, as though to say, Howl away, old boy, I wont budge till Dick does.

With a mighty effort Giant Sleep was thrown off at last, and the hunters were once more on their journey, cantering lightly over the soft turf.

Ho! lets have a run, cried Dick, unable to repress the feelings aroused by the exhilarating morning air.

Have a care, boy, cried Joe, as they stretched out at full gallop. Keep off the ridge; its riddled wi badger  Hah! I thought so.

At that moment Dicks horse put its foot into a badger hole, and turned completely over, sending its rider through the air in a curve that an East Indian acrobat would have envied. For a few seconds Dick lay flat on his back; then he jumped up and laughed, while his comrades hurried up anxiously to his assistance.

No bones broke? inquired Joe.

Dick gave a hysterical gasp. I  I think not.

Lets have a look. No, nothin to speak o, be good luck. Ye should niver go slap through a badger country like that, boy; always keep i the bottoms, where the grass is short. Now then, up ye go. Thats it!

Dick remounted, though not with quite so elastic a spring as usual, and they pushed forward at a more reasonable pace.

Accidents of this kind are of common occurrence in the prairies. Some horses, however, are so well trained that they look sharp out for these holes, which are generally found to be most numerous on the high and dry grounds. But in spite of all the caution both of man and horse, many ugly falls take place, and sometimes bones are broken.

They had not gone far after this accident, when an antelope leaped from a clump of willows and made for a belt of woodland that lay along the margin of a stream not half a mile off.

Hurrah! cried Dick, forgetting his recent fall. Come along, Crusoe. And away they went again full tilt, for the horse had not been injured by its somersault.

The antelope which Dick was thus wildly pursuing was of the same species as the one he had shot some time before, namely, the prong-horned antelope. These graceful creatures have long, slender limbs, delicately formed heads, and large, beautiful eyes. The horns are black, and rather short; they have no branches like the antlers of the red-deer, but have a single projection on each horn, near the head, and the extreme points of the horns curve suddenly inwards, forming the hook or prong from which the name of the animal is derived. Their colour is dark yellowish brown. They are so fleet that not one horse in a hundred can overtake them, and their sight and sense of smell are so acute, that it would be next to impossible to kill them, were it not for the inordinate curiosity which we have before referred to. The Indians manage to attract these simple little creatures by merely lying down on their backs and kicking their heels in the air, or by waving any white object on the point of an arrow, while the hunter keeps concealed by lying flat in the grass. By these means a herd of antelopes may be induced to wheel round and round an object in timid, but intense, surprise, gradually approaching until they come near enough to enable the hunter to make sure of his mark. Thus the animals, which of all others ought to be the most difficult to slay, are, in consequence of their insatiable curiosity, more easily shot than any other deer of the plains.

May we not gently suggest to the reader for his or her consideration that there are human antelopes, so to speak, whose case bears a striking resemblance to the prong-horn of the North American prairie?

Dicks horse was no match for the antelope; neither was Crusoe, so they pulled up shortly and returned to their companions to be laughed at.

Its no manner o use to wind yer horse, lad, after sich game. Theyre not much worth, an, if I mistake not, well be among the buffalo soon. Theres fresh tracks everywhere, and the herds are scattered now. Ye see, when they keep together in bands o thousands ye dont so often fall in wi them. But when they scatters about in twos, an threes, an sixes, ye may shoot them every day as much as ye please.

Several groups of buffalo had already been seen on the horizon; but as a red-deer had been shot in a belt of woodland the day before, they did not pursue them. The red-deer is very much larger than the prong-horned antelope, and is highly esteemed both for its flesh and its skin, which latter becomes almost like chamois leather when dressed. Notwithstanding this supply of food, the hunters could not resist the temptation to give chase to a herd of about nine buffaloes that suddenly came into view as they overtopped an undulation in the plain.

Its no use, cried Dick, I must go at them!

Joe himself caught fire from the spirit of his young friend, so calling to Henri to come on and let the pack-horse remain to feed, he dashed away in pursuit. The buffaloes gave one stare of surprise, and then fled as fast as possible. At first it seemed as if such huge, unwieldy carcases could not run very fast; but in a few minutes they managed to get up a pace that put the horses to their mettle. Indeed, at first it seemed as if the hunters did not gain an inch, but by degrees they closed with them, for buffaloes are not long-winded.

On nearing the herd, the three men diverged from each other and selected their animals. Henri, being short-sighted, naturally singled out the largest; and the largest  also naturally,  was a tough old bull. Joe brought down a fat young cow at the first shot, and Dick was equally fortunate. But he well-nigh shot Crusoe, who, just as he was about to fire, rushed in unexpectedly and sprang at the animals throat, for which piece of recklessness he was ordered back to watch the pack-horse.

Meanwhile, Henri, by dint of yelling, throwing his arms wildly about, and digging his heels into the sides of his long-legged horse, succeeded in coming close up with the bull, which once or twice turned his clumsy body half round and glared furiously at its pursuer with its small black eyes. Suddenly it stuck out its tail, stopped short, and turned full round. Henri stopped short also. Now, the sticking out of a buffalos tail has a peculiar significance which it is well to point out. It serves, in a sense, the same purpose to the hunter that the compass does to the mariner; it points out where to go and what to do. When galloping away in ordinary flight the buffalo carries his tail like ordinary cattle, which indicates that you may push on. When wounded, he lashes it from side to side, or carries it over his back, up in the air; this indicates Look out! haul off a bit! But when he carries it stiff and horizontal, with a slight curve in the middle of it, it says plainly, Keep back, or kill me as quick as you can, for that is what Indians call the mad-lazy, and is a sign that mischief is brewing.

Henris bull displayed the mad-tail just before turning, but he didnt observe it, and, accordingly, waited for the bull to move and show his shoulder for a favourable shot. But instead of doing this he put his head down, and, foaming with rage, went at him full tilt. The big horse never stirred; it seemed to be petrified. Henri had just time to fire at the monsters neck, and the next moment was sprawling on his back, with the horse rolling over four or five yards beyond him. It was a most effective tableau. Henri rubbing his shins and grinning with pain, the horse gazing in affright as he rose trembling from the plain, and the buffalo bull looking on half stunned, and, evidently, very much surprised at the result of his charge.

Fortunately, before he could repeat the experiment, Dick galloped up and put a ball through his heart.

Joe and his comrades felt a little ashamed of their exploit on this occasion, for there was no need to have killed three animals; they could not have carried with them more than a small portion of one, and they upbraided themselves several times during the operation of cutting out the tongues and other choice portions of the two victims. As for the bull, he was almost totally useless, so they left him as a gift to the wolves.

Now that they had come among the buffalo, wolves were often seen sneaking about and licking their hungry jaws; but although they approached pretty near to the camp at nights, they did not give the hunters any concern. Even Crusoe became accustomed to them at last, and ceased to notice them. These creatures are very dangerous sometimes, however, and when hard pressed by hunger will even attack man. The day after this hunt the travellers came upon a wounded old buffalo which had evidently escaped from the Indians (for a couple of arrows were sticking in its side), only to fall a prey to his deadly enemies, the white wolves. These savage brutes hang on the skirts of the herds of buffaloes to attack and devour any one that may chance, from old age, or from being wounded, to linger behind the rest. The buffalo is tough and fierce, however, and fights so desperately that although surrounded by fifty or a hundred wolves, he keeps up the unequal combat for several days before he finally succumbs.

The old bull that our travellers discovered had evidently been long engaged with his ferocious adversaries, for his limbs and flesh were torn in shreds in many places, and blood was streaming from his sides. Yet he had fought so gallantly that he had tossed and stamped to death dozens of the enemy. There could not have been fewer than fifty wolves round him; and they had just concluded another of many futile attacks, when the hunters came up, for they were ranged in a circle round their huge adversary  some lying down, some sitting on their haunches to rest, and others sneaking about, lolling out their red tongues, and licking their chops as if impatient to renew the combat. The poor buffalo was nearly spent, and it was clear that a few hours more would see him torn to shreds and his bones picked clean.

Ugh! de brutes, ejaculated Henri.

They dont seem to mind us a bit, remarked Dick, as they rode up to within pistol shot.

Itll be merciful to give the old fellow a shot, said Joe. Them varmits are sure to finish him at last.

Joe raised his rifle as he spoke, and fired. The old bull gave his last groan and fell, while the wolves, alarmed by the shot, fled in all directions; but they did not run far. They knew well that some portion, at least, of the carcase would fall to their share, so they sat down at various distances all round, to wait as patiently as they might for the hunters to retire. Dick left the scene with a feeling of regret that the villanous wolves should have their feast so much sooner than they expected.

Yet after all, why should we call these wolves villanous? They did nothing wrong  nothing contrary to the laws of their peculiar nature. Nay, if we come to reason upon it, they rank higher in this matter than man, for while the wolf does no violence to the laws of its instincts, man often deliberately silences the voice of conscience, and violates the laws of his own nature. But we will not insist on the term, good reader, if you object strongly to it. We are willing to admit that the wolves are not villanous, but, assuredly, they are unlovable.

In the course of the afternoon the three horsemen reached a small creek, the banks of which were lined with a few stunted shrubs and trees. Having eaten nothing since the night before, they dismounted here to feed, as Joe expressed it.

Curous thing, remarked Joe, as he struck a light by means of flint, steel, and tinder-box, curious thing that were made to need sich a lot o grub. If we could only get on like the sarpints, now, wot can breakfast on a rabbit, and then wait a month or two for dinner! Aint it curous?

Dick admitted that it was, and stooped to blow the fire into a blaze.

Here Henri uttered a cry of consternation, and stood speechless, with his mouth open.

Whats the matter? what ist? cried Dick and Joe, seizing their rifles instinctively.

De  grub  him  be  forgat!

There was a look of blank horror, and then a burst of laughter from Dick Varley. Well, well, cried he, weve got lots o tea an sugar, an some flour; we can git on wi that till we shoot another buffalo, or a-ha!

Dick observed a wild turkey stalking among the willows as he spoke. It was fully a hundred yards off, and only its head was seen above the leaves. This was a matter of little moment, however, for by aiming a little lower he knew that he must hit the body; but Dick had driven the nail too often to aim at its body; he aimed at the birds eye and cut its head off.

Fetch it, Crusoe.

In three minutes it was at Dicks feet, and it is not too much to say that in five minutes more it was in the pot.

As this unexpected supply made up for the loss of the meat which Henri had forgotten at their last halting-place, their equanimity was restored, and while the meal was in preparation Dick shouldered his rifle and went into the bush to try for another turkey. He did not get one, however, but he shot a couple of prairie-hens, which are excellent eating. Moreover, he found a large quantity of wild grapes and plums. These were unfortunately not nearly ripe, but Dick resolved to try his hand at a new dish, so he stuffed the breast of his coat full of them.

After the pot was emptied Dick washed it out, and put a little clean water in it. Then he poured some flour in, and stirred it well. While this was heating, he squeezed the sour grapes and plums into what Joe called a mush, mixed it with a spoonful of sugar, and emptied it into the pot. He also skimmed a quantity of the fat from the remains of the turkey soup, and added that to the mess, which he stirred with earnest diligence till it boiled down into a sort of thick porridge.

Dye think itll be good? asked Joe gravely; Ive me doubts of it.

Well see. Hold the tin dish, Henri.

Take care of de fingers. Ha! it looks magnifique  superb!

The first spoonful produced an expression on Henris face that needed not to be interpreted. It was as sour as vinegar.

Yell ha to eat it yerself, Dick, lad, cried Joe, throwing down his spoon, and spitting out the unsavoury mess.

Nonsense, cried Dick, bolting two or three mouthfuls, and trying to look as if he liked it. Try again; its not so bad as you think.

Ho  o  o  o  o! cried Henri, after the second mouthful. Tis vinaigre. All de sugare in de pack would not make more sweeter one bite of it.

Dick was obliged to confess the dish a failure, so it was thrown out after having been offered to Crusoe, who gave it one sniff and turned away in silence. Then they mounted and resumed their journey.

At this place mosquitoes and horse-flies troubled our hunters and their steeds a good deal. The latter  especially were very annoying to the poor horses. They bit them so much that the blood at last came trickling down their sides. They were troubled also, once or twice, by cockchafers and locusts, which annoyed them, not indeed by biting, but by flying blindly against their faces, and often narrowly missed hitting them in the eyes. Once particularly they were so bad, that Henri in his wrath opened his lips to pronounce a malediction on the whole race, when a cockchafer flew straight into his mouth, and, to use his own forcible expression, nearly knocked him off de hoss. But these were minor evils, and scarcely cost the hunters a thought.




Chapter Twelve.

Wanderings on the prairie  A war-party  Chased by Indians  A bold leap for life.

For many days the three hunters wandered over the trackless prairie in search of a village of the Sioux Indians, but failed to find one, for the Indians were in the habit of shifting their ground, and following the buffalo. Several times they saw small isolated bands of Indians, but these they carefully avoided, fearing they might turn out to be war-parties, and if they fell into their hands the white men could not expect civil treatment, whatever nation the Indians might belong to.

During the greater portion of this time they met with numerous herds of buffalo and deer, and were well supplied with food, but they had to cook it during the day, being afraid to light a fire at night while Indians were prowling about.

One night they halted near the bed of a stream which was almost dry. They had travelled a day and a night without water, and both men and horses were almost choking, so that when they saw the trees on the horizon which indicated the presence of a stream, they pushed forward with almost frantic haste.

Hope its not dry, said Joe anxiously as they galloped up to it. No, theres water, lads, and they dashed forward to a pool that had not yet been dried up. They drank long and eagerly before they noticed that the pool was strongly impregnated with salt. Many streams in those parts of the prairies are quite salt, but fortunately this one was not utterly undrinkable, though it was very unpalatable.

Well make it better, lads, said Joe, digging a deep hole in the sand with his hands, a little below the pool. In a short time the water filtered through, and though not rendered fresh, it was, nevertheless, much improved.

We may light a fire to-night, dye think? inquired Dick; weve not seed Injuns for some days.

Praps twould be better not, said Joe, but I daresay were safe enough.

A fire was therefore lighted in as sheltered a spot as could be found, and the three friends bivouacked as usual. Towards dawn they were aroused by an angry growl from Crusoe.

Its a wolf likely, said Dick, but all three seized and cocked their rifles nevertheless.

Again Crusoe growled more angrily than before, and springing out of the camp snuffed the breeze anxiously.

Up, lads; catch the nags! Theres something in the wind, for the dog niver did that afore.

In a few seconds the horses were saddled and the packs secured.

Call in the dog, whispered Joe Blunt; if he barks theyll find out our whereabouts.

Here, Crusoe, come

It was too late; the dog barked loudly and savagely at the moment, and a troop of Indians came coursing over the plain. On hearing the unwonted sound they wheeled directly and made for the camp.

Its a war-party; fly, lads; nothin ll save our scalps now but our horses heels, cried Joe.

In a moment they vaulted into the saddle, and urged their steeds forward at the utmost speed. The savages observed them, and with an exulting yell dashed after them. Feeling that there was now no need of concealment, the three horsemen struck off into the open prairie, intending to depend entirely on the speed and stamina of their horses. As we have before remarked, they were good ones, but the Indians soon proved that they were equally well if not better mounted.

Itll be a hard run, said Joe in a low, muttering tone, and looking furtively over his shoulder. The varmints are mounted on wild horses, leastways they were wild not long agone. Them chaps can throw the lasso and trip a mustang as well as a Mexican. Mind the badger holes, Dick. Hold in a bit, Henri, yer nag dont need drivin  a foot in a hole just now would cost us our scalps. Keep down by the creek, lads.

Hah! how dey yell, said Henri in a savage tone, looking back, and shaking his rifle at them  an act that caused them to yell more fiercely than ever. Dis old pack-hoss give me moche trobel.

The pace was now tremendous. Pursuers and pursued rose and sank on the prairie billows as they swept along, till they came to what is termed a dividing ridge, which is a cross wave, as it were, which cuts the others in two, thus forming a continuous level. Here they advanced more easily, but the advantage was equally shared with their pursuers, who continued the headlong pursuit with occasional yells, which served to show the fugitives that they at least did not gain ground.

A little to the right of the direction in which they were flying a blue line was seen on the horizon. This indicated the existence of trees to Joes practised eyes; and feeling that if the horses broke down they could better make a last manful stand in the wood than on the plain he urged his steed towards it. The savages noticed the movement at once, and uttered a yell of exultation, for they regarded it as an evidence that the fugitives doubted the strength of their horses.

Ye havent got us yet, muttered Joe, with a sardonic grin. If they get near us, Dick, keep yer eyes open, an look out for yer neck, else theyll drop a noose over it; they will, afore ye know theyre near, an haul ye off like a sack.

Dick nodded in reply, but did not speak, for at that moment his eye was fixed on a small creek ahead which they must necessarily leap or dash across. It was lined with clumps of scattered shrubbery, and he glanced rapidly for the most suitable place to pass. Joe and Henri did the same, and having diverged a little to the different points chosen, they dashed through the shrubbery, and were hid from each others view. On approaching the edge of the stream, Dick found to his consternation that the bank was twenty feet high opposite him, and too wide for any horse to clear. Wheeling aside without checking speed, at the risk of throwing his steed, he rode along the margin of the stream for a few hundred yards until he found a ford  at least such a spot as might be cleared by a bold leap. The temporary check, however, had enabled an Indian to gain so close upon his heels, that his exulting yell sounded close in his ear.

With a vigorous bound his gallant little horse went over. Crusoe could not take it, but he rushed down the one bank and up the other, so that he only lost a few yards. These few yards, however, were sufficient to bring the Indian close upon him as he cleared the stream at full gallop. The savage whirled his lasso swiftly round for a second, and in another moment Crusoe uttered a tremendous roar as he was tripped up violently on the plain.

Dick heard the cry of his faithful dog, and turned quickly round, just in time to see him spring at the horses throat, and bring both steed and rider down upon him. Dicks heart leaped to his throat. Had a thousand savages been rushing on him, he would have flown to the rescue of his favourite; but an unexpected obstacle came in the way. His fiery little steed, excited by the headlong race and the howls of the Indians, had taken the bit in his teeth and was now unmanageable. He tore at the reins like a maniac, and in the height of his frenzy even raised the butt of his rifle with the intent to strike the poor horse to the earth, but his better nature prevailed. He checked the uplifted hand, and with a groan dropped the reins, and sank almost helplessly forward on the saddle, for several of the Indians had left the main body and were pursuing him alone, so that there would have been now no chance of his reaching the place where Crusoe fell, even if he could have turned his horse.

Spiritless, and utterly indifferent to what his fate might be, Dick Varley rode along with his head drooping, and keeping his seat almost mechanically, while the mettlesome little steed flew on over wave and hollow. Gradually he awakened from this state of despair to a sense of danger. Glancing round he observed that the Indians were now far behind him, though still pursuing. He also observed that his companions were galloping miles away on the horizon to the left, and that he had foolishly allowed the savages to get between him and them. The only chance that remained for him was to outride his pursuers, and circle round towards his comrades, and this he hoped to accomplish, for his little horse had now proved itself to be superior to those of the Indians, and there was good running in him still.

Urging him forward, therefore, he soon left the savages still further behind, and feeling confident that they could not now overtake him, he reined up and dismounted. The pursuers quickly drew near, but short though it was, the rest did his horse good. Vaulting into the saddle, he again stretched out, and now skirted along the margin of a wood which seemed to mark the position of a river of considerable size.

At this moment his horse put his foot into a badger hole, and both of them came heavily to the ground. In an instant Dick rose, picked up his gun, and leaped unhurt into the saddle. But on urging his poor horse forward, he found that its shoulder was badly sprained. There was no room for mercy, however,  life and death were in the balance,  so he plied the lash vigorously, and the noble steed warmed into something like a run, when again it stumbled, and fell with a crash on the ground, while the blood burst from its mouth and nostrils. Dick could hear the shout of triumph uttered by his pursuers.

My poor, poor horse! he exclaimed, in a tone of the deepest commiseration, while he stooped and stroked its foam-studded neck.

The dying steed raised his head for a moment, it almost seemed as if to acknowledge the tones of affection, then it sank down with a gurgling groan.

Dick sprang up, for the Indians were now upon him, and bounded like an antelope into the thickest of the shrubbery, which was nowhere thick enough, however, to prevent the Indians following. Still, it sufficiently retarded them to render the chase a more equal one than could have been expected. In a few minutes Dick gained a strip of open ground beyond, and found himself on the bank of a broad river, whose evidently deep waters rushed impetuously along their unobstructed channel. The bank at the spot where he reached it was a sheer precipice of between thirty and forty feet high. Glancing up and down the river he retreated a few paces, turned round and shook his clenched fist at the savages, accompanying the action with a shout of defiance, and then running to the edge of the bank, sprang far out into the boiling flood and sank.

The Indians pulled up on reaching the spot. There was no possibility of galloping down the wood-encumbered banks after the fugitive, but quick as thought each Red-man leaped to the ground, and fitting an arrow to his bow, awaited Dicks re-appearance with eager gaze.

Young though he was, and unskilled in such wild warfare, Dick knew well enough what sort of reception he would meet with on coming to the surface, so he kept under water as long as he could, and struck out as vigorously as the care of his rifle would permit. At last he rose for a few seconds, and immediately half a dozen arrows whizzed through the air; but most of them fell short; only one passed close to his cheek, and went with a whip into the river. He immediately sank again, and the next time he rose to breathe he was far beyond the reach of his Indian enemies.




Chapter Thirteen.

Escape from Indians  A discovery  Alone in the desert.

Dick Varley had spent so much of his boyhood in sporting about among the waters of the rivers and lakes near which he had been reared, and especially during the last two years had spent so much of his leisure time in rolling and diving with his dog Crusoe in the lake of the Mustang Valley, that he had become almost as expert in the water as a south-sea islander; so that when he found himself whirling down the rapid river, as already described, he was more impressed with a feeling of gratitude to God for his escape from the Indians, than anxiety about getting ashore.

He was not altogether blind, or indifferent, to the danger into which he might be hurled if the channel of the river should be found lower down to be broken with rocks, or should a waterfall unexpectedly appear. After floating down a sufficient distance to render pursuit out of the question, he struck in to the bank opposite to that from which he had plunged, and, clambering up to the green sward above, stripped off the greater part of his clothing and hung it on the branches of a bush to dry. Then he sat down on the trunk of a fallen tree to consider what course he had best pursue in his present circumstances.

These circumstances were by no means calculated to inspire him with hope or comfort. He was in the midst of an unknown wilderness, hundreds of miles from any white mans settlement; surrounded by savages; without food or blanket; his companions gone, he knew not whither; perhaps taken and killed by the Indians; his horse dead, and his dog, the most trusty and loving of all his friends, lost to him, probably, for ever! A more veteran heart might have quailed in the midst of such accumulated evils, but Dick Varley possessed a strong, young, and buoyant constitution, which, united with a hopefulness of disposition that almost nothing could overcome, enabled him very quickly to cast aside the gloomy view of his case and turn to its brighter aspects.

He still grasped his good rifle, that was some comfort, and as his eye fell upon it, he turned with anxiety to examine into the condition of his powder-horn and the few things that he had been fortunate enough to carry away with him about his person.

The horn in which western hunters carry their powder is usually that of an ox. It is closed up at the large end with a piece of hard wood fitted tightly into it, and the small end is closed with a wooden peg or stopper. It is, therefore, completely water-tight, and may be for hours immersed without the powder getting wet unless the stopper should chance to be knocked out. Dick found, to his great satisfaction, that the stopper was fast, and the powder perfectly dry. Moreover, he had by good fortune filled it full two days before from the package that contained the general stock of ammunition, so that there were only two or three charges out of it. His percussion caps, however, were completely destroyed, and even though they had not been, it would have mattered little, for he did not possess more than half a dozen. But this was not so great a misfortune as at first it might seem, for he had the spare flint locks and the little screw-driver necessary for fixing and unfixing them stowed away in his shot pouch.

To examine his supply of bullets was his next care, and slowly he counted them out, one by one, to the number of thirty. This was a pretty fair supply, and with careful economy would last him many days. Having relieved his mind on these all-important points, he carefully examined every pouch and corner of his dress to ascertain the exact amount and value of his wealth.

Besides the leather-leggings, moccasins, deerskin hunting shirt, cap, and belt which composed his costume, he had a short heavy hunting-knife, a piece of tinder, a little tin pannikin, which he had been in the habit of carrying at his belt, and a large cake of maple sugar. This last is a species of sugar which is procured by the Indians from the maple-tree. Several cakes of it had been carried off from the Pawnee village, and Dick usually carried one in the breast of his coat. Besides these things, he found that the little Bible, for which his mother had made a small inside breast pocket, was safe. Dicks heart smote him when he took it out and undid the clasp, for he had not looked at it until that day. It was firmly bound with a brass clasp, so that although the binding and edges of the leaves were soaked, the inside was quite dry. On opening the book to see if it had been damaged, a small paper fell out. Picking it up quickly, he unfolded it, and read, in his mothers handwriting, Call upon me in the time of trouble, and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me. My son, give me thine heart.

Dicks eyes filled with tears while the sound, as it were, of his mothers voice thus reached him unexpectedly in that lonely wilderness. Like too many whose hearts are young and gay, Dick had regarded religion, if not as a gloomy, at least as not a cheerful thing. But he felt the comfort of these words at that moment, and he resolved seriously to peruse his mothers parting gift in time to come.

The sun was hot, and a warm breeze gently shook the leaves, so that Dicks garments were soon dry. A few minutes served to change the locks of his rifle, draw the wet charges, dry out the barrels, and re-load. Then, throwing it across his shoulder, he entered the wood, and walked lightly away. And well he might, poor fellow, for at that moment he felt light enough in person if not in heart. His worldly goods were not such as to oppress him, but the little note had turned his thoughts towards home, and he felt comforted.

Traversing the belt of woodland that marked the course of the river, Dick soon emerged on the wide prairie beyond, and here he paused in some uncertainty as to how he should proceed.

He was too good a backwoodsman, albeit so young, to feel perplexed as to the points of the compass. He knew pretty well what hour it was, so that the sun showed him the general bearings of the country, and he knew that when night came he could correct his course by the pole star. Dicks knowledge of astronomy was limited; he knew only one star by name, but that one was an inestimable treasure of knowledge. His perplexity was owing to his uncertainty as to the direction in which his companions and their pursuers had gone, for he had made up his mind to follow their trail if possible, and render all the succour his single arm might afford. To desert them, and make for the settlement, he held, would be a faithless and cowardly act.

While they were together Joe Blunt had often talked to him about the route he meant to pursue to the Rocky Mountains, so that, if they had escaped the Indians, he thought there might be some chance of finding them at last. But, to set against this, there was the probability that they had been taken and carried away in a totally different direction, or they might have taken to the river, as he had done, and gone further down without his observing them. Then, again, if they had escaped, they would be sure to return and search the country round for him, so that if he left the spot he might miss them.

Oh, for my dear pup Crusoe! he exclaimed aloud in this dilemma; but the faithful ear was shut now, and the deep silence that followed his cry was so oppressive that the young hunter sprang forward at a run over the plain, as if to fly from solitude. He soon became so absorbed, however, in his efforts to find the trail of his companions, that he forgot all other considerations, and ran straight forward for hours together, with his eyes eagerly fixed on the ground. At last he felt so hungry, having tasted no food since supper-time the previous evening, that he halted for the purpose of eating a morsel of maple sugar. A line of bushes in the distance indicated water, so he sped on again, and was soon seated beneath a willow, drinking water from the cool stream. No game was to be found here; but there were several kinds of berries, among which wild grapes and plums grew in abundance. With these and some sugar he made a meal, though not a good one, for the berries were quite green, and intensely sour.

All that day Dick Varley followed up the trail of his companions, which he discovered at a ford in the river. They had crossed, therefore, in safety, though still pursued, so he ran on at a regular trot, and with a little more hope than he had felt during the day. Towards night, however, Dicks heart sank again, for he came upon innumerable buffalo tracks, among which those of the horses soon became mingled up, so that he lost them altogether. Hoping to find them again more easily by broad daylight, he went to the nearest clump of willows he could find, and encamped for the night.

Remembering the use formerly made of the tall willows, he set to work to construct a covering to protect him from the dew. As he had no blanket or buffalo-skin, he used leaves and grass instead, and found it a better shelter than he had expected, especially when the fire was lighted, and a pannikin of hot sugar and water smoked at his feet; but as no game was to be found, he was again compelled to sup off unripe berries. Before lying down to rest he remembered his resolution, and, pulling out the little Bible, read a portion of it by the fitful blaze of the fire, and felt great comfort in its blessed words. It seemed to him like a friend with whom he could converse in the midst of his loneliness.

The plunge into the river having broken Dicks pipe and destroyed his tobacco, he now felt the want of that luxury very severely, and, never having wanted it before, he was greatly surprised to find how much he had become enslaved to the habit. It cost him more than an hours rest that night, the craving for his wonted pipe.

The sagacious reader will doubtless not fail here to ask himself the question, whether it is wise in man to create in himself an unnatural and totally unnecessary appetite, which may, and often does, entail hours  ay, sometimes months  of exceeding discomfort; but we would not for a moment presume to suggest such a question to him. We have a distinct objection to the ordinary method of what is called drawing a moral. It is much better to leave wise men to do this for themselves.

Next morning Dick rose with the sun, and started without breakfast, preferring to take his chance of finding a bird or animal of some kind before long, to feeding again on sour berries. He was disappointed, however, in finding the tracks of his companions. The ground here was hard and sandy, so that little or no impression of a distinct kind was made on it; and, as buffaloes had traversed it in all directions, he was soon utterly bewildered. He thought it possible that, by running out for several miles in a straight line, and then taking a wide circuit round, he might find the tracks emerging from the confusion made by the buffaloes. But he was again disappointed, for the buffalo tracks still continued, and the ground became less capable of showing a footprint.

Soon Dick began to feel so ill and weak from eating such poor fare, that he gave up all hope of discovering the tracks, and was compelled to push forward at his utmost speed in order to reach a less barren district, where he might procure fresh meat; but the further he advanced the worse and more sandy did the district become. For several days he pushed on over this arid waste without seeing bird or beast, and, to add to his misery, he failed at last to find water. For a day and a night he wandered about in a burning fever, and his throat so parched that he was almost suffocated. Towards the close of the second day he saw a slight line of bushes away down in a hollow on his right. With eager steps he staggered towards them, and, on drawing near, beheld  blessed sight!  a stream of water glancing in the beams of the setting sun.

Dick tried to shout for joy, but his parched throat refused to give utterance to the voice. It mattered not; exerting all his remaining strength he rushed down the bank, dropped his rifle, and plunged head-foremost into the stream.

The first mouthful sent a thrill of horror to his heart; it was salt as brine.

The poor youths cup of bitterness was now full to overflowing. Crawling out of the stream, he sank down on the bank in a species of lethargic torpor, from which he awakened next morning in a raging fever. Delirium soon rendered him insensible to his sufferings. The sun rose like a ball of fire, and shone down with scorching power on the arid plain. What mattered it to Dick? He was far away in the shady groves of the Mustang Valley, chasing the deer at times, but more frequently cooling his limbs and sporting with Crusoe in the bright blue lake. Now he was in his mothers cottage, telling her how he had thought of her when far away on the prairie, and what a bright, sweet word it was she had whispered in his ear,  so unexpectedly, too. Anon he was scouring over the plains on horseback, with the savages at his heels; and at such times Dick would spring with almost supernatural strength from the ground, and run madly over the burning plain; but, as if by a species of fascination, he always returned to the salt river, and sank exhausted by its side, or plunged helplessly into its waters.

These sudden immersions usually restored him for a short time to reason, and he would crawl up the bank and gnaw a morsel of the maple sugar; but he could not eat much, for it was in a tough, compact cake, which his jaws had not power to break. All that day and the next night he lay on the banks of the salt stream, or rushed wildly over the plain. It was about noon of the second day after his attack that he crept slowly out of the water, into which he had plunged a few seconds before. His mind was restored, but he felt an indescribable sensation of weakness, that seemed to him to be the approach of death. Creeping towards the place where his rifle lay, he fell exhausted beside it, and laid his cheek on the Bible, which had fallen out of his pocket there.

While his eyes were closed in a dreamy sort of half-waking slumber, he felt the rough, hairy coat of an animal brush against his forehead. The idea of being torn to pieces by wolves flashed instantly across his mind, and with a shriek of terror he sprang up,  to be almost overwhelmed by the caresses of his faithful dog.

Yes, there he was, bounding round his master, barking and whining, and giving vent to every possible expression of canine joy.




Chapter Fourteen.

Crusoes return and his private adventures among the Indians  Dick at a very low ebb  Crusoe saves him.

The means by which Crusoe managed to escape from his two-legged captors, and rejoin his master, requires separate and special notice.

In the struggle with the fallen horse and Indian, which Dick had seen begun but not concluded, he was almost crushed to death; and the instant the Indian gained his feet, he sent an arrow at his head with savage violence. Crusoe, however, had been so well used to dodging the blunt-headed arrows that were wont to be shot at him by the boys of the Mustang Valley, that he was quite prepared, and eluded the shaft by an active bound. Moreover, he uttered one of his own peculiar roars, flew at the Indians throat, and dragged him down. At the same moment the other Indians came up, and one of them turned aside to the rescue. This man happened to have an old gun, of the cheap sort at that time exchanged for peltries by the fur-traders. With the butt of this he struck Crusoe a blow on the head that sent him sprawling on the grass.

The rest of the savages, as we have seen, continued in pursuit of Dick until he leaped into the river; then they returned, took the saddle and bridle off his dead horse, and rejoined their comrades. Here they held a court-martial on Crusoe, who was now bound, foot and muzzle, with cords. Some were for killing him; others, who admired his noble appearance, immense size, and courage, thought it would be well to carry him to their village and keep him. There was a pretty violent dispute on the subject; but at length it was agreed that they should spare his life in the mean time, and perhaps have a dog-dance round him when they got to their wigwams.

This dance, of which Crusoe was to be the chief, though passive performer, is peculiar to some of the tribes east of the Rocky Mountains, and consists in killing a dog and cutting out its liver, which is afterwards sliced into shreds or strings and hung on a pole about the height of a mans head. A band of warriors then come and dance wildly round this pole, and each one in succession goes up to the raw liver and bites a piece off it, without, however, putting his hands near it. Such is the dog-dance, and to such was poor Crusoe destined by his fierce captors, especially by the one whose throat still bore very evident marks of his teeth.

But Crusoe was much too clever a dog to be disposed of in so disgusting a manner. He had privately resolved in his own mind that he would escape, but the hopelessness of his ever carrying that resolution into effect would have been apparent to any one who could have seen the way in which his muzzle was secured, and his four paws were tied together in a bunch, as he hung suspended across the saddle of one of the savages!

This particular party of Indians who had followed Dick Varley determined not to wait for the return of their comrades who were in pursuit of the other two hunters, but to go straight home, so for several days they galloped away over the prairie. At nights, when they encamped, Crusoe was thrown on the ground like a piece of old lumber, and left to lie there with a mere scrap of food till morning, when he was again thrown across the horse of his captor and carried on. When the village was reached, he was thrown again on the ground, and would certainly have been torn to pieces in five minutes by the Indian curs which came howling round him, had not an old woman come to the rescue and driven them away. With the help of her grandson  a little naked creature, just able to walk, or rather to stagger  she dragged him to her tent, and, undoing the line that fastened his mouth, offered him a bone.

Although lying in a position that was unfavourable for eating purposes, Crusoe opened his jaws and took it. An awful crash was followed by two crunches  and it was gone; and Crusoe looked up in the old squaws face with a look that said plainly, Another of the same, please, and as quick as possible. The old woman gave him another and then a lump of meat, which latter went down with a gulp  but he coughed after it! and it was well he didnt choke. After this the squaw left him, and Crusoe spent the remainder of that night gnawing the cords that bound him. So diligent was he that he was free before morning and walked deliberately out of the tent. Then he shook himself, and with a yell that one might have fancied was intended for defiance, he bounded joyfully away, and was soon out of sight.

To a dog with a good appetite which had been on short allowance for several days, the mouthful given to him by the old squaw was a mere nothing. All that day he kept bounding over the plain from bluff to bluff in search of something to eat, but found nothing until dusk, when he pounced suddenly and most unexpectedly on a prairie-hen fast asleep. In one moment its life was gone. In less than a minute its body was gone too  feathers and bones and all  down Crusoes ravenous throat.

On the identical spot Crusoe lay down and slept like a top for four hours. At the end of that time he jumped up, bolted a scrap of skin that somehow had been overlooked at supper, and flew straight over the prairie to the spot where he had had the scuffle with the Indian. He came to the edge of the river, took precisely the same leap that his master had done before him, and came out on the other side a good deal higher up than Dick had done, for the dog had no savages to dodge, and was, as we have said before, a powerful swimmer.

It cost him a good deal of running about to find the trail, and it was nearly dark before he resumed his journey; then, putting his keen nose to the ground, he ran step by step over Dicks track, and at last found him, as we have shown, on the banks of the Salt Creek.

It is quite impossible to describe the intense joy which filled Dicks heart on again beholding his favourite. Only those who have lost and found such an one can know it. Dick seized him round the neck and hugged him as well as he could, poor fellow, in his feeble arms; then he wept, then he laughed, and then he fainted.

This was a consummation that took Crusoe quite aback! Never having seen his master in such a state before he seemed to think at first that he was playing some trick, for he bounded round him, and barked, and wagged his tail. But as Dick lay quite still and motionless, he went forward with a look of alarm; snuffed him once or twice and whined piteously; then he raised his nose in the air and uttered a long melancholy wail.

The cry seemed to revive Dick, for he moved, and with some difficulty sat up, to the dogs evident relief. There is no doubt whatever that Crusoe learned an erroneous lesson that day, and was firmly convinced thenceforth that the best cure for a fainting-fit is a melancholy yell. So easy is it for the wisest of dogs as well as men to fall into gross error!

Crusoe, said Dick, in a feeble voice, dear good pup, come here. He crawled, as he spoke, down to the waters edge where there was a level patch of dry sand.

Dig, said Dick, pointing to the sand.

Crusoe looked at him in surprise, as well he might, for he had never heard the word dig in all his life before.

Dick pondered a minute; then a thought struck him. He turned up a little of the sand with his fingers, and, pointing to the hole cried, Seek him out, pup!

Ha! Crusoe understood that. Many and many a time had he unhoused rabbits, and squirrels, and other creatures at that word of command, so, without a moments delay, he commenced to dig down into the sand, every now, and then stopping for a moment and shoving in his nose, and snuffing interrogatively, as if he fully expected to find a buffalo at the bottom of it. Then he would resume again, one paw after another so fast that you could scarce see them going hand over hand as sailors would have called it  while the sand flew out between his hind-legs in a continuous shower. When the sand accumulated so much behind him as to impede his motions he scraped it out of his way, and set to work again with tenfold earnestness. After a good while he paused and looked up at Dick with an it  wont  do,  I  fear,  theres  nothing  here expression on his face.

Seek him out, pup! repeated Dick.

Oh! very good, mutely answered the dog, and went at it again, tooth and nail, harder than ever.

In the course of a quarter of an hour there was a deep yawning hole in the sand, into which Dick peered with intense anxiety. The bottom appeared slightly damp. Hope now reanimated Dick Varley, and by various devices he succeeded in getting the dog to scrape away a sort of tunnel from the hole, into which he might roll himself and put down his lips to drink when the water should rise high enough. Impatiently and anxiously he lay watching the moisture slowly accumulate in the bottom of the hole, drop by drop, and while he gazed he fell into a troubled, restless slumber, and dreamed that Crusoes return was a dream, and that he was alone again perishing for want of water.

When he awakened the hole was half full of clear water, and Crusoe was lapping it greedily.

Back, pup! he shouted, as he crept down to the hole and put his trembling lips to the water. It was brackish, but drinkable, and as Dick drank deeply of it he esteemed it at that moment better than nectar. Here he lay for half an hour alternately drinking and gazing in surprise at his own emaciated visage as reflected in the pool.

The same afternoon Crusoe, in a private hunting excursion of his own, discovered and caught a prairie-hen, which he quietly proceeded to devour on the spot, when Dick, who saw what had occurred, whistled to him.

Obedience was engrained in every fibre of Crusoes mental and corporeal being. He did not merely answer at once to the call  he sprang to it, leaving the prairie-hen untasted.

Fetch it, pup, cried Dick eagerly as the dog came up.

In a few moments the hen was at his feet. Dicks circumstances could not brook the delay of cookery; he gashed the bird with his knife and drank the blood, and then gave the flesh to the dog, while he crept to the pool again for another draught. Ah! think not, reader, that although we have treated this subject in a slight vein of pleasantry, because it ended well, that therefore our tale is pure fiction. Not only are Indians glad to satisfy the urgent cravings of hunger with raw flesh, but many civilised men and delicately nurtured, have done the same  ay, and doubtless, will do the same again, as long as enterprising and fearless men shall go forth to dare the dangers of flood and field in the wild places of our wonderful world!

Crusoe had finished his share of the feast before Dick returned from the pool. Then master and dog lay down together side by side and fell into a long, deep, peaceful slumber.




Chapter Fifteen.

Health and happiness return  Incidents of the journey  A buffalo shot  A wild horse creased  Dicks battle with a mustang.

Dick Varleys fears and troubles, in the meantime, were ended. On the day following he awoke refreshed and happy  so happy and light at heart, as he felt the glow of returning health coursing through his veins, that he fancied he must have dreamed it all. In fact, he was so certain that his muscles were strong that he endeavoured to leap up, but was powerfully convinced of his true condition by the miserable stagger that resulted from the effort.

However, he knew he was recovering, so he rose, and thanking God for his recovery and for the new hope that was raised in his heart, he went down to the pool and drank deeply of its water. Then he returned, and, sitting down beside his dog, opened the Bible and read long  and, for the first time, earnestly  the story of Christs love for sinful man. He at last fell asleep over the book, and when he awakened felt so much refreshed in body and mind that he determined to attempt to pursue his journey.

He had not proceeded far when he came upon a colony of prairie-dogs. Upon this occasion he was little inclined to take a humorous view of the vagaries of these curious little creatures, but he shot one, and, as before, ate part of it raw. These creatures are so active that they are difficult to shoot, and even when killed generally fall into their holes and disappear. Crusoe, however, soon unearthed the dead animal on this occasion. That night the travellers came to a stream of fresh water, and Dick killed a turkey, so that he determined to spend a couple of days there to recruit. At the end of that time he again set out, but was able only to advance five miles when he broke down. In fact, it became evident to him that he must have a longer period of absolute repose ere he could hope to continue his journey, but to do so without food was impossible. Fortunately there was plenty of water, as his course lay along the margin of a small stream, and, as the arid piece of prairie was now behind him, he hoped to fall in with birds, or perhaps deer, soon.

While he was plodding heavily and wearily along, pondering these things, he came to the brow of a wave from which he beheld a most magnificent view of green grassy plains, decked with flowers, and rolling out to the horizon, with a stream meandering through it, and clumps of trees scattered everywhere far and wide. It was a glorious sight; but the most glorious object in it to Dick, at that time, was a fat buffalo which stood grazing not a hundred yards off. The wind was blowing towards him, so that the animal did not scent him, and, as he came up very slowly, and it was turned away, it did not see him.

Crusoe would have sprung forward in an instant, but his masters finger imposed silence and caution. Trembling with eagerness Dick sank flat down in the grass, cocked both barrels of his piece, and, resting it on his left hand with his left elbow on the ground, he waited until the animal should present its side. In a few seconds it moved; Dicks eye glanced along the barrel, but it trembled  his wonted steadiness of aim was gone. He fired, and the buffalo sprang off in terror. With a groan of despair he fired again,  almost recklessly,  and the buffalo fell! It rose once or twice and stumbled forward a few paces, then it fell again. Meanwhile Dick re-loaded with trembling hand, and advanced to give it another shot, but it was not needful, the buffalo was already dead.

Now, Crusoe, said Dick, sitting down on the buffalos shoulder and patting his favourite on the head, were all right at last. You and I shall have a jolly time ot, pup, from this time forard.

Dick paused for breath, and Crusoe wagged his tail and looked as if to say  pshaw! as if!

We tell ye what it is, reader, its of no use at all to go on writing as if, when we tell you what Crusoe said. If there is any language in eyes whatever,  if there is language in a tail; in a cocked ear; in a mobile eyebrow; in the point of a canine nose;  if there is language in any terrestrial thing at all, apart from that which flows from the tongue  then Crusoe spoke! Do we not speak at this moment to you? and if so, then tell me, wherein lies the difference between a written letter and a given sign?

Yes, Crusoe spoke. He said to Dick as plain as dog could say it, slowly and emphatically, Thats my opinion precisely, Dick. Youre the dearest, most beloved, jolliest fellow that ever walked on two legs, you are; and whatevers your opinion is mine, no matter how absurd it may be.

Dick evidently understood him perfectly, for he laughed as he looked at him and patted him on the head, and called him a funny dog. Then he continued his discourse Yes, pup, well make our camp here for a long bit, old dog, in this beautiful plain. Well make a willow wigwam to sleep in, you and me, jist in yon clump o trees, not a stones throw to our right, where well have a run o pure water beside us, and be near our buffalo at the same time. For, ye see, well need to watch him lest the wolves take a notion to eat him  thatll be your duty, pup. Then Ill skin him when I get strong enough, whichll be in a day or two I hope, and well put one half of the skin below us and tother half above us i the camp, an sleep, an eat, an take it easy for a week or two  wont we, pup?

Hoora-a-a-y! shouted Crusoe, with a jovial wag of his tail, that no human arm with hat, or cap, or kerchief ever equalled.

Poor Dick Varley! He smiled to think how earnestly he had been talking to the dog, but he did not cease to do it, for, although he entered into discourses, the drift of which Crusoes limited education did not permit him to follow, he found comfort in hearing the sound of his own voice, and in knowing that it fell pleasantly on another ear in that lonely wilderness.

Our hero now set about his preparations as vigorously as he could. He cut out the buffalos tongue  a matter of great difficulty to one in his weak state  and carried it to a pleasant spot near to the stream where the turf was level and green, and decked with wild flowers. Here he resolved to make his camp.

His first care was to select a bush whose branches were long enough to form a canopy over his head when bent, and the ends thrust into the ground. The completing of this exhausted him greatly, but after a rest he resumed his labours. The next thing was to light a fire  a comfort which he had not enjoyed for many weary days. Not that he required it for warmth, for the weather was extremely warm, but he required it to cook with, and the mere sight of a blaze in a dark place is a most heart-cheering thing as every one knows.

When the fire was lighted he filled his pannikin at the brook and put it on to boil, and, cutting several slices of buffalo tongue, he thrust short stakes through them and set them up before the fire to roast. By this time the water was boiling, so he took it off with difficulty, nearly burning his fingers and singeing the tail of his coat in so doing. Into the pannikin he put a lump of maple sugar and stirred it about with a stick, and tasted it. It seemed to him even better than tea or coffee. It was absolutely delicious!

Really one has no notion what he can do if he makes believe very hard. The human mind is a nicely balanced and extremely complex machine, and when thrown a little off the balance can be made to believe almost anything, as we see in the case of some poor monomaniacs, who have fancied that they were made of all sorts of things  glass and porcelain, and suchlike. No wonder then that poor Dick Varley, after so much suffering and hardship, came to regard that pannikin of hot syrup as the most delicious beverage he ever drank.

During all these operations Crusoe sat on his haunches beside him and looked. And you havent  no, you havent  got the most distant notion of the way in which that dog manoeuvred with his head and face! He opened his eyes wide, and cocked his ears, and turned his head first a little to one side, then a little to the other. After that he turned it a good deal to one side and then a good deal more to the other. Then he brought it straight and raised one eyebrow a little, and then the other a little, and then both together very much. Then, when Dick paused to rest and did nothing, Crusoe looked mild for a moment, and yawned vociferously. Presently Dick moved  up went the ears again and Crusoe came  in military parlance to the position of attention! At last supper was ready and they began.

Dick had purposely kept the dogs supper back from him, in order that they might eat it in company. And between every bite and sup that Dick took, he gave a bite  but not a sup  to Crusoe. Thus lovingly they ate together; and, when Dick lay that night under the willow branches looking up through them at the stars, with his feet to the fire, and Crusoe close along his side, he thought it the best and sweetest supper he ever ate, and the happiest evening he ever spent  so wonderfully do circumstances modify our notions of felicity!

Two weeks after this Richard was himself again. The muscles were springy, and the blood coursed fast and free, as was its wont. Only a slight, and, perhaps, salutary feeling of weakness remained, to remind him that young muscles might again become more helpless than those of an aged man or a child.

Dick had left his encampment a week ago, and was now advancing by rapid stages towards the Rocky Mountains, closely following the trail of his lost comrades, which he had no difficulty in finding and keeping, now that Crusoe was with him. The skin of the buffalo that he had killed was now strapped to his shoulders, and the skin of another animal that he had shot a few days after was cut up into a long line and slung in a coil round his neck. Crusoe was also laden. He had a little bundle of meat slung on each side of him.

For some time past numerous herds of mustangs or wild horses, had crossed their path, and Dick was now on the look out for a chance to crease one of those magnificent creatures.

On one occasion a band of mustangs galloped close up to him before they were aware of his presence, and stopped short with a wild snort of surprise on beholding him; then, wheeling round, they dashed away at full gallop, their long tails and manes flying wildly in the air, and their hoofs thundering on the plain. Dick did not attempt to crease one upon this occasion, fearing that his recent illness might have rendered his hand too unsteady for so extremely delicate an operation.

In order to crease a wild horse the hunter requires to be a perfect shot, and it is not every man of the west who carries a rifle that can do it successfully. Creasing consists in sending a bullet through the gristle of the mustangs neck, just above the bone, so as to stun the animal. If the ball enters a hairs-breadth too low, the horse falls dead instantly. If it hits the exact spot the horse falls as instantaneously, and dead to all appearance; but, in reality, he is only stunned, and if left for a few minutes will rise and gallop away nearly as well as ever. When hunters crease a horse successfully they put a rope, or halter, round his under jaw, and hobbles round his feet, so that when he rises he is secured, and, after considerable trouble, reduced to obedience.

The mustangs which roam in wild freedom on the prairies of the far west, are descended from the noble Spanish steeds that were brought over by the wealthy cavaliers who accompanied Fernando Cortez, the conqueror of Mexico, in his expedition to the new world in 1518. These bold, and, we may add, lawless cavaliers, were mounted on the finest horses that could be procured from Barbary and the deserts of the Old World. The poor Indians of the New World were struck with amazement and terror at these awful beings, for, never having seen horses before, they believed that horse and rider were one animal. During the wars that followed many of the Spaniards were killed and their steeds bounded into the wilds of the new country to enjoy a life of unrestrained freedom. These were the forefathers of the present race of magnificent creatures which are found in immense droves all over the western wilderness, from the Gulf of Mexico to the confines of the snowy regions of the far north.

At first the Indians beheld these horses with awe and terror, but gradually they became accustomed to them, and finally succeeded in capturing great numbers and reducing them to a state of servitude. Not, however, to the service of the cultivated field, but to the service of the chase and war. The savages soon acquired the method of capturing wild horses by means of the lasso  as the noose at that end of a long line of raw hide is termed  which they adroitly threw over the heads of the animals and secured them, having previously run them down. At the present day many of the savage tribes of the west almost live upon horseback, and without these useful creatures they could scarcely subsist, as they are almost indispensable in the chase of the buffalo.

Mustangs are regularly taken by the Indians to the settlements of the white men for trade, but very poor specimens are these of the breed of wild horses. This arises from two causes. First, the Indian cannot overtake the finest of a drove of wild mustangs, because his own steed is inferior to the best among the wild ones, besides being weighted with a rider, so that only the weak and inferior animals are captured. And, secondly, when the Indian does succeed in lassoing a first-rate horse he keeps it for his own use. Thus, those who have not visited the far-off prairies and seen the mustang in all the glory of untrammelled freedom, can form no adequate idea of its beauty, fleetness, and strength.

The horse, however, was not the only creature imported by Cortez. There were priests in his army who rode upon asses, and, although we cannot imagine that the fathers charged with the cavaliers and were unhorsed, or, rather, un-assed in battle, yet, somehow, the asses got rid of their riders and joined the Spanish chargers in their joyous bound into a new life of freedom. Hence wild asses also are found in the western prairies. But think not, reader, of those poor miserable wretches we see at home, which seem little better than rough door-mats sewed up and stuffed; with head, tail, and legs attached, and just enough of life infused to make them move! No, the wild ass of the prairie is a large, powerful, swift creature. He has the same long ears, it is true, and the same hideous, exasperating bray, and the same tendency to flourish his heels; but, for all that he is a very fine animal, and often wages successful warfare with the wild horse!

But to return. The next drove of mustangs that Dick and Crusoe saw were feeding quietly and unsuspectingly in a rich green hollow in the plain. Dicks heart leaped up as his eyes suddenly fell on them, for he had almost discovered himself before he was aware of their presence.

Down, pup! he whispered, as he sank and disappeared among the grass which was just long enough to cover him when lying quite flat.

Crusoe crouched immediately, and his master made his observations of the drove, and the dispositions of the ground that might favour his approach, for they were not within rifle range. Having done so he crept slowly back until the undulation of the prairie hid him from view; then he sprang to his feet, and ran a considerable distance along the bottom until he gained the extreme end of a belt of low bushes, which would effectually conceal him while he approached to within a hundred yards or less of the troop.

Here he made his arrangements. Throwing down his buffalo robe, he took the coil of line and cut off a piece of about three yards in length. On this he made a running noose. The longer line he also prepared with a running noose. These he threw in a coil over his arm.

He also made a pair of hobbles and placed them in the breast of his coat, and then, taking up his rifle, advanced cautiously through the bushes  Crusoe following close behind him. In a few minutes he was gazing in admiration at the mustangs which were now within easy shot, and utterly ignorant of the presence of man, for Dick had taken care to approach in such a way that the wind did not carry the scent of him in their direction.

And well might he admire them. The wild horse of these regions is not very large, but it is exceedingly powerful, with prominent eye, sharp nose, distended nostril, small feet, and a delicate leg. Their beautiful manes hung at great length down their arched necks, and their thick tails swept the ground. One magnificent fellow in particular attracted Dicks attention. It was of a rich dark brown colour, with black mane and tail, and seemed to be the leader of the drove.

Although not the nearest to him, he resolved to crease this horse. It is said that creasing generally destroys or damages the spirit of the horse, so Dick determined to try whether his powers of close shooting would not serve him on this occasion. Going down on one knee he aimed at the creatures neck, just a hair-breadth above the spot where he had been told that hunters usually hit them, and fired. The effect upon the group was absolutely tremendous. With wild cries and snorting terror they tossed their proud heads in the air, uncertain for one moment in which direction to fly; then there was a rush as if a hurricane swept over the place, and they were gone.

But the brown horse was down. Dick did not wait until the others had fled. He dropped his rifle, and with the speed of a deer, sprang towards the fallen horse, and affixed the hobbles to his legs. His aim had been true. Although scarcely half a minute elapsed between the shot and the fixing of the hobbles the animal recovered, and with a frantic exertion rose on his haunches, just as Dick had fastened the noose of the short line in his under jaw. But this was not enough. If the horse had gained his feet before the longer line was placed round his neck, he would have escaped. As the mustang made the second violent plunge that placed it on its legs, Dick flung the noose hastily; it caught on one ear, and would have fallen off, had not the horse suddenly shaken its head, and unwittingly sealed its own fate by bringing the noose round its neck.

And now the struggle began. Dick knew well enough, from hearsay, the method of breaking down a wild horse. He knew that the Indians choke them with the noose round the neck until they fall down exhausted and covered with foam, when they creep up, fix the hobbles and the line in the lower jaw, and then loosen the lasso to let the horse breathe, and resume its plungings till it is almost subdued, when they gradually draw near and breathe into its nostrils. But the violence and strength of this animal rendered this an apparently hopeless task. We have already seen that the hobbles and noose in the lower jaw had been fixed, so that Dick had nothing now to do but to choke his captive, and tire him out, while Crusoe remained a quiet, though excited spectator of the scene.

But there seemed to be no possibility of choking this horse. Either the muscles of his neck were too strong, or there was something wrong with the noose which prevented it from acting, for the furious creature dashed and bounded backwards and sidewise in its terror for nearly an hour, dragging Dick after it, till he was almost exhausted, and yet, at the end of that time, although flecked with foam and panting with terror, it seemed as strong as ever. Dick held both lines, for the short one attached to its lower jaw gave him great power over it. At last he thought of seeking assistance from his dog.

Crusoe, he cried, lay hold, pup.

The dog seized the long line in his teeth, and pulled with all his might. At the some moment Dick let go the short line and threw all his weight upon the long one. The noose tightened suddenly under this strain, and the mustang, with a gasp, fell choking to the ground.

Dick had often heard of the manner in which the Mexicans break their horses, so he determined to abandon the method which had already almost worn him out, and adopt the other, as far as the means in his power rendered it possible. Instead, therefore, of loosening the lasso and re-commencing the struggle, he tore a branch from a neighbouring bush, cut the hobbles, strode with his legs across the fallen steed, seized the end of the short line or bridle, and then, ordering Crusoe to quit his hold, he loosened the noose which compressed the horses neck, and had already well-nigh terminated its existence.

One or two deep sobs restored it, and in a moment it leaped to its feet with Dick firmly on its back! To say that the animal leaped and kicked in its frantic efforts to throw this intolerable burden would be a tame manner of expressing what took place. Words cannot adequately describe the scene. It reared, plunged, shrieked, vaulted into the air, stood straight up on its hind-legs, and then almost as straight upon its fore ones, but its rider held on like a burr. Then the mustang raced wildly forwards a few paces, then as wildly back, and then stood still and trembled violently. But this was only a brief lull in the storm, so Dick saw that the time was now come to assert the superiority of his race.

Stay back, Crusoe, and watch my rifle, pup, he cried, and, raising his heavy switch he brought it down with a sharp cut across the horses flank, at the same time loosening the rein which hitherto he had held tight.

The wild horse uttered a passionate cry, and sprang forward like the bolt from a cross-bow.

And now commenced a race, which, if not as prolonged, was at least as furious as that of the far-famed Mazeppa. Dick was a splendid rider, however,  at least as far as sticking on goes. He might not have come up to the precise pitch desiderated by a riding-master in regard to carriage, etcetera, but he rode that wild horse of the prairie with as much ease as he had formerly ridden his own good steed, whose bones had been picked by the wolves not long ago.

The pace was tremendous, for the youths weight was nothing to that muscular frame which bounded with cat-like agility from wave to wave of the undulating plain in ungovernable terror. In a few minutes the clump of willows where Crusoe and his rifle lay were out of sight behind, but it mattered not, for Dick had looked up at the sky and noted the position of the sun at the moment of starting. Away they went on the wings of the wind, mile after mile over the ocean-like waste  curving slightly aside now and then to avoid the bluffs that occasionally appeared on the scene for a few minutes and then swept out of sight behind them. Then they came to a little rivulet; it was a mere brook of a few feet wide, and two or three yards, perhaps, from bank to bank. Over this they flew, so easily that the spring was scarcely felt, and continued the headlong course. And now a more barren country was around them. Sandy ridges and scrubby grass appeared everywhere, reminding Dick of the place where he had been so ill. Rocks, too were scattered about, and at one place the horse dashed with clattering hoofs between a couple of rocky sand-hills which, for a few seconds, hid the prairie from view. Here the mustang suddenly shied with such violence that his rider was nearly thrown, while a rattlesnake darted from the path. Soon they emerged from this pass, and again the plains became green and verdant. Presently a distant line of trees showed that they were approaching water, and in a few minutes they were close on it. For the first time Dick felt alarm; he sought to check his steed, but no force he could exert had the smallest influence on it.

Trees and bushes flew past in bewildering confusion; the river was before him; what width, he could not tell, but he was reckless now, like his charger, which he struck with the willow rod with all his force as they came up. One tremendous bound, and they were across, but Dick had to lie flat on the mustangs back as it crashed through the bushes to avoid being scraped off by the trees. Again they were on the open plain, and the wild horse began to show signs of exhaustion.

Now was its riders opportunity to assert his dominion. He plied the willow rod and urged the panting horse on, until it was white with foam and laboured a little in its gait. Then Dick gently drew the halter, and it broke into a trot; still tighter  and it walked  and in another minute stood still, trembling in every limb. Dick now quietly rubbed its neck, and spoke to it in soothing tones, then he wheeled it gently round and urged it forward. It was quite subdued and docile. In a little time they came to the river and forded it, after which they went through the belt of woodland at a walk. By the time they reached the open prairie, the mustang was recovered sufficiently to feel its spirit returning, so Dick gave it a gentle touch with the switch, and away they went on their return journey.

But it amazed Dick not a little to find how long that journey was. Very different was the pace, too, from the previous mad gallop, and often would the poor horse have stopped had Dick allowed him. But this might not be. The shades of night were approaching, and the camp lay a long way ahead.

At last it was reached, and Crusoe came out with great demonstrations of joy, but was sent back lest he should alarm the horse. Then Dick jumped off his back, stroked his head, put his cheek close to his mouth, and whispered softly to him, after which he fastened him to a tree and rubbed him down slightly with a bunch of grass. Having done this, he left him to graze as far as his tether would permit, and, after supping with Crusoe, lay down to rest, not a little elated with his success in this first attempt at creasing and breaking a mustang.




Chapter Sixteen.

Dick becomes a horse tamer  Resumes his journey  Charlies doings  Misfortunes which lead to, but do not terminate in, the Rocky Mountains  A grizzly bear.

There is a proverb  or a saying  or at least somebody or book has told us, that some Irishman once said Be aisy, or, if ye cant be aisy, be as aisy as ye can.

Now, we count that good advice, and strongly recommend it to all and sundry. Had we been at the side of Dick Varley on the night after his taming of the wild horse, we would have strongly urged that advice upon him. Whether he would have listened to it or not is quite another question  we rather think not. Reader, if you wish to know why, go and do what he did, and if you feel no curious sensations about the region of the loins after it, we will tell you why Dick Varley wouldnt have listened to that advice. Can a man feel as if his joints were wrenched out of their sockets, and listen to advice  be that advice good or bad? Can he feel as though these joints were trying to re-set and re-dislocate themselves perpetually  and listen to advice? Can he feel as if he were sitting down on red-hot iron, when hes not sitting down at all  and listen to advice? Can he  but no! why pursue the subject? Poor Dick spent that night in misery, and the greater part of the following day in sleep, to make up for it.

When he got up to breakfast in the afternoon, he felt much better, but shaky.

Now, pup, he said, stretching himself, well go and see our horse. Ours, pup; yours and mine: didnt you help to catch him, eh! pup?

Crusoe acknowledged the fact with a wag, and a playful bow-wow-wow-oo-ow! and followed his master to the place where the horse had been picketted. It was standing there quite quiet, but looking a little timid.

Dick went boldly up to it, and patted its head and stroked its nose, for nothing is so likely to alarm either a tame or a wild horse as any appearance of timidity or hesitation on the part of those who approach them.

After treating it thus for a short time, he stroked down its neck, and then its shoulders  the horse eyeing him all the time nervously. Gradually he stroked its back and limbs gently, and walked quietly round and round it once or twice, sometimes approaching and sometimes going away, but never either hesitating or doing anything abruptly. This done, he went down to the stream and filled his cap with water and carried it to the horse, which snuffed suspiciously and backed a little, so he laid the cap down, and went up and patted him again. Presently he took up the cap and carried it to his nose; the poor creature was almost choking with thirst, so that, the moment he understood what was in the cap, he buried his lips in it and sucked it up.

This was a great point gained, he had accepted a benefit at the hands of his new master; he had become a debtor to man, and no doubt he felt the obligation. Dick filled the cap, and the horse emptied it again, and again, and again, until its burning thirst was slaked. Then Dick went up to his shoulder, patted him, undid the line that fastened him, and vaulted lightly on his back!

We say lightly, for it was so, but it wasnt easily, as Dick could have told you! However, he was determined not to forego the training of his steed on account of what he would have called a little bit pain.

At this unexpected act the horse plunged and reared a good deal, and seemed inclined to go through the performance of the day before over again, but Dick patted and stroked him into quiescence, and having done so, urged him into a gallop over the plains, causing the dog to gambol round in order that he might get accustomed to him. This tried his nerves a good deal, and no wonder, for if he took Crusoe for a wolf, which no doubt he did, he must have thought him a very giant of the pack.

By degrees they broke into a furious gallop, and after breathing him well, Dick returned and tied him to the tree. Then he rubbed him down again, and gave him another drink. This time the horse smelt his new master all over, and Dick felt that he had conquered him by kindness. No doubt the tremendous run of the day before could scarcely be called kindness, but without this subduing run he never could have brought the offices of kindness to bear on so wild a steed.

During all these operations Crusoe sat looking on with demure sagacity  drinking in wisdom and taking notes. We know not whether any notes made by the canine race have ever been given to the world, but certain are we that, if the notes and observations made by Crusoe on that journey were published, they would  to say the least  surprise us!

Next day Dick gave the wild horse his second lesson, and his name. He called him Charlie, after a much loved companion in the Mustang Valley. And long and heartily did Dick Varley laugh as he told the horse his future designation in the presence of Crusoe, for it struck him as somewhat ludicrous that a mustang, which, two days ago, pawed the earth in all the pride of independent freedom, should suddenly come down so low as to carry a hunter on his back and be named Charlie!

The next piece of instruction began by Crusoe being led up under Charlies nose, and while Dick patted the dog with his right hand he patted the horse with his left. It backed a good deal at first and snorted, but Crusoe walked slowly and quietly in front of him several times, each time coming nearer, until he again stood under his nose, then the horse smelt him nervously, and gave a sigh of relief when he found that Crusoe paid no attention to him whatever. Dick then ordered the dog to lie down at Charlies feet, and went to the camp to fetch his rifle, and buffalo robe, and pack of meat. These and all the other things belonging to him were presented for inspection, one by one, to the horse, who arched his neck, and put forward his ears, and eyed them at first, but smelt them all over, and seemed to feel more easy in his mind.

Next, the buffalo robe was rubbed over his nose, then over his eyes and head, then down his neck and shoulder, and lastly was placed on his back. Then it was taken off and flung on; after that it was strapped on, and the various little items of the camp were attached to it. This done, Dick took up his rifle and let him smell it; then he put his hand on Charlies shoulder, vaulted on to his back, and rode away.

Charlies education was completed; and now our heros journey began again in earnest, and with some prospect of its speedy termination.

In this course of training through which Dick put his wild horse, he had been at much greater pains and had taken far longer time than is usually the case among the Indians, who will catch, and break, and ride a wild horse into camp in less than three hours. But Dick wanted to do the thing well, which the Indians are not careful to do; besides, it must be borne in remembrance that this was his first attempt, and that his horse was one of the best and most high spirited, while those caught by the Indians, as we have said, are generally the poorest of a drove.

Dick now followed the trail of his lost companions at a rapid pace, yet not so rapidly as he might have done; being averse to exhausting his good dog and his new companion. Each night he encamped under the shade of a tree or a bush when he could find one, or in the open prairie when there were none, and, picketting his horse to a short stake or pin which he carried with him for the purpose, lit his fire, had supper, and lay down to rest. In a few days Charlie became so tame and so accustomed to his masters voice that he seemed quite reconciled to his new life. There can be no doubt whatever that he had a great dislike to solitude, for on one occasion, when Dick and Crusoe went off a mile or so from the camp where Charlie was tied, and disappeared from his view, he was heard to neigh so loudly that Dick ran back thinking the wolves must have attacked him. He was all right, however, and exhibited evident tokens of satisfaction when they returned.

On another occasion his fear of being left alone was more clearly demonstrated.

Dick had been unable to find wood or water that day, so he was obliged to encamp upon the open plain. The want of water was not seriously felt, however, for he had prepared a bladder in which he always carried enough to give him one pannikin of hot syrup, and leave a mouthful for Crusoe and Charlie. Dried buffalo dung formed a substitute for fuel. Spreading his buffalo robe, he lit his fire, put on his pannikin to boil, and stuck up a piece of meat to roast, to the great delight of Crusoe, who sat looking on with much interest.

Suddenly Charlie, who was picketted a few hundred yards off in a grassy spot, broke his halter close by the head-piece, and with a snort of delight bounded away, prancing and kicking up his heels!

Dick heaved a deep sigh, for he felt sure that his horse was gone. However, in a little Charlie stopped, and raised his nose high in the air, as if to look for his old equine companions. But they were gone; no answering neigh replied to his; and he felt, probably for the first time, that he was really alone in the world. Having no power of smell, whereby he might have traced them out as the dog would have done, he looked in a bewildered and excited state all round the horizon. Then his eye fell on Dick and Crusoe sitting by their little fire. Charlie looked hard at them, and then again at the horizon; and then, coming to the conclusion, no doubt, that the matter was quite beyond his comprehension, he quietly took to feeding.

Dick availed himself of the chance, and tried to catch him; but he spent an hour with Crusoe in the vain attempt, and at last they gave it up in disgust and returned to the fire, where they finished their supper and went to bed.

Next morning they saw Charlie feeding close at hand; so they took breakfast, and tried to catch him again. But it was of no use; he was evidently coquetting with them, and dodged about and defied their utmost efforts, for there was only a few inches of line hanging to his head. At last it occurred to Dick that he would try the experiment of forsaking him. So he packed up his things, rolled up the buffalo robe, threw it and the rifle on his shoulder, and walked deliberately away.

Come along, Crusoe! he cried, after walking a few paces.

But Crusoe stood by the fire with his head up, and an expression on his face that said, Hello, man! whats wrong? Youve forgot Charlie! Hold on! Are you mad?

Come here, Crusoe! cried his master in a decided tone.

Crusoe obeyed at once. Whatever mistake there might be, there was evidently none in that command; so he lowered his head and tail humbly, and trotted on with his master; but he perpetually turned his head as he went, first on this side and then on that, to look and wonder at Charlie.

When they were far away on the plain, Charlie suddenly became aware that something was wrong. He trotted to the brow of a slope with his head and tail very high up indeed, and looked after them; then he looked at the fire and neighed; then he trotted quickly up to it, and, seeing that everything was gone, he began to neigh violently, and at last started off at full speed, and overtook his friends, passing within a few feet of them, and wheeling round a few yards off, stood trembling like an aspen leaf.

Dick called him by his name and advanced, while Charlie met him half-way, and allowed himself to be saddled, bridled, and mounted forthwith.

After this Dick had no further trouble with his wild horse.

At his next camping-place, which was in the midst of a cluster of bushes close beside a creek, Dick came unexpectedly upon a little wooden cross, which marked the head of a grave. There was no inscription on it, but the Christian symbol told that it was the grave of a white man. It is impossible to describe the rush of mingled feelings that filled the soul of the young hunter as he leaned on the muzzle of his rifle and looked at this solitary resting-place of one who, doubtless like himself, had been a roving hunter. Had he been young or old when he fell?  had he a mother in the distant settlement, who watched, and longed, and waited for the son that was never more to gladden her eyes?  had he been murdered, or had he died there and been buried by his sorrowing comrades? These and a thousand questions passed rapidly through his mind as he gazed at the little cross.

Suddenly he started. Could it be the grave of Joe or Henri? For an instant the idea sent a chill to his heart; but it passed quickly, for a second glance showed that the grave was old, and that the wooden cross had stood over it for years.

Dick turned away with a saddened heart; and that night, as he pored over the pages of his Bible, his mind was filled with many thoughts about eternity and the world to come. He, too, must come to the grave one day, and quit the beautiful prairies and his loved rifle. It was a sad thought; but while he meditated he thought upon his mother. After all, he murmured, there must be happiness without the rifle, and youth, and health, and the prairie! My mothers happy, yet she dont shoot, or ride like wildfire over the plains. Then that word which had been sent so sweetly to him through her hand came again to his mind, My son, give me thine heart; and as he read Gods book, he met with the word, Delight thyself in the Lord, and he shall give thee the desire of thine heart.

The desire of thine heart. Dick repeated this, and pondered it till he fell asleep.

A misfortune soon after this befell Dick Varley, which well-nigh caused him to give way to despair. For some time past he had been approaching the eastern slopes of the Rocky Mountains  those ragged, jagged, mighty hills, which run through the whole continent from north to south in a continuous chain, and form, as it were, the backbone of America. One morning, as he threw the buffalo robe off his shoulders and sat up, he was horrified to find the whole earth covered with a mantle of snow. We say he was horrified, for this rendered it absolutely impossible any further to trace his companions either by scent or sight.

For some time he sat musing bitterly on his sad fate, while his dog came and laid his head sympathisingly on his arm.

Ah! pup, he said, I know yed help me if ye could! But its all up now; theres no chance of findin them  none.

To this Crusoe replied by a low whine. He knew full well that something distressed his master, but he hadnt yet ascertained what it was. As something had to be done, Dick put the buffalo robe on his steed, and, mounting, said, as he was in the habit of doing each morning, Lead on, pup.

Crusoe put his nose to the ground and ran forward a few paces, then he returned and ran about snuffing and scraping up the snow. At last he looked up, and uttered a long melancholy howl.

Ah! I knowed it, said Dick, pushing forward. Come on, pup, youll have to follow now. Any way we must go on.

The snow that had fallen was not deep enough to offer the slightest obstruction to their advance. It was, indeed, only one of those occasional showers common to that part of the country in the late autumn, which season had now crept upon Dick almost before he was aware of it, and he fully expected that it would melt away in a few days. In this hope he kept steadily advancing, until he found himself in the midst of those rocky fastnesses which divide the waters that flow into the Atlantic from those that flow into the Pacific Ocean. Still the slight crust of snow lay on the ground, and he had no means of knowing whether he was going in the right direction or not.

Game was abundant, and there was no lack of wood now, so that his night bivouac was not so cold or dreary as might have been expected.

Travelling, however, had become difficult, and even dangerous, owing to the rugged nature of the ground over which he proceeded. The scenery had completely changed in its character. Dick no longer coursed over the free, open plains, but he passed through beautiful valleys filled with luxuriant trees, and hemmed in by stupendous mountains, whose rugged sides rose upward until the snow-clad peaks pierced the clouds.

There was something awful in these dark solitudes, quite overwhelming to a youth of Dicks temperament; his heart began to sink lower and lower every day, and the utter impossibility of making up his mind what to do became at length agonising. To have turned and gone back the hundreds of miles over which he had travelled would have caused him some anxiety under any circumstances, but to do so while Joe and Henri were either wandering about there or in the power of the savages, was, he felt, out of the question. Yet, in which way should he go? Whatever course he took might lead him further and further away from them.

In this dilemma he came to the determination of remaining where he was, at least until the snow should leave the ground.

He felt great relief even when this hopeless course was decided upon, and set about making himself an encampment with some degree of cheerfulness. When he had completed this task, he took his rifle, and leaving Charlie picketted in the centre of a dell, where the long, rich grass rose high above the snow, went off to hunt.

On turning a rocky point his heart suddenly bounded into his throat, for there, not thirty yards distant, stood a huge grizzly bear!

Yes, there he was at last, the monster to meet which the young hunter had so often longed,  the terrible size and fierceness of which he had heard so often spoken about by the old hunters. There it stood at last; but little did Dick Varley think that the first time he should meet with his foe should be when alone in the dark recesses of the Rocky Mountains, and with none to succour him in the event of the battle going against him. Yes! there was one. The faithful Crusoe stood by his side, with his hair bristling, all his formidable teeth exposed, and his eyes glaring in their sockets. Alas! for poor Crusoe, had he gone into that combat alone. One stroke of that monsters paw would have hurled him dead upon the ground.




Chapter Seventeen.

Dicks first fight with a grizzly  Adventure with a deer  A surprise.

There is no animal in all the land so terrible and dangerous as the grizzly bear. Not only is he the largest of the species in America, but he is the fiercest, the strongest, and the most tenacious of life, facts which are so well understood that few of the western hunters like to meet him single-handed, unless they happen to be first-rate shots; and the Indians deem the encounter so dangerous, that to wear a collar composed of the claws of a grizzly bear of his own killing, is counted one of the highest honours to which a young warrior can attain.

The grizzly bear resembles the brown bear of Europe, but it is larger, and the hair is long, the points being of a paler shade. About the head there is a considerable mixture of grey hair, giving it the grizzly appearance, from which it derives its name. The claws are dirty white, arched, and very long, and so strong that when the animal strikes with its paw they cut like a chisel. These claws are not embedded in the paw, as is the case with the cat, but always project far beyond the hair, thus giving to the foot a very ungainly appearance; they are not sufficiently curved to enable the grizzly bear to climb trees, like the black and brown bears, and this inability on their part is often the only hope of the pursued hunter, who, if he succeeds in ascending a tree, is safe, for the time at least, from the bears assaults; but Caleb is a patient creature, and will often wait at the foot of the tree for many hours for his victim.

The average length of his body is about nine feet, but he sometimes attains to a still larger growth. Caleb is more carnivorous in his habits than other bears; but, like them, he does not object to indulge occasionally in vegetable diet, being partial to the bird-cherry, the choke-berry, and various shrubs. He has a sweet tooth, too, and revels in honey  when he can get it.

The instant the grizzly bear beheld Dick Varley standing in his path, he rose on his hind-legs, and made a loud hissing noise, like a man breathing quick, but much harsher. To this Crusoe replied by a deep growl, and showing the utmost extent of his teeth, gums and all; and Dick cocked both barrels of his rifle.

To say that Dick Varley felt no fear would be simply to make him out that sort of hero which does not exist in nature, namely a perfect hero. He did feel a sensation as if his bowels had suddenly melted into water! Let not our reader think the worse of Dick for this. There is not a man living who, having met with a huge grizzly bear for the first time in his life, in a wild, solitary place, all alone, has not experienced some such sensation. There was no cowardice in this feeling. Fear is not cowardice. Acting in a wrong and contemptible manner because of our fear, is cowardice.

It is said that Wellington or Napoleon, we forget which, once stood watching the muster of the men who were to form the forlorn hope in storming a citadel. There were many brave, strong, stalwart men there, in the prime of life, and flushed with the blood of high health and courage. There were also there a few stern-browed men of riper years, who stood perfectly silent, with lips compressed, and as pale as death. Yonder veterans, said the general, pointing to these soldiers, are men whose courage I can depend on; they know what they are going to, the others dont! Yes, these young soldiers very probably were brave; the others certainly were.

Dick Varley stood for a few seconds as if thunderstruck, while the bear stood hissing at him. Then the liquefaction of his interior ceased, and he felt a glow of fire gush through his veins. Now, Dick knew well enough that to fly from a grizzly bear was the sure and certain way of being torn to pieces, as when taken thus by surprise they almost invariably follow a retreating enemy. He also knew that if he stood where he was, perfectly still, the bear would, get uncomfortable under his stare, and would retreat from him. But he neither intended to run away himself nor to allow the bear to do so; he intended to kill it, so he raised his rifle quickly, drew a bead, as the hunters express it, on the bears heart, and fired.

It immediately dropped on its fore-legs and rushed at him.

Back, Crusoe, out of the way, pup, shouted Dick, as his favourite was about to spring forward.

The dog retired, and Dick leaped behind a tree. As the bear passed he gave it the contents of the second barrel behind the shoulder, which brought it down, but in another moment it rose and again rushed at him. Dick had no time to load, neither had he time to spring up the thick tree beside which he stood, and the rocky nature of the ground out of which it grew rendered it impossible to dodge round it. His only resource was flight; but where was he to fly to? If he ran along the open track, the bear would overtake him in a few seconds; on the right was a sheer precipice, a hundred feet high; on the left was an impenetrable thicket. In despair he thought for an instant of clubbing his rifle and meeting the monster in close conflict; but the utter hopelessness of such an effort was too apparent to be entertained for a moment. He glanced up at the overhanging cliffs. There were one or two rents and projections close above him. In the twinkling of an eye he sprang up and grasped a ledge of about an inch broad, ten or twelve feet up, to which he clung while he glanced upward. Another projection was within reach,  he gained it, and in a few seconds he stood upon a ledge about twenty feet up the cliff, where he had just room to plant his feet firmly.

Without waiting to look behind he seized his powder-horn and loaded one barrel of his rifle; and well was it for him that his early training had fitted him to do this with rapidity, for the bear dashed up the precipice after him at once. The first time it missed its hold, and fell back with a savage growl, but, on the second attempt, it sunk its long claws into the fissures between the rocks, and ascended steadily till within a foot of the place where Dick stood.

At this moment Crusoes obedience gave way before a sense of Dicks danger. Uttering one of his lion-like roars, he rushed up the precipice with such violence that, although naturally unable to climb, he reached and seized the bears flank, despite his masters stern order to keep back, and in a moment the two rolled down the face of the rock together, just as Dick completed loading.

Knowing that one stroke of the bears paw would be certain death to his poor dog, Dick leaped from his perch, and, with one bound reached the ground at the same moment with the struggling animals, and close beside them, and, before they had ceased rolling, he placed the muzzle of his rifle into the bears ear, and blew out its brains.

Crusoe, strange to say, escaped with only one scratch on the side. It was a deep one, but not dangerous, and gave him but little pain at the time, although it caused him many a smart for some weeks after.

Thus happily ended Dicks first encounter with a grizzly bear; and although, in the course of his wild life he shot many specimens of Caleb, he used to say that he an pup were never so near goin under as on the day he dropped that bar!

Having refreshed himself with a long draught from a neighbouring rivulet, and washed Crusoes wound, Dick skinned the bear on the spot.

We chawed him up that time, didnt we, pup? said Dick, with a smile of satisfaction, as he surveyed his prize.

Crusoe looked up and assented to this.

Gave us a hard tussle, though; very nigh sent us both under, didnt he, pup!

Crusoe agreed entirely, and, as if the remark reminded him of honourable scars, he licked his wound.

Ah, pup! cried Dick, sympathetically, does it hurt ye, eh, poor dog?

Hurt him! such a question! No, he should think not; better ask if that leap from the precipice hurt yourself.

So Crusoe might have said, but he didnt; he took no notice of the remark whatever.

Well cut him up now, pup, continued Dick. The skin ll make a splendid bed for you an me o nights, and a saddle for Charlie.

Dick cut out all the claws of the bear by the roots, and spent the remainder of that night in cleaning them and stringing them on a strip of leather to form a necklace. Independently of the value of these enormous claws (the largest as long as a mans middle finger) as an evidence of prowess, they formed a remarkably graceful collar, which Dick wore round his neck ever after with as much pride as if he had been a Pawnee warrior.

When it was finished he held it out at arms length, and said, Crusoe, my pup, aint ye proud of it? Ill tell ye what it is, pup, the next time you an I floor Caleb, Ill put the claws round your neck, an make ye wear em ever arter, so I will.

The dog did not seem quite to appreciate this piece of prospective good fortune. Vanity had no place in his honest breast, and, sooth to say, it had not a large place in that of his master either, as we may well grant when we consider that this first display of it was on the occasion of his hunters soul having at last realised its brightest day-dream.

Dicks dangers and triumphs seemed to accumulate on him rather thickly at this place, for on the very next day he had a narrow escape of being killed by a deer. The way of it was this.

Having run short of meat, and not being particularly fond of grizzly bear steak, he shouldered his rifle and sallied forth in quest of game, accompanied by Crusoe, whose frequent glances towards his wounded side showed that, whatever may have been the case the day before, it hurt him now.

They had not gone far when they came on the track of a deer in the snow, and followed it up till they spied a magnificent buck about three hundred yards off, standing in a level patch of ground which was everywhere surrounded either by rocks or thicket. It was a long shot; but as the nature of the ground rendered it impossible for Dick to get nearer without being seen, he fired, and wounded the buck so badly that he came up with it in a few minutes. The snow had drifted in the place where it stood bolt upright, ready for a spring, so Dick went round a little way, Crusoe following, till he was in a proper position to fire again. Just as he pulled the trigger, Crusoe gave a howl behind him, and disturbed his aim, so that he feared he had missed; but the deer fell, and he hurried towards it. On coming up, however, the buck sprang to its legs, rushed at him with its hair bristling, knocked him down in the snow, and deliberately commenced stamping him to death.

Dick was stunned for a moment, and lay quite still, so the deer left off pommelling him, and stood looking at him. But the instant he moved it plunged at him again and gave him another pounding, until he was content to lie still. This was done several times, and Dick felt his strength going fast. He was surprised that Crusoe did not come to his rescue, and once he cleared his mouth and whistled to him; but as the deer gave him another pounding for this, he didnt attempt it again. He now for the first time bethought him of his knife, and quietly drew it from his belt; but the deer observed the motion, and was on him again in a moment. Dick, however, sprang up on his left elbow, and, making several desperate thrusts upward, succeeded in stabbing the animal to the heart.

Rising and shaking the snow from his garments, he whistled loudly to Crusoe, and, on listening, heard him whining piteously. He hurried to the place whence the sound came, and found that the poor dog had fallen into a deep pit or crevice in the rocks, which had been concealed from view by a crust of snow, and he was now making frantic but unavailing efforts to leap out.

Dick soon freed him from his prison by means of his belt, which he let down for the dog to grasp, and then returned to camp with as much deer-meat as he could carry. Dear meat it certainly was to him, for it had nearly cost him his life, and left him all black and blue for weeks after. Happily no bones were broken, so the incident only confined him a day to his encampment.

Soon after this the snow fell thicker than ever, and it became evident that an unusually early winter was about to set in among the mountains. This was a terrible calamity, for, if the regular snow of winter set in, it would be impossible for him either to advance or retreat.

While he was sitting on his bear-skin by the campfire one day, thinking anxiously what he should do, and feeling that he must either make the attempt to escape, or perish miserably in that secluded spot, a strange, unwonted sound struck upon his ear, and caused both him and Crusoe to spring violently to their feet and listen. Could he be dreaming? it seemed like the sound of human voices. For a moment he stood with his eyes rivetted on the ground, his lips apart and his nostrils distended, as he listened with the utmost intensity. Then he darted out and bounded round the edge of a rock which concealed an extensive but narrow valley from his view, and there, to his amazement, he beheld a band of about a hundred human beings advancing on horseback slowly through the snow!




Chapter Eighteen.

A surprise and a piece of good news  The fur-traders  Crusoe proved, and the Peigans pursued.

Dicks first and most natural impulse, on beholding this band, was to mount his horse and fly, for his mind naturally enough recurred to the former rough treatment he had experienced at the hands of Indians. On second thoughts, however, he considered it wiser to throw himself upon the hospitality of the strangers; for, thought he, they can but kill me, an if I remain here Im like to die at any rate.

So Dick mounted his wild horse, grasped his rifle in his right hand, and, followed by Crusoe, galloped full tilt down the valley to meet them.

He had heard enough of the customs of savage tribes, and had also of late experienced enough, to convince him that when a man found himself in the midst of an overwhelming force, his best policy was to assume an air of confident courage. He therefore approached them at his utmost speed.

The effect upon the advancing band was electrical; and little wonder, for the young hunters appearance was very striking. His horse, from having rested a good deal of late, was full of spirit; its neck was arched, its nostrils expanded, and its mane and tail, never having been checked in their growth, flew wildly around him in voluminous curls. Dicks own hair, not having been clipped for many months, appeared scarcely less wild as they thundered down the rocky pass at what appeared a break-neck gallop. Add to this the grandeur of the scene out of which they sprang, and the gigantic dog that bounded by his side, and you will not be surprised to hear that the Indian warriors clustered together, and prepared to receive this bold horseman as if he, in his own proper person, were a complete squadron of cavalry. It is probable, also, that they fully expected the tribe of which Dick was the chief to be at his heels.

As he drew near the excitement among the strangers seemed very great, and, from the peculiarity of the various cries that reached him, he knew that there were women and children in the band  a fact which, in such a place and at such a season, was so unnatural, that it surprised him very much. He noted also that, though the men in front were Indians, their dresses were those of trappers and hunters, and he almost leaped out of his saddle when he observed that Pale-faces were among them. But he had barely time to note these facts when he was up with the band. According to Indian custom, he did not check his speed till he was within four or five yards of the advance-guard, who stood in a line before him, quite still, and with their rifles lying loosely in their left palms; then he reined his steed almost on its haunches.

One of the Indians advanced and spoke a few words in a language which was quite unintelligible to Dick, who replied, in the little Pawnee he could muster, that he didnt understand him.

Why, you must be a trapper! exclaimed a thick-set, middle-aged man, riding out from the group. Can you speak English?

Ay, that can I, cried Dick, joyfully, riding up and shaking the stranger heartily by the hand; an right glad am I to fall in wi a white-skin an a civil tongue in his head.

Good sooth, sir, replied the stranger, with a quiet smile on his kind, weather-beaten face, I can return you the compliment, for when I saw you come thundering down the corrie with that wonderful horse and no less wonderful dog of yours, I thought you were the wild man o the mountain himself, and had an ambush ready to back you. But, young man, do you mean to say that you live here in the mountain all alone after this fashion?

No, that I dont. Ive comed here in my travels; but, truly, this beant my home. But, sir (for I see you are what the fur-traders call a bourgeois), how comes it that such a band as this rides i the mountains! Dye mean to say that they live here? Dick looked round in surprise, as he spoke, upon the crowd of mounted men and women, with children and pack-horses, that now surrounded him.

Tis a fair question, lad. I am a principal among the fur-traders whose chief trading-post lies near the Pacific Ocean, on the west side of these mountains, and I have come with these trappers and their families, as you see, to hunt the beaver and other animals for a season in the mountains. Weve never been here before; but thats a matter of little moment, for its not the first time Ive been on what may be called a discovery-trading expedition. We are somewhat entangled, however, just now, among these wild passes, and, if you can guide us out of our difficulties to the east side of the mountains, Ill thank you heartily and pay you well. But first tell me who and what you are, if its a fair question.

My name is Dick Varley, and my homes in the Mustang Valley, near the Missouri river. As to what I am  Im nothin yet, but I hope to desarve the name o a hunter some day. I can guide you to the east side o the mountains, for Ive comed from there; but more than that I cant do, for Im a stranger to the country here, like yourself. But youre on the east side o the mountains already, if I mistake not; only these mountains are so rugged and jumbled up, that its not easy tellin where ye are. And what, continued Dick, may be the name o the bourgeois who speaks to me?

My name is Cameron  Walter Cameron  a well-known name among the Scottish hills, although it sounds a little strange here. And now, young man, will you join my party as guide, and afterwards remain as trapper? It will pay you better, I think, than roving about alone.

Dick shook his head and looked grave. Ill guide you, said he, as far as my knowledge ll help me; but after that I must return to look for two comrades whom I have lost. They have been driven into the mountains by a band of Injuns. God grant they may not have bin scalped.

The traders face looked troubled, and he spoke with one of his Indians for a few minutes in earnest, hurried tones.

What were they like, young man?

Dick described them.

The same, continued the trader; theyve been seen, lad, not more than two days ago, by this Indian here, when he was out hunting alone some miles away from our camp. He came suddenly on a band of Indians, who had two prisoners with them, such as you describe. They were stout, said you?

Yes, both of them, cried Dick, listening with intense eagerness.

Ay. They were tied to their horses, an from what I know of these fellows Im sure theyre doomed. But Ill help you, my friend, as well as I can. They cant be far from this. I treated my Indians story about them as a mere fabrication, for hes the most notorious liar in my company; but he seems to have spoken truth for once.

Thanks, thanks, good sir, cried Dick. Had we not best turn back and follow them at once?

Nay, friend, not quite so fast, replied Cameron, pointing to his people. These must be provided for first, but I shall be ready before the sun goes down. And now, as I presume you dont bivouac in the snow, will you kindly conduct us to your encampment, if it be not far hence?

Although burning with impatience to fly to the rescue of his friends, Dick felt constrained to comply with so reasonable a request, so he led the way to his camping-place, where the band of fur-traders immediately began to pitch their tents, cut down wood, kindle fires, fill their kettles with water, cook their food, and, in fact, make themselves comfortable. The wild spot which, an hour before, had been so still, and grand, and gloomy, was now, as if by magic, transformed into a bustling village, with bright fires blazing among the rocks and bushes, and merry voices of men, women, and children ringing in the air. It seemed almost incredible, and no wonder Dick, in his bewilderment, had difficulty in believing it was not all a dream.

In days long gone by the fur-trade in that country was carried on in a very different way from the manner in which it is now conducted. These wild regions, indeed, are still as lonesome and untenanted (save by wild beasts and wandering tribes of Indians), as they were then; but the Indians of the present day have become accustomed to the pale-faced trader, whose little wooden forts or trading-posts are dotted here and there, at wide intervals, all over the land. But in the days of which we write it was not so. The fur-traders at that time went forth in armed bands into the heart of the Indians country, and he who went forth did so with his life in his hand. As in the case of the soldier who went out to battle, there was great probability that he might never return.

The band of which Walter Cameron was the chief had, many months before, started from one of the distant posts of Oregon on a hunting expedition into the then totally unknown lands of the Snake Indians. It consisted of about sixty men, thirty women, and as many children of various ages,  about a hundred and twenty souls in all. Many of the boys were capable of using the gun and setting a beaver-trap. The men were a most motley set. There were Canadians, half-breeds, Iroquois, and Scotchmen. Most of the women had Indian blood in their veins, and a few were pure Indians.

The equipment of this strange band consisted of upwards of two hundred beaver-traps  which are similar to our rat-traps, with this difference, that they have two springs and no teeth  seventy guns, a few articles for trade with the Indians, and a large supply of powder and ball; the whole  men, women, children, goods, and chattels  being carried on the backs of nearly four hundred horses. Many of these horses, at starting, were not laden, being designed for the transport of furs that were to be taken in the course of the season.

For food this adventurous party depended entirely on their guns, and during the march hunters were kept constantly out ahead. As a matter of course their living was precarious. Sometimes their kettles were overflowing; at others they scarce refrained from eating their horses. But, during the months they had already spent in the wilderness, good living had been the rule, starvation the exception. They had already collected a large quantity of beaver-skins, which at that time were among the most valuable in the market, although they are now scarcely saleable!

Having shot two wild horses, seven elks, six small deer, and four big-horned sheep, the day before they met Dick Varley, the camp-kettles were full, and the people consequently happy.

Now, Master Dick Varley, said Cameron, touching the young hunter on the shoulder as he stood ready equipped by one of the campfires; Im at your service. The people wont need any more looking after to-night. Ill divide my men  thirty shall go after this rascally band of Peigans, for such I believe they are, and thirty shall remain to guard the camp. Are you ready?

Ready! ay, this hour past.

Mount then, lad; the men have already been told off and are mustering down yonder where the deer gave you such a licking.

Dick needed no second bidding. He vaulted on Charlies back and along with their commander joined the men, who were thirty as fine, hardy, reckless-looking fellows as one could desire for a forlorn hope. They were chatting and laughing while they examined their guns and saddle girths. Their horses were sorry-looking animals compared with the magnificent creature that Dick bestrode, but they were hardy, nevertheless, and well fitted for their peculiar work.

My! wot a blazer, exclaimed a trapper as Dick rode up.

Where you git him? inquired a half-breed.

I caught him, answered Dick.

Baw! cried the first speaker.

Dick took no notice of this last remark.

No, did ye though? he asked again.

I did, answered Dick, quietly; I creased him in the prairie  you can see the mark on his neck if you look.

The men began to feel that the young hunter was perhaps a little beyond them at their own trade, and regarded him with increased respect.

Look sharp now, lads, said Cameron, impatiently, to several dilatory members of the band. Night will be on us ere long.

Who sold ye the bear-claw collar? inquired another man of Dick.

I didnt buy it. I killed the bear and made it.

Did ye, though, all be yer lone?

Ay, that wasnt much, was it?

Youve begun well, yonker, said a tall middle-aged hunter, whose general appearance was not unlike that of Joe Blunt. Jest keep clear o the Injuns an the grog bottle an yeve a glorous life before ye.

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the order being given to move on, which was obeyed in silence, and the cavalcade, descending the valley, entered one of the gorges in the mountains.

For the first half mile Cameron rode a little ahead of his men, then he turned to speak to one of them and for the first time observed Crusoe trotting close beside his masters horse.

Ah! Master Dick, he exclaimed with a troubled expression, that wont do. It would never do to take a dog on an expedition like this.

Why not? asked Dick, the pups quiet and peaceable.

I doubt it not, but he will betray our presence to the Indians, which might be inconvenient.

Ive travelled more than a thousand miles through prairie and forest, among game an among Injuns, an the pup never betrayed me yet, said Dick, with suppressed vehemence; he has saved my life more than once though.

You seem to have perfect confidence in your dog, but as this is a serious matter you must not expect me to share in it without proof of his trustworthiness.

The pup may be useful to us; how would you have it proved? inquired Dick.

Any way you like.

You forgot your belt at starting, I think I heered ye say.

Yes, I did, replied the trader, smiling.

Dick immediately took hold of Camerons coat, and bade Crusoe smell it, which the dog did very carefully. Then he showed him his own belt and said: Go back to the camp and fetch it, pup.

Crusoe was off in a moment, and in less than twenty minutes returned with Camerons belt in his mouth.

Well, Ill trust him, said Cameron, patting Crusoes head. Forward, lads! and away they went at a brisk trot along the bottom of a beautiful valley on each side of which the mountains towered in dark masses. Soon the moon rose and afforded light sufficient to enable them to travel all night in the track of the Indian hunter who said he had seen the Peigans, and who was constituted guide to the party. Hour after hour the horsemen pressed on without check, now galloping over a level plain, now bounding by the banks of a rivulet, or bending their heads to escape the boughs of overhanging trees, and anon toiling slowly up among the rocks of some narrow defile. At last the moon set, and the order was given to halt in a little plain where there was wood and water.

The horses were picketted, a fire kindled, a mouthful of dried meat hastily eaten, the watch was set, and then each man scraped away the snow, spread some branches on the ground, and, wrapping himself in his blanket, went to sleep with his feet presented towards the fire.

Two hours were allowed for rest; then they were awakened, and in a few minutes were off again by the grey light of dawn. In this way they travelled two nights and a day. At the end of that time they came suddenly on a small party of nine Indians who were seated on the ground with their snow-shoes and blankets by their sides. They had evidently been taken by surprise, but they made no attempt to escape, knowing that it was useless. Each sat still with his bow and arrows between his legs on the ground ready for instant use.

As soon as Cameron spoke, however, in their own language they felt relieved and began to talk.

Where do you come from, and what are you doing here? asked the trader.

We have come to trade with the white men, one of them replied, and to hunt. We have come from the Missouri. Our country is far away.

Do Peigans hunt with war-arrows? asked Cameron, pointing to their weapons.

This question seemed to perplex them, for they saw that their interrogator knew the difference between a war and a hunting arrow  the former being barbed in order to render its extraction from the wound difficult, while the head of the latter is round and can be drawn out of game that has been killed, and used again.

And do Peigans, continued Cameron, come from a far country to trade with the white men with nothing?

Again the Indians were silent, for they had not an article of trade about them.

Cameron now felt convinced that this party of Peigans, into whose hands Joe Blunt and Henri had fallen, were nothing else than a war-party, and that the men now before him were a scouting-party sent out from them, probably to spy out his own camp, on the trail of which they had fallen, so he said to them  

The Peigans are not wise men, they tell lies to the traders. I will tell you that you are a war-party, and that you are only a few warriors sent out to spy the traders camp. You have also two Pale-face prisoners in your camp. You cannot deceive me. It is useless to try. Now, conduct me to your camp. My object is not war; it is peace. I will speak with your chiefs about trading with the white men, and we will smoke the pipe of peace. Are my words good?

Despite their proverbial control of muscle, these Indians could not conceal their astonishment at hearing so much of their affairs thus laid bare, so they said that the Pale-face chief was wise, that he must be a great medicine-man, and that what he said was all true except about the white men. They had never seen any Pale-faces, and knew nothing whatever about those he spoke of.

This was a terrible piece of news to poor Dick, and at first his heart fairly sank within him, but by degrees he came to be more hopeful. He concluded that if these men told lies in regard to one thing they would do it in regard to another, and perhaps they might have some strong reason for denying any knowledge of Joe and Henri.

The Indians now packed up the buffalo robes on which they had slept, and the mouthful of provisions they had taken with them.

I dont believe a word of what they say about your friends, said Cameron to Dick in a low tone while the Indians were thus engaged. Depend upon it they hope to hide them till they can send to the settlements and get a ransom, or till they get an opportunity of torturing them to death before their women and children when they get back to their own village. But well baulk them, my friend, do not fear.

The Indians were soon ready to start, for they were lumbered with marvellously little camp equipage. In less than half an hour after their discovery they were running like deer ahead of the cavalcade in the direction of the Peigan camp.




Chapter Nineteen.

Adventures with the Peigans  Crusoe does good service as a discoverer  The savages outwitted  The rescue.

A run of twenty miles brought the travellers to a rugged defile in the mountains, from which they had a view of a beautiful valley of considerable extent. During the last two days a steady thaw had been rapidly melting away the snow, so that it appeared only here and there in the landscape in dazzling patches. At the distance of about half a mile from where they halted to breathe the horses before commencing the descent into this vale, several thin wreaths of smoke were seen rising above the trees.

Is that your camp? inquired Cameron, riding up to the Indian runners who stood in a group in front, looking as fresh after their twenty miles run as though they had only had a short walk.

To this they answered in the affirmative, adding that there were about two hundred Peigans there.

It might have been thought that thirty men would have hesitated to venture to attack so large a number as two hundred; but it had always been found in the experience of Indian life, that a few resolute white men well armed were more than a match for ten times their number of Indians. And this arose not so much from the superior strength or agility of the whites over their red foes, as from that bull-dog courage and utter recklessness of their lives in combat,  qualities which the crafty savage can neither imitate nor understand. The information was received with perfect indifference by most of the trappers, and with contemptuous laughter by some, for a large number of Camerons men were wild, evil-disposed fellows, who would have as gladly taken the life of an Indian as a buffalo.

Just as the word was given to resume the march, Dick Varley rode up to Cameron, and said in a somewhat anxious tone Dye obsarve, sir, that one o the Red-skins has gone off ahead o his comrades?

I see that, Master Dick, and it was a mistake of mine not to have stopped him, but he was gone too far before I observed it, and I thought it better to appear unconcerned. We must push on, though, and give him as short time as possible to talk with his comrades in the camp.

The trappers pressed forward accordingly at a gallop, and were soon in front of the clump of trees amongst which the Peigans were encamped. Their approach had evidently spread great alarm among them, for there was a good deal of bustle and running to and fro, but by the time the trappers had dismounted and advanced in a body on foot, the savages had resumed their usual quiet dignity of appearance, and were seated calmly round their fires with their bows and arrows beside them. There were no tents, no women or children, and the general aspect of the men showed Cameron conclusively that his surmise about their being a war-party was correct.

A council was immediately called; the trappers ranged themselves on one side of the council-fire and the Indians on the other. Meanwhile, our friend Crusoe had been displaying considerable irritability against the Indians, and he would certainly have attacked the whole two hundred single-handed if he had not been ordered by his master to lie still, but never in his life before had Crusoe obeyed with such a bad grace. He bristled and whined in a low tremulous tone, and looked imploringly at Dick as if for permission to fly at them.

The Pale-faced traders are glad to meet with the Peigans, began Cameron, who determined to make no allusion to his knowledge that they were a war-party, for they wish to be friends with all the children of the woods and prairies. They wish to trade with them; to exchange blankets, and guns, and beads, and other goods which the Peigans require, for furs of animals which the Pale-faces require.

Ho! ho! exclaimed the Indians; which expression might be translated, Hear, hear.

But, continued Cameron, we wish to have no war. We wish to see the hatchet buried, and to see all the Red-men and the white men smoking the pipe of peace, and hunting like brothers.

The Ho-ho-ing at this was very emphatic.

Now, resumed the trader, the Peigans have got two prisoners  two Pale-faces  in their camp, and, as we cannot be on good terms while our brothers are detained, we have come to ask for them, and to present some gifts to the Peigans.

To this there was no Ho at all, but a prolonged silence, which was at length interrupted by a tall chief stepping forward to address the trappers.

What the Pale-face chief has said is good, began the Indian. His words are wise, and his heart is not double. The Red-men are willing to smoke the pipe of peace, and to hunt with all men as brothers, but they cannot do it while many of their scalps are hanging in the lodges of their enemies and fringing the robes of the warriors. The Peigans must have vengeance; then they will make peace.

After a short pause he continued The chief is wrong when he says there are Pale-faces in the Peigan camp. The Peigans are not at war with the Pale-faces; neither have they seen any on their march. The camp is open. Let the Pale-faces look round and see that what we say is true.

The chief waved his hand towards his warriors as he concluded, as if to say, Search amongst them. There are no Pale-faces there.

Cameron now spoke to Dick in a low tone. They speak confidently, he said, and I fear greatly that your poor comrades have either been killed or conveyed away from the camp and hidden among the mountains, in which case, even though they should not be far off, it would be next to impossible to find them, especially when such a band o rascals is near, compelling us to keep together. But Ill try what a little tempting them with goods will do. At any rate we shant give in without a scuffle.

It now, for the first time, flashed across Dick Varley that there was something more than he imagined in Crusoes restless anxiety, which had not in the least abated, and the idea of making use of him now occurred to his mind.

Ive a notion that Ill settle this matter in a shorter time than you think, he said hurriedly, if youll agree to try what threatening will do.

The trader looked grave and undecided. I never resort to that except as a last hope, he answered, but Ive a good deal of confidence in your prudence, what would you advise?

Dick and the trader whispered a few minutes together, while some of the men, in order to show the Indians how perfectly unconcerned they were, and how ready for anything, took out their pipes and began to smoke. Both parties were seated on the ground, and during this interval the Indians also held eager discussion.

At length Cameron stood up, and said to his men in a quiet tone, Be ready, lads, for instant action; when I give the word Up, spring to your feet and cock your guns, but dont fire a shot till you get the word. He then stepped forward and said  

The Peigan warriors are double-tongued; they know that they have hid the Pale-face prisoners. We do not wish to quarrel, but if they are not delivered up at once, the Pale-faces and the Peigans will not be friends.

Upon this the Indian chief again stood forward and said, The Peigans are not double-tongued. They have not seen Pale-faces till to-day. They can say no more.

Without moving hand or foot, Cameron then said in a firm tone, The first Peigan that moves shall die! Up, lads, and ready!

In the twinkling of an eye the trappers sprang to their feet, and cocking their rifles stood perfectly motionless, scowling at the savages, who were completely taken by surprise at the unusual suddenness and informality of such a declaration of war. Not a man moved, for, unlike white men, they seldom risk their lives in open fight; and as they looked at the formidable row of muzzles that waited but a word to send instant death into their midst, they felt that discretion was at that time the better part of valour.

Now, said Cameron, while Dick Varley and Crusoe stepped up beside him, my young warrior will search for the Pale-face prisoners. If they are found, we will take them and go away. If they are not found, we will ask the Peigans to forgive us, and will give them gifts. But in the meantime, if a Peigan moves from the spot where he sits, or lifts a bow, my young men shall fire, and the Peigans know that the rifle of the Pale-face always kills.

Without waiting for an answer, Dick immediately said, Seek em out, pup, and Crusoe bounded away.

For a few minutes he sprang hither and thither through the camp, quite regardless of the Indians, and snuffed the air several times, whining in an excited tone, as if to relieve his feelings. Then he put his nose to the ground and ran straight forward into the woods. Dick immediately bounded after him like a deer, while the trappers kept silent guard over the savages.

For some time Crusoe ran straight forward. Then he came to a spot where there was a good deal of drifted snow on the ground. Here he seemed to lose the trail for a little, and ran about in all directions, whining in a most piteous tone.

Seek em out, pup, repeated Dick encouragingly, while his own breast heaved with excitement and expectation.

In a few seconds the dog resumed its onward course, and led the way into a wild, dark spot, which was so overshadowed by trees and precipitous cliffs that the light of the sun scarce found entrance. There were many huge masses of rock scattered over the ground, which had fallen from the cliffs. Behind one of these lay a mound of dried leaves, towards which Crusoe darted and commenced scraping violently.

Trembling with dread that he should find this to be the grave of his murdered companions, Dick rushed forward and hastily cleared away the leaves. The first handful thrown off revealed part of the figure of a man. Dicks heart beat audibly as he cleared the leaves from the face, and he uttered a suppressed cry on beholding the well-known features of Joe Blunt! But they were not those of a dead man. Joes eyes met his with a scowl of anger, which instantly gave place to one of intense surprise.

Joe Blunt! exclaimed Dick in a voice of intense amazement, while Crusoe sniffed round the heap of leaves, and whined with excitement. But Joe did not move, neither did he speak a word in reply  for the very good reasons that his mouth was tightly bound with a band of leather, his hands and feet were tied, and his whole body was secured in a rigid, immovable position by being bound to a pole of about his own length.

In a moment Dicks knife was out, bands and cords were severed, and Joe Blunt was free.

Thank God, exclaimed Joe with a deep, earnest sigh, the instant his lips were loosened, and thanks to you, lad, he added, endeavouring to rise, but his limbs had become so benumbed in consequence of the cords by which they had been compressed that for some time he could not move.

Ill rub ye, Joe  Ill soon rub ye into a right state, said Dick, going down on his knees.

No, no, lad, look sharp and dig up Henri. Hes just beside me here.

Dick immediately rose, and, pushing aside the heap of leaves, found Henri securely bound in the same fashion. But he could scarce refrain from laughing at the expression of that worthys face. Hearing the voices of Joe and Dick Varley in conversation, though unable to see their persons, he was filled with such unbounded amazement that his eyes, when uncovered, were found to be at their largest possible stretch, and as for the eyebrows, they were gone, utterly lost among the roots of his voluminous hair.

Henri, friend, I knew I should find ye, said Dick, cutting the thongs that bound him. Get up if ye can, we havent much time to lose, an mayhap well have to fight afore were done wi the Red-skins. Can ye rise?

Henri could do nothing but lie on his back and gasp, Eh! possible! mon frère! Oh, non, non, not possible. Oui! my broder Deek!

Here he attempted to rise, but, being unable, fell back again, and the whole thing came so suddenly, and made so deep an impression on his impulsive mind, that he incontinently burst into tears; then he burst into a long laugh. Suddenly he paused, and, scrambling up to a sitting posture, looked earnestly into Dicks face through his tearful eyes.

Oh, non, non! he exclaimed, stretching himself out at full length again, and closing his eyes; it are too goot to be true. I am dream. I vill wait till I am wake.

Dick roused him out of this resolute sleep, however, somewhat roughly. Meanwhile Joe had rubbed and kicked himself into a state of animation, exclaiming that he felt as if he wos walkin on a thousand needles and pins, and in a few minutes they were ready to accompany their overjoyed deliverer back to the Peigan camp. Crusoe testified his delight in various elephantine gambols round the persons of his old friends, who were not slow to acknowledge his services.

They havent treated us overly well, remarked Joe Blunt, as they strode through the underwood.

Non, de rascale, vraiment, de am villains. Oui! How de have talk, too, bout  oh-o-oo-ooo-wah!  roastin us alive, an puttin our scalp in de vigvam for de poopoose to play wid!

Well, niver mind, Henri, well be quits wi them now, said Joe, as they came in sight of the two bands, who remained in precisely the same position in which they had been left, except that one or two of the more reckless of the trappers had lit their pipes and taken to smoking, without, however, laying down their rifles or taking their eyes off the savages.

A loud cheer greeted the arrival of the prisoners, and looks of considerable discomfort began to be evinced by the Indians.

Glad to see you, friends, said Cameron, as they came up.

Ve is appy ov de same, replied Henri, swaggering up in the joviality of his heart, and seizing the traders hand in his own enormous fist. Shall ve go to york an slay dem all at vonce, or von at a time?

Well consider that afterwards, my lad. Meantime go you to the rear, and get a weapon of some sort.

Oui. Ah! cest charmant, he cried, going with an immense flounder into the midst of the amused trappers, and slapping those next to him on the back. Give me veapon, do, mes ami  gun, pistol, anyting  cannon, if you have von.

Meanwhile Cameron and Joe spoke together for a few moments.

You had goods with you, and horses, I believe, when you were captured, said the former.

Ay, that we had. Yonder stand the horses under the pine-tree, along wi the rest o the Red-skin troop, an a hard time theyve had ot, as their bones may tell without speakin. As for the goods, he continued, glancing round the camp, I dont know where  ah! yes, there they be in the old pack. I see all safe.

Cameron now addressed the Indians.

The Peigans, he said, have not done well. Their hearts have not been true to the Pale-faces. Even now I could take your scalps where you sit; but white men do not like war, they do not like revenge. The Peigans may go free.

Considering the fewness of their numbers, this was bold language to use towards the Indians; but the boldest is generally the best policy on such occasions. Moreover, Cameron felt that, being armed with rifles, while the Indians had only bows and arrows, the trappers had a great advantage over them.

The Indian who had spoken before now rose and said he was sorry there should be any cause of difference between them, and added he was sorry for a great many more things besides, but he did not say he was sorry for having told a lie.

But, before you go, you must deliver up the horses and goods belonging to these men, said Cameron pointing to Joe and Henri.

This was agreed to. The horses were led out, the two little packs containing Joes goods were strapped upon them, and then the trappers turned to depart. The Indians did not move until they had mounted; then they rose and advanced in a body to the edge of the wood, to see the Pale-faces go away. Meanwhile Joe spoke a few words to Cameron, and the men were ordered to halt, while the former dismounted and led his horse towards the band of savages.

Peigans, he said, you know the object for which I came into this country was to make peace between you and the Pale-faces. I have often told you so when you would not listen, and when you told me that I had a double heart, and told lies. You were wrong when you said this; but I do not wonder, for you live among nations who do not fear God, and who think it right to lie. I now repeat to you what I said before. It would be good for the Red-men if they would make peace with the Pale-faces, and if they would make peace with each other. I will now convince you that I am in earnest, and have all along been speaking the truth.

Hereupon Joe Blunt opened his bundle of goods, and presented fully one-half of the gaudy and brilliant contents to the astonished Indians, who seemed quite taken aback by such generous treatment. The result of this was that the two parties separated with mutual expressions of esteem and good will. The Indians then returned to the forest, and the white men galloped back to their camp among the hills.




Chapter Twenty.

New plans  Our travellers join the fur-traders, and see many strange things  A curious fight  A narrow escape, and a prisoner taken.

Not long after the events related in the last chapter, our four friends, Dick, and Joe, and Henri, and Crusoe, agreed to become for a time members of Walter Camerons band of trappers. Joe joined because one of the objects which the traders had in view was similar to his own mission, namely, the promoting of peace among the various Indian tribes of the mountains and plains to the west. Joe, therefore, thought it a good opportunity of travelling with a band of men who could secure him a favourable hearing from the Indian tribes they might chance to meet with in the course of their wanderings. Besides, as the traders carried about a large supply of goods with them, he could easily replenish his own nearly exhausted pack by hunting wild animals and exchanging their skins for such articles as he might require.

Dick joined because it afforded him an opportunity of seeing the wild, majestic scenery of the Rocky Mountains, and shooting the big-horned sheep which abounded there, and the grizzly bars, as Joe named them, or Caleb, as they were more frequently styled by Henri and the other men.

Henri joined because it was agreeable to the inclination of his own rollicking, blundering, floundering, crashing disposition, and because he would have joined anything that had been joined by the other two.

Crusoes reason for joining was single, simple, easy to be expressed, easy to be understood, and commendable. He joined  because Dick did.

The very day after the party left the encampment where Dick had shot the grizzly bear and the deer, he had the satisfaction of bringing down a splendid specimen of the big-horned sheep. It came suddenly out from a gorge of the mountain, and stood upon the giddy edge of a tremendous precipice, at a distance of about two hundred and fifty yards.

You could not hit that, said a trapper to Henri, who was rather fond of jeering him about his short-sightedness.

Non! cried Henri, who didnt see the animal in the least; say you dat? ve shall see; and he let fly with a promptitude that amazed his comrades, and with a result that drew from them peals of laughter.

Why, you have missed the mountain!

Oh, non! dat am eempossoble.

It was true, nevertheless, for his ball had been arrested in its flight by the stem of a tree not twenty yards before him.

While the shot was yet ringing, and before the laugh above referred to had pealed forth, Dick Varley fired, and the animal, springing wildly into the air, fell down the precipice, and was almost dashed to pieces at their feet.

This Rocky Mountain or big-horned sheep was a particularly large and fine one, but, being a patriarch of the flock, was not well suited for food. It was considerably larger in size than the domestic sheep, and might be described as somewhat resembling a deer in the body and a ram in the head. Its horns were the chief point of interest to Dick; and, truly, they were astounding! Their enormous size was out of all proportion to the animals body, and they curved backwards and downwards, and then curled up again in a sharp point. These creatures frequent the inaccessible heights of the Rocky Mountains, and are difficult to approach. They have a great fondness for salt, and pay regular visits to the numerous caverns of these mountains, which are encrusted with a saline substance.

Walter Cameron now changed his intention of proceeding to the eastward, as he found the country not so full of beaver at that particular spot as he had anticipated. He therefore turned towards the west, penetrated into the interior of the mountains, and took a considerable sweep through the lovely valleys on their western slopes.

The expedition which this enterprising fur-trader was conducting was one of the first that ever penetrated these wild regions in search of furs. The ground over which they travelled was quite new to them, and having no guide they just moved about at haphazard, encamping on the margin of every stream or river on which signs of the presence of beaver were discovered, and setting their traps.

Beaver-skins at this time were worth 25 shillings a piece in the markets of civilised lands, and in the Snake country, through which our friends were travelling, thousands of them were to be had from the Indians for trinkets and baubles that were scarce worth a farthing. A beaver-skin could be procured from the Indians for a brass finger ring or a penny looking-glass. Horses were also so numerous that one could be procured for an axe or a knife.

Let not the reader, however, hastily conclude that the traders cheated the Indians in this traffic, though the profits were so enormous. The ring or the axe was indeed a trifle to the trader, but the beaver-skin and the horse were equally trifles to the savage, who could procure as many of them as he chose with very little trouble, while the ring and the axe were in his estimation of priceless value. Besides, be it remembered, to carry that ring and that axe to the far distant haunts of the Red-man cost the trader weeks and months of constant toil, trouble, anxiety, and, alas! too frequently cost him his life! The state of trade is considerably modified in these regions at the present day. It is not more justly conducted, for, in respect of the value of goods given for furs, it was justly conducted then, but time and circumstances have tended more to equalise the relative values of articles of trade.

The snow which had prematurely fallen had passed away, and the trappers now found themselves wandering about in a country so beautiful and a season so delightful, that it would have seemed to them a perfect paradise, but for the savage tribes who hovered about them, and kept them ever on the qui vive.

They soon passed from the immediate embrace of stupendous heights and dark gorges to a land of sloping ridges, which divided the country into a hundred luxuriant vales, composed part of woodland and part of prairie. Through these numerous rivers and streams flowed deviously, beautifying the landscape and enriching the land. There were also many lakes of all sizes, and these swarmed with fish, while in some of them were found the much-sought-after and highly esteemed beaver. Salt springs and hot springs of various temperatures abounded here, and many of the latter were so hot that meat could be boiled in them. Salt existed in all directions in abundance, and of good quality. A sulphurous spring was also discovered, bubbling out from the base of a perpendicular rock three hundred feet high, the waters of which were dark-blue, and tasted like gunpowder. In short, the land presented every variety of feature calculated to charm the imagination and delight the eye.

It was a mysterious land, too, for broad rivers burst in many places from the earth, flowed on a short space, and then disappeared as if by magic into the earth from which they rose. Natural bridges spanned the torrents in many places, and some of these were so correctly formed that it was difficult to believe they had not been built by the hand of man. They often appeared opportunely to our trappers, and saved them the trouble and danger of fording rivers. Frequently the whole band would stop in silent wonder and awe as they listened to the rushing of waters under their feet, as if another world of streams, and rapids, and cataracts were flowing below the crust of earth on which they stood. Some considerable streams were likewise observed to gush from the faces of precipices, some twenty or thirty feet from their summits, while on the top no water was to be seen.

Wild berries of all kinds were found in abundance, and wild vegetables, besides many nutritious roots. Among other fish splendid salmon were found in the lakes and rivers; and animal life swarmed on hill and dale. Woods and valleys, plains, and ravines, teemed with it. On every plain the red-deer grazed in herds by the banks of lake and stream; wherever there were clusters of poplar and elder-trees and saplings, the beaver was seen nibbling industriously with his sharp teeth, and committing as much havoc in the forests as if they had been armed with the woodmans axe; otters sported in the eddies; racoons sat in the tree-tops; the marten, the black fox, and the wolf, prowled in the woods in quest of prey; mountain sheep and goats browsed on the rocky ridges, and badgers peeped from their holes.

Here, too, the wild horse sprang snorting and dishevelled from his mountain retreats  with flourishing mane and tail, spanking step, and questioning gaze,  and thundered away over the plains and valleys, while the rocks echoed back his shrill neigh. The huge, heavy, ungainly elk, or moose-deer, trotted away from the travellers with speed equal to that of the mustang. Elks seldom gallop; their best speed is attained at the trot. Bears, too, black, and brown, and grizzly, roamed about everywhere.

So numerous were all these creatures, that on one occasion the hunters of the party brought in six wild horses, three bears, four elks, and thirty red-deer; having shot them all a short distance ahead of the main body, and almost without diverging from the line of march. And this was a matter of every-day occurrence  as it had need to be, considering the number of mouths that had to be filled.

The feathered tribes were not less numerous. Chief among these were eagles and vultures of uncommon size, the wild goose, wild duck, and the majestic swan.

In the midst of such profusion the trappers spent a happy time of it, when not molested by the savages, but they frequently lost a horse or two in consequence of the expertness of these thievish fellows. They often wandered, however, for days at a time without seeing an Indian, and at such times they enjoyed to the full the luxuries with which a bountiful God had blessed these romantic regions.

Dick Varley was almost wild with delight. It was his first excursion into the remote wilderness; he was young, healthy, strong, and romantic; and it is a question whether his or his dogs heart, or that of the noble wild horse he bestrode, bounded most with joy at the glorious sights, and sounds, and influences by which they were surrounded. It would have been perfection had it not been for the frequent annoyance and alarms caused by the Indians.

Alas! alas! that we who write and read about those wondrous scenes should have to condemn our own species as the most degraded of all the works of the Creator there! Yet so it is. Man, exercising his reason and conscience in the path of love and duty which his Creator points out, is Gods noblest work; but man, left to the freedom of his own fallen will, sinks morally lower than the beasts that perish. Well may every Christian wish and pray that the name and the gospel of the blessed Jesus may be sent speedily to the dark places of the earth; for you may read of, and talk about, but you cannot conceive the fiendish wickedness and cruelty which causes tearless eyes to glare, and maddened hearts to burst, in the lands of the heathen.

While we are on this subject let us add (and our young readers will come to know it if they are spared to see many years) that civilisation alone will never improve the heart. Let history speak and it will tell you that deeds of darkest hue have been perpetrated in so-called civilised, though pagan lands. Civilisation is like the polish that beautifies inferior furniture, which water will wash off if it be but hot enough. Christianity resembles dye, which permeates every fibre of the fabric, and which nothing can eradicate.

The success of the trappers in procuring beaver here was great. In all sorts of creeks and rivers they were found. One day they came to one of the curious rivers before mentioned, which burst suddenly out of a plain, flowed on for several miles, and then disappeared into the earth as suddenly as it had risen. Even in this strange place beaver were seen, so the traps were set, and a hundred and fifty were caught at the first lift.

The manner in which the party proceeded was as follows: They marched in a mass in groups or in a long line, according to the nature of the ground over which they travelled. The hunters of the party went forward a mile or two in advance, and scattered through the woods. After them came the advance-guard, being the bravest and most stalwart of the men mounted on their best steeds, and with rifle in hand; immediately behind followed the women and children, also mounted, and the pack-horses with the goods and camp equipage. Another band of trappers formed the rear-guard to this imposing cavalcade. There was no strict regimental order kept, but the people soon came to adopt the arrangements that were most convenient for all parties, and at length fell naturally into their places in the line of march.

Joe Blunt usually was the foremost and always the most successful of the hunters. He was therefore seldom seen on the march except at the hour of starting, and at night when he came back leading his horse, which always groaned under its heavy load of meat, Henri, being a hearty, jovial soul and fond of society, usually kept with the main body. As for Dick, he was everywhere at once, at least as much so as it is possible for human nature to be! His horse never wearied; it seemed to delight in going at full speed; no other horse in the troop could come near Charlie, and Dick indulged him by appearing now at the front, now at the rear, anon in the centre, and frequently nowhere!  having gone off with Crusoe, like a flash of lightning, after a buffalo or a deer. Dick soon proved himself to be the best hunter of the party, and it was not long before he fulfilled his promise to Crusoe, and decorated his neck with a collar of grizzly bear claws.

Well, when the trappers came to a river where there were signs of beaver, they called a halt, and proceeded to select a safe and convenient spot, near wood and water, for the camp. Here the property of the band was securely piled in such a manner as to form a breastwork or slight fortification, and here Walter Cameron established head-quarters. This was always the post of danger, being exposed to sudden attack by prowling savages, who often dogged the footsteps of the party in their journeyings to see what they could steal. But Cameron was an old hand, and they found it difficult to escape his vigilant eye.

From this point all the trappers were sent forth in small parties every morning in various directions, some on foot and some on horseback, according to the distances they had to go; but they never went further than twenty miles, as they had to return to camp every evening.

Each trapper had ten steel traps allowed him. These he set every night, and visited every morning, sometimes oftener, when practicable, selecting a spot in the stream where many trees had been cut down by beavers for the purpose of damming up the water. In some places as many as fifty tree stumps were seen in one spot, within the compass of half an acre, all cut through at about eighteen inches from the root. We may remark, in passing, that the beaver is very much like a gigantic water-rat, with this marked difference, that its tail is very broad and flat like a paddle. The said tail is a greatly esteemed article of food, as, indeed, is the whole body at certain seasons of the year. The beavers fore-legs are very small and short, and it uses its paws as hands to convey food to its mouth, sitting the while in an erect position on its hind-legs and tail. Its fur is a dense coat of a greyish-coloured down, concealed by long coarse hair, which lies smooth, and is of a bright chestnut colour. Its teeth and jaws are of enormous power; with them it can cut through the branch of a tree as thick as a walking-stick at one snap; and, as we have said, it gnaws through thick trees themselves.

As soon as a tree falls, the beavers set to work industriously to lop off the branches, which, as well as the smaller trunks, they cut into lengths, according to their weight and thickness. These are then dragged by main force to the water side, launched, and floated to their destination. Beavers build their houses, or lodges, under the banks of rivers and lakes, and always select those of such depth of water that there is no danger of their being frozen to the bottom; when such cannot be found, and they are compelled to build in small rivulets of insufficient depth, these clever little creatures dam up the waters until they are deep enough. The banks thrown up by them across rivulets for this purpose are of great strength, and would do credit to human engineers. Their lodges are built of sticks, mud, and stones, which form a compact mass; this freezes solid in winter, and defies the assaults of that house-breaker, the wolverine, an animal which is the beavers implacable foe. From this lodge, which is capable often of holding four old and six or eight young ones, a communication is maintained with the water below the ice, so that, should the wolverine succeed in breaking up the lodge, he finds the family not at home, they having made good their retreat by the back-door. When man acts the part of house-breaker, however, he cunningly shuts the back-door first, by driving stakes through the ice, and thus stopping the passage. Then he enters, and, we almost regret to say, finds the family at home. We regret it, because the beaver is a gentle, peaceable, affectionate, hairy little creature, towards which one feels an irresistible tenderness! But, to return from this long digression.

Our trappers having selected their several localities, set their traps in the water, so that when the beavers roamed about at night, they put their feet into them, and were caught and drowned; for, although they can swim and dive admirably, they cannot live altogether under water.

Thus the different parties proceeded, and in the mornings the camp was a busy scene indeed, for then the whole were engaged in skinning the animals. The beavers thus taken were always skinned, stretched, dried, folded up with the hair in the inside, laid by, and the flesh used for food.

But oftentimes the trappers had to go forth with the gun in one hand and their traps in the other, while they kept a sharp look out on the bushes to guard against surprise. Despite their utmost efforts a horse was occasionally stolen before their very eyes, and sometimes even an unfortunate trapper was murdered, and all his traps carried off.

An event of this kind occurred soon after the party had gained the western slopes of the mountains. Three Iroquois Indians, who belonged to the band of trappers, were sent to a stream about ten miles off. Having reached their destination, they all entered the water to set their traps, foolishly neglecting the usual precaution of one remaining on the bank to protect the others. They had scarcely commenced operations, when three arrows were discharged into their backs, and a party of Snake Indians rushed upon and slew them, carrying away their traps, and horses, and scalps. This was not known for several days, when, becoming anxious about their prolonged absence, Cameron sent out a party which found their mangled bodies affording a loathsome banquet to the wolves and vultures.

After this sad event the trappers were more careful to go in larger parties, and keep watch.

As long as beaver were taken in abundance the camp remained stationary, but whenever the beaver began to grow scarce, the camp was raised, and the party moved on to another valley.

One day Dick Varley came galloping into camp with the news that there were several bears in a valley not far distant, which he was anxious not to disturb until a number of the trappers were collected together to go out and surround them.

On receiving the information Walter Cameron shook his head.

We have other things to do, young man, said he, than go a-hunting after bears. Im just about making up my mind to send off a party to search out the valley on the other side of the Blue Mountains yonder, and bring back word if there are beaver there, for if not, I mean to strike away direct south. Now, if youve a mind to go with them, youre welcome. Ill warrant youll find enough in the way of bear-hunting to satisfy you; perhaps a little Indian hunting to boot, for if the Banattees get hold of your horses, youll have a long hunt before you find them again. Will you go?

Ay, right gladly, replied Dick. When do we start?

This afternoon.

Dick went off at once to his own part of the camp to replenish his powder-horn and bullet pouch, and wipe out his rifle.

That evening the party, under command of a Canadian named Pièrre, set out for the Blue Hills. They numbered twenty men, and expected to be absent three days, for they merely went to reconnoitre, not to trap. Neither Joe nor Henri were of this party, both having been out hunting when it was organised. But Crusoe and Charlie were, of course!

Pièrre, although a brave and trusty man, was of a sour, angry disposition, and not a favourite with Dick, but the latter resolved to enjoy himself and disregard his sulky comrade. Being so well mounted, he not unfrequently shot far ahead of his companions, despite their warnings that he ran great risk by so doing. On one of these occasions he and Crusoe witnessed a very singular fight, which is worthy of record.

Dick had felt a little wilder in spirit that morning than usual, and on coming to a pretty open plain he gave the rein to Charlie, and with an Adieu mes comerades, he was out of sight in a few minutes. He rode on several miles in advance without checking speed, and then came to a wood where rapid motion was inconvenient, so he pulled up, and, dismounting, tied Charlie to a tree, while he sauntered on a short way on foot.

On coming to the edge of a small plain he observed two large birds engaged in mortal conflict. Crusoe observed them too, and would soon have put an end to the fight had Dick not checked him. Creeping as close to the belligerents as possible, he found that one was a wild turkey-cock, the other a white-headed eagle! These two stood with their heads down and all their feathers bristling for a moment, then they dashed at each other, and struck fiercely with their spurs as our domestic cocks do, but neither fell, and the fight was continued for about five minutes without apparent advantage on either side.

Dick now observed that, from the uncertainty of its motions, the turkey-cock was blind, a discovery which caused a throb of compunction to enter his breast for standing and looking on, so he ran forward. The eagle saw him instantly, and tried to fly away, but was unable from exhaustion.

At him, Crusoe, cried Dick, whose sympathies all lay with the other bird.

Crusoe went forward at a bound, and was met by a peck between the eyes that would have turned most dogs, but Crusoe only winked, and the next moment the eagles career was ended.

Dick found that the turkey-cock was quite blind, the eagle having thrust out both its eyes, so, in mercy, he put an end to its sufferings.

The fight had evidently been a long and severe one for the grass all round the spot, for about twenty yards, was beaten to the ground, and covered with the blood and feathers of the fierce combatants.

Meditating on the fight which he had just witnessed, Dick returned towards the spot where he had left Charlie, when he suddenly missed Crusoe from his side.

Hallo, Crusoe! here, pup, where are you? he cried.

The only answer to this was a sharp whizzing sound, and an arrow, passing close to his ear, quivered in a tree beyond. Almost at the same moment Crusoes angry roar was followed by a shriek from some one in fear or agony. Cocking his rifle, the young hunter sprang through the bushes towards his horse, and was just in time to save a Banattee Indian from being strangled by the dog. It had evidently scented out this fellow, and pinned him just as he was in the act of springing on the back of Charlie, for the halter was cut, and the savage lay on the ground close beside him.

Dick called off the dog, and motioned to the Indian to rise, which he did so nimbly that it was quite evident he had sustained no injury beyond the laceration of his neck by Crusoes teeth, and the surprise.

He was a tall strong Indian, for the tribe to which he belonged, so Dick proceeded to secure him at once. Pointing to his rifle and to the Indians breast, to show what he might expect if he attempted to escape, Dick ordered Crusoe to keep him steady in that position.

The dog planted himself in front of the savage, who began to tremble for his scalp, and gazed up in his face with a look which, to say the least of it, was the reverse of amiable, while Dick went towards his horse for the purpose of procuring a piece of cord to tie him with. The Indian naturally turned his head to see what was going to be done, but a peculiar gurgle in Crusoes throat made him turn it round again very smartly, and he did not venture, thereafter, to move a muscle.

In a few seconds Dick returned with a piece of leather and tied his hands behind his back. While this was being done the Indian glanced several times at his bow, which lay a few feet away, where it had fallen when the dog caught him, but Crusoe seemed to understand him, for he favoured him with such an additional display of teeth, and such a low  apparently distant, almost, we might say, subterranean  rumble, that he resigned himself to his fate.

His hands secured, a long line was attached to his neck with a running noose, so that if he ventured to run away the attempt would effect its own cure by producing strangulation. The other end of this line was given to Crusoe, who at the word of command marched him off, while Dick mounted Charlie and brought up the rear.

Great was the laughter and merriment when this apparition met the eyes of the trappers; but when they heard that he had attempted to shoot Dick their ire was raised, and a court-martial was held on the spot.

Hang the reptile! cried one.

Burn him! shouted another.

No, no, said a third; dont imitate them villains; dont be cruel. Lets shoot him.

Shoot im, cried Pièrre; Oui, dat is de ting; it too goot pour lui, mais, it shall be dooed.

Dont ye think, lads, it would be better to let the poor wretch off? said Dick Varley; hed praps give a good account o us to his people.

There was a universal shout of contempt at this mild proposal. Unfortunately, few of the men sent on this exploring expedition were imbued with the peacemaking spirit of their chief; and most of them seemed glad to have a chance of venting their hatred of the poor Indians on this unhappy wretch, who although calm, looked sharply from one speaker to another, to gather hope, if possible, from the tones of their voices.

Dick was resolved at the risk of a quarrel with Pièrre to save the poor mans life, and had made up his mind to insist on having him conducted to the camp to be tried by Cameron, when one of the men suggested that they should take the savage to the top of a hill about three miles further on, and there hang him up on a tree as a warning to all his tribe.

Agreed, agreed, cried the men; come on.

Dick, too, seemed to agree to this proposal, and hastily ordered Crusoe to run on ahead with the savage, an order which the dog obeyed so vigorously that before the men had done laughing at him, he was a couple of hundred yards ahead of them.

Take care that he dont get off! cried Dick, springing on Charlie and stretching out at a gallop.

In a moment he was beside the Indian. Scraping together the little of the Indian language he knew, he stooped down, and, cutting the thongs that bound him, said Go, white men love the Indians.

The man cast on his deliverer one glance of surprise, and the next moment bounded aside into the bushes and was gone.

A loud shout from the party behind showed that this act had been observed, and Crusoe stood with the end of the line in his mouth, and an expression on his face that said, Youre absolutely incomprehensible, Dick! Its all right, I know; but to my feeble capacity it seems wrong.

Fat for, you do dat? shouted Pièrre in a rage, as he came up with a menacing look.

Dick confronted him. The prisoner was mine. I had a right to do with him as it liked me.

True, true, cried several of the men who had begun to repent of their resolution, and were glad the savage was off. The lads right. Get along, Pièrre.

You had no right, you vas wrong. Oui, et I have goot vill to give you one knock on de nose.

Dick looked Pièrre in the face, as he said this, in a manner that cowed him.

It is time, he said quietly, pointing to the sun, to go on. Your bourgeois expects that time wont be wasted.

Pièrre muttered something in an angry tone, and, wheeling round his horse, dashed forward at full gallop followed by the rest of the men.

The trappers encamped that night on the edge of a wide grassy plain, which offered such tempting food for the horses that Pièrre resolved to forego his usual cautious plan of picketting them close to the camp, and set them loose on the plain, merely hobbling them to prevent their straying far.

Dick remonstrated, but in vain. An insolent answer was all he got for his pains. He determined, however, to keep Charlie close beside him all night, and also made up his mind to keep a sharp look out on the other horses.

At supper he again remonstrated.

No fraid, said Pièrre, whose pipe was beginning to improve his temper. The red reptiles no dare to come in open plain when de moon so clear.

Dun know that, said a taciturn trapper, who seldom ventured a remark of any kind; them varmints ud steal the two eyes out o you head when they set their hearts ont.

Dat ar umpossble, for de have no hearts, said a half-breed; dey have von hole vere de heart vas be.

This was received with a shout of laughter, in the midst of which an appalling yell was heard, and, as if by magic, four Indians were seen on the backs of four of the best horses, yelling like fiends, and driving all the other horses furiously before them over the plain.

How they got there was a complete mystery, but the men did not wait to consider that point. Catching up their guns they sprang after them with the fury of madmen, and were quickly scattered far and wide. Dick ordered Crusoe to follow and help the men, and turned to spring on the back of Charlie, but at that moment he observed an Indians head and shoulders rise above the grass, not fifty yards in advance from him, so without hesitation he darted forward, intending to pounce upon him.

Well would it have been for Dick Varley had he at that time possessed a little more experience of the wiles and stratagems of the Banattees. The Snake nation is subdivided into several tribes, of which those inhabiting the Rocky Mountains, called the Banattees, are the most perfidious. Indeed, they are confessedly the banditti of the hills, and respect neither friend nor foe, but rob all who come in their way.

Dick reached the spot where the Indian had disappeared in less than a minute, but no savage was to be seen! Thinking he had crept ahead he ran on a few yards further, and darted about hither and thither, while his eye glanced from side to side. Suddenly a shout in the camp attracted his attention, and looking back he beheld the savage on Charlies back turning to fly. Next moment he was off and away far beyond the hope of recovery. Dick had left his rifle in the camp, otherwise the savage would have gone but a short way  as it was, Dick returned, and sitting down on a mound of grass, stared straight before him with a feeling akin to despair. Even Crusoe could not have helped him had he been there, for nothing on four legs, or on two, could keep pace with Charlie.

The Banattee achieved this feat by adopting a stratagem which invariably deceives those who are ignorant of their habits and tactics. When suddenly pursued the Banattee sinks into the grass, and, serpentlike, creeps along with wonderful rapidity, not from but towards his enemy, taking care, however, to avoid him, so that when the pursuer reaches the spot where the pursued is supposed to be hiding, he hears him shout a yell of defiance far away in the rear.

It was thus that the Banattee eluded Dick and gained the camp almost as soon as the other reached the spot where he had disappeared.

One by one the trappers came back weary, raging, and despairing. In a short time they all assembled, and soon began to reproach each other. Ere long one or two had a fight, which resulted in several bloody noses and black eyes, thus adding to the misery which, one would think, had been bad enough without such additions. At last they finished their suppers and their pipes, and then lay down to sleep under the trees till morning, when they arose in a particularly silent and sulky mood, rolled up their blankets, strapped their things on their shoulders, and began to trudge slowly back to the camp on foot.




Chapter Twenty One.

Wolves attack the horses, and Cameron circumvents the wolves  A bear-hunt, in which Henri shines conspicuous  Joe and the Natter-list  An alarm  A surprise and a capture.

We must now return to the camp where Walter Cameron still guarded the goods, and the men pursued their trapping avocations.

Here seven of the horses had been killed in one night by wolves while grazing in a plain close to the camp, and on the night following a horse that had strayed was also torn to pieces and devoured. The prompt and daring manner in which this had been done convinced the trader that white wolves had unfortunately scented them out, and he set several traps in the hope of capturing them.

White wolves are quite distinct from the ordinary wolves that prowl through woods and plains in large packs. They are much larger, weighing sometimes as much as a hundred and thirty pounds; but they are comparatively scarce, and move about alone, or in small bands of three or four. Their strength is enormous, and they are so fierce that they do not hesitate, upon occasions, to attack man himself. Their method of killing horses is very deliberate. Two wolves generally undertake the cold-blooded murder. They approach their victim with the most innocent looking and frolicsome gambols, lying down and rolling about, and frisking pleasantly until the horse becomes a little accustomed to them. Then one approaches right in front, the other in rear, still frisking playfully, until they think themselves near enough, when they make a simultaneous rush. The wolf which approaches in rear is the true assailant; the rush of the other is a mere feint; then both fasten on the poor horses haunches and never let go till the sinews are cut and he is rolling on his side.

The horse makes comparatively little struggle in this deadly assault. He seems paralysed and soon falls to rise no more.

Cameron set his traps towards evening in a circle with a bait in the centre and then retired to rest. Next morning he called Joe Blunt and the two went off together.

It is strange that these rascally white wolves should be so bold when the smaller kinds are so cowardly, remarked Cameron, as they walked along.

So tis, replied Joe, but Ive seed them other chaps bold enough too in the prairie when they were in large packs and starvin.

I believe the small wolves follow the big fellows and help them to eat what they kill, though they generally sit round and look on at the killing.

Hist! exclaimed Joe, cocking his gun, there he is, an no mistake.

There he was, undoubtedly. A wolf of the largest size with one of his feet in the trap. He was a terrible-looking object, for, besides his immense size and naturally ferocious aspect, his white hair bristled on end and was all covered with streaks and spots of blood from his bloody jaws. In his efforts to escape he had bitten the trap until he had broken his teeth and lacerated his gums, so that his appearance was hideous in the extreme. And when the two men came up he struggled with all his might to fly at them.

Cameron and Joe stood looking at him in a sort of wondering admiration.

Wed better put a ball in him, suggested Joe after a time. Mayhap the chain wont stand sich tugs long.

True, Joe; if it breaks we might get an ugly nip before we killed him.

So saying Cameron fired into the wolfs head and killed it. It was found, on examination, that four wolves had been in the traps, but the rest had escaped. Two of them, however, had gnawed off their paws and left them lying in the traps.

After this the big wolves did not trouble them again. The same afternoon, a bear-hunt was undertaken, which well-nigh cost one of the Iroquois his life. It happened thus:  

While Cameron and Joe were away after the white wolves, Henri came floundering into camp tossing his arms like a maniac, and shouting that seven bars wos be down in de bush close bye! It chanced that this was an idle day with most of the men, so they all leaped on their horses, and taking guns and knives sallied forth to give battle to the bears.

Arrived at the scene of action they found the seven bears busily engaged in digging up roots, so the men separated in order to surround them, and then closed in. The place was partly open and partly covered with thick bushes into which a horseman could not penetrate. The moment the bears got wind of what was going forward they made off as fast as possible, and then commenced a scene of firing, galloping, and yelling, that defies description! Four out of the seven were shot before they gained the bushes; the other three were wounded, but made good their retreat. As their places of shelter, however, were like islands in the plain, they had no chance of escaping.

The horsemen now dismounted and dashed recklessly into the bushes, where they soon discovered and killed two of the bears; the third was not found for some time. At last an Iroquois came upon it so suddenly that he had not time to point his gun before the bear sprang upon him and struck him to the earth, where it held him down.

Instantly the place was surrounded by eager men, but the bushes were so thick and the fallen trees among which the bear stood were so numerous, that they could not use their guns without running the risk of shooting their companion. Most of them drew their knives and seemed about to rush on the bear with these, but the monsters aspect, as it glared round, was so terrible that they held back for a moment in hesitation.

At this moment Henri, who had been at some distance engaged in the killing of one of the other bears, came rushing forward after his own peculiar manner.

Ah! fat is eet  hay? de bar no go under yit?

Just then his eye fell on the wounded Iroquois with the bear above him, and he uttered a yell so intense in tone that the bear himself seemed to feel that something decisive was about to be done at last. Henri did not pause, but with a flying dash he sprang like a spread eagle, arms and legs extended, right into the bears bosom. At the same moment he sent his long hunting-knife down into its heart. But Bruin is proverbially hard to kill, and although mortally wounded, he had strength enough to open his jaws and close them on Henris neck.

There was a cry of horror, and at the same moment a volley was fired at the bears head, for the trappers felt that it was better to risk shooting their comrades than see them killed before their eyes. Fortunately the bullets took effect, and tumbled him over at once without doing damage to either of the men, although several of the balls just grazed Henris temple and carried off his cap.

Although uninjured by the shot, the poor Iroquois had not escaped scatheless from the paw of the bear. His scalp was torn almost off, and hung down over his eyes, while blood streamed down his face. He was conveyed by his comrades to the camp, where he lay two days in a state of insensibility, at the end of which time he revived and recovered daily. Afterwards when the camp moved he had to be carried, but in the course of two months he was as well as ever, and quite as fond of bear-hunting!

Among other trophies of this hunt there were two deer, and a buffalo, which last had probably strayed from the herd. Four or five Iroquois were round this animal whetting their knives for the purpose of cutting it up when Henri passed, so he turned aside to watch them perform the operation, quite regardless of the fact that his neck and face were covered with blood which flowed from one or two small punctures made by the bear.

The Indians began by taking off the skin, which certainly did not occupy them more than five minutes. Then they cut up the meat and made a pack of it, and cut out the tongue, which is somewhat troublesome, as that member requires to be cut out from under the jaw of the animal, and not through the natural opening of the mouth. One of the fore-legs was cut off at the knee joint, and this was used as a hammer with which to break the skull for the purpose of taking out the brains, these being used in the process of dressing and softening the animals skin. An axe would have been of advantage to break the skull, but in the hurry of rushing to the attack the Indians had forgotten their axes, so they adopted the common fashion of using the buffalos hoof as a hammer, the shank being the handle. The whole operation of flaying, cutting up, and packing the meat, did not occupy more than twenty minutes. Before leaving the ground these expert butchers treated themselves to a little of the marrow and warm liver in a raw state!

Cameron and Joe walked up to the group while they were indulging in this little feast.

Well, Ive often seen that eaten, but I never could do it myself, remarked the former.

No! cried Joe in surprise; now thats oncommon curus. Ive lived on raw liver an marrow-bones for two or three days at a time, when we wos chased by the Camanchee Injuns and didnt dare to make a fire, an its raal good it is. Wont ye try it now?

Cameron shook his head.

No, thankee; Ill not refuse when I cant help it, but until then Ill remain in happy ignorance of how good it is.

Well, it is strange how some folk cant abide anything in the meat way they hant bin used to. Dye know Ive actually knowd men from the cities as wouldnt eat a bit o horseflesh for love or money. Would ye believe it?

I can well believe that, Joe, for I have met with such persons myself; in fact, they are rather numerous. What are you chuckling at, Joe?

Chucklin? if ye mean be that larfin in to myself its because Im thinkin o a chap as once comed out to the prairies.

Let us walk back to the camp, Joe, and you can tell me about him as we go along.

I think, continued Joe, he comed from Washington, but I never could make out right whether he wos a government man or not. Anyhow, he wos a pheelosopher  a natter-list I think he call his-self.

A naturalist, suggested Cameron.

Ay, that wos more like it. Well, he wos about six feet two in his moccasins, an as thin as a ramrod, an as blind as a bat  leastways he had weak eyes an wore green spectacles. He had on a grey shootin coat and trousers and vest and cap, with rid whiskers an a long nose as rid at the point as the whiskers wos.

Well, this gentleman engaged me an another hunter to go a trip with him into the prairies, so off we sot one fine day on three hosses with our blankets at our backs  we wos to depend on the rifle for victuals. At first I thought the Natter-list one o the cruellest beggars as iver went on two long legs, for he used to go about everywhere pokin pins through all the beetles, and flies, an creepin things he could sot eyes on, an stuck them in a box; but he told me he comed here a-purpose to git as many o them as he could; so says I, If thats it, Ill fill yer box in no time.

Will ye? says he, quite pleased like.

I will, says I, an galloped off to a place as was filled wi all sorts o crawlin things. So I sets to work, and whenever I seed a thing crawlin I sot my fut on it and crushed it, and soon filled my breast pocket. I coched a lot o butterflies too, an stuffed them into my shot pouch, and went back in an hour or two an showed him the lot. He put on his green spectacles and looked at them as if hed seen a rattlesnake.

My good man, says he, youve crushed them all to pieces!

Theyll taste as good for all that, says I, for somehow Id takent in me head that hed heard o the way the Injuns make soup o the grasshoppers, an was wantin to try his hand at a new dish!

He laughed when I said this, an told me he wos collectin them to take home to be looked at. But thats not wot I wos goin to tell ye about him, continued Joe; I wos goin to tell ye how we made him eat horseflesh. He carried a revolver, too, this Natter-list did, to load wi shot as small as dust a-most, and shoot little birds with. Ive seed him miss birds only three feet away with it. An one day he drew it all of a suddent and let fly at a big bum-bee that wos passin, yellin out that it wos the finest wot he had iver seed. He missed the bee, of coorse, cause it was a flyin shot, he said, but he sent the whole charge right into Martins back  Martin was my comrades name. By good luck Martin had on a thick leather coat, so the shot niver got the length o his skin.

One day I noticed that the Natter-list had stuffed small corks into the muzzles of all the six barrels of his revolver. I wondered what they wos for, but he wos alays doin sich queer things that I soon forgot it. May be, thought I, jist before it went out o my mind, may be he thinks that ll stop the pistol from goin off by accident, for ye must know hed let it off three times the first day by accident, and well-nigh blowed off his leg the last time, only the shot lodged in the back o a big toad hed jist stuffed into his breeches pocket. Well, soon after, we shot a buffalo bull, so when it fell, off he jumps from his horse an runs up to it. So did I, for I wasnt sure the beast was dead, an I had jist got up when it rose an rushed at the Natter-list.

Out o the way, I yelled, for my rifle was empty; but he didnt move, so I rushed forward an drew the pistol out o his belt and let fly in the bulls ribs jist as it ran the poor man down. Martin came up that moment an put a ball through its heart, and then we went to pick up the Natter-list. He came to in a little, an the first thing he said was, Wheres my revolver? When I gave it to him he looked at it, an said with a solemcholy shake o the head, Theres a whole barrel-full lost! It turned out that he had taken to usin the barrels for bottles to hold things in, but he forgot to draw the charges, so sure enough I had fired a charge o bum-bees, an beetles, an small shot into the buffalo!

But thats not what I wos goin to tell ye yet. We comed to a part o the plains where we wos well-nigh starved for want o game, an the Natter-list got so thin that ye could a-most see through him, so I offered to kill my horse, an cut it up for meat; but you niver saw sich a face he made. Id rather die first, says he, than eat it; so we didnt kill it. But that very day Martin got a shot at a wild horse and killed it. The Natter-list was down in the bed o a creek at the time gropin for creepers, an he didnt see it.

Hell niver eat it, says Martin.

Thats true, says I.

Lets tell him its a buffalo, says he.

That would be tellin a lie, says I.

So we stood lookin at each other, not knowin what to do.

Ill tell ye what, cries Martin, well cut it up, and take the meat into camp and cook it without sayin a word.

Done, says I, thats it; for ye must know the poor creature wos no judge o meat. He couldnt tell one kind from another, an he niver axed questions. In fact he niver a-most spoke to us all the trip. Well, we cut up the horse and carried the flesh and marrow-bones into camp, takin care to leave the hoofs and skin behind, and sot to work and roasted steaks and marrow-bones.

When the Natter-list came back ye should ha seen the joyful face he put on when he smelt the grub, for he was all but starved out, poor critter.

What have we got here? cried he, rubbin his hands and sittin down.

Steaks an marrow-bones, says Martin.

Capital! says he. Im so hungry.

So he fell to work like a wolf. I niver seed a man pitch into anything like as that Natter-list did into that horseflesh.

These are first-rate marrow-bones, says he, squintin with one eye down the shin bone o the hind-leg to see if it was quite empty.

Yes, sir, they is, answered Martin, as grave as a judge.

Take another, sir, says I.

No, thankee, says he with a sigh, for he didnt like to leave off.

Well, we lived for a week on horseflesh, an first-rate livin it wos; then we fell in with buffalo, an niver ran short again till we got to the settlements, when he paid us our money an shook hands, sayin wed had a nice trip an he wished us well. Jist as we wos partin I said, says I, Dye know what it wos we lived on for a week arter we wos well-nigh starved in the prairies?

What, says he, when we got yon capital marrow-bones?

The same, says I; yon was horseflesh, says I, an I think yell surly niver say again that it isnt first-rate livin.

Yer jokin, says he, turnin pale.

Its true, sir, as true as yer standin there.

Well, would ye believe it; he turned  that Natter-list did  as sick as a dog on the spot wot he wos standin on, an didnt taste meat again for three days!

Shortly after the conclusion of Joes story they reached the camp, and here they found the women and children flying about in a state of terror, and the few men who had been left in charge arming themselves in the greatest haste.

Hallo! something wrong here, cried Cameron hastening forward followed by Joe. What has happened, eh?

Injuns comin, monsieur, look dere, answered a trapper, pointing down the valley.

Arm and mount at once, and come to the front of the camp, cried Cameron in a tone of voice that silenced every other, and turned confusion into order.

The cause of all this outcry was a cloud of dust seen far down the valley, which was raised by a band of mounted Indians who approached the camp at full speed. Their numbers could not be made out, but they were a sufficiently formidable band to cause much anxiety to Cameron, whose men, at the time, were scattered to the various trapping grounds, and only ten chanced to be within call of the camp. However, with these ten he determined to show a bold front to the savages, whether they came as friends or foes. He therefore ordered the women and children within the citadel formed of the goods and packs of furs piled upon each other, which point of retreat was to be defended to the last extremity. Then galloping to the front he collected his men and swept down the valley at full speed. In a few minutes they were near enough to observe that the enemy only numbered four Indians, who were driving a band of about a hundred horses before them, and so busy were they in keeping the troop together that Cameron and his men were close upon them before they were observed.

It was too late to escape. Joe Blunt and Henri had already swept round and cut off their retreat. In this extremity the Indians slipped from the backs of their steeds and darted into the bushes, where they were safe from pursuit, at least on horseback, while the trappers got behind the horses and drove them towards the camp.

At this moment one of the horses sprang ahead of the others and made for the mountain, with its mane and tail flying wildly in the breeze.

Marrow-bones and buttons! shouted one of the men, there goes Dick Varleys horse.

So it am! cried Henri, and dashed off in pursuit, followed by Joe and two others.

Why, these are our own horses, said Cameron in surprise, as they drove them into a corner of the hills from which they could not escape.

This was true, but it was only half the truth, for, besides their own horses, they had secured upwards of seventy Indian steeds, a most acceptable addition to their stud, which, owing to casualties and wolves, had been diminishing too much of late. The fact was, that the Indians who had captured the horses belonging to Pièrre and his party were a small band of robbers who had travelled, as was afterwards learned, a considerable distance from the south, stealing horses from various tribes as they went along. As we have seen, in an evil hour they fell in with Pièrres party and carried off their steeds, which they drove to a pass leading from one valley to the other. Here they united them with the main band of their ill-gotten gains, and while the greater number of the robbers descended further into the plains in search of more booty, four of them were sent into the mountains with the horses already procured. These four, utterly ignorant of the presence of white men in the valley, drove their charge, as we have seen, almost into the camp.

Cameron immediately organised a party to go out in search of Pièrre and his companions, about whose fate he became intensely anxious, and in the course of half an hour as many men as he could spare with safety were despatched in the direction of the Blue Mountains.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Charlies adventures with savages and bears  Trapping life.

It is one thing to chase a horse; it is another thing to catch it. Little consideration and less sagacity is required to convince us of the truth of that fact.

The reader may perhaps venture to think this rather a trifling fact. We are not so sure of that. In this world of fancies, to have any fact incontestably proved and established is a comfort, and whatever is a source of comfort to mankind is worthy of notice. Surely our reader wont deny that! Perhaps he will, so we can only console ourself with the remark that there are people in this world who would deny anything  who would deny that there was a nose on their face if you said there was!

Well, to return to the point, which was the chase of a horse in the abstract; from which we will rapidly diverge to the chase of Dick Varleys horse in particular. This noble charger, having been ridden by savages until all his old fire, and blood, and metal were worked up to a red heat, no sooner discovered that he was pursued than he gave a snort of defiance, which he accompanied with a frantic shake of his mane, and a fling of contempt in addition to a magnificent wave of his tail; then he thundered up the valley at a pace which would speedily have left Joe Blunt and Henri out of sight behind if  ay! thats the word, if! what a word that if is! what a world of ifs we live in! There never was anything that wouldnt have been something else if something hadnt intervened to prevent it! Yes, we repeat, Charlie would have left his two friends miles and miles behind in what is called no time, if he had not run straight into a gorge which was surrounded by inaccessible precipices, and out of which there was no exit except by the entrance, which was immediately barred by Henri, while Joe advanced to catch the runaway.

For two hours at least did Joe Blunt essay to catch Charlie, and during that space of time he utterly failed. The horse seemed to have made up his mind for what is vulgarly termed a lark.

It wont do, Henri, said Joe, advancing towards his companion, and wiping his forehead with the cuff of his leathern coat. I cant catch him. The winds a-most blowed out o me body.

Dat am vexatiable, replied Henri, in a tone of commiseration. Spose I wos make try?

In that case I spose ye would fail. But go ahead an do what ye can. Ill hold yer horse.

So Henri began by a rush and a flourish of legs and arms that nearly frightened the horse out his wits. For half an hour he went through all the complications of running and twisting of which he was capable, without success, when Joe Blunt suddenly uttered a stentorian yell that rooted him to the spot on which he stood.

To account for this, we must explain that in the heights of the Rocky Mountains vast accumulations of snow take place among the crevices and gorges during winter. Such of these masses as form on steep slopes are loosened by occasional thaws, and are precipitated in the form of avalanches into the valleys below, carrying trees and stones along with them in their thundering descent. In the gloomy gorge where Dicks horse had taken refuge, the precipices were so steep that many avalanches had occurred, as was evident from the mounds of heaped snow that lay at the foot of most of them. Neither stones nor trees were carried down here, however, for the cliffs were nearly perpendicular, and the snow slipping over their edges had fallen on the grass below. Such an avalanche was now about to take place, and it was this that caused Joe to utter his cry of alarm and warning.

Henri and the horse were directly under the cliff over which it was about to be hurled, the latter close to the wall of rock, the other at some distance away from it.

Joe cried again, Back, Henri! back vite! when the mass flowed over and fell with a roar like prolonged thunder. Henri sprang back in time to save his life, though he was knocked down and almost stunned, but poor Charlie was completely buried under the avalanche, which now presented the appearance of a hill of snow.

The instant Henri recovered sufficiently, Joe and he mounted their horses and galloped back to the camp as fast as possible.

Meanwhile, another spectator stepped forward upon the scene they had left, and surveyed the snow hill with a critical eye. This was no less than a grizzly bear which had, unobserved, been a spectator, and which immediately proceeded to dig into the mound with the purpose, no doubt, of disentombing the carcase of the horse for purposes of his own.

While he was thus actively engaged, the two hunters reached the camp where they found that Pièrre and his party had just arrived. The men sent out in search of them had scarcely advanced a mile when they found them trudging back to the camp in a very disconsolate manner. But all their sorrows were put to flight on hearing of the curious way in which the horses had been returned to them with interest.

Scarcely had Dick Varley, however, congratulated himself on the recovery of his gallant steed, when he was thrown into despair by the sudden arrival of Joe with the tidings of the catastrophe we have just related.

Of course there was a general rush to the rescue. Only a few men were ordered to remain to guard the camp, while the remainder mounted their horses and galloped towards the gorge where Charlie had been entombed. On arriving, they found that Bruin had worked with such laudable zeal that nothing but the tip of his tail was seen sticking out of the hole which he had dug. The hunters could not refrain from laughing as they sprang to the ground, and standing in a semicircle in front of the hole, prepared to fire. But Crusoe resolved to have the honour of leading the assault. He seized fast hold of Bruins flank, and caused his teeth to meet therein. Caleb backed out at once and turned round, but before he could recover from his surprise a dozen bullets pierced his heart and brain.

Now, lads, cried Cameron, setting to work with a large wooden shovel, work like niggers. If theres any life left in the horse itll soon be smothered out unless we set him free.

The men needed no urging, however. They worked as if their lives depended on their exertions. Dick Varley, in particular, laboured like a young Hercules, and Henri hurled masses of snow about in a most surprising manner. Crusoe, too, entered heartily into the spirit of the work, and, scraping with his forepaws, sent such a continuous shower of snow behind him that he was speedily lost to view in a hole of his own excavating. In the course of half an hour a cavern was dug in the mound almost close up to the cliff, and the men were beginning to look about for the crushed body of Dicks steed, when an exclamation from Henri attracted their attention.

Ha! mes ami, here am be one hole.

The truth of this could not be doubted, for the eccentric trapper had thrust his shovel through the wall of snow into what appeared to be a cavern beyond, and immediately followed up his remark by thrusting in his head and shoulders. He drew them out in a few seconds, with a look of intense amazement.

Voilà! Joe Blunt. Look in dere, and you shall see fat you will behold.

Why, its the horse, I do blieve! cried Joe. Go ahead, lads.

So saying, he resumed his shovelling vigorously, and in a few minutes the hole was opened up sufficiently to enable a man to enter. Dick sprang in, and there stood Charlie close beside the cliff, looking as sedate and unconcerned as if all that had been going on had no reference to him whatever.

The cause of his safety was simple enough. The precipice beside which he stood when the avalanche occurred overhung its base at that point considerably, so that when the snow descended, a clear space of several feet wide was left all along its base. Here Charlie had remained in perfect comfort until his friends dug him out.

Congratulating themselves not a little on having saved the charger and bagged a grizzly bear, the trappers remounted, and returned to the camp.

For some time after this nothing worthy of particular note occurred. The trapping operations went on prosperously and without interruption from the Indians, who seemed to have left the locality altogether. During this period, Dick, and Crusoe, and Charlie had many excursions together, and the silver rifle full many a time sent death to the heart of bear, and elk, and buffalo, while, indirectly, it sent joy to the heart of man, woman, and child in camp, in the shape of juicy steaks and marrow-bones. Joe and Henri devoted themselves almost exclusively to trapping beaver, in which pursuit they were so successful that they speedily became wealthy men, according to backwood notions of wealth. With the beaver that they caught, they purchased from Camerons store powder and shot enough for a long hunting expedition and a couple of spare horses to carry their packs. They also purchased a large assortment of such goods and trinkets as would prove acceptable to Indians, and supplied themselves with new blankets, and a few pairs of strong moccasins, of which they stood much in need.

Thus they went on from day to day, until symptoms of the approach of winter warned them that it was time to return to the Mustang Valley. About this time an event occurred which totally changed the aspect of affairs in these remote valleys of the Rocky Mountains, and precipitated the departure of our four friends, Dick, Joe, Henri, and Crusoe. This was the sudden arrival of a whole tribe of Indians. As their advent was somewhat remarkable, we shall devote to it the commencement of a new chapter.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Savage sports  Living cataracts  An alarm  Indians and their doings  The stampedo  Charlie again.

One day Dick Varley was out on a solitary hunting expedition near the rocky gorge, where his horse had received temporary burial a week or two before. Crusoe was with him, of course. Dick had tied Charlie to a tree, and was sunning himself on the edge of a cliff, from the top of which he had a fine view of the valley and the rugged precipices that hemmed it in.

Just in front of the spot on which he sat, the precipices on the opposite side of the gorge rose to a considerable height above him, so that their ragged outlines were drawn sharply across the clear sky. Dick was gazing in dreamy silence at the jutting rocks and dark caverns, and speculating on the probable number of bears that dwelt there, when a slight degree of restlessness on the part of Crusoe attracted him.

What ist, pup? said he, laying his hand on the dogs broad back.

Crusoe looked the answer, I dont know, Dick, but its something, you may depend upon it, else I would not have disturbed you.

Dick lifted his rifle from the ground, and laid it in the hollow of his left arm.

There must be something in the wind, remarked Dick.

As wind is known to be composed of two distinct gases, Crusoe felt perfectly safe in replying Yes, with his tail. Immediately after he added, Hallo! did you hear that?  with his ears.

Dick did hear it, and sprang hastily to his feet, as a sound like, yet unlike, distant thunder came faintly down upon the breeze. In a few seconds the sound increased to a roar in which was mingled the wild cries of men. Neither Dick nor Crusoe moved, for the sounds came from behind the heights in front of them, and they felt that the only way to solve the question, What can the sounds be? was to wait till the sounds should solve it themselves.

Suddenly the muffled sounds gave place to the distinct bellowing of cattle, the clatter of innumerable hoofs, and the yells of savage men, while at the same moment the edges of the opposite cliffs became alive with Indians and buffaloes rushing about in frantic haste  the former almost mad with savage excitement, the latter with blind rage and terror.

On reaching the edge of the dizzy precipice, the buffaloes turned abruptly and tossed their ponderous heads as they coursed along the edge. Yet a few of them, unable to check their headlong course, fell over, and were dashed to pieces on the rocks below. Such falls, Dick observed, were hailed with shouts of delight by the Indians, whose sole object evidently was to enjoy the sport of driving the terrified animals over the precipice. The wily savages had chosen their ground well for this purpose.

The cliff immediately opposite to Dick Varley was a huge projection from the precipice that hemmed in the gorge, or species of cape or promontory several hundred yards wide at the base, and narrowing abruptly to a point. The sides of this wedge-shaped projection were quite perpendicular; indeed, in some places the top overhung the base, and they were at least three hundred feet high. Broken and jagged rocks, of that peculiarly chaotic character which probably suggested the name to this part of the great American chain, projected from, and were scattered all round, the cliffs. Over these the Indians, whose numbers increased every moment, strove to drive the luckless herd of buffaloes that had chanced to fall in their way. The task was easy. The unsuspecting animals, of which there were hundreds, rushed in a dense mass upon the cape referred to. On they came with irresistible impetuosity, bellowing furiously, while their hoofs thundered on the turf with the muffled continuous roar of a distant, but mighty cataract  the Indians, meanwhile, urging them on by hideous yell and frantic gesture.

The advance-guard came bounding madly to the edge of the precipice. Here they stopped short, and gazed affrighted at the gulf below. It was but for a moment. The irresistible momentum of the flying mass behind pushed them over. Down they came, absolutely a living cataract, upon the rocks below. Some struck on the projecting rocks in the descent, and their bodies were dashed almost in pieces, while their blood spurted out in showers. Others leaped from rock to rock with awful bounds, until, losing their foot-hold, they fell headlong, while others descended sheer down into the sweltering mass that lay shattered at the base of the cliffs.

Dick Varley and his dog remained rooted to the rock, as they gazed at the sickening sight, as if petrified. Scarce fifty of that noble herd of buffaloes escaped the awful leap, but they escaped only to fall before the arrows of their ruthless pursuers. Dick had often heard of this tendency of the Indians, where buffaloes were very numerous, to drive them over precipices in mere wanton sport and cruelty, but he had never seen it until now, and the sight filled his soul with horror. It was not until the din and tumult of the perishing herd and the shrill yells of the Indians had almost died away that he turned to quit the spot. But the instant he did so another shout was raised. The savages had observed him, and were seen galloping along the cliffs towards the head of the gorge, with the obvious intention of gaining the other side and capturing him. Dick sprang on Charlies back, and the next instant was flying down the valley towards the camp.

He did not, however, fear being overtaken, for the gorge could not be crossed, and the way round the head of it was long and rugged; but he was anxious to alarm the camp as quickly as possible, so that they might have time to call in the more distant trappers and make preparations for defence.

Where away now, youngster, inquired Cameron, emerging from his tent as Dick, taking the brook that flowed in front at a flying leap, came crashing through the bushes into the midst of the fur-packs at full speed.

Injuns! ejaculated Dick, reining up, and vaulting out of the saddle. Hundreds of em. Fiends incarnate every one!

Are they near?

Yes; an hour ll bring them down on us. Are Joe and Henri far from camp to-day?

At Ten-mile Creek, replied Cameron with an expression of bitterness, as he caught up his gun and shouted to several men, who hurried up on seeing our heros burst into camp.

Ten-mile Creek! muttered Dick. Ill bring em in, though, he continued, glancing at several of the camp horses that grazed close at hand.

In another moment he was on Charlies back, the line of one of the best horses was in his hand, and almost before Cameron knew what he was about he was flying down the valley like the wind. Charlie often stretched out at full speed to please his young master, but seldom had he been urged forward as he was upon this occasion. The led horse being light and wild, kept well up, and, in a marvellously short space of time, they were at Ten-mile Creek.

Hallo, Dick, wots to do? inquired Joe Blunt, who was up to his knees in the water, setting a trap at the moment his friend galloped up.

Injuns! Wheres Henri? demanded Dick.

At the head o the dam there.

Dick was off in a moment, and almost instantly returned with Henri galloping beside him.

No word was spoken. In time of action these men did not waste words. During Dicks momentary absence, Joe Blunt had caught up his rifle and examined the priming, so that when Dick pulled up beside him, he merely laid his hand on the saddle, saying, All right! as he vaulted on Charlies back behind his young companion. In another moment they were away at full speed. The mustang seemed to feel that unwonted exertions were required of him. Double weighted though he was, he kept well up with the other horse, and in less than two hours after Dicks leaving the camp the three hunters came in sight of it.

Meanwhile Cameron had collected nearly all his forces, and put his camp in a state of defence before the Indians arrived, which they did suddenly, and, as usual, at full gallop, to the amount of at least two hundred. They did not at first seem disposed to hold friendly intercourse with the trappers, but assembled in a semicircle round the camp in a menacing attitude, while one of their chiefs stepped forward to hold a palaver. For some time the conversation on both sides was polite enough, but by degrees the Indian chief assumed an imperious tone, and demanded gifts from the trappers, taking care to enforce his request by hinting that thousands of his countrymen were not far distant. Cameron stoutly refused, and the palaver threatened to come to an abrupt and unpleasant termination just at the time that Dick and his friends appeared on the scene of action.

The brook was cleared at a bound; the three hunters leaped from their steeds and sprang to the front with a degree of energy that had a visible effect on the savages, and Cameron, seizing the moment, proposed that the two parties should smoke a pipe and hold a council. The Indians agreed, and in a few minutes they were engaged in animated and friendly intercourse. The speeches were long, and the compliments paid on either side were inflated, and, we fear, undeserved; but the result of the interview was, that Cameron made the Indians a present of tobacco and a few trinkets, and sent them back to their friends to tell them that he was willing to trade with them.

Next day the whole tribe arrived in the valley, and pitched their deerskin tents on the plain opposite to the camp of the white men. Their numbers far exceeded Camerons expectation, and it was with some anxiety that he proceeded to strengthen his fortifications as much as circumstances and the nature of the ground would admit.

The Indian camp, which numbered upwards of a thousand souls, was arranged with great regularity, and was divided into three distinct sections, each section being composed of a separate tribe. The Great Snake Nation at that time embraced three tribes or divisions  namely, the Shirry-dikas, or dog-eaters; the War-are-ree-kas, or fish-eaters; and the Banattees, or robbers. These were the most numerous and powerful Indians on the west side of the Rocky Mountains. The Shirry-dikas dwelt in the plains, and hunted the buffaloes; dressed well; were cleanly; rich in horses; bold, independent, and good warriors. The War-are-ree-kas lived chiefly by fishing, and were found on the banks of the rivers and lakes throughout the country. They were more corpulent, slovenly, and indolent than the Shirry-dikas, and more peaceful. The Banattees, as we have before mentioned, were the robbers of the mountains. They were a wild and contemptible race, and at enmity with every one. In summer they went about nearly naked. In winter they clothed themselves in the skins of rabbits and wolves. Being excellent mimics, they could imitate the howling of wolves, the neighing of horses, and the cries of birds, by which means they could approach travellers, rob them, and then fly to their rocky fastnesses in the mountains, where pursuit was vain.

Such were the men who now assembled in front of the camp of the fur-traders, and Cameron soon found that the news of his presence in the country had spread far and wide among the natives, bringing them to the neighbourhood of his camp in immense crowds, so that, during the next few days, their numbers increased to thousands.

Several long palavers quickly ensued between the red men and the white, and the two great chiefs who seemed to hold despotic rule over the assembled tribes were extremely favourable to the idea of universal peace which was propounded to them. In several set speeches of great length and very considerable power, these natural orators explained their willingness to enter into amicable relations with all the surrounding nations as well as with the white men.

But, said Pee-eye-em, the chief of the Shirry-dikas, a man above six feet high, and of immense muscular strength, but my tribe cannot answer for the Banattees, who are robbers, and cannot be punished, because they dwell in scattered families among the mountains. The Banattees are bad; they cannot be trusted.

None of the Banattees were present at the council when this was said; and if they had been it would have mattered little, for they were neither fierce nor courageous, although bold enough in their own haunts to murder and rob the unwary.

The second chief did not quite agree with Pee-eye-em; he said that it was impossible for them to make peace with their natural enemies, the Peigans and the Blackfeet on the east side of the mountains. It was very desirable, he admitted, but neither of these tribes would consent to it, he felt sure.

Upon this Joe blunt rose and said, The great chief of the War-are-ree-kas is wise, and knows that enemies cannot be reconciled unless deputies are sent to make proposals of peace.

The Pale-face does not know the Blackfeet, answered the chief. Who will go into the lands of the Blackfeet? My young men have been sent once and again, and their scalps are now fringes to the leggings of their enemies. The War-are-ree-kas do not cross the mountains but for the purpose of making war.

The chief speaks truth, returned Joe, yet there are three men round the council-fire who will go to the Blackfeet and the Peigans with messages of peace from the Snakes if they wish it.

Joe pointed to himself, Henri, and Dick as he spoke, and added, We three do not belong to the camp of the fur-traders; we only lodge with them for a time. The Great Chief of the white men has sent us to make peace with the Red-men, and to tell them that he desires to trade with them  to exchange hatchets, and guns, and blankets for furs.

This declaration interested the two chiefs greatly, and after a good deal of discussion they agreed to take advantage of Joe Blunts offer, and appoint him as a deputy to the court of their enemies. Having arranged these matters to their satisfaction, Cameron bestowed a red flag and a blue surtout with brass buttons on each of the chiefs, and a variety of smaller articles on the other members of the council, and sent them away in a particularly amiable frame of mind.

Pee-eye-em burst the blue surtout at the shoulders and elbows in putting it on, as it was much too small for his gigantic frame, but, never having seen such an article of apparel before, he either regarded this as the natural and proper consequence of putting it on, or was totally indifferent to it, for he merely looked at the rents with a smile of satisfaction, while his squaw surreptitiously cut off the two back buttons and thrust them into her bosom.

By the time the council closed the night was far advanced, and a bright moon was shedding a flood of soft light over the picturesque and busy scene.

Ill go to the Injun camp, said Joe to Walter Cameron, as the chiefs rose to depart. The seasons far enough advanced already; its time to be off; and if Im to speak for the Red-skins in the Blackfeet Council, Id need to know what to say.

Please yourself, Master Blunt, answered Cameron. I like your company and that of your friends, and if it suited you I would be glad to take you along with us to the coast of the Pacific; but your mission among the Indians is a good one, and Ill help it on all I can. I suppose you will go also? he added, turning to Dick Varley, who was still seated beside the council-fire caressing Crusoe.

Wherever Joe goes, I go, answered Dick.

Crusoes tail, ears and eyes demonstrated high approval of the sentiment involved in this speech.

And your friend Henri?

He goes too, answered Joe. Its as well that the Red-skins should see the three o us before we start for the east side o the mountains. Ho! Henri, come here, lad.

Henri obeyed, and in a few seconds the three friends crossed the brook to the Indian camp, and were guided to the principal lodge by Pee-eye-em. Here a great council was held, and the proposed attempt at negotiations for peace with their ancient enemies fully discussed. While they were thus engaged, and just as Pee-eye-em had, in the energy of an enthusiastic peroration burst the blue surtout almost up to the collar, a distant rushing sound was heard, which caused every man to spring to his feet, run out of the tent, and seize his weapons.

What can it be, Joe? whispered Dick, as they stood at the tent door leaning on their rifles, and listening intently.

Dunno, answered Joe shortly.

Most of the numerous fires of the camp had gone out, but the bright moon revealed the dusky forms of thousands of Indians, whom the unwonted sound had startled, moving rapidly about.

The mystery was soon explained. The Indian camp was pitched on an open plain of several miles in extent, which took a sudden bend half a mile distant, where a spur of the mountains shut out the further end of the valley from view. From beyond this point the dull rumbling sound proceeded. Suddenly there was a roar as if a mighty cataract had been let loose upon the scene. At the same moment a countless herd of wild horses came thundering round the base of the mountain and swept over the plain straight towards the Indian camp.

A stampedo! cried Joe, springing to the assistance of Pee-eye-em, whose favourite horses were picketted near the tent.

On they came like a living torrent, and the thunder of a thousand hoofs was soon mingled with the howling of hundreds of dogs in the camp, and the yelling of Indians, as they vainly endeavoured to restrain the rising excitement of their steeds. Henri and Dick stood rooted to the ground, gazing in silent wonder at the fierce and uncontrollable gallop of the thousands of panic-stricken horses that bore down upon the camp with the tumultuous violence of a mighty cataract.

As the maddened troop drew nigh, the camp horses began to snort and tremble violently, and when the rush of the wild steeds was almost upon them, they became ungovernable with terror, broke their halters and hobbles, and dashed wildly about. To add to the confusion at that moment, a cloud passed over the moon and threw the whole scene into deep obscurity. Blind with terror, which was probably increased by the din of their own mad flight, the galloping troop came on, and, with a sound like the continuous roar of thunder that for an instant drowned the yell of dog and man, they burst upon the camp, trampling over packs and skins, and dried meat, etcetera, in their headlong speed, and overturning several of the smaller tents. In another moment they swept out upon the plain beyond, and were soon lost in the darkness of the night, while the yelping of dogs, as they vainly pursued them, mingled and gradually died away with the distant thunder of their retreat.

This was a stampedo, one of the most extraordinary scenes that can be witnessed in the western wilderness.

Lend a hand, Henri, shouted Joe, who was struggling with a powerful horse. Wots comed over yer brains, man? This brute ll git off if ye dont look sharp.

Dick and Henri both answered to the summons, and they succeeded in throwing the struggling animal on its side and holding it down until its excitement was somewhat abated. Pee-eye-em had also been successful in securing his favourite hunter, but nearly every other horse belonging to the camp had broken loose and joined the whirlwind gallop, but they gradually dropped out, and, before morning, the most of them were secured by their owners. As there were at least two thousand horses and an equal number of dogs in the part of the Indian camp which had been thus over-run by the wild mustangs, the turmoil, as may be imagined, was prodigious! Yet, strange to say, no accident of a serious nature occurred beyond the loss of several chargers.

In the midst of this exciting scene there was one heart there which beat with a nervous vehemence that well-nigh burst it. This was the heart of Dick Varleys horse, Charlie. Well-known to him was that distant rumbling sound that floated on the night air into the fur-traders camp where he was picketted close to Camerons tent. Many a time had he heard the approach of such a wild troop, and often, in days not long gone by, had his shrill neigh rung out as he joined and led the panic-stricken band. He was first to hear the sound, and by his restive actions, to draw the attention of the fur-traders to it. As a precautionary measure they all sprang up and stood by their horses to soothe them, but as a brook with a belt of bushes and quarter of a mile of plain intervened between their camp and the mustangs as they flew past, they had little or no trouble in restraining them. Not so, however, with Charlie. At the very moment that his master was congratulating himself on the supposed security of his position, he wrenched the halter from the hand of him who held it, burst through the barrier of felled trees that had been thrown round the camp, cleared the brook at a bound, and, with a wild hilarious neigh, resumed his old place in the ranks of the free-born mustangs of the prairie.

Little did Dick think, when the flood of horses swept past him, that his own good steed was there, rejoicing in his recovered liberty. But Crusoe knew it. Ay, the wind had borne down the information to his acute nose before the living storm burst upon the camp, and when Charlie rushed past with the long tough halter trailing at his heels, Crusoe sprang to his side, seized the end of the halter with his teeth, and galloped off along with him.

It was a long gallop and a tough one, but Crusoe held on, for it was a settled principle in his mind never to give in. At first the check upon Charlies speed was imperceptible, but by degrees the weight of the gigantic dog began to tell, and, after a time, they fell a little to the rear; then, by good fortune, the troop passed through a mass of underwood, and the line, getting entangled, brought their mad career forcibly to a close; the mustangs passed on, and the two friends were left to keep each other company in the dark.

How long they would have remained thus is uncertain, for neither of them had sagacity enough to undo a complicated entanglement; fortunately, however, in his energetic tugs at the line, Crusoes sharp teeth partially severed it, and a sudden start on the part of Charlie caused it to part. Before he could escape, Crusoe again seized the end of it and led him slowly but steadily back to the Indian camp, never halting or turning aside until he had placed the line in Dick Varleys hand.

Hallo, pup! where have ye bin. How did ye bring him here? exclaimed Dick, as he gazed in amazement at his foam-covered horse.

Crusoe wagged his tail, as if to say, Be thankful that youve got him, Dick, my boy, and dont ask questions that you know I cant answer.

He must ha broke loose and jined the stampedo, remarked Joe, coming out of the chiefs tent at the moment; but tie him up, Dick, and come in, for we want to settle about startin to-morrow or nixt day.

Having fastened Charlie to a stake, and ordered Crusoe to watch him, Dick re-entered the tent where the council had re-assembled, and where Pee-eye-em  having, in the recent struggle, split the blue surtout completely up to the collar, so that his backbone was visible throughout the greater part of its length  was holding forth in eloquent strains on the subject of peace in general and peace with the Blackfeet, the ancient enemies of the Shirry-dikas, in particular.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Plans and prospects  Dick becomes home-sick, and Henri metaphysical  The Indians attack the camp  A blow-up.

On the following day the Indians gave themselves up to unlimited feasting, in consequence of the arrival of a large body of hunters with an immense supply of buffalo meat. It was a regular day of rejoicing. Upwards of six hundred buffaloes had been killed, and as the supply of meat before their arrival had been ample, the camp was now overflowing with plenty. Feasts were given by the chiefs, and the medicine-men went about the camp uttering loud cries, which were meant to express gratitude to the Great Spirit for the bountiful supply of food. They also carried a portion of meat to the aged and infirm who were unable to hunt for themselves, and had no young men in their family circle to hunt for them.

This arrival of the hunters was a fortunate circumstance, as it put the Indians in great good-humour, and inclined them to hold friendly intercourse with the trappers, who for some time continued to drive a brisk trade in furs. Having no market for the disposal of their furs, the Indians of course had more than they knew what to do with, and were therefore glad to exchange those of the most beautiful and valuable kind for a mere trifle, so that the trappers laid aside their traps for a time and devoted themselves to traffic.

Meanwhile Joe Blunt and his friends made preparations for their return journey.

Ye see, remarked Joe to Henri and Dick, as they sat beside the fire in Pee-eye-ems lodge, and feasted on a potful of grasshopper soup, which the great chiefs squaw had just placed before them, ye see, my calclations is as follows. Wot with trappin beavers and huntin, we three ha made enough to sot us up, an it likes us, in the Mustang Valley

Ha! interrupted Dick, remitting for a few seconds the use of his teeth in order to exercise his tongue, ha! Joe, but it dont like me! What, give up a hunters life and become a farmer? I should think not!

Bon! ejaculated Henri, but whether the remark had reference to the grasshopper soup or the sentiment, we cannot tell.

Well, continued Joe, commencing to devour a large buffalo steak with a hunters appetite, yell please yourselves, lads, as to that; but, as I wos sayin, weve got a powerful lot o furs, an a big pack o odds and ends for the Injuns we chance to meet with by the way, an powder and lead to last us a twelve-month, besides five good horses to carry us an our packs over the plains; so if its agreeable to you, I mean to make a bee-line for the Mustang Valley. Were pretty sure to meet with Blackfeet on the way, and if we do well try to make peace between them an the Snakes. I xpect itll be pretty well on for six weeks afore we git to home, so well start to-morrow.

Dat is fat vill do ver vell, said Henri; vill you please donnez me one petit morsel of steak.

Im ready for anything, Joe, cried Dick, you are leader. Just point the way, and Ill answer for two o us followin ye  eh! wont we, Crusoe?

We will, remarked the dog quietly.

How comes it, inquired Dick, that these Indians dont care for our tobacco?

They like their own better, I spose, answered Joe; most all the western Injuns do. They make it o the dried leaves o the shumack and the inner bark o the red-willow, chopped very small an mixed together. They call this stuff Kinnekinnik, but they like to mix about a fourth o our tobacco with it, so Pee-eye-em tells me, an hes a good judge; the amount that red-skinned mortal smokes is oncommon.

What are they doin yonder? inquired Dick, pointing to a group of men who had been feasting for some time past in front of a tent within sight of our trio.

Goin to sing, I think, replied Joe.

As he spoke, six young warriors were seen to work their bodies about in a very remarkable way, and give utterance to still more remarkable sounds, which gradually increased until the singers burst out into that terrific yell, or war-whoop, for which American savages have long been famous. Its effect would save been appalling to unaccustomed ears. Then they allowed their voices to die away in soft, plaintive tones, while their action corresponded thereto. Suddenly the furious style was revived, and the men wrought themselves into a condition little short of madness, while their yells rung wildly through the camp. This was too much for ordinary canine nature to withstand, so all the dogs in the neighbourhood joined in the horrible chorus.

Crusoe had long since learned to treat the eccentricities of Indians and their curs with dignified contempt. He paid no attention to this serenade, but lay sleeping by the fire until Dick and his companions rose to take leave of their host, and return to the camp of the fur-traders. The remainder of that night was spent in making preparations for setting forth on the morrow, and when, at grey dawn, Dick and Crusoe lay down to snatch a few hours repose, the yells and howling in the Snake camp were going on as vigorously as ever.

The sun had arisen, and his beams were just tipping the summits of the Rocky Mountains, causing the snowy peaks to glitter like flame, and the deep ravines and gorges to look sombre and mysterious by contrast, when Dick, and Joe, and Henri mounted their gallant steeds, and, with Crusoe gambolling before, and the two pack-horses trotting by their side, turned their faces eastward, and bade adieu to the Indian camp.

Crusoe was in great spirits. He was perfectly well aware that he and his companions were on their way home, and testified his satisfaction by bursts of scampering over the hills and valleys. Doubtless he thought of Dick Varleys cottage, and of Dicks mild, kind-hearted mother. Undoubtedly, too, he thought of his own mother, Fan, and felt a glow of filial affection as he did so. Of this we feel quite certain. He would have been unworthy the title of hero if he hadnt. Perchance he thought of Grumps, but of this we are not quite so sure. We rather think, upon the whole, that he did.

Dick, too, let his thoughts run away in the direction of home. Sweet word! Those who have never left it cannot, by any effort of imagination, realise the full import of the word home. Dick was a bold hunter, but he was young, and this was his first long expedition. Oftentimes, when sleeping under the trees and gazing dreamily up through the branches at the stars, had he thought of home, until his longing heart began to yearn to return. He repelled such tender feelings, however, when they became too strong, deeming them unmanly, and sought to turn his mind to the excitements of the chase, but latterly his efforts were in vain. He became thoroughly home-sick, and, while admitting the fact to himself, he endeavoured to conceal it from his comrades. He thought that he was successful in this attempt. Poor Dick Varley! as yet he was sadly ignorant of human nature. Henri knew it, and Joe Blunt knew it. Even Crusoe knew that something was wrong with his master, although he could not exactly make out what it was. But Crusoe made memoranda in the note-book of his memory. He jotted down the peculiar phases of his masters new disease with the care and minute exactness of a physician; and, we doubt not, ultimately added the knowledge of the symptoms of homesickness to his already well-filled stores of erudition.

It was not till they had set out on their homeward journey that Dick Varleys spirits revived, and it was not till they reached the beautiful prairies on the eastern slopes of the Rocky Mountains, and galloped over the green sward towards the Mustang Valley, that Dick ventured to tell Joe Blunt what his feelings had been.

Dye know, Joe, he said confidentially, reining up his gallant steed after a sharp gallop, dye know Ive bin feelin awful low for some time past.

I know it, lad, answered Joe, with a quiet smile, in which there was a dash of something that implied he knew more than he chose to express.

Dick felt surprised, but he continued, I wonder what it could have bin. I never felt so before.

Twas homesickness, boy, returned Joe.

How dye know that?

The same way as how I know most things, by experience an obsarvation. Ive bin home-sick myself once  but it was long, long agone.

Dick felt much relieved at this candid confession by such a bronzed veteran, and, the chords of sympathy having been struck, he opened up his heart at once, to the evident delight of Henri, who, among other curious partialities, was extremely fond of listening to and taking part in conversations that bordered on the metaphysical, and were hard to be understood. Most conversations that were not connected with eating and hunting were of this nature to Henri.

Hom-sik, he cried, veech mean bein sik of hom! hah! dat is fat I am always be, ven I goes hout on de expedition. Oui, vraiment.

I always packs up, continued Joe, paying no attention to Henris remark, I always packs up an sots off for home when I gits home-sick; its the best cure, an when hunters are young like you, Dick, its the only cure. Ive knowd fellers amost die o homesickness, an Im told they do go under altogether sometimes.

Go onder! exclaimed Henri; oui, I vas all but die myself ven I fust try to git away from hom. If I have not git away, I not be here to-day.

Henris idea of homesickness was so totally opposed to theirs, that his comrades only laughed, and refrained from attempting to set him right.

The fust time I was took bad with it wos in a country somethin like that, said Joe, pointing to the wide stretch of undulating prairie, dotted with clusters of trees and wandering streamlets, that lay before them; I had bin out about two months, an wos makin a good thing of it, for game wos plenty, when I began to think somehow more than usual o home. My mother wos alive then.

Joes voice sank to a deep, solemn tone as he said this, and for a few minutes he rode on in silence.

Well, it grew worse and worse, I dreamed o home all night, an thought of it all day, till I began to shoot bad, an my comrades wos gittin tired o me; so says I to them one night, says I, I give out, lads, Ill make tracks for the settlement to-morrow. They tried to laugh me out of it at first, but it was no go, so I packed up, bid them good-day, an sot off alone on a trip o five hundred miles. The very first mile o the way back I began to mend, and before two days I wos all right again.

Joe was interrupted at this point by the sudden appearance of a solitary horseman on the brow of an eminence not half a mile distant. The three friends instantly drove their pack-horses behind a clump of trees, but not in time to escape the vigilant eye of the Red-man, who uttered a loud shout, which brought up a band of his comrades at full gallop.

Remember, Henri, cried Joe Blunt, our errand is one of peace.

The caution was needed, for in the confusion of the moment Henri was making preparation to sell his life as dearly as possible. Before another word could be uttered, they were surrounded by a troop of about twenty yelling Blackfeet Indians. They were, fortunately, not a war-party, and, still more fortunately, they were peaceably disposed, and listened to the preliminary address of Joe Blunt with exemplary patience; after which the two parties encamped on the spot, the council-fire was lighted, and every preparation made for a long palaver.

We will not trouble the reader with the details of what was said on this occasion. The party of Indians was a small one, and no chief of any importance was attached to it. Suffice it to say that the pacific overtures made by Joe were well received, the trifling gifts made thereafter were still better received, and they separated with mutual expressions of good will.

Several other bands which were afterwards met with were equally friendly, and only one war-party was seen. Joes quick eye observed it in time to enable them to retire unseen behind the shelter of some trees, where they remained until the Indian warriors were out of sight.

The next party they met with, however, were more difficult to manage, and, unfortunately, blood was shed on both sides before our travellers escaped.

It was at the close of a beautiful day that a war-party of Blackfeet were seen riding along a ridge on the horizon. It chanced that the prairie at this place was almost destitute of trees or shrubs large enough to conceal the horses. By dashing down the grassy wave into the hollow between the two undulations, and dismounting, Joe hoped to elude the savages, so he gave the word,  but at the same moment a shout from the Indians told that they were discovered.

Look sharp, lads, throw down the packs on the highest point of the ridge, cried Joe, undoing the lashings, seizing one of the bales of goods, and hurrying to the top of the undulation with it; we must keep them at arms length, boys  be alive. War-parties are not to be trusted.

Dick and Henri seconded Joes efforts so ably, that in the course of two minutes the horses were unloaded, the packs piled in the form of a wall in front of a broken piece of ground, the horses picketted close beside them, and our three travellers peeping over the edge, with their rifles cocked, while the savages  about thirty in number  came sweeping down towards them.

Ill try to git them to palaver, said Joe Blunt, but keep yer eye on em, Dick, an if they behave ill, shoot the horse o the leadin chief. Ill throw up my left hand as a signal. Mind, lad, dont hit human flesh till my second signal is given, and see that Henri dont draw till I git back to ye.

So saying, Joe sprang lightly over the slight parapet of their little fortress, and ran swiftly out, unarmed, towards the Indians. In a few seconds he was close up with them, and in another moment was surrounded. At first the savages brandished their spears and rode round the solitary man, yelling like fiends, as if they wished to intimidate him; but as Joe stood like a statue, with his arms crossed, and a grave expression of contempt on his countenance, they quickly desisted, and, drawing near, asked him where he came from, and what he was doing there.

Joes story was soon told; but instead of replying, they began to shout vociferously, and evidently meant mischief.

If the Blackfeet are afraid to speak to the Pale-face, he will go back to his braves, said Joe, passing suddenly between two of the warriors and taking a few steps towards the camp.

Instantly every bow was bent, and it seemed as if our bold hunter were about to be pierced by a hundred arrows, when he turned round and cried:  

The Blackfeet must not advance a single step. The first that moves his horse shall die. The second that moves himself shall die.

To this the Blackfoot chief replied scornfully, The Pale-face talks with a big mouth. We do not believe his words. The Snakes are liars, we will make no peace with them.

While he was yet speaking, Joe threw up his hand; there was a loud report, and the noble horse of the savage chief lay struggling in death agony on the ground.

The use of the rifle, as we have before hinted, was little known at this period among the Indians of the far west, and many had never heard the dreaded report before, although all were aware, from hearsay, of its fatal power. The fall of the chiefs horse, therefore, quite paralysed them for a few moments, and they had not recovered from their surprise when a second report was heard, a bullet whistled past, and a second horse fell. At the same moment there was a loud explosion in the camp of the Pale-faces, a white cloud enveloped it, and from the midst of this a loud shriek was heard, as Dick, Henri, and Crusoe bounded over the packs with frantic gestures.

At this the gaping savages wheeled their steeds round, the dismounted horsemen sprang on behind two of their comrades, and the whole band dashed away over the plains as if they were chased by evil spirits.

Meanwhile Joe hastened towards his comrades in a state of great anxiety, for he knew at once that one of the powder-horns must have been accidentally blown up.

No damage done, boys, I hope? he cried on coming up.

Damage! cried Henri, holding his hands tight over his face. Oh! oui, great damage  moche damage, me two eyes be blowed out of dere holes.

Not quite so bad as that, I hope, said Dick, who was very slightly singed, and forgot his own hurts in anxiety about his comrade. Let me see?

My eye! exclaimed Joe Blunt, while a broad grin overspread his countenance, yeve not improved yer looks, Henri.

This was true. The worthy hunters hair was singed to such an extent that his entire countenance presented the appearance of a universal frizzle. Fortunately the skin, although much blackened, was quite uninjured, a fact which, when he ascertained it beyond a doubt, afforded so much satisfaction to Henri, that he capered about shouting with delight, as if some piece of good fortune had befallen him.

The accident had happened in consequence of Henri having omitted to replace the stopper of his powder-horn, and when, in his anxiety for Joe, he fired at random amongst the Indians, despite Dicks entreaties to wait, a spark communicated with the powder-horn and blew him up. Dick and Crusoe were only a little singed, but the former was not disposed to quarrel with an accident which had sent their enemies so promptly to the right-about.

This band followed them for some nights, in the hope of being able to steal their horses while they slept; but they were not brave enough to venture a second time within range of the death-dealing rifle.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Dangers of the prairie  Our travellers attacked by Indians, and delivered in a remarkable manner.

There are periods in the life of almost all men when misfortunes seem to crowd upon them in rapid succession, when they escape from one danger only to encounter another, and when, to use a well-known expression, they succeed in leaping out of the frying-pan at the expense of plunging into the fire.

So was it with our three friends upon this occasion. They were scarcely rid of the Blackfeet, who found them too watchful to be caught napping, when, about daybreak one morning they encountered a roving band of Camanchee Indians, who wore such a warlike aspect that Joe deemed it prudent to avoid them if possible.

They dont see us yit, I guess, said Joe, as he and his companions drove the horses into a hollow between the grassy waves of the prairie, any if we only can escape their sharp eyes till were in yonder clump o willows, were safe enough.

But why dont you ride up to them, Joe, inquired Dick, and make peace between them and the Pale-faces, as you ha done with other bands?

Because its o no use to risk our scalps for the chance o makin peace wi a rovin war-party. Keep yer head down, Henri! If they git only a sight o the top o yer cap, theyll be down on us like a breeze o wind.

Hah! let dem come! said Henri.

Theyll come without askin yer leave, remarked Joe drily.

Notwithstanding his defiant expression, Henri had sufficient prudence to induce him to bend his head and shoulders, and in a few minutes they reached the shelter of the willows unseen by the savages. At least so thought Henri, Joe was not quite sure about it, and Dick hoped for the best.

In the course of half an hour the last of the Camanchees was seen to hover for a second on the horizon, like a speck of black against the sky, and then to disappear.

Immediately the three hunters bolted on their steeds and resumed their journey; but before that evening closed they had sad evidence of the savage nature of the band from which they had escaped. On passing the brow of a slight eminence, Dick, who rode first, observed that Crusoe stopped and snuffed the breeze in an anxious, inquiring manner.

What ist, pup? said Dick, drawing up, for he knew that his faithful dog never gave a false alarm.

Crusoe replied by a short, uncertain bark, and then bounding forward, disappeared behind a little wooded knoll. In another moment a long, dismal howl floated over the plains. There was a mystery about the dogs conduct which, coupled with his melancholy cry, struck the travellers with a superstitious feeling of dread, as they sat looking at each other in surprise.

Come, lets clear it up, cried Joe Blunt, shaking the reins of his steed, and galloping forward. A few strides brought them to the other side of the knoll where, scattered upon the torn and bloody turf, they discovered the scalped and mangled remains of about twenty or thirty human beings. Their skulls had been cleft by the tomahawk, and their breasts pierced by the scalping-knife; and from the position in which many of them lay, it was evident that they had been slain while asleep.

Joes brow flushed, and his lips became tightly compressed, as he muttered between his set teeth, Their skins are white.

A short examination sufficed to show that the men who had thus been barbarously murdered while they slept had been a band of trappers, or hunters; but what their errand had been, or whence they came, they could not discover.

Everything of value had been carried off, and all the scalps had been taken. Most of the bodies, although much mutilated, lay in a posture that led our hunters to believe they had been killed while asleep; but one or two were cut almost to pieces, and from the blood-bespattered and trampled sward around, it seemed as if they had struggled long and fiercely for life. Whether or not any of the savages had been slain, it was impossible to tell, for if such had been the case, their comrades, doubtless, had carried away their bodies. That they had been slaughtered by the party of Camanchees who had been seen at daybreak, was quite clear to Joe; but his burning desire to revenge the death of the white men had to be stifled, as his party was so small.

Long afterwards it was discovered that this was a band of trappers who, like those mentioned at the beginning of this volume, had set out to avenge the death of a comrade; but God, who has retained the right of vengeance in His own hand, saw fit to frustrate their purpose, by giving them into the hands of the savages whom they had set forth to slay.

As it was impossible to bury so many bodies, the travellers resumed their journey, and left them to bleach there in the wilderness; but they rode the whole of that day almost without uttering a word. Meanwhile the Camanchees, who had observed the trio, and had ridden away at first for the purpose of deceiving them into the belief that they had passed unobserved, doubled on their track, and took a long sweep in order to keep out of sight until they could approach under the shelter of a belt of woodland towards which the travellers now approached.

The Indians adopted this course instead of the easier method of simply pursuing so weak a party, because the plains at this part were bordered by a long stretch of forest into which the hunters could have plunged, and rendered pursuit more difficult, if not almost useless. The détour thus taken was so extensive that the shades of evening were beginning to descend before they could put their plan into execution. The forest lay about a mile to the right of our hunters, like some dark mainland, of which the prairie was the sea, and the scattered clumps of wood the islands.

Theres no lack o game here, said Dick Varley, pointing to a herd of buffaloes which rose at their approach, and fled away towards the wood.

I think well ha thunder soon, remarked Joe. I never feel it onnatteral hot like this without looking out for a plump.

Hah! den ve better look hout for one goot tree to get blow, suggested Henri. Voilà! he added, pointing with his finger towards the plain; dere am a lot of wild hosses.

A troop of about thirty wild horses appeared, as he spoke, on the brow of a ridge, and advanced slowly towards them.

Hist! exclaimed Joe, reining up; hold on, lads. Wild horses! my rifle to a pop-gun theres wilder men on tother side o them.

What mean you, Joe? inquired Dick, riding close up.

Dye see the little lumps on the shoulder o each horse? said Joe. Thems Injuns feet; an if we dont want to lose our scalps wed better make for the forest.

Joe proved himself to be in earnest by wheeling round and making straight for the thick woods as fast as his horse could run. The others followed, driving the pack-horses before them.

The effect of this sudden movement on the so-called wild horses was very remarkable, and to one unacquainted with the habits of the Camanchee Indians, must have appeared almost supernatural. In the twinkling of an eye every steed had a rider on its back, and before the hunters had taken five strides in the direction of the forest, the whole band were in hot pursuit, yelling like furies.

The manner in which these Indians accomplish this feat is very singular, and implies great activity and strength of muscle on the part of the savages.

The Camanchees are low in stature, and usually are rather corpulent. In their movements on foot they are heavy and ungraceful, and they are, on the whole, a slovenly and unattractive race of men. But the instant they mount their horses they seem to be entirely changed, and surprise the spectator with the ease and elegance of their movements. Their great and distinctive peculiarity as horsemen is the power they have acquired of throwing themselves suddenly on either side of their horses body, and clinging on in such a way that no part of them is visible from the other side save the foot by which they cling. In this manner they approach their enemies at full gallop, and without rising again to the saddle, discharge their arrows at them over their horses backs, or even under their necks.

This apparently magical feat is accomplished by means of a halter of horsehair, which is passed round under the neck of the horse, and both ends braided into the mane, on the withers, thus forming a loop which hangs under the neck and against the breast. This being caught by the hand, makes a sling, into which the elbow falls, taking the weight of the body on the middle of the upper arm. Into this loop the rider drops suddenly and fearlessly, leaving his heel to hang over the horses back, to steady him, and also to restore him to his seat when desired.

By this stratagem the Indians had approached on the present occasion almost within rifle range before they were discovered, and it required the utmost speed of the hunters horses to enable them to avoid being overtaken. One of the Indians, who was better mounted than his fellows, gained on the fugitives so much that he came within arrow range, but reserved his shaft until they were close on the margin of the wood, when, being almost alongside of Henri, he fitted an arrow to his bow. Henris eye was upon him, however; letting go the line of the pack-horse which he was leading, he threw forward his rifle, but at the same moment the savage disappeared behind his horse, and an arrow whizzed past the hunters ear.

Henri fired at the horse, which dropped instantly, hurling the astonished Camanchee upon the ground, where he lay for some time insensible. In a few seconds pursued and pursuers entered the wood, where both had to advance with caution, in order to avoid being swept off by the overhanging branches of the trees.

Meanwhile the sultry heat of which Joe had formerly spoken increased considerably, and a rumbling noise, as if of distant thunder, was heard; but the flying hunters paid no attention to it, for the led horses gave them so much trouble, and retarded their flight so much, that the Indians were gradually and visibly gaining on them.

Well ha to let the packs go, said Joe, somewhat bitterly, as he looked over his shoulder. Our scalps ll pay fort if we dont.

Henri uttered a peculiar and significant hiss between his teeth, as he said, Praps ve better stop and fight!

Dick said nothing, being resolved to do exactly what Joe Blunt bid him; and Crusoe, for reasons best known to himself, also said nothing, but bounded along beside his masters horse, casting an occasional glance upwards to catch any signal that might be given.

They had passed over a considerable space of ground, and were forcing their way, at the imminent hazard of their necks, through a densely-clothed part of the wood, when the sound above referred to increased, attracting the attention of both parties. In a few seconds the air was filled with a steady and continuous rumbling sound, like the noise of a distant cataract. Pursuers and fugitives drew rein instinctively, and came to a dead stand, while the rumbling increased to a roar, and evidently approached them rapidly, though as yet nothing to cause it could be seen, except that there was a dense, dark cloud overspreading the sky to the southward. The air was oppressively still and hot.

What cant be? inquired Dick, looking at Joe, who was gazing with an expression of wonder, not unmixed with concern, at the southern sky.

Dunno, boy. Ive bin more in the woods than in the clearin in my day, but I niver heerd the likes o that.

It am like tondre, said Henri; mais it nevair do stop.

This was true. The sound was similar to continuous, uninterrupted thunder. On it came with a magnificent roar that shook the very earth, and revealed itself at last in the shape of a mighty whirlwind. In a moment the distant woods bent before it, and fell like grass before the scythe. It was a whirling hurricane, accompanied by a deluge of rain such as none of the party had ever before witnessed. Steadily, fiercely, irresistibly, it bore down upon them, while the crash of falling, snapping, and uprooting trees mingled with the dire artillery of that sweeping storm like the musketry on a battle-field.

Follow me, lads! shouted Joe, turning his horse and dashing at full speed towards a rocky eminence that offered shelter. But shelter was not needed. The storm was clearly defined. Its limits were as distinctly marked by its Creator as if it had been a living intelligence sent forth to put a belt of desolation round the world; and, although the edge of devastation was not five hundred yards from the rock behind which the hunters were stationed, only a few drops of ice-cold rain fell upon them.

It passed directly between the Camanchee Indians and their intended victims, placing between them a barrier which it would have taken days to cut through. The storm blew for an hour, then it travelled onward in its might, and was lost in distance. Whence it came and whither it went none could tell; but, far as the eye could see on either hand, an avenue a quarter of a mile wide was cut through the forest. It had levelled everything with the dust; the very grass was beaten flat, the trees were torn, shivered, snapped across, and crushed; and the earth itself in many places was ploughed up and furrowed with deep scars. The chaos was indescribable, and it is probable that centuries will not quite obliterate the work of that single hour.

While it lasted, Joe and his comrades remained speechless and awe-stricken. When it passed, no Indians were to be seen. So our hunters remounted their steeds, and, with feelings of gratitude to God for having delivered them alike from savage foes and from the destructive power of the whirlwind, resumed their journey towards the Mustang Valley.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Anxious fears followed by a joyful surprise  Safe home at last, and happy hearts.

One fine afternoon, a few weeks after the storm of which we have given an account in the last chapter, old Mrs Varley was seated beside her own chimney corner in the little cottage by the lake, gazing at the glowing logs with the earnest expression of one whose thoughts were far away. Her kind face was paler than usual, and her hands rested idly on her knee, grasping the knitting wires to which was attached a half-finished stocking.

On a stool near to her sat young Marston, the lad to whom, on the day of the shooting match, Dick Varley had given his old rifle. The boy had an anxious look about him, as he lifted his eyes from time to time to the widows face.

Did ye say, my boy, that they were all killed? inquired Mrs Varley, awaking from her reverie with a deep sigh.

Every one, replied Marston. Jim Scraggs, who brought the news, said they wos all lyin dead with their scalps off. They wos a party o white men.

Mrs Varley sighed again, and her face assumed an expression of anxious pain as she thought of her son Dick being exposed to a similar fate. Mrs Varley was not given to nervous fears; but as she listened to the boys recital of the slaughter of a party of white men, news of which had just reached the valley, her heart sank, and she prayed inwardly to Him who is the husband of the widow that her dear one might be protected from the ruthless hand of the savage.

After a short pause, during which young Marston fidgeted about and looked concerned, as if he had something to say which he would fain leave unsaid, Mrs Varley continued:  

Was it far off where the bloody deed was done?

Yes; three weeks off, I believe. And Jim Scraggs said that he found a knife that looked like the one wot belonged to  to the lad hesitated.

To whom, my boy? Why dont ye go on?

To your son Dick.

The widows hands dropped by her side, and she would have fallen had not Marston caught her.

O mother dear, dont take on like that! he cried, smoothing down the widows hair as her head rested on his breast.

For some time Mrs Varley suffered the boy to fondle her in silence, while her breast laboured with anxious dread.

Tell me all, she said at last, recovering a little. Did Jim see  Dick?

No, answered the boy. He looked at all the bodies, but did not find his; so he sent me over here to tell ye that praps hes escaped.

Mrs Varley breathed more freely, and earnestly thanked God; but her fears soon returned when she thought of his being a prisoner, and recalled the tales of terrible cruelty often related of the savages.

While she was still engaged in closely questioning the lad, Jim Scraggs himself entered the cottage, and endeavoured in a gruff sort of way to re-assure the widow.

Ye see, mistress, he said, Dick is a oncommon tough customer, an if he could only git fifty yards start, theres not a Injun in the west as could git hold o him agin; so dont be takin on.

But what if hes bin taken prisoner? said the widow.

Ay, thats jest wot Ive comed about. Ye see its not onlikely hes bin took; so about thirty o the lads o the valley are ready jest now to start away and give the red riptiles chase, an I come to tell ye; so keep up heart, mistress.

With this parting word of comfort, Jim withdrew, and Marston soon followed, leaving the widow to weep and pray in solitude.

Meanwhile an animated scene was going on near the block-house. Here thirty of the young hunters of the Mustang Valley were assembled, actively engaged in supplying themselves with powder and lead, and tightening their girths, preparatory to setting out in pursuit of the Indians who had murdered the white men, while hundreds of boys and girls, and not a few matrons, crowded round and listened to the conversation, and to the deep threats of vengeance that were uttered ever and anon by the younger men.

Major Hope, too, was among them. The worthy major, unable to restrain his roving propensities, determined to revisit the Mustang Valley, and had arrived only two days before.

Backwoodsmens preparations are usually of the shortest and simplest. In a few minutes the cavalcade was ready, and away they went towards the prairies, with the bold major at their head. But their journey was destined to come to an abrupt and unexpected close. A couple of hours gallop brought them to the edge of one of those open plains which sometimes break up the woodland near the verge of the great prairies. It stretched out like a green lake towards the horizon, on which, just as the band of horsemen reached it, the sun was descending in a blaze of glory.

With a shout of enthusiasm, several of the younger members of the party sprang forward into the plain at a gallop; but the shout was mingled with one of a different tone from the older men.

Hist!  hallo!  hold on, ye cat-a-mounts! Theres Injuns ahead!

The whole band came to a sudden halt at this cry, and watched eagerly, and for some time in silence, the motions of a small party of horsemen who were seen in the far distance, like black specks on the golden sky.

They come this way, I think, said Major Hope, after gazing steadfastly at them for some minutes.

Several of the old hands signified their assent to this suggestion by a grunt, although to unaccustomed eyes the objects in question looked more like crows than horsemen, and their motion was for some time scarcely perceptible.

I sees pack-horses among them, cried young Marston in an excited tone; an theres three riders; but theres somethin else, only wot it be I cant tell.

Yeve sharp eyes, younker, remarked one of the men, an I do blieve yer right.

Presently the horsemen approached, and soon there was a brisk fire of guessing as to who they could be. It was evident that the strangers observed the cavalcade of white men, and regarded them as friends, for they did not check the headlong speed at which they approached. In a few minutes they were clearly made out to be a party of three horsemen driving pack-horses before them, and somethin which some of the hunters guessed was a buffalo calf.

Young Marston guessed too, but his guess was different. Moreover, it was uttered with a yell that would have done credit to the fiercest of all the savages. Crusoe! he shouted, while at the same moment he brought his whip heavily down on the flank of his little horse, and sprang over the prairie like an arrow.

One of the approaching horsemen was far ahead of his comrades, and seemed as if encircled with the flying and voluminous mane of his magnificent horse.

Hah! ho! gasped Marston in a low tone to himself, as he flew along. Crusoe! Id know ye, dog, among a thousand! A buffalo calf! Ha! git on with ye!

This last part of the remark was addressed to his horse, and was followed by a whack that increased the pace considerably.

The space between two such riders was soon devoured.

Hallo! Dick,  Dick Varley!

Eh! why, Marston, my boy!

The friends reined up so suddenly, that one might have fancied they had met like the knights of old in the shock of mortal conflict.

Ist yerself, Dick Varley?

Dick held out his hand, and his eyes glistened, but he could not find words.

Marston seized it, and pushing his horse close up, vaulted nimbly off and alighted on Charlies back behind his friend.

Off ye go, Dick! Ill take ye to yer mother.

Without reply, Dick shook the reins, and in another minute was in the midst of the hunters.

To the numberless questions that were put to him he only waited to shout aloud, Were all safe! Theyll tell ye all about it, he added, pointing to his comrades, who were now close at hand; and then, dashing onward, made straight for home, with little Marston clinging to his waist like a monkey.

Charlie was fresh, and so was Crusoe; so you may be sure it was not long before they all drew up opposite the door of the widows cottage. Before Dick could dismount, Marston had slipped off, and was already in the kitchen.

Heres Dick, mother!

The boy was an orphan, and loved the widow so much that he had come at last to call her mother.

Before another word could be uttered, Dick Varley was in the room. Marston immediately stepped out, and softly shut the door. Reader, we shall not open it!

Having shut the door, as we have said, Marston ran down to the edge of the lake, and yelled with delight  usually terminating each paroxysm with the Indian war-whoop, with which he was well acquainted. Then he danced, and then he sat down on a rock, and became suddenly aware that there were other hearts there, close beside him, as glad as his own. Another mother of the Mustang Valley was rejoicing over a long-lost son.

Crusoe and his mother Fan were scampering round each other in a manner that evinced powerfully the strength of their mutual affection.

Talk of holding converse! Every hair on Crusoes body, every motion of his limbs, was eloquent with silent language. He gazed into his mothers mild eyes as if he would read her inmost soul (supposing that she had one). He turned his head to every possible angle, and cocked his ears to every conceivable elevation, and rubbed his nose against Fans, and barked softly, in every imaginable degree of modulation, and varied these proceedings by bounding away at full speed over the rocks of the beach, and in among the bushes and out again, but always circling round and round Fan, and keeping her in view!

It was a sight worth seeing, and young Marston sat down on a rock, deliberately and enthusiastically, to gloat over it. But perhaps the most remarkable part of it has not yet been referred to. There was yet another heart there that was glad  exceeding glad  that day. It was a little one too, but it was big for the body that held it. Grumps was there, and all that Grumps did was to sit on his haunches and stare at Fan and Crusoe, and wag his tail as well as he could in so awkward a position! Grumps was evidently bewildered with delight, and had lost nearly all power to express it. Crusoes conduct towards him, too, was not calculated to clear his faculties. Every time he chanced to pass near Grumps in his elephantine gambols, he gave him a passing touch with his nose, which always knocked him head over heels; whereat Grumps invariably got up quickly and wagged his tail with additional energy. Before the feelings of those canine friends were calmed, they were all three ruffled into a state of comparative exhaustion.

Then young Marston called Crusoe to him, and Crusoe, obedient to the voice of friendship, went.

Are you happy, my dog?

Youre a stupid fellow to ask such a question; however, its an amiable one. Yes, I am.

What do you want, ye small bundle o hair?

This was addressed to Grumps, who came forward innocently, and sat down to listen to the conversation.

On being thus sternly questioned, the little dog put down its ears flat, and hung its head, looking up at the same time with a deprecatory look as if to say, Oh, dear! I beg pardon; I  I only want to sit near Crusoe, please, but if you wish it Ill go away, sad and lonely, with my tail very much between my legs  indeed I will, only say the word, but  but Id rather stay if I might.

Poor bundle! said Marston, patting its head, you can stay then. Hooray! Crusoe, are you happy, I say? Does your heart bound in you like a cannon ball that wants to find its way out and cant  eh?

Crusoe put his snout against Marstons cheek, and, in the excess of his joy, the lad threw his arms round the dogs neck and hugged it vigorously, a piece of impulsive affection which that noble animal bore with characteristic meekness, and which Grumps regarded with idiotic satisfaction.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Rejoicings  The feast at the block-house  Grumps and Crusoe come out strong  The closing scene.

The day of Dicks arrival with his companions was a great day in the annals of the Mustang Valley, and Major Hope resolved to celebrate it by an impromptu festival at the old block-house; for many hearts in the valley had been made glad that day, and he knew full well that, under such circumstances, some safety-valve must be devised for the escape of overflowing excitement.

A messenger was sent round to invite the population to assemble without delay in front of the block-house. With backwoods-like celerity the summons was obeyed; men, women, and children hurried towards the central point wondering, yet more than half suspecting, what was the majors object in calling them together.

They were not long in doubt. The first sight that presented itself as they came trooping up the slope in front of the log hut, was an ox roasting whole before a gigantic bonfire. Tables were being extemporised on the broad level plot in front of the gate. Other fires there were, of smaller dimensions, on which sundry steaming pots were placed, and various joints of wild horse, bear, and venison roasted, and sent forth a savoury odour as well as a pleasant hissing noise. The inhabitants of the block-house were self-taught brewers, and the result of their recent labours now stood displayed in a row of goodly casks of beer  the only beverage with which the dwellers in these far-off regions were wont to regale themselves.

The whole scene  as the cooks moved actively about upon the lawn, and children romped round the fires, and settlers came flocking through the forests  might have recalled the revelry of merry England in the olden time, though the costumes of the far west were, perhaps, somewhat different from those of old England.

No one of all the band assembled there on that day of rejoicing required to ask what it was all about. Had any one been in doubt for a moment, a glance at the centre of the crowd assembled round the gate of the western fortress would have quickly enlightened him; for there stood Dick Varley, and his mild-looking mother, and his loving dog, Crusoe. There, too, stood Joe Blunt, like a bronzed warrior returned from the fight, turning from one to another as question poured in upon question almost too rapidly to permit of a reply. There, too, stood Henri, making enthusiastic speeches to whoever chose to listen to him,  now glaring at the crowd, with clenched fists and growling voice, as he told of how Joe and he had been tied hand and foot, and lashed to poles and buried in leaves, and threatened with a slow death by torture,  at other times bursting into a hilarious laugh as he held forth on the predicament of Mahtawa when that wily chief was treed by Crusoe in the prairie.

Young Marston was there too, hanging about Dick, whom he loved as a brother and regarded as a perfect hero. Grumps, too, was there, and Fan. Do you think, reader, that Grumps looked at any one but Crusoe? If you do you are mistaken. Grumps on that day became a regular, an incorrigible, utter, and perfect nuisance to everybody  not excepting himself, poor beast! Grumps was a dog of one idea, and that idea was Crusoe. Out of that great idea there grew one little secondary idea, and that idea was, that the only joy on earth worth mentioning was to sit on his haunches, exactly six inches from Crusoes nose, and gaze steadfastly into his face. Wherever Crusoe went Grumps went. If Crusoe stopped Grumps was down before him in an instant. If Crusoe bounded away, which, in the exuberance of his spirits, he often did, Grumps was after him like a bundle of mad hair. He was in everybodys way  in Crusoes way, and being, so to speak, beside himself, was also in his own way. If people trod upon him accidentally, which they often did, Grumps uttered a solitary heart-rending yell, proportioned in intensity to the excruciating nature of the torture he endured, then instantly resumed his position and his fascinated stare. Crusoe generally held his head up, and gazed over his little friend at what was going on around him, but if for a moment he permitted his eye to rest on the countenance of Grumps, that creatures tail became suddenly imbued with an amount of wriggling vitality that seemed to threaten its separation from the body.

It was really quite interesting to watch this unblushing, and disinterested, and utterly reckless display of affection on the part of Grumps, and the amiable way in which Crusoe put up with it  we say put up with it, advisedly, because it must have been a very great inconvenience to him, seeing that if he attempted to move, his satellite moved in front of him, so that his only way of escaping, temporarily, was by jumping over Grumpss head.

Grumps was everywhere all day. Nobody, almost, escaped trampling on part of him. He tumbled over everything, into everything, and against everything. He knocked himself, singed himself, and scalded himself, and in fact forgot himself altogether; and when, late that night, Crusoe went with Dick into his mothers cottage, and the door was shut, Grumps stretched his ruffled, battered, ill-used, and dishevelled little body down on the doorstep, thrust his nose against the opening below the door, and lay in humble contentment all night, for he knew that Crusoe was there.

Of course such an occasion could not pass without a shooting match. Rifles were brought out after the feast was over, just before the sun went down into its bed on the western prairies, and the nail was soon surrounded by bullets, tipped by Joe Blunt and Jim Scraggs, and, of course, driven home by Dick Varley, whose silver rifle had now become, in its owners hand, a never-failing weapon. Races, too, were started, and here again Dick stood pre-eminent, and when night spread her dark mantle over the scene, the two best fiddlers in the settlement were placed on empty beer-casks, and some danced by the light of the monster fires, while others listened to Joe Blunt as he recounted their adventures on the prairies and among the Rocky Mountains.

There were sweethearts, and wives, and lovers at the feast, but we question whether any heart there was so full of love, and admiration, and gratitude as that of the Widow Varley as she watched her son Dick, throughout that merry evening.



Years rolled by, and the Mustang Valley prospered. Missionaries went there, and a little church was built, and to the blessings of a fertile land were added the far greater blessings of Christian light and knowledge. One sad blow fell on the Widow Varleys heart. Her only brother, Daniel Hood, was murdered by the Indians. Deeply and long she mourned, and it required all Dicks efforts and those of the pastor of the settlement to comfort her. But from the first the widows heart was sustained by the loving hand that dealt the blow, and when time blunted the keen edge of her feelings, her face became as sweet and mild, though not so lightsome, as before.

Joe Blunt and Henri became leading men in the councils of the Mustang Valley, but Dick Varley preferred the woods, although, as long as his mother lived, he hovered round her cottage  going off sometimes for a day, sometimes for a week, but never longer. After her head was laid in the dust, Dick took altogether to the woods with Crusoe and Charlie the wild horse as his only companions, and his mothers Bible in the breast of his hunting shirt. And soon Dick, the bold hunter, and his dog Crusoe, became renowned in the frontier settlements from the banks of the Yellow Stone River to the Gulf of Mexico.

Many a grizzly bear did the famous silver rifle lay low, and many a wild exciting chase and adventure did Dick go through, but during his occasional visits to the Mustang Valley, he was wont to say to Joe Blunt and Henri  with whom he always sojourned  that nothin he ever felt or saw came up to his first grand dash over the Western Prairies into the heart of the Rocky Mountains. And in saying this, with enthusiasm in his eye and voice, Dick invariably appealed to, and received a ready affirmative glance from, his early companion, and his faithful loving friend  the dog Crusoe.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Cause of the Whole Affair.

Ned Sinton gazed at the scene before him with indescribable amazement! He had often witnessed strange things in the course of his short though chequered life, but he had never seen anything like this. Many a dream of the most extravagant nature had surrounded his pillow with creatures of curious form and scenes of magic beauty, but never before, either by actual observation or in nightly vision, had Ned Sinton beheld a scene so wonderful as that which now lay spread out before him.

Ned stood in the centre of a cavern of vast dimensions  so vast, and so full of intense light, that instead of looking on it as a huge cave, he felt disposed to regard it as a small world. The sides of this cavern were made of pure gold, and the roof  far above his head  was spangled all over with glittering points, like a starry sky. The ground, too, and, in short, everything within the cave, was made of the same precious metal. Thousands of stalactites hung from the roof like golden icicles. Millions of delicate threads of the same material also depended from the star-spangled vault, each thread having a golden ball at the end of it, which, strange to say, was transparent, and permitted a bright flame within to shine through, and shed a yellow lustre over surrounding objects. All the edges, and angles, and points of the irregularly-formed walls were of burnished gold, which reflected the rays of these pendant lamps with dazzling brilliancy, while the broad masses of the frosted walls shone with a subdued light. Magnificent curtains of golden filigree fell in rich voluminous folds on the pavement, half concealing several archways which led into smaller caverns, similar to the large one. Altogether it was a scene of luxurious richness and splendour that is utterly indescribable.

But the thing that amazed Ned Sinton most was, that the company of well-dressed ladies and gentlemen who moved about in these splendid halls, and ate golden ices, or listened to the exquisite strains of music that floated on the atmosphere, were all as yellow as guineas! Ned could by no means understand this. In order to convince himself that there was no deception in the matter, he shook hands with several of the people nearest to him, and found that they were cold and hard as iron; although, to all appearance, they were soft and pliable, and could evidently move about with perfect freedom.

Ned was very much puzzled indeed. One would have thought he must have believed himself to be dreaming. Not a bit of it. He knew perfectly well that he was wide-awake. In fact, a doubt upon that point never crossed his mind for a moment. At length he resolved to ask the meaning of it all, and, observing a stout old gentleman, with a bland smile on his yellow countenance, in the act of taking a pinch of golden snuff from a gold snuff-box, he advanced and accosted him.

Pray, sir, began Ned, modestly, may I take the liberty of asking you what is the meaning of all this?

All what, sir? inquired the old gentleman, in a deep metallic voice.

This golden cave, with its wonderful lamps, and especially these golden people; and  excuse me, sir, for remarking on the circumstance  you seem to be made of gold yourself. I have often heard the term applied to extremely rich persons, but I really never expected to see a man who was literally worth his weight in gold.

The old gentleman laughed sarcastically at this sally, and took an enormous pinch of gold-dust.

As he did not seem inclined to be communicative, however, Ned said again, What is the meaning of it all? can you explain what has done it?

Smiling blandly at his interrogator, this gentleman of precious metal placed his head a little on one side, and tapped the lid of his snuff-box, but said nothing. Then he suddenly exclaimed, at the full pitch of his voice, California, my boy! Thats whats done it, Edward! California for ever! Ned, hurrah!

As the deep tones of his voice rang through the star-spangled vault, the company took up the shout, and with California for ever! made the cavern ring again. In the excess of their glee the gentlemen took off their hats, and the ladies their wreaths and turbans, and threw them in the air. As many of them failed to catch these portions of costume in their descent, the clatter caused by their fall on the golden pavement was very striking indeed.

Come here, my lad, said the old gentleman, seizing Ned Sinton by the arm, and laughing heartily as he dragged him towards an immense mirror of burnished gold; look at yourself there.

Ned looked, and started back with horror on observing that he himself had been converted into gold. There could be no mistake whatever about it. There he stood, staring at himself like a yellow statue. His shooting-jacket was richly chased with alternate stripes of burnished and frosted work; the buttons on his vest shone like stars; his pantaloons were striped like the coat; his hair was a mass of dishevelled filigree; and his hands, when, in the height of his horror, he clasped them together, rang like a brass-founders anvil.

For a few moments he stood before the mirror speechless. Then a feeling of intense indignation unaccountably took possession of him, and he turned fiercely on the old gentleman, exclaiming  

You have done this, sir! What do you mean by it? eh!

Youre quite mistaken, Ned. I didnt do it. California has done it. Ha! ha! my boy, youre done for! Smitten with the yellow fever, Neddy? California for ever! See here

As he spoke, the old gentleman threw out one leg and both arms, and began to twirl round, after the fashion of a peg-top, on one toe. At first he revolved slowly, but gradually increased his speed, until no part of him could be distinctly observed. Ned Sinton stood aghast. Suddenly the old gentleman shot upwards like a rocket, but he did not quit the ground; he merely elongated his body until his head stuck against the roof of the cave. Then he ceased to revolve, and remained in the form of a golden stalactite  his head surrounded by stars and his toe resting on the ground!

While Ned stood rooted to the spot, turning the subject over in his mind, and trying to find out by what process of chemical or mechanical action so remarkable a transformation could have been accomplished, he became aware that his uncle, old Mr Shirley, was standing in the middle of the cave regarding him with a look of mingled sarcasm and pity. He observed, too, that his uncle was not made of gold, like the people around him, but was habited in a yeomanry uniform. Mr Shirley had been a yeoman twenty years before his nephew was born. Since that time his proportions had steadily increased, and he was now a man of very considerable rotundity  so much so, that his old uniform fitted him with excessive tightness; the coat would by no means button across his capacious chest, and, being much too short, shewed a very undignified amount of braces below it.

Uncle! exclaimed Ned Sinton, rushing up to his relative, what can be the meaning of all this? Everybody seems to be mad. I think you must be mad yourself, to come here such a figure as that; and Im quite sure I shall go mad if you dont explain it to me. What does it all mean?

California, replied Mr Shirley, becoming more sarcastic in expression and less pitiful.

Why, thats what everybody cries, exclaimed Ned, who was now driven almost to desperation. My dear uncle, do look like yourself and exercise some of your wonted sagacity. Just glance round at the cave and the company, all made of gold, and look at me  gold too, if not pinchbeck, but Im not a good-enough judge of metals to tell which. What has done it, uncle? Do look in a better humour, and tell me how it has happened.

California, replied Mr Shirley.

Yes, yes; I know that. California seems to be everything here. But how has it come about? Why are you here, and what has brought me here?

California, repeated Mr Shirley.

Uncle, Ill go deranged if you dont answer me. What do you mean?

California, reiterated Mr Shirley.

At the same moment a stout golden lady with a filigree turban shouted, for ever! at the top of a very shrill voice, and immediately the company took up the cry again, filling the cave with deafening sounds.

Ned Sinton gave one look of despair at his relative  then turned and fled.

Put him out, shouted the company. Down with the intruder!

Ned cast a single glance backward, and beheld the people pushing and buffeting his uncle in a most unceremonious manner. His helmet was knocked down over his eyes, and the coat  so much too small for him  was rendered an easy fit by being ripped up behind to the neck. Ned could not stand this. He was stout of limb and bold as a lion, although not naturally addicted to fighting, so he turned suddenly round and flew to the rescue. Plunging into the midst of the struggling mass of golden creatures, Ned hit out right and left like a young Hercules, and his blows rang upon their metal chests and noses like the sound of sledge-hammers, but without any other effect.

Suddenly he experienced an acute sensation of pain, and  awoke to find himself hammering the bed-post with bleeding knuckles, and his uncle standing beside his bed chuckling immensely.

O uncle, cried Ned, sitting up in his bed, and regarding his knuckles with a perplexed expression of countenance, Ive had such an extraordinary dream!

Ay, Ned, interrupted his uncle, and all about California, Ill be bound.

Why, how did you guess that?

It needs not a wizard to guess that, lad. Ive observed that you have read nothing in the newspapers for the last three months but the news from the gold-diggings of California. Your mind has of late been constantly running on that subject, and it is well-known that day-dreams are often reproduced at night. Besides, I heard you shouting the word in your sleep as I entered your room. Were you fighting with gold-diggers, eh! or Indians?

Neither, uncle; but I was fighting with very strange beings, I assure you, and

Well, well, interrupted Mr Shirley, never mind the dream just now; we shall have it at some other time. I have important matters to talk over with you, my boy. Morton has written to me. Get up and come down as quickly as you can, and well discuss the matter over our breakfast.

As the door closed after the retreating form of his uncle, Edward Sinton leaped out of bed and into his trousers. During his toilet he wondered what matters of importance Mr Shirley could intend to discuss with him, and felt half inclined to fear, from the grave expression of his uncles face when he spoke of it, that something of a disagreeable nature awaited him. But these thoughts were intermingled with reminiscences of the past night. His knuckles, too, kept constantly reminding him of his strange encounter, and, do what he would, he could not banish from his mind the curious incidents of that remarkable golden dream.




Chapter Two.

Our Hero.

We have entered thus minutely into the details of our heros dream, because it was the climax to a long series of day-dreams in which he had indulged ever since the discovery of gold in California.

Edward Sinton was a youth of eighteen at the time of which we write, and an orphan. He was tall, strong, broad-shouldered, fair-haired, blue-eyed, Roman-nosed, and gentle as a lamb. This last statement may perhaps appear inconsistent with the fact that, during the whole course of his school-life, he had a pitched battle every week  sometimes two or three in the week. Ned never began a fight, and, indeed, did not like fighting. But some big boys will domineer over little ones, and Ned would not be domineered over; consequently he had to be thrashed. He was possessed, even in boyhood, of an amount of physical courage that would have sufficed for any two ordinary men. He did not boast. He did not quarrel. He never struck the first blow, but, if twenty boys had attacked him, he would have tried to fight them all. He never tyrannised over small boys. It was not his nature to do so; but he was not perfect, any more than you are, dear reader. He sometimes punched small boys heads when they worried him, though he never did so without repenting of it, and doing them a kindness afterwards in order to make up. He was very thoughtless, too, and very careless; nevertheless he was fond of books  specially of books of adventure  and studied these like a hero  as he was.

Boys of his own size, or even a good deal bigger, never fought with Ned Sinton. They knew better than that; but they adored him, in some cases envied him, and in all cases trusted and followed him. It was only very big boys who fought with him, and all they got by it was a good deal of hard pummelling before they floored their little adversary, and a good deal of jeering from their comrades for fighting a small boy. From one cause or another, Neds visage was generally scratched, often cut, frequently swelled, and almost always black and blue.

But as Ned grew older, the occasions for fighting became less frequent; his naturally amiable disposition improved, (partly owing, no doubt, to the care of his uncle, who was, in every sense of the term, a good old man,) and when he attained the age of fifteen and went to college, and was called Sinton, instead of Ned, his fighting days were over. No man in his senses would have ventured to attack that strapping youth with the soft blue eyes, the fair hair, the prominent nose, and the firm but smiling lips, or, if he had, he would have had to count on an hours extremely hard work, whether the fortune of war went for or against him.

When Ned had been three years at college, his uncle hinted that it was time to think of a profession, and suggested that as he was a first-rate mathematician, and had been fond of mechanics from his childhood, he should turn an engineer. Ned would probably have agreed to this cheerfully, had not a thirst for adventure been created by the stirring accounts which had begun to arrive at this time from the recently-discovered gold-fields of California. His enthusiastic spirit was stirred, not so much by the prospect of making a large fortune suddenly by the finding of a huge nugget  although that was a very pleasant idea  as by the hope of meeting with wild adventures in that imperfectly-known and distant land. And the effect of such dreams was to render the idea of sitting down to an engineers desk, or in a mercantile counting-room, extremely distasteful.

Thus it came to pass that Edward Sinton felt indisposed to business, and disposed to indulge in golden visions.

When he entered the breakfast-parlour, his mind was still full of his curious dream.

Come along, my lad, cried Mr Shirley, laying down the Bible, and removing his spectacles from a pair of eyes that usually twinkled with a sort of grave humour, but in which there was now an expression of perplexity; set to work and get the edge off your appetite, and then Ill read Moxtons letter.

When Mr Shirley had finished breakfast, Ned was about half done, having just commenced his third slice of toast. So the old gentleman complimented his nephew on the strength of his appetite, put on his spectacles, drew a letter from his pocket, and leaned back in his chair.

Now, lad, open your ears and consider what I am about to read.

Go on, uncle, Im all attention, said Ned, attacking slice number four.

This is Moxtons letter. It runs thus  

Dear Sir,  I beg to acknowledge receipt of yours of the 5th inst. I shall be happy to take your nephew on trial, and, if I find him steady, shall enter into an engagement with him, I need not add that unremitting application to business is the only road to distinction in the profession he is desirous of adopting. Let him call at my office to-morrow between ten and twelve.  Yours very truly, Daniel Moxton.

Is that all? inquired Ned, drawing his chair towards the fire, into which he gazed contemplatively.

Mr Shirley looked at his nephew over the top of his spectacles, and said  

Thats all.

Its very short, remarked Ned.

But to the point, rejoined his uncle. Now, boy, I see that you dont relish the idea, and I must say that I would rather that you became an engineer than a lawyer; but then, lad, situations are difficult to get now-a-days, and, after all, you might do worse than become a lawyer. To be sure, I have no great love for the cloth, Ned; but the ladder reaches very high. The foot is crowded with a struggling mass of aspirants, many of whom are of very questionable character, but the top reaches to one of the highest positions in the empire. You might become the Lord High Chancellor at last, who knows! But seriously, I think you should accept this offer. Moxton is a grave, stern man, but a sterling fellow for all that, and in good practice. Now, what do you think!

Well, uncle, replied Ned, Ive never concealed my thoughts from you since the day you took me by the hand, eleven years ago, and brought me to live under your roof; and Ill not begin to dissemble now. The plain truth is, that I dont like it at all.

Stop, now, cried Mr Shirley, with a grieved expression of countenance; dont be hasty in forming your opinion. Besides, my boy, you ought to be more ready to take my advice, even although it be not altogether palatable.

My dear uncle, you quite misunderstand me. I only tell you what I think about the proposal. As to taking your advice, I fully intend to do that whether I like it or not; but I think, if you will listen to me for a few minutes, you will change your mind in regard to this matter. You know that I am very fond of travelling, and that I dislike the idea of taking up my abode on the top of a three-legged stool, either as a lawyers or a merchants clerk. Well, unless a man likes his profession, and goes at it with a will, he cannot hope to succeed, so that I have no prospect of getting on, I fear, in the line you wish me to adopt. Besides, there are plenty of poor fellows out of work, who love sitting still from nine a.m. to ten p.m., and whose bread I would be taking out of their mouths by devoting myself to the legal profession, and

At this point Ned hesitated for a moment, and his uncle broke in with  

Tell me, now, if every one thought about business as you do, how would the world get on, think you?

Badly, I fear, replied the youth, with a smile; but everybody doesnt think of it as I do; and, tell me, uncle, if everybody thought of business as you would wish me to do, what would come of the soldiers and sailors who defend our empire, and extend our foreign trade, and achieve the grand geographical discoveries that have of late added so much lustre to the British name?

Ned flushed and became quite eloquent at this point. Now, look at California, he continued; theres a magnificent region, full of gold; not a mere myth, or an exaggeration, but a veritable fact, attested by the arrival of letters and gold-dust every month. Surely that land was made to be peopled; and the poor savages who dwell there need to be converted to Christianity, and delivered from their degraded condition; and the country must be worked, and its resources be developed; and whos to do it, if enterprising clergymen, and schoolmasters, and miners do not go to live there, and push their fortunes?

And which of the three callings do you propose adopting? inquired Mr Shirley, with a peculiar smile.

Well uncle, I  a  the fact is, I have not thought much about that as yet. Of course, I never thought of the first. I do not forget your own remark, that the calling of a minister of the gospel of Christ is not, like other professions, to be adopted merely as a means of livelihood. Then, as to the second, I might perhaps manage that; but I dont think it would suit me.

Do you think, then, that you would make a good digger?

Well, perhaps I would, replied Ned, modestly.

Mr Shirley gravely regarded the powerful frame that reclined in the easy-chair before him, and was compelled to admit that the supposition was by no means outrageous.

Besides, continued the youth, I might turn my hand to many things in a new country. You know I have studied surveying, and I can sketch a little, and know something of architecture. I suppose that Latin and Greek would not be of much use, but the little I have picked up of medicine and surgery among the medical students would be useful. Then I could take notes, and sketch the scenery, and bring back a mass of material that might interest the public, and do good to the country.

Oh, said the old gentleman, shortly; come back and turn author, in fact, and write a book that nobody would publish, or which, in the event of its being published, nobody would read!

Come, now, my dear uncle, dont laugh at me. I assure you it seems very reasonable to me to think that what others have done, and are doing every day, I am able to do.

Well, I wont laugh at you; but, to be serious, you are wise enough to know that an old mans experience is worth more than a youths fancies. Much of what you have said is true, I admit, but I assure you that the bright prospects you have cut out for yourself are very delusive. They will never be realised, at least in the shape in which you have depicted them on your imagination. They will dissolve, my boy, on a nearer approach, and, as Shakespeare has it, like the baseless fabric of a vision, leave not a wrack behind, or, at least, not much more than a wrack.

Ned reverted to the golden dream, and felt uneasy under his uncles kind but earnest gaze.

Most men, continued Mr Shirley, enjoy themselves at first, when they go to wild countries in search of adventure, but they generally regret the loss of their best years afterwards. In my opinion men should never emigrate unless they purpose making the foreign land they go to their home. But I wont oppose you, if you are determined to go; I will do all I can to help you, and give you my blessing; but before you make up your mind, I would recommend you to call on Mr Moxton, and hear what prospects he holds out to you. Then take a week to think seriously over it; and if at the end of that time, you are as anxious to go as ever, Ill not stand in your way.

You are kind to me, uncle; more so than I deserve, said Ned earnestly. Ill do as you desire, and you may depend upon it that the generous way in which you have left me to make my own choice will influence me against going abroad more than anything else.

Ned sighed as he rose to quit the room, for he felt that his hopes at that moment were sinking.

And before you take a step in the matter, my boy, said old Mr Shirley, go to your room and ask counsel of Him who alone has the power to direct your steps in this life.

Ned replied briefly, I will, uncle, and hastily left the room. Mr Shirley poked the fire, put on his spectacles, smoothed out the wrinkles on his bald forehead with his hand, took up the Times, and settled himself down in his easy-chair to read; but his nephews prospects could not be banished from his mind. He went over the whole argument again, mentally, with copious additions, ere he became aware of the fact, that for three-quarters of an hour he had been, (apparently), reading the newspaper upside down.




Chapter Three.

Hopes and Fears  Mr Shirley receives a Visit and a Wild Proposal.

When Edward Sinton left his chamber, an hour after the conversation related in the last chapter, his brow was unruffled and his step light. He had made up his mind that, come what might, he would not resist the wishes of his only near relative and his best friend.

There was a day in the period of early boyhood that remained as fresh on the memory of young Sinton as if it had been yesterday  the day on which his mother died. The desolation of his early home on that day was like the rising of a dark thunder-cloud on a bright sky. His young heart was crushed, his mind stunned, and the first ray of light that broke upon him  the first gush of relief  was when his uncle arrived and took him on his knee, and, seated beside the bed where that cold, still form lay, wept upon the childs neck as if his heart would break. Mr Shirley buried the sister whom he had been too late to see alive. Then he and his little nephew left the quiet country village and went to dwell in the great city of London. From that time forward Mr Shirley was a father to Ned, who loved him more than any one else on earth, and through his influence he was early led to love and reverence his heavenly Father and his blessed Redeemer.

The subject of going abroad was the first in regard to which Ned and his uncle had seriously disagreed, and the effect on the feelings of both was very strong.

Neds mind wandered as he put on his hat, and buttoned his great-coat up to the chin, and drew on his gloves slowly. He was not vain of his personal appearance; neither was he reckless of it. He always struck you as being a particularly well-dressed man, and he had naturally a dashing look about him. Poor fellow! he felt anything but dashing or reckless as he hurried through the crowded streets in the direction of the city that day.

Moxtons door was a green one, with a brass knocker and a brass plate, both of which ornaments, owing to verdigris, were anything but ornamental. The plate was almost useless, being nearly illegible, but the knocker was still fit for duty. The street was narrow  as Ned observed with a feeling of deep depression  and the house to which the green door belonged, besides being dirty, retreated a little, as if it were ashamed of itself.

On the knocker being applied, the green door was opened by a disagreeable-looking old woman, who answered to the question, Is Mr Moxton in? with a short Yes, and, without farther remark, ushered our hero into a very dingy and particularly small office, which, owing to the insufficient quantity of daylight that struggled through the dirty little windows, required to be lighted with gas. Ned felt, so to speak, like a thermometer which was falling rapidly.

Can I see Mr Moxton? he inquired of a small dishevelled clerk, who sat on a tall stool behind a high desk, engaged in writing his name in every imaginable form on a sheet of note paper.

The dishevelled clerk pointed to a door which opened into an inner apartment, and resumed his occupation.

Ned tapped at the door indicated.

Come in, cried a stern voice.

Ned, (as a thermometer), fell considerably lower. On entering, he beheld a tall, gaunt man, with a sour cast of countenance, standing with his back to the fire.

Ned advanced with a cheerful expression of face. Thermometrically speaking, he fell to the freezing-point.

You are young Sinton, I suppose. Youve come later than I expected.

Ned apologised, and explained that he had had some difficulty in finding the house.

Umph! Your uncle tells me that youre a sharp fellow, and write a good hand. Have you ever been in an office before?

No, sir. Up till now I have been at college. My uncle is rather partial, I fear, and may have spoken too highly of me. I think, however, that my hand is not a bad one. At least it is legible.

At least! said Mr Moxton, with a sarcastic expression that was meant for smile, perhaps for a grin. Why, thats the most you could say of it. No hand is good, sir, if it is not legible, and no hand can possibly be bad that is legible. Have you studied law?

No, sir, I have not.

Umph! youre too old to begin. Have you been used to sit at the desk?

Yes; I have been accustomed to study the greater part of the day.

Well, you may come here on Monday, and Ill speak to you again, and see what you can do. Im too busy just now. Good-morning.

Ned turned to go, but paused on the threshold, and stood holding the door-handle.

Excuse me, sir, he said, hesitatingly, may I ask what room I shall occupy, if  if  I come to work here?

Mr Moxton looked a little surprised at the question, but pointed to the outer office where the dishevelled clerk sat, and said, There. Ned fell to twenty below the freezing-point.

And pray, sir, he continued, may I ask what are office-hours?

From nine a.m. till nine p.m., with an interval for meals, said Mr Moxton, sharply; but we usually continue at work till eleven at night, sometimes later. Good-morning.

Ned fell to zero, and found himself in the street, with an indistinct impression of having heard the dishevelled clerk chuckling vociferously as he passed through the office.

It was a hard struggle, a very hard struggle, but he recalled to mind all that his uncle had ever done for him, and the love he bore him, and manfully resolved to cast California behind his back for ever, and become a lawyer.

Meanwhile Mr Shirley received a visit from a very peculiar personage. He was still seated in his arm-chair pondering his nephews prospects when this personage entered the room, hat in hand  the hat was a round straw one  and cried heartily, Good day, kinsman.

Ha! Captain Bunting, how are ye? Glad to see you, old fellow, exclaimed Mr Shirley, rising and seizing the sailor by the hand. Sit down, sit down, and lets hear your news. Why, I believe its six months since I saw you.

Longer, Shirley, longer than that, replied the captain, seating himself in the chair which Ned Sinton had vacated a short time before. I hope your memory is not giving way. I have been half round the world, and its a year and six months to-day since I sat here last.

Is it? cried Mr Shirley, in surprise. Now, that is very remarkable. But do you know, captain, I have often thought upon that subject, and wondered why it is that, as we get older, time seems to fly faster, and events which happened a month ago seem as if they only occurred yesterday. But let me hear all about it. Where have you been, and where are you going next?

Ive been, replied the captain, who was a big, broad man with a rough over-all coat, rough pilot-cloth trousers, rough red whiskers, a shaggy head of hair, and a rough-skinned face; the only part of him, in fact, which wasnt rough was his heart; that was soft and warm  

Ive been, as I remarked before, half round the world, and Im goin next to America. Thats a short but comprehensive answer to your question. If you have time and patience, kinsman, Ill open the log-book of my memory and give you some details of my doings since we last met. But first tell me, how is my young friend, Ned?

Oh, hes well  excellently well  besides being tall and strong. You would hardly know him, captain. Hes full six feet high, I believe, and the scamp has something like a white wreath of smoke over his upper lip already! I wish him to become an engineer or a lawyer, but the boy is in love with California just now, and dreams about nothing but wild adventures and gold-dust.

The captain gave a grunt, and a peculiar smile crossed his rugged visage as he gazed earnestly and contemplatively into the fire.

Captain Bunting was a philosopher, and was deeply impressed with the belief that the smallest possible hint upon any subject whatever was sufficient to enable him to dive into the marrow of it, and prognosticate the probable issue of it, with much greater certainty than any one else. On the present occasion, however, the grunt above referred to was all he said.

It is not necessary to trouble the reader with the lengthened discourse that the captain delivered to his kinsman. When he concluded, Mr Shirley pushed his spectacles up on his bald head, gazed at the fire, and said, Odd, very odd; and interesting too  very interesting. After a short pause, he pulled his spectacles down on his nose, and looking over them at the captain, said, And what part of America are you bound for now?

California, answered the captain, slowly.

Mr Shirley started, as if some prophetic vision had been called up by the word and the tone in which it was uttered.

And that, continued the captain, brings me to the point. I came here chiefly for the purpose of asking you to let your nephew go with me, as I am in want of a youth to assist me, as a sort of supercargo and Jack-of-all-trades. In fact, I like your nephew much, and have long had my eye on him. I think him the very man for my purpose. I want a companion, too, in my business  one who is good at the pen and can turn his hand to anything. In short, it would be difficult to explain all the outs and ins of why I want him. But hes a tight, clever fellow, as I know, and I do want him, and if youll let him go, I promise to bring him safe back again in the course of two years  if we are all spared. From what youve told me, Ive no doubt the lad will be delighted to go. And, believe me, his golden dreams will be all washed out by the time he comes back. Now, what say you!

For the space of five minutes Mr Shirley gazed at the captain over his spectacles in amazement, and said nothing. Then he threw himself back on his chair, pushed his spectacles up on his forehead, and gazed at him from underneath these assistants to vision. The alteration did not seem to improve matters, for he still continued to gaze in silent surprise. At last his lips moved, and he said, slowly but emphatically  

Now, that is the most remarkable coincidence I ever heard of.

How so? inquired the captain.

Why, that my nephew should be raving about going to California, and that you should be raving about getting him to go, and that these things should suddenly come to a climax on the same forenoon. Its absolutely incredible. If I had read it in a tale, now, or a romance, I would not have been surprised, for authors are such blockheads, generally, that they always make things of this kind fit in with the exactness of a dove-tail; but that it should really come to pass in my own experience, is quite incomprehensible. And so suddenly, too!

As to that, remarked the captain, with a serious, philosophical expression of countenance, most things come to a climax suddenly, and coincidences invariably happen together; but, after all, it doesnt seem so strange to me, for vessels are setting sail for California every other day, and

Well, interrupted Mr Shirley, starting up with energy, as if he had suddenly formed a great resolve, I will let the boy go. Perhaps it will do him good. Besides, I have my own reasons for not caring much about his losing a year or two in regard to business. Come with me to the city, captain, and well talk over it as we go along. So saying, Mr Shirley took his kinsman by the arm, and they left the house together.




Chapter Four.

THE END of the Beginning  Farewell to Old England.

As Captain Bunting sagaciously remarked, most things come to a climax suddenly.

On the evening of the day in which our tale begins, Edward Sinton  still standing at zero  walked into his uncles parlour. The old gentleman was looking earnestly, though unintentionally, at the cat, which sat on the rug; and the cat was looking attentively at the kettle, which sat on the fire, hissing furiously, as if it were disgusted at being kept so long from tea.

Neds face was very long and sad as he entered the room.

Dear uncle, said he, taking Mr Shirley by the hand, Im not going to take a week to think over it. I have made up my mind to remain at home, and become a lawyer.

Ned, replied Mr Shirley, returning his nephews grasp, Im not going to take a week to think over it either. I have made up my mind that you are to go to California, and become a  a  whatever you like, my dear boy; so sit down to tea, and Ill tell you all about it.

Ned was incredulous at first, but as his uncle went on to explain how matters stood, and gradually diverged from that subject to the details of his outfit, he recovered from his surprise, and sprang suddenly up to 100 degrees of Fahrenheit, even in the shade of the prospect of parting for a time from old Mr Shirley.

Need we be surprised, reader, that our hero on that night dreamed the golden dream over again, with many wonderful additions, and sundry remarkable variations.

Thus it came to pass that, two weeks afterwards, Ned and his uncle found themselves steaming down the Thames to Gravesend, where the good ship Roving Bess lay riding at anchor, with a short cable, and top-sails loose, ready for sea.

Ned, said Mr Shirley, as they watched the receding banks of the noble river, you may never see home again, my boy. Will you be sure not to forget me! will you write often, Ned!

Forget you, uncle! exclaimed Ned, in a reproachful voice, while a tear sprang to his eye. How can you suggest such a

Well, well, my boy, I know it  I know it; but I like to hear the assurance repeated by your own lips. Im an old man now, and if I should not live to see you again, I would like to have some earnest, loving words to think upon while you are away. The old man paused a few moments, and then resumed  

Ned, remember when far from home, that there is another home  eternal in the heavens  to which, if you be the Lords child, you are hastening. You will think of that home, Ned, wont you! If I do not meet you again here at any rate I shall hope to meet you there.

Ned would have spoken, but his heart was too full. He merely pressed old Mr Shirleys arm.

Perhaps, continued his uncle, it is not necessary to make you promise to read Gods blessed Word. Youll be surrounded by temptations of no ordinary kind in the gold-regions; and depend upon it that the Bible, read with prayer, will be the best chart and compass to guide you safely through them all.

My dear uncle, replied Ned, with emotion, perhaps the best promise I can make is to assure you that I will endeavour to do, in all things and at all times, as you have taught me, ever since I was a little boy. If I succeed, I feel assured that I shall do well.

A long and earnest conversation ensued between the uncle and nephew, which was interrupted at last, by the arrival of the boat at Gravesend. Jumping into a wherry, they pushed off, and were soon alongside of the Roving Bess, a barque of about eight hundred tons burden, and, according to Captain Bunting, an excellent sea-boat.

Catch hold o the man-ropes, cried the last-named worthy, looking over the side; thats it; now then, jump! all right! How are ye, kinsman? Glad to see you, Ned. I was afraid you were goin to give me the slip.

I have not kept you waiting, have I? inquired Ned.

Yes, you have, youngster, replied the captain, with a facetious wink, as he ushered his friends into the cabin, and set a tray of broken biscuit and a decanter of wine before them. The wind has been blowin off shore the whole morning, and the good ship has been straining at a short cable like a hound chained up. But well be off now in another half-hour.

So soon? said Mr Shirley, with an anxious expression on his kind old face.

All ready to heave up the anchor, sir, shouted the first mate down the companion.

The captain sprang on deck, and soon after the metallic clatter of the windlass rang a cheerful accompaniment to the chorus of the sailors. One by one the white sails spread out to the breeze, and the noble ship began to glide through the water.

In a few minutes more the last words were spoken, the last farewell uttered, and Mr Shirley stood alone in the stern-sheet of the little boat, watching the departing vessel as she gathered way before the freshening breeze. As long as the boat was visible Ned Sinton stood on the ships bulwarks, holding on to the mizzen shrouds, and waving his handkerchief from time to time. The old man stood with his head uncovered, and his thin locks waving in the wind.

Soon the boat was lost to view. Our hero brushed away a tear, and leaped upon the deck, where the little world, of which for many days to come he was to form a part, busied itself in making preparation for a long, long voyage. The British Channel was passed; the Atlantic Ocean was entered; England sank beneath the horizon; and, for the first time in his life, Ned Sinton found himself  at sea.




Chapter Five.

The Sea  Dangers of the Deep, and Uncertainty of Human Affairs  A Disastrous Night and a Bright Morning  California at last.

Only those who have dwelt upon the ocean for many months together can comprehend the feelings of delight with which the long-imprisoned voyager draws near to his desired haven. For six long months did the Roving Bess do battle with the surging billows of the great deep. During that time she steered towards the Gulf of Mexico  carefully avoiding that huge reservoir of sea-weed, termed the Saragossa sea, in which the unscientific but enterprising mariners of old used to get becalmed oftentimes for days and weeks together  she coasted down the eastern shores of South America; fired at, and shewed her heels to, a pirate; doubled Cape Horn; fought with the tempests that take special delight in revelling there; and, finally, spreading her sails to the genial breezes of the Pacific Ocean, drew near to her voyage-end.

All this the good ship Roving Bess did with credit to herself and comfort to her crew; but a few weeks after she entered the Pacific, she was met, contrary to all expectation, by the bitterest gale that had ever compelled her to scud under bare poles.

It was a beautiful afternoon when the first symptoms of the coming storm were observed. Captain Bunting had just gone down below, and our hero was standing at the weather gangway, observing the sudden dart of a shoal of flying-fish, which sprang out of the sea, whizzed through the air a few hundred feet, and fell with a splash into the water, in their frantic efforts to escape from their bitter enemy, the dolphin.

While Ned gazed contemplatively at the spot where the winged fish had disappeared, the captain sprang on deck.

Were goin to catch it, he said, hurriedly, as he passed forward; tumble up, there; tumble up; all hands to shorten sails. Hand down the royals, and furl the tgallant sails, Mr Williams, (to the first mate,) and look alive.

Ay, ay, sir, was answered in that prompt tone of voice which indicates thorough discipline and unquestioning obedience, while the men scrambled up the fore-hatch, and sprang up the ratlines hand over hand. A moment before, the vessel had lain quietly on the bosom of the unruffled deep, as if she were asleep, now she was all uproar and apparent confusion; sails slewed round, ropes rattled, and blocks creaked, while the sonorous voice of the first mate sounded commands like a trumpet from the quarter-deck.

I see no indication of a storm, remarked young Sinton, as the captain walked aft.

Possibly not, lad; but I do. The barometer has fallen lower, all of a sadden, than I ever saw it fall before. You may depend upon it, we shall have to look out for squalls before long. Just cast your eyes on the horizon over the weather bows there; its not much of a cloud, and, to say truth, I would not have thought much of it had the glass remained steady, but that faithful servant never

Better close-reef the top-sails, sir, said the mate, touching his cap, and pointing to the cloud just referred to.

Do so, Mr Williams, and let the watch below remain on deck, and stand by to man the halyards.

In less than an hour the Roving Bess was running at the rate of twelve knots, under close-reefed top-sails, before a steady gale, which in half-an-hour later increased to a hurricane, compelling them to take in all sail and lay to. The sun set in a blaze of mingled black and lurid clouds, as if the heavens were on fire; the billows rose to their utmost height as the shrieking winds heaved them upwards, and then, cutting off their crests, hurled the spray along like driving clouds of snow, and dashed it against the labouring ship, as if impatient to engulf her in that ravening maw which has already swallowed up so many human victims.

But the little vessel faced the tempest nobly, and rose like a sea-mew on the white crest of each wave, while the steersmen  for there were two lashed to the wheel  kept her to the wind. Suddenly the sheet of the fore trysail parted, the ship came up to the wind, and a billow at that moment broke over her, pouring tons of water on her deck, and carrying away the foremast, main-top-masts, and the jib-boom.

Clear the wreck  down the helm, and let her scud, shouted the captain, who stood by the mizzen-mast, holding on to a belaying-pin. But the captains voice was drowned by the whistling winds, and, seeing that the men were uncertain what to do, he seized one of the axes which were lashed to the foot of the mast, and began to cut away the ropes which dragged the wreck of the foremast under the lee of the ship. Williams, the mate, and the second mate, followed his example, while Ned sprang to the wheel to see the orders to the steersmen obeyed. In half-an-hour all was clear, and the ship was scudding before the gale under bare poles.

Weve not seen the worst of it, remarked the captain, as he resumed his post on the quarter-deck, and brushed the brine from his whiskers; I fear, too, that she has received some bad thumps from the wreck of the foremast. Youd better go below, Sinton, and put on a topcoat; its no use gettin wetter than you can help.

Im as wet as I can be, captain; besides, I can work better as I am, if theres anything for me to do.

Well, there aint much: youll have enough to do to keep yourself from being washed overboard. Hows her head, Larry?

Nor east an by east, replied one of the men at the wheel, Larry ONeil by name  a genuine son of Erin, whose jovial smile of rollicking good humour was modified, but by no means quenched, by the serious circumstances in which he found himself placed. His comrade, William Jones, who stood on the larboard side of the wheel, was a short, thick-set, stern seaman, whose facial muscles were scarcely capable of breaking into a smile, and certainly failed to betray any of the owners thoughts or feelings, excepting astonishment. Such passions as anger, pity, disgust, fear, and the like, whatever place they might have in Joness breast, had no visible index on his visage. Both men were sailor-like and powerful, but they were striking contrasts to each other, as they stood  the one sternly, the other smilingly  steering the Roving Bess before that howling storm.

Is not nor east and by east our direct course for the harbour of San Francisco? inquired Ned Sinton.

It is, replied the captain, as near as I can guess; but weve been blown about so much that I cant tell exactly. Moreover, its my opinion we cant be far off the coast now; and if this gale holds on Ill have to bring to, at the risk of bein capsized. Them plaguey coral-reefs, too, are always springin up in these seas where you least expect em. If we go bump against one as we are goin now, its all up with us.

Not a pleasant idea, remarked Ned, somewhat gravely. Do these storms usually last long?

Before the captain could reply, the first mate came up and whispered in his ear.

Eh! how much dye say? he asked quickly.

Five feet, sir; she surged heavily once or twice on the foremast, and I think must have started a plank.

Call all hands to work the pumps; and dont let the men know how much water there is in the hold. Come below, Ned. I want you. Keep her head steady as she goes.

Ay, ay, sir, sang out ONeil, as the captain descended the companion-hatch to the cabin, followed by his young friend.

The dim light in the swinging lamp flickered fitfully when the ship plunged into the troughs of the seas, and rose again with a violent surge, as each wave passed under her, while every plank and spar on board seemed to groan under the strain. Darkness now added to the terrors of the wild storm.

Sitting down on a locker, Captain Bunting placed his elbows on the table, and covering his face with his hands, remained silent for several minutes, while Ned sat down beside him, but forbore to interrupt his thoughts.

Boy, he said, at length, looking up anxiously, weve sprung a leak, and a few minutes will shew what our fate is to be. Five feet of water in the hold in so short a time implies a bad one.

Five feet two, sir, said the mate, looking in at the cabin door; and the carpenter cant get at the leak.

I feared as much, muttered the captain. Keep the men hard at the pumps, Mr Williams, and let me hear how it stands again in ten minutes.

Captain, said Ned, it does not become a landsman to suggest, perhaps, but I cant help reminding you, that leaks of this kind have been stopped by putting a sail below the ships bottom.

I know it, boy, I know it; but we could never get a sail down in such a night.

Can nothing be done, then?

Yes, lad; its hard to do it, but it must be done; life is more precious than gold  we must heave the cargo overboard. I have invested every farthing I have in the world in this venture, continued Captain Bunting, sadly, but theres no help for it. Now, you were at the shifting of the cargo when we opened the hatches during the calms off the Brazilian coast, and as you know the position of the bales and boxes, I want you to direct the men so as to get it hove out quickly. Luckily, bein a general cargo, most o the bales are small and easily handled. Here comes the mate again  well, Mr Williams?

Up another inch, sir.

Go, Ned, over with it. Ill superintend above; so good-bye to our golden dreams.

There was a slight tone of bitterness in the captains voice as he spoke, but it passed away quickly, and the next instant he was on deck encouraging his men to throw the valuable cargo over the side. Bale after bale and box after box were tossed ruthlessly out upon the raging sea until little was left in the ship, save the bulky and less valuable portion of the cargo. Then a cry arose that the leak was discovered! The carpenter had succeeded in partially stopping it with part of a sail, and soon the pumps began to reduce the quantity of water in the hold. At last the leak was gained and effectually stopped, and before daybreak the storm began to subside. While part of the crew, being relieved from the harassing work at the pumps, busied themselves in repairing damages, Ned went to his cabin to put on dry clothes and take a little rest, of which he stood much in need.

Next day the bright sun rose in a cloudless sky, and a gentle breeze now wafted the Roving Bess over the Pacific, whose bosom still heaved deeply from the effects of the recent storm. A sense of fervent thankfulness to God for deliverance filled the heart of our hero as he awoke and beheld the warm sunbeams streaming in at the little window of his cabin. Suddenly he was roused from a deep reverie by the shout of Land, ho! on deck.

Words cannot convey an adequate idea of the effect of such a shout upon all on board. Land, ho! was repeated by every one, as he sprang in dishabille up the hatchway.

Where away? inquired Captain Bunting.

Right ahead, sir, answered the look-out.

Ay, there it is, said the captain, as Ned, without coat or vest, rushed to his side, and gazed eagerly over the bow, there it is, Ned,  California, at last! Yonder rise the golden mountains that have so suddenly become the worlds magnet; and yonder, too, is the Golden Gate of the harbour of San Francisco. Humph! much good itll do us.

Again there was a slight tone of bitterness in the captains voice.

Dont let down your spirits, captain, said Ned, in a cheering tone; there is still enough of the cargo left to enable us to make a start for the gold-fields. Perhaps we may make more money there than we would have made had we sold the cargo at a large profit by trafficking on the coast.

Captain Bunting hooked his thumbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, and shook his head. It was evident that he had no faith in gold-digging. Meanwhile the crew had assembled on the forecastle, and were looking out ahead with wistful and excited glances; for the fame of the golden land to which they were approaching had spread far and wide, and they longed to see the gold-dust and nuggets with their own eyes.

Its a beautiful land, intirely, exclaimed Larry ONeil, with an irrepressible shout of enthusiasm, which called forth a general cheer from the men.

Arrah, now, remarked another Patlander, dont ye wish ye wos up to the knees and elbows in the goolden sands already? Faix Id give a months pay to have wan day at the diggins.

I dont believe a word about it  I dont, remarked Jones, with the dogged air of a man who shouldnt, wouldnt, and didnt believe, and yet felt, somehow, that he couldnt help it.

Nother do I, said another, Its all a sham; come, now, aint it, Bill? he added, turning to a bronzed veteran who had visited California two years before.

A sham! exclaimed Bill. I tell e wot it is, messmate, when you comes for to see the miners in San Francisco drinkin shampain like water, an payin a dollar for a glass o six-water grog, youll

How much is a dollar? inquired a soft-looking youth, interrupting him.

Bill said it was bout four shillins, and turned away with a look of contempt at such a display of ignorance.

Four shillins! exclaimed the soft youth, in amazement.

Clear the anchor, and clew up the main-topsail, shouted the mate.

In another moment the crew were scattered, some aloft to lay out on the topsail yard, some to the clew-lines, and some to clear the anchor, which latter had not been disturbed since the Roving Bess left the shores of Old England.




Chapter Six.

San Francisco  An Unexpected Desertion  Captain Bunting takes a Gloomy View of Things in General  New Friends and New Plans  Singular Facts and Curious Fancies.

The Golden Gates, as they are called, of San Francisco, are two rocky headlands, about a mile apart, which form the entrance to one of the finest harbours, or rather land-locked seas, in the world. This harbour is upwards of forty miles long, by about twelve miles broad at its widest point, and receives at its northern end the waters of the noble Sacramento river, into which all the other rivers in California flow.

Nearly opposite to the mouth of the Sacramento, on the southern shores of the bay, stands the famous city of San Francisco, close to which the Roving Bess let go her anchor and clasped the golden strand.

The old adage that, truth is strange, stranger than fiction, was never more forcibly verified than in the growth and career of this wonderful city. No dreams of Arabian romance ever surpassed the inconceivable wonders that were matters of every-day occurrence there during the first years of the gold-fever; and many of the results attributed to Aladdins wonderful lamp were almost literally accomplished  in some cases actually surpassed  in and around the cities of California.

Before the discovery of gold, San Francisco was a mere hamlet. It consisted of a few rude cottages, built of sun-dried bricks, which were tenanted by native Californians; there were also a few merchants who trafficked in hides and horns. Cruisers and whalers occasionally put into the harbour to obtain fresh supplies of water, but beyond these and the vessels engaged in the hide-trade few ships ever visited the port, and the name of San Francisco was almost unknown.

But the instant the rumour got abroad that gold had been discovered there, the eyes of the world were turned towards it. In a few months men and ships began to pour into the capacious harbour; a city of tents overspread the sand-hills on which the hamlet stood; thousands upon thousands of gold-hunters rushed to the mines; the golden treasures of the land were laid bare, and immense fortunes were made literally in the course of a few weeks. In many cases these were squandered or gambled away almost as soon as made; but hundreds of men retired from the gold-fields after a few months labour, and returned home possessed of ample fortunes. Thousands, too, failed  some from physical inability to stand the fatiguing labour of the mines, and some from what they termed want of luck, though want of perseverance was, in nine cases out of ten, the real cause; while many hundreds perished from exposure and from the diseases that were prevalent in the country.

Well would it have been for these last had they remembered Gods word, Make not haste to be rich; but the thirst for gold, and the prospect of the sudden acquisition of enormous wealth, had blinded them to the fact that their frames were not equal to the rough life at the mines.

The excitement was at its height when the Roving Bess anchored off the shores of this land of gold.

The sun was just setting as the anchor dropped, and the crippled ship swung round towards the shore, for the tide had just begun to rise.

Faix, its a quare town, said Larry ONeil to Ned, who was gazing in wrapt, astonishment and admiration ever the stern.

It was indeed quare. The entire city was made up of the most flimsy and make-shift materials that can be conceived. Many of the shops were mere tents with an open framework of wood in front; some were made of sheet-iron nailed to wooden posts; some were made of zinc; others, (imported from the States), of wood, painted white, and edged with green; a few were built of sun-dried bricks, still fewer of corrugated iron, and many of all these materials pieced together in a sort of fancy patchwork. Even boats were used as dwellings, turned keel up, with a hole cut in their sides for the egress of a tin smoke-pipe, and two others of larger size to serve as door and window.

Finding space scarce, owing to the abrupt rise of the hills from the shore, many enterprising individuals had encroached upon the sea, and built houses on piles driven into the sand nearly half-a-mile below the original high water mark.

Almost every nation under the sun had representatives there, and the consequent confusion of tongues was equal to that of Babel.

The hills overhanging the lower part of the town were also well covered with tents, temporary houses, and cottages that had some appearance of comfort about them.

Such was the city on which the sun went down that night, and many were the quaint, sagacious, and comic remarks made by the men as they sat round their various mess-tables in the forecastle of the Roving Bess, speculating noisily and half-seriously on the possibility of getting a run into the interior for a day or two.

But there was a party of men in the ship whose conversation that night was neither so light-hearted nor so loud. They sat in a dark corner of the forecastle talking earnestly in subdued tones after the watch for the night was set. Their chief spokesman was a rough, ill-looking fellow, named Elliot.

Ye see, lads, said this man to the half-dozen comrades around him, we must do it to-night, if were to do it at all. Theres the captains small boat layin out astarn, which comes quite handy, an, as we lose all our pay by the dodge, I dont see why we shouldnt take it.

The man struck his fist into his left palm, and looked round the circle for opinions.

I dont half like it, said one; it seems to me a sneaking way of doin it.

Bah! ejaculated another, wot gammon you do talk. If he lose the boat, dont we lose the tin? Besides, are we agoin to let sich a trifle stand in the way o us an our fortins?

Have ye spoken to the other men, Elliot? inquired one of the group.

Ay, in coorse I have; an theyre all agreeable. Young Spense stood out pretty stiff at first; but I talked him over. Only I said nothing to Larry ONeil or Bill Jones. I know its of no use. Theyll never agree; and if we wos to speak of it to either on em, hed go right away aft an tell the captain. Their watch below ll come on in an hour, an then the watch on deckll be on our side. So, lads, go and git ready  an sharps the word.

The party broke up, and went quietly below to prepare for flight, leaving no one on deck except ONeil and Jones, and two of their comrades, who formed part of the watch. As Elliot had said, the watch was changed in about an hour. The mate and captain came on deck, looked round to see that all was right, and then returned to the cabin, to consult about the preliminary arrangements for disposing of the remnant of the cargo. Ned Sinton had turned in to have a good sleep before the expected toil and bustle of the following day; ONeil and Jones, being relieved from duty, were glad to jump into their hammocks; and the deck was left in charge of the conspirators.

It was a clear, lovely night. Not a zephyr stirred the surface of the sea, in whose depths the starry host and the images of a hundred ships of all shapes and tonnage were faithfully mirrored. Bright lights illumined the city, those in the tents giving to them the appearance of cones and cubes of solid fire. The subdued din of thousands of human voices floated over the water, and mingled with the occasional shout or song that rose from the fleet and the splash of oars, as boats passed to and from the shore. Over all, the young moon shed a pale, soft light, threw into deep shadow the hills towards the north, which rose abruptly to a height of 3000 feet, and tipped with a silver edge the peak of Monte Diavolo, whose lofty summit overlooks all the golden land between the great range of the Sierra Nevada and the ocean. It was a scene of peaceful beauty, well fitted to call forth the adoration of man to the great and good Creator. Doubtless there were some whose hearts rose that night above the sordid thoughts of gain and gold; but few such were recognisable by their fellow-men, compared with the numerous votaries of sin and so-called pleasure.

Towards midnight, Captain Bunting turned in, ordering the steward to call him at daybreak; and shortly afterwards the mate retired, having previously looked round the deck and spoken the watch. A few minutes after, Elliot and his comrades appeared on deck, with their boots and small bundles in their hands.

Is all right? whispered Elliot.

All right! replied one of the watch.

Nothing more was said; the boat was hauled softly alongside, and held firmly there while two men descended and muffled the oars; then one by one the men slid down the side, and a bag of biscuit and a junk of beef were lowered into it by the second mate, who was one of the conspirators.

At that moment the first mate came on deck, and went forward to inquire what was wrong.

Its something in the boat, sir, replied the second mate.

The mate looked over the side, and the sailors felt that they must be discovered, and that their plans were about to be frustrated. But the second mate was a man of decision. He suddenly seized Williams round the neck, and, covering his mouth with his hand, held him as if in a vice until he was secured and gagged.

Shall we leave him! whisperingly inquired one of the men.

No, hed manage to kick up a row; take him with us.

The helpless mate was immediately passed over the side, the rope was cast off; and the boat floated softly away. At first, the oars were dipped so lightly that no sound was heard, even by those on board, except the drops of brine that trickled from the blades as they rose from the water; then, as the distance increased, the strokes were given more vigorously, and, at last, the men bent to it with a will; and they were soon shooting over the vast bay in the direction of the Sacramento river, up which they meant to proceed to the diggings.

With the exception of ONeil and Jones, who had already reached the diggings in their dreams, the whole crew, sixteen in all, levanted, leaving Captain Bunting to navigate the ship back to Old England as he best might.

It is easier to conceive than to describe the feelings of the captain, when, on the following morning, he discovered that his crew had fled. He stamped, and danced, and tugged his hair, and pursed up his lips so tight that nothing but an occasional splutter escaped them! Then he sat down on the cabin skylight, looked steadily at Ned, who came hurriedly on deck in his shirt and drawers to see what was wrong, and burst into a prolonged fit of laughter.

Hallo, captain! whats up!

Nothin, lad, ha! ha! Oh yes, human flesh is up, Ned; sailors is riz, an weve been sold;  we have  uncommon!

Hereupon the captain roared again; but there was a slight peculiarity in the tone, that indicated a strong infusion of rage with the seeming merriment.

Theyre all gone  every man, Jack, said Jones, with a face of deep solemnity, as he stood looking at the captain.

So they are, the blackguards; an that without biddin us good mornin, bad luck to them, added ONeil.

At first, Ned Sinton felt little disposed to take a comic view of the affair, and urged the captain strongly to take the lightest boat and set off in pursuit; but the latter objected to this.

Its of no use, he said, the ship cant be repaired here without heavy expense; so, as I dont mean to go to sea again for some time, the desertion of the men matters little after all.

Not go to sea again! exclaimed Ned, in surprise. What, then, do you mean to do?

Thats more than I can tell. I must see first how the cargo is to be disposed of; after that, it will be time enough to concoct plans for the future. It is quite clear that the tide of luck is out about as far as it can go just now; perhaps it may turn soon.

No doubt of it, captain, cried his young protégé with a degree of energy that shewed he had made up his mind as to what his course should be, in the event of things coming to the worst. Ill go down and put on a few more articles of clothing, and then well have a talk over matters.

The talk, which was held over the breakfast-table in the cabin, resulted in the captain resolving to go ashore, and call on a Scotch merchant, named Thompson, to whom he had a letter of introduction. Half-an-hour later this resolve was carried out. Jones rowed them ashore in the smallest boat they had, and sculled back to the ship, leaving ONeil with them to assist in carrying up two boxes which were consigned to Mr Thompson.

The quay on which they stood was crowded with men of all nations, whose excited looks, and tones, and go-ahead movements, testified to the high-pressure speed with which business in San Francisco was transacted.

Its more nor I can do to carry them two boxes at wance, said Larry ONeil, regarding them with a puzzled look, an sorra a porter do I see nowhere.

As he spoke, a tall, gentlemanly-looking young man, in a red-flannel shirt, round-crowned wide-awake, long boots, and corduroys, stepped forward, and said, Ill help you, if you like.

Dye think ye can lift it! inquired Larry, with a dubious look.

The youth replied by seizing one of the boxes, and lifting it with ease on his shoulder, shewing that, though destitute of fat, he had more than the average allowance of bone and sinew.

I doubt if you could do it better than that yourself, Larry, said Ned, laughing. Come along, now, close at our heels, lest we get separated in the crowd.

The young porter knew the residence of Mr Thompson well, and guided them swiftly through the crowded thoroughfares towards it. Passing completely through the town, he led them over the brow of one of the sand-hills beyond it, and descended into a little valley, where several neat villas were scattered along the sides of a pleasant green slope, that descended towards another part of the bay. Turning into the little garden in front of one of these villas, he placed the box on the wooden platform before the door, and said, This is Mr Thompsons house.

There was something striking in the appearance of this young porter; he seemed much above his station in life; and Ned Sinton regarded his bronzed and handsome, but somewhat haggard and dissipated countenance, with interest, as he drew out his purse, and asked what was to pay.

Two dollars, answered the man.

Ned looked up in surprise. The idea of paying eight shillings for so slight a service had never entered his imagination. At that moment the door opened, and Mr Thompson appeared, and invited them to enter. He was a shrewd, business-like man, with stern, but kind expression of countenance.

Come in, come in, and welcome to California, he said, on perusing the captains letter of introduction. Glad to see you, gentlemen. Youve not had breakfast, of course; we are just about to sit down. This way, he added, throwing open the door of a comfortable and elegantly-furnished parlour. Bring the boxes into the passage  that will do. Here, Lizette, pay the men, dear; two dollars a-piece, I fancy

Excuse me, interrupted Captain Bunting, only one bas to be paid, the other is one of my sailors.

Ah! very good; which is he?

Larry ONeil stepped forward, hat in hand.

Go in there, my man, and cook will attend to you.

Larry passed through the doorway pointed out with a pleasant, fluttering sensation at the heart, which was quickly changed to a feeling of considerable disappointment on discovering that cook was a negro.

Meanwhile Lizette took two dollars from her purse, and bowing modestly to the strangers as she passed out of the room, advanced with them towards the young porter.

Now, Lizette was not beautiful  few women are, in the highest sense of the term, and the few who are, are seldom interesting; but she was pretty, and sweet, and innocent, and just turned sixteen. Fortunately for the male part of the world, there are many such. She had light-brown hair, which hung in dishevelled curls all round, a soft fair complexion, blue eyes, and a turned-up nose  a pert little nose that said plainly, I will have my own way; now see if I dont. But the heart that animated the body to which that nose belonged, was a good, kind, earnest one; therefore, the nose having its own way was rather a blessing than otherwise to those happy individuals who dwelt habitually in the sunshine of Lizettes presence.

At this particular time, ladies were scarce in California. The immense rush of men from all parts of the earth to the diggings had not been accompanied as yet by a corresponding rush of women, consequently the sight of a female face was, as it always ought to be, a source of comfort to mankind. We say comfort advisedly, because life at the gold-mines was a hard, riotous, mammon-seeking, rugged, and, we regret to say it, ungodly life; and men, in whom the soft memories of other days were not entirely quenched, had need, sometimes, of the comforting reflection that there still existed beings on the earth who didnt rant, and roar, and drink, and swear, and wear beards, and boots, and bowie-knives.

There was double cause, then, for the gaze of respectful admiration with which the young porter regarded Lizette, as she said, Here is your fare, porter, and put the money into his hand, which he did not even thank her for, but continued to hold extended as if he wished her to take it back again.

Lizette did not observe the gaze, for she turned away immediately after giving him the money, and re-entered the parlour, whereupon the youth thrust both hands into his breeches-pockets, left the house, and returned slowly to the city, with the expression on his countenance of one who had seen a ghost.

Meanwhile Captain Bunting and Ned Sinton sat down with their host and hostess to a second breakfast, over which the former related the circumstances of the double loss of his crew and cargo.

You are unfortunate, said Mr Thompson, when the captain paused; but there are hundreds in nearly the same predicament. Many of the fine-looking vessels you see in the harbour have lain helplessly there for months, the crews having taken French leave, and gone off to the diggings.

Its awkward, said the captain, with a troubled expression, as he slowly raised a square lump of pork to his mouth; what would you advise me to do?

Sell off the remnant of the cargo, and set up a floating boarding-house.

The square lump of pork disappeared, as the captain thrust it into his cheek in order to say, What? with a look of intense amazement.

Lizette laughed inadvertently, and, feeling that this was somewhat rude, she, in her effort to escape, plunged deeper into misfortune by turning to Sinton, with a blushing countenance, and asking him to take another cup of tea  a proposal that was obviously absurd, seeing that she had a moment before filled up his second cup.

Thus suddenly appealed to, Ned stammered, Thank you  if you  ah!  no, thank you, not any more.

Set up a floating boarding establishment, reiterated the merchant, in a tone of decision that caused them all to laugh heartily.

It may sound strange, he continued, but I assure you its not a bad speculation. The captain of an American schooner, whose crew deserted the very day she arrived, turned his vessel into a floating boarding-house, about two months ago, and I believe hes making a fortune.

Indeed, ejaculated the captain, helping himself to another mass of pork, and accepting Lizettes proffer of a third cup of tea.

You have no idea, continued the merchant, as he handed the bread to Ned, and pressed him to eat you have no idea of the strange state of things here just now, and the odd ways in which men make money. Owing to the rush of immigrants everything is enormously dear, and house-room is not to be had for love or money, so that if you were to fit up your ship for the purpose you could fill it at once. At the various hotels in the city an ordinary meal at the table dhôte costs from two to three dollars  eight and twelve shillings of our money  and there are some articles that bear fabulous prices. Its a fact that eggs at this moment sell at a shilling each, and onions and potatoes at the same price; but then wages are enormously high. How long this state of things will last no one can tell; in the meantime, hundreds of men are making fortunes. Only the other day a ship arrived from New York, and one of the passengers, a cute fellow, had brought out fifteen hundred copies of several newspapers, which he sold for a dollar each in less than two hours! Then, rents are tremendous. You will scarcely believe me when I tell you that the rent paid by the landlord of one of the hotels here is 110,000 dollars  about 22,000 pounds  a year, and it is but a poor building too. My own warehouse, which is a building of only one storey, with a front of twenty feet, is rented to me at 40,000 dollars  8000 pounds a year  and rents are rising.

Ned and the captain leaned back in their chairs aghast at such statements, and began to entertain some doubts as to the sanity of their host; but the worthy merchant was a grave, quiet man, without a particle of romance in his composition, and he went on coolly telling them facts which Ned afterwards said made his hair almost stand on end, when he thought of how little money he possessed, and how much he would have to pay for the bare necessaries of life.

After some further converse on men and things in general, and on prospects at the mines, Mr Thompson said, And now, Captain Bunting, Ill tell you what Ill do. I will go down to your ship, overhaul the cargo, and make you an offer for the whole in the lump, taking the saleable with the unsaleable. This will, at any rate, put you in funds at once, and enable you to follow what course seems best. Will that suit you?

It will, said the captain, and thank ee. As for turning a boardin-house keeper, I dont think Im cut out for it. Neither is my friend Sinton, eh?

Certainly not, answered Ned, laughing: we might as well become washerwomen.

Youd make a pretty good thing of it if you did, retorted Mr Thompson; would they not, Lizette? you know more about these things than I do.

Indeed, I cannot tell, papa, as I do not know the capabilities of our friends in that way; but I think the few washerwomen in the city must be making fortunes, for they charge two shillings a-piece for everything, large and small.

Now, then, gentlemen, said the merchant, rising, if you have quite finished, we will walk down to the harbour and inspect the goods.

An arch smile played round Lizettes lips as she shook hands with Ned at parting, and she seemed on the point of speaking, but checked herself.

I beg pardon, said Ned, pausing, did you

Oh, it was nothing! said Lizette; I was only going to remark that  that if you set up in the washing line, I shall be happy to give you all the work I can.

Ahem! coughed Ned gravely, and if we should set up in the other line, will you kindly come and board with us?

Hallo, Ned, whats keeping you? roared the captain.

Coming, shouted Ned, as he ran after him. Where has Larry ONeil gone?

Hes away down before us to have a look at the town. We shall find him, I doubt not, cruising about the quay.

In a few minutes the three friends were wending their way through the crowded streets back to the shore.




Chapter Seven.

The Fate of the Roving Bess  Gambling Scenes  Mr Sinton makes a New Friend  Larry ONeil makes Money in Strange Ways  A Murder, and a Beggars Death  Ned becomes a Poor Mans Heir.

The remnant of the cargo of the Roving Bess proved to be worth comparatively little  less even than had been anticipated. After a careful inspection, Mr Thompson offered to purchase it in the slump for 1000 dollars  about 200 pounds sterling. This was a heavy blow to poor Captain Bunting, who had invested his all  the savings of many years  in the present unfortunate venture. However, his was not a nature to brood over misfortunes that could not be avoided, so he accepted the sum with the best grace he might, and busied himself during the next few days in assisting the merchant to remove the bales.

During this period he did not converse much with any one, but meditated seriously on the steps he ought to take. From all that he heard, it seemed impossible to procure hands to man the ship at that time, so he began to entertain serious thoughts of taking his chance at the diggings after all. He was by nature averse to this, however; and had nearly made up his mind to try to beat up recruits for the ship, when an event occurred that settled the matter for him rather unexpectedly. This event was the bursting out of a hurricane, or brief but violent squall, which, before assistance could be procured, dragged the Roving Bess from her moorings, and stranded her upon the beach, just below the town. Here was an end to sea-faring prospects. The whole of his limited capital would not have paid for a tenth part of the labour necessary to refloat the ship, so he resolved to leave her on the beach, and go to the diggings.

Mr Thompson advised him to sell the hull, as it would fetch a good price for the sake of the timber, which at that time was much wanted in the town, but the captain had still a lurking hope that he might get his old ship afloat at some future period, and would not hear of it.

What, said he, sell the Roving Bess, which stands A1 at Lloyds, to be broken up to build gold-diggers houses? I trow not. No, no; let her lie where she is in peace.

On the day after the squall, as Ned and the captain were standing on the shore regarding their late floating, and now grounded, home in sad silence, a long-legged, lantern-jawed man, in dirty canvas trousers, long boots, a rough coat, and broad straw hat, with an enormous cigar in his mouth, and both hands in his trousers-pockets, walked up and accosted them. It did not require a second glance to know that he was a Yankee.

Guess that eres pretty wall fixed up, stranger, he said, addressing the captain, and pointing with his nose to the stranded vessel.

It is, answered the captain, shortly.

Fit for nothin but firewood, I calculate.

To this the captain made no reply.

I say, stranger, continued the Yankee, I wouldnt mind to give e 1000 dollars for her slick off.

I dont wish to sell her, replied the captain.

Say 1500, replied the man.

I tell you, I wont sell her.

No! Now that is kurous. Will e loan her, then!

Here Ned whispered a few words to the captain, who nodded his head, and, turning to the Yankee, said  

How much will you give?

Wall, I reckon, shes too far out to drive a screamin trade, but I dont mind sayin 100 dollars a month.

After some consultation with Ned, and a little more talk with the Yankee, Captain Bunting agreed to this proposal, only stipulating that the bargain should hold good for a year, that the hull should not be cut or damaged in any way, and that the rent should be paid in advance into the hands of Mr Thompson, as he himself was about to proceed to the gold-fields. Having sealed and settled this piece of business at a neighbouring tavern, where the Yankee  Major Whitlaw  ordered a brandy-smash for himself and two gin-slings for his companions, (which they civilly declined, to his intense amazement,) the contracting parties separated.

Thats rather a sudden transfer of our good ship, said Ned, laughing, as they walked towards the Plaza, or principal square of the town, where some of the chief hotels and gambling-houses were situated.

I feel half sorry for havin done it, replied the captain; however, it cant be helped now, so Ill away to our friend Thompsons office, and tell him about it.

Then I shall wander about here until you return. It will be dinner time at the hotels two hours hence. Suppose we meet at the Parker House, and talk over our future plans while we discuss a chop?

To this the captain agreed, and then hurried off to his friends office, while Ned entered the hotel. A large portion of this building was rented by gamblers, who paid the enormous sum of 60,000 dollars a year for it, and carried on their villainous and degrading occupation in it night and day. The chief games played were monte and faro, but no interest attached to the games as such, the winning or losing of money was that which lent fascination to the play.

Ned had intended to stroll through the hotel and observe the various visitors who thronged the bar, but the crash of a brass band in the gambling-saloons awakened his curiosity, and induced him to enter. The scene that met his eyes was, perhaps, the strangest and the saddest he had ever looked upon. The large saloon was crowded with representatives of almost every civilised nation under the sun. English, Scotch, Irish, Yankees, French, Russians, Turks, Chinese, Mexicans, Indians, Malays, Jews, and negroes  all were there in their national costumes, and all were, more or less, under the fascinating influence of the reigning vice of California, and especially of San Francisco. The jargon of excited voices can neither be conceived nor described. Crowds surrounded the monte tables, on which glittering piles of gold and silver coin were passing from hand to hand according to varying fortune. The characteristics  and we may add the worst passions  of the various nations were ever and anon brought strongly out. The German and Spaniard laid down their money, and lost or won without a symptom of emotion; the Turk stroked his beard as if with the view of keeping himself cool; the Russian looked stolid and indifferent; the Frenchman started, frowned, swore, and occasionally clutched his concealed pistol or bowie-knife; while the Yankee stamped and swore. But, indeed, the men of all nations cursed and swore in that terrible place.

Those who dwelt in the city staked gold and silver coin, while the men just returned from the mines staked gold-dust and nuggets. These last were conspicuous from their rough clothing, rugged, bronzed, and weather-worn countenances. Many of them played most recklessly. Several successful diggers staked immense sums, and either doubled or lost, in two or three throws, the hard earnings of many months of toil, and left the rooms penniless.

At one end of the saloon there was a counter, with a plentiful supply of stimulants to feed the excitement of the wretched gamblers; and the waiter here was kept in constant employment. Ned had never been within the unhallowed precincts of a gambling-house before, and it was with a feeling of almost superstitious dread that he approached the table, and looked on. A tall, burly, bearded miner stepped forward at the moment and placed a huge purse of gold-dust on the table  

Now, then, he cried, with a reckless air, here goes  neck or nothin.

Nothin! he muttered with a fearful oath, as the president raked the purse into his coffers.

The man rose and strode sullenly from the room, his fingers twitching nervously about the hilt of his bowie-knife; an action which the president observed, but heeded not, being prepared with a concealed revolver for whatever might occur. Immediately another victim stepped forward, staked five hundred dollars  and won. He staked again a thousand dollars  and won; then he rose, apparently resolved to tempt fickle fortune no more, and left the saloon. As he retired his place was filled by a young man who laid down the small sum of two dollars. Fortune favoured this man for a long time, and his pile of dollars gradually increased until he became over-confident and staked fully half of his gains  and lost.

Neds attention was drawn particularly to this player, whom he thought he had seen before. On looking more fixedly at him, he recognised the young porter who had carried up the box to the merchants house. His next stake was again made recklessly. He laid down all he possessed  and lost. Then he rose suddenly, and drawing a pistol from his breast, rushed towards the door. None of the players who crowded the saloon paid him more than momentary attention. It mattered not to them whether he meditated suicide or murder. They made way for him to pass, and then, closing in, were deep again in the all-absorbing game.

But our hero was not thus callous. A strong feeling of sympathy filled his breast, prompting him to spring through the doorway, and catch the youth by the shoulder just as he gained the street. He turned round instantly, and presented the revolver at Neds breast, but the latter caught his right arm in his powerful grasp and held it in the air.

Be calm, my poor fellow, he said, I mean you no harm; I only wish to have a word of conversation with you. You are an Englishman, I perceive.

The young mans head fell on his breast, and he groaned aloud.

Come, come, said Ned, releasing his arm, dont give way like that.

Im lost, said the youth, bitterly. I have struggled against this passion for gaming, but it has overcome me again and again. It is vain to fight against it any longer.

Not a bit of it, man, said Ned, in a cheering tone, as he drew the arm of the young man within his own, and led him slowly along the street. You are excited just now by your disappointments. Let us walk together a while, for I have something to say to you. I am quite a stranger here, and its a comfort to have a countryman to talk with.

The kind words, and earnest, hearty manner of our hero, had the effect of soothing the agitated feelings of his new friend, and of winning his confidence. In the course of half-an-hour, he drew from him a brief account of his past history.

His name, he said, was Collins; he was the son of a clergyman, and had received a good education. Five years before the period of which we now write, he had left his home in England, and gone to sea, being at that time sixteen years of age. For three years he served before the mast in a South-Sea whale-ship, and then returned home to find his father and mother dead. Having no near relations alive, and not a sixpence in the world, he turned once more towards the sea, with a heavy heart and an empty pocket, obtained a situation as second mate in a trading vessel which was about to proceed to the Sandwich Islands. Encountering a heavy gale on the western coast of South America, his vessel was so much disabled as to be compelled to put into the harbour of San Francisco for repairs. Here the first violent attack of the gold-fever had set in. The rush of immigrants was so great, that goods of all kinds were selling at fabulous prices, and the few bales that happened to be on board the ship were disposed off for twenty times their value. The captain was in ecstasies, and purposed sailing immediately to the nearest civilised port for a cargo of miscellaneous goods; but the same fate befell him which afterwards befell Captain Bunting, and many hundreds of others  the crew deserted to the mines. Thereupon the captain and young Collins also betook themselves to the gold-fields, leaving the ship to swing idly at her anchor. Like most of the first arrivals at the mines, Collins was very successful, and would soon  in diggers parlance  have made his pile,  i.e. his fortune, had not scurvy attacked and almost killed him; compelling him to return to San Francisco in search of fresh vegetables and medicine, neither of which, at that time, could be obtained at the mines for love or money. He recovered slowly; but living in San Francisco was so expensive that, ere his health was sufficiently recruited to enable him to return to the gold-fields, his funds were well-nigh exhausted. In order to recruit them he went, in an evil hour, to the gaming-saloons, and soon became an inveterate gambler.

In the providence of God he had been led, some years before, to become an abstainer from all intoxicating drinks, and, remaining firm to his pledge throughout the course of his downward career, was thus saved from the rapid destruction which too frequently overtook those who to the exciting influences of gambling added the maddening stimulus of alcohol. But the constant mental fever under which he laboured was beginning to undermine a naturally-robust constitution, and to unstring the nerves of a well-made, powerful frame. Sometimes, when fortune favoured him, he became suddenly possessor of a large sum of money, which he squandered in reckless gaiety, often, however, following the dictates of an amiable, sympathetic disposition, he gave the most of it away to companions and acquaintances in distress. At other times he had not wherewith to pay for his dinner, in which case he took the first job that offered in order to procure a few dollars. Being strong and active, he frequently went down to the quays and offered his services as a porter to any of the gold-hunters who were arriving in shoals from all parts of the world. It was thus, as we have seen, that he first met with Ned Sinton and his friends.

All this, and a great deal more, did Ned worm out of his companion in the course of half-an-hours stroll in the Plaza.

Now, said he, when Collins had finished, Im going to make a proposal to you. I feel very much interested in all that you have told me; to be candid with you, I like your looks, and I like your voice  in fact, I like yourself, and  but whats your Christian name?

Tom, replied the other.

Very well; then Ill call you Tom in future, and youll call me Ned. Now, Tom, you must come with me and Captain Bunting to the gold-fields, and try your fortune over again  nay, dont shake your head, I know what you would say, you have no money to equip yourself, and you wont be indebted to strangers, and all that sort of stuff; but that wont do, my boy. Im not a stranger; dont I know all your history from first to last?

Tom Collins sighed.

Well, perhaps I dont know it all, but I know the most of it, and besides, I feel as if I had known you all my life

Ned, interrupted the other, in an earnest tone of voice, I feel your kindness very much  no one has spoken to me as you have done since I came to the diggings  but I cannot agree to your proposal to-day. Meet me at the Parker House to-morrow, at this time, and I shall give you a final answer.

But why not give it now?

Because  because, I want to  to get paid for a job I expect to get

Tom, said Ned, stopping and laying his hand on the shoulder of his companion, while he looked earnestly into his face, let us begin our friendship with mutual candour. Do you not intend to make a few dollars, and then try to increase them by another throw at the gaming-table!

The youths brow flushed slightly as he answered, You are right, I had half an intention of trying my fortune for the last time

Then, said Ned firmly and emphatically, you shall do nothing of the sort. Gambling for money is a mean, pitiful, contemptible thing  dont frown, my dear fellow, I do not apply these terms to you, I apply them to the principle of gambling  a principle which you do not hold, as I know from your admission, made to me not many minutes ago, that you have often striven against the temptation. Many men dont realise the full extent of the sinfulness of many of their practices, but although that renders them less culpable, it does not render them innocent, much less does it justify the evil practices. Gambling is all that I have styled it, and a great deal worse; and you must give it up  I insist on it. Moreover, Tom, I insist on your coming to dine with me at the Parker House. I shall introduce you to my friend Captain Bunting, whom you already know by sight  so come along.

Well, I will, said Tom, smiling at his friends energy, but still hanging back; but you must permit me to go to my lodgings first. I shall be back immediately.

Very good. Remember, we dine in the course of an hour, so be punctual.

While Tom Collins hurried away to his lodgings, Ned Sinton proceeded towards the shores of the bay in a remarkably happy frame of mind, intending to pass his leisure hour in watching the thousands of interesting and amusing incidents that were perpetually taking place on the crowded quays, where the passengers from a newly-arrived brig were looking in bewildered anxiety after their luggage, and calling for porters; where traffic, by means of boats, between the fleet and the land created constant confusion and hubbub; where men of all nations bargained for the goods of all climes in every known tongue.

While he gazed in silence at the exciting and almost bewildering scene, his attention was attracted to a group of men, among whose vociferating tones he thought he distinguished familiar voices.

Thats it; heres your man, sir, cried one, bursting from the crowd with a huge portmanteau on his shoulder. Now, then, wherell I steer to?

Right ahead to the best hotel, answered a slim Yankee, whose black coat, patent-leather boots, and white kids, in such a place, told plainly enough that a superfine dandy had mistaken his calling.

Ay, ay, sir! shouted Bill Jones, as he brushed past Ned, in his new capacity of porter.

Faix, yeve cotched a live Yankee! exclaimed a voice there was no mistaking, as the owner slapped Bill on the shoulder. Hell make yer fortin, av ye only stick by him. Hes just cut out for the diggins, av his mother wos here to take care of him.

Larry ONeil gave a chuckle, slapped his pockets, and cut an elephantine caper, as he turned from contemplating the retreating figure of his shipmates employer, and advanced towards the end of the quay.

Now, thin, whos nixt? cried he, holding out both arms, and looking excited, as if he were ready to carry off any individual bodily in his arms to any place, for mere love, without reference to money. Dont all spake at wance. Tshoo dollars a mile for anythin onder a ton, an yerself on the top of it for four! Horoo, Mister Sinton, darlint, is it yerself? Och, but this is the place intirely  goold and silver for the axin amost! Ah, ye neednt grin. Look here!

Larry plunged both hands into the pockets of his trousers, and pulled them forth full of half and quarter dollars, with a few shining little nuggets of gold interspersed among them.

Ned opened his eyes in amazement, and, taking his excited comrade apart from the crowd, asked how he had come by so much money.

Come by it! he exclaimed; ye could come by twice the sum, av ye liked. Sure, didnt I find that they wos chargin tshoo dollars  aiqual to eight shillins, Im towld  for carryin a box or portmanter the length o me fut; so I turns porter all at wance, an faix I made six dollars in less nor an hour. But as I was comin back, I says to myself, says I, Larry, yell be the better of a small glass o somethin  eh! So in I goes to a grog-shop, and faix I had to pay half-a-dollar for a thimbleful o brandy, bad luck to them, as would turn the stomik o a pig. I almost had a round wi the landlord; but they towld me it wos the same iverywhere. So I wint and had another in the nixt shop I sees, jist to try; and it was thrue. Then a Yankee spies my knife,  the great pig-sticker that Bob Short swopped wi me for my junk o plum-duff off the Cape. It seems theyve run out o sich articles just at this time, and would give handfuls o goold for wan. So says I, Wotll ye give?

Three dollars, I guess, says wan.

Four, says another; hes chaitin ye.

Fours bid, says I, mountin on a keg o baccy, and howldin up the knife; who says more? Its the rale steel, straight from Manchester or Connaught, I misremimber which. Warranted to cut both ways, av ye only turn the idge round, and shove with a will.

I begood in joke; but faix they took me up in arnest, an run up the price to twinty dollars  four pounds, as sure as me names Larry  before I knowd where I wos. I belave I could ha got forty for it, but I hadnt the heart to ax more, for it wasnt worth a brass button.

Youve made a most successful beginning, Larry. Have you any more knives like that one?

Sorrow a wan  mores the pity. But thats only a small bit o me speckilations. I found six owld newspapers in the bottom o me chist, and, would ye belave it, I sowld em, ivery wan, for half-a-dollar the pace; and I dont rightly know how much clear goold Ive got by standin all mornin at the post-office.

Standing at the post-office! What do you mean?

Nother more or less nor what I say. I suppose ye know the mails comed in yisterday morning; so says I to myself this mornin, Yeve got no livin sowl in the owld country thats likely to write to ye, but ye better go, for all that, an ax if theres letters. Maybe there is; who knows? So away I wint, and sure enough I found a row o men waitin for their letters; so I crushes forard  och! but I thought theyd ha hung me on the spot,  and I found it was a rule that first come first sarved  fair play and no favour. They wos all standin wan behind another in a line half-a-mile long av it wos a fut, as patient as could be; some readin the noosepapers, and some drinkin coffee and tay and grog, that wos sowld by men as went up an down the line the whole mornin. So away I goes to the end o the line, an took my place, detarmined to stand it out; and, in three minutes, I had a tail of a dozen men behind me. Faix, Larry, says I, its the first time ye iver comminced at the end of a thing in order to git to the beginnin.

Well, when I wos gittin pretty near the post-office windy, I hears the chap behind me a-sayin to the fellow behind him that he expected no letters, but only took up his place in the line to sell it to them what did. An sure enough I found that lots o them were there on the same errand. Just then up comes a miner, in big boots and a wide-awake.

Och, says he, wholl sell me a place? and with that he offered a lot o pure goold lumps.

Guess its too little, says the man next me.

Ah, ye thievin blackguard! says I. Here, yer honer, Ill sell ye my place for half the lot. I can wait for me letter, more be token Im not sure there is wan. For, ye see, I wos riled at the Yankees greed. So out I steps, and in steps the miner, and hands me the whole hed offered at first.

Take them, my man, says he; youre an honest fellow, and its a trate to meet wan here.

Capital, cried Ned, laughing heartily; and you didnt try for a letter after all?

Porter there? shouted a voice from the quay.

Thats me, yer honer. Here ye are, replied the Irishman, bounding away with a yell, and shouldering a huge leathern trunk, with which he vanished from the scene, leaving Ned to pursue the train of thought evoked by his account of his remarkable experiences.

We deem it necessary here to assure the reader that the account given by Larry ONeil of his doings was by no means exaggerated. The state of society, and the eccentricities of traffic displayed in San Francisco and other Californian cities during the first years of the gold-fever, beggars all description. Writers on that place and period find difficulty in selecting words and inventing similes in order to convey anything like an adequate idea of their meaning. Even eye-witnesses found it almost impossible to believe the truth of what they heard and saw; and some have described the whole circle of life and manners there to have been more like to the wild, incongruous whirl of a pantomime than to the facts of real life.

Even in the close and abrupt juxtaposition of the ludicrous and the horrible this held good. Ned Sinton had scarcely parted from his hilarious shipmate, when he was attracted by shouts, as if of men quarrelling, in a gaming-house; and, a few moments later, the report of a pistol was heard, followed by a sharp cry of agony. Rushing into the house, and forcing his way through the crowd, he reached the table in time to see the bloody corpse of a man carried out. This unfortunate had repeatedly lost large sums of money, and, growing desperate, staked his all on a final chance. He lost; and, drawing his bowie-knife, in the heat of despair, rushed at the president of the table. A dozen arms arrested him, and rendered his intended assault abortive; nevertheless, the president coolly drew a revolver from under the cloth, and shot him dead. For a few minutes there was some attempt at disturbance, and some condemned, while others justified the act. But the body was removed, and soon the game went on again as if nothing had occurred.

Sickened with the sight, Ned hurried from the house, and walked rapidly towards the shores of the bay, beyond the limits of the canvas town, where he could breathe the free ocean air, and wander on the sands in comparative solitude.

The last straggling tent in that quarter was soon behind bun, and he stopped by the side of an old upturned boat, against which he leaned, and gazed out upon the crowded bay with saddened feelings. As he stood in contemplation, he became aware of a sound, as if of heaving, plethoric breathing under the boat. Starting up, he listened intently, and heard a faint groan. He now observed, what had escaped his notice before, that the boat against which he leaned was a human habitation. A small hole near the keel admitted light, and possibly, at times, emitted smoke. Hastening round to the other side, he discovered a small aperture, which served as a doorway. It was covered with a rag of coarse canvas, which he lifted, and looked in.

Whos there? inquired a voice, as sharply as extreme weakness would allow. Have a care! Theres a revolver pointing at your head. If you come in without leave, Ill blow out your brains.

I am a friend, said Ned, looking towards the further end of the boat, where, on a couch of straw, lay the emaciated form of a middle-aged man. Put down your pistol, friend; my presence here is simply owing to the fact that I heard you groan, and I would relieve your distress, if it is in my power.

You are the first that has said so since I lay down here, sighed the man, falling back heavily.

Ned entered, and, advancing as well as he could in a stooping posture, sat down beside the sick mans pallet, and felt his pulse. Then he looked anxiously in his face, on which the hand of death was visibly placed.

My poor fellow! said Ned, in a soothing tone, you are very ill, I fear. Have you no one to look after you?

Ill! replied the sick man, almost fiercely, I am dying. I have seen death too often, and know it too well, to be mistaken. His voice sank to a whisper as he added, It is not far off now.

For a few seconds Ned could not make up his mind what to say. He felt unwilling to disturb the last moments of the man. At last he leaned forward, and repeated from memory several of the most consoling passages of Scripture. Twice over he said, Though thy sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as wool, and, Him that cometh unto Me, (Christ), I will in no wise cast out.

The man appeared to listen, but made no reply. Suddenly he started up, and, leaning on his elbow, looked with an awfully earnest stare into Neds face.

Young man, gold is good  gold is good  remember that, if you dont make it your god.

After a pause, he continued, I made it my god. I toiled for it night and day, in heat and cold, wet and dry. I gave up everything for it; I spent all my time in search of it  and I got it  and what good can it do me now? I have spent night and day here for weeks, threatening to shoot any one who should come near my gold  Ha! he added, sharply, observing that his visitor glanced round the apartment, youll not find it here. No, look, look round, peer into every corner, tear up every plank of my boat, and youll find nothing but rotten wood, and dust, and rusty nails.

Be calm, my friend, said Ned, who now believed that the poor mans mind was wandering, I dont want your gold; I wish to comfort you, if I can. Would you like me to do anything for you after

After Im dead, said the man, abruptly. No, nothing. I have no relations  no friends  no enemies, even, now. Yes, he added, quickly, I have one friend. You are my friend. You have spoken kindly to me  a beggar. You deserve the name of friend. Listen, I want you to be my heir. See here, I have had my will drawn up long ago, with the place for the name left blank I had intended  but no matter  what is your name?

Edward Sinton.

Here, hand me that ink-horn, and the pen. There, continued the man, pushing the paper towards him, I have made over to you the old boat, and the ground it lies on. Both are mine. The piece of ground is marked off by four posts. Take care of the

The mans voice sank to a mere whisper; then it ceased suddenly. When Ned looked at him again, he started, for the cold hand of death had sealed his lips for ever.

A feeling of deep, intense pity filled the youths heart, as he gazed on the emaciated form of this friendless man  yet he experienced a sensation approaching almost to gladness, when he remembered that the last words he had spoken to him were those of our blessed Saviour to the chief of sinners.

Spreading the ragged piece of canvas that formed a quilt over the dead mans face, he rose, and left the strange dwelling, the entrance to which he secured, and then hastened to give information of the death to the proper authorities.

Ned was an hour too late for dinner when he arrived at the hotel, where he found Captain Bunting and his new friend awaiting him in some anxiety. Hastily informing them of the cause of his detention, he introduced them to each other, and forgot for a time the scene of death he had just witnessed, in talking over plans for the future, and in making arrangements for a trip to the diggings.




Chapter Eight.

Our Hero and his Friends start for the Diggings  The Captains Portrait  Costumes, and Scenery, and Surprises  The Ranche by the Road-Side  Strange Travellers  They meet with a New Friend, and adopt him  The Hunters Story  Larry offers to fight a Yankee  High Prices and Empty Purses.

Ovid never accomplished a metamorphosis more striking or complete than that effected by Captain Bunting upon his own proper person. We have said, elsewhere, that the worthy captain was a big, broad man, with a shaggy head of hair, and red whiskers. Moreover, when he landed in San Francisco, he wore a blue coat, with clear brass buttons, blue vest, blue trousers, and a glazed straw hat; but in the course of a week he effected such a change in his outward man, that his most intimate friend would have failed to recognise him.

No brigand of the Pyrenees ever looked more savage  no robber of the stage ever appeared more outrageously fierce. We do not mean to say that Captain Bunting got himself up for the purpose of making himself conspicuous. He merely donned the usual habiliments of a miner; but these habiliments were curious, and the captains figure in them was unusually remarkable.

In order that the reader may have a satisfactory view of the captain, we will change the scene, and proceed at once to that part of the road to the gold-fields which has now been reached by our adventurers.

It is a wide plain, or prairie, on which the grass waves like the waters of the sea. On one side it meets the horizon, on another it is bounded by the faint and far-distant range of the Sierra Nevada. Thousands of millions of beautiful wild-flowers spangle and beautify the soft green carpet, over which spreads a cloudless sky, not a whit less blue and soft than the vaunted sky of Italy. Herds of deer are grazing over the vast plain, like tame cattle. Wild geese and other water-fowl wing their way through the soft atmosphere, and little birds twitter joyously among the flowers. Everything is bright, and green, and beautiful; for it is spring, and the sun has not yet scorched the grass to a russet-brown, and parched and cracked the thirsty ground, and banished animal and vegetable life away, as it will yet do, ere the hot summer of those regions is past and gone.

There is but one tree in all that vast plain. It is a sturdy oak, and near it bubbles a cool, refreshing spring, over which, one could fancy, it had been appointed guardian. The spot is hundreds of miles from San Francisco, on the road to the gold-mines of California. Beneath that solitary oak a party of weary travellers have halted, to rest and refresh themselves and their animals; or, as the diggers have it, to take their nooning. In the midst of that party sits our captain, on the back of a long-legged mule.

On his head is, or, rather, was  for he has just removed it, in order to wipe the perspiration from his forehead  a brown felt wide-awake, very much battered in appearance, suggesting the idea that the captain had used it constantly as a night-cap, which, indeed, is the fact. Nothing but a flannel shirt, of the brightest possible scarlet, clothes the upper portion of his burly frame, while brown corduroys adorn the lower. Boots of the most ponderous dimensions engulf, not only his feet, but his entire legs, leaving only a small part of the corduroys visible. On his heels, or, rather, just above his heels, are strapped a pair of enormous Mexican spurs, with the frightful prongs of which he so lacerated the sides of his unfortunate mule, during the first part of the journey, as to drive that animal frantic, and cause it to throw him off at least six times a day. Dire necessity has now, however, taught the captain that most difficult and rarely-accomplished feat of horsemanship, to ride with the toes well in, and the heels well out.

Round Captain Buntings waist is a belt, which is of itself quite a study. It is made of tough cow-hide, full two and a half inches broad, and is fastened by a brass buckle that would cause the mouth of a robber-chief to water. Attached to it in various ways and places are the following articles:  A bowie-knife of the largest size  not far short of a small cutlass; a pair of revolving pistols, also large, and having six barrels each; a stout leathern purse; and a leathern bag of larger dimensions for miscellaneous articles. As the captain has given up shaving for many weeks past, little of his face is visible, except the nose, eyes, and forehead. All besides is a rugged mass of red hair, which rough travel has rendered an indescribable and irreclaimable waste. But the captain cares not: as long as he can clear a passage through the brushwood to his mouth, he says, his mind is easy.

Such is Captain Bunting, and such, with but trifling modifications, is every member of his party. On Ned Sinton and his almost equally stalwart and handsome friend, Tom Collins, the picturesque costume of the miner sits well; and it gives a truly wild, dashing look to the whole party, as they stand beneath the shade of that lovely oak, preparing to refresh themselves with biscuit and jerked beef, and pipes of esteemed tobacco.

Besides those we have mentioned, Larry ONeil is there,  busy carrying water in a bucket to the horses, and as proud of his Mexican spurs as if they were the golden spurs of the days of chivalry. Bill Jones is there, with a blue instead of a red-flannel shirt, and coarse canvas ducks in place of corduroys. Bill affects the sailor in other respects, for he scorns heavy boots, and wears shoes and a straw hat; but he is compelled to wear the spurs, for reasons best known to his intensely obstinate mule. There is also among them a native Californian,  a vaquero, or herd,  who has been hired to accompany the party to the diggings, to look after the pack-mules, of which there are two, and to assist them generally with advice and otherwise. He is a fine athletic fellow  Spanish-like, both in appearance and costume; and, in addition to bad Spanish, gives utterance to a few sounds, which he calls Encleesh. The upper part of his person is covered by the serape, or Mexican cloak, which is simply a blanket, with a hole in its centre, through which the head of the wearer is thrust, the rest being left to fall over the shoulders.

Our travellers had reached the spot on which we now find them by means of a boat voyage of more than a hundred miles, partly over the great bay of San Francisco, and partly up the Sacramento River, until they reached the city of Sacramento. Here they purchased mules and provisions for the overland journey to the mines  a further distance of about a hundred and fifty miles,  and also the picks, shovels, axes, pewter plates, spoons, pans, and pannikins, and other implements and utensils that were necessary for a campaign among the golden mountains of the Sierra Nevada. For these the prices demanded were so enormous, that when all was ready for a start they had only a few dollars left amongst them. But being on their way to dig for gold, they felt little concern on this head.

As the Indians of the interior had committed several murders a short time before, and had come at various times into collision with the gold-diggers, it was deemed prudent to expend a considerable sum on arms and ammunition. Each man, therefore, was armed with a rifle or carbine, a pistol of some sort, and a large knife or short sword. Captain Bunting selected a huge old bell-mouthed blunderbuss, having, as he said, a strong partiality for the weapons of his forefathers. Among other things, Ned, by advice of Tom Collins, purchased a few simple medicines; he also laid in a stock of drawing-paper, pencils, and water-colours, for his own special use, for which he paid so large a sum that he was ashamed to tell it to his comrades; but he was resolved not to lose the opportunity of representing life and scenery at the diggings, for the sake of old Mr Shirley, as well as for his own satisfaction. Thus equipped they set forth.

Before leaving San Francisco, the captain, and Ned, and Tom Collins had paid a final visit to their friend the merchant, Mr Thompson, and committed their property to his care  i.e. the hull of the good ship Roving Bess  the rent of which he promised to collect monthly  and Neds curious property, the old boat and the little patch of barren sand on which it stood. The boat itself he made over, temporarily, to a poor Irishman who had brought out his wife with him, and was unable to proceed to the diggings in consequence of the said wife having fallen into a delicate state of health. He gave the man a written paper empowering him to keep possession until his return, and refused to accept of any rent whereat the poor woman thanked him earnestly, with the tears running down her pale cheeks.

It was the hottest part of an exceedingly hot day when the travellers found themselves, as we have described, under the grateful shade of what Larry termed the lone oak.

Now our course of proceeding is as follows, said Ned, at the conclusion of their meal We shall travel all this afternoon, and as far into the night as the mules can be made to go. By that time we shall be pretty well off the level ground, and be almost within hail of the diggings

I dont belave it, said Larry ONeil, knocking the ashes out of his pipe in an emphatic manner; sure av there was goold in the country we might have seed it by this time.

Larrys feelings were a verification of the words, hope deferred maketh the heart sick. He had started enthusiastically many days before on this journey to the gold regions, under the full conviction that on the first or second day he would be, as he expressed it, riding through fields of goold dust; instead of which, day after day passed, and night after night, during which he endured all the agonies inseparable from a first journey on horseback, and still not a symptom of gold was to be seen, no more nor in owld Ireland itself. But Larry bore his disappointments like an Irishman, and defied fortin to put him out of timper by any manes wotiver.

Patience, said Bill Jones, removing his pipe to make room for the remark, is a wirtue  thats wot I says. If ye cant make things better, wot then? why, let em alone. Wen theres no wind, crowd all canvas and ketch wot there is. Wen there is wind, why then, steer yer course; or, if ye cant, steer as near it as ye can. Anyhow, never back yer fore-topsail without a cause  thems my sentiments.

And very good sentiments they are, Bill, said Tom Collins, jumping up and examining the girth of his horse; I strongly advise you to adopt them, Larry.

Wot a bottle o wisdom it is, said ONeil, with a look of affected contempt at his messmate. Wos it yer grandmother, now, or yer great wan, that edicated ye?  Arrah, there ye go! Oh, morther, yell break me heart!

The latter part of this remark was addressed to his mule, which at that moment broke its laryat, and gambolled gaily away over the flowering plain. Its owner followed, yelling like a madman. He might as well have chased the wind; and it is probable that he would never have mounted his steed again had not the vaquero come to his aid. This man, leaping on his own horse, which was a very fine one, dashed after the runaway, with which he came up in a few minutes; then grasping the long coil of line that hung at his saddle-bow, he swung it round once or twice, and threw the lasso, or noose, adroitly over the mules head, and brought it up.

Yer a cliver fellow, said Larry, as he came up, panting; sure ye did it be chance?

The man smiled, and without deigning a reply, rode back to the camp, where the party were already in the saddle. In a few minutes they were trotting rapidly over the prairie.

Before evening closed, the travellers arrived at one of the road-side inns, or, as they were named, ranches, which were beginning at this time to spring up in various parts of the country, for the accommodation of gold-hunters on their way to the mines. This ranche belonged to a man of the name of Dawson, who had made a few hundred dollars by digging, and then set up a grog-shop and house of entertainment, being wise enough to perceive that he could gain twice as much gold by supplying the diggers with the necessaries of life than he could hope to procure by digging. His ranche was a mere hovel, built of sun-dried bricks, and he dealt more in drinks than in edibles. The accommodation and provisions were of the poorest description, but, as there was no other house of entertainment near, mine host charged the highest possible prices. There was but one apartment in this establishment, and little or no furniture. Several kegs and barrels supported two long pine planks which constituted at different periods of the day the counter, the gaming-table, and the table dhôte. A large cooking stove stood in the centre of the house, but there were no chairs; guests were expected to sit on boxes and empty casks, or stand. Beds there were none. When the hour for rest arrived, each guest chose the portion of the earthen floor that suited him best, and, spreading out his blankets, with his saddle for a pillow, lay down to dream of golden nuggets, or, perchance, of home, while innumerable rats  the bane of California  gambolled round and over him.

The ranchero, as the owner of such an establishment is named, was said to be an escaped felon. Certainly he might have been, as far as his looks went. He was surly and morose, but men minded this little, so long as he supplied their wants. There were five or six travellers in the ranche when our party arrived, all of whom were awaiting the preparation of supper.

Here we are, cried the captain, as they trotted into the yard, ready for supper, I trow; and, if my nose dont deceive me, suppers about ready for us.

I hope theyve got enough for us all, said Ned, glancing at the party inside, as he leaped from the saddle, and threw the bridle to his vaquero. Halloo, Boniface! have ye room for a large party in there?

Come in an see, growled Dawson, whose duties at the cooking stove rendered him indifferent as to other matters.

Ah, thin, yeve got a swate voice, said Larry ONeil, sarcastically, as he led his mule towards a post, to which Bill Jones was already fastening his steed. I say, Bill, he added, pointing to a little tin bowl which stood on an inverted cask outside the door of the ranche, wot can that be for?

Dunno, answered Bill; spose its to wash in.

At that moment a long, cadaverous miner came out of the hut, and rendered further speculation unnecessary, by turning up his shirt sleeves to the elbow, and commencing his ablutions in the little tin bowl, which was just large enough to admit both his hands at once.

Faix, yer mouth and nose ought to be grateful, said Larry, in an undertone, as he and Jones stood with their arms crossed, admiring the proceedings of the man.

This remark had reference to the fact that the washer applied the water to the favoured regions around his nose and mouth, but carefully avoided trespassing on any part of the territory lying beyond.

Oh! morther, wot nixt? exclaimed Larry.

Well might he inquire, for this man, having combed his hair with a public comb, which was attached to the door-post by a string, and examined himself carefully in a bit of glass, about two inches in diameter, proceeded to cleanse his teeth with a public tooth-brush which hung beside the comb. All these articles had been similarly used by a miner ten minutes previously; and while this one was engaged with his toilet, another man stood beside him awaiting his turn!

Wen yer in difficulties, remarked Bill Jones, slowly, as he entered the ranche, and proceeded to fill his pipe, git out of em, if ye can. If ye cant, why wot then? circumstances is adwerse, an its o no use a-tryin to mend em. Only my sentiments is, that Ill delay washin till I comes to a river.

Youve come from San Francisco, stranger? said a rough-looking man, in heavy boots, and a Guernsey shirt, addressing Captain Bunting.

Maybe I have, replied the captain, regarding his interrogator through the smoke of his pipe, which he was in the act of lighting.

Goin to the diggins, I spose?

Yes.

Bin there before?

No.

Nor none o your party, I expect?

None, except one.

Youll be goin up to the bar at the American Forks now, I calclate?

Dont know that I am.

Perhaps youll try the northern diggins?

Perhaps.

How long this pertinacious questioner might have continued his attack on the captain is uncertain, had he not been suddenly interrupted by the announcement that supper was ready, so he swaggered off to the corner of the hut where an imposing row of bottles stood, demanded a brandy-smash, which he drank, and then, seating himself at the table along with the rest of the party, proceeded to help himself largely to all that was within his reach.

The fare was substantial, but not attractive. It consisted of a large junk of boiled salt beef, a mass of rancid pork, and a tray of broken ship-biscuit. But hungry men are not particular, so the viands were demolished in a remarkably short space of time.

Im amost out o supplies, said the host, in a sort of apologetic tone, an the cart I sent down to Sacramento some weeks ago for mores not come back.

Better than nothin, remarked a bronzed, weatherbeaten hunter, as he helped himself to another junk of pork. If ye would send out yer boy into the hills with a rifle now an again, yed git lots o grizzly bars.

Are grizzly-bears eaten here? inquired Ned Sinton, pausing in the act of mastication, to ask the question.

Eaten! exclaimed the hunter, in surprise, in coorse they is. Theyre uncommon good eatin too, I guess. Many a one Ive killed an eaten myself; an I like em better than beef  I do. I shot one up in the hills there two days agone, an supped off him; but bein in a hurry, I left the carcase to the coyotes. (Coyotes are small wolves.)

The men assembled round the rude table dhôte were fifteen in number, including our adventurers, and represented at least six different nations  English, Scotch, Irish, German, Yankee, and Chinese. Most of them, however, were Yankees, and all were gold-diggers; even the hunter just referred to, although he had not altogether forsaken his former calling, devoted much of his time to searching for gold. Some, like our friends, were on their way to the diggings for the first time; others were returning with provisions, which they had travelled to Sacramento city to purchase; and one or two were successful diggers who had made their piles,  in other words, their fortunes  and were returning home with heavy purses of gold-dust and nuggets.

Good humour was the prevailing characteristic of the party, for each man was either successful or sanguinely hopeful, and all seemed to be affected by a sort of undercurrent of excitement, as they listened to, or related, their adventures at the mines. There was only one serious drawback to the scene, and that was, the perpetual and terrible swearing that mingled with the conversation. The Americans excelled in this wicked practice. They seemed to labour to invent oaths, not for the purpose of venting angry feelings, but apparently with the view of giving emphasis to their statements and assertions. The others swore from habit. They had evidently ceased to be aware that they were using oaths  so terribly had familiarity with sinful practices blunted the consciences of men who, in early life, would probably have trembled in this way to break the law of God.

Yes, by the way, there was one other drawback to the otherwise picturesque and interesting group, and this was the spitting propensity of the Yankees. All over the floor  that floor, too, on which other men besides themselves were to repose  they discharged tobacco-juice and spittle. The nation cannot be too severely blamed and pitied for this disgusting practice, yet we feel a tendency, not to excuse, but to deal gently with individuals, most of whom, having been trained to spitting from their infancy, cannot be expected even to understand the abhorrence with which the practice is regarded by men of other nations.

Nevertheless, brother Jonathan, it is not too much to expect that you ought to respect the universal condemnation of your spitting propensities  by travellers from all lands  and endeavour to believe that ejecting saliva promiscuously is a dirty practice, even although you cannot feel it. We think that if you had the moral courage to pass a law in Congress to render spitting on floors and carpets a capital offence, you would fill the world with admiration and your own bosoms with self-respect, not to mention the benefit that would accrue to your digestive powers in consequence thereof!

All of the supper party were clad and armed in the rough-and-ready style already referred to, and most of them were men of the lower ranks, but there were one or two who, like Ned Sinton, had left a more polished class of mortals to mingle in the promiscuous crowd. These, in some cases, carried their manners with them, and exerted a modifying influence on all around. One young American, in particular, named Maxton, soon attracted general attention by the immense fund of information he possessed, and the urbane, gentlemanly manner in which he conveyed it to those around him. He possessed in an eminent degree those qualities which attract men at once, and irresistibly good nature, frankness, manliness, considerable knowledge of almost every subject that can be broached in general conversation, united with genuine modesty. When he sat down to table he did not grasp everything within his reach; he began by offering to carve and help others, and when at length he did begin to eat, he did not gobble. He guessed a little, it is true, and calculated occasionally, but when he did so, it was in a tone that fell almost as pleasantly on the ear as the brogue of old Ireland.

Ned happened to be seated beside Maxton, and held a good deal of conversation with him.

Forgive me, if I appear inquisitive, said the former, helping himself to a handful of broken biscuit, but I cannot help expressing a hope that our routes may lie in the same direction  are you travelling towards Sacramento city or the mines?

Towards the mines; and, as I observed that your party came from the southward, I suppose you are going in the same direction. If so, I shall be delighted to join you.

Thats capital, replied Ned, we shall be the better of having our party strengthened, and I am quite certain we could not have a more agreeable addition to it.

Thank you for the compliment. As to the advantage of a strong party, I feel it a safeguard as well as a privilege to join yours, for, to say truth, the roads are not safe just now. Several lawless scoundrels have been roving about in this part of the country committing robberies and even murder. The Indians, too, are not so friendly as one could wish. They have been treated badly by some of the unprincipled miners; and their custom is to kill two whites for every red-man that falls. They are not particular as to whom they kill, consequently the innocent are frequently punished for the guilty.

This is sad, replied Ned. Are, then, all the Indian tribes at enmity with the white men?

By no means. Many tribes are friendly, but some have been so severely handled, that they have vowed revenge, and take it whenever they can with safety. Their only weapons, however, are bows and arrows, so that a few resolute white men, with rifles, can stand against a hundred of them, and they know this well. I spent the whole of last winter on the Yuba River; and, although large bands were in my neighbourhood, they never ventured to attack us openly, but they succeeded in murdering one or two miners who strayed into the woods alone.

And are these murders passed over without any attempt to bring the murderers to justice?

I guess they are not, replied Maxton, smiling; but justice is strangely administered in these parts. Judge Lynch usually presides, and he is a stern fellow to deal with. If you listen to what the hunter, there, is saying just now, you will hear a case in point, if I mistake not.

As Maxton spoke, a loud laugh burst from the men at the other end of the table.

How did it happen? cried several.

Out wi the yarn, old boy.

Ay, an dont spin it too tight, or, faix, yell burst the strands, cried Larry ONeil, who, during the last half-hour, had been listening, open-mouthed, to the marvellous anecdotes of grizzlies and red-skins, with which the hunter entertained his audience.

Wall, boys, it happened this ways, began the man, tossing off a gin-sling, and setting down the glass with a violence that nearly smashed it. Ye see I wos up in the mountains, near the head waters o the Sacramento, lookin out for deer, and gittin a bit o gold now an again, when, one day, as I was a-comin down a gully in the hills, I comes all of a suddint on two men. One wos an Injun, as ugly a sinner as iver I seed; tother wos a Yankee lad, in a hole diggin gold. Before my two eyes were well on them, the red villain lets fly an arrow, and the man fell down with a loud yell into the hole. Up goes my rifle like wink, and the red-skin would ha gone onder in another second, but my piece snapped  cause why? the primin had got damp; an afore I could prime agin, he was gone.

I went up to the poor critter, and sure enough it wos all up with him. The arrow went in at the back o his neck. He niver spoke again. So I laid him in the grave he had dug for himself, and sot off to tell the camp. An a most tremendous row the news made. They got fifty volunteers in no time, and went off, hot-fut, to scalp the whole nation. As I had other business to look after, and there seemed more than enough o fightin men, I left them, and went my way. Two days after, I had occasion to go back to the same place, an when I comed in sight o the camp, I guess there was a mighty stir.

Wots to do? says I to a miner in a hole, who wos diggin away for gold, and carin nothin about it.

Only scraggin an Injun, he said, lookin up.

Oh, says I, Ill go and see.

So off I sot, and there wos a crowd o about two hundred miners round a tree; and, jest as I come up, they wos puttin the rope round the neck of a poor wretch of an old grey-haired red-skin, whose limbs trembled so that they wos scarce able to hold him up.

Heave away now, Bill, cried the man as tied the noose.

But somethin was wrong with the hitch o the rope round the branch o the tree, an it wouldnt draw, and some time wos spent in puttin it right. I felt sorter sorry for the old man, for his grave face was bold enough, and age more than fear had to do with the tremblin o his legs. Before they got it right again, my eye fell on a small band o red-skins, who were lookin quietly on; and foremost among them the very blackguard as shot the man in the galley. I knew him at once by his ugly face. Without sayin a word, I steps forard to the old Injun, and takes the noose off his neck.

Halloo! cried a dozen men, jumpin at me. Wots that for? Scrag the hunter, cries one. Howld yer long tongues, an hear what hes got to say, shouts an Irishman.

Keep your minds easy, says I, mountin a stump, an seize that Injun, or Ill have to put a ball into him before he gits off  for, ye see, I obsarved the black villain took fright, and was sneakin away through the crowd. They had no doubt who I meant, for I pinted straight at him; and, before ye could wink, he was gripped, and led under the tree, with a face paler than ever I saw the face o a red-skin before.

Now, says I, wot for are ye scraggin this old man? So they told me how the party that went off to git the murderer met a band o injuns comin to deliver him up to be killed, they said, for murderin the white man. An they gave up this old Injun, sayin he wos the murderer. The diggers believed it, and returned with the old boy and two or three others that came to see him fixed off.

Very good, says I, ye dont seem to remimber that Im the man what saw the murder, and told ye of it. By good luck, Ive come in time to point him out  an this is him. An with that I put the noose round the villains neck and drawed it tight. At that he made a great start to shake it off, and clear away; but before you could wink, he was swingin at the branch o the tree, twinty feet in the air.

Sarved him right, cried several of the men, emphatically, as the hunter concluded his anecdote.

Ay, he continued, an they strung up his six friends beside him.

Sarved em right too, remarked the tall man, whose partiality for the tin wash-hand basin and the tooth-brush we have already noticed. If I had my way, Id shoot em all off the face o the arth, I would, right away.

Im sorry to hear they did that, remarked Larry ONeil looking pointedly at the last speaker, for it only shewed they was greater mortherers nor the Injuns  the red-skins morthered wan man, but the diggers morthered six.

An who are you that finds fault wi the diggers? inquired the tall man, turning full round upon the Irishman, with a tremendous oath.

Be the mortial, cried the Irishman, starting up like a Jack-in-the-box, and throwing off his coat, Im Larry ONeil, at yer sarvice. Hooroo! come on, av ye want to be purtily worked off.

Instantly the mans hand was on the hilt of his revolver; but, before he could draw it, the rest of the company started up and overpowered the belligerents.

Come, gentlemen, said the host of the ranche, stepping forward, its not worth while quarrelling about a miserable red-skin.

Put on your coat, Larry, and come, lets get ready for a start, said Ned; you cant afford to fight till youve made your fortune at the diggings. How far is it to the next ranche, landlord?

This cool attempt to turn the conversation was happily successful. The next ranche, he was told, was about ten miles distant, and the road comparatively easy; so, as it was a fine moonlight night, and he was desirous of reaching the first diggings on the following day as early as possible, the horses and mules were saddled, and the bill called for.

When the said bill was presented, or rather, announced to them, our travellers opened their eyes pretty wide; they had to open their purses pretty wide too, and empty them to such an extent that there was not more than a dollar left among them all!

The supper, which we have described, cost them two and a half dollars  about ten shillings and sixpence a head, including a glass of bad brandy; but not including a bottle of stout which Larry, in the ignorance and innocence of his heart, had asked for, and which cost him three dollars extra! An egg, also, which Ned had obtained, cost him a shilling.

Oh, morther! exclaimed Larry, why didnt ye tell us the price before we tuck them?

Why didnt ye ax? retorted the landlord.

Its all right, remarked Maxton. Prices vary at the diggings, as you shall find ere long. When provisions run short, the prices become exorbitant; when plentiful, they are more moderate, but they are never low. However, men dont mind much, for most diggers have plenty of gold.

Captain Bunting and Bill Jones were unable to do more than sigh out their amazement and shake their heads, as they left the ranche and mounted their steeds; in doing which the captain accidentally, as usual, drove both spurs into the sides of his mule, which caused it to execute a series of manoeuvres and pirouettes that entertained the company for a quarter of an hour, after which they rode away over the plain.

It was a beautiful country through which they now ambled pleasantly. Undulating and partially wooded, with fine stretches of meadow land between, from which the scent of myriads of wild-flowers rose on the cool night air. The moon sailed low in a perfectly cloudless sky, casting the shadows of the horsemen far before them as they rode, and clothing hill and dale, bush and tree, with a soft light, as if a cloud of silver gauze had settled down upon the scene. The incident in the ranche was quickly banished, and each traveller committed himself silently to the full enjoyment of the beauties around him  beauties which appeared less like reality than a vision of the night.




Chapter Nine.

A Night Ride in the Woods  The Encampment  Larrys First Attempt to dig for Gold  An Alarm  A Suspicious Stranger  Queer Creatures.

In less than two hours the travellers reached the second ranche, which was little better, in appearance or accommodation, than the one they had left. Having no funds, they merely halted to water their cattle, and then pushed forward.

The country became more and more undulating and broken as they advanced, and beyond the second ranche assumed the appearance of a hill country. The valleys were free from trees, though here and there occurred dense thickets of underwood, in which Maxton told them that grizzly-bears loved to dwell  a piece of information that induced most of the party to carry their rifles in a handy position, and glance suspiciously at every shadow. Large oaks and bay-trees covered the lower slopes of the hills, while higher up the white oak and fir predominated.

About an hour after midnight the moon began to descend towards the horizon, and Ned Sinton, who had been unanimously elected commander of the little band, called a halt in the neighbourhood of a rivulet, which flowed round the base of an abrupt cliff whose sides were partially clothed with scrubby bushes.

We shall encamp here for the night, comrades, said he, dismounting; here is water and food for our nags, a fine piece of greensward to spread our blankets on, and a thick-leaved oak to keep the dew off us. Now, Maxton, you are an old campaigner, let us see how soon youll have a fire blazing.

Ill have it ready before you get the camp kettles and pans out, answered Maxton, fastening his horse to a tree, seizing an axe, and springing into the woods on the margin of the stream.

And, Captain Bunting, continued Ned, do you water the horses and mules: our vaquero will help you. Jones will unpack the provender. Tom Collins and I will see to getting supper ready.

An, may I ax, commodore, said Larry ONeil, touching his hat, wot Im to do?

Keep out of everybodys way, and do what you pleases, Larry.

Which manes, Im to make myself ginerally useful; so here goes. And Larry, springing through the bushes, proceeded to fulfil his duties, by seizing a massive log, which Maxton had just cut, and, heaving it on his powerful shoulder, carried it to the camp.

Each was immediately busied with his respective duties. Bustling activity prevailed for the space of a quarter of an hour, the result of which was that, before the moon left them in total darkness, the ruddy glare of a magnificent fire lighted up the scene brilliantly, glanced across the sun-burnt faces and vivid red shirts of our adventurers, as they clustered round it, and threw clouds of sparks in among the leaves of the stout old oak that overspread the camp.

Now, this is what I call uncommon jolly, said Captain Bunting, sitting down on his saddle before the cheerful blaze, rubbing his hands, and gazing round, with a smile of the utmost benignity on his broad, hairy countenance.

It is, replied Maxton, with an approving nod. Do you know, I have often thought, captain, that an Indian life must be a very pleasant one

Av coorse it must, interrupted Larry, who at that moment was luxuriating in the first rich, voluminous puffs of a newly-filled pipe av coorse it must, if its always like this.

Ay, continued Maxton, but thats what I was just going to remark upon  its not always like this. As a general rule, I have observed, men who are new to backwoods life, live at first in a species of terrestrial paradise. The novelty and the excitement cause them to revel in all that is enjoyable, and to endure with indifference all that is disagreeable; sometimes, even, to take pleasure in shewing how stoically they can put up with discomfort. But after a time the novelty and excitement wear away, and then it is usual to hear the praises of Indian life spoken of immediately before and immediately after supper. Towards midnight  particularly if it should rain, or mosquitoes be numerous  men change their minds, and begin to dream of home, if they can sleep, or to wish they were there, if they cant.

Get out! you horrid philosopher, cried Tom Collin as he gazed wistfully into the iron pot, whose savoury contents, (i.e. pork, flour, and beans), he was engaged in stirring. Dont try to dash the cup of romance from our lips ere we have tasted it. Believe me, comrades, our friend Maxton is a humbug. I am an old stager myself; have lived the life of an Indian for months and months together, and I declare to you, Im as jolly and enthusiastic now as ever I was.

That may be quite true, observed Maxton, seeing that it is possible you may have never been jolly or enthusiastic at all; but even taking your words as you mean them to be understood, they only tend to enforce what I have said, for, you know, the exception proves the rule.

Bah! you sophisticator, ejaculated Tom, again inspecting the contents of the pot.

Och, let him spake, an be aisy, remarked Larry, with a look of extreme satisfaction on his countenance; were in the navelty an excitement stage o life just now, an faix well kape it up as long as we can. Hand me a cinder, Bill Jones, an dont look as if ye wos meditatin wot to say, for ye know that ye cant say nothin.

Bill took no further notice of this remark than to lift a glowing piece of charcoal from the fire with his fingers, as deliberately as if they were made of iron, and hand it to ONeil, who received it in the same cool manner, and relighted his pipe therewith.

It strikes me we shall require all our jollity and enthusiasm to keep up our spirits, if we dont reach the diggings to-morrow, said Ned Sinton, as he busied himself in polishing the blade of a superb hunting-knife, which had been presented to him by a few college friends at parting; you all know that our funds are exhausted, and its awkward to arrive at a ranche without a dollar to pay for a meal  still more awkward to be compelled to encamp beside a ranche and unpack our own provisions, especially if it should chance to be a wet night. Do you think we shall manage to reach the diggings to-morrow, Maxton?

I am certain of it. Twelve miles will bring us to Little Creek, as it is called, where we can begin to take initiative lessons in gold-washing. In fact, the ground we stand on, I have not a doubt, has much gold in it. But we have not the means of washing it yet.

Larry ONeil caught his breath on hearing this statement. Dye mane to tell me, he said, slowly and with emphasis, that Im maybe sittin at this minute on the top o rale goold?

You may be, answered Maxton, laughing.

Wen ye dont know, remarked Bill Jones, sententiously, removing the pipe from his lips, and looking fixedly at his messmate, Wen ye dont know wots under ye, nor the coorse o nature, wich is always more or less a-doin things oncommon an out o the way, ye shouldnt ought to speckilate on wot ye know nothin about, until ye find out hows her head, an wich way the land lies. Thems my sentiments.

Halloo! Larry, cried the captain and Tom Collins simultaneously, look out for the kettle. Itll boil over.

Larrys feelings had been deeply stirred at that moment, so that the union of the sudden shout, with the profundity of Bills remark, had the effect of causing him to clutch at the tea-kettle with such haste that he upset it into the fire.

Oh! bad luck to ye!

Clumsy fellow! ejaculated Ned. Off with you to the creek, and refill it.

Larry obeyed promptly, but the mischance, after all, was trifling, for the fire was fierce enough to have boiled a twenty-gallon caldron in a quarter of an hour. Besides, the contents of the iron pot had to be discussed before the tea was wanted. In a few minutes supper was ready, and all were about to begin, when it was discovered that ONeil was missing.

Ho! Larry, come to supper! shouted one.

Hi! where are you? cried another.

But there was no reply, until the captain put both hands to his mouth, and gave utterance to the nautical halloo with which, in days gone by, he was wont to hail the look-out at the main-top.

Ay, ay, comin sirr, floated back on the night wind; and, shortly afterwards, the Irishman stumbled into camp with his hands, his face, and his clothes plentifully bedaubed with mud.

Why, what have you been about? inquired Ned.

Diggin for goold, sure. Ive made a hole in the banks o the creek with me two hands that ye might bury a young buffalo in, an sorrow a bit o goold have I got for me pains.

A general laugh greeted the enthusiastic digger, as he wiped his hands and sat down to supper.

Musha! av I didnt git goold, Ive dug up a mortial big appetite, anyhow. Hand me the wooden spoon, Mister Collins; its more the gauge o me pratie-trap than the pewter wans. Dye know, comrades, Im amost sure I seed an Injun in the bush. Av it wasnt, it was a ghost.

What like was he?

Look there, and judge for yourselves, cried ONeil, jumping suddenly to his feet, and pointing towards the wood, where a solitary figure was seen dimly against the dark background.

Every man leaped up and seized his weapons.

Who goes there? shouted Ned, advancing towards the edge of the circle of light.

A friend, was the reply, in English.

Relieved to find that he was not the advance-guard of a band of savages, Ned invited the stranger to approach, and immediately he stepped within the sacred circle of the camp-fires light. This unexpected addition to the party was by no means a pleasant one. His complexion was exceedingly dark, and he wore a jet-black beard. In manners he was coarse and repulsive  one of those forbidding men who seem to be born for the purpose of doing evil in whatever position of life or part of the world they happen to be placed. The rude garments of the miner harmonised with the rugged expression of his bearded and bronzed face, and the harsh voice in which he addressed the party corresponded therewith.

I spose yell not object to let me rest by yer fire, strangers? he said, advancing and seating himself without waiting for a reply.

Youre welcome, answered Ned, curtly, for he neither liked the manners nor the aspect of the man.

Ye might ha wished us the top o the mornin, I think, suggested Larry. Here, try an soften yer sperrits with a sup, he added, pushing a pewter plate of soup and a spoon towards him.

The man made no reply, but ate ravenously, as if he had been starving. When he had finished, he lighted his pipe, and drew his knees up to his chin as he warmed his hands before the blaze. Little information of any kind could be drawn out of this taciturn wanderer. To Neds questions, he replied that he had been at the diggings on the Yuba River, which he described as being rich; that he had made enough gold to satisfy all his wants, and was on his way to San Francisco, where he intended to ship for England. His name, he said, was Smith.

He carried a short rifle, with a peculiarly large bore, and a heavy hunting-knife, the point of which was broken off. This last Bill Jones observed, as the man laid it down, after cutting up some tobacco, preparatory to refilling his pipe.

A good knife! How did ye break it? inquired Bill, taking up the weapon and examining it.

Never you mind, answered the man, snatching it rudely from him, and sheathing it.

At this ONeil regarded him with an angry expression.

Faix, av ye wasnt livin, so to spake, in me own house, Id make ye change yer tone.

I dont mean no offence, said Smith, endeavouring to speak a little less gruffly. The fact is, gents, Im out o sorts, cos I lost a grizzly bar in the hills an hour or two agone. I shot him dead, as I thought, and went up and drove my knife into his side, but it struck a rib and broke the pint, as ye see; and amost afore I could get up a tree, he wos close up behind me. He went away after a while, and so I got clear off.

To the immense satisfaction of every one, this disagreeable guest arose after finishing his pipe, knocked the ashes out, shouldered his rifle, and, bidding his entertainers good-night, re-entered the forest, and disappeared.

Youre well away, remarked Tom Collins, looking after him; I couldnt have slept comfortably with such a fellow in camp. Now, then, Im going to turn in.

So am I, said Maxton, rolling himself in a blanket, and pillowing his head on a saddle, without more ado.

In a few minutes the camp was as silent as it had previously been noisy. Captain Buntings plethoric breathing alone told that human beings rested on that wild spot; and this, somewhat incongruously united with the tinkling of the rivulet hard by, and the howling of coyotes, constituted their lullaby. During the night the most of the travellers were awakened once or twice by a strange and very peculiar sensation, which led them to fancy the earth on which they reposed was possessed of life. The lazy members of the party lay still, and dreamily wondered until they fell asleep; those who were more active leaped up, and, lifting their blankets, gazed intently at the sward, which darkness prevented them from seeing, and felt it over with their hands, but no cause for the unwonted motion could be discovered, until the light of dawn revealed the fact that they had made their beds directly above the holes of a colony, of ground-squirrels, which little creatures, poking upwards with their noses in vain attempts to gain the upper world, had produced the curious sensations referred to.

Rough travelling, however, defies almost all disadvantages in the way of rest. Tired and healthy men will sleep in nearly any position, and at any hour, despite all interruptions, so that when our friends rose at daybreak to resume their journey, they were well refreshed and eager to push on.




Chapter Ten.

Game and Cookery  Arrival at the Diggings  Little Creek  Law and Order in the Mines  Nooning at Little Creek  Hard-up  Our Adventurers get Credit and begin Work  A Yankee Outwitted.

Deer, hares, crows, blackbirds, magpies, and quails, were the creatures that bounded, scampered, hopped, and flew before the eyes of the travellers at every step, as they wended their way pleasantly, beneath a bright morning sun, over the hills and through the lesser valleys of the great vale of the Sacramento. And all of these creatures, excepting the crows and magpies, fell before the unerring and unexpectedly useful blunderbuss of Captain Bunting, passed a temporary existence in the maw of the big iron pot, and eventually vanished into the carnivorous jaws of Ned Sinton and his friends.

Crows were excluded from their bill of fare, because the whole party had an unconquerable antipathy to them; and Larry said he had aiten many pies in his lifetime, but he had niver aiten magpies, and hed be shot av he wos goin to begin now.

The duties of chief hunter devolved upon the captain,  first, because he was intensely fond of shooting; and, secondly, because game was so plentiful and tame, that it was difficult to avoid hitting something, if one only fired straight before one. For the same reasons the blunderbuss proved to be more effectual than the rifle. The captain used to load it with an enormous charge of powder and a handful of shot  swan-shot, two sizes of duck-shot, and sparrow-hail, mixed, with an occasional rifle-ball dropped in to the bargain. The recoil of the piece was tremendous, but the captain was a stout buffer  if we may be permitted the expression  and stood the shock manfully.

Stewed squirrels formed one of their favourite dishes, it was frequently prepared by Tom Collins, whose powers in the culinary department proved to be so great that he was unanimously voted to the office of chef de cuisine  Bill Jones volunteering, (and being accepted), to assist in doing the dirty work; for it must be borne in mind that the old relations of master and man no longer subsisted amongst any of the travellers now  excepting always the native vaquero. All were equal at starting for the diggings, and the various appointments were made by, and with the consent of the whole party.

Little Creek diggings were situated in a narrow gorge of the mountains, through which flowed a small though turbulent stream. The sides of the hills were in some places thickly clothed with trees, in others they were destitute not only of vegetation but of earth, the rock on the steeper declivities of the hills having been washed bare by the periodical heavy rains peculiar to those regions. Although wild and somewhat narrow, this little valley was, nevertheless, a cheerful spot, in consequence of its facing almost in a southerly direction: while, towards the east, there were several wide and picturesque gaps in the hills which seemed to have been made for the express purpose of letting the sun shine the greater part of the day upon the diggers while they were at work  an advantage, no doubt, when the weather was cool, but rather the reverse when it was hot.

The entrance to Little Creek was about two miles wide, undulating, and beautifully diversified, resembling pleasure grounds rather than a portion of the great wilderness of the far west; but the vale narrowed abruptly, and, about three miles further into the mountains, became a mere gap or ravine through which the streamlet leaped and boiled furiously.

It was an hour before noon when our travellers came suddenly upon the wide entrance to the valley.

How beautiful! exclaimed Ned, as he reined up to gaze in admiration over the flowering plain, with its groups of noble trees.

Ay, said Maxton, enthusiastically, you may well say that. There may be, perchance, as grand, but I am certain there is not a grander country in the world than America  the land of the brave and free.

Ned did not assent at once to the latter part of this proposition.

You forget, he said, hesitatingly, as if disinclined to hurt the feelings or prejudices of his new friend, you forget that it is the land of slaves!

I confess that I did forget that at the moment, answered Maxton, while the blood mounted to his forehead. It is the foulest blot upon my countrys honour; but I at least am guiltless of upholding the accursed institution, as, also, are thousands of my countrymen. I feel assured, however, that the time is coming when that blot shall be wiped away.

I am glad, my friend, said Ned, heartily, to hear you speak thus; to be frank with you, I could not have prevailed upon myself to have held out to you the hand of intimate friendship had you proved to be a defender of slavery.

Then youll form few friendships in this country, said Tom Collins, for many of the Yankees here have been slave-holders in their day, and almost all defend the custom.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by Larry ONeil uttering a peculiarly Hibernian exclamation, (which no combination of letters will convey,) and pointing in an excited manner to an object a few hundred yards in advance of them.

What dye see, lad! inquired Bill Jones, shading his eyes with his hand.

The whole party came to a halt, and gazed earnestly before them for a few minutes in silence.

Och! said ONeil, slowly, and with trembling earnestness, av me two eyes are spakin truth, its  its a goold digger!  the first o the goold-diggers!  and Larry followed up the discovery with a mingled cheer and war-whoop of delight that rang far and wide over the valley.

At such an unwonted, we might almost say, appalling, sound, the first o the goold-diggers,  who was up to his waist in a hole, quietly and methodically excavating the earth on the rivers bank with a pick-axe  raised his head, and, leaning on the haft of his pick, scrutinised the new arrivals narrowly.

Hooray, my hearty! shouted Larry, as he advanced at a gallop, followed by his laughing comrades. The top o the mornin to ye  its good luck Im wishin ye, avic. How are ye gittin on in the goold way, honey?

The rough-looking, dusty, and bearded miner, smiled good-humouredly, as he replied, in a gentle tone of voice that belied his looks Pretty well, friend; though not quite so well as some of my neighbours. I presume that you and your friends have just arrived at the mines?

Tear an ages! its a gintleman, I do belave, cried Larry, turning to his companions with a look of surprise.

The miner laughed at the remark, and, leaping out of the hole, did his best to answer the many questions that were put to him in a somewhat excited tone by the party.

Wheres the gold? inquired Jones, gravely, going down on his knees at the side of the excavation, and peering into it. I dont see none, wotsomediver.

The dust is very fine here, answered the miner, and not easily detected until washed. Occasionally we come upon nuggets and pockets in the dry parts of the rivers bed, and the cañons of the hills, but I find it most profitable to work steadily down here where the whole earth, below the surface, is impregnated with fine particles of gold. Many of the diggers waste their time in prospecting, which word, I suppose you know, means looking out for new diggings; but, according to the proverb of my country, I prefer to remain contented wi little, and cantie wi mair.

Are we far-distant from the other miners in this creek? inquired Ned.

No; you are quite close. You will come upon the colony after passing that bluff of trees ahead of you, answered the Scotchman; but come, I will shew you the way; it is not far from nooning-time, when I usually cease work for a couple of hours.

So saying, the miner threw his pick-axe and shovel into the hole, and led the way towards the colony of Little Creek.

Aint you afraid some of the bad-looking scoundrels in these parts may take a fancy to your pick and shovel? inquired the captain, as they rode along at a foot pace.

Not in the least. Time was when I would have feared to leave them; for at one time neither life nor property was safe here, where so many ruffians congregated from all parts of the world; but the evil wrought its own cure at last. Murders and robberies became so numerous, that the miners took to Lynch law for mutual protection. Murderers and thieves were hanged, or whipped almost to death, with such promptitude, that it struck terror into the hearts of evil-doers; and the consequence is, that we of this valley are now living in a state of perfect peace and security, while in other districts, where the laws of Judge Lynch are not so well administered, murders and thefts are occasionally heard of. Here, if a man takes a fancy to go prospecting for a time, he has only to throw his pick and shovel into his claim, or upon his heap of dirt, (see note 1) and he will be sure to find them there untouched on his return, even though he should be absent several weeks. Our tents, too, are left unwatched, and our doors unfastened, with perfect safety, though it is well-known that hundreds and thousands of dollars in gold-dust lie within. I do not mean to assert that we have attained to absolute perfection  a murder and a theft do occasionally occur, but such are the exceptions, security is the rule.

Truly, said Ned Sinton, you seem to live in a golden age in all respects.

Not in all, answered the Scot; the terrors of the law deter from open violence, but they do not enforce morality, as the language and deportment of miners generally too plainly shew. But here we are at the colony of Little Creek.

They rounded the projecting spur of one of the hills as he spoke, and the whole extent of the little valley opened up to view. It was indeed a romantic and curious sight. The vale, as we have said, was narrow, but by no means gloomy. The noontide sun shed a flood of light over the glistening rocks and verdant foliage of the hills on the left, and cast the short, rounded shadows of those on the right upon the plain. Through the centre of this the Little Creek warbled on its course; now circling round some wooded knoll, until it almost formed an island; anon dropping, in a quiet cascade, over the edge of a flat rock; in some places sweeping close under the base of a perpendicular cliff; in others shooting out into a lake-like expanse of shallow water across a bright-green meadow, as it murmured on over its golden bed towards the Sacramento.

Higher up the valley the cliffs were more abrupt. Dark pines and cedars, in groups or singly, hung on their sides, and gave point to the landscape, in the background of which the rivulet glittered like a silver thread where the mountains rose in peaks towards the sky.

Along the whole course of this rivulet, as far as the eye could trace it, searchers for gold were at work on both banks, while their white tents, and rude wooden shanties, were scattered, singly or in clusters of various extent, upon the wooded slopes, in every pleasant and suitable position. From the distance at which our party first beheld the scene, it appeared as if the miners were not men, but little animals grubbing in the earth. Little or no sound reached their ears; there was no bustle, no walking to and fro, as if the hundreds there assembled had various and diverse occupations. All were intently engaged in one and the same work. Pick-axe and shovel rose and fell with steady regularity as each individual wrought with ceaseless activity within the narrow limits of his own particular claim, or rocked his cradle beside it. Dig, dig, dig; rock, rock, rock; shovel, shovel, shovel, was the order of the day, as long as day lasted; and then the gold-hunters rested until recruited strength and dawning light enabled them again to go down into the mud and dig, and rock, and shovel as before.

Many, alas! rocked themselves into a fatal sleep, and dug and shovelled their own graves among these golden hills. Many, too, who, although they dug and toiled for the precious metal, had neither made it their god nor their chief good, were struck down in the midst of their heavy toils, and retired staggering to their tents, and there, still clad in their damp garments, laid their fevered heads on their saddles  not unfrequently on their bags of gold-dust  to dream of the distant homes and the loved faces they were doomed to see no more; and thus, dreaming in solitude, or watched, mayhap, by a rough though warm-hearted mate, breathed out their spirits to Him who gave them, and were laid in their last resting-place with wealth untold beneath them, and earth impregnated with gold-dust for their winding-sheet. Happy, thrice happy, the few who in that hour could truly say to Jesus, Whom have I in heaven but Thee? and there is none upon earth that I desire beside Thee.

Just as our travellers approached the nearest and largest cluster of huts and tents, a sudden change came over the scene. The hour of noon had arrived, and, as if with one consent, the miners threw down their tools, and swarmed, like the skirmishers of an invading host, up from the stream towards the huts  a few of the more jovial among them singing at the full pitch of their lungs, but most of them too wearied to care for aught save food and repose.

Noon is the universal dinner-hour throughout the gold-mines, an hour which might be adopted with profit in every way, we venture to suggest, by those who dig for gold in commercial and legal ledgers and cash-books in more civilised lands. When the new-comers reached a moderately-sized log-cabin, which was the chief hotel of the colony, they found it in all the bustle of preparation for an immediate and simple, though substantial, meal.

Can we have dinner! inquired Ned, entering this house of entertainment, while his companions were unsaddling and picketing their horses and mules.

To be sure ye can, my hearty, answered the smiling landlord, if ye pay for it.

Thats just the reason I asked the question, answered Ned, seating himself on a cask  all available chairs, stool; and benches having been already appropriated by mud-bespattered miners, because, you must know, I cant pay for it.

Ho! ejaculated mine host, with a grin, hard-up, eh! got cleaned out with the trip up, an trust to diggin for the future? Well, Ill give ye credit; come on, and stick in. Its every man for himself here, an no favour.

Thus invited, Ned and his friends squeezed themselves into seats beside the long table dhôte  which boasted a canvas table-cloth, and had casks for legs  and made a hearty meal, in the course of which they obtained a great deal of useful information from their friend McLeod the Scotchman.

After dinner, which was eaten hurriedly, most of the miners returned to their work, and Ned with his friend; under the guidance of McLeod, went down to the river to be initiated into the mysteries of gold-digging and washing. As they approached several of the claims which their owners were busy working, a Yankee swaggered up to them with a cigar in his mouth, an impudent expression on his face, and a pick-axe on his shoulder.

Guess youve just come to locate in them diggins, strangers, he said, addressing the party at large, but looking at Ned, whose superior height and commanding cast of countenance proved him unmistakeably to be a leader.

We have, replied Ned, who disliked the look of the man.

Thought so. Im jest goin to quit an make tracks for the coast. Bliged to cut stick on business that wont wait, I calclate. Its plaguey unlucky, too, for my claims turnin out no end o dollars, but I must sell it slick off so I dont mind to let ye have it cheap.

Is your claim better than the others in the neighbourhood? inquired Ned.

Wall, I jest opine it is. Look here, cried the Yankee, jumping into his claim, which was a pit of about eight feet square and three deep, and delving the shovel into the earth, while Ned and his friends, besides several of the other miners, drew near to witness the result. Maxton and Tom Collins, however, winked knowingly at each other, and, with the Scotchman, drew back to the rear of the group.

The first shovelful of earth thrown up was absolutely full of glittering particles of gold, and the second was even more richly impregnated with the precious metal.

Ned and the captain stood aghast with amazement, and Bill Jones opened mouth and eyes to their utmost extent.

Hooroo! och! goold galore! there it is at last! shouted Larry ONeil, tossing up his arms with delight. Do buy it, Mr Ned, darlint.

I neednt turn up more, I guess, said the Yankee, carelessly throwing down his shovel, and filling the earth into a tin bowl or pan; Ill jest wash it out an shew ye what its like.

So saying he dipped the pan into the stream gently, and proceeded to wash out the gold. As this was done in the way usually practised by diggers, we shall describe it.

Setting down the tin pan of earth and water, the Yankee dipped both hands into it and stirred its contents about until it became liquid mud, removing the stones in the operation. It was then moved round quickly with a peculiar motion which caused some off the top to escape over the edge of the pan with each revolution; more water was added from time to time, and the process continued until all the earthy matter was washed away, and nothing but a kind of black sand, in which the gold is usually contained, remained at the bottom.

There you are, cried the man, exultingly, lifting up a handful of the heavy and shining mixture; fifteen dollars at least in two shovelfuls. Ill sell ye the claim, if ye like, for two hundred dollars.

I would give it at once, said Ned, feeling at the moment deeply troubled on account of his poverty; but, to say truth, I have not a farthing in the world.

A peculiar grin rested on the faces of the miners who looked on as he spoke, but before he could inquire the cause, Tom Collins stepped forward, and said:

Thats a first-rate claim of yours. What did ye say was your charge for it?

Three hundred dollars down.

Ill tell ye what, rejoined Tom, Ill give you six hundred dollars for it, if you take out another shovelful of dirt like that!

This remark was greeted by a general laugh from, the bystanders, which was joined in by the Yankee himself as he leaped out of the hole, and, shouldering his shovel, went off with his friends, leaving Ned and some others of his party staring at each other in astonishment.

What does it all mean? he inquired, turning to Tom Coffins, whose laughing countenance shewed that he at least was not involved in mystery.

It means simply that we were all taken for green-horns, which was quite a mistake, and that we were to have been thoroughly cheated  a catastrophe which has happily been prevented. Maxton and I determined to let the rascally fellow go as far as he could, and then step in and turn the laugh against him, as we have done.

But explain yourself. I do not yet understand, repeated Ned, with a puzzled look.

Why, the fact is, that when strangers arrive at the diggings, full of excitement and expectation, there are always a set of sharpers on the look-out, who offer to sell their claims, as they often say, for a mere song, and in order to prove their worth, dig out a little dirt, and wash it, as you have just seen done; taking care beforehand, however, to mingle with it a large quantity of gold-dust, which, of course, comes to light, and a bargain is generally struck on the spot, when the sharper goes off with the price, and boasts of having done a green-horn, for which he is applauded by his comrades. Should the fraud be detected before the completion of the bargain, as in our case, he laughs with the rest, and says, probably, he warnt so cute as usual.

Och, the scoundrels! cried Larry; an is there no law for sich doins?

None; at least in most diggings men are left to sharpen their own wits by experience. Sometimes, however, the biter is pretty well bitten. There was a poor Chilian once who was deceived in this way, and paid four hundred dollars for a claim that was scarcely worth working. He looked rather put out on discovering the imposture, but was only laughed at by most of those who saw the transaction for his softness. Some there were who frowned on the sharper, and even spoke of lynching him, but they were a small minority, and had to hold their peace. However, the Chilian plucked up heart, and, leaping into his claim, worked away like a Trojan. After a day or two he hit upon a good layer of blue clay, and from that time he turned out forty dollars a day for two months.

Ah! good luck to him, cried Larry.

And did the sharper hear of it? inquired the captain.

That he did, and tried to bully the poor fellow, and get his claim back again; but there was a strong enough sense of justice among the miners to cause such an outcry that the scoundrel was fain to seek other diggings.



Note 1. Dirt is the name given among miners to the soil in which gold is found.




Chapter Eleven.

Gold-Washing  Our Adventurers count their Gains, and are Satisfied  The Ryal Bank o Calyforny begins to Prosper  Frying Gold  Night Visit to the Grave of a Murdered Man  A Murderer Caught  The Escape and Pursuit.

Having escaped from the Yankee land-shark, as has been related, our adventurers spent the remainder of the day in watching the various processes of digging and washing out gold, in imbibing valuable lessons, and in selecting a spot for their future residence.

The two processes in vogue at Little Creek at that time were the pan and the cradle washing. The former has been already adverted to, and was much practised because the ground at that time was rich in the precious metal and easily wrought; the extreme simplicity, too, of the operation, which only required that the miner should possess a pick, a shovel, and a tin pan, commended it to men who were anxious to begin at once. An expert man, in favourable ground, could gather and wash a panful of dirt, as it is called, every ten minutes; and there were few places in Little Creek that did not yield half-a-dollar or more to the panful, thus enabling the digger to work out gold-dust to the value of about twenty-five dollars, (five pounds sterling), every day, while occasionally he came upon a lump or nugget, equal, perhaps, to what he could produce by the steady labour of a week or more.

Many of the more energetic miners, however, worked in companies and used cradles, by means of which they washed out a much larger quantity of gold in shorter time; and in places which did not yield a sufficient return by the pan process to render it worth while working, the cradle-owners obtained ample remuneration for their toil.

The cradle is a very simple machine, being a semicircular trough, hollowed out of a log, from five to six feet long by sixteen inches in diameter. At one end of this is a perforated copper or iron plate, with a rim of wood round it, on which the dirt is thrown, and water poured thereon by one man, while the cradle is rocked by another. The gold and gravel are thus separated from the larger stones, and washed down the trough, in which, at intervals, two transverse bars, half-an-inch high, are placed; the first of these arrests the gold, which, from its great weight, sinks to the bottom, while the gravel and lighter substances are swept away by the current. The lower bar catches any particles of gold that, by awkward management, may have passed the upper one. Three men usually worked together at a rocker, one digging, one carrying the dirt in a bucket, and one rocking the cradle.

The black sand, which, along with the gold, is usually left after all the washing and rocking processes are completed, is too heavy to be separated by means of washing. It has therefore to be blown away from the gold after the mass has been dried over a fire, and in this operation great care is requisite lest the finer particles of gold should be blown off along with it.

The spot fixed on as the future residence of our friends was a level patch of greensward about a stone-cast from the banks of the stream, and twice that distance from the lowest cabin of the colony, which was separated and concealed from them by a group of wide-spreading oaks and other trees. A short distance behind the spot the mountains ascended in steep wooded slopes, and, just in front, the cliffs of the opposite hills rose abruptly from the edge of the stream, but a narrow ravine, that split them in a transverse manner, afforded a peep into the hills beyond. At evening, when the rest of the vale of Little Creek was shrouded in gloom, this ravine permitted the last beams of the setting sun to stream through and flood their encampment with rosy light.

Here the tent was pitched, and a fire kindled by Tom Collins, he being intrusted with the command of the party, whose duty it was to prepare the camp. This party included Bill Jones, Maxton, and the vaquero. Ned, the captain, and Larry ONeil went, under the guidance of McLeod, to select a claim, and take lessons in washing.

This seems a likely spot, said the Scotchman, as he led his new acquaintances down to the stream, a few yards below their encampment. You may claim as much ground as you please, for there is room enough and to spare for all at the Creek yet. I would recommend a piece of ground of ten or twelve feet square for each to begin with.

Here is a level patch that I shall appropriate, then, said Ned, smiling at the idea of becoming so suddenly and easily a landed proprietor  and to such an extent.

I suppose we dont require to make out title-deeds! remarked the captain.

Theres my title dade, cried Larry, driving his pick into the earth.

You are right, Larry, said McLeod, laughing, no other deed is required in this delightfully-free country.

Ah! thin, its quite to my taste; sure I niver thought to see the swate spot where I could pick out me property an pick up me fortin so aisy.

Dont count your chickens quite so fast, said Ned, may be it wont be so easy as you think. But let us begin and ascertain the value of our claims; I vote that Larry shall have the honour of washing out the first panful of gold, as a reward for his enthusiasm.

A very proper obsarvation, remarked the Irishman, as he commenced work without further delay.

In the course of ten minutes part of the layer of surface-earth was removed, revealing the bluish-clay soil in which gold was usually found; the pan was filled with this pay-dirt, as it was called, in contradistinction to the surface-dirt, which didnt pay, and was taken down to the stream, where Larry washed it out under the eye of McLeod; but he did it clumsily, as might be expected, and lost a considerable amount of valuable material. Still, for a first attempt, it was pretty well done, and his companions watched the result with feelings of excited earnestness, that they felt half-ashamed to admit even to themselves. There was mingled with this feeling a sort of vague incredulity, and a disposition to ridicule the idea that they were actually endeavouring to wash gold out of the ground; but when Larrys panful began to diminish, and the black sand appeared, sparkling with unmistakeably-brilliant particles of reddish-yellow metal, they felt that the golden dream was in truth becoming a sober reality.

As the process proceeded, and the precious metal began to appear, Larrys feelings found vent in abrupt remarks.

Och! av me tshoo eyes  musha! there it is  goold intirely  av it isnt brass. Ah ye purty little stars!  O Larry, its yerself asll buy yer owld mother a pig, an a coach to boot. Hooroo! Mr Scotchman, I misremimber yer name, wots that?

Larry started up in excitement, and held up between his fore-finger and thumb what appeared to be a small stone.

Ha! friend, youre in luck. Thats a small nugget, replied McLeod, examining the lump of gold. Its worth ten dollars at least. I have worked often two or three weeks at a time without coming on such a chunk as that.

Ye dont mane it! eh! Och! give it me. Hooray! and the Irishman, seizing the little lump with trembling eagerness, rushed off, shouting and yelling, towards the camp to make his good fortune known to Bill Jones, leaving the pan of black sand unheeded. This Ned took up, and tried his hand at the work of washing. When done, the residue was found to be exceedingly rich, so he and the captain proceeded without loss of time to test their separate claims. Soon after, their obliging friend, the miner, returned to his own claim further down the valley, leaving them hard at work.

That night, when the bright stars twinkled down upon the camp at Little Creek, our gold-hunters, wet and tired, but hearty and hopeful, assembled round the fire in front of their little tent among the oak-trees.

The entire party was assembled there, and they were gazing earnestly, as might be expected of hungry men, into the frying-pan. But they did not gaze at supper. No, that night the first thing they fried was a mixture of black sand and gold. In fact, they were drying and blowing the result of their first days work at the diggings, and their friend the Scotch miner was there to instruct them in the various processes of their new profession, and to weigh the gold for them, in his little pair of scales, when it should be finally cleared of all grosser substances.

As each panful was dried and blown, the gold was weighed, and put into a large white breakfast cup, the bottom of which was soon heaped up with shining particles, varying in size from the smallest visible speck, to little lumps like grains of corn.

Bravo! exclaimed McLeod, as he weighed the last pan, and added the gold to that already in the cup. I congratulate you, gentlemen, on your success. The days work is equal to one hundred and eighty dollars  about thirty dollars per man. Few men are so lucky their first day, I assure you, unless, as has been the case once or twice they should hit upon a nugget or two.

That being the case, we shall have supper, cried Ned Sinton; and while we are about it, do you go, Larry, to mine host of the hotel, and pay for the dinner for which he gave us credit. I dont wish to remain an hour in debt, if I can avoid it.

Mister McLeod, slowly said Bill Jones  who, during the whole operation of drying and weighing the gold, had remained seated on a log, looking on with an expression of imbecile astonishment, and without uttering a word Mister McLeod, if I may make bold to ax, how much is one hundred and eighty dollars?

Bills calculating powers were of the weakest possible character.

About thirty-six pounds sterling, replied McLeod. Bills eyes were wide open before, but the extent to which he opened them on hearing this was quite alarming, and suggested the idea that they would never close again. The same incapacity to calculate figures rendered him unable to grasp correlative facts. He knew that thirty-six pounds in one day was a more enormous and sudden accumulation of wealth than had ever entered into his nautical mind to conceive of. But to connect this with the fact that a voyage and journey of many months had brought him there; that a similar journey and voyage would be required to reconduct him home; and that in the meantime he would have to pay perhaps five pounds sterling for a flannel shirt, and probably four pounds or more for a pair of boots, and everything else in proportion, was to his limited intellectual capacity a simple impossibility. He contented himself with remarking, in reference to these things, that wen things in ginral wos more nor ordnarly oncommon, an wen incomprehensibles was blowin a reglar hurricane astarn, so that a man couldnt hold on to the belayin-pins hed bin used to, without their breakin short off an lettin him go spin into the lee-scuppers,  why wot then? a wise mans course wos to take in all sail, an scud before it under bare poles.

Next day all the miners in the colony were up and at work by dawn. Ned and his friends, you may be sure, were not last to leave their beds and commence digging in their separate claims, which they resolved to work out by means of pan-washing, until they made a little ready cash, after which they purposed constructing two rockers, and washing out the gold more systematically and profitably.

They commenced by removing the surface-soil to the depth of about three feet, a work of no small labour, until the subsoil, or pay-dirt, was reached. Of this they dug out a small quantity, and washed it; put the produce of black sand and gold into leathern bags, and then, digging out another panful, washed it as before. Thus they laboured till noon, when they rested for an hour and dined. Then they worked on again until night and exhaustion compelled them to desist; when they returned to camp, dried and blew away the sand, weighed the gold, which was put carefully into a general purse  named by Larry the Ryal Bank o Calyforny  after which they supped, and retired to rest.

The gold was found at various depths, the dirt on the bed-rock being the richest, as gold naturally, in consequence of its weight, sinks through all other substances, until arrested in its downward career by the solid rock.

Of course, the labour was severe to men unaccustomed to the peculiar and constant stooping posture they were compelled to adopt, and on the second morning more than one of the party felt as if he had been seized with lumbago, but this wore off in the course of a day or two.

The result of the second day was about equal to that of the first; the result of the third a good deal better, and Bill, who was fortunate enough to discover a small nugget, returned to camp with a self-satisfied swagger that indicated elation, though his visage expressed nothing but stolidity, slightly tinged with surprise. On the fourth day the cradles were made, and a very large portion of their gains thereby swept away in consequence of the unconscionable prices charged for every article used in their construction. However, this mattered little, Maxton said, as the increased profits of their labour would soon repay the outlay. And he was right. On the fifth day their returns were more than trebled, and that evening the directors of the Ryal Bank o Calyforny found themselves in possession of capital amounting to one thousand one hundred and fifty dollars, or, as Tom Collins carefully explained to Bill, about 230 pounds.

On the sixth day, however, which was Saturday, Larry ONeil, who was permitted to work with the pan in the meantime, instead of assisting with the cradles, came up to dinner with a less hearty aspect than usual, and at suppertime he returned with a terribly lugubrious visage and a totally empty bag. In fact his claim had become suddenly unproductive.

Look at that, he cried, swaggering recklessly into camp, and throwing down his bag; I havent got a rap; faix the bags as empty as my intarior.

What! have you worked out your claim already! inquired Maxton.

Troth have I, and almost worked out me own body too.

Well, Larry, dont lose heart, said Ned, as he dried the last panful of sand over the fire, there are plenty more claims beside your present one. We, too, have not been as successful as before. I find the result is only fifty dollars amongst us all.

Thats a sudden falling off, remarked Tom Collins; I fear the pay-dirt is not deep near us, nevertheless it pays well enough to keep us going for some time to come. I shall mark off a new space on Monday.

By the way, Maxton, asked Ned, handing over the frying-pan to Collins, who soon filled it with a less valuable, but at that time not less needful commodity than gold-dust  namely, pork and beef how do the miners spend the Sabbath here? I suppose not much better than in the cities.

Here comes McLeod, who will be better able to answer than I am, replied Maxton.

The Scot strode into the camp as he spoke, and, saluting the party, seated himself beside the fire.

Ive come to tell you a piece of news, and to ask advice, he said; but before doing so, I may tell you, in answer to your question, that the Sabbath here is devoted to drinking, gambling, and loafing about.

I am not surprised to hear it, said Captain Bunting; but pray whats i the wind? Any new diggins discovered?

A new digging certainly has been discovered, replied McLeod, with a peculiar smile, but not precisely such a digging as one is wont to search for. The fact is, that in prospecting along the edge of the woods about a mile from this to-day, I came upon the body of a murdered man. It was covered with stones and branches of trees, which I removed, and I immediately recognised it to be that of a poor man who used to work not far from my own claim. I had missed him for more than a week past, but supposed that he had either gone to other diggings, or was away prospecting.

Poor fellow! said Ned; but how, in such a matter, can we help you with advice?

Well, you see Im in difficult circumstances, rejoined the Scot, for I feel certain that I could point out the murderer, yet I cannot prove him to be such, and I want your advice as to what I should do.

Let it be known at once that you have discovered the murdered man at any rate, said Maxton.

That I have done already.

Who do you think was the murderer? inquired Ned.

A man who used to live in the same tent with him at one time, but who quarrelled with him frequently, and at last went off in a rage. I know not what was the cause, but I heard him vow that he would be revenged. He was a great coarse fellow, more like a brute than a man, with a black beard, and the most forbidding aspect I think I ever saw.

Wot wos his name? inquired Bill Jones, while the party looked at each other as if they knew of such a character.

Smith was the name he went by oftenest, but the diggers called him Black Jim sometimes.

Ha! Smith  black beard  forbidding aspect! It strikes me that I too have seen the man, said Ned Sinton, who related to McLeod the visit paid to them in their camp by the surly stranger. While he was speaking, Larry ONeil sat pondering something in his mind.

Mister McLeod, said he, when Ned concluded, will ye shew me the body o this man? faix, Im of opinion I can prove the murder; but, first of all, how is the black villain to be diskivered?

No difficulty about that. He is even now in the colony. I saw him in a gambling-house half-an-hour since. My fear is that, now the murders out, hell bolt before we can secure him.

Its little trouble wed have in preventin that, suggested Larry.

The consequences might be more serious, however, than you imagine. Suppose you were to seize and accuse him, and fail to prove the murder, the jury would acquit him, and the first thing he would do, on being set free, would be to shoot you, for which act the morality of the miners would rather applaud him than otherwise. It is only on cold-blooded, unprovoked murder and theft that Judge Lynch is severe. It is a recognised rule here, that if a man, in a row, should merely make a motion with his hand towards his pistol, his opponent is entitled to shoot him first if he can. The consequence is, that bloody quarrels are very rare.

Niver a taste do I care, cried Larry; they may hang me tshoo times over, but Ill prove the murder, an nab the murderin blackguard too.

Have a care, said Ned; youll get yourself into a scrape.

Make sure you are right before you act, added Maxton. Larry ONeil paid no attention to these warnings. Are ye ready to go, Mister McLeod? said he, impatiently.

Quite, replied the other.

Then come along. And the two left the camp together, armed with their rifles, knives, revolvers, and a shovel.

It was a dark night. Heavy clouds obscured the face of the sky, through which only one or two stars struggled faintly, and rendered darkness visible. The two men passed rapidly along the little footpath that led from the colony to the more open country beyond. This gained, they turned abruptly to the right, and, entering a narrow defile, proceeded at a more cautious pace into the gloomy recesses of the mountains.

Have a care, Larry ONeil, whispered the Scotchman, as they advanced; the road is not so safe here, owing to a number of pits which have been made by diggers after gold  they lie close to the edge of the path, and are pretty deep.

All right; Im lookin out, replied Larry, groping his way after his comrade, at the base of a steep precipice.

Here is the place, said McLeod, stopping and pushing aside the bushes which lined the path. Keep close to me  there is no road.

Are ye sure o the spot? inquired Larry, in an undertone, while a feeling of awe crept over him at the thought of being within a few yards of a murdered man in such a dark, wild place.

Quite sure. I have marked the trees. See there! He pointed to a white spot on the stem of a tree, where a chip had been cut off, and close to which was a mound of earth and stones. This mound the two men proceeded to break up, and in less than ten minutes they disentombed the body from its shallow grave, and commenced to examine the fatal wound. It was in an advanced state of decomposition, and they hurried the process by the light of a bright solitary star, whose flickering rays pierced through the overspreading branches and fell upon the ghastly countenance of the murdered man.

While thus occupied, they were startled by the sound of breaking twigs, as if some one were slowly approaching; whispering voices were also heard.

It must be hereabouts, said a voice in a low tone; he pointed out the place.

Ho! cried McLeod, who, with Larry, had seized and cocked his rifle, is that you, Webster?

Halloo! McLeod, where are you?

In another moment a party of miners broke through the underwood, talking loudly, but they dropped their voices to a whisper on beholding the dead body.

Whist, boys, said Larry, holding up his hand. Weve jist got hold o the bullet. Its flattened the least thing, but the size is easy to see. Theres a wound over the heart, too, made with a knife; now thats wot I want to get at the bottom of, but I dont like to use me own knife to cut down.

As none of the others felt disposed to lend their knives for such a purpose, they looked at each other in silence.

Mayhap, said the rough-looking miner who had been hailed by McLeod as Webster mayhap the knife o the corpse is lyin about.

The suggestion was a happy one. After a few minutes search the rusty knife of the murdered man was discovered, and with this Larry succeeded in extracting from the wound over the heart of the body a piece of steel, which had evidently been broken off the point of the knife with which the poor wretch had been slain. Larry held it up with a look of triumph.

Ill soon shew ye whos the murderer now, boys, av yell help me to fill up the grave.

This was speedily accomplished; then the miners, hurrying in silence from the spot, proceeded to the chief hotel of the place, in the gambling-saloon of which they found the man Smith, alias Black Jim, surrounded by gamblers, and sitting on a corner of the monte table watching the game. Larry went up to him at once, and, seizing him by the collar, exclaimed Ive got ye, have I, ye murderer, ye black villain! Come along wid ye, and git yer desarts  call a coort, boys, an sot up Judge Lynch.

Instantly the saloon was in an uproar. Smith turned pale as death for a moment, but the blood returned with violence to his brazen forehead; he seized Larry by the throat, and a deadly struggle would speedily have taken place between the two powerful men had not Ned Sinton entered at the moment, and, grasping Smiths arms in his Herculean gripe, rendered him helpless.

What, comrades, cried Black Jim, with an oath, and looking fiercely round, will ye see a messmate treated like this? Im no murderer, an I defy any one to prove it.

There was a move among the miners, and a voice was heard to speak of rescuing the prisoner.

Men, cried Ned, still holding Smith, and looking round upon the crowd, men

I guess there are no men here, interrupted a Yankee; were all gentlemen.

Being a man does not incapacitate one from being a gentleman, said Ned, sharply, with a look of scorn at the speaker, who deemed it advisable to keep silence.

After a moments pause, he continued If this gentleman has done no evil, I and my friends will be answerable to him for what we have done; but my comrade, Larry ONeil, denounces him as a murderer; and says he can prove it. Surely the law of the mines and fair play demand that he should be tried!

Hear! hear! well said. Git up a bonfire, and lets have it out, cried several voices, approvingly.

The miners rushed out, dragging Black Jim along with them to an open level space in front of the hotel, where stood a solitary oak-tree, from one of whose sturdy arms several offenders against the laws of the gold-mines had, at various times, swung in expiation of their crimes. Here an immense fire was kindled, and hither nearly all the miners of the neighbourhood assembled.

Black Jim was placed under the branch, from which depended part of the rope that had hanged the last criminal. His rifle, pistols, and knife, were taken from him, amid protestations of innocence, and imprecations on the heads of his accusers. Then a speech was made by an orator who was much admired at the place, but whose coarse language would scarcely have claimed admiration in any civilised community. After this Larry ONeil stepped forward with McLeod, and the latter described all he knew of the former life of the culprit, and his conduct towards the murdered man. When he had finished, Larry produced the bullet, which was compared with the rifle and the bullets in Smiths pouch, and pronounced similar to the latter. At this, several of the miners cried out, Guilty, guilty; string him up at once!

There are other rifles with the same bore, said Smith. I used to think Judge Lynch was just, but hes no better I find than the land-sharks elsewhere. Hang me if you like, but if ye do, instead o gittin rid o one murderer, yell fill the Little Creek with murderers from end to end. My blood will be on your heads.

Save yer breath, said Larry, drawing Smiths knife from its scabbard. See here, boys, sure two dovetails niver fitted closer than this bit o steel fits the pint o Black Jims knife. Them men standin beside me can swear they saw me take it out o the breast o the morthered man, an yerselves know that this is the murderers knife.

Almost before Larry had concluded, Smith, who felt that his doom was sealed, exerted all his strength, burst from the men who held him, and darted like an arrow towards that part of the living circle which seemed weakest. Most of the miners shrank back  only one man ventured to oppose the fugitive; but he was driven down with such violence, that he lay stunned on the sward, while Smith sprang like a goat up the steep face of the adjacent precipice. A dozen rifles instantly poured forth their contents, and the rocks rang with the leaden hail; but the aim had been hurried, and the light shed by the fire at that distance was uncertain.

The murderer, next moment, stood on the verge of the precipice, from which he wrenched a mass of rock, and, shouting defiance, hurled it back, with a fearful imprecation, at his enemies. The rock fell into the midst of them, and fractured the skull of a young man, who fell with a groan to the earth. Smith, who paused a moment to witness the result of his throw, uttered a yell of exultation, and darted into the mountains, whither, for hours after, he was hotly pursued by the enraged miners. But one by one they returned to the Creek exhausted, and telling the same tale Black Jim had made his escape.




Chapter Twelve.

Sabbath at the Diggings  Larry ONeil takes to Wandering, and meets with Adventures  An Irish Yankee discovered  Terrible Calamities befall Travellers on the Overland Route.

There is no country in our fallen world, however debased and morally barren, in which there does not exist a few green spots where human tenderness and sympathy are found to grow. The atmosphere of the gold-regions of California was, indeed, clouded to a fearful extent with the soul-destroying vapours of worldliness, selfishness, and ungodliness, which the terrors of Lynch law alone restrained from breaking forth in all their devastating strength.

And this is not to be wondered at, for Europe and America naturally poured the flood of their worst inhabitants over the land, in eager search for that gold, the love of which, we are told in Sacred Writ, is the root of all evil. True, there were many hundreds of estimable men who, failing, from adverse circumstances, to make a livelihood in their native lands, sought to better their fortunes in the far west; but, in too many cases, the gold-fever which raged there soon smote them down; and men who once regarded gold as the means to an end, came at last to esteem gold to be the end, and used every means, fair and foul, to obtain it. Others there were, whose constitutions were proof against the national disease; whose hearts deemed love to be the highest bliss of man, and doing good his greatest happiness.

But stilling and destructive though the air of the gold-mines was, there were a few hardy plants of moral goodness which defied it  and some of these bloomed in the colony of Little Creek.

The Sabbath morning dawned on Ned Sinton and his friends  the first Sabbath since they had begun to dig for gold. On that day the miners rested from their work. Shovel and pick lay quiet in the innumerable pits that had been dug throughout the valley; no cradle was rocked, no pan of golden earth was washed. Even reckless men had come to know from experience, that the Almighty in His goodness had created the Sabbath for the special benefit of mans body as well as his soul, and that they wrought better during the six days of the week when they rested on the seventh.

Unfortunately they believed only what experience taught them; they kept the Sabbath according to the letter, not according to the spirit; and although they did not work, they did not refrain from thinking their own thoughts and finding their own pleasure, on Gods holy day. Early in the morning they began to wander idly about from hut to hut, visited frequently the grog-shops, and devoted themselves to gambling, which occupation materially marred even the physical rest they might otherwise have enjoyed.

Comrades, said Ned Sinton, as the party sat inside their tent, round the napkin on which breakfast was spread, it is long since we have made any difference between Saturday and Sunday, and I think it would be good for us all if we were to begin now. Since quitting San Francisco, the necessity of pushing forward on our journey has prevented our doing so hitherto. How far we were right in regarding rapid travelling as being necessary, I wont stop to inquire; but I think it would be well if we should do a little more than merely rest from work on the Sabbath. I propose that, besides doing this, we should read a chapter of the Bible together as a family, morning and evening on Sundays. What say you?

There was a pause. It was evident that conflicting feelings were at work among the party.

Perhaps youre right, said Maxton; I confess that I have troubled myself very little about religion since I came out here, but my conscience has often reproached me for it.

Dont you think, messmates, said Captain Bunting, lighting his pipe, that if it gets wind the whole colony will be laughin at us?

Sure they may laugh, said Larry ONeil, an after that they may cry, av itll do them good. Wots the differ to us?

I dont agree with you, Ned, said Tom Collins, somewhat testily; for my part I like to see men straightforward, all fair and above-board, as the captain would say. Hypocrisy is an abominable vice, whether it is well meaning or ill meaning, and I dont see the use of pretending to be religious when we are not.

Tom, replied Ned, in an earnest voice, dont talk lightly of serious things. I dont pretend to be religious, but I do desire to be so: and I think it would be good for all of us to read a portion of Gods Word on His own day, both for the purpose of obeying and honouring Him, and of getting our minds filled, for a short time at least, with other thoughts than those of gold-hunting. In doing this there is no hypocrisy.

Well, well, rejoined Tom, Ill not object if the rest are agreed.

Agreed, was the unanimous reply. So Ned rose, and, opening his portmanteau, drew forth the little Bible that had been presented to him by old Mr Shirley on the day of his departure from home.

From that day forward, every Sabbath morning and evening, Ned Sinton read a portion of the Word of God to his companions, as long as they were together; and each of the party afterwards, at different times, confessed that, from the time the reading of the Bible was begun, he felt happier than he did before.

After breakfast they broke up, and went out to stroll for an hour or two upon the wooded slopes of the mountains. Ned and Tom Collins went off by themselves, the others, with the exception of Larry, walked out together.

That morning Larry ONeil felt less sociable than was his wont, so he sallied forth alone. For some time he sauntered about with his hands in his pockets, his black pipe in his mouth, a thick oak cudgel, of his own making, under his arm, and his hat set jauntily on one side of his head. He went along with an easy swagger, and looked particularly reckless, but no man ever belied his looks more thoroughly. The swagger was unintentional, and the recklessness did not exist. On the contrary, the reading of the Bible had brought back to his mind a flood of home memories, which forced more than one tear from his susceptible heart into his light-blue eye, as he wandered in memory over the green hills of Erin.

But the scenes that passed before him as he roamed about among the huts and tents of the miners soon drew his thoughts to subjects less agreeable to contemplate. On week-days the village, if we may thus designate the scattered groups of huts and tents, was comparatively quiet, but on Sundays it became a scene of riot and confusion. Not only was it filled with its own idle population of diggers, but miners from all the country round, within a circuit of eight or ten miles, flocked into it for the purpose of buying provisions for the week, as well as for the purpose of gambling and drinking, this being the only day in all the week in which they indulged in what they termed a spree.

Consequently the gamblers and store-keepers did more business on Sunday than on any other day. The place was crowded with men in their rough, though picturesque, bandit-like costumes, rambling about from store to store, drinking and inviting friends to drink, or losing in the gaming-saloons all the earnings of a week of hard, steady toil  toil more severe than is that of navvies or coal-heavers. There seemed to be an irresistible attraction in these gambling-houses. Some men seemed unable to withstand the temptation, and they seldom escaped being fleeced. Yet they returned, week after week, to waste in these dens of iniquity the golden treasure gathered with so much labour during their six working days.

Larry ONeil looked through the doorway of one of the gambling-houses as he passed, and saw men standing and sitting round the tables, watching with eager faces the progress of the play, while ever and anon one of them would reel out, more than half-drunk with excitement and brandy. Passing on through the crowded part of the village, which looked as if a fair were being held there, he entered the narrow footpath that led towards the deeper recesses at the head of the valley. ONeil had not yet, since his arrival, found time to wander far from his own tent. It was therefore with a feeling of great delight that he left the scene of riot behind him, and, turning into a bypath that led up one of the narrow ravines, opening into the larger valley, strolled several miles into deep solitudes that were in harmony with his feelings.

The sun streamed through the entrance to this ravine, bathing with a flood of light crags and caves and bush-encompassed hollows, that at other times were shrouded in gloom. As the Irishman stood gazing in awe and admiration at the wild, beautiful scene, beyond which were seen the snowy peaks of the Sierra Nevada, he observed a small solitary tent pitched on a level patch of earth at the brow of a low cliff. Curiosity prompted him to advance and ascertain what unsociable creature dwelt in it. A few minutes sufficed to bring him close upon it, and he was about to step forward, when the sound of a female voice arrested him. It was soft and low, and the accents fell upon his ear with the power of an old familiar song. Being at the back of the tent, he could not see who spoke, but, from the monotonous regularity of the tone, he knew that the woman was reading. He passed noiselessly round to the front, and peeping over the tops of bushes, obtained a view of the interior.

The reader was a young woman, whose face, which was partially concealed by a mass of light-brown hair as she bent over her book, seemed emaciated and pale. Looking up just as Larrys eye fell upon her, she turned towards a man whose gaunt, attenuated form lay motionless on a pile of brushwood beside her, and said, tenderly:

Are ye tired, Patrick, dear, or would you like me to go on?

Larrys heart gave his ribs such a thump at that moment that he felt surprised the girl did not hear it. But he could not approach; he was rooted to the earth as firmly, though not as permanently, as the bush behind which he stood. An Irish voice, and an Irish girl, heard and seen so unexpectedly, quite took away his breath.

The sick man made some reply which was not audible, and the girl, shutting the book, looked up for a few moments, as if in silent prayer, then she clasped her hands upon her knees, and laying her head upon them, remained for some time motionless. The hands were painfully thin, as was her whole frame. The face was what might have been pretty at one time, although it was haggard enough now, but the expression was peculiarly sorrowful.

In a few minutes she looked up again, and spread the ragged blanket more carefully over the shoulders of the sick man, and Larry, feeling that he was at that time in the questionable position of an eavesdropper, left his place of concealment, and stood before the tent.

The sick man saw him instantly, and, raising himself slightly, exclaimed, Who goes there? Sure I cant git lave to die in pace!

The familiar tones of a countrymans voice fell pleasantly on Larrys ear as he sprang into the tent, and, seizing the sick mans hand, cried, A blissin on the mouth that said that same. O Pat, darlint! Im glad to mate with ye. Whats the matter with ye? Tell me now, an dont be lookin as if yed seen a ghost.

Kape back, said the girl, pushing Larry aside, with a half-pleased, half-angry expression. Dont ye see that yeve amost made him faint? Hes too wake intirely to be

Ah! then, cushla, forgive me; I wint and forgot meself. Blissins on yer pale face! sure yer Irish too.

Before the girl could reply to this speech, which was uttered in a tone of the deepest sympathy, the sick man recovered sufficiently to say  

Sit down, friend. How comed ye to larn me name? I guess I never saw ye before.

Sure, didnt I hear yer wife say it as I come forard to the tint, answered Larry, somewhat staggered at the un-Irish word guess.

He is my brother, remarked the girl.

Troth, yeve got a dash o the Yankee brogue, said Larry, with a puzzled look; did ye not come from the owld country?

The sick man seemed too much exhausted to reply, so the girl said  

Our father and mother were Irish, and left their own country to sittle in America. We have never seen Ireland, my brother nor I, but we think of it as almost our own land. Havin been brought up in the woods, and seein amost no one but father and mother for days an weeks at a time, weve got a good deal o the Irish tone.

Ah! thin, ye have reason to be thankful for that same, remarked Larry, who was a little disappointed that his new friends were not altogether Irish; but, after a few minutes consideration, he came to the conclusion, that people whose father and mother were natives of the Emerald Isle could no more be Americans, simply because they happened to be born in America, than they could be fish if they chanced to be born at sea. Having settled this point to his satisfaction, he proceeded to question the girl as to their past history and the cause of their present sad condition, and gradually obtained from her the information that their father and mother were dead, and that, having heard of the mines of California, her brother had sold off his farm in the backwoods, and proceeded by the overland route to the new land of gold, in company with many other western hunters and farmers. They reached it, after the most inconceivable sufferings, in the beginning of winter, and took up their abode at Little Creek.

The rush of emigration from the western states to California, by the overland route, that took place at this time, was attended with the most appalling sufferings and loss of life. Men sold off their snug farms, packed their heavy waggons with the necessaries for a journey, with their wives and little ones, over a wilderness more than two thousand miles in extent, and set off by scores over the prairies towards the Ultima Thule of the far west. The first part of their journey was prosperous enough, but the weight of their waggons rendered the pace slow, and it was late in the season ere they reached the great barrier of the Rocky Mountains. But severe although the sufferings of those first emigrants were, they were as nothing compared with the dire calamities that befell those who started from home later in the season. All along the route the herbage was cropped bare by those who had gone before; their oxen broke down; burning sandy deserts presented themselves when the wretched travellers were well-nigh exhausted; and when at length they succeeded in reaching the great mountain-chain, its dark passes were filled with the ice and snow of early winter.

Hundreds of men, women, and children, fell down and died on the burning plain, or clambered up the rugged heights to pillow their dying heads at last on wreaths of snow. To add to the unheard-of miseries of these poor people, scurvy in its worst forms attacked them; and the air of many of their camping places was heavy with the stench arising from the dead bodies of men and animals that had perished by the way.

It was late in the season, said Kate Morgan, as Larrys new friend was named, when me brother Patrick an I set off with our waggon and oxen, an my little sister Nelly, who was just able to run about, with her curly yellow hair streamin over her purty shoulders, an her laughin blue eyes, almost spakin when they looked at ye.

The poor girl spoke with deep pathos as she mentioned Nellys name, while Larry ONeil sat with his hands clasped, gazing at her with an expression of the deepest commiseration.

We got pretty well on at first, she continued, after a pause, because our waggon was lighter than most o the others; but it was near winter before we got to the mountains, an then our troubles begood. First of all, one o the oxen fell, and broke its leg. Then darlin Nelly fell sick, and Patrick had to carry her on his back up the mountains, for I had got so weak meself that I wasnt fit to take her up. All the way over I was troubled with one o the emigrants that kep us company  there was thirty o us altogether  he was a very bad man, and none o us liked him. He took a fancy to me, an asked me to be his wife so often that I had to make Patrick order him to kape away from us altogether. He wint off in a black rage, swearin hed be revenged,  an oh! continued Kate, wringing her hands, he kept his word. One day there was a dispute between our leaders which way we should go, for we had got to two passes in the mountains; so one party went one way, and we went another. Through the night, my  my lover came into our camp to wish me good-bye, he said, for the last time, as he was goin with the other party. After he was gone, I missed Nelly, and went out to seek for her among the tents o my neighbours, but she was nowhere to be found. At once I guessed he had taken her away, for well did he know I would sooner have lost my life than my own darlin Nell.

Again the girl paused a few moments; then she resumed, in a low voice  

We never saw him or Nelly again. It is said the whole party perished, an I believe it, for they were far spent, and the road they took, Ive been towld, is worse than the one we took. It was dead winter when we arrived, and Patrick and me came to live here. We made a good deal at first by diggin, but we both fell sick o the ague, and weve been scarce able to kape us alive till now. But it wont last long. Dear Patrick is broken down entirely, as ye see, and I havent strength amost to go down to the diggins for food. I havent been there for a month, for its four miles away, as I dare say ye know. Well both be at rest soon.

Ah! now, dont say that again, avic, cried Larry, smiting his thigh with energy; yell be nothin o the sort, that ye wont; sure yer brother Pat is slaipin now like an infant, he is, an Ill go down meself to the stores and git ye medicines an a doctor, an what not. Cheer up, now

Larrys enthusiastic efforts to console his new friend were interrupted by the sick man, who awoke at the moment, and whispered the word food.

His sister rose, and taking up a small tin pan that simmered on the fire in front of the tent, poured some of its contents into a dish.

What is it ye give him? inquired Larry, taking the dish from the girls hands and putting it to his lips. He instantly spat out the mouthful, for it was soup made of rancid pork, without vegetables of any kind.

Tis all Ive got left, said the girl. Even if I was able to go down for more, he wouldnt let me; but I couldnt, for Ive tried more than once, and near died on the road. Besides, I havent a grain o goold in the tent.

O morther! Tare an ages! cried Larry, staring first at the girl and then at her brother, while he slapped his thighs and twisted his fingers together as if he wished to wrench them out of joint.

Howld on, faix Ill do it. Dont give it him, plaze; howld on, do!

Larry ONeil turned round as he spoke, seized his cudgel, sprang right over the bushes in front of the tent, and in two minutes more was seen far down the ravine, spurning the ground beneath him as if life and death depended on the race.




Chapter Thirteen.

Kindness to Strangers in Distress  Remarks in Reference to Early Rising  Diggings wax Unproductive  Ned takes a Ramble, and has a Small Adventure  Plans Formed and Partly Developed  Remarkable Human Creatures Discovered, and still more Remarkable Converse held with them.

Ill throuble ye for two pounds of flour, cried Larry ONeil, dashing into one of the stores, which was thronged with purchasers, whom he thrust aside rather unceremoniously.

Youll have to take your turn, stranger, I calculate, answered the store-keeper, somewhat sharply.

Ah thin, avic, plaze do attind to me at wance; for sure Ive run four miles to git stuff for a dyin family  wont ye now?

The earnest manner in which Larry made this appeal was received with a laugh by the bystanders, and a recommendation to the store-keeper to give him what he wanted.

Whats the price? inquired Larry, as the man measured it out.

Two dollars a pound, answered the man.

Musha! Ive seed it chaiper.

I guess so have I; but provisions are gittin up, for nothin has come from Sacramento for a fortnight.

Tay an sugarll be as bad, no doubt!

Wuss, they are; for theres next to none at all, I opine, in this here location.

Faix, Ill have a pound o both, av they wos two dollars the half-ounce. Have ye got raisins an sago?

Yes.

Give me a pound o that, aich.

These articles having been delivered and paid for, Larry continued  

Yell have brandy, av coorse?

I guess I have; plenty at twenty dollars a bottle.

Och, morther, itll brake the bank intirely; but its little I care. Hand me wan bottle, plaze.

The bottle of brandy was added to his store, and then the Irishman, shouldering his bundle of good things, left the shop, and directed his steps once more towards the ravine in which dwelt Kate Morgan and her brother Pat.

It was late when the Irishman returned from his mission of kindness, and he found the fire nearly out, the tent closed, and all his comrades sound asleep, so, gently lifting the curtain that covered the entrance, he crept quietly in, lay down beside Bill Jones, whose nasal organ was performing a trombone solo, and in five minutes was sound asleep.

It seemed to him as if he had barely closed his eyes, when he was roused by his comrades making preparations to resume work; nevertheless, he had rested several hours, and the grey hue of early day that streamed in through the opening of the tent warned him that he must recommence the effort to realise his golden dreams. The pursuit of gold, however engrossing it may be, does not prevent men from desiring to lie still in the morning, or abate one jot of the misery of their condition when they are rudely roused by early comrades, and told that its time to get up. Larry ONeil, Tom Collins, and Maxton groaned, on receiving this information from Ned, turned, and made as if they meant to go to sleep. But they meant nothing of the sort; it was merely a silent testimony to the fact of their thorough independence  an expressive way of shewing that they scorned to rise at the bidding of any man, and that they would not get up till it pleased themselves to do so. That this was the case became evident from their groaning again, two minutes afterwards, and turning round on their backs. Then they stretched themselves, and, sitting up, stared at each other like owls. A moment after, Maxton yawned vociferously, and fell back again quite flat, an act which was instantly imitated by the other two. Such is the force of bad example.

By this time the captain and Jones had left the tent, and Ned Sinton was buckling on his belt.

Now, then, get up, and dont be lazy, cried the latter, as he stepped out, dragging all the blankets off the trio as he took his departure, an act which disclosed the fact that trousers and flannel shirts were the sleeping garments of Maxton and Tom, and that Larry had gone to bed in his boots.

The three sprang up immediately, and, after performing their toilets, sallied forth to the banks of the stream, where the whole population of the place was already hard at work.

Having worked out their claims, which proved to be pretty good, they commenced new diggings close beside the old ones, but these turned out complete failures, excepting that selected by Captain Bunting, which was as rich as the first. The gold deposits were in many places very irregular in their distribution, and it frequently happened that one man took out thirty or forty dollars a day from his claim, while another man, working within a few yards of him, was, to use a mining phrase, unable to raise the colour; that is, to find gold enough to repay his labour.

This uncertainty disgusted many of the impatient gold-hunters, and not a few returned home, saying that the finding of gold in California was a mere lottery, who, if they had exercised a little patience and observation, would soon have come to know the localities in which gold was most likely to be found. There is no doubt whatever, that the whole country is impregnated more or less with the precious material. The quartz veins in the mountains are full of it; and although the largest quantities are usually obtained in the beds of streams and on their banks, gold is to be found, in smaller quantities, even on the tops of the hills.

Hitherto the miners at Little Creek had found the diggings on the banks of the stream sufficiently remunerative; but the discovery of several lumps of gold in its bed, induced many of them to search for it in the shallow water, and they were successful. One old sea-captain was met by Bill Jones with a nugget the size of a goose-egg in each hand, and another man found a single lump of almost pure gold that weighed fourteen pounds. These discoveries induced Ned Sinton to think of adopting a plan which had been in his thoughts for some time past; so one day he took up his rifle, intending to wander up the valley, for the double purpose of thinking out his ideas, and seeing how the diggers higher up got on.

As he sauntered slowly along, he came to a solitary place where no miners were at work, in consequence of the rugged nature of the banks of the stream rendering the labour severe. Here, on a projecting cliff; which overhung a deep, dark pool or eddy, he observed the tall form of a naked man, whose brown skin bespoke him the native of a southern clime. While Ned looked at him, wondering what he could be about, the man suddenly bent forward, clasped his hands above his head, and dived into the pool. Ned ran to the margin immediately, and stood for nearly a minute observing the dark indistinct form of the savage as he groped along the bottom. Suddenly he rose, and made for the shore with a nugget of gold in his hand.

He seemed a little disconcerted on observing Ned, who addressed him in English, French, and Spanish, but without eliciting any reply, save a grunt. This, however, did not surprise our hero, who recognised the man to be a Sandwich Islander whom he had met before in the village, and whose powers of diving were well-known to the miners. He ascertained by signs, however, that there was much gold at the bottom of the stream, which, doubtless, the diver could not detach from the rocks during the short period of his immersion, so he hastened back to the tent, determined to promulgate his plan to his comrades. It was noon when he arrived, and the miners were straggling from all parts of the diggings to the huts, tents, and restaurants.

Ha! Maxton, glad Ive found you alone, cried Ned, seating himself on an empty box before the fire, over which the former was engaged in culinary operations. I have been thinking over a plan for turning the course of the stream, and so getting at a portion of its bed.

Now thats odd, observed Maxton, I have been thinking of the very same thing all morning.

Indeed! wits jump, they say. I fancied that I had the honour of first hitting on the plan.

First hitting on it! rejoined Maxton, smiling. My dear fellow, it has not only been hit upon, but hit off, many months ago, with considerable success in some parts of the diggings. The only thing that prevents it being generally practised is, that men require to work in companies, for the preliminary labour is severe, and miners seem to prefer working singly, or in twos and threes, as long as there is good pay-dirt on the banks.

Well, then, the difficulty does not affect us, because we are already a pretty strong company, although our vaquero has left us, and I have seen a place this morning which, I think, will do admirably to begin upon; it is a deep pool, a few miles up the stream, under

I know it, interrupted Maxton, putting a large slice of pork into the frying-pan, which hissed delightfully in the ears of hungry men. I know the place well, but there is a much better spot not a quarter of a mile higher up, where a Chinaman, named Ah-wow, lives; it will be more suitable, youll find, when I shew it you.

Well go and have a look at it after dinner, observed Ned; meanwhile, here are our comrades, let us hear what they have to say about the proposal.

As he spoke, Collins, Jones, Larry, and the captain advanced in single file, and with disconsolate looks, that told of hard toil and little reward.

Well, what have you got, comrades?

Nothin, answered Bill Jones, drawing forth his comforter. Bills comforter was black and short, and had a bowl, and was at all times redolent of tobacco.

Niver a speck, cried Larry ONeil, setting to with energy to assist in preparing dinner.

Well, friends, Ive a plan to propose to you, so let us take the edge off our appetites, and Ill explain.

Ned sat down tailor-fashion on the ground with his companions round him, and, while they devoted themselves ravenously and silently to tea, flour-cake, salt-pork, and beans, he explained to them the details of his plan, which explanation, (if it was not the dinner), had the effect of raising their spirits greatly. Instead, therefore, of repairing to their profitless claims after dinner, they went in a body up the stream to visit the Chinamans diggings. Captain Bunting alone remained behind, as his claim was turning out a first-rate one.

Sure, theres a human! cried Larry, as they turned a projecting point, about an hour and a half later, and came in sight of Ah-wows lo-cation, as the Yankees termed it.

It may be a human, remarked Ned, laughing, but its the most inhuman one I ever saw. I think yonder fellow must be performing a surgical operation on the Chinamans head.

Ah-wow was seated on a stone in front of his own log-hut, with his arms resting on his knees, and an expression of supreme felicity on his yellow face, while a countryman, in what appeared a night-gown, and an immense straw hat, dressed his tail for him.

Lest uninformed readers should suppose that Ah-wow belonged to the monkey-tribe, we may mention that the Chinamans head was shaved quite bald all round, with the exception of a tail of hair, about two feet long, and upwards of an inch thick, which jutted from the top of his caput, and hung down his back. This tail he was in the act of getting dressed when our party of miners broke in upon the privacy of his dressing-room.

Ah-wow had a nose which was very flat and remarkably broad, with the nostrils pointing straight to the front. He also had a mouth which was extremely large, frightfully thick-lipped, and quite the reverse of pretty. He had two eyes, also, not placed, like the eyes of ordinary men, across his face, on either side of his nose, but set in an angular manner on his visage, so that the outer corners pointed a good deal upwards, and the inner corners pointed a good deal downwards  towards the point of his nose, or, rather, towards that vacant space in front of his nostrils which would have been the point of his nose if that member had had a point at all. Ah-wow also had cheek bones which were uncommonly high, and a forehead which was preposterously low, and a body which was rather squat, and a tout ensemble which was desperately ugly. Like his hairdresser, he wore a coat somewhat resembling a night-shirt, with a belt round it, and his feet were thrust into yellow slippers. These last, when he went to dig for gold, he exchanged for heavy boots.

When Ned and his friends walked up and stood in a grinning row before him, Ah-wow opened his little eyes to the uttermost, (which wasnt much), and said, How!

If he had affixed dye do to it, the sentence would have been complete and intelligible. His companion attempted to vary the style of address by exclaiming, Ho!

Can you speak English? inquired Ned, advancing.

A shake of the head, and a consequent waggle of the tail was the reply.

Or French?

(Shake and waggle.)

Maybe ye can do Irish? suggested Larry.

The shake and waggle were more vigorous than before but Ah-wow rose, and, drawing on his boots, made signs to his visitors to follow him, which they did, through the bushes, round the base of a steep precipice. A short walk brought them to an open space quite close to the banks of the stream, which at that place was broken by sundry miniature waterfalls and cascades, whose puny turmoil fell like woodland music on the ear. Here was another log-hut of minute dimensions and ruinous aspect, in front of which sat another Chinaman, eating his dinner. Him Ah-wow addressed as Ko-sing. After a brief conversation, Ko-sing turned to the strangers, and said  

Ho! Kin speek English, me can. What you want?

We want to look at your diggings, answered Ned.

We are going to turn the river here, if we can; and if you and your companions choose to join us, we will give you good wages.

Kin speek, but not fery well kin onerstan. Work, work you say, an pay we?

Yes, thats it; you work for us, and well pay you.

How moche? inquired the cautious Celestial.

Five dollars a day, replied Ned.

The Chinaman put on a broad grin, and offered to shake hands, which offer was accepted, not only by Ned, but by the whole party; and the contract was thus settled on the spot, to the satisfaction of all parties.

After this they spent some time in examining the bed of the stream, and having fixed upon a spot on which to commence operations, they prepared, about sunset, to return for their tent and mining tools, intending to make a moonlight flitting in order to avoid being questioned by over-curious neighbours. All their horses and mules, except Neds charger, having been sold a few days before to a Yankee who was returning to Sacramento, they expected to get off without much noise, with their goods and chattels on their backs.

Before starting on their return, while the rest of the party were crowding round and questioning Ko-sing, Bill Jones  whose mind since he arrived in California seemed to be capable of only one sensation, that of surprise  went up to Ah-wow, and glancing round, in order to make sure that he was not observed, laid his hand on his shoulder, and looked inquiringly into the Chinamans face. The Chinaman returned the compliment with interest, throwing into his sallow countenance an expression of, if possible, blanker astonishment.

O-wow! said Bill, with solemn gravity, and pausing, as if to give him time to prepare for what was coming. O-wow! wot do you dress your pig-tail with?

Ho! replied the Chinaman.

Ho! echoed Bill; now, thats curious. I thought as how you did it with grease, for it looks like it. Tell me now, how long did it take afore it growed that long? He lifted the end of the tail as he spoke.

How! ejaculated the Chinaman.

Ay, how long? repeated Bill.

We regret that we cannot give Ah-wows answer to this question, seeing that it was never given, in consequence of Bill being suddenly called away by Ned Sinton, as he and his friends turned to go.

Come, Bill, lets be off.

Ay, ay, sir, answered Bill, turning from the Chinaman and following his comrades with solemn stolidity, or, if you prefer the expression, with stolid solemnity.

Dont linger, Larry, shouted Tom Collins.

Ah! thin, its cruel to tear me away. Good-night to ye, Bow-wow, well be back before mornin, ye purty creature. With this affectionate farewell, Larry ran after his friends and followed them down the banks of the tumbling stream towards the Ryal Bank o Calyforny, which was destined that night, for a time at least, to close its doors.




Chapter Fourteen.

The New Diggings  Bright Prospects  Great Results spring from Great Exertions, even in California  Captain Bunting is seized with a Great Passion for Solitary Rambling, and has two Desperate Encounters; one with a Man, the other with a Rear.

The part of the Little Creek diggings to which the gold-hunters transported their camp, was a wild, secluded spot, not much visited by the miners, partly on account of its gloomy appearance, and partly in consequence of a belief that the Celestials located there were getting little or no gold. In this supposition they were correct. Ah-wow and Ko-sing being inveterately lazy, contented themselves with digging just enough gold to enable them to purchase a sufficiency of the necessaries of life. But the region was extremely rich, as our adventurers found out very soon after their arrival. One of the ravines, in particular, gave indications of being full of gold, and several panfuls of earth that were washed out shewed so promising a return, that the captain and Larry were anxious to begin at once. They were overruled, however, by the others, who wished to make trial of the bed of the stream.

Six days of severe labour were undergone by the whole party ere their task was accomplished, during which period they did not make an ounce of gold, while, at the same time, their little store was rapidly melting away. Nevertheless, they worked heartily, knowing that a few days of successful digging would amply replenish their coffers. At grey dawn they set to work; some, with trousers tucked up, paddling about in the water all day, carrying mud and stones, while others felled trees and cut them into logs wherewith to form the dam required to turn the stream from its course. This was a matter of no small difficulty. A new bed had to be cut to the extent of eight or ten yards, but for a long time the free and jovial little mountain stream scorned to make such a pitiful twist in its course, preferring to burst its way headlong through the almost completed barricade by which it was pent-up.

Twice did it accomplish this feat, and twice, in so doing, did it sweep Captain Bunting off his legs and roll him along bodily, in a turmoil of mud and stones and dirty water, roaring, as it gushed forth, as if in savage triumph. On the second occasion, Bill Jones shared the captains ducking, and all who chanced to be working about the dam at the time were completely drenched. But, however much their bodies might be moistened, no untoward accident could damp the ardour of their spirits. They resumed work again; repaired the breach, and, finally, turned the obstinate stream out of the course which, probably, it had occupied since creation. It rushed hissing, as if spitefully, along its new bed for a few yards, and then darted, at a right angle, back into its former channel, along which it leaped exultingly as before.

But the object for which all this trouble had been undertaken was attained. About eight yards of the old bed of the torrent were laid bare, and the water was drained away, whereat each of the party exhibited his satisfaction after his own peculiar manner  Larry ONeil, as usual, giving vent to his joy in a hearty cheer.

The result was even more successful than had been anticipated. During the next few days the party conversed little; their whole energies being devoted to eating, sleeping, and digging. The bed of the stream was filled with stones, among which they picked up numerous nuggets of various sizes  from a pea to a walnut  some being almost pure gold, while others were, more or less, mixed with quartz. A large quantity of the heavy black sand was also found at the bottom of a hole, which once had been an eddy  it literally sparkled with gold-dust, and afforded a rich return for the labour previously expended in order to bring it to light. The produce of the first two days work was no less than fourteen pounds weight of gold!

The third day was the Sabbath, and they rested from their work. It is, however, impossible for those who have never been in similar circumstances to conceive how difficult it was for our party of gold-hunters to refrain from resuming work as usual on that morning. Some of them had never been trained to love or keep the Sabbath, and would have certainly gone to work had not Ned and the captain remonstrated. All were under great excitement in consequence of their valuable discovery, and anxious to know whether the run of luck was likely to continue, and not one of the party escaped the strong temptation to break the Sabbath-day, except, indeed, the Chinamen, who were too easy-going and lazy to care whether they worked or rested. But the inestimable advantage of good early training told at this time on Ned Sinton. It is questionable whether his principles were strong enough to have carried him through the temptation, but Ned had been trained to reverence the Lords-day from his earliest years, and he looked upon working on the Sabbath with a feeling of dread which he could not have easily shaken off, even had he tried. The promise, in his case, was fulfilled Train up a child in the way he should go, and he will not depart from it when he is old; and though no mothers voice of warning was heard in that wild region of the earth, and no guardians hand was there to beckon back the straggler from the paths of rectitude, yet he was not let alone; the arm of the Lord was around him, and His voice whispered, in tones that could not be misunderstood, Remember the Sabbath-day, to keep it holy.

We have already said, that the Sabbath at the mines was a day of rest as far as mere digging went, but this was simply for the sake of resting the wearied frame, not from a desire to glorify God. Had any of the reckless miners who filled the gambling-houses been anxious to work during Sunday on a prolific claim, he would not have hesitated because of Gods command.

The repose to their overworked muscles, and the feeling that they had been preserved from committing a great sin, enabled the party to commence work on Monday with a degree of cheerfulness and vigour that told favourably on their profits that night, and in the course of a few days they dug out gold to the extent of nearly two thousand pounds sterling.

Were goin to get rich, no doubt of it, said the captain one morning to Ned, as the latter was preparing to resume work in the creek; but Ill tell you what it is, Im tired o salt beef and pork, and my old hull is gettin rheumatic with paddling about barefoot in the water, so I mean to go off for a days shootin in the mountains.

Very good, captain, replied Ned; but I fear youll have to go by yourself, for we must work out this claim as fast as we can, seeing that the miners further down wont be long of scenting out our discovery.

Neds words were prophetic. In less than half-an-hour after they were uttered a long-visaged Yankee, in a straw hat, nankeen trousers, and fishermans boots, came to the spot where they were at work, and seated himself on the trunk of a tree hard by to watch their proceedings.

Guess youve got somthin, he said, as Larry, after groping in the mud for a little, picked up a lump of white quartz with a piece of gold the size of a marble embedded in the side of it.

Ah! but yere good for sore eyes, cried Larry, examining the nugget carefully.

I say, stranger, inquired the Yankee, dye git many bits like that in this location?

The Irishman regarded his question with an expressive leer. Arrah! now, ye wont tell? he said, in a hoarse whisper; sure itll be the death o me av ye do. Theres no end o them things here  as many as ye like to pick; its only the day before to-morrow that I turned up a nugget of pure goold the size of me head; and the capting got hold o wan thats only half dug out yet, an wots seen o t is as big as the head o a five-gallon cask  all pure goold.

The Yankee was not to be put off the scent by such a facetious piece of information. He continued to smoke in silence, sauntered about with his hands in his nankeen pockets, watched the proceedings of the party, inspected the dirt cast ashore, and, finally, dug out and washed a panful of earth from the banks of the stream, after which he threw away the stump of his cigar, and went off whistling. Three hours later he returned with a party of friends, laden with tents, provisions, and mining tools, and they all took up their residence within twenty yards of our adventurers, and commenced to turn the course of the river just below them.

Larry and Jones were at first so angry that they seriously meditated committing an assault upon the intruders, despite the remonstrances of Tom Collins and Maxton, who assured them that the new-comers had a perfect right to the ground they occupied, and that any attempt to interrupt them by violence would certainly be brought under the notice of Judge Lynch, whose favourite punishments, they well knew, were whipping and hanging.

Meanwhile Captain Bunting had proceeded a considerable way on his solitary hunting expedition into the mountains, bent upon replenishing the larder with fresh provisions. He was armed with his favourite blunderbuss, a pocket-compass, and a couple of ship-biscuits. As he advanced towards the head of the valley, the scenery became more and more gloomy and rugged, but the captain liked this. Having spent the greater part of his life at sea, he experienced new and delightful sensations in viewing the mountain-peaks and ravines by which he was now surrounded; and, although of a sociable turn of mind, he had no objection for once to be left to ramble alone, and give full vent to the feelings of romance and enthusiastic admiration with which his nautical bosom had been filled since landing in California.

Towards noon, the captain reached the entrance to a ravine, or gorge, which opened upon the larger valley, into which it discharged a little stream from its dark bosom. There was an air of deep solitude and rugged majesty about this ravine that induced the wanderer to pause before entering it. Just then, certain sensations reminded him of the two biscuits in his pocket, so he sat down on a rock and prepared to dine. We say prepared to dine, advisedly, for Captain Bunting had a pretty correct notion of what comfort meant, and how it was to be attained. He had come out for the day to enjoy himself and although his meal was frugal, he did not, on that account, eat it in an off-hand easy way, while sauntering along, as many would have done. By no means. He brushed the surface of the rock on which he sat quite clean, and, laying the two biscuits on it, looked first at one and then at the other complacently, while he slowly, and with great care, cut his tobacco into delicate shreds, and filled his pipe. Then he rose, and taking the tin prospecting-pan from his belt, went and filled it at the clear rivulet which murmured at his feet, and placed it beside the biscuits on the rock. This done, he completed the filling of his pipe, and cast a look of benignity at the sun, which at that moment happened in his course to pass an opening between two lofty peaks, which permitted him to throw a cloth of gold over the captains table.

Captain Buntings mind now became imbued with those aspirations after knowledge, which would have induced him, had he been at sea, to inquire, Hows her head? so he pulled out his pocket-compass, and having ascertained that his nose, when turned towards the sun, pointed exactly south-south-west, and by south, he began dinner. Thereafter he lit his pipe, and, reclining on the green turf beside the rock, with his head resting on his left hand, and wreaths of smoke encircling his visage, he  he enjoyed himself. To elaborate a description, reader, often weakens it  we cannot say more than that he enjoyed himself  emphatically.

Had Captain Bunting known who was looking at him in that solitary place, he would not have enjoyed himself quite so much, nor would he have smoked his pipe so comfortably.

On the summit of the precipice at his back stood, or rather sat, one of the natives of the country, in the shape of a grizzly-bear. Bruin had observed the captain from the time he appeared at the entrance of the ravine, and had watched him with a curious expression of stupid interest during all his subsequent movements. He did not attempt to interrupt him in his meal, however, on two grounds  first, because the nature of the grizzly-bear, if not molested, induces him to let others alone; and secondly, because the precipice, on the top of which he sat, although conveniently close for the purposes of observation, was too high for a safe jump.

Thus it happened that Captain Bunting finished his meal in peace, and went on his way up the wild ravine, without being aware of the presence of so dangerous a spectator. He had not proceeded far, when his attention was arrested by the figure of a man seated on a ledge of rock that over hung a yawning gulf into which the little stream plunged.

So still did the figure remain, with the head drooping on the chest, as if in deep contemplation, that it might have been mistaken for a statue cut out of the rock on which it sat. A deep shadow was cast over it by the neighbouring mountain-peaks, yet, as the white sheet of a waterfall formed the background, it was distinctly visible.

The captain advanced towards it with some curiosity, and it was not until he was within a hundred yards that a movement at length proved it to be a living human being.

The stranger rose hastily, and advanced to meet a woman, who at the same moment issued from an opening in the brushwood near him. The meeting was evidently disagreeable to the woman, although, from the manner of it, and the place, it did not seem to be accidental; she pushed the man away several times, but their words were inaudible to the captain, who began to feel all the discomfort of being an unintentional observer. Uncertainty as to what he should do induced him to remain for a few moments inactive, and he had half made up his mind to endeavour to retreat unobserved, when the man suddenly struck down the female, who fell with a faint cry to the earth.

In another minute the captain was at the side of the dastardly fellow, whom he seized by the neck with the left hand, while with the right he administered a hearty blow to his ribs. The man turned round fiercely, and grappled with his assailant; and then Captain Bunting became aware that his antagonist was no other than Smith, alias Black Jim, the murderer.

Smith, although a strong man, was no match for the captain, who soon overpowered him.

Ha! you villain, have I got you? cried he, as he almost throttled the man. Get up now, an come along peaceably. If you dont, Ill knock your brains out with the butt of my gun.

He permitted Black Jim to rise as he spoke, but held him fast by the collar, having previously taken from him his knife and rifle.

Black Jim did not open his lips, but the scowl on his visage shewed that feelings of deadly hatred burned in his bosom.

Meanwhile, the girl had recovered, and now approached.

Ah! plase, sir, she said, let him off. Shure I dont mind the blow; its done me no harm  wont ye, now?

Let him off! exclaimed the captain, violently; no, my good girl; if he has not murdered you, he has at any rate murdered one human being that I know of, and if I can, Ill bring him to justice.

Kate, (for it was she), started at this reply, and looked earnestly at the man, who hung his head, and, for the first time, shewed symptoms of a softer feeling.

Ah! its true, I see, an all hope is gone. If hed commit a murder, hed tell a lie too. I thought he spoke truth when he said Nelly was alive, but

The girl turned as she spoke, and left the spot hurriedly, while the captain took out his pocket-handkerchief, and began to fasten the arms of his prisoner behind him. But Black Jim was not to be secured without a struggle. Despair lent him energy and power. Darting forward, he endeavoured to throw his captor down, and partially succeeded; but Captain Buntings spirit was fully roused, and, like most powerful men whose dispositions are habitually mild and peaceful, he was in a blaze of uncontrollable passion. For some time Black Jim writhed like a serpent in the strong grasp of his antagonist, and once or twice it seemed as if he would succeed in freeing himself, but the captains hands had been trained for years to grasp and hold on with vice-like tenacity, and no efforts could disengage them. The two men swayed to and fro in their efforts, no sound escaping them, save an occasional gasp for breath as they put forth renewed energy in the deadly struggle. At last Black Jim began to give way. He was forced down on one knee, then he fell heavily on his side, and the captain placed his knee on his chest.

Just then a peculiar hiss was heard behind them, and the captain, looking back, observed that a third party had come upon the scene. The grizzly-bear, which has been described as watching Captain Bunting at dinner, had left its former position on the brow of the precipice, and, whether from motives of curiosity, or by accident, we will not presume to say, had followed the captains track. It now stood regarding the two men with an uncommonly ferocious aspect. Its indignation may, perhaps, be accounted for by the fact that they stood in the only path by which it could advance  a precipice on one side and a thicket on the other rendering the passage difficult or impossible. Grizzlies are noted for their objection to turn out of their way for man or beast, so the combatants no sooner beheld the ferocious-looking animal than they sprang up, seized their weapons, and fired together at their common enemy. Bruin shook his head, uttered a savage growl, and charged. It seemed as if Black Jim had missed altogether  not to be wondered at considering the circumstances  and the mixture of shot and slugs from the blunderbuss was little more hurtful than a shower of hail to the thick-skinned monarch of these western hills. Be this as it may, the two men were compelled to turn and flee for their lives. Black Jim, being the nimbler of the two, was soon out of sight among the rocks of the precipices, and, we may remark in passing, he did not again make his appearance. Inwardly thanking the bear for its timely appearance, he ran at top speed into the mountains, and hid himself among those wild lonely recesses that are visited but rarely by man or beast.

Captain Bunting endeavoured to save himself by darting up the face of the precipice on his left, but the foot-hold was bad, and the bear proved about as nimble as himself, compelling him to leap down again and make for the nearest tree. In doing so, he tripped over a fallen branch, and fell with stunning violence to the ground. He rose, however, instantly, and grasping the lower limb of a small oak, drew himself with some difficulty up among the branches.

The bear came thundering on, and reached the tree a few seconds later. It made several abortive efforts to ascend, and then, sitting down at the foot, it looked up, grinning and growling horribly in disappointed rage.

The captain had dropped the blunderbuss in his fall, and now, with deep regret, and not a little anxiety, found himself unarmed and a prisoner. True, his long knife was still in its place, but he was too well aware of the strength and ferocity of the grizzly-bear  from hearsay, and now from ocular demonstration  to entertain the idea of acting on the offensive with such a weapon.

The sun sank behind the mountain-peaks, and the shades of night began to fall upon the landscape, and still did Captain Bunting and the bear sit  the one at the top, and the other at the foot of the oak-tree  looking at each other. As darkness came on, the form of the bear became indistinct and shadowy; and the captains eyes waxed heavy, from constant staring and fatigue, so that at length bruin seemed, to the alarmed fancy of the treed mariner, to be twice the size of an elephant. At last the darkness became so deep that its form mingled with the shadows on the ground, and for some time the uncertainty as to its actual presence kept the prisoner wakeful; but soon his eyes began to close, despite his utmost efforts to keep them open; and for two hours he endured an agonising struggle with sleep, compared to which his previous struggle with Black Jim was mere childs-play. He tried every possible position among the branches, in the hope of finding one in which he might indulge in sleep without the risk of falling, but no such position was to be found; the limbs of the tree were too small and too far apart.

At last, however, he did find a spot to lie down on, and, with a sigh of relief, lay back to indulge in repose. Alas! the spot was a myth  he merely dreamed it; the next moment he dropt, like a huge over-ripe pear, to the ground. Fortunately a bush broke the violence of his fall, and, springing up with a cry of consternation, he rushed towards the tree, expecting each instant to feel the terrible hug of his ursine enemy. The very marrow in his back-bone seemed to shrink, for he fancied that he actually felt the dreaded claws sinking into his flesh. In his haste he missed the branch, and fell violently forward, scratching himself terribly among the bushes. Again he rose, and a cold perspiration broke out upon him as he uttered an involuntary howl of terror, and once more leaped up at the limb of the oak, which he could just barely see. He caught it; despair nerved him, and in another moment he was safe, and panting violently among the branches.

We need scarcely say that this little episode gave his feelings such a tremendous shock that his tendency to sleep was thoroughly banished; but another and a better result flowed from it,  the involuntary hubbub created by his yells and crashing falls reached listening and not far-distant ears.

During their evening meal that day, Ned Sinton and his comrades had speculated pretty freely, and somewhat jocularly, on the probable result of the captains hunting expedition  expressing opinions regarding the powers of the blunderbuss, which it was a shame, Larry ONeil said, to spake behind its back; but as night drew on, they conversed more seriously, and when darkness had fairly set in they became anxious.

Its quite clear that somethings wrong, cried Ned Sinton, entering the tent hastily, we must up and search for him. The captains not the man to lose his way with a compass in his pocket and so many landmarks round him.

All the party rose at once, and began to buckle on belts and arm, while eagerly suggesting plans of search.

Who can make a torch? inquired Ned.

Heres one ready made to hand, cried Maxton, seizing a huge pine-knot and lighting it.

Some one must stay behind to look after our things. The new-comers who camped beside us to-day are not used to mining life, and dont sufficiently know the terrors of Lynch law. Do you stop, Maxton. Now then, the rest of you, come along.

Ned issued from the tent as he spoke, and walked at a rapid pace along the track leading up the valley, followed closely by Tom Collins, Larry ONeil, and Bill Jones  all of whom were armed with rifles, revolvers, and bowie-knives. For a long time they walked on in silence, guided by the faint light of the stars, until they came to the flat rock which had formed the captains dinner-table. Here they called a halt, in order to discuss the probability of their lost comrade having gone up the ravine. The question was soon settled by Larry, who discovered a few crumbs of the biscuit lying on the rock, and footprints leading up the ravine; for the captain, worthy man, had stepped recklessly into the little stream when he went to fill his pannikin, and his wet feet left a distinct track behind him for some distance.

He cant have gone far up such a wild place as this, said Tom Collins, while they moved cautiously along. Kindle the torch, Ned, it will light us on our way, and be a guide to the captain if hes within sight.

It will enlighten enemies, too, if any are within range, replied Ned, hesitating.

Oh, no fear, rejoined Tom, our greatest enemy is darkness; here, Jones, hand me your match-box.

In a few seconds the torch flared forth, casting a broad glare of light on their path, as they advanced, examining the foot of precipices.

Give a shout, Larry, said Ned.

Larry obeyed, and all listened intently, but, save the echo from the wild cliffs, no reply was heard.

Had the captain been wide-awake at the time, he would, doubtless, have heard the friendly shout, but his ears were dull from prolonged watching. It was thought needless to repeat the cry, so the party resumed their search with anxious forebodings in their hearts, though their lips were silent.

They had not proceeded far, however, when the noise occasioned by the captains fall from the tree, as already described, struck upon their ears.

Och! whats that? exclaimed Larry, with a look of mingled surprise and superstitious fear.

For a minute the party seemed transformed into statues, as each listened intently to the mysterious sounds.

They come from the other side of the point ahead, remarked Ned, in a whisper. Light another torch, Larry, and come on  quick!

Ned led the way at a run, holding one of the torches high above his head, and in a few minutes passed round the point above referred to. The glare of his torch immediately swept far ahead, and struck with gladsome beam on the now wakeful eye of the captain, who instantly greeted it with one of his own peculiarly powerful and eminently nautical roars.

Hooroo! yelled Larry, in reply, dashing forward at full speed. Here we are all right, capting, comin to the rescue; dont give in, capting; pitch into the blackguards

Look out for the grizzly-bear, roared the captain, as his friends advanced at a run, waving their torches encouragingly.

The whole party came to a dead halt on this unexpected caution, and each cocked his piece as they looked, first into the gloom beyond, and then at each other, in surprise and perplexity.

Halloo! captain, where are you? shouted Ned.

And wheres the bear! added Tom Collins.

Right in front o you, replied the captain, about fifty yards on. The bears at the bottom o the tree, and Im a-top of it. Come on, and fire together; but aim low, dye hear?

Ay, ay, sir, replied Bill Jones, as if he were answering a command on shipboard, while he advanced boldly in the direction indicated.

The others were abreast of him instantly, Ned and Larry holding the torches high in their left hands as they approached, step by step, with rifles ready for instant use.

Have a care, cried the captain; I see him. He seems to be crouchin to make a rush.

This caused another halt; but as no rush was made, the party continued to advance very slowly.

Oh! av ye would only shew yerself, said Larry, in a suppressed tone of exasperation at being kept so long in nervous expectation.

I see him, cried Ned, taking aim.

The rest of the party cried Where! aimed in the same direction, and the whole fired a volley, the result of which was, that Captain Bunting fell a second time to the ground, crashing through the branches with a terrible noise, and alighting heavily at the foot of the tree. To the surprise of all, he instantly jumped up, and seizing Ned and Tom as they came up, shook them warmly by the hand.

Och! are ye not shot, capting? exclaimed Larry.

Not a bit; not even hurt, answered the captain, laughing.

The fact was, that Captain Bunting, in his anxiety to escape being accidentally shot by his comrades, had climbed to the utmost possible height among the tender top branches of the oak. When the volley was fired, he lost his balance, fell through the tree, the under branches of which happily broke his fall, and finally alighted on the back of the grizzly-bear itself, which lay extended, and quite dead, on the ground.

Faix weve polished him off for wance, cried Larry, in the excess of his triumph, as he stood looking at the fallen bear.

Faix weve done nothing of the sort, retorted Tom Collins, who was examining the carcase. Its been dead for hours, and is quite cold. Every bullet has missed, too, for the shot that settled him is on the side next the ground. So much for hasty shooting. Had bruin been alive when we fired, Im inclined to think that some of us would not be alive now.

Now, thats wot I wos sure of, remarked Bill Jones. Wot I says is this  wen yer goin aloft to reef tosails, dont be in a hurry. Its o no manner o use tryin to shove on the wind. If yeve got a thing to do, do it slow  slow an sure. If ye havent got a thing to do, in coorse ye cant do it, but if ye have, dont be in a hurry  I says.

Bill Joness maxim is undoubtedly a good one. Not a scratch had the bear received from any one of the party. The bullet of Black Jim had laid him low. Although hurriedly aimed, it had reached the animals heart, and all the time that Captain Bunting was struggling to overcome his irresistible tendency to sleep, poor bruin was lying a helpless and lifeless body at the foot of the oak-tree.




Chapter Fifteen.

Ah-wow saved from an Untimely Fate  Lynch Law Enforced  Ned Sinton resolves to renounce Gold-Digging for a Time, and Tom Collins seconds him.

Ah-wow sat on the stump of an oak-tree, looking, to use a familiar, though incorrect expression, very blue indeed. And no wonder, for Ah-wow was going to be hanged. Perhaps, courteous reader, you think we are joking, but we assure you we are not. Ah-wow had just been found guilty, or pronounced guilty  which, at the diggings, meant the same thing  of stealing two thousand dollars worth of gold-dust, and was about to expiate his crime on the branch of a tree.

There could be no doubt of his guilt; so said the enlightened jury who tried him; so said the half-tipsy judge who condemned him; and so said the amiable populace which had assembled to witness his execution. It cannot be denied that appearances went very much against Ah-wow  so much so, that Maxton, and even Captain Bunting, entertained suspicions as to his innocence, though they pleaded hard for his pardon. The gold had been discovered hid near the Chinamans tent, and the bag containing it was recognised and sworn to by at least a dozen of the diggers as that belonging to the man from whom the gold had been stolen. The only point that puzzled the jury was the strong assertions of Captain Bunting, Maxton, and Collins, that, to their certain belief, the poor Celestial had dug beside them each day, and slept beside them each night for three weeks past, at a distance of three miles from the spot where the robbery took place. But the jury were determined to hang somebody, so they shut their ears to all and sundry, save and except to those who cried out, String the riptile up  sarves him right!

Ko-sing also sat on the tree-stump, endeavouring to comfort Ah-wow by stroking his pig-tail and howling occasionally in an undertone. It seemed indeed that the poor mans career was drawing to a close, for two men advanced, and, seizing his pinioned arms, led him under the fatal limb; but a short respite occurred in consequence of a commotion in the outskirts of the crowd, where two men were seen forcing a passage towards the centre. Ned Sinton and Larry ONeil had been away in the mountains prospecting at the time when Ah-wow was captured and led to the settlement, near the first residence of our adventurers, to stand his trial. The others accompanied the condemned man, in order, if possible, to save him, leaving Jones behind to guard their property, and acquaint Ned with the state of affairs on his return. Our hero knew too well the rapid course of Lynch law to hesitate. He started at once with Larry down the stream, to save, if possible, the life of his servant, for whom he felt a curious sort of patronising affection, and who he was sure must be innocent. He arrived just in time.

Howld on, boys, cried Larry, flourishing his felt hat as they pushed through the crowd.

Stay, friends, cried Ned, gaining the centre of the circle at last; dont act hastily. This man is my servant.

That dont make him an honest man, I guess, said a cynical bystander.

Perhaps not, retorted Ned; but it binds me in honour to clear him, if I can.

Hear, hear, said several voices; get up on the stump an fire away, stranger.

Ned obeyed.

Gentlemen, he began, I can swear, in the first place, that the Chinaman has not been a quarter of a mile from my tent for three weeks past, so that he could not have stolen the gold

How then came it beside his tent? inquired a voice.

Ill tell you, if you will listen. This morning early I started on a prospecting ramble up the stream, and not long after I set out I caught a glance of that villain Black Jim, who, you know, has been supposed for some time back to have been lurking in the neighbourhood. He ran off the moment he caught sight of me, and although I followed him at full speed for a considerable distance, he succeeded in escaping. However, I noticed the print of his footsteps in a muddy place over which he passed, and observed that his right boot had no heel. On returning home this afternoon, and hearing what had happened, I went to the spot where the bag of gold had been discovered, and there, sure enough, I found footprints, one of which shewed that the wearers right boot had no heel. Now, gentlemen, it dont need much speaking to make so clear a matter clearer, I leave you to judge whether this robbery has been committed by the Chinaman or not.

Neds speech was received with various cries; some of which shewed that the diggers were not satisfied with his explanation, and Ah-wows fate still trembled in the balance, when the owner of the bag of gold stepped forward and admitted that he had observed similar foot-marks in the neighbourhood of his tent just after the robbery was committed, and said that he believed the Chinaman was innocent. This set the matter at rest. Ah-wow was cast loose and congratulated by several of the bystanders on his escape, but there seemed a pretty general feeling amongst many of the others that they had been unjustly deprived of their prey, and there is no saying what might have happened had not another culprit appeared on the scene to divert their attention.

The man who was led forward had all the marks of a thorough desperado about him. From his language it was impossible to judge what country had the honour of giving him birth, but it was suspected that his last residence had been Botany Bay. Had this mans innocence been ever so clearly proved he could not have escaped from such judges in their then disappointed state of mind; but his guilt was unquestionable. He had been caught in the act of stealing from a monté table. The sum was not very large, however, so it was thought a little too severe to hang him; but he was condemned to have his head shaved, his ears cut off, and to receive a hundred lashes.

The sentence was executed promptly, notwithstanding the earnest remonstrances of a few of the better-disposed among the crowd: and Ned, seeing that he could do nothing to mitigate the punishment of the poor wretch, left the spot with his comrades and the rescued Chinaman.

That night, as they all sat round their camp-fire, eating supper with a degree of zest known only to those who labour at severe and out-of-door occupation all day, Ned Sinton astonished his companions not a little, by stating his intention to leave them for the purpose of making a tour through the country.

Make a tour! exclaimed Maxton, in surprise.

An lave all the goold! cried Larry ONeil, pausing in his mastication of a tough lump of bear-steak.

Why, boy, said Captain Bunting, laying down his knife, and looking at Ned in amazement, whats put that in your head, eh?

Being somewhat tired of grubbing in the mud has put it into my head, replied Ned, smiling. The fact is, comrades, that I feel disposed for a ramble, and I dont feel bent on making a fortune. You may, perhaps, be surprised to hear such a statement, but

Not at all  by no means, interrupted Bill Jones; Im surprised at nothin in this here country. If I seed a first-rate man-o-war comin up the valley at fifteen knots, with stun-sails alow and aloft, stem on, against the wind, an carryin all before it, like nothin, I wouldnt be surprised, not a bit, so I wouldnt!

Well, perhaps not, resumed Ned; but, surprised or not, my statement is true. I dont care about making my pile in a hurry. Life was not given to us to spend it in making or digging gold; and, being quite satisfied, in the meantime, with the five or six hundred pounds of profits that fall to my share, I am resolved to make over my unfinished claim to the firm, and set out on my travels through the country. I shall buckle on my bowie-knife and revolver, and go where fancy leads me, as long as my funds last; when they are exhausted, I will return, and set to work again. Now, who will go with me?

Are you in earnest? asked Tom Collins.

In earnest! ay, that am I; never was more so in my life. Why, I feel quite ashamed of myself. Here have I been living for weeks in one of the most romantic and beautiful parts of this world, without taking more notice of it, almost, than if it did not exist. Do you think that with youth and health, and a desire to see everything that is beautiful in creation, Im going to stand all day and every day up to the knees in dirty water, scraping up little particles of gold? Not I! I mean to travel as long as I have a dollar in my pocket; when that is empty, Ill work.

Ned spoke in a half-jesting tone, but there is no doubt that he gave utterance to the real feelings of his heart. He felt none of that eager thirst for gold which burned, like a fever, in the souls of hundreds and thousands of the men who poured at that time in a continuous and ever-increasing stream into California. Gold he valued merely as a means of accomplishing present ends; he had no idea of laying it up for the future; married men, he thought, might, perhaps, with propriety, amass money for the benefit of their families, but he wasnt a married man, and didnt mean to be one, so he felt in duty bound to spend all the gold he dug out of the earth.

We do not pretend to enter into a disquisition as to the correctness or incorrectness of Neds opinions; we merely state them, leaving our reader to exercise his own reasoning powers on the subject, if so disposed.

For a few seconds after Neds last speech, no sound escaped the lips of his comrades, save those resulting from the process of mastication. At last, Tom Collins threw down his knife, and slapped his thigh energetically, as he exclaimed, Ill go with you, Ned! Ive made up my mind. Im tired of digging, too; and Im game for a ramble into the heart of the Rocky Mountains, if you like.

Bravo! Tom, cried Captain Bunting, slapping his companion on the shoulder well and bravely spoken; but youre a goose for all that, and so, saving his presence, is Commodore Ned Sinton. Why, youll just waste two months or so in profitless wandering, and return beggars to the Little Creek to begin the work all over again. Take my advice, lads  the advice of an old salt, who knows a thing or two  and remain where you are till we have worked out all the gold hereabouts. After that you may talk of shifting.

Youre a very sour old salt to endeavour to damp our spirits in that way at the outset, but it wont do; my mind is made up, and Im glad to find that there is at least one of the party who is strong enough to break these golden chains.

Faix I comed here for goold, an I stop here for the same raison, remarked Larry, scraping the last morsels from the bottom of the kettle with an iron spoon; Ive thravelled more nor enough in me day, so I can affoord to stop at home now.

Get out, you renegade! do you call this home? cried Ned.

Tis all thats of it at present, anyhow.

When shall we start? inquired Tom Collins.

To-morrow. We have few preparations to make, and the sooner we go the better; for when the rainy season sets in, our journeying will be stopped perforce. I have a plan in my mind which I shall detail to you after we retire to rest. Meanwhile Ill go and improve my bed, which has been so uncomfortable for some nights past that my very bones are aching.

Ned rose, took up an axe, and, going into the bush in rear of the tent, cut down a young pine-tree, the tender shoots and branches of which he stripped off and strewed thickly on the ground on which he was wont to sleep; over these he spread two thick blankets, and on this simple but springy and comfortable couch he and Tom Coffins lay down side by side to talk over their future plans, while their comrades snored around them.

Daylight found them still talking; so, pausing by mutual consent, they snatched an hours repose before commencing the needful preparations for their contemplated journey.




Chapter Sixteen.

Ned and Tom take to Wandering  Philosophical Speculations  A Startling Apparition  The Digger Indians  Water boiled in a Basket  The Gloomy Pass  The Attack by Robbers  The Fight  A Surprise  The Encampment.

Change is one of the laws of nature. We refer not to small-change, reader, but to physical, material change. Everything is given to change; men, and things, and place, and circumstances, all change, more or less, as time rolls on in its endless course. Following, then, this inevitable law of nature, we, too, will change the scene, and convey our reader deeper in among the plains and mountains of the far, far west.

It is a beautiful evening in July. The hot season has not yet succeeded in burning up all nature into a dry russet-brown. The whole face of the country is green and fresh after a recent shower, which has left myriads of diamond-drops trembling from the point of every leaf and blade. A wide valley, of a noble park-like appearance, is spread out before us, with scattered groups of trees all over it, blue mountain-ranges in the far distance circling round it, and a bright stream winding down its emerald breast. On the hill-sides the wild-flowers grow so thickly that they form a soft, thick couch to lie upon, immense trees, chiefly pines and cedars, rise here and there like giants above their fellows. Oaks, too, are numerous, and the scene in many places is covered with mansanita underwood, a graceful and beautiful shrub. The trees and shrubbery, however, are not so thickly planted as to intercept the view, and the ground undulates so much that occasionally we overtop them, and obtain a glimpse of the wide vale before us. Over the whole landscape there is a golden sunny haze, that enriches while it softens every object, and the balmy atmosphere is laden with the sweet perfume called forth by the passing shower.

One might fancy Eden to have been somewhat similar to this, and here, as there, the presence of the Lord might be recognised in a higher degree than in most other parts of this earth, for, in this almost untrodden wilderness, His pre-eminently beautiful works have not yet to any great extent been marred by the hand of man.

Far away towards the north, two horsemen may be seen wending their way through the country at a slow, ambling pace, as if they would fain prolong their ride in such a lovely vale. The one is Ned Sinton, the other Tom Collins.

It had cost these worthies a week of steady riding to reach the spot on which we now find them, during which time they had passed through great varieties of scenery, had seen many specimens of digging-life, and had experienced not a few vicissitudes; but their griefs were few and slight compared with their enjoyments, and, at the moment we overtake them, they were riding they knew not and they cared not whither! Sufficient for them to know that the wilds before them were illimitable; that their steeds were of the best and fleetest Mexican breed; that their purses were well-lined with dollars and gold-dust; that they were armed with rifles, pistols, knives, and ammunition, to the teeth; and that the land was swarming with game.

Tis a perfect paradise! exclaimed Tom Collins, as they reined up on the brow of a hill to gaze at the magnificent prospect before them.

Strange, murmured Ned, half soliloquising, that, although so wild and uncultivated, it should remind me so forcibly of home. Yonder bend in the stream, and the scenery round it, is so like to the spot where I was born, and where I spent my earliest years, that I can almost fancy the old house will come into view at the next turn.

It does indeed remind one of the cultivated parks of England, replied Tom; but almost all my early associations are connected with cities. I have seen little of uncontaminated nature all my life, except the blue sky through chimney tops, and even that was seen through a medium of smoke.

Do you know, remarked Ned, as they resumed their journey at a slow pace, it has always seemed to me that cities are unnatural monstrosities, and that there should be no such things!

Indeed, replied Tom, laughing; how, then, would you have men to live?

In the country, of course, in cottages and detached houses. I would sow London, Liverpool, Manchester, etcetera, broadcast over the land, so that there would be no spot in Britain in which there were not clusters of human dwellings, each with its little garden around it, and yet no spot on which a city could be found.

Hum, rather awkward for the transaction of business, I fear, suggested Tom.

Not a bit; our distances would be greater, but we could overcome that difficulty by using horses more than we do  and railroads.

And how would you manage with huge manufactories? inquired Tom.

Ive not been able to solve that difficulty yet, replied Ned, smiling; but my not being able to point out how things may be put right, does not, in the least degree, alter the fact that, as they are at present, they are wrong.

Most true, my sagacious friend, said Tom; but, pray, how do you prove the fact that things are wrong?

I prove it thus:  You admit, I suppose, that the air of all large cities is unhealthy, as compared with that of the country, and that men and women who dwell in cities are neither so robust nor so healthy as those who dwell in country places?

Im not sure that I do admit it, answered Tom.

Surely you dont deny that people of the cities deem it a necessary of life to get off to the country at least once a year, in order to recruit, and that they invariably return better in health than when they left?

True; but that is the result of change.

Ay, added Ned, the result of change from worse to better.

Well, I admit it for the sake of argument.

Well, then, if the building of cities necessarily and inevitably creates a condition of atmosphere which is, to some extent, no matter how slight, prejudicial to health, those who build them and dwell in them are knowingly damaging the life which has been given them to be cherished and taken care of.

Ned, said Tom, quietly, youre a goose!

Tom, retorted Ned, I know it; but, in the sense in which you apply the term, all men are geese. They are divided into two classes  namely, geese who are such because they cant and wont listen to reason, and geese who are such because they take the trouble to talk philosophically to the former; but to return from this digression, what think you of the argument?

Tom replied by reining up his steed, pointing to an object in front, and inquiring, What think you of that?

The object referred to was a man, but, in appearance at least, he was not many degrees removed from the monkey. He was a black, squat, hideous-looking native, and his whole costume, besides the little strip of cloth usually worn by natives round the loins, consisted of a black silk hat and a pair of Wellington boots!

Dear reader, do not suppose that I am trying to impose upon your good-natured credulity. What I state is a fact, however unlikely it may appear in your eyes.

The natives of this part of the country are called digger Indians, not with reference to gold-digging, but from the fact of their digging subterranean dwellings, in which they pass the winter, and also from the fact that they grub in the earth a good deal for roots, on which they partly subsist. They are degraded, miserable creatures, and altogether uncivilised, besides being diminutive in stature.

Soon after the first flood of gold-hunters swept over their lands these poor creatures learned the value of gold, but they were too lazy to work diligently for it. They contented themselves with washing out enough to purchase a few articles of luxury, in the shape of cast-off apparel, from the white men. When stores began to be erected here and there throughout the country, they visited them to purchase fresh provisions and articles of dress, of which latter they soon became passionately fond.

But the digger Indians were not particular as to style or fashion  glitter and gay colour were the chief elements of attraction. Sometimes a naked savage might be seen going about with a second-hand dress-coat put on the wrong way, and buttoned up the back. Another would content himself with a red silk handkerchief tied round his head or shoulders. A third would thrust his spindle-shanks through the arms of a sleeved vest, and button the body round his loins; while a fourth, like the one now under consideration, would parade about in a hat and boots.

The poor digger had drawn the right boot on the left foot, and the left boot on the right  a matter of little moment, however, as they were immensely too large for him, as was also the hat, which only remained on his brows by being placed very much back on the head. He was a most singular being, and Ned and Tom, after the first glance of astonishment, were so un-mannered as to laugh at him until they almost fell off their horses. The digger was by no means disconcerted. He evidently was accustomed to the free and easy manners of white men, and while they rolled in their saddles, he stood quietly beside them, grinning hideously from ear to ear.

Truly, a rare specimen of humanity, cried Ned, when he recovered his composure. Where did you come from, old boy?

The digger shook his head, and uttered some unintelligible words.

Its of no use speaking to him; he dont understand English, said Tom Collins, with a somewhat puzzled expression.

The two friends made several attempts to ask him, by signs, where he lived, but they utterly failed. Their first efforts had the effect of making the man laugh, but their second attempts, being more energetic and extravagant, frightened him so that he manifested a disposition to run away. This disposition they purposely encouraged until he fairly took to his heels, and, by following him, they at last came upon the village in which his tribe resided.

Here they found an immense assemblage of men, and women, and children, whose appearance denoted dirtiness, laziness, and poverty. They were almost all in a state bordering on nudity, but a few of them wore miscellaneous portions of European apparel. The hair of the men was long, except on the forehead, where it was cut square, just above the eyebrows. The children wore no clothes at all. The infants were carried on stiff cradles, similar to those used by North American Indians. They all resided in tents, made of brushwood and sticks, and hundreds of mangy, half-starved curs dwelt along with them.

The hero of the hat and boots was soon propitiated by the gift of a few inches of tobacco, and Ned Sinton and Tom Collins were quickly on intimate terms with the whole tribe.

It is difficult to resist the tendency to laugh when a human being stands before you in a ludicrously-meagre costume, making hideous grimaces with his features, and remarkable contortions with his limbs, in the vain efforts to make himself understood by one who does not speak his language! Neds powers of endurance were tested in this way by the chief of the tribe, an elderly man with a beard so sparse that each stumpy hair might have been easily counted.

This individual was clad in the rough, ragged blue coat usually worn by Irish labourers of the poorest class. It was donned with the tails in front; and two brass buttons, the last survivors of a once glittering double row, fastened it across the back of its savage owner.

What can he mean? said Ned, at the close of a series of pantomimic speeches, in which the Indian vainly endeavoured to get him to understand something having reference to the mountains beyond, for he pointed repeatedly towards them.

It seems to me that he would have us understand, said Tom, that the road lies before us, and the sooner we take ourselves off the better.

Ned shook his head. I dont think that likely; he seems rather to wish us to remain; more than once he has pointed to his tent, and beckoned us to enter.

Perhaps the old fellow wants us to become members of his tribe, suggested Tom. Evidently he cannot lead his braves on the war-path as he was wont to do, and he wishes to make you chief in his room. What think you? Shall we remain? The blue coat would suit you admirably.

During this colloquy the old savage looked from one speaker to another with great eagerness, as if trying to comprehend what they said, then, renewing his gesticulations, he succeeded at last in convincing the travellers that he wished them not to pursue their journey any further in the direction in which they were going. This was a request with which they did not, however, feel disposed to comply; but seeing that he was particularly anxious that they should accept of his hospitality, they dismounted, and, fastening their horses to a tree close beside the opening of the chiefs hut, they entered.

The inside of this curious bee-hive of a dwelling was dirty and dark, besides being half-full of smoke, created by the pipe of a squaw  the old mans wife  who regaled herself there with the soothing weed. There were several dogs there also, and two particularly small infants in wooden cradles, who were tied up like mummies, and did nothing but stare right before them into space.

Whats that? inquired Tom, pointing to a basketful of smoking water.

It looks like a basket, replied Ned.

It is a basket, remarked Tom, examining the article in question, and, as I live, superb soup in it.

Tom, said Ned Sinton, solemnly, have a care; if it is soup, depend upon it, dogs or rats form the basis of its composition.

Ned, said Tom, with equal solemnity, eat, and ask no questions.

Tom followed his own advice by accepting a dish of soup, with a large lump of meat in it, which was at that moment offered to him by the old chief who also urged Ned Sinton to partake; but he declined, and, lighting his pipe, proceeded to enjoy a smoke, at the same time handing the old man a plug of tobacco, which he accepted promptly, and began to use forthwith.

While thus engaged, they had an opportunity of observing how the squaw boiled water in a basket. Laying aside her pipe, she hauled out a goody-sized and very neatly-made basket of wicker-work, so closely woven by her own ingenious hands, that it was perfectly water-tight; this she three-quarters filled, and then put into it red-hot stones, which she brought in from a fire kindled outside. The stones were thrown in in succession, till the temperature was raised to the boiling point, and afterwards a little dead animal was put into the basket.

The sight of this caused Tom Collins to terminate his meal somewhat abruptly, and induced Ned to advise him to try a little more.

No, thank you, replied Tom, lighting his pipe hastily, and taking up a bow and several arrows, which he appeared to regard with more than usual interest. The bow was beautifully made;  rather short, and tipped with horn.

The arrows were formed of two distinct pieces of wood spliced together, and were shod with flint; they were feathered in the usual way. All the articles manufactured by these natives were neatly done, and evinced considerable skill in the use of their few and simple tools.

After resting half-an-hour, the two friends rose to depart, and again the old Indian manifested much anxiety to prevail on them to remain; but resisting all his entreaties, they mounted their horses and rode away, carrying with them the good wishes of the community, by the courtesy of their manners, and a somewhat liberal distribution of tobacco at parting.

The country through which they passed became wilder at every step, for each hour brought them visibly nearer the mountain-range, and towards night-fall they entered one of the smaller passes or ravines that divided the lower range of hills at which they first arrived. Here a rugged precipice, from which projected pendent rocks and scrubby trees, rose abruptly on the right of the road, and a dense thicket of underwood, mingled with huge masses of fallen rock, lay on their left. We use the word road advisedly, for the broad highway of the flowering plains, over which the horsemen had just passed, narrowed at this spot as it entered the ravine, and was a pretty-well-defined path, over which parties of diggers and wandering Indians occasionally passed.

Does not this wild spot remind you of the nursery tales we used to read? said Ned, as they entered the somewhat gloomy defile, which used to begin, Once upon a time

Hist, Ned, is that a grizzly?

Both riders drew up abruptly, and grasped their rifles.

I hear nothing, whispered Ned.

It must have been imagination, said Tom, throwing his rifle carelessly over his left arm, as they again advanced. The gloom of the locality, which was deepened by the rapidly-gathering shades of night, quieted their spirits, and induced them to ride on in silence. About fifty yards further on, the rustling in the bushes was again heard, and both travellers pulled up and listened intently.

Pshaw! cried Ned, at last, urging his horse forward, and throwing his piece on his shoulder, we are starting at the rustling of the night wind; come, come, Tom, dont let us indulge superstitious feelings

At that moment there was a crash in the bushes on both sides of them, and their horses reared wildly, as four men rushed upon them. Before their steeds became manageable, they were each seized by a leg, and hurled from their saddles. In the fall, their rifles were thrown out of their grasp into the bushes; but this mattered little, for in a close struggle pistols are better weapons. Seizing their revolvers, Ned and Tom instantly sprang up, and fired at their assailants, but without effect, both being so much shaken by their fall. The robbers returned the fire, also without effect. In the scuffle, Ned was separated from his friend, and only knew that he maintained the fight manfully, from the occasional shots that were fired near him. His whole attention, however, had to be concentrated on the two stalwart ruffians with whom he was engaged.

Five or six shots were fired at a few yards distance, quick as lightning, yet, strange to say, all missed. Then the taller of the two opposed to Ned, hurled his revolver full in his face, and rushed at him. The pistol struck Ned on the chest, and almost felled him, but he retained his position, and met the highwayman with a well-directed blow of his fist right between the eyes. Both went down, under the impetus of the rush, and the second robber immediately sprang upon Ned, and seized him by the throat. But he little knew the strength of the man with whom he had to deal. Our hero caught him in the iron grasp of his right hand, while, with his left, he hurled aside the almost inanimate form of his first assailant; then, throwing the other on his back, he placed his knee on his chest, and drew his bowie-knife.

Even in the terrible passion of mortal combat, Ned shuddered at the thought of slaying a helpless opponent. He threw the knife aside, and struck the man violently with his fist on the forehead, and then sprang up to rescue Tom who, although he had succeeded at the outset in felling one of the robbers with the butt of his pistol, was still engaged in doubtful strife with a man of great size and power. When Ned came up, the two were down on their knees, each grasping the others wrist in order to prevent their bowie-knives from being used. Their struggles were terrible; for each knew that the first who freed his right hand would instantly take the others life. Ned settled the matter, however, by again using his fist, which he applied so promptly to the back of the robbers neck, that he dropped as if he had been shot.

Thank you  God bless you, Ned, gasped Tom, as soon as he recovered breath; you have saved my life, for certainly I could not have held out a minute longer. The villain has all but broken my right arm.

Never mind, cried Ned, stooping down, and turning the stunned robber over on his face, give me a hand, boy; we must not let the fellows recover and find themselves free to begin the work over again. Take that fellows neckcloth and tie his hands behind his back.

Tom obeyed at once, and in a few minutes the four highwaymen were bound hand and foot, and laid at the side of the road.

Now, said Ned, we must push on to the nearest settlement hot-haste, and bring a party out to escort  Halloo! Tom, are you wounded?

Not badly  a mere cut on the head.

Why, your face is all covered with blood!

Its only in consequence of my wiping it with a bloody handkerchief, then; but you can examine, and satisfy yourself.

The wound is but slight, I see, rejoined Ned, after a brief manipulation of Toms skull; now, then, let us away.

Well have to catch our horses first, and that wont be an easy matter.

Tom was right. It cost them half-an-hour to secure them and recover their rifles and other arms, which had been scattered over the field of battle. On returning to the spot where the robbers lay, they found them all partially recovered, and struggling violently to free themselves. Three of them failed even to slacken their bonds, but the fourth, the powerful man who had nearly overcome Tom Collins, had well-nigh freed his hands when his captors came up.

Lie quiet, said Ned, in a low tone, if you dont want the butt of my rifle on your skull.

The man lay down instantly.

Tom, go and cut a stake six feet long, and Ill watch these fellows till you come back.

The stake was soon brought and lashed to the robbers back in such a manner that he was rendered utterly powerless. The others were secured in a similar manner, and then the two travellers rode forward at a gallop.

For nearly an hour they continued to advance without speaking or drawing rein. At the end of that time, while sweeping round the jutting base of a precipitous rock, they almost ran into a band of horsemen who were trotting briskly towards them. Both parties halted, and threw forward their rifles, or drew their revolvers for instant use, gazing at each other the while in silent surprise at the suddenness of their meeting.

Give in, ye villains, at last shouted a stern voice, or well blow ye out o the saddle. Youve no chance; down your arms, I say.

Not until I know what right you have to command us, replied Ned, somewhat nettled at the overbearing tone of his opponent. We are peaceable travellers, desiring to hurt no one; but if we were not, surely so large a party need not be afraid. We dont intend to run away, still less do we intend to dispute your passage.

The strangers lowered their fire-arms, as if half-ashamed at being surprised into a state of alarm by two men.

Who said we were afraid, young man? continued the first speaker, riding up with his comrades, and eyeing the travellers narrowly. Where have you come from, and how comes it that your clothes are torn, and your faces covered with blood?

The party of horsemen edged forward, as he spoke, in such a manner as to surround the two friends, but Ned, although he observed the movement, was unconcerned, as, from the looks of the party, he felt certain they were good men and true.

You are a close interrogator for a stranger, he replied. Perhaps you will inform me where you have come from, and what is your errand in these lonesome places at this hour of the night?

Ill tell ye wot it is, stranger, answered another of the party  a big, insolent sort of fellow were out after a band o scoundrels that have infested them parts for a long time, an it strikes me you know more about them than we do.

Perhaps you are right, answered Ned.

Mayhap theyre not very, far off from where were standin, continued the man, laying his hand on Tom Collinss shoulder. Tom gave him a look that induced him to remove the hand.

Right again, rejoined Ned, with a smile. I know where the villains are, and Ill lead you to them in an hour, if you choose to follow me.

The men looked at each other in surprise.

Youll not object to some o us ridin before, an some behind ye! said the second speaker, jist by way o preventin yer hosses from runnin away; they looks a little skeary.

By no means, answered Ned, lead on; but keep off the edge of the track till I call a halt.

Why so, stranger?

Never mind, but do as I bid you.

The tone in which this was said effectually silenced the man, and during the ride no further questions were asked. About a quarter-of-an-hour afterwards the moon rose, and they advanced at such a rapid pace that in a short time they were close upon the spot where the battle had taken place. Just before reaching it Ned called a halt, and directed the party to dismount and follow him on foot. Although a good deal surprised, they obeyed without question; for our hero possessed, in an eminent degree, the power of constituting himself a leader among those with whom he chanced to come into contact.

Fastening his horse to a tree, Ned led the men forward a hundred yards.

Are these the men you search for! he inquired.

They are, sir, exclaimed one of the party, in surprise, as he stooped to examine the features of the robbers, who lay where they had been left.

Halloo! exclaimed Tom Collins, I say, the biggest fellows gone! Didnt we lay him hereabouts?

Eh! dear me, yes; why, this is the very spot, I do believe

All further remarks were checked at that moment by the sound of horses hoofs approaching, and, almost before any one could turn round, a horseman came thundering down the pass at full gallop. Uttering a savage laugh of derision, he discharged his pistol full into the centre of the knot of men as he passed, and, in another moment, was out of sight. Several of the onlookers had presence of mind enough to draw their pistols and fire at the retreating figure, but apparently without effect.

Its him! cried Tom Collins; and hes mounted on your horse, Ned.

After him, lads! shouted Ned, as he ran back towards the place where the horses were fastened. Whose is the best horse?

Hold on, stranger, said one of the men, as he ran up to Ned, ye may save yer wind. None o the horses can overtake your one, I guess. I was lookin at him as we came along. It would only be losin time for nothin, an hes miles ahead by this time.

Ned Sinton felt that the mans remarks were too true, so he returned to the spot where the remaining robbers lay, and found that the miners had cut their fastenings, and were busily engaged in rebinding their hands behind them, preparatory to carrying them back to their settlement. It was discovered that the lashings of one of the men had been partly severed with a knife, and, as he could not have done it himself, it was plain that the robber who had escaped must have done it, and that the opportune arrival of the party had prevented him from accomplishing his purpose. How the man had broken his own bonds was a mystery that could not now be solved, but it was conjectured they must have been too weak, and that he had burst them by main strength.

Another discovery was now made, namely, that one of the three robbers secured was no other than Black Jim himself; the darkness of the night had prevented Ned and Tom from making this discovery during the fight.

In less time than we have taken to describe it, the robbers were secured, and each was mounted behind one of his captors.

Aint you goin with us? inquired one of the men, observing that Ned Sinton stood leaning on his rifle, as if he meant to remain behind.

No, answered Ned; my companion and I have travelled far to-day, besides fighting a somewhat tough battle; we mean to camp here for the night, and shall proceed to your settlement to-morrow.

The men endeavoured to dissuade them from their purpose, but they were both fatigued, and persisted in their determination. The impression they had made, however, on their new friends was so favourable, that one of their number, a Yankee, offered the loan of his horse to Ned, an offer which the latter accepted thankfully, promising to return it safe and sound early on the following day. Five minutes later the sound of the retreating hoofs died away, and the travellers stood silently side by side in the gloomy ravine.

For a few minutes neither spoke; then Ned heaved a sigh, and, looking in his companions face with a serio-comically-sad expression, said:

It may not, perhaps, have occurred to you, Tom, but are you aware that we are a couple of beggars?

If you use the term in its slang sense, and mean to insinuate that we are a couple of unfortunate beggars, I agree with you.

Well, Ive no objection, rejoined Ned, to your taking my words in that sense; but I mean to say that, over and above that, we are real, veritable, bona fide beggars, inasmuch as we have not a sixpence in the world.

Tom Collinss visage grew exceedingly long.

Our united purse, pursued Ned, hung, as you are aware, at my saddle-bow, and yon unmitigated villain who appropriated my good steed, is now in possession of all our hard-earned gold!

Toms countenance became preternaturally grave, but he did not venture to speak.

Now, continued Ned, forcing a smile, there is nothing for it but to make for the nearest diggings, commence work again, and postpone our travels to a future and more convenient season. We may laugh at it as we please, my dear fellow, but theres no denying that we are in what the Yankees would call an oncommon fix.

Neds remark as to laughing at it, was altogether uncalled for and inappropriate, for his own smile might have been more correctly termed a grin, and nothing was further from Tom Collinss thoughts at that moment than laughing.

Are the victuals gone too? inquired Ned, hastily.

Both turned their eyes towards Tom Collinss horse, which grazed hard by, and both heaved a sigh of relief on observing that the saddle-bags were safe. This was a small drop of comfort in their otherwise bitter cup, and they made the most of it. Each, as if by a common impulse, pretending that he cared very little about the matter, and assuming that the other stood in need of being cheered and comforted, went about the preparations for encamping with a degree of reckless joviality that insensibly raised their spirits, not only up to but considerably above the natural level; and when at last they had spread out their viands, and lighted their fire and their pipes, they were, according to Toms assertion, happy as kings.

The choosing of a spot to encamp on formed the subject of an amicable dispute.

I recommend the level turf under this oak, said Ned, pointing to a huge old tree, whose gnarled limbs covered a wide space of level sward.

Its too low, objected Tom, (Tom could always object  a quality which, while it acted like an agreeable dash of cayenne thrown into the conversation of some of his friends, proved to be sparks applied to gunpowder in that of others;) its too low, and, doubtless, moist. I think that yonder pine, with its spreading branches and sweet-smelling cones, and carpet of moss below, is a much more fitting spot.

Now, who is to decide the question if I dont give in, Tom? For I assume, of course, that you will never give in.

At that moment an accident occurred which decided the question for them. It frequently happens that some of the huge, heavy branches of the oaks in America become so thoroughly dried and brittle by the intense heat of summer, that they snap off without a moments warning, often when there is not a breath of air sufficient to stir a leaf. This propensity is so well-known to Californian travellers that they are somewhat careful in selecting their camping ground, yet, despite all their care, an occasional life is lost by the falling of such branches.

An event of this kind occurred at the present time. The words had barely passed Neds lips, when a large limb of the oak beside which they stood snapt off with a loud report, and fell with a crash to the ground.

That settles it, said Tom, somewhat seriously, as he led his horse towards the pine-tree, and proceeded to spread his blanket beneath its branches.

In a few minutes the bright flame of their camp-fire threw a lurid glare on the trees and projecting cliffs of the wild pass, while they cooked and ate their frugal meal of jerked beef and biscuit. They conversed little during the repast or after it, for drowsiness began to steal over them, and it was not long before they laid their heads, side by side, on their saddles, and murmuring Good-night, forgot their troubles in the embrace of deep, refreshing slumber.




Chapter Seventeen.

A Curious and Valuable Draught  Lynch Law applied  Black Jims Confession  Ned becomes a Painter, and finds the Profession Profitable as well as Amusing  The First Portrait.

Next morning the travellers were up and away by daybreak, and in the afternoon they came upon a solitary miner who was prospecting in a gulch near the road-side.

This word gulch is applied to the peculiarly abrupt, short ravines, which are a characteristic feature in Californian more than in any other mountains. The weather was exceedingly hot, and the man took off his cap and wiped his streaming brow as he looked at the travellers who approached him.

Ha! youve got water there, I see, cried Tom Collins, leaping off his horse, seizing a cup which stood on the ground full of clear water, and draining it eagerly.

Stop! cried the man, quickly.

Why! inquired Tom, smacking his lips.

The miner took the empty cup and gazed inquiringly into it.

Humph! youve drunk it, every grain.

Drop, you mean, suggested Tom, laughing at the mans expression; of course I have, and why not? Theres plenty more of the same tap here.

Oh, I wouldnt mind the water, replied the man, if ye had only left the gold-dust behind, but youve finished that too.

You dont mean it! gasped Tom, while the questions flashed across his mind  Is gold-dust poison? And if not, is it digestible? How  how much have I swallowed?

Only about two dollars  it dont signify, answered the man, joining in the burst of laughter to which Ned and Tom gave way on this announcement.

Im afraid we must owe you the sum, then, said Ned, recovering his composure, for we have only one dollar left, having been robbed last night; but as we mean to work in this neighbourhood, I dare say you will trust us.

The man agreed to this, and having directed the travellers to the settlement of Weaver Creek, resumed his work, while they proceeded on their way. Toms digestion did not suffer in consequence of his golden draught, and we may here remark, for the benefit of the curious, that he never afterwards experienced any evil effects from it. We may further add, that he did not forget to discharge the debt.

After half-an-hours ride they came in sight of a few straggling diggers, from whom they learned that the settlement, or village, or town of Weaver Creek was about two miles further on, and in a quarter of an hour they reached it.

The spot on which it stood was wild and romantic, embosomed among lofty wooded hills, whose sides were indented by many a rich ravine, and seamed by many a brawling water-course. Here digging was, as the miners have it, in full blast. Pick, and shovel, and cradle, and long-tom, and prospecting-pan  all were being plied with the utmost energy and with unwearied perseverance. The whole valley was cut up and converted into a net-work of holes and mud-heaps, and the mountain slopes were covered with the cabins, huts, and canvas tents of the miners.

About the centre of the settlement, which was a very scattered one, stood a log-house or cabin, of somewhat larger dimensions than the generality of those around it. This was the grand hotel, restaurant, and gambling-house of the place, besides being the scene of the trials and executions that occasionally took place. Some such work was going forward when our travellers rode up, for the area in front of the hotel was covered with a large concourse of miners.

I suspect they are about to try the poor wretches who attacked us last night, said Ned, dismounting at the door of the house.

He had scarcely spoken, when a couple of men ran towards them.

Here you are, strangers, they cried, come along and bear witness agin them blackguards; theyre just about to be strung up. Well look after your horses.

The duty was a disagreeable one, but it could not be avoided, so Ned and Tom suffered themselves to be led into the centre of the ring where the three culprits were standing already pinioned, and with the ropes round their necks. For a short time silence was obtained while Ned stated the circumstances of the robbery, and also the facts regarding the murder of which Black Jim had been previously found guilty. Then there was a general shout of String em up! Up wi the varmints! and such phrases; but a short respite was granted in consequence of Black Jim expressing a desire to speak with Ned Sinton.

What have you to say to me? inquired Ned, in a low tone, as he walked close up to the wretched man, who, although his minutes on earth were numbered, looked as if he were absolutely indifferent to his fate.

Ive only to say, answered the culprit, sternly, that of all the people I leaves behind me in this world theres but one I wish I hadnt bin bad to, and thats Kate Morgan. You know something of her, though youve never seen her  I know that. Tell her I  no, tell her shell find the gold I robbed her of at the foot o the pine-tree behind the tent shes livin in jist now. An tell her that her little sisters not dead, though she dont believe me. I took the child to

Come, come, ha done wi yer whisperin, cried several of the bystanders, who were becoming impatient of delay.

Have patience, said Ned, raising his hand. The man is telling me something of importance.

Ive done, growled Black Jim, scowling on the crowd with a look of hate; I wish I hadnt said so much.

The rope was tightened as he spoke, and Ned, turning abruptly on his heel, hurried away with his friend from the spot just as the three robbers were run up and suspended from the branch of the tree, beneath and around which the crowd stood.

Entering the inn, and seating themselves in a retired corner of the crowded gambling-room, Ned and Tom proceeded to discuss their present prospects and future plans in a frame of mind that was by no means enviable. They were several hundreds of miles distant from the scene of their first home at the diggings, without a dollar in their pockets, and only a horse between them. With the exception of the clothes on their backs, and Neds portfolio of drawing materials, which he always carried slung across his shoulder, they had nothing else in the world. Their first and most urgent necessity was supper, in order to procure which it behoved them to sell Toms horse. This was easily done, as, on application to the landlord, they were directed to a trader who was on the point of setting out on an expedition to Sacramento city, and who readily purchased the horse for less than half its value.

Being thus put in possession of funds sufficient at least for a few days, they sat down to supper with relieved minds, and afterwards went out to stroll about the settlement, and take a look at the various diggings. The miners here worked chiefly at the bars or sand-banks thrown up in various places by the river which coursed through their valley; but the labour was severe, and the return not sufficient to attract impatient and sanguine miners, although quite remunerative enough to those who wrought with steady perseverance. The district had been well worked, and many of the miners were out prospecting for new fields of labour. A few companies had been formed, and these, by united action and with the aid of long-toms, were well rewarded, but single diggers and pan-washers were beginning to become disheartened.

Our prospects are not bright, observed Tom, sitting down on a rock close to the hut of a Yankee who was delving busily in a hole hard by.

True, answered Ned, in one sense they are not bright, but in another sense they are, for I never yet, in all my travels, beheld so beautiful and bright a prospect of land and water as we have from this spot. Just look at it, Tom; forget your golden dreams for a little, if you can, and look abroad upon the splendid face of nature.

Neds eye brightened as he spoke, for his love and admiration of the beauties and charms of nature amounted almost to a passion. Tom, also, was a sincere admirer of lovely, and especially of wild, scenery, although he did not express his feelings so enthusiastically.

Have you got your colours with you? he inquired.

I have; and if you have patience enough to sit here for half-an-hour Ill sketch it. If not, take a stroll, and youll find me here when you return.

I can admire nature for even longer than that period, but I cannot consent to watch a sketcher of nature even for five minutes, so Ill take a stroll.

In a few minutes Ned, with book on knee and pencil in hand, was busily engaged in transferring the scene to paper, oblivious of gold, and prospects, and everything else, and utterly ignorant of the fact that the Yankee digger, having become curious as to what the stranger could be about, had quitted his hole, and now stood behind him quietly looking over his shoulder.

The sketch was a very beautiful one, for, in addition to the varied character of the scenery and the noble background of the Sierra Nevada, which here presented some of its wildest and most fantastic outlines, the half-ruined hut of the Yankee, with the tools and other articles scattered around it, formed a picturesque foreground. We have elsewhere remarked that our hero was a good draughtsman. In particular, he had a fine eye for colour, and always, when possible, made coloured sketches during his travels in California. On the present occasion, the rich warm glow of sunset was admirably given, and the Yankee stood gazing at the work, transfixed with amazement and delight. Ned first became aware of his proximity by the somewhat startling exclamation, uttered close to his ear  

Wall, stranger, you air a screamer, thats a fact!

I presume you mean that for a compliment, said Ned, looking up with a smile at the tall, wiry, sun-burnt, red-flannel-shirted, straw-hatted creature that leaned on his pick-axe beside him.

No, I dont; I aint used to butter nobody. I guess youve bin raised to that sort o thing?

No, I merely practise it as an amateur, answered Ned, resuming his work.

Now, that is curous, continued the Yankee; an Im kinder sorry to heart, for if ye was purfessional Id give ye an order.

Ned almost laughed outright at this remark, but he checked himself as the idea flashed across him that he might perhaps make his pencil useful in present circumstances.

Im not professional as yet, he said, gravely; but I have no objection to become so if art is encouraged in these diggings.

I guess it will be, if you shew yer work. Now, whatll ye ax for that bit!

This was a home question, and a poser, for Ned had not the least idea of what sum he ought to ask for his work, and at the same time he had a strong antipathy to that species of haggling, which is usually prefaced by the seller, with the reply, Whatll ye give? There was no other means, however, of ascertaining the market-value of his sketch, so he put the objectionable question.

Ill give ye twenty dollars, slick off.

Very good, replied Ned, it shall be yours in ten minutes.

An I say, stranger, continued the Yankee, while Ned put the finishing touches to his work, will ye do the inside o my hut for the same money?

I will, replied Ned.

The Yankee paused for a few seconds, and then added  

Id like to git myself throwd into the bargain, but I guess yell ask more for that.

No, I wont; Ill do it for the same sum.

Thankee; thats all square. Ye see, Ive got a mother in Ohio State, an shed give her ears for any scrap of a thing o me or my new home; an if yell git em both fixed off by the day arter to-morrow, Ill send em down to Sacramento by Sam Scott, the trader. Ill rig out and fix up the hut to-morrow mornin, so if ye come by breakfast-time Ill be ready.

Ned promised to be there at the appointed hour, as he rose and handed him the sketch, which the man, having paid the stipulated sum, carried away to his hut with evident delight.

Halloo, I say, cried Ned.

Wall? answered the Yankee, stopping with a look of concern, as if he feared the artist had repented of his bargain.

Mind you tell no one my prices, for, you see, Ive not had time to consider about them yet.

All right; mums the word, replied the man, vanishing into his little cabin just as Tom Collins returned from his ramble.

Halloo, Ned, whats that I hear about prices? I hope youre not offering to speculate in half-finished holes, or anything of that sort, eh?

Sit down here, my boy, and Ill tell you all about it.

Tom obeyed, and, with a half-surprised and more than half-amused expression, listened to his companions narration of the scene that had just taken place, and of the plan which he had formed in his mind. This plan was carried out the following day.

By daybreak Ned was up preparing his drawing materials; then he and Tom breakfasted at the table dhôte, after which the latter went to hunt for a suitable log-hut in which to carry on their joint labours, while the former proceeded to fulfil his engagement. Their nights lodging and breakfast made a terribly large gap in their slender fortune, for prices at the time happened to be enormously high, in consequence of expected supplies failing to arrive at the usual time. The bill at the hotel was ten dollars a day per man; and provisions of all kinds were so dear, that the daily earnings of the miners barely sufficed to find them in the necessaries of life. It therefore behoved our friends to obtain a private dwelling and remunerative work as fast as possible.

On reaching the little log-hut, Ned found the Yankee ready to receive him. He wore a clean new red-flannel shirt, with a blue silk kerchief round the throat; a broad-brimmed straw hat, corduroys, and fishermans long boots. To judge from his gait, and the self-satisfied expression of his bronzed countenance, he was not a little proud of his personal appearance.

While Ned arranged his paper and colours, and sharpened the point of his pencil, the Yankee kept up a running commentary on men and things in general, rocking himself on a rudely-constructed chair the while, and smoking his pipe.

The hut was very small  not more than twelve feet by eight, and just high enough inside to permit of a six-foot man grazing the beams when he walked erect. But, although small, it was exceedingly comfortable. Its owner was his own architect and builder, being a jack-of-all-trades, and everything about the wooden edifice betokened the hand of a thorough workman, who cared not for appearance, but was sensitively alive to comfort. Comfort was stamped in unmistakeable characters on every article of furniture, and on every atom that entered into the composition of the Yankees hut. The logs of which it was built were undressed; they were not even barked, but those edges of them that lay together were fitted and bevelled with such nicety that the keenest and most searching blast of north wind failed to discover an entrance, and was driven baffled and shrieking from the walls. The small fire-place and chimney, composed of mud and dry grass, were rude in appearance; but they were substantial, and well calculated for the work they had to perform. The seats, of which there were four  two chairs, a bench, and a stool  were of the plainest wood, and the simplest form; but they were solid as rocks, and no complaining creak, when heavy men sat down on them, betokened bad or broken constitutions. The little table  two feet by sixteen inches  was in all respects worthy of the chairs. At one end of the hut there was a bed-place, big enough for two; it was variously termed a crib, a shelf, a tumble-in, and a bunk. Its owner called it a snoosery. This was a model of plainness and comfort. It was a mere shell about two and a half feet broad, projecting from the wall, to which it was attached on one side, the other side being supported by two wooden legs a foot high. A plank at the side, and another at the foot, in conjunction with the walls of the cottage, converted the shelf into an oblong box. But the mattress of this rude couch was formed of buffalo-skins, covered with thick, long luxurious hair; above which were spread two large green mackinaw blankets of the thickest description; and the canvas pillow-case was stuffed with the softest down, purchased from the wild-fowl of California with leaden coin, transmitted through the Yankees unerring rifle.

There was a fishing-rod in one corner, a rifle in another, a cupboard in a third; poles and spears, several unfinished axe-handles, and a small fishing-net lay upon the rafters overhead; while various miscellaneous articles of clothing, and implements for mining hung on pegs from the walls, or lay scattered about everywhere; but in the midst of apparent confusion comfort reigned supreme, for nothing was placed so as to come in ones way; everything was cleverly arranged, so as to lie close and fit in; no article or implement was superfluous; no necessary of a miners life was wanting; an air of thorough completeness invested the hut and everything about it; and in the midst of all sat the presiding genius of the place, with his long legs comfortably crossed, the tobacco wreaths circling round his lantern jaws, the broad-brimmed straw hat cocked jauntily on one side, his arms akimbo, and his rather languid black eyes gazing at Ned Sinton with an expression of comfortable self-satisfaction and assurance that was quite comforting to behold.

Wall, mister, if youre ready, I guess yed better fire away.

One second more and I shall commence, replied Ned; I beg pardon, may I ask your name?

Jefferson  Abel Jefferson to command, answered the Yankee, relighting the large clay pipe which he had just filled, and stuffing down the glowing tobacco with the end of his little finger as slowly and deliberately as though that member were a salamander. Whats yourn!

Edward Sinton. Now, Mr Jefferson, in what position do you intend to sit?

Jest as Im settin now.

Then you must sit still, at least for a few minutes at a time, because I cannot sketch you while you keep rocking so.

No! now thats a pity, for I never sits no other way when Im to home; an it would look more natral an raal like to the old ooman if I was drawd rockin. However, fire away, and sing out when ye want me to stop. Mind ye, put in the whole o me. None o yer half-lengths. I never goes in for half-lengths. I always goes the whole length, an a leetle shave more. See that ye dont forget the mole on the side o my nose. My poor dear old mother wouldnt believe it was me if the mole warnt there as big as life, with the two hairs in the middle of it. An I say, mister, mind that I hate flatterers, so dont flatter me no how.

It wouldnt be easy to do so, thought Ned, as he plied his pencil, but he did not deem it advisable to give expression to his thoughts.

Now, then, sit still for a moment, said Ned.

The Yankee instantly let the front legs of his chair come to the ground with a bang, and gazed right before him with that intensely-grave, cataleptic stare that is wont to overspread the countenances of men when they are being photographed.

Ned laughed inwardly, and proceeded with his work in silence.

I guess theres Sam at the door, said Abel Jefferson, blowing a cloud of smoke from his mouth that might have made a small cannon envious.

The door flew open as he spoke, and Sam Scott, the trader, strode into the hut. He was a tall, raw-boned man, with a good-humoured but intensely impudent expression of countenance, and tanned to a rich dark brown by constant exposure to the weather in the prosecution of his arduous calling.

Halloo! stranger, what air you up to! inquired Sam, sitting down on the bench behind Ned, and looking over his shoulder.

Ned might perhaps have replied to this question despite its unceremoniousness, had not the Yankee followed it up by spitting over his shoulder into the fire-place. As it was, he kept silence, and went on with his work.

Why I do declare, continued Sam, if you aint photogged here as small as life, mole an all, like nothin. I say, stranger, aint you a Britisher?

Sam again followed up his question with a shot at the fire-place.

Yes, answered Ned, somewhat angrily, and I am so much of a Britisher, that I positively object to your spitting past my ear.

No, you dont, do you? Now, that is curous. I do believe if you Britishers had your own way, youd not let us spit at all. What air you better than we, that you hold your heads so high, and give yourselves sich airs! thats what I want to know.

Neds disgust having subsided, he replied  

If we do hold our heads high, it is because we are straightforward, and not afraid to look any man in the face. As to giving ourselves airs, you mistake our natural reserve and dislike to obtrude ourselves upon strangers for pride; and in this respect, at least, if in no other, we are better than you  we dont spit all over each others floors and close past each others noses.

Wall, now, stranger, if you choose to be resarved, and we choose to be free-an-easy, wheres the differ? Weve a right to have our own customs, and do as we please as well as you, I guess.

Hear, hear! cried Abel Jefferson, commencing to rock himself again, and to smoke more violently than ever. What say ye to that, mister?

Only this, answered Ned, as he put the finishing touches to his sketch, that whereas we claim only the right to do to and with ourselves what we please, you Yankees claim the right to do to and with everybody, else what you please. I have no objection whatever to your spitting, but I do object to your spitting over my shoulder.

Do you? said Sam Scott, in a slightly sarcastic tone, an suppose I dont stop firin over your shoulder, what then?

Ill make you, replied Ned, waxing indignant at the mans cool impudence.

How? inquired Sam.

Ned rose and shook back the flaxen curls from his flushed face, as he replied, By opening the door and kicking you out of the hut.

He repented of the hasty expression the moment it passed his lips, so he turned to Jefferson and handed him the drawing for inspection. Sam Scott remained seated. Whether he felt that Ned was thoroughly capable of putting his threat in execution or not we cannot tell, but he evinced no feeling of anger as he continued the conversation.

I guess if you did that, youd have to fight me, and youd find me pretty smart with the bowie-knife an the revolver, either in the dark or in daylight.

Sam here referred to the custom prevalent among the Yankees in some parts of the United States of duelling with bowie-knives or with pistols in a darkened room.

And suppose, answered Ned, with a smile suppose that I refused to fight, what then?

Why, then, youd be called a coward all over the diggins, and youd have to fight to clear your character.

And suppose I didnt care a straw for being called a coward, and wouldnt attempt to clear my character?

Why, then, I guess, Id have to kick you in public till you were obligated to fight.

But suppose still further, continued Ned, assuming the air of a philosopher discussing a profoundly-abstruse point in science suppose that, being the stronger man, I should prevent you from kicking me by knocking you down, what then?

Why, then, Id be compelled to snuff you out slick off?

Sam Scott smiled as he spoke, and touched the handle of his revolver.

Which means, said Ned, that you would become a cold-blooded murderer.

So you Britishers call it.

And so Judge Lynch would call it, if I am not mistaken, which would insure your being snuffed out too, pretty effectually.

Wrong, you air, stranger, replied the trader; Judge Lynch regards affairs of honour in a very different light, I guess. I dont think hed scrag me for that.

Further investigation of this interesting topic was interrupted by Abel Jefferson, who had been gazing in wrapt admiration at the picture for at least five minutes, pronouncing the work fuss rate, emphatically.

Its jest whatll warm up the old oomans heart, like a big fire in a winter day. Wont she screech when she claps her peepers ont, an go yellin round among the neighbours, shewin the pictur o her boy Abel, an his house at the gold diggins?

The two friends commented pretty freely on the merits of the work, without the smallest consideration for the feelings of the artist. Fortunately they had nothing but good to say about it. Sam Scott, indeed, objected a little to the sketchy manner in which some of the subordinate accessories were touched in, and remarked that the two large hairs on the mole were almost invisible; but Jefferson persisted in maintaining that the work was fuss rate, and faultless.

The stipulated sum was paid; and Ned, bidding his new friends good-morning, returned to the inn, for the purpose of discussing dinner and plans with Tom Collins.




Chapter Eighteen.

Neds New Profession pays admirably  He and Tom Wax Philosophical Pat comes for a Landscape of himself  Lynch Law and the Doctors  Neds Sitters  A Yankee Swell receives a Gentle Rebuff.

The ups and downs, and the outs and ins of life are, as every one is aware, exceedingly curious,  sometimes pleasant, often the reverse, and not infrequently abrupt.

On the day of their arrival at the settlement, Ned and Tom were almost beggars; a dollar or two being all the cash they possessed, besides the gold-dust swallowed by the latter, which being, as Tom remarked, sunk money, was not available for present purposes.

One week later, they were, as Abel Jefferson expressed it, driving a roaring trade in picturs, and in the receipt of fifty dollars, or 10 pounds a day! Goods and provisions of all kinds had been suddenly thrown into the settlement by speculators, so that living became comparatively cheap; several new and profitable diggings had been discovered, in consequence of which gold became plentiful; and the result of all was that Edward Sinton, esquire, portrait and landscape painter, had more orders than he could accept, at almost any price he chose to name. Men who every Saturday came into the settlement to throw away their hard-earned gains in the gambling-houses, or to purchase provisions for the campaign of the following week, were delighted to have an opportunity of procuring their portraits, and were willing to pay any sum for them, so that, had our hero been so disposed, he could have fleeced the miners to a considerable extent. But Ned was not so disposed, either by nature or necessity. He fixed what he considered fair remunerative prices for his work, according to the tariff of the diggings, and so arranged it that he made as much per day as he would have realised had he been the fortunate possessor of one of the best claims in the neighbourhood.

Tom Collins, meanwhile, went out prospecting, and speedily discovered a spot of ground which, when wrought with the pan, turned him in twenty dollars a day. So that, in the course of a fortnight, our adventurers found themselves comparatively rich men. This was satisfactory, and Ned admitted as much one morning to Tom, as he sat on a three-legged stool in his studio  i.e. a dilapidated log-hut  preparing for a sitter, while the latter was busily engaged in concluding his morning repast of damper, pork, and beans.

Theres no doubt about it, Tom, said he, pegging a sheet of drawing-paper to a flat board, we are rapidly making our fortunes, my boy; but dyou know, Im determined to postpone that desirable event, and take to rambling again.

There you go, said Tom, somewhat testily, as he lit a cigar, and lay down on his bed to enjoy it; you are never content; I knew it wouldnt last; youre a rolling stone, and will end in being a beggar. Do you really mean to say that you intend to give up a lucrative profession and become a vagrant?  for such you will be, if you take to wandering about the country without any object in view.

Indeed, I do, answered Ned. How often am I to tell you that I dont and wont consider the making of money the chief good of this world? Doubtless, it is an uncommonly necessary thing, especially to those who have families to support; but I am firmly convinced that this life was meant to be enjoyed, and I mean to enjoy it accordingly.

I agree with you, Ned, heartily; but if every one enjoyed life as you propose to do, and took to rambling over the face of the earth, there would be no work done, and nothing could be had for love or money  except what grew spontaneously; and that would be a joyful state of things, wouldnt it?

Tom Collins, indulging the belief that he had taken up an unassailable position, propelled from his lips a long thin cloud of smoke, and smiled through it at his friend.

Your style of reasoning is rather wild, to say the least of it, answered Ned, as he rubbed down his colours on the bottom of a broken plate. In the first place, you assume that I propose to spend all my life in rambling; and, in the second place, you found your argument on the absurd supposition that everybody else must find their sole enjoyment in the same occupation.

How I wish, sighed Tom Collins, smoking languidly, that there was no such thing as reasoning. You would be a much more agreeable fellow, Ned, if you didnt argue.

It takes two to make an argument, remarked Ned. Well, but couldnt you converse without arguing?

Certainly, if you would never contradict what I say, nor make an incorrect statement, nor draw a wrong conclusion, nor object to being contradicted when I think you are in the wrong.

Tom sighed deeply, and drew comfort from his cigar. In a few minutes he resumed, Well, but what do you mean by enjoying life?

Ned Sinton pondered the question a few seconds, and then replied  

I mean this:  the way to enjoy life is to do all the good you can, by working just enough to support yourself and your family, if you have one; to assist in spreading the gospel, and to enable you to help a friend in need; and to alleviate the condition of the poor, the sick, and the destitute. To work for more than this is to be greedy; to work for less is to be reprehensibly lazy. This amount of work being done, men ought to mingle with their fellow-creatures, and wander abroad as much as may be among the beautiful works of their Creator.

A very pretty theory, doubtless, replied Tom; but, pray, in what manner will your proposed ramble advance the interests of religion, or enable you to do the extra ordinary amount of good you speak of?

There you go again, Tom; you ask me the abstract question, What do you mean by enjoying life? and when I reply, you object to the answer as not being applicable to the present case. Of course, it is not. I did not intend it to be. The good I mean to do in my present ramble is chiefly, if not solely, to my own body and mind

Stop, my dear fellow, interrupted Tom, dont become energetic! I accept your answer to the general question; but how many people, think you, can afford to put your theory in practice?

Very, very few, replied Ned, earnestly; but that does not affect the truth of my theory. Men will toil night and day to accumulate gold, until their bodies and souls are incapable of enjoying the good things which gold can purchase, and they are infatuated enough to plume themselves on this account, as being diligent men of business; while others, alas! are compelled thus to toil in order to procure the bare necessaries of life; but these melancholy facts do not prove the principle of grind-and-toil to be a right one; much less do they constitute a reason for my refusing to enjoy life in the right way when I have the power.

Tom made no reply, but the vigorous puffs from his cigar seemed to indicate that he pondered these things deeply. A few minutes afterwards, Neds expected sitter entered. He was a tall burly Irishman, with a red-flannel shirt, open at the neck, a pair of huge long boots, and a wide-awake.

The top o the mornin to yees, said the man, pulling off his hat as he entered.

Good-morning, friend, said Ned, as Tom Collins rose, shouldered his pick and shovel, and left the hut. You are punctual, and deserve credit for so good a quality. Pray, sit down.

Faix, then, I dont know what a quality is, but av its a good thing Ive no objection, replied the man, taking a seat on the edge of the bed which Tom had just vacated. I wos wantin to ax ye, sir, av ye could put in me pick and shovel in the lanscape.

In the landscape, Pat! exclaimed Ned, addressing his visitor by the generic name of the species; I thought you wanted a portrait.

Troth, then, I dont know which it is ye call it; but I wants a pictur o meself all over, from the top o me hat to the sole o me boots. Isnt that a lanscape?

No, its a portrait.

Then its a porthraite I wants; an if yell put in the pick and shovel, Ill give ye two dollars a pace for them.

Ill put them in, Pat, for nothing, replied Ned, smiling, as he commenced his sketch. I suppose you intend to send this to some fair one in old Ireland?

Pat did not reply at once. Sure, said he, slowly, I niver thought of her in that way before, but maybe she was fair wance, though shes been amost as black as bog-oak for half-a-cintury. Its for me grandmother I want it.

Your grandmother! thats curious, now; the last man I painted meant to send the likeness to his mother.

Not so curous neither, replied the man, with some feeling; its my opinion, the further a man goes from the owld country, and the rougher he becomes wi scrapin up and down through the world, the more tinder his heart gits when he thinks o his mother. Me own mother died whin I wos a bit spalpeen, an I lived wi me grandmother, bliss her heart, ever since,  at laste till I took to wanderin, which was tin years past.

So long! Pat, you must have wandered far in that time. Have you ever been away far into the interior of this country, among the mountains, in the course of your wanderings!

Among the mountains, is it? Indeed I have, just; an a most tree-mendous beautiful sight it is. Wos ye goin there?

Ive been thinking about it. Is the shooting good?

Shootin, ah! av yed bin wi me an Bill Simmons, two summers ago, yed have had more nor enough o shootin. The grizzlies are thick as paes, and the buffaloes swarm in the valleys like muskaitoes, not to mintion wolves, and beavers, and badgers, and deer, an sich like  forby the red Injuns; we shot six o them critters about the legs an arms in self defence, an they shot us too  they put an arrow dane through the pint o Bills nose, an wan ripped up me left arm, it did. (Pat bared the brawny limb, and exhibited the wound as he spoke.) Shootin, is it? faix theres the hoith o shootin there, an no end o sainery.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the door being burst violently open, and several men rushing into the hut. They grasped the Irishman by the arms, and attempted to drag him out, but Pat seized hold of the plank on the edge of which he sat, and refused to move at first.

Come along, boy, cried one, boisterously; were goin to lynch a doctor, an we want you to swear to him.

Ay, an to swear at him too, if ye like; hes a riglar cheat; bin killin us off by the dozen, as cool as ye like, and pretendin to be an M.D. all the time.

Theres more than wan, cried another man, seizing Pat again by the arm; wont ye come, man?

Och! av coorse I will; av its to do any good to the public, Im yer man. Hooray! for the people, an down wi the aristock-racy.

This sentiment was received with a shout of delight, and several exclamations of Bah! as the party hurried in a body from the studio. Ned, having thus nothing to do, rose, and followed them towards the centre of the settlement, where a large crowd was collecting to try the unhappy doctors above referred to.

There were six of them, all disreputable-looking rascals, who had set up for doctors, and had carried on a thriving business among the sick miners,  of whom there were many at that time,  until a genuine doctor arrived at the place, and discovered and exposed them. The miners were fortunately not bloodthirsty at this time, so the six self-dubbed M.D.s, instead of being hanged, were banished for ever from the settlement. Half-an-hour later the miners were busy in their respective claims, and Ned Sinton was again seated before his lanscape of the Irishman.

Just as he was completing the sketch, the door opened slowly, and a very remarkable man swaggered into the room, and spat on the centre of the floor. He was dressed in the extreme of the fashion then prevalent in the Eastern States. A superfine black coat, silk vest, superfine black trousers, patent-leather boots, kid gloves, and a black silk hat! A more unnatural apparition at the diggings could not well be imagined. Ned Sinton could hardly credit his eyes, but no rubbing of them would dispel the vision. There he stood, a regular Broadway swell, whose love of change had induced him to seek his fortune in the gold-regions of California, and whose vanity had induced him to retain his drawing-room costume.

This man, besides being possessed of a superabundance of supercilious impudence, also possessed a set of digging tools, the handles of which were made of polished oak and walnut, with bright brass ferrules. With these he proposed to dig his fortune in a leisurely way; meanwhile, finding the weather rather hot, he had made up his mind to have his portrait done.

Thrusting his hands into his pockets, this gentleman shut the door with his heel, turned his back to the fire-place  from the mere force of habit, for there was no fire  and again spat upon the floor, after which he said:

I say, stranger, whats your charge for a likeness?

You will excuse me, sir, answered Ned, if, before replying to that question, I beg of you not to spit on my floor.

The Yankee uttered an exclamation of surprise, and asked, Why not, stranger?

Because I dont like it.

You wouldnt have me spit in my hat, would you? inquired the dandy.

Certainly not.

Where then?

Ned pointed to a large wooden box which stood close to the fire-place, and said, There  I have provided a box for the accommodation of those sitters who indulge in that disagreeable practice. If you cant avoid spitting, do it there.

Wall, now, you Britishers are strange critters. But you havent told me your price for a portrait.

I fear that I cannot paint you at any price, replied Ned, without looking up from his paper, while Pat listened to the conversation with a comical leer on his broad countenance.

Why not, stranger? asked the dandy, in surprise.

Because Im giving up business, and dont wish to take any more orders.

Then Ill set here, I guess, an look at ye while ye knock off that one, said the man, sitting down close to Neds elbow, and again spitting on the floor. Whether he did so intentionally or not we cannot tell, probably not, but the effect upon Ned was so strong that he rose deliberately, opened the door, and pointed to the passage thus set free, without uttering a word. His look, however, was quite sufficient. The dandy rose abruptly, and walked out in silence, leaving Ned to shut the door quietly behind him and return to his work, while the Irishman rolled in convulsions of laughter on Tom Collinss bed.

Neds sitters, as we have hinted, were numerous and extremely various. Sometimes he was visited by sentimental and home-sick miners, and occasionally by dandy miners, such as we have described, but his chief customers were the rough, hearty men from old England, owld Ireland, and from the Western States; with all of whom he had many a pleasant and profitable hours conversation, and from many of whom, especially the latter, he obtained valuable and interesting information in reference to the wild regions of the interior which he longed so much to see.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Wilderness again  A Splendid Valley  Gigantic Trees and Waterfalls  Tom meets with an Accident  Both meet with many Surprises  Mysteries, Caverns, Doleful Sounds, and Grizzly-Bear-Catchers.

Mounted on gallant steeds, Ned and his friend again appear in the wilderness in the afternoon of a beautiful autumn day. They had ridden far that day. Dust covered their garments, and foam bespattered the chests of their horses, but the spirits of men and beasts were not yet subdued, for their muscles, by long practice, were inured to hardship. Many days had passed since they left the scene of their recent successful labours, and many a weary league had been traversed over the unknown regions of the interior. They were lost, in one sense of that term  charmingly, romantically lost  that is to say, neither Ned nor Tom had the most distant idea of where they were, or what they were coming to, but both of them carried pocket-compasses, and they knew that by appealing to these, and to the daily jotting of the route they had travelled, they could ascertain pretty closely the direction that was necessary to be pursued in order to strike the great San Joaquin river.

Very different was the scenery through which they now rode from that of the northern diggings. The most stupendous and magnificent mountains in the world surrounded, on all sides, the valley through which they passed, giving to it an air of peaceful seclusion; yet it was not gloomy, for the level land was broad and fertile, and so varied in aspect that it seemed as though a beautiful world were enclosed by those mighty hills.

Large tracts of the valley were covered with wild oats and rich grass, affording excellent pasturage for the deer that roamed about in large herds. Lakes of various sizes sustained thousands of wild-fowl on their calm breasts, and a noble river coursed down its entire length. Oaks, chestnuts, and cypresses grew in groups all over the landscape, and up on the hill-sides firs of gigantic size reared their straight stems high above the surrounding trees.

But the point in the scenery which struck the travellers as being most peculiar was the precipitous character of the sides of many of the vast mountains and the flatness of their summits. Tom Collins, who was a good judge of heights, having travelled in several mountainous regions of the world, estimated the nearest precipices to be upwards of three thousand feet, without a break from top to bottom, but the ranges in the background towered far above these, and must have been at least double.

I never saw anything like this before, Tom, said Ned, in a suppressed voice.

I did not believe such sublime scenery existed, replied his companion. I have travelled in Switzerland and Norway, but this surpasses both. Truly it was worth while to give up our gold-digging in order to see this.

Yet there are many, rejoined Ned, who travel just far enough into California to reach the diggings, where they remain till their fortunes are made, or till their hopes are disappointed, and then return to England and write a book, perchance, in which they speak as authoritatively as if they had swept the whole region, north and south, east and west. Little wonder that we find such travellers contradicting each other flatly. One speaks of California as being the most splendid agricultural country in the world, and advises every one to emigrate at once; while another condemns it as an arid, unproductive region, fit only for the support of Indians and grizzly-bears;  the fact being, that both speak, (correctly enough, it may be), of the very small portion of California they have respectively visited. Why, the more I travel in this wonderful land the more I feel how very little I know about it; and had I returned to England without having seen this valley, I should have missed one of the most remarkable sights, not only in the country, but, I verily believe, in the world. If you ever return home, Tom, and are persuaded, at the earnest request of numerous friends, to write a book, dont dogmatise as to facts; remember how limited your experience has been, and dont forget that facts in one valley are not facts at all in another valley eight or ten miles off.

Perhaps, suggested Tom Collins, patting the arched neck of his steed perhaps the advice with which you have just favoured me might, with greater propriety, have proceeded from me to you; for, considering the copious variety of your sentiments on this and other subjects, and the fluency with which you utter them, it is likely that you will rush into print long before I timidly venture, with characteristic modesty, even to grasp the pen!

As Tom ceased speaking they came upon a forest of pine, or fir trees, in the midst of which towered a tree of such gigantic height, that its appearance caused them simultaneously to draw up, and gaze at it in silent wonder.

Can it be possible, said Ned, that our eyes dont deceive us! Surely some peculiarity in the atmosphere gives that tree false proportions?

Without answering, Tom galloped towards the tree in question, closely followed by his friend.

Instead of any delusive haze being cleared away, however, the tree grew larger as they approached, and when they halted about twenty yards from it, they felt that they were indeed in the presence of the monarch of the forest. The tree, which they measured, after viewing it in wondering admiration from all points of view, was ninety-three feet in circumference, and it could not have been less than three hundred and sixty feet high. They little knew that, many years afterwards, the bark of this giant tree, to the height of a hundred and sixteen feet, was to be removed to England, built up in its original form, and exhibited in the great Crystal Palace of Sydenham; yet so it was, and part of the mother of the forest may be seen there at this day.

Towards evening the travellers drew near to the head of the valley.

We must be approaching a waterfall of no ordinary size, remarked Tom, as they rode through the dark shades of the forest, which were pretty extensive there.

I have heard its roar for some time, answered Ned, but until we clear this belt of trees we shant see it.

Just then the roar of the fall burst upon them with such deafening violence, that they involuntarily started. It seemed as if a mighty torrent had burst its bounds and was about to sweep them away, along with the forest through which they rode. Pressing forward in eager haste, they soon found that their having doubled round a huge mountain barrier, which the trees had hitherto concealed from them, was the cause of the sudden increase in the roar of the fall, but they were still unable to see it, owing to the dense foliage that overshadowed them. As they galloped on, the thunder of falling waters became more deep and intense, until they reached an elevated spot, comparatively free from trees, which overlooked the valley, and revealed a sight such as is not equalled even by Niagara itself.

A succession of wall-like mountains rose in two tiers before them literally into the clouds, for several of the lower clouds floated far below the highest peaks, and from the summit of the highest range a river, equal to the Thames at Richmond, dropt sheer down a fall of above two thousand feet. Here it met the summit of the lower mountain-range, on which it burst with a deep-toned, sullen, never-ceasing roar, comparable only to eternal thunder. A white cloud of spray received the falling river in its soft embrace, and sent it forth again  turbulent and foam bespeckled  towards its second leap, another thousand feet, into the plain below. The entire height of the fall was above three thousand feet. Its sublimity no language can convey. Its irresistible effect on the minds of the wanderers was to turn their thoughts to the almighty Creator of so awe-inspiring and wonderful a scene.

Here they discovered another tree, which was so large that their thoughts were diverted even from the extraordinary cataract for a short time. Unlike the previous one, this monarch of the woods lay prostrate on the ground, but its diameter near the root was so great that they could not see over it though seated on horseback. It measured a hundred and twenty feet in circumference, and, when standing, must have been little, if at all, short of five hundred feet in height.

Surrounded as they were by such noble and stupendous works of God, the travellers could not find words to express their feelings. Deep emotion has no articulate language. The heaving breast and the glowing eye alone indicate the fervour of the thoughts within. For a long time they sat gazing round them in silent wonder and admiration, then they dismounted to measure the great tree, and after that Ned sat down to sketch the fall, while his companion rode forward to select a spot for camping on.

Tom had not proceeded far when he came upon the track of wheels in the grass, a sight which surprised him much, for into that remote region he had supposed few travellers ventured, even on horseback. The depth and breadth of the tracks, too, surprised him not a little. They were much deeper and broader than those caused by any species of cart he had yet seen or heard of in the country, and the width apart was so great, that he began to suspect he must have mistaken a curious freak of nature for the tracks of a gigantic vehicle. Following the track for some distance, he came to a muddy spot, where the footprints of men and horses became distinctly visible. A little further on he passed the mouth of what appeared to be a cavern, and, being of an inquisitive disposition, he dismounted and tied his horse to a tree, intending to examine the entrance.

To enter a dark cave, in a wild, unknown region, with the din of a thundering cataract filling the ears, just after having discovered tracks of a mysterious nature in the neighbourhood, was so trying to Toms nervous system, that he half resolved to give it up; but the exploration of a cavern has a fascination to some dispositions which every one cannot understand. Tom said Pshaw! to himself in an undertone, and boldly stepping into the dark portals of the cave, he disappeared.

Meanwhile, Edward Sinton finished his sketch, and, supposing that Tom was waiting for him in advance, he mounted and galloped forward as fast as the nature of the ground would allow.

Soon he came to the tracks before mentioned, and shortly after to the muddy spot with the footprints. Here he drew rein, and dismounted to examine the marks more closely. Our hero was as much perplexed as his friend had been at the unusually broad tracks of the vehicle which had passed that way. Leading his horse by the bridle, he advanced slowly until he came to the spot where Toms horse stood fastened to a tree,  a sight which alarmed him greatly, for the place was not such as any one would have selected for an encampment, yet had any foul play befallen his friend, he knew well that the horse would not have been left quietly there.

Sorely puzzled, and filled with anxious fears, he examined the spot carefully, and at last came upon the entrance to the cavern, before which he paused, uncertain what to do. The shadows of evening were fast falling on the scene, and he experienced a feeling of dread as he gazed into the profound gloom. He was convinced that Tom must be there; but the silence, and the length of time he had been absent, led him to fear that some accident had befallen his friend.

Ho! Tom! he shouted, on entering, are you there? There was a rolling echo within, but no voice replied to the question.

Again Ned shouted at the full pitch of his lungs, and this time he thought he heard a faint reply. Hurrying forward eagerly, as quickly as he dared, he repeated his shout, but the declivity of the entrance became so great that he lost his footing and well-nigh fell headlong down a steep incline. He succeeded, however, in regaining his hold, and clambered back to the entrance as quickly as possible.

Here he caught up a pine-knot, struck a light and kindled it, and, with this torch held high above his head, advanced once more into the cavern.

The voice of Tom Collins at this moment came loud and full from the interior, Take care, Ned, theres a sharp descent; Ive tumbled down it, but I dont think Im much hurt.

Cheer up, my boy, cried Ned, heartily; Ill get you out in a minute.

The next moment he stood beside his friend, who had risen from the rugged floor of the cave, and sat on a piece of rock, resting his head on his hand.

Are you badly hurt, my poor fellow? said Ned, anxiously, going down on one knee and endeavouring to raise his friends head. I fear you are. Here, try a drop of this brandy. Thats it. Why, you look better already. Come, now, let me examine you.

The spirit revived Tom at once, and he replied cheerfully, as he submitted to inspection, All right, I was only stunned a little by the fall. Catch me exploring again without a light!

On examination, Ned found, to his great relief; that his friends hurts were slight. He had been stunned by the severity of his fall, but no bones were broken, and only a few scratches received, so that, after another sip of brandy, he felt almost as well as ever. But he firmly resisted his companions entreaty to leave the cavern.

No, my boy, said he, after paying such a price as entrance fee, Im not going to quit until I have explored the whole of this cave, so please go out for another pine-knot or two, and Ill wait for you.

Seeing that he was determined, Ned obeyed, and soon returned with several fresh torches, two of which were ignited, and a bright light sent far and wide into the roof of the cave, which was at a great height above them.

The walls were of curious, and in some places grotesque, forms. Immense stalactites hung from the roof, and these were of varied colours,  pale green, pink, and white,  while some of them looked like cascades, which sprang from the walls, and had been petrified ere they quite reached the ground. The roof was supported by natural pillars, and various arched openings led into similar chambers, some of which were larger and more curious than the outer one.

Do you know, said Ned Sinton, as they sat down on a rock in one of the inner chambers to rest, this place recalls vividly to my remembrance a strange dream which I had just before leaving England.

Indeed! said Tom; I hope youre not a believer in dreams. Dont, I beseech you, take it into your head that its going to be realised at this particular moment, whatever it was.

It would take a very strong amount of belief indeed to induce me to expect the realisation of that dream. Shall I tell it you?

Is it a very ghostly one? inquired Tom.

No; not at all.

Then out with it.

Ned immediately began the narration of the remarkable dream with which this story opens, and as he went on to tell of how the stout old gentleman snuffed gold-dust, and ultimately shot up to the roof of the cave, and became a golden stalactite, Tom Collins, whose risible tendencies were easily roused, roared with laughter, until the vaulted caverns echoed again. At the end of one of these explosions, the two friends were struck dumb by certain doleful and mysterious sounds which proceeded from the further end of the inmost chamber. In starting to his feet, Tom Collins let fall his torch, and in the convulsive clutch which he made to catch it, he struck the other torch out of Neds hand, so that instantly both were left in the profoundest darkness, with their hearts beating like sledge-hammers against their ribs.

To flee was their first and natural impulse; but to flee in the dark, over rough ground, and with very imperfect ideas as to the position of the caves outlet, was dangerous.

What is to be done? ejaculated Tom Collins in a tone that indicated the perturbation of his heart too clearly.

At that moment Ned remembered that he had a box of matches in the pocket of his hunting-coat; so, without answering, he drew it forth, struck a light, and re-ignited the torches.

Now, Tom, he said, dont let us give way to unmanly fears. I have no belief whatever in ghosts or spirits, good or evil, being permitted to come in visible or audible form to frighten poor mortals. Every effect has a cause, and Im determined to find out the cause of these strange sounds. They certainly proceed from animal lungs, whether from man or beast remains to be seen.

Go ahead, then, Ill follow, said Tom, whose courage had returned with the light, Im game for anything that I can see; but I confess to you that I can not stand howls, and groans and darkness.

Notwithstanding their utmost efforts they failed to discover the cause of the mysterious sounds, which seemed at times to be voices muttering, while at other times they swelled out into a loud cry. All that could be certainly ascertained was, that they proceeded from the roof of the innermost cavern, and that the centre of that roof was too high to be discerned by torch-light.

What shall we do now? inquired Tom.

We shall go to the summit of the hill above this cave, and see what is to be seen there. Always look at both sides of a mystery if you would fathom it; come along.

In a few minutes they stood in open air, and once more breathed freely. Mounting their horses, they ascended the steep slope of the hill above the cave, and, after some trouble, reached the summit. Here the first thing that met their gaze was a camp-fire, and near to it several men engaged in harnessing their horses to a large waggon or van. The frantic haste with which they performed the operation convinced Ned that he had discovered the cause of the mysterious voices, and that he and Tom had been the innocent cause of frightening the strangers nearly out of their wits. So engrossed were they with their work, that our travellers advanced within the circle of light of their fire before they were discovered. The man who first saw them uttered a yell, and the whole party turned round, seized their rifles, and, with terror depicted on their countenances, faced the intruders.

Who comes here? shouted one.

Friends, answered Ned, laying down his rifle and advancing.

Instantly the men threw down their arms and resumed the work of harnessing their horses.

If ye be friends, cried the one who spoke first, give us a hand. I guess all the fiends in the bottomless pit are lo-cated jist below our feet.

Listen to me for one moment, gentlemen, cried Ned Sinton. I think I can relieve your minds. What have you heard or seen?

At these words the men stopped, and looked inquiringly at their questioner.

Seen! stranger, weve seed nothin, but weve heard a sight, we have, I calclate. We heard the imps o darkness talkin as plain as I hear you. At first I thought it was somebody at the foot o the hill, but all of a suddent the imps took to larfin as if theyd split, jist under my feet, so I yelled out to my mate here to come an yoke the beasts and git away as slick as we could. We wos jist about ready to slope when you appeared.

Ned now explained to them the cause of their alarms, and on search being made, a hole was found, as he had anticipated, close at hand among the bushes, which communicated with the cavern below, and formed a channel for the conveyance of the so-called mysterious sounds.

And now, said Ned, may I ask permission to pass the night with you?

Youre welcome, stranger, replied he who seemed to be the chief of the band  a tall, bearded American, named Croft, who seemed more like a bandit than an honest man. His comrades, too, six in number, appeared a wild and reckless set of fellows, with whom one would naturally desire to hold as little intercourse as possible; but most men at the Californian diggings had more or less the aspect of brigands, so Ned Sinton and his companion felt little concern as to their characters, although they did feel a little curious as to what had brought them to such a wild region.

If it is not taking too great a liberty, said Ned, after answering the thousand questions put to him in rapid succession by his Yankee host, may I ask what has brought you to this out-of-the-way valley?

Bear-catchin, answered the man, shortly, as he addressed himself to a large venison steak, which a comrade had just cooked for him.

Bear-catching? ejaculated Ned.

Ay, an screamin hard work it is too, I guess; but it pays well.

What do you do with them when caught? inquired Tom Collins, in a somewhat sceptical tone.

Take em down to the cities, an sells em to fight with wild bulls.

At this answer our travellers stared at the man incredulously.

Youre strangers here, I see, he resumed, else youd know that we have bull and bear fights. The grizzlies are chained by one leg and the bulls let loose at em. The bulls charge like all possessed, but they find it hard to do much damage to Caleb, whose hide is like a double-extra rhinoceros. The grizzlies ginerally git the best of it; an if they was let loose, theyd chaw up the bulls in no time, they would. Theres a great demand for em jist now, an my trade is catchin em alive here in the mountains.

The big Yankee stretched out his long limbs and smoked his pipe with the complacent aspect of a man who felt proud of his profession.

Do you mean that you seven men catch fall-grown grizzly-bears alive and take them down to the settlements? inquired Ned in amazement.

Sartinly I do, replied the bear-catcher; an why not, stranger?

Because I should have thought it impossible.

Nothins impossible, replied the man, quietly.

But how do you manage it?

Instead of replying, the Yankee inquired if the strangers would stay over next forenoon with them.

With much pleasure, answered Ned, not a little amused at the invitation, as well as the mans brusque manner.

Well, then, continued the bear-catcher, shaking the ashes out of his pipe, and putting it into his hat, Ill let ye see how we do it in the mornin. Good-night.

So saying, he drew his blanket over his head and resigned himself to sleep, an example which was speedily followed by the whole party.




Chapter Twenty.

Grizzly-Bear-Catching in the Mountains  Ned and Tom dine in the midst of Romantic Scenery, and hold Sagacious Converse  The Strange Devices of Woodpeckers.

Just as day began to peep on the following morning, the camp was roused by one of the bear-catchers, a Mexican, who had been away to visit the bear-trap during the night, and now came rushing in among the sleepers, shouting  

Hoor-roo! boy, him cotch, him cotch! big as twinty mans! fact!

At first Ned thought the camp was attacked by savages, and he and Tom sprang to their feet and grasped their rifles, while they sought to rub their eyes open hastily. A glance at the other members of the camp, however, shewed that they were unnecessarily alarmed. Croft leisurely stretched his limbs, and then gathered himself slowly into a sitting posture, while the others arose with various degrees of reluctance.

Bin long in? inquired Croft.

No, jist cotched, answered the Mexican, who sat down, lit his pipe, and smoked violently, to relieve his impatient feelings.

Big un? inquired Croft, again.

To this the Mexican answered by rolling his eyes and exclaiming Hoh! with a degree of vigour that left his hearers to imagine anything they pleased, and then settle it in their minds that the thing so imagined was out of all sight short of the mark.

The excitement of the man at last fully roused the sleepy crew, and Croft sprang up with the agility of a cat.

Ho! boys, he cried, proceeding to buckle his garments round him, up with you. Ketch the hosses, an put to. Look alive, will you? grease your jints, do. Now, strangers, Ill shew you how we ketch a bar in this lo-cation; bring yer rules, for sometimes he breaks his trap, an isnt there a spree jist!

We need scarcely remark, that the latter part of this speech was made to Sinton and his comrade, who were drawing the charges of their revolvers and reloading.

Is the trap far off? inquired Ned.

Quarter of an hour, or so. Look sharp, lads.

This exhortation was unnecessary, for the men had already caught three stout horses, all of which were attached to an enormous waggon or van, whose broad wheels accounted for the tracks discovered in the valley on the previous evening.

Thats his cage, said the bear-catcher, replying to Neds look of inquiry. Its all lined with sheet-iron, and would hold an ontamed streak o lightnin, it would. Now, then, drive ahead.

The lumbering machine jolted slowly down the hill as he spoke, and while several of the party remained with the horses, Croft and our travellers, with the remainder, pushed on ahead. In less than twenty minutes, they came to a ravine filled with thick underwood, from the recesses of which came forth sounds of fierce ursine wrath that would have deterred most men from entering; but Croft knew his game was secure, and led the way confidently through the bushes, until he reached a spot on which stood what appeared to be a small log-cabin without door or window. Inside of this cabin an enormous grizzly-bear raged about furiously, thrusting his snout and claws through the interstices of the logs, and causing splinters to fly all round him, while he growled in tones of the deepest indignation.

Oh! aint he a bit o thunder? cried Croft, as he walked round the trap, gazing in with glittering eyes at every opening between the logs.

How in the world did you get him in there? asked Ned Sinton, as soon as his astonishment had abated sufficiently to loosen his tongue.

Easy enough, replied Croft. If ye obsarve the top o the trap, yell see the rope that suspended it from the limb o that oak. Inside there was a bit o beef, so fixed up, that when Mister Caleb laid hold of it, he pulled a sort o trigger, an down came the trap, shuttin him in slick, as ye see.

At this moment the powerful animal struggled so violently that he tilted his prison on one side, and well-nigh overturned it.

Look out, lads, shouted Croft, darting towards a tree, and cocking his rifle,  actions in which he was imitated by all the rest of the party, with surprising agility.

Dont fire till it turns over, he cried, sternly, on observing that two of the more timid members of his band were about to fire at the animals legs, which appeared below the edge of the trap. Fortunately, the bear ceased its efforts just at that critical moment, and the trap fell heavily back to its original position.

By good luck! shouted Croft; an here comes the cage. Range up on the left, boys, and out with the hosses, they wont stand this.

The terrified animals were removed from the scene, trembling violently from head to foot, and the whole band, applying their shoulders to the wheels, slowly pushed the vehicle alongside of the trap until the sides of the two met.

There was a strong door in the side of the trap, which was now removed by being pulled inwards, revealing to bruin an aperture which corresponded to another door opening into the iron-lined cage. There were stout iron bars ready to be shot home the instant he condescended to pass through this entrance; but Caleb, as Croft called him, shewed himself sadly destitute of an inquiring disposition. He knew that there was now a hole in his prison-wall, for he looked at it; he knew that a hole either conducted into a place or out of it, for life-long experience had taught him that; yet he refused to avail himself of the opportunity, and continued to rage round the trap, glaring between the logs at his foes outside. It is unreasonable to suppose that he was afraid to go into the hole because it was a dark one, for he was well accustomed to such dark dens; besides, no one who looked at him could for a moment suppose that he was, or could be, afraid of anything at all. We must, therefore, put his conduct down to sheer obstinacy.

The men poked him with sticks; shouted at him; roared in his face; threw water over him; and even tried the effect of a shot of powder at his flank; but all to no purpose, although their efforts were continued vigorously for full two hours. The bear would not enter that hole on any account whatever.

Try another shot of powder at him, cried Croft, whose patience was now almost exhausted.

The shot was fired at his flank, and was received with a ferocious growl, while the strong wood-work of the trap trembled under his efforts to escape.

Aint it vexin? said Croft, sitting down on the stump of a tree and wiping the perspiration from his forehead. Ned Sinton and Tom, who had done their utmost to assist their new acquaintance, sat down beside him and admitted that it was vexing. As if by one impulse, the whole party then sat down to rest, and at that moment, having, as it were, valiantly asserted his right of independent action, the bear turned slowly round and quietly scrambled through the hole. The men sprang up; the massive iron bars were shot into their sockets with a clang; and bruin was a prisoner for life.

As neither Edward Sinton nor Tom Collins had any particular desire to become bear-catchers, they bade their new friends adieu that afternoon, and continued their journey. The road, as they advanced, became more and more steep and rugged, so that they could only proceed at a walk, and in many places experienced considerable difficulty, and ran no little risk, in passing along the faces of cliffs, where the precipices ascended hundreds of feet upwards like walls, on the one hand, and descended sheer down into an unfathomable abyss, on the other. But the exceeding grandeur of the scenery amply repaid their toils, and the deep roar of that mighty cataract ever sounded in their ears. At length they reached the head of the valley, and stood under the spray of the fall, which, expanding far above and around the seething caldron whence it sprang, drenched the surrounding country with perpetual showers.

Here a gap or pass in the mountains was discovered, ascending on the left, and affording, apparently, an exit from the valley. Up this the travellers toiled until they cleared the spray of the falls, and then sat down beside a clump of trees to dry their garments in the sunshine and to cook their mid-day meal.

What a glorious thing it is, Tom, to wander thus unrestrained amid such scenes! said Ned Sinton, as he busied himself roasting a piece of venison, which his rifle had procured but half-an-hour before. How infinitely more delightful than travelling in the civilised world, where one is cheated at every turn, and watched and guarded as if robbery, or murder, or high treason were the only probable objects a traveller could have in view.

Comparisons, my dear fellow  you know the proverb, replied Tom Collins; dont uphold California at the expense of the continent. Besides, there are many in this world who would rather a thousand times wander by the classic lake of Como, with its theatrical villas and its enchanting sunshine and perfume, or paddle up the castellated Rhine, than scramble here among wild rocks, and woods, and cataracts, with the chance of meeting an occasional savage or a grizzly-bear.

Go on, my boy, said Ned, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone, you havent read me half a lesson yet. Besides, the many you refer to, are there not hundreds, ay, thousands, whose chief enjoyment in travelling is derived from the historical associations called up by the sight of the ruined castles and temples of classic ground  whose delight it is to think that here Napoleon crossed the Alps, as Hannibal did before him, (and many a nobody has done after him), that there, within these mouldering ruins, the oracles of old gave forth their voice  forgetting, perhaps, too easily, while they indulge in these reminiscences of the past, that the warriors end was wholesale murder, and that the oracle spoke only to deceive poor ignorant human nature. Ha! I would not give one hearty dash into pure, uncontaminated nature for all the famous tours put together.

Ned looked round him as he spoke, with a glow of enthusiasm that neither badinage nor philosophy could check.

Just look around thee, he continued; open thine ears, Tom, to the music of yon cataract, and expand thy nostrils to the wild perfume of these pines.

I wouldnt, at this moment, quietly remarked Tom, exchange for it the perfume of that venison steak, of which I pray thee to be more regardful, else thoult upset it into the fire.

Oh! Tom  incorrigible!

Not at all, Ned. While you flatter yourself that you have all the enthusiastic study of nature to yourself, here have I succeeded, within the last few minutes, in solving a problem in natural history which has puzzled my brains for weeks past.

And, pray thee, what may that be, most sapient philosopher?

Do you see yonder bird clinging to the stem of that tree, and pitching into it as if it were its most deadly foe?

I do  a woodpecker it is.

Well, continued Tom, sitting down before his portion of the venison steak, that bird has cleared up two points in natural history, which have, up till this time, been a mystery to me. The one was, why woodpeckers should spend their time in pecking the trees so incessantly; the other was, how it happened that several trees I have cut down could have had so many little holes bored in their trunks, and an acorn neatly inserted into each. Now that little bird has settled the question for me. I caught him in the act not ten minutes ago. He flew to that tree with an acorn in his beak, tried to insert it into a hole, which didnt fit, being too small; so he tried another, which did fit, poked the nut in, small end first, and tapped it scientifically home. Now, why did he do it? Thats the question.

Because he wanted to, probably, remarked Ned; and very likely he lays up a store of food for winter in this manner.

Very possibly. I shall make a note of this, for Im determined to have it sifted to the bottom. Meanwhile, Ill trouble you for another junk of venison.

It was many weeks afterwards ere Tom Collins succeeded in sifting this interesting point to the bottom; but perhaps the reader may not object to have the result of his inquiries noted at this point in our story.

Many of the trees in California, on being stripped of their bark, are found to be perforated all over with holes about the size of a musket-ball. These are pierced by the woodpecker with such precision and regularity that one might believe they had been cut out by a ship-carpenter. The summer is spent by this busy little bird in making these holes and in filling them with acorns. One acorn goes to one hole, and the bird will not try to force the nut into a hole that is too small for it, but flutters round the tree until it finds one which fits it exactly. Thus one by one the holes are filled, and a store of food is laid up for winter use in a larder which secures it from the elements, and places it within reach of the depositor when the winter snows have buried all the acorns that lie upon the ground, and put them beyond the reach of woodpeckers. The birds never encroach on their store until the snow has covered the ground, then they begin to draw upon their bank; and it is a curious fact that the bills of these birds are always honoured, for their instinct enables them to detect the bad nuts with unerring certainty, so that their bank is always filled with good ones. This matter of selecting the good nuts is a mere chance with men, for often those shells which seem the soundest, are found to contain a grub instead of a nut. Even the sagacious Indian is an uncertain judge in this respect, but the woodpecker, provided by an all-wise Creator with an unerring instinct, never makes a mistake in selecting its store of food for winter.




Chapter Twenty One.

Curious Trees, and still more Curious Plains  An Interesting Discovery, followed by a Sad one  Fate of Travellers in the Mountains  A Sudden Illness  Ned proves himself to be a friend in Need and in Deed, as well as an Excellent Doctor, Hunter, Cook, and Nurse  Deer-Shooting by Firelight.

During the course of their wanderings among the mountains our hero and his companion met with many strange adventures and saw many strange sights, which, however, we cannot afford space to dwell upon here. Their knowledge in natural history, too, was wonderfully increased, for they were both observant men, and the school of nature is the best in which any one can study. Audubon, the hunter-naturalist of America, knew this well! and few men have added so much as he to the sum of human knowledge in his peculiar department, while fewer still have so wonderfully enriched the pages of romantic adventure in wild, unknown regions.

In these wanderings, too, Ned and Tom learned to know experimentally that truth is indeed stranger than fiction, and that if the writers of fairy-tales had travelled more they would have saved their imaginations a deal of trouble, and produced more extraordinary works.

The size of the trees they encountered was almost beyond belief, though none of them surpassed the giant of which an account has been already given. Among other curious trees they found sugar-pines growing in abundance in one part of the country. This is, perhaps, the most graceful of all the pines. With a perfectly straight and cylindrical stem and smooth bark, it rears its proud crest high above other trees, and flings its giant limbs abroad, like a sentinel guarding the forest. The stem rises to about four-fifths of its height perfectly free of branches; above this point the branches spread out almost horizontally, drooping a little at the ends from the weight of the huge cones which they bear. These cones are about a foot-and-a-half long, and under each leaf lies a seed the size of a pea, which has an agreeably sweet taste, and is much esteemed by the Indians, who use it as an article of food.

Another remarkable sight they saw was a plain, of some miles in extent, completely covered with shattered pieces of quartz, which shone with specks and veins of pure gold. Of course they had neither time nor inclination to attempt the laborious task of pulverising this quartz in order to obtain the precious metal; but Ned moralised a little as they galloped over the plain, spurning the gold beneath their horses hoofs, as if it had been of no value whatever! They both puzzled themselves also to account for so strange an appearance; but the only solution that seemed to them at all admissible was, that a quartz vein had, at some early period of the worlds history, been shattered by a volcanic eruption, and the plain thus strewn with gold.

But from the contemplation of these and many other interesting sights and phenomena we must pass to an event which seriously affected the future plans of the travellers.

One beautiful evening  such an evening as, from its deep quiet and unusual softness, leaves a lasting impression on the memory  the two horsemen found themselves slowly toiling up the steep acclivity of a mountain-ridge. Their advance was toilsome, for the way was rugged, and no track of any kind assisted them in their ascent.

I fear the poor horses will give in, said Ned, dismounting and looking back at his companion, who slowly followed him.

We are near the summit, answered Tom, and they shall have a long rest there.

As he spoke, they both dismounted and advanced on foot, leading their fatigued horses by the bridles.

Do you know, said Tom, with a sigh, I feel more used up to-day than I have been since we started on this journey. I think we had better encamp and have a cup of tea; there is a little left yet, if I mistake not.

With all my heart, Tom; I, too, feel inclined to rest, and

Ned paused, for at that moment they overtopped the highest edge of the ridge, and the view that burst upon them was well fitted to put to flight every previous train of thought.

The ridge on which they stood rose several hundred feet above the level of the plain beyond, and commanded a view of unknown extent towards the far west.

The richest possible sweep of country was spread out at their feet like a huge map, bathed in a glow of yellow sunshine. Lakes and streams, crags and rocks, sward, and swamp, and plain  undulating and abrupt, barren and verdant  all were there, and could be embraced in a single wide-sweeping glance. It seemed, to the entranced travellers, like the very garden of Eden. Water-fowl flew about in all directions, the whistling of their wings and their wild cries being mellowed by distance into pleasant music; and, far away on the right, where a clear lake mirrored each tree on its banks, as if the image were reality, a herd of deer were seen cooling their sides and limbs in the water, while, on the extreme horizon, a line of light indicated the shores of the vast Pacific Ocean.

Ere the travellers could find words to express their feelings, a rock, with a piece of stick and a small rag attached to it, attracted their attention.

We are not the first who have set their feet here, it seems, said Ned, pointing to the signal.

Strange! muttered Tom Collins, as they turned towards the rock; that does not look like an Indian mark; yet I would have thought that white men had never stood here before, for the spot is far removed from any known diggings, and, as we know fail well, is not easily reached.

On gaining the rock, they found that the rag was a shred of linen, without mark of any kind to tell who had placed it there.

It must have been the freak of some Indian hunter, said Ned, examining the rock on which the little flag-staff was raised. Stay  no  here are some marks cut in the stone! Look here, Tom, can you decipher this? It looks like the letter D  DB.

DB? cried Tom Collins, with a degree of energy that surprised his friend. Let me see!

Tom carefully removed the moss, and cleared out the letters, which were unmistakeable.

Who can DB have been? said Ned.

Tom looked up with a flushed countenance and a glittering eye, as he exclaimed  

Who? Who but Daniel Boone, Coopers great hero  Hawk-eye, of the Last of the Mohicans  Deer-slayer  Leather-stocking! He has been here before us  ay, brave spirit! Long before other hunters had dared to venture far into the territory of the scalping, torturing, yelling red-skin, this bold heart had pushed westward, fearless and alone, until his eagle eye rested on the great Pacific. It must have been he. I have followed him, Ned, in spirit, throughout all his wild career, for I knew him to be a real man, and no fiction; but little did I think that I should see a spot where his manly foot had rested, or live to discover his farthest step in the far west!

Ned Sinton listened with interest to the words of his friend, but he did not interrupt him, for he respected the deep emotions that swelled his heart and beamed from his flashing eye.

We spoke, Ned, sometime ago, of historical associations, continued Tom, here are historical associations worth coming all this way to call up. Here are associations that touch my heart more than all the deeds of ancient chivalry. Ah! Daniel Boone, little didst thou think when thy hawks eye rested here, that in a few short years the land would be overrun by gold-diggers from all ends of the earth!

But this flag, said Ned; he could never have placed that here. It would have been swept away by storms years ago.

You are right, said Tom, turning over the stones that supported the staff halloo! what have we here?

He pulled out a roll of oiled cloth as he spoke, and, on opening it, discovered a scrap of paper, on which were written, in pencil, the words, Help us!  for Gods sake help us! We are perishing at the foot of the hill to the southward of this.

No name or date was attached to this strange paper, but the purport of it was sufficiently clear so, without wasting time in fruitless conjecture, the young men immediately sprang on their horses, and rode down the hill in the direction indicated.

The route proved more rugged and steep than that by which they had ascended, and, for a considerable distance, they wound their way between the trunks of a closely-planted cypress grove; after passing which they emerged upon a rocky plain of small extent, at the further extremity of which a green oasis indicated the presence of a spring.

Towards this they rode in silence.

Ah! exclaimed Ned, in a tone of deep pity, as he reined up at the foot of an oak-tree, too late!

They were indeed too late to succour the poor creatures who had placed the scrap of paper on the summit of that mountain-ridge, in the faint hope that friendly hands might discover it in time.

Six dead forms lay at the foot of the oak, side by side, with their pale faces turned upwards, and the expression of extreme suffering still lingering on their shrunken features. It needed no living witness to tell their sad history. The skeletons of oxen, the broken cart, the scattered mining tools, and the empty provision casks, shewed clearly enough that they were emigrants who had left their homesteads in the States, and tried to reach the gold-regions of California by the terrible overland journey. They had lost their way among the dreary fastnesses of the mountains, travelled far from the right road to the mines, and perished at last of exhaustion and hunger on the very borders of the golden land. The grey-haired father of the family lay beside a young girl, with his arm clasped round her neck. Two younger men also lay near them, one lying as if, in dying, he had sought to afford support to the other. The bodies were still fresh, and a glance shewed that nearly all of them were of one family.

Alas! Ned, had we arrived a few days sooner we might have saved them, said Tom.

I think they must have been freed from their pains and sorrows here more than a week since, replied the other, fastening his horse to a tree, and proceeding to search the clothes of the unfortunates for letters or anything that might afford a clue to their identity. We must stay here an hour or two, Tom, and bury them.

No scrap of writing, however, was found  not even a book with a name on it  to tell who the strangers were. With hundreds of others, no doubt, they had left their homes, full of life and hope, to seek their fortunes in the land of gold; but the Director of mans steps had ordered it otherwise, and their golden dreams had ended with their lives in the unknown wilderness.

The two friends covered the bodies with sand and stones, and, leaving them in their shallow grave, pursued their way; but they had not gone far when a few large drops of rain fell, and the sky became overcast with dark leaden clouds.

Ned, said Tom, anxiously, I fear we shall be caught by the rainy season. Its awkward being so far from the settlements at such a time.

Oh, nonsense! surely you dont mind a wetting? cried Ned; we can push on in spite of rain.

Can we? retorted Tom, with unwonted gravity. Its clear that youve never seen the rainy season, else you would not speak of it so lightly.

Why, man, you seem to have lost pluck all of a sudden; come, cheer up; rain or no rain, I mean to have a good supper, and a good nights rest; and here is just the spot that will suit us.

Ned Sinton leaped off his horse as he spoke, and, fastening him to a tree, loosened the saddle-girths, and set about preparing the encampment. Tom Collins assisted him; but neither the rallying of his comrade, nor his own efforts could enable the latter to shake off the depression of spirits with which he was overpowered. That night the rain came down in torrents, and drenched the travellers to the skin, despite their most ingenious contrivances to keep it out. They spent the night in misery, and when morning broke Ned found that his companion was smitten down with ague.

Even Neds buoyant spirits were swamped for a time at this unlooked-for catastrophe; for the dangers of their position were not slight. It was clear that Tom would not be able to travel for many days, for his whole frame trembled, when the fits came on, with a violence that seemed to threaten dislocation to all his joints. Ned felt that both their lives, under God, depended on his keeping well, and being able to procure food for, and nurse, his friend. At the same time, he knew that the rainy season, if indeed it had not already begun, would soon set in, and perhaps render the country impassable. There was no use, however, in giving way to morbid fears, so Ned faced his difficulties manfully, and, remembering the promise which he had given his old uncle at parting from him in England, he began by offering up a short but earnest prayer at the side of his friends couch.

Ned, said Tom, sadly, as his companion ceased, I fear that youll have to return alone.

Come, come, dont speak that way, Tom; it isnt right. God is able to help us here as well as in cities. I dont think you are so ill as you fancy  the sight of these poor emigrants has depressed you. Cheer up, my boy, and Ill let you see that you were right when you said I could turn my hand to anything. Ill be hunter, woodcutter, cook, and nurse all at once, and see if I dont make you all right in a day or two. You merely want rest, so keep quiet for a little till I make a sort of sheltered place to put you in.

The sun broke through the clouds as he spoke and shed a warm beam down on poor Tom, who was more revived by the sight of the cheering orb of day than by the words of his companion.

In half-an-hour Tom was wrapped in the driest portion of the driest blanket; his wet habiliments were hung up before a roaring fire to dry, and a rude bower of willows, covered with turf, was erected over his head to guard him from another attack of rain, should it come; but it didnt come. The sun shone cheerily all day, and Neds preparations were completed before the next deluge came, so that when it descended on the following morning, comparatively little found its way to Toms resting-place.

It was scarcely a resting-place, however. Tom turned and groaned on his uneasy couch, and proved to be an uncommonly restive patient. He complained particularly when Ned left him for a few hours each day to procure fresh provisions; but he smiled and confessed himself unreasonable when Ned returned, as he always did, with a dozen wild ducks, or several geese or hares attached to his belt, or a fat deer on his shoulders. Game of all kinds was plentiful, the weather improved, the young hunters rifle was good, and his aim was true, so that, but for the sickness of his friend, he would have considered the life he led a remarkably pleasant one.

As day after day passed by, however, and Tom Collins grew no better, but rather worse, he began to be seriously alarmed about him. Tom himself took the gloomiest view of his case, and at last said plainly he believed he was dying. At first Ned sought to effect a cure by the simple force of kind treatment and care; but finding that this would not do, he bethought him of trying some experiments in the medicinal way. He chanced to have a box of pills with him, and tried one, although with much hesitation and fear, for he had got them from a miner who could not tell what they were composed of, but who assured him they were a sovereign remedy for the blues! Ned, it must be confessed, was rather a reckless doctor. He was anxious, at the time he procured the pills, to relieve a poor miner who seemed to be knocked up with hard work, but who insisted that he had a complication of ailments; so Ned bought the pills for twenty times their value, and gave a few to the man, advising him, at the same time, to rest and feed well, which he did, and the result was a complete cure.

Our hero did not feel so certain, however, that they would succeed as well in the present case; but he resolved to try their virtues, for Tom was so prostrate that he could scarcely be induced to whisper a word. When the cold fit seized him he trembled so violently that his teeth rattled in his head; and when that passed off it was followed by a burning fever, which was even worse to bear.

At first he was restive, and inclined to be peevish under his illness, the result, no doubt, of a naturally-robust constitution struggling unsuccessfully against the attacks of disease, but when he was completely overcome, his irascibility passed away, and he became patient, sweet-tempered, and gentle as a child.

Come, Tom, my boy, said Ned, one evening, advancing to the side of his companions couch and sitting down beside him, while he held up the pill Open your mouth, and shut your eyes, as we used to say at school.

What is it? asked the sick man, faintly.

Never you mind; patients have no business to know what their doctors prescribe. Its intended to cure ague, and thats enough for you to know. If it doesnt cure you its not my fault, anyhow  open your mouth, sir!

Tom smiled sadly and obeyed; the pill was dropt in, a spoonful of water added to float it down, and it disappeared.

But the pill had no effect whatever. Another was tried with like result  or rather with like absence of all result, and at last the box was finished without the sick man being a whit the better or the worse for them. This was disheartening; but Ned, having begun to dabble in medicines, felt an irresistible tendency to go on. Like the tiger who has once tasted blood, he could not now restrain himself.

I think youre a little better to-night, Tom, he said on the third evening after the administration of the first pill; Im making you a decoction of bark here that will certainly do you good.

Tom shook his head, but said nothing. He evidently felt that a negative sign was an appropriate reply to the notion of his being better, or of any decoction whatever doing him good. However, Ned stirred the panful of bark and water vigorously, chatting all the while in a cheering tone, in order to keep up his friends spirits, while the blaze of the camp-fire lit up his handsome face and bathed his broad chest and shoulders with a ruddy glow that rendered still more pallid the lustre of the pale stars overhead.

Its lucky the rain has kept off so long, he said, without looking up from the mysterious decoction over which he bent with the earnest gaze of an alchymist. I do believe that has something to do with your being better, my boy  either that or the pills, or both.

Ned totally ignored the fact that his friend did not admit that he was better.

And this stuff, he continued, will set you up in a day or two. Its as good as quinine, any day; and youve no notion what wonderful cures that medicine effects. It took me a long time, too, to find the right tree. I wandered over two or three leagues of country before I came upon one. Luckily it was a fine sunny day, and I enjoyed it much. I wish you had been with me, Tom; but youll be all right soon. I lay down, too, once or twice in the sunshine, and put my head in the long grass, and tried to fancy myself in a miniature forest. Did you ever try that, Tom!

Ned looked round as he spoke, but the sick man gave a languid smile, and shut his eyes, so he resumed his stirring of the pot and his rambling talk.

Youve no idea, if you never tried it, how one can deceive ones-self in that way. I often did it at home, when I was a little boy. I used to go away with a companion into a grass-field, and, selecting a spot where the grass was long and tangled, and mixed with various kinds of weeds, we used to lie flat down with our faces as near to the ground as possible, and gaze through the grass-stems until we fancied the blades were trees, and the pebbles were large rocks, and the clods were mountains. Sometimes a huge beetle would crawl past, and we instantly thought of Saint George and the dragon, and, as the unwieldy monster came stumbling on through the forest, we actually became quite excited, and could scarcely believe that what we tried to imagine was not real.

We seldom spoke on these occasions, my companion and I, continued Ned, suspending the stirring of the decoction and filling his pipe, as he sat down close to the blazing logs; speaking, we found, always broke the spell, so we agreed to keep perfect silence for as long a time as possible. You must try it, Tom, some day, for although it may seem to you a childish thing to do, there are many childish things which, when done in a philosophical spirit, are deeply interesting and profitable to men.

Ned ceased talking for a few minutes while he ignited his pipe; when he spoke again his thoughts had wandered into a new channel.

Im sorry we have no fresh meat to-day, he said, looking earnestly at his friend. The remainder of that hare is not very savoury, but we must be content; I walked all the country round to-day, without getting within range of any living thing. There were plenty both of deer and birds, but they were so wild I could not get near them. It would matter little if you were well, Tom, but you require good food just now, my poor fellow. Do you feel better to-night?

Tom groaned, and said that he felt easier, in a very uneasy voice, after which they both relapsed into silence, and no sound was heard save the crackling of the logs and the bubbling of the mysterious decoction in the pot. Suddenly Tom uttered a slight hiss,  that peculiar sound so familiar to backwoods ears, by which hunters indicate to each other that something unusual has been observed, and that they had better be on the alert.

Ned Sintons nerves were of that firm kind which can never be startled or taken by surprise. He did not spring to his feet, but, quick as thought, he stretched forth his long arm, and, seizing his rifle, cocked it, while he glanced at his friends eye to see in what direction he was looking. Tom pointed eagerly with his thin hand straight across the fire. Ned turned in that direction, and at once saw the objects which had attracted his attention. Two bright gleaming balls shone in the dark background of the forest, like two lustrous Irish diamonds in a black field of bog-oak. He knew at once that they were the eyes of a deer, which, with a curiosity well-known as peculiar to many wild animals, had approached the fire to stare at it.

Ned instantly threw forward his rifle; the light of the fire enabled him easily to align the sights on the glittering eyes; the deadly contents belched forth, and a heavy crash told that his aim had been true.

Bravo! shouted Tom Collins, forgetting his ailments in the excitement of the moment, while Ned threw down his rifle, drew his hunting-knife, sprang over the fire, and disappeared in the surrounding gloom. In a few minutes he returned with a fine deer on his shoulders.

So ho! my boy, he cried, flinging the carcase down; that was a lucky shot. We shall sup well to-night, thanks to curiosity, which is a most useful quality in beast as well as man. But whats wrong; you look pale, and, eh? you dont mean to say youre  laughing?

Tom was indeed pale, for the sudden excitement, in his exhausted condition had been too much for him; yet there did seem a peculiar expression about the corners of his mouth that might have been the remains of a laugh.

Ned, he said, faintly, the  the decoctions all gone. Ned sprang up and ran to the fire, where, sure enough, he found the pan, over which he had bent so long with necromantic gaze, upset, and most of the precious liquid gone.

Ha! he cried, catching up the pot, not all gone, lad, so your rejoicing was premature. Theres quite enough left yet to physic you well; and its in fit state to be taken, so open your mouth at once, and be a good boy.

A little of the medicine, mixed in water, was administered, and Tom, making a wry face, fell back on his couch with a sigh. Immediately after he was seized with, perhaps, the severest shaking fit he had yet experienced, so that Ned could not help recalling the well-known caution, so frequently met with on medicine vials, When taken, to be well shaken, despite the anxiety he felt for his friend. But soon after, the trembling fit passed away, and Tom sank into a quiet slumber,  the first real rest he had enjoyed for several days.

Ned felt his pulse and his brow, looked long and earnestly into his face, nodded approvingly once or twice, and, having tucked the blankets gently in round the sick man, he proceeded to prepare supper. He removed just enough of the deers skin to permit of a choice morsel being cut out; this he put into the pot, and made thereof a rich and savoury soup, which he tasted; and, if smacking ones lips and tasting it again twice, indicated anything, the soup was good. But Ned Sinton did not eat it. That was Toms supper, and was put just near enough the fire to keep it warm.

This being done, Ned cut out another choice morsel of deers-meat, which he roasted and ate, as only those can eat who are well, and young, and robust, and in the heart of the wilderness. Then he filled his pipe, sat down close to Toms couch, placed his back against a tree, crossed his arms on his breast, and smoked and watched the whole night long.

He rose gently several times during the night, however, partly for the purpose of battling off his tendency to sleep, and partly for the purpose of replenishing the fire and keeping the soup warm.

But Tom Collins took no supper that night. Ned longed very much to see him awake, but he didnt. Towards morning, Ned managed for some time to fight against sleep, by entering into a close and philosophical speculation as to what was the precise hour at which that pot of soup could not properly be called supper, but would merge into breakfast. This question still remained unsettled in his mind when grey dawn lit up the peaks of the eastern hills, and he was still debating it, and nodding like a Chinese mandarin, and staring at intervals like a confused owl, when the sun shot over the tree-tops, and, alighting softly on the sleepers face, aroused him.

Tom awoke refreshed, ate his breakfast with relish, took his medicine without grumbling, smiled on his comrade, and squeezed his hand as he went to sleep again with a heavy sigh of comfort. From that hour he mended rapidly, and in a week after he was well enough to resume his journey.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Powerful Effects of Gold on the Aspect of Things in General  The Doings at Little Creek Diggings  Larry becomes Speculative, and digs a Hole which nearly proves the Grave of many Miners  Captain Bunting takes a Fearful Dive  Ah-wow is smitten to the Earth  A Mysterious Letter, and a Splendid Dish.

We must now beg our reader to turn with us to another scene.

The appearance of Little Creek diggings altered considerably, and for the worse, after Ned Sinton and Tom Collins left. A rush of miners had taken place in consequence of the reports of the successful adventurers who returned to Sacramento for supplies, and, in the course of a few weeks, the whole valley was swarming with eager gold-hunters. The consequence of this was that laws of a somewhat stringent nature had to be made. The ground was measured off into lots of about ten feet square, and apportioned to the miners. Of course, in so large and rough a community, there was a good deal of crime, so that Judge Lynchs services were frequently called in; but upon the whole, considering the circumstances of the colony, there was much less than might have been expected.

At the time of which we write, namely, several weeks after the events narrated in our last chapter, the whole colony was thrown into a state of excitement, in consequence of large quantities of gold having been discovered on the banks of the stream, in the ground on which the log-huts and tents were erected. The result of this discovery was, that the whole place was speedily riddled with pits and their concomitant mud-heaps, and, to walk about after night-fall, was a difficult as well as a dangerous amusement. Many of the miners pulled down their tents, and began to work upon the spots on which they previously stood. Others began to dig all round their wooden huts, until these rude domiciles threatened to become insular, and a few pulled their dwellings down in order to get at the gold beneath them.

One man, as he sat on his door-step smoking his pipe after dinner, amused himself by poking the handle of an axe into the ground, and, unexpectedly, turned up a small nugget of gold worth several dollars. In ten minutes there was a pit before his door big enough to hold a sheep, and, before night, he realised about fifty dollars. Another, in the course of two days, dug out one hundred dollars behind his tent, and all were more or less fortunate.

At this particular time, it happened that Captain Bunting had been seized with one of his irresistible and romantic wandering fits, and had gone off with the blunderbuss, to hunt in the mountains. Maxton, having heard of better diggings elsewhere, and not caring for the society of our adventurers when Ned and Tom were absent, had bid them good-bye, and gone off with his pick and shovel on his shoulder, and his prospecting-pan in his hand, no one knew whither. Bill Jones was down at Sacramento purchasing provisions, as the prices at the diggings were ruinous; and Ko-sing had removed with one of the other Chinamen to another part of the Creek.

Thus it came to pass that Larry ONeil and Ah-wow, the Chinaman, were left alone to work out the claims of the party.

One fine day, Larry and his comrade were seated in the sunshine, concluding their mid-day meal, when a Yankee passed, and told them of the discoveries that had been made further down the settlement.

Good luck to ye! said Larry, nodding facetiously to the man, as he put a tin mug to his lips, and drained its contents to the bottom. Ha! its the potheen Im fond of; not but that Ive seen better; faix Ive seldom tasted worse, but theres a vartue in goold-diggin that would make akifortis go down like milk  it would. Will ye try a drop?

Larry filled the pannikin as he spoke, and handed it to the Yankee, who, nothing loth, drained it, and returned it empty, with thanks.

Theyre diggin goold out o the cabin floors, are they? said Larry, wiping his mouth with the sleeve of his shirt.

They air, answered the man. One feller dug up three hundred dollars yesterday, from the very spot where hes bin snorin on the last six months.

Ah! thin thats a purty little sum, said Larry, with a leer that shewed he didnt believe a word of it. Does he expect more to-morrow, think ye?

Dont know, said the man, half offended at the doubt thus cast on his veracity; ye better go an ax him. Good day, stranger; and the Yankee strode away rapidly.

Larry scratched his head; then he rubbed his nose, and then his chin, without, apparently, deriving any particular benefit from these actions. After that, he looked up at Ah-wow, who was seated cross-legged on the ground opposite to him, smoking, and asked him what was his opinion.

Dun no, said the Chinaman, without moving a muscle of his stolid countenance.

Oh! yere an entertainin cratur, ye are; Ill just make a hole here where I sit, an see what comes of it. Sure its better nor doin nothin.

Saying this, Larry refilled his empty pipe, stretched himself at full length on his side, rested his head on his left hand, and smoked complacently for three minutes; after which he took up the long sheath-knife, with which he had just cut up his supper, and began carelessly to turn over the sod.

Sure, there is goold, he said, on observing several specks of the shining metal. As he dug deeper down, he struck upon a hard substance, which, on being turned up, proved to be a piece of quartz, the size of a hens egg, in which rich lumps and veins of gold were embedded.

May I niver! shouted the Irishman, starting up, and throwing away his pipe in his excitement, av it isnt a nugget. Hooray! wheres the pick!

Larry overturned the Chinaman, who sat in his way, darted into the tent for his pick and shovel, and in five minutes was a foot down into the earth.

He came upon a solid rock, however, much to his chagrin, a few inches further down.

Faix Ill tell ye what Ill do, he said, as a new idea struck him, Ill dig inside o the tint. It ll kape the sun an the rain off.

This remark was made half to himself and half to Ah-wow, who, having gathered himself up, and resumed his pipe, was regarding him with as much interest as he ever regarded anything. As Ah-wow made no objection, and did not appear inclined to volunteer an opinion, Larry entered the tent, cleared all the things away into one corner, and began to dig in the centre of it.

It was fortunate that he adopted this plan: first, because the rainy season having now set in, the tent afforded him shelter; and secondly, because the soil under the tent turned out to be exceedingly rich  so much so, that in the course of the next few days he and the Chinaman dug out upwards of a thousand dollars.

But the rains, which for some time past had given indubitable hints that they meant to pay a long visit to the settlement, at last came down like a waterspout, and flooded Larry and his comrade out of the hole. They cut a deep trench round the tent, however, to carry off the water, and continued their profitable labour unremittingly.

The inside of the once comfortable tent now presented a very remarkable appearance. All the property of the party was thrust into the smallest possible corner, and Larrys bed was spread out above it; the remainder of the space was a yawning hole six feet deep, and a mound of earth about four feet high. This earth formed a sort of breast-work, over which Larry had to clamber night and morning in leaving and returning to his couch. The Chinaman slept in his own little tent hard by.

There was another inconvenience attending this style of mining which Larry had not foreseen when he adopted it, and which caused the tent of our adventurers to become a sort of public nuisance. Larry had frequently to go down the stream for provisions, and Ah-wow being given to sleep when no one watched him, took advantage of those opportunities to retire to his own tent; the consequence was, that strangers who chanced to look in, in passing, frequently fell headlong into the hole ere they were aware of its existence, and on more than one occasion Larry returned and found a miner in the bottom of it with his neck well-nigh broken.

To guard against this he hit upon the plan of putting up a cautionary ticket. He purchased a flat board and a pot of black paint with which he wrote the words:

Mind Yer Feet Thars A Big Hol, and fixed it up over the entrance. The device answered very well in as far as those who could read were concerned, but as there were many who could not read at all, and who mistook the ticket for the sign of a shop or store, the accidents became rather more frequent than before.

The Irishman at last grew desperate, and, taking Ah-wow by the pig-tail, vowed that if he deserted his post again, hed blow out all the brains he had  if he had any at all  an if that wouldnt do, hed cut him up into mince-meat, so he would.

The Chinaman evidently thought him in earnest, for he fell on his knees, and promised, with tears in his eyes, that he would never do it again  or words to that effect.

One day Larry and Ah-wow were down in the hole labouring for gold as if it were life. It was a terribly rainy day  so bad, that it was almost impossible to keep the water out. Larry had clambered out of the hole, and was seated on the top of the mud-heap, resting himself and gazing down upon his companion, who slowly, but with the steady regularity of machinery, dug out the clay, and threw it on the heap, when a voice called from without  

Is this Mr Edward Sintons tent?

It is that same, cried Larry, rising; dont come in, or itll be worse for ye.

Heres a letter for him, then, and twenty dollars to pay.

Musha! but its chape postage, said Larry, lifting the curtain, and stepping out; couldnt ye say thirty, now?

Come, down with the cash, and none o yer jaw, said the man, who was a surly fellow, and did not seem disposed to stand joking.

Oh! be all manes, yer honour, retorted Larry, with mock servility, as he counted out the money. Av it wouldnt displase yer lordship, may I take the presumption to ax how the seal come to be broken?

I know nothin about it, answered the man, as he pocketed the money; I found it on the road between this an Sacramento, and, as I was passin this way anyhow, I brought it on.

Ah, thin, it was a great kindness, intirely, to go so far out o yer way, an that for a stranger, too, an for nothin  or nixt thing to it! said Larry, looking after the man as he walked away.

Well, now, he continued, re-entering the tent, and seating himself again on the top of the mud-heap, while he held the letter in his hand at arms length, this bates all! An whot am I to do with it? Sure its not right to break the seal o another mans letter; but then its broke aready, an there can be no sin in raidin it. Maybe, he continued, with a look of anxiety, the poor lads ill, or dead, an hes wrote to say so. Sure, I would like to raid it  av I only knowd how; but me edications bin forgot, bad luck to the schoolmasters; I can only make out big print  wan letter at a time.

The poor man looked wistfully at the letter, feeling that it might possibly contain information of importance to all of them, and that delay in taking action might cause irreparable misfortune. While he meditated what had best be done, and scanned the letter in all directions, a footstep was heard outside, and the hearty voice of Captain Bunting shouted:

Ship ahoy! whos within, boys!

Hooroo! capting, shouted Larry, jumping up with delight; mind yer fut, capting, dear; dont come in.

Why not? inquired the captain, as he lifted the curtain.

Sure, its no use tellin ye now! said Larry, as Captain Bunting fell head-foremost into Ah-wows arms, and drove that worthy creature  as he himself would have said stern-foremost into the mud and water at the bottom. The captain happened to have a haunch of venison on his shoulder, and the blunderbuss under his arm, so that the crash and the splash, as they all floundered in the mud, were too much for Larry, who sat down again on the mud-heap and roared with laughter.

It is needless to go further into the details of this misadventure. Captain Bunting and the Chinaman were soon restored to the upper world, happily, unhurt; so, having changed their garments, they went into Ah-wows tent to discuss the letter.

Let me see it, Larry, said the captain, sitting down on an empty pork cask.

Larry handed him the missive, and he read as follows:  

San Francisco.

Edward Sinton, Esquire, Little Creek Diggings.

My Dear Sir,  I have just time before the post closes, to say that I only learned a few days ago that you were at Little Creek, otherwise I should have written sooner, to say that

Here the captain seemed puzzled. Now, aint that aggravatin? he said; the seal has torn away the most important bit o the letter. I wish I had the villains by the nose that opened it! Look here, Larry, can you guess what it was?

Larry took the letter, and, after scrutinising it with intense gravity and earnestness, returned it, with the remark, that it was beyant him entirely.

That  that said the captain, again attempting to read, that  somethin  great success; so you and Captain Bunting had better come down at once.

Believe me, my dear Sir, Yours faithfully, John Thomson.

Now, remarked the captain, with a look of chagrin, as he laid down the letter, folded his hands together, and gazed into Larrys grave visage, nothin half so tantalisin as that has happened to me since the time when my good ship, the Roving Bess, was cast ashore at San Francisco.

Its purvokin, replied Larry, an preplexin.

Its most unfortunate, too, continued the captain, knitting up his visage, that Sinton should be away just at this time, without rudder, chart, or compass, an bound for no port that any one knows of. Why, the fellow may be deep in the heart o the Rocky Mountains, for all I can tell. I might start off at once without him, but maybe that would be of no use. What can it be that old Thompsons so anxious about? Why didnt the old figur-head use his pen more freely  his tongue goes fast enough to drive the engines of a seventy-four. What is to be done?

Although Captain Bunting asked the question with thorough earnestness and much energy, looking first at Larry and then at Ah-wow, he received no reply. The former shook his head, and the latter stared at him with a steady, dead intensity, as if he wished to stare him through.

After a few minutes pause, Larry suddenly asked the captain if he was hungry, to which the latter replied that he was; whereupon the former suggested that it was worth while cookin the haunch o venson, and offered to do it in a peculiar manner, that had been taught to him not long ago by a hunter, who had passed that way, and fallen into the hole in the tent and sprained his ankle, so that he, (Larry), was obliged to kape him for a week, an trate him to the best all the time. The proposal was agreed to, and Larry, seizing the haunch, which was still covered with the mud contracted in the hole, proceeded to exhibit his powers as a cook.

The rain, which had been coming down as if a second flood were about to deluge the earth, had ceased at this time, and the sun succeeded, for a few hours, in struggling through the murky clouds and pouring a flood of light and heat over hill and plain; the result of which was, that, along the whole length of Little Creek, there was an eruption of blankets, and shirts, and inexpressibles, and other garments, which stood much in need of being dried, and which, as they fluttered and flapped their many-coloured folds in the light breeze, gave the settlement the appearance  as Captain Bunting expressed it  of being dressed from stem to stern. The steam that arose from these habiliments, and from the soaking earth, and from the drenched forest, covered the face of nature with a sort of luminous mist that was quite cheering, by contrast with the leaden gloom that had preceded it, and filled with a romantic glow the bosoms of such miners as had any romance left in their natures.

Larry ONeil was one of these, and he went about his work whistling violently. We will not take upon us to say how much of his romance was due to the haunch of venison. We would not, if called on to do it, undertake to say how much of the romance and enjoyment of a pic-nic party would evaporate, if it were suddenly announced that the hamper had been forgotten, or that it had fallen and the contents been smashed and mixed. We turn from such ungenerous and gross contemplations to the cooking of that haunch of venison, which, as it was done after a fashion never known to Soyer, and may be useful in after-years to readers of this chronicle, whose lot it may be, perchance, to stand in need of such knowledge, we shall carefully describe.

It is not necessary to enlarge upon the preliminaries. We need hardly say that Larry washed off the mud, and that he passed flattering remarks upon his own abilities and prowess, and, in very irreverent tones and terms, addressed Ah-wow, who smoked his pipe and looked at him. All that, and a great deal more, we leave to our readers well-known and vivid imagination. Suffice it that the venison was duly washed, and a huge fire, with much difficulty, kindled, and a number of large stones put into it to heat. This done, Larry cut off a lump of meat from the haunch  a good deal larger than his own head, which wasnt small  the skin with the hair on being cut off along with the meat. A considerable margin of flesh was then pared off from the lump, so as to leave an edging of hide all round, which might overlap the remainder, and enclose it, as it were, in a natural bag.

At this stage of the process Larry paused, looked admiringly at his work, winked over the edge of it at Ah-wow, and went hastily into the tent, whence he issued with two little tin canisters,  one containing pepper, the other salt.

Why, you beat the French all to nothing! remarked the captain, who sat on an upturned tea-box, smoking and watching the proceedings.

Ah! thin, dont spake, capting; itll spile yer appetite, said Larry, sprinkling the seasoning into the bag and closing it up by means of a piece of cord. He then drew the red-hot stones and ashes from the fire, and, making a hot-bed thereof, placed the venison-dumpling  if we may be allowed the term  on the centre of it. Before the green hide was quite burned through, the dish was cooked, as Yankees express it, to a curiosity, and the tasting thereof would have evoked from an alderman a look, (he would have been past speaking!) of ecstasy, while a lady might have exclaimed, Delicious! or a schoolboy have said, Hlpluhplp, (see note 1), or some such term which ought only to be used in reference to intellectual treats, and should never be applied to such low matters as meat and drink.



Note 1. Hlpluhplp. As the reader may have some difficulty in pronouncing the above word, we beg to inform him, (or her), that it is easily done, by simply drawing in the breath, and, at the same time, waggling the tongue between the lips.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Rainy Season, and its Effects  Disease and Misery at Little Creek  Reappearance of Old Friends  An Emigrants Death  An Unexpected Arrival.

Captain Bunting, after two days serious consideration, made up his mind to go down alone to San Francisco, in order to clear up the mystery of the letter, and do all that he could personally in the absence of his friend. To resolve, however, was easy; to carry his resolution into effect was almost impracticable, in consequence of the inundated state of the country.

It was now the middle of November, and the rainy season, which extends over six months of the year, was in full play. Language is scarcely capable of conveying, to those who have not seen it, an adequate idea of how it rained at this period of the year. It did not pour  there were no drops  it roared a cataract of never-ending ramrods, as thick as your finger, straight down from the black sky right through to the very vitals of the earth. It struck the tents like shot, and spirted through the tightest canvas in the form of Scotch-mist. It swept down cabin chimneys, and put out the fires; it roared through every crevice, and rent and seam of the hills in mad cataracts, and swelled up the Little Creek into a mighty surging river.

All work was arrested; men sat in their tents on mud-heaps that melted from below them, or lay on logs that well-nigh floated away with them; but there was not so much grumbling as one might have expected. It was too tremendous to be merely annoying. It was sublimely ridiculous,  so men grinned, and bore it.

But there were many poor miners there, alas! who could not regard that season in a light manner. There were dozens of young and middle-aged men whose constitutions, although good, perhaps, were not robust, and who ought never to have ventured to seek their fortunes in the gold-regions. Men who might have lived their full time, and have served their day and generation usefully in the civilised regions of the world, but who, despite the advice of friends, probably, and certainly despite the warnings of experienced travellers and authors, rushed eagerly to California to find, not a fortune, but a grave. Dysentery, scurvy in its worst and most loathsome type, ague, rheumatism, sciatica, consumption, and other diseases, were now rife at the diggings, cutting down many a youthful plant, and blasting many a golden dream.

Doctors, too, became surprisingly numerous, but these disciples of Esculapius failed to effect cures, and as their diplomas, when sought for, were not forthcoming, they were ultimately banished en masse by the indignant miners. One or two old hunters and trappers turned out in the end to be the most useful doctors, and effected a good many cures with the simple remedies they had become acquainted with among the red-men.

What rendered things worse was that provisions became scarce, and, therefore, enormously dear. No fresh vegetables of any kind were to be had. Salt, greasy and rancid pork, bears-meat, and venison, were all the poor people could procure, although many a man there would have given a thousand dollars  ay, all he possessed  for a single meal of fresh potatoes. The men smitten with scurvy had, therefore, no chance of recovering. The valley became a huge hospital, and the banks of the stream a cemetery.

There were occasional lulls, however, in this dismal state of affairs. Sometimes the rain ceased; the sun burst forth in irresistible splendour, and the whole country began to steam like a caldron. A cart, too, succeeded now and then in struggling up with a load of fresh provisions; reviving a few sinking spirits for a time, and almost making the owners fortune; but, at the best, it was a drearily calamitous season,  one which caused many a sick heart to hate the sight and name of gold, and many a digger to resolve to quit the land, and all its treasures, at the first opportunity.

Doubtless, too, many deep and earnest thoughts of life, and its aims and ends, filled the minds of some men at that time. It is often in seasons of adversity that God shews to men how mistaken their views of happiness are, and how mad, as well as sinful, it is in them to search for joy and peace apart from, and without the slightest regard for, the Author of all felicity. Yes, there is reason to hope and believe that many seeds of eternal life were sown by the Saviour, and watered by the Holy Spirit, in that disastrous time of disease and death,  seed which, perhaps, is now blessing and fertilising many distant regions of the world.

In one of the smallest and most wretched of the huts, at the entrance of the valley of Little Creek, lay a man, whose days on earth were evidently few. The hut stood apart from the others, in a lonely spot, as if it shrank from observation, and was seldom visited by the miners, who were too much concerned about their own misfortunes to care much for those of others. Here Kate Morgan sat by the couch of her dying brother, endeavouring to soothe his last hours by speaking to him in the most endearing terms, and reading passages from the Word of God, which lay open on her knee. But the dying man seemed to derive little comfort from what she said or read. His restless eye roamed anxiously round the wretched hut, while his breath came short and thick from between his pale lips.

Shall I read to ye, darlin? said the woman, bending over the couch to catch the faint whisper, which was all the poor man had strength to utter.

Just then, ere he could reply, the clatter of hoofs was heard, and a bronzed, stalwart horseman was seen through the doorless entrance of the hut, approaching at a brisk trot. Both horse and man were of immense size, and they came on with that swinging, heavy tread, which gives the impression of irresistible weight and power. The rider drew up suddenly, and, leaping off his horse, cried, Can I have a draught of water, my good woman? as he fastened the bridle to a tree, and strode into the hut.

Kate rose hurriedly, and held up her finger to impose silence, as she handed the stranger a can of water. But he had scarcely swallowed a mouthful when his eye fell on the sick man. Going gently forward to the couch, he sat down beside it, and, taking the invalids wrist, felt his pulse.

Is he your husband? inquired the stranger, in a subdued voice.

No, sir,  my brother.

Does he like to have the Bible read to him?

Sometimes; but before his voice failed he was always cryin out for the priest. Hes a Catholic, sir, though Im not wan meself and thinks he cant be saved unless he sees the priest.

The stranger took up the Bible, and, turning towards the man, whose bright eyes were fixed earnestly upon him, read, in a low impressive voice, several of those passages in which a free salvation to the chief of sinners is offered through Jesus Christ. He did not utter a word of comment; but he read with deep solemnity, and paused ever and anon to look in the face of the sick man as he read the blessed words of comfort. The man was not in a state either to listen to arguments or to answer questions, so the stranger wisely avoided both, and gently quitted the hut after offering up a brief prayer, and repeating twice the words  

Jesus says, Him that cometh to Me, I will in no wise cast out.

Kate followed him out, and thanked him earnestly for his kindness, while tears stood in her eyes.

Have you no friends or relations here but him! inquired the stranger.

Not wan. There was wan man as came to see us often when we stayed in a lonesome glen further up the Creek, but weve not seen him since we came here. More be token he didnt know we were goin to leave, and we wint off in a hurry, for my poor brother was impatient, and thought the change would do him good.

Take this, you will be the better of it.

The stranger thrust a quantity of silver into Kates hand, and sprang upon his horse.

I dont need it, thank ee, said Kate, hurriedly.

But you may need it; at any rate, he does. Stay, what was the name of the man who used to visit you?

ONeil, sir  Larry ONeil.

Indeed! he is one of my mates. My name is Sinton  Edward Sinton; you shall hear from me again ere long.

Ned put spurs to his horse as he spoke, and in another moment was out of sight.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Ned decides on visiting San Francisco  Larry pays a Visit, and receives a Severe Disappointment  The Road and the City  Unexpected News.

Few joys in this life are altogether without alloy. The delight experienced by Larry ONeil and Captain Bunting, when they heard the hearty tones of Ned Sintons voice, and the satisfaction with which they beheld his face, when, in their anxiety to prevent his falling headlong into the hole, they both sprang out of the tent and rushed into his arms, were somewhat damped on their observing that Tom Collins was not with him. But their anxieties were speedily relieved on learning that Tom was at Sacramento City, and, it was to be hoped, doing well.

As Ned had eaten nothing on the day of his arrival since early morning, the first care of his friends was to cook some food for him; and Larry took special care to brew for him, as soon as possible, a stiff tumbler of hot brandy and water, which, as he was wet and weary, was particularly acceptable.

While enjoying this over the fire in front of the tent, Ned related the adventures of himself and Tom Collins circumstantially; in the course of which narration he explained, what the reader does not yet know, how that, after Tom had recovered from his illness sufficiently to ride, he had conducted him by easy stages to the banks of the great San Joaquin river, down which they had proceeded by boat until they reached Sacramento.

Here Ned saw him comfortably settled in the best room of the best hotel in the town, and then, purchasing the largest and strongest horse he could find, he set off, in spite of the rains, to let his comrades know that they were both safe, and, in Neds case at least, sound.

And, now, with reference to that letter.

Ay, that letter, echoed the captain; thats what Ive bin wantin you to come to. What can it mean?

I am as ignorant of that as yourself, answered Ned; if it had only been you who were mentioned in the letter, I could have supposed that your old ship had been relaunched and refitted, and had made a successful voyage to China during your absence; but, as I left no property of any kind in San Francisco, and had no speculations afloat, I cannot conceive what it can be.

Maybe, suggested Larry, theyve heard o our remarkable talents up here in the diggins, and theyve been successful in gittin us appinted to respansible sitivations in the new government Ive heared theyre sottin up down there. I wouldnt object to be prime minister meself av theyd only allow me enough clarks to do the work.

And did you say you were all ready for a start to-morrow, captain? inquired Ned.

Quite. Weve disposed of the claims and tools for fifteen hundred dollars, an we sold Ah-wow along with the lot; thats to say, he remains a fixture at the same wage; and the little we meant to take with us is stowed away in our saddle-bags. Ye see, I couldnt foresee that youd plump down on us in this fashion, and I felt that the letter was urgent, and ought to be acted on at once.

You did quite right, returned Ned. What a pity I missed seeing Bill Jones at Sacramento; but the city has grown so much, and become so populous, in a few months, that two friends might spend a week in it, unknown to each other, without chancing to meet. And now as to the gold. Have you been successful since I left?

Ay, broke in Larry, that have we. Its a great country intirely for men whose bones and muscles are made o iron. Weve dug forty thousand dollars  eight thousand pounds  out o that same hole in the tint; forby sprainin the ankles, and well-nigh breakin the legs, o eight or tin miners. Its sorry Ill be to lave it. But, afther all, its a sickly place, so Im contint to go.

By the way, Larry, that reminds me I met a friend o yours at the other end of the settlement.

I belave ye, answered Larry; ivery man in the Creeks my frind. Theyd die for me, they would, av I only axed them.

Ay, but a particular friend, named Kate, who

Och! ye dont mane it! cried the Irishman, starting up with an anxious look. Sure they lived up in the dark glen there; and they wint off wan fine day, an Ive niver been able to hear o them since.

They are not very far off, continued Ned, detailing his interview with the brother and sister, and expressing a conviction that the former could not now be in life.

Ill go down to-night, said Larry, drawing on his heavy boots.

Youd better wait till to-morrow, suggested the captain. The poor thing will be in no humour to see any one to-night, and we can make a halt near the hut for an hour or so.

Larry, with some reluctance, agreed to this delay, and the rest of the evening was spent by the little party in making preparations for a start on the following day; but difficulties arose in the way of settling with the purchasers of their claims, so that another day passed ere they got fairly off on their journey towards Sacramento.

On reaching the mouth of the Little Creek, Larry ONeil galloped ahead of his companions, and turned aside at the little hut, the locality of which Sinton had described to him minutely. Springing off his horse, he threw the reins over a bush and crossed the threshold. It is easier to conceive than to describe his amazement and consternation on finding the place empty. Dashing out, he vaulted into the saddle, and almost galloped through the doorway of the nearest hut in his anxiety to learn what had become of his friends.

Halloo! stranger, shouted a voice from within, no thoroughfare this way; an I wouldnt advise ye for to go an try for to make one.

Ho! countryman, wheres the sick Irishman and his sister gone, that lived close to ye here?

Wall, I aint a countryman o yourn, I guess; but I can answer a civil question. Theyre gone. The mans dead, an the gal took him away in a cart day bfore yisterday.

Gone! took him away in a cart! echoed Larry, while he looked aghast at the man. Are ye sure?

Wall, I couldnt be surer. I made the coffin for em, and helped to lift it into the cart.

But where have they gone to?

To Sacramento, I guess. I advised her not to go, but she mumbled something about not havin him buried in sich a wild place, an layin him in a churchyard; so I gave her the loan o fifty dollars  it was all I could spare  for she hadnt a rap. She borrowed the horse and cart from a countryman, who was goin to Sacramento at any rate.

Youre a trump, you are! cried Larry, with energy; give us your hand, me boy! Ah! thin yer parents were Irish, Ill be bound; now, heres your fifty dollars back again, with compound interest to boot  though I dont know exactly what that is

I didnt ax ye for the fifty dollars, said the man, somewhat angrily. Who are you that offers em!

Im her  her  friend, answered Larry, in some confusion; her intimate friend; I might almost say a sort o distant relation  only not quite that.

Wall, if thats all, I guess Im as much a friend as you, said the man, re-entering his cabin, and shutting the door with a bang.

Larry sighed, dropped the fifty dollars into his leather purse, and galloped away.

The journey down to Sacramento, owing to the flooded state of the country, was not an easy one. It took the party several days hard riding to accomplish it, and during all that time Larry kept a vigilant look-out for Kate Morgan and the cart, but neither of them did he see. Each day he felt certain he would overtake them, but each evening found him trying to console himself with the reflection that a stern chase is proverbially a long one, and that next day would do it. Thus they struggled on, and finally arrived at the city of Sacramento, without having set eyes on the wanderer. Poor Larry little knew that, having gone with a man who knew the road thoroughly, Kate, although she travelled slowly, had arrived there the day before him; while Ned had lengthened the road by unwittingly making a considerable and unnecessary détour. Still less did he know that, at the very hour he arrived in the city, Kate, with her sad charge, embarked on board a small river steamer, and was now on her way to San Francisco.

As it was, Larry proposed to start back again, supposing they must have passed them; but, on second thoughts, he decided to remain where he was and make inquiries. So the three friends pushed forward to the City Hotel to make inquiries after Tom Collins.

Mr Collins? said the waiter, bowing to Sinton hes gone, sir, about a week ago.

Gone! exclaimed Ned, turning pale.

Yes, sir; gone down to San Francisco. He saw some advertisement or other in the newspaper, and started off by the next steamer.

Neds heart beat freely again. Was he well when he left?

Yes, sir, pretty well. He would have been the better of a longer rest, but he was quite fit to travel, sir.

Captain Bunting, who, during this colloquy, had been standing with his legs apart, and his eyes glaring at the waiter, as if he had been mad, gave a prolonged whistle, but made no further remark. At this moment Larry, who had been conversing with one of the under-waiters, came rushing in with a look of desperation on his countenance.

Would ye belave it, he cried, throwing himself down on a splendid crimson sofa, that seemed very much out of keeping with the dress of the rough miners whom it was meant to accommodate would ye belave it, theyre gone!

Who are gone, and where to! inquired Ned.

Kate an  an the caffin. Off to San Francisco, be all thats onlucky; an only wint little more nor an hour ago.

The three friends looked at each other.

Waiter, said Captain Bunting, in a solemn voice, bear-chops for three, pipes and baccy for six, an a brandy-smash for one; an, dye hear, let it be stiff!

Yes, sir.

A loud laugh from Ned and Larry relieved their over-excited and pent-up feelings; and both agreed that, under the circumstances, the captains order was the best that could be given at that stage of their perplexities. Having ascertained that there was not another steamer to San Francisco for a week, they resolved to forget their anxieties as much as possible, and enjoy themselves in the great city of Sacramento during the next few days; while they instituted inquiries as to what had become of their comrade, Bill Jones, who, they concluded, must still be in the city, as they had not met him on the way down.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Gold not All-Powerful  Remarkable Growth of Sacramento  New Style of bringing a Hotel into Notice  A Surprising Discovery  Death of A Mexican Horse-Tamer  The Concert, and another Discovery  Mademoiselle Nelina creates a Sensation.

It is said that gold can accomplish anything; and, in some respects, the saying is full of truth; in some points of view, however, the saying is altogether wrong. Gold can, indeed, accomplish almost anything in the material world  it can purchase stone, and metal, and timber; and muscles, bones, thews, and sinews, with life in them, to any extent. It can go a step further  it can purchase brains, intellect, genius; and, throwing the whole together, material and immaterial, it can cut, and carve, and mould the world to such an extent that its occupants of fifty years ago, were they permitted to return to earth, would find it hard to recognise the scene of their brief existence. But there are things and powers which gold cannot purchase. That worn-out old millionnaire would give tons of it for a mere tithe of the health that yonder ploughman enjoys. Youth cannot be bought with gold. Time cannot be purchased with gold. The prompt obedience of thousands of men and women may be bought with that precious metal, but one powerful throb of a loving heart could not be procured by all the yellow gold that ever did or ever will enrich the human family.

But we are verging towards digression. Let us return to the simple idea with which we intended to begin this chapter  the wonder-working power of gold. In no country in the wide world, we venture to affirm, has this power been exemplified so strikingly as in California. The knowledge of the discovery of gold was so suddenly and widely disseminated over the earth, that human beings flowed into the formerly-uninhabited wilderness like a mighty torrent, while thousands of ships flooded the markets with the necessaries of life. Then gold was found to be so abundant, and, at first, so easily procured, that the fever was kept up at white-heat for several years. The result of this was, as we have remarked elsewhere, that changes, worthy of Aladdins lamp or Harlequins wand, were wrought in the course of a few weeks, sometimes in a few days.

The city of Sacramento was one of the most remarkable of the many strange and sudden growths in the country. The river on which it stands is a beautiful stream, from two to three hundred yards wide, and navigable by large craft to a few miles above the city. The banks, when our friends were there, were fringed with rich foliage, and the wild trees of the forest itself stood growing in the streets. The city was laid out in the form of a square, with streets crossing each other at right angles; a forest of masts along the embarcadero attested the growing importance and wealth of the place; and nearly ten thousand inhabitants swarmed in its streets. Many of those streets were composed of canvas tents, or erections scarcely more durable. Yet here, little more than a year before, there were only four thousand in the place!

Those who chanced to be in possession of the land here were making fortunes. Lots, twenty feet by seventy, in the best situations, brought upwards of 3500 dollars. Rents, too, were enormous. One hotel paid 30,000 dollars (6000 pounds) per annum; another, 35,000 dollars. Small stores fetched ten and twelve thousand dollars a year; while board at the best hotels was five dollars a day. Truly, if gold was plentiful, it was needed; for the common necessaries of life, though plentiful, were bought and sold at fabulous prices. The circulation of gold was enormous, and the growth of the city did not suffer a check even for a day, although the cost of building was unprecedented. And this commercial prosperity continued in spite of the fact that the place was unhealthy  being a furnace in summer, and in winter little better than a swamp.

Its a capital hotel, remarked Captain Bunting to his companions, as they sat round their little table, enjoying their pipes after dinner; I wonder if they make a good thing out of it?

Sure, if they dont, said Larry, tilting his chair on its hind legs, and calmly blowing a cloud of smoke towards the roof, its a losin game theyre playin, for they sarve out the grub at a tearin pace.

They are doing well, I doubt not, said Ned Sinton; and they deserve to, for the owner  or owners, I dont know how many or few there are  made a remarkable and enterprising start.

How was that? asked the captain.

I heard of it when I was down here with Tom, continued Sinton. You must know that this was the first regular hotel opened in the city, and it was considered so great an event that it was celebrated by salvos of artillery, and, on the part of the proprietors, by a great unlimited feast to all who chose to come.

What! cried Larry, free, gratis, for nothin?

Ay, for nothing. It was done in magnificent style, I assure you. Any one who chose came and called for what he wanted, and got it at once. The attendance was prompt, and as cheerfully given as though it had been paid for. Gin-slings, cocktails, mint-juleps, and brandy-smashes went round like a circular storm, even champagne flowed like water; and venison, wild-fowl, salmon, grizzly-bear-steaks, and pastry  all the delicacies of the season, in short  were literally to be had for the asking. What it cost the spirited proprietors I know not, but certainly it was a daring stroke of genius that deserved patronage.

Faix it did, said Larry, emphatically; and they shall have it, too;  here, waiter, a brandy-smash and a cheroot, and be aisy as to the cost; I think me bankll stand it.

What say you to a stroll! said Ned, rising.

By all means, replied Captain Bunting, jumping up, and laying down his pipe. Larry preferred to remain where he was; so the two friends left him to enjoy his cheroot, and wandered away, where fancy led, to see the town. There was much to be seen. It required no theatrical representation of life to amuse one in Sacramento at that time. The whole city was a vast series of plays in earnest.

Every conceivable species of comedy and farce met the eye at every turn. Costumes the most remarkable, men the most varied and peculiar, and things the most incomprehensible and unexpected, presented themselves in endless succession. Here a canvas restaurant stood, or, rather leaned against a log-store. There a tent spread its folds in juxtaposition to a deck-cabin, which seemed to have walked ashore from a neighbouring brig, without leave, and had been let out as a grog-shop by way of punishment. Chinamen in calico jostled sailors in canvas, or diggers in scarlet flannel shirts, or dandies in broad-cloth and patent-leather, or red Indians in nothing! Bustle, and hurry, and uproar, and joviality prevailed. A good deal of drinking, too, unfortunately, went on, and the results were occasional melodramas, and sometimes serious rows.

Tragedies, too, were enacted, but these seldom met the eye; as is usually the case, they were done in the dark.

What have we here? cried Captain Bunting, stopping before a large placard, and reading. Grand concert, this evening  wonderful singer  Mademoiselle Nelina, first appearance  Ethiopian serenaders. I say, Ned, we must go to this; Ive not heard a song for ages that was worth listening to.

At what hour? inquired Ned oh! seven oclock; well, we can stroll back to the hotel, have a cup of coffee, and bring Larry ONeil with us. Come along.

That evening our three adventurers occupied the back seat of a large concert-room in one of the most crowded thoroughfares of the town, patiently awaiting the advent of the performers. The room was filled to overflowing, long before the hour for the commencement of the performances, with every species of mortal, except woman. Women were exceedingly rare creatures at that time  the meetings of all sorts were composed almost entirely of men, in their varied and motley garbs.

Considering the circumstances in which it was got up, the room was a very creditable one, destitute, indeed, of ornament, but well lighted by an enormous wooden chandelier, full of wax candles, which depended from the centre of the ceiling. At the further end of the room was a raised stage, with foot-lights in front, and three chairs in the middle of it. There was a small orchestra in front, consisting of two fiddles, a cornopian, a trombone, a clarionet, and a flute; but at first the owners of these instruments kept out of sight, wisely reserving themselves until that precise moment when the impatient audience would  as all audiences do on similar occasions  threaten to bring down the building with stamping of feet, accompanied with steam-engine-like whistles, and savage cries of Music!

While Ned Sinton and his friends were quietly looking round upon the crowd, Larry ONeils attention was arrested by the conversation of two men who sat just in front of him. One was a rough-looking miner, in a wide-awake and red-flannel shirt; the other was a negro, in a shirt of blue-striped calico.

Who be this Missey Nelina? inquired the negro, turning to his companion.

I dun know; but I was here last night, an Id take my davy, I saw the little gal in the ranche of a feller away in the plains, five hundred miles to the eastard, two months ago. Her father, poor chap, was killed by a wild horse.

How was dat? inquired the negro, with an expression of great interest.

Well, it was this way it happened, replied the other, putting a quid of tobacco into his cheek, such as only a sailor would venture to masticate. I was up at the diggins about six months, without gittin more gold than jist kep me in life  for, ye see, I was always an unlucky dog  when one day I goes down to my claim, and, at the very first lick, dug up two chunks o gold as big as yer fists; so I sold my claim and shovel, and came down here for a spree. Well, as I was sayin, I come to the ranche o a feller called Bangi, or Bongi, or Bungi, or some sort o bang, with a gi at the end o t. He was clappin his little gal on the head, when I comed up, and said good-bye to her. I didnt rightly hear what she said; but I was so taken with her pretty face that I couldnt help axin if the little thing was hisn. Yees, says he  for he was a Mexican, and couldnt come round the English lingo she me darter. I found the man was goin to catch a wild horse, so, says I, Ill go with ye, an, says he, come long, so away we went, slappin over the plains at a great rate, him and me, and a Yankee, a friend o his and three or four servants, after a drove o wild horses that had been seen that mornin near the house. Well, away we went after the wild horses. Oh! it was grand sport! The man had lent me one of his beasts, an it went at such a spankin pace, I could scarce keep my seat, and had to hold on by the saddle  not bein used to ridin much, dye see. We soon picked out a horse  a splendid-lookin feller, with curved neck, and free gallop, and wide nostrils. My eye! how he did snort and plunge, when the Mexican threw the lasso, it went right over his head the first cast, but the wild horse pulled the rope out o his grip. Its all up, thought I; but never a bit. The Mexican put spurs to his horse, an while at full gallop, made a dive with his body, and actually caught the end o the line, as it trailed over the ground, and recovered his seat again. It was done in a crack; an, I believe, he held on by means of his spurs, which were big enough, I think, to make wheels for a small carronade. Takin a turn o the line round the horn of his saddle, he reined in a bit, and then gave the spurs for another spurt, and soon after reined in again  in fact, he jist played the wild horse like a trout, until he well-nigh choked him; an, in an hour, or less, he was led steamin, and startin, and jumpin, into the corral, where the man kept his other horses.

At this point in the narrative, the cries for music became so deafening, that the sailor was obliged to pause, to the evident annoyance of the negro, who seemed intensely interested in what he had heard; and, also, to the regret of Larry, who had listened eagerly the whole time. In a few minutes the music came in, in the shape of two bald-headed Frenchmen, a wild-looking bearded German, and several lean men, who might, as far as appearance went, have belonged to almost any nation; and who would have, as far as musical ability went, been repudiated by every nation, except, perhaps, the Chinese. During the quarter of an hour in which these performers quieted the impatient audience with sweet sounds, the sailor continued his anecdote.

Well, you see, said he to the negro, while Larry bent forward to listen, the Mexican mounted, and raced and spurred him for about an hour; but, just at the last, the wild horse gave a tremendous leap and a plunge, and we noticed the rider fall forward, as if hed got a sprain. The Yankee an one o the servants ran up, and caught the horse by the head, but its rider didnt move  he was stone dead, and was held in his seat by the spurs sticking in the saddle-cloth. The last bound must have ruptured some blood-vessel inside, for there was no sign of hurt upon him anywhere.

You don say dat? said the negro, with a look of horror.

Deed do I; an we took the poor feller home, where his little daughter cried for him as if shed break her heart. I asked the Yankee what we should do, but he looked at me somewhat offended like, an said he was a relation o the dead mans wife, and could manage the affairs o the family without help; so I bid him good mornin, and went my way. But I believe in my heart he was tellin a lie, and that hes no right to go hawkin the poor gal about the country in this fashion.

Larry was deeply interested in this narrative, and felt so strong a disposition to make further inquiries, that he made up his mind to question the sailor, and was about to address him when a small bell tinkled, the music ceased, and three Ethiopian minstrels, banjo in hand, advanced to the foot-lights, made their bow, and then seated themselves on the three chairs, with that intensity of consummate, impudent, easy familiarity peculiar to the ebony sons of song.

Go it, darkies! shouted an enthusiastic individual in the middle of the room.

Three cheers for the niggers! roared a sailor, who had just returned from a twelvemonths cruise at the mines, and whose delight at the prospect of once more hearing a good song was quite irrepressible.

The audience responded to the call with shouts of laughter, and a cheer that would have done your heart good to listen to, while the niggers shewed their teeth in acknowledgment of the compliment.

The first song was Lilly Dale, and the men, who, we need scarcely say, were fictitious negroes, sang it so well that the audience listened with breathless attention and evident delight, and encored it vociferously. The next song was Oh! Massa, how he wopped me, a ditty of quite a different stamp, but equally popular. It also was encored, as indeed was every song sting that evening; but the performers had counted on this. After the third song there was a hornpipe, in the performance of which the dancers chief aim seemed to be to shew in what a variety of complex ways he could shake himself to pieces if he chose. Then there was another trio, and then a short pause, in order duly to prepare the public mind for the reception of the great cantatrice Mademoiselle Nelina. When she was led to the foot-lights by the tallest of the three negroes, there was a momentary pause, as if men caught their breath; then there was a prolonged cheer of enthusiastic admiration. And little wonder, for the creature that appeared before these rough miners seemed more like an angelic visitant than a mortal.

There was nothing strikingly beautiful about the child, but she possessed that inexpressibly sweet character of face that takes the human heart by storm at first sight; and this, added to the fact that she was almost the only one of her sex who had been seen for many months by any of those present,  that she was fair, blue-eyed, delicate, modestly dressed, and innocent, filled them with an amount of enthusiasm that would have predisposed them to call a scream melodious, had it been uttered by Mademoiselle Nelina.

But the voice which came timidly from her lips was in harmony with her appearance. There was no attempt at execution, and the poor child was too frightened to succeed in imparting much expression to the simple ballad which she warbled; but there was an inherent richness in the tones of her voice that entranced the ear, and dwelt for weeks and months afterwards on the memory of those who heard it that night.

It is needless to add, that all her songs were encored with rapturous applause. The second song she sang was the popular one, Erin, my country! and it created quite a furore among the audience, many of whom were natives of the Green Isle.

Oh! ye purty creature! sing it again, do! yelled an Irishman in the front seats, while he waved his hat, and cheered in mad enthusiasm. The multitude shouted, Encore! and the song was sung for the third time.

While it was singing, Larry ONeil sat with his hands clasped before him, his bosom heaving, and his eyes riveted on the childs face.

Mr Sinton, he said, in a deep, earnest tone, touching Ned on the shoulder, as the last sweet notes of the air were drowned in the thunder of applause that followed Mademoiselle Nelina off the stage; Mr Sinton, Id lay me life that its her!

Who? inquired Ned, smiling at the serious expression of his comrades face.

Who but Nelly Morgan, av course. Shes the born image o Kate. Theyre as like as two paise. Sure av its her, Ill know it, I will; an Ill make that black thief of a Yankee explain how he comed to possess stolen goods.

Ned and the captain at first expressed doubts as to Larrys being able to swear to the identity of one whom he had never seen before; but the earnest assurances of the Irishman convinced them that he must be right, and they at once entered into his feelings, and planned, in an eager undertone, how the child was to be communicated with.

It wont do, said Ned, to tax the man right out with his villainy. The miners would say we wanted to get possession of the child to make money by her.

But if the child herself admitted that the man was not her relative! suggested Captain Bunting.

Perhaps, returned Ned, she might at the same time admit that she didnt like the appearance of the strangers who made such earnest inquiries about her, and prefer to remain with her present guardian.

Niver fear, said Larry, in a hoarse whisper; shell not say that if I tell her I know her sister Kate, and can take her to her. Besides, hasnt she got an Irish heart? an dont I know the way to touch it? Jist stay where ye are, both o ye, an Ill go behind the scenes. The niggers are comin on again, so Ill try; maybe theres nobody there but herself.

Before they could reply, Larry was gone. In a few minutes he reached the front seats, and, leaning his back against the wall, as if he were watching the performers, he gradually edged himself into the dark corner where the side curtain shut off the orchestra from the public. To his great satisfaction he found that this was only secured to the wall by one or two nails, which he easily removed, and then, in the midst of an uproarious laugh, caused by a joke of the serenaders, he pushed the curtain aside, and stood before the astonished gaze of Mademoiselle Nelina, who sat on a chair, with her hands clasped and resting on her knee. Unfortunately for the success of Larrys enterprise, he also stood before the curtain-raiser  a broad, sturdy man, in rough miners costume  whose back was turned towards him, but whose surprised visage instantly faced him on hearing the muffled noise caused by his entry. There was a burly negro also in the place, seated on a small stool, who looked at him with unqualified astonishment.

Halloo! wot do you want? exclaimed the curtain-raiser.

Eh! tare an ages! cried Larry, in amazement. May I niver! Sure its draimin I am; an the ghost o Bill Jones is comed to see me!

It was, indeed, no other than Bill Jones who stood revealed before him; but no friendly glance of recognition did his old comrade vouchsafe him. He continued, after the first look of surprise, to frown steadily on the intruder.

Youve the advantage o me, young man, said Bill, in a stern, though subdued tone, for he feared to disturb the men on the stage; moreover, youve comed in where yeve got no right to be. When a man goes where he shouldnt ought to, an things looks as if they wasnt all square, in them circumstances, blow high or blow low, I always goes straight forard an shoves him out. If he dont shove easy, why, put on more steam  thats wot I say.

But sure ye dont forgit me, Bill! pleaded Larry, in amazement.

Well, praps I dont, an praps I do. Wen I last enjoyed the dishonour o yer acquaintance, ye wos a blackguard. It aint likely yer improved, so be good enough to back yer top-sails, and clear out.

Bill Jones pointed, as he spoke, to the opening through which Larry had entered, but, suddenly changing his mind, he said, Hold on; theres a back door, an itll be easier to kick you through that than through the consart-room.

So saying, Bill seized Larry ONeil by the collar, and led that individual, in a state of helpless and wondering consternation, through a back door, where, however, instead of kicking him out, he released him, and suddenly changed his tone to an eager whisper.

Oh! Larry, lad, Im glad to see ye. Wherever did ye come from? Ive no time to speak. Uncle Neds jist buried, and Jim Crow comes on in three minutes. I had to pretend, ye know, cause it wouldnt do to let Jim see I knowd ye  that wos him on the stool  I know wot brought ye here  an Ive fund out who she is. Where dye stop?

Larrys surprise just permitted him to gasp out the words City Hotel, when a roar of laughter and applause met their ears, followed by the tinkle of a small bell. Bill sprang through the doorway, and slammed the door in his old comrades face.

It would be difficult to say, looking at that face at that particular time, whether the owner thereof was mad or drunk  or both  so strangely did it wrinkle and contort as it gradually dawned upon its owner that Bill Jones, true to his present profession, was acting a part; that he knew about the mystery of Mademoiselle Nelina; was now acquainted with his, (Larrys), place of abode; and would infallibly find him out after the concert was over. As these things crossed his mind, Larry smote his thigh so often and so vigorously, that he ran the risk of being taken up for unwarrantably discharging his revolver in the streets, and he whistled once or twice so significantly, that at least five stray dogs answered to the call. At last he hitched up the band of his trousers, and, hastening round to the front door, essayed to re-enter the concert-room.

Pay here, please, cried the money-taker, in an extremely nasal tone, as he passed the little hole in the wall.

Ive paid already, answered Larry.

Shew your check, then.

Sure I dont know what that is.

The doorkeeper smiled contemptuously, and shut down with a bang the bar that kept off the public. Larry doubled his fist, and flushed crimson; then he remembered the importance of the business he had on hand, and quietly drew the requisite sum from his leather purse.

Come along, said he to Ned Sinton, on re-entering the room. Ive seed her; an Bill Jones, too!

Bill Jones! cried Ned and the captain simultaneously.

Whist! said Larry; dont be makin people obsarve us. Come along home; its all right  Ill tell ye all about it when were out.

In another minute the three friends were in the street, conversing eagerly and earnestly as they hastened to their quarters through the thronged and noisy streets of Sacramento.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Deep Plots and Plans  Bill Jones relates his Misadventures  Mademoiselle Nelina consents to run off with Larry ONeil  A Yankee Musician outwitted  The Escape.

As Larry had rightly anticipated, Bill Jones made his appearance at the City Hotel the moment the concert was over, and found his old comrades waiting anxiously for him.

It did not take long to tell him how they had discovered the existence of Nelly Morgan, as we shall now call her, but it took much longer to drag from Bill the account of his career since they last met, and the explanation of how he came to be placed in his present circumstances.

Ye see, friends, said he, puffing at a pipe, from which, to look at him, one would suppose he derived most of his information, this is how it happened. When I set sail from the diggins to come here for grub, I had a pleasant trip at first. But after a little things began to look bad; the feller that steered us lost his reckoning, an so we took two or three wrong turns by way o makin short cuts. Thats always how it Is. Theres a proverb somewhere

In Milton, maybe, or Napiers book o logarithms, suggested Captain Bunting.

Praps it wos, and praps it wosnt, retorted Bill, stuffing the end of his little finger, (if such a diminutive may be used in reference to any of his fingers), into the bowl of his pipe. I raither think myself it wos in Bells Life or the Royal Almanac; howsever, thats wot it is. When yeve got a short road to go, dont try to make it shorter, say I

An when yeve got a long story to tell, dont try to make it longer, interrupted Larry, winking at his comrade through the smoke of his pipe.

Well, as I wos sayin, continued Bill, doggedly, we didnt git on so well after a bit; but somehow or other we got here at last, and cast anchor in this very hotel. Off I goes at once an buys a cart an a mule, an then I sets to work to lay in provisions. Now, dye see, lads, twould ha bin better if I had bought the provisions first an the mule and the cart after, for I had to pay ever so many dollars a day for their keep. At last I got it all square; packed tight and tied up in the cart  barrels o flour, and kegs o pork, an beans, an brandy, an what not; an away I went alone; for, dye see, I carry a compass, an when Ive once made a voyage, I never need to be told how to steer.

But my troubles began soon. Theres a ford across the river here, which I was told Id ha to cross; and sure enough, so I did  but its as bad as Niagara, if not worse  an when I gits half way over, we wos capsized, and went down the river keel up. I dun know yet very well how I got ashore, but I did somehow

And did the cart go for it? inquired Captain Bunting, aghast.

No, the cart didnt. She stranded half-a-mile further down, on a rock, where she lies to this hour, with a wheel smashed and the bottom out, and about three thousand tons o water swashin right through her every hour; but all the provisions and the mule went slap down the Sacramento; an, if they havent bin picked up on the way, theyre cruisin off the port o San Francisco by this time.

The unfortunate seaman stopped at this point to relight his pipe, while his comrades laughingly commented on his misadventure.

Ah! ye may laugh; but I can tell ye it warnt a thing to be laughed at; an at this hour Ive scarce one dollar to rub gainst another.

Never mind, my boy, said Ned, as he and the others laughed loud and long at the lugubrious visage of their comrade; weve got well-lined pockets, I assure you; and, of course, we have your share of the profits of our joint concern to hand over whenever you wish it.

The expression of Bill Joness face was visibly improved by this piece of news, and he went on with much greater animation.

Well, my storys short now. I comed back here, an by chance fell in with this feller  this Yankee-nigger  who offered me five dollars a day to haul up the curtain, an do a lot o dirty work, sich as bill stickin, an lightin the candles, an sweepin the floor; but its hard work, I tell ye, to live on so little in sich a place as this, where everythings so dear.

Youre not good at a bargain, I fear, remarked Sinton; but what of the little girl?

Well, I wos comin to that. Ye see, I felt sure, from some things I overheerd, that she wasnt the mans daughter, so one day I axed her who she wos, an she said she didnt know, except that her name was Nelly Morgan; so it comed across me that Morgan wos the name o the Irish family you wos so thick with up at the diggins, Larry; an I wos goin to ask if she knowd them, when Jolly  thats the name o the gitter up o the concerts  catched me talkin, an he took her away sharp, and said hed thank me to leave the girl alone. Ive been watchin to have another talk with her, but Jollys too sharp for me, an I havent spoke to her yet.

Larry manifested much disappointment at this termination, for he had been fully prepared to hear that the girl had made Bill her confidant, and would be ready to run away with him at a moments notice. However, he consoled himself by saying that he would do the thing himself; and, after arranging that Bill was to tell Nelly that a friend of his knew where her sister was, and would like to speak with her, they all retired to rest, at least to rest as well as they could in a house which, like all the houses in California, swarmed with rats.

Next night Bill Jones made a bold effort, and succeeded in conveying Larrys message to Nelly, very adroitly, as he thought, while she was standing close to him waiting for Mr Jolly to lead her to the foot-lights. The consequence was that the poor child trembled like a leaf when she attempted to sing, and, finally, fainted on the stage, to the consternation of a crowded house.

The point was gained, however; Nelly soon found an opportunity of talking in private with Bill Jones, and appointed to meet Larry in the street next morning early, near the City Hotel.

It was with trembling eagerness, mixed with timidity, that she took the Irishmans arm when they met, and asked if he really knew where her sister was.

Oh, how Ive longed for her! But are you sure you know her?

Know her! said Larry, with a smile. Do I know meself?

This argument was unanswerable, so Nelly made no reply, and Larry went on. Yes, avic, I knowd her, an faix I hope to know her better. But heres her picture for ye.

Larry then gave the earnest listener at his side a graphic description of her sister Kates personal appearance, and described her brother also, but he did not, at that time, acquaint her with the death of the latter. He also spoke of Black Jim, and described the circumstances of her being carried off. So ye see, darlin, said he, I know all about ye; an now I want ye to tell me what happened to ye after that.

Its a sad story, said the child, in a low tone, as if her mind were recalling melancholy incidents in her career. Then she told rapidly, how she had been forsaken by those to whom she had been intrusted, and left to perish in the mountain snow; and how, in her extremity, God had sent help; how another party of emigrants found her and carried her on; how, one by one, they all died, till she was left alone a second time; and how a Mexican horseman found her, and carried her to his home, and kept her there as his adopted daughter, till he was killed while taming a wild horse. After that, Nellys story was a repetition of what Larry had already overheard accidentally in the concert-room.

Now, dear, said Larry, we havent time to waste, will ye go with me to San Francisco?

The tones of the rough mans voice, rather than his words, had completely won the confidence of the poor child, so she said, Yes, without hesitation. But how am I to escape from Mr Jolly? she added; he has begun to suspect Mr Jones, I see quite well.

Lave that to me, darlin, an do you kape as much as ye can in the house the nixt day or two, an be lookin out for what may turn up. Good day to ye, mavourneen; we must part here, for fear were seen by any lynx-eyed blackguards. Kape up yer heart.

Nelly walked quickly away, half laughing at, and half perplexed by, the ambiguity of her new friends parting advice.

The four friends now set themselves to work to outwit Mr Jolly, and rob him of Mademoiselle Nelina. At last they hit upon a device, which did not, indeed, say much for the ingenuity of the party, but which, like many other bold plans, succeeded admirably.

A steamer was to start in three days for San Francisco  one of those splendid new vessels which, like floating palaces, had suddenly made their appearance on these distant waters  having made the long and dangerous voyage from the United States round the Horn. Before the steamer started, Larry contrived to obtain another interview with Nelly Morgan, and explained their plan, which was as follows:  

On the day of the steamer sailing, a few hours before the time of starting, Mr Jolly was to receive the following letter, dated from a well-known ranche, thirty miles up the river:  

Sir,  I trust that you will forgive a perfect stranger addressing you, but the urgency of the case must be my excuse. There is a letter lying here for you, which, I have reason to know, contains information of the utmost importance to yourself; but which  owing to circumstances that I dare not explain in a letter that might chance to fall into wrong hands  must be opened here by your own hands. It will explain all when you arrive; meanwhile, as I am a perfect stranger to the state of your finances, I send you a sufficient quantity of gold-dust by the bearer to enable you to hire a horse and come up. Pray excuse the liberty I take, and believe me to be,

Your obedient servant,

Edward Sinton.

At the appointed time Larry delivered this epistle, and the bag of gold into Mr Jollys hands, and, saying that no answer was required, hurried away.

If Mr Jolly had been suddenly informed that he had been appointed secretary of state to the king of Ashantee, he could not have looked more astonished than when he perused this letter, and weighed the bag of gold in his hand. The letter itself; had it arrived alone, might, very likely would, have raised his suspicions, but accompanied as it was by a bag of gold of considerable value, it commended itself as a genuine document; and the worthy musician was in the saddle half-an-hour later. Before starting, he cautioned Nelly not to quit the house on any account whatever, a caution which she heard but did not reply to. Three hours later Mr Jolly reached his destination, and had the following letter put into his hands.

Sir,  By the time you receive this, your late charge, Mademoiselle Nelina, will be on her way to San Francisco, where you are welcome to follow her, and claim her from her sister, if you feel so disposed.

I am, Sir, etcetera,

Edward Sinton.

We need not repeat what Mr Jolly said, or try to imagine what he felt, on receipt of this letter! About the time it was put into his hands the magnificent steamer at the embarcadero gave a shrill whistle, then it panted violently, the paddles revolved,  and our adventurers were soon steaming swiftly down the noble river on their way to San Francisco.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

San Francisco again  A Terrible Misfortune  An Old Friend in surprisingly New Circumstances  Several Remarkable Discoveries and New Lights.

There is no time or place, perhaps, more suitable for indulging in ruminations, cogitations, and reminiscences, than the quiet hours of a calm night out upon the sea, when the watchful stars look down upon the bosom of the deep, and twinkle at their reflections in placid brilliancy.

Late at night, when all the noisy inmates of the steamer had ceased to eat, and drink, and laugh, and had sought repose in their berths, Edward Sinton walked the deck alone, meditating on the past, the present, and the future. When he looked up at the serene heavens, and down at the tranquil sea, whose surface was unruffled, save by the long pure white track of the vessel, he could scarcely bring himself to believe that the whirl of incident and adventure in which he had been involved during the last few and short months was real. It seemed like a brilliant dream. As long as he was on shore it all appeared real enough, and the constant pressure of something to be done, either immediately, or in an hour, or to-morrow, kept his mind perpetually chained down to the consideration of visible, and tangible, and passing events; but now the cord of connexion with land had been suddenly and completely severed. The very land itself was out of sight. Nothing around him tended to recall recent events; and, as he had nothing in the world to do but wait until the voyage should come to an end, his mind was left free to bound over the recent-past into the region of the long-past, and revel there at pleasure.

But Ned Sinton was not altogether without anxieties. He felt a little uneasy as to the high-handed manner in which he had carried off Nelly Morgan from her late guardian; and he was a good deal perplexed as to what the important affairs could be for which he had so hastily overturned all the gold-digging plans of his whole party. With these thoughts mingled many philosophic inquiries as to the amount of advantage that lay  if, indeed, there was any advantage at all  in making ones fortune suddenly and at the imminent hazard of ones life. Overpowering sleep at last put an end to Neds wandering thoughts, and he too bade the stars good-night, and sought his pillow. In due course the vessel cast anchor off the town of San Francisco.

There is many a slip tween the cup and the lip. It is an old proverb that, but one which is proved, by frequent use, on the part of authors in all ages, to be a salutary reminder to humanity. Its truth was unpleasantly exemplified on the arrival of the steamer. As the tide was out at the time, the captain ordered the boats to be lowered, in order to land the passengers. The moment they touched the water they were filled by impatient miners, who struggled to be first ashore. The boat into which Ned and his friends got was soon overloaded with passengers, and the captain ordered her to be shoved off.

Hold on! shouted a big coarse-looking fellow, in a rough blue jacket and wide-awake, who was evidently drunk; let me in first.

Theres no room! cried several voices. Shove off.

Theres room enough! cried the man, with an oath; at the same time seizing the rope.

If ye do come down, said a sailor, sternly, Ill pitch ye overboard.

Will ye! growled the man; and the next instant he sprang upon the edge of the boat, which upset, and left its freight struggling in the water. The other boats immediately picked them all up; and, beyond a wetting, they were physically none the worse. But, alas! the bags of gold which our adventurers were carrying ashore with them, sank to the bottom of the sea! They were landed on the wharf at San Francisco as penniless as they were on the day of their arrival in California.

This reverse of fortune was too tremendous to be realised in a moment. As they stood on the wharf; dripping wet, and gazing at each other in dismay, they suddenly, as if by one consent, burst into a loud laugh. But the laugh had a strong dash of bitterness in its tone; and when it passed, the expression of their countenances was not cheerful.

Bill Jones was the first to speak, as they wandered, almost helplessly, through the crowded streets, while little Nelly ever and anon looked wistfully up into Larrys face, as he led her by the hand.

Its a stunnin smash, said Bill, fetching a deep sigh. But wen a things done, an cant be undone, then its unpossible, thats wot it is; and wots unpossible theres no use o tryin for to do. Cause why? it only wastes yer time an frets yer sperrit  thats my opinion.

Not one of the party ventured to smile  as was their wont in happier circumstances  at the philosophy of their comrades remark. They wandered on in silence till they reached  they scarce knew how or why  the centre plaza of the town.

Its of no use giving way to it, said Ned Sinton, at last, making a mighty effort to recover: we must face our reverses like men; and, after all, it might have been worse. We might have lost our lives as well as our gold, so we ought to be thankful instead of depressed.

What shall we do now? inquired Captain Bunting, in a tone that proved sufficiently that he at least could not benefit by Neds advice.

Sure well have to go an work, capting, replied Larry, in a tone of facetious desperation; but first of all well have to go an see Mr Thompson, and git dry close for Nelly, poor thing  are ye cowld, darlin?

No, not in the least, answered the child, sadly. I think my things will dry soon, if we walk in the sun.

Nellys voice seemed to rouse the energies of the party more effectually than Neds moralising.

Yes, cried the latter, let us away to old Thompsons. His daughter, Lizette, will put you all to rights, dear, in a short time. Come along.

So saying, Ned led the way, and the whole party speedily stood at the door of Mr Thompsons cottage.

The door was merely fastened by a latch, and as no notice was taken of their first knock, Ned lifted it and entered the hall, then advancing to the parlour door, he opened it and looked in.

The sight that met his gaze was well calculated to make him open his eyes, and his mouth too, if that would in any way have relieved his feelings.

Seated in old Mr Thompsons easy-chair, with one leg stretched upon an ottoman, and the other reposing on a stool, reclined Tom Collins, looking, perhaps, a little paler than was his wont, as if still suffering from the effects of recent illness, but evidently quite happy and comfortable.

Beside Tom, on another stool, with her arm resting on Toms knee, and looking up in his face with a quiet smile, sat Elizabeth Thompson.

Tom! Miss Thompson! cried Ned Sinton, standing absolutely aghast.

Miss Thompson sprang up with a face of crimson, but Tom sat coolly still, and said, while a broad grin overspread his handsome countenance, No, Ned, not Miss Thompson  Mrs Collins, who, I know, is rejoiced to see you.

You are jesting, Tom, said Ned, as he advanced quickly, and took the ladys hand, while Tom rose and heartily welcomed his old companions.

Not a bit of it, my dear fellow, he repeated. This, I assure you, is my wife. Pray, dear Lizette, corroborate my statement, else our friends wont believe me. But sit down, sit down, and lets hear all about you. Go, Lizette, get em something to eat. I knew you would make your appearance ere long. Old Thompsons letter  halloo! why whats this? Youre wet! and whos this  a wet little girl?

Faix, ye may well be surprised, Mister Tom, said Larry, for were all wet beggars, ivery wan o us  without a dollar to bless ourselves with.

Tom Collins looked perplexed, as he turned from one to the other. Stay, he shouted; wife, come here. Theres a mystery going on. Take this moist little one to your room; and there, he added, throwing open a door, you fellows will all find dry apparel to put on  though I dont say to fit. Come along with me, Ned, and while you change, give an account of yourself.

Ned did as he was desired; and, in the course of a lengthened conversation, detailed to Tom the present condition of himself and his friends.

Its unfortunate, said Tom, after a pause; ill-luck seems to follow us wherever we go.

You ought to be ashamed of yourself; cried Ned, for saying so, considering the wife you have got.

True, my boy, replied the other, I ought indeed to be ashamed, but I spoke in reference to money matters. What say you to the fact, that I am as much a beggar as yourself?

Outward appearances would seem to contradict you.

Nevertheless, it is true, I assure you. When you left me, Ned, in the hotel at Sacramento, I became so lonely that I grew desperate; and, feeling much stronger in body, I set off for this town in the new steamer  that in which you arrived. I came straight up here, re-introduced myself to Mr Thompson; and, two days after  for I count it folly to waste time in such matters when ones mind is made up  I proposed to Lizette, and was accepted conditionally. Of course, the condition was that papa should be willing. But papa was not willing. He said that three thousand dollars, all I possessed, was a capital sum, but not sufficient to marry on, and that he could not risk his daughters happiness, etcetera, etcetera  you know the rest. Well, the very next day news came that one of Thompsons best ships had been wrecked off Cape Horn. This was a terrible blow, for the old mans affairs were in a rickety condition at any rate, and this sank him altogether. His creditors were willing enough to wait, but one rascal refused to do so, and swore he would sequestrate him. I found that the sum due him was exactly three thousand dollars, so I paid him the amount in full, and handed Thompson the discharged account. Now, said I, Im off to the diggings, so good-bye! for, you see, Ned, I felt that I could not urge my suit at that time, as it would be like putting on the screw  taking an unfair advantage of him.

Why, what do you mean, my lad? said he.

That Im off to-morrow, replied I.

That you must not do, said he.

Why not? said I.

Because, said he, now that things are going smooth, I must go to England by the first ship that sails, and get my affairs there put on a better footing, so you must stay here to look after my business, and to  to  take care of Lizette.

Eh! what! said I, what do you mean? You know that is impossible.

Not at all, boy, if you marry her!

Of course I could not refuse, and so, to cut it short, we were married right off and here we are, the representatives of the great firm of Thompson and Company, of California.

Then, do you mean to say that Thompson is gone? Inquired Ned, with a look of horror.

Near the Horn, I should think, by this time; but why so anxious?

Because, sighed Ned, sitting down on the edge of the bed, with a look of despair, I came here by his invitation; and

Oh! its all right, interrupted Tom; I know all about it, and am commissioned by him to settle the affair for you.

But what is the affair? inquired Ned, eagerly.

Ah! my dear boy, do try to exercise patience. If I tell you everything before we go down to our comrades, I fear we shall have to send a message to say that we are not coming till to-morrow morning.

Tom rose as he spoke, and led the way to the parlour, where bread and cheese were spread out for them.

The only drawback to my felicity, whispered Tom to Sinton, as they entered, is that I find Thompsons affairs far worse than he himself was aware of; and its a fact, that at this moment I can scarcely draw enough out of the business to supply the necessaries of life.

There was a slight bitterness in Toms tone as he said this, but the next moment he was jesting with his old companions as lightheartedly as ever. During the meal he refused, however, to talk business, and, when it was concluded, he proposed that they should go out for a stroll through the town.

By the way, remarked Ned, as they walked along, what of Captain Buntings old ship?

Ay! echoed the captain, thats the uppermost thing in my mind; but master Tom seems determined to keep us in the dark. I do believe the Roving Bess has been burned, an hes afraid to tell us.

Youre a desperately inquisitive set, cried Tom Collins, laughing. Could you not suppose that I wanted to give you a surprise, by shewing you how curiously she has been surrounded by houses since you last saw her. Youll think nothing of it, now that I have told you.

Why, where are ye goin? cried Larry, as Tom turned up a street that led a little away from the shore, towards which they had been walking!

Tom made no reply, but led on. They were now in that densely-crowded part of the town where shops were less numerous, warehouses more plentiful, and disagreeable odours more abundant, than elsewhere. A dense mass of buildings lay between them and the sea, and in the centre of these was a square or plaza, on one side of which stood a large hotel, out of the roof of which rose a gigantic flag-staff. A broad and magnificent flight of wooden steps led up to the door of this house of entertainment, over which, on a large board, was written its name The Roving Bess Tavern.

Dear me! thats a strange coincidence, exclaimed the captain, as his eye caught the name.

Tare an ages! yelled Larry, av it isnt the owld ship! Dont I know the mizzen-mast as well as I know me right leg?

The Roving Bess Tavern! muttered Captain Bunting, while his eyes stared incredulously at the remarkable edifice before him.

Bill Jones, who, up to this point, had walked beside his comrades in silent meditation, here lost presence of mind and, putting both hands to his mouth, sang out, in true stentorian boatswain tones, All hands ahoy! tumble up there  tumble up!

Ay, ay, sir! roared half-a-dozen jack tars, who chanced to be regaling themselves within, and who rushed out, hat in hand, ready for a spree, at the unexpected but well-known summons.

Major Whitlaw, said Tom Collins, springing up the steps, and addressing a tall, cadaverous-looking Yankee, allow me to introduce to you your landlord, Captain Bunting  your tenant, captain. I dare say you have almost forgotten each other.

The captain held out his hand mechanically and gazed at his tenant unbelievingly, while the major said  

Glad to see ye, capn, I guess. Wanted to for a long time. Couldnt come to terms with old Thompson. Wont you step in and take a cocktail or a gin-sling? Id like to have a private talk  this way.

The landlord of the Roving Bess Tavern led the captain to what was once his own cabin, and begged him to be seated on his own locker at the head of his own table. He accepted these civilities, staring round him in mute wonder all the time, as if he thought it was a dream, out of which he should wake in due course, while, from all parts of the tavern, came sounds of mirth, and clatter of knives and forks and dishes, and odours of gin-slings and bear-steaks and pork-pies.

Jist sit there a minute, said the Yankee, till I see to your friends bein fixed off comfortable; of course, Mr Collins may stay, for he knows all about it.

When he was gone, the captain rose and looked into his old berth. It had been converted into a pantry, so he shut the door quickly and returned to his seat.

Tom, said he, in a low whisper, as if he feared to break the spell, how did they get her up here!

Shes never been moved since you left her, answered Tom, laughing; the town has gradually surrounded her, as you see, and crept out upon the shore, filling up the sea with rubbish, till it has left her nearly a quarter of a mile inland.

The captains eyes opened wider than ever, but before he could find words again to speak, Major Whitlaw returned.

Theyre all square now, gentlemen, so, if you please, well proceed to business. I suppose your friend has told you how the land lies?

He certainly has, replied the captain, who accepted the phrase literally.

Wall, I reckon your propertys riz since ye wor here; now, if you give me leave to make the alterations I want to, Ill give you 1000 dollars a month, payable in advance.

Youd better tell Captain Bunting what the alterations you refer to are, suggested Tom Collins, who saw that the captains state of mind rendered him totally incapable of transacting business.

Thats soon done. Ill give it ye slick off. I want to cut away the companion-hatch and run up a regular stair to the deck; then its advisable to cut away at least half o the main deck to heighten the gamin saloon. But I guess the main point is to knock out half-a-dozen windows in the hold, for gas-light is plaguey dear, when its goin full blast day and night. Besides, I must cut the entrance-door down to the ground, for this tree-mendous flight o stairsll be the ruin o the business. Its only a week since a man was shot by a comrade here in the cabin, an as they rushed out after him, two customers fell down the stair and broke their arms. And I calclate the gentlemen thats overtaken by liquor every night wont stand it much longer. There isnt a single man that quits this house after 12 p.m. but goes down that flight head-foremost. If you dont sanction that change, I guess Ill have to get em padded, and spread feather-beds at the foot. Now, capn, if you agrees to this right off, Ill give the sum named.

Captain Buntings astonishment had now reached that point at which extremes are supposed to meet, and a reaction began to take place.

How much did you propose? he inquired, taking out a pencil and an old letter, as if he were about to make notes, at the same time knitting his brows, and endeavouring to look intensely sagacious.

One thousand dollars a month, answered the Yankee; I railly cant stand more.

Let me see, muttered the captain slowly, in an under tone, while he pressed his forehead with his fore-finger; one thousand dollars  200 pounds sterling  hum, equal to about 2400 pounds a year. Well, he added, raising his voice, I dont mind if I do. I suppose, Tom, its not much below the thing, as rents go!

Its a fair offer, said Tom, carelessly; we might, perhaps, get a higher, but Major Whitlaw is in possession, and is, besides, a good tenant.

Then Ill conclude the bargain  pray get pen, ink, and paper.

While the major turned for a moment to procure writing materials, the captain looked at Tom and winked expressively. Then, a document was drawn up, signed, and witnessed, and then the captain, politely declining a brandy-smash, or any other smash whatever, left the Roving Bess Tavern with his friends, and with 200 pounds  the first months rent  in his pocket.

It is needless to remark, that his comrades congratulated him heartily, and that the worthy captain walked along the streets of San Francisco chuckling.

In a few minutes, Tom Collins stopped before a row of immense warehouses. There was one gap in the row, a space of several yards square, that might have held two good-sized houses. Four wooden posts stood at the corners of the plot, and an old boat, turned keel up, lay in the middle of it.

I know it! cried Ned Sinton, laughing in gleeful surprise; its my old boat, isnt it? Well, I can scarcely credit my eyes! I saw it last on the sea-shore, and now its a quarter of a mile into the town!

More than that, Ned, said Tom Collins, the plot of ground is worth ten thousand dollars at this moment. Had it been a little further south, it would have been worth ten times that sum. And more than that still, the Irish family you lent the boat to  you remember them  well, they dug up a bag from under the boat which contained five thousand dollars; the honest people at once gave it up, and Mr Thompson rewarded them well; but they did not live to enjoy it long, theyre all dead now. So you see, Ned, youre just 3000 pounds richer than you thought you were this morning.

Its a great day! remarked Larry ONeil, looking round upon his comrades, who received all this information with an expression of doubting surprise; a great day intirely! Faix, Im only hopin we wont waken up an find its all a dhrame!

Larrys companions quite agreed with him. They did not indeed say so, but, as they returned home after that stroll, talking eagerly of future plans and prospects, the ever-recurring sentiment broke from their lips, in every style of phrase, Its a great day, intirely!




Chapter Twenty Eight.

More Unexpected Discoveries  Captain Bunting makes Bill Jones A First Mate  Larry ONeil Makes himself a First Mate  The Parting  Ned Sinton proves himself, a Second Time, to be a Friend in Need and in Deed.

It never rains but it pours, saith the proverb. We are fond of proverbs. We confess to a weakness that way. There is a depth of meaning in them which courts investigation from the strongest intellects. Even when they are nonsensical, which is not unfrequently the case, their nonsense is unfathomable, and, therefore, invested with all the zest which attaches, metaphysically speaking, to the incomprehensible.

Astonishing circumstances had been raining for some time past around our bewildered adventurers, and, latterly, they had begun to pour. On the afternoon of the day, the events of which have been recorded in the last chapter, there was, metaphorically speaking, a regular thunder-plump. No sooner had the party returned to old Mr Thompsons cottage, than down it came again, heavy as ever.

On entering the porch, Lizette ran up to Tom, in that pretty tripping style peculiar to herself, and whispered in his ear.

Well, you baggage, said he, Ill go with you; but I dont like secrets. Walk into the parlour, friends; Ill be with you in a minute.

Tom, said Lizette, pursing up her little mouth and elevating her pert nose; you cant guess what an interesting discovery Ive made.

Of course I cant, replied Tom, with affected impatience; now, pray, dont ask me to try, else I shall leave you instantly.

What an impatient creature you are! said Lizette. Only think! I have discovered that my maid, whom we hired only two days ago, has

Bolted with the black cook, or somebody else, and married him, interrupted Tom, with a look of horror, as he threw himself into any easy-chair.

Not at all, rejoined Lizette, hurriedly; nothing of the sort; she has discovered that the little girl Mr Sinton brought with him is her sister.

What! Kate Morgans sister! cried Tom, with a look of surprise. I knew it; I was sure I had heard the name before, but I couldnt remember when or where; I see it now; she must be the girl Larry ONeil used to talk about up at the diggins; but as I never saw her there, of course I couldnt know her.

Well, I dont know about that; I suppose youre right, replied Lizette; but isnt it nice? Theyre kissing and hugging each other, and crying, in the kitchen at this moment. Oh! Im so happy  the dear little thing!

If Lizette was happy she took a strange way to shew it, for she sat down beside Tom and began to sob.

While the above conversation was going on up-stairs, another conversation  interesting enough to deserve special notice  was going on in the parlour.

Sure dont I know me own feelins best? remarked Larry, addressing Ned Sinton. Its all very well at the diggins; but when it comes to drawin-rooms and parlours, I feels  an so does Bill Jones here  that were out o place. In the matter o diggin were all equals, no doubt; but we feels that we aint gintlemen born, and that its akard to the lady to be havin sich rough customers at her table, so Bill an me has agreed to make the most o ourselves in the kitchen.

Larry, youre talking nonsense. We have messed together on equal terms for many months; and, whatever course we may follow after this, you must sup with us to-night, as usual. I know Tom will be angry if you dont.

Ay, sir, but it aint as oosual, suggested Bill Jones, turning the quid in his cheek; its quite on-oosual for the likes o us to sup with a lady.

Thats it, chimed in Larry; so, Mister Ned, yell jist plaise to make our excuges to Mrs Tom, and tell her where weve gone to lo-cate, as the Yankees say. Come away, Bill.

Larry took his friend by the arm, and, leading him out of the room, shut the door.

Five seconds after that there came an appalling female shriek, and a dreadful masculine yell, from the region of the kitchen, accompanied by a subdued squeak of such extreme sweetness, that it could have come only from the throat of Mademoiselle Nelina. Ned and the captain sprang to the door, and dashed violently against Tom and his wife, whom they unexpectedly met also rushing towards the kitchen. In another moment a curious and deeply interesting tableau vivant was revealed to their astonished gaze.

In the middle of the room was Larry ONeil, down on one knee, while with both arms he supported the fainting form of Kate Morgan. By Kates side knelt her sister Nelly, who bent over her pale face with anxious, tearful countenance, while, presiding over the group, like an amiable ogre, stood Bill Jones, with his hands in his breeches-pockets, his legs apart, one eye tightly screwed up, and his mouth expanded from ear to ear.

Thats yer sort! cried Bill, in ecstatic glee. Wen a thing comes all right, an tight, an ship-shape, why, wot then? In coorse its all square  thats wot I say.

Shes comin to, whispered Larry. Ah! thin, spake, wont ye, darlin? Itll do ye good, maybe, an help to open yer two purty eyes.

Kate Morgan recovered  we need scarcely tell our reader that  and Nelly dried her eyes, and that evening was spent in a fashion that conduced to the well-being, and comfort, and good humour of all parties concerned. Perhaps it is also needless to inform our reader that Larry ONeil and Bill Jones carried their point. They supped in the kitchen that night. Our informant does not say whether Kate Morgan and her sister Nelly supped with them  but we rather think they did.

A week afterwards, Captain Bunting had matured his future plans. He resolved to purchase a clipper-brig that was lying at that time useless in the harbour, and embark in the coasting trade of California. He made Bill Jones his first mate, and offered to make Larry ONeil his second, but Larry wanted a mate himself, and declined the honour; so the captain gave him five hundred pounds to set him up in any line he chose. Ned Sinton sold his property, and also presented his old comrade with a goodly sum of money, saying, that as he, (Ned), had been the means of dragging him away from the diggings, he felt bound to assist him in the hour of need. So Kate Morgan became Mrs ONeil the week following; and she, with her husband and her little sister, started off for the interior of the country to look after a farm.

About the same time, Captain Bunting having completed the lading of his brig, succeeded in manning her by offering a high wage, and, bidding adieu to Ned and Tom, set sail for the Sacramento.

Two days afterwards, Ned got a letter from old Mr Shirley  the first that he had received since leaving England. It began thus:  

My Dearest Boy,  What has become of you? I have written six letters, at least, but have never got a single line in reply. You must come home immediately, as affairs here require your assistance, and Im getting too old to attend to business matters. Do come at once, my dear Ned, unless you wish me to reprove you. Moxton says only a young and vigorous man of business can manage things properly; but when I mentioned you, he shook his head gravely. Too wild and absurd in his notions, said he. I stopped him, however, by saying that I was fully aware of your faults

The letter then went rambling on in a quaint, prosy, but interesting style; and Ned sat long in his room in old Mr Thompsons cottage poring over its contents, and gradually maturing his future plans.

Its awkward, soliloquised he, resting his head on both hands. I shall have to go at once, and so wont have a chance of seeing Bunting again, to tell him of poor Toms circumstances. He would only be too glad to give him a helping hand; but I know Tom will never let him know how hard-up he is. Theres nothing else for it, he added, determinedly; my uncle will laugh at my profitless tour  but, nimporte, I have learned much.  Come in!

This last remark was addressed to some one who had tapped gently at the door.

Its only me, Ned; can I come in? I fear I interrupt you, said Tom, as he entered the room.

Not at all; sit down, my boy. I have just been perusing a letter from my good old uncle Shirley: he writes so urgently that I fear I must return to England by the first homeward-bound ship.

Return to England! exclaimed Tom, in surprise. What! leave the gold-fields just as the sun is beginning to shine on you?

Even so, Tom.

My dear Ned, you are mad! This is a splendid country. Just see what fortunes we should have made, but for the unfortunate accidents that have happened! Tom sighed as he spoke.

I know it, replied his friend, with sadden energy. This is a splendid country; gold exists all over it  not only in the streams, but on the hill-sides, and even on hill-tops, as you and I know from personal experience  but gold, Tom, is not everything in this world, and the getting of it should not be our chief aim. Moreover, I have come to the conclusion, that digging gold ought to be left entirely to such men as are accustomed to dig ditches and throw up railway embankments. Men whose intelligence is of a higher order ought not to ignore the faculties that have been given to them, and devote their time  too often, alas! their lives  to a species of work that the merest savage is equally capable of performing. Navvies may work at the mines with propriety; but educated men who devote themselves to such work are, I fear, among the number of those to whom Scripture specially speaks, when it says, Make not haste to be rich.

But there are other occupations here besides digging for gold, said Tom.

I know it; and I would be happy and proud to rank among the merchants, and engineers, and such men, of California; but duty calls me home, and, to say truth, added Ned, with a smile, inclination points the way.

Tom Collins still for some time attempted to dissuade his friend from quitting the country, and his sweet little wife, Lizette, seconded his efforts with much earnestness; but Ned Sinton was immovable. He took passage in the first ship that sailed for England.

The night before he sailed, Ned, after retiring to his room for the last time in his friends house, locked his door, and went through a variety of little pieces of business that would have surprised his hosts had they seen him. He placed a large strong-box on the table, and cautiously drew from under his bed a carpet-bag, which, from the effort made to lift it, seemed to be filled with some weighty substance. Unlocking the bag, he proceeded to lift out handful after handful of shining dollars and gold pieces, interspersed here and there with massive nuggets. These he transferred into the wooden box until it was full. This was nearly the whole of Neds fortune. It amounted to a little more than 3000 pounds sterling. Having completed the transfer, Ned counted the surplus left in the bag, and found it to be about 500 pounds. This he secured in a leather purse, and then sat down to write a letter. The letter was short when finished, but it took him long to write, for he meditated much during the writing of it, and several times laid his head on his hands. At last it was completed, put into the box, and the lid screwed down above it. Then Ned read a chapter in the Bible, as was his wont, and retired to rest.

Next day Tom and Lizette stood on the wharf to see him embark for England. Long and earnest was the converse of the two friends, as they were about to part, probably for ever, and then, for the first time, they became aware how deep was the attachment which each had formed for the other. At last the mate of the ship came up, and touched his hat.

Now, sir, boats ready, sir; and we dont wish to lose the first of the ebb.

Good-bye, Lizette  good-bye, Tom! God be with and bless you, my dear fellow! Stay, I had almost forgotten. Tom, you will find a box on the table in my room; you can keep the contents  a letter in it will explain. Farewell!

Toms heart was too full to speak. He squeezed his friends hand in silence, and, turning hurriedly round, walked away with Lizette the instant the boat left the shore.

Late in the evening, Tom and his wife remembered the box, and went up-stairs to open it. Their surprise at its rich contents may be imagined. Both at once understood its meaning; and Lizette sat down, and covered her face with her hands, to hide the tears that flowed, while her husband read the letter. It ran thus:  

My Dearest Tom,  You must not be angry with me for leaving this trifle  it is a trifle compared with the amount of gold I would give you if I had it. But I need not apologise; the spirit of love in which it is given demands that it shall be unhesitatingly received in the same spirit. May God, who has blessed us and protected us in all our wanderings together, cause your worldly affairs to prosper, and especially may He bless your soul. Seas and continents may separate us, but I shall never forget you, Tom, or your dear wife. But I must not write as if I were saying farewell. I intend this epistle to be the opening of a correspondence that shall continue as long as we live. You shall hear from me again ere long.

Your sincerely-attached friend,

Edward Sinton.

At the time Tom Collins was reading the above letter to Lizette, in a broken, husky voice, our hero was seated on the taffrail of the ship that bore him swiftly over the sea, gazing wistfully at the receding shore, and bidding a final adieu to California and all his golden dreams.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Our Story comes to an End.

Home! What a host of old and deep and heart-stirring associations arise in every human breast at the sound of that old familiar word! How well we know it  how vividly it recalls certain scenes and faces  how pleasantly it falls on the ear, and slips from the tongue  yet how little do we appreciate home until we have left it, and longed for it, perhaps, for many years.

Our hero, Ned Sinton, is home at last. He sits in his old place beside the fire, with his feet on the fender. Opposite to him sits old Mr Shirley, with a bland smile on his kind, wrinkled visage, and two pair of spectacles on his brow. Mr Shirley, as we formerly stated, regularly loses one pair of spectacles, and always searches for them in vain, in consequence of his having pushed them too far up on his bald head; he, therefore, is frequently compelled to put on his second pair, and hence makes a spectacle, to some extent, of himself. Exactly between the uncle and the nephew, on a low stool, sits the cat  the cat, par excellence  Mr Shirleys cat, a creature which he has always been passionately fond of since it was a kitten, and to which, after Neds departure for California, he had devoted himself so tenderly, that he felt half-ashamed of himself, and would not like to have been asked how much he loved it.

Yes, the cat sits there, looking neither at old Mr Shirley nor at young Mr Sinton, but bestowing its undivided attentions and affections on the fire, which it enjoys extremely, if we may judge from the placid manner in which it winks and purrs.

Ned has been a week at home, and he has just reached that point of experience at which the wild life of the diggings through which he has passed begins to seem like a vivid dream rather than reality.

Breakfast had just been concluded, although the cloth had not yet been removed.

Do you know, uncle, remarked Ned, settling his bulky frame more comfortably in the easy-chair, and twirling his watch-key, I find it more difficult every day to believe that the events of the last few months of my life have actually occurred. When I sit here in my old seat, and look at you and the cat and the furniture  everything, in fact, just the same as when I left  I cannot realise that I have been nearly two years away.

I understand your feelings, my dear boy, replied Mr Shirley, taking off his spectacles, (the lower pair,) wiping them with his handkerchief putting them on again, and looking over them at his nephew, with an expression of unmitigated admiration. I can sympathise with you, Ned, for I have gone through the same experience more than once in the course of my life. Its a strange life, boy, a very strange life this, as youll come to know, if youre spared to be as old as I am.

Ned thought that his knowledge was already pretty extended in reference to life, and even flattered himself that he had had some stranger views of it than his uncle, but he prudently did not give expression to his thoughts; and, after a short pause, Mr Shirley resumed  

Yes, lad, its a very strange life; and the strangest part of it is, that the longer we live the stranger it gets. I travelled once in Switzerland  , (the old gentleman paused, as if to allow the statement to have its full weight on Neds youthful mind,) and its a curious fact, that when I had been some months there, home and all connected with it became like a dream to me, and Switzerland became a reality. But after I came back to England, and had spent some time here, home again became the reality, and Switzerland appeared like a dream, so that I sometimes said to myself, Can it be possible that I have been there! Very odd, isnt it?

It is, uncle; and I have very much the same feelings now.

Very odd, indeed, repeated Mr Shirley. By the way, that reminds me that we have to talk about that farm of which I spoke to you on the day of your arrival.

We might feel surprised that the above conversation could in any way have the remotest connexion with that farm of which Mr Shirley was so suddenly reminded, did we not know that the subject was, in fact, never out of his mind.

True, uncle, I had almost forgotten about it, but you know Ive been so much engaged during the last few days in visiting my old friends and college companions, that

I know it, I know it, Ned, and I dont want to bother you with business matters sooner than I can help, but

My dear uncle, how can you for a moment suppose that I could be bothered by

Of course not, boy, interrupted Mr Shirley. Well, now, let me ask you, Ned, how much gold have you brought back from the diggings?

Ned fidgeted uncomfortably on his seat  the subject could no longer be avoided.

I  I  must confess, said he, with hesitation, that I havent brought much.

Of course, you couldnt be expected to have done much in so short a time; but how much?

Only 500 pounds, replied Ned, with a sigh, while a slight blush shone through the deep bronze of his countenance.

Oh! said Mr Shirley, pursing up his mouth, while an arch twinkle lurked in the corners of each eye.

Ah! but, uncle, you mustnt quiz me. I had more, and might have brought it home too, if I had chosen.

Then why didnt you?

Ned replied to this question by detailing how most of his money had been lost, and how, at the last, he gave nearly all that remained to his friend Tom Collins.

You did quite right, Ned, quite right, said Mr Shirley, when his nephew had concluded; and now Ill tell you what I want you to do. You told me the other day, I think, that you wished to become a farmer.

Yes, uncle. I do think that that life would suit me better than any other. Im fond of the country and a quiet life, and I dont like cities; but, then, I know nothing about farming, and I doubt whether I should succeed without being educated to it to some extent at least.

A very modest and proper feeling to entertain, said Mr Shirley, with a smile; particularly when it is considered that farming is an exceedingly difficult profession to acquire a knowledge of. But I have thought of that for you, Ned, and I think I see a way out of the difficulty.

What way is that?

I wont tell you just yet, boy. But answer me this. Are you willing to take any farm I suggest to you, and henceforth to give up all notion of wandering over the face of the earth, and devote yourself steadily to your new profession?

I am, uncle; if you will point out to me how I am to pay the rent and stock the farm, and how I am to carry it on in the meantime without a knowledge of husbandry.

Ill do that for you, all in good time; meanwhile, will you put on your hat, and run down to Moxtons office  you remember it?

That I do, replied Ned, with a smile.

Well, go there, and ask him for the papers I wrote about to him two days ago. Bring them here as quickly as you can. We shall then take the train, and run down to Brixley, and look at the farm.

But are you really in earnest! asked Ned, in some surprise.

Never more so in my life, replied the old gentleman, mildly. Now be off; I want to read the paper.

Ned rose and left the room, scarcely believing that his uncle did not jest. As he shut the door, old Mr Shirley took up the paper, pulled down the upper pair of spectacles  an act which knocked the lower pair off his nose, whereat he smiled more blandly than ever  and began to read.

Meanwhile, Edward Sinton put on his great-coat  the identical one he used to wear before he went away  and his hat and his gloves, and walked out into the crowded streets of London, with feelings somewhat akin, probably, to those of a somnambulist. Having been so long accustomed to the free-and-easy costume of the mines, Ned felt about as uncomfortable and stiff as a warrior of old must have felt when armed cap-à-pie. His stalwart frame was some what thinner and harder than when he last took the same walk; his fair moustache and whiskers were somewhat more decided, and less like wreaths of smoke, and his countenance was of a deep-brown colour; but in other respects Ned was the same dashing fellow that he used to be  dashing by nature, we may remark, not by affectation.

In half-an-hour he stood before Moxtons door. There it was, as large as life, and as green as ever. Ned really found it impossible to believe that it was so long since he last saw it. He felt as if it had been yesterday. The brass knocker and the brass plate were there too, as dirty as ever  perhaps a thought dirtier  and the dirty house still retreated a little behind its fellows, and was still as much ashamed of itself  seemingly  as ever.

Ned raised the knocker, and smote the brass knob. The result was, as formerly, a disagreeable-looking old woman, who replied to the question, Is Mr Moxton in? with a sharp, short, Yes. The dingy little office, with its insufficient allowance of daylight, and its compensating mixture of yellow gas, was inhabited by the same identical small dishevelled clerk who, nearly two years before, was busily employed in writing his name interminably on scraps of paper, and who now, as then, answered to the question, Can I see Mr Moxton? by pointing to the door which opened into the inner apartment, and resuming his occupation  the same occupation  writing his name on scraps of paper.

Ned tapped  as of yore.

Come in, cried a stern voice  as of ditto.

Ned entered; and there, sure enough, was the same tall, gaunt man, with the sour cast of countenance, standing, (as formerly,) with his back to the fire.

Ah! exclaimed Moxton, youre young Sinton, I suppose?

Ned almost started at the perfect reproduction of events, and questions, and answers. He felt a species of reckless incredulity in reference to everything steal over him, as he replied  

Yes; I came, at my uncles request, for some papers that

Ah, yes, theyre all ready, interrupted the lawyer, advancing to the table. Tell your uncle that I shall be glad to hear from him again in reference to the subject of those papers; and take care of them  they are of value. Good-morning!

Good-morning! replied our hero, retreating.

Stay! said Moxton.

Ned stopped, and turned round.

Youve been in California, since I last saw you, I understand?

I have, replied Ned.

Umph! You havent made your fortune, I fancy?

No, not quite.

Its a wild place, if all reports are true?

Rather, replied Ned, smiling; theres a want of law there.

Ha! and lawyers, remarked Moxton, sarcastically.

Indeed there is, replied Ned, with some enthusiasm, as he thought of the gold-hunting spirit that prevailed in the cities of California. There is great need out there of men of learning  men who can resist the temptation to collect gold, and are capable of doing good to the colony in an intellectual and spiritual point of view. Clergymen, doctors, and lawyers are much wanted there. Youd find it worth your while to go, sir.

Had Edward Sinton advised Mr Moxton to go and rent an office in the moon, he could scarcely have surprised that staid gentleman more than he did by this suggestion. The lawyer gazed at him for one moment in amazement. Then he said  

These papers are of value, young man: be careful of them. Good-morning and sat down at his desk to write. Ned did not venture to reply, but instantly retired, and found himself in the street with  not, as formerly, an indistinct, but  a distinct impression that he had heard the dishevelled clerk chuckling vociferously as he passed through the office.

That afternoon Ned and old Mr Shirley alighted from the train at a small village not a hundred miles out of London, and wended their way leisurely  for it was a warm sunny day for the season  towards a large, quaint, old farm-house, about two miles distant from the station.

What a very pleasant-looking house that is on the hill-top! remarked Ned, as he gave his arm to his uncle.

Dyou think so? Well, Im glad of it, because thats the farm I wish you to take.

Indeed! exclaimed Ned, in surprise. Surely the farm connected with such a house must be a large one?

So it is, replied the other.

Ned laughed. My dear uncle, said he, how can I manage such a place, without means or knowledge?

I said before, boy, that I would overcome both these difficulties for you.

You did, dear uncle; and if you were a rich man, I could understand how you might overcome the first; but you have often told me you had no money in the world except the rent of a small property.

Right, Ned; I said so; and I say it again. I shant leave you a sixpence when I die, and I cant afford to give you one while I am alive.

Then I must just leave the matter in your own hands, replied Ned, smiling, for I cannot comprehend your plans.

They had now reached the gate of the park that surrounded the fine old building of Brixley Hall.

The house was one of those rambling, picturesque old mansions, which, although not very large in reality, have a certain air of magnitude, and even grandeur, about them. The windows were modern and large, so that the rooms were well lighted, and the view in all directions was magnificent. Wherever the eye turned, it met knolls, and mounds, and fields, and picturesque groves, with here and there a substantial farm-steading, or a little hamlet, with its modest church-spire pointing ever upwards to the bright sky. Cattle and sheep lowed and bleated in the meadows, while gentle murmurs told that a rivulet flowed along its placid course at no great distance.

The spot was simply enchanting  and Ned said so, in the fulness of his heart, emphatically.

Tis a sweet spot! remarked his uncle, in a low, sad tone, as he entered the open door of the dwelling, and walked deliberately into the drawing-room.

Now, Ned, sit down  here, opposite that window, where you can see the view  and Ill tell you how we shall manage. You tell me you have 500 pounds?

Yes, uncle.

Well, your dear mother left you her fortune when she died  it amounts to the small sum of 200 pounds. I never told you of it before, my boy, for reasons of my own. That makes 700 pounds.

Will that suffice to stock and carry on so large a farm, inquired Ned?

Not quite, replied Mr Shirley, but the farm is partly stocked already, so itll do. Now, Ive made arrangements with the proprietor to let you have it for the first year or two rent free. His last tenants lease happens to have expired six months ago, and he is anxious to have it let immediately.

Ned opened his eyes very wide at this.

He says, continued the old gentleman, that if you cant manage to make the two ends meet in the course of a year or two, he will extend the gratis lease.

Ned began to think his uncle had gone deranged. Why, what do you mean, said he, who is this extraordinary proprietor?

Hes an eccentric old fellow, Ned, who lives in London  they call him Shirley, I believe.

Yourself, uncle! cried Ned, starting up.

Dear reader, the conversation that followed was so abrupt, exclamatory, interjectional, and occasionally ungrammatical, as well as absurd, that it could not be reduced to writing. We therefore leave it to your imagination. After a time, the uncle and nephew subsided, and again became sane.

But, said Ned, I shall have to get a steward  is that what you call him? or overseer, to manage affairs until I am able to do it myself.

True, Ned; but I have provided one already.

Indeed!  but I might have guessed that. What shall I have to pay him? a good round sum, I suppose.

No, replied Mr Shirley; he is very moderate in his expectations. He only expects his food and lodging, besides a little care, and attention, and love, particularly in his old age.

He must be a cautious fellow, to look so far forward, said Ned, laughing. Whats his name?

His name  is Shirley.

What! yourself again?

And why not, nephew? Ive as much right to count myself fit to superintend a farm, as you had, a year ago, to think yourself able to manage a gold mine. Nay, I have a better right  for I was a farmer the greater part of my life before I went to reside in London. Now, boy, as I went to live in the Great City  which I dont like  in order to give you a good education, I expect that youll take me to the country  which I do like  to be your overseer. I was born and bred here, Ned; this was my fathers property, and, when I am gone, it shall be yours. It is not much to boast of. You wont be able to spend an idle life of it here; for, although a goodly place, it must be carefully tended if you would make it pay.

I dont need to tell you, replied Ned, that I have no desire to lead an idle life. But, uncle, I think your terms are very high.

How so, boy?

Love is a very high price to pay for service, replied Ned. Your kindness and your generosity in this matter make me very happy and very grateful, and, perhaps, might make me very obedient and extremely attentive; but I cannot give you love at any price. I must refuse you as an overseer, but if you will come to me as old Uncle Shirley

Well, well, Ned, interrupted the old gentleman, with a benign smile, well not dispute about that. Let us now go and take a run round the grounds.



It is needless, dear reader, to prolong our story. Perchance we have taxed your patience too much already  but we cannot close without a word or two regarding the subsequent life of those whose fortunes we have followed so long.

Ned Sinton and old Mr Shirley applied themselves with diligence and enthusiasm to the cultivation of their farm, and to the cultivation of the friendship and good-will of their neighbours all round. In both efforts they were eminently successful.

Ned made many interesting discoveries during his residence at Brixley Hall, chief among which was a certain Louisa Leslie, with whom he fell desperately in love  so desperately that his case was deemed hopeless. Louisa therefore took pity on him, and became Mrs Sinton, to the unutterable delight of old Mr Shirley  and the cat, both of whom benefited considerably by this addition to the household.

About the time this event occurred, Ned received a letter from Tom Collins, desiring him to purchase a farm for him as near to his own as possible. Tom had been successful as a merchant, and had made a large fortune  as was often the case in those days  in the course of a year or two. At first, indeed, he had had a hard struggle, and was more than once nearly driven, by desperation, to the gaming-table, but Neds advice and warnings came back upon him again and again  so he fought against the temptation manfully, and came off victorious. Improved trade soon removed the temptation  perhaps we should say that his heavenly Father took that means to remove it  and at last, as we have said, he made a fortune, as many had done, in like circumstances, before him. Ned bought a farm three miles from his own, and, in the course of a few months, Tom and he were once more walking together, arm in arm, recalling other days, and  arguing.

Lizette and Louisa drew together like two magnets, the instant they met. But the best of it was, Tom had brought home Larry ONeil as his butler, and Mrs Kate ONeil as his cook while Nelly became his wifes maid.

Larry, it seems, had not taken kindly to farming in California, the more so that he pitched unluckily on an unproductive piece of land, which speedily swallowed up his little fortune, and refused to yield any return. Larry, therefore, like some men who thought themselves much wiser fellows, pronounced the country a wretched one, in reference to agriculture, and returned to San Francisco, where he found Tom Collins, prospering and ready to employ himself and his family.

As butler to an English squire, Larry ONeil was, according to his own statement, a continted man. May he long remain so!

Nelly Morgan soon became, out of sight, the sweetest girl in the countryside, and, ere long, one of the best young fellows in the district carried her off triumphantly, and placed her at the head of affairs in his own cottage. We say he was one of the best young fellows  this husband of Nellys  but he was by no means the handsomest; many a handsome strapping youth there failed to obtain so good a wife as Nelly. Her husband was a steady, hard working, thriving, good man  and quite good-looking enough for her  so Nelly said.

As for Captain Bunting and Bill Jones, they stuck to each other to the last, like two limpets, and both of them stuck to the sea like fish. No shore-going felicities could tempt these hardy sons of Neptune to forsake their native element again. He had done it once, Bill Jones said, in one o the splendidest countries goin, where gold was to be had for the pickin up, and all sorts o agues and rheumatizes for nothin; but wen things didnt somehow go all square, an the anchor got foul with a gale o adwerse circumstances springin up astarn, why, wot then?  go to sea again, of coorse, an stick to it; them wos his sentiments. As these were also Captain Buntings sentiments, they naturally took to the same boat for life.

But, although Captain Bunting and Bill did not live on shore, they occasionally, at long intervals, condescended to revisit the terrestrial globe, and, at such seasons of weakness, made a point of running down to Brixley Hall to see Ned and Tom. Then, indeed, the light of other days shone again in retrospect on our adventurers with refulgent splendour; then Larry sank the butler, and came out as the miner  as one of the partners of the Ryal Bank o Calyforny  then Ned and Tom related marvellous adventures, to the admiration of their respective wives, and the captain smote his thigh with frequency and emphasis, to the terror of the cat, and Bill Jones gave utterance to deeply-pregnant sentences, and told how that, on his last voyage to China, he had been up at Pekin, and had heard that Ah-wow had dug up a nugget of gold three times the size of his own head, and had returned to his native land a millionnaire, and been made a mandarin, and after that something else, and at last became prime minister of China  so Bill had been told, but he wouldnt vouch for it, no how.

All this, and a great deal more, was said and done on these great and rare occasions  and our quondam gold-hunters fought their battles oer again, to the ineffable delight of old Mr Shirley, who sat in his easy-chair, and gazed, and smiled, and stared, and laughed, and even wept, and chuckled  but never spoke  he was past that.

In the course of time Ned and Tom became extremely intimate with the pastor of their village, and were at last his right and left-hand men. This pastor was a man whose aim was to live as his Master had lived before him  he went about doing good  and, of all the happy years our two friends spent, the happiest were those in which they followed in the footsteps and strengthened the hands of this good man, Lizette and Louisa were helpmates to their husbands in this respect, as in all others, and a blessing to the surrounding country.

Ned Sintons golden dream was over now, in one sense, but by no means over in another. His sleeping and his waking dreams were still, as of old, tinged with a golden hue, but they had not a metallic ring. The golden rule was the foundation on which his new visions were reared, and that which we are told is better than gold, yea, than much fine gold, was thenceforth eagerly sought for and coveted by him. As for other matters  he delighted chiefly in the sunshine of Louisas smile, and in fields of golden grain.

THE END
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Chapter I.

Some of the dramatis personæ introduced  Retrospective glances  Causes of future effects  Our heros early life at sea  A pirate  A terrible fight and its consequences  Buzzbys helm lashed amidships  A whaling-cruise begun.



Nobody ever caught John Buzzby asleep by any chance whatever. No weasel was ever half so sensitive on that point as he was. Wherever he happened to be (and in the course of his adventurous life he had been to nearly all parts of the known world) he was the first awake in the morning and the last asleep at night; he always answered promptly to the first call; and was never known by any man living to have been seen with his eyes shut, except when he winked, and that operation he performed less frequently than other men.

John Buzzby was an old salt  a regular true-blue Jack tar of the old school, who had been born and bred at sea; had visited foreign ports innumerable; had weathered more storms than he could count, and had witnessed more strange sights than he could remember. He was tough, and sturdy, and grizzled, and broad, and square, and massive  a first-rate specimen of a John Bull, and according to himself, always kept his weather-eye open. This remark of his was apt to create confusion in the minds of his hearers; for John meant the expression to be understood figuratively, while, in point of fact, he almost always kept one of his literal eyes open and the other partially closed, but as he reversed the order of arrangement frequently, he might have been said to keep his lee-eye as much open as the weather one. This peculiarity gave to his countenance an expression of earnest thoughtfulness mingled with humour. Buzzby was fond of being thought old, and he looked much older than he really was. Men guessed his age at fifty-five, but they were ten years out in their reckoning; for John had numbered only forty-five summers, and was as tough and muscular as ever he had been  although not quite so elastic.

John Buzzby stood on the pier of the sea-port town of Grayton watching the active operations of the crew of a whaling-ship which was on the point of starting for the ice-bound seas of the Frozen Regions, and making sundry remarks to a stout, fair-haired boy of fifteen, who stood by his side gazing at the ship with an expression of deep sadness.

Shes a trim-built craft and a good sea-boat, Ill be bound, Master Fred, observed the sailor; but shes too small by half, accordin to my notions, and I have seen a few whalers in my day. Them bow-timbers, too, are scarce thick enough for goin bump agin the ice o Davis Straits. Howsomiver, Ive seen worse craft drivin a good trade in the Polar Seas.

Shes a first-rate craft in all respects; and you have too high an opinion of your own judgment, replied the youth indignantly. Do you suppose that my father, who is an older man than yourself and as good a sailor, would buy a ship, and fit her out, and go off to the whale-fishery in her, if he did not think her a good one?

Ah! Master Fred, youre a chip of the old block  neck or nothing  carry on all sail till you tear the masts out of her! Reef the tgallant sails of your temper, boy, and dont run foul of an old man who has been all but a wet-nurse to ye  taught ye to walk, and swim, and pull an oar, and build ships, and has hauled ye out o the sea when ye fell in  from the time ye could barely stump along on two legs, lookin like as if ye was more nor half-seas-over.

Well, Buzzby, replied the boy, laughing, if youve been all that to me, I think you have been a wet-nurse too! But why do you run down my fathers ship? Do you think Im going to stand that? No! not even from you, old boy.

Hallo! youngster, shouted a voice from the deck of the vessel in question, run up and tell your father were all ready, and if he dont make haste hell lose the tide, so he will, and thatll make us have to start on a Friday, it will, an thatll not do for me, nohow it wont; so make sail and look sharp about it, do  wont you?

What a tongue hes got! remarked Buzzby. Before Id go to sea with a first mate who jawed like that Id be a landsman. Dont ever you git to talk too much, Master Fred, wotever ye do. My maxim is  and it has served me through life, uncommon Keep your weather-eye open and your tongue housed xcept when youve got occasion to use it. If that fellowd use his eyes more and his tongue less, hed see your father comin down the road there, right before the wind, with his old sister in tow.

How I wish he would have let me go with him! muttered Fred to himself sorrowfully.

No chance now, Im afeard, remarked his companion. The govnors as stiff as a nor-wester. Nothin in the world can turn him once hes made up his mind but a regular sou-easter. Now, if you had been my son, and yonder tight craft my ship, I would have said, Come at once. But your father knows best, lad; and youre a wise son to obey orders cheerfully, without question. Thats another o my maxims, Obey orders, an ax no questions.

Frederick Ellice, senior, who now approached, whispering words of consolation into the ear of his weeping sister, might, perhaps, have just numbered fifty years. He was a fine, big, bold, hearty Englishman, with a bald head, grizzled locks, a loud but not harsh voice, a rather quick temper, and a kind, earnest, enthusiastic heart. Like Buzzby, he had spent nearly all his life at sea, and had become so thoroughly accustomed to walking on an unstable foundation that he felt quite uncomfortable on solid ground, and never remained more than a few months at a time on shore. He was a man of good education and gentlemanly manners, and had worked his way up in the merchant service step by step until he obtained the command of a West India trader.

A few years previous to the period in which our tale opens, an event occurred which altered the course of Captain Ellices life, and for a long period plunged him into the deepest affliction. This was the loss of his wife at sea under peculiarly distressing circumstances.

At the age of thirty Captain Ellice had married a pretty blue-eyed girl, who resolutely refused to become a sailors bride unless she should be permitted to accompany her husband to sea. This was without much difficulty agreed to, and forthwith Alice Bremner became Mrs. Ellice, and went to sea. It was during her third voyage to the West Indies that our hero Fred was born, and it was during this and succeeding voyages that Buzzby became all but a wet-nurse to him.

Mrs. Ellice was a loving, gentle, seriously-minded woman. She devoted herself, heart and soul to the training of her boy, and spent many a pleasant hour in that little, unsteady cabin in endeavouring to instil into his infant mind the blessed truths of Christianity, and in making the name of Jesus familiar to his ear. As Fred grew older his mother encouraged him to hold occasional intercourse with the sailors  for her husbands example taught her the value of a bold, manly spirit, and she knew that it was impossible for her to instil that into him  but she was careful to guard him from the evil that he might chance to learn from the men, by committing him to the tender care of Buzzby. To do the men justice, however, this was almost unnecessary, for they felt that a mothers watchful eye was on the child, and no unguarded word fell from their lips while he was romping about the forecastle.

When it was time for Fred to go to school, Mrs. Ellice gave up her roving life and settled in her native town of Grayton, where she resided with her widowed sister, Amelia Bright, and her niece Isobel. Here Fred received the rudiments of an excellent education at a private academy. At the age of twelve, however, Master Fred became restive, and during one of his fathers periodical visits home, begged to be taken to sea. Captain Ellice agreed; Mrs. Ellice insisted on accompanying them; and in a few weeks they were once again on their old home, the ocean, and Fred was enjoying his native air in company with his friend Buzzby, who stuck to the old ship like one of her own stout timbers.

But this was destined to be a disastrous voyage. One evening, after crossing the line, they descried a suspicious-looking schooner to windward, bearing down upon them under a cloud of canvas.

What do you think of her, Buzzby? inquired Captain Ellice, handing his glass to the seaman.

Buzzby gazed in silence and with compressed lips for some time; then he returned the glass, at the same time muttering the word, Pirate.

I thought so, said the captain in a deep, unsteady voice. There is but one course for us, Buzzby, he continued, glancing towards his wife, who, all unconscious of their danger, sat near the taffrail employed with her needle; these fellows show no mercy, because they expect none either from God or man. We must fight to the last. Go, prepare the men and get out the arms. Ill tell my wife.

Buzzby went forward; but the captains heart failed him, and he took two or three rapid, hesitating turns on the quarter-deck ere he could make up his mind to speak.

Alice, he said at length abruptly, yonder vessel is a pirate.

Mrs. Ellice looked up in surprise, and her face grew pale as her eye met the troubled gaze of her husband.

Are you quite sure, Frederick?

Yes, quite. Would God that I were left alone to  but  nay, do not be alarmed; perhaps I am wrong, it may be a  a clipper-built trading-vessel. If not, Alice, we must make some show of fighting, and try to frighten them. Meanwhile you must go below.

The captain spoke encouragingly as he led his wife to the cabin; but his candid countenance spoke too truthfully, and she felt that his look of anxious concern bade her fear the worst.

Pressing her fervently to his heart, Captain Ellice sprang on deck.

By this time the news had spread through the ship, and the crew, consisting of upwards of thirty men, were conversing earnestly in knots of four or five while they sharpened and buckled on cutlasses, or loaded pistols and carbines.

Send the men aft, Mr. Thompson, said the captain, as he paced the deck to and fro, casting his eyes occasionally on the schooner, which was rapidly nearing the vessel. Take another pull at these main-topsail-halyards, and send the steward down below for my sword and pistols. Let the men look sharp; weve no time to lose, and hot work is before us.

I will go for your sword, father, cried Fred, who had just come on deck.

Boy, boy, you must go below; you can be of no use here.

But, father, you know that Im not afraid.

I know that, boy  I know it well; but youre too young to fight  youre not strong enough. Besides, you must comfort and cheer your mother; she may want you.

Im old enough and strong enough to load and fire a pistol, father; and I heard one of the men say we would need all the hands on board, and more if we had them. Besides, it was my mother who told me what was going on, and sent me on deck to help you, to fight.

A momentary gleam of pride lit up the countenance of the captain as he said hastily, You may stay, then, and turned towards the men, who now stood assembled on the quarter-deck.

Addressing the crew in his own blunt, vigorous style, he said, Lads, yon rascally schooner is a pirate, as you all know well enough. I need not ask you if you are ready to fight; I see by your looks you are. But thats not enough  you must make up your minds to fight well. You know that pirates give no quarter. I see the decks are swarming with men. If you dont go at them like bull-dogs, youll walk the plank before sunset every man of you. Now, go forward, and double-shot your muskets and pistols, and stick as many of the latter into your belts as they will hold. Mr. Thompson, let the gunner double-shot the four big guns, and load the little carronade with musket-balls to the muzzle. If they do try to board us, theyll get a warm reception.

There goes a shot, sir, said Buzzby, pointing towards the piratical schooner, from the side of which a white cloud burst, and a round shot ricochetted over the sea, passing close ahead of the ship.

Ay, thats a request for us to lay-to, said the captain bitterly, but we wont. Keep her away a point.

Ay, ay, sir, sung out the man at the wheel. A second and a third shot were fired, but passed unheeded, and the captain, fully expecting that the next would be fired into them, ordered the men below.

We cant afford to lose a man, Mr. Thompson; send them all down.

Please, sir, may I remain? said Buzzby, touching his hat.

Obey orders, answered the captain sternly. The sailor went below with a sulky fling.

For nearly an hour the two vessels cut through the water before a steady breeze, during which time the fast-sailing schooner gradually overhauled the heavy West Indiaman, until she approached within speaking distance. Still Captain Ellice paid no attention to her, but stood with compressed lips beside the man at the wheel, gazing alternately at the sails of his vessel and at the windward horizon, where he fancied he saw indications that led him to hope the breeze would fail ere long.

As the schooner drew nearer, a man leaped on the hammock-nettings, and, putting a trumpet to his mouth, sang out lustily, Ship ahoy! where are you from, and whats your cargo?

Captain Ellice made no reply, but ordered four of his men on deck to point one of the stern-chasers.

Again the voice came harshly across the waves, as if in passion, Heave to, or Ill sink you. At the same moment the black flag was run up to the peak, and a shot passed between the main and fore masts.

Stand by to point this gun, said the captain in a subdued voice.

Ay, ay, sir!

Fetch a red-hot iron; luff, luff a little  a little more steady  so. At the last word there was a puff and a roar, and an iron messenger flew towards the schooner. The gun had been fired more as a reply of defiance to the pirate than with the hope of doing him any damage; but the shot had been well aimed  it cut the schooners main-sail-yard in two and brought it rattling down on deck. Instantly the pirate yawed and delivered a broadside; but in the confusion on deck the guns were badly aimed, and none took effect. The time lost in this manoeuvre, added to the crippled condition of the schooner, enabled the West Indiaman to gain considerably on her antagonist; but the pirate kept up a well-directed fire with his bow-chasers, and many of the shots struck the hull and cut the rigging seriously. As the sun descended towards the horizon the wind fell gradually, and ceased at length altogether, so that both vessels lay rolling on the swell with their sails flapping idly against the masts.

Theyre a-gittin out the boats, sir, remarked John Buzzby, who, unable to restrain himself any longer, had crept upon deck at the risk of another reprimand; and, if my eyes bent deceiving me, theres a sail on the horizon to windard  leastways, the direction which wos windard afore it fell calm.

Shes bringing a breeze along with her, remarked the captain, but I fear the boats will come up before it reaches us. There are three in the water and manned already. There they come. Now, then, call up all hands.

In a few seconds the crew of the West Indiaman were at their stations ready for action, and Captain Ellice, with Fred at his elbow, stood beside one of the stern-chasers. Meanwhile, the boats of the pirate, five in number, pulled away in different directions, evidently with the intention of attacking the ship at different points. They were full of men armed to the teeth. While they rowed towards the ship the schooner resumed its fire, and one ball cut away the spanker-boom and slightly wounded two of the men with splinters. The guns of the ship were now brought to bear on the boats, but without effect, although the shot plunged into the water all round them. As they drew nearer a brisk fire of musketry was opened on them, and the occasional falling of an oar and confusion on board showed that the shots told. The pirates replied vigorously, but without effect, as the men of the ship were sheltered by the bulwarks.

Pass the word to load and reserve fire, said the captain; and hand me a musket, Fred. Load again as fast as I fire. So saying, the captain took aim and fired at the steersman of the largest boat, which pulled towards the stern. Another, Fred

At this moment a withering volley was poured upon the boat, and a savage yell of agony followed, while the rowers who remained unhurt paused for an instant as if paralyzed. Next instant they recovered, and another stroke would have brought them almost alongside, when Captain Ellice pointed the little carronade and fired. There was a terrific crash; the gun recoiled violently to the other side of the deck; and the pirate boat sank, leaving the sea covered with dead and wounded men. A number, however, who seemed to bear charmed lives, seized their cutlasses with their teeth, and swam boldly for the ship. This incident, unfortunately, attracted too much of the attention of the crew, and ere they could prevent it another boat reached the bow of the ship, the crew of which sprang up the side like cats, formed on the forecastle, and poured a volley upon the men.

Follow me, lads! shouted the captain, as he sprang forward like a tiger. The first man he reached fell by a ball from his pistol; in another moment the opposing parties met in a hand-to-hand conflict. Meanwhile Fred, having been deeply impressed with the effect of the shot from the little carronade, succeeded in raising and reloading it. He had scarcely accomplished this when one of the boats reached the larboard quarter, and two of the men sprang up the side. Fred observed them, and felled the first with a handspike before he reached the deck; but the pirate who instantly followed would have killed him had he not been observed by the second mate, who had prevented several of the men from joining in the mêlée on the forecastle in order to meet such an emergency as this. Rushing to the rescue with his party, he drove the pirates back into the boat, which was immediately pulled towards the bow, where the other two boats were now grappling and discharging their crews on the forecastle. Although the men of the West Indiaman fought with desperate courage, they could not stand before the increasing numbers of pirates who now crowded the fore part of the ship in a dense mass. Gradually they were beaten back, and at length were brought to bay on the quarter-deck.

Help, father! cried Fred, pushing through the struggling crowd, heres the carronade ready loaded.

Ha! boy, well done! cried the captain, seizing the gun, and, with the help of Buzzby, who never left his side, dragging it forward. Clear the way, lads!

In a moment the little cannon was pointed to the centre of the mass of men, and fired. One awful shriek of agony rose above the din of the fight, as a wide gap was cut through the crowd; but this only seemed to render the survivors more furious. With a savage yell they charged the quarter-deck, but were hurled back again and again by the captain and a few chosen men who stood around him. At length one of the pirates, who had been all along conspicuous for his strength and daring, stepped deliberately up, and pointing a pistol at the captains breast, fired. Captain Ellice fell, and at the same moment a ball laid the pirate low; another charge was made; Fred rushed forward to protect his father, but was thrown down and trodden under foot in the rush, and in two minutes more the ship was in possession of the pirates.

Being filled with rage at the opposition they had met with, these villains proceeded, as they said, to make short work of the crew, while several of them sprang into the cabin, where they discovered Mrs. Ellice almost dead with terror. Dragging her violently on deck, they were about to cast her into the sea, when Buzzby, who stood with his hands bound, suddenly burst his bonds and sprang towards her. A blow from the butt of a pistol, however, stretched him insensible on the deck.

Where is my husband? my boy? screamed Mrs. Ellice wildly.

Theyve gone before you, or theyll soon follow, said a savage fiercely, as he raised her in his powerful arms and hurled her overboard. A loud shriek was followed by a heavy plunge. At the same moment two of the men raised the captain, intending to throw him overboard also, when a loud boom arrested their attention, and a cannon-shot ploughed up the sea close in front of their bows.

While the fight was raging, no one had observed the fact that the breeze had freshened, and a large man-of-war, with American colours, at her peak, was now within gunshot of the ship. No sooner did the pirates make this discovery than they rushed to their boats, with the intention of pulling to their schooner; but those who had been left in charge, seeing the approach of the man-of-war, and feeling that there was no chance of escape for their comrades, or, as is more than probable, being utterly indifferent about them, crowded all sail and slipped away, and it was now hull-down on the horizon to leeward. The men in the boats rowed after her with the energy of despair; but the Americans gave chase, and we need scarcely add that, in a very short time, all were captured.

When the man-of-war rejoined the West Indiaman, the night had set in and a stiff breeze had arisen, so that the long and laborious search that was made for the body of poor Mrs. Ellice proved utterly fruitless. Captain Ellice, whose wound was very severe, was struck down as if by a thunderbolt, and for a long time his life was despaired of. During his illness Fred nursed him with the utmost tenderness, and in seeking to comfort his father, found some relief to his own stricken heart.

Months passed away. Captain Ellice was conveyed to the residence of his sister in Grayton, and, under her care, and the nursing of his little niece Isobel, he recovered his wonted health and strength. To the eyes of men Captain Ellice and his son were themselves again; but those who judge of mens hearts by their outward appearance and expressions, in nine cases out of ten judge very wide of the mark indeed. Both had undergone a great change. The brilliancy and glitter of this world had been completely and rudely dispelled, and both had been led to inquire whether there was not something better to live for than mere present advantage and happiness  something that would stand by them in those hours of sickness and sorrow which must inevitably, sooner or later, come upon all men. Both sought, and discovered what they sought, in the Bible, the only book in all the world where the jewel of great price is to be found.

But Captain Ellice could not be induced to resume the command of his old ship, or voyage again to the West Indies. He determined to change the scene of his future labours and sail to the Frozen Seas, where the aspect of every object, even the ocean itself, would be very unlikely to recall the circumstances of his loss.

Some time after his recovery, Captain Ellice purchased a brig and fitted her out as a whaler, determined to try his fortune in the Northern Seas. Fred pleaded hard to be taken out, but his father felt that he had more need to go to school than to sea; so he refused, and Fred, after sighing very deeply once or twice, gave in with a good grace. Buzzby, too, who stuck to his old commander like a leech, was equally anxious to go; but Buzzby, in a sudden and unaccountable fit of tenderness, had, just two months before, married a wife, who might be appropriately described as fat, fair, and forty, and Buzzbys wife absolutely forbade him to go. Alas! Buzzby was no longer his own master. At the age of forty-five he became  as he himself expressed it  an abject slave, and he would as soon have tried to steer in a slipper-bath right in the teeth of an equinoctial hurricane, as have opposed the will of his wife. He used to sigh gruffly when spoken to on this subject, and compare himself to a Dutch galliot that made more leeway than headway, even with a wind on the quarter. Once, he would remark, I was clipper-built, and could sail right in the winds eye; but ever since I tuck this craft in tow, Ive gone to leeward like a tub. In fact, I find theres only one way of going ahead with my Poll, and that is right before the wind! I used to yaw about a good deal at first, but she tuck that out o me in a day or two. If I put the helm only so much as one stroke to starboard, she guv a tug at the tow-rope that brought the wind dead aft again; so Ive gin it up, and lashed the tiller right amid-ships.

So Buzzby did not accompany his old commander; he did not even so much as suggest the possibility of it; but he shook his head with great solemnity, as he stood with Fred, and Mrs. Bright, and Isobel, at the end of the pier, gazing at the brig, with one eye very much screwed up, and a wistful expression in the other, while the graceful craft spread out her canvas and bent over to the breeze.
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Digressions are bad at the best, and we feel some regret that we should have been compelled to begin our book with one; but they are necessary evils sometimes, so we must ask our readers forgiveness, and beg him, or her, to remember that we are still at the commencement of our story, standing at the end of the pier, and watching the departure of the Pole Star whale-ship, which is now a scarcely distinguishable speck on the horizon.

As it disappeared Buzzby gave a grunt, Fred and Isobel uttered a sigh in unison, and Mrs. Bright resumed the fit of weeping which for some time she had unconsciously suspended.

I fear we shall never see him again, sobbed Mrs. Bright, as she took Isobel by the hand and sauntered slowly home, accompanied by Fred and Buzzby, the latter of whom seemed to regard himself in the light of a shaggy Newfoundland or mastiff, who had been left to protect the family. We are always hearing of whale-ships being lost, and, somehow or other, we never hear of the crews being saved, as one reads of when ships are wrecked in the usual way on the seashore.

Isobel squeezed her mothers hand, and looked up in her face with an expression that said plainly, Dont cry so, mamma; Im sure he will come back, but she could not find words to express herself, so she glanced towards the mastiff for help.

Buzzby felt that it devolved upon him to afford consolation under the circumstances; but Mrs. Brights mind was of that peculiar stamp which repels advances in the way of consolation unconsciously, and Buzzby was puzzled. He screwed up first the right eye and then the left, and smote his thigh repeatedly; and assuredly, if contorting his visage could have comforted Mrs. Bright, she would have returned home a happy woman, for he made faces at her violently for full five minutes. But it did her no good, perhaps because she didnt see him, her eyes being suffused with tears.

Ah! yes, resumed Mrs. Bright, with another burst, I know they will never come back, and your silence shows that you think so too. And to think of their taking two years provisions with them in case of accidents!  doesnt that prove that there are going to be accidents? And didnt I hear one of the sailors say that she was a crack ship, A number one? I dont know what he meant by A number one, but if shes a cracked ship I know she will never come back; and although I told my dear brother of it, and advised him not to go, he only laughed at me, which was very unkind, Im sure.

Here Mrs. Brights feelings overcame her again.

Why, aunt, said Fred, scarce able to restrain a laugh, despite the sadness that lay at his heart, when the sailor said it was a crack ship, he meant that it was a good one, a first-rate one.

Then why did he not say what he meant? But you are talking nonsense, boy. Do you think that I will believe a man means to say a thing is good when he calls it cracked? and Im sure nobody would say a cracked tea-pot was as good as a whole one. But tell me, Buzzby, do you think they ever will come back?

Why, maam, in coorse I do, replied Buzzby, vehemently; for why, if they dont, theyre the first that ever, went out o this port in my day as didnt. Theyve a good ship and lots o grub, and its like to be a good season; and Captain Ellice has, for the most part, good luck; and theyve started with a fair wind, and kep clear of a Friday, and what more could ye wish? I only wish as I was aboard along with them, thats all.

Buzzby delivered himself of this oration with the left eye shut and screwed up, and the right one open. Having concluded, he shut and screwed up the right eye, and opened the left  he reversed the engine, so to speak, as if he wished to back out from the scene of his triumph and leave the course clear for others to speak. But his words were thrown away on Mrs. Bright, who was emphatically a weak-minded woman, and never exercised her reason at all, except in a spasmodic, galvanic sort of way, when she sought to defend or to advocate some unreasonable conclusion of some sort, at which her own weak mind had arrived somehow. So she shook her head, and sobbed good-bye to Buzzby, as she ascended the sloping avenue that led to her pretty cottage on the green hill that overlooked the harbour and the sea beyond.

As for John Buzzby, having been absent from home full half-an-hour beyond his usual dinner-hour, he felt that, for a man who had lashed his helm amid-ships, he was yawing alarmingly out of his course; so he spread all the canvas he could carry, and steered right before the wind towards the village, where, in a little whitewashed, low-roofed, one-doored, and two little-windowed cottage, his spouse (and dinner) awaited him.

To make a long story short, three years passed away, but the Pole Star did not return, and no news of her could be got from the various whale-ships that visited the port of Grayton. Towards the end of the second year Buzzby began to shake his head despondingly; and as the third drew to a close, the expression of gloom never left his honest, weather-beaten face. Mrs. Bright, too, whose anxiety at first was only half genuine, now became seriously alarmed, and the fate of the missing brig began to be the talk of the neighbourhood. Meanwhile, Fred Ellice and Isobel grew and improved in mind and body; but anxiety as to his fathers fate rendered the former quite unable to pursue his studies, and he determined at last to procure a passage in a whale-ship, and go out in search of the brig.

It happened that the principal merchant and shipowner in the town, Mr. Singleton by name, was an intimate friend and old school-fellow of Captain Ellice, so Fred went boldly to him and proposed that a vessel should be fitted out immediately, and sent off to search for his fathers brig. Mr. Singleton smiled at the request, and pointed out the utter impossibility of his agreeing to it; but he revived Freds sinking hopes by saying that he was about to send out a whaler to the Northern Seas at any rate, and that he would give orders to the captain to devote a portion of his time to the search, and, moreover, agreed to let Fred go as a passenger in company with his own son Tom.

Now, Tom Singleton had been Freds bosom friend and companion during his first year at school; but during the last two years he had been sent to the Edinburgh University to prosecute his medical studies, and the two friends had only met at rare intervals. It was with unbounded delight, therefore, that he found his old companion, now a youth of twenty, was to go out as surgeon of the ship, and he could scarce contain himself as he ran down to Buzzbys cottage to tell him the good news, and ask him to join.

Of course Buzzby was ready to go, and, what was of far greater importance in the matter, his wife threw no obstacle in the way. On the contrary, she undid the lashings of the helm with her own hand, and told her wondering partner, with a good-humoured but firm smile, to steer where he chose, and she would content herself with the society of the two young Buzzbys (both miniature fac-similes of their father) till he came back.

Once again a whale-ship prepared to sail from the port of Grayton, and once again Mrs. Bright and Isobel stood on the pier to see her depart. Isobel was about thirteen now, and as pretty a girl, according to Buzzby, as you could meet with in any part of Britain. Her eyes were blue and her hair nut-brown, and her charms of face and figure were enhanced immeasurably by an air of modesty and earnestness that went straight home to your heart, and caused you to adore her at once. Buzzby doated on her as if she were his only child, and felt a secret pride in being in some indefinable way her protector. Buzzby philosophized about her, too, after a strange fashion. You see, he would say to Fred, its not that her figurehead is cut altogether after a parfect pattern  by no means, for Ive seen picturs and statues that wos better  but she carries her head a little down, dye see, Master Fred? and theres where it is; thats the way I gauges the worth o young women, jist accordin as they carry their chins up or down. If their brows come well forard, and they seems to be lookin at the ground they walk on, I knows their brains is firm stuff, and in good workin order; but when I sees them carryin their noses high out o the water, as if they wos afeard o catchin sight o their own feet, and their chins elewated, so that a little boy standin in front o them couldnt see their faces nohow, I make pretty sure that tother end is filled with a sort o mush thats fit only to think o dress and dancing.

On the present occasion Isobels eyes were red and swollen, and by no means improved by weeping. Mrs. Bright, too, although three years had done little to alter her character, seemed to be less demonstrative and much more sincere than usual in her grief at parting from Fred.

In a few minutes all was ready. Young Singleton and Buzzby having hastily but earnestly bade Mrs. Bright and her daughter farewell, leaped on board. Fred lingered for a moment.

Once more, dear aunt, said he, farewell. With Gods blessing we shall come back soon.  Write to me, darling Isobel, wont you? to Upernavik, on the coast of Greenland. If none of our ships are bound in that direction, write by way of Denmark. Old Mr. Singleton will tell you how to address your letter; and see that it be a long one.

Now then, youngster, jump aboard, shouted the captain; look sharp!

Ay, ay, returned Fred, and in another moment he was on the quarter-deck, by the side of his friend Tom.

The ship, loosed from her moorings, spread her canvas, and plunged forward on her adventurous voyage.

But this time she does not grow smaller as she advances before the freshening breeze, for you and I, reader, have embarked in her, and the land now fades in the distance, until it sinks from view on the distant horizon, while nothing meets our gaze but the vault of the bright blue sky above, and the plane of the dark blue sea below.
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And now we have fairly got into blue water  the sailors delight, the landsmans dread,  

The sea! the sea! the open sea;
The blue, the fresh, the ever free.

Its my opinion, remarked Buzzby to Singleton one day, as they stood at the weather gangway watching the foam that spread from the vessels bow as she breasted the waves of the Atlantic gallantly  its my opinion that our skipper is made o the right stuff. Hes entered quite into the spirit of the thing, and I heard him say to the first mate yesterday hed made up his mind to run right up into Baffins Bay and make inquiries for Captain Ellice first, before goin to his usual whalin-ground. Now thats wot I call doin the right thing; for, ye see, he runs no small risk o getting beset in the ice, and losing the fishin altogether by so doin.

Hes a fine fellow, said Singleton; I like him better every day, and I feel convinced he will do his utmost to discover the whereabouts of our missing friend; but I fear much that our chances are small, for, although we know the spot which Captain Ellice intended to visit, we cannot tell to what part of the frozen ocean ice and currents may have carried him.

True, replied Buzzby, giving to his left eye and cheek just that peculiar amount of screw which indicated intense sagacity and penetration; but Ive a notion that, if they are to be found, Captain Guy is the man to find em.

I hope it may turn out as you say. Have you ever been in these seas before, Buzzby?

No, sir  never; but Ive got a half-brother wot has bin in the Greenland whale-fishery, and Ive bin in the South Sea line myself.

What line was that, Buzzby? inquired David Summers, a sturdy boy of about fifteen, who acted as assistant steward, and was, in fact, a nautical maid-of-all-work. Was it a log-line, or a bow-line, or a cod-line, or a bit of the equator, eh?

The old salt deigned no reply to this passing sally, but continued his converse with Singleton.

I could give ye many a long yarn about the South Seas, said Buzzby, gazing abstractedly down into the deep. One time when I was about fifty miles to the sou-west o Cape Horn, I

Dinners ready, sir, said a thin, tall, active man, stepping smartly up to Singleton, and touching his cap.

We must talk over that some other time, Buzzby. The captain loves punctuality. So saying, the young surgeon sprang down the companion ladder, leaving the old salt to smoke his pipe in solitude.

And here we may pause a few seconds to describe our ship and her crew.

The Dolphin was a tight, new, barque-rigged vessel of about three hundred tons burden, built expressly for the northern whale-fishery, and carried a crew of forty-five men. Ships that have to battle with the ice require to be much more powerfully built than those that sail in unencumbered seas. The Dolphin united strength with capacity and buoyancy. The under part of her hull and sides were strengthened with double timbers, and fortified externally with plates of iron, while, internally, stanchions and crossbeams were so arranged as to cause pressure on any part to be supported by the whole structure; and on her bows, where shocks from the ice might be expected to be most frequent and severe, extra planking, of immense strength and thickness, was secured. In other respects, the vessel was fitted up much in the same manner as ordinary merchantmen. The only other peculiarity about her worthy of notice was the crows-nest, a sort of barrel-shaped structure fastened to the fore-mast-head, in which, when at the whaling-ground, a man is stationed to look out for whales. The chief men in the ship were Captain Guy, a vigorous, earnest, practical American; Mr. Bolton, the first mate, a stout, burly, off-hand Englishman; and Mr. Saunders, the second mate, a sedate, broad-shouldered, raw-boned Scot, whose opinion of himself was unbounded, whose power of argument was extraordinary, not to say exasperating, and who stood six feet three in his stockings. Mivins, the steward, was, as we have already remarked, a tall, thin, active young man, of a brisk, lively disposition, and was somewhat of a butt among the men, but being in a position of power and trust, he was respected. The young surgeon, Tom Singleton, whom we have yet scarcely introduced to the reader, was a tall, slim, but firmly-knit youth, with a kind, gentle disposition. He was always open, straightforward, and polite. He never indulged in broad humour, though he enjoyed it much, seldom ventured on a witticism, was rather shy in the company of his companions, and spoke little; but for a quiet, pleasant tête-à-tête there was not a man in the ship equal to Tom Singleton. His countenance was Spanish-looking and handsome, his hair black, short, and curling, and his budding moustache was soft and dark as the eyebrow of an Andalusian belle.

It would be unpardonable, in this catalogue, to omit the cook, David Mizzle. He was round, and fat, and oily, as one of his own duff puddings. To look at him you could not help suspecting that he purloined and ate at least half of the salt pork he cooked, and his sly, dimpling laugh, in which every feature participated, from the point of his broad chin to the top of his bald head, rather tended to favour this supposition. Mizzle was prematurely bald  being quite a young man  and when questioned on the subject, he usually attributed it to the fact of his having been so long employed about the cooking coppers, that the excessive heat to which he was exposed had stewed all the hair off his head! The crew was made up of stout, active men in the prime of life, nearly all of whom had been more or less accustomed to the whale-fishing, and some of the harpooners were giants in muscular development and breadth of shoulder, if not in height.

Chief among these harpooners was Amos Parr, a short, thick-set, powerful man of about thirty-five, who had been at sea since he was a little boy, and had served in the fisheries of both the Northern and Southern Seas. No one knew what country had the honour of producing him  indeed, he was ignorant of that point himself; for, although he had vivid recollections of his childhood having been spent among green hills, and trees, and streamlets, he was sent to sea with a strange captain before he was old enough to care about the name of his native land. Afterwards he ran away from his ship, and so lost all chance of ever discovering who he was; but, as he sometimes remarked, he didnt much care who he was, so long as he was himself; so it didnt matter. From a slight peculiarity in his accent, and other qualities, it was surmised that he must be an Irishman  a supposition which he rather encouraged, being partial to the sons, and particularly partial to the daughters, of the Emerald Isle, one of which last he had married just six months before setting out on this whaling expedition.

Such were the Dolphin and her crew, and merrily they bowled along over the broad Atlantic with favouring winds, and without meeting with anything worthy of note until they neared the coast of Greenland.

One fine morning, just as the party in the cabin had finished breakfast, and were dallying with the last few morsels of the repast, as men who have more leisure than they desire are wont to do, there was a sudden shock felt, and a slight tremor passed through the ship as if something had struck her.

Ha! exclaimed Captain Guy, finishing his cup of chocolate, there goes the first bump.

Ice ahead, sir, said the first mate, looking down the skylight.

Is there much? asked the captain, rising and taking down a small telescope from the hook on which it usually hung.

Not much, sir  only a stream; but there is an ice-blink right ahead all along the horizon.

Hows her head, Mr. Bolton?

Nor-west and by north, sir.

Before this brief conversation came to a close, Fred Ellice and Tom Singleton sprang up the companion ladder, and stood on the deck gazing ahead with feelings of the deepest interest. Both youths were well read in the history of Polar Seas and Regions; they were well acquainted, by name at least, with floes, and bergs, and hummocks of ice, but neither of them had seen such in reality. These objects were associated in their young minds with all that was romantic and wild, hyperborean and polar, brilliant and sparkling, and light and white  emphatically white. To behold ice actually floating on the salt sea was an incident of note in their existence; and certainly the impressions of their first day in the ice remained sharp, vivid, and prominent, long after scenes of a much more striking nature had faded from the tablets of their memories.

At first the prospect that met their ardent gaze was not calculated to excite excessive admiration. There were only a few masses of low ice floating about in various directions. The wind was steady, but light, and seemed as if it would speedily fall altogether. Gradually the blink on the horizon (as the light haze always distinguishable above ice, or snow-covered land, is called) resolved itself into a long white line of ice, which seemed to grow larger as the ship neared it, and in about two hours more they were fairly in the midst of the pack, which was fortunately loose enough to admit of the vessel being navigated through the channels of open water. Soon after, the sun broke out in cloudless splendour, and the wind fell entirely, leaving the ocean in a dead calm.

Lets go to the fore-top, Tom, said Fred, seizing his friend by the arm and hastening to the shrouds.

In a few seconds they were seated alone on the little platform at the top of the fore-mast, just where it is connected with the fore-top-mast, and from this elevated position they gazed in silent delight upon the fairy-like scene.

Those who have never stood at the mast-head of a ship at sea in a dead calm cannot comprehend the feeling of intense solitude that fills the mind in such a position. There is nothing analogous to it on land. To stand on the summit of a tower and look down on the busy multitude below is not the same, for there the sounds are quite different in tone, and signs of life are visible all over the distant country, while cries from afar reach the ear, as well as those from below. But from the mast-head you hear only the few subdued sounds under your feet  all beyond is silence; you behold only the small, oval-shaped platform that is your world  beyond lies the calm desolate ocean. On deck you cannot realize this feeling, for there sails and yards tower above you, and masts, and boats, and cordage intercept your view; but from above you take in the intense minuteness of your home at a single glance  you stand aside, as it were, and in some measure comprehend the insignificance of the thing to which you have committed your life.

The scene witnessed by our friends at the masthead of the Dolphin on this occasion was surpassingly beautiful. Far as the eye could stretch the sea was covered with islands and fields of ice of every conceivable shape. Some rose in little peaks and pinnacles, some floated in the form of arches and domes, some were broken and rugged like the ruins of old border strongholds, while others were flat and level like fields of white marble; and so calm was it, that the ocean in which they floated seemed like a groundwork of polished steel, in which the sun shone with dazzling brilliancy. The tops of the icy islets were pure white, and the sides of the higher ones of a delicate blue colour, which gave to the scene a transparent lightness that rendered it pre-eminently fairy-like.

It far surpasses anything I ever conceived, ejaculated Singleton after a long silence. No wonder that authors speak of scenes being indescribable. Does it not seem like a dream, Fred?

Tom, replied Fred earnestly, Ive been trying to fancy myself in another world, and I have almost succeeded. When I look long and intently at the ice, I get almost to believe that these are streets, and palaces, and cathedrals. I never felt so strong a desire to have wings that I might fly from one island to another, and go floating in and out and round about those blue caves and sparkling pinnacles.

Its a curious fancy, Fred, but not unnatural.

Tom, said Fred after another long silence, has not the thought occurred to you that God made it all?

Some such thought did cross my mind, Fred, for a moment, but it soon passed away. Is it not very strange that the idea of the Creator is so seldom and so slightly connected with his works in our minds?

Again there was a long silence. Both youths had a desire to continue the conversation, and yet each felt an unaccountable reluctance to renew it. Neither of them distinctly understood that the natural heart is enmity against God, and that, until he is converted by the Holy Spirit, man neither loves to think of his Maker nor to speak of him.

While they sat thus musing, a breeze dimmed the surface of the sea, and the Dolphin, which had hitherto lain motionless in one of the numerous canals, began slowly to advance between the islands of ice. The breeze freshened, and rendered it impossible to avoid an occasional collision with the floating masses; but the good ship was well armed for the fight, and, although she quivered under the blows, and once or twice recoiled, she pushed her way through the pack gallantly. In the course of an hour or two they were once more in comparatively clear water.

Suddenly there came a cry from the crows-nest There she blows!

Instantly every man in the ship sprang to his feet as if he had received an electric shock.

Where away? shouted the captain.

On the lee-bow, sir, replied the look-out.

From a state of comparative quiet and repose the ship was now thrown into a condition of the utmost animation, and, apparently, unmeaning, confusion. The sight of a whale acted on the spirits of the men like wild-fire.

There she blows! sang out the man at the masthead again.

Are we keeping right for her? asked the captain.

Keep her away a bit; steady! replied the lookout.

Steady it is! answered the man at the wheel.

Call all hands and get the boats out, Mr. Bolton, said the captain.

All hands ahoy! shouted the mate in a tempestuous voice, while the men rushed to their respective stations.

Boat-steerers, get your boats ready.

Ay, ay, sir.

There go flukes, cried the look-out, as the whale dived and tossed its flukes  that is, its tail  in the air, not more than a mile on the lee-bow; shes heading right for the ship.

Down with the helm! roared the captain. Mr. Bolton, brace up the mizzen-top-sail! Hoist and swing the boats! Lower away!

In another moment three boats struck the water, and their respective crews tumbled tumultuously into them. Fred and Singleton sprang into the stern-sheets of the captains boat just as it pushed off, and, in less than five minutes, the three boats were bounding over the sea in the direction of the whale like race-horses. Every man did his best, and the tough oars bent like hoops as each boats crew strove to outstrip the others.




Chapter IV.

The chase and the battle  The chances and dangers of whaling war  Buzzby dives for his life and saves it  So does the whale and loses it  An anxious night, which terminates happily, though with a heavy loss.



The chase was not a long one, for, while the boats were rowing swiftly towards the whale, the whale was, all unconsciously, swimming towards the boats.

Give way now, lads, give way, said the captain in a suppressed voice; bend your backs, boys, and dont let the mate beat us.

The three boats flew over the sea, as the men strained their muscles to the utmost, and for some time they kept almost in line, being pretty equally matched; but gradually the captain shot ahead, and it became evident that his harpooner, Amos Parr, was to have the honour of harpooning the first whale. Amos pulled the bow-oar, and behind him was the tub with the line coiled away, and the harpoon bent on to it. Being an experienced whaleman, he evinced no sign of excitement, save in the brilliancy of his dark eye and a very slight flush on his bronzed face. They had now neared the whale and ceased rowing for a moment, lest they should miss it when down.

There she goes! cried Fred in a tone of intense excitement, as he caught sight of the whale not more than fifty yards ahead of the boat.

Now, boys, cried the captain, in a hoarse whisper, spring hard  lay back hard, I say  stand up!

At the last word Amos-Parr sprang to his feet and seized the harpoon, the boat ran right on to the whales back, and in an instant Parr sent two irons to the hitches into the fish.

Stern all! The men backed their oars with all their might, in order to avoid the flukes of the wounded monster of the deep, as it plunged down headlong into the sea, taking the line out perpendicularly like lightning. This was a moment of great danger. The friction of the line as it passed the loggerhead was so great that Parr had to keep constantly pouring water on it to prevent its catching fire. A hitch in the line at that time, as it flew out of the tub, or any accidental entanglement, would have dragged the boat and crew right down: many such fatal accidents occur to whalers, and many a poor fellow has had a foot or an arm torn off, or been dragged overboard and drowned, in consequence of getting entangled. One of the men stood ready with a small hatchet to cut the line in a moment, if necessary; for whales sometimes run out all that is in a boat at the first plunge, and should none of the other boats be at hand to lend a second line to attach to the one nearly expended, there is nothing for it but to cut. On the present occasion, however, none of these accidents befell the men of the captains boat. The line ran all clear, and long before it was exhausted the whale ceased to descend, and the slack was hauled rapidly in.

Meanwhile the other boats pulled up to the scene of action, and prepared to strike the instant the fish should rise to the surface. It appeared, suddenly, not twenty yards from the mates boat, where Buzzby, who was harpooner, stood in the bow ready to give it the iron.

Spring, lads, spring! shouted the mate, as the whale spouted into the air a thick stream of water. The boat dashed up, and Buzzby planted his harpoon vigorously. Instantly the broad flukes of the tail were tossed into the air, and, for a single second, spread like a canopy over Buzzbys head. There was no escape. The quick eye of the whaleman saw at a glance that the effort to back out was hopeless. He bent his head, and the next moment was deep down in the waves. Just as he disappeared the flukes descended on the spot which he had left, and cut the bow of the boat completely away, sending the stern high into the air with a violence that tossed men, and oars, and shattered planks, and cordage, flying over the monsters back into the seething caldron of foam around it. It was apparently a scene of the most complete and instantaneous destruction, yet, strange to say, not a man was lost. A few seconds after, the white foam of the sea was dotted with black heads as the men rose one by one to the surface, and struck out for floating oars and pieces of the wrecked boat.

Theyre lost! cried Fred Ellice in a voice of horror.

Not a bit of it, youngster; theyre safe enough, Ill warrant, replied the captain, as his own boat flew past the spot, towed by the whale. Pay out, Amos Parr; give him line, or hell tear the bows out of us.

Ay, ay, sir, sang out Amos, as he sat coolly pouring water on the loggerhead round which a coil of the rope was whizzing like lightning; all right. The mates men are all safe, sir; I counted them as we shot past, and I seed Buzzby come up last of all, blowin like a grampus; and small wonder, considerin the dive he took.

Take another turn of the coil, Amos, and hold on, said the captain.

The harpooner obeyed, and away they went after the whale like a rocket, with a tremendous strain on the line and a bank of white foam gurgling up to the edge of the gunwale, that every moment threatened to fill the boat and sink her. Such a catastrophe is of not unfrequent occurrence, when whalemen thus towed by a whale are tempted to hold on too long; and many instances have happened of boats and their crews being in this way dragged under water and lost. Fortunately the whale dashed horizontally through the water, so that the boat was able to hold on and follow, and in a short time the creature paused and rose for air. Again the men bent to their oars, and the rope was hauled in until they came quite close to the fish. This time a harpoon was thrown and a deep lance-thrust given which penetrated to the vital parts of its huge carcass, as was evidenced by the blood which it spouted and the convulsive lashing of its tremendous tail.

While the captains crew were thus engaged, Saunders, the second mate, observing from the ship the accident to the first mates boat, sent off a party of men to the rescue, thus setting free the third boat, which was steered by a strapping fellow named Peter Grim, to follow up the chase. Peter Grim was the ships carpenter, and he took after his name. He was, as the sailors expressed it, a grim customer, being burnt by the sun to a deep rich brown colour, besides being covered nearly up to the eyes with a thick coal-black beard and moustache, which completely concealed every part of his visage except his prominent nose and dark, fiery-looking eyes. He was an immense man, the largest in the ship, probably, if we except the Scotch second mate Saunders, to whom he was about equal in all respects  except argument. Like most big men, he was peaceable and good-humoured.

Look alive now, lads, said Grim, as the men pulled towards the whale; well get a chance yet, we shall, if you give way like tigers. Split your sides, boys  do  thats it. Ah! there she goes right down. Pull away now, and be ready when she rises.

As he spoke the whale suddenly sounded  that is, went perpendicularly down, as it had done when first struck  and continued to descend until most of the line in the captains boat was run out.

Hoist an oar! cried Amos Parr, as he saw the coil diminishing. Grim observed the signal of distress, and encouraged his men to use their utmost exertions. Another oar!  another! shouted Parr, as the whale continued its headlong descent.

Stand by to cut the line, said Captain Guy with compressed lips. No! hold on, hold on!

At this moment, having drawn down more than a thousand fathoms of rope, the whale slackened its speed, and Parr, taking another coil round the loggerhead, held on until the boat was almost dragged under water. Then the line became loose, and the slack was hauled in rapidly. Meanwhile Grims boat had reached the spot, and the men now lay on their oars at some distance ahead, ready to pull the instant the whale should show itself. Up it came, not twenty yards ahead. One short, energetic pull, and the second boat sent a harpoon deep into it, while Grim sprang to the bow and thrust a lance with deadly force deep into the carcass. The monster sent up a stream of mingled blood, oil, and water, and whirled its huge tail so violently that the sound could be heard a mile off. Before it dived again, the captains boat came up, and succeeded in making fast another harpoon, while several additional lance-thrusts were given with effect, and it seemed as if the battle were about to terminate, when suddenly the whale struck the sea with a clap like thunder, and darted away once more like a rocket to windward, tearing the two boats after it as if they had been egg-shells.

Meanwhile a change had come over the scene. The sun had set, red and lowering, behind a bank of dark clouds, and there was every appearance of stormy weather; but as yet it was nearly calm, and the ship was unable to beat up against the light breeze in the wake of the two boats, which were soon far away on the horizon. Then a furious gust arose and passed away, a dark cloud covered the sky as night fell, and soon boats and whale were utterly lost to view.

Waes me! cried the big Scotch mate, as he ran up and down the quarter-deck wringing his hands, what is to be done noo?

Saunders spoke a mongrel kind of language  a mixture of Scotch and English  in which, although the Scotch words were sparsely scattered, the Scotch accent was very strong.

Hows her head?

Nor-nor-west, sir.

Keep her there, then. Maybe, if the wind holds stiddy, we may overhaul them before its quite dark.

Although Saunders was really in a state of the utmost consternation at this unexpected termination to the whale-hunt, and expressed the agitation of his feelings pretty freely, he was too thorough a seaman to neglect anything that was necessary to be done under the circumstances. He took the exact bearings of the point at which the boats had disappeared, and during the night, which turned out gusty and threatening, kept making short tacks, while lanterns were hung at the mast-heads, and a huge torch, or rather a small bonfire, of tarred materials was slung at the end of a spar and thrust out over the stern of the ship. But for many hours there was no sign of the boats, and the crew of the Dolphin began to entertain the most gloomy forebodings regarding them.

At length, towards morning, a small speck of light was noticed on the weather-beam. It flickered for a moment, and then disappeared.

Did ye see yon? said Saunders to Mivins in an agitated whisper, laying his huge hand on the shoulder of that worthy. Down your helm (to the steersman).

Ay, ay, sir!

Stiddy!

Steady it is, sir.

Mivinss face, which for some hours had worn an expression of deep anxiety, relaxed into a bland smile, and he smote his thigh powerfully, as he exclaimed, Thats them, sir, and no mistake! Whats your opinion, Mr. Saunders?

The second mate peered earnestly in the direction in which the light had been seen; and Mivins, turning in the same direction, screwed up his visage into a knot of earnest attention so complicated and intense, that it seemed as if no human power could evermore unravel it.

There it goes again! cried Saunders, as the light flashed distinctly over the sea.

Down helm; back fore-top-sails! he shouted, springing forward; lower away the boat there!

In a few seconds the ship was hove to, and a boat, with a lantern fixed to an oar, was plunging over the swell in the direction of the light. Sooner than was expected they came up with it, and a hurrah in the distance told that all was right.

Here we are, thank God, cried Captain Guy, safe and sound. We dont require assistance, Mr. Saunders; pull for the ship.

A short pull sufficed to bring the three boats alongside, and in a few seconds more the crew were congratulating their comrades with that mingled feeling of deep heartiness and a disposition to jest which is characteristic of men who are used to danger, and think lightly of it after it is over.

Weve lost our fish, however, remarked Captain Guy, as he passed the crew on his way to the cabin; but we must hope for better luck next time.

Well, well, said one of the men, wringing the water out of his wet clothes as he walked forward, we got a good laugh at Peter Grim, if we got nothin else by our trip.

How was that, Jack?

Why, ye see, jist before the whale gave in, it sent up a spout o blood and oil as thick as the main-mast, and, as luck would have it, down it came slap on the head of Grim, drenchin him from head to foot, and makin him as red as a lobster.

Ow did you lose the fish, sir? inquired Mivins, as our hero sprang up the side, followed by Singleton.

Lost him as men lose money in railway speculations now-a-days. We sank him, and that was the last of it. After he had towed us I dont know how far  out of sight of the ship at any rate  he suddenly stopped, and we pulled up and gave him some tremendous digs with the lances, until he spouted jets of blood, and we made sure of him, when all at once down he went head-foremost like a cannon ball, and took all the line out of both boats, so we had to cut, and he never came up again. At least, if he did it became so dark that we never saw him. Then we pulled to where we thought the ship was, and, after rowing nearly all night, caught sight of your lights; and here we are, dead tired, wet to the skin, and minus about two miles of whale-line and three harpoons.




Chapter V.

Miscellaneous reflections  The coast of Greenland  Upernavik  News of the Pole Star  Midnight-day  Scientific facts and fairy-like scenes  Tom Singletons opinion of poor old women  In danger of a squeeze  Escape.



In pursuance of his original intention, Captain Guy now proceeded through Davis Straits into Baffins Bay, at the head of which he intended to search for the vessel of his friend Captain Ellice, and afterwards prosecute the whale-fishery. Off the coast of Greenland many whalers were seen actively engaged in warfare with the giants of the Polar Seas, and to several of these Captain Guy spoke, in the faint hope of gleaning some information as to the fate of the Pole Star, but without success. It was now apparent to the crew of the Dolphin that they were engaged as much on a searching as a whaling expedition; and the fact that the commander of the lost vessel was the father of young Mr. Fred, as they styled our hero, induced them to take a deep interest in the success of their undertaking.

This interest was further increased by the graphic account that honest John Buzzby gave of the death of poor Mrs. Ellice, and the enthusiastic way in which he spoke of his old captain. Fred, too, had, by his frank, affable manner and somewhat reckless disposition, rendered himself a general favourite with the men, and had particularly recommended himself to Mivins the steward (who was possessed of an intensely romantic spirit), by stating once or twice very emphatically that he (Fred) meant to land on the coast of Baffins Bay, should the captain fail to find his father, and continue the search on foot and alone. There was no doubt whatever that poor Fred was in earnest, and had made up his mind to die in the search rather than not find him. He little knew the terrible nature of the country in which for a time his lot was to be cast, and the hopelessness of such an undertaking as he meditated. With boyish inconsiderateness he thought not of how his object was to be accomplished; he cared not what impossibilities lay in the way; but, with manly determination, he made up his mind to quit the ship and search for his father through the length and breadth of the land. Let not the reader smile at what he may perhaps style a childish piece of enthusiasm. Many a youth at his age has dreamed of attempting as great if not greater impossibilities. All honour, we say, to the boy who dreams impossibilities, and greater honour to him who, like Fred, resolves to attempt them! James Watt stared at an iron tea-kettle till his eyes were dim, and meditated the monstrous impossibility of making that kettle work like a horse; and men might (perhaps did) smile at James Watt then, but do men smile at James Watt now?  now that thousands of iron kettles are dashing like dreadful comets over the length and breadth of the land, not to mention the sea, with long tails of men and women and children behind them!

Thats ow it is, sir, Mivins used to say, when spoken to by Fred on the subject; Ive never bin in cold countries myself, sir, but Ive bin in ot, and I knows that with a stout pair o legs and a will to work, a man can work is way hanywhere. Of course theres not much of a poplation in them parts, Ive heerd; but theres Heskimos, and where one man can live so can another, and what one man can do so can another  thats bin my hexperience, and Im not ashamed to hown it, Im not, though I do say it as shouldnt, and I honour you, sir, for your filleral detarmination to find your father, sir, and

Steward! shouted the captain down the cabin skylight.

Yes, sir!

Bring me the chart.

Yes, sir, and Mivins disappeared like a Jack-in-the-box from the cabin just as Tom Singleton entered it.

Here we are, Fred, he said, seizing a telescope that hung over the cabin door, within sight of the Danish settlement of Upernavik; come on deck and see it.

Fred needed no second bidding. It was here that the captain had hinted there would, probably, be some information obtained regarding the Pole Star, and it was with feelings of no common interest that the two friends examined the low-roofed houses of this out-of-the-way settlement.

In an hour afterwards the captain and first mate with our young friends landed amid the clamorous greetings of the entire population, and proceeded to the residence of the governor, who received them with great kindness and hospitality; but the only information they could obtain was that, a year ago, Captain Ellice had been driven there in his brig by stress of weather, and after refitting and taking in a supply of provisions, had set sail for England.

Here the Dolphin laid in a supply of dried fish, and procured several dogs, besides an Esquimau interpreter and hunter, named Meetuck.

Leaving this little settlement, they stood out once more to sea, and threaded their way among the ice, with which they were now well acquainted in all its forms, from the mighty berg, or mountain of ice, to the wide field. They passed in succession one or two Esquimau settlements, the last of which, Yotlik, is the most northerly point of colonization. Beyond this all was terra incognita. Here inquiry was again made through the medium of the Esquimau interpreter who had been taken on board at Upernavik, and they learned that the brig in question had been last seen beset in the pack, and driving to the northward. Whether or not she had ever returned they could not tell.

A consultation was now held, and it was resolved to proceed north, as far as the ice would permit, towards Smiths Sound, and examine the coast carefully in that direction.

For several weeks past there had been gradually coming over the aspect of nature a change, to which we have not yet referred, and which filled Fred Ellice and his friend, the young surgeon, with surprise and admiration. This was the long-continued daylight, which now lasted the whole night round, and increased in intensity every day as they advanced north. They had, indeed, often heard and read of it before, but their minds had utterly failed to form a correct conception of the exquisite calmness and beauty of the midnight-day of the north.

Every one knows that, in consequence of the axis of the earth not being perpendicular to the plane of its orbit round the sun, the poles are alternately directed more or less towards that great luminary during one part of the year, and away from it during another part. So that far north the days during the one season grow longer and longer until at last there is one long day of many weeks duration, in which the sun does not set at all; and during the other season there is one long night, in which the sun is never seen. It was approaching the height of the summer season when the Dolphin entered the Arctic Regions, and, although the sun descended below the horizon for a short time each night, there was scarcely any diminution of the light at all, and, as far as ones sensations were concerned, there was but one long continuous day, which grew brighter and brighter at midnight as they advanced.

How thoroughly splendid this is! remarked Tom Singleton to Fred one night, as they sat in their favourite outlook, the main-top, gazing down on the glassy sea, which was covered with snowy icebergs and floes, and bathed in the rays of the sun; and how wonderful to think that the sun will only set for an hour or so, and then get up as splendid as ever!

The evening was still as death. Not a sound broke upon the ear save the gentle cries of a few sea-birds that dipped ever and anon into the sea, as if to kiss it gently while asleep, and then circled slowly into the bright sky again. The sails of the ship, too, flapped very gently, and a spar creaked plaintively, as the vessel rose and fell on the gentle undulations that seemed to be the breathing of the ocean. But such sounds did not disturb the universal stillness of the hour; neither did the gambols of yonder group of seals and walruses that were at play round some fantastic blocks of ice; nor did the soft murmur of the swell that broke in surf at the foot of yonder iceberg, whose blue sides were seamed with a thousand watercourses, and whose jagged pinnacles rose up like needles of steel into the clear atmosphere.

There were many bergs in sight, of various shapes and sizes, at some distance from the ship, which caused much anxiety to the captain, although they were only a source of admiration to our young friends in the main-top.

Tom, said Fred, breaking a long silence, it may seem a strange idea to you, but, do you know, I cannot help fancying that heaven must be something like this.

Im not sure that thats such a strange idea, Fred, for it has two of the characteristics of heaven in it  peace and rest.

True; that didnt strike me. Do you know, I wish that it were always calm like this, and that we had no wind at all.

Tom smiled. Your voyage would be a long one if that were to happen. I daresay the Esquimaux would join with you in the wish, however, for their kayaks and oomiaks are better adapted for a calm than a stormy sea.

Tom, said Fred, breaking another long silence, youre very tiresome and stupid to-night, why dont you talk to me?

Because this delightful dreamy evening inclines me to think and be silent.

Ah, Tom! thats your chief fault. You are always inclined to think too much and to talk too little. Now I, on the contrary, am always

Inclined to talk too much and think too little  eh, Fred?

Bah! dont try to be funny, man; you havent it in you. Did you ever see such a miserable set of creatures as the old Esquimau women are at Upernavik?

Why, what put them, into your head? inquired Tom laughing.

Yonder iceberg! Look at it! Theres the nose and chin exactly of the extraordinary hag you gave your silk pocket-handkerchief to at parting. Now, I never saw such a miserable old woman as that before, did you?

Tom Singletons whole demeanour changed, and his dark eyes brightened as the strongly-marked brows frowned over them, while he replied, Yes, Fred, I have seen old women more miserable than that. I have seen women so old that their tottering limbs could scarcely support them, going about in the bitterest November winds, with clothing too scant to cover their wrinkled bodies, and so ragged and filthy that you would have shrunk from touching it  I have seen such groping about among heaps of filth that the very dogs looked at and turned away from as if in disgust.

Fred was inclined to laugh at his friends sudden change of manner; but there was something in the young surgeons character  perhaps its deep earnestness  that rendered it impossible, at least for his friends, to be jocular when he was disposed to be serious. Fred became grave as he spoke.

Where have you seen such poor wretches, Tom? he asked, with a look of interest.

In the cities, the civilized cities of our own Christian land. If you have ever walked about the streets of some of these cities before the rest of the world was astir, at gray dawn, you must have seen them shivering along and scratching among the refuse cast out by the tenants of the neighbouring houses. O Fred, Fred! in my professional career, short though it has been, I have seen much of these poor old women, and many others whom the world never sees on the streets at all, experiencing a slow, lingering death by starvation, and fatigue, and cold. It is the foulest blot on our country that there is no sufficient provision for the aged poor.

I have seen those old women too, replied Fred, but I never thought very seriously about them before.

Thats it  thats just it; people dont think, otherwise this dreadful state of things would not continue. Just listen now, for a moment, to what I have to say. But dont imagine that Im standing up for the poor in general. I dont feel  perhaps Im wrong, continued Tom thoughtfully perhaps Im wrong  I hope not  but its a fact, I dont feel much for the young and the sturdy poor, and I make it a rule never to give a farthing to young beggars, not even to little children, for I know full well that they are sent out to beg by idle, good-for-nothing parents. I stand up only for the aged poor, because, be they good or wicked, they cannot help themselves. If a man fell down in the street, struck with some dire disease that shrunk his muscles, unstrung his nerves, made his heart tremble, and his skin shrivel up, would you look upon him and then pass him by without thinking?

No, cried Fred in an emphatic tone, I would not! I would stop and help him.

Then, let me ask you, resumed Tom earnestly, is there any difference between the weakness of muscle and the faintness of heart which is produced by disease, and that which is produced by old age, except that the latter is incurable? Have not these women feelings like other women? Think you that there are not amongst them those who have known better times? They think of sons and daughters dead and gone, perhaps, just as other old women in better circumstances do. But they must not indulge such depressing thoughts; they must reserve all the energy, the stamina they have, to drag round the city  barefoot, it may be, and in the cold  to beg for food, and scratch up what they can find among the cinder heaps. They groan over past comforts and past times, perhaps, and think of the days when their limbs were strong and their cheeks were smooth; for they were not always hags. And remember that once they had friends who loved them and cared for them, although they are old, unknown, and desolate now.

Tom paused and pressed his hand upon his flushed forehead.

You may think it strange, he continued, that I speak to you in this way about poor old women, but I feel deeply for their forlorn condition. The young can help themselves, more or less, and they have strength to stand their sorrows, with hope, blessed hope, to keep them up; but poor old men and old women cannot help themselves, and cannot stand their sorrows, and, as far as this life is concerned, they have no hope, except to die soon and easy, and, if possible, in summer time, when the wind is not so very cold and bitter.

But how can this be put right, Tom? asked Fred in a tone of deep commiseration. Our being sorry for it and anxious about it (and youve made me sorry, I assure you) can do very little good, you know.

I dont know, Fred, replied Tom, sinking into his usual quiet tone. If every city and town in Great Britain would start a society, whose first resolution should be that they would not leave one poor old man or woman unprovided for, that would do it. Or if the Government would take it in hand honestly, that would do it.

Call all hands, Mr. Bolton, cried the captain in a sharp voice. Get out the ice-poles, and lower away the boats.

Hallo! whats wrong? said Fred, starting up.

Getting too near the bergs, I suspect, remarked Tom. I say, Fred, before we go on deck, will you promise to do what I ask you?

Well  yes, I will.

Will you promise, then, all through your life, especially if you ever come to be rich or influential, to think of and for old men and women who are poor?

I will, answered Fred; but I dont know that Ill ever be rich, or influential, or able to help them much.

Of course you dont. But when a thought about them strikes you, will you always think it out, and, if possible, act it out, as God shall enable you?

Yes, Tom, I promise to do that as well as I can.

Thats right; thank you, my boy, said the young surgeon, as they descended the shrouds and leaped on deck.

Here they found the captain walking up and down rapidly, with an anxious expression of face. After taking a turn or two he stopped short, and gazed out astern.

Set the stun-sails, Mr. Bolton. The breeze will be up in a little, I think. Let the men pull with a will.

The order was given, and soon the ship was under a cloud of canvas, advancing slowly as the boats towed her between two large icebergs, which had been gradually drawing near to each other the whole afternoon.

Is there any danger, Buzzby? inquired Fred, as the sturdy sailor stood looking at the larger berg, with an ice-pole in his hands.

Danger? ay, that there is, lad, more nors agreeable, dye see. Here we are without a breath o wind to get us on, right between two bergs as could crack us like a walnut. We cant get to starboard of em for the current, nor to larboard of em for the pack, as ye see, so we must go between them, neck or nothing.

The danger was indeed imminent. The two bergs were within a hundred yards of each other, and the smaller of the two, being more easily moved by the current probably, was setting down on the larger at a rate that bade fair to decide the fate of the Dolphin in a few minutes. The men rowed lustily, but their utmost exertions could move the ship but slowly. Aid was coming, however, direct from the hand of Him who is a refuge in the time of danger. A breeze was creeping over the calm sea right astern, and it was to meet this that the studding-sails had been set a-low and aloft, so that the wide-spreading canvas, projecting far to the right and left, had, to an inexperienced eye, the appearance of being out of all proportion to the little hull by which it was supported.

With breathless anxiety those on board stood watching the two bergs and the approaching breeze.

At last it came. A few cats-paws ruffled the surface of the sea, distending the sails for a moment, then leaving them flat and loose as before. This, however, was sufficient; another such puff, and the ship was almost out of danger; but before it came the projecting summit of the smaller berg was overhanging the deck. At this critical moment the wind began to blow steadily, and soon the Dolphin was in the open water beyond. Five minutes after she had passed, the moving mountains struck with a noise louder than thunder; the summits and large portions of the sides fell with a succession of crashes like the roaring of artillery, just above the spot where the ship had lain not a quarter of an hour before; and the vessel, for some time after, rocked violently to and fro in the surges that the plunge of the falling masses had raised.




Chapter VI.

The gale  Anchored to a berg which proves to be a treacherous one  Dangers of the pack  Beset in the ice  Mivins shows an inquiring mind  Walruses  Gale freshens  Chains and cables  Holding on for life  An unexpected discovery  A nip and its terrible consequences  Yoked to an iceberg.



The narrow escape related in the last chapter was but the prelude to a night of troubles. Fortunately, as we have before mentioned, night did not now add darkness to their difficulties. Soon after passing the bergs, a stiff breeze sprang up off shore, between which and the Dolphin there was a thick belt of loose ice, or sludge, while outside, the pack was in motion, and presented a terrible scene of crashing and grinding masses under the influence of the breeze, which soon freshened to a gale.

Keep her away two points, said Captain Guy to the man at the wheel; well make fast to yonder berg, Mr. Bolton. If this gale carries us into the pack, we shall be swept far out of our course, if, indeed, we escape being nipped and sent to the bottom.

Being nipped is one of the numberless dangers to which Arctic navigators are exposed. Should a vessel get between two moving fields or floes of ice, there is a chance, especially in stormy weather, of the ice being forced together and squeezing in the sides of the ship; this is called nipping.

Ah! remarked Buzzby, as he stood with folded arms by the capstan, many and many a good ship has been sent to the bottom by that same. Ive seed a brig, with my own two eyes, squeezed together amost flat by two big floes of ice, and after doin it they jist separated agin and let her go plump down to the bottom. Before she was nipped, the crew saved themselves by jumpin on to the ice, and they wos picked up by our ship that wos in company.

Theres no dependin on the ice, by no means, remarked Amos Parr; for Ive seed the self-same sort of thing that ye mention happen to a small steamer in Davis Straits, only instead o crushin it flat, the ice lifted it right high and dry out o the water, and then let it down again, without more ado, as sound as iver.

Get out the warps and ice-anchors there! cried the captain.

In a moment the men were in the boats and busy heaving and planting ice-anchors, but it was not until several hours had been spent in this tedious process that they succeeded in making fast to the berg. They had barely accomplished this when the berg gave indications of breaking up, so they cast off again in great haste, and not long afterwards a mass of ice, many tons in weight, fell from the edge of the berg close to where they had been moored.

The captain now beat up for the land in the hope of finding anchoring-ground. At first the ice presented an impenetrable barrier, but at length a lead of open water was found, through which they passed to within a few hundred yards of the shore, which at this spot showed a front of high precipitous cliffs.

Stand by to let go the anchor! shouted the captain.

Ay, ay, sir.

Down your helm! Let go!

Down went the anchor to the music of the rattling chain-cable  a sound which had not been heard since the good ship left the shores of Old England.

If we were only a few yards farther in, sir, remarked the first-mate, we should be better. Im afraid of the stream of ice coming round yonder point.

So am I, replied the captain; but we can scarcely manage it, I fear, on account of the shore ice. Get out a boat, Mr. Saunders, and try to fix an anchor. We may warp in a few yards.

The anchor was fixed, and the men strained at the capstan with a will, but, notwithstanding their utmost efforts, they could not penetrate the shore ice. Meanwhile the wind increased, and snow began to fall in large flakes. The tide, too, as it receded, brought a stream of ice round the point ahead of them, which bore right down on their bows. At first the concussions were slight, and the bow of the ship turned the floes aside; but heavier masses soon came down, and at last one fixed itself on the cable, and caused the anchor to drag with a harsh, grating sound.

Fred Ellice, who stood beside the second mate near the companion hatch, looked inquiringly at him.

Ah! thats bad, said Saunders, shaking his head slowly; I dinna like that sound. If were carried out into the pack there, dear knows where well turn up in the long run.

Perhaps well turn bottom up, sir, suggested the fat cook as he passed at the moment with a tray of meat. Mizzle could not resist a joke  no matter how unsuitable the time or dreadful the consequences.

Hold your tongue, sir! exclaimed Saunders indignantly. Attend to your business, and speak only when youre spoken to.

With some difficulty the mass of ice that had got foul of the cable was disengaged, but in a few moments another and a larger mass fixed upon it, and threatened to carry it away. In this extremity the captain ordered the anchor to be hove up; but this was not easily accomplished, and when at last it was hove up to the bow both flukes were found to have been broken off, and the shank was polished bright with rubbing on the rocks.

Ice now came rolling down in great quantities and with irresistible force, and at last the ship was whirled into the much-dreaded pack, where she became firmly embedded, and drifted along with it before the gale into the unknown regions of the North all that night. To add to their distress and danger a thick fog overspread the sea, so that they could not tell whither the ice was carrying them, and to warp out of it was impossible. There was nothing for it therefore but to drive before the gale, and take advantage of the first opening in the ice that should afford them a chance of escape.

Towards evening of the following day the gale abated, and the sun shone out bright and clear; but the pack remained close as ever, drifting steadily towards the north.

Were far beyond the most northerly sea that has ever yet been reached, remarked Captain Guy to Fred and Singleton, as he leaned on the weather bulwarks, and gazed wistfully over the fields of ice in which they were embedded.

I beg your pardon for differing, Captain Guy, but I think that Captain Parry was farther north than this when he attempted to reach the Pole, remarked Saunders, with the air of a man who was prepared to defend his position to the last.

Very possibly, Mr. Saunders; but I think we are at least farther north in this direction than any one has yet been; at least I make it out so by the chart.

Im no sure o that, rejoined the second mate positively; charts are not always to be depended on, and Ive heard that whalers have been up hereabouts before now.

Perhaps you are right, Mr. Saunders, replied the captain, smiling; nevertheless, I shall take observations, and name the various headlands, until I find that others have been here before me.  Mivins, hand me the glass; it seems to me theres a water-sky to the northward.

What is a water-sky, captain? inquired Fred.

It is a peculiar, dark appearance of the sky on the horizon, which indicates open water; just the reverse of that bright appearance which you have often seen in the distance, and which we call the ice-blink.

Well have open water soon, remarked the second mate authoritatively.

Mr. Saunders, said Mivins, who, having just finished clearing away and washing up the débris and dishes of one meal, was enjoying in complete idleness the ten minutes of leisure that intervened between that and preparations for the next Mr. Saunders, sir, can you hinform me, sir, ow it is that the sea dont freeze at ome the same as it does hout ere?

The countenance of the second mate brightened, for he prided himself not a little on his vast and varied stores of knowledge, and nothing pleased him so much as to be questioned, particularly on knotty subjects.

Hem! yes, Mivins, I can tell ee that. Ye must know that before fresh water can freeze on the surface the whole volume of it must be cooled down to 40 degrees, and salt water must be cooled down to 45 degrees. Noo, frost requires to be very long continued and very sharp indeed before it can cool the deep sea from the top to the bottom, and until it is so cooled it canna freeze.

Oh! remarked Mivins, who only half understood the meaning of the explanation, ow very hodd. But can you tell me, Mr. Saunders, ow it is that them ere hicebergs is made? Thems wot I dont comprehend noow.

Ay, replied Saunders, there has been many a wiser head than yours, puzzled for a long time about icebergs. But if yell use yer eyes youll see how they are formed. Do you see the high cliffs yonder away to the nor-east? Weel, there are great masses o ice that have been formed against them by the melting and freezing of the snows of many years. When these become too heavy to stick to the cliffs, they tumble into the sea and float away as icebergs. But the biggest bergs come from the foot of glaciers. You know what glaciers are, Mivins?

No, sir, I dont.

The second mate sighed. They are immense accumulations of ice, Mivins, that have been formed by the freezings and meltings of the snows of hundreds of years. They cover the mountains of Norway and Switzerland, and many other places in this world, for miles and miles in extent, and sometimes they flow down and fill up whole valleys. I once saw one in Norway that filled up a valley eight miles long, two miles broad, and seven or eight hundred feet deep; and that was only a wee bit of it, for I was told by men who had travelled over it that it covered the mountains of the interior, and made them a level field of ice, with a surface like rough, hard snow, for more than twenty miles in extent.

You dont say so, sir! said Mivins in surprise. And dont they never melt?

No, never. What they lose in summer they more than gain in winter. Moreover, they are always in motion; but they move so slow that you may look at them ever so closely and so long, youll not be able to observe the motion  just like the hour hand of a watch  but we know it by observing the changes from year to year. There are immense glaciers here in the Arctic Regions, and the lumps which they are constantly shedding off into the sea are the icebergs that one sees and hears so much about.

Mivins seemed deeply impressed with this explanation, and would probably have continued the conversation much longer, had he not been interrupted by the voice of his mischievous satellite, Davie Summers, who touched his forelock and said, Please, Mr. Mivins, shall I lay the table-cloth? or would it be better to slump dinner with tea this afternoon?

Mivins started. Ha! caught me napping! Down below, you young dog!

The boy dived instantly, followed, first by a dish-clout, rolled tightly up and well aimed, and afterwards by his active-limbed superior. Both reached the region of smells, cruets, and crockery at the same moment, and each set energetically to work at their never-ending duties.

Soon after this the ice suddenly loosened, and the crew succeeded, after a few hours hard labour, in warping the Dolphin once more out of the pack; but scarcely had this been accomplished when another storm, which had been gradually gathering, burst upon them, and compelled them once more to seek the shelter of the land.

Numerous walruses rolled about in the bays here, and they approached much nearer to the vessel than they had yet done, affording those on board a good view of their huge, uncouth visages, as they shook their shaggy fronts and ploughed up the waves with their tusks. These enormous creatures are the elephants of the Arctic Ocean. Their aspect is particularly grim and fierce, and being nearly equal to elephants in bulk they are not less terrible than they appear. In form they somewhat resemble seals, having barrel-shaped bodies, with round, or rather square, blunt heads and shaggy bristling moustaches, and two long ivory tusks which curve downwards instead of upwards, serving the purpose frequently of hooks, by means of which and their fore-flippers they can pull themselves up on the rocks and icebergs. Indeed, they are sometimes found at a considerable height up the sides of steep cliffs, basking in the sun.

Fred was anxious to procure the skull of one of these monstrous animals, but the threatening appearance of the weather rendered any attempt to secure one at that time impossible. A dark sinister scowl overhung the blink under the cloud-bank to the southward, and the dovkies which had enlivened their progress hitherto forsook the channel, as if they distrusted the weather. Captain Guy made every possible preparation to meet the coming storm, by warping down under the shelter of a ledge of rock, to which he made fast with two good hawsers, while everything was made snug on board.

We are going to catch it, I fear, said Fred, glancing at the black clouds that hurried across the sky to the northward, while he walked the deck with his friend, Tom Singleton.

I suspect so, replied Tom, and it does not raise my spirits to see Saunders shaking his huge visage so portentously. Do you know, I have a great belief in that fellow. He seems to know everything and to have gone through every sort of experience, and I notice that most of his prognostications come to pass.

So they do, Tom, said Fred; but I wish he would put a better face on things till they do come to pass. His looks are enough to frighten one.

I think we shall require another line out, Mr. Saunders, remarked the captain, as the gale freshened, and the two hawsers were drawn straight and rigid like bars of iron; send ashore and make a whale-line fast immediately.

The second mate obeyed with a grunt that seemed to insinuate that he would have had one out long ago. In a few minutes it was fast; and not a moment too soon, for immediately after it blew a perfect hurricane. Heavier and heavier it came, and the ice began to drift more wildly than ever. The captain had just given orders to make fast another line, when the sharp, twanging snap of a cord was heard. The six-inch hawser had parted, and they were swinging by the two others, with the gale roaring like a lion through the spars and rigging. Half a minute more and twang, twang! came another report, and the whale-line was gone. Only one rope now held them to the land, and prevented them being swept into the turmoil of ice, and wind, and water, from which the rocky ledge protected them. The hawser was a good one  a new ten-inch rope. It sang like the deep tones of an organ, loud above the rattle of the rigging and the shrouds; but that was its death-song. It gave way with the noise of a cannon, and in the smoke that followed its recoil they were dragged out by the wild ice, and driven hither and thither at its mercy.

With some difficulty the ship was warped into a place of comparative security in the rushing drift, but it was soon thrown loose again, and severely squeezed by the rolling masses. Then an attempt was made to set the sails and beat up for the land; but the rudder was almost unmanageable owing to the ice, and nothing could be made of it, so they were compelled to go right before the wind under close-reefed top-sails, in order to keep some command of the ship. All hands were on deck watching in silence the ice ahead of them, which presented a most formidable aspect.

Away to the north the strait could be seen growing narrower, with heavy ice-tables grinding up and clogging it from cliff to cliff on either side. About seven in the evening they were close upon the piling masses, to enter into which seemed certain destruction.

Stand by to let go the anchor! cried the captain, in the desperate hope of being able to wind the ship.

Whats that ahead of us? exclaimed the first mate suddenly.

Ship on the starboard bow, right in-shore! roared the look-out.

The attention of the crew was for a moment called from their own critical situation towards the strange vessel which now came into view, having been previously concealed from them by a large grounded berg.

Can you make her out, Mr. Bolton?

Yes, sir; I think shes a large brig, but she seems much chafed, and theres no name left on the stern, if ever there was one.

As he spoke, the driving snow and fog cleared up partially, and the brig was seen not three hundred yards from them, drifting slowly into the loose ice. There was evidently no one on board; and although one or two of the sails were loose, they hung in shreds from the yards. Scarcely had this been noted when the Dolphin struck against a large mass of ice, and quivered under the violence of the shock.

Let go! shouted the captain.

Down went the heaviest anchor they had, and for two minutes the chain flew out at the hawse-hole.

Hold on!

The chain was checked, but the strain was awful. A mass of ice, hundreds of tons weight, was tearing down towards the bow. There was no hope of resisting it. Time was not even afforded to attach a buoy or log to the cable, so it was let slip, and thus the Dolphins best bower was lost for ever.

But there was no time to think of or regret this, for the ship was now driving down with the gale, scraping against a lee of ice which was seldom less than thirty feet thick. Almost at the same moment the strange vessel was whirled close to them, not more than fifty yards distant, between two driving masses of thick ice.

What if it should be my fathers brig? whispered Fred Ellice, as he grasped Singletons arm and turned to him a face of ashy paleness.

No fear of that, lad, said Buzzby, who stood near the larboard gangway and had overheard the remark. Id know your fathers brig among a thousand

As he spoke, the two masses of ice closed, and the brig was nipped between them. For a few seconds she seemed to tremble like a living creature, and every timber creaked. Then she was turned slowly on one side, until the crew of the Dolphin could see down into her hold, where the beams were giving way and cracking up as matches might be crushed in the grasp of a strong hand. Then the larboard bow was observed to yield as if it were made of soft clay, the starboard bow was pressed out, and the ice was forced into the forecastle. Scarcely three minutes had passed since the nip commenced; in one minute more the brig went down, and the ice was rolling wildly, as if in triumph, over the spot where she had disappeared.

The fate of this vessel, which might so soon be their own, threw a momentary gloom over the crew of the Dolphin, but their position left them no time for thought. One upturned mass rose above the gunwale, smashed in the bulwarks, and deposited half a ton of ice on deck. Scarcely had this danger passed when a new enemy appeared in sight ahead. Directly in their way, just beyond the line of floe-ice against which they were alternately thumping and grinding, lay a group of bergs. There was no possibility of avoiding them, and the only question was, whether they were to be dashed to pieces on their hard blue sides, or, perchance, in some providential nook to find a refuge from the storm.

Theres an open lead between them and the floe-ice, exclaimed Bolton in a hopeful tone of voice, seizing an ice-pole and leaping on the gunwale.

Look alive, men, with your poles, cried the captain, and shove with a will!

The Ay, ay, sir, of the men was uttered with a heartiness that showed how powerfully this gleam of hope acted on their spirits; but a new damp was cast over them when, on gaining the open passage, they discovered that the bergs were not at rest, but were bearing down on the floe-ice with slow but awful momentum, and threatening to crush the ship between the two. Just then a low berg came driving up from the southward, dashing the spray over its sides, and with its forehead ploughing up the smaller ice as if in scorn. A happy thought flashed across the captains mind.

Down the quarter boat, he cried.

In an instant it struck the water, and four men were on the thwarts.

Cast an ice-anchor on that berg.

Peter Grim obeyed the order, and, with a swing that Hercules would have envied, planted it securely. In another moment the ship was following in the wake of this novel tug! It was a moment of great danger, for the bergs encroached on their narrow canal as they advanced, obliging them to brace the yards to clear the impending ice-walls, and they shaved the large berg so closely that the port quarter-boat would have been crushed if it had not been taken from the davits. Five minutes of such travelling brought them abreast of a grounded berg, to which they resolved to make fast. The order was given to cast off the rope. Away went their white tug on his race to the far north, and the ship swung round in safety under the lee of the berg, where the crew acknowledged with gratitude their merciful deliverance from imminent danger.




Chapter VII.

New characters introduced  An old game under novel circumstances  Remarkable appearances in the sky  ORiley meets with a mishap.



Dumps was a remarkably grave and sly character, and Poker was a wag  an incorrigible wag  in every sense of the term. Moreover, although they had an occasional fight, Dumps and Poker were excellent friends, and great favourites with the crew.

We have not yet introduced these individuals to our reader, but as they will act a conspicuous part in the history of the Dolphins adventurous career in the Arctic Regions, we think it right now to present them.

While at Upernavik, Captain Guy had purchased a team of six good, tough Esquimau dogs, being desirous of taking them to England, and there presenting them to several of his friends who were anxious to possess specimens of those animals. Two of these dogs stood out conspicuous from their fellows, not only in regard to personal appearance, but also in reference to peculiarities of character. One was pure white, with a lively expression of countenance, a large shaggy body, two erect, sharp-pointed ears, and a short projection that once had been a tail. Owing to some cause unknown, however, his tail had been cut or bitten off, and nothing save the stump remained. But this stump did as much duty as if it had been fifty tails in one. It was never at rest for a moment, and its owner evidently believed that wagging it was the true and only way to touch the heart of man; therefore the dog wagged it, so to speak, doggedly. In consequence of this animals thieving propensities, which led him to be constantly poking into every hole and corner of the ship in search of something to steal, he was named Poker. Poker had three jet-black spots in his white visage  one was the point of his nose, the other two were his eyes.

Pokers bosom friend, Dumps, was so named because he had the sulkiest expression of countenance that ever fell to the lot of a dog. Hopelessly incurable melancholy seemed to have taken possession of his mind, for he never by any chance smiled  and dogs do smile, you know, just as evidently as human beings do, although not exactly with their mouths. Dumps never romped either, being old, but he sat and allowed his friend Poker to romp round him with a sort of sulky satisfaction, as if he experienced the greatest enjoyment his nature was capable of in witnessing the antics of his youthful companion  for Poker was young. The prevailing colour of Dumpss shaggy hide was a dirty brown, with black spots, two of which had fixed themselves rather awkwardly round his eyes, like a pair of spectacles. Dumps, also, was a thief, and, indeed, so were all his brethren. Dumps and Poker were both of them larger and stronger, and in every way better, than their comrades; and they afterwards were the sturdy, steady, unflinching leaders of the team during many a toilsome journey over the frozen sea.

One magnificent afternoon, a few days after the escape of the Dolphin just related, Dumps and Poker lay side by side in the lee-scuppers, calmly sleeping off the effects of a surfeit produced by the eating of a large piece of pork, for which the cook had searched in vain for three-quarters of an hour, and of which he at last found the bare bone sticking in the hole of the larboard pump.

Bad luck to them dogs, exclaimed David Mizzle, stroking his chin as he surveyed the bone. If I could only find out, now, which of ye it was, Id have ye slaughtered right off, and cooked for the mess, I would.

It was Dumps as did it, Ill bet you a months pay, said Peter Grim, as he sat on the end of the windlass refilling his pipe, which he had just smoked out.

Not a bit of it, remarked Amos Parr, who was squatted on the deck busily engaged in constructing a rope mat, while several of the men sat round him engaged in mending sails, or stitching canvas slippers, etc. not a bit of it, Grim; Dumps is too honest by half to do sich a thing. Twas Poker as did it, I can see by the roll of his eye below the skin. The blackguards only shammin sleep.

On hearing his name mentioned, Poker gently opened his right eye, but did not move. Dumps, on the contrary, lay as if he heard not the base aspersion on his character.

Whatll ye bet it was Dumps as did it? cried Davie Summers, who passed at the moment with a dish of some sort of edible towards the galley or cooking-house on deck.

Ill bet you over the ead, I will, if you dont mind your business, said Mivins.

Youd better not, retorted Davie with a grin. Its as much as your situations worth to lay a finger on me.

Thats it, youngster, give it im, cried several of the men, while the boy confronted his superior, taking good care, however, to keep the fore-mast between them.

What do you mean, you young rascal? cried Mivins with a frown.

Mean! said Davie, why, I mean that if you touch me Ill resign office; and if I do that, youll have to go out, for every one knows you cant get on without me.

I say, Mivins, cried Tom Green, the carpenters mate, if you were asked to say, Hold on hard to this handspike here, my hearties, how would ye go about it?

Hed it you a pretty ard crack hover the ead with it, e would, remarked one of the men, throwing a ball of yarn at Davie, who stood listening to the conversation with a broad grin.

In stepping back to avoid the blow, the lad trod on Dumpss paw, and instantly there came from the throat of that excellent dog a roar of anguish that caused Poker to leap, as the cook expressed it, nearly out of his own skin. Dogs are by nature extremely sympathetic and remarkably inquisitive; and no sooner was Dumpss yell heard than it was vigorously responded to by every dog in the ship, as the whole pack rushed each from his respective sleeping-place and looked round in amazement.

Hallo! whats wrong there forard? inquired Saunders, who had been pacing the quarter-deck with slow giant strides, arguing mentally with himself in default of a better adversary.

Only trod on Dumpss paw, sir, said Mivins, as he hurried aft; the men are sky-larking.

Sky-larking, are you? said Saunders, going forward. Weel, lads, youve had a lot o hard work of late, ye may go and take a run on the ice.

Instantly the men, like boys set free from school, sprang up, tumbled over the side, and were scampering over the ice like madmen.

Pitch over the ball  the football! they cried. In a second the ball was tossed over the ships side, and a vigorous game was begun.

For two days past the Dolphin had been sailing with difficulty through large fields of ice, sometimes driving against narrow necks and tongues that interrupted her passage from one lead or canal to another; at other times boring with difficulty through compact masses of sludge; or occasionally, when unable to advance farther, making fast to a large berg or a field. They were compelled to proceed north, however, in consequence of the pack having become fixed towards, the south, and thus rendering retreat impossible in that direction until the ice should be again set in motion. Captain Guy, however, saw, by the steady advance of the larger bergs, that the current of the ocean in that place flowed southward, and trusted that in a short time the ice which had been forced into the strait by the late gales would be released, and open up a passage. Meanwhile he pushed along the coast, examining every bay and inlet in the hope of discovering some trace of the Pole Star or her crew.

On the day about which we are writing, the ship was beset by large fields, the snow-white surfaces of which extended north and south to the horizon, while on the east the cliffs rose in dark, frowning precipices from the midst of the glaciers that encumber them all the year round.

It was a lovely Arctic day. The sun shone with unclouded splendour, and the bright air, which trembled with that liquidity of appearance that one occasionally sees in very hot weather under peculiar circumstances, was vocal with the wild music of thousands of gulls, and auks, and other sea-birds, which clustered on the neighbouring cliffs and flew overhead in clouds. All round the pure surfaces of the ice-fields were broken by the shadows which the hummocks and bergs cast over them, and by the pools of clear water which shone like crystals in their hollows, while the beautiful beryl blue of the larger bergs gave a delicate colouring to the dazzling scene. Words cannot describe the intense glitter that characterized everything. Every point seemed a diamond, every edge sent forth a gleam of light, and many of the masses reflected the rich prismatic colours of the rainbow. It seemed as if the sun himself had been multiplied in order to add to the excessive brilliancy, for he was surrounded by parhelia, or sun-dogs, as the men called them. This peculiarity in the suns appearance was very striking. The great orb of day was about ten degrees above the horizon, and a horizontal line of white passed completely through it, extending to a considerable distance on either hand, while around it were two distinct halos, or circles of light. On the inner halo were situated the mock-suns, which were four in number  one above and one below the sun, and one on each side of him.

Not a breath of wind stirred the little flag that drooped from the mizzen-peak, and the clamorous, ceaseless-cries of sea-birds, added to the merry shouts and laughter of the men as they followed the restless football, rendered the whole a scene of life, as it was emphatically one of beauty.

Aint it glorious? panted Davie Summers vehemently as he stopped exhausted in a headlong race beside one of his comrades, while the ball was kicked hopelessly beyond his reach by a comparatively fresh member of the party.

Ah! then, it bates the owld country intirely, it does, replied ORiley, wiping the perspiration from his forehead.

It is needless to say that ORiley was an Irishman. We have not mentioned him until now, because up to this time he had not done anything to distinguish himself beyond his messmates; but on this particular day ORileys star was in the ascendant, and fortune seemed to have singled him out as an object of her special attention. He was a short man, and a broad man, and a particularly rugged man  so to speak. He was all angles and corners. His hair stuck about his head in violently rigid and entangled tufts, rendering it a matter of wonder how anything in the shape of a hat could stick on. His brow was a countless mass of ever-varying wrinkles, which gave to his sly visage an aspect of humorous anxiety that was highly diverting  and all the more diverting when you came to know that the man had not a spark of anxiety in his composition, though he often said he had. His dress, like that of most Jack tars, was naturally rugged, and he contrived to make it more so than usual.

An its hot, too, it is, he continued, applying his kerchief again to his pate If it warnt for the ice we stand on, wed be melted down, I do belave, like bits o whale blubber.

Wot a jolly game football is, aint it? said Davie seating himself on a hummock, and still panting hard.

Ay, boy, thats jist what it is. The only objiction I have agin it is, that it makes ye amost kick the left leg clane off yer body.

Why dont you kick with your right leg, then, stupid, like other people? inquired Summers.

Why dont I, is it? Troth, then, I dont know for sartin. Me father lost his left leg at the great battle o the Nile, and Ive sometimes thought that had somethin to do wid it. But then me mother was lame o the right leg intirely, and wint about wid a crutch, so I cant make out how it was, dye see?

Look out, Pat, exclaimed Summers, starting up, here comes the ball.

As he spoke, the football came skimming over the ice towards the spot on which they stood, with about thirty of the men running at full speed and shouting like maniacs after it.

Thats your sort, my hearties! another like that and its home! Pitch into it, Mivins. Youre the boy for me! Now then, Grim, trip him up! Hallo! Buzzby, you bluff-bowed Dutchman, luff! luff! or Ill stave in your ribs! Mind your eye, Mizzle! theres Green, hell be into your larboard quarter in no time. Hurrah! Mivins, up in the air with it. Kick, boy, kick like a spanker-boom in a hurricane!

Such were a few of the expressions that showered like hail round the men as they rushed hither and thither after the ball. And here we may remark that the crew of the Dolphin played football in a somewhat different style from the way in which that noble game is played by boys in England. Sides, indeed, were chosen, and boundaries were marked out, but very little, if any, attention was paid to such secondary matters! To kick the ball, and keep on kicking it in front of his companions, was the ambition of each man; and so long as he could get a kick at it that caused it to fly from the ground like a cannon-shot, little regard was had by any one to the direction in which it was propelled. But, of course, in this effort to get a kick, the men soon became scattered over the field, and ever and anon the ball would fall between two men, who rushed at it simultaneously from opposite directions. The inevitable result was a collision, by which both men were suddenly and violently arrested in their career. But generally the shock resulted in one of the men being sent staggering backwards, and the other getting the kick. When the two were pretty equally matched, both were usually, as they expressed it, brought up all standing, in which case a short scuffle ensued, as each endeavoured to trip up the heels of his adversary. To prevent undue violence in such struggles, a rule was laid down that hands were not to be used on any account. They might use their feet, legs, shoulders, and elbows, but not their hands.

In such rough play the men were more equally matched than might have been expected, for the want of weight among the smaller men was often more than counterbalanced by their activity, and frequently a sturdy little fellow launched himself so vigorously against a heavy tar as to send him rolling head over heels on the ice. This was not always the case, however, and few ventured to come into collision with Peter Grim, whose activity was on a par with his immense size. Buzzby contented himself with galloping on the outskirts of the fight, and putting in a kick when fortune sent the ball in his way. In this species of warfare he was supported by the fat cook, whose oily carcass could neither stand the shocks nor keep up with the pace of his messmates. Mizzle was a particularly energetic man in his way, however, and frequently kicked with such goodwill that he missed the ball altogether, and the tremendous swing of his leg lifted him from the ice and laid him sprawling on his back.

Look out ahead! shouted Green, the carpenters mate; theres a sail bearing down on your larboard bow.

Mivins, who had the ball before him at the moment, saw his own satellite, Davie, coming down towards him with vicious intentions. He quietly pushed the ball before him for a few yards, then kicked it far over the boys head, and followed it up like an antelope. Mivins depended for success on his almost superhuman activity. His tall, slight frame could not stand the shocks of his comrades, but no one could equal or come near to him in speed, and he was quite an adept at dodging a charge, and allowing his opponent to rush far past the ball by the force of his own momentum. Such a charge did Peter Grim make at him at this moment.

Starboard hard! yelled Davie Summers, as he observed his masters danger.

Starboard it is! replied Mivins, and leaping aside to avoid the shock, he allowed Grim to pass. Grim knew his man, however, and had held himself in hand, so that in a moment he pulled up and was following close on his heels.

Its an ill wind that blows no good, cried one of the crew, towards whose foot the ball rolled, as he quietly kicked it into the centre of the mass of men. Grim and Mivins turned back, and for a time looked on at the general mêlée that ensued. It seemed as though the ball must inevitably be crushed among them as they struggled and kicked hither and thither for five minutes, in their vain efforts to get a kick; and during those few exciting moments many tremendous kicks, aimed at the ball, took effect upon shins, and many shouts of glee terminated in yells of anguish.

It cant last much longer! screamed the cook, his face streaming with perspiration and beaming with glee, as he danced round the outside of the circle. There it goes!

As he spoke, the ball flew out of the circle like a shell from a mortar. Unfortunately it went directly over Mizzles head. Before he could wink he went down before them, and the rushing mass of men passed over him like a mountain torrent over a blade of grass.

Meanwhile Mivins ran ahead of the others, and gave the ball a kick that nearly burst it, and down it came exactly between ORiley and Grim, who chanced to be far ahead of the others. Grim dashed at it. Och! ye big villain, muttered the Irishman to himself, as he put down his head and rushed against the carpenter like a battering-ram.

Big though he was, Grim staggered back from the impetuous shock, and ORiley following up his advantage, kicked the ball in a side direction, away from every one except Buzzby, who happened to have been steering rather wildly over the field of ice. Buzzby, on being brought thus unexpectedly within reach of the ball, braced up his energies for a kick; but seeing ORiley coming down towards him like a runaway locomotive, he pulled up, saying quietly to himself, Ye may take it all yer own way, lad; Im too old a bird to go for to make my carcass a buffer for a madcap like you to run agin.

Jack Mivins, however, was troubled by no such qualms. He happened to be about the same distance from the ball as ORiley, and ran like a deer to reach it first. A pool of water lay in his path, however, and the necessity of going round it enabled the Irishman to gain on him a little, so that it became evident that both would come up at the same moment, and a collision be inevitable.

Hold yer wind, Paddy, shouted the men, who paused for a moment to watch the result of the race. Mind your timbers, Mivins! Back your top-sails, ORiley; mind how he yaws!

Then there was a momentary silence of breathless expectation. The two men seemed about to meet with a shock that would annihilate both, when Mivins bounded to one side like an indiarubber ball. ORiley shot past him like a rocket, and the next instant went head foremost into the pool of water.

This unexpected termination to the affair converted the intended huzzah of the men into a yell of mingled laughter and consternation as they hastened in a body to the spot; but before they reached it, ORileys head and shoulders reappeared, and when they came up he was standing on the margin of the pool blowing like a walrus.

Oh! then, but it is cowld! he exclaimed, wringing the water from his garments. Och! wheres the ball? give me a kick or Ill freeze! so I will.

As he spoke the drenched Irishman seized the ball from Mivinss hands and gave it a kick that sent it high into the air. He was too wet and heavy to follow it up, however, so he ambled off towards the ship as vigorously as his clothes would allow him, followed by the whole crew.




Chapter VIII.

Fred and the doctor go on an excursion in which, among other strange things, they meet with red snow and a white bear, and Fred makes his first essay as a sportsman.



But where were Fred Ellice and Tom Singleton all this time? the reader will probably ask.

Long before the game at football was suggested they had obtained leave of absence from the captain, and, loaded with game-bag, a botanical box and geological hammer, and a musket, were off along the coast on a semi-scientific cruise. Young Singleton carried the botanical box and hammer, being an enthusiastic geologist and botanist, while Fred carried the game-bag and musket.

You see, Tom, he said as they stumbled along over the loose ice towards the ice-belt that lined the cliffs you see, Im a great dab at ornithology, especially when Ive got a gun on my shoulder. When I havent a gun, strange to say, I dont feel half so enthusiastic about birds!

Thats a very peculiar style of regarding the science. Dont you think it would be worth while communicating your views on the subject to one of the scientific bodies when we get home again. They might elect you a member, Fred.

Well, perhaps I shall, replied Fred gravely; but I say, to be serious, Im really going to screw up my energies as much as possible, and make coloured drawings of all the birds I can get hold of in the Arctic Regions. At least, I would like to try.

Fred finished his remark with a sigh, for just then the object for which he had gone out to those regions occurred to him; and although the natural buoyancy and hopefulness of his feelings enabled him generally to throw off anxiety in regard to his fathers fate, and join in the laugh, and jest, and game as heartily as any one on board, there were times when his heart failed him, and he almost despaired of ever seeing his father again, and these feelings of despondency had been more frequent since the day on which he witnessed the sudden and utter destruction of the strange brig.

Dont let your spirits down, Fred, said Tom, whose hopeful and earnest disposition often reanimated his friends drooping spirits; it will only unfit you for doing any good service. Besides, I think we have no cause yet to despair. We know that your father came up this inlet, or strait, or whatever it is, and he had a good stock of provisions with him, according to the account we got at Upernavik, and it is not more than a year since he was there. Many and many a whaler and discovery ship has wintered more than a year in these regions. And then, consider the immense amount of animal life all round us. They might have laid up provisions for many months long before winter set in.

I know all that, replied Fred, with a shake of his head; but think of yon brig that we saw go down in about ten minutes.

Well, so I do think of it. No doubt the brig was lost very suddenly, but there was ample time, had there been any one on board, to have leaped upon the ice, and they might have got to land by jumping from one piece to another. Such things have happened before frequently. To say truth, at every point of land we turn, I feel a sort of expectation amounting almost to certainty that we shall find your father and his party travelling southward on their way to the Danish settlements.

Perhaps you are right. God grant that it may be so!

As he spoke, they reached the fixed ice which ran along the foot of the precipices for some distance like a road of hard white marble. Many large rocks lay scattered over it, some of them several tons in weight, and one or two balanced in a very remarkable way on the edge of the cliffs.

Theres a curious-looking gull I should like to shoot, exclaimed Fred, pointing to a bird that hovered over his head, and throwing forward the muzzle of his gun.

Fire away, then, said his friend, stepping back a pace.

Fred, being unaccustomed to the use of fire-arms, took a wavering aim and fired.

What a bother! Ive missed it!

Try again, remarked Tom with a quiet smile, as the whole cliff vomited forth an innumerable host of birds, whose cries were perfectly deafening.

Its my opinion, said Fred with a comical grin, that if I shut my eyes and point upwards I cant help hitting something; but I particularly want yon fellow, because hes beautifully marked. Ah! I see him sitting on a rock yonder, so here goes once more.

Fred now proceeded towards the coveted bird in the fashion that is known by the name of stalking  that is, creeping as close up to your game as possible, so as to get a good shot; and it said much for his patience and his future success the careful manner in which, on this occasion, he wound himself in and out among the rocks and blocks of ice on the shore in the hope of obtaining that sea-gull. At last he succeeded in getting to within about fifteen yards of it, and then, resting his musket on a lump of ice, and taking an aim so long and steadily that his companion began to fancy he must have gone to sleep, he fired, and blew the gull to atoms! There was scarcely so much as a shred of it to be found.

Fred bore his disappointment and discomfiture manfully. He formed a resolution then and there to become a good shot, and although he did not succeed exactly in becoming so that day, he nevertheless managed to put several fine specimens of gulls and an auk into his bag. The last bird amused him much, being a creature with a dumpy little body and a beak of preposterously large size and comical aspect. There were also a great number of eider-ducks flying about, but they failed to procure a specimen.

Singleton was equally successful in his scientific researches. He found several beautifully green mosses, one species of which was studded with pale yellow flowers, and in one place, where a stream trickled down the steep sides of the cliffs, he discovered a flower-growth which was rich in variety of colouring. Amid several kinds of tufted grasses were seen growing a small purple flower and the white star of the chickweed; The sight of all this richness of vegetation growing in a little spot close beside the snow, and amid such cold Arctic scenery, would have delighted a much less enthusiastic spirit than that of our young surgeon. He went quite into raptures with it, and stuffed his botanical box with mosses and rocks until it could hold no more, and became a burden that cost him a few sighs before he got back to the ship.

The rocks were found to consist chiefly of red sandstone. There was also a good deal of green-stone and gneiss, and some of the spires of these that shot up to a considerable height were particularly striking and picturesque objects.

But the great sight of the days excursion was that which unexpectedly greeted their eyes on rounding a cape towards which they had been walking for several hours. On passing this point they stopped with an exclamation of amazement. Before them lay a scene such as the Arctic Regions alone can produce.

In front lay a vast reach of the strait, which at this place opened up abruptly and stretched away northward, laden with floes, and fields, and hummocks, and bergs of every shade and size, to the horizon, where the appearance of the sky indicated open water. Ponds of various sizes and sheets of water whose dimensions entitled them to be styled lakes spangled the white surface of the floes; and around these were sporting innumerable flocks of wild-fowl, many of which, being pure white, glanced like snow-flakes in the sunshine. Far off to the west the ice came down with heavy uniformity to the waters edge. On the right there was an array of cliffs whose frowning grandeur filled them with awe. They varied from twelve to fifteen hundred feet in height, and some of the precipices descended sheer down seven or eight hundred feet into the sea, over which they cast a dark shadow.

Just at the feet of our young discoverers  for such we may truly call them  a deep bay or valley trended away to the right, a large portion of which was filled with the spur of a glacier, whose surface was covered with pink snow! One can imagine with what feelings the two youths gazed on this beautiful sight. It seemed as if that valley, instead of forming a portion of the sterile region beyond the Arctic Circle, were one of the sunniest regions of the south, for a warm glow rested on the bosom of the snow, as if the sun were shedding upon it his rosiest hues. A little farther to the north the red snow ceased, or only occurred here and there in patches; and beyond it there appeared another gorge in the cliffs, within which rose a tall column of rock, so straight and cylindrical that it seemed to be a production of art. The whole of the back country was one great rolling distance of glacier, and, wherever a crevice or gorge in the riven cliffs afforded an opportunity, this ocean of land-ice sent down spurs into the sea, the extremities of which were constantly shedding off huge bergs into the water.

What a scene! exclaimed Tom Singleton, when he found words to express his admiration. I did not think that our world contained so grand a sight. It surpasses my wildest dreams of fairy-land.

Fairy-land! ejaculated Fred, with a slight look of contempt; do you know since I came to this part of the world, Ive come to the conclusion that fairy tales are all stuff, and very inferior stuff too! Why, this reality is a thousand million times grander than anything that was ever invented. But what surprises me most is the red snow. What can be the cause of it?

I dont know, replied Singleton, it has long been a matter of dispute among learned men. But we must examine it for ourselves, so come along.

The remarkable colour of the snow referred to, although a matter of dispute at the period of the Dolphins visit to the Arctic Seas, is generally admitted now to be the result of a curious and extremely minute vegetable growth, which spreads not only over its surface, but penetrates into it sometimes to a depth of several feet. The earlier navigators who discovered it, and first told the astonished world that the substance which they had been accustomed to associate with the idea of the purest and most radiant whiteness had been seen by them lying red upon the ground, attributed the phenomenon to innumerable multitudes of minute creatures belonging to the order Radiata; but the discovery of red snow among the central Alps of Europe, and in the Pyrenees, and on the mountains of Norway, where marine animalcula could not exist, effectually overturned this idea. The colouring matter has now been ascertained to result from plants belonging to the order called Algae, which have a remarkable degree of vitality, and possess the power, to an amazing extent, of growing and spreading with rapidity even over such an ungenial soil as the Arctic snow.

While Singleton was examining the red snow, and vainly endeavouring to ascertain the nature of the minute specks of matter by which it was coloured, Fred continued to gaze with a look of increasing earnestness towards the tall column, around which a bank of fog was spreading, and partially concealing it from view. At length he attracted the attention of his companion towards it.

I say, Im half inclined to believe that yon is no work of nature, but a monument set up to attract the attention of ships. Dont you think so?

Singleton regarded the object in question for some time. I dont think so, Fred; it is larger than you suppose, for the fog-bank deceives us. But let us go and see; it cannot be far off.

As they drew near to the tall rock, Freds hopes began to fade, and soon were utterly quenched by the fog clearing away, and showing that the column was indeed of natures own constructing. It was a single, solitary shaft of green limestone, which stood on the brink of a deep ravine, and was marked by the slaty limestone that once encased it. The length of the column was apparently about five hundred feet, and the pedestal of sandstone on which it stood was itself upwards of two hundred feet high.

This magnificent column seemed the flag-staff of a gigantic crystal fortress, which was suddenly revealed by the clearing away of the fog-bank to the north. It was the face of the great glacier of the interior, which here presented an unbroken perpendicular front  a sweep of solid glassy wall, which rose three hundred feet above the water-level, with an unknown depth below it. The sun glittered on the crags and peaks and battlements of this ice fortress, as if the mysterious inhabitants of the Far North had lit up their fires and planted their artillery to resist further invasion.

The effect upon the minds of the two youths, who were probably the first to gaze upon those wondrous visions of the Icy Regions, was tremendous. For a long time neither of them could utter a word, and it would be idle to attempt to transcribe the language in which, at length, their excited feelings sought to escape. It was not until their backs had been for some time turned on the scene, and the cape near the valley of red snow had completely shut it out from view, that they could condescend to converse again in their ordinary tones on ordinary subjects.

As they hastened back over the ice-belt at the foot of the cliffs, a loud boom rang out in the distance and rolled in solemn echoes along the shore.

There goes a gun, exclaimed Tom Singleton, hastily pulling out his watch. Hallo! do you know what time it is?

Pretty late, I suppose. It was afternoon, I know, when we started, and we must have been out a good while now. What time is it?

Just two oclock in the morning!

What! do you mean to say it was yesterday when we started, and that weve been walking all night, and got into to-morrow morning without knowing it?

Even so, Fred. We have overshot our time, and the captain is signalling us to make haste. He said that he would not fire unless there seemed some prospect of the ice moving, so we had better run, unless we wish to be left behind; come along.

They had not proceeded more than half-a-mile when a Polar bear walked leisurely out from behind a lump of ice, where it had been regaling itself on a dead seal, and sauntered slowly out towards the icebergs seaward, not a hundred yards in advance of them.

Hallo! look there! what a monster! shouted Fred, as he cocked his musket and sprang forward. Whatll you do, Tom, youve no gun?

Never mind, Ill do what I can with the hammer. Only make sure you dont miss. Dont fire till you are quite close to him.

They were running after the bear at top speed while they thus conversed in hasty and broken sentences, when suddenly they came to a yawning crack in the ice, about thirty feet wide, and a mile long on either hand, with the rising tide boiling at the bottom of it. Bruins pursuers came to an abrupt halt.

Now, isnt that disgusting?

Probably it was, and the expression of chagrin on Freds countenance as he said so evidently showed that he meant it; but there is no doubt that this interruption to their hunt was extremely fortunate, for to attack a Polar bear with a musket charged only with small shot, and a geological hammer, would have been about as safe and successful an operation as trying to stop a locomotive with ones hand. Neither of them had yet had experience of the enormous strength of this white monarch of the Frozen Regions and his tenacity of life, although both were reckless enough to rush at him with any arms they chanced to have.

Give him a long shot  quick! cried Singleton.

Fred fired instantly; and the bear stopped, and looked round, as much as to say, Did you speak, gentlemen? Then, not receiving a reply, he walked away with dignified indifference, and disappeared among the ice-hummocks.

An hour afterwards the two wanderers were seated at a comfortable breakfast in the cabin of the Dolphin, relating their adventures to the captain and mates, and, although unwittingly, to Mivins, who generally managed so to place himself, while engaged in the mysterious operations of his little pantry, that most of the cabin talk reached his ear, and travelled thence through his mouth to the forecastle. The captain was fully aware of this fact, but he winked at it, for there was nothing but friendly feeling on board the ship, and no secrets. When, however, matters of serious import had to be discussed, the cabin door was closed, and Mivins turned to expend himself on Davie Summers, who, in the capacity of a listener, was absolutely necessary to the comfortable existence of the worthy steward.

Having exhausted their appetites and their information, Fred and Tom were told that, during their absence, a bear and two seals had been shot by Meetuck, the Esquimau interpreter, whom they had taken on board at Upernavik; and they were further informed that the ice was in motion to the westward, and that there was every probability of their being released by the falling tide. Having duly and silently weighed these facts for a few minutes, they simultaneously, and as if by a common impulse, yawned, and retired to bed.




Chapter IX.

The Dolphin gets beset in the ice  Preparations for wintering in the ice  Captain Guys code of laws.



An accident now befell the Dolphin which effectually decided the fate of the ship and her crew, at least for that winter. This was her getting aground near the ravine of the giant flagstaff before mentioned, and being finally beset by ice, from which all efforts on the part of the men to extricate her proved abortive, and in which she was ultimately frozen in, hard and fast.

The first sight the crew obtained of the red snow filled them with unbounded amazement, and a few of the more superstitious amongst them with awe approaching to fear. But soon their attention was attracted from this by the wonderful column.

Och, then! may I niver! exclaimed ORiley, the moment he caught sight of it, if there bent the north pole at long last  sure enough!

The laugh that greeted this remark was almost immediately checked, partly from the feelings of solemnity inspired by the magnificent view which opened up to them, and partly from a suspicion on the part of the more ignorant among the men that there might be some truth in ORileys statement after all.

But their attention and energies were speedily called to the dangerous position of the ship, which unexpectedly took the ground in a bay where the water proved to be unusually shallow, and before they could warp her off the ice closed round her in compact, immovable masses. At first Captain Guy was not seriously alarmed by this untoward event, although he felt a little chagrin in consequence of the detention, for the summer was rapidly advancing, and it behoved him to return to Baffins Bay and prosecute the whale-fishing as energetically as possible; but when day after day passed, and the ice round the ship still remained immovable, he became alarmed, and sought by every means in his power to extricate himself.

His position was rendered all the more aggravating by the fact that, a week after he was beset, the main body of the ice in the strait opened up and drifted to the southward, leaving a comparatively clear sea through which he could have pushed his way without much difficulty in any direction; but the solid masses in which they lay embedded were fast to the ground for about fifty yards beyond the vessel, seaward, and until these should be floated away there was no chance of escape.

Get up some powder and canisters, Mr. Bolton, he exclaimed, one morning after breakfast, Ill try what can be done by blasting the ice. The highest spring tide will occur to-morrow, and if the ship dont move then we shall

He did not finish the sentence, but turned on his heel and walked forward, where he found Buzzby and some of the men preparing the ice-saws.

Ay, ay, muttered the mate, as he went below to give the necessary directions, you dont need to conclude your speech, captain. If we dont get out to-morrow, were locked up for one winter, at least, if not more.

Ay, and yell no get oot to-morrow, remarked Saunders, with a shake of his head as he looked up from the log-book in which he was making an entry. Were hard and fast, so well just have to make the best ot.

Saunders was right, as the efforts of the next day proved. The ice lay around the vessel in solid masses, as we have said, and with each of the last three tides these masses had been slightly moved. Saws and ice chisels, therefore, had been in constant operation, and the men worked with the utmost energy, night and day, taking it by turns, and having double allowance of hot coffee served out to them. We may mention here that the Dolphin carried no spirits, except what was needed for medicinal purposes, and for fuel to several small cooking lamps that had been recently invented. It had now been proved by many voyagers of experience that in cold countries, as well as hot, men work harder, and endure the extremity of hardship better, without strong drink than with it, and the Dolphins crew were engaged on the distinct understanding that coffee, and tea, and chocolate were to be substituted for rum, and that spirits were never to be given to any one on board, except in cases of extreme necessity.

But, to return  although the men worked as only those can who toil for liberation from long imprisonment, no impression worth mentioning could be made on the ice. At length the attempt to rend it by means of gunpowder was made.

A jar containing about thirty pounds of powder was sunk in a hole in an immense block of ice which lay close against the stern of the ship. Mivins, being light of foot, was set to fire the train. He did so, and ran  ran so fast that he missed his footing in leaping over a chasm, and had well-nigh fallen into the water below. There was a whiz and a loud report, and the enormous mass of ice heaved upwards in the centre, and fell back in huge fragments. So far the result was satisfactory, and the men were immediately set to sink several charges in various directions around the vessel, to be in readiness for the highest tide, which was soon expected. Warps and hawsers were also got out and fixed to the seaward masses, ready to heave on them at a moments notice; the ship was lightened as much as possible by lifting her stores upon the ice; and the whole crew  captain, mates, and all  worked and heaved like horses, until the perspiration streamed from their faces, while Mizzle kept supplying them with a constant deluge of hot coffee. Fred and the young surgeon, too, worked like the rest, with their coats off, handkerchiefs bound round their heads, and shirt-sleeves tucked up to their shoulders.

At last the tide rose  inch by inch, and slowly, as if it grudged to give them even a chance of escape.

Mivins grew impatient and unbelieving under it. I dont think itll rise another hinch, he remarked to ORiley, who stood near him.

Niver fear, boy. The capting knows a sight better than you do, and he says itll rise a fut yit.

Does he? asked Grim, who was also beginning to despond.

Ov coorse he does. Sure he towld me in a confidintial way, just before he wint to turn in last night  if it wasnt yisturday forenoon, for its meself as niver knows an hour o the day since the sun became dissipated, and tuck to sitting up all night in this fashion.

Shut up yer tatie-trap and open yer weather-eye, muttered Buzzby, who had charge of the gang; therell be time enough to speak after were off.

Gradually, as the tide rose, the ice and the ship moved, and it became evident that the latter was almost afloat, though the former seemed to be only partly raised from the ground. The men were at their several posts ready for instant action, and gazing in anxious expectation at the captain, who stood, watch in hand, ready to give the word.

Now, then, fire! he said in a low voice.

In a moment the ice round the ship was rent, and upheaved, as if some leviathan of the deep were rising from beneath it, and the vessel swung slowly round. A loud cheer burst from the men.

Now, lads, heave with a will! roared the captain.

Round went the capstan, the windlass clanked, and the ship forged slowly ahead, as the warps and hawsers became rigid. At that moment a heavy block of ice, which had been overbalanced by the motion of the vessel, fell with a crash on the rudder, splitting off a large portion of it, and drawing the iron bolts that held it completely out of the stern-post.

Never mind; heave away  for your lives! cried the captain. Jump on board, all of you!

The few men who had until now remained on the ice scrambled up the side. There was a sheet of ice right ahead which the ship could not clear, but which she was pushing out to sea in advance of her. Suddenly this took the ground and remained motionless.

Out there with ice-chisels! Sink a hole like lightning! Prepare a canister, Mr. Bolton  quick! shouted the captain in desperation, as he sprang over the side and assisted to cut into the unwieldy obstruction. The charge was soon fixed and fired, but it only split the block in two and left it motionless as before. A few minutes after the ship again grounded; the ice settled round her; the spring tide was lost, and they were not delivered.

Those who know the bitterness of repeated disappointment and of hope deferred, may judge of the feelings with which the crew of the Dolphin now regarded their position. Little, indeed, was said, but the grave looks of most of the men, and the absence of the usual laugh, and jest, and disposition to skylark, which, on almost all other occasions characterized them, showed too plainly how heavily the prospect of a winter in the Arctic Regions weighed upon their spirits. They continued their exertions to free the ship, however, for several days after the high tide, and did not finally give in until all reasonable hope of moving her was utterly annihilated. Before this, however, a reaction began to take place; the prospects of the coming winter were discussed; and some of the more sanguine looked even beyond the winter, and began to consider how they would contrive to get the ship out of her position into deep water again.

Fred Ellice, too, thought of his father, and this abrupt check to the search, and his spirits sank again as his hopes decayed. But poor Fred, like the others, at last discovered that it was of no use to repine, and that it was best to face his sorrows and difficulties like a man!

Alas! poor human nature; how difficult do we find it to face sorrows and difficulties cheerfully, even when we do conscientiously try! Well would it be for all of us could we submit to such, not only because they are inevitable, but because they are the will of God  of him who has asserted in his own Word that he afflicteth not the children of men willingly.

Among so many men there were all shades of character, and the fact that they were doomed to a years imprisonment in the Frozen Regions was received in very different ways. Some looked grave and thought of it seriously; others laughed and treated it lightly; a few grumbled and spoke profanely; but most of them became quickly reconciled, and in a week or two nearly all forgot the past and the future in the duties, and cares, and amusements of the present. Captain Guy and his officers, however, and a few of the more sedate men, among whom were Buzzby and Peter Grim, looked forward with much anxiety, knowing full well the dangers and trials that lay before them.

It is true the ship was provisioned for more than a year, but most of the provisions were salt, and Tom Singleton could have told them, had they required to be told, that without fresh provisions they stood a poor chance of escaping that dire disease scurvy, before which have fallen so many gallant tars whom nothing in the shape of dangers or difficulties could subdue. There were, indeed, myriads of wild-fowl flying about the ship, on which the men feasted and grew fat every day; and the muskets of Meetuck and those who accompanied him seldom failed to supply the ship with an abundance of the flesh of seals, walruses, and Polar bears, portions of all of which creatures were considered very good indeed by the men, and particularly by the dogs, which grew so fat that they began to acquire a very disreputable waddle in their gait as they walked the deck for exercise, which they seldom did, by the way, being passionately fond of sleep! But birds, and perchance beasts, might be expected to take themselves off when the winter arrived, and leave the crew without fresh food.

Then, although the Dolphin was supplied with every necessary for a whaling-expedition, and with many luxuries besides, she was ill provided with the supplies that men deem absolutely indispensable for a winter in the Arctic Regions, where the cold is so bitterly intense that, after a prolonged sojourn, mens minds become almost entirely engrossed by two clamant demands of nature  food and heat. They had only a small quantity of coal on board, and nothing except a few extra spars that could be used as a substitute, while the bleak shores afforded neither shrub nor tree of any kind. Meanwhile, they had a sufficiency of everything they required for at least two or three months to come, and for the rest, as Grim said, they had stout hearts and strong arms.

As soon as it became apparent that they were to winter in the bay, which the captain named the Bay of Mercy, all further attempt to extricate the ship was abandoned, and every preparation for spending the winter was begun and carried out vigorously. It was now that Captain Guys qualities as a leader began to be displayed. He knew, from long experience and observation, that in order to keep up the morale of any body of men it was absolutely necessary to maintain the strictest discipline. Indeed, this rule is so universal in its application, that many men find it advantageous to impose strict rules on themselves in the regulation of their time and affairs, in order to keep their own spirits under command. One of the captains first resolves therefore was, to call the men together and address them on this subject; and he seized the occasion of the first Sabbath morning they spent in the Bay of Mercy, when the crew were assembled for prayers on the quarter-deck, to speak to them.

Hitherto we have not mentioned the Sabbath day in this story, because, while at sea, and while struggling with the ice, there was little to mark it from other days, except the cessation of unnecessary labour, and the reading of prayers to those who chose to attend; but as necessary labour preponderated at all times, and the reading of prayers occupied scarce half-an-hour, there was little perceptible difference between the Sabbath and any other day. We would not be understood to speak lightly of this difference. Little though it was in point of time and appearance, it was immeasurably great in fact, as it involved the great principle that the day of rest ought to be observed, and that the Creator should be honoured in a special manner on that day.

On the Sabbath in question  and it was an exceedingly bright, peaceful one  Captain Guy, having read part of the Church of England service as usual, stood up, and in an earnest, firm tone said:  

My lads, I consider it my duty to say a few plain words to you in reference to our present situation and prospects. I feel that the responsibility of having brought you here rests very much upon myself, and I deem it my solemn duty, in more than the ordinary sense, to do all I can to get you out of the ice again. You know as well as I do that this is impossible at the present time, and that we are compelled to spend a winter here. Some of you know what that means, but the most of you know it only by hearsay, and thats much the same as knowing nothing about it at all. Before the winter is done your energies and endurance will probably be taxed to the uttermost. I think it right to be candid with you. The life before you will not be childs play, but I assure you that it may be mingled with much that will be pleasant and hearty if you choose to set about it in the right way. Well, then, to be short about it. There is no chance whatever of our getting through the winter in this ship comfortably, or even safely, unless the strictest discipline is maintained aboard. I know, for Ive been in similar circumstances before, that when cold and hunger, and, it may be, sickness press upon us  should it please the Almighty to send these on us in great severity  you will feel duty to be irksome, and youll think it useless, and perhaps be tempted to mutiny. Now, I ask you solemnly, while your minds are clear from all prejudices, each individually to sign a written code of laws, and a written promise that you will obey the same, and help me to enforce them even with the punishment of death, if need be. Now, lads, will you agree to that?

Agreed! agreed! cried the men at once, and in a tone of prompt decision that convinced their leader he had their entire confidence  a matter of the highest importance in the critical circumstances in which they were placed.

Well, then, Ill read the rules. They are few, but sufficiently comprehensive:  

1st. Prayers shall be read every morning before breakfast, unless circumstances render it impossible to do so.

The captain laid down the paper, and looked earnestly at the men.

My lads, I have never felt so strongly as I now do the absolute need we have of the blessing and guidance of the Almighty, and I am persuaded that it is our duty as well as our interest to begin, not only the Sabbath, but every day with prayer.

2nd. The ordinary duties of the ship shall be carried on, the watches regularly set and relieved, regular hours observed, and the details of duty attended to in the usual way, as when in harbour.

3rd. The officers shall take watch and watch about as heretofore, except when required to do otherwise. The log-books, and meteorological observations, etc., shall be carried on as usual.

4th. The captain shall have supreme and absolute command as when at sea; but he, on his part, promises that, should any peculiar circumstance arise in which the safety of the crew or ship shall be implicated, he will, if the men are so disposed, call a council of the whole crew, in which case the decision of the majority shall become law, but the minority, in that event, shall have it in their option to separate from the majority and carry along with them their share of the general provisions.

5th. Disobedience to orders shall be punishable according to the decision of a council to be appointed specially for the purpose of framing a criminal code, hereafter to be submitted for the approval of the crew.

The rules above laid down were signed by every man in the ship. Several of them could not write, but these affixed a cross (x) at the foot of the page, against which their names were written by the captain in presence of witnesses, which answered the same purpose. And from that time, until events occurred which rendered all such rules unnecessary, the work of the ship went on pleasantly and well.




Chapter X.

Beginning of winter  Meetuck effects a remarkable change in the mens appearance  Mossing, and working, and plans for a winter campaign.



In August the first frost came and formed young ice on the sea, but this lasted only for a brief hour or two, and was broken up by the tide and melted. By the 10th of September the young ice cemented the floes of last years ice together, and soon rendered the ice round the ship immovable. Hummocks clustered round several rocky islets in the neighbourhood, and the rising and falling of the tide covered the sides of the rocks with bright crystals. All the feathered tribes took their departure for less rigorous climes, with the exception of a small white bird about the size of a sparrow, called the snow-bird, which is the last to leave the icy North. Then a tremendous storm arose, and the sea became choked up with icebergs and floes, which the frost soon locked together into a solid mass. Towards the close of the storm snow fell in great abundance, and when the mariners ventured again to put their heads up the opened hatchways, the decks were knee-deep, the drift to windward was almost level with the bulwarks, every yard was edged with white, every rope and cord had a light side and a dark, every point and truck had a white button on it, and every hole, corner, crack, and crevice was choked up.

The land and the sea were also clothed with this spotless garment, which is indeed a strikingly appropriate emblem of purity, and the only dark objects visible in the landscape were those precipices which were too steep for the snow to lie on, the towering form of the giant flagstaff, and the leaden clouds that rolled angrily across the sky. But these leaden clouds soon rolled off, leaving a blue wintry sky and a bright sun behind.

The storm blew itself out early in the morning, and at breakfast-time on that day, when the sun was just struggling with the last of the clouds, Captain Guy remarked to his friends who were seated round the cabin table, Well, gentlemen, we must begin hard work to-day.

Hard work, captain! exclaimed Fred Ellice, pausing for a second or two in the hard work of chewing a piece of hard salt junk; why, what do you call the work weve been engaged in for the last few weeks?

Play, my lad; that was only play  just to bring our hands in, before setting to work in earnest!  What do you think of the health of the men, doctor?

Never was better; but I fear the hospital will soon fill if you carry out your threat in regard to work.

No fear, remarked the second mate; the more work the better health is my experience. Busy men have no time to git seek.

No doubt of it, sir, said the first mate, bolting a large mouthful of pork. Nothing so good for em as work.

There are two against you, doctor, said the captain.

Then its two to two, cried Fred, as he finished breakfast; for I quite agree with Tom, and with that excellent proverb which says, All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.

The captain shook his head as he said, Of all the nuisances I ever met with in a ship a semi-passenger is the worst. I think, Fred, I must get you bound apprentice and give you regular work to do, you good-for-nothing.

We need scarcely say that the captain jested, for Fred was possessed of a spirit that cannot rest, so to speak, unless at work. He was able to do almost anything after a fashion, and was never idle for a moment. Even when his hands chanced to be unemployed, his brows were knitted, busily planning what to do next.

Well now, gentlemen, resumed the captain, let us consider the order of business. The first thing that must be done now is to unstow the hold and deposit its contents on the small island astern of us, which we shall call Store Island, for brevitys sake. Get a tent pitched there, Mr. Bolton, and bank it up with snow. You can leave Grim to superintend the unloading.  Then, Mr. Saunders, do you go and set a gang of men to cut a canal through the young ice from the ship to the island. Fortunately the floes there are wide enough apart to let our quarter-boats float between them. The unshipping wont take long. Tell Buzzby to take a dozen men with him and collect moss; well need a large quantity for fuel, and if another storm like this comes itll be hard work to get down to it. Send Meetuck to me when you go on deck; I shall talk to him as to our prospects of finding deer hereabouts, and arrange a hunt.  Doctor, you may either join the hunting-party, or post up the observations, etc., which have accumulated of late.

Thank you, captain, said Singleton; Ill accept the latter duty, the more willingly that I wish to have a careful examination of my botanical specimens.

And what am I to do, captain? inquired Fred.

What you please, lad.

Then Ill go and take care of Meetuck; hes apt to get into mischief when left

At this moment a tremendous shout of laughter, long continued, came from the deck, and a sound as if numbers of men dancing overhead was heard.

The party in the cabin seized their caps and sprang up the companion ladder, where they beheld a scene that accounted for the laughter, and induced them to join in it. At first sight it seemed as if thirty Polar bears had boarded the vessel, and were executing a dance of triumph before proceeding to make a meal of the crew; but on closer inspection it became apparent that the men had undergone a strange transformation, and were capering with delight at the ridiculous appearance they presented. They were clad from head to foot in Esquimau costume, and now bore as strong a resemblance to Polar bears as man could attain to.

Meetuck was the pattern and the chief instrument in effecting this change. At Upernavik Captain Guy had been induced to purchase a large number of fox-skins, deer-skins, seal-skins, and other furs, as a speculation, and had them tightly packed and stowed away in the hold, little imagining the purpose they were ultimately destined to serve. Meetuck had come on board in a mongrel sort of worn-out seal-skin dress; but the instant the cold weather set in he drew from a bundle which he had brought with him a dress made of the fur of the Arctic fox, some of the skins being white and the others blue. It consisted of a loose coat, somewhat in the form of a shirt, with a large hood to it, and a short elongation behind like the commencement of a tail. The boots were made of white bear-skin, which, at the end of the foot, were made to terminate with the claws of the animal; and they were so long that they came up the thigh under the coat, or jumper, as the men called it, and thus served instead of trousers. He also wore fur mittens, with a bag for the fingers, and a separate little bag for the thumb. The hair on these garments was long and soft, and worn outside, so that when a man enveloped himself in them, and put up the hood, which well-nigh concealed the face, he became very much like a bear or some such creature standing on its hind legs.

Meetuck was a short, fat, burly little fellow by nature; but when he put on his winter dress he became such a round, soft, squat, hairy, and comical-looking creature, that no one could look at him without laughing, and the shout with which he was received on deck the first time he made his appearance in his new costume was loud and prolonged. But Meetuck was as good-humoured an Esquimau as ever speared a walrus or lanced a Polar bear. He joined in the laugh, and cut a caper or two to show that he entered into the spirit of the joke.

When the ship was set fast, and the thermometer fell pretty low, the men found that their ordinary dreadnoughts and pea-jackets, etc., were not a sufficient protection against the cold, and it occurred to the captain that his furs might now be turned to good account. Sailors are proverbially good needle-men of a rough kind. Meetuck showed them how to set about their work. Each man made his own garments, and in less than a week they were completed. It is true, the boots perplexed them a little, and the less ingenious among the men made very rare and curious-looking foot-gear for themselves; but they succeeded after a fashion, and at last the whole crew appeared on deck in their new habiliments, as we have already mentioned, capering among the snow like bears, to their own entire satisfaction and to the intense delight of Meetuck, who now came to regard the white men as brothers  so true is it that the tailor makes the man!

Ow orribly eavy it is, haint it? gasped Mivins, after dancing round the main-hatch till he was nearly exhausted.

Heavy! cried Buzzby, whose appearance was such that you would have hesitated to say whether his breadth or length was greater heavy, dye say? It must be your sperrits wots heavy, then, for I feel as light as a feather myself.

O morther! then may I niver sleep on a bed made o sich feathers! cried ORiley, capering up to Green, the carpenters mate, and throwing a mass of snow in his face. The frost rendered it impossible to form the snow into balls, but the men made up for this by throwing it about each others eyes and ears in handfuls.

What dye mean by insultin my mate?  take that! said Peter Grim, giving the Irishman a twirl that tumbled him on the deck.

Oh, bad manners to ye! spluttered ORiley, as he rose and ran away; why dont ye hit a man o yer own size?

Deed, then, it must be because theres not one o my own size to hit, remarked the carpenter with a broad grin.
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This was true. Grims colossal proportions were increased so much by his hairy dress that he seemed to have spread out into the dimensions of two large men rolled into one. But ORiley was not to be overturned with impunity. Skulking round behind the crew, who were laughing at Grims joke, he came upon the giant in the rear, and seizing the short tail of his jumper, pulled him violently down on the deck.

Ah, then, give it him, boys! cried ORiley, pushing the carpenter flat down, and obliterating his black beard and his whole visage in a mass of snow. Several of the wilder spirits among the men leaped on the prostrate Grim, and nearly smothered him before he could gather himself up for a struggle; then they fled in all directions while their victim regained his feet, and rushed wildly after them. At last he caught ORiley, and grasping him by the two shoulders gave him a heave that was intended and calclated, as Amos Parr afterwards remarked, to pitch him over the foretop-sail-yard! But an Irishman is not easily overcome. ORiley suddenly straightened himself and held his arms up over his head, and the violent heave, which, according to Parr, was to have sent him to such an uncomfortable elevation, only pulled the jumper completely off his body, and left him free to laugh in the face of his big friend, and run away.

At this point the captain deemed it prudent to interfere.

Come, come, my lads! he cried, enough o this. Thats not the morning work, is it? Im glad to find that your new dresses, he added with a significant smile, make you fond of rough work in the snow; theres plenty of it before us.  Come down below with me, Meetuck; I wish to talk with you.

As the captain descended to the cabin the men gave a final cheer, and in ten minutes they were working laboriously at their various duties.



Buzzby and his party were the first ready and off to cut moss. They drew a sledge after them towards the red-snow valley, which was not more than two miles distant from the ship. This mossing, as it was termed, was by no means a pleasant duty. Before the winter became severe, the moss could be cut out from the beds of the snow streams with comparative ease; but now the mixed turf of willows, heaths, grasses, and moss was frozen solid, and had to be quarried with crowbars and carried to the ship like so much stone. However, it was prosecuted vigorously, and a sufficient quantity was soon procured to pack on the deck of the ship, and around its sides, so as to keep out the cold. At the same time, the operation of discharging the stores was carried on briskly; and Fred, in company with Meetuck, ORiley, and Joseph West, started with the dog-sledge on a hunting-expedition.

In order to enable the reader better to understand the condition of the Dolphin and her crew, we will detail the several arrangements that were made at this time and during the succeeding fortnight. As a measure of precaution, the ship, by means of blasting, sawing, and warping, was with great labour got into deeper water, where one nights frost set her fast with a sheet of ice three inches thick round her. In a few weeks this ice became several feet thick; and the snow drifted up her hull so much that it seemed as if she were resting on the land, and had taken final leave of her native element. Strong hawsers were then secured to Store Island, in order to guard against the possibility of her being carried away by any sudden disruption of the ice. The disposition of the masts, yards, and sails was next determined on. The top-gallant-masts were struck, the lower yards got down to the housings. The top-sail-yards, gaff, and jib-boom, however, were left in their places. The topsails and courses were kept bent to the yards, the sheets being unrove and the clews tucked in. The rest of the binding-sails were stowed on deck to prevent their thawing during winter; and the spare spars were lashed over the ships sides, to leave a clear space for taking exercise in bad weather.

The stores, in order to relieve the strain on the ship, were removed to Store Island, and snugly housed under the tent erected there, and then a thick bank of snow was heaped up round it. After this was accomplished, all the boats were hauled up beside the tent, and covered with snow, except the two quarter-boats, which were left hanging at the davits all winter. When the thermometer fell below zero, it was found that the vapours below, and the breath of the men, condensed on the beams of the lower deck and in the cabin near the hatchway. It was therefore resolved to convert some sheet-iron, which they fortunately possessed, into pipes, which, being conducted from the cooking-stove through the length of the ship, served in some degree to raise the temperature and ventilate the cabins. A regular daily allowance of coal was served out, and four steady men appointed to attend to the fire in regular watches, for the double purpose of seeing that none of the fuel should be wasted and of guarding against fire. They had likewise charge of the fire-pumps and buckets, and two tanks of water, all of which were kept in the hatchway in constant readiness in case of accidents. In addition to this, a fire-brigade was formed, with Joseph West, a steady, quiet, active young seaman, as its captain, and their stations in the event of fire were fixed beforehand; also, a hole was kept constantly open in the ice alongside to insure at all times a sufficient supply of water.

Strict regulations as to cleanliness and the daily airing of the hammocks were laid down, and adhered to throughout the winter. A regular allowance of provisions was appointed to each man, so that they should not run the risk of starving before the return of the wild-fowl in spring. But those provisions were all salt, and the captain trusted much to their hunting-expeditions for a supply of fresh food, without which there would be little hope of their continuing in a condition of good health. Coffee was served out at breakfast and cocoa at supper, besides being occasionally supplied at other times to men who had been engaged in exhausting work in extremely cold weather. Afterwards, when the dark season set in, and the crew were confined by the intense cold more than formerly within the ship, various schemes were set afoot for passing the time profitably and agreeably. Among others, a school was started by the captain for instructing such of the crew as chose to attend in reading, writing, and arithmetic, and in this hyperborean academy Fred Ellice acted as the writing master, and Tom Singleton as the accountant. The men were much amused at first at the idea of goin to school, and some of them looked rather shy at it; but ORiley, after some consideration, came boldly forward and said, Well, boys, bad luck to me if I dont think Ill be a scholard afther all. My old granmother used to tell me, whin I refused to go to the school that was kip be an owld man as tuck his fees out in murphies and potheen,  says she, Ah! ye spalpeen, yell niver be cliverer nor the pig, ye wont. Ah, then, I hope not, says I, for sure shes far the cliverest in the house, an ye wouldnt have me to be cliverer than me own granmother, would ye? says I. So I niver wint to school, and more be token, I cant sign me name, and if it was only to larn how to do that, Ill go and jine; indeed I will. So ORiley joined, and before long every man in the ship was glad to join, in order to have something to do.

The doctor also, twice a-week, gave readings from Shakespeare, a copy of which he had fortunately brought with him. He also read extracts from the few other books they happened to have on board; and after a time, finding unexpectedly that he had a talent that way, he began to draw upon his memory and his imagination, and told long stories (which were facetiously called lectures) to the men, who listened to them with great delight. Then Fred started an illustrated newspaper once a-week, which was named the Arctic Sun, and which was in great favour during the whole course of its brief existence. It is true, only one copy was issued each morning of publication, because, besides supplying the greater proportion of the material himself, and executing the illustrations in a style that would have made Mr. Leech of the present day envious, he had to transcribe the various contributions he received from the men and others in a neat, legible hand. But this one copy was perused and re-perused, as no single copy of any paper extant  not excepting The Times or Punch  has ever yet been perused; and when it was returned to the editor, to be carefully placed in the archives of the Dolphin, it was emphatically the worse for wear. Besides all this, a theatre was set agoing, of which we shall have more to say hereafter.

In thus minutely recounting the various expedients which these banished men fell upon to pass the long dark hours of an Arctic winter, we may, perhaps, give the reader the impression that a great deal of thought and time were bestowed upon amusement, as if that were the chief end and object of their life in those regions. But we must remind him that though many more pages might be filled in recounting all the particulars, but a small portion of their time was, after all, taken up in this way; and it would have been well for them had they been able to find more to amuse them than they did, for the depressing influence of the long-continued darkness, and the want of a sufficiency of regular employment for so many months added to the rigorous nature of the climate in which they dwelt, well-nigh broke their spirits at last.

In order to secure warmth during winter, the deck of the ship was padded with moss about a foot deep, and down below the walls were lined with the same material. The floors were carefully plastered with common paste and covered with oakum a couple of inches deep, over which a carpet of canvas was spread. Every opening in the deck was fastened down and covered deeply over with moss, with the exception of one hatch, which was their only entrance, and this was kept constantly closed except when it was desirable to ventilate. Curtains were hung up in front of it to prevent draughts. A canvas awning was also spread over the deck from stem to stern, so that it was confidently hoped the Dolphin would prove a snug tenement even in the severest cold.

As has been said before, the snow-drift almost buried the hull of the ship, and as snow is a good non-conductor of heat, this further helped to keep up the temperature within. A staircase of snow was built up to the bulwarks on the larboard quarter, and on the starboard side an inclined plane of snow was sloped down to the ice to facilitate the launching of the sledges when they had to be pulled on deck.

Such were the chief arrangements and preparations that were made by our adventurers for spending the winter; but although we have described them at this point in our story, many of them were not completed until a much later period.




Chapter XI.

A hunting-expedition, in the course of which the hunters meet with many interesting, dangerous, peculiar, and remarkable experiences, and make acquaintance with seals, walruses, deer, and rabbits.



We must now return to Fred Ellice and his companions, Meetuck the Esquimau, ORiley, and Joseph West, whom we left while they were on the point of starting on a hunting-expedition.

They took the direction of the ice-hummocks out to sea, and, seated comfortably on a large sledge, were dragged by the team of dogs over the ice at the rate of ten miles an hour.

Well! did I iver expect to ride a carriage and six? exclaimed ORiley in a state of great glee as the dogs dashed forward at full speed, while Meetuck nourished his awful whip, making it crack like a pistol-shot ever and anon.

The sledge on which they travelled was of the very curious and simple construction peculiar to the Esquimaux, and was built by Peter Grim under the direction of Meetuck. It consisted of two runners of about ten feet in length, six inches high, two inches broad, and three feet apart. They were made of tough hickory, slightly curved in front, and were attached to each other by cross-bars. At the stern of the vehicle there was a low back composed of two uprights and a single bar across. The whole machine was fastened together by means of tough lashings of raw seal-hide, so that, to all appearance, it was a rickety affair, ready to fall to pieces. In reality, however, it was very strong. No metal nails of any kind could have held in the keen frost  they would have snapped like glass at the first jolt  but the sealskin fastenings yielded to the rude shocks and twistings to which the sledge was subjected, and seldom gave way, or if they did, were easily and speedily renewed without the aid of any other implement than a knife.

But the whip was the most remarkable part of the equipage. The handle was only sixteen inches in length, but the lash was twenty feet long, made of the toughest seal-skin, and as thick as a mans wrist near the handle, whence it tapered off to a fine point. The labour of using such a formidable weapon is so great that Esquimaux usually, when practicable, travel in couples, one sledge behind the other. The dogs of the last sledge follow mechanically and require no whip, and the riders change about so as to relieve each other. When travelling, the whip trails behind, and can be brought with a tremendous crack that makes the hair fly from the wretch that is struck; and Esquimaux are splendid shots, so to speak. They can hit any part of a dog with certainty, but usually rest satisfied with simply cracking the whip  a sound that produces an answering yell of terror, whether the lash takes effect or not.

Our hunters were clothed in their Esquimau garments, and cut the oddest imaginable figures. They had a soft, rotund, cuddled-up appearance, that was powerfully suggestive of comfort. The sledge carried one days provisions, a couple of walrus harpoons with a sufficient quantity of rope, four muskets with the requisite ammunition, an Esquimau cooking-lamp, two stout spears, two tarpaulins to spread on the snow, and four blanket sleeping-bags. These last were six feet long, and just wide enough for a man to crawl into at night, feet first.

What a jolly style of travelling, isnt it? cried Fred, as the dogs sprang wildly forward, tearing the sledge behind them, Dumps and Poker leading and looking as lively as crickets.

Well now, isnt it true that wits jump?  thats jist what I was sayin to meself, remarked ORiley, grinning from ear to ear as he pulled the fur-hood farther over his head, crossed his arms more firmly on his breast, and tried to double himself up as he sat there like an overgrown rat. I wouldnt exchange it wid the Lord Mayor o London and his coach an six  so I wouldnt.  Arrah! have a care, Meetuck, ye baste, or yell have us kilt.

This, last exclamation was caused by the reckless driver dashing over a piece of rough ice that nearly capsized the sledge. Meetuck did not answer, but he looked over his shoulder with a quiet smile on his oily countenance.

Ah, then, ye may laugh, said ORiley with menacing look, but av ye break a bone o me body Ill

Down went the dogs into a crack in the ice as he spoke, over went the sledge and hurled them all out upon the ice.

Musha! but yeve done it!

Hallo, West! are you hurt? cried Fred anxiously, as he observed the sailor fall heavily on the ice.

Oh no, sir; all right, thank you, replied the man, rising alertly and limping to the sledge. Only knocked the skin off my shin, sir.

West was a quiet, serious, polite man, an American by birth, who was much liked by the crew in consequence of a union of politeness and modesty with a disposition to work far beyond his strength. He was not very robust, however, and in powers of physical endurance scarcely fitted to engage in an Arctic expedition.

An dont ye think its worth makin inquiries about me? cried ORiley, who had been tossed into a crevice in the hummock, where he lay jammed and utterly unable to move.

Fred and the Esquimau laughed heartily while ORiley extricated himself from his awkward position. Fortunately no damage was done, and in five minutes they were flying over the frozen sea as madly as ever in the direction of the point at the opposite side of Red-Snow Valley, where a cloud of frost-smoke indicated open water.

Now, look you, Mr. Meetuck, av ye do that again yell better dont, let me tell ye. Sure the back o mes brack entirely, said ORiley, as he re-arranged himself with a look of comfort that belied his words. Och, there ye go again, he cried, as the sledge suddenly fell about six inches from a higher level to a lower, where the floe had cracked, causing the teeth of the whole party to come together with a snap. A man dursnt spake for fear o bitin his tongue off.

No fee, said Meetuck, looking over his shoulder with a broader smirk.

No fee, ye lump of pork! its a double fee Ill have to pay the dacter an ye go on like that.

No fee was Meetucks best attempt at the words no fear. He had picked up a little English during his brief sojourn with the sailors, and already understood much of what was said to him; but words were as yet few, and his manner of pronouncing them peculiar.

Holo! look! look! cried the Esquimau, suddenly checking the dogs and leaping off the sledge.

Eh! what! where? ejaculated Fred, seizing his musket.

I think I see something, sir, said West, shading his eyes with his hand, and gazing earnestly in the direction indicated by Meetuck.

So do I, be the mortial, said ORiley in a hoarse whisper. I see the mountains and the sky, I do, as plain as the nose on me face!

Hush! stop your nonsense, man, said Fred. I see a deer, Im certain of it.

Meetuck nodded violently to indicate that Fred was right.

Well, whats to be done? Luckily we are well to leeward, and it has neither sighted nor scented us.

Meetuck replied by gestures and words to the effect that West and ORiley should remain with the dogs, and keep them quiet under the shelter of a hummock, while he and Fred should go after the reindeer. Accordingly, away they went, making a pretty long detour in order to gain the shore, and come upon it under the shelter of the grounded floes, behind which they might approach without being seen. In hurrying along the coast they observed the footprints of a musk-ox, and also of several Arctic hares and foxes; which delighted them much, for hitherto they had seen none of these animals, and were beginning to be fearful lest they should not visit that part of the coast at all. Of course Fred knew not what sort of animals had made the tracks in question, but he was an adept at guessing, and the satisfied looks of his companion gave him reason to believe that he was correct in his surmises.

In half-an-hour they came within range, and Fred, after debating with himself for some time as to the propriety of taking the first shot, triumphed over himself, and stepping back a pace, motioned to the Esquimau to fire. But Meetuck was an innate gentleman, and modestly declined; so Fred advanced, took a good aim, and fired.

The deer bounded away, but stumbled as it went, showing that it was wounded.

Ha! ha! Meetuck, exclaimed Fred, as he recharged in tremendous excitement (taking twice as long to load in consequence), Ive improved a little, you see, in my shoot  oh bother this  ramrod!  tut! tut! there, thats it.

Bang went Meetucks musket at that moment, and the deer tumbled over upon the snow.

Well done, old fellow! cried Fred, springing forward. At the same instant a white hare darted across his path, at which he fired, without even putting the gun to his shoulder, and knocked it over, to his own intense amazement.

The three shots were the signal for the men to come up with the sledge, which they did at full gallop, ORiley driving, and flourishing the long whip about in a way that soon entangled it hopelessly with the dogs traces.

Ah, then, yeve done it this time, ye have, sure enough. Musha! what a purty crature it is. Now, isnt it, West? Stop, then, wont ye (to the restive dogs); yeve broke my heart entirely, and the whips tied up into iver so many knots. Arrah, Meetuck! ye may drive yer coach yerself for me, you may; Ive had more nor enough of it.

In a few minutes the deer and the hare were lashed to the sledge  which the Irishman asserted was a great improvement, inasmuch as the carcass of the former made an excellent seat  and they were off again at full gallop over the floes. They travelled without further interruption or mishap, until they drew near to the open water, when suddenly they came upon a deep fissure or crack in the ice about four feet wide, with water in the bottom. Here they came to a dead stop.

Arrah! whats to be done now? inquired ORiley.

Indeed I dont know, replied Fred, looking toward Meetuck for advice.

Hup, cut-up ice, mush, hurroo! said that fat individual. Fortunately he followed his advice with a practical illustration of its meaning. Seizing an axe, he ran to the nearest hummock, and chopping it down, rolled the heaviest pieces he could move into the chasm. The others followed his example, and in the course of an hour the place was bridged across, and the sledge passed over. But the dogs required a good deal of coaxing to get them to trust to this rude bridge, which their sagacity taught them was not to be depended on like the works of nature.

A quarter of an hours drive brought them to a place where there was another crack of little more than two feet across. Meetuck stretched his neck and took a steady look at this as they approached it at full gallop. Being apparently satisfied with his scrutiny, he resumed his look of self-satisfied placidity.

Look out, Meetuck  pull up! cried Fred in some alarm; but the Esquimau paid no attention.

O morther! were gone now for iver, exclaimed ORiley, shutting his eyes and clenching his teeth as he laid fast hold of the sides of the sledge.

The feet of the dogs went faster and faster until they pattered on the hard surface of the snow like rain. Round came the long whip, as ORiley said, like the shot of a young cannon, and the next moment they were across, skimming over the ice on the other side like the wind.

It happened that there had been a break in the ice at this point on the previous night, and the floes had been cemented by a sheet of ice only an inch thick. Upon this, to the consternation even of Meetuck himself, they now passed, and in a moment, ere they were aware, they were passing over a smooth, black surface that undulated beneath them like the waves of the sea, and crackled fearfully. There was nothing for it but to go on. A moments halt would have allowed the sledge to break through, and leave them struggling in the water. There was no time for remark. Each man held his breath. Meetuck sent the heavy lash with a tremendous crack over the backs of the whole team; but just as they neared the solid floe the left runner broke through. In a moment the men flung themselves horizontally upon their breasts, and scrambled over the smooth surface until they gained the white ice, while the sledge and the dogs nearest to it were sinking. One vigorous pull, however, by dogs and men together, dragged the sledge upon the solid floe, even before the things in it had got wet.

Safe! cried Fred, as he hauled on the sledge rope to drag it farther out of danger.

So we are, replied ORiley, breathing very hard; and its meself thought to have had a wet skin at this minute.  Come, West, lind a hand to fix the dogs, will ye?

A few minutes sufficed to put all to rights and enable them to start afresh. Being now in the neighbourhood of dangerous ice, they advanced with a little more caution; the possibility of seals being in the neighbourhood also rendered them more circumspect. It was well that they were on the alert, for a band of seals were soon after descried in a pool of open water not far ahead, and one of them was lying on the ice.

There were no hummocks, however, in the neighbourhood to enable them to approach unseen; but the Esquimau was prepared for such a contingency. He had brought a small sledge, of about two feet in length by a foot and a half in breadth, which he now unfastened from the large sledge, and proceeded quietly to arrange it, to the surprise of his companions, who had not the least idea what he was about to do, and watched his proceedings with much interest.

Is it to sail on the ice yere goin, boy? inquired ORiley at last, when he saw Meetuck fix a couple of poles, about four feet long, into a hole in the little sledge, like two masts, and upon these spread a piece of canvas upwards of a yard square, with a small hole in the centre of it.

But Meetuck answered not. He fastened the canvas sail to a cross-yard above and below. Then placing a harpoon and coil of rope on the sledge, and taking up his musket, he made signs to the party to keep under the cover of a hummock, and, pushing the sledge before him, advanced towards the seals in a stooping posture, so as to be completely hid behind the bit of canvas.

O the haythen! I see it now! exclaimed ORiley, his face puckering up with fun. Ah, but its a cliver trick, no doubt of it.

What a capital dodge! said Fred, crouching behind the hummock, and watching the movements of the Esquimau with deep interest.

West, hand me the little telescope; youll find it in the pack.

Here it is, sir, said the man, pulling out a glass of about six inches long, and handing it to Fred.

How many is there, an ye plaze?

Six, I think; yes  one, two, three  I cant make them out quite, but I think there are six, besides the one on the ice. Hist! there he sees him. Ah, Meetuck, hes too quick for you.

As he spoke the seal on the ice began to show symptoms of alarm. Meetuck had approached to within shot, but he did not fire; the wary Esquimau had caught sight of another object which a lump of ice had hitherto concealed from view. This was no less a creature than a walrus, who chanced at that time to come up to take a gulp of fresh air and lave his shaggy front in the brine, before going down again to the depths of his ocean home. Meetuck, therefore, allowed the seal to glide quietly into the sea, and advanced towards this new object of attack. At length he took a steady aim through the hole in the canvas screen, and fired. Instantly the seals dived, and at the same time the water round the walrus was lashed into foam and tinged with red. It was evidently badly wounded, for had it been only slightly hurt it would probably have dived.

Meetuck immediately seized his harpoon, and rushed towards the struggling monster; while Fred grasped a gun and ORiley a harpoon, and ran to his assistance. West remained to keep back the dogs. As Meetuck gained the edge of the ice the walrus recovered partially, and tried, with savage fury, to reach his assailant, who planted the harpoon deep in its breast, and held on to the rope while the animal dived.

Whereabouts is he? cried ORiley, as he came panting to the scene of action.

As he spoke the walrus ascended almost under his nose, with a loud bellow, and the Irishman started back in terror, as he surveyed at close quarters, for the first time, the colossal and horrible countenance of this elephant of the Northern Seas. ORiley was no coward, but the suddenness of the apparition was too much for him, and we need not wonder that in his haste he darted the harpoon far over the animals head into the sea beyond. Neither need we feel surprised that when Fred took aim at its forehead, the sight of its broad muzzle fringed with a bristling moustache, and defended by huge tusks, caused him to miss it altogether. But ORiley recovered, hauled his harpoon back, and succeeded in planting it deep under the creatures left flipper; and Fred, reloading, lodged a ball in its head, which finished it. With great labour the four men, aided by the dogs, drew it out upon the ice.

This was a great prize, for walrus-flesh is not much inferior to beef, and would be an acceptable addition of fresh meat for the use of the Dolphins crew; and there was no chance of it spoiling, for the frost was now severe enough to freeze every animal solid almost immediately after it was killed.

The body of this walrus was not less than eighteen feet long and eleven in circumference. It was more like an elephant in bulk and rotundity than any other creature. It partook very much of the form of a seal, having two large paw-like flippers, with which, when struggling for life, it had more than once nearly succeeded in getting upon the ice. Its upper face had a square, bluff aspect, and its broad muzzle and cheeks were completely covered by a coarse, quill-like beard of bristles, which gave to it a peculiarly ferocious appearance. The notion that the walrus resembles man is very much overrated. The square, bluff shape of the head already referred to destroys the resemblance to humanity when distant, and its colossal size does the same when near. Spine of the seals deserve this distinction more, their drooping shoulders and oval faces being strikingly like to those of man when at a distance. The white ivory tusks of this creature were carefully measured by Fred, and found to be thirty inches long.

The resemblance of the walrus to our domestic land-animals has obtained for it, among sailors, the names of the sea-horse and sea-cow; and the records of its ferocity when attacked are numerous. Its hide is nearly an inch thick, and is put to many useful purposes by the Esquimaux, who live to a great extent on the flesh of this creature. They cut up his hide into long lines to attach to the harpoons with which they catch himself, the said harpoons being pointed with his own tusks. This tough hide is not the only garment the walrus wears to protect him from the cold. He also wears under-flannels of thick fat and a top-coat of close hair, so that he can take a siesta on an iceberg without the least inconvenience. Talking of siestas, by the way, the walrus is sometimes caught napping. Occasionally, when the weather is intensely cold, the hole through which he crawls upon the ice gets frozen over so solidly that, on waking, he finds it beyond even his enormous power to break it. In this extremity there is no alternative but to go to sleep again, and  die! which he does as comfortably as he can. The Polar bears, however, are quick to smell him out, and assembling round his carcass for a feast, they dispose of him, body and bones, without ceremony.

As it was impossible to drag this unwieldy animal to the ship that night, for the days had now shortened very considerably, the hunters hauled it towards the land, and having reached the secure ice, prepared to encamp for the night under the lee of a small iceberg.




Chapter XII.

A dangerous sleep interrupted  A night in a snow-hut, and an unpleasant visitor  Snowed up.



Now, then, cried Fred, as they drew up on a level portion of the ice-floe, where the snow on its surface was so hard that the runners of the sledge scarce made an impression on it, let us to work, lads, and get the tarpaulins spread. We shall have to sleep to-night under star-spangled bed-curtains.

Troth, said ORiley, gazing round towards the land, where the distant cliffs loomed black and heavy in the fading light, and out upon the floes and hummocks, where the frost-smoke from pools of open water on the horizon circled round the pinnacles of the icebergs troth, its a cowld place intirely to go to wans bed in, but that fat-faced Exqueemaw seems to be settin about it quite coolly; so here goes!

It would be difficult to set about it otherwise than coolly with the thermometer forty-five below zero, remarked Fred, beating his hands together, and stamping his feet, while the breath issued from his mouth like dense clouds of steam, and fringed the edges of his hood and the breast of his jumper with hoar-frost.

Its quite purty, it is, remarked ORiley, in reference to this wreath of hoar-frost, which covered the upper parts of each of them; its jist like the ermine that kings and queens wear, so Im towld, and its chaper a long way.

I dont know that, said Joseph West. It has cost us a rough voyage and a winter in the Arctic Regions, if it doesnt cost us more yet, to put that ermine fringe on our jumpers. I can make nothing of this knot; try what you can do with it, messmate, will you?

Sorra wan o mell try it, cried ORiley, suddenly leaping up and swinging both arms violently against his shoulders; Ive got two hands, I have, but niver a finger on them  leastwise I feel none, though it is some small degrae o comfort to see them.

My toes are much in the same condition, said West, stamping vigorously until he brought back the circulation.

Dance, then, wid me, cried the Irishman, suiting his action to the word. Ive a mortial fear o bein bit wid the frost  for its no joke, let me tell you. Didnt I see a whole ships crew wance that wos wrecked in the Gulf o St. Lawrence about the beginnin o winter, and before they got to a part o the coast where there was a house belongin to the fur-traders, ivery man-jack o them was frost-bit more or less, they wor. Wan lost a thumb, and another the jint of a finger or two, and most o them had two or three toes off, an there wos wan poor fellow who lost the front half o wan fut an the heel o the other, an two inches o the bone was stickin out. Sure its truth Im tellin ye, for I seed it wid me own two eyes, I did.

The earnest tones in which the last words were spoken convinced his comrades that ORiley was telling the truth, so having a decided objection to be placed in similar circumstances, they danced and beat each other until they were quite in a glow.

Why, what are you at there, Meetuck? exclaimed Fred, pausing.

Igloe make, replied the Esquimau.

Ig  what? inquired ORiley.

Oh, I see! shouted Fred, hes going to make a snow-hut  igloes they call them here. Capital!  I never thought of that. Come along; lets help him!

Meetuck was indeed about to erect one of those curious dwellings of snow in which, for the greater part of the year, his primitive countrymen dwell. He had no taste for star-spangled bed-curtains, when solid walls, whiter than the purest dimity, were to be had for nothing. His first operation in the erection of this hut was to mark out a circle of about seven feet diameter. From the inside of this circle the snow was cut by means of a long knife in the form of slabs nearly a foot thick, and from two to three feet long, having a slight convexity on the outside. These slabs were then so cut and arranged that, when they were piled upon each other round the margin of the circle, they formed a dome-shaped structure like a bee-hive, which was six feet high inside, and remarkably solid. The slabs were cemented together with loose snow, and every accidental chink or crevice filled up with the same material. The natives sometimes insert a block of clear ice in the roof for a window, but this was dispensed with on the present occasion  first, because there was no light to let in; and, secondly, because if there had been, they didnt want it.

The building of the hut occupied only an hour, for the hunters were cold and hungry, and in their case the old proverb might have been paraphrased, No work, no supper. A hole, just large enough to permit a man to creep through on his hands and knees, formed the door of this bee-hive. Attached to this hole, and cemented to it, was a low tunnel of about four feet in length. When finished, both ends of the tunnel were closed up with slabs of hard snow, which served the purpose of double doors, and effectually kept out the cold.

While this tunnel was approaching completion, Fred retired to a short distance, and sat down to rest a few minutes on a block of ice.

A great change had come over the scene during the time they were at work on the snow-hut. The night had settled down, and now the whole sky was lit up with the vivid and beautiful coruscations of the aurora borealis  that magnificent meteor of the North which, in some measure, makes up to the inhabitants for the absence of the sun. It spread over the whole extent of the sky in the form of an irregular arch, and was intensely brilliant. But the brilliancy varied, as the green ethereal fire waved mysteriously to and fro, or shot up long streamers toward the zenith. These streamers, or merry dancers, as they are sometimes termed, were at times peculiarly bright. Their colour was most frequently yellowish white, sometimes greenish, and once or twice of a lilac tinge. The strength of the light was something greater than that of the moon in her quarter, and the stars were dimmed when the aurora passed over them as if they had been covered with a delicate gauze veil.

But that which struck our hero as being most remarkable was the magnitude and dazzling brightness of the host of stars that covered the black firmament. It seemed as if they were magnified in glory, and twinkled so much that the sky seemed, as it were, to tremble with light. A feeling of deep solemnity filled Freds heart as he gazed upwards; and as he thought upon the Creator of these mysterious worlds, and remembered that he came to this little planet of ours to work out the miracle of our redemption, the words that he had often read in the Bible, Lord, what is man, that thou art mindful of him? came forcibly to his remembrance, and he felt the appropriateness of that sentiment which the sweet singer of Israel has expressed in the words, Praise ye him, sun and moon; praise him, all ye stars of light.

There was a deep, solemn stillness all around  a stillness widely different from that peaceful composure which characterizes a calm day in an inhabited land. It was the death-like stillness of that most peculiar and dreary desolation which results from the total absence of animal existence. The silence was so oppressive that it was with a feeling of relief he listened to the low, distant voices of the men as they paused ever and anon in their busy task to note and remark on the progress of their work. In the intense cold of an Arctic night the sound of voices can be heard at a much greater distance than usual, and although the men were far off, and hummocks of ice intervened between them and Fred, their tones broke distinctly, though gently, on his ear. Yet these sounds did not interrupt the unusual stillness. They served rather to impress him more forcibly with the vastness of that tremendous solitude in the midst of which he stood.

Gradually his thoughts turned homeward, and he thought of the dear ones who circled round his own fireside, and perchance talked of him  of the various companions he had left behind, and the scenes of life and beauty where he used to wander. But such memories led him irresistibly to the Far North again; for in all home-scenes the figure of his father started up, and he was back again in an instant, searching toilsomely among the floes and icebergs of the Polar Seas. It was the invariable ending of poor Freds meditations, and, however successful he might be in entering for a time into the spirit of fun that characterized most of the doings of his shipmates, and in following the bent of his own joyous nature, in the hours of solitude and in the dark night, when no one saw him, his mind ever reverted to the one engrossing subject, like the oscillating needle to the Pole.

As he continued to gaze up long and earnestly into the starry sky, his thoughts began to wander over the past and the present at random, and a cold shudder warned him that it was time to return to the hut. But the wandering thoughts and fancies seemed to chain him to the spot, so that he could not tear himself away. Then a dreamy feeling of rest and comfort began to steal over his senses, and he thought how pleasant it would be to lie down and slumber; but he knew that would be dangerous, so he determined not to do it.

Suddenly he felt himself touched, and heard a voice whispering in his ear. Then it sounded loud. Hallo, sir! Mr. Ellice! Wake up, sir! dye hear me? and he felt himself shaken so violently that his teeth rattled together. Opening his eyes reluctantly, he found that he was stretched at full length on the snow, and Joseph West was shaking him by the shoulder as if he meant to dislocate his arm.

Hallo, West! is that you? Let me alone, man, I want to sleep. Fred sank down again instantly: that deadly sleep produced by cold, and from which those who indulge in it never awaken, was upon him.

Sleep! cried West frantically; youll die, sir, if you dont rouse up.  Hallo! Meetuck! ORiley! help! here.

I tell you, murmured Fred faintly, I want to sleep  only a moment or two  ah! I see; is the hut finished? Well, well, go, leave me. Ill follow  in  a

His voice died away again, just as Meetuck and ORiley came running up. The instant the former saw how matters stood, he raised Fred in his powerful arms, set him on his feet, and shook him with such vigour that it seemed as if every bone in his body must be forced out of joint.

What mane ye by that, ye blubber-bag? cried the Irishman wrathfully, doubling his mittened fists and advancing in a threatening manner towards the Esquimau; but seeing that the savage paid not the least attention to him, and kept on shaking Fred violently with a good-humoured smile on his countenance, he wisely desisted from interfering.

In a few minutes Fred was able to stand and look about him with a stupid expression, and immediately the Esquimau dragged and pushed and shook him along towards the snow-hut, into which he was finally thrust, though with some trouble, in consequence of the lowness of the tunnel. Here, by means of rubbing and chafing, with a little more buffeting, he was restored to some degree of heat, on seeing which, Meetuck uttered a quiet grunt and immediately set about preparing supper.

I do believe Ive been asleep, said Fred, rising and stretching himself vigorously as the bright flame of a tin lamp shot forth and shed a yellow lustre on the white walls.

Aslaap is it! be me conscience an ye have jist. Oh, then, may I niver indulge in the same sort o slumber!

Why so? asked Fred in some surprise.

You fell asleep on the ice, sir, answered West, while he busied himself in spreading the tarpaulin and blanket-bags on the floor of the hut, and you were very near frozen to death.

Frozen, musha! Im not too sure that hes melted yit! said ORiley, taking him by the arm and looking at him dubiously.

Fred laughed. Oh yes; Im melted now! But lets have supper, else I shall faint for hunger. Did I sleep many hours?

You slept only five minutes, said West, in some surprise at the question. You were only gone about ten minutes altogether.

This was indeed the case. The intense desire for sleep which is produced in Arctic countries when the frost seizes hold of the frame soon confuses the faculties of those who come under its influence. As long as Fred had continued to walk and work he felt quite warm; but the instant he sat down on the lump of ice to rest, the frost acted on him. Being much exhausted, too, by labour and long fasting, he was more susceptible than he would otherwise have been to the influence of cold, so that it chilled him at once, and produced that deadly lethargy from which, but for the timely aid of his companions, he would never have recovered.

The arrangements for supping and spending the night made rapid progress, and, under the influence of fire and animal heat  for the dogs were taken in beside them  the igloe became comfortably warm. Yet the snow-walls did not melt, or become moist, the intense cold without being sufficient to counteract and protect them from the heat within. The fair roof, however, soon became very dingy, and the odour of melted fat rather powerful. But Arctic travellers are proof against such trifles.

The tarpaulin was spread over the floor, and a tin lamp, into which several fat portions of the walrus were put, was suspended from a stick thrust into the wall. Bound this lamp the hunters circled, each seated on his blanket-bag, and each attended to the duty which devolved upon him. Meetuck held a tin kettle over the flame till the snow with which it was filled melted and became cold water, and then gradually heated until it boiled; and all the while he employed himself in masticating a lump of raw walrus-flesh, much to the amusement of Fred, and to the disgust, real or pretended, of ORiley. But the Irishman, and Fred too, and every man on board the Dolphin, came at last to relish raw meat, and to long for it! The Esquimaux prefer it raw in these parts of the world (although some travellers assert that in more southern latitudes they prefer cooked meat); and with good reason, for it is much more nourishing than cooked flesh, and learned, scientific men who have wintered in the Arctic Regions have distinctly stated that in those cold countries they found raw meat to be better for them than cooked meat, and they assure us that they at last came to prefer it! We would not have our readers to begin forthwith to dispense with the art of cookery, and cast Soyer to the dogs; but we would have them henceforth refuse to accept that common opinion and vulgar error that Esquimaux eat their food raw because they are savages. They do it because nature teaches them that, under the circumstances, it is best.

The duty that devolved upon ORiley was to roast small steaks of the walrus, in which operation he was assisted by West; while Fred undertook to get out the biscuit-bag and pewter plates, and to infuse the coffee when the water should boil. It was a strange feast in a strange place, but it proved to be a delightful one, for hunger requires not to be tempted, and is not fastidious.

Oh, but its good, isnt it? remarked ORiley, smacking his lips, as he swallowed a savoury morsel of the walrus and tossed the remnant, a sinewy bit, to Dumps, who sat gazing sulkily at the flame of the lamp, having gorged himself long before the bipeds began supper.

Arrah! ye wont take it, wont ye?  Here, Poker!

Poker sprang forward, wagging the stump of his tail, and turned his head to one side, as if to say, Well, whats up? Any fun going?

Here, take that, old boy; Dumps is sulky.

Poker took it at once, and a single snap caused it to vanish. He, too, had finished supper, and evidently ate the morsel to please the Irishman.

Hand me the coffee, Meetuck, said Fred. The biscuit lies beside you, West; dont give in so soon, man.

Thank you, sir; I have about done.

Meetuck, ye haythen, try a bit o the roast; do now, av it was only to plaze me.

Meetuck shook his head quietly, and, cutting a fifteenth lump off the mass of raw walrus that lay beside him, proceeded leisurely to devour it.

The dogs is nothin to him, muttered ORiley. Isnt it a curious thing, now, to think that were all at sea a-eatin, and drinkin, and slaapin  or goin to slaap  jist as if we wor on the land, and the great ocean away down below us there, wid whales, and seals, and walruses, and mermaids, for what I know, a-swimmin about jist under whare we sit, and maybe lookin through the ice at us this very minute. Isnt it quare?

It is odd, said Fred, laughing, and not a very pleasant idea. However, as there is at least twelve feet of solid ice between us and the company you mention, we dont need to care much.

Ov coorse not, replied ORiley, nodding his head approvingly as he lighted his pipe; thats my mind intirely  in all cases o danger, when ye dont need to be afeard, you neednt much care. Its a good chart to steer by, that same.

This last remark seemed to afford so much food for thought to the company that nothing further was said by any one until Fred rose and proposed to turn in. West had already crawled into his blanket-bag, and was stretched out like a mummy on the floor, and the sound of Meetucks jaws still continued as he winked sleepily over the walrus-meat, when a scraping was heard outside the hut.

Sure, its the foxes; Ill go and look, whispered ORiley, laying down his pipe and creeping to the mouth of the tunnel.

He came back, however, faster than he went, with a look of consternation, for the first object that confronted him on looking out was the enormous head of a Polar bear. To glance round for their fire-arms was the first impulse, but these had unfortunately been left on the sledge outside. What was to be done? They had nothing but their clasp-knives in the igloe. In this extremity Meetuck cut a large hole in the back of the hut, intending to creep out and procure one of the muskets; but the instant the opening was made the bears head filled it up. With a savage yell ORiley seized the lamp and dashed the flaming fat in the creatures face. It was a reckless deed, for it left them all in the dark; but the bear seemed to think himself insulted, for he instantly retreated, and when Meetuck emerged and laid hold of a gun he had disappeared.

They found, on issuing into the open air, that a stiff breeze was blowing, which, from the threatening appearance of the sky, promised to become a gale; but as there was no apprehension to be entertained in regard to the stability of the floe, they returned to the hut, taking care to carry in their arms along with them. Having patched up the hole, closed the doors, rekindled the lamp, and crept into their respective bags, they went to sleep; for, however much they might dread the return of Bruin, sleep was a necessity of nature that would not be denied.

Meanwhile the gale freshened into a hurricane, and was accompanied with heavy snow, and when they attempted to move next morning, they found it impossible to face it for a single moment. There was no alternative, therefore, but to await the termination of the gale, which lasted two days, and kept them close prisoners all the time. It was very wearisome, doubtless, but they had to submit, and sought to console themselves and pass the time as pleasantly as possible by sleeping, and eating, and drinking coffee.




Chapter XIII.

Journey resumed  The hunters meet with bears and have a great fight, in which the dogs are sufferers  A bears dinner  Mode in which Arctic rocks travel  The ice-belt.



On the abating of the great storm referred to in the last chapter, the hunters sought to free themselves from their snowy prison, and succeeded in burrowing, so to speak, upwards after severe labour, for the hut was buried in drift which the violence of the gale had rendered extremely compact.

ORiley was the first to emerge into the upper world. Having dusted the snow from his garments, and shaken himself like a Newfoundland dog, he made sundry wry faces, and gazed round him with the look of a man that did not know very well what to do with himself.

Its a quare place, it is, intirely, he remarked, with a shake of the head that betokened intense sagacity, while he seated himself on a mound of snow and watched his comrades as they busied themselves in dragging their sleeping-bags and cooking utensils from the cavern they had just quitted. ORiley seemed to be in a contemplative mood, for he did not venture any further remark, although he looked unutterable things as he proceeded quietly to fill his little black pipe.

Ho! ORiley, lend a hand, you lazy fellow, cried Fred; work first and play afterwards, you skulker.

Sure that same is what Im doin, replied ORiley with a bland smile, which he eclipsed in a cloud of smoke. Havent I bin workin like a naagur for two hours to git out of that hole, and aint I playin a tune on me pipe now? But I wont be cross-grained. Ill lind ye a hand av ye behave yerself. Its a bad thing to be cross-grained, he continued, pocketing his pipe and assisting to arrange the sledge; me owld grandmother always towld me that, and she wos wise, she wos, beyand ordnr. More like Salomon nor anything else.

She must have directed that remark specially to you, I think, said Fred(Let Dumps lead, West, hes tougher than the others)  did she not, ORiley?

Be no manes. It wos to the pig she said it. Most of her conversation (and she had a power of it) wos wid the pig; and manys the word o good advice she gave it, as it sat in its usual place beside the fire fore-nint her. But it wos all thrown away, it wos, for there wosnt another pig in all the length o Ireland as had sich a will o its own; and it had a screech, too, when it wosnt plaazed, as bate all the steam whistles in the world, it did. Ive often moralated on that same, and Ive noticed that, as it is wid pigs, so it is wid men and women  some of them at laste  the more advice ye give them, the less they take.

Down, Poker! quiet, good dog! said West, as he endeavoured to restrain the ardour of the team, which, being fresh and full fed, could scarcely be held in by the united efforts of himself and Meetuck, while their companions lashed their provisions, etc., on the sledge.

Hold on, lads! cried Fred, as he fastened the last lashing. Well be ready in a second. Now, then, jump on, two of you! Catch hold of the tail-line, Meetuck! All right!

Hall right! yelled the Esquimau, as he let go the dogs and sprang upon the sledge.

The team struggled and strained violently for a few seconds in their efforts to overcome the vis inertiæ of the sledge, and it seemed as if the traces would part; but they were made of tough walrus-hide, and held on bravely, while the heavy vehicle gradually fetched way, and at length flew over the floes at the rate of seven or eight miles an hour. Travelling, however, was not now quite so agreeable as it had been when they set out from the ship; for the floes were swept bare in some places by the gale, while in other places large drifts had collected, so that the sledge was either swaying to and fro on the smooth ice, and swinging the dogs almost off their feet, or it was plunging heavily through banks of soft snow.

As the wind was still blowing fresh, and would have been dead against them had they attempted to return by a direct route to the ship, they made for the shore, intending to avail themselves of the shelter afforded by the ice-belt. Meanwhile the carcass of the walrus  at least as much of it as could not be packed on the sledge  was buried in the hut, and a spear planted above it to mark the spot.

Ha! an its cowld, said ORiley, wrapping himself more closely in his fur jumper as they sped along. I wish we wos out o the wind, I do.

Youll have your wish soon, then, answered West, for that row of icebergs were coming to will shelter us nearly all the way to the land.

Surely you are taking us too much off to the right, Meetuck, said Fred; we are getting farther away from the ship.

No fee. De win too trong. We turn hup long shore very quick, soon  ha!

Meetuck accompanied each word with a violent nod of his head, at the same time opening and shutting his mouth and winking with both eyes, being apparently impressed with the conviction that such contortions of visage rendered his meaning more apparent.

Look! look! ho! Nannook, nannook! (a bear, a bear!) whispered the Esquimau with sudden animation, just as they gained the lee of the first iceberg.

The words were unnecessary, however, for the whole party were looking ahead with the most intense eagerness at a bear which their sudden advent had aroused from a nap in the crevice of the iceberg. A little cub was discerned a moment after standing by her side, and gazing at the intruders with infantine astonishment. While the muskets were being loosened and drawn out, Meetuck let slip all the dogs, and in a few seconds they were engaged in active warfare with the enemy.

Oh! musha! Dumps is gone intirely! The quadruped referred to was tossed to a height of about thirty feet, and alighted senseless upon the ice. The bear seized him with her teeth and tossed him with an incredibly slight effort. The other dogs, nothing daunted by the fate of their comrade, attacked the couple in the rear, biting their heels, and so distracting their attention that they could not make an energetic attack in any direction. Another of the dogs, however, a young one, waxing reckless, ventured too near the old bear, and was seized by the back, and hurled high into the air, through which it wriggled violently, and descended with a sounding whack upon the ice. At the same moment a volley from the hunters sent several balls into the carcass of both mother and cub; but, although badly wounded, neither of them evinced any sign of pain or exhaustion as they continued to battle with the remaining dogs.

The dogs that had already fallen in the fray had not been used to bear-hunting; hence their signal defeat. But this was not the case with the others, all of which were old campaigners; and Poker especially, although not old in years, was a practical fighter, having been trained not to attack but to harass. The systematic and steady way in which they advanced before the bear, and retired, right and left, leading her into a profitless pursuit, was very interesting to witness. Another volley from the hunters caused them to make off more rapidly, and wounded the cub severely, so much so that in a few minutes it began to flag. Seeing this, the mother placed it in front of her, and urged it forward with her snout so quickly that it was with the utmost difficulty the men could keep up with them. A well-directed shot, however, from Fred Ellice brought the old bear to the ground; but she rose instantly, and again advanced, pushing her cub before her, while the dogs continued to embarrass her. They now began to fear that, in spite of dogs and men, the wounded bears would escape, when an opportune crack in the ice presented itself, into which they both tumbled, followed by the yelping, and we may add limping, dogs. Before they could scramble up on the other side, Meetuck and Fred, being light of foot, gained upon them sufficiently to make sure shots.

There they go, cried Fred, as the she-bear bounced out of the crack with Poker hanging to her heels. Pokers audacity had at last outstripped his sagacity, and the next moment he was performing a tremendous somersault. Before he reached the ice, Meetuck and Fred fired simultaneously, and when the smoke cleared away the old bear was stretched out in death. Hitherto the cub had acted exclusively on the defensive, and intrusted itself entirely to the protection of its dam; but now it seemed to change its character entirely. It sprang upon its mothers body, and, assuming an attitude of extreme ferocity, kept the dogs at bay, snapping and snarling right and left until the hunters came up.

For the first time since the chase began a feeling, of intense pity touched Freds heart, and he would have rejoiced at that moment had the mother risen up and made her escape with her cub. He steeled his heart, however, by reflecting that fresh provisions were much wanted on board the Dolphin; still, neither he nor his shipmates could bring themselves to shoot the gallant little animal, and it is possible that they might have made up their minds to allow it to escape after all, had not Meetuck quietly ended their difficulty by putting a ball through its heart.

Ah! then, Meetuck, said ORiley, shaking his head as they examined their prize, yere a hardhearted spalpeen, ye are, to kill a poor little baby like that in cowld blood. Well, well, its yer natur, an yer trade, so I spose its all right.

The weight of this bear, which was not of the largest size, was afterwards found to be above five hundred pounds, and her length was eight feet nine inches. The cub weighed upwards of a hundred pounds, and was larger than a Newfoundland dog.

The operation of cutting out the entrails, preparatory to packing on the sledge, was now commenced by Meetuck, whose practised hand applied the knife with the skill, though not with the delicacy, of a surgeon.

She has been a hungry bear, it seems, remarked Fred, as he watched the progress of the work, if we may judge from the emptiness of her stomach.

Och! but shes had a choice morsel, if it was a small wan, exclaimed ORiley in surprise, as he picked up a plug of tobacco. On further examination being made, it was found that this bear had dined on raisins, tobacco, pork, and adhesive plaster! Such an extraordinary mixture of articles, of course, led the party to conclude that either she had helped herself to the stores of the Dolphin placed on Store Island, or that she had fallen in with those of some other vessel. This subject afforded food for thought and conversation during the next hour or two, as they drove towards the ship along the ice-belt of the shore.

The ice-belt referred to is a zone of ice which extends along the shore from the unknown regions of the North. To the south it breaks up in summer and disappears altogether, but in the latitude which our travellers had now reached, it was a permanent feature of the scenery all the year round, following the curvatures and indentations of bays and rivers, and increasing in winter or diminishing in summer, but never melting entirely away. The surface of this ice-belt was covered with immense masses of rock many tons in weight, which had fallen from the cliffs above. Pointing to one of these as they drove along, West remarked to Fred,  

There is a mystery explained, sir. I have often wondered how huge, solitary stones, that no machinery of mans making could lift, have come to be placed on sandy shores where there were no other rocks of any kind within many miles of them. The ice must have done it, I see.

True, West. The ice, if it could speak, would explain many things that now seem to us mysterious; and yonder goes a big rock on a journey that may perhaps terminate at a thousand miles to the south of this.

The rock referred to was a large mass that became detached from the cliffs and fell, as he spoke, with a tremendous crash upon the ice-belt, along which it rolled for fifty yards. There it would lie all winter, and in spring the mass of ice to which it was attached would probably break off and float away with it to the south, gradually melting until it allowed the rock to sink to the bottom of the sea, or depositing it, perchance, on some distant shore, where such rocks are not wont to lie  there to remain an object of speculation and wonderment to the unlearned of all future ages.

Some of the bergs close to which they passed on the journey were very fantastically formed, and many of them were more than a mile long, with clear, blue, glassy surfaces, indicating that they had been but recently thrown off from the great glacier of the North. Between two of these they drove for some time, before they found that they were going into a sort of blind alley.

Sure the roads gittin narrower, observed ORiley, as he glanced up at the blue walls, which rose perpendicularly to a height of sixty feet on either hand. Have a care, Meetuck, or yell jam us up, ye will.

Tis a pity we left the ice-belt, remarked Fred, for this rough work among the bergs is bad for man and dog. How say you, Meetuck  shall we take to it again when we get through this place?

Faix, then, well niver git through, said ORiley, pointing to the end of the chasm, where a third iceberg had entirely closed the opening.

The Esquimau pulled up, and after advancing on foot a short way to examine, returned with a rueful expression on his countenance.

Ha! no passage, I suppose? said Fred.

Bad luck to ye! cried ORiley, wont ye spaak?

No rod  muss go bock, replied Meetuck, turning the dogs in the direction whence they had come, and resuming his place on the sledge.

The party had to retrace their steps half-a-mile in consequence of this unfortunate interruption, and return to the level track of the ice-belt, which they had left for a time and taken to the sea-ice, in order to avoid the sinuosities of the land. To add to their misfortunes, the dogs began to flag, so that they were obliged to walk behind the sledge at a slow pace, and snow began to fall heavily. But they pressed forward manfully, and having regained the shore-ice, continued to make their way northward towards the ship, which was now spoken of by the endearing name of home.




Chapter XIV.

Departure of the sun  Effects of darkness on dogs  Winter arrangements in the interior of the Dolphin.



It is sad to part with an old friend, especially if he be one of the oldest and best friends we ever had. When the day of departure arrives, it is of no avail that he tells us kindly he will come back again. That assurance is indeed a comfort after he is gone, and a sweet star of hope that shines brighter and brighter each day until he comes back; but it is poor consolation to us at the time of parting, when we are squeezing his hand for the last time, and trying to crush back the drops that will overflow.

The crew of the Dolphin had, in the course of that winter, to part with one of their best friends; one whom they regarded with the most devoted attachment; one who was not expected to return again till the following spring, and one, therefore, whom some of them might, perhaps, never see again.

Mivins became quite low-spirited about it, and said as ow ed ave a eavy eart for hever and hever, hamen, after he was gone. ORiley remarked, in reference to his departure, that every man in the ship was about to lose a son! Yes, indeed he did; he perpetrated that atrocious pun, and wasnt a bit ashamed of it. ORiley had perpetrated many a worse pun than that before; its to be hoped for the credit of his country he has perpetrated a few better ones since!

Yes, the period at length arrived when the great source of light and heat was about to withdraw his face from these Arctic navigators for a long, long time, and leave them in unvarying night. It was a good while, however, before he went away altogether, and for many weeks after winter set in in all its intensity, he paid them a daily visit which grew gradually shorter and shorter, until that sad evening in which he finally bade them farewell.

About the middle of October the dark months overspread the Bay of Mercy, and the reign of perpetual night began. There was something terribly depressing at first in this uninterrupted gloom, and for some time after the sun ceased to show his disk above the horizon the men of the Dolphin used to come on deck at noon, and look out for the faint streak of light that indicated the presence of the life-giving luminary with all the earnestness and longing of Eastern fire-worshippers.

The dogs, too, became sensibly affected by the continued absence of light, and seemed to draw more sympathetically than ever to their human companions in banishment. A curious and touching instance of this feeling was exhibited when the pack were sent to sleep on Store Island. A warm kennel had been erected for them there, partly in order that the ship might be kept more thoroughly clean, and partly that the dogs might act as a guard over the stores, in case bears or wolves should take a fancy to examine them. But nothing would induce the poor animals to keep away from the ship and remain beyond the sound of human voices. They deserted their comfortable abode with one consent the first time they were sent to it, preferring to spend the night by the side of the ship upon the bare snow. Coaxing them was of no use. ORiley tried it in vain.

Ah! then, said he to Dumps with a wheedling air and expression of intense affection that would have taken by storm the heart of any civilized dog, wont ye come now an lay in yer own kennel? Sure its a beautiful wan, an as warm as the heart of an iceberg. Doo come now, avic, an Ill show ye the way.

But Dumpss heart was marble; he wouldnt budge. By means of a piece of walrus, however, he was at length induced to go with the Irishman to the kennel, and was followed by the entire pack. Here ORiley endeavoured to make them comfortable, and prevailed on them to lie down and go to sleep; but whenever he attempted to leave them, they were up and at his heels in a moment.

Och! but yere too fond o me intirely, Doo lie down agin, and Ill sing ye a ditty?

True to his word, ORiley sat down by the dog-kennel, and gave vent to a howl which his owld grandmother, he said, used to sing to the pig; and whether it was the effects of this lullaby, or of the cold, it is impossible to say, but ORiley at length succeeded in slipping away and regaining the ship, unobserved by his canine friends. Half-an-hour later he went on deck to take a mouthful of fresh air before supper, and on looking over the side he saw the whole pack of dogs lying in a circle close to the ship, with Dumps comfortably asleep in the middle, and using Pokers back for a pillow.

Faix, but ye must be fond of the cowld to lie there all night when yeve got a palace on Store Island.

Fond of society, rather, observed Captain Guy, who came on deck at the moment; the poor creatures cannot bear to be left alone. It is a strange quality in dogs which I have often observed before.

Have ye, capting? Sure I thought it was all owin to the bad manners o that baste Dumps, which is for iver leadin the other dogs into mischief.

Suppers ready, sir, said Mivins, coming up the hatchway, and touching his cap.

Look here, Mivins, said ORiley, as the captain went below, can you point out the mornin star to me, lad?

The morning star? said Mivins slowly, as he thrust his hands into the breast of his jumper, and gazed upwards into the dark sky, where the starry host blazed in Arctic majesty. No, hof course, I cant. Why, dont you know that there haint no morning star when its night all round?

Faix yere right. I niver thought o that.

Mivins was evidently a little puffed up with a feeling of satisfaction at the clever way in which he had got out of the difficulty, without displaying his ignorance of astronomy, and was even venturing, in the pride of his heart, to make some speculative and startling assertions in regard to the eavenly bodies generally, when Buzzby put his head up the hatchway.

Hallo! messmates, wots ado now? Heres the supper awaitin, and the tea bilin like blazes!

Mivins instantly dived down below, as the sailors express it; and we may remark, in passing, that the expression, in this particular case, was not inappropriate, for Mivins, as we have elsewhere said, was remarkably agile and supple, and gave beholders a sort of impression that he went head-foremost at everything. ORiley followed at a more reasonable rate, and in a few minutes the crew of the Dolphin were seated at supper in the cabin, eating with as much zest, and laughing and chatting as blithely, as if they were floating calmly on their ocean home in temperate climes. Sailors are proverbially light-hearted, and in their moments of comfort and social enjoyment they easily forget their troubles. The depression of spirits that followed the first disappearance of the sun soon wore off, and they went about their various avocations cheerfully by the light of the aurora borealis and the stars.

The cabin, in which they now all lived together, had undergone considerable alterations. After the return of Fred Ellice and the hunting-party, whom we left on the ice-belt in the last chapter, the bulk-head, or partition, which separated the cabin from the hold had been taken down, and the whole was thrown into one large apartment, in order to secure a freer circulation of air and warmth. All round the walls inside of this apartment moss was piled to the depth of twelve inches to exclude the cold, and this object was further gained by the spreading of a layer of moss on the deck above. The cabin hatchway was closed, and the only entrance was at the farther end, through the hold, by means of a small doorway in the bulk-head, to which was attached a sort of porch, with a curtain of deer-skins hung in front of it. In the centre of the floor stood an iron cooking-stove, which served at once the purpose of preparing food and warming the cabin, which was lighted by several small oil lamps. These were kept burning perpetually, for there was no distinction between day and night in mid-winter, either in the cabin or out of doors.

In this snug-looking place the officers and men of the ship messed, and dwelt, and slept together; but, notwithstanding the apparent snugness, it was with the greatest difficulty they could keep themselves in a sufficient degree of warmth to maintain health and comfort. Whenever the fire was allowed to get low, the beams overhead became coated with hoar-frost; and even when the temperature was raised to the utmost possible pitch, it was cold enough, at the extreme ends of the apartment, to freeze a jug of water solid.

A large table occupied the upper end of the cabin between the stove and the stern, and round this the officers and crew were seated when ORiley entered and took his place among them. Each individual had his appointed place at the mess-table, and with unvarying regularity these places were filled at the appointed hours.

The dogs seem to be disobedient, remarked Amos Parr, as his comrade sat down; theyd be the better of a taste o Meetucks cat, I think.

Its truth yere sayin, replied ORiley, commencing a violent assault on a walrus-steak; they dont obey orders at all, at all. An Dumps, the blaggard, is as cross-grained as me grandmothers owld pig

A general laugh here interrupted the speaker, for ORiley could seldom institute a disparaging comparison without making emphatic allusion to the pig that once shared with him the hospitalities of his grandmothers cabin.

Why, everything you speak of seems to be like that wonderful pig, messmate, said Peter Grim.

Yere wrong there intirely, retorted ORiley. I niver seed nothing like it in all me thravels except yerself, and that only in regard to its muzzle, which was black and all kivered over with bristles, it wos. Ill throuble you for another steak, messmate; that walrus is great livin.  We owe ye thanks for killin it, Mister Ellice.

Youre fishing for compliments, but Im afraid I have none to give you. Your first harpoon, you know, was a little wide of the mark, if I recollect right, wasnt it?

Yis, it wos  about as wide as the first bullet. I mis-remember exactly who fired it  wos it you, Meetuck?

Meetuck, being deeply engaged with a junk of fat meat at that moment, expressed all he had to say in a convulsive gasp without interrupting his supper.

Try a bit of the bear, said Fred to Tom Singleton; its better than the walrus to my taste.

Id rather not, answered Tom, with a dubious shake of the head.

Its a most unconscionable thing to eat a beast o that sort, remarked Saunders gravely.

Especially one who has been in the habit of living on raisins and sticking-plaster, said Bolton with a grin.

I have been thinking about that, said Captain Guy, who had been for some time listening in silence to the conversation, and I cannot help thinking that Esquimaux must have found a wreck somewhere in this neighbourhood and carried away her stores, which Bruin had managed to steal from them.

May they not have got some of the stores of the brig we saw nipped some months ago? suggested Singleton.

Possibly they may.

I dinna think thats likely, said Saunders, shaking his head. Yon brig had been deserted long ago, and her stores must have been consumed, if they were taken out of her at all, before we thought o comin here.

For some time the party in the cabin ate in silence.

We must wait patiently, resumed the captain, as if he were tired of following up a fruitless train of thought. What of your theatricals, Fred? we must get them set a-going as soon as possible.

The captain spoke animatedly, for he felt that, with the prospect of a long dark winter before them, it was of the greatest importance that the spirits of the men should be kept up.

I find it difficult to beat up recruits, answered Fred, laughing; Peter Grim has flatly refused to act, and ORiley says he could no more learn a part off by heart than

His grandmothers pig could, interrupted David Mizzle, who, having concluded supper, now felt himself free to indulge in conversation.

Och! ye spalpeen, whispered the Irishman.

I have written out the half of a play which I hope to produce in a few days on the boards of our Arctic theatre with a talented company, but I must have one or two more men  one to act the part of a lady. Will you take that part, Buzzby?

Wot! me? cried the individual referred to with a stare of amazement.

Oh yes! do, Buzzby, cried several of the men with great delight. Youre just cut out for it.

Blue eyes, said one.

Fair hair, cried another.

And plump, said a third.

Wid cheeks like the hide of a walrus, cried ORiley; but, sure, it wont show wid a veil on.

Come, now, you wont refuse.

But Buzzby did refuse; not, however, so determinedly but that he was induced at last to allow his name to be entered in Freds note-book as a supernumerary.

Hark! cried the captain; surely the dogs must have smelt a bear.

There was instantly a dead silence in the cabin, and a long, loud wail from the dogs was heard outside.

Its not like their usual cry when game is near, said the second mate.

Hand me my rifle, Mivins, said the captain, springing up and pulling forward the hood of his jumper, as he hurried on deck followed by the crew.

It was a bright, still, frosty night, and the air felt intensely sharp, as if needles were pricking the skin, while the mens breath issued from their lips in white clouds and settled in hoar-frost on the edges of their hoods. The dogs were seen galloping about the ice-hummocks as if in agitation, darting off to a considerable distance at times, and returning with low whines to the ship.

It is very strange, remarked the captain. Jump down on the ice, boys, and search for footprints. Extend as far as Store Island, and see that all is right there.

In a few seconds the men scattered themselves right and left, and were lost in the gloom, while the vessel was left in charge of Mivins and four men. A strict search was made in all directions, but no traces of animals could be found; the stores on the island were found undisturbed; and gradually the dogs ceased their agitated gyrations, and seemed inclined to resume their slumbers on the ice.

Seeing this, and supposing that they were merely restless, Captain Guy recalled his men, and not long after every man in the cabin of the Dolphin was buried in profound slumber.




Chapter XV.

Strangers appear on the scene  The Esquimaux are hospitably entertained by the sailors  A spirited, traffic  Thieving propensities and summary justice.



Dumps sat on the top of a hummock, about quarter of a mile from the ship, with an expression of subdued melancholy on his countenance, and thinking, evidently, about nothing at all. Poker sat in front of him gazing earnestly and solemnly right into his eyes with a look that said, as plain as if he had spoken, What a tremendously stupid old fellow you are, to be sure! Having sat thus for full five minutes, Dumps wagged his tail. Poker, observing the action, returned the compliment with his stump. Then Poker sprang up and barked savagely, as much as to say, Play, wont you? but Dumps wouldnt; so Poker endeavoured to relieve his mind by gambolling violently round him.

We would not have drawn your attention, reader, to the antics of our canine friends, were it not for the fact that these antics attracted the notice of a personage who merits particular description. This was no other than one of the Esquimau inhabitants of the land  a woman, and such a woman! Most people would have pronounced her a man, for she wore precisely the same dress  fur jumper and long boots  that was worn by the men of the Dolphin. Her lips were thick and her nose was blunt; she wore her hair turned up, and twisted into a knot on the top of her head; her hood was thrown back, and inside of this hood there was a baby  a small and a very fat baby! It was, so to speak, a conglomerate of dumplings. Its cheeks were two dumplings, and its arms were four dumplings  one above each elbow and one below. Its hands, also, were two smaller dumplings, with ten extremely little dumplings at the end of them. This baby had a nose, of course, but it was so small that it might as well have had none; and it had a mouth, too, but that was so capacious that the half of it would have been more than enough for a baby double the size. As for its eyes they were large and black  black as two coals  and devoid of all expression save that of astonishment.

Such were the pair that stood on the edge of the ice-belt gazing down upon Dumps and Poker. And no sooner did Dumps and Poker catch sight of them than they sprang hastily towards them, wagging their tails  or, more correctly speaking, their tail and a quarter. But on a nearer approach those sagacious animals discovered that the woman and her child were strangers, whereupon they set up a dismal howl, and fled towards the ship as fast as they could run.

Now, it so happened that, at this very time, the howl of the dogs fell upon the ears of two separate parties of travellers  the one was a band of Esquimaux who were moving about in search of seals and walruses, to which band this woman and her baby belonged; the other was a party of men under command of Buzzby, who were returning to the ship after an unsuccessful hunt. Neither party saw the other, for one approached from the east, the other from the west, and the ice-belt, on the point of which the woman stood, rose up between them.

Hallo! whats yon? exclaimed Peter Grim, who was first to observe the woman.

Dunno, said Buzzby, halting; it looks like a bear.

Faix an it is, then, its got a young wan on its back, cried ORiley.

We had better advance and find out, remarked West, as he led the way, while several of the men threw up their arms in token of their friendly intentions. ORiley capered somewhat extravagantly as he drew near, partly with the intention of expressing his feelings of good-will towards the unknown, and partly in order to relieve the excitement caused by the unexpected apparition.

These demonstrations, however, had the effect of terrifying the woman, who wheeled suddenly round and made off.

Och! it is a man. Hooray, boys! give chase.

Men dont usually carry babies on their backs and tie their hair up into top-knots, remarked Grim, as he darted past in pursuit.

A few seconds sufficed to enable Grim to overtake the woman, who fell on her knees the instant she felt the sailors heavy hand on her shoulder.

Dont be afeard, we wont hurt ye, said Buzzby in a soothing tone, patting the woman on the head and raising her up.

No, avic, wes yer frinds; well not harm a hair o yer beautiful head, we wont. Ah! then, its a swate child, it is, bless its fat face, said ORiley, stroking the babys head tenderly with his big hand.

It was with difficulty that the poor creatures fears were calmed at first, but the genuine tenderness displayed by the men towards the baby, and the perfect complacency with which that conglomerate of dumplings received their caresses, soon relieved her mind, and she began to regard her captors with much curiosity, while they endeavoured by signs and words to converse with her. Unfortunately Meetuck was not with the party, he having been left on board ship to assist in a general cleaning of the cabin that had been instituted that day.

Sure, now, ye dont know how to talk with a girl at all, ye dont; let me try, cried ORiley, after several of the party had made numerous ineffectual attempts to convey their meaning. Listen to me, darlint, and dont mind them stupid grampuses. Where have ye comed from, now? tell me, dear, doo now.

ORiley accompanied the question with a smile of ineffable sweetness and a great deal of energetic pantomime, which, doubtless, explained much of his meaning to himself, but certainly to no one else.

Ah! then, ye dont understand me? Well, well, now, isnt that strange? Look you, avic, have ye seen a brig or a brigs crew anywhere betune this and the north pole?  try, now, an remimber. He illustrated this question by holding up both arms straight above his head to represent the masts of a brig, and sticking his right leg straight out in front of him, to represent the bowsprit; but the woman gazed at him with an air of obtuse gravity that might have damped the hopes even of an Irishman. ORiley prided himself, however, on not being easily beat, and despite his repeated failures, and the laughter of his messmates, was proceeding to make a third effort, when a loud shout from the cliffs caused the whole party to start and turn their eyes in that direction. The cry had been uttered by a figure whose costume bore so close a resemblance to that which they themselves wore, that they thought for a moment it was one of their own shipmates; but a second glance proved that they were mistaken, for the individual in question carried a spear, which he brandished with exceedingly fierce and warlike intentions.

Faix it must be her husband, said ORiley.

Hallo! lads, theres more on em, cried Grim, as ten or twelve Esquimaux emerged from the rents and caverns, of the ice-belt, and scrambling to the top of surrounding hummocks and eminences, gazed towards the party of white men, while they threw about their arms and legs, and accompanied their uncouth and violent gesticulations with loud, excited cries. Ive a notion, he added, that it was the scent o them chaps set the dogs off after yon strange fashion tother night.

It was evident that the Esquimaux were not only filled with unbounded astonishment at this Unexpected meeting With strangers, but were also greatly alarmed to see one of their own women in their power.

Lets send the woman over to them, suggested one of the men.

No, no; keep her as a hostage, said another.

Look out, lads, cried Buzzby, hastily examining the priming of his musket, as additional numbers of the wild inhabitants of the North appeared on the scene, and crowned the ice-belt and the hummocks around them. Lets show a bold front. Draw up in single line and hold on to the woman. West, put her in front.

The men instantly drew up in battle array, and threw forward their muskets; but as there were only a dozen of them, they presented a very insignificant group compared with the crowds of Esquimaux who appeared on the ice in front of them.

Now, then, stand fast, men, and Ill show ye wots the way to manage them chaps. Keep yer weather-eyes open, and dont let them git in rear of ye.

So saying, Buzzby took the Woman by the arm and led her out a few yards in front of his party, while the Esquimaux drew closer together, to prepare either to receive or make an attack, as the case might be. He then laid his musket down on the ice, and, still holding the woman by the arm, advanced boldly towards the natives unarmed. On approaching to within about twenty yards of them he halted, and raised both arms above his head as a sign of friendship. The signal was instantly understood, and one big fellow leaped boldly from his elevated position on a lump of ice, threw down his spear, and ran to meet the stranger.

In a few minutes Buzzby and the Esquimau leader came to a mutual understanding as to the friendly disposition of their respective parties, and the woman was delivered up to this big fellow, who turned out to be her husband after all, as ORiley had correctly guessed. The other Esquimaux, seeing the amicable terms on which the leaders met, crowded in and surrounded them.

Leave the half o ye to guard the arms, and come on the rest of ye without em, shouted Buzzby.

The men obeyed, and in a few minutes the two parties mingled together with the utmost confidence. The sailors, however, deemed it prudent to get possession of their arms again as soon as possible; and after explaining as well as they could by signs that their home was only at a short distance, the whole band started off for the ship. The natives were in a most uproarious state of hilarity, and danced and yelled as they ambled along in their hairy dresses, evidently filled with delight at the prospect of forming a friendship with the white strangers, as they afterwards termed the crew of the Dolphin, although some of the said crew were, from exposure, only a few shades lighter than themselves.

Captain Guy was busily engaged with Fred Ellice and Tom Singleton in measuring and registering the state of the tide, when this riotous band turned the point of the ice-belt to the northward, and came suddenly into view.

Jump down below, Fred, and fetch my rifle and sword; there are the natives! cried the captain, seizing his telescope. Call all hands, Mivins, and let them arm; look alive!

All ands, ahoy! shouted the steward, looking down the hatchway; tumble up there, tumble up, ere come the Heskimows. Bring your harms with ye. Look alive!

Ay, ay! shouted the men from below, and in a few minutes they crowded up the hatchway, pulling up their hoods and hauling on their mittens, for it was intensely cold.

Why, captain, there are some of our men with them, exclaimed Tom Singleton, as he looked through his pocket-glass at them.

So there are,  I see Buzzby and Grim. Come, thats fortunate, for they must have made friends with them, which it is not always easy to do. Hide your muskets, men, but keep on your cutlasses; its as well to be prepared, though I dont expect to find those people troublesome. Is the soup in the coppers, David Mizzle?

Yes, sir, it is.

Then put in an extra junk of pork, and fill it up to the brim.

While the cook went below to obey this order, the captain and half of the crew descended to the ice, and advanced unarmed to meet the natives. The remainder of the men stayed behind to guard the ship, and be ready to afford succour if need be. But the precaution was unnecessary, for the Esquimaux met the sailors in the most frank and confiding manner, and seemed quite to understand Captain Guy when he drew a line round the ship, and stationed sentries along it to prevent them from crossing. The natives had their dogs and sledges with them, and the former they picketed to the ice, while a few of their number, and the woman, whose name was Aninga, were taken on board and hospitably entertained.

It was exceedingly interesting and amusing to observe the feelings of amazement and delight expressed by those barbarous but good-humoured and intelligent people at everything they saw. While food was preparing for them, they were taken round the ship, on deck and below, and the sailors explained, in pantomime, the uses of everything. They laughed, and exclaimed, and shouted, and even roared with delight, and touched everything with their fingers, just as monkeys are wont to do when let loose. Captain Guy took Aninga and her tall husband, Awatok, to the cabin, where, through the medium of Meetuck, he explained the object of their expedition, and questioned the chief as to his knowledge of the country. Unfortunately Awatok and his band had travelled from the interior to the coast, and never having been more than twenty or thirty miles to the north of the Bay of Mercy, could give no information either in regard to the formation of the coast or the possibility of Europeans having wintered there. In fact, neither he nor his countrymen had ever seen Europeans before, and they were so much excited that it was difficult to obtain coherent answers to questions. The captain, therefore, postponed further inquiries until they had become somewhat accustomed to the novelty of their position.

Meanwhile, David Mizzle furnished them with a large supply of pea-soup, which they seemed to relish amazingly. Not so, however, the salt pork with which it had been made. They did, indeed, condescend to eat it, but they infinitely preferred a portion of raw walrus-flesh, which had been reserved as food for the dogs, and which they would speedily have consumed had it not been removed out of their reach. Having finished this, they were ordered to return to their camp on the ice beside the ship, and a vigorous barter was speedily begun.

First of all, however, a number of presents were made to them, and it would really have done your heart good, reader, to have witnessed the extravagant joy displayed by them on receiving such trifles as bits of hoop-iron, beads, knives, scissors, needles, etc. Iron is as precious among them as gold is among civilized people. The small quantities they possessed of it had been obtained from the few portions of wrecks that had drifted ashore in their ice-bound land. They used it for pointing their spear-heads and harpoons, which, in default of iron, were ingeniously made of ivory from the tusks of the walrus and the horn of the narwal. A bit of iron, therefore, was received with immense glee, and a penny looking-glass with shouts of delight.

But the present which drew forth the most uproarious applause was a Union Jack, which the captain gave to their chief, Awatok. He was in the cabin when it was presented to him. On seeing its gaudy colours unrolled, and being told that it was a gift to himself and his wife, he caught his breath, and stared, as if in doubt, alternately at the flag and the captain; then he gave vent to a tremendous shout, seized the flag, hugged it in his arms, and darted up on deck literally roaring with delight. The sympathetic hearts of the natives on the ice echoed the cry before they knew the cause of it; but when they beheld the prize, they yelled, and screamed, and danced, and tossed their arms in the air in the most violent manner.

Theyre all mad, ivery mothers son o them, exclaimed ORiley, who for some time had been endeavouring to barter an old rusty knife for a pair of seal-skin boots.

They looks like it, said Grim, who stood looking on with his legs apart and his arms crossed, and grinning from ear to ear.

To add to the confusion, the dogs became affected with the spirit of excitement that filled their masters, and gave vent to their feelings in loud and continuous howling which nothing could check. The imitative propensity of these singular people was brought rather oddly into play during the progress of traffic. Buzzby had produced a large roll of tobacco  which they knew the use of, having been already shown how to use a pipe  and cut off portions of it, which he gave in exchange for fox-skins, and deer-skins, and seal-skin boots. Observing this, a very sly, old Esquimau began to slice up a deer-skin into little pieces, which he intended to offer for the small pieces of tobacco! He was checked, however, before doing much harm to the skin, and the principles of exchange were more perfectly explained to him.

The skins and boots, besides walrus and seal flesh, which the crew were enabled to barter at this time, were of the utmost importance, for their fresh provisions had begun to get low, and their boots were almost worn out, so that the scene of barter was exceedingly animated. Davie Summers and his master, Mivins, shone conspicuous as bargain makers, and carried to their respective bunks a large assortment of native articles. Fred, and Tom Singleton, too, were extremely successful, and in a few hours a sufficient amount of skins were bartered to provide them with clothing for the winter. The quantity of fresh meat obtained, however, was not enough to last them a week, for the Esquimaux lived from hand to mouth, and the crew felt that they must depend on their own exertions in the hunt for this indispensable article of food, without which they could not hope to escape the assaults of the sailors dread enemy, scurvy.

Meetucks duties were not light upon this occasion, as you may suppose.

Arrah! then, dont ye onderstand me? cried ORiley, in an excited tone, to a particularly obtuse and remarkably fat Esquimau, who was about as sharp at a bargain as himself. Hallo! Meetuck, come here, do, and tell this pork-faced spalpeen what Im sayin. Sure I couldnt spake plainer av I wos to try.

Ill never get this fellow to understand, said Fred. Meetuck, my boy, come here and explain to him.

Ho! Meetuck, shouted Peter Grim, give this old blockhead a taste o your lingo, I never met his match for stupidity.

I do believe that this rascal wants the ole of this ball o twine for the tusk of a sea-oss.  Meetuck! weres Meetuck? I say, give us a and ere, like a good fellow, cried Mivins; but Mivins cried in vain, for at that moment Saunders had violently collared the interpreter and dragged him towards an old Esquimau woman, whose knowledge of Scotch had not proved sufficient to enable her to understand the energetically-expressed words of the second mate.

During all this time the stars had been twinkling brightly in the sky, and the aurora shed a clear light upon the scene, while the air was still calm and cold; but a cloud or two now began to darken the horizon to the north-east, and a puff of wind blew occasionally over the icy plain, and struck with such chilling influence on the frames of the traffickers, that with one consent they closed their business for that day, and the Esquimaux prepared to return to their snow village, which was about ten miles to the southward, and which village had been erected by them only three days previous to their discovery of the ship.

Im sorry to find, remarked the captain to those who were standing near him, that these poor creatures have stolen a few trifling articles from below. I dont like to break the harmonious feeling which now exists between us for the sake of a few worthless things, but I know that it does more harm than good to pass over an offence with the natives of these regions, for they attribute our forbearance to fear.

Perhaps you had better tax them with the theft, suggested the surgeon; they may confess it, if we dont look very angry.

A few more remarks were made by several of those who stood on the quarter-deck, suggesting a treatment of the Esquimaux which was not of the gentlest nature, for they felt indignant that their hospitality had been abused.

No, no, replied the captain to such suggestions, we must exercise forbearance. These poor fellows do not regard theft in the same light that we do; besides, it would be foolish to risk losing their friendship. Go down, Meetuck, and invite Awatok and his wife, and half-a-dozen of the chief men, into the cabin. Say I wish to have a talk with them.

The interpreter obeyed, and in a few minutes the officers of the ship and the chiefs of the Esquimaux were assembled in solemn conclave round the cabin table.

Tell them, Meetuck, said the captain, that I know they have stolen two pieces of hoop-iron and a tin kettle, and ask them why they were so ungrateful as to do it.

The Esquimaux, who were becoming rather alarmed at the stern looks of those around them, protested earnestly that they knew nothing about it, and that they had not taken the things referred to.

Say that I do not believe them, answered the captain sternly. It is an exceedingly wicked thing to steal and to tell lies. White men think those who are guilty of such conduct to be very bad.

Ah, ye villain! cried Saunders, seizing one of the Esquimaux named Oosuck by the shoulder, and drawing forth an iron spoon which he observed projecting from the end of his boot.

An exclamation of surprise and displeasure burst from the officers, but the Esquimaux gave vent to a loud laugh. They evidently thought stealing to be no sin, and were not the least ashamed of being detected. Awatok, however, was an exception. He looked grave and annoyed, but whether this was at being found out, or at the ingratitude of his people, they could not decide.

Tell them, said the captain, that I am much displeased. If they promise to return the stolen goods immediately, I will pass over their offence this time, and we will trade together, and live like brothers, and do each other good; but if not, and if any more articles are taken, I will punish them.

Having had this translated to them, the chiefs were dismissed, but the expression of indifference on some of their faces proved that no impression had been made upon them.

In a quarter of an hour the articles that had been mentioned as missing were returned; and in order to restore harmony, several plugs of tobacco and a few additional trinkets were returned by the messenger. Soon after, the dogs were harnessed, the sledges packed, and, with many protestations of good-will on both sides, the parties separated. A few cracks of their long whips, a few answering howls from the dogs, and the Esquimaux were off and out of sight, leaving the Dolphin in her former solitude under the shadow of the frowning cliffs.

Fetch me the telescope, Mivins, said the captain, calling down the hatchway.

Ay, ay, sir, answered the steward.

Wheres my hatchet? cried Peter Grim, striding about the deck and looking into every corner in search of his missing implement. Its my best one, and I cant get on without it, nohow.

The captain bit his lip, for he knew full well the cause of its absence.

Please, sir, said the steward, coming on deck with a very perturbed expression of countenance, the  the  a

Speak out, man! whats the matter with you?

The glass aint nowhere to be seen, sir.

Turn up all hands! shouted the captain, jumping down the hatchway. Arm the men, Mr. Bolton, and order the largest sledge to be got ready instantly. This will never do. Harness the whole team.

Instantly the Dolphins deck was a scene of bustling activity. Muskets were loaded, jumpers and mittens put on, dogs caught and harnessed, and every preparation made for a sudden chase.

There, that will do, cried the Captain, hurrying on deck with a brace of pistols and a cutlass in his belt, six men are enough; let twelve of the remainder follow on foot. Jump on the sledge, Grim and Buzzby; ORiley, you go too. Have a Care, Fred; not too near the front. Now, Meetuck

One crack of the long whip terminated the sentence as if with a full stop, and in another moment the sledge was bounding over the snow like a feather at the tails of twelve dogs.

It was a long chase, for it was a stern one, but the Esquimaux never dreamed of-pursuit, and as their dogs were not too well fed they had progressed rather slowly. In less than two hours they were distinguished on the horizon far off to the southward, winding their way among the hummocks.

Now, Meetuck, said the captain, drive like the wind, and lay me alongside of Awatoks sledge;  and be ready, men, to act.

Ay, ay, sir, Was the prompt reply, as the heavy whip fell on the flanks of the leaders.

A few minutes brought them up with Awatoks sledge, and Captain Guy, leaping upon it with a clasp-knife in his hand, cut the traces in a twinkling, set the dogs free, and turning round, seized the Esquimau by the collar. The big chief at first showed a disposition to resent this unceremonious treatment, but before he could move Grim seized his elbows in his iron grasp, and tied them adroitly together behind his back with a cord. At the same time poor Aninga and her baby were swiftly transferred to the sailors sledge.

Seeing this, the whole band of natives turned back and rushed in a body to the rescue, flourishing their lances and yelling fiercely.

Form line! shouted the captain, handing Awatok and Aninga over to the care of ORiley. Three of you on the right fire over their heads, and let the rest reserve their fire. I will kill one of their dogs, for it wont do to let them fancy that nothing but noise comes out of our muskets. Ready  present!

A rattling volley followed, and at the same moment one of the dogs fell with a death-yell on the ice, and dyed it with its blood.

Forward! shouted the captain.

The men advanced in a body at a smart run; but the terrified Esquimaux, who had never heard the report of fire-arms before, did not wait for them. They turned and fled precipitately, but not before Grim captured Oosuck, and dragged him forcibly to the rear, where he was pinioned and placed on the sledge with the others.

Now, then, lads, that will do; get upon the sledge again. Away with you, Meetuck.  Look after Awatok, Grim; ORiley will see that Aninga does not jump off.

That he will, darlint, said the Irishman, patting the woman on the back.

And I shall look after the baby, said Fred, chucking that series of dumplings under the chin  an act of familiarity that seemed to afford it immense satisfaction, for, notwithstanding the melancholy position of its father and mother as prisoners, it smiled on Fred benignly.

In five minutes the party were far on their way back to the ship, and in less than five hours after the Esquimaux had closed their barter and left for their village, four of their number, including the baby, were close prisoners in the Dolphins hold. It was not Captain Guys intention, however, to use unnecessarily harsh means for the recovery of the missing articles. His object was to impress the Esquimaux with a salutary sense of the power, promptitude, and courage of Europeans, and to check at the outset their propensity for thieving. Having succeeded in making two of their chief men prisoners, he felt assured that the lost telescope and hatchet would soon make their appearance; and in this he was not mistaken. Going to the hold where the prisoners sat with downcast looks, he addressed to them a lengthened speech as to the sin and meanness of stealing in general, and of stealing from those who had been kind to them in particular. He explained to them the utter hopelessness of their attempting to deceive or impose upon the white men in any way whatever, and assured them that if they tried that sort of thing again he would punish them severely; but that if they behaved well, and brought plenty of walrus-flesh to the ship, he would give them hoop-iron, beads, looking-glasses, etc. These remarks seemed to make a considerable impression on his uncouth hearers.

And now, said the captain in conclusion, I shall keep Awatok and his wife and child prisoners here, until my telescope and hatchet are returned [Awatoks visage fell, and his wife looked stolid], and I shall send Oosuck to his tribe [Oosucks face lit up amazingly] to tell them what I have said.

In accordance with this resolve Oosuck was set free, and, making use of his opportunity, with prompt alacrity he sped away on foot over the ice to the southward, and was quickly lost to view.




Chapter XVI.

The Arctic Theatre enlarged upon  Great success of the first play  The Esquimaux submit, and become fast friends.

The 1st of December was a great day on board the Dolphin, for on that day it was announced to the crew that The Arctic Theatre would be opened, under the able management of Mr. F. Ellice, with the play of Blunderbore; or, the Arctic Giant. The bill, of which two copies were issued gratis to the crew, announced that the celebrated Peter Grim, Esq., who had so long trodden the boards of the Dolphin, with unparalleled success, had kindly consented to appear in the character of Blunderbore for one winter only. The other parts were as follows:  Whackinta, a beautiful Esquimau widow, who had been captured by two Polar bears, both of which were deeply in love with her, by Frederick Ellice, Esq. First Bear, a big one, by Terrence ORiley, Esq. Second Bear, a little one, by David Summers, Esq. Ben Bolt, a brave British seaman, who had been wrecked in Blunderbores desolate dominions, all the crew having perished except himself, by John Buzzby, Esq. These constituted the various characters of the piece, the name of which had been kept a profound secret from the crew until the morning of the day on which it was acted.

Freds duties, as manager and author, upon this occasion were by no means light, for his troop, being unaccustomed to study, found the utmost difficulty in committing the simplest sentences to memory. ORiley turned out to be the sharpest among them, but having agreed to impersonate the First Bear, and having to act his part in dumb show  bears not being supposed capable of speech  his powers of memory had not to be exerted. Grim was also pretty good; but Davie Summers could not be got to remember even the general arrangements of the piece; and as for Buzzby, he no sooner mastered a line than he forgot the one before it, and almost gave it up in despair. But by dint of much study and many rehearsals in secret, under the superintendence of Fred, and Tom Singleton, who undertook to assist, they succeeded at last in going through it with only a few mistakes.

On the morning of the 1st December, while the most of the crew were away at Red-Snow Valley cutting moss, Fred collected his corps dramatique for a last rehearsal in the forecastle, where they were secure from interruption, the place being so cold that no one would willingly go into it except under the force of necessity. A dim lantern lit up the apartment faintly.

We must do it without a mistake this time, said Fred Ellice, opening his book, and calling upon Grim to begin.

Tis cold, began Grim.

Stop, youre wrong.

Oh! so I am, cried Grim, slapping his thigh, Ill begin again.

It may be remarked here, that although Blunderbore was supposed to be an Esquimau monarch, he was compelled to speak English, being unfortunately ignorant  if we may so speak  of his native tongue!

Oh! tis a dismal thing, began Grim again, to dwell in solitude and cold! Tis very cold [Grim shuddered here tremendously], and  and  (whats next?)

Hunger, said Fred.

Hunger gnaws my vitals. My name is Blunderbore. Twere better had I been born a Blunderbuss, cause then Id have gone off and dwelt in climes more shootable to my tender constitoosion. Ha! is that a bear I sees before me?

Its not sees, interrupted Fred.

At this moment a tremendous roar was heard, and ORiley bounded from behind a top-sail, which represented an iceberg, dressed from head to foot in the skin of a white bear which had been killed a few days before.

Stop, ORiley, cried Fred; youre too soon, man. I have to come on first as an Esquimau woman, and when Grim says to the woman he wishes he could see a bear, then you are to come.

Och! whirra, but me brains is confuged intirely wid it all, said ORiley, rising on his hind legs, and walking off with his tail, literally as well as figuratively, between his legs.

Now, Buzzby, now; its your time. When you hear the word misery, come on and fight like a Trojan with the bears. The doctor will remind you.

Fred was remarkably patient and painstaking, and his pupils, though not apt scholars, were willing, so that the morning rehearsal was gone through with fewer mistakes than might have been expected; and when the crew came back to dinner about mid-day, which, however, was as dark as midnight, their parts were sufficiently well got up, and nothing remained to be done but to arrange the stage and scenery for the evenings entertainment  it having been resolved that the performance should commence after supper. The stage was at the after part of the cabin, and raised about a foot above the deck; and its management had been intrusted to the doctor, who, assisted by Peter Grim, transformed that portion of the ship into a scene so romantically beautiful that the first sight of it petrified the crew with surprise. But until the curtain should rise all arrangements were carefully concealed from every one except the dramatis personæ. Even the captain and officers were forbidden to peep behind the sail that formed a curtain to the stage; and this secrecy, besides being necessary, was extremely useful, inasmuch as it excited the curiosity of the men, and afforded them food for converse and speculation for a week before the great day arrived.

The longed-for hour came at last. The cabin tables having been removed, and rows of seats placed in front of the stage, the men were admitted from the deck, to which they had been expelled an hour previous in order not to impede preliminary arrangements. There was great joking, of course, as they took their seats and criticised the fittings up. David Mizzle was of opinion that the foot-lights wos oncommon grand, which was an unquestionable fact, for they consisted of six tin lamps filled with seal-oil, from the wicks of which rose a compound of yellow flame and smoke that had a singularly luminous effect. Amos Parr guessed that the curtain would be certain sure to get jammed at the first haul, and several of the others were convinced that ORiley would stick his part in one way or another. However, an end was put to all remarks and expectation raised on tip-toe by the ringing of a small hand-bell, and immediately thereafter a violent pulling at the curtain which concealed the stage. But the curtain remained immovable (they always do on such occasions), and a loud whispering was heard behind the scenes.

Clap on extra tackle and call all hands to hoist away, suggested one of the audience.

The laugh with which this advice was received was checked in the bud by the sudden rising of the curtain with such violence that the whole framework of the theatre shook again.

For a few seconds a dead silence reigned, for the men were stricken dumb with genuine amazement at the scene before them. The stage was covered with white sheets arranged in such a manner as to represent snow, and the more effectually to carry out the idea several huge blocks of real ice and a few patches of snow were introduced here and there, the cold in the after part of the cabin being too great to permit of their melting. A top-gallant-sail, on which were painted several blue cracks, and some strong white lights did duty for an iceberg, and filled up the whole back of the scene. In front of this, in the centre of the stage, on an extemporized hummock, sat Peter Grim, as the Giant Blunderbore. His colossal proportions were enhanced by the addition of an entire white bear-skin to his ordinary hairy dress, and which was thrown round his broad shoulders in the form of a tippet. A broad scarlet sash was tied round his waist, and a crown of brown paper painted in alternate diamonds of blue, red, and yellow sat upon his brow. Grim was in truth a magnificent-looking fellow, with his black beard and moustache; and the mock-heroic frown with which he gazed up (as one of the audience suggested) at the aurora borealis, while he grasped an enormous club in his right hand, became him well.

The first few seconds of dead silence with which this was received were succeeded by a long and loud burst of applause, the heartiness of which plainly showed that the scene far exceeded the expectations of the men.

Bravo! cried the captain, excellent! nothing could be better.

It beats natur, quite, said one.

All to sticks, cried another.

And wot a tree-mendous giant he makes. Three cheers for Peter Grim, lads!

Three cheers were promptly given with right goodwill, but the giant did not move a muscle. He was far too deeply impressed with the importance of playing his part well to acknowledge the compliment. Having gazed long enough to enable the men to get rid of their first flow of enthusiasm, Blunderbore rose majestically, and coming forward to the foot-lights, looked straight over the heads of the men, and addressed himself to the opposite bulk-head.

Oh! tis a dismal thing, he began, and continued to spout his part with flashing eyes and considerable energy, until he came to the word Blunderbuss, when, either from a mistaken notion as to when it was his time to go on, or nervous forgetfulness of the plan of the piece, the Little Bear sprang over the edge of the iceberg and alighted on the middle of the stage.

Oh! bad luck to yees intirely, said the Big Bear from behind the scenes in an angry whisper, which was distinctly heard by the audience, yeve gone and spoiled it all, ye have. Come off, will ye, and take yer turn at the right time, wont ye?

In the midst of the shout of delight caused by this mistake, ORiley, forgetting that he was a bear, rushed on the stage on his hind legs, seized the Little Bear by the fore leg, and dragged him off at the other side amid loud applause. Blunderbore, with admirable self-possession, resumed his part the instant there was a calm, and carried it successfully to a close.

Just as he ended, Fred waddled on, in the guise of an Esquimau woman; and so well was he got up that the crew looked round to see if Aninga (who, with her husband, had been allowed to witness the play) was in her place. Fred had intentionally taken Aninga as his model, and had been very successful in imitating the top-knot of hair. The baby, too, was hit off to perfection, having been made by Mivins, who proved himself a genius in such matters. Its head was a ball of rags covered with brown leather, and two white bone buttons with black spots in the centre did duty for its eyes.

The first thing Whackinta did on coming forward was to deposit the baby on the snow with its head downwards by mistake, whereat it began to scream vociferously. This scream was accomplished by Davie Summers creeping below the stage and putting his mouth to a hole in the flooring close to which the babys head lay. Davies falsetto was uncommonly like to a childs voice, and the effect was quite startling. Of course Whackinta tried to soothe it, and failing in this she whipped it, which caused it to yell with tenfold violence. Thereafter losing all patience, she covered its face and stuffed its mouth with a quantity of snow, and laying it down on its back, placed a large block of ice on its head. This, as might be expected, had the desired effect, and the baby was silenced  not, however, until Whackinta had twice called down the hole in a hoarse whisper, Thatll do, Davie; stop, man, stop! Then, sitting down on the hummock which Blunderbore had just left  and from behind which he was now eagerly watching her  she began to weep.

Having given full vent to her feelings in a series of convulsive sobs, Whackinta addressed a lengthened harangue, in a melancholy tone of voice, to the audience, the gist of which was that she was an unfortunate widow; that two bears had fallen in love with her, and stolen her away from her happy home in Nova Zembla; and, although they allowed her to walk about as much as she chose, they watched her closely and prevented her escaping to her own country. Worst of all, they had told her that she must agree to become the wife of one or other of them, and if she did not make up her mind and give them an answer that very day, she was to be killed and eaten by both of them. In order the more strongly to impress the audience with her forlorn condition, Whackinta sang a tender and touching ditty, composed by herself expressly for the occasion, and sang it so well that it was encored twice.

To all this Blunderbore listened with apparent rapture, and at length ventured to advance and discover himself; but the instant Whackinta saw him she fell on her knees and trembled violently.

Spare me, good king, she said; do not slay me. I am a poor widow, and have been brought here by two bears against my will.

Woman, said the giant, my name is Blunderbore. I am, as you perceive by my crown, a king; and I am a lonely man. If I kill the two bears you speak of, will you marry me?

Oh, do not ask me, good Blunderbore! I cannot; it is impossible. I cannot love you  you are  forgive me for saying it  too big, and fierce, and ugly to love.

Blunderbore frowned angrily, and the audience applauded vociferously at this.

You cannot love me! ha! exclaimed the giant, glaring round with clenched teeth.

At this moment the Big Bear uttered an awful roar, Whackinta gave a piercing scream and fled, and Blunderbore hid himself hastily behind the hummock. The next moment the two bears bounded on the stage and began to gambol round it, tossing up their hind legs and roaring and leaping in a manner that drew forth repeated plaudits. At length the Little Bear discovered the baby, and, uttering a frantic roar of delight, took it in its fore paws and held it up. The Big Bear roared also, of course, and rushing forward caught the baby by the leg, and endeavoured to tear it away from the Little Bear, at which treatment the poor baby again commenced to cry passionately. In the struggle the babys head came off, upon which the Little Bear put the head into its mouth and swallowed it. The Big Bear immediately did the same with the body; but its mouth was too small, and the body stuck fast and could not be finally disposed of until the Little Bear came to the rescue and pushed it forcibly down its throat. Having finished this delicate little morsel the two bears rose on their hind legs and danced a hornpipe together  Tom Singleton playing the tune for them on a flute behind the scenes. When this was done they danced off the stage, and immediately, as if in the distance, was heard the voice of a man singing. It came gradually nearer, and at last Buzzby, in the character of Ben Bolt, swaggered up to the foot-lights with his hands in his breeches pockets.

Im a jolly, jolly tar,
Wot has comed from afar,
An its all for to seek my fortin  

sang Buzzby. But Ive not found it yit, he continued, breaking into prose, and there dont seem much prospect o findin it here anyhow. Wot an orrible cold place it is, ugh!

Buzzby was received with enthusiastic cheers, for he was dressed in the old familiar blue jacket, white ducks, pumps, and straw hat set jauntily on one side of his head  a costume which had not been seen for so many months by the crew of the Dolphin, that their hearts warmed to it as if it were an old friend.

Buzzby acted with great spirit, and was evidently a prime favourite. He could scarcely recollect a word of his part, but he remembered the general drift of it, and had ready wit enough to extemporize. Having explained that he was the only survivor of a shipwrecked crew, he proceeded to tell some of his adventures in foreign lands, and afterwards described part of his experiences in a song, to which the doctor played an accompaniment behind the scenes. The words were composed by himself, sung to the well-known Scotch air, Corn Riggs, and ran as follows:  

THE JOLLY TAR.

My comrades, you must know
It was many years ago
I left my daddys cottage in the greenwood O!
And I jined a man-o-war
An became a jolly tar,
An fought for king and country on the high seas O!
Pull, boys, cheerily, our home is on the sea
Pull, boys, merrily and lightly O!
Pull, boys, cheerily, the wind is passing free
An whirling up the foam an water sky-high O!

Theres been many a noble fight,
But Trafalgar was the sight
That beat the Greeks and Romans in their glory O!
For Britains jolly sons
Worked the thunder-blazing guns,
And Nelson stood the bravest in the fore-front O!
Pull, boys, etc.

A roaring cannon shot
Came an hit the very spot
Where my leg goes click-an-jumble in the socket O!
And swept it overboard
With the precious little hoard
Of pipe an tin an baccy in the pocket O!
Pull, boys, etc.

They took me down below,
An they laid me with a row
Of killed and wounded messmates on a table O!
Then up comes Dr. Keg,
An says, Heres a livin leg
Ill sew upon the stump if I am able O!
Pull, boys, etc.

This good and sturdy limb
Had belonged to fightin Tim,
An scarcely had they sewed it on the socket O!
When up the hatch I flew,
An dashed among the crew,
An sprang on board the Frenchman like a rocket O!
Pull, boys, etc.

Twas this that gained the day,
For that leg it cleared the way  
And the battle raged like fury while it lasted O!
Then ceased the shot and shell
To fall upon the swell,
And the Union Jack went bravely to the mast-head O!
Pull, boys, etc.

We need scarcely say that this song was enthusiastically encored, and that the chorus was done full justice to by the audience, who picked it up at once and sang it with lusty vehemence. At the last word Ben Bolt nodded familiarly, thrust his hands into his pockets, and swaggered off whistling Yankee Doodle. It was a matter of uncertainty where he had swaggered off to, but it was conjectured that he had gone on his journey to anywhere that might turn up.

Meanwhile, Blunderbore had been bobbing his head up and down behind the hummock in amazement at what he heard and saw, and when Ben Bolt made his exit he came forward. This was the signal for the two bears to discover him and rush on with a terrific roar. Blunderbore instantly fetched them each a sounding whack on their skulls, leaped over both their backs, and bounded up the side of the iceberg, where he took refuge, and turned at bay on a little ice pinnacle constructed expressly for that purpose.

An awful fight now ensued between the giant and the two bears. The pinnacle on which Blunderbore stood was so low that the Big Bear, by standing up on its hind legs, could just scratch his toes, which caused the giant to jump about continually; but the sides of the iceberg were so smooth that the bears could not climb up it. This difficulty, indeed, constituted the great and amusing feature of the fight; for no sooner did the Little Bear creep up to the edge of the pinnacle, than the giants tremendous club came violently down on its snout (which had been made of hard wood on purpose to resist the blows), and sent it sprawling back on the stage, where the Big Bear invariably chanced to be in the way, and always fell over it. Then they both rose, and, roaring fearfully, renewed the attack, while Blunderbore laid about him with the club ferociously. Fortune, however, did not on this occasion favour the brave. The Big Bear at last caught the giant by the heel and pulled him to the ground; the Little Bear instantly seized him by the throat; and, notwithstanding his awful yells and struggles, it would have gone ill with Blunderbore had not Ben Bolt opportunely arrived at that identical spot at that identical moment in the course of his travels.

Oh! it was a glorious thing to see the fear-nothing, dare-anything fashion in which, when he saw how matters stood, Ben Bolt threw down his stick and bundle, drew his cutlass, and attacked the two bears at once, single-handed, crying, Come on, in a voice of thunder. And it was a satisfactory thing to behold the way in which he cut and slashed at their heads (the heads having been previously prepared for such treatment), and the agility he displayed in leaping over their backs and under their legs, and holding on by their tails, while they vainly endeavoured to catch him. The applause was frequent and prolonged, and the two Esquimau prisoners rolled about their burly figures and laughed till the tears ran down their fat cheeks. But when Ben Bolt suddenly caught the two bears by their tails, tied them together in a double knot, and fled behind a hummock, which the Big Bear passed on one side and the Little Bear on the other, and so, as a matter of course, stuck hard and fast, the laughter was excessive; and when the gallant British seaman again rushed forward, massacred the Big Bear with two terrific cuts, slew the Little Bear with one tremendous back-hander, and then sank down on one knee and pressed his hand to his brow as if he were exhausted, a cheer ran from stem to stern of the Dolphin, the like of which had not filled the hull of that good ship since she was launched upon her ocean home!

It was just at this moment that Whackinta chanced, curiously enough, to return to this spot in the course of her wanderings. She screamed in horror at the sight of the dead bears, which was quite proper and natural, and then she started at the sight of the exhausted Bolt, and smiled sweetly  which was also natural  as she hastened to assist and sympathize with him. Ben Bolt fell in love with her at once, and told her so off-hand, to the unutterable rage of Blunderbore, who recovered from his wounds at that moment, and seizing the sailor by the throat, vowed he would kill and quarter, and stew and boil, and roast and eat him in one minute if he didnt take care what he was about.

The audience felt some fears for Ben Bolt at this point, but their delight knew no bounds when, shading the giant off and springing backwards, he buttoned up his coat and roared, rather than said, that though he were all the Blunderbores and blunderbusses in the world rolled together and changed into one immortal blunder-cannon, he didnt care a pinch of bad snuff for him, and would knock all the teeth in his head down his throat. This valorous threat he followed up by shaking his fist close under the giants nose and crying out, Come on

But the giant did not come on. He fortunately recollected that he owed his life to the brave sailor; so he smiled, and saying he would be his friend through life, insisted on seizing him by the hand and shaking it violently. Thereafter he took Ben Bolt and Whackinta by their right hands, and leading them forward to the foot-lights, made them a long speech to the effect that he owed a debt of gratitude to the former for saving his life which he could never repay, and that he loved the latter too sincerely to stand in the way of her happiness. Then he joined their right hands, and they went down on one knee, and he placed his hands on their heads, and looked up at the audience with a benignant smile, and the curtain fell amid rapturous cheers.

In this play it seemed somewhat curious and unaccountable that Whackinta forgot to inquire for her demolished baby, and appeared to feel no anxiety whatever about it. It was also left a matter of uncertainty whether Ben Bolt and his Esquimau bride returned to live happily during the remainder of their lives in England, or took up their permanent abode with Blunderbore. But it is not our province to criticise; we merely chronicle events as they occurred.

The entertainments were to conclude with a hornpipe from Mivins; but just as that elastic individual had completed the first of a series of complicated evolutions, and was about to commence the second, a vociferous barking of the dogs was heard outside, accompanied by the sound of human voices. The benches were deserted in a moment, and the men rushed upon deck, catching up muskets and cutlasses, which always stood in readiness, as they went. The sounds proceeded from a party of about twenty Esquimaux who had been sent from the camp with the stolen property, and with a humble request that the offence might be forgiven, and their chief and his wife returned to them. They were all unarmed; and the sincerity of their repentance was further attested by the fact that they brought back, not only the hatchet and telescope, but a large assortment of minor articles that had not been missed.

Of course the apology was accepted; and, after speeches were delivered, and protestations of undying friendship made on both sides, the party were presented with a few trinkets and a plug of tobacco each, and sent back in a state of supreme happiness to their village, where for a week Awatok kept the men of his tribe, and Aninga the women, in a state of intense amazement by their minute descriptions of the remarkable doings of the white strangers.

The friendship thus begun between the Esquimaux and the Dolphins crew was never once interrupted by any unpleasant collision during the months that they afterwards travelled and hunted in company. Strength of muscle and promptitude in action are qualities which all nations in a savage state understand and respect, and the sailors proved that they possessed these qualities in a higher degree than themselves during the hardships and dangers incident to Arctic life, while at the same time their seemingly endless resources and contrivances impressed the simple natives with the belief that white men could accomplish anything they chose to attempt.




Chapter XVII.

Expeditions on foot  Effects of darkness on dogs and men  The first death  Caught in a trap  The Esquimau camp.

I dont know how it is, an I cant tell wot it is, but so it is, remarked Buzzby to Grim, a week after the first night of the theatricals, that that ere actin has done us all a sight o good. Here we are as merry as crickets every one, although were short o fresh meat, and symptoms o scurvy are beginning to show on some of us.

Its the mind havin occupation, an bein prewented from broodin over its misfortins, replied Grim, with the air of a philosopher.

Grim did not put this remark in turned commas, although he ought to have done so, seeing that it was quoted from a speech made by the captain to Singleton the day before.

You see, continued Grim, weve been actin every night for a week past. Well, if we hadnt been actin, we should ha been thinkin an sleepin; too much of which, you see, aint good for us, Buzzby, and would never pay.

Buzzby was not quite sure of this, but contented himself by saying, Well, mayhap yere right. Im sorry its to come to an end so soon; but there is no doubt that fresh meat is ondispensable. An that reminds me, messmate, that Ive not cleaned my musket for two days, an it wouldnt do to go on a hunt with a foul piece, nohow. We start at ten oclock, A.M., dont we?

Grim admitted that they did  remarking that it might just as well be ten P.M. for all the difference the sun would make in it  and went below with Buzzby.

In the cabin active preparations were making for an extended hunting-expedition, which the empty state of the larder rendered absolutely necessary. For a week past the only fresh provisions they had procured were a white fox and a rabbit, notwithstanding the exertions of Meetuck, Fred, and the doctor, who with three separate parties had scoured the country for miles round the ship. Scurvy was now beginning to appear among them, and Captain Guy felt that although they had enough of salt provisions to last them the greater part of the winter, if used with economy, they could not possibly subsist on these alone. An extended expedition in search of seals and walruses was therefore projected.

It was determined that this should consist of two parties, the one to proceed north, the other to travel south in the tracks of the Esquimaux, who had left their temporary village in search of walruses, they also being reduced almost to a state of starvation.

The plan of the expedition was as follows:  

One party, consisting of ten men, under Bolton, the first mate, was to take the largest sledge, and the whole team of dogs, on which, with twelve days provisions and their sleeping-bags, they were to proceed northward along the coast as far as possible; and, in the event of being unsuccessful, they were to turn homeward on the eighth day, and make the best of their way back on short allowance.

The other party, consisting of fifteen men, under Saunders, the second mate, was to set off to the southward on foot, dragging a smaller sledge behind them, and endeavour to find the Esquimaux, who, it was supposed, could not be far off, and would probably have fresh meat in their camp.

It was a clear, cold, and beautiful star-light day when the two parties started simultaneously on their separate journeys. The coruscations of the aurora were more than usually vivid, and the snow gave forth that sharp, dry, crunching sound, under the heels of the men as they moved about, that denotes intense frost.

Mind that you hug the land, Mr. Bolton, said the captain at parting; dont get farther out on the floes than you can help. To meet with a gale on the ice is no joke in these latitudes.

The first mate promised obedience; and the second mate having been also cautioned to hug the land, and not to use their small supply of spirits for any other purpose than that of lighting the lamp, except in cases of the most urgent need, they set off with three hearty cheers, which were returned by Captain Guy and those who remained with him in the ship. All the able and effective men were sent on these expeditions; those who remained behind were all more or less affected with scurvy, except the captain himself, whose energetic nature seemed invulnerable, and whose flow of spirits never failed. Indeed, it is probable that to this hearty and vigorous temperament, under God, he owed his immunity from disease; for, since provisions began to fail, he along with all his officers had fared precisely like the men  the few delicacies they possessed having been reserved for the sick.

Unfortunately, their stock of lime-juice was now getting low, and the crew had to be put on short allowance. As this acid is an excellent anti-scorbutic, or preventive of scurvy, as well as a cure, its rapid diminution was viewed with much concern by all on board. The long-continued absence of the sun, too, now began to tell more severely than ever on men and dogs. On the very day the expeditions took their departure one of the latter, which had been left behind on account of illness, was attacked with a strange disease, of which several of the team eventually died before the winter came to an end. It was seized with spasms, and, after a few wild paroxysms, lapsed into a lethargic state. In this condition the animal functions went on apparently as well as usual, the appetite continued not only good but voracious. The disease was clearly mental. It barked furiously at nothing, and walked in straight or curved lines perseveringly; or, at other times, it remained for hours in moody silence, and then started off howling as if pursued. In thirty-six hours after the first attack the poor animal died, and was buried in the snow on Store Island.

This was the first death that had occurred on board, and although it was only a dog, and not one of the favourites, its loss cast a gloom over the crew for several days. It was the first blow of the fell destroyer in the midst of their little community, which could ill spare the life even of one of the lower animals, and they felt as if the point of the wedge had now been entered, and might be driven farther home ere long.

The expressive delight of the poor dogs on being admitted to the light of the cabin showed how ardently they longed for the return of the sun. It was now the beginning of December, and the darkness was complete. Not the faintest vestige of twilight appeared even at noon. Midnight and noonday were alike. Except when the stars and aurora were bright, there was not light enough to distinguish a mans form at ten paces distant, and a blacker mass than the surrounding darkness alone indicated where the high cliffs encompassed the Bay of Mercy. When therefore any one came on deck, the first thing he felt on groping his way about was the cold noses of the dogs pushed against his hands, as they frisked and gambolled round him. They howled at the appearance of an accidental light, as if they hoped the sun, or at least the moon, were going to rise once more, and they rejoiced on being taken below, and leaped up in the mens faces for sympathy, and whined, and all but spoke with excess of satisfaction.

The effect of the monotony of long-continued darkness and the absence of novelty had much to do also with the indifferent health of many of the men. After the two expeditions were sent out, those who remained behind became much more low spirited, and the symptoms of scurvy increased. In these circumstances Captain Guy taxed his inventive genius to the utmost to keep up their spirits and engage their minds. He assumed an air of bustling activity, and attached a degree of importance to the regular performance of the light duties of the ship that they did not in reality possess apart from their influence as discipline. The cabin was swept and aired, the stove cleaned, the fittings dusted, the beds made, the tides, thermometers, and barometers registered; the logs posted up, clothes mended, food cooked, traps visited, etc., with the regularity of clockwork, and every possible plan adopted to occupy every waking hour, and to prevent the men from brooding over their position. When the labours of the day were over, plans were proposed for getting up a concert, or a new play, in order to surprise the absentees on their return. Stories were told over and over again, and enjoyed if good, or valued far beyond their worth if bad. When old stories failed, and old books were read, new stories were invented; and here the genius of some was drawn out, while the varied information of others became of great importance. Tom Singleton, in particular, entertained the men with songs and lively tunes on the flute, and told stories, as one of them remarked, like a book. Joseph West, too, was an invaluable comrade in this respect. He had been a studious boy at school, and a lover of books of all kinds, especially books of travel and adventure. His memory was good, and his inventive powers excellent, so that he recalled wonderful and endless anecdotes from the unfathomable stores of his memory, strung them together into a sort of story, and told them in a soft, pleasant voice that captivated the ears of his audience; but poor West was in delicate health, and could not speak so long as his messmates would have wished. The rough life they led, and the frequent exposure to intense cold, had considerably weakened a frame which had never been robust, and an occasional cough, when he told a long story, sometimes warned him to desist. Games, too, were got up. Hide and seek was revived with all the enthusiasm of boyhood, and fox-chase was got up with tremendous energy. In all this the captain was the most earnest and vigorous, and in doing good to others he unconsciously did the greatest possible amount of good to himself; for his forgetfulness of self, and the activity of his mind in catering for the wants and amusements of his men, had the effect of imparting a cheerfulness to his manner, and a healthy tone to his mind, that tended powerfully to sustain and invigorate his body. But despite all this, the men grew worse, and a few of them showed such alarming symptoms that the doctor began to fear there would soon be a breach in their numbers.

Meanwhile Saunders and his fifteen men trudged steadily to the southward, dragging their sledge behind them. The ice-floes, however, turned out to be very rugged and hummocky, and retarded them so much that they made but slow progress until they passed the Red-Snow Valley, and doubled the point beyond it. Here they left the floes, and took to the natural highway afforded by the ice-belt, along which they sped more rapidly, and arrived at the Esquimau village in the course of about five hours.

Here all was deserted and silent. Bits of seal and walrus hide and bones and tusks were scattered about in all directions, but no voices issued from the dome-shaped huts of snow.

Theyre the likest things to bee-skeps I ever saw, remarked Saunders, as he and his party stood contemplating the little group of huts. And they dont seem to care much for big doors.

Saunders referred here to the low tunnels, varying from three to twelve feet, that formed the entrance to each hut.

Mayhap theres some o them asleep inside, suggested Tom Green, the carpenters mate; suppose we go in and see.

I daresay yere no far wrong, replied the second mate, to whom the idea seemed to be a new one. Go in, Davie Summers, yere a wee chap, and can bend your back better than the most o us.

Davie laughed as he went down on his hands and knees, and creeping in at the mouth of one of the tunnels, which barely permitted him to enter in that position, disappeared.

Several of the party at the same time paid similar visits to the other huts, but they all returned with the same remark empty. The interiors were begrimed with lamp-black and filth, and from their appearance seemed to have been deserted only a short time before.

Buzzby, who formed one of the party, rubbed his nose for some time in great perplexity, until he drew from Davie Summers the remark that his proboscis was red enough by nature and didnt need rubbing. Its odd, he remarked; they seems to ha bin here for some time, and yit theyve niver looked near the ship but once. Wots become on em I dont know.

Dont you? said Davie in a tone of surprise; now that is odd. One would have thought that a fellow who keeps his weather-eye so constantly open should know everything.

Dont chaff, boy, but lend a hand to undo the sled-lashings. I see that Mr. Saunders is agoin to anchor here for the night.

The second mate, who had been taking a hasty glance at the various huts of the village, selected two of the largest as a lodging for his men, and having divided them into two gangs, ordered them to turn in and sleep as hard as possible.

Spose we may sup first? said Summers in a whining tone of mock humility.

In coorse you may, answered Tom Green, giving the lad a push that upset him in the snow.

Come here, Buzzby, I want to speak to ee, said Saunders, leading him aside. It seems to me that the Esquimaux canna be very far off, and I observe their tracks are quite fresh in the snow leadin to the southward, so I mean to have a night march after them; but as the men seem pretty weel tired Ill only take two o the strongest. Who dye think might go?

Ill go myself, sir.

Very good; and who else, think ee? Amos Parr seems freshest.

I think Tom Greens the man wot can do it. I seed him capsize Davie Summers jist now in the snow; an when a man can skylark, I always know hes got lots o wind in im.

Very good. Then go, Buzzby, and order him to get ready, and look sharp about it.

Ay, ay, sir, cried Buzzby, as he turned to prepare Green for the march.

In pursuance of this plan, an hour afterwards Saunders and his two followers left the camp with their sleeping-bags and a days provisions on their shoulders, having instructed the men to follow with the sledge at the end of five hours, which period was deemed sufficient time for rest and refreshment.

For two hours the trio plodded silently onward over the ice-belt by the light of a clear, starry sky. At the end of that time clouds began to gather to the westward, rendering the way less distinct, but still leaving sufficient light to render travelling tolerably easy. Then they came to a part of the coast where the ice-belt clung close to a line of perpendicular cliffs of about three miles in extent. The ice-belt here was about twenty feet broad. On the left the cliffs referred to rose sheer up several hundred feet; on the right the ice-belt descended only about three feet to the floes. Here our three adventurous travellers were unexpectedly caught in a trap. The tide rose so high that it raised the sea-ice to a level with the ice-belt, and, welling up between the two, completely overflowed the latter.

The travellers pushed on as quickly as possible, for the precipices on their left forbade all hope of escape in that direction, while the gap between the ice-belt and the floes, which was filled with a gurgling mixture of ice and water, equally hemmed them in on the right. Worse than all, the tide continued to rise, and when it reached half-way to their knees, they found it dangerous to advance for fear of stepping into rents and fissures which were no longer visible.

Whats to be done noo? inquired Saunders, coming to a full stop, and turning to Buzzby with a look of blank despair.

Dunno, replied Buzzby, with an equally blank look of despair; as he stood with his legs apart and his arms hanging down by his side  the very personification of imbecility. If I wos a fly Id know wot to do. Id walk up the side o that cliff till I got to a dry bit, and then Id stick on. But, not bein a fly, in coorse I cant.

Buzzby said this in a recklessly facetious tone, and Tom Green followed it up with a remark to the effect that hed be blowed if he ever wos in sich a fix in his life; intimating his belief, at the same time, that his toes wos freezin.

No fear o that, said the second mate; theyll no freeze as lang as theyre in the water. Well just have to stand here till the tide goes doon.

Saunders said this in a dogged tone, and immediately put his plan in force by crossing his arms and planting his feet firmly on the submerged ice and wide apart. Buzzby and Green, however, adopted the wiser plan of moving constantly about within a small circle, and after Saunders had argued for half-an-hour as to the advantages of his plan, he followed their example. The tide rose above their knees, but they had fortunately on boots made by the Esquimaux, which were perfectly waterproof; their feet, therefore, although very cold, were quite dry. In an hour and three-quarters the ice-belt was again uncovered, and the half-frozen travellers resumed their march with the utmost energy.

Two hours later and they came to a wide expanse of level ground at the foot of the high cliffs, where a group of Esquimau huts, similar to those they had left, was descried.

Theyre all deserted too, remarked Buzzby.

But Buzzby was wrong, for at that moment a very small and particularly fat little boy in a fox-skin dress appeared at the mouth of one of the low tunnels that formed the entrance to the nearest hut. This boy looked exactly like a ladys muff with a hairy head above it and a pair of feet below. The instant he observed the strangers he threw up his arms, uttered a shrill cry of amazement, and disappeared in the tunnel. Next instant a legion of dogs rushed out of the huts barking furiously, and on their heels came the entire population, creeping on their hands and knees out of the tunnel mouths like dark hairy monsters issuing from their holes. They had spears and knives of ivory with them; but a glance showed the two parties that they were friends, and in a few moments Awatok and his comrades were chattering vociferously round the sailors, and endeavouring by word and sign to make themselves understood.

The Esquimaux received the three visitors and the rest of the sledge party, who came up a few hours later, with the utmost hospitality. But we have not space to tell of how they dragged them into their smoky huts of snow; and how they offered them raw seal-flesh to eat; and how, on the sailors expressing disgust, they laughed, and added moss mixed with oil to their lamps to enable them to cook their food; and how they managed by signs and otherwise to understand that the strangers had come in search of food, at which they (the Esquimaux) were not surprised; and how they assured their visitors (also by means of signs) that they would go a-hunting with them on the following day, whereat they (the sailors) were delighted, and shook hands all round. Neither have we space to tell of how the visitors were obliged to conform to custom, and sleep in the same huts with men, women, children, and dogs, and how they felt thankful to be able to sleep anywhere and anyhow without being frozen. All this, and a great deal more, we are compelled to skip over here, and leave it, unwillingly, to the vivid imagination of our reader.




Chapter XVIII.

The hunting-party  Reckless driving  A desperate encounter with a walrus, etc.



Late in the day, by the bright light of the stars, the sailors and the Esquimaux left the snow-huts of the village, and travelling out to seaward on the floes, with dogs and sledges, lances and spears, advanced to do battle with the walrus.

The northern lights were more vivid than usual, making the sky quite luminous; and there was a sharp freshness in the air, which, while it induced the hunters to pull their hoods more tightly round their faces, also sent their blood careering more briskly through their veins, as they drove swiftly over the ice in the Esquimau sledges.

Did ye ever see walruses afore, Davie? inquired Buzzby, who sat beside Summers on the leading sledge.

None but what Ive seed on this voyage.

Theyre remarkable creeturs, rejoined Buzzby, slapping his hand on his thigh. Ive seed many a one in my time, an I can tell ye, lad, theyre ugly customers. They fight like good uns, and give the Esquimaux a deal o trouble to kill them  they do.

Tell me a story about em, Buzzby  do, like a good chap, said Davie Summers, burying his nose in the skirts of his hairy garment to keep it warm. Youre a capital hand at a yarn; now, fire away.

A story, lad; I dont know as how I can exactly tell ye a story, but Ill give ye wot they calls a hanecdote. It wos about five years ago, more or less, I wos out in Baffins Bay, becalmed off one o the Esquimau settlements, when we wos lookin over the side at the lumps of ice floatin past, up got a walrus not very far off shore, and out went half-a-dozen kayaks, as they call the Esquimau mens boats, and they all sot on the beast at once. Well, it wos one o the brown walruses, which is always the fiercest; and the moment he got the first harpoon he went slap at the man that threw it. But the fellow backed out; and then a cry was raised to let it alone, as it wos a brown walrus. One young Esquimau, howsiver, would have another slap at it, and went so close that the brute charged, upset the kayak, and ripped the man up with his tusks. Seein this, the other Esquimaux made a dash at it, and wounded it badly; but the upshot wos that the walrus put them all to flight and made off, clear away, with six harpoons fast in its hide.

Busbys tellin ye gammon, roared Tom Green, who rode on the second sledge in rear of that on which Davie Summers sat. What ist all about?

About gammon, of coorse, retorted Davie. Keep yer mouth shut for fear your teeth freeze.

Cant ye lead us a better road? shouted Saunders, who rode on the third sledge; my bones are rattlin about inside o me like a bag o ninepins.

Give the dogs a cut, old fellow, said Buzzby, with a chuckle and a motion of his arm to the Esquimau who drove his sledge.

The Esquimau did not understand the words, but he quite understood the sly chuckle and the motion of the arm, so he sent the lash of the heavy whip with a loud crack over the backs of the team.

Hold on for life! cried Davie, as the dogs sprang forward with a bound.

The part they were about to pass over was exceedingly rough and broken, and Buzzby resolved to give his shipmates a shake. The pace was tremendous. The powerful dogs drew their loads after them with successive bounds, which caused a succession of crashes, as the sledges sprang from lump to lump of ice, and the mens teeth snapped in a truly savage manner.

B-a-ck ye-r t-to-p-sails, will ye? shouted Amos Parr.

But the delighted Esquimau leader, who entered quite into the joke, had no intention whatever of backing his top-sails; he administered another crack to the team, which yelled madly, and, bounding over a wide chasm in the ice, came down with a crash, which snapped the line of the leading dog and set it free. Here Buzzby caused the driver to pull up.

Stop, ye varmint. Come to an anchor, said he. Is that a way to drive the poor dogs?

Ye might have stopped him sooner, I think, cried the second mate in wrath.

Hai! shouted the band of Esquimaux, pointing to a hummock of ice a few hundred yards in advance of the spot on which they stood.

Instantly all were silent, and gazing intently ahead at a dark object that burst upwards through the ice.

A walrus! whispered Buzzby.

So it is, answered Amos Parr.

Ive my doobts on that point, remarked Saunders.

Before the doubts of the second mate could be resolved, the Esquimaux uttered another exclamation, and pointed to another dark object a quarter of a mile to the right. It was soon found that there were several of these ocean elephants sporting about in the neighbourhood, and bursting up the young ice that had formed on several holes, by using their huge heads as battering-rams. It was quickly arranged that the party should divide into three, and while a few remained behind to watch and restrain the dogs, the remainder were to advance on foot to the attack.

Saunders, Buzzby, Amos Parr, Davie Summers, and Awatok formed one party, and advanced with two muskets and several spears towards the walrus that had been first seen, the sailors taking care to keep in rear of Awatok in order to follow his lead, for they were as yet ignorant of the proper mode of attack.

Awatok led the party stealthily towards a hummock, behind which he caused them to crouch until the walrus should dive. This it did in a few minutes, and then they all rushed from their place of concealment towards another hummock that lay about fifty yards from, the hole. Just as they reached it and crouched, the walrus rose, snorting the brine from its shaggy muzzle, and lashing the water into foam with its flippers.

Losh, what a big un! exclaimed Saunders in amazement; and well he might, for this was an unusually large animal, more like an elephant in size than anything else.

It had two enormous ivory tusks, with which it tore and pounded large fragments from the ice-tables, while it barked like a gigantic dog, and rolled its heavy form about in sport.

Awatok now whispered to his comrades, and attempted to get them to understand that they must follow him as fast as possible at the next run. Suddenly the walrus dived. Awatok rushed forward, and in another instant stood at the edge of the hole with his spear in readiness in his right hand and the coil of line in his left. The others joined him instantly, and they had scarcely come up when the huge monster again rose to the surface.

Saunders and Buzzby fired at his head the moment it appeared above water, and Awatok at the same time planted a spear in his breast, and ran back with the coil. The others danced about in an excited state, throwing their spears and missing their mark, although it was a big one, frequently.

Give him a lance-thrust, Amos, cried Saunders, reloading his piece.

But Amos could not manage it, for the creature lashed about so furiously that, although he made repeated attempts, he failed to do more than prick its tough sides and render it still more savage. Buzzby, too, made several daring efforts to lance it, but failed, and nearly slipped into the hole in his recklessness. It was a wild scene of confusion  the spray was dashed over the ice round the hole, and the men, as they ran about in extreme excitement, slipped and occasionally tumbled in their haste; while the maddened brute glared at them like a fiend, and bellowed in its anger and pain.

Suddenly it dived, leaving the men staring at each other. The sudden cessation of noise and turmoil had a very strange effect.

Ist away? inquired Saunders, with a look of chagrin.

He was answered almost instantly by the walrus reappearing, and making furious efforts by means of its flippers and tusks to draw itself out upon the ice, while it roared with redoubled energy. The shot that was instantly fired seemed to have no effect, and the well-directed harpoon of Awatok was utterly disregarded by it. Amos Parr, however, gave it a lance-thrust that caused it to howl vehemently, and dyed the foam with its blood.

Hand me a spear, Buzzby, cried Saunders; the musket-balls seem to hurt him as little as peas. Oot o my gait.

The second mate made a rush so tremendous that something awful would infallibly have resulted, had he not struck his foot against a bit of ice and fallen violently on his breast. The impetus with which he had started shot him forward till his head was within a foot of the walruss grim muzzle. For one moment the animal looked at the man, as if it were surprised at his audacity, and then it recommenced its frantic struggles, snorting blood, and foam, and water into Saunderss face as he scrambled out of its way. Immediately after, Awatok fixed another harpoon in its side, and it dived again.

The struggle that ensued was tremendous, and the result seemed for a long time to be doubtful. Again and again shots were fired and spear-thrusts made with effect, but the huge creature seemed invulnerable. Its ferocity and strength remained unabated, while the men  sailors and Esquimau alike  were nearly exhausted. The battle had now lasted three hours; the men were panting from exertion; the walrus, still bellowing, was clinging to the edge of the ice, which for several yards round the hole was covered with blood and foam.

Wot a brute it is! said Buzzby, sitting down on a lump of ice and looking at it in despair.

We might have killed it lang ago had I not wet my gun, growled Saunders, regarding his weapon, which was completely drenched, with a look of contempt.

Give it another poke, Awatok, cried Amos Parr; youll know best whereabouts its life lies; I can make nothin ot.

Awatok obeyed, and gave it a thrust under the left flipper that seemed to reach its heart, for it fell back into the water and struggled violently. At the same moment Davie Summers mounted to the top of a hummock, part of which overhung the pool, and launched a harpoon down upon its back. This latter blow seemed to revive its ferocity, for it again essayed to clamber out on the ice, and looked up at Davie with a glance of seeming indignation; while Buzzby, who had approached, fell backward as he retreated from before it. At the same time Saunders succeeded in getting his musket to go off. The ball struck it in the eye, and entering the brain, caused instant death, a result which was greeted with three enthusiastic cheers.

The getting of this enormous creature out of the water would have been a matter of no small difficulty had there not been such a large party present. Even as it was it took them a considerable time to accomplish this feat, and to cut it up and pack it on the sledges.

While the battle above described was going on, two smaller walruses had been killed and secured, and the Esquimaux were in a state of great glee, for previous to the arrival of the sailors they had been unsuccessful in their hunts, and had been living on short allowance. On returning home there was a general feasting and merrymaking, and Saunders felt that if he remained there long they would not only eat up their own meat, but his also. He therefore resolved to return immediately to the ship with his prize, and leave part of his men behind to continue the hunt until he should return with the sledge.

But he was prevented from putting this intention into practice by a hurricane which burst over the Arctic Regions with inconceivable bitterness, and for two days kept all the inhabitants of the snow-village confined to their huts. This hurricane was the fiercest that had swept over these bleak regions of ice since the arrival of the Dolphin. The wind shrieked as it swept round the cliffs, and down the ravines, and out upon the frozen sea, as if a legion of evil spirits were embodied and concentrated in each succeeding blast. The snow-drift rose in solid masses, whirled madly round for a few seconds, and then was caught by the blast and swept away like sheets of white flame. The thermometer stood at 25° below zero, a temperature that was mild compared with what it usually had been of late, but the fierce wind abstracted heat from everything exposed to it so rapidly that neither man nor beast could face it for a moment. Buzzby got a little bit of his chin frozen while he merely put his head out at the door of the hut to see how the weather looked; and Davie Summers had one of his fingers slightly frozen while in the act of carrying in one of the muskets that had been left outside by mistake.

As for the Esquimaux, they recked not of the weather. Their snow-huts were warm, and their mouths were full, so like wise men and women they waited patiently within doors till the storm should blow itself out. The doings of these poor people were very curious. They ate voraciously, and evidently preferred their meat raw. But when the sailors showed disgust at this, they at once made a small fire of moss mingled with blubber, over which they half-cooked their food.

Their mode of procuring fire was curious. Two small stones were taken  one a piece of white quartz, the other a piece of iron-stone  and struck together smartly. The few sparks that flew out were thrown upon a kind of white down, found on the willows, under which was placed a lump of dried moss. It was usually a considerable time before they succeeded in catching a spark; but, once caught, they had no difficulty in blowing it into a flame.

They had also an ingenious contrivance for melting snow. This was a flat stone, supported by two other stones, and inclined slightly at one end. Upon this flat stone a lump of snow was placed, and below it was kindled a small fire of moss and blubber. When the stone became heated, the snow melted and flowed down the incline into a small seal-skin cup placed there to catch it.

During the continuance of the storm the sailors shared the food and lodging of these Esquimaux. They were a fat, oily, hospitable, dirty race, and vied with each other in showing kindness to those who had been thus thrown into their society. As Davie Summers expressed it, they were regular trumps; and according to Buzzbys opinion, they wos the jolliest set o human walruses wot he had ever comed across in all his travels; and he ought to know, for he had always kep his weather-eye open, he had, and wouldnt give in on that pint, he wouldnt, to no man livin.




Chapter XIX.

The northern party  A narrow escape, and a great discovery  Esquimaux again, and a joyful surprise.



It is interesting to meditate, sometimes, on the deviousness of the paths by which men are led in earthly affairs  even when the starting-point and the object of pursuit are the same. The two parties which left the Dolphin had for their object the procuring of fresh food. The one went south and the other north; but their field was the same  the surface of the frozen sea and the margin of the ice-girt shore. Yet how different their experiences and results were the sequel will show.

As we have already said, the northern party was in command of Bolton, the first mate, and consisted of ten men, among whom were our hero, Fred, Peter Grim, ORiley, and Meetuck, with the whole team of dogs and the large sledge.

Being fine weather when they set out, they travelled rapidly, making twenty miles, as near as they could calculate, in the first six hours. The dogs pulled famously, and the men stepped out well at first, being cheered and invigorated mentally by the prospect of an adventurous excursion and fresh meat. At the end of the second day they buried part of their stock of provisions at the foot of a conspicuous cliff, intending to pick it up on their return; and thus lightened, they advanced more rapidly, keeping farther out on the floes, in hopes of falling in with walruses or seals.

Their hopes, however, were doomed to disappointment. They got only one seal, and that was a small one  scarcely sufficient to afford a couple of meals to the dogs.

They were misfortunate entirely, as ORiley remarked; and to add to their misfortunes, the floe-ice became so rugged that they could scarcely advance at all.

Things grow worse and worse, remarked Grim, as the sledge, for the twentieth time that day, plunged into a crack in the ice, and had to be unloaded ere it could be got out. The sledge wont stand much o sich work, and if it breaks  good-bye to it, for it wont mend without wood, and theres none here.

No fear of it, cried Bolton encouragingly; its made of material as tough as your own sinews, Grim, and wont give way easily, as the thumps it has withstood already prove.  Has it never struck you, Fred, he continued, turning to our hero who was plodding forward in silence has it never struck you that when things in this world get very bad, and we begin to feel inclined to give up, they somehow or other begin to get better?

Why, yes, I have noticed that; but I have a vague sort of feeling just now that things are not going to get better. I dont know whether its this long-continued darkness, or the want of good food, but I feel more downcast than I ever was in my life before.

Boltons remark had been intended to cheer, but Freds answer proved that a discussion of the merits of the question was not likely to have a good effect on the men, whose spirits were evidently very much cast down, so he changed the subject.

Fortunately, at that time an incident occurred which effected the mates purpose better than any efforts man could have made. It has frequently happened that when Arctic voyagers have, from sickness and long confinement during a monotonous winter, become so depressed in spirits that games and amusements of every kind bailed to rouse them from their lethargic despondency, sudden danger has given to their minds the needful impulse, and effected a salutary change, for a time at least, in their spirits. Such was the case at the present time. The men were so worn with hard travel and the want of fresh food, and depressed by disappointment and long-continued darkness, that they failed in their attempts to cheer each other, and at length relapsed into moody silence. Freds thoughts turned constantly to his father, and he ceased to remark cheerfully, as was his wont, on passing objects. Even ORileys jests became few and far between, and at last ceased altogether. Bolton alone kept up his spirits, and sought to cheer his men, the feeling of responsibility being, probably, the secret of his superiority over them in this respect. But even Boltons spirits began to sink at last.

While they were thus groping sadly along among the hummocks, a large fragment of ice was observed to break off from a berg just over their heads.

Look out! follow me, quick! shouted the first mate in a loud, sharp voice of alarm, at the same time darting in towards the side of the berg.

The startled men obeyed the order just in time, for they had barely reached the side of the berg when the enormous pinnacle fell, and was shattered into a thousand fragments on the spot they had just left. A rebounding emotion sent the blood in a crimson flood to Freds forehead, and this was followed by a feeling of gratitude to the Almighty for the preservation of himself and the party. Leaving the dangerous vicinity of the bergs, they afterwards kept more in-shore.

What can yonder mound be? said Fred, pointing to an object that was faintly seen at a short distance off upon the bleak shore.

An Esquimau hut, maybe, replied Grim. What thinkee, Meetuck?

Meetuck shook his head and looked grave, but made no reply.

Why dont you answer? said Bolton. But come along, well soon see.

Meetuck now made various ineffectual attempts to dissuade the party from examining the mound, which turned out to be composed of stones heaped upon each other; but as all the conversation of which he was capable failed to enlighten his companions as to what the pile was, they instantly set to work to open a passage into the interior, believing that it might contain fresh provisions, as the Esquimaux were in the habit of thus preserving their superabundant food from bears and wolves. In half-an-hour a hole, large enough for a man to creep through, was formed, and Fred entered, but started back with an exclamation of horror on finding himself in the presence of a human skeleton, which was seated on the ground in the centre of this strange tomb, with its head and arms resting on the knees.

It must be an Esquimau grave, said Fred, as he retreated hastily; that must be the reason why Meetuck tried to hinder us.

I should like to see it, said Grim, stooping and thrusting his head and shoulders into the hole.

What have you got there? asked Bolton, as Grim drew back and held up something in his hand.

Dont know exactly. Its like a bit o cloth. On examination the article was found to be a shred of coarse cloth, of a blue or black colour; and being an unexpected substance to meet with in such a place, Bolton turned round with it to Meetuck in the hope of obtaining some information. But Meetuck was gone. While the sailors were breaking into the grave, Meetuck had stood aloof with a displeased expression of countenance, as if he were angry at the rude desecration of a countrymans tomb; but the moment his eye fell on the shred of cloth an expression of mingled surprise and curiosity crossed his countenance, and, without uttering a word, he slipped noiselessly into the hole, from which he almost immediately issued bearing several articles in his hand. These he held up to view, and with animated words and gesticulations explained that this was the grave of a white man, not of a native.

The articles he brought out were a pewter plate and a silver table-spoon.

Theres a name of some kind written here, said Bolton, as he carefully scrutinized the spoon. Look here, Fred, your eyes are better than mine, see if you can make it out.

Fred took it with a trembling hand, for a strange feeling of dread had seized possession of his heart, and he could scarcely bring himself to look upon it. He summoned up courage, however; but at the first glance his hand fell down by his side, and a dimness came over his eyes, for the word POLE STAR was engraven on the handle. He would have fallen to the ground had not Bolton caught him.

Dont give way, lad, the ship may be all right. Perhaps this is one o the crew that died.

Fred did not answer, but recovering himself with a strong effort, he said, Pull down the stones, men.

The men obeyed in silence, and the poor boy sat down on a rock to await the result in trembling anxiety. A few minutes sufficed to disentomb the skeleton, for the men sympathized with their young comrade, and worked with all their energies.

Cheer up, Fred, said Bolton, coming and laying his hand on the youths shoulder; its not your father. There is a bit of black hair sticking to the scalp.

With a fervent expression of thankfulness Fred rose and examined the skeleton, which had been placed in a sort of sack of skin, but was destitute of clothing. It was quite dry, and must have been there a long time. Nothing else was found, but from the appearance of the skull and the presence of the plate and spoon, there could be no doubt that it was that of one of the Pole Starscrew.

It was now resolved that they should proceed along the coast and examine every creek and bay for traces of the lost vessel.

O Bolton! my heart misgives me, said Fred, as they drove along; I fear that they have all perished.

Niver a bit, sir, said ORiley, in a sympathizing tone; yon chap must have died and been buried here be the crew as they wint past.

You forget that sailors dont bury men under mounds of stone, with pewter plates and spoons beside them.

ORiley was silenced, for the remark was unanswerable.

He may ha bin left or lost on the shore, and been found by the Esquimaux, suggested Peter Grim.

Is that not another tomb? inquired one of the men, pointing towards an object which stood on the end of a point or cape towards which they were approaching.

Ere any one could reply, their ears were saluted by the well-known bark of a pack of Esquimau dogs. In another moment they dashed into the midst of a snow village, and were immediately surrounded by the excited natives. For some time no information could be gleaned from their interpreter, who was too excited to make use of his meagre amount of English. They observed, however, that the natives, although much excited, did not seem to be so much surprised at the appearance of white men amongst them as those were whom they had first met with near the ship. In a short time Meetuck, apparently, had expended all he had to say to his friends, and turned to make explanations to Bolton in a very excited tone; but little more could be made out than that what he said had some reference to white men. At length, in desperation, he pointed to a large hut, which seemed to be the principal one of the village, and dragging the mate towards it, made signs to him to enter.

Bolton hesitated an instant.

He wants you to see the chief of the tribe, no doubt, said Fred; youd better go in at once.

A loud voice shouted something in the Esquimau language from within the hut. At the sound Freds heart beat violently, and pushing past the mate he crept through the tunnelled entrance and stood within. There was little furniture in this rude dwelling. A dull flame flickered in a stone lamp which hung from the roof, and revealed the figure of a large Esquimau reclining on a couch of skins at the raised side of the hut.

The man looked up hastily as Fred entered, and uttered a few unintelligible words.

Father! cried Fred, gasping for breath, and springing forward.

Captain Ellice, for it was indeed he, started with apparent difficulty and pain into a sitting posture, and throwing back his hood revealed a face whose open, hearty, benignant expression shone through a coat of dark brown which long months of toil and exposure had imprinted on it. It was thin, however, and careworn, and wore an expression that seemed to be the result of long-continued suffering.

Father! he exclaimed in an earnest tone; who calls me father?

Dont you know me, father?  dont you remember Fred?  look at

Fred checked himself, for the wild look of his father frightened him.

Ah! these dreams, murmured the old man; I wish they did not come so

Placing his hand on his forehead, he fell backwards in a state of insensibility into the arms of his son.




Chapter XX.

Keeping it down  Mutual explanations  The true comforter  Death  New-Years day.



It need scarcely be said that the sailors outside did not remain long in ignorance of the unexpected and happy discovery related in the last chapter. Bolton, who had crept in after Fred, with proper delicacy of feeling retired the moment he found how matters stood, and left father and son to expend, in the privacy of that chamber of snow, those feelings and emotions which can be better imagined than described.

The first impulse of the men was to give three cheers, but Bolton checked them in the bud.

No, no, lads. Ye must hold on, he said, in an eager but subdued voice. Doubtless it would be pleasant to vent our feelings in a hearty cheer, but it would startle the old gentleman inside. Get along with you, and let us get ready a good supper.

O morther! exclaimed ORiley, holding on to his sides as if he believed what he said, me bilerll bust av ye dont let me screech.

Squeeze down the safety-valve a bit longer, then, cried Bolton, as they hurried along with the whole population to the outskirts of the village. Now, then, ye may fire away, they wont hear ye  huzza!

A long enthusiastic cheer instantly burst from the sailors, and was immediately followed by a howl of delight from the Esquimaux, who capered round their visitors with uncouth gestures and grinning faces.

Entering one of the largest huts, preparations for supper were promptly begun. The Esquimaux happened to be well supplied with walrus-flesh, so the lamps were replenished, and the hiss of the frying steaks and dropping fat speedily rose above all other sounds.

Meanwhile, Fred and his father, having mutually recovered somewhat of their wonted composure, began to tell each other the details of their adventures since they last met, while the former prepared a cup of coffee and a steak for their mutual comfort.

But, father, said Fred, busying himself at the lamp, you have not yet told me how you came here, and what has become of the Pole Star, and how it was that one of your men came to be buried in the Esquimau fashion, and how you got your leg broken.

Truly, Fred, I have not told you all that, and to give it you all in detail will afford us many a long hour of converse hereafter, if it please God, whose tenderness and watchful care of me has never failed. But I can give you a brief outline of it thus:  

I got into Baffins Bay and made a good fishing of it the first year, but was beset in the ice, and compelled to spend two winters in these regions. The third year we were liberated, and had almost got fairly on our homeward voyage when a storm blew us to the north and carried us up here. Then our good brig was nipped and went to the bottom, and all the crew were lost except myself and one man. We succeeded in leaping from one piece of loose ice to another until we reached the solid floe and gained the land, where we were kindly received by the Esquimaux. But poor Wilson did not survive long. His constitution had never been robust, and he died of consumption a week after we landed. The Esquimaux buried him after their own fashion, and, as I afterwards found, had buried a plate and a spoon along with him. These, with several other articles, had been washed ashore from the wreck. Since then I have been living the life of an Esquimau, awaiting an opportunity of escape either by a ship making its appearance or a tribe of natives travelling south. I soon picked up their language, and was living in comparative comfort, when, during a sharp fight I chanced to have with a Polar bear, I fell and broke my leg. I have lain here for many months, and have suffered much, Fred; but, thank God, I am now almost well, and can walk a little, though not yet without pain.

Dear father, said Fred, how terribly you must have felt the want of kind hands to nurse you during those dreary months, and how lonely you must have been!

Nay, boy, not quite so lonely as you think. I have learned the truth of these words, I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee Call upon Me in the time of trouble, and I will deliver thee. This, Fred, has been my chief comfort during the long hours of sickness.

Captain Ellice drew forth a soiled pocket Bible from his breast as he spoke.

It was your beloved mothers, Fred, and is the only thing I brought with me from the wreck; but it was the only thing in the brig I would not have exchanged for anything else on earth. Blessed Bible! It tells of Him whose goodness I once, in my ignorance, thought I knew, but whose love I have since been taught passeth knowledge. It has been a glorious sun to me, which has never set in all the course of this long Arctic night. It has been a companion in my solitude, a comfort in my sorrows, and even now is an increase to my joy; for it tells me that if I commit my way unto the Lord, he will bring it to pass, and already I see the beginning of the end fulfilled.

Freds eyes filled with tears as his father spoke; but he remained silent, for he knew that of late he had begun to neglect Gods blessed Word, and his conscience smote him.

It were impossible here to enter minutely into the details of all that Captain Ellice related to Fred during the next few days, while they remained together in the Esquimau village. To tell of the dangers, the adventures, and the hair-breadth escapes that the crew of the Pole Star went through before the vessel finally went down, would require a whole volume. We must pass it all over, and also the account of the few days that followed, during which sundry walruses were captured, and return to the Dolphin, to which Captain Ellice had been conveyed on the sledge, carefully wrapped up in deer-skins, and tended by Fred.

A party of the Esquimaux accompanied them, and as a number of the natives from the other village had returned with Saunders and his men to the ship, the scene she presented, when all parties were united, was exceedingly curious and animated.

The Esquimaux soon built quite a little town of snow-huts all round the Dolphin, and the noise of traffic and intercourse was peculiarly refreshing to the ears of those who had long been accustomed to the death-like stillness of an Arctic winter. The beneficial effect of the change on men and dogs was instantaneous. Their spirits rose at once, and this, with the ample supply of fresh meat that had been procured, soon began to drive scurvy away.

There was one dark spot, however, in this otherwise pleasant scene  one impending event that cast a gloom over all. In his narrow berth in the cabin Joseph West lay dying. Scurvy had acted more rapidly on his delicate frame than had been expected. Despite Tom Singletons utmost efforts and skill, the fell disease gained the mastery, and it soon became evident that this hearty and excellent man was to be taken away from them.

During the last days of his illness, Captain Ellice was his greatest comfort and his constant companion. He read the Bible to him, and when doubts and fears arose, as they sometimes did, he pointed him to Jesus, and spoke of that love from which nothing could separate him.

It was on Christmas day that West died.

O sir, said he to Captain Ellice just an hour before he breathed his last, how much I regret the time that I have lost! How I wish now that I had devoted more of my precious time to the study of the Word and to prayer! How many opportunities of speaking a word for Jesus I have neglected. Once, everything seemed of importance; now, but one thing is worthy of a thought.

True, answered the captain, the one thing needful. It is strange that we will scarce permit ourselves to think or speak of that till we come to die. But you have thought on Jesus long ere now, have you not?

Yes, answered West faintly, I have; but I take no comfort from that thought. When I think of my past life it is only with regret. My hope is in the Lord. What I have been, or might have been, is nothing. One thing I know  I am a sinner; and this I also know Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners!

These were the last words the dying man spoke. Shortly after, he fell asleep.

Next day the body of Joseph West was put in a plain deal coffin, and conveyed to Store Island, where it was placed on the ground. They had no instruments that could penetrate the hard rock, so were obliged to construct a tomb of stones, after the manner of the Esquimaux, under which the coffin was laid and left in solitude.

New-Years day came, and preparations were made to celebrate the day with the usual festivities. But the recent death had affected the crew too deeply to allow them to indulge in the unrestrained hilarity of that season. Prayers were read in the morning, and both Captain Guy and Captain Ellice addressed the men feelingly in allusion to their late shipmates death and their own present position. A good dinner was also prepared, and several luxuries served out, among which were the materials for the construction of a large plum-pudding. But no grog was allowed, and they needed it not. As the afternoon advanced, stories were told, and even songs were sung; but these were of a quiet kind, and the men seemed, from an innate feeling of propriety, to suit them to the occasion. Old friends were recalled, and old familiar scenes described. The hearths of home were spoken of with a depth of feeling that showed how intense was the longing to be seated round them again, and future prospects were canvassed with keen interest and with hopeful voices. New-Years day came and went, and when it was gone the men of the Dolphin did not say, what a jolly day it was. They said little or nothing, but long after they thought of it as a bright spot in their dreary winter in the Bay of Mercy  as a day in which they had enjoyed earnest, glad, and sober communings of heart.




Chapter XXI.

First gleam of light  Trip to welcome the sun  Bears and strange discoveries  ORiley is reckless  First view of the sun.



The wisest of men has told us that it is a pleasant thing for the eyes to behold the sun, but only those who spend a winter in the Arctic Regions can fully appreciate the import of that inspired saying.

It is absolutely essential to existence that the bright beams of the great luminary should fall on animal as well as plant. Most of the poor dogs died for want of this blessed light, and had it been much longer withheld, doubtless our navigators would have sunk also.

About the 20th of January a faint gleam of light on the horizon told of the coming day. It was hailed with rapture, and long before the bright sun himself appeared on the southern horizon the most of the men made daily excursions to the neighbouring hilltops to catch sight of as much as possible of his faint rays. Day by day those rays expanded, and at last a sort of dawn enlightened a distant portion of their earth, which, faint though it was at first, had much the appearance in their eyes of a bright day. But time wore on, and real day appeared. The red sun rose in all its glory, showed a rim of its glowing disk above the frozen sea, and then sank, leaving a long gladsome smile of twilight behind. This great event happened on the 19th of February, and would have occurred sooner, but for the high cliffs to the southward which intervened between the ship and the horizon.

On the day referred to, a large party was formed to go to the top of the cliffs at Red-Snow Valley to welcome back the sun.

Theres scarce a man left behind, remarked Captain Guy, as they started on this truly joyous expedition.

Only Mizzle, sir, said Buzzby, slapping his hands together, for the cold was intense; he said as how hed stop and have dinner ready agin our return.

There was a general laugh from the men, who knew that the worthy cook had other reasons for not going  namely, his shortness of wind, and his inveterate dislike to ascend hills.

Come, Fred, cried Captain Ellice, who had completely recovered from his accident, I shall be quite jealous of your friend Singleton if you bestow so much of your company on him. Walk with me, sirrah, I command you, as I wish to have a chat.

You are unjust to me, replied Fred, taking his fathers arm, and falling with him a little to the rear of the party; Tom complains that I have quite given him up of late.

Och! isnt it a purty sight, remarked ORiley to Mivins, to see us all goin out like good little childers to see the sun rise of a beautiful mornin like this?

So it his, answered Mivins; but I wish it wasnt quite so cold.

It was indeed cold  so cold that the men had to beat their hands together, and stamp their feet, and rush about like real children, in order to keep their bodies warm. This month of February was the coldest they had yet experienced. Several times the thermometer fell to the unexampled temperature of 75° below zero, or 107° below the freezing-point of water. When we remind our young readers that the thermometer in England seldom falls so low as zero, except in what we term weather of the utmost severity, they may imagine  or rather, they may try to imagine  what 75° below zero must have been.

It was not quite so cold as that upon this occasion, otherwise the men could not have shown face to it.

Lets have leap-frog, shouted Davie; we can jump along as well as walk along. Hooray! hup!

The hup was rather an exclamation of necessity than of delight, inasmuch as that it was caused by Davie coming suddenly down flat on the ice in the act of vainly attempting to go leap-frog over Mivinss head.

Thats your sort, cried Amos Parr; down with you, Buzzby.

Buzzby obeyed, and Amos, being heavy and past the agile time of life, leaped upon, instead of over, his back, and there stuck.

Not so high, lads, cried Captain Guy. Come, Mr. Saunders, give us a back.

Faix hed better go on his hands an knees.

Thats it! over you go! hurrah, lads!

In five minutes nearly the whole crew were panting from their violent exertions, and those who did not or could not join panted as much from laughter. The desired result, however, was speedily gained. They were all soon in a glow of heat, and bade defiance to the frost.

An hours sharp climb brought the party almost to the brow of the hill, from which they hoped to see the sun rise for the first time for nearly five months. Just as they were about to pass over a ridge in the cliffs, Captain Guy, who had pushed on in advance with Tom Singleton, was observed to pause abruptly and make signals for the men to advance with caution. He evidently saw something unusual, for he crouched behind a rock and peeped over it. Hastening up as silently as possible, they discovered that a group of Polar bears were amusing themselves on the other side of the cliffs, within long gunshot. Unfortunately not one of the party had brought fire-arms. Intent only on catching a sight of the sun, they had hurried off unmindful of the possibility of their catching sight of anything else. They had not even a spear; and the few oak cudgels that some carried, however effectual they might have proved at Donnybrook, were utterly worthless there.

There were four large bears and a young one, and the gambols they performed were of the most startling as well as amusing kind. But that which interested and surprised the crew most was the fact that these bears were playing with barrels, and casks, and tent-poles, and sails. They were engaged in a regular frolic with these articles, tossing them up in the air, pawing them about, and leaping over them like kittens. In these movements they displayed their enormous strength several times. Their leaps, although performed with the utmost ease, were so great as to prove the iron nature of their muscles. They tossed the heavy casks, too, high into the air like tennis-balls, and in two instances, while the crew were watching them, dashed a cask in pieces with a slight blow of their paws. The tough canvas yielded before them like sheets of paper, and the havoc they committed was wonderful to behold.

Most extraordinary! exclaimed Captain Guy, after watching them for some time in silence. I cannot imagine where these creatures can have got hold of such things. Were not the goods at Store Island all right this morning, Mr. Bolton?

Yes, sir, they were.

Nothing missing from the ship?

No, sir, nothing.

Its most unaccountable.

Captain Guy, said ORiley, addressing his commander with a solemn face, havent ye more nor wance towld me o the queer thing in the deserts they calls the mirage?

I have, answered the captain, with a puzzled look.

An didnt ye say there was somethin like it in the Polar Seas, that made ye see flags, an ships, an things o that sort when there was no sich things there at all?

True, ORiley, I did.

Faix, then, its my opinion that yon bears is a mirage, an the sooner we git out o their way the better.

A smothered laugh greeted this solution of the difficulty.

I think I can give a better explanation  begging your pardon, ORiley, said Captain Ellice, who had hitherto looked on with a sly smile. More than a year ago, when I was driven past this place to the northward, I took advantage of a calm to land a supply of food, and a few stores and medicines, to be a stand-by in case my ship should be wrecked to the northward. Ever since the wreck actually took place I have looked forward to this cache of provisions as a point of refuge on my way south. As I have already told you, I have never been able to commence the southward journey; and now I dont require these things, which is lucky, for the bears seem to have appropriated them entirely.

Had I known of them sooner, captain, said Captain Guy, the bears should not have had a chance.

That accounts for the supply of tobacco and sticking-plaster we found in the bears stomach, remarked Fred, laughing.

True, boy; yet it surprises me that they succeeded in breaking into my cache, for it was made of heavy masses of stone, many of which required two and three men to lift them, even with the aid of handspikes.

Whats wrong with ORiley? said Fred, pointing to that eccentric individual, who was gazing intently at the bears, muttering between his teeth, and clinching his cudgel nervously.

Sure its a cryin shame, he soliloquized in an undertone, quite unconscious that he was observed, that ye should escape, ye villains. Av I only had a musket now  but I hant. Arrah! av it was only a spear. Be the mortial! I think I could crack the skull o the small wan! Faix, then, Ill try!

At the last word, before any one was aware of his intentions, this son of Erin, whose blood was now up, sprang down the cliffs towards the bears, flourishing his stick, and shouting wildly as he went. The bears instantly paused in their game, but showed no disposition to retreat.

Come back, you madman! shouted the captain; but the captain shouted in vain.

Stop! halt! come back! chorused the crew.

But ORiley was deaf. He had advanced to within a few yards of the bears, and was rushing forward to make a vigorous attack on the little one.

Hell be killed! exclaimed Fred in dismay.

Follow me, men, shouted the captain, as he leaped the ridge: make all the noise you can.

In a moment the surrounding cliffs were reverberating with the loud halloos and frantic yells of the men, as they burst suddenly over the ridge, and poured down upon the bears like a torrent of maniacs.

Bold though they were, they couldnt stand this. They turned tail and fled, followed by the disappointed howls of ORiley, and also by his cudgel, which he hurled violently after them as he pulled up.

Having thus triumphantly put the enemy to flight, the party continued their ascent of the hill, and soon gained the summit.

There it is! shouted Fred, who, in company with Mivins, first crossed the ridge, and tossed his arms in the air.

The men cheered loudly as they hurried up and one by one emerged into a red glow of sunshine. It could not be termed warm, for it had no power in that frosty atmosphere, and only a small portion of the suns disk was visible. But his light was on every crag and peak around; and as the men sat down in groups, and, as it were, bathed in the sunshine, winking at the bright gleam of light with half-closed eyes, they declared that it felt warm, and wouldnt hear anything to the contrary, although Saunders, true to his nature, endeavoured to prove to them that the infinitely small degree of heat imparted by such feeble rays could not by any possibility be felt except in imagination. But Saunders was outvoted. Indeed, under the circumstances, he had not a chance of proving his point; for the more warm the dispute became, the greater was the amount of animal heat that was created, to be placed, falsely, to the credit of the sun.

Patience, however, is a virtue which is sure to meet with a reward. The point which Saunders failed to prove by argument, was pretty well proved to every one (though not admitted) by the agency of John Frost. That remarkably bitter individual nestled round the men as they sat sunning themselves, and soon compelled them to leap up and apply to other sources for heat. They danced about vigorously, and again took to leap-frog. Then they tried their powers at the old familiar games of home. Hop-step-and-jump raised the animal thermometer considerably, and the standing leap, running leap, and high leap sent it up many degrees. But a general race brought them almost to a summer temperature, and at the same time, most unexpectedly, secured to them a hare! This little creature, of which very few had yet been procured, darted in an evil hour out from behind a rock right in front of the men, who, having begun the race for sport, now continued it energetically for profit. A dozen sticks were hurled at the luckless hare, and one of these felled it to the ground.

After this they returned home in triumph, keeping up all the way an animated dispute as to the amount of heat shed upon them by the sun, and upon that knotty question, Who killed the hare?

Neither point was settled when they reached the Dolphin, and, we may add, for the sake of the curious reader, neither point is settled yet.




Chapter XXII.

The Arctic Sun  Rats! rats! rats!  A hunting-party  Out on the floes  Hardships.

Among the many schemes that were planned and carried out for lightening the long hours of confinement to their wooden home in the Arctic Regions, was the newspaper started by Fred Ellice, and named, as we have already mentioned, the Arctic Sun.

It was so named because, as Fred stated in his first leading article, it was intended to throw light on many things at a time when there was no other sun to cheer them. We cannot help regretting that it is not in our power to present a copy of this well-thumbed periodical to our readers; but being of opinion that something is better than nothing, we transcribe the following extract as a specimen of the contributions from the forecastle. It was entitled  

JOHN BUZZBYS OPPINYUNS O THINGS IN GINRAL.

Mr. Editer,  As you was so good as to ax from me a contribootion to your waluable peeryoddical, I beg heer to stait that this heer article is intended as a ginral summery o the noos wots agoin. Your reeders will be glad to no that of late the wethers bin gittin colder, but theyll be better pleased to no that before the middle o nixt sumer its likely to git a, long chawk warmer. Theres a ginral complaint heer that Mivins has bin eatin the shuger in the pantry, an thats wots makin it needfull to put us on short allowance. Davie Summers sais he seed him at it, an its a dooty the guvermint owes to the publik to have the matter investigated. Its ginrally expected, howsever, that the guvermint wont trubble its hed with the matter. Theres bin an onusual swarmin o rats in the ship of late, an Davie Summers has had a riglar hunt after them. The lad has becum more than ornar expert with his bow an arrow, for he niver misses now  exceptin, always, when he dusnt hit  an for the most part takes them on the pint on the snowt with his blunt-heded arow, which he drives in  the snowt, not the arow. Theres a ginral wish among the crew to no whether the north pole is a pole or a dot. Mizzle sais its a dot, and ORiley swears (no, he dont do that, for weve gin up swearin in the fog-sail), but he sais that its a real post, bout as thick again as the main-mast, an nine or ten times as hy. Grim sais its nother wun thing nor anuther, but a hydeear that is sumhow or other a fact, but yit dont exist at all. Tom Green wants to no if theres any conexshun between it an the pole thats conected with elections. In fact, were all at sea, in a riglar muz abut this, an as Dr. Singletons a syentiffick man, praps hell give us a leadin article in your nixt  so no more at present from  Yours to command,

JOHN BUZZBY.

This contribution was accompanied with an outline illustration of Mivins eating sugar with a ladle in the pantry, and Davie Summers peeping in at the door  both likenesses being excellent.

Some of the articles in the Arctic Sun were grave and some were gay, but all of them were profitable, for Fred took care that they should be charged either with matter of interest or matter provocative of mirth. And, assuredly, no newspaper of similar calibre was ever looked forward to with such expectation, or read and re-read with such avidity. It was one of the expedients that lasted longest in keeping up the spirits of the men.

The rat-hunting referred to in the foregoing summary was not a mere fiction of Buzzbys brain. It was a veritable fact. Notwithstanding the extreme cold of this inhospitable climate, the rats in the ship increased to such a degree that at last they became a perfect nuisance. Nothing was safe from their attacks  whether substances were edible or not, they were gnawed through and ruined  and their impudence, which seemed to increase with their numbers, at last exceeded all belief. They swarmed everywhere  under the stove, about the beds, in the lockers, between the sofa cushions, amongst the moss round the walls, and inside the boots and mittens (when empty) of the men. And they became so accustomed to having missiles thrown at them, that they acquired to perfection that art which Buzzby described as keeping ones weather-eye open.

You couldnt hit one if you tried. If your hand moved towards an object with which you intended to deal swift destruction, the intruder paused, and turned his sharp eyes towards you, as if to say, What! going to try it again?  come, then, heres a chance for you. But when you threw, at best you could only hit the empty space it had occupied the moment before. Or, if you seized a stick, and rushed at the enemy in wrath, it grinned fiercely, showed its long white teeth, and then vanished with a fling of its tail that could be construed into nothing but an expression of contempt.

At last an expedient was hit upon for destroying these disagreeable inmates. Small bows and arrows were made, the latter having heavy, blunt heads, and with these the men slaughtered hundreds. Whenever any one was inclined for a little sport, he took up his bow and arrows, and retiring to a dark corner of the cabin, watched for a shot. Davie Summers acquired the title of Nimrod in consequence of his success in this peculiar field.

At first the rats proved a capital addition to the dogs meals, but at length some of the men were glad to eat them, especially when fresh meat failed altogether, and scurvy began its assaults. White or Arctic foxes, too, came about the ship sometimes in great numbers, and proved an acceptable addition to their fresh provisions; but at one period all these sources failed, and the crew were reduced to the utmost extremity, having nothing to eat except salt provisions. Notwithstanding the cheering influence of the sun, the spirits of the men fell as their bodily energies failed. Nearly two-thirds of the ships company were confined to their berths. The officers retained much of their wonted health and vigour, partly in consequence, no doubt, of their unwearied exertions in behalf of others. They changed places with the men at last, owing to the force of circumstances  ministering to their wants, drawing water, fetching fuel, and cooking their food  carrying out, in short, the divine command, By love serve one another.

During the worst period of their distress a party was formed to go out upon the floes in search of walruses.

If we dont get speedy relief, remarked Captain Guy to Tom Singleton in reference to this party, some of us will die. I feel certain of that. Poor Buzzby seems on his last legs, and Mivins is reduced to a shadow.

The doctor was silent, for the captains remark was too true.

You must get up your party at once, and set off after breakfast, Mr. Bolton, he added, turning to the first mate. Who can accompany you?

Theres Peter Grim, sir; hes tough yet, and not much affected by scurvy. And Mr. Saunders, I think, may

No, interrupted the doctor, Saunders must not go. He does not look very ill, and I hope is not, but I dont like some of his symptoms.

Well, doctor, we can do without him. Theres Tom Green and ORiley. Nothing seems able to bring down ORiley. Then theres

Theres Fred Ellice, cried Fred himself, joining the group; Ill go with you if youll take me.

Most happy to have you, sir. Our healthy hands are very short, but we can muster sufficient, I think.

The captain suggested Amos Parr and two or three more men, and then dismissed his first mate to get ready for an immediate start.

I dont half like your going, Fred, said his father. Youve not been well lately, and hunting on the floes, I know from experience, is hard work.

Dont fear for me, father; Ive quite recovered from my recent attack, which was but slight after all, and I know full well that those who are well must work as long as they can stand.

Ho, lads! look alive there! are you ready? shouted the first mate down the hatchway.

Ay, ay, sir, replied Grim, and in a few minutes the party were assembled on the ice beside the small sledge with their shoulder-belts on, for most of the dogs were either dead or dying of that strange complaint to which allusion has been made in a previous chapter.

They set out silently, but ere they had got a dozen yards from the ship Captain Guy felt the impropriety of permitting them thus to depart.

Up, lads, and give them three cheers! he cried, mounting the ships side and setting the example.

A hearty, generous spirit, when vigorously displayed, always finds a ready response from human hearts. The few sailors who were on deck at the time, and one or two of the sick men who chanced to put their heads up the hatchway, rushed to the side, waved their mittens  in default of caps  and gave vent to three hearty British cheers. The effect on the drooping spirits of the hunting-party was electrical. They pricked up like chargers that had felt the spur, wheeled round, and returned the cheer with interest. It was an apparently trifling incident, but it served to lighten the way and make it seem less dreary for many a long mile.

Im tired of it intirely, cried ORiley, sitting down on a hummock, on the evening of the second day after setting out on the hunt; here we is, two days out, an not a sign o life nowhere.

Come, dont give in, said Bolton cheerfully; were sure to fall in with a walrus to-day.

I think so, cried Fred; we have come so far out upon the floes that there must be open water near.

Come on, then, cried Peter Grim; dont waste time talking.

Thus urged ORiley rose, and throwing his sledge-strap over his shoulder, plodded on wearily with the rest.

Their provisions were getting low now, and it was felt that if they did not soon fall in with walruses or bears they must return as quickly as possible to the ship in order to avoid starving. It was therefore a matter of no small satisfaction that, on turning the edge of an iceberg, they discovered a large bear walking leisurely towards them. To drop their sledge-lines and seize their muskets was the work of a moment. But, unfortunately, long travelling had filled the pans with snow, and it required some time to pick the touch-holes clear. In this extremity Peter Grim seized a hatchet and ran towards the bear, while ORiley charged it with a spear. Grim delivered a tremendous blow at its head with his weapon; but his intention was better than his aim, for he missed the bear and smashed the corner of a hummock of ice. ORiley was more successful. He thrust the spear into the animals shoulder; but the shoulder-blade turned the head of the weapon, and caused it to run along at least three feet just under the skin. The wound, although not fatal, was so painful that Bruin uttered a loud roar of disapproval, wheeled round, and ran away!  an act of cowardice so unusual on the part of a Polar bear that the whole party were taken by surprise. Several shots were fired after him, but he soon disappeared among the ice-hummocks, having fairly made off with ORileys spear.

The disappointment caused by this was great, but they had little time to think of it, for soon after a stiff breeze of wind sprang up, which freshened into a gale, compelling them to seek the shelter of a cluster of icebergs, in the midst of which they built a snow-hut. Before night a terrific storm was raging, with the thermometer 40° below zero. The sky became black as ink, drift whirled round them in horrid turmoil, and the wild blast came direct from the north, over the frozen sea, shrieking and howling in its strength and fury.

All that night and the next day it continued. Then it ceased, and for the first time that winter a thaw set in, so that ere morning their sleeping-bags and socks were thoroughly wetted. This was of short duration, however. In a few hours the frost set in again as intense as ever, converting all their wet garments and bedding into hard cakes of ice. To add to their misfortunes their provisions ran out, and they were obliged to abandon the hut and push forward towards the ship with the utmost speed. Night came on them while they were slowly toiling through the deep drifts that the late gale had raised, and to their horror they found they had wandered out of their way, and were still but a short distance from their snow-hut. In despair they returned to pass the night in it, and spreading their frozen sleeping-bags on the snow, they lay down, silent and supperless, to rest till morning.




Chapter XXIII.

Unexpected arrivals  The rescue party  Lost and found  Return to the ship.

The sixth night after the hunting-party had left the ship, Grim and Fred Ellice suddenly made their appearance on board. It was quite dark, and the few of the ships company who were able to quit their berths were seated round the cabin at their meagre evening meal.

Hallo, Fred! exclaimed Captain Ellice, as his son staggered rather than walked in and sank down on a locker. Whats wrong, boy? where are the rest of you?

Fred could not answer; neither he nor Grim was able to utter a word at first. It was evident that they laboured under extreme exhaustion and hunger. A mouthful of hot soup administered by Tom Singleton rallied them a little, however.

Our comrades are lost, I fear.

Lost! exclaimed Captain Guy. How so? Speak, my boy; but hold, take another mouthful before you speak. Where did you leave them, say you?

Fred looked at the captain with a vacant stare. Out upon the ice to the north; but, I say, what a comical dream Ive had! Here he burst into a loud laugh. Poor Freds head was evidently affected, so his father and Tom carried him to his berth.

All this time Grim had remained seated on a locker swaying to and fro like a drunken man, and paying no attention to the numerous questions that were put to him by Saunders and his comrades.

This is bad! exclaimed Captain Guy, pressing his hand on his forehead.

A search must be made, suggested Captain Ellice. Its evident that the party have broken down out on the floes, and Fred and Grim have been sent to let us know.

I know it, answered Captain Guy. A search must be made, and that instantly, if it is to be of any use; but in which direction are we to go is the question. These poor fellows cannot tell us. Out on the ice to the north is a wide word.  Fred, Fred, can you not tell us in which direction we ought to go to search for them?

Yes, far out on the floes  among hummocks  far out, murmured Fred, half unconsciously.

We must be satisfied with that. Now, Mr. Saunders, assist me to get the small sledge fitted out. Ill go to look after them myself.

An Ill go with ee, sir, said the second mate promptly.

I fear you are hardly able.

No fear o me, sir. Im better than ee think.

I must go too, added Captain Ellice; it is quite evident that you cannot muster a party without me.

Thats impossible, interrupted the doctor. Your leg is not strong enough nearly for such a trip; besides, my dear sir, you must stay behind to perform my duties, for the ship cant do without a doctor, and I shall go with Captain Guy, if he will allow me.

That he wont, cried the captain. You say truly the ship cannot be left without a doctor. Neither you nor my friend Ellice shall leave the ship with my permission. But dont let us waste time talking.  Come, Summers and Mizzle, you are well enough to join, and, Meetuck, you must be our guide. Look alive and get yourselves ready.

In less than half-an-hour the rescue party were equipped and on their way over the floes. They were six in all  one of the freshest among the crew having volunteered to join those already mentioned.

It was a very dark night, and bitterly cold; but they took nothing with them except the clothes on their backs, a supply of provisions for their lost comrades, their sleeping-bags, and a small leather tent. The captain also took care to carry with them a flask of brandy.

The colossal bergs, which stretched like well-known land-marks over the sea, were their guides at first; but after travelling ten hours without halting, they had passed the greater number of those with which they were familiar, and entered upon an unknown region. Here it became necessary to use the utmost caution. They knew that the lost men must be within twenty miles of them, but they had no means of knowing the exact spot, and any footprints that had been made were now obliterated. In these circumstances Captain Guy had to depend very much on his own sagacity.

Clambering to the top of a hummock, he observed a long stretch of level floe to the northward.

I think it likely, he remarked to Saunders, who had accompanied him, that they may have gone in that direction. It seems an attractive road among this chaos of ice-heaps.

Im no sure o that, objected Saunders; yonders a pretty clear road away to the west, maybe they took that.

Perhaps they did, but as Fred said they had gone far out on the ice to the north, I think it likely theyve gone in that direction.

Maybe yere right, sir, and maybe yere wrang, answered Saunders, as they returned to the party. As this was the second mates method of intimating that he felt that he ought to give in (though he didnt give in, and never would give in absolutely), the captain felt more confidence in his own opinion.

Now, Meetuck, keep your eyes open, he added, as they resumed their rapid march.

After journeying on for a considerable distance, the men were ordered to spread out over the neighbouring ice-fields, in order to multiply the chances of discovering tracks; but there seemed to be some irresistible power of attraction which drew them gradually together again, however earnestly they might try to keep separate. In fact, they were beginning to be affected by the long-continued march and the extremity of the cold.

This last was so great that constant motion was absolutely necessary in order to prevent them from freezing. There was no time allowed for rest  life and death were in the scale. Their only hope lay in a continuous and rapid advance, so as to reach the lost men ere they should freeze or die of starvation.

Holo! look eer! shouted Meetuck, as he halted and went down on his knees to examine some marks on the snow.

These are tracks! cried Captain Guy eagerly. What think you, Saunders?

They look like it

Follow them up, Meetuck. Go in advance, my lad, and let the rest of you scatter again.

In a few minutes there was a cry heard, and as the party hastened towards the spot whence it came, they found Davie Summers pointing eagerly to a little snow-hut in the midst of a group of bergs.

With hasty steps they advanced towards it, and the captain, with a terrible misgiving at heart, crept in.

Ah! then, is it yerself, darlint? were the first words that greeted him.

A loud cheer from those without told that they heard and recognized the words. Immediately two of them crept in, and striking a light, kindled a lamp, which revealed the care-worn forms of their lost comrades stretched on the ground in their sleeping-bags. They were almost exhausted for want of food, but otherwise they were uninjured.

The first congratulations over, the rescue party immediately proceeded to make arrangements for passing the night. They were themselves little better than those whom they had come to save, having performed an uninterrupted march of eighteen hours without food or drink.

It was touching to see the tears of joy and gratitude that filled the eyes of the poor fellows, who had given themselves up for lost, as they watched the movements of their comrades while they prepared food for them; and the broken, fitful conversation was mingled strangely with alternate touches of fun and deep feeling, indicating the conflicting emotions that struggled in their breasts.

I knowed ye would come, captain; bless you, sir, said Amos Parr, in an unsteady voice.

Come! Av coorse ye knowed it, cried ORiley energetically. Och, but dont be long wid the mate, darlints, me stummiks shut up intirely.

There wont be room for us all here, Im afraid, remarked Bolton.

This was true. The hut was constructed to hold six, and it was impossible that ten could sleep in it, although they managed to squeeze in.

Never mind that, cried the captain. Here, take a drop of soup; gently, not too much at a time.

Ah, then, its cruel of ye, it is, to give me sich a small taste.

It was necessary, however, to give men in their condition a small taste at first, so ORiley had to rest content. Meanwhile, the rescue party supped heartily, and after a little more food had been administered to the half-starved men, preparations were made for spending the night. The tent was pitched, and the sleeping-bags spread out on the snow. Then Captain Guy offered up fervent thanks to God for his protection thus far, and prayed shortly but earnestly for deliverance from their dangerous situation; after which they all lay down and slept soundly till morning  or at least as soundly as could be expected with a temperature at 55° below zero.

Next morning they prepared to set out on their return to the ship. But this was no easy task. The exhausted men had to be wrapped up carefully in their blankets, which were sewed closely round their limbs, then packed in their sleeping-bags and covered completely up, only a small hole being left opposite their mouths to breathe through, and after that they were lashed side by side on the small sledge. The larger sledge, with the muskets, ammunition, and spare blankets, had to be abandoned. Then the rescue party put their shoulders to the tracking-belts, and away they went briskly over the floes.

But the drag was a fearfully heavy one for men who, besides having walked so long and so far on the previous day, were, most of them, much weakened by illness, and very unfit for such laborious work. The floes, too, were so rugged that they had frequently to lift the heavy sledge and its living load over deep rents and chasms which, in circumstances less desperate, they would have scarcely ventured to do. Work as they would, however, they could not make more than a mile an hour, and night overtook them ere they reached the level floes. But it was of the utmost importance that they should continue to advance, so they pushed forward until a breeze sprang up that pierced them through and through.

Fortunately there was a bright moon in the sky, which enabled them to pick their way among the hummocks. Suddenly, without warning, the whole party felt an alarming failure of their energies. Captain Guy, who was aware of the imminent danger of giving way to this feeling, cheered the men to greater exertion by word and voice, but failed to rouse them. They seemed like men walking in their sleep.

Come, Saunders, cheer up, man! cried the captain, shaking the mate by the arm; but Saunders stood still, swaying to and fro like a drunken man. Mizzle begged to be allowed to sleep, if it were only for two minutes, and poor Davie Summers deliberately threw himself down on the snow, from which, had he been left, he would never more have risen.

The case was now desperate. In vain the captain shook and buffeted the men. They protested that they did not feel cold they were quite warm, and only wanted a little sleep. He saw that it was useless to contend with them, so there was nothing left for it but to pitch the tent.

This was done as quickly as possible, though with much difficulty, and the men were unlashed from the sledge and placed within the tent. The others then crowded in, and falling down beside each other were asleep in an instant. The excessive crowding of the little tent was an advantage at this time, as it tended to increase their animal heat. Captain Guy allowed them to sleep only two hours, and then roused them in order to continue the journey; but short though the period of rest was, it proved sufficient to enable the men to pursue their journey with some degree of spirit. Still it was evident that their energies had been overtaxed; for when they neared the ship next day, Tom Singleton, who had been on the look-out, and advanced to meet them, found that they were almost in a state of stupor, and talked incoherently  sometimes giving utterance to sentiments of the most absurd nature with expressions of the utmost gravity.

Meanwhile, good news was brought them from the ship. Two bears and a walrus had been purchased from the Esquimaux, a party of whom  sleek, fat, oily, good-humoured, and hairy  were encamped on the lee side of the Dolphin, and were busily engaged in their principal and favourite occupation  eating!




Chapter XXIV.

Winter ends  The first insect  Preparations for departure  Narrow escape  Cutting out  Once more afloat  Ship on fire  Crew take to the boats.

Winter passed away, with its darkness and its frost, and, happily, with its sorrows; and summer  bright, glowing summer  came at last, to gladden the heart of man and beast in the Polar Regions.

We have purposely omitted to make mention of spring, for there is no such season, properly so called, within the Arctic Circle. Winter usually terminates with a gushing thaw, and summer then begins with a blaze of fervent heat. Not that the heat is really so intense as compared with that of southern climes, but the contrast is so great that it seems as though the Torrid Zones had rushed towards the Pole.

About the beginning of June there were indications of the coming heat. Fresh water began to trickle from the rocks, and streamlets commenced to run down the icebergs. Soon everything became moist, and a marked change took place in the appearance of the ice-belt, owing to the pools that collected on it everywhere and overflowed.

Seals now became more numerous in the neighbourhood, and were frequently killed near the atluks, or holes, so that fresh meat was secured in abundance, and the scurvy received a decided check. Reindeer, rabbits, and ptarmigan, too, began to frequent the bay, so that the larder was constantly full, and the mess-table presented a pleasing variety  rats being no longer the solitary dish of fresh meat at every meal. A few small birds made their appearance from the southward, and these were hailed as harbingers of the coming summer.

One day ORiley sat on the taffrail, basking in the warm sun, and drinking in health and gladness from its beams. He had been ill, and was now convalescent. Buzzby stood beside him.

Ive bin thinkin, said Buzzby, that we dont half know the blessins that are given to us in this here world till weve had em taken away. Look, now, how were enjoyin the sun an the heat, just as if it wos so much gold!

Goold! echoed ORiley, in a tone of contempt; faix I niver thought so little o goold before, let me tell ye. Goold can buy many a thing, it can, but it cant buy sunshine. Hallo! whats this?

ORiley accompanied the question with a sudden snatch of his hand.

Look here, Buzzby! Have a care, now! jist watch the openin o my fist.

Wot is it? inquired Buzzby, approaching, and looking earnestly at his comrades clinched hand with some curiosity.

There he comes! Now, then, not so fast, ye spalpeen!

As he spoke, a small fly, which had been captured, crept out from between his fingers, and sought to escape. It was the first that had visited these frozen regions for many, many months, and the whole crew were summoned on deck to meet it as if it were an old and valued friend.

Let it go, poor thing! cried half-a-dozen of the men, gazing at the little prisoner with a degree of interest that cannot be thoroughly understood by those who have not passed through experiences similar to those of our Arctic voyagers.

Ay, dont hurt it, poor thing! Youre squeezin it too hard! cried Amos Parr.

Squaazing it! no, then, Im not. Go, avic, an me blessin go wid ye.

The big, rough hand opened, and the tiny insect, spreading its gossamer wings, buzzed away into the bright atmosphere, where it was soon lost to view.

Rig up the ice-saws, Mr. Bolton; set all hands at them, and get out the powder-canisters, cried Captain Guy, coming hastily on deck.

Ay, ay, sir, responded the mate. All hands to the ice-saws! Look alive, boys! Ho! Mr. Saunders! Wheres Mr. Saunders?

Here am, answered the worthy second mate in a quiet voice.

Oh, youre there! Get up some powder, Mr. Saunders, and a few canisters.

There was a heartiness in the tone and action with which these orders were given and obeyed that proved they were possessed of more than ordinary interest; as, indeed, they were, for the time had now come for making preparations for cutting the ship out of winter-quarters, and getting ready to take advantage of any favourable opening in the ice that might occur.

Do you hope to effect much? inquired Captain Ellice of Captain Guy, who stood at the gangway watching the men as they leaped over the side and began to cut holes with ice-chisels preparatory to fixing the saws and powder-canisters.

Not much, replied the captain; but a little in these latitudes is worth fighting hard for, as you are well aware. Many a time have I seen a ships crew strain and heave on warps and cables for hours together, and only gain a yard by all their efforts; but many a time, also, have I seen a single yard of headway save a ship from destruction.

True, rejoined Captain Ellice; I have seen a little of it myself. There is no spot on earth, I think, equal to the Polar Regions for bringing out into bold relief two great and apparently antagonistic truths  namely, mans urgent need of all his powers to accomplish the work of his own deliverance, and mans utter helplessness and entire dependence on the sovereign will of God.

When shall we sink the canisters, sir? asked Bolton, coming up and touching his hat.

In an hour, Mr. Bolton; the tide will be full then, and we shall try what effect a blast will have.

My opeenion is, remarked Saunders, who passed at the moment with two large bags of gunpowder under his arms, that itll have no effect at a. Itll just loosen the ice roond the ship.

The captain smiled as he said, That is all the effect I hope for, Mr. Saunders. Should the outward ice give way soon, we shall then be in a better position to avail ourselves of it.

As Saunders predicted, the effect of powder and saws was merely to loosen and rend the ice-tables in which the Dolphin was imbedded; but deliverance was coming sooner than any of those on board expected. That night a storm arose, which, for intensity of violence, equalled, if it did not surpass, the severest gales they had yet experienced. It set the great bergs of the Polar Seas in motion, and these moving mountains of ice slowly and majestically began their voyage to southern climes, crashing through the floes, overturning the hummocks, and ripping up the ice-tables with quiet but irresistible momentum. For two days the war of ice continued to rage, and sometimes the contending forces, in the shape of huge tongues and corners of bergs, were forced into the Bay of Mercy, and threatened swift destruction to the little craft, which was a mere atom that might have been crushed and sunk and scarcely missed in such a wild scene.

At one time a table of ice was forced out of the water and reared up, like a sloping wall of glass, close to the stern of the Dolphin, where all the crew were assembled with ice-poles ready to do their utmost; but their feeble efforts could have availed them nothing had the slowly-moving mass continued its onward progress.

Lower away the quarter-boat, cried the captain, as the sheet of ice six feet thick came grinding down towards the starboard quarter.

Buzzby, Grim, and several others sprang to obey, but before they could let go the fall-tackles, the mass of ice rose suddenly high above the deck, over which it projected several feet, and caught the boat. In another moment the timbers yielded, the thwarts sprang out or were broken across, and slowly, yet forcibly, as a strong hand might crush an egg-shell, the boat was squeezed flat against the ships side.

Shove, lads! if it comes on were lost, cried the captain, seizing one of the long poles with which the men were vainly straining every nerve and muscle. They might as well have tried to arrest the progress of a berg. On it came, and crushed in the starboard quarter bulwarks. Providentially at that moment it grounded and remained fast; but the projecting point that overhung them broke off and fell on the deck with a crash that shook the good ship from stem to stern. Several of the men were thrown violently down, but none were seriously hurt in this catastrophe.

When the storm ceased the ice out in the strait was all in motion, and that round the ship had loosened so much that it seemed as if the Dolphin might soon get out into open water, and once more float upon its natural element. Every preparation, therefore, was made. The stores were re-shipped from Store Island; the sails were shaken out, and those of them that had been taken down were bent on to the yards; tackle was overhauled; and, in short, everything was done that was possible under the circumstances. But a week passed away ere they succeeded in finally warping out of the bay into the open sea beyond.

It was a lovely morning when this happy event was accomplished. Before the tide was quite full, and while they were waiting until the command to heave on the warps should be given, Captain Guy assembled the crew for morning prayers in the cabin. Having concluded, he said:  

My lads, through the great mercy of God we have been all, except one, spared through the trials and anxieties of a long and dreary winter, and are now, I trust, about to make our escape from the ice that has held us fast so long. It becomes me at such a time to tell you that, if I am spared to return home, I shall be able to report that every man in this ship has done his duty. You have never flinched in the hour of danger, and never grumbled in the hour of trial. Only one man  our late brave and warm-hearted comrade, Joseph West  has fallen in the struggle. For the mercies that have never failed us, and for our success in rescuing my gallant friend, Captain Ellice, we ought to feel the deepest gratitude to the Almighty. We have need, however, to pray for a blessing on the labours that are yet before us, for you are well aware that we shall probably have many a struggle with the ice before we are once more afloat on blue water. And now, lads, away with you on deck, and man the capstan, for the tide is about full.

The capstan was manned, and the hawsers were hove taut. Inch by inch the tide rose, and the Dolphin floated. Then a lusty cheer was given, and Amos Parr struck up one of those hearty songs intermingled with Ho! and Yo heave ho! that seem to be the life and marrow of all nautical exertion. At last the good ship forged ahead, and, boring through the loose ice, passed slowly out of the Bay of Mercy.

Do you know I feel quite sad at quitting this dreary spot? said Fred to his father, as they stood gazing backward over the taffrail. I could not have believed that I should have become so much attached to it.

We become attached to any spot, Fred, in which incidents have occurred to call forth frequently our deeper feelings. These rocks and stones are intimately associated with many events that have caused you joy and sorrow, hope and fear, pain and happiness. Men cherish the memory of such feelings, and love the spots of earth with which they are associated.

Ah, father, yonder stands one stone, at least, that calls forth feelings of sorrow.

Fred pointed as he spoke to Store Island, which was just passing out of view. On this lonely spot the men had raised a large stone over the grave of Joseph West. ORiley, whose enthusiastic temperament had caused him to mourn over his comrade more, perhaps, than any other man in the ship, had carved the name and date of his death in rude characters on the stone. It was a conspicuous object on the low island, and every eye in the Dolphin was fixed on it as they passed. Soon the point of rock that had sheltered them so long from many a westerly gale intervened and shut it out from view for ever.

When mans prospects are at the worst, it often happens that some unexpected success breaks on his path like a bright sunbeam. Alas! it often happens, also, that when his hopes are high and his prospects brightest, a dark cloud overspreads him like a funeral pall. We might learn a lesson from this  the lesson of dependence on that Saviour who careth for us, and of trust in that blessed assurance that all things work together for good to them that love God.

A week of uninterrupted fair wind and weather had carried the Dolphin far to the south of their dreary wintering ground, and all was going well, when the worst of all disasters befell the ship  she caught fire! How it happened no one could tell. The smoke was first seen rising suddenly from the hold. Instantly the alarm was spread.

Firemen, to your posts! shouted the captain. Man the water-buckets! Steady, men; no hurry. Keep order.

Ay, ay, sir, was the short, prompt response, and the most perfect order was kept. Every command was obeyed instantly with a degree of vigour that is seldom exhibited save in cases of life and death.

Buzzby was at the starboard and Peter Grim at the larboard gangway, while the men stood in two rows, extending from each to the main hatch, up which ever thickening clouds of dark smoke were rolling. Bucket after bucket of water was passed along and dashed into the hold, and everything that could be done was done, but without effect. The fire increased. Suddenly a long tongue of flame issued from the smoking cavern, and lapped round the mast and rigging with greedy eagerness.

Theres no hope, said Captain Ellice in a low voice, laying his hand gently on Captain Guys shoulder.

The captain did not reply, but gazed with an expression of the deepest regret, for one moment, at the work of destruction.

Next instant he sprang to the falls of the larboard quarter-boat.

Now, lads, he cried energetically, get out the boats. Bring up provisions, Mr. Bolton, and a couple of spare sails.  Mr. Saunders, see to the ammunition and muskets. Quick, men. The cabin will soon be too hot to hold you.

Setting the example, the captain sprang below, followed by Fred and Tom Singleton, who secured the charts, a compass, chronometer, and quadrant; also the log-book and the various journals and records of the voyage. Captain Ellice also did active service, and being cool and self-possessed he recollected and secured several articles which were afterwards of the greatest use, and which, but for him, would in such a trying moment have probably been forgotten.

Meanwhile, the two largest boats in the ship were lowered. Provisions, masts, sails, and oars, etc., were thrown in. The few remaining dogs, among whom were Dumps and Poker, were also embarked; and the crew hastily leaping in pushed off. They were not a moment too soon. The fire had reached the place where the gunpowder was kept, and although there was not a great quantity of it, there was enough when it exploded to burst open the deck. The wind, having free ingress, fanned the fire into a furious blaze, and in a few moments the Dolphin was wrapped in flames from stem to stern. It was a little after sunset when the fire was discovered. In two hours later the good ship was burned to the waters edge. Then the waves swept in, and while they extinguished the fire they sank the blackened hull, leaving the two crowded boats floating in darkness on the bosom of the ice-laden sea.




Chapter XXV.

Escape to Upernavik  Letter from home  Meetucks grandmother  Dumps and Poker again.

For three long weeks the shipwrecked mariners were buffeted by winds and waves in open boats, but at last they were guided in safety through all their dangers and vicissitudes to the colony of Upernavik. Here they found several vessels on the point of setting out for Europe, one of which was bound for England, and in this vessel the crew of the Dolphin resolved to ship.

Nothing of particular interest occurred at this solitary settlement except one thing, but that one thing was a great event, and deserves very special notice. It was nothing less than the receipt of a letter by Fred from his cousin Isobel! Fred and Isobel, having been brought up for several years together, felt towards each other like brother and sister.

Fred received the letter from the pastor of the settlement shortly after landing, while his father and the captain were on board the English brig making arrangements for their passage home. He could scarcely believe his eyes when he beheld the well-known hand; but having at last come to realize the fact that he actually held a real letter in his hand, he darted behind one of the curious, primitive cottages to read it. Here he was met by a squad of inquisitive natives, so with a gesture of impatience he rushed to another spot; but he was observed and followed by half-a-dozen Esquimau boys, and in despair he sought refuge in the small church near which he chanced to be. He had not been there a second, however, when two old women came in, and, approaching him, began to scan him with critical eyes. This was too much, so Fred thrust the letter into his bosom, darted out, and was instantly surrounded by a band of natives, who began to question him in an unknown tongue. Seeing that there was no other resource, Fred turned round and fled towards the mountains at a pace that defied pursuit, and, coming to a halt in the midst of a rocky gorge that might have served as an illustration of what chaos was, he sat down behind a big rock to peruse Isobels letter.

Having read it, he re-read it; having re-read it, he read it over again. Having read it over again, he meditated a little, exclaiming several times emphatically, My darling Isobel, and then he read bits of it here and there; having done which, he read the other bits, and so got through it again. As the letter was a pretty long one, it took him a considerable time to do all this. Then it suddenly occurred to him that he had been thus selfishly keeping it all to himself instead of sharing it with his father; so he started up and hastened back to the village, where he found Captain Ellice in earnest confabulation with the pastor of the place. Seizing his parent by the arm, Fred led him into a room in the pastors house, and, looking round to make sure that it was empty, he sought to bolt the door. But the door was a primitive one and had no bolt, so Fred placed a huge old-fashioned chair against it, and sitting down therein, while his father took a seat opposite, he unfolded the letter, and yet once again read it through.

The letter was about twelve months old, and ran thus:  

GRAYTON, 25th July.

MY DARLING FRED,  It is now two months since you left us, and it seems to me two years. Oh, how I do wish that you were back! When I think of the terrible dangers that you may be exposed to amongst the ice my heart sinks, and I sometimes fear that we shall never see you or your dear father again. But you are in the hands of our Father in heaven, dear Fred, and I never cease to pray that you may be successful and return to us in safety. Dear, good old Mr. Singleton told me yesterday that he had an opportunity of sending to the Danish settlements in Greenland, so I resolved to write, though I very much doubt whether this will ever find you in such a wild far-off land.

Oh, when I think of where you are, all the romantic stories I have ever read of Polar Regions spring up before me, and you seem to be the hero of them all. But I must not waste my paper thus; I know you will be anxious for news. I have very little to give you, however. Good old Mr. Singleton has been very kind to us since you went away. He comes constantly to see us, and comforts dear mamma very much. Your friend, Dr. Singleton, will be glad to hear that he is well and strong. Tell my friend Buzzby that his wife sends her compliments! I laugh while I write the word. Yes, she actually sends her compliments to her husband. She is a very stern but a really excellent woman. Mamma and I visit her frequently when we chance to be in the village. Her two boys are the finest little fellows I ever saw. They are both so like each other that we cannot tell which is which when they are apart, and both are so like their father that we can almost fancy we see him when looking at either of them.

The last day we were there, however, they were in disgrace, for Johnny had pushed Freddy into the washing-tub, and Freddy, in revenge, had poured a jug of treacle over Johnnys head! I am quite sure that Mrs. Buzzby is tired of being a widow  as she calls herself  and will be very glad when her husband comes back. But I must reserve chit-chat to the end of my letter, and first give you a minute account of all your friends.



Here followed six pages of closely-written quarto, which, however interesting they might be to those concerned, cannot be expected to afford much entertainment to our readers, so we will cut Isobels letter short at this point.

Capns ready to go aboord, sir, said ORiley, touching his cap to Captain Ellice while he was yet engaged in discussing the letter with his son.

Very good.

An, plaze sir, av yell take the throuble to look in at Mrs. Meetuck in passin, itll do yer heart good, it will.

Very well, well look in, replied the captain as he quitted the house of the worthy pastor.

The personage whom ORiley chose to style Mrs. Meetuck was Meetucks grandmother. That old lady was an Esquimau, whose age might be algebraically expressed as an unknown quantity. She lived in a boat turned upside down, with a small window in the bottom of it, and a hole in the side for a door. When Captain Ellice and Fred looked in, the old woman, who was a mere mass of bones and wrinkles, was seated on a heap of moss beside a fire, the only chimney to which was a hole in the bottom of the boat. In front of her sat her grandson Meetuck, and on a cloth spread out at her feet were displayed all the presents with which that good hunter had been loaded by his comrades of the Dolphin. Meetucks mother had died many years before, and all the affection in his naturally warm heart was transferred to, and centred upon, his old grandmother. Meetucks chief delight in the gifts he received was in sharing them, as far as possible, with the old woman. We say as far as possible, because some things could not be shared with her, such as a splendid new rifle and a silver-mounted hunting-knife and powder-horn, all of which had been presented to him by Captain Guy over and above his wages, as a reward for his valuable services. But the trinkets of every kind which had been given to him by the men were laid at the feet of the old woman, who looked at everything in blank amazement, yet with a smile on her wrinkled visage that betokened much satisfaction. Meetucks oily countenance beamed with delight as he sat puffing his pipe in his grandmothers face. This little attention, we may remark, was paid designedly, for the old woman liked it, and the youth knew that.

They have enough to make them happy for the winter, said Captain Ellice, as he turned to leave the hut.

Faix they have. Theres only two things wantin to make it complate.

What are they? inquired Fred.

Murphies and a pig, sure. Thats all they need.

Wots come o Dumps and Poker? inquired Buzzby, as they reached the boat.

Oh, I quite forgot them! cried Fred. Stay a minute, Ill run up and find them. They cant be far off.

For some time Fred searched in vain. At last he bethought him of Meetucks hut as being a likely spot in which to find them. On entering he found the couple as he had left them, the only difference being that the poor old woman seemed to be growing sleepy over her joys.

Have you seen Dumps or Poker anywhere? inquired Fred.

Meetuck nodded, and pointed to a corner, where, comfortably rolled up on a mound of dry moss, lay Dumps; Poker, as usual, making use of him as a pillow.

Thems is go bed, said Meetuck.

Thems must get up then and come aboard, cried Fred, whistling.

At first the dogs, being sleepy, seemed indisposed to move; but at last they consented, and following Fred to the beach, were soon conveyed aboard the ship.

Next day Captain Guy and his men bade Meetuck and the kind, hospitable people of Upernavik farewell, and spreading their canvas to a fair breeze, set sail for England.




Chapter XXVI.

The return  The surprise  Buzzbys sayings and doings  The narrative  Fighting battles oer again  Conclusion.

Once again we are on the end of the quay at Grayton. As Fred stands there, all that has occurred during the past year seems to him but a vivid dream.

Captain Guy is there, and Captain Ellice, and Buzzby, and Mrs. Buzzby too, and the two little Buzzbys also, and Mrs. Bright, and Isobel, and Tom Singleton, and old Mr. Singleton, and the crew of the wrecked Dolphin, and, in short, the whole world  of that part of the country.

It was a great day for Grayton that. It was a wonderful day  quite an indescribable day; but there were also some things about it that made Captain Ellice feel, somehow, that it was a mysterious day, for, while there were hearty congratulations, and much sobbing for joy, on the part of Mrs. Bright, there were also whisperings which puzzled him a good deal.

Come with me, brother, said Mrs. Bright, at length, taking him by the arm, I have to tell you something.

Isobel, who was on the watch, joined them, and Fred also went with them towards the cottage.

Dear brother, said Mrs. Bright, I  I  O Isobel, tell him. I cannot.

What means all this mystery? said the captain in an earnest tone, for he felt that they had something serious to communicate.

Dear uncle, said Isobel, you remember the time when the pirates attacked

She paused, for her uncles look frightened her.

Go on, Isobel, he said quickly.

Your dear wife, uncle, was not lost at that time

Captain Ellice turned pale. What mean you, girl? How came you to know this? Then a thought flashed across him. Seizing Isobel by the shoulder he gasped, rather than said, Speak quick  is  is she alive?

Yes, dear uncle, she

The captain heard no more. He would have fallen to the ground had not Fred, who was almost as much overpowered as his father, supported him. In a few minutes he recovered, and he was told that Alice was alive  in England  in the cottage. This was said as they approached the door. Alice was aware of her husbands arrival. In another moment husband and wife and son were reunited.

Scenes of intense joy cannot be adequately described, and there are meetings in this world which ought not to be too closely touched upon. Such was the present. We will therefore leave Captain Ellice and his wife and son to pour out the deep feelings of their hearts to each other, and follow the footsteps of honest John Buzzby, as he sailed down the village with his wife and children, and a host of admiring friends in tow.

Buzzbys feelings had been rather powerfully stirred up by the joy of all around, and a tear would occasionally tumble over his weather-beaten cheek, and hang at the point of his sunburnt and oft frost-bitten nose, despite his utmost efforts to subdue such outrageous demonstrations.

Sit down, John dear, said Mrs. Buzzby in kind but commanding tones, when she got her husband fairly into his cottage, the little parlour of which was instantly crowded to excess. Sit down, John dear, and tell us all about it.

Wot! begin to spin the whole yarn o the Voyage afore Ive had time to say, How dye do? exclaimed Buzzby, at the same time grasping his two uproarious sons, who had, the instant he sat down, rushed at his legs like two miniature midshipmen, climbed up them as if they had been two masts, and settled on his knees as if they had been their own favourite cross-trees!

No, John, not the yarn of the voyage, replied his wife, while she spread the board before him with bread and cheese and beer, but tell us how you found old Captain Ellice and where, and whats comed of the crew.

Werry good! then here goes.

Buzzby was a man of action. He screwed up his weather-eye (the one next his wife, of course, that being the quarter from which squalls might be expected). and began a yarn which lasted the better part of two hours.

It is not to be supposed that Buzzby spun it off without interruption. Besides the questions that broke in upon him from all quarters, the two Buzzbys junior scrambled, as far as was possible, into his pockets, pulled his whiskers as if they had been hoisting a main-sail therewith, and, generally, behaved in such an obstreperous manner as to render coherent discourse all but impracticable. He got through with it, however; and then Mrs. Buzzby intimated her wish, pretty strongly, that the neighbours should vacate the premises, which they did laughingly, pronouncing Buzzby to be a trump, and his better half a true blue.

Good day, old chap, said the last who made his exit; tillers fixed agin  nailed amid-ships, eh?

Hard and fast, replied Buzzby, with a broad grin, as he shut the door and returned to the bosom of his family.

Two days later a grand feast was given at Mrs. Brights cottage, to which all the friends of the family were invited to meet with Captain Ellice and those who had returned from their long and perilous voyage. It was a joyful gathering that, and glad and grateful hearts were there.

Two days later still, and another feast was given. On this occasion Buzzby was the host, and Buzzbys cottage was the scene. It was a joyful meeting, too, and a jolly one to boot, for ORiley was there, and Peter Grim, and Amos Parr, and David Mizzle, and Mivins  in short, the entire crew of the lost Dolphin  captain, mates, surgeon, and all. Fred and his father were also there, and old Mr. Singleton, and a number of other friends, so that all the rooms in the house had to be thrown open, and even then Mrs. Buzzby had barely room to move. It was on this occasion that Buzzby related to his shipmates how Mrs. Ellice had escaped from drowning on the night they were attacked by pirates on board the West Indiaman. He took occasion to relate the circumstances just before the people from the house arrived, and as the reader may perhaps prefer Buzzbys account to ours, we give it as it was delivered.

You see, it happened this way, began Buzzby.

Hand us a coal, Buzzby, to light my pipe, before ye begin, said Peter Grim.

Ah! then, howld yer tongue, Blunderbore, cried ORiley, handing the glowing coal demanded, with as much nonchalance as if his fingers were made of cast-iron.

Well, ye see, resumed Buzzby, when poor Mrs. Ellice wos pitched overboard, as I seed her with my own two eyes

Stop, Buzzby, said Mivins; ow was er ead at the time?

Shut up, Mivins, cried several of the men; go on, Buzzby.

Well, I think her ead wos sou-west, if it warnt nor-east. Anyhow it wos pintin somewhere or other round the compass. But, as I wos sayin, when Mrs. Ellice struck the water (an she told me all about it herself, ye must know) she sank, and then she comed up, and didnt know how it wos, but she caught hold of an oar that wos floatin close beside her, and screamed for help; but no help came, for it wos dark, and the ship had disappeared, so she gave herself up for lost. But in a little the oar struck agin a big piece o the wreck o the pirates boat, and she managed to clamber upon it, and lay there, amost dead with cold, till mornin. The first thing she saw when day broke forth wos a big ship, bearin right down on her, and she wos jist about run down when one o the men observed her from the bow.

Hard a-port! roared the man.

Port it is, cried the man at the wheel, an round went the ship like a duck, jist missin the bit of wreck as she passed. A boat wos lowered, and Mrs. Ellice wos took aboard. Well, she found that the ship wos bound for the Sandwich Islands, and as they didnt mean to touch at any port in passin, Mrs. Ellice had to go on with her. Misfortins dont come single, howsiver. The ship wos wrecked on a coral reef, and the crew had to take to their boats, which they did, an got safe to land; but the land they got to wos an out-o-the-way island among the Feejees, and a spot where ships never come, so they had to make up their minds to stop there.

I thought, said Amos Parr, that the Feejees were cannibals, and that whoever was wrecked or cast ashore on their coasts was killed and roasted, and eat up at once.

So yere right, rejoined Buzzby; but Providence sent the crew to one o the islands that had bin visited by a native Christian missionary from one o the other islands, and the people had gin up some o their worst practices, and wos thinkin o turnin over a new leaf altogether. So the crew wos spared, and took to livin among the natives, quite comfortable like. But they soon got tired and took to their boats agin, and left. Mrs. Ellice, however, determined to remain and help the native Christians, till a ship should pass that way. For three years nothin but canoes hove in sight o that lonesome island; then, at last, a brig came, and cast anchor off shore. It wos an Australian trader that had been blown out o her course on her way to England, so they took poor Mrs. Ellice aboard, and brought her home  and thats how it wos.

Buzzbys outline, although meagre, is so comprehensive that we do not think it necessary to add a word. Soon after he had concluded, the guests of the evening came in, and the conversation became general.

Buzzbys jollification, as it was called in the village, was long remembered as one of the most interesting events that had occurred for many years. One of the chief amusements of the evening was the spinning of long yarns about the incidents of the late voyage, by men who could spin them well.

Their battles in the Polar Seas were all fought over again. The wondering listeners were told how Esquimaux were chased and captured; how walruses were lanced and harpooned; how bears were speared and shot; how long and weary journeys were undertaken on foot over immeasurable fields of ice and snow; how icebergs had crashed around their ship, and chains had been snapped asunder, and tough anchors had been torn from the ground or lost; how schools had been set agoing and a theatre got up; and how, provisions having failed, rats were eaten  and eaten, too, with gusto. All this and a great deal more was told on that celebrated night  sometimes by one, sometimes by another, and sometimes, to the confusion of the audience, by two or three at once, and, not unfrequently, to the still greater confusion of story-tellers and audience alike, the whole proceedings were interrupted by the outrageous yells and turmoil of the two indomitable young Buzzbys, as they romped in reckless joviality with Dumps and Poker. But at length the morning light broke up the party, and stories of the World of Ice came to an end.



And now, reader, our tale is told. But we cannot close without a parting word in regard to those with whom we have held intercourse so long.

It must not be supposed that from this date everything in the affairs of our various friends flowed on in a tranquil, uninterrupted course. This world is a battle-field, on which no warrior finds rest until he dies; and yet, to the Christian warrior on that field, the hour of death is the hour of victory. Change is written in broad letters on everything connected with Time; and he who would do his duty well, and enjoy the greatest possible amount of happiness here, must seek to prepare himself for every change. Men cannot escape the general law. The current of their particular stream may long run smooth, but sooner or later the rugged channel and the precipice will come. Some streams run quietly for many a league, and only at the last are troubled. Others burst from their very birth on rocks of difficulty, and rush, throughout their course, in tortuous, broken channels.

So was it with the actors in our story. Our heros course was smooth. Having fallen in love with his friend Tom Singletons profession, he studied medicine and surgery, became an M.D., and returned to practise in Grayton, which was a flourishing sea-port, and, during the course of Freds career, extended considerably. Fred also fell in love with a pretty young girl in a neighbouring town, and married her. Tom Singleton also took up his abode in Grayton, there being, as he said, room for two. Ever since Tom had seen Isobel on the end of the quay, on the day when the Dolphin set sail for the Polar Regions, his heart had been taken prisoner. Isobel refused to give it back unless he, Tom, should return the heart which he had stolen from her. This he could not do, so it was agreed that the two hearts should be tied together, and they two should be constituted joint guardians of both. In short, they were married, and took Mrs. Bright to live with them, not far from the residence of old Mr. Singleton, who was the fattest and jolliest old gentleman in the place, and the very idol of dogs and boys, who loved him to distraction.

Captain Ellice, having had, as he said, more than his share of the sea, resolved to live on shore, and, being possessed of a moderately comfortable income, he purchased Mrs. Brights cottage on the green hill that overlooked the harbour and the sea. Here he became celebrated for his benevolence, and for the energy with which he entered into all the schemes that were devised for the benefit of the town of Grayton. Like Tom Singleton and Fred, he became deeply interested in the condition of the poor, and had a special weakness for poor old women, which he exhibited by searching up, and doing good to, every poor old woman in the parish. Captain Ellice was also celebrated for his garden, which was a remarkably fine one; for his flagstaff, which was a remarkably tall and magnificent one; and for his telescope, which constantly protruded from his drawingroom window, and pointed in the direction of the sea.

As for the others  Captain Guy continued his career at sea as commander of an East Indiaman. He remained stout and true-hearted to the last, like one of the oak timbers of his own good ship.

Bolton, Saunders, Mivins, Peter Grim, Amos Parr, and the rest of them, were scattered in a few years, as sailors usually are, to the four quarters of the globe. ORiley alone was heard of again. He wrote to Buzzby by manes of the ritin he had larnd aboord the Dolfin, informing him that he had forsaken the say and become a small farmer near Cork. He had plenty of murphies and also a pig  the latter bein he said, so like the wan that belonged to his owld grandmother, that he thought it must be the same wan corned alive agin, or its darter.

And Buzzby  poor Buzzby  he also gave up the sea, much against his will, by command of his wife, and took to miscellaneous work, of which there was plenty for an active man in a sea-port like Grayton. His rudder, poor man, was again (and this time permanently) lashed amid-ships, and whatever breeze Mrs. Buzzby chanced to blow, his business was to sail right before it. The two little Buzzbys were the joy of their fathers heart. They were genuine little true-blues, both of them, and went to sea the moment their legs were long enough, and came home, voyage after voyage, with gifts of curiosities and gifts of money to their worthy parents.

Dumps resided during the remainder of his days with Captain Ellice, and Poker dwelt with Buzzby. These truly remarkable dogs kept up their attachment to each other to the end. Indeed, as time passed by, they drew closer and closer together, for Poker became more sedate, and, consequently, a more suitable companion for his ancient friend. The dogs formed a connecting link between the Buzzby and Ellice families  constantly reminding each of the others existence by the daily interchange of visits.

Fred and Tom soon came to be known as the best doctors with which that part of the country had ever been blessed. And the secret of their success lay in this, that while they ministered to the diseased bodies of men, they also ministered to their diseased souls. With skilful hands they sought to arrest the progress of decay; but when all their remedies failed, they did not merely cease their efforts and retire  they turned to the pages of divine truth, and directed the gaze of the dying sufferers to Jesus Christ, the Great Physician of souls. When death had done its work, they did not quit the mourning household as if they were needed there no longer, but kneeling down with the bereaved, they prayed to Him who alone can bind up the broken heart, and besought the Holy Spirit to comfort the stricken ones in their deep affliction.

Thus Fred and his friend went hand in hand together, respected and blessed by all who knew them  each year as it passed cementing closer and closer that undying friendship which had first started into being in the gay season of boyhood, and had bloomed and ripened amid the adventures, dangers, and vicissitudes of the World of Ice.

THE END


THE GORILLA HUNTERS
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A TALE OF THE WILDS OF AFRICA

This 1861 adventure novel is a sequel to the incredibly successful 1858 novel The Coral Island, featuring the same three boys. The novels themes are similar to those of the previous tale, in which the boys testify to the positive influence of missionary work among the natives. Central in the novel is the hunt for gorillas, an animal newly known to the Western world, which had come to play an important role in contemporary debates on evolution and the relation between white Westerners and Africans.

The narrative is set six years after the events of The Coral Island, when Jack Martin, Ralph Rover and Peterkin now live their separate ways. Ralph is once more the narrator and is living on his father's inheritance in the West coast of England, occupying himself as a naturalist. One day he is visited by Peterkin, now a reputed hunter, who has hunted and killed every animal except for the gorilla and so has come to entice Ralph on a new adventure. After Peterkin writes him a letter, Jack joins the two and they leave for Africa. The plot for the second half of the novel concerns a slave trader, whom the three hunters and their guide pursue for weeks to prevent the trader and his gang from taking over and enslaving a local chieftains people. 

The interest in gorillas among Ballantyne's contemporaries is partly explained by the unsettling resemblance between the great apes and men, which fuelled the debate on evolution. Ideas published in Darwin's Origin of Species were in broad circulation before the 1859 publication of The Gorilla Hunters. Ballantyne had long been interested in various theories of evolution, which he had referred to in several of his earlier novels. During his meticulous research of the subject, Ballantyne had been studying books by not only Darwin, but also by his great rival Alfred Russel Wallace and the naturalist Henry Ogg Forbes.
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Chapter One.

In which the hunters are introduced.

It was five oclock in the afternoon. There can be no doubt whatever as to that. Old Agnes may say what she pleases  she has a habit of doing so  but I know for certain (because I looked at my watch not ten minutes before it happened) that it was exactly five oclock in the afternoon when I received a most singular and every way remarkable visit  a visit which has left an indelible impression on my memory, as well it might; for, independent of its singularity and unexpectedness, one of its results was the series of strange adventures which are faithfully detailed in this volume.

It happened thus:  

I was seated in an armchair in my private study in a small town on the west coast of England. It was a splendid afternoon, and it was exactly five oclock. Mark that. Not that there is anything singular about the mere fact, neither is it in any way mixed up with the thread of this tale; but old Agnes is very obstinate  singularly positive  and I have a special desire that she should see it in print, that I have not given in on that point. Yes, it was five precisely, and a beautiful evening. I was ruminating, as I frequently do, on the pleasant memories of bygone days, especially the happy days that I spent long ago among the coral islands of the Pacific, when a tap at the door aroused me.

Come in.

A veesiter, sir, said old Agnes (my landlady), an hell no gie his name.

Old Agnes, I may remark, is a Scotchwoman.

Show him in, said I.

Maybe hes a pickpocket, suggested Agnes.

Ill take my chance of that.

Ay! thats like ee. Cares for naethin. Losh, man, what if he cuts yer throat?

Ill take my chance of that too; only do show him in, my good woman, said I, with a gesture of impatience that caused the excellent (though obstinate) old creature to depart, grumbling.

In another moment a quick step was heard on the stair, and a stranger burst into the room, shut the door in my landladys face as she followed him, and locked it.

I was naturally surprised, though not alarmed, by the abrupt and eccentric conduct of my visitor, who did not condescend to take off his hat, but stood with his arms folded on his breast, gazing at me and breathing hard.

You are agitated, sir; pray be seated, said I, pointing to a chair.

The stranger, who was a little man and evidently a gentleman, made no reply, but, seizing a chair, placed it exactly before me, sat down on it as he would have seated himself on a horse, rested his arms on the back, and stared me in the face.

You are disposed to be facetious, said I, smiling (for I never take offence without excessively good reason).

Not at all, by no means, said he, taking off his hat and throwing it recklessly on the floor. You are Mr Rover, I presume?

The same, sir, at your service.

Are you? oh, thats yet to be seen! Pray, is your Christian name Ralph?

It is, said I, in some surprise at the coolness of my visitor.

Ah! just so. Christian name Ralph, tother name Rover  Ralph Rover. Very good. Age twenty-two yesterday, eh?

My birthday was yesterday, and my age is twenty-two. You appear to know more of my private history than I have the pleasure of knowing of yours. Pray, sir, may I  but, bless me! are you unwell?

I asked this in some alarm, because the little man was rolling about in his seat, holding his sides, and growing very red in the face.

Oh no! not at all; perfectly well  never was better in my life, he said, becoming all at once preternaturally grave. You were once in the Pacific  lived on a coral island

I did.

Oh, dont trouble yourself to answer. Just shut up for a minute or two. You were rather a soft green youth then, and you dont seem to be much harder or less verdant now.

Sir! I exclaimed, getting angry.

Just so, continued he, and you knew a young rascal there

I know a rascal here, I exclaimed, starting up, whom Ill kick

What! cried the little stranger, also starting up and capsizing the chair; Ralph Rover, has time and sunburning and war so changed my visage that you cannot recognise Peterkin?

I almost gasped for breath.

Peterkin  Peterkin Gay! I exclaimed.

I am not prone to indulge in effeminate demonstration, but I am not ashamed to confess that when I gazed on the weather-beaten though ruddy countenance of my old companion, and observed the eager glance of his bright blue eyes, I was quite overcome, and rushed violently into his arms. I may also add that until that day I had had no idea of Peterkins physical strength; for during the next five minutes he twisted me about and spun me round and round my own room until my brain began to reel, and I was fain to cry him mercy.

So, youre all right  the same jolly, young old wiseacre in whiskers and long coat, cried Peterkin. Come now, Ralph, sit down if you can. I mean to stay with you all evening, and all night, and all to-morrow, and all next day, so well have lots of time to fight our battles oer again. Meanwhile compose yourself, and Ill tell you what Ive come about. Of course, my first and chief reason was to see your face, old boy; but I have another reason too  a very peculiar reason. Ive a proposal to make and a plan to unfold, both of em stunners; theyll shut you up and screw you down, and altogether flabbergast you when you hear em, so sit down and keep quiet  do.

I sat down accordingly, and tried to compose myself; but, to say truth, I was so much overjoyed and excited by the sight of my old friend and companion that I had some difficulty at first in fixing my attention on what he said, the more especially that he spoke with extreme volubility, and interrupted his discourse very frequently, in order to ask questions or to explain.

Now, old fellow, he began, here goes, and mind you dont interrupt me. Well, I mean to go, and I mean you to go with me, to  but, I forgot, perhaps you wont be able to go. What are you?

What am I?

Ay, your profession, your calling; lawyer, M.D., scrivener  which?

I am a naturalist.

A what?

A naturalist.

Ralph, said Peterkin slowly, have you been long troubled with that complaint?

Yes, I replied, laughing; I have suffered from it from my earliest infancy, more or less.

I thought so, rejoined my companion, shaking his head gravely. I fancied that I observed the development of that disease when we lived together on the coral island. It dont bring you in many thousands a year, does it?

No, said I, it does not. I am only an amateur, having a sufficiency of this worlds goods to live on without working for my bread. But although my dear father at his death left me a small fortune, which yields me three hundred a year, I do not feel entitled to lead the life of an idler in this busy world, where so many are obliged to toil night and day for the bare necessaries of life. I have therefore taken to my favourite studies as a sort of business, and flatter myself that I have made one or two not unimportant discoveries, and added a few mites to the sum of human knowledge. A good deal of my time is spent in scientific roving expeditions throughout the country, and in contributing papers to several magazines.

While I was thus speaking I observed that Peterkins face was undergoing the most remarkable series of changes of expression, which, as I concluded, merged into a smile of beaming delight, as he said, Ralph, youre a trump!

Possibly, said I, you are right; but, setting that question aside for the present, let me remind you that you have not yet told me where you mean to go to.

I mean, said Peterkin slowly, placing both hands on his knees and looking me steadily in the face I mean to go a-hunting in  but I forgot. You dont know that Im a hunter, a somewhat famous hunter?

Of course I dont. You are so full of your plans and proposals that you have not yet told me where you have been or what doing these six years. And you ye never written to me once all that time, shabby fellow. I thought you were dead.

Did you go into mourning for me, Ralph?

No, of course not.

A pretty fellow you are to find fault. You thought that I, your oldest and best friend, was dead, and you did not go into mourning. How could I write to you when you parted from me without giving me your address? It was a mere chance my finding you out even now. I was taking a quiet cup of coffee in the commercial room of a hotel not far distant, when I overheard a stranger speaking of his friend Ralph Rover, the philosopher, so I plunged at him promiscuously, and made him give me your address. But Ive corresponded with Jack ever since we parted on the pier at Dover.

What! Jack  Jack Martin? I exclaimed, as a warm gush of feeling filled my heart at the sound of his well-remembered name. Is Jack alive?

Alive! I should think so. If possible, hes more alive than ever; for I should suppose he must be full-grown now, which he was not when we last met. He and I have corresponded regularly. He lives in the north of England, and by good luck happens to be just now within thirty miles of this town. You dont mean to say, Ralph, that you have never met!

Never. The very same mistake that happened with you occurred between him and me. We parted vowing to correspond as long as we should live, and three hours after I remembered that we had neglected to exchange our addresses, so that we could not correspond. I have often, often made inquiries both for you and him, but have always failed. I never heard of Jack from the time we parted at Dover till to-day.

Then no doubt you thought us both dead, and yet you did not go into mourning for either of us! O Ralph, Ralph, I had entertained too good an opinion of you.

But tell me about Jack, said I, impatient to hear more concerning my dear old comrade.

Not just now, my boy; more of him in a few minutes. First let us return to the point. What was it? Oh! a  about my being a celebrated hunter. A very Nimrod  at least a miniature copy. Well, Ralph, since we last met I have been all over the world, right round and round it. Im a lieutenant in the navy now  at least I was a week ago. Ive been fighting with the Kaffirs and the Chinamen, and been punishing the rascally sepoys in India, and been hunting elephants in Ceylon and tiger-shooting in the jungles, and harpooning whales in the polar seas, and shooting lions at the Cape; oh, youve no notion where all Ive been. Its a perfect marvel Ive turned up here alive. But theres one beast Ive not yet seen, and Im resolved to see him and shoot him too

But, said I, interrupting, what mean you by saying that you were a lieutenant in the navy a week ago?

I mean that Ive given it up. Im tired of the sea. I only value it as a means of getting from one country to another. The land, the land for me! You must know that an old uncle, a rich old uncle of mine, whom I never saw, died lately and left me his whole fortune. Of course he died in India. All old uncles who die suddenly and leave unexpected fortunes to unsuspecting nephews are old Indian uncles, and mine was no exception to the general rule. So Im independent, like you, Ralph, only Ive got three or four thousand a year instead of hundreds, I believe; but Im not sure and dont care  and Im determined now to go on a long hunting expedition. What think ye of all that, my boy?

In truth, said I, it would puzzle me to say what I think, I am so filled with surprise by all you tell me. But you forget that you have not yet told me to which part of the world you mean to go, and what sort of beast it is you are so determined to see and shoot if you can.

If I can! echoed Peterkin, with a contemptuous curl of the lip. Did not I tell you that I was a celebrated hunter? Without meaning to boast, I may tell you that there is no peradventure in my shooting. If I only get there and see the brute within long range, Ill  ha! wont I!

Get where, and see what?

Get to Africa and see the gorilla! cried Peterkin, while a glow of enthusiasm lighted up his eyes. Youve heard of the gorilla, Ralph, of course  the great ape  the enormous puggy  the huge baboon  the man monkey, that weve been hearing so much of for some years back, and that the niggers on the African coast used to dilate about till they caused the very hair of my head to stand upon end? Im determined to shoot a gorilla, or prove him to be a myth. And I mean you to come and help me, Ralph; hes quite in your way. A bit of natural history, I suppose, although he seems by all accounts to be a very unnatural monster. And Jack shall go too  Im resolved on that; and we three shall roam the wild woods again, as we did in days of yore, and

Hold, Peterkin, said I, interrupting. How do you know that Jack will go?

How do I know? Intuitively, of course. I shall write to him to-night; the post does not leave till ten. Hell get it to-morrow at breakfast, and will catch the forenoon coach, which will bring him down here by two oclock, and then well begin our preparations at once, and talk the matter over at dinner. So you see its all cut and dry. Give me a sheet of paper and Ill write at once. Ah! heres a bit; now a pen. Bless me, Ralph, havent you got a quill? Who ever heard of a philosophical naturalist writing with steel. Now, then, here goes: Bluvd Jack,  will that do to begin with, eh? Im afraid its too affectionate; hell think its from a lady friend. But it cant be altered, Here I am, and heres Ralph  Ralph Rover!!!!!! think of that, (I say, Ralph, Ive put six marks of admiration there); Ive found him out. Do come to see us. Excruciatingly important business. Ever thine  Peterkin Gay. Will that bring him, dye think?

I think it will, said I, laughing.

Then off with it, Ralph, cried my volatile friend, jumping up and looking hastily round for the bell-rope. Not being able to find it, my bell-pull being an unobtrusive knob and not a rope, he rushed to the door, unlocked it, darted out, and uttered a tremendous roar, which was followed by a clatter and a scream from old Agnes, whom he had upset and tumbled over.

It was curious to note the sudden change that took place in Peterkins face, voice, and manner, as he lifted the poor old woman, who was very thin and light, in his arms, and carrying her into the room, placed her in my easy-chair. Real anxiety was depicted in his countenance, and he set her down with a degree of care and tenderness that quite amazed me. I was myself very much alarmed at first.

My poor dear old woman, said Peterkin, supporting my landladys head; my stupid haste I fear you are hurt.

Hech! its nae hurt  its deed I am, fair deed; killed be a whaumlskamerin young blagyird. Oh, ma puir heed!

The manner and tone in which this was said convinced me that old Agnes was more frightened than injured. In a few minutes the soothing tones and kind manner of my friend had such an effect upon her that she declared she was better, and believed after all that she was only a wee bit frichtened. Nay, so completely was she conciliated, that she insisted on conveying the note to the post-office, despite Peterkins assurance that he would not hear of it. Finally she hobbled out of the room with the letter in her hand.

It is interesting to note how that, in most of the affairs of humanity, things turn out very different, often totally different, from what we had expected or imagined. During the remainder of that evening Peterkin and I talked frequently and much of our old friend Jack Martin. We recalled his manly yet youthful countenance, his bold, lion-like courage, his broad shoulders and winning gentle smile, and although we knew that six years must have made an immense difference in his personal appearance  for he was not much more than eighteen when we last parted  we could not think of him except as a hearty, strapping sailor-boy. We planned, too, how we would meet him at the coach; how we would stand aside in the crowd until he began to look about for us in surprise, and then one of us would step forward and ask if he wished to be directed to any particular part of the town, and so lead him on and talk to him as a stranger for some time before revealing who we were. And much more to the same effect. But when next day came our plans and our conceptions were utterly upset.

A little before two we sauntered down to the coach-office, and waited impatiently for nearly twenty minutes. Of course the coach was late; it always is on such occasions.

Suppose he does not come, said I.

What a fellow you are, cried Peterkin, to make uncomfortable suppositions! Let us rather suppose that he does come.

Oh, then, it would be all right; but if he does not come, what then?

Why, then, it would be all wrong, and we should have to return home and eat our dinner in the sulks, thats all.

As my companion spoke we observed the coach come sweeping round the turn of the road about half a mile distant. In a few seconds it dashed into the town at full gallop, and finally drew up abruptly opposite the door of the inn, where were assembled the usual group of hostlers and waiters and people who expected friends by the coach.

Hes not there, whispered Peterkin, in deep disappointment at least hes not on the outside, and Jack would never travel inside of a coach even in bad weather, much less in fine. Thats not him on the back-seat beside the fat old woman with the blue bundle, surely! Its very like him, but too young, much too young. Theres a great giant of a man on the box-seat with a beard like a grenadiers shako, and a stout old gentleman behind him with gold spectacles. Thats all, except two boys farther aft, and three ladies in the cabin. Oh, what a bore!

Although deeply disappointed at the non-arrival of Jack, I could with difficulty refrain from smiling at the rueful and woe-begone countenance of my poor companion. It was evident that he could not bear disappointment with equanimity, and I was on the point of offering some consolatory remarks, when my attention was attracted by the little old woman with the blue bundle, who went up to the gigantic man with the black beard, and in the gentlest possible tone of voice asked if he could direct her to the white house.

No, madam, replied the big man hastily; Im a stranger here.

The little old woman was startled by his abrupt answer. Deary me, sir, no offence, I hope.

She then turned to Peterkin and put the same question, possibly under a vague sort of impression that if a gigantic frame betokened a gruff nature, diminutive stature must necessarily imply extreme amiability. If so, she must have been much surprised as well as disappointed, for Peterkin, rendered irascible by disappointment, turned short round and said sharply, Why, madam, how can I tell you where the white house is, unless you say which white house you want? Half the houses of the town are white  at least theyre dirty white, he added bitterly, as he turned away.

I think I can direct you, maam, said I, stepping quickly up with a bland smile, in order to counteract, if possible, my companions rudeness.

Thank you, sir, kindly, said the little old woman; Im glad to find some little civility in the town.

Come with me, maam; I am going past the white house, and will show you the way.

And pray, sir, said the big stranger, stepping up to me as I was about to move away, can you recommend me to a good hotel?

I replied that I could; that there was one in the immediate vicinity of the white house, and that if he would accompany me I would show him the way. All this I did purposely in a very affable and obliging tone and manner; for I hold that example is infinitely better than precept, and always endeavour, if possible, to overcome evil with good. I offered my arm to the old woman, who thanked me and took it.

What! whispered Peterkin, you dont mean me to take this great ugly gorilla in tow?

Of course, replied I, laughing, as I led the way.

Immediately I entered into conversation with my companion, and I heard the gorilla attempt to do so with Peterkin; but from the few sharp cross replies that reached my ear, I became aware that he was unsuccessful. In the course of a few minutes, however, he appeared to have overcome his companions ill-humour, for I overheard their voices growing louder and more animated as they walked behind me.

Suddenly I heard a shout, and turning hastily round, observed Peterkin struggling in the arms of the gorilla! Amazed beyond measure at the sight, and firmly persuaded that a cowardly assault had been made upon my friend, I seized the old womans umbrella, as the only available weapon, and flew to the rescue.

Jack, my boy! can it be possible? gasped Peterkin.

I believe it is, replied Jack, laughing. Ralph, my dear old fellow, how are you?

I stood petrified. I believed that I was in a dream.

I know not what occurred during the next five minutes. All I could remember with anything like distinctness was a succession of violent screams from the little old woman, who fled shouting thieves and murder at the full pitch of her voice. We never saw that old woman again, but I made a point of returning her umbrella to the white house.

Gradually we became collected and sane.

Why, Jack, how did you find us out? cried Peterkin, as we all hurried on to my lodgings, totally forgetful of the little old woman, whom, as I have said, we never saw again, but who, I sincerely trust, arrived at the white house in safety.

Find you out! I knew you the moment I set eyes on you. Ralph puzzled me for a second, he has grown so much stouter; but I should know your nose, Peterkin, at a mile off.

Well, Jack, I did not know you, retorted Peterkin, but Im safe never again to forget you. Such a great hairy Cossack as you have become! Why, what do you mean by it?

I couldnt help it, please, pleaded Jack; I grew in spite of myself; but I think Ive stopped now.

Its time, remarked Peterkin.

Jack had indeed grown to a size that men seldom attain to without losing in grace infinitely more than they gain in bulk, but he had retained all the elegance of form and sturdy vigour of action that had characterised him as a boy. He was fully six feet two inches in his stockings, but so perfect were his proportions that his great height did not become apparent until you came close up to him. Full half of his handsome manly face was hid by a bushy black beard and moustache, and his curly hair had been allowed to grow luxuriantly, so that his whole aspect was more like to the descriptions we have of one of the old Scandinavian Vikings than a gentleman of the present time. In whatever company he chanced to be he towered high above every one else, and I am satisfied that, had he walked down Whitechapel, the Horse Guards would have appeared small beside him, for he possessed not only great length of limb but immense breadth of chest and shoulders.

During our walk to my lodgings Peterkin hurriedly stated his plan and proposal, which caused Jack to laugh very much at first, but in a few minutes he became grave, and said slowly, That will just suit  it will do exactly.

What will do exactly? Do be more explicit, man, said Peterkin, with some impatience.

Ill go with you, my boy.

Will you? cried Peterkin, seizing his hand and shaking it violently; I knew you would. I said it; didnt I, Ralph? And now we shall be sure of a gorilla, if theres one in Africa, for Ill use you as a stalking-horse.

Indeed! exclaimed Jack.

Yes; Ill put a bear-skin or some sort of fur on your shoulders, and tie a ladys boa to you for a tail, and send you into the woods. The gorillas will be sure to mistake you for a relative until you get quite close; then youll take one pace to the left with the left foot (as the volunteers say), Ill take one to the front with the right  at fifty yards, ready  present  bang, and down goes the huge puggy with a bullet right between its two eyes! There. And Ralphs agreed to go too.

O Peterkin, Ive done nothing of the sort. You proposed it.

Well, and isnt that the same thing? I wonder, Ralph that you can give way to such mean-spirited prevarication. What? Its not prevarication! Dont say that now; you know it is. Ah! you may laugh, my boy, but you have promised to go with me and Jack to Africa, and go you shall.

And so, reader, it was ultimately settled, and in the course of two weeks more we three were on our way to the land of the slave, the black savage, and the gorilla.




Chapter Two.

Life in the wild woods.

One night, about five or six weeks after our resolution to go to Africa on a hunting expedition was formed, I put to myself the question, Can it be possible that we are actually here, in the midst of it?

Certainly, my boy, in the very thick of it, answered Peterkin, in a tone of voice which made Jack laugh, while I started and exclaimed  

Why, Peterkin, how did you come to guess my thoughts?

Because, Ralph, you have got into a habit of thinking aloud, which may do very well as long as you have no secrets to keep but it may prove inconvenient some day, so I warn you in time.

Not feeling disposed at that time to enter into a bantering conversation with my volatile companion, I made no reply, but abandoned myself again to the pleasing fancies and feelings which were called up by the singular scene in the midst of which I found myself.

It seemed as if it were but yesterday when we drove about the crowded streets of London making the necessary purchases for our intended journey, and now, as I gazed around, every object that met my eye seemed strange, and wild, and foreign, and romantic. We three were reclining round an enormous wood fire in the midst of a great forest, the trees and plants of which were quite new to me, and totally unlike those of my native land. Rich luxuriance of vegetation was the feature that filled my mind most. Tall palms surrounded us, throwing their broad leaves overhead and partially concealing the starlit sky. Thick tough limbs of creeping plants and wild vines twisted and twined round everything and over everything, giving to the woods an appearance of tangled impenetrability; but the beautiful leaves of some, and the delicate tendrils of others, half concealed the sturdy limbs of the trees, and threw over the whole a certain air of wild grace, as might a semi-transparent and beautiful robe if thrown around the form of a savage.

The effect of a strong fire in the woods at night is to give to surrounding space an appearance of ebony blackness, against which dark ground the gnarled stems and branches and pendent foliage appear as if traced out in light and lovely colours, which are suffused with a rich warm tone from the blaze.

We were now in the wilds of Africa, although, as I have said, I found it difficult to believe the fact. Jack and I wore loose brown shooting coats and pantaloons; but we had made up our minds to give up waistcoats and neckcloths, so that our scarlet flannel shirts with turned-down collars gave to us quite a picturesque and brigand-like appearance as we encircled the blaze  Peterkin smoking vigorously, for he had acquired that bad and very absurd habit at sea. Jack smoked too, but he was not so inveterate as Peterkin.

Jack was essentially moderate in his nature. He did nothing violently or in a hurry; but this does not imply that he was slow or lazy. He was leisurely in disposition, and circumstances seldom required him to be otherwise. When Peterkin or I had to lift heavy weights, we were obliged to exert our utmost strength and agitate our whole frames; but Jack was so powerful that a comparatively slight effort was all that he was usually obliged to make. Again, when we two were in a hurry we walked quickly, but Jacks long limbs enabled him to keep up with us without effort. Nevertheless there were times when he was called upon to act quickly and with energy. On those occasions he was as active as Peterkin himself, but his movements were tremendous. It was, I may almost say, awful to behold Jack when acting under powerful excitement. He was indeed a splendid fellow, and not by any means deserving of the name of gorilla, which Peterkin had bestowed on him.

But to continue my description of our costume. We all wore homespun grey trousers of strong material. Peterkin and Jack wore leggings in addition, so that they seemed to have on what are now termed knickerbockers. Peterkin, however, had no coat. He preferred a stout grey flannel shirt hanging down to his knees and belted round his waist in the form of a tunic. Our tastes in headdress were varied. Jack wore a pork-pie cap; Peterkin and I had wide-awakes. My facetious little companion said that I had selected this species of hat because I was always more than half asleep! Being peculiar in everything, Peterkin wore his wide-awake in an unusual manner  namely, turned up at the back, down at the front, and curled very much up at the sides.

We were so filled with admiration of Jacks magnificent beard and moustache, that Peterkin and I had resolved to cultivate ours while in Africa; but I must say that, as I looked at Peterkins face, the additional hair was not at that time an improvement, and I believe that much more could not have been said for myself. The effect on my little comrade was to cause the lower part of his otherwise good-looking face to appear extremely dirty.

I wonder, said Peterkin, after a long silence, if we shall reach the niggers village in time for the hunt to-morrow. I fear that we have spent too much time in this wild-goose chase.

Wild-goose chase, Peterkin! I exclaimed. Do you call hunting the gorilla by such a term?

Hunting the gorilla? no, certainly; but looking for the gorilla in a part of the woods where no such beast was ever heard of since Adam was a schoolboy

Nay, Peterkin, interrupted Jack; we are getting very near to the gorilla country, and you must make allowance for the enthusiasm of a naturalist.

Ah! we shall see where the naturalists enthusiasm will fly to when we actually do come face to face with the big puggy.

Well, said I, apologetically, I wont press you to go hunting again; Ill be content to follow.

Press me, my dear Ralph! exclaimed Peterkin hastily, fearing that he had hurt my feelings; why, man, I do but jest with you  you are so horridly literal. Im overjoyed to be pressed to go on the maddest wild-goose chase that ever was invented. My greatest delight would be to go gorilla-hunting down Fleet Street, if you were so disposed.  But to be serious, Jack, do you think we shall be in time for the elephant-hunt to-morrow?

Ay, in capital time, if you dont knock up.

What! I knock up! Ive a good mind to knock you down for suggesting such an egregious impossibility.

Thats an impossibility anyhow, Peterkin, because Im down already, said Jack, yawning lazily and stretching out his limbs in a more comfortable and dégagé manner.

Peterkin seemed to ponder as he smoked his pipe for some time in silence.

Ralph, said he, looking up suddenly, I dont feel a bit sleepy, and yet Im tired enough.

You are smoking too much, perhaps, I suggested.

Its not that, cried Jack; he has eaten too much supper.

Base insinuation! retorted Peterkin.

Then it must be the monkey. Thats it. Roast monkey does not agree with you.

Do you know, I shouldnt wonder if you were right; and its a pity, too, for we shall have to live a good deal on such fare, I believe. However, I suppose we shall get used to it.  But I say, boys, isnt it jolly to be out here living like savages? I declare it seems to me like a dream or a romance.  Just look, Ralph, at the strange wild creepers that are festooned overhead, and the great tropical leaves behind us, and the clear sky above, with the moon  ah! the moon; yes, thats one comfort  the moon is unchanged. The same moon that smiles down upon us through a tangled mesh-work of palm-leaves and wild vines and monkeys tails, is peeping down the chimney-pots of London and Edinburgh and Dublin!

Why, Peterkin, you must have studied hard in early life to be so good a geographer.

Rather, observed Peterkin.

Yes; and look at the strange character of the tree-stems, said I, unwilling to allow the subject to drop. See those huge palmettoes like  like

Overgrown cabbages, suggested Peterkin; and he continued, Observe the quaint originality of form in the body and limbs of that bloated old spider that is crawling up your leg, Ralph!

I started involuntarily, for there is no creature of which I have a greater abhorrence than a spider.

Where is it? oh! I see, and the next moment I secured my prize and placed it with loathing, but interest, in my entomological box.

At that moment a hideous roar rang through the woods, seemingly close behind us. We all started to our feet, and seizing our rifles, which lay beside us ready loaded, cocked them and drew close together round the fire.

This wont do, lads, said Jack, after a few minutes breathless suspense, during which the only sound we could hear was the beating of our own hearts; we have allowed the fire to get too low, and weve forgotten to adopt our friend the traders advice, and make two fires.

So saying, Jack laid down his rifle, and kicking the logs with his heavy boot, sent up such a cloud of bright sparks as must certainly have scared the wild animal, whatever it was, away; for we heard no more of it that night.

Youre right, Jack, remarked Peterkin; so let us get up a blaze as fast as we can, and Ill take the first watch, not being sleepy. Come along.

In a few minutes we cut down with our axes a sufficient quantity of dry wood to keep two large fires going all night; we then kindled our second fire at a few yards distant from the first, and made our camp between them. This precaution we took in order to scare away the wild animals whose cries we heard occasionally during the night. Peterkin, having proposed to take the first watch  for we had to watch by turns all the night through  lighted his pipe and sat down before the cheerful fire with his back against the stem of a palm-tree, and his rifle lying close to his hand, to be ready in case of a surprise. There were many natives wandering about in that neighbourhood, some of whom might be ignorant of our having arrived at their village on a peaceful errand. If these should have chanced to come upon us suddenly, there was no saying what they might do in their surprise and alarm, so it behoved us to be on our guard.

Jack and I unrolled the light blankets that we carried strapped to our shoulders through the day, and laying ourselves down side by side with our feet to the fire and our heads pillowed on a soft pile of sweet-scented grass, we addressed ourselves to sleep. But sleep did not come so soon as we expected. I have often noted with some surprise and much interest the curious phases of the phenomenon of sleep. When I have gone to bed excessively fatigued and expecting to fall asleep almost at once, I have been surprised and annoyed to find that the longer I wooed the drowsy god the longer he refused to come to me; and at last, when I have given up the attempt in despair, he has suddenly laid his gentle hand upon my eyes and carried me into the land of Nod. Again, when I have been exceedingly anxious to keep awake, I have been attacked by sleep with such irresistible energy that I have been utterly unable to keep my eyelids open or my head erect, and have sat with my eyes blinking like those of an owl in the sunshine, and my head nodding like that of a Chinese mandarin.

On this our first night in the African bush, at least our first night on a hunting expedition  we had been many nights in the woods on our journey to that spot  on this night, I say, Jack and I could by no means get to sleep for a very long time after we lay down, but continued to gaze up through the leafy screen overhead at the stars, which seemed to wink at us, I almost fancied, jocosely. We did not speak to each other, but purposely kept silence. After a time, however, Jack groaned, and said softly  

Ralph, are you asleep?

No, said I, yawning.

Im quite sure that Peterkin is, added Jack, raising his head and looking across the fire at the half-recumbent form of our companion.

Is he? said Peterkin in a low tone. Just about as sound as a weasel!

Jack, said I.

Well?

I cant sleep a wink. Ye-a-ow! isnt it odd?

No more can I. Do you know, Ralph, Ive been counting the red berries in that tree above me for half an hour, in the hope that the monotony of the thing would send me off; but I was interrupted by a small monkey who has been sitting up among the branches and making faces at me for full twenty minutes. There it is yet, I believe. Do you see it?

No; where?

Almost above your head.

I gazed upward intently for a few minutes, until I thought I saw the monkey, but it was very indistinct. Gradually, however, it became more defined; then to my surprise it turned out to be the head of an elephant! I was not only amazed but startled at this.

Get your rifle, Jack! said I, in a low whisper.

Jack made some sort of reply, but his voice sounded hollow and indistinct. Then I looked up again, and saw that it was the head of a hippopotamus, not that of an elephant, which was looking down at me. Curiously enough, I felt little or no surprise at this, and when in the course of a few minutes I observed a pair of horns growing out of the creatures eyes and a bushy tail standing erect on the apex of its head, I ceased to be astonished at the sight altogether, and regarded it as quite natural and commonplace. The object afterwards assumed the appearance of a lion with a crocodiles bail, and a serpent with a monkeys head, and lastly of a gorilla, without producing in me any other feeling than that of profound indifference. Gradually the whole scene vanished, and I became totally oblivious.

This state of happy unconsciousness had scarcely lasted  it seemed to me  two minutes, when I was awakened by Peterkin laying his hand on my shoulder and saying  

Now then, Ralph, its time to rouse up.

O Peterkin, said I, in a tone of remonstrance, how could you be so unkind as to waken me when I had just got to sleep? Shabby fellow!

Just got to sleep, say you? Youve been snoring like an apoplectic alderman for exactly two hours.

You dont say so! I exclaimed, getting into a sitting posture.

Indeed you have. Im sorry to rouse you, but times up, and Im sleepy; so rub your eyes, man, and try to look a little less like an astonished owl if you can. I have just replenished both the fires, so you can lean your back against that palm-tree and take it easy for three-quarters of an hour or so. After that youll have to heap on more wood.

I looked at Jack, who was now lying quite unconscious, breathing with the slow, deep regularity of profound slumber, and with his mouth wide open.

What a chance for some waggish baboon to drop a nut or a berry in! said Peterkin, winking at me with one eye as he lay down in the spot from which I had just risen.

He was very sleepy, poor fellow, and could hardly smile at his own absurd fancy. He was asleep almost instantly. In fact, I do not believe that he again opened the eye with which he had winked at me, but that he merely shut the other and began to slumber forthwith.

I now began to feel quite interested in my responsible position as guardian of the camp. I examined my rifle to see that it was in order and capped; then leaning against the palm-tree, which was, as it were, my sentry-box, I stood erect and rubbed my hands and took off my cap, so that the pleasant night air might play about my temples, and more effectually banish drowsiness.

In order to accomplish this more thoroughly I walked round both fires and readjusted the logs, sending up showers of sparks as I did so. Then I went to the edge of the circle of light, in the centre of which our camp lay, and peered into the gloom of the dark forest.

There was something inexpressibly delightful yet solemn in my feelings as I gazed into that profound obscurity where the great tree-stems and the wild gigantic foliage nearest to me appeared ghost-like and indistinct, and the deep solitudes of which were peopled, not only with the strange fantastic forms of my excited fancy, but, as I knew full well, with real wild creatures, both huge and small, such as my imagination at that time had not fully conceived. I felt awed, almost oppressed, with the deep silence around, and, I must confess, looked somewhat nervously over my shoulder as I returned to the fire and sat down to keep watch at my post.




Chapter Three.

Wherein I mount guard, and how I did it, etcetera.

Now it so happened that the battle which I had to fight with myself after taking my post was precisely the converse of that which I fought during the earlier part of that night. Then, it was a battle with wakefulness; now, it was a struggle with sleep; and of the two fights the latter was the more severe by far.

I began by laying down my rifle close by my side, leaning back in a sitting posture against the palm-tree, and resigning myself to the contemplation of the fire, which burned merrily before me, while I pondered with myself how I should best employ my thoughts during the three long hours of my watch. But I had not dwelt on that subject more than three minutes, when I was rudely startled by my own head falling suddenly and heavily forward on my chest. I immediately roused myself. Ah! Ralph, Ralph, said I to myself in a whisper, this wont do, lad. To sleep at your post! shame on you! Had you been a sentinel in time of war that nod would have cost you your life, supposing you to have been caught in the act.

Soliloquising thus, I arose and shook myself. Then I slapped my chest several times and pulled my nose and sat down again. Only a few minutes elapsed before the same thing occurred to me again, so I leaped up, and mended the fires, and walked to and fro, until I felt thoroughly awake, but in order to make sure that it should not occur again, I walked to the edge of the circle of light and gazed for some time into the dark forest, as I had done before. While standing thus I felt my knees give way, as if they had been suddenly paralysed, and I awoke just in time to prevent myself falling to the ground. I must confess I was much amazed at this, for although I had often read of soldiers falling asleep standing at their posts, I had never believed the thing possible.

I now became rather anxious, for, thought I, if I go to sleep and the fires die down, who knows but wild beasts may come upon us and kill us before we can seize our arms. For a moment or two I meditated awaking Jack and begging him to keep me company, but when I reflected that his watch was to come immediately after mine, I had not the heart to do it. No! said I (and I said it aloud for the purpose of preventing drowsiness) no; I will fight this battle alone! I will repeat some stanzas from my favourite authors. Yes, I will try to remember a portion of A Midsummer-Nights Dream. It will be somewhat appropriate to my present circumstances.

Big with this resolve, I sat down with my face to the fire and my back to the palm-tree, and  fell sound asleep instantly!

How long I lay in this condition I know not, but I was suddenly awakened by a yell so appalling that my heart leaped as if into my throat, and my nerves thrilled with horror. For one instant I was paralysed; then my blood seemed to rebound on its course. I sprang up and attempted to seize my rifle.

The reader may judge of my state of mind when I observed that it was gone! I leaped towards the fire, and grasping a lighted brand, turned round and glared into the woods in the direction whence the yell came.

It was grey dawn, and I could see things pretty distinctly; but the only living object that met my gaze was Peterkin, who stood with my rifle in his hand laughing heartily!

I immediately turned to look at Jack, who was sitting up in the spot where he had passed the night, with a sleepy smile on his countenance.

Why, whats the meaning of this? I inquired.

The meaning of it? cried Peterkin, as he advanced and restored the rifle to its place. A pretty fellow you are to mount guard! we might have been all murdered in our sleep by niggers or eaten alive by gorillas, for all that you would have done to save us.

But, Peterkin, said I gravely, you ought not to have startled me so; you gave me a terrible fright. People have been driven mad before now, I assure you, by practical jokes.

My dear fellow, cried Peterkin, with much earnestness, I know that as well as you. But, in the first place, you were guilty of so heinous a crime that I determined to punish you, and at the same time to do it in a way that would impress it forcibly on your memory; and in the second place, I would not have done it at all had I not known that your nerves are as strong as those of a dray-horse. You ought to be taking shame to yourself on account of your fault rather than objecting to your punishment.

Peterkin is right, my boy, said Jack, laughing, though I must say he had need be sure of the nerves of any one to whom he intends to administer such a ferocious yell as that. Anyhow, I have no reason to complain; for you have given me a good long sleep, although I cant say exactly that you have taken my watch. It will be broad daylight in half an hour, so we must be stirring, comrades.

On considering the subject I admitted the force of these remarks, and felt somewhat crestfallen. No doubt, my companions had treated the thing jocularly, and, to say truth, there was much that was comical in the whole affair; but the more I thought of it, the more I came to perceive how terrible might have been the consequences of my unfaithfulness as a sentinel. I laid the lesson to heart, and I can truly say that from that day to this I have never again been guilty of the crime of sleeping at my post.

We now busied ourselves in collecting together the dying embers of our fire and in preparing breakfast, which consisted of tea, hard biscuit, and cold monkey. None of us liked the monkey; not that its flesh was bad  quite the contrary  but it looked so like a small roasted baby that we could not relish it at all. However, it was all we had; for we had set off on this hunting excursion intending to live by our rifles, but had been unfortunate, having seen nothing except a monkey or two.

The kettle was soon boiled, and we sat down to our meagre fare with hearty appetites. While we are thus engaged, I shall turn aside for a little and tell the reader, in one or two brief sentences, how we got to this place.

We shipped in a merchant ship at Liverpool, and sailed for the west coast of Africa. Arrived there we found a party, under the command of a Portuguese trader, about to set off to the interior. He could speak a little English; so we arranged to go with him as far as he intended to proceed, learn as much of the native language as possible while in his company, and then obtain a native guide to conduct us to the country in which the gorillas are found. To this native guide, we arranged, should be explained by the trader our object in visiting the country, so that he might tell the tribes whom we intended to visit. This, we found, was an absolutely needful precaution, on the following ground.

The natives of Africa have a singular and very bad style of carrying on trade with the white men who visit their shores. The traffic consists chiefly of ivory, barwood (a wood much used in dyeing), and indiarubber. The natives of the far interior are not allowed to convey these commodities directly to the coast, but by the law of the land (which means the law of the strongest, for they are absolute savages) are obliged to deliver their goods to the care of the tribe next to them; these pass them on to the next tribe; and so on they go from tribe to tribe till they reach the coast, where they are sold by the tribe there. The price obtained, which usually consists of guns, powder and shot, looking-glasses, cloth, and sundry other articles and trinkets useful to men in a savage state, is returned to the owners in the far interior through the same channel; but as each tribe deducts a percentage for its trouble, the price dwindles down as it goes, until a mere trifle, sometimes nothing at all, remains to be handed over to the unfortunate people of the tribe who originally sent off the goods for sale. Of course, such a system almost paralyses trade. But the intermediate tribes between the coast and the interior being the gainers by this system, are exceedingly jealous of anything like an attempt to carry on direct trade. They are ready to go to war with the tribes of the interior, should they attempt it, and they throw all the opposition they can in the way of the few white men who ever penetrate the interior for such a purpose.

It will thus be seen that our travels would be hindered very much, if not stopped altogether, and ourselves be regarded with jealousy, or perhaps murdered, if our motives in going inland were not fully and satisfactorily explained to the different tribes as we passed through their lands. And we therefore proposed to overcome the difficulty by taking a native guide with us from the tribe with which we should chance to be residing when obliged to separate from the Portuguese trader.

We had now reached this point. The day before that on which we encamped in the woods, as above related, we arrived at a native village, and had been received kindly by the king. Almost immediately after our arrival we heard so many stories about gorillas that I felt persuaded we should fall in with one if we went a-hunting, and being exceedingly anxious to add one to my collection of animals  for I had a small museum at home  I prevailed on Jack and Peterkin to go one days journey into the bush to look for them. They laughed very much at me indeed, and said that we were still very far away from the gorilla country; but I had read in some work on Africa a remark to the effect that there is no cordillera, or mountain range, extending across the whole continent to limit the habitat of certain classes of animals, and I thought that if any animal in Africa would not consent to remain in one region when it wished to go to another, that animal must be the ferocious gorilla. The trader also laughed at me, and said that he had never seen any himself in that region, and that we would have to cross the desert before seeing them. Still, I felt a disposition to try; besides, I felt certain that we should at least fall in with some sort of animals or plants or minerals that would be worth collecting; so it was agreed that we should go out for a single day, and be back in time for a great elephant-hunt which was about to take place.

But to return from this digression. Having finished breakfast, we made three bundles or packages of our blankets, provisions, and camp equipage; strapped them on our backs; and then, shouldering our rifles, set out on our return to the negro village.

Of course we gave Jack the largest and heaviest bundle to carry. Peterkins and mine were about equal, for although I was taller than Peterkin, I was not by any means so powerful or active. I often wondered at the great strength that lay in the little frame of my friend. To look at him, no one would believe that he was such a tough, wiry, hardy little fellow. He was the same hearty, jovial creature that I had lived with so pleasantly when he and Jack and I were cast away on the coral island. With the exception of a small scrap of whisker on each cheek, a scar over the right eye, and a certain air of manliness, there was little change in my old comrade.

Ralph, said Jack, as we strode along through the forest, do you remember how we three used to wander about together in the woods of our coral island?

Remember! I cried with enthusiasm, for at that moment the thought occurred to my own mind; how can I ever forget it, Jack? It seems to me just like yesterday. I can hardly believe that six long years have passed since we drank that delicious natural lemonade out of the green cocoa-nuts, and wandered on the coral beach, and visited Penguin Island, and dived into the cave to escape the pirates. The whole scene rises up before me so vividly that I could fancy we were still there. Ah! these were happy times.

So they were, cried Peterkin; but dont you go and become sentimentally sad, Ralph, when you talk of those happy days. If we were happy there, are we not happy here?  Theres no change in us  except, indeed, that Jack has become a gorilla.

Ay, and you a monkey, retorted Jack.

True; and Ralph a naturalist, which is the strangest beast of all, added Peterkin. Can you tell me, Ralph, by the way, what tree that is?

Im sure I cannot tell. Never saw or heard of one like it before, I replied, looking at the tree referred to with some interest. It was a fine tree, but the great beauty about it was the gorgeous fruit with which it was laden. It hung in the form of bunches of large grapes, and was of the brightest scarlet colour. The glowing bunches seemed like precious gems glittering amongst the green foliage, and I observed that a few monkeys and several parrots were peeping at us through the branches.

It seems good for food, said Jack. Youd better climb up, Peterkin, and pull a few bunches. The puggies wont mind you, of course, being one of themselves.

Ralph, said Peterkin, turning to me, and deigning no reply to Jack, you call yourself a naturalist; so I suppose you are acquainted with the habits of monkeys, and can turn your knowledge to practical account.

Well, I replied, I know something about the monkey tribes, but I cannot say that at this moment I remember any particular habit of which we might avail ourselves.

Do you not? Well, now, thats odd. Im a student of nature myself, and I have picked up a little useful knowledge in the course of my travels. Did you ever travel so far as the Zoological Gardens in London?

Of course I have done so, often.

And did you ever observe a peculiar species of monkey, which, when you made a face at it, instantly flew into a towering passion, and shook the bars of its cage until you expected to see them broken?

Yes, said I, laughing; what then?

Look here, you naturalist, and Ill put a wrinkle on your horn. Yonder hangs a magnificent bunch of fruit that I very much desire to possess.

But its too high to reach, said I.

But theres a monkey sitting beside it, said Peterkin.

I see. You dont expect him to pull it and throw it down, do you?

Oh no, certainly not; but Here Peterkin stepped up to the tree, and looking up at the monkey, said, O-o-o-oo-o! angrily.

O-o-o-oo-oo! replied the monkey, stretching out its neck and looking down with an expression of surprise and indignation, as if to say, What on earth do you mean by that?

Oo-o-o-oo-o! roared Peterkin.

Hereupon the monkey uttered a terrific shriek of passion, exposed all its teeth and gums, glared at its adversary like a little fiend, and seizing the branch with both hands, shook it with all its might. The result was, that not only did the coveted bunch of fruit fall to the ground, but a perfect shower of bunches came down, one of which hit Jack on the forehead, and, bursting there, sent its fragrant juice down his face and into his beard, while the parrots and all the other monkeys took to flight, shrieking with mingled terror and rage.

You see Im a practical man, observed Peterkin quietly, as he picked up the fruit and began to eat it. Knowledge is power, my boy. A man with a philosophical turn of mind like yourself ought to have been up to a dodge of this sort. How capital this fruit is, to be sure!  Does it make good pomade, Jack?

Excellent; but as Im not in the habit of using pomade, I shall wash this out of my beard as quickly as possible.

While Jack went to a brook that ran close to where we stood, I tasted the fruit, and found it most excellent, the pulp being juicy, with a very pleasant flavour.

While we were thus engaged a wild pig ran grunting past us.

Doesnt that remind you of some of our doings on the coral island, Ralph? said Peterkin.

Before I could reply a herd of lovely small gazelles flew past. Our rifles were lying on the ground, and before either of us could take aim the swift creatures were lost sight of in the thick underwood. Peterkin fired one shot at a venture, but without any result.

We were still deploring our stupidity in not having our rifles handy, when a strange sound was heard in the distance. By this time Jack had come up, so we all three seized our rifles and listened intently. The sound was evidently approaching. It was a low, dull, booming roar, which at one moment seemed to be distant thunder, at another the cry of some huge animal in rage or pain. Presently the beating of heavy hoofs on the turf and the crash of branches were heard. Each of us sprang instinctively towards a tree, feeling that if danger were near its trunk would afford us some protection.

Being ignorant, as yet, of the cries of the various wild beasts inhabiting those woods, we were greatly at a loss to determine what creature it could be that approached at such headlong speed. That its mad career was caused by fear soon became apparent, for the tones of terror either in man or beast, when distinctly heard, cannot be mistaken.

Immediately in front of the spot where we stood was an open space or glade of considerable extent. Towards this the animal approached, as was evident from the increasing loudness of its wild roar, which was almost continuous. In another moment the thick wall of underwood at its farther extremity was burst asunder with a crash, and a wild buffalo bull bounded into the plain and dashed madly across. On its neck was crouched a leopard, which had fixed its claws and teeth deep in the flesh of the agonised animal. In vain did the bull bound and rear, toss and plunge. At one moment it ran like the wind; the next it stopped with such violence as to tear up the turf and scatter it around. Then it reared, almost falling back; anon it plunged and rushed on again, with the foam flying from its mouth, and its bloodshot eyes glaring with the fire of rage and terror, while the woods seemed to tremble with its loud and deep-toned bellowing. Twice in its passage across the open glade it ran, in its blind fury, straight against a tree, almost beating in its skull, and for a moment arresting its progress; but it instantly recovered the shock and burst away again as madly as ever. But no effort that it was capable of making could relieve the poor creature from its deadly burden, or cause the leopard in the slightest degree to relax its fatal gripe.

It chanced that the wild bulls mad gallop was in a direction that brought it within a few yards of the spot where we stood, so we prepared to put an end to its misery. As it drew near, Jack, who was in advance, raised his rifle. I, being only a short distance from him, also made ready to fire, although I confess that in the agitation of the moment I could not make up my mind whether I should fire at the buffalo or the leopard. As far as I can recall my rapid and disjointed thoughts on that exciting occasion, I reasoned thus: If I shoot the leopard the bull will escape, and if I shoot the bull the leopard will escape. It did not occur to me at that trying moment, when self-possession and decision were so necessary, that I might shoot the bull with one barrel, and the leopard with the other. Still less did it occur to me that I might miss bull and leopard altogether.

While I was engaged in this hurried train of troubled thought, Jack fired both barrels of his rifle, one after the other, as quickly as possible. The bull stumbled forward upon its knees. In order to make assurance doubly sure, I aimed at its head and fired both barrels at once. Instantly the bull rose, with a hideous bellow, and stood for one moment irresolute, glaring at its new enemies. The leopard, I observed, was no longer on its back. At this moment I heard an exclamation of anger, and looking round I observed Peterkin struggling violently in the grasp of one of the wild vines or thorny plants which abound in some parts of the African forests and render them almost impassable. It seems that as the bull drew near, Peterkin, who, like Jack and me, was preparing to shoot, found that a dense thicket came between him and the game, so as to prevent his firing. He leaped nimbly over a bush, intending to run to another spot, whence he could more conveniently take aim, but found himself, as I have related, suddenly entangled among the thorns in such a way that the more he struggled the more firmly he became ensnared. Being of an impatient disposition, he did struggle violently, and it was this, probably, that attracted the attention of the bull and decided its future course and its ultimate fate; for after remaining one moment, as I have stated, in an irresolute attitude, it turned suddenly to the left and rushed, with its head down and its tail up, straight at Peterkin.

I cannot describe the sensations that overwhelmed me on observing the imminent danger of my friend. Horror almost overwhelmed me as I gazed with a stare of fascination at the frightful brute, which with flashing eyes and bloody foam dripping from its mouth charged into the thicket, and crashed through the tough boughs and bushes as if they were grass. A film came over my eyes. I tried to reload my rifle, but my trembling hand refused to act, and I groaned with mingled shame and despair on finding myself thus incapable of action in the hour of extreme peril. At that moment I felt I would joyfully have given my own life to have saved that of Peterkin. It takes me long to describe it, but the whole scene passed with the rapidity almost of a flash of light.

Jack did not even attempt to load, but uttering a fearful cry, he sprang towards our friend with a bound like that of an enraged tiger. A gleam of hope flashed through my soul as I beheld his gigantic form dash through the underwood. It seemed to me as if no living creature could withstand such a furious onset. Alas for Peterkin, had his life depended on Jack, strong and lion-like though he was! His aid could not have been in time. A higher Power nerved his arm and steeled his heart at that terrible moment. As I gazed helplessly at Peterkin, I observed that he suddenly ceased his struggles to get free, and throwing forward the muzzle of his piece, stood boldly up and awaited the onset with calm self-possession. The bull was on him almost in an instant. One stride more and he would have been lost, but that stride was never taken. His rifle poured its deadly charge into the skull of the wild bull, which fell a mass of dead flesh, literally at his feet.

It were vain to attempt to describe the state of our feelings on this memorable occasion  the fervour with which we thanked our heavenly Father for our friends deliverance  the delight with which we shook his hands, again and again, and embraced him. It was with considerable difficulty that we extricated Peterkin from his entanglement. When this was accomplished we proceeded to examine our prize.

We were not a little puzzled on discovering that only three bullets had struck the bull. For my part, I fired straight at its forehead, and had felt certain at the time that my shots had taken effect; yet there was but one ball in the animals head, and that was undoubtedly Peterkins, for the hair all round the hole was singed off, so near had it been to him when he fired. The other two shots were rather wide apart  one in the shoulder, the other in the neck. Both would have proved mortal in the long run, but neither was sufficiently near to a vital spot to kill speedily.

Now, Ralph, my boy, said Jack, after our excitement was in some degree abated, you and I must divide the honour of these two shots, for I fear we cant tell which of us fired them. Peterkin only fired once, and that was pretty effectual.

Yes, I replied, it is rather perplexing; for although I have no objection whatever to your having all the honour of those two shots, still one likes to know with certainty who actually made them.

Youd better toss for them, suggested Peterkin, who was seated on the trunk of a fallen tree, examining, with a somewhat rueful countenance, the tattered condition of his garments.

There would not be much satisfaction in that, replied Jack, laughing.

It is probable, said I, that each of us hit with one barrel and missed with the other.

And it is possible, added Jack, that one of us hit with both, and the other missed with both. All that I can positively affirm is that I fired both barrels at his shoulder  one after the other.

And all that I am certain of, said I, is that I fired both barrels at his forehead, and that I discharged them both at once.

Did you? said Peterkin, looking up quickly; then, Ralph, Im afraid you must give all the honour to Jack, for you have missed altogether.

How do you know that? I asked, in a somewhat piqued tone.

Simply enough. If you fired both shots together at so short a distance, they would have been found close together wherever they had struck, whereas the two shots in the neck and shoulder are more than two feet apart.

I was compelled to admit that there was much truth in the observation, but still felt unwilling to give up all claim to having assisted in slaying our first buffalo. I pondered the subject a good deal during the remainder of the time we spent in cutting up and packing part of the buffalo meat, and in preparing to continue our journey, but could come at no satisfactory conclusion in my own mind, and, to say truth, I felt not a little crestfallen at my conduct in the whole affair.

While wandering in this mood near the spot where the buffalo had been first wounded, I received a sudden and severe start on observing the leopard crouching within a couple of yards of me. I saw it through the bushes quite distinctly, but could not make quite sure of its attitude. With a mingled cry of alarm and astonishment I sprang back to the place where I had left my rifle.

Jack and Peterkin instantly ran up with their pieces cocked.

Where is it? they cried in a breath.

There, crouching just behind that bush.

Jack darted forward.

Crouching! he cried, with a loud laugh, seizing the animal by the tail and dragging it forth; why, its dead  stone dead.

Dead as mutton, said Peterkin. Hallo! whats this? he added in surprise. Two holes close together in its forehead, I do declare! Hooray! Ralph, my boy, give us your paw! Youve missed the bull and hit the leopard! If you havent been and put two bullets right between its two eyes, Im a Dutchman!

And so, in truth, it turned out. I had aimed at the bull and hit the leopard. So I left that spot not a little pleased with my bad aim and my good fortune.




Chapter Four.

Wherein will be found much that is philosophical.

Having skinned the leopard and cut off as much of the buffalo meat as we could carry, we started for the negro village at a round pace, for we had already lost much time in our last adventure. As we walked along I could not help meditating on the uncertainty of this life, and the terrible suddenness with which we might at any unexpected moment be cut off. These thoughts led me naturally to reflect how important a matter it is that every one, no matter how young, should be in a state of preparedness to quit this world.

I also reflected, and not without a feeling of shame, on my want of nerve, and was deeply impressed with the importance of boys being inured from childhood to trifling risks and light dangers of every possible description, such as tumbling into ponds and off trees, etcetera, in order to strengthen their nervous system. I do not, of course, mean to say that boys ought deliberately to tumble into ponds or climb trees until they fall off; but they ought not to avoid the risk of such mishaps. They ought to encounter such risks and many others perpetually. They ought to practise leaping off heights into deep water. They ought never to hesitate to cross a stream on a narrow unsafe plank for fear of a ducking. They ought never to decline to climb up a tree to pull fruit merely because there is a possibility of their falling off and breaking their necks. I firmly believe that boys were intended to encounter all kinds of risks, in order to prepare them to meet and grapple with the risks and dangers incident to mans career with cool, cautious self-possession  a self-possession founded on experimental knowledge of the character and powers of their own spirits and muscles. I also concluded that this reasoning applies to some extent to girls as well as boys, for they too are liable through life to occasional encounters with danger  such as meeting with mad bulls, being run away with on horseback, being upset in boats, being set on fire by means of crinoline; in all of which cases those who have been trained to risk slight mishaps during early life will find their nerves equal to the shock, and their minds cool and collected enough to look around and take hasty advantage of any opportunity of escape that may exist; while those who have been unhappily nurtured in excessive delicacy, and advised from the earliest childhood to take care of themselves and carefully avoid all risks, will probably fall victims to their nervous alarms and the kind but injudicious training of parents or guardians.

The more I pondered this subject the more deeply impressed did I become with its great importance to the well-being of mankind, and I was so profoundly engrossed with it that my companions utterly failed to engage me in general conversation as we walked briskly along through the forest. Jack again and again attempted to draw my attention to the splendour of the curious specimens of tropical foliage and vegetation through which we passed; but I could not rouse myself to take interest therein. In vain did Peterkin jest and rally me, and point out the monkeys that grinned at us ever and anon as we passed beneath them, or the serpents that glided more than once from our path, I was fascinated with my train of meditation, and as I could not then give it up until I had thought it out, so now I cannot pass from the subject until I have at least endeavoured to guard myself from misconception.

I beg, then, that it will be understood that I do not by any means inculcate hare-brained recklessness, or a course of training that will foster that state of mind. On the contrary, the course of training which I should like to see universally practised would naturally tend to counteract recklessness, for it would enable a boy to judge correctly as to what he could and could not do. Take an illustration. A naturally bold boy has been unwisely trained to be exceedingly careful of himself. He does not know the extent of his own courage, or the power and agility of his own muscles; he knows these things to some extent indeed, but owing to restraint he does not know them fully. Hence he is liable both to over and under estimate them.

This bold boy  we shall call him Tom  takes a walk into the country with a friend, whom we shall name Pat. Pat is a bad boy, but he has been permitted to train his muscles as he pleased, and his natural disposition has led him to do difficult and sometimes slightly dangerous things.

You cant jump over that river, Tom, says Pat.

Perhaps not, replies Tom: I never tried such a jump, because my mother tells me never to go where I am likely to tumble into the water.

Oh, your mothers a muff! cries Pat.

Pat, says Tom, flushing with indignation and confronting his friend, dont you ever say that again, else the friendship between you and me will come to an end. I know you dont really mean what you say; but I wont allow you to speak disrespectfully of my mother.

Well, I wont, says Pat, but youre a muff, anyhow.

Perhaps I am, replies Tom.

Of course you are, because youre afraid to jump over that river, and Im not. So here goes.

Pat thereupon jumps the river (he is a splendid leaper), and Tom hesitates.

Come along, Tom; dont be a hen.

Tom gives way, alas! to a disobedient impulse, and dashing at the leap comes to the edge, when he finds, somehow, that he has not got the proper foot first for the spring  almost every boy knows the feeling I allude to; his heart fails, and he balks.

O Tom, what a nimini-pimini muff you are, to be sure!

Tom, as I have said, is a bold boy. His blood boils at this; he rushes wildly at the bank, hurls himself recklessly into the air, barely reaches the opposite side with a scramble, and falls souse into the river, from which he issues, as Pat says amid peals of laughter, like a half-drowned rat.

Now, had Tom been permitted to follow the bent of his own bold impulses, he would have found out, years ago, how far and how high he could leap, and how far exactly he could depend on his own courage in certain circumstances; and he would either, on the one hand, have measured the leap with an accustomed eye, and declined to take it with a good-humoured admission that it was beyond his powers, or, on the other hand, he would calmly have collected his well and oft tried energies for the spring. The proper foot, from long experience, would have come to the ground at the right time. His mind, freed from all anxiety as to what he could accomplish, would have received a beneficial impulse from his friends taunt. No nervous dread of a ducking would have checked the completeness of his bound, because he would have often been ducked before, and would have discovered that in most cases, if the clothes be changed at once, a ducking is not worth mentioning  from a hydropathic point of view is, in fact, beneficial  and he would have cleared the river with comfort to himself and confusion to his friend, and without a ducking or the uneasiness of conscience caused by the knowledge that he had disobeyed his mother. Had Peterkin not been trained to encounter danger, his natural boldness alone would never have enabled him to stand the charge of that buffalo bull.

There are muffs in this world. I do not refer to those hairy articles of female apparel in which ladies are wont to place their hands, handkerchiefs, and scent-bottles. Although not given to the use of slang, I avail myself of it on this occasion, the word muff being eminently expressive of a certain class of boys, big as well as little, old as well as young. There are three distinct classes of boys  namely, muffs, sensible fellows, and boasters. I say there are three distinct classes, but I do not say that every boy belongs to one or other of those classes. Those who have studied chemistry know that natures elements are few. Nearly all kinds of matter, and certainly all varieties of mind, are composite. There are no pure and simple muffs. Most boasters have a good deal of the muff in them, and many muffs are boasters; while sensible fellows are occasionally tinged with a dash of both the bad qualities  they are, if I may be allowed to coin a word, sensible-boasto-muffers! Still, for the sake of lucidity, I will maintain that there are three distinct phases of character in boys.

The muff is a boy who from natural disposition, or early training, or both, is mild, diffident, and gentle. So far he is an estimable character. Were this all, he were not a muff. In order to deserve that title he must be timid and unenthusiastic. He must refuse to venture anything that will subject him to danger, however slight. He must be afraid of a shower of rain; afraid of dogs in general, good and bad alike; disinclined to try bold things; indifferent about learning to swim. He must object to the game called dumps, because the blows from the ball are sometimes severe; and be a sworn enemy to single-stick, because the whacks are uncommonly painful. So feeling and acting, he will, when he becomes a man, find himself unable to act in the common emergencies of life  to protect a lady from insolence, to guard his house from robbery, or to save his own child should it chance to fall into the water. The muff is addicted to boasting sometimes, especially when in the company of girls; but when on the playground he hangs on the skirts of society, and sings very small. There are many boys, alas! who are made muffs by injudicious training, who would have grown up to be bold, manly fellows had they been otherwise treated. There are also many kinds of muffs. Some are good-hearted, amiable muffs; others are petty, sneaking muffs.

With many of the varieties I have a strong sympathy, and for their comfort I would say that muffs may cure themselves if they choose to try energetically.

Courage and cowardice are not two distinct and entirely antagonistic qualities. To a great extent those qualities are the result of training. Every courageous man has a slight amount of cowardice in his composition, and all cowards have a certain infusion of courage. The matador stands before the infuriated bull, and awaits its charge with unflinching firmness, not because he has more courage than his comrades in the ring who run away, but because long training has enabled him to make almost certain of killing the bull. He knows what he has done before, he feels that he can do it again, therefore he stands like a hero. Were a doubt of his capacity to cross his mind for an instant, his cheek would blanch, his hand would tremble, and, ten to one, he would turn and flee like the rest.

Let muffs, therefore, learn to swim, to leap, and to run. Let them wrestle with boys bigger than themselves, regardless of being thrown. Let them practise jinking with their companions, so that if even they be chased by a mad bull, they will, if unable to get out of his way by running, escape perhaps by jinking. Let them learn to leap off considerable heights into deep water, so that, if ever called on to leap off the end of a pier or the side of a ship to save a fellow-creature, they may do so with confidence and promptitude. Let them even put on the gloves, and become regardless of a swelled nose, in order that they may be able to defend themselves or others from sudden assault. So doing they will become sensible fellows, whose character I have thus to some extent described. Of course, I speak of sensible fellows only with reference to this one subject of training the nerves and muscles. Let it never be forgotten that there are men who, although sensible in this respect, are uncommonly senseless in regard to other things of far higher moment.

As to boasters, I will dismiss them with a few words. They are too easily known to merit particular description. They are usually loud and bold in the drawing-room, but rather mild in the field. They are desperately egotistical, fond of exaggeration, and prone to depreciate the deeds of their comrades. They make bad soldiers and sailors, and are usually held in contempt by others, whatever they may think of themselves. I may wind up this digression  into which I have been tempted by an earnest desire to warn my fellow-men against the errors of nervous and muscular education, which, in my case, led to the weak conduct of which I had been guilty that day  I may wind up this digression, I say, by remarking that the boys who are most loved in this world are those who are lambs, almost muffs, in the drawing-room, but lions in the field.

How long I should have gone on pondering this subject I know not, but Peterkin somewhat rudely interrupted me by uttering a wild scream, and beginning to caper as if he were a madman. I was much alarmed as well as surprised at this course of conduct; for although my friend was an inveterate joker, he was the very reverse of what is termed a buffoon, and never indulged in personally grotesque actions with a view to make people laugh  such as making faces, a practice which, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, causes the face-makers to look idiotical rather than funny, and induces beholders to pity them, and to feel very uncomfortable sensations.

Peterkins yells, instead of ceasing, continued and increased.

Why, whats wrong? I cried, in much alarm.

Instead of answering, Peterkin darted away through the wood like a maniac, tearing off his clothes as he went. At the same moment Jack began to roar like a bull, and became similarly distracted. It now flashed across me that they must have been attacked by an army of the Bashikouay ant, a species of ant which is so ferocious as to prove a perfect scourge to the parts of the country over which it travels. The thought had scarcely occurred to me when I was painfully convinced of its accuracy. The ants suddenly came to me, and in an instant I was covered from head to foot by the passionate creatures, which hit me so severely that I also began to scream and to tear off my garments; for I had been told by the trader who accompanied us to this part of the country that this was the quickest method of getting rid of them.

We all three fled, and soon left the army of Bashikouay ants behind us, undressing, as we ran, in the best way we could; and when we at length came to a halt we found ourselves almost in a state of nudity. Hastily divesting ourselves of the remainder of our apparel, we assisted each other to clear away the ants, though we could not rid ourselves of the painful effects of the bites with which we were covered.

What dreadful villains! gasped Peterkin, as he busied himself in hastily picking off the furious creatures from his person.

It would be curious to observe the effect of an army of soldiers stepping into an army of Bashikouays, said Jack. They would be routed instantly. No discipline or courage could hold them together for two minutes after they were attacked.

I was about to make some reply, when our attention was attracted by a shout at no great distance, and in a few seconds we observed, to our confusion, the trader and a band of negroes approaching us. We hurried on our clothes as rapidly as possible, and were a little more presentable when they arrived. They had a good laugh at us, of course, and the naked blacks seemed to be much tickled with the idea that we had been compelled to divest ourselves, even for a short time, of what they considered our unnecessary covering.

We thought you were lost, said the trader, and I began to blame myself for letting you away into the woods, where so many dangers may be encountered, without a guide. But what have you got there? meat of some kind? Your guns seem to have done service on this your first expedition.

Ay, that they have, answered Jack. Weve killed a buffalo bull, and if you send your black fellows back on our track for some hours theyll come to the carcass, of which we could not, of course, bring very much away on our shoulders, which are not accustomed yet to heavy loads.

Besides, added Peterkin, we were anxious to get back in time for your elephant-hunt, else we should have brought more meat with us. But Jack has not mentioned what I consider our chief prize, the honour of shooting which belongs to my friend Ralph Rover.  Come, Ralph, unfasten your pack and let them see it.

Although unwilling to put off more time, I threw down my pack, and untying it, displayed my leopard skin. The shout of delight and surprise which the sight of it drew from the negroes was so enthusiastic that I at once perceived I was considered to have secured a great prize.

Why, Mr Rover, youre in luck, said the trader, examining the skin; its not every day that one falls in with such a fine leopard as that. And you have already made a reputation as a daring hunter, for the niggers consider it a bold and dangerous thing to attack these critters; theyre so uncommon fierce.

Indeed I do not by any means deserve such a reputation, said I, refastening my pack, for the shot was entirely accidental; so I pray you, good sir, to let the negroes know that, as I have no desire to go under a false flag, as my friend Peterkin would say

Go under a false flag! exclaimed Peterkin, in contempt. Sail under false colours, man! Thats what you should have said. Whatever you do, Ralph, never misquote a man. Go under a false flag! ha, ha! Why, you might just as well have said, progress beneath assumed bunting.

Well, accidental or otherwise, said the trader, youve got credit for the deed, and your fame will be spread among the tribe whether you will or not; for these fellows are such incorrigible liars themselves that they will never believe you if you tell them the shot was accidental. They will only give you credit for some strange though unknown motive in telling such a falsehood.

While the trader was speaking I observed that the negroes were talking with the eager looks and gesticulations that are peculiar to the Africans when excited, and presently two or three of them came forward and asked several questions, while their eyes sparkled eagerly and their black faces shone with animation as they pointed into the woods in the direction whence we had come.

They want to know where you have left the carcass of the leopard, and if you have taken away the brains, said the trader, turning to me. I daresay you know  if not youll soon come to find out  that all the nigger tribes in Africa are sunk in gross and cruel superstitions. They have more fetishes, and greegrees, and amulets, and wooden gods, and charms, than they know what to do with, and have surrounded themselves with spiritual mysteries that neither themselves nor anybody else can understand. Among other things, they attach a very high value to the brains of the leopard, because they imagine that he who possesses them will be rendered extraordinarily bold and successful in hunting. These fellows are in hopes that, being ignorant of the value of leopard brains, you have left them in the carcass, and are burning with anxiety to be off after them.

Poor creatures! said I, they are heartily welcome to the brains; and the carcass lies not more than four hours march from this spot, I should think,  Is it not so, Jack?

My friend nodded assent, and the trader, turning to the expectant crowd of natives, gave them the information they desired. No sooner had he finished than with loud cries they turned and darted away, tossing their arms wildly in the air, and looking more like to a band of scared monkeys than to human beings.

Theyre queer fellows, remarked Peterkin.

So they are, replied the trader, and theyre kindly fellows too  jovial and good-humoured, except when under the influence of their abominable superstitions. Then they become incarnate fiends, and commit deeds of cruelty that make ones blood run cold to think of.

I felt much saddened by these remarks, and asked the trader if the missionaries accomplished any good among them.

Oh yes, he replied, they do much good, such of them at least as really are missionaries; for it does not follow that every one who wears a black coat and white neck-cloth, and goes abroad, is a missionary. But what can a few men scattered along the coast here and there, however earnest they be, do among the thousands upon thousands of savages that wander about in the interior of Africa? No good will ever be done in this land, to any great extent, until traders and missionaries go hand in hand into the interior, and the system of trade is entirely remodelled.

From what you remark, said I, feeling much interested, I should suppose that you have given this subject a good deal of attention.

I have. But there are people in this world who, supposing that because I am a trader I am therefore prone to exalt trade to an equality with religion, do not give me credit for disinterestedness when I speak. Perhaps you are one of these.

Not I, in truth, said I, earnestly. My chief desire in conversing with mankind is to acquire knowledge; I therefore listen with attention and respect to the opinions of others, instead of endeavouring to assert my own. In the present instance, being ignorant, I have no opinions to assert.

I wish there were more people in your country, replied the trader, who felt as you do. I would tell them that, although a trader, I regard the salvation of mens souls as the most important work in this world. I would argue that until you get men to listen, you cannot preach the gospel to them; that the present system of trade in Africa is in itself antagonistic to religion, being based upon dishonesty, and that, therefore, the natives will not listen to missionaries  of course, in some cases they will; for I believe that the gospel, when truly preached, is never preached in vain  but they will throw every possible impediment in their way. I would tell them that in order to make the path of the missionary practicable, the system of trade must be inverted, the trader and the missionary must go hand in hand, and commerce and religion  although incomparably different in their nature and ends  must act the part of brother and sister if anything great is to be done for the poor natives of Africa.

Conversing thus we beguiled the time pleasantly while we proceeded rapidly on our way, for the day was drawing to a close, and we were still at a considerable distance from the native village.




Chapter Five.

Preparations for a grand hunt.

All was bustle, noise, and activity in the village, or, more correctly speaking, in the native town of his Majesty King Jambai, early in the morning after our arrival. A great elephant-hunt had been resolved on. The hunters were brushing up their spears and old guns  all of which latter were flint-locks that had been procured from traders, and were not worth more than a few shillings. The women were busy preparing breakfast, and the children were playing around their huts.

These huts were of the simplest construction  made of bamboo, roofed with large palm-leaves, and open in front. The wants of savages are generally few; their household furniture is very plain, and there is little of it. A large hut near to that of his sable majesty had been set apart for the trader and his party during our residence at the town. In this we had spent the night as pleasantly as we could, but the mosquitoes kept up an unceasing warfare upon us, so that daylight was welcomed gladly when it came.

On going to the hut of King Jambai, who had invited us to breakfast with him, we found the Princess Oninga alone, seated in the kings armchair and smoking her pipe with uncommon gusto. She had spent the early part of the morning in preparing breakfast for her father and ourselves, and was now resting from her labours.

You are early astir, Princess Oninga, said the trader as we entered and took our seats round the fire, for at that hour the air felt chilly.

The princess took her pipe from her lips and admitted that she was, blowing a long thin cloud of smoke into the air with a sigh of satisfaction.

We are ready for breakfast, added the trader. Is the king at home?

He is in the woods, but will be back quickly. With this remark the princess rose, and knocking the ashes out of her pipe, left the tent.

Upon my word, shes a cool beauty, said Peterkin.

I should rather say a black one, remarked Jack.

Perhaps an odd one would be the most appropriate term, said I. Did you ever see such a headdress?

The manner in which the Princess Oninga had seen fit to dress her head was indeed peculiar, I may say ludicrous. Her woolly hair had been arranged in the form of a cocked hat, with a horn projecting in front, and at a short distance off it might easily have been mistaken for the headpiece of a general officer minus the feathers. There was little in the way of artificial ornament about it, but the princess wore a number of heavy brass rings on her arms and ankles. Those on the latter reached half-way up to her knees, and they were so heavy that her walk was little better than a clumsy waddle. Before we could pass further comment on her appearance, King Jambai entered, and saluted us by taking us each separately and rubbing noses with us. This done, he ordered in breakfast, which consisted of roast and boiled plantains, ground nuts, roast fowl, and roast pig; so we fell to at once, and being exceedingly hungry after our long walk of the day before, made a hearty meal.

Now, sir, said Jack, when our repast was about concluded, as you are going to leave us soon, you had better arrange with the king about getting us an interpreter and supplying us with a few men to carry our goods. I think you said there was once a man in the tribe who spoke a little English. Have you found out whether he is alive?

Yes; I have heard that he is alive and well, and is expected in every day from a hunting expedition. He is a splendid hunter and a capital fellow. His name is Makarooroo, and if you get him you will be fortunate.

Then ask his black majesty, said Peterkin, as quick as you please, for, to say truth, Im rather anxious on this point. I feel that we should never get on without a good interpreter.

To our satisfaction we found that the king was quite willing to do all that we wished and a great deal more. In fact, we soon perceived that he felt highly honoured by our visit, and had boasted not a little of his white men to the chiefs of neighbouring tribes, some of whom had come a considerable distance to see us.

You have made quite a conquest, gentlemen, of worthy Jambai, said the trader, after translating the kings favourable reply. The fact is he is pleased with the liberality you have shown towards him in the way of gifts, and is proud of the confidence you have placed in him. Had you been bent on a trading expedition, he would have opposed your further progress; but knowing that you are simply hunters, he is anxious to assist you by all the means at his command. He is surprised, indeed, at your taking so much trouble and coming so far merely to kill wild animals, for he cannot understand the idea of sporting. He himself hunts for the sake of procuring meat.

Can he not understand, said Peterkin, that we hunt for fun?

No, he dont quite see through that. He said to me a few minutes ago, Have these men no meat at home, that they come all this long way to get it? I told him that you had plenty, and then endeavoured to explain your idea of hunting for fun. But he shook his head, and I think he does not believe you.

At this point in our conversation the king rose and gave the signal to set out on the hunting expedition. Instantly the whole population of the town turned out and rushed to the banks of the river, near which it stood, where canoes were prepared for us. Suddenly there arose a great shout, and the name Makarooroo, Makarooroo, passed from mouth to mouth. Presently a fine, tall, deep-chested and broad-shouldered negro stepped up to the king and laid a leopard skin at his feet, while the people shouted and danced with delight at the success of their companion; for, as I have already stated, it is deemed a bold feat to attack and slay a leopard single-handed.

While the commotion caused by this event was going on, I said to the trader  

How comes it that Makarooroo can speak English?

He spent a couple of years on the coast, in the service of a missionary, and during that time attended the missionary school, where he picked up a smattering of English and a trifle of geography and arithmetic; but although a stout, sturdy hunter, and an intelligent man, he was a lazy student, and gave the good missionary much trouble to hammer the little he knows into his thick skull. At last he grew tired of it, and returned to his tribe; but he brought his Bible with him, and I am told is very diligent in the study of it. His education has gained for him a great reputation as a fetishman, or doctor of mysteries, among his people. I used often to see him at school hammering away at m-a, ma-b-a, ba, and so on, amid a group of children. He used to sit beside the king

The king! said I, in surprise.

Ay; the king of that district became a Christian, and he and the queen, with one or two others of the royal household, used to attend school with the children every day, and their diligence in studying the A B C was beyond all praise. But they were terribly stupid. The children beat them easily, showing how true is the saying that youth is the time to learn. The king was always booby, and Makarooroo was always beside him.

As the trader spoke, Makarooroo came forward and shook hands with him in the English fashion. He was then introduced to us, and expressed his willingness to become our interpreter in somewhat curious but quite comprehensible English. As I looked at his intelligent, good-natured countenance, I could not help thinking that the trader had underrated his intellectual powers.

Hes a funny dog that Makarooroo, said Peterkin, as our interpreter hastened away to fetch his rusty old gun and spears; for he meant to join our hunting expedition, although he had only that moment arrived from a long and fatiguing chase.

Do you think so? said Jack.

I dont agree with you, said I; to me he seems rather of a grave and quiet disposition.

O Ralph, what a bat you are! He was grave enough just now, truly; but did you not observe the twinkle in his eye when he spoke to us in English? Depend on it hes a funny dog.

There must be freemasonry, then, among funny dogs, I retorted, for Jack and I dont perceive it.

Is this our canoe? inquired Jack of the trader.

It is.

Then lets jump in.

In a few seconds the river was crowded with a fleet of small canoes, and we all paddled quickly up the stream, which was sluggish at that part. We did not intend to proceed more than a few miles by water, as the place where game was expected was at some distance from the river. I felt some regret at this, for the trip up the river was to me most enchanting.

Every yard we advanced new beauties of scenery were revealed to view. The richness of the tropical vegetation seemed in this place to culminate, it was so rank and gorgeous. The day was fine, too, and all the strange-looking creatures  ugly and beautiful, large and small  peculiar to those regions, seemed to have resolved on a general peace in order to bask in the sunshine and enjoy the glorious weather. Man alone was bent on war, and our track, alas! was marked with blood wherever we passed along. I pondered much on this subject, and wondered at the bloodthirsty spirit which seems to be natural to man in all conditions and climes. Then I thought of the difficulty these poor Africans have at times in procuring food, the frequency with which they are reduced almost to a state of starvation, and I ceased to wonder that they shot and speared everything that came in their way.

We proceeded up the left bank of the river, keeping close in to the shore in order to obtain the protection of the overhanging boughs and foliage; for the sun soon began to grow hot, and in the middle of the day became so intense that I sometimes feared that I or my companions would receive a sunstroke. I confess that the subject of health often caused me much anxiety; for although I knew that we were all old experienced travellers  though young in years  and had become in a great degree inured to hardships, I feared that the deadly climate of Central Africa might prove too much for our European constitutions. By the free use of quinine, however, and careful attention to the roles of health as far as circumstances would permit, we were fortunate enough to keep in excellent health and spirits during the whole course of our sojourn there; for which, when I thought of the hundreds of Europeans who had perished on that deadly coast without even venturing into the interior, I felt very thankful. One of our chief delights, to which I in a great degree attribute our uninterrupted health, was bathing daily in the streams and ponds with which we fell in, or on which we paddled during our travels. On these occasions we were fain, however, to be exceeding careful in the selection of our bathing-pool, as crocodiles and alligators, and I know not what other hideous animals, were constantly on the lookout for prey, and I make no doubt would have been very ready to try the flavour of a morsel of English food had we given them the chance.

On these occasions, when we had made sure of our pool, we were wont to paddle about in the cool refreshing stream, and recall to mind the splendid dips we had had together six years before in the clear waters of the coral island. Since that time Peterkin had learned to swim well, which was not only a source of much satisfaction and gratification to himself now, but, he told me, had been the means of preserving not only his own life on more than one occasion, but the life of a little child which he had the good fortune to rescue from drowning when cruising off the island of Madagascar.

Peterkin used to speak very strongly when talking on this subject, and I observed, from the unusual seriousness of his manner, that he felt deeply too.

Ralph, he said to me one day, half the world is mad  I am not sure that I might not say three-quarters of the world is mad  and Im quite certain that all the ladies in the world are mad with the exception of the brown ladies of the South Seas, and a few rare specimens elsewhere; theyre all mad together in reference to the matter of swimming. Now that I have learned it nothing is so easy, and any one who is not as blind as a rheumatic owl must see that nothing is more important; for every one almost is subject to being pitched now and then into deep water, and if he cant swim its all up with him. Why, every time an angler goes out to fish he runs the chance of slipping and being swept into a deep hole, where, if he cannot swim, he is certain to be drowned. And yet five strokes would save his life. Good swimming is by no means what is wanted; swimming of any kind, however poor, is all that is desiderated. Every time a lady goes to have a row on a lake she is liable to be upset by the clumsiness of those who accompany her, and although it may be close to shore, if she cannot swim, down she goes to the bottom. And floating wont do. Some ladies delude themselves with the idea that floating is of great value. In nine cases out of ten it is of no value at all; for unless water be perfectly smooth and still, a person cannot float so as to keep the waves from washing over the face, in which case choking is the certain result. There is no excuse for not learning to swim. In most large cities there are swimming-baths; if the sea is not available, a river is, everywhere. I tell you what it is, Ralph: people who dont learn to swim are  are  I was going to say asses, but that would be an insult to the much-maligned long-eared animal; and parents who dont teach their offspring to swim deserve to be drowned in butter-milk; and I wish I saw  no, I dont quite wish I saw them all drowned in that way, but I do wish that I could impress upon mankind over the length and breadth of this rotund world the great, the immense, the intense importance of boys and girls being taught to swim.

You make use of strong language, said I.

Quite a powerful orator, added Jack, laughing.

Bah! exclaimed Peterkin; your reception of this grand truth is but a type of the manner in which it will be received by the pig-headed world. Whats the use of preaching common sense? Im a perfect donkey!

Nay, Peterkin, said Jack; I appreciate what you say, and have no doubt whatever that your remarks, if made public, would create quite a revolution in the juvenile world, and convert them speedily into aquatic animals. Did you ever think of sending your views on that subject to the Times?

The Times! cried Peterkin.

Yes, the Times; why not?

Because, said Peterkin slowly, I once sent a letter to that great but insolent periodical, and what do you think it did?

Cant tell, Im sure.

Took no notice of it whatever! said Peterkin, with a look of ineffable disgust.

But to return from this digression. I was much struck with the splendid contrast of colours that met my eye everywhere here. The rich variety of greens in the different trees harmonised with the bright pink plums and scarlet berries, and these latter were almost dimmed in their lustre by the bright plumage of the birds, which I felt intense longing to procure, many of them being quite new to me, and, I am certain, totally unknown to naturalists, while others I recognised with delight as belonging to several of the species of which I had read in ornithological works. I tried hard to shoot several of these lovely creatures, intending to stuff them, but, to my regret, was utterly unable to hit them. Seeing this, Peterkin took pity on me, and sitting down in the bow of our canoe, picked off all the birds I pointed out to him as we passed, with unerring precision. Most of them fell into the water, and were easily secured, while one or two toppled off the branches into the canoe. Several of them he shot on the wing  a feat which even filled Jack with surprise, and so astounded the natives that they surrounded our canoe at last, and gazed open-mouthed at my friend, whom they evidently regarded as the greatest fetishman that had ever come amongst them.

He was obliged to stop at last and lay down his gun in order to make the natives cease from crowding round us and delaying our voyage. A number of iguanas were observed on the branches of the trees that overhung the stream. They dropped into the water as we approached; but the natives succeeded in spearing a good many, and I afterwards found that they considered them excellent food.

If I was charmed with the birds, Peterkin was no less delighted with the monkeys that chattered at us as we passed along. I never saw a man laugh as he did that day. He almost became hysterical, so much was he tickled with their antics; and the natives, who have a keen sense of the ludicrous, seemed quite to sympathise with his spirit, although, of course, what amused him could not have similarly affected them, seeing that they were used to monkeys from infancy.

Theres something new! exclaimed Jack, as we rounded a bend in the river and came in view of an open flat where it assumed somewhat the aspect of a pond or small lake. He pointed to a flock of birds standing on a low rock, which I instantly recognised to be pelicans.

Surely, said I, pelicans are not new to you!

Certainly not; but if you look a little more attentively, I think you will find material for your note-book.

Jack was right. I observed a very fine fish-hawk circling over the head of one of the pelicans. Its head and neck were white, and its body was of a reddish chocolate colour. Just as we came in sight, the pelican caught a fine fish, which it stowed away safe in the pouch under its chin. The sly hawk, which had been watching for this, immediately made a descent towards its victim, making a considerable noise with its wings as it came down. Hearing this, the pelican looked hastily up, and supposing that a terrible and deadly assault was about to be made, opened its mouth and screamed in terror. This was just what the hawk wanted. The open bill revealed the fish in the pouch. Down he swooped, snatched it out, and then soared away with his ill-gotten gains in his talons.

Oh, what a thief! exclaimed Peterkin.

And the pelican seems to take his loss in a remarkably philosophical manner, observed Jack.

To my surprise the great stupid bird, instead of flying away, as I had expected, quietly resumed his fishing as if nothing had happened. No doubt he was well pleased to find himself still alive, and it is not improbable that the hawk made several more meals at the expense of his long-beaked friend after we had passed by.

We soon put him to flight, however, by landing near the spot where he stood, this being the place where we were to quit our canoes and pass through the jungle on foot. The hunters now prepared themselves for action, for the recent tracks of elephants were seen on the bank of the stream, and the natives said they could not be far off. Jack and Peterkin were armed with immensely heavy rifles, which carried balls of the weight of six-ounces. I carried my trusty, double-barrelled fowling-piece, which is of the largest size, and which I preferred to a rifle, because, not being a good shot, I resolved, on all occasions, to reserve my fire until we should come to close quarters with game, leaving my more expert comrades to take the longer shots. We had also two natives  one being our guide, Makarooroo, who carried Jack and Peterkins double-barrelled guns as a reserve. These were loaded, of course, with ball.

This looks something like business, said Jack, as he leaned on his heavy rifle and looked at the natives, who were selecting their spears and otherwise making preparations.

It does, replied Peterkin. Are you loaded?

Ay, and I have just examined the caps to see that they are dry; for its not like grouse-shooting on the Scottish hills this African hunting, depend upon it. A snapping cap might cost us our lives,  Ralph, my boy, you must keep well in rear. I dont want to hurt your feelings, but it wont do to go in front when you cannot depend on your nerves.

I experienced a feeling of sadness not unmingled with shame as my friend said this, but I could not question the justness of his remark, and I knew well that he would not have made it at all, but for his anxiety lest I should run recklessly into danger, which I might find myself, when too late, unable to cope with. I was careful, however, to conceal my feelings as I replied with a smile  

You are right, Jack. I shall act the part of a support, while you and Peterkin skirmish in advance.

And be careful, said Peterkin, solemnly, that you dont fire into us by mistake.

Somewhat of Peterkins own spirit came over me as I replied, Indeed, I have been thinking of that, and Im not sure that I can restrain myself when I see a chimpanzee monkey and a gorilla walking through the woods before me.

I think wed better take his gun from him, suggested Jack.

At this moment the king gave the signal to advance, so we shouldered our weapons and joined him. As we walked rapidly along, Jack suggested that we should allow the natives to kill any elephants we might fall in with in their own way, so as to observe how they managed it, rather than try to push ourselves forward on this our first expedition. We all agreed to this, and shortly after we came to the place which elephants were known to frequent.

Here great preparations had evidently been made for them. A space of more than a mile was partially enclosed by what might be termed a vine wall. The huge, thorny, creeping vines had been torn down from the trees and woven into a rude sort of network, through which it was almost impossible for any animal except an elephant to break. This was intended  not to stop the elephant altogether, but to entangle and retard him in his flight, until the hunters could kill him with their spears. The work, we were given to understand, was attended with considerable danger, for some of the natives were occasionally caught by the thorny vines when flying from the charge of the infuriated animal, and were instantly stamped to death by his ponderous feet.

I felt a new and powerful excitement creep over me as I saw the natives extend themselves in a wide semicircle of nearly two miles in extent, and begin to advance with loud shouts and cries, in order to drive the game towards the vines, and the flashing eyes and compressed lips of my two companions showed that they were similarly affected. We determined to keep together and follow close on that part of the line where the king was.

You no be fraid? said Makarooroo, looking down at Peterkin, who, he evidently supposed, was neither mentally nor physically adapted for an African hunter.

Peterkin was so tickled with the question that he suddenly began to tremble like an aspen leaf, and to chatter with his teeth and display all the symptoms of abject terror. Pointing over Makarooroos shoulder into the bush behind him, he gasped, The leopard!

The negro uttered a hideous yell, and springing nearly his own height into the air, darted behind a tree with the agility of a wild-cat.

Instantly Peterkin resumed his composure, and turning round with a look of cool surprise, said  

What! youre not afraid, Makarooroo? The good-humoured fellow burst into a loud laugh on perceiving the practical joke that had been passed on him, and it was evident that the incident, trifling though it was, had suddenly raised his estimation of Peterkin to a very exalted pitch.

We now began to draw near to the enclosure, and I was beginning to fear that our hunt was to prove unsuccessful that day. A considerable quantity of small game had passed us, alarmed by the cries of the natives; but we purposely withheld our fire, although I saw that Jack was sorely tempted once or twice, when several beautiful gazelles and one or two wild pigs ran past within shot. Presently we heard a shrill trumpeting sound, which Peterkin, who had hunted in the forests of Ceylon, told us, in an excited voice, was the cry of the elephant. We hastened forward with our utmost speed, when suddenly we were brought to a stand by hearing a tremendous roar close in front of us. Immediately after, a large male lion bounded from among the bushes, and with one stroke of his enormous paw struck down a negro who stood not twenty yards from us. The terrible brute stood for an instant or two, lashing his sides with his tail and glaring defiance. It chanced that I happened to be nearest to him, and that the position of the tangled underwood prevented my companions from taking good aim; so without waiting for them, being anxious to save, if possible, the life of the prostrate negro, I fired both barrels into the lions side. Giving utterance to another terrible roar, he bounded away into the bush, scattering the negroes who came in his way, and made his escape, to our great disappointment.

We found, to our horror, on going up to the fallen hunter, that he was quite dead. His skull had been literally smashed in, as if it had received a blow from a sledge-hammer.

I cannot describe my feelings on beholding thus, for the first time, the king of beasts in all the savage majesty of strength and freedom, coupled with the terrible death of a human being. My brain was in a whirl of excitement; I scarce knew what I was doing. But I had no time to think, for almost immediately after firing the shots at the lion, two elephants came crashing through the bushes. One was between ten and eleven feet high, the other could not have been less than twelve feet. I had never seen anything like this in the menageries of England, and their appearance, as they burst thus suddenly on my vision, was something absolutely appalling.

Those who have only seen the comparatively small and sluggish animals that are wont to ring their bells to attract attention, and to feed on gingerbread nuts from the hands of little boys, can form no idea of the terrible appearance of the gigantic monsters of Africa as they go tearing in mad fury through the forests with their enormous ears, and tails, and trunks erect, their ponderous tusks glistening in the sunshine, and their wicked little eyes flashing like balls of fire as they knock down, rend asunder, and overturn all that comes in their way.

The two that now approached us in full career were flying before a crowd of negroes who had already fixed a number of spears in their sides, from which the blood was flowing copiously. To say that the bushes went down before them like grass would not give a correct idea of the ponderous rush of these creatures. Trees of three and four inches diameter were run against and snapped off like twigs, without proving in any degree obstructive.

By this time the negroes had crowded in from all sides, and as the elephants approached the place where we stood, a perfect cloud of spears and javelins descended on their devoted sides. I observed that many of the active natives had leaped up into the trees and discharged their spears from above, while others, crouching behind fallen trees or bushes, threw them from below, so that in a few seconds dozens of spears entered their bodies at every conceivable angle, and they appeared as if suddenly transformed into monstrous porcupines or hedgehogs. There was something almost ludicrous in this, but the magnitude and aspect of the animals were too terrible, and our danger was too imminent, to permit anything like comic ideas to enter our brains. I observed, too, that the natives were perfectly wild with excitement. Their black faces worked convulsively, and their white eyes and teeth glittered as they leaped and darted about in a state of almost perfect nudity, so that their aspect was quite demoniacal.

The suddenness and violence of the attack made near to us had the effect of turning the elephants aside, and the next instant they were tearing and wrenching themselves through the meshes of the tough and thorny vines. The natives closed in with wild cries and with redoubled energy. Nothing surprised me so much as to observe the incredible number of spears that were sticking all over these creatures, and the amount of blood that they lost, without any apparent diminution of strength resulting. It seemed as if no human power could kill them, and at that moment I almost doubted Peterkins assertion that he had, while in Ceylon, actually killed elephants with a single ball.

While Jack and Peterkin and I were gazing in deep interest and surprise at the curious struggle going on before us, and holding ourselves in readiness to act, should there be any chance of our game escaping, the larger of the two elephants succeeded in disentangling himself by backing out of the snare. He then wheeled round and charged straight at King Jambai, who stood close to us, with incredible fury. The beast, as it came on with the bristling spears all over it, the blood spirting from its innumerable wounds, and trumpeting shrill with rage, seemed to me like some huge unearthly phantom. It was with difficulty I could believe the whole scene other than a hideous dream. Jambai launched his javelin into the animals chest, and then turned and fled. The other natives also darted and scattered hither and thither, so that the elephant could not make up its mind on which of its enemies to wreak its vengeance. We, too, turned and took to our heels at once with right good will. All at once I heard Jack utter a wild shout or yell, very unlike to anything I ever heard from him before. I looked back, and saw that his foot had got entangled in a thorny shrub, and that the elephant was making at him.

To this day I have never been able to account for the remarkable condition of mind and body that ensued on this occasion. Instead of being paralysed as I had been when Peterkin was in imminent danger, all sensation of fear or hesitancy seemed to vanish on thine instant. I felt my nerves and muscles strung, as it were, and rendered firm as a rock, and with calm deliberation, yet with the utmost rapidity of which I was capable, I turned round, sprang between Jack and the enraged beast, and presented my piece at his head.

Right in the centre of his forehead, gasped Jack, as he endeavoured to wrench his foot from the entanglement.

At that moment I observed Peterkin leap to my side; the next instant the report of both our guns rang through the woods; the elephant bounded completely over Jack, as Peterkin and I leaped to either side to let it pass, and fell to the ground with such violence that a tree about six inches thick, against which it struck, went down before it like a willow wand.

We immediately assisted Jack to extricate himself; but we had no time to congratulate ourselves on our narrow escape, for mingled shouts and yells from the men in the bushes ahead apprised us that some new danger menaced them in that direction.

Reloading as fast as we could, we hastened forward, and soon gained the new scene of battle. Here stood the other elephant, trying to break down a small tree up which King Jambai had climbed, partly for safety and partly in order to dart a javelin down on the brute as it passed.

This was a common custom of the natives; but the king, who was a bold, reckless man, had neglected to take the very necessary precaution of selecting a strong tree. The elephant seemed actually to have observed this, for instead of passing on, it suddenly rushed headlong against the tree and began to break it down. When we came up the beast was heaving and straining with all its might, the stout tree was cracking and rending fearfully, so that the king could scarcely retain his position on it. The natives were plying their spears with the utmost vigour; but although mortally wounded, it was evident that in a few more seconds the elephant would succeed in throwing down the tree and trample the king to death.

Peterkin instantly sprang forward, but Jack laid his hand on his shoulder.

Its my turn this time, lad, he cried, and leaping towards the monster, he placed the muzzle of his rifle close to its shoulder and sent a six-ounce ball right through its heart.

The effect was instantaneous. The elephant fell to the ground, a mountain of dead flesh.

The delight of the negroes at this happy termination of the battle was excessive. They leaped and laughed and danced like insane men, and we had much ado to prevent them seizing us in their arms and rubbing noses with us.

As we had not commenced the hunt until well on in the day, evening was now closing in; so the king gave orders to encamp on a dry rising ground not far distant, where the jungle was less dense, and thither we all repaired, the natives bringing in all the game, and cutting up the elephants in a very short space of time.

Your shot was not such a bad one this time, Ralph, observed Peterkin, as we three stood looking at the large elephant which the natives were cutting up. There they are, just above the proboscis. But let me warn you never again to venture on such a foolhardy thing as to fire in the face of a charging elephant unless you are a dead shot.

Thank you, Peterkin, for your advice, which, however, I will not take when a comrades life may depend on my doing so.

I give you full credit for the excellence of your intention, rejoined my friend; but if Jacks life had depended on those two shots from your double-barrel, he would have been but a dead man now. There is only one vulnerable spot in the front of an elephants head; that is, exactly in the centre of the forehead. The spot is not bigger than a saucer, and the bone is comparatively thin there. If you cannot make sure of hitting that, you simply face certain death. I would not have tried it on any account whatever, had I not seen that both you and Jack would have been killed had I not done so.

On examination we found that the heavy ball from Peterkins rifle had indeed penetrated the exact spot referred to, and had been the means of killing the elephant, while my two bullets were found embedded in the bone.

The tusks of this animal were magnificent. I do not know what their exact weight was, not having the means wherewith to weigh them. They were probably worth a considerable sum of money in the British market. Of course we did not lay claim to any part of the spoil of that day, with the exception of a few of the beautiful birds shot on the voyage up the river, which were of no value to the natives, although priceless to me. Alas! when I came to examine them next morning, I found that those destructive creatures the white ants had totally destroyed the greater part of them, and the few that were worth stuffing were very much damaged.

Experience is a good though sometimes a severe teacher. Never again did I, after that, put off the stuffing of any valuable creature till the next day. I always stuffed it in the evening of the day on which it was killed; and thus, although the practice cost me many a sleepless night, I preserved, and ultimately brought home, many specimens of rare and beautiful birds and beasts, which would otherwise have been destroyed by those rapacious insects.

That night the scene of our camp was indescribably romantic and wild. Numerous huge fires were lighted, and round these the negroes circled and cooked elephant and venison steaks, while they talked over the events of the day or recounted the adventures of former hunts with noisy volubility and gesticulation.

The negro has a particular love for a fire. The nights in his warm climate are chill to him, though not so to Europeans, and he luxuriates in the heat of a fire as a cat does in the rays of the sun. The warm blaze seems to draw out his whole soul, and causes his eyes to sparkle with delight. A good supper and a warm fire render him almost perfectly happy. There is but one thing wanting to render him supremely so, and that is  a pipe! No doubt, under similar circumstances, the white man also is in a state of enviable felicity, but he does not show his joy like the negro, who seems to forget his cares and sorrows, the miseries which his gross superstitions entail on him, the frequency with which he is exposed to sudden destruction; everything, in short, is forgotten save the present, and he enjoys himself with unmitigated fervour.

It really did my heart good as I sat with my comrades beside our fire and looked around me on their happy faces, which were rendered still happier by the gift from us of a small quantity of tobacco, with which we had taken care to provide ourselves for this very purpose.

I could scarcely believe that the jovial, kindly, hearty fellows were the very men who are well-known to be such cruel, bloodthirsty fiends when under the influence of their dreadful superstitions, and who, but a few hours before, had been darting through the woods besmeared with blood and yelling like maniacs or demons. In fact, the whole scene before me, and the days proceedings, seemed to me, at that time, like a vivid dream instead of a reality. Moreover, after I lay down, the reality became a dream, and I spent that night, as I had spent the day, shooting gazelles, lions, wild pigs, and elephants in imagination.




Chapter Six.

Dreaming and feeding and bloody work enlarged upon.

The first object of which my senses became cognisant on awaking next morning was my friend Peterkin, who had evidently awakened just a moment or two before me, for he was in the act of yawning and rubbing his eyes.

I have all my life been a student of character, and the most interesting yet inexplicable character which I have ever studied has been that of my friend Peterkin, whose eccentricities I have never been able fully to understand or account for. I have observed that, on first awaking in the mornings, he has been wont to exhibit several of his most eccentric and peculiar traits, so I resolved to feign myself asleep and watch him.

Heigh-ho! he exclaimed, after the yawn I have just referred to. Having said this, he stretched out both arms to the utmost above his head, and then flung himself back at full length on his couch, where he lay still for about half a minute. Then he started up suddenly into a sitting posture and looked slowly from one to another of the recumbent forms around him. Satisfied, apparently, that they were asleep, he gave vent to a long yawn which terminated in a gasp, and then he looked up contemplatively at the sky, which was at that hour beginning to warm with the red rays of the rising sun. While thus engaged, he caressed with his right hand the very small scrap of whisker that grew on his right cheek. At first it seemed as if this were an unconscious action, but he suddenly appeared to become absorbed in it, and stared straight before him as one does when only half awake, mumbling the while in an undertone. I could not make out distinctly what he said, but I think I caught the words, Yes, a little  a very little thicker  six new hairs, I think  umph! slow, very slow. Here he looked at Jacks bushy beard and sighed.

Suddenly he thrust both hands deep into his breeches pockets and stared at the black embers of the extinct fire; then as suddenly he pulled out his hands, and placing the forefinger of his right hand on the end of the thumb of his left, said slowly  

Let me see  Ill recall it.

He spoke with intense gravity. Most persons do when talking to themselves.

Yes, I remember now. There were two elephants and four  or three, was it?  no, it must have been four lions. The biggest elephant had on a false front of fair curls and a marriage-ring on its tail. Stay; was it not the other one had that? No, it was the biggest. I remember now, for it was just above the marriage-ring I grasped it when I pulled its tail out. I didnt pull it off, for it wouldnt come off; it came out like a telescope or a long piece of indiarubber. Ha! and I remember thinking how painful it must be. That was odd, now, to think of that. The other elephant had on crinoline. That was odder still; for of all animals in the world it least required it. Well, let me see. What did I do? Oh yes, I shot them both. Of course, that was natural; but it wasnt quite so natural that the big one should vomit up a live lion, which attacked me with incredible fury. But I killed it cleverly. Yes, it was a clever thing, undoubtedly, to split a lion in two, from the tip of its nose to the extremity of its tail, with one stroke of a penknife

At this climax I could contain myself no longer, and burst into a loud laugh as I perceived that Peterkin had spent the night, as I myself had done, in hunting  though, I confess, there was a considerable difference in the nature of our achievements, and in the manner of their accomplishment.

Why, what are you laughing at? said Jack, sitting up and gazing at me with a stupid stare.

At Peterkins dreams, said I.

Ah! said Jack, with a smiling yawn, thats it, is it? Been hunting elephants and lions, eh?

Why, how did you guess that? I asked, in surprise; were you not asleep just now?

Of course I was, and dreaming too, like yourself, I make no doubt. I had just bagged my fifteenth elephant and my tenth lion when your laugh awoke me. And the best of it is that I was carrying the whole bagful on my back at once, and did not feel much oppressed by the weight.

That beats my dream hollow, observed Peterkin; so its my opinion wed better have breakfast.  Makarooroo, hy! dye hear? rouse up, you junk of ebony.

Yis, massa, comin, said our guide, rising slowly from his lair on the opposite side of our fireplace.

Dyou hear?

Yis, massa.

Youre a nigger!

Dat am a fact.

Well, being a nigger youre a brick, so look sharp with that splendid breakfast you promised us last night. Ill wager a million pounds that you had forgotten all about it.

No, massa, me no forgit. Me up in centre ob de night and put im in de hole. Wat you call im  oben?

Ay, oven, thats it.

Yis. Well, me git im drecly.

And, I say, hold on, added Peterkin. Dont you suppose Im going to stand on ceremony with you. Your names too long by half. Too many rooroos about it, so Im going to call you Mak in future, dye understand?

The negro nodded and grinned from ear to ear as he left us. Presently he returned with a huge round, or lump of meat, at which we looked inquisitively. The odour from it was delightful, and the tender, juicy appearance of the meat when Makarooroo, who carved it for us, cut the first slice, was quite appetising to behold.

What is it? inquired Peterkin.

Elephants foot, replied the guide.

Gammon, remarked Peterkin.

Its true, massa. Dont you see hims toe?

So it is, said Jack.

And its first-rate, cried I, tasting a morsel.

With that we fell to and made a hearty meal, after which we, along with the king and all his people, retraced our steps to the river and returned to the native town, where we spent another day in making preparations to continue our journey towards the land of the gorilla.

During the hunt which I have just described I was very much amused as well as amazed at the reckless manner in which the negroes loaded their rusty old trade-guns. They put in a whole handful of powder each time, and above that as much shot and bits of old iron of all kinds as they dared; some I saw charged thus to within a few inches of the muzzle, and the owners seemed actually afraid to put them to their shoulders, as well they might be, for the recoil was tremendous, and had the powder been good their guns must have been blown to pieces and themselves killed.

On our return to the village we found the people on the eve of one of those terrible outbursts of superstitious passion which rarely if ever pass away without some wretched human creature perishing under the hands of murderers.

There is something wrong with the fetishman, I think, remarked Jack, as we disembarked at the landing. He seems excited. Do you know what it can be at, Makarooroo?

Jack, interposed Peterkin, I have changed his name to Mak, so you and Ralph will please to remember that.  Mak, my boy, whats wrong with your doctor?

The negro looked very grave and shook his head as he replied, Don know, massa. Hims be goin to rizz de peepil wid him norrible doins. Dere will be death in the camp mos bery quick  praps dis night.

That is terrible, said I. Are you sure of what you say?

Sartin sure, replied the negro, with another shake of the head.

Then, Mak, said Jack, it behoves us to look to ourselves. You look like an honest fellow, and I believe we may trust you. We cannot expect you to help us to fight against your own kith and kin, but I do expect that you will assist us to escape if any foul play is intended. Whatever betides, it is as well that you should know that white men are not easily conquered. Our guns are good  they never miss fire. We will sell our lives dearly, you may depend on it.

Ay, added Peterkin, it is well that you should know that; moreover, it is well that the rascally niggers of your tribe should know it too; so you can take occasion to give them a hint that we shall keep ourselves prepared for them, with my compliments.

De mans ob my peepil, replied the negro, with some dignity of manner, be not wuss dan oder mans. But dem is bad enuff. But you no hab need for be fraid. Dey no touch de white mans. Dem bery much glad you com here. If any bodies be killed it be black mans or oomans.

We felt somewhat relieved on hearing this, for, to say truth, we knew well enough that three men, no matter how well-armed or resolute they might be, could not hope to defend themselves against a whole tribe of savages in their own country. Nevertheless we resolved to keep a sharp lookout, and be prepared for the worst. Meanwhile we did all in our power to expedite our departure.

That evening the trader started on his return journey to the coast, leaving us in charge of King Jambai, who promised earnestly to take good care of us. We immediately put his willingness to fulfil his promise to the test by begging him to furnish us with men to carry our goods into the interior. He tried very hard to induce us to change our minds and remain hunting with his tribe, telling us that the gorilla country was far far away from his lands; that we should never reach it alive, or that if we did we should certainly be killed by the natives, who, besides being cruel and warlike, were cannibals; and that if we did meet in with gorillas we should all be certainly slain, for no one could combat successfully with that ferocious giant of the monkey tribe.

To this we replied that we were quite aware of the dangers we should have to encounter in our travels, but added that we had come there for the very purpose of encountering such dangers, and especially to pay a visit to the giant monkeys in their native land, so that it was in vain his attempting to dissuade us, as we were resolved to go.

Seeing that we were immovable, the king eventually gave in, and ordered some of his best men to hold themselves in readiness to start with us on the following morning. We then proceeded to his majestys house, where we had supper, and afterwards retired to our own hut to rest.

But we were destined to have little or no rest that night. The doctor or fetishman of the tribe had stirred up the passions of the people in a manner that was quite incomprehensible to us. King Jambai, it seems, had been for some weeks suffering from illness  possibly from indigestion, for he was fond of gorging himself  and the medicine-man had stated that his majesty was bewitched by some of the members of his own tribe, and that unless these sorcerers were slain there was no possibility of his getting well.

We never could ascertain why the fetishman should fix upon certain persons to be slain, unless it was that he had a personal enmity against them; but this seemed unlikely, for two of the persons selected were old female slaves, who could never, of course, have injured the doctor in any way. But the doings of Africans, especially in regard to religious superstitions, I afterwards found were so mysterious that no one could or would explain the meaning of them to us. And I am inclined to believe that in reference to the meaning of many things they were themselves utterly ignorant.

Towards midnight the people had wrought themselves up to a frenzied condition, and made so much noise that we could not sleep. In the midst of the uproar Makarooroo, who we observed had been very restless all the evening, rushed into our hut, exclaiming, Massa! massa! come, save my Okandaga! come quick!

The poor fellow was trembling with anxiety, and was actually pale in the face; for a distinctly discernible pallor overspreads the countenance of the negro when under the influence of excessive terror.

Okandaga we had previously heard of and seen. She was, according to African notions, an exceedingly pretty young girl, with whom our worthy guide had fallen desperately in love. Makarooroos education had done much for him, and especially in regard to females. Having observed the kind, respectful consideration with which the missionaries treated their wives, and the happiness that seemed to be the result of that course of conduct, he resolved in his own mind to try the experiment with one of the girls of his own tribe, and soon after rejoining it paid his attentions to Okandaga, who seemed to him the most modest and lovable girl in the village.

Poor Okandaga was first amazed and then terrified at the strangely gentle conduct of her lover, and thought that he meant to bewitch her; for having never before been accustomed to other than harsh and contemptuous treatment from men, she could not believe that Makarooroo meant her any good. Gradually, however, she began to like this respectful wooer, and finally she agreed to elope with him to the sea-coast and live near the missionaries. It was necessary, however, to arrange their plans with great caution. There was no difficulty in their getting married. A handsome present to the girls father was all that was necessary to effect that end, and a good hunter like Makarooroo knew he could speedily obtain possession of his bride, but to get her removed from her tribe and carried to the coast was quite a different affair. While the perplexed negro was pondering this subject and racking his brains to discover a way of getting over the difficulty, our arrival at the village occurred. At once he jumped to the conclusion that somehow or other he should accomplish his object through our assistance; and holding this in view, he the more willingly agreed to accompany us to the gorilla country, intending first to make our acquaintance, and afterwards to turn us to account in furthering his plans. All this we learned long afterwards. At the period of which I am now writing, we were profoundly ignorant of everything save the fact that Okandaga was his affianced bride, and that the poor fellow was now almost beside himself with horror because the fetishman had condemned her, among others, to drink the poisoned cup.

This drinking of the poisoned cup is an ordeal through which the unhappy victims to whom suspicion has been attached are compelled to pass. Each one drinks the poison, and several executioners stand by, with heavy knives, to watch the result. If the poison acts so as to cause the supposed criminal to fall down, he is hacked in pieces instantly; but if, through unusual strength or peculiarity of constitution, he is enabled to resist the effects of the poison, his life is spared, and he is declared innocent.

Jack and Peterkin and I seized our weapons, and hurrying out, followed our guide to the spot where this terrible tragedy was enacting.

Dont fear, Mak, said Peterkin, as we ran along; well save her somehow. Im certain of that.

The negro made no reply, but I observed a more hopeful expression on his countenance after the remark. He evidently had immense faith in Peterkin; which I must say was more than I had, for when I considered our small numbers, my hope of influencing savages was very slight.

The scene that met our eyes was indescribably horrible. In the centre of a dense circle of negroes, who had wrought themselves up to a pitch of ferocity that caused them to look more like wild beasts than men, stood the king, and beside him the doctor or fetishman. This latter was ornamented with a towering headdress of feathers. His face was painted white, which had the effect of imparting to him an infinitely more hideous and ghastly aspect than is produced in the white man when he is painted black. A stripe of red passed round his head, and another down his forehead and nose. His naked body was decked with sundry fantastic ornaments, and altogether he looked more like a fiend than I had believed it possible for man to appear.

The ground all round him was saturated with blood and strewn with arms, fingers, cleft skulls, and masses of flesh that had been hewn from the victims who had already fallen, one of whom, we afterwards learned, had belonged to the royal family. Two still remained  a young female and an old man. The emaciated frame and white woolly head of the latter showed that in the course of nature his earthly career must soon terminate. It is probable that the poor old man had become a burden to his relations, and the doctor took this opportunity of ridding the tribe of him. The girl was Okandaga, who stood weeping and trembling as she gazed upon the butchery that had already taken place.

The old man had swallowed the poison shortly before we arrived, and he was now struggling to maintain an erect position. But he failed, his quivering limbs sank beneath him, and before we could interfere the bloody executioners had cut off his head, and then, in a transport of passion, they literally hacked his body to pieces.

We rushed hastily forward to the king, and Jack, in an earnest voice, implored him to spare the last victim.

Surely, said he, enough have been sacrificed already.  Tell him, Makarooroo, that I will quit his village and never see him more if he does not spare the life of that young girl.

The king appeared much perplexed by this unlooked-for interference on our part.

I cannot check the spirits of my people now, he replied. They are roused. The girl has bewitched me and many others. She must die. It is our custom. Let not my white men be offended. Let them go to their hut and sleep.

We cannot sleep while injustice is done in the village, answered Jack, in a lofty tone. Let not King Jambai do that which will make his visitors ashamed of him. Let the girl live till to-morrow at midnight. Let the case be investigated, and if she be proved guilty then let her die.

The king commenced a long reply in the same dignified manner and tone which Jack had assumed. While he was thus engaged Peterkin touched our guide on the shoulder and whispered  

I say, Mak, tell the doctor to back up Jacks request, and Ill give him a gun.

The negro slipped at once to the side of the doctor, who had begun to frown fiercely on Jack, and whispered a few words in his ear. Instantly his face assumed a calmer aspect, and presently he stepped up to the king, and a whispering conversation ensued, in which the doctor, carefully refraining from making any mention of the gun, commended the wise advice of the white man, and suggested that the proposal should be agreed to, adding, however, that he knew for certain that the girl was a witch, but that the investigation would do good in the way of proving that he, the doctor, was correct, and thus the girl should perish on the following night, and the white men would be satisfied.

Having announced this to the multitude, the king ordered Okandaga to be conducted back to her prison and carefully guarded; and we returned to our hut  not, however, to sleep, but to consult as to what was to be done next.

I knew that you wanted a respite for her, said Peterkin, as we sat round our fire, that you might have time to consider how to act, and I backed up your request accordingly, as you know. But now, I confess, Im very much at a loss what to suggest. It seems to me we have only purchased a brief delay.

True, answered Jack. The delay is not so brief, however, but that we may plan some method of getting the poor girl out of this scrape.  What say you, Mak?

If you no can tink pon someting, I gib up all hope, replied our guide sorrowfully.

Come, Mak, cheer up, cried Peterkin. If the worst comes to the worst, you can, at any rate, fight for your bride.

Fight! exclaimed the negro, displaying his white teeth like a mastiff, rolling his eyes and clinching his fists convulsively. Then in a calmer tone he continued, Ay, me can fight. Me could kill all de guards an take Okandaga by de hand, an run troo de bushes for eber. But guards no die widout hollerin an yellerin like de gorilla; an nigger mans can run fasterer dan womans. No, no, dat am dumpossobable.

Nothings dumpossobable to brave hearts and stout arms, replied Jack. There are only four guards put over her, I believe. Well, there are just four of us  not that we require to be equal, by any means. Peterkin and I could settle them easily; but we require to be equal in numbers, in order to do it quietly. I have a plan in my head, but theres one hitch in it that I cannot unravel.

And what may that be? If asked.

Why, I dont see how, after getting clear off with Okandaga, we are to avoid being pursued on suspicion and captured.

Dere is one cave, remarked the guide, not far off to here. Praps we be safe if we git into im. But I fraid it not do, cause him be peepiled by fiends an dead mans spirits.

Thats a grave objection, said Peterkin, laughing.

Yes, an de tribe neber go near dere; dey is most drefful terrorfied to be cotched dere.

Then, that will just do, cried Jack, with animation. The very thing. And now Ill tell you what my plan is. To-morrow morning early we will tell the king that we wish to be off at once  that we have put off too much time already, and wish to make no further delay. Then well pack up and start. At night we will encamp in a quiet, out-of-the-way part of the woods, and slip back to the village in the dark a short time before midnight. The whole village will at that time be assembled, probably, at the spot where the execution is to take place; so we can rush in, overpower the guard, free Okandaga, and make our escape to the cave, where they will never think of looking for us.

Peterkin shook his head. There are two difficulties in your plan, Jack. First, what if the natives are not assembled on the place of execution, and we find it impossible to make our entrance into or exit from the village quietly?

I propose, replied Jack, that we shall undress ourselves, rub ourselves entirely over with charcoal and grease, so that they shall not recognise us, and dash in and carry the girl off by a coup de main. In which case it will, of course, be neck or nothing, and a tremendous race to the cave, where, if they follow us, we will keep them at bay with our rifles.

Umph! dashing, no doubt, but risky, said Peterkin extremely risky. Yet its worth trying. Well, my second difficulty is  what if they dont stick to their promise after we quit, and kill the poor thing before midnight?

We must take our chance of that. But I shall put the king on his honour before leaving, and say that I will make particular inquiry into the way in which the trial has been conducted on my return.

Put the king on his honour! observed Peterkin. Im afraid that youll put his majesty on an extremely unstable foundation. However, I see nothing better that can be done.

Have you any more difficulties?

Yes, said I. There is one other. What do you propose to do with the men who are to be supplied us by the king during these extremely delicate and difficult manoeuvres?

The countenances of my comrades fell at this question.

I never thought of them, said Jack.

Nor I, said Peterkin.

Makarooroo groaned.

Well, said I, if you will allow me to suggest, I would recommend that we should, towards the close of the day, send them on ahead of us, and bid them encamp at a certain place, saying that we shall spend the night in hunting, and return to them in the morning.

The very thing, said Jack. Now, comrades, to rest. I will occupy myself until I fall asleep in maturing my plans and thinking out the details. Do you the same, and if anything should occur to you let us consult over it in the morning.

We were all glad to agree to this, being wearied more perhaps by excitement than want of rest; so bidding each other good-night, we lay down side by side to meditate, and for my part to dream of the difficult and dangerous work that awaited us on the morrow.




Chapter Seven.

We Circumvent the Natives.

We arose on the following morning with the dawn of day, and began to make preparation for our departure.

To our satisfaction we found the king quite willing that we should go; so embarking our goods in one of the native canoes, we ordered our negroes to embark, and commenced our journey amid the firing of guns and the good wishes of the natives. I must confess that I felt some probings of conscience at the thought of the double part we were compelled to play; but the recollection of the horrid fate that awaited the poor negro girl put to flight such feelings, and induced a longing for the time of action to arrive.

I have more than once referred to our goods. Perhaps it may be as well to explain that, when we first landed on the African coast, we made inquiries of those who were best acquainted with the nature and requirements of the country we were about to explore, as to what goods we ought to purchase of the traders, in order to be in a position to pay our way as we went along; for we could not, of course, expect the savages to feed us and lodge us and help us on our way for nothing. After mature consideration, we provided ourselves with a supply of such things as were most necessary and suitable  such as tobacco, powder, and shot, and ball, a few trade-guns, several pieces of brightly-coloured cloth, packages of beads (some white enamelled, others of coloured glass), coffee and tea, knives, scissors, rings, and a variety of other knick-knacks. These, with a little brandy to be used medicinally, our blankets and camp cooking utensils, formed a heavy load for ten men; but, of course, as we advanced, the load was lightened by the consumption of our provisions and the giving away of goods. The additions which I made, however, in the shape of stuffed specimens, began in the course of time to more than counterbalance this advantage.

Being resolved to impress the natives with a respect for our physical powers, we made a point of each carrying a pretty heavy load on our journeys  excepting, of course, when we went out a-hunting. But to return.

Our crew worked willingly and well, so that ere night closed in upon us we were a considerable distance away from the village. As the sun set we landed, and ordering our men to advance in the canoe to a certain bend in the river, and there encamp and await our return, we landed and went off into the woods as if to search for game.

Now, Makarooroo, quick march, and dont draw rein till we reach the cave, said Jack when we were out of sight of the canoe.

Our guide obeyed in silence, and for the next two hours we travelled through the woods at a sort of half trot that must have carried us over the ground at the rate of five miles in hour. The pace was indeed tremendous, and I now reaped the benefit of those long pedestrian excursions which for years past I had been taking, with scientific ends in view, over the fields and hills of my native land. Jack and Peterkin seemed both to be made of iron, and incapable of suffering from fatigue. But I have no doubt that the exciting and hazardous nature of the expedition on which we had embarked had much to do with our powers of endurance.

After running and doubling, gliding and leaping through the dense woods, as I have said, for two hours, we arrived at a broken, rocky piece of ground, over which we passed, and eventually came upon a thick jungle that concealed a vast cliff almost entirely from view. The cracking of the bushes as we approached showed that we had disturbed the slumbers of more than one of the wild beasts that inhabited the spot. Here Makarooroo paused, and although it was intensely dark I could observe that he was trembling violently.

Come, Mak, said I in a whisper, surely you, who have received a Christian education, do not really believe that devils inhabit this spot?

Me don know, massa. Eber since me was be a pikaniny me fraid  horrobably fraid ob dat cave.

Come, come, said Jack impatiently; we have no time for fears of any kind this night. Think of Okandaga, Mak, and be a man.

This was sufficient. The guide pushed boldly forward, and led us to the mouth of a large cavern, at which he halted and pointed to the gloomy interior.

You have the matches, Peterkin; quick, strike a light. It is getting late, said Jack.

In another moment a light was struck, and with it we kindled three goodly-sized torches with which we had provided ourselves. Holding these high over our heads, we entered the cavern  Jack first, Peterkin second, I next, and the terrified negro in rear.

We had scarcely entered, and were peering upwards at the black vault overhead, when an indescribable rushing sound filled the air of the cavern, and caused the flame of our torches to flicker with such violence that we could not see any object distinctly. We all came to a sudden pause, and I confess that at that moment a feeling of superstitious dread chilled the blood in my veins. Before we could discover the cause of this strange effect, several large black objects passed through the air near our heads with a peculiar muffled noise. Next instant the three torches were extinguished.

Unable to command himself any longer, the negro uttered a cry of terror and turned to fly; but Jack, whose wits seemed always prepared for any emergency, had foreseen the probability of this, and springing quickly after him, threw his arms round his neck and effectually prevented his running away.

The noise caused by the scuffle seemed to arouse the fury of all the evil spirits of the place, for a perfect hurricane of whirring sounds raged around us for a few seconds.

Its only bats, cried Jack. Look alive, Peterkin; another light.

In a few seconds the torches were rekindled, and we advanced into the cavern; and Mak, after recovering from his fright and learning the cause thereof, became much bolder. The cave was about a hundred yards deep by about fifty wide; but we could not ascertain its height, for the light of our torches failed to penetrate the deep gloom overhead. It was divided into two natural chambers, the outer being large, the inner small  a mere recess, in fact. In this latter we planted our torches, and proceeded with our hasty preparations. Peterkin was ready first. We endeavoured to make ourselves as like to the natives in all respects as possible; and when I looked at my companions, I was obliged to confess that, except in the full blaze of the torch-light, I could not discern any point of difference between them and our guide.

Now then, Jack, said Peterkin, as youre not quite ready and I am, I shall employ myself in preparing a little plan of my own which I intend to put in force if the savages dare to venture into the cavern after us.

Very good; but see that you finish it in less than five minutes, for Ill be ready in that time.

Peterkin immediately poured out a large quantity of powder on a flat rock, and mingling with it a little water from a pool near by, converted it into a semi-moist ball. This he divided into three parts, and forming each part into the shape of a tall cone, laid the whole carefully aside.

There! said he, lie you there until you are wanted.

At this moment, while Jack and I were bending down fastening the latchet of our shoes, our ears were saluted with one of the most appalling yells I ever listened to. Makarooroo fell flat to the earth in his fright, and my own heart chilled with horror, while Jack sprang up and instinctively grasped the handle of his hunting-knife.

Very good, said Peterkin, as he stood laughing at us quietly, and we immediately perceived that it was he who uttered the cry.

Why, what mean you? said Jack, almost angrily. Surely this is no time for foolish jesting.

I am anything but jesting, Jack. Im only rehearsing another part of my plan.

But you ought to give us warning when you are about to do such startling things, said I remonstratively.

Nay, that would not have done at all, because then I should not have known what effect my cry is likely to produce on unexpectant ears.

Well, now, are you all ready? inquired Jack. Then let us go.

Issuing forth armed only with our double-barrelled guns and heavy hunting-knives, we hastened towards the native village. When within a hundred yards of the edge of the wood that skirted it we stopped to pull off our shoes, for it was necessary that we should have nothing about our persons to tell who we were should any one chance to see us as we ran. We also left our rifles beside the shoes at a spot where we could find them in an instant in passing, and then slowly approached the outskirts of the village.

Presently we heard the hum of distant voices shouting, and the fear that the scene of bloodshed had already begun induced us to quicken our pace to a smart run. I never saw a man so deeply affected as was our poor guide, and when I looked at him I felt extremely anxious lest his state of mind should unfit him for acting with needful caution.

We gained the first cottages  they were empty. The village having been recently built, no stockade had yet been thrown round it, so our progress was unimpeded.

We must be very cautious now, observed Jack in a whisper. Restrain yourself, Makarooroo; Okandagas life depends on our coolness.

On reaching the back of the next hut, which was also empty. Jack motioned to us to halt, and coming close to us looked earnestly in each of our faces without saying a word. I supposed that, like a wise general, he was reviewing his troops  seeing whether the men he was about to lead into battle were fit for their work.

Now, said he rapidly, its evident from the shouting thats going on that they wont waste much time with their palaver. The hut in which she is confined is not fifty yards off; I took care to ascertain its position before leaving this morning. What we have to do is simple. Spring on the guards and knock them down with our fists or the hilts of our hunting-knives, or with bits of stick, as suits us best. But mind  here he looked pointedly at our guide no shedding of blood if it can be avoided. These men are not our enemies. Follow me in single file; when I halt, come up into line; let each single out the man nearest to him, and when I hold up my hand spring like wild-cats. If there happen to be five or six guards instead of four, leave the additional ones to me. We merely nodded assent, and in another minute were close upon the prison. Peterkin, Mak, and I had provided us with short heavy bludgeons on our way. These we held in our right hands; our left hands we kept free either to grasp our opponents with, or to draw our knives if necessary. Jack carried his long knife  it might almost have been termed a short sword  in his left hand, and from the manner in which he clinched his right I saw that he meant to make use of it as his principal weapon.

On gaining the back of the house we heard voices within, but could see nothing, so we moved softly round to the front, keeping, however, well behind the screen of bushes. Here Jack halted, and we ranged up alongside of him and peeped through the bushes. The hut was quite open in front and the interior was brightly lighted by a strong fire, round which the four guards  stout fellows all of them  were seated with their spears beside them on the ground. They were conversing in an excited tone, and taking no notice of Okandaga, who sat behind them, partially in the shade, with her face buried in her hands. She was not tied in any way, as the guards knew well enough that she could not hope to escape them by mere running way.

One rapid glance showed us all this, and enabled us to select our men. Then Jack gave the signal, and without an instants hesitation we darted upon them. I know not in what manner my comrades acted their part. From the moment I set eyes on the negro nearest to me, my blood began to boil. Somehow or other I saw Jack give the signal without taking my eyes off my intended victim, then I sprang forward, and he had barely time to look up in alarm when I struck him with all my force on the right temple. He fell without a groan. I looked round instantly, and there lay the other three, with my companions standing over them. Our plan had been so well concerted and so promptly executed that the four men fell almost at the same instant, and without a cry.

Poor Okandaga leaped up and uttered a faint scream of alarm, but Makarooroos voice instantly reassured her, and with an exclamation of joy she sprang into his arms. There was no time for delay. While the scene I have described was being enacted the shouts in the centre of the village had been increasing, and we guessed that in a few minutes more the bloodthirsty executioners would come for their helpless victim. We therefore left the hut at once, and ran as fast as we could towards the place where our guns and shoes had been left. Our guide seized Okandaga by the wrist and dragged her along; but indeed she was so nimble that at first she required no assistance. In a short time, however, we were obliged to slacken our pace in order to enable her to keep up. We reached the guns in safety; but while we were in the act of lifting them a burst of wild cries, that grew louder and fiercer as they approached, told that the natives were rushing tumultuously towards the prison.

Now, lads, said Jack, we must put on full speed.  Mak, take her right hand.  Here, Okandaga, your left.

At that instant there was a shout in the village, so loud that we knew the escape was discovered. An indescribable hubbub ensued, but we soon lost it in the crackling of the underwood as we burst through it in our headlong flight towards the cave. The poor girl, feeling that her life depended on it, exerted herself to the utmost, and with the aid of Jack and her lover kept well up.

Shell never hold out to the end, said Peterkin, glancing over his shoulder as he ran.

The cries of the savages filled the woods in all directions, showing that they had instantly scattered themselves in the pursuit, in order to increase their chances of intercepting us. We had already traversed the greater part of the wood that lay between the village and the haunted cavern, when two negroes, who must have taken a shorter route, descried us. They instantly uttered a yell of triumph and followed us at full speed, while from the cries closing in upon us we could tell that the others had heard and understood the shout. Just then Okandagas strength began to fail, and her extreme terror, as the pursuers gained on us, tended still further to increase her weakness. This was all the more unfortunate that we were now almost within a couple of hundred yards of the mouth of the cave.

Makarooroo spoke encouragingly to her, but she was unable to reply, and it became evident that she was about to sink down altogether. Jack glanced over his shoulder. The two negroes were within fifty yards of us, but no others were in sight.

Hold my gun, said Jack to me sharply.

I seized it. He instantly stooped down, grasped Okandaga round the waist, and without stopping, swung her, with an exertion of strength that seemed to me incredible, into his arms. We gained the mouth of the cavern; Jack dropped Okandaga, who immediately ran in, while the rest of us stopped abruptly and faced about.

Back, all of you, cried Jack, else they will be afraid to come on.

The words had scarcely passed his lips when the two negroes came up, but halted a few yards from the mouth of the cave on seeing such a giant form guarding the entrance.

To let those men escape and reveal the place of our concealment was not to be thought of. Jack darted out upon them. They separated from each other as they turned to fly. I was peeping out of the cave, and saw that Jack could not secure them both; I therefore darted out, and quickly overtaking one, seized him by the hair of the head and dragged him into the cave with the aid of Peterkin. Jack lifted the other savage completely from the ground, and carried him in struggling in his gripe like a child in its nurses arms.

This last episode was enacted so quickly that the two negroes were carried into the cavern and gagged before the other pursuers came up. At the caves mouth the whole of the men of the village shortly assembled with the king at their head. Thus far the excitement of the chase had led them; but now that the first burst of their rage was over, and they found themselves on the threshold of that haunted cavern, the fear of which had been an element in their training from infancy, they felt, no doubt, overawed by superstitious dread, and hesitated to enter, although most of them must have been convinced that the fugitives were there. Their fears increased as their anger abated, and they crowded round King Jambai, who seemed loath to take upon himself the honour of leader.

They must have sought shelter here, said the king, pointing to the cavern and looking round with an assumption of boldness which he was evidently far from feeling. Who among my warriors will follow me?

Perhaps the evil spirits have carried them away, suggested one of the sable crew.

That is the word of a coward, cried the king, who, although somewhat timorous about spirits, was in reality a bold, brave man, and felt nettled that any of his warriors should show the white feather. If evil spirits are there, our fetishman will drive them away. Let the doctor stand forth.

At that moment the doctor, worthy knave, must have wished in his inmost soul that he had remained quietly at home and left to warriors the task of capturing the fugitives, but there was no resisting the mandate of the king; besides, his honour and credit as a fetishman was at stake; moreover, no doubt he felt somewhat emboldened by the presence of such a large number of men  there were certainly several hundreds on the ground  so, all things considered, he thought it best to accept the post of leader with a good grace. Stepping quickly forward, he cried, Let torches be brought, and I will lead the way.

A murmur of approbation ran through the crowd of blacks, who, like a flock of sheep, felt bold enough to follow a leader blindly.

While the consultation was going on outside, we were making hasty preparation for defending ourselves to the last extremity. Peterkin, in particular, was extremely active, and, to say truth, his actions surprised us not a little. I once or twice fancied that excitement had turned his brain. He first dressed up his head in a species of wild turban made of dried grass and tall sedgy leaves; then he put several patches of red and white earth on his black face, as well as on his body in various places, and fastened a number of loose pieces of rag, torn from a handkerchief, and bits of tattered leaves to his arms and legs in such a manner as to give him an extremely wild and dishevelled appearance. I must say that when his hasty toilet was completed he seemed to me the most horrible-looking demon I had ever conceived of. He next poured out nearly a whole flask of gunpowder on a ledge of rock, the edge of which was visible from the entrance to the cave, while the rock itself concealed him from view. Last of all, he took up the three cones of moistened gunpowder which the reader will remember he had made before we left the cave to attack the village. One of these he placed among the grass and branches on his head, the other two he held in his hands.

Now, boys, he said, when all was ready, all I have to ask of you is that you will stand by with matches, and when I give the word light the points of those three cones of gunpowder simultaneously and instantly, and leave me to finish the remainder of my part. Of course you will be prepared to back me up with your rifles if need be, but keep well out of sight at first.

We now saw the drift of our eccentric friends intention, but for my part I felt little confidence in his success. The plan seemed altogether too wild and absurd. But our danger was imminent. No way of escape seemed possible, and it is wonderful how readily men will grasp at anything in the shape of a ruse or stratagem, no matter how silly or wild, that affords the most distant chance of escape from danger. Jack, too, I could see from the look of his face, put little faith in the plan; and I observed an expression on the countenance of our negro guide which seemed to indicate that his respect for Peterkins wisdom was on the wane.

We had not to wait long. The doctor, with several torch-bearers, suddenly darted in with a shout, followed closely by the warriors, who yelled furiously, in order, no doubt, to keep up their courage.

Alarmed by such an unusual hubbub in their usually quiet domain, the bats came swooping from their holes in the walls by hundreds, and the torches were extinguished almost instantly. The savages who were near the entrance drew back in haste; those who had entered stood rooted to the spot in terror.

Now! whispered Peterkin eagerly.

We struck our lights at once and applied them to the points of the gunpowder cones, which instantly began to spout forth a shower of sparks with great violence. Peterkin darted out from behind the rock with a yell so appalling that we ourselves were startled by it, having forgotten that it formed an element in his plan. In passing he allowed a few sparks to fall on the heap of powder, which exploded with so bright a flame that the whole cavern was illuminated for an instant. It also set fire to the ragged scraps with which Peterkin had decked himself out  a result which had neither been intended nor anticipated  so that he rushed towards the mouth of the cave howling with pain as well as with a desire to scare the savages.

The effect of this apparition was tremendous. The negroes turned and crushed through the narrow entrance screaming and shrieking with terror. The bats, no less alarmed than the men, and half suffocated with smoke, fled out of the cave like a whirlwind, flapping their wings on the heads of the negroes in their flight, and adding, if that were possible, to their consternation. The negroes ran as never men ran before, tumbling over each other in their mad haste, dashing against trees and crashing through bushes in their terror, while Peterkin stood leaping in the caves mouth, smoking and blazing and spurting, and unable to contain himself, giving vent to prolonged peals of demoniacal laughter. Had the laugh been that of negroes it might have been recognised; but Peterkins was the loud, violent, British guffaw, which, I make no doubt, was deemed by them worthy of the fiends of the haunted cave, and served to spur them on to still greater rapidity in their wild career.

Returning into the caves innermost recess, we lighted one of the torches dropped by the savages, and placing it in a sort of natural niche, seated ourselves on several pieces of rock to rest.

Our first act was to look earnestly in each others faces; our next to burst into peals of laughter.

I say, comrades, I exclaimed, checking myself, dont we run some risk in giving vent to our feelings so freely?

No fear, cried Peterkin, who was still smoking a little from unextinguished sparks. There is not a man in the whole crew who will draw rein till he is sitting, with the teeth still chattering in his head, at his own fireside. I never saw men in such a fright since I was born. Depend upon it, we are safe enough here from this day forth.  Dont you think so, Mak?

Our guide, who was now trying to reassure his trembling bride, turned, with a broad grin on his sable countenance, and said  

Safe? ho! yis, massa. Dere not be a man asll come to dis yere cuvern for de nix tree hunr year or more. Massa Peterkin be de most horriboble ghost dey ever did saw, an no mistake. But, massas, we mus go way quick an git to our camp, for de king sure to go dere an see if you no hab someting to do wid it all. Hims a bery clebber king, am Jambai  bery clebber; hims no be bughummed bery easy.

Humbugged, you mean, said Jack, laughing. Youre right, Mak; we must set off at once. But what are we to do with poor Okandaga, now that we have got her?

This was indeed a puzzling question. It was impossible to take her to our camp and account to the negroes for her appearance in a satisfactory manner; besides, if Jambai took it into his head to pursue us, in order to ascertain whether we had had anything to do with the rescue, our case would be hopeless. It was equally impossible to leave her where she was, and to let her try to make her escape through the woods alone was not to be thought of. While we pondered this dilemma an idea occurred to me.

It seems to me, said I, that men are seldom, perhaps never, thrown into a danger or difficulty in this world without some way of escape being opened up, which, if they will but grasp at it promptly, will conduct them at last out of their perplexities. Now, it has just occurred to me that, since everything else seems to be impossible, we might send Okandaga into the woods, with Makarooroo to guide and defend her and to hunt for her. Let them travel in a line parallel with the river route which we intend to follow. Each night Mak will make a secure shelter for her, and then return to our camp as if he had come in from hunting. Each morning he will set off again into the woods as if to hunt, rejoin Okandaga; and thus we will journey together, as it were, and when we reach the next tribe of natives we will leave the girl in their charge until we return from the gorilla country. What do you think of that plan?

Not a bad one, replied Jack; but if Mak is away all day, what are we to do for an interpreter?

Make him describe to us and to the men the days route before leaving us, suggested Peterkin; and as for the talking, we can manage that well enough for all needful purposes by a mixture of the few phrases we know with signs.

In the excitement of this whole affair we had totally forgotten our two prisoners, who lay not far from us on the ground, gagged and pinioned. We were now reminded of their presence rather abruptly. We must have secured their fastenings badly, for during the time we were conversing they managed to free themselves, and made a sudden dash past us. Jacks eye fortunately caught sight of them in time. He sprang up, rushed at the one nearest him, and throwing out his foot as he passed, tripped him up. It chanced that at that spot there was a deep hole in the floor of the cavern. Into this the poor wretch plunged head first, and he was killed on the spot. Meanwhile, the other gained the outlet of the cave, and had almost escaped into the forest, when Makarooroo darted after him with the speed of an antelope. In a few seconds we heard a cry, and shortly after our guide returned with his knife clotted with blood. He had overtaken and slain the other negro.

I cannot convey to the reader the horror that filled me and my two companions at this unexpected and melancholy termination of the affair. Yet we felt that we were guiltless of rashly spilling human blood, for Jack had no intention of killing the poor negro whom he tripped up; and as to the other, we could not have prevented our guide from doing what he did. He himself deemed it justifiable, and said that if that man had escaped to the village, and told who it was that frightened them out of the cave, they would certainly have come back and murdered us all. There was truth in this. Still we could not but feel overwhelmed with sadness at the incident.

We were now doubly anxious to get away from this cave, so we rapidly finished the discussion of our plan, and Jack arranged that he should accompany what may be termed the overland part of our expedition. This settled, we washed the charcoal off our persons, with the exception of that on our faces, having been advised by King Jambai himself to hunt with black faces, as wild animals were quicker to perceive our white skins than their black ones. Then we resumed our garments, and quitting the haunted cavern, set out on our return journey to the camp.




Chapter Eight.

Peterkin distinguishes himself, and Okandaga is disposed of, etcetera.

When within about three miles of the place where our men had been ordered to haul the canoe out of the water and make the camp, we came to a halt and prepared a spot for Okandaga to spend an hour or two in sleep. The poor creature was terribly exhausted. We selected a very sequestered place in a rocky piece of ground, where the light of the small fire we kindled, in order to cook her some supper, could not be seen by any one who might chance to pass by that way.

Jack remained with her, but the guide went on with us, in order to give instructions to our men, who, when we arrived, seemed much surprised that we had made such a bad hunt during the night. Having pointed out our route, Makarooroo then left us, and we lay down to obtain a few hours repose.

We had not lain more than an hour when one of our men awoke us, saying that it was time to start; so we rose, very unwillingly, and embarked.

I say, Ralph, observed Peterkin, as we glided up the stream, which in this place was narrow and sluggish, isnt it strange that mankind, as a rule, with very few exceptions, should so greatly dislike getting up in the morning?

It is rather curious, no doubt. But I suspect we have ourselves to thank for the disinclination. If we did not sit up so late at night we should not feel the indisposition to rise so strong upon us in the morning.

There you are quite wrong, Ralph. I always find that the sooner I go to bed the later I am in getting up. The fact is, Ive tried every method of rousing myself, and without success. And yet I can say conscientiously that I am desirous of improving; for when at sea I used to have my cot slung at the head with a block-tackle, and I got one of the middies to come when the watch was changed and lower me, so that my head lay on the deck below, and my feet pointed to the beams above. And would you believe it, I got so accustomed to this at last that, when desperately sleepy, I used to hold on in that position for a few minutes, and secure a short nap during the process of suffocation with blood to the head.

You must indeed have been incorrigible, said I, laughing. Nevertheless, I feel assured that the want of will lies at the root of the evil.

Of course you do, retorted Peterkin testily; people always say that when I try to defend myself.

Is it not probable that people always say that just because they feel that there is truth in the remark?

Humph! ejaculated my friend.

Besides, I continued, our success in battling with the evil tendencies of our natures depends often very much on the manner in which we make the attack. I have pondered this subject deeply, and have come to the conclusion that there is a certain moment in the awaking hour of each day which if seized and improved gains for us the victory. You know Shakespeares judicious remark There is a tide in the affairs of men which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune, or something to that effect. I never feel quite sure of the literal correctness of my quotations, although I am generally certain as to the substance. Well, there is a tide also in the affair of getting up in the morning, and its flood-point is the precise instant when you recover consciousness. At that moment every one, I believe, has moral courage to leap violently out of bed; but let that moment pass, and you sink supinely back, if not to sleep, at least into a desperate condition of unconquerable lethargy.

You may be very correct in your reasoning, returned Peterkin; but not having pondered that subject quite so deeply as you seem to have done, I shall modestly refrain from discussing it. Meanwhile I will go ashore, and stalk yonder duck which floats so comfortably and lazily in the cove just beyond the point ahead of us, that I think it must be in the condition of one who, having missed the flood-tide you have just referred to, is revelling in the luxury of its second nap.  Ho, you ebony-faced scoundrel! he added, turning to the negro who steered our canoe; shove ashore, like a good fellow.  Come, Ralph, lend me your fowling-piece, and do you carry my big rifle. There is nothing so good for breakfast as a fat duck killed and roasted before it has had time to cool.

And here is a capital spot on which to breakfast, said I, as we landed.

First-rate. Now then, follow me, and mind your muzzle. Better put the rifle over your shoulder, Ralph, so that if it does go off it may hit the sun or one of the stars. A six-ounce ball in ones spine is not a pleasant companion in a hunting expedition.

But, retorted I, you forget that I am particularly careful. I always carry my piece on half-cock, and never put my finger on the trigger.

Indeed: not even when you pull it?

Of course when I am about to fire; but you know well enough what I mean.

Hush, Ralph! we must keep silence now and step lightly.

In a few minutes we had gained the clump of bushes close behind which the duck lay; and Peterkin, going down on all fours, crept forward to get a shot. I followed him in the same manner, and when he stopped to take a deliberate aim, I crept up alongside. The duck had heard our approach, and was swimming about in a somewhat agitated manner among the tall reeds, so that my companion made one or two unsuccessful attempts to take aim.

What an aggravating thing! exclaimed Peterkin in a whisper.

At that moment I happened to cast my eyes across the river, and the reader may judge of my surprise when I beheld two elephants standing among the trees. They stood so silently and so motionless, and were so like in colour to the surrounding foliage, that we had actually approached to within about thirty yards without observing them. I touched Peterkin on the shoulder, and pointed to them without saying a word. The expression of amazement that instantly overspread his features showed that he also saw them.

The rifle, Ralph, he said, in a low, excited whisper.

I handed it to him. With careful deliberation he took aim, and fired at the animal nearest to us. The heavy ball entered its huge body just behind the shoulder. Both elephants tossed up their trunks, and elevating their great ears they dashed furiously into the bush; but the one that had been hit, after plunging head foremost down a low bank fell to the ground with a heavy crash, quite dead.

It was a splendid shot. The natives, who almost immediately after came up screaming with delight, could scarcely believe their eyes. They dashed across the river in the canoe, while some of them, regardless of the alligators that might be hidden there, sprang into the water and swam over.

Im sorry we did not get the duck, however, observed Peterkin, as we returned to the place where we had left the canoe. Elephant meat is coarse, nasty stuff, and totally unfit for civilised mouths, though these niggers seem to relish it amazingly.

You forget the baked foot, said I.

Well, so I did. It was pretty good, certainly; but thats the only part o the brute thats fit to eat.

Soon after this the canoe came back and took us over the river; and we breakfasted on the side where the elephant had fallen, in order to allow the natives to cut off such portions of the meat as they required, and to secure the tusks. Then we continued our journey, and at night encamped near a grove of palm-trees which Makarooroo had described to us, and where we were soon joined by him and Jack, who told us that he had got on well, during the day  that he had shot an antelope, and had seen a zebra and a rhinoceros, besides a variety of smaller game. He also told us that Okandaga was encamped in a place of safety a few miles to the right of our position, and that she had stood the journey well.

I was much interested by Jacks account of the zebra and the rhinoceros, specimens of both of which animals I had seen in menageries, and felt disposed to change places with him on the march; but reflecting that he was much more likely than I successfully to hunt anything he might pursue, I made up my mind to remain by the canoe.

Thus we travelled for several days without anything particular occurring, and at length arrived at a native village which lay on the banks of a noble stream.

Here Makarooroo introduced us to Mbango the chief, a fine-looking and good-natured negro, who received us most hospitably, supplied us with food, and urged us to remain and hunt with his people. This, however, we declined to do, telling our entertainer that we had come to his country for the purpose of shooting that wonderful animal the gorilla, but assuring him that we would come back without fail if we should be spared. We further assured him on this head by proposing to leave in his charge a woman for whom we had a great respect and love, and whom we made him promise faithfully to take care of till we returned.

Peterkin, who soon gave them a specimen of his powers as a marksman, and contrived in other ways to fill the minds of the chief and his people with a very exalted idea of his powers both of body and intellect, endeavoured to make assurance doubly sure by working on their superstitious fears.

Tell Mbango, said he to our guide, that though we be small in numbers we are very powerful; that we can do deeds (here he became awfully solemn and mysterious) such as no black man ever conceived of; and that if a hair of the head of Okandaga is hurt, we will on our return

Instead of completing the sentence, Peterkin started up, threw himself into violent contortions, rolled his eyes in a fearful manner, and, in short, gave the chief and his people to understand that something quite indescribable and unutterably terrible would be the result of their playing us false.

Send for Njamie, said Mbango to one of his retainers.

Njamie, who was the chiefs principal wife, soon appeared. She led a sturdy little boy by the hand. He was her only son, and a very fine little fellow, despite the blackness of his skin and his almost total want of clothing.

To this woman Mbango gave Okandaga in charge, directing her in our presence how to care for her, and assuring her of the most terrible punishment should anything befall the woman committed to her care.

Njamie was a mild, agreeable woman. She had more modesty of demeanour and humility of aspect than the most of the women of her tribe whom we happened to see, so that we felt disposed to believe that Okandaga was placed in as safe keeping as it was possible for us to provide for her in our circumstances. Even Makarooroo appeared to be quite at ease in his mind; and it was evidently with a relieved breast and a light heart that he bade adieu to his bride, and started along with us on the following day on our journey into the deeper recesses of the wilderness.

Before entering upon these transactions with the people of this village, we took care to keep our crew in total ignorance of what passed by sending them on in advance with the canoe under Jacks care, a few hours before we brought Okandaga into the village, or even made mention of her existence; and we secured their ready obedience to our orders, and total indifference as to our motives in these incomprehensible actions, by giving them each a few inches of tobacco  a gift which rendered them supremely happy.

One day, about a week after the events above narrated, we met with an adventure which well-nigh cost Jack his life, but which ultimately resulted in an important change in our manner of travelling. We were traversing an extremely beautiful country with the goods on our shoulders, having, in consequence of the increasing turbulence of the river as well as its change of direction, been compelled to abandon our canoe, and cut across the country in as straight a line as its nature would permit. But this was not easy, for the grass, which was bright green, was so long as to reach sometimes higher than our shoulders.

In this species of country Jacks towering height really became of great use, enabling him frequently to walk along with his head above the surrounding herbage, while we were compelled to grope along, ignorant of all that was around us save the tall grass at our sides. Occasionally, however, we came upon more open ground, where the grass was short, and then we enjoyed the lovely scenery to the full. We met with a great variety of new plants and trees in this region. Many of the latter were festooned with wild vines and other climbing plants. Among others, I saw several specimens of that curious and interesting tree the banyan, with its drop-shoots in every state of growth  some beginning to point towards the earth, in which they were ultimately destined to take root; some more than half-way down; while others were already fixed, forming stout pillars to their parent branches  thus, as it were, on reaching maturity, rendering that support which it is the glory as well as the privilege of youth to accord to age. Besides these, there were wild dates and palmyra trees, and many others too numerous to mention, but the peculiar characteristics of which I carefully jotted down in my note-book. Many small water-courses were crossed, in some of which Mak pointed out a number of holes, which he said were made by elephants wading in them. He also told us that several mud-pools, which seemed to have been recently and violently stirred up, were caused by the wallowing of the rhinoceros; so we kept at all times a sharp lookout for a shot.

Lions were also numerous in this neighbourhood, and we constantly heard them roaring at night, but seldom saw them during our march.

Well, as I have already remarked, one day we were travelling somewhat slowly through the long grass of this country, when, feeling oppressed by the heat, as well as somewhat fatigued with my load, I called to Jack, who was in advance, to stop for a few minutes to rest.

Most willingly, he replied, throwing down his load, and wiping away the perspiration which stood in large drops on his brow. I was on the point of calling a halt when you spoke.  How do you get on down there, Peterkin?

Our friend, who had seated himself on the bale he had been carrying, and seemed to be excessively hot, looked up with a comical expression of countenance, and replied  

Pretty well, thankee. How do you get on up there?

Oh, capitally. Theres such a nice cool breeze blowing, Im quite sorry that I cannot send a little of it down.

Dont distress yourself, my dear fellow; Ill come up to snuff it.

So saying, Peterkin sprang nimbly upon Jacks shoulders, and began to gaze round him.

I say, Peterkin, said Jack, why are you a very clever fellow just now?

Dont know, replied Peterkin. I give it up at once. Always do. Never could guess a riddle in all my life.

Because, said Jack, youre up to snuff.

Oh, oh! that certainly deserves a pinch; so theres for you.

Jack uttered a roar, and tossed Peterkin off his shoulders, on receiving the punishment.

Shabby fellow! cried Peterkin, rubbing his head. But, I say, do let me up again. I thought, just as you dropped me, that I saw a place where the grass is short. Ay, there it is, fifty yards or so ahead of us, with a palmyra tree on it. Come, let us go rest there, for I confess that I feel somewhat smothered in this long grass.

We took up our packs immediately, and carried them to the spot indicated, which we found almost free from long grass. Here we lay down to enjoy the delightful shade of the tree, and the magnificent view of the country around us. Our negroes also seemed to enjoy the shade, but they were evidently not nearly so much oppressed with the heat as we were, which was very natural. They seemed to have no perception of the beautiful in nature, however, although they appreciated fully the agreeable influences by which they were surrounded.

While I lay at the foot of that tree, pondering this subject, I observed a very strange-looking insect engaged in a very curious kind of occupation. Peterkins eye caught sight of it at the same instant with mine.

Hollo! Jack, look here! he cried in a whisper. I declare, heres a beast been and shoved its head into a hole, and converted its tail into a trap!

We all three lay down as quietly as possible, and I could not but smile when I thought of the literal correctness of my friends quaint description of what we saw.

The insect was a species of ant-eater. It was about an inch and a quarter long, as thick as a crow-quill, and covered with black hair. It put its head into a little hole in the ground, and quivered its tail rapidly. The ants, which seemed to be filled with curiosity at this peculiar sight, went near to see what the strange thing could be; and no sooner did one come within the range of the forceps on the insects tail, than it was snapped up.

Now, that is the most original trapper I ever did see or hear of, remarked Peterkin, with a broad grin. Ive seen many things in my travels, but I never expected to meet with a beast that could catch others by merely wagging its tail.

You forget the hunters of North America, said Jack, who entice little antelopes towards them by merely wagging a bit of rag on the end of a ramrod.

I forget nothing of the sort, retorted Peterkin. Wagging a ramrod is not wagging a tail. Besides, I spoke of beasts doing it; men are not beasts.

Then I hold you self-convicted, my boy, exclaimed Jack; for you have often called me a beast.

By no means, Jack. I am not self-convicted, but quite correct, as I can prove to the satisfaction of any one who isnt a philosopher. You never can prove anything to a philosopher.

Prove it, then.

I will. Isnt a monkey a beast?

Certainly.

Isnt a gorilla a monkey?

No doubt it is.

And arent you a gorilla?

I say, lads, its time to be going, cried Jack, with a laugh, as he rose and resumed his load.

At that moment Mak uttered an exclamation, and pointed towards a particular spot in the plain before us, where, close by a clump of trees, we saw the graceful head and neck and part of the shoulders of a giraffe. We were naturally much excited at the sight, this being the first we had fallen in with.

Youd better go after it, said Jack to Peterkin, and take Mak with you.

Id rather youd go yourself, replied Peterkin; for, to say truth, Im pretty well knocked up to-day. I dont know how it is  one day one feels made of iron, as if nothing could tire one; and the next, one feels quite weak and spiritless.

Well, Ill go; but I shall not take any one with me.  Take observation of the sun, Mak, and keep a straight course as you are now going until night. Dye see yonder ridge?

Yes, massa.

Then hold on direct for that, and encamp there. Ill not be long behind you, and hope to bring you a giraffe steak for supper.

We endeavoured to dissuade Jack from going out alone, but he said truly that his load distributed among us all was quite sufficient, without adding to it by taking away another member of the party. Thus we parted; but I felt a strange feeling of depression, a kind of foreboding of evil, which I could not shake off, despite my utmost efforts. Peterkin, too, was unusually silent, and I could not avoid seeing that he felt more anxiety on account of Jacks rashness than he was willing to allow. Our friend took with him one of our large-bore rifles, and a double-barrel of smaller bore slung at his back.

Shortly after parting with him, we descried an ostrich feeding in the plain before us. I had long desired to meet with a specimen of this gigantic bird in its native wilds, and Peterkin was equally anxious to get a shot at it; so we called a halt, and prepared to stalk it. We were aware that the ostrich is a very silly and very timid bird, but not being aware of the best method of hunting it, we asked Makarooroo to explain how he was in the habit of doing it.

You mus know, he began, dat bird hims be a mos exroroninary beast. When hims run hims go fasterer dan  oh! it be dumpossobable for say how much fast hims go. You no can see hims legs; dey go same as legs ob leetle bird. But hims be horrobably stupid. Suppose he see you far, far away, goin to de windard ob him, he no run way to leeward; hims tink you wants to get round him, so off him start to git past you, and before hims pass he sometimes come close nuff to be shooted or speared. Me hab spear him dat way, but hims awful differcult to git at for all dat.

Well then, Mak, after that lucid explanation, what dyou propose that we should do? inquired Peterkin, examining the locks of his rifle.

Me pruppose dat you go far ober dere, Massa Ralph go not jist so far, and me go to de windard and gib him fright.

Acting upon this advice, we proceeded cautiously to the several spots indicated, and our guide set off towards an exposed place, where he intended to show himself. In a few minutes we observed the gigantic bird look up in alarm, and then we saw Makarooroo running like a deer over the plain. The ostrich instantly rushed off madly at full speed, not, as might have been expected, in a contrary direction, or towards any place of shelter, but simply, as it appeared to me, with no other end in view than that of getting to windward of his supposed enemy. I observed that he took a direction which would quickly bring him within range of my companions rifle, but I was so amazed at the speed with which he ran that I could think of nothing else.

Every one knows that the ostrich has nothing worthy of the name of wings  merely a small tuft of feathers at each side, with which he cannot make even an attempt to fly; but every one does not know, probably, that with his stout and long legs he can pass over the ground nearly at the ordinary speed of a locomotive engine. I proved this to my own satisfaction by taking accurate observation. On first observing the tremendous speed at which he was going, I seized my note-book, and pulling out my watch, endeavoured to count the number of steps he took in a minute. This, however, I found was totally impossible; for his legs, big though they were, went so fast that I could no more count them than I could count the spokes of a carriage-wheel. I observed, however, that there were two bushes on the plain in the direction of his flight, which he would soon have to pass. I therefore laid down my note-book and rifle, and stood with my watch in hand, ready to note the precise instants at which he should pass the first and second. By afterwards counting the number of footsteps on the ground between the bushes, and comparing the result with the time occupied in passing between the two, I thus proposed to myself to ascertain his rate of speed.

Scarcely had I conceived this idea when the bird passed the first bush, and I glanced at my watch; then he passed the second, and I glanced again. Thus I noted that he took exactly ten seconds to pass from one bush to the other. While I was in the act of jotting this down I heard the report of Peterkins rifle, and looking up hastily, saw the tail-feathers of the ostrich knocked into the air, but the bird itself passed on uninjured. I was deeply mortified at this failure, and all the more so that, from past experience, I had been led to believe that my friend never missed his mark. Hurrying up, I exclaimed  

Why, my dear fellow, what can have come over you?

Poor Peterkin seemed really quite distressed; he looked quite humbled at first.

Ah! said he, its all very well for you to say, What has come over you? but you ought to make allowance for a man who has carried a heavy load all the forenoon. Besides, he was almost beyond range. Moreover, although I have hunted a good deal, I really have not been in the habit of firing at animal locomotives under full steam. Did you ever see such a slapping pace and such an outrageous pair of legs, Ralph?

Never, said I. But come with me to yonder bushes. Im going to make a calculation.

Whats a calcoolashun? inquired our guide, who came up at that moment, panting violently.

Its a summation, case of counting up one, two, three, etcetera  and may be multiplying, subtracting, and dividing into the bargain.

Ho! dats what me been do at de missionary school.

Exactly; but what sort of calculation Ralph means to undertake at present I know not. Perhaps hes going to try to find out whether, if we were to run at the rate of six miles an hour till doomsday, in the wrong direction, there would be any chance of our ever sticking that ostrichs tail again on his big body. But come along; we shall see.

On reaching the spot I could scarcely believe my eyes. Each step this bird had taken measured fourteen feet in length! I always carried a rolled-up yard-measure about with me, which I applied to the steps, so that I could make no mistake. There were exactly thirty of those gigantic paces between the two bushes. This multiplied by six gave 180 steps, or 2,520 feet in one minute, which resulted in 151,200 feet, or 50,400 yards, or very nearly thirty miles in the hour.

No wonder I only knocked his tail off, said Peterkin.

On the contrary, said I, the wonder is that under the circumstances you hit the bird at all.

On further examination of the place where we had seen the ostrich before it was alarmed, we ascertained that his ordinary walking pace varied from twenty to twenty-six inches in length.

After this unsuccessful hunt we returned to our comrades, and proceeded to the rendezvous where we expected to find Jack; but as he was not there, we concluded that he must have wandered farther than he intended, so, throwing down our packs, we set about preparing the camp and a good supper against his return. Gradually the sun began to sink low on the horizon; then he dipped below it, and the short twilight of those latitudes was rapidly merging into night; but Jack did not return, and the uneasiness which we had all along felt in regard to him increased so much that we could not refrain from showing it.

Ill tell you what it is, Ralph, cried Peterkin, starting up suddenly: Im not going to sit here wasting the time when Jack may be in some desperate fix. Ill go and hunt for him.

Me tink you right, said our guide; dere is ebery sort ob ting here  beasties and mans. Praps Massa Jack am be kill.

I could not help shuddering at the bare idea of such a thing, so I at once seconded my companions proposal, and resolved to accompany him.

Take your double-barrel, Ralph, and Ill lend our spare big gun to Mak.

But how are we to proceed? which way are we to go? I have not the most distant idea as to what direction we ought to go in our search.

Leave that to Mak. He knows the ways o the country best, and the probable route that Jack has taken. Are you ready?

Yes. Shall we take some brandy?

Ay; well thought of. Hell perhaps be the better of something of that sort if anything has befallen him. Now, then, lets go.

Leaving our men in charge of the camp, with strict injunctions to keep good watch and not allow the fires to go down, lest they should be attacked by lions, we three set forth on our nocturnal search. From time to time we stood still and shouted in a manner that would let our lost friend know that we were in search of him, should he be within earshot, but no answering cry came back to us; and we were beginning to despair, when we came upon the footprints of a man in the soft soil of a swampy spot we had to cross. It was a clear moonlight night, so that we could distinguish them perfectly.

Ho! exclaimed our guide, as he stooped to examine the marks.

Well, Mak, what do you make of it? inquired Peterkin anxiously.

Mak made no reply for a few seconds; then he rose, and said earnestly, Dat am Massa Jacks foot.

I confess that I was somewhat surprised at the air of confidence with which our guide made this statement; for after a most careful examination of the prints, which were exceedingly indistinct, I could discern nothing to indicate that they had been made by Jack.

Are you sure, Mak? asked Peterkin.

Sartin sure, massa.

Then push on as fast as you can.

Presently we came to a spot where the ground was harder and the prints more distinct.

Ha! youre wrong, Mak, cried Peterkin, in a voice of disappointment, as he stooped to examine the footsteps again. Here we have the print of a naked foot; Jack wore shoes. And, whats this? blood!

Yis, massa, me know dat Massa Jack hab shoes. But dat be hims foot for all dat, and hims hurt somehow for certain.

The reader may imagine our state of mind on making this discovery. Without uttering another word, we quickened our pace into a smart run, keeping closely in the track of Jacks steps. Soon we observed that these deviated from side to side in an extraordinary manner, as if the person who made them had been unable to walk straight. In a few minutes more we came on the footprints of a rhinoceros  a sight which still further increased our alarm. On coming out from among a clump of low bushes that skirted the edge of a small plain, we observed a dark object lying on the ground about fifty yards distant from us. I almost sank down with an undefinable feeling of dread on beholding this.

We held our rifles in readiness as we approached it at a quick pace, for we knew not whether it was not a wild animal which might spring upon us the moment we came close enough. But a few seconds dispelled our dread of such an attack and confirmed our worst fears, for there, in a pool of blood, lay Jacks manly form. The face was upturned, and the moon, which shone full upon it, showed that it was pale as death and covered with blood. His clothes were rent and dishevelled and covered with dust, as if he had struggled hard with some powerful foe, and all round the spot were footprints of a rhinoceros, revealing too clearly the character of the terrible monster with which our friend had engaged in unequal conflict.

Peterkin darted forward, tore open Jacks shirt at the breast, and laid his hand upon his heart.

Thank God, he muttered, in a low, subdued tone, hes not dead! Quick, Ralph  the brandy-flask.

I instantly poured a little of the spirit into the silver cup attached to the flask, and handed it to Peterkin, who, after moistening Jacks lips, began assiduously to rub his chest and forehead with brandy. Kneeling down by his side I assisted him, while I applied some to his feet. While we were thus engaged we observed that our poor friends arms and chest had received several severe bruises and some slight wounds, and we also discovered a terrible gash in his right thigh which had evidently been made by the formidable horn of the rhinoceros. This, and the other wounds which were still bleeding pretty freely, we stanched and bound up, and our exertions were at length rewarded by the sight of a faint tinge of colour returning to Jacks cheeks. Presently his eyes quivered, and heaving a short, broken sigh, he looked up.

Where am I, eh? Why, whats wrong? what has happened? he asked faintly, in a tone of surprise.

All right, old boy. Here, take a swig of this, you abominable gorilla, said Peterkin, holding the brandy-flask to his mouth, while one or two tears of joy rolled down his cheeks.

Jack drank, and rallied a little.

Ive been ill, I see, he said gently. Ah! I remember now. Ive been hurt  the rhinoceros; eh, have you killed it? I gave it a good shot. It must have been mortal, I think.

Whether youve killed it or not I cannot tell, said I, taking off my coat and putting it under Jacks head for a pillow, but it has pretty nearly killed you. Do you feel worse, Jack?

I asked this in some alarm, observing that he had turned deadly pale again.

Hes fainted, man; out o the way! cried Peterkin, as he applied the brandy again to his lips and temples.

In a few seconds Jack again rallied.

Now, Mak, bestir yourself, cried Peterkin, throwing off his coat. Cut down two stout poles, and well make some sort of litter to carry him on.

I say, Ralph, whispered Jack faintly, do look to my wounds and see that they are all tightly bound up. I cant afford to lose another drop of blood. Its almost all drained away, I believe.

While I examined my friends wounds and readjusted the bandages, my companions cut down two poles. These we laid on the ground parallel to each other and about two feet apart, and across them laid our three coats, which we fastened in a rough fashion by means of some strong cords which I fortunately happened to have with me. On this rude litter we laid our companion, and raised him on our shoulders. Peterkin and I walked in rear, each supporting one of the poles; while Makarooroo, being the stoutest of the three, supported the entire weight of the other ends on his broad shoulders. Jack bore the moving better than we had expected, so that we entertained sanguine hopes that no bones were broken, but that loss of blood was all he had to suffer from.

Thus slowly and with much difficulty we bore our wounded comrade to the camp.




Chapter Nine.

I discover a curious insect, and Peterkin takes a strange flight.

It happened most fortunately at this time that we were within a short days journey of a native village, to which, after mature consideration, we determined to convey Jack, and remain there until he should be sufficiently recovered to permit of our resuming our journey. Hitherto we had studiously avoided the villages that lay in our route, feeling indisposed to encounter unnecessarily the risk of being inhospitably received  perhaps even robbed of our goods, if nothing worse should befall us. There was, however, no other alternative now; for Jacks wounds were very severe, and the amount of blood lost by him was so great that he was as weak as a child. Happily, no bones were broken, so we felt sanguine that by careful nursing for a few weeks we should get him set firmly upon his legs again.

On the following morning we set forth on our journey, and towards evening reached the village, which was situated on the banks of a small stream, in the midst of a beautiful country composed of mingled plain and woodland.

It chanced that the chief of this village was connected by marriage with King Jambai  a most fortunate circumstance for us, as it ensured our being hospitably received. The chief came out to meet us riding on the shoulders of a slave, who, although a much smaller man than his master, seemed to support his load with much case. Probably habit had strengthened him for his special work. A large hut was set apart for our accommodation; a dish of yams, a roast monkey, and a couple of fowls were sent to us soon after our arrival, and, in short, we experienced the kindest possible reception.

None of the natives of this village had ever seen a white face in their lives, and, as may well be imagined, their curiosity and amazement were unbounded. The people came constantly crowding round our hut, remaining, however, at a respectful distance, and gazed at us until I began to fear they would never go away.

Here we remained for three weeks, during which time Jacks wounds healed up, and his strength returned rapidly. Peterkin and I employed ourselves in alternately tending our comrade, and in scouring the neighbouring woods and plains in search of wild animals.

As we were now approaching the country of the gorilla  although, indeed, it was still far distant  our minds began to run more upon that terrible creature than used to be the case; and our desire to fall in with it was increased by the strange accounts of its habits and its tremendous power that we received from the natives of this village, some of whom had crossed the desert and actually met with the gorilla face to face. More than once, while out hunting, I have been so taken up with this subject that I have been on the point of shooting a native who appeared unexpectedly before me, under the impression that he was a specimen of the animal on which my thoughts had been fixed.

One day about a week after our arrival, as I was sitting at the side of Jacks couch relating to him the incidents of a hunt after a buffalo that Makarooroo and I had had the day before, Peterkin entered with a swaggering gait, and setting his rifle down in a corner, flung himself on the pile of skins that formed his couch.

Ill tell you what it is, said he, with the look and tone of a man who feels that he has been unwarrantably misled I dont believe theres such a beast as a gorilla at all; now, thats a fact.

There was something so confident and emphatic in my comrades manner that, despite my well-grounded belief on that point, I felt a sinking at the heart. The bare possibility that, after all our trouble and toil and suffering in penetrating thus far towards the land which he is said to inhabit, we should find that there really existed no such creature as the gorilla was too terrible to think upon.

Peterkin, said I anxiously, what do you mean?

I mean, replied he slowly, that Jack is the only living specimen of the gorilla in Africa.

Come, now, I see you are jesting.

Am I? cried Peterkin savagely jesting, eh? That means expressing thoughts and opinions which are not to be understood literally. Oh, I would that I were sure that I am jesting! Ralph, its my belief, I tell you, that the gorilla is a regular sell  a great, big, unnatural hairy do!

But I saw the skeleton of one in London.

I dont care for that. You may have been deceived, humbugged. Perhaps it was a compound of the bones of a buffalo and a chimpanzee.

Nay, that were impossible, said I quickly; for no one pretending to have any knowledge of natural history and comparative anatomy could be so grossly deceived.

What like was the skeleton, Ralph? inquired Jack, who seemed to be rather amused by our conversation.

It was nearly as tall as that of a medium-sized man  I should think about five feet seven or eight inches; but the amazing part about it was the immense size and thickness of its bones. Its shoulders were much broader than yours, Jack, and your chest is a mere childs compared with that of the specimen of the gorilla that I saw. Its legs were very short  much shorter than those of a man; but its arms were tremendous  they were more than a foot longer than yours. In fact, if the brutes legs were in the same proportion to its body as are those of a man, it would be a giant of ten or eleven feet high. Or, to take another view of it, if you were to take a robust and properly proportioned giant of that height, and cut down his legs until he stood about the height of an ordinary man, that would be a gorilla.

I dont believe it, cried Peterkin.

Well, perhaps my simile is not quite so felicitous as

I dont mean that, interrupted Peterkin; I mean that I dont believe theres such a brute as a gorilla at all.

Why, what has made you so sceptical? inquired Jack.

The nonsense that these niggers have been telling me, through the medium of Mak as an interpreter; that is what has made me sceptical. Only think, they say that a gorilla is so strong that he can lift a man by the nape of the neck clean off the ground with one of his hind feet! Yes, they say he is in the habit of sitting on the lower branches of trees in lonely dark parts of the wood watching for prey, and when a native chances to pass by close enough he puts down his hind foot, seizes the wretched man therewith, lifts him up into the tree, and quietly throttles him. They dont add whether or not he eats him afterwards, or whether he prefers him boiled or roasted. Now, I dont believe that.

Neither do I, returned Jack; nevertheless the fact that these fellows recount such wonderful stories at all, is, to some extent, evidence in favour of their existence: for in such a country as this, where so many wonderful and horrible animals exist, men are not naturally tempted to invent new creatures; it is sufficient to satisfy their craving for the marvellous that they should merely exaggerate what does already exist.

Go to, you sophist! if what you say be true, and the gorilla turns out to be only an exaggerated chimpanzee or ring-tailed roarer, does not that come to the same thing as saying that there is no gorilla at all  always, of course, excepting yourself?

Credit yourself with a punched head, said Jack, and the account shall be balanced when I am sufficiently recovered to pay you off. Meanwhile, continue your account of what the niggers say about the gorilla.

Peterkin assumed a look of offended dignity as he replied  

Without deigning any rejoinder to the utterly absurd and totally irrelevant matter contained in the preliminary sentences of your last remark, I pass on to observe that the natives of these wilds hold the opinion that there is one species of the gorilla which is the residence of the spirits of defunct niggers, and that these fellows are known by their unusual size and ferocity.

Hold, cried I, until I get out my note-book. Now, Peterkin, no fibs.

Honour bright, said he, Ill give it you just as I got it. These possessed brutes are never caught, and cant be killed. (I only hope I may get the chance to try whether that be true or not.) They often carry off natives into the woods, where they pull out their toe and finger nails by the roots and then let them go; and they are said to be uncommonly fond of sugar-cane, which they steal from the fields of the natives sometimes in a very daring manner.

Is that all? said I.

All! exclaimed my comrade. How much more would you have? Do you suppose that the gorilla can do anything it likes  hang by its tail from the moon, or sit down on its nose and run round on its chin?

Massa Jack, said Makarooroo, entering the hut and interrupting our conversation at this point, de chief hims tell to me for to tell to you dat wen yous be fit for go-hid agin hims gib you cottle for sit upon.

Cottle, Mak! whats cottle? inquired Jack, with a puzzled look.

Ho, massa, you know bery well; jist cottle  hoxes, you know.

Indeed, I dont know, replied Jack, still more puzzled.

Ive no doubt, interposed Peterkin, that he means cuttle, which is the short name for cuttle-fish, which, in such an inland place as this, must of course be hoaxes! But what do you mean, Mak? Describe the thing to us.

Mak scratched his woolly pate, as if he were quite unable to explain himself.

O massas, you be most stoopid dis yer day. Cottle not a ting; hims am a beast, wid two horn an one tail. Dere, said he, pointing with animation to a herd of cattle that grazed near our hut, dats cottle, or hoxes.

We all laughed at this proposal.

What! cried Jack, does he mean us to ride upon hoxes as if they were horses?

Yis, massa, hims say dat. Hims hear long ago ob one missionary as hab do dat; so de chief he tink it bery good idea, an hims try too, an like it bery much; only hims fell off ebery tree steps an amost broke all de bones in hims body down to powder. But hims git up agin and fell hoff agin. Oh, hims like it bery much!

If we follow the chiefs example, said I, laughing, we shall scarcely be in a fit state to hunt gorillas at the end of our journey; but now I come to think of it, the plan seems to me not a bad one. You know a great part of our journey now lies over a comparatively desert country, where we shall be none the worse of a ride now and then on ox-back to relieve our limbs. I think the proposal merits consideration.

Right, Ralph, said Jack. Go, Mak, and tell his majesty, or chieftainship, or his royal highness, with my compliments, that I am much obliged by the offer, and will consider it. Also give him this plug of tobacco; and see you dont curtail its dimensions before it leaves your hand, you rascal.

Our guide grinned as he left the hut to execute his mission, and we turned to converse on this new plan, which, the more we thought of it, seemed the more to grow in our estimation as most feasible.

Now, lads, leave me, said Jack, with a sigh, after we had chatted for more than an hour. If I am to go through all that our worthy host seems to have suffered, it behoves me to get my frame into a fit state to stand it. I shall therefore try to sleep.

So saying he turned round on his side, and we left him to his slumbers.

As it was still early in the afternoon, we two shouldered our rifles and strolled away into the woods, partly with the intention of taking a shot at anything that might chance to come in our way, but chiefly with the view of having a pleasant chat about our prospect of speedily reaching that goal of our ambition  the gorilla country.

It seems to me, observed Peterkin, as we walked side by side over an open grassy and flower-speckled plain that lay about a couple of miles distant from the village it seems to me that we shall never reach this far-famed country.

I have no doubt that we shall, said I; but tell me, Peterkin, do you really doubt the existence of the gorilla?

Well, since you do put it to me so very seriously, I can scarce tell what I believe. The fact is, that Im such a sceptical wretch by nature that I find it difficult to believe anything unless I see it.

I endeavoured to combat this very absurd state of mind in my companion by pointing out to him very clearly that if he were to act upon such a principle at all times, he would certainly disbelieve many of the commonest facts in nature, and give full credit, on the other hand, to the most outrageous absurdities.

For instance, said I, you would believe that every conjurer swallows fire, and smoke, and penknives, and rabbits, because you see him do it; and you would disbelieve the existence of the pyramids, because you dont happen to have seen them.

Ralph, said my companion seriously, dont go in too deep, else I shall be drowned!

I was about to make some reply, when my attention was attracted by a very singular appearance of moisture at the foot of a fig-tree under which we were passing. Going up to it I found that there was a small puddle of clear water near the trunk. This occasioned me much surprise, for no rain had fallen in that district since our arrival, and probably there had been none for a long period before that. The ground everywhere, except in the large rivers and water-courses, was quite dry, insomuch that, as I have said, this little solitary pool (which was not much larger than my hand) occasioned us much surprise.

How comes it there? said I.

Thats more than I can tell, replied Peterkin. Perhaps theres a small spring at the root of the tree.

Perhaps there is, said I, searching carefully round the spot in all directions; but I found nothing to indicate the presence of a spring  and, indeed, when I came to think of it, if there had been a spring there would also certainly have been a water-course leading from it. But such was not the case. Presently I observed a drop of water fall into the pool, and looking up, discovered that it fell from a cluster of insects that clung to a branch close over our heads.

I at once recognised this water-distilling insect as an old acquaintance. I had seen it before in England, although of a considerably smaller size than this African one. My companion also seemed to be acquainted with it, for he exclaimed  

Ho! I know the fellow. Hes what we used at home to call a frog-hopper after he got his wings, and a cuckoo-spit before that time; but these ones are six times the size of ours.

I was aware that there was some doubt among naturalists as to whence these insects procured the water they distilled. My own opinion, founded on observations made at this time, led me to think the greater part of the moisture is derived from the atmosphere, though, possibly, some of it may be procured by suction from the trees. I afterwards paid several visits to this tree, and found, by placing a vessel beneath them, that these insects distilled during a single night as much as three or four pints of water!

Turning from this interesting discovery, we were about to continue our walk, when we observed a buffalo bull feeding in the open plain, not more than five or six hundred yards off from us.

Ha! Ralph, my boy, cried Peterkin enthusiastically, here is metal more attractive! Follow me; we must make a détour in order to get to leeward of him.

We set off at a brisk pace, and I freely confess that, although the contemplation of the curious processes of the water-distilling insect afforded me deeper and more lasting enjoyment, the gush of excitement and eagerness that instantly followed the discovery of the wild buffalo bull enabled me thoroughly to understand the feeling that leads men  especially the less contemplative among them  infinitely to prefer the pleasures of the chase to the calmer joys attendant upon the study of natural history.

At a later period that evening I had a discussion with my companions on that subject, when I stood up for the pursuit of scientific knowledge as being truly elevating and noble, while the pursuit of game was, to say the least of it, a species of pleasure more suited to the tastes and condition of the savage than of the civilised man.

To this Peterkin replied  having made a preliminary statement to the effect that I was a humbug  that a mans pluck was brought out and his nerves improved by the noble art of hunting, which was beautifully scientific in its details, and which had the effect of causing a man to act like a man and look like a man  not like a woman or a nincompoop, as was too often the case with scientific men.

Hereupon Jack announced it as his opinion that we were both wrong and both right; which elicited a cry of Bravo! from Peterkin. For, said Jack, what would the naturalist do without the hunter? His museums would be almost empty and his knowledge would be extremely limited. On the other hand, if there were no naturalists, the hunter  instead of being the hero who dares every imaginable species of danger, in order to procure specimens and furnish information that will add to the sum of human knowledge  would degenerate into the mere butcher, who supplies himself and his men with meat; or into the semi-murderer, who delights in shedding the blood of inferior animals. The fact is, that the naturalist and the hunter are indispensably necessary to each other both are best, to use an old expression; and when both are combined in one, as in the case of the great American ornithologist Audubon, that is best of all.

Betterer than both, suggested Peterkin.

But to return from this digression.

In less than quarter of an hour we gained a position well to leeward of the buffalo, which grazed quietly near the edge of the bushes, little dreaming of the enemies who were so cautiously approaching to work its destruction.

Keep well in rear of me, Ralph, said Peterkin, as we halted behind a bush to examine our rifles. Ill creep as near to him as I can, and if by any chance I should not kill him at the first shot, do you run up and hand me your gun.

Without waiting for a reply, my companion threw himself on his breast, and began to creep over the plain like a snake in the grass. He did this so well and so patiently that he reached to within forty yards of the bull without being discovered. Then he ceased to advance, and I saw his head and shoulders slowly emerge from among the grass, and presently his rifle appeared, and was slowly levelled. It was one of our large-bore single-barrelled rifles.

He lay in this position for at least two minutes, which seemed to me a quarter of an hour, so eager was I to see the creature fall. Suddenly I heard a sharp snap or crack. The bull heard it too, for it raised its huge head with a start. The cap of Peterkins rifle had snapped, and I saw by his motions that he was endeavouring, with as little motion as possible, to replace it with another. But the bull caught sight of him, and uttering a terrific roar charged in an instant.

It is all very well for those who dwell at home in security to think they know what the charge of an infuriated buffalo bull is. Did they see it in reality, as I saw it at that time, tearing madly over the grass, foaming at the mouth, flashing at the eyes, tossing its tail, and bellowing hideously, they would have a very different idea from what they now have of the trials to which hunters nerves are frequently exposed.

Peterkin had not time to cap. He leaped up, turned round, and ran for the woods at the top of his speed; but the bull was upon him in an instant. Almost before I had time to realise what was occurring, I beheld my companion tossed high into the air. He turned a distinct somersault, and fell with a fearful crash into the centre of a small bush. I cannot recall my thoughts on witnessing this. I remember only experiencing a sharp pang of horror and feeling that Peterkin must certainly have been killed. But whatever my thoughts were they must have been rapid, for the time allowed me was short, as the bull turned sharp round after tossing Peterkin and rushed again towards the bush, evidently with the intention of completing the work of destruction.

Once again I experienced that strange and sudden change of feeling to which I have before referred. I felt a bounding sensation in my breast which tingled to my finger-ends. At the same time my head became clear and cool. I felt that Providence had placed the life of my friend in my hands. Darting forward in advance of the bush, I awaited the charge of the infuriated animal. On it came. I knew that I was not a sufficiently good shot to make sure of hitting it in the brain. I therefore allowed it to come within a yard of me, and then sprang lightly to one side. As it flew past, I never thought of taking aim or putting the piece to my shoulder, but I thrust the muzzle against its side and pulled both triggers at once.

From that moment consciousness forsook me, and I knew not what had occurred for some minutes after. The first object that met my confused vision when I again opened my eyes was Peterkin, who was seated close beside me on the body of the dead buffalo, examining some bloody scratches on the calf of his left leg. He had evidently been attempting to restore me to consciousness, for I observed that a wet handkerchief lay on my forehead. He muttered to himself as he examined his wounds  

This comes of not looking to ones caps. Humph! I do believe that every bone in my body is  ah! heres another cut, two inches at least, and into the bone of course, to judge from the flow of blood. I wonder how much blood I can afford to lose without being floored altogether. Such a country! I wonder how high I went. I felt as if Id got above the moon. Hollo, Ralph! better?

I sat up as he said this, and looked at him earnestly.

My dear Peterkin, then youre not killed after all.

Not quite, but pretty near. If it had not been for that friendly bush I should have fared worse. It broke my fall completely, and I really believe that my worst hurts are a few scratches. But how are you, Ralph? Yours was a much more severe case than mine. You should hold your gun tighter, man, when you fire without putting it to your shoulder.

How? why? what do you mean?

Simply this, that in consequence of your reckless manner of holding your rifle, it came back with such a slap on your chest that it floored you.

This, then, accounts for the pain I feel in it. But come, said I, rising and shaking my limbs to make sure that no bones were broken; we have reason to be very thankful we have escaped so easily. I made sure that you were killed when I saw you flying through the air.

I always had a species of cat-luck about me, replied Peterkin, with a smile. But now let us cut off a bit o this fellow to take back with us for Jacks supper.

With some difficulty we succeeded in cutting out the buffalos tongue by the root, and carried it back to the village, where, after displaying it as an evidence of our prowess, we had it cooked for supper.

The slight hurts that we had received at the time of this adventure were speedily cured, and about two weeks after that we were all well enough to resume our journey.




Chapter Ten.

Water Appreciated  Destructive Files, Etcetera.

Our first start from the village where we had been entertained so hospitably and so long was productive of much amusement to ourselves and to the natives.

We had determined to accept of three oxen from the chief, and to ride these when we felt fatigued; but we thought it best to let our native porters carry our baggage on their shoulders, as they had hitherto done.

When the animals were led up to our hut, we could not refrain from laughing. They were three sturdy-looking dark-skinned oxen, with wicked-looking black eyes and very long horns.

Now, Jack, do you get up first, said Peterkin, and show us what we are to expect.

Nay, lad; I am still entitled to be considered an invalid: so you must get up first, and not only so, but you must try them all, in order that I may be enabled to select the quietest.

Upon my word, you are becoming despotic in your sickness, and you forget that it is but a short time since I came down from a journey to the sky, and that my poor bones are still tender. But here goes. I was born to be victimised, so I submit to the decrees of Fate.

Peterkin went up to one of the oxen and attempted to mount it; but the animal made a demonstration of an intention to gore him, and obstinately objected to this.

Hold him tight, Mak, he cried, after several futile attempts to mount. I was always good at leap-frog when a schoolboy; see if I dont bring my powers into play now.

So saying, he went behind the ox, took a short race and sprang with the agility of a monkey over its tail on to its back! The ox began to kick and sidle and plunge heavily on receiving this unexpected load; but its rider held on well, until it took it into its head to dart under a neighbouring tree, the lower branches of which swept him off and caused him to fall with a heavy plump to the ground.

I told you so, he cried, rising with a rueful face, and rubbing himself as he limped forward. However, his pain was more than half affected, for the next minute he was on the back of another ox. This one also proved restive, but not so much so as the first. The third was a very quiet animal, so Jack appropriated it as his charger.

Having bade adieu to the chief and rubbed noses with him and with several of our friends in the village, we all three got upon our novel steeds and set forth. But we had not got away from the village more than a mile when the two restive oxen began to display a firm determination to get rid of their intolerable burden. Mine commenced to back and sidle, and Peterkins made occasional darts forward, and then stopping suddenly, refused to budge a step. We lost all patience at last, and belaboured them soundly with twigs, the effect of which was to make them advance rather slowly, and evidently under protest.

Look out for branches, cried Peterkin as we came up to a narrow belt of wood.

I had scarcely time to raise my head when I was swept off my seat and hurled to the ground by a large branch. Peterkins attention was drawn to me, and his ox, as if aware of the fact, seized the opportunity to swerve violently to one side, thereby throwing its rider off. Both animals gave a bellow, as of triumph, erected their tails, and ran away. They were soon recaptured, however, by our negroes; and mounting once more, we belaboured them well and continued our journey. In course of time they became more reconciled to their duties; but I cannot say that I ever came to enjoy such riding, and all of us ultimately agreed that it was a most undesirable thing to journey on ox-back.

Thus we commenced our journey over this desert or plain of Africa, and at the end of many weeks found ourselves approaching that part of the country near the equator in which the gorilla is said to dwell. On the way we had many adventures, some of an amusing, some of a dangerous character, and I made many additions to my collection of animals, besides making a number of valuable and interesting notes in my journal; but all this I am constrained to pass over, in order to introduce my reader to those regions in which some of our most wonderful adventures occurred.

One or two things, however, I must not omit to mention.

In passing over the desert we suffered much from want of water. Frequently the poor oxen had to travel two or three days without tasting a drop, and their distress was so great that we more than once thought of turning them adrift at the first good watering-place we should come to, and proceed, as formerly, on foot; for we had all recovered our wonted vigour, and were quite capable of standing the fatigues of the journey as well as our men. But several times we had found the country destitute of game, and were reduced to the point of starvation; so we continued to keep the oxen, lest we should require them for food.

On one occasion we were wending our way slowly along the bed of what in the rainy season would become a large river, but which was now so thoroughly dry that we could not find even a small pool in which the oxen might slake their thirst. They had been several days absolutely without a drop of water, while we were reduced to a mouthful or two per man in the day. As we could not exist much longer without the life-giving fluid, Jack dismounted, and placing the load of one of the men on the oxs back, sent him off in advance to look for water. We had that morning seen the footprints of several animals which are so fond of water that they are never found at any great distance from some spot where it may be found. We therefore felt certain of falling in with it ere long.

About two hours afterwards our negro returned, saying that he had discovered a pool of rain-water, and showing the marks of mud on his knees in confirmation of the truth of what he said.

Ask him if theres much of it, Mak, said Jack, as we crowded eagerly round the man.

Hims say there be great plenty ob it nuff to tumble in.

Gladdened by this news we hastened forward. The oxen seemed to have scented the water from afar, for they gradually became more animated, and quickened their pace of their own accord, until they at last broke into a run. Peterkin and I soon outstripped our party, and quite enjoyed the gallop.

There it is, cried my comrade joyfully, pointing to a gleaming pond in a hollow of the plain not two hundred yards off.

Hurrah! I shouted, unable to repress my delight at the sight.

The oxen rushed madly forward, and we found that they were away with us. No pulling at our rope-bridles had any effect on them. My companion, foreseeing what would happen, leaped nimbly off just as he reached the margin of the pond. I being unable to collect my thoughts for the emergency, held on. My steed rushed into the water up to the neck, and stumbling as he did so, threw me into the middle of the pond, out of which I scrambled amidst the laughter of the whole party, who came up almost as soon as the oxen, so eager were they to drink.

After appeasing our own thirst we stood looking at the oxen, and it really did our hearts good to see the poor thirsty creatures enjoy themselves so thoroughly. They stood sucking in the water as if they meant to drink up the whole pond, half shutting their eyes, which became mild and amiable in appearance under the influence of extreme satisfaction. Their sides, which had been for the last two days in a state of collapse, began to swell, and at last were distended to such an extent that they seemed as if ready to burst. In point of fact the creatures were actually as full as they could hold; and when at length they dragged themselves slowly, almost unwillingly, out of the pool, any sudden jerk or motion caused some of the water to run out of their mouths!

Some time after that we were compelled to part with our poor steeds, in consequence of their being bitten by an insect which caused their death.

This destructive fly, which is called tsetse, is a perfect scourge in some parts of Africa. Its bite is fatal to the horse, ox, and dog, yet, strange to say, it is not so to man or to wild animals. It is not much larger than the common house-fly, and sucks the blood in the same manner as the mosquito, by means of a proboscis with which it punctures the skin. When man is bitten by it, no more serious evil than slight itching of the part follows. When the ox is bitten no serious effect follows at first, but a few days afterwards a running takes place at the eyes and nose, swellings appear under the jaw and on other parts of the body, emaciation quickly follows, even although the animal may continue to graze, and after a long illness, sometimes of many weeks, it dies in a state of extreme exhaustion.

The tsetse inhabits certain localities in great numbers, while other places in the immediate neighbourhood are entirely free. Those natives, therefore, who have herds of cattle avoid the dangerous regions most carefully; yet, despite their utmost care, they sometimes come unexpectedly on the habitat of this poisonous fly, and lose the greater part of their cattle.

When our poor oxen were bitten and the fatal symptoms began to appear, we knew that their fate was sealed; so we conducted them into a pleasant valley on which we chanced to alight, where there was plenty of grass and water, and there we left them to die.

Another incident occurred to us in this part of our journey which is worthy of record.

One day Peterkin and I had started before our party with our rifles, and had gone a considerable distance in advance of them, when we unexpectedly came upon a band of natives who were travelling in an opposite direction. Before coming up with their main body, we met with one of their warriors, who came upon us suddenly in the midst of a wooded spot, and stood rooted to the earth with fear and amazement; at which, indeed, we were not much surprised, for as he had probably never seen white faces before, he must have naturally taken us for ghosts or phantoms of some sort.

He was armed with shield and spear, but his frame was paralysed with terror. He seemed to have no power to use his weapons. At first we also stood in silent wonder, and returned his stare with interest; but after a few seconds the comicality of the mans appearance tickled Peterkin so much that he burst into a fit of laughter, which had the effect of increasing the terror of the black warrior to such a degree that his teeth began to chatter in his head. He actually grew livid in the face. I never beheld a more ghastly countenance.

I say, Ralph, observed my companion, after recovering his composure, we must try to show this fellow that we dont mean him any harm, else hell die of sheer fright.

Before I could reply, or any steps could be taken towards this end, his party came up, and we suddenly found ourselves face to face with at least a hundred men, all of whom were armed with spears or bows and arrows. Behind them came a large troop of women and children. They were all nearly naked, and I observed that they were blacker in the skin than most of the negroes we had yet met with.

Heres a pretty mess, said Peterkin, looking at me.

What is to be done? said I.

If we were to fire at them, Id lay a bet theyd run away like the wind, replied my comrade; but I cant bear to think of shedding human blood if it can possibly be avoided.

While we spoke, the negroes, who stood about fifty yards distant from us, were consulting with each other in eager voices, but never for a moment taking their eyes off us.

What say you to fire over their heads? I suggested.

Ready, present, then, cried Peterkin, with a recklessness of manner that surprised me.

We threw forward our rifles, and discharged them simultaneously.

The effect was tremendous. The whole band  men, women, and children  uttered an overwhelming shriek, and turning round, fled in mad confusion from the spot. Some of the warriors turned, however, ere they had gone far, and sent a shower of spears at us, one of which went close past my cheek.

We have acted rashly, I fear, said I, as we each sought shelter behind a tree.

No doubt the savages construed this act of ours into an admission that we did not consider ourselves invulnerable, and plucked up courage accordingly, for they began again to advance towards us, though with hesitation. I now saw that we should be compelled to fight for our lives, and deeply regretted my folly in advising Peterkin to fire over their heads; but happily, before blood was drawn on either side, Makarooroo and Jack came running towards us. The former shouted an explanation of who and what we were to our late enemies, and in less than ten minutes we were mingling together in the most amicable manner.

We found that these poor creatures were starving, having failed to procure any provisions for some time past, and they were then on their way to another region in search of game. We gave them as much of our provisions as we could spare, besides a little tobacco, which afforded them inexpressible delight. Then rubbing noses with the chief, we parted and went on our respective ways.




Chapter Eleven.

How We Met With Our First Gorilla, And How We Served Him.

It never rains but it pours, is a true proverb. I have often noticed, in the course of my observations on sublunary affairs, that events seldom come singly. I have often gone out fishing for trout in the rivers of my native land, day after day, and caught nothing, while at other times I have, day after day, returned home with my basket full.

As it was in England, so I found it in Africa. For many days after our arrival in the gorilla country, we wandered about without seeing a single creature of any kind. Lions, we ascertained, were never found in those regions, and we were told that this was in consequence of their having been beaten off the field by gorillas. But at last, after we had all, severally and collectively, given way to despair, we came upon the tracks of a gorilla, and from that hour we were kept constantly on the qui vive, and in the course of the few weeks we spent in that part of the country, we bagged, as Peterkin expressed it, no end of gorillas  great and small, young and old.

I will never forget the powerful sensations of excitement and anxiety that filled our breasts when we came on the first gorilla footprint. We felt as no doubt Robinson Crusoe did when he discovered the footprint of a savage in the sand. Here at last was the indubitable evidence of the existence and presence of the terrible animal we had come so far to see. Here was the footstep of that creature about which we had heard so many wonderful stories, whose existence the civilised world had, up to within a very short time back, doubted exceedingly, and in regard to which, even now, we knew comparatively very little.

Makarooroo assured us that he had hunted this animal some years ago, and had seen one or two at a distance, though he had never killed one, and stated most emphatically that the footprint before us, which happened to be in a soft sandy spot, was undoubtedly caused by the foot of a gorilla.

Being satisfied on this head, we four sat down in a circle round the footprint to examine it, while our men stood round about us, looking on with deep interest expressed in their dark faces.

At last! said I, carefully brushing away some twigs that partly covered the impression.

Ay, at last! echoed Jack, while his eyes sparkled with enthusiasm.

Ay, observed Peterkin, and a pretty big last he must require, too. I shouldnt like to be his shoemaker. What a thumb, or a toe. One doesnt know very well which to call it.

I wonder if its old? said I.

As old as the hills, replied Peterkin; at least 50 I would judge from its size.

You mistake me. I mean that I wonder whether the footprint is old, or if it has been made recently.

Hims quite noo, interposed our guide.

How dye know, Mak?

Cause me see.

Ay; but what do you see that enables you to form such an opinion?

O Ralph, how can you expect a nigger to understand such a sentence as that? said Jack, as he turned to Mak and added, What do you see?

Me see one leetle stick brok in middel. If you look to him you see him white and clean. If hims was old, hims would be mark wid rain and dirt.

There! cried Peterkin, giving me a poke in the side, see what it is to be a minute student of the small things in nature. Make a note of it, Ralph.

I did make a note of it mentally on the spot, and then proposed that we should go in search of the gorilla without further delay.

We were in the midst of a dark gloomy wood in the neighbourhood of a range of mountains whose blue serrated peaks rose up into the clouds. Their sides were partly clothed with wood. We were travelling  not hunting  at the time we fell in with the track above referred to, so we immediately ordered the men to encamp where they were, while we should go after the gorilla, accompanied only by Mak, whose nerves we could depend on.

Shouldering our trusty rifles, and buckling tight the belts of our heavy hunting-knives, we sallied forth after the manner of American Indians, in single file, keeping, as may well be supposed, a sharp lookout as we went along. The fact was that long delay, frequent disappointment, and now the near prospect of success, conspired together to fill us with a species of nervous excitement that caused us to start at every sound.

The woods here were pretty thick, but they varied in their character so frequently that we were at one time pushing slowly among dense, almost impenetrable underwood, at another walking briskly over small plains which were covered in many places with large boulders. It was altogether a gloomy, savage-looking country, and seemed to me well suited to be the home of so dreadful an animal. There were few animals to be seen here. Even birds were scarce, and a few chattering monkeys were almost the only creatures that broke the monotonous silence and solitude around us.

What a dismal place! said Peterkin, in a low tone. I feel as if we had got to the fag-end of the world, as if we were about plunging into ancient chaos.

It is, indeed, I replied, a most dreary region. I think that the gorillas will not be disturbed by many hunters with white faces.

Theres no saying, interposed Jack. I should not wonder, now, if you, Ralph, were to go home and write a book detailing our adventures in these parts, that at least half the sportsmen of England would be in Africa next year, and the race of gorillas would probably become extinct.

If the sportsmen dont come out until I write a book about them, I fear the gorillas will remain undisturbed for all time to come.

At that time, reader, I was not aware of the extreme difficulty that travellers experience in resisting the urgent entreaties of admiring and too partial friends!

Presently we came to a part of the forest where the underwood became so dense that we could scarcely make our way through it at all, and here we began for the first time to have some clearer conception of the immense power of the creature we were in pursuit of; for in order to clear its way it had torn down great branches of the trees, and in one or two places had seized young trees as thick as a mans arm, and snapped them in two as one would snap a walking-cane.

Following the track with the utmost care for several miles, we at length came to a place where several huge rocks lay among the trees. Here, while we were walking along in silence, Makarooroo made a peculiar noise with his tongue, which we knew meant that he had discovered something worthy of special attention, so we came to an abrupt pause and looked at him.

What is it, Mak? inquired Jack.

The guide put his finger on his mouth to impose silence, and stood in a listening attitude with his eyes cast upon the ground, his nostrils distended, and every muscle of his dusky frame rigid, as if he were a statue of black marble. We also listened attentively, and presently heard a sound as of the breaking of twigs and branches.

Dat am be gorilla, said the guide, in a low whisper.

We exchanged looks of eager satisfaction.

How shall we proceed, Mak? inquired Jack.

We mus go bery slow, dis way, said the guide, imitating the process of walking with extreme caution. No break leetle stick. If you break leetle stick hims go right away.

Promising Mak that we would attend to his injunctions most carefully, we desired him to lead the way, and in a few minutes after came so near to where the sound of breaking sticks was going on that we all halted, fearing that we should scare the animal away before we could get a sight of it amongst the dense underwood.

What can he be doing? said I to the guide, as we stood looking at each other for a few seconds uncertain how to act.

Hims breakin down branches for git at hims feed, spose.

Do you see that? whispered Peterkin, as he pointed to an open space among the bushes. Isnt that a bit o the hairy brute?

It looks like it, replied Jack eagerly.

Cluck! ejaculated Makarooroo, making a peculiar noise with his tongue. Dat him. Blaze away!

But it may not be a mortal part, objected Peterkin. He might escape if only wounded.

Nebber fear. Hims come at us if hims be wound. Only we mus be ready for him.

All ready, said Jack, cocking both barrels of his rifle. Now, Peterkin, a good aim. If he comes here he shall get a quietus.

All this was said in the lowest possible whispers. Peterkin took a steady aim at the part of the creature that was visible, and fired.

I have gone through many wild adventures since then. I have heard the roar of the lion and the tiger in all circumstances, and the laugh of the hyena, besides many other hideous sounds, but I never in all my life listened to anything that in any degree approached in thundering ferocity the appalling roar that burst upon our ears immediately after that shot was fired. I can compare it to nothing, for nothing I ever heard was like it. If the reader can conceive a human fiend endued with a voice far louder than that of the lion, yet retaining a little of the intonation both of the mans voice and of what we should suppose a fiends voice to be, he may form some slight idea of what that roar was. It is impossible to describe it. Perhaps Maks expression in regard to it is the most emphatic and truthful: it was absolutely horriboble! Every one has heard a sturdy, well-grown little boy, when being thrashed, howling at the very top of his bent. If one can conceive of a full-grown male giant twenty feet high pouring forth his whole soul and voice with similarly unrestrained fervour, he may approximate to a notion of it.

And it was not uttered once or twice, but again and again, until the whole woods trembled with it, and we felt as if our ears could not endure more of it without the tympanums being burst.

For several moments we stood motionless with our guns ready, expecting an immediate attack, and gazing with awe, not unmingled  at least on my part  with fear, at the turmoil of leaves and twigs and broken branches that was going on round the spot where the monster had been wounded.

Come, cried Jack at length, losing patience and springing forward; if he wont attack us we must attack him.

We followed close on his heels, and next moment emerged upon a small and comparatively open space, in the midst of which we found the gorilla seated on the ground, tearing up the earth with its hands, grinning horribly and beating its chest, which sent forth a loud hollow sound as if it were a large drum. We saw at once that both its thighs had been broken by Peterkins shot.

Of all the hideous creatures I had ever seen or heard of, none came up in the least degree to this. Apart altogether from its gigantic size, this monster was calculated to strike terror into the hearts of beholders simply by the expression of its visage, which was quite satanic. I could scarcely persuade myself that I was awake. It seemed as if I were gazing on one of those hideous creatures one beholds when oppressed with nightmare.

But we had little time to indulge in contemplation, for the instant the brute beheld us it renewed its terrible roar, and attempted to spring up; but both its legs at once gave way, and it fell with a passionate growl, biting the earth, and twisting and tearing bunches of twigs and leaves in its fury. Suddenly it rushed upon us rapidly by means of its fore legs or arms.

Look out, Jack! we cried in alarm.

Jack stood like a rock and deliberately levelled his rifle. Even at this moment of intense excitement I could not help marvelling at the diminutive appearance of my friend when contrasted with the gorilla. In height, indeed, he was of course superior, and would have been so had the gorilla been able to stand erect, but his breadth of shoulder and chest, and his length and size of arm, were strikingly inferior. Just as the monster approached to within three yards of him, Jack sent a ball into its chest, and the king of the African woods fell dead at our feet!

It is impossible to convey in words an idea of the gush of mingled feelings that filled our breasts as we stood beside and gazed at the huge carcass of our victim. Pity at first predominated in my heart, then I felt like an accomplice to a murder, and then an exulting sensation of joy at having obtained a specimen of one of the rarest animals in the world overwhelmed every other feeling.

The size of this animal  and we measured him very carefully  was as follows:  

Height, 5 feet 6 inches; girth of the chest, 4 feet 2 inches; spread of its arms, 7 feet 2 inches. Perhaps the most extraordinary measurement was that of the great thumb of its hind foot, which was 5 and a half inches in circumference. When I looked at this and at the great bunches of hard muscles which composed its brawny chest and arms, I could almost believe in the stories told by the natives of the tremendous feats of strength performed by the gorilla. The body of this brute was covered with grey hair, but the chest was bare and covered with tough skin, and its face was intensely black. I shuddered as I looked upon it, for there was something terribly human-like about it, despite the brutishness of its aspect.

Now, Ill tell you what we shall do, said Jack, after we had completed our examination of the gorilla. We will encamp where we are for the night, and send Makarooroo back to bring our fellows up with the packs, so that you, Ralph, will be able to begin the work of skinning and cleaning the bones at once. What say you?

Agreed, with all my heart, I replied.

Well, then, observed Peterkin, here goes for a fire, to begin with, and then for victuals to continue with. By the way, what say you to a gorilla steak? Im told the niggers eat him.  Dont they, Mak?

Yis, massa, dey does. More dan dat, de niggers in dis part ob country eat mans.

Eat mans! echoed Peterkin in horror.

Yis, eat mans, and womins, an childerdens.

Oh, the brutes! But I dont believe you, Mak. What are the villains called?

Well, it not be easy for say what dem be called. Missnaries calls dem canibobbles.

Ho! shouted Peterkin, canibobbles? eh! well done. Mak, I must get you to write a new dictionary; I think it would pay!

It wont pay to go on talking like this, though, observed Jack. Come, hand me the axe. Ill fell this tree while you strike a light, Peterkin.  Be off with you, Mak.  As for Ralph, we must leave him to his note-book; I see there is no chance of getting him away from his beloved gorilla till he has torn its skin from its flesh, and its flesh from its bones.

Jack was right. I had now several long hours work before me, which I knew could not be delayed, and to which I applied myself forthwith most eagerly, while my comrades lit the fire and prepared the camp, and Makarooroo set off on his return journey to bring up the remainder of our party.

That night, while I sat by the light of the camp-fire toiling at my task, long after the others had retired to rest, I observed the features of Jack and Peterkin working convulsively, and their hands clutching nervously as they slept, and I smiled to think of the battles with gorillas which I felt assured they must be fighting, and the enormous bags they would be certain to tell of on returning from the realms of dreamland to the regions of reality.




Chapter Twelve.

Peterkins Schoolday Reminiscences.

The day following that on which we shot our first gorilla was a great and memorable day in our hunting career in Africa, for on that day we saw no fewer than ten gorillas: two females, seven young ones  one of which was a mere baby gorilla in its mothers arms  and a huge lone male, or bachelor gorilla, as Peterkin called him. And of these we killed four  three young ones, and the old bachelor. I am happy to add that I saved the lives of the infant gorilla and its mother, as I shall presently relate.

The portion of country through which we travelled this day was not so thickly wooded as that through which we had passed the day before, so that we advanced more easily, and enjoyed ourselves much as we went along. About the middle of the day we came to a spot where there were a number of wild vines, the leaves of which are much liked by the gorilla, so we kept a sharp lookout for tracks.

Soon we came upon several, as well as broken branches and twigs, in which were observed the marks of teeth, showing that our game had been there. But we passed from the wood where these signs were discovered, out upon an open plain of considerable extent. Here we paused, undecided as to whether we should proceed onward or remain there to hunt.

I vote for advancing, said Peterkin, for I observe that on the other side of this plain the wood seems very dense, and it is probable that we may find Mister Gorilla there.  What think you, Mak?

The guide nodded in reply.

I move, said Jack, that as the country just where we stand is well watered by this little brook, besides being picturesque and beautiful to look upon, we should encamp where we are, and leaving our men to guard the camp, cross this plain  we three take Mak along with us, and spend the remainder of the day in hunting.

I vote for the amendment, said I.

Then the amendment carries, cried Jack, for in all civilised societies most votes always carry; and although we happen to be in an uncivilised region of the earth, we must not forget that we are civilised hunters. The vote of two hunters ought certainly to override that of one hunter.

Peterkin demurred to this at once, on the ground that it was unfair.

How so? said I.

In the first place, replied he, looking uncommonly wise, and placing the point of his right finger in the palm of his left hand in the first place, I do not admit your premises, and therefore I object to your conclusion. I do not admit that in civilised societies most votes carry; on the contrary, it too frequently happens that, in civilised societies, motions are made, seconded, discussed, and carried without being put to the vote at all; often they are carried without being made, seconded, or discussed  as when a bottle-nosed old gentleman in office chooses to ignore the rights of men, and carry everything his own way. Neither do I admit that we three are civilised hunters; for although it is true that I am, it is well-known that you, Ralph, are a philosopher, and Jack is a gorilla. Therefore I object to your conclusion that your two votes should carry; for you cannot but admit that the vote of one hunter ought to override that of two such creatures, which would not be the case were there an equality existing between us.

Peterkin, said I, there is fallacy in your reasoning.

Can you show it? said he.

No; the web is too much ravelled to disentangle.

Not at all, cried Jack; I can unravel it in a minute, and settle the whole question by proving that there does exist an equality between us; for it is well-known, and generally admitted by all his friends, and must be acknowledged by himself, that Peterkin is an ass.

Even admitting that, rejoined Peterkin, it still remains to be proved that a philosopher, a gorilla, and an ass are equal. Of course I believe the latter to be superior to both the former animals; but in consideration of the lateness of the hour, and the able manner in which you have discussed this subject, I beg to withdraw my motion, and to state that I am ready to accompany you over the plain as soon as you please.

At this point our conversation was interrupted by the shriek of a small monkey, which had been sitting all the time among the branches of the tree beneath which we stood.

I declare it has been listening to us, cried Peterkin.

Yes, and is shouting in triumph at your defeat, added Jack.

As he spoke, Makarooroo fired, and the monkey fell to the ground almost at our feet.

Alas! it has paid a heavy price for its laugh, said Peterkin, in a tone of sadness.

The poor thing was mortally wounded; so much so that it could not even cry. It looked up with a very piteous expression in our faces. Placing its hand on its side, it coughed once or twice, then lying down on its back and stretching itself out quite straight, it closed its eyes and died.

I never could bear to shoot monkeys. There was something so terribly human-like in their sufferings, that I never could witness the death of one without feeling an almost irresistible inclination to weep. Sometimes, when short of provisions, I was compelled to shoot monkeys, but I did so as seldom as possible, and once I resolved to go supperless to bed rather than shoot one whose aspect was so sad and gentle that I had not the heart to kill it. My companions felt as I did in this matter, and we endeavoured to restrain Makarooroo as much as possible; but he could not understand our feelings, and when he got a chance of a shot, almost invariably forgot our injunctions to let monkeys alone unless we were absolutely ill off for food. To do him justice, however, I must add that we were at this particular time not overburdened with provisions, and the men were much pleased to have the prospect of a roast monkey for supper.

Having given our men a little tobacco, a gift which caused their black faces to beam with delight, we shouldered our rifles and set off across the plain towards the thick wood, which was not more than five miles distant, if so much.

It was a beautiful scene, this plain with its clumps of trees scattered over it like islands in a lake, and its profusion of wild flowers. The weather, too, was delightful  cooler than usual  and there was a freshness in the air which caused us to feel light of heart, while the comparative shortness of the grass enabled us to proceed on our way with light steps. As we walked along for some time in silence, I thought upon the goodness and the provident care of the Creator of our world; for during my brief sojourn in Africa I had observed many instances of the wonderful exactness with which things in nature were suited to the circumstances in which they were placed, and the bountiful provision that was made everywhere for man and beast. Yet I must confess I could not help wondering, and felt very much perplexed, when I thought of the beautiful scenes in the midst of which I moved being inhabited only by savage men, who seemed scarcely to appreciate the blessings by which they were surrounded, and who violated constantly all the laws of Him by whom they were created. My meditations were interrupted by Jack saying  

I cannot help wondering why that poor monkey kept so still all the time we were talking. One would think that it should have been frightened away just as we came under the tree.

I have no doubt, said I, that although of course it could not understand what we said, yet it was listening to us.

Im not so certain that it did not understand, observed Peterkin. You know that sailors believe that monkeys could speak if they chose, but they dont for fear that they should be made to work!

Well, whatever truth there may be in that, of this I am certain, they are the most deceptive creatures that exist.

I dont agree with you, rejoined Peterkin. Its my opinion that little boys are the greatest deceivers living.

What! all little boys! exclaimed Jack.

No, not all. I have not so bad an opinion of the race as that. Ive had a good deal to do with boys during my naval career, and among the middies of her Majestys navy I have met with as fine little chaps as one would wish to see  regular bricks, afraid of nothing (except of doing anything that would be thought sneaking or shabby), ready to dare anything  to attack a seventy-four single-handed in a punt or a bumboat if need be; nevertheless, Ive met boys, and a good many of them too, who would beat all the monkeys in Africa at sneaking and deceiving. I remember one rascal, who went to the same school with me, who was a wonderfully plausible deceiver. I cant help laughing yet when I think of the curious way he took to free himself of the restraint of school.

How was it? cried Jack; tell us about it  do.

Well, you must know, began Peterkin, that this boy was what Jack tars would call a great, stupid, lubberly fellow. He was a very fair-haired, white eyelashed sort of chap, that seemed to grow at such a rate that he was always too big for his clothes, and showed an unusual amount of wrist and ankle even for a boy. Most people who met him thought him a very stupid boy at first; but those who came to know him well found that he was rather a sharp, clever fellow, but a remarkably shy dog. We called him Doddle.

His mother was a widow, and he was an only son, and had been spoiled, of course, so that he was not put to school till he was nearly twelve years of age. He had been at several schools before coming to ours, but had been deemed by each successive schoolmaster a hopeless imbecile. And he was so mischievous that they advised his poor mother to take him away and try if she could not instil a little knowledge into him herself. The old lady was a meek, simple body, and quite as stupid as her hopeful son appeared to be. Hearing that our master was a sharp fellow, and somewhat noted as a good manager of obstreperous boys, she brought him to our school as a last resource, and having introduced him to the master, went her way.

It was near the end of play-hour when she brought him, so he was turned out into the playground, and stood there looking like a mongrel cur turned unexpectedly into a kennel of pointers.

Well, Doddle, said one of the sixth-form boys, going up to him and addressing him for the first time by the name which stuck to him ever after, where did you grow; and who cut you down and tossed you in here?

Eh? said Doddle, looking sheepish.

Whats your name, man, and where did you come from, and how old are you, and how far can you jump without a race? and in fact I want to know all about you.

My names Tommy Thompson, replied the boy, and I

At that moment the bell rang, and the remainder of his sentence was drowned in the rush of the rest of us to the classroom.

When all was quiet the master called Doddle up, and said, Well, Thompson, my boy, your mother tells me you have learned a little grammar and a little arithmetic. I hope that we shall instil into you a good deal of those branches of learning, and of many others besides, ere long. Let me hear what you can do.

I can play hockey and dumps, began Doddle, in a sing-song tone, and with the most uncommonly innocent expression of visage; an I can

Stay, boy, interrupted the master, smiling; I do not want to know what you can play at. Keep silence until I put a few questions to you. What is English grammar?

Eh?

Dont say Eh! When you fail to understand me, say Sir? interrogatively. What is English grammar?

Its a book.

The master looked over the top of his spectacles at Doddle in surprise.

English grammar, said he, slowly, and with a slight touch of sternness, is indeed contained in a book; but I wish to know what it teaches.

Eh?  a  I mean sir interrogatively.

What does English grammar teach, boy? cried the master angrily.

Doddle laid hold of his chin with his right hand, and looked down at the floor with an air of profound thought, saying slowly, in an undertone to himself, What  does  English  grammar  teach  teach  grammar  teach? It  teaches  a  I dont know what it teaches. Perhaps you can tell me, sir?

He looked up, and uttered the last sentence with such an air of blank humility that we all had to cram our pocket handkerchiefs into our mouths to prevent a universal explosion. The master looked over his spectacles again at Doddle with an expression of unutterable amazement. We looked on with breathless interest, not unmingled with awe, for we expected some awful outbreak on the part of the master, who seemed quite unable to make up his mind what to do or say, but continued to stare for nearly a minute at the boy, who replied to the stare with a humble, idiotic smile.

Suddenly the master said sharply, How much are seven times nine?

Five hundred and forty-two and a half, answered Doddle, without a moments hesitation.

The master did not look surprised this time, but he took Doddle by the shoulder, and drawing him towards his chair, looked earnestly into his face. Then he said quietly, That will do, Thompson; go to your seat.

This was all that occurred at that time. During a whole week the master tried by every means to get Doddle to learn something; but Doddle could learn nothing. Yet he seemed to try. He pored over his book, and muttered with his lips, and sometimes looked anxiously up at the ceiling, with an expression of agony on his face that seemed to indicate a tremendous mental effort. Every species of inducement was tried, and occasionally punishment was resorted to. He was kept in at play-hours, and put in a corner during school-hours; and once, the master having lost patience with him, he was flogged. But it was all one to Doddle. All the methods tried proved utterly unavailing. He could not be got to acquire a single lesson, and often gave such remarkable answers that we all believed him to be mad.

On the Monday forenoon of his second week at the school, the master called him up again for examination.

Now, Thompson, he began, you have been a long time over that lesson; let us see how much of it you have learned. What is etymology?

Etymology, answered Doddle, is  is  an irregular pronoun.

Boy! cried the master sternly.

Please, sir, pleaded Doddle, with deprecatory air, I  I suppose I was thinkin o one o the other mologies, not the etty one.

Ha! ejaculated the master; well, tell me, how many parts of speech are there?

Nineteen, answered the boy, quite confidently.

Oh! exclaimed the master, with a good deal of sarcasm in his tone; pray, name them.

In a very sing-song voice, and with an air of anxious simplicity, Doddle began, Article, noun, adjective, pronoun, verb, adverb, preposition, conjunction, interjection, outerjection, beginning with ies in the plural  as, baby, babies; lady, ladies; hady, hadies. Please, sir, isnt that last one a bad word?

The boy is a lunatic! muttered the master.

The boys in the class were far past laughing now; we were absolutely stunned. The master seemed perplexed, for Doddle was gazing at him with a look of mild self-satisfaction.

I say, Peterkin, whispered the boy next to me, as sure as youre alive that boys shamming stupid.

Presently the master, who had been turning over the leaves of the grammar in a way that showed he was not conscious of what he was about, looked up, and said abruptly, What is a proper noun?

A well-behaved one, replied Doddle.

At this the whole school tittered violently.

Silence, boys, cried the master, in a tone that produced the desired effect so thoroughly that you might have heard a pin drop. Then laying his hand on Doddles shoulder, he looked him full in the face, and said solemnly, Thompson, I have found you out. Go, sir, to your seat, and remain behind when the other boys go to the playground.

We observed that Doddle grew very red in the face as he came back to his seat, and during the rest of the hour he never once looked up.

During the whole of the play-hour the master and he remained shut up together in the schoolroom. We never discovered what took place there between them, for neither threats nor coaxing could induce Doddle afterwards to speak on the subject; but from that day forward he was a changed boy. He not only learned his lessons, but he learned them well, and in the course of time became one of the best scholars in the school; so that although he never would admit it, we all came to the conclusion he had been shamming stupid  attempting to deceive the master into the belief that he was incurable, and thus manage to get rid of lessons and school altogether.

A most remarkable boy, observed Jack when Peterkin concluded. Certainly he beat the monkeys hollow.

I wonder, said I, what the master said or did to him that wrought such a mighty change.

Dont know, replied Peterkin; I suppose he told him that now he had found him out, he would flay him alive if he didnt give in, or something of that sort.

We had now entered the dark forest that edged the plain over which we had been walking, and further conversation on this subject was stopped, and the subject itself banished utterly from our minds by the loud, startling cry of a gorilla at no great distance from us.

Hist! thats him, whispered Peterkin.

Instantly throwing our rifles into a position of readiness we pushed rapidly through the underwood in the direction whence the cry had come.




Chapter Thirteen.

We get into The Thick of it  Great Success.

In a few minutes we came upon a female gorilla, which, all unconscious of our approach, was sitting at the foot of a vine, eating the leaves. There were four young ones beside her, engaged in the same occupation. In order to approach within shot of these, we had to creep on all fours through the brushwood with the greatest caution; for gorillas are sharp-sighted, and they have a remarkably acute sense of hearing, so that sometimes the breaking of a dry twig under ones foot is sufficient to alarm them.

We did not venture to speak even in whispers as we advanced; but by a sign Jack told Peterkin to take the lead. Jack himself followed. Makarooroo went next, and I brought up the rear.

In all our hunting expeditions we usually maintained this arrangement, where it was necessary. Peterkin was assigned the post of honour, because he was the best shot; Jack, being next best, came second; and I came last, not because our guide was a better shot than I, but because he was apt to get excited and to act rashly, so that he required looking after. I was at all times ready to lay hold of him by the hair of his woolly head, which, as he was nearly naked, was the only part of him that one could grasp with any degree of firmness.

After creeping in this manner for some distance, we got within range. Peterkin and Jack took aim and fired together. The old gorilla and one of the young ones fell instantly, and from their not struggling it was evident that they were shot quite dead. The guide and I fired immediately after, but only the one that I fired at fell. The other two ran off as fast as they could. Sometimes they ran on all fours; and I observed that while running in this fashion the hind legs passed between the arms, or, as it were, overstepped them. Occasionally, however, they rose and ran on their hind legs, in a stooping position.

When they did this I was particularly struck with their grotesque yet strong resemblance to man, and I do not think that I could at that time have prevailed upon myself to fire at them. I should have felt like a murderer. In truth, my thoughts and sensations just then were anything but agreeable. Nevertheless I was so excited by the chase that I am quite certain no one, to look at me, could have guessed what was passing in my mind.

We ran as rapidly as was possible in such a tangled forest, but we had no chance with the young gorillas. Peterkin at last ran himself out of breath. Stopping suddenly, he said, pantingly  

Its  o  no use whatever. Ho! dear me, my bellows are about exploded.

Weve no chance in a race with these hairy men, responded Jack, as he wiped the perspiration from his forehead. Why did you miss, Mak?

Cause me no could hit, spose, massa.

Very justly and modestly said, remarked Peterkin, with an approving nod. Tis a pity that men are not more generally animated with your spirit, Mak. Most people, when they do wrong or make a mistake, are too apt to try to excuse themselves.

Yes, I added, with a laugh; particularly when they blow the tails out of ostriches.

Peterkin shook his head, and said solemnly, Ralph, my boy, dont take to joking. It dont agree with your constitution. Youll get ill if you do; and we cant afford to have you laid up on our hands in these out-o-the-way regions.

Come, now, let us back to the gorillas and secure them, lest their comrades carry them away, said Jack, turning to retrace our steps.

I was anxious to shoot as many gorillas as possible, in order that I might study the peculiarities of, and differences existing between, the different species  if there should be such  and between various individuals of the same species in all stages of development. I had made an elaborate examination of our first gorilla, and had taken copious notes in regard to it. Being desirous of doing the same as far as possible with the female and the two young ones we had just killed, I hastened back with my companions, and we fastened them securely among the branches of a conspicuous tree, intending to send out some of our men for them on our return to camp.

After this we resumed our search for more, but wandered about for several hours without meeting with any, although we observed recently-made footprints in abundance. We went as nearly as possible in a direction parallel to our camp, so that although we walked far we did not increase our distance from it to any great extent.

Presently Makarooroo made a peculiar cluck with his tongue, and we all came to an abrupt stand.

What ist, Mak?

The negro did not speak, but pointed eagerly in front of him, while the whites of his eyes seemed to sparkle with animation, and raised his gun to shoot.

We came up at the moment, and through an opening in the bushes saw what he was about to fire at. It was a female gorilla, with a baby gorilla in her arms. Fierce and hairy though she was, there was a certain air of tenderness about this mother, as she stroked and pawed her little one, that went straight to my heart, and caused me almost involuntarily to raise my arm and strike up the muzzle of Makarooroos gun, at the moment he pulled the trigger. The consequence of this act was that the ball passed close over their heads. The report of the piece was instantly followed by a roar of consternation, mingled with rage, from the mother, and a shriek of terror from the baby, which again was immediately followed by a burst of laughter from us, as we beheld the little baby clasp its arms tightly round its mother, while she scampered wildly away from us.

Mak looked at me in amazement.

What for you be do dat, massa?

To prevent you from committing murder, you rascal, said I, laughing. Have you no feelings of natural pity or tenderness, that you could coolly aim at such a loving pair as that?

The guide seemed a little put out by this remark, and went on reloading his gun without making reply. He had received enough of moral education at the mission stations to appreciate to some extent the feelings by which I was actuated; yet he had been so long accustomed and so early inured to harsh, unfeeling deeds, that the only idea that probably occurred to him on seeing this mother and her baby was, how near he could get to them in order to make sure of his aim.

Ah! Ralph, said Jack, as we resumed our march, youre too tender-hearted, my boy, for a hunter in Africa. There youve lost a chance of getting a gorilla baby, which you have been desiring so much the last few days, and which you might have stuck in a bottle of spirits, and sent home to be held up to universal admiration in Piccadilly, who knows.

Ay, who knows? echoed Peterkin. I think it more probable, however, that it would be held up to universal ridicule. Besides, you forget that we have no spirits to preserve it in, except our own, which I admit are pretty high  a good deal overproof, considering the circumstances in which we are placed, and the unheard-of trials we have to endure. Im sure I dont know what ever induced me to come, as a Scotch cousin of mine once said, so far frae my ain fireside to endure trials. I do believe Ive had more trials since I came to this outrageous land than all the criminals of the last century in England put together have had.

Peterkin, said I seriously, trials are a decided benefit and blessing to mankind

Oh, of course, interrupted Peterkin; but then, as you have often retorted upon me that I am of the monkey kind, I think that I could get on pretty well without them.

My opinion is that they are good both for man and monkey, said Jack. Just consider, now: it must have been a terrible trial for yon gorilla-mamma to hear a bullet pass within an inch of her head, and have her sweet little darling frightened almost out of its wits. Well, but just think of the state of satisfaction and rejoicing that she must be in now at having escaped. Had it not been for that trial she would now have been in her ordinary humdrum condition. I quite agree with Ralph that trials are really a blessing to us.

I declare it is quite refreshing to hear that you agree with anybody, Jack, rejoined Peterkin, in a tone of sarcasm. Perhaps Mr Rover will kindly enlarge on this most interesting subject, and give us the benefit of his wisdom.  And, Mak, you lump of ebony, do you keep a sharp lookout for gorillas in the meantime.

The guide, whose appreciation of fun was very considerable, said, Yis, massa, grinned from ear to ear, in doing which he displayed a double row of tremendous white teeth, and pretended to be gazing earnestly among the bushes on either side in search of game, as he followed us. The moment we began to talk, however, I observed that he came close up behind, and listened with all his ears. If eager expansion indicates anything, I may add that he listened with all his eyes too!

I shall have much pleasure in obliging you, Peterkin, said I, with a smile. And in the first place

O Ralph, I entreat you, interrupted Peterkin, do not begin with a first place. When men begin a discourse with that, however many intermediate places they may have to roam about in and enlarge on, they never have a place of any kind to terminate in, but go skimming along with a couple of dozen lastlies, like a stone thrown over the surface of a pond, which, after the first two or three big and promising bounds, spends itself in an endless succession of twittering ripples, and finally sinks, somehow or nohow, into oblivion.

Ahem! Shakespeare? said Jack.

Not at all, retorted Peterkin. If anybody gave utterance to the sentiment before, it was Shelley, and he must have been on the sea-shore at the time with a crotchet, if not a crab, inside of him.  But pray go on, Ralph.

Well, then, in the first place, I repeated with emphasis, whereat Peterkin sighed, trials, when endured in a proper spirit, improve our moral nature and strengthen our hearts; the result of which is, that we are incited to more vigorous mental, and, by consequence, physical exertion, so that our nervous system is strengthened and our muscular powers are increased.

Very well put, indeed, cried Peterkin. Now, Ralph, try to forget your secondly, omit your thirdly, throw your fourthly to the winds, and let your first place be your last place, and Ill give you credit for being a wise and effective speaker.

I gave in to my volatile friend at that time, as I saw that he would not allow me to go on, and, to say truth, I thought that I had exhausted my subject. But, after all, Peterkin did not require to be incited either to good thoughts or good actions. With all his exuberant fun and jocularity, he was at bottom one of the most earnest and attached friends I ever possessed. I have lived to know that his superficial lightness of character overlaid as deeply earnest and sympathetic a spirit as ever existed.

While we were thus conversing and wandering through the forest, we again came upon the fresh tracks of a gorilla, and from their great size we conjectured them to be those of a solitary male. It is a remarkable fact that among several of the lower animals we find specimens of that unnatural class of creatures which among men are termed old bachelors! Among the gorillas these solitaires are usually very large, remarkably fierce, uncommonly ugly, desperately vindictive, and peculiarly courageous; so much so that the natives hold them in special dread. It is of these wild men of the woods that their most remarkable and incredible stories are related.

I dont think its a gorilla at all, said Jack, stooping down to examine the footprints, which in that place were not very distinct; I think an elephant or a rhinoceros must have passed this way.

No, massa, thems not deep nuff for dat. Hims be a gorilla  a bery big one, too.

Dont let us talk then, lest we should scare it, whispered Peterkin. Lead the way, Mak; and mind, when we come close enough, move your great carcass out of the way and let me to the front.

No, no, lad, said Jack. Fair play. Its my turn now.

So be it, my boy. But get on.

The tracks led us a considerable distance deeper into the wood, where the trees became so thick that only a species of twilight penetrated through them. To add to our discomfort, the light, we knew, would soon fail us altogether, as evening was drawing on apace, so we quickened our pace to a smart run.

We had not proceeded far when we were brought to a sudden standstill by one of those awfully loud and savage roars which we at once recognised as being that of a gorilla. It sounded like what we might term barking thunder, and from its intensity we were assured that our conjectures as to the creature being a solitary male gorilla were correct.

Dat him, massas! cried our guide quickly, at the same time cocking both barrels of his rifle. Look hout! we no hab go after him no more. Hims come to fight us. Most always doos dot  de big ole gorilla.

We saw from the deeply earnest expression of the negros countenance that he felt himself now to be in a very serious position, which would demand all his nerve and coolness.

Again the roar was repeated with terrible loudness and ferocity, and we heard something like the beating of a huge bass drum, mingled with the cracking of branches, as though some heavy creature were forcing its way through the underwood towards us.

We were all much impressed with this beating sound, and, as is often the case when men are startled by sounds which they cannot account for, we were more filled with the dread of this incomprehensible sound than of the gorilla which we knew was approaching us. We might, indeed, have asked an explanation from Makarooroo, but we were all too much excited and anxious just then to speak.

We drew together in a group.

Jack, who stood a little in front of us, having claimed the first shot, was whispering something about its being a pity there was so little light, when his voice was drowned by a repetition of the roar, so appalling that we each started, feeling as though it had been uttered close to our ears. Next instant the bushes in front of us were torn aside, and the most horrible monster I ever saw, or hope to set eyes on, stood before us.

He was evidently one of the largest-sized gorillas. In the gloom of the forest he appeared to us to be above six feet high. His jet-black visage was working with an expression of rage that was fearfully satanic. His eyes glared horribly. The tuft of hair on the top of his head rose and fell with the working of his low wrinkled forehead in a manner that peculiarly enhanced the ferocity of his expression. His great hairy body seemed much too large for his misshapen legs, and his enormous arms much too long for the body. It was with the fists at the ends of those muscular arms that he beat upon his bulky chest, and produced the unaccountable sounds above referred to. As he stood there uttering roar upon roar  apparently with the view of screwing up his courage to attack us  displaying his great canine teeth, and advancing slowly, step by step, I felt a mingling of powerful emotions such as I had never felt before in all my life, and such as cannot by any possibility be adequately described.

I felt quite self-possessed, however, and stood beside my comrades with my rifle ready and my finger on the trigger.

Now! whispered Peterkin. But Jack did not move.

Now! said he again, more anxiously, as the immense brute advanced, beating its chest and roaring, to within eight yards of us. Still Jack did not move, and I observed that it was as much as Peterkin could do to restrain himself.

As it took the next step, and appeared about to spring, Jack pulled the trigger. The cap alone exploded! Like a flash of light the other trigger was pulled; it also failed! some moisture must have got into the nipples in loading. Almost as quick as thought Jack hurled his piece at the brute with a force that seemed to me irresistible. The butt struck it full in the chest, but the rifle was instantly caught in its iron gripe. At that moment Peterkin fired, and the gorilla dropped like a stone, uttering a heavy groan as it fell prone with its face to the earth  not, however, before it had broken Jacks rifle across, and twisted the barrel as if it had been merely a piece of wire!

That was a narrow escape, Jack, said I seriously, after we had recovered from the state of agitation into which this scene had thrown us.

Indeed it was; and thanks to Peterkins ever-ready rifle that it was an escape at all. What a monstrous brute!

Much bigger than the first one, said Peterkin. Where is your measure, Ralph? Out with it.

I pulled out my measure, and applying it to the prostrate carcass, found that the gorilla we had now shot was five feet eight inches in height, and proportionately large round the chest. It seemed to be a mass of sinews and hard muscles, and as I gazed at its massive limbs I could well imagine that it had strength sufficient to perform many, at least, if not all of the wonderful feats ascribed to it by the natives.

Shortly after the death of the gorilla, night settled down upon the scene, so we hurried back towards our camp, where we arrived much exhausted, yet greatly elated, by our successful days sport.

I spent a great part of that night making entries in my note-book, by the light of our camp-fires, while my companions slept. And, truly, I enjoyed such quiet hours after days of so great mental and physical excitement. I observed, also, that the negroes enjoyed those seasons exceedingly. They sat round the blaze, talking and laughing, and recounting, I have no doubt, their feats of daring by flood and field; then, when they began to grow sleepy, they sat there swaying to and fro, making an occasional remark, until they became too sleepy even for that, when they began to nod and wink and start, and almost fell into the fire, so unwilling did they seem to tear themselves away from it, even for the distance of the few feet they required to draw back in order to enable them to lie down. At last nature could hold out no longer, and one by one they dropped back in their places.

I, too, began to nod at last, and to make entries in my note-book which were too disjointed at last to be comprehensible; so I finally resigned myself to repose, and to dream, as a matter of course.




Chapter Fourteen.

Our Plans are Suddenly Altered  Wicked Designs Discovered.

For several weeks after this we wandered about in the woods searching for gorillas. We were very successful, and shot so many that I had the satisfaction of making elaborate notes of specimens of nearly all ages and kinds.

But an event was looming in the future which we little thought of, and which ultimately compelled us to abandon the gorilla country and retrace our steps towards the southern part of the continent.

One day we set out, as was our wont, to hunt for gorillas, accompanied only by our faithful follower Makarooroo. It chanced to be a lovely day, and the country through which we were passing was exceedingly beautiful, so that we found more pleasure at that time in conversing together on the beauties of nature and on the wonderful works of natures God than in contemplating our chances of falling in with game.

Its a splendid country, said Jack, as we walked along under the shade of some magnificent ebony trees. I wish that it were inhabited by a Christian people. Perhaps this may be the case one of these days, but I dont think we shall live to see it.

Theres no saying, Jack, observed Peterkin. Does not the Bible speak of a nation being born in a day? Of course that must be figurative language; nevertheless it must mean something, and I incline to think that it means that there shall be a time when men shall flock rapidly, and in unusually great numbers, to the Saviour.

It may be so, observed I, but I have made up my mind on this point, that Christian people are not sufficiently awake to the terrible condition of the natives of countries such as this, or to the fact that they have much in their power to do for the amelioration of both their temporal and spiritual welfare. I, for one, will, if spared to return home, contribute more largely than I have been wont to do to the cause of missions.

Talking of that, said Peterkin, do you think it right to support the missions of other churches besides your own?

Do I think it right? I exclaimed in surprise. Of course I do. I think it one of the greatest evils that can befall a Christian, that he should become so narrow-minded as to give only to his own church, and think only of his own churchs missions. Why, surely a soul saved, if a matter of rejoicing in heaven, ought to be a matter of joy on earth, without reference to the particular church which was the instrument used by the Holy Spirit for that end. I feel very strongly that all Christians who love our Saviour with deep sincerity must of necessity have a warm feeling towards His people in all churches. At any rate we ought to cultivate such a feeling.

Who can these be? cried Jack, stopping and pointing to some figures that appeared to be approaching us in the distance.

They are negroes, at any rate, said I; for they seem to be black, and are evidently naked.

Warriors, too, if I mistake not. They have not yet observed us. Shall we hide and let them pass?

Jack hesitated a moment, then leaping behind a bush, cried  

Ay, tis well to be cautious when nothing is to be gained by daring. These fellows outnumber us, and war-parties are not to be trusted  at least not if these of Africa resemble those of North America.

Hollo! theres a white man with them, cried Peterkin, as he peeped over the bushes behind which we were hid.

You dont say so, eh? So there is. Come; we have nothing to fear from the party of a traveller.  What, Mak, you shake your head! What mean you?

Makarooroo increased the shaking of his head, and said, Me no know dat, massa. Praps hab more to fear dan you tink.

Oh, stuff! come along. Why, Mak, it seems as if gorilla-hunting had failed to improve your courage.

As Jack said this he stepped out from among the bushes and advanced to meet the strangers. Of course we all followed, and although we carried our rifles in a careless manner, as if we expected no evil, yet we held ourselves in readiness to take instant action if necessary.

The moment the negroes perceived us, they set up a great shout and brandished their spears and guns, but the voice of their leader was instantly heard commanding them to halt. They obeyed at once, and the European stranger advanced alone to meet us. As he drew near we observed that he was a splendid-looking man, nearly as large as Jack himself, with a handsome figure and a free, off-hand gait. But on coming closer we saw that his countenance, though handsome, wore a forbidding, stern expression.

Dat am a slabe-dealer, whispered our guide, as the stranger came up and saluted us in French.

Jack replied in the same language; but on learning that we were Englishmen, he began to talk in our own tongue, although he evidently understood very little of it.

Do you travel alone with the natives? inquired Jack, after a few preliminary remarks.

Yaas, sair, I doos, replied the stranger, who was a Portuguese trader, according to his own account.

You seem to carry little or no merchandise with you, said Jack, glancing towards the party of natives, who stood at some distance looking at us and conversing together eagerly.

I has none wis me, true, bot I has moche not ver far off. I bees go just now to seek for ivory, and ebony, and sla  wat you call him? barwood.

The man corrected himself quickly, but the slip confirmed Makarooroos remark and our own suspicions that he was a slave-dealer.

De day is far gone, he continued, putting as amiable a smile on his countenance as possible; perhaps you vill stop and we have dine togedder.

Although we did not much like the appearance of our new friend or his party, we felt that it would be uncourteous in so wild a country, where we had so few chances of meeting with white faces, to refuse, so we agreed. A camp-fire was speedily kindled, and the two parties mingled together, and sat down amicably to discuss roast monkey and venison steaks together.

During the course of the meal the Portuguese trader became so communicative and agreeable that we all began to think we had judged him harshly. We observed, too, that Makarooroo and the negroes had fraternised heartily, and our guide was singing and laughing, and making himself agreeable at a very uncommon rate, so much so as to call forth our surprise.

Mak seems to be mad to-day, observed Peterkin, as one of our guides jovial laughs rang through the wood and was echoed by his new acquaintances.

Bees him not always so? inquired the Portuguese.

Hes always hearty enough, replied Jack, but I must confess I never saw him in such high spirits as he seems to be in just now. It must be the effect of meeting with new faces, I suppose.

Ah! spose so, remarked the trader.

I was struck with the manner in which this was said. There was a tone of affected indifference, such as one assumes when making a passing remark, but at the same time a dark frown rested for one moment on his brow, and he cast a piercing vindictive glance at our guide. Next moment he was smiling blandly and making some humorous remark to Peterkin.

I looked at my companions, but they had evidently not observed this little piece of by-play. It seemed to me so unaccountable, considering that the two men had never met before, that I resolved to watch them. I soon observed that Makarooroos mirth was forced, that he was in fact acting a part, and I noticed once or twice that he also cast an occasional stealthy and piercing glance at the Portuguese. It afterwards turned out that both men had been acting the same part, and that each had suspected what the other was doing.

When our meal was concluded we prepared to resume our separate routes.

I goes to de west, observed the Portuguese, in a casual way, as he buckled on the belt that supported his hunting-knife.

Indeed! I had understood you to say that you were going south.

No; you not have onderstand me. I goes to de west, ver long way.

Then, sir, I wish you a safe and pleasant journey, said Jack, lifting his cap.

De same to you, sairs, an goot plenty of gorillas to you. Farder nord dey be more plenty. Adieu!

We took off our caps to each other, and saying farewell, we turned away, and soon lost sight of the party.

Ho! de yaller-faced villain, exclaimed Makarooroo between his clinched teeth, after we were out of earshot.

Why, whats wrong, Mak? inquired Peterkin, in great surprise.

Ho! noting porteekler, replied the guide, with an air and tone of sarcasm that quite amused us. Hims not go sout, ho no! hims go west, ho yis! Hims advise us to go nort, ho dear! dat bery clibber, bery mush clibber; but we is clibberer, we is, ho! ho! ho!

Our worthy guide looked so terribly fierce as he uttered this fiendish laugh, that we all came to a stand and gazed at him in surprise; we fancied that something must have deranged his mind.

Mak, said Peterkin, you are mad. What mean you by such grimaces?

Pursing his lips tightly, and looking at each of us for a few moments in silence, he finally crossed his arms on his chest, and turning eagerly to Jack, said with extreme volubility  

Dat rascal! dat tief! Hims no trader, hims slabe-dealer; hims no go west, hims go south; an wat for hims go? Wat for hims carry guns so many, eh? Hims go (here the guide dropped his voice into a whisper of intense bitterness) hims go for attack village an take all peepils away for be slabes. No pay for em  tief!  take dem by force.

Why, how did you come to know all this, said Jack, or rather to suspect it? for you cannot be sure that you are right.

Wat, no can be sure me right? ho, yis, me sartin sure. Me bery clibber. Stop, now. Did him  dat tief!  speak bery mush?

Certainly he did, a good deal.

Yis, ho! An did him make you speak bery mush?

I rather think he did, replied Peterkin, laughing at our guides eagerness.

Yis, ho! hims did. An did him ax you plenty question, all bout where you go, an where you come from, an de way back to village where we be come from? An did hims say, when him find you was come from sout, dat hims was go west, though before dat hims hab say dat hims be go sout, eh?

Certainly, said Jack, with a thoughtful look, he did say all that, and a great deal more to that effect.

Yis, ho! hims did. Me know bery well. Me see him. An me also dood to de niggers what hims do to you. Me talk an laugh an sing, den me ax dem questions. But dey bery wise; dey no speak mush, but dey manage to speak nuff for me. Yis, me bam  bam  eh?

Boozle, suggested Peterkin.

Vis, bamboozle dem altogidder, ho! ho!

After a little further explanation we found that this Portuguese trader was a man-stealer, on his way to one of the smaller villages, with the intention of attacking it. Makarooroo ascertained that they meant to proceed direct to that of King Jambai, first, however, getting one of the neighbouring tribes to pick a quarrel with that monarch and go to war with him; and we now recollected, with deep regret, that in our ignorance of what the Portuguese was, we had given him a great deal of information regarding the village of our late hospitable entertainer which might prove very useful to him, and very hurtful to poor King Jambai, in the event of such a raid being carried out.

But, in addition to this, Makarooroo had ascertained that it was possible that, before going to King Jambais village, they might perhaps make a descent on that of our friend Mbango, with whom we had left poor Okandaga. It was this that raised the wrath of our guide to such a pitch.

The instant we heard it Jack said  

Then that settles the question of our future proceedings. We must bid adieu to the gorillas at once, and dog the steps of this marauding party, so as to prevent our good friends Mbango and Jambai being surprised and carried into slavery along with all their people. It seems to me that our path is clear in this matter. Even if we were not bound in honour to succour those who have treated us hospitably, we ought to do our best to undo the evil we have done in telling their enemies so much about them. Besides, we must save Okandaga, whatever happens. What say you, comrades?

Of course we must, said Peterkin. I also heartily concurred.

Yous a good man, said Makarooroo, his eyes glistening with emotion.

If I did not stand by you at such a time as this, replied Jack, smiling, I should certainly be a very bad man.

But what are we to do about our goods? inquired I, We cannot hope to keep up with these robbers if we carry our goods with us; and yet it seems hard to leave them behind, for we should fare ill, I fear, in this country if we travel as beggars.

We shall easily manage as to that, replied Jack. I have observed that one of our niggers is a sensible, and, I am disposed to think, a trustworthy fellow

Dyou mean the man with the blind eye and the thumping big nose? inquired Peterkin.

The same. Well, I shall put him in charge, and tell him to follow us to Mbangos village; then we four shall start off light, and hunt our way south, travelling as fast as we can, and carrying as many strings of beads, by way of small change, as we can stuff into our pockets and fasten about our persons.

The very thing, cried Peterkin. So lets put it in practice at once.

Ay, this very night, said Jack, as we hurried back to the spot where our goods had been left.

As we went along in silence I noticed that Peterkin sighed once or twice very heavily, and I asked him if he was quite well.

Well? Ay, well enough in body, Ralph, but ill at ease in mind. How can it be otherwise when we are thus suddenly and unexpectedly about to take leave of our dear friends the gorillas? I declare my heart is fit to break.

I sympathise with you, Peterkin, said I, for I have not yet made nearly as many notes in regard to these monster-monkeys as I could have wished. However, I am thankful for what I have got, and perhaps we may come back here again one of these days.

What bloodthirsty fellows! cried Jack, laughing. If you talk so, I fear that Mak and I shall have to cut your acquaintance; for, you see, he and I have got a little feeling left.

Well, its natural, I fancy, observed Peterkin, that gorillas should feel for their kindred. However, I console myself with the thought that the country farther south is much better filled with other game, although the great puggy is not there. And then we shall come among lions again, which we can never find, I believe, in the gorilla country. I wonder if the gorilla has really driven them out of this part of Africa.

Some think it probable, observed I, but we cannot make sure of that point.

Well, we can at all events make sure of this point, cried Peterkin, as we came in sight of our encampment, that lions are thick enough in the country whither we are bound; so lets have a good supper, and hurrah for the south! Its a bright prospect before us. A fair lady to be saved; possibly a fight with the niggers, and lion, elephant, rhinoceros, alligator, hippopotamus, and buffalo shooting by way of relaxation in the intervals of the war!




Chapter Fifteen.

An unexpected meeting  We fly, and I make a narrow escape from an appalling fate.

During many days after the incidents narrated in the last chapter did Jack, and Peterkin, and Makarooroo, and I, push across the continent through bush and brake, over hill and dale, morass and plain, at our utmost possible speed. We did not, during the whole course of our journey, overtake the Portuguese slave-dealer; but we thought little of that, for it was not very probable that we should hit upon exactly the same route, and we entertained sanguine hopes that the energy and speed with which we kept steadily and undeviatingly on our way would enable us to reach the village of Mbango before the slave-dealer and his party.

When I look back upon that time now, and reflect calmly on the dangers we encountered and the hardships we endured, I confess that I am filled with amazement. I might easily fill several volumes such as this with anecdotes of our encounters with wild animals, and other adventures; but however interesting these might be in themselves, I must not forget that some of the main incidents of our sojourn in Africa have yet to be related, and that there is a limit to the patience of even youthful readers.

Our power of enduring fatigue and sustained active exertion, with comparatively short intervals of nightly repose, was much greater than I could have believed to be possible. I have no doubt that anxiety to save Okandaga from the terrible fate that hung over her enabled us to bear up under fatigues which would at other times have overcome us. I know not well how it was that I kept up with my strong and agile comrades. Oftentimes I felt ready to drop down as I walked, yet somehow I never thought of falling behind, but went doggedly on, and at nights found myself little worse in condition than they. Peterkin, although small, was tough and springy, and his spirits seemed rather to rise than otherwise as his strength abated. As for Jack, I never saw any one like him. He seemed like a lion roaming in his strength over his native deserts. So hardened had we all become during the course of our travels that we found ourselves not only equal to Makarooroo in pedestrian powers, but superior; for when occasion required we could almost knock him up, but I am free to admit that we never succeeded in doing this thoroughly. In short, we were all as nearly as possible equal to each other, with the exception of Jack, who seemed in every way invulnerable.

During this long and hurried but intensely interesting and delightful journey we came upon, at different times, almost every species of animal, plant, and tree peculiar to the African continent. Oftentimes we passed by droves and herds of elephants, deer, buffalo, giraffes, antelopes, and zebras; we saw rhinoceroses, alligators, leopards, lions, apes of several kinds, and smaller monkeys innumerable. We also saw great numbers of birds  some curious on account of their habits and form, others beautiful and bright as the rainbow.

Yet although, as I have said, this journey was very delightful, our feelings were at different times exceedingly varied, and not unfrequently pained; for while we saw around us much that was beautiful, innocent, and lovely, we also witnessed the conflicts of many wild creatures, and sometimes came across evidences of the savage and cruel dispositions of the human beings by whom the country was peopled. We always, however, carefully avoided native villages, being anxious not to be interrupted on our forced march. Neither did we turn aside to hunt, although we were much tempted so to do, but contented ourselves with killing such animals as we required for our daily subsistence; and of these we shot as many as we required without having to turn aside from our straight course.

Thus we went on day after day, and slept under the shade of the trees or under the wide canopy of heaven night after night, until we arrived one day at a beautiful valley, bordered by a plain, and traversed by a river, where Peterkin met with a sad accident, and our onward progress was for a short period arrested.

It happened thus:  The region through which we chanced to be passing was peopled by so many natives that we had the utmost difficulty in avoiding them, and more than once were compelled to halt during the daytime in some sequestered dell, and resume our journey during the night.

One day  it was, if I remember rightly, about two oclock in the afternoon  we came suddenly in sight of a native village on the banks of the river whose course we were at that time following, and made a wide détour in order to avoid it. We had passed it several miles, and were gradually bending into our course again, when we came unexpectedly upon a band of natives who had been out hunting and were returning to their village with the spoils of the chase on their shoulders. Both parties at once came to an abrupt halt, and we stood for several minutes looking at each other  the natives in speechless amazement, while we conversed in whispers, uncertain what to do.

We knew that if we made friendly advances we should no doubt be welcomed, but then we should certainly be compelled to go back with them to their village and spend at least a day or two with them, as we could not hope to give them a satisfactory reason for our going on at once. We also knew that to go on in spite of them would produce a quarrel, and, of course, a fight, which, as it would certainly result in bloodshed, was by all means to be avoided for we could not bear to think that a mere caprice of ours in visiting Africa should be the means of causing the death of a single human being, if we could prevent it.

What is to be done? said Peterkin, looking at Jack in despair.

I dont know, replied Jack. Its very awkward. It will never do to go all the way back to the village with these stupid fellows, and we cannot tell them our real reason for going on; for, in the first place, they would perhaps not believe us, or, in the second place, they might offer to join us.

Fight, said Makarooroo in a low tone, grinding his teeth together and clutching his rifle.

I felt deep sympathy with the poor fellow, for I knew well that in disposition he was naturally the reverse of quarrelsome, and that his present state of mind was the consequence of anxiety for the deliverance of his faithful bride.

No, no, replied Jack quickly; we shall not fight.

Suppose we bolt! whispered Peterkin, brightening up as the idea occurred to him regularly run away!

We seized at the idea instantly. We were all of us hard of muscle and strong of wind now, and we knew that we could outstrip the savages.

Well do it! said Jack hastily. Let us scatter, too, so as to perplex them at the outset.

Capital! Then here goes. Im off, cried Peterkin.

Stay! said Jack.

Why? demanded Peterkin.

Because we must appoint a place of rendezvous if we would hope to meet again.

True; I forgot that.

Dyou all see yonder blue mountain-peak?

Let us meet there. If we miss each other at the base, let us proceed to the summit and wait. Away!

As Jack uttered the last word we all turned right about and fled like the wind. The savages instantly set up a hideous yell, and darted after us; but we made for the thick woods, and scattering in all directions, as had been previously arranged, speedily threw them off the scent, and finally made our escape.

For the first time since landing on the continent of Africa, I now found myself totally alone in the wild forest. After separating from my companions, I ran at my utmost speed in the direction of a dense jungle, where I purposed taking shelter until the natives should pass by, and then come out and pursue my way leisurely. But I was prevented from adopting this course in consequence of two very fleet negroes discovering my intention, and, by taking a short cut, frustrating it. I was compelled, therefore, to keep in the more open part of the forest, and trust simply to speed and endurance for escape.

I should think that I ran nearly two miles at full speed, and kept well ahead of my pursuers. Indeed, I had distanced them considerably; but feeling that I could not hold out long at such a killing pace, I pulled up a little, and allowed them to gain on me slightly. I was just about to resume my full speed, and, if possible, throw them at once far behind, when my foot was caught by a thorny shrub, and I fell headlong to the ground. I was completely stunned for a moment or two, and lay quite motionless. But my consciousness suddenly returned, accompanied by a feeling of imminent danger, which caused me to spring up and renew my headlong career. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw that the two natives had gained so much on me that had I lain a few seconds longer I must inevitably have been captured.

I exerted myself now beyond my powers. My head, too, from the shock I had received, became confused, and I scarce knew whither I was going. Presently a loud, dull roar, as if of distant thunder, struck upon my ear, and I beheld what appeared to me to be a vast white plain covered with mist before. Next moment I found myself on the brink of a precipice of a hundred feet deep, over which, a little to my left, a large river fell, and thundered down into a dark abyss, whence issued those clouds of spray which I had taken for a white plain in the confusion of my brain and vision.

I made a desperate effort to check myself, but it was too late. My heels broke off the earthy edge of the cliff, and I obtained just one awful glance of the horrid turmoil directly below me as I fell over with a mass of débris. I uttered an involuntary shriek of agony, and flung my arms wildly out. My hand clutched the branch of an overhanging bush. This, slight though it was, was the means, under God, of saving my life. The branch broke off, but it checked my fall, and at the same time swung me into the centre of a tree which projected out from the cliff almost horizontally. Through this tree I went crashing with fearful violence, until I was arrested by my chest striking against a stout branch. This I clutched with the tenacity of despair, and wriggling myself, as it were, along it, wound my arms and legs round it, and held on for some time with the utmost fervour of muscular energy.

My position now was beyond conception horrible. I shut my eyes and prayed earnestly for help. Presently I opened them, and in the position in which I then lay, the first thing I saw was the boiling water of the fall more than a hundred feet below me. My agony was such that large drops of perspiration broke out all over my forehead. It was many minutes before I could summon up courage to turn my head so as to look upward, for I had a vague feeling that if I were to move the branch on which I lay would break off. When I did so, I observed that the branches over my head completely screened the sky from me, so that I knew I had escaped one danger; for the natives, believing, no doubt, that I had fallen down into the river, would at once give up their hopeless pursuit. The branch on which I lay was so slender that it swayed about with every motion that I made, and the longer I remained there the more nervous did I become.

At last I bethought me that unless I made a manful effort I should certainly perish, so I looked about me until I became accustomed to the giddy position. Then I perceived that, by creeping along the branch until I gained the trunk of the tree, I could descend by means of it to the face of the precipice from which it projected, and thus gain a narrow ledge of rock that overhung the abyss. In any other circumstances I would as soon have ventured to cross the Falls of Niagara on a tight-rope; but I had no other alternative, so I crept along the branch slowly and nervously, clinging to it, at the same time, with terrible tenacity. At last I gained the trunk of the tree and breathed more freely, for it was much steadier than the branch.

The trunk projected, as I have said, almost horizontally from the precipice, so I had to draw myself carefully along it, not daring to get on my hands and knees, and finally reached the ledge above referred to. Compared with my former position, this was a place of temporary safety, for it was three feet wide, and having a good head, I had no fear of falling over. But on looking up my heart sank within me, for the bare cliff offered no foothold whatever. I do not believe that a monkey could have climbed it. To descend the precipice was equally impossible, for it was like a wall. My only hope, therefore, lay in the ledge on which I stood, and which, I observed, ran along to the right and turned round a projecting rock that hid the remainder of it from view.

Hasting along it, I found, to my inexpressible relief, that it communicated with the top of the precipice. The ascent was difficult and dangerous; but at last I succeeded in passing the most serious part, and soon gained the summit of the cliff in safety, where I immediately fell on my knees and returned thanks for my deliverance.

I had passed nearly an hour in the trying adventure which I have just related, and feeling that my companions would naturally begin soon to be anxious about me, I started for our rendezvous, which I reached in little more than an hour and a half. Here I found Jack seated alone beside a stream of water, from which he occasionally lifted a little in the hollow of his hand and drank greedily.

Ah, Ralph, my boy! he exclaimed joyfully as I came up, Im glad youve come. I had begun to fear that you must have been captured. Ay, drink, lad! You seem warm enough, though I scarcely think you can be much more so than I am. What a run we have had, to be sure! But, what, Ralph  your clothes are much torn, and your face and hands are scratched. Why, you must have got among thorns. Not badly hurt, I trust?

Oh no; nothing to speak of. I have, however, had a narrow escape. But before I speak of that, what of Peterkin?

I dont know, replied Jack, with an anxious expression; and to say truth, I begin to feel uneasy about him, for he ought to have been here almost as soon as myself.

How so? Did you, then, run together?

Latterly we did. At first we separated, and I knew not what had become either of him or you. The fact is, I had enough to do to look out for myself, for a dozen of rascally niggers kept close upon my heels and tried my powers of running somewhat; so I took to the thick wood and made a détour, to throw them off the scent. All at once I heard a smashing of the bushes right in front of me, and before I knew what I was about, Peterkin bounced through the underwood and almost plunged into my arms. We both gave an involuntary yell of alarm.

Theres two of em right on my heels, said he in a gasp, as he dashed off again. Come along with me, Jack.

I followed as fast as I could, and we crossed an open plain together, when I looked over my shoulder, and saw that all the other fellows had given up the chase except the two mentioned by Peterkin. These kept on after us, and somehow or other we got separated again, just after re-entering the wood on the other side of the plain. Of course I ran on, expecting to see my companion every minute. Finally I came to the rendezvous, and here I found that the savages had given up all hope of overtaking me, for I could see nothing of them.

How long ago is that? I inquired quickly.

About an hour.

Then poor Peterkin must have been caught, said I, in a voice of despair.

No, that is not likely, replied Jack; for I climbed a high tree and saw the savages recrossing the plain alone. I think it probable he may have lost his way, and is afraid to climb trees or to fire off his gun to signal us, for fear of being heard or seen by the niggers. I have sent Mak, who came here soon after I did, to search for him.

It may be as you say, Jack, but we must go at once to look for him.

With all my heart, Ralph. I only waited until you had sufficiently rested.

The body cannot rest when the mind is ill at ease. Come, let us start at once. I shall tell you of my little adventure as we go along.

We soon reached the edge of the plain where Jack had been separated from his companion, and here we proceeded to make a careful search. Being certain that the savages were now out of earshot, we began to halloo occasionally as we went along. But monkeys and parrots alone replied to us.

This is the very spot where I last saw him, said Jack, leading me to a palm-tree which stood a little within the outer verge of the wood; and here are his footsteps faintly indicated on the grass.

Ah! then let us follow these up, said I eagerly.

We might, if we were North American backwoodsmen or Red Indians; but I can scarcely follow. Stay, here they enter upon a piece of soft ground, and are more distinct. Now, then, we shall get on.

For nearly quarter of an hour we followed the footprints; then we came to dry ground again, and lost all traces of them. We wandered about perseveringly, nevertheless, and were rewarded by again discovering them about quarter of a mile farther on, leading down to the banks of the river on another part of which I had had such a narrow escape.

While we were advancing  I in front  I felt the ground beneath me suddenly begin to give way with a crackling sound. I instinctively threw up my arms and sprang back.

Hollo, Ralph! cried my companion, seizing me with one hand by the collar, and hauling, or rather lifting me back, as if I had been a poodle dog. Why, you were as near as possible into a pitfall.

Thanks to you, Jack, that I am not actually in, said I, putting my somewhat twisted costume to rights. But, I say, does it not strike you that perhaps Peterkin has fallen into one of these?

We both started and listened with breathless attention, for at that moment we heard a faint groan not far from us. It was repeated almost immediately, though so faintly that we could scarcely ascertain the direction whence it came. We advanced cautiously, however, a few paces, and discovered a hole in the ground, from which, at that very moment, the dishevelled head of poor Peterkin appeared, like Jack coming out of his box. His sudden appearance and serio-comic expression would have been at any other time sufficient to have set us off in fits of laughter; but joy at finding him, and anxiety lest he should prove to be seriously hurt, restrained us at that time effectually.

My dear fellow! cried Jack, hurrying forward.

Keep back! avaunt ye. Oh dear me, Jack, my poor head! said Peterkin with a sigh, pressing his hand to his forehead; what an intolerable whack I have got on my miserable caput. There; dont come nearer, else youll break through. Reach me your hand. Thats it; thankee.

There you are, all safe, my boy, cried Jack, as he drew Peterkin out of the hole. But hollo! I say, Ralph, run down for some water; I believe the poor fellow has fainted.

I sprang down the river-bank, and speedily returned with some water in the crown of my wide-awake. Peterkin had recovered before I came back, and a long draught quite restored him, so that in a few minutes he was able to relate how the accident had befallen him.

You see, said he, in a jocular tone, for it was a most unusually severe accident indeed that could drive the fun out of our little friend you see, after I lost sight of Jack, I took a leaf out of the hares book, and doubled on my course. This brought me, unhappily, to the banks of the river, where I came upon one of the pitfalls that are made by the niggers here to catch wild beasts, and in I went. I kept hold of the surface boughs, however, scrambled out again, and pushed on. But I had not gone ten yards when the ground began to crackle and sink. I made a desperate bound to clear it, but my foot caught in a branch, and down I went head foremost into the pit. And thats the whole of my story. How long I remained there I know not. If I had known what time it was when I dived in, and you were to tell me what oclock it is now, we might arrive at a knowledge of the time I have spent at the bottom of that hole. All that I can positively affirm is, that I went in, and within in the last ten minutes I came out!

We laughed at this free-and-easy manner of narrating the incident, and then prepared to return to our rendezvous; but on attempting to walk, Peterkin found that he had received a greater shake than at first he had imagined. Several times during our march he became giddy, and had to be supported; and after reaching our encampment, where we found Makarooroo waiting for us, he fainted. We were therefore obliged to make up our minds to encamp where we were for a few days.




Chapter Sixteen.

An unfortunate delay, and a terrible visitor.

Only those who have been forcibly held back when filled with the deepest anxiety to go forward, can form any thing like a conception of our state of mind during the few days that succeeded that on which Peterkin met with his accident.

We felt like chained hounds when the huntsmen pass by. We knew that every hour increased the distance between us and the slave-dealers party, who, unless we succeeded in passing them and reaching the villages first, would infallibly succeed in their villainous design. But Peterkin was unable to proceed without great risk, as whenever he attempted to walk steadily for any distance his head became giddy, and we were compelled to halt, so that a day or twos rest was absolutely necessary. Poor Makarooroo was nearly beside himself with impatience; but to do him justice, he endeavoured to conceal the state of his feelings when in Peterkins presence.

During this period of forced inaction, although of course I had nothing to do, I found it impossible to apply my mind closely to the study of any of the strange and beautiful objects by which I was surrounded. Anxiety banished from me almost entirely the love of study, as well as the power of observation. Nevertheless, one or two things that I saw were so curious that they could not but make a deep impression on my memory.

I discovered a spider of a very remarkable kind, which was such an ingenious creature as to be capable of making a door to the entrance of its house. I came upon the animal one day while taking a stroll a short distance from our camp. It was as large as a shilling, reddish in colour, and from the fierce, rapid way in which it ran about hither and thither as if in search of prey, it had an exceedingly horrible and voracious aspect. The hole of this creature is visible only when its owner is absent from home. It is quite evident either that there are no thieves among the lower animals there, or that there is nothing in the hole to steal, for when he goes out he leaves the door open behind him. When he returns he shuts the door, and the hole becomes invisible, in consequence of the door being coated with earth on the outside. Its inside is lined with a pure white silky substance, which at once attracted my attention as I passed. On trying to pick up the door, I found that it was attached by a hinge to the hole, and on being shut it fitted exactly.

Perhaps the most singular discovery I made was a tree, the stem of which had been so completely surrounded by spiders webs that it could not be seen, and I had to cut through the network with my knife in order to get at the tree. The lines of those webs were as thick as coarse threads, and pretty strong, as I had reason to know; for when walking back to camp the same evening, meditating deeply on our unfortunate detention, I ran my head into the middle of a spiders web, and was completely enveloped in it, so much so that it was with considerable difficulty I succeeded in clearing it away. I was as regularly netted as if a gauze veil had been thrown over me.

On our third morning after the accident we set forth again, and continued our journey by forced marches as Peterkin could bear it. Although the two past days and nights had been absolutely lost, and could not now be recalled, yet the moment we set out and left our camp behind us, the load of anxiety was at once lifted off our minds, and we hurried forward with an elasticity of step and spirit that was quite delightful. We felt like prisoners set free, and kept up a continual flow of conversation, sometimes in reference to the scenery and objects around us, at other times in regard to our future plans or our past experiences.

It seems to me, said Jack, breaking silence at the end of a long pause which had succeeded an animated discussion as to whether it were better to spend ones life in the civilised world or among the wilds of Africa, in which discussion Peterkin, who advocated the wild life, was utterly, though not admittedly, beaten it seems to me that, notwithstanding the short time we stayed in the gorilla country, we have been pretty successful. Havent we bagged thirty-three altogether?

Thirty-six, if you count the babies in arms, responded Peterkin.

Of course we are entitled to count these.

I think you are both out in your reckoning, said I, drawing out my note-book; the last baby that I shot was our thirty-seventh.

What! cried Peterkin, the one with the desperately black face and the horrible squint, that nearly tore all the hair out of Jacks head before he managed to strangle him? That wasnt a baby; it was a big boy, and I have no doubt a big rascal besides.

That may be so, I rejoined; but whatever he was, I have him down as number thirty-seven in my list.

Pity we didnt make up the forty, observed Jack.

Ah! yes indeed, said Peterkin. But let me see: could we not manage to make it up to that yet?

Impossible, said I. We are far away from the gorilla land now, I know; for, in addition to the fact that we have seen no traces of gorillas for a long time, we have, within the last few days, seen several lions, which, you are well aware, do not exist in the gorilla country.

True; but you mistake me, rejoined Peterkin. I do not mean to make up the number to forty by killing three more, but by proving, almost to demonstration, that we have already been the death of that number, in addition to those noted down.

Youll find that rather difficult, said Jack, laughing.

Not at all, cried Peterkin. Let me think a minute. You remember that enormously big, hairy fellow, that looked so like an ugly old man that Ralph refused point-blank to fire at him, whereupon you fired at him point-blank and wounded him in the shoulder as he was running away?

We treated several big fellows in that way, replied Jack; which of them do you allude to?  the one that roared so loud and terrified you so much that you nearly ran away?

No, no; you know well enough which one I mean. The one that ran along the edge of the stagnant pool into which you tumbled as we were coming back.

Oh yes! I remember, said Jack, laughing.

Well, that fellow flew into such a horrible rage when he was wounded, continued Peterkin, that I am perfectly certain he went straight home and murdered his wife in a passion; which brings up the number to thirty-eight. Then there was that old woman-gorilla that I brought down when we were descending yon hill that was covered with such splendid vines. You remember? Well, Im quite certain that the young man-gorilla beside her, who ran off and escaped, was her son, and that he went home straightway and died of grief. That makes thirty-nine. Then

Oh, do be quiet, Peterkin, please, said I, with a shudder. You put things in such a fearfully dark and murderous light that I feel quite as if I were a murderer. I feel quite uneasy, I assure you; and if it were not that we have killed all these creatures in the cause of science, I should be perfectly miserable.

In the cause of science! repeated Peterkin; humph! I suspect that a good deal of wickedness is perpetrated under the wing of science.

Come, come, said Jack; dont you begin to grow sarcastic, Master Peterkin. I abominate sarcasm, and cannot tolerate sarcastic people. If you adopt that style, I shall revert to my natural habits as a gorilla, and tear you in pieces.

There you exhibit your unnatural ignorance of your own natural habits, retorted Peterkin; for you ought to know that gorillas never tear men in pieces  their usual mode being to knock you down with a blow of their huge paws.

Well, I will knock you down if you prefer it.

Thank you; Id rather not. Besides, you have almost knocked me up already; so pray call a halt and let me rest a bit.

We were all very willing to agree to this request, having walked the last two or three miles at a very quick pace. Seating ourselves on the trunk of a fallen tree, we enjoyed the beautiful prospect before us. An open vista enabled us to see beyond the wood in which we were travelling into an extensive sweep of prairie-land on which the sinking sun was shedding a rich flood of light. It happened to be a deliciously cool evening, and the chattering of numerous parrots as well as the twittering songs of other birds  less gorgeous, perhaps, but more musical than they  refreshed our ears as the glories of the landscape did our eyes. While we were gazing dreamily before us in silent enjoyment, Jack suddenly interrupted our meditations by exclaiming  

Hist! look yonder!

He pointed as he spoke to a distant part of the plain on which the forest closely pressed.

A zebra! cried I, with delight; for besides the feeling of pleasure at seeing this splendid creature, I entertained a hope that we might shoot him and procure a steak for supper, of which at that time we stood much in need.

Im too tired to stalk it now, said Peterkin, with an air of chagrin. Are you up to it, Jack?

Quite; but I fear hes an animal thats very difficult to stalk in such an open country.  What say you, Mak?

Hims no be cotched dis yer night, massa; hims too far away an too wide wake.

What say you to a long shot, Peterkin? Your rifle is sighted for four hundred yards, and he seems to be little more than six hundred off.

Ill try, said our friend, going down on one knee and adjusting the sight of his piece. Taking a long, steady aim, he fired, and in another instant the zebra lay dead on the plain. I need hardly add that our amazement was excessive. Even Peterkin himself could scarcely believe his eyes. Had his rifle been sighted for such a distance, the shot, although a splendid one, would not have amazed us so much, because we knew that our friends aim was deadly; but as he had to elevate the muzzle above the object fired at and guess the amount of elevation, the shot was indeed wonderful. It was a long time before our guide could move, but when he did recover himself he danced and shouted like a madman with delight, and then, setting off with a bound, sped across the plain like a deer.

Come along, cried Jack with a laugh lets follow; for Mak looked so rabid when he went off that I believe hell eat the beast raw before we can claim our share, if we dont look sharp.

We all of us set off at a smart trot, and soon came to the spot where our prize lay. It was a splendid creature, and in prime condition. After examining it carefully, and descanting on the beauty of its striped skin, I sat down beside it and pulled out my note-book, while my comrades entered the forest to search for a suitable place on which to encamp, and to kindle a fire. A spot was quickly found, and I had scarcely finished making notes when they returned to carry the zebra into the encampment. We accomplished this with some difficulty, and laid it beside the fire. Then cutting four large steaks from its flanks we proceeded to sup, after which we made our arrangements for spending the night there. We little knew the startling surprise that was in store for us that night.

As the forest in that place happened to be swarming with wild animals of every kind, we deemed it prudent to set a watch as well as to keep up a blazing fire. Jack and I and the negro kept watch by turns; Peterkin, being still sufficiently an invalid to claim exemption from laborious duties, was permitted to rest undisturbed.

About midnight I aroused Jack, and having made him sit up, in order to show that he was thoroughly awake, I lay down and went to sleep.

How long I slept I cannot tell, but I was suddenly awakened by one of the most tremendous roars I ever heard. It was so chose to me that, in the confusion of my sleepy brain, it seemed to be far more terrible than that even of the gorilla. I was mistaken in this, however, and no doubt my semi-somnolent condition tended to increase its awfulness.

Springing into a sitting posture, and by an involuntary impulse reaching out my hand for my gun which lay close to me, I beheld a sight that was calculated to appal the stoutest heart. A lion of the largest size was in the very act of springing over the bushes and alighting on the zebra, which, as I have said, lay on the other side of the fire and not four yards off from us. As the light glared in the brutes eyes, and, as it were, sparkled in gleams on its shaggy mane, which streamed out under the force of its majestic bound, it seemed to my bewildered gaze as though the animal were in the air almost above my head, and that he must inevitably alight upon myself. This, at least, is the impression left upon my mind now that I look back upon that terrific scene. But there was no time for thought. The roar was uttered, the bound was made, and the lion alighted on the carcass of the zebra almost in one and the same moment. I freely confess that my heart quailed within me. Yet that did not prevent my snatching up my gun; but before I had time to cock it the crashing report of Jacks elephant rifle almost split the drum of my ear, and I beheld the lion drop as if it had been a stone.

It lay without motion, completely dead, and we found, on examination, that the ball had smashed in the centre of its forehead and completely penetrated its brain.

Some time elapsed before we could find words to express our feelings. Our guide, who had so completely enveloped his head and shoulders in grass when he lay down to sleep that he was the last to spring up, looked at the huge carcass of the lion with an expression of utter bewilderment.

What a magnificent fellow! And what a splendid shot! exclaimed Peterkin at last. Why, Jack, I dont believe theres a finer lion in Africa. Its lucky, though, that you were on the qui vive.

Yes, said I; had it not been for you we might have been all killed by this time.

No fear o dat, chimed in our guide, as he sat down on the lions shoulder, and began to stroke its mane; hims was want hims supper off de zebra, ho! ho! Hims got hims supper off a bullet!

Tis well that he has, observed Jack, as he reloaded his rifle. To say truth, comrades, I scarcely deserve credit for being guardian of the camp, for Im ashamed to say that I was sound asleep at the moment the lion roared. How I ever managed to take so quick and so good an aim is more than I can tell. Luckily my rifle was handy, and I had fallen asleep in a sitting posture. Had it been otherwise, I could scarcely have been in time to prevent the brute springing on us, had he felt so disposed.

Here was now another subject for my note-book, so I sat down, and began a minute inspection of the noble-looking animal, while my comrades, heaping fresh logs on the fire, sat down in front of it, and for upwards of an hour, fought their battles oer again.

It was a matter of deep regret to us all that we could not afford to carry away with us the skin of this lion as a memorial; but circumstanced as we then were, that was out of the question, so we contented ourselves with extracting his largest teeth and all his claws, which we still preserve in our museum as trophies of the adventure.




Chapter Seventeen.

We visit a natural menagerie, see wonderful sights, and meet with strange adventures.

We observed, on this journey, that the elephants which we met with in our farthest north point were considerably smaller than those farther to the south, yet though smaller animals, their tusks were much larger then those of the south. The weight of those tusks varied from twenty to fifty pounds, and I saw one that was actually upwards of one hundred pounds in weight  equal, in fact, to the weight of a big boy or a little man. Such tusks, however, were rare.

At nights, when we encamped near to a river or pool of water, we saw immense numbers of elephants come down to drink and enjoy themselves. They seemed, in fact, to be intoxicated with delight, if not with water; for they screamed with joy, and filling their trunks with water, spurted it over themselves and each other in copious showers. Of course, we never disturbed them on such occasions, for we came to the conclusion that it would be the height of barbarity and selfishness to spoil the pleasure of so many creatures merely for the sake of a shot.

Frequently we were wont to go after our supper to one of those ponds, when we chanced to be in the immediate neighbourhood of one, and lying concealed among the bushes, watch by the light of the moon the strange habits and proceedings of the wild creatures that came there to drink. The hours thus passed were to me the most interesting by far that I spent in Africa. There was something so romantic in the kind of scenery, in the dim mysterious light, and in the grand troops of wild creatures that came there in all the pith and fire of untamed freedom to drink. It was like visiting a natural menagerie on the most magnificent scale; for in places where water is scarce any pool that may exist is the scene of constant and ever-changing visits during the entire night.

In fact, I used to find it almost impossible to tear myself away, although I knew that repose was absolutely needful, in order to enable me to continue the journey on the succeeding day, and I am quite certain that had not Peterkin and Jack often dragged me off in a jocular way by main force, I should have remained there all night, and have fallen asleep probably in my ambush.

One night of this kind that we passed I shall never forget. It was altogether a remarkable and tremendously exciting night; and as it is a good type of the style of night entertainment to be found in that wild country, I shall describe it.

It happened on a Saturday night. We were then travelling through a rather dry district, and had gone a whole day without tasting water. As evening approached we came, to our satisfaction, to a large pond of pretty good water, into which we ran knee-deep, and filling our caps with water, drank long and repeated draughts. Then we went into a piece of jungle about a quarter of a mile distant, and made our encampment, intending to rest there during the whole of the Sabbath.

I may mention here that it was our usual custom to rest on the Sabbath days. This we did because we thought it right, and we came ere long to know that it was absolutely needful; for on this journey southward we all agreed that as life and death might depend on the speed with which we travelled, we were quite justified in continuing our journey on the Sabbath. But we found ourselves at the end of the second week so terribly knocked up that we agreed to devote the whole of the next Sabbath to repose. This we did accordingly, and found the utmost benefit from it; and we could not avoid remarking, in reference to this on the care and tenderness of our heavenly Father, who has so arranged that obedience to His command should not only bring a peculiar blessing to our souls, but, so to speak, a natural and inevitable advantage to our bodies. These reflections seemed to me to throw some light on the passage, The sabbath was made for man, and not man for the sabbath. But as this is not the place for theological disquisition, I shall not refer further to that subject.

Not having, then, to travel on the following day, we made up our minds to spend an hour or two in a place of concealment near the margin of this pond; and I secretly resolved that I would spend the whole night there with my note-book (for the moon, we knew, would be bright), and make a soft pillow of leaves on which I might drop and go to sleep when my eyes refused any longer to keep open.

The moon had just begun to rise when we finished our suppers and prepared to go to our post of observation. We took our rifles with us of course, for although we did not intend to shoot, having more than sufficient food already in camp, we could not tell but that at any moment those weapons might be required for the defence of our lives. Makarooroo had been too long accustomed to see wild animals to understand the pleasure we enjoyed in merely staring at them, so he was left in charge of our camp.

Now, then, said Peterkin, as we left the encampment, hurrah, for the menagerie!

You may well call it that, said Jack, for theres no lack of variety.

Are we to shoot? inquired Peterkin.

Better not, I think. We dont require meat, and there is no use in murdering the poor things. What a splendid scene!

We halted to enjoy the view for a few seconds. The forest out of which we had emerged bordered an extensive plain, which was dotted here and there with scattered groups of trees, which gave to the country an exceedingly rich aspect. In the midst of these the pond lay glittering in the soft moonlight like a sheet of silver. It was surrounded on three sides by low bushes and a few trees. On the side next to us it was open and fully exposed to view. The moonlight was sufficiently bright to render every object distinctly visible, yet not so bright as to destroy the pleasant feeling of mysterious solemnity that pervaded the whole scene. It was wonderfully beautiful. I felt almost as if I had reached a new world.

Continuing our walk we quickly gained the bushes that fringed the margin of the pool, which was nowhere more than thirty yards broad, and on our arrival heard the hoofs of several animals that we had scared away clattering on the ground as they retreated.

There they go already, cried Jack; now let us look for a hillock of some kind on which to take up our position.

We shall not have to look far, said I, for here seems a suitable spot ready at our hand.

Your eyes are sharp to-night, Ralph, observed Peterkin; the place is splendid, so lets to work.

Laying down our rifles, we drew our hunting-knives, and began to cut down some of the underwood on the top of a small hillock that rose a little above the surrounding bushes, and commanded a clear view of the entire circumference of the pond. We selected this spot for the double reason that it was a good point of observation and a safe retreat, as animals coming to the pond to drink, from whatever quarter they might arrive, would never think of ascending a hillock covered with bushes, if they could pass round it.

Having cleared a space sufficiently large to hold us  leaving, however, a thin screen of shrubs in front through which we intended to peep  we strewed the ground with leaves, and lay down to watch with our loaded rifles close beside us. We felt certain of seeing a good many animals, for even during the process of preparing our unlace of retreat several arrived, and were scared away by the noise we made.

Presently we heard footsteps approaching.

Theres something, whispered Peterkin.

Ay, returned Jack. What I like about this sort o thing is your uncertainty as to what may turn up. Its like deep-sea fishing. Hist! look out.

The steps were rapid. Sometimes they clattered over what appeared to be pebbly ground, then they became muffled as the animal crossed a grassy spot; at last it trotted out of the shade of the bushes directly opposite to us into the moonlight, and showed itself to be a beautiful little antelope of the long-horned kind, with a little fawn by its side. The two looked timidly round for a few seconds, and snuffed the air as if they feared concealed enemies, and then, trotting into the water, slaked their thirst together. I felt as great pleasure in seeing them take a long, satisfactory draught as if I had been swallowing it myself, and hoped they would continue there for some time; but they had barely finished when the rapid gallop of several animals was heard, and scared them away instantly.

The newcomers were evidently heavy brutes, for their tread was loud and quite distinct, as compared with the steps of the antelopes. A few seconds sufficed to disclose them to our expectant eyes. A large herd of giraffes trotted to the waters edge and began to drink. It was a splendid sight to behold these graceful creatures stooping to drink, and then raising their heads haughtily to a towering height as they looked about from side to side. In the course of a couple of hours we saw elands, springboks, gnus, leopards, and an immense variety of wild creatures, some of which fawned on and played with each other, while others fought and bellowed until the woods resounded with the din.

While we were silently enjoying the sight, and I attempting to make a few entries in my note-book, our attention was attracted to a cracking of the branches close to the right side of our hillock.

Look out! whispered Jack; but the warning was scarcely needed, for we instinctively seized our rifles. A moment after our hearts leaped violently as we heard a crashing step that betokened the approach of some huge creature.

Are we safe here? I whispered to Jack.

Safe enough if we keep still. But we shall have to cut and run if an elephant chances to get sight of us.

I confess that at that moment I felt uneasy. The hillock on the summit of which we lay was only a place of comparative safety, because no animal was likely to ascend an elevated spot without an object in view, and as the purpose of all the nocturnal visitors to that pond was the procuring of water, we did not think it probable that any of them would approach unpleasantly near to our citadel; but if any wild beast should take a fancy to do so, there was nothing to prevent him, and the slight screen of bushes by which we were surrounded would certainly have been no obstacle in the way.

A hunter in the African wilds, however, has not much time to think. Danger is usually upon him in a moment. We had barely time to full-cock our rifles when the bushes near us were trodden down, and a huge black rhinoceros sauntered slowly up to us. So near was he that we could have sprung out from our hiding-place and have caught hold of him, had we chosen to do so.

This enormous unwieldy monster seemed to me so large that he resembled an elephant on short legs, and in the dim, mysterious moonlight I could almost fancy him to be one of those dreadful monsters of the antediluvian world of which we read so much in these days of geological research. I held my breath and glanced at my comrades. They lay perfectly motionless, with their eyes fixed on the animal, which hesitated on approaching our hillock. My blood almost stagnated in my veins. I thought that he must have observed us or smelt us, and was about to charge. He was only undecided as to which side of the hillock he should pass by on his way to the pond. Turning to the left, he went down to the water with a heavy, rolling gait, crushing the shrubs under his ponderous feet in a way that filled me with an exalted idea of his tremendous power.

I breathed freely again, and felt as if a mighty load had been lifted off me. From the suppressed sighs vented by my comrades, I judge that they also had experienced somewhat similar relief. We had not, however, had time to utter a whisper before our ears were assailed by the most tremendous noise that we had yet heard. It came from the opposite side of the pool, as if a great torrent were rushing towards us. Presently a black billow seemed to burst out of the jungle and roll down the sloping bank of the pond.

Elephants! exclaimed Jack.

Impossible, said I; they must be buffaloes.

At that instant they emerged into the full blaze of the moon, and showed themselves to be a herd of full-grown elephants, with a number of calves. There could not have been fewer than one hundred on the margin of the pond; but from the closeness of their ranks and their incessant movements I found it impossible to count their numbers accurately. This magnificent army began to drink and throw water about, waving their trunks and trumpeting shrilly at the same time with the utmost delight. The young ones especially seemed enjoy themselves immensely, and I observed that their mothers were very attentive to them, caressing them with their trunks and otherwise showing great fondness for their offspring.

I say, whispered Peterkin, what a regiment of cavalry these fellows would make, mounted by gorillas armed with scythe-blades for swords and Highland claymores for dirks!

Ay, and cannon-revolvers in their pockets! added Jack. But, look  that hideous old rhinoceros. He has been standing there for the last two minutes like a rock, staring intently across the water at the elephants.

Hush! said I. Whisper softly. He may hear us.

There goes something else on our side, whispered Peterkin, pointing to the right of our hillock. Dont you see it? There, against the  I do believe its another giraffe!

So it is! Keep still. His ears are sharp, muttered Jack, examining the lock of his rifle.

Come, come! said I; no shooting, Jack. You know we came to see, not to shoot.

Very true; but its not every day one gets such a close shot at a giraffe. I must procure a specimen for you, Ralph.

Jack smiled as he said this, and raised his rifle. Peterkin at the same moment quietly raised his, saying, If thats your game, my boy, then here goes at the rhinoceros. Dont hurry your aim; weve lots of time.

As I waited for the reports with breathless attention, I was much struck at that moment by the singularity of the circumstances in which we were placed. On our left stood the rhinoceros, not fifteen yards off; on our right the giraffe raised his long neck above the bushes, about twenty yards distant, apparently uncertain whether it was safe to advance to the water; while in front lay the lake, reflecting the soft, clear moonlight, and beyond that the phalanx of elephants, enjoying themselves vastly. I had but two moments to take it all in at a glance, for Jack said Now! in a low tone, and instantly the loud report of the two rifles thundered out upon the night air.

Words cannot convey, and the reader certainly cannot conceive, any idea of the trumpeting, roaring, crashing, shrieking, and general hubbub that succeeded to the noise of our firearms. It seemed as if the wild beasts of twenty menageries had simultaneously commenced to smash the woodwork of their cages, and to dash out upon each other in mingled fury and terror; for not only was the crashing of boughs and bushes and smaller trees quite terrific, but the thunderous tread of the large animals was absolutely awful.

We were thoroughly scared, for, in addition to all this, from the midst of the horrid turmoil there came forth a royal roar close behind us that told of a lion having been secretly engaged in watching our proceedings; and we shuddered to think that, but for our firing, he might have sprung upon us as we lay there, little dreaming of his presence.

Since our last adventure with the king of beasts, Makarooroo had entertained us with many anecdotes of the daring of lions, especially of those monsters that are termed man-eaters; so that when we heard the roar above referred to, we all three sprang to our feet and faced about with the utmost alacrity. So intent were we on looking out for this dreadful foe  for we had made up our minds that it must be a man-eating lion  that we were utterly indifferent to the other animals. But they were not indifferent to us; for the wounded rhinoceros, catching sight of us as we stood with our backs towards him, charged at once up the hillock.

To utter three simultaneous yet fearfully distinct yells of terror, spring over the low parapet of bushes, and fly like the wind in three different directions, was the work of a moment. In dashing madly down the slope my foot caught in a creeping shrub, and I fell heavily to the earth.

The fall probably saved my life, for before I could rise the rhinoceros sprang completely over me in its headlong charge. So narrow was my escape that the edge of one of its ponderous feet alighted on the first joint of the little finger of my left hand, and crushed it severely. Indeed, had the ground not been very soft, it must infallibly have bruised it off altogether. The moment it had passed I jumped up, and turning round, ran in the opposite direction. I had scarcely gone ten paces when a furious growl behind me, and the grappling sound as of two animals in deadly conflict, followed by a fierce howl, led me to conclude that the lion and the rhinoceros had unexpectedly met each other, and that in their brief conflict the former had come off second best.

But I gave little heed to that. My principal thought at that moment was my personal safety; so I ran on as fast as I could in the direction of our encampment, for which point, I had no doubt, my companions would also make.

I had not run far when the growl of a lion, apparently in front, caused me to stop abruptly. Uncertain of the exact position of the brute, I turned off to one side, and retreated cautiously and with as little noise as possible, yet with a feeling of anxiety lest he should spring upon me unawares. But my next step showed me that the lion was otherwise engaged. Pushing aside a few leaves that obstructed my vision, I suddenly beheld a lion in the midst of an open space, crouched as if for a spring. Instinctively I threw forward the muzzle of my rifle; but a single glance showed me that his tail, not his head, was towards me. On looking beyond, I observed the head and shoulders of Jack, who, like the lion, was also in a crouching position, staring fixedly in the face of his foe. They were both perfectly motionless, and there could not have been more than fifteen or twenty yards between them.

The true position of affairs at once flashed across me. Jack in his flight had unwittingly run almost into the jaws of the lion; and I now felt convinced that this must be a second lion, for it could not have been the one that was disturbed by the rhinoceros, as I had been running directly away from the spot where these two brutes had met. Jack had crouched at once. We had often talked, over our camp-fire, of such an event as unexpectedly meeting a lion face to face; and Peterkin, who knew a good deal about such matters, had said that in such a case a mans only chance was to crouch and stare the lion out of countenance. We laughed at this; but he assured us positively that he had himself seen it done to tigers in India, and added that if a man turned and ran his destruction would be certain. To fire straight in the face of a lion in such a position would be excessively dangerous; for while the bullet might kill, it was more than probable it would glance off the bone of the forehead, which would be presented at an angle to the hunter. The best thing to do, he said, was to stare steadily at the creature until it began to wince, which, if not a wounded beast, it would certainly do; and then, when it turned slowly round, to slink away, take aim at its heart, and fire instantly.

The moon was shining full in Jacks face, which wore an expression of intense ferocity I had never before witnessed, and had not believed it possible that such a look could have been called up by him. The lower part of his face, being shrouded in his black beard, was undiscernible; but his cheeks and forehead were like cold marble. His dark brows were compressed so tightly that they seemed knotted, and beneath them his eyes glittered with an intensity that seemed to me supernatural. Not a muscle moved; his gaze was fixed; and it was not difficult to fancy that he was actually, instead of apparently, petrified.

I could not, of course, observe the visage of the lion, and, to say truth, I had no curiosity on that point; for just then it occurred to me that I was directly in the line of fire, and that if my friend missed the lion there was every probability of his killing me. I was now in an agony of uncertainty. I knew not what to do. If I were to endeavour to get out of the way, I might perhaps cause Jack to glance aside, and so induce the lion to spring. If, on the other hand, I should remain where I was, I might be shot. In this dilemma it occurred to me that, as Jack was a good shot and the lion was very close, it was extremely unlikely that I should be hit; so I resolved to bide my chance, and offering up a silent prayer, awaited the issue.

It was not long of coming. The fixed gaze of a bold human eye cowed at last even the king of the woods. The lion slowly and almost imperceptibly rose, and sidled gently round, with the intention, doubtless, of bounding into the jungle. I saw that if it did so it would pass very close to me so I cocked both barrels and held my piece in readiness.

The click of my locks attracted the lions attention; its head turned slightly round. At that instant Jacks rifle sprang to his shoulder, and the loud crack of its report was mingled with and drowned by the roar of the lion, as he sprang with a terrible bound, not past me, but straight towards me. I had no time to aim, but throwing the gun quickly to my shoulder, drew both triggers at once.

I had forgotten, in my perturbation, that I carried Peterkins heavy elephant rifle, charged with an immense quantity of powder and a couple of six-ounce balls. My shoulder was almost dislocated by the recoil, and I was fairly knocked head over heels. A confused sound of yells and roars filled my ear for a moment. I struggled to collect my faculties.

Hollo! Jack!  Ralph! where are you? shouted a voice that I well knew to be that of Peterkin. Hurrah Im coming. Dont give in! Ive killed him! The rhinoceros is dead as a door-nail! Where have you

I heard no more, having swooned away.




Chapter Eighteen.

Strange and terrible discoveries  Jack is made commander-in-chief of an army.

When my consciousness returned, I found myself lying on my back beside our camp-fire, with my head resting on Peterkins knee; and the first sound I heard was his pleasant voice, as he said  

All right, Jack; hes coming round. Im quite certain that no serious damage is done. I know well what sort o rap he must have got. Itll bother him a little at first, but it wont last long.

Comforted not a little by this assurance, I opened my eyes and looked up.

What has happened? I inquired faintly.

Ah! thats right, Ralph. Im glad to hear your voice again. Dyou know, I thought at first it was all over with you?

Over with him! echoed Peterkin; its only begun with him. Ralphs days of valorous deeds are but commencing.  Here, my boy; put this flask to your mouth. Its lucky I fetched it with us. Here, drink.

No, not until you tell me what has occurred, said I, for I still felt confused in my brain.

Then I wont tell you a word until you drink, repeated my friend, as he looked anxiously in my face and held the flask to my lips.

I sipped a mouthful, and felt much revived.

Now, continued Peterkin, Ill tell you what has happened. Weve floored a rhinoceros and a giraffe and a lion, which, to my thinking, is a pretty fair bag to make after dusk of a Saturday night! And my big rifle has floored you, which is the least satisfactory part of the nights entertainment, but which wouldnt have occurred had you remembered my instructions, which you never do.

Oh, I recollect now, said I, as the spirits revived me. Im all right.  But, Jack, I trust that you have not received damage?

Not a scratch, Im thankful to say; though I must confess I was near catching an ugly wound.

How so? I inquired quickly, observing a peculiar smile on Jacks face as he spoke.

Oh, make your mind easy, put in Peterkin; it was just a small bit of an escape he made. When you let drive at the lion so effectively, one of the balls went in at his mouth and smashed its way out at the back of his skull. The other ball shaved his cheek, and lodged in a tree not two inches from Jacks nose.

You dont mean it! cried I, starting up, regardless of the pain occasioned to my injured shoulder by the movement, and gazing intently in Jacks face.

Come, come, said he, smiling; you must not be so reckless, Ralph. Lie down again, sir.

Peterkin, you should not talk lightly of so narrow an escape, said I reproachfully. The fact that such a terrible catastrophe has nearly occurred ought to solemnise one.

Granted, my dear boy; but the fact that such a catastrophe did not occur, ought, I hold, to make us jolly. Theres no managing a fellow like you, Ralph. I knew that if I told you of this gravely, you would get into such a state of consternational self-reproachativeness, so to speak, that you would infallibly make yourself worse. And now that I tell it to you lightly, as you call it, you take to blowing me up.

I smiled as my friend said this, and held out my hand, which he grasped and squeezed. Feeling at the moment overcome with drowsiness, I unconsciously retained it in my grasp, and thus fell sound asleep.

Three days after this misadventure I was nearly as well as ever, and we were once more journeying by forced marches towards the south. Two days more, we calculated, would bring us to Mbangos village. As the end of our journey approached, we grew more desperately anxious to push forward, lest we should be too late to give them timely warning of the slave-dealers approach. We also became more taciturn, and I could see plainly that the irrepressible forebodings that filled my own heart, were shared by my companions. Poor Makarooroo never spoke, save in reply to questions addressed pointedly to himself; and seeing the state of his mind, we forbore to trouble him with conversation.

Yet, even while in this anxious state, I could not avoid noticing the singular variety and beauty of both the animal and the vegetable kingdom in the regions through which we passed.

In one part of our journey we had to cross a portion of what is called desert country, but which, notwithstanding its name, was covered with grass, and in many places with bushes, and even trees. Its vegetation, however, as compared with other parts of the country, was light; and it was almost entirely destitute of water, there being no rivers or springs; only a few pools of rain-water were to be found in the hard beds of ancient river-courses. This desert land was inhabited by numbers of bushmen and other natives, as well as by large quantities of game of various kinds. But what struck me as being most singular was the great variety of tuberous roots with which the region was supplied, and which were evidently designed by our beneficent Creator to make up to the inhabitants in a great degree for the want of a full supply of water.

I also observed, with much interest, a species of plant which, like man, is capable of being, as it were, acclimatised. It is not by nature a tuber-bearing plant; yet here it had become so, in order to be able to retain a sufficiency of moisture during the dry season. Makarooroo also dug up for us several tuber-roots, which were the size of a large turnip, and filled with a most delicious juice, which, as we were much oppressed with thirst at the time, appeared to us like nectar. Besides these, we also procured water-melons in abundance at certain spots, which were a great treat, not only to us, but also to elephants, rhinoceroses, antelopes, and many other animals, whose footprints we found in great numbers, and whose depredations among the water-melons were very evident.

During the whole of this journey we made a point, as I have already remarked, of avoiding man; not that we were indifferent to him, but anxious not to be detained at that particular time. We were very fortunate in this matter, for we succeeded in eluding the observation of the natives of many villages that we passed, in escaping others by flight, and in conciliating those who caught us by making them liberal gifts of beads.

One day we came to a halt under the most magnificent tree I ever saw. It was a mowano tree, whose trunk consisted of six stems united in one. The circumference a yard or so from the ground was eighty-four feet  upwards of nine yards in diameter.

What a tree for a noblemans park! said Jack, as we gazed at it, lost in admiration.

Ay; and behold a gentleman worthy to take up his residence under it, said Peterkin, pointing as he spoke to a living creature that sat among the grass near its roots.

What can it be? I exclaimed.

The original father of all frogs! replied Peterkin, as he darted forward and killed the thing with a stick.

I believe it is a frog, said Jack.

We all burst into a fit of laughter, for undoubtedly it was a frog, but certainly the largest by far that any of us had ever seen. It was quite as large as a chicken!

What a shame to have killed it! said I. Why did you do it?

Shame! It was no shame. In the first place, I killed it because I wish you to make scientific inspection of it; and in the second place, I wanted to eat it. Why should not we as well as Frenchmen eat frogs? By the way, that reminds me that we might introduce this giant species into France, and thereby make our fortunes.

You greedy fellow, cried Jack, who was busying himself in lighting the fire, your fortune is made already. How many would you have?

Dye know, Jack, I have been in possession of my fortune, as you call it, so short a time that I cannot realise the fact that I have it.  Hollo! Mak, whats wrong with you?

Peterkin thus addressed our guide because he came into the camp at that moment with a very anxious expression of countenance.

Dere hab bin fight go on here, said he, showing several broken arrows, stained with blood, which he had picked up near our encampment.

Ha! so there has, unless these have been shot at wild beasts, said Jack, examining the weapons carefully.

No, massa; no shot at wild beast. De wild beast hab bin here too, but dey come for to eat mans after he dead.

Come, let us see the spot, said Jack.

Makarooroo at once led the way, and we all followed him to a place not a hundred yards distant, where there were evident traces of a fight having taken place. Jack seemed to be much distressed at the sight.

There can be no question as to the fact, he remarked as we returned to our fire; and at any other time or in any other place I would have thought nothing of it, for we know well enough that the natives here often go to war with each other; but just at this time, and so near to our friend Mbango  I fear, I fear much that that villain has been before us.

No been long, massa, said Makarooroo earnestly. If we go quick we ketch im.

We shall go quick, Mak. But in order to do that, we must eat well, and sleep at least an hour or so. If we push on just now, after a hard days journey, without food or rest, we shall make but slow progress; and even if we did come up with the slave-dealer, we should not be in a very fit state for a battle.

This was so obvious that we all felt the wisdom of Jacks remarks; so we ate a hearty supper, and then lay down to rest. Peterkin declared the frog to be excellent, but I could not at that time make up my mind to try it.

An hour and a half after lying down, our guide awakened us, and we set forth again with recruited energies.

That night the lions and hyenas roared around us more than was their wont, as if they were aware of our anxious condition, and were desirous of increasing our discomforts. We had to keep a sharp lookout, and once or twice discharged our rifles in the direction of the nearest sounds, not in the expectation of hitting any of the animals, but for the purpose of scaring them away.

Towards morning we came out upon an open plain, and left these evil prowlers of the night behind us.

About daybreak we came within sight of Mbangos village, but the light was not sufficient to enable us to distinguish any object clearly. Here again we came upon traces of war, in the shape of broken arrows and daggers, and human bones; for the poor wretches who had been slain had been at once devoured by wild beasts.

Hurrying forward with intense anxiety, we reached the outskirts of the village; and here a scene presented itself that was well calculated to fill our breasts with horror and with the deepest anxiety. Many of the houses had been set on fire, and were reduced to ashes. The mangled corpses of human beings were seen lying here and there amongst the embers  some partially devoured by wild beasts, others reduced to simple skeletons, and their bones left to whiten on the ruins of their old homes. In one place the form of a woman tied to a tree, and dreadfully mangled, showed that torture had been added to the other horrors of the attack.

With feelings of mingled rage, pity, and anxiety, we hastened towards the hut that had been the residence of Mbango, the chief. We found it, like the rest, in ruins, and among them discovered the remains of a child. Recollecting the little son of our friend Njamie, Okandagas guardian, I turned the body over in some anxiety; but the features were too much mutilated to be recognisable.

Alas! alas! I exclaimed, as we collected in a group round this remnant of a little child, what a dreadful sight! What an unhappy race of beings! Without doubt our friends have been slain, or carried into captivity.

Poor Makarooroo, who had been from the first going about among the ruins like a maniac, with a bewildered air of utter despair on his sable countenance, looked at me as if he hoped for a slight word that might reanimate hope in his bosom. But I could give him none, for I myself felt hopeless.

Not so, Jack. With that buoyancy of spirit that was peculiar to him, he suggested many ideas that consoled our guide not a little.

You see, said he, the rascally Portuguese trafficker in human flesh would naturally try to effect his object with as little bloodshed as possible. He would just fight until he had conquered, not longer; and then he would try to take as many prisoners as he could, in order to carry them away into slavery. Now, I cannot conceive it possible that he could catch the whole tribe.

Of course not, interrupted Peterkin; he had a comparatively small party. To take a whole tribe prisoners with such a band were impossible.

Ay, but you forget, said I, that he might easily prevail on some other tribe to go to war along with him, and thus capture nearly the whole. Yet some must have escaped into the woods, and it is probable that among these may have been the chief and his household. Okandaga may be safe, and not far off, for all we know.

The guide shook his head.

At any rate, observed Jack, if caught they would certainly be guarded with care from injury; so that if we could only find out which way they have gone, we might pursue and attack them.

Four men attack forty or fifty! said I despondingly.

Ay, Ralph. Why not? asked Peterkin.

Oh, I doubt not our pluck to do it, I replied; but I doubt very much our chances of success.

While we were yet speaking our attention was attracted by a low wail, and the appearance of some living object creeping amongst the ruins not far from us. At first we thought it must be a beast of prey lurking in the neighbourhood of the dead, and impatient at our having interrupted its hideous banquet; but presently the object sat up and proved to be a woman. Yet she was so covered with blood and dust, and so awfully haggard in appearance, that we could with difficulty believe her to be a human being.

At first she appeared to be in ignorance of our presence. And indeed so she actually was; for her whole soul was absorbed in the contemplation of the dead and mangled body of an infant which lay in her arms, and which she pressed ever and anon with frantic energy to her breast, uttering occasionally a wail of such heart-broken sadness that the tears sprang irresistibly into my eyes while I gazed upon her. There needed no explanation of her tale of woe. The poor mother had crept back to her hut after the fierce din of battle was over to search for her child, and she had found it; but ah, who can conceive the unutterable anguish of heart that its finding had occasioned!

Speak to her, Mak, said Peterkin, in a husky voice; she will be less afraid of you, no doubt, than of us.

Our guide advanced. The slight noise he made in doing so attracted the poor womans attention, and caused her to look up with a wild, quick glance. The instant she saw us she leaped up with the agility of a leopard, clasped her dead child tightly to her breast, and uttering shriek upon shriek, rushed headlong into the jungle.

After her! cried Jack, bounding forward in pursuit. Shes our only chance of gaining information.

We all felt the truth of this, and joined in the chase at top speed. But although we ran fast and well, the affrighted creature at first outstripped us. Then, as we tired her out and drew near, she doubled on her track, and dived hither and thither among the thick underwood in a way that rendered it exceedingly difficult to catch her.

Peterkin was the first to come up with her. He gradually but perseveringly ran her down. When he came within a few yards of her, the poor creature sank with a low wail to the ground, and turning half round, glanced at her pursuer with a timid, imploring, yet despairing expression. Alas! despair mingled with it, because she knew too well the terrible cruelty of savage men when their blood is up, and she knew nothing yet of the hearts of Christians.

Peterkin, whose susceptible nature was ever easily touched, felt a thrill of self-reproach as the thought suddenly occurred that, however good his intentions might be, he was in reality running a helpless woman down like a bloodhound. He stopped short instantly, and acting, as on most occasions he did, impulsively, he threw his rifle away from him, unclasped his belt, and throwing it, with his hunting-knife, also away, sat down on the ground and held out both his hands.

There was something almost ludicrous in the act, but it had the effect of, to some extent, relieving the poor womans fears. Seeing this, as we successively came up we all laid down our rifles, and stood before the crouching creature with our empty hands extended towards her, to show that we meant her no harm. Still, although she seemed less terrified, she trembled violently, and panted from her recent exertion, but never for a moment relaxed her hold of the dead child.

Speak to her, Mak, said Jack, as the guide came up. Tell her who and what we are at once, to relieve her feelings; and let her know especially that we are the bitter enemies of the villain who has done this deed.

While Makarooroo explained, the womans countenance seemed to brighten up, and in a few minutes she began to tell with great volubility the events of the attack. The trader, she said, had come suddenly on them in the dead of night with a large band, and had at once routed the warriors of the village, who were completely taken by surprise. A few had escaped; but Mbango, with Okandaga and his household, had been taken prisoners, and carried away with many others.

How long is it since this happened? inquired Jack.

She say two days, massa. Den dey go off to tack King Jambai.

Ah! then it is too late to save him, returned Jack, in a tone of sadness.

Our hearts sank on learning this; but on questioning the woman further, we found that the marauding party, deeming themselves too weak to attack so large a village as that of King Jambai, had talked of turning aside to secure the assistance of another tribe not far distant, who, they knew, would be too glad to pick a quarrel with that chief.

Then we shall do it yet! cried Jack, springing up energetically. We shall be in time to warn Jambai and to save Okandaga and her friends. Come, Mak, cheer up; things begin to look better.

The cheerful, confident voice in which our friend said this raised my hopes wonderfully, even although, on consideration, I could not see that our chances of success were very great. Our guide was visibly comforted, and we stepped aside to pick up our rifles with considerable alacrity.

During the brief period in which we were thus employed, the poor woman managed to creep away, and when we again looked round she was gone. Our first impulse was to give chase again, but the thought of the needless terror which that would occasion her deterred us, and before we could make up our minds what to do she was almost beyond our reach, and would certainly have cost us an hour of search, if not longer, to find her. Time pressed. To reach the village of King Jambai with the utmost possible speed was essential to the safety of the tribe, so we resolved to leave her, feeling as we did so that the poor creature could sustain herself on roots and berries without much difficulty or suffering until she reached the village of some neighbouring tribe.

We now pushed on again by forced marches, travelling by night and by day, shooting just enough game as we required for food, and taking no more rest than was absolutely necessary to enable us to hold on our way. In a short time we reached the village, which, to our great joy, we found in much the same state as it was when we left it.

King Jambai received us with great delight, and his people went into a state of immense rejoicing  firing guns, and shouting, and beating kettles and drums, in honour of the arrival of the white faces; which name was certainly a misnomer, seeing that our faces had by that time become the very reverse of white  indeed they were little lighter than the countenances of the good people by whom we were surrounded.

But the kings consternation was very great when we told him the reason of our unexpected visit, and related to him the details of the terrible calamity that had befallen poor Mbango and his people. He appeared sincerely grateful for the effort we had made to warn him of the impending attack, and seemed unable to express his thanks when we offered to aid him in the defence of his village.

We now deemed this a fitting moment to tell the king boldly of our having assisted in the escape of Okandaga from his village, and beg his forgiveness. He granted this at once, but strongly advised us to keep our secret quiet, and leave it to him to account to his warriors for the reappearance of the runaway maiden when retaken. Of course we could make no objection to this, so after thanking him we entered upon a discussion of the best method of frustrating the slave-dealers designs.

Tell the king, said Jack, addressing himself to our guide, that if he will make me commander-in-chief of his forces, I will show him how white warriors manage to circumvent their enemies.

I would like much, said Peterkin, laughing, to know how Mak will translate the word circumvent. Your style is rather flowery, Jack, for such an interpreter; and upon my word, now I think of it, your presumption is considerable. How do you know that I do not wish to be commander-in-chief myself?

I shall make over the command to you with all my heart, if you wish it, said Jack, smiling blandly.

Nay, Ill none of it. However suited I may be to the work, the work is not suited to me, so I resign in your favour.

Well, then, said Jack, since you decline to accept the chief command, Ill make you my second. Mak shall be my aide-de-camp; you and Ralph shall be generals of divisions.

I thank you much, my honoured and honourable generalissimo; but perhaps before being thus liberal of your favours, it were well to ascertain that your own services are accepted.

That is soon done.  What says the king, Mak?

Hims say that hims delighted to git you, an you may doos how you like.

Thats plain and explicit. You see, Peterkin, that Im fairly installed; so you and I will take a short walk together, and hold a consultation as to our plans in the approaching campaign, while Ralph arranges our hut and makes things comfortable.

A glorious campaign, truly, to serve in an army of baboons, led by a white gorilla! I would deem it almost comical, did I not see too sure a probability of bloodshed before its conclusion, remarked Peterkin.

That you shall not see, if I can prevent it; and it is for the purpose of consulting you on that point, and claiming your services in an old and appropriate character, that I drag you along with me now, said Jack, as he rose, and, making a bow to the king, left the hut.




Chapter Nineteen.

Preparations for War, and Peculiar Drill.

The plan which Jack and Peterkin concocted, while I was engaged in making the interior of our old residence as comfortable as possible, was as follows:  

Scouts were, in the first place, to be sent out that night all over the country, to ascertain the whereabouts of the enemy. Then, when the enemy should be discovered, they were to send back one of their number to report; while the remainder should remain to dog their steps, if need be, in order to ascertain whether Mbango and Okandaga were in their possession, and if so, where they were kept  whether in the midst of the warriors or in their rear.

This settled, the remainder of the warriors of the village were to be collected together, and a speech to be made to them by Jack, who should explain to them that they were to be divided into two bands: all who carried guns to be under the immediate charge of Jack himself; the others, carrying bows and spears, to be placed under me. Peterkin was to act a peculiar part, which will appear in the course of narration.

Having partaken of a hearty supper, we assembled the scouts, and having, through Makarooroo, given them their instructions, sent them away just as the shades of night began to fall. We next caused a huge bonfire to be kindled, and round this all the men of the village assembled, to the extent of several hundreds. The king soon appeared, and mounting the trunk of a fallen tree, made a long speech to his warriors, telling them of the danger that threatened them, in such vivid and lively terms that the greater part of them began to exhibit expressions of considerable uneasiness on their countenances. He then told them of the trouble that we had taken, in order to give them timely warning  whereat they cast upon us looks of gratitude; and after that introduced Jack to them as their commander-in-chief, saying, that as a white man led the enemy, nothing could be better than that a white man should lead them to meet the enemy  whereat the sable warriors gave a shout of satisfaction and approval.

Having been thus introduced, Jack mounted the trunk of the fallen tree, and Makarooroo got up beside him to interpret. He began, like a wise diplomatist, by complimenting King Jambai, and spoke at some length on courage in general, and on the bravery of King Jambais warriors in particular; which, of course, he took for granted. Then he came to particulars, and explained as much of his intended movements as he deemed it good for them to know; and wound up by saying that he had three words of command to teach them, which they must learn to understand and act upon that very night. They were, Forward! Halt! and Fire! By saying the first of these words very slow and in a drawling voice, thus, Forw-a-a-a-a-a-rd! and the second in a quick, sharp tone, and the third in a ferocious yell that caused the whole band to start, he actually got them to understand and distinguish the difference between the commands, and to act upon them in the course of half an hour.

The drill of his army being thus completed, Jack dismissed them with a caution to hold themselves in readiness to answer promptly the first call to arms; and the king enforced the caution by quietly assuring them that the man who did not attend to this order, and otherwise respect and obey Jack as if he were the king, should have his heart, eyes, and liver torn out, and the rest of his carcass cast to the dogs  a threat which seemed to us very horrible and uncalled for, but which, nevertheless, was received by the black warriors with perfect indifference.

Now, Mak, said Jack, as he descended to the ground, do you come with me, and help me to place sentries.

Wat be dat, massa?

Men who are placed to guard the village from surprise during the night, explained Jack.

Ho! dat be de ting; me know someting bout dat.

No doubt you do, but I daresay you dont know the best way to place them; and perhaps you are not aware that the pretty little threat uttered by the king shall be almost carried out in the case of every man who shall be found asleep at his post or who shall desert it.

The guide grinned and followed his commander in silence, while I returned to our hut and busied myself in cleaning the rifles and making other preparations for the expected fight.

At an early hour on the following morning we were awakened by the arrival of one of the scouts, who reported that the Portuguese trader, with a strong and well-armed force, was encamped on the margin of a small pond about fifteen miles distant from the village. The scout had gone straight to the spot on being sent out, knowing that it was a likely place for them to encamp, if they should encamp at all. And here he found them making active preparations for an attack on the village. Creeping like a serpent through the grass, the scout approached near enough to overhear their arrangements, which were to the elect that the attack should take place at midnight of the following day. He observed that there were many prisoners in the camp  men, women, and children  and these were to be left behind, in charge of a small party of armed men; while the main body, under the immediate command of the Portuguese trader, should proceed to the attack of the village.

From the scouts description of the prisoners, we became convinced that they were none other than our friends Mbango and his people, and one woman answering to the description of Okandaga was among them.

So, Mak, we shall save her yet, cried Jack heartily, slapping the shoulder of the guide, whose honest visage beamed with returning hope.

Yis, massa. Spose we go off dis hour and fight em?

Nay; that were somewhat too hasty a movement. Slow but sure must be our motto until night. Then we shall pounce upon our foes like a leopard on his prey. But ask the scout if that is all he has got to tell us.

Hims say, massa, dat hims find one leetle chile  one boy  when hims go away from de camp to come back to here.

A boy! repeated Jack; where  how?

In de woods, where hims was trowd to die; so de scout take him up and bring him to here.

Ah, poor child! said I; no doubt it must have been sick, and being a burden, has been left behind. But stay. How could that be possible if it was found between the camp and this village?

On further inquiry, we ascertained that the scout, after hearing what he thought enough of their arrangements, had travelled some distance beyond the encampment, in order to make sure that there were no other bands connected with the one he had left, and it was while thus engaged that he stumbled on the child, which seemed to be in a dying condition.

Hims say, too, continued Makarooroo, after interpreting the above information, that there be one poor woman in awfable sorrow, screechin and hollerowin like one lion.

Eh? exclaimed Peterkin. Describe her to us.

The scout did so as well as he could.

As sure as we live, cried Peterkin, it is our friend Njamie, and the child must be her boy! Come, show us the little fellow.

We all ran out and followed the scout to his hut, where we found his wives  for he had three of them  nursing the child as tenderly as if it had been their own. It was very much wasted, evidently through want of food and over-fatigue; but we instantly recognised the once sturdy little son of Njamie in the faded little being before us. He, too, recognised us, for his bright spectral eyes opened wide when he saw us.

I knew it, said I.

I told you so, cried Peterkin. Now, Mak, pump him, and lets hear what he knows.

The poor child was far too much exhausted to undergo the pumping process referred to. He could merely answer that Njamie and Okandaga and Mbango were prisoners in the camp, and then turned languidly away, as if he desired rest.

Poor boy! said Peterkin tenderly, as he laid his hand gently on the childs woolly pate. Tell them, Mak, to look well after him here, and they shall be paid handsomely for  nay (here he interrupted himself), dont say that. Tis a bad thing to offer to pay for that which people are willing to do for love.

Right, lad, said Jack: we can easily make these poor folk happy by giving them something afterwards, without saying that it is bestowed because of their kindness to the boy. The proper reward of diligent successful labour is a prize, but the best reward of love and kindness is a warm, hearty recognition of their existence.  Just tell them, Mak, that we are glad to see them so good and attentive to the little chap.  And now, my generals, if it is consistent with your other engagements, I would be glad to have a little private consultation with you.

Ready and willing, my lord, said Peterkin, as we followed Jack towards the kings palace. But, he added seriously, I dont like to be a general of division at all.

Why not, Peterkin?

Why, you see, when I was at school I found division so uncommonly difficult, and suffered so much, mentally and physically, in the learning of it, that I have a species of morbid antipathy to the very name. I even intend to refuse a seat in parliament, when offered to me, because of the divisions that are constantly going on there. If you could only make me a general of subtraction now, or

That, interrupted Jack, were easily done, by deducting you from the force altogether, and commanding you to remain at home.

In which case, rejoined Peterkin, I should have to become general of addition, by revolunteering my services, in order to prevent the whole expedition from resolving itself into General Muddle, whose name and services are well-known in all branches of military and civil service.

So that, added Jack, it all comes to this, that you and Ralph and I must carry on the war by rule of three, each taking his just and appropriate proportion of the work to be done. Now, to change the subject, theres the sun getting up, and so is the king, if I may judge from the stir in his majestys household.

Having begged the king to assemble his warriors together, Jack now proceeded to divide them into four companies, or bands, over which he appointed respective leaders. All the men who possessed guns were assembled together in one band, numbering about one hundred and fifty men. These Jack subdivided into two companies, one including a hundred, the other fifty men. The remainder, constituting the main army, were armed with bows and arrows, spears and knives. Of these a large force was told off to remain behind and guard the village.

This home-guard was placed under command of the king in person. The hundred musketeers were placed under Peterkins command. The other fifty were given to me, along with a hundred spear and bow men. Jack himself took command of the main body of spearmen. As Peterkin had to act a special and independent part, besides commanding his hundred musketeers, Makarooroo was made over to him, to act as lieutenant.

All these arrangements and appointments were made in a cool, quiet, and arbitrary manner by Jack, to whom the natives, including the king, looked up with a species of awe amounting almost to veneration.

Now, said our commander-in-chief to Lieutenant Mak, tell the niggers I am going to make them a speech, (this was received with a grunt of satisfaction), and that if they wish to have the smallest chance of overcoming their enemies, they had better give their closest attention to what I have to say.

Another grunt of acquiescence followed this announcement.

Say that I am going to speak to them of things so mysterious that they shall not by any conceivable or possible effort understand them.

This being quite in accordance with the superstitions and tastes of the negroes, was received with eager acclamations of delight.

Tell them, continued Jack, in a deep, solemn tone, and frowning darkly, that we shall gain the victory only through obedience. Each man must keep his ears open and his eye on his leader, and must obey orders at once. If the order Halt should be given, and any man should have his mouth open at the time, he must keep his mouth open, and shut it after he has halted.

Here Jack took occasion to revert to the three orders, Forward, Halt, and Fire, and repeated the lesson several times, until his men were quite perfect. Then he put the various bodies under their respective commanders, and telling the musketeers to make believe to fire (but making sure that they should not really do it, by taking their guns from them), he made each of us give the various words separately, so that our men should become familiar with our voices.

This done, he called the generals of divisions to him, and said  

Now, gentlemen, I am going to review my troops, and to give them their final lesson in military tactics, with the double view of seeing that they know what they have got to do, and of impressing them with a due sense of the great advantage of even a slight knowledge of drill.

He then directed us to take command of our several companies (Makarooroo being placed on this occasion over the kings band), and pointed out the separate directions in which we were ultimately to post our troops, so as to advance upon the spot on which the king stood when the signal should be given. We had already taught the men the necessity of attacking in a compact single line, and of forming up into this position from what is termed Indian file, with which latter they were already acquainted. Of course we could not hope to teach them the principles of wheeling in the short time at our command. To overcome this difficulty, we told each band to follow its leader, who should walk in front; to advance when he advanced, to retire when he retired, and to turn this way or that way, according to his movements.

At a signal we gave the word Forward! and the whole band defiled into the woods before the king, and disappeared like a vision, to the unutterable amazement of his majesty, who stood perfectly motionless, with eyes and mouth open to their fullest extent.

Having marched together for some distance, each leader detached his men and led them, as it were, to opposite directions of the compass, three of the bands making a considerable détour, in order to get the spot where the king stood in the centre of us. Then we halted and awaited the next signal. In about ten minutes it was given  a loud whistle  and we gave the word Forward again. I say we, because the result proved that we had done so. Being out of sight of the other bands, of course I could not see how they acted.

On I rushed over brake and bush and morass, my men following me in a very good line, considering the nature of the ground. I had divided them into four lines, with an interval of about six yards between each. And it was really wonderful how well they kept in that position. The other companies had been ordered to act in the same way.

On bursting out of the woods I saw that we had outstripped the other companies, so I held my men in check by running somewhat slower; and they had been so deeply impressed with the fatal consequences of not doing exactly as I did, that they stared at me with all their eyes, to the no small risk of their lives; for one or two dashed against trees, and others tumbled head over heels into holes, in their anxiety to keep their eyes upon me.

In a few seconds I observed Peterkin spring out of the woods, followed by his men, so I went on again at full speed. As we entered the village, our ranks were sadly broken and confused by the huts; but on gaining the open space where Jack stood, I was pleased to observe that the negroes tried, of their own accord, to regain their original formation, and succeeded so well that we came on in four tolerably straight and compact lines. Each commander having been forewarned to hold his men in check, or to push forward, so as to arrive at the central point at the same moment, Jack, Peterkin, Makarooroo, and I ran in upon the king together, and unitedly gave the word Halt! whereupon we found ourselves in the centre of a solid square.

So deeply had the men been impressed with the necessity of obedience that they had scarcely observed each others approach. They now stood rooted to the ground in every possible attitude of suddenly-arrested motion, and all with their eyes and mouths wide open. In another moment the result of their combined movement became evident to them, and they uttered a yell of delighted surprise.

Very good, very good indeed, said Jack; and that concluding yell was very effective  quite magnificent.  But you see, he added, turning to me, although such a yell is sufficiently appalling to us, it will no doubt be a mere trifle to men who are used to it. What say you to teaching them a British cheer?

Absurd, said I; they will never learn to give it properly.

I dont know that, rejoined Jack, in a doubtful manner.

Try, said Peterkin.

So I will.  Mak, tell them now that Im going to continue the speech which this little review interrupted.

Theys all ready for more, massa.

This was patent to the meanest capacity; for the negroes stood gazing at their commander-in-chief with eyes and mouths and ears open, and nostrils expanded, as if anxious to gulp in and swallow down his words through every organ.

There is a cry, said Jack, which the white man gives when he enters into battle  a terrible cry, which is quite different from that of the black man, and which is so awful that it strikes terror into the heart of the white mans enemies, and has even been known to make a whole army fly almost without a shot being fired. We shall let you hear it.

Thereupon Jack and I and Peterkin gave utterance to a cheer of the most vociferous description, which evidently filled the minds of the natives with admiration.

Now, resumed Jack, I wish my black warriors to try that cheer

Some of the black warriors, supposing that the expression of this wish was a direct invitation to them to begin, gave utterance to a terrific howl.

Stay! stop! cried Jack, holding up his hand.

Every mouth was closed instantly.

You must cheer by command. I will say Hip, hip, hip! three times; as soon as I say the third hip, out with the cry. Now then. Hip, hip

Popotamus, whispered Peterkin.

Hip, hurrah! shouted Jack.

Hurl! ho! sh! kee! how! yelled the savages, each man giving his own idea of our terror-inspiring British cheer.

That will do, said Jack quietly; it is quite evident that the war-cry of the white man is not suited to the throat of the black. You will utter your usual shout, my friends, when the signal is given; but remember, not before that.

And now I come to the greatest mystery of all. (Every ear was eagerly attentive.) The shot and bits of metal and little stones with which King Jambais warriors are accustomed to kill will not do on this great and peculiar occasion. They will not answer the purpose  my purpose; therefore I have provided a kind of bullet which every one must use instead of his usual shot. No warriors ever used such bullets in the fight before. They are very precious, because I have only enough of them to give one to each man. But that will do. If the enemy does not fly at the first discharge, then you may load with your own shot.

So saying, Jack, with the utmost gravity, took from the pouch that hung at his side a handful of little balls of paper about the size of a musket bullet, which he began to distribute among the savages. We had observed Jack making several hundreds of these, the night previous to this memorable day, out of one or two newspapers we had carried along with us for wadding; but he would not at that time tell us what he was going to do with them. The negroes received this novel species of ammunition with deep interest and surprise. Never having seen printed paper before, or, in all probability, paper of any kind, they were much taken up with the mysterious characters imprinted thereon, and no doubt regarded these as the cause of the supernatural power which the bullets were supposed to possess.

Remember, said Jack, when these are discharged at the enemy, I do not say that they will kill, but I do say that they will cause the enemy to fly. Only, be assured that everything depends on your obedience. And if one single stone, or nail, or hard substance is put in along with these bullets, the chief part of my plans will be frustrated.

It was quite evident, from the expression of their sable countenances, that the idea of the bullets not killing was anything but agreeable. They were too deeply impressed, however, with Jacks power, and too far committed in the enterprise, and generally too much overwhelmed with mingled surprise and perplexity, to offer any objection.

Now, said Jack in conclusion, you may go and eat well. To-night, when it grows dark, hold yourselves in readiness to go forth in dead silence. Mind that: not a sound to be uttered until the signal, Hip, hip, hip! is given.

And, added Peterkin, in an undertone to Makarooroo, tell them that King Jambai expects that every man will do his duty.

This remark was received with a shout and a frightful display of white teeth, accompanied by a tremendous flourish of guns, bows, and spears.

There was something quite awful, not to say picturesque, in this displaying of teeth, which took place many times during the course of the above proceedings. You looked upon a sea of black ebony balls, each having two white dots with black centres near the top of it. Suddenly the ebony balls were gashed across, and a sort of storm, as it were, of deep red mingled with pure white swept over the dark cloud of heads before you, and vanished as quickly as it had appeared, only to reappear, however, at the next stroke of humour, or at some touch of that nature which is said on very high authority, to make the whole world kin.

The proceedings eventually closed with a brief speech from the king, who referred to Peterkins remark about each man doing his duty, and said that, if each man did not do his duty Here his majesty paused for a minute, and wrought his countenance into horrible contortions, indicative of the most excruciating agony, and wound up with an emphatic repetition of that dire threat about the unnatural treatment of eyes, heart, liver, and carcass, which had on the previous evening sounded so awful in our ears, and had been treated with such profound indifference by those whom it was specially designed to affect.

I didnt know, Jack, observed Peterkin gravely, as we returned to our hut, that you were such an out-and-out humbug.

You are severe, Peterkin. I scarcely deserve to be called a humbug for acting to the best of my judgment in peculiar circumstances.

Peculiar circumstances! responded Peterkin. Truly they have received peculiar treatment!

That is as it should be, rejoined Jack; at any rate, be they peculiar or be they otherwise, our plans are settled and our mode of action fixed, so we must een abide the issue.




Chapter Twenty.

A Warlike Expedition and a Victory.

It was excessively dark that night when we set forth on our expedition.

The scout from whom we had already ascertained so much about the intended movements of the enemy also told us that they meant to set out at a little before midnight and march on the village by a certain route. Indeed, it was very unlikely that they would approach by any other, as the jungle elsewhere was so thick as to render marching, especially at night, very difficult.

Jack therefore resolved to place the greater proportion of his troops in ambush at the mouth of a small gully or dell a few miles from the enemys camp, where they were almost certain to pass. But with a degree of caution that I thought highly creditable in so young and inexperienced a general, he sent out a considerable number of the most trustworthy men in advance, with instructions to proceed with the stealth of leopards, and to bring back instant information of any change of route on the part of the foe.

The troops placed in ambush at the dell above referred to were Peterkins hundred musketeers, supported by Jacks spear and bow men. I was ordered to advance by a circuitous route on the camp itself with my fifty musketeers, followed by my small company of spearmen. My instructions were, to conceal my men as near to the camp as possible, and there await the first discharge of firearms from the dell, when I was to rise, advance upon the camp, utter a terrific shout when within fifty yards, rush forward to within twenty-five yards, halt, pour in one withering volley of blank cartridge, and charge without giving my men time to load.

Of course I could not speak to my men; but this was a matter of little consequence, as they were now well acquainted with our three words of command, Forward, Halt, and Fire, and fully understood that they must under all circumstances follow their leader. I knew well enough that there must be no little danger in this arrangement, because the leader would necessarily be always in front of the muzzles of the loaded guns. But there was no help for it, so I resolved to act upon my usual principle  namely, that when a thing is inevitable, the best thing to do is to treat it as being unavoidable.

Having conducted my men stealthily and successfully to the vicinity of the enemys camp, though with some difficulty, owing to the almost impenetrable nature of the jungle through which we had to pass in making the détour necessary to avoid falling in with the attacking force, we proceeded to advance to within as short a distance of it as possible without running the risk of being discovered. This was not difficult, for the men left to guard the camp, supposing, no doubt, that their presence in that part of the country was not suspected, had taken no precautions in the way of placing sentries; so we quickly arrived at the foot of a small mound about sixty yards or so from the encampment. At the foot of this mound I caused my men to lie down, giving them to understand, by signs, that they were on no account to move until I should return. Then I crept alone to the brow of the mound, and obtained a clear view of the camp.

The men who should have guarded it were, I found, busily employed in cooking their supper. There were, perhaps, upwards of a hundred of them. To my great satisfaction, I observed the captives sitting near to the fire; and although at so considerable a distance from them, I felt certain that I recognised the figures of Mbango and Okandaga. Hastening back to my men, I endeavoured to give them as much information as possible by means of signs, and then lay down beside them to await the signal from Jacks party.

Although the attack of both our parties was to be simultaneous, the first shot was to be fired by our troops in the dell. I will therefore describe their part of the engagement first. Jack described it to me minutely after all was over.

On reaching the dell Jack disposed his forces so as to command the only approach to it. The hundred musketeers he placed in a double row directly across the deepest and darkest part. The spearmen he divided into two bodies, which he posted on the flanks of the musketeers among the bushes. He then showed the rear rank of the latter how to point their pieces over the shoulders of the men in the front rank at a given signal, but carefully reiterated the order not to touch a trigger until the word Fire should be given.

Now, Peterkin, said Jack, when these dispositions had been made, it is time for you to get ready. Makarooroo and I can manage these fellows, so you have my permission to go and play your own independent part. Only let me warn you to remember your last exploit in this way, and see that you dont do yourself a damage.

Thanks, noble general, for the permission, answered Peterkin, of which I shall avail myself. In reference to your advice, I may remark that it is exceedingly valuable  so much so, indeed, that I would advise you not to part with it until asked for.

With that Peterkin ran into the jungle, and was soon lost to view.

On gaining a sufficient distance from the men, he took off the greater part of his clothes, and wound round his person several pieces of light-coloured cotton that he chanced to have with him, and some pieces of old newspaper. Then he decked his head with leaves and ragged branches, as he had done before in the haunted cave, making himself, in short, as wild and fantastic a looking creature as possible  the only difference between his getting-up on this and the former occasion being that he was white instead of black. For he wisely judged that a white demon must naturally appear infinitely more appalling and horrible to a negro than one of his own colour.

The two cones of moistened powder, however, which he had prepared for this occasion, were very much larger than the former, and had been fitted into two wooden handles, or cups, for safety. With these in his hands, he crept to the top of a steep, sloping mound or hill near the entrance to the dell, and considerably in advance of the troops. Here he sat down to await the approach of the enemy.

There is something very eerie and awe-inspiring in a solitary night-watch, especially if it be kept in a wild, lonesome place. Peterkin afterwards told me that, while sitting that night on the top of the mound, looking out upon a plain, over which the enemy were expected to approach, on the one hand, and down into the dark dell where our troops were posted, on the other hand, his heart more than once misgave him; and he could not help asking himself the questions, What if our plans miscarry? What if our united volley and cheer, and my demoniac display, should fail to intimidate the negroes? Such questions he did not like to dwell upon, for he knew that in the event of failure a regular pitched battle would be fought, and much blood would certainly flow.

While indulging in such thoughts, he observed a dark form glide past the foot of the mound on which he lay, and vanish in the obscurity of the dell, which was so surrounded by crags and rocky places covered with underwood that no light could penetrate into it. At first he was startled, and thought of giving the alarm to his comrades; but on second thoughts he concluded the person must have been one of his own scouts returned with news; at all events, he felt that one man could do no harm worth speaking of to so large a party.

Presently he observed a large band of men coming over the plain towards the entrance of the dell. These, he felt assured, must be the enemy; and he was right. They came on in a large, compact body, and were well-armed; yet, from the quick and unguarded manner of their approach, he could perceive that they suspected no ambush.

They entered the dell in a confused though solid and silent body; and Peterkin could observe, by the dim light, that they were led by one man, who walked in advance, whom he rightly judged to be the Portuguese slave-dealer.

The time for action had now come. He examined the points of his powder-cones, to ascertain that they were dry, then held a match in readiness, and listened intently to the footsteps of the foe.

I have already explained that Jack had drawn his musketeers across the dell, and placed the spearmen in the jungle on both flanks. They were arranged in such a way as to form three sides of a square, into which the unsuspecting enemy now marched. Jack allowed them to approach to within thirty paces of his musketeers, and then gave, in a loud, deep, sonorous tone, the word Hip! hip! hip!

The compound cheer and yell that instantly followed the last hip was so tremendous, coming, as it did, from all sides except the rear, that the enemy were absolutely paralysed. They stood rooted to the earth, as motionless as if they had been transformed into stone.

Jack raised his hand, in which he held a bunch of white grass that could be distinctly seen in the dark.

Every muzzle was pointed on the instant, but not a sound was heard save the click of a hundred locks.

The sound was familiar to the enemy, although never before heard at one moment in such numbers. They started; but before a step could be taken, the word Fire was given.

Instantly a sheet of flame swept across the entire dell, and the united crash of a hundred guns seemed to rend the very earth. The surrounding cliffs reverberated and multiplied the horrid din, while, led by Jack, cheer followed cheer, or rather howls and yells filled the air, and kept awake the echoes of the place.

The enemy turned and fled, and the shrieks to which they gave utterance as they ran betokened the extremity of their terror. It wanted but one touch to complete their consternation, and that touch was given when Peterkin, lighting his powder-cones, showed himself on the mound, dancing in a blaze of fire, and shrieking furiously as the horrified tide of men swept by.

In the midst of his wild orgies, Peterkin acted an impromptu and unintentional part by tripping over the brow of the hill, and rolling down the steep declivity like a fire-wheel into the very midst of the flying crew. Jumping hastily up, he charged through the ranks of the foe, flung the two hissing cones high into the air, and darting into the jungle, hid himself effectually from view.

Meanwhile Jack still held the bunch of white straw aloft. Every eye was fixed on it, but not a man moved, because it remained stationary. This absence of pursuit in the midst of such appalling sights and sounds must, undoubtedly, have added to the mystery and therefore to the terrors of the scene.

Suddenly the white bunch was seen to dart forward. Jack, who now considered the enemy almost beyond the chance of being overtaken, gave the word, Forward! in the voice of a Stentor, following it up with Hip, hip, hurrah! and the whole host, musketeers and spearmen in a mingled mass, rushed yelling out upon the plain, and gave chase to the foe.

Not so badly done, said Jack, with a quiet laugh, as he laid his hand on Peterkins shoulder.

Why, Jack, how did you find me out?

Easily enough, when it is considered that I saw you go in. The flame of your wild-fire indicated your movements pretty plainly to me, although terror and amazement no doubt blinded the eyes of every one else. Even Maks teeth began to chatter when he saw you perform that singular descent of the hill, and no wonder. I hope no bones have been broken?

No; all right as far as that goes, replied Peterkin within a laugh; but Ive lost a good deal of skin. However, itll grow again. Im glad its no worse. But I say, Jack, do you think our fellows wont overtake these rascals?

No fear of that. I took care to give them a good start, and if there be any truth in the generally received idea that terror lends wings, Im pretty sure that each man in the enemys ranks must have obtained the loan of several pairs to-night. But have you heard the sound of Ralphs guns?

No; the din here was enough to drown anything so distant.

Well, we must away to him as fast as we can. I expect that poor Mak is off before us.

But youll wait until I put on my clothes? said Peterkin, hasting back towards the place where he had undressed.

Certainly, lad; only look alive.

Soon afterwards they left the place together.

While this was going on at the dell, I, on hearing the first shot, gave the word Forward! in a low tone. My men instantly rose and followed me, and I could not, even at that anxious moment, help admiring the serpent-like facility with which they glided from bush to bush, without the slightest noise. We descended a hill, crossed a small brook, and approached to within thirty yards of the camp without being discovered.

Suddenly I leaped on the top of a hillock, and shouted at the utmost pitch of my voice the single word Halt!

On hearing it all the men in the camp sprang to their arms, and stood gazing round them with looks of consternation.

My next word was, Fire!

A firm, tremendous crash burst from among the bushes, and my single person, enveloped in smoke and flame, was, I believe, the only object visible to those in the camp.

Hip, hip, hip, hurrah! forward! I shouted; and with a ferocious yell we poured like a whirlwind upon the foe.

The same result that had occurred at the dell took place here. The enemy never awaited our charge. They fled instantly, and so great was their terror that they actually threw down their arms, in order to facilitate their flight.

On gaining the camp, however, I found, to my sorrow, that we had done the thing only too vigorously; for we had not only put the enemy to flight, but we had also frightened away those whom we had come to deliver!

At this point in the engagement I came to learn how incompetent I was to command men in cases of emergency, for here my presence of mind utterly forsook me. In my anxiety to capture Mbango and his friends I ordered an immediate pursuit. Then it occurred to me that, in the event of my men being successful in overtaking the fugitives, they would instantly murder them all, so I tried to call them back; but, alas! they did not understand my words, and they were by this time so excited as to be beyond all restraint. In a few minutes I found myself left alone in the enemys camp, and heard the shouts of pursued and pursuers growing gradually fainter and more distant, as they scattered themselves through the jungle.

Seating myself by the fire in a state of mind bordering on despair, I buried my face in my hands, and endeavoured to collect myself, and consider what, under the circumstances, should be now done.




Chapter Twenty One.

Arrangements for pursuing the enemy, and sudden change of plans.

You seem to be taking it easy, old boy, said a voice close to my elbow.

I started, and looked up hastily.

Ah! Peterkin. You there?

Ay; and may I not reply, with some surprise, you here?

Truly you may,  but what could I do? The men ran away from me, whether I would or no; and you are aware I could not make myself understood, not being able to  But where is Jack?

I asked this abruptly, because it occurred to me at that moment that he and Peterkin should have been together.

Where is Jack? echoed Peterkin; I may ask that of you, for I am ignorant on the point. He and I got separated in endeavouring to escape from the scrimmage caused by your valiant attack. You seem to have scattered the whole force to the winds. Oh, here he is, and Mak along with him.

Jack and our guide came running into the camp at that moment.

Well, Ralph, what of Okandaga?

Ah! what of her indeed? said Peterkin. I forgot her. You dont moan to say she was not in the camp?

Indeed she was, said I, and so were Mbango, and his wife Njamie, and one or two others whom I did not know; but my men went at them with such ferocity that they fled along with our enemies.

Fled! cried Jack.

Ay; and I fear much that it will fare ill with them if they are overtaken, for the men were wild with excitement and passion.

Come, this must be looked to, cried Jack, seizing his rifle and tightening his belt; we must follow, for if they escape our hands they will certainly be retaken by their former captors.

We followed our comrade, without further remark, in the direction of the fugitives; but although we ran fast and long, we failed to come up with them. For two hours did we dash through bush and brake, jungle and morass, led by Makarooroo, and lighted by the pale beams of the moon. Then we came to a halt, and sat down to consult.

Dem be gone, said our wretched guide, whose cup of happiness was thus dashed from his hand just as he was about to raise it to his lips.

Now, dont look so dismal, Mak, cried Peterkin, slapping the man on the shoulder. You may depend upon it, we will hunt her up somehow or other. Only let us keep stout hearts, and we can do anything.

Very easily said, Master Peterkin, observed Jack; but what course do you propose we should follow just now?

Collect our scattered men; go back to the village; have a palaver with King Jambai and his chiefs; get up a pursuit, and run the foxes to earth.

And suppose, said Jack, that you dont know in which direction they have fled, how can we pursue them?

It is very easy to suppose all manner of difficulties, retorted Peterkin. If you have a better plan, out with it.

I have no better plan, but I have a slight addition to make to yours, which is, that when we collect a few of our men, I shall send them out to every point of the compass, to make tracks like the spokes of a wheel, of which the village shall be the centre; and by that means we shall be pretty certain to get information ere long as to the whereabouts of our fugitives. So now let us be up and doing; time is precious to-night.

In accordance with this plan, we rapidly retraced our steps to the dell, which had been appointed as our place of rendezvous. Here we found the greater part of our men assembled; and so well-timed had Jacks movements been, that not one of them all had been able to overtake or slay a single enemy. Thus, by able generalship, had Jack gained a complete and bloodless victory.

Having detached and sent off our scouts  who, besides being picked men, travelled without any other encumbrance than their arms  we resumed our journey homeward, and reached the village not long after sunrise, to the immense surprise of Jambai, who could scarcely believe that we had routed the enemy so completely, and whose scepticism was further increased by the total, and to him unaccountable, absence of prisoners, or of any other trophies of our success in the fight. But Jack made a public speech, of such an elaborate, deeply mysterious, and totally incomprehensible character, that even Makarooroo, who translated, listened and spoke with the deepest reverence and wonder; and when he had concluded, there was evidently a firm impression on the minds of the natives that this victory was  by some means or in some way or other quite inexplicable but highly satisfactory  the greatest they had ever achieved.

The king at once agreed to Jacks proposal that a grand pursuit should take place, to commence the instant news should be brought in by the scouts. But the news, when it did come, had the effect of totally altering our plans.

The first scout who returned told us that he had fallen in with a large body of the enemy encamped on the margin of a small pond. Creeping like a snake through the grass, he succeeded in getting near enough to overhear the conversation, from which he gathered two important pieces of information  namely, that they meant to return to their own lands in a north-easterly direction, and that their prisoners had escaped by means of a canoe which they found on the banks of the river that flowed past King Jambais village.

The first piece of information decided the king to assemble his followers, and go off in pursuit of them at once; the second piece of news determined us to obtain a canoe and follow Mbango and his companions to the sea-coast, whither, from all that we heard, we concluded they must certainly have gone. As this, however, was a journey of many weeks, we had to take the matter into serious consideration.

It is quite evident, said Jack, as we sat over our supper on the night after receiving the above news it is quite evident that they mean to go to the coast, for Mbango had often expressed to Mak a wish to go there; and the mere fact of their having been seen to escape and take down stream, is in itself pretty strong evidence that they did not mean to return to their now desolated village, seeing that the country behind them is swarming with enemies; and of course they cannot know that we have conquered the main body of these rascals. I therefore propose that we should procure a canoe and follow them: first, because we must at all hazards get hold of poor Okandaga, and relieve the anxiety of our faithful guide Makarooroo; and second, because it is just as well to go in that direction as in any other, in order to meet with wild animals, and see the wonders of this land.

But what if King Jambai takes it into his black woolly head to decline to let us go? said Peterkin.

In that case we must take French leave of him.

In which case, said I, in some alarm, all my specimens of natural history will be lost.

Jack received this remark with a shake of his head and a look of great perplexity; and Peterkin said, Ah, Ralph, I fear theres no help for it. You must make up your mind to say good-bye to your mummies  big puggies and all.

But you do not know, said I energetically, that Jambai will detain us against our will.

Certainly not, replied Jack; and for your sake I hope that he will not. At any rate I will go to see him about this point after supper. Its of no use presenting a petition either to king, lord, or common while his stomach is empty. But there is another thing that perplexes me: that poor sick child, Njamies son, must not be left behind. The poor distracted mother has no doubt given him up for lost. It will be like getting him back from the grave.

True, said I; we must take him with us. Yet I fear he is too ill to travel, and we cannot await his recovery.

He is not so ill as he seemed, observed Peterkin. I went to see him only half an hour ago, and the little chap was quite hearty, and glad to see me. The fact is, he has been ill-used and ill-fed. The rest and good treatment he has received have, even in the short time he has been here, quite revived him.

Good, said Jack; then he shall go with us. Ill engage to take him on my back when he knocks up on the march  for we have a march before us, as I shall presently explain  and when we get into a canoe he will be able to rest.

But what march do you refer to? I asked.

Simply this. Mak, with whom I have had a good deal of conversation on the subject, tells me that the river makes a considerable bend below this village, and that by taking a short cut of a days journey or so over land we can save time, and will reach a small hamlet where canoes are to be had. The way, to be sure, is through rather a wild country; but that to us is an advantage, as we shall be the more likely to meet with game. I find, also, that the king has determined to follow the same route with his warriors in pursuit of the enemy, so that thus far we may travel together. At the hamlet we will diverge to the north-east, while we, if all goes well, embarking in our canoe, will proceed toward the west coast, where, if we do not overtake them on the way, we shall be certain to find them on our arrival. Okandaga has often longed to go to the mission station there, and as she knows it is in vain to urge Mbango to return to his destroyed village, she will doubtless advise him to go to the coast.

What you say seems highly probable, said I; and I think the best thing you can do is to go to the king at once and talk him over.

Trust Jack for that, added Peterkin, who was at that moment deeply engaged with what he called the drumstick of a roast monkey. Jack would talk over any creature with life, so persuasive is his eloquence. I say, Ralph, he added, holding the half-picked drumstick at arms length, and regarding it with a critical gaze, I wonder, now, how the drumstick of an ostrich would taste. Good, I have no doubt, though rather large for one mans dinner.

It would be almost equal to gorilla ham, I should fancy, said Jack, as he left the hut on his errand to the king.

O you cannibal, to think of such a thing! cried Peterkin, throwing the bone of his drumstick after our retreating comrade. But tis always thus, he added, with a sigh: man preys upon man, monkey upon monkey. Yet I had hoped better things of Jack. I had believed him to be at least a refined species of gorilla. I say, Ralph, what makes you look so lugubrious?

The difficulties, I suppose, that beset our path, said I sadly; for, to say truth, I did not feel in a jesting humour just then. I was forced, however, in spite of myself, to laugh at the expression of mingled disgust and surprise that overspread the mobile countenance of my friend on hearing my reply.

The difficulties, echoed he, that beset our path! Really, Ralph, life will become insupportable to me if you and Jack go on in this fashion. A man of nerve and sanguine temperament might stand it, but to one like me, of a naturally timid and leaning nature, with the addition of low spirits, it is really crushing  quite crushing.

I laughed, and replied that he must just submit to be crushed, as it was impossible for Jack and me to change our dispositions to suit his convenience; whereupon he sighed, lighted his pipe, and began to smoke vehemently.

In the course of little more than an hour Jack returned, accompanied by Makarooroo, and from the satisfied expression of their faces I judged that they had been successful.

Ah! I see; its all right, said Peterkin, raising himself on one elbow as they entered the hut and seated themselves beside the fire. Old Jambai has been talked over.

Right; but he needed a deal of talk  he was horribly obstinate, said Jack.

Ho, yis; ho! ho! horribubly obsterlate, added Makarooroo in corroboration, rubbing his hands and holding his nose slyly over the bowl of Peterkins pipe, in order to enjoy, as it were, a second-hand whiff.

Here, theres a bit for yourself, old boy. Sit down and enjoy yourself while Jack tells us all about his interview with royalty, said Peterkin, handing a lump of tobacco to our guide, whose eyes glistened and white teeth gleamed as he received the much-prized gift.

Jack now explained to us that he had found the king in a happy state of satiety, smoking in his very curious and uneasy-looking easy-chair; that he had at first begged and entreated him (Jack) to stay and take command of his warriors, and had followed up his entreaties with a hint that it was just possible he might adopt stronger measures if entreaty failed.

To this Jack replied in a long speech, in which he pointed out the impossibility of our complying with the kings request under present circumstances, and the absolute necessity of our returning at some period or other to our native land to tell our people of the wonders we had seen in the great country of King Jambai. Observing that his arguments did not make much impression on the king, he brought up his reserve force to the attack, and offered all the remainder of our goods as a free gift to his majesty, stipulating only that he (the king) should, in consideration thereof, carefully send our boxes of specimens down to the coast, where the messengers, on arriving, should be handsomely paid if everything should arrive safely and in good order.

These liberal offers had a visible influence on the sable monarch, whose pipe indicated the state of his mind pretty clearly  thin wreaths of smoke issuing therefrom when he did not sympathise with Jacks reasoning, and thick voluminous clouds revolving about his woolly head, and involving him, as it were, in a veil of gauze, when he became pleasantly impressed. When Jack made mention of the valuable gifts above referred to, his head and shoulders were indistinctly visible amid the white cloudlets; and when he further offered to supply him with a few hundreds of the magical paper balls that had so effectually defeated his enemies the day before, the upper part of his person was obliterated altogether in smoke.

This last offer of Jacks we deemed a great stroke of politic wisdom, for thereby he secured that the pending war should be marked by the shedding of less blood than is normal in such cases. He endeavoured further to secure this end by assuring the king that the balls would be useless for the purpose for which they were made if any other substance should be put into the gun along with them, and that they would only accomplish the great end of putting the enemy to flight if fired at them in one tremendous volley at a time when the foe had no idea of the presence of an enemy.

All things being thus amicably arranged, we retired to rest, and slept soundly until daybreak, when we were awakened by the busy sounds of preparation in the village for the intended pursuit.

We, too, made active arrangements for a start, and soon after were trooping over the plains and through the jungle in the rear of King Jambais army, laden with such things as we required for our journey to the coast, and Jack, besides his proportion of our food, bedding, cooking utensils, etcetera, carrying Njamies little sick boy on his broad shoulders.




Chapter Twenty Two.

We Meet with a Ludicrously Awful Adventure.

The day following that on which we set out from King Jambais village, as narrated in the last chapter, Jack, Peterkin, Makarooroo, Njamies little boy, and I embarked in a small canoe, and bidding adieu to our hospitable friends, set out on our return journey to the coast.

We determined to proceed thither by another branch of the river which would take us through a totally new, and in some respects different, country from that in which we had already travelled, and which, in the course of a few weeks, would carry us again into the neighbourhood of the gorilla country.

One beautiful afternoon, about a week after parting from our friends, we met with an adventure in which the serious and the comic were strangely mingled. Feeling somewhat fatigued after a long spell at our paddles, and being anxious to procure a monkey or a deer, as we had run short of food, we put ashore, and made our encampment on the banks of the river. This done, we each sallied out in different directions, leaving Makarooroo in charge of the camp.

For some time I wandered about the woods in quest of game, but although I fired at many animals that were good for food, I missed them all, and was unwillingly compelled to return empty-handed. On my way back, and while yet several miles distant from the camp, I met Jack, who had several fat birds of the grouse species hanging at his girdle.

I am glad to see that you have been more successful than I, Jack, said I, as we met.

Yet I have not much to boast of, he replied. It is to be hoped that Peterkin has had better luck. Have you seen him?

No; I have not even heard him fire a shot.

Well, let us go on. Doubtless he will make his appearance in good time. What say you to following the course of this brook? I have no doubt it will guide us to the vicinity of our camp, and the ground immediately to the left of it seems pretty clear of jungle.

Agreed, said I; and for the next ten minutes or so we walked beside each other in silence. Suddenly our footsteps were arrested by a low peculiar noise.

Hark! is that a human voice? whispered Jack, as he cocked his rifle.

It sounds like it, said I.

At the same moment we heard some branches in an opposite direction crack, as if they had been broken by a heavy tread. Immediately after, the first sound became louder and more distinct. Jack looked at me in surprise, and gradually a peculiar smile overspread his face.

Its Peterkin, said I, in a low whisper.

My companion nodded, and half-cocking our pieces, we advanced with slow and cautious steps towards the spot whence the sound had come. The gurgling noise of the brook prevented us from hearing as well as usual, so it was not until we were close upon the bushes that fringed the banks of the streamlet that we clearly discerned the tones of Peterkins voice in conversation with some one, who, however, seemed to make no reply to his remarks. At first I thought he must be talking to himself, but in this I was mistaken.

Lets listen for a minute or two, whispered my companion, with a broad grin.

I nodded assent, and advancing cautiously, we peeped over the bushes. The sight that met our eyes was so irresistibly comic that we could scarcely restrain our laughter.

On a soft grassy spot, close to the warbling stream, lay our friend Peterkin, on his breast, resting on his elbows, and the forefinger of his right hand raised. Before him, not more than six inches from his nose, sat the most gigantic frog I ever beheld, looking inordinately fat and intensely stupid. My memory instantly flew back to the scene on the coral island where Jack and I had caught our friend holding a quiet conversation with the old cat, and I laughed internally as I thought on the proverb, The boy is the father of the man.

Frog, said Peterkin, in a low, earnest voice, at the same time shaking his finger slowly and fixing his eyes on the plethoric creature before him frog, you may believe it or not as you please, but I do solemnly assure you that I never did behold such a great, big, fat monster as you are in all  my  life! What do you mean by it?

As the frog made no reply to this question, but merely kept up an incessant puffing motion in its throat, Peterkin continued  

Now, frog, answer me this one question  and mind that you dont tell lies  you may not be aware of it, but you cant plead ignorance, for I now tell you that it is exceedingly wicked to tell lies, whether you be a frog or only a boy. Now, tell me, did you ever read Aesops Fables?

The frog continued to puff, but otherwise took no notice of its questioner. I could not help fancying that it was beginning to look sulky at being thus catechised.

What, you wont speak! Well, Ill answer for you: you have not read Aesops Fables; if you had you would not go on blowing yourself up in that way. Im only a little man, its true  mores the pity  but if you imagine that by blowing and puffing like that you can ever come to blow up as big as me, youll find yourself mistaken. You cant do it, so you neednt try. Youll only give yourself rheumatism. Now, will you stop? If you wont stop youll burst  there.

Peterkin paused here, and for some time continued to gaze intently in the face of his new friend. Presently he began again  

Frog, what are you thinking of? Do you ever think? I dont believe you do. Tightened up as you seem to be with wind or fat or conceit, if you were to attempt to think the effort would crack your skin, so youd better not try. But, after all, youve some good points about you. If it were not that you would become vain I would tell you that youve got a very good pair of bright eyes, and a pretty mottled skin, and that youre at least the size of a big chicken  not a plucked but a full-fledged chicken. But, O frog, youve got a horribly ugly big mouth, and youre too fat  a great deal too fat for elegance; though I have no doubt its comfortable. Most fat people are comfortable. Oh! you would, would you?

This last exclamation was caused by the frog making a lazy leap to one side, tumbling heavily over on its back, and rolling clumsily on to its legs again, as if it wished to escape from its tormentor, but had scarcely vigour enough to make the effort. Peterkin quietly lifted it up and placed it deliberately before him again in the same attitude as before.

Dont try that again, old boy, said he, shaking his finger threateningly and frowning severely, else Ill be obliged to give you a poke in the nose. I wonder, now, Frog, if you ever had a mother, or if you only grew out of the earth like a plant. Tell me, were you ever dandled in a mothers arms? Do you know anything of maternal affection, eh? Humph! I suspect not. You would not look so besottedly stupid if you did. I tell you what it is, old fellow: youre uncommonly bad company, and Ive a good mind to ram my knife through you, and carry you into camp to my friend Ralph Rover, wholl skin and stuff you to such an extent that your own mother wouldnt know you, and carry you to England, and place you in a museum under a glass case, to be gazed at by nurses, and stared at by children, and philosophised about by learned professors. Hollo! none o that now. Come, poor beast; I didnt mean to frighten you. There, sit still, and dont oblige me to stick you up again, and Ill not take you to Ralph.

The poor frog, which had made another attempt to escape, gazed vacantly at Peterkin again without moving, except in regard to the puffing before referred to.

Now, frog, Ill have to bid you good afternoon. Im sorry that time and circumstance necessitate our separation, but Im glad that I have had the pleasure of meeting with you. Glad and sorry, frog, in the same breath! Did you ever philosophise on that point, eh? Is it possible, think you, to be glad and sorry at one and the same moment? No doubt a creature like you, with such a very small intellect, if indeed you have any at all, will say that it is not possible. But I know better. Why, what do you call hysterics? Aint that laughing and crying at once  sorrow and joy mixed? I dont believe you understand a word that I say. You great puffing blockhead, what are you staring at?

The frog, as before, refused to make any reply; so our friend lay for some time chuckling and making faces at it. While thus engaged he happened to look up, and to our surprise as well as alarm we observed that he suddenly turned as pale as death.

To cock our rifles, and take a step forward so as to obtain a view in the direction in which he was gazing with a fixed and horrified stare, was our immediate impulse. The object that met our eyes on clearing the bushes was indeed well calculated to strike terror into the stoutest heart; for there, not three yards distant from the spot on which our friend lay, and partially concealed by foliage, stood a large black rhinoceros. It seemed to have just approached at that moment, and had been suddenly arrested, if not surprised, by the vision of Peterkin and the frog. There was something inexpressibly horrible in the sight of the great block of a head, with its mischievous-looking eyes, ungainly snout, and ponderous horn, in such close proximity to our friend. How it had got so near without its heavy tread being heard I cannot tell, unless it were that the noise of the turbulent brook had drowned the sound.

But we had no time either for speculation or contemplation. Both Jack and I instantly took aim  he at the shoulder, as he afterwards told me; I at the monsters eye, into which, with, I am bound to confess, my usual precipitancy, I discharged both barrels.

The report seemed to have the effect of arousing Peterkin out of his state of fascination, for he sprang up and darted towards us. At the same instant the wounded rhinoceros crossed the spot which he had left with a terrific rush, and bursting through the bushes as if it had been a great rock falling from a mountain cliff, went headlong into the rivulet.

Without moving from the spot on which we stood, we recharged our pieces with a degree of celerity that, I am persuaded, we never before equalled. Peterkin at the same time caught up his rifle, which leaned against a tree hard by, and only a few seconds elapsed after the fall of the monster into the river ere we were upon its banks ready for another shot.

The portion of the bank of the stream at this spot happened to be rather steep, so that the rhinoceros, on regaining his feet, experienced considerable difficulty in the attempts to clamber out, which he made repeatedly and violently on seeing us emerge from among the bushes.

Let us separate, said Jack; it will distract his attention.

Stay; you have blown out his eye, Ralph, I do believe, said Peterkin.

On drawing near to the struggling monster we observed that this was really the case. Blood streamed from the eye into which I had fired, and poured down his hideous jaws, dyeing the water in which he floundered.

Look out! cried Jack, springing to the right, in order to get on the animals blind side as it succeeded in effecting a landing.

Peterkin instantly sprang in the same direction, while I bounded to the opposite side. I have never been able satisfactorily to decide in my own mind whether this act on my part was performed in consequence of a sudden, almost involuntary, idea that by so doing I should help to distract the creatures attention, or was the result merely of an accidental impulse. But whatever the cause, the effect was most fortunate; for the rhinoceros at once turned towards me, and thus, being blind in the other eye, lost sight of Jack and Peterkin, who with the rapidity almost of thought leaped close up to its side, and took close aim at the most vulnerable parts of its body. As they were directly opposite to me, I felt that I ran some risk of receiving their fire. But before I had time either to reflect that they could not possibly miss so large an object at so short a distance, or to get out of the way, the report of both their heavy rifles rang through the forest, and the rhinoceros fell dead almost at my feet.

Hurrah! shouted Peterkin, throwing his cap into the air at this happy consummation, and sitting down on the haunch of our victim.

Shame on you, Peterkin, said I, as I reloaded his rifle for him shame on you to crow thus over a fallen foe!

Ha, boy! its all very well for you to say that now, but you know well enough that you would rather have lost your ears than have missed such a chance as this. But, I say, itll puzzle you to stuff that fellow, wont it?

No doubt of it, answered Jack, as he drew a percussion cap from his pouch, and placed it carefully on the nipple of his rifle. Ralph will not find it easy; and its a pity, too, not to take it home with us, for under a glass case it would make such a pretty and appropriate pendant, in his museum, to that interesting frog with which you

Oh, you sneaking eavesdropper! cried Peterkin, laughing. It is really too bad that a fellow cant have a little tête-à-tête with a friend but you and Ralph must be thrusting your impertinent noses in the way.

Not to mention the rhinoceros, observed Jack.

Ah! to be sure  the rhinoceros; yes, I might have expected to find you in such low company, for birds of a feather, you know, are said to flock together.

If there be any truth in that, said I, you are bound, on the same ground, to identify yourself with the frog.

By the way, cried Peterkin, starting up and looking around the spot on which his interesting tête-à-tête had taken place, where is the frog? It was just here that  Ah!  oh!  oh! poor, poor frog!

Your course is run, your days are oer;

Well never have a chat no more,

As Shakespeare has it. Well, well, who would have thought that so conversable and intelligent a creature should have come to such a melancholy end?

The poor frog had indeed come to a sad and sudden end, and I felt quite sorry for it, although I could not help smiling at my companions quaint manner of announcing the fact.

Not being gifted with the activity of Peterkin, it had stood its ground when the rhinoceros charged, and had received an accidental kick from the great foot of that animal which had broken its back and killed it outright.

Theres one comfort, however, observed Jack, as we stood over the frogs body: you have been saved the disagreeable necessity of killing it yourself, Ralph.

This was true, and I was not sorry that the rhinoceros had done me this service; for, to say truth, I have ever felt the necessity of killing animals in cold blood to be one of the few disagreeable points in the otherwise delightful life of a naturalist. To shoot animals in the heat and excitement of the chase I have never felt to be particularly repulsive or difficult; but the spearing of an insect, or the deliberate killing of an unresisting frog, are duties which I have ever performed with a feeling of deep self-abhorrence.

Carefully packing my frog in leaves, and placing it in my pouch, I turned with my companions to quit the scene of our late encounter and return to our camp, on arriving at which we purposed sending back Makarooroo to cut off the horn of the rhinoceros; for we agreed that, as it was impossible to carry away the entire carcass, we ought at least to secure the horn as a memorial of our adventure.




Chapter Twenty Three.

We see strange things, and give our negro friends the slip.

During the two following days we passed through a country that was more thickly covered with the indiarubber vine than any place we had before met with in our African travels. I could not help feeling regret that such a splendid region should be almost, if not altogether, unknown and useless to civilised man. There seemed to be an unlimited supply of caoutchouc; but the natives practised a method of gathering it which had the effect of destroying the vine.

One day, some weeks after this, we came upon the habitation of a most remarkable species of monkey, named the Nshiego Mbouve, which we had often heard of, but had not up to that time been so fortunate as to see. Being exceedingly anxious to observe how this remarkable creature made use of its singular house, Peterkin and I lay down near the place, and secreting ourselves in the bushes, patiently awaited the arrival of the monkey, while Jack went off in another direction to procure something for supper.

I dont believe hell come home to-night, said Peterkin, after we had lain down. People never do come in when any one chances to be waiting for them. The human race seems to be born to disappointment. Did you never notice, Ralph, how obstinately contrary and cross-grained things go when you want them to go otherwise?

I dont quite understand you, said I.

Of course you dont. Yours seems to be a mind that can never take anything in unless it is hammered in by repetition.

Come now, Peterkin, dont become, yourself, an illustration of your own remark in reference to cross-grained things.

Well, I wont. But seriously, Ralph, have you not observed, in the course of your observant life, that when you have particular business with a man, and go to his house or office, you are certain to find him out, to use the common phrase? It would be more correct, however, to say you are certain not to find him in.

You are uncommonly particular, Peterkin.

Truly I had need to be so, with such an uncommonly stupid audience.

Thank you. Well?

Well, have you never observed that if you have occasion to call at a house where you have never been before, the number of that particular house is not in its usual place, and you find it after a search quite away from where it ought to be? Has it never struck you that when you take out your umbrella, the day is certain to become hot and sunny; while, if you omit to carry it with you, it is sure to rain?

From all of which you conclude, said I, that the Nshiego will not come home to-night?

Exactly so; that is my meaning precisely.

After Peterkin said this, we relapsed into silence; and it was well that we did so, for had we continued our conversation even in the whispering tones in which it had up to that time been conducted, we should have frightened away the ape which now came, as it were, to rebuke Peterkin for his unbelief.

Coming quickly forward, the Nshiego Mbouve chambered quickly up the tree where its nest was built. This nest was not a structure into which it clambered, but a shelter or canopy formed of boughs with their leaves, somewhat in shape like an umbrella, under which it sat. The construction of this shelter exhibited a good deal of intelligent ingenuity on the part of the ape; for it was tied to the tree by means of wild vines and creepers, and formed a neat, comfortable roof, that was quite capable of shedding the night dews or heavy rains, and thus protecting its occupant.

We were greatly amused by the manner in which the creature proceeded to make itself comfortable. Just below the canopy was a small branch which jutted out horizontally from the stem of the tree. On this branch the ape seated itself, its feet and haunches resting thereon. Then it threw one arm round the tree, and hugging that lovingly to its side, gave what appeared to me to be a small sigh of satisfaction, and prepared to go to sleep.

At this Peterkin chuckled audibly. The Nshiegos eyes opened at once. I cocked my gun and took aim. The desire to procure a specimen was very strong within me, but an unconquerable aversion to kill an animal in such cozy circumstances restrained me. The Nshiego got up in alarm. I pointed the gun, but could not fire. It began to descend. I pulled the trigger, and, I am happy to add, missed my aim altogether, to the intense delight of Peterkin, who filled the woods with laughter, while the Nshiego Mbouve, dropping to the ground, ran shrieking from the spot.

My forbearance at this time was afterwards repaid by my obtaining two much finer specimens of this shelter-building ape, both of which were killed by Peterkin.

On quitting this place we had a narrow escape, the recollection of which still fills me with horror. We were walking rapidly back towards our encampment, chatting as we went, when Peterkin suddenly put his foot on what appeared to be the dead branch of a tree. No sooner had he done so than the curling folds of a black snake fully ten feet long scattered the dry leaves into the air, and caused us both to dart aside with a yell of terror.

I have thought that in the complicated and wonderful mechanism of man there lies a species of almost involuntary muscular power which enables him to act in all cases of sudden danger with a degree of prompt celerity that he could not possibly call forth by a direct act of volition. At all events, on the present emergency, without in the least degree knowing what I was about, I brought my gun from my shoulder into a horizontal position, and blew the snakes head off almost in an instant.

I have pondered this subject, and from the fact that while at one time a man may be prompt and courageous in case of sudden danger, at another time the same man may become panic-stricken and helpless, I have come to the conclusion that the all-wise Creator would teach us  even the bravest among us  the lesson of our dependence upon each other, as well as our dependence upon Himself, and would have us know that while at one time we may prove a tower of strength and protection to our friends, at another time our friends may have to afford succour and protection to us.

I have often wondered, in reference to this, that many men seem to take pride in bold independence, when it is an obvious fact that every man is dependent on his fellow, and that this mutual dependence is one of the chief sources of human happiness.

The black snake which I had killed turned out to be one of a very venomous kind, whose bite is said to be fatal, so that we had good cause to be thankful, and to congratulate ourselves on our escape.

In this region of Africa we were particularly fortunate in what we saw and encountered, as the narrative of our experiences on the day following the above incidents will show.

We had scarcely advanced a few miles on our journey on the morning of that day, when we came upon a part of the country where the natives had constructed a curious sort of trap for catching wild animals; and it happened that a large band of natives were on the point of setting out for a grand hunt at that time.

We were greeted with immense delight on our arrival, for those natives, we soon discovered, had already heard of our exploits in the lands of the gorilla, and regarded us as the greatest hunters that had ever been born. After a short conversation with the chief, through the medium of Makarooroo, we arranged to rest there a day, and accompany them on their hunting expedition; and the better to secure their good will, we presented some of the head men with a few of the beads which we still possessed. Then hauling our canoe out of the water, we prepared ourselves for the chase.

After a long and tedious march through somewhat dense jungle, we came upon the ground, which was partly open, partly clothed with trees and shrubs. Here the natives, who numbered several hundreds, spread themselves out in a long semicircular line, in order to drive the game into the trap.

As we followed them, or rather formed part of the line, I overheard the following conversation between Peterkin and Makarooroo, who chanced to be together.

Now, Mak, said the former, examining the caps of his rifle, explain to me what sort of trap this is that were coming to, and what sort of brutes we may expect to find in it.

De trap, massa, replied our faithful follower, drawing the back of his hand across his mouth de trap am be call hopo

Called what-o? inquired Peterkin.

Hopo.

Oh! go on.

An hims be made ob great number oh sticks tumble down  an hole at de end ob dat; an de beasties dat goes in be zebros, elosphants, eelands, bufflos, gaffs, nocrices, noos, an great more noders ob which me forgit de names.

Oh! you forgit de names, do you?

Yis, massa.

Ah! it wouldnt be a great loss, Mak, if you were to forget the names of those you remember.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the appearance of a buffalo, which showed that we were drawing near to the scene of action. But as Makarooroos description is not remarkable for lucidity, I may explain here that the hopo, or trap, consists of two parts; one part may be termed the conducting hedges, the other the pit at their termination, and into which the game is driven. The conducting hedges are formed in the shape of the letter V. At the narrow extremity there is a narrow lane, at the end of which is the terminating pit. This pit is about eight feet deep and fifteen feet broad, and its edges are made to overlap in such a way that once the animals are in it, they have no chance whatever of getting out again. The surface of the pit is concealed by a thin crust of green rushes, and the hedges are sometimes a mile long, and nearly the same width apart at the outer extremities.

We were still a considerable distance from the outer ends of the hedges, when the natives spread out as above described, and I am convinced that our line extended over at least four miles of ground. The circle, of course, narrowed as they advanced, shouting wildly, in order to drive the game into the enclosure.

That the country was teeming with game soon became apparent, for ever and anon as we advanced a herd of gnus or buffaloes or hartbeests would dart affrighted from their cover, and sweep over the open ground into another place of shelter, out of which they were again driven as the line advanced. In the course of half an hour we drove out hartbeests, zebras, gnus, buffaloes, giraffes, rhinoceroses, and many other kinds of smaller game, either singly or in herds.

Now, lads, said Jack, approaching Peterkin and me as we walked together, it is quite evident that if we wish to see this sport in perfection we must get outside the hedge, and run along towards the pit; for there, in the natural course of things, we may expect the grand climax. What say you? Shall we go?

Agreed, said I.

Ditto, cried Peterkin.

So without more words we turned aside, followed by Makarooroo, leaped the hedge, and running down along it soon reached the edge of the pit.

Here we found a number of the natives assembled with spears, looking eagerly through the interstices of the hedges in expectation of the advancing herds. We took up our stand on a convenient spot, and prepared to wait patiently. But our patience was not severely tried. We had not been more than five minutes stationed when the noise of the closing line was heard, and a herd of buffaloes dashed wildly out from a small piece of jungle in which they had sought shelter, and galloped over the plain towards us. Suddenly they halted, and stood for a moment snuffing the air, as if uncertain what to do; while we could see, even at that distance, that every muscle of their bodies trembled with mingled rage and terror. Before they could decide, a herd of gnus burst from the same place; and presently a dozen zebras galloped out, tossing up their heels and heads in magnificent indignation. These last scattered, and approached the hedges; which caused several natives to dart into the enclosure, who from beneath the shelter of oval shields as large as themselves, threw their spears with unerring certainty into the sides of the terrified creatures.

At this moment there was a general rush from the scattered groups of trees and clumps of jungle, for the animals were now maddened with terror, not only at the shouts of their human persecutors, but at their own wild cries and the increasing thunder of their tread.

The shouting and tumult now became excessive. It was almost bewildering. I looked round upon the faces of the negroes nearest to me. They seemed to be almost insane with suppressed excitement, and their dark faces worked in a manner that was quite awful to witness.

Presently there was a general and indiscriminate rush of all kinds of wild animals towards the narrow end of the hopo. The natives pressed in upon them with wild cries. Spears flew in all directions. Ere long the plain was covered with wounded animals struggling and bellowing in their death-agonies. As the rushing multitude drew nearer to the fatal pit, they became crowded together, and now the men near us began to play their part.

Look out, Jack! I cried, as a buffalo bull with glaring eyes and foaming jaws made a desperate effort to leap over the barrier in our very faces.

Jack raised his rifle and fired; at the same instant a spear was sent into the buffalos breast, and it fell back to form a stumbling-block in the way of the rushing mass.

The report of the rifle caused the whole herd to swerve from our side so violently that they bore down the other side, until I began to fear the hedge would give way altogether; but they were met by the spears and the furious yells of the natives there, and again swept on towards the narrow lane.

And now the head of the bellowing mass came to the edge of the pit. Those in front seemed to suspect danger, for they halted suddenly; but the rush of those behind forced them on. In another moment the thin covering gave way, and a literal cataract of huge living creatures went surging down into the abyss.

The scene that followed was terrible to witness; and I could not regard it with other than feelings of intense horror, despite my knowledge of the fact that a large tribe of natives depended on the game then slain for their necessary food. The maddened animals attempted to leap out of the pit, but the overlapping edges already referred to effectually prevented this until the falling torrent filled it up; then some of them succeeded in leaping out from off the backs of their smothered comrades. These, however, were quickly met and speared by the natives, while ever and anon the great mass was upheaved by the frantic struggles of some gigantic creature that was being smothered at the bottom.

While this scene of wholesale destruction was going on, Makarooroo came up to me and begged me, with mysterious looks, to follow him out of the crowd.

I obeyed, and when we had got away from the immediate neighbourhood of the turmoil, I said, Well, Mak, whats wrong?

De chief, massa, hims tell me few moments ago dat canoe wid Mbango and oomans hab pass dis way to-morrow.

To-morrow! I exclaimed.

No, me forgit; hab pass yistumday.

Indeed!

Yis, an de chief hims say hims want us to stop wid him and go hunt for week or two. Praps he no let us go way.

Thats just possible, Mak. Have you told Jack?

No, massa.

Then go bring him and Peterkin hither at once.

In a few minutes my companions were with me, and we held a brief earnest consultation as to what we should do.

I think we should tell the chief we are anxious to be off at once, and leave him on good terms, said I.

Peterkin objected to this. No, said he; we cannot easily explain why we are anxious to be off so hastily. I counsel flight. They wont find out that we are gone until it is too late to follow.

Jack agreed with this view, so of course I gave in, though I could not in my heart approve of such a method of sneaking away. But our guide seemed also to be exceedingly anxious to be off, so we decided; and slipping quietly away under the shelter of the hedge, while the natives were still busy with their bloody work, we soon gained the forest. Here we had no difficulty in retracing our steps to the village, where, having picked up our little companion, Njamies son, who had been left to play with the little boys of the place, we embarked, swept down the stream, and were soon far beyond the chance of pursuit.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Long Chase, and a Happy Termination Thereof.

Knowing that unless we advanced with more than ordinary speed we could not hope to overtake our friends for several days  a stern chase being proverbially a long one  we travelled a great part of the night as well as all day; and on our third day after quitting the scene of the curious hunt described in the last chapter, we descried the fugitives descending the river about a quarter of a mile ahead of us.

Unhappily we made a stupid mistake at this time. Instead of waiting until we were near enough to be recognised, we shouted to our friends the moment we saw their canoe. I cannot say that we knew them to be our friends, but we had every reason to suppose so. The result of our shout was that they supposed us to be enemies, and paddled away as if for their lives. It was in vain that we tried to show by signs that we were not enemies.

Yell! cried Peterkin, turning to Makarooroo, who sat close behind him.

Our guide opened his huge mouth, and gave utterance to a yell that might well have struck terror into the heart of Mars himself.

Stop! stay! cried Peterkin hastily. I didnt mean a war-yell; I meant a yell of  of peace.

Me no hab a yell ob peace, said Makarooroo, with a look of perplexity.

I should not suppose you had, observed Jack, with a quiet laugh, as he dipped his paddle more energetically than ever into the stream. The fact is, Peterkin, that we shall have to go in for a long chase. There is no doubt about it. I see that there are at least four men in their canoe, and if one of them is Mbango, as we have reason to believe, a stout and expert arm guides them. But ho! give way! never venture, never win.

With that we all plied our paddles with our utmost might. The chase soon became very exciting. Ere long it became evident that the crews of the two canoes were pretty equally matched, for we did not, apparently, diminish the distance between us by a single inch during the next half-hour.

What if it turns out not to be Mbango and his party after all? suggested Peterkin, who wielded his light paddle with admirable effect.

Jack, who sat in the bow, replied that in that case we should have to make the best apology and explanation we could to the niggers, and console ourselves with the consciousness of having done our best.

For some time the rapid dip of our paddles and the rush of our canoe through the water were the only sounds that were heard. Then Peterkin spoke again. He could never keep silence for any great length of time.

I say, Jack, well never do it. If we had only another man, or even a boy. (Peterkin glanced at Njamies little son, who lay sound asleep at the bottom of the boat.) No, he wont do; we might as well ask a mosquito to help us.

I say, lads, isnt one of the crew of that canoe a woman? said Jack, looking over his shoulder, but not ceasing for an instant to ply his paddle.

Cant tell, answered Peterkin. What say you, Mak?

Ye-is, massa, replied the guide, with some hesitation. Me tink dat am be one oomans arm what wag de paddil. Oh! yis, me sartin sure now, dat am a ooman.

That being the case, observed Jack, in a tone of satisfaction, the chase wont last much longer, for a womans muscles cant hold out long at such a pace. Ho! give way once more.

In less than five minutes the truth of Jacks remark became apparent, for we began rapidly to overhaul the fugitives. This result acted with a double effect: while it inspirited us to additional exertion, it depressed those whom we were pursuing, and so rendered them less capable than before of contending with us. There was evidently a good deal of excitement and gesticulation among them. Suddenly the man in the stern laid down his paddle, and stooping down seized a gun, with which, turning round, he took deliberate aim at us.

Thats rather awkward, observed Jack, in a cool, quiet way, as if the awkwardness of the case had no reference whatever to him personally.

We did not, however, check our advance. The man fired, and the ball came skipping over the water and passed us at a distance of about two yards.

Hum! I expected as much, observed Jack. When a bad shot points a bad gun at you, your best plan is to stand still and take your chance. In such a case the chance is not a bad one. Hollo! the rascal seems about to try it again. I say, boys, we must stop this.

We had now gained so much on the fugitives that we had reason to hope that we might by signs enable them to understand that we were not enemies. We had to make the attempt rather abruptly, for as Jack uttered his last remark, the man in the stern of the canoe we were chasing, having reloaded his gun, turned round to aim at us again. At the same time the rest of the crew suddenly ceased to paddle, in order to enable their comrade to take a steady aim. It was evident that they rested all their hopes upon that shot disabling one of our number, and so enabling them to escape. Seeing this, Makarooroo in desperation seized his rifle and levelled it.

No, no, said Peterkin, hastily holding up his hand. Give me your rifle, Mak; and yours, Ralph. Now then, stop paddling for a moment; Ill try an experiment.

So saying, he sprang to his feet, and grasping a rifle in each hand, held them high above his head, intending thus to show that we were well-armed, but that we did not intend to use our weapons.

The device was happily successful: the man in the other canoe lowered the gun with which he was in the act of taking aim at us.

Now, boys, paddle slowly towards the bank, cried Peterkin, laying down the rifles quickly and standing erect again with his empty hands extended in the air, to confirm the fugitives in regard to our good intentions. They understood the sign, and also turned toward the bank, where in a few minutes both parties landed, at the distance of about two hundred yards from each other.

Mak, you had better advance alone, said Jack. If it is Mbango and his friends, they will know you at once. Dont carry your rifle; you wont need it.

Nay, Jack, I interposed; you do not act with your usual caution. Should it chance not to be Mbango, it were well that Mak should have his rifle and a companion to support him.

O most sapient Ralph, said Peterkin, dont you know that Jack and I have nothing to do but sit down on this bank, each with a double-barrel in his hand, and if anything like foul play should be attempted, four of the enemy should infallibly bite the dust at the same time? But youd better go with Mak, since youre so careful of him. We will engage to defend you both.  Hollo, Puggy! take the line of our canoe here and fasten it to yonder bush.

The latter part of this remark was addressed to Njamies little boy, whose name we had never learned, and who had been called Puggy by Peterkin  not, let me remark, in anything approaching to a contemptuous spirit. He evidently meant it as a title of endearment. We had tacitly accepted it, and so had the lad, who for some time past had answered to the name of Puggy, in utter ignorance, of course, as to its signification.

Mak and I now advanced unarmed towards the negroes, and in a few seconds we mutually recognised each other. I was overjoyed to observe the well-known face of Okandaga, who no sooner recognised her lover than she uttered a joyful shout and ran towards him. I at the same time advanced to Mbango, and grasping his hand shook it warmly; but that good-hearted chief was not satisfied with such a tame expression of good will. Seizing me by the shoulders, he put forward his great flat nose and rubbed mine heartily therewith. My first impulse was to draw back, but fortunately my better judgment came to my aid in time, and prevented me from running the risk of hurting the feelings of our black friend. And I had at that time lived long enough to know that there is nothing that sinks so bitterly into the human heart as the repulse, however slightly, of a voluntary demonstration of affection. I had made up my mind that if the dirtiest negro in all Africa should offer to rub noses with me, I would shut my eyes and submit.

I observed among the crew of Mbangos canoe a female figure who instantly attracted my attention and awakened my sympathy. She was seated on a rock, paying no attention whatever to the events that were occurring so near to her, and which, for aught she could tell, might be to her matter of life or death. Her hands hung idly by her side; her body was bowed forward; her head drooped on her breast; and her whole appearance indicated a depth of woe such as I have never before seen equalled.

I pointed to her and looked at Mbango in surprise. He looked first at the woman and then at me, and shook his head mournfully; but being unable to speak to me, or I to him, of course I could not gather much from his looks.

I was about to turn to our guide, when the woman raised her head a little, so that her face was exposed. I at once recognised the features of Njamie, Mbangos favourite wife, and I was now at no loss to divine the cause of her grief.

Starting up in haste, I ran away back at full speed towards the spot where our canoe lay. Jack and Peterkin, seeing how matters stood, were by that time advancing to meet us, and the little boy followed. I passed them without uttering a word, seized the boy by the wrist, and dragged him somewhat violently towards the place where his mother sat.

Hollo, Ralph, shouted Peterkin as I passed, see that you dont damage my Puggy, else youll have to

I heard no more. The next instant I stood beside Njamie, and placed her boy before her. I have never in my life witnessed such a mingling of intense eagerness, surprise, and joy, as was expressed by the poor woman when her eyes fell on the face of her child. For one moment she gazed at him, and the expressions I have referred to flitted, or rather flashed, across her dusky countenance; then giving utterance to a piercing shriek, she sprang forward and clasped her son to her bosom.

I would not have missed that sight for the world. I know not very well what my thoughts were at the time, but the memory of that scene has often since, in my musings, filled me with inexpressible gladness; and in pondering the subject, I have felt that the witnessing of that meeting has given additional force to the line in Scripture wherein the word love alone is deemed sufficiently comprehensive to describe the whole character of the Almighty.

Here, on the one hand, I beheld unutterable, indescribable woe; on the other hand, unutterable, inconceivable joy  both, I should suppose, in their extremest degree, and both resulting from pure and simple love. I pondered this much at the time; I have pondered it often since. It is a subject of study which I recommend to all who chance to read this page.




Chapter Twenty Five.

I Have a Desperate Encounter and a Narrow Escape.

The happiness that now beamed in the faces of Makarooroo, Okandaga, and Njamie was a sufficient reward to us for all the trouble we had taken and all the risk we had run on their account. Poor Njamie was exceedingly grateful to us. She sought by every means in her power to show this, and among other things, hearing us call her son by the name of Puggy, she at once adopted it, to the immense amusement and delight of Peterkin.

After the first excitement of our meeting had subsided somewhat, we consulted together as to what we should now do. On the one hand, we were unwilling to quit the scene of our hunting triumphs and adventures; on the other hand, Makarooroo and his bride were anxious to reach the mission stations on the coast and get married in the Christian manner.

Our opposing interests are indeed a little perplexing, said Jack, after some conversation had passed on the subject. No doubt, Mak, you and Mbango with his friends might reach the coast safely enough without us; but then what should we do without an interpreter?

Our poor guide, whose troubles seemed as though they would never end, sighed deeply and glanced at his bride with a melancholy countenance as he replied  

Mell go wid you, massa, an Okandagall go to coast an wait dere for me come.

Ha! ejaculated Peterkin, thats all very well, Mak, but youll do nothing of the sort. That plan wont do, so well have to try again.

I agree with you, Peterkin, observed Jack. That plan certainly will not do; but I cannot think of any other that will, so we must just exercise a little self-denial for once, give up all further attacks on the wild beasts of Africa, and accompany Mak to the coast.

Could we not manage a compromise? said I.

What be a cumprumoise? asked Makarooroo, who had been glancing anxiously from one to the other as we conversed.

Peterkin laid hold of his chin, pursed up his mouth, and looked at me with a gleeful leer.

Theres a chance for you, Ralph, said he; why dont you explain?

Because its not easy to explain, said I, considering the best way in which to convey the meaning of such a word. A compromise, Mak, is  is a bargain, a compact  at least so Johnson puts it

Yes, interposed Peterkin; so you see, Mak, when you agree with a trader to get him an elephant-tusk, thats a cumprumoise, according to Johnson.

No, no, Mak, said I quickly; Peterkin is talking nonsense. It is not a bargain of that kind; its a  a  You know every question has two sides?

Yis, massa.

Well, suppose you took one side.

Yis.

And suppose I took the other side.

Then suppose we were to agree to forsake our respective sides and meet, as it were, half-way, and thus hold the same middle course

Ay, down the middle and up again; thats it, Mak, again interrupted Peterkin thats a cumprumoise. In short, to put it in another and a clearer light, suppose that I were to resolve to hit you an awful whack on one side of your head, and suppose that Ralph were to determine to hit you a frightful bang on the other side, then suppose that we were to agree to give up those amiable intentions, and instead thereof to give you, unitedly, one tremendous smash on the place where, if you had one, the bridge of your nose would be  that would be a cumprumoise.

Ho! ha! ha! hi! shouted our guide, rolling over on the grass and splitting himself with laughter; for Makarooroo, like the most of his race, was excessively fond of a joke, no matter how bad, and was always ready on the shortest notice to go off into fits of laughter, if he had only the remotest idea of what the jest meant. He had become so accustomed at last to expect something jocular from Peterkin, that he almost invariably opened his mouth to be ready whenever he observed our friend make any demonstration that gave indication of his being about to speak.

From the mere force of sympathy Mbango began to laugh also, and I know not how long the two would have gone on, had not Jack checked them by saying  

I suspect we are not very well fitted to instruct the unenlightened mind, (Ho  hi! sighed Makarooroo, gathering himself up and settling down to listen), and it seems to me that youll have to try again, Peterkin, some other mode of explanation.

Very good, by all means, said our friend. Now, Mak, look here. You want to go there (pointing to the coast with his left hand), and we want to go there (pointing to the interior with his right hand). Now if we both agree to go there, (pointing straight before him with his nose), that will be a cumprumoise. Dye understand?

Ho yis, massa, me compiperhend now.

Exactly so, said I; thats just it. There is a branch of this river that takes a great bend away to the north before it turns towards the sea, is there not? I think I have heard yourself say so before now.

Yis, massa, hall right.

Well, let us go by that branch. We shall be a good deal longer on the route, but we shall be always nearing the end of our journey, and at the same time shall pass through a good deal of new country, in which we may hope to see much game.

Good, said Jack; you have wisdom with you for once, Ralph  it seems feasible.  What say you, Mak? I think it a capital plan.

Yis, massa, it am a copitle plan, sure nuff.

The plan being thus arranged and agreed to, we set about the execution of it at once, and ere long our two canoes were floating side by side down the smooth current of the river.

The route which we had chosen led us, as I had before suspected, into the neighbourhood of the gorilla country, and I was much gratified to learn from Mbango, who had travelled over an immense portion of south-western Africa, that it was not improbable we should meet with several of those monstrous apes before finally turning off towards the coast. I say that I was much gratified to learn this; but I little imagined that I was at that time hastening towards a conflict that well-nigh proved fatal to me, and the bare remembrance of which still makes me shudder.

It occurred several weeks after the events just related. We had gone ashore for the purpose of hunting, our supply of provisions chancing at that time to be rather low. Feeling a desire to wander through the woods in solitude for a short time, I separated from my companions. I soon came to regret this deeply, for about an hour afterwards I came upon the tracks of a gorilla. Being armed only with my small-bore double rifle, and not being by any means confident of my shooting powers, I hesitated some time before making up my mind to follow the tracks.

At first I thought of retracing my steps and acquainting my comrades with the discovery I had made; but the little probability there was of my finding them within several hours deterred me. Besides, I felt ashamed to confess that I had been afraid to prosecute the chase alone; so, after pondering the matter a little, I decided on advancing.

Before doing so, however, I carefully examined the caps of my rifle and loosened my long hunting-knife in its sheath. Then I cautiously followed up the track, making as little noise as possible, for I was well aware of the watchfulness of the animal I was pursuing.

The footprints at first were not very distinct, but ere long I came on a muddy place where they were deeply imprinted, and my anxiety was somewhat increased by observing that they were uncommonly large  the largest I had ever seen  and that, therefore, they had undoubtedly been made by one of those solitary and gigantic males, which are always found to be the most savage.

I had scarcely made this discovery when I came unexpectedly on the gorilla itself. It was seated at the foot of a tree about fifty yards from the spot where I stood, the space between us being comparatively clear of underwood. In an instant he observed me, and rose, at the same time giving utterance to one of those diabolical roars which I have before referred to as being so terrible.

I halted, and felt an irresistible inclination to fire at once; but remembering the oft-repeated warnings of my companions, I restrained myself. At that moment I almost wished, I freely confess, that the gorilla would run away. But the monster had no such intention. Again uttering his horrible roar, he began slowly to advance, at the same time beating his drum-like chest with his doubled fist.

I now felt that my hour of trial had come. I must face the gorilla boldly, and act with perfect coolness. The alternative was death. As the hideous creature came on, I observed that he was considerably larger than the biggest we had yet seen; but, strange to say, this fact made no deeper impression upon me. I suppose that my whole mental and nervous being was wound up to the utmost possible state of tension. I felt that I was steady and able to brave the onset. But I was not aware of the severity of the test to which I was destined to be subjected. Instead of coming quickly on and deciding my fate at once, the savage animal advanced slowly, sometimes a step or two at a time, and then pausing for a moment ere it again advanced. Sometimes it even sat down on its haunches for a second or two, as if the weight of its overgrown body were too much for its hind legs; but it did not cease all that time to beat its chest, and roar, and twist its features into the most indescribable contortions. I suppose it took nearly five minutes to advance to within twelve yards of me, but those five minutes seemed to me an hour. I cannot describe the mental agony I endured.

When within ten yards of me I could restrain myself no longer. I raised my rifle, aimed at its chest, and fired. With a terrible roar it advanced. Again I fired, but without effect, for the gorilla rushed upon me. In despair, I drew my hunting-knife and launched it full at the brutes chest with all my might. I saw the glittering blade enter it as the enormous paw was raised to beat me down. I threw up my rifle to ward off the fatal blow, and at the same moment sprang to one side, in the hope of evading it. The stock of the rifle was shattered to pieces in an instant, and the blow, which would otherwise have fallen full on my head or chest, was diverted slightly, and took effect on my shoulder, the blade of which was smashed as I was hurled with stunning violence to the ground. For one moment I felt as if I were falling headlong down a precipice; the next, I became unconscious.

On recovering, I found myself lying on my back at the bottom of what appeared to be a large pit. I must have lain there for a considerable time, for I felt cold and stiff; and when I attempted to move, my wounded shoulder caused me unutterable anguish. I knew, however, that I must certainly perish if I did not exert myself; so with much difficulty I crept out of the pit. The first object that met my eyes, on rising to my feet, was the carcass of my late antagonist; which, on examination, I found, though badly wounded by both bullets, had eventually been killed by the knife. It must have died almost immediately after giving me the blow that had hurled me into the pit. I had not observed this pit, owing to the screen of bushes that surrounded it, but I have now no doubt that it was the means of saving my life.

My recollections of what followed this terrible adventure are exceedingly confused. I remember that I wandered about in a state of dreamy uncertainty, endeavouring to retrace my steps to our encampment. I have a faint recollection of meeting, to my surprise, with Jack and Peterkin, and of their tender expressions of sympathy; and I have a very vivid remembrance of the agony I endured when Jack set my broken shoulder-blade and bandaged my right arm tightly to my side. After that, all was a confused dream, in which all the adventures I had ever had with wild beasts were enacted over again, and many others besides that had never taken place at all.

Under the influence of fever, I lay in a state of delirium for many days in the bottom of the canoe; and when my unclouded consciousness was at length restored to me, I found myself lying in a bed, under the hospitable roof of a missionary, the windows of whose house looked out upon the sea.

And now, reader, the record of our adventures is complete. During the few weeks that I spent with the kind missionary of the Cross, I gained strength rapidly, and amused myself penning the first chapters of this book. Makarooroo and Okandaga were married, and soon became useful members of the Christian community on that part of the African coast. Mbango and his friends also joined the missionary for a time, but ultimately returned to the interior, whither I have no doubt they carried some of the good influences that they had received on the coast along with them.

King Jambai proved faithful to his engagement. All our packages and boxes of specimens arrived safely at the coast; and when unpacked for examination, and displayed in the large schoolroom of the station, the gorillas, and other rare and wonderful animals, besides curious plants, altogether formed a magnificent collection, the like of which has not yet been seen in Great Britain, and probably never will be.

When I was sufficiently restored to stand the voyage, Jack and Peterkin and I embarked in a homeward-bound trading vessel, and taking leave of our kind friends of the coast, and of Makarooroo and Okandaga, who wept much at the prospect of separation from us, we set sail for Old England.

Farewell, said I, as we leaned over the vessels side and gazed sadly at the receding shore farewell to you, kind missionaries and faithful negro friends.

Ay, added Peterkin, with a deep sigh, and fare-you-well, ye monstrous apes; gorillas, fare-you-well!

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Tale Begins with the Engaging of a Tail  and the Captain Delivers his Opinions on Various Subjects.

Captain Dunning stood with his back to the fireplace in the back-parlour of a temperance coffee-house in a certain town on the eastern seaboard of America.

The name of that town is unimportant, and, for reasons with which the reader has nothing to do, we do not mean to disclose it.

Captain Dunning, besides being the owner and commander of a South Sea whale-ship, was the owner of a large burly body, a pair of broad shoulders, a pair of immense red whiskers that met under his chin, a short, red little nose, a large firm mouth, and a pair of light-blue eyes, which, according to their owners mood, could flash like those of a tiger or twinkle sweetly like the eyes of a laughing child. But his eyes seldom flashed; they more frequently twinkled, for the captain was the very soul of kindliness and good-humour. Yet he was abrupt and sharp in his manner, so that superficial observers sometimes said he was hasty.

Captain Dunning was, so to speak, a sample of three primary colours  red, blue, and yellow  a walking fragment, as it were, of the rainbow. His hair and face, especially the nose, were red; his eyes, coat, and pantaloons were blue, and his waistcoat was yellow.

At the time we introduce him to the reader he was standing, as we have said, with his back to the fireplace, although there was no fire, the weather being mild, and with his hands in his breeches pockets. Having worked with the said hands for many long years before the mast, until he had at last worked himself behind the mast, in other words, on to the quarterdeck and into possession of his own ship, the worthy captain conceived that he had earned the right to give his hands a long rest; accordingly he stowed them away in his pockets and kept them there at all times, save when necessity compelled him to draw them forth.

Very odd, remarked Captain Dunning, looking at his black straw hat which lay on the table before him, as if the remark were addressed to it very odd if, having swallowed the cow, I should now be compelled to worry at the tail.

As the black straw hat made no reply, the captain looked up at the ceiling, but not meeting with any response from that quarter, he looked out at the window and encountered the gaze of a seaman flattening his nose on a pane of glass, and looking in.

The captain smiled. Ah! heres a tail at last, he said, as the seaman disappeared, and in another moment reappeared at the door with his hat in his hand.

It may be necessary, perhaps, to explain that Captain Dunning had just succeeded in engaging a first-rate crew for his next whaling voyage (which was the cow he professed to have swallowed), with the exception of a cook (which was the tail, at which he feared he might be compelled to worry).

Youre a cook, are you? he asked, as the man entered and nodded.

Yes, sir, answered the tail, pulling his forelock.

And an uncommonly ill-favoured rascally-looking cook you are, thought the captain; but he did not say so, for he was not utterly regardless of mens feelings. He merely said, Ah! and then followed it up with the abrupt question  

Do you drink?

Yes, sir, and smoke too, replied the tail, in some surprise.

Very good; then you can go, said the captain, shortly.

Eh! exclaimed the man:

You can go, repeated the captain. You wont suit. My ship is a temperance ship, and all the hands are teetotalers. I have found from experience that men work better, and speak better, and in every way act better, on tea and coffee than on spirits. I dont object to their smoking; but I dont allow drinkin aboard my ship; so you wont do, my man. Good-morning.

The tail gazed at the captain in mute amazement.

Ah! you may look, observed the captain, replying to the gaze; but you may also mark my words, if you will. Ive not sailed the ocean for thirty years for nothing. Ive seen men in hot seas and in cold  on grog, and on tea  and I know that coffee and tea carry men through the hardest work better than grog. I also know that theres a set o men in this world who look upon teetotalers as very soft chaps  old wives, in fact. Very good, (here the captain waxed emphatic, and struck his fist on the table.) Now look here, young man, Im an old wife, and my ships manned by similar old ladies; so you wont suit.

To this the seaman made no reply, but feeling doubtless, as he regarded the masculine specimen before him, that he would be quite out of his element among such a crew of females, he thrust a quid of tobacco into his cheek, put on his hat, turned on his heel and left the room, shutting the door after him with a bang.

He had scarcely left when a tap at the door announced a second visitor.

Hum! Another tail, I suppose. Come in.

If the new-comer was a tail, he was decidedly a long one, being six feet three in his stockings at the very least.

You wants a cook, I blieve? said the man, pulling off his hat.

I do. Are you one?

Yes, I jist guess I am. Bin a cook for fifteen year.

Been to sea as a cook? inquired the captain.

I jist have. Once to the South Seas, twice to the North, an once round the world. Cook all the time. Ive roasted, and stewed, and grilled, and fried, and biled, right round the arth, I have.

Being apparently satisfied with the mans account of himself, Captain Dunning put to him the question Do you drink?

Ay, like a fish; for I drinks nothin but water, I dont. Bin born and raised in the State of Maine, dye see, an never tasted a drop all my life.

Very good, said the captain, who plumed himself on being a clever physiognomist, and had already formed a good opinion of the man. Do you ever swear?

Never, but when I cant help it.

And whens that?

When Im fit to bust.

Then, replied the captain, you must learn to bust without swearin, cause I dont allow it aboard my ship.

The man evidently regarded his questioner as a very extraordinary and eccentric individual; but he merely replied, Ill try; and after a little further conversation an agreement was come to; the man was sent away with orders to repair on board immediately, as everything was in readiness to up anchor and away next morning.

Having thus satisfactorily and effectually disposed of the tail, Captain Dunning put on his hat very much on the back of his head, knit his brows, and pursed his lips firmly, as if he had still some important duty to perform; then, quitting the hotel, he traversed the streets of the town with rapid strides.




Chapter Two.

Important Personages are Introduced to the Reader  The Captain makes Insane Resolutions, Fights a Battle, and Conquers.

In the centre of the town whose name we have declined to communicate, there stood a house  a small house  so small that it might have been more appropriately, perhaps, styled a cottage. This house had a yellow-painted face, with a green door in the middle, which might have been regarded as its nose, and a window on each side thereof, which might have been considered its eyes. Its nose was, as we have said, painted green, and its eyes had green Venetian eyelids, which were half shut at the moment Captain Dunning walked up to it as if it were calmly contemplating that seamans general appearance.

There was a small garden in front of the house, surrounded on three sides by a low fence. Captain Dunning pushed open the little gate, walked up to the nose of the house, and hit it several severe blows with his knuckles. The result was that the nose opened, and a servant-girl appeared in the gap.

Is your mistress at home? inquired the captain.

Guess she is  both of em! replied the girl.

Tell both of em Im here, then, said the captain, stepping into the little parlour without further ceremony; and is my little girl in?

Yes, shes in.

Then send her here too, an look alive, lass. So saying, Captain Dunning sat down on the sofa, and began to beat the floor with his right foot somewhat impatiently.

In another second a merry little voice was heard in the passage, the door burst open, a fair-haired girl of about ten years of age sprang into the room, and immediately commenced to strangle her father in a series of violent embraces.

Why, Ailie, my darling, one would think you had not seen me for fifty years at least, said the captain, holding his daughter at arms-length, in order the more satisfactorily to see her.

Its a whole week, papa, since you last came to see me, replied the little one, striving to get at her fathers neck again, and Im sure it seems to me like a hundred years at least.

As the child said this she threw her little arms round her father, and kissed his large, weather-beaten visage all over  eyes, mouth, nose, chin, whiskers, and, in fact, every attainable spot. She did it so vigorously, too, that an observer would have been justified in expecting that her soft, delicate cheeks would be lacerated by the rough contact; but they were not. The result was a heightening of the colour, nothing more. Having concluded this operation, she laid her cheek on the captains and endeavoured to clasp her hands at the back of his neck, but this was no easy matter. The captains neck was a remarkably thick one, and the garments about that region were voluminous; however, by dint of determination, she got the small fingers intertwined, and then gave him a squeeze that ought to have choked him, but it didnt: many a strong man had tried that in his day, and had failed signally.

Youll stay a long time with me before you go away to sea again, wont you, dear papa? asked the child earnestly, after she had given up the futile effort to strangle him.

How like! murmured the captain, as if to himself, and totally unmindful of the question, while he parted the fair curls and kissed Ailies forehead.

Like what, papa?

Like your mother  your beloved mother, replied the captain, in a low, sad voice.

The child became instantly grave, and she looked up in her fathers face with an expression of awe, while he dropped his eyes on the floor.

Poor Alice had never known a mothers love. Her mother died when she was a few weeks old, and she had been confided to the care of two maiden aunts  excellent ladies, both of them; good beyond expression; correct almost to a fault; but prim, starched, and extremely self-possessed and judicious, so much so that they were injudicious enough to repress some of the best impulses of their natures, under the impression that a certain amount of dignified formality was essential to good breeding and good morals in every relation of life.

Dear, good, starched Misses Dunning! if they had had their way, boys would have played cricket and football with polite urbanity, and girls would have kissed their playmates with gentle solemnity. They did their best to subdue little Alice, but that was impossible. The child would rush about the house at all unexpected and often inopportune seasons, like a furiously insane kitten and she would disarrange their collars too violently every evening when she bade them good-night.

Alice was intensely sympathetic. It was quite enough for her to see any one in tears, to cause her to open up the flood-gates of her eyes and weep  she knew not and she cared not why. She threw her arms round her fathers neck again, and hugged him, while bright tears trickled like diamonds from her eyes. No diamonds are half so precious or so difficult to obtain as tears of genuine sympathy!

How would you like to go with me to the whale-fishery? inquired Captain Dunning, somewhat abruptly as he disengaged the childs arms and set her on his knee.

The tears stopped in an instant, as Alice leaped, with the happy facility of childhood, totally out of one idea and thoroughly into another.

Oh, I should like it so much!

And how much is so much, Ailie? inquired the captain.

Ailie pursed her mouth, and looked at her father earnestly, while she seemed to struggle to give utterance to some fleeting idea.

Think, she said quickly, think something good as much as ever you can. Have you thought?

Yes, answered the captain, smiling.

Then, continued Ailie, its twenty thousand million times as much as that, and a great deal more!

The laugh with which Captain Dunning received this curious explanation of how much his little daughter wished to go with him to the whale-fishery, was interrupted by the entrance of his sisters, whose sense of propriety induced them to keep all visitors waiting at least a quarter of an hour before they appeared, lest they should be charged with unbecoming precipitancy.

Here you are, lassies; how are ye? cried the captain as he rose and kissed each lady on the cheek heartily.

The sisters did not remonstrate. They knew that their brother was past hope in this respect, and they loved him, so they suffered it meekly.

Having admitted that they were well  as well, at least, as could be expected, considering the cataract of trials that perpetually descended upon their devoted heads  they sat down as primly as if their visitor were a perfect stranger, and entered into a somewhat lengthened conversation as to the intended voyage, commencing, of course, with the weather.

And now, said the captain, rubbing the crown of his straw hat in a circular manner, as if it were a beaver, Im coming to the point.

Both ladies exclaimed, What point, George? simultaneously, and regarded the captain with a look of anxious surprise.

The point, replied the captain, about which Ive come here to-day. It aint a point o the compass; nevertheless, Ive been steerin it in my minds eye for a considerable time past. The fact is (here the captain hesitated), I  Ive made up my mind to take my little Alice along with me this voyage.

The Misses Dunning wore unusually tall caps, and their countenances were by nature uncommonly long, but the length to which they grew on hearing this announcement was something preternaturally awful.

Take Ailie to sea! exclaimed Miss Martha Dunning, in horror.

To fish for whales! added Miss Jane Dunning, in consternation.

Brother, youre mad! they exclaimed together, after a breathless pause; and youll do nothing of the kind, they added firmly.

Now, the manner in which the Misses Dunning received this intelligence greatly relieved their eccentric brother. He had fully anticipated, and very much dreaded, that they would at once burst into tears, and being a tender-hearted man he knew that he could not resist that without a hard struggle. A flood of womans tears, he was wont to say, was the only sort of salt water storm he hadnt the heart to face. But abrupt opposition was a species of challenge which the captain always accepted at once  off-hand. No human power could force him to any course of action.

In this latter quality Captain Dunning was neither eccentric nor singular.

Im sorry you dont like my proposal, my dear sisters, said he; but Im resolved.

You wont! said Martha.

You shant! cried Jane.

I will! replied the captain.

There was a pause here of considerable length, during which the captain observed that Marthas nostrils began to twitch nervously. Jane, observing the fact, became similarly affected. To the captains practised eye these symptoms were as good as a barometer. He knew that the storm was coming, and took in all sail at once (mentally) to be ready for it.

It came! Martha and Jane Dunning were for once driven from the shelter of their wonted propriety  they burst simultaneously into tears, and buried their respective faces in their respective pocket-handkerchiefs, which were immaculately clean and had to be hastily unfolded for the purpose.

Now, now, my dear girls, cried the captain, starting up and patting their shoulders, while poor little Ailie clasped her hands, sat down on a footstool, looked up in their faces  or, rather, at the backs of the hands which covered their faces  and wept quietly.

Its very cruel, George  indeed it is, sobbed Martha; you know how we love her.

Very true, remarked the obdurate captain; but you dont know how I love her, and how sad it makes me to see so little of her, and to think that she may be learning to forget me  or, at least, added the captain, correcting himself as Ailie looked at him reproachfully through her tears at least to do without me. I cant bear the thought. Shes all I have left to me, and

Brother, interrupted Martha, looking hastily up, did you ever before hear of such a thing as taking a little girl on a voyage to the whale-fishing?

No, never, replied the captain; what has that got to do with it?

Both ladies held up their hands and looked aghast. The idea of any man venturing to do what no one ever thought of doing before was so utterly subversive of all their ideas of propriety  such a desperate piece of profane originality  that they remained speechless.

George, said Martha, drying her eyes, and speaking in tones of deep solemnity, did you ever read Robinson Crusoe?

Yes, I did, when I was a boy; an that wasnt yesterday.

And did you, continued the lady in the same sepulchral tone, did you note how that man  that beacon, if I may use the expression, set up as a warning to deter all wilful boys and men from reckless, and wicked, and wandering, and obstreperous courses  did you note, I say, how that man, that beacon, was shipwrecked, and spent a dreary existence on an uninhabited and dreadful island, in company with a low, dissolute, black, unclothed companion called Friday?

Yes, answered the captain, seeing that she paused for a reply.

And all, continued Martha, in consequence of his resolutely and obstinately, and wilfully and wickedly going to sea?

Well, it couldnt have happened if he hadnt gone to sea, no doubt.

Then, argued Martha, will you, can you, George, contemplate the possibility of your only daughter coming to the same dreadful end?

George, not exactly seeing the connection, rubbed his nose with his forefinger, and replied Certainly not.

Then you are bound, continued Martha, in triumph, by all that is upright and honourable, by all the laws of humanity and propriety, to give up this wild intention  and you must!

There! cried Miss Jane emphatically, as if the argument were unanswerable  as indeed it was, being incomprehensible.

The last words were unfortunate. They merely riveted the captains determination.

You talk a great deal of nonsense, Martha, he said, rising to depart. Ive fixed to take her, so the sooner you make up your minds to it the better.

The sisters knew their brothers character too well to waste more time in vain efforts; but Martha took him by the arm, and said earnestly Will you promise me, my dear George, that when she comes back from this voyage, you will never take her on another?

Yes, dear sister, replied the captain, somewhat melted, I promise that.

Without another word Martha sat down and held out her arms to Ailie, who incontinently rushed into them. Propriety fled for the nonce, discomfited. Miss Marthas curls were disarranged beyond repair, and Miss Marthas collar was crushed to such an extent that the very laundress who had washed and starched and ironed it would have utterly failed to recognise it. Miss Jane looked on at these improprieties in perfect indifference  nay, when, after her sister had had enough, the child was handed over to her, she submitted to the same violent treatment without a murmur. For once Nature was allowed to have her way, and all three had a good hearty satisfactory cry; in the midst of which Captain Dunning left them, and, proceeding on board his ship, hastened the preparations for his voyage to the Southern Seas.




Chapter Three.

The Tea-Party  Accidents and Incidents of a Minor Kind  Glynn Proctor gets into Trouble.

On the evening of the day in which the foregoing scenes were enacted, the Misses Dunning prepared a repast for their brother and one or two of his officers, who were to spend the last evening in port there, and discuss various important and unimportant matters in a sort of semi-convivio-business way.

An event of this kind was always of the deepest interest and productive of the most intense anxiety to the amiable though starched sisters; first, because it was of rare occurrence; and second, because they were never quite certain that it would pass without some unhappy accident, such as the upsetting of a tea-cup or a kettle, or the scalding of the cat, not to mention visitors legs. They seemed to regard a tea-party in the light of a firearm  a species of blunderbuss  a thing which, it was to be hoped, would go off well; and, certainly, if loading the table until it groaned had anything to do with the manner of its going off, there was every prospect of its doing so with pre-eminent success upon that occasion.

But besides the anxieties inseparable from the details of the pending festivities, the Misses Dunning were overwhelmed and weighed down with additional duties consequent upon their brothers sudden and unexpected determination. Little Ailie had to be got ready for sea by the following morning! It was absolute and utter insanity! No one save a madman or a sea-captain could have conceived such a thing, much less have carried it into effect tyrannically.

The Misses Dunning could not attempt any piece of duty or work separately. They always acted together, when possible; and might, in fact, without much inconvenience, have been born Siamese twins. Whatever Martha did, Jane attempted to do or to mend; wherever Jane went, Martha followed. Not, by any means, that one thought she could improve upon the work of the other; their conduct was simply the result of a desire to assist each other mutually. When Martha spoke, Jane echoed or corroborated; and when Jane spoke, Martha repeated her sentences word for word in a scarcely audible whisper  not after the other had finished, but during the course of the remarks.

With such dispositions and propensities, it is not a matter to be wondered at that the good ladies, while arranging the tea-table, should suddenly remember some forgotten article of Ailies wardrobe, and rush simultaneously into the childs bedroom to rectify the omission; or, when thus engaged, be filled with horror at the thought of having left the buttered toast too near the fire in the parlour.

It is really quite perplexing, said Martha, sitting down with a sigh, and regarding the tea-table with a critical gaze; quite perplexing. Im sure I dont know how I shall bear it. It is too bad of George  darling Ailie  (dear me, Jane, how crookedly you have placed the urn)  it is really too bad.

Too bad, indeed; yes, isnt it? echoed Jane, in reference to the captains conduct, while she assisted Martha, who had risen to readjust the urn.

Oh! exclaimed Martha, with a look of horror.

What? cried Jane, who looked and felt equally horrified, although she knew not yet the cause.

The eggs!

The eggs?

Yes, the eggs. You know every one of the last dozen we got was bad, and weve forgot to send for more, said Martha.

For more; so we have! cried Jane; and both ladies rushed into the kitchen, gave simultaneous and hurried orders to the servant-girl, and sent her out of the house impressed with an undefined feeling that life or death depended on the instant procuring of two dozen fresh eggs.

It may be as well to remark here, that the Misses Dunning, although stiff, and starched, and formal, had the power of speeding nimbly from room to room, when alone and when occasion required, without in the least degree losing any of their stiffness or formality, so that we do not use the terms rush, rushed, or rushing inappropriately. Nevertheless, it may also be remarked that they never acted in a rapid or impulsive way in company, however small in numbers or unceremonious in character the company might be  always excepting the servant-girl and the cat, to whose company, from long habit, they had become used, and therefore indifferent.

The sisters were on their knees, stuffing various articles into a large trunk, and Ailie was looking on, by way of helping, with very red and swollen eyes, and the girl was still absent in quest of eggs, when a succession of sounding blows were administered to the green door, and a number of gruff voices were heard conversing without.

There! cried Martha and Jane, with bitter emphasis, looking in each others faces as if to say, We knew it. Before that girl was sent away for these eggs, we each separately and privately prophesied that they would arrive, and that we should have to open the door. And you see, so it has happened, and we are not ready!

But there was no time for remark. The case was desperate. Both sisters felt it to be so, and acted accordingly, while Ailie, having been forbidden to open the door, sat down on her trunk, and looked on in surprise. They sprang up, washed their hands simultaneously in the same basin, with the same piece of soap broken in two; dried them with the same towel, darted to the mirror, put on two identically similar clean tall caps, leaped down-stairs, opened the door with slow dignity of demeanour, and received their visitors in the hall with a calmness and urbanity of manner that contrasted rather strangely with their flushed countenances and heaving bosoms.

Hallo! Ailie! exclaimed the captain, as his daughter pulled down his head to be kissed. Why, you take a fellow all aback, like a white squall. Are you ready, my pet? Kit stowed and anchor tripped? Come this way, and let us talk about it. Dear me, Martha, you and Jane  look as if you had been running a race, eh? Here are my messmates come to talk a bit with you. My sisters, Martha and Jane  Dr Hopley. (Dr Hopley bowed politely.) My first mate, Mr Millons (Mr Millons also bowed, somewhat loosely); and Rokens  Tim Rokens, my chief harpooner. (Mr Rokens pulled his forelock, and threw back his left leg, apparently to counterbalance the bend in his body.) He didnt want to come; said he warnt accustomed to ladies society; but I told him you warnt ladies  a  I dont mean that  not ladies o the high-flyin fashionable sort, that give themselves airs, you know. Come along, Ailie.

While the captain ran on in this strain, hung up his hat, kissed Ailie, and ran his fingers through his shaggy locks, the Misses Dunning performed a mingled bow and courtsey to each guest as his name was mentioned, and shook hands with him, after which the whole party entered the parlour, where the cat was discovered enjoying a preliminary meal of its own at one of the pats of butter. A united shriek from Martha and Jane, a nautical howl from the guests, and a rolled-up pocket-handkerchief from Rokens sent that animal from the table as if it had received a galvanic shock.

I ax yer parding, ladies, said Mr Rokens, whose aim had been so perfect that his handkerchief not only accelerated the flight of the cat, but carried away the violated pat of butter along with it. I ax yer parding, but them brutes is sich thieves  I could roast em alive, so I could.

The harpooner unrolled his handkerchief, and picking the pat of butter from its folds with his fingers, threw it into the fire. Thereafter he smoothed down his hair, and seated himself on the extreme edge of a chair, as near the door as possible. Not that he had any intention whatever of taking to flight, but he deemed that position to be more suited to his condition than any other.

In a few minutes the servant-girl returned with the eggs. While she is engaged in boiling them, we shall introduce Captain Dunnings friends and messmates to the reader.

Dr Hopley was a surgeon, and a particular friend of the captains. He was an American by birth, but had travelled so much about the world that he had ceased to guess and calculate, and to speak through his nose. He was a man about forty, tall, big-boned, and muscular, though not fat; and besides being a gentlemanly man, was a good-natured, quiet creature, and a clever enough fellow besides, but he preferred to laugh at and enjoy the jokes and witticisms of others rather than to perpetrate any himself. Dr Hopley was intensely fond of travelling, and being possessed of a small independence, he indulged his passion to the utmost. He had agreed to go with Captain Dunning as the ships doctor, simply for the sake of seeing the whale-fishery of the South Seas, having already, in a similar capacity, encountered the dangers of the North.

Dr Hopley had few weaknesses. His chief one was an extravagant belief in phrenology. We would not be understood to imply that phrenology is extravagant; but we assert that the doctors belief in it was extravagant, assigning, as he did, to every real and ideal facility of the human mind a local habitation and a name in the cranium, with a corresponding depression or elevation of the surface to mark its whereabouts. In other respects he was a commonplace sort of a man.

Mr Millons, the first mate, was a short, hale, thick-set man, without any particularly strong points of character. He was about thirty-five, and possessed a superabundance of fair hair and whiskers, with a large, broad chin, a firm mouth, rather fierce-looking eyes, and a hasty, but by no means a bad temper. He was a trustworthy, matter-of-fact seaman, and a good officer, but not bright intellectually. Like most men of his class, his look implied that he did not under-estimate his own importance, and his tones were those of a man accustomed to command.

Tim Rokens was an old salt; a bluff, strong, cast-iron man, of about forty-five years of age, who had been at sea since he was a little boy, and would not have consented to live on dry land, though he had been offered command of a seaport town all to himself, as he was wont to affirm emphatically. His visage was scarred and knotty, as if it had been long used to being pelted by storms  as indeed it had. There was a scar over his left eye and down his cheek, which had been caused by a slash from the cutlass of a pirate in the China Seas; but although it added to the rugged effect of his countenance, it did not detract from the frank, kindly expression that invariably rested there. Tim Rokens had never been caught out of temper in his life. Men were wont say he had no temper to lose. Whether this was true or no, we cannot presume to say, but certainly he never lost it. He was the best and boldest harpooner in Captain Dunnings ship, and a sententious deliverer of his private opinion on all occasions whatsoever. When we say that he wore a rough blue pilot-cloth suit, and had a large black beard, with a sprinkling of silver hairs in it, we have completed his portrait.

Whats come of Glynn? inquired Captain Dunning, as he accepted a large cup of smoking tea with one hand, and with the other handed a plate of buttered toast to Dr Hopley, who sat next him.

I really cannot imagine, replied Miss Martha.

No, cannot imagine, whispered Miss Jane.

He promised to come, and to be punctual, continued Miss Martha (Punctual, whispered Miss J), but something seems to have detained him. Perhaps

Here Miss Martha was brought to an abrupt pause by observing that Mr Rokens was about to commence to eat his egg with a teaspoon.

Allow me, Mr Rokens, she said, handing that individual an ivory eggspoon.

Oh, cernly, maam. By all means, replied Rokens, taking the spoon and handing it to Miss Jane, under the impression that it was intended for her.

I beg pardon, it is for yourself, Mr Rokens, said Martha and Jane together.

Thankee, maam, replied Rokens, growing red, as he began to perceive he was a little off his course somehow. Ive no occasion for two, an this one suits me oncommon.

Ah! you prefer big spoons to little ones, my man, dont you? said Captain Dunning, coming to the rescue. Let him alone, Martha, hes used to take care of himself. Doctor, can you tell me now, which is the easiest of digestion  a hard egg or a soft one?

Thus appealed to, Dr Hopley paused a moment and frowned at the teapot, as though he were about to tax his brain to the utmost in the solution of an abstruse question in medical science.

Well now, he replied, stirring his tea gently, and speaking with much deliberation, that depends very much upon circumstances. Some digestions can manage a hard egg best, others find a soft one more tractable. And then the state of the stomach at the time of eating has to be taken into account. I should say now, that my little friend Ailie, here, to judge from the rosy colour of her cheeks, could manage hard or soft eggs equally well; couldnt you, eh?

Ailie laughed, as she replied, Im sure I dont know, Doctor Hopley; but I like soft ones best.

To this, Captain Dunning said, Of course you do, my sensible little pet; although it would be difficult to show wherein lay the sensibility of the preference, and then added Theres Rokens, now; wouldnt you, doctor  judging from his rosy, not to say purple cheeks  conclude that he wasnt able to manage even two eggs of any kind?

Wot, me! exclaimed Mr Rokens, looking up in surprise, as indeed he well might, having just concluded his fourth, and being about to commence his fifth egg, to the no small anxiety of Martha and Jane, into whose limited and innocent minds the possibility of such a feat had never entered. Wot, me! Why, capting, if they was biled as hard as the head of a marline-spike

The expanding grin on the captains face, and a sudden laugh from the mate, apprised the bold harpooner at this point of his reply that the captain was jesting, so he felt a little confused, and sought relief by devoting himself assiduously to egg Number 5.

It fared ill with Tim Rokens that evening that he had rashly entered into ladies society, for he was a nervous man in refined company, though cool and firm as a grounded iceberg when in the society of his messmates, or when towing with the speed of a steamboat in the wake of a sperm-whale.

Egg Number 5 proved to be a bad one. Worse than that, egg Number 5 happened to belong to that peculiar class of bad eggs which go off with a little crack when hit with a spoon, and sputter their unsavoury contents around them. Thus it happened, that when Mr Rokens, feeling confused, and seeking relief in attention to the business then in hand, hit egg Number 5 a smart blow on the top, a large portion of its contents spurted over the fair white tablecloth, a small portion fell on Mr Rokens vest, and a minute yellow globule thereof alighted on the fair Marthas hand, eliciting from that lady a scream, and as a matter of course, an echo from Jane in the shape of a screamlet.

Mr Rokens flushed a deep Indian-red, and his nose assumed a warm blue colour instantly.

Oh! maam, I ax yer parding.

Pray dont mention it  a mere accident. Im so sorry you have got a bad  Oh!

The little scream with which Miss Martha interrupted her remark was caused by Mr Rokens (who had just observed the little yellow globule above referred to) seizing her hand, and wiping away the speck with the identical handkerchief that had floored the cat and swept away the pat of butter. Immediately thereafter, feeling heated, he wiped the perspiration from his forehead, and unwittingly transferred the spot thereto in the form of a yellow streak, whereat Ailie and the first mate burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter. Even Miss Martha smiled, although she rather objected to jesting, as being a dangerous amusement, and never laughed at the weaknesses or misfortunes of others, however ludicrous they might be, when she could help it.

How can you, brother? she said, reproachfully, shaking her head at the captain, who was winking at the doctor with one eye in a most obstreperous manner. Do try another egg, Mr Rokens; the others, I am sure, are fresh. I cannot imagine how a bad one came to be amongst them.

Ah, try another, my lad, echoed the captain. Pass em up this way, Mr Millons.

By no manner o means; Ill eat this un! replied the harpooner, commencing to eat the bad egg with apparent relish. I like em this way  better than nothin, anyhow. Bless ye, marm, yeve no notion wot sort o things Ive lived on aboard ship

Rokens came to an abrupt pause in consequence of the servant-girl, at a sign from her mistresses (for she always received duplicate orders), seizing his plate and carrying it off bodily. It was immediately replaced by a clean one and a fresh egg. While Rokens somewhat nervously tapped the head of Number 6, Miss Martha, in order to divert attention from him, asked Mr Millons if sea-fare was always salt junk and hard biscuit?

Oh, no, madam, answered the first mate. Weve sometimes salt pork, and vegetables now and agin; and pea-soup, and plum-duff

Plum-duff, Ailie, interrupted the captain, in order to explain, is just a puddin with few plums and fewer spices in it. Something like a white-painted cannon-shot, with brown spots on it here and there.

Is it good? inquired Ailie.

Oh, aint it! remarked Mr Rokens, who had just concluded Number 6, and felt his self-possession somewhat restored. Yes, miss, it is; but it aint equal to whales-brain fritters, it aint; thems first-chop.

Have whales got brains? inquired Miss Martha, in surprise.

Brains! echoed Miss Jane, in amazement.

Yes, madam, they ave, answered the first mate, who had hitherto maintained silence, but having finished tea was now ready for any amount of talk; and whats more remarkable still, theyve got several barrels of oil in their skulls besides.

Dear me! exclaimed the sisters.

Yes, ladies, capital oil it is, too; fetches a igher price hin the markit than the other sort.

By the bye, Millons, didnt you once fall into a whales skull, and get nearly drowned in oil? inquired the doctor.

I did, answered the first mate, with the air of a man who regarded such an event as a mere trifle, that, upon consideration, might almost be considered as rather a pleasant incident than otherwise in ones history.

Nearly drowned in oil! exclaimed the sisters, while Ailie opened her eyes in amazement, and Mr Rokens became alarmingly purple in the face with suppressed chuckling.

Its true, remarked Rokens, in a hoarse whisper to Miss Martha, putting his hand up to his mouth, the better to convey the sound to her ears; I seed him tumble in, and helped to haul him out.

Lets have the story, Millons, cried the captain, pushing forward his cup to be replenished; Its so long since I heard it, that Ive almost forgotten it. Another cup o tea, Martha, my dear  not quite so strong as the last, and three times as sweet. Ill drink Success to the cup that cheers, but dont inebriate. Go ahead, Millons.

Nothing rejoiced the heart of Mr Millons more than being asked to tell a story. Like most men who are excessively addicted to the habit, his stories were usually very long and very dry; but he had a bluff good-natured way of telling them, that rendered his yarns endurable on shore, and positively desirable at sea. Fortunately for the reader, the story he was now requested to relate was not a long one.

It aint quite a story, he began  and in beginning he cleared his throat with emphasis, thrust his thumbs into the arm-holes of his vest, and tilted his chair on its hind-legs it aint quite a story; its a hanecdote, a sort of hincident, so to speak, and this is ow it appened:  

Many years ago, wen I was a very young man, or a big boy, I was on a voyage to the South Seas after whales. Tim Rokens was my messmate then, and has bin so almost ever since, off, and on. (Mr Rokens nodded assent to this statement.) Well, we came up with a big whale, and fixed an iron cleverly in him at the first throw

An iron? inquired Miss Martha, to whose mind flat and Italian irons naturally occurred.

Yes, madam, an iron; we call the arpoons irons. Well, away went the fish, like all alive! not down, but straight forard, takin out the line at a rate that nearly set the boat on fire, and away we went along with it. It was a chase, that. For six hours, off and on, we stuck to that whale, and pitched into im with arpoons and lances; but he seemed to have the lives of a cat  nothin would kill im. At last the arpooner gave him a thrust in the life, an up went the blood and water, and the fish went into the flurries, and came nigh capsizin the boat with its tail as it lashed the water into foam. At last it gave in, and we had a four hours pull after that, to tow the carcase to the ship, for there wasnt a cats-paw of wind on the water.

Wen we came alongside, we got out the tackles, and before beginning to flense (that means, maam, to strip off the blubber), we cut a hole in the top o the skull to get out the oil that was there; for you must know that the sperm-whale has got a sort of ollow or big cavern in its ead, wich is full o the best oil, quite pure, that dont need to be cleared, but is all ready to be baled out and stowed away in casks. Well, wen the ole was cut in its skull I went down on my knees on the edge of it to peep in, when my knees they slipped on the blubber, and in I went ead-foremost, souse into the whales skull, and began to swim for life in the oil.

Of course I began to roar for elp like a bull, and Rokens there, oo appened to be near, e let down the hend of a rope, but my ands was so slippy with oil I couldnt ketch old of it; so e auls it up agin, and lets down a rope with a ook at the hend, and I got old of this and stuck it into the waistband o my trousers, and gave the word, Eave away, my earties; and sure enough so they did, and pulled me out in a trice. And thats ow it was; and I lost a suit o clos, for nothing on arth would take the oil out, and I didnt need to use pomatum for six months after.

No more you did, cried Rokens, who had listened to the narrative with suppressed delight; no more you did. I never see sich a glazed rat as you wos when you comed out o that hole, in all my life; an he wos jist like a eel; it wos all we could do to keep old on im, marm, he was so slippery.

While the captain was laughing at the incident, and Rokens was narrating some of the minute details in the half-unwilling yet half-willing ears of the sisters, the door opened, and a young man entered hastily and apologised for being late.

The fact is, Miss Dunning, had I not promised faithfully to come, I should not have made my appearance at all to-night.

Why, Glynn, what has kept you, lad? interrupted the captain. I thought you were a man of your word.

Ay, thats the question, capting, said Rokens, who evidently regarded the new arrival with no favourable feelings; its always the way with them gentlemen sailors till theyre got into blue water and brought to their bearins.

Mr Rokens had wisdom enough to give forth the last part of his speech in a muttered tone, for the youth was evidently a favourite with the captain, as was shown by the hearty manner in which he shook him by the hand.

Messmates, this is Glynn Proctor, a friend o mine, said Captain Dunning, in explanation: he is going with us this voyage before the mast, so youll have to make the most of him as an equal to-night, for I intend to keep him in his proper place when afloat. He chooses to go as an ordinary seaman, against my advice, the scamp; so Ill make him keep his head as low as the rest when aboard. Youll to keep your time better, too, than you have done to-night, lad, continued the captain, giving his young friend a slap on the shoulder. What has detained you, eh?

Necessity, captain, replied the youth, with a smile, as he sat down to table with an off-hand easy air that savoured of recklessness; and I am prepared to state, upon oath if need be, that necessity is not the mother of invention. If she had been, she would have enabled me to invent a way of escape from my persecutors in time to keep my promise to Miss Dunning.

Persecutors, Glynn! exclaimed Martha; to whom do you refer?

To the police of this good city.

Police! echoed the captain, regarding his young friend seriously, while the doctor and the first mate and Tim Rokens listened in some surprise.

Why, the fact is, said Glynn, that I have just escaped from the hands of the police, and if it had not been that I was obliged to make a very wide détour, in order to reach this house without being observed, I should have been here long ago.

Boy, boy, your hasty disposition will bring you into serious trouble one of these days, said the captain, shaking his head. What mischief have you been about?

Ay, there you go  its my usual fate, cried Glynn, laughing. If I chance to get into a scrape, you never think of inquiring whether it was my fault or my misfortune. This time, however, it was my misfortune, and if Miss Dunning will oblige me with a cup of tea, Ill explain how it happened.

Little more than two hours ago I left the ship to come here to tea, as I had promised to do. Nikel Sling, the long-legged cook you engaged this morning, went ashore with me. As we walked up the street together, I observed a big porter passing along with a heavy deal plank on his shoulder. The street was somewhat narrow and crowded at that part, and Sling had turned to look in at a shop-window just as the big fellow came up. The man shouted to my shipmate to get out o the way, but the noise in the street prevented him from hearing. Before I could turn to touch the cooks arm, the fellow uttered an oath and ran the end of the plank against his head. Poor Sling was down in an instant. Before I well knew what I was about, I hit the porter between the eyes and down he went with a clatter, and the plank above him. In a moment three policemen had me by the collar. I tried to explain, but they wouldnt listen. As I was being hurried away to the lock-up, it flashed across me that I should not only lose my tea and your pleasant society this evening, but be prevented from sailing to-morrow, so I gave a sudden twist, tripped up the man on my left, overturned the one on my right, and bolted.

They ran well, the rascals, and shouted like maniacs, but I got the start of em, dived down one street, up another, into a by-lane, over a back-garden wall, in at the back-door of a house and out at the front, took a round of two or three miles, and came in here from the west; and whatever other objections there may be to the whole proceeding, I cannot say that it has spoiled my appetite.

And so, sir, said Captain Dunning, you call this your misfortune?

Surely, captain, said Glynn, putting down his cup and looking up in some surprise surely, you cannot blame me for punishing the rascal who behaved so brutally, without the slightest provocation, to my shipmate!

Hear, hear! cried Rokens involuntarily.

I do blame you, lad, replied the captain seriously. In the first place, you had no right to take the law into your own hands. In the second place, your knocking down the man did no good whatever to your shipmate; and in the third place, youve got yourself and me and the ship into a very unsatisfactory scrape.

Rokens face, which had hitherto expressed approval of Glynns conduct, began to elongate as the captain went on in this strain; and the youths recklessness of manner altogether disappeared as inquired, How so, captain? I have escaped, as you see; and poor Sling, of course, was not to blame, so hell be all safe aboard, and well, I hope, by this time.

There youre mistaken, boy. They will have secured Sling and made him tell the name of his ship, and also the name of his pugnacious comrade.

And do you think hed be so mean as to tell? asked Glynn indignantly.

You forget that the first act in this nice little melodrama was the knocking down of Sling, so that he could not know what happened after, and the police would not be so soft as to tell him why they wanted such information until after they had got it.

Poor Glynn looked aghast, and Rokens was overwhelmed.

It seems to me, Id better go and see about this, said Millons, rising and buttoning his coat with the air of a man who had business to transact and meant to transact it.

Right, Millons, answered the captain. Im sorry to break up our evening so soon, but we must get this man aboard by hook or crook as speedily as possible. You had better go too, doctor. Rokens and I will take care of this young scamp, who must be made a nigger of in order to be got on board, for his face, once seen by these sharp limbs of justice, is not likely soon to be forgotten.

Glynn Proctor was indeed a youth whose personal appearance was calculated to make a lasting impression on most people. He was about eighteen years of age, but a strong, well-developed muscular frame, a firm mouth, a large chin, and an eagle eye, gave him the appearance of being much older. He was above the middle height, but not tall, and the great breadth of his shoulders and depth of his chest made him appear shorter than he really was. His hair was of that beautiful hue called nut-brown, and curled close round his well-shaped head. He was a model of strength and activity.

Glynn Proctor had many faults. He was hasty and reckless. He was unsteady, too, and preferred a roving idle life to a busy one; but he had redeeming qualities. He was bold and generous. Above all, he was unselfish, and therefore speedily became a favourite with all who knew him. Glynns history is briefly told. He was an Englishman. His father and mother had died when he was a child, and left him in charge of an uncle, who emigrated to America shortly after his brothers death. The uncle was a good man, after a fashion, but he was austere and unlovable. Glynn didnt like him; so when he attained the age of thirteen, he quietly told him that he meant to bid him good-bye, and go seek his fortune in the world. The uncle as quietly told Glynn that he was quite right, and the sooner he went the better. So Glynn went, and never saw his uncle again, for the old man died while he was abroad.

Glynn travelled far and encountered many vicissitudes of fortune in his early wanderings; but he was never long without occupation, because men liked his looks, and took him on trial without much persuasion. To say truth, Glynn never took the trouble to persuade them. When his services were declined, he was wont to turn on his heel and walk away without a word of reply; and not unfrequently he was called back and employed. He could turn his hand to almost anything, but when he tired of it, he threw it up and sought other work elsewhere.

In the course of his peregrinations, he came to reside in the city in which our story finds him. Here he had become a compositor in the office of a daily newspaper, and, happening to be introduced to the Misses Dunning, soon became a favourite with them, and a constant visitor at their house. Thus he became acquainted with their brother. Becoming disgusted with the constant work and late hours of the printing-office, he resolved to join Captain Dunnings ship, and take a voyage to southern seas as an ordinary seaman. Glynn and little Alice Dunning were great friends, and it was a matter of extreme delight to both of them that they were to sail together on this their first voyage.

Having been made a nigger of  that is, having had his face and hands blackened in order to avoid detection  Glynn sallied forth with the captain and Rokens to return to their ship, the Red Eric, which lay in the harbour, not ten minutes walk from the house.

They passed the police on the wharf without creating suspicion, and reached the vessel.




Chapter Four.

The Escape.

Well, Millons, what news? inquired the captain, as he stepped on deck.

Bad news, sir, I fear replied the first mate. I found, on coming aboard, that no one knew anything about Sling, so I went ashore at once and urried up to the hospital, were, sure enough, I found im lyin with his ead bandaged, and lookin as if e were about gone. They asked me if I knew what ship e belonged to, as the police wanted to know. So I told em I knew well enough, but I wasnt going to tell if it would get the poor fellow into a scrape.

Why dont you ask himself? says I.

They told me e was past speaking, so I tried to make im understand, but e only mumbled in reply. Wen I was about to go e seemed to mumble very ard, so I put down my ear to listen, and e wispered quite distinct tho very low All right, my eartie. Im too cute for em by a long way; go aboard an say nothin. So I came away, and Ive scarce been five minutes aboard before you arrived. My own opinion is, that es crazed, and dont know what es sayin.

Oh! ejaculated Captain Dunning. He said that, did he? Then my opinion is, that hes not so crazed as you think. Tell the watch, Mr Millons, to keep a sharp look-out.

So saying, Captain Dunning descended to the cabin, and Rokens to the forecastle (in sea phraseology the fok-sail), while Glynn Proctor procured a basin and a piece of soap, and proceeded to rub the coat of charcoal off his face and hands.

Half-an-hour had not elapsed when the watch on deck heard a loud splash near the wharf, as if some one had fallen into the water. Immediately after, a confused sound of voices and rapid footsteps was heard in the street that opened out upon the quay, and in a few seconds the end of the wharf was crowded with men who shouted to each other, and were seen in the dim starlight to move rapidly about as if in search of something.

Wot can it be? said Tim Rokens in a low voice, to a seaman who leaned on the ships bulwarks close to him.

Deserter, mayhap, suggested the man.

While Rokens pondered the suggestion, a light plash was heard close to the ships side, and a voice said, in a hoarse whisper, Heave us a rope, will ye. Look alive, now. Guess Ill go under in two minits if ye dont.

Oho! exclaimed Rokens, in a low, impressive voice, as he threw over the end of a rope, and, with the aid of the other members of the watch, hauled Nikel Sling up the side, and landed him dripping and panting on the deck.

Wy  Sling! what on airth  ? exclaimed one of the men.

Its lucky  I am  on airth panted the tall cook, seating himself on the breech of one of the main-deck carronades, and wringing the water from his garments. An its well Im not at the bottom o this ere arbour.

But where did ye come from, an why are they arter ye, lad? inquired Rokens.

Wy? cause they dont want to part with me, and Ive gin them the slip, I guess.

When Nikel Sling had recovered himself so as to talk connectedly, he explained to his wondering shipmates how that, after being floored in the street, he had been carried up to the hospital, and on recovering his senses, found Mr Millons standing by the bedside, conversing with the young surgeons. The first words of their conversation showed him that something was wrong, so, with remarkable self-possession, he resolved to counterfeit partial delirium, by which means he contrived to give the first mate a hint that all was right, and declined, without creating suspicion, to give any intelligible answers as to who he was or where he had come from.

The blow on his head caused him considerable pain, but his mind was relieved by one of the young surgeons, who remarked to another, in going round the wards, that the skull of that long chap wasnt fractured after all, and he had no doubt he would be dismissed cured in a day or two. So the cook lay quiet until it was dark.

When the house-surgeon had paid his last visit, and the nurses had gone their rounds in the accident-ward, and no sound disturbed the quiet of the dimly-lighted apartment save the heavy fitful breathing and occasional moans and restless motions of the sufferers, Nikel Sling raised himself on his elbow, and glanced stealthily round on the rows of pain-worn and haggard countenances around him. It was a solemn sight to look upon, especially at that silent hour of the night. There were men there with almost every species of painful wound and fracture. Some had been long there, wasting away from day to day, and now lay quiet, though suffering, from sheer exhaustion. Others there were who had been carried in that day, and fidgeted impatiently in their unreduced strength, yet nervously in their agony; or, in some cases, where the fear of death was on them, clasped their hands and prayed in whispers for mercy to Him whose name perhaps they had almost never used before except for the purpose of taking it in vain.

But such sights had little or no effect on the cook, who had rubbed hard against the worlds roughest sides too long to be easily affected by the sight of human suffering, especially when exhibited in men. He paused long enough to note that the nurses were out of the way or dozing, and then slipping out of bed, he stalked across the room like a ghost, and made for the outer gateway of the hospital. He knew the way, having once before been a temporary inmate of the place. He reached the gate undiscovered, tripped up the porters heels, opened the wicket, and fled towards the harbour, followed by the porter and a knot of chance passers-by. The pursuers swelled into a crowd as he neared the harbour.

Besides being long-limbed, Nikel Sling was nimble. He distanced his pursuers easily, and, as we have seen, swam off and reached his ship almost as soon as they gained the end of the wharf.

The above narration was made much more abruptly and shortly than we have presented it, for oars were soon heard in the water, and it behoved the poor hunted cook to secrete himself in case they should take a fancy to search the vessel. Just as the boat came within a few yards of the ship he hastily went below.

Boat ahoy! shouted Tim Rokens; wot boats that?

The men lay on their oars.

Have you a madman on board your ship? inquired the gatekeeper of the hospital, whose wrath at the unceremonious treatment he had received had not yet cooled down.

No, answered Rokens, laying his arms on the bulwarks, and looking down at his questioner with a sly leer; no, we hant, but youve got a madman aboord that boat.

Whos that? inquired the warder, who did not at first understand the sarcasm.

Why, yourself, to be sure, replied Rokens, an the sooner you takes yourself off, an comes to an anchor in a loo-natick asylum, the better for all parties consarned.

No, but Im in earnest, my man

As far as that goes, interrupted the imperturbable Rokens, so am I.

The man, continued the gatekeeper, has run out of the hospital with a smashed head, I calclate, stark starin mad, and gone off the end o the warf into the water

You dont mean it! shouted Rokens, starting with affected surprise. Now you are a fine fellow, aint you, to be talkin here an wastin time while a poor feller-mortal is bein drownded, or has gone and swummed off to sea  praps without chart, compass, or rudder! Hallo, lads! tumble up there! Man overboard! tumble up, tumble up!

In less than three minutes half-a-dozen men sprang up the hatchway, hauled up the gig which swung astern, tumbled into it, and began to pull wildly about the harbour in search of the drowning man. The shouts and commotion roused the crews of the nearest vessels, and ere long quite a fleet of boats joined in the search.

Wos he a big or a little feller? inquired Rokens, panting from his exertions, as he swept up to the boat containing the hospital warder, round which several of the other boats began to congregate.

A big fellow, I guess, with legs like steeples. He was sloping when they floored him. A thief, I expect he must ha bin.

A thief! echoed Rokens, in disgust; why didnt ye say, so at first? If hes a thief, hes born to be hanged, so hes safe and snug aboard his ship long ago, Ill be bound. Good-night tye, friend, and better luck next time.

A loud laugh greeted the ears of the discomfited warder as the crews of the boats dipped their oars in the water and pulled towards, their respective ships.

Next morning, about daybreak, little Alice Dunning came on board her fathers ship, accompanied by her two aunts, who, for once, became utterly and publicly regardless of appearances and contemptuous of all propriety, as they sobbed on the childs neck and positively refused to be comforted.

Just as the sun rose, and edged the horizon with a gleam of liquid fire, the Red Eric spread her sails and stood out to sea.




Chapter Five.

Day Dreams and Adventures among the Clouds  A Chase, a Battle, and a Victory.

Early morning on the ocean! There is poetry in the idea; there is music in the very sound. As there is nothing new under the sun, probably a song exists with this or a similar title; if not, we now recommend it earnestly to musicians.

Ailie Dunning sat on the bulwarks of the Red Eric, holding on tightly by the mizzen-shrouds, and gazing in open-eyed, open-mouthed, inexpressible delight upon the bright calm sea. She was far, far out upon the bosom of the Atlantic now. Sea-sickness  which during the first part of the voyage, had changed the warm pink of her pretty face into every imaginable shade of green  was gone, and the hue of health could not now be banished even by the rudest storm. In short, she had become a thorough sailor, and took special delight in turning her face to windward during the wild storm, and drinking-in the howling blast as she held on by the rigid shrouds, and laughed at the dashing spray  for little Ailie was not easily frightened. Martha and Jane Dunning had made it their first care to implant in the heart of their charge a knowledge of our Saviours love, and especially of His tenderness towards, and watchful care over, the lambs of His flock. Besides this, little Ailie was naturally of a trustful disposition. She had implicit confidence in the strength and wisdom of her father, and it never entered into her imagination to dream that it was possible for any evil to befall the ship which he commanded.

But, although Ailie delighted in the storm, she infinitely preferred the tranquil beauty and rest of a great calm, especially at the hour just before sunrise, when the freshness, brightness, and lightness of the young day harmonised peculiarly with her elastic spirit. It was at this hour that we find her alone upon the bulwarks of the Red Eric.

There was a deep, solemn stillness around, that irresistibly and powerfully conveyed to her mind the idea of rest. The long, gentle undulation of the deep did not in the least detract from this idea. So perfect was the calm, that several masses of clouds in the sky, which shone with the richest saffron light, were mirrored in all their rich details as if in a glass. The faintest possible idea of a line alone indicated, in one direction, where the water terminated and the sky began. A warm golden haze suffused the whole atmosphere, and softened the intensity of the deep-blue vault above.

There was, indeed, little variety of object to gaze upon  only the water and the sky. But what a world of delight did not Ailie find in that vast sky and that pure ocean, that reminded her of the sea of glass before the great white throne, of which she had so often read in Revelation. The towering masses of clouds were so rich and thick, that she almost fancied them to be mountains and valleys, rocks and plains of golden snow. Nay, she looked so long and so ardently at the rolling mountain heights in the sky above, and their magical counterparts in the sky below, that she soon, as it were, thought herself into Fairyland, and began a regular journey of adventures therein.

Such a scene at such an hour is a source of gladsome, peaceful delight to the breast of man in every stage of life; but it is a source of unalloyed, bounding, exhilarating, romantic, unspeakable joy only in the years of childhood, when the mind looks hopefully forward, and before it has begun  as, alas! it must begin, sooner or later  to gaze regretfully back.

How long Ailie would have sat in motionless delight it is difficult to say. The man at the wheel having nothing to do, had forsaken his post, and was leaning over the stern, either lost in reverie, or in a vain effort to penetrate with his vision the blue abyss to the bottom. The members of the watch on deck were either similarly engaged or had stowed themselves away to sleep in quiet corners among blocks and cordage. No one seemed inclined to move or speak, and she would probably have sat there immovable for hours to come, had not a hand fallen gently on her shoulder, and by the magic of its simple contact scattered the bright dreams of Fairyland as the finger-touch destroys the splendour of the soap-bubble.

Oh! Glynn, exclaimed Ailie, looking round and heaving a deep sigh; Ive been away  far, far away  you cant believe how far.

Away, Ailie! Where have you been? asked Glynn, patting the childs head as he leaned over the gunwale beside her.

In Fairyland. Up in the clouds yonder. Out and in, and up and down. Oh, youve no idea. Just look. She pointed eagerly to an immense towering cloud that rose like a conspicuous landmark in the centre of the landscape of the airy world above. Do you see that mountain?

Yes, Ailie; the one in the middle, you mean, dont you? Yes, well?

Well, continued the child, eagerly and hurriedly, as if she feared to lose the thread of memory that formed the warp and woof of the delicate fabric she had been engaged in weaving; well, I began there; I went in behind it, and I met a fairy  not really, you know, but I tried to think I met one, so I began to speak to her, and then I made her speak to me, and her voice was so small and soft and sweet. She had on silver wings, and a star  a bright star in her forehead  and she carried a wand with a star on the top of it too. So I asked her to take me to see her kingdom, and I made her say she would  and, do you know, Glynn, I really felt at last as if she didnt wait for me to tell her what to say, but just went straight on, answering my questions, and putting questions to me in return. Wasnt it funny?

Well, we went on, and on, and on  the fairy and me  up one beautiful mountain of snow and down another, talking all the time so pleasantly, until we came to a great dark cave; so I made up my mind to make a lion come out of it; but the fairy said, No, let it be a bear; and immediately a great bear came out. Wasnt it strange? It really seemed as if the fairy had become real, and could do things of her own accord.

The child paused at this point, and looking with an expression of awe into her companions face, said Do you think, Glynn, that people can think so hard that fairies really come to them?

Glynn looked perplexed.

No, Ailie, I suspect they cant  not because we cant think hard enough, but because there are no fairies to come.

Oh, Im so sorry! replied the child sadly.

Why? inquired Glynn.

Because I love them so much  of course, I mean the good ones. I dont like the bad ones  though theyre very useful, because theyre nice to kill, and punish, and make examples of, and all that, when the good ones catch them.

So they are, said the youth, smiling. I never thought of that before. But go on with your ramble in the clouds.

Well, began Ailie; but where was I?

Just going to be introduced to a bear.

Oh yes; well  the bear walked slowly away, and then the fairy called out an elephant, and after that a noceros

A noceros! interrupted Glynn; whats that?

Oh, you know very well. A beast with a thick skin hanging in folds, and a horn on its nose

Ah, a rhinoceros  I see. Well, go on, Ailie.

Then the fairy told a camel to appear, and after that a monkey, and then a hippopotamus, and they all came out one after another, and some of them went away, and others began to fight. But the strangest thing of all was, that every one of them was so like the pictures of wild beasts that are hanging in my room at home! The elephant, too, I noticed, had his trunk broken exactly the same way as my toy elephants one was. Wasnt it odd?

It was rather odd, replied Glynn; but where did you go after that?

Oh, then we went on, and on again, until we came to

Its your turn at the wheel, lad, aint it? inquired Mr Millons, coming up at that moment, and putting an abrupt termination to the walk in Fairyland.

It is, sir, answered Glynn, springing quickly to the wheel, and relieving the man who had been engaged in penetrating the oceans depths.

The mate walked forward; the released sailor went below, and Ailie was again left to her solitary meditations;  for she was enough of a sailor now, in heart, to know that she ought not to talk too much to the steersman, even though the weather should be calm and there was no call for his undivided attention to the duties of his post.

While Nature was thus, as it were, asleep, and the watch on deck were more than half in the same condition, there was one individual in the ship whose faculties were in active play, whose steam, as he himself would have remarked, was up. This was the worthy cook, Nikel Sling, whose duties called him to his post at the galley-fire at an early hour each day.

We have often thought that a cooks life must be one of constant self-denial and exasperation of spirit. Besides the innumerable anxieties in reference to such important matters as boiling over and over-boiling, being done to a turn, or over-done, or singed or burned, or capsized, he has the diurnal misery of being the first human being in his little circle of life, to turn out of a morning, and must therefore experience the discomfort  the peculiar discomfort  of finding things as they were left the night before. Any one who does not know what that discomfort is, has only to rise an hour before the servants of a household, whether at sea or on shore, to find out. Cook, too, has generally, if not always, to light the fire; and that, especially in frosty weather, is not agreeable. Moreover, cook roasts himself to such an extent, and at meal-times, in nine cases out of ten, gets into such physical and mental perturbation, that he cannot possibly appreciate the luxuries he has been occupied all the day in concocting. Add to this, that he spends all the morning in preparing breakfast; all the forenoon in preparing dinner; all the afternoon in preparing tea and supper, and all the evening in clearing up, and perhaps all the night in dreaming of the meals of the following day, and mentally preparing breakfast, and we think that we have clearly proved the truth of the proposition with which we started  namely, that a cooks life must be one of constant self-denial and exasperation of spirit.

But this is by the way, and was merely suggested by the fact that, while all other creatures were enjoying either partial or complete repose, Nikel Sling was washing out pots and pans and kettles, and handling murderous-looking knives and two-pronged tormentors with a demoniacal activity that was quite appalling.

Beside him, on a little stool close to the galley-fire, sat Tim Rokens  not that Mr Rokens was cold  far from it. He was, to judge from appearances, much hotter than was agreeable. But Tim had come there and sat down to light his pipe, and being rather phlegmatic when not actively employed, he preferred to be partially roasted for a few minutes to getting up again.

We ought, remarked Tim Rokens, puffing at a little black pipe which seemed inclined to be obstinate, we ought to be gittin among the fish by this time. Manys the one Ive seed in them ere seas.

I rather guess we should, replied the cook, pausing the midst of his toils and wiping the perspiration from his forehead with an immense bundle of greasy oakum. But Ive seed us keep dodgin about for weeks, I have, later in the year than this, without clappin eyes on a fin. What sort o baccy dye smoke, Rokens?

Dun know. Got it from a Spanish smuggler for an old clasp-knife. Why?

Cause it smells like rotten straw, an wont improve the victuals. Guess youd better take yourself off, old chap.

Wot a cross-grained crittur ye are, said Rokens, as he rose to depart.

At that moment there was heard a cry that sent the blood tingling to the extremities of every one on board the Red Eric.

Thar she blows! thar she blows! shouted the man in the crows-nest.

The crows-nest is a sort of cask, or nest, fixed at the top of the mainmast of whale-ships, in which a man is stationed all day during the time the ships are on the fishing-ground, to look out for whales; and the cry, Thar she blows, announced the fact that the look-out had observed a whale rise to the surface and blow a spout of steamy water into the air.

No conceivable event  unless perhaps the blowing-up of the ship itself  could have more effectually and instantaneously dissipated the deep tranquillity to which we have more than once referred. Had an electric shock been communicated through the ship to each individual, the crew could not have been made to leap more vigorously and simultaneously. Many days before, they had begun to expect to see whales. Every one was therefore on the qui vive, so that when the well-known signal rang out like a startling peal in the midst of the universal stillness, every heart in the ship leaped in unison.

Had an observant man been seated at the time in the forecastle, he would have noticed that from out of the ten or fifteen hammocks that swung from the beams, there suddenly darted ten or fifteen pairs of legs which rose to the perpendicular position in order to obtain leverage to fetch way. Instantly thereafter the said legs descended, and where the feet had been, ten or fifteen heads appeared. Next moment the men were tumbling up the fore-hatch to the deck, where the watch had already sprung to the boat-tackles.

Where away? sang out Captain Dunning who was among the first on deck.

Off the weather bow, sir, three points.

How far?

About two miles. Thar she blows!

Call all hands, shouted the captain.

Starboard watch, ahoy! roared the mate, in that curious hoarse voice peculiar to boatswains of men-of-war. Tumble up, lads, tumble up! Whale in sight! Bear a hand, my hearties!

The summons was almost unnecessary. The starboard watch was  with the exception of one or two uncommonly heavy sleepers  already on deck pulling on its ducks and buckling its belts.

Thar she breaches, thar she blows! again came from the crows-nest in the voice of a Stentor.

Well done, Dick Barnes, youre the first to raise the oil, remarked one of the men, implying by the remark that the said Dick was fortunate enough to be the first to sight a whale.

Where away now? roared the captain, who was in a state of intense excitement.

A mile an a half to leeward, sir.

Clear away the boats, shouted the captain.

Masthead, ahoy! Dye see that whale now?

Ay, ay, sir. Thar she blows!

Bear a hand, my hearties, cried the captain, as the men sprang to the boats which were swinging at the davits. Get your tubs in! Clear your falls! Look alive, lads! Stand-by to lower! All ready?

All ready, sir.

Thar she blows! came again from the masthead with redoubled energy. Sperm-whales, sir; theres a school of em.

A school of them! whispered Ailie, who had left her post at the mizzen-shrouds, and now stood by her fathers side, looking on at the sudden hubbub in unspeakable amazement. Do whales go to school? she said, laughing.

Out of the road, Ailie, my pet, cried her father hastily. Youll get knocked over. Lower away, lads, lower away!

Down went the starboard, larboard, and waist-boats as if the falls had been cut, and almost before you could wink the men literally tumbled over the side into them, took their places, and seized their oars.

Here, Glynn, come with me, and Ill show you a thing or two, said the captain. Jump in, lad; look sharp.

Glynn instantly followed his commander into the starboard boat, and took the aft oar. Tim Rokens, being the harpooner of that boat, sat at the bow oar with his harpoons and lances beside him, and the whale-line coiled in a tub in the boats head. The captain steered.

And now commenced a race that taxed the boats crews to the utmost; for it is always a matter keenly contested by the different crews, who shall fix the first harpoon in the whale. The larboard boat was steered by Mr Millons, the first mate; the waist-boat by Mr Markham, the second mate  the latter an active man of about five-and-twenty, whose size and physical strength were herculean, and whose disposition was somewhat morose and gloomy.

Now, lads, give way! Thats it! thats the way. Bend your backs, now! do bend your backs, cried the captain, as the three boats sprang from the ships side and made towards the nearest whale, with the white foam curling at their bow.

Several more whales appeared in sight spouting in all directions, and the men were wild with excitement.

Thats it! Go it lads! shouted Mr Millons, as the waist-boat began to creep ahead. Lay it on! give way! What dye say, boys; shall we beat em?

Captain Dunning stood in the stern-sheets of the starboard boat, almost dancing with excitement as he heard these words of encouragement.

Give way, boys! he cried. They cant do it! That whales ours  so it is. Only bend your backs! A steady pull! Pull like steam-tugs! Thats it! Bend the oars! Double em up! Smash em in bits, do!

Without quite going the length of the captains last piece of advice, the men did their work nobly. They bent their strong backs with a will, and strained their sinewy arms to the utmost. Glynn, in particular, to whom the work was new, and therefore peculiarly exciting and interesting, almost tore the rowlocks out of the boat in his efforts to urge it on, and had the oar not been made of the toughest ash, there is no doubt that he would have obeyed the captains orders literally and have smashed it in bits.

On they flew like racehorses. Now one boat gained an inch on the others, then it lost ground again as the crew of another put forth additional energy, and the three danced over the glassy sea as if the inanimate planks had been suddenly endued with life, and inspired with the spirit that stirred the men.

A large sperm-whale lay about a quarter of a mile ahead, rolling lazily in the trough of the sea. Towards this the starboard boat now pulled with incredible speed, leaving the other two gradually astern. A number of whales rose in various directions. They had got into the midst of a shoal, or school of them, as the whale-men term it; and as several of these were nearer the other boats than the first whale was, they diverged towards them.

There go flukes, cried Rokens, as the whale raised its huge tail in the air and sounded  in other words, dived. For a few minutes the men lay on their oars, uncertain in what direction the whale would come up again; but their doubts were speedily removed by its rising within a few yards of the boat.

Now, Rokens, cried the captain; now for it; give him the iron. Give way, lads; spring, boys. Softly now, softly.

In another instant the boats bow was on the whales head, and Rokens buried a harpoon deep in its side.

Stern all! thundered the captain.

The men obeyed, and the boat was backed off the whale just in time to escape the blow of its tremendous flukes as it dived into the sea, the blue depths of which were instantly dyed red with the blood that flowed in torrents from the wound.

Down it went, carrying out the line at a rate that caused the chocks through which it passed to smoke. In a few minutes the line ceased to run out, and the whale returned to the surface. It had scarcely showed its nose, when the slack of the line was hauled in, and a second harpoon was fixed in its body.

Infuriated with pain, the mighty fish gave vent to a roar like a bull, rolled half over, and lashed the sea with his flukes, till, all round for many yards, it was churned into red slimy foam. Then he turned round, and dashed off with the speed of a locomotive engine, tearing the boat through the waves behind it, the water curling up like a white wall round the bows.

She wont stand that long, muttered Glynn Proctor, as he rested on his oar, and looked over his shoulder at the straining line.

That she will, boy, said the captain; and more than that, if need be. Youll not be long of havin a chance of greasin your fingers, Ill warrant.

In a few minutes the speed began to slacken, and after a time they were able to haul in on the line. When the whale again came to the surface, a third harpoon was cleverly struck into it, and a spout of blood from its blow-hole showed that it was mortally wounded. In throwing the harpoon, Tim Rokens slipped his foot, and went down like a stone head-foremost into the sea. He came up again like a cork, and just as the boat flew past fortunately caught hold of Glynn Proctors hand. It was well that the grasp was a firm one, for the strain on their two arms was awful. In another minute Tim was in his place, ready with his lance to finish off the whale at its next rise.

Up it came again, foaming, breaching, and plunging from wave to wave, flinging torrents of blood and spray into the air. At one moment he reared his blunt gigantic head high above the sea; the next he buried his vast and quivering carcase deep in the gory brine, carrying down with him a perfect whirlpool of red foam. Then he rose again and made straight for the boat. Had he known his own power, he might have soon terminated the battle, and come off the victor, but fortunately he did not. Tim Rokens received his blunt nose on the point of his lance, and drove him back with mingled fury and terror. Another advance was made, and a successful lance-thrust delivered.

Thats into his life, cried the captain.

So it is, replied Rokens.

And so it was. A vital part had been struck. For some minutes the huge leviathan lashed and rolled and tossed in the trembling waves in his agony, while he spouted up gallons of blood with every throe; then he rolled over on his back, and lay extended a lifeless mass upon the waters.

Now, lads; three cheers for our first whale. Hip! hip! hip!

The cheer that followed was given with all the energy and gusto inspired by a first victory, and it was repeated again and again, and over again, before the men felt themselves sufficiently relieved to commence the somewhat severe and tedious labour of towing the carcase to the ship.

It was a hard pull, for the whale had led them a long chase, and as the calm continued, those left aboard could not approach to meet the boats. The exhausted men were cheered, however, on getting aboard late that night, to find that the other boats had been equally successful, each of them having captured a sperm-whale.




Chapter Six.

Disagreeable Changes  Sagacious Conversations, and a Terrible Accident.

A striking and by no means a pleasant change took place in the general appearance of the Red Eric immediately after the successful chase detailed in the last chapter.

Before the arrival of the whales the decks had been beautifully clean and white, for Captain Dunning was proud of his ship, and fond of cleanliness and order. A few hours after the said arrival the decks were smeared with grease, oil, and blood, and everything from stem to stern became from that day filthy and dirty.

This was a sad change to poor Ailie, who had not imagined it possible that so sudden and disagreeable an alteration could take place. But there was no help for it; the duties of the fishery in which they were engaged required that the whales should not only be caught, but cut up, boiled down to oil, and stowed away in the hold in casks.

If the scene was changed for the worse a few hours after the cutting-up operations were begun, it became infinitely more so when the try-works were set going, and the melting-fires were lighted, and huge volumes of smoke begrimed the masts, and sails, and rigging. It was vain to think of clearing up; had they attempted that, the men would have been over-tasked without any good being accomplished. There was only one course open to those who didnt like it, and that was  to grin and bear it.

Cutting out and trying in are the terms used by whale-men to denote the processes of cutting off the flesh or blubber from the whales carcase, and reducing it to oil.

At an early hour on the following morning the first of these operations was commenced.

Ailie went about the decks, looking on with mingled wonder, interest, and disgust. She stepped about gingerly, as if afraid of coming in contact with slimy objects, and with her nose and mouth screwed up after the fashion of those who are obliged to endure bad smells. The expression of her face under the circumstances was amusing.

As for the men, they went about their work with relish, and total indifference as to consequences.

When the largest whale had been hauled alongside, ropes were attached to his head and tail, and the former was secured near the stern of the ship, while the latter was lashed to the bow; the cutting-tackle was then attached. This consisted of an arrangement of pulleys depending from the main-top, with a large blubber-hook at the end thereof. The cutting was commenced at the neck, and the hook attached; then the men hove on the windlass, and while the cutting was continued in a spiral direction round the whales body, the tackle raised the mass of flesh until it reached the fixed blocks above. This mass, when it could be hauled up no higher, was then cut off, and stowed away under the name of a blanket-piece. It weighed upwards of a ton. The hook being lowered and again attached, the process was continued until the whole was cut off. Afterwards, the head was severed from the body and hoisted on board, in order that the oil contained in the hollow of it might be baled out.

From the head of the first whale ten barrels of oil were obtained. The blubber yielded about eighty barrels.

When the cutting out was completed, and the remnants of bone and flesh were left to the sharks which swarmed round the vessel, revelling in their unusually rich banquet, the process of trying in commenced. Trying in is the term applied to the melting of the fat and the stowing of it away in barrels in the form of oil; and an uncommonly dirty process it is. The large blanket-pieces were cut into smaller portions, and put into the try-pots, which were kept in constant operation. At night the ship had all the appearance of a vessel on fire, and the scene on deck was particularly striking and unearthly.

One night several of the men were grouped on and around the windlass, chatting, singing, and spinning yarns. Ailie Dunning stood near them, lost in wonder and admiration; for the ears and eyes of the child were assailed in a manner never before experienced or dreamed of even in the most romantic mood of cloud-wandering.

It was a very dark night, darker than usual, and not a breath of wind ruffled the sea, which was like a sheet of undulating glass  for, be it remembered, there is no such thing at any time as absolute stillness in the ocean. At all times, even in the profoundest calm, the long, slow, gentle swell rises and sinks with unceasing regularity, like the bosom of a man in deep slumber.

Dense clouds of black smoke and occasional lurid sheets of flame rose from the try-works, which were situated between the foremast and the main-hatch. The tops of the masts were lost in the curling smoke, and the black waves of the sea gleamed and flashed in the red light all round the ship. One man stood in front of the melting-pot, pitching in pieces of blubber with a two-pronged pitchfork. Two comrades stood by the pots, stirring up their contents, and throwing their figures into wild uncouth attitudes, while the fire glared in their greasy faces, and converted the front of their entire persons into deep vermilion.

The oil was hissing in the try-pots; the rough weather-beaten faces of the men on the windlass were smeared, and their dirty-white ducks saturated, with oil. The decks were blood-stained; huge masses of flesh and blubber lay scattered about; sparks flew upwards in splendid showers as the men raked up the fires; the decks, bulwarks, railings, try-works, and windlass were covered with oil and slime, and glistening in the red glare. It was a terrible, murderous-looking scene, and filled Ailies mind with mingled feelings of wonder, disgust, and awe, as she leaned on a comparatively clean spot near the foremast, listening to the men and gazing at the rolling smoke and flames.

Aint it beautiful? said a short, fat little seaman named Gurney, who sat swinging his legs on the end of the windlass, and pointed, as he spoke, with the head of his pipe to a more than usually brilliant burst of sparks and flame that issued that moment from the works.

Beautiful! exclaimed a long-limbed, shambling fellow named Jim Scroggles, why, that aint the word at all. Now, I calls it splendiferous.

Scroggles looked round at his comrades, as if to appeal to their judgment as to the fitness of the word, but not receiving any encouragement, he thrust down the glowing tobacco in his pipe with the end of his little finger, and reiterated the word splendiferous with marked emphasis.

Did ye ever see that word in Johnson? inquired Gurney.

Whos Johnson? said Scroggles, contemptuously.

Wot, dont ye know who Johnson is? cried Gurney, in surprise.

In course I dont; how should I? retorted Scroggles. Theres ever so many Johnsons in the world; which on em all do you mean?

Why, I mean Johnson wot wrote the dikshnary  the great lexikragofer.

Oh, its him you mean, is it? In course Ive knowed him ever since I wos at school.

A general laugh interrupted the speaker.

At school! cried Nickel Sling, who approached the group at that moment with a carving knife in his hand  he seldom went anywhere without an instrument of office in his hand At school! Wal now, that beats creation. If ye wos, Im sartin ye only larned to forgit all ye orter to have remembered. Id take a bet now, ye wosnt at school as long as Ive been settin on this here windlass.

Yer about right, Sling, it ud be unpossible for me to be as long as you anywhere, cause everybody knows Im only five fut two, whereas youre six fut four!

Hear, hear! shouted Dick Barnes  a man with a huge black beard, who the reader may perhaps remember was the first to raise the oil. Itll be long before you make another joke like that, Gurney. Come, now, give us a song, Gurney, do; theres the capns darter standin by the foremast, a-waitin to hear ye. Give us Long, long ago.

Ah! thats it, give us a song, cried the men. Come, theres a good fellow.

Well, its so long ago since I sung that song, shipmates, replied Gurney, that Ive bin and forgot it; but Tim Rokens knows it; wheres Rokens?

Hes in the watch below.

In sea parlance, the men whose turn it is to take rest after their long watch on deck are somewhat facetiously said to belong to the watch below.

Ah! thats a pity; so we cant have that ere partickler song. But Ill give ye another, if ye dont object.

No, no. All right; go ahead, Gurney! Is there a chorus to it?

Ay, in course there is. Wots a song without a chorus? Wots plum-duff without the plums? Wots a ship without a elm? Its my opinion, shipmates, that a song without a chorus is no better than it should be. Its wus nor nothin. It puts them wot listens in the blues an the man wot sings into the stews  an sarve him right. I wouldnt, no, I wouldnt give the fag-end o nothin mixed in bucket o salt water for a song without a chorus  thats flat; so here goes.

Having delivered himself of these opinions in an extremely vigorous manner, and announced the fact that he was about to begin, Gurney cleared his throat and drew a number of violent puffs from his pipe in quick succession, in order to kindle that instrument into a glow which would last through the first verse and the commencement of the chorus. This he knew was sufficient, for the men, when once fairly started on the chorus, would infallibly go on to the end with or without his assistance, and would therefore afford him time for a few restorative whiffs.

It haint got no name, lads.

Never mind, Gurney  all right  fire away.

Oh, I once knowd a man as hadnt got a nose,

An this is how he come to hadnt  

One cold winter night he went and got it froze  

By the pain he was well-nigh maddend.

(Chorus.) Well-nigh maddend,

By the pain he was well-nigh maddend.



Next day it swoll up as big as my head,

An it turnd like a piece of putty;

It kivered up his mouth, oh, yes, so it did,

So he could not smoke his cutty.

(Chorus.) Smoke his cutty,

So he could not smoke his cutty.



Next day it grew black, and the next day blue,

An tough as a junk of leather;

(Oh! he yelled, so he did, fit to pierce ye through)  

An then it fell off altogether!

(Chorus.) Fell off altogether,

An then it fell off altogether!



But the morial is wot youve now got to hear,

An its good  as sure as a gun;

An youll never forget it, my messmates dear,

For this song it haint got none!

(Chorus.) Haint got none,

For this song it haint got none!

The applause that followed this song was most enthusiastic, and evidently gratifying to Gurney, who assumed a modest deprecatory air as he proceeded to light his pipe, which had been allowed to go out at the third verse, the performer having become so engrossed in his subject as to have forgotten the interlude of puffs at that point.

Well sung, Gurney. Who made it? inquired Phil Briant, an Irishman, who, besides being a jack-of-all-trades and an able-bodied seaman, was at that time acting-assistant to the cook and steward, the latter  a half Spaniard and half negro, of Californian extraction  being unwell.

Im bound not to tell, replied Gurney, with a conscious air.

Ah, then, yer right, my boy, for its below the average entirely.

Come, Phil, none o yer chaff, cried Dick Barnes, that song desarves somethin arter it. Suppose now, Phil, that you wos to go below and fetch the bread-kid.

Couldnt do it, replied Phil, looking solemn, on no account wotiver.

Oh, nonsense, why not?

Cause its unpossible. Why, if I did, sure that surly compound o all sorts o human blood would pitch into me with the carvin-knife.

Who? Tarquin? cried Dick Barnes, naming the steward.

Ay, sure enough that same  Tarquins his name, an its kuriously befittin the haythen, for of all the cross-grained mixtures o buffalo, bear, bandicoot, and crackadile I iver seed, hes out o sight

Did I hear any one mention my name? inquired the steward himself who came aft at that moment. He was a wild Spanish-like fellow, with a handsome-enough figure, and a swart countenance that might have been good-looking but for the thickish lips and nose and the bad temper that marked it. Since getting into the tropics, the sailors had modified their costumes considerably, and as each man had in some particular allowed himself a slight play of fancy, their appearance, when grouped together, was varied and picturesque. Most of them wore no shoes, and the caps of some were, to say the least, peculiar. Tarquin wore a broad-brimmed straw hat, with a conical crown, and a red silk sash tied round his waist.

Yes, Tarquin, replied Barnes, we wos engaged in makin free-an-easy remarks on you; and Phil Briant there gave us to understand that you wouldnt let us have the bread  kid up. Now, its my opinion you aint goin to be so hard on us as that; you will let us have it up to comfort our hearts on this fine night, wont you?

The steward, whose green visage showed that he was too ill to enter into a dispute at that time, turned on his heel and walked aft, remarking that they might eat the bottom out o the ship, for all he cared.

There now, you misbemannered Patlander, go and get it, or well throw you overboard, cried Scroggles, twisting his long limbs awkwardly as he shifted his position on the windlass.

Now, then, shipmates, dont go for to ax it, said Briant, remaining immovable. Dont I know wots best for ye? Let me spaake to ye now. Did any of ye iver study midsin?

No! cried several with a laugh.

Sure I thought not, continued Phil, with a patronising air, or yed niver ask for the bread  kid out o saisin. Now I was in the medical way meself wance  ay, ye may laugh, but its thrue  I wos prentice to a pothecary, an Ive mixed up more midsins than would pisen the whole popilation of owld Ireland  barrin the praists, av coorse. And didnt I hear the convarse o all the doctors in the place? And wasnt the word always Be rigglar with yer mails  dont ait, avic, more nor three times a day, and not too much, now. Be sparin.

Hah! ye long-winded grampus, interrupted Dick Barnes, impatiently. An warnt the doctors right? Three times a day for sick folk, and six times  or more  for them wots well.

Hear, hear! cried the others, while two of them seized Briant by the neck, and thrust him forcibly towards the after-hatch. Bring up the kid, now; an if ye come without it, look out for squalls.

Och! worse luck, sighed the misused assistant, as he disappeared.

In a few minutes Phil returned with the kid, which was a species of tray filled with broken sea-biscuit, which, when afloat, goes by the name of bread.

This was eagerly seized, for the appetites of sailors are always sharp, except immediately after meals. A quantity of the broken biscuit was put into a strainer, and fried in whale-oil, and the men sat round the kid to enjoy their luxurious feast, and relate their adventures  all of which were more or less marvellous, and many of them undoubtedly true.

The more one travels in this world of ours, and the more one reads of the adventures of travellers upon whose narratives we can place implicit confidence, the more we find that men do not now require, as they did of old, to draw upon their imaginations for marvellous tales of wild, romantic adventure, in days gone by, travellers were few; foreign lands were almost unknown. Not many books were written; and of the few that were, very few were believed. In the present day men of undoubted truthfulness have roamed far and wide over the whole world, their books are numbered by hundreds, and much that was related by ancient travellers, but not believed, has now been fully corroborated. More than that, it is now known that men have every where received, as true, statements which modern discovery has proved to be false, and on the other hand they have often refused to believe what is now ascertained to be literally true.

We would suggest, in passing, that a lesson might be learned from this fact  namely, that we ought to receive a statement in regard to a foreign land, not according to the probability or the improbability of the statement itself, but according to the credibility of him who makes it. Ailie Dunning had a trustful disposition; she acted on neither of the above principles. She believed all she heard, poor thing, and therefore had a head pretty well stored with mingled fact and nonsense.

While the men were engaged with their meal, Dr Hopley came on deck and found her leaning over the stern, looking down at the waves which shone with sparkling phosphorescent light. An almost imperceptible breeze had sprung up, and the way made by the vessel as she passed through the water was indicated by a stream of what appeared lambent blue flame.

Looking at the fish, Ailie, as usual? said the doctor as he came up. What are they saying to you to-night?

Im not looking at the fish, answered Ailie; Im looking at the fire  no, not the fire; papa said it wasnt fire, but its so like it, I can scarcely call it anything else. What is it, doctor?

It is called phosphorescence, replied the doctor, leaning over the bulwarks, and looking down at the fiery serpent that seemed as if it clung to the ships rudder. But I dare say you dont know what that means. You know what fire-flies and glow-worms are?

Oh! yes; Ive often caught them.

Well, there are immense numbers of very small and very thin jelly-like creatures in the sea, so thin and so transparent that they can scarcely be observed in the water. These Medusae, as they are called, possess the power of emitting light similar to that of the fire-fly. In short, Ailie, they are the fire-flies and glow-worms of the ocean.

The child listened with wonder, and for some minutes remained silent. Before she could again speak, there occurred one of those incidents which are generally spoken of as most unexpected and sudden, but which, nevertheless, are the result of natural causes, and might have been prevented by means of a little care.

The wind, as we have said, was light, so light that it did not distend the sails; the boom of the spanker-sail hung over the stern, and the spanker-braces lay slack along the seat on which Ailie and the doctor knelt. A little gust of wind came: it was not strong  a mere puff; but the man at the wheel was not attending to his duty: the puff, light as it was, caused the spanker to jibe  that is to fly over from one side of the ship to the other  the heavy boom passed close over the steersmans head as he cried, Look out! The braces tautened, and in so doing they hurled Dr Hopley violently to the deck, and tossed Ailie Dunning over the bulwarks into the sea.

It happened at that moment that Glynn Proctor chanced to step on deck.

Hallo! whats wrong? cried the youth, springing forward, catching the doctor by the coat, as he was about to spring overboard, and pulling him violently back, under the impression that he was deranged.

The doctor pointed to the sea, and, with a look of horror, gasped the word Ailie.

In an instant Glynn released his hold, plunged over the stern of the ship, and disappeared in the waves.




Chapter Seven.

The Rescue  Preparations for a Storm.

It is impossible to convey by means of words an adequate idea of the terrible excitement and uproar that ensued on board the Red Eric after the events narrated in the last chapter. From those on deck who witnessed the accident there arose a cry so sharp, that it brought the whole crew from below in an instant. But there was no confusion. The men were well trained. Each individual knew his post, and whale-men are accustomed to a sudden and hasty summons. The peculiarity of the present one, it is true, told every man in an instant that something was wrong, but each mechanically sprang to his post, while one or two shouted to ascertain what had happened, or to explain.

But the moment Captain Dunnings voice was heard there was perfect silence.

Clear away the starboard-quarter-boat, he cried, in a deep, firm tone.

Ay, ay, sir.

Stand-by the falls  lower away!

There was no occasion to urge the sailors; they sprang to the work with the fervid celerity of men who knew that life or death depended on their speed. In less time than it takes to relate, the boat was leaping over the long ocean swell, as it had never yet done in chase of the whale, and, in a few seconds, passed out of the little circle of light caused by the fires and into the gloom that surrounded the ship.

The wind had been gradually increasing during all these proceedings, and although no time had been lost, and the vessel had been immediately brought up into the wind, Ailie and Glynn were left struggling in the dark sea a long way behind ere the quarter-boat could be lowered; and now that it was fairly afloat, there was still the danger of its failing to hit the right direction of the objects of which it was in search.

After leaping over the stern, Glynn Proctor, the moment he rose to the surface, gave a quick glance at the ship, to make sure of her exact position, and then struck out in a straight line astern, for he knew that wherever Ailie fell, there she would remain struggling until she sank. Glynn was a fast and powerful swimmer. He struck out with desperate energy, and in a few minutes the ship was out of sight behind him. Then he paused suddenly, and letting his feet sink until he attained an upright position, trod the water and raised himself breast-high above the surface, at the same time listening intently, for he began to fear that he might have overshot his mark. No sound met his straining ear save the sighing of the breeze and the ripple of the water as it lapped against his chest. It was too dark to see more than a few yards in any direction.

Glynn knew that each moment lost rendered his chance of saving the child terribly slight. He shouted Ailie! in a loud, agonising cry, and swam forward again with redoubled energy, continuing the cry from time to time, and raising himself occasionally to look round him. The excitement of his mind, and the intensity with which it was bent on the one great object, rendered him at first almost unobservant of the flight of time. But suddenly the thought burst upon him that fully ten minutes or a quarter of an hour had elapsed since Ailie fell overboard, and that no one who could not swim could exist for half that time in deep water. He shrieked with agony at the thought, and, fancying that he must have passed the child, he turned round and swam desperately towards the point where he supposed the ship lay. Then he thought, What if I have turned just as I was coming up with her? So he turned about again, but as the hopelessness of his efforts once more occurred to him, he lost all presence of mind, and began to shout furiously, and to strike out wildly in all directions.

In the midst of his mad struggles his hand struck an object floating near him. Instantly he felt his arm convulsively grasped, and the next moment he was seized round the neck in a gripe so violent that it almost choked him. He sank at once, and the instinct of self-preservation restored his presence of mind. With a powerful effort he tore Ailie from her grasp, and quickly raised himself to the surface, where he swam gently with his left hand, and held the struggling child at arms-length with his right.

The joy caused by the knowledge that she had still life to struggle infused new energy into Glynns well-nigh exhausted frame, and he assumed as calm and cheerful a tone as was possible under the circumstances when he exclaimed Ailie, Ailie, dont struggle, dear, Ill save you if you keep quiet.

Ailie was quiet in a moment. She felt in the terror of her young heart an almost irresistible desire to clutch at Glynns neck; but the well-known voice reassured her, and her natural tendency to place blind, implicit confidence in others, served her in this hour of need, for she obeyed his injunctions at once.

Now, dear, said Glynn, with nervous rapidity, dont grasp me, else we shall sink. Trust me. Ill never let you go. Will you trust me?

Ailie gazed wildly at her deliverer through her wet and tangled tresses, and with great difficulty gasped the word Yes, while she clenched the garments on her labouring bosom with her little hands, as if to show her determination to do as she was bid.

Glynn at once drew her towards him and rested her head on his shoulder. The child gave vent to a deep, broken sigh of relief, and threw her right arm round his neck, but the single word Ailie, uttered in a remonstrative tone, caused her to draw it quickly back and again grasp her breast.

All this time Glynn had been supporting himself by that process well-known to swimmers as treading water, and had been so intent upon his purpose of securing the child, that he failed to observe the light of a lantern gleaming in the far distance on the sea, as the boat went ploughing hither and thither, the men almost breaking the oars in their desperate haste, and the captain standing in the stern-sheets, pale as death, holding the light high over his head, and gazing with a look of unutterable agony into the surrounding gloom.

Glynn now saw the distant light, and exerting his voice to the utmost, gave vent to a prolonged cry. Ailie looked up in her companions face while he listened intently. The moving light became stationary for a moment, and a faint reply floated back to them over the waves. Again Glynn raised his voice to the utmost, and the cheer that came back told him that he had been heard.

But the very feeling of relief at the prospect of immediate deliverance had well-nigh proved fatal to them both; for Glynn experienced a sudden relaxation of his whole system, and he felt as if he could not support himself and his burden a minute longer.

Ailie, he said faintly but quickly, we shall be saved if you obey at once; if not, we shall be drowned. Lay your two hands on my breast, and let yourself sink down to the very lips.

Glynn turned on his back as he spoke, spread out his arms and legs to their full extent, let his head fall back, until it sank, leaving only his lips, nose, and chin above water, and lay as motionless as if he had been dead. And now came poor Ailies severest trial. When she allowed herself to sink, and felt the water rising about her ears, and lipping round her mouth, terror again seized upon her; but she felt Glynns breast heaving under her hands, so she raised her eyes to heaven and prayed silently to Him who is the only true deliverer from dangers. Her self-possession was restored, and soon she observed the boat bearing down on the spot, and heard the men as they shouted to attract attention.

Ailie tried to reply, but her tiny voice was gone, and her soul was filled with horror as she saw the boat about to pass on. In her agony she began to struggle. This roused Glynn, who had rested sufficiently to have recovered a slight degree of strength. He immediately raised his head, and uttered a wild cry as he grasped Ailie again with his arm.

The rowers paused; the light of the lantern gleamed over the sea, and fell upon the spray tossed up by Glynn. Next moment the boat swept up to them  and they were saved.

The scene that followed baffles all description. Captain Dunning fell on his knees beside Ailie, who was too much exhausted to speak, and thanked God, in the name of Jesus Christ, again and again for her deliverance. A few of the men shouted; others laughed hysterically; and some wept freely as they crowded round their shipmate, who, although able to sit up, could not speak except in disjointed sentences. Glynn, however, recovered quickly, and even tried to warm himself by pulling an oar before they regained the ship, but Ailie remained in a state of partial stupor, and was finally carried on board and down into the cabin, and put between warm blankets by her father and Dr Hopley.

Meanwhile, Glynn was hurried forward, and dragged down into the forecastle by the whole crew, who seemed unable to contain themselves for joy, and expressed their feelings in ways that would have been deemed rather absurd on ordinary occasions.

Change yer clos, avic, at wance, cried Phil Briant, who was the most officious and violent in his offers of assistance to Glynn. Och! but its wet ye are, darlin. Give me a howld.

This last request had reference to the right leg of Glynns trousers, which happened to be blue cloth of a rather thin quality, and which therefore clung to his limbs with such tenacity that it was a matter of the utmost difficulty to get them off.

Thats your sort, Phil  a long pull, and a strong pull, and a pull all together, cried Dick Barnes, hurrying forward, with a bundle of garments in his arms. Heres dry clos for him.

Have a care, Phil, shouted Gurney, who stood behind Glynn and held him by the shoulders; itll give way.

Niver a taste, replied the reckless Irishman. But the result proved that Gurney was right, for the words had scarce escaped his lips when the garment parted at the knee, and Phil Briant went crashing back among a heap of tin pannikins, pewter plates, blocks, and cordage. A burst of laughter followed, of course, but the mens spirits were too much roused to be satisfied with this, so they converted the laugh into a howl, and prolonged it into a cheer; as if their comrade had successfully performed a difficult and praiseworthy deed.

Hold on, lads, cried Glynn. Im used up, I cant stand it.

Here you are, shouted Nickel Sling, pushing the men violently aside, and holding a steaming tumbler of hot brandy-and-water under Glynns nose. Down with it; thats the stuff to get up the steam fit to bust yer biler, I calclate.

The men looked on for a moment in silence, while Glynn drank, as if they expected some remarkable chemical change to take place in his constitution.

Och! aint it swate? inquired Phil Briant, who, having gathered himself up, now stood rubbing his shoulder with the fragment of the riven garment. Av I wasnt a taytotaler, its meself would like some of that same.

In a few minutes our hero was divested of his wet garments, rubbed perfectly dry by his kind messmates, and clad in dry costume, after which he felt almost as well as if nothing unusual had happened to him. The men meanwhile cut their jokes at him or at each other as they stood round and watched, assisted, or retarded the process. As for Tim Rokens, who had been in the boat and witnessed the rescue, he stood gazing steadfastly at Glynn without uttering a word, keeping his thumbs the while hooked in the arm-holes of his vest, and his legs very much apart. By degrees  as he thought on what had passed, and the narrow escape poor little Ailie had had, and the captains tears, things he had never seen the captain shed before and had not believed the captain to have possessed  as he pondered these things, we say, his knotty visage began to work, and his cast-iron chin began to quiver, and his shaggy brows contracted, and his nose, besides becoming purple, began to twist, as if it were an independent member of his face, and he came, in short, to that climax which is familiarly expressed by the words bursting into tears.

But if anybody thinks the act, on the part of Tim Rokens, bore the smallest resemblance to the generally received idea of that sorrowful affection, anybody, we take leave to tell him, is very much mistaken. The bold harpooner did it thus  he suddenly unhooked his right hand from the arm-hole of his vest, and gave his right thigh a slap which produced a crack that would have made a small pistol envious; then he uttered a succession of ferocious roars, that might have quite well indicated pain, or grief, or madness, or a drunken cheer, and, un-hooking the left hand, he doubled himself up, and thrust both knuckles into his eyes. The knuckles were wet when he pulled them out of his eyes, but he dried them on his pantaloons, bolted up the hatchway, and rushing up to the man at the wheel, demanded in a voice of thunder Hows er head?

Sou-sou-east-and-by-east, replied the man, in some surprise.

Sou-sou-east-and-by-east! repeated Mr Rokens, in a savage growl of authority, as if he were nothing less than the admiral of the Channel Fleet. Thats two points and a half off yer course, sir. Luff, luff, you  you

At this point Tim Rokens turned on his heel, and began to walk up and down the deck as calmly as if nothing whatever had occurred to disturb his equanimity.

The captain wants Glynn Proctor, said the second mate, looking down the fore-hatch.

Ay, ay, sir, answered Glynn, ascending, and going aft.

Ailie wants to see you, Glynn, my boy, said Captain Dunning, as the former entered the cabin; and I want to speak to you myself  to thank you Glynn. Ah, lad! you cant know what a fathers heart feels when  Go to her, boy. He grasped the youths hand, and gave it a squeeze that revealed infinitely more of his feelings than could have been done by words.

Glynn returned the squeeze, and opening the door of Ailies private cabin, entered and sat down beside her crib.

Oh, Glynn, I want to speak to you; I want to thank you. I love you so much for jumping into the sea after me, began the child, eagerly, and raising herself on one elbow while she held out her hand.

Ailie, interrupted Glynn, taking her hand, and holding up his finger to impose silence, you obeyed me in the water, and now I insist on your obedience out of the water. If you dont, Ill leave you. Youre still too weak to toss about and speak loud in this way. Lie down, my pet.

Glynn kissed her forehead, and forced her gently back on the pillow.

Well, Ill be good, but dont leave me yet, Glynn. Im much better. Indeed, I feel quite strong. Oh! it was good of you

There you go again.

I love you, said Ailie.

Ive no objection to that, replied Glynn, but dont excite yourself. But tell me, Ailie, how was it that you managed to keep afloat so long? The more I think of it the more I am filled with amazement, and, in fact, Im half inclined to think that God worked a miracle in order to save you.

I dont know, said Ailie, looking very grave and earnest, as she always did when our Makers name happened to be mentioned. Does God work miracles still?

Men say not, replied Glynn.

Im sure I dont quite understand what a miracle is, continued Ailie, although Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane have often tried to explain it to me. Is floating on your back a miracle?

No, said Glynn, laughing; it isnt.

Well, thats the way I was saved. You know, ever since I can remember, I have bathed with Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane, and they taught me how to float  and its so nice, you cant think how nice it is  and I can do it so easily now, that I never get frightened. But, oh!  when I was tossed over the side of the ship into the sea I was frightened just. I dont think I ever got such a fright. And I splashed about for some time, and swallowed some water, but I got upon my back somehow. I cant tell how it was, for I was too frightened to try to do anything. But when I found myself floating as I used to do long ago, I felt my fear go away a little, and I shut my eyes and prayed, and then it went away altogether; and I felt quite sure you would come to save me, and you did come, Glynn, and I know it was God who sent you. But I became a good deal frightened again when I thought of the sharks, and

Now, Ailie, stop! said Glynn. Youre forgetting your promise, and exciting yourself again.

So she is, and I must order you out, Master Glynn, said the doctor, opening the door, and entering at that moment.

Glynn rose, patted the childs head, and nodded cheerfully as he left the little cabin.

The captain caught him as he passed, and began to reiterate his thanks, when their conversation was interrupted by the voice of Mr Millons, who put his head in at the skylight and said Squall coming, sir, I think.

So, so, cried the captain, running upon deck. Ive been looking for it. Call all hands, Mr Millons, and take in sail  every rag, except the storm-trysails.

Glynn hurried forward, and in a few minutes every man was at his post. The sails were furled, and every preparation made for a severe squall; for Captain Dunning knew that that part of the coast of Africa off which the Red Eric was then sailing was subject to sudden squalls, which, though usually of short duration, were sometimes terrific in their violence.

Is everything snug, Mr Millons?

All snug, sir.

Then let the men stand-by till its over.

The night had grown intensely dark, but away on the starboard-quarter the heavens appeared of an ebony blackness that was quite appalling. This appearance, that rose on the sky like a shroud of crape, quickly spread upwards until it reached the zenith. Then a few gleams of light seemed to illuminate it very faintly, and a distant hissing noise was heard.

A dead calm surrounded the ship, which lay like a log on the water, and the crew, knowing that nothing more could be done in the way of preparation, awaited the bursting of the storm with uneasy feelings. In a few minutes its distant roar was heard,  like muttered thunder. On it came, with a steady continuous roar, as if chaos were about to be restored, and the crashing wreck of elements were being hurled in mad fury against the yet unshattered portions of creation. Another second, and the ship was on her beam-ends, and the sea and sky were white as milk as the wind tore up the waves and beat them flat, and whirled away broad sheets of driving foam.




Chapter Eight.

The Storm, and its Results.

Although the Red Eric was thrown on her beam-ends, or nearly so, by the excessive violence of the squall, the preparations to meet it had been so well made that she righted again almost immediately, and now flew before the wind under bare poles with a velocity that was absolutely terrific.

Ailie had been nearly thrown out of her berth when the ship lay over, and now when she listened to the water hissing and gurgling past the little port that lighted her cabin, and felt the staggering of the vessel, as burst after burst of the hurricane almost tore the masts out of her, she lay trembling with anxiety and debating with herself whether or not she ought to rise and go on deck.

Captain Dunning well knew that his child would be naturally filled with fear, for this was the first severe squall she had ever experienced, so, as he could not quit the deck himself, he called Glynn Proctor to him and sent him down with a message.

Well, Ailie, said Glynn, cheerfully, as he opened the door and peeped in; how dye get on, dear? The captain has sent me to say that the worst o this blast is over, and youve nothing to fear.

I am glad to hear that, Glynn, replied the child, holding out her hand, while a smile lighted up her face and smoothed out the lines of anxiety from her brow. Come and sit by me, Glynn, and tell me what like it is. I wish so much that I had been on deck. Was it grand, Glynn?

It was uncommonly grand; it was even terrible  but I cannot sit with you more than a minute, else my shipmates will say that Im skulking.

Skulking, Glynn! What is that?

Why, its  its shirking work, you know, said Glynn, somewhat puzzled.

Ailie laughed. But you forget that I dont know what shirking means. You must explain that too.

How terribly green you are, Ailie.

No! am I? exclaimed the child in some surprise. What can have done it? Im not sick.

Glynn laughed outright at this, and then proceeded to explain the meaning of the slang phraseology he had used. Green, you must know, means ignorant, he began.

How funny! I wonder why.

Well, I dont know exactly. Perhaps its because when a fellows asked to answer questions he dont understand, hes apt to turn either blue with rage or yellow with fear  or both; and that, you know, would make him green. Ive heard it said that it implies a comparison of men to plants  very young ones, you know, that are just up, just born, as it were, and have not had much experience of life, are green of course  but I like my own definition best.

It may perhaps be scarcely necessary to remark that our hero was by no means singular in this little preference of his own definition to that of any one else!

Well, and what does skulking mean, and shirking work? persisted Ailie.

It means hiding so as to escape duty, my little catechist; but

Hallo! Glynn, Glynn Proctor, roared the first mate from the deck wheres that fellow? Skulking, Ill be bound. Lay aloft there and shake out the foretopsail. Look alive.

Ay, ay, sir, was the ready response as the men sprang to obey.

There, you have it now, Ailie, explained and illustrated, cried Glynn, starting up. Here I am, at this minute in a snug, dry berth chatting to you, and in half a minute more Ill be out on the end o the foreyard holding on for bare life, with the wind fit to tear off my jacket and blow my ducks into ribbons, and the rain and spray dashing all over me fit to blot me out altogether. Theres a pretty little idea to turn over in your mind, Ailie, while Im away.

Glynn closed the door at the last word, and, as he had prophesied, was, within half a minute, in the unenviable position above referred to.

The force of the squall was already broken, and the men were busy setting close-reefed topsails, but the rain that followed the squall bid fair to blot them out, as Glynn said, altogether. It came down, not in drops, but in masses, which were caught up by the fierce gale and mingled with the spray, and hurled about and on with such violent confusion, that it seemed as though the whole creation were converted into wind and water, and had engaged in a war of extermination, the central turmoil of which was the Red Eric.

But the good ship held on nobly. Although not a fast sailer she was an excellent sea-boat, and danced on the billows like a sea-mew. The squall, however, was not over. Before the topsails had been set many minutes it burst on them again with redoubled fury, and the main-topsail was instantly blown into ribbons. Glynn and his comrades were once more ordered aloft to furl the remaining sails, but before this could be done the foretopmast was carried away, and in falling it tore away the jib-boom also. At the same moment a tremendous sea came rolling on astern; in the uncertain light it looked like a dark moving mountain that was about to fall on them.

Luff, luff a little  steady! roared the captain, who saw the summit of the wave toppling over the stern, and who fully appreciated the danger of being pooped, which means having a wave launched upon the quarterdeck.

Steady it is, replied the steersman.

Look out! shouted the captain and several of the men, simultaneously.

Every one seized hold of whatever firm object chanced to be within reach; next moment the black billow fell like an avalanche on the poop, and rushing along the decks, swept the waist-boat and all the loose spars into the sea. The ship staggered under the shock, and it seemed to every one on deck that she must inevitably founder; but in a few seconds she recovered, the water gushed from the scuppers and sides in cataracts, and once more they drove swiftly before the gale.

In about twenty minutes the wind moderated, and while some of the men went aloft to clear away the wreck of the topsails and make all snug, others went below to put on dry garments.

That was a narrow escape, Mr Millons, remarked the captain, as he stood by the starboard-rails.

It was, sir, replied the mate. Its a good job too, sir, that none o the ands were washed overboard.

It is, indeed, Mr Millons; weve reason to be thankful for that; but Im sorry to see that weve lost our waist-boat.

Weve lost our spare sticks, sir, said the mate, with a lugubrious face, while he wrung the brine out of his hair; and I fear weve nothink left fit to make a noo foretopmast or a jib-boom.

True, Mr Millons; we shall have to run to the nearest port on the African coast to refit; luckily we are not very far from it. Meanwhile, tell Mr Markham to try the well; it is possible that we may have sprung a leak in all this straining, and see that the wreck of the foretopmast is cleared away. I shall go below and consult the chart; if any change in the weather takes place, call me at once.

Yes, sir, answered the mate, as he placed his hand to windward of his mouth, in order to give full force to the terrific tones in which he proceeded to issue his captains commands.

Captain Dunning went below, and looking into Ailies berth, nodded his wet head several times, and smiled with his damp visage benignly  which acts, however well meant and kindly they might be, were, under the circumstances, quite unnecessary, seeing that the child was sound asleep. The captain then dried his head and face with a towel about as rough as the mainsail of a seventy-four, and with a violence that would have rubbed the paint off the figurehead of the Red Eric. Then he sat down to his chart, and having pondered over it for some minutes, he went to the foot of the companion-ladder and roared up Lay the course nor-nor-east-and-by-nor-half-nor, Mr Millons.

To which Mr Millons replied in an ordinary tone, Ay, ay, sir, and then roared Lay her head nor-nor-east-and-by-nor-half-nor, in an unnecessarily loud and terribly fierce tone of voice to the steersman, as if that individual were in the habit of neglecting to obey orders, and required to be perpetually threatened in what may be called a tone of implication.

The steersman answered in what, to a landsman, would have sounded as a rather amiable and forgiving tone of voice Nor-nor-east-and-by-nor-half-nor it is, sir; and thereupon the direction of the ships head was changed, and the Red Eric, according to Tim Rokens, bowled along with a stiff breeze on the quarter, at the rate of ten knots, for the west coast of Africa.




Chapter Nine.

Rambles on Shore, and Strange Things and Ceremonies Witnessed There.

Variety is charming. No one laying claim to the smallest amount of that very uncommon attribute, common-sense, will venture to question the truth of that statement. Variety is so charming that men and women, boys and girls, are always, all of them, hunting after it. To speak still more emphatically on this subject, we venture to affirm that it is an absolute necessity of animal nature. Were any positive and short-sighted individual to deny this position, and sit down during the remainder of his life in a chair and look straight before him, in order to prove that he could live without variety, he would seek it in change of position. If he did not do that, he would seek it in change of thought. If he did not do that, he would die!

Fully appreciating this great principle of our nature, and desiring to be charmed with a little variety, Tim Rokens and Phil Briant presented themselves before Captain Dunning one morning about a week after the storm, and asked leave to go ashore. The reader may at first think the men were mad, but he will change his opinion when we tell him that four days after the storm in question the Red Eric had anchored in the harbour formed by the mouth of one of the rivers on the African coast, where white men trade with the natives for bar-wood and ivory, and where they also carry on that horrible traffic in negroes, the existence of which is a foul disgrace to humanity.

Go ashore! echoed Captain Dunning. Why, if you all go on at this rate, well never get ready for sea. However, you may go, but dont wander too far into the interior, and look out for elephants and wild men o the woods, boys  keep about the settlements.

Ay, ay, sir, and thankee, replied the two men, touching their caps as they retired.

Please, sir, I want to go too, said Glynn Proctor, approaching the captain.

What! more wanting to go ashore?

Yes, and so do I, cried Ailie, running forward and clasping her fathers rough hand; I did enjoy myself so much yesterday, that I must go on shore again to-day, and I must go with Glynn. Hell take such famous care of me; now wont you let me go, papa?

Upon my word, this looks like preconcerted mutiny. However, I dont mind if I do let you go, but have a care, Glynn, that you dont lose sight of her for a moment, and keep to the shore and the settlements. Ive no notion of allowing her to be swallowed by an alligator, or trampled on by an elephant, or run away with by a gorilla.

Never fear, sir. You may trust me; Ill take good care of her.

With a shout of delight the child ran down to the cabin to put on her bonnet, and quickly reappeared, carrying in her hand a basket which she purposed to fill with a valuable collection of plants, minerals and insects. These she meant to preserve and carry home as a surprise to aunts Martha and Jane, both of whom were passionately fond of mineralogy, delighted in botany, luxuriated in entomology, doted on conchology, and raved about geology  all of which sciences they studied superficially, and specimens of which they collected and labelled beautifully, and stowed away carefully in a little cabinet, which they termed (not jocularly, but seriously) their Bureau of Omnology.

It was a magnificent tropical morning when the boat left the side of the Red Eric and landed Glynn and Ailie, Tim Rokens and Phil Briant on the wharf that ran out from the yellow beach of the harbour in which their vessel lay. The sun had just risen. The air was cool (comparatively) and motionless, so that the ocean lay spread out like a pure mirror, and revealed its treasures and mysteries to a depth of many fathoms. The sky was intensely blue and the sun intensely bright, while the atmosphere was laden with the delightful perfume of the woods  a perfume that is sweet and pleasant to those long used to it, how much more enchanting to nostrils rendered delicately sensitive by long exposure to the scentless gales of ocean?

One of the sailors who had shown symptoms of weakness in the chest during the voyage, had begged to be discharged and left ashore at this place. He could ill be spared, but as he was fit for nothing, the captain agreed to his request, and resolved to procure a negro to act as cooks assistant in the place of Phil Briant, who was too useful a man to remain in so subordinate a capacity. The sick man was therefore sent on shore in charge of Tim Rokens.

On landing they were met by a Portuguese slave-dealer, an American trader, a dozen or two partially-clothed negroes, and a large concourse of utterly naked little negro children, who proved to demonstration that they were of the same nature and spirit with white children, despite the colour of their skins, by taking intense delight in all the amusements practised by the fair-skinned juveniles of more northern lands  namely scampering after each other, running and yelling, indulging in mischief, spluttering in the waters, rolling on the sand, staring at the strangers, making impudent remarks, and punching each others heads.

If the youth of America ever wish to prove that they are of a distinct race from the sable sons of Africa, their only chance is to become paragons of perfection, and give up all their wicked ways.

Oh! exclaimed Ailie, half amused, half frightened, as Glynn lifted her out of the boat; oh! how funny! Dont they look so very like as if they were all painted black?

Good-day to you, gentlemen, cried the trader, as he approached the landing. Got your foretop damaged, I see. Plenty of sticks here to mend it. Be glad to assist you in any way I can. Was away in the woods when you arrived, else Id have come to offer sooner.

The trader, who was a tall, sallow man in a blue cotton shirt, sailors trousers, and a broad-brimmed straw hat, addressed himself to Glynn, whose gentlemanly manner led him to believe he was in command of the party.

Thank you, replied Glynn, weve got a little damage  lost a good boat, too; but well soon repair the mast. We have come ashore just now, however, mainly for a stroll.

Ay, put in Phil Briant, who was amusing the black children  and greatly delighting himself by nodding and smiling ferociously at them, with a view to making a favourable impression on the natives of this new country. Ay, sir, an sure weve comed to land a sick shipmate who wants to see the doctor uncommon. Have ye sich an article in these parts?

No, not exactly, replied the trader, but I do a little in that way myself; perhaps I may manage to cure him if he comes up to my house.

We wants a nigger too, said Rokens, who, while the others were talking, was extremely busy filling his pipe.

At this remark the trader looked knowing.

Oh! he said, thats your game, is it? Theres your man there; Ive nothing to do with such wares.

He pointed to the Portuguese slave-dealer as he spoke.

Seeing himself thus referred to, the slave-dealer came forward, hat in hand, and made a polite bow. He was a man of extremely forbidding aspect. A long dark visage, which terminated in a black peaked beard, and was surmounted by a tall-crowned broad-brimmed straw hat, stood on the top of a long, raw-boned, thin, sinewy, shrivelled, but powerful frame, that had battled with and defeated all the fevers and other diseases peculiar to the equatorial regions of Africa. He wore a short light-coloured cotton jacket and pantaloons  the latter much too short for his limbs, but the deficiency was more than made up by a pair of Wellington boots. His natural look was a scowl. His assumed smile of politeness was so unnatural, that Tim Rokens thought, as he gazed at him, he would have preferred greatly to have been frowned at by him. Even Ailie, who did not naturally think ill of any one, shrank back as he approached and grasped Glynns hand more firmly than usual.

Goot morning, gentlmn. You was vish for git nigger, I suppose.

Well, we wos, replied Tim, with a faint touch of sarcasm in his tone. Can you get un for us?

Yees, sare, as many you please, replied the slave-dealer, with a wink that an ogre might have envied. Have great many ob em stay vid me always.

Ah! then, they must be fond o bad company, remarked Briant, in an undertone, to live along wid such a alligator.

Well, then, said Tim Rokens, who had completed the filling of his pipe, and was now in the full enjoyment of it; lets see the feller, an Ill strike a bargain with him, if he seems a likely chap.

You will have strike de bargin vid me, said the dealer. I vill charge you ver leetle, suppose you take full cargo.

The whole party, who were ignorant of the mans profession, started at this remark, and looked at the dealer in surprise.

Wot! exclaimed Tim Rokens, withdrawing his pipe from his lips; do you sell niggers?

Yees, to be surely, replied the man, with a peculiarly saturnine smile.

A slave-dealer? exclaimed Briant, clenching his fists.

Even so, sare.

At this Briant uttered a shout, and throwing forward his clenched fists in a defiant attitude, exclaimed between his set teeth  

Arrah! come on!

Most men have peculiarities. Phil Briant had many; but his most striking peculiarity, and that which led him frequently into extremely awkward positions, was a firm belief that his special calling  in an amateur point of view  was the redressing of wrongs  not wrongs of a particular class, or wrongs of an excessively glaring and offensive nature, but all wrongs whatsoever. It mattered not to Phil whether the wrong had to be righted by force of argument or force of arms. He considered himself an accomplished practitioner in both lines of business  and in regard to the latter his estimate of his powers was not very much too high, for he was a broad-shouldered, deep-chested, long-armed fellow, and had acquired a scientific knowledge of boxing under a celebrated bruiser at the expense of a few hard-earned shillings, an occasional bottle of poteen, and many a severe thrashing.

Justice to Phils amiability of character requires, however, that we should state that he never sought to terminate an argument with his fists unless he was invited to do so, and even then he invariably gave his rash challenger fair warning, and offered to let him retreat if so disposed. But when injustice met his eye, or when he happened to see cruelty practised by the strong against the weak, his blood fired at once, and he only deigned the short emphatic remark Come on, sometimes preceded by Arrah! sometimes not. Generally speaking, he accepted his own challenge, and went on forthwith.

Of all the iniquities that draw forth the groans of humanity on this sad earth, slavery, in the opinion of Phil Briant, was the worst. He had never come in contact with it, not having been in the Southern States of America. He knew from hearsay that the coast of Africa was its fountain, but he had forgotten the fact, and in the novelty of the scene before him, it did not at first occur to him that he was actually face to face with a live slave-dealer.

Let me go! roared the Irishman, as he struggled in the iron grip of Tim Rokens; and the not less powerful grasp of Glynn Proctor. Och! let me go! Doo, darlints. Ill only give him wan  jist wan! Let me go, will ye?

Not if I can help it, said Glynn, tightening his grasp.

Wot a cross helephant it is, muttered Rokens, as he thrust his hand into his comrades neckcloth and quietly began to choke him as he dragged him away towards the residence of the trader, who was an amused as well as surprised spectator of this unexpected ebullition of passion.

At length Phil Briant allowed himself to be forced away from the beach where the slave-dealer stood with his arms crossed on his breast, and a sarcastic smile playing on his thin lips. Had that Portuguese trafficker in human flesh known how quickly Briant could have doubled the size of his long nose and shut up both his eyes, he would probably have modified the expression of his countenance; but he didnt know it, so he looked after the party until they had entered the dwelling of the trader, and then sauntered up towards the woods, which in this place came down to within a few yards of the beach.

The settlement was a mere collection of rudely-constructed native huts, built of bamboos and roofed with a thatch of palm-leaves. In the midst of it stood a pretty white-painted cottage with green-edged windows and doors, and a verandah in front. This was the dwelling of the trader; and alongside of it, under the same roof, was the store, in which were kept the guns, beads, powder and shot, etcetera, etcetera, which he exchanged with the natives of the interior for elephants tusks and bar-wood, from which latter a beautiful dye is obtained; also ebony, indiarubber, and other products of the country.

Here the trader entertained Tim Rokens and Phil Briant with stories of the slave-trade; and here we shall leave them while we follow Glynn and Ailie, who went off together to ramble along the shore of the calm sea.

They had not gone far when specimens of the strange creatures that dwell in these lands presented themselves to their astonished gaze. There were birds innumerable on the shore, on the surface of the ocean, and in the woods. The air was alive with them; many being similar to the birds they had been familiar with from infancy, while others were new and strange.

To her immense delight Ailie saw many living specimens of the bird-of-paradise, the graceful plumes of which she had frequently beheld on very high and important festal occasions, nodding on the heads of Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane. But the prettiest of all the birds she saw there was a small creature with a breast so red and bright, that it seemed, as it flew about, like a little ball of fire. There were many of them flying about near a steep bank, in holes of which they built their nests. She observed that they fed upon flies which they caught while skimming through the air, and afterwards learned that they were called bee-eaters.

Oh! look! exclaimed Ailie in that tone of voice which indicated that a surprising discovery had been made. Ailie was impulsive, and the tones in which she exclaimed Oh! were so varied, emphatic, and distinct, that those who knew her well could tell exactly the state of her mind on hearing the exclamation. At present, her Oh! indicated surprise mingled with alarm.

Eh! what, where? cried Glynn, throwing forward his musket  for he had taken the precaution to carry one with him, not knowing what he might meet with on such a coast.

The snake! look  oh!

At that moment a huge black snake, about ten feet long, showed itself in the grass. Glynn took aim at once, but the piece, being an old flint-lock, missed fire. Before he could again take aim the loathsome-looking reptile had glided into the underwood, which in most places was so overgrown with the rank and gigantic vegetation of the tropics as to be quite impenetrable.

Ha! hes gone, Ailie! cried Glynn, in a tone of disappointment, as he put fresh priming into the pan of his piece. We must be careful in walking here, it seems. This wretched old musket! Lucky for us that our lives did not depend on it. I wonder if it was a poisonous serpent?

Perhaps it was, said Ailie, with a look of deep solemnity, as she took her companions left hand, and trotted along by his side. Are not all serpents poisonous?

Oh dear, no. Why, there are some kinds that are quite harmless. But as I dont know which are and which are not, we must look upon all as enemies until we become more knowing.

Presently they came to the mouth of a river  one of those sluggish streams on the African coast, which suggest the idea of malaria and the whole family of low fevers. It glided through a mangrove swamp, where the tree seemed to be standing on their roots, which served the purpose of stilts to keep them out of the mud. The river was oily, and sluggish, and hot-looking, and its mud-banks were slimy and liquid, so that it was not easy to say whether the water of the river was mud, or the mud on the bank was water. It was a place that made one involuntarily think of creeping monsters, and crawling objects, and slimy things!

Look! oh! oh! such a darling pet! exclaimed Ailie, as they stood near the banks of this river wondering what monster would first cleave the muddy waters, and raise its hideous head. She pointed to the bough of a dead tree near which they stood, and on which sat the darling pet referred to. It was a very small monkey with white whiskers; a dumpy little thing, that looked at them with an expression of surprise quite equal in intensity to their own.

Seeing that it was discovered, the darling pet opened its little mouth, and uttered a succession of Ohs! that rendered Ailies exclamations quite insignificant by comparison. They were sharp and short, and rapidly uttered, while, at the same time, two rows of most formidable teeth were bared, along with the gums that held them.

At this Ailie and her companion burst into a fit of irrepressible laughter, whereupon the darling pet put itself into such a passion  grinned, and coughed, and gasped, and shook the tree, and writhed, and glared, to such an extent that Glynn said he thought it would burst, and Ailie agreed that it was very likely. Finding that this terrible display of fury had no effect on the strangers, the darling pet gave utterance to a farewell shriek of passion, and, bounding nimbly into the woods, disappeared.

Oh, what a funny beast, said Ailie, sitting down on a stone, and drying her eyes, which had filled with tears from excessive laughter.

Indeed it was, said Glynn. Its my opinion that a monkey is the funniest beast in the world.

No, Glynn; a kittens funnier, said Ailie, with a degree of emphasis that showed she had considered the subject well, and had fully made up her mind in regard to it long ago. I think a kittens the very funniest beast in all the whole world.

Well, perhaps it is, said Glynn thoughtfully.

Did you ever see three kittens together? asked Ailie.

No; I dont think I ever did. I doubt if I have seen even two together. Why?

Oh! because they are so very, very funny. Sit down beside me, and Ill tell you about three kittens I once had. They were very little  at least they were little before they got big.

Glynn laughed.

Oh, you know what I mean. They were able to play when they were very little, you know.

Yes, yes, I understand. Go on.

Well, two were grey, and one was white and grey, but most of it was white; and when they went to play, one always hid itself to watch, and then the other two began, and came up to each other with little jumps, and their backs up and tails curved, and hair all on end, glaring at each other, and pretending that they were so angry. Do you know, Glynn, I really believe they sometimes forgot it was pretence, and actually became angry. But the fun was, that, when the two were just going to fly at each other, the third one, who had been watching, used to dart out and give them such a fright  a real fright, you know  which made them jump, oh! three times their own height up into the air, and they came down again with a fuff that put the third one in a fright too; so that they all scattered away from each other as if they had gone quite mad. Whats that?

Its a fish, I think, said Glynn, rising and going towards the river, to look at the object that had attracted his companions attention. Its a shark, I do believe.

In a few seconds the creature came so close that they could see it quite distinctly; and on a more careful inspection, they observed that the mouth of the river was full of these ravenous monsters. Soon after they saw monsters of a still more ferocious aspect; for while they were watching the sharks, two crocodiles put up their snouts, and crawled sluggishly out of the water upon a mud-bank, where they lay down, apparently with the intention of taking a nap in the sunshine. They were too far off, however, to be well seen.

Isnt it strange, Glynn, that there are such ugly beasts in the world? said Ailie. I wonder why God made them?

So do I, said Glynn, looking at the childs thoughtful face in some surprise. I suppose they must be of some sort of use.

Oh! yes, of course they are, rejoined Ailie quickly. Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane used to tell me that every creature was made by God for some good purpose; and when I came to the crocodile in my book, they said it was certainly of use too, though they did not know what. I remember it very well, because I was so surprised to hear that Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane did not know everything.

No doubt Aunt Martha and Aunt Jane were right, said Glynn, with a smile. I confess, however, that crocodiles seem to me to be of no other use than to kill and eat up everything that comes within the reach of their terrible jaws. But, indeed, now I think of it, the very same may be said of man, for he kills and eats up at least everything that he wants to put into his jaws.

So he does, said Ailie; isnt it funny?

Isnt what funny? asked Glynn.

That we should be no better than crocodiles  at least, I mean about eating.

You forget, Ailie, we cook our food.

Oh! so we do. I did not remember to think of that. Thats a great difference, indeed.

Leaving Glynn and his little charge to philosophise on the resemblance between men and crocodiles, we shall now return to Tim Rokens and Phil Briant, whom we left in the traders cottage.

The irate Irishman had been calmed down by reason and expostulation, and had again been roused to great indignation several times since we left him, by the account of things connected with the slave-trade, given him by the trader, who, although he had no interest in it himself, did not feel very much aggrieved by the sufferings he witnessed around him.

You dont mane to tell me, now, that whalers comes in here for slaves, do ye? said Briant, placing his two fists on his two knees, and thrusting his head towards the trader, who admitted that he meant to say that; and that he meant, moreover, to add, that the thing was by no means of rare occurrence  that whaling ships occasionally ran into that very port on their way south, shipped a cargo of negroes, sold them at the nearest slave-buying port they could make on the American coast, and then proceeded on their voyage, no one being a whit the wiser.

You dont mean it? remarked Tim Rokens, crossing his legs and devoting himself to his pipe, with the air of a man who mourned the depravity of his species, but did not feel called upon to disturb his equanimity very much because of it.

Phil Briant clenched his teeth, and glared.

Indeed I do mean it, reiterated the trader. Would you believe it, there was one whaler put in here, and what does he do but go and invite a lot o free blacks aboard to have a blow-out; and no sooner did he get them down into the hold then he shut down the hatches, sailed away, and sold em every one.

Ah! morther, couldnt I burst? groaned Phil; an ov coorse they left a lot o fatherless children and widders behind em.

They did; but all the widders are married again, and most of the children are grown up.

Briant looked as if he did not feel quite sure whether he ought to regard this as a comforting piece of information or the reverse, and wisely remained silent.

And now you must excuse me if I leave you to ramble about alone for some time, as I have business to transact; meanwhile Ill introduce you to a nigger who will show you about the place, and one who, if I mistake not, will gladly accompany you to sea as stewards assistant.

The trader opened a door which led to the back part of his premises, and shouted to a stout negro who was sawing wood there, and who came forward with alacrity.

Ho! Neepeelootambo, go take these gentlemen round about the village, and let them see all that is to be seen.

Yes, massa.

And theyve got something to say to you about going to sea  would you like to go?

The negro grinned, and as his mouth was of the largest possible size, it is not exaggeration to say that the grin extended from ear to ear, but he made no other reply.

Well, please yourself. Youre a free man  you may do as you choose.

Neepeelootambo, who was almost naked, having only a small piece of cloth wrapped round his waist and loins, grinned again, displaying a double row of teeth worthy of a shark in so doing, and led his new friends from the house.

Now, said Tim Rokens, turning to the negro, and pointing along the shore, well go along this way and jaw the matter over. Business first, and pleasure, if ye can get it, arterwards  thems my notions, Nip  Nip  Nippi  whats your name?

Coo Tumble, I think, suggested Briant.

Ay, Nippiloo Bumble  wot a jaw-breaker! so git along, old boy.

The negro, who was by no means an old boy, but a stalwart man in the prime of life, stepped out, and as they walked along, both Rokens and Briant did their best to persuade him to ship on board the Red Eric, but without success. They were somewhat surprised as well as chagrined, having been led to expect that the man would consent at once. But no alluring pictures of the delights of seafaring life, or the pleasures and excitements of the whale-fishery, had the least effect on their sable companion. Even sundry shrewd hints, thrown out by Phil Briant, that the steward had always command o the wittles, and that his assistant would only have to help himself when convanient, failed to move him.

Well, Nippi-Boo-Tumble, cried Tim Rokens, who in his disappointment unceremoniously contracted his name, its my opinion  private opinion, markee  that youre a ass, an youll come for to repent of it.

Troth, Nippi-Bumble, hes about right, added Briant coaxingly. Come now, avic, wots the raisin ye wont go? Sure we aint blackguards enough to ax ye to come for to be sold; its all fair and above board. Why wont ye, now?

The negro stopped, and turning towards them, drew himself proudly up; then, as if a sudden thought had occurred to him, he advanced a step and held up his forefinger to impose silence.

You no tell what I go to say? at least, not for one, two day.

Niver a word, honour bright, said Phil, in a confidential tone, while Rokens expressed the same sentiment by means of an emphatic wink and nod.

You mus know, said the negro, earnestly, me expecs to be made a king!

A wot? exclaimed both his companions in the same breath, and very much in the same tone.

A king.

Wot? said Rokens; dye mean, a ruler of this here country?

Neepeelootambo nodded his head so violently that it was a marvel it remained on his shoulders.

Yis. Ho! ho! ho! xpecs to be a king.

And when are ye to be crowned, Bumble? inquired Briant, rather sceptically, as they resumed their walk.

Oh, me no say me goin to be king; me only xpecs dat.

Werry good, returned Rokens; but wot makes ye for to expect it?

Aha! Me berry clebber fellow  know most ebbery ting. Me hab dood good service to dis here country. Me can fight like one leopard, and me hab kill great few elephant and gorilla. Not much mans here hab shoot de gorilla, him sich terriferick beast; bove five foot six tall, and bigger round de breast dan you or me  dat is a great true fact. Also, me can spok Englis.

An so you expecs theyre goin to make you a king for all that?

Yis, dat is fat me xpecs, for our old king be just dead; but dey nebber tell who dey going to make king till dey do it. I not more sure ob it dan the nigger dat walk dare before you.

Neepeelootambo pointed as he spoke to a negro who certainly had a more kingly aspect than any native they had yet seen. He was a perfect giant, considerably above six feet high, and broad in proportion. He wore no clothing on the upper part of his person, but his legs were encased in a pair of old canvas trousers, which had been made for a man of ordinary stature, so that his huge bony ankles were largely exposed to view.

Just as Phil and Rokens stopped to take a good look at him before passing on, a terrific yell issued from the bushes, and instantly after, a negro ran towards the black giant and administered to him a severe kick on the thigh, following it up with a cuff on the side of the head, at the same time howling something in the native tongue, which our friends of course did not understand. This man was immediately followed by three other blacks, one of whom pulled the giants hair, the other pulled his nose, and the third spat in his face!

It is needless to remark that the sailors witnessed this unprovoked assault with unutterable amazement. But the most remarkable part of it was, that the fellow, instead of knocking all his assailants down, as he might have done without much trouble, quietly submitted to the indignities heaped upon him; nay, he even smiled upon his tormentors, who increased in numbers every minute, running out from among the bushes and surrounding the unoffending man, and uttering wild shouts as they maltreated him.

Wots he bin doin? inquired Rokens, turning to his black companion. But Rokens received no answer, for Neepeelootambo was looking on at the scene with an expression so utterly woe-begone and miserable that one would imagine he was himself suffering the rough usage he witnessed.

Arrah! ye dont appear to be chairful, said Briant, laughing, as he looked in the negros face. This is a quare counthrie, an no mistake;  it seems to be always blowin a gale o surprises. Wots wrong wid ye, Bumble?

The negro groaned.

Sure that may be a civil answer, but its not o much use. Hallo! what air they doin wid the poor cratur now?

As he spoke the crowd seized the black giant by the arms and neck and hair, and dragged him away towards the village, leaving our friends in solitude.

A very purty little scene, remarked Phil Briant when they were out of sight; very purty indade, av we only knowed wot its all about.

If the surprise of the two sailors was great at what they had just witnessed, it was increased tenfold by the subsequent behaviour of their negro companion.

That eccentric individual suddenly checked his groans, gave vent to a long, deep sigh, and assuming a resigned expression of countenance, rose up and said Ho! It all ober now, massa.

I do believe, remarked Rokens, looking gravely at his shipmate, that the fellers had an attack of the mollygrumbles, ans got better all of a suddint.

No, massa, dat not it. But me willin to go wid you now to de sea.

Eh? willin to go? Why, Nippi-Too-Cumble, wot a rum customer you are, to be sure!

Yis, massa, rejoined the negro. Me not goin to be king now, anyhow; so it ob no use stoppin here. Me go to sea.

Not goin to be king? How dye know that?

Cause dat oder nigger, him be made king in a berry short time. You mus know, dat wen dey make wan king in dis here place, de peeple choose de man; but dey not let him know. He may guess if him please  like me  but praps him guess wrong  like me! Ho! ho! Den arter dey fix on de man, dey run at him and kick him, as you hab seen dem do, and spit on him, and trow mud ober him, tellin him all de time, You no king yet, you black rascal; you soon be king, and den you may put your foots on our necks and do wat you like, but not yit; take dat, you tief! An so dey buse him for a littel time. Den dey take him straight away to de palace and crown him, an, oh! arter dat dey become very purlite to him. Him know dat well nuff, and so him not be angry just now. Ah! me did xpec, to hab bin kick and spitted on dis berry day!

Poor Neepeelootambo uttered the last words in such a deeply touching tone, and seemed to be so much cast down at the thought that his chance of being kicked and spitted upon had passed away for ever, that Phil Briant burst into a hearty fit of laughter, and Tim Rokens exhibited symptoms of internal risibility, though his outward physiognomy remained unchanged.

Och! Bumble, youll be the death o me, cried Briant. An are they a-crownin of him now?

Yis, massa. Dat what dey go for to do jist now.

Troth, then, Ill go an inspict the coronation. Come along, Bumble, me darlint, and show us the way.

In a few minutes Neepeelootambo conducted his new friends into a large rudely-constructed hut, which was open on three sides and thatched with palm-leaves. This was the palace before referred to by him. Here they found a large concourse of negroes, whose main object at that time seemed to be the creation of noise; for besides yelling and hooting, they beat a variety of native drums, some of which consisted of bits of board, and others of old tin and copper kettles. Forcing their way through the noisy throng they reached the inside of the hut, into which they found that Ailie Dunning and Glynn Proctor had pushed their way before them. Giving them a nod of recognition, they sat down on a mat by their side to watch the proceedings, which by this time were nearly concluded.

The new king  who was about to fill the throne rendered vacant by the recent death of the old king of that region  was seated on an elevated stool looking very dignified, despite the rough ordeal through which he had just passed. When the noise above referred to had calmed down, an old grey-headed negro rose and made a speech in the language of the country, after which he advanced and crowned the new king, who had already been invested in a long scarlet coat covered with tarnished gold lace, and cut in the form peculiar to the last century. The crown consisted of an ordinary black silk hat, considerably the worse for wear. It looked familiar and commonplace enough in the eyes of their white visitors; but, being the only specimen of the article in the district, it was regarded by the negroes with peculiar admiration, and deemed worthy to decorate the brows of royalty.

Having had this novel crown placed on the top of his woolly pate, which was much too large for it, the new king hit it an emphatic blow on the top, partly with a view to force it on, and partly, no doubt, with the design of impressing his new subjects with the fact that he was now their rightful sovereign, and that he meant thenceforth to exercise all the authority, and avail himself of all the privileges that his high position conferred on him. He then rose and made a pretty long speech, which was frequently applauded, and which terminated amid a most uproarious demonstration of loyalty on the part of the people.

If you wish to gladden the heart of a black man, reader, get him into the midst of an appalling noise. The negros delight is to shout, and laugh, and yell, and beat tin kettles with iron spoons. The greater the noise, the more he enjoys himself. Great guns and musketry, gongs and brass bands, kettledrums and smashing crockery, crashing railway-engines, blending their utmost whistles with the shrieks of a thousand pigs being killed, all going at once, full blast, and as near to him as possible, is a species of Elysium to the sable son of Africa. On their occasions of rejoicing, negroes procure and produce as much noise as is possible, so that the white visitors were soon glad to seek shelter, and find relief to their ears, on board ship.

But even there the sounds of rejoicing reached them, and long after the curtain of night had enshrouded land and sea, the hideous din of royal festivities came swelling out with the soft warm breeze that fanned Ailies cheek as she stood on the quarterdeck of the Red Eric, watching the wild antics of the naked savages as they danced round their bright fires, and holding her fathers hand tightly as she related the days adventures, and told of the monkeys, crocodiles, and other strange creatures she had seen in the mangrove-swamps and on the mud-banks of the slimy river.




Chapter Ten.

An Inland Journey  Sleeping in the Woods  Wild Beasts Everywhere  Sad Fate of a Gazelle.

The damage sustained by the Red Eric during the storm was found to be more severe than was at first supposed. Part of her false keel had been torn away by a sunken rock, over which the vessel had passed, and scraped so lightly that no one on board was aware of the fact, yet with sufficient force to cause the damage to which we have referred. A slight leak was also discovered, and the injury to the top of the foremast was neither so easily nor so quickly repaired as had been anticipated.

It thus happened that the vessel was detained on this part of the African coast for nearly a couple of weeks, during which time Ailie had frequent opportunities of going on shore, sometimes in charge of Glynn, sometimes with Tim Rokens, and occasionally with her father.

During these little excursions the child lived in a world of romance. Not only were the animals, and plants, and objects of every kind with which she came in contact, entirely new to her, except in so far as she had made their acquaintance in pictures, but she invested everything in the roseate hue peculiar to her own romantic mind. True, she saw many things that caused her a good deal of pain, and she heard a few stories about the terrible cruelty of the negroes to each other, which made her shudder, but unpleasant thoughts did not dwell long on her mind; she soon forgot the little annoyances or frights she experienced, and revelled in the enjoyment of the beautiful sights and sweet perfumes which more than counterbalanced the bad odours and ugly things that came across her path.

Ailies mind was a very inquiring one, and often and long did she ponder the things she saw, and wonder why God made some so very ugly and some so very pretty, and to what use He intended them to be put. Of course, in such speculative inquiries, she was frequently very much puzzled, as also were the companions to whom she propounded the questions from time to time, but she had been trained to believe that everything that was made by God was good, whether she understood it or not, and she noticed particularly, and made an involuntary memorandum of the fact in her own mind, that ugly things were very few in number, while beautiful objects were absolutely innumerable.

The trader, who rendered good assistance to Captain Dunning in the repair of his ship, frequently overheard Ailie wishing so much that she might be allowed to go far into the wild woods, and one day suggested to the captain that, as the ship would have to remain a week or more in port, he would be glad to take a party an excursion up the river in his canoe, and show them a little of forest life, saying at the same time that the little girl might go too, for they were not likely to encounter any danger which might not be easily guarded against.

At first the captain shook his head, remembering the stories that were afloat regarding the wild beasts of those regions. But, on second thoughts, he agreed to allow a well-armed party to accompany the trader; the more so that he was urged thereto very strongly by Dr Hopley, who, being a naturalist, was anxious to procure specimens of the creatures and plants in the interior, and being a phrenologist, was desirous of examining what Glynn termed the bumpological developments of the negro skull.

On still further considering the matter, Captain Dunning determined to leave the first mate in charge of the ship, head the exploring party himself, and take Ailie along with him.

To say that Ailie was delighted, would be to understate the fact very much. She was wild with joy, and went about all the day, after her fathers decision was announced, making every species of insane preparation for the canoe voyage, clasping her hands, and exclaiming, Oh! what fun! while her bright eyes sparkled to such an extent that the sailors fairly laughed in her face when they looked at her.

Preparations were soon made. The party consisted of the captain and his little child, Glynn Proctor (of course), Dr Hopley, Tim Rokens, Phil Briant, Jim Scroggles, the trader, and Neepeelootambo, which last had been by that time regularly domesticated on board, and was now known by the name of King Bumble, which name, being as good as his own, and more pronounceable, we shall adopt from this time forward.

The very morning after the proposal was made, the above party embarked in the traders canoe; and plying their paddles with the energy of men bent on what is vulgarly termed going the whole hog, they quickly found themselves out of sight of their natural element, the ocean, and surrounded by the wild, rich, luxuriant vegetation of equatorial Africa.

Now, remarked Tim Rokens, as they ceased paddling, and ran the canoe under the shade of a broad palm-tree that overhung the river, in order to take a short rest and a smoke after a steady paddle of some miles Now this is wot I calls glorious, so it is! Aint it? Pass the baccy this way.

This double remark was made to King Bumble, who passed the tobacco-pouch to his friend, after helping himself, and admitted that it was mugnifercent.

Here have I bin a-sittin in this here canoe, continued Rokens, for more nor two hours, an to my sartin knowledge Ive seed with my two eyes twelve sharks (for I counted em every one) at the mouth of the river, and two crocodiles, and the snout of a hopplepittimus; is that wot ye calls it?

Rokens addressed his question to the captain, but Phil Briant, who had just succeeded in getting his pipe to draw beautifully, answered instead.

Och! no, said he; thats not the way to pronounce it at all, at all. Its a huppi-puppi-puttimus.

I dun know, said Rokens, shaking his head gravely; it appears to me theres too many huppi puppies in that word.

This debate caused Ailie infinite amusement, for she experienced considerable difficulty herself in pronouncing that name, and had a very truthful picture of the hippopotamus hanging at that moment in her room at home.

Isnt Tim Rokens very funny, papa? she remarked in a whisper, looking up in her fathers face.

Hush! my pet, and look yonder. There is something funnier, if I mistake not.

He pointed, as he spoke, to a ripple in the water on the opposite side of the river, close under a bank which was clothed with rank, broad-leaved, and sedgy vegetation. In a few seconds a large crocodile put up its head, not farther off than twenty yards from the canoe, which apparently it did not see, and opening its tremendous jaws, afforded the travellers a splendid view of its teeth and throat. Briant afterwards asserted that he could see down its throat, and could almost tell what it had had for dinner!

Plaze, sir, may I shoot him? cried Briant, seizing his loaded musket, and looking towards the captain for permission.

Its of no use while in that position, remarked the trader, who regarded the hideous-looking monster with the calm unconcern of a man accustomed to such sights.

You may try; said the captain with a grin. Almost before the words had left his lips, Phil took a rapid aim and fired. At the same identical moment the crocodile shut his jaws with a snap, as if he had an intuitive perception that something uneatable was coming. The bullet consequently hit his forehead, off which it glanced as if it had struck a plate of cast-iron. The reptile gave a wabble, expressive of lazy surprise, and sank slowly back into the slimy water.

The shot startled more than one huge creature, for immediately afterwards they heard several flops in the water near them, but the tall sedges prevented their seeing what animals they were. A whole troop of monkeys, too, went shrieking away into the woods, showing that those nimble creatures had been watching all their movements, although, until that moment, they had taken good care to keep themselves out of sight.

Never fire at a crocodiles head, said the trader, as the party resumed their paddles, and continued their ascent of the stream; you might as well fire at a stone wall. Its as hard as iron. The only place thats sure to kill it just behind the foreleg. The niggers always spear them there.

What do they spear them for? asked Dr Hopley.

They eat em, replied the trader; and the meats not so bad after you get used to it.

Ha! exclaimed Glynn Proctor; I should fancy the great difficulty is to get used to it.

If you ever chance to go for a week without tasting fresh meat, replied the trader quietly, youll not find it so difficult as you think.

That night the travellers encamped in the woods, and a wild charmingly romantic scene their night bivouac was  so thought Ailie, and so, too, would you have thought, reader, had you been there. King Bumble managed to kindle three enormous fires, for the triple purpose of keeping the party warm  for it was cold at night  of scaring away wild beasts, and of cooking their supper. These fires he fed at intervals during the whole night with huge logs, and the way in which he made the sparks fly up in among the strange big leaves of the tropical trees and parasitical plants overhead, was quite equal, if not superior, to a display of regular fireworks.

Then Bumble and Glynn built a little platform of logs, on which they strewed leaves and grass, and over which they spread a curtain or canopy of broad leaves and boughs. This was Ailies couch. It stood in the full blaze of the centre fire, and commanded a view of all that was going on in every part of the little camp; and when Ailie lay down on it after a good supper, and was covered up with a blanket, and further covered over with a sort of gauze netting to protect her from the mosquitoes, which were very numerous  when all this was done, we say, and when, in addition to this, she lay and witnessed the jovial laughter and enjoyment of His Majesty King Bumble, as he sat at the big fire smoking his pipe, and the supreme happiness of Phil Briant, and the placid joy of Tim Rokens, and the exuberant delight of Glynn, and the semi-scientific enjoyment of Dr Hopley as he examined a collection of rare plants; and the quiet comfort of the trader, and the awkward, shambling, loose-jointed pleasure of long Jim Scroggles; and the beaming felicity of her own dear father; who sat not far from her, and turned occasionally in the midst of the conversation to give her a nod  she felt in her heart that then and there she had fairly reached the very happiest moment in all her life.

Ailie gazed in dreamy delight until she suddenly and unaccountably saw at least six fires, and fully half-a-dozen Bumbles, and eight or nine Glynns, and no end of fathers, and thousands of trees, and millions of sparks, all jumbled together in one vast complicated and magnificent pyrotechnic display; and then she fell asleep.

It is a curious fact, and one for which it is not easy to account, that however happy you may be when you go to sleep out in the wild woods, you invariably awake in the morning in possession of a very small amount of happiness indeed. Probably it is because one in such circumstances is usually called upon to turn out before he has had enough sleep; perhaps it may be that the fires have burnt low or gone out altogether, and the gloom of a forest before sunrise is not calculated to elevate the spirits. Be this as it may, it is a fact that when Ailie was awakened on the following morning about daybreak, and told to get up, she felt sulky  positively and unmistakably sulky.

We do not say that she looked sulky or acted sulkily  far from it; but she felt sulky, and that was a very uncomfortable state of things. We dwell a little on this point because we do not wish to mislead our young readers into the belief that life in the wild woods is all delightful together. There are shadows as well as lights there  some of them, alas! so deep that we would not like even to refer to them while writing in a sportive vein.

But it is also a fact, that when Ailie was fairly up and once more in the canoe, and when the sun began to flood the landscape with his golden light and turn the water into liquid fire, her temporary feelings of discomfort passed away, and her sensation of intense enjoyment returned.

The scenery through which they passed on the second day was somewhat varied. They emerged early in the day upon the bosom of a large lake which looked almost like the ocean. Here there were immense flocks of water-fowl, and among them that strange, ungainly bird, the pelican. Here, too, there were actually hundreds of crocodiles. The lake was full of little mud islands, and on all of them these hideous and gigantic reptiles were seen basking lazily in the sun.

Several shots were fired at them, but although the balls hit, they did not penetrate their thick hides, until at last one took effect in the soft part close behind the foreleg. The shot was fired by the trader, and it killed the animal instantly. It could not have been less than twenty feet long, but before they could secure it the carcass sank in deep water.

What a pity! remarked Glynn, as the eddies circled round the spot where it had gone down.

Ah, so it is! replied the doctor; but he would have been rather large to preserve and carry home as a specimen.

I ax yer parding, sir, said Tim Rokens, addressing Dr Hopley; but Im curious to know if crocodiles has got phrenoligy?

No doubt of it, replied the doctor, laughing. Crocodiles have brains, and brains when exercised must be enlarged and developed, especially in the organs that are most used, hence corresponding development must take place in the skull.

I should think, doctor, remarked the captain, who was somewhat sceptical, that their bumps of combativeness must be very large.

Probably they are, continued the doctor; something like my friend Phil Briant here. I would venture to guess, now, that his organ of combativeness is well-developed  let me see.

The doctor, who sat close beside the Irishman, caused him to pull in his paddle and submit his head for inspection.

Ah! then, dont operate on me, doctor dear! Ive a mortial fear o operations iver since me owld grandmothers pig got its foreleg took off at the hip-jint.

Hold your tongue, Paddy. Now the bump lies here  just under  eh! why, you havent got so much as  what!

Plaize, I think its lost in fat, sur, remarked Briant, in a plaintive tone, as if he expected to be reprimanded for not having brought his bump of combativeness along with him.

Well, resumed the doctor, passing his fingers through Briants matted locks, I suppose youre not so combative as we had fancied

Thrue for you, interrupted Phil.

But, strange enough, I find your organ of veneration is very large, very large indeed; singularly so for a man of your character; but I cannot feel it easily, you have such a quantity of hair.

Which is it, doctor dear? inquired Phil.

This one I am pressing now.

Arrah! dont press so hard, plaze, its hurtin me ye are. Shure thats the place where I run me head slap up agin the spanker-boom four days ago. Av thats me bump o vineration, it wos three times as big an twice as hard yisterday  it wos, indade.

Interruptions in this world of uncertainty are not uncommon, and in the African wilds they are peculiarly frequent. The interruption which occurred on the present occasion to Dr Hopleys reply was, we need scarcely remark, exceedingly opportune. It came in the form of a hippopotamus, which rose so close to the boat that Ailie got a severe start, and Tim Rokens made a blow at its head with his paddle. It did not seem to notice the boat, but after blowing a quantity of water from its nostrils, and opening its horrible mouth as if it were yawning, it slowly sank again into the flood.

Wot an orrible crittur! exclaimed Jim Scroggles, in amazement at the sight.

The howdacious willain! remarked Rokens.

Is that another on ahead? said Glynn, pointing to an object floating on the water about a hundred yards up the river: for they had passed the lake, and were now ascending another stream. Dye see it, Ailie? Look!

The object sank as he spoke, and Ailie looked round just in time to see the tail of a crocodile flop the water and follow its owner to the depths below.

Oh! oh! exclaimed Ailie, with one of those peculiar intonations that told Glynn she saw something very beautiful, and that induced the remainder of the crew to rest on their paddles, and turn their eyes in the direction indicated.

They did not require to ask what she saw, for the childs finger directed their eyes to a spot on the bank of the river, where, under the shadow of a spreading bush with gigantic leaves, stood a lovely little gazelle. The graceful creature had trotted down to the stream to drink, and did not observe the canoe, which had been on the point of rounding a bank that jutted out into the river where its progress was checked. The gazelle paused a moment, looked round to satisfy itself that no enemy was near, and then put its lips to the water.

Alas! for the timid little thing! There were enemies near it and round it in all directions. There were leopards and serpents of the largest size in the woods, and man upon the river  although on this occasion it chanced that most of the men who gazed in admiration at its pretty form were friends. But its worst enemy, a crocodile, was lurking close under the mud-bank at its feet.

Scarcely had its parched lips reached the stream when a black snout darted from the water, and the next instant the gazelle was struggling in the crocodiles jaws. A cry of horror burst from the men in the boat, and every man seized a musket; but before an aim could be taken the struggle was over; the monster had dived with its prey, and nothing but a few streaks of red foam floated on the troubled water.

Ailie did not move. She stood with her hands tightly clasped and her eyes starting almost out of their sockets. At last her feelings found vent. She threw her arms round her fathers neck, and burying her face in his bosom, burst into a passionate flood of tears.




Chapter Eleven.

Native Doings, and a Cruel Murder  Jim Scroggles Sees Wonders, and has a Terrible Adventure.

It took two whole days and nights to restore Ailie to her wonted cheerful state of mind, after she had witnessed the death of the gazelle. But although she sang and laughed, and enjoyed herself as much as ever, she experienced the presence of a new and strange feeling, that ever after that day, tinged her thoughts and influenced her words and actions.

The child had for the first time in her life experienced one of those rude shocks  one of those rough contacts with the stern realities of life which tend to deepen and intensify our feelings. The mind does not always grow by slow, imperceptible degrees, although it usually does so. There are periods in the career of every one when the mind takes, as it were, a sharp run and makes a sudden and stupendous jump out of one region of thought into another in which there are things new as well as old.

The present was such an occasion to little Ailie Dunning. She had indeed seen bloody work before, in the cutting-up of a whale. But although she had been told it often enough, she did not realise that whales have feelings and affections like other creatures. Besides, she had not witnessed the actual killing of the whale; and if she had, it would probably have made little impression on her beyond that of temporary excitement  not even that, perhaps, had her father been by her side. But she sympathised with the gazelle. It was small, and beautiful, and lovable. Her heart had swelled the moment she saw it, and she had felt a longing desire to run up to it and throw her arms round its soft neck, so that, when she saw it suddenly struggling and crushed in the tremendous jaws of the horrible crocodile, every tender feeling in her breast was lacerated; every fibre of her heart trembled with a conflicting gush of the tenderest pity and the fiercest rage. From that day forward new thoughts began to occupy her mind, and old ideas presented themselves in different aspects.

We would not have the reader suppose, for a moment, that Ailie became an utterly changed creature. To an unobservant eye  such as that of Jim Scroggles, for instance  she was the same in all respects a few days after as she had been a few hours before the event. But new elements had been implanted in her breast, or rather, seeds which had hitherto lain dormant were now caused to burst forth into plants by the All-wise Author of her being. She now felt for the first time  she could not tell why  that enjoyment was not the chief good in life.

Of course she did not argue or think out all this clearly and methodically to herself. Her mind, on most things, material as well as immaterial, was very much what may be termed a jumble; but undoubtedly the above processes of reasoning and feeling, or something like them, were the result to Ailie of the violent death of that little gazelle.

The very next day after this sad event the travellers came to a native village, at which they stayed a night, in order to rest and procure fresh provisions. The trader was well-known at this village, but the natives, all of whom were black, of course, and nearly naked, had never seen a little white girl before, so that their interest in and wonder at Ailie were quite amusing to witness. They crowded round her, laughing and exclaiming and gesticulating in a most remarkable manner, and taking special notice of her light-brown glossy hair, which seemed to fill them with unbounded astonishment and admiration; as well it might, for they had never before seen any other hair except the coarse curly wool on their own pates, and the long lank hair of the trader, which happened to be coarse and black.

The child was at first annoyed by the attentions paid her, but at last she became interested in the sooty little naked children that thronged round her, and allowed them to handle her as much as they pleased, until her father led her to the residence of the chief or king of the tribe. Here she was well treated, and she began quite to like the people who were so kind to her and her friends. But she chanced to overhear a conversation between the doctor and Tim Rokens, which caused her afterwards to shrink from the negroes with horror.

She was sitting on a bank picking wild-flowers some hours after the arrival of her party, and teaching several black children how to make necklaces of them, when the doctor and Rokens happened to sit down together at the other side of a bush which concealed her from their view. Tim was evidently excited, for the tones of his voice were loud and emphatic.

Yes, he said, in reply to some questions put to him by the doctor; yes, I seed em do it, not ten minutes agone, with my own two eyes. Oh! but I would like to have em up in a row  every black villain in the place  an a cutlass in my hand, an  an wouldnt I whip off their heads? No, I wouldnt; oh, no, by no means wotiver.

There was something unusually fierce in Rokens voice that alarmed Ailie.

I was jist takin a turn, continued the sailor, down by the creek yonder, when I heerd a great yellin goin on, and saw the trader in the middle of a crowd o black fellows, a-shakin his fists; so I made sail, of course, to lend a hand if hed got into trouble. He was scoldin away in the native lingo, as if hed bin a born nigger.

Wots all to do? says I.

Theyre goin to kill a little boy, says he, quite fierce like, cause they took it into their heads hes bewitched.

An sayin that, he sot to agin in the other lingo, but the king came up an told him that the boy had to be killed cause he had a devil in him, and had gone and betwitched a number o other people; an before he had done speakin, up comes two fellers, draggin the poor little boy between them. The king axed him if he wos betwitched, and the little chap  from sheer fright, I do believe  said he wos. Of coorse I couldnt understand em, but the trader explained it all arter. Well, no sooner had he said that, than they all gave a yell, and rushed upon the poor boy with their knives, and cut him to pieces. Its as sure as Im sittin here, cried Rokens, savagely, as his wrath rose again at the bare recital of the terrible deed he had witnessed. I would ha knocked out the kings brains there and then, but the trader caught my hand, and said, in a great fright, that if I did, it would not only cost me my life, but likely the whole party; so that cooled me, and I come away; an Im goin to ax the captin wot we shud do.

We can do nothing, said the doctor sadly. Even suppose we were strong enough to punish them, what good would it do? We cant change their natures. They are superstitious, and are firmly persuaded they did right in killing that poor boy.

The doctor pondered for a few seconds, and then added, in a low voice, as if he were weighing the meaning of what he said: Clergymen would tell us that nothing can deliver them from this bondage save a knowledge of the true God and of His Son Jesus Christ; that the Bible might be the means of curing them, if Bibles were only sent, and ministers to preach the gospel.

Then why aint Bibles sent to em at once? asked Rokens, in a tone of great indignation, supposing that the doctor was expressing his own opinion on the subject. Is there nobody to look arter these matters in Christian lands?

Oh, yes, there are many Bible Societies, and both Bibles and missionaries have been sent to this country; but its a large one, and the societies tell us their funds are limited.

Then why dont they git more funds? continued Rokens, in the same indignant tone, as his mind still dwelt upon the miseries and wickedness that he had seen, and that might be prevented; why dont they git more funds, and send out heaps o Bibles, an no end o missionaries?

Tim Rokens, said the doctor, looking earnestly into his companions face, if I were one of the missionaries, I might ask you how much money you ever gave to enable societies to send Bibles and missionaries to foreign lands?

Tim Rokens was for once in his life completely taken aback. He was by nature a stolid man, and not easily put out. He was a shrewd man, too, and did not often commit himself. When he did, he was wont to laugh at himself, and so neutralise the laugh raised against him. But here was a question that was too serious for laughter, and yet one which he could not answer without being self-condemned. He looked gravely in the doctors face for two minutes without speaking; then he heaved a deep sigh, and said slowly, and with a pause between each word  

Doctor Hopley  I  never  gave  a  rap  in  all  my  life.

So then, my man, said the doctor, smiling, youre scarcely entitled to be indignant with others.

Wot you remark, doctor, is true; I  am  not.

Having thus fully and emphatically condemned himself, and along with himself all mankind who are in a similar category, Tim Rokens relapsed into silence, deliberately drew forth his pipe, filled it, lit it, and began to smoke.

None of the party of travellers slept well that night, except perhaps the trader, who was accustomed to the ways of the negroes, and King Bumble, who had been born and bred in the midst of cruelties. Most of them dreamed of savage orgies, and massacres of innocent children, so that when daybreak summoned them to resume their journey, they arose and embarked with alacrity, glad to get away from the spot.

During that day and the next they saw a great number of crocodiles and hippopotami, besides strange birds and plants innumerable. The doctor filled his botanical-box to bursting. Ailie filled her flower-basket to overflowing. Glynn hit a crocodile on the back with a bullet, and received a lazy stare from the ugly creature in return, as it waddled slowly down the bank on which it had been lying, and plumped into the river. The captain assisted Ailie to pluck flowers when they landed, which they did from time to time, and helped to arrange and pack them when they returned to the canoe. Tim Rokens did nothing particularly worthy of record; but he gave utterance to an immense number of sententious and wise remarks, which were listened to by Bumble with deep respect, for that sable gentleman had taken a great fancy for the bold harpooner, and treasured up all his sayings in his heart.

Phil Briant distinguished himself by shooting an immense serpent, which the doctor, who cut off and retained its head, pronounced to be an anaconda. It was full twenty feet long; and part of the body was cut up, roasted, and eaten by Bumble and the trader, though the others turned from it with loathing.

It be more cleaner dan one pig, anyhow, remarked Bumble, on observing the disgust of his white friends; an you no objic to eat dat.

Clainer than a pig, ye spalpeen! cried Phil Briant; that only shows yer benighted haithen ignerance. Sure I lived in the same cabin wid a pig for many a year  not not to mintion a large family o cocks and hens  an a clainer baste than that pig didnt stop in that cabin.

That doesnt say much for your own cleanliness, or that of your family, remarked Glynn.

Och! yeve bin to school, no doubt, havent ye? retorted Phil.

I have, replied Glynn.

Shure I thought so. Its there ye must have larned to be so oncommon cliver. Dont you iver be persuaded for to go to school, Bumble, if ye iver git the chance. Its a mighty lot o taichin theyd give ye, but niver a taste o edication. Tin to wan, theyd cram ye till ye turned white i the face, an that wouldnt suit yer complexion, ye know, King Bumble, be no manes.

As for the trader, he acted interpreter when the party fell in with negroes, and explained everything that puzzled them, and told them anecdotes without end about the natives and the wild creatures, and the traffic of the regions through which they passed. In short, he made himself generally useful and agreeable.

But the man who distinguished himself most on that trip was Jim Scroggles. That lanky individual one day took it into his wise head to go off on a short ramble into the woods alone. He had been warned by the trader, along with the rest of the party, not to venture on such a dangerous thing; but being an absent man the warning had not reached his intellect although it had fallen on his ear. The party were on shore cooking dinner when he went off, without arms of any kind, and without telling whither he was bound. Indeed, he had no defined intentions in his own mind. He merely felt inclined for a ramble, and so went away, intending to be back in half-an-hour or less.

But Jim Scroggles had long legs and loved locomotion. Moreover, the woods were exceedingly beautiful and fragrant, and comparatively cool: for it happened to be the coolest season of the year in that sultry region, else the party of Europeans could not have ventured to travel there at all.

Wandering along beneath the shade of palm-trees and large-leaved shrubs and other tropical productions, with his hands in his breeches pockets, and whistling a variety of popular airs, which must have not a little astonished the monkeys and birds and other creatures  such of them, at least, as had any taste for or knowledge of music  Jim Scroggles penetrated much farther into the wilds than he had any intention of doing. There is no saying how far, in his absence of mind, he might have wandered, had he not been caught and very uncomfortably entangled in a mesh-work of wild vines and thorny plants that barred his further progress.

Jim had encountered several such before in his walk, but had forced his way through without more serious damage than a rent or two in his shirt and pantaloons, and several severe scratches to his hands and face; but Scroggles had lived a hard life from infancy, and did not mind scratches. Now, however, he could not advance a step, and it was only by much patient labour and by the free use of his clasp-knife, that he succeeded at length in releasing himself. He left a large portion of one of the legs of his trousers and several bits of skin on the bushes, as a memorial of his visit to that spot.

Jims mind was awoken to the perception of three facts  namely, that he had made himself late for dinner; that he would be the means of detaining his party; and that he had lost himself.

Here was a pretty business! Being a man of slow thought and much deliberation, he sat down on the trunk of a fallen tree, and looking up, as men usually do when soliloquising, exclaimed  

My eye, heres a go! Wot is to be done?

A very small monkey, with an uncommonly wrinkled and melancholy cast of visage, which chanced to be seated on a branch hard by, peering down at the lost mariner, replied  

O! o-o-o, O! o-o! as much as to say, Ah, my boy, thats just the question.

Jim Scroggles shook his head, partly as a rebuke to the impertinent little monkey and partly as an indication of the hopelessness of his being able to return a satisfactory answer to his own question.

At last he started up, exclaiming, Wotever comes on it, theres no use o sitting here, and walked straight forward at a brisk pace. Then he suddenly stopped, shook his head again, and said, If I goes on like this, an it shud turn out to be the wrong course arter all  wotll come ont?

Being as unable to answer this question as the former, he thrust both hands into his pockets, looked at the ground and began to whistle. When he looked up again he ceased whistling very abruptly, and turned deadly pale  perhaps we should say yellow. And no wonder, for there, straight before him, not more than twenty yards off, stood a creature which, to his ignorant eyes, appeared to be a fiend incarnate, but which was in reality a large-sized and very ancient sheego monkey.

It stood in an upright position like a man, and was above four feet high. It had a bald head, grey whiskers, and an intensely black wrinkled face, and, at the moment Jim Scroggles eyes encountered it, that face was working itself into such a variety of remarkable and hideous contortions that no description, however graphic, could convey a correct notion of it to the readers mind. Seen behind the bars of an iron cage it might, perhaps, have been laughable; but witnessed as it was, in the depths of a lonely forest, it was appalling.

Jim Scroggles knees began to shake. He was fascinated with horror. The huge ape was equally fascinated with terror. It worked its wrinkled visage more violently than ever. Jim trembled all over. In another second the sheego displayed not only all its teeth  and they were tremendous  but all its gums, and they were fearful to behold, besides being scarlet. Roused to the utmost pitch of fear, the sheego uttered a shriek that rang through the forest like a death-yell. This was the culminating point. Jim Scroggles turned and fled as fast as his long and trembling legs could carry him.

The sheego, at the same instant, was smitten with an identically similar impulse. It turned, uttered another yell, and fled in the opposite direction; and thus the two ran until they were both out of breath. What became of the monkey we cannot tell; but Jim Scroggles ran at headlong speed straight before him, crashing through brake and bush, in the full belief that the sheego was in hot pursuit, until he came to a mangrove swamp; here his speed was checked somewhat, for the trees grew in a curious fashion that merits special notice.

Instead of rising out of the ground, the mangroves rose out of a sea of mud, and the roots stood up in a somewhat arched form, supporting their stem, as it were, on the top of a bridge. Thus, had the ground beneath been solid, a man might have walked under the roots. In order to cross the swamp, Jim Scroggles had to leap from root to root  a feat which, although difficult, he would have attempted without hesitation. But Jim was agitated at that particular moment. His step was uncertain at a time when the utmost coolness was necessary. At one point the leap from one root to the next was too great for him. He turned his eye quickly to one side to seek a nearer stem; in doing so he encountered the gaze of a serpent. It was not a large one, probably about ten feet long, but he knew it to be one whose bite was deadly. In the surprise and fear of the moment he took the long leap, came short of the root by about six inches, and alighted up to the waist in the soft mud.

Almost involuntarily he cast his eyes behind him, and saw neither sheego nor serpent. He breathed more freely, and essayed to extricate himself from his unpleasant position. Stretching out his hands to the root above his head, he found that it was beyond his reach. The sudden fear that this produced caused him to make a violent struggle, and in his next effort he succeeded in catching a twig; it supported him, for a moment, then broke, and he fell back again into the mud. Each successive struggle only sank him deeper. As the thick adhesive semi-liquid clung to his lower limbs and rose slowly on his chest, the wretched man uttered a loud cry of despair. He felt that he was brought suddenly face to face with death in its most awful form. The mud was soon up to his arm-pits. As the hopelessness of his condition forced itself upon him, he began to shout for help until the dark woods resounded with his cries; but no help came, and the cold drops of sweat stood upon his brow as he shrieked aloud in agony, and prayed for mercy.




Chapter Twelve.

Jim Scroggles Rescued, and Glynn and Ailie Lost  A Capture, Upset, Chase, Escape, and Happy Return.

The merciful manner in which God sends deliverance at the eleventh hour has been so often experienced and recognised, that it has originated the well-known proverb, Mans extremity is Gods opportunity; and this proverb is true not only in reference to mans soul, but often, also, in regard to his temporal affairs.

While the wretched sailor was uttering cries for help, which grew feebler every moment as he sank deeper and deeper into what now he believed should be his grave, his comrades were hastening forward to his rescue.

Alarmed at his prolonged absence, they had armed themselves, and set out in search of him, headed by the trader and led by the negro, who tracked his steps with that unerring certainty which seems peculiar to all savages. The shrieks uttered by their poor comrade soon reached their ears, and after some little difficulty, owing to the cries becoming faint, and at last inaudible, they discovered the swamp where he lay, and revived his hope and energy by their shouts. They found him nearly up to the neck in mud, and the little of him that still remained above ground was scarcely recognisable.

It cost them nearly an hour, with the aid of poles, and ropes extemporised out of their garments, to drag Jim from his perilous position and place him on solid ground; and after they had accomplished this, it took more than an hour longer to clean him and get him recruited sufficiently to accompany them to the spot where they had left the canoe.

The poor man was deeply moved; and when he fully realised the fact that he was saved, he wept like a child, and then thanked God fervently for his deliverance. As the night was approaching, and the canoe, with Ailie in it, had been left in charge only of Glynn Proctor, Jims recovery was expedited as much as possible, and as soon as he could walk they turned to retrace their steps.

Man knows not what a day or an hour will bring forth. For many years one may be permitted to move on the even tenor of his way, without anything of momentous import occurring to mark the passage of his little span of time as it sweeps him onward to eternity. At another period of life, events, it may be of the most startling and abidingly impressive nature, are crowded into a few months or weeks, or even days. So it was now with our travellers on the African river. When they reached the spot where they had dined, no one replied to their shouts. The canoe, Glynn, and the child were gone.

On making this terrible discovery the whole party were filled with indescribable consternation, and ran wildly hither and thither, up and down the banks of the river, shouting the names of Glynn Proctor and Ailie, until the woods rang again. Captain Dunning was almost mad with anxiety and horror. His imagination pictured his child in every conceivable danger. He thought of her as drowned in the river and devoured by crocodiles; as carried away by the natives into hopeless captivity; or, perhaps, killed by wild beasts in the forest. When several hours had elapsed, and still no sign of the missing ones could be discovered, he fell down exhausted on the rivers bank, and groaned aloud in his despair.

But Ailie was not lost. The Heavenly Father in whom she trusted still watched over and cared for her, and Glynn Proctors stout right arm was still by her side to protect her.

About half-an-hour after the party had gone off in search of their lost companion, a large canoe, full of negroes, came sweeping down the river. Glynn and Ailie hid themselves in the bushes, and lay perfectly still, hoping they might be passed by. But they forgot that the blue smoke of their fire curled up through the foliage and revealed their presence at once. On observing the smoke, the savages gave a shout, and, running their canoe close in to the bank, leaped ashore and began to scamper through the wood like baboons.

Only a few minutes passed before they discovered the two hiders, whom they surrounded and gazed upon in the utmost possible amazement, shouting the while with delight, as if they had discovered a couple of new species of monkey. Glynn was by nature a reckless and hasty youth. He felt the power of a young giant within him, and his first impulse was to leap upon the newcomers, and knock them down right and left. Fortunately, for Ailies sake as well as his own, he had wisdom enough to know that though he had possessed the power of ten giants, he could not hope, singly, to overcome twenty negroes, all of whom were strong, active, and lithe as panthers. He therefore assumed a good-humoured free-and-easy air, and allowed himself and Ailie to be looked at and handled without ceremony.

The savages were evidently not ill-disposed towards the wanderers. They laughed a great deal, and spoke to each other rapidly in what, to Glynn, was of course an unknown tongue. One who appeared to be the chief of the party passed his long black fingers through Ailies glossy curls with evident surprise and delight. He then advanced to Glynn, and said something like  

Holli  boobo  gaddle  bump  um  peepi  daddle  dumps.

To which Glynn replied very naturally, I dont understand you.

Of course he did not. And he might have known well enough that the negro could not understand him. But he deemed it wiser to make a reply of some kind, however unintelligible, than to stand like a post and say nothing.

Again the negro spoke, and again Glynn made the same reply; whereupon the black fellow turned round to his comrades and looked at them, and they, in reply to the look, burst again into an immoderate fit of laughter, and cut a variety of capers, the very simplest of which would have made the fortune of any merry-andrew in the civilised world, had he been able to execute it. This was all very well, no doubt, and exceedingly amusing, not to say surprising; but it became quite a different matter when, after satisfying their curiosity, these dark gentlemen coolly collected the property of the white men, stowed it away in the small canoe, and made signs to Glynn and Ailie to enter.

Glynn showed a decided objection to obey, on which two stout fellows seized him by the shoulders, and pointed sternly to the canoe, as much as to say, Hobbi-doddle-hoogum-toly-whack, which, being interpreted (no doubt) meant, If you dont go quietly, well force you.

Again the young sailors spirit leaped up. He clenched his fists, his brow flushed crimson, and, in another instant, whatever might have been the consequence, the two negroes would certainly have lain recumbent on the sward, had it not suddenly occurred to Glynn that he might, by appearing to submit, win the confidence of his captors, and, at the first night-encampment, quietly make his escape with Ailie in his arms!

Glynn was at that romantic age when young men have a tendency to think themselves capable of doing almost anything, with or without ordinary facilities, and in the face of any amount of adverse circumstance. He therefore stepped willingly and even cheerfully into the canoe, in which his and his comrades baggage had been already stowed, and, seating himself in the stern, took up the steering-paddle. He was ordered to quit that post, however, in favour of a powerful negro, and made to sit in the bow and paddle there. Ailie was placed with great care in the centre of the canoe among a heap of soft leopard-skins; for the savages evidently regarded her as something worth preserving  a rare and beautiful specimen, perhaps, of the white monkey!

This done, they leaped into their large canoe, and, attaching the smaller one to it by means of a rope, paddled out from the bank, and descended the stream.

Oh! Glynn, exclaimed Ailie, in a whisper  for she felt that things were beginning to look serious what are we to do?

Indeed, my pet, I dont know, replied Glynn, looking round and encountering the gaze of the negro in the stern, at whom he frowned darkly, and received a savage grin by way of reply.

I would like so much to say something to you, continued Ailie, but Im afraid he will know what I say.

Never fear, Ailie; hes as deaf as a post to our language. Out with it.

Could you not, she said, in a half-whisper, cut the rope, and then paddle away back while they are paddling down the river?

Glynn laughed in spite of himself at this proposal.

And what, my pretty one, he said, what should we do with the fellow in the stern? Besides, the rascals in front might take it into their heads to paddle after us, you know, and what then?

Im sure I dont know, said Ailie, beginning to cry.

Now, dont cry, my darling, said Glynn, looking over his shoulder with much concern. Ill manage to get you out of this scrape somehow  now see if I dont.

The youth spoke so confidently, that the child felt somehow comforted, so drying her eyes she lay back among the leopard-skins, where, giving vent to an occasional sob, she speedily fell fast asleep.

They continued to advance thus in silence for nearly an hour, crossed a small lake, and again entered the river. After descending this some time, the attention of the whole party was attracted to a group of hippopotami, gambolling in the mud-banks and in the river a short distance ahead. At any other time Glynn would have been interested in the sight of these uncouth monsters, but he had seen so many within the last few days that he was becoming comparatively indifferent to them, and at that moment he was too much filled with anxiety to take any notice of them. The creatures themselves, however, did not seem to be so utterly indifferent to the strangers. They continued their gambols until the canoes were quite near, and then they dived. Now, hippopotami, as we have before hinted, are clumsy and stupid creatures, so much so that they occasionally run against and upset boats and canoes, quite unintentionally. Knowing this, the natives in the large canoe kept a sharp look-out in order to steer clear of them.

They had almost succeeded in passing the place, when a huge fellow, like a sugar-punchean, rose close to the small canoe, and grazed it with his tail. Apparently he considered this an attack made upon him by the boat, for he wheeled round in a rage, and swam violently towards it. The negro and Glynn sprang to their feet on the instant, and the former raised his paddle to deal the creature a blow on the head. Before he could do so, Glynn leaped lightly over Ailie, who had just awakened, caught the savage by the ankles, and tossed him overboard. He fell with a heavy splash just in front of the cavernous jaws of the hippopotamus! In fact, he had narrowly escaped falling head-first into the creatures open throat.

The nearness of the animal at the time was probably the means of saving the negros life, for it did not observe where he had vanished to, as he sank under its chin, and was pushed by its forelegs right under its body. In its effort to lay hold of the negro, the hippopotamus made a partial dive, and thus passed the small canoe. When it again rose to the surface the large canoe met its eye. At this it rushed, drove its hammer-like skull through the light material of which it was made, and then seizing the broken ends in its strong jaws upset the canoe, and began to rend it to pieces in its fury.

Before this occurred, the crew had leaped into the water, and were now swimming madly to the shore. At the same moment Glynn cut the line that fastened the two canoes together, and seizing his paddle, urged his craft up the river as fast as possible. But his single arm could not drive it with much speed against the stream, and before he had advanced a dozen yards, one of the natives overtook him and several more followed close behind. Glynn allowed the first one to come near, and then gave him a tremendous blow on the head with the edge of the paddle.

The young sailor was not in a gentle frame of mind at that time, by any means. The blow was given with a will, and would probably have fractured the skull of a white man; but that of a negro is proverbially thick. The fellow was only stunned, and fell back among his comrades, who judiciously considering that such treatment was not agreeable and ought not to be courted, put about, and made for the shore.

Glynn now kept his canoe well over to the left side of the stream while the savages ran along the right bank, yelling ferociously and occasionally attempting to swim towards him, but without success. He was somewhat relieved, and sent them a shout of defiance, which was returned, of course with interest. Still he felt that his chance of escape was poor. He was becoming exhausted by the constant and violent exertion that was necessary in order to make head against the stream. The savages knew this, and bided their time.

As he continued to labour slowly up, Glynn came to the mouth of a small stream which joined the river. He knew not where it might lead to, but feeling that he could not hold out much longer, he turned into it, without any very definite idea as to what he would attempt next. The stream was sluggish. He advanced more easily, and after a few strokes of the paddle doubled round a point and was hid from the eyes of the negroes, who immediately set up a yell and plunged into the river, intending to swim over; but fortunately it was much too rapid in the middle, and they were compelled to return. We say fortunately, because, had they succeeded in crossing, they would have found Glynn in the bushes of the point behind which he had disappeared, in a very exhausted state, though prepared to fight to the last with all the energy of despair.

As it was, he had the extreme satisfaction of seeing his enemies, after regaining the right bank, set off at a quick run down the river. He now remembered having seen a place about two miles further down that looked like a ford, and he at once concluded his pursuers had set off to that point, and would speedily return and easily recapture him in the narrow little stream into which he had pushed. To cross the large river was impossible  the canoe would have been swamped in the rapid. But what was to hinder him from paddling close in along the side, and perhaps reach the lake while the negroes were looking for him up the small stream?

He put this plan into execution at once; and Ailie took a paddle in her small hands and did her utmost to help him. It wasnt much, poor thing; but to hear the way in which Glynn encouraged her and spoke of her efforts, one would have supposed she had been as useful as a full-grown man! After a couple of hours hard work, they emerged upon the lake, and here Glynn felt that he was pretty safe, because, in the still water, no man could swim nearly as fast as he could paddle. Besides, it was now getting dark, so he pushed out towards a rocky islet on which there were only a few small bushes, resolved to take a short rest there, and then continue his flight under cover of the darkness.

While Glynn carried ashore some biscuit, which was the only thing in the boat they could eat without cooking, Ailie broke off some branches from the low bushes that covered the little rocky islet, and spread them out on a flat rock for a couch; this done, she stood on the top of a large stone and gazed round upon the calm surface of the beautiful lake, in the dark depths of which the stars twinkled as if there were another sky down there.

Now, Ailie, said Glynn, come along and have supper. Its not a very tempting one, but we must content ourselves with hard fare and a hard bed to-night, as I dare not light a fire lest the negroes should observe it and catch us.

Im sorry for that, replied the child; for a fire is so nice and cheery; and it helps to keep off the wild beasts, too, doesnt it?

Well, it does; but there are no wild beasts on such a small rock as this, and the sides are luckily too steep for crocodiles to crawl up.

Shall we sleep here till morning? asked Ailie, munching her hard biscuit and drinking her tin pannikinful of cold water with great relish, for she was very hungry.

Oh, no! replied Glynn. We must be up and away in an hour at farthest. So, as I see youre about done with your luxurious supper, I propose that you lie down to rest.

Ailie was only too glad to accede to this proposal. She lay down on the branches, and after Glynn had covered her with a blanket, he stretched himself on a leopard-skin beside her, and both of them fell asleep in five minutes. The mosquitoes were very savage that night, but the sleepers were too much fatigued to mind their vicious attacks.

Glynn slept two hours, and then he wakened with a start, as most persons do when they have arranged, before going to sleep, to rise at a certain hour. He rose softly, carried the provisions back to the canoe, and in his sleepy condition almost stepped upon the head of a huge crocodile, which, ignorant of their presence, had landed its head on the islet in order to have a snooze. Then he roused Ailie, and led her, more than half asleep, down to the beach, and lifted her into the canoe, after which he pushed off, and paddled briskly over the still waters of the star-lit lake. Ailie merely yawned during all these proceedings; said, Dear me! is it time to  yeaow! oh, Im so sleepy; mumbled something about papa wondering what had become of Jim Scroggles, and about her being convinced that yeaow!  the ship must have lost itself among the whales and monkeys; and then, dropping her head on the leopard-skins with a deep sigh of comfort, she returned to the land of Nod.

Glynn Proctor worked so well that it was still early in the morning and quite dark when he arrived at the encampment where they had been made prisoners. His heart beat audibly as he approached the dark landing-place, and observed no sign of his comrades. The moment the bow of the canoe touched the shore, he sprang over the side, and, without disturbing the little sleeper, drew it gently up the bank, and fastened the bow-rope to a tree; then he hurried to the spot where they had slept and found all the fires out except one, of which a few dull embers still remained; but no comrade was visible.

It is a felicitous arrangement of our organs of sense, that where one organ fails to convey to our inward man information regarding the outward world, another often steps in to supply its place, and perform the needful duty. We have said that Glynn Proctor saw nothing of his comrades,  although he gazed earnestly all round the camp  for the very good reason that it was almost pitch-dark; but although his eyes were useless, his ears were uncommonly acute, and through their instrumentality he became cognisant of a sound. It might have been distant thunder, but was too continuous and regular for that. It might have been the distant rumbling of heavy wagons or artillery over a paved road; but there were neither wagons nor roads in those African wilds. It might have been the prolonged choking of an alligator  it might, in fact, have been anything in a region like that, where everything, almost, was curious, and new, and strange, and wild, and unaccountable; and the listener was beginning to entertain the most uncomfortable ideas of what it probably was, when a gasp and a peculiar snort apprised him that it was a human snore!  at least, if not a human snore, it was that of some living creature which indulged to a very extravagant degree in that curious and altogether objectionable practice.

Stepping cautiously forward on tip-toe, Glynn searched among the leaves all round the fire, following the direction of the sounds, but nothing was to be found; and he experienced a slight feeling of supernatural dread creeping over him, when a peculiarly loud metallic snore sounded clear above his head. Looking up, he beheld by the dull red light of the almost extinct fire, the form of Phil Briant, half-seated, half-reclining, on the branch of a tree not ten feet from the ground, and clasping another branch tightly with both arms.

At that moment, Ailie, who had awakened, ran up, and caught Glynn by the hand.

Hallo! Briant! exclaimed Glynn.

A very loud snore was the reply.

Briant! Phil Briant, I say; hallo! Phil! shouted Glynn.

Arrah! howld yer noise will ye, muttered the still sleeping man sno  o  o  o  re!

A fall! a fall!  all hands ahoy! tumble up there, tumble up! shouted Glynn, in the nautical tones which he well knew would have their effect upon his comrade.

He was right. They had more than their usual effect on him. The instant he heard them, Phil Briant shouted Ay, ay, sir! and, throwing his legs over the side of what he supposed to be his hammock, he came down bodily on what he supposed to be the deck with a whack that caused him to utter an involuntary but tremendous howl.

Oh! och! oh! murther! oh whirra! he cried, as he lay half-stunned. Oh, its kilt I am entirely  dead as mutton at last, an no mistake. Sure I might have knowd it  och! worse luck! Didnt yer poor owld mother tell ye, Phil, that yed come to a bad end  she did

Are ye badly hurt? said Glynn, stooping over his friend in real alarm.

At the sound of his voice Briant ceased his wails, rose into a sitting posture, shaded his eyes with his hand (a most unnecessary proceeding under the circumstances), and stared at him.

Its me, Phil; all right, and Ailie. Weve escaped, and got safe back again.

Its jokin ye are, said Briant, with the imbecile smile of a man who only half believes what he actually sees. Im draimin, thats it. Go away, avic, an dont be botherin me.

Its quite true, though, I assure you, my boy. Ive managed to give the niggers the slip; and heres Ailie, too, all safe, and ready to convince you of the fact.

Phil Briant looked at one and then at the other in unbounded amazement for a few seconds, after which he gave a short laugh as if of pity for his own weakness, and his face assumed a mild aspect as he said softly, Its all a draim, av coorse it is! He even turned away his eyes for a moment in order to give the vision time to dissipate. But on looking round again, there it was, as palpable as ever. Faith in the fidelity of his own eyesight returned in a moment, and Phil Briant, forgetting his bodily pains, sprang to his feet with a roar of joy, seized Ailie in his arms and kissed her, embraced Glynn Proctor with a squeeze like that of a loving bear, and then began to dance an Irish jig, quite regardless of the fact that the greater part of it was performed in the fire, the embers of which he sent flying in all directions like a display of fireworks. He cheered, too, now and then like a maniac Oh, happy day! Ive found ye, have I? after all me trouble, too! Hooray! an wan chair more for luck. Av me sowl only dont lape clane out o me body, its meselfll be thankful! But, sure  Im forgittin

Briant paused suddenly in the midst of his uproarious dance, and seized a burning stick, which he attempted to blow into a flame with intense vehemence of action. Having succeeded, he darted towards an open space a few yards off, in the centre of which lay a large pile of dry sticks. To these he applied the lighted brand, and the next instant a glare of ruddy flame leaped upwards, and sent a shower of sparks high above the forest trees into the sky. He then returned, panting a good deal, but much composed, and said Now, darlints, come an help me to gather the bits o stick; somebodys bin scatterin them all over the place, they have, bad luck to them! an then yell sit down and talk a bit, an tell me all about it.

But whats the fire for? asked Ailie.

Ay, ye may say that, added Glynn; we dont need such a huge bonfire as that to cook our supper with.

Och! be aisy, do. Itll do its work; small doubt o that. The capn, poor man, ye know, is amost deranged, an theyre every one o them off at this good minute scourin the woods lookin for ye. O, then, its sore hearts weve had this day! An wan was sent wan way, an wan another, an the capn his-self he wint up the river, and, before he goes, he says to me, says he, Briant, youll stop here and watch the camp, for maybe theyll come wanderin back to it, av theyve bin and lost theirselves; an mind ye dont lave it or go to slape. An if they do come, or ye hear any news o them, jist you light up a great fire, an Ill be on the look-out, an well all on us come back as fast as we can. Now, thats the truth, an the whole truth, an nothin but the truth, as the judge said to the witness when he swore at him.

This was a comforting piece of information to Glynn and Ailie, so, without further delay, they assisted their overjoyed comrade to collect the scattered embers of the fire and boil the kettle. In this work they were all the more energetic that the pangs of hunger were beginning to remind them of the frugal and scanty nature of their last meal.

The bonfire did its work effectually. From all parts of the forest to which they had wandered, the party came, dropping in one by one to congratulate the lost and found pair. Last of all came Captain Dunning and Tim Rokens, for the harpooner had vowed he would stick to the capn through thick and thin. Tim kept his word faithfully. Through thick tangled brakes and thin mud-swamps did he follow his wretched commander that night until he could scarcely stand for fatigue, or keep his eyes open for sleep; and when the captain rushed into the camp at last, and clasped his sobbing child to his heart, Tim Rokens rushed in along with him, halted beside him, thrust his hands into his pockets, and looked on, while his eyes blinked with irresistible drowsiness, and his mud-bespattered visage beamed with excessive joy.




Chapter Thirteen.

Philosophical Remarks on Life  A Monkey Shot and a Monkey Found  Jacko Described.

Such is life! There is deep meaning in that expression, though it is generally applied in a bantering manner to life in all its phases, under all its peculiar and diversified circumstances. Taking a particular view of things in general, we may say of life that it is composed of diverse and miscellaneous materials  the grave and the gay; the sad and the comic; the extraordinary and the commonplace; the flat and the piquant; the heavy and the light; the religious and the profane; the bright and the dark; the shadow and the sunshine. All these, and a great deal more, similar as well as dissimilar, enter into the composition of what we familiarly term life.

These elements, too, are not arranged according to order, at least, order that is perceptible to our feeble human understandings. That there does exist both order and harmony is undeniable; but we cannot see it. The elements appear to be miscellaneously intermingled  to be accidentally thrown together; yet, while looking at them in detail there seems to us a good deal of unreasonable and chaotic jumble, in regarding them as a whole, or as a series of wholes, it becomes apparent that there is a certain harmony of arrangement that may be termed kaleidoscopically beautiful; and when, in the course of events, we are called to the contemplation of something grand or lovely, followed rather abruptly by something curiously contemptible or absurd, we are tempted to give utterance to the thoughts that are too complicated and deep for rapid analysis, in the curt expression Such is life.

The physician invites his friends to a social réunion. He chats and laughs at the passing jest, or takes part in the music  the glee, or the comic song. A servant whispers in his ear. Ten minutes elapse, and he is standing by the bed of death. He watches the flickering flame; he endeavours to relieve the agonised frame; he wipes the cold sweat from the pale brow, and moistens the dry lips, or pours words of true, earnest, tender comfort into the ears of the bereaved. The contrast here is very violent and sudden. We have chosen, perhaps, the most striking instance of the kind that is afforded in the experience of men; yet such, in a greater or less degree, is life, in the case of every one born into this wonderful world of ours, and such, undoubtedly, it was intended to be. There is a time for all things. We were made capable of laughing and crying; therefore, these being sinless indulgences in the abstract, we ought to laugh and cry. And one of our great aims in life should be to get our hearts and affections so trained that we shall laugh and cry at the right time. It may be well to remark, in passing, that we should avoid, if possible, doing both at once.

Now, such being life, we consider that we shall be doing no violence to the harmonies of life if we suddenly, and without further preface, transport the reader into the middle of next day, and a considerable distance down the river up which we have for some time been travelling.

Here he (or she) will find Ailie and her father, and the whole party in fact, floating calmly and pleasantly down the stream in their canoe.

Now, this is wot I do enjoy, said Rokens, laying down his paddle and wiping the perspiration from his brow; its the pleasantest sort o thing Ive known since I went to sea.

To judge from the profuse perspiration that flowed from his brow, and from the excessive redness of his face, one would suppose that Rokens experience of pleasant sort o things had not hitherto been either extensive or deep. But the man meant what he said, and a well-known proverb clears up the mystery Whats one mans meat is anothers poison! Hard work, violent physical exertion, and excessive heat were Rokens delight, and, whatever may be the opinion of flabby-muscled, flat individuals, there can be no reasonable doubt that Rokens meant it, when he added, emphatically, Its fuss-rate; tip-top; A1 on Lloyds, thats a fact!

Phil Briant, on hearing this, laid down his paddle, also wiped his forehead with the sleeve of his coat, and exclaimed Ditto, says I.

Whereupon Glynn laughed, and Jim Scroggles grunted (this being his method of laughing), and the captain shook his head, and said  

Praps it is, my lads, a pleasant sort o thing, but the sooner were out of it the better. Ive no notion of a country where the natives murder poor little boys in cold blood, and carry off your goods and chattels at a moments notice.

The captain looked at Ailie as he spoke, thereby implying that she was part of the goods and chattels referred to.

Shure its a fact; an without sayin by yer lave, too, added Briant, who had a happy facility of changing his opinion on the shortest notice to accommodate himself to circumstances.

Oh, the monkey! screamed Ailie.

Now as Ailie screamed this just as Briant ceased to speak, and, moreover, pointed, or appeared to point, straight into that individuals face, it was natural to suppose that the child was becoming somewhat personal  the more so that Briants visage, when wrinkled up and tanned by the glare of a tropical sun, was not unlike to that of a large baboon. But every one knew that Ailie was a gentle, well-behaved creature  except, perhaps, when she was seized with one of her gleeful fits that bordered sometimes upon mischief  so that instead of supposing that she had made a personal attack on the unoffending Irishman, the boats crew instantly directed their eyes close past Briants face and into the recesses of the wood beyond, where they saw a sight that filled them with surprise.

A large-leaved tree of the palm species overhung the banks of the river and formed a support to a wild vine and several bright-flowering parasitical plants that drooped in graceful luxuriance from its branches and swept the stream, which at that place was dark, smooth, and deep. On the top of this tree, in among the branches, sat a monkey  at least so Ailie called it; but the term ape or baboon would have been more appropriate, for the creature was a very large one, and, if the expression of its countenance indicated in any degree the feelings of its heart, also a very fierce one  an exceedingly ferocious one indeed. This monkeys face was as black as coal, and its two deep-seated eyes were, if possible, blacker than coal. Its head was bald, but the rest of its body was plentifully covered with hair.

Now this monkey was evidently caught  taken by surprise  for instead of trying to escape as the canoe approached, it sat there chattering and exhibiting its teeth to a degree that was quite fiendish, not to say  under the circumstances  unnecessary. As the canoe dropped slowly down the river, it became obvious that this monkey had a baby, for a very small and delicate creature was seen clinging round the big ones waist with its little hands grasping tightly the long hair on the mothers sides, its arms being much too short to encircle her body. Ailies heart leapt with an emotion of tender delight as she observed that the baby monkeys face was white and sweet-looking; yes, we might even go the length of saying that, for a monkey, it was actually pretty. But it had a subdued, sorrowful look that was really touching to behold. It seemed as though that infantine monkey had, in the course of its brief career, been subjected to every species of affliction, to every imaginable kind of heart-crushing sorrow, and had remained deeply meek and humble under it all. Only for one brief instant did a different expression cross its melancholy face. That was when it first caught sight of the canoe. Then it exposed its very small teeth and gums after the fashion of its mother; but repentance seemed to follow instantly, for the sad look, mixed with a dash of timidity, resumed its place, and it buried its face in its mothers bosom.

At that moment there was a loud report. A bullet whistled through the air and struck the old monkey in the breast. We are glad to say, for the credit of our sailors, that a howl of indignation immediately followed, and more than one fist was raised to smite the trader who had fired the shot. But Captain Dunning called the men to order in a peremptory voice, while every eye was turned towards the tree to observe the effect of the shot. As for Ailie, she sat breathless with horror at the cruelty of the act.

The old monkey gave vent to a loud yell, clutched her breast with her hands, sprang wildly into the air, and fell to the ground. Her leap was so violent that the young one was shaken off and fell some distance from its poor mother, which groaned once or twice and then died. The baby seemed unhurt. Gathering itself nimbly up, it ran away from the men who had now landed, but who stood still, by the captains orders, to watch its motions. Looking round, it observed its mothers form lying on the ground, and at once ran towards it and buried its little face in her breast, at which sight Ailie began to cry quietly. In a few seconds the little monkey got up and gently pawed the old one; then, on receiving no sign of recognition, it uttered a faint wail, something like Wee-wee-wee-wee-oo! and again hid its face in the breast of its dead parent.

Ah! the poor cratur, said Briant, in a tone of voice that betrayed his emotion. O, why did ye kill her?

Me ketch im? said Bumble, looking inquiringly at the captain.

Oh, do! answered Ailie, with a sob.

The negro deemed this permission sufficient, for he instantly sprang forward, and throwing a piece of net over the little monkey, secured it.

Now the way in which that baby monkey struggled and kicked and shrieked, when it found itself a prisoner, was perfectly wonderful to see! It seemed as if the strength of fifty little monkeys had been compressed into its diminutive body, and King Bumble had to exert all his strength in order to hold the creature while he carried it into the canoe. Once safely there and in the middle of the stream, it was let loose. The first thing it did on being set free was to give a shriek of triumph, for monkeys, like men, when at last allowed to do that which they have long struggled in vain to accomplish, usually take credit for the achievement of their own success.

Its next impulse was to look round at the faces of the men in search of its mother; but the poor mother was now lying dead covered with a cloth in the bottom of the canoe, so the little monkey turned from one to another with disappointment in its glance and then uttered a low wail of sorrow. Glynn Proctor affirmed positively that it looked twice at Phil Briant and even made a motion towards him; but we rather suspect that Glynn was jesting. Certain it is, however, that it looked long and earnestly at Ailie, and there is little doubt that, young though it was, it was able to distinguish something in her tender gaze of affection and pity that proved attractive. It did not, however, accept her invitation to go to her, although given in the most persuasive tones of her silver voice, and when any of the men tried to pat its head, it displayed such a row of sharp little teeth and made such a fierce demonstration of its intention to bite, that they felt constrained to leave it alone. At last Ailie held her hand towards it and said  

Wont it come to me, dear, sweet pet? Do come; Ill be as kind to you almost as your poor mother. The monkey looked at the child, but said nothing.

Come, monkey, dear puggy, do come, repeated Ailie, in a still more insinuating voice.

The monkey still declined to come, but it looked very earnestly at the child, and trembled a good deal, and said, Oo-oo-wee; oo-oo-wee!

As Ailie did not quite understand this, she said, Poor thing! and again held out her hand.

Try it with a small taste o mate, suggested Briant.

Right, said the captain. Hand me the biscuit-bag, Glynn. There, now, Ailie, try it with that.

Ailie took the piece of biscuit offered to her by her father, and held it out to the monkey, who advanced with nervous caution, and very slowly, scratching its side the while. Putting out its very small hand, it touched the biscuit, then drew back the hand suddenly, and made a variety of sounds, accompanied by several peculiar contortions of visage, all of which seemed to say, Dont hurt me, now; dont deceive me, pray. Again it put forth its hand, and took the biscuit, and ate it in a very great hurry indeed; that is to say, it stuffed it into the bags in its cheeks.

Ailie gave it a bit more biscuit, which it received graciously, and devoured voraciously; whereupon she put forth her hand, and sought to pat the little creature on the head. The attempt was successful. With many slight grins, as though to say, Take care, now, else Ill bite, the small monkey allowed Ailie to pat its head and stroke its back. Then it permitted her to take hold of its hand, and draw it towards her. In a few minutes it showed evident symptoms of a desire to be patted again, and at length it drew timidly towards the child, and took hold of her hand in both of its delicate pink paws. Ailie felt quite tenderly towards the creature, and stroked its head again, whereupon it seemed suddenly to cast aside all fear. It leaped upon her knee, put its slender arms as far round her neck as possible, said Oo-oo-wee! several times in a very sad tone of voice, and laid its head upon her bosom.

This was too much for poor Ailie; she thought of the dead mother of this infant monkey, and wept as she stroked its hairy little head and shoulders. From that time forward the monkey adopted Ailie as its mother, and Ailie adopted the monkey as her child.

Now the behaviour of that monkey during the remainder of that voyage was wonderful. Oh, you know, it was altogether preposterous, to say the very least of it. Affection, which displayed itself in a desire to conciliate the favour of every one, was ingrained in its bones; while deception, which was evinced in a constant effort to appear to be intent upon one thing, when it was really bent upon another, was incorporated with its marrow!

At first it was at war with every one, excepting, of course, Ailie, its adopted mother; but soon it became accustomed to the men, and in the course of a few days would go to any one who called it. Phil Briant was a particular favourite; so was Rokens, with whose black beard it played in evident delight, running its slender fingers through it, disentangling the knots and the matted portions which the owner of the beard had never yet been able to disentangle in a satisfactory way for himself; and otherwise acting the part of a barber and hairdresser to that bold mariner, much to his amusement, and greatly to the delight and admiration of the whole party.

To say that that small monkey had a face, would be to assert what was unquestionably true, but what, also, was very far short of the whole truth. No one ever could make up his mind exactly as to how many faces it had. If you looked at it at any particular time, and then shut your eyes and opened them a moment after, that monkey, as far as expression went, had another and a totally different face. Repeat the operation, and it had a third face; continue the process, and it had a fourth face; and so on, until you lost count altogether of its multitudinous faces. Now it was grave and pensive; anon it was blazing with amazement; again it bristled with indignation; then it glared with anger, and presently it was all serene  blended love and wrinkles. Of all these varied expressions, that of commingled surprise and indignation was the most amusing, because these emotions had the effect of not only opening its eyes and its mouth to the form of three excessively round Os, but also raised a small tuft of hair just above its forehead into a bristling position, and threw its brow into an innumerable series of wrinkles. This complex expression was of frequent occurrence, for its feelings were tender and sensitive, so that it lived in the firm belief that its new friends (always excepting Ailie) constantly wished to insult it; and was afflicted with a chronic state of surprise at the cruelty, and of indignation at the injustice, of men who could wantonly injure the feelings of so young, and especially so small a monkey.

When the men called it, it used to walk up to them with calm, deliberate condescension in its air; when Ailie held out her hand, it ran on its two legs, and being eager in its affections, it held out its arms in order to be caught up. As to food, that monkey was not particular. It seemed to be omnivorous. Certain it is that it never refused anything, but more than once it was observed quietly to throw away things that it did not relish. Once, in an unguarded moment, it accepted and chewed a small piece of tobacco; after which it made a variety of entirely new faces, and became very sick indeed  so sick that its adopted mother began to fear she was about to lose her child; but after vomiting a good deal, and moaning piteously for several days, it gradually recovered, and from that time entertained an unquenchable hatred for tobacco, and for the man who had given it to him, who happened to be Jim Scroggles.

Ailie, being of a romantic temperament, named her monkey Albertino, but the sailors called him Jacko, and their name ultimately became the well-known one of the little foundling, for Ailie was not obstinate; so, seeing that the sailors did not or could not remember Albertino, she soon gave in, and styled her pet Jacko to the end of the chapter, with which piece of information we shall conclude this chapter.




Chapter Fourteen.

Rencontre with Slave-Traders  On Board again  A Start, a Misfortune, a Ghost Story, a Mistake, and an Invitation to Dinner.

On the evening of the second day after the capture of Jacko, as the canoe was descending the river and drawing near to the sea-coast, much to the delight of everyone  for the heat of the interior had begun to grow unbearable  a ships boat was observed moored to the wharf near the slave-station which they had passed on the way up. At first it was supposed to be one of the boats of the Red Eric, but on a nearer approach this proved to be an erroneous opinion.

Wot can it be a-doin of here? inquired Tim Rokens, in an abstracted tone of voice, as if he put the question to himself, and therefore did not expect an answer.

No doubt its a slavers boat, replied the trader; they often come up here for cargoes of niggers.

Och! the blackguards! exclaimed Phil Briant, all his blood rising at the mere mention of the horrible traffic; couldnt we land, capting, and give them a lickin? Ill engage meself to put six at laste o the spalpeens on their beam-ends.

No, Phil, we shant land for that purpose; but well land for some gunpowder an a barrel or two of plantains; so give way, lads.

In another moment the bow of the canoe slid upon the mud-bank of the river close to the slavers boat, which was watched by a couple of the most villainous-looking men that ever took part in that disgraceful traffic. They were evidently Portuguese sailors, and the scowl of their bronzed faces, when they saw the canoe approach the landing-place, showed that they had no desire to enter into amicable converse with the strangers.

At this moment the attention of the travellers was drawn to a gang of slaves who approached the wharf, chained together by the neck, and guarded by the crew of the Portuguese boat. Ailie looked on with a feeling of dread that induced her to cling to her fathers hand, while the men stood with folded arms, compressed lips, and knitted brows.

On the voyage up they had landed at this station, and had seen the slaves in their places of confinement. The poor creatures were apparently happy at that time, and seemed totally indifferent to their sad fate; but their aspect was very different now. They were being hurried away, they knew not whither, by strangers whom they had been taught to believe were monsters of cruelty besides being cannibals, and who had purchased them for the purpose of killing them and eating their bodies. The wild, terrified looks of the men, and the subdued looks and trembling gait of the women showed that they expected no mercy at the hands of their captors.

They hung back a little as they drew near to the boat, whereupon one of their conductors, who seemed to be in command of the party, uttered a fierce exclamation in Portuguese, and struck several of the men and women indiscriminately severe blows with his fists. In a few minutes they were all placed in the boat, and the crew had partly embarked, when Phil Briant, unable to restrain himself, muttered between his teeth to the Portuguese commander as he passed  

Ye imp o darkness, av I only had ye in the ring for tshwo minits  jist tshwo  ah thin, wouldnt I polish ye off.

Fat you say, sare? cried the man, turning fiercely towards Briant, and swearing at him in bad English.

Say, is it? Oh, then theres a translation for ye, thats understood in all lingos.

Phil shook his clenched fist as close as possible to the nose of the Portuguese commander without actually coming into contact with that hooked and prominent organ.

The man started back and drew his knife, at the same time calling to several of his men, who advanced with their drawn knives.

Ho! cried Briant, and a jovial smile overspread his rough countenance as he sprang to a clear spot of ground and rolled up both sleeves of his shirt to the shoulders, thereby displaying a pair of arms that might, at a rapid glance, have been mistaken for a pair of legs thats yer game, is it? wont I stave in yer planks! wont I shiver yer timbers, and knock out yer daylights, bless yer purty faces! I didnt think ye had it in ye; come on darlints  toothpicks and all  as many as ye like; the more the better  wan at a time, or all at wance, it dont matter, not the laste, be no manes!

While Briant gave utterance to these liberal invitations, he performed a species of revolving dance, and flourished his enormous fists in so ludicrous a manner, that despite the serious nature of the fray the two parties were likely to be speedily engaged in, his comrades could not restrain their laughter.

Go it, Pat! cried one.

True blue! shouted another.

Silence! cried Captain Dunning, in a voice that enforced obedience. Get into the canoe, Briant.

Och! capting, exclaimed the wrathful Irishman, reproachfully, sure ye wouldnt spile the fun?

Go to the canoe, sir.

Ah! capting dear, jist wan round!

Go to the canoe, I say.

Ill do it all in four minits an wan quarter, av yell only shut yer eyes, pleaded Phil.

Obey orders, will you? cried the captain, in a voice there was no mistaking.

Briant indignantly thrust his fists into his breeches pockets, and rolled slowly down towards the canoe, as  to use one of his own favourite expressions  sulky as a bear with a broken head.

Meanwhile the captain stepped up to the Portuguese sailors and told them to mind their own business, and let honest men alone; adding, that if they did not take his advice, he would first give them a licking and then pitch them all into the river.

This last remark caused Briant to prick up his ears and withdraw his fists from their inglorious retirement, in the fond hope that there might still be work for them to do; but on observing that the Portuguese, acting on the principle that discretion is the better part of valour, had taken the advice and were returning to their own boat, he relapsed into the sulks, and seated himself doggedly in his place in the canoe.

During all this little scene, which was enacted much more rapidly than it had been described, master Jacko, having escaped from the canoe, had been seated near the edge of the wharf, looking on, apparently, with deep interest. Just as the Portuguese turned away to embark in their boat, Ailies eye alighted on her pet; at the same moment the foot of the Portuguese commander alighted on her pets tail. Now the tails of all animals seem to be peculiarly sensitive. Jackos certainly was so, for he instantly uttered a shriek of agony, which was as quickly responded to by its adopted mother in a scream of alarm as she sprang forward to the rescue. When one unintentionally treads on the tail of any animal and thereby evokes a yell, he is apt to start and trip  in nine cases out of ten he does trip. The Portuguese commander tripped upon this occasion. In staggering out of the monkeys way he well-nigh tumbled over Ailie, and in seeking to avoid her, he tumbled over the edge of the wharf into the river.

The difference between the appearance of this redoubtable slave-buying hero before and after his involuntary immersion was so remarkable and great that his most intimate friend would have failed to recognise him. He went down into the slimy liquid an ill-favoured Portuguese, clad in white duck; he came up a worse-favoured monstrosity, clothed in mud! Even his own rascally comrades grinned at him for a moment, but their grins changed into a scowl of anger when they heard the peals of laughter that burst from the throats of their enemies. As for Briant, he absolutely hugged himself with delight.

Och! yeve got it, ye have, he exclaimed, at intervals. Happy day! whod ha thought it? to see him tumbled in the mud after all by purty little Ailie and Jacko. Come here to me Jacko, owld coon. Oh, ye swate cratur!

Briant seized the monkey, and squeezed it to his breast, and kissed it  yes, he actually kissed its nose in the height of his glee, and continued to utter incoherent exclamations, and to perpetrate incongruous absurdities, until long after they had descended the river and left the muddy Portuguese and his comrades far behind them.

Towards evening the party were once more safe and sound on board the Red Eric, where they found everything repaired, and the ship in a fit state to proceed to sea immediately.

His Majesty King Bumble was introduced to the steward, then to the cook, and then to the caboose. Master Jacko was introduced to the ships crew and to his quarters, which consisted of a small box filled with straw, and was lashed near the foot of the mizzen-mast. These introductions having been made, the men who had accompanied their commander on his late excursion into the interior, went forward and regaled their messmates for hours with anecdotes of their travels in the wilds of Africa.

It is well-known, and generally acknowledged, that all sublunary things, pleasant as well as unpleasant, must come to an end. In the course of two days more the sojourn of the crew of the Red Eric on the coast of Africa came to a termination. Having taken in supplies of fresh provisions, the anchor was weighed, and the ship stood out to sea with the first of the ebb tide. It was near sunset when the sails were hoisted and filled by a gentle land breeze, and the captain had just promised Ailie that he would show her blue water again by breakfast-time next morning, when a slight tremor passed through the vessels hull, causing the captain to shout, with a degree of vigour that startled everyone on board, All hands ahoy! lower away the boats, Mr Millons, were hard and fast aground on a mud-bank!

The boats were lowered away with all speed, and the sails dewed up instantly, but the Red Eric remained as immovable as the bank on which she had run aground; there was, therefore, no recourse but to wait patiently for the rising tide to float her off again. Fortunately the bank was soft and the wind light, else it might have gone ill with the good ship.

There is scarcely any conceivable condition so favourable to quiet confidential conversation and story-telling as the one in which the men of the whale-ship now found themselves. The night was calm and dark, but beautiful, for a host of stars sparkled in the sable sky, and twinkled up from the depths of the dark ocean. The land breeze had fallen, and there was scarcely any sound to break the surrounding stillness except the lipping water as it kissed the black hull of the ship. A dim, scarce perceptible light rendered every object on board mysterious and unaccountably large.

Wot a night for a ghost story, observed Jim Scroggles, who stood with a group of the men, who were seated on and around the windlass.

I dont blieve in ghosts, said Dick Barnes stoutly, in a tone of voice that rendered the veracity of his assertion, to say the least of it, doubtful.

Nother do I, remarked Nikel Sling, who had just concluded his culinary operations for the day, and sought to employ his brief interval of relaxation in social intercourse with his fellows. Being engaged in ministering to the animal wants of his comrades all day, he felt himself entitled to enjoy a little of the feast of reason and the flow of soul at night:

No more duv I, added Phil Briant firmly, at the same time hitting his thigh a slap with his open hand that caused all round him to start.

You dont, dont you? said Tim Rokens, addressing the company generally, and looking round gravely, while he pushed the glowing tobacco into his pipe with the point of a marline-spike.

To this there was a chorus of Noes, but a close observer would have noticed that nearly the whole conversation was carried on in low tones, and that many a glance was cast behind, as if these bold sceptics more than half expected all the ghosts that did happen to exist to seize them then and there and carry them off as a punishment for their unbelief.

Tim Rokens drew a few whiffs of his pipe, and looked round gravely before he again spoke; then he put the following momentous question, with the air of a man who knew he could overturn his adversary whatever his reply should be  

An why dont ye blieve in em?

We cannot say positively that Tim Rokens put the question to Jim Scroggles, but it is certain that Jim Scroggles accepted the question as addressed to him, and answered in reply  

Cause why? I never seed a ghost, an nobody never seed a ghost, an I dont blieve in what I cant see.

Jim said this as if he thought the position incontestable. Tim regarded him with a prolonged stare, but for some time said nothing. At last he emitted several strong puffs of smoke, and said  

Young man, did you ever see your own mind?

No, in course not.

Did anybody else ever see it?

Cernly not.

Then of course you dont believe in it! added Rokens, while a slight smile curled his upper lip.

The men chuckled a good deal at Jims confusion, while he in vain attempted to explain that the two ideas were not parallel by any means. At this juncture, Phil Briant came to the rescue.

Ah now, git out, said he. I agree with Jim intirely; an Tim Rokens isnt quite so cliver as he thinks. Now look here, lads, heres how it stands, xactly. Jim says he never seed his own mind  very good; and he says as how nobody else niver seed it nother; well, and wot then? Dont you observe its cause he hant got none at all to see? He hant got even the ghost of one, so how could ye expect anybody to see it?

Oh, hold yer noise, Paddy, exclaimed Dick Barnes, an lets have a ghost story from Tim Rokens. He blieves in ghosts, anyhow, an could give us a yarn about em, I knows, if he likes. Come along now, Tim, like a good fellow.

Ay, thats it, cried Briant; give us a stiff un now. Dont be afeard to skear us, old boy.

Oh, I can give ye a yarn about ghosts, cernly, said Tim Rokens, looking into the bowl of his pipe in order to make sure that it was sufficiently charged to last out the story. Ill tell ye of a ghost I once seed and knocked down.

Knocked down! cried Nikel Sling in surprise; why, I allers thought as how ghosts was spirits, an couldnt be knocked down or cotched neither.

Not at all, replied Rokens; ghosts is made of all sorts o things  brass, and iron, and linen, and buntin, and timber; it wos a brass ghost the feller that Im goin to tell ye about

I say, Sling, interrupted Briant, av ghosts wos spirits, as you thought they wos, would they be allowed into the State of Maine?

Oh, Phil, shut up, do! Now then, Tim, fire away.

Well, then, began Rokens, with great deliberation, it was on a Vednesday night as it happened. I had bin out at supper with a friend that night, and wed had a glass or two o grog; for ye see, lads, it was some years ago, afore I tuk to temprance. I had a long way to go over a great dark moor afore I could git to the place where I lodged, so I clapped on all sail to git over the moor, seein the moon would go down soon; but it wouldnt do: the moon set when I wos in the very middle of the moor, and as the road wasnt over good, I wos in a state o confumble lest I should lose it altogether. I looks round in all directions, but I couldnt see nothin  cause why? there wasnt nothin to be seen. It was orrid dark, I can tell ye. Jist one or two stars a-shinin, like half-a-dozen farden dips in a great church; they only made darkness wisible. I began to feel all over a curous sort o peculiar unaccountableness, which it aint easy to explain, but is most oncommon disagreeable to feel. It wos very still, too  desperate still. The beatin o my own heart sounded quite loud, and I heerd the tickin o my watch goin like the click of a church clock. Oh, it was awful!

At this point in the story the men crept closer together, and listened with intense earnestness.

Suddently, continued Rokens for things in sich circumstances always comes suddently  suddently I seed somethin black jump up right ahead o me.

Here Rokens paused.

Wot was it? inquired Gurney, in a solemn whisper.

It was, resumed Rokens slowly, the stump of a old tree.

Oh, I thought it had been the ghost, said Gurney, somewhat relieved, for that fat little Jack-tar fully believed in apparitions, and always listened to a ghost story in fear and trembling.

No it wasnt the ghost; it was the stump of a tree. Well, I set sail again, an presently I sees a great white thing risin up ahead o me.

Hah! that was it, whispered Gurney.

No, that wasnt it, retorted Rokens; that was a hinn, a white-painted hinn, as stood by the roadside, and right glad wos I to see it, I can tell ye, shipmates, for I wos gittin tired as well as frightened. I soon roused the landlord by kickin at the door till it nearly comed off its hinges; and arter gettin another glass o grog, I axed the landlord to show me my bunk, as I wanted to turn in.

It was a queer old house that hinn wos. A great ramblin place, with no end o staircases and passages. A dreadful gloomy sort o place. No one lived in it except the landlord, a dark-faced surly fellow as one would like to kick out of his own door, and his wife, who wos little better than his-self. They also had a hostler, but he slept with the cattle in a hout-house.

Ye wont be feard, says the landlord, as he hove ahead through the long passages holdin the candle high above his head to show the way, to sleep in the far end o the house. Its the old bit; the new bits undergoin repairs. Youll find it comfortable enough, though its raither gusty, bein old, ye see; but the weather aint cold, so ye wont mind it.

Oh! niver a bit, says I, quite bold like; I dont care a rap for nothin. There aint no ghosts, is there?

Well, Im not sure; many travellers wot has stayed here has said to me theyve seed em, particklerly in the old part o the buildin, but they seems to be quite harmless, and never hurts any one as lets em alone. I never seed em myself, an theres cernly not more nor half-a-dozen on em  hallo!

At that moment, shipmates, a strong gust o cold air came rushin down the passage we was in, and blowd out the candle. Ah! its gone out, said the landlord; just wait here a moment, and Ill light it; and with that he shuffled off, and left me in the blackest and most thickest darkness I ever wos in in all my life. I didnt dare to move, for I didnt know the channels, dye see, and might ha run myself aground or against the rocks in no time. The wind came moanin down the passage; as if all the six ghosts the landlord mentioned, and a dozen or two o their friends besides, was a-dyin of stommick-complaint. Im not easy frightened, lads, but my knees did feel as if the bones in em had turned to water, and my hair began to git up on end, for I felt it risin. Suddenly I saw somethin comin along the passage towards me

Thats the ghost, now, interrupted Gurney, in a tremulous whisper.

Rokens paused, and regarded his fat shipmate with a look of contemptuous pity; then turning to the others, he said  

It wos the landlord, a-comin back with the candle. He begged pardon for leavin me in the dark so long, and led the way to a room at the far end o the passage. It was a big, old-fashioned room, with a treemendius high ceiling, and no furniture, cept one chair, one small table, and a low camp-bed in a corner. Heres your room, says the landlord; its well-aired. I may as well mention that the latch of the door aint just the thing. It sometimes blows open with a bang, but when you know it may happen, you can be on the look-out for it, you know, and so youll not be taken by surprise. Good-night. With that the fellow set the candle down on the small table at the bedside, and left me to my cogitations. I heerd his footsteps echoin as he went clankin along the passages; then they died away, an I was alone.

Now, I tell ye wot it is, shipmates; Ive bin in miny a fix, but I niver wos in sich a fix as that. The room was empty and big; so big that the candle could only light up about a quarter of it, leavin the rest in gloom. There was one or two old picturs on the walls; one on em a portrait of a old admiral, with a blue coat and brass buttons and white veskit. It hung just opposite the fut o my bunk, an I could hardly make it out, but I saw that the admiral kep his eye on me wheriver I turned or moved about the room, an twice or thrice, if not more, I saw him wink with his weather eye. Yes, he winked as plain as I do myself. Says I to myself, says I, Tim Rokens, youre a British tar, an a whaler, an a harpooner; so, Tim, my boy, dont you go for to be a babby.

With that I smoked a pipe, and took off my clos, and tumbled in, and feeling a little bolder by this time, I blew out the candle. In gittin into bed I knocked over the snuffers, wich fell with an awful clatter, and my heart lep into my mouth as I lep under the blankets, and kivered up my head. Howsever, I was uncommon tired, so before my head was well on the pillow, I went off to sleep.

How long I slep I cant go for to say, but wen I wakened it wos pitch-dark. I could only just make out the winder by the pale starlight that shone through it, but the moment I set my two eyes on it, wot does I see? I seed a sight that made the hair on my head stand on end, and my flesh creep up like a muffin. It was a

A ghost! whispered Gurney, while his eyes almost started out of his head.

Before Tim Rokens could reply, something fell with a heavy flop from the yard over their heads right in among the men, and vanished with a shriek. It was Jacko, who, in his nocturnal rambles in the rigging, had been shaken off the yard on which he was perched, by a sudden lurch of the vessel as the tide began to move her about. At any time such an event would have been startling, but at such a time as this it was horrifying. The men recoiled with sharp cries of terror, and then burst into laughter as they observed what it was that had fallen amongst them. But the laughter was subdued, and by no means hearty.

Ill be the death o that brute yet, said Gurney, wiping the perspiration from his forehead; but go on, Rokens; what was it you saw?

It was the ghost, replied Rokens, as the men gathered round him again a long, thin ghost, standin at my bedside. The light was so dim that I couldnt well make it out, but I saw that it was white, or pale-like, and that it had on a pointed cap, like the cap o an old witch. I thought I should ha died outright, and I lay for full five minits tremblin like a leaf and starin full in its face. At last I started up in despair, not knowin well wot to do; and the moment I did so the ghost disappeared.

I thought this was very odd, but you may be sure I didnt find fault with it; so after lookin all round very careful to make quite sure that it was gone, I lay down again on my back. Well, would ye blieve it, shipmates, at that same moment up starts the ghost again as bold as iver? And up starts I in a fright; but the moment I was up the ghost was gone. Now, Tim Rokens, says I to myself, always keepin my eye on the spot where Id last seed the ghost, this is queer; this is quite remarkable. Youre dreamin, my lad, an the sooner ye put a stop to that ere sort o dreamin the better.

Havin said this, I tried to feel reckless, and lay down again, and up started the ghost again with its long thin white body, an the pointed cap on its head. I noticed, too, that it wore its cap a little on one side quite jaunty like. So, wheniver I sot up that ere ghost disappeared, and wheniver I lay down it bolted up again close beside me. At last I lost my temper, and I shouts out quite loud, Shiver my timbers, says I, ghost or no ghost, Ill knock in your daylights if ye carry on like that any longer; and with that I up fist and let drive straight out at the spot where its bread-basket should ha bin. Down it went, that ghost did, with a clatter that made the old room echo like an empty church. I guv it a rap, I did, sich as it hadnt had since it was born  if ghosts be born at all  an my knuckles paid for it, too, for they was skinned all up; then I lay down tremblin, and then, I dun know how it was, I went to sleep.

Next mornin I got up to look for the ghost, and, sure enough, I found his remains! His pale body lay in a far corner o the room doubled up and smashed to bits, and his pointed cap lay in another corner almost flat. That ghost, concluded Rokens, with slow emphasis that ghost was the candle, it wos!

The candle! exclaimed several of the men in surprise.

Yes, the candle, and brass candlestick with the stinguisher a-top ot. Ye see, lads, the candle stood close to the side o my bed on the table, an when I woke up and I saw it there, it seemed to me like a big thing in the middle o the room, instead o a little thing close to my nose; an when I sot up in my bed, of coorse I looked right over the top of it and saw nothin; an when I lay down, of coorse it rose up in the very same place. An, let me tell you, shipmates, added Tim, in conclusion, with the air of a philosopher, all ghosts is o the same sort. Theyre most of em made o wood or brass, or some sich stuff, as Ive good cause to remimber, for I had to pay the price o that ere ghost before I left that there hinn on the lonesome moor, and for the washin of the blankets, too, as wos all kivered with blood nixt mornin from my smashed knuckles. Theres a morial contained in most things, lads, if ye only try for to find it out; an the morial of my story is this  dont ye go for to blieve that everything ye dont xactly understand is a ghost until yeve got to know more about it.

While Tim Rokens was thus recounting his ghostly experiences, and moralising thereon, for the benefit of his comrades, the silent tide was stealthily creeping up the sides of the Red Eric, and placing her gradually on an even keel. At the same time a British man-of-war was creeping down upon that innocent vessel with the murderous intention of blowing her out of the water, if possible.

In order to explain this latter fact, we must remind the reader of the boat and crew of the Portuguese slaver which was encountered by the party of excursionists on their trip down the river. The vessel to which that boat belonged had been for several weeks previous creeping about off the coast, watching her opportunity to ship a cargo of slaves, and at the same time to avoid falling into the hands of a British cruiser which was stationed on the African coast to prevent the villainous traffic. The Portuguese ship, which was very similar in size and shape to the Red Eric, had hitherto managed to elude the cruiser, and had succeeded in taking a number of slaves on board ere she was discovered. The cruiser gave chase to her on the same afternoon as that on which the Red Eric grounded on the mud-bank off the mouth of the river. Darkness, however, favoured the slaver, and when the land breeze failed, she was lost sight of in the intricacies of the navigation at that part of the coast.

Towards morning, while it was yet dark, the Red Eric floated, and Captain Dunning, who had paced the deck all night with a somewhat impatient tread, called to the mate Now, Mr Millons, man the boats, and let some of the hands stand-by to trim the sails to the first puff of wind.

Ay, ay, sir, answered the mate, as he sprang to obey.

Now it is a curious fact, that at that identical moment the captain of the cruiser addressed his first lieutenant in precisely the same words, for he had caught a glimpse of the whalers topmasts against the dark sky, and mistook them, very naturally, for those of the slaver. In a few seconds the man-of-war was in full pursuit.

I say, Dr Hopley, remarked Captain Dunning, as he gazed intently into the gloom astern, did you not hear voices? and, as I live, theres a large ship bearing right down on us!

It must be a slaver, replied the doctor; probably the one that owned the boat we saw up the river.

Ship on the larboard bow! shouted the look-out on the forecastle.

Hallo! ships ahead and astern! remarked the captain, in surprise. There seems to be a school of em in these waters.

At this moment the oars of the boats belonging to the ship astern were heard distinctly, and a light puff of wind at the same time bulged out the sails of the Red Eric, which instantly forged ahead.

Ship ahoy! shouted a voice from the boats astern in a tone of authority; heave-to, you rascal, or Ill sink you!

Captain Dunning turned to the doctor with a look of intense surprise.

Why, doctor, thats the usual hail of a pirate, or something like it. What it can be doing here is past my comprehension. I would as soon expect to find a whale in a wash-tub as a black flag in these waters! Port, port a little (turning to the steersman) steady  so. We must run for it, anyhow, for were in no fightin trim. The best answer to give to such a hail is silence.

Contrary to expectation the boats did not again hail, but in a few minutes the dark hull of the British cruiser became indistinctly visible as it slipped swiftly through the water before the freshening breeze, and neared the comparatively slow-going whaler rapidly. Soon it came within easy range, and while Captain Dunning looked over the taffrail with a troubled countenance, trying to make her out, the same voice came hoarsely down on the night breeze issuing the same peremptory command.

Turn up the hands, Mr Millons, and serve out pistols and cutlasses. Get the carronades on the forecastle and quarterdeck loaded, Mr Markham, and look alive; we must show the enemy a bold front, whoever he is.

As the captain issued these orders, the darkness was for an instant illuminated by a bright flash; the roar of a cannon reverberated over the sea; a round-shot whistled through the rigging of the Red Eric, and the next instant the foretopsail-yard came rattling down upon the deck.

Immediately after, the cruiser ranged up alongside, and the order to heave-to was repeated with a threat that was calculated to cause the hair of a man of peace to stand on end. The effect on Captain Dunning was to induce him to give the order  

Point the guns there, lads, and aim high; I dont like to draw first blood  even of a pirate.

Ship ahoy! Who are you, and where from? inquired Captain Dunning, through the speaking-trumpet.

Her British Majestys frigate Firebrand. If you dont heave-to, sir, instantly, Ill give you a broadside. Who are you, and where bound?

Whew! whistled Captain Dunning, to vent his feelings of surprise ere he replied, The Red Eric, South Sea whaler, outward bound.

Having given this piece of information, he ordered the topsails to be backed, and the ship was hove-to. Meanwhile a boat was lowered from the cruiser, and the captain thereof speedily leaped upon the whalers quarterdeck.

The explanation that followed was not by any means calculated to allay the irritation of the British captain. He had made quite sure that the Red Eric was the slaver of which he was in search, and the discovery of his mistake induced him to make several rather severe remarks in reference to the crew of the Red Eric generally and her commander in particular.

Why didnt you heave-to when I ordered you, he said, and so save all this trouble and worry?

Because, replied Captain Dunning drily, Im not in the habit of obeying orders until I know that he who gives em has a right to do so. But tis a pity to waste time talking about such trifles when the craft you are in search of is not very far away at this moment.

What mean you, sir? inquired the captain of the cruiser quickly.

I mean that yonder vessel, scarcely visible now on the lee bow, is the slaver, in all likelihood.

The captain gave but one hasty glance in the direction pointed to by Captain Dunning, and next moment he was over the side of the ship, and the boat was flying swiftly towards his vessel. The rapid orders given on board the cruiser soon after, showed that her commander was eagerly in pursuit of the strange vessel ahead, and the flash and report of a couple of guns proved that he was again giving orders in his somewhat peremptory style.

When daylight appeared, Captain Dunning was still on deck, and Glynn Proctor stood by the wheel. The post of the latter, however, was a sinecure, as the wind had again fallen. When the sun rose it revealed the three vessels lying becalmed within a short distance of each other and several miles off shore.

So, so, exclaimed the captain, taking the glass and examining the other vessels. I see its all up with the slaver. Serves him right; dont it, Glynn?

It does, replied Glynn emphatically. I hope they will all be hanged. Isnt that the usual way of serving these fellows out?

Well, not exactly, lad. They dont go quite that length  mores the pity; if they did, there would be less slave-trading; but the rascals will lose both ship and cargo.

I wonder, said Glynn, how they can afford to carry on the trade when they lose so many ships as I am told they do every year.

You wouldnt wonder, boy, if you knew the enormous prices got for slaves. Why, the profits on one cargo, safely delivered, will more than cover the loss of several vessels and cargoes. You may depend ont they would not carry it on if it did not pay.

Humph! ejaculated Glynn, giving the wheel a savage turn, as if to express his thorough disapprobation of the slave-trade, and his extreme disgust at not being able, by the strength of his own right arm, at once to repress it. And whos to pay for our foretopsail-yard? he inquired, abruptly, as if desirous of changing the subject.

Ourselves, I fear, replied the captain. We must take it philosophically, and comfort ourselves with the fact that it is the foretopsail-yard, and not the bowsprit or the mainmast, that was carried away. Its not likely the captain of the cruiser will pay for it, at any rate.

Captain Dunning was wrong. That same morning he received a polite note from the commander of the said cruiser, requesting the pleasure of his company to dinner, in the event of the calm continuing, and assuring him that the carpenter and the sail-maker of the man-of-war should be sent on board his ship after breakfast to repair damages. Captain Dunning, therefore, like an honest, straightforward man as he was, admitted that he had been hasty in his judgment, and stated to Glynn Proctor, emphatically, that the commander of the Firebrand was a trump.




Chapter Fifteen.

New Scenes  A Fight Prevented by a Whale  A Storm  Blown off the Yardarm  Wreck of the Red Eric.

Five weeks passed away, and really, when one comes to consider the matter, it is surprising what a variety of events may be compressed into five weeks; what an amount of space may be passed over, what an immense change of scene and circumstance may be experienced in that comparatively short period of time.

Men and women who remain quietly at home do not, perhaps, fully realise this fact. Five weeks to them does not usually seem either very long or very short. But let those quiet ones travel; let them rush away headlong, by the aid of wind and steam, to the distant and wonderful parts of this wonderful world of ours, and, ten to one, they will afterwards tell you that the most wonderful discovery they had made during their travels, is the fact that a miniature lifetime (apparently) can be compressed into five weeks.

Five weeks passed away, and in the course of that time the foretopsail-yard of the Red Eric had been repaired; the Red Eric herself had passed from equatorial into southern seas; Alice Dunning had become very sea-sick, which caused her to look uncommonly green in the face, and had got well again, which caused her to become fresh and rosy as the early morning; Jacko had thoroughly established his reputation as the most arrant and accomplished thief that ever went to sea: King Bumble had been maligned and abused again and again, and over again, despite his protestations of innocence, by grim-faced Tarquin, the steward, for having done the deeds which were afterwards discovered to have been committed by Jacko; fat little Gurney had sung innumerable songs of his own composing, in which he was ably supported by Glynn Proctor; Dr Hopley had examined, phrenologically, all the heads on board, with the exception of that of Tarquin, who would not submit to the operation on any account, and had shot, and skinned, and stuffed a variety of curious sea-birds, and caught a number of remarkable sea-fish, and had microscopically examined  to the immense interest of Ailie, and consequently of the captain  a great many surprising animalcules, called Medusae, which possessed the most watery and the thinnest possible bodies, yet which had the power of emitting a beautiful phosphoric light at night, so as to cause the whole ocean sometimes to glow as if with liquid fire; Phil Briant had cracked more jokes, good, bad, and indifferent, than would serve to fill a whole volume of closely-printed pages, and had told more stories than would be believed by most people; Tim Rokens and the other harpooners had, with the assistance of the various boats crews, slain and captured several large whales, and Nikel Sling had prepared, and assisted to consume, as many breakfasts, dinners, and suppers as there are days in the period of time above referred to;  in short, those five weeks, which we thus dismiss in five minutes, might, if enlarged upon, be expanded into material to fill five volumes such as this, which would probably take about five years to write  another reason for cutting this matter short. All this shows how much may be compressed into little space, how much may be done and seen in little time, and, therefore, how much value men ought to attach to little things.

Five weeks passed away, as we have already remarked, and at the end of that time the Red Eric found herself, one beautiful sunny afternoon, becalmed on the breast of the wide ocean with a strange vessel, also a whaler, a few miles distant from her, and a couple of sperm-whales sporting playfully about midway between the two ships. Jim Scroggles on that particular afternoon found himself in the crows-nest at the masthead, roaring Thar she blows! with a degree of energy so appalling that one was almost tempted to believe that that long-legged individual had made up his mind to compress his life into one grand but brief minute, and totally exhaust his powers of soul and body in the reiterated vociferation of that one faculty of the sperm-whale. Allowance must be made for Jim, seeing that this was the first time he had been fortunate enough to raise the oil since he became a whaler.

The usual scene of bustle and excitement immediately ensued. The men sprang to their appointed places in a moment; the tubs, harpoons, etcetera, were got ready, and in a few minutes the three boats were leaping over the smooth swell towards the fish.

While this was taking place on board the Red Eric, a precisely similar scene occurred on board the other whale-ship, and a race now ensued between the boats of the two ships, for each knew well that the first boat that harpooned either of the whales claimed it.

Give way, my lads, whispered Captain Dunning eagerly, as he watched the other boats; we shall be first  we shall be first; only bend your backs.

The men needed not to be urged; they were quite as anxious as their commander to win the races and bent their backs, as he expressed it, until the oars seemed about to break. Glynn sat on the after thwart, and did good service on this occasion.

It soon became evident that the affair would be decided by the boats of the two captains, both of which took the lead of the others, but as they were advancing in opposite directions it was difficult to tell which was the fleeter of the two. When the excitement of the race was at its height the whales went down, and the men lay on their oars to wait until they should rise again. They lay in anxious suspense for about a minute, when the crew of Captain Dunnings boat was startled by the sudden apparition of a waterspout close to them, by which they were completely drenched. It was immediately followed by the appearance of the huge blunt head of one of the whales, which rose like an enormous rock out of the sea close to the starboard-quarter.

The sight was received with a loud shout, and Tim Rokens leaped up and grasped a harpoon, but the whale sheered off. A spare harpoon lay on the stern-sheets close to Glynn, who dropped his oar and seized it. Almost without knowing what he was about, he hurled it with tremendous force at the monsters neck, into which it penetrated deeply. The harpoon fortunately happened to be attached to a large buoy, called by whalers a drogue, which was jerked out of the boat like a cannon-shot as the whale went down, carrying harpoon and drogue along with it.

Well done, lad, cried the captain, in great delight, youve made a noble beginning! Now, lads, pull gently ahead, she wont go far with such an ornament as that dangling at her neck. A capital dart! couldnt have done it half so well myself, even in my young days!

Glynn felt somewhat elated at this unexpected piece of success; to do him justice, however, he took it modestly. In a few minutes the whale rose, but it had changed its course while under water, and now appeared close to the leading boat of the other ship.

By the laws of the whale-fishery, no boat of one vessel has a right to touch a whale that has been struck by the boat of another vessel, so long as the harpoon holds fast and the rope remains unbroken, or so long as the float to which the harpoon is connected remains attached. Nevertheless, in defiance of this well-known law, the boat belonging to the captain of the strange ship gave chase, and succeeded in making fast to the whale.

To describe the indignation of Captain Dunning and his men on witnessing this act is impossible. The former roared rather than shouted, Give way, lads! and the latter bent their backs as if they meant to pull the boat bodily out of the water, and up into the atmosphere. Meanwhile all the other boats were in hot pursuit of the second whale, which had led them a considerable distance away from the first.

What do you mean by striking that fish? shouted Captain Dunning, when, after a hard pull, he came up with the boat, the crew of which had just succeeded in thrusting a lance deep into a mortal part of the huge animal, which soon after rolled over, and lay extended on the waves.

What right have you to ask? replied the captain of the strange ship, an ill-favoured, powerful man, whose countenance was sufficient to condemn him in any society, save that of ruffians. Dont you see your drogue has broke loose?

I see nothing of the sort. Its fast at this moment; so youll be good enough to cut loose and take yourself off as fast as you please.

To this the other made no reply, but, turning to his men, said: Make fast there, lads; signal the other boats, and pull away for the ship; look sharp, you lubbers.

Och! captain dear, muttered Phil Briant, baring both arms up to the shoulders, only give the word; do, now!

Captain Dunning, who was already boiling with rage, needed no encouragement to make an immediate attack on the stranger, neither did his men require an order; they plunged their oars into the water, ran right into the other boat, sprang to their feet, seized lances, harpoons, and knives, and in another moment would have been engaged in a deadly struggle had not an unforeseen event occurred to prevent the fray. This was the partial recovery of the whale, which, apparently resolved to make one final struggle for life, turned over and over, lashed the sea into foam, and churned it up with the blood which spouted in thick streams from its numerous wounds.

Both boats were in imminent danger, and the men sprang to their oars in order to pull out of the range of the monsters dying struggles. In this effort the strange boat was successful, but that of Captain Dunning fared ill. A heavy blow from the whales tail broke it in two, and hurled it into the air, whence the crew descended, amid a mass of harpoons, lances, oars, and cordage, into the blood-stained water.

The fish sheered away for some distance, dragging the other boat along with it, and then rolled over quite dead. Fortunately not one of the crew of the capsized boat was hurt. All of them succeeded in reaching and clinging to the shattered hull of their boat; but there they were destined to remain a considerable time, as the boat of the stranger, having secured the dead fish, proceeded leisurely to tow it towards their ship, without paying the slightest attention to the shouts of their late enemies.

A change had now come over the face of the sky. Clouds began to gather on the horizon, and a few light puffs of air swept over the sea, which enabled the strange vessel to bear down on her boat, and take the whale in tow. It also enabled the Red Eric to beat up, but more slowly, towards the spot where their disabled boat lay, and rescue their comrades from their awkward position. It was some time before the boats were all gathered together. When this was accomplished the night had set in and the stranger had made off with her ill-gotten prize, the other whale having sounded, and the chase being abandoned.

Now, of all the disgustin things that ever happened to me, this is the worst, remarked Captain Dunning, in a very sulky tone of voice, as he descended to the cabin to change his garments, Ailie having preceded him in order to lay out dry clothes.

Oh! my darling papa, what a fright I got, she exclaimed, running up and hugging him, wet as he was, for the seventh time, despite his efforts to keep her off. I was looking through the spy-glass at the time it happened, and when I saw you all thrown into the air I cried  oh! I cant tell you how I cried.

You dont need to tell me, Ailie, my pet, for your red, swelled-up eyes speak for themselves. But go, you puss, and change your own frock. Youve made it as wet as my coat, nearly; besides, I cant undress, you know, while you stand there.

Ailie said, Im so very, very thankful, and then giving her father one concluding hug, which completely saturated the frock, went to her own cabin.

Meanwhile the crew of the captains boat were busy in the forecastle stripping off their wet garments, and relating their adventures to the men of the other boats, who, until they reached the ship, had been utterly ignorant of what had passed.

It is curious that Tim Rokens should open the conversation with much the same sentiment, if not exactly the same phrase, as that expressed by the captain.

Now boys, said he, slapping his wet limbs, Ill tell ye wot it is, of all the aggrawations as has happened to me in my life, this is out o sight the wust. To think o losin that there whale, the very biggest I ever saw

Ah! Rokens, man, interrupted Glynn, as he pulled off his jacket, the loss is greater to me than to you, for that was my first whale!

True, boy, replied the harpooner, in a tone of evidently genuine sympathy; I feel for ye. I knows how I should ha taken on if it had happened to me. But cheer up, lad; you know the old proverb, Theres as good fish in the sea as ever came out ot. Youll be the death o many sich yet, Ill bet my best iron.

Sure, the wust of it all is, that we dont know who was the big thief as got that fish away with him, said Phil Briant, with a rueful countenance.

Dont we, though! cried Gurney, who had been in the mates boat; I axed one o the men o the strangers boats  for we run up close alongside durin the chase  and he told me as how she was the Termagant of New York; so we can be down on em yet, if we live long enough.

Humph! observed Rokens; and dye suppose hed give ye the right name?

Hed no reason to do otherwise. He didnt know of the dispute between the other boats.

Theres truth in that, remarked Glynn, as he prepared to go on deck; but it may be a year or more before we foregather. No, I give up all claim to my first fish from this date.

All hands ahoy! shouted the mate; tumble up there! Reef topsails! Look alive!

The men ran hastily on deck, completing their buttoning and belting as they went, and found that something very like a storm was brewing. As yet the breeze was moderate, and the sea not very high, but the night was pitchy dark, and a hot oppressive atmosphere boded no improvement in the weather.

Lay out there, some of you, and close reef the topsails, cried the mate, as the men ran to their several posts.

The ship was running at the time under a comparatively small amount of canvas; for, as their object was merely to cruise about in those seas in search of whales, and they had no particular course to steer, it was usual to run at night under easy sail, and sometimes to lay-to. It was fortunate that such was the case on the present occasion; for it happened that the storm which was about to burst on them came with appalling suddenness and fury. The wind tore up the sea as if it had been a mass of white feathers, and scattered it high in air. The mizzen-topsail was blown to ribbons, and it seemed as if the other sails were about to share the same fate. The ship flew from billow to billow, after recovering from the first rude shock, as if she were but a dark cloud on the sea, and the spray flew high over her masts, drenching the men on the topsail-yards while they laboured to reef the sails.

We shall have to take down these tgallant-masts, Mr Millons, said the captain, as he stood by the weather-bulwarks holding on to a belaying-pin to prevent his being washed away.

Shall I give the order, sir? inquired the first mate.

You may, replied the captain.

Just as the mate turned to obey, a shriek was heard high above the whistling of the fierce wind.

Did you hear that? said the captain anxiously.

I did, replied the mate. I fear  I trust

The remainder of the sentence was either suppressed, or the howling of the wind prevented its being heard.

Just then a flash of lightning lit up the scene, and a terrific crash of thunder seemed to rend the sky. The flash was momentary, but it served to reveal the men on the yards distinctly. They had succeeded in close-reefing the topsails, and were hurrying down the rigging.

The mate came close to the captains side and said, Did you see, sir, the way them men on the mainyard were scramblin down?

The captain had not time to reply ere a shout, Man overboard! was heard faintly in the midst of the storm, and in another instant some of the men rushed aft with frantic haste, shouting that one of their number had been blown off the yard into the sea.

Down your helm, roared the captain; stand-by to lower away the boats.

The usual prompt Ay, ay, sir, was given, but before the men could reach their places a heavy sea struck the vessel amidships, poured several tons of water on the decks, and washed all the loose gear overboard.

Let her away, cried the captain quickly.

The steersman obeyed; the ship fell off, and again bounded on her mad course like a wild horse set free.

Its of no use, sir, said the mate, as the captain leaped towards the wheel, which the other had already gained; no boat could live in that sea for a moment. The poor fellows gone by this time. He must be more than half-a-mile astern already.

I know it, returned the captain, in a deep sad voice. Get these masts down, Mr Millons, and see that everything is made fast. Who is it, did you say?

The men cant tell, sir; one of em told me e thinks it was young Boswell. It was too dark to see is face, but is figure was that of a stout young fellow.

A stout young fellow, muttered the captain, as the mate hurried forward. Can it have been Glynn? His heart sank within him at the thought, and he would have given worlds at that moment, had he possessed them, to have heard the voice of our hero, whom, almost unwittingly, he had begun to love with all the affection of a father. While he stood gazing up at the rigging, attempting to pierce the thick darkness, he felt his sleeve plucked, and, looking down, observed Ailie at his side.

My child, he cried, grasping her by the arm convulsively, you here! How came you to leave your cabin, dear? Go down, go down; you dont know the danger you run. Stay  I will help you. If one of those seas comes on board it would carry you overboard like a fleck of foam.

I didnt know there was much danger, papa. Glynn told me there wasnt, she replied, as her father sprang with her to the companion-ladder.

How? when? where, child? Did Glynn speak to you within the last ten minutes?

Yes; he looked down the hatch just as I was coming up, and told me not to be afraid, and said I must go below, and not think of coming on deck; but I heard a shriek, papa, and feared something had happened, so I came to ask what it was. I hope no one is hurt.

My darling Ailie, replied the captain, in an agitated voice, go down to your berth, and pray for us just now. There is not much danger; but in all times of danger, whether great or slight, we should pray to Our Father in Heaven, for we never know what a day or an hour may bring forth. I will speak to you about everything to-morrow; to-night I must be on deck.

He kissed her forehead, pushed her gently into the cabin, shut the door, and, coming on deck, fastened the companion-hatch firmly down.

In a short time the ship was prepared to face the worst. The topsails were close-reefed; the topgallant-masts sent down on deck; the spanker and jib were furled, and, soon after, the mainsail and foresail were also furled. The boats were taken in and secured on deck, and the ship went a little more easily through the raging sea; but as the violence of the gale increased, sail had to be further reduced, and at last everything was taken in except the main spencer and foretopmast-staysail.

I wouldnt mind this much, said the captain, as he and the first mate stood close to the binnacle, if I only knew our exact position. But weve not had an observation for several days, and I dont feel sure of our whereabouts. There are some nasty coral reefs in these seas. Did you find out who the poor fellow is yet?

Its young Boswell, I fear, Mr Markham is mustering the men just now, sir.

As he spoke, the second mate came aft and confirmed their fears. The man who had thus been summoned in a moment, without warning, into the presence of his Maker, had been a quiet, modest youth, and a favourite with every one on board. At any other time his death would have been deeply felt; but in the midst of that terrible storm the men had no time to think. Indeed, they could not realise the fact that their shipmate was really gone.

Mr Markham, said the captain, as the second mate turned away, send a hand in to the chains to heave the lead. I dont feel at all easy in my mind, so near these shoals as we must be just now.

While the order was being obeyed the storm became fiercer and more furious. Bright gleams of lightning flashed repeatedly across the sky, lighting up the scene as if with brightest moonlight, and revealing the horrid turmoil of the raging sea in which the ship now laboured heavily. The rapidity with which the thunder followed the lightning showed how near to them was the dangerous and subtle fluid; and the crashing, bursting reports that shook the ship from stem to stern gave the impression that mountains were being dashed to atoms against each other in the air.

All the sails still exposed to the fury of the gale were blown to shreds; the foretopmast and the jib-boom were carried away along with them and the Red Eric was driven at last before the wind under bare poles. The crew remained firm in the midst of this awful scene; each man stood at his post, holding on by any fixed object that chanced to be within his reach, and held himself ready to spring to obey every order. No voice could be heard in the midst of the howling winds, the lashing sea, and the rending sky. Commands were given by signs as well as possible, during the flashes of lightning; but little or nothing remained to be done. Captain Dunning had done all that a man thoroughly acquainted with his duties could accomplish to put his ship in the best condition to do battle with the storm, and he now felt that the issue remained in the hands of Him who formed the warring elements, and whose will alone could check their angry strife.

During one of the vivid flashes of lightning the captain observed Glynn Proctor standing near the starboard gangway, and, waiting for the next flash, he made a signal to him to come to the spot where he stood. Glynn understood it, and in a few seconds was at his commanders side.

Glynn, my boy, said the latter, you wont be wanted on deck for some time. Theres little to be done now. Go down and see what Ailies about, poor thing. Shell need a little comfort. Say I sent you.

Without other reply than a nod of the head, Glynn sprang to the companion-hatch, followed by the captain, who undid the fastenings to let him down and refastened them immediately, for the sea was washing over the stern continually.

Glynn found the child on her knees in the cabin with her face buried in the cushions of one of the sofas. He sat down beside her and waited until she should have finished her prayer; but as she did not move for some time he laid his hand gently on her shoulder. She looked up with a happy smile on her face.

Oh, Glynn, is that you? Im so glad, she said, rising, and sitting down beside him.

Your father sent me down to comfort you, my pet, said Glynn, taking her hand in his and drawing her towards him.

I have got comfort already, replied the child; Im so very happy, now.

How so, Ailie? who has been with you?

God has been with me. You told me, Glynn, that there wasnt much danger, but I felt sure that there was. Oh! I never heard such terrible noises, and this dreadful tossing is worse than ever I felt it  a great deal. So I went down on my knees and prayed that God, for Christs sake would save us. I felt very frightened, Glynn. You cant think how my heart beat every time the thunder burst over us. But suddenly  I dont know how it was  the words I used to read at home so often with my dear aunts came into my mind; you know them, Glynn, Call upon Me in the time of trouble, and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me. I dont know where I read them. I forget the place in the Bible now; but when I thought of them I felt much less frightened. Do you think it was the Holy Spirit who put them into my mind? My aunts used to tell me that all my good thoughts were given to me by the Holy Spirit. Then I remembered the words of Jesus, I will never leave thee nor forsake thee, and I felt so happy after that. It was just before you came down. I think we shall not be lost. God would not make me feel so happy if we were going to be lost, would He?

I think not, Ailie, replied Glynn, whose conscience reproached him for his ignorance of the passages in Gods word referred to by his companion, and who felt that he was receiving rather than administering comfort. When I came down I did not very well know how I should comfort you, for this is certainly the most tremendous gale I ever saw, but somehow I feel as if we were in less danger now. I wish I knew more of the Bible, Ailie. Im ashamed to say I seldom look at it.

Oh, thats a pity, isnt it, Glynn? said Ailie, with earnest concern expressed in her countenance, for she regarded her companions ignorance as a great misfortune; it never occurred to her that it was a sin. But its very easy to learn it, she added with an eager look. If you come to me here every day we can read it together. I would like to have you hear me say it off, and then I would hear you.

Before he could reply the vessel received a tremendous shock which caused her to quiver from stem to stern.

She must have been struck by lightning, cried Glynn, starting up and hurrying towards the door. Ailies frightened look returned for a few minutes, but she did not tremble as she had done before.

Just as Glynn reached the top of the ladder the hatch was opened and the captain thrust in his head.

Glynn, my boy, said he, in a quick, firm tone, we are ashore. Perhaps we shall go to pieces in a few minutes. God knows. May He in His mercy spare us. You cannot do much on deck. Ailie must be looked after till I come down for her. Glynn, I depend upon you.

These words were uttered hurriedly, and the hatch was shut immediately after. It is impossible to describe accurately the conflicting feelings that agitated the breast of the young sailor as he descended again to the cabin. He felt gratified at the trust placed in him by the captain, and his love for the little girl would at any time have made the post of protector to her an agreeable one; but the idea that the ship had struck the rocks, and that his shipmates on deck were struggling perhaps for their lives while he was sitting idly in the cabin, was most trying and distressing to one of his ardent and energetic temperament. He was not, however, kept long in suspense.

Scarcely had he regained the cabin when the ship again struck with terrific violence, and he knew by the rending crash overhead that one or more of the masts had gone over the side. The ship at the same moment slewed round and was thrown on her beam-ends. So quickly did this occur that Glynn had barely time to seize Ailie in his arms and save her from being dashed against the bulkhead.

The vessel rose again on the next wave, and was hurled on the rocks with such violence that every one on board expected her to go to pieces immediately. At the same time the cabin windows were dashed in, and the cabin itself was flooded with water. Glynn was washed twice across the cabin and thrown violently against the ships sides, but he succeeded in keeping a firm hold of his little charge and in protecting her from injury.

Hallo, Glynn! shouted the captain, as he opened the companion-hatch, come on deck, quick! bring her with you!

Glynn hurried up and placed the child in her fathers arms.

The scene that presented itself to him on gaining the deck was indeed appalling. The first grey streak of dawn faintly lighted up the sky, just affording sufficient light to exhibit the complete wreck of everything on deck, and the black froth-capped tumult of the surrounding billows. The rocks on which they had struck could not be discerned in the gloom, but the white breakers ahead showed too clearly where they were. The three masts had gone over the side one after another, leaving only the stumps of each standing. Everything above board  boats, binnacle, and part of the bulwarks  had been washed away. The crew were clinging to the belaying-pins and to such parts of the wreck as seemed likely to hold together longest. It seemed to poor Ailie, as she clung to her fathers neck that she had been transported to some far-distant and dreadful scene, for scarcely a single familiar object remained by which her ocean home, the Red Eric, could be recognised.

But Ailie had neither desire nor opportunity to remark on this tremendous change. Every successive billow raised the doomed vessel, and let her fall with heavy violence on the rocks. Her stout frame trembled under each shock, as if she were endued with life, and shrank affrighted from her impending fate; and it was as much as the captain could do to maintain his hold of the weather-bulwarks and of Ailie at the same time. Indeed, he could not have done it at all had not Glynn stood by and assisted him to the best of his ability.

It wont last long, lad, said the captain, as a larger wave than usual lifted the shattered hull and dashed it down on the rocks, washing the deck from stern to stem, and for a few seconds burying the whole crew under water. May the Almighty have mercy on us; no ship can stand this long.

Perhaps the tide is falling, suggested Glynn, in an encouraging voice, and I think I see something like a shore ahead. It will be daylight in half-an-hour or less.

The captain shook his head. Theres little or no tide here to rise or fall, I fear. Before half-an-hour we shall

He did not finish the sentence, but looking at Ailie with a gaze of agony, he pressed her more closely to his breast.

I think we shall be saved, whispered the child, twining her arms more closely round her fathers neck, and laying her wet cheek against his.

Just then Tim Rokens crept aft, and said that he saw a low sandy island ahead, and a rocky point jutting out from it close to the bows of the ship. He suggested that a rope might be got ashore when it became a little lighter.

Phil Briant came aft to make the same suggestion, not knowing that Rokens had preceded him. In fact, the men had been consulting as to the possibility of accomplishing this object, but when they looked at the fearful breakers that boiled in white foam between the ships bow and the rocky point, their hearts failed them, and no one was found to volunteer for the dangerous service.

Is any one inclined to try it? inquired the captain. Theres niver a wan of us but ud try it, capen, if you gives the order, answered Briant.

The captain hesitated. He felt disinclined to order any man to expose himself to such imminent danger; yet the safety of the whole crew might depend on a rope being connected with the shore. Before he could make up his mind, Glynn, who saw what was passing in his mind, exclaimed Ill do it, captain; and instantly quitting his position, hurried forward as fast as circumstances would permit.

The task which Glynn had undertaken to perform turned out to be more dangerous and difficult than at first he had anticipated. When he stood at the lee bow, fastening a small cord round his waist, and looking at the turmoil of water into which he was about to plunge, his heart well-nigh failed him, and he felt a sensation of regret that he had undertaken what seemed now an impossibility. He did not wonder that the men had one and all shrunk from the attempt. But he had made up his mind to do it. Moreover, he had said he would do it, and feeling that he imperilled his life in a good cause, he set his face as a flint to the accomplishment of his purpose.

Well was it for Glynn Proctor that day that in early boyhood he had learned to swim, and had become so expert in the water as to be able to beat all his young companions!

He noticed, on looking narrowly at the foaming surge through which he must pass in order to gain the rocky point, that many of the submerged rocks showed their tops above the flood, like black spots, when each wave retired. To escape these seemed impossible  to strike one of them he knew would be almost certain death.

Dont try it, boy, said several of the men, as they saw Glynn hesitate when about to spring, and turn an anxious gaze in all directions; its into death yell jump, if ye do.

Glynn did not reply; indeed, he did not hear the remark, for at that moment his whole attention was riveted on a ledge of submerged rock, which ever and anon showed itself, like the edge of a knife, extending between the ship and the point. Along the edge of this the retiring waves broke in such a manner as to form what appeared to be dead water-tossed, indeed, and foam-clad, but not apparently in progressive motion. Glynn made up his mind in an instant, and just as the first mate came forward with an order from the captain that he was on no account to make the rash attempt, he sprang with his utmost force off the ships side and sank in the raging sea.

Words cannot describe the intense feeling of suspense with which the men on the lee bow gazed at the noble-hearted boy as he rose and buffeted with the angry billows. Every man held his breath, and those who had charge of the line stood nervously ready to haul him back at a moments notice.

On first rising to the surface he beat the waves as if bewildered, and while some of the men cried, Hes struck a rock, others shouted to haul him in; but in another second he got his eyes cleared of spray, and seeing the ships hull towering above his head, he turned his back on it and made for the shore. At first he went rapidly through the surge, for his arm was strong and his young heart was brave; but a receding wave caught him and hurled him some distance out of his course  tossing him over and over as if he had been a cork. Again he recovered himself, and gaining the water beside the ledge, he made several powerful and rapid strokes, which carried him within a few yards of the point.

Hes safe, said Rokens eagerly.

No; hes missed it! cried the second mate, who, with Gurney and Dick Barnes, payed out the rope.

Glynn had indeed almost caught hold of the farthest-out ledge of the point when he was drawn back into the surge, and this time dashed against a rock and partially stunned. The men had already begun to haul in on the rope when he recovered, and making a last effort, gained the rocks, up which he clambered slowly. When beyond the reach of the waves he fell down as if he had fainted.

This, however, was not the case; he was merely exhausted, as well as confused, by the blows he had received on the rocks, and lay for a few seconds quite still in order to recover strength, during which period of inaction he thanked God earnestly for his deliverance, and prayed fervently that he might be made the means of saving his companions in danger.

After a minute or two he rose, unfastened the line from his waist, and began to haul it ashore. To the other end of the small line the men in the ship attached a thick cable, the end of which was soon pulled up, and made fast to a large rock.

Tim Rokens was now ordered to proceed to the shore by means of the rope in order to test it. After this a sort of swing was constructed, with a noose which was passed round the cable. To this a small line was fastened, and passed to the shore. On this swinging-seat Ailie was seated, and hauled to the rocks, Tim Rokens shinning along the cable at the same time to guard her from accident. Then the men began to land, and thus, one by one, the crew of the Red Eric reached the shore in safety; and when all had landed, Captain Dunning, standing in the midst of his men, lifted up his voice in thanksgiving to God for their deliverance.

But when daylight came the full extent of their forlorn situation was revealed. The ship was a complete wreck; the boats were all gone, and they found that the island on which they had been cast was only a few square yards in extent  a mere sandbank, utterly destitute of shrub or tree, and raised only a few feet above the level of the ocean.




Chapter Sixteen.

The Sandbank  The Wrecked Crew make the best of Bad Circumstances.

It will scarcely surprise the reader to be told that, after the first emotions of thankfulness for deliverance from what had appeared to the shipwrecked mariners to be inevitable death, a feeling amounting almost to despair took possession of the whole party for a time.

The sandbank was so low that in stormy weather it was almost submerged. It was a solitary coral reef in the midst of the boundless sea. Not a tree or bush grew upon it, and except at the point where the ship had struck, there was scarcely a rock large enough to afford shelter to a single man. Without provisions, without sufficient shelter, without the means of escape, and almost without the hope of deliverance, it seemed to them that nothing awaited them but the slow, lingering pains and horrors of death by starvation.

As those facts forced themselves more and more powerfully home to the apprehension of the crew,  while they cowered for shelter from the storm under the lee of the rocky point, they gave expression to their feelings in different ways. Some sat down in dogged silence to await their fate; others fell on their knees and cried aloud to God for mercy; while a few kept up their own spirits and those of their companions by affecting a cheerfulness which, however, in some cages, was a little forced. Ailie lay shivering in her fathers arms, for she was drenched with salt water and very cold. Her eyes were closed, and she was very pale from exposure and exhaustion, but her lips moved as if in prayer.

Captain Dunning looked anxiously at Dr Hopley, who crouched beside them, and gazed earnestly in the childs face while he felt her pulse.

Its almost too much for her, I fear, said the captain, in a hesitating, husky voice.

The doctor did not answer for a minute or two, then he said, as if muttering to himself rather than replying to the captains remark, If we could only get her into dry clothes, or had a fire, or even a little brandy, but He did not finish the sentence, and the captains heart sank within him, and his weather-beaten face grew pale as he thought of the possibility of losing his darling child.

Glynn had been watching the doctor with intense eagerness, and with a terrible feeling of dread fluttering about his heart. When he heard the last remark he leaped up and cried If brandy is all you want you shall soon have it. And running down to the edge of the water, he plunged in and grasped the cable, intending to clamber into the ship, which had by this time been driven higher on the rocks, and did not suffer so much from the violence of the breakers. At the same instant Phil Briant sprang to his feet, rushed down after him, and before he had got a yard from the shore, seized him by the collar, and dragged him out of the sea high and dry on the land.

Glynn was so exasperated at this unceremonious and at the moment unaccountable treatment, that he leaped up, and in the heat of the moment prepared to deal the Irishman a blow that would very probably have brought the experiences of the ring to his remembrance; but Briant effectually checked him by putting both his own hands into his pockets, thrusting forward his face as if to invite the blow, and exclaiming  

Och! now, hit fair, Glynn, darlint; put it right in betwane me two eyes!

Glynn laughed hysterically, in spite of himself.

What mean you by stopping me? he asked somewhat sternly.

Shure, I mane that Ill go for the grog meself. Yeve done more nor yer share o the work this mornin, an its but fair to give a poor fellow a chance. More be token, ye mustnt think that nobody cant do nothin but yeself. Its Phil Briant thatll shin up a rope with any white man in the world, or out of it.

Youre right, Phil, said Rokens, who had come to separate the combatants. Go aboord, my lad, an Ill engage to hold this here young alligator fast till ye come back.

You dont need to hold me, Tim, retorted Glynn, with a smile; but dont be long about it, Phil. You know where the brandy is kept  look alive.

Briant accomplished his mission successfully, and, despite the furious waves, brought the brandy on shore in safety. As he emerged like a caricature of old Neptune dripping from the sea, it was observed that he held a bundle in his powerful grasp. It was also strapped to his shoulders.

Why, what have you got there? inquired the doctor, as he staggered under the shelter of the rocks.

Arrah! give a dhrop to the child, an dont be wastin yer breath, replied Briant, as he undid the bundle. Sure Ive brought a few trifles for her outside as well as her in. And he revealed to the glad father a bundle of warm habiliments which he had collected in Ailies cabin, and kept dry by wrapping them in several layers of tarpaulin.

God bless you, my man, said the captain, grasping the thoughtful Irishman by the hand. Now, Ailie, my darling pet, look up, and swallow a drop o this. Heres a capital rig-out o dry clothes too.

A few sips of brandy soon restored the circulation which had well-nigh been arrested, and when she had been clothed in the dry garments, Ailie felt comparatively comfortable, and expressed her thanks to Phil Briant with tears in her eyes.

A calm often succeeds a storm somewhat suddenly, especially in southern latitudes. Soon after daybreak the wind moderated, and before noon it ceased entirely, though the sea kept breaking in huge rolling billows on the sandbank for many hours afterwards. The sun, too, came out hot and brilliant, shedding a warm radiance over the little sea-girt spot as well as over the hearts of the crew.

Human nature exhibits wonderful and sudden changes. Men spring from the depths of despair to the very summit, of light-hearted hope, and very frequently, too, without a very obvious cause to account for the violent change. Before the day after the storm was far advanced, every one on the sandbank seemed to be as joyous as though there was no danger of starvation whatever. There was, however, sufficient to produce the change in the altered aspect of affairs. For one thing, the warm sun began to make them feel comfortable  and really it is wonderful how ready men are to shut their eyes to the actual state of existing things if they can only enjoy a little present comfort. Then the ship was driven so high up on the rocks as to be almost beyond the reach of the waves, and she had not been dashed to pieces, as had at first been deemed inevitable, so that the stores and provisions in her might be secured, and the party be thus enabled to subsist on their ocean prison until set free by some passing ship.

Under the happy influence of these improved circumstances every one went about the work of rendering their island home more comfortable, in good, almost in gleeful spirits. Phil Briant indulged in jests which a few hours ago would have been deemed profane, and Gurney actually volunteered the song of the man wot got his nose froze; but every one declined to listen to it, on the plea that it reminded them too forcibly of the cold of the early morning. Even the saturnine steward, Tarquin, looked less ferocious than usual, and King Bumble became so loquacious that he was ordered more than once to hold his tongue and to shut up.

The work they had to do was indeed of no light nature. They had to travel to and fro between the ship and the rocks on the rope-cable, a somewhat laborious achievement, in order to bring ashore such things as they absolutely required. A quantity of biscuit, tea, coffee, and sugar were landed without receiving much damage, then a line was fastened to a cask of salt beef, and this, with a few more provisions, was drawn ashore the first day, and placed under the shelter of the largest rock on the point. On the following day it was resolved that a raft should be constructed, and everything that could in any way prove useful be brought to the sandbank and secured. For Captain Dunning well knew that another storm might arise as quickly as the former had done, and although the ship at present lay in comparatively quiet water, the huge billows that would be dashed against her in such circumstances would be certain to break her up and scatter her cargo on the breast of the all-devouring sea.

In the midst of all this activity and bustle there sat one useless and silent, but exceedingly grave and uncommonly attentive spectator, namely, Jacko the monkey. That sly and sagacious individual, seeing that no one intended to look after him, had during the whole of the recent storm wisely looked after himself. He had ensconced himself in a snug and comparatively sheltered corner under the afterpart of the weather-bulwarks. But when he saw the men one by one leaving the ship, and proceeding to the shore by means of the rope, he began to evince an anxiety as to his own fate which had in it something absolutely human. Jacko was the last man, so to speak, to leave the Red Eric. Captain Dunning, resolving, with the true spirit of a brave commander; to reserve that honour to himself, had seen the last man, he thought, out of the ship, and was two-thirds of the distance along the rope on his way to land, when Jim Scroggles, who was always either in or out of the way at the most inopportune moments, came rushing up from below, whither he had gone to secure a favourite brass finger-ring, and scrambled over the side.

It would be difficult to say whether Jims head, or feet, or legs, or knees, or arms went over the side first,  they all got over somehow, nobody knew how  and in the getting over his hat flew off and was lost for ever.

Seeing this, and feeling, no doubt, the momentous truth of that well-known adage Now or never, Master Jacko uttered a shriek, bounded from his position of fancied security, and seized Jim Scroggles firmly by the hair, resolved apparently to live or perish along with him. As to simply clambering along that cable to the shore. Jacko would have thought no more of it than of eating his dinner. Had he felt so disposed he could have walked along it, or hopped along it, or thrown somersaults along it. But to proceed along it while it was at one moment thirty feet above the sea, rigid as a bar of iron, and the next moment several feet under the mad turmoil of the raging billows  this it was that filled his little bosom with inexpressible horror, and induced him to cling with a tight embrace to the hair of the head of his bitterest enemy!

Having gained the shore, Jacko immediately took up his abode in the warmest spot on that desolate sandbank, which was the centre of the mass of cowering and shivering men who sought shelter under the lee of the rocks, where he was all but squeezed to death, but where he felt comparatively warm, nevertheless. When the sun came out he perched himself in a warm nook of the rock near to Ailie, and dried himself, after which, as we have already hinted, he superintended the discharging of the cargo and the arrangements made for a prolonged residence on the sandbank.

Och! but yer a queer cratur, remarked Briant, as he passed, chucking the monkey under the chin.

Oo-oo-oo-ee-o! replied Jacko.

Very thrue, no doubt  but I havent time to spake to ye jist yet, lad, replied Briant, with a laugh, as he ran down to the beach and seized a barrel which had just been hauled to the waters edge.

What are you going to do with the wood, papa? asked Ailie.

The captain had seized an axe at the moment, and began vigorously to cut up a rough plank which had been driven ashore by the waves.

Im going to make a fire, my pet, to warm your cold toes.

But my toes are not cold, papa; youve no idea how comfortable I am.

Ailie did indeed look comfortable at that moment, for she was lying on a bed of dry sand, with a thick blanket spread over her.

Well, then, it will do to warm Jackos toes, if yours dont want it; and besides, we all want a cup of tea after our exertions. The first step towards that end, you know, is to make a fire.

So saying, the captain piled up dry wood in front of the place where Ailie lay, and in a short time had a capital fire blazing, and a large tin kettle full of fresh water boiling thereon.

It may be as well to remark here that the water had been brought in a small keg from the ship, for not a single drop of fresh water was found on the sandbank after the most careful search. Fortunately, however, the water-tanks of the Red Eric still contained a large supply.

During the course of that evening a sort of shed or tent was constructed out of canvas and a few boards placed against the rock. This formed a comparatively comfortable shelter, and one end of it was partitioned off for Ailies special use. No one was permitted to pass the curtain that hung before the entrance to this little boudoir, except the captain, who claimed a right to do what he pleased, and Glynn, who was frequently invited to enter in order to assist its fair occupant in her multifarious arrangements, and Jacko, who could not be kept out by any means that had yet been hit upon, except by killing him; but as Ailie objected to this, he was suffered to take up his abode there, and, to do him justice, he behaved very well while domiciled in that place.

It is curious to note how speedily little children, and men too, sometimes, contrive to forget the unpleasant or the sad, or, it may be, the dangerous circumstances in which they may chance to be placed, while engaged in the minute details incident to their peculiar position. Ailie went about arranging her little nest under the rock with as much zeal and cheerful interest as if she were playing at houses in her own room at home. She decided that one corner was peculiarly suited for her bed, because there was a small rounded rock in it which looked like a pillow; so Glynn was directed to spread the tarpaulin and the blankets there. Another corner exhibited a crevice in the rock, which seemed so suitable for a kennel for Jacko that the arrangement was agreed to on the spot. We say agreed to, because Ailie suggested everything to Glynn, and Glynn always agreed to everything that Ailie suggested, and stood by with a hammer and nails and a few pieces of plank in his hands ready to fulfil her bidding, no matter what it should be. So Jacko was sent for to be introduced to his new abode, but Jacko was not to be found, for the very good reason that he had taken possession of the identical crevice some time before, and at that moment was enjoying a comfortable nap in its inmost recess. Then Ailie caused Glynn to put up a little shelf just over her head, which he did with considerable difficulty, because it turned out that nails could not easily be driven into the solid rock. After that a small cave at the foot of the apartment was cleaned out and Ailies box placed there. All this and sundry other pieces of work were executed by the young sailor and his little friend with an amount of cheerful pleasantry that showed they had, in the engrossing interest of their pursuit, totally forgotten the fact that they were cast away on a sandbank on which were neither food nor water, nor wood, except what was to be found in the wrecked ship, and around which for thousands of miles rolled the great billows of the restless sea.




Chapter Seventeen.

Life on the Sandbank  Ailie takes Possession of Fairyland  Glynn and Bumble Astonish the Little Fishes.

In order that the reader may form a just conception of the sandbank on which the crew of the Red Eric had been wrecked, we shall describe it somewhat carefully.

It lay in the Southern Ocean, a little to the west of the longitude of the Cape of Good Hope, and somewhere between 2000 and 3000 miles to the south of it. As has been already remarked, the bank at its highest point was little more than a few feet above the level of the ocean, the waves of which in stormy weather almost, and the spray of which altogether, swept over it. In length it was barely fifty yards, and in breadth about forty. Being part of a coral reef, the surface of it was composed of the beautiful white sand that is formed from coral by the dashing waves. At one end of the bank  that on which the ship had struck  the reef rose into a ridge of rock, which stood a few feet higher than the level of the sand, and stretched out into the sea about twenty yards, with its points projecting here and there above water. On the centre of the bank at its highest point one or two very small blades of green substance were afterwards discovered. So few were they, however, and so delicate, that we feel justified in describing the spot as being utterly destitute of verdure. Ailie counted those green blades many a time after they were discovered. There were exactly thirty-five of them; twenty-six were, comparatively speaking, large; seven were of medium size, and two were extremely small  so small and thin that Ailie wondered they did not die of sheer delicacy of constitution on such a barren spot. The greater part of the surface of the bank was covered with the fine sand already referred to, but there were one or two spots which were covered with variously-sized pebbles, and an immense number of beautiful small shells.

On such a small and barren spot one would think there was little or nothing to admire. But this was not the case. Those persons whose thoughts are seldom allowed to fix attentively on any subject, are apt to fall into the mistake of supposing that in this world there are a great many absolutely uninteresting things. Many things are, indeed, uninteresting to individuals, but there does not exist a single thing which has not a certain amount of interest to one or another cast of mind, and which will not afford food for contemplation, and matter fitted to call forth our admiration for its great and good Creator.

We know a valley so beautiful that it has been for generations past, and will probably be for generations to come, the annual resort of hundreds of admiring travellers. The valley cannot be seen until you are almost in it. The country immediately around it is no way remarkable; it is even tame. Many people would exclaim at first sight in reference to it, How uninteresting.

It requires a close view, a minute inspection, to discover the beauties that lie hidden there.

So was it with our sandbank. Ailies first thoughts were, Oh! how dreary; how desolate! and in some respects she was right; but she dwelt there long enough to discover things that charmed her eye and her imagination, and caused her sometimes to feel as if she had been transported to the realms of Fairyland.

We do not say, observe, that the crew of the Red Eric were ever blessed with such dreams. Jim Scroggles, for instance, had no eye for the minute beauties or wonders of creation. Jim, according to his own assertion, could see about as far through a millstone as most men. He could apostrophise his eye, on certain occasions, and tell it  as though its own power of vision were an insufficient medium of information  that that wos a stunnin iceberg; or that that wos a gale and a half, fit to tear the masts out o the ship amost. But for any less majestic object in nature, Jim Scroggles had nothing to say either to his eye, or his nose, or his shipmates.

As was Jim Scroggles, so were most of the other men. Hence they grumbled a good deal at their luckless condition. But upon the whole they were pretty cheerful  especially at meal-times  and, considering their circumstances, they behaved very well.

Glynn Proctor was a notable exception to the prevailing rule of indifference to small things. By nature he was of a superior stamp of mind to his comrades; besides, he had been better educated; and more than all, he was at that time under the influence of Ailie Dunning. She admired what she admired; he liked what she liked; he looked with interest at the things which she examined. Had Ailie sat down beside the stock of an old anchor and looked attentively at it, Glynn would have sat down and stared at it too, in the firm belief that there was something there worth looking at! Glynn laughed aloud sometimes at himself, to think how deeply interested he had become in the child, for up to that time he had rather avoided than courted the society of children; and he used to say to Ailie that the sailors would begin to call her his little sweetheart, if he spent so much of his time with her; to which Ailie would reply by asking what a sweetheart was; whereat Glynn would laugh immoderately; whereupon Ailie would tell him not to be stupid, but to come and play with her!

All the sailors, even including the taciturn Tarquin, had a tender feeling of regard for the little girl who shared their fortunes at that time, but with the exception of Glynn, none were capable of sympathising with her in her pursuits. Tim Rokens, her father, and Dr Hopley did to some extent, but these three had their minds too deeply filled with anxiety about their critical position to pay her much attention, beyond the kindest concern for her physical wants. King Bumble, too, we beg his pardon, showed considerable interest in her. The sable assistant of Nikel Sling shone conspicuous at this trying time, for his activity, good-humour, and endurance, and in connection with Phil Briant, Gurney, and Jacko, kept up the spirits of the shipwrecked men wonderfully.

Close under the rocks, on the side farthest removed from the spot where the rude tent was pitched, there was a little bay or creek, not more than twenty yards in diameter, which Ailie appropriated and called Fairyland! It was an uncommonly small spot, but it was exceedingly beautiful and interesting. The rocks, although small, were so broken and fantastically formed, that when Ailie crept close in amongst them, and so placed herself that the view of the sandbank was entirely shut out, and nothing was to be seen but little pools of crystal water and rocklets, with their margin of dazzling white sand, and the wreck of the ship in the distance, with the deep blue sea beyond, she quite forgot where she actually was, and began to wander in the most enchanting daydreams. But when, as often happened, there came towering thick masses of snowy clouds, like mountain peaks and battlements in the bright blue sky, her delight was so great that she could find no words to express it.

At such times  sometimes with Glynn by her side, sometimes alone  she would sit in a sunny nook, or in a shady nook if she felt too warm, and invite innumerable hosts of fairies to come and conduct her through interminable tracts of pure-white cloud region, and order such unheard-of wild creatures (each usually wanting a tail, or a leg, or an ear) to come out of the dark caves, that had they been all collected in one garden for exhibition to the public, that zoological garden would have been deemed, out of sight, the greatest of all the wonders of the world!

When a little wearied with those aerial journeys she would return to Fairyland, and, leaning over the brinks of the pools, peer down into their beautiful depths for hours at a time.

Ailies property of Fairyland had gardens, too, of the richest possible kind, full of flowers of the most lovely and brilliant hues. But the flowers were scentless, and, alas! she could not pluck them, for those gardens were all under water; they grew at the bottom of the sea!

Yes, reader, if the land was barren on that ocean islet, the pools there made up for it by presenting to view the most luxuriant marine vegetation. There were forests of branching coral of varied hues; there were masses of fan-shaped sponges; there were groves of green and red sea-weeds; and beds of red, and white, and orange, and striped creatures that stuck to the rocks, besides little fish with bright coloured backs that played there as if they really enjoyed living always under water  which is not easy for us, you know, to realise! And above all, the medium of water between Ailie and these things was so pure and pellucid when no breeze fanned the surface, that it was difficult to believe, unless you touched it, there was any water there at all.

While Ailie thus spent her time, or at least her leisure time, for she was by no means an idler in that busy little isle, the men were actively engaged each day in transporting provisions from the Red Eric to the sandbank, and in making them as secure as circumstances would admit of. For this purpose a raft had been constructed, and several trips a day were made to and from the wreck, so that in the course of a few days a considerable stock of provisions was accumulated on the bank. This was covered with tarpaulin, and heavy casks of salt junk were placed on the corners and edges to keep it down.

Ill tell ye wot it is, messmates, remarked Gurney, one day, as they sat down round their wood fire to dine in front of their tent, were purvisioned for six months at least, an if the weather only keeps fine Ive no objection to remain wotiver.

Maybe, said Briant, yell have to remain that time whether ye object or not.

By no means, Paddy, retorted Gurney; I could swum off to sea and be drownded if I liked.

No ye couldnt, avic, said Briant.

Why not? demanded Gurney.

Cause ye havent the pluck, replied Phil.

Ill pluck the nose off yer face, said Gurney, in affected anger.

No ye wont, cried Phil, cause av ye do Ill spile the soup by heavin it all over ye.

Oh! exclaimed Gurney, with a look of horror, listen to him, messmates, he calls it soup  the nasty kettle o dirty water! Well, well, its lucky we haint got nothin better to compare it with.

But, I say, lads, interposed Jim Scroggles, seriously, wotll we do if it comes on to blow a gale and blows away all our purvisions?

Ay, boys, cried Dick Barnes, that eres the question, as Hamlet remarked to his grandfathers ghost; wot is to come on us supposin it comes on to blow sich a snorin gale asll blow the whole sandbank away, carryin us and our prog overboard along with it?

Wots that there soup made of? demanded Tim Rokens.

Salt junk and peas, replied Nikel Sling.

Ah! I thought there was somethin else in it, said Tim, carelessly, for it seems to perdooce oncommon bad jokes in them wot eats of it.

Now, Tim, dont you go for to be sorcostic, but tell us a story.

Me tell a story? No, no, lads; theres Glynn Proctor, hes the boy for you. Where is he?

Hes aboard the wreck just now. The capn sent him for charts and quadrants, and suchlike cooriosities. Come, Gurney, tell you one if Tim wont. How wos it, now, that you so mistook yer trade as to come for to go to sea?

I cant very well tell ye, answered Gurney, who, having finished dinner, had lit his pipe, and was now extended at full length on the sand, leaning on one arm. Ye see, lads, Ive had more or less to do with the sea, I have, since ever I comed into this remarkable world  not that I ever, to my knowledge, knew one less coorous, for I never was up in the stars; no more, I spose, was ever any o you. I was born at sea, dye see? I dont xactly know how I comed for to be born there, but I wos told that I wos, and if them as told me spoke truth, I spose I wos. I was washed overboard in gales three times before I comed for to know myself at all. When I first came alive, so to speak, to my own certain knowledge, I wos a-sitting on the top of a hen-coop aboard an East Indiaman, roarin like a mad bull as had lost his senses; cause why? the hens wos puttin their heads through the bars o the coops, and pickin at the calves o my legs as fierce as if theyd suddenly turned cannibals, and rather liked it. From that time I began a life o misery. My life before that had bin pretty much the same, it seems, but I didnt know it, so it didnt matter. Dye know, lads, when ye dont know a thing its all the same as if it didnt exist, an so, in coorse, it dont matter.

Oh! exclaimed the first mate, who came up at the moment, ave hany o you fellows got a note-book in which we may record that horacular and truly valuable hobserwation?

No one happening to possess a note-book, Gurney was allowed to proceed with his account of himself.

Ships has bin my houses all along up to this here date. I dont believe, lads as ever I wos above two months ashore at a time all the coorse of my life, an mostly not as long as that. The smell o tar and the taste o salt water wos the fust things I iver comed across xcept the Line, I comed across that jist about the time I wos born, so Im told  and the smell o tar and taste o salt waters wot Ive bin used to most o my life, and moreover, wot I likes best. One old gentleman as took a fancy to me wen I wos a boy, said to me, one fine day, wen I chanced to be ashore visitin my mother  says he, My boy, would ye like to go with me and live in the country, and be a gardner? Wot, says I, keep a garding, and plant taters, and hoe flowers an cabidges? Yes, says he, at least, somethin o that sort. No, thankee, says I; I blong to the sea, I do; I wouldnt leave that ere no more nor I would quit my first love if I had one. Im a sailor, I am, out and out, through and through  true blue, and no mistake, an no one need go for to try to cause me for to forsake my purfession, and live on shore like a turnip  thats wot I says to that old genlemen. Yes, lads, Ive roamed the wide ocean, as the song says, far an near. Ive bin tattooed by the New Zealanders, and Ive danced with the Hottentots, and ate puppy dogs with the Chinese, and fished whales in the North Seas, and run among the ice near the South Pole, and fowt with pirates, and done service on boord of men-o-war and merchantmen, and junks, and bumboats; but I never, concluded Gurney, looking round with a sigh, I never came for to be located on a sandbank in the middle of the ocean.

No more did any on us, added Rokens, Moreover, if were not picked up soon by a ship o some sort, were not likely to be located here long, for we cant live on salt junk for ever; we shall all die o the scurvy.

There was just enough of possible and probable truth in the last remark to induce a feeling of sadness among the men for a few minutes, but this was quickly put to flight by the extraordinary movements of Phil Briant. That worthy had left the group round the fire, and had wandered out to the extreme end of the rocky point, where he sat down to indulge, possibly in sad, or mayhap hopeful reflections. He was observed to start suddenly up, and gaze into the sea eagerly for a few seconds; then he cut a caper, slapped his thigh, and ran hastily towards the tent.

What now? where away, Phil? cried one of the men.

Briant answered not, but speedily reappeared at the opening of the tent door with a fishing-line and hook. Hastening to the point of rock, he opened a small species of shell-fish that he found there, wherewith he baited his hook, and then cast it into the sea. In a few minutes he felt a twitch, which caused him to return a remarkably vigorous twitch, as it were in reply.

The fish and the sailor for some minutes acted somewhat the part of electricians in a telegraph office; when the fish twitched, Briant twitched; when the fish pulled and paused, Briant pulled and paused, and when the fish held on hard, Briant pulled hard, and finally pulled him ashore, and a very nice plump rock-codling he was. There were plenty of them, so in a short time there was no lack of fresh fish, and Rokens fear that they would have to live on salt junk was not realised.

Fishing for rock-codlings now became one of the chief recreations of the men while not engaged in bringing various necessaries from the wreck. But for many days at first they found their hands fully occupied in making their new abode habitable, in enlarging and improving the tent, which soon by degrees came to merit the name of a hut, and in inventing various ingenious contrivances for the improvement of their condition. It was not until a couple of weeks had passed that time began to hang heavy on their hands and fishing became a general amusement.

They all fished, except Jacko. Even Ailie tried it once or twice, but she did not like it and soon gave it up. As for Jacko, he contented himself with fishing with his hands, in a sly way, among the provision casks, at which occupation he was quite an adept; and many a nice tit-bit did he fish up and secrete in his private apartment for future use. Like many a human thief, Jacko was at last compelled to leave the greater part of his ill-gotten and hoarded gains behind him.

One day Glynn and Ailie sat by the margin of a deep pool in Fairyland, gazing down into its clear depths. The suns rays penetrated to the very bottom, revealing a thousand beauties in form and colour that called forth from Ailie the most extravagant expressions of admiration. She wound up one of those eloquent bursts by saying  

Oh, Glynn, how very, very much I do wish I could go down there and play with the dear, exquisite, darling little fishes!

Youd surprise them, I suspect, said Glynn. Its rather too deep a pool to play in unless you were a mermaid.

How deep is it, Glynn?

Bout ten feet, I think.

So much? It does not look like it. What a very pretty bit of coral I see over there, close to the white rock; do you see it? It is bright pink. Oh, I would like so much to have it.

Would you? cried Glynn, jumping up and throwing off his jacket; then here goes for it.

So saying he clasped his hands above his head, and bending forward, plunged into the pool and went straight at the piece of pink coral, head-foremost, like an arrow!

Glynn was lightly clad. His costume consisted simply of a pair of white canvas trousers and a blue striped shirt, with a silk kerchief round his neck, so that his movements in the water were little, if at all, impeded by his clothes. At the instant he plunged into the water King Bumble happened to approach, and while Ailie stood, petrified with fear as she saw Glynn struggling violently at the bottom of the pool, her sable companion stood looking down with a grin from ear to ear that displayed every one of his white teeth.

Dont be fraid, Missie Ally, said the negro; hims know wot hims doin, ho yis!

Before Ailie could reply, Glynn was on the surface spluttering and brushing the hair from his forehead with one hand, while with the other he hugged to his breast the piece of pink coral.

Here  it  ha!  is. My breath  oh  is amost gone  Ailie  catch hold! cried he, as he held out the coveted piece of rock to the child, and scrambled out of the pool.

Oh, thank you, Glynn; but why did you go down so quick and stay so long? I got such a fright.

You bin pay your spects to de fishes, said Bumble, with a grin.

Yes, I have, Bumble, and they say that if you stare at them any longer with your great goggle eyes theyll all go mad with horror and die right off. Have you caught any codlings, Bumble?

Yis, me hab, an me hab come for to make a preeposol to Missie Ally.

A what, Bumble?

A preeposol  a digestion.

I suppose you mean a suggestion, eh?

Yis, dat the berry ting.

Well, out with it.

Dis am it. Me ketch rock-coddles; well, me put em in bucket ob water an bring em to you, Missie Ally, an you put em into dat pool and tame em, an hab great fun with em. Eeh! wot you tink?

Oh, it will be so nice. How good of you to think about it, Bumble; do get them as quick as you can.

Bumble looked grave and hesitated.

Why, whats wrong? inquired Glynn.

Oh, noting. Me only tink me not take the trouble to put em into dat pool where de fishes speak so imperently ob me. Stop, me will go an ask if dey sorry for wot dey hab say.

So saying the negro uttered a shout, sprang straight up into the air, doubled his head down and his heels up, and cleft the water like a knife. Glynn uttered a cry something between a yell and a laugh, and sprang after him, falling flat on the water and dashing the whole pool into foam, and there the two wallowed about like two porpoises, to the unbounded delight of Ailie, who stood on the brink laughing until the tears ran down her cheeks, and to the unutterable horror, no doubt, of the little fish.

The rock-codlings were soon caught and transferred to the pool, in which, after that, neither Glynn nor Bumble were suffered to dive or swim, and Ailie succeeded, by means of regularly feeding them, in making the little fish less afraid of her than they were at first.

But while Ailie and Glynn were thus amusing themselves and trying to make the time pass as pleasantly as possible, Captain Dunning was oppressed with the most anxious forebodings. They had now been several weeks on the sandbank. The weather had, during that time, been steadily fine and calm, and their provisions were still abundant, but he knew that this could not last. Moreover, he found on consulting his charts that he was far out of the usual course of ships, and that deliverance could only be expected in the shape of a chance vessel.

Oppressed with these thoughts, which, however, he carefully concealed from every one except Tim Rokens and the doctor, the captain used to go on the point of rocks every day and sit there for hours, gazing out wistfully over the sea.




Chapter Eighteen.

Matters Grow Worse and Worse  The Mutiny  Commencement of Boat-Building, and Threatening Storms.

One afternoon, about three weeks after the Red Eric had been wrecked on the sandbank, Captain Dunning went out on the point of rocks, and took up his accustomed position there. Habit had now caused him to go to the point with as much regularity as a sentinel. But on the present occasion anxiety was more deeply marked on his countenance than usual, for dark, threatening clouds were seen accumulating on the horizon, an unnatural stillness prevailed in the hot atmosphere and on the glassy sea, and everything gave indication of an approaching storm.

While he sat on a low rock, with his elbows on his knees, and his chin resting in his hands, he felt a light touch on his shoulder, and looking round, found Ailie standing by his side. Catching her in his arms, he pressed her fervently to his heart, and for the first time spoke to her in discouraging tones.

My own darling, said he, parting the hair from her forehead, and gazing at the child with an expression of the deepest sadness, I fear we shall never quit this dreary spot.

Ailie looked timidly in her fathers face, for his agitated manner, more than his words, alarmed her.

Wont we leave it, dear papa, said she, to go up yonder? and she pointed to a gathering mass of clouds overhead, which, although heavy with dark shadows, had still a few bright, sunny points of resemblance to the fairy realms in which she delighted to wander in her daydreams.

The captain made no reply; but, shutting his eyes, and drawing Ailie close to his side, he uttered a long and fervent prayer to God for deliverance, if He should see fit, or for grace to endure with Christian resignation and fortitude whatever He pleased to send upon them.

When he concluded, and again looked up, Dr Hopley was standing beside them, with his head bowed upon his breast.

I fear, doctor, said the captain, that I have broken my resolution not to alarm my dear Ailie by word or look. Yet why should I conceal from her the danger of our position? Her prayers for help ought to ascend, as well as ours, to Him who alone can deliver us from evil at any time, but who makes us to feel, as well as know, the fact at such times as these.

But I am not afraid, papa, said Ailie quickly. Im never afraid when you are by me; and Ive known we were in danger all along, for Ive heard everybody talking about it often and often, and Ive always prayed for deliverance, and surely it must come; for has not Jesus said if we ask anything in His name He will give it to us?

True, darling; but He means only such things as will do us good.

Of course, papa, if I asked for a bad thing, I would not expect Him to give me that.

Deliverance from death, said the doctor, is a good thing, yet we cannot be sure that God will grant our prayer for that.

There are worse things than death, doctor, replied the captain; it may be sometimes better for men to die than to live. It seems to me that we ought to use the words, if it please the Lord, more frequently than we do in prayer. Deliverance from sin needs no such if, but deliverance from death does.

At this point the conversation was interrupted by Tim Rokens, who came up to the captain, and said respectfully  

If ye please, sir, it ud be as well if ye wos to speak to the men; theres somethin like mutiny a-goin on, I fear.

Mutiny! why, what about?

Its about the spirits. Some on em says as how they wants to enjoy theirselves here as much as they can, for they wont have much chance o doin so ashore any more. Its my belief that fellow Tarquins at the bottom ot.

Theres not much spirits aboard the wreck to fight about, said the captain, somewhat bitterly, as they all rose, and hurried towards the hut. I only brought a supply for medicine; but it must not be touched, however little there is.

When the captain came up, he found the space in front of their rude dwelling a scene of contention and angry dispute that bade fair to end in a fight. Tarquin was standing before the first mate, with his knife drawn, and using violent language and gesticulations towards him, while the latter stood by the raft, grasping a handspike, with which he threatened to knock the steward down if he set foot on it. The men were grouped round them, some with looks that implied a desire to side with Tarquin, while others muttered Shame!

Shame! cried Tarquin, looking fiercely round on his shipmates, who cried shame? Were pretty sure all on us to be starved to death on this reef; and its my opinion, that since we havent got to live long, we should try to enjoy ourselves as much as we can. Theres not much spirits aboard, mores the pity; but what there is I shall have. So again I say, who cried Shame?

I did, said Glynn Proctor, stepping quickly forward; and I invite all who think with me to back me up.

Here ye are, me boy, said Phil Briant, starting forward, and baring his brawny arms, as was his invariable custom in such circumstances. Its meself asll stick by ye, lad, av the whole crew should go with that half-caste crokidile.

Gurney and Dick Barnes immediately sided with Glynn also, but Jim Scroggles and Nikel Sling, and, to the surprise of every one, Markham, the second mate, sided with the steward. As the opposing parties glanced at each other, Glynn observed that, although his side was superior in numbers, some of the largest and most powerful men of the crew were among his opponents, and he felt that a conflict between such men must inevitably be serious. Matters had almost come to a crisis when Dr Hopley and the captain approached the scene of action. The latter saw at a glance the state of affairs, and stepping up to the steward, ordered him at once into the hut.

Tarquin seemed to waver for a moment under the stern gaze of his commander; but he suddenly swore a terrible oath, and said that he would not obey.

Youre no longer in command of us, he said gruffly, now that you have lost your ship. Every man may do what he pleases.

May he? replied the captain; then it pleases me to do that! and, launching out his clenched right hand with all his might, he hit the steward therewith right between the eyes.

Tarquin went down as if he had been shot, and lay stunned and at full length upon the sand.

Now, my lads, cried the captain, turning towards the men, what he said just now is so far right. Having lost my ship, I am no longer entitled to command you; but my command does not cease unless a majority of you choose that it should. Tarquin has taken upon himself to decide the question, without asking your opinion, which amounts to mutiny, and mutiny, under the circumstances in which we are placed, requires to be promptly dealt with. I feel it right to say this, because I am a man of peace, as you well know, and do not approve of a too ready appeal to the fists for the settlement of a dispute.

Ah, then, mores the pity! interrupted Briant, for ye use them oncommon well.

A suppressed laugh followed this remark.

Silence, men, this is no time for jesting. One of our shipmates has, not long since, been taken suddenly from us; it may be that we shall all of us be called into the presence of our Maker before many days pass over us. We have much to do that will require to be done promptly and well, if we would hope to be delivered at all, and the question must be decided now whether I am to command you, or every one is to do what he pleases.

I votes for Capen Dunning, exclaimed Gurney.

So does I, cried Jim Scroggles; who, being somewhat weather-cockish in his nature, turned always with wonderful facility to the winning side.

Three cheers for the capen, cried Dick Barnes, suiting the action to the word.

Almost every voice joined in the vociferous cheer with which this proposal was received.

An wan more for Miss Ailie, shouted Phil Briant.

Even Jacko lent his voice to the tremendous cheer that followed, for Briant in his energy chanced to tread on that creatures unfortunate tail, which always seemed to be in his own way as well as in that of every one else, and the shriek that he uttered rang high above the laughter into which the cheer degenerated, as some one cried, Ah, Pat, trust you, my boy, for rememberin the ladies!

Order having been thus happily restored, and Captain Dunning having announced that the late attempt at mutiny should thenceforth be buried in total oblivion, a council was called, in order to consider seriously their present circumstances, and to devise, if possible, some means of escape.

My lads, said the captain, when they were all assembled, Ive been ponderin over matters ever since we were cast away on this bank, an Ive at last come to the conclusion that our only chance of gettin away is to build a small boat and fit her out for a long voyage. I need not tell you that this chance is a poor one  well-nigh a forlorn hope. Had it been better I would have spoken before now, and began the work sooner; but I have lived from day to day in the hope of a ship heaving in sight. This is a vain hope. We are far out of the usual track of all ships here. None come this way, except such as may chance to be blown out of their course, as we were; and even if one did come within sight, its ten chances to one that we should fail to attract attention on such a low bank as this.

Ive had several reliable observations of late, and I find that we are upwards of two thousand miles from the nearest known land, which is the Cape of Good Hope. I propose, therefore, that we should strip off as much of the planking of the wreck as will suit our purpose, get the carpenters chest landed, and commence work at once. Now, what say you? If anyone has a better plan to suggest, Ill be only to glad to adopt it, for such a voyage in so slim a craft as we can build here will be one necessarily replete with danger.

Ill tell ye wot it is, capen, said Tim Rokens, rising up, taking off his cap, and clearing his throat, as if he were about to make a studied oration. Weve not none on us got no suggestions to make wotsomdiver. Youve only got to give the word and well go to work; an the sooner you does so the better, for its my blief well have a gale afore long thatll pretty well stop work altogether as long as it lasts.

The indications in the sky gave such ample testimony to the justness of Rokens observations that no more time was wasted in discussion. Dick Barnes, who acted the part of ships carpenter when not otherwise engaged, went out to the wreck on the raft, with a party of men under command of Mr Millons, to fetch planking and the necessary material for the construction of a boat, while the remainder of the crew, under the captains superintendence, prepared a place near Fairyland for laying the keel.

This spot was selected partly on account of the convenient formation of the shore for the launching of the boat when finished, and partly because that would be the lee side of the rocky point when the coming storm should burst. For the latter reason the hut was removed to Fairyland, and poor Ailie had the mortification in a few hours of seeing her little paradise converted into an unsightly wreck of confusion. Alas! how often this is the case in human affairs of greater moment; showing the folly of setting our hearts on the things of earth. It seems at first sight a hard passage, that, in the Word of God. What? the enthusiastic but thoughtless are ready to exclaim, not love the world! the bright, beautiful world that was made by God to be enjoyed? Not love our fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters, wives? not give our warmest affections to all these? Truly, ye hasty ones, if you would but earnestly consider it, you would find that God not only permits, but requires us to love all that is good and beautiful here, as much as we will, as much as we can; but we ought to love Himself more. If this be our happy condition, then our hearts are not set on the world; on the contrary, they are set free to love the world and all that is lovable in it  of which there is very, very much  more, probably than the best of men suppose. Else, wherefore does the Father love it and care for it so tenderly?

But Ailie had not set her heart on her possessions on the sandbank. She felt deep regret for a time, it is true, and in feeling thus she indulged a right and natural impulse, but that impulse did not lead to the sin of murmuring. Her sorrow soon passed away, and she found herself as cheerful and happy afterwards in preparing for her long, long voyage as ever she had been in watching the gambols of her fish, or in admiring the lovely hues of the weeds and coral rocks in the limpid pools of Fairyland.

It was a fortunate circumstance that Captain Dunning set about the preparations for building the boat that afternoon, for the storm burst upon them sooner than had been expected, and long before all the requisite stores and materials had been rafted from the wreck.

The most important things, however, had been procured  such as the carpenters chest, a large quantity of planking, oakum, and cordage, and several pieces of sail cloth, with the requisite thread and needles for making boat sails. Still, much was wanting when the increasing violence of the wind compelled them to leave off work.

Some of the men were now ordered to set about securing such materials as had been collected, while others busied themselves in fixing ropes to the hut and rolling huge masses of coral rock against its fragile walls to steady it.

Av ye plaze, sir, said Briant to the Captain, wiping his forehead as he approached with a lump of tarry canvas which he used in default of a better pocket-handkerchief, av ye plaze, sir, wotll I do now?

Do something useful, lad, whatever you do, said the captain, looking up from the hole which he was busily engaged in digging for the reception of a post to steady the hut. Theres lots of work; you can please yourself as to choice.

Then I comed fur to suggist that the purvisions and things a-top o the sandbank isnt quite so safe as they might be.

True, Briant; I was just thinking of that as you came up. Go and see you make a tight job of it. Get Rokens to help you.

Briant hurried off, and calling his friend, walked with him to the top of the sandbank, leaning heavily against the gale, and staggering as they went. The blast now whistled so that they could scarcely hear each other talk.

Well be blowed right into the sea, shouted Tim, as the two reached a pile of casks and cases.

Sure, thats me own belaif entirely, roared his companion.

What dye say to dig a hole and stick the things in it? yelled Rokens.

Were not fit, screamed Phil.

Lets try, shrieked the other.

To this Briant replied by falling on his knees on the lee side of the goods, and digging with his hands in the sand most furiously. Tim Rokens followed his example, and the two worked like a couple of sea-moles (if such creatures exist) until a hole capable of holding several casks was formed. Into this they stowed all the biscuit casks and a few other articles, and covered them up with sand. The remainder they covered with tarpaulin, and threw sand and stones above it until the heap was almost buried out of sight. This accomplished, they staggered back to the hut as fast as they could.

Here they found everything snugly secured, and as the rocks effectually sheltered the spot from the gale, with the exception of an occasional eddying blast that drove the sand in their faces, they felt comparatively comfortable. Lighting their pipes, they sat down among their comrades to await the termination of the storm.


Chapter Nineteen.

The Storm.

A storm in almost all circumstances is a grand and solemnising sight, one that forces man to feel his own weakness and his Makers might and majesty. But a storm at sea in southern latitudes, where the winds are let loose with a degree of violence that is seldom or never experienced in the temperate zones, is so terrific that no words can be found to convey an adequate idea of its appalling ferocity.

The storm that at this time burst upon the little sandbank on which the shipwrecked crew had found shelter, was one of the most furious, perhaps, that ever swept the seas. The wind shrieked as if it were endued with life, tore up the surface of the groaning deep into masses and shreds of foam, which it whirled aloft in mad fury, and then dissipated into a thin blinding mist that filled the whole atmosphere, so that one could scarcely see a couple of yards beyond the spot on which he stood. The hurricane seemed to have reached its highest point soon after sunset that night, and a ray of light from the moon struggled ever and anon through the black hurtling clouds, as if to reveal to the cowering seamen the extreme peril of their situation. The great ocean was lashed into a wide sheet of foam, and the presence of the little isle in the midst of that swirling waste of water was indicated merely by a slight circle of foam that seemed whiter than the rest of the sea.

The men sat silently in their frail hut, listening to the howling blast without. A feeling of awe crept over the whole party, and the most careless and the lightest of heart among the crew of the Red Eric ceased to utter his passing jest, and became deeply solemnised as the roar of the breakers filled his ear, and reminded him that a thin ledge of rock alone preserved him from instant destruction.

The wind has shifted a point, said the captain, who had just risen and opened a chink of the rude door of the hut in order to look out. I see that the keel of the boat is all fast and the planking beside it. The coral rock shelters it just now; but if the wind goes on shifting I fear it will stand a poor chance.

Wed better go out and give it a hextra fastening, suggested Mr Millons.

Not yet. Theres no use of exposing any of the men to the risk of being blown away. The wind may keep steady, in which case Ive no fear for it.

I dun know, said Rokens, who sat beside Ailie, close to the embers of their fire, with a glowing cinder from which he re-lighted his pipe for at least the twentieth time that night. You never can tell wots a-goin to turn up. Ill go out, capen, if ye like, and see that alls fast.

Perhaps youre right, Tim; you may make a bolt across to it, and heave another rock or two on the planking if it seems to require it.

The seaman rose, and putting aside his pipe, threw off his coat, partly in order that he might present as small a surface to the wind as possible, and partly that he might have a dry garment to put on when he returned. As he opened the little door of the hut a rude gust of wind burst in, filling the apartment with spray, and scattering the embers of the fire.

I feared as much, said the captain, as he and the men started up to gather together the pieces of glowing charcoal; that shows the winds shifted another point; if it goes round two points more itll smash our boat to pieces. Look sharp, Tim.

Lean well against the wind, me boy, cried Briant, in a warning voice.

Thus admonished, Rokens issued forth, and dashed across the open space that separated the hut from the low ledge of coral rock behind which the keel of the intended boat and its planking were sheltered. A very few minutes sufficed to show Tim that all was fast, and to enable him to place a few additional pieces of rock above the heap in order to keep it down. Then he prepared to dart back again to the hut, from the doorway of which his proceedings, were watched by the captain and as many of the men as could crowd round it.

Just as the harpooner sprang from the shelter of the rock the blast burst upon the bank with redoubled fury, as if it actually were a sentient being, and wished to catch the sailor in its rude grasp and whirl him away. Rokens bent his stout frame against it with all his might, and stood his ground for a few seconds like a noble tree on some exposed mountain side that has weathered the gales of centuries. Then he staggered, threw his arms wildly in the air, and a moment after was swept from the spot and lost to view in the driving spray that flew over the island.

The thing was so instantaneous that the horrified onlookers could scarcely credit the evidence of their eyes, and they stood aghast for a moment or two ere their feelings found vent in a cry of alarm. Next instant Captain Dunning felt himself rudely pushed aside, and Briant leaped through the doorway, shouting, as he dashed out  

If Tim Rokens goes, its Phil Briant asll go along with him.

The enthusiastic Irishman was immediately lost to view, and Glynn Proctor was about to follow, when the captain seized him by the collar, dragged him back, and shut the door violently.

Keep back, lads, he cried, no one must leave the hut. If these two men cannot save themselves by means of their own strong muscles, no human power can save them.

Glynn, and indeed all of the men, felt this remark to be true, so they sat down round the fire, and looked in each others faces with the expression of men who half believed they must be dreaming. Little was said during the next ten or fifteen minutes; indeed, it was difficult to make their voices heard, owing to the noise of the wind and dashing waves. The captain stood at the door, looking out from time to time with feelings of the deepest anxiety, each moment expecting to see the two sailors struggling back towards the hut; but they did not return. Soon the gale increased to such a degree that every one felt, although no one would acknowledge it even to himself, that there was now no hope of their comrades ever returning.

The wind shifted another point; and now their lost shipmates were for a time forgotten in the anxieties of their own critical position, for their rocky ledge formed only a partial shelter, and every now and then the hut was shaken with a blast so terrible that it threatened to come down about their ears.

Dont you think our house will fall, dear papa? inquired Ailie, as a gust more furious than any that had hitherto passed swept round the rocks, and shook the hut as if it had been made of pasteboard.

God knows, my darling; we are in His hands.

Ailie tried to comfort herself with the thought that her Heavenly Father was indeed the ruler of the storm, and could prevent it from doing them harm if He pleased; but as gust after gust dashed against the frail building, and almost shook it down, while the loud rattling of the boards which composed it almost stunned her, an irresistible feeling of alarm crept over her, despite her utmost efforts to control herself.

The captain now ordered the men to go out and see that the fastenings to windward and the supports to leeward of the hut remained firm, and to add more of them if possible. He set the example by throwing off his coat and leading the way.

This duty was by no means so difficult or dangerous as that which had been previously performed by Rokens, for it must be remembered the hut as yet was only exposed to partial gusts of eddying wind, not to the full violence of the storm. It involved a thorough wetting, however, to all who went. In ten minutes the men re-entered, and put on their dry coats, but as no one knew how soon he might again be called upon to expose himself, none thought of changing his other garments.

Now, Ailie, my pet, said Captain Dunning, sitting down beside his child on the sandy floor of the hut, weve done all we can. If the wind remains as it is our house will stand.

But have you not seen Rokens or Briant? inquired Ailie with an anxious face, while the tears rolled over her cheeks.

The captain shook his head, but made no reply, and the men looked earnestly at each other, as if each sought to gather a ray of hope from the countenance of his friend. While they sat thus, a terrible blast shook the hut to its foundation. Again and again it came with ever-increasing violence, and then it burst on them with a continuous roar like prolonged thunder.

Look out, cried the captain, instinctively clasping Ailie in his arms, while the men sprang to their feet. The stout corner-posts bent over before the immense pressure, and the second mate placed his shoulder against one of those on the windward side of the hut, while Dick Barnes and Nikel Sling did the same to the other.

Its all up with us, cried Tarquin, as part of the roof blew off, and a deluge of water and spray burst in upon them, extinguishing the fire and leaving them in total darkness. At that moment Ailie felt herself seized round the waist by a pair of tiny arms, and putting down her hand, she felt that Jacko was clinging to her with a tight but trembling grasp.

Even in that hour of danger, the child experienced a sensation of pleasure at the mere thought that there was one living creature there which looked up to and clung to her for protection; and although she knew full well that if the stout arm of her father which encircled her were removed, her own strength, in their present circumstances, could not have availed to protect herself, yet she felt a gush of renewed strength and courage at her heart when the poor little monkey put its trembling arms around her.

Lay your shoulders to the weather-wall, lads, cried the captain, as another rush of wind bore down in the devoted hut.

The men obeyed, but their united strength availed nothing against the mighty power that raged without. The wind, as the captain had feared, went round another point, and they were now exposed to the unbroken force of the hurricane. For a few minutes the stout corner-posts of the hut held up, then they began to rend and crack.

Bear down with the blast to the lee of the rocks, lads, cried the captain; its your only chance; dont try to face it.

Almost before the words left his lips the posts snapped with a loud crash; the hut was actually lifted off the ground by the wind, and swept completely away, while most of the men were thrown violently to the ground by the wreck as it passed over their heads. The captain fell like the rest, but he retained his grasp of Ailie, and succeeded in rising, and as the gale carried him away with irresistible fury he bore firmly down to his right, and gained the eddy caused by the rocks which until now had sheltered the hut. He was safe; but he did not feel secure until he had staggered towards the most sheltered part, and placed his child in a cleft of the rock.

Here he found Gurney and Tarquin before him, and soon after Glynn came staggering in, along with one or two others. In less than three minutes after the hut had been blown away, all the men were collected in the cleft, where they crouched down to avoid the pelting, pitiless spray that dashed over their heads.

It is difficult to conceive a more desperate position than that in which they were now placed, yet there and at that moment a thrill of joy passed through the hearts of most, if not all of them, for they heard a shout which was recognised to be the voice of Tim Rokens. It came from the rocks a few yards to their right, and almost ere it had died away, Rokens himself staggered into the sheltering cleft of rock, accompanied by Phil Briant.

Some of the men who had faced the dangers to which they had been exposed with firm nerves and unblanched cheeks, now grew pale, and trembled violently, for they actually believed that the spirits of their lost shipmates had come to haunt them. But these superstitious fears were soon put to flight by the hearty voice of the harpooner, who shook himself like a great Newfoundland dog as he came up, and exclaimed  

Why, wot on airth has brought ye all here?

I think we may say, what has brought you here? replied the captain, as he grasped them each by the hand and shook them with as much energy as if he had not met them for ten years past.

Its aisy to tell that, said Briant, as he crouched down in the midst of the group; Tim and me wos blowd right across the bank, an we should no doubt ha bin blowd right into the sea, but Tim went full split agin one o the casks o salt junk, and I went slap agin him, and we lay for a moment all but dead. Then we crep in the lee o the cask, an lay there till a lull came, when we clapped on all sail, an made for the shelter o the rocks, an shure we got there niver a taste too soon, for it came on to blow the next minit, fit to blow the eyelids off yer face, it did.

Its a fact, added Rokens. Moreover, we tried to git round to the hut, but as we wos twice nearly blowed away wen we tried for to double the point, we greed to stay where we wos till the back o the gale should be broke. But, now, lets hear wots happened.

The huts gone, said Gurney, in reply. Blowed clean over our heads to  I dun know where.

Blowed away? cried Rokens and Briant, in consternation.

Not a stick left, replied the captain.

An the boat? inquired Briant.

Its gone too, I fancy; but we cant be sure.

Then its all up, boys, observed Briant; for nearly every morsel o the prog that wos on the top o the bank is washed away.

This piece of news fell like a thunderbolt on the men, and no one spoke for some minutes. At last the captain said  

Well, lads, we must do the best we can. Thank God, we are still alive; so let us see whether we cant make our present quarters more comfortable.

Setting his men the example, Captain Dunning began to collect the few boards, and bits of canvas that chanced to have been left on that side of the rocky ledge when the hut was removed to the other side, and with these materials a very partial and insufficient shelter was put up. But the space thus inclosed was so small that they were all obliged to huddle together in a mass. Those farthest from the rock were not altogether protected from the spray that flew over their heads, while those nearest to it were crushed and incommoded by their companions.

Thus they passed that eventful night and all the following day, during which the storm raged with such fury that no one dared venture out to ascertain how much, if any, of their provisions and stores were left to them.

During the second night, a perceptible decrease in the violence of the gale took place, and before morning it ceased altogether. The sun rose in unclouded splendour, sending its bright and warm beams up into the clear blue sky and down upon the ocean, which glittered vividly as it still swelled and trembled with agitation. All was serene and calm in the sky, while below the only sound that broke upon the ear was the deep and regular dash of the great breakers that fell upon the shores of the islet, and encircled it with a fringe of purest white.

On issuing from their confined uneasy nest in the cleft of the rock, part of the shipwrecked crew hastened anxiously to the top of the bank to see how much of their valuable store of food was left, while others ran to the spot in Fairyland where the keel of the new boat had been laid. The latter party found to their joy that all was safe, everything having been well secured; but a terrible sight met the eyes of the other men. Not a vestige of all their store remained! The summit of the sandbank was as smooth as on the day they landed there. Casks, boxes, barrels  all were gone; everything had been swept away into the sea!

Almost instinctively the men turned their eyes towards the reef on which the Red Eric had grounded, each man feeling that in the wrecked vessel all his hope now remained. It, too, was gone! The spot on which it had lain was now washed by the waves, and a few broken planks and spars on the beach were all that remained to remind them of their ocean home!

The men looked at each other with deep despondency expressed in their countenances. They were haggard and worn from exposure, anxiety, and want of rest; and as they stood there in their wet, torn garments, they looked the very picture of despair.

Theres one chance for us yet, lads, exclaimed Tim Rokens, looking carefully round the spot on which they stood.

Whats that? exclaimed several of the men eagerly, catching at their comrades words as drowning men are said to catch at straws.

Briant an me buried some o the things, by good luck, when we were sent to make all snug here, an Im of opinion theyll be here yet, if we could only find the place. Let me see.

Rokens glanced round at the rocks beside which their hut had found shelter, and at the reef where the ship had been wrecked, in order to find the bearins o the spot, as he expressed it. Then walking a few yards to one side, he struck his foot on the sand and said, It should be hereabouts.

The blow of his heel returned a peculiar hollow sound, very unlike that produced by stamping on the mere sand.

Shure yeve hit the very spot, ye have, cried Briant, falling on his knees beside the place; and scraping up the sand with both hands. It sounds uncommon like a bread-cask. Here it is. Hurrah! boys, lind a hand, will ye. There now, heave away; but trate it tinderly! Shure its the only friend weve got in the wide world.

Youre all wrong, Phil, cried Gurney, who almost at the same moment began to scrape another hole close by. Its not our only one; heres another friend o the same family. Bear a hand, lads!

And heres another! cried Ailie, with a little scream of delight, as she observed the rim of a small keg just peeping out above the sand.

Well done, Ailie, cried Glynn, as he ran to the spot and quickly dug up the keg in question, which, however, proved to be full of nails, to Ailies great disappointment, for she expected it to have turned out a keg of biscuits.

How many casks did you bury? inquired the captain.

Its meself cant tell, replied Briant; dye know, Tim?

Three, I think; but we was in sich a hurry that I aint sartin exactly.

Well, then, boys, look here! continued the captain, drawing a pretty large circle on the sand, set to work like a band of moles an dig up every inch o that till you come to the water.

Thats your sort, cried Rokens, plunging elbow-deep into the sand at once.

Arrah! then, heres at ye; a fair field an no favour at any price, shouted Briant, baring his arms, straddling his legs, and sending a shower of sand behind him that almost overwhelmed Gurney, before that stout little individual could get out of the way.

The spirits of the men were farther rejoiced by the coming up of the other party, bearing the good news that the keel of the boat was safe, as well as all her planking and the carpenters tools, which fortunately happened to have been secured in a sheltered spot. From the depths of despair they were all suddenly raised to renewed and sanguine hope, so that they wrought with the energy of gold-diggers, and soon their toil was rewarded by the discovery of that which, in their circumstances, they would not have exchanged for all the golden nuggets that ever were or will be dug up from the prolific mines of Australia, California, or British Columbia, namely, three casks of biscuit, a small keg of wine, a cask of fresh water, a roll of tobacco, and a barrel of salt junk.




Chapter Twenty.

Preparations for a Long Voyage  Briant Proves that Ghosts can Drink  Jacko Astonishes his Friends, and Saddens his Adopted Mother.

Wot I say is one thing; wot you say is another  so it is. I dun know wich is right, or wich is wrong  no more do you. Praps you is, praps I is; anywise we cant both on us be right or both on us be wrong  thats a comfort, if its nothin else. Wot you say is  that its morally impossble for a crew sich as us to travel over two thousand miles of ocean on three casks o biscuit and a barrel o salt junk. Wot I say is  that we can, an, moreover, that morals has nothin to do with it wotsomediver. Now, wot then?

Tim Rokens paused and looked at Gurney, to whom his remarks were addressed, as if he expected an answer. That rotund little seaman did not, however, appear to be thoroughly prepared to reply to wot then, for he remained silent, but looked at his comrade as though to say, Ill be happy to learn wisdom from your sagacious lips.

Wot then? repeated Tim Rokens, assaulting his knee with his clenched fist in a peculiarly emphatic manner; Ill tell ye wot then, as you may be right and I may be right, an nother on us can be both right or wrong, I say as how that we dont know nothin about it.

Gurney looked as if he did not quite approve of so summary a method of solving such a knotty question, but observing from the expression of Rokens countenance that, though he had paused, that philosopher had not yet concluded, he remained silent.

An, furthermore, continued Tim, its my opinion  seein that were both on us in such a state o cumblebofubulation, an dont know nothin  wed better go an ax the capen, who does.

You may save yourselves the trouble, observed Glynn Proctor, who at that moment came up and sat down on the rocks beside them, with a piece of the salt junk that formed an element in the question at issue, in his hand  

Ive just heard the captain give his opinion on that subject, and he says that the boat can be got ready in a week or less, and that, with strict economy, the provisions we have will last us long enough to enable us to make the Cape, supposing we have good weather and fair winds. Thats his opinion.

I told ye so, said Tim Rokens.

You did nothin o the sort, retorted Gurney.

Well, if ye come fur to be oncommon strick in the use o your lingo, I did not xactly tell ye so, but I thought so, wich is all the same.

It aint all the same, replied Gurney, whose temper seemed to have been a little soured by the prospects before him, and you dont need to go for to be talkin there like a great Solon as you are.

Wots a Solon? inquired Tim.

Solon was a man as thought his-self a great feelosopher, but he wornt, he wor an ass.

If Im like Solon, retorted Rokens, youre like a Solon-goose, wich is an animal as dont think itself an ass, cause its too great a one to know it.

Having thus floored his adversary, the philosophic mariner turned to Glynn and said  

In course we cant expect to be on full allowance.

Of course not, old boy; the captain remarked, just as I left him, that wed have to be content with short allowance  very short allowance indeed.

Gurney sighed deeply.

How much? inquired Tim.

About three ounces of biscuit, one ounce of salt junk, and a quarter of a pint of water per day.

Gurney groaned aloud.

You, of all men, said Glynn, have least reason to complain, Gurney, for youve got fat enough on your own proper person to last you a week at least!

Ay, a fortnight, or more, added Rokens; an even then yed scarcely be redooced to a decent size.

Ah, but, pleaded Gurney, you scarecrow creatures dont know how horrid sore the process o comin down is. An one gets so cold, too. Its just like taking off yer clos.

Sarves ye right for puttin on so many, said Rokens, as he rose to resume work, which he and Gurney had left off three-quarters of an hour before, in order to enjoy a quiet, philosophical tête-à-tête during dinner.

Its a bad business, that of the planking not being sufficient to deck or even half-deck the boat, observed Glynn, as they went together towards the place where the new boat was being built.

It is, replied Rokens; but its a good thing that weve got plenty of canvas to spare. It wont make an overly strong deck, to be sure; but its better than nothin.

A heavy sea would burst it in no time, remarked Gurney.

We must hope to escape heavy seas, then, said Glynn, as they parted, and went to their several occupations.

The boat that was now building with the most urgent despatch, had a keel of exactly twenty-three feet long, and her breadth, at the widest part, was seven feet. She was being as well and firmly put together as the materials at their command would admit of, and, as far as the work had yet proceeded, she bid fair to become an excellent boat, capable of containing the whole crew, and their small quantity of provisions. This last was diminishing so rapidly, that Captain Dunning resolved to put all hands at once on short allowance. Notwithstanding this, the men worked hard and hopefully; for, as each plank and nail was added to their little bark, they felt as if they were a step nearer home. The captain and the doctor, however, and one or two of the older men, could not banish from their minds the fact that the voyage they were about to undertake was of the most perilous nature, and one which, in any other than the hopeless circumstances in which they were placed at that time, would have been regarded as the most desperate of forlorn hopes.

For fourteen souls to be tossed about on the wide and stormy sea, during many weeks, it might be months, in a small open boat, crowded together and cramped, without sufficient covering, and on short allowance of food, was indeed a dreary prospect, even for the men  how much more so for the delicate child who shared their trials and sufferings? Captain Dunnings heart sank within him when he thought of it; but he knew how great an influence the conduct and bearing of a commander has, in such circumstances, on his men; so he strove to show a smiling, cheerful countenance, though oftentimes he carried a sad and anxious heart in his bosom. To the doctor and Tim Rokens alone did he reveal his inmost thoughts, because he knew that he could trust them, and felt that he needed their advice and sympathy.

The work progressed so rapidly, that in a few days more the boat approached completion, and preparations were being made in earnest for finally quitting the little isle on which they had found a home for so many days.

It was observed by the captain that as the work of boat-building drew to a close, Glynn Proctor continued to labour long after the others had retired to rest, wearied with the toils of the day  toils which they were not now so well able to bear as heretofore, on account of the slight want of vigour caused by being compelled to live on half allowance.

One evening the captain went down to the building yard in Fairyland, and said to Glynn  

Hallo, my boy! at it yet? Why, what are you making? A dog-kennel, eh?

No; not exactly that, replied Glynn, laughing. Youll hardly guess.

I would say it was a house for Jacko, only it seems much too big.

Its just possible that Jacko may have a share in it, said Glynn; but its not for him.

Who, then? Not for yourself, surely!

Its for Ailie, cried Glynn gleefully. Dont you think it will be required? he added, looking up, as if he half feared the captain would not permit his contrivance to be used.

Well, I believe it will, my boy. I had intended to get some sort of covering for my dear Ailie put up in the stern-sheets; but I did not think of absolutely making a box for her.

Ah, youll find it will be a capital thing at nights. I know she could never stand the exposure, and canvas dont keep out the rain well; so I thought of rigging up a large box, into which she can creep. Ill make air-holes in the roof that will let in air, but not water; and Ill caulk the seams with oakum, so as to keep it quite dry inside.

Thank you, my boy, its very kind of you to take so much thought for my poor child. Yet she deserves it, Glynn, and we cant be too careful of her.

The captain patted the youth on the shoulder, and, leaving him to continue his work, went to see Gurney, who had been ailing a little during the last few days. Brandy, in small quantities, had been prescribed by the doctor, and, fortunately, two bottles of that spirit had been swept from the wreck. Being their whole stock, Captain Dunning had stowed it carefully away in what he deemed a secret and secure place; but it turned out that some member of the crew was not so strict in his principles of temperance as could be desired; for, on going to the spot to procure the required medicine, it was found that one of the bottles was gone.

This discovery caused the captain much anxiety and sorrow, for, besides inflicting on them the loss of a most valuable medicine, it proved that there was a thief in their little society.

What was to be done? To pass it over in silence would have shown weakness, which, especially in the circumstances in which they were at that time placed, might have led at last to open mutiny. To discover the thief was impossible. The captains mind was soon made up. He summoned every one of the party before him, and, after stating the discovery he had made, he said  

Now, lads, Im not going to charge any of you with having done this thing, but I cannot let it pass without warning you that if I discover any of you being guilty of such practices in future, Ill have the man tied up and give him three dozen with a ropes-end. You know I have never resorted, as many captains are in the habit of doing, to corporal punishment. I dont like it. Ive sailed in command of ships for many years, and have never found it needful; but now, more than ever, strict discipline must be maintained; and I tell you, once for all, that I mean to maintain it at any cost.

This speech was received in silence. All perceived the justice of it, yet some felt that, until the thief should be discovered, they themselves would lie under suspicion. A few there were, indeed, whose well-known and long-established characters raised them above suspicion, but there were others who knew that their character had not yet been established on so firm a basis, and they felt that until the matter should be cleared up, their honesty would be, mentally at least, called in question by their companions.

With the exception of the disposition to mutiny related in a previous chapter, this was the first cloud that had risen to interrupt the harmony of the shipwrecked sailors, and as they returned to their work, sundry suggestions and remarks were made in reference to the possibility of discovering the delinquent.

I didnt think it wos possble, said Rokens. I thought as how there wasnt a man in the ship as could ha done sich a low, mean thing as that.

No more did I, said Dick Barnes.

Wall, boys, observed Nikel Sling emphatically, I guess as how that I dont believe it yet.

Arrah! Dye think the bottle o brandy stole his-self? inquired Briant.

I aint a-goin fur to say that; but a ghost might ha done it, praps, a-purpose to get us into a scrape.

There was a slight laugh at this, and from that moment the other men suspected that Sling was the culprit. The mere fact of his being the first to charge the crime upon any one else  even a ghost  caused them, in spite of themselves, to come to this conclusion. They did not, however, by word or look, show what was passing in their minds, for the Yankee was a favourite with his comrades, and each felt unwilling that his suspicion should prove to be correct.

I dont agree with you, said Tarquin, who feared that suspicion might attach to himself, seeing that he had been the ringleader in the recent mutiny; I dont believe that ghosts drink.

Och! thats all ye know! cried Phil Briant. Av yed only lived a month or two in Owld Ireland, yed have seen raison to change yer mind, ye would. Sure Ive seed a ghost the worse o liquor meself.

Oh! Phil, wot a stunner! cried Gurney.

Its as true as me names Phil Briant  mores the pity. Did I niver tell ye o the Widdy Morgan, as had a ghost come to see her frequently?

No, never  lets hear it.

Stop that noise with yer hammer, then, Tim Rokens, jist for five minutes, and Ill tell it ye.

The men ceased work for a few minutes while their comrade spoke as follows  

Its not a long story, boys, but its long enough to prove that ghosts drink.

Ye must know that wance upon a time there wos a widdy as lived in a small town in the county o Clare, in Owld Ireland, an oh! but that was the place for drinkin and fightin. It wos there that I learned to use me sippers; and it wos there, too, that I learned to give up drinkin, for I comed for to see what a mighty dale o harm it did to my poor countrymen. The sexton o the place was the only man as niver wint near the grog-shop, and no wan iver seed him overtook with drink, but it was a quare thing that no wan could rightly understand why he used to smell o drink very bad sometimes. There wos a young widdy in that town, o the name o Morgan, as kep a cow, an owned a small cabin, an a patch o tater-ground about the size o the starn sheets of our owld long-boat. She wos a great deal run after, wos this widdy  not that the young lads had an eye to the cow, or the cabin, or the tater-estate, by no manes  but she wos greatly admired, she wos. I admired her meself, and wint to see her pretty fraquent. Well, wan evenin I wint to see her, an says I, Mrs Morgan, did ye iver hear the bit song called the Widdy Machree? Sure I niver did, says she. Would ye like to hear it, darlint? says I. So she says she would, an I gave it to her right off; an when Id done, says I, Now, Widdy Morgan, ochone! will ye take me? But she shook her head, and looked melancholy. Ye aint a-goin to take spasms? said I, for I got frightened at her looks. No, says she; but theres a sacret about me; an I like ye too well, Phil, to decaive ye; if ye only knowd the sacret, ye wouldnt have me at any price.

Wouldnt I? says I; try me, cushla, and see av I wont.

Phil Briant, says she, awful solemn like, Im haunted.

Haunted! says I; av coorse ye are, bliss yer purty face; dont I know that ivery boy in the parish is after ye?

Its not that I mane. Its a ghost as haunts me. It haunts me cabin, and me cow, and me tater-estate; an it drinks.

Now, darlint, says I, everybody knows yer aisy frightened about ghosts. I dont belave in one meself, an I dont mind em a farden dip; but av all the ghosts in Ireland haunted ye, Id niver give ye up.

Will ye come an see it this night? says she.

Av coorse I will, says I. An that same night I wint to her cabin, and she let me in, and put a candle on the table, an hid me behind a great clock, in a corner jist close by the cupboard, where the brandy-bottle lived. Then she lay down on her bed with her clos on, and pulled the coverlid over her, and pretinded to go to slape. In less nor half-an-hour I hears a fut on the doorstep; then a tap at the door, which opened, it seemed to me, of its own accord, and in walks the ghost, sure enough! It was covered all over from head to fut in a white sheet, and I seed by the way it walked that it wos the worse of drink. I wos in a mortal fright, ye may be sure, an me knees shuk to that extint ye might have heard them rattle. The ghost walks straight up to the cupboard, takes out the brandy-bottle, and fills out a whole tumbler quite full, and drinks it off; it did, the baste, ivery dhrop. I seed it with me two eyes, as sure as Im a-standin here. It came into the house drunk, an it wint out drunker nor it came in.

Is that all? exclaimed several of Briants auditors.

All! av coorse it is. Wot more would ye have? Didnt I say that Id tell ye a story as would prove to ye that ghosts drink, more especially Irish ghosts? To be sure it turned out afterwards that the ghost was the sexton o the parish as took advantage o the poor widdys fears; but I can tell ye, boys, that ghost niver came back after the widdy became Mrs Briant.

Oh! then ye married the widder, did ye? said Jim Scroggles.

I did; an shes alive and hearty this day av shes not

Briant was interrupted by a sudden roar of laughter from the men, who at that moment caught sight of Jacko, the small monkey, in a condition of mind and body that, to say the least of it, did him no credit. We are sorry to be compelled to state that Jacko was evidently and undoubtedly tipsy. Gurney said he was as drunk as a fiddler.

We cannot take upon ourself to say whether he was or was not as drunk as that. We are rather inclined to think that fiddlers, as a class, are maligned, and that they are no worse than their neighbours in this respect, perhaps not so bad. Certainly, if any fiddler really deserves the imputation, it must be a violoncello player, because he is, properly speaking, a base-fiddler.

Be this, however, as it may, Jacko was unmistakably drunk  in a maudlin state of intoxication  drunker, probably, than ever a monkey was before or since. He appeared, as he came slowly staggering forward to the place where the men were at work on the boat, to have just wakened out of his first drunken sleep, for his eyes were blinking like the orbs of an owl in the sunshine, and in his walk he placed his right foot where his left should have gone, and his left foot where his right should have gone, occasionally making a little run forward to save himself from tumbling on his nose, and then pulling suddenly up, and throwing up his arms in order to avoid falling on his back. Sometimes he halted altogether,  and swayed to and fro, gazing, meanwhile, pensively at the ground, as if he were wondering why it had taken to rolling and earthquaking in that preposterous manner; or were thinking on the bald-headed mother he had left behind him in the African wilderness. When the loud laugh of the men saluted his ears, Jacko looked up as quickly and steadily as he could, and grinned a ghastly smile  or something like it  as if to say, What are you laughing at, villains?

It is commonly observed that, among men, the ruling passion comes out strongly when they are under the influence of strong drink. So it is with monkeys. Jackos ruling passion was thieving; but having, at that time, no particular inducement to steal, he indulged his next ruling passion  that of affection  by holding out both arms, and staggering towards Phil Briant to be taken up.

A renewed burst of laughter greeted this movement. It knows ye, Phil, cried Jim Scroggles.

Ah! then, so it should, for its meself as is good to it. Come to its uncle, then. O good luck to yer purty little yaller face. So it wos you stole the brandy, wos it? Musha! but ye might have knowd ye belonged to a timprance ship, so ye might.

Jacko spread his arms on Briants broad chest  they were too short to go round his neck  laid his head thereon, and sighed. Perhaps he felt penitent on account of his wickedness; but it is more probable that he felt uneasy in body rather than in mind.

I say, Briant, cried Gurney.

Thats me, answered the other.

If you are Jackos self-appointed uncle, and Miss Ailie is his adopted mother, wot relation is Miss Ailie to you?

You never does nothin right, Gurney, interposed Nikel Sling; you cant even preepound a pruposition. Heres how you oughter to ha put it. If Phil Briant be Jackos uncle, and Miss Ailie his adopted mother  all three bein related in a sorter way by bein shipmates, an all on us together bein closely connected in vartue of our bein messmates  wot relation is Gurney to a donkey?

Thats a puzzler, said Gurney, affecting to consider the question deeply.

Heres a puzzler wotll beat it, though, observed Tim Rokens; suppose we all go on talkin stuff till doomsday, wenll the boat be finished?

Thats true, cried Dick Barnes, resuming work with redoubled energy; take that young thief to his mother, Phil, and tell her to ropes-end him. Im right glad to find, though, that he is the thief arter all, and not one o us.

On examination being made, it was found that the broken and empty brandy-bottle lay on the floor of the monkeys nest, and it was conjectured, from the position in which it was discovered, that that dissipated little creature, having broken off the neck in order to get at the brandy, had used the body of the bottle as a pillow whereon to lay its drunken little head. Luckily for its own sake, it had spilt the greater part of the liquid, with which everything in its private residence was saturated and perfumed.

On having ocular demonstration of the depravity of her pet, Ailie at first wept, then, on beholding its eccentric movements, she laughed in spite of herself.

After that, she wept again, and spoke to it reproachfully, but failed to make the slightest impression on its hardened little heart. Then she put it to bed, and wrapped it up carefully in its sailcloth blanket.

With this piece of unmerited kindness Jacko seemed touched, for he said, Oo-oo  oo-oo  ooee-ee! once or twice in a peculiarly soft and penitential tone, after which he dropped into a calm, untroubled slumber.




Chapter Twenty One.

The Boat Finished  Farewell to Fairyland  Once more at Sea.

At last the boat was finished. It had two masts and two lug-sails, and pulled eight oars. There was just sufficient room in it to enable the men to move about freely, but it required a little management to enable them to stow themselves away when they went to sleep, and had they possessed the proper quantity of provisions for their contemplated voyage, there is no doubt that they would have found themselves considerably cramped. The boat was named the Maid of the Isle, in memory of the sandbank on which she had been built, and although in her general outline and details she was rather a clumsy craft, she was serviceable and strongly put together.

Had she been decked, or even half-decked, the voyage which now began would not have been so desperate an undertaking; but having been only covered in part with a frail tarpaulin, she was not at all fitted to face the terrible storms that sometimes sweep the southern seas. Each man, as he gazed at her, felt that his chance of ultimate escape was very small indeed. Still, the men had now been so long contemplating the voyage and preparing for it, and they had become so accustomed to risk their lives upon the sea, that they set out upon this voyage at last in cheerful spirits, and even jested about the anticipated dangers and trials which they knew full well awaited them.

It was a lovely morning, that on which the wrecked crew of the whaler bade adieu to Fairyland, as the islet had been named by Ailie  a name that was highly, though laughingly, approved of by the men. The ocean and sky presented that mysterious co-mingling of their gorgeous elements that irresistibly call forth the wonder and admiration of even the most unromantic and matter-of-fact men. It was one of Ailies peculiarly beloved skies. You could not, without much consideration, have decided as to where was the exact line at which the glassy ocean met the clear sky, and it was almost impossible to tell, when gazing at the horizon, which were the real clouds and which the reflections.

The bright blue vault above was laden with clouds of the most gorgeous description, in which all the shades of pearly-grey and yellow were mingled and contrasted. They rose up, pile upon pile, in stupendous majesty, like the very battlements of heaven, while their images, clear and distinct almost as themselves, rolled down and down into the watery depths, until the islet  the only well-defined and solid object in the scene  appeared to float in their midst. The rising sun shot throughout the vast immensity of space, and its warm rays were interrupted, and broken, and caught, and absorbed, and reflected in so many magical ways, that it was impossible to trace any of the outlines for more than a few seconds, ere the eye was lost in the confusion of bright lights and deep shadows that were mingled and mellowed together by the softer lights and shades of every degree of depth and tint into splendid harmony.

In the midst of this scene Captain Dunning stood, with Ailie by his side, and surrounded by his men, on the shores of the little island. Everything was now in readiness to set sail. The boat was laden, and in the water, and the men stood ready to leap in and push off.

My lads, said the captain, earnestly, were about to quit this morsel of sandbank on which it pleased the Almighty to cast our ship, and on which, thanks be to Him, we have found a pretty safe shelter for so long. I feel a sort o regret almost at leavin it now. But the time has come for us to begin our voyage towards the Cape, and I need scarcely repeat what you all know well enough  that our undertakin is no childs play. We shall need all our bodily and our mental powers to carry us through. Our labour must be constant, and our food is not sufficient, so that we must go on shorter allowance from this day. I gave you half rations while ye were buildin the boat, because we had to get her finished and launched as fast as we could, but now we cant afford to eat so much. I made a careful inspection of our provisions last night, and I find that by allowing every man four ounces a day, we can spin it out. We may fall in with islands, perhaps, but I know of none in these seas  there are none put down on the charts  and we may get hold of a fish now and then, but we must not count on these chances. Now it must be plain to all of you that our only chance of getting on well together in circumstances that will try our tempers, no doubt, and rouse our selfishness, is to resolve firmly before starting  each man for himself  that we will lay restraint on ourselves and try to help each other as much as we can.

There was a ready murmur of assent to this proposal; then the captain continued:  

Now, lads, one word more. Our best efforts, let us exert ourselves ever so much, cannot be crowned with success unless before setting out, we ask the special favour and blessing of Him who, we are told in the Bible, holds the waters of the ocean in the hollow of His hand. If He helps us, we shall be saved; if He does not help us, we shall perish. We will therefore offer up a prayer now, in the name of our blessed Redeemer, that we may be delivered from every danger, and be brought at last in peace and comfort to our homes.

Captain Dunning then clasped his hands together, and while the men around him reverently bowed their heads, he offered up a short and simple, but earnest prayer to God.

From that day forward they continued the habit of offering up prayer together once a day, and soon afterwards the captain began the practice of reading a chapter aloud daily out of Ailies Bible. The result of this was that not only were the more violent spirits among them restrained, under frequent and sore privations and temptations, but all the party were often much comforted and filled with hope at times when they were by their sufferings well-nigh driven to despair.

Im sorry to leave Fairyland, papa, said Ailie sadly, as the men shoved the Maid of the Isle into deep water and pulled out to sea.

So am I, dear, replied the captain sitting down beside his daughter in the stern-sheets of the boat, and taking the tiller; I had no idea I could have come to like such a barren bit of sand so well.

There was a long pause after this remark. Every eye in the boat was turned with a sad expression on the bright-yellow sandbank as they rowed away, and the men dipped their oars lightly into the calm waters, as if they were loth to leave their late home.

Any spot of earth that has been for some time the theatre of heart-stirring events, such as rouse mens strong emotions, and on which happy and hopeful as well as wretched days have been spent, will so entwine itself with the affections of men that they will cling to it and love it, more or less powerfully, no matter how barren may be the spot or how dreary its general aspect. The sandbank had been the cause, no doubt, of the wreck of the Red Eric, but it had also been the means, under God, of saving the crew and affording them shelter during many succeeding weeks  weeks of deep anxiety, but also of healthful, hopeful, energetic toil, in which, if there were many things to create annoyance or fear, there had also been not a few things to cause thankfulness, delight, and amusement.

Unknown to themselves, these rough sailors and the tender child had become attached to the spot, and it was only now that they were about to leave it for ever that they became aware of the fact. The circumscribed and limited range on which their thoughts and vision had been bent for the last few weeks, had rendered each individual as familiar with every inch of the bank as if he had dwelt there for years.

Ailie gazed at the low rocks that overhung the crystal pool in Fairyland, until the blinding tears filled her eyes, and she felt all the deep regret that is experienced by the little child when it is forcibly torn from an old and favourite toy  regret that is not in the least degree mitigated by the fact that the said toy is but a sorry affair, a doll, perchance, with a smashed head, eyes thrust out, and nose flattened on its face or rubbed away altogether  it matters not; the long and happy hours and days spent in the companionship of that battered little mass of wood or wax rush on the infant memory like a dear delightful dream, and it weeps on separation as if its heart would break.

Each man in the boats crew experienced more or less of the same feeling, and commented, according to his nature, either silently or audibly, on each familiar object as he gazed upon it for the last time.

Theres the spot where we built the hut when we first landed, Ailie, said Glynn, who pulled the aft oar; dye see it?  just coming into view; look! There it will be shut out again in a moment by the rock beside the coral-pool.

I see it! exclaimed Ailie eagerly, as she brushed away the tears from her eyes.

Theres the rock, too, where we used to make our fire, said the captain, pointing it out. It doesnt look like itself from this point of view.

Ah! sighed Phil Briant, an it wos at the fut o that, too, where we used to bile the kittle night an mornin. Sure its many a swait bit and pipe I had beside ye.

Is that a bit o the wreck? inquired Tim Rokens, pointing to the low rocky point with the eagerness of a man who had made an unexpected discovery.

No, replied Mr Millons, shading his eyes with his hands, and gazing at the object in question, its himpossible. I searched every bit o the bank for a plank before we came hoff, an couldnt find a morsel as big as my and. Wat say you, doctor?

I think with you, answered Dr Hopley; but heres the telescope, which will soon settle the question.

While the doctor adjusted the glass, Rokens muttered that He wos sure it wos a bit o the wreck, and that there wos a bit o rock as nobody couldnt easy git a tother side of to look, and that that wos it, and the bit of wreck was there, and much to the same effect.

So it is, exclaimed the doctor.

Lay on your oars, lads, a moment, said the captain, taking the glass and applying it to his eye.

The men obeyed gladly, for they experienced an unaccountable disinclination to row away from the island. Perhaps the feeling was caused in part by the idea that when they took their last look at it, it might possibly be their last sight of land.

Its a small piece of the foretopmast crosstrees, observed the captain, shutting up the telescope and resuming his seat.

Shall we go back an pick it up, sir? asked Dick Barnes gravely, giving vent to the desires of his heart, without perceiving at the moment the absurdity of the question.

Why, what would you do with it, Dick? replied the captain, smiling.

Sure, ye couldnt ait it! interposed Briant; but afther all, theres no sayin. Maybe Nikel Sling could make a tasty dish out of it stewed in oakum and tar.

It wouldnt be purlite to take such a tit-bit from the mermaids, observed Gurney, as the oars were once more dipped reluctantly, in the water.

The men smiled at the jest, for in the monotony of sea life every species of pleasantry, however poor, is swallowed with greater or less avidity; but the smile did not last long. They were in no jesting humour at that time, and no one replied to the passing joke.

Soon after this a soft gentle breeze sprang up. It came direct from Fairyland, as if the mermaids referred to by Gurney had been touched by the kindly feelings harboured in the sailors bosoms towards their islet, and had wafted towards them a last farewell. The oars were shipped immediately and the sails hoisted, and, to the satisfaction of all on board, the Maid of the Isle gave indications of being a swift sailer, for, although the puff of wind was scarcely sufficient to ruffle the glassy surface of the sea, she glided through the water under its influence a good deal faster than she had done with the oars.

Thats good! remarked the captain, watching the ripples as they passed astern; with fair winds, and not too much of em, we shall get on bravely; so cheer up, my lassie, he added, patting Ailie on the head, and let us begin our voyage in good spirits, and with hopeful, trusting hearts.

Look at Fairyland, said Ailie, clasping her fathers hand, and pointing towards the horizon.

At the moment she spoke, an opening in the great white clouds let a ray of light fall on the sandbank, which had now passed almost beyond the range of vision. The effect was to illumine its yellow shore and cause it to shine out for a few seconds like a golden speck on the horizon. No one had ceased to gaze at it from the time the boat put forth; but this sudden change caused every one to start up, and fix their eyes on it with renewed interest and intensity. Shall we ever see land again? passed, in one form or another, through the minds of all. The clouds swept slowly on the golden point melted away, and the shipwrecked mariners felt that their little boat was now all the world to them in the midst of that mighty world of waters.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Reduced Allowance of Food  Jacko Teaches Briant a Useful Lesson.

The first few days of the voyage of the Maid of the Isle were bright and favourable. The wind, though light, was fair, and so steady that the men were only twice obliged to have recourse to their oars. The boat behaved admirably. Once, during these first days, the wind freshened into a pretty stiff breeze, and a somewhat boisterous sea arose, so that she was tested in another of her sailing qualities, and was found to be an excellent sea-boat. Very little water was shipped, and that little was taken in rather through the awkwardness of King Bumble, who steered, than through the fault of the boat.

Captain Dunning had taken care that there should be a large supply of tin and wooden scoops, for baling out the water that might be shipped in rough weather, as he foresaw that on the promptness with which this duty was performed, might sometimes depend the safety of the boat and crew.

There was one thing that proved a matter of much regret to the crew, and that was the want of a fowling-piece, or firearm of any kind. Had they possessed a gun, however old and bad, with ammunition for it, they would have been certain, at some period of their voyage, to shoot a few sea-birds, with which they expected to fall in on approaching the land, even although many days distant from it. But having nothing of the kind, their hope of adding to their slender stock of provisions was very small indeed. Fortunately, they had one or two fishing-lines, but in the deep water, over which for many days they had to sail, fishing was out of the question.

This matter of the provisions was a source of constant anxiety to Captain Dunning. He had calculated the amount of their stores to an ounce, and ascertained that at a certain rate of distribution they would barely serve for the voyage, and this without making any allowance for interruptions or detentions. He knew the exact distance to be passed over, namely, 2322 miles in a straight line, and he had ascertained the sailing and rowing powers of the boat and crew; thus he was enabled to arrive at a pretty correct idea of the probable duration of the voyage, supposing that all should go well. But in the event of strong contrary winds arising, no fresh supplies of fish or fowl being obtained, or sickness breaking out among the men, he knew either that they must starve altogether, or that he must at once, before it was too late, still farther reduce the scanty allowance of food and drink to each man.

The captain sat at the helm one fine evening, about a week after their departure from Fairyland, brooding deeply over this subject. The boat was running before a light breeze, at the rate of about four or five knots, and the men, who had been obliged to row a good part of that day, were sitting or reclining on the thwarts, or leaning over the gunwale, watching the ripples as they glided by, and enjoying the rest from labour; for now that they had been for some time on reduced allowance of food, they felt less able for work than they used to be, and often began to look forward with intense longing to seasons of repose. Ailie was sitting near the entrance of her little sleeping apartment  which the men denominated a kennel  and master Jacko was seated on the top of it, scratching his sides and enjoying the sunshine.

My lads, said the captain, breaking a silence which had lasted a considerable time, Im afraid I shall have to reduce our allowance still farther.

This remark was received by Gurney and Phil Briant with a suppressed groan  by the other men in silence.

You see, continued the captain, it wont do to count upon chances, which may or may not turn out to be poor. We can, by fixing our allowance per man at a lower rate, make quite certain of our food lasting us until we reach the Cape, even if we should experience a little detention; but if we go on at the present rate, we are equally certain that it will fail us just at the last.

Were sartain to fall in with birds before we near the land, murmured Gurney, with a rueful expression of countenance.

We are certain of nothing, replied the captain; but even suppose we were, how are we to get hold of them?

Thats true, observed Briant, who solaced himself with his pipe in the absence of a sufficiency of food. Sea-birds, no more nor land-birds, aint given to pluckin and roastin themselves, and flyin down peoples throats ready cooked.

Besides, resumed the captain, the plan I propose, although it will entail a little more present self-denial, will, humanly speaking, ensure our getting through the voyage with life in us even at the worst, and if we are so lucky as to catch fish or procure birds in any way, why we shall fare sumptuously.

Here Tim Rokens, to whom the men instinctively looked, upon all matters of perplexity, removed his pipe from his lips, and said  

Wot Capen Dunnin says is true. If we take his plan, why, well starve in a reglar way, little by little, and praps spin out till we git to the Cape; wereas, if we take the other plan, well keep a little fatter on the first part of the voyage, mayhap, but well arrive at the end of it as dead as mutton, every man on us.

This view of the question seemed so just to the men, and so full of incontrovertible wisdom, that it was received with something like a murmur of applause.

Youre a true philosopher, Rokens. Now Doctor Hopley, I must beg you to give us your opinion, as a medical man, on this knotty subject, said the captain, smiling. Do you think that we can continue to exist if our daily allowance is reduced one-fourth?

The doctor replied, Let me see, and putting his finger on his forehead, frowned portentously, affecting to give the subject the most intense consideration. He happened to look at Jacko when he frowned, and that pugnacious individual, happening at the same instant to look at the doctor, and supposing that the frown was a distinct challenge to fight, first raised his eyebrows to the top of his head in amazement, then pulled them down over his flashing orbs in deep indignation, and displayed all his teeth, as well as an extent of gums that was really frightful to behold!

Oh! Jacko, bad thing, said Ailie, in a reproachful tone, pulling the monkey towards her.

Taking no notice of these warlike indications, the doctor, after a few minutes thought, looked up and said  

I have no doubt whatever that we can stand it. Most of us are in pretty good condition still, and have some fat to spare. Fat persons can endure reduced allowance of food much better and longer than those who are lean. Theres Gurney, now, for instance, he could afford to have his share even still further curtailed.

This remark was received with a grin of delighted approval by the men and with a groan by Gurney, who rubbed his stomach gently, as if that region were assailed with pains at the bare thought of such injustice.

Troth, if thats true what ye say, doctor, I hope yell see it to be yer duty to give wot ye cut off Gurneys share to me, remarked Briant, for its nothing but a bag o bones that I am this minute.

Oh! oh! wot a wopper, cried Jim Scroggles, whose lean and lanky person seemed ill adapted to exist upon light fare.

Well, observed the captain, the doctor and I shall make a careful calculation and let you know the result by supper-time, when the new system shall be commenced. What think you, Ailie, my pet, will you be able to stand it?

Oh yes, papa, I dont care how much you reduce my allowance.

What! dont you feel hungry?

No, not a bit.

Not ready for supper?

Not anxious for it, at any rate.

Och! I wish I wos you, murmured Briant, with a deep sigh. I think I could ait the foresail, av it wos only well biled with the laste possible taste o pigs fat.

By supper-time the captain announced the future daily allowance, and served it out.

Each man received a piece of salt junk  that is, salt beef  weighing exactly one ounce; also two ounces of broken biscuit; a small piece of tobacco, and a quarter of a pint of water. Although the supply of the latter was small, there was every probability of a fresh supply being obtained when it chanced to rain, so that little anxiety was felt at first in regard to it; but the other portions of each mans allowance were weighed with scrupulous exactness, in a pair of scales which were constructed by Tim Rokens out of a piece of wood  a leaden musket-ball doing service as a weight.

Ailie received an equal portion with the others, but Jacko was doomed to drag out his existence on a very minute quantity of biscuit and water. He utterly refused to eat salt junk, and would not have been permitted to use tobacco even had he been so inclined, which he was not.

Although they were thus reduced to a small allowance of food  a smaller quantity than was sufficient to sustain life for any lengthened period  no one in the slightest degree grudged Jacko his small portion. All the men entertained a friendly feeling to the little monkey, partly because it was Ailies pet, and partly because it afforded them great amusement at times by its odd antics.

As for Jacko himself, he seemed to thrive on short allowance, and never exhibited any unseemly haste or anxiety at meal-times. It was observed, however, that he kept an uncommonly sharp eye on all that passed around him, as if he felt that his circumstances were at that time peculiar and worthy of being noted. In particular he knew to a nicety what happened to each atom of food, from the time of its distribution among the men to the moment of its disappearance within their hungry jaws, and if any poor fellow chanced to lay his morsel down and neglect it for the tenth part of an instant, it vanished like a shot, and immediately thereafter Jacko was observed to present an unusually serene and innocent aspect, and to become suddenly afflicted, with a swelling in the pouch under his cheek.

One day the men received a lesson in carefulness which they did not soon forget.

Breakfast had been served out, and Phil Briant was about to finish his last mouthful of biscuit  he had not had many mouthfuls to try his masticating powers, poor fellow  when he paused suddenly, and gazing at the cherished morsel addressed it thus  

Shure, its a purty bit, ye are! Av there wos only wan or two more o yer family here, its meself as ud like to be made beknown to them. Ill not ait ye yit. Ill look at ye for a little.

In pursuance of this luxurious plan, Briant laid the morsel of biscuit on the thwart of the boat before him, and, taking out his pipe, began to fill it leisurely, keeping his eye all the time on the last bite. Just then Mr Markham, who pulled the bow oar, called out  

I say, Briant, hand me my tobacco-pouch, its beside you on the thort, close under the gunle.

Is it? said Briant, stretching out his hand to the place indicated, but keeping his eye fixed all the time on the piece of biscuit. Ah, here it is; ketch it.

For one instant Briant looked at the second mate in order to throw the pouch with precision. That instant was sufficient for the exercise of Jackos dishonest propensities. The pouch was yet in its passage through the air when a tremendous roar from Tim Rokens apprised the unhappy Irishman of his misfortune. He did not require to be told to look out! although more than one voice gave him that piece of advice. An intuitive perception of irreparable loss flashed across his soul, and, with the speed of light, his eye was again on the thwart before him  but not on the morsel of biscuit. At that same instant Jacko sat down beside Ailie with his usual serene aspect and swelled cheek!

Och, ye bottle imp! yelled the bereaved one, dont I know ye? and seizing a tin pannikin, in his wrath, he threw it at the small monkeys head with a force that would, had it been well directed, have smashed that small head effectually.

Jacko made a quick and graceful nod, and the pannikin, just missing Ailie, went over the side into the sea, where it sank and was lost for ever, to the regret of all, for they could ill afford to lose it.

Yeve got it, ye have, but ye shant ait it, growled Briant through his teeth, as he sprang over the seat towards the monkey.

Jacko bounded like a piece of indiarubber on to Gurneys head; next moment he was clinging to the edge of the mainsail, and the next he was comfortably seated on the top of the mast, where he proceeded calmly and leisurely to ait the biscuit in the face of its exasperated and rightful owner.

Oh,  Briant! exclaimed Ailie, who was half frightened, half amused at the sudden convulsion caused by her favourites bad conduct, dont be vexed; see, here is a little bit of my biscuit; I dont want it  really I dont.

Briant, who stood aghast and overwhelmed by his loss and by the consummate impudence of the small monkey, felt rebuked by this offer. Bursting into a loud laugh, he said, as he resumed his seat and the filling of his pipe  

Sure Id rather ait me own hat, Miss Ailie, an its be no means a good wan  without sarce, too, not even a blot o mustard  than take the morsel out o yer purty mouth. I wos more nor half jokin, dear, an I ax yer parding for puttin ye in sich a fright.

Expensive jokin, growled Tarquin, if ye throw a pannikin overboard every time you take to it.

Kape your tongue quiet, said Briant, reddening, for he felt somewhat humbled at having given way to his anger so easily, and was nettled at the remark, coming as it did, in a sneering spirit, from a man for whom he had no particular liking.

Never mind, Briant, interposed the captain quickly, with a good-humoured laugh; I feel for you, lad. Had it been myself I fear I should have been even more exasperated. I would not sell a crumb of my portion just now for a guinea.

Neither would I, added the doctor, for a thousand guineas.

Ill tell ye wot it is, lads, remarked Tim Rokens; I wish I only had a crumb to sell.

Now, Rokens, dont be greedy, cried Gurney.

Greedy! echoed Tim.

Ay, greedy; has any o you lads got a dickshunairy to lend him? Come, Jim Scroggles, you can tell him what it means  youve been to school, I believe, haint you?

Rokens shook his head gravely.

No, lad, Im not greedy, but Im ready for wittles. I wont go fur to deny that. Now, let me ax ye a question. Wot  supposin ye had the chance  would ye give, at this good minit, for a biled leg o mutton?

With or without capers-sauce? inquired Gurney.

Wichever you please.

Och! we wouldnt need capers-sarse, interposed Briant; av we only had the mutton, Id cut enough o capers meself to do for the sarce, I would.

It matters little what youd give, cried Glynn, for we cant get it at any price just now. Dont you think, captain, that we might have our breakfast to-night? It would save time in the morning, you know.

There was a general laugh at this proposal, yet there was a strong feeling in the minds of some that if it were consistent with their rules to have breakfast served out then and there, they would gladly have consented to go without it next morning.

Thus, with laugh and jest, and good-natured repartee, did these men bear the pangs of hunger for many days. They were often silent during long intervals, and sometimes they became talkative and sprightly, but it was observed that, whether they conversed earnestly or jestingly, their converse ran, for the most part, on eating and drinking, and in their uneasy slumbers, during the intervals between the hours of work and watching, they almost invariably dreamed of food.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Progress of the Long Voyage  Story-Telling and Journalising.

Many weeks passed away, but the Maid of the Isle still held on her course over the boundless ocean.

Day after day came and went, the sun rose in the east morning after morning, ran its appointed course, and sank, night after night, on the western horizon, but little else occurred to vary the monotony of that long, long voyage. When the sun rose, its bright rays leapt from the bosom of the ocean; when it set, the same bosom of the great deep received its descending beams. No land, no sail appeared to the anxious gazers in that little boat, which seemed to move across, yet never to reach the boundaries of that mighty circle of water and sky, in the midst of which they lay enchained, as if by some wicked enchanters spell.

Breezes blew steadily at times and urged them swiftly on towards the circumference, but it fled as fast as they approached. Then it fell calm, and the weary men resumed their oars, and with heavy hearts and weakened arms tugged at the boat which seemed to have turned into a mass of lead. At such times a dead silence was maintained, for the work, which once would have been to them but childs play, had now become severe and heavy labour. Still they did not murmur. Even the cross-grained Tarquin became subdued in spirit by the influence of the calm endurance and good-humour of his comrades. But the calms seldom lasted long. The winds, which happily continued favourable, again ruffled the surface of the sea, and sometimes blew so briskly as to oblige them to take in a reef or two in their sails. The oars were gladly drawn in, and the spirits of the men rose as the little boat bent over to the blast, lost her leaden qualities, and danced upon the broad-backed billows, like a cork. There was no rain during all this time; little or no stormy weather; and, but for their constant exposure to the hot sun by day and the cold chills by night, the time might have been said to pass even pleasantly, despite the want of a sufficiency of food. Thus day after day and night after night flew by, and week after week came and went, and still the Maid of the Isle held on her course over the boundless ocean.

During all that time the one and a quarter ounces of salt junk and biscuit and the eighth of a pint of water were weighed and measured out to each man, three times a day, with scrupulous care and exactness, lest a drop or a crumb of the food that was more precious than diamonds should be lost. The men had all become accustomed to short allowance now, and experienced no greater inconvenience than a feeling of lassitude, which feeling increased daily, but by such imperceptible degrees that they were scarcely conscious of it, and were only occasionally made aware of the great reduction of their strength when they attempted to lift any article which, in the days of their full vigour, they could have tossed into the air, but which they could scarcely move now. When, however, the fair breeze enabled them to glide along under sail, and they lay enjoying complete rest, they experienced no unwonted sensations of weakness; their spirits rose, as the spirits of sailors always will rise when the waves are rippling at the bow and a white track forming in the wake; and they spent the time  when not asleep  in cheerful conversation and in the spinning of long yarns. They did not sing, however, as might have been expected  they were too weak for that  they called the feeling lazy, some said they couldnt be bothered to sing. No one seemed willing to admit that his strength was in reality abated.

In story-telling the captain, the doctor, and Glynn shone conspicuous. And when all was going smoothly and well, the anecdotes, histories, and romances related by these three were listened to with such intense interest and delight by the whole crew, that one would have thought they were enjoying a pleasure trip, and had no cause whatever for anxiety. Gurney, too, and Briant, and Nikel Sling came out frequently in the story-telling line, and were the means of causing many and many an hour to pass quickly and pleasantly by, which would otherwise have hung heavily on the hands of all.

Ailie Dunning was an engrossed and delighted listener at all times. She drank in every species of story with an avidity that was quite amusing. It seemed also to have been infectious, for even Jacko used to sit hour after hour looking steadily at each successive speaker, with a countenance so full of bright intelligence, and grave surpassing wisdom, as to lead one to the belief that he not only understood all that was said, but turned it over in his mind, and drew from it ideas and conclusions far more bright and philosophical than could have been drawn therefrom by any human being, however wise or ingenious.

He grinned, too, did Jacko, with an intensity and frequency that induced the sailors at first to call him a clever dog, in the belief that his perception of the ludicrous was very strong indeed; but as his grins were observed to occur quite as frequently at the pathetic and the grave as at the comical parts of the stories, they changed their minds, and said he was a codger  in which remark they were undoubtedly safe, seeing that it committed them to nothing very specific.

Captain Dunnings stories were, more properly speaking, histories, and were very much relished, for he possessed a natural power of relating what he knew in an interesting manner and with a peculiarly pleasant tone of voice. Every one who has considered the subject at all must have observed what a powerful influence there lies in the mere manner and tone of a speaker. The captains voice was so rich, so mellow, and capable of such varied modulation, that the men listened with pleasure to the words which rolled from his lips, as one would listen to a sweet song. He became so deeply interested, too, in the subject about which he happened to be speaking, that his auditors could not help becoming interested also. He had no powers of eloquence, neither was he gifted with an unusually bright fancy. But he was fluent in speech, and his words, though not chosen, were usually appropriate. The captain had no powers of invention whatever. He used to say, when asked to tell a story, that he might as well try to play the fiddle with a handspike. But this was no misfortune, for he had read much, and his memory was good, and supplied him with an endless flow of small-talk on almost every subject that usually falls under the observation of sea-captains, and on many subjects besides, about which most sea-captains, or land-captains, or any other captains whatsoever, are almost totally ignorant.

Captain Dunning could tell of adventures in the whale-fishery, gone through either by himself or by friends, that would have made your two eyes stare out of their two sockets until they looked like saucers (to use a common but not very correct simile). He could tell the exact latitude and longitude of almost every important and prominent part of the globe, and give the distance, pretty nearly, of any one place (on a large scale) from any other place. He could give the heights of all the chief mountains in the world to within a few feet, and could calculate, by merely looking at its current and depth, how many cubic feet of water any river delivered to the sea per minute. Length, breadth, and thickness, height, depth, and density, were subjects in which he revelled, and with which he played as a juggler does with golden balls; and so great were his powers of numerical calculation, that the sailors often declared they believed he could work out any calculation backwards without the use of logarithms! He was constantly instituting comparisons that were by no means what the proverb terms odious, but which were often very astonishing, and in all his stories so many curious and peculiar facts were introduced, that, as we have already said, they were very much relished indeed.

Not less relished, however, were Glynn Proctors astounding and purely imaginative tales. After the mens minds had been chained intently on one of the captains semi-philosophical anecdotes, they turned with infinite zest to one of Glynns outrageous flights. Glynn had not read much in his short life, and his memory was nothing to boast of, but his imagination was quite gigantic. He could invent almost anything; and the curious part of it was, that he could do it out of nothing, if need be. He never took time to consider what he should say. When called on for a story he began at once, and it flowed from him like a flood of sparkling water from a fountain in fairy realms. Up in the clouds; high in the blue ether; down in the coral caves; deep in the ocean waves; out on the mountain heaths; far in the rocky glens, or away in the wild woods green  it was all one to Glynn; he leaped away in an instant, with a long train of adventurers at his heels  male and female, little and big, old and young, pretty and plain, grave and gay. And didnt they go through adventures that would have made the hair of mortals not only stand on end, but fly out by the roots altogether? Didnt he make them talk, as mortals never talked before; and sing as mortals never dreamed of? And, oh! didnt he just make them stew, and roast, and boil joints of savoury meat, and bake pies, and tarts, and puddings, such as Soyer in his wildest culinary dreams never imagined, and such as caused the mouths of the crew of the Maid of the Isle to water, until they were constrained, poor fellows, to tell him to clap a stopper upon that, and hold his tongue, for they couldnt stand it!

Phil Briant and Gurney dealt in the purely comic line. They remarked  generally in an undertone  that they left poetry and prose to Glynn and the captain; and it was as well they did, for their talents certainly did not lie in either of these directions. They came out strong after meals, when the weather was fine, and formed a species of light and agreeable interlude to the more weighty efforts of the captain and the brilliant sallies of Glynn.

Gurney dealt in experiences chiefly, and usually endeavoured by asseveration and iteration to impress his hearers with the truth of facts said to have been experienced by himself, which, if true, would certainly have consigned him to a premature grave long ago. Briant, on the other hand, dealt largely in ghost stories, which he did not vouch for the truth of, but permitted his hearers to judge of for themselves  a permission which they would doubtless have taken for themselves at any rate.

But tales and stories occupied, after all, only a small portion of the mens time during that long voyage. Often, very often, they were too much exhausted to talk or even to listen, and when not obliged to labour at the oars they tried to sleep; but Natures sweet restorer did not always come at the first invitation, as was his wont in other days, and too frequently they were obliged to resume work unrefreshed. Their hands became hard and horny in the palms at last, like a mans heel, and their backs and arms ached from constant work.

Ailie kept in good health, but she, too, began to grow weak from want of proper nourishment. She slept better than the men, for the comfortable sleeping-box that Glynn had constructed for her sheltered her from the heat, wet, and cold, to which the former were constantly exposed. She amused herself, when not listening to stories or asleep, by playing with her favourite, and she spent a good deal of time in reading her Bible  sometimes to herself, at other times, in a low tone, to her father as he sat at the helm. And many a time did she see a meaning in passages which, in happier times, had passed meaningless before her eyes, and often did she find sweet comfort in words that she had read with comparative indifference in former days.

It is in the time of trial, trouble, and sorrow that the Bible proves to be a friend indeed. Happy the Christian who, when dark clouds overwhelm his soul, has a memory well stored with the comforting passages of the Word of God.

But Ailie had another occupation which filled up much of her leisure, and proved to be a source of deep and engrossing interest at the time. This was the keeping of a journal of the voyage. On the last trip made to the wreck of the Red Eric, just before the great storm that completed the destruction of that ship, the captain had brought away in his pocket a couple of note-books. One of these he kept to himself to jot down the chief incidents of the intended voyage; the other he gave to Ailie, along with a blacklead pencil. Being fond of trying to write, she amused herself for hours together in jotting down her thoughts about the various incidents of the voyage, great and small; and being a very good drawer for her age, she executed many fanciful and elaborate sketches, among which were innumerable portraits of Jacko and several caricatures of the men. This journal, as it advanced, became a source of much interest and amusement to every one in the boat; and when, in an hour of the utmost peril, it, along with many other things, was lost, the men, after the danger was past, felt the loss severely.

Thus they spent their time  now pleasantly, now sadly  sometimes becoming cheerful and hopeful, at other times sinking almost into a state of despair as their little stock of food and water dwindled down, while the Maid of the Isle still held on her apparently endless course over the great wide sea.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Calm and the Storm  A Serious Loss and Great Gain  Bird-Catching Extraordinary  Saved at Last.

One day a deep death-like calm settled down upon the ocean. For some days before, the winds had been light and uncertain, and the air had been excessively warm. The captain cast uneasy glances around him from time to time, and looked with a sadder countenance than usual on the haggard faces of the men as they laboured slowly and silently at the oars.

I dont know what this will turn to, doctor, he said, in a low tone; I dont like the look of it.

The doctor, who was perusing Ailies journal at the moment, looked up and shook his head.

It seems to me, captain, that whatever happens, matters cannot be made much worse.

You are wrong, doctor, replied the captain quietly; we have still much to be thankful for.

Did you not tell me a few minutes ago that the water was almost done?

The doctor said this in a whisper, for the men had not yet been made aware of the fact.

Yes, I did; but it is not quite done; that is matter for thankfulness.

Oh, according to that principle, observed the doctor, somewhat testily, you may say we have cause to be thankful for everything, bad as well as good.

So we have! so we have! If everything good were taken from us, and nothing left us but our lives, we would have reason to be thankful for that  thankful that we were still above ground, still in the land of hope, with salvation to our immortal souls through Jesus Christ freely offered for our acceptance.

The doctor made no reply. He thought the captain a little weak in the matter of religion. If religion is false, his opinion of the captain no doubt, was right, but if true, surely the weakness lay all the other way.

That morning the captains voice in prayer was more earnest, if possible, than usual, and he put up a special petition for water, which was observed by the men with feelings of great anxiety, and responded to with a deep amen. After morning worship the scales were brought, and the captain proceeded to weigh out the scanty meal, while the men watched his every motion with an almost wolfish glare, that told eloquently of the prolonged sufferings they had endured. Even poor Ailies gentle face now wore a sharp, anxious expression when food was being served out, and she accepted her small portion with a nervous haste that was deeply painful and touching to witness. She little knew, poor child, that that portion of bread and meat and water, small though it was, was larger than that issued to the men, being increased by a small quantity deducted from the captains own allowance and an equal amount from that of Glynn. The latter had noticed the captains habit of regularly calling off the childs attention during the distribution of each meal, for the purpose of thus increasing her portion at the expense of his own, and in a whispering conversation held soon after he insisted that a little of his allowance should also be transferred to her. At first the captain firmly refused, but Glynn said that if he did not accede to his wish he would hand over the whole of his portion in future to the monkey, let the result be what it might! As Glynn never threatened without a full and firm resolve to carry out his threats, the captain was compelled to give in.

When the water came to be served out that morning the captain paused, and looking round at the anxious eyes that were riveted upon him, said  

My lads, it has pleased the Almighty to lay His hand still heavier on us. May He who has said that He will not suffer men to be tempted above what they are able to bear, give us strength to stand it. Our water is almost done. We must be content with a quarter of our usual allowance.

This information was received in deep silence  perhaps it was the silence of despair, for the quantity hitherto served out had been barely sufficient to moisten their parched throats, and they knew that they could not exist long on the reduced allowance.

Jacko came with the rest as usual for his share, and held out his little hand for the tin cup in which his few drops of water were wont to be handed to him. The captain hesitated and looked at the men; then he poured out a few drops of the precious liquid. For the first time a murmur of disapproval was heard.

Its only a brute beast; the monkey must die before us, said a voice which was so hollow and changed that it could scarcely be recognised as that of Tarquin, the steward.

No one else said a word. The captain did not even look up to see who had spoken. He felt the justice as well as the harshness of the remark, and poured the water back into the jar.

Jacko seems puzzled at first, and held out his hand again; then he looked round on the men with that expression of unutterable woe which is peculiar to some species of the monkey tribe. He seemed to feel that something serious was about to happen to him. Looking up in the sad face of his young mistress, he uttered a very gentle and plaintive oo-oo-ee!

Ailie burst into a passionate flood of tears, and in the impulse of the moment handed her own cup, which she had not tasted, to Jacko, who drained it in a twinkling  before the captain could snatch it from his hands.

Having emptied it, Jacko went forward as he had been taught to do, and handed back the cup with quite a pleased expression of countenance  for he was easily satisfied, poor thing!

You should not have done that, my darling, said the captain, as he gave Ailie another portion.

Dear papa, I couldnt help it, sobbed the child; indeed I couldnt  and you need not give me any. I can do without it to-day.

Can you? But you shant, exclaimed Glynn, with a degree of energy that would have made every one laugh in happier times.

No, no, my own pet, replied the captain. You shant want it. Here, you must drink it, come.

From that day Jacko received his allowance regularly as long as a drop of water was left, and no one again murmured against it. When it was finished he had to suffer with the rest.

The calm which had set in proved to be of longer duration than usual, and the sufferings of the crew of the little boat became extreme. On the third day after its commencement the last drop of water was served out. It amounted to a couple of teaspoonfuls per man each meal, of which there were three a day. During the continuance of the calm, the sun shone in an almost cloudless sky and beat down upon the heads of the men until it drove them nearly mad. They all looked like living skeletons, and their eyes glared from their sunken sockets with a dry fiery lustre that was absolutely terrible to behold. Had each one in that boat possessed millions of gold he would have given all, gladly, for one drop of fresh water; but, alas! nothing could purchase water there. Ailie thought upon the man who, in the Bible, is described as looking up to heaven from the depths of hell and crying for one drop of water to cool his tongue, and she fancied that she could now realise his agony. The captain looked up into the hot sky, but no blessed cloud appeared there to raise the shadow of a hope. He looked down at the sea, and it seemed to mock him with its clear blue depths, which looked so sweet and pleasant. He realised the full significance of that couplet in Coleridges Ancient Mariner  

Water, water, everywhere,

But not a drop to drink.

and, drawing Ailie to his breast, he laid his cheek upon hers and groaned aloud.

We shall soon be taken away, dear papa! she said  and she tried to weep, but the tears that came unbidden and so easily at other times to her bright blue eyes refused to flow now.

The men had one by one ceased to ply their useless oars, and the captain did not take notice of it, for he felt that unless God sent relief in some almost miraculous way, their continuing to row would be of no avail. It would only increase their agony without advancing them more than a few miles on the long, long voyage that he knew still lay before them.

O God, grant us a breeze! cried Mr Millons, in a deep, tremulous tone breaking a silence that had continued for some hours.

Messmates, said Tim Rokens, who for some time had leaned with both elbows on his oar and his face buried in his hands, wot dye say to a bath? I do believe it ud do us good.

Phaps it would, replied King Bumble; but he did not move, and the other men made no reply, while Rokens again sank forward.

Gurney and Tarquin had tried to relieve their thirst the day before by drinking sea-water, but their inflamed and swollen throats and lips now showed that the relief sought had not been obtained.

Its time for supper, said the captain, raising his head suddenly, and laying Ailie down, for she had fallen into a lethargic slumber; fetch me the bread and meat can.

Dick Barnes obeyed reluctantly, and the usual small allowance of salt junk was weighed out, but there were no eager glances now. Most of the crew refused to touch food  one or two tried to eat a morsel of biscuit without success.

Ill try a swim, cried Glynn, suddenly starting up with the intention of leaping overboard. But his strength was more exhausted than he had fancied, for he only fell against the side of the boat. It was as well that he failed. Had he succeeded in getting into the water he could not have clambered in again, and it is doubtful whether his comrades had sufficient strength left to have dragged him in.

Try it this way, lad, said Tim Rokens, taking up a bucket, and dipping it over the side. Praps itll do as well.

He raised the bucket with some difficulty and poured its contents over Glynns head.

Thank God! said Glynn, with a deep, long-drawn sigh. Do it again, Tim, do it again. Thats it,  again, again! No, stop; forgive my selfishness; here, give me the bucket, Ill do it to you now.

Tim Rokens was quickly drenched from head to foot, and felt great and instantaneous relief. In a few minutes every one in the boat, Jacko included, was subjected to this species of cold bath, and their spirits rose at once. Some of them even began to eat their food, and Briant actually attempted to perpetrate a joke, which Gurney seconded promptly, but they failed to make one, even a bad one, between them.

Although the cold bathing seemed good for them at first, it soon proved to be hurtful. Sitting and lying constantly night and day in saturated clothes had the effect of rendering their skins painfully sensitive, and a feverish feeling was often alternated with cold shivering fits, so they were fain to give it up. Still they had found some slight relief, and they bore their sufferings with calm resignation  a state of mind which was fostered, if not induced, by the blessed words of comfort and hope which the captain read to them from the Bible as frequently as his strength would permit, and to which they listened with intense, all-absorbing interest.

It is ever thus with men. When death approaches, in almost all instances, we are ready  ay, anxious  to listen with the deepest interest to Gods message of salvation through His Son, and to welcome and long for the influences of the Holy Spirit. Oh! how happy should we be in life and in death, did we only give heartfelt interest to our souls affairs before the days of sorrow and death arrive.

On the fifth morning after the water had been exhausted the sun arose in the midst of dark clouds. The men could scarcely believe their eyes. They shouted and, in their weakness, laughed for joy.

The blessing was not long delayed. Thick vapours veiled the red sun soon after it emerged from the sea, then a few drops of rain fell. Blessed drops! How the men caught at them! How they spread out oiled cloths and tarpaulins and garments to gather them! How they grudged to see them falling around the boat into the sea, and being lost to them for ever. But the blessing was soon sent liberally. The heavens above grew black, and the rain came down in thick heavy showers. The tarpaulins were quickly filled, and the men lay with their lips to the sweet pools, drinking-in new life, and dipping their heads and hands in the cool liquid when they could drink no more. Their thirst was slaked at last, and they were happy. All their past sufferings were forgotten in that great hour of relief, and they looked, and laughed, and spoke to each other like men who were saved from death. As they stripped off their garments and washed the encrusted salt from their shrunken limbs, all of them doubtless felt, and some of them audibly expressed, gratitude to the Giver of every good and perfect gift.

So glad were they, and so absorbed in their occupation, that they thought not of and cared not for the fact that a great storm was about to break upon them. It came upon them almost before they were aware, and before the sails could be taken in the boat was almost upset.

Stand-by to lower the sails! shouted the captain, who was the first to see their danger.

The old familiar command issued with something of the old familiar voice and energy caused every one to leap to his post, if not with the agility of former times, at least with all the good will.

Let go!

The halyards were loosed, and the sails came tumbling down; at the same moment the squall burst on them. The Maid of the Isle bent over so quickly that every one expected she would upset; the blue water curled in over the edge of the gunwale, and the foam burst from her bows at the rude shock. Then she hissed through the water as she answered the helm, righted quickly, and went tearing away before the wind at a speed that she had not known for many days. It was a narrow escape. The boat was nearly filled with water, and, worst of all, the provision can, along with Ailies sleeping-box, were washed overboard and lost.

It was of no use attempting to recover them. All the energies of the crew were required to bale out the water and keep the boat afloat, and during the whole storm some of them were constantly employed in baling. For three days it blew a perfect hurricane, and during all that time the men had nothing whatever to eat; but they did not suffer so much as might be supposed. The gnawing pangs of hunger do not usually last beyond a few days when men are starving. After that they merely feel ever-increasing weakness. During the fall of the rain they had taken care to fill their jars, so that they had now a good supply of water.

After the first burst of the squall had passed, the tarpaulins were spread over the boat, and under one of these, near the stern, Ailie was placed, and was comparatively sheltered and comfortable. Besides forming a shelter for the men while they slept, these tarpaulins threw off the waves that frequently broke over the boat, and more than once bid fair to sink her altogether. These arose in enormous billows, and the gale was so violent that only the smallest corner of the foresail could be raised  even that was almost sufficient to tear away the mast.

At length the gale blew itself out, and gradually decreased to a moderate breeze, before which the sails were shaken out, and on the fourth morning after it broke they found themselves sweeping quickly over the waves on their homeward way, but without a morsel of food, and thoroughly exhausted in body and in mind.

On that morning, however, they passed a piece of floating seaweed, a sure indication of their approach to land. Captain Dunning pointed it out to Ailie and the crew with a cheering remark that they would probably soon get to the end of their voyage; but he did not feel much hope; for, without food, they could not exist above a few days more at the furthest  perhaps not so long. That same evening, several small sea-birds came towards the boat, and flew inquiringly round it, as if they wondered what it could be doing there, so far away from the haunts of men. These birds were evidently unaccustomed to man, for they exhibited little fear. They came so near to the boat that one of them was at length caught. It was the negro who succeeded in knocking it on the head with a boat-hook as it flew past.

Great was the praise bestowed on King Bumble for this meritorious deed, and loud were the praises bestowed on the bird itself, which was carefully divided into equal portions (and a small portion for Jacko), and eaten raw. Not a morsel of it was lost  claws, beak, blood, bones, and feathers  all were eaten up. In order to prevent dispute or jealousy, the captain made Ailie turn her back on the bird when thus divided, and pointing to the different portions, he said  

Who shall have this? Whoever was named by Ailie had to be content with what thus fell to his share.

Ah, but ye wos always an onlucky dog! exclaimed Briant, to whom fell the head and claws.

Yeve no reason to grumble, replied Gurney; yeve got all the brains to yerself, and no one needs them more.

The catching of this bird was the saving of the crew, and it afforded them a good deal of mirth in the dividing of it. The heart and a small part of the breast fell to Ailie  which every one remarked was singularly appropriate; part of a leg and the tail fell to King Bumble; and the lungs and stomach became the property of Jim Scroggles, whereupon Briant remarked that he would think as much almost o that stomach as he had iver done of his own! But there was much of sadness mingled with their mirth, for they felt that the repast was a peculiarly light one, and they had scarcely strength left to laugh or jest.

Next morning they knocked down another bird, and in the evening they got two more. The day after that they captured an albatross, which furnished them at last with an ample supply of fresh food.

It was Mr Markham, the second mate, who first saw the great bird looming in the distance, as it sailed over the sea towards them.

Lets try to fish for him, said the doctor. Ive heard of sea-birds being caught in that way before now.

Fish for it! exclaimed Ailie in surprise.

Ay, with hook and line, Ailie.

Ive seen it done often, said the captain. Hand me the line, Bumble, and a bit o that bird we got yesterday. Now for it.

By the time the hook was baited, the albatross had approached near to the boat, and hovered around it with that curiosity which seems to be a characteristic feature of all sea-birds. It was an enormous creature; but Ailie, when she saw it in the air, could not have believed it possible that it was so large as it was afterwards found to be on being measured.

Here, Glynn, catch hold of the line, said the captain, as he threw the hook overboard, and allowed it to trail astern; you are the strongest man amongst us now, I think; starvation dont seem to tell so much on your young flesh and bones as on ours!

No; it seems to agree with his constitution, remarked Gurney.

Its me that wouldnt give much for his flesh, observed Briant; but his skin and bones would fetch a good price in the leather and rag market.

While his messmates were thus freely remarking on his personal appearance  which, to say truth, was dreadfully haggard  Glynn was holding the end of the line, and watching the motions of the albatross with intense interest.

He wont take it, observed the captain.

Me tink him will, said Bumble.

No go, remarked Nikel Sling sadly.

That was near, said the first mate eagerly, as the bird made a bold swoop down towards the bait, which was skipping over the surface of the water.

No, hes off, cried Mr Markham in despair.

Cotched! or Im a Dutchman! shouted. Gurney.

No! cried Jim Scroggles.

Yes! screamed Ailie.

Hurrah! shouted Tim Rokens and Tarquin in a breath.

Dick Barnes, and the doctor, and the captain, and, in short, everybody, echoed the last sentiment, and repeated it again and again with delight as they saw the gigantic bird once again swoop down upon the bait and seize it.

Glynn gave a jerk, the hook caught in its tongue, and the albatross began to tug, and swoop, and whirl madly in its effort to escape.

Now, to talk of any ordinary bird swooping, and fluttering, and tugging, does not sound very tremendous; but, reader, had you witnessed the manner in which that enormous albatross conducted itself, you wouldnt have stared with amazement  oh, no! You wouldnt have gone home with your mouth as wide open as your eyes, and have given a gasping account of what you had seen  by no means! You wouldnt have talked of feathered steam-engines, or of fabled rocs, or of winged elephants in the air  certainly not!

Glynns arms jerked as if he were holding on to the sheet of a shifting mainsail of a seventy-four.

Bear a hand, he cried, else Ill be torn to bits.

Several hands grasped the line in a moment.

My! wot a wopper, exclaimed Tim Rokens.

Och! dont he pull? Wot a fortin hed make av hed only set his-self up as a tug-boat in the Thames!

If only we had him at the oar for a week, added Gurney.

Hoich! doctor, have ye strength to set disjointed limbs?

Have a care, lads, cried the captain, in some anxiety; give him more play, the line wont stand it. Time enough to jest after weve got him.

The bird was now swooping, and waving, and beating its great wings so close to the boat that they began to entertain some apprehension lest any of the crew should be disabled by a stroke from them before the bird could be secured. Glynn, therefore, left the management of the line to others, and, taking up an oar, tried to strike it. But he failed in several attempts.

Wait till we haul him nearer, boy, said the captain. Now, then!

Glynn struck again, and succeeded in hitting it a slight blow. At the same instant the albatross swept over the boat, and almost knocked the doctor overboard. As it brushed past, King Bumble, who was gifted with the agility of a monkey, leaped up, caught it round the neck, and the next moment the two were rolling together in the bottom of the boat.

The creature was soon strangled, and a mighty cheer greeted this momentous victory.

We are not aware that albatross flesh is generally considered very desirable food, but we are certain that starving men are particularly glad to get it, and that the supply now obtained by the wrecked mariners was the means of preserving their lives until they reached the land, which they did ten days afterwards, having thus accomplished a voyage of above two thousand miles over the ocean in an open boat in the course of eight weeks, and on an amount of food that was barely sufficient for one or two weeks ordinary consumption.

Great commiseration was expressed for them by the people at the Cape, who vied with each other in providing for their wants, and in showing them kindness.

Ailie and her father were carried off bodily by a stout old merchant, with a broad kind face, and a hearty, boisterous manner, and lodged in his elegant villa during their stay in that quarter of the world, which was protracted some time in order that they might recruit the wasted strength of the party ere they commenced their voyage home in a vessel belonging to the same stout, broad-faced, and vociferous merchant.

Meanwhile, several other ships departed for America, and by one of these Captain Dunning wrote to his sisters Martha and Jane. The captain never wrote to Martha or to Jane separately  he always wrote to them conjointly as Martha Jane Dunning.

The captain was a peculiar letter-writer. Those who may feel curious to know more about this matter are referred for further information to the next chapter.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Home, Sweet Home  The Captain takes his Sisters by Surprise  A Mysterious Stranger.

It is a fact which we cannot deny, however much we may feel disposed to marvel at it, that laughter and weeping, at one and the same time, are compatible. The most resolute sceptic on this point would have been convinced of the truth of it had he been introduced into the Misses Martha and Jane Dunnings parlour on the beautiful summer morning in which the remarkable events we are about to relate occurred.

On the morning in question, a letter-carrier walked up to the cottage with the yellow-painted face, and with the green door, so like a nose in the middle; and the window on each side thereof, so like its eyes; and the green Venetian blinds, that served so admirably for eyelids, attached thereto  all of which stood, and beamed, and luxuriated, and vegetated, and grew old in the centre of the town on the eastern seaboard of America, whose name (for strictly private reasons) we have firmly declined, and do still positively refuse to communicate.

Having walked up to the cottage, the letter-carrier hit it a severe smash on its green nose, as good Captain Dunning had done many, many months before. The result now, as then, was the opening thereof by a servant-girl  the servant-girl of old. The letter-carrier was a taciturn man; he said nothing, but handed in the letter, and went his way. The servant-girl was a morose damsel; she said nothing, but took the letter, shut the door, and laid it (the letter, not the door) on the breakfast-table, and went her way  which way was the way of all flesh, fish, and fowl  namely, the kitchen, where breakfast was being prepared.

Soon after the arrival of the letter Miss Jane Dunning  having put on an immaculately clean white collar and a spotlessly beautiful white cap with pink ribbons, which looked, if possible, taller than usual  descended to the breakfast-parlour. Her eye instantly fell on the letter, and she exclaimed Oh! at the full pitch of her voice. Indeed, did not respect for the good lady forbid, we would say that she yelled Oh!

Instantly, as if by magic, a faint oh! came down-stairs like an echo, from the region of Miss Martha Dunnings bedroom, and was followed up by a What is it? so loud that the most unimaginative person could not have failed to perceive that the elder sister had opened her door and put her head over the banisters.

What is it? repeated Miss Martha.

A letter! answered Miss Jane.

Who from? (in eager surprise, from above.)

Brother George! (in eager delight, from below.)

Miss Jane had not come to this knowledge because of having read the letter, for it still lay on the table unopened, but because she could not read it at all! One of Captain Dunnings peculiarities was that he wrote an execrably bad and illegible hand. His English was good, his spelling pretty fair, considering the absurd nature of the orthography of his native tongue, and his sense was excellent, but the whole was usually shrouded in hieroglyphical mystery. Miss Jane could only read the opening My dearest Sisters, and the concluding George Dunning, nothing more. But Miss Martha could, by the exercise of some rare power, spell out her brothers hand, though not without much difficulty.

Im coming, shouted Miss Martha.

Be quick! screamed Miss Jane.

In a few seconds Miss Martha entered the room with her cap and collar, though faultlessly clean and stiff, put on very much awry.

Give it me! Where is it?

Miss Jane pointed to the letter, still remaining transfixed to the spot where her eye had first met it, as if it were some dangerous animal which would bite if she touched it.

Miss Martha snatched it up, tore it open, and flopped down on the sofa. Miss Jane snatched up an imaginary letter, tore it open (in imagination), and flopping down beside her sister, looked over her shoulder, apparently to make believe to herself that she read it along with her. Thus they read and commented on the captains letter in concert.

Table Bay  dear me! what a funny bay that must be My dearest Sisters  the darling fellow, he always begins that way, dont he, Jane dear?

Bless him! he does, Martha dear.

Weve been all  I cant make this word out, can you, dear?

No, love.

Weve been all-worked! No, it cant be that. Stay, Weve been all wrecked!

Here Martha laid down the letter with a look of horror, and Jane, with a face of ashy paleness, exclaimed, Then theyre lost!

But no, cried Martha, George could not have written to us from Tablecloth Bay had he been lost.

Neither he could! exclaimed Jane, eagerly.

Under the influence of the revulsion of feeling this caused, Martha burst into tears and Jane into laughter. Immediately after, Jane wept and Martha laughed; then they both laughed and cried together, after which they felt for their pocket-handkerchiefs, and discovered that in their haste they had forgotten them; so they had to call the servant-girl and send her up-stairs for them; and when the handkerchiefs were brought, they had to be unfolded before the sisters could dry their eyes.

When they had done so, and were somewhat composed, they went on with the reading of the letter.

Weve been all wrecked  Dreadful and the poor Red Angel Oh! it cant be that, Martha dear!

Indeed, it looks very like it, Jane darling. Oh! I see; its Eric and the poor Red Eric has been patched, or pitched on a rock and smashed to sticks and stivers  Dear me! what can that be? I know what sticks are, but I cant imagine what stivers mean. Can you, Jane?

Havent the remotest idea; perhaps Johnson, or Walker, or Webster may  yes, Webster is sure to.

Oh! never mind just now, dear Jane, we can look it up afterwards stivers  sticks and stivers  something very dreadful, I fear. But were all safe and well now  Im so thankful! and weve been stumped  No starved nearly to death, too. My poor Ailie was thinner than ever I saw her before  This is horrible, dear Jane.

Dreadful, darling Martha.

But shes milk and butter  It cant be that milk and  oh! much better now.

At this point Martha laid down the letter, and the two sisters wept for a few seconds in silence.

Darling Ailie! said Martha, drying her eyes, how thin she must have been!

Ah! yes, and no one to take in her frocks.

Well be home in less than no time, continued Martha, reading, so you may get ready for us. Glynn will have tremendous long yarns to spin to you when we come back, and so will Ailie. She has seen a Lotofun since we left you  Bless me! what can that be, Jane?

Very likely some terrible sea monster, Martha; how thankful we ought to be that it did not eat her! seen a Lotofun  strange! a Lot  o  Oh! lot o fun!  thats it! how stupid of me! and my dear pet has been such an ass  Eh! for shame, brother.

Dont you think, dear, Martha, that theres some more of that word on the next line?

So there is, Im so stupid istance  Its not rightly divided though as-sistance and a comfort to me. I knew it couldnt be ass.

So did I. Ailie an ass! precious child!

Now, good-bye tye, my dear lassies,

Ever your affectionate brother,

(Dear Fellow!)

George Dunning.

Now it chanced that the ship which conveyed the above letter across the Atlantic was a slow sailer and was much delayed by contrary winds. And it also chanced  for odd coincidences do happen occasionally in human affairs  that the vessel in which Captain Dunning with Ailie and his crew embarked some weeks later was a fast-sailing ship, and was blown across the sea with strong favouring gales. Hence it fell out that the first vessel entered port on Sunday night, and the second cast anchor in the same port on Monday morning.

The green-painted door, therefore, of the yellow-faced cottage, had scarcely recovered from the assault of the letter-carrier, when it was again struck violently by the impatient Captain Dunning.

Miss Martha, who had just concluded and refolded the letter, screamed Oh! and leaped up.

Miss Jane did the same, with this difference, that she leaped up before screaming Oh! instead of after doing so. Then both ladies, hearing voices outside, rushed towards the door of the parlour with the intention of flying to their rooms and there carefully arranging their tall white caps and clean white collars, and keeping the early visitor, whoever he or she might be, waiting fully a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes, before they should descend, stiffly, starchly, and ceremoniously, to receive him  or her.

These intentions were frustrated by the servant-girl, who opened the green-painted door and let in the captain, who rushed into the parlour and rudely kissed his speechless sisters.

Can it be? gasped Martha.

Jane had meant to gasp Impossible! but seeing Ailie at that moment bound into Marthas arms, she changed her intention, uttered a loud scream instead, and fell down flat upon the floor under the impression that she had fainted. Finding, however, that this was not the case, she got up again quickly  ignorant of the fact that the tall cap had come off altogether in the fall  and stood before her sister weeping, and laughing, and wringing her hands, and waiting for her turn.

But it did not seem likely to come soon, for Martha continued to hug Ailie, whom she had raised entirely from the ground, with passionate fervour. Seeing this, and feeling that to wait was impossible, Jane darted forward, threw her arms round Ailie  including Martha, as an unavoidable consequence  and pressed the childs back to her throbbing bosom.

Between the two poor Ailie was nearly suffocated. Indeed, she was compelled to scream, not because she wished to, but because Martha and Jane squeezed a scream out of her. The scream acted on the former as a reproof. She resigned Ailie to Jane, flung herself recklessly on the sofa, and kicked.

Meanwhile, Captain Dunning stood looking on, rubbing his hands,  slapping his thighs, and blowing his nose. The servant-girl also stood looking on doing nothing  her face was a perfect blaze of amazement.

Girl, said the captain, turning suddenly towards her, is breakfast ready?

Yes, gasped the girl.

Then fetch it.

The girl did not move.

Dye hear? cried the captain.

Yees.

Then look alive.

The captain followed this up with a roar and such an indescribably ferocious demonstration that the girl fled in terror to the culinary regions, where she found the cat breakfasting on a pat of butter. The girl yelled, and flung first a saucepan, and after that the lid of a teapot, at the thief. She failed, of course, in this effort to commit murder, and the cat vanished.

Breakfast was brought, but, excepting in the captains case, breakfast was not eaten. What between questioning, and crying, and hysterical laughing, and replying, and gasping, explaining, misunderstanding, exclaiming, and choking, the other members of the party that breakfasted that morning in the yellow cottage with the much-abused green door, did little else than upset tea-cups and cream-pots, and sputter eggs about, and otherwise make a mess of the once immaculate tablecloth.

Oh, Aunt Martha! exclaimed Ailie, in the midst of a short pause in the storm, Im so very, very, very glad to be home!

The child said this with intense fervour. No one but he who has been long, long away from the home of his childhood, and had come back after having despaired of ever seeing it again, can imagine with what deep fervour she said it, and then burst into tears.

Aunt Jane at that moment was venturing to swallow her first mouthful of tea, so she gulped and choked, and Aunt Martha spent the next five minutes in violently beating the poor creatures back, as if she deemed choking a serious offence which merited severe punishment. As for the captain, that unfeeling monster went on grinning from ear to ear, and eating a heavy breakfast, as if nothing had happened. But a close observer might have noticed a curious process going on at the starboard side of his weather-beaten nose.

In one of his many desperate encounters with whales, Captain Dunning had had the end of a harpoon thrust accidentally into the prominent member of his face just above the bridge. A permanent little hole was the result, and on the morning of which we write, a drop of water got into that hole continually, and when it rolled out  which it did about once every two minutes  and fell into the captains tea-cup, it was speedily replaced by another drop, which trickled into the depths of that small cavern on the starboard side of the captains nose. We dont pretend to account for that curious phenomenon. We merely record the fact.

While the breakfast party were yet in this April mood, a knock was heard at the outer door.

Visitors! said Martha, with a look that would have led a stranger to suppose that she held visitors in much the same estimation as tax-gatherers.

How awkward! exclaimed Aunt Jane.

Send em away, girl, cried the captain. Were all engaged. Cant see any one to-day.

In a moment the servant-girl returned.

He says he must see you.

See who? cried the captain.

See you, sir.

Must he; then he shant. Tell him that.

Please, sir, he says he wont go away.

Wont he?

As he said this the captain set his teeth, clenched his fists, and darted out of the room.

Oh! George! Stop him! do stop him. Hes so violent! Hell do something dreadful! said Aunt Martha.

Will no one call out murder? groaned Aunt Jane, with a shudder.

As no one, however, ventured to check Captain Dunning, he reached the door, and confronted a rough, big, burly sailor, who stood outside with a free-and-easy expression of countenance, and his hands in his trousers pockets.

Why dont you go away when youre told, eh? shouted the captain.

Cause I wont, answered the man coolly.

The captain stepped close up, but the sailor stood his ground and grinned.

Now, my lad, if you dont up anchor and make sail right away, Ill knock in your daylights.

No, you wont do nothin o the kind, old genlemn; but youll double-reef your temper, and listen to wot Ive got to say; for its very partikler, an wont keep long without spilin.

What have you got to say, then? said the captain, becoming interested, but still feeling nettled at the interruption.

Cant tell you here.

Why not?

Never mind; but put on your sky-scraper, and come down with me to the grog-shop wot I frequents, and Ill tell ye.

Ill do nothing of the sort; be off, cried the captain, preparing to slam the door.

Oh! its all the same to me, in coorse, but I rather think if ye knowd that its bout the Termagant, and that ere whale wot  but it dont matter. Good-mornin.

Stay, cried the captain, as the last words fell on his ears.

Have you really anything to say to me about that ship?

In coorse I has.

Wont you come in and say it here?

Not by no means. You must come down to the grog-shop with me.

Well, Ill go.

So saying the captain ran back to the parlour; said, in hurried tones, that he had to go out on matters of importance, but would be back to dine at five, and putting on his hat, left the cottage in company with the strange sailor.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Captain Dunning Astonishes the Stranger  Surprising News, and Desperate Resolves.

Still keeping his hands in his pockets and the free-and-easy expression on his countenance, the sailor swaggered through the streets of the town with Captain Dunning at his side, until he arrived at a very dirty little street, near the harbour, the chief characteristics of which were noise, compound smells, and little shops with sea-stores hung out in front. At the farther end of this street the sailor paused before a small public-house.

Here we are, said he; this is the place were I puts up wen Im ashore  wich aint often  thats a fact. After you, sir.

The captain hesitated.

You aint afraid, air you? asked the sailor, in an incredulous tone.

No, Im not, my man; but I have an objection to enter a public-house, unless I cannot help it. Have you had a glass this morning?

The sailor looked puzzled, as if he did not see very clearly what the question had to do with the captains difficulty.

Well, for the matter o that, Ive had three glasses this mornin.

Then I suppose you have no objection to try a glass of my favourite tipple, have you?

The man smiled, and wiping his mouth with the cuff of his jacket, as if he expected the captain was, then and there, about to hand him a glass of the tipple referred to, said  

No objection wotsomediver.

Then follow me; Ill take you to the place where I put up sometimes when Im ashore. Its not far off.

Five minutes sufficed to transport them from the dirty little street near the harbour to the back-parlour of the identical coffee-house in which the captain was first introduced to the reader. Here, having whispered something to the waiter, he proceeded to question his companion on the mysterious business for which he had brought him there.

Couldnt we have the tipple first? suggested the sailor.

It will be here directly. Have you breakfasted?

Xceptin the three glasses I told ye of  no.

Well, now, what have you to tell me about the Termagant? You have already said that you are one of her crew, and that you were in the boat that day when we had a row about the whale. What more can you tell me?

The sailor sat down on a chair, stretched out his legs quite straight, and very wide apart, and thrust his hands, if possible, deeper into his pockets than they even were thrust before  so deep, in fact, as to suggest the idea that there were no pockets there at all  merely holes. Then he looked at Captain Dunning with a peculiarly sly expression of countenance and winked.

Well, thats not much. Anything more? inquired the captain.

Ho, yes; lots more. The Termagants in this yere port  at  this  yere  moment.

The latter part of this was said in a hoarse emphatic whisper, and the man raising up both legs to a horizontal position, let them fall so that his heels came with a crash upon the wooden floor.

Is she? cried the captain, with lively interest; and her captain?

Hes  yere  too!

Captain Dunning took one or two hasty strides across the floor, as if he were pacing his own quarterdeck  then stopped suddenly and said  

Can you get hold of any more of that boats crew?

I can do nothin more wotiver, nor say nothin more wotsomediver, till Ive tasted that ere tipple of yourn.

The captain rang the bell, and the waiter entered with ham and eggs, buttered toast, and hot coffee for two.

The sailor opened his eyes to their utmost possible width, and made an effort to thrust his hands still deeper into his unfathomable trousers pockets; then he sat bolt upright, and gathering his legs as close under his chair as possible, clasped his knees with his hands, hugged himself, and grinned from ear to ear. After sitting a second or two in that position, he jumped up, and going forward to the table, took up the plate of ham and eggs, as if to make sure that it was a reality, and smelt it.

Is this your favourite tipple? he said, on being quite satisfied of the reality of what he saw.

Coffee is my favourite drink, replied the captain, laughing. I never take anything stronger.

Ho! youre a to-teetler?

I am. Now, my man, as you have not yet had breakfast, and as you interrupted me in the middle of mine, suppose we sit down and discuss the matter of the whale over this.

Well, this is the rummiest way of offerin to give a fellow a glass as I ever did come across since I was a tadpole, as sure as my names Dick Jones, remarked the sailor, sitting down opposite the captain, and turning up the cuffs of his coat.

Having filled his mouth to its utmost possible extent, the astonished seaman proceeded, at one and the same time, to masticate and to relate all that he knew in regard to the Termagant.

He said that not only was that vessel in port at that time, but that the same men were still aboard; that the captain  Dixon by name  was still in command, and that the whale which had been seized from the crew of the Red Eric had been sold along with the rest of the cargo. He related; moreover, how that he and his comrades had been very ill-treated by Captain Dixon during the voyage, and that he (Captain D) was, in the opinion of himself and his shipmates, the greatest blackguard afloat, and had made them so miserable by his brutality and tyranny, that they all hoped they might never meet with his like again  not to mention the hopes and wishes of a very unfeeling nature which they one and all expressed in regard to that captains future career. Besides all this, he stated that he (Dick Jones) had recognised Captain Dunning when he landed that morning, and had followed him to the cottage with the yellow face and the green door; after which he had taken a turn of half-an-hour or so up and down the street to think what he ought to do, and had at last resolved to tell all that he knew, and offer to stand witness against his captain, which he was then and there prepared to do, at that time or at any future period, wherever he (Captain Dunning) liked, and whenever he pleased, and that there was an end of the whole matter, and that was a fact.

Having unburdened his mind, and eaten all the ham, and eggs, and toast, and drunk all the coffee, and asked for more and got it, Dick Jones proceeded to make himself supremely happy by filling his pipe and lighting it.

Ill take him to law, said Captain Dunning firmly, smiting the table with his fist.

I knowd a feller, said Jones, wot always said, wen he heard a feller say that, Youll come for to wish that ye hadnt; but I think yere right, capen; for its a clear case, clear as daylight; an well all swear to amost anything asll go fur to prove it.

But are you sure your messmates are as willing as you are to witness against the captain?

Sure? In coorse I is  sartin sure. Didnt he lamp two on em with a ropes-end once till they wos fit to bust, and all for nothin but skylarkin? Theyll all go in the same boat with me, cept perhaps the cook, who is named Baldwin. Hes a cross-grained critter, anll stan by the capen through thick an thin, an so will the carpenter  Box they call him  hes dead agin us; but thats all.

Then Ill do it at once, cried Captain Dunning, rising and putting on his hat firmly, as a man does when he has made a great resolve, which he more than half suspects will get him into a world of difficulties and trouble.

I spose I may set here till ye come back? inquired Dick Jones, who now wore a dim mysterious aspect, in consequence of the cloud of smoke in which he had enveloped himself.

You may sit there till they turn you out; but come and take breakfast with me at the same hour to-morrow, will ye?

Wont I?

Then good-day.

So saying, the captain left the coffee-house, and hurried to his sisters cottage, where he rightly conjectured he should find Glynn Proctor. Without telling his sisters the result of the interview with the rude seaman, he took Glynns arm and sallied forth in search of Tim Rokens and Mr Millons, both of whom they discovered enjoying their pipes, after a hearty breakfast, in a small, unpretending, but excellent and comfortable sailors home, in the dirty little street before referred to.

The greater part of the crew of the late Red Eric (now sticks and stivers) were found in the same place, engaged in much the same occupation, and to these, in solemn conclave assembled, Captain Dunning announced his intention of opening a law-suit against the captain of the Termagant for the unlawful appropriation of the whale harpooned by Glynn. The men highly approved of what they called a shore-going scrimmage, and advised the captain to go and have the captain and crew of the Termagant put in limbo right off.

Thus advised and encouraged, Captain Dunning went to a lawyer, who, after hearing the case, stated it as his opinion that it was a good one, and forthwith set about taking the needful preliminary steps to commencing the action.

Thereafter Captain Dunning walked rapidly home, wiping his hot brow as he went, and entering the parlour of the cottage  the yellow-faced cottage  flung himself on the sofa with a reckless air, and said, Ive done it!

Horror! cried Aunt Martha.

Misery! gasped Aunt Jane, who happened to be fondling Ailie at the time of her brothers entrance.

Is he dead?

Quite dead? added Martha.

Is who dead? inquired the captain, in surprise.

The man  the rude sailor!

Dead! No.

You said just now that you had done it.

So I have. Ive done the deed. Ive gone to law.

Had the captain said that he had gone to sticks and stivers, his sisters could not have been more startled and horrified. They dreaded the law, and hated it with a great and intense hatred, and not without reason; for their father had been ruined in a law-suit, and his father had broken the law, in some political manner they could never clearly understand, and had been condemned by the law to perpetual banishment.

Will it do you much harm, dear, papa? inquired Ailie, in great concern.

Harm? Of course not. I hope itll do me, and you too, a great deal of good.

Im so glad to hear that; for Ive heard people say that when you once go into it you never get out of it again.

So have I, said Aunt Martha, with a deep sigh.

And so have I, added Aunt Jane, with a deeper sigh, and I believe its true.

Its false! cried the captain, laughing, and you are all silly geese; the law is

A bright and glorious institution! A desirable investment for the talents of able men! A machine for justice usually  injustice occasionally  and, like all other good things, often misused, abused, and spoken against! said Glynn Proctor, at that moment entering the room, and throwing his hat on one chair, and himself on another. Ive had enough of the sea, captain, and have come to resign my situation, and beg for dinner.

You shall have it immediately, dear Glynn, said Martha, whose heart warmed at the sight of one who had been so kind to her little niece.

Nay, Im in no hurry, said Glynn, quickly; I did but jest, dear madam, as Shakespeare has it. Perhaps it was Milton who said it; one cant be sure; but whenever a truly grand remark escapes you, youre safe to clap it down to Shakespeare.

At this point the servant-girl announced dinner. At the same instant a heavy foot was heard in the passage, and Tim Rokens announced himself, saying that he had just seen the captains lawyer, and had been sent to say that he wished to see Captain Dunning in the course of the evening.

Then let him go on wishing till Im ready to go to him. Meanwhile do you come and dine with us, Rokens, my lad.

Rokens looked awkward, and shuffled a little with his feet, and shook his head.

Why, whats the matter, man?

Rokens looked as if he wished to speak, but hesitated.

If ye please, capen, Id raither not, axin the ladies parding. Id like a word with you in the passage.

By all means, replied the captain, going out of the room with the sailor. Now, whats wrong?

My flippers, capen, said Rokens, thrusting out his hard, thick, enormous hands, which were stained all over with sundry streaks of tar, and were very red as well as extremely clumsy to look at Ive bin an washed em with hot water and rubbed em with grease till I amost took the skin off, but they wont come clean, and Im not fit to sit down with ladies.

To this speech the captain replied by seizing Tim Rokens by the collar and dragging him fairly into the parlour.

Heres a man, cried the captain enthusiastically, presenting him to Martha, whos sailed with me for nigh thirty years, and is the best harpooner I ever had, and has stuck to me through thick and thin, in fair weather and foul, in heat and cold, and was kinder to Ailie during the last voyage than all the other men put together, exceptin Glynn, and who tells me his hands are covered with tar, and that he cant wash em clean nohow, and isnt fit to dine with ladies; so you will oblige me, Martha, by ordering him to leave the house.

I will, brother, with pleasure. I order you, Mr Rokens, to leave this house at your peril! And I invite you to partake of our dinner, which is now on the table in the next room.

Saying this, Aunt Martha grasped one of the great tar-stained flippers in both of her own delicate hands, and shook it with a degree of vigour that Tim Rokens afterwards said he could not have believed possible had he not felt it.

Seeing this, Aunt Jane turned aside and blew her nose violently. Tim Rokens attempted to make a bow, failed, and grinned. The captain cried Now, then, heave ahead! Glynn, in the exuberance of his spirits, uttered a miniature cheer. Ailie gave vent to a laugh, that sounded as sweet as a good song; and the whole party adjourned to the dining-room, where the servant-girl was found in the sulks because dinner was getting rapidly cold, and the cat was found:  

Prowling round the festal board

On thievish deeds intent.

(See Miltons Paradise Regained, latest edition.)




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Law-Suit  The Battle, and the Victory.

The great case of Dunning versus Dixon came on at last.

On that day Captain Dunning was in a fever; Glynn Proctor was in a fever; Tim Rokens was in a fever; the Misses Dunning were in two separate fevers  everybody, in fact, on the Dunning side of the case was in a fever of nervous anxiety and mental confusion. As witnesses in the case, they had been precognosced to such an extent by the lawyers that their intellects were almost overturned. On being told that he was to be precognosced. Tim Rokens said stoutly, Hed like to see the man as ud do it; under the impression that that was the legal term for being kicked, or otherwise maltreated; and on being informed that the word signified merely an examination as to the extent of his knowledge of the facts of the case, he said quietly, Fire away! Before they had done firing away, the gallant harpooner was so confused that he began to regard the whole case as already hopeless.

The other men were much in the same condition; but in a private meeting held among themselves the day before the trial, Rokens made the following speech, which comforted them not a little.

Messmates and shipmates, said Tim, Ill tell ye wot it is. Im no lawyer  thats a fact  but Im a man; an wots a man?  it aint a bundle o flesh an bones on two legs, with a turnip a-top ot, is it?

Be no manes, murmured Briant, with an approving nod.

Cernly not, remarked Dick Barnes. I second that motion.

Good, continued Rokens. Then, bein a man, Ive got brains enough to see that, if we dont want to contredick one another, we must stick to the truth.

You dont suppose Id go fur to tell lies, do you? said Tarquin quickly.

In coorse not. But what I mean to say is, that we must stick to what we knows to be the truth, and not be goin for to guess at it, or think that we knows it, and then swear to it as if we wos certain sure.

Hear! hear! from the assembled company.

In fact, observed Glynn, let what we say be absolutely true, and say just as little as we can. Thats how to manage a good case.

An, be all manes, added Briant, dont let any of ye try for to improve matters be volunteerin yer opinion. Volunteerin opinions is stuff. Volunteerin is altogether a bad look-out. I knowd a feller, I did  a strappin young feller he was, too, more betoken  as volunteered himself to death, he did. To be sure, his wos a case o volunteerin into the Louth Militia, and he wos shot, he wos, in a poplar riot, as the noosepapers said  a scrimmage, I calls it  so dont let any o us be goin for to volunteer opinions wen nobody axes em  no, nor wants em.

Briant looked so pointedly at Gurney while delivering this advice that that obese individual felt constrained to look indignant, and inquire whether them ere imperent remarks wos meant for him. To which Briant replied that they wos meant for him, as well as for ivery man then present. Whereupon Gurney started up and shook his fist across the table at Briant, and Briant made a face at Gurney, at which the assembled company of mariners laughed, and immediately thereafter the meeting was broken up.

Next day the trial came on, and as the case was expected to be more than usually interesting, the house was filled to overflowing long before the hour.

The trial lasted all that day, and all the next, and a great part of the third, but we do not purpose going into it in detail. The way in which Mr Rasp (Captain Dunnings counsel) and Mr Tooth (Captain Dixons counsel) badgered, browbeat, and utterly bamboozled the witnesses on both sides, and totally puzzled the jury, can only be understood by those who have frequented courts of law, but could not be fully or adequately described in less than six hundred pages.

In the course of the trial the resolutions come to by the crew of the Red Eric, that they would tell nothing but the truth, and carefully refrain from touching on what they were not quite sure of, proved to be of the greatest advantage to the pursuers case. We feel constrained here to turn aside for one moment to advise the general adoption of that course of conduct in all the serious affairs of life.

The evidence of Tim Rokens was clear and to the point. The whale had been first struck by Glynn with a harpoon, to which a drogue was attached; it had been followed up by the crew of the Red Eric and also by the crew of the Termagant. The boats of the latter over-took the fish first, fixed a harpoon in it, and lanced it mortally. The drogue and harpoon of the Red Eric were still attached to the whale when this was done, so that, according to the laws of the fishery, the crew of the Termagant had no right to touch the whale  it was a fast fish. If the drogue had become detached the fish would have been free, and both crews would have been entitled to chase and capture it if they were able. Angry words and threats had passed between the crews of the opposing boats, but the whale put a stop to that by smashing the boat of the Red Eric with its tail, whereupon the boat of the Termagant made off with the fish (which died almost immediately after), and left the crew of the boat belonging to the Red Eric struggling in the water.

Such was the substance of the evidence of the harpooner, and neither cross-examination nor re-cross-examination by Mr Tooth, the counsel for the defendant, could induce Tim Rokens to modify, alter, omit, or contradict one iota of what he had said.

It must not be supposed, however, that all of the men gave their evidence so clearly or so well. The captain did, though he was somewhat nervous, and the doctor did, and Glynn did. But that of Nikel Sling was unsatisfactory, in consequence of his being unable to repress his natural tendency to exaggeration. Tarquin also did harm; for, in his spite against the crew of the Termagant, he made statements which were not true, and his credit as a witness was therefore totally destroyed.

Last of all came Jim Scroggles, who, after being solemnly sworn, deposed that he was between thirty-five and thirty-six years of age, on hearing which Gurney said Oh! with peculiar emphasis, and the people laughed, and the judge cried Silence, and the examination went on. After some time Mr Tooth rose to cross-question Jim Scroggles, who happened to be a nervous man in public, and was gradually getting confused and angry.

Now, my man, please to be particular in your replies, said Mr Tooth, pushing up his spectacles on his forehead, thrusting his hands into his trousers pockets, and staring very hard at Jim. You said that you pulled the second oar from the bow on the day in which the whale was killed.

Yes.

Are you quite sure of that? Was it not the third oar, now?

Yes or no, interrupted Mr Tooth.

Its so long since

Yes or no, repeated Mr Tooth.

Yes, roared Scroggles, forgetting at the moment, in his confusion and indignation at not being allowed to speak, in what manner the question had been put.

Yes, echoed Mr Tooth, addressing the judge, but looking at the jury. You will observe, gentlemen. Would your lordship be so good as to note that? This witness, on that very particular occasion, when every point in the circumstances must naturally have been impressed deeply on the memories of all present, appears to have been so confused as not to know which oar of the boat he pulled. So, my man (turning to the witness), it appears evident that either you are now mis-stating the facts of the case or were then incapable of judging of them.

Jim Scroggles felt inclined to leap out of the witness-box, and knocked the teeth of Mr Tooth down his throat! But he repressed the inclination, and that gentleman went on to say  

When the boat of the Red Eric came up to the whale was the drogue still attached to it?

In coorse it was. Didnt ye hear me say that three or

Be so good as to answer my questions simply, and do not make unnecessary remarks, sir. Was the drogue attached when the boat came up? Yes or no?

Yes.

How do you know?

Cause I seed it.

You are quite sure that you saw it?

In coorse!  leastwise, Tim Rokens seed it, and all the men in the boat seed it, and said so to me afterwards  wich is the same thing, though I cant xactly say I seed it myself, cause I was looking hard at the men in the enemys boat, and considerin which on em I should give a dab in the nose to first wen we come along side of em.

Oh, then you did not see the drogue attached to the whale? said Mr Tooth, with a glance at the jury; and you were so taken up with the anticipated fight, I suppose, that you scarcely gave your attention to the whale at all! Were the other men in your boat in a similarly unobservant condition?

Eh? exclaimed Scroggles.

Were the other men as eager for the fight as you were?

I spose they wos; youd better ax em. I dun know.

No, I dont suppose you do, considering the state of mind you appear to have been in at the time. Do you know which part of the whale struck your boat? Was it the head?

No; it was the tail.

Are you quite sure of that?

Ho, yes, quite sartin, for Ive got a knot on my head this day where the tip of its flukes came down on me.

Youre quite sure of that? Might it not have been the part of the fish near the tail, now, that struck you, or the fin just under the tail?

No; Im quite sartin sure it warnt that.

How are you so sure it wasnt that?

Because whales haint got no fins just under their tails! replied Scroggles, with a broad grin.

There was another loud laugh at this, and Mr Tooth looked a little put out, and the judge cried Silence again, and threatened to clear the court.

After a few more questions Jim Scroggles was permitted to retire, which he did oppressed with a feeling that his evidence had done the case little good, if not some harm, yet rather elated than otherwise at the success of his last hit.

That evening Captain Dunning supped with Ailie and his sisters in low spirits. Glynn and the doctor and Tim Rokens and the two mates, Millons and Markham, supped with him, also in low spirits; and King Bumble acted the part of waiter, for that sable monarch had expressed an earnest desire to become Captain Dunnings servant, and the captain had agreed to take him on, at least for a time. King Bumble was also in low spirits; and, as a natural consequence, so were Aunts Martha and Jane and little Ailie. It seemed utterly incomprehensible to the males of the party, how so good a case as this should come to wear such an unpromising aspect.

The fact is, said the captain, at the conclusion of a prolonged discussion, I dont believe well gain it.

Neither do I, said the doctor, helping himself to a large quantity of salad, as if that were the only comfort now left to him, and he meant to make the most of it before giving way to total despair.

I knew it, observed Aunt Martha firmly. I always said the law was a wicked institution.

Its a great shame! said Aunt Jane indignantly; but what could we expect? It treats every one ill.

Wont it treat Captain Dixon well, if he wins, aunt? inquired Ailie.

Dear child, what can you possibly know about law? said Aunt Martha.

Would you like a little more tart? asked Aunt Jane.

Bravo! Ailie, cried Glynn, thats a fair question. I back it up.

How much do you claim for damages, George? inquired Aunt Martha, changing the subject.

(Question! whispered Glynn.)

Two thousand pounds, answered the captain.

What! exclaimed the aunts, in a simultaneous burst of amazement. All for one fish?

Ay, it was a big one, you see, and Dick Jones, one of the men of the Termagant, told me it was sold for that. Its a profitable fishing, when one doesnt lose ones ship. What do you say to go with me and Ailie on our next trip, sisters? You might use up all your silk and worsted thread and crooked pins.

What nonsense you talk, George; but I suppose you really do use pretty large hooks and lines when you fish for whales?

Aunt Martha addressed the latter part of her remark to Tim Rokens, who seemed immensely tickled by the captains pleasantry.

Hooks and lines, maam! cried Rokens, regarding his hostess with a look of puzzled surprise.

To be sure we do, interrupted Glynn; we use anchors baited with live crocodiles  sometimes elephants, when we cant get crocodiles. But hippopotamuses do best.

Oh! Glynn! cried Ailie, laughing, how can you?

It all depends on the drogue, remarked the doctor. Im surprised to find how few of the men can state with absolute certainty that they saw the drogue attached to the whale when the boat came up to it. It all hinges upon that.

Yes, observed Mr Millons, the ole case inges on that, because that proves it was a fast fish.

Dear me, Mr Millons, said Aunt Martha, smiling, I have heard of fast young men, but I never heard of a fast fish before.

Didnt you, maam? exclaimed the first mate, looking up in surprise, for that matter-of-fact seamen seldom recognised a joke at first sight.

Aunt Martha, who very rarely ventured on the perpetration of a joke, blushed, and turning somewhat hastily to Mr Markham, asked if he would take another cup of tea. Seeing that there was no tea on the table, she substituted another slice of ham, and laughed. Thereupon the whole company laughed, and from that moment their spirits began to rise. They began to discuss the more favourable points of the evidence led that day, and when they retired at a late hour to rest, their hopes had again become sanguine.

Next morning the examination of the witnesses for the defendant came on. There were more of them than Dick Jones had expected; for the crew of the Termagant happened to be partly made up of very bad men, who were easily bribed by their captain to give evidence in his favour. But it soon became evident that they had not previously determined, as Captain Dunnings men had done, to stick to the simple truth. They not only contradicted each other but each contradicted himself more than once; and it amazed them all, more than they could tell, to find how easily Mr Rasp turned their thoughts outside in, and caused them to prove conclusively that they were telling falsehoods.

After the case had been summed up by the judge, the jury retired to consult, but they only remained five minutes away, and then came back with a verdict in favour of the pursuers.

Whos the pursooers? inquired Gurney, when this was announced to him by Nikel Sling. Aint we all pursooers? Wasnt we all pursooing the whale together?

Oh, you grampus! cried Nikel, laughing. Dont ye know that we is the purshooers, cause why? Were purshooin the capen and crew of the Termagant at law, and means to purshoo em too, I guess, till they stumps up for that air whale. And they is the defendants, cause theyre sposed to defend themselves to the last gasp; but it aint o no manner o use.

Nikel Sling was right. Captain Dixon was pursued until he paid back the value of his ill-gotten whale, and was forcibly reminded by this episode in his career, that honesty is the best policy after all. Thus Captain Dunning found himself suddenly put in possession of a sum of two thousand pounds.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Conclusion.

The trouble, and worry, and annoyance that the sum of 2000 pounds gave to Captain Dunning is past all belief. That worthy man, knowing that Glynn Proctor had scarcely a penny in the world, not even his kit (as sailors name their sea-chests), which had been lost in the wreck of the Red Eric, and that the boy was about to be cast upon the world again an almost friendless wanderer  knowing all this, we say, Captain Dunning insisted that as Glynn had been the first to strike the whale, and as no one else had had anything to do with its capture, he (Glynn) was justly entitled to the money.

Glynn firmly declined to admit the justice of this view of the case; he had been paid his wages; that was all he had any right to claim; so he positively refused to take the money. But the captain was more than his match. He insisted so powerfully, and argued so logically, that Glynn at last consented, on condition that 500 pounds of it should be distributed among his shipmates. This compromise was agreed to, and thus Glynn came into possession of what appeared in his eyes a fortune of 1500 pounds.

Now, what am I to do with it? that is the question.

Glynn propounded this knotty question one evening, about three weeks after the trial, to his friends of the yellow cottage with the green-painted door.

Put it in the bank, suggested Aunt Martha.

Yes, and live on the interest, added Aunt Jane.

Or invest in the whale-fishery, said Captain Dunning, emitting a voluminous cloud of tobacco-smoke, as if to suggest the idea that the investment would probably end in something similar to that. (The captain was a peculiarly favoured individual; he was privileged to smoke in the Misses Dunnings parlour.)

Oh! Ill tell you what to do, Glynn, cried Ailie, clapping her hands; it would be so nice. Buy a cottage with it  a nice, pretty, white-painted cottage, beside a wood, with a little river in front of it, and a small lake with a boat on it not far off, and a far, far view from the windows of fields, and villages, and churches, and cattle, and sheep, and

Hurrah! Ailie, go it, my lass! interrupted Glynn; and horses, and ponies, and carts, and cats, and blackbirds, and cocks and hens, and ploughmen, and milkmaids, and beggars, all in the foreground; and coaches, and railroads, and steamboats, and palaces, and canals, in the middle distance; with a glorious background of the mighty sea glittering for ever under the blazing beams of a perpetually setting sun, mingled with the pale rays of an eternally rising moon, and laden with small craft, and whale-ships, and seaweed, and fish, and bumboats, and men-of-war!

Oh, how nice! cried Ailie, screaming with delight.

Go ahead, lad, never give in! said the captain; whose pipe during this glowing description had been keeping up what seemed like a miniature sea-fight. Youve forgot the main point.

Whats that? inquired Glynn.

Why, a palace for Jacko close beside it, with a portrait of Jacko over the drawing-room fireplace, and a marble bust of Jacko in the four corners of every room.

So I did; I forgot that, replied Glynn.

Dear Jacko! said Ailie, laughing heartily, and holding out her hand.

The monkey, which had become domesticated in the house, leaped nimbly upon her knee, and looked up in her face.

Oh! Ailie dear, do put it down! cried Aunt Jane, shuddering.

How can you? said Aunt Martha; dirty beast! Of course Aunt Martha applied the latter part of her remark to the monkey, not to the child.

Ill never be able to bear it, remarked Aunt Jane.

And it will never come to agree with the cat, observed Aunt Martha.

Ailie patted her favourite on the cheek and told it to go away, adding, that it was a dear pet  whereupon that small monkey retired modestly to a corner near the sideboard. It chanced to be the corner nearest to the sugar-basin, which had been left out by accident; but Jacko didnt know that, of course  at least, if he did, he did not say so. It is probable, however, that he found it out in course of time; for an hour or two afterwards the distinct marks of ten very minute fingers were visible therein, a discovery which Aunt Martha made with a scream, and Aunt Jane announced with a shriek  which caused Jacko to retire precipitately.

But really, said Glynn, jesting apart, I must take to something on shore, for although I like the sea very well, I find that I like the land better.

Well, since you wish to be in earnest about it, said Captain Dunning, Ill tell you what has been passing in my mind of late. Im getting to be an oldish young man now, you see, and am rather tired of the sea myself, so I also think of giving it up. I have now laid by about five thousand pounds, and with this I think of purchasing a farm. I learnt something of farming before I took to the sea, so that I am not quite so green on such matters as you might suppose, though I confess Im rather rusty and behind the age; but that wont much matter in a fine country like this, and I can get a good steward to take command and steer the ship until I have brushed up a bit in shore-goin navigation. There is a farm which is just the very thing for me not more than twenty miles from this town, with a cottage on it and a view somewhat like the one you and Ailie described a few minutes ago, though not quite so grand. But theres one great and insuperable objection to my taking it.

What is that? inquired Aunt Martha, who, with her sister, expressed in their looks unbounded surprise at the words of their brother, whom they regarded as so thoroughly and indissolubly connected with the sea that they would probably have been less surprised had he announced it to be his intention to become a fish and thenceforward dwell in a coral cave.

I have not enough of money wherewith to buy and stock it.

What a pity! said Ailie, whose hopes had been rising with extraordinary rapidity, and were thus quenched at once.

Glynn leaped up and smote his thigh with his right hand, and exclaimed in a triumphant manner Thats the very ticket!

Whats the very ticket? inquired the captain.

Ill lend you my money, said Glynn.

Ay, boy, thats just the point I was comin to. A thousand pounds will do. Now, if you lend me that sum, Im willin to take you into partnership, and well buy the place and farm it together. I think well pull well in the same boat, for I think you like me well enough, and Im sure I like you, and I know Ailie dont object to either of us; and after Im gone, Glynn, you can work the farm for Ailie and give her her share. What say you?

Done, exclaimed Glynn, springing up and seizing the captains hand. Ill be your son and youll be my father, and Ailie will be my sister  and wont we be jolly, just!

Ailie laughed, and so did the two aunts, but the captain made no reply. He merely smoked with a violence that was quite appalling, and nodding his head, winked at Glynn, as if to say Thats it, exactly!

The compact thus half-jestingly entered into was afterwards thoroughly ratified and carried into effect. The cottage was named the Red Eric, and the property was named the Whale Brae, after an ancestral estate which, it was supposed, had, at some remote period, belonged to the Dunning family in Scotland. The title was not inappropriate, for it occupied the side of a rising ground, which, as a feature in the landscape, looked very like a whale, only, as Glynn said, not quite so big, which was an outrageous falsehood, for it was a great deal bigger! A small wooden palace was built for Jacko, and many a portrait was taken of him by Glynn, in charcoal, on many an outhouse wall, to the immense delight of Ailie. As to having busts of him placed in the corners of every room, Glynn remarked that that was quite unnecessary, for Jacko almost bust himself in every possible way, at every conceivable time, in every imaginable place, whenever he could conveniently collect enough of food to do so  which was not often, for Jacko, though small, was of an elastic as well as an amiable disposition.

Tim Rokens stuck to his old commander to the last. He said he had sailed with him the better part of his life, in the same ships, had weathered the same storms, and chased the same fish, and now that the captain had made up his mind to lay up in port, he meant to cast anchor beside him. So the bold harpooner became a species of overseer and jack-of-all-trades on the property. Phil Briant set up as a carpenter in the village close by, took to himself a wife (his first wife having died), and became Tim Rokens boon companion and bosom friend. As for the rest of the crew of the Red Eric, they went their several ways, got into separate ships, and were never again re-assembled together; but nearly all of them came at separate times, in the course of years, to visit their old captain and shipmates in the Red Eric at Whale Brae.

In course of time Ailie grew up into such a sweet, pretty, modest, loveable woman, that the very sight of her did ones heart good. Love was the ruling power in Ailies heart  love to her God and Saviour and to all His creatures. She was not perfect. Who is? She had faults, plenty of them. Who has not? But her loving nature covered up everything with a golden veil so beautiful, that no one saw her faults, or, if they did, would not believe them to be faults at all.

Glynn, also, grew up and became a man. Observe, reader, we dont mean to say that he became a thing with long legs, and broad shoulders, and whiskers. Glynn became a real man; an out-and-out man; a being who realised the fact that he had been made and born into the world for the purpose of doing that world good, and leaving it better than he found it. He did not think that to strut, and smoke cigars, and talk loud or big, and commence most of his sentences with Aw! pon my soul! was the summit of true greatness. Neither did he, flying in disgust to the opposite extreme, speak like a misanthrope, and look like a bear, or dress like a savage. He came to know the truth of the proverb, that there is a time for all things, and following up the idea suggested by those words, he came to perceive that there is a place for all things  that place being the human heart, when in a true and healthy condition in all its parts, out of which, in their proper time, some of those all things ought to be ever ready to flow. Hence Glynn could weep with the sorrowful and laugh with the gay. He could wear a red or a blue flannel shirt, and pull an oar (ay, the best oar) at a rowing match, or he could read the Bible and pray with a bedridden old woman. Had Glynn Proctor been a naval commander, he might have sunk, destroyed, or captured fleets. Had he been a soldier, he might have stormed and taken cities; being neither, he was a greater man than either, for he could rule his own spirit. If you are tempted, dear reader, to think that an easy matter, just try it. Make the effort. The first time you chance to be in a towering rage (which I trust, however, may never be), try to keep your tongue silent, and, most difficult of all, try at that moment to pray, and see whether your opinion as to your power over your own spirit be not changed.

Such were Glynn and Ailie. So they married, of course, you remark. Well, reader, and why not? Nothing could be more natural. Glynn felt, and said, too, that nothing was nearer his heart. And Ailie admitted  after being told by Glynn that she must be his wife, for he wanted to have her, and was determined to have her whether she would or not  that her heart was in similar proximity to the idea of marriage. Captain Dunning did not object  it would have been odd if he had objected to the fulfilment of his chief earthly desire. Tim Rokens did not groan when he heard of the proposal  by no means; on the contrary, he roared, and laughed, and shouted with delight, and went straight off to tell Phil Briant, who roared a duet with him, and they both agreed that it wos the most gloriously natral thing they ever did know since they wos launched upon the sea of time!

So Glynn Proctor and Ailie Dunning were married, and lived long, and happily, and usefully at Whale Brae. Captain Dunning lived with them until he was so old that Ailies eldest daughter (also named Ailie) had to lead him from his bedroom each morning to breakfast, and light his pipe for him when he had finished. And Ailie the second performed her duties well, and made the old man happy  happier than he could find words to express  for Ailie the second was like her mother in all things, and greater praise than that could not possibly be awarded to her.

The affairs of the cottage with the yellow face and the green door were kept in good order for many years by one of Ailie the seconds little sisters  Martha by name; and there was much traffic and intercourse between that ancient building and the Red Eric, as long as the two aunts lived, which was a very long time indeed. Its green door was, during that time, almost battered off its hinges by successive juvenile members of the Proctor family. And truly deep and heartfelt was the mourning at Whale Brae when the amiable sisters were taken away at last.

As for Tim Rokens, that ancient mariner became the idol of the young Proctors, as they successively came to be old enough to know his worth. The number of ships and boats he made for the boys among them was absolutely fabulous. Equal, perhaps, to about a twentieth part of the number of pipes of tobacco he smoked during his residence there, and about double the number of stories told them by Phil Briant during the same period.

King Bumble lived with the family until his woolly head became as white as his face was black; and Jacko  poor little Jacko  lived so long, that he became big, but he did not become less amiable, or less addicted to thieving. He turned grey at last and became as blind as a bat, and finally crawled about the house, enfeebled by old age, and wrapped in a flannel dressing-gown.

Sorrows and joys are the lot of all; they chase each other across the sky of human life like cloud and sunshine on an April day. Captain Dunning and his descendants were not exempt from the pains, and toils, and griefs of life, but they met them in the right spirit, and diffused so sweet an influence around their dwelling that the neighbours used to say  and say truly  of the family at the Red Eric, that they were always good-humoured and happy  as happy as the day was long.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Hunter.

On a beautiful summer evening, not many years ago, a man was seen to ascend the side of a little mound or hillock, on the top of which he lingered to gaze upon the wild scenery that lay stretched out before him.

The man wore the leathern coat and leggings of a North American hunter, or trapper, or backwoodsman; and well did he deserve all these titles, for Jasper Derry was known to his friends as the best hunter, the most successful trapper, and the boldest man in the backwoods.

Jasper was big and strong as well as bold, but he was not a bully. Men of true courage are in general peacefully disposed. Jasper could fight like a lion when there was occasion to do so; but he was gentle and grave, and quiet by nature. He was also extremely good-humoured; had a low soft voice, and, both in mind and body, seemed to delight in a state of repose.

We have said that his coat was made of leather; the moccasins or Indian shoes on his feet were made of the same material. When Jasper first put them on they were soft like a glove of chamois leather, and bright yellow; but hard service had turned them into a dirty brown, which looked more business like. The sun had burned his face and hands to as deep a brown as his coat. On his head he wore a little round cap, which he had made with his own hands, after having caught the black fox that supplied the fur, in one of his own traps. A coloured worsted belt bound his coat round his waist, and beneath the coat he wore a scarlet flannel shirt. A long knife and a small hatchet were stuck in the belt at his back, and in front hung a small cloth bag, which was so thickly ornamented with beads of many colours, that little of the cloth could be seen.

This last was a fire-bag  so called because it contained the flint, steel, and tinder required for making a fire. It also contained Jaspers pipe and tobacco  for he smoked, as a matter of course. Men smoke everywhere  mores the pity  and Jasper followed the example of those around him. Smoking was almost his only fault. He was a tremendous smoker. Often, when out of tobacco, he had smoked tea. Frequently he had tried bark and dried leaves; and once, when hard pressed, he had smoked oakum. He would rather have gone without his supper than without his pipe! A powder-horn and shot pouch were slung over his shoulders by two cross belts, and he carried a long single-barrelled gun.

I have been thus particular in describing Jasper Derry, because he is our hero, and he is worth describing, being a fine, hearty, handsome fellow, who cared as little for a wild Indian or a grizzly bear as he did for a butterfly, and who was one of the best of companions, as he was one of the best of hunters, in the wilderness.

Having gained the top of the hillock, Jasper placed the butt of his long gun on the ground, and, crossing his hands over the muzzle, stood there for some time so motionless, that he might have been mistaken for a statue. A magnificent country was spread out before him. Just in front lay a clear lake of about a mile in extent, and the evening was so still that every tree, stone, and bush on its margin, was reflected as in a mirror. Here, hundreds of wild ducks and wild geese were feeding among the sedges of the bays, or flying to and fro mingling their cries with those of thousands of plover and other kinds of water-fowl that inhabited the place. At the lower end of this lake a small rivulet was seen to issue forth and wind its way through woods and plains like a silver thread, until it was lost to view in the far distance. On the right and left and behind, the earth was covered with the dense foliage of the wild woods.

The hillock on which the western hunter stood, lay in the very heart of that great uncultivated wilderness which forms part of the British possessions in North America. This region lies to the north of the Canadas, is nearly as large as all Europe, and goes by the name of the Hudsons Bay Territory, or Ruperts Land.

It had taken Jasper many long weeks of hard travel by land and water, in canoes and on foot, to get there; and several weeks of toil still lay before him ere he could attain the object for which his journey had been undertaken.

Wicked people say that woman is at the bottom of all mischief! Did it never occur to these same wicked individuals, that woman is just as much at the bottom of all good? Whether for good or for evil, woman was at the bottom of Jasper Perrys heart and affairs. The cause of his journey was love; the aim and end of it was marriage! Did true love ever run smooth? No, never, says the proverb. We shall see.




Chapter Two.

The Three Friends.

When the hunter had stood for full five minutes gazing at the beautiful scenery by which he was surrounded, it suddenly occurred to him that a pipe would render him much more capable of enjoying it; so he sat down on the trunk of a fallen tree, leaned his gun on it, pulled the fire-bag from his belt, and began to fill his pipe, which was one of the kind used by the savages of the country, with a stone head and a wooden stem. It was soon lighted, and Jasper was thinking how much more clear and beautiful a landscape looked through tobacco smoke, when a hand was laid lightly on his shoulder. Looking quickly round, he beheld a tall dark-faced Indian standing by his side.

Jasper betrayed neither alarm nor surprise; for the youth was his own comrade, who had merely come to tell him that the canoe in which they had been travelling together, and which had been slightly damaged, was repaired and ready for service.

Why, Arrowhead, you steal on me with the soft tread of a fox. My ears are not dull, yet I did not hear your approach, lad.

A smile lighted up the countenance of the young Indian for a moment, as he listened to a compliment which gratified him much; but the grave expression which was natural to him instantly returned, as he said, Arrowhead has hunted in the Rocky Mountains where the men are treacherous; he has learned to tread lightly there.

No doubt, ye had need to be always on the look out where there are such varmints; but hereaway, Arrowhead, there are no foes to fear, and therefore no need to take yer friends by surprise. But yere proud o your gifts, lad, an I suppose its natural to like to show them off. Is the canoe ready?

The Indian replied by a nod.

Thats well, lad, it will be sun-down in another hour, an I would like to camp on the point of pines to-night; so come along.

Hist! exclaimed the Indian, pointing to a flock of geese which came into view at that moment.

Ah! you come of a masterful race, said Jasper, shaking his head gravely, youre never content when yeve got enough, but must always be killing Gods creatures right and left for pure sport. Havent we got one grey goose already for supper, an thats enough for two men surely. Of course I make no account o the artist, poor cratur, for he eats next to nothin. Howsever, as your appetite may be sharper set than usual, Ive no objection to bring down another for ye.

So saying the hunter and the Indian crouched behind a bush, and the former, while he cocked his gun and examined the priming, gave utterance to a series of cries so loud and discordant, that any one who was ignorant of a hunters ways must have thought he was anxious to drive all the living creatures within six miles of him away in terror. Jasper had no such wish, however. He was merely imitating the cry of the wild geese. The birds, which were at first so far-off that a rifle-ball could not have reached them, no sooner heard the cry of their friends (as they doubtless thought it) than they turned out of their course, and came gradually towards the bush where the two men lay hidden.

The hunter did not cease to cry until the birds were within gunshot. Then he fixed his eye on one of the flock that seemed plump and fat. The long barrel of the gun was quickly raised, the geese discovered their mistake, and the whole flock were thrown into wild confusion as they attempted to sheer off; but it was too late. Smoke and fire burst from the bush, and an enormous grey goose fell with a heavy crash to the ground.

What have you shot? what have you shot? cried a shrill and somewhat weak voice in the distance. In another moment the owner of the voice appeared, running eagerly towards the two men.

Use your eyes, John Heywood, an ye wont need to ask, said Jasper, with a quiet smile, as he carefully reloaded his gun.

Ah! I see  a grey swan  no, surely, it cannot be a goose? said Heywood, turning the bird over and regarding it with astonishment; why, this is the biggest one I ever did see.

Whats yon in the water? Deer, I do believe, cried Jasper, quickly drawing the small shot from his gun and putting in a ball instead. Come, lads, we shall have venison for supper to-night. That beast cant reach tother side so soon as we can.

Jasper leaped quickly down the hill, and dashed through the bushes towards the spot where their canoe lay. He was closely followed by his companions, and in less than two minutes they were darting across the lake in their little Indian canoe, which was made of birch-bark, and was so light that one man could carry it easily.

While they are thus engaged I will introduce the reader to John Heywood. This individual was a youth of nineteen or twenty years of age, who was by profession a painter of landscapes and animals. He was tall and slender in person, with straight black hair, a pale haggard-looking face, an excitable nervous manner, and an enthusiastic temperament. Being adventurous in his disposition, he had left his fathers home in Canada, and entreated his friend, Jasper Derry, to take him along with him into the wilderness. At first Jasper was very unwilling to agree to this request; because the young artist was utterly ignorant of everything connected with a life in the woods, and he could neither use a paddle nor a gun. But Heywoods father had done him some service at a time when he was ill and in difficulties, so, as the youth was very anxious to go, he resolved to repay this good turn of the father by doing a kindness to the son.

Heywood turned out but a poor backwoodsman, but he proved to be a pleasant, amusing companion, and as Jasper and the Indian were quite sufficient for the management of the light canoe, and the good gun of the former was more than sufficient to feed the party, it mattered nothing to Jasper that Heywood spent most of his time seated in the middle of the canoe, sketching the scenery as they went along. Still less did it matter that Heywood missed everything he fired at, whether it was close at hand or far away.

At first Jasper was disposed to look upon his young companion as a poor useless creature; and the Indian regarded him with undisguised contempt. But after they had been some time in his company, the opinions of these two men of the woods changed; for they found that the artist was wise, and well informed on many subjects of which they were extremely ignorant; and they beheld with deep admiration the beautiful and life-like drawings and paintings which he produced in rapid succession.

Such was the romantic youth who had, for the sake of seeing and painting the wilderness, joined himself to these rough sons of the forest, and who now sat in the centre of the canoe swaying his arms about and shouting with excitement as they quickly drew near to the swimming herd of deer.

Keep yourself still, said Jasper, looking over his shoulder, yell upset the canoe if ye go on like that.

Give me the axe, give me the axe, Ill kill him! cried Heywood.

Take your pencil and draw him, observed the hunter, with a quiet laugh. Now, Arrowhead, two good strokes of the paddle will do  there  so.

As he spoke the canoe glanced up alongside of an affrighted deer, and in the twinkling of an eye Jaspers long knife was in its heart, and the water was dyed with blood. This happened quite near to the opposite shore of the lake, so that in little more than half an hour after it was killed the animal was cut up and packed, and the canoe was again speeding towards the upper end of the lake, where the party arrived just as night began to fling its dark mantle over the wilderness.




Chapter Three.

The Encampment.

Camping out in the woods at night is truly a delightful thing, and the pleasantest part of it, perhaps, is the lighting of the fire. Light is agreeable to human eyes and cheering to the human heart. Solomon knew and felt that when he penned the words, A pleasant thing it is for the eyes to behold the sun. And the rising of the sun is scarcely more grateful to the feelings than the lighting of a fire on a dark night. So our friends thought and felt, when the fire blazed up, but they were too busy and too hungry at the time to think about the state of their feelings.

The Indian was hungry. A good fire had to be made before the venison could be roasted, so he gave his whole attention to the felling of dry trees and cutting them up into logs for the fire. Jasper was also hungry, and a slight shower had wetted all the moss and withered grass, so he had enough to do to strike fire with flint and steel, catch a spark on a little piece of tinder, and then blow and coax the spark into a flame.

The artist was indeed free to indulge in a little meditation; but he had stumbled in the dark on landing, and bruised his shins, so he could only sit down on a rock and rub them and feel miserable.

But the fire soon caught; branches were heaped up, great logs were piled on, forked tongues of flame began to leap up and lick the branches of the overhanging trees. The green leaves looked rich and warm; the thick stems looked red and hot; the faces and clothes of the men seemed as if about to catch fire as they moved about the encampment preparing supper. In short, the whole scene was so extremely comfortable, in reality as well as in appearance, that Heywood forgot his bruised shins and began to rub his hands with delight.

In a very short time three juicy venison-steaks were steaming before the three travellers, and in a much shorter time they had disappeared altogether and were replaced by three new ones. The mode of cooking was very simple. Each steak was fixed on a piece of stick and set up before the fire to roast. When one side was ready, the artist, who seemed to have very little patience, began to cut off pieces and eat them while the other side was cooking.

To say truth, men out in those regions have usually such good appetites that they are not particular as to the cooking of their food. Quantity, not quality, is what they desire. They generally feel very much like the Russian, of whom it is said, that he would be content to eat sawdust if only he got plenty of it! The steaks were washed down with tea. There is no other drink in Ruperts Land. The Hudsons Bay Company found that spirits were so hurtful to the Indians that they refused to send them into the country; and at the present day there is no strong drink to be had for love or money over the length and breadth of their territories, except at those places where other fur-traders oppose them, and oblige them, in self-defence, to sell fire-water, as the Indians call it.

Tea is the great  the only  drink in Ruperts Land! Yes, laugh as ye will, ye lovers of gin and beer and whisky, one who has tried it, and has seen it tried by hundreds of stout stalwart men, tells you that the teetotaller is the best man for real hard work.

The three travellers drank their tea and smacked their lips, and grinned at each other with great satisfaction. They could not have done more if it had been the best of brandy and they the jolliest of topers! But the height of their enjoyment was not reached until the pipes were lighted.

It was quite a sight to see them smoke! Jasper lay with his huge frame extended in front of the blaze, puffing clouds of smoke thick enough to have shamed a small cannon. Arrowhead rested his back on the stump of a tree, stretched his feet towards the fire, and allowed the smoke to roll slowly through his nostrils as well as out at his mouth, so that it kept curling quietly round his nose, and up his cheeks, and into his eyes, and through his hair in a most delightful manner; at least so it would seem, for his reddish-brown face beamed with happy contentment.

Young Heywood did not smoke, but he drew forth his sketch-book and sketched his two companions; and in the practice of his beloved art, I have no doubt, he was happier than either.

I wonder how many trading-posts the Hudsons Bay Company has got? said Heywood, as he went on with his work.

Hundreds of em, said Jasper, pressing the red-hot tobacco into the bowl of his pipe with the end of his little finger, as slowly and coolly as if his flesh were fire-proof. I dont know, exactly, how many theyve got. I doubt if anybody does, but they have them all over the country. Youve seen a little of the country now, Heywood; well, what you have seen is very much like what you will see as long as you choose to travel hereaway. You come to a small clearing in the forest, with five or six log houses in it, a stockade round it, and a flagstaff in the middle of it; five, ten, or fifteen men, and a gentleman in charge. Thats a Hudsons Bay Companys trading-post. All round it lie the wild woods. Go through the woods for two or three hundred miles and youll come to another such post, or fort, as we sometimes call em. Thats how it is all the country over. Although there are many of them, the country is so uncommon big that they may be said to be few and far between. Some are bigger and some are less. Theres scarcely a settlement in the country worthy o the name of a village except Red River.

Ah! Red River, exclaimed Heywood, Ive heard much of that settlement  hold steady  Im drawing your nose just now  have you been there, Jasper?

That have I, lad, and a fine place it is, extendin fifty miles or more along the river, with fine fields, and handsome houses, and churches, and missionaries and schools, and what not; but the rest of Ruperts Land is just what you have seen; no roads, no houses, no cultivated fields  nothing but lakes, and rivers, and woods, and plains without end, and a few Indians here and there, with plenty of wild beasts everywhere. These trading-posts are scattered here and there, from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and from Canada to the Frozen Sea, standin solitary-like in the midst of the wilderness, as if they had dropped down from the clouds by mistake and didnt know exactly what to do with themselves.

How long have de Company lived? inquired Arrowhead, turning suddenly to Jasper.

The stout hunter felt a little put out. Ahem! I dont exactly know; but it must have been a long time, no doubt.

Oh, I can tell you that, cried Heywood.

You? said Jasper in surprise.

Ay; the Company was started nearly two hundred years ago by Prince Rupert, who was the first Governor, and thats the reason the country came to be called Ruperts Land. You know its common name is the Hudsons Bay Territory, because it surrounds Hudsons Bay.

Why, where did you learn that? said Jasper, I thought I knowed a-most everything about the Company; but I must confess I never knew that about Prince Rupert before.

I learned it from books, said the artist.

Books! exclaimed Jasper, I never learned nothin from books  mores the pity. I git along well enough in the trappin and shootin way without em; but Im sorry I never learned to read. Ah! Ive a great opinion of books  so I have.

The worthy hunter shook his head solemnly as he said this in a low voice, more to himself than to his companions, and he continued to mutter and shake his head for some minutes, while he knocked the ashes out of his pipe. Having refilled and relighted it, he drew his blanket over his shoulder, laid his head upon a tuft of grass, and continued to smoke until he fell asleep, and allowed the pipe to fall from his lips.

The Indian followed his example, with this difference, that he laid aside his pipe, and drew the blanket over his head and under his feet, and wrapped it round him in such a way that he resembled a man sewed up in a sack.

Heywood was thus compelled to shut his sketch-book; so he also wrapped himself in his blanket, and was soon sound asleep.

The camp-fire gradually sank low. Once or twice the end of a log fell, sending up a bright flame and a shower of sparks, which, for a few seconds, lighted up the scene again and revealed the three slumbering figures. But at last the fire died out altogether, and left the encampment in such thick darkness that the sharpest eye would have failed to detect the presence of man in that distant part of the lone wilderness.




Chapter Four.

Mosquitoes  Camp-Fire Talk.

There is a certain fly in the American forests which is worthy of notice, because it exercises a great influence over the happiness of man in those regions. This fly is found in many other parts of the world, but it swarms in immense numbers in America, particularly in the swampy districts of that continent, and in the hot months of summer. It is called a mosquito  pronounced moskeeto  and it is, perhaps, the most tormenting, the most persevering, savage, vicious little monster on the face of the earth. Other flies go to sleep at night; the mosquito never does. Darkness puts down other flies  it seems to encourage the mosquito. Day and night it persecutes man and beast, and the only time of the twenty-four hours in which it seems to rest is about noon, when the heat puts it down for a little. But this period of rest strengthens it for a renewal of war during the remainder of the day and night. In form the mosquito very much resembles the gnat, but is somewhat larger. This instrument of torture is his nose, which is quite as long as his body, and sharper than the finest needle. Being unable to rest because of the mosquitoes, Heywood resolved to have a chat.

Come, Jasper, said he, looking up into his companions grave countenance, although we have been many weeks on this journey now, you have not yet told me what has brought you here, or what the end of your trip is going to be.

Ive come here a-hunting, said Jasper, with the look and tone of a man who did not wish to be questioned.

Nay, now, I know that is not the reason, said Heywood, smiling; you could have hunted much nearer home, if you had been so minded, and to as good purpose. Come, Jasper, you know Im your friend, and that I wish you well. Let me hear what has brought you so far into the wilderness  mayhap I can give you some good advice if you do.

Well, lad, I dont mind if I do. Though, for the matter of good advice, I dont feel much in need of any just at this time.

Jasper shook the ashes out of his pipe, and refilled it as he spoke; then he shook his head once or twice and smiled, as if his thoughts amused him. Having lighted the pipe, he stretched himself out in a more comfortable way before the blaze, and said  

Well, lad, Ill tell ye what it is  its the old story; the love of woman has brought me here.

And a very good old story it is, returned Heywood, with a look of interest. A poor miserable set of creatures we should be without that same love of woman. Come, Jasper, Im glad to hear youre such a sensible fellow. I know something about that subject myself. Theres a pretty blue-eyed girl, with golden hair, down away in Canada that Heywood stopped short in his speech and sighed.

Come, it aint a hopeless case, is it? said Jasper, with a look of sympathy.

I rather fear it is; but I hope not. Ah, what should we do without hope in this world?

Thats true, observed Jasper, with much gravity, we could not get on at all without hope.

But come, Jasper, said the artist, lets hear about your affair, and Ill tell you about mine some other time.

Well, there is not much to tell, but Ill give ye all thats of it. You must know, then, that about two years ago I was in the service of the Hudsons Bay Company, at one o their outposts in the McKenzies River district. We had little to eat there and little to do, and I felt so lonesome, never seein a human bein except the four or five men at the fort an a few Indians, that I made up my mind to quit. I had no reason to complain o the Company, dye see. They always treated me handsomely, and it was no fault o theirs that the livin in that district was poor and the post lonesome.

Well, on my way down to Lake Winnipeg, I fell in with a brigade o boats goin to the Saskatchewan district, and we camped together that night. One o the guides of the Saskatchewan brigade had his daughter with him. The guide was a French-Canadian, and his wife had been a Scotch half-caste, so what the daughter was is more than I can tell; but I know what she looked like. She just looked like an angel. It wasnt so much that she was pretty, but she was so sweet, and so quiet lookin, and so innocent! Well, to cut the matter short, I fell in love at once. Dye know what it is, Heywood, to fall in love at first sight?

Oh! dont I? replied the artist with sudden energy.

An dye know, continued Jasper, what it is to be fallen-in-love-with, at first sight?

Well, no, Im not so sure about that, replied Heywood sadly.

I do, then, said Jasper, for that sweet critter fell in love with me right off  though what she saw in me to love has puzzled me much. Howsoever, she did, and for that Im thankful. Her name is Marie Laroche. She and I opened our minds to each other that night, and I took the guide, her father, into the woods, and told him I wanted his daughter; and he was agreeable; but he would not hear of my takin her away then and there. He told me I must go down to Canada and get settled, and when I had a house to put his daughter in, I was to come back into the wilderness here and be married to her, and then take her home  so here I am on my way to claim my bride. But theres one thing that puzzles me sorely.

What is that? asked Heywood.

Ive never heard from Marie from that day to this, said Jasper.

That is strange, replied the other; but perhaps she cannot write.

Thats true. Now, you speak of it, I do believe she cant write a line; but, then, she might have got some one to write for her.

Did you leave your address with her?

How could I, when I had no address to leave?

But did you ever send it to her?

No, I never thought of that, said Jasper, opening his eyes very wide. Come, thats a comfort  thats a good reason for never havin heard from her. Thankee, lad, for putting me up to it. And, now, as we must be up and away in another hour, Ill finish my nap.

So saying, Jasper put out his pipe and once more drew his blanket over him. Heywood followed his example, and while he lay there gazing up at the stars through the trees, he heard the worthy hunter muttering to himself, Thats it; that accounts for my not hearin from her.

A sigh followed the words, very soon a snore followed the sigh, and ere many minutes had passed away, the encampment was again buried in darkness and repose.




Chapter Five.

Journeying in the Wilderness.

It seemed to Heywood that he had not been asleep more than five minutes, when he was aroused by Jasper laying his heavy hand on his shoulder. On rubbing his eyes and gazing round him, he found that the first streak of dawn was visible in the eastern sky, that the canoe was already in the water, and that his companions were ready to embark.

It is usually found that men are not disposed to talk at that early hour. Heywood merely remarked that it was a fine morning, to which Jasper replied by a nod of his head. Nothing more was said. The artist rolled up his blanket in a piece of oiled-cloth, collected his drawing materials and put them into their bag, got into his place in the centre of the canoe, and immediately went to sleep, while Jasper and the Indian, taking their places in the bow and stern, dipped the paddles into the water and shot away from the shore. They looked mysterious and ghostly in the dim morning light; and the whole scene around them looked mysterious and ghostly too, for the water in the lake seemed black, and the shores and islands looked like dark shadows, and a pale thin mist rolled slowly over the surface of the water and hung overhead. No sound was heard except the light plash of the paddles as the two backwoodsmen urged their little canoe swiftly along.

By degrees the light of day increased, and Jasper awakened Heywood in order that he might behold the beautiful scenery through which they passed. They were now approaching the upper end of the lake, in which there were innumerable islands of every shape and size  some of them not more than a few yards in length, while some were two or three hundred yards across, but all were clothed with the most beautiful green foliage and shrubbery. As the pale yellow of the eastern sky began to grow red, ducks and gulls bestirred themselves. Early risers among them first began to chirp, and scream, and whistle their morning song,  for there are lazy ones among the birds, just as there are among men. Sometimes, when the canoe rounded a point of rocks a flock of geese were found floating peacefully among the sedges, sound asleep, with their heads under their wings. These would leap into the air and fly off in great alarm, with much difficulty and tremendous splutter, reminding one of the proverb, The more haste the less speed. At other times they would come upon a flock of ducks so suddenly, that they had no time to take wing, so they dived instead, and thus got out of the way.

Then the yellow hue of sunrise came, a good while before the sun himself rose. The last of the bright stars were put out by the flood of light, and multitudes of little birds on shore began to chirp their morning song; and who can say that this was not a hymn of praise to God, when, in the Holy Bible itself, in the 150th Psalm, we find it written, Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.

At last the sun burst forth in all his golden glory. Water, earth, and sky glowed as if they had been set on fire. What a blessed influence the sun has upon this world! It resembles the countenance of a loving father beaming in upon his family, driving away clouds, and diffusing warmth and joy.

The birds were now all astir together, insomuch that the air seemed alive with them. There are small white gulls, with red legs and red beaks, in those large inland lakes, just as there are on the ocean. These began to utter their sweet wild cries so powerfully that they almost drowned the noise of all the rest. Yet the united chorus of the whole was not harsh. It was softened and mellowed by distance, and fell on the ears of the two hunters as pleasantly as the finest music does in the ears of men trained to sweet sounds from infancy.

Not until the sun had ascended a considerable way on its course through the sky, did Jasper think it necessary to lay down his paddle. By that time the upper end of the lake had been reached, and the hunter had run the canoe close to a ledge of flat rock and jumped ashore, saying that it was time for breakfast.

I had almost got to believe I was in paradise, said Heywood, as he stepped ashore.

I often think theres a good deal of the garden of Eden still left in this world, replied Jasper, as he carried the kettle up to the level part of the rock and began to kindle a fire, while the Indian, as usual, hewed the wood. If we could only make use of Gods gifts instead of abusin them, I do believe we might be very happy all our days.

See there, Jasper, is one of the birds I want so much to get hold of. I want to make a drawing of him. Would you object to spend a shot on such game.

Heywood pointed as he spoke to a grey bird, about the size of a blackbird, which sat on a branch close above his head. This creature is called by the fur-traders a whisky-John, and it is one of the most impudent little birds in the world! Wherever you go throughout the country, there you find whisky-Johns ready to receive and welcome you, as if they were the owners of the soil. They are perfectly fearless; they will come and sit on a branch within a yard of your hand, when you are eating, and look at you in the most inquisitive manner. If they could speak, they could not say more plainly, What have you got there?  give me some! If you leave the mouth of your provision sack open they are sure to jump into it. When you are done eating they will scarcely let you six yards away before they make a dash at the crumbs; and if you throw sticks or stones at them, they will hop out of the way, but they will not take to flight!

It would be a pity to waste powder on them critters, said Jasper, but Ill catch one for you.

As he said this he took a few crumbs of broken meat from the bottom of the provision sack and spread them on his right hand; then he lay down under a bush, covered his face with a few leaves, and thrust out his hand. Heywood and the Indian retired a few paces and stood still to await the result.

In a few seconds a whisky-John came flying towards the open hand, and alighted on a branch within a yard of it. Here he shook his feathers and looked very bold, but suspicious, for a few minutes, turning first one eye towards the hand, and then the other. After a little he hopped on a branch still nearer, and, seeing no motion in the hand, he at last hopped upon the palm and began to peck the crumbs. Instantly the fingers closed, and Jasper caught him by the toes, whereupon the whisky-John began to scream furiously with rage and terror. But I am bound to say there was more of rage than of terror in his cry.

Jasper handed the passionate bird over to the artist, who tried to make a portrait of him, but he screamed and pecked so fiercely that Heywood was obliged to let him go after making a rough sketch.

Breakfast was a repetition of the supper of the night before; it was soon disposed of, and the three travellers again set forth. This time Jasper sang one of the beautiful canoe songs peculiar to that country, and Heywood and Arrowhead, both of whom had good voices, joined in the chorus.

They soon passed from the lake into the river by which it was fed. At first the current of this river was sluggish; but as they ascended, it became stronger, and was broken here and there by rapids.

The severe toil of travelling in the backwoods now began. To paddle on a level lake all day is easy enough, for, when you get tired, you can lay down the paddle and rest. But in the river this is impossible, because of the current. The only way to get a rest is to push the bow of the canoe ashore. It was a fine sight to see the movements of Jasper and the Indian when they came to the first rapid. Heywood knew that he could be of no use, so, like a wise man, he sat still and looked on.

The rapid was a very strong one, but there were no falls in it; only a furious gush of water over the broken bed of the river, where many large rocks rose up and caught the current, hurling the water back in white foam. Any one who knew not what these hunters could do, would have laughed if you had told him they were about to ascend that rapid in such an egg-shell of a canoe!

They began by creeping up, in-shore, as far as they could. Then they dashed boldly out into the stream, and the current whirled them down with lightning speed, but suddenly the canoe came to a halt in the very middle of the stream! Every rock in a rapid has a long tail of still water below it; the canoe had got into one of these tails or eddies, and there it rested securely. A few yards higher up there was another rock, nearer to the opposite bank, and the eddy which tailed off from it came down a little lower than the rock behind which the canoe now lay. There was a furious gush of water between them and this eddy, but the men knew what the canoe could bear, and their nerves were strong and steady. Across they went like a shot. They were swept down to the extreme point of the eddy, but a few powerful strokes of the paddle sent them into it, and next moment they were floating behind the second rock, a few yards higher up the stream.

Thus they darted from rock to rock, gaining a few yards at each dart, until at last they swept into the smooth water at the head of the rapid.

Many a time was this repeated that day, for rapids were numerous; their progress was therefore slow. Sometimes they came to parts of the river where the stream was very strong and deep, but not broken by rocks, so that they had no eddies to dart into. In such places Arrowhead and Heywood walked along the bank, and hauled the canoe up by means of a line, while Jasper remained in it to steer. This was hard work, for the banks in places were very steep, in some parts composed of soft mud, into which the men sank nearly up to their knees, and in other places covered so thickly with bushes that it was almost impossible to force a path through them. Jasper and the Indian took the steering-paddle by turns, and when Heywood required a rest he got into his place in the middle of the canoe; but they never halted for more than a few minutes at a time. All day they paddled and dragged the canoe slowly up against the strong current, and when night closed in they found they had advanced only three miles on their journey.

The last obstacle they came to that day was a roaring waterfall about thirty feet high. Here, it might have been thought, was an effectual check to them at last. Nothing without wings could have gone up that waterfall, which filled the woods with the thunder of its roar; but the canoe had no wings, so what was to be done?

To one ignorant of the customs of that country, going on would have seemed impossible, but nothing can stop the advance of a backwoods voyager. If his canoe wont carry him, he carries his canoe! Jasper and his friends did so on the present occasion. They had reached what is called a portage or carrying-place, and there are hundreds of such places all over Ruperts Land.

On arriving at the foot of the fall, Heywood set off at once to a spot from which he could obtain a good view of it, and sat down to sketch, while his companions unloaded the canoe and lifted it out of the water. Then Jasper collected together as much of the baggage as he could carry, and clambered up the bank with it, until he reached the still water at the top of the fall. Here he laid it down and returned for another load. Meanwhile Arrowhead lifted the canoe with great ease, placed it on his shoulders, and bore it to the same place. When all had been carried up, the canoe was launched into the quiet water a few hundred yards above the fall, the baggage was replaced in it, and the travellers were ready to continue their voyage. This whole operation is called making a portage. It took about an hour to make this portage.

Portages vary in length and in numbers. In some rivers they are few and far between; in others they are so numerous that eight or twelve may have to be made in a day. Many of the portages are not more than an eighth of a mile in length, and are crossed for the purpose of avoiding a waterfall. Some are four or five miles in extent, for many long reaches in the rivers are so broken by falls and rapids, that the voyagers find it their best plan to take canoes and baggage on their backs and cut across country for several miles; thus they avoid rough places altogether.

Jasper delayed starting for half an hour, in order to give Heywood time to finish his sketch of the fall. It began to grow dark when they again embarked, so, after paddling up stream until a convenient place was found, they put ashore and encamped within sight of another waterfall, the roar of which, softened by distance, fell upon their ears all that night like the sound of pleasant music.




Chapter Six.

The Outpost.

On the morning of the second day after the events which I have described in the last chapter, our three travellers arrived at one of the solitary outposts belonging to the fur-traders. It stood on the banks of the river, and consisted of four small houses made of logs. It covered about an acre of ground, and its only defence was a wall of wooden posts, about two inches apart, which completely surrounded the buildings.

This fort is a namesake of mine, said Jasper, when they first sighted it; they call it Jaspers House. I spent a day at it when I was hereaway two years ago.

Who is in charge of it? asked Heywood.

A gentleman named Grant, I believe, replied Jasper. That white painted house in the middle of the square is his. The other house on the right, painted yellow, is where the men live. Mr Grant has only got six men, poor fellow, to keep him company; he seldom sees a new face here from one end of the year to the other. But he makes a trip once a year to the head post of the district with his furs, and thats a sort of break to him.

Are there no women at the place? inquired the artist.

Only two, replied Jasper. At least there were two when I was here last; they were the wives of two of the men, Indian women they were, with few brains, and little or nothin to say; but they were useful critters for all that, for they could make coats, and trousers, and moccasins, and mittens, and they were first-rate cooks, besides bein handy at almost every kind o work. They could even use the gun. Ive heard o them bringin down a wild goose on the wing, when none o the men were at hand to let drive at the passing flock. I do believe thats Mr Grant himself standin at the gate o the fort.

Jasper was right. The master of Jaspers House, a big, hearty-looking man of about five-and-forty, was standing at the gate of his lonely residence, leaning against one of the door-posts, with his hands in his breeches pockets and a short pipe in his mouth. His summer employments had come to an end,  no Indians had been near the place for many weeks, and he happened to have nothing at that time to do but eat, smoke, and sleep; which three occupations he usually attended to with much earnestness. Mr Grant did not observe the canoe approaching from below, for at that time his attention was attracted to something up the river. Suddenly he started, took his pipe from his lips, and, bending forward, listened with deep, earnest attention. A faint murmur came floating down on the breeze, sending a thrill of pleasure to the heart of the solitary man, as well it might, for a new face was a rare sight at Jaspers House.

At last a loud shout rang through the forest, and five Indian canoes swept round a point of rocks, and came suddenly into view, the men tossing their paddles in the air and sending rainbows of spray over their heads as they made for the landing-place. These were three or four families of Indians, who had come from a long hunting expedition laden with rich furs.

Their canoes, though small and light, could hold a wonderful quantity. In the foremost sat a young savage, with a dark-brown face, glittering black eyes, and stiff black hair hanging straight down all round his head, except in front, where it was cut short off just above the eyes in order to let his face appear. That fellows canoe, besides himself, carried his three wives  he was a good hunter, and could afford to have three. Had he been a bad hunter, he would have had to content himself, poor fellow, with one! The canoe also contained six or seven heavy packs of furs; a haunch of venison; six pairs of rabbits; several ducks and geese; a lump of bears meat; two little boys and a girl; a large tent made of deer-skins; four or five tin kettles; two or three dirty-looking dogs and a gun; several hatchets and a few blankets; two babies and a dead beaver.

In short, there was almost no end to what that bark canoe could hold; yet that Indian, with the stiff black hair, could lift it off the ground, when empty, lay it on his shoulders, and carry it for miles through the forest. The other canoes were much the same as this one.

In a few minutes they were at the bank, close under the fort, and about the same time Jasper and his friends leaped ashore, and were heartily welcomed by Mr Grant, who was glad enough to see Indians, but was overjoyed to meet with white men.

Glad to see you, Jasper, cried Mr Grant, shaking the hunter by the hand; right glad to see you. It does good to a man to see an old friend like you turn up so unexpectedly. Happy, also, to meet with you, Mr Heywood. Its a pleasure I dont often have, to meet with a white stranger in this wilderness. Pray, come with me to the house.

The fur-trader turned to the Indians, and, saying a few words to them in their own language, led the way to his residence.

Meanwhile, the Indians had tossed everything out of the canoes upon the bank, and the spot which had been so quiet and solitary half an hour before, became a scene of the utmost animation and confusion. While the women were employed in erecting the tents, the men strode up to the hall of reception, where Mr Grant supplied them with tobacco and food to their hearts content.

These natives, who, owing to the reddish copper-colour of their skins, are called red-men,  were dressed chiefly in clothes made of deer-skin; cut much in the same fashion as the garments worn by Jasper Derry. The women wore short gowns, also made of leather, and leggings of the same material; but it was noticeable that the women had leggings more ornamented with gay beads than those of the men, and they wore gaudy kerchiefs round their necks.

These women were poor looking creatures, however. They had a subdued, humble look, like dogs that are used to being kicked; very different from the bold free bearing of the men. The reason of this was, that they were treated by the men more as beasts of burden than companions. Women among the North American Indians have a hard time of it, poor creatures. While their lords and masters are out at the chase, or idly smoking round the fire, the Indian women are employed in cutting firewood and drawing water. Of course, they do all the cooking, and, as the eating always continues, so the cooking never stops. When these more severe labours are over, they employ their time in making and ornamenting coats, leggings, and moccasins  and very beautiful work they can turn out of their hands. On the voyage, the women use the paddle as well as the men, and, in journeying through the woods, they always carry or drag the heaviest loads. For all this they get few thanks, and often when the husbands become jealous, they get severely beaten and kicked.

It is always thus among savages; and it would seem that, just in proportion as men rise from the savage to the civilised state, they treat their women better. It is certain that when man embraces the blessed gospel of Christ and learns to follow the law of love, he places woman not only on a level with himself, but even above himself, and seeks her comfort and happiness before he seeks his own.

Few of the Red-men of North America are yet Christians, therefore they have no gallantry about them  no generous and chivalrous feelings towards the weaker sex. Most of their women are downtrodden and degraded.

The first night at Jaspers House was spent in smoking and talking. Here our friend Jasper Derry got news of Marie. To his immense delight he learned that she was well, and living with her father at Fort Erie, near the plains, or prairies as they are called, on the Saskatchewan River. A long journey still lay before our bold hunter, but that was nothing to him. He felt quite satisfied to hear that the girl of his heart was well, and still unmarried.

Next day the serious business of trading commenced at the outpost.

I should like to get that powder and ball before you begin to trade with the Indians, Mr Grant, said Jasper, after breakfast was concluded, Im anxious to be off as soon as possible.

No, no, Jasper, Ill not give you a single charge of powder or an ounce of lead this day. You must spend another night with me, my man; I have not had half my talk out with you. You have no need to hurry, for Marie does not know you are coming, so of course she cant be impatient.

Mr Grant said this with a laugh, for he knew the state of Jaspers heart, and understood why he was so anxious to hasten away.

Besides, continued the fur-trader, Mr Heywood has not half finished the drawing of my fort, which he began yesterday, and I want him to make me a copy of it.

I shall be delighted to do so, said the artist, who was busily engaged in arranging his brushes and colours.

Well, well, cried Jasper. I suppose I must submit. I fancy you have no objection to stop here another day, Arrowhead?

The Indian nodded gravely, as he squatted down on the floor and began to fill his pipe.

Thats settled, then, said Jasper, so Ill go with you to the store, if youll allow me.

With all my heart, replied the fur-trader, who forthwith led the way to the store, followed by the Indians with their packs of furs.

Now, the store or shop at a Hudsons Bay trading-post is a most interesting and curious place. To the Indian, especially, it is a sort of enchanted chamber, out of which can be obtained everything known under the sun. As there can be only one shop or store at a trading-post, it follows that that shop must contain a few articles out of almost every other style of shop in the world. Accordingly, you will find collected within the four walls of that little room, knives and guns from Sheffield, cotton webs from Manchester, grindstones from Newcastle, tobacco from Virginia, and every sort of thing from I know not where all! You can buy a blanket or a file, an axe or a pair of trousers, a pound of sugar or a barrel of nails, a roll of tobacco or a tin kettle,  everything, in short, that a man can think of or desire. And you can buy it, too, without money! Indeed, you must buy it without money, for there is not such a thing as money in the land.

The trade is carried on entirely by barter, or exchange. The Indian gives the trader his furs, and the trader gives him his goods. In order to make the exchange fair and equitable, however, everything is rated by a certain standard of value, which is called a made-beaver in one part of the country, a castore in another.

The first man that stepped forward to the counter was a chief. A big, coarse-looking, disagreeable man, but a first-rate hunter. He had two wives in consequence of his abilities, and the favourite wife now stood at his elbow to prompt, perhaps to caution, him. He threw down a huge pack of furs, which the trader opened, and examined with care, fixing the price of each skin, and marking it down with a piece of chalk on the counter as he went along.

There were two splendid black bear-skins, two or three dozen martens, or sables, five or six black foxes, and a great many silver foxes, besides cross and red ones. In addition to these, he had a number of minks and beaver-skins, a few otters, and sundry other furs, besides a few buffalo and deer-skins, dressed, and with the hair scraped off. These last skins are used for making winter coats, and also moccasins for the feet.

After all had been examined and valued, the whole was summed up, and a number of pieces of stick were handed to the chief  each stick representing a castore; so that he knew exactly how much he was worth, and proceeded to choose accordingly.

First he gazed earnestly at a huge thick blanket, then he counted his sticks, and considered. Perhaps the memory of the cold blasts of winter crossed his mind, for he quickly asked how many castores it was worth. The trader told him. The proper number of pieces of stick were laid down, and the blanket was handed over. Next a gun attracted his eye. The guns sent out for the Indian trade are very cheap ones, with blue barrels and red stocks. They shoot pretty well, but are rather apt to burst. Indeed this fate had befallen the chiefs last gun, so he resolved to have another, and bought it. Then he looked earnestly for some time at a tin kettle. Boiled meat was evidently in his mind; but at this point his squaw plucked him by the sleeve. She whispered in his ear. A touch of generosity seemed to come over him, for he pointed to a web of bright scarlet cloth. A yard of this was measured off, and handed to his spouse, whose happiness for the moment was complete  for squaws in Ruperts Land, like the fair sex in England, are uncommonly fond of finery.

As the chief proceeded, he became more cautious and slow in his choice. Finery tempted him on the one hand, necessaries pressed him on the other, and at this point the trader stepped in to help him to decide; he recommended, warned, and advised. Twine was to be got for nets and fishing-lines, powder and shot, axes for cutting his winter firewood, cloth for his own and his wifes leggings, knives, tobacco, needles, and an endless variety of things, which gradually lessened his little pile of sticks, until at last he reached the sticking point, when all his sticks were gone.

Now, Darkeye, (that was the chiefs name), youve come to the end at last, and a good thing you have made of it this year, said Mr Grant, in the Indian language. Have you got all you want?

Darkeye wants bullets, said the chief.

Ah, to be sure. You shall have a lot of these for nothing, and some tobacco too, said the trader, handing the gifts to the Indian.

A look of satisfaction lighted up the chiefs countenance as he received the gifts, and made way for another Indian to open and display his pack of furs. But Jasper was struck by a peculiar expression in the face of Darkeye. Observing that he took up one of the bullets and showed it to another savage, our hunter edged near him to overhear the conversation.

Do you see that ball? said the chief, in a low tone.

The Indian to whom he spoke nodded.

Look here!

Darkeye put the bullet into his mouth as he spoke, and bit it until his strong sharp teeth sank deep into the lead; then, holding it up, he said, in the same low voice, You will know it again?

Once more the savage nodded, and a malicious smile played on his face for a moment.

Just then Mr Grant called out, Come here, Jasper, tell me what you think this otter-skin is worth.

Jaspers curiosity had been aroused by the mysterious conduct of Darkeye, and he would have given a good deal to have heard a little more of his conversation; but, being thus called away, he was obliged to leave his place, and soon forgot the incident.

During the whole of that day the trading of furs was carried on much as I have now described it. Some of the Indians had large packs, and some had small, but all of them had sufficient to purchase such things as were necessary for themselves and their families during the approaching winter; and as each man received from Mr Grant a present of tobacco, besides a few trinkets of small value, they returned to the Hall that night in high good humour.

Next day, Jasper and his friends bade the hospitable trader farewell, and a few days after that the Indians left him. They smoked a farewell pipe, then struck their tents, and placed them and their packs of goods in the canoes, with their wives, children, and dogs. Pushing out into the stream, they commenced the return journey to their distant hunting-grounds. Once more their shouts rang through the forest, and rolled over the water, and once more the paddles sent the sparkling drops into the air as they dashed ahead, round the point of rocks above the fort, and disappeared; leaving the fur-trader, as they found him, smoking his pipe, with his hands in his pockets, and leaning against the door-post of his once-again silent and solitary home.




Chapter Seven.

A Savage Family, and a Fight with a Bear.

About a week after our travellers left the outpost, Arrowhead had an adventure with a bear, which had well-nigh cut short his journey through this world, as well as his journey in the wilderness of Ruperts Land.

It was in the evening of a beautiful day when it happened. The canoe had got among some bad rapids, and, as it advanced very slowly, young Heywood asked to be put on shore, that he might walk up the banks of the river, which were very beautiful, and sketch.

In half an hour he was far ahead of the canoe. Suddenly, on turning round a rocky point, he found himself face to face with a small Indian boy. It is probable that the little fellow had never seen a white man before, and it is certain that Heywood had never seen such a specimen of a brown boy. He was clothed in skin, it is true, but it was the skin in which he had been born, for he had not a stitch of clothing on his fat little body.

As the man and the boy stood staring at each other, it would have been difficult to say which opened his eyes widest with amazement. At first Heywood fancied the urchin was a wild beast of some sort on two legs, but a second glance convinced him that he was a real boy. The next thought that occurred to the artist was, that he would try to sketch him, so he clapped his hand to his pocket, pulled out his book and pencil, and forthwith began to draw.

This terrified the little fellow so much, that he turned about and fled howling into the woods. Heywood thought of giving chase, but a noise attracted his attention at that moment, and, looking across the river, he beheld the boys father in the same cool dress as his son. The man had been fishing, but when he saw that strangers were passing, he threw his blanket round him, jumped into his canoe, and crossed over to meet them.

This turned out to be a miserably poor family of Indians, consisting of the father, mother, three girls, and a boy, and a few ill-looking dogs. They all lived together in a little tent or wigwam, made partly of skins and partly of birch-bark. This tent was shaped like a cone. The fire was kindled inside, in the middle of the floor. A hole in the side served for a door, and a hole in the top did duty for window and chimney. The family kettle hung above the fire, and the family circle sat around it. A dirtier family and filthier tent one could not wish to see. The father was a poor weakly man and a bad hunter; the squaw was thin, wrinkled, and very dirty, and the children were all sickly-looking, except the boy before mentioned, who seemed to enjoy more than his fair share of health and rotundity.

Have ye got anything to eat? inquired Jasper, when the canoe reached the place.

They had not got much, only a few fish and an owl.

Poor miserable critters, said Jasper, throwing them a goose and a lump of venison; see there  thatll keep the wolf out o yer insides for some time. Have ye got anything to smoke?

No, they had nothing to smoke but a few dried leaves.

Worse and worse, cried Jasper, pulling a large plug of tobacco from the breast of his coat; here, thatll keep you puffin for a short bit, anyhow.

Heywood, although no smoker himself, carried a small supply of tobacco just to give away to Indians, so he added two or three plugs to Jaspers gift, and Arrowhead gave the father a few charges of powder and shot. They then stepped into their canoe, and pushed off with that feeling of light hearted happiness which always follows the doing of a kind action.

Theres bears up the river, said the Indian, as they were leaving.

Have ye seen them? inquired Jasper.

Ay, but could not shoot  no powder, no ball. Look out for them!

That will I, replied the hunter, and in another moment the canoe was out among the rapids again, advancing slowly up the river.

In about an hour afterwards they came to a part of the river where the banks were high and steep. Here Jasper landed to look for the tracks of the bears. He soon found these, and as they appeared to be fresh, he prepared to follow them up.

We may as well encamp here, said he to Arrowhead; you can go and look for the bears. I will land the baggage, and haul up the canoe, and then take my gun and follow you. I see that our friend Heywood is at work with his pencil already.

This was true. The keen artist was so delighted with the scene before him, that the moment the canoe touched the land he had jumped out, and, seating himself on the trunk of a fallen tree, with book and pencil, soon forgot everything that was going on around him.

Arrowhead shouldered his gun and went away up the river. Jasper soon finished what he had to do, and followed him, leaving Heywood seated on the fallen tree.

Now the position which Heywood occupied was rather dangerous. The tree lay on the edge of an overhanging bank of clay, about ten feet above the water, which was deep and rapid at that place. At first the young man sat down on the tree-trunk near its root, but after a time, finding the position not quite to his mind, he changed it, and went close to the edge of the bank. He was so much occupied with his drawing, that he did not observe that the ground on which his feet rested actually overhung the stream. As his weight rested on the fallen tree, however, he remained there safe enough and busy for half an hour.

At the end of that time he was disturbed by a noise in the bushes. Looking up, he beheld a large brown bear coming straight towards him. Evidently the bear did not see him, for it was coming slowly and lazily along, with a quiet meditative expression on its face. The appearance of the animal was so sudden and unexpected, that poor Heywoods heart almost leaped into his mouth. His face grew deadly pale, his long hair almost rose on his head with terror, and he was utterly unable to move hand or foot.

In another moment the bear was within three yards of him, and, being taken by surprise, it immediately rose on its hind legs, which is the custom of bears when about to make or receive an attack. It stared for a moment at the horrified artist.

Let not my reader think that Heywoods feelings were due to cowardice. The bravest of men have been panic-stricken when taken by surprise. The young man had never seen a bear before, except in a cage, and the difference between a caged and a free bear is very great. Besides, when a rough-looking monster of this kind comes unexpectedly on a man who is unarmed, and has no chance of escape, and rises on its hind legs, as if to let him have a full view of its enormous size, its great strength, and its ugly appearance, he may well be excused for feeling a little uncomfortable, and looking somewhat uneasy.

When the bear rose, as I have said, Heywoods courage returned. His first act was to fling his sketch-book in Bruins face, and then, uttering a loud yell, he sprang to his feet, intending to run away. But the violence of his action broke off the earth under his feet. He dropt into the river like a lump of lead, and was whirled away in a moment!

What that bear thought when it saw the man vanish from the spot like a ghost, of course I cannot tell. It certainly looked surprised, and, if it was a bear of ordinary sensibility, it must undoubtedly have felt astonished. At any rate, after standing there, gazing for nearly a minute in mute amazement at the spot where Heywood had disappeared, it let itself down on its forelegs, and, turning round, walked slowly back into the bushes.

Poor Heywood could not swim, so the river did what it pleased with him. After sweeping him out into the middle of the stream, and rolling him over five or six times, and whirling him round in an eddy close to the land, and dragging him out again into the main current, and sending him struggling down a rapid, it threw him at last, like a bundle of old clothes, on a shallow, where he managed to get on his feet, and staggered to the shore in a most melancholy plight. Thereafter he returned to the encampment, like a drowned rat, with his long hair plastered to his thin face, and his soaked garments clinging tightly to his slender body. Had he been able to see himself at that moment, he would have laughed, but, not being able to see himself, and feeling very miserable, he sighed and shuddered with cold, and then set to work to kindle a fire and dry himself.

Meanwhile the bear continued its walk up the river. Arrowhead, after a time, lost the track of the bear he was in search of, and, believing that it was too late to follow it up farther that night, he turned about, and began to retrace his steps. Not long after that, he and the bear met face to face. Of course, the Indians gun was levelled in an instant, but the meeting was so sudden, that the aim was not so true as usual, and, although the ball mortally wounded the animal, it did not kill him outright.

There was no time to re-load, so Arrowhead dropped his gun and ran. He doubled as he ran, and made for the encampment; but the bear ran faster. It was soon at the Indians heels. Knowing that farther flight was useless, Arrowhead drew the hatchet that hung at his belt, and, turning round, faced the infuriated animal, which instantly rose on its hind legs and closed with him.

The Indian met it with a tremendous blow of his axe, seized it by the throat with his left hand, and endeavoured to repeat the blow. (See frontispiece.) But brave and powerful though he was, the Indian was like a mere child in the paw of the bear. The axe descended with a crash on the monsters head, and sank into its skull. But bears are notoriously hard to kill. This one scarcely seemed to feel the blow. Next instant Arrowhead was down, and, with its claws fixed in the mans back, the bear held him down, while it began to gnaw the fleshy part of his left shoulder.

No cry escaped from the prostrate hunter. He determined to lie perfectly still, as if he were dead, that being his only chance of escape; but the animal was furious, and there is little doubt that the Indians brave spirit would soon have fled, had not God mercifully sent Jasper Derry to his relief.

That stout hunter had been near at hand when the shot was fired. He at once ran in the direction whence the sound came, and arrived on the scene of the struggle just as Arrowhead fell. Without a moments hesitation he dropt on one knee, took a quick but careful aim and fired. The ball entered the bears head just behind the ear and rolled it over dead!

Arrowheads first act on rising was to seize the hand of his deliverer, and in a tone of deep feeling exclaimed, My brother!

Ay, said Jasper with a quiet smile, as he reloaded his gun; this is not the first time that you and I have helped one another in the nick of time, Arrowhead; we shall be brothers, and good friends to boot, I hope, as long as we live.

Good, said the Indian, a smile lighting up for one moment his usually grave features.

But my brother is wounded, let me see, said Jasper.

It will soon be well, said the Indian carelessly, as he took off his coat and sat down on the bank, while the white hunter examined his wounds.

This was all that was said on the subject by these two men. They were used to danger in every form, and had often saved each other from sudden death. The Indians wounds, though painful, were trifling. Jasper dressed them in silence, and then, drawing his long hunting knife, he skinned and cut up the bear, while his companion lay down on the bank, smoked his pipe, and looked on. Having cut off the best parts of the carcass for supper, the hunters returned to the canoe, carrying the skin along with them.




Chapter Eight.

Running the Falls  Wild Scenes and Men.

Next day the travellers reached one of those magnificent lakes of which there are so many in the wild woods of North America, and which are so like to the great ocean itself, that it is scarcely possible to believe them to be bodies of fresh water until they are tasted.

The largest of these inland seas is the famous Lake Superior, which is so enormous in size that ships can sail on its broad bosom for several days out of sight of land. It is upwards of three hundred miles long, and about one hundred and fifty broad. A good idea of its size may be formed from the fact, that it is large enough to contain the whole of Scotland, and deep enough to cover her highest hills!

The lake on which the canoe was now launched, although not so large as Superior, was, nevertheless, a respectable body of water, on which the sun was shining as if on a shield of bright silver. There were numbers of small islets scattered over its surface; some thickly wooded to the waters edge, others little better than bare rocks. Crossing this lake they came to the mouth of a pretty large stream and began to ascend it. The first thing they saw on rounding a bend in the stream was an Indian tent, and in front of this tent was an Indian baby, hanging from the branch of a tree.

Let not the reader be horrified. The child was not hanging by the neck, but by the handle of its cradle, which its mother had placed there, to keep her little one out of the way of the dogs. The Indian cradle is a very simple contrivance. A young mother came out of the tent with her child just as the canoe arrived, and began to pack it in its cradle. Jasper stopped for a few minutes to converse with one of the Indians, so that the artist had a good opportunity of witnessing the whole operation.

The cradle was simply a piece of flat board, with a bit of scarlet cloth fastened down each side of it. First of all, the mother laid the poor infant, which was quite naked, sprawling on the ground. A dirty-looking dog took advantage of this to sneak forward and smell at it, whereupon the mother seized a heavy piece of wood, and hit the dog such a rap over the nose as sent it away howling. Then she spread a thick layer of soft moss on the wooden board. Above this she laid a very neat, small blanket, about two feet in length. Upon this she placed the baby, which objected at first to go to bed, squalled a good deal, and kicked a little. The mother therefore took it up, turned it over, gave it one or two hearty slaps, and laid it down again.

This seemed to quiet it, for it afterwards lay straight out, and perfectly still, with its coal-black eyes staring out of its fat brown face, as if it were astonished at receiving such rough treatment. The mother next spread a little moss over the child, and above that she placed another small blanket, which she folded and tucked in very comfortably, keeping the little ones arms close to its sides, and packing it all up, from neck to heels, so tightly that it looked more like the making up of a parcel than the wrapping up of a child. This done, she drew the scarlet cloth over it from each side of the cradle, and laced it down the front. When all was done, the infant looked like an Egyptian mummy, nothing but the head being visible.

The mother then leaned the cradle against the stem of a tree, and immediately one of the dogs ran against it, and knocked it over. Luckily, there was a wooden bar attached to the cradle, in front of the childs face, which bar is placed there on purpose to guard against injury from such accidents, so that the bar came first to the ground, and thus prevented the flattening of the childs nose, which, to say truth, was flat enough already!

Instead of scolding herself for her own carelessness, the Indian mother scolded the dog, and then hung the child on the branch of a tree, to keep it from further mischief.

The next turn in the river revealed a large waterfall, up which it was impossible to paddle, so they prepared to make a portage. Before arriving at the foot of it, however, Jasper landed Heywood, to enable him to make a sketch, and then the two men shoved off, and proceeded to the foot of the fall.

They were lying there in an eddy, considering where was the best spot to land, when a loud shout drew their attention towards the rushing water. Immediately after, a boat was seen to hover for a moment on the brink of the waterfall. This fall, although about ten or fifteen feet high, had such a large body of water rushing over it, that the river, instead of falling straight down, gushed over in a steep incline. Down this incline the boat now darted with the speed of lightning. It was full of men, two of whom stood erect, the one in the bow, the other in the stern, to control the movements of the boat.

For a few seconds there was deep silence. The men held their breath as the boat leaped along with the boiling flood. There was a curling white wave at the foot of the fall. The boat cut through this like a knife, drenching her crew with spray. Next moment she swept round into the eddy where the canoe was floating, and the men gave vent to a loud cheer of satisfaction at having run the fall in safety.

But this was not the end of that exciting scene. Scarcely had they gained the land, when another boat appeared on the crest of the fall. Again a shout was given and a dash made. For one moment there was a struggle with the raging flood, and then a loud cheer as the second boat swept into the eddy in safety. Then a third and a fourth boat went through the same operation, and before the end of a quarter of an hour, six boats ran the fall. The bay at the foot of it, which had been so quiet and solitary when Jasper and his friends arrived, became the scene of the wildest confusion and noise, as the men ran about with tremendous activity, making preparations to spend the night there.

Some hauled might and main at the boats; some carried up the provisions, frying-pans, and kettles; others cut down dry trees with their axes, and cut them up into logs from five to six feet long, and as thick as a mans thigh. These were intended for six great fires, each boats crew requiring a fire to themselves.

While this was going on, the principal guides and steersmen crowded round our three travellers, and plied them with questions; for it was so unusual to meet with strangers in that far-off wilderness, that a chance meeting of this kind was regarded as quite an important event.

Youre bound for York Fort, no doubt, said Jasper, addressing a tall handsome man of between forty and fifty, who was the principal guide.

Ay, thats the end of our journey. You see were taking our furs down to the coast. Have you come from York Fort, friend!

No, Ive come all the way from Canada, said Jasper, who thereupon gave them a short account of his voyage.

Well, Jasper, youll spend the night with us, wont you? said the guide.

That will I, right gladly.

Come, then, I see the fires are beginning to burn. We may as well have a pipe and a chat while supper is getting ready.

The night was now closing in, and the scene in the forest, when the camp-fires began to blaze, was one of the most stirring and romantic sights that could be witnessed in that land. The men of the brigade were some of them French-Canadians, some natives of the Orkney Islands, who had been hired and sent out there by the Hudsons Bay Company, others were half-breeds, and a few were pure Indians. They were all dressed in what is called voyageur costume-coats or capotes of blue or grey cloth, with hoods to come over their heads at night, and fastened round their waists with scarlet worsted belts; corduroy or grey trousers, gartered outside at the knees, moccasins, and caps. But most of them threw off their coats, and appeared in blue and red striped cotton shirts, which were open at the throat, exposing their broad, sun-burned, hairy chests. There was variety, too, in the caps  some had Scotch bonnets, others red nightcaps, a few had tall hats, ornamented with gold and silver cords and tassels, and a good many wore no covering at all except their own thickly-matted hair. Their faces were burned to every shade of red, brown, and black, from constant exposure, and they were strong as lions, wild as zebras, and frolicksome as kittens.

It was no wonder, then, that Heywood got into an extraordinary state of excitement and delight as he beheld these wild, fine-looking men smoking their pipes and cooking their suppers, sitting, lying, and standing, talking and singing, and laughing, with teeth glistening and eyes glittering in the red blaze of the fires  each of which fires was big enough to have roasted a whole ox!

The young artist certainly made good use of his opportunity. He went about from fire to fire, sketch-book in hand, sketching all the best-looking men in every possible attitude, sometimes singly, and sometimes in groups of five or six. He then went to the farthest end of the encampment, and, in the light of the last fire, made a picture of all the rest.

The kettles were soon steaming. These hung from tripods erected over the fires. Their contents were flour and pemmican, made into a thick soup called Rubbiboo.

As pemmican is a kind of food but little known in this country, I may as well describe how it is made. In the first place, it consists of buffalo meat. The great plains, or prairies, of America, which are like huge downs or commons hundreds of miles in extent, afford grass sufficient to support countless herds of deer, wild horses, and bisons. The bisons are called by the people there buffaloes. The buffalo is somewhat like an enormous ox, but its hind-quarters are smaller and its fore-quarters much larger than those of the ox. Its hair is long and shaggy, particularly about the neck and shoulders, where it becomes almost a mane. Its horns are thick and short, and its look is very ferocious, but it is in reality a timid creature, and will only turn to attack a man when it is hard pressed and cannot escape. Its flesh is first-rate for food, even better than beef, and there is a large hump on its shoulder, which is considered the best part of the animal.

Such is the bison, or buffalo, from which pemmican is made.

When a man wishes to make a bag of pemmican, he first of all kills the buffalo  not an easy thing to do by any means, for the buffalo runs well. Having killed him, he skins him and cuts up the meat  also a difficult thing to do, especially if one is not used to that sort of work. Then he cuts the meat into thin layers, and hangs it up to dry. Dried meat will keep for a long time. It is packed up in bales and sent about that country to be used as food. The next thing to be done is to make a bag of the raw hide of the buffalo. This is done with a glovers needle, the raw sinews of the animal being used instead of thread. The bag is usually about three feet long, and eighteen inches broad, and the hair is left on the outside of it. A huge pot is now put on the fire, and the fat of the buffalo is melted down. Then the dried meat is pounded between two stones, until it is torn and broken up into shreds, after which it is put into the bag, the melted fat is poured over it, and the whole is well mixed. The last operation is to sew up the mouth of the bag and leave it to cool, after which the pemmican is ready for use.

In this state a bag of pemmican will keep fresh and good for years. When the search was going on in the polar regions for the lost ships of Sir John Franklin, one of the parties hid some pemmican in the ground, intending to return and take it up. They returned home, however, another way. Five years later some travellers discovered this pemmican, and it was found, at that time, to be fit for food. Pemmican is extensively used throughout Ruperts Land, especially during summer, for at that season the brigades of boats start from hundreds of inland trading-posts to take the furs to the coast for shipment to England, and pemmican is found to be not only the best of food for these hard-working men, but exceedingly convenient to carry.

Supper finished, the wild-looking fellows of this brigade took to their pipes, and threw fresh logs on the fires, which roared, and crackled, and shot up their forked tongues of flame, as if they wished to devour the forest. Then the song and the story went round, and men told of terrible fights with the red-men of the prairies, and desperate encounters with grizzly bears in the Rocky Mountains, and narrow escapes among the rapids and falls, until the night was half spent. Then, one by one, each man wrapped himself in his blanket, stretched himself on the ground with his feet towards the fire and his head pillowed on a coat or a heap of brush-wood, and went to sleep.

Ere long they were all down, except one or two long-winded story tellers, who went on muttering to their pipes after their comrades were asleep. Even these became tired at last of the sound of their own voices, and gradually every noise in the camp was hushed, except the crackling of the fires as they sank by degrees and went out, leaving the place in dead silence and total darkness.

With the first peep of dawn the guide arose. In ten minutes after his first shout the whole camp was astir. The men yawned a good deal at first and grumbled a little, and stretched themselves violently, and yawned again. But soon they shook off laziness and sprang to their work. Pots, pans, kettles, and pemmican bags were tossed into the boats, and in the course of half-an-hour they were ready to continue the voyage.

Jasper stood beside the guide looking on at the busy scene.

Heard you any news from the Saskatchewan of late, said he.

Not much, replied the guide; theres little stirring there just now, except among the Indians, who have been killing and scalping each other as usual. But, by the way, that reminds me there has been a sort of row between the Indians and the Companys people at Fort Erie.

Fort Erie, said Jasper with a start.

Ay, thats the name o the fort, if I remember right, returned the guide. It seems that one o the men there, I think they call him Laroche  but what makes you start, friend Jasper? Do you know anything of this man.

Yes, hes a friend of mine. Go on, let me hear about it.

Well, theres not much to tell, resumed the guide. This Laroche, it would appear, has got into hot water. He has a daughter, a good lookin wench Im told, and, better than that, a well-behaved one. One o the Indians had been impertinent to the girl, so old Laroche, who seems to be a fiery fellow, up fist, hit him on the nose, and knocked the savage flat on his back. A tremendous howl was set up, and knives and hatchets were flourished; but Mr Pemberton, who is in charge of Fort Erie, ran in and pacified them. The Indian that was floored vows hell have the hair of old Laroches head.

This taking the hair off peoples heads, or scalping, as it is called, is a common practice among the North American Indians. When a savage kills his enemy he runs his scalping knife round the dead mans head, seizes the hair with his left hand and tears the scalp off. Indeed this dreadful cruelty is sometimes practised before death has occurred. The scalp with its lock of hair is taken home by the victor, and hung up in his tent as a trophy of war. The man who can show the greatest number of scalps is considered the greatest warrior. The dresses of Indian warriors are usually fringed with human scalp-locks.

Thats a bad business, said Jasper, who was concerned to hear such news of his intended father-in-law. Do ye know the name o this red-skinned rascal?

I heard it mentioned, said the guide, but I cant remember it at this moment.

The boats are ready to start, said one of the steersmen, coming up just then.

Very good, let the men embark. Now, Jasper, we must part. Give us a shake o your hand. A pleasant trip to you.

The same to you, friend, said Jasper, returning the guides squeeze.

In another minute the boats were away.

Now, friends, we shall start, said Jasper, breaking the deep silence which followed the departure of the brigade.

Good, said Arrowhead.

Im ready, said Heywood.

The canoe was soon in the water, and the men in their places; but they started that morning without a song. Arrowhead was never inclined to be noisy, Heywood was sleepy, and Jasper was rendered anxious by what he had heard of his friends at Fort Erie, so they paddled away in silence.




Chapter Nine.

The Fort, and an Unexpected Meeting.

We turn now to a very different scene. It is a small fort or trading-post on the banks of a stream which flows through the prairie. The fort is very much like the one which has been already described, but somewhat stronger; and there are four block-houses or bastions, one at each corner, from which the muzzles of a few heavy guns may be seen protruding.

The trees and bushes have been cleared away from around this fort, and the strips of forest-land which run along both sides of the river are not so thickly wooded as the country through which the reader has hitherto been travelling. In front of the fort rolls the river. Immediately behind it lies the boundless prairie, which extends like a sea of grass, with scarcely a tree or bush upon it, as far as the eye can reach. This is Fort Erie.

You might ride for many days over that prairie without seeing anything of the forest, except a clump of trees and bushes here and there, and now and then a little pond. The whole region is extremely beautiful. One that ought to fill the hearts of men with admiration and love of the bountiful God who formed it. But men in those regions, at the time I write of, thought of little beauties of nature, and cared nothing for the goodness of God. At least this may be truly said of the red-skinned owners of the soil. It was otherwise with some of the white people who dwelt there.

Three weeks had passed away since the night spent by our friends with the brigade. It was now a beautiful evening, a little after sunset. The days work at the fort had been finished, and the men were amusing themselves by racing their horses, of which fine animals there were great numbers at Fort Erie.

Just a little after the sun had gone down, three horsemen appeared on the distant prairie and came bounding at full gallop towards the fort. They were our friends Jasper, Heywood, and Arrowhead. These adventurous travellers had reached a fort farther down the river two days before, and, having been supplied with horses, had pushed forward by way of the plains.

On entering the belt of woods close to the fort, the horsemen reined in, and rode among the trees more cautiously.

Heres the end of our journey at last, cried Jasper, on whose bronzed countenance there was a deep flush of excitement and a look of anxiety.

Just as he said this, Jaspers heart appeared to leap into his throat and almost choked him. Pulling up suddenly, he swallowed his heart, with some difficulty, and said  

Hold on, lads. Ill ride round to the fort by way of the river, for reasons of my own. Push on, Heywood, with the Indian, and let Mr Pemberton know Im coming. See, I will give you the packet of letters we were asked to carry from the fort below. Now, make haste.

Heywood, though a little surprised at this speech, and at the manner of his friend, took the packet in silence and rode swiftly away, followed by the Indian. When they were gone, Jasper dismounted, tied his horse to a tree, and walked quickly into the woods in another direction.

Now this mysterious proceeding is not difficult to explain. Jasper had caught sight of a female figure walking under the trees at a considerable distance from the spot where he had pulled up. He knew that there were none but Indian women at Fort Erie at that time, and that, therefore, the only respectably dressed female at the place must needs be his own Marie Laroche. Overjoyed at the opportunity thus unexpectedly afforded him of meeting her alone, he hastened forward with a beating heart.

Marie was seated on the stump of a fallen tree when the hunter came up. She was a fair, beautiful woman of about five-and-twenty, with an air of modesty about her which attracted love, yet repelled familiarity. Many a good-looking and well-doing young fellow had attempted to gain the heart of Marie during the last two years, but without success  for this good reason, that her heart had been gained already.

She was somewhat startled when a man appeared thus suddenly before her. Jasper stood in silence for a few moments, with his arms crossed upon his breast, and gazed earnestly into her face.

As he did not speak, she said  

You appear to be a stranger here. Have you arrived lately?

Jasper was for a moment astonished that she did not at once recognise him, and yet he had no reason to be surprised. Besides the alteration that two years sometimes makes in a man, Jasper had made a considerable alteration on himself. When Marie last saw him, he had been in the habit of practising the foolish and unnatural custom of shaving; and he had carried it to such an extreme that he shaved off everything  whiskers, beard, and moustache. But within a year he had been induced by a wise friend to change his opinion on this subject. That friend had suggested, that as Providence had caused hair to grow on his cheeks, lips, and chin, it was intended to be worn, and that he had no more right to shave his face than a Chinaman had to shave his head. Jasper had been so far convinced, that he had suffered his whiskers to grow. These were now large and bushy, and had encroached so much on his chin as to have become almost a beard.

Besides this, not having shaved any part of his face during the last three weeks, there was little of it visible except his eyes, forehead, and cheek-bones. All the rest was more or less covered with black hair.

No wonder, then, that Marie, who believed him to be two thousand miles away at that moment, did not recognise him in the increasing darkness of evening. The lover at once understood this, and he resolved to play the part of a stranger. He happened to have the power of changing his voice  a power possessed by many people  and, trusting to the increasing gloom to conceal him, and to the fact that he was the last person in the world whom Marie might expect to see there, he addressed her as follows:  

I am indeed a stranger here; at least I have not been at the post for a very long time. I have just reached the end of a long voyage.

Indeed, said the girl, interested by the strangers grave manner. May I ask where you have come from?

I have come all the way from Canada, young woman, and I count myself lucky in meeting with such a pleasant face at the end of my journey.

From Canada! exclaimed Marie, becoming still more interested in the stranger, and blushing deeply as she asked You have friends there, no doubt?

Ay, a few, said Jasper.

And what has brought you such a long way into this wild wilderness? asked Marie, sighing as she thought of the hundreds of miles that lay between Fort Erie and Canada.

I have come here to get me a wife, replied Jasper.

That is strange, said the girl, smiling, for there are few but Indian women here. A stout hunter like you might find one nearer home, I should think.

Here Marie paused, for she felt that on such a subject she ought not to converse with a stranger. Yet she could not help adding, But perhaps, as you say, you have been in this part of the world before, you may have some one in your mind?

I am engaged, said Jasper abruptly.

On hearing this Marie felt more at her ease, and, being of a very sympathetic nature, she at once courted the confidence of the stranger.

May I venture to ask her name? said Marie, with an arch smile.

I may not tell, replied Jasper; I have a comrade who is entitled to know this secret before any one else. Perhaps you may have heard of him, for he was up in these parts two years agone. His name is Jasper Derry.

The blood rushed to Maries temples on hearing the name, and she turned her face away to conceal her agitation, while, in a low voice, she said  

Is Jasper Derry, then, your intimate friend?

That is he  a very intimate friend indeed. But you appear to know him.

Yes, I  I know him  I have seen him. I hope he is well, said Marie; and she listened with a beating heart for the answer, though she still turned her face away.

Oh! hes well enough, said Jasper; sickness dont often trouble him. Hes going to be married.

Had a bullet struck the girls heart she could not have turned more deadly pale than she did on hearing this. She half rose from the tree stump, and would have fallen to the ground insensible, had not Jasper caught her in his arms.

My own Marie, said he fervently, forgive me, dearest; forgive my folly, my wickedness, in deceiving you in this fashion. Oh, what a fool I am! he added, as the poor girl still hung heavily in his grasp speak to me Marie, my own darling.

Whether it was the earnestness of his voice, or the kiss which he printed on her forehead, or the coolness of the evening air, I know not, but certain it is that Marie recovered in the course of a few minutes, and, on being convinced that Jasper really was her old lover, she resigned herself, wisely, to her fate, and held such an uncommonly long conversation with the bold hunter, that the moon was up and the stars were out before they turned their steps towards the Fort.

Why, Jasper Derry, cried Mr Pemberton, as the hunter entered the hall of Fort Erie, where have you been. Ive been expecting you every moment for the last two hours.

Well, you see, Mr Pemberton, I just went down the river a short bit to see an old friend and I was kep longer than I expected, said Jasper, with a cool, grave face, as he grasped and shook the hand which was held out to him.

Ah! I see, you hunters are more like brothers than friends. No doubt you went to smoke a pipe with Hawkeye, or to have a chat with the Muskrat about old times, said the fur-trader, mentioning the names of two Indians who were celebrated as being the best hunters in the neighbourhood, and who had been bosom friends of Jasper when he resided there two years before.

No, Ive not yet smoked a pipe with Hawkeye, neither have I seen Muskrat, but I certainly have had a pretty long chat with one o my old friends, answered Jasper, while a quiet smile played on his face.

Well, come along and have a pipe and a chat with me. I hope you count me one of your friends too, said Mr Pemberton, conducting Jasper into an inner room, where he found Heywood and Arrowhead seated at a table, doing justice to a splendid supper of buffalo-tongues, venison-steaks, and marrow-bones.

Here are your comrades, you see, hard at work. Its lucky you came to-night, Jasper, for I intend to be off to-morrow morning, by break of day, on a buffalo-hunt. If you had been a few hours later of arriving, I should have missed you. Come, will you eat or smoke?

Ill eat first, if you have no objection, said Jasper, and smoke afterwards.

Very good. Sit down, then, and get to work. Meanwhile Ill go and look after the horses that we intend to take with us to-morrow. Of course youll accompany us, Jasper?

Ill be very glad, and so will Arrowhead, there. Theres nothing he likes so much as a chase after a buffalo, unless, it may be, the eating of him. But as for my friend and comrade Mr Heywood, he must speak for himself.

I will be delighted to go, answered the artist, nothing will give me more pleasure; but I fear my steed is too much exhausted to

Oh! make your mind easy on that score, said the fur-trader, interrupting him. I have plenty of capital horses, and can mount the whole of you, so thats settled. And now, friends, do justice to your supper, I shall be back before you have done.

So saying, Mr Pemberton left the room, and our three friends, being unusually hungry, fell vigorously to work on the good cheer of Fort Erie.




Chapter Ten.

Buffalo-Hunting on the Prairies.

Next day most of the men of Fort Erie, headed by Mr Pemberton, rode away into the prairies on a buffalo-hunt. Jasper would willingly have remained with Marie at the fort, but, having promised to go, he would not now draw back.

The band of horsemen rode for three hours, at a quick pace, over the grassy plains, without seeing anything. Jasper kept close beside his friend, old Laroche, while Heywood rode and conversed chiefly with Mr Pemberton. There were about twenty men altogether, armed with guns, and mounted on their best buffalo-runners, as they styled the horses which were trained to hunt the buffalo. Many of these steeds had been wild horses, caught by the Indians, broken-in, and sold by them to the fur-traders.

I have seldom ridden so long without meeting buffaloes, observed Mr Pemberton, as the party galloped to the top of a ridge of land, from which they could see the plains far and wide around them.

There they are at last, said Heywood eagerly, pointing to a certain spot on the far-off horizon where living creatures of some sort were seen moving.

That must be a band o red-skins, said Jasper, who trotted up at this moment with the rest of the party.

They are Sauteaux, (This word is pronounced Sotoes in the plural; Sotoe in the singular) observed Arrowhead quietly.

You must have good eyes, friend, said Pemberton, applying a small pocket-telescope to his eye; they are indeed Sauteaux, I see by their dress, and they have observed us, for they are coming straight this way, like the wind.

Will they come as enemies or friends? inquired Heywood.

As friends, I have no doubt, replied the fur-trader. Come, lads, we will ride forward to meet them.

In a short time the two parties of horsemen met. They approached almost at full speed, as if each meant to ride the other down, and did not rein up until they were so close that it seemed impossible to avoid a shock.

Have you seen the buffaloes lately? inquired Pemberton, after the first salutation had passed.

Yes, there are large bands not an hours ride from this. Some of our young warriors have remained to hunt. We are going to the fort to trade.

Good; you will find tobacco enough there to keep you smoking till I return with fresh meat, said Pemberton, in the native tongue, which he could speak like an Indian. Ill not be long away. Farewell.

No more words were wasted. The traders galloped away over the prairie, and the Indians, of whom there were about fifteen, dashed off in the direction of the fort.

These Indians were a very different set of men from those whom I have already introduced to the reader in a former chapter. There are many tribes of Indians in the wilderness of Ruperts Land, and some of the tribes are at constant war with each other. But in order to avoid confusing the reader, it may be as well to divide the Indian race into two great classes  namely, those who inhabit the woods, and those who roam over the plains or prairies. As a general rule, the thick wood Indians are a more peaceful set of men than the prairie Indians. They are few in number, and live in a land full of game, where there is far more than enough of room for all of them. Their mode of travelling in canoes, and on foot, is slow, so that the different tribes do not often meet, and they have no occasion to quarrel. They are, for the most part, a quiet and harmless race of savages, and being very dependent on the fur-traders for the necessaries of life, they are on their good behaviour, and seldom do much mischief.

It is very different with the plain Indians. These savages have numbers of fine horses, and live in a splendid open country, which is well-stocked with deer and buffaloes, besides other game. They are bold riders, and scour over the country in all directions, consequently the different tribes often come across each other when out hunting. Quarrels and fights are the results, so that these savages are naturally a fierce and warlike race. They are independent too; for although they get their guns and ammunition and other necessaries from the traders, they can manage to live without these things if need be. They can clothe themselves in the skins of wild animals, and when they lose their guns, or wet their powder, they can kill game easily with their own bows and arrows.

It was a band of these fellows that now went galloping towards Fort Erie, with the long manes and tails of the half-wild horses and the scalp-locks on their dresses and their own long black hair streaming in the wind.

Pemberton and his party soon came up with the young Indians who had remained to chase the buffaloes. He found them sheltered behind a little mound, making preparations for an immediate attack on the animals, which, however, were not yet visible to the men from the fort.

I do believe theyve seen buffaloes on the other side of that mound, said Pemberton, as he rode forward.

He was right. The Indians, of whom there were six, well mounted and armed with strong short bows, pointed to the mound, and said that on the other side of it there were hundreds of buffaloes.

As the animals were so numerous, no objection was made to the fur-traders joining in the hunt, so in another moment the united party leaped from their horses and prepared for action. Some wiped out and carefully loaded their guns, others examined the priming of their pieces, and chipped the edges off the flints to make sure of their not missing fire. All looked to the girths of their saddles, and a few threw off their coats and rolled their shirt-sleeves up to their shoulders, as if they were going to undertake hard and bloody work.

Mr Pemberton took in hand to look after our friend Heywood; the rest were well qualified to look after themselves. In five minutes they were all remounted and rode quietly to the brow of the mound.

Here an interesting sight presented itself. The whole plain was covered with the huge unwieldy forms of the buffaloes. They were scattered about, singly and in groups, grazing or playing or lying down, and in one or two places some of the bulls were engaged in single combat, pawing the earth, goring each other, and bellowing furiously.

After one look, the hunters dashed down the hill and were in the midst of the astonished animals almost before they could raise their heads to look at them. Now commenced a scene which it is not easy to describe correctly. Each man had selected his own group of animals, so that the whole party was scattered in a moment.

Follow me, cried Pemberton to Heywood, observe what I do, and then go try it yourself.

The fur-trader galloped at full speed towards a group of buffaloes which stood right before him, about two hundred yards off. He carried a single-barrelled gun with a flint lock in his right hand and a bullet in his mouth, ready to re-load. The buffaloes gazed at him for one moment in stupid surprise, and then, with a toss of their heads and a whisk of their tails, they turned and fled. At first they ran with a slow awkward gait, like pigs; and to one who did not know their powers, it would seem that the fast-running horses of the two men would quickly overtake them. But as they warmed to the work their speed increased, and it required the horses to get up their best paces to overtake them.

After a furious gallop, Pembertons horse ran close up alongside of a fine-looking buffalo cow  so close that he could almost touch the side of the animal with the point of his gun. Dropping the rein, he pointed the gun without putting it to his shoulder and fired. The ball passed through the animals heart, and it dropt like a stone. At the same moment Pemberton flung his cap on the ground beside it, so that he might afterwards claim it as his own.

The well-trained horse did not shy at the shot, neither did it check its pace for a moment, but ran straight on and soon placed its master alongside of another buffalo cow. In the meantime, Pemberton loaded like lightning. He let the reins hang loose, knowing that the horse understood his work, and, seizing the powder-horn at his side with his right hand, drew the wooden stopper with his teeth, and poured a charge of powder into his left  guessing the quantity, of course. Pouring this into the gun he put the muzzle to his mouth, and spat the ball into it, struck the butt on the pommel of the saddle to send it down, as well as to drive the powder into the pan, and taking his chance of the gun priming itself, he aimed as before, and pulled the trigger. The explosion followed, and a second buffalo lay dead upon the plain, with a glove beside it to show to whom it belonged.

Scenes similar to this were being enacted all over the plain, with this difference, that the bad or impatient men sometimes fired too soon and missed their mark, or by only wounding the animals, infuriated them and caused them to run faster. One or two ill-trained horses shied when the guns were fired, and left their riders sprawling on the ground. Others stumbled into badger-holes and rolled over. The Indians did their work well. They were used to it, and did not bend their bows until their horses almost brushed the reeking sides of the huge brutes. Then they drew to the arrow heads, and, leaning forward, buried the shafts up to the feathers. The arrow is said to be even more deadly than the bullet.

Already the plain was strewn with dead or dying buffaloes, and the ground seemed to tremble with the thunder of the tread of the affrighted animals. Jasper had dropt three, and Arrowhead had slain two, yet the pace did not slacken  still the work of death went on.

Having seen Pemberton shoot another animal, Heywood became fired with a desire to try his own hand, so he edged away from his companion. Seeing a very large monstrous-looking buffalo flying away by itself at no great distance, he turned his horse towards it, grasped his gun, shook the reins, and gave chase.

Now poor Heywood did not know that the animal he had made up his mind to kill was a tough old bull; neither did he know that a bull is bad to eat, and dangerous to follow; and, worse than all, he did not know that when a bull holds his tail stiff and straight up in the air, it is a sign that he is in a tremendous rage, and that the wisest thing a man can do is to let him alone. Heywood, in fact, knew nothing, so he rushed blindly on his fate. At first the bull did not raise his tail, but, as the rider drew near, he turned his enormous shaggy head a little to one side, and looked at him out of the corner of his wicked little eye. When Heywood came within a few yards and, in attempting to take aim, fired off his gun by accident straight into the face of the sun, the tail went up and the bull began to growl. The ferocious aspect of the creature alarmed the artist, but he had made up his mind to kill it, so he attempted to re-load, as Pemberton had done. He succeeded, and, as he was about to turn his attention again to the bull, he observed one of the men belonging to the fort making towards him. This man saw and knew the artists danger, and meant to warn him, but his horse unfortunately put one of its feet into a hole, and sent him flying head over heels through the air. Heywood was now so close to the bull that he had to prepare for another shot.

The horse he rode was a thoroughly good buffalo-runner. It knew the dangerous character of the bull, if its rider did not, and kept its eye watchfully upon it. At last the bull lost patience, and, suddenly wheeling round, dashed at the horse, but the trained animal sprang nimbly to one side, and got out of the way. Heywood was all but thrown. He clutched the mane, however, and held on. The bull then continued its flight.

Determined not to be caught in this way again, the artist seized the reins, and ran the horse close alongside of the buffalo, whose tail was now as stiff as a poker. Once more the bull turned suddenly round. Heywood pulled the reins violently, thus confusing his steed which ran straight against the buffalos big hairy forehead. It was stopped as violently as if it had run against the side of a house. But poor Heywood was not stopped. He left the saddle like a rocket, flew right over the bulls back, came down on his face, ploughed up the land with his nose  and learned a lesson from experience!

Fortunately the spot on which he fell happened to be one of those soft muddy places in which the buffaloes are fond of rolling their huge bodies in the heat of summer, so that, with the exception of a bruised and dirty face, and badly soiled clothes, the bold artist was none the worse for his adventure.




Chapter Eleven.

Winter  Sleeping in the Snow  A Night Alarm.

Summer passed away, autumn passed away, and winter came. So did Christmas, and so did Jaspers marriage-day.

Now the reader must understand that there is a wonderful difference between the winter in that part of the North American wilderness called Ruperts land, and winter in our own happy island.

Winter out there is from six to eight months long. The snow varies from three to four feet deep, and in many places it drifts to fifteen or twenty feet deep. The ice on the lakes and rivers is sometimes above six feet thick; and the salt sea itself, in Hudsons Bay, is frozen over to a great extent. Nothing like a thaw takes place for many months at a time, and the frost is so intense that it is a matter of difficulty to prevent ones-self from being frost-bitten. The whole country, during these long winter months, appears white, desolate, and silent.

Yet a good many of the birds and animals keep moving about, though most of them do so at night, and do not often meet the eye of man. The bear goes to sleep all winter in a hole, but the wolf and the fox prowl about the woods at night. Ducks, geese, and plover no longer enliven the marshes with their wild cries; but white grouse, or ptarmigan, fly about in immense flocks, and arctic hares make many tracks in the deep snow. Still, these are quiet creatures, and they scarcely break the deep dead silence of the forests in winter.

At this period the Indian and the fur-trader wrap themselves in warm dresses of deer-skin, lined with the thickest flannel, and spend their short days in trapping and shooting. At night the Indian piles logs on his fire to keep out the frost, and adds to the warmth of his skin-tent by heaping snow up the outside of it all round. The fur-trader puts double window-frames and double panes of glass in his windows, puts on double doors, and heats his rooms with cast-iron stoves.

But do what he will, the fur-trader cannot keep out the cold altogether. He may heat the stove red-hot if he will, yet the water in the basins and jugs in the corner of his room will be frozen, and his breath settles on the window-panes, and freezes there so thickly that it actually dims the light of the sun. This crust on the windows inside is sometimes an inch thick!

Thermometers in England are usually filled with quicksilver. In Ruperts Land quicksilver would be frozen half the winter, so spirit of wine is used instead, because that liquid will not freeze with any ordinary degree of cold. Here, the thermometer sometimes falls as low as zero. Out there it does not rise so high as zero during the greater part of the winter, and it is often as low as twenty, thirty, and even fifty degrees below zero.

If the wind should blow when the cold is intense, no man dare face it  he would be certain to be frost-bitten. The parts of the body that are most easily frozen are the ears, the chin, the cheek-bones, the nose, the heels, fingers, and toes. The freezing of any part begins with a pricking sensation. When this occurs at the point of your nose, it is time to give earnest attention to that feature, else you run the risk of having it shortened. The best way to recover it is to rub it well, and to keep carefully away from the fire.

The likest thing to a frost-bite is a burn. In fact, the two things are almost the same. In both cases the skin or flesh is destroyed, and becomes a sore. In the one case it is destroyed by fire, in the other by frost; but in both it is painful and dangerous, according to the depth of the frost-bite or the burn. Many a poor fellow loses joints of his toes and fingers  some have even lost their hands and feet by frost. Many have lost their lives. But the most common loss is the loss of the skin of the point of the nose, cheek-bones, and chin  a loss which is indeed painful, but can be replaced by nature in the course of time.

Of course curious appearances are produced by such intense cold. On going out into the open air, the breath settles on the breast, whiskers, and eyebrows in the shape of hoar-frost; and men who go out in the morning for a ramble with black or brown locks, return at night with what appears to be grey hair  sometimes with icicles hanging about their faces. Horses and cattle there are seldom without icicles hanging from their lips and noses in winter.

Poor Mr Pemberton was much troubled in this way. He was a fat and heavy man, and apt to perspire freely. When he went out to shoot in winter, the moisture trickled down his face and turned his whiskers into two little blocks of ice; and he used to be often seen, after a hard days walk, sitting for a long time beside the stove, holding his cheeks to the fire, and gently coaxing the icy blocks to let go their hold!

But for all this, the long winter of those regions is a bright enjoyable season. The cold is not felt so much as one would expect, because it is not damp, and the weather is usually bright and sunny.

From what I have said, the reader will understand that summer in those regions is short and very hot; the winter long and very cold. Both seasons have their own peculiar enjoyments, and, to healthy men, both are extremely agreeable.

I have said that Jaspers marriage-day had arrived. New Years Day was fixed for his union with the fair and gentle Marie. As is usual at this festive season of the year, it was arranged that a ball should be given at the fort in the large hall to all the people that chanced to be there at the time.

Old Laroche had been sent to a small hut a long days march from the fort, where he was wont to spend his time in trapping foxes. He was there alone, so, three days before New Years Day, Jasper set out with Arrowhead to visit the old man, and bear him company on his march back to the fort.

There are no roads in that country. Travellers have to plod through the wilderness as they best can. It may not have occurred to my reader that it would be a difficult thing to walk for a day through snow so deep, that, at every step, the traveller would sink the whole length of his leg. The truth is, that travelling in Ruperts Land in winter would be impossible but for a machine which enables men to walk on the surface of the snow without sinking more than a few inches. This machine is the snowshoe. Snow-shoes vary in size and form in different parts of the country, but they are all used for the same purpose. Some are long and narrow; others are nearly round. They vary in size from three to six feet in length, and from eight to twenty inches in breadth. They are extremely light  made of a frame-work of hard wood, and covered with a network of deer-skin, which, while it prevents the wearer from sinking more than a few inches, allows any snow that may chance to fall on the top of the shoe to pass through the netting.

The value of this clumsy looking machine may be imagined, when I say that men with them will easily walk twenty, thirty, and even forty miles across a country over which they could not walk three miles without such helps.

It was a bright, calm, frosty morning when Jasper and his friend set out on their short journey. The sun shone brilliantly, and the hoar-frost sparkled on the trees and bushes, causing them to appear as if they had been covered with millions of diamonds. The breath of the two men came from their mouths like clouds of steam. Arrowhead wore the round snow-shoes which go by the name of bears paws  he preferred these to any others. Jasper wore the snow-shoes peculiar to the Chipewyan Indians. They were nearly as long as himself, and turned up at the point. Both men were dressed alike, in the yellow leathern costume of winter. The only difference being that Jasper wore a fur cap, while Arrowhead sported a cloth head-piece that covered his neck and shoulders, and was ornamented with a pair of horns.

All day the two men plodded steadily over the country. Sometimes they were toiling through deep snow in wooded places, sinking six or eight inches in spite of their snow-shoes. At other times they were passing swiftly over the surface of the open plains, where the snow was beaten so hard by exposure to the sun and wind that the shoes only just broke the crust and left their outlines behind.

Then they reached a bend of the river, where they had again to plod heavily through the woods on its banks, until they came out upon its frozen surface. Here the snow was so hard, that they took off their snow-shoes and ran briskly along without them for a long space.

Thus they travelled all day, without one halt, and made such good use of their time, that they arrived at the log-hut of old Laroche early in the evening.

Well met, son-in-law, that is to be, cried the stout old man heartily, as the two hunters made their appearance before the low door-way of his hut, which was surrounded by trees and almost buried in snow. If you had been half an hour later, I would have met you in the woods.

How so, father-in-law, that is to be, said Jasper, were ye goin out to your traps so late as this?

Nay, man, but I was startin for the fort. Its a long way, as you know, and my old limbs are not just so supple as yours. I thought I would travel to-night, and sleep in the woods, so as to be there in good time to-morrow. But come in, come in, and rest you. I warrant me youll not feel inclined for more walkin to-night.

Now my name is not Jasper Derry if I enter your hut this night, said the hunter stoutly. If I could not turn round and walk straight back to the fort this night, I would not be worthy of your daughter, old man. So come along with you. What say you, Arrowhead; shall we go straight back?

Good, answered the Indian.

Well, well, cried Laroche, laughing, lead the way, and I will follow in your footsteps. It becomes young men to beat the track, and old ones to take it easy.

The three men turned their faces towards Fort Erie, and were soon far away from the log-hut. They walked steadily and silently along, without once halting, until the night became so dark that it was difficult to avoid stumps and bushes. Then they prepared to encamp in the snow.

Now it may seem to many people a very disagreeable idea, that of sleeping out in snow, but one who has tried it can assure them that it is not so bad as it seems. No doubt, when Jasper halted in the cold dark woods, and said, I think this will be a pretty good place to sleep, any one unacquainted with the customs of that country would have thought the man was jesting or mad; for, besides being very dismal, in consequence of its being pitch dark, it was excessively cold, and snow was falling steadily and softly on the ground. But Jasper knew what he was about, and so did the others. Without saying a word, the three men flung down their bundles of provisions, and each set to work to make the encampment. Of course they had to work in darkness so thick that even the white snow could scarcely be seen.

First of all they selected a tree, the branches of which were so thick and spreading as to form a good shelter from the falling snow. Here Jasper and Laroche used their snow-shoes as shovels, while Arrowhead plied his axe and soon cut enough of firewood for the night. He also cut a large bundle of small branches for bedding. A space of about twelve feet long, by six broad, was cleared at the foot of the tree in half an hour. But the snow was so deep that they had to dig down four feet before they reached the turf. As the snow taken out of the hole was thrown up all round it, the walls rose to nearly seven feet.

Arrowhead next lighted a roaring fire at one end of this cleared space, the others strewed the branches over the space in front of it, and spread their blankets on the top, after which the kettle was put on to boil, buffalo steaks were stuck up before the fire to roast, and the men then lay down to rest and smoke, while supper was preparing. The intense cold prevented the fire from melting the snowy walls of this encampment, which shone and sparkled in the red blaze like pink marble studded all over with diamonds, while the spreading branches formed a ruddy-looking ceiling. When they had finished supper, the heat of the fire and the heat of their food made the travellers feel quite warm and comfortable, in spite of John Frost; and when they at last wrapped their blankets round them and laid their heads together on the branches, they fell into a sleep more sound and refreshing than they would have enjoyed had they gone to rest in a warm house upon the best bed in England.

But when the fire went out, about the middle of the night, the cold became so intense that they were awakened by it, so Jasper rose and blew up the fire, and the other two sat up and filled their pipes, while their teeth chattered in their heads. Soon the blaze and the smoke warmed them, and again they lay down to sleep comfortably till morning.

Before daybreak, however, Arrowhead  who never slept so soundly but that he could be wakened by the slightest unusual noise  slowly raised his head and touched Jasper on the shoulder. The hunter was too well-trained to the dangers of the wilderness to start up or speak. He uttered no word but took up his gun softly and looked in the direction in which the Indians eyes gazed. A small red spot in the ashes served to reveal a pair of glaring eye-balls among the bushes.

A wolf, whispered Jasper, cocking his gun. No; a man, said Arrowhead.

At the sound of the click of the lock the object in the bushes moved. Jasper leaped up in an instant, pointed his gun, and shouted sternly  

Stand fast and speak, or I fire!

At the same moment Arrowhead kicked the logs of the fire, and a bright flame leapt up, showing that the owner of the pair of eyes was an Indian. Seeing that he was discovered, and that if he turned to run he would certainly be shot, the savage came forward sulkily and sat down beside the fire. Jasper asked him why he came there in that stealthy manner like a sly fox. The Indian said he was merely travelling by night, and had come on the camp unexpectedly. Not knowing who was there, he had come forward with caution.

Jasper was not satisfied with this reply. He did not like the look of the man, and he felt sure that he had seen him somewhere before, but his face was disfigured with war paint, and he could not feel certain on that point until he remembered the scene in the trading store at Jaspers House.

What  Darkeye! cried he, can it be you?

Darkeye! shouted Laroche, suddenly rising from his reclining position and staring the Indian in the face with a dark scowl. Why, Jasper, this is the villain who insulted my daughter, and to whom I taught the lesson that an old man could knock him down.

The surprise and indignation of Jasper on hearing this was great, but remembering that the savage had already been punished for his offence, and that it would be mean to take advantage of him when there were three to one, he merely said  

Well, well, I wont bear a grudge against a man who is coward enough to insult a woman. I would kick you out o the camp, Darkeye, but as you might use your gun when you got into the bushes, I wont give you that chance. At the same time, we cant afford to lose the rest of our nap for you, so Arrowhead will keep you safe here and watch you, while Laroche and I sleep. We will let you go at daybreak.

Saying this Jasper lay down beside his father-in-law, and they were both asleep in a few minutes, leaving the two Indians to sit and scowl at each other beside the fire.




Chapter Twelve.

The Wedding, an Arrival, a Feast, and a Ball.

New Years Day came at last, and on the morning of that day Jasper Derry and Marie Laroche were made man and wife. They were married by the Reverend Mr Wilson, a Wesleyan missionary, who had come to Fort Erie, a few days before, on a visit to the tribes of Indians in that neighbourhood.

The North American Indian has no religion worthy of the name; but he has a conscience, like other men, which tells him that it is wrong to murder and to steal. Yet, although he knows this, he seldom hesitates to do both when he is tempted thereto. Mr Wilson was one of those earnest missionaries who go to that wilderness and face its dangers, as well as its hardships and sufferings, for the sake of teaching the savage that the mere knowledge of right and wrong is not enough  that the love of God, wrought in the heart of man by the Holy Spirit, alone can enable him to resist evil and do good  that belief in the Lord Jesus Christ alone can save the soul.

There are several missionaries of this stamp  men who love the name of Jesus  in that region, and there are a number of stations where the good seed of Gods Word is being planted in the wilderness. But I have not space, and this is not the place, to enlarge on the great and interesting subject of missionary work in Ruperts Land. I must return to my narrative.

It was, as I have said, New Years day when Jasper and Marie were married. And a remarkably bright, beautiful morning it was. The snow appeared whiter than usual, and the countless gems of hoar-frost that hung on shrub and tree seemed to sparkle more than usual; even the sun appeared to shine more brightly than ever it did before  at least it seemed so in the eyes of Jasper and Marie.

Everything seems to smile on us to-day, Marie, said Jasper, as they stood with some of their friends at the gate of the fort, just after the ceremony was concluded.

I trust that God may smile on you, and bless your union, my friends, said Mr Wilson, coming forward with a small Bible in his hand. Here is a copy of Gods Word, Jasper, which I wish you to accept of and keep as a remembrance of me and of this day.

Ill keep it, sir, and I thank you heartily, said Jasper, taking the book and returning the grasp of the missionarys hand.

And my chief object in giving it to you, Jasper, is, that you and Marie may read it often, and find joy and peace to your souls.

As the missionary said this a faint sound, like the tinkling of distant bells, was heard in the frosty air.

Looks of surprise and excitement showed that this was an unwonted sound. And so it was; for only once or twice during the long winter did a visitor gladden Fort Erie with his presence. These sweet sounds were the tinkling of sleigh-bells, and they told that a stranger was approaching  that letters, perhaps, and news from far-distant homes, might be near at band.

Only twice in the year did the Europeans at that lonely outpost receive letters from home. Little wonder that they longed for them, and that they went almost wild with joy when they came.

Soon the sleigh appeared in sight, coming up the river at full speed, and a loud hurrah! from the men at the gate, told the visitor that he was a welcome guest. It was a dog-sleigh  a sort of conveyance much used by the fur-traders in winter travelling. In form, it was as like as possible to a tin slipper bath. It might also be compared to a shoe. If the reader will try to conceive of a shoe large enough to hold a man, sitting with his legs out before him, that will give him a good idea of the shape of a dog cariole. There is sometimes an ornamental curve in front. It is made of two thin hardwood planks curled up in front, with a light frame-work of wood, covered over with deer or buffalo skin, and painted in a very gay manner. Four dogs are usually harnessed to it, and these are quite sufficient to drag a man on a journey of many days, over every sort of country, where there is no road whatever. Dogs are much used for hauling little sledges in that country in winter. The traveller sits wrapped up so completely in furs, that nothing but his head is visible. He is attended by a driver on snow-shoes, who is armed with a large whip. No reins are used. If the snow is hard, as is usually the case on the surface of a lake or river, the driver walks behind and holds on to a tail-line, to prevent the dogs from running away. If the travellers way lies through the woods, the snow is so soft and deep that the poor dogs are neither willing nor able to run away. It is as much as they can do to walk; so the driver goes before them, in this case, and beats down the snow with his snow-shoes beats the track, as it is called. The harness of the dogs is usually very gay, and covered with little bells which give forth a cheerful tinkling sound.

Its young Cameron, cried Mr Pemberton, hastening forward to welcome the newcomer.

Cameron was the gentleman in charge of the nearest outpost  two hundred and fifty miles down the river.

Welcome, Cameron, my boy, welcome to Fort Erie. You are the pleasantest sight we have seen here for many a day, said Pemberton, shaking the young man heartily by the hand as soon as he had jumped out of his sleigh.

Come, Pemberton, you forget Miss Marie Laroche when you talk of my being the pleasantest sight, said Cameron, laughing.

Ah! true. Pardon me, Marie

Excuse me, gentlemen, interrupted Jasper, with much gravity, I know of no such person as Miss Marie Laroche!

How? what do you mean? said Cameron, with a puzzled look.

Jasper is right, explained Pemberton, Marie was Miss Laroche yesterday; she is Mrs Derry to-day.

Then I salute you, Mrs Derry, and congratulate you both, cried the young man, kissing the brides fair cheek, and I rejoice to find that I am still in time to dance at your wedding.

Ay, said Pemberton, as they moved up to the hall, that reminds me to ask you why you are so late. I expected you before Christmas Day.

I had intended to be here by that day, replied Cameron, but one of my men cut his foot badly with an axe, and I could not leave him; then my dogs broke down on the journey, and that detained me still longer. But you will forgive my being so late, I think, when I tell you that I have got a packet of letters with me.

Letters! shouted every one.

Ay, letters and newspapers from England.

A loud cheer greeted this announcement. The packet was hauled out of the sleigh, hurried up to the fort, torn open with eager haste, and the fur-traders of Fort Erie were soon devouring the contents like hungry men.

And they were hungry men  they were starving! Those who see their kindred and friends daily, or hear from them weekly, cannot understand the feelings of men who hear from them only twice in the year. Great improvements have taken place in this matter of late years; still, many of the Hudson Bay Companys outposts are so distant from the civilised world, that they cannot get news from home oftener than twice a year.

It was a sight to study and moralise over  the countenances of these banished men. The trembling anxiety lest there should be bad news. The gleam of joy, and the deep thank God, on reading all well. Then the smiles, the sighs, the laughs, the exclamations of surprise, perhaps the tears that would spring to their eyes as they read the brief but, to them, thrilling private history of the past half year.

There was no bad news in that packet, and a feeling of deep joy was poured into the hearts of the people of the fort by these Good news from a far country. Even the half-breeds and Indians, who could not share the feeling, felt the sweet influence of the general happiness that was diffused among the fur-traders on that bright New Years Day in the wilderness.

What a dinner they had that day to be sure! What juicy roasts of buffalo beef; what enormous steaks of the same; what a magnificent venison pasty; and what glorious marrow-bones  not to mention tongues, and hearts, and grouse, and other things! But the great feature of the feast was the plum-pudding. It was like a huge cannon-ball with the measles! There was wine, too, on this occasion. Not much, it is true, but more than enough, for it had been saved up all the year expressly for the Christmas and New Years festivities. Thus they were enabled to drink to absent friends, and bring up all the old toasts and songs that used to be so familiar long ago in the old country. But these sturdy traders needed no stimulants. There were one or two who even scorned the wine, and stuck to water, and to their credit be it said, that they toasted and sang with the best of them.

At night there was a ball, and the ball beat the dinner out of sight. Few indeed were the women, but numerous were the men. Indian women are not famous for grace or cleanliness, poor things. But they enjoyed the ball, and they did their best to dance. Such dancing! They seemed to have no joints. They stood up stiff as lamp-posts, and went with an up-and-down motion from side to side. But the men did the thing bravely, especially the Indians. The only dances attempted were Scotch reels, and the Indians tried to copy the fur-traders; but on finding this somewhat difficult, they introduced some surprising steps of their own, which threw the others entirely into the shade! There was unfortunately no fiddler, but there was a fiddle  one made of pine wood by an Indian, with strings of deer-skin sinew. Some of the boldest of the party scraped time without regard to tune, and our friend Heywood beat the kettle-drum. The tones of the fiddle at last became so horrible that it was banished altogether, and they danced that night to the kettle-drum!

Of course the fair bride was the queen of that ball. Her countenance was the light of it, and her modest, womanly manner had a softening influence on the rough men who surrounded her.

When the ball was over, a curious thing occurred in the hall in which it had taken place. The room was heated by a stove, and as a stove dries the air of a room too much, it was customary to keep a pan of water on the stove to moisten it a little. This moisture was increased that night by the steam of the supper and by the wild dancing, so that, when all was over, the walls and ceiling were covered with drops of water. During the night this all froze in the form of small beautifully-shaped crystals, and in the morning they found themselves in a crystal palace of natures own formation, which beat all the crystal palaces that ever were heard of  at least in originality, if not in splendour.

Thus happily ended the marriage-day of honest Jasper Derry and sweet Marie Laroche, and thus pleasantly began the new year of 18  . But as surely as darkness follows light, and night follows day, so surely does sorrow tread on the heels of joy in the history of man. God has so ordained it, and he is wise who counts upon experiencing both.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Conclusion.

A week after the events narrated in the last chapter, Jasper Derry was sitting beside the stove in the hall at Fort Erie, smoking his pipe and conversing with his father-in-law about his intention of going to Lake Winnipeg with the brigade in spring and proceeding thence to Canada in a bark canoe.

Of course, said he, I will take Marie with me, and if youll take my advice, father, youll come too.

No, my son, not yet a while, said old Laroche, shaking his head; I have a year yet to serve the Company before my engagement is out. After that I may come, if Im spared; but you know that the Indians are not safe just now, and some of them, I fear, bear me a grudge, for theyre a revengeful set.

Thats true, father, but supposin that all goes well with you, will ye come an live with Marie and me?

We shall see, lad; we shall see, replied Laroche, with a pleased smile; for the old guide evidently enjoyed the prospect of spending the evening of life in the land of his fathers, and under the roof-tree of his son and daughter.

At that moment the report of a gun was heard outside the house. One of the window-panes was smashed and at the same instant Laroche fell heavily forward on the floor.

Jasper sprang up and endeavoured to raise him, but found that he was insensible. He laid him carefully on his back, and hastily opened the breast of his coat. A few drops of blood showed where he had been wounded. Meanwhile several of the men who had been attracted by the gunshot so close to the house burst into the room.

Stand back, stand back, give him air, cried Jasper; stay, O God help us! the old man is shot clean through the heart!

For one moment Jasper looked up with a bewildered glance in the faces of the men, then, uttering a wild cry of mingled rage and agony, he sprang up, dashed them aside, and catching up his gun and snow-shoes rushed out of the house.

He soon found a fresh track in the snow, and the length of the stride, coupled with the manner in which the snow was cast aside, and the smaller bushes were broken and trodden down, told him that the fugitive had made it. In a moment he was following the track with the utmost speed of which he was capable. He never once halted, or faltered, or turned aside, all that day. His iron frame seemed to be incapable of fatigue. He went with his body bent forward, his brows lowering, and his lips firmly compressed; but he was not successful. The murderer had got a sufficiently long start of him to render what sailors call a stern chase a long one. Still Jasper never thought of giving up the pursuit, until he came suddenly on an open space, where the snow had been recently trodden down by a herd of buffaloes, and by a band of Indians who were in chase of them.

Here he lost the track, and although he searched long and carefully he could not find it. Late that night the baffled hunter returned to the fort.

You have failed  I see by your look, said Mr Pemberton, as Jasper entered.

Ay, I have failed, returned the other gloomily. He must have gone with the band of Indians among whose tracks I lost his footsteps.

Have you any idea who can have done this horrible deed? said Pemberton.

It was Darkeye, said Jasper in a stern voice.

Some of the Indians who chanced to be in the hall were startled, and rose on hearing this.

Be not alarmed, friends, said the fur-trader. You are the guests of Christian men. We will not punish you for the deeds of another man of your tribe.

How does the white man know that this was done by Darkeye? asked a chief haughtily.

I know it, said Jasper angrily; I feel sure of it; but I cannot prove it  of course. Does Arrowhead agree with me?

He does! replied the Indian, and there may be proof. Does Jasper remember the trading store and the bitten bullet?

A gleam of intelligence shot across the countenance of the white hunter as his comrade said this. True, Arrowhead, true.

He turned, as he spoke, to the body of his late father-in-law, and examined the wound. The ball, after passing through the heart, had lodged in the back, just under the skin.

See, said he to the Indians, I will cut out this ball, but before doing so I will tell how I think it is marked.

He then related the incident in the trading store, with which the reader is already acquainted, and afterwards extracted the ball, which, although much flattened and knocked out of shape, showed clearly the deep marks made by the Indians teeth. Thus, the act which had been done slyly but boastfully before the eyes of a comrade, probably as wicked as himself, became the means whereby Darkeyes guilt was clearly proved.

At once a party of his own tribe were directed by their chief to go out in pursuit of the murderer.

It were vain for me to endeavour to describe the anguish of poor Marie on being deprived of a kind and loving father in so awful and sudden a manner. I will drop a veil over her grief, which was too deep and sacred to be intermeddled with.

On the day following the murder, a band of Indians arrived at Fort Erie with buffalo skins for sale. To the amazement of every one Darkeye himself was among them. The wily savage  knowing that his attempting to quit that part of the country as a fugitive would be certain to fix suspicion on him as the murderer  resolved to face the fur-traders as if he were ignorant of the deed which had been done. By the very boldness of this step he hoped to disarm suspicion; but he forgot the bitten ball.

It was therefore a look of genuine surprise that rose to Darkeyes visage, when, the moment he entered the fort, Mr Pemberton seized him by the right arm, and led him into the hall.

At first he attempted to seize the handle of his knife, but a glance at the numbers of the white men, and the indifference of his own friends, showed him that his best chance lay in cunning.

The Indians who had arrived with him were soon informed by the others of the cause of this, and all of them crowded into the hall to watch the proceedings. The body of poor Laroche was laid on a table, and Darkeye was led up to it. The cunning Indian put on a pretended look of surprise on beholding it, and then the usual expression of stolid gravity settled on his face as he turned to Mr Pemberton for information.

Your hand did this, said the fur-trader.

Is Darkeye a dog that he should slay an old man? said the savage.

No, youre not a dog, cried Jasper fiercely; you are worse  a cowardly murderer?

Stand back, Jasper, said Mr Pemberton, laying his hand on the shoulder of the excited hunter, and thrusting him firmly away. This is a serious charge. The Indian shall not be hastily condemned. He shall have fair play, and justice.

Good! cried several of the Indians on hearing this. Meanwhile the principal chief of the tribe took up his stand close beside the prisoner.

Darkeye, said Mr Pemberton, while he looked steadfastly into the eyes of the Indian, who returned the look as steadily Darkeye, do you remember a conversation you had many weeks ago in the trading store at Jaspers House?

The countenance of the Indian was instantly troubled, and he said with some hesitation, Darkeye has had many conversations in that store; is he a medicine-man (a conjurer) that he should know what you mean?

I will only put one other question, said the fur-trader. Do you know this bullet with the marks of teeth in it?

Darkeyes visage fell at once. He became deadly pale, and his limbs trembled. He was about to speak when the chief, who had hitherto stood in silence at his side, suddenly whirled his tomahawk in the air, and, bringing it down on the murderers skull, cleft him to the chin!

A fierce yell followed this act, and several scalping knives reached the dead mans heart before his body fell to the ground. The scene that followed was terrible. The savages were roused to a state of frenzy, and for a moment the white men feared an attack, but the anger of the Indians was altogether directed against their dead comrade, who had been disliked by his people, while his poor victim Laroche had been a universal favourite. Seizing the body of Darkeye, they carried it down to the banks of the river, hooting and yelling as they went; hacked and cut it nearly to pieces, and then, kindling a large fire, they threw the mangled corpse into it, and burned it to ashes.

It was long before the shadow of this dark cloud passed away from Fort Erie; and it was longer still before poor Marie recovered her wonted cheerfulness. But the presence of Mr Wilson did much to comfort her. Gradually time softened the pang and healed the wound.

And now, little remains to be told. Winter passed away and spring came, and when the rivers and lakes were sufficiently free from ice, the brigade of boats left Fort Erie, laden with furs, for the sea-coast.

On arriving at Lake Winnipeg, Jasper obtained a small canoe, and, placing his wife and Heywood in the middle of it, he and Arrowhead took the paddles, seated themselves in the bow and stern, and guided their frail bark through many hundreds of miles of wilderness  over many a rough portage, across many a beautiful lake, and up many a roaring torrent, until, finally, they arrived in Canada.

Here Jasper settled. His farm prospered  his family increased. Sturdy boys, in course of time, ploughed the land and blooming daughters tended the dairy. Yet Jasper Derry did not cease to toil. He was one of those men who feel that they were made to work, and that much happiness flows from working. He often used to say that if it was Gods will, he would like to die in harness.

Jaspers only weakness was the pipe. It stuck to him and he stuck to it to the last. Marie, in course of time, came to tolerate it, and regularly filled it for him every night.

Evening was the time when the inmates of Erie Cottage (as their residence was named) enjoyed themselves most; for it was then that the stalwart sons and the blooming daughters circled round the great fire of wood that roared, on winter nights, up the chimney; and it was then that Jasper received his pipe from his still good-looking, though rather stout, Marie, and began to spin yarns about his young days. At this time, too, it was, that the door would frequently open, and a rugged old Indian would stalk in like a mahogany ghost, and squat down in front of the fire. He was often followed by a tall thin old gentleman, who was extremely excitable, but good-humoured. Jasper greeted these two remarkable looking men by the names of Arrowhead and Heywood.

And glad were the young people when they saw their wrinkled faces, for then, they knew from experience, their old father would become more lively than usual, and would go on for hours talking of all the wonders and dangers that he had seen and encountered long, long ago, when he and his two friends were away in the wilderness.

THE END


FIGHTING THE WHALES
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Chapter I

IN TROUBLE, TO BEGIN WITH

There are few things in this world that have filled me with so much astonishment as the fact that man can kill a whale! That a fish, more than sixty feet long, and thirty feet round the body; with the bulk of three hundred fat oxen rolled into one; with the strength of many hundreds of horses; able to swim at a rate that would carry it right round the world in twenty-three days; that can smash a boat to atoms with one slap of its tail, and stave in the planks of a ship with one blow of its thick skull;  that such a monster can be caught and killed by man, is most wonderful to hear of, but I can tell from experience that it is much more wonderful to see.

There is a wise saying which I have often thought much upon. It is this: Knowledge is power. Man is but a feeble creature, and if he had to depend on his own bodily strength alone he could make no head against even the ordinary brutes in this world. But the knowledge which has been given to him by his Maker has clothed man with great power, so that he is more than a match for the fiercest beast in the forest, or the largest fish in the sea. Yet, with all his knowledge, with all his experience, and all his power, the killing of a great old sperm whale costs man a long, tough battle, sometimes it even costs him his life.

It is a long time now since I took to fighting the whales. I have been at it, man and boy, for nigh forty years, and many a wonderful sight have I seen; many a desperate battle have I fought in the fisheries of the North and South Seas.

Sometimes, when I sit in the chimney-corner of a winter evening, smoking my pipe with my old messmate Tom Lokins, I stare into the fire and think of the days gone by till I forget where I am, and go on thinking so hard that the flames seem to turn into melting fires, and the bars of the grate into dead fish, and the smoke into sails and rigging, and I go to work cutting up the blubber and stirring the oil-pots, or pulling the bow-oar and driving the harpoon at such a rate that I cant help giving a shout, which causes Tom to start and cry:

Hallo! Bob (my name is Bob Ledbury, you see). Hallo! Bob, wots the matter?

To which I reply, Tom, can it all be true?

Can wot be true? says he, with a stare of surprise  for Tom is getting into his dotage now.

And then I chuckle and tell him I was only thinking of old times, and so he falls to smoking again, and I to staring at the fire, and thinking as hard as ever.

The way in which I was first led to go after the whales was curious. This is how it happened.

About forty years ago, when I was a boy of nearly fifteen years of age, I lived with my mother in one of the seaport towns of England. There was great distress in the town at that time, and many of the hands were out of work. My employer, a blacksmith, had just died, and for more than six weeks I had not been able to get employment or to earn a farthing. This caused me great distress, for my father had died without leaving a penny in the world, and my mother depended on me entirely. The money I had saved out of my wages was soon spent, and one morning when I sat down to breakfast, my mother looked across the table and said, in a thoughtful voice:

Robert, dear, this meal has cost us our last halfpenny.

My mother was old and frail, and her voice very gentle; she was the most trustful, uncomplaining woman I ever knew.

I looked up quickly into her face as she spoke. All the money gone, Mother?

Aye, all. It will be hard for you to go without your dinner, Robert, dear.

It will be harder for you, Mother, I cried, striking the table with my fist; then a lump rose in my throat and almost choked me. I could not utter another word.

It was with difficulty I managed to eat the little food that was before me. After breakfast I rose hastily and rushed out of the house, determined that I would get my mother her dinner, even if I should have to beg for it. But I must confess that a sick feeling came over me when I thought of begging.

Hurrying along the crowded streets without knowing very well what I meant to do, I at last came to an abrupt halt at the end of the pier. Here I went up to several people and offered my services in a wild sort of way. They must have thought that I was drunk, for nearly all of them said gruffly that they did not want me.

Dinner-time drew near, but no one had given me a job, and no wonder, for the way in which I tried to get one was not likely to be successful. At last I resolved to beg. Observing a fat, red-faced old gentleman coming along the pier, I made up to him boldly. He carried a cane with a large gold knob on the top of it. That gave me hope, for of course, thought I, he must be rich. His nose, which was exactly the colour and shape of the gold knob on his cane, was stuck in the centre of a round, good-natured countenance, the mouth of which was large and firm; the eyes bright and blue. He frowned as I went forward hat in hand; but I was not to be driven back; the thought of my starving mother gave me power to crush down my rising shame. Yet I had no reason to be ashamed. I was willing to work, if only I could have got employment.

Stopping in front of the old gentleman, I was about to speak when I observed him quietly button up his breeches pocket. The blood rushed to my face, and, turning quickly on my heel, I walked away without uttering a word.

Hallo! shouted a gruff voice just as I was moving away.

I turned, and observed that the shout was uttered by a broad rough-looking jack-tar, a man of about two or three and thirty, who had been sitting all the forenoon on an old cask smoking his pipe and basking in the sun.

Hallo! said he again.

Well, said I.

Wot dye mean, youngster, by goin on in that there fashion all the mornin, a-botherin everybody, and makin a fool o yourself like that? eh!

Whats that to you? said I savagely, for my heart was sore and heavy, and I could not stand the interference of a stranger.

Oh! its nothin to me of course, said the sailor, picking his pipe quietly with his clasp-knife; but come here, boy, Ive somethin to say to ye.

Well, what is it? said I, going up to him somewhat sulkily.

The man looked at me gravely through the smoke of his pipe, and said, Youre in a passion, my young buck, thats all; and, in case you didnt know it, I thought Id tell ye.

I burst into a fit of laughter. Well, I believe youre not far wrong; but Im better now.

Ah! thats right, said the sailor, with an approving nod of his head; always confess when youre in the wrong. Now, younker, let me give you a bit of advice. Never get into a passion if you can help it, and if you cant help it get out of it as fast as possible, and if you cant get out of it, just give a great roar to let off the steam and turn about and run. Theres nothing like that. Passion hant got legs. It cant hold on to a feller when hes runnin. If you keep it up till you amost split your timbers, passion has no chance. It must go a-starn. Now, lad, Ive been watchin ye all the mornin, and I see theres a screw loose somewhere. If youll tell me wot it is, see if I dont help you!

The kind frank way in which this was said quite won my heart, so I sat down on the old cask, and told the sailor all my sorrows.

Boy, said he, when I had finished, Ill put you in the way o helpin your mother. I can get you a berth in my ship, if youre willin to take a trip to the whale fishery of the South Seas.

And who will look after my mother when Im away? said I.

The sailor looked perplexed at the question.

Ah! thats a puzzler, he replied, knocking the ashes out of his pipe. Will you take me to your mothers house, lad?

Willingly, said I, and, jumping up, I led the way. As we turned to go, I observed that the old gentleman with the gold-headed cane was leaning over the rail of the pier at a short distance from us. A feeling of anger instantly rose within me, and I exclaimed, loud enough for him to hear:

I do believe that stingy old chap has been listening to every word weve been saying!

I thought I observed a frown on the sailors brow as I said this, but he made no remark, and in a few minutes we were walking rapidly through the streets. My companion stopped at one of those stores so common in seaport towns, where one can buy almost anything, from a tallow candle to a brass cannon. Here he

[Transcribers note: two pages missing from book]

Ive got neither family nor friends, and Im bound for the South Seas in six days; so, if youll take it, youre welcome to it, and if your son Bob can manage to cast loose from you without leaving you to sink, Ill take him aboard the ship that I sail in. Hell always find me at the Bull and Griffin, in the High Street, or at the end o the pier.

While the sailor was speaking, I observed a figure standing in a dark corner of the room near the door, and, on looking more closely, I found that it was the old gentleman with the nose like his cane knob. Seeing that he was observed, he came forward and said:

I trust that you will forgive my coming here without invitation; but I happened to overhear part of the conversation between your son and this seaman, and I am willing to help you over your little difficulty, if you will allow me.

The old gentleman said this in a very quick, abrupt way, and looked as if he were afraid his offer might be refused. He was much heated, with climbing our long stair no doubt, and as he stood in the middle of the room, puffing and wiping his bald head with a handkerchief, my mother rose hastily and offered him a chair.

You are very kind, sir, she said; do sit down, sir. Im sure I dont know why you should take so much trouble. But, dear me, you are very warm; will you take a cup of tea to cool you?

Thank you, thank you. With much pleasure, unless, indeed, your son objects to a stingy old chap sitting beside him.

I blushed when he repeated my words, and attempted to make some apology; but the old gentleman stopped me by commencing to explain his intentions in short, rapid sentences.

To make a long story short, he offered to look after my mother while I was away, and, to prove his sincerity, laid down five shillings, and said he would call with that sum every week as long as I was absent. My mother, after some trouble, agreed to let me go, and, before that evening closed, everything was arranged, and the gentleman, leaving his address, went away.

The sailor had been so much filled with surprise at the suddenness of all this, that he could scarcely speak. Immediately after the departure of the old gentleman, he said, Well, good-bye, mistress, good-bye, Bob, and throwing on his hat in a careless way, left the room.

Stop! I shouted after him, when he had got about half-way down stair.

Hallo! wots wrong now?

Nothing; I only forgot to ask your name.

Tom Lokins, he bellowed, in the hoarse voice of a regular boatswain, wich wos my fathers name before me.

So saying, he departed, whistling Rule, Britannia, with all his might.

Thus the matter was settled. Six days afterwards, I rigged myself out in a blue jacket, white ducks, and a straw hat, and went to sea.


Chapter II

AT SEA

My first few days on the ocean were so miserable that I oftentimes repented of having left my native land. I was, as my new friend Tom Lokins said, as sick as a dog. But in course of time I grew well, and began to rejoice in the cool fresh breezes and the great rolling billows of the sea.

Many and many a time I used to creep out to the end of the bowsprit, when the weather was calm, and sit with my legs dangling over the deep blue water, and my eyes fixed on the great masses of rolling clouds in the sky, thinking of the new course of life I had just begun. At such times the thought of my mother was sure to come into my mind, and I thought of her parting words, Put your trust in the Lord, Robert, and read His Word. I resolved to try to obey her, but this I found was no easy matter, for the sailors were a rough lot of fellows, who cared little for the Bible. But, I must say, they were a hearty, good-natured set, and much better, upon the whole, than many a ships crew that I afterwards sailed with.

We were fortunate in having fair winds this voyage, and soon found ourselves on the other side of the line, as we jack-tars call the Equator.

Of course the crew did not forget the old custom of shaving all the men who had never crossed the line before. Our captain was a jolly old man, and uncommonly fond of sky-larking. He gave us leave to do what we liked the day we crossed the line; so, as there were a number of wild spirits among us, we broke through all the ordinary rules, or, rather, we added on new rules to them.

The old hands had kept the matter quiet from us greenhorns, so that, although we knew they were going to do some sort of mischief, we didnt exactly understand what it was to be.

About noon of that day I was called on deck and told that old father Neptune was coming aboard, and we were to be ready to receive him. A minute after I saw a tremendous monster come up over the side of the ship and jump on the deck. He was crowned with seaweed, and painted in a wonderful fashion; his clothes were dripping wet, as if he had just come from the bottom of the sea. After him came another monster with a petticoat made of sailcloth and a tippet of a bit of old tarpaulin. This was Neptunes wife, and these two carried on the most remarkable antics I ever saw. I laughed heartily, and soon discovered, from the tones of their voices, which of my shipmates Neptune and his wife were. But my mirth was quickly stopped when I was suddenly seized by several men, and my face was covered over with a horrible mixture of tar and grease!

Six of us youngsters were treated in this way; then the lather was scraped off with a piece of old hoop-iron, and, after being thus shaved, buckets of cold water were thrown over us.

At last, after a prosperous voyage, we arrived at our fishing-ground in the South Seas, and a feeling of excitement and expectation began to show itself among the men, insomuch that our very eyes seemed brighter than usual.

One night those of us who had just been relieved from watch on deck were sitting on the lockers down below telling ghost stories.

It was a dead calm, and one of those intensely dark, hot nights, that cause sailors to feel uneasy, they scarce know why. I began to feel so uncomfortable at last, listening to the horrible tales which Tom Lokins was relating to the men, that I slipt away from them with the intention of going on deck. I moved so quietly that no one observed me; besides, every eye was fixed earnestly on Tom, whose deep low voice was the only sound that broke the stillness of all around. As I was going very cautiously up the ladder leading to the deck, Tom had reached that part of his story where the ghost was just appearing in a dark churchyard, dressed in white, and coming slowly forward, one step at a time, towards the terrified man who saw it. The men held their breath, and one or two of their faces turned pale as Tom went on with his description, lowering his voice to a hoarse whisper. Just as I put my head up the hatchway the sheet of one of the sails, which was hanging loose in the still air, passed gently over my head and knocked my hat off. At any other time I would have thought nothing of this, but Toms story had thrown me into such an excited and nervous condition that I gave a start, missed my footing, uttered a loud cry, and fell down the ladder right in among the men with a tremendous crash, knocking over two or three oil-cans and a tin bread-basket in my fall, and upsetting the lantern, so that the place was instantly pitch-dark.

I never heard such a howl of terror as these men gave vent to when this misfortune befell me. They rushed upon deck with their hearts in their mouths, tumbling, and peeling the skin off their shins and knuckles in their haste; and it was not until they heard the laughter of the watch on deck that they breathed freely, and, joining in the laugh, called themselves fools for being frightened by a ghost story. I noticed, however, that, for all their pretended indifference, there was not one man among them  not even Tom Lokins himself  who would go down below to relight the lantern for at least a quarter of an hour afterwards!

Feeling none the worse for my fall, I went forward and leaned over the bow of the ship, where I was much astonished by the appearance of the sea. It seemed as if the water was on fire. Every time the ships bow rose and fell, the little belt of foam made in the water seemed like a belt of blue flame with bright sparkles in it, like stars or diamonds. I had seen this curious appearance before, but never so bright as it was on that night.

What is it, Tom? said I, as my friend came forward and leaned over the ships bulwark beside me.

Its blue fire, Bob, replied Tom, as he smoked his pipe calmly.

Come, you know I cant swallow that, said I; everybody knows that fire, either blue or red, cant burn in the water.

Maybe not, returned Tom; but its blue fire for all that. Leastwise if its not, I dont know wot else it is.

Tom had often seen this light before, no doubt, but he had never given himself the trouble to find out what it could be. Fortunately the captain came up just as I put the question, and he enlightened me on the subject.

It is caused by small animals, said he, leaning over the side.

Small animals! said I, in astonishment.

Aye; many parts of the sea are full of creatures so small and so thin and colourless, that you can hardly see them even in a clear glass tumbler. Many of them are larger than others, but the most of them are very small.

But how do they shine like that, sir? I asked.

That I do not know, boy. God has given them the power to shine, just as he has given us the power to walk or speak; and they do shine brightly, as you see; but how they do it is more than I can tell. I think, myself, it must be anger that makes them shine, for they generally do it when they are stirred up or knocked about by oars, or ships keels, or tumbling waves. But I am not sure that thats the reason either, because, you know, we often sail through them without seeing the light, though of course they must be there.

Praps, sir, said Tom Lokins; praps, sir, theyre sleepy sometimes, an cant be bothered gettin angry.

Perhaps! answered the captain, laughing. But then again, at other times, I have seen them shining over the whole sea when it was quite calm, making it like an ocean of milk; and nothing was disturbing them at that time, dye see.

I don know that, objected Tom; they might have bin a-fightin among theirselves.

Or playing, maybe, said I.

The captain laughed, and, looking up at the sky, said: I dont like the look of the weather, Tom Lokins. Youre a sharp fellow, and have been in these seas before; what say you?

Well have a breeze, replied Tom, briefly.

More than a breeze, muttered the captain, while a look of grave anxiety overspread his countenance; Ill go below and take a squint at the glass.

What does he mean by that, Tom? said I, when the captain was gone; I never saw a calmer or a finer night. Surely there is no chance of a storm just now.

Aye, that shows that youre a young feller, and hant got much experience o them seas, replied my companion. Why, boy, sometimes the fiercest storm is brewin behind the greatest calm. An the worst o the thing is that it comes so sudden at times, that the masts are torn out o the ship before you can say Jack Robinson.

What! and without any warning? said I.

Aye, almost without warnin; but not altogether without it. You heerd the captain say hed go an take a squint at the glass?

Yes; what is the glass?

Its not a glass o grog, you may be sure; nor yet a lookin-glass. Its the weather-glass, boy. Shore-goin chaps call it a barometer.

And whats the meaning of barometer? I enquired earnestly.

Tom Lokins stared at me in stupid amazement. Why, boy, said he, youre too inquisitive. I once asked the doctor o a ship that question, and says he to me, Tom, says he, a barometer is a glass tube filled with quicksilver or mercury, which is a metal in a soft or fluid state, like water, you know, and its meant for tellin the state o the weather.

Yes, sir, I answers, I know that well enough.

Then why did you ask? says he, gettin into a passion.

I asked what was the meanin o the word barometer, sir, said I.

The doctor he looked grave at that, and shook his head. Tom, says he, if I was to go for to explain that word, and all about the instrument, in a scientific sort o way, dye see, Id have to sit here an speak to you right on end for six hours or more.

Oh, sir, says I, dont do it, then. Please, dont do it.

No more I will, says he; but itll serve your turn to know that a barometer is a glass for measurin the weight o the air, and, somehow or other, that lets ye know wots a-coming. If the mercury in the glass rises high, alls right. If it falls uncommon low very sudden, look out for squalls; thats all. No matter how smooth the sea may be, or how sweetly all natur may smile, dont you believe it; take in every inch o canvas at once.

That was a queer explanation, Tom.

Aye, but it was a true one, as you shall see before long.

As I looked out upon the calm sea, which lay like a sheet of glass, without a ripple on its surface, I could scarcely believe what he had said. But before many minutes had passed I was convinced of my error.

While I was standing talking to my messmate, the captain rushed on deck, and shouted:

All hands tumble up! Shorten sail! Take in every rag! Look alive, boys, look alive.

I was quite stunned for a moment by this, and by the sudden tumult that followed. The men, who seemed never to take thought about anything, and who had but one duty, namely, to obey orders, ran upon deck, and leaped up the rigging like cats; the sheets of nearly all the principal sails were clewed up, and, ere long, the canvas was made fast to the yards. A few of the smaller sails only were left exposed, and even these were close-reefed. Before long a loud roar was heard, and in another minute the storm burst upon us with terrific violence. The ship at first lay over so much that the masts were almost in the water, and it was as impossible for anyone to walk the deck as to walk along the side of a wall. At the same time, the sea was lashed into white foam, and the blinding spray flew over us in bitter fury.

Take in the topsails! roared the captain. But his voice was drowned in the shriek of the gale. The men were saved the risk of going out on the yards, however, for in a few moments more all the sails, except the storm-trysail, were burst and blown to ribbons.

We now tried to put the ships head to the wind and lay to, by which landsmen will understand that we tried to face the storm, and remain stationary. But the gale was so fierce that this was impossible. The last rag of sail was blown away, and then there was nothing left for us but to show our stern to the gale, and scud under bare poles.

The great danger now was that we might be pooped, which means that a huge wave might curl over our stern, fall with terrible fury on our deck, and sink us.

Many and many a good ship has gone down in this way; but we were mercifully spared. As our safety depended very much on good steering, the captain himself took the wheel, and managed the ship so well, that we weathered the gale without damage, further than the loss of a few sails and light spars. For two days the storm howled furiously, the sky and sea were like ink, with sheets of rain and foam driving through the air, and raging billows tossing our ship about like a cork.

During all this time my shipmates were quiet and grave, but active and full of energy, so that every order was at once obeyed without noise or confusion. Every man watched the slightest motion of the captain. We all felt that everything depended on him.

As for me, I gave up all hope of being saved. It seemed impossible to me that anything that man could build could withstand so terrible a storm. I do not pretend to say that I was not afraid. The near prospect of a violent death caused my heart to sink more than once; but my feelings did not unman me. I did my duty quietly, but quickly, like the rest; and when I had no work to do, I stood holding on to the weather stanchions, looking at the raging sea, and thinking of my mother, and of the words of kindness and counsel she had so often bestowed upon me in vain.

The storm ceased almost as quickly as it began, and although the sea did not all at once stop the heavings of its angry bosom, the wind fell entirely in the course of a few hours, the dark clouds broke up into great masses that were piled up high into the sky, and out of the midst of these the glorious sun shone in bright rays down on the ocean, like comfort from heaven, gladdening our hearts as we busily repaired the damage that we had suffered from the storm.


Chapter III

OUR FIRST BATTLE

I shall never forget the surprise I got the first time I saw a whale.

It was in the forenoon of a most splendid day, about a week after we arrived at that part of the ocean where we might expect to find fish. A light nor-east breeze was blowing, but it scarcely ruffled the sea, as we crept slowly through the water with every stitch of canvas set.

As we had been looking out for fish for some time past, everything was in readiness for them. The boats were hanging over the side ready to lower, tubs for coiling away the ropes, harpoons, lances, &c., all were ready to throw in, and start away at a moments notice. The man in the crows-nest, as they call the cask fixed up at the masthead, was looking anxiously out for whales, and the crew were idling about the deck. Tom Lokins was seated on the windlass smoking his pipe, and I was sitting beside him on an empty cask, sharpening a blubber-knife.

Tom, said I, what like is a whale?

Why, its like nothin but itself, replied Tom, looking puzzled. Why, wot a queer feller you are to ax questions.

Im sure youve seen plenty of them. You might be able to tell what a whale is like.

Wot its like! Well, its like a tremendous big bolster with a head and a tail to it.

And how big is it?

Theyre of all sizes, lad. Ive seen one that was exactly equal to three hundred fat bulls, and its rate of goin would take it round the whole world in twenty-three days.

I dont believe you, said I, laughing.

Dont you? cried Tom; its a fact notwithstandin, for the captain himself said so, and thats how I came to know it.

Just as Tom finished speaking, the man in the crows-nest roared at the top of his voice, There she blows!

That was the signal that a whale was in sight, and as it was the first time we had heard it that season, every man in the ship was thrown into a state of tremendous excitement.

There she blows! roared the man again.

Where away? shouted the captain.

About two miles right ahead.

In another moment the utmost excitement prevailed on board. Suddenly, while I was looking over the side, straining my eyes to catch a sight of the whale, which could not yet be seen by the men on deck, I saw a brown object appear in the sea, not twenty yards from the side of the ship; before I had time to ask what it was, a whales head rose to the surface, and shot up out of the water. The part of the fish that was visible above water could not have been less then thirty feet in length. It just looked as if our longboat had jumped out of the sea, and he was so near that I could see his great mouth quite plainly. I could have tossed a biscuit on his back easily. Sending two thick spouts of frothy water out of his blow-holes forty feet into the air with tremendous noise, he fell flat upon the sea with a clap like thunder, tossed his flukes or tail high into the air, and disappeared.

I was so amazed at this sight that I could not speak. I could only stare at the place where the huge monster had gone down.

Stand by to lower, shouted the captain.

Aye, aye, sir, replied the men, leaping to their appointed stations; for every man in a whale-ship has his post of duty appointed to him, and knows what to do when an order is given.

Lower away, cried the captain, whose face was now blazing with excitement.

In a moment more three boats were in the water; the tubs, harpoons, &c., were thrown in, the men seized the oars, and away they went with a cheer. I was in such a state of flutter that I scarce knew what I did; but I managed somehow or other to get into a boat, and as I was a strong fellow, and a good rower, I was allowed to pull.

There she blows! cried the man in the crows-nest, just as we shot from the side of the ship. There was no need to ask, where away this time. Another whale rose and spouted not more than three hundred yards off, and before we could speak a third fish rose in another direction, and we found ourselves in the middle of what is called a school of whales.

Now, lads, said the captain, who steered the boat in which I rowed, bend your backs, my hearties; that fish right ahead of us is a hundred-barrel whale for certain. Give way, boys; we must have that fish.

There was no need to urge the men, for their backs were strained to the utmost, their faces were flushed, and the big veins in their necks swelled almost to bursting, with the tremendous exertion.

Hold hard, said the captain in a low voice, for now that we were getting near our prey we made as little noise as possible.

The men at once threw their oars apeak, as they say; that is, raised them straight, up in the air, and waited for further orders. We expected the whale would rise near to where we were, and thought it best to rest and look out.

While we were waiting, Tom Lokins, who was harpooner of the boat, sat just behind me with all his irons ready. He took this opportunity to explain to me that by a hundred-barrel fish is meant a fish that will yield a hundred barrels of oil. He further informed me that such a fish was a big one, though he had seen a few in the North-West Seas that had produced upwards of two hundred barrels.

I now observed that the other boats had separated, and each had gone after a different whale. In a few minutes the fish we were in chase of rose a short distance off, and sent up two splendid water-spouts high into the air, thus showing that he was what the whalers call a right whale. It is different from the sperm whale, which has only one blowhole, and that a little one.

We rowed towards it with all our might, and as we drew near, the captain ordered Tom Lokins to stand up, so he at once laid in his oar, and took up the harpoon. The harpoon is an iron lance with a barbed point. A whale-line is attached to it, and this line is coiled away in a tub. When we were within a few yards of the fish, which was going slowly through the water, all ignorant of the terrible foes who were pursuing him, Tom Lokins raised the harpoon high above his head, and darted it deep into its fat side just behind the left fin, and next moment the boat ran aground on the whales back.
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TOM LOKINS RAISED THE HARPOON

Stern all, for your lives! roared the captain, who, before his order was obeyed, managed to give the creature two deep wounds with his lance. The lance has no barbs to its point, and is used only for wounding after the harpoon is fixed.

The boat was backed off at once, but it had scarcely got a few yards away when the astonished fish whirled its huge body half out of the water, and, coming down with a tremendous clap, made off like lightning.

The line was passed round a strong piece of wood called the logger-head, and, in running out, it began to smoke, and nearly set the wood on fire. Indeed, it would have done so, if a man had not kept constantly pouring water upon it. It was needful to be very cautious in managing the line, for the duty is attended with great danger. If any hitch should take place, the line is apt to catch the boat and drag it down bodily under the waves. Sometimes a coil of it gets round a leg or an arm of the man who attends to it, in which case his destruction is almost certain. Many a poor fellow has lost his life in this way.

The order was now given to hold on line. This was done, and in a moment our boat was cleaving the blue water like an arrow, while the white foam curled from her bows. I thought every moment we should be dragged under; but whenever this seemed likely to happen, the line was let run a bit, and the strain eased. At last the fish grew tired of dragging us, the line ceased to run out, and Tom hauled in the slack, which another man coiled away in its tub. Presently the fish rose to the surface, a short distance off our weather bow.

Give way, boys! spring your oars, cried the captain; another touch or two with the lance, and that fish is ours.

The boat shot ahead, and we were about to dart a second harpoon into the whales side, when it took to sounding,  which means, that it went straight down, head foremost, into the depths of the sea. At that moment Tom Lokins uttered a cry of mingled anger and disappointment. We all turned round and saw our shipmate standing with the slack line in his hand, and such an expression on his weather-beaten face, that I could scarce help laughing. The harpoon had not been well fixed; it had lost its hold, and the fish was now free!

Gone! exclaimed the captain with a groan.

I remember even yet the feeling of awful disappointment that came over me when I understood that we had lost the fish after all our trouble! I could almost have wept with bitter vexation. As for my comrades, they sat staring at each other for some moments quite speechless. Before we could recover from the state into which this misfortune had thrown us, one of the men suddenly shouted, Hallo! theres the mates boat in distress.

We turned at once, and, truly, there was no doubt of the truth of this, for, about half a mile off, we beheld our first mates boat tearing over the sea like a small steamer. It was fast to a fish, and two oars were set up on end to attract our attention.

When a whale is struck, it sometimes happens that the whole of the line in a boat is run out. When this is about to occur, it becomes necessary to hold on as much as can be done without running the boat under the water, and an oar is set up on end to show that assistance is required, either from the ship or from the other boats. As the line grows less and less, another and another oar is hoisted to show that help must be sent quickly. If no assistance can be sent, the only thing that remains to be done is to cut the line and lose the fish; but a whale-line, with its harpoon, is a very heavy loss, in addition to that of the fish, so that whalers are tempted to hold on a little too long sometimes.

When we saw the mates boat dashing away in this style, we forgot our grief at the loss of our whale in anxiety to render assistance to our comrades, and we rowed towards them as fast as we could. Fortunately the whale changed its course and came straight towards us, so that we ceased pulling, and waited till they came up. As the boat came on I saw the foam curling up on her bows as she leaped and flew over the sea. I could scarcely believe it possible that wood and iron could bear such a strain. In a few minutes they were almost abreast of us.

Youre holding too hard! shouted the captain.

Lines all out! roared the mate.

They were past almost before these short sentences could be spoken. But they had not gone twenty yards ahead of us when the water rushed in over the bow, and before we could utter a word the boat and crew were gone. Not a trace of them remained! The horror of the moment had not been fully felt, however, when the boat rose to the surface keel up, and, one after another, the heads of the men appeared. The line had fortunately broken, otherwise the boat would have been lost, and the entire crew probably would have gone to the bottom with her.

We instantly pulled to the rescue, and were thankful to find that not a man was killed, though some of them were a little hurt, and all had received a terrible fright. We next set to work to right the upset boat, an operation which was not accomplished without much labour and difficulty.

Now, while we were thus employed, our third boat, which was in charge of the second mate, had gone after the whale that had caused us so much trouble, and when we had got the boat righted and began to look about us, we found that she was fast to the fish about a mile to leeward.

Hurrah, lads! cried the captain, luck has not left us yet. Give way, my hearties, pull like Britons! well get that fish yet.

We were all dreadfully done up by this time, but the sight of a boat fast to a whale restored us at once, and we pulled away as stoutly as if we had only begun the days work. The whale was heading in the direction of the ship, and when we came up to the scene of action the second mate had just touched the life; in other words, he had driven the lance deep down into the whales vitals. This was quickly known by jets of blood being spouted up through the blowholes. Soon after, our victim went into its dying agonies, or, as whalemen say, his flurry .

This did not last long. In a short time he rolled over dead. We fastened a line to his tail, the three boats took the carcass in tow, and, singing a lively song, we rowed away to the ship.

Thus ended our first battle with the whales.


Chapter IV

CUTTING IN THE BLUBBER AND TRYING OUT THE OIL

The scene that took place on board ship after we caught our first fish was most wonderful. We commenced the operation of what is called cutting in, that is, cutting up the whale, and getting the fat or blubber hoisted in. The next thing we did was to try out the oil, or melt down the fat in large iron pots brought with us for this purpose; and the change that took place in the appearance of the ship and the men when this began was very remarkable.

When we left port our decks were clean, our sails white, our masts well scraped; the brass-work about the quarter-deck was well polished, and the men looked tidy and clean. A few hours after our first whale had been secured alongside all this was changed. The cutting up of the huge carcass covered the decks with oil and blood, making them so slippery that they had to be covered with sand to enable the men to walk about. Then the smoke of the great fires under the melting pots begrimed the masts, sails, and cordage with soot. The faces and hands of the men got so covered with oil and soot that it would have puzzled anyone to say whether they were white or black. Their clothes, too, became so dirty that it was impossible to clean them. But, indeed, whalemen do not much mind this. In fact, they take a pleasure in all the dirt that surrounds them, because it is a sign of success in the main object of their voyage. The men in a clean whale ship are never happy. When everything is filthy, and dirty, and greasy, and smoky, and black  decks, rigging, clothes, and person  it is then that the hearty laugh and jest and song are heard as the crew work busily, night and day, at their rough but profitable labour.

The operations of cutting in and trying out were matters of great interest to me the first time I saw them.

After having towed our whale to the ship, cutting in was immediately begun. First, the carcass was secured near the head and tail with chains, and made fast to the ship; then the great blocks and ropes fastened to the main and fore mast for hoisting in the blubber were brought into play. When all was ready, the captain and the two mates with Tom Lokins got upon the whales body, with long-handled sharp spades or digging-knives. With these they fell to work cutting off the blubber.

I was stationed at one of the hoisting ropes, and while we were waiting for the signal to hoist away, I peeped over the side, and for the first time had a good look at the great fish. When we killed it, so much of its body was down in the water that I could not see it very clearly, but now that it was lashed at full length alongside the ship, and I could look right down upon it, I began to understand more clearly what a large creature it was. One thing surprised me much; the top of its head, which was rough and knotty like the bark of an old tree, was swarming with little crabs and barnacles, and other small creatures. The whales head seemed to be their regular home! This fish was by no means one of the largest kind, but being the first I had seen, I fancied it must be the largest fish in the sea.

Its body was forty feet long, and twenty feet round at the thickest part. Its head, which seemed to me a great, blunt, shapeless thing, like a clumsy old boat, was eight feet long from the tip to the blowholes or nostrils; and these holes were situated on the back of the head, which at that part was nearly four feet broad. The entire head measured about twenty-one feet round. Its ears were two small holes, so small that it was difficult to discover them, and the eyes were also very small for so large a body, being about the same size as those of an ox. The mouth was very large, and the under jaw had great ugly lips. When it was dying, I saw these lips close in once or twice on its fat cheeks, which it bulged out like the leather sides of a pair of gigantic bellows. It had two fins, one on each side, just behind the head. With these, and with its tail, the whale swims and fights. Its tail is its most deadly weapon. The flukes of this one measured thirteen feet across, and with one stroke of this it could have smashed our largest boat in pieces. Many a boat has been sent to the bottom in this way.

I remember hearing our first mate tell of a wonderful escape a comrade of his had in the Greenland Sea Fishery. A whale had been struck, and, after its first run, they hauled up to it again, and rowed so hard that they ran the boat right against it. The harpooner was standing on the bow all ready, and sent his iron cleverly into the blubber. In its agony the whale reared its tail high out of the water, and the flukes whirled for a moment like a great fan just above the harpooners head. One glance up was enough to show him that certain death was descending. In an instant he dived over the side and disappeared. Next moment the flukes came down on the part of the boat he had just left, and cut it clean off; the other part was driven into the waves, and the men were left swimming in the water. They were all picked up, however, by another boat that was in company, and the harpooner was recovered with the rest. His quick dive had been the saving of his life.

I had not much time given me to study the appearance of this whale before the order was given to hoist away! so we went to work with a will. The first part that came up was the huge lip, fastened to a large iron hook, called the blubber hook. It was lowered into the blubber-room between decks, where a couple of men were stationed to stow the blubber away. Then came the fins, and after them the upper jaw, with the whalebone attached to it. The right whale has no teeth like the sperm whale. In place of teeth it has the well-known substance called whalebone, which grows from the roof of its mouth in a number of broad thin plates, extending from the back of the head to the snout. The lower edges of these plates of whalebone are split into thousands of hairs like bristles, so that the inside roof of a whales mouth resembles an enormous blacking brush! The object of this curious arrangement is to enable the whale to catch the little shrimps and small sea-blubbers, called medusa;, on which it feeds. I have spoken before of these last as being the little creatures that gave out such a beautiful pale-blue light at night. The whale feeds on them. When he desires a meal he opens his great mouth and rushes into the midst of a shoal of medusae; the little things get entangled in thousands among the hairy ends of the whalebone, and when the monster has got a large enough mouthful, he shuts his lower jaw and swallows what his net has caught.

The wisdom as well as the necessity of this arrangement is very plain. Of course, while dashing through the sea in this fashion, with his mouth agape, the whale must keep his throat closed, else the water would rush down it and choke him. Shutting his throat then, as he does, the water is obliged to flow out of his mouth as fast as it flows in; it is also spouted up through his blowholes, and this with such violence that many of the little creatures would be swept out along with it but for the hairy-ended whalebone which lets the sea-water out, but keeps the medusae in.

Well, let us return to our cutting in. After the upper jaw came the lower jaw and throat, with the tongue. This last was an enormous mass of fat, about as large as an ox, and it weighed fifteen hundred or two thousand pounds. After this was got in, the rest of the work was simple. The blubber of the body was peeled off in great strips, beginning at the neck and being cut spirally towards the tail. It was hoisted on board by the blocks, the captain and mates cutting, and the men at the windlass hoisting, and the carcass slowly turning round until we got an unbroken piece of blubber, reaching from the water to nearly as high as the mainyard-arm. This mass was nearly a foot thick, and it looked like fat pork. It was cut off close to the deck, and lowered into the blubber-room, where the two men stationed there attacked it with knives, cut it into smaller pieces, and stowed it away. Then another piece was hoisted on board in the same fashion, and so on we went till every bit of blubber was cut off; and I heard the captain remark to the mate when the work was done, that the fish was a good fat one, and he wouldnt wonder if it turned out to be worth 300 pounds.

Now, when this process was going on, a new point of interest arose which I had not thought of before, although my messmate, Tom Lokins, had often spoken of it on the voyage out. This was the arrival of great numbers of sea-birds.

Tom had often told me of the birds that always keep company with whalers; but I had forgotten all about it until I saw an enormous albatross come sailing majestically through the air towards us. This was the largest bird I ever saw, and no wonder, for it is the largest bird that flies. Soon after that, another arrived, and although we were more than a thousand miles from any shore, we were speedily scented out and surrounded by hosts of gonies, stinkards, haglets, gulls, pigeons, petrels, and other sea-birds, which commenced to feed on pieces of the whales carcass with the most savage gluttony. These birds were dreadfully greedy. They had stuffed themselves so full in the course of a short time, that they flew heavily and with great difficulty. No doubt they would have to take three or four days to digest that meal!

Sharks, too, came to get their share of what was going. But these savage monsters did not content themselves with what was thrown away; they were so bold as to come before our faces and take bites out of the whales body. Some of these sharks were eight and nine feet long, and when I saw them open their horrid jaws, armed with three rows of glistening white sharp teeth, I could well understand how easily they could bite off the leg of a man, as they often do when they get the chance. Sometimes they would come right up on the whales body with a wave, bite out great pieces of the flesh, turn over on their bellies, and roll off.

While I was looking over the side during the early part of that day, I saw a very large shark come rolling up in this way close to Tom Lokinss legs. Tom made a cut at him with his blubber-spade, but the shark rolled off in time to escape the blow. And after all it would not have done him much damage, for it is not easy to frighten or take the life out of a shark.

Hand me an iron and line, Bob, said Tom, looking up at me. Ive got a spite agin that feller. Hes been up twice already. Ah! hand it down here, and two or three of ye stand by to hold on by the line. There he comes, the big villain!

The shark came close to the side of the whale at that moment, and Tom sent the harpoon right down his throat.

Hold on hard, shouted Tom.

Aye, aye, replied several of the men as they held on to the line, their arms jerking violently as the savage fish tried to free itself. We quickly reeved a line through a block at the fore yard-arm, and hauled it on deck with much difficulty. The scene that followed was very horrible, for there was no killing the brute. It threshed the deck with its tail, and snapped so fiercely with its tremendous jaws, that we had to keep a sharp look-out lest it should catch hold of a leg. At last its tail was cut off, the body cut open, and all the entrails taken out, yet even after this it continued to flap and thresh about the deck for some time, and the heart continued to contract for twenty minutes after it was taken out and pierced with a knife.

I would not have believed this had I not seen it with my own eyes. In case some of my readers may doubt its truth, I would remind them how difficult it is to kill some of those creatures with which we are all familiar. The common worm, for instance, may be cut into a number of small pieces, and yet each piece remains alive for some time after.

The skin of the shark is valued by the whalemen, because, when cleaned and dry, it is as good as sand-paper, and is much used in polishing the various things they make out of whales bones and teeth.

When the last piece of blubber had been cut off our whale, the great chain that held it to the ships side was cast off, and the now useless carcass sank like a stone, much to the sorrow of some of the smaller birds, which, having been driven away by their bigger comrades, had not fed so heartily as they wished perhaps! But what was loss to the gulls was gain to the sharks, which could follow the carcass down into the deep and devour it at their leisure.

Now, lads, cried the mate, when the remains had vanished, rouse up the fires, look alive, my hearties!

Aye, aye, sir, was the ready reply, cheerfully given, as every man sprang to his appointed duty.

And so, having cut in our whale, we next proceeded to try out the oil.


Chapter V

A STORM, A MAN OVERBOARD, AND A RESCUE

The scenes in a whalemans life are varied and very stirring. Sometimes he is floating on the calm ocean, idling about the deck and whistling for a breeze, when all of a sudden the loud cry is heard, There she blows! and in a moment the boats are in the water, and he is engaged in all the toils of an exciting chase. Then comes the battle with the great leviathan of the deep, with all its risks and dangers. Sometimes he is unfortunate, the decks are clean, he has nothing to do. At other times he is lucky, cutting in and trying out engage all his energies and attention. Frequently storms toss him on the angry deep, and show him, if he will but learn the lesson, how helpless a creature he is, and how thoroughly dependent at all times for life, safety, and success, upon the arm of God.

Trying out the oil, although not so thrilling a scene as many a one in his career, is, nevertheless, extremely interesting, especially at night, when the glare of the fires in the try-works casts a deep-red glow on the faces of the men, on the masts and sails, and even out upon the sea.

The try-works consisted of two huge melting-pots fixed upon brick-work fireplaces between the fore and main masts. While some of the men were down in the blubber-room cutting the blanket-pieces, as the largest masses are called, others were pitching the smaller pieces on deck, where they were seized by two men who stood near a block of wood, called a horse, with a mincing knife, to slash the junks so as to make them melt easily. These were then thrown into the melting-pots by one of the mates, who kept feeding the fires with such scraps of blubber as remain after the oil is taken out. Once the fires were fairly set agoing no other kind of fuel was required than scraps of blubber. As the boiling oil rose it was baled into copper cooling-tanks. It was the duty of two other men to dip it out of these tanks into casks, which were then headed up by our cooper, and stowed away in the hold.

As the night advanced the fires became redder and brighter by contrast, the light shone and glittered on the bloody decks, and, as we plied our dirty work, I could not help thinking, what would my mother say, if she could get a peep at me now?

The ships crew worked and slept by watches, for the fires were not allowed to go out all night. About midnight I sat down on the windlass to take a short rest, and began talking to one of the men, Fred Borders by name. He was one of the quietest and most active men in the ship, and, being quite a young man, not more than nineteen, he and I drew to one another, and became very intimate.

I think were goin to have a breeze, Bob, said he, as a sharp puff of wind crossed the deck, driving the black smoke to leeward, and making the fire flare up in the try-works.

I hope it wont be a storm, then, said I, for it will oblige us to put out the fires.

Just then Tom Lokins came up, ordered Fred to go and attend to the fires, sat down opposite to me on the windlass, and began to lay down the law in regard to storms.

You see, Bob Ledbury, said he, beginning to fill his pipe, young fellers like you dont know nothin about the weather cause why? youve got no experience. Now, Ill put you up to a dodge consarning this very thing.

I never found out what was the dodge that Tom, in his wisdom, was to have put me up to, for at that moment the captain came on deck, and gave orders to furl the top-gallant sails.

Three or four of us ran up the rigging like monkeys, and in a few minutes the sails were lashed to the yards.

The wind now began to blow steadily from the nor-west; but not so hard as to stop our tryworks for more than an hour. After that it blew stiff enough to raise a heavy sea, and we were compelled to slack the fires. This was all the harm it did to us, however, for although the breeze was stiffish, it was nothing like a gale.

As the captain and the first mate walked the quarter-deck together, I heard the former say to the latter, I think we had as well take in a reef in the topsails. All hereabouts the fishing-ground is good, we dont need to carry on.

The order was given to reduce sail, and the men lay out on the topsail yards. I noticed that my friend Fred Borders was the first man to spring up the shrouds and lay out on the main-topsail yard. It was so dark that I could scarcely see the masts. While I was gazing up, I thought I observed a dark object drop from the yard; at the same moment there was a loud shriek, followed by a plunge in the sea. This was succeeded by the sudden cry, man overboard! and instantly the whole ship was in an uproar.

No one who has not heard that cry can understand the dreadful feelings that are raised in the human breast by it. My heart at first seemed to leap into my mouth and almost choke me. Then a terrible fear, which I cannot describe, shot through me, when I thought it might be my comrade Fred Borders. But these thoughts and feelings passed like lightning  in a far shorter time than it takes to write them down. The shriek was still ringing in my ears when the captain roared  

Down your helm! stand by to lower away the boats.

At the same moment he seized a light hen-coop and tossed it overboard, and the mate did the same with an oar in the twinkling of an eye. Almost without knowing what I did, or why I did it, I seized a great mass of oakum and rubbish that lay on the deck saturated with oil, I thrust it into the embers of the fire in the try-works, and hurled it blazing into the sea.
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HURLED IT BLAZING INTO THE SEA

The ships head was thrown into the wind, and we were brought to as quickly as possible. A gleam of hope arose within me on observing that the mass I had thrown overboard continued still to burn; but when I saw how quickly it went astern, notwithstanding our vigorous efforts to stop the ship, my heart began to sink, and when, a few moments after, the light suddenly disappeared, despair seized upon me, and I gave my friend up for lost.

At that moment, strange to say, thoughts of my mother came into my mind, I remembered her words, Call upon the Lord, my dear boy, when you are in trouble. Although I had given but little heed to prayer, or to my Maker, up to that time, I did pray, then and there, most earnestly that my messmate might be saved. I cannot say that I had much hope that my prayer would be answered  indeed I think I had none,  still, the mere act of crying in my distress to the Almighty afforded me a little relief, and it was with a good deal of energy that I threw myself into the first boat that was lowered, and pulled at the oar as if my own life depended on it.

A lantern had been fastened to the end of an oar and set up in the boat, and by its faint light I could see that the men looked very grave. Tom Lokins was steering, and I sat near him, pulling the aft oar.

Do you think weve any chance, Tom? said I.

A shake of the head was his only reply.

It must have been here away, said the mate, who stood up in the bow with a coil of rope at his feet, and a boat-hook in his hand. Hold on, lads, did anyone hear a cry?

No one answered. We all ceased pulling, and listened intently; but the noise of the waves and the whistling of the winds were all the sounds we heard.

Whats that floating on the water? said one of the men, suddenly.

Where away? cried everyone eagerly.

Right off the lee-bow  there, dont you see it?

At that moment a faint cry came floating over the black water, and died away in the breeze.

The single word Hurrah! burst from our throats with all the power of our lungs, and we bent to our oars till we wellnigh tore the rollicks out of the boat.

Hold hard! stern all! roared the mate, as we went flying down to leeward, and almost ran over the hen-coop, to which a human form was seen to be clinging with the tenacity of a drowning man. We had swept down so quickly, that we shot past it. In an agony of fear lest my friend should be again lost in the darkness, I leaped up and sprang into the sea. Tom Lokins, however, had noticed what I was about; he seized me by the collar of my jacket just as I reached the water, and held me with a grip like a vice till one of the men came to his assistance, and dragged me back into the boat. In a few moments more we reached the hen-coop, and Fred was saved!

He was half dead with cold and exhaustion, poor fellow, but in a few minutes he began to recover, and before we reached the ship he could speak. His first words were to thank God for his deliverance. Then he added:

And, thanks to the man that flung that light overboard. I should have gone down but for that. It showed me where the hen-coop was.

I cannot describe the feeling of joy that filled my heart when he said this.

Aye, who wos it that throwd that fire overboard? enquired one of the men.

Dont know, replied another, I think it wos the capn.

Youll find that out when we get aboard, cried the mate; pull away, lads.

In five minutes Fred Borders was passed up the side and taken down below. In two minutes more we had him stripped naked, rubbed dry, wrapped in hot blankets, and set down on one of the lockers, with a hot brick at his feet, and a stiff can of hot rum and water in his hand.


Chapter VI

THE WHALE  FIGHTING BULLS, ETC.

As the reader may, perhaps, have been asking a few questions about the whale in his own mind, I shall try to answer them, by telling a few things concerning that creature which, I think, are worth knowing.

In the first place, the whale is not a fish! I have applied that name to it, no doubt, because it is the custom to do so; but there are great differences between the whales and the fishes. The mere fact that the whale lives in water is not sufficient to prove it to be a fish. The frog lives very much in water  he is born in the water, and, when very young, he lives in it altogether  would die, in fact, if he were taken out of it; yet a frog is not a fish.

The following are some of the differences existing between a whale and a fish:  The whale is a warm-blooded animal; the fish is cold-blooded. The whale brings forth its young alive; while most fishes lay eggs or spawn. Moreover, the fish lives entirely under water, but the whale cannot do so. He breathes air through enormous lungs, not gills. If you were to hold a whales head under water for much longer than an hour, it would certainly be drowned; and this is the reason why it comes so frequently to the surface of the sea to take breath. Whales seldom stay more than an hour under water, and when they come up to breathe, they discharge the last breath they took through their nostrils or blowholes, mixed with large quantities of water which they have taken in while feeding. But the most remarkable point of difference between the whale and fishes of all kinds is, that it suckles its young.

The calf of one kind of whale is about fourteen feet long when it is born, and it weighs about a ton. The cow-whale usually brings forth only one calf at a time, and the manner in which she behaves to her gigantic baby shows that she is affected by feelings of anxiety and affection such as are never seen in fishes, which heartless creatures forsake their eggs when they are laid, and I am pretty sure they would not know their own children if they happened to meet with them.

The whale, on the contrary, takes care of her little one, gives it suck, and sports playfully with it in the waves; its enormous heart throbbing all the while, no doubt, with satisfaction.

I have heard of a whale which was once driven into shoal water with its calf and nearly stranded. The huge dam seemed to become anxious for the safety of her child, for she was seen to swim eagerly round it, embrace it with her fins, and roll it over in the waves, trying to make it follow her into deep water. But the calf was obstinate; it would not go, and the result was that the boat of a whaler pulled up and harpooned it. The poor little whale darted away like lightning on receiving the terrible iron, and ran out a hundred fathoms of line; but it was soon overhauled and killed. All this time the dam kept close to the side of its calf, and not until a harpoon was plunged into her own side would she move away. Two boats were after her. With a single rap of her tail she cut one of the boats in two, and then darted off. But in a short time she turned and came back. Her feelings of anxiety had returned, no doubt, after the first sting of pain was over, and she died at last close to the side of her young one.

There are various kinds of whales, but the two sorts that are most sought after are the common whale of the Greenland Seas, which is called the right whale, and the sperm whale of the South Sea. Both kinds are found in the south; but the sperm whale never goes to the North Seas. Both kinds grow to an enormous size  sometimes to seventy feet in length, but there is considerable difference in their appearance, especially about the head. In a former chapter I have partly described the head of a right whale, which has whalebone instead of teeth, with its blowholes on the back of the head. The sperm whale has large white teeth in its lower jaw and none at all in the upper. It has only one blowhole, and that a little one, much farther forward on its head, so that sailors can tell, at a great distance, what kind of whales they see simply by their manner of spouting.

The most remarkable feature about the sperm whale is the bluntness of its clumsy head, which looks somewhat like a big log with the end sawn square off, and this head is about one-third of its entire body.

The sperm whale feeds differently from the right whale. He seizes his prey with his powerful teeth, and lives, to a great extent, on large cuttle-fish. Some of them have been seen to vomit lumps of these cuttle-fish as long as a whale-boat. He is much fiercer, too, than the right whale, which almost always takes to flight when struck, but the sperm whale will sometimes turn on its foes and smash their boat with a blow of his blunt head or tail.

Fighting-whales, as they are called, are not uncommon. These are generally old bulls, which have become wise from experience, and give the whalers great trouble  sometimes carrying away several harpoons and lines. The lower jaw of one old bull of this kind was found to be sixteen feet long, and it had forty-eight teeth, some of them a foot long. A number of scars about his head showed that this fellow had been in the wars. When two bull-whales take to fighting, their great effort is to catch each other by the lower jaw, and, when locked together, they struggle with a degree of fury that cannot be described.

It is not often that the sperm whale actually attacks a ship; but there are a few cases of this kind which cannot be doubted. The following story is certainly true; and while it shows how powerful a creature the whale is, it also shows what terrible risk and sufferings the whaleman has frequently to encounter.

In the month of August, 1819, the American whaleship Essex sailed from Nantucket for the Pacific Ocean. She was commanded by Captain Pollard. Late in the autumn of the same year, when in latitude 40 degrees of the South Pacific, a shoal, or school, of sperm whales was discovered, and three boats were immediately lowered and sent in pursuit. The mates boat was struck by one of the fish during the chase, and it was found necessary to return to the ship to repair damages.

While the men were employed at this, an enormous whale suddenly rose quite close to the ship. He was going at nearly the same rate with the ship  about three miles an hour; and the men, who were good judges of the size of whales, thought that it could not have been less than eighty-five feet long. All at once he ran against the ship, striking her bows, and causing her to tremble like a leaf. The whale immediately dived and passed under the ship, and grazed her keel in doing so. This evidently hurt his back, for he suddenly rose to the surface about fifty yards off, and commenced lashing the sea with his tail and fins as if suffering great agony. It was truly an awful sight to behold that great monster lashing the sea into foam at so short a distance.

In a short time he seemed to recover, and started off at great speed to windward. Meanwhile the men discovered that the blow received by the ship had done her so much damage, that she began to fill and settle down at the bows; so they rigged the pumps as quickly as possible. While working them one of the men cried out:

God have mercy! he comes again!

This was too true. The whale had turned, and was now bearing down on them at full speed, leaving a white track of foam behind him. Rushing at the ship like a battering-ram, he hit her fair on the weather bow and stove it in, after which he dived and disappeared. The horrified men took to their boats at once, and in ten minutes the ship went down.

The condition of the men thus left in three open boats far out upon the sea, without provisions or shelter, was terrible indeed. Some of them perished, and the rest, after suffering the severest hardships, reached a low island called Ducies on the 20th of December. It was a mere sand-bank, which supplied them only with water and sea-fowl. Still even this was a mercy, for which they had reason to thank God; for in cases of this kind one of the evils that seamen have most cause to dread is the want of water.

Three of the men resolved to remain on this sand-bank, for dreary and uninhabited though it was, they preferred to take their chance of being picked up by a passing ship rather than run the risks of crossing the wide ocean in open boats, so their companions bade them a sorrowful farewell, and left them. But this island is far out of the usual track of ships. The poor fellows have never since been heard of.

It was the 27th of December when the three boats left the sand-bank with the remainder of the men, and began a voyage of two thousand miles, towards the island of Juan Fernandez. The mates boat was picked up, about three months after, by the ship Indian of London, with only three living men in it. About the same time the captains boat was discovered, by the Dauphin of Nantucket, with only two men living; and these unhappy beings had only sustained life by feeding on the flesh of their dead comrades. The third boat must have been lost, for it was never heard of; and out of the whole crew of twenty men, only five returned home to tell their eventful story.

Before resuming the thread of my narrative, I must not omit to mention, that in the head of the sperm whale there is a large cavity or hole called the case, which contains pure oil that does not require to be melted, but can be baled at once into casks and stowed away. This is the valuable spermaceti from which the finest candles are made. One whale will sometimes yield fifteen barrels of spermaceti oil from the case of its head. A large fish will produce from eighty to a hundred barrels of oil altogether, sometimes much more; and when whalemen converse with each other about the size of whales, they speak of eighty-barrel fish, and so on.

Although I have written much about the fighting powers of the sperm whale, it must not be supposed that whales are by nature fond of fighting. On the contrary, the right whale is a timid creature, and never shows fight except in defence of its young. And the sperm whale generally takes to flight when pursued. In fact, most of the accidents that happen to whalemen occur when the wounded monster is lashing the water in blind terror and agony.

The whale has three bitter enemies, much smaller, but much bolder than himself, and of these he is terribly afraid. They are: the swordfish, the thrasher, and the killer. The first of these, the sword-fish, has a strong straight horn or sword projecting from his snout, with which he boldly attacks and pierces the whale. The thrasher is a strong fish, twenty feet long, and of great weight. Its method of attack is to leap out of the water on the whales back, and deal it a tremendous blow with its powerful tail.

The sword-fish and thrasher sometimes act together in the attack; the first stabbing him below, and the second belabouring him above, while the whale, unable, or too frightened to fight, rushes through the water, and even leaps its whole gigantic length into the air in its endeavours to escape. When a whale thus leaps his whole length out of the water, the sailors say he breaches, and breaching is a common practice. They seem to do it often for amusement as well as from terror.

But the most deadly of the three enemies is the killer. This is itself a kind of small whale, but it is wonderfully strong, swift, and bold. When one of the killers gets into the middle of a school of whales, the frightened creatures are seen flying in all directions. His mode of attack is to seize his big enemy by the jaw, and hold on until he is exhausted and dies.


Chapter VII

TOMS WISDOM  ANOTHER GREAT BATTLE

One day I was standing beside the windlass, listening to the conversation of five or six of the men, who were busy sharpening harpoons and cutting-knives, or making all kinds of toys and things out of whales bones. We had just finished cutting in and trying out our third whale, and as it was not long since we reached the fishing-ground, we were in high hopes of making a good thing of it that season; so that everyone was in good spirits, from the captain down to the youngest man in the ship.

Tom Lokins was smoking his pipe, and Toms pipe was an uncommonly black one, for he smoked it very often. Moreover, Toms pipe was uncommonly short, so short that I always wondered how he escaped burning the end of his nose. Indeed, some of the men said that the redness of the end of Toms nose was owing to its being baked like a brick by the heat of his pipe. Tom took this pipe from his mouth, and while he was pushing down the tobacco with the end of his little finger, he said:

Dye know, lads, Ive been thinkin  

No, have ye? cried one of the men, interrupting him with a look of pretended surprise. Well now, I do think, messmates, that we should ax the mate to make a note o that in the log, for its not often that Tom Lokins takes to thinkin.

There was a laugh at this, but Tom, turning with a look of contempt to the man who interrupted him, replied:

Ill tell you wot it is, Bill Blunt, if all the thoughts that you think, and especially the jokes that you utter, wos put down in the log, theyd be so heavy that I do believe they would sink the ship!

Well, well, cried Bill, joining in the laugh against himself, if they did, your jokes would be so light and triflin that I do believe theyd float her again. But what have you been a-thinkin of, Tom?

Ive been thinkin, said Tom slowly, that if a whale makes his breakfast entirely off them little things that you can hardly see when you get em into a tumbler  I forget how the captain calls em  wot a tree-mendous heap of em he must eat in the course of a year!

Thousands of em, I suppose, said one of the men.

Thousands! cried Tom, I should rather say billions of them.

How much is billions, mate? enquired Bill.

I dont know, answered Tom. Never could find out. You see its heaps upon heaps of thousands, for the thousands come first and the billions afterwards; but when Ive thought uncommon hard, for a long spell at a time, I always get confused, because millions comes in between, dye see, and thats puzzlin.

I think I could give you some notion about these things, said Fred Borders, who had been quietly listening all the time, but never putting in a word, for, as I have said, Fred was a modest bashful man and seldom spoke much. But we had all come to notice that when Fred spoke, he had always something to say worth hearing; and when he did speak he spoke out boldly enough. We had come to have feelings of respect for our young shipmate, for he was a kind-hearted lad, and we saw by his conversation that he had been better educated than the most of us, so all our tongues stopped as the eyes of the party turned on him.

Come, Fred, lets hear it then, said Tom.

Its not much I have to tell, began Fred, but it may help to make your minds clearer on this subject. On my first voyage to the whale fishery (you know, lads, this is my second voyage) I went to the Greenland Seas. We had a young doctor aboard with us  quite a youth; indeed he had not finished his studies at college, but he was cleverer, for all that, than many an older man that had gone through his whole course. I do believe that the reason of his being so clever was, that he was for ever observing things, and studying them, and making notes, and trying to find out reasons. He was never satisfied with knowing a thing; he must always find out why it was. One day I heard him ask the captain what it was that made the sea so green in some parts of those seas. Our captain was an awfully stupid man. So long as he got plenty oil he didnt care two straws for the reason of anything. The young doctor had been bothering him that morning with a good many questions, so when he asked him what made the sea green, he answered sharply, I suppose it makes itself green, young man, and then he turned from him with a fling.

The doctor laughed, and came forward among the men, and began to tell us stories and ask questions. Ah! he was a real hearty fellow; he would tell you all kinds of queer things, and would pump you dry of all you knew in no time. Well, but the thing I was going to tell you was this. One of the men said to him he had heard that the greenness of the Greenland Sea was caused by the little things like small bits of jelly on which the whales feed. As soon as he heard this he got a bucket and hauled some sea-water aboard, and for the next ten days he was never done working away with the sea-water; pouring it into tumblers and glasses; looking through it by daylight and by lamplight; tasting it, and boiling it, and examining it with a microscope.

Whats a microscope? enquired one of the men.

Dont you know? said Tom Lokins, why, its a glass that makes little things seem big, when ye look through it. Ive heerd that say beasts that are so uncommon small you that cant see them at all are made to come into sight and look quite big by means o this glass. But I cant myself say that its true.

But I can, said Fred, for I have seen it with my own eyes. Well, after a good while, I made bold to ask the young doctor what he had found out.

Ive found, said he, that the greenness of these seas is in truth caused by uncountable numbers of medusae  

Ha! thats the word, shouted Tom Lokins, Medoosy, thats wot the captain calls em. Heave ahead, Fred.

Well then, continued Fred, the young doctor went on to tell me that he had been counting the matter to himself very carefully, and he found that in every square mile of sea-water there were living about eleven quadrillions, nine hundred and ninety-nine trillions of these little creatures!

Oh! hallo! come now! we all cried, opening our eyes very wide indeed.

But, I say, how much is that? enquired Tom Lokins.

Ah! thats just what I said to the young doctor, and he said to me, Ill tell you what, Fred Borders, no man alive understands how much that is, and whats more, no man ever will; but Ill give you some notion of what it means; and so he told me how long it would take forty thousand men to count that number of eleven quadrillions, nine hundred and ninety-nine trillions, each man of the forty thousand beginning one , two, three, and going on till the sum of the whole added together would make it up. Now, how long dye think it would take them?  guess.

Fred Borders smiled as he said this, and looked round the circle of men.

I know, cried one; it would take the whole forty thousand a week to do it.

Oh! nonsense, they could do it easy in two days, said another.

That shows how little you know about big numbers, observed Tom Lokins, knocking the ashes out of his pipe. Im pretty sure it couldnt be done in much less than six months; workin hard all day, and makin allowance for only one hour off for dinner.

Youre all wrong, shipmates, said Fred Borders. That young doctor told me that if theyd begun work at the day of creation they would only have just finished the job last year!

Oh! gammon, youre jokin, cried Bill Blunt.

No, Im not, said Fred, for I was told afterwards by an old clergyman that the young doctor was quite right, and that anyone who was good at rithmetic could work the thing out for himself in less than half an hour.

Just as Fred said this there came a loud cry from the mast-head that made us all spring to our feet like lightning.

There she blows! There she breaches!

The captain was on deck in a moment.

Where away? he cried.

On the lee beam, sir. Sperm whale, about two miles off. There she blows!

Every man was at his station in a moment; for, after being some months out, we became so used to the work, that we acted together like a piece of machinery. But our excitement never abated in the least.

Sing out when the ship heads for her.

Aye, aye, sir.

Keep her away! said the captain to the man at the helm. Bob Ledbury, hand me the spy-glass.

Steady, from the mast-head.

Steady it is, answered the man at the helm.

While we were all looking eagerly out ahead we heard a thundering snore behind us, followed by a heavy splash. Turning quickly round, we saw the flukes of an enormous whale sweeping through the air not more than six hundred yards astern of us.

Down your helm, roared the captain; haul up the mainsail, and square the yards. Call all hands.

All hands, ahoy! roared Bill Blunt, in a voice of thunder, and in another moment every man in the ship was on deck.

Hoist and swing the boats, cried the captain. Lower away.

Down went the boats into the water; the men were into their places almost before you could wink, and we pulled away from the ship just as the whale rose the second time, about half a mile away to leeward.

From the appearance of this whale we felt certain that it was one of the largest we had yet seen, so we pulled after it with right good will. I occupied my usual place in the captains boat, next the bow oar, just beside Tom Lokins, who was ready with his harpoons in the bow. Young Borders pulled the oar directly in front of me. The captain himself steered, and, as our crew was a picked one, we soon left the other two boats behind us.

Presently a small whale rose close beside us, and, sending a shower of spray over the boat, went down in a pool of foam. Before we had time to speak, another whale rose on the opposite side of the boat, and then another on our starboard bow. We had got into the middle of a shoal of whales, which commenced leaping and spouting all round us, little aware of the dangerous enemy that was so near.

In a few minutes more up comes the big one again that we had first seen. He seemed very active and wild. After blowing on the surface once or twice, about a quarter of a mile off, he peaked his flukes, and pitched down head foremost.

Now then, lads, hes down for a long dive, said the captain; spring your oars like men, well get that fish for certain, if youll only pull.

The captain was mistaken; the whale had only gone down deep in order to come up and breach, or spring out of the water, for the next minute he came up not a hundred yards from us, and leaped his whole length into the air.

A shout of surprise broke from the men, and no wonder, for this was the largest fish I ever saw or heard of, and he came up so clear of the water that we could see him from head to tail as he turned over in the air, exposing his white belly to view, and came down on his great side with a crash like thunder, that might have been heard six miles off. A splendid mass of pure white spray burst from the spot where he fell, and in another moment he was gone.

I do believe its New Zealand Tom, cried Bill Blunt, referring to an old bull whale that had become famous among the men who frequented these seas for its immense size and fierceness, and for the great trouble it had given them, smashing some of their boats, and carrying away many of their harpoons.

I dont know whether its New Zealand Tom or not, said the captain, but its pretty clear that hes an old sperm bull. Give way, lads, we must get that whale whatever it should cost us.

We did not need a second bidding; the size of the fish was so great that we felt more excited than we had yet been during the voyage, so we bent our oars till we almost pulled the boat out of the water. The other boats had got separated, chasing the little whales, so we had this one all to ourselves.

There she blows! said Tom Lokins, in a low voice, as the fish came up a short distance astern of us.

We had overshot our mark, so, turning about, we made for the whale, which kept for a considerable time near the top of the water, spouting now and then, and going slowly to windward. We at last got within a few feet of the monster, and the captain suddenly gave the word, Stand up.

This was to our harpooner, Tom Lokins, who jumped up on the instant, and buried two harpoons deep in the blubber.

Stern all! was the next word, and we backed off with all our might. It was just in time, for, in his agony, the whale tossed his tail right over our heads, the flukes were so big that they could have completely covered the boat, and he brought them down flat on the sea with a clap that made our ears tingle, while a shower of spray drenched us to the skin. For one moment I thought it was all over with us, but we were soon out of immediate danger, and lay on our oars watching the writhings of the wounded monster as he lashed the ocean into foam. The water all round us soon became white like milk, and the foam near the whale was red with blood.

Suddenly this ceased, and, before we could pull up to lance him, he went down, taking the line out at such a rate that the boat spun round, and sparks of fire flew from the loggerhead from the chafing of the rope.

Hold on! cried the captain, and next moment we were tearing over the sea at a fearful rate, with a bank of white foam rolling before us, high above our bows, and away on each side of us like the track of a steamer, so that we expected it every moment to rush inboard and swamp us. I had never seen anything like this before. From the first I had a kind of feeling that some evil would befall us.

While we were tearing over the water in this way, we saw the other whales coming up every now and then and blowing quite near to us, and presently we passed close enough to the first mates boat to see that he was fast to a fish, and unable, therefore, to render us help if we should need it.

In a short time the line began to slack, so we hauled it in hand over hand, and Tom Lokins coiled it away in the tub in the stern of the boat, while the captain took his place in the bow to be ready with the lance. The whale soon came up, and we pulled with all our might towards him. Instead of making off again, however, he turned round and made straight at the boat. I now thought that destruction was certain, for, when I saw his great blunt forehead coming down on us like a steamboat, I felt that we could not escape. I was mistaken. The captain received him on the point of his lance, and the whale has such a dislike to pain, that even a small prick will sometimes turn him.

For some time we kept dodging round this fellow; but he was so old and wise, that he always turned his head to us, and prevented us from getting a chance to lance him. At last he turned a little to one side, and the captain plunged the lance deep into his vitals.

Ha! thats touched his life, cried Tom, as a stream of blood flew up from his blowholes, a sure sign that he was mortally wounded. But he was not yet conquered. After receiving the cruel stab with the lance, he pitched right down, head foremost, and once more the line began to fly out over the bow. We tried to hold on, but he was going so straight down that the boat was almost swamped, and we had to slack off to prevent our being pulled under water.

Before many yards of the line had run out, one of the coils in the tub became entangled.

Look out, lads! cried Tom, and at once throwing the turn off the logger-head, he made an attempt to clear it. The captain, in trying to do the same thing, slipped and fell. Seeing this, I sprang up, and, grasping the coil as it flew past, tried to clear it. Before I could think, a turn whipped round my left wrist. I felt a wrench as if my arm had been torn out of the socket, and in a moment I was overboard, going down with almost lightning speed into the depths of the sea. Strange to say, I did not lose my presence of mind. I knew exactly what had happened. I felt myself rushing down, down, down with terrific speed; a stream of fire seemed to be whizzing past my eyes; there was a dreadful pressure on my brain, and a roaring as if of thunder in my ears. Yet, even in that dread moment, thoughts of eternity, of my sins, and of meeting with my God, flashed into my mind, for thought is quicker than the lightning flash.
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IN A MOMENT I WAS OVERBOARD

Of a sudden the roaring ceased, and I felt myself buffeting the water fiercely in my efforts to reach the surface. I know not how I got free, but I suppose the turn of the line must have slackened off somehow. All this happened within the space of a few brief moments; but oh! they seemed fearfully long to me. I do not think I could have held my breath a second longer.

When I came to the surface, and tried to look about me, I saw the boat not more than fifty yards off, and, being a good swimmer, I struck out for it, although I felt terribly exhausted. In a few minutes my comrades saw me, and, with a cheer, put out the oars and began to row towards me. I saw that the line was slack, and that they were hauling it in  a sign that the whale had ceased running and would soon come to the surface again. Before they had pulled half-a-dozen strokes I saw the water open close beside the boat, and the monstrous head of the whale shot up like a great rock rising out of the deep.

He was not more than three feet from the boat, and he came up with such force, that more than half his gigantic length came out of the water right over the boat. I heard the captains loud cry Stern all! But it was too late, the whole weight of the monsters body fell upon the boat; there was a crash and a terrible cry, as the whale and boat went down together.

For a few moments he continued to lash the sea in his fury, and the fragments of the boat floated all round him. I thought that every man, of course, had been killed; but one after another their heads appeared in the midst of blood and foam, and they struck out for oars and pieces of the wreck.

Providentially, the whale, in his tossings, had shot a little away from the spot, else every man must certainly have been killed.

A feeling of horror filled my heart, as I beheld all this, and thought upon my position. Fortunately, I had succeeded in reaching a broken plank; for my strength was now so much exhausted, that I could not have kept my head above water any longer without its assistance. Just then I heard a cheer, and the next time I rose on the swell, I looked quickly round and saw the mates boat making for the scene of action as fast as a stout and willing crew could pull. In a few minutes more I was clutched by the arm and hauled into it. My comrades were next rescued, and we thanked God when we found that none were killed, although one of them had got a leg broken, and another an arm twisted out of joint. They all, however, seemed to think that my escape was much more wonderful than theirs; but I cannot say that I agreed with them in this.

We now turned our attention to the whale, which had dived again. As it was now loose, we did not know, of course, where it would come up: so we lay still awhile. Very soon up he came, not far from us, and as fierce as ever.

Now, lads, we must get that whale, cried the mate; give way with a will.

The order was obeyed. The boat almost leaped over the swell, and, before long, another harpoon was in the whales back.

Fast again, hurrah! shouted the mate, now for the lance.

He gave the monster two deep stabs while he spoke, and it vomited up great clots of blood, besides spouting the red stream of life as it rolled on the sea in its agony, obliging us to keep well out of its way.

I could not look upon the dying struggles of this enormous fish without feelings of regret and self-reproach for helping to destroy it. I felt almost as if I were a murderer, and that the Creator would call me to account for taking part in the destruction of one of His grandest living creatures. But the thought passed quickly from my mind as the whale became more violent and went into its flurry. It began to lash the sea with such astonishing violence, that all the previous struggles seemed as nothing. The water all round became white like milk, with great streaks of red blood running through it, and the sound of the quick blows of its tail and fins resembled that of dull hollow thunder. We gazed at this scene in deep silence and with beating hearts.

All at once the struggles ceased. The great carcass rolled over belly up, and lay extended on the sea in death. To me it seemed as if a dead calm had suddenly fallen around us, after a long and furious storm, so great was the change when that whale at length parted with its huge life. The silence was suddenly broken by three hearty cheers, and then, fastening a rope to our prize, we commenced towing it to the ship, which operation occupied us the greater part of the night, for we had no fewer than eight miles to pull.


Chapter VIII

DEATH ON THE SEA

The whale which we had taken, as I have related in the last chapter, was our largest fish of that season. It produced ninety barrels of oil, and was worth about 500 pounds, so that we did not grieve much over the loss of our boat.

But our next loss was of a kind that could not be made up for by oil or money, for it was the loss of a human life. In the whale-fishery men must, like soldiers, expect to risk their lives frequently, and they have too often, alas! to mourn over the loss of a shipmate or friend. Up to this time our voyage had gone prosperously. We had caught so many fish that nearly half our cargo was already completed, and if we should be as lucky the remainder of the voyage, we should be able to return home to Old England much sooner than we had expected.

Of course, during all this time we had met with some disappointments, for I am not describing everything that happened on that voyage. It would require a much thicker volume than this to tell the half of our adventures. We lost five or six fish by their sinking before we could get them made fast to the ship, and one or two bolted so fast that they broke loose and carried away a number of harpoons and many a fathom of line. But such misfortunes were what we had to look for. Every whaler meets with similar changes of luck, and we did not expect to fare differently from our neighbours. These things did not cause us much regret beyond the time of their occurrence. But it was far otherwise with the loss that now befell us.

It happened on a Sunday forenoon. I was standing close to the starboard gangway early that morning, looking over the side into the calm water, for there was not a breath of wind, and talking to the first mate, who was a gruff, surly man, but a good officer, and kind enough in his way when everything went smooth with him. But things dont go very smooth generally in whaling life, so the mate was oftener gruff than sweet.

Bob Ledbury, said he, have you got your cutting-in gear in order? Ive got a notion that well raise the oil this day.

All right, sir, said I; you might shave yourself with the blubber-spades. That was a good fish we got last, sir, wasnt it?

Pretty good, though Ive seen bigger.

He gave us a deal of trouble too, said I.

Not so much as Ive seen others give, said he. When I was fishing in the Greenland Seas we made fast to a whale that cost us I dont know how many hundred dollars. (You must know the first mate was a Yankee, and he reckoned everything in dollars.)

How was that, sir? asked I.

Well, it was something in this fashion. We were floating about in the North Atlantic one calm, hot day, just something like this, only it was the afternoon, not the morning. We were doing nothing, and whistling for a breeze, when, all of a sudden, up comes five or six whales all round the ship, as if they had spied her from the bottom of the sea, and had come up to have a squint at her. Of course the boats were manned at once, and in less than no time we were tearing after them like all alive. But them whales were pretty wildish, I guess. They kept us pullin the best part of five hours before we got a chance at them. My boat was out of sight of the ship before we made fast to a regular snorer, a hundred-barreller at the least. The moment he felt the iron, away he went like the shot out of a gun; but he didnt keep it up long, for soon after another of our boats came up and made fast. Well, for some two or three hours we held fast, but could not haul on to him to use the lance, for the moment we came close up alongside of his tail he peaked flukes and dived, then up again, and away as fast as ever. It was about noon before we touched him again; but by that time two more harpoons were made fast, and two other boats cast tow-lines aboard of us, and were hauled along. That was four boats, and more than sixteen hundred fathoms of line, besides four harpoons that was fast to that whale, and yet, for all that, he went ahead as fast as we could have rowed, takin us along with him quite easy.

A breeze having sprung up, our ship overhauled us in the course of the afternoon, and towards evening we sent a line on board, to see if that would stop the big fish, and the topsails were lowered, so as to throw some of the ships weight on him, but the irons drew out with the strain. However, we determined to try it again. Another line was sent aboard about eight oclock, and the topsails were lowered, but the line snapped immediately. Well, we held on to that whale the whole of that night, and at four oclock next morning, just thirty-six hours after he was first struck, two fast lines were taken aboard the ship. The breeze was fresh, and against us, so the top-gallant sails were taken in, the courses hauled up, and the topsails clewed down, yet, I assure you, that whale towed the ship dead against the wind for an hour and a half at the rate of two miles an hour, and all the while beating the water with his fins and tail, so that the sea was in a continual foam. We did not kill that fish till after forty hours of the hardest work I ever went through.

Some of my shipmates seemed to doubt the truth of this story; but, for my part, I believed it, because the mate was a grave, truthful man, though he was gruff, and never told lies, as far as I knew. Moreover, a case of the same kind happened some years afterwards, to a messmate of mine, while he was serving aboard the Royal Bounty, on the 28th of May, 1817.

I know that some of the stories which I now tell must seem very wild and unlikely to landsmen; but those who have been to the whale-fishery will admit that I tell nothing but the truth, and if there are any of my readers who are still doubtful, I would say, go and read the works of Captain Scoresby. It is well known that this whaling captain was a truly religious man, who gave up the fishing, though it turned him in plenty of money, and became a minister of the gospel with a small income, so it is not likely that he would have told what was untrue. Well, in his works we find stories that are quite as remarkable as the one I have just told, some of them more so.

For instance, he tells us of one whale, in the Greenland Seas, which was not killed till it had drawn out ten thousand four hundred and forty yards, or about six miles of line, fastened to fifteen harpoons, besides taking one of the boats entirely under water, which boat was never seen again.

The mate told us two or three more stories, and a lot of us were gathered round him, listening eagerly, for there is nothing Jack likes so much as a good yarn, when all of a sudden, the man at the mast-head sang out that a large sperm whale was spouting away two points off the lee-bow. Of course we were at our posts in a moment.

There she blows! there she breaches! sung the look-out.

Lower away! roared the captain.

The boats were in the water, and the men on their seats in a moment.

The whale we were after was a very large one, we could see that, for after two hours hard pulling we got near enough to throw a harpoon, and after it was fixed he jumped clean out of the water. Then there was the usual battle. It was fierce and long; so long that I began to fear we would have to return empty-handed to the ship. We put ten harpoons into him, one after another, and had a stiff run between the fixing of each.

It is astonishing the difference between the fish. One will give you no trouble at all. I have often seen a good big fellow killed in half an hour. Another will take you half a day, and perhaps you may lose him after all. The whale we were now after at last took to showing fight. He made two or three runs at the boat, but the mate, who was in command, pricked him off with the lance cleverly. At last we gave him a severe wound, and immediately he dived.

That was into his life, remarked Tom Lokins, as we sat waiting for him to come up again. The captains boat was close to ours, about ten yards off. We had not to wait long. The sudden stoppage and slacking off of all the lines showed that the whale was coming up. All at once I saw a dark object rising directly under the captains boat. Before I could make out what it was, almost before I could think, the boat flew up into the air, as if a powder magazine had exploded beneath it. The whale had come up, and hit it with his head right on the keel, so that it was knocked into pieces, and the men, oars, harpoons, lances, and tackle shot up in confusion into the air.

Immediately after that the whale went into his flurry, but we paid no attention to him, in our anxiety to pick up our companions. They all came to the surface quickly enough, but while some made for the boats vigorously, others swam slowly and with pain, showing that they were hurt, while one or two floated, as if dead, upon the water.

Most of the men had escaped with only a few cuts and bruises, but one poor fellow was hauled out of the water with a leg broken, and another was so badly knocked about the head that it was a long time before he was again fit for duty. The worst case, however, was that of poor Fred Borders. He had a leg broken, and a severe wound in the side from a harpoon which had been forced into the flesh over the barbs, so that we could hardly get it drawn out. We laid him in the stern of the boat, where he lay for some time insensible; but in a short time he revived, and spoke to us in a faint voice. His first words were:

Im dying, messmates. It is into my life, too.

Dont say that, Fred, said I, while my heart sank within me. Cheer up, my boy, youll live to be the death of many a whale yet. See, put your lips to this can  it will do you good.

He shook his head gently, being too weak to reply.

We had killed a big fish that day, and we knew that when he was tried in we should have completed our cargo; but there was no cheer given when the monster turned over on his side, and the pull to the ship that evening seemed to us the longest and heaviest we ever had, for our hearts were very sad.

Next day Fred was worse, and we all saw that his words would come true  he was dying; and before the sun had again set poor Fred had left us for ever.

We buried our shipmate in the usual sailor fashion. We wrapped him in his hammock, with a cannon-ball at his feet to sink him. The captain read the burial-service at the gangway, and then, in deep silence, we committed his corpse to the deep.


Chapter IX

NEWS FROM HOME  A GAM

Shoregoing people have but little notion of the ease with which the heart of a jack-tar is made to rejoice when he is out on a long voyage. His pleasures and amusements are so few that he is thankful to make the most of whatever is thrown in his way. In the whale-fisheries, no doubt, he has more than enough of excitement, but after a time he gets used to this, and begins to long for a little variety  and of all the pleasures that fall to his lot, that which delights him most is to have a GAM with another ship.

Now, a gam is the meeting of two or more whale-ships, their keeping company for a time, and the exchanging of visits by the crews. It is neither more nor less than a jollification on the sea  the inviting of your friends to feast and make merry in your floating house. There is this difference, however, between a gam at sea and a party on land, that your friends on the ocean are men whom you perhaps never saw before, and whom you will likely never meet again. There is also another difference  there are no ladies at a gam. This is a great want, for man is but a rugged creature when away from the refining influence of woman; but, in the circumstances, of course, it cant be helped.

We had a gam one day, on this voyage, with a Yankee whale-ship, and a first-rate gam it was, for, as the Yankee had gammed three days before with another English ship, we got a lot of news second-hand; and, as we had not seen a new face for many months, we felt towards those Yankees like brothers, and swallowed all they had to tell us like men starving for news.

It was on a fine calm morning, just after breakfast, that we fell in with this ship. We had seen no whales for a day or two, but we did not mind that, for our hold was almost full of oil-barrels. Tom Lokins and I were leaning over the starboard bulwarks, watching the small fish that every now and then darted through the clear-blue water like arrows, and smoking our pipes in silence. Tom looked uncommonly grave, and I knew that he was having some deep and knowing thoughts of his own which would leak out in time. All at once he took his pipe from his mouth and stared earnestly at the horizon.

Bob, said he, speaking very slowly, if there aint a ship right off the starboard beam, Im a Dutchman.

You dont mean it! said I, starting with a feeling of excitement.

Before another word could be uttered, the cry of Sail ho! came ringing down from the mast-head. Instantly the quiet of the morning was broken; sleepers sprang up and rubbed their eyes, the men below rushed wildly up the hatchway, the cook came tearing out of his own private den, flourishing a soup-ladle in one hand and his tormentors in the other, the steward came tumbling up with a lump of dough in his fist that he had forgot to throw down in his haste, and the captain bolted up from the cabin without his hat.

Where away? cried he, with more than his usual energy.

Right off the starboard beam, sir.

Square the yards! Look alive, my hearties, was the next order; for although the calm sea was like a sheet of glass, a light air, just sufficient to fill our top-gallant sails, enabled us to creep through the water.

Hurrah! shouted the men as we sprang to obey.

What does she look like? roared the captain.

A big ship, sir, I think, replied the lookout: but I can only just make out the top of her main t-gallan sl.  (Sailors scorn to speak of top-gallant sails.)

Gradually, one by one, the white sails of the stranger rose up like cloudlets out of the sea, and our hearts beat high with hope and expectation as we beheld the towering canvas of a full-rigged ship rise slowly into view.

Show our colours, said the captain.

In a moment the Union Jack of Old England was waving at the mast-head in the gentle breeze, and we watched anxiously for a reply. The stranger was polite; his colours flew up a moment after, and displayed the Stripes and Stars of America.

A Yankee! exclaimed some of the men in a tone of slight disappointment.

I may remark, that our disappointment arose simply from the fact that there was no chance, as we supposed, of getting news from home out of a ship that must have sailed last from America. For the rest, we cared not whether they were Yankees or Britons  they were men who could speak the English tongue, that was enough for us.

Never mind, boys, cried one, well have a jolly gam; thats a fact.

So we will, said another, and Ill get news of my mad Irish cousin, Terrence OFlannagan, who went out to seek his fortin in Ameriky with two shillins and a broken knife in his pocket, and its been said hes got into a government situation o some sort connected with the jails  whether as captain or leftenant o police, or turnkey, Im not rightly sure.

More likely as a life-tenant of one of the cells, observed Bill Blunt, laughing.

Dont speak ill of a better man than yerself behind his back, retorted the owner of the Irish cousin.

Stand by to lower the jolly-boat, cried the captain.

Aye, aye, sir.

Lower away!

In a few minutes we were leaping over the calm sea in the direction of the strange ship, for the breeze had died down, and we were too eager to meet with new faces, and to hear the sound of new voices, to wait for the wind.

To our joy we found that the Yankee had had a gam (as I have already said) with an English ship a few days before, so we returned to our vessel loaded with old newspapers from England, having invited the captain and crew of the Yankee to come aboard of us and spend the day.

While preparation was being made for the reception of our friends, we got hold of two of the old newspapers, and Tom Lokins seized one, while Bill Blunt got the other, and both men sat down on the windlass to retail the news to a crowd of eager men who tried hard to listen to both at once, and so could make nothing out of either.

Hold hard, Tom Lokins, cried one. Whats that you say about the Emperor, Bill?

The Emperor of Roosia, said Bill Blunt, reading slowly, and with difficulty, is  stop a bit, messmates, wot can this word be?  the Emperor of Roosia is  

Blowed up with gunpowder, and shattered to a thousand pieces, said Tom Lokins, raising his voice with excitement, as he read from his paper an account of the blowing up of a mountain fortress in India.

Oh! come, I say, one at a time, if you please, cried a harpooner; a feller cant git a word of sense out of sich a jumble.

Come, messmates, cried two or three voices, as Tom stopped suddenly, and looked hard at the paper, go ahead! wot have ye got there that makes ye look as wise as an owl? Has war been and broke out with the French?

I do believe hes readin the births, marriages, and deaths, said one of the men, peeping over Toms shoulder.

Read em out, then, cant ye? cried another.

I say, Bill Blunt, I think this consarns you, cried Tom: isnt your sweethearts name Susan Croft?

Thats a fact, said Bill, looking up from his paper, and who has got a word to say agin the prettiest lass in all Liverpool?

Nobodys got a word to say against her, replied Tom; but shes married, thats all.

Bill Blunt leaped up as if he had been shot, and the blood rushed to his face, as he seized the paper, and tried to find the place.

Where is it, Tom? let me see it with my own two eyes. Oh, here it is!

The poor mans face grew paler and paler as he read the following words:  

Married at Liverpool, on the 5th inst., by the Rev. Charles Manson, Edward Gordon, Esq., to Susan, youngest daughter of Admiral Croft  

A perfect roar of laughter drowned the remainder of the sentence.

Well done, Bill Blunt  Mister Blunt, well have to call him hereafter, said Tom, with a grim smile; I had no notion you thought so much o yourself as to aim at an admirals daughter.

All right, my hearties, chaff away! said Bill, fetching a deep sigh of relief, while a broad grin played on his weather-beaten visage. Theres two Susan Crofts, thats all; but I wouldnt give my Susan for all the admirals daughters that ever walked in shoe-leather.

Hallo! here come the Yankees, cried the captain, coming on deck at that moment.

Our newspapers were thrown down at once, and we prepared to receive our guests, who, we could see, had just put off from their ship in two boats. But before they had come within a mile of us, their attention, as well as ours, was riveted on a most extraordinary sight.

Not more than a hundred yards ahead of our ship, a whale came suddenly to the surface of the water, seeming, by its wild motions, to be in a state of terror. It continued for some time to struggle, and lash the whole sea around it into a white foam.

At once the boats were lowered from both ships, and we went after this fish, but his motions were so violent, that we found it utterly impossible to get near enough to throw a harpoon. When we had approached somewhat closely, we discovered that it had been attacked by a killer fish, which was fully twenty feet long, and stuck to it like a leech. The monsters struggles were made in trying to shake itself free of this tremendous enemy, but it could not accomplish this. The killer held him by the under jaw, and hung on there, while the whale threw himself out of the water in his agony, with his great mouth open like a huge cavern, and the blood flowing so fast from the wound that the sea was dyed for a long distance round. This killer fought like a bulldog. It held on until the whale was exhausted, but they passed away from us in such a confused struggle, that a harpoon could not be fixed for an hour after we first saw them. On this being done, the killer let go, and the whale, being already half dead, was soon killed.

The Yankee boats were the first to come up with this fish, so the prize belonged to them. We were well pleased at this, as we could afford to let them have it, seeing that we could scarcely have found room to stow away the oil in our hold. It was the Yankees first fish, too, so they were in great spirits about it, and towed it to their ship, singing Yankee-doodle with all their might.

As they passed our boat the captain hailed them.

I wish you joy of your first fish, sir, said he to the Yankee captain.

Thank you, stranger. I guess were in luck, though it aint a big one. I say, what sort o brute was that that had hold of him? Never seed sich a crittur in all my life.

Hes a killer, said our captain.

A killer! Guess he just is, and no mistake: if we hadnt helped him, hed have done the job for himself! What does he kill him for?

To eat him, but Im told he only eats the tongue. Youll not forget that youve promised to gam with us to-night, cried our captain, as they were about to commence pulling again.

All right, stranger, one half will come to-night, before sundown; tother half to-morrow, if the calm holds. Good day. Give way, lads.

The men dipped their oars, and resumed their song, while we pulled back to our ship. We did not offer to help them, because the fish was a small one, and the distance they had to go not great.

It was near sunset when, according to promise, the Yankees came on board, and spent a long evening with us. They were a free, open-hearted, boastful, conceited, good-humoured set of fellows, and a jolly night we had of it in the forecastle, while the mates and captains were enjoying themselves and spinning their yarns in the cabin.

Of course, we began with demands for home-news, and, when we had pumped out of them every drop they had, we began to songs and spinning yarns. And it was now that my friend Tom Lokins came out strong, and went on at such a rate, that he quite won the hearts of our guests. Tom was not noisy, and he was slow in his talk, but he had the knack of telling a good story; he never used a wrong word, or a word too many, and, having a great deal of humour, men could not help listening when he began to talk.

After this we had a dance, and here I became useful, being able to play Scotch reels and Irish jigs on the fiddle. Then we had songs and yarns again. Some could tell of furious fights with whales that made our blood boil; others could talk of the green fields at home, until we almost fancied we were boys again; and some could not tell stories at all. They had little to say, and that little they said ill; and I noticed that many of those who were perfect bores would cry loudest to be heard, though none of us wanted to hear them. We used to quench such fellows by calling loudly for a song with a rousing chorus.

It was not till the night was far spent, and the silver moon was sailing through the starry sky, that the Yankees left us, and rowed away with a parting cheer.


Chapter X

RETURN HOME

Six months after our gam with the Yankees Tom Lokins and I found ourselves seated once more in the little garret beside my dear old mother.

Deary me, Robert, how changed ye are!

Changed, Mother! I should think so! If youd gone through all that Ive done and seen since we last sat together in this room, youd be changed too.

And have ye really seen the whales, my boy? continued my mother, stroking my face with her old hand.

Seen them? aye, and killed them too  many of them.

Youve been in danger, my son, said my mother earnestly, but the Lord has preserved you safe through it all.

Aye, Mother, He has preserved my life in the midst of many dangers, said I, for which I am most thankful.

There was a short silence after this, during which my mother and I gazed earnestly at each other, and Tom Lokins smoked his pipe and stared at the fire.

Robert, how big is a whale? enquired my mother suddenly.

How big? why, its as big as a small ship, only its longer, and not quite so fat.

Robert, replied my mother gravely, ye didnt use to tell untruths; ye must be jokin.

Joking, Mother, I was never more in earnest in my life. Why, I tell you that Ive seen, aye, and helped to cut up, whales that were more than sixty feet long, with heads so big that their mouths could have taken in a boat. Why, Mother, I declare to you that you could put this room into a whales mouth, and you and Tom and I could sit round this table and take our tea upon his tongue quite comfortable. Isnt that true, Tom?

My mother looked at Tom, who removed his pipe, puffed a cloud of smoke, and nodded his head twice very decidedly.

Moreover, said I, a whale is so big and strong, that it can knock a boat right up into the air, and break in the sides of a ship. One day a whale fell right on top of one of our boats and smashed it all to bits. Now thats a real truth!

Again my mother looked at Tom Lokins, and again that worthy man puffed an immense cloud of smoke, and nodded his head more decidedly than before. Being anxious to put to flight all her doubts at once, he said solemnly, Old ooman, thats a fact!

Robert, said my mother, tell me something about the whales.

Just as she said this the door opened, and in came the good old gentleman with the nose like his cane-knob, and with as kind a heart as ever beat in a human breast. My mother had already told me that he came to see her regularly once a week, ever since I went to sea, except in summer, when he was away in the country, and that he had never allowed her to want for anything.

I need scarcely say that there was a hearty meeting between us three, and that we had much to say to each other. But in the midst of it all my mother turned to the old gentleman and said:

Robert was just going to tell me something about his adventures with the whales.

Thats capital! cried the old gentleman, rubbing his hands. Come, Bob, my boy, lets hear about em.

Being thus invited, I consented to spin them a yarn. The old gentleman settled himself in his chair, my mother smoothed her apron, folded her hands, and looked meekly into my face. Tom Lokins filled his pipe, stretched out his foot to poke the fire with the toe of his shoe, and began to smoke like a steam-engine; then I cleared my throat and began my tale, and before I had done talking that night, I had told them all that I have told in this little book to you, good reader, almost word for word.

Thus ended my first voyage to the South Seas. Many and many a trip have I made since then, and many a wonderful sight have I seen, both in the south and in the north. But if I were to write an account of all my adventures, my little book would grow into a big one; I must therefore come to a close.

The profits of this voyage were so great, that I was enabled to place my mother in a position of comfort for the rest of her life, which, alas! was very short. She died about six months after my return. I nursed her to the end, and closed her eyes. The last word she uttered was her Saviours name. She died, as she had lived, trusting in the Lord; and when I laid her dear head in the grave my heart seemed to die within me.

Im getting to be an old man now, but, through the blessing of God, I am comfortable and happy. As I have more than enough of this worlds goods, and no family to care for, my chief occupation is to look after the poor, and particularly the old women who live in my neighbourhood. After the work of the day is done, I generally go and spend the evening with Tom Lokins, who lives near by, and is stout and hearty still; or he comes and spends it with me, and, while we smoke our pipes together, we often fall to talking about those stirring days when, in the strength and hope of youth, we sailed together to the South Seas, and took to  Fighting the Whales.
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Chapter One.

Treats of Ships in General.

There is, perhaps, no contrivance in the wide world more wonderful than a ship  a full-rigged, well-manned, gigantic ship!

Those who regard familiar objects in art and nature as mere matters of course, and do not trouble themselves to wander out of the beaten track of everyday thought, may not at first feel the force or admit the truth of this statement. Let such folk endeavour to shake themselves vigorously out of this beaten track of everyday thought. Let them knit their brows and clench their teeth, and gaze steadfastly into the fire, or up at the sky, and try to realise what is involved in the idea of  a ship.

What would the men of old have said, if you had told them that you intended to take yonder large wooden house, launch it upon the sea, and proceed in it out of sight of land for a few days? Poor fellow, they would have replied, you are mad! Ah! many a wise philosopher has been deemed mad, not only by men of old, but by men of modern days. This mad idea has long since been fulfilled; for what is a ship but a wooden house made to float upon the sea, and sail with its inmates hither and thither, at the will of the guiding spirit, over a trackless unstable ocean for months together? It is a self-sustaining movable hotel upon the sea. It is an oasis in the desert of waters, so skilfully contrived as to be capable of advancing against wind and tide, and of outliving the wildest storms  the bitterest fury of winds and waves. It is the residence of a community, whose country for the time being is the ocean; or, as in the case of the Great Eastern steamship, it is a town with some thousands of inhabitants launched upon the deep.

Ships are, as it were, the electric sparks of the world, by means of which the superabundance of different countries is carried forth to fill, reciprocally, the voids in each. They are not only the media of intercourse between the various families of the human race, whereby our shores are enriched with the produce of other lands, but they are the bearers of inestimable treasures of knowledge from clime to clime, and of gospel light to the uttermost ends of the earth.

But for ships, we should never have heard of the wonders of the coral isles and the beauties of the golden South, or the phenomena and tempests of the icy North. But for ships, the stirring adventures and perils of Magellan, Drake, Cook, etcetera, had never been encountered; and even the far-famed Robinson Crusoe himself had never gladdened, and saddened, and romantically maddened the heart of youth with his escapes, his fights, his parrots, and his philosophy, as he now does, and as he will continue to do till the end of time.

Some account, then, of ships and boats, with anecdotes illustrative of the perils to which they are frequently exposed, cannot fail, we think, to prove interesting to all, especially to boys, for whose particular edification we now write. Boys, of all creatures in this world, are passionately fond of boats and ships; they make them of every shape and size, with every sort of tool, and hack and cut their fingers in the operation, as we know from early personal experience. They sail them, and wet their garments in so doing, to the well-known sorrow of all right-minded mammas. They lose them, too, and break their hearts, almost, at the calamity. They make little ones when they are little, and big ones when they grow big; and when they grow bigger they not unfrequently forsake the toy for the reality, embark in some noble craft, and wed the stormy sea.

A word in your ear, reader, at this point. Do not think that because you fall in love with a ship you will naturally and necessarily fall in love with the sea! Some do, and some dont: with those who do, it is well; with those who dont, and yet go to sea, it is remarkably ill. Think philosophically about going to sea, my lads. Try honestly to resist your own inclination as long as possible, and only go if you find that you cant help it! In such a case you will probably find that you are cut out for it  not otherwise. We love the sea with a true and deep affection, and often have we tossed upon her foam-topped waves; but we dont wish to be a sailor  by no manner of means!

And now, boys, come along, and we will conduct you as pleasantly and profitably as we can from a ships cradle, through all her stormy existence, to her grave.




Chapter Two.

The Earliest Days of Water-Travelling.

Once upon a time there were no ships. Men did not know the meaning of the word; they did not want them; and, for many, many centuries the sea-gulls had the ocean all to themselves. But boats are of very ancient date. Doubtless the first boats must have been constructed by the first men who dwelt on the earth. They consisted, probably  for we are now in the land of conjecture  of stumps of fallen trees, or bundles of rushes, seated astride of which the immediate descendants of our first parents ferried themselves over small lakes and across rivers.

Wet feet are not agreeable under any circumstances. We can conceive that prolonged voyages performed in this fashion  say several hundred yards or a mile  rendered those primitive mariners so uncomfortable, that they resolved to improve their condition; and, after much earnest thought, hit upon the plan of fastening several logs together by means of twigs, and thus they formed rafts.

As time progressed, and men began to display wisdom in making tools of stone and in the moulding of metal, we can imagine that they soon bethought [image: img32.jpg]themselves of flattening the surface of their rafts; and then, finding them unwieldy and difficult to manage, no doubt, they hit upon the idea of hollowing out the logs. Adzes were probably not invented at that time, so they betook themselves to the element of fire  which is at the present day used by savage nations for the same purpose  and burned out the insides of their logs. Thus canoes sprang into being.

But such canoes were clumsy and heavy, besides being liable to split; men therefore bethought themselves of constructing a light framework of wood, which they covered with bark or skin. Then artificers in iron invented saws; logs were ripped up; planks were formed; pitch oozed ready to hand from the trees; with grass, perchance, they caulked the seams;  and soon the first boat floated on the water  clumsy and tub-like, no doubt, but serviceable withal  and youths of a hundred years old, and full-grown men of two or three hundred, capered and shouted on the shore with delight at the great invention; while venerable patriarchs, of seven or eight hundred summers, gazed in wonder, with almost prophetic solemnity, and exclaimed that they had never before seen the like of that in all the course of their long, long lives!

Those times are old now  so old that men can scarcely get their minds to realise how old they are; nevertheless, the craft that were used then are used even now, and that not only among the savages of distant lands, but by men living at our very doors.

The coracle, a basket-boat of the most primitive description, is still occasionally met with in South Wales. It is neither more nor less than a large wicker basket covered with a hide, and is tub-shaped, and clumsy to a degree. When the Romans invaded Britain, this species of boat was in common use. [image: img33.jpg]Like the canoe of the North American Indian, it is easily upset, and we should think must be rather unmanageable; but as we are not likely ever again to be reduced to it in this country, we can afford to regard its faults with indifference.

From little boats to big boats there is but a step; and no doubt rivers were soon navigated, and new countries explored, while those who lived near the sea-coast dared even to launch their boats upon the ocean; but they hugged the shore, undoubtedly, and seldom ventured to proceed at night unless the stars shone brightly in the sky.

Years rolled on, and dwellers on the sea-coast became more and more venturous in their voyages along the shore. It behoved them to have larger boats, or barges, with numerous rowers, who would naturally carry weapons with them to guard themselves from foes. War-galleys sprang into being. Strong winds sometimes carried these off-shore, and out of sight of land. Ah, reader! who can conceive the feelings of the first mariners who saw the solid land sink on the horizon, and beheld nothing substantial in all the waste of waters, save their own tiny bark that reeled beneath them on the heaving billows? Perchance these first adventurers on the deep found their way back to land, and afterwards tried the bold experiment of steering by the stars. Perhaps not; but at length it did come about that ships were built, and men were found bold enough to put to sea in them for days and weeks together.

The ark is the first ship of which we have any authentic account. We now leave the region of conjecture; for the ark was built by Noah under the immediate direction of the Almighty, and we have a minute account of it in the Bible.

More than two thousand three hundred years before our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ came to earth, mans wickedness had attained to such a height that God resolved to destroy the inhabitants of the world by a deluge. But, in the midst of wrath, God remembered mercy. He spared Noah and his family, and saved them from destruction by placing them in the ark along with pairs of the lower animals.

Every reader of the Bible knows the story of the deluge; but everyone may not be aware that traditions of this deluge are found in every part of the earth. East, west, north, and south  civilised and savage  all men tell us of a great flood which once covered the world, and from which only one family was saved, in a boat, or a canoe, or an ark.

What the barbarous and savage nations know dimly from tradition, we know certainly and fully from the inspired Word of God. The ark was built; the flood came; Noah with his family and two of every living creature entered into it; and for months the first ship floated on a sea whose shoreless waves flowed round and round the world.

What the arks form was we cannot precisely tell; but we know its dimensions pretty accurately.

Although it was not intended for voyaging, the ark must necessarily have been a perfect model of a vessel, meant to float upon the waters. To some extent, too, it must have been fitted to ride upon turbulent billows; for it went upon the face of the waters for upwards of seven months, and before it rested finally on the top of Mount Ararat, God made a wind to pass over the earth, and the waters assuaged. In regard to its size, the most interesting way to consider it, perhaps, will be to compare it with the Great Eastern, the largest ship that has yet been built by man. Assuming a cubit to be about 18 inches, the length of the ark was about 450 feet, its breadth about 75 feet, and its depth about 45 feet.

The Great Easterns length is 680 feet, its breadth 83 feet, and its depth from deck to keel 60 feet.

The ark was built of gopher-wood, which is thought by some to be pine, by others cedar. It consisted of three stories, and had a window and a door, and was pitched within and without. But it had neither masts nor rudder; and it is evident that, although it was mans refuge, the ark was not designed to be managed by man, for after Noah and his family had entered in, God took on himself the guidance and preservation of their vessel. Thus our Saviour  of whom the ark was a type  specially guides and protects those who flee to him for refuge.

But although we have noticed the ark as being the first ship, we cannot with propriety place it in the front of the history of navigation. After the flood the ark seems to have been soon forgotten, or at least imperfectly remembered, and men reverted to their little canoes and clumsy boats, which sufficed for all their limited wants. It was not until about a thousand years later in the worlds history that men built ships of considerable size, and ventured on prolonged coasting-voyages, for the purposes of discovery and commerce. Navigation had been practised, and the art of ship-building had made very considerable progress, long before men dared to lose sight of the shore and venture out upon the mysterious bosom of the great unknown sea.

To the ancients the Mediterranean was the ocean; and among its bays, and creeks, and islands, maritime enterprise sprang into being and rose into celebrity. Among the Phoenicians, the Egyptians, and Hebrews, we find the earliest traces of navigation and commerce. The first of these nations, occupying the narrow slip of land between Mount Lebanon and the Mediterranean, rose into fame as mariners between the years 1700 and 1100 before Christ  the renowned city of Sidon being their great sea-port, whence their ships put forth to trade with Cyprus and Rhodes, Greece, Sardinia, Sicily, Gaul, and Spain. Little is known of the state of trade in those days, or of the form or size of ancient vessels. Homer tells us, in his account of the Trojan War, that the Phoenicians supplied the combatants with many articles of luxury; and from Scripture we learn that the same enterprising navigators brought gold to Solomon from Ophir in the year 1000 B.C.

A short time previous to this the Phoenicians ventured to pass through the Strait of Gibraltar, and for the first time beheld the great Atlantic Ocean. [image: img34.jpg]Proceeding along the coast of Spain, they founded Cadiz; and, not long after, creeping down the western coast of Africa, established colonies there. But their grandest feat was achieved about 600 years B.C., when they sailed down the Red Sea and the eastern coast of Africa, doubled the Cape of Good Hope, sailed up the western coast, and returned home by the Strait of Gibraltar. Bartholomew Diaz must hide his diminished head before this fact; for, although he gets all the credit, the Phoenicians of old doubled the Cape at least twenty centuries before him!

That long voyages were made by the men of old, before authentic history began, seems highly probable. The expedition of the Argonauts to Colchis in the year 1250 B.C., in search of the Golden Fleece, is the first ancient voyage that lays claim to authenticity. What the Golden Fleece was is uncertain; some think it was a term used to symbolise the mines of precious metals near the Black Sea. Whatever it was, the Argonauts went in search of it: whether or not they found it is unrecorded in history. Jason, son of the King of Thessaly, was the leader of this expedition, which consisted of one ship and fifty men. A man named Argus built the ship, which from him was named the Argo, hence the name of Argonauts.

In treating of ancient vessels, we may as well proceed on the principle suggested by a sagacious child, who, when his mother was about to tell him a story, usually begged of her to bedin at the bedinning. We shall begin at the beginning.




Chapter Three.

Rafts and Canoes.

Rafts, as we have already remarked, must undoubtedly have been the beginning of navigation. But they have not, like many other species of ancient craft, been altogether superseded by modern inventions. True, we do not nowadays carry on war on rafts, but we still carry on trade with them in many parts of the world. How the rafts of ancient times were formed we cannot tell precisely, though we can easily guess; but one thing we know, and that is, that the first improvement made in such craft was the thrusting of a few thick planks down into the water, to the depth of three or four feet, between the logs which composed the raft. These acted the part of a keel, and, by pressing against the water side-ways when a side wind blew, prevented the raft from making much of what is called leeway  that is, drifting in the direction in which the wind happened to be blowing. Some sorts of Dutch vessels use lee-boards for this purpose at the present time.

[image: img35.jpg]

The rafts now in use on the great rivers of America are exceedingly curious in many respects. One peculiarity of many of them is that they float themselves, not goods, to market  the pine logs of which they are constructed being the marketable commodity. Some of these lumber-rafts, as they are called, are of great size; and as their navigators have often to spend many weeks on them, slowly floating down the rivers, they build huts or little cottages on them, cook their provisions on board, and, in short, spend night and day in their temporary floating-homes as comfortably as if they were on the land.

When these rafts approach a waterfall or a rapid, they unfasten the lashings and allow several logs tied together to run down at a time. After the rapid is passed, the loose logs are collected together, the raft is reconstructed, and the voyage down to the sea continued. Of course, huts are built only on rafts which navigate the largest rivers, and are not thus liable to be taken to pieces.

[image: img36.jpg]

When the logs reach the sea, they are shipped to various parts of the world where timber is scarce. Large quantities are imported into Great Britain from Canada and other parts of America.

A bold thing has occasionally been done. Instead of shipping the logs in vessels, enterprising and ingenious men built them into a solid ship, leaving a small space to serve as a cabin and a hold for provisions; then, erecting masts, they hoisted sail, and in this singular craft crossed the Atlantic. On arriving at port they broke up their raft-ship and sold it.

[image: img37.jpg]

The immense size of the rafts which are floated down some of the great rivers of the world may be gathered from the following engraving, which represents a raft on the Dwina, one of the great rivers of Russia.

Rafts, however, have not been confined to the purposes of traffic. They have frequently been the means of saving the lives of shipwrecked mariners; but too often they have been the means only of prolonging the wretched existence of those who have ultimately perished at sea.



Turning now from the consideration of rafts, we shall describe canoes.

Canoes must, we think, have been invented after rafts. They were formed, as we have said, out of logs, of bark and of skins stretched upon frames of wood. Of ancient canoes we can say little. But it is probable that they were similar in most respects to the canoes used by savage nations at the present time; for man, in his lowest or most savage condition, is necessarily the same now that he was in ancient times. We shall, therefore, take a glance at the canoes of savage nations now existing, and thus shall form a good idea, we doubt not, of what canoes were in days of old.

Simplest among them all, perhaps, are the canoes of the North American Indians. [image: img38.jpg]These are built of thin laths and ribs of wood, and are covered with the bark of the birch-tree. The sheets of bark are not a quarter of an inch thick. Several sheets are used in the covering of one canoe. They are sewed together with the long pliant roots of the pine, and the seams are rendered tight with gum procured from the same tree. So light are these canoes, that two men can carry on their shoulders one capable of holding eight or ten men, with their provisions, etcetera, for a voyage of many months. They are of various sizes  from the hunting canoe which holds one Indian, to the largest canoe that carries fourteen. They are propelled by short paddles instead of oars.

Many and terrible are the risks run by voyageurs who travel through the lakes and rivers of North America in these canoes.

The following anecdote is related of a narrow escape made by some fur-traders while descending one of the rivers in the backwoods of the Hudson Bay Territory:  One fine evening in autumn, a north-canoe was gliding swiftly down one of the noble bends in the river referred to. New, beautiful, and ever-changing scenes were being constantly opened up to the view of the voyageurs, whose plaintive and beautiful canoe-songs were rolling over the waters. Suddenly the song ceased as the distant roar of a waterfall struck their ears, and the steersmen  for there are usually two, one in the bow and one in the stern  prepared to land and make a portage,  that is, carry the canoe and lading past the falls by land, and re-launch and re-load in the smooth water below.

The approach to the landing-place at the head of the fall was somewhat difficult, owing to a point of rock which projected into the stream in the direction of the fall, and round which point it was necessary to steer with some dexterity, in order to avoid being drawn into the strong current. The fearless guides, however, had often passed the place in former years in safety, and accordingly dashed at the point with reckless indifference, their paddles flinging a circle of spray over their heads as they changed from side to side with graceful but vigorous rapidity. The swift stream carried them quickly round the point of danger, and they had almost reached the quiet eddy near the landing-place when the stem of the canoe was caught by the current, which instantly whirled it out from the shore and carried it down stream like an arrow. Another moment, and the gushing water dragged them to the verge of the fall, which thundered and foamed among frightful chasms and rocks many feet below. It was the work of a moment. The stern of the canoe almost overhung the abyss, and the voyageurs plied their paddles with the desperation of men who felt that their lives depended on the exertions of the next awful minute. For a few seconds the canoe remained stationary, and seemed to tremble on the brink of destruction  the strength of the water and the power of the men being almost equally balanced  then, inch by inch, it began slowly to ascend the stream. The danger was past! A few nervous strokes, and the canoe shot out of the current like an arrow, and floated in safety in the still water below the point.

The whole thing, from beginning to end, occurred in a few seconds; but who can describe or comprehend the tumultuous gush of feeling aroused during those brief moments in the bosoms of the voyageurs? The sudden, electric change from tranquil safety to the verge of what appeared certain destruction  and then, deliverance! It was one of those thrilling incidents which frequently occur to those who thread the wildernesses of this world, and is little thought of by them beyond the moment of danger; yet it was one of those solemn seasons, more or less numerous in the history of all men, when the Almighty speaks to his careless creatures in a voice that cannot be mistaken, however much it may be slighted; awakening them, with a rough grasp, to behold the slender cord that suspends them over the abyss of eternity.

The canoes used by the Eskimos who inhabit the Polar Regions are made of a light framework of wood, which is covered entirely over with seal-skin  a round hole being left in the centre, in which the Eskimo sits. Round this hole there is a loose piece of skin, which is drawn up by the man and fastened round his waist. The machine is thus completely water-tight. No waves can dash into, although they can sweep over it; and if by chance it should upset, the Eskimo can turn it and himself up into the proper position by one dexterous sweep of his long, double-bladed paddle. The paddle, which varies from ten to fifteen feet, is simply a pole with a blade at each end. It is grasped in the centre, and each end dipped alternately on either side of the kayak, as this canoe is called. Eskimo kayaks are first-rate sea-boats. They can face almost any sort of weather. They are extremely light, and are propelled by the natives very swiftly. In these frail canoes the natives of the Polar Regions pursue seals and whales, and even venture to attack the walrus in his native element. The kayak is used exclusively by the men. The oomiak, or womens canoe, is of much larger and clumsier construction, somewhat like a boat. It is open above, and can hold a large family of women and children. Like the kayak, it is a framework of wood covered with seal-skin, and is propelled by means of short paddles of the spoon form.

[image: img39.jpg]

The famous Rob Roy canoe, which is now so much in vogue among boys and young men of aquatic tendency, is constructed and managed on precisely the same principles with the Eskimo kayak; the only difference between the two being that the Rob Roy canoe is made of thin wood instead of skin, and is altogether a more elegant vessel. An account of it will be found in our chapter on Boats. The South Sea islanders also use a canoe which they propel with a double-bladed paddle similar to that of the Eskimos. They are wonderfully expert and fearless in the management of this canoe, as may be seen from the annexed woodcut.

[image: img40.jpg]

In order to show that the paddle of the canoe is more natural to man than the oar, we present a picture of the canoe used by the Indians of the Amazon in South America. Here we see thar the savages of the south, like their brethren of the north, sit with their faces to the bow and urge their bark forward by neans of short paddles, without using the gunwale as a fulcrum. The oar is decidedly a more modern and a more scientific instrument than the paddle, but the latter is better suited to some kinds of navigation than the former.

[image: img41.jpg]

Very different indeed from the light canoes just described are the canoes of the South Sea islanders. Some are large, and some are small; some long, some short; a few elegant, a few clumsy; and one or two peculiarly remarkable. Most of them are narrow, and liable to upset; in order to prevent which catastrophe the natives have ingeniously, though clumsily, contrived a sort of outrigger, or plank, which they attach to the side of the canoe to keep it upright. They also fasten two canoes together to steady them.

One of these double canoes is thus described by Cheever in his Island World of the Pacific: A double canoe is composed of two single ones of the same size placed parallel to each other, three or four feet apart, and secured in their places by four or five pieces of wood, curved just in the shape of a bit-stock. These are lashed to both canoes with the strongest cinet, made of cocoa-nut fibre, so as to make the two almost as much one as same of the double ferry-boats that ply between Brooklyn and New York. A flattened arch is thus made by the bow-like cross-pieces over the space between the canoes, upon which a board or a couple of stout poles laid lengthwise constitute an elevated platform for passengers and freight, while those who paddle and steer sit in the bodies of the canoes at the sides. A slender mast, which may be unstepped in a minute, rises from about the centre of this platform, to give support to a very simple sail, now universally made of white cotton cloth, but formerly of mats.

[image: img42.jpg]

The double canoes belonging to the chiefs of the South Sea islanders are the largest,  some of them being nearly seventy feet long, yet they are each only about two feet wide and three or four feet deep. The sterns are remarkably high  fifteen or eighteen feet above the water.

The war canoes are also large and compactly built; the stern being low and covered, so as to afford shelter from stones and darts. A rude imitation of a head or some grotesque figure is usually carved on the stern; while the stem is elevated, curved like the neck of a swan, and terminates frequently in the carved figure of a birds head. These canoes are capable of holding fifty warriors. Captain Cook describes some as being one hundred and eight feet long. All of them, whether single or double, mercantile or war canoes, are propelled by paddles, the men sitting with their faces in the direction in which they are going.

As may be supposed, these canoes are often upset in rough weather; but as the South Sea islanders are expert swimmers, they generally manage to right their canoes and scramble into them again. Their only fear on such occasions is being attacked by sharks. Ellis, in his interesting book, Polynesian Researches, relates an instance of this kind of attack which was made upon a number of chiefs and people  about thirty-two  who were passing from one island to another in a large double canoe: They were overtaken by a tempest, the violence of which tore their canoes from the horizontal spars by which they were united. It was in vain for them to endeavour to place them upright again, or to empty out the water, for they could not prevent their incessant overturning. As their only resource, they collected the scattered spars and boards, and constructed a raft, on which they hoped they might drift to land. The weight of the whole number who were collected on the raft was so great as to sink it so far below the surface that they stood above their knees in water. They made very little progress, and soon became exhausted by fatigue and hunger. In this condition they were attacked by a number of sharks. Destitute of a knife or any other weapon of defence, they fell an easy prey to these rapacious monsters. One after another was seized and devoured, or carried away by them, and the survivors, who with dreadful anguish beheld their companions thus destroyed, saw the number of their assailants apparently increasing, as each body was carried off until only two or three remained.

The raft, thus lightened of its load, rose to the surface of the water, and placed them beyond the reach of the voracious jaws of their relentless destroyers. The tide and current soon carried them to the shore, where they landed to tell the melancholy fate of their fellow-voyagers.

Captain Cook refers to the canoes of New Zealand thus:  

The ingenuity of these people appears in nothing more than in their canoes. They are long and narrow, and in shape very much resemble a New England whale-boat. The larger sort seem to be built chiefly for war, and will carry from forty to eighty or a hundred armed men. We measured one which lay ashore at Tolaga; she was sixty-eight and a half feet long, five feet broad, and three and a half feet deep. The bottom was sharp, with straight sides like a wedge, and consisted of three lengths, hollowed out to about two inches, or one inch and a half thick, and well fastened together with strong plaiting. Each side consisted of one entire plank, sixty-three feet long, ten or twelve inches broad, and about one inch and a quarter thick; and these were fitted and lashed to the bottom part with great dexterity and strength.

A considerable number of thwarts were laid from gunwale to gunwale, to which they were securely lashed on each side, as a strengthening to the boat. The ornament at the head projected five or six feet beyond the body, and was about four and a half feet high. The ornament at the stern was fixed upon that end as the stern-post of a ship is upon her keel, and was about fourteen feet high, two broad, and one inch and a half thick. They both consisted of boards of carved work, of which the design was much better than the execution. All their canoes, except a few at Opoorage or Mercury Bay, which were of one piece, and hollowed by fire, are built after this plan, and few are less than twenty feet long. Some of the smaller sort have outriggers; and sometimes two are joined together, but this is not common.

The carving upon the stern and head ornaments of the inferior boats, which seemed to be intended wholly for fishing, consists of the figure of a man, with the face as ugly as can be conceived, and a monstrous tongue thrust out of the mouth, with the white shells of sea-ears stuck in for eyes. But the canoes of the superior kind, which seem to be their men-of-war, are magnificently adorned with openwork, and covered with loose fringes of black feathers, which had a most elegant appearance. The gunwale boards were also frequently carved in a grotesque taste, and adorned with tufts of white feathers placed upon black ground. The paddles are small and neatly made. The blade is of an oval shape, or rather of a shape resembling a large leaf, pointed at the bottom, broadest in the middle, and gradually losing itself in the shaft, the whole length being about six feet. By the help of these oars they push on their boats with amazing velocity.

Mr Ellis, to whose book reference has already been made, and who visited the South Sea Islands nearly half a century later than Cook, tells us that the single canoes used by some of the islanders are far safer than the double canoes for long voyages, as the latter are apt to be torn asunder during a storm, and then they cannot be prevented from constantly upsetting.

Single canoes are not so easily separated from their outrigger. Nevertheless they are sometimes upset in rough seas; but the natives dont much mind this. When a canoe is upset and fills, the natives, who learn to swim like ducks almost as soon as they can walk, seize hold of one end of the canoe, which they press down so as to elevate the other end above the sea, by which means a great part of the water runs out; they then suddenly loose their hold, and the canoe falls back on the water, emptied in some degree of its contents. Swimming along by the side of it, they bale out the rest, and climbing into it, pursue their voyage.

Europeans, however, are not so indifferent to being overturned as are the savages. On one occasion Mr Ellis, accompanied by three ladies, Mrs Orsmond, Mrs Barff, and his wife, with her two children and one or two natives, were crossing a harbour in the island of Huahine. A female servant was sitting in the forepart of the canoe with Mr Elliss little girl in her arms. His infant boy was at its mothers breast; and a native, with a long light pole, was paddling or pushing the canoe along, when a small buhoe, with a native youth sitting in it, darted out from behind a bush that hung over the water, and before they could turn or the youth could stop his canoe, it ran across the outrigger. This in an instant went down, the canoe was turned bottom upwards, and the whole party precipitated into the sea.

The sun had set soon after they started from the opposite side, and the twilight being very short, the shades of evening had already thickened round them, which prevented the natives on shore from seeing their situation. The native woman, being quite at home in the water, held the little girl up with one hand, and swam with the other towards the shore, aiding at the same time Mrs Orsmond, who had caught hold of her long hair, which floated on the water behind her. Mrs Barff, on rising to the surface, caught hold of the outrigger of the canoe that had occasioned the disaster, and calling out loudly for help, informed the people on shore of their danger, and speedily brought them to their assistance. Mrs Orsmonds husband, happening to be at hand at the time, rushed down to the beach and plunged at once into the water. His wife, on seeing him, quitted her, hold of the native woman, and grasping her husband, would certainly have drowned both him and herself had not the natives sprung in and rescued them.

Mahinevahine, the queen of the island, leaped into the sea and rescued Mrs Barff; Mr Ellis caught hold of the canoe, and supported his wife and their infant until assistance came. Thus they were all saved.

The South Sea islanders, of whose canoes we have been writing, are  some of them at least  the fiercest savages on the face of the earth. They wear little or no clothing, and practise cannibalism  that is, man-eating  from choice. They actually prefer human flesh to any other. Of this we are informed on most unquestionable authority.

Doubtless the canoes which we have described are much the same now as they were a thousand years ago; so that, by visiting those parts of the earth where the natives are still savage, we may, as it were, leap backward into ancient times, and behold with our own eyes the state of marine architecture as it existed when our own forefathers were savages, and paddled about the Thames and the Clyde on logs, and rafts, and wicker-work canoes.




Chapter Four.

Ancient Ships and Navigators.

Everything must have a beginning, and, however right and proper things may appear to those who begin them, they generally wear a strange, sometimes absurd, aspect to those who behold them after the lapse of many centuries.

When we think of the trim-built ships and yachts that now cover the ocean far and wide, we can scarce believe it possible that men really began the practice of navigation, and first put to sea, in such grotesque vessels as that represented on page 55.

In a former chapter reference has been made to the rise of commerce and maritime enterprise, to the fleets and feats of the Phoenicians, Egyptians, and Hebrews in the Mediterranean, where commerce and navigation first began to grow vigorous. We shall now consider the peculiar structure of the ships and boats in which their maritime operations were carried on.

Boats, as we have said, must have succeeded rafts and canoes, and big boats soon followed in the wake of little ones. Gradually, as mens wants increased, the magnitude of their boats also increased, until they came to deserve the title of little ships. These enormous boats, or little ships, were propelled by means of oars of immense size; and, in order to advance with anything like speed, the oars and rowers had to be multiplied, until they became very numerous.

In our own day we seldom see a boat requiring more than eight or ten oars. In ancient times boats and ships required sometimes as many as four hundred oars to propel them.

The forms of the ancient ships were curious and exceedingly picturesque, owing to the ornamentation with which their outlines were broken, and the high elevation of their bows and sterns.

We have no very authentic details of the minutiae of the form or size of ancient ships, but antiquarians have collected a vast amount of desultory information, which, when put together, enables us to form a pretty good idea of the manner of working them, while ancient coins and sculptures have given us a notion of their general aspect. No doubt many of these records are grotesque enough, nevertheless they must be correct in the main particulars.

Homer, who lived 1000 B.C., gives, in his Odyssey, an account of ship-building in his time, to which antiquarians attach much importance, as showing the ideas then prevalent in reference to geography, and the point at which the art of ship-building had then arrived. Of course due allowance must be made for Homers tendency to indulge in hyperbole.

Ulysses, king of Ithaca, and deemed on of the wisest Greeks who went to Troy, having been wrecked upon an island, is furnished by the nymph Calypso with the means of building a ship,  that hero being determined to seek again his native shore and return to his home and his faithful spouse Penelope.

Forth issuing thus, she gave him first to wield

A weighty axe, with truest temper steeled,

And double-edged; the handle smooth and plain,

Wrought of the clouded olives easy grain;

And next, a wedge to drive with sweepy sway;

Then to the neighbouring forest led the way.

On the lone islands utmost verge there stood

Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood,

Whose leafless summits to the skies aspire,

Scorched by the sun, or seared by heavenly fire

(Already dried). These pointing out to view,

The nymph just showed him, and with tears withdrew.



Now toils the hero; trees on trees oerthrown

Fall crackling round, and the forests groan;

Sudden, full twenty on the plain are strewed,

And lopped and lightened of their branchy load.

At equal angles these disposed to join,

He smoothed and squared them by the rule and line.

(The wimbles for the work Calypso found),

With those he pierced them and with clinchers bound.

Long and capacious as a shipwright forms

Some barks broad bottom to outride the storms,

So large he built the raft; then ribbed it strong

From space to space, and nailed the planks along.

These formed the sides; the deck he fashioned last;

Then oer the vessel raised the taper mast,

With crossing sail-yards dancing in the wind:

And to the helm the guiding rudder joined

(With yielding osiers fenced to break the force

Of surging waves, and steer the steady course).

Thy loom, Calypso, for the future sails

Supplied the cloth, capacious of the gales.

With stays and cordage last he rigged the ship,

And, rolled on levers, launched her on the deep.

The [image: img43.jpg]ships of the ancient Greeks and Romans were divided into various classes, according to the number of ranks or banks, that is, rows, of oars. Monoremes contained one bank of oars; biremes, two banks; triremes, three; quadriremes, four; quinqueremes, five; and so on. But the two latter were seldom used, being unwieldy, and the oars in the upper rank almost unmanageable from their great length and weight.

Ptolemy Philopator of Egypt is said to have built a gigantic ship with no less than forty tiers of oars, one above the other! She was managed by 4000 men, besides whom there were 2850 combatants; she had four rudders and a double prow. Her stern was decorated with splendid paintings of ferocious and fantastic animals; her oars protruded through masses of foliage; and her hold was filled with grain!

That this account is exaggerated and fanciful is abundantly evident; but it is highly probable that Ptolemy did construct one ship, if not more, of uncommon size.

The [image: img44.jpg]sails used in these ships were usually square; and when there was more than one mast, that nearest the stern was the largest. The rigging was of the simplest description, consisting sometimes of only two ropes from the mast to the bow and stern. There was usually a deck at the bow and stern, but never in the centre of the vessel. Steering was managed by means of a huge broad oar, sometimes a couple, at the stern. A formidable beak was affixed to the fore-part of the ships of war, with which the crew charged the enemy. The vessels were painted black, with red ornaments on the bows; to which latter Homer is supposed to refer when he writes of red-cheeked [image: img45.jpg]ships.

Ships built by the Greeks and Romans for war were sharper and more elegant than those used in commerce; the latter being round bottomed, and broad, in order to contain cargo.

The Corinthians were the first to introduce triremes into their navy (about 700 years B.C.), and they were also the first who had any navy of importance. The Athenians soon began to emulate them, and ere long constructed a large fleet of vessels both for war and commerce. [image: img46.jpg]That these ancient ships were light compared with ours, is proved by the fact that when the Greeks landed to commence the siege of Troy they drew up their ships on the shore. We are also told that ancient mariners, when they came to a long narrow promontory of land, were sometimes wont to land, draw their ships bodily across the narrowest part of the isthmus, and launch them on the other side.

Moreover, they had a salutary dread of what sailors term blue water  that is, the deep, distant sea  and never ventured out of sight of land. They had no compass to direct them, and in their coasting voyages of discovery they were guided, if blown out to sea, by the stars.

The sails were made of linen in Homers time; subsequently sail-cloth was made of hemp, rushes, and leather. Sails were sometimes dyed of various colours and with curious patterns. Huge ropes were fastened round the ships to bind them more firmly together, and the bulwarks were elevated beyond the frame of the vessels by wicker-work covered with skins.

Stones were used for anchors, and sometimes crates of small stones or sand; but these were not long of being superseded by iron anchors with teeth or flukes.

The Romans were not at first so strong in naval power as their neighbours, but in order to keep pace with them they were ultimately compelled to devote more attention to their navies. About 260 B.C. they raised a large fleet to carry on the war with Carthage. A Carthaginian quinquereme which happened to be wrecked on their coast was taken possession of by the Romans, used as a model, and one hundred and thirty ships constructed from it. These ships were all built, it is said, in six days; but this appears almost incredible. We must not, however, judge the power of the ancients by the standard of present times. It is well known that labour was cheap then, and we have recorded in history the completion of great works in marvellously short time, by the mere force of myriads of workmen.

The Romans not only succeeded in raising a considerable navy, but they proved themselves ingenious in the contrivance of novelties in their war-galleys. [image: img47.jpg]They erected towers on the decks, from the top of which their warriors fought as from the walls of a fortress. They also placed small cages or baskets on the top of their masts, in which a few men were placed to throw javelins down on the decks of the enemy; a practice which is still carried out in principle at the present day, men being placed in the tops of the masts of our men-of-war, whence they fire down on the enemy. It was a bullet from the top of one of the masts of the enemy that laid low our greatest naval hero, Lord Nelson.

From this time the Romans maintained a powerful navy. They crippled the maritime power of their African foes, and built a number of ships with six and even ten ranks of oars. The Romans became exceedingly fond of representations of sea-fights, and Julius Caesar dug a lake in the Campus Martius specially for these exhibitions. They were not by any means sham fights. The unfortunates who manned the ships on these occasions were captives or criminals, who fought as the gladiators did  to the death  until one side was exterminated or spared by imperial clemency. In one of these battles no fewer than a hundred ships and nineteen thousand combatants were engaged!

Such were the people who invaded Britain in the year 55 B.C. under Julius Caesar, and such the vessels from which they landed upon our shores to give battle to the then savage natives of our country.

It is a curious fact that the crusades of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries were the chief cause of the advancement of navigation after the opening of the Christian era. During the first five hundred years after the birth of our Lord, nothing worthy of notice in the way of maritime enterprise or discovery occurred.

But about this time an event took place which caused the foundation of one of the most remarkable maritime cities in the world. In the year 476 Italy was invaded by the barbarians. One tribe, the Veneti, who dwelt upon the north-eastern shores of the Adriatic, escaped the invaders by fleeing for shelter to the marshes and sandy islets at the head of the gulf, whither their enemies could not follow by land, owing to the swampy nature of the ground, nor by sea, on account of the shallowness of the waters. The Veneti took to fishing, then to making salt, and finally to mercantile enterprises. They began to build, too, on those sandy isles, and soon their cities covered ninety islands, many of which were connected by bridges. And thus arose the far-famed city of the waters Beautiful Venice, the bride of the sea.

Soon the Venetians, and their neighbours the Genoese, monopolised the commerce of the Mediterranean.

The crusades now began, and for two centuries the Christian warred against the Turk in the name of Him who, they seem to have forgotten, if indeed the mass of them ever knew, is styled the Prince of Peace. One of the results of these crusades was that the Europeans engaged acquired a taste for Eastern luxuries, and the fleets of Venice and Genoa, Pisa and Florence, ere long crowded the Mediterranean, laden with jewels, silks, perfumes, spices, and such costly merchandise. The Normans, the Danes, and the Dutch also began to take active part in the naval enterprise thus fostered, and the navy of France was created under the auspices of Philip Augustus.
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The result of all this was that there was a great moving, and, to some extent, commingling of the nations. The knowledge of arts and manufactures was interchanged, and of necessity the knowledge of various languages spread. The West began constantly to demand the products of the East, wealth began to increase, and the sum of human knowledge to extend.

Shortly after this era of opening commercial prosperity in the Mediterranean, the hardy Northmen performed deeds on the deep which outrival those of the great Columbus himself, and were undertaken many centuries before his day.

The Angles, the Saxons, and the Northmen inhabited the borders of the Baltic, the shores of the German Ocean, and the coasts of Norway. Like [image: img49.jpg]the nations on the shores of the Mediterranean, they too became famous navigators; but, unlike them, war and piracy were their chief objects of pursuit. Commerce was secondary.

In vessels resembling that of which the above is a representation, those nations went forth to plunder the dwellers in more favoured climes, and to establish the Anglo-Saxon dominion in England; and their celebrated King Alfred became the founder of the naval power of Britain, which was destined in future ages to rule the seas.

It was the Northmen who, in huge open boats, pushed off without chart or compass (for neither existed at that time) into the tempestuous northern seas, and, in the year 863, discovered the island of Iceland; in 983, the coast of Greenland; and, a few years later, those parts of the American coast now called Long Island, Rhode Island, Massachusetts, Nova Scotia, and Newfoundland. It is true they did not go forth with the scientific and commercial views of Columbus; neither did they give to the civilised world the benefit of their knowledge of those lands. But although their purpose was simply selfish, we cannot withhold our admiration of the bold, daring spirit displayed by those early navigators, under circumstances of the greatest possible disadvantage  with undecked or half-decked boats, meagre supplies, no scientific knowledge or appliances, and the stars their only guide over the trackless waste of waters.

In the course of time, one or two adventurous travellers pushed into Asia, and men began to ascertain that the world was not the insignificant disc, or cylinder, or ball they had deemed it. Perhaps one of the chief among those adventurous travellers was Marco Polo, a Venetian, who lived in the latter part of the thirteenth century. He made known the central and eastern portions of Asia, Japan, the islands of the Indian Archipelago, part of the continent of Africa, and the island of Madagascar, and is considered the founder of the modern geography of Asia.

The adventures of this wonderful man were truly surprising, and although he undoubtedly exaggerated to some extent in his account of what he had seen, his narrations are for the most part truthful. He and his companions were absent on their voyages and travels twenty-one years.

Marco Polo died; but the knowledge of the East opened up by him, his adventures and his wealth, remained behind to stir up the energies of European nations. Yet there is no saying how long the world would have groped on in this twilight of knowledge, and mariners would have continued to hug the shore as in days gone by, had not an event occurred which at once revolutionised the science of navigation, and formed a new era in the history of mankind. This was the invention of the mariners compass.




Chapter Five.

The Mariners Compass  Portuguese Discoveries.

What is the compass? every philosophical youth of inquiring disposition will naturally ask. We do not say that all youths will make this inquiry. Many there are who will at once say, Oh, I know! Its a needle with a card on the top of it  sometimes a needle with a card under it  which always points to the north, and shows sailors how to steer their ships.

Very well explained indeed, my self-sufficient friend; but you have not answered the question. You have told us what a compass is like, and one of the uses to which it is applied; but you have not yet told what it is. A man who had never heard of a compass might exclaim, What! a needle! Is it a darning needle, or a knitting needle, or a drawing-through needle? And which end points to the north  the eye or the point? And if you lay it on the table the wrong end to the north, will it turn round of its own accord?

You laugh, perhaps, and explain; but it would have been better to have explained correctly at first. Thus:  

The mariners compass is a small, flat bar of magnetised steel, which, when balanced on a pivot, turns one of its ends persistently towards the north pole  the other, of course, towards the south pole; and it does this in consequence of its being magnetised. A card is fixed above, sometimes below, this bar of steel (which is called the needle), whereon are marked the cardinal points  north, south, east, and west  with their subdivisions or intermediate points, by means of which the true direction of any point can be ascertained.

Aha! you exclaim, Mr Author, but you yourself have omitted part of the explanation. Why is it that the magnetising of the needle causes it to turn to the north?

I answer humbly, I cannot tell; but, further, I assert confidently, Neither can anybody else. The fact is known, and we see its result; but the reason why magnetised steel or iron should have this tendency, this polarity, is one of the mysteries which man has not yet been able to penetrate, and probably never will.

Having explained the nature of the compass, as far as explanation is possible, we present our reader with a picture of one.

It will be seen that there are four large points  N, S, E, and W  the cardinal points above referred to, and that these are subdivided by twelve smaller points, with one little black triangular point between each, and a multitude of smaller points round the outer circle. To give these points their correct names is called boxing the compass,  a lesson which all seamen can trip off their tongues like A, B, C, and which most boys could learn in a few hours.
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For the sake of those who are anxious to acquire the knowledge, we give the following explanation: Let us begin with north. The large point midway between N and E (to the right) is north-east. The corresponding point midway between N and W (to the left) is north-west. A glance will show that the corresponding points towards the south are respectively south-east and south-west (usually written S.E. and S.W., as the two former points are written N.E. and N.W.). Now, to read off the compass with this amount of knowledge is very simple. Thus: North, north-east, east, south-east, south, south-west, west, north-west, north. But be it observed that, in the language of the sea, the th is thrown overboard, except when the words north and south occur alone. When conjoined with other points they are pronounced thus: nor-east, sou-east; and so on.

To come now to the smaller subdivisions, it will suffice to take a quarter of the circle. The point midway between N.E. and N. is nor-nor-east (N.N.E.), and the corresponding one between N.E. and E. is east nor-east (E.N.E.). These points are again subdivided by little black points which are thus named:  The first, next the N., is north by east (N. by E.); the corresponding one next the E. is east by north (E. by N.). The second black point from N. is nor-east by north (N.E. by N.), and the corresponding one  namely, the second black point from east  is nor-east by east (N.E. by E.). Thus, in reading off the compass, we say  beginning at north and proceeding to east  North: north by east; nor-nor-east; nor-east by north; nor-east; nor-east by east; east nor-east; east by north; east;  and so on with the other quarters of the circle.

So much for boxing the compass. The manner in which it is used on board ship, and the various instruments employed in connection with it in the working of a vessel at sea, will be explained shortly; but first let us glance at the history of the compass.

It is a matter of great uncertainty when, where, and by whom the mariners compass was invented. Flavio Gioia, a Neapolitan captain or pilot, who lived about the beginning of the fourteenth century, was generally recognised throughout Europe as the inventor of this useful instrument; but time and research have thrown new light on this subject. Probably the Neapolitan pilot was the first who brought the compass into general notice in Europe; but long before 1303 (the year in which it was said to have been invented) the use of the magnetic needle was known to the Chinese.

Loadstone, that mineral which has the mysterious power of attracting iron, and also of imparting to iron its own attractive power, was known to the Chinese before the year 121, in which year a famous Chinese dictionary was completed, wherein the word magnet is defined as the name of a stone which gives direction to a needle. This proves not only that they knew the attractive properties of the loadstone, and its power of imparting these properties to metal, but also that they were aware of the polarity of a magnetised needle. Another Chinese dictionary, published between the third and fourth centuries, speaks of ships being guided in their course to the south by means of the magnet; and in a medical work published in China in 1112, mention is made of the variation of the needle, showing that the Chinese had not only used the needle as a guide at sea, but had observed this one of its well-known peculiarities  namely, the tendency of the needle to point in a very slight degree away from the true north.

In the thirteenth century, too, we find mention made of the needle by a poet and by two other writers; so that whatever Flavio Gioia may have done (and it is probable he did much) in the way of pushing the compass into notice in Europe, he cannot be said to be the inventor of it. That honour doubtless belongs to the Chinese. Be this as it may, the compass was invented; and in the fourteenth century it began that revolution in maritime affairs to which we have alluded.

The first compasses were curiously formed. The Chinese used a magnetised needle, which they placed in a bit of rush or pith, which was floated in a basin of water, and thus allowed to move freely and turn towards the poles. They also made needles in the form of iron fish. An Arabian author of the thirteenth century thus writes: I heard it said that the captains in the Indian seas substitute for the needle and reed a hollow iron fish magnetised, so that, when placed in the water, it points to the north with its head and to the south with its tail. The reason that the iron fish does not sink, is that metallic bodies, even the heaviest, float when hollow and when they displace a quantity of water greater than their own weight.

The use of the compass at sea is so simple, that, after what has been said, it scarcely requires explanation. When a ship sets sail for any port, she knows, first of all, the position of the port from which she sets sail, as well as that to which she is bound. A straight line drawn from the one to the other is her true course, supposing that there is deep, unobstructed water all the way; and if the compass be placed upon that line, the point of the compass through which it passes is the point by which she ought to steer. Suppose that her course ran through the east point of the compass: the ships head would at once be turned in that direction, and she would continue her voyage with the needle of the compass pointing straight across the deck, and the east and west points straight along it.

But various causes arise in the actual practice of navigation to prevent a ship keeping her true course. Winds may be contrary, and currents may drive her either to the one side or the other of it; while land  promontories, islands, and shallows  compel her to deviate from the direct line. A vessel also makes what is called leeway; which means that, when the wind blows on her side, she not only advances forward, but also slides through the water sidewise. Thus, in the course of a day, she may get a considerable distance off her true course  in sea parlance, make a good deal of leeway.

To perform the voyage correctly and safely in the face of these obstacles and hindrances is the aim and end of navigation; and the manner of proceeding is as follows:  

The hour is carefully noted on setting sail, and from that moment, night and day, to the end of the voyage, certain observations are made and entered in the ships journal, called the log. Every hour the rate at which the ship is going is ascertained and carefully noted. The point of the compass towards which the ship is to be steered is given by the captain or officer in command to the steersman, who stands at the wheel with a compass always before him in a box called the binnacle. The course is never changed except by distinct orders from those in command; and when it is changed, the hour when the change is made and the new course to be steered are carefully noted down. Thus, at the end of the day, or at any other time if desired, the position of the ship can be ascertained by her course being drawn upon a chart of the ocean over which she is sailing,  correct charts, or maps, being provided by the captain before starting.

The estimate thus made is, however, not absolutely correct. It is called the dead-reckoning, and is only an approximation to the truth, because allowance has to be made for leeway, which can only be guessed at. Allowance has also to be made for variations in the rate of sailing in each hour, for the winds do not always blow with exactly the same force during any hour of the day. On the contrary, they may vary several times within an hour, both in force and in direction. Those variations have to be watched and allowed for; but such allowance may be erroneous in a greater or less degree. Currents, too, may have exerted an unseen influence on the ship, thus rendering the calculation still less correct. Nevertheless, dead-reckoning is often the only guide the sailor has to depend upon for days at a time, when storms and cloudy skies prevent him from ascertaining his true position by other means, of which we shall speak presently.

Of course, in the early days of navigation there were no charts of the ocean. The navigator knew not whither he was hurrying over the wild waste of waters; but by observing the relative position of some of the fixed stars to his course while sailing out to sea, he could form a rough idea of the proper course to steer in order to return to the port whence he had started.

The compass, then, shows the sailor the course he has been going, and the log (of which more presently) enables him to ascertain the rate at which he has proceeded; while his chronometers, or time-keepers, tell him the time during which the course and rate of sailing have been kept up. And many a long cruise on the unknown deep has been successfully accomplished in days of old by bold seamen, with this method of dead-reckoning; and many a mariner at the present day depends almost entirely on it, while all are, during thick, stormy weather, dependent on it for days and sometimes weeks together.

The log, to which we have referred, is the instrument by which is determined the rate at which a ship is progressing. It is a very simple contrivance: a triangular piece of wood about the size of a large saucer, with a piece of stout cord fastened to each corner, the ends of the cords being tied together, so that when held up, the log, as it is called, resembles one of a pair of scales. One of the cords, however, is only temporarily attached to its corner by means of a peg, which when violently pulled comes out. One edge of the triangle is loaded with lead. The whole machine is fastened to the log-line,  a stout cord many fathoms long, which is wound on a large reel.

Heaving the log, as we have said, takes place every hour. One sailor stands by with a sand-glass which runs exactly half a minute. Another holds the wooden reel; and a third heaves the log overboard, and pays out line as fast as he can make the reel spin. The instant it is thrown the first sailor turns the sand-glass. The log, being loaded on one side, floats perpendicularly in the water, remaining stationary of course; while the man who hove it watches sundry knots on the line as they pass over the stern of the ship, each knot representing a mile of rate of speed in the hour. As the last grain of sand drops to the bottom of the glass the first sailor gives a sharp signal, and the second clutches and checks the line, examines the knot nearest his hand, and thus knows at once how many knots or miles the ship is sailing at that time. The sudden stoppage of the line jerks the peg, before referred to, out of the log, thereby allowing the other two fixed cords to drag it flat and unresisting over the surface of the sea, when the line is reeled up and put by. The flight of another hour calls for a repetition of the heaving of the log.

As scientific knowledge advanced, instruments of peculiar and more complicated form were devised to enable navigators to ascertain more correctly their position on the surface of the sea; but they did not, and never will, supersede the method by dead-reckoning  for this reason, that the latter can be practised at all times, while the former are useless unless the sun, moon, or stars be visible, which in some latitudes they are not for many days and weeks, when clouds and fogs shroud the bright sky from view.
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The Quadrant is the chief of those instruments. It is represented on next page. To give a succinct account of this would take up more space than we can spare. It may suffice the general reader to say that by observing the exact position of the sun at noon, or of the moon or a star, in relation to the horizon, the precise latitude of a ship  that is, her distance north or south of the equator  is ascertained. The method of taking an observation is complicated, and difficult to explain and understand. We refer those who are curious on the point to treatises on navigation.

Chronometers are exceedingly delicate and perfect time-keepers, or watches, which are very carefully set at the commencement of a voyage. Thus the time at the meridian whence a vessel starts is kept up during the voyage. By means of an observation of the sun with the quadrant, or sextant (a somewhat similar instrument), the true time at any particular point in the voyage may be ascertained. A difference is found to exist between the time at the spot where the observation is taken, and the time of the chronometer. A calculation founded on this difference gives the ships longitude  that is, her distance east or west of the meridian that passes through Greenwich. That meridian is an imaginary line drawn round the world longitudinally, and passing through the north and south poles, as the equator is a line passing round it latitudinally.

When a ships latitude and longitude have been ascertained, and a line drawn through the first parallel to the equator, and another line through the second parallel to the first meridian, the point where these two lines intersect is the exact position of the ship upon the sea.

The size and form of ships having gradually improved, the compass and other scientific appliances having been discovered, cannon also and gunpowder having been invented, seamen became more courageous and venturesome; and at last the Portuguese nation began that career of maritime enterprise which won for it the admiration of the world.

About the beginning of the fourteenth century (1330), the Canary Islands, lying off the west coast of Africa, were re-discovered by the accident of a French ship being blown off the coast in a storm, and finding shelter amongst them. This group had been known to the ancients under the name of the Fortunate Islands, but had been forgotten for more than a thousand years. During the course of the century the Spaniards plucked up courage to make discoveries and settlements upon them, although by so doing they were compelled to undergo that much-dreaded ordeal  sailing out of sight of their once fondly hugged land!

In the beginning of the next century arose a prince, Don Henry, son of John the First of Portugal, whose anxiety to promote discovery, and to find a passage by sea round the coast of Africa to India, induced him to send out many expeditions, all of which accomplished something, and many of which added very extensively to the geographical knowledge of the world at that time. Navigators, sent out by him from time to time, discovered the Madeira Islands; sailed along the western coast of Africa a considerable distance; ascertained the presence of gold-dust among the savages on the Gulf of Guinea; discovered the Azores, besides numerous other islands and lands; crossed the equator, and approached to within about eighteen hundred miles of the south-most cape of Africa.

The discovery of gold-dust stirred up the energies of the Portuguese in a remarkable degree, and caused them cheerfully to undertake ventures which, without that inducement, they would probably never have undertaken at all. Moreover, they had now learned to quail less at the idea of losing sight of land; and towards the end of the fifteenth century (1486), Bartholomew Diaz, an officer of the household of John the Second, achieved the grand object which had long been ardently desired by the Portuguese  he doubled the great southern cape of Africa, which King John named the Cape of Good Hope, although Diaz had named it the Cape of Tempests. The circumstance is thus alluded to by a poet of that period  

At Lisboas court they told their dread escape,

And from her raging tempests named the Cape.

Thou southmost point, the joyful king exclaimed,

Cape of Good Hope be thou for ever named!




Chapter Six.

Boats, Model-Boat Making, etcetera.

Leaving the subject of ancient ships and navigation, we shall now turn our attention to the more recent doings of man on the ocean, and, before entering into the details of ships and ship-building, devote a little time and space to the consideration of boats.

There are great varieties of boats  as regards shape, size, material, and use  so that it is not easy to decide on which we shall first fix our attention. There are large and small, long and short boats; flat, round, sharp, and bluff ones,  some clumsy, others elegant. Certain boats are built for carrying cargo, others for purposes of war. Some are meant for sailing, some for rowing; and while many kinds are devoted to business, others are intended solely for pleasure. Before we refer to any of these, perhaps our young readers will not object to be told how to construct:  

A Model Boat.

We need scarcely say that it is not expedient for a boy to attempt to build a model boat in the same manner as a regular boat-builder constructs one for actual service. It would be undertaking an unnecessary amount of labour to lay a keel and form ribs and nail on planks in the orthodox fashion, because, for all practical purposes, a boat cut out of a solid block of wood is quite as useful, and much more easily made.
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The first thing you have to do, my young boat-builder, then, is to go and visit a harbour or beach where varieties of boats are to be found, and, having settled in your mind which of them you intend to copy, make a careful drawing, in outline, of its form in four different positions. First, a side view, as in Figure 1. Then the stern, with the swelling sides of the boat visible, as in Figure 2. The bow, as in Figure 3; and a birds-eye view, as in Figure 4. The last drawing can be made by mounting on some neighbouring eminence, such as a bank or a larger boat, or, if that is impossible, by getting upon the stern of the boat itself, and thus looking down on it. These four drawings will be of great service in enabling you to shape your model correctly; for as you proceed with the carving you can, by holding the model up in the same position with any of the drawings, ascertain whether you are progressing properly; and if you get the correct form of your boat in these four positions, you will be almost certain to make a good boat. If, on the other hand, you go to work without drawings, the probability is that your boat will be lopsided, which will prevent it from floating evenly; or crooked, which will tend to check its speed in sailing, besides being clumsy and not ship-shape, as the sailors have it.

Figure 1 will keep you right in regard to relative length and depth; Figure 2 in regard to shape of stern and bulge of the sides; Figure 3 secures correct form of the bow; and Figure 4 enables you to proportion the breadth to the length.

The next thing to be done is to procure a block of fir-wood, with as few knots in it as possible, and straight in the grain. The size is a matter of choice  any size from a foot to eighteen inches will do very well for a model boat. Before beginning to carve this, it should be planed quite smooth and even on all sides, and the ends cut perfectly square, to permit of the requisite pencil-drawings being made on it.

The tools required are a small tenon-saw, a chisel, two or three gouges of different sizes, a spoke-shave, and a file with one side flat and the other round. A rough rasp-file and a pair of compasses will also be found useful. All of these ought to be exceedingly sharp. The gouges and the spoke-shave will be found the most useful of these implements.

Begin by drawing a straight line with pencil down the exact centre of what will be the deck; continue it down the part that will be the stern; then carry it along the bottom of the block, where the keel will be, and up the front part, or bow. If this line has been correctly drawn, the end of it will exactly meet the place where you began to draw it. On the correctness of this line much will depend; therefore it is necessary to be careful and precise in finding out the [image: img53.jpg]centre of each surface of the block with the compasses. Next, draw a line on each side of this centre line (as in the accompanying diagram), which will give the thickness of the keel and stern-post. Then on the upper surface of the block draw the form of the boat to correspond with the birds-eye view (Figure 4, on page 82) already referred to. Then draw one-half of the stern on a piece of thin card-board, and when satisfied that it is correct cut it out with scissors; apply it to the model, first on one side, and then on the other side of the stern-post. By thus using a pattern of only one-half of the stern, exact uniformity of the two sides is secured. Treat the bow in the same way. Of course the pattern of the bow will at first be drawn on the flat surface of the block, and it will represent not the actual bow, but the thickest part of the hull, as seen in the position of Figure 3, on page 82. After this, turn the side of the block, and draw the form represented in Figure 1, page 82, thereon, and mark on the keel the point where the stem and keel join, and also where the stern and keel join. This is necessary, because in carving the sides of the boat these lines will be among the first to be cut away. The next proceeding is to cut away at the sides and bottom of the block until, looking at it in the proper positions, the bow resembles Figure 3, and the stern Figure 2, above referred to. This will be done chiefly with the gouge, the chisel and spoke-shave being reserved for finishing. Then saw off the parts of the bow and stern that will give the requisite slope to these parts, being guided by the marks made on the keel. In cutting away the upper parts of the bow and stern, be guided by the curved lines on the deck; and in forming the lower parts of the same portions, keep your eye on your drawing, which is represented by Figure 1.

It is advisable to finish one side of the boat first, so that, by measurement and comparison, the other side may be made exactly similar. Those who wish to be very particular on this point may secure almost exact uniformity of the two sides by cutting out several moulds (three will be sufficient) in card-board. These moulds must be cut so as to fit three marked points on the finished side, as represented by three dotted lines on Figure 1; and then the unfinished side must be cut so as to fit the moulds at the corresponding points. If the two sides are quite equal at these three points, it is almost impossible to go far wrong in cutting away the wood between them  the eye will be a sufficient guide for the rest.
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The accompanying diagram shows the three moulds referred to, one of them being nearly applied to the finished part of the hull to which it belongs. Thus  (a) represents the unfinished side of the boat; (b) the finished side; (c) is the mould or card cut to correspond with the widest part of the finished side, near the centre of the boat; (d) is the mould for the part near the bow; (e) for that near the stern. These drawings are roughly given, to indicate the plan on which you should proceed. The exact forms will depend on your own taste or fancy, as formed by the variously-shaped boats you have studied. And it may be remarked here, that all we have said in regard to the cutting out of model boats applies equally to model ships.
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The outside of your boat having been finished, the bow having been fashioned somewhat like that represented in the accompanying cut, and the stern having been shaped like that shown in the illustration given below, the next thing to be done is to hollow out the hull. Care must be taken in doing this not to cut away too much wood from one part, or to leave too much at another; a little more than half an inch of thickness may be left everywhere. Next, fix in the thwarts, or seats, as in the foregoing cut, attach a leaden keel, and the boat is completed.
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The keel may be formed by running melted lead into a groove cut in a piece of wood, or, better still, into a groove made in nearly dry clay. By driving four or five nails (well greased) into the groove before pouring in the melted lead, holes may be formed in the keel by simply withdrawing the nails after it is cold.

A mast and sail, however, are still wanted. The best kind of sail is the lug, which is an elongated square sail  shown in the accompanying illustration.
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Most of our fishing-boats are provided with lug-sails, and on this account are styled luggers. These boats are of all sizes, some of them being fifty tons burden, and carrying crews of seven or ten men each. A picture of a lugger is given on the next page.

Great numbers of fishing-boats may be seen at Great Yarmouth, and all along the coasts of Norfolk and Suffolk. They are employed in the herring-fishery, and use nets, which are let down in deep water, corks floating the upper edges of the nets, and the lower edges being sunk by leads, so that they remain in the water perpendicularly like walls, and intercept the shoals of [image: img58.jpg]herring when they chance to pass. Thousands of these glittering silvery fish get entangled in the meshes during night. Then the nets are drawn up, and the fish taken out and thrown into a well, whence they are removed as quickly as possible, and salted and packed in lockers; while the nets are let down again into the sea. These boats remain out usually a week at a time. Most of them return to port on Saturday, in order to spend Sunday as a day of rest. Some, however  regardless of the fact that He who gives them the fish with such liberal hand, also gave them the command, Remember the sabbath day  continue to prosecute the fishing on that day. But many a good man among the fishermen has borne testimony to the fact that these do not gain additional wealth by their act of disobedience; while they lose in the matter of nets (which suffer from want of frequent drying) and in the matter of health (which cannot be maintained so well without a weekly day of rest), while there can be no doubt that they lose the inestimable blessing of a good conscience. So true is it that godliness is profitable for the life which now is as well as for that which is to come.

A model boat should be rigged with only one mast and lug-sail, or with two masts and sails at the most. Three are unnecessary and cumbrous. Each sail should be fixed to a yard, which should be hoisted or hauled down by means of a block or pulley fastened near the top of the mast. The positions of these yards and the form of the sails may be more easily understood by a glance at our woodcut than by reading many pages of description.

Sprit-sails are sometimes used in boats. These are fore-and-aft sails, which are kept distended by a sprit instead of a yard. The sprit is a long pole, one end of which is fixed to the lowest innermost corner, near the mast, and the other end extending to the highest outermost corner; thus it lies diagonally across the sail. It is convenient when a boat tacks, or goes about  in other words, when it goes round frequently, and sails, now leaning on one side, and, at the next tack, on the other side. In this case the sprit requires little shifting or attention. But it is dangerous in squally weather, because, although the sheet or line which holds the lower and outer end of a sail may be let go for the sake of safety, the upper part remains spread to the wind because of the sprit.

The best rig of all for a model boat, and indeed for a pleasure-boat, is that which comprises a main-sail, in form like that of a sloop or a cutter, omitting the boom, or lower yard, and a triangular fore-sail extending from near the mast to the bow of the boat or to the end of the bowsprit  somewhat like a sloops jib. Both of the sails referred to may be seen at the part of this book which treats of sloops and cutters; and they are the same in form, with but slight modification, when applied to boats.

Racing-boats are long, low, narrow, and light. Some are so narrow as to require iron rowlocks extending a considerable distance beyond the sides of the boat for the oars to rest in. Many of these light craft may be seen on the Thames and Clyde, and other rivers throughout the kingdom. The larger sort do not require what we may call the outrigger rowlocks.

The Rob Roy canoe has, of late years, come much into fashion as a racing and pleasure boat. Whatever the advantages of this craft may be, it has this disadvantage, that it can hold only one person; so that it may be styled an unsocial craft, the company of one or more friends being impossible, unless, indeed, one or more canoes travel in company.

This species of canoe became celebrated some years ago, in consequence of an interesting and adventurous voyage of a thousand miles through Germany, Switzerland, and France, and, subsequently, through part of Norway and Sweden, made by Mr Macgregor in a craft of this kind, to which he gave the name of Rob Roy. Since the craft became popular, numerous and important improvements have been made in the construction of its hull and several parts, but its distinctive features remain unaltered. The Rob Roy canoe is, in fact, almost identical with the Eskimo kayak, except in regard to the material of which it is made  the former being composed wholly of wood, the latter of a framework of wood covered with skin. There is the same long, low, fish-like form, the same deck, almost on a level with the water, the same hole in the centre for the admission of the man, the same apron to keep out water, and the same long, double-bladed paddle, which is dipped on each side alternately. The Rob Roy has, however, the addition of a small mast, a lug-sail, and a jib. It has also a back-board, to support the back of the canoeman; the paddle, too, is somewhat shorter than that of the Eskimo canoe; and the whole affair is smarter, and more in accordance with the tastes and habits of the civilised men who use it.

In his various voyages, which we might almost style journeys, the originator of the Rob Roy canoe proved conclusively that there were few earthly objects which could form a barrier to his progress. When his canoe could not carry him, he carried it! Waterfalls could not stop him, because he landed below them, and carried his canoe and small amount of baggage to the smooth water above the falls. In this he followed the example of the fur-traders and Indians of North America, who travel over any number of miles of wilderness in this manner. Shallows could not stop him, because his little bark drew only a few inches of water. Turbulent water could not swamp him, because the waves washed harmlessly over his smooth deck, and circled innocently round his protective apron. Even long stretches of dry land could not stop him, because barrows, or carts, or railways could transport his canoe hither and thither with perfect ease to any distance; so that when the waters of one river failed him, those of the next nearest were easily made available. In conclusion, it may be said that the Rob Roy canoe is a most useful and pleasant craft for boys and young men, especially at those watering-places which have no harbour or pier, and where, in consequence of the flatness of the beach, boats cannot easily be used.

It [image: img59.jpg]would be an almost endless as well as unprofitable task to go over the names and characteristics of all our various kinds of boats in detail.

Of heavy-sterned and clumsy river craft, we have an innumerable fleet.

There are also Torbay Trawlers, which are cutters of from twenty to fifty tons; and the herring-boats of Scotland; and cobbles, which are broad, bluff, little boats; and barges, which are broad, bluff, large ones; and skiffs, and scows, and many others.

In foreign lands many curious boats are to be met with. The most graceful of them, perhaps, are those which carry lateen sails  enormous triangular sails, of which kind each boat usually carries only one.

India-rubber boats there are, which can be inflated with a pair of bellows, and, when full, can support half-a-dozen men or more, while, when empty, they can be rolled up and carried on the back of one man, or in a barrow. One boat of this kind we once saw and paddled in. It was made in the form of a cloak, and could be carried quite easily on ones shoulders. When inflated, it formed a sort of oval canoe, which was quite capable of supporting one person. We speak from experience, having tried it some years ago on the Serpentine, and found it to be extremely buoyant, but a little given to spin round at each stroke of the paddle, owing to its circular shape and want of cut-water or keel.



Of all the boats that swim, the lifeboat is certainly one of the most interesting; perhaps it is not too much to add that it is also one of the most useful. But this boat deserves a chapter to itself.




Chapter Seven.

Lifeboats and Lightships.

When our noble Lifeboat Institution was in its infancy, a deed was performed by a young woman which at once illustrates the extreme danger to which those who attempt to rescue the shipwrecked must expose themselves, and the great need there was, thirty years ago, for some better provision than existed at that time for the defence of our extensive sea-board against the dire consequences of storm and wreck. It is not, we think, inappropriate to begin our chapter on lifeboats with a brief account of the heroic deed of:  

Grace Darling.

There are not many women who, like Joan of Arc, put forth their hands to the work peculiarly belonging to the male sex, and achieve for themselves undying fame. And among these there are very few indeed who, in thus quitting their natural sphere and assuming masculine duties, retain their feminine modesty and gentleness.

Such a one, however, was Grace Darling. She did not, indeed, altogether quit her station and follow a course peculiar to the male sex; but she did once seize the oar and launch fearlessly upon the raging sea, and perform a deed which strong and daring men might have been proud of  which drew forth the wondering admiration of her country, and has rendered her name indissolubly connected with the annals of heroic daring in the saving of human life from vessels wrecked upon our rock-bound shores.

Grace Darling was born in November 1815, at Bamborough, on the Northumberland coast. Her father was keeper of the lighthouse on the Longstone, one of the Farne Islands lying off that coast; and here, on a mere bit of rock surrounded by the ocean, and often by the howling tempests and the foaming breakers of that dangerous spot, our heroine spent the greater part of her life, cut off almost totally from the joys and pursuits of the busy world. She and her mother managed the domestic economy of the lighthouse on the little islet, while her father trimmed the lantern that sent a blaze of friendly light to warn mariners off that dangerous coast.

In personal appearance Grace Darling is described as having been fair and comely, with a gentle, modest expression of countenance; about the middle size; and with nothing in the least degree masculine about her. She had reached her twenty-second year when the wreck took place in connection with which her name has become famous.

The Farne Islands are peculiarly dangerous. The sea rushes with tremendous force between the smaller islands, and, despite the warning light, wrecks occasionally take place among them. In days of old, when men had neither heart nor head to erect lighthouses for the protection of their fellows, many a noble ship must have been dashed to pieces there, and many an awful shriek must have mingled with the hoarse roar of the surf round these rent and weatherworn rocks.

A gentleman who visited the Longstone rock in 1838, describes it thus:  

It was, like the rest of these desolate isles, all of dark whinstone, cracked in every direction, and worn with the action of winds, waves, and tempests since the world began. Over the greater part of it was not a blade of grass, nor a grain of earth; it was bare and iron-like stone, crusted, round all the coast as far as high-water mark, with limpet and still smaller shells. We ascended wrinkled hills of black stone, and descended into worn and dismal dells of the same; into some of which, where the tide got entrance, it came pouring and roaring in raging whiteness, and churning the loose fragments of whinstone into round pebbles, and piling them up in deep crevices with seaweeds, like great round ropes and heaps of fucus. Over our heads screamed hundreds of hovering birds, the gull mingling its hideous laughter most wildly.

One wild and stormy night in September 1838  such a night as induces those on land to draw closer round the fire, and offer up, perchance, a silent prayer for those who are at sea  a steamer was battling, at disadvantage with the billows, off Saint Abbs Head. She was the Forfarshire, a steamer of three hundred tons, under command of Mr John Humble; and had started from Hull for Dundee with a valuable cargo, a crew of twenty-one men, and forty-one passengers.

It was a fearful night. The storm raged furiously, and would have tried the qualities of even a stout vessel; but this one was in very bad repair, and her boilers were in such a state that the engines soon became entirely useless, and at last they ceased to work. We cannot conceive the danger of a steamer left thus comparatively helpless in a furious storm and dark night off a dangerous coast.

In a short time the vessel became quite unmanageable, and drifted with the direction of the tide, no one knew whither. Soon the terrible cry arose, Breakers to leeward, and immediately after the Farne lights became visible. A despairing attempt was now made by the captain to run the ship between the islands and the mainland; but in this he failed, and about three oclock she struck heavily on a rock bow foremost.

The scene of consternation that followed is indescribable. Immediately one of the boats was lowered, and with a freight of terror-stricken people pushed off, but not before one or two persons had fallen into the sea and perished in their vain attempts to get into it. This party in the boat, nine in number, survived the storm of that awful night, and were picked up the following morning by a Montrose sloop. Of those left in the ill-fated ship some remained in the after-part; a few stationed themselves near the bow, thinking it the safest spot. The captain stood helpless, his wife clinging to him, while several other females gave vent to their agony of despair in fearful cries.

Meanwhile the waves dashed the vessel again and again on the rock, and at last a larger billow than the rest lifted her up and let her fall down upon its sharp edge. The effect was tremendous and instantaneous; the vessel was literally broken in two pieces, and the after-part, with the greater number of the passengers in the cabin, was swept away through the Fifa Gut, a tremendous current which is considered dangerous even in good weather. Among those who thus perished were the captain and his wife. The forepart of the steamer, with the few who had happily taken refuge upon it, remained fast on the rock. Here eight or nine of the passengers and crew clung to the windlass, and a woman named Sarah Dawson, with her two little children, lay huddled together in a corner of the fore-cabin, exposed to the fury of winds and waves all the remainder of that dreadful night. For hours each returning wave carried a thrill of terror to their hearts; for the shattered wreck reeled before every shock, and it seemed as if it would certainly be swept away into the churning foam before daybreak.

But daylight came at last, and the survivors on the wreck began to sweep the dim horizon with straining eyeballs as a faint hope at last began to arise in their bosoms. Nor were these trembling hopes doomed to disappointment. At the eleventh hour God in his mercy sent deliverance. Through the glimmering dawn and the driving spray the lighthouse-keepers daughter from the lonely watch-tower descried the wreck, which was about a mile distant from the Longstone. From the mainland, too, they were observed; and crowds of people lined the shore and gazed upon the distant speck, to which, by the aid of telescopes, the survivors were seen clinging with the tenacity of despair.

But no boat could live in that raging sea, which still lashed madly against the riven rocks, although the violence of the storm had begun to abate. An offer of 5 pounds by the steward of Bamborough Castle failed to tempt a crew of men to launch their boat. One daring heart and willing hand was there, however. Grace Darling, fired with an intense desire to save the perishing ones, urged her father to launch their little boat. At first he held back. There was no one at the lighthouse except himself, his wife, and his daughter. What could such a crew do in a little open boat in so wild a sea? He knew the extreme peril they should encounter better than his daughter, and very naturally hesitated to run so great a risk. For, besides the danger of swamping, and the comparatively weak arm of an inexperienced woman at the oar, the passage from the Longstone to the wreck could only be accomplished with the ebb-tide; so that unless the exhausted survivors should prove to be able to lend their aid, they could not pull back again to the lighthouse.

But the earnest importunities of the heroic girl were not to be resisted. Her father at last consented, and the little boat pushed off with the man and the young woman for its crew. It may be imagined with what a thrill of joy and hope the people on the wreck beheld the boat dancing an the crested waves towards them; and how great must have been the surprise that mingled with their other feelings on observing that one of the rowers was a woman!

They gained the rock in safety; but here their danger was increased ten-fold, and it was only by the exertion of great muscular power, coupled with resolute courage, that they prevented the boat being dashed to pieces against the rock.

One by one the sufferers were got into the boat. Sarah Dawson was found lying in the fore-cabin with a spark of life still trembling in her bosom, and she still clasped her two little ones in her arms, but the spirits of both had fled to Him who gave them. With great difficulty the boat was rowed back to the Longstone, and the rescued crew landed in safety. Here, owing to the violence of the sea, they were detained for nearly three days, along with a boats crew which had put off to their relief from North Sunderland; and it required some ingenuity to accommodate so large a party within the narrow limits of a lighthouse. Grace gave up her bed to poor Mrs Dawson; most of the others rested as they best could upon the floor.

The romantic circumstances of this rescue, the isolated position of the girl, her youth and modesty, and the self-devoting heroism displayed upon this occasion, thrilled through the length and breadth of the country like an electric shock, and the name of Grace Darling became for the time as well known as that of the greatest in the land, while the lonely lighthouse on the Longstone became a point of attraction to thousands of warm admirers, among whom were many of the rich and the noble. Letters and gifts flowed in upon Grace Darling continually. The public seemed unable to do enough to testify their regard. The Duke of Northumberland invited her over to Alnwick Castle, and presented her with a gold watch. A public subscription, to the amount of 700 pounds, was raised for her. The Humane Society presented her with a handsome silver tea-pot and a vote of thanks for her courage and humanity. Portraits of her were sold in the print-shops all over the land; and the enthusiasm, which at first was the natural impulse of admiration for one who had performed a noble and heroic deed, at last rose to a species of mania, in the heat of which not a few absurdities were perpetrated.

Among others, several of the proprietors of the metropolitan theatres offered her a large sum nightly on condition that she would appear on the stage, merely to sit in a boat during the performance of a piece illustrative of the incident of which she was the heroine! As might have been expected of one whose spirit was truly noble, she promptly declined all such offers. God seems to have put his arm tenderly round Grace Darling, and afforded her special strength to resist the severe temptations to which she was exposed.

All proposals to better her condition were rejected, and she returned to her home on the island rock, where she remained with her father and mother till within a few months of her death. The fell destroyer, alas! claimed her while yet in the bloom of womanhood. She died of consumption on the 20th of October 1842, leaving an example of self-devoting courage in the hour of danger, and self-denying heroism in the hour of temptation, that may well be admired and imitated by those whose duty it is to man the lifeboat and launch to the rescue on the stormy waves, in all time to come.

Lifeboats.

A lifeboat  that is to say, the lifeboat of the present time  differs from all other boats in four particulars. It is almost indestructible; it is insubmergible; it is self-righting; it is self-emptying. In other words, it can hardly be destroyed; it cannot be sunk; it rights itself if upset; it empties itself if filled.

The first of these qualities is due to the unusual strength of the lifeboat, not only in reference to the excellence of the materials with which it is made, but also to the manner in which the planks are laid on. These cross one another in a diagonal manner, which cannot be easily described or explained to ordinary readers; but it is sufficient to say that the method has the effect of binding the entire boat together in a way that renders it much stronger than any other species of craft. The second quality  that of insubmergibility  is due to air-chambers fixed round the sides of the boat, under the seats, and at the bow and stern. These air-cases are sufficiently buoyant to float the boat even if she were filled to overflowing with water and crowded to her utmost capacity with human beings. In short, to use an expression which may appear paradoxical, she can carry more than she can hold  has floating power sufficient to support more than can be got into her. The third  her self-righting quality  is also due to air-chambers, in connection with a heavy keel. There are two large and prominent air-cases in the lifeboat  one in the bow, the other in the stern. These rise considerably above the gunwale, insomuch that when the boat is turned upside-down it rests upon them as upon two pivots. Of course it cannot remain stationary on them for a moment, but must necessarily fall over to the one side or the other. This is the first motion in self-righting; then the heavy keel comes into play, and pulls the boat quite round. Being full of water, the lifeboat would be comparatively useless but for its fourth quality  that of self-emptying. This is accomplished by means of six large holes which run through the floor and bottom of the boat. The floor referred to is air-tight, and is so placed that when fully manned and loaded with passengers it is a very little above the level of the sea. On this fact the acting of the principle depends. Between the floor and the bottom of the boat  a space of upwards of a foot in depth  there is some light ballast of cork or of wood, and some parts of the space are left empty. The six holes above-mentioned are tubes of six inches in diameter, which extend from the floor through the bottom of the boat. Now, it is one of natures laws that water must find its level. For instance, take any boat and bore large holes in its bottom, and suppose it to be supported in its ordinary floating position, so that it cannot sink even though water runs freely into it through the holes. Then fill it suddenly quite full of water. Of course the water inside will be considerably above the level of the water outside, but it will continue to run out at the holes until it is exactly on a level with the water outside. Now, water poured into a lifeboat acts exactly in the same way; but when it has reached the level of the water outside it has also reached the floor, so that there is no more water to run out.

Such are the principal qualities of the splendid lifeboat now used on our coasts, and of which it may be said that it has reached a state of almost absolute perfection.
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The accompanying sections of the lifeboat exhibit the position of the air-cases and discharging tubes. In Figure 1 the shaded parts give a side view of the air-cases. The line A A indicates the deck or floor, which lies a little above the level of the water when the boat is loaded; B B is the water-tight space containing ballast; C C C are three of the six discharging holes or tubes; the dotted line D D shows the level of the sea. Figure 2 gives a birds-eye view of the boat. The shaded parts indicate the air-cases; and the position of the six discharging tubes is more clearly shown than in Figure 1. There are three covered openings in the floor, which permit of a free circulation of air when the boat is not in use, and in one of these is a small pump to clear the ballast-space of leakage. It will be observed that the boat draws little water; in fact, there is much more of her above than below water, and she is dependent for stability on her great breadth of beam and her heavy keel.
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These four qualities in the lifeboat are illustrated every year by many thrilling incidents of wreck and rescue. Let us glance at a few of these. First, then, as to the almost indestructible quality. Take the following evidence:  

On a terrible night in the year 1857 a Portuguese brig struck on the Goodwin Sands, not far from the lightship that marks the northern extremity of those fatal shoals. A shot was fired, and a rocket sent up from the lightship as a signal to the men on shore that a vessel had got upon the sands. No second signal was needed. Anxious eyes had been on the watch that night. Instantly the Ramsgate men jumped into their lifeboat, which lay alongside the pier. It was deadly work that had to be done,  the gale was one of the fiercest of the season,  nevertheless the gallant men were so eager to get into the boat that it was overmanned, and the last two who jumped in were obliged to go ashore. A small but powerful steamer is kept to attend upon this boat. In a few minutes it took her in tow and made for the mouth of the harbour.

They staggered out right in the teeth of tide and tempest, and ploughed their way through a heavy cross-sea that swept again and again over them, until they reached the edge of the Goodwins. Here the steamer cast off the boat, and waited for her, while she dashed into the surf and bore the brunt of the battle alone.

With difficulty the brig was found in the darkness. The lifeboat cast anchor when within about forty fathoms, and veered down under her lee. At first they were in hopes of getting the vessel off, and hours were spent in vain endeavours to do this. But the storm increased in fury; the brig began to break up; she rolled from side to side, and the yards swung wildly in the air. A blow from one of these yards would have stove the boat in, so the Portuguese crew  twelve men and a boy  were taken from the wreck, and the boatmen endeavoured to push off. All this time the boat had been floating in a basin worked in the sand by the motion of the wreck; but the tide had been falling, and when they tried to pull up to their anchor the boat struck heavily on the edge of this basin. The men worked to get off the shoals as only those can work whose lives depend on their efforts. They succeeded in getting afloat for a moment, but again struck and remained fast. Meanwhile the brig was lifted by each wave and let fall with a thundering crash; her timbers began to snap like pipe-stems, and as she worked nearer and nearer, it became evident that destruction was not far off. [image: img62.jpg]The heavy seas caused by the increasing storm flew over the lifeboat, so that those in her could only hold on to the thwarts for their lives. At last the brig came so near that there was a stir among the men; they were preparing for the last struggle  some of them intending to leap into the rigging of the wreck and take their chance; but the coxswain shouted, Stick to the boat, boys! stick to the boat! and the men obeyed.

At that moment the boat lifted a little on the surf, and grounded again. New hope was infused by this.

The men pulled at the hawser, and shoved might and main with the oars. They succeeded in getting out of immediate danger, but still could not pull up to the anchor in teeth of wind and tide. The coxswain then saw plainly that there was but one resource left  to cut the cable and drive right across the Goodwin Sands. But there was not yet sufficient water on the Sands to float them over; so they held on, intending to ride at anchor until the tide, which had turned, should rise. Very soon, however, the anchor began to drag. This compelled them to hoist sail, cut the cable sooner than they had intended, and attempt to beat off the Sands. It was in vain. A moment more, and they struck with tremendous force. A breaker came rolling towards them, filled the boat, caught her up like a plaything on its crest, and, hurling her a few yards onwards, let her fall again with a shock that well-nigh tore every man out of her. Each successive breaker treated her in this way.

Those who dwell by the sea-shore know well the familiar ripples that mark the sands when the tide is out. On the Goodwins these ripples are gigantic steps, to be measured by feet, not by inches. From one to another of these banks this splendid boat was thrown. Each roaring surf caught it by the bow or stern, and, whirling it right round, sent it crashing on the next ledge. The Portuguese sailors appeared to give up all hope, and clung to the thwarts in silent despair; but the crew  eighteen in number  did not lose heart altogether. They knew their boat well, had often gone out to battle in her, and hoped that they might yet be saved if she should only escape striking on the pieces of old wrecks with which the Sands were strewn.

Thus, literally, yard by yard, with a succession of shocks that would have knocked any ordinary boat to pieces, did that lifeboat drive during two hours over two miles of the Goodwin Sands. At last they drove into deep water; the sails were set; and soon after, through Gods mercy, they landed the rescued crew in safety in Ramsgate Harbour.

What further evidence need we that the lifeboat is almost, if not altogether, indestructible?

That the lifeboat is insubmergible has been proved to some extent by the foregoing incident. No better instance could be adduced to prove the buoyancy of the life boat than that of the Tynemouth boat, named the Constance, at the wreck of the Stanley, in the year 1864. In this case, while the boat was nearing the wreck, a billow broke over the bow of the Stanley, and falling into the Constance, absolutely overwhelmed her. Referring to this, the coxswain of the lifeboat says: The sea fell over the bows of the Stanley and buried the lifeboat. Every oar was broken at the gunwale of the boat, and the outer ends swept away. The men made a grasp for the spare oars; three were gone  two only remained. Now, it is to be observed that the coxswain here speaks of the boat as being buried, sunk by the waves, and immediately, as he says, the men made a grasp for the spare oars. The sinking and leaping to the surface seem to have been the work almost of the same moment. And this is indeed the case; for when the force that sinks a lifeboat is removed, she rises that instant to the surface like a cork.

In order to prove the value of the self-righting quality, and the superiority of those lifeboats which possess it over those which are destitute of it, we will briefly cite three cases  the last of which will also prove the value of the self-emptying quality.

On the 4th of January 1857, the Point of Ayr lifeboat, when under sail in a gale, upset at a distance from land. The accident was seen from the shore; but no help could be rendered, and the whole boats crew  thirteen in number  were drowned. Now, this was deemed a good lifeboat, but it was not a self-righting one; and two of her crew were seen clinging to the keel for twenty minutes, by which time they became exhausted and were washed off.

Take another case of a non-self-righting boat. In February 1858 the Southwold lifeboat, a large sailing-boat, and esteemed one of the finest in the kingdom, went out at the quarterly period of exercise in rough weather, and was running before a heavy sea with all sail set when she suddenly ran on the top of a wave, broached to, and upset. The crew in this case were fortunately near the land, had on their cork belts, and were dragged ashore, though with difficulty; but three amateurs, who were without belts, perished.

These two cases occurred in the day-time.

The third case happened at night  on a very dark stormy night in October 1858. A wreck had been seen about three miles off Dungeness, and the lifeboat at that place  a small self-righting and self-emptying one belonging to the Royal National Lifeboat Institution  put off, with eight stout men of the coast-guard for a crew. On reaching the wreck, soon after midnight, it was found that the crew had deserted her; the lifeboat therefore returned towards the shore. On nearing it she got into a channel between two shoals, where she was caught up and struck by three heavy seas in succession. The coxswain lost command of the rudder; she was carried away before the sea, broached to, and upset, throwing her crew out of her. Immediately she righted herself, cleared herself of water, and the anchor, having fallen out, brought her up. The crew, meanwhile, having on cork belts, floated, regained the boat, clambered into it by means of the life-lines hung round her sides, cut the cable, and returned to shore in safety.

So much for the nature and capabilities of our lifeboats. We cannot afford space to say more in regard to them than that they are the means, under God, of saving many hundreds of human lives every year on the coasts of the United Kingdom, besides a large amount of shipping and property, which, but for them, would inevitably be lost. The noble Institution which manages them was founded in 1824, and is supported entirely by voluntary contributions.

Along with the lifeboat we may appropriately describe here another species of vessel, which, if it does not directly rescue lives, at all events prevents disaster by giving timely warning of danger. We refer to:  

Lightships.

These floating beacons are anchored in the immediate vicinity of the numerous sand-banks which lie off the mouths of some of the principal ports of the kingdom, especially in England, and on other parts of our shores. There are numerous floating lights around our coasts, marking shoals on which lighthouses could not easily be erected. Their importance to shipping is inconceivably great. The accompanying illustration shows a vessel passing the lightship at the Nore. [image: img63.jpg]The impossibility of shipping getting safely into or out of the port of London without the guiding aid of lightships, as well as of buoys and beacons, may be made clear by a simple statement of the names of some of the obstructions which lie in the mouth of the Thames. There are the Knock Shoals, the East and West Barrows, the John, the Sunk, the Girdler, and the Long Sands, all lying like so many ground sharks waiting to arrest and swallow up passing vessels, which, unfortunately, they too often accomplish despite the numerous precautions taken to rob them of their prey. Most people know the appearance of buoys, but we dare say few have seen a buoy or beacon resembling the one in our engraving, which is a sort of cage, fastened to a buoy, with a bell inside that rings by the action of the waves. It must have been something of this sort that was used at the famous Bell Rock in days of yore.

Lightships are usually clumsy-looking, red-painted vessels, having one strong mast amidships, with a ball at the top, about six feet in diameter, made of light laths. This ball is a very conspicuous object, and clearly indicates a lightship to the passing vessel during the day. At night a huge lantern traverses on, and is hoisted to nearly the top of, the same mast. It is lighted by a number of argand lamps with powerful reflectors. Some lightships have two masts, and some three, with a ball and a lantern on each. Some of these lanterns contain fixed, others revolving lights  these differences being for the purpose of indicating to seamen the particular light which they happen to be passing.

Thus, the Goodwin Sands, which are upwards of ten miles in length, are marked by three lightships. The one on the north has three masts and three fixed lights. The one on the south has two masts and two fixed lights. The one that lies between the two  off Ramsgate, and named the Gull  has one mast and one revolving light.

The crew [image: img64.jpg]of a lightship consists of about nine or ten men, each of whom does duty for two months on board, and one month on shore, taking their turn by rotation; so that the number of men always on board is about seven. While on shore, they attend to the buoys, anchors, chain-cables, and other stores of the Trinity House, which has charge of all the lights, buoys, and beacons in England. They also assist in laying down new buoys and sinkers, and removing old ones, etcetera.

Lightships run considerable risk, for besides being exposed at all times to all the storms that rage on our shores, they are sometimes run into by ships in foggy weather.

The Gull lightship, above referred to, occupies a peculiar and interesting position. Being in the very centre of all the shipping which passes through the Downs, she has frequent narrow escapes, and has several times been damaged by collisions. The marvel is that, considering her position, she does not oftener come to grief. She also signals for the Ramsgate lifeboat, by means of guns and rockets, when a ship is observed by her crew to have got upon the dreaded Goodwin Sands.

We had the pleasure of spending a week on board of the Gull lightship not long ago, and one night witnessed a very stirring scene of calling out the lifeboat. We shall conclude this subject by quoting the following letter, which we wrote at the time, giving a detailed account of it.

Ramsgate, March 26, 1870.

The eye-witness of a battle from an unusual point of view may, without presumption, believe that he has something interesting to tell. I therefore send you an account of what I saw in the Gull lightship, off the Goodwin Sands, on the night of Thursday last, when the Germania, of Bremen, was wrecked on the South-Sand-Head. Having been an inhabitant of the Gull lightship for a week, and cut off from communication with the shore for several days, I have been unable to write sooner.

Our never-ending warfare with the storm is well known. Here is one specimen of the manner in which it is carried on.

A little before midnight on Thursday last (the 24th), while I was rolling uneasily in my bunk, contending with sleep and sea-sickness, and moralising on the madness of those who choose the sea for a profession, I was roused  and sickness instantly cured  by the watch on deck suddenly shouting down the hatchway to the mate, South-Sand-Head light is firing, sir, and sending up rockets. The mate sprang from his bunk, and was on the cabin floor before the sentence was well finished. I followed suit, and pulled on coat, nether garments, and shoes, as if my life depended on my own speed. There was unusual need for clothing, for the night was bitterly cold. A coat of ice had formed even on the salt-water spray which had blown into the boats. On gaining the deck, we found the two men on duty actively at work, the one loading the lee gun, the other adjusting a rocket to its stick. A few hurried questions from the mate elicited all that it was needful to know. The flash of a gun from the South-Sand-Head lightship, about six miles distant, had been seen, followed by a rocket, indicating that a vessel had got upon the fatal Goodwins. While the men spoke, I saw the bright flash of another gun, but heard no report, owing to the gale carrying the sound to leeward. A rocket followed, and at the same moment we observed the light of the vessel in distress just on the southern tail of the Sands. By this time our gun was charged, and the rocket in position. Look alive, Jack! get the poker, cried the mate, as he primed the gun. Jack dived down the companion hatch, and in another moment returned with a red-hot poker, which the mate had thrust into the cabin fire at the first alarm. Jack applied it in quick succession to the gun and the rocket. A blinding flash and deafening crash were followed by the whiz of the rocket as it sprang with a magnificent curve far away into the surrounding darkness. This was our answer to the South-Sand-Head light, which, having fired three guns and three rockets to attract our attention, now ceased firing. It was also our note of warning to the look-out on the pier of Ramsgate Harbour. Thats a beauty, said our mate, referring to the rocket; get up another, Jack; sponge her well out. Jacobs, well give em another shot in a few minutes. Loud and clear were both our signals; but four and a half miles of distance and a fresh gale neutralised their influence. The look-out did not see them. In less than five minutes the gun and rocket were fired again. Still no answering signal came from Ramsgate. Load the weather gun, said the mate. Jacobs obeyed; and I sought shelter under the lee of the weather bulwarks, for the wind appeared to be composed of pen-knives and needles. Our third gun thundered forth, and shook the lightship from stem to stern; but the rocket struck the rigging, and made a low, wavering flight. Another was therefore sent up; but it had scarcely cut its bright line across the sky, when we observed the answering signal  a rocket from Ramsgate Pier.

Thats all right now, sir; our work is done, said the mate, as he went below, and, divesting himself of his outer garments, quietly turned in; while the watch, having sponged out and re-covered the gun, resumed their active perambulation of the deck. I confess that I felt somewhat disappointed at this sudden termination of the noise and excitement. I was told that the Ramsgate lifeboat could not well be out in less than an hour. It seemed to my excited spirit a terrible thing that human lives should be kept so long in jeopardy; and, of course, I began to think, Is it not possible to prevent this delay? But excited spirits are not always the best judges of such matters, although they have an irresistible tendency to judge. There was nothing for it, however, but patience; so I turned in, all standing, as sailors have it, with orders that I should be called when the lights of the tug should come in sight. It seemed but a few minutes after, when the voice of the watch was again heard shouting hastily, Lifeboat close alongside, sir. Didnt see it till this moment. She carries no lights. I bounced out, and, minus coat, hat, and shoes, scrambled on deck, just in time to see the Broadstairs lifeboat rush past us before the gale. She was close under our stern, and rendered spectrally visible by the light of our lantern. What are you firing for? shouted the coxswain of the boat. Ship on the sands, bearing south, replied Jack at the full pitch of his stentorian voice. The boat did not pause. It passed with a magnificent rush into darkness. The reply had been heard; and the lifeboat shot straight as an arrow to the rescue. We often hear and read of such scenes, but vision is necessary to enable one to realise the full import of all that goes on. A strange thrill ran through me as I saw the familiar blue and white boat leaping over the foaming billows. Often had I seen it in model, and in quiescence in its boat-house  ponderous and ungainly; but now I saw it, for the first time, endued with life. So, I fancy, warriors might speak of our heavy cavalry as we see them in barracks, and as they saw them at Alma. Again all was silent and unexciting on board of the Gull. I went shivering below, with exalted notions of the courage and endurance of lifeboat men. Soon after, the watch once more shouted, Tugs in sight, sir; and once again the mate and I went on deck. On this occasion, the tug Aid had made a mistake. Some one on shore had reported that the guns and rockets had been seen flashing from the Gull and North-Sand-Head lightships; whereas the report should have been, from the Gull and South-Sand-Head vessels. The single word was all-important. It involved an unnecessary run of about twelve miles, and an hour and a halfs loss of time. But we mention this merely as a fact, not as a complaint. Accidents will happen. The Ramsgate lifeboat service is admirably regulated, and for once that an error of this kind can be pointed out, we can point to dozens  ay, hundreds  of cases in which the steamer and lifeboat have gone straight as the crow flies to the rescue, and have done good service on occasions when all other lifeboats would have failed, so great is the value of steam in such matters. On this occasion, however, the tug appeared late on the scene, and hailed us. When the true state of the case was ascertained, the course was directed aright, and full steam let on. The Ramsgate lifeboat, Bradford, was in tow far astern. As she passed us the brief questions and answers were repeated for the benefit of the coxswain of the boat. I observed that every man in the boat lay flat on the thwarts except the coxswain. No wonder. It is not an easy matter to sit up in a gale of wind, with freezing spray, and sometimes green seas, sweeping over one. They were, doubtless, wide awake, and listening; but, as far as vision went, that boat was manned with ten oilskin coats and sou-westers. A few seconds took them out of sight; and thus, as far as the Gull lightship was concerned, the drama ended. There was no possibility of our ascertaining more, at least during that night; for whatever might be the result of these efforts, the floating lights had no chance of hearing of them until the next visit of their tender. I was therefore obliged to turn in once more, at three a.m. Next forenoon we saw the wreck, bottom up, high on the Goodwin Sands.

On Friday morning, the Alert  tender to the lightships of this district, under command of the Trinity Superintendent, Captain Vaile  came off to us, and we learned the name of the vessel, that she was a total wreck, and that the crew, seven men, had taken to their boat, and succeeded in reaching the South-Sand-Head lightship, whence they were almost immediately after taken by the Deal lifeboat, and safely landed at Deal.

It is to be carefully observed here that, although in this case much energy was expended unnecessarily, it does not follow that it is often so expended. Often  too often  all the force of lifeboat service on this coast is insufficient to meet the demands on it. The crews of the various boats in the vicinity of the Goodwin Sands are frequently called out more than once in a night; and they are sometimes out all night, visiting various wrecks in succession. In all this work the value of the steam-tug is very conspicuous. For it can tow its boat again and again to windward, and renew the effort to save life in cases where, unaided, lifeboats would be compelled to give in. Embarking in the Alert, I sailed round the wreck at low water, and observed that the Deal luggers were swarming round her like flies; the crews stripping her bottom of copper, and saving her stores, while, apparently, hundreds of men were busy upon her deck dismantling her shattered hull.

This, after all, is but an insignificant episode of wreck on the Goodwins. Many wrecks there are every year much more worthy of record; but this is sufficient to give a general idea of the manner in which our great war with the storm is conducted  the promptitude with which relief is rendered, and the energy with which our brave seamen are ready to imperil their lives almost every night, all round the coast, and all the year round.




Chapter Eight.

Docks and Shipbuilding.

Having in the previous chapters treated of the subjects of ancient navigation and ships, and given some account of the boats of the present time, we now proceed to write about modern ships. In doing so, let us turn our attention first to:  

The Dockyard.

If we were a maker of riddles, we would ask our reader, Why is a ship like a human being? and having added, Dye give it up? would reply, Because it commences life in a cradle; but not being a fabricator of riddles, we dont ask our reader that question. We merely draw his attention to the fact that ships, like men, have not only an infancy, but also have cradles  of which more hereafter.

Let us enter one of those naval nurseries  the dockyard  where ships may be seen commencing their career. What a scene it is! What sawing and thumping, and filing, and grinding, and clinching, and hammering, without intermission, from morn till noon, and from noon till dewy eve! What a Babel of sounds and chaos of indescribable material!

That little boy whom you observe standing under the shadow of yonder hull  his hands in his pockets (of course), his mouth open (probably), and his eyes gazing up fixedly at the workmen, who cluster like bees on the ribs and timbers of yonder infant ship has stood there for more than an hour, and he will stand there, or thereabout, for many hours to come; for it happens to be a holiday with him, and he dotes on harbours and dockyards. His whole being is wrapped up in them.

And this is natural enough. Most boys delight to gaze on incomprehensible and stupendous works. Let us  you and I, reader  follow this urchins example, keeping our mouths shut, however, save when we mean to speak, and our eyes open.

There are ships here of every shape and size  from the little coasting-vessel to the great East Indiaman, which, in its unfinished condition, looks like the skeleton of some dire megatherium of the antediluvian world. Some of these infant ships have an enormous shed over them to protect them from the weather; others are destitute of such protection: for ships, like men, it would seem, are liable to vicissitudes of fortune. While the great ones of the dockyard world are comfortably housed, the small ones are not unfrequently exposed to the fitful buffeting of the rude elements even from their birth.

There are ships here, too, in every state of progression. There, just beside you, is a little one that was born yesterday. The keel has just been laid on the blocks; and it will take many a long day of clinching and sawing and hammering ere that infant assumes the bristling appearance of an antediluvian skeleton. Yonder is the hull of a ship almost completed. It is a gigantic infant, and has the aspect of a very thriving child. It evidently has a robust constitution and a sturdy frame. Perhaps we may re-visit the dockyard to-morrow, and see this vessel launched.

Besides these two, there are ships with their ribs partially up, and ships with their planking partially on; and in a more distant part of the yard there are one or two old ships hauled up, high and dry, to have their bottoms repaired and their seams re-pitched, after many a rough and bravely-fought battle with the ocean waves.

Now that we have gazed our fill at the general aspect of the dockyard, let us descend a little more to particulars. We shall first tell of the:  

Nature and Use of Docks.

There are two kinds of docks  dry and wet. A dry-dock is usually constructed with gates, to admit or shut out the tide. When a ship arrives from a long voyage, and needs repair to the lower part of her hull, she must be got out of the water somehow or other.

This object is frequently attained in regard to small vessels by simply running them gently on the flat sand or mud beach of a bay or harbour, so that, when the tide retires, they shall be left dry. [image: img65.jpg]But it would be dangerous as well as inconvenient to do this with large ships, therefore dry-docks have been constructed for this purpose. They are so built that when the tide is full the dry-docks are also full. When thus full of water, the gates of a dry-dock are opened, and the large ship is dragged slowly in, after which the gates are shut. The tide then retires, leaving it in this basin of water. The ship is then propped up on all sides with timbers, in such a way that she stands upright, upon an even keel, and thus, the pressure on her hull being equally distributed, she is not damaged. [image: img66.jpg]Then the water is let out by means of sluices in the gates, or it is pumped out, and the ship left dry. When the tide returns, the gates and sluices are all shut, and its entrance into the dock prevented, until such time as the ship is repaired, when water is let slowly in. As the vessel floats, the props and supports fall away, the gates of her hospital are opened, and off she goes again, in all the vigour of recruited health, to wing her way over the billows of the great deep.

A wet-dock is somewhat similar to a dry-dock, the chief difference being that ships while in it are kept floating in water.

Docks are not only used, however, for repairing and building ships. They are also used for loading and unloading them; and as ships are entering and departing from them almost constantly, the busy, bustling, active scene they present is always agreeable.

The principal docks in the United Kingdom are as follows:  
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Docks on the Thames  namely, East and West India Docks, London Docks, Saint Katherines Docks, Commercial Docks, Victoria Docks.

Southampton Docks.

Liverpool and Bristol Docks.

Hull Docks.

Glasgow Docks.

Dundee Docks.

Leith Docks.

Birkenhead Docks.

So much for docks in passing. Let us now turn our attention to the process of:  

Building a Ship.

As we think it highly improbable that any of our readers intend to become either ship-carpenters or ship-architects, we will not worry them with technical explanations. To give an easily understood and general idea of the manner of building a ship is all we shall attempt. The names of those parts only that are frequently or occasionally referred to in general literature shall be given.

The term ship is employed in two significations. In familiar language it denotes any large or small vessel that navigates the ocean with sails. In nautical language it refers solely to a vessel having three masts, each consisting of a lower-mast, a top-mast, and a top-gallant-mast. At present we use the term ship in the familiar sense.

Elaborate and complicated drawings having been prepared, the shipbuilder begins his work.

The keel is the first part of a ship that is laid. It is the beam which runs along the bottom of a boat or ship from one end to the other. In large ships the keel consists of several pieces joined together. Its uses are, to cause the ship to preserve a direct course in its passage through the water; to check the leeway which every vessel has a tendency to make; and to moderate the rolling motion. The keel is also the ground-work, or foundation, on which the whole superstructure is reared, and is, therefore, immensely strong and solid. The best wood for keels is teak, as it is not liable to split.

Having laid the keel firmly on a bed of wooden blocks, in such a position that the ship when finished may slide into the water stern foremost, the shipbuilder proceeds next to erect the stem and stern posts.

The stem-post rises from the front end of the keel, not quite perpendicularly from it, but sloping a little outwards. It is formed of one or more pieces of wood, according to the size of the ship; but no matter how many pieces may be used, it is always a uniform single beam in appearance. To this the ends of the planks of the ship are afterwards fastened. Its outer edge is called the cut-water, and the part of the ship around it is named the bow.

[image: img68.jpg]

The stern-post rises from the opposite end of the keel, and also slopes a little outwards. To it are fastened the ends of the planking and the framework of the stern part of the ship. To it also is attached that little but most important part of a vessel, the rudder. The rudder, or helm, is a small piece of timber extending along the back of the stern-post, and hung movably upon it by means of what may be called large iron hooks-and-eyes. By means of the rudder the mariner guides the ship in whatever direction he pleases. The contrast between the insignificant size of the rudder and its immense importance is very striking. Its power over the ship is thus referred to in Scripture, Behold also the ships, which, though they be so great, and are driven of fierce winds, yet are they turned about with a very small helm, whithersoever the governor listeth. The rudder is moved from side to side by a huge handle or lever on deck, called the tiller; but as in large ships the rudder is difficult to move by so simple a contrivance, several ropes or chains and pulleys are attached to it, and connected with the drum of a wheel, at which the steersman stands. In the largest ships two, and in rough weather four men are often stationed at the wheel.

The ribs of the ship next rise to view. These are curved wooden beams, which rise on each side of the keel, and are bolted firmly to it. They serve the same purpose to a ship that bones do to the human frame  they support and give strength to it as well as form.

The planks follow the ribs. These are broad, and vary in thickness from two to four inches. They form the outer skin of the ship, and are fastened to the ribs, keel, stem-post, and stern-post by means of innumerable pins of wood or iron, called tree-nails. The [image: img69.jpg]spaces between the planks are caulked  that is, stuffed with oakum; which substance is simply the untwisted tow of old and tarry ropes. A figure-head of some ornamental kind having been placed on the top and front of the stem-post, just above the cutwater, and a flat, ornamental stern, with windows in it to light the cabin, the hull of our ship is complete. But the interior arrangements have yet to be described, although, of course, they have been progressing at the same time with the rest.
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The beams of a ship are massive wooden timbers, which extend across from side to side in a series of tiers. They serve the purpose of binding the sides together, of preventing them from collapsing, and of supporting the decks, as well as of giving compactness and great strength to the whole structure.

The decks are simply plank floors nailed to the beams, and serve very much the same purposes as the floors of a house. They also help to strengthen the ship longitudinally. All ships have at least one complete deck; most have two, with a half-deck at the stern, called the quarter-deck, and another at the bow, called the forecastle. But the decks of large ships are still more numerous. Those of a first-rate man-of-war are as follows  we begin with the lowest, which is considerably under the surface of the sea:  

The Orlop-deck, the Gun-deck, the Middle-deck, the Upper-deck, the Quarter-deck, and the Poop  the latter deck being the highest deck of all, a very small one, at the stern.
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Thus a man-of-war is a floating house with six stories  the poop being the garret, and the orlop-deck the cellars. The upper decks are lighted by sky-lights; those farther down by port-holes (or gun-holes) and windows; the lowest of all by candles or lamps, daylight being for ever banished from those gloomy submarine regions!

The bulwarks rise above the upper-deck, all round the ship, and serve the purposes of protecting the upper-deck from the waves, and supporting the belaying-pins, to which the ropes are fastened. In ships of war the top of the bulwarks forms a sort of trough all round the ship, in which the hammocks (the swinging-beds) of the men are stowed away every morning. This trough is termed the hammock-nettings, and the hammocks are placed there to be well aired. In action the bulwarks serve to protect the crew from musketry.
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The wheel, which has been already referred to, stands usually at the stern of the ship, on the quarter-deck; but it is sometimes placed on an elevated platform amid-ships, so that the steersman may see more clearly where he is going.

The binnacle stands directly in front of the wheel. It is a species of box, firmly fixed to the deck, in which is placed the compass. It is completely covered in, having a glass window, through which the man at the wheel can observe the course he is steering.

The capstan stands on the main-deck, sometimes near the centre of the vessel, at other times near the bow or the stern. [image: img73.jpg]It is a massive block of timber moving on a pivot, which is turned round by wooden levers, called capstan bars, or hand-spikes, and is used for any purpose that requires great tractive power  the drawing in of the cable, for instance, or warping the ship; which means that a rope is fixed on shore, or by an anchor to the bottom of the sea, and the other end of it is coiled round the capstan, so that when the capstan is forced round by the handspikes, the rope coils on to it, and the ship is slowly dragged forward.
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The windlass is simply a horizontal, instead of a perpendicular capstan. Its sole purpose is for heaving up the anchor, and it is placed close to the bow of the ship.

The galley, or cooking-house, is usually near to the windlass, in the front part of the vessel. Here the cook reigns supreme; but this nautical kitchen is wonderfully small. It is just big enough to hold the fireplace and coppers, with a small shelf, on which the cook (always a man, and often a negro) performs the duties of his office.

The various decks below are partitioned off by means of plank walls, which are called bulk-heads, into a variety of berths and apartments; and the greater part of the centre of the vessel (in merchantmen) is called the hold, and is reserved for cargo.

The hull of the ship being finished, now gets a coat of tar all over it, which preserves the wood from the action of the weather, and helps to render the seams water-tight. Some vessels are sheathed from the keel to a short way above their water-line with thin sheets of copper, to preserve them more effectually from tear and wear, and especially to defend them against those barnacles and marine insects that would otherwise fasten to them.

Being now ready to be launched from her cradle into the sea  her future home  we will proceed in our next chapter to describe the process of launching.




Chapter Nine.

The Launch, etcetera.

Ships begin life with a retrograde movement; they imitate the crabs: in other words, they are launched stern foremost. Whether great or small, long or short, whether clothed in patrician copper or smeared with plebeian tar, they all start on their first voyage with their stern-posts acting the part of cut-water, and, also, without masts or sails. These necessary adjuncts, and a host of others, are added after they have been clasped to the bosom of their native sea. One notable exception there is to this rule, the launch of the far-famed Great Eastern, which monster of the deep was forced into her element sidewise, of which a full account will be found in another part of this volume.

The cradles on which ships are launched are wooden frameworks, so constructed as to slide down an inclined plane, called the ways, bearing their burdens along with them into the water. When a ship is ready for launching, the shores, or supports, that have kept her so long in position are knocked away one by one, until the entire weight of the ship rests on the cradle. The ways are then well greased, and it only remains to knock away one or two remaining checks to allow the vessel to seek her future home by means of her own weight.

But before this last act is done, a day must be fixed for the launch; friends of the owners must be invited to go on board during this her first voyage; a fair maiden must be asked to go through the ceremony of giving the ship her name; and paragraphs must go the round of the newspapers. As the hour draws near, crowds of human beings, young and old, male and female, must hurry to the spot to witness the great event, and hundreds of little boys must beg leave from school (if they can); in short, a great stir must be made, and a great day must dawn, before the last shores are knocked away, and the noble structure be permitted to rush down that inclined plane, and for the first time cleave the waves.

And now, having shown how the launching of our ship is accomplished, let us turn to consider the next step towards completion; for there is yet much to be done ere she is able to brave the tempest.

Rigging a Ship.

Although fitting-in the lower-masts of a ship cannot well be deemed a part of the rigging, we will nevertheless describe the operation here.

As the lower-masts of a large ship are from five to six feet in circumference, it is manifest that some powerful mechanical contrivance is required to raise them over the bulwarks, and put them in an upright position, into their appointed places. Such contrivances, in the form of enormous cranes, are fixed in some of the larger docks; but the most useful method is to have the masts put in by means of:

The Shear Hulk. This is a strongly built hull of a ship, moored in a part of a river or harbour that will afford depth of water to float vessels of any size alongside. It has one stout mast, with two immense beams attached to it near the deck, and sloping outwards over the bulwarks in such a way that their ends overhang the deck of the vessel into which masts are to be placed. These sloping beams are prevented from falling overboard altogether, and their slope is regulated, by blocks and tackles from the mast of the hulk. By means of this contrivance, which is just a gigantic floating crane, the ponderous lower-masts of large ships are raised and lowered into their places.

When these are fixed, the rigging of the ship commences. The method of putting it up cannot prove interesting to general readers; not even to boys, for when they take to rigging model ships, they do not require the mechanical contrivances that are necessary in rigging large vessels. But all readers of sea stories and nautical history will find it of the utmost advantage to their clear understanding of what they read, to have a general idea of the names and uses of the principal parts of a ships rigging.

We shall, therefore, devote a small space to the explanation of this subject. And, first, let us examine the Masts.

These vary in size, form, and number in different ships, but in all they serve the same purpose  to support the sails. Lower masts of large vessels are never formed out of one tree. They are found to be stronger when built up of several pieces, which are fastened together by strong iron hoops. Masts sometimes consist of three distinct parts. The lower-mast, top-mast, and top-gallant-mast. In most large ships there are three masts, each having three parts. The centre mast, being the largest, is the main-mast; the front one, which is next in size, is the fore-mast; and the one next the stern, the smallest, is called the mizzen.

Although we have spoken of lower-masts for the sake of clearness, the name is never used. The name of the mast itself designates the lower part of it. To name the masts in order, we have the Fore-mast. Main-mast. Mizzen-mast. Fore-top-mast. Main-top-mast. Mizzen-top-mast. Fore-topgallant-mast. Main-topgallant-mast. Mizzen-topgallant-mast.
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The parts of the different masts are connected and secured by means of cross-trees and caps, which are named after the mast and part of the mast to which they belong. Thus we have the fore-top, the fore-top-mast cross-trees, the main-top, and main-top-mast cross-trees, etcetera. Observe, particularly, that the fore-top, main-top, and mizzen-top, are the platforms, or cross-trees, at the tops of the lower-masts, and not  as might well be supposed by landsmen  the extreme tops of these masts. [image: img76.jpg]The button-like objects on the summits of the masts are called the trucks; which, besides forming a sort of finish to them, are fitted with small pulleys, through which signal-halyards, or cords for hoisting the flags, are rove.

In first-rate men-of-war the tops are so large that a number of men can be stationed on them. Besides their other purposes, they are very frequently used as a place of punishment for the midshipmen, or middies (the boy officers), who are often sent there to air themselves, and profit, if they can, by calm reflection in exalted solitude.

Shrouds and stays are the thick ropes that keep the masts firmly in position. They form part of what is termed the standing gear of a ship  in other words, the ropes that are fixtures  to distinguish them from the running gear  those movable ropes, by means of which the sails, boats, flags, etcetera, are hoisted. Nearly all the ropes of a ship are named after the mast, or yard, or sail with which they are connected. Thus we have the main shrouds, the main-top-mast shrouds, and the main-topgallant shrouds; the main back-stay, the main-topgallant back-stay, and so on  those of the other masts being similarly named, with the exception of the first word, which, of course, indicates the particular mast referred to. [image: img77.jpg]The shrouds rise from the chains, which are a series of blocks called dead eyes, fixed to the sides of the ship. To these the shrouds are fixed, and also to the masts near the tops; they serve the purpose of preventing the masts from falling sideways. Backstays prevent them from falling forward, and forestays prevent them from falling backward, or aft. Besides this, shrouds have little cross ropes called ratlines attached to them, by means of which rope-ladders the sailors ascend and descend the rigging to furl, that is, tie up, or unfurl, that is, to untie or shake out, the sails.
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Our cut represents a sailor-boy ascending the mizzen-top-mast shrouds. He grasps the shrouds, and stands on the ratlines.

Yards are the heavy wooden cross-poles or beams to which the sails are attached.

Reef-points are the little ropes which may be observed hanging in successive rows on all sails, by means of which parts of the sails are gathered in and tied round the yards, thus reducing their size in stormy weather. Hence such nautical expressions as taking in a reef, or a double reef, and close reefing,  which last implies that a sail is to be reduced to its smallest possible dimensions. The only further reduction possible would be folding it up altogether, close to the yard, which would be called furling it, and which would render it altogether ineffective. [image: img79.jpg]In order to furl or reef sails, the men have to ascend the masts, and lay-out upon the yards. It is very dangerous work in stormy weather. Many a poor fellow, while reefing sails in a dark tempestuous night, has been blown from the yard into the sea, and never heard of more. All the yards of a ship, except the three largest, can be hoisted and lowered by means of halyards. The top-gallant masts can also be lowered, but the lower-masts, of course, are fixtures.

The bowsprit of a ship is a mast which projects out horizontally, or at an angle, from the bow. It is sometimes in two or three pieces, sometimes only in one. [image: img80.jpg]To it are attached the jib-sail and the flying-jib, besides a variety of ropes and stays which are connected with and support the fore-mast.

The cat heads are two short beams which project from the bows on either side, and support the ships anchors.
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Miscellaneous.  The openings in the decks are called hatches; the stair-cases which descend to the cabins are called companions. The pulleys by which sails, etcetera, are hoisted, are named blocks. Braces are the ropes by which sails are fixed tightly in any position. Hauling a rope taut, means hauling it tight. The weather side of a ship means the side which happens to be presented to the wind; the lee side, that which is away from the wind, and, therefore, sheltered. The starboard side means the right side, the larboard signifies the left; but as the two words resemble each other, the word port is always used for larboard to prevent mistakes in shouting orders. Heaving the lead is the act of throwing a heavy leaden plummet, with a line attached, into the sea to ascertain its depth. It is thrown from the chains as far as possible ahead of the ship, so that it may reach the bottom and be perpendicularly beneath the man who heaves it when the ship comes up to the spot where it entered the water. A peculiar and musical cry is given forth by the heaver of the lead each time he throws it. The forecastle is the habitat of the ordinary sailors, and is usually in nautical parlance termed the foge-sl.
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Most of what we have just described applies more or less to every ship; but this will be seen in future chapters. Meanwhile, we would seriously recommend all those who have found this chapter a dry one to turn back to the heading entitled Rigging a Ship, and from that point read it all over again with earnest attention.




Chapter Ten.

Coasting Vessels.

The coasting-trade of the British Islands is replete with danger, yet it is carried on with the utmost vigour; and there are always plenty of hands, as seamen are called when spoken of in connection with ships, to man the vessels. The traffic in which they are engaged is the transporting of the goods peculiar to one part of our island, to another part where they are in demand.

In describing these vessels, we shall begin with the smallest.

Sloops.

Like all other vessels, sloops vary in size, but none of them attain to great magnitude. As a class, they are the smallest decked vessels we have. From 40 to 100 tons burden is a very common size. A sloop of 40 tons burden is what we ordinarily call a little ship, and one of 100 tons is by no means a big one. The hull of such a vessel being intended exclusively to carry cargo, very little space is allowed for the crew. [image: img83.jpg]The cabins of the smaller-sized sloops are seldom high enough to permit of an ordinary man standing erect. They are usually capable of affording accommodation to two in the cabin, and three or four in the forecastle,  and such accommodation is by no means ample. The class to which vessels belong is determined chiefly by the number of their masts and by the arrangement and the form of their sails.

The distinctive peculiarity of the sloop is, that it has but one mast; and its rig is, nautically speaking, fore-and-aft  that is to say, the sails are spread with their surfaces parallel to the sides of the vessel, not stretched upon yards across the vessel. The term fore-and-aft is derived from the forward part and the after part of the ship. Fore-and-aft sails, then, are such as are spread upon yards which point fore and aft, not across the ship. We conceive this elaborate explanation to be necessary for some readers, and, therefore, dont apologise for making it. A ship [image: img84.jpg]whose sails are spread across the hull is said to be square-rigged. Sometimes, however, a sloop carries one and even two square sails.

The masts, yards, and sails of a sloop are as follows:  As has been already said, one of the distinctive peculiarities of a sloop is, that it has only one mast. This mast is sometimes formed of one stick, sometimes of two; the second, or top-mast, being fastened to the top of the lower mast by cross-trees and cap, in such a way that it may be hoisted or lowered at pleasure. [image: img85.jpg]A sloop has usually four sails,  a mainsail, fore-sail, gaff, and jib. The main-sail is behind the lower mast. It reaches from within a few feet of the deck to the top of the lower mast, and spreads out upon two yards towards the stern or after part of the ship, over which it projects a few feet. [image: img86.jpg]The lower yard of the main-sail is called the boom, and the upper the main-sail yard. This is by far the largest sail in the sloop. Above it is spread the gaff, which is comparatively a small sail, and is used when the wind is not very strong. The fore-sail is a triangular sheet, which traverses on the fore-stay; that is, the strong rope which runs from the lower mast-head to the bow, or front part of the sloop. On the bowsprit is stretched the jib, another triangular sail, which reaches nearly to the top of the lower mast. The [image: img87.jpg]only sail that rises above the lower mast is the gaff. In stormy weather this sail is always taken down. If the wind increases to a gale, the jib is lowered and lashed to the bowsprit.

Should the gale increase, a reef is taken in the main-sail. One, two, three, and sometimes four reefs are taken in, according to the violence of the storm; when the last reef is taken in, the sloop is under close-reefed main-sail. Increased violence in the storm necessitates the taking in of the main-sail and lying-to under the fore-sail, or a part of it. Lying-to is putting the sloops head to the wind, and placing the helm in such a position that it tends to turn the vessel in one direction, while the gale acting on the fore-sail tends to force it in another, and thus it remains stationary between the two opposing forces. Many vessels thus lie-to, and ride out the severest storm. [image: img88.jpg]Sometimes, however, a dreadful hurricane arises, and compels vessels to take in all sails and scud under bare poles  that is, drive before the wind without any sails at all; and it is at such seasons that man is forced to feel his utter helplessness, and his absolute dependence on the Almighty. Of course, there are slight variations in the rig of sloops  some have a square-sail, and some have a flying-jib; but these are not distinctive sails, and they are seldom used in small craft.

Doubtless, those of our readers who have dwelt on the sea-coast must have observed that boats and vessels frequently sail in precisely opposite directions, although acted upon by the same wind. This apparent paradox may be explained thus:  

Suppose a vessel with the bow and stern sharp and precisely alike, so that it might sail backwards or forwards with equal facility. Suppose, also, that it has two masts exactly the same in all respects  one near the bow, the other near the stern. Suppose, further, a square sail stretched between the two masts quite flat; and remember that this would be a fore-and-aft sail  namely, one extending along the length, not across the breadth of the vessel.

Well, now, were a breeze to blow straight against the side of such a vessel, it would either blow it over, flat on its side, or urge it slowly sideways over the water, after the fashion of a crab. Now remove one of these masts  say the stern one  and erect it close to the lee-side of the vessel (that is, away from the windward-side), still keeping the sail extended. The immediate effect would be that the sail would no longer present itself flatly against the wind, but diagonally. The wind, therefore, after dashing against it would slide violently off in the direction of the mast that had been removed, that is, towards the stern. In doing so it would, of course, give the vessel a shove in the opposite direction; on the very same principle that a boy, when he jumps violently off a chair, not only sends his body in one direction, but sends the chair in the opposite direction. So, when the wind jumps off the sail towards the stern, it sends the ship in the opposite direction  namely, forward. Reverse this; bring back the mast you removed to its old place in the centre of the deck, and shift the front mast near to the lee-bulwarks. The wind will now slide off the sail towards the bow, and force our vessel in the opposite direction  namely, backward; so that, with the same side wind, two ships may sail in exactly opposite directions.

By means of the rudder, and placing the sails in various positions, so as to cause them to press against the masts in a particular manner, vessels can be made to sail not only with a side wind, but with a breeze blowing a good deal against them  in nautical phraseology, they can be made to sail close to the wind. In short, they can sail in every direction, except directly in the teeth of the wind. Some ships sail closer to the wind than others; their powers in this respect depending very much on the cut of their sails and the form of their hulls.

The Lighter is a small, rough, clumsy species of coasting-vessel, usually of the sloop rig. It is used for discharging cargoes of large vessels in harbours, and off coasts where the depth of water is not great. Lighters are usually picturesque-looking craft with dingy sails, and they seldom carry top-sails of any kind. Being seldom decked, they are more properly huge boats than little ships. But lighters are not classed according to their rig,  they may be of any rig, though that of the sloop is most commonly adopted.

The Cutter.

This species of vessel is similar, in nearly all respects, to the sloop; the only difference being that it is better and more elegantly built. Gentlemens pleasure yachts are frequently cutters; but yachts may be of any form or rig  that is, they may belong to any class of vessels without changing their name of yacht. Cutter-yachts are much more elegantly moulded and rigged than the sloops that we have just described. [image: img89.jpg]They are clipper-built  that is, the hull is smoothly and sharply shaped; the cut-water, in particular, is like a knife, and the bow wedge-like. In short, although similar in general outline, a cutter-yacht bears the same relation to a trading-sloop that a racer does to a cart-horse. Their sails, also, are larger in proportion, and they are fast-sailing vessels; but, on this very account, they are not such good sea-boats as their clumsy brethren, whose bluff or rounded bows rise on the waves, while the sharp vessels cut through them, and often deluge the decks with spray.

In our engraving we have several cutter-rigged yachts sailing with a light side wind, with main-sail, gaff, fore-sail, and jib set.

The Schooner.

[image: img90.jpg]

This is the most elegant and, for small craft, the most manageable vessel that floats. Its proportions are more agreeable to the eye than those of any other species of craft, and its rig is in favour with owners of yachts,  especially with those whose yachts are large. The schooners distinctive peculiarities are, that it carries two masts, which usually rake aft, or lean back a good deal; and its rig is chiefly fore-and-aft, like the sloop. Of the two masts, the after one is the main-mast. The other is termed the fore-mast. The sails of a schooner are  the main-sail and the gaff, on the main-mast; the fore-sail, fore-top-sail, and fore-top-gallant-sail (the two last being square sails), on the foremast. In front of the fore-mast are the staysail, the jib, and the flying-jib; these last are triangular sails. If a schooner were cut in two in the middle, cross-wise, the front portion would be in all respects a sloop with a square top-sail; the stern part would also be a sloop, minus the bowsprit and the triangular sails before the mast. Schooners sometimes carry a large square-sail, which is spread when the wind is dead aft. They are much used in the coasting-trade; and one of their great advantages is that they can be worked with fewer hands than sloops of the same size.

The Brig.

Advancing step by step in our investigation of the peculiar rig and build of ships, we come to the brig. This species of craft is usually, but not necessarily, larger than those that have been described; it is generally built on a larger scale than the schooner, and often approaches in magnitude to the full-sized, three-masted ship.

The distinctive features of the brig are, that it has two masts, both of which are square-rigged. It is a particularly serviceable species of craft, and, when of large size, is much used in foreign trade.

The advantage of the square-rig over the fore-and-aft rig is, that the sails, being smaller and more numerous, are more easily managed, and require fewer men or hands to work them. Thus, as we increase the size of our vessel, the more necessity is there that it should be square-rigged. The huge main-sail of the sloop and schooner could not be applied to large vessels; so that when men came to construct ships of several hundred tons burden, they were compelled to increase the number of masts and sails, and diminish the size of them; hence, probably, brigs were devised after schooners. The main-mast of a brig is the aft one.

The sails are named after the masts to which they are fastened,  namely, the main-sail; above that the main-top-sail; above that the main-top-gallant-sail; and sometimes a very small sail, named the royal, [image: img91.jpg]is spread above all. Behind the main-sail there is a small fore-and-aft sail similar to the main-sail of a schooner, which is called the boom-main-sail. On the fore-mast is a similar sail, which is called the try-sail. Attached to the respective yards of square-rigged ships there are smaller poles or arms, which can be pushed out at pleasure, and the yard lengthened, in order to receive an additional little sailor wing on each side. These wings are called studding-sails or stun-sails, and are used only when the wind is fair and light. They are named after the sails to which they are fastened; thus there are the main-stun-sails, the main-top-stun-sails, and the main-top-gallant-stun-sails, etcetera. The fore-mast of a brig is smaller than the main-mast. It carries a fore-sail, fore-top-sail, fore-top-gallant-sail, and fore-royal. Between it and the bowsprit are the fore-stay-sail, jib, and flying-jib. The three last sails are nearly similar in all vessels. All the yards, etcetera, are hoisted and shifted, and held in their position, by a complicated arrangement of cordage, which in the mass is called the running-rigging, in contradistinction to the standing-rigging, which, as we have said, is fixed, and keeps the masts, etcetera, immovably in position. Yet every rope, in what seems to a landsmans eye a bewildering mass of confusion, has its distinctive name and specific purpose.

Brigs and schooners, being light and handy craft, are generally used by pirates and smugglers in the prosecution of their lawless pursuits, and many a deed of bloodshed and horror has been done on board such craft by those miscreants.

The Brigantine.

The rig of this vessel is a mixture of that of the sloop and brig. The brigantine is square-rigged on the fore-mast, and sloop-rigged on its after or mizzen mast. Of its two masts, the front one is the larger, and, therefore, is the main-mast. In short, a brigantine is a mixed vessel, being a brig forward and a sloop aft.

Such are our coasting-vessels; but it must be borne in mind that ships of their class are not confined to the coast. When built very large they are intended for the deep ocean trade, and many schooners approach in size to full-rigged ships.




Chapter Eleven.

Vessels of Large Size.

We now come to speak of ships of large size, which spread an imposing cloud of canvas to the breeze, and set sail on voyages which sometimes involve the circumnavigation of the globe.

The Barque.

[image: img92.jpg]

This vessel is next in size larger than the brig. It does not follow, however, that its being larger constitutes it a barque. Some brigs are larger than barques, but generally the barque is the larger vessel. The difference between a barque and a brig is that the former has three masts, the two front ones being square-rigged, and the mizzen being fore-and-aft rigged. The centre mast is the main one. The rigging of a barques two front masts is almost exactly similar to the rigging of a brig, that of the mizzen is similar to a sloop. If you were to put a fore-and-aft rigged mizzen-mast into the after part of a brig, that would convert it into a barque.

The term clipper simply denotes that peculiar sharpness of build and trimness of rig which insure the greatest amount of speed, and does not specify any particular class. There are clipper sloops, clipper yachts, clipper ships, etcetera. A clipper barque, therefore, is merely a fast-sailing barque.

The peculiar characteristics of the clipper build are, knife-like sharpness of the cut-water and bow, and exceeding correctness of cut in the sails, so that these may be drawn as tight and flat as possible. Too much bulge in a sail is a disadvantage in the way of sailing. Indeed, flatness is so important a desideratum, that experimentalists have more than once applied sails made of thin planks of wood to their clippers; but we do not know that this has turned out to be much of an improvement. The masts of all clippers, except those of the sloop or cutter rig, generally rake aft a good deal  that is, they lean backwards; a position which is supposed to tend to increase speed. Merchant vessels are seldom of the clipper build, because the sharpness of this peculiar formation diminishes the available space for cargo very much.

The Ship.

The largest class of vessel that floats upon the sea is the full-rigged ship, the distinctive peculiarity of which is, that its three masts are all square-rigged together, with the addition of one or two fore-and-aft sails.

As the fore and main masts of a ship are exactly similar to those of a barque, which have been already described, we shall content ourself with remarking that the mizzen-mast is similar in nearly all respects to the other two, except that it is smaller. The sails upon it are  the spanker (a fore-and-aft sail projecting over the quarter-deck), the mizzen-top-sail and mizzen-top-gallant-sail, both of which are square sails. Above all these a ship sometimes puts up small square-sails called the royals; and, above these, sky-sails.




Chapter Twelve.

Wooden and Iron Walls.

The birth of the British Navy may be said to have taken place in the reign of King Alfred. That great and good king, whose wisdom and foresight were only equalled by his valour, had a fleet of upwards of one hundred ships. With these he fought the Danes to the death, not always successfully, not always even holding his own; for the Danes at this early period of their history were a hardy race of sea-warriors, not less skilful than courageous. But to King Alfred, with his beaked, oared war-ships, is undoubtedly due the merit of having laid the foundation of Englands maritime ascendency.

England under the Normans does not seem to have greatly desired to excel in maritime enterprise, but it was otherwise during the Plantagenet period. Henry the Second possessed a most formidable fleet, numbering some five hundred vessels of war. During the reign of his successor a novel artifice in naval warfare was resorted to by the English which merits notice. The English admiral caused a number of barrels of unslaked lime to be placed in his ships. Having brought his fleet to windward of the enemy  the French  he ordered water to be poured on the lime. This of course raised a great and dense smoke, which, being blown by the wind into the very faces of the French, prevented the latter from seeing on what quarter they were being attacked. A panic arose, and spread, among the French vessels, and the victory fell easily to the English.

The navy of Edward the Third numbered eleven hundred ships when he undertook the invasion of France. But the great majority of these were not properly men-of-war  in fact, there were only five fully equipped warships; the rest were for the most part merchant vessels converted into fighting ships and transports for the time being. The navy of King Philip of France, though numerically weaker, far surpassed that of the English king in point of equipment. Of the four hundred ships of which it consisted, no fewer than one hundred had, been built purposely for war, according to the best principles of naval architecture then known. Bows, catapults, javelins, and weapons of a like description were the engines of offence used on both sides, and with these much havoc was wrought at close quarters. The English were victorious, notwithstanding the more scientific equipment of their foes. The French ships were boarded, and the flower of King Philips naval force must that day have perished.

Henry the Seventh did much for the improvement of the English navy. It was during his reign that the Great Harry was built, which was really the first large ship built directly for the Royal Navy. Hitherto the vessels employed by England for national defence or offence had been supplied by certain maritime towns; but the Great Harry was the property of the people. She was built in 1488, and had port-holes for cannon in the lower deck, being the first vessel thus constructed. The Great Harry was subsequently far surpassed by another of King Henrys ships, the Grace de Dieu, which was no less than one thousand tons burden, and carried seven hundred men and one hundred and twenty-two guns, (some writers mention only eighty guns) the largest of which were but eighteen-pounders. The Grace de Dieu was a four-masted vessel, and was built in 1515.

An epoch in Englands maritime history, which was in some respects the most brilliant and momentous, now falls to be mentioned; a period when Englands name became a synonym on the seas for everything that was most intrepid and successful in maritime enterprise; an era of daring adventure and splendid achievement, which at length established England as the first naval power among the nations of Europe.

Not without long and fierce struggle, however, was this supremacy won. The French, Spanish, and Dutch each and all in turn disputed Englands claim to the sovereignty of the seas. It is unnecessary to repeat here the oft-told tale of the defeat of the Spanish Armada, nor yet the almost as familiar story of our frequent naval encounters with the Dutch in the days of Admiral Blake and the great Dutch Admiral Van Tromp. Long and desperate those conflicts were, and nothing but indomitable courage and stubborn perseverance could have secured the victory for the English ships, for in almost every instance our foes were numerically the stronger.

In the thrice famous days of Nelson, it was still our wooden walls which carried the flag of England on from triumph to triumph. At the battle of Trafalgar the Victory and the French ship the Redoubtable were brought up close alongside of each other, and in this position poured volley after volley upon each others bulwarks, until water had to be thrown over the ships sides to prevent them igniting. The Victory was a grand ship in her time, yet she was not more than two thousand tons burden, and her guns were but one hundred and two in number.

But at last the day arrived when it became manifest that the glory of our wooden walls had set. In the prime of his intellectual and physical strength, the Emperor Louis Napoleon was a man of active and subtle brain, and it was to his ingenious invention that the first ironclad ship of war owed its birth. Floating batteries protected with iron plates were first employed during the Crimean War. It was becoming manifest that the great strides which were being made in the manufacture of cannon must necessitate an improved system of defensive armour for ships of war. No wooden vessel that could be constructed could be proof against the new guns that were now coming rapidly into use.

The French, as has been just indicated, were the first in the field with the new style of war-ships. La Gloire was built, and was quickly followed by our own Warrior. The frame of La Gloire was constructed of wood, but covered with an iron plating four and a half inches in thickness. The Warrior was built on an iron frame, and her armour-plating is of the same thickness as that of La Gloire; the lining is of solid teak eighteen inches thick, which is again backed by an inner coating of iron. The length of the Warrior is three hundred and eighty feet, but only about two-thirds of this is iron-plated.

At this time  the early days of ironclads  the heaviest shot that could be thrown by any gun was a sixty-eight pounder. Guns of this calibre the Warrior and her class were proof against. But the guns increased rapidly in size and power, and the thickness of the armour with which the ships were protected had to be increased in proportion. The class of war-vessels which succeeded the Warrior were entirely cased with iron plates, whose thickness has from time to time been increased. Since the first ironclad was built, then, a contest  for only such it can be called  has been going on between the cannon-maker and the ship-builder, the one striving to construct a gun which shall pierce the thickest armour which the ship can carry, the other adding inch upon inch to his armour plates, to the end that they may be shot-proof; and this contest may be said to be going on at this hour.

Will there ever be the same romance about the warships of the present day,  what those of the future will be like we do not care to speculate,  and the old wooden walls whose prowess on the high seas founded Englands maritime glory? Will a Dibdin ever arise to sing a Devastation or a Glatton? Can a Devastation or a Glatton ever inspire poetic thoughts and images? One would say that the singer must be endowed in no ordinary degree with the sacred fire whom such a theme as a modern ironclad turret-ship should move to lyric utterance. It has been said that all the romance of the road died out with the old coaching days; and certainly a locomotive engine, with its long black train of practical-looking cars, makes hardly so picturesque a feature in the landscape as one of the old stage-coaches with its red-coated driver, horn-blowing guard, and team of mettled greys; but a railway train is an embodiment of poetry compared with a turret-ship. But if it be true that poetry and romance must more and more cease to be associated with our navy, we must just accept the fact, for nothing is more certain than that, whatever the warships of the future may be, we can never again return to the days of the old wooden ships.

Several opposing difficulties have now to be met in the construction of ironclads. Invulnerability as regards the enemys guns, protection to the men on board, speed, and the quality of being easily managed at sea,  all these points have to be carefully considered; and the difficulty is that one quality wars against another. A ship might be built which was proof against any guns that could be devised, and then might be found utterly unmanageable and unsafe at sea. A balance of qualities has therefore to be struck, and this perfect equipoise has by no means been as yet attained. Every year  we might say every month  witnesses the birth of some new type of armour-plated war-ship, built in every case at an enormous cost. The new sea-monster looks formidable enough in all conscience; but the question that arises the instant she quits the dock is, Is she sea-worthy? And with the fate of the Captain and the Vanguard in our memories, the question may well arise. The story of modern war-ships has, up to this, been one of mingled success and failure. Does not the epigram on our war-ships  our sub-marine fleet  owe its point and sting, in a measure, to its truth?

Of the various types of modern war-vessels, the most formidable yet devised are undoubtedly the steam-rams and turret-ships. The steam-ram is armed with a strong steel beak, with which it charges an enemy in much the same way as the war-galleys of ancient times charged a foe, or as a sword-fish attacks its adversary. The turret-ship carries one or more shot-proof circular turrets, in which one or more guns are worked by the crew, the guns being capable of being turned and pointed in any direction. Both turret-ships and steam-rams are, of course, iron plated.

Vessels of this description were first employed by the Americans in the great civil war. The careers of the Merrimac and Monitor may be said to have become a part of American national history. The Merrimac was the first iron-plated steam-ram. She was originally a wooden frigate; was cut down, coated with iron, and furnished with a ram. In her famous encounter with the Congress and the Cumberland, two wooden frigates of the Federals, she steamed alongside the former, delivered a raking fire, and then, turning upon the Cumberland, attacked that vessel with her ram. Of the Cumberland she made quick work; for having torn a gaping rent in her side, she poured a damaging fire into the gap, hanging on by the sharp iron beak with which steam-rams are furnished.

Then withdrawing to a short distance, she again charged her adversary, and delivered a second terrible fire, until the Cumberland finally sank. The Merrimac then turned her attention to the Congress, whose fate she sealed in about half an hour. The first shot caused fearful destruction, killing every man at one of the guns, blowing away the bulk-heads, strewing the deck with a carnage too horrible to dwell upon, and finally setting the ship on fire. The Congress at last struck her colours, but during the night she blew up.

This formidable vessel had subsequently to haul down her colours before the Monitor  in a figurative sense, that is, for she did not actually surrender, but retreated after a contest of some hours. In this notable struggle the Merrimac sustained much damage, without succeeding in inflicting on her enemy anything like the same amount of injury; in fact, the Monitor came out of the action scathless.

The changes that are taking place in the construction of war-ships are so various and so rapid, that we cannot attempt to do more here than take note of a few of the principal; and even what are mentioned as novelties now, before these pages appear may have ceased to be novelties.

Iron is now employed in almost every part of a war-ship, the masts themselves being in many cases of iron  hollow tubes through which the running rigging may be let down when there is danger of its being damaged by the enemys fire. The majority of modern ironclads are built in compartments, with this advantage that, if damage is sustained in one part of the vessel, and the water rush in through the gap made by shot or any other cause, the ship will still float until the water can be let out again.

The American ironclad turret-ship Monitor has given her name to a whole class of vessels built within recent years for the English navy; but in many respects our vessels are superior to their American prototype. All these ships  which are characterised by low free-boards and absence of masts and sails  fight their guns from turrets. They are sometimes known as coast-defence ships, from the circumstance that they were constructed mainly for home service.

Of these English monitors, four  the Cyclops, Gorgon, Hecate, and Hydra  are built on identically similar principles. In appearance they may be best compared to a raft with a battery on top of it, from which fortress or battery rise various funnels and a flag-staff. The deck is but three feet and a half above the level of the sea. While the ships are in port the deck is roofed in with an awning and railed round; but both awning and railing are removed when the vessels put to sea.

The battery or fortress is in the centre of the ship, and fills up about one-third of her length and three-fourths of her breadth. The surrounding deck is flush, its surface being broken only by the skylights, which are three in number. The skylights allow but a scant and dim light to penetrate to the officers and seamens quarters below; but even this is wanting in time of action, when a shot-proof shield takes the place of the glass windows.

The deck of the dass of war-ships we are describing is composed of twin-layers of iron plating half an inch each in thickness, supported on iron beams, and of two layers of solid teak lining four inches thick. The sides of the ships are protected by iron plating of eight-inch thickness amidships, which is an inch more of iron than the armour possessed by the majority of our masted sea-going ironclads, many of which are twice or thrice the size of the Cyclops and her sister-ships. It will thus be seen that these turret-ships are practically stronger in defensive equipment than any other class of ironclad cruisers.

The battery of these vessels is surrounded by a breastwork six feet in height, plated with nine-inch armour. Entrance is gained to the turrets themselves from inside this breastwork. In the centre of the turret there are two cylinders, the one fitting over the other in a manner which keeps the whole steady even in rough weather. Small steam-engines placed inside the breastwork serve to turn the turrets, which, however, can also be worked by manual labour should necessity demand it.

The ports present a striking contrast to those in the old wooden ships, by reason of their greatly diminished size. They just admit of the muzzle of the gun peeping through, and no more, being oval in shape, and about three feet in diameter lengthways. There can be little doubt that these small ports are an advantage, since they must afford greater protection to the gunners during action. When it is desired to alter the direction of the guns, the change is not effected by moving them in the ports, but by revolving the turret itself. Should it ever happen in action that the free movement of the turret should become impeded from some cause, then the only means of changing the direction of the guns would be to turn the whole ship.

The turrets are armed with two twenty-five ton guns, carrying four hundred pound shot. The deck being flush, as has been mentioned, the guns can be fired straight ahead and astern, and command all sides. Less than one minute is needed to revolve the whole turret. This class of ships is believed to be able to keep up a constant steady fire whether in chase or in retreat.

Abaft the funnel in these ships there is an upright oval tube rising some seventeen feet above the level of the main deck, plated with iron. The upper plate is pierced with several small horizontal slits, from which the tube has received the name of the conning-house, for through these openings the captain can con or note whatever is going on outside, without himself being exposed to danger. This circular box just allows the captain to turn himself about in; and here must he stand in time of action, directing and governing the whole conduct of his ship by mechanical telegraphs.

Of the many curious and remarkable features in these ships, one of the most remarkable is the extensive use made of machinery for every purpose. Engines revolve the turrets, raise the ashes from the engine-rooms, turn the capstans, work the rudders;  engines do everything.

Three monitors similar to those just described were built for the defence of several of our colonies. The colony of Victoria, we believe, purchased their ironclad, the Cerberus, from the home Government; at any rate, the people maintain her at their own cost. Before the Cerberus could make the voyage out to Melbourne, her sides had to be built up with thin iron plating for nearly her whole length. In the same way the Cyclops and her companion-ships might be made fit to face any sea or weather.

It may occur to the reader to ask, Why not have sea-going masted vessels at once? To which it may be answered, first, that the masted ships must inevitably draw more water than those of which the Cyclops and Hecate are types. Turret-ships like the Monarch, or broadside-ships like the Hercules and Sultan, draw about twenty-five feet of water; the smaller ships only sixteen, while at the same time they are more heavily armoured. Thus the latter, if close pressed by an enemys sea-going ironclads  the only class from which they have much to fear  could take shelter up a river out of their reach. In action near the land these monitors, moreover, could be handled with greater ease.

Secondly, from their much smaller size, the coast-defence ships are built at a much less cost  an important consideration in days when a first-class ironclad costs about as much as a small fleet of bygone days. The vessels we have been describing are of rather more than two thousand tons burden, as compared with the five thousand tons of the larger sea-going ships; and, speaking roughly, the expense of construction is proportionate to the tonnage.

The Glatton turret-ship has several characteristics in which it differs from the above class of monitors. It has but a single turret, and its guns throw six hundred pound shot, carrying three miles and a half. Her water-draught is about six feet more than that of the Cyclops and Hecate, and her armour-plates three inches thicker. Though she carries fewer guns, the Glatton is a much more powerful vessel than the other monitors. (Note: The above description of English monitors is adapted and abridged from an article in Chamberss Journal.)

We shall now briefly describe the Devastation, one of the largest and most powerful of all our ironclads. The Devastation in her after-part rises but four feet and a half above the water; but to meet bad weather she is furnished with an armour-plated half-raised forecastle, so that forward she is nine feet out of the water. The free-board amidships is still higher, being at this point level with the platform on which the two turrets are placed. In the centre of the ship rises a circular iron erection, on the top of which is the hurricane-deck. Through this structure runs a passage, in which are situated the entrances to the hatchways and to the hurricane-deck overhead.

From the hurricane-deck rise the ships two funnels; and here also are the captains fighting box, already alluded to in describing the coast-defence ships, the fire-proof shield for protecting the steering gear, and the boats. In a gale the hurricane-deck is the only safe place in ships of this kind  the only place where one would not get speedily washed overboard. As for the below part of the ship, it is there almost impossible to breathe, even when air has been pumped in from above, which is the only means of ventilating this portion of the vessel.

The Devastation carries two guns in each of her turrets, placed side by side, each weighing thirty-five tons. The turrets, directly the guns have been fired, can be wheeled rapidly round, thus turning the exposed parts away from the enemy.

Ships such as the Devastation, the Thunderer, and the Fury do not, at first sight, strike one as particularly well adapted for rough weather, to put it in the mildest phrase. Nevertheless, the Devastation has been fairly well tested in this way, having encountered some pretty rough weather, and, it is affirmed, behaved satisfactorily. The great danger about all ships of this class is that they may not rise to the seas, but that the waves, breaking over them, may press them down and founder them. The Thunderer has been known to have her forecastle, which is somewhat lower than that of the Devastation, completely submerged, and this, too, when no very high sea was running. These ships are designed, not for home service and coast defence merely, but for general action in mid-ocean.

To attempt to describe even a single specimen of each type of modern war-ships would to a certainty weary the reader, for to any but an expert there would inevitably be a sense of repetition in the perusal of such a narrative. But in order to place before our readers something like an approximate idea, at any rate, of the present state of our navy, we shall examine briefly one other first-class ironclad, the Inflexible, which may be regarded as a leading example of ironclad ships, and, at the time of writing, as one of the highest achievements of modern naval architecture.

The Inflexible is the vast size of 11,400 tons burden, her horse-power being 8000. The length is 320 feet, her armour-plating from 16 to 24 inches thick, with an inner lining of wood from 17 to 25 inches in thickness. She is divided into 135 compartments, and her engines are placed at such a distance from each other that should one be disabled from any cause the other would still be in working order.

The chief characteristic of the Inflexible is the position of the turrets. The majority of ships of this description have their turrets in the middle line, from which it results that only one half of their guns can be directed on an enemy, whether ahead or astern. The Inflexible has her turrets on each side  the fore-turret on the port-side, the after-turret on the starboard. She can thus use the whole of her guns against an enemy at the same time, whether it be ahead or astern.

It will be seen that the thickness of the armour-plating with which the Inflexible is protected is enormous; and yet this thickness of iron has been pierced. The question, then, that immediately suggests itself is, Can a vessel be constructed to carry much heavier armour-plating than this? A recent writer in the Times declares not. So far as the exigencies of the navy are concerned, he says, the limit of weight seems to have already been reached, for the simple reason that the buoyancy of our ironclads cannot with safety be further diminished by the burden of heavier armour and armaments.
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The following very graphic description of the interior of a turret-ship was written by an eye-witness of the scene described. It is an extract from a narrative supplied to the author of The Sea: its Stirring Story of Adventure and Peril, from which we take it. The vessel described was the Miantonoma, an American ironclad turret-ship.

You ascend again through a trap-door, and find yourself in a circular room, some twelve feet in diameter, padded from top to bottom like the interior of a carriage. By your side is a huge mass of iron. You are inside the turret. A glimmering lamp sheds its feeble light on the moving forms around you, and from below comes the faint whispering of the men, until the trap is shut and you are again in utter silence.

Prepare! The gunners mate stands on your toes, and tells you to lean forward and thrust your tongue out of your mouth. You hear the creaking of machinery. It is a moment of intense suspense. Gradually a glimmer of light  an inch  a flood! The shield passes from the opening; the gun runs out. A flash, a roar  a mad reeling of the senses, and crimson clouds flitting before your eyes  a horrible pain in your ears, a sense of oppression on your chest, and the knowledge that you are not on your feet  a whispering of voices blending with the concert in your ears  a darkness before your eyes  and you feel yourself plump up against the padding, whither you have been thrown by the violence of the concussion.

Before you have recovered sufficiently to note the effects I have endeavoured to describe, the shield is again in its place and the gun ready for reloading. They tell you that the best part of the sound has escaped through the port-hole, otherwise there would be no standing it, and our gunners mate whispers in your ears, Its all werry well, but they busts out bleeding from the chest and ears after the fourth discharge, and has to be taken below. You have had enough of it too, and are glad that they dont ask you to witness another shot fired.

It must be stated that since the Miantonoma was built a new and improved principle of turret-firing has been introduced. Electricity is now employed in discharging the guns, and there is thus no necessity for anyone being in the turret, which is of course a great advantage.

At the close of the civil war, America possessed a fine fleet of monitors, of which scarcely any now remain. For the time they seemed all but impregnable to shot and shell; but they were built by contract, of unseasoned wood, and in the course of ten or twelve years yielded to natural decay. But the Brooklyn and the Ohio, both fine examples of naval architecture, still survive to maintain, in so far as two ships can, Americas maritime prestige.

A chapter treating of ironclads would, we think, be incomplete without allusion made to the loss of the Captain, whose terrible fate in 1870 has caused a mournful interest to be attached to that vessel.

The Captain was 320 feet in length and 53 feet broad. Her armour-plating reached to five feet below the water-line. Opposite the turrets her plating was eight inches in thickness and seven inches in other parts. The ship was furnished with two screws, placed side by side. The screws were available for steering, and thus the vessel could be governed without the rudder. The Captain was fully rigged, and could carry a large spread of canvas.
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The special characteristic of the ship was her revolving turrets. Each turret was 27 feet in diameter on the outside and 22 feet 6 inches on the inside. The walls of the turrets were therefore 2 feet 3 inches thick; and one half of this thickness was composed of iron. The turrets were revolved by separate engines, but they could also be turned, if occasion required, by hand-labour. Two Armstrong twenty-five ton guns, throwing six hundred pound shot, were placed in each turret. The ship was built after designs by Captain Coles  the architect also of the Monarch.

On her first sea-voyage the Captain showed, apparently, such excellent sea-going qualities that her architect and the contractors, the Messrs Laird, were quite satisfied as to her safety in mid-ocean. In the autumn of 1870 she accompanied the fleet on a cruise; and on the 6th of September, shortly after midnight, foundered off Cape Finisterre. The whole crew were lost, with the exception of nineteen men, and among those who perished was Captain Coles himself, Captain Burgoyne, the commander of the ship, and a son of the then First Lord of the Admiralty  Mr Childers. It is unnecessary to recall to the memory of the adult among my readers the deep feeling of pity and gloom spread by this awful disaster throughout Great Britain.

The night on which the Captain foundered was no doubt a somewhat rough one, with squalls and a heavy sea on; but it was not merely the force of the storm which overwhelmed the vessel.

Mr James May, a surviving gunner of the ill-fated ship, gave a sufficiently clear account of the foundering of the vessel. Soon after midnight he was awakened from sleep by a noise and a feeling that the ship was uneasy. Rising, and taking with him a lamp, he proceeded to the after-turret to see if the guns were all right. Everything was secure enough there; but he had hardly finished his examination when he felt the vessel heel steadily over, a heavy sea struck her on the weather-port, the water rushed into the turret, and May presently found himself in the water.

He swam to the pinnace, which he perceived floating bottom upwards, and there he was presently joined by Captain Burgoyne and several others of the crew. Then he beheld the vessel turn over and go down, stern first; the whole catastrophe being over in a few minutes. The launch was drifting a few yards off, and May called out to his comrades, Jump, men! it is our last chance. May with three others succeeded in reaching the boat, in which fifteen of the remainder of the crew also found a refuge. It is uncertain whether poor Captain Burgoyne remained in the pinnace or failed to reach the launch.

The nineteen survivors, after a hard row of twelve hours, without food or drink, landed at Cape Finisterre, where they were hospitably received and cared for by the people. A court-martial was held in due course to investigate the cause of the disaster. Into the details of the evidence it is impossible here to enter, but it was sufficiently proved that there were grave faults in the Captains construction,  faults which, as is unfortunately too often the case, were not discovered by such calculations as were made before the ship started on what may be said to have been her first, as it was her last, cruise. It had, however, been noticed by some that the vessel was about a foot and a half deeper in the water than she should have been  that her free-board, in a word, instead of being eight feet above the water, as was designed, was only six feet six inches; and it needs but a very slight knowledge of marine matters to understand how this difference would materially prejudice the stability of such a vessel as the Captain.

If it has been the readers chance, as it has been ours, to visit anyone of our great naval arsenals  especially Portsmouth or Plymouth  he cannot have failed of being struck with the gallant and splendid appearance presented by many of our ships of war; but he must likewise have been affected with feelings the reverse of admiration by more than one type of modern ironclads. No one who admires a real ship, be it of wood or of iron  a stately frigate in full sail before a favouring wind  can at the same time admire a monitor. Many persons, in truth, will refuse to regard a turret-ship as a ship at all. It overturns our every notion of what a ship should look like. A low, black, mastless, raft-like, cruel-looking machine, without the faintest pretension to form or comeliness, a turret-ship is simply a fighting-engine, a floating battery  an ingenious and formidable instrument of death and destruction, no doubt, but nothing more. Yet these are among the leading war-ships of the present, and, as far as can at present be seen, of the immediate future; and on these we must depend for the protection of our shores should they ever be threatened.

And yet, great as is the annual cost of our navy, and great as is the amount of ingenuity spent in the construction of new and novel ships of war  each designed to be more impregnable and more formidable than its predecessor  our navy is at this moment in somewhat of an unsettled and transitory state. Changes in the construction of ironclads are every year taking place, and considerable difference of opinion exists among our highest naval authorities upon important points in marine architecture. Ships of war have now to contend with such formidable enemies in the shape of guns, torpedoes, and other engines of terribly destructive power, that it is difficult to say at present which will eventually triumph. One of the old wooden ships placed beside a modern ironclad is as a childs toy battery compared with Gibraltar; and yet it can hardly be said that the nation has the same feeling of confidence and security in our present ships which it reposed in the vessels which Nelson so often led to victory; for it must be long ere the fate of the Captain and the Vanguard is entirely forgotten.

Of this, however, we may, we think, at least rest assured, that, however dubious we may be in regard to some of the novelties and presumed improvements that are being from time to time introduced in naval architecture, England is well abreast of the age in maritime matters; if her ships be not absolutely perfect, and proof against every form of danger, they are at least equal to those of any other nation. We need a strong, a very strong navy; and as a fact our naval resources are nearly equal to the combined naval strength of Europe.

A somewhat different condition of things will need to come about from that which at present exists among the nations of the world ere England can afford to decrease her naval armaments; and until the Great Powers of the world agree to settle their disputes by some other means than by wager of battle, and are resolved to war no more, probably the best and only way for her is to keep herself as strongly and perfectly armed as possible. It is this that has probably helped, at any rate, to secure so long and uninterrupted peace for our shores; and to try a different and opposite course would, to say the least, be a risk. It is upon her navy, as all the world knows, that England depends for defence and security. To be weak in our navy would be to be weak throughout all our armour. Our navy is at present, we would fain hope, a peace-weapon in our hands  a shield, not a sword; and while it is such, the stronger and more flawless it is, the better for us, and perhaps for the world at large. This may strike the reader as a somewhat vain-glorious, spread-eagle way of putting the case; but if he look at the matter fairly and impartially, we think he will admit that there is some truth in our statement.

Before closing this chapter, a word or two must be said descriptive of that fell foe to ships of war, the torpedo, though space demands that our reference should be brief. Almost all modern ships of war are constructed with false bottoms, designed especially to protect them against torpedoes. There are many different forms of torpedoes, employed in a variety of ways. A torpedo may be described as a submarine exploding apparatus. It may contain from thirty to as much as five hundred pounds of gunpowder; and the explosion is effected either by means of electricity, or by a spring and a detonating substance when the engine comes in contact with a ship. Some kinds of torpedoes rest on the bottom of the sea, while others are anchored and float suspended in the water. If a vessel strikes against one of these terrible engines, she is either at once blown to splinters, or a rent is made in her bottom which causes her rapidly to sink.

One type of torpedoes resembles somewhat a fish, and is impelled rapidly through the water by a screw and other machinery. Torpedoes are so constructed as to be able to rise and strike a vessel just at the right moment. When not filled with gunpowder or gun-cotton, dynamite and other explosive substances are used instead for charging these submarine war-engines.

Various methods have been devised to secure ships from torpedoes. Nets are sometimes extended in front of the ship, which catch the torpedoes before they can come in contact with the vessels bottom. This safeguard was adopted, in many instances with success, by the Federal war-ships when entering Confederate harbours. But a great deal may be done to secure a ship against these terrible engines of destruction by precaution simply, as was proved in the Crimean War, when the Russian torpedoes did little or no damage to our ships, by reason of the unceasing watchfulness maintained on board.

During the late war between Russia and Turkey one of the most daring exploits of the campaign was an attack by a Russian squadron of torpedo-boats on the Turkish monitor Hifse Rahman. The flotilla comprised four ships, the Czarevich, the Xenia, the Czarevna, and the Djirid. The two first named began the attack, the Czarevna and the Djirid holding themselves in reserve until their assistance should be wanted.

The launches were equipped with strong iron awnings which shielded their crews from the enemys fire. Each boat was armed with two torpedoes, fastened to the end of long spars projected over the bulwarks and working on pivots. The torpedoes could be detached from the spars when occasion demanded; while long chains were secured to the missiles, by which they were attached to the enemys vessel, as well as to the wire of a galvanic battery fastened round the waist of the commander of the launch. This battery was the means by which the torpedo was exploded.

The flotilla left the Roumanian side of the Danube on the 25th of June 1877 at about midnight, and in something less than an hour the Hifse Rahman loomed in sight, a shadowy mass on the dark waters. The approach of the torpedo-boats was almost noiseless, and the croaking of the frogs was said to have further favoured the Russians by drowning the sound of the engines, so that those on board the monitor were not aware of their enemys propinquity until the launches were almost alongside.

The sentry at once challenged, when Lieutenant Doubarsoff, the commander of the Czarevich, answered Friends. But his speech betrayed him; the alarm was spread; and the Hifse Rahman opened a sharp fire upon the launches. But Lieutenant Doubarsoff succeeded in attaching his torpedo-chain to a rope hanging at the monitors bows, and then rapidly backed his little vessel and fired the torpedo. A tremendous explosion; a column of water shot up into the air, and the launch was nearly swamped! A breach had, however, been made in the Hifse Rahmans bulwarks.

The other monitors were now thoroughly alive to their danger, and the Russian launches had to sustain a deadly cannonade, upon which Lieutenant Doubarsoff ordered Lieutenant Schestakoff to bring up his launch, the Xenia, and apply a second torpedo, which the latter was able to do, attaching the missile amidships of the Turkish vessel. The fate of the Hifse Rahman was now sealed, and in a few minutes she sank.

The Russian launches succeeded in getting clear of their enemy again without losing a single man, and thus ended the first torpedo expedition ever made against an enemys ironclads, but which may, as a writer describing the event says, end in completely revolutionising our present system of monster iron walls. The Grand Cross of Saint George was awarded to Lieutenants Doubarsoff and Schestakoff for this intrepid and successful exploit.

Space is not left us to do more than revert for a moment to what is perhaps the deadliest weapon of offensive naval warfare yet devised,  rams. Some experts maintain that nothing can match the power of the ram of a modern ironclad skilfully handled; and a well-known naval authority has declared that the use of the guns in a naval action should be merely preliminary to that of the ram  in other words, that all effort should be concentrated upon making an opportunity of using the ram.

We close this chapter by recalling the readers attention to a feature in modern war-ships already alluded to, and which indeed the whole course of our remarks upon this subject points to  the almost universal use of machinery in modern naval tactics. Most assuredly in modern sea-warfare it may be said, in the Laureates words  used by him, of course, with a very different sense  that the individual dwindles, so that the prediction, which some of our readers may remember was once made by a First Lord of the Admiralty, seems not unlikely one day to become sober fact  that the time will come when we shall no longer require sailors, because all that our warships will need will be stokers and artillerymen. Whether this is a consummation to be desired we are not careful here to pronounce.




Chapter Thirteen.

Origins of Steamships  Ocean-Steamers, etcetera.

As we have been led, in writing about ships of the navy, to refer to steam, we turn aside at this point to treat of that tremendous motive-power.

One night, in the year 1807, a terrible sight was witnessed by the inhabitants of the banks of the river Hudson in America.

Men love what is marvellous, and they will go a long distance out of their way to see that which is terrific and horrible; but on the night in question there was no need to go far. The farmers had only to look out of their windows, and the sailors of the shipping had only to lift their heads above the bulwarks, to behold a sight that appalled the stoutest hearted, and caused the very hair on the craniums of the timid to stand on end.

The object that created so much consternation was  a monster of the deep! At some parts of the river, men could not tell what it was like, for the night was dark when it passed, but a dark, shadowy idea they obtained by the light of the fire which the creature vomited from its jaws; and they formed a tremendous conception of its size and power from the speed at which it travelled, the splashing which it made, and the hideous groans with which it burdened the night-air.

This fiery monster of the deep was the first river-steamer, the Clermont!

Before going further into the details of this the first of a class of ships which have, within the last fifty years, almost completely changed the whole system of navigation, let us take a cursory glance at the first attempts made to propel ships by means of steam.

The subject has occupied mankind much longer than many people suppose. So long ago as the year 1543, a naval captain of Spain applied an engine to a ship of about two hundred tons, and succeeded in moving it at the rate of about two miles an hour. The nature of his engine the captain kept secret; but it was noted that part of it consisted of a caldron of boiling water.

This we are told by Thomas Gonzales, the director of the Royal Archives of Simancas; but his veracity is now called in question,  at any rate, nothing further was afterwards heard of the discovery.

The first authentic record we have of steam navigation occurs in a work written by the Marquis of Worcester in 1665, in which allusion is made to the application of engines to boats and ships, which would draw them up rivers against the stream, and, if need be, pass London Bridge against the current, at low-water.

Many attempts, more or less successful, were made by ingenious men from time to time. Papin of France in 1690 constructed a steamboat, the success of which may be gathered from the fact that it was ultimately broken up by enraged and jealous watermen! Jonathan Hulls in 1736, and M. Genevois in 1759, were each successful, to a certain extent, in constructing working models, but nothing definite resulted from their labours. Yet we would not be understood to undervalue the achievements of such men. On the contrary, it is by the successive discoveries of such inquiring and philosophical men that grand results are at last attained. The magnificent structures that crowd the ocean were not the creations of one era, or the product of one stupendous mind. They are the result of the labours of thousands of men whose names have never been known to fame.
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The men who, working upon the materials supplied by preceding generations, brought the propulsion of boats by steam nearest to perfection, just before the commencement of navigation, were Mr Miller of Dumfries, Mr Taylor, his friend, and tutor in his family, and Mr Symington. All of these were, in a very important degree, instrumental in ushering in the great event. Symington, in 1788, fitted an engine to a large boat, in which he attained the speed of seven miles an hour.

The man to whom the credit belongs of introducing steam navigation is undoubtedly Mr Fulton of America. This gentleman, who was contemporary with those just mentioned, visited France and England, in the former of which countries he endeavoured, unsuccessfully, to carry out his projects, while in the latter he met with Symington, and obtained much valuable information from him.

We have no sympathy whatever with those who seem to rake in to the credit of their own country every discovery and invention they possibly or plausibly can. We did much towards the commencement of steam navigation, but we did not begin it. We pushed considerably in advance of other nations in the invention of apparatus by which boats might be propelled by steam; we constructed models, tried it on a small scale, and found the thing to answer admirably: but we rested there. Meanwhile, an enterprising American came and saw our achievements, ordered an engine in England, carried it across the Atlantic, and commenced the era of steam navigation, on the river Hudson, by building and launching:

The First Steamer.
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Robert Fulton, in conjunction with Chancellor Livingston of America, planned, built, and launched a boat in the spring of 1807, which they named the Clermont. It was propelled by steam, and averaged the rate of five miles an hour on its first voyage from New York to Albany, a distance of nearly one hundred and fifty miles.

All discoveries and novelties, great and small, are treated with ridicule at first by the mass of mankind, so it is not a matter of wonder that the crowds which flocked to the wharf to see the Clermont start on her first trip were somewhat satirical and jocose in their remarks. But when the steam was turned on, and they heard the first of that series of snorts that was destined ere long to shake the trembling air of land and sea, and saw the great, uncouth paddle-wheels revolve powerfully in the water and churn it into foam, a shout, tinged doubtless with prophetic fervour, greeted the triumphant engineer as his little steamboat darted from the shore.

Colden, in his Life of Fulton, speaks thus of the Clermonts first voyage:  

She excited the astonishment of the inhabitants of the shores of the Hudson, many of whom had not heard even of an engine, much less of a steamboat. There were many descriptions of the effects of her first appearance upon the people of the banks of the river.

Some of these were ridiculous, but some of them were of such a character as nothing but an object of real grandeur could have excited. She was described by some, who had indistinctly seen her passing in the night, as a monster moving on the waters, defying the winds and tide and breathing flames and smoke! She had the most terrific appearance from other vessels which were navigating the river when she was making her passage. The first steamboat (as others yet do) used dry pine wood for fuel, which sends forth a column of ignited vapour many feet above the flue, and, whenever the fire is stirred, a galaxy of sparks fly off, which, in the night, have a very brilliant and beautiful appearance.

This uncommon light first attracted the attention of the crews of other vessels. Notwithstanding the wind and tide, which were adverse to its approach, they saw with astonishment that it was rapidly coming towards them; and when it came so near that the noise of the machinery and paddles was heard, the crews  if what was said in the newspapers of the time be true  in some instances shrank beneath their decks from the terrific sight, and left their vessels to go on shore; whilst others prostrated themselves, and besought Providence to protect them from the approaches of the horrible monster which was marching on the tide, and lighting its path by the fires that it vomited! The Clermont became a regular passenger boat on the Hudson; and the progress of steam navigation continued to advance, until nearly all the navigable rivers of the world, and the great ocean itself, were covered with these clanking ships of commerce, which have added more to the comfort, the wealth, and the power of man  the power of doing good as well as evil  than the feeble human mind can conceive.

The Comet.
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It was not until five years after the Americans set us the example that we launched our first passenger steamboat, the Comet, a vessel of about twenty-five tons, with engines of three horse-power. This little vessel was started by Henry Bell, of Helensburgh, on the Clyde. It began its career in 1812, and plied regularly for two years.

Like her predecessor the Clermont, she was regarded with no small degree of scepticism, and with a large amount of surprise by the thousands who saw her set forth. Nevertheless, she soon proved her value, became a successful speculation to her owners, and was ere long followed by many other vessels of a similar kind.

The Argyle, afterwards named The Thames.

In 1813 the Argyle was launched. This vessel was the first European steamer that pushed out into the more dangerous navigation of the open sea-coast. She was purchased by a company in London. On her passage up, she was as nearly as possible wrecked on a lee-shore, but, by her steam-power, was enabled to go straight against the wind, at the rate of three and a half knots an hour, and so escaped.

One of the passengers has left us an interesting account of this interesting voyage, from which we cull one or two paragraphs:

The weather had now become so stormy and bad that our captain determined to put in to the port of Wexford, his great object being to navigate the vessel safely to London, rather than, by using great despatch, to expose her to unnecessary risk. We put to sea again at two oclock p.m., on May 30th, and steered for Saint Davids Head, the most westerly point of Wales. During our passage across Saint Georges Channel, one of the blades of the starboard paddle-wheel became out of order; the engine was stopped, and the blade cut away. Some hours afterwards, a similar accident happened to the other wheel, which was remedied in the same manner.

About two-oclock in the afternoon, twelve hours after leaving Wexford, we reached the pass of Ramsay. We remained there for three hours, to oil the engine, and to give the stoker, who had not quitted his post an instant since leaving Wexford, a little rest. In a short time several boats were seen coming to our assistance, the idea prevailing here, as at Wexford, that our vessel was on fire. We landed on the island of Ramsay, a most desolate spot, containing only one habitation; we, however, procured some bread, butter, milk, cheese, and ale, with which we returned to the vessel, and commenced steaming through the straits, and across Saint Brides Bay.

The weather had now become unfavourable, and the sea ran alarmingly high in the bay. On the south side of Saint Brides Bay, between Skomar Island and the mainland, is a nasty passage called Jack Sound. Our pilot warned us of the danger of attempting this passage, excepting at high-water and with a favourable wind, as there were several formidable whirlpools, which would seize the vessel and carry her on the rocks. Captain Dodd, however, who knew the power of his engine, insisted on going through the sound, in order to save five hours and another night at sea. The pilot repeated his remonstrances, at the same time trembling for fear; but we passed through all the whirlpools with the greatest ease. Nothing, however, can be conceived more frightful than the aspect of some of the rocks, and especially of those called the Bishop and his Clerks. Had we been in a sailing vessel, our position would have been most perilous; but our steam was all-powerful, and brought us safely to Milford Haven.

We put to sea again late on the evening of the 31st, and on Friday morning we were in the middle of the Bristol Channel, with no land visible; but towards evening we discovered the high coast that terminates England in the west. As the weather, however, again assumed a gloomy aspect, our new pilot judged that it would be imprudent that night to double Lands End, so we shaped our course towards Saint Ives.

On approaching the shore, we perceived a crowd of small vessels making towards us with all possible rapidity, by means of oars and sails. Here, as elsewhere, the alarm was taken, on seeing a vessel, judged to be on fire, steering towards the town, and all the disposable craft immediately put to sea. All the rocks commanding Saint Ives were covered with spectators; and when we entered the harbour, the aspect of our vessel appeared to occasion as much surprise amongst the inhabitants as the ships of Captain Cook must have produced on his first appearance amongst the islanders of the South Seas.

Another night passed, a night of storm and danger, but the little Thames (the vessel had been renamed by the new company who purchased her) behaved nobly, and next day reached Plymouth. Here, continues the narrative, the harbour-master, who had never seen a steam-vessel before, was as much struck with astonishment, when he boarded the Thames, as a child is on getting possession of a new plaything. He steered the vessel, and we passed round several ships of war in the sound. The sailors ran in crowds to the sides of their vessels as we passed them, and, mounting the rigging, gave vent to their observations in a most amusing manner.

We left Plymouth at noon on the following day, and steamed without interruption to Portsmouth, where we arrived on Friday, June 9th, having accomplished one hundred and fifty miles in twenty-three hours. At Portsmouth astonishment and admiration were, if possible, more strongly evinced than elsewhere. Tens of thousands of spectators were assembled to gaze on the Thames; and the number of vessels that crowded around us was so great, that it became necessary to request the admiral to give us a guard to preserve some degree of order.

We entered the harbour in the most brilliant style, steaming in, with the assistance of wind and tide, at the rate of from twelve to fourteen miles an hour. A court-martial was at the time sitting on board the Gladiator frigate; but the novelty of our steamboat presented an irresistible attraction, and the whole court came off to us, excepting the president, who was obliged by etiquette to retain his seat until the court was regularly adjourned. On Saturday, June 10th, the port-admiral sent his band and a guard of marines at an early hour on board; and soon afterwards he followed, accompanied by three admirals, eighteen post-captains, and a large number of ladies. The morning was spent in steaming amongst the fleet, and running over to the Isle of Wight. From Portsmouth we proceeded to Margate, which we reached on Sunday morning. Here we remained until the following day, when we embarked for our final trip, at half-past eight in the morning; and about six in the evening arrived at Limehouse, where we moored.

We have entered thus at considerable length into this voyage, because, besides being the first steam sea-voyage, it serves to exhibit very distinctly how great and how rapid has been the progress of steam-navigation within the last fifty years. In reading such an account as this, in these days of ocean mail-steamers and Great Easterns, we can scarcely believe that in it reference is made, not to the middle ages, but to the year 1813.

Ocean-Steamers.

After that momentous era when steam was first successfully applied to useful purposes, human progress and improvement in all departments of science and art seemed to have been hooked on to it, and to have thenceforth rushed roaring at its tail, with truly railroad speed, towards perfection!

Scarce had the first model steamboat splashed with its ungainly blades the waters of a pond, than river traffic by means of steamboats began. And no sooner had this been proved to be a decided success, than daring schemes were laid to rush over the ocean itself on wheels. Men were not long about it, after the first start was made. Their intellectual steam was up, and the whirl of inventive effort racked the brains of engineers as the wheels of their steamboats tortured the waters of the deep.

And here again the name of Fulton comes into notice. Early in 1814 he conceived the idea of constructing a steam-vessel of war, which should carry a strong battery with furnaces for red-hot shot. Congress authorised the building of such a ship, and before the end of the same year it was launched. Fulton died the following year, but the fame of that enterprising engineer will never die.

The new vessel received the rather quaint title of Fulton the First. She consisted of two boats joined together. Those who were appointed by Congress to examine her and report, gave the following account of this curious man-of-war:

She is a structure resting on two boats and keels, separated from end to end by a channel fifteen feet wide and sixty-six feet long. One boat contains the caldrons of copper to prepare her steam; the cylinder of iron, its piston, lever, and wheels, occupy part of the other. The water-wheel revolves in the space between them. The main or gun-deck supports the armament, and is protected by a parapet four feet ten inches thick, of solid timber, pierced by embrasures. Through thirty port-holes as many thirty-two pounders are intended to fire red-hot shot, which can be heated with great safety and convenience. Her upper or spar-deck, upon which several thousand men might parade, is encompassed by a bulwark, which affords safe quarters. She is rigged with two stout masts, each of which supports a large lateen yard and sails. She has two bowsprits and jibs, and four rudders  one at each extremity of each boat; so that she can be steered with either end foremost. Her machinery is calculated for the addition of an engine which will discharge an immense column of water, which it is intended to throw upon the decks and through the port-holes of the enemy, and thereby deluge her armament and ammunition.

If, in addition to all this, we suppose her to be furnished, according to Mr Fultons intention, with hundred-pound columbiads, two suspended from each bow, so as to discharge a ball of that size into an enemys ship ten or twelve feet below her water-line, it must be allowed that she has the appearance, at least, of being the most formidable engine for warfare that human ingenuity has contrived.

She certainly was; and even at the present time the Fulton the First would cut no insignificant figure if placed alongside our gunboats, floating-batteries, and steam-frigates.

It is not easy to get intelligent men to believe in things that savour of the marvellous; yet there seems to be a point past which, if once a man be got, he will go on to believe almost anything, no matter how absurd. In those days few people in Europe would credit the truth of this ships proportions; but when, in the course of time and from indubitable testimony, they were compelled to believe, they flew to the opposite extreme of incredulity and believed anything, as the following curiously comical paragraph will show. It is said to have appeared in a Scotch treatise on steamships, and is intended for a full, true, and particular account of this monstrous American man-of-war steamer. After giving her dimensions three times larger than they were in reality, the author continues: The thickness of her sides is thirteen feet of alternate oak plank and cork wood. She carries forty-four guns, four of which are hundred pounders; quarter-deck and forecastle guns, forty-four pounders: and further, to annoy an enemy attempting to board, can discharge one hundred gallons of boiling water in a minute; and, by mechanism, brandishes three hundred cutlasses with the utmost regularity over her gunwales; works also an equal number of heavy iron spikes of great length, darting them from the sides with prodigious force, and withdrawing them every quarter of a minute! This vessel, although probably intended for an ocean-steamer, was never used as such. But not long after, a vessel propelled by steam ventured to cross the Atlantic, and thus became the parent of commercial steam navigation. This vessel was:

The Savannah Steamer.

Unfortunately, little information as to this, the first ocean-steamer, has been chronicled.

She was launched at New York on the 22nd of August 1818, and in the following year made her first voyage to Savannah, from which she sailed for Liverpool soon after, and crossed the Atlantic in twenty-five days  during eighteen of which she used her engines.

The Savannah was about 350 tons burden, and was on this occasion commanded by Captain Moses Rodgers. She was fitted with machinery for taking in her wheels in stormy weather, which was found to work admirably; and she is mentioned as having been seen on the ocean going at the rate of nine or ten knots.

From Liverpool this steamer went to Saint Petersburg, and afterwards returned to Savannah in safety.

This was the insertion of the wedge. Our own country did not follow the lead until 1838, when the good people of New York were thrown into a state of excitement by the arrival of two steamers, the Sirius and the Great Western, from England. So long a time had elapsed since the voyage of the Savannah that men had well-nigh forgotten it, and were disposed to regard these vessels as the first ocean-steamers. Indeed, some narrow-minded and ungenerous writers have asserted that they were the first  totally ignoring the prior claim of the Savannah.

From that period ocean-steamers began to run frequently across the Atlantic. They now do so regularly, as well as to nearly all other parts of the world.

Ocean Mail-Steamers.

The improvements which have taken place during recent years in ocean-going steamships have been great and rapid. The speed attained by some of these magnificent vessels is little short of marvellous. Many persons still living can recollect the time when the voyage to Australia in a sailing vessel lasted six months. What is now the state of matters? By more than one line of steamships the traveller may reach Sydney or Melbourne within forty days. A recent voyage of the Orient, one of the latest and finest additions to ocean steamships, merits more than a passing notice. The Lusitania, which belongs to the same line, steamed from England to Australia in less than forty days, and the feat was regarded as a great one. But the Lusitania has been far outmatched by her sister-ship the Orient, which has actually accomplished the same voyage in thirty-five days, fifteen hours, and forty-six minutes. From Plymouth to the Cape of Good Hope took the Orient only seventeen days twenty-one hours. This is the fastest speed on record. Whether it is the maximum rate possible to ocean steamships, or whether it is destined to be surpassed by a still higher degree of speed, remains to be seen. Many persons are of opinion that the increased facilities of speed which are now within reach of travellers on long voyages will gradually lead to the total disuse of sailing ships for passenger traffic. It may be so, but there are still not a few who would prefer a sailing to a steam ship for a long sea voyage, notwithstanding its so greatly inferior rate of speed. But nowadays everything must be sacrificed to time. Time flies, is at present the motto of most instant and potent power with the world; but the day is perhaps not far off when the fiat, Thus far, and no farther, must be pronounced not only on the speed of steamships, but on the breathless rush and hurry of the age in general.

The Czars Yacht Livadia.

Undoubtedly one of the most remarkable craft afloat is the Russian Czars steam-yacht the Livadia. To a Scotch shipbuilding firm belongs the credit of having constructed this unique and splendid vessel, and it is certainly a feather in the cap of Messrs Elder and Company, the well-known Glasgow shipbuilders, from whose yard the Livadia was launched in July 1880.

One would imagine that the highest point of comfort and luxuriousness has been reached in the accommodation offered by the Livadia; but this is far from being the only or even the chief respect in which the vessel is remarkable. She is notable from a purely nautical point of view  being the outcome of principles that may be said almost to revolutionise all pre-existing ideas of shipbuilding, though something like the same principle may be found in the circular ironclads of Admiral Popoff.

Hitherto the plan which naval architects have followed, where the desideratum was exceptional speed, was to give the vessel in course of construction length in combination with as fine lines and as perfect proportion as possible. But in the case of an imperial pleasure-boat, like the Livadia, it was an object to obtain an ampler and more drawing-room like accommodation than is compatible with length, narrowness of beam, and fine lines; and the constructors of the Czars new yacht have succeeded in securing not only this internal spaciousness and comfort, but also a satisfactory degree of speed.

It was to the united exertions of Admiral Popoff of the Russian navy, and Dr Tideman of the royal dockyard, Amsterdam, that the design of the Livadia was due. It is not easy in words to convey a distinct impression of this curiously-shaped craft, but our description will, we hope, give the reader a pretty correct idea of the vessel.

The constructors of the Livadia, it is believed, chose a turbot as their model for the hull; and in thus taking a flat fish as a suggestion for their vessel, the builders, as a recent writer on the subject points out, followed no extravagant, though certainly a novel, fancy. In broad terms the Livadia may be described as a wide and shallow oval in shape, half submerged, while over this turbot-shaped raft a superstructure is erected, somewhat similar in appearance to an ordinary vessel, and comprising large, lofty, and sumptuous saloons and other apartments.

The Livadia is 260 feet long, 150 feet broad, and 50 feet deep. She is 11,609 tons burden, and her displacement 4000. The two leading merits of the Livadia, due to its peculiar construction, are  first, that its frame can support a superstructure of almost palatial proportions such as would founder any other vessel; and second, that its great breadth of beam keeps the ship as steady as a ship can possibly be, while, at the same time, its lower lines secure a very good degree of speed.

The Livadia possesses powerful propelling engines. There are three sets of these, each with three cylinders, the diameter being sixty inches for the high pressure, and seventy-eight inches for the low, with a stroke of three feet three inches. As much strength and lightness as possible have been secured for the propellers by constructing them of manganese iron; while steel has been largely employed for the engines and boilers, which are, for their weight, the most powerful possessed by any vessel. The estimated horse-power is 10,500, and the ship, under favourable conditions, can make fifteen knots an hour.

The double water-tight bottom of the Livadia is three feet six inches deep at the centre, and two feet nine inches at each end. In this turbot-like lower part is the machinery, and it is the receptacle also for coals and stores of all kinds. The twofold bottom of the ship comprises forty compartments, and the whole is sufficiently strong, it is believed, to withstand the heaviest weather to which the yacht is likely to be exposed, as well as the strain of her powerful machinery.

The entire length of the upper part of the ship, in which are the imperial apartments, and the quarters of the officers and crew, is 260 feet, and the breadth 110 feet. The crew all told numbers 260. The private apartments of the Czar himself are forward on the main-deck, well away from the heat of the engines and the smell of the machinery. A visitor to the ship is chiefly struck, perhaps, by the height to which the decks rise above the hull, the uppermost compartment of all being fitted out as a reception saloon, in the centre of which a little fountain rises out of a bed of flowers. This portion of the vessel is forty feet above the level of the sea. The apartment is luxuriously appointed in the fashion of the reign of Louis XVI. The drawing-room is furnished in a style of equal sumptuousness, in the Crimean Tartar style; but the rest of the imperial apartments are in a simpler order of decoration. Behind the funnels there is another deck-house, containing the captains quarters and rooms for the Grand Duke Constantine. It will thus be seen that the Livadia is literally a floating palace, equipped and decorated with that almost Eastern love of sumptuous display which characterises the Russians as a people.

All the three screws with which the Livadia is furnished are wholly submerged in the water  another novelty in the construction of the vessel. One or even two of these screws might suffer serious injury and the ship still remain manageable.

It is not wonderful that the launch of a craft, at once so splendid and so curious, should have caused much interest and excitement in the neighbourhood in which it took place. A distinguished company witnessed the ceremony, while the crowd which lined the banks of the river Clyde numbered 10,000. A short service was conducted by three priests of the Greek Church, and the bows of the vessel were then sprinkled with holy water. After the conclusion of this ceremony, the yacht received her name from the Duchess of Hamilton, and was then launched. The launch was a complete success, the Livadia taking the water in gallant style, though the task was one of more than ordinary difficulty from the circumstance of the great breadth of the ships keel-less bottom, which much increased the friction to be overcome. At the luncheon which concluded the days proceedings, Mr Pearce, the chairman, who represented the firm of Elder and Company, stated that the principle adopted in the building of the Livadia would probably be more useful in the case of ships of war than of merchant vessels, but that builders of the latter might also derive valuable hints from the construction of the new ship. Whether this will prove to be the case time has yet to show.

A most interesting discovery of a Norse war-ship has recently been made at Sandefjord in Norway. The vessel, there can be no doubt, is one of the kind in which those formidable buccaneers, the Norsemen, used to harry the coasts of Great Britain and France ten hundred years ago. It was found buried in the ground, and seems to have been the sepulchre of some great Viking chieftain, who had probably many a time sailed forth in it to the terror and detriment of some less warlike and powerful neighbour.

The ship is unusually large, and very completely equipped. Its length is about seventy-five feet; and sails, rigging, a number of shields and other instruments of battle, were found on board.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Great Eastern.

The Great Eastern steamship deserves to be regarded as the eighth wonder of the world, beyond all question. She is at present by far the largest vessel in the world, and is the most magnificent creation of naval architecture that was ever launched upon the sea.

The substance of the following account of this interesting ship has been gathered principally from the Times and the Illustrated London News for 1859, the year in which the Great Eastern was launched, and from a pamphlet which was sold on board, by permission of the proprietors.

The Great Eastern was intended for the Indian and Australian route by the Cape of Good Hope. The result of large experience in steam navigation has proved that the size of the ship, (when steam is used), ought to be in proportion to the length of the voyage. Mr Brunel, the talented engineer to whose genius and perseverance this monster ship owes her existence, acting on this principle, calculated that the voyage to Australia and back being 22,500 miles  a vessel of 22,500 tons burden, (or a ton burden for every mile to be steamed), would require to be built, capable of carrying fuel for the entire voyage, it being impossible, without incurring enormous expense, to procure coal for such a vessel at intermediate ports.

The Eastern Steam Navigation Company undertook the herculean work. The total cost of construction was estimated at 804,522 pounds. Mr Brunel prepared the designs. A spot of ground was chosen on the banks of the Thames, in the building-yard of the company at Millwall, and the building was commenced, on the lines laid down by Mr Scott Russell, on the 1st of May 1854.

Every minute detail of the arrangements and building of this wonder of the world is fraught with interest. The mere preparing of the ground to receive her enormous weight was calculated to fill the minds of men with astonishment. Her supports and scaffoldings, and the machinery by which she was ultimately launched, taxed the skill of her engineers even more than her construction. A very town of workshops, foundries, and forges sprang into being round her hull; and as this rose, foot by foot, in all its gigantic proportions, the surrounding edifices dwindled down into insignificance, and the busy population of artificers clustered upon her like ants upon a prostrate monarch of the forest-trees.

The hull of the Great Eastern is built entirely of iron, and is 680 feet in length, 83 feet in breadth, and 60 feet in height from keel to deck. It is divided transversely into ten separate compartments of 60 feet each, rendered perfectly water-tight by bulk-heads, having no openings whatever lower than the second deck; whilst two longitudinal walls of iron, 36 feet apart, traverse 350 feet of the length of the ship.

The mind will be better able to realise the magnitude of these dimensions if we add that the Great Eastern is six times the size of the Duke of Wellington line-of-battle ship, that her length is more than three times the height of the Monument, while her breadth is equal to the width of Pall Mall, and a promenade round the deck affords a walk of more than a quarter of a mile.

There is no keel properly so called, but in its place a flat keel-plate of iron, about two feet wide and one inch thick, which runs the entire length from stem to stern. This is the base upon which all the rest is reared, plates and girders alike. The iron plates which form her planking are three-quarters of an inch thick. Up to the water-mark the hull is constructed with an inner and outer skin, two feet ten inches apart, both skins being made of three-quarter inch plates, except at the bottom, where the plates are an inch thick; and between these, at intervals of six feet, run horizontal webs of iron plates, which bind the two skins together, and thus it may be said that the lower part of the hull is two feet ten inches thick.

This mode of construction adds materially to the safety of the vessel; for, in the event of a collision at sea, the outer skin might be pierced while the inner might remain intact. This space may also at any time be filled with water, and thus ballast, to the amount of 2500 tons, be obtained.

Some idea of the magnitude and weight of the vessel may be formed from the fact that each iron plate weighs about the third of a ton, and is fastened with a hundred iron rivets. About thirty thousand of these plates were used in her construction, and three million rivets. The fastening of these rivets was one among the many curious operations performed in course of building. The riveting men were arranged in gangs, each gang consisting of two riveters, one holder-up, and three boys. Two boys were stationed at the fire or portable forge, and one with the holder-up. This boys duty was to receive the red-hot rivet with his pincers from the boy at the forge, and insert it in the hole destined for its reception, the point protruding about an inch. The holder-up immediately placed his heavy hammer against the head of the rivet, and held it firmly there, while the two riveters assailed it in front with alternate blows, until the countersunk part of the hole was filled up, after which the protruding head was cut off smooth with the plate, the whole operation scarce occupying a minute. In riveting the double part of the ship the holder-up and his boy were necessarily in the interior part of the tubes, and passed the whole day in the narrow space between, (of two feet ten inches wide), in comparative darkness, having only the glimmer afforded by a single dip candle, and being immediately under the deafening blows of the riveters.

The deck of the Great Eastern is double, or cellular, after the plan of the Britannia Tubular Bridge. The upper deck runs flush and clear from stem to stern, and he who takes four turns up and down it from stem to stern walks upwards of a mile. The strength of this deck is so enormous that if the ship were taken up by its two extremities, with all its cargo, passengers, coals, and provisions on board, it would sustain the whole. The deck has been covered with teak planking, and has been planed and scrubbed to man-of-war whiteness. Not even a stray ropes end breaks the wonderful effect produced by its immense expanse. Her fleet of small boats, which are about the size of sailing cutters, hang at the davits, ten on each side. There are six masts and five funnels. The three centre square-rigged masts are of iron. They were made by Mr Finch of Chepstow, and are the finest specimens of masts of the kind that were ever manufactured. Each is made of hollow wrought iron in eight-feet lengths, strengthened inside by diaphragms of the same material. Between the joints, as they were bolted together, was placed a pad of vulcanised india-rubber, which gives a spring and buoyancy to the whole spar greater than wood, while at the same time it retains all the strength of the iron. The other masts are made of wood, and the canvas that can be spread is no less than 6500 square yards. On deck are four small steam winches or engines, each of which works a pair of cranes on both sides of the vessel; and with these five thousand tons of coals can be hoisted into the vessel in twenty-four hours.

The engines and boilers are of immense power and magnitude. There are both screw and paddle engines, the former being capable of working up to 6500 horse-power, the latter to 5000. There are ten boilers and one hundred and twelve furnaces. The paddle engines, which were made by Messrs Scott Russell and Company, stand nearly 40 feet high. Each cylinder weighs about 28 tons, and each paddle-wheel is 58 feet in diameter, or considerably larger than the ring in Astleys Circus. The screw engines were manufactured by Messrs Watt and Company of Birmingham. They consist of four cylinders of 84 inches diameter and 4 feet stroke. The screw propeller is 24 feet in diameter and 37 feet pitch; and the engine-shaft is 160 feet long, or 12 feet longer than the height of the Duke of Yorks Column. The paddles and screw, when working together at their highest pitch, exert a force equal to 11,500 horsepower, which is sufficient to drive all the cotton-mills in Manchester! The consumption of coal to produce this force is estimated at about 250 tons per day.

Besides these engines there are also several auxiliary engines for pumping water into the boilers, etcetera.

The passenger accommodation in the Great Eastern is very extensive  namely, 800 first-class, from 2000 to 4000 second-class, and about 1200 third-class passengers; or if troops alone were taken, it could accommodate 10,000 men.

The saloons are fitted up in the most elaborate and costly manner. The chief saloon is magnificently furnished. It is said that the mirrors, gilding, carpeting, and silk curtains for this apartment alone cost 3000 pounds. In the berths, of course, no attempt is made at costly decoration of this kind, though the fittings are good and sufficiently luxurious. The berths are arranged in three classes: those for parties of six or eight, and these are large rooms; those for parties of four; and the rest in the usual style of double cabins. All are very roomy, as cabins go  very lofty, well lit, and those on the outer sides exceedingly well ventilated. On the lower deck the berths are even larger, loftier, and more commodious than those on the upper. Both the berths and saloons here are in fact almost unnecessarily high, having very nearly fifteen feet in the clear. The kitchens, pantries, and sculleries are all on the same extensive scale, and fitted with all the large culinary requisites of first-class hotels. The ice-house holds upwards of 100 tons of ice; and the lofty wine-vaults  for such in fact they are  contain wine enough to form a good freight for an Oporto trader.

Miscellanea.  In addition to the boats of the Great Eastern (twenty in number), she carries two small screw-steamers, each 100 feet long, 16 feet broad, 120 tons burden, and 40 horse-power, suspended aft of the paddle-boxes.

As the captains voice could not be heard half-way to the bow, even with the aid of the ancient speaking-trumpet, that instrument is supplanted by semaphore signals by day, and coloured lamps by night; the electric telegraph is also used in connection with the engine-rooms. There are ten anchors, four of them being Trotmans patent, weighing seven tons each. The cables are each 400 fathoms long, and their united weight is 100 tons. The tonnage of the Great Eastern is 18,500 tons register, and 22,500 tons builders measurement. The crew at first consisted of thirteen officers, seventeen engineers, a sailing-master, and a purser, four hundred men, and two or three surgeons, all under the command of the late Captain W. Harrison, (formerly of the Cunard line).

The launch of this leviathan was a most formidable undertaking, and was accomplished by means of powerful hydraulic rams, which propelled the vessel down the launching ways. The ship rested on two gigantic cradles, and was forced sideways down the inclined plane, until she floated on the river. By a complication of ingenious contrivances the great ship was regulated in her descent so as to proceed slowly and regularly down the ways. Several unsuccessful attempts were made to launch her, and several of the hydraulic rams broke down ere she floated on the bosom of Old Father Thames; and the cost of this operation alone is said to have been nearly 100,000 pounds.

The trial of the engines, both screw and paddle, took place for the first time on the 8th of August 1859, when the completion of the vessel was celebrated by a banquet on board. The first movement of the gigantic cranks and cylinders of the paddle engines was made precisely at half-past one, when the great masses slowly rose and fell as noiselessly as the engines of a Greenwich boat, but exerting in their revolutions what seemed to be an almost irresistible power. There was no noise, no vibration, nor the slightest sign of heating. The tremendous frame of ironwork sprang at once into life and motion, with as much ease as if every rod and crank had been worked for the last ten years.

The trial trip of the Great Eastern was an event that excited intense interest all over the kingdom. For the first time, she cast off her moorings on Wednesday morning, (the 7th September), and reached the Nore on Thursday, where she anchored for the night before proceeding to sea. On Friday morning, at ten minutes past nine, she started on her first salt-water voyage. A conviction of the extreme steadiness of the vessel must speedily have seized everyone on board. There was no perceptible motion of any kind. The giant ship was speedily surrounded by yachts, tugs, fishing-smacks, and, indeed, by a representative of almost every kind of vessel which is prevalent at the Nore. These accompanied her as far on her way as their limited sailing powers would permit. Although there were sharp squalls and a chopping sea nearly all through the trip, not the slightest inconvenience was felt by any of the visitors, not even among the fairer portion of the passengers. The morning, which was rather fine at starting, suddenly became clouded, and the shifting squalls increased in violence. Though the squally state of the weather damped the pleasure of all on board, yet it afforded an opportunity of trying the properties of the ship, now under paddle as well as screw; and it was the wish of Mr Scott Russell and all on board to meet a good gale of wind. At a moderate computation, the distance from the deck to the water could not be much less than forty feet, while the vessel is nearly seven hundred feet long. This area would, of course, present an enormous surface to the force of the wind, and formed the subject of considerable discussion as to the effect it would have on her sea-going qualities. The ship was as stiff and steady as though she still remained on her cradles in the Isle of Dogs, and her course was as calm and true as though she were on a lake without a capful of wind.

It is said that at one portion of the voyage she steamed nineteen miles an hour.

The explosion.  All went well till the ship had passed Folkestone. About half-past five oclock, while the majority of the passengers were on deck, and a few gentlemen only remained in the dining saloon, a tremendous explosion occurred, and in an instant showers of broken glass, and fragments of wood and iron, came crashing through the skylight. Those in the cabin rushed on deck. The ship was still pressing onward; at either end all was still and deserted, while in the centre all was smoke, fire, vapour, and confusion. The great funnel, of eight tons weight, had been shot up as if from a mortar, and fell on the deck broken in two pieces. The whole centre of the ship seemed to be only one vast chasm, and from it were belching up steam, dust, and something that looked like incipient conflagration. Captain Harrison acted nobly on this terrible occasion. He had been standing on the bridge overhead, looking into the binnacle, and the moment he heard the report, and whilst the destructive shower was still falling fast, he jumped upon the deck, and ordered an immediate descent to the ladies saloon, in the firm conviction that they were all there as on the previous evening. But many of the men were panic-stricken, and had already shrunk away from the explosion. A foolish passenger had raised a cry of The boats, and, assisted by some of the sailors, was madly attempting to let them down. In one moment all would have been lost; for the rush to the boats would have been general, and hundreds been drowned, whilst the noble ship would have been left to certain destruction. But the voice of the captain was heard like a trumpet, calling out, Men, to your duty; officers, to your posts; give me a rope, and let six men follow me! The effect of this short address was electric. In an instant he had slid down the rope into the saloon, followed by his brave boatswain Hawkins, and six volunteers were not long wanted for the forlorn hope. One after another he dashed open the gilded panels; but the splendid apartment had, strange to say, only two inhabitants,  his little daughter Edith, and her pet dog. It was the reward of his gallantry that his own child should be thus the one to be so providentially saved. But even then he did not for a moment lose his self-command. Snatching up the child, and with one glance seeing that she was unharmed, he exclaimed, Pass her along to the deck; there are more rooms to be searched. In this way did he move about rapidly, but coolly, and did not again return to the deck until he had satisfied himself that not a single woman was in the burning, steaming, suffocating chamber. His intimate friend, Mr Trotman, who had followed him down almost immediately, found the poor lap-dog moaning under a heap of ruins, and was the means of restoring it to its little mistress.

The magnificent saloon was a mass of torn and shattered furniture, mirrors, and ornaments. Had the passengers adjourned to this apartment after dinner, instead of to the deck, the consequences would have been awful.

An eye-witness describes the scene of devastation as follows:  

The mirrors which formed the covering of the funnel which had been the cause of so much mischief were literally smashed to atoms, and large fragments of the broken glass were hurled upon deck, a long distance aft of the paddle-wheels. The ornamental bronzed columns which supported the gilt cornices and elaborate ornamentation, were either struck down or bent into the most fantastic shapes; the flooring, consisting of three-inch planks, was upheaved in several places; the gangways leading to the sleeping-cabins at the sides were shot away; the handrails were gone, and the elegant carpet was concealed beneath a chaos of fragments of finery. The books on the shelves of the library remained unmoved; the piano was thrown on one side; and the floor presented huge upheaved and rent chasms, through which might be seen the still greater ruin in the lower cabin. Below the saloon, or drawing-room, is the saloon of the lower deck, which was, of course, traversed by the same funnel as the one above it. On each side of these spacious saloons were small staircases leading to blocks of sleeping-cabins, scarcely one of which would have been without its two or more occupants a few hours later in the evening. They were now blown down like a house of cards. The furniture which they contained formed heaps of dislocated chairs, and wash-stands, and basins; the doors were off their hinges, the partitions were forced outward, the staircases leading to them had to be sought in the splinters and broken wood which lay in heaps in the lower saloon.

The unhappy men who were working in the stoke-holes and tending the furnaces were the sufferers by this catastrophe. Believing that one of the boilers had exploded, fears were entertained that the whole body of stokers and engineers attending the paddle engines were killed. Mr Trotman went down the air-shaft communicating with the other boilers. Seeing by the light of the furnaces a number of men moving about, he inquired if they were all right, and the response sent up from these lowest depths of the ship was, All right at present, but we dont know how long. They were told to keep quiet, and stay where they were; that they could be of no service on deck, and all would be well in a few minutes. The gallant fellows remained by their fiery furnaces with resolute good-will. In the case of the firemen tending the other set of boilers a very different scene was taking place. Ropes were thrown down, and, one by one, wounded, bleeding, and staggering men were drawn up, their black, begrimed faces forming a ghastly contrast with scalded portions of their limbs and bodies. The men were taken aft to the hospital, and to the cabins, where mattresses and blankets were laid for them.

Two or three of these poor fellows walked up to the deck almost, if not quite, unassisted. Their aspect told its own tale, and none who had ever seen blown-up men before could fail to know at a glance that some had only two or three hours to live. Where not grimed by the smoke or ashes, the peculiar bright, soft whiteness of the face, hands, or breast, told at once that the skin, though unbroken, had in fact been boiled by the steam. One man walked along, and seemed quite unconscious that the flesh of his thighs, (most probably by the ashes from the furnace), was burnt in deep holes. To some one who came to his assistance he said quietly, I am all right. There are others worse than me; go and look after them. This poor man was the first to die. It was seen at once that but little hope existed for many, if not the majority, of the sufferers, who were twelve in number. Most of them seemed very restless, and almost, if not quite, delirious; but a few of those whose injuries were likely to be more immediately fatal remained quiet, half unconscious, or at most only asking to be covered up, as if they felt the cold. For these latter all knew that nothing whatever could be done, as, in fact, they were then dying.

The explosion had occurred in the double casing round the bottom of one of the funnels. We have not space to describe this minutely, and by the general reader the description, were it given, would scarce be understood; but it is well to remark that the piece of machinery which caused the deplorable accident had been previously condemned in strong terms by competent judges, and there is no doubt that the hot-water casing round the funnel ought never to have been there.

After the catastrophe, the Great Eastern kept on her course as though nothing had happened, although the force of the explosion was sufficient to have sent any other ship to the bottom. The damage was estimated at 5000 pounds. She arrived at Portland on the 10th, and remained there for some time undergoing repairs. Afterwards she continued her trial trip to Holyhead, where she arrived on the 10th of October. The results of the trial, excepting, of course, the accident, were most satisfactory. Her speed under disadvantageous circumstances had been good, and her engines had worked admirably. Against a gale of head wind she went as steadily as if in harbour, but with the wind a-beam she rolled considerably. Altogether there was good reason to hope that the Great Eastern would fulfil the sanguine expectations of her warmest admirers.

The following account of the continuation of her trial trip from Portland to Holyhead, as gathered from the Times, is exceedingly interesting:  When steam was up, and all ready for starting from Portland, the crew were sent forward to heave up the anchor. Eighty men sufficed to drag the Great Eastern up to and over her moorings. Bringing the anchor out of the ground, however, was not so easily managed; and it was not till all the musical resources known to sailors on such occasions were nearly exhausted that the tenacious gripe of Trotmans patent was released, when a slow drift with the tide showed that the great ship was again set free. In another minute, without shouting, confusion, or hurry of any kind, and with less noise than is made by a 100-ton coaster, a slight vibration through the ship, with a thin line of foam astern, showed that the screw engines were at work and the vessel once more under way. With such ease, with such perfect quietness and good order was everything accomplished, that the occasional cheering from the yachts and steamers was almost the first token given to those on board that the trial trip had commenced. At a quarter to four the way on the vessel was rapid; her head went round like turning a pleasure-boat; and so little sign was given of the ship being under steam, that it seemed rather as if the breakwater had got adrift and was slowly floating past, than that the monster vessel was really cleaving the blue waves with a force which, as yet, we have seen no wind or sea to resist or check. Directly the anchor was fished, Captain Harrison passed the word to steam ahead with both engines easily, and the wheels began their revolutions, slowly at first, but nevertheless making a track of foam upon the water such as they never made on the first start from Deptford to the Nore. The accession of speed from working the paddles was at first but slight; not from any want of power, however, but simply from the fact that both engines were ordered to work slowly, and though propelling the great ship at something like eleven knots, were really scarcely driving at indicated half-speed.

Quitting Portland, it was necessary to make rather a round turn on leaving the breakwater, as right ahead on the starboard bow was a small light-ship, looking like the skeleton of a vessel, and marking the presence of a dangerous shoal, known by the most appropriate and significant name of The Shambles. Inside this lay a long and turbid ridge of angry water, where the Race of Portland ran, and where a deep rolling swell, like the Bay of Biscay on a reduced scale, kept tumbling and breaking into spray like drifts of snow against the high, gaunt cliffs. It, however, required no actual watching of the low green mounds of water, which seemed butting against the coast, to convince all on board that the Great Eastern was at sea. To the infinite relief and comfort of all the passengers, the vessel began to yield to reason, and to behave as much like another ship as she could consistently with her size. It would be too much to say she rolled at this time; for when the Great Eastern rolls, if ever she does roll, travellers may depend upon her accomplishing something in that peculiar style of ocean navigation quite in proportion to her bulk; but one thing is certain  that she went from side to side sufficiently to show that she was susceptible of the motion of the water, and that if ever she steams across a beam sea, she is likely to move to it with a will, though slowly and easily.

Continuing for a considerable time under little more than half steam, the Great Eastern averaged more than thirteen knots, (fifteen miles), an hour. The best guide to the rapidity of the ships progress was the way in which she passed fast-sailing schooners and overhauled the steamers. At this time nearly all the swell had ceased, and the monster ship was rushing over what to her were the mimic waves, and leaving less wake upon the waters than is caused in the Thames by a Gravesend boat. The only peculiarity about her progress was the three distinct lines of frothy water which the screw and paddles made, and which, stretching out in the clear moonlight like a broad highway, seemed as if the Great Eastern had fulfilled her purpose, and really bridged the sea.

For a considerable part of the way the paddles were working easily at from nine to ten, and the screw at from thirty-two to thirty-four revolutions per minute. It will give most readers a better idea of the tremendous nature of the size and speed of the engines which worked so easily, when it is said that, at ten revolutions, the paddle-wheels dashed through the water at something like 1600 feet per minute, and the screw revolved at 2500. When accomplishing this, the consumption of fuel was at the rate of 250 tons a day for both engines, the indicated power being above 5000 horses  about 2000 horses for the paddles, and a little over 3500 for the screw. In order to secure her going at full speed, however, under such circumstances, the great ship should have been down by the stern at least eighteen inches more than she really was, for not less than a foot of the screw-blades was out of the water, and the slip or loss of power was of course very great. Off the coast of Cornwall, the swell caused her to roll very considerably, as long as she was a-beam of the long swell.

Soon after this a small brig was seen right under the starboard bow. As usual with these small coasters, she was showing no light and keeping no look-out, and but for the anxious vigilance exercised on board the big ship, the brig would have been under the waves in two minutes more. Her escape was narrow enough, and nothing short of the instant stoppage of the engines and actually reversing the screw saved her from swift destruction. She drifted from under the starboard paddle within twenty yards  quite close enough to enable Captain Harrison to speak to her master, and to express a very strong opinion on his style of navigation and conduct generally.

Towards the close of the trip all the fore and aft sails were set. The look of her vast spread of canvas and the extraordinary effect it produced, as one stood at the wheel-house and gazed beneath the long vista of brown sails stretched to the very utmost, and sending off the wind with the sustained roar of a volcano, was something almost indescribable. No mere description could convey a fair idea of the curious effect of the long, unbroken avenue of masts, sails, and funnels,  like a whole street of steamships, if such a term is fairly applicable.

The rate of going throughout the whole trip was very satisfactory. Allowing for the want of trim on the part of the vessel, and consequent absence of immersion in both screw and paddles, it was calculated from this data, by all the nautical authorities on board, that, in proper condition, the vessel might be depended on for eighteen miles an hour throughout a long voyage, and under steam alone. That in a strong and favourable breeze she would at times accomplish eighteen knots, or more than twenty-one miles an hour, there was no reason to doubt.

Among other tests to which the Great Eastern was subjected was the terrible storm of the 25th and 26th October of that year, (1859), in which the Royal Charter went down. She lay at anchor in the harbour of Holyhead during that storm. So fierce was the gale that a large part of the breakwater was destroyed, and several vessels went down inside the harbour, while some were driven on shore. For one hour the big ship was as near destruction as she is ever likely to be. Her salvation, under God, was due to the experience and energy of Captain Harrison and his officers. During the whole gale the captain was on the watch, sounding the lead to see if she dragged, and keeping the steam up to be in readiness to put to sea at a moments notice. The gale roared and whistled through the rigging with indescribable fury. The captain, in trying to pass along the deck, was thrown down, and his waterproof coat was blown to ribbons. The cabin skylights were thrown open with a fearful crash, the glass broken, and deluges of rain and spray poured into the saloons. Two anchors were down, one seven tons, the other three, with eighty and sixty fathoms of chain respectively; but the ground was known to be bad, and the lee-shore rocky, while the waves came curling and writhing into harbour, straining the cables to the utmost, and dashing against the rocks like avalanches of snow. The dash of these billows on the breakwater was like the roar of artillery. All this time the red light at the end of the breakwater shone out cheerily in the midst of a turmoil of spray. At last masses of the timber-work and solid masonry gave way. The gale rose to its fiercest, and one huge billow came rolling in; it towered high above the breakwater; it fell, and the red light was seen no more. The danger was now imminent. The cables could evidently bear no more, and the gale was increasing; so the screw was set going, but the wreck of timber from the breakwater fouled it and brought it to a dead-lock. Then the wind veered round more to the north-east, sending a tremendous swell into the harbour, and the Great Eastern began to roll heavily. In this extremity the paddle engines were set going, and the ship was brought up to her anchors, one of which was raised for the purpose of being dropped in a better position. At this moment the cable of the other anchor parted, and the great ship drifted swiftly toward what seemed certain destruction; but the heavy anchor was let go, and the engines turned on full speed. She swung round head to wind, and was brought up. This was the turning-point. The gale slowly abated, and the Great Eastern was saved, while all round her the shores and harbour were strewn with wrecks.

After the gale the Great Eastern started on her return trip to Southampton, which she reached in safety on the morning of the 3rd November. In this, as in her previous experiences, the mighty ship was well tested, and her good and bad points in some degree proved. At the very outset the steam gear for aiding in lifting the anchors broke down, and one of the anchors refusing to let go, was broken in half. The condenser of the paddle engines seems to have been proved too small in this trip. For some time she went against a stiff head-wind and sea  which is now well known to be the great ships forte  with perfect steadiness; but on getting into the channel she rolled slowly but decidedly, as if bowing  acknowledging majestically the might of the Atlantics genuine swell. Here, too, a wave actually overtopped her towering hull, and sent a mass of green water inboard! But her roll was peculiarly her own, and wonderfully easy.

The vessel made eighteen knots an hour. She was under perfect command, even in narrow and intricate channels, and, despite her varied mishaps and trials, passed through this stormy period of her infancy with credit.

Disaster to Great Eastern in September 1861.  Having made three successful voyages to America, the Great Eastern, after all her troubles, was beginning to establish her reputation, to confirm the hopes of her friends and silence the cavils of her enemies, when the bad fortune that has been her portion from the cradle once more overwhelmed her, and shook, if it did not altogether destroy, the confidence in her capabilities which the public had been beginning tardily to entertain.

There is nothing more difficult to ascertain than the true state of the case  with reference to culpability, accidental circumstance, inherent or incidental weakness, negligence, unavoidable risks, etcetera  in such a disaster as that which happened to the great ship in September of 1861. And nothing could be more unfair than to pass judgment on her without a full knowledge of the minute particulars, and, moreover, a pretty fair capacity to understand such details and their various relations. Before proceeding with the narrative of the event referred to, we may remark that while, on the one hand, it may be argued, with great plausibility, that her numerous disasters and misfortunes prove that she is unfitted for the navigation of the sea, it may, on the other hand, be argued, with equal plausibility, that the very fact of her having come through such appalling trials unconquered, though buffeted, is strong presumptive evidence that she is eminently fitted for her work, and that, under ordinary circumstances and proper management, she would do it well. It is believed that any other vessel afloat would have been sunk had she been exposed to the same storm under similar circumstances. It must be borne in mind that, although other vessels weathered the same storm successfully, they did not do so with their rudder and rudder-posts gone, their captains and part of their crews new to them, and their chain cables, cabin furniture, and other material left as totally unsecured as if she had been a river steamer about to start on a few hours trip.

On Tuesday the 10th of September the Great Eastern left Liverpool for America with 400 passengers and a large, though not a full, general cargo. Between 100 and 200 of the passengers occupied the berths in the principal cabins; the remainder of them occupied the intermediate and steerage cabins.

All went on prosperously until the Thursday, when, as the ship was in full steam and sail, she encountered a terrific gale about 280 miles to the west of Cape Clear, and, in spite of the best seamanship, she failed to ride over the storm, which, with tremendous fury, swept away both her paddles. Simultaneously the top of the rudder-post, a bar of iron ten inches in diameter, was suddenly wrenched off, and her steering gear being also carried away, she broached to and lay like a huge log in the trough of the sea. From Thursday evening until two oclock on Sunday, her bulwarks almost touching the water, she rolled about like a disabled hulk, the passengers and crew expecting that she would every moment go down. The working and rolling of the vessel, at one instant of dread, displaced and destroyed all the furniture of the cabin and saloons, and, broke it to pieces, throwing the passengers pell-mell about the cabin. Everything that occupied the upper deck was washed away, and a large part of the passengers luggage was destroyed. Between twenty and thirty of those who were on board, including several ladies, had limbs and ribs fractured, with numerous cuts and bruises. One of the cow-sheds, with two cows in it, was washed into the ladies cabin, together with other things on board, and caused indescribable consternation and confusion.

On Sunday evening, after two days of terrible suspense, a temporary steering gear was fitted up, and the disabled vessel with her distressed crew made for Cork Harbour, steaming with her screw at nine knots an hour. Her flag of distress was sighted at about three oclock in the afternoon of Tuesday, off the Old Head of Kinsale, and H.M. ship Advice at once steamed out to her assistance and towed her to within a mile of the lighthouse off Cork Harbour by about nine oclock.

Such is a general outline of this disaster  one which is rendered all the more remarkable from the circumstance that the vessel had only been recently surveyed by the officers of the marine department of the Board of Trade, when new decks and other requirements were carried out and completed at a cost of 15,000 pounds.

The scene during the storm in the grand saloon, as described in detail by various passengers, was absolutely terrific. None of the furniture had been secured, and when the gale became violent and the rolling of the vessel increased, sideboards, tables, chairs, stools, crockery, sofas, and passengers were hurled with fearful violence from side to side in a promiscuous heap. When it is said that at each roll the top platform of the paddle-boxes dipped into the sea, anyone who has seen the towering sides of the Great Eastern may form some conception of the angle of the decks, and the riot of unfastened articles that continued below during the greater part of the gale. The destruction was universal. The largest mirror in the grand saloon, which was about twelve feet high, was smashed to pieces by a gentleman going head foremost into it. Although much bruised and cut, strange to say he was not seriously injured. The chandeliers fell from the ceiling, and the crashes they made in falling added to the general din. One of the other mirrors was smashed by a large stove. Some of the passengers escaping from the dining-room were dashed against the iron balconies, which gave way with the pressure, and falling on the glass flooring at the sides, dashed it to atoms. The noise and turmoil of destruction below, together with the howling of the tempest above and the dashing of spray over the decks, whence it flowed in copious streams down into the cabins, formed a scene which cannot be fully conceived except by those who witnessed it.

On deck, the confusion was equally great and destructive. Many of the boats were carried away. The great chain cables rolled from side to side, until they were actually polished bright by the friction, while they were a source of perpetual danger to the crew in the performance of their duties. The oil-tanks broke loose, and after tumbling about for a time, fell down through the upper hatchway. And the two cows that fell with their cow-shed down into the ladies cabin were killed by the violence of the shock. The chief cook was flung against one of the paddle-boxes, and having put out his hand to save himself, had his wrist sprained. He was then flung towards the other side, and coming against a stanchion in the way, had his leg fractured in three places. One lady had a rib fractured; another her shoulder dislocated; another her wrist. These are only specimens, selected to show what the poor people were subjected to. It is said that there were twenty-two fractures altogether, among passengers and crew, besides innumerable cuts and bruises. The cabins were flooded to the depth of several feet, and broken articles of furniture floated about everywhere. The luggage in the luggage-room, which had not been secured, was hurled about, until trunks, boxes, valises, etcetera, striking against each other, and against the sides of the compartment, were utterly destroyed  the very leather of the trunks being torn into small shreds.

Throughout all this terrible scene, the passengers behaved, with one or two exceptions, admirably. The ladies especially displayed great courage  remaining, in accordance with the desires intimated to them, in their cabins; while the gentlemen did their best to keep order. On the Friday, they appointed a sort of committee or police force, of upwards of twenty strong, who took the duty in turns of going round the vessel, keeping order, carrying information to, and reassuring, the ladies and children. Four only of these, who were called directors, had the privilege of speaking to the captain during the storm  thus saving him from the annoyance of repeated and ceaseless questioning.

The crew also did their duty nobly. Captain Walker acted throughout with calmness, courage, and good judgment; and from the tenor of resolutions passed at an indignation meeting, held by the passengers after their return into port, it would appear that they entirely exonerated him from any blame in reference to the disaster. The fitting up of temporary steering gear, which was begun on the Sunday when the storm moderated, was a work of great difficulty and danger. It was accomplished chiefly through the courage and cleverness of two men  John Carroll and Patrick Grant  who volunteered for it, and were let down over the stern at the imminent risk of their lives; and an American gentleman, Mr Towle, a civil engineer, rendered great assistance in superintending and directing the work.

It was not until two oclock on Sunday morning that the vessel got up steam in her screw boilers, and steered for Cork Harbour. The whole of the ironwork of both paddle-wheels was carried entirely away. The ladder leading up to the larboard paddle-box was twisted in an extraordinary manner. The boats on the starboard side were all gone, and those on the other side were hanging loosely from their fastenings. Altogether, the great ship presented a most melancholy spectacle as she was towed into port.

At the meeting of the passengers already referred to, the first resolution was expressive of their grateful acknowledgments to Almighty God for his kind care in protecting them during the storm, and bringing them in safety out of their danger. The second condemned the directors, and stated that the Great Eastern was sent to sea thoroughly unprepared to face the storms which everyone must expect to meet with in crossing the Atlantic; and that, if it had not been for the extraordinary strength of the hull, and the skill which was manifested in the construction of the vessel and its engines, in all human probability every soul on board would have perished.

It has been said that if the ship had been more deeply laden she would have weathered the gale more easily. This, if true, is an argument in her favour. But in viewing the whole circumstances of this and previous disasters, we cannot avoid being deeply impressed with the fact that the Great Eastern had not up to that time had fair play. In her construction and general arrangements there have been some grave, and numerous more or less trivial errors. From first to last there has been a good deal of gross mismanagement; but the Great Eastern cannot, with justice, be pronounced a failure. Latterly she has done good service in laying ocean telegraph-cables, a species of work for which she is pre-eminently well adapted. It is possible that she may yet live to ride out many a wild Atlantic storm, and perchance become the first of a race of ponderous giants who shall yet walk the deep,  to the utter confusion of timid croakers, and to the immense advantage of the world.




Chapter Fifteen.

Curious Craft of Many Lands.

Many men, many minds, runs the proverb. Many nations, many ships, is almost equally true. A nation may show its individuality in the fashion of its marine architecture as much as in any other direction  as, for instance, in its national dress, dwelling-houses, food, amusements; and an ethnologist in studying a peoples characteristics may do wisely not to overlook its ships and boats.

Even in Europe, where an advanced civilisation may be supposed to be slowly smoothing off national characteristics and peculiarities, and gradually blending and amalgamating diverse national customs, there still exists a considerable disparity in the marine architecture of different states; while between the ships of Europe and those of some parts of Asia the gulf is certainly broad enough, so that about the only point of resemblance between an English ironclad and a Chinese junk is, that both are manifestly better adapted for the sea than the land. We now propose describing some of the more curious craft peculiar to various nations, beginning with Europe:

The Dutch galliot is a somewhat peculiar craft to the eye of an Englishman; heavy and clumsy-looking beyond doubt, but a good sea-boat notwithstanding. The galliot looks much the same, whether you regard her from stem or from stern, both being almost equally rounded. Keel she has scarce any; her floors are flat, hull broad and deep, and rudder very wide. Hung on each side is a large lee-board, to keep her from making too much leeway. Her hull is varnished a bright yellow colour, and shines in the sun. Her bulwarks are lofty; and a wooden house is placed aft, where the captain and his family live, and which is always kept brightly painted. This part of the ship is a remarkably snug place, comfortably furnished, and kept with the characteristic Dutch cleanliness and neatness. Forward is the caboose of the crew, a wide, low, but roomy erection.

The galliot is rigged with square sails on her mainmast, a fore and aft main-sail, a gaff mizzen and mizzen gaff top-sails, and a high bowsprit. Her sails are sometimes white, sometimes tanned. If the reader has ever chanced to enter the port of Rotterdam, he will have encountered plenty of examples of the craft we are describing; and if he did not altogether approve or admire their shape, he must at least have been struck by their remarkable cleanness and brightness. A Dutch galliot may be fifty, eighty, or even a hundred and fifty tons burden. When the Dutch build vessels of a larger size than this, they do so on very similar lines to English merchantmen, though usually somewhat broader and bluffer.

Off the coast of Portugal we meet with many different kinds of craft, of which the trading schooners differ from almost any other kind of vessel. Broad in the beam, and short in the counter, some are rounded at the stem, some nearly square. They are decked, and are from forty to one hundred tons burden. They are peculiarly rigged, having only lower masts stepped at different angles. The gaffs of the fore-sail, as well as the main-sail, can be raised to different heights. They have fore stay-sail, jib and flying jib, gaff top-sails, and a large square sail and square top-sails. On the whole, they are ungainly-looking craft in the extreme; but they are very capable sea-boats, and make voyages as far as South America.

Mr W.H.G. Kingston gives a graphic description of a Portuguese craft which it has never been our fortune to see. He calls it the Lisbon bean-pod, from its exact resemblance to that vegetable, and affirms it to be the most curious of European craft, which we can readily believe. Take a well-grown bean-pod, he says, and put it on its convex edge, and then put two little sticks, one in the centre and one at the bows, raking forward, for the masts, and another in the bows, steeving up, for the bowsprit, and another astern for a boomkin or outrigger, and then you have before you the boat in question. These boats carry a lateen sail, sail very fast, and are much used on the waters of the Tagus as fishing-boats and trawlers.

Other curious craft to be met with in Europe are the scamparia and felucca of the Mediterranean, the Greek mystico and the trabacalo of the Adriatic. The gondola, than which, perhaps, nothing that floats on the waters is suggestive of more romantic and poetical associations, is so familiar to everybody from pictures, and has so often been introduced into story, song, and narratives of travel, that we shall not pause to describe it.

Passing from Europe to Africa, we note among the craft peculiar to that country the diabiah or Nile boat, a very comfortable travelling boat for warm climates. It is a large boat, and contains a house at one end, in which the passengers sleep at night, or take refuge from the suns fierce heat by day.

In Asia a great variety of vessels and boats of various shapes and sizes are met with, to describe all of which would carry us far beyond the space at our disposal. The dhow of the Arabs runs from sixty to a hundred tons, is almost entirely open, and has a sharp pointed bow, projecting for a considerable distance beyond the hull. On the high, broad stern a covered-in poop is placed, containing the quarters of the captain and passengers. The stern is usually ornamented with carving, as English vessels used to be in old days. The dhow carries but one sail, lateen-shaped, and the mast stoops forward at a sharp angle. These craft have not unfrequently been engaged in the nefarious slave traffic carried on on the east coast of Africa.

The catamaran of Madras can only be called a boat on the lucus a non lucendo principle, for it consists simply of three logs placed side by side, pointed at the bows, and kept together by two cross-pieces. Yet this rude raft does good service in its way, being the only means of communication in rough weather between vessels lying off Madras and the shore; for there are no wharves at Madras, and ships are compelled to anchor in the offing. When the sea runs so high that boats of the ordinary kind are useless, the services of the catamarans are gladly enough made use of.

The native boatmen, seated on their log rafts, and quite naked, make their way through the roughest surf to the vessels, carrying messages to and from the land. The rower propels his boat with a rather long paddle. Sometimes he is washed off his catamaran into the sea; but being an expert swimmer, he usually recovers his seat without much trouble, and it rarely happens that any of these men are drowned.

We spoke a little space back of the national characteristics of a people being traceable in its marine architecture as well as in other things, and surely this statement finds abundant illustration in the craft of the Chinese. In China we find an intensely conservative people, and their national bent is undoubtedly [image: img98.jpg]indicated in their ships, which in all probability have not altered in any material regard for centuries. A Chinaman would be as slow to change the shape of his junk as his shoes, or the length of his pigtail. And a strange, old-world, semi-barbarous look a Chinese junk has.

Chinese junks vary greatly in size, but all present the same type of architecture. The sails in every case are of brownish-yellow matting, swung across the mast like a main-sail, and having pieces of bamboo placed cross-wise and parallel to each other, making them look somewhat like venetian blinds. These wooden strips both strengthen the sail and facilitate its reefing when lowered.

A large Chinese junk rises high out of the water; there are two or more decks aft above the main-deck, painted and carved with various devices; and the cabins are often luxuriously furnished according to Celestial tastes. If you look at any representation of a junk, you will notice that the rudder is very broad, resembling somewhat the rudder of a canal barge. In spite of its primitive look, it has, after all, something picturesque about it; but we fancy that we would rather contemplate it in a picture than sail in one across the Atlantic.

On the deck of a junk is always to be found a josshouse or temple, in front of which the crew keep incense, sticks, and perfumed paper continually burning. When a calm overtakes an English vessel, the sailors and passengers are always supposed to try what whistling for a wind will effect. In lieu of this method of raising the wind, a Chinese sailor shapes little junks out of paper, and sets them afloat on the water as a propitiatory service to the divinity who has the welfare of seamen under his especial care.
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The river-life of China is very curious. Quite a large proportion of the people spend their whole lives on the water, while many who are employed during the day on land sleep in boats on the various rivers. This condition of things corresponds in some degree to that described by Captain Marryat in that fine old story Jacob Faithful, in the early chapters of which we get diverting glimpses of life on board a Thames lighterman. But the river population of China is still more absolutely aquatic in manner of life than the Thames barge-folk. The boats in which this class of the population live have an awning of bamboo and matting fore and aft, which is removed by day and raised at night. At sundown the boat-people anchor their craft in rows to stakes, thus forming boat-terraces as it were. When business grows slack at one part of the river, the master of the boat moves up or down stream to some other part. From the shape of these boats, resembling somewhat the half of an egg cut lengthwise, they are called in the Chinese language egg-boats. A large family will sometimes pack itself into an egg-boat not much more than twelve feet long and six broad.

These river-folk have characteristics which almost render them a people apart. They have a code of laws of their own, differing in many points from that which governs the land community, and the two populations do not intermarry. Women to a large extent navigate the egg-boats, as indeed they do many other kinds of boats in China. Travellers report that these river-families live peaceable and happy enough lives, seldom disturbed by disputes of any kind. Possibly one cause for this may be that which some humourist suggested as the reason why birds in their little nests agree, namely, because it would be dangerous if they fell out. But, speaking seriously, it says much for the placable nature of these Chinese river-folk that they can pass such a happy existence within the narrow bounds of their egg-boats.
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Passing over to America, we shall first describe the famous American and Canadian river steamboats, which are in many respects as curious and unique as they are generally magnificent. These steamers are usually paddle-boats; are very long and narrow in shape, but of great strength. On the hull a sort of lofty platform is built, which is divided into what may be called the middle and the main deck, one above the other. Fore and aft there is a spacious, luxuriously appointed, and richly decorated saloon, covered in with a glass roof.

Ranged on each side of the saloon are the cabins, each containing two berths. These sleeping-cabins, like the saloon, are prettily furnished and tastefully decorated. Over the saloon is another deck or platform  the whole structure as may be seen from our illustration is very much be-decked  about the middle of the vessel and in front of the funnel. Here is situated the wheel, and here also the captain and officers take their position. This part of the vessel is kept private to them, no passenger being permitted to trespass on it.

Beneath the saloon-deck is the middle-deck, as has already been indicated, which also contains a saloon of its own, as well as sleeping apartments. This portion of the steamer is usually reserved for the unmarried ladies among the passengers, who, as all readers of American literature must be aware, are treated in America with an almost chivalrous courtesy and consideration.

The dining-saloon of the vessel is situated in a third and undermost deck, which reaches from the middle of the boat right aft, and is a well-lighted, well-arranged room.

The cargo is placed amidships, heaped up in great piles  passenger boats seldom or never carrying heavy goods. The Americans passion for economising time is manifest in the steamboats as everywhere else, most of them carrying a barber, who will accommodate you with easy shaving during the voyage. The barbers shop is forward with the cooks quarters and other offices. American river-boats may vary, of course, in details, but we have endeavoured to indicate the leading characteristics of a typical example. The stories current in regard to the facility with which an American steamboat blows up have been much exaggerated, but nevertheless it is probably true that they bear the bell in this direction of risk and danger.



Of all craft of the canoe order, the flying-proa of the Pacific is the swiftest. It carries a sail almost triangular in shape, and a straight yard. It has an outrigger; and outrigger, mast, and yard are of bamboo. Strong matting composes the sail, which is stretched very flat upon the yard. When the crew wish to put their boat about they have merely to shift the sail, when what was before the prow of the proa becomes the stern. These boats are usually manned by a crew of about half-a-dozen. One man sits at either end of the vessel and takes his turn of steering according to whatever tack the canoe is on. The duty of the rest is to bail out the boat and to keep the sail properly trimmed.
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Nothing afloat, probably, can go so close to the wind as the flying-proa, while its speed is astonishing. The Malays use the proa, but theirs is a broader, heavier, and less swift boat than that used by the Ladrone islanders of the Pacific, which is that which we have just described.

The canoes of the Fijians are superior to those in use among any other of the South Sea islanders. Their chief feature is that they are twin-canoes, joined together by cross-beams, which support a platform of from twelve to fifteen feet broad. Of the two canoes, one is smaller than the other, and the smaller serves by way of an outrigger. These canoes are sometimes one hundred feet long, their depth being usually about seven feet. Sometimes a small cabin is built upon the platform. The mast is about thirty feet long, is supported by guys, and is furnished with a yard carrying a large sail. There are small hatchways at both ends of the craft, at each of which one of the crew sits ready to bail out the boat. The Fijian canoes can also be propelled by means of sculling, the sculler using a broad-bladed scull about ten feet in length. A large canoe can be got through the water at the rate of two or three miles an hour by sculling.

Various experiments have from time to time been made in the way of building boats and ships with double hulls, the object being to obtain increased stability, and thus reduce to a minimum the rolling and pitching of ordinary vessels. The steamship Castalia was an ambitious attempt in this direction. She was built for the passenger service between England and France. But she did not realise the expectations formed of her.

[image: img102.jpg]

Most persons who have crossed from Dover to Calais, or vice versa, by the Calais-Douvre mail packet, will bear witness both to the comfort and speed of that vessel. Up to this she has proved the most perfect form of steam-ship yet constructed for the purpose required. The Calais-Douvre is built somewhat upon the same principle as the Castalia, but differs from that vessel in that whereas the latter was two half-ships joined together, each twin-portion of the Calais-Douvre is a perfect ship in itself. The result has been, that while the Castalia was a failure, the Calais-Douvre has proved a distinct success. She is three hundred feet in length and sixty feet in breadth; her tonnage is two thousand, and her water-draught only six feet, so that she can enter Calais Harbour at even a low tide. Two transverse iron girder bulk-heads unite the two hulls of the vessel; and her steering apparatus is so simple, and at the same time so effective in construction, that one wheel is usually sufficient to work it. She makes the passage from Dover to Calais usually in an hour and a half; but in very fine weather we ourselves have crossed in less than that time. With the maximum rate of speed, the Calais-Douvre has attained the minimum amount of pitching and rolling yet secured by any Channel boat. Her saloons, cabins, and decks are spacious and handsomely appointed, so that the Channel passage in this vessel is made under as favourable conditions for bad sailors as any sea-passage can be.

THE END


FAST IN THE ICE
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Chapter One.

One day, many years ago, a brig cast off from her moorings, and sailed from a British port for the Polar Seas. That brig never came back.

Many a hearty cheer was given, many a kind wish was uttered, many a handkerchief was waved, and many a tearful eye gazed that day as the vessel left Old England, and steered her course into the unknown regions of the far north.

But no cheer ever greeted her return; no bright eyes ever watched her homeward-bound sails rising on the far-off horizon.

Battered by the storms of the Arctic seas, her sails and cordage stiffened by the frosts, and her hull rasped and shattered by the ice of those regions, she was forced on a shore where the green grass has little chance to grow, where winter reigns nearly all the year round, where man never sends his merchandise, and never drives his plough. There the brig was frozen in; there, for two long years, she lay unable to move, and her starving crew forsook her; there, year after year, she lay, unknown, unvisited by civilised man, and unless the wild Eskimos (see note 1) have torn her to pieces, and made spears of her timbers, or the ice has swept her out to sea and whirled her to destruction, there she lies still  hard and fast in the ice.

The vessel was lost, but her crew were saved, and most of them returned to tell their kinsfolk of the wonders and the dangers of the frozen regions, where God has created some of the most beautiful and some of the most awful objects that were ever looked on by the eye of man.

What was told by the fireside, long ago, is now recounted in this book.

Imagine a tall, strong man, of about five-and-forty, with short, curly black hair, just beginning to turn grey; stern black eyes, that look as if they could pierce into your secret thoughts; a firm mouth, with lines of good-will and kindness lurking about it; a deeply-browned skin, and a short, thick beard and moustache. That is a portrait of the commander of the brig. His name was Harvey. He stood on the deck, close by the wheel, looking wistfully over the stern. As the vessel bent before the breeze, and cut swiftly through the water, a female hand was raised among the gazers on the pier, and a white scarf waved in the breeze. In the forefront of the throng, and lower down, another hand was raised; it was a little one, but very vigorous; it whirled a cap round a small head of curly black hair, and a shrill hurrah! came floating out to sea.

The captain kissed his hand and waved his hat in reply; then, wheeling suddenly round, he shouted, in a voice of thunder:

Mind your helm, there; let her away a point. Take a pull on these foretopsail halyards; look alive, lads!

Aye, aye, sir! replied the men.

There was no occasion whatever for these orders. The captain knew that well enough, but he had his own reasons for giving them. The men knew that, too, and they understood his reasons when they observed the increased sternness of his eyes, and the compression of his lips.

Inclination and duty! What wars go on in the hearts of men  high and low, rich and poor  between these two. What varied fortune follows man, according as the one or the other carries the day.

Please, sir, said a gruff, broad-shouldered, and extremely short man, with little or no forehead, a hard, vacant face, and a pair of enormous red whispers; please, sir, Sam Bakers took very bad; I think it would be as well if you could give him a little physic, sir; a tumbler of Epsom, or some-think of that sort.

Why, Mr Dicey, there cant be anything very far wrong with Baker, said the captain, looking down at his second mate; he seems to me one of the healthiest men in the ship. Whats the matter with him?

Well, I cant say, sir, replied Mr Dicey, but he looks orrible bad, all yellow and green about the gills, and fearful red round the eyes. But what frightens me most is that I heard him groanin very heavy about a quarter of an hour ago, and then I saw him suddenly fling himself into his ammock and begin blubberin like a child. Now, sir, I say, when a growd-up man gives way like that, there must be some-think far wrong with his inside. And its a serious thing, sir, to take a sick man on such a voyage as this.

Does he not say whats wrong with him? asked the captain.

No, sir; he dont. He says its nothin, and hell be all right if hes only let alone. I did hear him once or twice muttering some-think about his wife and child; you know, sir, hes got a young wife, and she had a baby about two months fore we came away, but I cant think thats got much to do with it, for Ive got a wife myself, sir, and six children, two of em bein babies, and that dont upset me, and Bakers a much stronger man.

You are right, Mr Dicey, he is a much stronger man than you, replied the captain, and I doubt not that his strength will enable him to get over this without the aid of physic.

Very well, sir, said Mr Dicey.

The second mate was a man whose countenance never showed any signs of emotion, no matter what he felt. He seldom laughed, or, if he did, his mouth remained almost motionless, and the sounds that came out were anything but cheerful. He had light grey eyes which always wore an expression of astonishment; but the expression was accidental; it indicated no feeling. He would have said, Very well, sir, if the captain had refused to give poor Baker food instead of physic.

And harkee, Mr Dicey, said the captain, dont let him be disturbed till he feels inclined to move.

Very well, sir, replied the second mate, touching his cap as he turned away.

So, murmured the captain, as he gazed earnestly at the now distant shore, Im not the only one who carries a heavy heart to sea this day and leaves sorrowing hearts behind him.



Note 1. This word is here spelled as pronounced. It is usually spelled Esquimaux.




Chapter Two.

At Sea  The First Storm.

It is now hundreds of years since the North polar regions began to attract general attention. Men have long felt very inquisitive about that part of the earth, and many good ships, many noble lives have been lost in trying to force a passage through the ice that encumbers the Arctic seas, summer and winter. Britain has done more than other nations in the cause of discovery within the Arctic circle. The last and greatest of her Arctic heroes perished there  the famous Sir John Franklin.

Were I writing a history of those regions I would have much to say of other countries as well as of our own. But such is not my object in this book. I mean simply to follow in the wake of one of Britains adventurous discoverers, and thus give the reader an idea of the fortunes of those gallant men who risk life and limb for the sake of obtaining knowledge of distant lands.

There have always been restless spirits in this country. There have ever been men who, when boys, were full of mischief, and who could settle to nothing when they grew up. Lucky for us, lucky for the world, that such is the case! Many of our restless spirits, as we call them, have turned out to be our heroes, our discoverers, our greatest men. No doubt many of them have become our drones, our sharpers, our blacklegs. But that is just saying that some men are good, while others are bad  no blame is due to what is called the restlessness of spirit. Our restless men, if good, find rest in action; in bold energetic toil; if bad, they find rest, alas! in untimely graves.

Captain Harvey was one of our restless spirits. He had a deeply learned friend who said to him one day that he felt sure there was a sea of open water round the North Pole! Hundreds of ships had tried to reach that pole without success, because they always found a barrier of thick ice raised against them. This friend said that if a ship could only cut or force its way through the ice to a certain latitude north, open water would be found. Captain Harvey was much interested in this. He could not rest until he had proved it. He had plenty of money, so had his friend. They resolved to buy a vessel and send it to the seas lying within the Arctic circle. Other rich friends helped them; a brig was bought, it was named the Hope, and, as we have seen in the last chapter, it finally set sail under command of Captain Harvey.

Many days and nights passed, and the Hope kept her course steadily toward the coast of North America. Greenland was the first land they hoped to see. Baffins Bay was the strait through which they hoped to reach the open polar sea.

The Hope left England as a whaler, with all the boats, lances, harpoons, lines, and other apparatus used in the whale fishery. It was intended that she should do a little business in that way if Captain Harvey thought it advisable, but the discovery of new lands and seas was their chief end and aim.

At first the weather was fine, the wind fair, and the voyage prosperous. But one night there came a deep calm. Not a breath of air moved over the sea, which was as clear and polished as a looking-glass. The captain walked the deck with the surgeon of the ship, a nephew of his own, named Gregory.

Tom Gregory was a youth of about nineteen, who had not passed through the whole course of a doctors education, but who was a clever fellow, and better able to cut and carve and physic poor suffering humanity than many an older man who wrote M.D. after his name. He was a fine, handsome, strapping fellow, with a determined manner and a kind heart. He was able to pull an oar with the best man aboard, and could even steer the brig in fine weather, if need be. He was hearty and romantic, and a great favourite with the men. He, too, was a restless spirit. He had grown tired of college life, and had made up his mind to take a years run into the Polar regions, by way of improving his knowledge of the outlandish parts of the world.

I dont like the look of the sky to-day, Tom, said the captain, glancing at the horizon and then at the sails.

Indeed! said Tom, in surprise. It seems to me the most beautiful afternoon we have had since the voyage began. But I suppose you seamen are learned in signs which we landsmen do not understand.

Perhaps we are, replied the captain; but it does not require much knowledge of the weather to say that such a dead calm as this, and such unusual heat, is not likely to end in a gentle breeze.

You dont object to a stiff breeze, uncle? said the youth.

No, Tom; but I dont like a storm, because it does us no good, and may do us harm.

Storms do you no good, uncle! cried Tom; how can you say so? Why, what is it that makes our sailors such trumps? The British tar would not be able to face danger as he does if there were no storms.

True, Tom, but the British tar would not require to face danger at all if there were no storms. What says the barometer, Mr Mansell? said the captain, looking down the skylight into the cabin, where the first mate  a middle-sized man of thirty-five, or thereabouts  was seated at the table writing up the ships log-book.

The glass has gone down an inch, sir, and is still falling, answered the mate.

Reef the topsail, Mr Dicey, cried the captain, on hearing this.

Why such haste? inquired Gregory.

Because such a sudden fall in the barometer is a sure sign of approaching bad weather, answered the captain.

The first man on the shrouds and out upon the main-topsail yard was Sam Baker, whose active movements and hearty manner showed that he had quite recovered his health without the use of physic. He was quickly followed by some of his shipmates, all of whom were picked men  able in body and ready for anything.

In a few minutes sail was reduced. Soon after that clouds began to rise on the horizon and spread over the sky. Before half an hour had passed the breeze came  came far stronger than had been expected  and the order to take in sail had to be repeated. Baker was first again. He was closely followed by Joe Davis and Jim Croft, both of them sturdy fellows  good specimens of the British seaman. Davy Butts, who came next, was not so good a specimen. He was nearly six feet high, very thin and loosely put together, like a piece of bad furniture. But his bones were big, and he was stronger than he looked. He would not have formed one of such a crew had he not been a good man. The rest of the crew, of whom there were eighteen, not including the officers, were of all shapes, sizes, and complexions.

The sails had scarcely been taken in when the storm burst on the brig in all its fury. The waves rose like mountains and followed after her, as if they were eager to swallow her up. The sky grew dark overhead as the night closed in, the wind shrieked through the rigging, and the rag of canvas that they ventured to hoist seemed about to burst away from the yard. It was an awful night. Such a night as causes even reckless men to feel how helpless they are  how dependent on the arm of God. The gale steadily increased until near midnight, when it blew a perfect hurricane.

Its a dirty night, observed the captain, to the second mate, as the latter came on deck to relieve the watch.

It is, sir, replied Mr Dicey, as coolly as if he were about to sit down to a good dinner on shore. Mr Dicey was a remarkably matter-of-fact man. He looked upon a storm as he looked upon a fit of the toothache  a thing that had to be endured, and was not worth making a fuss about.

It wont last long, said the captain.

No, sir; it wont, answered Mr Dicey.

As Mr Dicey did not seem inclined to say more, the captain went below and flung himself on a locker, having given orders that he should be called if any change for the worse took place in the weather. Soon afterward a tremendous sea rose high over the stern, and part of it fell on the deck with a terrible crash, washing Mr Dicey into the lee-scuppers, and almost sweeping him overboard. On regaining his feet, and his position beside the wheel, the second mate shook himself and considered whether he ought to call the captain. Having meditated some time, he concluded that the weather was no worse, although it had treated him very roughly, so he did not disturb the captains repose.

Thus the storm raged all that night. It tossed the Hope about like a cork; it well-nigh blew the sails off the masts, and almost blew Mr Diceys head off his shoulders! then it stopped as it had begun  suddenly.




Chapter Three.

In the Ice  Dangers of Arctic Voyaging.

Next morning the Hope was becalmed in the midst of a scene more beautiful than the tongue or the pen of man can describe.

When the sun rose that day, it shone upon what appeared to be a field of glass and a city of crystal. Every trace of the recent storm was gone except a long swell, which caused the brig to roll considerably, but which did not break the surface of the sea.

Ice was to be seen all round as far as the eye could reach. Ice in every form and size imaginable. And the wonderful thing about it was that many of the masses resembled the buildings of a city. There were houses, and churches, and monuments, and spires, and ruins. There were also islands and mountains! Some of the pieces were low and flat, no bigger than a boat; others were tall, with jagged tops; some of the fields, as they are called, were a mile and more in extent, and there were a number of bergs, or ice-mountains, higher than the brigs topmasts. These last were almost white, but they had, in many places, a greenish-blue colour that was soft and beautiful. The whole scene shone and sparkled so brilliantly in the morning sun, that one could almost fancy it was one of the regions of fairyland!

When young Gregory came on the quarter-deck, no one was there except Jim Croft, a short, thick-set man, with the legs of a dwarf and the shoulders of a giant. He stood at the helm, and although no steering was required, as there was no wind, he kept his hands on the spokes of the wheel, and glanced occasionally at the compass. The first mate, who had the watch on deck, was up at the masthead, observing the state of the ice.

How glorious! exclaimed the youth, as he swept his sparkling eye round the horizon. Ah, Croft! is not this splendid?

So it is, sir, said the seaman, turning the large quid of tobacco that bulged out his left cheek. Its very beautiful, no doubt, but its comin rather thick for my taste.

How so? inquired Gregory. There seems to me plenty of open water to enable us to steer clear of these masses. Besides, as we have no wind, it matters little, I should think, whether we have room to sail or not.

Youve not seed much o the ice yet, thats plain, said Croft, else youd know that the floes are closin round us, an well soon be fast in the pack, if a breeze dont spring up to help us.

As the reader may not, perhaps, understand the terms used by Arctic voyagers in regard to the ice in its various forms, it may be as well here to explain the meaning of those most commonly used.

When ice is seen floating in small detached pieces and scattered masses, it is called floe ice, and men speak of getting among the floes. When these floes close up, so that the whole sea seems to be covered with them, and little water can be seen, it is called pack ice. When the pack is squeezed together, so that lumps of it are forced up in the form of rugged mounds, these mounds are called hummocks. A large mass of flat ice, varying from one mile to many miles in extent, is called a field, and a mountain of ice is called a berg.

All the ice here spoken of, except the berg, is sea-ice; formed by the freezing of the ocean in winter. The berg is formed in a very different manner. Of this more shall be said in a future chapter.

Well, my lad, said Gregory, in reply to Jim Crofts last observation, I have not seen much of the ice yet, as you truly remark, so I hope that the wind will not come to help us out of it for some time. You dont think it dangerous to get into the pack, do you?

Well, not exactly dangerous, sir, replied Croft, but I must say that it aint safe, specially when theres a swell on like this. But thatll go down soon. Dye know what a nip is, Dr Gregory?

I think I do; at least I have read of such a thing. But I should be very glad to hear what you have to say about it. No doubt you have felt one.

Felt one! cried Jim, screwing up his face and drawing his limbs together, as if he were suffering horrible pain, no, Ive never felt one. The man what feels a nip aint likely to live to tell what his feelins was. But Ive seed one.

Youve seen one, have you? That must have been interesting. Where was it?

Not very far from the Greenland coast, said Croft, giving his quid another turn. This was the way of it. You must know that there was two ships of us in company at the time. Whalers we was. We got into the heart of the pack somehow, and we thought wed never get out of it again. There was nothin but ice all round us as far as the eye could see. The name of our ship was the Nancy. Our comrade was the Bullfinch. One mornin early we heard a loud noise of ice rubbin agin the sides o the ship, so we all jumped up, an on deck as fast as we could, for theres short time given to save ourselves in them seas sometimes. The whole pack, we found, was in motion, and a wide lead of water opened up before us, for all the world like a smooth river or canal windin through the pack. Into this we warped the ship, and hoistin sail, steered away cheerily. We passed close to the Bullfinch, which was still hard and fast in the pack, and we saw that her crew were sawin and cuttin away at the ice, tryin to get into the lead that wed got into. So we hailed them, and said we would wait for em outside the pack, if we got through. But the words were no sooner spoken, when the wind it died away, and we were becalmed about half a mile from the Bullfinch.

Youd better go down to breakfast, boys, says our captain, says he, the breeze wont be long o comin again.

So down the men went, and soon after that the steward comes on deck, and, says he to the captain, Breakfast, sir. Very good, says the captain, and down he went too, leavin me at the wheel and the mate in charge of the deck. Hed not been gone three minutes when I noticed that the great field of ice on our right was closin in on the field on our left, and the channel we was floatin in was closin up. The mate noticed it, too, but he wouldnt call the captain cause the ice came so slowly and quietly on that for a few minutes we could hardly believe it was movin and everything around us looked so calm and peaceful like that it was difficult to believe our danger was so great. But this was only a momentary feelin, dye see. A minute after that the mate he cries down to the captain:  

Ice closin up, sir!

And the captain he runs on deck. By this time there was no mistake about it; the ice was close upon us. It was clear that we were to have a nip. So the captain roars down the hatchway, Tumble up there! tumble up! every man alive! for your lives! And sure enough they did tumble up, as I never seed em do it before  two or three of em was sick; they came up with their clothes in their hands. The ice was now almost touchin our sides, and I tell you, sir, I never did feel so queerish in all my life before as when I looked over the side at the edge of that great field of ice which rose three foot out o the water, and was, I suppose, six foot more below the surface. It came on so slow that we could hardly see the motion. Inch by inch the water narrowed between it and our sides. At last it touched on the left side, and that shoved us quicker on to the field on our right. Every eye was fixed on it  every man held his breath. You might have heard a pin fall on the deck. It touched gently at first, then there was a low grindin and crunchin sound. The ship trembled as if it had been a livin creetur, and the beams began to crack. Now, you must know, sir, that when a nip o this sort takes a ship the ice usually eases off, after giving her a good squeeze, or when the pressure is too much for her, the ice slips under her bottom and lifts her right out o the water. But our Nancy was what we call wall-sided. She was never fit to sail in them seas. The consequence was that the ice crushed her sides in. The moment the captain heard the beams begin to go he knew it was all up with the ship; so he roared to take to the ice for our lives! You may be sure we took his advice. Over the side we went, every man Jack of us, and got on the ice. We did not take time to save an article belongin to us; and it was as well we did not, for the ice closed up with a crash, and we heard the beams and timbers rending like a fire of musketry in the hold. Her bottom must have been cut clean away, for she stood on the ice just as she had floated on the sea. Then the noise stopped, the ice eased off, and the ship began to settle. The lead of water opened up again; in ten minutes after that the Nancy went to the bottom and left us standing there on the ice.

It was the mercy of God that let it happen so near the Bullfinch. We might have been out o sight o that ship at the time, and then every man of us would have bin lost. As it was, we had a hard scramble over a good deal of loose ice, jumpin from lump to lump, and some of us fallin into the water several times, before we got aboard. Now that was a bad nip, sir, warnt it?

It certainly was, replied Gregory; and although I delight in being among the ice, I sincerely hope that our tight little brig may not be tried in the same way. But she is better able to stand it, I should think.

That she is, sir, replied Croft, with much confidence. I seed her in dock, sir, when they was a-puttin of extra timbers on the bow, and I do believe she would stand twice as much bad usage as the Nancy got, though she is only half the size.

Jim Crofts opinion on this point was well founded, for the Hope had indeed been strengthened and prepared for her ice battles with the greatest care, by men of experience and ability. As some readers may be interested in this subject, I shall give a brief account of the additions that were made to her hull.

The vessel was nearly two hundred tons burden. She had originally been built very strongly, and might even have ventured on a voyage to the Polar seas just as she was. But Captain Harvey resolved to take every precaution to insure the success of his voyage, and the safety and comfort of his men. He, therefore, had the whole of the ships bottom sheathed with thick hardwood planking, which was carried up above her water-line, as high as the ordinary floe-ice would be likely to reach. The hull inside was strengthened with stout cross-beams, as well as with beams running along the length of the vessel, and in every part that was likely to be subjected to pressure iron stanchions were fastened. But the bow of the vessel was the point where the utmost strength was aimed at. Inside, just behind the cutwater, the whole space was so traversed by cross-beams of oak that it almost became a solid mass, and outside the sharp stem was cased in iron so as to resemble a giants chisel. The false keel was taken off, the whole vessel, in short, was rendered as strong, outside and in, as wood and iron and skill could make her. It need scarcely be said that all the other arrangements about her were made with the greatest care and without regard to expense, for although the owners of the brig did not wish to waste their money, they set too high a value on human life to risk it for the sake of saving a few pounds. She was provisioned for a cruise of two years and a half. But this was in case of accidents, for Captain Harvey did not intend to be absent much longer than one year.

But, to return to our story:

Jim Crofts fear that they would be set fast was realised sooner than he expected. The floes began to close in, from no cause that could be seen, for the wind was quite still, and in a short time the loose ice pressed against the Hope on all sides. It seemed to young Gregory as if the story that the seaman had just related was about to be enacted over again; and, being a stranger to ice, he could not help feeling a little uneasy for some time. But there was in reality little or no danger, for the pressure was light, and the brig had got into a small bay in the edge of an ice-field, which lay in the midst of the smaller masses.

Seeing that there was little prospect of the pack opening up just then, the captain ordered the ice-anchors to be got out and fixed.

The appearance of the sea from the brigs deck was now extremely wintry, but very bright and cheerful. Not a spot of blue water was to be seen in any direction. The whole ocean appeared as if it had been frozen over.

It was now past noon, and the suns rays were warm, although the quantity of ice around rendered the air cold. As the men were returning from fixing the anchors, the captain looked over the side, and said:

Its not likely that we shall move out of this for some hours. What say you, lads, to a game of football?

The proposal was received with a loud cheer. The ball had been prepared by the sail-maker, in expectation of some such opportunity as this. It was at once tossed over the side; those men who were not already on the field scrambled out of the brig, and the entire crew went leaping and yelling over the ice with the wild delight of schoolboys let loose for an unexpected holiday.

They were in the middle of the game when a loud shout came from the brig, and the captains voice was heard singing out:

All hands ahoy! come aboard. Look alive!

Instantly the men turned, and there was a general race toward the brig, which lay nearly a quarter of a mile distant from them.

In summer, changes in the motions of the ice take place in the most unexpected manner. Currents in the ocean are, no doubt, the chief cause of these; the action of winds has also something to do with them. One of these changes was now taking place. Almost before the men got on board the ice had separated, and long canals of water were seen opening up here and there. Soon after that a light breeze sprang up, the ice-anchors were taken aboard, the sails trimmed, and soon the Hope was again making her way slowly but steadily to the north.




Chapter Four.

Difficulties, Troubles, And Dangers.

For some hours the brig proceeded onward with a freshening breeze, winding and turning in order to avoid the lumps of ice. Many of the smaller pieces were not worth turning out of the way of, the mere weight of the vessel being sufficient to push them aside.

Up to this time they had succeeded in steering clear of everything without getting a thump; but they got one at last, which astonished those among the crew who had not been in the ice before. The captain, Gregory, and Dicey were seated in the cabin at the time taking tea. Ned Dawkins, the steward, an active little man, was bringing in a tea-pot with a second supply of tea. In his left hand he carried a tray of biscuit. The captain sat at the head of the table, Dicey at the foot, and the doctor at the side.

Suddenly a tremendous shock was felt! The captains cup of tea leaped away from him and flooded the centre of the table. The doctors cup was empty; he seized the table with both hands and remained steady; but Diceys cup happened to be at his lips at the moment, and was quite full. The effect on him was unfortunate. He was thrown violently on his back, and the tea poured over his face and drenched his hair as he lay sprawling on the floor. The steward saved himself by dropping the bread-tray and grasping the handle of the cabin door. So violent was the shock that the ships bell was set a-ringing.

Beg pardon, gentlemen, cried the first mate, looking down the skylight. I forgot to warn you. The ice is getting rather thick around us, and I had to charge a lump of it.

Its all very well to beg pardon, said the captain, but that wont mend my crockery!

Or dry my head, growled Mr Dicey; its as bad as if Id been dipped overboard, it is.

Before Mr Diceys grumbling remarks were finished all three of them had reached the deck. The wind had freshened considerably, and the brig was rushing in a somewhat alarming manner among the floes. It required the most careful attention to prevent her striking heavily.

If it goes on like this, we shall have to reduce sail, observed the captain. See, there is a neck of ice ahead that will stop us.

This seemed to be probable, for the lane of water along which they were steering was, just ahead of them, stopped by a neck of ice that connected two floe-pieces. The water beyond was pretty free from ice, but this neck or mass seemed so thick that it became a question whether they should venture to charge it or shorten sail.

Stand by the fore- and main-topsail braces! shouted the captain.

Aye, aye, sir!

Now, Mr Mansell, said he, with a smile, we have come to our first real difficulty. What do you advise; shall we back the topsails, or try what our little Hope is made of, and charge the enemy?

Charge! answered the mate.

Just so, said the captain, hastening to the bow to direct the steersman. Port your helm.

Steady.

The brig was now about fifty yards from the neck of ice, tearing through the water like a race-horse. In another moment she was up to it and struck it fair in the middle. The stout little vessel quivered to her keel under the shock, but she did not recoil. She split the mass into fragments, and, bearing down all before her, sailed like a conqueror into the clear water beyond.

Well done the Hope! said the captain, as he walked aft, while a cheer burst from the men.

I think she ought to be called the Good Hope ever after this, said Tom Gregory. If she cuts her way through everything as easily as she has cut through that neck of ice, we shall reach the North Pole itself before winter.

If we reach the North Pole at all, observed Mr Dicey, Ill climb up to the top of it and stand on my head, I will!

The second mate evidently had no expectation of reaching that mysterious pole, which men have so long and so often tried to find, in vain.

Heavy ice ahead, sir, shouted Mr Mansell, who was at the masthead with a telescope.

Where away?

On the weather bow, sir, the pack seems open enough to push through, but the large bergs are numerous.

The Hope was now indeed getting into the heart of those icy regions where ships are in constant danger from the floating masses that come down with the ocean-currents from the far north. In sailing along she was often obliged to run with great violence against lumps so large that they caused her whole frame to tremble, stout though it was. Shall we smash the lump, or will it stave in our bows? was a question that frequently ran in the captains mind. Sometimes ice closed round her and squeezed the sides so that her beams cracked. At other times, when a large field was holding her fast, the smaller pieces would grind and rasp against her as they went past, until the crew fancied the whole of the outer sheathing of planks had been scraped off. Often she had to press close to ice-bergs of great size, and more than once a lump as large as a good-sized house fell off the ice-fields and plunged into the sea close to her side, causing her to rock violently on the waves that were raised by it.

Indeed the bergs are dangerous neighbours, not only from this cause, but also on account of their turning upside down at times, and even falling to pieces, so that Captain Harvey always kept well out of their way when he could; but this was not always possible. The little brig had a narrow escape one day from the falling of a berg.

It was a short time after that day on which they had the game of football. They passed in safety through the floes and bergs that had been seen that evening, and got into open water beyond, where they made made good progress before falling in with ice; but at last they came to a part of Baffins Bay where a great deal of ice is always found. Here the pack surrounded them, and compelled them to pass close to a berg which was the largest they had fallen in with up to that time. It was jagged in form, and high rather than broad. Great peaks rose up from it like the mountain tops of some wild highland region. It was several hundred yards off the weather-beam when the brig passed, but it towered so high over the masts that it seemed to be much nearer than it was. There was no apparent motion in this berg, and the waves beat and rolled upon its base just as they do on the shore of an island. In fact it was as like an island as possible, or, rather, like a mountain planted in the sea, only it was white instead of green. There were cracks and rents and caverns in it, just as there are on a rugged mountain side, all of which were of a beautiful blue colour. There were also slopes and crags and precipices, down which the water of the melted ice constantly flowed in wild torrents. Many of these were equal to small rivulets, and some of the waterfalls were beautiful. The berg could not have measured less than a mile round the base, and it was probably two hundred feet high. It is well known that floating ice sinks deep, and that there is about eight or ten times as much of it below as there is above water. The reader may therefore form some idea of what an enormous mass of ice this berg was.

The crew of the Hope observed, in passing, that lumps were continually falling from the cliffs into the sea. The berg was evidently in a very rotten and dangerous state, and the captain ran the brig as close to the pack on the other side as possible, in order to keep out of its way. Just as this was done, some great rents occurred, and suddenly a mass of ice larger than the brig fell from the top of a cliff into the sea. No danger flowed from this, but the mass thus thrown off was so large as to destroy the balance of the berg, and, to the horror of the sailors, the huge mountain began to roll over. Fortunately it fell in a direction away from the brig. Had it rolled toward her, no human power could have saved our voyagers. The mighty mass went over with a wild hollow roar, and new peaks and cliffs rose out of the sea, as the old ones disappeared, with great cataracts of uplifted brine pouring furiously down their sides.

Apart from its danger, this was an awful sight. Those who witnessed it could only gaze in solemn silence. Even the most careless among them must have been forced to recognise the might and majesty of God in the event, as well as His mercy in having led them to the right side of the berg at such a dangerous moment.

But the scene had not yet closed. For some time the ice mountain rocked grandly to and fro, raising a considerable swell on the sea, which, all round, was covered with the foam caused by this tremendous commotion. In a few minutes several rents took place, sounding like the reports of great guns. Rotten as it was, the berg could not stand the shock of its change of position, for it had turned fairly upside down. Crack after crack took place, with deafening reports. Lumps of all sizes fell from its sides. Then there was a roar, long continued like thunder; a moment after, the whole berg sank down in ruins, and, with a mighty crash, fell flat upon the sea!

The Hope was beyond the reach of danger, but she rose and sank on the swell, caused by the ruin of this berg, for some time after.

It was on the afternoon of the same day that the brig received her first really severe nip from the ice.

She had got deep into the pack, and was surrounded on all sides by large bergs, some of these being high, like the one that has just been described, others low and flat but of great extent. One, not far off, was two miles long, and its glittering walls rose about fifteen feet above the sea. The sky was brighter than usual at the time. This was owing to one of those strange appearances which one sees more of in the Arctic regions than in any other part of the world. The sun shone with unclouded splendour, and around it there were three mock suns almost as bright as the sun itself, one on each side and one directly above it. Learned men call these bright spots parhelia. Sailors call them sun-dogs. They were connected together with a ring of light which entirely encircled the sun, but the lower edge of it was partly lost on the horizon.

Although this was the first time that these mock suns had been seen by Gregory and some others of the crew of the Hope, little attention was paid to them at the time, because of the dangerous position into which the brig had been forced. The pack had again closed all around her, obliging her to take shelter in the lee of a small berg, which, from its shape, did not seem likely to be a dangerous protector.

There was a small bay in the berg. Into this the brig was warped, and for some time she lay safely here. It was just large enough to hold her, and a long tongue of ice, projecting from the foot of it, kept off the pressure of the sea-ice. Nevertheless a look of anxiety rested on the captains face after the ice-anchors had been made fast.

You dont seem to like our position, captain, said young Gregory, who had been watching the doings of the men and now and then lent them a hand.

I dont, Tom. The pack is closing tight up, and this berg may prove an enemy instead of a friend, if it forces into our harbour here. Let us hear what our mate thinks of it. What say you, Mr Mansell, shall we hold on here, or warp out and take our chance in the pack?

Better hold on, sir, answered the mate gravely. The pack is beginning to grind; we should get a tight embrace, I fear, if we went out. Here we may do well enough; but everything depends on that tongue.

He looked as he spoke toward the point of ice which extended in front of the brigs stern, and guarded the harbour from the outer ice in that direction. The tongue was not a large one, and it was doubtful whether it could stand the pressure that was increasing every minute.

The pack was indeed beginning to grind, as the mate had said, for, while they were looking at it, the edges of two floes came together with a crash about fifty yards from the berg. They ground together for a moment with a harsh growling sound, and then the two edges were suddenly forced up to a height of about fifteen or twenty feet. Next moment they fell on the closed-up ice, and lay there in a mound, or hummock, of broken masses.

Thats how a ummuck is formed, Dr Gregory, said Mr Dicey, looking uncommonly wise. Youll see more things here in five minutes, by means of your own eyes, than ye could learn from books in a year. Theres nothin like seein. Seein is believin, you know. I wouldnt give an ounce of experience for a ton of hearsay.

Come, Mr Dicey, dont run down book-learning, said Gregory. If a man only knew about things that he had seen, he would know very little.

Before the second mate could reply the captain shouted to the men to Bear a hand with the ice-poles. The whole crew answered to the call, and each man, seizing a long pole, stood ready for action.

The tongue to which I have referred more than once had broken off, and the ice was rushing in. The bay was full in a minute, and although the men used their ice-poles actively, and worked with a will, they could not shove the pieces past them. The Hope was driven bow on to the berg. Then there was a strain, a terrible creaking and groaning of the timbers, as if the good little vessel were complaining of the pressure. All at once there was a loud crack, the bow of the brig lifted a little, and she was forced violently up the sloping side of the berg. Twice this happened, and then she remained stationary  high and dry out of the water!




Chapter Five.

A Gale  Narrow Escapes  Signs Of Winter  Set Fast.

During the rest of that day and the whole of that night did the brig remain fixed on the berg. Early next morning the ice began to move. It eased off, and the vessel slid gently down the slope on which she had been forced, and was re-launched safely into the water.

The satisfaction of the crew, on being thus delivered from a position of much danger, was very great; but they had no sooner escaped from one peril than they were overtaken by another. A sharp breeze sprang up from the eastward, and drove them out into the pack, which began to heave about in a terrible manner under the influence of the wind. Soon this increased to a gale, and the ice was driven along at great speed by a strong northerly current.

While this was going on, land was discovered bearing to the northeast. Here was new danger, for although it was not a lee-shore, still there was some risk of the vessel being caught among grounded ice-bergs  of which a few were seen.

The gale increased to such a degree before night that Captain Harvey began to think of taking shelter under the lee of one of these bergs. He therefore stood toward one, but before reaching it the vessel received one or two severe shocks from passing floes. A large berg lay within half a mile of them. They reached it in safety, and getting under its lee, lowered a boat and fixed their ice-anchors. Just after they were fixed, a mass of ice, the size of a ships long-boat and many tons in weight, came suddenly up out of the sea with great violence, the top of it rising above the bulwarks. One corner of it struck the hull just behind the mainmast, and nearly stove in the bottom of the brig.

This lump was what Arctic voyagers term a calf. When masses of ice break off from the bergs far below the surface of the water, they rise with extreme violence, and ships run great risk of being destroyed by these calves when they anchor too near to the bergs. Had this calf struck the Hope a fair blow she must certainly have gone down with all on board.

They were not yet freed from their troubles, however. In half an hour the wind shifted a few points, but the stream of the loose ice did not change. The brig was, therefore, blown right in among the rushing masses. The three cables that held her were snapped as if they had been pieces of packthread, and she was whirled out into the pack, where she drove helplessly, exposed to the fury of the howling storm and the dangers of the grinding ice. Captain Harvey now felt that he could do nothing to save his vessel. He believed that if God did not mercifully put forth His hand to deliver them by a miracle, he and his companions would certainly perish. In this the captain was wrong. Nothing is impossible to the Almighty. He can always accomplish his purposes without the aid of a miracle.

There did, indeed, seem no way of escape; for the driving masses of ice were grinding each other to powder in nearly every direction, and the brig only escaped instant destruction by being wedged between two pieces that held together from some unknown cause. Presently they were carried down toward a large berg that seemed to be aground, for the loose ice was passing it swiftly. This was not the case, however. An undercurrent, far down in the depths of the sea, was acting on this berg, and preventing it from travelling with the ice that floated with the stream at the surface. In its passing, the mass of ice that held them struck one of the projecting tongues beneath the surface, and was split in two. The brig was at once set free. As they passed they might almost have leaped upon the berg. Captain Harvey saw and seized his opportunity.

Stand by to heave an anchor, he shouted.

Sam Baker, being the strongest man in the ship, sprang to one of the small ice-anchors that lay on the deck with a line attached to it, and, lifting it with both hands, stood ready.

The brig passed close to the end of the berg, where the lee-side formed a long tail of sheltered water. She was almost thrust into this by the piece of ice from which she had just escaped. She grazed the edge of the berg as she drove past.

Heave! shouted the captain.

Sam Baker swung the anchor round his head as if it had been a feather, and hurled it far upon the ice. For a few yards it rattled over the slippery surface; then it caught a lump, but the first strain broke it off. Just after that it fell into a crack and held on. The brig was checked, and swung round into the smooth water; but they had to ease off the line lest it should snap. At last she was brought up, and lay safely under the shelter of that berg until the storm was over.

Some weeks flew by after this without anything occurring worthy of particular notice. During this time the Hope made good progress into the Polar regions, without again suffering severely either from ice or storm, although much retarded by the thick fogs that prevail in the Arctic regions. She was indeed almost always surrounded by ice, but it was sufficiently open to allow of a free passage through it. Many whales and seals had been seen, also one or two bears, but not in circumstances in which they could be attacked without occasioning much delay.

The brief summer had now passed away, and the days began to shorten as winter approached. Still Captain Harvey hoped to get farther north before being obliged to search for winter quarters. One morning early in September, however, he found to his sorrow that pancake-ice was forming on the sea. When the sea begins to freeze it does so in small needle-like spikes, which cross and recross each other until they form thin ice, which the motion of the waves breaks up into flat cakes about a foot or so across. These, by constantly rubbing against each other, get worn into a rounded shape. Sailors call this pancake-ice. It is the first sign of coming winter. The cakes soon become joined together as the frost increases.

The place where this occurred was near to those wild cliffs that rise out of the sea in the channels or straits that lie at the head of Baffins Bay. The vessel was now beyond the farthest point of land that had been discovered at the time of which I am writing, and already one or two of the headlands had been named by Captain Harvey and marked on his chart.

I dont like to see pancake-ice so early in the season, remarked the captain to Mr Mansell.

No more do I, sir, answered the mate. This would be a bad place to winter in, I fear.

Land ahead! was shouted at that moment by the look-out at the masthead.

Keep her away two points, said the captain to the man at the helm. How does it lie?

Right ahead, sir.

Any ice near it?

No; all clear.

The brig was kept a little more out to sea. Soon she came to more open water, and in the course of four hours was close to the land, which proved to be a low, barren island, not more than a mile across.

Here the wind died away altogether, and a sharp frost set in. The pancakes became joined together, and on the following morning, when our friend Gregory came on deck, he found that the whole ocean was covered with ice! It did not, indeed, look very like ice, because, being so thin, it did not prevent the usual swell from rolling over the sea. A light breeze was blowing, and the brig cut her way through it for some time; but the breeze soon died away, leaving her becalmed within a quarter of a mile of the island.

For some time the voyagers hoped that a thaw would take place, or that wind would break up the ice. But they were disappointed. This was the first touch of the cold hand of winter, and the last day of the Hopes advance northward.

Seeing this, Captain Harvey set energetically to work to cut his way into winter quarters, for it would not do to remain all winter in the exposed position in which his vessel then lay. On his right was the island, already referred to, about a quarter of a mile off. Beyond this, about five miles distant, were the high steep cliffs of the western coast of Greenland. Everywhere else lay the open sea, covered here and there with floes and bergs, and coated with new ice.

This ice became so thick in the course of another night that the men could walk on it without danger. By means of saws and chisels made for the purpose, they cut a passage toward the island, and finally moored the brig in a small bay which was sheltered on all sides except the east. This, being the land side, required no protection. They named the place Refuge Harbour.

Everyone was now full of activity. The voyagers had reached the spot where they knew they were destined to spend the winter and much had to be done before they could consider themselves in a fit state to face that terrible season.

Winter in the Polar regions extends over eight months of the year  from September to May. But so much of ice and snow remains there all the summer that winter can scarcely be said to quit those regions at all.

It is difficult to imagine what the Arctic winter is. We cannot properly understand the tremendous difficulties and sufferings that men who go to the Polar seas have to fight against. Let the reader think of the following facts, and see if he does not draw his chair closer to the fire and feel thankful that he has not been born an Eskimo, and is not an Arctic seaman!

Winter within the Arctic circle, as I have said, is fully eight months long. During that time the land is covered with snow many feet deep, and the sea with ice of all degrees of thickness  from vast fields of ten or fifteen feet thick to bergs the size of islands and mountains  all frozen into one solid mass.

There is no sunlight there, night or day, for three out of these eight winter months, and there is not much during the remaining five. In summer there is perpetual sunlight, all night as well as all day, for about two months  for many weeks the sun never descends below the horizon. It is seen every day and every night sweeping a complete circle in the bright blue sky. Having been so free of his light in summer, the sun seems to think he has a right to absent himself in winter, for the three months of darkness that I have spoken of are not months of partial but of total darkness  as far, at least, as the sun is concerned. The moon and stars and the Northern Lights do, indeed, give their light when the fogs and clouds will allow them; but no one will say that these make up for the absence of the sun.

Then the frost is so intense that everything freezes solid except pure spirits of wine. Unless you have studied the thermometer you cannot understand the intensity of this frost; but for the sake of those who do know something about extreme cold, I give here a few facts that were noted down during the winter that my story tells of.

On the 10th of September these ice-bound voyagers had eighteen degrees of frost, and the darkness had advanced on them so rapidly that it was dark about ten at night. By the 1st of October the ice round the brig was a foot and a half thick. Up to this time they had shot white hares on the island, and the hunting parties that crossed the ice to the mainland shot deer and musk oxen, and caught white foxes in traps. Gulls and other birds, too, had continued to fly around them; but most of these went away to seek warmer regions farther south. Walrus and seals did not leave so soon. They remained as long as there was any open water out at sea. The last birds that left them, (and the first that returned in spring) were the snow-birds  little creatures about the size of a sparrow, almost white, with a few brown feathers here and there. The last of these fled from the darkening winter on the 7th of November, and did not return until the 1st of the following May. When they left it was dark almost all day. The thermometer could scarcely be read at noon, and the stars were visible during the day. From this time forward thick darkness set in, and the cold became intense. The thermometer fell below zero, and after that they never saw it above that point for months together  20 degrees, 30 degrees, and 40 degrees below were common temperatures. The ice around them was ten feet thick. On the 1st of December noon was so dark that they could not see fifty yards ahead, and on the 15th the fingers could not be counted a foot from the eyes. The thermometer stood at 40 degrees below zero.

The darkness could not now become greater, but the cold still continued to grow more intense. It almost doubled in severity. In January it fell to 67 degrees below zero! So great was this cold that the men felt impelled to breathe gradually. The breath issued from their mouths in white clouds of steam and instantly settled on their beards and whiskers in hoar-frost. In the cabin of the Hope they had the utmost difficulty in keeping themselves moderately warm at this time.

Things had now reached their worst, and by slow degrees matters began to mend. On the 22nd of January the first faint sign of returning day appeared  just a blue glimmer on the horizon. By the middle of February the light tipped the tops of the mountains on shore, and the highest peaks of the ice-bergs on the sea, and on the 1st of March it bathed the deck of the Hope. Then the long-imprisoned crew began to feel that spring was really coming. But there was little heat in the suns rays at first, and it was not till the month of May that the ice out at sea broke up and summer could be said to have begun.

During all this long winter  during all these wonderful changes, our Arctic voyagers had a hard fight in order to keep themselves alive. Their life was a constant struggle. They had to fight the bears and the walrus; to resist the cold and the darkness; to guard against treachery from the natives; and to suffer pains, sickness, and trials, such as seldom fall to the lot of men in ordinary climates.

How they did and suffered all this I shall try to show in the following pages. In attempting this I shall make occasional extracts from the journal of our friend Tom Gregory, for Tom kept his journal regularly, and was careful to note down only what he heard and saw.




Chapter Six.

Preparations for Wintering  Remarkable Adventures with a Bear.

The first care of Captain Harvey, after getting his brig securely laid up in her icy cradle for the winter was to remove some of the stores to the island, where he had them carefully secured in a little hut which the crew built of loose stones. This relieved the strain on the vessel, and permitted the free circulation of air. The fitting up of the interior of the brig was then begun.

The wooden partition between the cabin and the hold was taken down, and the whole space thrown into one apartment. The stove was put up in the centre of it, and moss was piled round the walls inside about a foot thick. Moss was also spread on the deck, and above it the snow was allowed to gather, for snow, although so cold itself, keeps things that it covers warm, by not permitting the heat to escape. The brig was banked up all round with snow, and a regular snowy staircase was built from the ice to her bulwarks.

They changed their time, now, from what is called sea-time to that which we follow on land. That is to say, they reckoned the day to commence just after twelve, midnight, instead of dividing it into watches, as they were wont to do at sea. Journals were begun, and careful notes made of everything that occurred, or that might in any way further the object for which they had gone there. Every man in the ship had his appointed duty and his post. If the native Eskimos should arrive in a warlike temper, each man had his cutlass and pistols in readiness. If a bear should pay them a visit, each could lay hands on his musket in an instant; and if a fire should break out on board, every man had his bucket ready and his particular post fixed. Some were to run to the water-hole, which it was the duty of one man to keep open. Others were to station themselves from the hole to the ship to pass the buckets, while the rest were to remain on board to convey them to the point of danger. Captain Harvey fixed all the arrangements, and superintended the carrying out of his orders in a general way, making his two officers and the young doctor responsible for the overseeing of details. Each of these foremen furnished him with a report every night of what had been done during the day, and the result was noted down by himself in a journal. Thus everything went smoothly and pleasantly along during the first weeks of their sojourn in their frozen home.

In regard to fresh provisions they were fortunate at first, for they obtained sufficient supplies of deer and other game. This was in the early part of winter, while there was still plenty of daylight. In Tom Gregorys journal I find it thus written:

September 10th.  The days are beginning to shorten now, and we are all busily occupied in preparing for the long, dark winter that is before us. Sam Baker, who is the best shot among us, brought in a deer to-day. This is fortunate, for we stand in need of fresh meat. Our greatest enemy this winter, I fear, will be scurvy. Unless we obtain a large supply of fresh provisions we cannot hope to escape it. Crofts brought in two Arctic hares. They are beautiful creatures  pure white  and each weighs about seven pounds. These, with the four deer shot by myself last week and the ten hares got by Baker, will keep us going for some time.

September 12th.  I had an adventure with a polar bear last night, which has amused the men very much, and given them food for jocularity for a few days. Some days back Davy Butts set a trap on the island, in which he has caught a few foxes. Last night his long legs were so tired that he did not care to visit his trap, so I offered to go instead of him. It was while I was out on this errand that I happened to meet with bruin. Our meeting was sudden and unexpected on both sides, I believe. It was midnight when I set off to the trap, which was not more than half a mile from the ship, and it was quite dark when I reached it.

Davy is an ingenious fellow. His trap is made of four blocks of hard snow, with a sort of wooden trigger that goes off the moment the bait is touched, and allows a heavy log to fall down on the poor foxs back. There was no fox there, however, when I reached it. I went down on my knees and was examining the bait, when I heard a low growl. I leaped up, and felt for the knife which I usually carried in my belt. It was not there! In the haste of my departure from the ship I had forgotten to buckle it on. I had no gun, of course. It was too dark to shoot, and I had not counted on meeting with any dangerous enemy. I could only crouch down behind a lump of ice and hope that the bear would go away, but another growl, much louder than the first, and close at hand, showed that I had been seen. It was so dark that I could hardly see fifty yards ahead. There was a great chasm or hole just in front of me. This was the place where the main body of the sea-ice had been separated from the shore-ice that was aground. Here every rise and fall of the tide had broken it afresh, so that the rent was twenty yards wide, and full of large blocks that had been tossed about in confusion. Across this I gazed into the gloom, and thought I saw an object that looked like a large block of rounded ice. Before I could make up my mind how to act, the block of ice rose up with a furious roar and charged me. The chasm checked him for a moment. But for this I should have been caught immediately. While he was scrambling over it I took to my heels, and ran along the edge of the ice at the top of my speed.

There was a narrow part of the chasm which I had looked at in daylight, and wondered whether I might venture to leap across it. I had made up my mind that it was too wide and dangerous to be attempted. But it is wonderful how quickly a man changes his mind on such a point when a polar bear is roaring at his heels. I came to the gap in the ice. It was ten feet deep and thirteen or fourteen feet across. The jagged lumps of ice at the bottom lay there in horrible confusion. There was barely light enough to see where the hole was when I came within ten yards of it, but I did not hesitate. A rush! a bound! and I went over like a cat. Not so the bear. He had not measured the place with his eye in daylight, as I had done. He made a gallant leap, it is true, but fell short, as I knew from the bursting sound and the growl of rage with which he came against the edge of the ice, and fell back among the broken blocks. I did not wait to see how he got out, you may be sure, but ran as I never ran before in all my life! I reached the brig quite out of breath. The bear had not followed me up, for I did not see him that night again. Long Davy laughed at me a good deal, and said he was sure I had been frightened at a shadow. It gave a wonderfully loud roar for a shadow! I hope that Davy himself may get a chase before the winter is over, just to convince him of his error in not believing me!

The kind wish thus expressed in the young doctors journal was gratified sooner than might have been expected.

Only two days after the incident above described, poor Davy Butts met with the same bear, face to face, and had a run for his life, that turned the laugh from Tom Gregory to himself.

It was on the afternoon of a clear, cold day, just about sunset. The men had finished dinner and were smoking their pipes on deck, stamping their feet and slapping their hands and arms, to keep them warm.

Hallo, Davy! where are you bound for? inquired the captain, on observing that Butts was wrapping himself carefully in his fur-coat, tightening his belt, and putting on his mittens as if bent on a long journey.

Im only goin to take a look at my fox-trap, sir, if youll allow me.

Certainly, my lad. If you get a fox its well worth the trouble. And harkee, Davy, take your axe and make one or two more of these snow-traps of yours. It will be a well-spent hour.

Why, Butts, exclaimed Gregory, what do you mean to do with that big horse-pistol? Surely you are not afraid of bears after laughing so much at the one that chased me?

Oh, no, not afraid, you know, replied Davy. But theres no harm in being armed.

Mind you shoot him straight in the eye, or send a bullet up his nose. Thems the vulnerable parts of him, cried Joe Davis, with a laugh, as Butts went down the snow-steps and got upon the ice.

I say, cried Pepper, as he was moving away.

Well?

Bring his tongue aboard with you, and Ill cook it for supper.

Ah, and a bit of fat to fry it in, added the steward. Theres nothin like tongue fried in bears grease.

No, no, Dawkins, said Mr Dicey. Hallo! Davy; bring the ams. Bears ams are considered fustrate heatin.

No, dont bring the hams, shouted Jim Croft, fetch the tongue; thats the thing for supper of a cold night  fetch the tongue, lad.

Hold your own tongue, shouted Davy, in reply, as he went off amid the laughter of his comrades.

The sun sank soon after, and before the ingenious seaman had finished two new traps the short twilight had gradually deepened into night. Still there was plenty of light, for the sky was clear, and studded with a host of stars. In addition to this the Aurora Borealis was sending its beautiful flashes of pale-green light all across the western sky.

The Aurora  which also goes by the names of Northern Lights, and Streamers, and Merry-dancers, is seen in great splendour in these northern skies. When the seaman had finished his traps, and looked up for a minute or two at the sky, before starting on his return to the ship, he beheld the Aurora extending over the heavens in the form of an irregular arch. It was extremely bright, but the brightness was not the same in all parts. It moved and waved gently about like a band of thin green fire. Every now and then long tongues or streamers darted up from it, and these were brighter than the rest. They were yellowish white, and sometimes became pale pink in colour. The light from this beautiful object was equal to that of the moon in her quarter, and the stars that were behind it shone dimly through, as if they were covered with a thin gauze veil.

While Davy was gazing in wonder at the splendid lights above him, a deep growl fell upon his ear. If the man had been a Jack-in-the-box he could not have leaped more quickly round. His pistol was out and cocked in a moment!

The growl was followed by a roar, which drove all the blood back into Davys heart, and seemed to freeze it there  solid.

The man was no coward, as was quite clear, for at first he boldly stood his ground. But he would have been more than mortal if he had not felt some strange qualms about his heart when he saw a large white bear rushing furiously toward him. The animal came this time from the interior of the small island. The seaman knew well the place over which young Gregory had jumped when he had been chased. After wavering for a moment or two he turned and fled. Another tremendous roar helped him over the ice like a deer, and he took the chasm with a bound like an India-rubber ball.

It must certainly have been the same animal that chased Gregory, for, instead of trying to leap the chasm, it went to another part of the rent and scrambled across. This gave Butts time to increase the distance between them, but a man is no match for a polar bear in a race. The monster was soon close up with him, and the ship still far off. The man knew his danger; he turned, took a quick aim, and fired. He missed, of course; flung the pistol in desperation in the bears face, and ran on. The pistol happened to stick in the snow, with the butt in the air, and when the bear came up to it he stopped to smell it!

It it well known, nowadays, that polar bears are full of curiosity, and will stop for a few minutes to examine anything that comes in their way, even when they are in full chase of a man. Davy Butts knew nothing of this at the time; but he was a quick-witted fellow. He observed this stopping of the bear, and determined to give him something more to stop at.

When bruin was close at his heels he threw down his cap. The bear at once pulled up, smelt it all round, tossed it into the air with his snout, pawed it once or twice, then tore it to pieces with one wrench, and continued the chase. Very little time was lost in this operation. He was soon up with the man again; then a mitten was thrown down for his inspection. After that the other mitten went, the cravat followed, and the axe went next. All that I have just related happened in a very few minutes. Davy was still a good quarter of a mile from the brig; everything that he could tear off his person in haste and throw down was gone, and the bear was once more coming up behind. As a last hope he pulled off his heavy fur-coat and dropped it. This seemed to be a subject of great interest to the bear, for it was longer in inspecting it than the other things. And now poor Butts went tearing along like a maniac, in his flannel shirt and trousers. He was a miserable and curious object, for his body, besides being very long, was uncommonly lanky, and his legs and arms seemed to go like the wings of a windmill. Never, since the day of his birth, had Davy Butts run at such a pace, in such light clothing, and in such severe frost!

A long line of low hummocks hid him from the brig. The moment he passed these he came in sight of her and began to yell.

Wot on airth is yon? exclaimed Joe Davis, who chanced to be looking over the gangway when this remarkable object appeared.

The wild man o the North himself, or my name aint Jim, said Crofts, turning pale.

Why, its Davy Butts, I do believe, cried Sam Baker, who came on deck at that moment.

Just then the bear came tearing round the end of the hummocks in full chase.

Hurrah! hallo! ho! roared the men, who had crowded on deck at the first note of alarm.

Sam Baker seized a heavy ash handspike about five feet long, and was on his way to meet his comrade before the others had gained the ice. They were not slow, however. Some with muskets, some with pistols and cutlasses, and some with nothing but their fists  all followed Sam, who was now far ahead.

Baker passed Davy without a remark, and ran straight at the bear, which stopped on seeing such a big, powerful man running so furiously at him, and flourishing a bludgeon that would almost have suited the hand of a giant. But polar bears are not timid. He rose on his hind legs at once, and paid no attention whatever to the tremendous crack that Sam dealt him over the skull. The blow broke the handspike in two, and the fool-hardy seaman would soon have paid for his rashness with his life had not friendly and steady hands been near. Nothing daunted, he was about to repeat the blow with the piece of the handspike that was still in his grasp, and the bear was about to seize him with its claws, each of which were full two inches long, when the first mate and Gregory came running toward him, side by side, the first armed with a rifle, the doctor with pistols.

Too late, gasped Gregory.

We must fire, said Mansell, and risk hitting Sam. Here, doctor, you are a good shot; take the rifle.

The young man obeyed, dropped on one knee, and took aim, but did not fire. Sam was between him and the bear. A sudden movement changed their positions. The side of the monster came into view, and in another instant it was stretched on the ice with a bullet in his brain.




Chapter Seven.

A Great Battle with the Walrus.

It need scarcely be said that there was a jovial feast that night at supper. The bears tongue was cooked after all, but the impudent tongues of the party were not silenced, for they almost worried the life out of poor Davy for having run away from a bear.

Soon after this event the preparations for spending the winter were completed; at least as far as the fitting up of the vessel was concerned.

This morning, writes Gregory, in his journal, we finished housing over our Arctic home. The Hope is very snug, lined with moss, and almost covered with snow. A sail has been spread over the quarter-deck like an awning; it is also covered with moss and snow. This, we hope, will give much additional warmth to our house below. We all live together now, men and officers. It will require our united strength to fight successfully against that terrible enemy, John Frost. John is king of the Arctic regions, undoubtedly!

Dawkins got a cold-bath yesterday that amused the men much and did him no harm. For some time past we have been carrying moss from the island in large bundles. Dawkins got leave to help, as he said he was sick-tired of always working among stores. He was passing close to the fire-hole with a great bundle of moss on his back, when his foot slipped, and down he went. This hole is kept constantly open. It is Bakers duty night and morning to break the ice and have it ready in case of fire. The ice on the surface was therefore thin; in a moment nothing was to be seen of poor Dawkins but his bundle! Fortunately he held tight on to it, and we hauled him out, soaked to the skin. The thermometer stood at 35 degrees below zero, the coldest day we have had up to this time; and in two minutes the unfortunate mans clothes were frozen so stiff that he could scarcely walk! We had to break the ice on his legs and arms at the joints, and even then he had to be half hoisted on board and carried below. We all dress in seal-skin and fox-skin garments now. Dawkins had on a rough coat, made of white and grey foxes; trousers of the same; boots of seal-skin, and mittens ditto. When all this was soaked and frozen he was truly a humbling sight!

The undressing of him was a labour of difficulty as well as of love. However, when he was rubbed dry, and re-clothed, he was none the worse. Indeed, I am inclined to think he was much the better of his ducking.

To-morrow we are to make some curious experiments with boats, sledges, and kites. The captain is anxious to take our largest boat over the ice as far to the south as possible, and leave her there with a quantity of provisions, so that we may have her to fall back upon if any misfortune should befall the brig, which I earnestly pray that God may forbid.

Davy Butts, who is an ingenious fellow in his way, says that we can sail a boat on the ice almost as well as on the water, and that we may drag sledges by means of kites, if we choose. The captain means to attempt a journey to the north with sledges in spring, so, if the kites answer, Butts will have done us good service. But I have my doubts.

The nights are closing in fast; very soon we shall be without the sun altogether. But the moon is cheering us. Last night, (28th October) she swept in a complete circle round the sky all day as well as all night. She only touched the horizon, and then, instead of setting, she rose again, as if the frozen sea had frightened her.

October 30th.  Baker came in to-day and reported open water about six miles off, and walrus sporting in it. I shall set out to-morrow on a hunt.

The hunt which the young doctor here wrote of came off the following day, but it was a very different one from what any of the men had expected.

Early in the morning, Baker, Davy Butts, and Gregory set off on foot, armed with a rifle and two muskets, besides a couple of harpoons, a whale-lance, and a long line. They also took a small sledge, which was intended to be used in hauling home the meat if they should be successful. Three hours hard walking brought the party to the edge of the solid ice, after which they travelled on the floes that were being constantly broken by the tides, and were only joined together by ice of a night or two old. This was little more than an inch thick, so they had to advance with caution.

Presently the loud mooing of a bull walrus was heard. Its roar was something between the lowing of a bull and the bark of a large dog, but much louder, for the walrus resembles an elephant in size more than any other animal. Soon after they came in sight of their game. Five walrus were snorting and barking in a hole which they had broken in the ice. The way in which this huge monster opens a hole when he wants to get out of the sea is to come up from below with considerable violence and send his head crashing through the ice.

The three men now became very wary. They crept on their hands and knees behind the ice-hummocks until within about a hundred yards of the brutes. Then they ascended a small hummock to take a look round and decide on their plan of operations. While lying there, flat on their faces, they took particular care to keep their heads well concealed, just raising them high enough to observe the position of the walrus. There was a sheet of flat ice between them and the hole, so that it was impossible to advance nearer without being seen. This perplexed them much, for although their bullets might hit at that distance, they would not be able to run in quick enough to use their lances, and the harpoons would be of no use at all.

While thus undecided what to do, they were unexpectedly taught a lesson in walrus-hunting that surprised them not a little.

Hallo! theres a bear! whispered Davy Butts, as a hairy object crawled out from behind an ice-hummock about two hundred yards from the place where they lay, and made toward the walrus in a sly, cat-like manner.

More like a seal, observed Baker.

A seal! why, its a man! said Gregory, in a low, excited whisper.

So it is, sure enough, said Baker; it must be an Eskimo, though his hairy garments make him look more like a bear than a man, and as the fellow has got here before us, I suppose we must give up our claim to the brutes.

Time enough to talk of that when the brutes are killed, said Gregory with a smile. But lie still, lads. We will take a lesson from this fellow, who has been so earnestly staring at the walrus that he has not noticed us.

The three men lay perfectly motionless watching the native, who crept as near to the hole as he could without being seen, and then waited for a few minutes until the creatures should dive. This they were constantly doing; staying down a few moments at a time, and then coming up to breathe  for the walrus cannot live without air. He is not a fish, and although he can stay down a long time, he must come to the surface occasionally to breathe. In this he resembles the seal and the whale.

Presently, down they all went with a tremendous splash. Now was the moment! the Eskimo rose, ran at full speed for a few yards, then fell flat on his face, and lay quite still as if he had been shot dead. The reason of this was soon apparent. He understood the habits of the walrus, and knew that they would rise again. This they did almost the moment after, and began their snorting, bellowing, and rolling again. Once more they dived. Up got the Eskimo, ran a few yards further forward, and then fell flat down as before. In this way he got near to the hole without being seen.

The watchers observed that he carried a harpoon and a coil of thick line.

The next time the walrus dived he ran to the edge of the hole, but now, instead of falling down, he stood quite still with the harpoon raised above his head ready to be thrown. In a few moments the monsters reappeared. Two rose close at the edge of the hole; one was a male, the other a female. They were frightfully ugly to look at. Shaking the water from his head and shoulders, the bull at once caught sight of the man who had thus suddenly appeared. At that instant the Eskimo threw up his left arm. This action, instead of frightening the brutes away, caused them to raise themselves high out of the water, in order to have a good look at the strange creature who had thus dared to disturb them in their watery home. This was just what the native wanted. It gave him a chance of driving the harpoon under the flipper of the male. The instant this was done he caught up the end of his coil and ran quickly back to the full length of the line.

The battle that now begun was perhaps one of the fiercest that was ever fought in the Arctic regions. The walrus lashed the water furiously for a second or two and dived. This checked the native, who at once stopped running, drove the sharp point of a little piece of wood into the ice, and put the loop at the end of his line over it. He pressed the loop close down to the ice with his feet, so that he could hold on when it tightened, which it did with great force. But the line was a stout one. It had been cut from the hide of a walrus, and prepared in a peculiar way for the purpose of standing a heavy strain.

The Eskimo now played the monster as an angler plays a trout. At one moment he held on, the next he eased off. The line was sometimes like a bar of iron, then it was slackened off as the animal rose and darted about. After this had happened once or twice the bull came to the surface, blowing tremendously, and began to bark and roar in great fury. The female came up at the same time. She evidently meant to stick by her partner and share his danger. The others had dived and made off at the first sign of war.

The wounded walrus was a little flurried and very angry; the female was not at all frightened, she was passionately furious! Both of them tore up the ice tables with their great ivory tusks, and glared at their enemy with an expression that there was no mistaking. The walrus is well known to be one of the fiercest animals in the world. Woe to the poor native if he had been caught by these monsters at that time.

After some minutes spent in uselessly smashing the ice and trying to get at the native, they both dived. Now came into play the Eskimos knowledge of the animals habits and his skill in this curious kind of warfare. Before diving they looked steadily at the man for a second, and then swam under the ice straight for the spot where he stood. The Eskimo of course could not see this, but he knew it from past experience. He therefore changed his position instantly; ran a few yards to one side, and planted his stick and loop again. This had hardly been done when the ice burst up with a loud crash; a hole of more than fifteen feet wide was made on the exact spot which the man had quitted, and the walrus appeared with a puff like that of a steam-engine, and a roar that would have done credit to a lion.

The great lumpish-looking heads and square-cut faces of the creatures looked frightful at this point in the fight. There was something like human intelligence in their malicious and brutal faces, as the water poured down their cheeks and over their bristling beards, mingled with blood and foam.

At this moment there was a shout close at hand, and two other Eskimos ran out from behind the ice-hummocks and joined their comrade. They were armed with long lances, the handles of which were made of bone, and the points of beautiful white ivory tipped with steel. It was afterwards discovered that these natives obtained small pieces of iron and steel from the Eskimos further south, who were in the habit of trading at the settlements on the coast of Greenland.

The strangers at once ran to the edge of the pool and gave the bull walrus two deep wounds with their lances. They also wounded the female. This seemed to render them more furious than ever. They dived again. The first Eskimo again shifted his position, and the others ran back a short distance. They were not a moment too soon in these changes, for the ice was again burst upward at the spot they had just quitted, and the enraged beasts once more came bellowing to the surface and vented their fury on the ice.

It may seem almost incredible to the reader, but it is a fact, that this battle lasted fully four hours. At the end of the third hour it seemed to the sailors who were watching it, that the result was still doubtful, for the Eskimos were evidently becoming tired, while the monsters of the Polar seas were still furious.

I think we might help them with a butlet, whispered Baker. It might frighten them, perhaps, but it would save them a good deal of trouble.

Wait a little longer, replied Gregory. I have it in my mind to astonish them. You see they have wounded the female very badly, but when the male dies, which he cannot now be long of doing, she will dive and make off, and so theyll lose her, for they dont seem to have another harpoon and line.

Perhaps they have one behind the hummocks, suggested Davy Butts, whose teeth were chattering in his head with cold.

If they had they would have used it long ago, said Gregory. At any rate I mean to carry out my plan  which is this. When the bull is about dead I will fire at the female and try to hit her in a deadly part, so as to kill her at once. Then, Sam, you will run out with our harpoon and dart into her to prevent her sinking, or diving if she should not be killed. And you, Davy, will follow me and be ready with a musket.

This plan had just been settled when the bull walrus began to show signs of approaching death. Gregory therefore took a deliberate aim with the rifle and fired. The result was startling! The female walrus began to roll and lash about furiously, smashing the ice and covering the sea around with bloody foam. At first the Eskimos stood motionless  rooted to the spot, as if they had been thunderstruck. But when they saw Sam Baker dart from behind the hummock, flourishing his harpoon, followed by Gregory and Butts, their courage deserted them; they turned in terror and fled.

On getting behind the hummocks, however, they halted and peeped over the ledges of ice to see what the seamen did.

Sam Baker, being an old whaleman, darted his harpoon cleverly, and held fast the struggling animal. At the same time Davy Butts seized the end of the line which the natives had thrown down in terror, and held on to the bull. It was almost dead, and quite unable to show any more fight. Seeing that all was right, Gregory now laid down his rifle and advanced slowly to the hummock, behind which the Eskimos had taken refuge.

He knew, from the reports of previous travellers, that holding up both arms is a sign of peace with the Eskimos. He therefore stopped when within a short distance of the hummocks and held up his arms. The signal was understood at once. The natives leaped upon the top of the hummock and held up their arms in reply. Again Gregory tossed up his, and made signs to them to draw near. This they did without hesitation, and the doctor shook them by the hand and patted their hairy shoulders. They were all of them stout, well-made fellows, about five feet seven or eight inches high, and very broad across the shoulders. They were fat, too, and oily-faced, jolly-looking men. They smiled and talked to each other for a few moments and then spoke to Gregory, but when he shook his head, as much as to say, I dont understand you, they burst into a loud laugh. Then they suddenly became grave, and ran at full speed toward the hole where the walrus floated.

Davy Butts made the usual sign of friendship and handed them the end of their line, which they seized, and set about securing their prize without taking any farther notice of their new friends.

The manner in which these wild yet good-natured fellows hauled the enormous carcass out of the water was simple and ingenious. They made four cuts in the neck, about two inches apart from each other, and raised the skin between these cuts, thus making two bands. Through one of these bands they passed a line, and carried it to a stick made fast in the ice, where they passed it through a loop of well-greased hide. It was then carried back to the animal, made to pass under the second band, and the end was hauled in by the Eskimos. This formed a sort of double purchase, that enabled them to pull out of the hole a carcass which double their numbers could not have hauled up.

Some idea of the bulls weight may be formed when I say that the carcass was eighteen feet long and eleven feet in circumference at the thickest part. There were no fewer than sixty deep lance-wounds in various parts of its body.

When seen close at hand the walrus is a very ugly monster. It is something like a gigantic seal, having two large flippers, or fins, near its shoulders, and two others behind, that look like its tail. It uses these in swimming, but can also use them on land, so as to crawl, or rather to bounce forward in a clumsy fashion. By means of its fore-flippers it can raise itself high out of the water, and get upon the ice and rocks. It is fond of doing this, and is often found sleeping in the sunshine on the ice and on rocks. It has even been known to scramble up the side of an island to a height of a hundred feet, and there lie basking in the sun.

Nevertheless, the water is the proper element of the walrus. All its motions are clumsy and slow until it gets into the sea; there it is at home. Its upper face has a square, bluff look, and its broad muzzle and cheeks are covered by a coarse beard of bristles, like quills. The two white tusks point downward. In this they are unlike to those of the elephant. The tusks of the bull killed on this occasion were thirty inches long. The hide of the walrus is nearly an inch thick, and is covered with close, short hair. Beneath the skin he has a thick layer of fat, and this enables him to resist the extreme cold in the midst of which he dwells.

The walrus is of great value to the Eskimos. But for it and the seal these poor members of the human family could not exist at all in those frozen regions. As it is, it costs them a severe struggle to keep the life in their bodies. But they do not complain of what seems to us a hard lot. They have been born to it. They know no happier condition of life. They wish for no better home, and the All-wise Creator has fitted them admirably, both in mind and body, to live and even to enjoy life in a region where most other men could live only in great discomfort, if they could exist at all.

The Eskimos cut the walrus thick hide into long lines with which they hunt  as we have seen. They do not cut these lines in strips and join them in many places; but, beginning at one end of the skin, they cut round and round without break to the centre, and thus secure a line of many fathoms in length.

It is truly said that necessity is the mother of invention. These natives have no wood. Not a single tree grows in the whole land of which I am writing. There are plenty of plants, grasses, mosses, and beautiful flowers in summer  growing, too, close beside ice-fields that remain unmelted all the year round. But there is not a tree large enough to make a harpoon of. Consequently the Eskimos are obliged to make sledges of bones; and as the bones and tusks of the walrus are not big enough for this purpose, they tie and piece them together in a remarkably neat and ingenious manner.

Sometimes, indeed, they find pieces of drift-wood in the sea. Wrecks of whale-ships, too, are occasionally found by the natives in the south of Greenland. A few pieces of the precious wood obtained in this way are exchanged from one tribe to another, and so find their way north. But the further north we go the fewer pieces of this kind of wood do we find; and in the far north, where our adventurous voyagers were now ice-bound, the Eskimos have very little wood, indeed.

Food is the chief object which the Eskimo has in view when he goes out to do battle with the walrus. Its flesh is somewhat coarse, no doubt, but it is excellent, nourishing food notwithstanding, and although a well-fed Englishman might turn up his nose at it, many starving Englishmen have smacked their lips over walrus-beef in days gone by  aye, and have eaten it raw, too, with much delight!

Let not my reader doubt the truth of this. Well-known and truth-loving men have dwelt for a time in those regions, and some of these have said that they actually came to prefer the walrus flesh raw, because it was more strengthening, and fitted them better for undertaking long and trying journeys in extremely cold weather. One of the most gallant men who ever went to the Polar seas, (Dr Kane, of the American navy), tells us, in his delightful book, Arctic Explorations, that he frequently ate raw flesh and liked it, and that the Eskimos often eat it raw. In fact, they are not particular. They will eat it cooked or raw  just as happens to be most convenient for them.

When the animals, whose killing I have described, were secured, the Eskimos proceeded to skin and cut them up. The sailors, of course, assisted, and learned a lesson. While this was going on one of their number went away for a short time, and soon returned with a sledge drawn by about a dozen dogs. This they loaded with the meat and hide of the bull, intending evidently to leave the cow to their new friends, as being their property. But Gregory thought they were entitled to a share of it, so, after loading his sledge with a considerable portion of the meat, he gave them the remainder along with the hide.

This pleased them mightily, and caused them to talk much, though to little purpose. However, Gregory made good use of the language of signs. He also delighted them with the gift of a brass ring, an old knife, and a broken pencil-case, and made them understand that his abode was not far distant, by drawing the figure of a walrus in a hole in the snow, and then a thing like a bee-hive at some distance from it, pointing northward at the same time. He struck a harpoon into the outline of the walrus, to show that it was the animal that had just been killed, and then went and lay down in the picture of the bee-hive, to show that he dwelt there.

The natives understood this quite well. They immediately drew another bee-hive, pointed to the south and to the sun, and held up five fingers. From this it was understood that their village was five days distant from the spot where they then were.

He next endeavored to purchase three of their dogs, but they objected to this, and refused to accept of three knives as a price for them. They were tempted, however, by the offer of a whale harpoon and a hemp line, and at last agreed to let him have three of their best dogs. This the young doctor considered a piece of great good fortune, and being afraid that they would repent, he prepared to leave the place at once. The dogs were fastened by lines to the sledge of their new masters. A whip was made out of a strip of walrus hide, a bone served for a handle, and away they went for the brig at a rattling pace, after bidding the natives farewell, and making them understand that they hoped to meet again in the course of the winter.

Thus happily ended their first meeting with the Eskimos. It may well be believed that there were both astonishment and satisfaction on board the Hope that night, when the hunting party returned, much sooner than had been expected, with the whip cracking, the men cheering, the dogs howling, and the sledge well laden with fresh meat.




Chapter Eight.

The Cause of Ice-Bergs  Fox-Chase  A Bear.

One day, long after the walrus-hunt just described, Joe Davis stood on the deck of the Hope, leaning over the side and looking out to sea  at least in the direction of the sea, for, although mid-day, it was so dark that he could not see very far in any direction. Joe was conversing with Mr Dicey on the appearance of things around him.

Do you know, Mr Dicey, said he, wot it is as causes them there ice-bergs?

Mr Dicey looked very grave and wise for a few seconds without answering. Then he said, in rather a solemn tone, Well, Davis, to tell you the real truth, I dont know!

Now, as this question is one of considerable interest, I shall endeavour to answer it for the benefit of the reader.

The whole of the interior of Greenland is covered with ice and snow. This snowy covering does not resemble that soft snow which falls on our own hills. It is hard, and never melts entirely away. The snow there is in some places a thousand feet thick! It covers all the hill-tops and fills up all the valleys, so that the country may be said to be a buried land. Since the world began, perhaps, snow has been falling on it every winter; but the summers there have been so short that they could not melt away the snow of one winter before that of another came and covered it up and pressed it down. Thus, for ages, the snow of one year has been added to that which was left of the preceding, and the pressure has been so great that the mass has been squeezed nearly as hard as pure ice.

The ice that has been formed in this way is called glacier; and the glaciers of Greenland cover, as I have said, the whole country, so that it can never be cultivated or inhabited by man unless the climate change. There are glaciers of this kind in many other parts of the world. We have them in Switzerland and in Norway, but not on nearly so large a scale as in Greenland.

Now, although this glacier-ice is clear and hard, it is not quite so solid as pure ice, and when it is pushed down into the valleys by the increasing masses above it, actually flows. But this flowing motion cannot be seen. It is like the motion of the hour hand of a watch, which cannot be perceived however closely it may be looked at. You might go to one of the valleys of Greenland and gaze at a glacier for days together, but you would see no motion whatever. All would appear solid, frozen up, and still. But notice a block of stone lying on the surface of the glacier, and go back many months after and you will find the stone lying a little further down the valley than when you first saw it. Thus glaciers are formed and thus they slowly move. But what has all this to do with ice-bergs? We shall see.

As the great glaciers of the north, then, are continually moving down the valleys, of course their ends are pushed into the sea. These ends, or tongues, are often hundreds of feet thick. In some places they present a clear glittering wall to the sea of several hundreds of feet in height, with perhaps as much again lost to view down in the deep water. As the extremities of these tongues are shoved farther and farther out they chip off and float away. These chips are ice-bergs! I have already said that ice-bergs are sometimes miles in extent  like islands; that they sink seven or eight hundred feet below the surface, while their tops rise more than a hundred feet above it  like mountains. If these, then, are the chips of the Greenland glaciers, what must the old blocks be?

Many a long and animated discussion the sailors had that winter in the cabin of the Hope on the subject of ice and ice-bergs!

When the dark nights drew on, little or nothing could be done outside by our voyagers, and when the ice everywhere closed up, all the animals forsook them except polar bears, so that they ran short of fresh provisions. As months of dreary darkness passed away, the scurvy, that terrible disease, began to show itself among the men, their bodies became less able to withstand the cold, and it was difficult for them at last to keep up their spirits. But they fought against their troubles bravely.

Captain Harvey knew well that when a mans spirits go he is not worth much. He therefore did his utmost to cheer and enliven those around him.

One day, for instance, he went on deck to breathe a mouthful of fresh air. It was about eleven in the forenoon, and the moon was shining brightly in the clear sky. The stars, too, and the aurora borealis, helped to make up for the total absence of the sun. The cold air cut like a knife against his face when he issued from the hatchway, and the cold nose of one of the dogs immediately touched his hand, as the animal gambolled round him with delight; for the extreme severity of the weather began to tell on the poor dogs, and made them draw more lovingly to their human companions.

Ho! hallo! shouted the captain down the hatchway. A fox-chase! a fox-chase! Tumble up, all hands!

The men were sitting at the time in a very dull and silent mood. They were much cast down, for as it had been cloudy weather for some weeks past, thick darkness had covered them night and day, so that they could not tell the one from the other, except by the help of their watches, which were kept carefully going. Their journals, also, were written up daily, otherwise they must certainly have got confused in their time altogether!

In consequence of this darkness the men were confined almost entirely to the cabin for a time. Those who had scurvy, got worse; those who were well, became gloomy. Even Pepper, who was a tremendous joker, held his tongue, and Joe Davis, who was a great singer, became silent. Jim Crofts was in his bunk down with the scurvy, and stout Sam Baker, who was a capital teller of stories, could not pluck up spirit enough to open his mouth. In fact, as Mr Dicey said, they all had a most orrible fit o the blues! The captain and officers were in better health and spirits than the men, though they all fared alike at the same table, and did the same kind of work, whatever that might chance to be. The officers, however, were constantly exerting themselves to cheer the men, and I have no doubt that this very effort of theirs was the means of doing good to themselves. He that watereth others shall be watered, says the Word of God. I take this to mean  he that does good to others shall get good to himself. So it certainly was with the officers of the Hope.

When the captains shout reached the cabin Jim Crofts had just said: Ill tell ee what it is, messmates, if this here state of things goes on much longer, Ill go out on the floes, walk up to the first polar bear I meet, and ask him to take his supper off me!

There was no laugh at this, but Pepper remarked, in a quiet way, that he neednt put himself to so much trouble, for he was such a pale-faced, disagreeable looking object that no bear would eat him unless it was starving.

Well, then, Ill offer myself to a starvin bear  to one thats amost dead with hunger, retorted Jim gloomily.

Whats that the capen is singin out? said Davy Butts, who was mending a pair of canvas shoes.

The men roused themselves at once; for the hope of anything new turning up excited them.

Hallo! ho! roared the captain again, in a voice that might have started a dead walrus. Tumble up, there!  a fox-chase! Ill give my second-best fur-coat to the man that catches foxey!

In one instant the whole crew were scrambling up the ladder. Even Jim Crofts, who was really ill, rolled out of his bunk and staggered on deck, saying he would have a go after foxey if he should die for it!

The game of fox is simple. One man is chosen to be the fox. He runs off and the rest follow. They are bound to go wherever the fox leads. In this case it was arranged that the fox should run round the deck until he should be caught; then the man who caught him should become fox, and continue running on with all the rest following, until he, in turn, should be caught, and so on until the one who could run longest and fastest should break down all the rest. The warm fur-coat was a prize worth running for in such a cold climate, so the game began with spirit. Young Gregory offered to be fox first, and away they went with a yell. Mr Mansell was a little lame, and soon gave in. Mr Dicey fell at the second round, and was unable to recover distance. Gregory would certainly have gained the coat, for he was strong, and had been a crack racer at school; but he did not want the coat, so allowed Sam Baker to catch him. Sam held on like a deer for a few minutes, and one after another the men dropped off as they were blown. Jim Crofts, poor fellow, made a gallant burst, but his limbs refused to help his spirit. He fell, and was assisted below by the captain and replaced in his bunk, where, however, he felt the benefit of his efforts.

The race was now kept up by Sam Baker, Joe Davis, and Butts. These three were struggling on and panting loudly, while their comrades danced about, clapped their mittened hands, and shouted, Now then, Sam!  go in and win, Joe!  Butts, forever! and such-like encouraging cries.

To the surprise of everyone Davy Butts came off the winner, and for many a day after that enjoyed the warm coat which he said his long legs had gained for him.

This effort of the captain to cheer the men was very successful, so he resolved to follow it up with an attempt at private theatricals. Accordingly this thing was proposed and heartily agreed to. Next day everyone was busy making preparations. Tom Gregory agreed to write a short play. Sam Baker, being the healthiest man on board, was willing to act the part of an invalid old lady, and Jim Crofts consented to become a gay young doctor for that occasion.

Meanwhile the captain arranged a piece of real work, for he felt that the attempt to keep up the spirits alone would not do. They had been for a long time living on salt provisions. Nothing could restore the crew but fresh meat  yet fresh meat was not to be had. The walrus and deer were gone, and although foxes and bears were still around them, they had failed in all their attempts to shoot or trap any of these animals. A visit to the Eskimo camp, therefore, (if such a camp really existed), became necessary; so, while the theatricals were in preparation, a small sledge was rigged up, Gregory and Sam Baker were chosen to go with him; the dogs were harnessed, and, on a fine, starry forenoon, away they went to the south at full gallop, with three hearty cheers from the crew of the brig, who were left in charge of the first mate.

The journey thus undertaken was one full of risk. It was not known how far distant the natives might be, or where they were likely to be found. The weather was intensely cold. Only a small quantity of preserved meat could be taken  for the rest, they trusted in some measure to their guns. But the captains great hope was to reach the Eskimo village in a day or two at the farthest. If he should fail to do so, the prospect of himself and his crew surviving the remainder of the long winter was, he felt, very gloomy indeed.

Success attended this expedition at the very beginning. They had only been eight hours out when they met a bear sitting on its haunches behind a hummock. Hallo! look out! cried Gregory, on catching sight of him. Fire, lads, said the captain, Im not quite ready. Gregory fired and the bear staggered. Baker then fired and it fell!

This was a blessing which filled their hearts so full of thankfulness that they actually shook hands with each other, and then gave vent to three hearty cheers. Their next thoughts were given to their comrades in the Hope.

You and Baker will camp here, Tom, said the captain, and I will return to the brig with a sledge-load of the meat. When Ive put it aboard Ill come straight back to you. Well keep a ham for ourselves, of course. Now then, to work.

To work the three men went. A hind leg of the bear was cut off, the rest was lashed firmly on the sledge, and the dogs enjoyed a feed while this was being done. Then the captain cracked his whip. Good-bye, lads, Good-bye, captain, and away he and the dogs and sledge went, and were soon lost to view among the hummocks of the frozen sea.




Chapter Nine.

A Visit to the Eskimos  Wonderful Doings  A Mystery.

The proceedings of this sledge party were so interesting that I give them in the words of Tom Gregorys journal:

Sunday.  We have indeed cause to rejoice and to thank God for His mercies this morning. Last night we shot a bear, and the captain is away with the carcass of it to our poor scurvy-smitten friends in the Hope. This Sunday will be a real day of rest for me and Sam Baker, though our resting-place is a very queer one. After the captain left us, we looked about for a convenient place to encamp, and only a few yards from the spot where we killed the bear we found the ruins of an old Eskimo hut made partly of stones, partly of ice. We set to work to patch it up with snow, and made it perfectly air-tight in about two hours.

Into this we carried our bear-skins and things, spread them on the snowy floor, put a lump of bears fat into our tin travelling lamp, and prepared supper. We were not particular about the cookery. We cut a couple of huge slices off our bears ham, half roasted them over the lamp, and began. It was cut, roast, and come again, for the next hour and a half. I positively never knew what hunger was until I came to this savage country! And I certainly never before had any idea of how much I could eat at one sitting!

This hearty supper was washed down with a swig of melted snow-water. We had some coffee with us, but were too tired to infuse it. Then we blocked up the door with snow, rolled our bear-skins round us, and were sound asleep in five minutes.

Lucky for us that we were so careful to stop up every hole with snow, for, during the night the wind rose and it became so intensely cold that Baker and I could scarcely keep each other warm enough to sleep, tired though we were. At this moment my fingers are so stiff that they will hardly hold the pencil with which I write, and the gale is blowing so furiously outside that we dare not open the door. This door, by the way, is only a hole big enough to creep through. The captain cannot travel to-day. He knows we are safe, so I will not expect him. I have brought my small Testament with me. It has hitherto been my constant travelling companion. I am thus provided with mental food. But, in truth, I shall not want much of that for the next twelve hours. Rest! rest! rest! is what we require. No one can imagine how a man can enjoy rest, after he has been for many months exposed to constant, exhausting, heart-breaking toil, with the thermometer always below zero, and with nothing but salt food to keep him alive.

Tuesday night.  Here we are at last  among the Eskimos! and what a queer set they are, to be sure. All fat and fur! They look as broad as they are long. They wear short fox and seal-skin coats, or shirts, with hoods to then; no trousers, but long boots, that come up and meet the coats. Women, men, and babies, all dressed alike, or nearly so. The only difference is that the womens boots are longer and wider than those of the men. But I forgot  yes, there is one other difference; the women have tails to their coats; the men have none! Real tails  not like the broad skirts of our dress-coats, but long, narrow tails, something like the tail of a cow, with a broadish flap at the end of it. This they evidently look upon as a handsome ornament, for I observe that when they go off on a journey, each woman buttons her tail up to her waist, to keep it out of the way, and when she returns she unbuttons it, and comes into camp with her tail flowing gracefully behind her!

We had a terrible journey of it down here. The captain returned to us on Monday morning early, and the next two days we spent struggling over the hummocks and out upon the floes. It was so cold that the wind cut into our very marrow. We have all had our faces frozen, more or less, but not badly. Baker will have an ugly spot on the end of his nose for some weeks to come. It is getting black now, and as the nose itself is bright red and much swelled, his appearance is not improved. I foolishly tried to eat a little snow yesterday morning, and the consequence is that my lips are sore and bloody. On Monday afternoon the dogs and sledge went head over heels into a deep rut in the ice, and it cost us two hours to get them out again. Luckily no damage was done, although the captain was on the sledge at the time.

We had almost despaired of finding the village when we came upon a sledge track that led us straight up to it. I shall never forget the beauty of the scene on our arrival. The sky was lighted up with the most beautiful aurora I have yet seen in these regions. Stars spangled the sky in millions. Great ice-bergs rose in wild confusion in the distance, and all along the shore for a few hundred yards were clusters of snow-huts. They looked exactly like bee-hives. I have seen many a strange house, but the strangest of all is certainly a house of snow! To-day I was fortunate enough to see one built. It was done very neatly. The hard snow was cut into slabs with a wooden knife. These were piled one above another in regular order, and cemented with snow  as bricks are with lime. The form of the wall was circular, and the slabs were so shaped that they sloped inwards, thus forming a dome, or large bee-hive, with a key-stone slab in the top to keep all firm. A hole was then cut in the side for a door  just large enough to admit of a man creeping through. In front of this door a porch or passage of snow was built. The only way of getting into the hut is by creeping on hands and knees along the passage. A hole was also cut in the roof, into which was inserted a piece of clear ice, to serve for a window.

The natives received us with wild surprise, and I found my old friends, the walrus-hunters, among them. They were remarkably friendly. One stout, middle-aged fellow invited us to his hut. I am now seated in it beside the Eskimos wife, who would be a good-looking woman if she were not so fat, dirty, and oily! But we cannot expect people living in this fashion, and in such a country, to be very clean. Although the hut is white outside, it is by no means white inside. They cook all their food over an oil-lamp, which also serves to heat the place; and it is wonderful how warm a house of snow becomes. The cold outside is so great as to prevent the walls melting inside. Besides Myouk, our host, and his wife, there are two of the mans sisters, two lads, two girls, and a baby in the hut. Also six dogs. The whole of them  men, women, children, and dogs, are as fat as they can be, for they have been successful in walrus-hunting of late. No wonder that the perspiration is running down my face! The natives feel the heat, too, for they are all half-naked  the baby entirely so; but they seem to like it!

What a chattering, to be sure! I am trying to take notes, and Myouks wife is staring at me with her mouth wide open. It is a wonder she can open her eyes at all, her cheeks are so fat. The captain is trying, by the language of signs, to get our host to understand that we are much in want of fresh meat. Sam Baker is making himself agreeable to the young people, and the plan he has hit upon to amuse them is to show them his watch, and let them hear it tick. Truly, I have seldom seen a happier family group than this Eskimo household, under their snowy roof!

There is to be a grand walrus-hunt to-morrow. We shall accompany them, and see whether our endurance on a long march, and our powers with the rifle, cannot impress them with some respect for us. At present they have not much. They seem to think us a pale-faced set of helpless creatures.

Wednesday night.  We have just returned from the hunt; and a tremendous hunt it was! Six walrus and two bears have been killed, and the whole village is wild with delight. Cooking is going on in every hut. But they have no patience. Nearly everyone is munching away at a lump of raw walrus flesh. All their faces are more or less greasy and bloody. Even Myouks baby  though not able to speak  is choking itself with a long, stringy piece of blubber. The dogs, too, have got their share. An Eskimos chief happiness seems to be in eating, and I cannot wonder at it, for the poor creatures have hard work to get food, and they are often on the verge of starvation.

What a dirty set they are! I shall never forget the appearance of Myouks hut when we entered it this evening after returning from the hunt. The mans wife had made the wick of her stone lamp as long as possible in order to cook a large supper. There were fifteen people crowded together in this hive of snow, and the heat had induced them to throw off the greater part of their clothing. Every hand had a greasy lump of bear or walrus meat in it; every mouth was in full occupation, and every fat face, of man, woman, and child, was beaming with delight and covered with dirt and oil!

The captain and I looked at each other and smiled as we entered, and Sam Baker laughed outright. This set all the natives laughing, too. We did not much relish the idea of supping and sleeping in such a place  but necessity has no law. We were hungry as hawks, desperately tired, and the temperature outside is 35 degrees below zero. The first duty of the night is now over. We have supped. The natives will continue to eat the greater part of the night. They eat till they fall asleep; if they chance to awake they eat again. Half of them are asleep now, and snoring. The other half are eating slowly, for they are nearly full. The heat and smell are awful! I am perspiring at every pore. We have taken off as much of our clothes as decency will permit. Sam has on a pair of trousers  nothing more. I am in the same state! There is little room, as may be supposed. We have to lie huddled up as we best can, and a strange sight we are as the red light of the flaring lamp falls on us. At this moment Myouks wife is cutting a fresh steak. The youngest boy is sound asleep with a lump of fat between his teeth. The captain is also sound, with his legs sprawling over the limbs of half a dozen slumbering natives. He is using the baby as a pillow. It is curious to think that these poor creatures always live in this way. Sometimes feasting, sometimes starving. Freezing out on the floes; stewing under their roofs of snow. Usually fat; for the most part jolly; always dirty!

It is sad, too, to think of this; for it is a low condition for human beings to live in. They seem to have no religion at all. Certainly none that is worthy of the name. I am much puzzled when I think of the difficulties in the way of introducing Christianity among these northern Eskimos. No missionary could exist in such a climate and in such circumstances. It is with the utmost difficulty that hardy seamen can hold out for a year, even with a ship-load of comforts. But this is too deep a subject to write about to-night! I cant keep my eyes open. I will, therefore, close my note-book and lie down to sleep  perhaps to be suffocated! I hope not!

Accordingly, our young friend the doctor did lie down to sleep, and got through the night without being suffocated. Indeed, he slept so soundly that Captain Harvey could scarcely rouse him next morning.

Hallo! Tom! Tom! cried he loudly, at the same time shaking his nephews arm violently.

Aye, eh! and a tremendous yawn from Tom. What now, uncle? Time to rise, is it? Where am I?

Time to rise! replied the captain, laughing. I should think it is. Why, its past eleven in the forenoon. The stars are bright and the sky clear. The aurora, too, is shining. Come, get up! The natives are all outside watching Sam while he packs our sledge. The ladies are going about the camp whisking their tails and whacking their babies in great glee, for it is not every day they enjoy such a feed as they had last night.

In half an hour they were ready. The whole village turned out to see them start. Myouk, with his wife Oomia, and the baby, and his son Meetek, accompanied them to Refuge Harbour. Oomias baby was part of herself. She could not move without it! It was always naked, but being stuffed into the hood of its mothers fur-coat, it seemed always warm.

I say, Tom, whats that up in the sky? said Captain Harvey suddenly, after they had been driving for a couple of hours. Its the strangest looking thing I ever did see.

So it is, replied Gregory, gazing intently at the object in question, which seemed high up in the air. It cant be a comet, because it gives no light.

Perhaps not, but it has got a tail, thats a fact, said Baker, in a voice of surprise. Who ever heard of a dark, four-cornered star with a tail? If I had seen it in daylight, and in Merry England, I would have said it was a kite!

A kite! nonsense, cried the captain; what in the world can it be?

Reader, you shall find that out in the next chapter.




Chapter Ten.

The Tale of a Kite  A Great Bear-Fight.

When Mr Mansell was left in charge of the brig a heavy weight lay on his heart, and he could by no means take part in the preparations for the theatricals which occupied the rest of the crew. He felt that life or death depended on the success of the captain in his search for fresh meat. Already most of the men were ill with scurvy, and some of them were alarmingly low. Nothing could save them but fresh meat, and when the first mate thought of the difficulties and dangers of a journey on the floes in such weather, and the uncertainty of the Eskimos being discovered, his heart misgave him.

About an hour after the departure of Captain Harvey on the Monday morning he took Davy Butts aside.

Davy, said he, youve been at work on these kites a long time. Are they nearly finished?

Quite finished, sir, answered Butts.

Then get them up, for there is a good breeze. I shall try them on our small sledges. It will at least stir up and amuse the men.

Ten minutes after this the crew were summoned on deck to witness an experiment. A small dog sledge lay on the hard snow beside the vessel, and near to this Davy Butts and Mr Dicey were holding on to a stout line, at the end of which an enormous kite was pulling.

This kite was square in shape, made of the thickest brown paper, and nearly six feet across. That its power was great was evident from the difficulty with which the two men held it. The end of the line was fastened to the sledge.

Now, boys, ease off line till it is taut, and then wait for the word, said Davy Butts, jumping on to the sledge. Now! Let go!

Away went the sledge over the hard snow at the rate of three miles an hour, which soon increased to double that rate. Davy cheered and waved his arms. The men gave one loud hurrah of surprise and delight, and set off in mad pursuit. They were soon left behind. Hold on, Davy! Good-bye, Butts. Look out, mind the ridge!

The last warning was needful. The sledge was rushing furiously toward a long ridge of ice which rose in a sharp slope to a height of three feet, and descended on the other side to an equal depth, but without any slope. Davy saw his danger, but he did not dare to put out foot or hand to check his progress. Even if he had it would have been of no use. Up the slope he went as a sea-gull skims over a wave; for one moment he was in the air  the next, he came down with a crash that nearly dislocated all his joints, and his teeth came together with a loud snap. (By good fortune his tongue was not between them!) The sledge was a strong one, and the thing was done so quickly and neatly that it did not upset. But now a large and rugged hummock lay right before him. To go against that would have been certain death, so Davy made up his mind at once, and jumped off at the smoothest part of the floe he could find. The lightened sledge sprang away like a rocket, and was brought up with a sudden jerk by the hummock.

Of course the line broke, and the kite commenced to descend. It twirled and circled violently round, and at last went crash into an ice-berg, where it was broken to pieces!

Not so bad for a beginning, said Mansell, as poor Davy came back, looking very crest-fallen. Now, Butts, come below. You have proved that the thing will do. Mr Dicey, get yourself ready for a trip over the ice. Let three men prepare to accompany you. I shall send you off to-morrow.

Dicey, much surprised, went off to obey these orders; and Mansell, with the assistance of Butts, fitted the second kite for the intended journey. He made a rough guess at the strength of its pull, and loaded the sledge accordingly. Two tail ropes were fastened to the last bar of the sledge for the men to hold on by and check its speed. A sort of anchor was made by which it could be stopped at any moment, and two stout poles, with iron claws at the end of them, were prepared for scraping over the snow and checking the pace.

Next day all was ready. A trial was made and the thing found to work admirably. The trial trip over, they bade their comrades farewell, and away they went due south, in the direction where the native village was supposed to be.

It was this remarkable tow-horse that had filled Captain Harvey and his companions with so much surprise. The appearance of the sledge immediately after, with a shout and a cheer from Dicey and the men, explained the mystery.

Being so near the Eskimo camp they at once returned to it, in order to allow the newly arrived party to rest, as well as to load their sledge with as much fresh meat as it could carry; for which supplies the captain took care to pay the natives with a few knives and a large quantity of hoop-iron  articles that were much more valuable to them than gold. As the wind could not be made to turn about to suit their convenience, the kite was brought down and given to Davy to carry, and a team of native dogs were harnessed to the sledge instead. On the following day the united party set out on their return to the brig, which they reached in safety.

Tom Gregorys account of the Eskimos who accompanied them to their wooden home is amusing. His journal runs thus:

The amazement of our visitors is very great. Myouk, his wife and baby, and his son Meetek, are now our guests. When they first came in sight of the brig they uttered a wild shout  the men did so, at least  and tossed their arms and opened their eyes and mouths. They have never shut them since. They go all round the vessel, staring and gaping with amazement. We have given them a number of useful presents, and intend to send them home loaded with gifts for their friends. It is necessary to make a good impression on them. Our lives depend very much on the friendship of these poor people. We find that they are terrible thieves. A number of knives and a hatchet were missed  they were found hidden in Myouks sledge. We tried to prevail on Oomia to sell her long boots. To our surprise she was quite willing to part with one, but nothing would induce her to give up the other. One of the men observed her steal a knife out of the cabin and hide it in the leg of her boot. The reason was now plain. We pulled off the boot without asking leave, and found there a large assortment of articles stolen from us. Two or three knives, a spoon, a bit of hoop-iron, and a marline spike. I have tried to make them understand, by signs, that this is very wicked conduct, but they only laugh at me. They are not in the least ashamed, and evidently regard stealing as no sin.

We have shot a musk ox. There are many of these creatures in other parts of the Arctic regions, but this is the first we have seen here. He fell to my rifle, and is now being devoured by ourselves and our dogs with great relish. He is about the size of a very small cow; has a large head and enormously thick horns, which cover the whole top of his head, bend down toward his cheeks, and then curve up and outward at the point. He is covered with long, brown hair, which almost reaches the ground, and has no tail worthy of the name. He seems to be an active and an angry creature. When I wounded him he came at me furiously, but had not pluck to charge home. As he turned away I gave him the shot that killed him. The meat is not bad, but it smells strongly of musk. Walrus is better.

Myouk and his son Meetek and I have had a most exciting bear-hunt since we returned. I followed these men one day, as I thought them bold, active-looking fellows, who would be likely to show me good Eskimo sport. And I was not disappointed.

About two miles from the brig we came on fresh bear tracks. A glow of the aurora gave us plenty of light. What is yon round white lump? thought I. A bear? No, it must be a snow-wreath! Myouk did not think so, for he ran behind a lump of ice, and became excited. He made signs to me to remain there while he and his son should go and attack the bear. They were armed each with a long lance. I must say, when I remembered the size and strength of the polar bear, that I was surprised to find these men bold enough to attack him with such arms. I had my rifle, but determined not to use it except in case of necessity. I wished to see how the natives were accustomed to act.

They were soon ready. Gliding swiftly from one lump of ice to another, they got near enough to make a rush. I was disobedient! I followed, and when the rush was made I was not far behind them. The bear was a very large one. It uttered an angry growl on seeing the men running toward it, and rose on its hind legs to receive them. It stood nearly eight feet high when in this position, and looked really a terrible monster. I stood still behind a hummock at a distance of about fifty yards, with my rifle ready.

On coming close up the father and son separated, and approached the bear one on each side. This divided his attention, and puzzled him very much; for, when he made a motion as if he were going to rush at Myouk, Meetek flourished his spear, and obliged him to turn  then Myouk made a demonstration, and turned him back again. Thus they were enabled to get close to its side before it could make up its mind which to attack. But the natives soon settled the question for it. Myouk was on the bears right side, Meetek on its left. The father pricked it with the point of his lance. A tremendous roar followed, and the enraged animal turned towards him. This was just what he wanted, because it gave the son an opportunity of making a deadly thrust. Meetek was not slow to do it. He plunged his lance deep into the bears heart, and it fell at once at full length, while a crimson stream poured out of the wound upon the snow.

While this fight was going on I might have shot the animal through the heart with great ease, for it was quite near to me, and when it got up on its hind legs its broad chest presented a fine target. It was difficult to resist the temptation to fire, but I wished to see the native manner of doing the thing from beginning to end, so did not interfere. I was rewarded for my self-denial.

Half an hour later, while we were dragging the carcass toward the brig, we came unexpectedly upon another bear. Myouk and Meetek at once grasped their lances and ran forward to attack him. I now resolved to play them a trick. Besides my rifle I carried a large horse-pistol in my belt. This I examined, and, finding it all right, I followed close at the heels of the Eskimos. Bruin got up on his hind legs as before, and the two men advanced close to him. I stopped when within thirty yards, cocked my rifle, and stood ready. Myouk was just going to thrust with his lance when  bang! went my rifle. The bear fell. It was shot right through the heart, but it struggled for some time after that. The natives seemed inclined to run away when they heard the shot, but I laughed and made signs of friendship. Then I went close up and shot the bear through the head with my pistol. This affair has filled my savage companions with deep respect for me!

These two bears were the last they obtained that winter; but as a good supply of meat had been obtained from the Eskimos, they were relieved from anxiety for the time, and the health of the men began to improve a little. But this happy state of things did not last till spring. These sorely tried men were destined to endure much suffering before the light of the sun came back to cheer their drooping spirits.




Chapter Eleven.

Christmas Time  Death  Return of Light and Hope  Disasters and Final Deliverance.

Christmas came at last, but with it came no bright sun to remind those ice-bound men of our Saviour  the Sun of Righteousness  whose birth the day commemorated. It was even darker than usual in Refuge Harbour on that Christmas-day. It was so dark at noon that one could not see any object more than a few yards distant from the eyes. A gale of wind from the nor-west blew the snow-drift in whirling ghost-like clouds round the Hope, so that it was impossible to face it for a moment. So intense was the cold that it felt like sheets of fire being driven against the face! Truly it was a day well fitted to have depressed the heartiest of men. But man is a wonderful creature, not easy to comprehend! The very things that ought to have cast down the spirits of the men of the Hope were the things that helped to cheer them.

About this time, as I have said, the health of the crew had improved a little, so they were prepared to make the most of everything. Those feelings of kindliness and good-will which warm the breasts of all right-minded men at this season of the year, filled our Arctic voyagers to overflowing. Thoughts of home came crowding on them with a power that they had not felt at other times. Each man knew that on this day, more than any other day of that long, dark winter, the talk round a well-known hearth in Merry England would be of one who was far, far away in the dark regions of ice and snow. A tear or two that could not be forced back tumbled over rough cheeks which were not used to that kind of salt water; and many a silent prayer went up to call down a blessing on the heads of dear ones at home.

It blew great guns outside, as Baker said, but what of that? it was a dead calm in the cabin! It was dark as a coal-hole on the floes. What then? it was bright as noon-day in the Hope! No sun blazed through the skylight, to be sure, but a lamp, filled with fat, glared on the table, and a great fire of coal glowed in the stove. Both of these together did not make the place too warm, but there were fur-coats and trousers and boots to help defy the cold. The men were few in number and not likely to see many friends on that Christmas-day. All the more reason why they should make the most of each other! Besides, they were wrong in their last idea about friends, for it chanced, on that very day, that Myouk the Eskimo paid them a visit  quite ignorant of its being Christmas, of course. Meetek was with him, and so was Oomia, and so was the baby  that remarkably fat, oily, naked baby, that seemed rather to enjoy the cold than otherwise!

They had a plum-pudding that day. Butts said it was almost as big as the head of a walrus. They had also a roast of beef  walrus-beef, of course  and first-rate it was. But before dinner the captain made them go through their usual morning work of cleaning, airing, making beds, posting journals, noting temperatures, opening the fire-hole, and redding up. For the captain was a great believer in the value of discipline. He knew that no man enjoys himself so much as he who has got through his work early  who has done his duty. It did not take them long, and when it was done the captain said, Now, boys, we must be jolly to-day. As we cant get out we must take some exercise indoors. We shall need extra appetite to make away with that plum-pudding.

So, at it they went! Every sort of game or feat of strength known to sailors was played, or attempted. It was in the middle of all this that Myouk and his family arrived, so they were compelled to join. Even the fat baby was put into a blanket and swung round the cabin by Jim Croft, to the horror of its mother, who seemed to think it would be killed, and to the delight of its father, who didnt seem to care whether it was killed or not.

Then came the dinner. What a scene that was, to be sure! It would take a whole book to describe all that was said and done that day. The Eskimos ate till they could hardly stand  that was their usual custom. Then they lay down and went to sleep  that was their usual custom, too. The rest ate as heartily, poor fellows, as was possible for men not yet quite recovered from scurvy. They had no wine, but they had excellent coffee, and with this they drank to absent friends, sweethearts, and wives, and many other toasts, the mere mention of which raised such strong home-feelings in their breasts that some of them almost choked in the attempt to cheer. Then came songs and stories  all of them old, very old indeed  but they came out on this occasion as good as new. The great event of the evening, however, was a fancy ball, in which our friends Butts, Baker, Gregory, and Pepper distinguished themselves. They had a fiddle, and Dawkins the steward could play it. He knew nothing but Scotch reels; but what could have been better? They could all dance, or, if they could not, they all tried. Myouk and Meetek were made to join and they capered as gracefully as polar bears, which animals they strongly resembled in their hairy garments. Late in the evening came supper. It was just a repetition of dinner, with the remains of the pudding fried in bears grease.

Thus passed Christmas-Day; much in the same way passed New Years Day. Then the men settled down to their old style of life; but the time hung so heavy on their hands that their spirits began to sink again. The long darkness became intolerable and the fresh meat began to fail. Everything with life seemed to have forsaken the place. The captain made another trip to the Eskimo village and found the huts empty  the whole race had flown, he knew not whither! The private theatricals were at first very successful; but by degrees they lost their interest and were given up. Then a school was started and Gregory became head master. Writing and arithmetic were the only branches taught. Some of the men were much in need of instruction, and all of them took to the school with energy and much delight. It lasted longer than the theatricals did. As time wore on the fresh meat was finished, scurvy became worse; and it was as much as the men who were not quite knocked down could do to attend to those who were. Day after day Tom and Gregory and Sam Baker went out to hunt, and each day returned empty-handed. Sometimes an Arctic hare or a fox was got; but not often. At last rats were eaten as food. These creatures swarmed in the hold of the brig. They were caught in traps and shot with a bow and a blunt-headed arrow. But few of the men would eat them. The captain urged them to do so in vain. Those who did eat kept in better health than those who did not.

At last death came. Mr Mansell sank beneath the terrible disease and was buried on the island. No grave could be dug in that hard frozen soil. The burial service was read by his sorrowing comrades over his body, which was frozen quite hard before they reached the grave, and then they laid it in a tomb of ice.

Time hung heavier than ever after that. Death is at all time a terrible visitant, but in such a place and under such circumstances it was tenfold more awful than usual. The blank in so small a band was a great one. It would perhaps have depressed them more than it did had their own situation been less desperate. But they had too fierce a battle to fight with disease, and the midnight gloom, and the bitter frost, to give way to much feeling about him who was gone.

Thus the long winter passed heavily away.

The sun came back at last, and when he came his beams shone upon a pale, shattered, and heart-weary band of men. But with his cheering light came also hope, and health soon followed in his train. Let young Gregorys journal tell the rest of our story, little of which now remains to be told.

February 21st.  I have to record, with joy and gratitude, that the sun shone on the peaks of the ice-bergs to-day. The first time it has done so since October last. By the end of this month we shall have his rays on deck. I climbed to the top of a berg and actually bathed in sunshine this forenoon! We are all quite excited by the event, some of us even look jolly. Ah! what miserable faces my comrades have! so pale, so thin! We are all as weak as water. The captain and I are the strongest. Baker is also pretty well. Crofts and Davis are almost useless, the rest being quite helpless. The captain cooks, Baker and I hunt, Crofts and Davis attend to the sick. Another month of darkness would have killed the half of us.

March 10th.  I shot a bear to-day. It did my heart good to see the faces of the men when I brought them the news and a piece of the flesh! The cold is not quite so intense now. Our coldest day this year has been the 17th of January. The glass stood at 67 degrees below zero on that morning. What a winter we have had! I shudder when I think of it. But there is more cause to be anxious about what yet lies before us. A single bear will not last long. Many weeks must pass before we are free. In June we hope to be released from our ice-prison. Fresh meat we shall then have in abundance. With it strength will return, and then, if God permits, we shall attempt to continue our voyage northward. The captain is confident on the point of open water round the Pole. The men are game for anything in spite of their sad condition.

Thus wrote Gregory at that date. Many weeks later we find him writing as follows:

June 15th.  Free at last! The ice has been breaking up out at sea for some time past. It gave way in Refuge Harbour yesterday, and we warped out in the night. Everything is ready to push north again. We have been feeding heartily for many weeks on walrus, seals, wild-fowl, and last, but not least, on some grasses which make bad greens, but they have put scurvy to flight. All the men are well and strong and fit for hard work  though nothing like what they were when we first came here. Could it be otherwise? There are some of us who will carry the marks of this winter to our graves. The bright beautiful sunshine shines now, all day and all night, cheering our hearts and inspiring hope.

June 16th.  All is lost! How little we know what a day may bring forth! Our good little brig is gone, and we are here on the ice without a thing in the world except the clothes on our backs. I have saved my note-book, which chanced to be in my breast-pocket when the nip took place. How awfully sudden it was! We now appreciate the wise forethought of Captain Harvey in sending the large boat to Forlorn-Hope Bay. This boat is our last and only hope. We shall have to walk forty miles before we reach it.

Our brig went down at three oclock this afternoon. We had warped out into the floes to catch a light breeze that was blowing outside. For some time we held on steadily to the northward, but had not got out of sight of our winter quarters when a stream of ice set down upon us and closed in all around. At first we thought nothing of this, having escaped so many dangers of the kind last autumn, but by degrees the pressure increased alarmingly. We were jammed against a great ice-field which was still fast to the shore. In a few moments the sides of our little vessel began to creak and groan loudly. The men laboured like tigers at the ice-poles, but in vain. We heard a loud report in the cabin. No one knows what it was, but I suppose it must have been the breaking of a large bolt. At any rate it was followed by a series of crashes and reports that left no doubt in our minds as to what was going on. The ice was cracking the brig as if she had been a nut-shell. Save yourselves, lads! cried the captain. One or two of the men made a rush to the hatchway, intending to run below and save some of their things. I ran to the cabin-ladder in the hope of saving our log-book and journals, but we all started back in horror, for the deck at that moment burst open almost under our feet. I cast one glance down through the opening into the hold. That glance was sufficient. The massive timbers and beams were being crushed together, doubled up, split, and shivered, as if they had been rotten straws! In another moment I was on the ice, where the whole crew were assembled, looking on at the work of destruction in solemn silence.

After bursting in the vessels sides the ice eased off, and she at once began to settle down. We could hear the water rushing furiously into the hold. Ten minutes later she was gone! Thus end our hopes of farther discovery, and we are now left to fight our way in an open boat to the settlements on the south coast of Greenland. We have little time to think. Prompt action must be our watchword now, if we would escape from this world of ice.

July 20th.  I have not entered a line in this journal since our vessel was lost. Our work has been so severe, and our sufferings so great, that I have had no heart for writing. Our walk to the place where we left the boat was a hard one, but we were cheered by finding the boat all safe, and the provisions and stores just as we left them. There was not enough to last out the voyage, but we had guns and powder. It is in vain to attempt to describe the events of the last few weeks. Constant, and hard, and cold work  at the oars, with the ice-poles  warping, hauling, and shoving. Beset by ice; driving before storms; detained by thick fogs; often wet to the skin; always tired, almost starving  such has been our fate since that sad day when our brig went down. And yet I dont think there is one of our party who would not turn about on the spot and renew our voyage of discovery, if he only got a chance of going in a well-appointed vessel. As it is, we must push on. Home! home! is our cry now.

August 1st.  We are now in clover, after having been reduced to think of roasting our shoes for breakfast. For three days last week we ate nothing at all. Our powder has been expended for some weeks past. On Monday we finished our last morsel of the gull that Pepper managed to bring down with a stone. Tuesday was a terrible day. The agony of hunger was worse than I had expected it to be. Nevertheless, we tried hard to cheer each other as we laboured at the oars. Our only hope was to fall in with natives. Signs of them were seen everywhere, and we expected to hear their shouts at every point of land we doubled. The captain suggested that we should try shoe-soup on Wednesday morning! He was more than half in earnest, but spoke as if he were jesting. Pepper cocked his ears as if there was some hope still of work for him to do in his own line. Jim Crofts pulled off his shoe, and, looking at it earnestly, wondered if the sole would make a very tough chop. We all laughed, but I cannot say that the laugh sounded hearty. On the Thursday I began to feel weak, but the pangs of hunger were not so bad. Our eyes seemed very large and wolfish. I could not help shuddering when I thought of the terrible things that men have done when reduced to this state.

That evening, as we rounded a point, we saw an Eskimo boy high on a cliff, with a net in his hand. He did not see us for some time, and we were so excited that we stopped rowing to watch him in breathless silence. Thousands of birds were flying round his head among the cliffs. How often we had tried to kill some of these with sticks and stones, in vain! The net he held was a round one, with a long handle. Suddenly he made a dashing sweep with it and caught two of the birds as they passed! We now saw that a number of dead birds lay at his feet. In one moment our boat was ashore and we scrambled up the cliffs in eager haste. The boy fled in terror, but before he was well out of sight every man was seated on a ledge of rock with a bird at his mouth, sucking the blood! Hunger like ours despises cookery! It was fortunate that there were not many birds, else we should have done ourselves harm by eating too much. I have eaten many a good meal in my life, but never one so sweet, or for which I was so thankful, as that meal of raw birds, devoured on the cliffs of Greenland!

That night we reached the Eskimo village, where we now lie. We find that it is only two days journey from this place to the Danish settlements. There we mean to get on board the first ship that is bound for Europe  no matter what port she sails for. Meanwhile we rest our weary limbs in peace, for our dangers are past, and  thanks be to God  we are saved.



Reader, my tale is told. A little book cannot be made to contain a long story, else would I have narrated many more of the strange and interesting events that befell our adventurers during that voyage. But enough has been written to give some idea of what is done and suffered by those daring men who attempt to navigate the Polar seas.

THE END


THE WILD MAN OF THE WEST
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Chapter One.

In which the Reader is introduced to a Mad Hero, a Reckless Lover, and a Runaway Husband  Backwoods Juvenile Training described  The Principles of Fighting fully discussed, and some valuable Hints thrown out.

March Marston was mad! The exact state of madness to which March had attained at the age when we take up his personal history  namely, sixteen  is uncertain, for the people of the backwoods settlement in which he dwelt differed in their opinions on that point.

The clergyman, who was a Wesleyan, said he was as wild as a young buffalo bull; but the manner in which he said so led his hearers to conclude that he did not think such a state of ungovernable madness to be a hopeless condition, by any means. The doctor said he was as mad as a hatter; but this was an indefinite remark, worthy of a doctor who had never obtained a diploma, and required explanation, inasmuch as it was impossible to know how mad he considered a hatter to be. Some of the trappers who came to the settlement for powder and lead, said he was as mad as a grisly bear with a whooping-cough  a remark which, if true, might tend to throw light on the diseases to which the grisly bear is liable, but which failed to indicate to any one, except perhaps trappers, the extent of young Marstons madness. The carpenter and the blacksmith of the place  who were fast friends and had a pitched battle only once a month, or twice at most  agreed in saying that he was as mad as a wild-cat. In short, every one asserted stoutly that the boy was mad, with the exception of the women of the settlement, who thought him a fine, bold, handsome fellow; and his own mother, who thought him a paragon of perfection, and who held the opinion (privately) that, in the wide range of the habitable globe there was not another like him  and she was not far wrong!

Now, the whole and sole reason why March Marston was thus deemed a madman, was that he displayed an insane tendency, at all times and in all manners, to break his own neck, or to make away with himself in some similarly violent and uncomfortable manner.

There was not a fence in the whole countryside that March had not bolted over at full gallop, or ridden crash through if he could not go over it. There was not a tree within a circuit of four miles from the top of which he had not fallen. There was not a pond or pool in the neighbourhood into which he had not soused at some period of his stormy juvenile career, and there was not a big boy whom he had not fought and thrashed  or been thrashed by  scores of times.

But for all this March had not a single enemy. He did his companions many a kind turn; never an unkind one. He fought for love, not for hatred. He loved a dog  if any one kicked it, he fought him. He loved a little boy  if any one was cruel to that little boy, he fought him. He loved fair play  if any one was guilty of foul play, he fought him. When he was guilty of foul play himself (as was sometimes the case, for who is perfect?) he felt inclined to jump out of his own body and turn about and thrash himself! And he would have done so often, had it been practicable. Yes, there is no doubt whatever about it March Marston was mad  as mad, after a fashion, as any creature, human or otherwise, you choose to name.

Young Marstons mother was a handsome, stout, blue-eyed, flaxen-haired woman, of a little over thirty-five summers. She was an English emigrant, and had, seventeen years before the time we write of settled at Pine Point, on the banks of the Yellowstone River, along with her brother, the blacksmith above referred to. At that time she was the sweetest maiden in all the village, and now she was the handsomest matron. Indeed, the bloom of her youth remained on her cheeks so little impaired that she was often mistaken by strangers for March Marstons elder sister. The men of the place called her pretty widow Marston; but she was not a widow  at least, they had as little ground for saying that she was as they had for asserting that her son was mad. Mrs Marston was peculiarly circumstanced, but she was not a widow.

The peculiar circumstances connected with her history are soon told. Immediately after the arrival of the blacksmith and his pretty sister at Pine Point settlement, a tall stout young stripling  a trapper  about a year older than herself, fell deeply in love with Mary West  that being Mrs Marstons maiden name. The young trappers case was desperate. He sank at once so deep into the profundities of love, that no deep-sea lead, however ingeniously contrived, could reach him.

Although just emerging from boyhood, Louis the trapper was already a tall, strong, handsome man, and Mary felt flattered by his attentions. But when, a month afterwards, he boldly offered her his hand and fortune (which latter consisted of a trappers costume and a western rifle), she was taken aback and flatly refused him. Louis was hare-brained and passionate. He told her he would give her one day and a night to think of it. At the end of that time he came back and was again refused, for Mary West had no notion of being taken by storm in that fashion. But she trembled and grew pale on observing the storm of angry passion that gleamed from the young trappers eyes and caused his broad chest to heave violently. He did not speak. He did not even look at Mary  had he done so, years of sorrow and suffering might have been spared them both. He stood for one moment with his eyes fixed upon the ground  then he turned, sprang through the doorway, vaulted on his horse, and went off from her cottage door as an arrow leaps from a bow. The fences and ditches that lay in his way were no impediment. His powerful steed carried him over all and into the forest beyond, where he was quickly lost to view. Mary tried to resume her household occupations with a sigh. She did not believe he was gone. But he was!

At first Mary was nettled; then she grew sad; as weeks passed away she became nettled again, and at this juncture another suitor appeared in the shape of a young immigrant farmer, whose good looks and insinuating address soothed her irritation at the strange abrupt conduct of her lover. She began to think that she must have been mistaken in supposing that she cared for the wild trapper  and, in order to prove the correctness of her supposition, she married Obadiah Marston, the farmer.

Alas! poor Mary discovered her error too late. Marston turned out a profligate drunkard. At first he did not come out in his true colours. A son was born, and he insisted on calling him March, for no other reason than that he was born in the month so named. Mary was obliged to consent, and at last came to congratulate herself that the child had been born in March, and not in April or October, or any other month equally unsuitable for a Christian name. After the first year, Obadiah Marston treated his wife badly, then brutally, and at last he received a sound drubbing from his brother-in-law, the blacksmith, for having beaten poor Mary with a stick. This brought things to a climax. Marston vowed he would forsake his wife, and never set eyes on her again; and he kept his vow. He embarked one day in a boat that was going down to the Missouri with a cargo of furs, and his poor wife never saw him again. Thus was Mary West forsaken, first by her lover and then by her husband.

It was long before she recovered from the blow; but time gradually reconciled her to her lot, and she devoted herself thenceforth to the training of her little boy. As years rolled on, Mrs Marston recovered her spirits and her looks; but, although many a fine young fellow sought her heart and hand, assuring her that she was a widow  that she must be a widow, that no man in his senses could remain so long away from such a wife unless he were dead  she turned a deaf ear to them all.

March Marstons infancy was spent in yelling and kicking, with the exception of those preternaturally calm periods when he was employed in eating and sleeping. As he grew older the kicking and yelling decreased, the eating increased, and the sleeping continued pretty much the same. Then came a period when he began to learn his A, B, C. Mrs Marston had been well educated for her station in life. She had read much, and had brought a number of books to the backwoods settlement; so she gave her boy a pretty good education  as education went in those days  and certainly a much better one than was given to boys in such out-of-the-way regions. She taught him to read and write, and carried him on in arithmetic as far as compound division, where she stuck, having reached the extreme limits of her own tether.

Contemporaneously with the cessation of squalling and kicking, and the acquirement of the A, B, C, there arose in little Marchs bosom unutterable love for his mother; or, rather, the love that had always dwelt there began to well up powerfully, and to overflow in copious streams of obedience and considerate attention. About the same time the roving, reckless madness, as it was styled, began to develop itself. And, strange to say, Mrs Marston did not check that! She was a large-minded, a liberal-minded woman, that semi-widow. She watched her son closely, but very few of his deeds were regarded by her in the light of faults. Tumbling off trees was not. Falling into ditches and horse ponds was not. Fighting was, to some extent; and on this point alone did mother and son seem to entertain any difference of opinion, if we may style that difference of opinion where the son fell into silent and extreme perplexity after a short, and on his part humble, discussion on the subject.

Why, mother, said March in surprise (having attained the mature age of eight when he said it), if a grisly bear was to tack me, youd let me defend myself, wouldnt you?

Mrs Marston smiled to see the rotund little object of two-feet-ten standing before the fire with its legs apart and its arms crossed, putting such a question, and replied  

Certainly, my boy.

And when Tom Blake offered to hit Susy Jefferson, wasnt I right to fight him for that?

Yes, my boy, I think it right to fight in defence of the weak and helpless.

The object of two-feet-ten began to swell and his eyes to brighten at the unexpected success of this catechising of its mother, and went on to say  

Well, mother, why do you blame me for fightin, then, if its right?

Because fighting is not always right, my boy. You had a fight with Bill Summers, hadnt you, yesterday?

Yes, mother.

Two-feet-ten said this in a hesitating tone, and shrank into its ordinary proportions as it continued  

But I didnt lick him, mother, he licked me. But Ill try again, mother  indeed I will, and Ill be sure to lick him next time.

I dont want you to try again, rejoined Mrs Marston; and you must not try again without a good reason. Why did you fight him yesterday?

Because he told a lie, said the object promptly, swelling out again, and looking big under the impression that the goodness of its reason could not be questioned. It was, therefore, with a look of baffled surprise that it collapsed again on being told that that was not a sufficient reason for engaging in warfare, and that it was wrong to take the law into its own hands, or to put in its word or its little fist, where it had no right to interfere  and a great deal more to that effect.

But, March, my boy, said Mrs Marston, drawing the object towards her and patting its round little fair head, what makes you so fond of fighting?

I aint fond o fighting, mother, but I cant help it.

Cant help it! Do you ever try?

I  I  no, I dont think that I do. But I feel so funny when I see Bill Summers cheatin at play. I feel all over red-hot  like  oh! youve seen the big pot boilin over? Well, I just feel like that. An wen it boils over, you know, mother, it must be took off the fire, else it kicks up sich a row! But theres nobody to take me off the fire when Im boilin over, an theres no fire to take me off  so you see I cant help it. Can I?

As the object concluded these precociously philosophical remarks, it looked up in its mothers face with an earnest inquiring gaze. The mother looked down at it with an equally earnest look  though there was a twinkle in each eye and a small dimple in each cheek that indicated a struggle with gravity  and said  

I could stop the big pot from boiling-over without taking it off the fire.

How? inquired Two-feet-ten eagerly.

By letting it boil over till it put the fire out.

The object opened its eyes very wide, and pursed its mouth very tight; then it relaxed, grinned a little with an air of uncertainty, and was about to laugh, but checked itself, and, with a look of perplexity, said  

Eh?

Ay, my boy, resumed the mother, just you try the boiling-over plan next time. When you feel inclined to fight, and know, or think, that you shouldnt, just stand quite still, and look hard at the ground  mind, dont look at the boy you want to fight with, but at the ground  and begin to count one, two, three, four, and so on, and Im quite sure that when youve counted fifty the fire will be out. Now, will you try, my son?

Mother, replied Two-feet-ten earnestly (and becoming at least two feet eleven while he spoke), Ill try!

This ended the conversation at that time, and we beg leave to apologise to our reader for having given it in such full detail, but we think it necessary to the forming of a just appreciation of our hero and his mother, as it shows one phase of their characters better than could have been accomplished by a laboured description.

Before March Marston had attained to the age of sixteen he had read aloud to his mother  not once, but several times  the Vicar of Wakefield, Robinson Crusoe, the Pilgrims Progress, and Tales of a Grandfather, Aesops Fables, and a variety of tales and stories and histories of lesser note  all of which he stored up in a good memory, and gave forth in piecemeal to his unlettered companions as opportunity offered. Better than all this, he had many and many a time read his Bible through, and was familiar with all its leading heroes and histories and anecdotes.

Thus, it will be seen that March Marston was quite a learned youth for a backwoodsman, besides being a hero and a madman.




Chapter Two.

The Great Prairie  A Wild Chase  A Remarkable Accident and an Extraordinary Charger, all of which terminate in a Crash  Bounce talks Philosophy and tells of terrible Things  Our Hero determines to beard the Wild Man of the West in his own Den.

The rising sun lifted his head above the horizon of the great western prairie, gilding the upper edges of those swelling undulations that bear so strong a resemblance to solidified billows as to have acquired the name of prairie waves.

On the sunny side of these waves the flowerets of the plains were already basking in full enjoyment of the new day; on the summits only the tips of their petals were turned to gold. On the other side of those waves, and down in the hollows, everything was clothed in deep shadow, as if the still undissipated shades of night were lingering there, unwilling or unable to depart from so beautiful a scene. This mingling of strong lights and deep shadows had the effect of rendering more apparent the tremendous magnitude of those vast solitudes.

There were no trees within the circuit of vision, but there were a few scattered bushes, so low and insignificant in appearance as to be quite unobvious to the eye, except when close to the feet of the spectator. Near to a clump of these bushes there stood two horses motionless, as if chiselled in stone, and with their heads drooping low, as if sound asleep. Directly under the noses of these horses lay two men, each wrapped in a blanket, with his head pillowed on his saddle, and his rifle close at his side. Both were also sound asleep.

About a mile distant from the spot on which those sleepers rested, there grew another small bush, and under its sheltering boughs, in the snuggest conceivable hole, nestled a grouse, or prairie hen, also sound asleep, with its head lost in feathers, and its whole rotund aspect conveying the idea of extreme comfort and good living. Now, we do not draw the readers attention to that bird because of its rarity, but because of the fact that it was unwittingly instrumental in influencing the fortunes of the two sleepers above referred to.

The sun in his upward march overtopped a prairie wave, and his rays, darting onward, struck the bosom of the prairie hen, and awoke it. Looking up quickly with one eye, it seemed to find the glare too strong, winked at the sun, and turned the other eye. With this it winked also, then got up, flapped its wings, ruffled its feathers, and, after a pause, sprang into the air with that violent whirrr which is so gladdening, yet so startling, to the ear of a sportsman. It was instantly joined by the other members of the covey to which it belonged, and the united flock went sweeping past the sleeping hunters, causing their horses to awake with a snort, and themselves to spring to their feet with the alacrity of men who were accustomed to repose in the midst of alarms, and with a grunt of surprise.

Prairie-hens, muttered the elder of the two  a big, burly backwoodsman  as he turned towards his companion with a quiet smile. It was very thoughtful on em to rouse us, lad, considerin the work that lies before us.

I wish, with all my heart, they didnt rise quite so early, replied the younger man, also a stout backwoodsman, who was none other than our hero March Marston himself; I dont approve of risin until one wakes in the course of nature; dye see, Bounce?

I hear; but we cant always git things to go xactly as we approves of, replied Bounce, stooping down to arrange the embers of the previous nights fire.

Bounces proper name was Bob Ounce. He styled himself, and wrote himself (for he could write to the extent of scrawling his own name in angularly irregular large text), B. Ounce. His comrades called him Bounce.

You see, March, continued Bounce in a quiet way, thrusting his rugged countenance close to the embers occasionally, and blowing up the spark which he had kindled by means of flint, steel, and tinder you see, this is a curous wurld; it takes a feelosopher to onderstand it crectly, and even he dont make much ot at the best. But Ive always noticed that wen the time for wakin ups come, weve got to wake up whether we like it or no; dye see, lad?

Id see better if you didnt blow the ashes into my eyes in that way, answered March, laughing at the depth of his companions philosophical remark. But I say, old chap, (March had no occasion to call him old chap, for Bounce was barely forty), what if we dont fall in with a herd?

Then we shall have to go home without meat thats all, replied Bounce, filling and lighting his pipe.

But I promised my mother a buffalo-hump in less than three days, and the first day and night are gone.

Youd no right to promise your mother a hump, returned the plain-spoken and matter-of-fact hunter. Nobody shud never go to promise wot they cant perform. Ive lived, off an on, nigh forty years now, and Ive obsarved them wot promises most always does least; so if youll take the advice of an oldish hunter, youll give it up, lad, at once.

Humph! ejaculated March, I suppose you began your obsarvations before you were a year old  eh, Bounce?

I began em afore I was a day old. The first thing I did in this life was to utter an orrible roar, and I obsarved that immediately I got a drink; so I roared agin, an got another. Leastwise Ive bin told that I did, an if it wasnt obsarvation as caused me for to roar wen I wanted a drink, wot wos it?

Instead of replying, March started up, and shading his eyes with his right hand, gazed intently towards the horizon.

Wot now, lad? said Bounce, rising quickly. Ha! buffaloes!

In half a minute the cords by which the two horses were fastened to pegs driven into the plain, were coiled up; in another half-minute the saddle-girths were buckled; in half a second more the men were mounted and tearing over the prairie like the wind.

Ha, lad, remarked Bounce with one of his quiet smiles  for he was a pre-eminently quiet man but for them there prairie-hens wed ha slept this chance away.

The buffaloes, or, more correctly speaking, the bisons which young Marstons sharp eye had discovered, were still so far-distant that they appeared like crows or little black specks against the sky. In order to approach them as near as possible without attracting their attention, it was necessary that the two horsemen should make a wide circuit, so as to get well to leeward, lest the wind should carry the scent of them to the herd. Their horses, being fleet, strong, and fresh, soon carried them to the proper direction, when they wheeled to the right, and galloped straight down upon their quarry, without any further attempt at concealment. The formation of the ground favoured their approach, so that they were within a mile of the herd before being discovered.

At first the huge, hairy creatures gazed at the hunters in stupid surprise; then they turned and fled. They appeared, at the outset, to run slowly and with difficulty, and the plain seemed to thunder with their heavy tread, for there could not have been fewer than a thousand animals in the herd. But as the horsemen drew near they increased their speed and put the steeds, fleet and strong though they were, to their mettle.

On approaching the buffaloes the horsemen separated, each fixing his attention on a particularly fat young cow and pressing towards it. Bounce was successful in coming up with the one he had selected, and put a ball through its heart at the first shot. Not so Marston. Misfortune awaited him. Having come close up with the animal he meant to shoot, he cocked his rifle and held it in readiness across the pommel of his saddle, at the same time urging his horse nearer, in order to make a sure shot. When the horse had run up so close that its head was in line with the buffalos flank, he pointed his rifle at its shoulder. At that precise moment the horse, whose attention was entirely engrossed with the buffalo, put its left forefoot into a badgers hole. The consequence of such an accident is, usually, a tremendous flight through the air on the part of the rider, while his steed rolls upon the plain; but on the present occasion a still more surprising result followed. March Marston not only performed the aerial flight, but he alighted with considerable violence on the back of the affrighted buffalo. Falling on his face in a sprawling manner, he chanced to grasp the hairy mane of the creature with both hands, and, with a violent half-involuntary effort, succeeded in seating himself astride its back.

The whole thing was done so instantaneously that he had scarce time to realise what had happened to him ere he felt himself sweeping comfortably over the prairie on this novel and hitherto unridden steed! A spirit of wild, ungovernable glee instantly arose within him. Seizing the handle of the heavy hunting-whip, which still hung from his right wrist by a leather thong, he flourished it in the air, and brought it down on his chargers flank with a crack like a pistol-shot, causing the animal to wriggle its tail, toss its ponderous head, and kick up its heels, in a way that wellnigh unseated him.

The moment Bounce beheld this curious apparition, he uttered a short laugh, or grunt, and, turning his horse abruptly, soon ranged up alongside.

Hallo, March! he exclaimed, are you mad, boy?

Just about it, cried Marston, giving the buffalo another cut with the whip, as he looked round with sparkling eyes and a broad grin at the hunter.

Come, now, that wont do, said Bounce gravely. Im sponsible to your mother for you. Git off now, or Ill poke ye over.

Git off! shouted the youth, how can I?

Well, keep your right leg a bit to one side, an Ill stop yer horse for ye, said Bounce, coolly cocking his rifle.

Hold hard, old fellow! cried Marston, in some alarm; youll smash my thigh-bone if you try. Stay, Ill do the thing myself.

Saying this, Marston drew his long hunting-knife, and plunged it into the buffalos side.

Lower down, lad  lower down. Ye cant reach the life there.

March bent forward, and plunged his knife into the animals side again  up to the hilt; but it still kept on its headlong course, although the blood flowed in streams upon the plain. The remainder of the buffaloes had diverged right and left, leaving this singular group alone.

Mind your eye, said Bounce quickly, shes a-goin to fall.

Unfortunately Marston had not time given him to mind either his eye or his neck. The wounded buffalo stumbled, and fell to the ground with a sudden and heavy plunge, sending its wild rider once again on an aerial journey, which terminated in his coming down on the plain so violently that he was rendered insensible.

On recovering consciousness, he found himself lying on his back, in what seemed to be a beautiful forest, through which a stream flowed with a gentle, silvery sound. The bank opposite rose considerably higher than the spot on which he lay, and he could observe, through his half-closed eyelids, that its green slope was gemmed with beautiful flowers, and gilded with patches of sunlight that struggled through the branches overhead.

Young Marstons first impression was that he must be dreaming, and that he had got into one of the fairytale regions about which he had so often read to his mother. A shadow seemed to pass over his eyes as he thought this, and, looking up, he beheld the rugged face of Bounce gazing at him with an expression of considerable interest and anxiety.

I say, Bounce, this is jolly!

Is it? replied the hunter with a humph!

If ye try to lift yer head, I guess youll change yer opinion.

Marston did try to raise his head, and did change his opinion. His neck felt as if it were a complication of iron hinges, which had become exceedingly rusty, and stood much in need of oil.

Oh dear! groaned Marston, letting his head fall back on the saddle from which he had raised it.

Ah, I thought so! remarked Bounce.

And is that all the sympathy you have got to give me, you old savage? said the youth testily.

By no means, replied the other, patting his head; heres a drop o water asll do ye good, lad, and after youve drunk it, Ill rub ye down.

Thankee for the water, said Marston with a deep sigh, as he lay back, after drinking with difficulty; as to the rubbin down, Ill ask for that when I want it. But tell me, Bounce, what has happened to me?  oh! I remember now  the buffalo cow and that famous gallop. Ha! ha! ha!  ho  o!

Marstons laugh terminated in an abrupt groan as the rusty hinges again clamoured for oil.

Youll have to keep quiet, boy, for a few hours, and take a sleep if you can. Ill roast a bit o meat and rub ye down with fat after youve eat as much of it as ye can. Theres nothing like beef for a sick mans inside, an fat for his outside  thats the feelosophy o the whole matter. Youve amost bin busted wi that there fall; but youll be alright to-morrow. An youve killed yer buffalo, lad, so yer mother ll get the hump after all. Only keep yer mind easy, an I guess human nature ll do the rest.

Having delivered himself of these sentiments in a quietly oracular manner, Bounce again patted March on the head, as if he had been a large baby or a favourite dog, and, rising up, proceeded to kindle a small fire, and to light his pipe.

Bounce smoked a tomahawk, which is a small iron hatchet used by most of the Indians of North America as a battle-axe. There is an iron pipe bowl on the top of the weapon, and the handle, which is hollow, answers the purpose of a pipe stem.

The hunter continued to smoke, and Marston continued to gaze at him till he fell asleep. When he awoke, Bounce was still smoking his tomahawk in the self-same attitude. The youth might have concluded that he had been asleep only a few minutes and that his friend had never moved; but he was of an observant nature, and noticed that there was a savoury, well-cooked buffalo-steak near the fire, and that a strong odour of marrow-bones tickled his nostrils  also, that the sun no longer rested on the green bank opposite. Hence, he concluded that he must have slept a considerable time, and that the tomahawk had been filled and emptied more than once.

Well, lad, said Bounce, looking round, had a comfrable nap?

How did you know I was awake? said March. You werent looking at me, and I didnt move.

Praps not, lad; but you winked.

And, pray, how did you know that?

Cause ye couldnt wink if ye wos asleep, an I heerd ye breathe diffrent from afore, so I knowd ye wos awake; an I knows that a man always winks wen he comes awake, dye see? Thats wot I calls the feelosophy of obsarvation.

Very good, replied Marston, and, that bein the case, I should like much to try a little of the feelosophy of supper.

Right, lad, here you are; theres nothin like it, rejoined Bounce, handing a pewter plate of juicy steak and marrow-bones to his young companion.

Marston attained a sitting posture with much difficulty and pain; but when he had eaten the steak and the marrow-bones he felt much better; and when he had swallowed a cup of hot tea (for they carried a small quantity of tea and sugar with them, by way of luxury), he felt immensely better; and when he finally lay down for the night he felt perfectly well  always excepting a sensation of general batteredness about the back, and a feeling of rusty-hinges-wanting-oiliness in the region of the neck.

Now, Bounce, said he, as he lay down and pulled his blanket over his shoulder, are the horses hobbled and the rifles loaded, and my mothers hump out o the way of wolves?

All right, lad.

Then, Bounce, you go ahead and tell me a story till Im off asleep. Dont stop tellin till Im safe off. Pull my nose to make sure; and if I dont say hallo! to that, Im all right  in the land of Nod.

March Marston smiled as he said this, and Bounce grinned by way of reply.

Wotll I tell ye about, boy?

I dont mind what  Indians, grislies, buffaloes, trappers  its all one to me; only begin quick and go ahead strong.

Well, I aint great at story-tellin! Praps it would be more to the pint if I was to tell ye about what I heerd tell of on my last trip to the Mountains. Did I ever tell ye about the feller as the trappers that goes to the far North calls the Wild Man o the West?

No; what was he? said Marston, yawning and closing his eyes.

I dun know xactly wot he was. Im not overly sure that I even know wot he is, but I know wot the trappers says of him; an if only the half ots true, hes a shiner, he is.

Having said this much, Bounce filled his tomahawk, lighted it, puffed a large cloud from it, and looked through the smoke at his companion.

March, whose curiosity was aroused, partly by the novelty of the Wild Mans title, and partly by the lugubrious solemnity of Bounce, said  

Go on, old boy.

Ha! its easy to say, go on; but if you knowd the orrible things as is said about the Wild Man o the Mountains, praps youd say, Go off. It ll make yer blood froze.

Never mind.

An yer hair git up on end.

Dont care.

An yer two eyes start out o yer head.

All right.

Bounce, who was deeply superstitious, looked at his young friend with severe gravity for at least two minutes. Marston, who was not quite so superstitious, looked at his comrade for exactly the same length of time, and winked with one eye at the end of it.

They says, resumed Bounce in a deep tone, the Wild Man o the West eats men!

Dont he eat women? inquired March sleepily.

Yes, an childers too. An wots wuss, he eats em raw, an they say he once swallered one  a little one  alive, without chewin or chokin! (Horrible! murmured March.) Hes a dead shot, too; he carries a double-barrelled rifle twenty foot long that takes a small cannon-ball. I forgot to tell ye hes a giant  some o the trappers calls him the giant o the hills, and they say hes bout thirty feet high  some says forty. But theres no gittin at the truth in this here wurld.

Bounce paused here, but, as his companion made no observation, he went on in a half-soliloquising fashion, looking earnestly all the time into the heart of the fire, as if he were addressing his remarks to a salamander.

Ay, hes a crack shot, as I wos sayin. One day he fell in with a grisly bar, an the brute rushed at him; so he up rifle an puts a ball up each nose,  (I didnt know a grisly had two noses, murmured March,) an loaded agin, an afore it comed up he put a ball in each eye; then he drew his knife an split it right down the middle from nose to tail at one stroke, an cut it across with another stroke; an, puttin one quarter on his head, he took another quarter under each arm, an the fourth quarter in his mouth, and so walked home to his cave in the mountains bout one hundred and fifty miles off, where he roasted an ate the whole bar at one sittin  bones, hair, an all!

This flight was too strong for March. He burst into a fit of laughter, which called the rusty hinges into violent action and produced a groan. The laugh and the groan together banished drowsiness, so he turned on his back, and said  

Bounce, do you really believe all that?

Thus pointedly questioned on what he felt to be a delicate point, Bounce drew a great number of whiffs from the tomahawk ere he ventured to reply. At length he said  

Well, to say truth, an takin a feelosophical view o the pint  I dont. But I blieve some of it. I do blieve theres some xtraordnary critter in them there mountains  for Ive lived nigh forty years, off and on, in these parts, an Ive always obsarved that in this wurld wenever ye find anythin yeve always got somethin. Nobody never got hold o somethin an found afterwards that it wos nothin. So I blieve theres somethin in this wild man  how much I dun know.

Bounce followed up this remark with a minute account of the reputed deeds of this mysterious creature, all of which were more or less marvellous; and at length succeeded in interesting his young companion so deeply, as to fill him with a good deal of his own belief in at least a wild something that dwelt in the heart of the Rocky Mountains.

After a great deal of talk, and prolonged discussion, Bounce concluded with the assertion that hed give his best rifle, an that was his only one, to see this wild man.

To which Marston replied  

Ill tell you what it is, Bounce, I will see this wild man, if its in the power of bones and muscles to carry me within eyeshot of him. Now, see if I dont.

Bounce nodded his head and looked sagacious, as he said  

Dye know, lad, I dont mind if I go along with ye. Its true, Im not tired of them parts hereabouts  and if I wos to live till I couldnt see, I dont think as ever Id git tired o the spot where my father larned me to shoot an my mother dandled me on her knee; but Ive got a fancy to see a little more o the wurld specially the far-off parts o the Rocky Mountains, were Ive never bin yit; so I do blieve if ye wos to try an persuade me very hard Id consent to go along with ye.

Will you, though? cried March eagerly (again, to his cost, forgetting the rusty hinges).

Ay, that will I, boy, replied the hunter; an now I think on it, theres four as jolly trappers in Pine Point settlement at this here moment as ever floored a grisly or fought an Injun. Theyre the real sort of metal. None o yer tearin, swearin, murderin chaps, as thinks the more they curse the bolder they are, an the more Injuns they kill the cliverer they are; but steady quiet fellers, as dont speak much, but does a powerful quantity; boys that know a deer from a Blackfoot Injun, I guess; that goes to the mountains to trap and comes back to sell their skins, an wen theyve sold em, goes right off agin, an niver drinks.

I know who you mean, I think; at least I know one of them, observed March.

No ye dont, do ye? Who?

Waller, the Yankee.

Thats one, said Bounce, nodding; Big Waller, we calls him.

Im not sure that I can guess the others. Surely Tim Slater isnt one?

No! said Bounce, with an emphasis of tone and a peculiar twist of the point of his nose that went far to stamp the individual named with a character the reverse of noble. Try agin.

I cant guess.

Ones a French Canadian, said Bounce; a little chap, with a red nose an a pair o coal-black eyes, but as bold as a lion.

I know him, interrupted March; Gibault Noir  Black Gibault, as they sometimes call him. Am I right?

Right, lad; thats two. Then theres Hawkswing, the Injun whose wife and family were all murdered by a man of his own tribe, and who left his people after that an tuck to trappin with the whites; thats three. An theres Redhand, the old trapper thats bin off and on between this place and the Rocky Mountains for nigh fifty years, I believe.

Oh, I know him well. He must be made of iron, I think, to go through what he does at his time of life. I wonder what his right name is?

Nobody knows that, lad. You know, as well as I do, that he wos called Redhand by the Injuns in consekence o the lot o grislies hes killed in his day; but nobody never could git at his real name. Praps its not worth gittin at. Now, them four ll be startin in a week or two for the mountains, an wots to hinder us a-jinin of them?

To his own question Bounce, after a pause, replied with deliberate emphasis, Nothin wotsomdiver; and his young companion heartily echoed the sentiment.

Exactly thirty-six hours after the satisfactory formation of the above resolution, March Marston galloped furiously towards the door of his mothers cottage, reined up, leaped to the ground, seized the buffalo-hump that hung at his saddle-bow, and entered with a good deal of that impetuosity that had gone far to procure for him the title of madman. Flinging the bloody mass of meat on the floor he sat down on a chair, and said  

There, mother!

Well, you are a clever fellow, said Mrs Marston, drying her hands (for she had been washing dishes), and giving her son a hearty kiss on the forehead.

Clever or not clever, mother, Im off to the Rocky Mountains in two days.

Mrs Marston was neither dismayed nor surprised. She was used to that sort of thing, and didnt mind it.

What to do there, my boy?

To see the Wild Man o the West.

The what?

The Wild Man o the West, mother.

It is needless to try our readers patience with the long conversation that followed. March had resolved to preach a discourse with the Wild Man o the West for his text, and he preached so eloquently that his mother (who was by no means a timid woman) at length not only agreed to let him go, but commended him for his resolution. The only restraint she laid upon her son had reference to his behaviour towards the Wild Man, if he should happen to meet with him.

You may look at him, March (Mrs Marston spoke of him as if he were a caged wild beast!) and you may speak to him, but you must not fight with him, except in self-defence. If he lets you alone, you must let him alone. Promise me that, boy.

I promise, mother.

Not long after this promise was made, a light bark canoe was launched upon the river, and into it stepped our hero, with his friend Bounce, and Big Waller, Black Gibault, Hawkswing, and Redhand, the trappers. A cheer rang from the end of the little wharf at Pine Point, as the frail craft shot out into the stream. The wild woods echoed back the cheer, which mingled with the lusty answering shout of the trappers as they waved their caps to the friends they left behind them. Then, dipping their paddles with strong rapid strokes, they headed the canoe towards the Rocky Mountains, and soon disappeared up one of those numerous tributary streams that constitute the head waters of the Missouri river.




Chapter Three.

The Beauties of the Wilderness  Portages  Philosophy of Settling Down  An Enormous Footprint  Supper procured, and a Bear-hunt in prospect.

After paddling, and hauling, and lifting, and tearing, and wading, and toiling, and struggling, for three weeks, our hero and his friends found themselves deep in the heart of the unknown wilderness  unknown, at least, to the civilised world, though not altogether unknown to the trappers and the Red Indians of the Far West.

There is something inexpressibly romantic and captivating in the idea of traversing those wild regions of this beautiful world of ours which have never been visited by human beings, with the exception of a few wandering savages who dwell therein.

So thought and felt young Marston one splendid afternoon, as he toiled up to the summit of a grassy mound with a heavy pack on his shoulders. Throwing down the pack, he seated himself upon it, wiped his heated brow with the sleeve of his hunting-shirt, and gazed with delight upon the noble landscape that lay spread out before him.

Ha! thats the sort o thing  thats it!  he exclaimed, nodding his head, as if the rich and picturesque arrangement of wood and water had been got up expressly for his benefit, and he were pleased to signify his entire approval of it.

Thats just it, he continued after a short contemplative pause, just what I expected to find. Aint I glad? eh?

March certainly looked as if he was; but, being at that moment alone, no one replied to his question or shared his enjoyment. After another pause he resumed his audible meditations.

Now, did ever any one see sich a place as this in all the wide arth? Thats what I want to know. Never! Just look at it now. Theres miles an miles o woods an plains, an lakes, an rivers, wherever I choose to look  all round me. And there are deer, too, lots of em, lookin quite tame, and no wonder, for I suppose the fut of man never rested here before, except, maybe, the fut of a redskin now an again. And theres poplars, an oaks, an willows, as thick as they can grow.

March might have added that there were also elm, and sycamore, and ash, and hickory, and walnut, and cotton-wood trees in abundance, with numerous aspen groves, in the midst of which were lakelets margined with reeds and harebells, and red willows, and wild roses, and chokeberries, and prickly pears, and red and white currants. He might, we say, have added all this, and a great deal more, with perfect truth; but he didnt, for his knowledge of the names of such things was limited, so he confined himself, like a wise youth, to the enumeration of those things that he happened to be acquainted with.

And, continued March, starting up and addressing his remark to a hollow in the ground a few yards off, theres grisly bars here, too, for theres the futmark of one, as sure as Im a white man!

Most people would have been inclined to differ with March in regard to his being a white man, for he was as brown as constant exposure in hot weather could make him; but he referred to his blood rather than to his skin, which was that of white parents.

The footprint which he had discovered was, indeed, that of a grisly bear, and he examined it with more than usual interest, for, although many of those ferocious denizens of the western woods had been already seen, and a few shot by the trappers on their voyage to this point, none had been seen so large as the monster whose footprint now attracted Marstons attention. The print was eleven inches long, exclusive of the claws, and seven inches broad.

While March was busily engaged in examining it, Black Gibault came panting up the hill with a huge pack on his back.

Ho! March, me garçon, vat you be find là? cried the Canadian, throwing down his pack and advancing. A bar, Gibault; Caleb himself. A regular big un, too. Just look here.

Ah! oui, vraiment; dat am be one extinishin vopper, sure nuff. Mais, hims gone pass long ago, so you better come avay an finish de portage.

Not I, lad, cried March gaily, as he flung himself upon the grassy mound; Im goin to admire this splendid country till Im tired of it, and leave you and the other fellows to do the work.

Oh! ver goot, cried Gibault, sitting down beside our hero, and proceeding to fill his pipe, I will mire de countray, too. Ha! it be unmarkibly beautiful  specially when beholded troo one cloud of tabacca smoke.

Alas! Gibault, well have to move off sooner than we expected, for there it comes.

The two friends leaped up simultaneously, and, seizing their packs, hurried down the mound, entered the thick bushes, and vanished.

The object whose sudden appearance had occasioned this abrupt departure would, in truth, have been somewhat singular, not to say alarming, in aspect, to those who did not know its nature. At a distance it looked like one of those horrible antediluvian monsters one reads of, with a lank body, about thirty feet long. It was reddish-yellow in colour, and came on at a slow, crawling pace, its back appearing occasionally above the underwood. Presently its outline became more defined, and it turned out to be a canoe instead of an antediluvian monster, with Big Waller and Bounce acting the part of legs to it. Old Redhand the trapper and Hawkswing the Indian walked alongside, ready to relieve their comrades when they should grow tired  for a large canoe is a heavy load for two men  or to assist them in unusually bad places, or to support them and prevent accidents, should they chance to stumble.

Have a care now, lad, at the last step, said Redhand, who walked a little in advance.

Yer help would be better than yer advice, old feller, replied Bounce, as he stepped upon the ridge or mound which Marston and his companion had just quitted. Lend a hand; well take a spell here. I do believe my shoulders out o joint. There, gently  thats it.

Wall, I guess this is Eden, cried Big Waller, gazing around him with unfeigned delight. Leastwise, if it aint, it must be the very nixt location to them there diggins of old Father Adam. Aint it splendiferous?

Big Waller was an out-and-out Yankee trapper. It is a mistake to suppose that all Yankees guess and calculate, and talk through their nose. There are many who dont, as well as many who do; but certain it is that Big Waller possessed all of these peculiarities in an alarming degree. Moreover, he was characteristically thin and tall and sallow. Nevertheless, he was a hearty, good-natured fellow, not given to boasting so much as most of his class, but much more given to the performance of daring deeds. In addition to his other qualities, the stout Yankee had a loud, thundering, melodious voice, which he was fond of using, and tremendous activity of body, which he was fond of exhibiting.

He was quite a contrast, in all respects, to his Indian companion, Hawkswing, who, although about as tall, was not nearly so massive or powerful. Like most North American Indians, he was grave and taciturn in disposition; in other respects there was nothing striking about him. He was clad, like his comrades, in a trappers hunting-shirt and leggings; but he scorned to use a cap of any kind, conceiving that his thick, straight, black hair was a sufficient covering, as undoubtedly it was. He was as courageous as most men; a fair average shot, and, when occasion required, as lithe and agile as a panther; but he was not a hero  few savages are. He possessed one good quality, however, beyond his kinsmen  he preferred mercy to revenge, and did not gloat over the idea of tearing the scalps off his enemies, and fringing his coat and leggings therewith.

Tis a sweet spot, said Redhand to his comrades, who stood or reclined in various attitudes around him. Such a place as Ive often thought of casting anchor in for life.

An why dont ye, then? inquired Waller. If I was thinkin o locating down anywhar, I guess Id jine ye, old man. But Im too fond o rovin for that yet. I calclate itll be some years afore I come to that pint. Why dont ye build a log hut, and enjoy yerself?

Cause Ive not just come to that point either, replied the old man with a smile.

Redhand had passed his best days many years before. His form was spare, and his silvery locks were thin; but his figure was still tall and straight as a poplar, and the fire of youth still lingered in his dark-blue eye. The most striking and attractive point about Redhand was the extreme kindliness that beamed in his countenance. A long life in the wilderness had wrinkled it; but every wrinkle tended, somehow, to bring out the great characteristic of the man. Even his frown had something kindly in it. The prevailing aspect was that of calm serenity. Redhand spoke little, but he was an attentive listener, and, although he never laughed loudly, he laughed often and heartily, in his own way, at the sallies of his younger comrades. In youth he must have been a strikingly handsome man. Even in old age he was a strong one.

Ill tell ye whats my opinion now, boys, in regard to settlin down, said Bounce, who, having filled and lighted his pipe, now found himself in a position to state his views comfortably. Ye see, settlin down may, in a ginral way, be said to be nonsense. In pint o fact, there aint no sich a thing as settlin down. When a feller sits down, why, in a short bit, hes bound to rise up agin, and when he goes to bed, he means for to get up next mornin. (Here Bounce paused, drew several whiffs, and rammed down the tobacco in his pipe with the end of his little finger.) Then, when a feller locates in a place, hes sure for to be movin about, more or less, as long as hes got a leg to stand on. Now, what I say is, that when a man comes to talk o settlin down, hes losin heart for a wanderin life among all the beautiful things o creation; an when a man loses heart for the beautiful things o creation, hell soon settle down for good and all. Hes in a bad way, he is, and oughtnt to encourage hisself in sich feelins. I blieve that to be the feelosophy o the whole affair, and I dont blieve that nobody o common edication  I dont mean school edication, but backwoods edication  would go for to think otherwise. Wot say you, Waller?

Sartinly not, replied the individual thus appealed to.

Big Waller had a deep reverence for the supposed wisdom of his friend Bounce. He listened to his lucubrations with earnest attention at all times, and, when he understood them, usually assented to all his friend said. When Bounce became too profound for him, as was not infrequently the case, he contented himself with nodding his head, as though to say, Im with you in heart, lad, though not quite clear in my mind; but its all right, Im quite sartin.

Well, then, resumed Bounce, turning to Redhand, what do you think o them sentiments, old man?

Redhand, who had been paying no attention whatever to these sentiments, but, during the delivery of them, had been gazing wistfully out upon the wide expanse of country before him, laid his hand on Bounces shoulder, and said in a low, earnest tone  

Its a grand country! Dye see the little clear spot yonder, on the river bank, with the aspen grove behind it, an the run of prairie on the right, an the little lake not a gun-shot off on the left? Thats the spot Ive sometimes thought of locatin on when my gun begins to feel too heavy. Therell be cities there some day. Bricks and mortar and stone ll change its face  an cornfields, an  but not in our day, lad, not in our day. The redskins and the bears ll hold it as long as were above ground. Yes, Id like to settle down there.

Come, come, Redhand, said Bounce, this sort o thing ll never do. Why, youre as hale and hearty as the best on us. Wot on arth makes you talk of settlin down in that there fashion?

Ha! exclaimed Waller energetically, I guess if ye goes on in that style yell turn into a riglar hiplecondrik  aint that the word, Bounce? I heerd the minister say as it was the wust kind o the blues. Whats your opinion o settlin down, Hawkswing?

To this question the Indian gravely replied in his own language (with which the trappers were well acquainted), that, not having the remotest idea of what they were talking about, he entertained no opinion in regard to it whatever.

Well, wotiver others may hold, remarked Bounce emphatically, Im strong agin settlin down nowhar.

So am I, out an out, said Waller.

Dat be plain to the naked eye, observed Gibault, coming up at the moment. Surement you have settle down here for ever. Do you spose, mes garçons, dat de canoe will carry hisself over de portage? Voilà! vat is dat?

Gibault pointed to the footprint of the grisly bear, as he spoke.

Its a bar, remarked Bounce quietly.

Caleb, added Waller, giving the name frequently applied to the grisly bear by western hunters. I calclate its nothin new to see Calebs fut in the mud.

Mais, it be new to see hims fut so big, you oogly Yankee, cried Gibault, putting Wallers cap over his eyes, and running into the bush to avoid the consequences.

At that moment a deer emerged from the bushes, about fifty yards from the spot on which the trappers rested, and, plunging into the river, made for the opposite bank.

Theres our supper, said Bounce, quietly lifting his rifle in a leisurely way, and taking aim without rising from the spot on which he sat or removing the pipe from his lips.

The sharp crack was followed by a convulsive heave on the part of the deer, which fell over on its side and floated downstream.

Big Waller gave utterance to a roar of satisfaction, and, flinging his pipe from him, bounded down the bank towards a point of rock, where he knew, from the set of the current, the deer would be certain to be stranded. Gibault, forgetting his recent piece of impertinence, darted towards the same place, and both men reached it at the same instant. Big Waller immediately lifted his little friend in his huge arms, and tossed him into the centre of a thick soft bush, out of which he scrambled in time to see his comrade catch the deer by the horns, as it floated past, and drag it on shore.

Hoh! I vill pay you off von time, cried Gibault, laughing, and shaking his fist at Waller. Then, seizing the last bale of goods that had not been carried across the portage, he ran away with it nimbly up the bank of the stream.

Big Waller placed the deer on his shoulders with some difficulty, and followed in the same direction.

On reaching the other end of the portage, they found the canoe reloaded and in the water, and their comrades evincing symptoms of impatience.

Come on, lads, come on, cried March, who seemed to be the most impatient of them all. Weve seen Caleb! Hes up the river, on this side. Get in! Hes sich a banger, oh!

Before the sentence was well finished, all the men were in their places except Black Gibault, who remained on the bank to shove off the canoe.

Now, lad, get in, said Redhand, whose usually quiet eye appeared to gleam at the near prospect of a combat with the fierce and much-dreaded monster of the Far West.

All right, mes garçons, replied Gibault; hand me mine gun; I vill valk on the bank, an see vich vay hims go  so, adieu!

With a powerful push, he sent the light craft into the stream, and, turning on his heel, entered the woods.

The others at once commenced paddling up the river with energetic strokes.

Hes a wild feller that, remarked Bounce, after they had proceeded some distance and reached a part of the stream where the current was less powerful. Id bet my rifle hes git the first shot at Caleb; I only hope hell not fall in with him till we git ashore, else it may go hard with him.

So it may, said Waller; if it goes as hard wi Gibault as it did wi my old comrade, Bob Swan, itll be no fun, I guess.

What happened to him? asked March, who was ever open-eared for stories.

Oh, it was nothing very curious, but I guess it was onconvanient, as them coons from Ireland says. Bob Swan went  he did  away right off alone, all by hisself, to shoot a grisly with a old musket as wasnt fit to fire powder, not to speak o ball. He was sich a desprit feller, Bob Swan was, that he cut after it without takin time to see wot wos in the gun. I follered him as fast as I could, hollerin for him to stop and see if he wos loaded; but I calclate he was past stoppin. Wall, he comes up wi the bar suddently, and the bar looks at him, and he looks at it. Then he runs up, claps the gun to his shoulder, and pulls the trigger; but it wos a rusty old lock, an no fire came. There was fire come from the bars eyes, though, I do guess! It ran at him, an he ran away. Of course Caleb soon came up, an Bob primed as he ran an wheeled about, stuck the muzzle of the old musket right into Calebs mouth, and fired. He swallered the whole charge, that bar did, as if it had been a glass o grog, and didnt he cough some? Oh no! an he roared, too, jist like this

Big Waller, in the excitement of his narrative, was about to give a vocal illustration, when Bounce suddenly extinguished him by clapping his hand on his mouth.

Hist! you wild buffalo, he said, youll frighten off all the bars within ten miles of us, if you raise your horrable trumpet!

I do believe, I forgot, said the Yankee with a low chuckle, when his mouth was released.

Well, but what happened to Bob Swan? inquired March eagerly.

Wot happened? I guess the bar cotched him by the leg, an smashed it in three places, before you could wink, but, by good luck, I come up at that moment, an put a ball right through Calebs brains. Bob got better, but he never got the right use o his leg after that. An we found that hed fired a charge o small shot down that bars throat  he had!

Hallo! look! is yon Caleb? inquired March in a hoarse whisper, as he pointed with his paddle to a distant point up the river, where a dark object was seen moving on the bank.

Thats him, said Bounce. Now then, do your best, an well land on the point just below him.

Thats sooner said than done, remarked Redhand quietly, for theres another portage between us and Caleb.

As the old man spoke, the canoe passed round a low point which had hitherto shut out the view of the bed of the river from the travellers, and the vision of a white, though not a high, waterfall burst upon their sight, at the same moment that the gushing sound of water broke upon their ears. At any other time the beauty of the scene would have drawn forth warm, though perhaps quaint and pithy, remarks of admiration. Wood and water were seen picturesquely mingled and diversified in endless variety. Little islands studded the surface of the river, which was so broad and calm at that place as to wear the appearance of a small lake. At the upper end of this lake it narrowed abruptly, and here occurred the fall, which glittered in the suns bright rays like a cascade of molten silver. The divers trees and shrubs, both on the islets and on the mainland, presented in some places the rich cultivated appearance of the plantations on a well-tended domain; but, in other places, the fallen timber, the rank tangled vegetation, and the beautiful wild flowers showed that mans hand had not yet destroyed the wild beauty of the virgin wilderness. The sky above was bright and blue, with a few thin feathery clouds resting motionless upon its vast concave, and the air was so still that even the tremulous aspen leaves were but slightly agitated, while the rest of the forests drapery hung perfectly motionless.

Complete silence would have reigned but for the mellow sound of the distant fall and the sweet, plaintive cries of innumerable wildfowl that flew hither and thither, or revelled in the security of their sedgy homes. Flocks of wild geese passed in constant succession overhead, in the form of acute angles, giving a few trumpet notes now and then, as if to advertise their passage to the far north to the dwellers in the world below. Bustling teal rose in groups of dozens or half-dozens as the red canoe broke upon their astonished gaze, and sent them, with whistling wings, up or down the river. A solitary northern diver put up his long neck here and there to gaze for an instant inquisitively, and then sank, as if for ever, into the calm water, to reappear long after in some totally new and unexpected quarter. A napping duck or two, being wellnigh run over by the canoe, took wing with a tremendous splutter and a perfectly idiotical compound of a quack and a roar, while numerous flocks of plover, which had evidently meant to lie still among the sedges and hide while the canoe passed, sprang into the air at the unwonted hullabaloo, and made off, with diverse shriek and whistle, as fast as their wings could carry them. Besides these noisy denizens of the wilderness, there were seen, in various places, cranes, and crows, and magpies, and black terns, and turkey-buzzards, all of which were more or less garrulous in expressing surprise at the unexpected appearance of the trappers in their wild domain. And, just as the canoe drew near to the place at the foot of the fall where they meant to land and make the portage, a little cabri, or prong-horned antelope, leaped out of the woods, intending, doubtless, to drink, caught sight of the intruders, gave one short glance of unutterable amazement, and then rebounded into the bush like an electrified indiarubber ball.

Now, then, said Bounce as he leaped ashore, and held the canoe steady while his comrades landed, jist be cool, an no hurry; make the portage, launch the canoe atop o the fall, sot off agin, an then  hurrah for that there grisly bar!




Chapter Four.

Gibault has an Adventure, and discovers a very strange Creature in the Woods  A most tremendous Bear-Hunt particularly described.

Meanwhile Black Gibault, having followed the course of the river for some distance on foot, struck into the woods, sought for and found the track of the bear, and, looking carefully to the priming of his gun, and knocking the edge of the flint to sharpen it, pushed forward in pursuit with the ardour of a reckless man.

Gibault Noir was a goose! But he was an amiable goose; therefore men forgave his follies. Had Gibault not been a goose he never would have set off alone in pursuit of a grisly bear when he had comrades who might have accompanied him. Every one knows  at least, if every one does not know, every one who reads these pages may know henceforth  that the grisly bear of the western prairies and Rocky Mountains is one of the most desperate and most dreaded animals on the face of the earth; not dreaded merely by the weak and the timorous, but dreaded also by the bravest Indians and the boldest trappers. Of course we do not mean to say that by these latter the grisly bear is dreaded with anything like cowardly terror; but it is regarded with that degree of wholesome anxiety and extreme caution with which men usually regard an excessively dangerous and powerful enemy.

Unlike other bears, the grisly bear scorns to fly from before the face of man. His ferocity, when wounded, is terrible, and his tenacity of life is such that, however many mortal wounds one may give him, he will retain life and strength long enough to kill his assailant before he himself dies, unless he is shot dead at once by a ball being planted in his heart or brain, both of which are difficult to reach.

He has a grumpy sort of magnanimity of his own, however, and will usually let men alone if men will let him alone. But men are not prone to let anything alone; hence encounters are frequent; wounds, on both sides, are numerous; and death, on one or other side, is almost certain.

Old trappers are not fond of attacking Caleb single-handed, but young hot-blooded fellows, who have got their names to make, are less cautious, and sometimes even court the combat, as was the case in the present instance with reckless Gibault Noir.

For half an hour, Gibault went over the ground at a sort of half-walk, half-trot, stopping occasionally to examine the prints of the bear more narrowly when they passed across hard ground that did not take a good impression. At length he came to a deep gully or creek, where the bushes were so dense that he could not see far through them in any direction. Here he halted, re-examined his priming, and, peering cautiously through the underwood, advanced with much greater deliberation and care than heretofore.

In descending the gully, Gibault stumbled once or twice, and made one or two crashing bursts through bushes that would have proved quite impervious to most men. After much toil he reached the bottom, and, standing there, up to the ankles in a small rivulet, gazed upward at the bank he had now to ascend.

Vraiment, it be uncommonly difficile, said he, addressing himself to the task, while the perspiration began to roll down his forehead.

At last he reached the top of the bank on the other side, and, after panting for some time, began to look for the bears footprints; but these could not now be found. In his scramble through the gully he had lost them, and the ground on the side he had just reached was so hard and rocky that it seemed to him doubtful whether it was capable of receiving any visible impression from a bears paw. It was just possible, too, that the animal had found the descent of the gully as difficult as he himself had; in which case it was highly probable that it had used the course of the rivulet as a pathway.

For a moment, the little Canadian meditated a second descent into the gully for the purpose of settling this point, but, having not yet quite ceased to pant from his recent exertions, he thought better of it, and determined to make a further examination of the ground where he was. After doing so for a quarter of an hour, his exertions were rewarded by the discovery of what appeared to be a track. It was not very distinct, but it was sufficiently so to induce him to follow it up with renewed ardour.

Presently he came upon a spot where the ground was not so thickly covered with underwood, and where, in some places, it was so soft as to show an exact print of the foot of the animal he was following up. Here he received a great disappointment, and an equally great surprise  a disappointment on finding that the track he followed was not that of a bear, and a surprise on discovering that it was that of a man!

On first making this discovery, Gibault stopped short, laid his gun on the ground, stooped down, planted a hand on each knee, opened his eyes to their utmost, pursed his lips to the tightest, and stared at the footprint, the very embodiment of astonishment. After a few seconds he gave vent to a low whistle, and said Ho! Exactly ten seconds after that, he said Ha! and, raising his right hand, scratched the point of his nose, which, being too red naturally, was not improved by the operation.

None of these acts and exclamations, either collectively or singly, seemed to afford him any enlightenment, for he began to shake his head slowly from side to side, as if he had come to the conclusion that the whole affair was utterly beyond his limited comprehension; then he started up, shouldered his gun, and followed the track of the man with as much ardour as he had formerly pursued that of the bear.

Perseverance is almost invariably rewarded. This would seem to be one of those laws of nature which fail to operate only on very rare and peculiar occasions. Gibault had not advanced more than a hundred yards when he came suddenly upon the man whose feet had made the tracks he had been following.

The Vild-Man-of-de-Vest! certainement! muttered Black Gibault slowly, as he gazed at the creature before him, and quietly cocked his rifle to be ready for any emergency.

Certainly the man upon whom our trapper had stumbled thus suddenly might have been styled the wild man of any region  west, north, east, or south,  with perfect propriety. On his legs were a pair of dark grey fustian trousers, which had seen so much service that, from the knee downwards, they were torn into shreds. His feet were covered by a pair of moccasins. Instead of the usual hunting-shirt he wore one of the yellow deerskin coats of a Blackfoot chief, which was richly embroidered with beads and quilt work, and fringed with scalp-locks. On his head he wore a felt hat, with a broad rim and a tall conical crown, somewhat resembling a Spanish sombrero, and beside him, on the bough of a tree, hung a long blue Spanish cloak. The countenance of this extraordinary man was handsome and youthful, but wild and somewhat haggard, as if from much recent suffering. His eye was black and piercing, his nose aquiline, and his forehead broad, but his mouth was effeminate, his chin small and beardless, his neck long, his shoulders narrow and sloping, and his black hair hung in long straight locks over his shoulders. A short sword, somewhat resembling that of the ancient Roman, lay on the sward beside him, and near to it a huge cavalry pistol of the olden time, with a brass barrel and a bell mouth  a species of miniature blunderbuss. Its fellow was stuck in his belt, beneath the chiefs coat, as could be observed from the appearance of the butt protruding from the opening in the breast thereof.

This personage was seated on a grassy knoll so absorbed in some curious kind of occupation that he was totally unobservant of the presence of Gibault until he had approached to within thirty yards of him. Although his occupation was a mystery to the trapper, to one a little more conversant with the usages of civilised life, the open book on the knee, the easy flow of the pencil, and the occasional use of a piece of indiarubber, would have been sufficient evidence that the young man was sketching the view before him.

Ahem! coughed Gibault.

The stranger scattered book, pencil, and indiarubber to the winds (or to the atmosphere, for there happened to be no wind at the time), and started up. In doing so, he showed that he was at least a tall, if not a stout fellow. Seizing a pistol with one hand and his sword with the other, he presented both at Gibault, and yelled, rather than shouted, Stay! halt! stop now, my man; drop the butt of your gun, else Ill  Ill blow out your brains.

Although somewhat startled by this unusual mode of salutation, the trapper had sense and quickness enough to perceive that the artist was in anything but a warlike state of mind, and that his violent demonstration was the result of having been startled; so, pulling off his cap with that native politeness which is one of the characteristics of the French Canadian, he advanced, and said  

Bon jour, monsieur. I ver moch sorray dat I be give you von fright. Pardon, sair; how you do?

Thank you  thank you, good fellow, replied the artist, laying down his weapons and grasping Gibaults proffered hand with a sigh of evident relief, I am well, excellently well. You did, indeed, startle me by your sudden appearance; but no harm is done, and where none was intended no apology is necessary. You are a Frenchman, I think?

Non, sair; not xactly. I be French Canadian. Mine fadder was be von Canadian; mine moder was a Frenchvoman; I be leetle of both.

And you have cause to be proud of your country, my man, returned the artist, collecting his scattered drawing materials and quietly sitting down to continue his sketch, a splendid country and a noble people. Sit down, my good friend, if you can spare time, while I put a few finishing touches to this sketch.

Mais, said Gibault, rubbing his nose in great perplexity at the coolness of this eccentric wanderer; mais, monsieur, I hab not time; I be follerin de tracks of von monstracious grisly bar

What! a grisly bear? cried the artist, looking up with sudden animation.

Oui, monsieur. We have see him not long go, an hopes to kill him soon.

The artists dark eye sparkled with animation as he hastily shut up his sketch-book and thrust it, with his drawing materials, into a small pocket inside the breast of his coat.

A grisly bear! he repeated. Ha! lead on, good fellow, I will follow.

Thus urged, Gibault, without further loss of time, led the way to the banks of the river, followed closely by his new friend, who stalked behind him with long ostrich-like strides. The semi-theatrical air of the artist made a deep impression on the trapper. Had Gibault known what a theatrical air was, he might [image: img104.jpg]have been immensely tickled; but, being what he was  an unsophisticated son of the wilderness  he knew nothing about such airs, and therefore regarded his companion in the light of a superior order of being, or a madman; he was not quite sure which.

In a few minutes they emerged from the bushes and came out upon the bank of the river, which at that part was high and precipitous, with few trees, but a considerable quantity of underwood on the slopes.

Are you sure, friend, that a bear has been seen by you? inquired the artist.

Oui; most positavly sure, sair. Ha! an here be hims fut encore. I have lose him in de vood. Now, monsieur, have your pistol ready.

Lead on, returned the artist. I have longed much for this day. To shoot an individual of this ferocious class has been my ambition  Ho! friend, look here. Yonder object seems like a canoe. Whence comes it, think you? This region, I know, is not very safe. There are Indians who do not love the whites in

No fear, monsieur, interrupted Gibault, dat be mine comerades  Good mans an true every von. Dey come to land here, I see.

A low growl in the bushes a little distance ahead of them put an abrupt termination to the conversation. Gibault threw forward the muzzle of his gun, and glanced at his comrade. The glance did not tend to comfort him. The artist was pale as death. This, and an occasional twitch of the lip, were clear and unmistakable signs to the backwoodsman that fear had taken possession of his friend, and that he was not to be counted on in the moment of danger. Yet there was a stern knitting of the eyebrows, and a firm pressure of the lips, that seemed to indicate better qualities, and perplexed him not a little.

Praps, monsieur, suggested Gibault hesitatingly, you had better vait for de canoe.

Lead on! said the artist, cocking both pistols, and pointing with one of them to the place whence the growl had issued.

Gibault elevated his eyebrows, shrugged his shoulders characteristically, and, uttering the single word bien! walked quickly forward.

A few steps brought him to an open space, in the midst of which the grisly bear was discovered. It was seated on its haunches, looking sulkily about, as if it had a suspicion that enemies were tracking it. Creeping with the utmost caution on his hands and knees, Gibault got to within forty yards of the monster, whose aspect at that moment was enough to try the courage of most men. There was a wicked glare in his little eye, as he swayed his huge body from side to side, that indicated but too clearly the savage nature of his disposition. Even Gibault felt a little uneasy, and began to think himself a fool for having ventured on such an expedition alone. His state of mind was not improved by the sound of the artists teeth chattering in his head like castanets.

Taking a very long and deliberate aim at the bears heart, he pulled the trigger, but the faithless lock of his old flint-gun missed fire. Without a sign of annoyance or agitation, the trapper recocked the gun, again pulled the trigger, and with the same result. Three times this occurred, and at each click of the lock the bear cocked his ears inquiringly. The third time, he rose and sauntered slowly towards the spot where the men lay concealed.

Stay, whispered the artist, as Gibault was once more about to try his piece, after rubbing the edge of his flint with his thumb-nail; stay, I will fire.

So saying, he suddenly pointed a pistol straight at the advancing monster and fired. A tremendous roar followed the report. Gibault leaped up, exclaiming angrily, Vat foolishness! a pistol! hah! ve must run. He turned at once to do so.

Stay! cried the artist, who no longer trembled, though his countenance was still ashy pale, I have another pistol.

Does you vish to die? yelled the trapper, seizing his comrade by the collar.

Whether it was the yell of the man, or the reiterated roar of the advancing bear, or both combined, that had an effect on the artist, we cannot tell, but certain it is that he sprang up and darted after Gibault with astonishing rapidity. Being long-legged and uncommonly supple he soon passed him; but, fast though they both ran, the bear ran faster, and, having been badly cut up about the face by the slugs with which the pistol had been charged, his spirit was roused to the utmost pitch of ferocity.

Now, while this was going on in the bush, the other trappers were quietly fastening the line of their canoe to a shrub that held it floating in a pool of still water near the shore. No sooner did the pistol-shot ring upon their ears than every man seized his gun, hastily examined the priming, and scrambled up the bank, which at that spot was very steep.

Having gained the top, they paused for an instant to gaze intently at the bank of the river above them, in order to ascertain the exact spot to which they ought to hurry.

I see no smoke, said March Marston in a tone of deep anxiety.

Gibaults gun didnt use for to bark in that sort o voice, observed Bounce.

I do blieve that bars got im, cried Big Waller, bounding forward.

He had not taken a second bound when the artist, flying at full speed about three hundred yards up the river, burst upon the astonished vision of the party. His sombrero had blown off, his long hair streamed straight behind him, so did the scalp-locks on his coat, and so did his long cloak which was fastened to his neck by a clasp, and which, in his present panting and rushing condition, wellnigh strangled him.

Before the wonder-stricken trappers had time to remark on this singular apparition, or to form any opinion in regard to it, poor Gibault came tearing round the point like a maniac, with the bear close upon his heels. This was enough. The backwoodsmen no longer showed any signs of surprise or hesitancy. A grisly bear was a familiar object  a comrade in imminent danger was equally so. They sprang forward to meet the fugitives.

By this time the cloak had so retarded and strangled the poor artist that he had fallen a pace or two behind Gibault, and it seemed almost certain that he would fall a victim to the furious bear before the trappers could kill it, for they could not venture to fire at it while the fugitives almost screened it from their view. As they drew near to each other the trappers almost instinctively divided into two parties. Redhand and Hawkswing went a little to the right; Bounce, Waller, and our hero, diverged to the left, so as to let the flying men pass between them, and thus attack the bear on both sides at once.

Gibault attempted to cheer as he darted through the friendly line, but he could only give forth a gasp. At that moment an unexpected incident contributed to the deliverance of the artist. The bear was within a yard of him as he came up; just then the clasp of his cloak gave way, and the huge garment instantly enveloped the head of the bear and a considerable portion of its body. It tripped, rolled over, and, in attempting to free itself, tore the cloak to shreds.

At the same instant a volley was fired by the trappers, and three balls pierced its body. None of them, however, seemed to have hit a mortal part, for the infuriated animal instantly rose and glared from side to side in disappointed malice, while the trappers who had fired were reloading, each behind a bush, with perfect coolness, but with the utmost celerity.

While the bear was on the ground, the fugitives had each sprung into the bush, and found a place of concealment. Redhand on the one side, and Bounce on the other, had reserved their fire; the wisdom of this was now shown. The bear made a rush at the bushes on one side, and instantly received a shot from the other. It turned at once to rush on the concealed enemy there, but, before it had made a stride in that direction, another ball was lodged in it from the opposite side. The vacillations thus produced gave the other trappers time to reload, and, before it had made up its mind which to attack, another volley was fired, and three balls took effect, Redhand and Bounce still reserving their fire as at the first.

The impotent fury of the creature was now awful to behold. It was mortally wounded; there could be no doubt as to that, for the trappers were all pretty good shots and knew where to fire, but they had not succeeded yet in reaching the seat of life. One ball had broken the bears shoulder, and the blood flowed from its wounds, while churned blood and foam dropped from its jaws.

Before another volley could be fired it made a furious rush at the three men who had kept away to the left, namely, Big Waller, Bounce, and March. There was no help for it; not having completed their loading, they had to drop their guns and run. We have already said that these three had diverged towards the river. It now proved to be unfortunate that they had done so, for the bank at that place jutted out into the stream in such a way that it was impossible for them to avoid leaping into the river. The bank overhung the stream and was fully twenty feet high. Big Waller, who reached it first, hesitated to take the leap. Bounce, who came next, rushed violently against him, and the two went over together, fell into the water with a tremendous splash, and sank. March come up the instant after, and sprang far out at once with a bold, unhesitating spring. The bear was so close upon the youth that for one moment they were both in the air at the same time, but the former had not gone off with a spring, he merely tumbled over, half involuntarily, so that when they struck the water there was at least a yard between them. But this was not a long space. The superior swimming powers of the bear over the man would have diminished the distance to nothing in a minute or so. Even as it was, the bear was within six inches of Marchs heels when Hawkswing and Redhand gained the edge of the bank.

Redhand was armed with a rifle  an old and trusty weapon that had been the means of saving his own life and the lives of comrades in many a doubtful encounter with beast and with man. Kneeling down, he took a rapid aim and fired. The bullet sped true. It entered the back of the bears head, and the lifeless carcass floated down the stream. The three men, instantly observing the effect of the shot, turned round, and, swimming towards their late enemy, laid hold of him, and dragged and pushed him with some difficulty towards the shore.

Meanwhile Black Gibault, who had issued from his hiding-place and had witnessed Redhands successful shot, began to caper and dance and shout in the exuberance of his glee. Most men are apt to suffer when they give way to extravagant action of any kind. Gibault forgot that he was on the edge of an overhanging bank. The concussion with which he came to the ground after the performance of a peculiarly complicated pirouette broke off the edge of the bank, and he was precipitated headlong into the river, just a yard or so from the spot where his comrades were engaged in landing the bear.

A loud laugh greeted his sudden and unexpected descent. Scrambling on shore, and laying hold of the bears tail, he exclaimed  

Hah! mes garçons, heave avay. I have come down for to give you leetle help. Splenderous hear! Pull avay!

The bear was then dragged out of the water and stretched upon the green sward, where for some time the trappers stood round it in a picturesque group, commenting upon its size and appearance, and remarking upon the various incidents of the chase.

As the exact dimensions of this particular bear were taken and noted down on the spot, we will give them here for the benefit of inquiring minds. It weighed, as nearly as could be guessed by men who were practised in estimating weights, 600 pounds. On its hind legs it stood 8 feet 7 inches. Round the chest it measured 5 feet 10 inches; round the neck 3 feet 11 inches. The circumference of the thickest part of the fore leg was 2 feet, and the length of each of its claws was 4 and a quarter inches. It was whitey-brown in colour, and a shaggier, fiercer, uglier monster could not well be imagined.

But, I say, cried Bounce, looking round suddenly, wots come o yon xtraornary feller as

Bounce paused abruptly, for at that moment his eye fell on the xtraornary feller in question. He was seated quietly on a large stone, not many yards distant, with book on knee and pencil in hand, making a rapid sketch of the party and the surrounding scene!

Wot is he? inquired Bounce of Gibault in a whisper.

I calclate, observed Waller in a low voice, at the same time touching his forehead and looking mysterious; I calclate, hes noncombobble-fusticated.

Perhaps, said Redhand with a quiet laugh.

Whatever he is, its bad manners to stand starin at him, said Redhand, so youd better go and pick up yer guns and things, while Bounce and I skin this feller and cut off his claws.

The party separated at once, and the artist, who seemed a little disappointed at being thus checked in his work, no sooner observed the flaying process begin than he turned over the leaf of his book, and began a new sketch.

Not many minutes were required for the skinning of the bear. When it was done, it, along with all the scattered things, was placed in the canoe, and then Redhand, approaching the artist, touched his cap and said  

You have shared our hunt to-day, sir; mayhap youll not object to share our camp and our supper.

Most willingly, my good friend, replied the artist, rising and holding out his hand, which the trapper shook heartily. You seem to be trappers.

We are, sir, at your service. Its gettin late and weve a good bit to go yet, before we come to the place where we mean to camp, so youd better come at once.

Certainly; by all means; let us embark without delay, replied the artist, pocketing his sketch-book.

Pardon me, sir, said Redhand, with some hesitation, are you alone?

I am, replied the other sadly; then, as if a sudden thought had struck him I had two pistols and a cloak once.

Weve picked em up, sir. Theyre in the canoe now. At least the pistols are, an whats left o the cloak.

Ha! twas an old and cherished friend! Are you ready?

All ready, sir.

So saying, the old man led the way to the canoe and embarked with his strange companion. Then, pushing out into the stream just as the shades of night began to descend upon the wilderness, the trappers paddled swiftly away, wondering in their hearts who and what the stranger could be, and talking occasionally in subdued tones of the chief incidents of the exciting combat through which they had so recently passed.




Chapter Five.

Fiery Remarks and Cogitations  Round the Camp Fire  The Artist gives an Account of Himself  Value of a Sketch-Book  Discoveries and Dark Threats  The Bears-Claw Collar.

There is no doubt whatever that a western trapper knows how to make a fire. That is an axiomatic certainty. He also knows how to enjoy it. He is thoroughly conversant with it in all its phases, and with all the phenomena connected with it, from the bright little spark that flies from his flint and steel, and nestles on his piece of tinder, to the great rolling flame that leaps up among the branches of the forest trees, roaring lustily as it goes out upon the night air, like a mighty spirit set free from some diminutive prison house, rejoicing in being once more permitted to reassume its original grand dimensions.

Yes, a western trapper has a grand, massive notion of a fire, and his actions are all in keeping with that notion. Almost everything is small at the fountain. A mighty river usually begins in a bubbling spring or a tiny rivulet. So the trappers initial acts are delicate. He handles the tinder gently, and guards it from damp. He fosters the spark, when caught, and blows upon it softly, and wraps it up in dry grass, and watches it intently as a mother might watch the life-spark of her new-born babe. But when once the flame has caught, and the bundle of little dry twigs has been placed above it, and the pile of broken sticks has been superadded, the trappers character is changed. He grasps the ponderous hatchet, and, Homerically speaking  

Now toils the hero: trees on trees oerthrown,
Fall crackling round him, and the forests groan.

These, loppd and lightend of their branchy load, he assaults singly. Heaving the huge axe with lusty sweeping blows, he brings it down. Great wedgy splinters fly and strew the plain like autumn leaves. Then, with massive logs, full six feet long, he feeds the hungry fire until it leaps and roars in might, and glows full red and hot and huge enough to roast him a bison bull for supper, an he should feel so disposed.

Descending now from the abstract to the concrete, we would remark that, whether the reader does or does not admit the general proposition, that western trappers are pre-eminently up to fire (not to mention smoke or snuff), he cannot deny the fact that Big Waller, the Yankee trapper, was peculiarly gifted in that way. On the evening of the day on which occurred the memorable encounter with the grisly bear, as related in the last chapter, that stalwart individual heaved his ponderous axe and felled the trees around him in a way that would have paled the ineffectual fires of Ulysses himself, and would probably have induced that hero not only to cease cutting trees, but to commence cutting his stick thenceforth from the field of competition! March Marston meanwhile kindled the spark and nursed the infant flame. The others busied themselves in the various occupations of the camp. Some cut down pine-branches, and strewed them a foot deep in front of the fire, and trod them down until a soft elastic couch was formed on which to spread their blankets. Others cut steaks of venison and portions of the grisly bear, and set them up on the end of sticks before the fire to roast, and others made fast and secured the canoe and her lading.

The artist, seating himself beside the fire, just near enough to profit by the light, but far enough away to obtain a general view of everything and everybody, proceeded with enthusiasm to sketch the whole affair, collectively and in detail. He devoted his chief attention, however, to Big Waller. He caught that gigantic Yankee in every conceivable action and attitude. He photographed him, we might almost say, with his legs apart, the hatchet high above his head, and every muscle tense and rigid, preliminary to a sweeping blow. He took him with a monstrous pile of logs on his brawny shoulder; he portrayed him resting for a moment in the midst of his toil; he even attempted to delineate him tumbling over one of the logs, and hurling a shoulder-load upon the ground; but he failed utterly in the last attempt, being quite destitute of comical perception, and he did not finally conclude until Gibault went forward and informed him that supper was ready. Then he shut up his book, and, taking his place beside the trappers, began supper.

This is comfortable  this is pleasant! remarked the artist, as he sat down before the warm blaze, and applied himself with infinite relish to the venison steak placed before him by Bounce. You live well here, it would seem.

This latter remark was addressed to Hawkswing, who sat close beside him; but that imperturbable worthy shook his head gravely.

He dont understand ye, interposed Bounce, knows, nothin but his own mother tongue. We do live pretty middlin so so hereabouts when we aint starvin, wich it isnt for me to deny is sometimes the case, dye see.

Bounce stopped his own talk at this point by stuffing his mouth so full of meat that no word, not even a word of one syllable, could have forced itself out, had it tried ever so much. A long silence now ensued, during which the clack of seven pairs of active jaws was the only sound that broke upon the ear. It might have been observed, however, that all eyes were fixed more or less wonderingly on the stranger. Big Waller in particular looked him, figuratively speaking, through and through. He did not remove his eyes off him for an instant, but devoured his food with somewhat the expression of a dog that expects his bone to be snatched from him.

Try a duck, said March Marston to the artist, observing that he had finished his steak.

Thank you, answered the artist, accepting the proffered bird, which happened to be a teal, and beginning to carve it with a pen-knife. He had no fork, but used the fingers of his left hand instead.

Silence again ensued.

Try another, said March again.

The artist hesitated.

Youd better; its a fat un.

Nno. No! said the artist, shutting up his knife with an air of decision. No, thank you, I always advocate moderation, and it would ill become me to set an example of glut  ah, of the reverse.

Wal, stranger, said Waller, who, having finished eating, wiped his mouth with a tuft of grass, and began to fill his pipe. You do come out in the way o moderation rather powerful. Why a teal duck an a venson steak is barely enough to stop a feller dyin right off. I guess a down-east baby o six months old ud swab up that an axe for more.

Nevertheless it is quite enough for me, replied the artist, leaning down on his elbow. I could, indeed, eat more; but I hold that man should always rise from table capable of eating more, if required.

Here was a proposition that it had not entered into the minds of the trappers, even in their most transcendental efforts of abstruse meditation, to think of! They gazed at each other in amazement.

Wot! not eat yer fill wen ye git the chance, exclaimed Bounce.

No, certainly not.

I say, stranger, when did you feed last? inquired Big Waller.

Why do you ask? said the artist, looking quickly up.

Cause I wants to know.

The artist smiled. My last meal was eaten yesterday morning.

Ha! I was sure ob dat, cried Gibault; your face look like as if you be full ob starvation.

An wot did ye eat last? inquired Bounce, laying down his pipe and looking at their guest with much interest not unmingled with pity.

I breakfasted on a little bird about the size of a hens egg. I know not what it is named, but it was excellently flavoured. I relished it much.

On hearing this, Gibault pressed his hand on his stomach, as if the mere thought of such a delicately minute breakfast caused him pain in that region.

I say, stranger, broke in Waller, in a tone of voice that seemed to imply that he was determined to be at the bottom of this mystery, and would stand it no longer wots your name?

Theodore Bertram, replied the artist without hesitation.

Where do you come from?

From England.

Where air you a-goin to?

To the Rocky Mountains.

Wot for to do there?

You are inquisitive, friend, said Bertram, smiling; but I have no reason for concealing my object in travelling here  it is to sketch, and shoot, and take notes, and witness the works of the Almighty in the wilderness. I hold it to be an object worthy the ambition of a great man to act the part of pioneer to the missionary and the merchant in natures wildest and most inaccessible regions; and although I pretend not to greatness, I endeavour, humbly, to do what I can.

No one can do more than that, said Redhand, regarding the young enthusiast with interest. But surely you have not travelled to this out-o-the-way place without a guide?

Bertram pointed to the stars.

These are my guides, said he; the man who can read the heavens needs no guide.

But that book aint always readable, said Redhand; when clouds are flying what do you do then?

Fur-traders in the far north have taught me how to ascertain the north by the bark on the trees; besides this I have a bosom friend who always points the way. So saying he pulled a small compass from an inner pocket and held it up.

Good, rejoined Redhand; but a compass is not food, neither will it kill game. Have you nought but them pistols?

I have none other arms now but these, save this good sword. They will serve to defend me in the hour of need, I trust; though now that I have seen the grisly bear I should doubt my chance of success were I to cope with him alone. I should imagine that monster to be worse even than the Wild Man of the West himself.

The Wild Man o the West! echoed March Marston eagerly; have you seen him?

Nay, verily; but I have heard of him, replied the artist, smiling, and a strangely ferocious creature he must be, if all thats said of him be correct. But, to say truth, I believe the stories told of him are idle tales. Indeed, I do not believe there is such a man at all!

March Marstons countenance fell. No Wild Man of the West at all! The bare possibility of such a crushing blow to all his romantic hopes and dreams caused his heart to sink. Bertram observed the change in his countenance, and, quickly divining the cause, added, But I am of a sceptical turn of mind, and do not easily believe unless I see. There is one thing I have observed, however, which is in favour of his existence.

Whats that? inquired March, brightening up. That the nearer one comes to his reputed dwelling-place, this wild man assumes smaller and more natural proportions. I first heard of him in the Red River Prairies, where he is held to be a giant who devours men as well as brutes. As I came nearer to the Missouri, I found that the people there do not believe him to be either a cannibal or a giant, but assert that he is an enormously tall and powerful man, exceedingly fierce, and the sworn enemy of the whole human race; a species of Cain, whose hand is against every man, and every mans hand against him. The last white man I met  about two weeks ago  told me he had been with a tribe of Indians, some of whom had seen him, and they said that he was indeed awfully wild, but that he was not cruel  on the contrary, he had been known to have performed one or two kind deeds to some who had fallen into his power.

Most extonishin! exclaimed Gibault, who sat open-mouthed and open-eyed listening to this account of the Wild Man of the West.

For some time the party round the camp fire sat smoking in silence, ruminating on what had been said. Then Big Waller broke the silence with one of his abrupt questions  

But, I say, stranger, how did you come here?

Bertram looked up without speaking. Then, settling himself comfortably in a reclining position, with his back against a tree, he said  

I will relieve your curiosity. Listen: I am, as I have said, an Englishman. My father and mother are dead. I have no brothers or sisters, and but few relations. Possessing, as I do, a small independence, I am not obliged to work for my living. I have therefore come to the conclusion that it is my duty to work for my fellow-men. Of course, I do not mean to deny that every man who works for his living, works also for his fellow-men. What I mean is, that I hold myself bound to apply myself to such works as other men have not leisure to undertake, and the profit of which will go direct to mankind without constituting my livelihood on its passage. To open up the unknown wilderness has ever been my ambition. For that purpose I have come to these wild regions. My enthusiasm on quitting my native land was unbounded. But

Here Bertram paused and gazed dreamily at the glowing embers of the camp fire with an expression that led the trappers to infer that experience had somewhat moderated his enthusiasm. After a few minutes he resumed:  

I have done wrong to make this venture alone. On reaching Canada I succeeded, through the kindness of the governor of the Hudsons Bay Company, in obtaining a passage in one of the companys canoes through that series of rivers and lakes by which the fur-traders penetrate into the regions of the far north. Arrived at Red River Settlement, I pushed forward on horseback over the plains with a small party of horsemen to the head waters of the Saskatchewan. Here I succeeded in engaging a party of twelve men, composed of half-breeds and Indians, and set out on a journey of exploration over the prairies towards the Rocky Mountains. Circumstances led me to modify my plans. We diverged towards the south, and finally came to within a few days journey of the region in which we now are. We were suddenly surprised one night by a war-party of Blackfoot Indians. My men had grown careless. They neglected to keep strict watch, and before we were aware that danger threatened us, all our horses were carried off.

This was a terrible calamity. My men declared that it was impossible to advance without horses, and refused to accompany me any farther. I remonstrated in vain; then, filled with indignation at their cowardice, I left them and pursued my journey alone. Since then I have seen only one man, a trapper, who was travelling south to the settlements. He offered to take me with him, but I declined. I felt that no great or good work could ever be accomplished by the man who turns back at the first disaster; so he left me. I have suffered somewhat. I am, unfortunately, a bad shot, and, although game is everywhere abundant, I cannot kill it. I have subsisted hitherto on small birds; but my powder and lead are almost expended. Had I not fallen in with you, I know not what I should have done.

To this narrative the trappers listened with respectful attention, for, despite the feelings of pity, almost bordering on contempt, with which they regarded the strangers weapons and his knowledge, or rather ignorance, of woodcraft, they could not help reverencing the simple-minded enthusiasm in a good cause that had conducted the artist so deep into a savage land in which he was evidently unfitted, either by nature or training, to travel.

But I say, stranger, said Big Waller, wot do ye mean by openin up the country? It aint a oyster, that ye can open it up with a big knife I guess.

There, friend, you are wrong. This country does, indeed, resemble an oyster; and I hope, by the aid of the mighty levers of knowledge and enterprise, to open it up. I mean to take notes and sketches, and, if spared, return to my native land, and publish the result of my observations. I do not, indeed, expect that the public will buy my work; but I shall publish a large edition at my own cost, and present copies to all the influential men in the kingdom.

The trappers opened their eyes wider than ever at this.

What! Make a book? cried Redhand.

Even so.

Will it have pictures? eagerly asked March, who regarded the artist with rapidly increasing veneration.

Ay, it will be profusely illustrated.

Wot! pictures o grisly bears? inquired Bounce.

Of course.

An men? cried Big Waller.

And men also, if I fall in with them.

Then heres one, I guess, cried the bold Yankee, combing out his matted locks hastily with his fingers, and sitting up in what he conceived to be a proper position. Here you are, sir. Im your man; fix me off slick. Only think! Big Waller in a book  a raal book!

He chuckled immensely at the bright prospect of immortality that had suddenly opened up to him.

I have drawn you already, friend, said Bertram.

Drawd me already?

Ay, there you are, he replied, handing his sketch-book to the trapper, who gazed at his own portrait with unmitigated satisfaction. Turning over the leaf, he came unexpectedly on the likeness of Gibault, which, being a truthful representation, was almost a caricature. Big Waller burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter at this. He rolled over on his back and yelled with delight. His yell being quite in keeping with his body, the din was so tremendous that Bounce roared  

Stop yer noise, ye buffalo!

But Waller didnt hear him; so March Marston effected the desired object by stuffing the corner of a blanket into his mouth and smothering his face in its folds.

Bertrams sketch-book was now examined, and for nearly an hour proved a source of the most intense interest and amusement to these unsophisticated trappers. In those days few, very few men of education had succeeded in penetrating far into the western wilderness; and although the trappers there knew what books and pictures meant, they had seen but few of them in the course of their lives, and none of those few had any reference to the wild country in which their lives were spent.

It may be imagined, then, with what delight and excitement they now, for the first time, beheld scenes of their own beloved woods and prairies, as well as their own rough forms, vividly sketched by a master-hand. One of the most interesting points in the inspection of the sketch-book was, that old Redhand recognised almost every one of the landscapes as spots with which he was well acquainted; and as Bertram had sketched most diligently as he travelled along, Redhand told him that by the aid of that book, without compass or anything else, he could trace his route backward, step by step, to the Saskatchewan river. Moreover, he described to the artist accurately many scenes which were near to those he had sketched, and gradually fell to talking about adventures and rencontres he had had in many of them, so that at last it became evident there would be no proposal to go to rest that night at all unless some wise one of the party should remind the others that another days toil lay before them in the course of a few hours.

At length they took up their pipes, which had been forgotten in the excitement, and refilled them with the intention of having a last quiet whiff before lying down.

Ho! exclaimed Redhand, who still continued to turn over the pages of the book, heres a face I know. Where saw ye that Indian?

I cannot easily tell where it was we met him; but I remember well that it was just a days ride from the spot where our horses were stolen.

Were there others with him?

No, he was alone.

Ha! at least he said so, I fancy.

Yes, he did; and I had no reason to doubt him.

Youre not used to the ways o the redskin, sir, replied Redhand, looking meditatively at the fire. Did he chance to mention his name?

Oh yes, he called himself Big Snake, at least one of my men translated it so.

A significant smile overspread the old trappers face as he replied  

I thought as much. A greater thief and villain does not disgrace the prairies. Hes the man that took yer horses; sich a fellow as that never goes about alone; hes always got a tail following him as black as himself. But Ill see if we cant pay the rascal off in his own coin.

How so? inquired Bertram. He must be far from this spot.

Not so far as you think. I know his haunts, and could take you to them in a few days overland; but itll take longer by the river, and we cant quit our canoe just now.

But, good friend, said Bertram quietly, I cannot presume on your hospitality so far as to expect you to carry me along with you for the purpose of redressing my wrongs.

Make your mind easy on that pint, returned Redhand; well talk of it in the mornin.

While the old trapper and the artist were conversing, Bounce had busied himself in stringing the claws of the grisly bear on a strip of deerskin, for the purpose of making a collar. A necklace of this description is very highly prized among Indians, especially when the claws are large.

While it was being made, Gibault sighed so deeply once or twice, that March suggested he must be in love.

So I is, sighed Gibault.

Thats interesting, remarked March; who with?

Ay, thats it, said Bounce; out with her name, lad. No one ought never to be ashamed o bein in love. Its a glorious state o mind an body as a feller should gratilate hisself on havin. Who be ye in love wi, lad?

Vid dat necklace, replied Gibault, sighing again heavily.

Oh! if thats all, ye dont need to look so blue, for its yer own by rights, said Bounce. Im jist doin it up for ye.

Non; it cannot be mine, returned Gibault.

How so? inquired Waller, ye arned it, didnt ye? Drew first blood I calclate.

Non, I not draw de fuss blood. Mais, I vill hab chance again no doubt. Monsieur Bertram he drew fuss blood.

Ho, he! cried Waller in surprise. You didnt tell us that before. Come, Im glad ont.

What! exclaimed Bertram, the necklace mine? there must be some mistake. I certainly fired my pistol at the bear, but it seemed to have had no effect whatever.

Gibault, said Bounce emphatically, did you fire at all?

Non, pour certain, cause de gun he not go off.

Then, continued Bounce, handing the much-coveted necklace to Bertram, the thing blongs to you, sir, for that bar comed up wounded, an as he couldnt ha wounded hisself, you must ha done it  there.

The young man positively refused for some time to accept of the necklace, saying, that as Gibault had tracked and discovered the bear, it certainly belonged to him; but Gibault as positively affirmed that he would not disgrace himself by wearing what belonged rightfully to another man; and as the other trappers confirmed what their comrade said, Bertram was at last fain to accept of a trophy which, to say truth, he was in his heart most anxious to possess.

At the close of this amicable dispute, each man rolled himself in his blanket and lay down to sleep with his feet to the fire. Being in a part of the country where there were very few Indians, and these few on pretty good terms with the white trappers, no watch was set. Bertram lay down with his tattered cloak around him, and, taking a little book from his pocket, read it, or appeared to read it, till he fell asleep  on observing which, March Marston crept noiselessly to his side, and, lying gently down beside him, covered him with a portion of his own blanket. Ere long the camp was buried in repose.




Chapter Six.

The Dangers of the Wilderness  An Unexpected Catastrophe, which necessitates a Change of Plans  A Descent upon Robbers proposed and agreed to.

There are few passages in Holy Writ more frequently brought to remembrance by the incidents of everyday life than this Ye know not what a day or an hour may bring forth. The uncertainty of sublunary things is proverbial, whether in the city or in the wilderness, whether among the luxuriously nurtured sons and daughters of civilisation, or among the toil-worn wanderers in the midst of savage life. To each and all there is, or may be, sunshine to-day and cloud to-morrow; gladness to-day sadness to-morrow. There is no such thing as perpetual felicity in the world of matter. A nearer approach to it may perhaps be made in the world of mind; but, like perpetual motion, it is not to be absolutely attained to in this world of ours. Those who fancy that it is to be found in the wilderness are hereby warned, by one who has dwelt in savage lands, that its habitation is not there.

March Marston thought it was. On the morning after the night whose close we have described, he awoke refreshed, invigorated, and buoyant with a feeling of youthful strength and health. Starting up, he met the glorious sun face to face, as it rose above the edge of a distant blue hill, and the meeting almost blinded him. There was a saffron hue over the eastern landscape that caused it to appear like the plains of Paradise. Lakelets in the prairies glittered in the midst of verdant foliage; ponds in the hollows lay, as yet unillumined, like blots of ink; streams and rivulets gleamed as they flowed round wooded knolls, or sparkled silvery white as they leaped over rocky obstructions. The noble river, on the banks of which the camp had been made, flowed with a calm sweep through the richly varied country  refreshing to look upon and pleasant to hear, as it murmured on its way to join the Father of waters. The soft roar of a far-distant cataract was heard mingling with the cries of innumerable water fowl that had risen an hour before to enjoy the first breathings of the young day. To March Marstons ear it seemed as though all Nature, animate and inanimate, were rejoicing in the beneficence of its Creator.

The youths reverie was suddenly broken by the approach of Theodore Bertram.

Good morrow, friend, said the latter, grasping Marchs hand and shaking it heartily. You are early astir. Oh, what a scene! What heavenly colours! What a glorious expanse of beauty!

The artists hand moved involuntarily to the pouch in which he was wont to carry his sketch-book, but he did not draw it forth; his soul was too deeply absorbed in admiration to permit of his doing aught but gaze in silence.

This repays my toils, he resumed, soliloquising rather than speaking to March. Twere worth a journey such as I have taken, twice repeated, to witness such a scene as this.

Ay, aint it grand? said March, delighted to find such congenial enthusiasm in the young painter.

Bertram turned his eyes on his companion, and, in doing so, observed the wild rose at his side.

Ah! sweet rose, he said, stooping eagerly down to smell it.

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

He was no poet who wrote that, anyhow, observed March with a look of disdain.

You are wrong, friend. He was a good poet and true.

Do you mean to tell me that the sweetness o that rose is wasted here?

Nay, I do not say that. The poet did not mean to imply that its sweetness is utterly wasted, but to assert the fact that, as far as civilised man is concerned, it is so.

Civilised man, echoed March, turning up his nose (a difficult feat, by the way, for his nose by nature turned down). An pray whats civilised man that he should think everythings wasted that dont go in at his own eyes, or up his own nose, or down his own throat? eh?

Bertram laughed slightly (he never laughed heartily). You are a severe critic, friend.

I dont know, and I dont care, what sort o cricket I am; but this I do know, that roses are as little wasted here as in your country  mayhap not so much. Why, I tell ye Ive seen the bars smell em.

Indeed.

Ay, an eat em too!

That was not taking a poetical view of them, suggested Bertram.

Perhaps not, but it was uncommonly practical, returned March, laughing.

The conversation was abruptly terminated at this point by a flock of wild ducks, which, ignorant of the presence of the two youths, swept close past their heads with a startling whirr. The artist leaped backwards, and March, partly in the exuberant glee of his heart and partly to relieve his own startled feelings, gave utterance to a hideous yell.

Hi! hallo! roared Big Waller, starting up and replying to the yell with compound interest. Wots to do? Bars or savages  which? Oh! savages I see, he added, rubbing his eyes, as he observed March laughing at him. Ha! lad, dye know theres a sort o critter in other diggins o this here world as they calls a hi-eeno, or somethin o that sort, as can laugh, it can; so youre not the only beast as can do it, dye see!

The camp was now thoroughly roused, and the trappers set about making preparations for a start; but little was said. It is generally the case at early morning  at least among healthy men who have work to do before breakfast in the wilderness  that tongues are disinclined to move. After the first somewhat outrageous and rather unusual burst, no one spoke again, while they carried their goods down to the waters edge, except in a short grumpy way when an order or a remark was needful. In about ten minutes after the utterance of Big Wallers roar, they were in their places in the little red canoe, paddling blithely up the river.

Bertrams place in the canoe was the centre. He was placed there as a passenger, but, not being by any means of a lazy disposition, he relieved all the men by turns, and thus did a good share of the work during the day.

Towards evening the travellers came to a cataract, which effectually barred their further progress, and rendered a portage necessary. Just above the cataract there was a short stretch of comparatively smooth water, in which, however, the current was very strong. Immediately above that there was a rapid of considerable length and strength, which boiled furiously among the rocks, and seemed to be impassable to a canoe. After close inspection of it, however, Redhand and Bounce, who were tacitly recognised as joint leaders of the party, agreed that the canoe could easily enough be hauled up by means of a line. To make a long portage, and so avoid the whole obstruction, was desirable; but the precipitous nature of the banks at that place rendered the carrying of the canoe and goods a work not only of severe labour, but of considerable danger.

The mode of proceeding having been settled, all hands went to work without delay. The goods were carried to the top of the fall, which was about fifteen feet high, then the canoe was shouldered by Waller and Bounce, and soon it floated in a calm eddy near the head of the cataract. Having replaced the cargo, a strong line or rope was fastened to the bows, and Redhand and Bounce proceeded to take their places in the canoe, in order to guide it through the rapid, while the others were engaged in hauling on the track-line.

Stay, cried March Marston as Bounce was stepping in, let me go in the canoe, Bounce. You know well enough that I can manage it; besides, youre a heavy buffalo, and more able to track than I.

Nay, lad, replied Bounce, shaking his head, youll only run the risk o gettin a wet skin  mayhap somethin worse.

Now, thats too bad. Dye think nobody can manage a canoe but yourself? Come, Redhand, do let me go.

Its not safe, boy. The rapid looks bad, and youre not much used to the bow-paddle.

Tut, nonsense, exclaimed March, pushing Bounce aside and stepping into the canoe. Now hold on.

Before the men on the bank of the river were well aware of what the reckless youth was about, he shoved the bow of the canoe off. The instant it passed the still water of the eddy and caught the powerful stream, the light bark darted like an arrow from the bank, and Redhand was obliged to use his paddle with the utmost dexterity, while the men on shore had to haul on the line with all their might, to prevent it being swept over the brink of the fall. In a second, however, the danger was past, and, putting their strength to the track-line, they dragged the canoe slowly but steadily upstream, while Redhand and March guided it past rocks and dangerous eddies. Seeing that the youth used his paddle dexterously, Bounce, after a little thought, resolved to let him encounter the more dangerous rapid above. Redhand silently came to the same conclusion, though he felt uneasy and blamed himself for allowing the ardour of the boy to get the better of him.

March is a bold fellow, observed Bertram, who walked immediately behind Bounce, hauling on the line like the rest.

Bold he is, sir, replied Bounce; an if yed seed him, as I did not many weeks agone, a-ridin on the back of a buffalo bull, yed mayhap say he was more nor that.

Hah! he is mad! cried Gibault, who, although the last in the line of tracksmen, was sharp-eared, and overheard the conversation.

Dont talk, Gibault, interposed Big Waller, you need all the wind in your little carcass, I guess, to enable ye to steam ahead.

Oui, mon dear ami, you is right  I do ver much require all mine steam  mine spirits  for to push such a heavy, useless hulk as you before me.

Heres a steep bit, lads; mind your eye, Hawkswing, said Bounce, as the Indian who led the party began to ascend a steep part of the bank, where the footing was not secure, owing to the loose gravelly nature of the soil.

As they advanced, the path along the bank became narrower, and the cliff itself so precipitous that it seemed as if a jerk on the line would drag the men off and send them rolling down into the flood below, in the midst of which the canoe was buffeting its way through the hissing foam.

Bertram, who was unused to such a position of comparative danger, and whose head was not capable of standing the sight of a precipice descending from his very feet into a roaring stream, began to feel giddy, and would have given the world to return; but he felt ashamed to confess his weakness, and endeavoured, by gazing earnestly into the bank at his side, to steady himself, hoping that the nature of the track would improve as they advanced. Instead of this being the case, it became worse at every step, and the trackers were at length obliged to proceed cautiously along a ledge of rock that barely afforded them foothold. Bertram now felt an almost irresistible desire to turn his head to the left and glance at the river below; yet he knew that if he should do so, he would become utterly unable to advance another yard. While engaged in this struggle it suddenly occurred to him that it was impossible now to turn, no matter how nervous he should become, as the path was too narrow to permit one of the party to pass another! He became deadly pale, and his heart sank at the thought. Little did the hardy trappers think, as they plodded silently along, that such an agonising conflict was going on in the breast of one of their number! A slight groan escaped him in spite of his utmost efforts to restrain himself. Bounce looked back in surprise.

Hey! wots to do, sir?

No matter; lead on  I will follow, said Bertram sternly between his clenched teeth.

Hallo! up there, shouted Redhand, who was at that moment, along with March, exerting his utmost strength in order to keep the canoe off a rock over which the water was bursting in volumes of thick foam; haul away! haul away! were just about up.

The shout attracted Bertrams attention; he turned his eyes involuntarily towards the river. Instantly his brain swam round; he staggered, and would have fallen over the bank, had not Big Waller, who was close behind, observed his situation and caught him by the collar. In doing so he was compelled to let go his hold of the line. The additional strain thus suddenly cast upon Gibault wrenched the line from his grasp with a degree of violence that wellnigh hurled him into the river. Bounce and Hawkswing held on for one moment, but the canoe, having been eased off a little, caught a sweep of the rapid, and went out with a dart that the united strength of the whole party could not have checked. The two men had to let go to save themselves, and in a shorter time than it takes to relate, the canoe went down the river towards the fall, dancing like a cork on the heaving spray, while the old man and the youth stood up in the bow and stern wielding their paddles, now on one side, now on the other, with ceaseless rapidity in their efforts to avoid being dashed to pieces on the rocks.

The sight of this catastrophe, superadded to his already agonised feelings, caused the unhappy artist to swoon. Gibault, on seeing the line let go, turned instantly, and sprang like a deer along the track they had been following; intending to render what assistance he could to his comrades at the foot of the rapid. The others could not follow, because of Big Waller and the artist, who obstructed the path. Seeing this, the powerful Yankee seized Bertram round the waist, and, heaving him on his shoulder as one would swing a child, followed in Gibaults footsteps as fast as he could run.

The distance to the spot whence they had commenced to track the canoe was not great, but before they reached it the frail craft had been shattered against a rock, and was now hurrying, along with the scattered cargo and the two men, towards the fall, to pass over which involved certain destruction.

There is nothing more uncertain, however, than the action of the whirling eddies of a great rapid. True, the general flow of its body of water is almost always the same, but its superficial billows are more variable  now tossing a drifting log to the right, anon to the left, and casting it ashore, or dragging it with fearful violence into the raging current. Although there was only the canoes length between the old trapper and the youth when they were left struggling in the water, they were swept in totally different directions. Redhand was hurled violently into the eddy where the canoe had lain before the ascent was commenced, and was dragged safe to land by his comrades. March Marston, on the other hand, was swept out near to the main current, and would, in a few seconds more, have been carried over the fall, had he not, with wonderful presence of mind and an almost superhuman exertion of muscle, dashed into an eddy which was formed by a rock about fifty yards from the top of the fall. The rock was completely covered with the bursting spray, so that it formed no resting-place, and it, with the partial eddy that tailed away from it, was about twenty yards from the shore, where the trappers stood gazing in horror at their companion as he struggled bravely to maintain his position by swimming; but to cross those twenty yards of gushing water, so as to afford him aid, seemed beyond the power of man.

Men bred in the wilderness are not usually slow to act in cases of danger where action is possible. Each man was revolving in fervid haste every plan that seemed likely to afford succour. Redhands quick eye observed that the rocks at the edge of the fall, on the side of the river on which they stood, projected out so far that a straight line drawn from the eddy to the fall would pass within a yard of them, and that, consequently, if March would push straight across the stream and make vigorously for the bank, he might hit the point of rocks referred to before being carried over.

Down, some of you, he cried, to the point, an be ready to catch him; Ill shout to him what to do.

Big Waller and Gibault darted away. Poor Bertram, having recovered, remained gazing in speechless agony at March, who, having made several fruitless efforts to seize hold of the sunken rock, was evidently growing weaker. Bounce also remained to gaze, as if he had lost all his wonted self-command.

Ho! March! shouted Redhand. Dash into the stream  straight for me  with all yer might; dont be afraid, lad! do it boldly! But March heard not. The rush of water about him deadened all other sounds.

In an instant Bounce started at full speed up the river, plunged into it, and, descending with fearful rapidity, swung round into the eddy behind the stone almost before his companions could divine what he meant to do.

Even in that moment of terrible suspense March Marston looked with an expression of surprise at his friend as he swam up beside him. Bounce did not waste time or words; he merely raised one hand for a second, and, pointing to the bank of the river, cried, Push for it tis your only chance!

March Marston made no reply, but at once obeyed; yet so exhausted was he, that, in the effort, he lost strength and sank. Bounce was prepared for this. He seized him by the hair and struck out with the energy of despair. A moment more and he was within a foot of the brink of the fall  but, also, within a foot of the point of rock on which Big Waller was lying at full length, part of his body overhanging the cataract, his arms extended, and Gibault and Hawkswing holding him firmly by the legs. Bounce caught his comrades hand, and swung close in to the bank, while with the other hand he continued to grasp March by the hair of the head. The force of the current was so great, however, that not one of the party dared move, and it seemed for a moment as if all of them would be lost, when Bertram rushed forward, and, seizing Bounce by the arm, dragged him still nearer the bank, and relieved the strain upon the others. Just then, Redhand came to the rescue, and in another moment the two men were safe upon the land.

Poor Bertram fell upon his knees, and while he thanked God for the deliverance of his companions, sobbed liked a little child.

For some time the trappers spoke little. Accustomed though they were to danger, they were solemnised by the recent narrow escape from sudden death. Perhaps, too, their minds were more deeply affected than usual with a sense of their dependence upon the living God, by the example and the heartfelt, unrestrained thanksgiving of Bertram. But men whose lives are spent in the midst of alarms are not long seriously affected, even by the most solemn events. The trappers quickly recurred to their present circumstances, which were, in truth, of a nature calculated to fill them with anxiety, and cause them to bend the powers of their quick wits and iron energies to the simple consideration of how they were to subsist and how proceed on their journey.

First of all, said Redhand quickly, we must try what we can recover of our odds and ends.

Right, cried Bounce, who was none the worse for his late gallant exertions; the current wont stop for no man; an the bales aint likely to stem it o their own accord till were ready to look for em.

Saying this, he set off down the river at a run, followed by all the others, including March, who, after wringing the water from his garments, and resting a few minutes, felt as well and strong as ever. But, alas! their losses were grievous and irreparable. Their little bundles of spare clothing and trinkets for trading with, or conciliating, the Indians, were indeed saved, but their guns and all their ammunition were gone. All that remained to them of the latter were the few charges of powder in the horns suspended round their necks, and a few slugs and bullets in their pouches. The only firearms left were Bertrams cavalry pistols.

As for the canoe, it was smashed so thoroughly, that only a very few shreds of bark were cast up on the shore; but entangled with these shreds they were happy to find several of their steel traps  a most fortunate circumstance, as it held out hopes that they might still be enabled to prosecute to some extent the main object of their expedition.

As each man had been in the habit of carrying his axe and knife in his belt, those indispensable implements of the backwoodsman were saved; but the loss of guns and ammunition was a very severe misfortune, and one which, for at least half an hour after every attempt to recover them had failed, cast a damp over the spirits of the whole party. But these men had neither time nor inclination to hang down their heads and sigh. Big Waller, being a careless individual by nature, was the first to regain somewhat of his wonted tone and manner. Sitting on a grassy knoll, on which all the party had been resting for some time after their fruitless exertions, in moody silence, Waller looked up suddenly and said, Whos afraid?

As no one happened at that moment to be exhibiting symptoms of terror, and there was no apparent cause for fear, the question seemed irrelevant. We therefore conclude that the bold Yankee meant by it to imply that he, at least, was not afraid of circumstances, no matter how disastrous or heartrending they might be. Having said this, he looked at the faces of his companions one by one. The last face he looked at was that of Gibault Noir, and it wore such a lugubrious aspect of hopeless melancholy that Big Waller burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, and Bounce, without knowing why, joined him.

Well, its of no use looking blue about it, said March Marston, making an effort to cheer up; the question to be settled now is, Whats to be done?

Ay, that is the question, observed Bertram gravely.

Wall now, that bein the kee-westion, said Waller, whose a-goin to answer it? Theres a chance now, lads; but dont all speak at once.

Right; thats wot it is, observed Bounce, nodding; thats the feelosophy on it. When a fellers turned upside down, wots he a-goin to do nixt? You cant put no other construction on it in this here wurld.

Redhand, who had been ruminating abstractedly for some minutes, now looked round on his comrades and said  

Heres a plan for you, lads. That outrageous villain the Big Snake lives, for the most part, in a pretty little spot just three days march from this place. He stole, as ye all know, the horses belongin to Mr Bertrams party. Well, I propose that we shud go an call on him, an make him stand an re-deliver. What say you?

Agreed, cried Waller, tossing his cap into the air. Hurrah! shouted March Marston. In one way or another, each gave his consent to the plan of making a descent upon the robbers and causing them to make restitution.

The plans of backwoodsmen, once formed, are always quickly put in execution. They had no arrangements to make, no portmanteaus to pack, no difficulties in the way to overcome. Each man strapped a portion of the remaining property on his broad shoulders, and, pushing into the forest with vigorous strides, they were soon far from the spot where their late disaster had occurred, and gradually drew near to the wild glens and gorges of the Rocky Mountains.




Chapter Seven.

A wolfish Way of killing Buffaloes described  Bounce becomes metaphysical on the Fine Arts  Butchering enlarged on  A glorious Feast, and Sketching under Difficulties.

One of the ancient poets has said that wandering through the wild woods is a pleasant thing. At least, if one of them has not said that, he ought to have said it, and, certainly, many of them must have thought it, whether they said it or not. Undoubtedly, if future historians record faithfully all that has been said and written from the commencement of time to the period in which they flourish, they will embalm the fact that at least one prose writer of the present day has enunciated that incontrovertible proposition.

But we go a step further. We assert positively that wandering through the wild woods is a healthy as well as a pleasant sort of thing. The free air of the mountains and prairies is renovating, the perfumes of the forests are salubrious; while the constantly recurring necessity for leaping and scrambling is good for the muscles, and the occasional tripping over roots, tumbling into holes, scratching ones face and banging ones shins and toes against stumps, are good for  though somewhat trying to  the temper.

Further still  we affirm that wandering through the wild woods is a funny thing. Any one who had observed our friends March Marston, and Redhand, and Bounce, and Big Waller, and Black Gibault, the trappers, and Bertram the artist, and Hawkswing the Indian, one beautiful afternoon, not long after the day on which they lost their canoe, would have admitted, without hesitation, that wandering through the wild woods was, among other things, a funny thing.

On the beautiful afternoon referred to, the first six individuals above named were huddled together in a promiscuous heap, behind a small bush, in such a confused way that an ignorant spectator might have supposed that Bounces head belonged to Big Wallers body, and the artists shoulders to Redhands head, and their respective legs and arms to no one individually, but to all collectively, in a miscellaneous sort of way. The fact was that the bush behind which they were huddled was almost too small to conceal them all, and, being a solitary bush in the midst of a little plain of about a half a mile in extent, they had to make the most of it and the least of themselves. It would have been a refreshing sight for a moralist to have witnessed this instance of man  whose natural tendency is to try to look big  thus voluntarily endeavouring to look as small as possible!

This bundle of humanity was staring through the bush, with, as the saying is, all its eyes, that is, with six pairs of  or twelve individual  eyes; and they were staring at a wolf  an enormous wolf  that was slowly walking away from the bush behind which they were ensconced! It was a very singular wolf indeed  one that was well calculated to excite surprise in the breast even of trappers. There was something radically wrong with that wolf, especially about the legs. Its ears and head were all right, and it had a tail, a very good tail for a wolf; but there was a strange unaccountable lump under its neck, and its fore legs bent the wrong way at the knees, and it seemed to have long feet trailing behind its hind legs, besides being otherwise misshapen. The mystery is explained when we state that this wolf was none other than Hawkswing, down on his hands and knees, with a wolf-skin over his back, and Bertrams blunderbuss-pistol in his hand. He was creeping cautiously towards a herd of six or seven buffaloes that chanced to be feeding quietly there, quite unconscious of the near proximity of so dangerous an enemy.

I hope the old pistol wont miss fire, whispered Redhand, as he observed that the wolf paused, evidently for the purpose of examining the priming.

I hope, added Bounce, that the Injun wont miss his aim. He bent used to pistols.

Never fear, said March with a quiet grin. If he aims within a yard o the brute hes sure to hit, for I loaded the old blunderbuss myself, an its crammed nigh to the muzzle with all sorts o things, includin stones.

At this Big Waller stared, and said emphatically, Itll bust! Bertram felt and looked uneasy, but Bounce shook his head.

Them old things, said he, never bust. Ive been forty years, off an on, in these parts, an Ive always obsarved that old irons o that sort dont bust; cause why? theyd ha busted wen they wos new, if theyd bin goin to bust at all. The fact is, they cant bust. Theyre too useless even for that.

How comes it, inquired Bertram, that the buffaloes are not afraid of a wolf? I have been led to understand that wolves are the inveterate enemies of buffaloes, and that they often attack them.

To this question March, whose head was in close proximity to that of the artist, replied  

Ay, the sneakin brutes will attack a single wounded or worn-out old buffalo, when it falls behind the herd, and when there are lots o their low-minded comrades along with em; but the buffaloes dont care a straw for a single wolf, as ye may see now if ye pay attention to what Hawkswings doin.

Bertram became silent on observing that the Indian had approached to within about pistol range of the buffalo without attracting particular attention, and that he was in the act of taking aim at its shoulder. Immediately a sharp click caused the buffalo to look up, and apprised the onlookers that the faithless weapon had missed fire; again Hawkswing pulled the trigger and with a like result. By this time the buffalo, having become alarmed, started off at a run. Once more the click was heard; then the wolf, rising on its hind legs, coolly walked backed to its comrades behind the bush, while the herd of buffaloes galloped furiously away.

The Indian solemnly stalked up to Bertram and presented the pistol to him with such an expression of grave contempt on his countenance that March Marston burst into an irresistible fit of laughter, thereby relieving his own feelings and giving, as it were, direction to those of the others, most of whom were in the unpleasant condition of being undecided whether to laugh or cry.

To miss a buffalo was not indeed a new, or, in ordinary circumstances, a severe misfortune; but to miss one after having been three days without food, with the exception of a little unpalatable wolfs flesh, was not an agreeable, much less an amusing, incident.

Ill tell ye wot it is, said Bounce, slapping his thigh violently and emphasising his words as if to imply that nobody had ever told anybody wot anything wos since the world began up to that time, Ill tell ye wot it is, I wont stand this sort o thing no longer.

It is most unfortunate, sighed poor Bertram, who thoroughly identified himself with his pistol, and felt as much ashamed of it as if the fault had been his own.

Wall, lads, observed Big Waller, drawing forth his pipe as the only source of comfort in these trying circumstances, and filling it with scrupulous care, it aint of no use gettin growowly about it, I guess. There air more buffaloes than them wots gone; mayhap well splinicate one before we gits more waspisher.

It may, perhaps, be necessary to explain that Wallers last word referred to the unusually small waists of the party, the result of a pretty long fast.

Ill tell ye what it is, said March, advancing towards Bounce with a swagger and drawing his hunting-knife, I quite agree with Wallers sentiments. I dont mean to allow myself to get any more waspisher, so I vote that we cut Bounce up and have a feed. What say you, comrades?

All right, replied Bounce, laying bare his broad chest as if to receive the knife, only, praps, yell allow me to eat the first slice off myself afore ye begin, cause I couldnt well have my share afterwards, dye see? But, now I think ont, Id be rather a tough morsel. Young meats ginrally thought the tenderest. Wot say ye to cuttin up March first, an tryin me nixt?

If youll only wait, lads, said Redhand, till Mr Bertram gits a new flint into his pistol, well shoot the victim instead o cutting him up. Itll be quicker, you know.

Hah! non, cried Gibault, leaping a few inches off the ground, under the impulse of a new idea, I vill show to you vat ve vill do. Ve vill each cot hoff von finger. Redhand, he vill begin vid de thomb, et so on till it come to me, and I vill cot hoff mine leetle finger. Each vill devour the finger of de oder, an sove shall have von dinner vidout committing mordor  ha! vat say you?

As Bertram had by this time arranged the lock of his pistol and reprimed it, the hungry travellers resumed their weary march without coming to a decision upon this delicate point.

It had happened that, during the last few days, the land over which they travelled being somewhat barren, small game had become scarce, and the large game could not be approached near enough to be shot with such weapons as the artists antiquated pistols; and as the party possessed nothing better in the shape of a projectile, they had failed to procure supplies. They had now, however, again reached a rich country, and had succeeded in trapping a large wolf, under the skin of which Hawkswing had made, as we have seen, an unsuccessful effort to shoot a buffalo. Soon after this failure the party came to a ridge of gravelly soil that stretched across the plain like a wave.

The plain, or small prairie, to which we refer was in the midst of a most lovely scene. The earth was carpeted with rich green grass, in which the wild flowers nestled like gems. The ground was undulating, yet so varied in its formations that the waves and mounds did not prevent the eyes of the travellers ranging over a vast tract of country, even when they were down among the hollows; and, when they had ascended the backs of the ridges, they could cast a wide glance over a scene of mingled plain and wood, lake and river, such as is never seen except in earths remotest wilds, where man has not attempted to adorn the face of nature with the exuberances of his own wonderful invention.

Far away on the horizon the jagged forms and snowy peaks of the Rocky Mountains rose clear and sharp against the sky. For some days past the trappers had sighted this stupendous backbone of the far west, yet so slowly did they draw near that March Marston and Bertram, in their impatience, almost believed they were a range of phantom hills, which ever receded from them as they advanced.

On reaching the summit of the gravelly ridge, Redhand looked along it with an earnest, searching gaze.

Wots ado now? inquired Bounce.

There ought to be prairie-hens here, replied the other.

Oh! do stand still, just as you are, men! cried Bertram enthusiastically, flopping down on a stone and drawing forth his sketch-book, youll make such a capital foreground.

The trappers smiled and took out their pipes, having now learned from experience that smoking was not detrimental to a sketch  rather the reverse.

Cut away, Gibault, said Bounce, an take a look at the edge o yon bluff o poplars and willows. Ive obsarved that prairie-hens is fond o sich places. Youll not be missed out o the pictur, bein only a small objict, dye see, besides an ogly one.

The jovial Canadian acknowledged the compliment with a smile and obeyed the command, leaving his companions to smoke their pipes and gaze with quiet complacency upon the magnificent scene. Doubtless, much of their satisfaction resulted from the soothing influence of tobacco on their empty stomachs.

I say, whispered Waller, removing his pipe and puffing from his lips a large cloud of smoke, which rolled upwards in the form of a white ring, I say, Bounce, I guess its past my comprehension what he means by a foreground. How does we make a capital foreground?

Bounce looked at his companion in silence for a few seconds; then he removed his pipe, pursed his lips, frowned heavily, looked at the ground, and repeated slowly, How does we make a capital foreground?

Waller nodded.

Ay, thats it. Bounce resumed his pipe for a few seconds, and then said with an air of the utmost profundity  

Dont you know?

No, I dont.

Wot? Nothin about it wotiver?

Nothin wotsomdiver.

Hm, thats okard, said Bounce, once more applying to his pipe; cause, dye see, its most orrible difficult to explain a thing to a feller as dont know nothin wotiver about it. If ye only had the smallest guess o

Wall, come, I does know somethin about it, interrupted Waller.

Wots that? inquired Bounce, brightening up.

I calclate that I knows for certain it aint got no place wotiver in my onderstandin.

Hah! exclaimed Bounce. Come, then, Ill do my best for to explain it tye. Heres wot it is. Dye see Mr Bertram, there?

Yes, I does.

An dye see yerself?

Wall, I does, replied Waller, looking complacently down at his huge limbs.

Good; then dye see the ground over there? continued Bounce, pointing with his pipe to the Rocky Mountains.

Waller nodded.

Now then, said Bounce, in those deep earnest tones with which men usually attempt to probe the marrow of some desperately knotty question; now, then, when Mr Bertrams a drawin of, an tries to look at the ground over there, you an me comes before the ground, dye see; an so were, as ye may say, before-grounds. But men wot studies human natur an langwidges, dye see, comes for to know that words is always gittin onnecessary bits chopped off em  sometimes at one end, sometimes at tother. So they tuck off the B, dye see, an made it foreground, and thats how we come to be foregrounds.

Oh! said Waller, with the vacant air of a man who feels himself as wise at the termination as he was at the beginning of an explanation.

Yes, resumed Bounce, thats how it is. I must confess, for my part, that I dont xactly see the advantage o us in that light. I should ha thought it would ha bin better to make us stand to one side, dye see, and let him see how the land lies. But theres no accountin for taste in this wurld  Ive obsarved that, iver since I was three fut two.

Having delivered himself of this graphic exposition of an abstruse subject, Bounce relapsed into silence, and the whole party continued for some minutes in a profound reverie. From this felicitous condition they were awakened by the sudden appearance of Black Gibault, who darted out of the poplar bluff and made towards them at the top of his speed. He uttered no cry, but, on coming near enough to permit of his features being clearly seen, it was observed that his eyes were eagerly wide open, and that his mouth was engaged in the formation of words. A second or two more, and he was near enough to be heard uttering the word buffaloes in a hoarse whisper.

Ho! boy, wot ist? cried Bounce in an equally hoarse whisper.

Ba  buffaloes, hah! buffaloes, cried Gibault, panting violently as he came up; Where be de leetle gun? He! Monsieur Bertram, out vid it.

Where saw ye them? asked Redhand, seizing the two pistols, and examining the priming.

Jist oder side of de bluff. Ver close to de bushes. Queek! queek! vite! mon garçon, you is so drefful slow.

The latter part of this sentence was addressed to Hawkswing, who was quietly putting on his wolf-skin. Although too slow for the hasty spirit of Gibault, the Indian was quick enough for all useful purposes. In three minutes he was in the clump of poplar trees behind which the buffaloes were reported to be feeding, and in another minute he was out upon the plain creeping towards his victims, while the rest of the party were again huddled together behind a bush, looking on with deep interest and breathless attention.

Gradually and slowly the Indian crept towards the buffaloes, pausing and snuffing about from time to time as if he were a veritable wolf in search of something to eat. At last he had approached near enough to the herd to attract their attention, but scarcely near enough to make sure of bringing one down. The huge unwieldy creatures looked up inquiringly for a moment, but, seeing only a solitary enemy, they scorned to take further notice of him, and went on feeding.

Hawkswing paused within a few yards of the side of a fat sleek animal, and slowly raised his pistol. The trappers held their breath, and Bertram uttered a low groan of anxiety. One moment more and a white puff was followed by a loud crack, and a bellow, as the horror-stricken buffaloes tossed up their heels and fled wildly from the spot, leaving one of their number in the agonies of death upon the plain.

The knife of the Indian hastened its end, and with a rush and a yell of delight the whole party fell upon the luckless animal.

It was a wonderful sight to see, the way in which these experienced men flayed and cut up that buffalo! Hawkswing, without taking time to remove his wolf-skin covering, commenced upon the head and speedily cut out the tongue  a more difficult operation than inexperienced persons would suppose. Redhand and Bounce began at the shoulders, and Big Waller and Gibault fell to work upon the flanks. March Marston seized his axe, and hastening into the bluff felled a dead pine and kindled a fire. As for Bertram, he sat down to sketch the whole with a degree of prompt facility and gusto, that showed the habit had become second nature to him.

The way in which these men wielded their bloody knives, flayed and sliced, dismembered and divided that buffalo, is past belief  almost beyond description. Each man threw off his capote and tucked up his shirt-sleeves to the elbows, and very soon each had on a pair of bright red gauntlets. And the bloody appearance of Hawkswings mouth proved that he had been anticipating the feast with a few tit-bits raw. The others were more patient.

In very nearly as short a time as it takes to tell, the buffalo was converted into a mass of fragments that were powerfully suggestive of a butchers shop, and the trappers adjourned to a neighbouring rivulet to wash their hands and arms.

Now, Ill tell ye wot it is, observed Bounce while thus engaged, I means for to have a most awful blow out, and then go to sleep for four-and-twenty hours on end.

Ditto, remarked Big Waller with a nod; to which old Redhand replied with a chuckle.

An who be go to vatch, tink you? inquired Gibault, as they all returned to the camp. Perhaps de Injuns look out for us  vat den?

Ah ye may well ask that, Gibault, said Redhand; the fact is Ive been thinkin that now were drawin near to enemies we must begin to keep better watch at night, and to burn small fires o dry wood, lest the smoke should tell a tale upon us.

Oh, dont talk bam, old feller, said Waller; I guess well have watchin enough wen we gits into the mountains. Lets take it easy here.

Well have one good blow out to-night, anyhow, cried March Marston, heaving a fresh pile of logs on the already roaring fire. Now, Mr Bertram, do give up your scratchin to-night, and lets see what you can do in the eatin way. Im sure youve fasted long enough, at least for the good o your health.

The poor artist had indeed fasted long enough to give to his naturally thin and lank figure a thread-papery appearance that might have suggested the idea that he was evaporating. He smiled good-humouredly when March Marston, who had now become rather familiar with him, shut up his sketch-book and set him forcibly down before the fire, all round which steaks and hunks of meat were roasting and grilling, and sending forth an odour that would have rendered less hungry men impatient of delay. But they had not to wait long. Each man sat before his respective steak or hunk, gazing eagerly, as, skewered on the end of a splinter of wood, his supper roasted hissingly. When the side next the fire was partially cooked, he turned it round and fell to work upon that while the other side was roasting  thus the cooking and the eating went on together.

After a considerable time symptoms of satiety began to appear, in the shape of an occasional remark. Soon Bounce uttered a deep sigh, and announced his belief that, having taken the edge off his appetite, it was time to begin with the marrow-bones. Thereupon, with the marrow-bones he began, and his example was quickly followed by his companions. There was a business-like steadiness of purpose in the way in which that meal was eaten, and in the whole of the procedure connected with it, that would have been highly diverting to a disinterested spectator.

When the feast was concluded, the pipes made their appearance as a matter of course; and when these were lighted, and in full blast, the trappers found leisure to look round upon each others faces with expressions of benignity.

Dat be a monstrobolly goot supper, remarked Gibault Noir. Gibault spoke with an effort. It was quite plain that moderation was a virtue that he did not possess in a high degree  at least, not on the present occasion.

Youll need a monstrobolly good sleep arter it, observed Bounce quietly.

You will, jist, said Waller; an so will this coon, I cal

Big Waller was going to have calculated, according to custom; but sleepiness overpowered him at the moment, and he terminated the word with a yawn of such ferocity that it drew from Redhand a remark of doubt as to whether his jaws could stand such treatment long.

Every member of that party seemed to be quite contented and amiable, but no one showed much inclination to talk, and ere many minutes had passed, half their number were under their blankets, their heads pillowed on their bundles and their eyes sealed in sleep. A few minutes later, and Big Waller, sinking into a very sprawling and reckless posture, with his back against the stem of a large cotton-tree, dropped into a state of slumber with his pipe hanging gracefully from his lips.

This seemed so picturesque to Theodore Bertram, who sat immediately opposite to the Yankee, on the other side of the fire, that he pulled out his sketch-book and began enthusiastically to sketch by the flickering light. While he was thus occupied, the others lay down, one by one, and he was left, at last, the only waking member of the camp.

But Theodore Bertram was human, and this is tantamount to saying that he was not capable of ignoring the somnolent influences of human nature. To his own extreme surprise his head fell forward with an abrupt nod while he was engaged in the act of depicting Big Wallers nose, and he found, on resuming work, with an imbecile smile at what he deemed his weakness, that that member of the Yankees face was at least two feet long, and was formed after the pattern of a somewhat irregular Bologna sausage. Indiarubber quickly put this to rights, however, and he set to again with renewed zeal. Throwing back his head, and looking up as if for inspiration, his wide-awake fell off, and it required a sudden and powerful effort to prevent his head and shoulders falling in the same direction.

Having replaced his hat and shaken himself a little, the persevering man once more applied himself to his task of finishing the Yankees portrait, which, to say truth, now presented a variety of jagged and picturesque outlines, that savoured more of caricature than anything Bertram had ever yet accomplished. For some time the pencil moved upon the paper pretty steadily, and the artist was beginning to congratulate himself on his success, when, to his horror, he observed that the tree against which the Yankee leaned was in the act of falling over to the right. The same instant he received a shock upon the left side, and awoke to find that he had fallen heavily upon poor Gibaults breast, and that Waller and his tree were in statu quo. But Gibault cared not; he was too deeply intent upon sleeping to mind such trifles.

Bertram smiled meekly as he resumed his sitting posture; but the smile faded and was replaced by a gaze of mute astonishment as he observed that he had depicted Wallers right eye upon his chin, close beneath his nose! There seemed to be some sort of magic here, and he felt disposed to regard the thing in the light of some serious optical illusion, when, on closer inspection, he discovered Wallers mouth drawn altogether beyond the circle of his countenance, a foot or so above his head, on the stem of the tree against which he leaned. This changed the current of his thoughts and led him to believe that he must be dreaming, under which impression he fell back and went to sleep.

Of course, Bertram recollected nothing after that; but when Gibault awoke next morning, he found him lying on his back, with his feet in the ashes of the extinct fire, his tall brigandish wide-awake perfectly flat beneath his shoulders, and his sketch-book lying open across his face.




Chapter Eight.

A Cache discovered  Bertram becomes valorous  Failure follows, and a brief Skirmish, Flight, and Separation are the Results.

The sun was high, scattering the golden clouds in the bright sky, gilding the hilltops, flooding the plains, vivifying vegetable life, and gladdening the whole animal creation, when, on the following morning, our wearied trappers raised their heads and began to think of breakfast.

To do these trappers justice, however, we must add that their looks, when they became wide enough awake to take full cognisance of the scenery, indicated the presence of thoughts and emotions of a more elevated character, though, from the nature of their training from infancy, they wanted words to express their feelings.

It was otherwise with Bertram and March Marston. Their exclamations, the instant they arose, showed that both their hearts were keenly alive to the good and the beautiful which surrounded them  and their tongues were not altogether incapable of uttering the praise of Him who clothes so gorgeously the lovely earth and peoples it with millions of happy creatures  yes, happy creatures, for, despite the existence of death and sin and sorrow everywhere, and the croaking of misanthropes, there is much, very much, of pure, overflowing happiness here below.

Come, March  Mr Bertram, time presses, said Redhand, interrupting the two friends in the midst of earnest conversation; weve got a long day before us, and, mayhap, a fight with redskins at the end ot, so it behoves us to make a good breakfast and set off as soon as we can. Were late enough already.

Ah, Redhand! exclaimed March, youre a terrible fellow for duty an business, an all that sort o thing. Its always time to be off, or time to think o this or that, or we mustnt put off, with you. Why wont ye let us take a breathin spell once in a way to enjoy ourselves, eh?

The old man pointed to the sun. Youve enjoyed yourself late enough to-day, hant ye?

Come, March, youre in a fault-finding humour this morning, said Bertram as they walked towards the camp. Lets enjoy ourselves in spite of circumstances. Do you know, I hold it to be exceedingly wise as well as philosophical, to make the best of things at all times.

Do you? exclaimed March in a tone of affected surprise; now thats odd. You must be a real clever fellow to have made up your mind on that point. But somehow or other Im inclined to think that most o the trappers hereabouts are as wise as yourself on it, though, mayhap, they dont say it just in the same words. Theres Waller, now, as ll tell ye that when he cant help it he guesses hell jist grin an bear it. And theres an old Irish trapper thats bin in the mountains nigh forty years now, and whos alive at this day  if he beant dead  that used to say to himself when ill luck came upon him, Now, Terence, be aisy, boy; an av ye cant be aisy, be as aisy as ye can. So you see, Mr Bertram, we have got a few sparks of wisdom in these diggins.

Now, then, stop yer feelosophy, cried Bounce, hitching his shoulders so as to induce his light load to take up a more accommodating position. Ye didnt use to be a slow feller, March; wots to do? Ye aint a-goin to cave in cause were gettin nigh the redskins, are ye?

To this March deigned no reply, but, swinging his bundle over his shoulder, set off at a pace that speedily left his laughing comrades far behind. When, in the course of an hour after, they overtook him, he was discovered lying flat on his back, with his head resting on his bundle, and smoking his pipe with an air of perfect satisfaction.

During the course of that day the trappers walked about thirty miles. Towards the afternoon they came to a large river, along the banks of which they pursued their way, led by Redhand, who seemed as familiar with the country as if he had dwelt there from infancy. The old trappers kindly visage was lighted up with a smile of recognition, ever and anon, when some new and striking feature of the landscape opened up to view, as if he had met with and were greeting some personal friend. He spoke occasionally in a low tone to March, who usually kept close to his side, and pointed to spots which were associated in his memory with adventures of various kinds. But Redhands observations were few. He preferred to listen to the conversations of his comrades, as they plodded steadily along, enlivening their march with many an anecdote and legend.

At last Redhand called a halt, and gazed inquiringly around him, as if in search of some object.

Wots up? inquired Bounce earnestly.

It was hereabouts, somewhere, muttered Redhand, to himself rather than to his friend; then added quickly, as he threw down his pack, Ay, there it is  never touched. Now thats what I call luck.

Wots luck? inquired Waller.

Ah, dat is de keevestion, added Gibault with a look of surprise.

You must know, lads, said Redhand, turning to his comrades, who observed his movements with considerable astonishment; you must know, lads, there was an old chap who once trapped beavers up in them parts

Oh! its a hanikdot, interrupted Big Waller; then I guess wed as well sot down. So saying, he seated himself on his bundle and, as a matter of course, proceeded to fill his pipe. The others followed his example, with the exception of Redhand, who remained standing, and of Bertram, who quickly opened his sketch-book, that being the first opportunity he had enjoyed during the day of making an entry therein.

Right, exclaimed Bounce. Its allers more feelosophical to sot than to stand  also more ekornomical, cause it saves yer moccasins. Go on with yer story, old man.

It aint a story, said Redhand; nor I dont think it can even be called an anecdote. Well, this old chap that once trapped beaver in them parts came down to Pine Point settlement one year with a load o furs, sold em all off, took a ragin fever, and died. Redhand paused, and gazed dreamily at the ground.

I say, observed Bounce seriously, aint that wot ye may call raither a short hanikdot  not much in it, eh?

But before he died, resumed Redhand without noticing the interruption, he sent for me an said: Redhand, Im goin onder, an Ive got some property as I dont want lost. Ye know Beaver Creek? Yes, says I, every fut of it. Well, then, says he, theres a spot there with three mounds on the right side o the Creek and a tall poplar in front of em. I know it, says I. Well, wen I last come from that part, says he, I made a cache at the foot o that poplar, an put one or two things in, which it ud be a pity to lose  so I give em to you, Redhand. I was chased by Injuns at the place, so I couldnt stop to bring em away, dye see? An what were the things ye put there? said I. But he gave me no answer; his mind began to wander, and he never spoke sense again. Now, lads, this is Beaver Creek, and there stands the poplar in front o the three mounds.

Redhand pointed to the tree as he spoke, and the others started up with alacrity, for the little touch of romance connected with the incident, combined with their comparatively destitute condition, and their ignorance of what the concealed treasure might be, powerfully stirred their curiosity.

Arming themselves with strong staves, they began to dig away the earth at the roots of the poplar.

After a few minutes hard work, Bounce rose to wipe the perspiration from his brow, and said  

Wot for didnt ye tell us o this before, Redhand?

Because I wasnt sure the cache might not have bin discovered long ago, and I didnt want to risk disappointin ye.

Hallo! heres somethin, exclaimed Big Waller, as the point of the stake with which he tore up the earth struck against some hard substance.

Have a care, boy, cried Bounce, stooping down and clearing away the earth with his hands. Praps its easy broken. No  why  its a keg!

So it am, cried Gibault; praps it am poudre.

At this moment Big Waller and Bounce gave the keg a violent tug and disentombed it, an operation which proved Gibaults surmise to be wrong, for the shake showed that the contents were liquid. In a moment the plug was driven in, and Bounce, putting his nose to the hole, inhaled the result. He drew back with a look of surprise, and said  

Brandy!

Ha! here is one oder ting, cried Gibault, laying hold of a bundle and dragging it to light. Vat can dis be?

The question was soon answered; the string was cut, the leathern cover unrolled, and a considerable quantity of tobacco was disclosed to the view of the trappers, whose looks showed pretty clearly that this latter discovery was much more agreeable than the former.

After digging deep all round the tree, they came to the conclusion that this was all that the cache contained.

Now, said Bounce, after some talk in reference to their newly-found treasure, wots to be done with dis here keg o brandy? As for the baccy, well carry that along with us, of course, an if Master Redhands a liberal feller, well help him to smoke it. But the brandy kegs heavy, an to say truth, Im not much inclined for it. I never wos fond o fire-water.

If youd allow me, friends, to suggest, said Bertram, whose experience among trappers in other regions had convinced him that spirits was a most undesirable commodity, I would recommend that you should throw this brandy away. I never saw good come of it. We do not require it for health, neither do we for sickness. Let us throw it away, my friends; it is a dangerous and deceitful foe.

Mais, monsieur, interposed Gibault with a rueful countenance; you speak de trooth; but though hims be dangereux an ver bad for drink oftin, yet ven it be cold vedder, it doo varm de cokils of de hart!

Big Waller laughed vociferously at this. I guess Gibaults right, said he, it ud be a powerful shame to fling it away.

Well, lads, said Redhand, its evident that we cant drink it just now, for it would unsteady our hands for the work we have to do this night. Its also clear we cant carry it with us on a war expedition; so I propose that we should put it where we found it an come back for it when weve done wi the redskins.

This plan was finally agreed to; the keg was reburied at the foot of the poplar, and the party continued their journey, carrying the much-prized tobacco along with them.

The sun was still blazing above the mountains in the west, tingeing their snowy spires with rosy red, when the trappers came upon the first indication of the neighbourhood of Indians in the shape of recent footprints and cuttings in the woods. A large canoe was also found lying bottom up on the bank of the creek. This Redhand examined, and found it to be in good condition, although, from the marks in the vicinity, it was evident that it had not been recently used.

Men who spend their lives in the backwoods of America are celebrated for the closeness with which they observe every object and circumstance which happens to pass within the range of their perceptions. This habit and acuteness of observation is the result of necessity. The trapper and the Red Indian are alike dependent very much on this faculty for their sustenance and for their safety. Surrounded as they are by perils of every kind, their eyes and ears are constantly on the alert, as they pass through the pathless wilderness on the hunt or on the war trail. No object within the range of vision is passed with indifference. Everything is carefully yet quickly noted  the breaking of a twig, the crushing of a blade of grass, or the footprint of man or beast. Hence the backwoodsman acquires the habit of turning all things in his path to account, or notes them in case they should, by any possibility, be required by him at a future time.

Redhand had no definite object in view when, with the assistance of March Marston, he lifted the canoe and placed it in the stream to ascertain that it was water-tight, and then replaced it on the bank with the paddles close beside it. But he had a general idea, founded on experience, that a good canoe was a useful thing in many supposable circumstances, and that it was as well to know where such an article was to be found.

We shall have to go cautiously now, said he before resuming the march. The Injuns are not far off, as ye may see by yonder thin line o smoke that rises above the trees on the mountain side. If they are the men we seek, theyre sharp as foxes, so well have to step like the painter.

Bertram looked up quickly at the last word; then he smiled the next moment, as he remembered that the panther was thus styled by trappers.

Proceeding cautiously forward in single file, they at length gained a spot beyond which they could not advance without running the risk of being discovered. Here another halt was made, and here it was agreed that Redhand should advance alone, near enough to ascertain whether the Indians, whose camp they were approaching, were actually the scamps who had robbed Bertram of his horses. The old trapper was about to set forward when Bertram stopped him.

Methinks, old man, said he, it were well that I should accompany you on this expedition, which I foresee is one of no little danger; and as the danger is encountered chiefly on my account, it seems to me right and fitting that I should share it along with you. Besides, two are better than one in a struggle, whether mental or physical.

Redhand looked a little perplexed. He did not like to tell the poor artist that he was totally unfit to make a stealthy approach to an Indian camp, yet he felt that the danger of failure would be increased tenfold if he allowed him to make the attempt; but Bertram pleaded so earnestly, and withal so resolutely, that he at length consented, on condition of his doing nothing but what he was desired to do, and keeping as quiet as a mouse. This the artist promised to do, and the two accordingly set forth, armed with their knives and the two pistols. Bertram also carried his sword. The rest of the party were to remain in ambush until the return of the others.

During the first part of their advance through the wood Bertram trod as softly and carefully as an Indian, and watched every motion of his companion, who led him down into a ravine which conducted them to within a few hundred yards of the camp. From the absence of such noises as the barking of dogs and shouts of children, the old trapper conjectured that this must be either a party of trappers or a war-party of Indians. A few minutes creeping on hands and knees through the underwood brought them to a spot whence the camp could be seen, and showed that in the latter conjecture he was right. The red warriors, forty in number, were seated in a circle round their watch-fire smoking their tomahawks in moody silence.

To the eye of Bertram they all seemed to be lost in dreamy reverie, but Redhand observed, with a feeling of anxiety, that he who seemed to be their chief sat in that peculiar attitude which indicates intense attention. Laying his hand on Bertrams shoulder, the old man said in the faintest possible whisper  

Yonder sits the thief, ant he?

Bertram at once recognised in the chief of the band before him Big Snake, the Indian who had stolen his horses and property; so he nodded his head violently, and looked excited, but wisely refrained from speech, lest his voice should be overheard.

Redhand shook his head. The thief, said he in a tone that was scarcely audible, has heard us; I see by his face that he suspects he has heard something, and he knows that it was not the falling of a leaf. If we break a twig now were done for.

Redhand meant this to be a salutary caution to his companion, which would ensure a noiseless retreat. To men of his own stamp it would have been useful, but he little knew the peculiar temperament of his friend; the mere idea of the success of the whole expedition depending upon his extreme care unhinged the nerves of the poor artist, who, although absolutely a brave man, in the true sense of the term, could no more control his nervous system than he could perform an Indian war-dance. He could have rushed single-handed on the whole body of warriors with ease, but he could not creep among the dry twigs that strewed the ground without trembling like an aspen leaf lest he should break one.

It is wonderful, however, what necessity will enable men to do. Bertram did creep after his friend, back towards the spot where the rest of his party lay, as softly and noiselessly as if he had been bred to the work from infancy. On regaining the edge of the ravine, they rose and advanced in a crouching posture. Then Bertram sighed and felt that imminent danger was over. Alas! that feeling of partial security cost him dear. The step that succeeded the sigh was a careless one. His foot caught in a projecting root, and next moment he went headforemost into the centre of a decayed bush with a crackling crash that was absolutely appalling in the circumstances.

Redhand cast upon the luckless man one glance of horror, and, uttering the words, Run for your life! dashed down the bank, and coursed along the bottom like a hare. At the same moment that terrific yell, which has so often chilled the hearts blood of men and women in those western wilds, rang through the forest, telling that they were discovered, and that the Indians were in pursuit.

Bertram kept close to the heels of the old trapper at first, but before he had run fifty yards he tripped and fell again. On attempting to rise he was seized and thrown violently to the ground by an Indian warrior. Looking back and observing this, Redhand turned at once, like a hare doubling on its course, and rushed to the rescue; but before he reached his friend he was surrounded by a dozen yelling Indians. At the foremost of these he levelled his pistol, but the faithless weapon missed fire, and he was in the act of hurling it at his adversary, when a blow from behind felled him to the ground.

While this was going on, the trappers were bounding to the succour of their comrades. When they came to the field of action and saw neither of their friends (for they had been borne swiftly away), and beheld an overwhelming band of armed savages rushing towards them, they at once perceived that strength or courage could avail them nothing in such an unequal conflict; so they turned and fled, scattering themselves among the bushes so as to divert pursuit as much as possible.

Bounce and Gibault were the only two who kept together. These made for the spot where the canoe had been left, but the latter outran the former so quickly that he was soon lost to view ahead of him. In a few minutes Bounce gained the bank of the stream, and seized the end of the canoe. To his amazement Gibault was nowhere to be seen. But he had no time for thought, for at that moment he was discovered by two Indians who ran towards him. The canoe was launched, and a paddle seized in an instant, but the trusty trapper was loath, even in his extremity, to push off while his comrade might be in danger.

Ho! Gibault! Gibault Noir! he shouted. Quick, lad; yer too late amost, ho!

Grinding his teeth in an agony of anxiety, he made a sudden dart at the foremost Indian, who little dreamed of such an attack, and hit him with the paddle with all his force. The savage dropped like a stone, and the paddle flew into a dozen splinters. This was a foolish act on the part of Bounce, for the second Indian was now close upon him, and, seeing the fate of his companion, he stopped short, and hastily fitted an arrow to his bow. Just then several of the savages burst from the wood with fierce cries. There was no time to lose. Bounce turned, pushed off the canoe, and leaped in as an arrow grazed his neck.

The bold trappers condition seemed hopeless; for, having broken the paddle to pieces, he could not propel his little bark out of danger. The stream was broad and rapid at that place, and swept him away swiftly. Immediately a shower of arrows fell around him, some grazing his person and piercing his clothes and the canoe, but fortunately not wounding him.

Meanwhile three of the Indians darted downstream, and, throwing themselves into the current, swam out so as to intercept the canoe as it passed. Bounce, having lain down at full length in the bottom of his tiny bark to avoid the arrows which were discharged at him, did not observe these men, and the first intimation he had of what was taking place was the canoe being nearly upset, as a powerful savage laid hold of the side of it.

To draw his knife and pass it round the wrist of the Indian, so as to sever the tendons, was the work of a moment. The savage fell back with a yell of mingled rage and pain. The others seeing what had occurred, wisely turned and made for the shore. This incident was the means of saving the trapper, for the Indians, fearful of wounding their comrade, had ceased to discharge their arrows, and when they again ventured to do so, a tumultuous rapid had caught the canoe, and whirled it nearly over to the opposite shore.

Bounce watched his opportunity. As he swept near to a rocky point, he sprang towards it with all his might. He fell short, but happily the water did not reach above his knees. Next moment he sprang up the bank and stood on the edge of the underwood, where he paused, and, turning round, shook his clenched fist at his enemies, and uttered a shout of defiance.

The disappointed Indians gave vent to a fiendish howl, and discharged a cloud of arrows, most of which fell short of their mark. Ere the last shaft had fallen harmless to the ground, Bounce had entered the forest and was gone.
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Chapter Nine.

Bounce cogitates upon the embarrassing Circumstances of his Condition  Discovery of Black Gibault  Terrible Fate in Store for their Comrades  A Mode of Rescue planned  Dreadful Effects of Fire-Water  The Rescue.

About ten minutes after making his escape from his Indian foes, Bounce seated himself on the trunk of a fallen tree and began to think upon Number One.

A little red squirrel had been seated on the trunk of that tree just two minutes before his arrival. It was now seated on the topmost branch of a neighbouring pine, looking with a pair of brilliant black eyes indignantly at the unceremonious intruder.

Possibly the reader may think that it was selfish of Bounce, at such a time, to devote much attention to Number One. He had just escaped; he was in comparative safety; he was free; while there could be little or no doubt that his late companions were prisoners, if not killed, and that, in the ordinary course of things, they would eventually suffer death by torture. At such a time and in such circumstances it would be more natural, even in a selfish man, to think of any or of all the other numerals than number one.

But, reader, I need scarcely tell you that things are not always what they seem. Men are frequently not so bad as, at a first glance, they would appear to be.

Bounce always reasoned philosophically, and he often thought aloud. He did so on this occasion, to the immense edification of the little red squirrel, no doubt. At least, if we may judge from the way in which it glared and stared at the trapper  peeped at him round the trunk of the tree, and over the branches and under the twigs and through the leaves, jerking its body and quirking its head and whisking its tail  we have every reason to conclude that it experienced very deep interest and intense excitement. Pleasure and excitement being, with many people, convertible terms, we have no reason for supposing that it is otherwise with squirrels, and therefore every reason for concluding that the squirrel in question enjoyed Bounces visit greatly.

Now this is wot it comes to, said Bounce, calmly filling his pipe, from the mere force of habit, for he had not at that time the most distant idea of enjoying a smoke. This is wot it comes to. Savages is savages all the wurld over, and they always wos savages, an they always will be savages, an they cant be nothin else.

At this point Bounce recollected having seen an Indian missionary, who had been taken when a boy from his fathers wigwam and educated, and who had turned out as good and respectable a Christian gentleman as most white men, and better than many, so he checked himself and said  

Leastwise they cant be nothin but savages so  so long as they is savages.

This argument, although exceedingly obvious, seemed even to his own mind to possess so little power, that he endeavoured to enforce it by slapping his thigh with such energy that the body of the red squirrel nearly jumped out at its own eyes. It clasped the tree stem to its beating heart bravely, however, and, judging from its subsequent conduct, speedily recovered its self-possession.

Thats how it is, continued Bounce; an that bein the case, savages always invariably thinks o number one before they thinks on anythin else. Now, as men judges theirselves so they judges of others  thats a fact, as all feelosophy has preclaimed, an all experience has pruven. Wot then? Why, them savages ll think Ive cleared off  made tracks  thankful to git away with my own skin whole, and carin no more for my comrades than if they wos so many stumps. Thinkin that, of coorse theyll think its o no use to try to cross the river and give chase, cause Ive got a long start o em, an so, dye see, theyll give me up an think no more about me. Good! very good! But praps its jest possble that feller whose paw I tickled may sometimes recall me to mind.

This last idea tickled the trapper so powerfully that he chuckled in a quiet way, and in doing so exposed such a double row of white teeth that the squirrel, which had remained for some time in an attitude of deep attention, began to show symptoms of uneasiness.

Now Ill tell you wot Ill do, continued Bounce, resuming his look of grave anxiety as the thought of his comrades recurred to him; Ill go up the river till I comes to opposite the place where I shoved the canoe into the water. By the time I git there itll be dark; then Ill swum across an foller the redskins an save my comrades if I can. If I cant, wot then? why, Ill leave the scalp of Bob Ounce to dangle in the smoke of a redskins wigwam.

We have elsewhere hinted that when a Rocky Mountain trapper makes up his mind to do a certain thing he usually does it at once. Having settled the plan of his future proceedings, Bounce did not waste more time in thought or speech. He thrust his unsmoked pipe into his bosom, leaped up from the trunk of the fallen tree, and darted from the spot with such sudden promptitude, that the horrified squirrel sprang wildly into empty space and vanished from the scene for ever!

For a quarter of an hour Bounce glided noiselessly through the forest, keeping a course parallel with the river. In the deepening gloom of evening, he appeared more like a spectre than a human being  so quick and agile were his motions as he flitted past the tree stems, yet so noiseless the tread of his moccasined feet. The bushes were thick and in places tangled, compelling him to stoop and twist and diverge right and left as he sped along, but, being unencumbered with weapons or weight of any kind, he advanced so rapidly that in the short space of time we have mentioned he stood opposite to that part of the bank where the attack had been made, and below which he had been swept for a great distance in the canoe by the rapid stream.

Here he spent some time in reconnoitring the opposite bank, but without gathering much information from his observations. No symptom of the presence of human beings could be discovered. No column of smoke rising above the trees to tell of the watch-fire of white man or red. The trapper listened intently, then he bethought him, for the first time, of giving the signal which, at setting out on their journey, they had agreed to use in all circumstances of danger. It was the low howl of a wolf followed immediately by the hoot of an owl. The reply to it was to be the hoot of the owl without the cry of the wolf when danger should be imminent and extreme caution necessary, or the howl of the wolf alone if danger should have passed away.

To the first utterance of the signal no reply was made. After waiting a few seconds, Bounce gave it forth again. Immediately after, the low howl of a wolf was heard on the opposite bank, and a figure appeared at the edge of the river. Darkness prevented the trapper ascertaining who it was, but a repetition of the cry convinced him that it could be none other than Black Gibault.

With a grunt of satisfaction, Bounce at once proceeded to make preparations for crossing the river. Cutting a large piece of bark from a neighbouring tree, he hastily formed it into a species of dish or flat boat; then, stripping off all his garments, he tied them up in a tight bundle, and placed them in this miniature canoe; after which he plunged boldly into the stream and made for the opposite shore, pushing his little ark before him. In five minutes he had crossed, and entered into a hasty conversation with Gibault in low, eager tones, while pulling on his clothes.

First of all, lad, said Bounce, laying his hand impressively on the others shoulder, are they all safe?  none killed?

Non; dey be all alive, for certain.

Im thankful for that  very thankful. Now go ahead, lad, and tell me what ye know, while I pull on my leggins.

Vell, dey be alive, as I have say. Mais dey not live long.

Gibault said this with such a look of woebegone despair that Bounce paused in the midst of his dressing and said with much anxiety Wots wrong?  why not, lad?

Cause dey vill be tortured to death demain, or de day après de morrow. Stay, I vill tell to you all I knows. You mus know, ven I run avay from you, I do so cause I know dat canoe ver probabilie git opturnéd, so I come to river bank before every von. Dere is von big tree dere, so op I go like von skvirrel. You know vat come to pass après dat. You smash de head of de Injun, aussi you smash de paddil. Den you escape, an de Injuns howl vid passion!

Ver soon after dat, dey all come to de bank of river  forty of em, I tink  draggin our comerades vid dem, all tied by de wrist  Redhand, an Big Valler, an March, an Hawksving, an poor Monsieur Bertram. Mais, dat Monsieur Bertram, be most straordinary man! He terriblement frightened for every leetle ting, but him not fright von bit for big ting! Hims look at de sauvage dat hold him as if him be a lion. I do tink Monsieur Bertram vould fight vell if hims obleeged.

After good deal of consultoration an disputerin, dey vas about for go avay; so I sit ver still, but I move my foot von leetle morsil, an von small leaf fall to de ground. It vas ver small leaf, but Hawksving him see it. Ah! he be von cliver Injun. Ver sharp in sight too! I tink him should be named Hawkseye. No von else notice it, but I see Hawksving visper to Big Valler. Dat man be sharp feller too. He turns hims back to de tree, nevair vonce looked up, but him burst into loud laugh, like von tondre-clap, an cry out, Vell done, Gibault! Keep close, old feller; their village is one day off towards the sun! An den he laugh again. Ah! ho! how my heart him jump ven he speak my name! But de Injuns tink hims yell out to some von cross de river, for him looks dat vay. Vell, off dey go, and I begin to breathe more easy; but ven dey git far-off, I hear the voice of Big Valler come back like far-avay tondre, cryin, Deyre goin to roast us alive to-morrow; look sharp! Dat vas de last I hear. Den de darkness come, an den you come, an, now, vat is to come nixt?

Poor Gibault spoke fast, and perspired very much, and looked wild and haggard, for his nature was sensitive and sympathetic, and the idea of his comrades meeting with such a horrible fate was almost too much for him.

Bounces honest face assumed an expression of deep anxiety, for, fertile though his resources usually were, he could not at that moment conceive how it was possible for two unarmed men, either by force or by stratagem, to rescue five comrades who were securely bound, and guarded by forty armed warriors, all of whom were trained from infancy in the midst of alarms that made caution and intense watchfulness second nature to them.

It looks bad, said Bounce, sitting down on a stone, clasping his hard hands together, and resting an elbow on each knee. Sit ye down, Gibault. Well think a bit, an then go to work. Thats wot well do  dye see?

Non, I dont see, groaned Gibault. Vat can ve do? Two to forty! If it was only swords ve had to fight vid  Hah! But, alas! we have noting  dey have everyting.

True, lad, force wont do, returned Bounce; an yit, he added, knitting his brows, if nothin else ll do, well try at least how much force ll do.

After a short pause Bounce resumed, Wos they tied very tight, Gibault?

Oui. I see de cords deep in de wrists, an poor Redhand seem to be ver moch stunned; he valk as if hims be dronk.

Drunk! exclaimed Bounce, suddenly springing up as if he had received an electric shock, and seizing his companion by both shoulders, while, for a moment, he gazed eagerly into his eyes; then, pushing him violently away, he turned round and darted along the bank of the river, crying, as he went, Come along, Gibault; Ill tell ye wots up as we go!

The astonished Canadian followed as fast as he could, and, in an exclamatory interjectional sort of way, his friend explained the plan of rescue which he had suddenly conceived, and which was as follows:  

First, he proposed to go back to the cache at the foot of the tall tree, and dig up the keg of brandy, with which he resolved to proceed to the camp of the Indians, and, by some means or other, get the whole clan to drink until they should become intoxicated. Once in this condition, he felt assured they could be easily circumvented.

Gibault grasped at this wild plan as a drowning man is said to grasp at a straw, and lent his aid right willingly to disentomb and carry the brandy keg. Neither he nor Bounce knew whether there was enough brandy to intoxicate the whole tribe, but they had no time to inquire minutely into probabilities.

Vigorously, perseveringly, without rest or halt, did these two trappers pursue their way that night, with the keg slung on a pole between them. The stars glimmered down through the trees upon their path, as if they wished them success in their enterprise. It was all-important that they should reach the Indian camp before daybreak; so, although footsore and weary from their late exertions after a long days march, they nevertheless ran steadily on at a long swinging trot, which brought them, to their inexpressible joy, much sooner than they had anticipated, to their journeys end.

It was two hours before dawn when they came suddenly upon the camp  so suddenly that they had to crouch the instant they saw the watch-fires, in order to avoid being discovered.

Now, Gibault, whispered Bounce, youll have to remain here. Get into a hiding-place as fast as you can, and keep close. Youre clever enough to know what to do, and when to do it. Only, lad, come near and have your knife handy when the row is at the loudest, and see that ye dont let the squaws cut out our livers when were tied up.

Gibault nodded significantly.

Its a curious fact, continued Bounce in a somewhat sad tone, that Im more afraid o the squaws than o the men. Howsomdiver, its got to be done!

So saying, Bounce shouldered the keg, and shaking his comrade by the hand, as if he felt that he might be parting with him for ever, he glided into the darkness of the forest, leaving Gibault to secrete himself on the side of a mound, from which he could witness all that went on in the camp.

From this point of observation the poor Canadian beheld what was not calculated to allay his fears. The camp lay in a hollow, surrounded by trees. On an open space were erected several leathern huts or tents, in the midst of which blazed a large camp fire. Round this the forty warriors were seated, eating their supper, while a number of squaws were sitting in the entrances to their tents variously engaged. Horses hobbled  that is, with the fore-feet tied together to prevent their running away  were cropping the grass close to the tents. Not far from them, and within the circle of light cast around by the fire, stood a group of small trees. To each of these was tied a man, and Gibault had no difficulty in making them out to be his unfortunate comrades.

Occasionally, as he gazed, one or two of the old Indian women went up to these helpless men, with a yell of execration, and, brandishing scalping-knives before their faces, appeared as if about to plunge them into their hearts; but their time had not yet come; the hags were only anticipating the feast of butchery that awaited them on the morrow.

While Gibault was gazing at this scene with mingled feelings of anxiety, rage, and horror, the whole band of Indians suddenly sprang to their feet and seized their weapons. Almost at the same moment Bounce strode into the circle of light and deposited his cask on the ground. Then, making signs of peace, he advanced towards one of the Indians, who, from his dress and appearance, seemed to be the chief, and presented him with a piece of tobacco. The chief accepted the gift in silence.

Bounce, who was well acquainted with many of the dialects of that region, had no difficulty in making himself understood. He stated that he was a trapper, that he had come to that country to trade, and asked whether his Indian friends had furs to dispose of. As he had anticipated, the savages were in no mood to treat with a solitary man who was entirely in their power. The chief, who evidently suspected that he was a friend of the prisoners, instead of replying, asked him sarcastically what he had in the keg.

Fire-water, replied Bounce unhesitatingly.

At this the eyes of the savages sparkled with delight. Not deigning to waste more time with him, they seized the unfortunate trapper and confronted him with his companions, gazing earnestly in their faces the while to observe whether they betrayed any sign of recognition.

It said much for the self-control of these hardy men, that, although their comrade was thus suddenly and unexpectedly placed before them, they did not permit a muscle of their countenances to change, but gazed on him and on his captors with that expression of defiant contempt with which Indians usually meet their fate, and in which they are equalled, sometimes even outdone, by the unfortunate white trappers who chance to fall into their cruel hands.

And well was it, for the success of the scheme, that Theodore Bertrams nerves had received such repeated and awful shocks that day, that they were now incapable of feeling. He had been so terribly and repeatedly struck with amazement that his features had assumed a settled expression of surprise that could not be increased, so that when he beheld Bounce a prisoner before him, although he certainly felt astonishment, he could by no means increase the expression of that sensation. The Indians, therefore, passed away from him with a howl of derision, and tied Bounce to a tree beside his comrades, concluding that, instead of a plotter, they had, in him, made another lucky capture. Anxiety to taste their beloved beverage had something to do with their haste in this matter, no doubt.

No one who has not seen it can conceive of the intense passion the North American Indian has for ardent spirits. He seems to have no power of restraint whatever when the opportunity of indulging that passion presents itself.

The head of the keg was quickly knocked in, and the eyes of the savages seemed positively to flash as they gazed upon the precious fluid. The chief advanced first with a little tin mug, such as was sold to them by traders, and drank a deep draught; he then handed the cup to another, but the impatience of the others could not be restrained  they crowded round with their mugs, and dipping them into the keg drank eagerly, while the squaws, who loved the fire-water as much as did their masters, formed an outer circle, and, as patiently as they could, awaited their turn. They knew full well that it would soon come.

The Indians, being unaccustomed to frequent potations, were quickly maddened by the spirit, which mounted to their brains and rushed through their veins like wildfire, causing every nerve in their strong frames to tingle. Their characteristic gravity and decorum vanished. They laughed, they danced, they sang, they yelled like a troop of incarnate fiends! Then they rushed in a body towards their prisoners, and began a species of war-dance round them, flourishing their tomahawks and knives close to their faces as if they were about to slay them; shrieking and howling in the most unearthly manner, and using all those cruel devices that are practised by Red Indians to terrify those unfortunates whom they intend ultimately to kill.

Suddenly one of the warriors observed that the squaws were stealthily approaching the spirit keg, and rushed towards them with a howl of fury, followed by his comrades, who drove the women away and recommenced drinking. And now a fiercer spirit seemed to seize upon the savages; old feuds and jealousies, that had long been cherished in silence, broke irresistibly forth. Angry words and fierce looks were followed by the drawing of knives. Suddenly a young man rushed upon a comrade and buried his knife in his heart. The piercing death-cry was followed by the vengeful yell of the relatives of the murdered man, as they sprang upon the murderer. Others flew to the rescue, and the drunken mêlée became general. Blood began to flow freely, and there is no doubt that many lives would have been sacrificed had not the combatants been too much intoxicated to fight with vigour. Many of them fell prostrate and helpless on attempting to rise. Others dealt their blows at random, staggering and falling one upon another, until they lay in a heap, shrieking, biting, tearing, and stabbing  a bloody struggling mass, which told more eloquently than tongue can tell, that, deep and low though savage human nature has fallen in sin and misery, there is a depth profounder still, to which even those who seem to be the lowest may be precipitated by the fatal power of strong drink.

And now Gibault Noir felt that it was time for him to draw near to the horrible scene, in order to be ready, when the moment should arrive, to release the prisoners, or to protect them in the event of any of the drunken crew being tempted to a premature slaughter.

The women were now actively interfering to prevent further bloodshed. Most of the Indians were already dead drunk. Only a few, whose powers of endurance were greater than those of their comrades, continued to shout their war-songs. When these were down, the women rushed at the spirits like wolves. Even the little children came out from the tents and got their share. It was a terrible scene, such as has, alas! been often enacted before in the wilds of the Far West, and, doubtless, shall be enacted again, unless (so-called) Christian traders give up fire-water as an article of traffic.

In a very short space of time the women were as helpless as their masters. Then Gibault cut the thongs that bound his comrades, and set them free!

Thanks, thanks to the Almighty, said Bertram earnestly, when his bonds were cut. I had thought that my days were numbered; that it was to be my sad fate to fill a grave here in the wilderness. But His hand is indeed mighty to save. And thanks be to you, good Gibault. Under God, we owe our lives to you.

Bertram attempted to seize Gibaults hand as he spoke, but his own hands refused obedience to his will. They had been so long and so tightly bound that they were utterly powerless.

Rub em, rub em well, said Gibault, seizing the artists hands and enforcing his own recommendation vigorously.

Ay, thats it, said Redhand, who, with his companions, had, the instant he was loose, commenced to rub and chafe his own benumbed limbs into vitality, as if his life and theirs depended on their exertions  as indeed they did to no small extent, for, had they been called upon to fight or fly at that moment, they could have done neither.

Now, lads, said Bounce, who, having been a prisoner for but a short time, was unhurt by his bonds, while ye rub the life into yer limbs Ill tell ye wot we must do. Them scamps (pointing to the prostrate Indians) wont lie there long. Of course, bein white men an Christians, we dont mean to kill them or to lift their scalps

Ive knowd white men, interrupted Redhand, who called themselves Christians, and didnt object to take scalps when they got the chance.

So have I, returned Bounce, an mores the pity. Its sichlike blackguards as these that keeps honest trappers and fur-traders for iver in hot water here. Howsomdiver, were not a-goin to turn ourselves into brute beasts cause theyve turned theirselves into sich.

Im not so sure o that, broke in Big Waller, casting a scowling glance on the savages as he surveyed a wound in his left arm, which, although not serious, was, from want of dressing, sufficiently painful; I calclate it would serve them reptiles right if we was to whangskiver the whole on em as they lie.

I dont blieve, retorted Bounce, that whangskiver is either English, Injun, French, or Yankee; but if it means killin, youll do nothing o the sort. Heres what well do. Well ketch as many horses as wos took from Mr Bertrams fellers, an as many guns too (the same ones if we can lay hands on em), an as much powder an shot an other things as that keg o brandy is worth, an then well bid the redskins good-bye without wakenin of em up.

Goot, ejaculated Gibault, pausing in his manipulation of the artist, now you can do!

Capital; thanks, I feel quite strong again.

I say, Gibault, observed March ruefully, theyve almost sawed through the skin o my ankle. Ive no left foot at all, as far as feelin goes.

Hah! me boy, tis well you have foot left, though you not feel left foot! Let me see.

Thats it, Gibault, rub away; if your jokes were as good as your surgery youd be too good, a long way, for the backwoods.

By dint of chafing and rubbing and leaping and stamping, the whole party were soon restored to a serviceable condition, after which they set about active preparations for departure.

First, they ransacked the tents, where they discovered all the guns that had been taken from Bertrams party. These they tied up in a bundle, after each had secured one for his own use. Among them the artist found, to his intense delight, his own double-barrelled gun, the loss of which he had mourned most sincerely.

Next, they secured the horses, which, being hobbled, as we have said elsewhere, were easily caught. Then the powder-horns and shot-belts of Bertrams party were found, and, being full of ammunition, were slung across their shoulders forthwith. Among other things belonging to the same party were discovered a number of blankets, some tea and sugar, and a variety of other useful articles, besides several packs of furs; all of which were made up into portable bundles that could be easily carried at their saddle-bows. The supply of everything was so ample that it was not necessary to touch a single article belonging to the Indians.

This was a matter of much satisfaction to Redhand, who wished to show these unfortunate children of the wilderness that there were at least some white trappers who were actuated by different and kindlier feelings than many who sought their livelihood in those regions.

Hullo! wot have we here? cried Big Waller, who was poking inquisitively about among the tents, to the consternation of the poor Indian children who lay huddled up in their rabbit-skin blankets, trembling from head to foot, and expecting to be scalped forthwith  such of them, at least, as were old enough to expect anything. Heres your blunderbusses, I guess, mister.

What! my pistols, cried Bertram, seizing his weapons with as much delight as if they had been really serviceable.

Hah! ver goot for play vid, observed Gibault contemptuously.

I say, heres something else, said Bounce, picking up a rifle.

Wah! exclaimed Hawkswing, pointing to the weapon in surprise, and turning his eyes on Redhand.

Wot! dye know who it blongd to? inquired Bounce.

An expression of deep sorrow overspread Redhands countenance. Ay, said he mournfully, I know it well. It belonged to young Blake. Glancing quickly up at a place where several scalps were hanging to a pole, he took one down, and, after gazing at it sadly for a few seconds, he added in a tone of deep melancholy: Poor, poor Blake! ye had a hearty spirit an a kindly heart. Your huntin days were soon over!

Was he a friend of yours? inquired Bertram, affected by the old trappers look and tone.

Ay, ay, he was, he was, said Redhand quickly, and with a sternness of manner that surprised his companions; come, lads, mount! mount! The redskins wont part with plunder without making an effort to get it back.

But, stop a bit, Redhand, cried Bounce, detaining the old man, ye didnt use for to be so hot an hasty. Where are we to go to? Thats wot I want to know.

True, observed Redhand in his old gentle tones, weve more horses than we need, and some furs to dispose of. Theres a tradin fort in the mountains, but its a good bit from this.

What o that? said March Marston somewhat impetuously. Are we not armed and well mounted and strong, and have we not lots o time before us?

Well said, cried Bounce.

Ditto, echoed Waller.

Then well do it! cried Redhand, vaulting into the saddle with a spring that a young man might have envied.

The others followed his example, and in a few seconds they were picking their way carefully down the ravine in which the Indian camp was situated. Leaving this quickly behind, they trotted briskly along the more open banks of the river until they gained a level sweep of land which terminated in a belt of low bushes. Beyond this lay the great plains. Breaking into a gallop, they speedily cleared the underwood, and just as the rosy smile of morning beamed in the eastern sky, they dashed away, with light hearts and loose reins, out upon the springy turf of the open prairie.




Chapter Ten.

Short Treatise on Horseflesh  Remarks on Slang  Doings and Sights on the Prairie  The Mountain Fort.

A horse is a wonderful thing  if we may presume to style so noble a creature a thing! And the associations connected in some minds with a horse are wonderful associations. No doubt a horse, to many people, is a commonplace enough sort of thing; and the associations connected with horseflesh in general, in some minds, are decidedly low  having relation to tugging a cart, or tumbling along with a plough, or rattling with a cab, or prancing in a carriage, or being cut up into butchers meat for cats and dogs. Nevertheless, a horse is a wonderful creature; and mans associations in connection with him are, not infrequently, of the most wonderful and romantic kind. Talk to the warrior of his steed, and he will speak of him as of his dearest friend. Talk to the Arab of his horse, and he will talk of his pet, his spoiled child! As it is with these, so is it with the trapper of the western prairies.

After a few weeks acquaintance, the trapper and his horse become one  part and parcel of each other, at least as far as it is possible for man and horse to amalgamate. On the one hand, the horse is tended, hobbled, patted, saddled, spoken to, watched over, and tenderly cared for by the man; on the other hand, the man is carried, respected, sometimes bitten (playfully), depended on, and loved by the horse. Day after day, and week after week, the limbs of the one and the ribs of the other are pressed against each other, until they become all but united, and the various play of muscles on the part of both becomes so delicately significant that the bridle, to a great extent, becomes unnecessary, and the rider feels when the horse is about to shy, just as quickly as the horse feels, by a gentle pressure on either side, how much the rider wishes him to diverge to the right or left.

Sometimes the horse breaks his hobbles and runs away, thus aggravating the spirits of, and causing infinite annoyance to, the man. Frequently the man, out of revenge for such or similar freaks, larrups and pains and worries the horse. But these little asperities are the occasional landmarks that give point and piquancy to the even tenor of their loving career. Neither would, for a moment, think of allowing such incidents to rankle in his bosom. Both would repudiate with scorn the idea that they were a whit less useful, or in any degree less attached, to each other on account of such trifling tiffs!

Day after day our trappers mounted their steeds and traversed the great prairie  now at a rattling trot, now at a tearing gallop; frequently at a quiet foot-pace, when the nature of the ground rendered a more rapid progress dangerous, or when the exhaustion of horses and men rendered rest necessary, or when the beautiful nature of the scenery and the warm sunny condition of the atmosphere induced a contemplative frame of mind and a placid state of body.

Night after night the horses  having stuffed themselves, like greedy things as they were, with the greenest and tenderest herbage on the rich plains  returned to the camp fire round which the trappers were lying in deep slumber, and each selecting his own master, would stand over him with drooping head and go to sleep, until dawn called them again to united action.

Thus day and night passed for the space of three weeks after the night of the surprise of the Indian camp, without anything particular occurring; and thus quadrupeds and bipeds came to be familiar and well acquainted with each other  so thoroughly united in sympathetic action  as almost to become hexapeds, if we may be permitted the expression.

March Marstons quadruped was a beautiful little bay, whose tendency to bound over every little stick and stone, as if it were a five-barred gate, and to run away upon all and every occasion, admirably suited the tastes and inclinations of its mercurial rider.

There was one among the quadrupeds which was striking in appearance  not to say stunning. No; we wont say stunning, because that is a slang expression, and many persons object to slang expressions; therefore we will avoid that word; although we confess to being unable to see why, if it is allowable (as every one will admit it is) to assert that men may be mentally struck, it is not equally proper to say that they may be stunned. But we bow to prejudice. We wont say that that horse was stunning. While on this subject, we think it right to guard ourself, parenthetically, from the charge of being favourable to all kinds of slang. We are in favour of speech  yes, we assert that broadly and fearlessly, without reservation  but we are not in favour of all speech. Coarse speech, for instance, we decidedly object to. So, we are in favour of slang, but not of all slang. There are some slang words which are used instead of oaths, and these, besides being wicked, are exceedingly contemptible. Tempting, however, they are  too apt to slip from the tongue and from the pen, and to cause regret afterwards.

But to return. Although we wont say that the quadruped in question was stunning, we will say again that it was striking  so powerfully striking that the force of the stroke was calculated almost to stun. It was uncommonly tall, remarkably short in the body, and had a piebald coat. Moreover, it had no tail  to speak of  as that member had, in some unguarded moment, got into the blaze of the camp fire and been burnt off close to the stump. The stump, however, was pretty long, and, at the time when the trappers became possessed of the animal, that appendage was covered with a new growth of sparsely scattered and very stiff hair, about three inches long, so that it resembled a gigantic bottle-brush. Being a spirited animal, the horse had a lively bottle-brush, which was grotesque, if it was nothing else.

This quadrupeds own particular biped was Theodore Bertram. He had a peculiar liking for it (as he had for everything picturesque), not only on account of its good qualities  which were, an easy gait and a tender mouth  but also because it was his own original animal, that of which he had been deprived by the Indians, and which he had recaptured with feelings akin to those of a mother who recovers a long-lost child.

We have said that the space of three weeks passed without anything particular occurring to our trappers. This remark, however, must be taken in a limited sense. Nothing particularly connected with the thread of this story occurred; though very many and particularly interesting things of a minor nature did occur during the course of that period.

It would require a work equal in size to the Encyclopaedia Britannica to contain all the interesting things that were said and seen and done on those prairies by these trappers within that brief space of time. A conscientiously particular chronicler of events would have detailed the route of each day, the latitude and longitude of each resting-place, the very nature of the wood which composed the fuel of each fire. He would have recorded that March Marstons little bay ran away with him  not, in a general way, fifty or a hundred times, but exactly so many times, specifying the concomitant circumstances of each separate time, and the results of each particular race. He would have noted, with painful accuracy, the precise number of times in which Theodore Bertram (being a bad rider) fell off his horse, or was pitched off in consequence of that quadruped putting its foot inadvertently into badger holes. He would have mentioned that on each occasion the unfortunate artist blackened his eye, or bled or skinned his nasal organ, and would have dilated anatomically on the peculiar colour of the disfigured orb and the exact amount of damage done to the bruised nose. He would have told not only the general fact that bears, and elks, and antelopes, and prairie dogs, and wolves, and buffaloes, were seen in great numbers continually, and were shot in abundance, but he would have recorded that Bertram did, on one occasion, in the height of his enthusiastic daring, give a shout and draw one of his blunderbuss-pistols, on observing a grisly bear at a short distance ahead of him; that he dashed his heels violently against the sides of his remarkable horse; that the said horse did toss his head, shake his bottle-brush, and rush full tilt towards the bear until he caught sight of it, when he turned off at a sharp angle, leaving Bertram on the plain at the mercy of the bear; that Bruin, who was in nowise alarmed, observing his condition, came to see what was the matter with him; and that he, Mr Bertram, would certainly have fallen a victim to his own headstrong courage on the one hand, and to the bears known tendency to rend human beings on the other, had not March come up at that moment and shot it through the heart, while Redhand shot it through the brain.

And this supposed conscientious chronicler of events, had he been a naturalist, would have further detailed, with graphic particularity, the rich, exuberant, and varied flora of the region  from the largest plant that waved and blossomed in the prairie winds to the lowliest floweret that nestled among the tender and sweet-scented grasses on the prairies breast. In regard to the fauna of those regions, he would have launched out upon the form, the colour, size, habits, peculiarities, etcetera, of every living thing, from the great buffalo (which he would have carefully explained was not the buffalo, but the bison) down to the sly, impudent, yet harmless little prairie dog (which he would have also carefully noted was not the prairie dog, but the marmot).

Had this supposed recorder of facts been of an erratic nature, given to wander from anecdote to description, and vice versa, he would perhaps have told, in a parenthetical sort of way, how that, during these three weeks, the trappers enjoyed uninterrupted fine weather; how the artist sketched so indefatigably that he at last filled his book to overflowing and had to turn it upside down, begin at the end, and sketch on the backs of his previous drawings; how Big Waller and Black Gibault became inseparable friends and sang duets together when at full gallop, the latter shrieking like a wild-cat, the former roaring like a buffalo bull; how March Marston became madder than ever, and infected his little steed with the same disease, so that the two together formed a species of insane compound that caused Redhand and Bounce to give vent to many a low chuckle and many a deep sagacious remark, and induced Hawkswing to gaze at it  the compound  in grave astonishment.

All this and a great deal more might be told, and, no doubt, might prove deeply interesting. But, as no man can do everything, so no man can record everything; therefore we wont attempt it, but shall at once, and without further delay, proceed to that part of our tale which bears more directly on the Rocky Mountains and the Wild Man of the West himself.

Its a strong place, said Redhand, checking the pace of his horse and pointing to a small edifice or fort which stood on the summit of a little mound or hill about a quarter of a mile in advance of them a very strong place  such as would puzzle the redskins to break into if defended by men of ordinary pluck.

Men of pluck sometimes get careless, and go to sleep, though, said March Marston, riding up to the old trapper; Ive heard o such forts bein taken by redskins before now.

So have I, lad, so have I, returned Redhand; Ive heard o a fort bein attacked by Injuns when the men were away huntin, an bein burnt down. But it ginerally turns out that the whites have had themselves to thank fort.

Ay, thats true, observed Bounce; some o the whites in them parts is no better nor they should be. They treats the poor Injuns as if they wos dogs or varmints, an then theyre astonished if the redskins murder them out o revenge. I knowd one feller as told me that when he lived on the west side o the mountains, where some of the Injuns are a murderin set o thieves, he niver lost a chance o killin a redskin. Of course the redskins niver lost a chance o killin the whites; an so they come to sich a state o war, that they had to make peace by givin them no end o presents o guns an cloth an beads  enough to buy up the furs o a whole tribe.

I guess they was powerful green to do anything o the sort, said Big Waller. I knowed a feller as was in command of a party o whites, who got into much the same sort of fix with the Injuns  always fightin and murderin; so what does he do, think ye?

Shooted de chief and all hims peepil, suggested Gibault.

Nothin o the sort, replied Waller. He sends for the chief, an gives him a grand present, an says he wants to marry his darter. An so he did marry his darter, right off, an the whites an redskins was friends ever after that. The man what did that was a gentleman too  so they said; tho for my part I dont know wot a gentleman is  no more do I blieve there aint sich a thing; but if there be, an it means anything good, I calclate that that man wos a gentleman, for wen he grew old he took his old squaw to Canada with him, spite the larfin o his comrades, who said hed have to sot up a wigwam for her in his garden. But he says, No, says he, I married the old ooman for better an for worse, an Ill stick by her to the last. Theres too many o you chaps as leaves yer wives behind ye when ye go home  Im detarmined to sot ye a better example. An so he did. He tuk her home an put her in a grand house in some town in Canada  I dont well mind which  but when he wasnt watchin of her, the old ooman would squat down on the carpet in the drawin-room, for, dye see, she hadnt bin used to chairs. His frinds used to advise him to put her away, an the kindlier sort said he should give her a room to herself, and not bring her into company where she warnt at ease; but no, the old man said always, Shes my lawful wedded wife, an if she was a buffalo cow Id stick by her to the last  an so he did.

Vraiment he was von curous creetur, observed Gibault.

See, they have descried us! exclaimed Bertram, pointing to the fort, which they were now approaching, and where a bustle among the inhabitants showed that their visitors were not always peacefully disposed, and that it behoved them to regard strangers with suspicion.

Would it not be well to send one of our party on in advance with a white flag? observed Bertram.

No need for that, replied Redhand, theyre used to all kinds o visitors  friends as well as foes. I fear, however, from the haste they show in closing their gate, that they aint on good terms with the Injuns.

The red-men and the pale-faces are at war, said Hawkswing.

Ay, youre used to the signs, no doubt, returned Redhand, for youve lived here once upon a time, I blieve.

The Indian made no reply, but a dark frown overspread his countenance for a few minutes. When it passed, his features settled down into their usual state of quiet gravity.

Have ye ever seed that fort before? inquired Bounce in the Indian tongue.

I have, answered Hawkswing. Many moons have passed since I was in this spot. My nation was strong then. It is weak now. Few braves are left. We sometimes carried our furs to that fort to trade with the pale-faces. It is called the Mountain Fort. The chief of the pale-faces was a bad man then. He loved fire-water too much. If he is there still, I do not wonder that there is war between him and the red-men.

Thats bad, said Bounce, shaking his head slowly very bad; for the redskins ll kill us if they can on account o them rascally fur-traders. Howsomdiver we cant mend it, so we must bear it.

As Bounce uttered this consolatory remark, the party cantered up to the open space in front of the gate of the fort, just above which a man was seen leaning quietly over the wooden walls of the place with a gun resting on his arm.

Hallo! shouted this individual when they came within hail.

Hallo! responded Bounce.

Friends or foes, and where from? inquired the laconic guardian of the fort.

Friends, replied Redhand riding forward, we come from the Yellowstone. Have lost some of our property, but got some of it back, and want to trade furs with you.

To this the sentinel made no reply, but, looking straight at Big Waller, inquired abruptly, Are you the Wild Man?

Wot wild man? said Waller gruffly.

Why, the Wild Man o the West?

No, I haint, said Waller still more gruffly, for he did not feel flattered by the question.

Have you seen him?

No I haint, an guess I shouldnt know him if I had.

Why do you ask? inquired March Marston, whose curiosity had been roused by these unexpected questions.

Cause I want to know, replied the man quitting his post and disappearing. In a few minutes he opened the gate, and the trappers trotted into the square of the fort.

The Mountain Fort, in which they now dismounted, was one of those little wooden erections in which the hardy pioneers of the fur trade were wont in days of old to establish themselves in the very heart of the Indian country. Such forts may still be seen in precisely similar circumstances, and built in the same manner, at the present day, in the Hudsons Bay territories; with this difference that the Indians, having had long experience of the good intentions and the kindness of the pale-faces, no longer regard them with suspicion. The walls were made of strong tall palisades, with bastions built of logs at the corners, and a gallery running all round inside close to the top of the walls, so that the defenders of the place could fire over the palisades, if need be, at their assailants. There was a small iron cannon in each bastion. One large gate formed the entrance, but this was only opened to admit horsemen or carts; a small wicket in one leaf of the gate formed the usual entrance.

The buildings within the fort consisted of three little houses, one being a store, the others dwelling-houses, about which several men and women and Indian children, besides a number of dogs, were grouped. These immediately surrounded the trappers as they dismounted. Who commands here? inquired Redhand.

I do, said the sentinel before referred to, pushing aside the others and stepping forward, at least I do at present. My names McLeod. He who ought to command is drunk. Hes always drunk.

There was a savage gruffness in the way in which McLeod said this that surprised the visitors, for his sturdy-looking and honest countenance seemed to accord ill with such tones.

An may I ask who he is? said Redhand.

Oh yes, his names Macgregor  you cant see him to-night, though. Therell be bloody work here before long if he dont turn over a new leaf

McLeod checked himself as if he felt that he had gone too far. Then he added, in a tone that seemed much more natural to him, Now, sirs, come this way. Here, (turning to the men who stood by), look to these horses and see them fed. Come into the hall, friends, an the squaws will prepare something for you to eat while we have a smoke and a talk together.

So saying, this changeable man, who was a strange compound of a trapper and a gentleman, led the way to the principal dwelling-house, and, throwing open the door, ushered his guests into the reception hall of the Mountain Fort.




Chapter Eleven.

Original Efforts in the Art of Painting  Fur-Trading Hospitality  Wonderful Accounts of the Wild Man of the West, from an Eye-witness  Buffalo Hunting, Scalping, Murdering, and a Summary Method of inflicting Punishment.

The reception hall of the Mountain Fort, into which, as we have stated, the trappers were ushered by McLeod, was one of those curious apartments which were in those days (and in a few cases still are) created for the express purpose of astonishing the natives!

It was a square room, occupying the centre of the house, and having doors all round, which opened into the sleeping or other apartments of the dwelling. In the front wall of this room were the door which led direct into the open air, and the two windows. There were no passages in the house  it was all rooms and doors. One of these doors, towards the back, opened into a species of scullery  but it was not exactly a scullery, neither was it a kitchen, neither was it a pantry. The squaws lived there  especially the cooking squaws  and a few favoured dogs. A large number of pots and pans and kettles, besides a good deal of lumber and provisions in daily use, also dwelt there. A door led from this room out to the back of the house, and into a small offshoot, which was the kitchen proper. Here a spirited French Canadian reigned supreme in the midst of food, fire, and steam, smoke, smells, and fat.

But to return to the reception hall. There were no pictures on its walls, no draperies about its windows, no carpets on its floors, no cloths on its tables, and no ornaments on its mantelshelf. Indeed, there was no mantelshelf to put ornaments upon. The floor, the walls, the ceiling, the chairs, the tables; all were composed of the same material  wood. The splendour of the apartment was entirely due to paint. Everything was painted  and that with a view solely to startling effect. Blue, red, and yellow, in their most brilliant purity, were laid on in a variety of original devices, and with a boldness of contrast that threw Moorish effort in that line quite into the shade. The Alhambra was nothing to it! The floor was yellow ochre; the ceiling was sky-blue; the cornices were scarlet, with flutings of blue and yellow, and, underneath, a broad belt of fruit and foliage, executed in an extremely arabesque style. The walls were light green, with narrow bands of red down the sides of each plank. The table was yellow, the chairs blue, and their bottoms red, by way of harmonious variety. But the grand point  the great masterpiece in the ornamentation of this apartment  was the centre-piece in the ceiling, in the execution of which there was an extraordinary display of what can be accomplished by the daring flight of an original genius revelling in the conscious possession of illimitable power, without the paralysing influence of conventional education.

The device itself was indescribable. It was a sun or a star, or rather a union and commingling of suns and stars in violent contrast, wreathed with fanciful fruits and foliage, and Cupids, and creatures of a now extinct species. The rainbow had been the painters palette; genius his brush; fancy-gone-mad his attendant; the total temporary stagnation of redskin faculties his object, and ecstasy his general state of mind, when he executed this magnificent chef doeuvre in the centre of the ceiling of the reception hall at the Mountain Fort.

The fireplace was a capacious cavern in the wall opposite the entrance door, in which, during winter, there usually burned a roaring bonfire of huge logs of wood, but where, at the time of which we write, there was just enough fire to enable visitors to light their pipes. When that fire blazed up in the dark winter nights, the effect of that gorgeous apartment was dazzling  absolutely bewildering.

The effect upon our trappers when they entered was sufficiently strong. They gazed round in amazement, each giving vent to his feelings in his own peculiar exclamatory grunt, or gasp, or cough. In addition to this, Bounce smote his thigh with unwonted vigour. Gibault, after gazing for a few minutes, sighed out something that sounded like magnifique! and Bertram grinned from ear to ear. He went further: he laughed aloud  an impolite thing to do, in the circumstances, and, for a grave man like him, an unusual ebullition of feeling. But it was observed and noted that on this occasion the artist did not draw forth his sketch-book.

McLeod, who, from his speech and bearing, was evidently a man of some education, placed chairs for his visitors, took the lid off a large canister of tobacco, and, pushing it into the middle of the yellow table, said  

Sit ye down, friends, and help yourselves.

He set them the example by taking down his own pipe from a nail in the wall, and proceeding to fill it. Having done so, he took a piece of glowing charcoal from the fire, and, placing it on the bowl, began to smoke, glancing the while, with an amused expression on his grave face, at the trappers, who, while filling their pipes, kept gazing round the walls and up at the ceiling.

Ha! said he, you are struck with our hall (puff, puff). Its rather (puff) an effective one (puff). Have a light?

Bounce, to whom the light was offered, accepted the same, applied it to his pipe, and said  

Well, yes (puff), it is (puff) raither wot ye may call (puff) pecooliar.

Most visitors to this place think so, said McLeod. The Indians highly approve of it, and deem me quite a marvel of artistic power.

Wot! did you paint it? inquired Waller.

I did, answered McLeod, with a nod.

Vraiment, de Injuns am right in deir opinion of you, cried Gibault, relighting his pipe, which, in the astonished state of his mind, he had allowed to go out.

McLeod smiled, if we may so speak, gravely, in acknowledgment of the compliment.

Ha! cried Gibault, turning to Bertram as if a sudden thought had occurred to him, Monsieur Bertram et Monsieur Mak Load, you be broders. Oui, Monsieur Mak Load, dis mine comrade  him be von painteur.

Indeed! said McLeod, turning to the artist with more interest than he had yet shown towards the strangers.

I have, indeed, the honour to follow the noble profession of painting, said Bertram, but I cannot boast of having soared so high as  as

As to attempt the frescoes on the ceiling of a reception hall in the backwoods, interrupted McLeod, laughing. No, I believe you, sir; but, although I cannot presume to call you brother professionally, still I trust that I may do so as an amateur. I am delighted to see you here. It is not often we are refreshed with the sight of the face of a civilised man in these wild regions.

Upon my word, sir, you are plain-spoken, said March Marston with a look of affected indignation; what do you call us?

Pardon me, young sir, replied McLeod, I call you trappers, which means neither civilised nor savage; neither fish, nor flesh, nor fowl

Thats a foul calumny, cried Bounce, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and refilling it from the canister; its wot may be called a  a

Lie, suggested Waller.

No, said Bounce, it aint that. I dont like that word. Its a ugly word, an you shouldnt ought to use it, Waller. Its a error; thats wot it is, in a feelosophical pint o view. Jest as much of a error, now, as it was in you, Mister McLeod, putting so little baccy in this here thing that there aint none left.

What! is it all done? cried McLeod, rising, and seizing the canister; so it is. I declare you smoke almost as fast as the Wild Man himself; for whom I mistook you, Mr Waller, when I saw you first, at some distance off.

Saying this, he left the room to fetch a further supply of the soothing weed, and at the same moment two squaws appeared, bearing smoking dishes of whitefish and venison.

That fellow knows something about the Wild Man o the West, said March Marston in a low, eager tone, to his comrades. Twice has he mentioned his name since we arrived.

So he has, observed Redhand, but there may be other wild men besides our one.

Unpossible, said Bounce emphatically.

Ditto, cried Waller still more emphatically; what say you, Hawkswing?

There is but one Wild Man of the West, replied the Indian.

By the way, Hawkswing, what was the name o the rascally trader you said was in charge o this fort when you lived here? asked Redhand.

Mokgroggir, replied the Indian.

Ha, Macgregor, ye mean, no doubt.

Hawkswing nodded.

Here you are, friends, said McLeod, re-entering the room with a large roll of tobacco. Help yourselves and dont spare it. Theres plenty more where that came from. But I see the steaks are ready, so let us fall to; we can smoke afterwards.

During the repast, to which the trappers applied themselves with the gusto of hungry men, March Marston questioned McLeod about the Wild Man.

The Wild Man o the West, said he in some surprise; is it possible there are trappers in the Rocky Mountains who have not heard of him?

Oh yes, said March hastily, weve heard of him, but we want to hear more particularly about him, for the accounts dont all agree.

Ha! thats it, said Bounce, speaking with difficulty through a large mouthful of fish, thats it. They dont agree. One says his rifle is thirty feet long, another forty feet, an so on. Theres no gittin at truth in this here

A bone having stuck in Bounces throat at that moment he was unable to conclude the sentence.

As to the length of his rifle, said McLeod, when the noise made by Bounce in partially choking had subsided, you seem to have got rather wild notions about that, and about the Wild Man too, I see.

But he is a giant, isnt he? inquired March anxiously.

Nnot exactly. Certainly he is a big fellow, about the biggest man I ever saw  but hes not forty feet high!

March Marstons romantic hopes began to sink. Then hes an ordinary man just like one o us, he said almost gloomily.

Nay, that he is not, returned McLeod, laughing. Your comrade Waller does indeed approach to him somewhat in height, but hes nothing to him in breadth; and as for ferocity, strength, and activity, I never saw anything like him in my life. He comes sometimes here to exchange his furs for powder and lead, but hell speak to no one, except in the sharpest, gruffest way. I think hes mad myself. But he seems to lead a charmed life here; for although he has had fights with many of the tribes in these parts, he always puts them to flight, although he fights single-handed.

Single-handed! exclaimed Bounce in surprise.

Ay. Ive seen him at it myself, and can vouch for it, that if ever there was a born fiend let loose on this earth its the Wild Man of the West when he sets-to to thrash a dozen Indians. But I must do him the justice to say that I never heard of him making an unprovoked attack on anybody. When he first came to these mountains, many years ago  before I came here  the Indians used to wonder who he was and what he meant to do. Then after a while, seeing he had a good horse, a good rifle, and plenty of ammunition, they tried to kill him; but the first fellow that tried that only tried it once. He lay in a close thicket nigh to where the Wild Man used to pass from his home in the mountains to places where he used to hunt the elk and the buffalo, so, when he came up, the Indian laid an arrow on his bow. But the Wild Mans eye was sharp as a needle. He stopped his horse, took aim like a flash of lightning, and shot him through the head. I heard this from another Indian that was with the murderin fellow that was shot. The Wild Man did nothing to the other. He let him escape.

Of course the relations of the man who was killed were up immediately, and twenty of them set out to murder the Wild Man. They took their horses, spears, and bows, with them, and lay in wait at a place where he was often seen passing. Sure enough up he came, on horseback, at a slow walk, looking as careless and easy as if no blood of a redskin rested on his hand.

It chanced the day before that day that we had run out of fresh meat, so Mr Macgregor, our commandant here, ordered me to take three of the men, and go out after the buffaloes. Away we went, looking sharp out, however, for some of the Indians had been treated by Macgregor so brutally, I am sorry to say, that we knew our scalps were not safe. Next morning I happened to pass close by the place where the Indians lay in ambush, and we came to the top of a precipice that overlooked the spot. We saw them before they saw us, so we went quietly back into the bush, tied our horses to trees, and lay on the edge of the cliff to watch them.

In about ten minutes after, we saw the Wild Man riding slowly forward. He was a strange sight. It was the first time I had seen him, although I had often heard of him before.

Well, on he came, with his head bent and his eyes fixed on the ground. A dense thicket hid his enemies from him, though not from us, we being so high above them. The Wild Man was armed with his long rifle slung at his back, a hunting-knife, and a small shield, such as the Blackfoot Indians use to protect themselves from arrows. The only unusual sort of weapon he carried was a long sword.

Not knowing at the time that the Indians were waiting for him, of course I gave no alarm to warn him of his danger. When he came within a hundred yards of the thicket, I saw him push his arm a little further into the handle of the shield. It was but a slight action such as one might perform to ease the arm by change of position; but the redskins are quick-witted. They knew that he suspected they were there, so, giving one tremendous yell, they sent a cloud of arrows at him, and sprang out upon the plain at full gallop with their spears lowered.

Instead of turning to fly from such an unequal combat, the Wild Man drew his sword and rushed at them like a thunderbolt. His onset was the most awful thing I ever saw in my life. The plain seemed to shake under the tread of his gigantic horse. His hair streamed wildly out behind him, and as he was coming towards me I could see that his teeth were set and his eyes flashed like those of a tiger. The Indians were appalled by the sight. The idea of one man attacking twenty had never occurred to them. They drew up; but it was too late to prevent a shock. There was a yell from the savages, a shout like the roar of a lion from the Wild Man, and two horses and their riders lay on the plain. I saw the long sword gleam for one moment, just as the shock took place, and the head of a savage rolled immediately after along the ground.

The Indians, though overawed, were brave men. They turned to pursue the flying horseman, but they needed not. The Wild Man was not flying, he was only unable at first to check the headlong pace of his charger. In a few seconds he wheeled about and charged again. The Indians, however, did not await the issue; they turned and fled, and they have ever since remained in the firm belief that the Wild Man is a great medicine man, and that no one can kill him. They say that neither arrows nor bullets can pierce his skin, which is an inch thick; that fire and smoke come out of his mouth and eyes, and that his horse is, like himself, invulnerable. I must confess, however, that with the exception of his enormous size and his ferocity, he is, from what I saw of him, much the same as other men.

McLeod concluded his description of this singular being, to which his guests listened open-eyed and mouthed, and helped himself to a buffalo-steak.

An what did he when the Indians ran away! inquired March Marston.

Oh! he quietly pulled up his horse and let them run. After they were gone, he continued his journey, as slow and cool as if nothing had happened. Few Indians attack him now, except new bands from distant parts of the country, who dont know him; but all who meddle with him find, to their cost, that it would have been better had they let him alone.

Is he cruel? Does he eat men and childers? inquired Bounce, commencing a fourth steak with a degree of violent energy that suggested the possibility of his being himself able to do some execution in the cannibal line if necessary.

McLeod laughed. Oh dear, no; hes not cruel. Neither does he eat human flesh. In fact, he has been known to do some kind acts to poor starving Indians when they least expected it. The real truth is, that he is only fierce when hes meddled with. He never takes revenge, and he has never been known to lift a scalp.

But what like is he when he comes to trade his furs at the fort here? how does he speak, and in what language? inquired Marston, who, although delighted with the account given of the strength and valour of the Wild Man of the West, was by no means pleased to learn that he was not an absolute giant, something like the Giant Despair of whom he had read in the Pilgrims Progress.

Hes just like a trapper  only hes a tremendous big one  six feet six, if hes an inch, and would make two of the biggest of the present company round the shoulders. But hes very silent, and wont let any one question him. The long and the short of it is, that I believe he is a madman  luckily hes a well-disposed madman, and I can vouch for it he is a crack hunter, though he dont bring many furs to trade. I think he spends most of his idle time in moping among the caves of the mountains.

Does any one know where he lives? asked Bertram, who was gradually becoming interested in this strange being.

No. We have sometimes tried to track him, but at a certain place we have invariably lost all traces of him.

But what is his face like, and how does he dress? inquired March eagerly; you have not yet said anything about that.

McLeod was about to reply, when he was interrupted by a loud shouting in the yard of the fort. Leaping from their seats, the whole party ran to the windows.

I thought so, cried McLeod, seizing his cap and hurrying out. These are six of my men who have been out after the buffalo, and I see they have been successful.

The fort gate had been swung open, and, just as the guests issued from the reception hall, six hunters galloped into the square with all the reckless noise and dash peculiar to that class of men. Leaping from their foaming steeds, they were quickly surrounded by their comrades, and by the women and children of the place, who congratulated them on their success in the chase, and plied them with eager questions.

That they had indeed been successful was evident from the masses of fresh meat with which the horses were laden.

Well done, Davis, said McLeod, stepping up to one of the men, who, from his age and intelligence, had been put in command of the hunting party. You are back sooner than I anticipated. Surely, your good genius sent the buffalo across your path.

We have bin in luck, sir, replied the hunter, touching his cap. Weve killed more than we could carry, an, whats worse, weve killed more than we wanted.

How so?

Weve had a brush wi the redskins, sir, an we had to kill one or two in self-defence.

McLeods brow darkened. He clenched his teeth, and the large veins swelled in his neck and forehead. With a powerful effort he repressed his anger, and said  

Did I not warn you to avoid that if you could?

True, sir, replied Davis humbly; but we could not help it, for, in the first heat of passion, one o them was shot, an after that, of course, we had to fight to save our own scalps.

Who fired that first shot? inquired McLeod sternly.

Davis made no reply, but all eyes were at once turned upon a tall slouching man, with a forbidding cast of countenance, who had hitherto kept in the background.

So, so, Larocque, said McLeod, stepping up to the man, youve been at your bloody work again, you scoundrel. Hah! you not only bring the enmity of the whole Indian race down on your own worthless head, and on the heads of your innocent companions, but you have the effrontery to bring the evidence of your guilt into this fort along with you.

As McLeod spoke, he laid hold of a scalp which still dropped fresh blood as it hung at the hunters saddle-bow.

If Im to answer to you for every scalp I choose to lift in self-defence, the sooner I quit you the better, answered Larocque sulkily.

Was there any occasion to lift this scalp at all? demanded McLeod, as he seized the man by the collar.

Who talks of lifting scalps? growled a loud, deep-toned voice.

All eyes were instantly turned on the speaker, and the crowd fell back to permit Mr Macgregor, the person in command of the Mountain Fort, to approach the scene of action.

The man who now appeared on the scene was a sad and a terrible sight to behold. He was one of that wretched class of human beings who, having run a long course of unbridled wickedness, become total wrecks in body and mind long before the prime of manhood has been passed. Macgregor had been a confirmed drunkard for many years. He had long lost all power of self-control, and had now reached that last fearful stage when occasional fits of delirium tremens rendered him more like a wild beast than a man. Being a large and powerful man, and naturally passionate, he was at these times a terror to all who came near him. He had been many years in charge of the fur-trading establishment, and having on many occasions maltreated the Indians, he was hated by them most cordially.

One of his mad fits had been on him for some days before the arrival of March Marston and his friends. He had recovered sufficiently to be able to stagger out of his room just at the time the buffalo hunters, as above described, entered the square of the fort. As he strode forward, with nothing on but his shirt and trousers, his eyes bloodshot, his hair matted and dishevelled, and his countenance haggard in the extreme, he was the most pitiable, and, at the same time, most terrible specimen of human degradation that the mind of man could conceive of.

What now! who has been lifting scalps? he growled between his set teeth, striding up to Larocque, and glaring in his face, with his bloodshot eyes, like a tiger.

McLeod held up the bloody scalp.

Who did it? roared Macgregor.

I did, said Larocque with an attempt at a defiant air.

The words had barely passed his lips when he received a blow between the eyes that felled him to the earth. He attempted to rise, but, with a yell that sounded more like the war-cry of a savage than the wrathful shout of a civilised man, Macgregor knocked him down again, and, springing at his throat, began to strangle him.

Up to this point, McLeod refrained from interfering, for he was not sorry to see the murderer receive such severe punishment; but, having no desire to witness a second murder, he now seized his master, and, with the assistance of two of the men, succeeded in tearing him off from Larocque, and in conveying him, as respectfully as possible in the circumstances, to his private chamber.




Chapter Twelve.

An Argument on Argumentation  Also on Religion  Bounce feelosophical again  A Race cut short by a Bullet  Flight and Pursuit of the Redskins.

When McLeod returned to the square, he found that the trappers had adjourned with the men of the establishment to enjoy a social pipe together, and that Theodore Bertram was taking a solitary, meditative promenade in front of the gate of the fort.

You seem in a pensive mood, Mr Bertram, said the fur trader on coming up, will you not try the soothing effects of a pipe? Our tobacco is good; I can recommend it.

He offered a plug of tobacco to the artist as he spoke.

Thank you, I do not smoke, said Bertram, declining the proffered luxury. Tobacco may be good  though I know it not from experience. Yet, methinks, the man is wiser who does not create an unnatural taste, than he who does so for the purpose of gratifying it.

Ah! you are a philosopher.

If judging of things and questions simply on their own merit, and with the single object of ascertaining what is truth in regard to them, constitutes a philosopher, I am.

Dont you find that men who philosophise in that way are usually deemed an obstinate generation by their fellow-men? inquired the trader, smiling as he puffed a voluminous cloud from his lips.

I do, replied Bertram.

And dont you think the charge is just? continued the other in a jocular tone.

I do not, replied the artist. I think those who call them obstinate are often much more truly deserving of the epithet. Philosophers, in the popular sense of the word, are men who not only acquire knowledge and make themselves acquainted with the opinions of others, but who make independent use of acquired knowledge, and thus originate new ideas and frequently arrive at new conclusions. They thus often come to differ from the rest of mankind on many points, and, having good reasons for this difference of opinion, they are ever ready to explain and expound their opinions and to prove their correctness, or to receive proof of their incorrectness, if that can be given  hence they are called argumentative. Being unwilling to give up what appears to them to be truth, unless it can be shown to be falsehood, their opinions are not easily overturned  hence they are called obstinate. Thinking out a subject in a calm, dispassionate, logical manner, from its first proposition to its legitimate conclusion, is laborious to all. A very large class of men and women have no patience for such a process of investigation  hence argumentation, that most noble of all mental exercises, is deemed a nuisance. Certainly argumentation with unphilosophical persons is a nuisance; but I know of few earthly enjoyments more gratifying than an argument with a true philosopher.

Thats wot I says, so I do, out-an-out, observed Bounce, who had come up unperceived, and had overheard the greater part of the above remarks. Jist wot I thinks myself, Mr Bertram, only I couldnt xactly put it in the same way, dye see? Thats wot I calls out-an-out feelosophy.

Glad to hear youre such a wise fellow, said McLeod patronisingly. So you agree, of course, with Mr Bertram in condemning the use of the pipe.

Condemn the pipe? said Bounce, pulling out his own special favourite and beginning to fill it wot, condemn smokin? No, by no means wotsomdiver. Thats quite another kee-westion, wot we haint bin a disputin about. I only heerd Mr Bertram a-talkin about obstnitness an argementation.

Well, in regard to that, said Bertram, I firmly believe that men and women are all alike equally obstinate.

Ha! ejaculated Bounce, with that tone of mingled uncertainty and profound consideration which indicates an unwillingness to commit oneself in reference to a new and startling proposition.

On what grounds do you think so? asked McLeod.

Why on the simple ground that a man cannot change any opinion until he is convinced that it is wrong, and that he inevitably must, and actually does, change his opinion on the instant that he is so convinced; and that in virtue, not of his will, but of the constitution of his mind. Some mens minds are of such a nature  they take such a limited and weak grasp of things  that they cannot be easily convinced. Others are so powerful that they readily seize upon truth when it is presented to them; but in either case, the instant the point of conviction is reached the mind is changed. Pride may indeed prevent the admission of this change, but it takes place, as I have said, inevitably.

At this Bounce opened his eyes to their utmost possible width and said solemnly, Wot! do ye mean for to tell me, then, that thair aint no sich thing as obstinacy? He accompanied this question with a shake of the head that implied that if Bertram were to argue till doomsday he would never convince him (Bounce) of that.

By no means, returned the artist, smiling; there is plenty of it, but obstinacy does not consist in the simple act of holding ones opinion firmly.

Wot does it consist of, then?

In this  in holding firmly to opinions that have been taken hastily up, without the grounds on which they are founded having been duly weighed; and in refusing to consider these grounds in a philosophical (which means a rational) way, because the process would prove tiresome. The man who has comfortably settled all his opinions in this way very much resembles that fool of whom it is written that he is wiser in his own conceit than seven men who can render a reason.

Well, but, to come back to the starting-point, said McLeod, many wise men smoke.

If you say that in the way of argument, I meet it with the counter proposition that many wise men dont smoke.

Hah! ejaculated Bounce, but whether Bounces ejaculation was one of approval or disapproval we cannot tell. Neither can we tell what conclusion these philosophers came to in regard to smoking, because, just then, two horsemen were seen approaching the fort at full speed.

Seeing that they were alone, McLeod took no precautions to prevent surprise. He knew well enough that Indians frequently approach in this manner, so waited in front of the gate, coolly smoking his pipe, until the savages were within a few yards of him. It seemed as if they purposed running him down, but just as they came to within a couple of bounds of him, they drew up so violently as to throw their foaming steeds on their haunches.

Leaping to the ground, the Indians  who were a couple of strong, fine-looking savages, dressed in leathern costume, with the usual ornaments of bead and quill work, tags, and scalp-locks  came forward and spoke a few words to McLeod in the Cree language, and immediately after, delivering their horses to the care of one of the men of the establishment, accompanied him to the store.

In less than half an hour they returned to the gate, when the Indians remounted, and, starting away at their favourite pace  full gallop  were soon out of sight.

Them fellows seem to be in a hurry, remarked Bounce as they disappeared.

Ay, theyre after mischief too, replied McLeod in a sad tone of voice. They are two Cree chiefs who have come here for a supply of ammunition to hunt the buffalo, but I know they mean to hunt different game, for I heard them talking to each other about a war-party of Blood Indians being in this part of the country. Depend upon it scalps will be taken ere long. Tis a sad, sad state of things. Blood, blood, blood seems to be the universal cry here; and, now that weve had so many quarrels with the redskins, I fear that the day is not far-distant when blood will flow even in the Mountain Fort. I see no prospect of a better state of things, for savage nature cannot be changed. It seems a hopeless case.

There was a touch of pathos in the tone in which this was said that was very different from McLeods usual bold and reckless manner. It was evident that his natural disposition was kind, hearty, and peaceable; but that the constant feuds in which he was involved, both in the fort and out of it, had soured his temper and rendered him wellnigh desperate.

You are wrong, sir, in saying that their case is hopeless, said Bertram earnestly. There is a remedy.

I wish you could show it me, replied the trader.

Here it is, returned the artist, taking his little Testament from the inside pocket of his hunting-shirt. The gospel is able to make all men wise unto salvation.

McLeod shook his head, and said, It wont do here. To be plain with you, sir, I dont believe the gospels of any use in these wild regions, where murder seems to be as natural to man, woman, and child as food.

But, sir, rejoined Bertram, you forget that our Saviour Himself says that He came not to call the righteous but sinners to repentance. In this volume we are told that the blood of Christ cleanseth us from all sin; and, not only have we His assurance that none who come unto Him shall be cast out, but we have examples in all parts of the known world of men and women who were once steeped to the lips in every species of gross iniquity having been turned to the service of God through faith in Christ, and that by the power of the Holy Spirit, who, in this Word of God, is promised freely to them that simply ask.

It may be so, returned McLeod; I have not studied these things much. I dont profess to be a very religious man, and I cannot pretend to know much of what the gospel has done elsewhere; but I feel quite sure that it cannot do much here!

Then you do not believe the Bible, which says distinctly that this gospel is the power of God unto salvation to every one that believeth.

Ay, but these wretched Indians wont believe, objected the trader.

True, answered Bertram; they have not faith by nature, and they wont because they cant believe; but faith is the gift of God, and it is to be had for the asking.

To that I answer that theyll never ask.

How do you know? Did you ever give them a trial? Did you ever preach the gospel to them?

No, I never did that.

Then you cannot tell how they would treat it. Your remarks are mere assertions of opinion  not arguments. You know the wickedness of the Indians, and can therefore speak authoritatively on that point; but you know not (according to your own admission) the power of the gospel: therefore you are not in a position to speak on that point.

McLeod was about to reply when he was interrupted by the approach of Mr Macgregor, who had now recovered somewhat from the effects of his violent fit of passion. Having observed during the mêlée that strangers had arrived at his fort, he had washed and converted himself into a more presentable personage, and now came forward to the group of trappers, all of whom had assembled at the gate. Addressing them in a tone of affable hospitality he said  

Good-day, friends; Im glad to see you at the Mountain Fort. That blackguard Larocque somewhat ruffled my temper. Hes been the cause of much mischief here, I assure you. Do you intend to trap in these parts?

The latter part of this speech was addressed to Redhand, who replied  

We do mean to try our luck in these parts, but we hant yet made up our minds exactly where to go. Mayhap youll give us the benefit of your advice.

While he was speaking the fur trader glanced with an earnest yet half stupid stare at the faces of the trappers, as if he wished to impress their features on his memory.

Advice, he replied; youre welcome to all the advice Ive got to give ye; and its this  go home; go to where you belong to, sell your traps and rifles and take to the plough, the hatchet, the forehammer  to anything you like, so long as it keeps you out of this Macgregor paused a moment as if he were about to utter an oath, then dropped his voice and said, This wretched Indian country.

I guess, then, that we wont take yer advice, old man, said Big Waller with a laugh.

Old man? echoed Macgregor with a start.

Wall, if ye beant old, ye aint exactly a chicken.

Youre a plain-spoken man, replied the trader, biting his lips.

I always wos, retorted Waller.

Macgregor frowned for a moment, then he broke into a forced laugh, and said  

Well, friends, youll please yourselves, of course  most people do; and if you are so determined to stick to the wilderness I would advise some of you to stop here. Theres plenty of fun and fighting, if youre fond of that. What say you now, lad, turning to March, to remain with us here at the Mountain Fort? Ive taen a sort of fancy to your face. We want young bloods here. Ill give you a good wage and plenty to do.

Thanks; you are kind, replied March, smiling, but I love freedom too well to part with it yet awhile.

Mais, monsieur, cried Gibault, pushing forward, pulling off his cap, and making a low bow; if you vants yonger blod, an also ver goot blod, here am von!

The trader laughed, and was about to reply, when a sudden burst of laughter and the sound of noisy voices in the yard interrupted him. Presently two of the men belonging to the establishment cantered out of the square, followed by all the men, women, and children of the place, amounting probably to between twenty and thirty souls. A race! a race! shouted the foremost.

Hallo! Dupont, whats to do? inquired McLeod as the two horsemen came up.

Please, monsieur, Lincoln have bet me von gun dat hims horse go more queek dan mine  so we try.

Yes, so we shall, I guess, added the man named Lincoln, whose speech told that he was a Yankee.

Go it, stranger; I calclate youll do him slick, cried Waller patronisingly, for his heart warmed towards his countryman.

Ah! non. Go home; put your horse to bed, cried Gibault, glancing at the Yankees steed in contempt. Dis is de von as vill do it more slicker by far.

Well, well; clear the course; we shall soon see, cried McLeod. Now then  heres the word  one, two  away!

At the last word the riders whips cracked, and the horses sprang forward at a furious gallop. Both of them were good spirited animals, and during the first part of the race it could not be said that either had the advantage. They ran neck and neck together.

The racecourse at the Mountain Fort was a beautiful stretch of level turf, which extended a considerable distance in front of the gates. It crossed a clear open country towards the forest, where it terminated, and, sweeping round in an abrupt curve, formed, as it were, a loop; so that competitors, after passing over the course, swept round the loop, and, re-entering the original course again, came back towards the fort, where a long pole formed the winning-post.

Dupont and Lincoln kept together, as we have said, for some time after starting, but before they had cleared the first half of the course the former was considerably in advance of the latter, much to the delight of most of the excited spectators, with whom he was a favourite. On gaining the loop above referred to, and making the graceful sweep round it, which brought the foremost rider into full side view, the distance between them became more apparent, and a cheer arose from the people near the fort gate.

At that moment a puff of smoke issued from the bushes. Dupont tossed his arms in the air, uttered a sharp cry, and fell headlong to the ground. At the same instant a band of Indians sprang from the underwood with an exulting yell. Lincoln succeeded in checking and turning his horse before they caught his bridle, but an arrow pierced his shoulder ere he had galloped out of reach of his enemies.

The instant Dupont fell, a savage leaped upon him, and plunged his knife into his heart. Then, passing the sharp weapon quickly round his head with his right hand, with his left he tore the scalp off, and, leaping up, shook the bloody trophy defiantly at the horrified spectators.

All this was accomplished so quickly that the horror-stricken people of the Mountain Fort had not time to move a finger to save their comrade. But, as the savage raised the scalp of poor Dupont above his head, Redhands rifle flew to his shoulder, and in another moment the Indian fell to the earth beside his victim. Seeing this, the other Indians darted into the forest.

Then a fearful imprecation burst from the lips of Macgregor, as, with a face convulsed with passion, he rushed into the fort, shouting: To horse! to horse, men! and see that your horns and pouches are full of powder and ball!

The commotion and hubbub that now took place baffle all description. The men shouted and raved as they ran hither and thither, arming themselves and saddling their horses; while the shrieks of poor Duponts widow mingled with those of the other women and the cries of the terrified children.

Half a dozen of you must keep the fort, said McLeod, when they were all assembled; the others will be sufficient to punish these fiends. Youll help us, I suppose?

This latter question was addressed to Redhand, who, with his comrades, stood armed, and ready to mount.

Ready, sir, answered the trapper promptly.

McLeod looked round with a gleam of satisfaction on the stalwart forms of his guests, as they stood each at his horses head examining the state of his weapons, or securing more firmly some portion of his costume.

Mount! mount! shouted Macgregor, galloping at that moment through the gateway, and dashing away in the direction of the forest.

Stay!  my sketch-book! cried Bertram in an agony, at the same time dropping his reins and his gun, and darting back towards the hall of the fort.

Git on, lads; Ill look arter him, said Bounce with a grin, catching up the bridle of the artists horse.

Without a moments hesitation, the remainder of the party turned, and galloped after Macgregor, who, with the most of his own men, had already wellnigh gained the edge of the forest.

In a few seconds Bertram rushed wildly out of the fort, with the sketch-book in one hand and the two blunderbuss-pistols in the other. In leaping on his horse, he dropped the latter; but Bounce picked them up, and stuck them hastily into his own belt.

Now put that book into its own pouch, or yell be fit for nothin, said Bounce almost sternly.

Bertram obeyed, and grasped the rifle which his friend placed in his hand. Then Bounce vaulted into his saddle, and, ere those who were left behind had drawn the bolts and let down the ponderous bars of the gate of the Mountain Fort, the two horsemen were flying at full speed over the plain in the track of the avengers of blood who had gone before them.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Pursuit  Conscientious Scruples of the Artist  Strategic Movements  Surprised in the Wild-Cat Pass  March shows Coolness and Pluck in the Hour of Danger  A Terrific Onslaught by a wonderful Warrior  The Battle  Hard Knocks and Mysterious Differences of Opinion.

Crossing the open ground in front of the Mountain Fort, Bounce and Bertram entered the wood beyond, and traversed it with comparative ease, by means of a bridle-path which had been cut there by the fur-traders. A few minutes gallop brought them to the other side of the wood, which was one of those narrow strips or clumps of forest which grow, more or less thickly, on the skirts of the Rocky Mountains, forming that fine picturesque region where the prairie and the forest meet and seem to contend for the mastery.

The plain beyond this belt of wood was open and level  at least, sufficiently so to enable the two horsemen to see for a considerable distance around them. Here, in the far distance, they descried their companions, sweeping over the turf at their utmost speed, and making towards a low hill or ridge that intercepted the view of the more distant country.

Theyll have to draw in a bit, said Bounce, turning to his comrade. Horses no more nor men cant go helter-skelter up a hill without takin breath; so rouse up your beast, Mr Bertram, an well overtake em afore they gits to the tother side.

Bertram obeyed his friends command, but made no rejoinder, his thoughts being too deeply engaged at that moment in a controversy with his conscience as to the propriety of the business he had then in hand.

The young artist had a deep veneration for abstract truth  truth pure and simple, not only in reference to morals, but to all things terrestrial and celestial; and he was deeply impressed with the belief that what was right was right, and what was wrong was wrong, and could not, by any possibility, be otherwise. He felt, also, that the man who recognised truth and acted upon it must go right, and he who saw and did otherwise must go wrong!

Holding this simple creed very tenaciously, and, as we think, very properly, Bertram nevertheless found that his attempts to act up to it frequently involved him in a maze of perplexities.

On the present occasion, as he and Bounce thundered over the green turf of the flowering plains, scattering the terrified grasshoppers right and left, and causing the beautifully striped ground-squirrels to plunge with astonishing precipitancy into their holes, he argued with himself, that the mere fact of a murderous deed having been done was not a sufficient reason, perhaps, to justify his sallying forth with a reckless band of desperate fur-traders, bent on indiscriminate revenge. It was quite true, in his opinion, that a murderer should be punished with death, and that the pursuit and capture of a murderer was not only a legitimate act in itself but, in the circumstances, a bounden duty on his part. Yet it was equally true that most of the men with whom he was associated were thirsting for vengeance, and from past experience he knew full well that there would be no attempt to find out the murderer, but a simple and general massacre of all the Indians whom they could overtake.

Then it suddenly occurred to him that the murderer had already been shot by Redhand, so that his mission was one of simple revenge; but, a moment after, it flashed across his troubled mind that Lincoln had been left in the fort wounded  might possibly be dead by that time; so that there were probably among the flying savages other murderers to be dealt with. This idea was strengthened by another thought, namely, that the savage who stabbed and scalped Dupont might not have been the savage who shot him. The complication and aggregate of improbability amounted, in Bertrams mind, so nearly to a certainty, that he dismissed the digressive question as to whether there might or might not be a murderer among the Indians, and returned to the original proposition, as to whether it was right in him to take part in a pursuit of vengeance that would very likely terminate murderously. But before he could come to any satisfactory conclusion on that point he and Bounce found themselves suddenly in the midst of the cavalcade, which had halted on the summit of the ridge, in order to allow them to come up.

Here we are, lads, cried Macgregor, his flushed face still blazing with wrath, which he made no effort to subdue, and his eyes red with prolonged debauchery, flashing like the eyes of a tiger here we are, too late to cut off the retreat o these detestable reptiles from the woods, but not too late to circumvent them.

The fur trader spoke rapidly, almost breathlessly, and pointed to the band of Indians they were in pursuit of, who, observing that their pursuers had halted, also drew rein on the edge of a belt of thick forest that extended for miles into the mountains. They appeared to wait, in order to ascertain what their enemies meant to do.

The villains, continued Macgregor, think weve given up pursuit as hopeless, but theyre mistaken  theyre mistaken, as theyll find to their cost. Now, mark me, men; we shall turn back as if we had really given in; but the moment we get down into the hollow, out of sight, well go as hard as we can bolt up that valley there, and round by the place we call the Wild-Cat Pass. Its a difficult pass, but who cares for that? Once through it we can get by a short cut to the other side of that wood, and meet the redskins right in the teeth. Theyre Blackfoot Indians, I know by their dress; and, as they dont belong to this part o the country, they cant be aware of the pass. But some of us must go back a good way towards the fort, so as to deceive the blackguards, wholl be sure to get on the first hill they can to see where weve gone to. Now  away! Stay, he added in a less commanding tone, I dont know that my guests are willing to go with us through thick an thin in this fashion. Ive no desire to have unwilling warriors.

Had we not been willing replied Redhand dryly, we wouldnt have come even thus far.

Very good, rejoined Macgregor with a grim smile; then, perhaps, since you are so good as to go along with us, youll make for the head of that valley, and when you come to the Wild-Cat Pass Ive spoken of, youll wait there till the rest of us, who are to sham going back to the fort, come up with ye; then well go through the pass together, and polish off the redskins.

To this plan Redhand assented; so he and his comrades prepared to take the way to the pass, while the men of the fort turned homewards. A triumphant shout from the Indians showed that they imagined the pursuit was given up; but Macgregor knew their cunning too well to fall into the mistake of at once concluding that they were thoroughly deceived. He knew that they would send out scouts to dog them, and felt, that if his plan was to succeed, he must put it into execution promptly.

Ive scarce had time to ask your names or where youve come from, he said on parting from the trappers; but therell be plenty of time for that when we meet again. Keep close in the bottom, and ride fast, till the shadow of yonder crag conceals you from view. If the Indians get sight of you, theyll smell the dodge at once and escape us. Perhaps, young man, youd like to come with my party?

The latter part of this speech was made rather abruptly to March Marston, who received it with some surprise, and with a distinct refusal.

Ill stick by my comrades, said he, till I see good reason

Well, well, boy  please yourself! muttered the trader angrily, as he broke away at full speed, followed by his men.

Our trappers instantly turned their horses heads towards the mountains, and made for the Wild-Cat Pass.

Macgregors estimate of the cunning of the Indians was but too correct. The instant the fur-traders disappeared behind the ridge, as if on their return homewards, several of their fastest riders were dispatched to the nearest hill, to watch the movements of the enemy. They ascended one which commanded a wide view of the surrounding country, and thence beheld the fur-traders proceeding swiftly back in the direction of the fort. Unfortunately, they also perceived the bottle-brush of Bertrams steed, as it disappeared behind the crag which already concealed the rest of his comrades from view. One instant later, and the Indians would have failed to make this discovery, for a deep impassable gorge lay between them and the ravine which conducted to the pass. It was but the barest possible glimpse they got of that shabby tail; but it told a tale which they perfectly understood, for they flew back in the utmost haste to warn their comrades, who, knowing the smallness of the party thus sent against them, from the largeness of the party that had shammed returning to the fort, resolved upon executing a counter movement.

They had a shrewd suspicion, from the nature of the country, that the intention of the whites was to get through a pass of some sort and intercept them, and, concluding that this pass must lie at the head of the valley up which the bottle-brush had vanished, they resolved to proceed to the same spot through the gorge that separated the hill from the crag or rocky ridge before referred to.

Promptitude they knew to be everything, so they swept up the gorge like a whirlwind. Thus both parties drew nearer to the chaotic opening styled the Wild-Cat Pass  the trappers, all ignorant of what awaited them there; the savages bent on giving their enemies an unpleasant surprise.

But, unknown to either, there was a pair of eyes high on a rock above the Wild-Cat Pass, that overlooked the two valleys or ravines, and gazed with considerable interest and curiosity on the two advancing parties. Those eyes belonged to a solitary horseman, who stood on the edge of the wild precipice that overhung the pass. The hunter, for such his leathern dress bespoke him, stood beside his horse, his right arm over its arched neck, and his right hand patting its sleek shoulder. From the position which he occupied he could see without being seen. His magnificent steed seemed to be aware that danger was at hand, for it stood like a statue, absolutely motionless, with the exception of its fine fiery eyes. Whatever this solitary hunters thoughts regarding the two approaching parties might be, it was evident that he meant to remain an invisible spectator of their doings; for he stood in the same attitude of statue-like attention until they reached the heads of the two ravines, where they were separated from each other only by the pass. Here, on the one side, the Indians, about forty in number, lay in ambush among the rocks, prepared to surprise and attack the trappers when they should pass. On the other side the trappers halted, and dismounting, allowed their horses to graze while they awaited the arrival of Macgregor and his party.

They wont be long o comin, remarked Redhand, seating himself on a stone and proceeding to strike a light. That fellow Macgregor ant the man to waste time when hes out after the redskins. I only hope he wont waste life when he gets up to them.

So do I, said Bounce, seating himself beside Redhand and carefully cutting a small piece of tobacco into shreds by means of a scalping-knife. A sartin amount o punishment is needful, dye see, to keep em down; but I dont like slaughtering human beins onnecessary like.

Id skiver em all, I guess  every one, observed Big Waller angrily. Theyre a murderin, thievin set o varmints, as dont desarve to live nohow!

Bah! exclaimed Gibault in disgust; you is most awferfully onfeelosophicule, as Bounce do say. If dey not fit for live, for fat vas dey made? You vicked man!

Big Waller deigned no reply.

Im off to look at the pass, cried March Marston, vaulting suddenly into the saddle. Come, Bertram; youll go with me, wont you, and see if we can find some wild-cats in it?

The artist, who had not dismounted, merely replied by a nod and a smile, and the two reckless youths galloped away, heedless of Bounces warning not to go too far, for fear they should find something worse than wild-cats there.

The Wild-Cat Pass, through which they were speedily picking their steps, in order to get a view of the country beyond, was not inappropriately named; for it seemed, at the first glance of those who entered it, as if no creature less savagely reckless than a cat could, by any possibility, scramble through it without the aid of wings.

The greater part of it was the ancient bed of a mountain torrent, whose gushing waters had, owing to some antediluvian convulsion of nature, been diverted into another channel. The whole scene was an absolute chaos of rocks which had fallen into the torrents bed from the precipice that hemmed it in on the west, and these rocky masses lay heaped about in such a confused way that it was extremely difficult to select a pathway along which the horses could proceed without running great risk of breaking their limbs. The entire length of the pass could not have been much more than a quarter of a mile, yet it took March Marston and his companion full half an hour to traverse it.

When about half through the pass March, who led the way, drew up on a small rocky elevation, from which he could survey the amphitheatre of rugged and naked rocks in the midst of which he stood.

Upon my word, Bertram, he said gazing round, if Bunyan had ever been in the Rocky Mountains, I think he would have chosen such a spot as this for the castle o Giant Despair.

I know not, replied Bertram with a deep sigh, as he drew rein, what Bunyan would have done, but I know that Giant Despair has already located himself here, for he has been trying to take, possession of my bosom for at least twenty minutes. I never rode over such ground in my life. However, it ill becomes pioneers to be overcome by such a giant, so pray push on; I feel quite eager to see what sort of region lies beyond this gloomy portal.

March laughed and turned to continue the scramble; Bertram removed his brigandish hat, wiped his heated brows, replaced the hat firmly thereon, and drove his heels violently against the ribs of his horse, an act which induced that patient quadruped to toss its head and shake its bottle-brush ere it condescended to move on. It was quite evident that, although Bertram spoke in a half-jesting tone of Giant Despair, he was in reality much delighted with the singularity of this extemporised and interesting ramble.

I say, Bertram, dont you like this sort of thing? inquired March, looking back at his companion, on reaching a somewhat level part of the pass.

Like it? Ay, that do I. I love it, March. There is a freedom, a species of wild romance about it, that is more captivating than I can describe.

You dont need to describe it, returned March. I have it all described splendidly within me. One dont want words when ones got feelins. But Ive often thought what a pity it is that we cant describe things or places at all with words. At least, I cant, he added modestly. When I try to tell a fellow what Ive seen, it aint o no manner of use to try, for I dont get hold of the right words at the right time, and so dont give out the right meanin, and so the fellow Im speakin to dont take up the right notion, dye see? Its a great pity that words are such useless things.

Why, that was spoken like Bounce himself, said Bertram, smiling.

Look out, or youll go bounce into that hole, if you dont have a care, cried March, turning aside to avoid the danger referred to. They proceeded through the remainder of the pass in silence, as the rugged nature of the ground required their undivided attention.

Had there been a sprite in that place, who could have hopped invisibly to some elevated pinnacle, or have soared on gossamer wings into the air, so as to take a birds-eye view of the whole scene, he would have noted that while March Marston and the artist were toiling slowly through the Wild-Cat Pass, the solitary hunter before referred to regarded their proceedings with some surprise, and that when he saw they were bent on going quite through the pass, his expression changed to a look of deep concern.

With slow and gentle hand this man backed his quiet and docile horse deeper into the bush; and when he had got so deep into the shade of the forest as to be perfectly safe from observation, he leaped on its back with a single bound, and galloped swiftly away.

A few minutes after the occurrence of this incident, March and his friend emerged from the pass and trotted out upon a level plain whence they obtained a fine view of the magnificent country beyond. The pass from which they had just issued seemed to be the entrance to the heart of the Rocky Mountains. The plain, or rather the plateau, on which they stood was a level spot covered with soft grass, free from bushes, and not more than a hundred yards in extent. On three sides it was encompassed by inaccessible precipices and rocky ground, in the midst of which the opening out of the pass was situated. On the fourth side it was skirted by a dense thicket of bushes that formed the entrance to a magnificent forest which extended for several miles in front of the spot. Beyond this forest the scene was broken by hills and valleys, and little plains, richly diversified with wood and water  the former in dense masses, scattered groups, and isolated clusters; the latter shining in the forms of lakelet and stream, or glancing snow-white in numberless cascades. Beyond all, the dark-blue giant masses of the Rocky Mountains towered up and up, hill upon hill, pile upon pile, mass on mass, till they terminated in distant peaks, so little darker than the sky that they seemed scarcely more solid than the clouds with which they mingled and blended their everlasting snows.

Ant it beautiful? cried March, riding forward with a bounding sensation of inexpressible delight.

Bertram followed him, but did not answer. He was too deeply absorbed in the simple act of intently gazing and drinking in the scene to listen or to reply.

At the precise moment in which March made the above remark, his quick eye observed a spear head which one of the savages, hid among the bushes there, had not taken sufficient pains to conceal.

March Marston was a young hunter, and, as yet an inexperienced warrior; but from childhood he had been trained, as if it were in spirit, by the anecdotes and tales of the many hunters who had visited Pine Point settlement. His natural powers of self-control were very great, but he had to tax all these powers to the uttermost to maintain his look of animated delight in the scenery unchanged, after making the above startling discovery. But March did it! His first severe trial in the perils of backwoods life had come  without warning or time for preparation; and he passed through it like a true hero.

That a spear handle must necessarily support a spear head; that an Indian probably grasped the former; that, in the present position of affairs, there were certainly more Indians than one in ambush; and that, in all probability, there were at that moment two or three dozen arrows resting on their respective bows, and pointed towards his and his comrades hearts, ready to take flight the instant they should come within sure and deadly range, were ideas which did not follow each other in rapid succession through his brain, but darted upon the young hunters quick perceptions instantaneously, and caused his heart to beat on his ribs like a sledge-hammer, and the blood to fly violently to his face.
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Luckily Marchs face was deeply browned, and did not show the crimson tide. With a sudden, mighty effort he checked the natural look and exclamation of surprise. That was the moment of danger past. To continue his praise of the lovely scene in gay delighted tones was comparatively easy.

Isnt it beautiful? he said, turning his face full towards the ambushed savages, gazing over their place of concealment with an unconscious joyous air, and sweeping his hand towards the mountains, as if to draw the attention of his companion to them. Marchs only weapon at that moment was the small hatchet he was wont to carry in his girdle. This implement chanced to be in his hand. Placing it carelessly in his belt, as though nothing was further from his mind than the idea of requiring to use it at that time, he cried  

See, yonder is a mound from which we may get a better view, and trotted to the summit of the spot alluded to. In doing so, he placed himself still nearer to the Indians. This was a bold stroke, though a dangerous one, meant to deceive the enemy. After gazing a few seconds from this spot, he wheeled round and walked his horse quietly towards the entrance to the pass. Arrived there, he turned, and pretending that he saw something in the far distance, he shaded his eyes with his hand and gazed for a short time intently, then calling to Bertram, who still remained in his original position all unconscious of his danger, said  

I say, come here; look at yonder splendid lake, its worth seeing  well worth seeing; and if you dont see it with that curious light on it, youll not care to see it at all.

March did not dare, by energy of voice, to force his friends attention, therefore the first part of this speech was unheeded; but the reference to a curious light had the desired effect. Bertram turned, and rode to join his companion. Getting Bertram into such a position that his own person partially screened him from the Indians, he made the following remarkable speech, from beginning to end, in the gay tones of one who discourses eloquently on the beauties of nature; pointing here and there as he rattled on.

Ant it beautiful? eh? I say, just look at it now!  listen to me, Bertram  attentively, but gaze admiringly at the scene  at the scene  oh! man, do what I bid ye  your life hangs on it. Pretend to admire it  were in great danger  but

Eh? what? where? exclaimed the artist in a tone of intense excitement, at the same time laying his hand on one of his pistols and gazing anxiously all round him.

Alas! poor Bertram. It needed not the acute apprehension of a redskin to understand that you had been told of present danger. Neither did it require much acuteness on the part of March to divine what was to follow.

Scarcely had the symptoms of alarm been exhibited, when four arrows whizzed through the air and passed close to the persons of the two friends, who instantly turned and made a dash for the entrance of the pass. At the same time the savages uttered a yell and darted after them.

Well never be able to escape by the pass, exclaimed March, looking behind him hurriedly, as they approached the rocky gorge, and, I declare, theres only four o them on foot. Come, Bertram, lets make a bold stroke for it. Well easy break through em.

He reined up so suddenly as almost to throw the horse on its haunches, and, wheeling round, darted towards the savages. Bertram followed almost mechanically.

The Indians offered no opposition, but at that moment another yell rose from the hushes, and about thirty mounted Indians, who had been concealed behind a projecting cliff, sprang forward and closed up the only place of escape with a formidable array of spears. From their not using their arrows it was evident that they wished to capture the white men alive, for the purpose, no doubt, of taking them home to their wigwams, there to put them to death by slow torture with the assistance of their squaws.

March Marstons spirit rose with the occasion. He uttered a furious cry, flourished his hatchet above his head, and dashed at full gallop towards the line. Seeing this, one of the Indians levelled his spear and rode out to meet him. Bertrams nerves recovered at that moment. He fired both pistols at the advancing savage, but without effect. In despair he hurled one of them violently at the head of the Indian. The missile went true to the mark and felled him. On beholding this the whole body of savages rushed upon the two white men.

One powerful Indian seized March by the throat. Before either could use his weapon the horses separated and both fell violently to the ground. Bertram leaped off his horse and sprang to the rescue, but he was instantly surrounded, and for a few seconds defended himself with the butt of his large cavalry pistol with an amount of energy and activity that would have filled those who knew him best with amazement. At that moment there was a clatter of hoofs in the gorge, and a roar or bellow was heard above the din of the fight. All eyes were turned towards the pass, and next moment a solitary horseman leaped over the broken rocks and bounded over the turf towards the combatants.

The aspect of this newcomer was something terrible to behold. Both he and his horse were gigantic in size. The man was dressed in the costume of an Indian, but his hair and beard were those of a white man. The mane and tail of his huge horse were of enormous length, and as he swept over the little plain, which seemed to tremble beneath his heavy tread, the wind blew out these and the tags and scalp-locks of his coat and leggings as well as his own beard and hair in such a confused and commingled way as to make the man and horse appear like one monstrous creature.

The Indians turned to flee, but, seeing only one enemy, they hesitated. In another moment the wild horseman was upon them. He carried a round shield on his left arm and a long double-edged sword in his right hand. Two Indians lowered their spears to receive him. The point of one he turned aside with his shield, and the shock of his heavy warhorse hurled horse and man upon the plain. The other he cut the iron head off with a sweep of his sword, and, with a continuation of the same cut, he cleft his opponent to the chin. Turning rapidly, he bounded into the very midst of the savages, uttering another of his tremendous roars of indignation. The suddenness of this act prevented the Indians from using their bows and arrows effectively. Before they could fit an arrow to the string two more of their number lay in the agonies of death on the ground. Several arrows were discharged, but the perturbation of those who discharged them, and their close proximity to their mark, caused them to shoot wide. Most of the shafts missed him. Two quivered in his shield, and one pierced the sleeve of his coat. Turning again to renew his rapid attacks he observed one of the Indians  probably a chief  leap to one side, and, turning round, fit an arrow with calm deliberation to his bow. The furious horseman, although delivering his sweeping blows right and left with indiscriminate recklessness, seemed during the mêlée to have an intuitive perception of where the greatest danger lay. The savages at that moment were whirling round him and darting at him in all directions, but he singled out this chief at once and bore down upon him like a thunderbolt. The chief was a brave man. He did not wince, but, drawing the arrow to its head as the other approached, let it fly full at his breast. The white man dropped on the neck of his steed as if he had been struck with lightning; the arrow passed close over his back and found its mark in the breast of one of the savages, whose death yell mingled with that of the chief as, a moment later, the gigantic warrior ran him with a straight point through the body.

The Indians were scattered now. The rapid dash of that tumultuous fight, although of but a few seconds duration, had swept the combatants to the extreme edge of the woods, leaving Bertram standing in the midst of dead and dying men gazing with a bewildered, helpless look at the terrible scene. March Marston lay close by his side, apparently dead, in the grip of the savage who had first attacked him, and whose throat his own hand grasped with the tenacity and force of a vice.

Most of the Indians leaped over the bushes and sought the shelter of the thick underwood, as the tremendous horseman, whom doubtless they now deemed invulnerable, came thundering down upon them again; but about twenty of the bravest stood their ground. At that moment a loud shout and a fierce hurrah! rang out and echoed hither and thither among the rocks; and, next instant, Big Waller, followed by Bounce and his friends, as well as by Macgregor and his whole party, sprang from the Wild-Cat Pass, and rushed furiously upon the savages, who had already turned and fled towards the wood for shelter. The whole band crossed the battlefield like a whirlwind, leaped over or burst through the bushes, and were gone  the crashing tread of their footsteps and an occasional shout alone remaining to assure the bewildered artist, who was still transfixed immovable to the ground, that the whole scene was not a dream.

But Bertram was not left alone on that bloody field. On the first sound of the approach of the white men to the rescue, the strange horseman  who, from the moment of his bursting so opportunely on the scene, had seemed the very impersonation of activity and colossal might  pulled up his fiery steed; and he now sat, gazing calmly into the forest in the direction in which the Indians and traders had disappeared.

Stupefied though he was, Bertram could not avoid being impressed and surprised by the sudden and total change which had come over this remarkable hunter. After gazing into the woods, as we have said, for some minutes, he quietly dismounted, and plucking a tuft of grass from the plain, wiped his bloody sword, and sheathed it. Not a trace of his late ferocity was visible. His mind seemed to be filled with sadness, for he sighed slightly, and shook his head with a look of deep sorrow, as his eyes rested on the dead men. There was a mild gravity in his countenance that seemed to Bertram incompatible with the fiend-like fury of his attack, and a slow heaviness in his motions that amounted almost to laziness, and seemed equally inconsistent with the vigour he had so recently displayed, which was almost cat-like, if we may apply such a term to the actions of so huge a pair as this man and his horse were.

A profusion of light-brown hair hung in heavy masses over his herculean shoulders, and a bushy moustache and beard of the same colour covered the lower part of his deeply browned face, which was handsome and mild, but eminently masculine, in expression.

Remounting his horse, which seemed now to be as quiet and peaceable as himself, this singular being turned and rode towards that part of the wood that lay nearest to the wild rocky masses that formed the outlet from the pass. On gaining the verge of the plain he turned his head full round, and fixed his clear blue eyes on the wondering artist. A quiet smile played on his bronzed features for an instant as he bestowed upon him a cheerful nod of farewell. Then, urging his steed forward, he entered the woods at a slow walk, and disappeared.

The heavy tramp of his horses hoofs among the broken stones of the rugged path had scarcely died away when the distant tread of the returning fur-traders broke on Bertrams ear. This aroused him from the state of half-sceptical horror in which he gazed upon the scene of blood and death in the midst of which he stood. Presently his eye fell, for the first time, upon the motionless form of March Marston. The sight effectually restored him. With a slight cry of alarm, he sprang to his friends side, and, kneeling down, endeavoured to loosen the death-like grasp with which he still held the throat of his foe. The horror of the poor artist may be imagined, when he observed that the skull of the Indian was battered in, and that his young comrades face was bespattered with blood and brains.

Just then several of the trappers and fur-traders galloped upon the scene of the late skirmish.

Hallo! Mr Bertram, here you are; guess weve polished em off this time a few. Hey! wots this? cried Big Waller, as he and some of the others leaped to the ground and surrounded Bertram. Not dead, is he?

The tone in which the Yankee trapper said this betrayed as much rage as regret. The bare idea of his young comrade having been killed by the savages caused him to gnash his teeth with suppressed passion.

Out o the way, lads; let me see him, cried Bounce, who galloped up at that moment, flung himself off his horse, pushed the others aside, and kneeling at his side, laid his hand on March Marstons heart.

All right, he said, raising the youths head, hes only stunned. Run, Gibault, fetch a drop o water. The horse that brained this here redskin, by good luck, only stunned March.

Ah! mon pauvre enfant! cried Gibault as he ran to obey.

The water quickly restored March, and in a few minutes he was able to sit up and call to remembrance what had passed. Ere his scattered faculties were quite recovered, the fur-traders returned, with Macgregor at their head.

Well done, the Wild Man of the West! cried McLeod, as he dismounted. Not badly hurt, young man, I trust.

Oh! nothing to speak of. Only a thump on the head from a horses hoof, said March; Ill be all right in a little time. Did you say anything about the Wild Man of the West? he added earnestly.

To be sure I did; but for him you and Mr Bertram would have been dead men, I fear. Did you not see him?

See him? no, replied March, much excited. I heard a tremendous roar, but just then I fell to the ground, and remember nothing more that happened.

Was that quiet, grave-looking man the Wild Man of the West? inquired Bertram, with a mingled feeling of interest and surprise.

This speech was received with a loud burst of laughter from all who heard it.

Well, Ive never seed the Wild Man till to-day, said one, though Ive often heerd of him, but I must say the little glimpse I got didnt show much that was mild or grave.

I guess your heads bin in a swum, stranger, said another. Ive only seed him this once, but I dont hope to see him agin. He aint to be trusted, he aint, that feller.

And Ive seen him five or six times, added McLeod, and all I can say is, that twice out o the five he was like an incarnate fiend, and the other three times  when he came to the Mountain Fort for ammunition  he was as gruff and sulky as a bear with the measles.

Well, gentlemen, said Bertram with more emphasis in his tone than he was wont to employ, I have seen this man only once, but Ive seen him under two aspects to-day, and all that I can say is, that if that was really the Wild Man of the West, hes not quite so wild as he gets credit for.

On hearing this, March Marston rose and shook himself. He felt ill at ease in body and mind. The idea of the Wild Man of the West having actually saved his life, and he had not seen him, was a heavy disappointment, and the confused and conflicting accounts of those who had seen him, combined with the racking pains that shot through his own brain, rendered him incapable of forming or expressing any opinion on the subject whatever; so he said abruptly  

Its of no use talking here all night, friends. My heads splittin, so I think wed better encamp.

Marchs suggestion was adopted at once. Provisions had been carried with them from the fort. The dead bodies of the Indians were buried; a spot at some distance from the scene of the fight was chosen. The fires were lighted, supper was devoured and a watch set, and soon March Marston was dreaming wildly in that savage place about the Wild Man of the West!




Chapter Fourteen.

The Hunting Ground  How they spent the Sabbath Day among the Mountains  Threatening Clouds on the Horizon.

Next day the fur-traders prepared to return to the Mountain Fort, and the trappers to continue their journey into the Rocky Mountains.

At the period of which we write, the fur of the beaver was much in demand in the European markets, and trappers devoted much of their time to the capture of that sagacious animal. From McLeod, Redhand learned that a journey of eight or ten days to the south-eastward would bring them to a country that was reported to be much frequented not only by the beaver, but by many other fur-bearing and wild animals; so it was resolved that, having brought their traps and supplies with them, the trappers, instead of returning to the fort, should part with their entertainers at the spot where the skirmish had occurred, and make for that hunting ground as quickly as possible.

I suppose you dont want to part company with us yet, Mr Bertram? said old Redhand as they were about to start.

By no means, replied the artist quickly; I have no intention of quitting you  that is, if you do not find me a burden on your hands, he added with a sad smile.

A burden! cried Bounce in surprise; I tell ye wot, sir, I consider yer company a honour.

So you wont return with us, young man? said Macgregor to March Marston as he mounted his horse. Im in want of a stout young fellow, and youll like the life.

I thank ye, sir, for your good opinion, returned March; but my minds made up: Ill stick by my comrades; I like trappin, but I dont like tradin  though Im obliged to you for bein so pressin all the same.

The two parties bade each other adieu and separated  the one retracing its way through the Wild-Cat Pass; the other, with old Redhand at its head, descending into the beautiful country that has been briefly described in the last chapter.

Six quiet and peaceful weeks now succeeded to the stormy period that had just passed. During this time they wandered pleasantly about in as beautiful a region of the world as the heart of man could wish to dwell in. They reached this country after several days travel. After arriving they moved about from one beautiful spot to another, setting their beaver traps in the streams, and remaining a longer or shorter time at each place, according to their success in trapping and hunting.

The country was of so peculiarly diversified a formation, that, within the compass of ten miles, every possible variety of scenery existed  from the level stretch of prairie to the towering snow-peaks of the mountains; from the brake-encompassed swamp, in which frogs, ducks, geese, plover, and other denizens of the marshes maintained perpetual jubilee, to the dry bush-dotted mounds and undulating lands, where the badger delighted to burrow in the sandy soil, while in other places, the wolf, the fox, and the grisly bear prowled amid the dark recesses of the forest.

It was a truly beautiful and a pre-eminently enjoyable region, and, in the midst of it, under the spreading branches of a magnificent pine, which grew on the top of a little mound that commanded an extensive prospect on every side, the trappers pitched their camp, and began their campaign against the fur-bearing animals that dwelt there.

It was a quiet sunny Sabbath morning when our trappers arrived at the tree above referred to. They had encamped the previous night on a swampy piece of ground, having travelled too late to afford time to search for a better spot, so that they were glad to rise and push forward at the peep of day on Sabbath. But when, in the course of a couple of hours, they reached the dry country, they at once proceeded to encamp.

During their journeying the trappers had mutually agreed to rest from all labour on the Sabbath day. Some of them did so from no higher motive than the feeling that it was good for themselves and for their beasts to rest one day in seven from bodily labour. Although not absolutely regardless of religion, they nevertheless failed to connect this necessity of theirs with the appointment of a day of rest by that kind and gracious Father, who has told us that the Sabbath was made for man. Made for him not only, and chiefly, for the benefit of his soul, but also, and secondarily, for the good of his body.

Others of the party there were, however, who regarded the Sabbath rest in a somewhat higher light than did their comrades; though none of them were fully alive to the blessings and privileges attaching to the faithful keeping of the Lords day. Independently altogether of the delight connected with the contemplation of the wonderful works of God in the wilderness  especially of that beautiful portion of the wilderness  the trappers experienced a sensation of intense pleasure in the simple act of physical repose after their long, restless, and somewhat exciting journey. They wandered about from spot to spot, from hill to hill, in a species of charming indolence of body, that seemed to increase, rather than to diminish, the activity of their minds. Sometimes they rambled or rested on the sunny slopes in groups, sometimes in couples, and sometimes singly. March Marston and the artist sauntered about together, and conversed with animated fluency and wandering volubility  as young minds are wont to do  on things past, present, and to come; things terrestrial and celestial. In short, there was no subject, almost, that did not get a share of their attention, as they sauntered by the rippling brook or over the flowering plain, or stood upon the mountain side. They tried everything by turns, and nothing long, and, among other mental occupations, they read portions of the Bible together; for Bertram found that March carried his mothers Testament in an inner breast-pocket of his hunting-shirt, and March discovered that his friend had a small copy of the Bible  also a mothers gift  which shared the pouch of his leather coat with the well-known sketch-book. They conversed freely and somewhat boldly on what they read, and we doubt not that our learned divines, had they listened to the talk of the youthful pioneer and the young hunter, would have been surprised, perhaps edified, by the simple, practical, common-sense views promulgated by those raw theologians. Certainly, any one listening to the grave, kindly, philosophical commentaries of March Marston, would never have believed in the truth of that statement at the commencement of this story, wherein it is asserted somewhat positively that March Marston was mad!

Bounce, and Big Waller, and Black Gibault, drew naturally together and speculated, after their own peculiar fashion, on every subject of thought within the reach of their capacities; and as Bounces capacities embraced a pretty wide range, the feelosophical views he set forth upon that lovely Sabbath day were so varied, so eccentric, so graphic, and so apparently inexhaustible, that he effectually quelled Gibaults inveterate tendency, to jest, and filled Big Waller with deeper admiration than ever.

As for Redhand and the Indian, they wandered about in sympathetic silence, broken ever and anon by the old trapper passing a remark on some interesting peculiarity of a leaf, an insect, or a flower. It has been said, that as men grow older they find deeper pleasure in the contemplation of the minute things of nature, and are less desirous than they were wont to expatiate on the striking and the grand. What truth there is in the remark we cannot tell; but, certain it is, while the younger men of the party seemed to cast longing, admiring, and gladsome looks over the distant landscape, and up at the snow-clad and cloud-encompassed heights of the Rocky Mountains, old Redhand bent his eyes, we might almost say lovingly, on the earth. He would sit down on a stone and pluck a leaf, which he would examine with minute care; or watch with the deepest interest the frantic efforts of a little ant, as it staggered along under its gigantic burden of a single seed, climbing over a mountainous twig, tumbling into a cavernous hole the size of a hazelnut, or being brought to a hesitating pause by a mountain torrent a quarter of an inch broad.

The sedate Indian took special pleasure in watching the doings of his old friend. Usually, he contented himself with a grunt of assent when Redhand made a remark on the peculiarities of a plant or an insect, but sometimes he ventured on a brief observation, and occasionally even proposed a question to his aged companion, which Redhand found it difficult to answer. There was little interchange of thought between those two silent men, but there was much of quiet enjoyment.

So passed the Sabbath day. Early on the following morning the trappers were astir, and before the sun tinged the mountain peaks, their beaver traps were set, an extensive portion of the territory they had thus quietly taken possession of had been explored in several directions, a couple of deer had been shot, a mountain goat seen, and a grisly bear driven from his den and pursued, but not killed; besides a number of wildfowl having been bagged, and an immense number of creatures, including mustangs, or wild horses, roused from their lairs.

When the scattered hunters returned to the camp to breakfast, they found themselves in a satisfied, happy state of mind, with a strong disposition, on the part of some, to break their fast without wasting time in cooking the viands. It was of no manner of use cooking, Big Waller said, when a feller was fit to eat his own head off of his own shoulders! As for Gibault, he declared that he meant to give up cooking his victuals from that time forward, and eat them raw. The others seemed practically to have come to the same conclusion, for certain it is that the breakfast, when devoured on that first Monday morning, was decidedly underdone  to use a mild expression!

But it was when the pipes were lighted that the peculiarities and capabilities of that wild region became fully known, for then it was that each hunter began to relate with minute accuracy the adventures of that morning. As they had scattered far and wide, and hunted or trapped separately, each had something new and more or less interesting to tell. March told of how he had shot a grey goose, and had gone into a moving swamp after it, and had sunk up to the middle, and all but took to swimming to save himself, but had got hold of the goose notwithstanding, as the drumstick he had just picked would testify. Bounce told of having gone after a moose deer, and, failing to come up with it, was fain to content himself with a bighorn and a buck; and Big Waller asserted that he had suddenly come upon a grisly bear, which he would certainly have shot, had it not run away from him. Whereupon Gibault, wilfully misunderstanding, said, with a look of unutterable surprise, that he would never have believed it  no, never  had anybody else told him, that Big Waller had actually run away from a bear! He couldnt bear to hear of it, and would not believe it though Waller himself said it. As for Bertram, having filled the pages of his sketch-book, back and front, he was compelled to take to miniature drawing in corners and blank bits, and in this way began to book the entire region, and to revel in his loved art.

Several weeks passed away, and during that time of peace and plenty, our trappers had it all to themselves. They caught and killed numbers of animals; stripped off, dried, and packed quantities of valuable furs; ate enormous meals, with the gusto of men who had laboriously earned the right to do so, and related stories and anecdotes enough to fill a huge volume. In short, they enjoyed themselves beyond conception, and Bertram agreed with March Marston in thinking that Bunyans land of Beulah could not have surpassed that delightful region.

But one day there came a small cloud on their blue sky of felicity. An event occurred which rudely dispelled their pleasant dreams, filled their hearts with anxiety, and finally broke up their camp in a way that led to disastrous, though not altogether ruinous, consequences.




Chapter Fifteen.

Business unpleasantly interrupted  The Mountain Fort in Danger  Trappers to the Rescue  A Rude Meeting with Foes in the Dark  A wild Race  March meets with a severe Misfortune.

One morning, just as the trappers were dropping into camp about the usual breakfast hour, laden with the produce of the trap and the chase, they were startled by the sudden appearance of a large band of mounted Indians, who galloped to the top of a neighbouring mound, and, crowding together, stood still to gaze upon the invaders of their hunting grounds, for such they deemed the trappers, no doubt.

To snatch up their arms and run to a place of safety was the work of a moment. It must not be supposed that such experienced men as Redhand and Bounce were altogether unprepared for a surprise of this sort. On the day of their arrival at the hunting ground, their first care had been to select such a place for their camp as lay in close proximity to some natural stronghold. Not ten paces from the camp fire there was a sort of hollow in the ground, on the very summit of the mound on which they were encamped. Here all their valuables had been placed, and round the edge of the hollow a rude breastwork had been raised, so that the party, when in it, could fire through little openings in the breastwork without exposing themselves to view.

To this fortress they retired the instant the Indians made their appearance. Fortunately all the members of the little party had come in.

Theyre holdin a council o war, said Bounce, carefully examining the priming of his piece. Its as like as not theyll attack us, but theyll get a hearty and an oncommonly warm welcome.

Theyll not attack us, said Redhand. They know that white men never travel without plenty of powder and ball, and they dont like taking a place by storm.

Ay, remarked Waller sarcastically, cause they knows that the first man as comes on is sartin sure to fall, an they knows that they cant come on without somebody comin first.

But theres brave fellers among the redskins, rejoined Bounce. I knowed a set o young fellers as banded theirselves together, and swore theyd go through fire an water, thick an thin, but theyd niver turn back from the face o danger wherever they met it. So, one day they wos crossin a river on the ice, an the first on em fell in, an wos carried away by the current; an what does the second do, but he walks straight into the hole, an wos drowned too; an the nixt wos goin to foller, when the old warriors ran at him an forced him back. If they hadnt stopped him, I do blieve

Theyre makin up their minds to do somethin or other, interrupted March.

I sincerely hope they wont fight, murmured Bertram earnestly. It is fearful to think of the blood that is shed by these men needlessly.

From the conduct of the Indians it became evident that on this occasion they sympathised with the artist in his desire not to fight, for one of their number dismounted, and, advancing unarmed towards the trappers, made signs of friendship.

Its as well to be bold an appear to trust em, said Redhand, laying down his rifle and leaping over the breastwork; keep your guns ready, lads, an if ye see treachery, let drive at once. Dont be afraid o hittin me. Ill take my chance.

After a few minutes conversation with the Indian, Redhand returned to his party.

That redskin, said he, tells me theyre on an expedition to hunt the buffalo on the prairie, and that theyre good friends of the white men, and would like to have a talk with us before they go on; but I dont believe em. From what I heard Mr McLeod say at the Mountain Fort, I think it not unlikely they are bound on an expedition against the whites. The very fact of their wishin to keep friends with us instead of tryin to lift our scalps and carry off our furs and horses, shows me theyve some more pressin business on hand. Mr McLeod described to me the appearance of one or two o the Injuns that hates the fur-traders most, so that I might be on my guard, an Im quite sure that some of them are with that band. Now, what say ye? Shall I tell em we dont want their acquaintance?

Tell em theyre a set o lyin thieves, said Big Waller. I guess well have nothin to say to em wotiver.

Oui, et give to dem mine complements, added Gibault, an say we ver moch blige by dere goodness, mais dey vill all be shooted if dey not go away queek.

Redhand did not give these polite messages to the Indian, but on returning to him he presented him with a piece of tobacco, and advised him to continue his journey without loss of time, as the buffaloes were travelling south and might be out of the way when they reached the prairie.

Whether the Indians felt angry or not it is impossible to say. They seemed indifferent to their cool reception by the trappers, and soon after rode off at full speed, in a direction that led away from the Mountain Fort, a circumstance which still further confirmed Redhand in his suspicions.

After an eager, hasty consultation, it was resolved that they should follow the savages, and if their trail was found to diverge, as was fully expected, towards the fort, that they should endeavour to pass them in the night, and proceed by forced marches, in order to get there in time to warn the fur-traders of their impending danger.

In less than an hour after the Indians left them, the trappers were galloping after them in hot haste. During the course of the day they found that the trail doubled back, as they had anticipated, so, making a wide détour, they headed the Indians, and during the afternoon got a little in advance of them on their way to the Mountain Fort.

But the trappers had a subtle enemy to deal with. Just as the Indians were about to encamp that night for a few hours rest, they chanced to diverge a short way from the direct line of march, and, in doing so, crossed the tracks of the trappers. A halt was called, and a minute inspection of the tracks made. One of the savages galloped back on them a considerable distance, and soon returned with the information that they led towards the camp of the pale-faces. From the appearance of the hoof-prints they knew that they were fresh, and thus at once guessed that their true intentions had been suspected, and might yet be frustrated by the trappers. Instead of encamping, therefore, they pushed on at full speed and very soon came up with the white men. It was a dark night, so that they could not see far in advance of them, and thus it happened that the two parties, on entering a narrow defile, almost rode into each other, with a yell of fierce surprise on both sides.

As there were at least fifty Indians, Redhand thought it better to avoid a doubtful combat by scattering his men through the woods, and letting each make the best of his way to the fort singly.

Run, boys! scatter! to the fort!

This was all that he deemed needful in the way of command or explanation. Firing a single volley at the enemy, they turned and fled.

Foller me, shouted Waller to the bewildered Bertram, as a shower of arrows whistled past their ears. The artist obeyed mechanically, and in another moment they were flying through the wood at a pace that seemed, and actually was, reckless under the circumstances. But the Indians did not attempt to pursue. They knew that their intention had been discovered, and that their only chance of success now lay in outriding the pale-faces. The ride, in fact, became a long race, neither party making the slightest attempt to hunt up the other, but each straining every nerve and muscle to get first to the doomed fort.

The scattered trappers rode for a long time singly, but as they neared the fort, one or two of them met, and when they came first in sight of the tall flagstaff, Bounce, Redhand, and Gibault rode abreast.

McLeod was standing in front of the fort, when the three horsemen came dashing over the plain. He hastily summoned his men and closed the gate, but as the foremost rider came near, he was recognised; the gate was thrown open, and they galloped into the square. In a few hasty words their errand was explained. Arms and ammunition were served out, and six men were stationed at the gate, to be in readiness to open it to approaching friends, or to shut it in the face of foes.

But the others of the party were not so fortunate as these three. The Indians reached the fort before they did, and one of their number was left, unknown to them, in a state of insensibility near the spot where the first rencontre had taken place.

When the Indians and trappers met in the narrow defile, as before related, one of the arrows, which had been discharged very much at random, entered the shoulder of March Marstons horse and wounded it mortally. At first March thought the wound was slight, and, hearing the shouts of some of the savages not far behind him, he urged his horse forward as rapidly as the nature of the ground would admit of. Before he had gone a quarter of a mile, however, the poor steed fell, throwing March over its head. In his flight the youths forehead came into violent contact with a branch, and he fell to the ground insensible.

His comrades, ignorant of his fate, continued their wild flight. Thus, our hero was forsaken, and left bruised and bleeding in the dark forest.




Chapter Sixteen.

March gets a Surprise; more than that, he gets a Variety of Surprises  Meets with a strange Hunter  Goes in a strange Fashion to a strange Cavern and beholds strange Sights  Besides other Matters of Interest.

On recovering consciousness, March discovered that it was broad daylight  from which he argued in a confused sort of way that he must have lain there all night. He also discovered that his head, which ached violently, rested on the knee of some unknown individual, who bathed his temples with cold water. Looking up he encountered the gaze of a pair of soft blue eyes.

Now there is something exceedingly captivating in a pair of soft blue eyes  not that there may not be something quite as captivating in a pair of brown or black or grey eyes  but there is something singularly captivating in the peculiar style of captivation wherewith a man is captivated by a pair of blue  distinctly blue  eyes. Perhaps it is that their resemblance to the cerulean depths of the bright sky and the blue profundities of the ocean invests them with a suggestive influence that is agreeable to the romantic and idealising tendencies of human nature; or that the colour is (or ought to be, if it is not) emblematic of purity. We throw out this suggestion solely for the benefit of unimpassioned philosophers. Those whose hearts are already under the pleasant thraldom of black or brown eyes are incapable of forming an opinion on the abstract question.

Well, March observed, further, that below those soft blue eyes, there was a handsome Roman nose, and immediately below that a moustache, and a thick short beard of curly light-brown hair. A slight, very slight, feeling of regret mingled with the astonishment with which March passed from the contemplation of the soft blue eyes to the bushy beard. He also noted that the stranger wore a little leathern cap, and that a profusion of rich brown hair descended from his head to his shoulders.

Yere better, lad, said the owner of the blue eyes in that deep musical bass voice which one meets with but rarely, and which resembles strongly, at times, the low pipes of a cathedral organ.

Thankee, yes, Im

There, dont move yet awhile. Youre badly bruised, lad. Ill go fetch ye another drop o water.

The owner of the blue eyes rose as he spoke, laid Marchs head softly on the ground, and walked towards a neighbouring brook. In doing so he displayed to the wondering gaze of March the proportions of a truly splendid-looking man. He was considerably above six feet in height, but it was not that so much as the herculean build of his chest and shoulders that struck March with surprise. His costume was the ordinary leather hunting-shirt and leggings of a backwoodsman, and, although deeply bronzed, his colour not less than his blue eyes and brown hair told that he was not an Indian.

As he returned, carrying a little birch-bark dish full of water in his hand, March observed that the lines of his forehead indicated a mingled feeling of anger and sadness, and that his heavy brows frowned somewhat. He also noted more clearly now the mans towering height, and the enormous breadth of his chest. As he lay there on his back with his head pillowed on a tuft of moss, he said inwardly to himself, I never saw such a fellow as this before in all my life!

And little wonder that March Marston thought thus, for, as no doubt the reader has already guessed, the far-famed Wild Man of the West himself stood before him!

But he did not know him. On the only occasion on which he had had an opportunity of beholding this renowned man, March had been rendered insensible just as he came on the field, and the exaggerated descriptions he had heard of him seemed quite irreconcilable with the soft blue eye and gentle manner of the hunter who had come thus opportunely to his aid. For one moment, indeed, the idea did occur to March that this was the Wild Man. It was natural that, having had his thoughts for so long a period filled with conjectures in reference to this wonderful creature, he should suppose the first tall, mysterious man he met must be he. But he dismissed the notion as untenable and absurd on second thoughts. That the blue-eyed, calm, dignified hunter who kneeled by his side, and held the refreshing water to his lips as if he were a trained sick nurse, should be the Wild Man, the man reported to be forty feet high, covered with hair, and exceeding fierce besides ugly, was out of the question. And when March shut his eyes in the full enjoyment of the cool draught, of which, poor fellow, he stood much in need, and heard the supposed Wild Man give vent to a sigh, which caused him to look up in surprise, so that he observed the mild blue eyes gazing sadly in his face, and the large head to which they belonged shaking from side to side mournfully, he almost laughed at himself for even momentarily entertaining such an absurd idea.

March Marston had much to learn  we mean in the way of reading human character and in judging from appearances. He had not yet observed, in the course of his short life, that if a blue eye is capable of expressing soft pity, it is also pre-eminently capable of indicating tiger-like ferocity. He did not consider that the gentlest natures are, when roused to fury, the most terrible in their outward aspect. He did not reflect that if this giant (for he almost deserved thus to be styled), instead of being engaged in an office of kindness, that naturally induced gentleness of action, and that called for no other feelings than those of tenderness and pity, were placed on a warhorse, armed with sword and shield, and roused to fury by some such sight as that of a large band of savage Indians attacking a small and innocent group of white trappers, he might then amply fulfil all the conditions that would entitle him to the wildest possible name that could be invented.

The prominent ideas in Marchs mind at that time were, a pair of blue eyes and a large, gentle hand; so he quietly and finally dismissed the Wild Man from his thoughts.

Luckily, the Wild Man did not treat March in a similar manner. After allowing him to rest quietly for a few minutes, he said  

Now, lad, I think yere improvin. Yere badly battered about the head and shoulders, so Ill take ye home with me.

Home with you? repeated March.

Ay, put your arms round my neck, returned the Wild Man in a tone which, though soft and low, it was not possible to disobey.

March performed this somewhat endearing action in silent surprise, whereupon the Wild Man introduced his left arm below the poor youths back, and with his right grasped him round the legs, and thus lifted him from the ground and carried him away.

March experienced a sensation as if all his larger joints were being dislocated, and felt disposed to cry out, but restrained himself with a powerful effort. Presently his bearer stopped, and, looking round, March observed that he was standing by the side of a horse.

Hold on, lad, till I mount.

Youd better let me down till you get up, suggested March.

No, replied the singularly laconic individual.

Standing as he was, the Wild Man managed by raising March a little to lay his left hand on the pommel of his saddle; next moment his foot was in the stirrup, the moment after he himself was in the saddle, and a touch of his heel sent his horse cantering away towards the mountains.

Had March Marston seen his deliverer at that moment, with his long hair waving freely in the breeze, in emulation of the voluminous mane and tail of his splendid horse, his thoughts regarding the Wild Man of the West would have certainly returned more powerfully than ever. But March did not see him, his eyes being shut, his lips pursed, and his teeth set in a heroic attempt to endure the agonies to which he was subjected by the motion of the horse.

In half an hour they reached a rocky defile that led up into one of those wild, gloomy glens that are so characteristic of the Rocky Mountains. Here the Wild Man had to check his pace and proceed at a walk, thereby affording much relief to his wounded companion.

Art sore i the bones, lad? inquired the stout horseman, looking down at his charge as if he were a small infant in arms.

Rather, replied March. Dont you think it would be better for me to ride behind you? I think I could manage to hold on.

No, you couldnt.

I fear I must be a terrible weight carried in this fashion, urged March.

Weight! echoed the hunter with a quiet chuckle; but, as he did not vouchsafe any further reply, March was left to interpret the expression as he thought fit.

I hope no bones are broken, inquired March in a tone of anxiety.

Hope not, replied his captor.

We use the word captor advisedly, for March was so utterly unable at that time, physically as well as morally, to resist the will of this strange hunter, that he felt much more like a captive in the grip of a mighty jailer than an invalid in the arms of his nurse.

I fear there are, said March, as a rude motion of the horse caused him excruciating agony.

Very likely, replied the other  not by any means in a careless, indifferent way, but with the air and tone of a straightforward man giving his opinion in reference to a matter of fact. But, he added in a consolatory tone, Ill see when we get home.

Home! repeated March. Why, where is your home?

In the mountains here. Were about there now. As he spoke, the hunter turned his horse sharp to the left and entered a still more narrow and gloomy defile than the one they had just been ascending. So narrow was it, and overshadowed by high precipitous cliffs, that the light of day had to struggle for entrance even at noontide. At night it was dark as Erebus. The horse had considerable difficulty in advancing. Indeed no horse that had not been trained to pick its steps among the confused masses of rock and débris that formed the bottom of that ravine or chasm, could have ascended it at all. But the fine animal which bore March and the Wild Man of the West seemed to act more like a human being than a horse in winding out and in among the intricacies of the place.

At length they reached the upper end of the gorge. Here the cliffs, which rose perpendicularly to a height of three or four hundred feet, drew so near to each other that at one place they were not more than three yards asunder. Just beyond this point they receded again and terminated abruptly in a sort of circle or amphitheatre, the floor of which could not have been more than thirty yards in diameter, and was covered with small gravel; the sides were quite perpendicular, and rose so high that on looking up one felt as if one had got into the bottom of a natural tunnel, at the top of which a round bit of bright blue sky sent down a few scanty rays of light.

In spite of the pain it caused him, March raised his head and looked round as they rode into this gloomy cavernous place. Then, glancing at the face of the strange being who carried him, a feeling of superstitious dread took possession of his heart for a moment, as he remembered the many conversations he and Bounce had had about evil spirits appearing in human form, and he thought that perhaps he had actually fallen into the hands of one. But the grave quiet face, and above all the soft blue eyes, quickly put to flight such fears, although they could not altogether dispel the solemn awe he felt at being carried so suddenly into such a mysterious place.

But he had scarcely recovered some degree of confidence, when his mind was again thrown into a violent state of agitation by the fact that the horse, turning to the right, began deliberately to ascend the precipice, which was as perpendicular as a wall. It did not indeed ascend after the manner of a fly on a window, but it went up on what appeared to be a narrow, spiral pathway. In a few seconds they had ascended about fifty feet, and March, projecting out from the precipice as he did, owing to his position in the riders left arm, felt a horrible sensation of giddiness come over him, and could not suppress a slight groan.

Dont be afeard, lad, said his companion, Ive got ye tight, an the horse is used to it. The tracks broader than ye think, only ye cant see it as ye lie now.

March felt reassured; nevertheless, he shut his eyes very tight and held his breath.

Presently he felt that they had turned sharp to the right, so he ventured to open his eyes, and found that they were standing at the mouth of what appeared to be a cavern. In another moment they were under its dark roof and the horse came to a stand. From the hasty glance he gave it, he could only ascertain that the interior was buried in profound darkness.

Without causing March to move in any way, the stout horseman dismounted. In fact, the burden seemed no greater to him than a child would be to an ordinary man.

Here we are  at home, he said. Come, old horse, get away in.

The horse obeyed, and disappeared in the darkness beyond.

Now, lad, dont be afeard, I know every fut o the way. Ye can shut yer eyes an ye like  but theres no occasion.

Saying this, he advanced with a steady tread into the cave, the echoes of which were still ringing with the clatter of the horses hoofs as it passed over the stone floor. It could not have been more than a quarter of a minute when they reached the end of what appeared to be the outer vestibule of this cavern, though to March it seemed to be more than five minutes; and, now that he could no longer see the blue eyes, all manner of horrible doubts and fears assailed him. He felt deeply his helpless condition, poor fellow. Had he been sound in wind and limb he would have cared little; for a brave and a strong man naturally feels that he can fight a stout battle for life in all or any circumstances. But part of this prop (namely, strength) having been removed by his recent accident, he felt like a miserable child.

Doubtless it is good for strong men to be brought thus low sometimes, just to prove to them, what they are by nature very slow to believe, that they, quite as much as the weak and helpless ones of this world, are dependent at all times on their fellows.

On reaching the end of the outer cave, the hunter turned to the left, stooped down in order to pass below a small natural arch, and finally stood still in the middle of another cavern, on the floor of which he deposited his burden with much tenderness and care.

There was light in this cave, but it was so dim as to be insufficient to illuminate the surrounding objects. March perceived on looking up that it entered through a small aperture in the side of the cavern near the roof, which was not more than twelve feet from the floor. There were several pieces of charred wood on one side of the cave, in which a few sparks of fire still lingered.

Without saying a word the owner of this strange abode went towards these, and, blowing them into a flame, heaped large logs upon them, so that, in ten minutes, the place was brilliantly illuminated with a ruddy blaze that did ones heart good to look upon.

By the light of the fire March perceived that he had been deposited on a couch of pine-branches. He was about to make other observations, when his captor turned to him and said  

Ill go an see to the horse, and be back in a minute; so keep yer mind easy.

And, pray, what name am I to call my host by? said March, unable to restrain his curiosity any longer.

A dark, almost fierce frown covered the mans face, as he said angrily, Boy, curiosity is a bad thing  anywise, its bad here. Ive brought you to this cave cause youd ha died i the woods if I hadnt. Dont ask questions about what dont consarn ye.

Nay, friend, I meant no offence, replied March. Ive no desire to pry into any mans secrets. Nevertheless, its but natural to want to know how to address a man when ye converse with him.

True, true, replied the other, somewhat mollified. Call me Dick; its as good a name as any, and better than my own.

There was a slight touch of bitterness in the tone in which this was said, as the man turned on his heel to quit the cave.

Stay, cried March, you only give me one name, friend, so Ill do the same by you. My names March  there, now you may march about your business.

Dick smiled and said, Well, March, Ill be with ye again, and have a look at your sore bones, in two minutes.

When he was gone March, for the first time since his accident, bethought him of his comrades. Since recovering from the state of insensibility into which his fall had thrown him, his mind had been so absorbed by the strange events that had been presented to him in such rapid succession, as well as with the pain that racked his head and limbs, that he had had no time to think about them. But, now that he was left in that quiet place alone, the whole circumstances of the recent pursuit and flight rushed suddenly upon him, and his mind was filled with anxious forebodings as to the fate of his comrades.

Oh! Im glad youve come back, he cried, as Dick re-entered the cave; I quite forgot my comrades  shame on me! but my miserable head has got such a smash, that amost everythings bin drove out of it.

Time enough to speak o them after weve seen to your bones, said Dick.

Nay, but

After, said Dick in a tone that was not to be gainsaid.

March submitted with a sigh, and his eccentric host proceeded to manipulate and punch him in a way that might perhaps have been highly necessary, but was by no means agreeable. After a few minutes he pronounced his patient all right, only a little bruised! Having said which, he proceeded to prepare some food, and said to March that he might now speak about his comrades.

At first he seemed to pay little attention to the youths hasty narrative; but on hearing that the Indians were hastening to attack the Mountain Fort, he sprang up, and asked a few questions eagerly. It was evident that the news troubled him deeply.

Taking one or two hasty strides up and down the cavern, and paying no attention to the roasting meat, which he seemed to have utterly forgotten, the Wild Man of the West muttered angrily to himself, and a slight dash of that tiger-like flash, which had gone so far to earn him his title, lighted up his blue eyes, insomuch that March Marston looked at him in amazement not unmingled with awe. Thoughts of the Wild Man of the West once more occurred to him; but in his former cogitations on that subject he had so thoroughly discarded the idea of this kind, blue-eyed hunter being that far-famed and ferocious individual, that his thoughts only took the form of the mental question, I wonder if the Wild Man o the West could beat such a fellow as that at a fair stand-up fight? So powerfully did this thought affect him, that he could not refrain from exclaiming  

I say, Dick, did you ever hear of the Wild Man of the West?

Dick was so much tickled by the question that his angry mood vanished, and, turning towards his guest with a smile, while his blue eyes seemed milder than they ever had appeared before, he said  

Yes, lad, Ive heard of him.

Have you seen him? continued March eagerly.

I have, many a time.

What is he like?

Hes like me, replied Dick with another smile, the softness of which would have driven March to an immeasurable distance from the truth, had he ever been near it.

Like you! Oh, I suppose you mean hes something about your size. Well, I dont wonder at that, for youre an uncommonly big fellow, Dick; but I fancy his appearance is very different.

Well, no. Hes got light hair and blue eyes, like me.

This was a poser to March. It was so totally subversive of all his preconceived ideas, that it reduced him for some moments to silence.

Isnt he hairy all over, like a fox, and very ugly? inquired March, recovering from his surprise.

This was a poser, in turn, to the Wild Man. To be called upon suddenly to pronounce an opinion on his own looks was embarrassing, to say the least of it.

Hes not exactly hairy all over, said Dick after a moments thought, though it cant be denied hes got plenty of hair on his head and chin  like me. As for his looks, lad, it aint easy to say whether hes ugly or pritty, for men dont agree on sich pints, dye see?

Do sit down beside me, Dick, and tell me about this Wild Man, said March earnestly. You cant fancy how anxious I am to see him. Ive come here for that very purpose. No doubt Ive come to shoot and trap, too, but chiefly to see the Wild Man o the West. An isnt it provokin? I might have seen him some weeks agone, if I hadnt bin stunned with a fall jist as he came jumpin into the middle o us like a clap o thunder

What, lad, interrupted Dick, was it you that I

Just at this moment Dick was seized with a very violent fit of coughing, which, coming as it did from such a capacious chest and so powerful a pair of lungs, caused the roof of the cavern to reverberate with what might have been mistaken, outside, for a species of miniature artillery.

Youve caught cold, suggested March, who gazed in unspeakable admiration at the magnificent locks and beard of this remarkable man, as they shook with the violence of his exertion.

I never had a cold, replied Dick, becoming quiet again; theres other things as cause a man for to cough, now and agin, besides colds.

True, rejoined March; but you were sayin somethin  do you know of the fight I was speakin of?

Know of it  ay, that do I.

Why, how did you happen to hear of it?

Its wonderful, lad, how I comes to know about things in this part o the country. I know everything the Wild Man does. He cant move without my bein on his track drectly. In fact, I follers him like his shadow  leastwise, his shadow follers me.

Indeed, exclaimed March, whose interest in Dick became suddenly tenfold more deep on learning this. But why do you follow him about in this fashion? Does he like your company, or do you only follow him on the sly, and keep out of sight? Explain yourself, Dick  you puzzle me.

I cant explain just now, lad, said Dick, rising abruptly. You forget that your comrades may be in a fix before now wi them blackguard redskins. I must go an help them. Its but right that white men should lend one another a helpin hand in these regions, where the Injuns have it almost all their own way.

But the Mountain Fort is far away from this, an Im afraid youll never be able to get there in time, said March with an anxious expression of countenance.

Ill try, returned Dick. Anyhow, Ill send the Wild Man o the West to help them, he added with a peculiar smile. Now, boy, listen, I must not waste more time in idle talk. I shall leave you here under the charge of my little girl

Your little girl! echoed March in surprise.

Ay, she ought to have been in before now, continued Dick, without noticing the interruption, an I would like to ha told her who ye are, and how I come by ye, an what to do till I come back. But I cant wait; times precious as gold just now; so Ill tell ye what to say to her when she

At that moment a light footstep was heard in the outer cavern. The Wild Man sprang up on hearing it, and strode hastily through the natural doorway, leaving March to listen, in a state of the utmost bewilderment, to a silvery musical voice, which held rapid converse with his strange host.

Presently Dick returned, followed by a  vision in leather! the sight of which struck March Marston dumb, and rendered him for a few moments as totally incapable of moving hand, tongue, or foot, as if he had been bewitched  which, in a sense, he was.

This is the little girl I spoke of tye, said Dick looking at March, and patting the girl on her soft cheek with a hand that might have passed for a small shoulder of mutton. Shell take good care of ye, March. Ive told her what to do; but she dont need to be told. Now, see ye dont do yerself a mischief, lad, till I come back. It wont be long  a day or two, mayhap, more or less; but yell take that time to mend; youre worse battered than ye think of  so, good-day.

While the Wild Man was ejaculating these sentences abruptly, he was striding about the cave with what may be styled enormous vigour, picking up and buckling on his weapons of war. He seized a double-edged sword of gigantic proportions, and buckled it to his waist; but March saw it not. He pulled on the scalp-fringed coat of a Blackfoot chief, with leggings to match; but March knew it not. He slung a powder-horn and bullet-pouch round his shoulders, stuck a knife and tomahawk into his belt, and grasped a long rifle which stood in a corner; and, in doing all this, he made such a tremendous clatter, and displayed such wonderful activity, and grew so much fiercer to look at in every stage of the process, that March would certainly have recurred to the idea of the Wild Man, had he been in his ordinary state of mind; but he was not in that happy condition. March knew nothing about it whatever!

Before going, Dick stooped and kissed the vision on the cheek. March saw that! It recalled him for a moment and made him aware of the disappearance of his host, and of the loud clattering sounds of his chargers hoofs, as he led him at a rapid walk across the outer cave. March even heard the general clatter of all his accoutrements, as he vaulted into the saddle at one bound, and went down that terrible rocky way at a breakneck gallop that would have caused him (March) in other circumstances to shudder. But he did not shudder. He was but faintly aware of these things. His intellect was overturned; his whole soul was captivated; his imagination, his perceptions, his conceptions  all his faculties and capacities were utterly overwhelmed and absorbed by that wonderful vision in leather!




Chapter Seventeen.

The Vision in Leather.

It is all very well for men of the world, men of fashion, men who pride themselves on being highly civilised and peculiarly refined, to fancy that there are no other visions in this world than visions in silk, visions in white, and the like. Those who think thus labour under an egregious, though a civilised, mistake.

Happily there are kind, loving, pretty faces in this world, the possessors of which know nothing about pink gauze or white muslin  faces that have never felt the hot air of a drawing-room, but are much used to present themselves, unveiled, to the fresh breezes of the prairie and the mountain; faces that possess the rare quality of universal attraction, and that cause men to fancy, when they see them for the first time, that they have beheld a vision!

The fact is that some faces are visions, whether the forms that support them appear to us in muslin or in deerskin. The only requisite needful to constitute a face a vision to any particular person, is that it should have in it that peculiar something which everybody wants, but which nobody can define; which is ineffably charming, though utterly incomprehensible; and which, when once seen by any one, constitutes the countenance that possesses it a vision evermore!

It is quite immaterial what material composes the dress in which the vision appears. No doubt, the first time it bursts upon the smitten victim, dress may be a powerful auxiliary; but, after the first time, dress goes for little or nothing. March Marstons vision appeared, as we have said in leather.

After the Wild Man had vanished, March continued to gaze at his new companion with all kinds of feelings and emotions, but without being able to move or speak. The vision returned the compliment, also without speaking or taking any further notice of him.

She was a wonderful creature, that vision in leather! That she was of Indian extraction was evident from the hue of her skin, yet she was not nearly so dark as the lightest complexioned Indian. In fact her clear soft forehead was whiter than those of many so-called pale-faces; but her ruddy cheeks, her light-brown hair, and, above all, her bright brown eye showed that white blood ran in her veins. She was what men term a half-caste. She was young, almost girlish in her figure and deportment; but the earnest gravity of her pretty face caused her to appear older than she really was. March, unconsciously and without an effort, guessed her to be sixteen. He was wrong. She had only seen fifteen summers.

Her dress was a beautifully dressed deerskin gown, reaching below the knees, as soft as chamois leather, and ornamented with beads and quill work. It was girded round her small waist by a leather belt, from which depended a small hunting-knife. A pair of ornamental leggings of the same material as the gown covered her limbs, and moccasins her feet, which latter, as well as her hands, were small and beautifully formed. Over her shoulders were slung the masculine appendages of a powder-horn and bullet-pouch, proving that this creature was, so to speak, a Dianic vision.

Her staring so hard and so long at March without speaking or smiling, or taking any more notice of him than if he had been an effigy on a tombstone, seemed unaccountable to that youth. Had he been able to look at himself from her point of view he would not have been so much surprised.

In his late accident he had received so severe a blow on the left eye that that orb was altogether shut up. As he did not move, and as the other eye, with which he gazed in supreme astonishment at the sweet face before him, happened to be farthest from the fire, besides being hid in the shadow of his own nose  which was not a small one by nature, and was a peculiarly large one by force of recent circumstances  the vision very naturally thought that he was fast asleep. As she stood there gazing wonderingly and somewhat sadly at the poor youth, with the red flickering flame of the fire lighting up her yellow garments, deepening the red on her round cheeks, glinting on the loose masses of her rich tresses, and sparkling in the depths of her bright brown eyes, March thought he had never in all his life before beheld such an exquisite creature.

Supposing that he was asleep, the vision sat down quietly on a log beside the fire, still keeping her eyes, however, fixed on her guest. The action took her out of the direct line of fire of Marchs sound eye, therefore he turned his head abruptly, and so brought his staring orb into the light of the fire, and revealed the fact that he was wide-awake; whereupon the vision uttered an exclamation of surprise, rose hastily, and went to his side.

You is woke, she said. Me tink you was be sleep.

Asleep! cried March with enthusiasm, no, I wasnt asleep. More than that, Ill never go to sleep any more.

This bold assertion naturally filled the vision with surprise.

Why for not? she asked, sitting down on a log beside March in such a position that she could see him easily.

For thinkin o you! replied the bold youth firmly.

The vision looked at him in still greater astonishment, opening her eyes slowly until they seemed like two pellucid lakelets of unfathomable depth into which March felt inclined to fling himself, clothes and all, and be drowned comfortably. She then looked at the fire, then at March again. It was evident that she had not been accustomed to hold intercourse with jocular minds. Perceiving this, March at once changed his tone, and, with a feeling of respect which he could not well account for, said rather bluntly  

Whats your name?

Mary.

Ay! did your father give you that name?

My father? echoed the girl, looking hastily up.

Ay, did Dick give it you?

Did him tell you hims name be Dick? asked Mary.

Oh! hes known by another name to you, then, it would seem. But, Mary, what is his name?

The girl pursed her mouth and laid her finger on it. Then, with a little sad smile, said  

Him tell you Dick, that be good name. But Dick not my father. My father dead.

The poor thing said this so slowly and in such a low pathetic tone that March felt sorry for having unwittingly touched a tender chord. He hastened to change the subject by saying  

Is Dick kind to you, Mary?

Kind, she cried, looking up with a flashing eye and flushed face, while with one of her little hands she tossed back her luxuriant tresses. Kind! Him be my father now. No have got nobody to love me now but him.

Yes, you have, Mary, said March stoutly.

Mary looked at him in surprise, and said, Who?

Me! replied March.

Mary said nothing to this. It was quite clear that the Wild Man must have neglected her education sadly. She did not even smile; she merely shook her head, and gazed abstractedly at the embers of the fire.

Dick is not your father, Mary, continued March energetically, but he has become your father. I am not your brother, but Ill become your brother  if youll let me.

March in his enthusiasm tried to raise himself; consequently he fell back and drowned Marys answer in a groan of anguish. But he was not to be baulked.

What said you? he inquired after a moments pause.

Me say you be very good.

She said this so calmly that March felt severely disappointed. In the height of his enthusiasm he forgot that the poor girl had as yet seen nothing to draw out her feelings towards him as his had been drawn out towards her. She had seen no vision, except, indeed, the vision of a wretched, dishevelled youth, of an abrupt, excitable temperament, with one side of his countenance scratched in a most disreputable manner, and the other side swelled and mottled to such an extent that it resembled a cheap plum-pudding with the fruit unequally and sparsely distributed over its yellow surface.

March was mollified, however, when the girl suggested that his pillow seemed uncomfortable, and rose to adjust it with tender care. Then she said: Now me bring blankit. You go sleep. Me sit here till you sleep, after that me go away. If ye wants me, holler out. Me sleep in next room.

So saying, this wonderful creature flitted across the cavern and vanished, thereby revealing to March the fact that there was a third cavern in that place. Presently she returned with a green blanket, and spread it over him, after which she sat down by the fire and seemed absorbed in her private meditations while March tried to sleep.

But what a night March had of it! Whichever way he turned, that vision was ever before his eyes. When he awoke with a start, there she was, bending over the fire. When he dreamed, there she was, floating in an atmosphere of blue stars. Sometimes she was smiling on him, sometimes gazing sadly, but never otherwise than sweetly. Presently he saw her sitting on Dicks knee, twisting his great moustache with her delicate hand, and he was about to ask Dick how he had managed to get back so soon, when he (the Wild Man) suddenly changed into Marchs own mother, who clasped the vision fervently to her breast and called her her own darling son! There was no end to it. She never left him. Sometimes she appeared in curious forms and in odd aspects  though always pleasant and sweet to look upon. Sometimes she was dancing gracefully like an embodied zephyr on the floor; frequently walking in mid-air; occasionally perambulating the ceiling of the cave. She often changed her place, but she never went away. There was no escape. And March was glad of it. He didnt want to escape. He was only too happy to court the phantom. But it did not require courting. It hovered over him, walked round him, sat beside him, beckoned to him, and smiled at him. Never,  no, never since the world began was any scratched and battered youth so thoroughly badgered and bewitched, as was poor March Marston on that memorable night, by that naughty vision in leather!




Chapter Eighteen.

The Cave of the Wild Man of the West  March and Mary hold pleasant Intercourse  Dicks good Qualities enlarged on  The Wild Man gives a Redskin a strange Lesson  A startling Interruption to pleasant Converse.

When March Marston awoke the following morning, and found himself lying on a low couch in the mysterious cavern of the Wild Man of the West, he experienced the curious sensation, with which every one is more or less familiar, of not knowing where he was.

The vision in leather, which had worried him to such an extent during the night, had left him in peace  as most visions usually do  an hour or so before daybreak, and as the real vision had not yet issued from the inner chamber of the cave, there was nothing familiar near him when he awoke to recall his scattered senses. His first effort to rise, however, quickened his memory amazingly. Pains shot through all his limbs: the chase, the fall, Dick, the cavern, recurred to him; and last  but not least, for it obliterated and swallowed up all the rest  the vision broke upon his beclouded brain and cleared his faculties.

Looking curiously round the cavern, he observed for the first time  what he might have observed the night before had he not been preoccupied with sudden, numerous, and powerful surprises  that the walls were hung with arms and trophies of the chase. Just opposite to him hung the skin of an enormous grisly bear, with the head and skull entire, and the mouth and teeth grinning at him in an awful manner. Near to this were the skin and horns of several buffaloes. In other places there were more horns, and heads, and hides of bears of various kinds, as well as of deer, and, conspicuous above the entrance, hung the ungainly skull and ponderous horns of an elk.

Mingled with these, and arranged in such a manner as to prove that Dick, or the vision  one or other, or both  were by no means destitute of taste, hung various spears, and bows, and quivers, and shields of Indian manufacture, with spears and bows whose form seemed to indicate that Dick himself was their fabricator. There was much of tasteful ornament on the sheaths and handles of many of these weapons.

The floor of the apartment in which he lay was of solid rock, cleanly washed and swept, but there was no furniture of any kind  only a pile of fresh-cut pine-branches, with which the place was perfumed, and two or three rough logs which had been used as seats the night before by the host and hostess of this  to March  enchanted castle.

March was staring earnestly at one of these logs which lay close to the ashes of the fire, trying to recall the form that had last occupied it, when a rustle at the inner passage attracted his attention, and next moment the vision again stood before him. It was, if possible, more innocent and young and sweet than on the previous night.

Good mornin. You very good sleep, me hope?

Ay, that had I, a capital sleep, cried March heartily, holding out his hand, which the vision grasped unhesitatingly, and shook with manly vigour.

Bees you hongray?

No, not a bit, said March.

The girl looked sad at this. You muss heat, she said quickly, at the same time raking together the embers of the fire, and blowing them up into a flame, over which she placed a large iron pot. Dick hims always heat well an keep well. Once me was be sick. Dick him say to me, Heat. Me say, No want heat. Hims say, You muss heat. So me try; an sure nuff, get well to-morrow.

March laughed at this prompt and effectual remedy for disease, and said, Well, Ill try. Perhaps it will cure me, especially if you feed me.

Poor March saw, by the simplicity of his companions looks, that gallantry and compliments were alike thrown away on her; so he resolved to try them no more. Having come to this conclusion, he said  

I say, Mary, come and sit by me while I talk with you. I want to know how you came to be in this wild, out-o-the-way place, and who Dick is, and what brought him here, an in short, all about it.

The girl drew her log near as he desired, but said, What Dick no tell, me no tell.

But, surely, urged March in a somewhat testy tone, you may tell me something about ye.

Mary shook her head.

Why not?

Dick say, No tell.

Oh! Dicks an ass!

Had Mary known the meaning of her companions rude speech, she might possibly have surprised him with a decided opinion in regard to himself. But, never having heard of nor seen such a creature in all her life, she only looked up with a quiet expression of curiosity, and said  

What bees an ass?

Ha! ha!  ho! he! a roared our hero, with a mingled feeling of exasperation and savage glee an ass? Why, its a lovely slender creature, with short pretty ears and taper limbs, and a sleek, glossy coat, like  like me, Mary, dear; why, Im an ass myself. Pray, do get me somethin to eat. I really believe my appetites comin back agin.

Mary looked at March in much concern. She had once nursed the Wild Man through a severe illness, and knew what delirium was, and she began to suspect that her guest was beginning to give way.

Now, lie down, she said with an air of decision that was almost ludicrous in one so youthful. Yet March felt that he must obey. Me will git meat ready. You sleep littil bit.

March shut his eyes at once; but, the instant that Mary turned to attend to the iron kettle, he opened them, and continued to gaze at the busy little housewife, until she chanced to look in his direction, when he shut them again quickly, and very tight. This was done twice; but the third time Mary caught him in the act, and broke into a merry laugh. It was the first time she had laughed aloud since March met her; so he laughed too, out of sheer delight and sympathy.

When March had finished breakfast, he tried to get up, and found, to his great relief and satisfaction, that no bones were broken  a fact of which he had stood in considerable doubt  and that his muscles were less acutely pained than they had been. Still, he was very stiff, and quite unable, with any degree of comfort, to walk across the cave; so he made up his mind to lie there till he got well  a resolution which, in the pride of his heart, he deemed exceedingly virtuous and praiseworthy, forgetting, either deliberately or stupidly, that the presence of Mary rendered that otherwise dull cavern the most delightful of sick chambers, and that her attendance was ample compensation and reward for any amount of pain or self-denial.

Mary, he said, when she had cleared away the débris of the morning meal, sit down here, and tell me a few things. Youre so terribly close that one doesnt know what he may ask an what he maynt. But if you dont like to speak, you can hold your tongue, you know. Now, tell me, how old are you?

Fifteen, replied Mary.

Ay! I thought yed been older. How long have ye bin with Dick?

In cave here  ten year. Before that, me live in my fathers wigwam.

Was yer father a trapper? inquired March tenderly.

Marys face at once assumed an expression of earnest gravity, and she answered, Yes, in a low, sad tone.

March was going to have inquired further on this point, but fear lest he should hurt the feelings of the poor child induced him to change the subject.

And how came ye, said he, first to meet with Dick?

Mary pressed her lips.

Oh! very well; dont tell if it aint right, by no manner o means. Do ye think that Dick intends to keep ye here always?

Me not know.

Humph! An you say hes good to ye?

Oh yes, cried Mary with a sudden blaze of animation on her usually placid countenance, hims good, very good  gooder to me than nobody else.

Well, I could have guessed that, seein that nobody else has had anything to do with ye but him for ten years past.

But hims not only good to me  good to everybody, continued the girl with increasing animation. You not know how good  cant know.

Certainly not, assented March; it aint possible to know, not havin bin told; but if youll tell me Ill listen.

March Marston had at last struck a chord that vibrated intensely in the bosom of the warm-hearted child. She drew her log closer to him in her eagerness to dilate on the goodness of her adopted father, and began to pour into his willing ears such revelations of the kind and noble deeds that he had done, that March was fired with enthusiasm, and began to regard his friend Dick in the light of a demigod. Greatheart, in the Pilgrims Progress, seemed most like to him, he thought, only Dick seemed grander, which was a natural feeling; for Bunyan drew his Greatheart true to nature, while Mary and March had invested Dick with a robe of romance, which glittered so much that he looked preternaturally huge.

March listened with rapt attention; but as the reader is not March, we will not give the narrative in Marys bad English. Suffice it to say, that she told how, on one occasion, Dick happened to be out hunting near to a river, into which he saw a little Indian child fall. It was carried swiftly by the current to a cataract fifty feet high, and in a few minutes would have been over and dashed to pieces, when Dick happily saw it, and plunging in brought it safe to shore, yet with such difficulty that he barely gained the bank, and grasped the branch of an overhanging willow, when his legs were drawn over the edge of the fall. He had to hold on for ten minutes, till men came from the other side of the stream to his assistance.

Mary also told him (and it was evening ere she finished all she had to tell him) how that, on another occasion, Dick was out after grislies with a hunter, who had somehow allowed himself to be caught by a bear, and would have been torn in pieces had not Dick come up with his great two-edged sword  having fired off his rifle without effect  and, with one mighty sweep at the monsters neck, cut right through its jugular vein, and all its other veins, down to the very marrow of its backbone; in fact, killed it at one blow  a feat which no one had ever done, or had ever heard of as being done, from the days of the first Indian to that hour.

Many such stories did Mary relate to the poor invalid, who bore his sufferings with exemplary patience and fortitude, and listened with unflagging interest; but of all the stories she told, none seemed to afford her so much pleasure in the telling as the following:  

One day Dick went out to hunt buffaloes, on his big horse, for he had several steeds, one or other of which he rode according to fancy; but he always mounted the big black one when he went after the buffalo or to war. Mary here explained, very carefully, that Dick never went to war on his own account  that he was really a man of peace, but that, when he saw oppression and cruelty, his blood boiled within him at such a rate that he almost went mad, and often, under the excitement of hot indignation, would he dash into the midst of a band of savages and scatter them right and left like autumn leaves.

Well, as he was riding along among the mountains, near the banks of a broad stream, and not far from the edge of the great prairie, he came suddenly on an object that caused his eyes to glare and his teeth to grind; for there, under the shade of a few branches, with a pot of water by her side, sat an old Indian woman. Dick did not need to ask what she was doing there. He knew the ways of the redskins too well to remain a moment in doubt. She had grown so old and feeble that her relations had found her burdensome; so, according to custom, they left her there to die. The poor old creature knew that she was a burden to them. She knew also the customs of her tribe  it was at her own request she had been left there, a willing victim to an inevitable fate, because she felt that her beloved children would get on better without her. They made no objection. Food, to last for a few days, was put within reach of her trembling hand; a fire was kindled, and a little pile of wood placed beside it, also within reach. Then they left her. They knew that when that food was consumed, and the last stick placed upon the fire, the shrunken limbs would stand in no need of warmth  the old heart would be still. Yet that heart had once beat joyfully at the sound of those pattering feet that now retired with heavy ruthless tread for ever. What a commentary on savage life! What a contrast between the promptings of the unregenerate heart of man and the precepts of that blessed  thrice blessed Gospel of Jesus Christ, where love, unalterable, inextinguishable, glows in every lesson and sweetens every command.

When Dick came upon her suddenly, as we have said, he was not ten paces distant from the spot where she sat; but she was apparently deaf and blind, for she evinced no knowledge of his presence. She was reaching out her skinny arm to place another stick upon the sinking fire at the time, for it was a sharp and cold, though a bright and sunny autumn day. Dick stopped his horse, crushed his teeth together, and sat for a few moments regarding her intently.

Either the firewood had originally been placed too far away from the old womans hand, or she had shifted her position, for she could not reach it. Once and again she made the effort  she stretched out her withered arm and succeeded in just touching the end of one of the pieces of wood, but could not grasp it. She pawed it once or twice, and then gave up the attempt with a little sigh. Drawing herself slowly together, she gathered up the rabbit-skin blanket which rested on her shoulders and attempted feebly to fold it across her chest. Then she slowly drooped her white head, with an expression of calm resignation on her old wrinkled visage.

Dicks great heart almost burst with conflicting emotions. The wrath that welled up as he thought of the deserters was met by a gush of tender pity as he gazed through blinding tears on the deserted. With a fling that caused his stout warhorse to stagger, he leaped to the ground, tore open the breast of his hunting-shirt, and, sitting down beside the old woman, placed her cold hand in his bosom.

She uttered a feeble cry and made a slight momentary effort to resist; but Dicks act, though promptly, was, nevertheless, tenderly done, and the big hand that stroked her white head was so evidently that of a friend, that the poor creature resigned herself to the enjoyment of that warmth of which she stood so much in need. Meanwhile Dick, without shifting his position, stretched forth his long arm, collected all the wood within reach, and placed it on the fire.

After a few minutes the old woman raised her head, and looking earnestly in Dicks face with her bleared and almost sightless eyes, said in the Indian language, with which her companion was well acquainted  

My son, have you come back to me?

A gush of indignant feeling had again to be violently stifled ere Dick could answer in moderate tones  

No, mother, hes not come back; but Ill be a son to ye. See, sit up an warm yerself at the blaze. Ill get ye some meat and sticks.

In hot haste, and with desperate activity, for he had no other way of relieving his feelings, Dick cut down a quantity of firewood and placed it close to the hand of the old woman. Then he untied the tin kettle which he always carried at his saddle-bow, and, with a piece of dried venison, concocted a quantity of hot soup in a marvellously short space of time. This done, he sat down beside the old woman and made her partake of it.

Is it long since they left ye, mother? he said, after she had swallowed a little.

The old woman pondered for a few seconds. No, she said, not long. Only one sun has gone down since my son left me. Then she added in a sad tone, I loved him. He is a great warrior  a brave chief  and he loved me, too. But he had to leave me; I am old and useless. It is my fate.

Describe your son to me, said Dick abruptly. He is tall and straight as the poplar, began the old creature, while a look of pride played for a moment on her withered countenance. His shoulders are broad and his limbs are supple. He can run and leap like the deer, but not so well as he once could. Grey hairs are now mingling with the black

Has he any mark by which I could find him out? interrupted Dick impatiently.

He has a deep cut over the right eye, returned the woman; but stay, she added in some alarm, you would not harm my son; you are not an enemy?

No, I would not; I would do him good. Which way did they go?

To the prairie  to the rising sun.

Dick at once arose, placed the kettle of soup close to the old womans side, and unbuckling his saddle-girth, removed the blanket that covered his saddle, and transferred it to her shoulders.

This done, without uttering another word, he vaulted into his saddle, and dashed away as if he were flying for his life. The old woman listened until the clatter of his horses hoofs ceased to beat upon her deadened ear, and then bent her head, as at the first, in calm resignation. Doubtless she fancied that another fellow-creature had forsaken her, and that the end would soon come.

But Dick had not forsaken her. He bounded along over the rugged ground on the mettlesome steed, striking fire from the flinty rocks, leaping creeks and rivulets, bursting through bush and brake, mile after mile, until he gained the open prairie, while the black coat of his charger was speckled with foam. Here he drew rein, and trotted hither and thither in search of the tracks of the Indians. He found them at last, and dismounted to examine them, for, save to the eye of a trapper or a redman, there were no visible tracks on that hard turf.

Remounting, he resumed his headlong course  sweeping over the springy turf of the plains as if his horse were a winged Pegasus, whose energies could not know exhaustion. All day he rode, and as evening drew on he came in sight of the tribe of Indians.

They had encamped for the night, and were preparing their evening meal; but when they saw the solitary horseman on the far-off horizon, the braves and old men went to the verge of the camp to watch him. On he came, bounding over the turf like the prong-horned antelope, turning neither to the right hand nor to the left, but taking everything that intercepted him in a flying leap, and bearing down on the camp as an arrow flies from the bow.

Although a single horseman is not usually an object of terror to a band of Indians, these braves soon began to evince by their looks that they did not feel easy in regard to this one. As he drew near they recognised him; for Dick had on a former occasion given this particular tribe a taste of his prowess. Each man instantly rushed to his weapons and horse; but the horses had been turned out to graze, and could not be easily caught. Before they secured their weapons Dick was in the midst of them. With an eagle glance he singled out the chief with the cut over his right eye, and rode between him and his tent. The Indian, seeing that he was cut off from his weapons, darted swiftly out upon the plain, and made for a clump of stunted trees, hoping to find shelter until his comrades could come to his rescue. But Dick was there before him, and rode down upon him in such a way that he was compelled to take to the open plain and run for his life.

His pursuer allowed him to run, keeping just close enough to him to force him into the particular course he desired him to take. But the savage proved, indeed, to be what his mother had styled him  a brave chief. Apparently resolving rather to die than to be hunted thus like a wolf, he halted suddenly, turned sharp round, and, crossing his arms on his bare chest, looked Dick full in the face as he came up. Just as he was within ten yards of him, the Indian drew his knife, and hurled it at the breast of his enemy with such violence that it hissed in its passage through the air. Dick received it on his shield, where it stood quivering. Plucking it therefrom with a grim smile, he placed it in his own girdle, and riding up to the Indian, sternly bade him mount in front of him.

There was no refusing to obey that voice. The Indian cast one uneasy glance towards his camp, which was now far away on the plain, but there was no sign of any one coming to the rescue. His captor had got the credit of being an evil spirit, and he felt that he was left to his fate. A hasty repetition of the order compelled him to turn and seize the mane of the horse. Dick held out his toe for him to step on; the next moment he was seated in front of the pale-face, galloping towards the mountains.

Whatever astonishment the Indian felt at this singular treatment, or whatever his curiosity as to the result of it all, his countenance expressed nothing but calm scorn and defiance. He was evidently working himself into that state of mind which these redskin warriors endeavour to assume when they are captured and taken to the stake and the torture, there to prove their title to the name of brave by enduring the most inconceivable agonies with stoical indifference, or there to bring discredit on their tribe, infamy on their name, and joy to their enemies, by breaking down under the infliction of tortures at the bare mention of which humanity shudders.

For some time they maintained the same headlong speed. When, however, all danger of pursuit was over, Dick drew rein, and proceeded more leisurely, in order to relieve his now jaded steed. But that was a steed of the true metal. It possessed that generous spirit which would have induced it willingly to exert itself even to the death. Its owner might have ridden it till it fell prostrate and dying on the plain, but he could not have ridden it to the point of refusing to advance because of exhaustion. He was merciful to it, and went slowly during the night; but he did not come to a final halt until the rising sun found him close to the camp of the dying woman.

The Indian now for the first time began partly to guess the object of his having been brought there, and steeled his heart to bear whatever might await him.

Dick dismounted, and grasping the Indian with a force that showed him how helpless he would be in a personal struggle should he venture to attempt it, led him forward, and placed him a few paces in front of his dying mother.

She was sitting just as she had been left, but the fire had gone out, and she trembled violently beneath the blanket which she had sought to pull closer around her wasted form. Dick blamed himself mentally for having put so little wood on the fire, and proceeded to rekindle it; but, before doing so, he took a chain from his saddle-bow, with which he fastened the Indian to a tree that stood exactly opposite the spot on which the old woman sat, and not ten paces distant. He bound him in such a way that he could sit on the ground and lean his back against the tree, but he could neither stand up nor lie down.

For the first time the countenance of the savage betrayed uneasiness. He believed, no doubt, that he was to be left to witness the dying agonies of his mother, and the thought filled him with horror. To leave her, as he did, to perish, had not been difficult, because he knew that he should not see the act of perishing; but to be brought there and compelled to witness this terrible doom acted out in all its minute and horrible details on the mother whom he had once loved so tenderly, was maddening to think of. All the dread tortures that had yet been invented and practised on warriors must have seemed to him as nothing compared with this awful device of the pale-face, on whom he now glared with the eyes of implacable hate and ferocity.

Will the pale-face, he said fiercely, cast me loose, and meet me hand to hand in a fair fight? Surely, he added, changing his tone to one of ineffable scorn, the pale-face is not weak, he is not a small man, that he should fear a chief like Bighorn.

Harkee! Bighorn, said Dick, striding up to him, and laying the cold edge of his hatchet on the Indians forehead; if you speak another word above yer breath, the pale-face will cleave ye to the chin.

There was something so thoroughly resolute in Dicks voice that the Indian was cowed effectually.

The fire was soon lighted, and Dick chafed and warmed the limbs of the old woman until he brought back the vital spark. Then he set on the kettle to boil. While a new mess was preparing, he went into the wood, and, with lusty blows, brought down the trees and cut them into huge billets, which he piled upon the fire until it roared again, and the heart of the feeble creature began to beat once more with somewhat of its wonted vigour. This done, he arranged a couch in such a way that she might get the full benefit of the heat without being scorched; after which he rubbed down his good steed and cast it loose to feed. Then he cooked and ate some food, but offered never a bit to the Indian, who gazed at him as he performed these various actions with ever-increasing amazement and anxiety.

Then Dick sat down beside the old woman, to feed and tend her till she should die; and he knew the signs of death too well to suppose that his care would long be required. All that day, and all that night, and all the next day, did the trapper, the old woman, and the Indian, remain in much the same position. Dick moved about a little, to give the old woman food and drink as she required it, and to wrap the blanket more comfortably round her, for which kind deeds the poor creature often tried to gaze fondly in his face with her sightless eyes.

During all this time her son sat opposite, observing every look and motion, yet unable himself to move. The pangs of hunger now began to gnaw within him, and from his cramped position, he became so cold that he trembled violently in every limb, despite his efforts to command himself. But Dick paid no attention whatever to him; he knew that he was strong, and could stand it. Once the Indian implored his jailer to give him some food, but Dick said sternly, Ill give ye food before ye die, if ye keep quiet.

At last, about nightfall of the second day, the sands of life began to run slowly. Dick saw that the old womans end was approaching, so he rose, and, going towards her son, he placed food before him. He devoured it ravenously. Then he gave him drink, and, loosing him, led him to the fire, where he speedily recovered his wonted heat and energy. After that, Dick led him to his mothers side and made him kneel.

Mother, said Dick, can you see and hear me?

Ay; but you are not my son, said the dying woman faintly. You are a pale-face  you are very good  but you are not my son.

True, mother; but see, I have brought your son back to you!  Lay your hand on her forehead, he added in that low, stern undertone which he had used throughout to Bighorn, who could not but obey. Stroke her head, look in her eyes, and speak to her.

The redman did not require to be told now. A natural impulse led him to do as he was bid. The instant the tones of his voice struck her ear, the old woman seemed to awaken with a start; she looked up eagerly, caught the hand that touched her forehead, and, passing her own thin hand up to the Indians face, felt the scar over his eye, as if to render herself doubly sure. Then she grasped the hand again in both of hers, and, taking it under the blanket, pressed it to her withered breast and held it tightly there.

But that burst of unexpected joy hastened the falling of the last few grains of sand. For ten minutes longer they watched her as the breath went and came more and more feebly. Then it ceased altogether, and death sealed her eyes. But she did not release the hand of her son. He had some difficulty in loosening that clasp of maternal love which was stronger even than death.

After all was over, Dick seized the Indian and led him to the tree, to which he chained him again. Then he dug a grave in the soft soil, in which he placed the body of the old woman with gentle care. Having covered it over he went into the woods, caught and saddled his horse, and led him towards the wondering savage, whom he once more unbound and set free.

Bighorn, said Dick impressively, youve been made to comfort and gladden the heart o yer old mother in her last moments. If ye was a pale-face, yed thank the Great Spirit for that to the last day o yer life. If ye ever do come to think like the pale-faces, youll remember that youve to thank me for bringing ye here. Go, tell the redskins who it is that caught ye, and what he did and said to ye.

Saying this, Dick mounted his horse and rode very slowly into the forest, leaving the redman standing by the side of his mothers grave.

After Mary had concluded this story, which, we may remark, she related with much fewer comments than we have seen fit to pass upon it, she and March looked at each other for a long time in silence. Then March suddenly exclaimed  

Hes a splendid fellow  Dick!

Mary, both by looks and words, highly approved of this opinion. And yet, said she somewhat abstractedly, this bees the man who peepils call

Mary pursed her lips suddenly.

Call what? inquired March quickly.

Wicked, wild, bad man, replied Mary, who, fortunately, could say all this with perfect truth without betraying her secret. In fact, poor Mary had never had a secret confided to her before, and having been told by the Wild Man of the West that she was on no account to reveal his real title to their guest, she was in the utmost perplexity lest it should slip out unawares.

Mary, said March, who was always stumbling upon the verge of the truth in a most unaccountable way, without actually getting hold of it, have you ever seen the Wild Man of the West?

Yes, replied the girl with a gay smile.

Have you? Well now, thats odd! How much I should like to see him. To tell you the truth, one of my chief reasons for coming here was to see him. What like is he?

Like Dick, replied the girl quietly.

Like Dick! echoed March in surprise; why, thats what Dick said himself, and yet, by all accounts, his character must be very different from that of Dick, who seems to be the kindest, tenderest-hearted man that ever came to trap in the Rocky Mountains.

What does peepil say bout this Wild Mans of the West? inquired Mary.

That hes awful fierce an terrible cruel, an ten or fifteen feet high, I forget which, for everybody gives him a different height.

Mary laughed. Bees that all?

Oh no! They say he eats men.

Mary laughed again.

An women and bars  raw.

Mary laughed louder and longer than ever, and when she laughed she looked so ineffably sweet that March resolved to go on with the catalogue of the Wild Mans virtues piecemeal, waiting for the laugh between each statement, until there was not another idea left in his brain for his tongue to utter. But this amiable intention was frustrated by the report of a gun outside, which echoed and re-echoed among these savage cliffs like muttering thunder. It was followed by a yell that caused Mary to start up with a look of horror and rush out of the cave, leaving the invalid in a most distressing state of uncertainty as to what he should do, and in no little anxiety as to what would happen next.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Mysteries of the Cave explained  Ingenious Devices of the Wild Man  March and Mary besieged  The Redskins proceed to make themselves at Home in the Cavern.

There are few things in this world which are not somewhat mysterious, or that cannot be, by a peculiar combination of circumstances, more or less invested with mystery; and we hold it to be an unfair and a very paltry device on the part of an author to seek to mystify his readers by keeping them in unnecessary ignorance of that which is in itself simple and commonplace.

Therefore, we beg leave to state that the apparent mystery with which we concluded the last chapter was not a mystery at all! The loud report there referred to was caused by a savage discharging his gun, and the cry that followed was the result of that same savage opening his ugly mouth and giving vent to a tremendous howl.

That this was a howl of triumph was evident to ears accustomed to the war-whoop of the redman. That it was destined to be succeeded by an exclamation of mingled disappointment and surprise was evident, at least to Mary, who knew the mysteries of the place.

In order to make this plain without further circumlocution, we may as well inform the reader at once that the Wild Man of the West (perhaps we should call him Dick, in deference to March Marstons ignorance of his real character at this time) was not only a subject of terror to the Indians inhabiting this region of the earth at that particular era in the worlds history, but also a subject of intense curiosity. Hence, for many years past, it had been an object of ambition, on the part of the more courageous of the Indian warriors, to trace this terrible creature to his familiar haunts, and beard the lion in his den.

Dick soon became fully aware of this, and, not being a mysterious monster or demon, but a mere mortal (although, doubtless, a singularly huge and eccentric one), it behoved him to frustrate the amiable intentions of his savage tormentors. In order to effect this, he first of all selected, as we have seen, a gloomy, secluded, and almost inaccessible spot among the Rocky Mountains as his residence, which he made a point of quitting and returning to only in the dark hours of night or early morning, as far as was practicable.

Still further to bewilder the savages  against whom he bore no grudge, and to avoid encountering whom was his chief desire  Dick varied his costume, appearing sometimes in the dress of a Blackfoot chief, or a Cree warrior; at other times in the hunting-shirt and cap of a trapper. But, despite his utmost efforts, he occasionally had to face and fight the redskins  a necessity which so exasperated his naturally fiery temper that, on such occasions, he became utterly regardless of his life, and rushing upon any odds with a terrific roar of his deep bass voice, so different from the shrill yell of the Indians  would cleave his way right through their ranks with his long double-edged sword; then, returning to the charge with increased fury, would so appal and horrify them that the usual result was a general and precipitate flight.

Perhaps some readers may wonder how it was possible that he could escape being killed in these encounters; but it must be remembered that in those days guns were by no means so plentiful among the Indians as they now are, and arrows are comparatively harmless missiles. Dick always wore under his leather coat, a vest of thick buffalo leather, which rendered him arrow-proof in the vital regions of his body, unless shot at with a strong bow by a powerful arm from a short distance.

This undercoat or piece of armour added a little to his naturally gigantic proportions, which were still further enhanced by the flying tags and scalp-locks and fringes of his dress, and the wild masses of his long hair. He rode, as we have elsewhere mentioned, a magnificent charger, which he had purchased in Mexico, and whose sire, no doubt, had been one of those noble barbs which bore the cavaliers of Spain to the conquest of the New World. The mane and tail of this animal, having never been cut, were of immense length, and, when violently agitated, seemed to envelop horse and man. Altogether, the tout ensemble of Dick and his charger on any of the rencontres above referred to, was sufficiently awful, and as he was seldom seen near at hand, except in a condition of blazing fury, there is little wonder that, in the process of time, he became celebrated throughout the country as the Wild Man of the West. The white trappers, too, were somewhat curious to know something about this mysterious brother; but he shunned them even more determinedly than he did the Indians, though, of course, he never fought with them, seeing that they did not attempt to murder him or interfere with his movements as the savages did. But there were one or two bolder or more inquisitive than their comrades, who dogged the Wild Man, and tried to force themselves upon him. These he caught and thrashed soundly, after the fashion of a schoolmaster with a refractory boy, and turned them adrift with a warning thenceforth to mind their own business. At last the Indians set him down as a great medicine-man, or a demon, whom it was impossible to slay; and the trappers shook their heads and touched their foreheads significantly, as if to indicate that they thought him mad.

Thus Dick, in course of years, freed himself in a great measure from annoyance, and many good and kind actions which he did both to Indians and trappers began to be circulated and exaggerated, so that he became a greater mystery than ever, especially to the savages, who naturally misconstrued the spirit in which he made his furious attacks, in self-defence, just as much as they misunderstood his motives in performing deeds of kindness. He was a monstrous mystery! the greatest mystery that had ever been seen or heard of in the Rocky Mountains since the beginning of time, and no doubt a greater mystery than will ever be heard of there again.

Having traversed this roundabout pathway, we now come to the explanation which we intended to have given much earlier in this chapter. But it is really wonderful how natural it is for the human mind to prose and to diverge, and how very difficult it is, at any time, to come to the point! Public speakers know this well. Perhaps their hearers know it better!

Well, although Dick was thus feared, yet he was not entirely unmolested. Wandering tribes from distant hunting grounds used to go there, and, not knowing much about the Wild Man of the West, did not believe in him; even ventured to go in search of him, and on more than one occasion almost caught him asleep in his cave. Having an ingenious turn of mind, and being somewhat fanciful, he devised a curious plan to deceive the savages and warn him of their approach.

By means of an axe and a knife, he carved a representation of his own head, and covered it with hair by means of the tail of one of his light-coloured horses, which he docked for the purpose. (His steeds, by the way, occupied another chamber of the cavern in which he dwelt.) The head thus formed, he planted behind a bush that grew on a ledge of rock about two yards from the bottom of the cliff of the amphitheatre outside, and directly opposite to the entrance to it. The cave, it will be remembered, was on the right of that entrance. Thus, the first thing the savage beheld, on prowling up to the opening of the amphitheatre, was Dicks image peeping at him over the bush opposite. Of course the instantaneous result was the firing of a shot or the discharge of an arrow, which, the Indians being excellent marksmen, invariably alighted on the bridge of Dicks nose, or in the centre of his forehead, or in one or other of his eyes. As the head was balanced on the front edge of a deep narrow hole which happened to be there, it was invariably knocked into that hole by the blow, and disappeared.

This was the supposed fall of the famous Wild Man that caused the yell which has taken so long to account for, and the discovery of nothing behind that bush except a small deep hole, much too small to secrete even a little mans body in, was the cause of the explanation of surprise which we asserted would certainly follow.

When an event of this kind happened, Dick had a large blunderbuss in readiness. It was loaded with a tremendous charge of small shot, and a small charge of powder, for he did not want to kill. His object was simply to punish and to terrify. He also had in readiness a curious machine which we find it rather difficult to describe. Every one has heard, no doubt, of the wooden wheels, with wooden axles, attached to the carts in some eastern countries, which groan, and creak, and yell, and shriek for want of grease, in a manner that is almost maddening to all but native ears. Dicks invention was founded partly on the principle of these eastern carts, only it was worked by turning a handle, and its sounds were much more excruciatingly intense.

On being startled, then, Dick was wont to seize his blunderbuss, rush into the outer cave where the shrieking-machine was, give the handle half a dozen turns, and thus awaken, as it were, all the demons of the Rocky Mountains. Dick came at last to know exactly what state of things he would find outside. At the first burst of discord the savages, however numerous, took to their heels, and when Dick emerged from his cave, they were always within a yard or two of the entrance to the amphitheatre, every man with outstretched arms, sloped forward at the acutest possible angle with the ground, rushing on the wings of terror in a flight of unparalleled precipitancy.

To pour the charge of small shot down into the centre of the flying mass was the work of a moment; to mount his unsaddled charger, and dash down the steep rugged path with a clatter equal to that of half a squadron of dragoons, was the work of two minutes more. To pull up suddenly, when he had terrified the spirits of the intruders wellnigh out of their bodies, return slowly to his rude domicile, reload his blunderbuss, and retire to rest with a grim smile on his bearded mouth, and a lurking expression of fun in his big blue eyes, as he drew his blanket over him, was the usual termination of such scenes.

But this was not all. Dick, like a wise man, had prepared for the worst. In the event of the Indians ever getting the length of the interior of his den, there were other contrivances ready for them; chief among which was a large cistern or tank of water, directly over the fireplace, the front of which was movable, and could be pulled down by means of a cord passing into the innermost cave of all  namely, the third cavern which we have alluded to as being Marys dormitory. By pulling this cord, the result  instantaneous and hideous  would be, that a deluge of water would drown the fire black out, fill the cavern with hot suffocating steam and ashes, and flood the floor.

How the cavern was to be defended when he himself was not there was a problem which Dick, being a mere man and not a demon, had utterly failed to solve. Of course, he could easily have set all manner of man-traps and spring-guns, but as these might have taken effect upon some poor wretch who had no design upon his life, he could not venture to run the risk.

On the present occasion  Dick being absent, March being prostrated and all but helpless, and Mary being unable to turn the handle of the shrieking-machine or to fire the blunderbuss, which kicked like a small cannon  the case of the romantic pair was desperate, and their only hope seemed to be that the savages would go away without examining the cavern. Vain hope!

But Dick had not left them to take their chance in that way. He had warned Mary long ago how to act in such circumstances, and she soon returned to March with the news that there were four Indian warriors outside, examining the bush behind which the head had disappeared, and that they would very soon find out the cave.

Thats not pleasant news, Mary, said March, starting up in spite of pain and giddiness; you seem to take it very easy!

Com, quick, said she, seizing March by the hand; com with me.

March said, mentally, that he would go with her into the jaws of death, if need be; but he followed up the mental speech with the audible remark that he had better take some weapon with him.

No, no; com! Me git you spear, hatchet very quick; but com.

So saying, she dragged rather than conducted March to the little opening which led into her dormitory. He had to stoop on entering; and great was his amazement on finding himself on the brink of a black yawning gulf, that seemed to descend into the bowels of the earth. The end of a narrow plank rested on the edge of this gulf, and appeared to bridge it over, but the other end of the plank, and all beyond, were lost in impenetrable darkness.

Com after me, said Mary, passing rapidly across the gulf, and disappearing  absolutely like a vision.

March hesitated. He tried to steady his somewhat giddy head, but the single word Com issuing from darkness in a very commanding tone settled the point. He staggered across, held out his hands, and almost tumbled over his fair guide, on reaching the other end of the plank much sooner than he had expected.

Now, wait. I will com agin, said Mary, recrossing.

The view back was a very different thing from the view forward. As he stood there, on the brink of the yawning gulf, March could see right through into the cavern he had just left, and could observe everything that took place there. Mary hastily loaded herself with a rifle and the blunderbuss, also with powder-horn, bullet-pouch, and a bag containing buffalo tongues. With these she returned quickly, and, brushing past her companion, carried them farther into the cave.

Now, help me pull, she said, laying hold of the end of the plank.

March obeyed; and obedience cost him much, poor fellow, for it seemed as if, in the act, he had rent asunder every muscle in his right shoulder. The plank being thus drawn away, an impassable gulf was left between the inner and middle cavern, which, even in the event of its being discovered, presented no particular temptation to induce any one to explore farther. Mary drew the plank into the long natural passage which led to her private apartment; and as this passage turned abruptly to the right, there was no possibility of any one on the other side of the gulf being able to see into it. Indeed, a light in it was not visible from that point of view, and their voices could not be heard unless they spoke loudly.

Just as the plank was withdrawn, the Indians discovered the mouth of the cavern, and in a few minutes the two watchers beheld a painted savage peep in at the opening of the centre cave. Seeing that it was empty, and observing at a glance the opening into the inner cave, he drew back quickly. A minute after, the four Indians darted across, and got out of range of that opening  evidently fearing that some one was there. They flitted past so quickly, yet noiselessly, that they appeared more like shadows than real men.

Presently one of them stepped full in front of the opening with a bow and arrow in his hand. The light of the fire was strong. March saw him raise the bow, and had just time to draw back when an arrow whizzed past him, and was broken to pieces on the rock behind his back. Instantly after the echoes of the place burst forth as a shot was fired in the same direction. Having thus made sure that the way was clear, the boldest of the savages entered with a blazing pine-knot held high above his head  the others following with bows ready, and arrows fitted to the string.

On reaching the edge of the yawning chasm, the foremost savage held the torch over it, and they all gazed in silence into its unfathomable depths. Satisfied that it was impassable, they consulted for a few minutes, and then, apparently coming to the conclusion that the place was untenanted, they returned to the middle cave, and began to rummage and toss about the things they found there.

Bring the rifle, whispered March. I can floor two at a shot as they now sit.

No, Mary replied firmly. Why make blood? They will go way soon.

Mary was right; but a circumstance occurred which caused them to go away sooner than either she or they had anticipated.




Chapter Twenty.

A Gallop to the Rescue  A Discovery  Right-about Face  A disagreeable Surprise and a sudden Ejection  A Calm after the Storm  Mary a Huntress  Dicks Story of the murdered Trapper.

When Dick, alias the Wild Man of the West, left his cave, as narrated in a previous chapter, and galloped away with reckless speed to afford the aid of his stout right arm to his friends in the Mountain Fort  for he counted them friends, although they little knew it  he felt that if he was to be of any use he must travel over the country as he had never travelled before, except once, when he had to fly for his life before five hundred Pawnee warriors.

It was a grand sight to behold that herculean backwoodsman on his noble steed, which seemed so well proportioned to its rider that it carried him as if he were but a boy, flying over the country on this brotherly errand. Mile after mile was passed, not indeed at full speed, for that would have broken the good horse down long before the goal was reached, but at a bowling gallop, taking bogs, and rocks, and fallen trees, and watercourses, with an elastic bound that told of bone and muscle overflowing with surplus energy.

Dick patted the horses arching neck with a look of pride and affection, and the animal tossed its head with a slight neigh of pleasure and a playful snap towards its riders right foot; for it loved its master, as the lower animals do always love those who treat them well, and it loved a wild, long, careering gallop, for that was the only means by which it could relieve its feelings.

There was something unusually wild-like about this horse, besides its great size and extraordinarily long mane and tail. It carried its head high and its ears pointed forward, and it looked boldly from side to side, as it went springingly along, more like a human being than a horse. It actually appeared to be taking intelligent notice of things around it. So much so, that Dick had got into a habit of saying a word or two now and then to it in a grave tone, as if he were conversing with a friend.

Ay, its a fine country, isnt it? he said, patting the neck again.

The ears were pointed backwards at once, and a little neigh or squeak, with a toss of the head, was the reply.

Pity ye cant speak, ant it? continued Dick in a low, quiet tone.

The horse appeared to know that this was merely a meditative remark, not pointedly addressed to itself for it only put back one ear and kept the other forward.

Now, lass, said Dick firmly (both ears went full back at that sound and remained there), take it easy; dont exert yerself over much. It ant o no use  a short pace or two, and  so.

The horse went full swing over a roaring watercourse as he spoke, and alighted safe on the opposite bank, but the gravelly soil was treacherous; it gave way, and the animals hind legs slipped back. With a bound Dick sprang to the ground.

Hyp, good horse, he cried, raising the rein.

A powerful effort, and footing was regained. Dick vaulted into the saddle (he seldom used the stirrup), and away they went again, blithe as ever. Then a long strip of tangled forest appeared. Dick diverged here. It was easier to skirt it than to crash through it. Presently a broad deep river came in view. There was no looking for a ford, no checking the pace. In they went with sounding plunge, as if water were their native element, breasted the foaming tide, and gaining the opposite bank, went steadily forward.

Thus on they sped, over hill and dale, all that night, for the moon was bright in a cloudless sky, and part of next day. Then Dick made a sudden halt and dismounted, to examine something on the ground. Footprints of Indian horses  four of them  going in the direction of his dwelling!

Dick rose, and his strong brows were knitted, and his lips firmly pressed together. For a moment or two he pondered, then he told his horse to follow him, and, dropping the bridle, set off at a rapid walk, keeping steadily on the tracks, and stooping now and then to examine them when the nature of the ground rendered them less discernible. Thus he retraced his course for about a mile, when he stopped and muttered, No doubt ot. Them reptiles niver come to these diggins but when they want to pay me a visit.

As he said this he remounted his horse and sat for a minute or two undecided. It was hard to give up his purpose; but it was impossible to leave his cavern defenceless with Mary in it, and the certainty that savages were hunting it out. That thought settled the matter. He shook the reins, and back they flew again towards the cave, at a much quicker pace than they had hitherto maintained.

The result was that Dick gained the entrance of his ravine just two hours later than the savages, and in time to superintend personally the hospitalities of his own dwelling. Riding quickly up to the head of the gorge, he dismounted and ascended the pathway to his cave with giant strides and a beating heart, for Dick thought of Mary, and the words too late would whizz about in his brain.

The Indians were still sitting round the fire enjoying themselves when March and Mary, to their unutterable surprise, beheld Dick stride through the low doorway of the cave, raise himself to his full height, and stand before the stricken invaders, absolutely blazing with wrath. His eyes, his hair, his beard, his glistening teeth, seemed each individually imbued with indignation.

The Indians did not move  they could not move  they simply sat and stared; and thus both parties continued for a quarter of a minute.

Mary used that short time well. She knew exactly what to do. Darting into her chamber, she seized the end of the rope connected with the tank and pulled it violently. March saw the rock above the fireplace drop! A clear, sparkling cataract sprang as if by magic from the wall! Next instant there was black darkness and yells, steam, shrieks, and howls  a hissing, hurling hubbub, such as no man can possibly conceive of unless he has seen and heard it! We will not, therefore, even attempt a description.

The Indians rushed en masse to the doorway. Death in the jaws of the Wild Man of the West was infinitely preferable to being parboiled and suffocated; but the Wild Man had judiciously made way for them. They gained the outer cave, and sprang down the pathway. Dick plied the handle of the shrieking-machine with the secondary object in view of relieving his own feelings! The din was indescribable! If those Indians are not lunatics at this moment they must be dead, for there could be no alternative in the circumstances. Certain it is they vanished like smoke, and they have never been heard of since  from that day to this!

Really, dear reader, if it were not that we are recounting the doings of a Wild Man  a notoriously eccentric creature  we would feel it necessary to impress upon you that such scenes as we have been describing are not characteristic of life in the Rocky Mountains; nay, more, we question whether such scenes as these have ever been witnessed or enacted in those regions at any time, with the exception, of course, of the present occasion. But it must be carefully borne in mind that we are recounting the deeds of a Wild Man, and, although the aspect of outward things  the general tone and current of manners and customs and natural phenomena  may remain exactly the same as heretofore, and be faithfully described without exaggeration (as we maintain they are), yet the acts, devices, and vagaries of such a creature as a Wild Man may, indeed must necessarily, be altogether eccentric and unparalleled. We therefore pause here to express a hope that, whatever credit you may be able to give to the reported deeds of this hero, you will not withhold your belief in the fidelity of the other portions of this narrative.

No sooner, then, were those unwelcome visitors ejected than Dick returned to the scene of devastation and shouted, Hullo! Mary!

Safe, all safe, she replied, as, with the assistance of March Marston, she pushed the plank across the chasm, and returned to the centre cave.

Is the lad March safe too? inquired Dick as he busied himself in striking a light with flint and steel.

All right, answered the youth for himself, but horribly battered, an fit to yell with pain, not to mention surprise. Do look sharp and get the fire up. Sich doins as this I never did see nor hear of since I left the frontier. I do declare its worthy o the Wild Man o the West himself. What dye find to laugh at, Dick? Im sure if ye had my miserable bones in yer body at this moment, yed laugh wi your mouth screwed the wrong way. Look alive, man!

Patience, lad, patience. Thats one o the vartues, I believe; leastwise, so Im told. Ah, its caught at last. (Hand me that dry stuff on the south shelf, Mary; ye can find it i the dark, I doubt not.) Yes, its a vartue, but I cant boast o having much ot myself. I dun know much about it from xperience, dye see? There, now, well git things put to rights, he added, applying the kindled spark to some dry chips and producing a flame, with which he ignited a pine-knot, and stuck it blazing in a cleft in the rock. Just see what them reptiles ha done to me. If it wasnt that Im a good-tempered feller, I blieve Id git angry. See, March, boy, theres a shelf in the corner thats escaped the flood. Lie ye down there, while Mary and me puts the place in order.

Id rather help you, said March dismally. I dont blieve it can make me worse, an perhaps itll make me better. I wonder what in the world pain was made for.

Yell only be in our way, lad. Lie down, said Dick, seizing a large broom and beginning to sweep away the water and ashes and pieces of charcoal with which the floor was plentifully covered, while Mary picked up the scattered skins and furniture of the cave, and placed them on the ledge of rock, about four feet from the ground, which Dick termed a shelf.

This ledge ran all round the apartment, so March selected a corner, and, throwing a dry skin upon it, stretched himself thereon, and soon found his sufferings relieved to such an extent that he began to question his host as to his sudden and unlooked-for return.

How came ye to drop in upon us in the very nick o time like that? he said, gazing languidly at Mary, who bustled about with the activity of a kitten  or, to use an expression more in keeping with the surrounding circumstances, a wild kitten.

Dick, without checking his broom, told how he had discovered the tracks of the Indians, and returned at once, as has been related.

Then, said March, looking anxiously at his host, youll not be able to help my poor comrades and the people at the Mountain Fort.

It ant possble to be in two places at once nohow ye can fix it, returned Dick, else Id ha been there as well as here in the course of a few hours more.

But should we not start off at once  now? cried March eagerly, throwing his legs off the ledge and coming to a sitting position.

You ant able, replied Dick quietly, and I wont move till I have put things to rights here, an had a feed an a nights rest. If it would do any good, Id start this minute. But the fights over by this time  leastwise, itll be over long afore we could git there! and if its not to be a fight at all, why nobodys none the worse, dye see?

But maybe they may hold the place for a long time, argued March, an the sudden appearance of you and me might turn the scale in their favour.

So it might  so it might. Ive thought o that, and well start to-morrow if yer able. But it would be o no use to-night. My good horse cant run for ever right on end without meat and rest.

Then well start to-morrow, cried March eagerly.

Ay, if ye can mount and ride.

That I have no fear of; but  but at that moment Marchs eye encountered Marys but what about Mary?

Oh, shell stop here till we come back. No fear o redskins troublin her agin for some time, replied Dick, throwing down the broom and patting the girls head. Come, lass, lets have some supper. Show March what a capital cook ye are. Ill kindle a rousin fire an spread some pine-branches round it to sit on, for the floor wont be quite dry for some time. What red reptiles, to be sure! and they was actually devourin my poor old bay horse. What cannibals!

In the course of an hour the cavern had resumed its former appearance of comfort. The ruddy glare of the [image: img107.jpg]fire fell warmly on the rocky walls and on the curling smoke, which found egress through the hole near the roof that let in light during the day. Branches were spread on the floor, so as to form a thick pile near the fire, and on the top of this sat the Wild Man of the West with the most amiable of smiles on his large, handsome countenance, and most benignant of expressions beaming in his clear blue eyes, as he gazed first at Mary, who sat on his right hand, then at March, who sat on his left, and then at the iron pot which sat or stood between his knees, and into which he was about to plunge a large wooden ladle.

Theres worse things than buffalo-beef-bergoo, March, ant there? Ha, ha! my lad, tuck that under yer belt; itll put the sore bones right faster than physic. Mary, my little pet lamb, heres a marrow-bone; come, yer growin, an ye cant grow right if ye dont eat plenty o meat and marrow-bones; there, he said, placing the bone in question on her pewter plate. Ah! Mary, lass, yeve been mixin the victuals. Why, what have we here?

Moose nose, replied the girl with a look of pleasure.

I do blieve  so it is! Why, where got ye it? I hant killed a moose for three weeks an more.

Me kill him meself, said Mary.

You!

Ay, me! with me own gun, too!

Capital! cried Dick, tossing back his heavy locks, and gazing at the child with proud delight. Yer a most fit an proper darter for the Wild  a  ho! sneezed Dick, with sudden violence, while Mary glanced quickly up and opened her eyes very wide. Whisst  to  a  hah! whew! wot a tickler! I raally think the mountain airs a-goin to make me subjick to catchin colds.

March took no notice of the remark. His attention was at that moment divided between Marys eyes and a marrow-bone.

There is no accounting for the besotted stupidity at this time of March Marston, who was naturally quick-witted, unless upon the principle that prejudice renders a man utterly blind. A hundred glaring and obvious facts, incidents, words, and looks, ought to have enlightened him as to who his new friend Dick really was. But his mind was so thoroughly imbued, so saturated, with the preconceived notion of the Wild Man of the West being a huge, ferocious, ugly monster, all over red, or perhaps blue, hair, from the eyes to the toes, with canine teeth, and, very probably, a tail, that unintentional hints and suggestive facts were totally thrown away upon him. The fact is, that if Dick had at that moment looked him full in the face and said, Im the Wild Man of the West, March would have said he didnt believe it!

How came ye by the iron pot? inquired March suddenly, as the sight of that vessel changed the current of his thoughts.

Dicks countenance became grave, and Marys eyes dropped.

Ill tell ye some other time, said the former quietly; not now  not now. Come, lad, if ye mean to mount and ride wi me to-morrow, youll ha to eat heartier than that.

Im doing my best. Did you say it was you that shot the moose deer, Mary?

Yes, it was me. Me go out to kill bird for make dinner, two days back, an see the moose in one place where hims no can escape but by one way  narrow way, tree feets, not more, wide. Hims look to me  mes look to him. Then me climb up side of rocks so hims no touch me, but must pass below me quite near. Then me yell  horbuble yell! (Ha! thought March, music, sweetest music, that yell!) an hims run round in great fright! (Oh, the blockhead, thought March) but see hims no can git away, so hims rush past me! Me shoot in back of hims head, an him drop.

Huzza! shouted Dick, in such a bass roar that March involuntarily started. Well done, lass; yell make a splendid wife to a bold mountaineer.

March could not believe his eyes, while he looked at the modest little creature who thus coolly related the way in which she slaughtered the moose; but he was bound to believe his ears, for Mary said she did the deed, and to suppose it possible that Mary could tell a falsehood was, in Marchs opinion, more absurd than to suppose that the bright sun could change itself into melted butter! But Dicks enthusiastic reference to Mary one day becoming the wife of a mountaineer startled him. He felt that, in the event of such a calamitous circumstance happening, she could no longer be his sister, and the thought made him first fierce, and then sulky.

Dye kill many mountain sheep here, Dick? inquired March, when his ruffled temper had been smoothed down with another marrow-bone.

Ay, lots of em.

What like are they close? Ive never been nearer to em yet than a thousand yards or so  never within range.

Theyre bout the size of a settlement sheep, an skin somethin like the red deer; yeve seen the red deer, of coorse, March?

Yes, often; shot em too.

Well, like them; but theyve got most treemendous horns. I shot one last week with horns three fut six inches long; there they lie now in that corner. Are ye a good shot, March?

Middlin.

Dye smoke?

Yes, a little; but I ant a slave to it like some.

Humph! ejaculated Dick sarcastically. If ye smoke a little, how dye know but ye may come to smoke much, an be a slave to it like other men? Ye may run down a steep hill, an say, when yer near the top, I can stop when I like; but yell come to a pint, lad, when yell try to stop an find ye cant  when yed give all ye own to leave off runnin; but yell have to go on faster an faster, till yer carried off yer legs, and, mayhap, dashed to bits at the bottom. Smokin and drinkin are both alike. Ye can begin when you please, an, up to a certain pint, ye can stop when ye please; but after that pint, ye cant stop o yer own free will  yed die first. Many an many a poor fellow has died first, as I know.

An pray, Mister Solomon, do you smoke? inquired March testily, thinking that this question would reduce his companion to silence.

No, never.

Not smoke? cried March in amazement. The idea of a trapper not smoking was to him a thorough and novel incomprehensibility.

No; nor drink neither, said Dick. I once did both, before I came to this part o the country, and I thank the Almighty for bringing me to a place where it warnt easy to get either drink or baccy  specially drink, which I believe would have laid me under the sod long ago, if I had bin left in a place where I could ha got it. An now, as Mary has just left us, poor thing, Ill tell ye how I came by the big iron pot. Theres no mystery about it; but as it blonged to the poor childs father, I didnt want to speak about it before her.

Dick placed an elbow on each knee, and, resting his forehead upon his hands, stared for some moments into the fire ere he again spoke.

Its many years now, said he in a low, sad tone, since I left home, and  but thats nothin to do wi the pint, he added quickly. You see, March, when I first came to this part o the world I fell in with a comrade  a trapper  much to my likin. This trapper had been jilted by some girl, and came away in a passion, detarminin never more to return to his native place. I never knowd where he come from, nor the particlars of his story, for that was a pint hed never speak on. I dont believe I ever knowd his right name. He called himself Adam; that was the only name I ever knowd him by.

Well, him an me became great friends. He lived wi a band of Pawnee Injuns, and had married a wife among them; not that she was a pure Injun neither, she was a half-breed. My Mary was their only child; she was a suckin babe at that time. Adam had gin her no name when we first met, an I remember him askin me one day what he should call her; so I advised Mary  an thats how she come to git the name.

Adam an me was always together. We suited each other. For myself, I had taen a skunner at mankind, an womankind, too; so we lived wi the Pawnees, and hunted together, an slep together when out on the tramp. But one o them reptiles took a spite at him, an tried by every way he could to raise the Injuns agin him, but couldnt; so he detarmined to murder him.

One day we was out huntin together, an, being too far from the Pawnee lodges to return that night, we encamped in the wood, an biled our kettle  this iron one ye see here. Adam had a kind o likin fort, and always carried it at his saddle-bow when he went out o horseback. Wed just begun supper, when up comes the Wild-Cat, as he was called  Adams enemy  an sits down beside us.

Of course, we could not say we thought he was up to mischief, though we suspected it, so we gave him his supper, an he spent the night with us. Nixt mornin he bade us good-day, an went off. Then Adam said he would go an set beaver traps in a creek about a mile off. Bein lazy that day, I said Id lie a bit in the camp. So away he went. The camp was on a hill. I could see him all the way, and soon saw him in the water settin his traps.

Suddenly I seed the Wild-Cat step out o the bushes with a bow an arrow. I knew what was up. I gave a roar that he might have heard ten miles off, an ran towards them. But an arrow was in Adams back before he could git to the shore. In a moment more he had the Injun by the throat, an the two struggled for life. Adam could ha choked him easy, but the arrow in his back let out the blood fast, an he could barely hold his own. Yet he strove like a true man. I was soon there, for I nearly burst my heart in that race. They were on the edge of the water. The Wild-Cat had him down, and was tryin to force him over the bank.

I had my big sword wi me, an hewed the reptiles head off with it at one blow, sendin it into the river, an tossin the body in after it.

Its too late, says Adam, as I laid him softly on the bank.

I could see that. The head of the shaft was nearly in his heart. He tried to speak, but could only say, Take care o my wife an Mary  then he died, and I buried him there.

Dick paused, and clenched both hands convulsively as the thought of that black day came back upon him. But the glare in his eye soon melted into a look of sadness.

Well, well, he continued, its long past now. Why should I be angry with the dead? Adams wife never got the better o that. She dropped her head like a prairie flower in the first blast of winter, an was soon beside her husband.

I waited till the little child could stump about on its own legs, an then I mounted my horse an rode away with it in my arms. The only things belongin to poor Adam I brought with me was the iron pot an his long rifle. There the rifle stands in the corner. Ive used it ever since.

And have you and Mary lived here all alone since that day?

Ay. I came straight here  not carin where I went, only anxious to get out o the sight o men, an live alone wi the child. I sought out a dwellin in the wildest part o these mountains, an fell upon this cave, where weve lived happy enough together.

Do you mean to say the child has never played with other children? inquired March, amazed at this discovery.

Not much. I give her a run for a month or two at a time, now an agin, when I fall on a friendly set o well-disposed redskins  just to keep the right sort o spirit in her, and comfort her a bit. But shes always willin to live alone wi me.

Then shes never learned to read? said March sadly.

That has she. Shes got one book. Its a story about a giant an a fairy, an a prince an princess. Most xtraornar stuff. I got it from a Blood Injun, who said he picked it up in a frontier settlement where the people had all been murdered. When we had nothin better to do, I used to teach her her letters out o that book, an the moment she got em off she seemed to pick up the words, I dun know how. Shes awful quick. She knows every word o that story by heart. An shes invented heaps o others o the most amazin kind. Ive often thought o goin to the settlements to git her some books, but

Dick paused abruptly, and a dark frown settled on his features, as if the thoughts of civilised men and things revived unpleasant memories.

The fact is, he continued somewhat bitterly, Ive been a hater of my race. Youd scarcely believe it, lad, but you are the first man Ive ever told all this to. I cant tell why it is that I feel a likin for ye, boy, an a desire to have ye stop with me. But that must not be. I had but one friend. I must not make another to have him murdered, mayhap, before my eyes. Yet, he added in a gentle tone, taking Marchs hand in his and stroking it, I feel a likin for ye, boy, that makes me sad to think o partin.

But we dont need to part, Dick, said March eagerly. I like you too, and I like your style of life, an He was going to have added that he liked Mary, and that he would live with them both all his days, when the little cottage at Pine Point settlement and his loving mother rose before him, and caused him to drop his head and terminate his speech abruptly.

Just then Mary re-entered the cavern, and put an end to the conversation.




Chapter Twenty One.

March, though willing in Spirit, finds his Body weak  He makes Mary a Present  The Trappers set out to search for their lost Comrade  An unexpected Meeting  Big Waller waxes Pugnacious  News of March  Dick becomes more mysterious than ever  A reckless Proposal and a happy Meeting.

Next morning, before daybreak, March Marston attempted to set out for the Mountain Fort with Dick; but he was so thoroughly knocked up before the end of the first mile that he had to call a halt, and admit that he could not think of going further. This was just what Dick wanted; so he laughed, told him to go back and take care of Mary, and he would advance alone.

March returned, very much humbled, excessively pained in all his joints, and feeling as if he had reason to be ashamed of himself.

Oh! you com back? cried Mary as he entered the cavern with a crestfallen air. Me so glad! Me know very well you no was possble for travel.

Mary was perfectly artless. She made no attempt whatever to conceal her satisfaction at the youths return, so he felt amazingly comforted, and even began to recover his self-esteem.

Yes, Mary, Ive come back, cause I cant go forward. Its o no use tryin; Id just have knocked up on the way, which would have been awkward for Dick, you know, as well as for me. Besides, I couldnt fight just now to save my life.

Well, you is right. You stop here an git strong an well. Me tell you stories bout Dick, or other mans if you likes. Well have no fightin to do. If there is, me take care of you. Me can doos a littil in that way.

March opened his eyes very wide at this, and stared at the pretty little vision in leather, but there was no smile or sly wrinkle on her countenance. She was looking quite gravely and sedately into the iron pot, which she happened to be stirring at that moment.

Mary, he said, sitting down beside her, Dick tells me you can read.

Yis, me can read littil. But me only got one book. She sighed slightly as she said this.

Would you like to have another book?

Oh yis, very very much. Have you got one?

Ay, one; the only one I have in the world, Mary; an youre the only person in the world Id give it to. But Ill give it to you, cause youve no chance of gettin one like it here. Its a Bible  the one my mother gave me when I left home.

March pulled the little volume out of the breast of his coat as he spoke, and handed it to the girl, who received it eagerly, and looked at it with mingled feelings of awe and curiosity for some time before she ventured to open it.

The Bibil. Dick have oftin speak to me bout it, an try to member some of it. But he no can member much. He tell me it speak about the great good Spirit. Injins call him Manitow.

So it does, Mary. Ill leave it with you when I go away. You say Dick couldnt remember much of it; neither can I, Mary. More shame to me, for many an many a time has my poor mother tried to make me learn it off by heart.

You mother? repeated Mary earnestly. Is you mother livin?

That is she. At least, I left her well an hearty in Pine Point settlement not many weeks agone.

Me wish me had mother, said Mary with a sigh.

March gazed at the sad face of his fair companion with a perplexed yet sympathetic look. This was a new idea to him. Never having been without a mother, it had never entered into his head to think of such a thing as wishing for one.

What you mother called? said the girl, looking up quickly.

Her name is Mary.

Yis! that very strange. Call same as me.

Not very strange, after all. There are a good number of Marys in the world, replied March with a laugh. See, here is her name on the flyleaf of the Bible, written with her own hand, too: To my dear March, from his loving mother, Mary Marston, Pine Point settlement. Isnt it a good round hand o write?

Very pritty, replied Mary. But she had now begun to spell out the words of the book which had at last fallen into her hands, and March could not again draw her into general talk; so he was fain to sit down and help her to read the Bible.

Leaving them thus occupied, we will now return to the trappers, three of whom, it will be remembered  Bounce, Redhand, and Gibault  had reached the Mountain Fort and given the alarm. Soon afterwards the Indians arrived there; but finding everything in readiness to give them a warm reception, they retired at once, preferring to wait their opportunity rather than have a fair stand-up fight with the white men. About an hour after they had retired, Big Waller, Hawkswing, and the artist, came tearing towards the fort, and were at once admitted.

They had nothing new to tell. They had met together by accident, as the others had done, on nearing the fort, and would have been in sooner, had not Big Waller been obliged to take charge of poor Bertram, who, owing to the suddenness and violence of all these recent events in savage life, had got into a muddled condition of mind that rendered him peculiarly helpless. But they knew nothing of March Marston  they had expected to find him there before them.

As March was well mounted, and known to be well qualified to take care of himself, his non-arrival threw his friends into a state of the utmost anxiety and suspense. They waited a couple of hours, in order to give him a chance of coming in, hoping that he might have merely been detained by some trifling accident, such as having lost his way for a time. But when, at the end of that period, there was still no sign of him, they gave up all hope of his arriving, and at once set out to sweep the whole country round in search of him, vowing in their hearts that they would never return to Pine Point settlement without him if he were alive.

McLeod tried to persuade them to remain at the fort for a few days, but, feeling sympathy with them, he soon ceased to press the matter. As for the wretched chief of the fort, Macgregor  the excitement of the recent transactions being over  he had returned to his bosom friend, and bitterest enemy, the bottle, and was at that time lying in a state of drivelling idiocy in his private chamber.

A few days after quitting the fort, Bounce and Gibault, who chanced to be riding considerably in advance of their companions, halted on the top of a ridge and began to scan the country before them. In the midst of their observations, Bounce broke the silence with a grunt.

Fat now? inquired his companion.

What now? replied Bounce contemptuously. Use yer eyes now; dye see nothin?

Non, no ting.

That comes o the want of obsarvation, now, said Bounce in a grave, reproachful tone. Ye shouldnt ought to be so light-headed, lad. If ye wos left to yer lone in them sort o places, yed soon lose yer scalp. Its obsarvation as does it all, an in yer partikler case its the want o that same as doesnt do it, dye see?

Non, vraiment, me shockable blind dis day; mais, praps, git more cliver de morrow, replied the good-humoured Canadian with a grin. Fat you see?

I see fut-prints, replied Bounce, dismounting; an as fut-prints implies feet, an feet indicates critters, human or otherwise, it becomes men wot be lookin for a lost comrade to examine em with more nor ornary care.

Hah! shouted Gibault with unwonted energy. Look! voilà! behold! Bounce, you hab great want of obsarvation. See!

Now it chanced that, while Bounce was on his knees, carefully turning over every leaf and blade of grass, his comrade, who remained on horseback, and kept gazing at the horizon, without any particular object in view, did suddenly behold an object coming towards them at full gallop. Hence the sudden outburst, and the succeeding exclamation from Bounce Its a hoss!

A hoss! repeated Gibault. Him be one buffalo I see hims bump.

The bumps that ye see is neither more nor less than a man leanin forard  it is.

At this moment the rest of the party rode up, and Redhand confirmed Bounces opinion.

Theres only one, I guess, an hes in a powerful hurry, observed Big Waller. But we may as well be ready to fix his flint if he means to cut up rough.

He brought forward his gun as he spoke, and examined the priming.

I blieve hes an evil spirit, I do, said Bounce; wot a pace!

More like to de Wild Man of de Vest, observed Gibault.

Think you so? whispered Bertram in an anxious tone, with an involuntary motion of his hand to the pouch in which lay that marvellous sketch-book of his.

Think its him? said Redhand to Hawkswing.

The Indian gave a slight grunt of assent.

But the strange horseman soon put all doubt on the point at rest by bearing down upon them like a whirlwind, his long hair and tags and scalp-locks streaming in the wind as usual. Dick had a distinct purpose in thus acting. He wished to terrify men, or, at least, to impress them with a wholesome dread of him, in order that he might simply be let alone!

He did not check his slashing pace until within four or five bounds of the party. Reining up so violently that he tore up the turf for a couple of yards under his horses heels, he looked at the trappers with a grave, almost fierce expression, for a second or two.

You come from the Mountain Fort? he said.

Yes, replied Redhand.

All right there?

All right. The redskins threatened an attack, but we were too quick for em.

A gleam of satisfaction passed across Dicks face as he added, Youve lost a comrade, hant ye?

We jist have, cried Big Waller in surprise. If youve seed him, I guess yed as well take us to his whereabouts.

See you yonder pine? said Dick, pointing back in the direction whence he had come. One days journey beyond that, as the crow flies, will bring you to a valley, level and well watered, with plenty o beaver in it. Youll find him there.

Without waiting a reply Dick turned to ride away.

I say, stranger, cried Waller (Dick paused), air you, or air you not, the Wild Man o the West?

Wild fools of the West call me so, replied Dick with a ferocious frown, that went far to corroborate the propriety of the cognomen in the opinion of the trappers.

Wall, I tell ee wot it is, stranger, Wild Man or not, I guess youll ha to take us to our comrade yourself, for Im inclined to opine that you know more about him thans good for ye; so if ye try to ride off, Ill see whether a ball  sixteen to the pound ll not stop ye, for all yer bigness.

A grim smile curled Dicks moustache as he replied, If ye think that a trappers word aint to be trusted, or that committin murder ll do yer comrade a service, heres your chance  fire away!

Dick wheeled about and cantered coolly away into the thickest part of the forest, leaving the trappers gazing at each other in amazement. Bertram was the first to speak.

Oh, why did you not delay him a few seconds longer? See, I have him here  all but the legs of his splendid charger.

The others burst into a laugh.

If yeve got the body all crect, its easy to calculate the legs by the rules o proportion, dye see? observed Bounce.

Come, lads, thats good news about March, anyhow, cried Redhand; an Im of opinion that the Wild Man o the West ant just so wild as people think. I, for one, will trust him. Theres somethin about the corner of a mans eye that tells pretty plain whether hes false or true. Depend ont we shall find March where he told us, so the sooner we set off the better.

Without waiting for a reply, Redhand urged his horse into a gallop, and, followed by his comrades, made for the valley indicated by the Wild Man.

Meanwhile, the Wild Man himself was already far ahead of them, keeping out of sight among the woods, and galloping nearly in the same direction  for his cave lay not more than four miles from the valley in question. Being much better mounted than they, he soon left the trappers far behind him, and when night closed in he continued his journey, instead of halting to eat and take a few hours rest as they did. The consequence was that he reached his cave several hours before the trappers arrived at the valley, where they expected to find their missing comrade.

Of course March was filled with surprise at this second unexpected return of Dick; but the latter relieved his mind by explaining, in an offhand way, that he had met a man who had told him the Mountain Fort was all safe, and that his comrades also were safe, and wandering about in that part of the country in search of him. After a good deal of desultory conversation, Dick turned to his guest with a sad, serious air, and, fixing his large blue eyes on him, said  

March, lad, you an me must part soon.

Part! exclaimed the youth in surprise, glancing at Mary, who sat opposite to him, embroidering a pair of moccasins.

Ay, we must part. Youll be well enough in a day or two to travel about with yer comrades. Now, lad, I want ye to understand me. Ive lived here, off and on, for the last fourteen or fifteen years  it may be more, it may be less; I dont well remember  an Ive niver suffered men to interfere wi me. I dont want them, an they dont want me.

He paused. There was a slight dash of bitterness in the tone in which the last words were uttered; but it was gone when he resumed, in his usual low and musical voice  

Now, although I chose to bring you to my cave, because I found ye amost in a dyin state, an have let ye into one or two o my secrets  because I couldnt help it, seein that I couldnt stop up yer eyes  an yer ears  yet I dont choose to let yer comrades know anything about me. Theyve no right to, an you have no right to tell em; so, when ye meet em again ye mustnt talk about me or my cave, dye see?

Certainly, said March, who was both surprised and annoyed by his speech, certainly you have a perfect right to command me to hold my tongue; and, seein that youve bin so kind to me, Dick, Im in duty bound to obey; but how can you ask me to put myself in such an awkward fix? You dont suppose I can make my comrades believe Ive bin livin on air or grass for some days past, an theyll see, easy enough, that Ive not bin in a condition to help myself. Besides, whatever your notions may be about truth, mine are of such a sort that they wont let me tell a parcel o lies to please anybody.

Far be it from me, boy, to ask ye to tell lies. You can tell yer comrades that youve bin took care of by a trapper as lives in a cave among the mountains; but you dont need to tell em where the cave is; an if they worry ye to guide em to it, ye can refuse. Moreover, jist speak o me in an offhand, careless sort o way, dye see? an be particular not to tell what Im like, cause it might make em take a fancy to hunt me up.

There appeared to be a dash of vanity in the latter part of this remark, which surprised March not a little; for it seemed to him quite inconsistent with the stout hunters wonted modesty of demeanour and speech.

Well, Im bound to think only o your wishes in this matter, replied March in a disappointed tone, an Ill do my best to prevent my comrades interfering with ye, tho, to say truth, I dont think you need be so cautious, for they aint over-curious  none of em. But here March paused and glanced at Mary, who, he observed, had dropped her head very much during the conversation, and from whose eye at that moment a bright tear fell, like a diamond, on the work with which she was engaged.

But  am I  the fact is, Dick, I feel a little sore that you should say ye had a likin for me, an then tell me I must be off, an never look near ye again.

Thats wot I never did say, boy, returned Dick, smiling. Ye may come alone to see me as often as ye like while ye remain in these parts. An if it please ye, yer at liberty to come an live wi me. Theres room in the mountains for both of us. The cave can hold three if need be.

March Marstons heart beat quick. He was on the eve of forming a great resolve! His bosom heaved, and his eye sparkled, as he was about to close hastily with this proposal, when, again, the memory of his mother crossed him, and a deep sigh burst from his lips as he shook his head, and said sorrowfully, It cant be done, Dick. I cant forsake my mother.

No more ye should, lad, no more ye should, said Dick, nodding approvingly; but theres nothin to prevent your spendin the winter and spring here, an returnin to yer mother next summer.

Done! cried March, springing up as well as his bruised muscles would permit him, and seizing his friend enthusiastically by the hand. Ill stop with you and send home word by my comrades that Ill be back in summer. Thats capital!

Mary seemed to be quite of the same opinion, for she looked quickly up with a beaming smile.

Well, so it is a good plan, said Dick somewhat gravely; but dont act in haste, else ye may ha to repent at leisure. Go an speak to yer comrades; see what they advise ye to do, an come again an let me know. And, now were on that pint, I may tell ye that yer friends will be at the head of a valley not four miles from here this very night, an they expect ye there.

How dye know that? cried March, breathless with amazement.

Well, ye see, the Wild Man o the West knows that youre in them parts; he has seed you, an knows where ye are, an he met yer comrades, the trappers, no later than yesterday, an told em theyd find ye in the valley I spoke of just now; so we must be up an away to meet em.

Dick rose as he spoke and began to make preparation to depart.

But how came you to know this? inquired the astonished youth.

Why, the Wild Man an mes oncommon intimate, dye see? In fact, I may say were jist inseparable companions, an so I come to know it that way. But make haste. Weve no time to lose.

Good-bye, Mary, cried March with a cheerful smile, as he hurried out of the cave after his eccentric companion. Ill be back before long, depend ont.

Mary nodded, and the two men were soon mounted and out of sight.

I say, Dick, observed March as they rode along, you must get me to see the Wild Man of the West; if youre so intimate with him, you can easily bring him into the cave; now wont you, Dick?

Well, as I cant help doin it, I spose I may say yes at once.

Cant help it, Dick! What mean you? I wish yed talk sense.

Hist! exclaimed the hunter, pulling up suddenly under the shelter of a cliff. Yonder come yer friends, sooner than I expected. Ill leave ye here. Theyve not seed us yit, an that wood ll hide me till I git away. Now, March, he added solemnly, remember yer promise.

In another moment the wild hunter was gone, and March rode forward to meet his comrades, who, having now caught sight of him, came up the valley at full speed, shouting and waving their caps joyfully as they approached. In a shorter space of time than it takes to tell, March was surrounded, dragged off his horse, passed from one to another, to be handled roughly, in order to make sure that it was really himself, and, finally, was swallowed up by Bounce in a masculine embrace that might almost have passed for the hug of a grisly bear.




Chapter Twenty Two.

March Marston is perplexed, so are his Friends  An unlooked-for Meeting  Terrible News  the Attack  The Wild Man of the West once again renders signal Service to the Trappers  Wild Doings in general, and March Marstons Chagrin in particular.

March Marston, said Bounce  and Bounce was sitting beside the camp fire, smoking his pipe after supper when he said it you may think yere a cute feller, you may, oncommon cute; but if youll listen to wot an oldish hunter says, an take his advice, youll come to think, in a feelosophical way, dye see? that yere not quite so cute as ye suppose.

Bounce delivered this oracularly, and followed it up with a succession of puffs, each of which was so solidly yellow as to suggest to the mind of Bertram, who chanced to be taking his portrait at that moment, that the next puff would burst out in pure flame. Gibault and Big Waller nodded their heads in testimony of their approval of the general scope of the remark; the latter even went the length of guessing that it was a fact, and Redhand smiled. Hawkswing looked, if possible, graver than usual.

As, resumed Bounce after a considerable pause, during which March looked and felt very uncomfortable, the natral eyes of the old men becomes more dimmer, dye see? their mental eyes, so to speak, becomes sharper, so as that they can see through no end o figurative millstones. That bein the case when theres no millstone to be seen through at all, but only a oncommon thin trans  trans

Ollification, suggested Waller modestly.

Not at all, retorted Bounce with much severity in his tone. I wos goin to have said  transparientsy; but Ill not say that now, seein its too feelosophical for the likes o you; but, as I wos sayin, that bein the case, dye see? its quite plain that

Here Bounce, having got into depths unusually profound even for his speculative and philosophical turn of mind, sought refuge in a series of voluminous puffs, and wound up, finally, with an emphatic assertion that there wos somethin wrong, an it wos o no manner o use to try to throw dust in his eyes, seein that his winkin powers wos sich as to enable him to keep it out, no matter how thick or fast it should come.

Ah, thats yer sort! I calclate youre floored there, March, said Waller gravely. The fact is, boy, that it wont do; youve got somethin in the background, that Mr Bertram talks sich a heap about. You ought to be fair an above-board with comrades, ye ought.

Oui, added Gibault. Of course, you have lived somewhere, an somehow, all dis time. It am not posseeble for live nowhere on noting.

Well, I tell you I have lived with a hunter, who treated me very well, and told me Id find you here; having learned that, as I understand, from the Wild Man o the West himself.

Very true, said Bounce; but where does the hunter live?

In the mountains, replied March.

So does the Blackfeet, an the Peigans, an the Crows, an the foxes, an wolves, an grisly bars, retorted Bounce dryly.

Ill tell ye what it is, cried the exasperated March, the curiosity of you fellers beats the squaws out an out. Now, Ill be open with ye, an then ye must hold your tongues. This man that Ive been stayin with is a very fine fellow, an a very wonderful fellow, an his names Dick

Dick what? inquired Bounce.

Dick nothing, said March.

Ay! thats a odd name.

No, I mean hes only called Dick, an he wouldnt tell me his other name, if he has one. Well, he said to me I was not to tell where he lived, as he dont like company, an so he made me promise, an I did promise, dye see? so I mean to stick to my promise, and thats all about it. I would like to tell ye about him, comrades, but you wouldnt have me break my word, would you?

Cernly not, by no means, said Bounce. Does he live all by his lone?

No  eh  ah! Well, I fancy its not breakin my word to tell ye that  no, hes got a little gal, an adopted daughter, livin with him.

Is she good-lookin? inquired Bounce quickly, with a sharp glance at the youth.

March looked a little confused, and, in a hesitating manner, admitted that she was.

Ah! I thought so, observed Bounce gravely, shaking his head and looking unutterably profound, while Gibault gave a low whistle and winked to Big Waller, who returned the mystic signal with the addition of a knowing nod, all of which movements were observed by poor March, who became very red in the face and felt very angry and remarkably uncomfortable, and quite unable to decide whether it were better to laugh or storm. He was saved from all further perplexity on this point, however, by the sudden appearance of a horseman on the distant plain, who seemed to be approaching the valley in which they were encamped. At first he looked like a black speck or a crow on the horizon, and, in the uncertain light of the rapidly closing day, it would have been difficult for any unaccustomed eye to make out what the object was.

In a short time he drew near enough to be distinguished clearly, and the rapid patter of the horses hoofs on the turf told that the rider was flying over the ground at an unusual speed. Passing round a clump of low trees that stretched out from the mouth of the valley into the plain, he came dashing towards the camp  a wild-looking, dishevelled creature, seemingly in a state of reckless insanity.

The Wild Man again, surely, said Bounce, who, with his companions, had risen to await the coming up of the stranger.

Dyou think so? cried March Marston eagerly.

Ye  eh? why, I do blieve its Mr Macgregor, cried the astonished Bounce as the reckless rider dashed up to the camp fire, and, springing from his horse with a yell that savoured more of a savage than a civilised spirit, cried  

Look out, lads; up with a pile o rocks an trees! Theyll be on us in a jiffy! Theres five hundred o the red reptiles if theres one. The Mountain Forts burned to cinders  every man and woman dead and scalped  look alive!

These words were uttered hastily in broken exclamations, as Macgregor seized the logs that had been cut for firewood, and began violently to toss them together in a pile; while the trappers, although much amazed and horrified at the news, seized their hatchets and began to make instant preparation to resist an attack, without wasting time in useless questions. They observed that the commander of the Mountain Fort was pale as death, that his eyes were bloodshot, his clothes torn, and his hands and face begrimed with powder and stained with blood.

March Marston worked like a hero at the rude breastwork for some time, although the effort caused him so much pain that he could not help showing it on his countenance.

March, said Bounce, seizing him suddenly by the shoulder, youre not fit to work, an much less fit to fight. Ill tell ye wot to do, lad. Jump on my horse, an away to yer friend the trapper, an bring him here to help us. One stout arm ll do us more good this night than ten battered bodies sich as yours, poor feller.

March felt the truth of this, so without delay turned to obey. Just as he was about to leave he heard a deep groan, and turning round, saw Macgregor fall to the ground.

Youre ill, he cried, running to him and kneeling down.

No  not ill, just a scratch from an arrow, gasped the trader with an oath. I believe the heads stickin in my back.

Away, March, cried Redhand, well look to this. Waller, out wi the fire, man; ye used to be more spry when  ah! too late, there they are, theyve seen us.

Into the fort, boys! cried Bounce, alluding to the breastwork, we dont need to care; with plenty o powder and lead, we can keep five thousand redskins off.

March heard no more. Dashing up the glen at full speed, he disappeared from the spot, just as the distant yell of the savage host came floating upon the wings of the night air, apprising the trappers that their fire had been observed, and that they would have to fight manfully if they hoped to carry their scalps home with them.

In a few minutes the Indians drew near, and scattering themselves round the little entrenchment, began to discharge clouds of arrows at it, but, fortunately, without doing any damage. An inaccessible cliff protected their rear, and behind a projection of this the trappers horses were secured. The breastwork lay immediately in front.

Again and again the savages let fly their shafts, but without drawing any reply from the trappers, who kept close under cover and reserved their fire. This tempted their enemies to approach, and, when within short range, they seemed about to make a rush, supposing, no doubt, that the party concealed behind the breastwork must be Indians, since they did not use firearms. Just then Redhand gave a preconcerted signal; three sheets of flame spouted from their guns, and three of the foremost Indians fell dead from their horses.

With a terrible yell the others turned to fly, but before they had retreated a yard three more shots were fired with deadly effect. They now took shelter behind trees and rocks, and attempted to dislodge the trappers by discharging arrows into the air at such an angle that they should drop into their fortress. One or two endeavoured to ascend the steep cliff, but the instant an arm or a shoulder appeared, a ball from Redhands deadly rifle struck it, so the attempt was abandoned.

While this was going on, March Marston galloped to Dicks cave, and startled poor Mary not a little by the abruptness of his entrance. But, to his mortification, Dick was not at home. It so chanced that that wild individual had taken it into his head to remain concealed in the woods near the spot where he had parted from his late guest, and had not only witnessed the meeting of March with his friends, but had seen the arrival of Macgregor, the subsequent departure of March in the direction of the cave, and the attack made by the Indians. When, therefore, the youth was speeding towards his cavern, the Wild Man (who was not sorry to see him go off on such an errand), was busily planning the best mode of attacking the enemy so as to render effectual aid to the trappers.

Observing that the Indians had clustered together at the foot of a rugged cliff, apparently for the purpose of holding a council of war, Dick made his way quickly to the summit of the cliff, and, leaving his charger on an eminence that sloped down towards the entrance of the valley, quickly and noiselessly carried several huge stones to the edge of the precipice, intending to throw them down on the heads of his foes. Just as he was about to do so, he observed an overhanging mass of rock, many tons in weight, which the frosts of winter had detached from the precipice. Placing his feet against this, and leaning his back against the solid rock, he exerted himself with all his might, like a second Samson. No human power could have moved such a rock, had it not been almost overbalanced; but, being so, Dicks effort moved it. Again he strained, until the great veins seemed about to burst through the skin of his neck and forehead. Gradually the rock toppled and fell, and the Wild Man fell along with it.

In the agony of that moment he uttered a cry so terrible that it might well have been supposed to have come from the throat of a supernatural being. The Indians had not time to evade the danger. The ponderous mass in its descent hit a projecting crag, and burst into smaller fragments, which fell in a rattling shower, killing two men, and wounding others. Those of the group who escaped, as well as those who chanced to be beyond the danger, saw, by the dim moonlight, the Wild Man of the West descending, as it were, like a furious demon in the midst of the dire confusion of dust and rocks. They knew him well. It wanted but this to fill them to overflow with superstitious dread. They turned and fled. The trappers, although amazed beyond measure, and half suspecting who it was that had thus suddenly come to their aid, mounted their horses, and, leaping over their barricade, rushed down the valley in pursuit, firing a volley at starting, and loading as they rode at full speed. In his descent Dick made what might well be termed a miraculous escape. Near the foot of the cliff he went crashing through a thick bush, which broke his fall. Still he retained impetus sufficient to have seriously injured if not killed him, had he not alighted in the midst of another bush, which saved him so completely that he was not even hurt.

Dick could scarcely believe his own senses; but he was not a man given to indulge much wandering thought in times of action. Giving himself one shake, to make sure of his being actually sound in wind and limb, he bounded away up the precipice by a path with which he was well acquainted, reached his horse, flew by a short cut to the mouth of the valley, and, wheeling suddenly round, met the horrified Indians in the very teeth!

The roar with which he met them was compound in its nature, and altogether hideous! His mind was in a mingled condition of amazement and satisfaction at his escape, triumph at the success of his plan, and indignation at the cowardly wickedness of the savages. A rollicking species of mad pugnacity took possession of him, and the consequence was, that the sounds which issued from his leathern throat were positively inhuman.

The rushing mass of terror-stricken men, thus caught, as it were, between two fires, divided, in order to escape him. Dick was not sorry to observe this. He felt that the day was gained without further bloodshed. He knew that the superstitious dread in which he was held was a guarantee that the savages would not return; so, instead of turning with the trappers to join in the pursuit, he favoured them with a concluding and a peculiarly monstrous howl, and then rode quietly away by a circuitous route to his own cavern.

Thus he avoided March Marston, who, on finding that his friend Dick was out, had returned at full speed to aid his comrades, and arrived just in time to meet them returning, triumphant and panting, from their pursuit of the foe!

Are they gone? cried March in amazement.

Ay, right slick away into the middle o nowhar, replied Big Waller, laughing heartily. Did ye iver hear such a roarer, comrades?

Have you licked em out an out? continued the incredulous March, Ay, out an out, an no mistake, replied Bounce, dismounting.

Well, that is lucky, said March; for my friend Dick I found was not

Ah! we not have need him, interrupted Gibault, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, de Wild Man of de West hims come, an  oh! you should see what hims have bin do!

The Wild Man again! exclaimed March in dismay an me absent!

Gibault nodded and laughed.

At that moment an exclamation from Redhand attracted the attention of the whole party. He was kneeling beside Macgregor, who had dismounted and lain down.

I believe theyve done for me, said the fur trader faintly. That arrow must have gone deeper than I thought.

Youd better let me see the wound, sir, said Redhand; your shirt is covered with blood.

No, no, said the wounded man savagely; let me rest  see, Im better now. You will find a flask in the bag at my saddle-bow. Bring it here.

I know that Dick  the hunter  is a good hand at doctoring, said March. What a pity he is not here! We might carry you there, sir.

Carry me, laughed the fur trader fiercely; no, Ill never be carried till Im carried to my grave. How far off is his place? Where stays he?

Four miles from this. Ill take you if you can ride, said March.

Ay, that I can, bravely, cried the trader, who, having taken a deep draught of spirits, seemed to be imbued with new life. Come, young sir, mount.

The trappers endeavoured to dissuade the violent man from the attempt, but he could not be controlled; so March, hastily observing that he would see him safe to the hunters abode and return without delay, mounted his horse and rode away, followed by the wounded man.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Wounded Fur Trader.

When they reached the entrance to the cavern, March and his companion dismounted; but the latter was so weak from loss of blood that he stumbled at the foot of the track, and fell to the earth insensible.

March ran hastily in for assistance, and was not a little surprised to find Dick sitting alone by the side of the fire, and so absorbed in the perusal of a little book that he had not noticed his entrance  a very singular and unaccountable piece of absence of mind in one so well trained in the watchful ways of the backwoods.

Ho! Dick! cried the youth.

What, March  March Marston! exclaimed the Wild Man, springing up, seizing him by the shoulders, and gazing intently into his face, as if to assure himself that he was not dreaming.

Ay, no doubt Im March Marston; though how you came to find out my name I dont know

Easy enough that, lad, when you leave your mothers Bible behind ye, cried Dick with a wild laugh. She must be a good mother that o yours. Is she alive yet, boy?

That is she, an well, I trust

An your father, interrupted Dick; hows he, lad, eh?

I dont know, said March, frowning; he forsook us fourteen years agone; but its little good talking o such matters now, when theres a poor fellow dyin outside.

Dyin?

Ay, so it seems to me. Ive brought him to see if ye can stop the bleedin, but hes fainted, and I cant lift

Dick waited for no more, but, hastening out, raised Macgregor in his arms, and carried him into the inner cave, where Mary was lying sound asleep on her lowly couch.

Come, Mary, lass, make way for this poor feller.

The child leaped up, and, throwing a deerskin round her, stepped aside to allow the wounded man to be placed on her bed. Her eye immediately fell on March, who stood in the entrance, and she ran to him in surprise.

Whats de matter, March?

Hush, Mary, said Dick in a low voice; well have to speak soft. Poor Macgregor wont be long for this world, Im afeard. Fetch me the box o things.

You know him, then? whispered March, in surprise.

Ay, Ive often bin to the Mountain Fort and seed him there. See, hes comin to. Put that torch more behind me, lad. Itll be better for him not to see me.

As he spoke the wounded man sighed faintly. Opening his eyes, he said, Where am I?

Speak to him, whispered Dick, looking over his shoulder at March, who advanced, and, kneeling at the side of the couch, said  

Youre all right, Mr Macgregor. Ive brought you to the hunters home. Hell dress your wound and take care of you, so make your mind easy. But youll have to keep quiet. Youve lost much blood.

The fur trader turned round and seemed to fall asleep, while Dick bound his wound, and then, leaving him to rest, he and March returned to the other cave.

During that night Dick seemed in an unaccountably excited state. Sometimes he sat down by the fire and talked with March in an absent manner on all kinds of subjects  his adventures, his intentions, his home at Pine Point; but from his looks it seemed as if his thoughts were otherwise engaged, and occasionally he started up and paced the floor hurriedly, while his brows darkened and his broad chest heaved as though he were struggling with some powerful feeling or passion.

Could it be, thought March, that there was some mysterious connection between Dick and the wounded fur trader? Not being able to find a satisfactory reply to the thought, he finally dismissed it, and turned his attentions altogether towards Mary, whose looks of surprise and concern showed that she too was puzzled by the behaviour of her adopted father.

During that night and all the next day the wounded man grew rapidly worse, and March stayed with him, partly because he felt a strong interest in and pity for him, and partly because he did not like to leave to Mary the duty of watching a dying man.

Dick went out during the day in the same excited state, and did not return till late in the evening. During his absence, the dying mans mind wandered frequently, and, in order to check this as well as to comfort him, March read to him from his mothers Bible. At times he seemed to listen intently to the words that fell from Marchs lips, but more frequently he lay in a state apparently of stupor.

Boy, said he, starting suddenly out of one of those heavy slumbers, whats the use of reading the Bible to me? Im not a Christian, an its too late now  too late!

The Bible tells me that now is Gods time. I forget where the words are, an I cant find em, said March earnestly; but I know theyre in this book. Besides, dont you remember the thief who was saved when he hung on the cross in a dyin state?

The fur trader shook his head slowly, and still muttered, Too late, too late.

March now became deeply anxious about the dying man, who seemed to him like one sinking in the sea, yet refusing to grasp the rope that was flung to him. He turned over the sacred pages hurriedly to find appropriate texts, and blamed himself again and again for not having made himself better acquainted with the Word of God. He also repeated all he could think of from memory; but still the dying man shook his head and muttered, Too late! Suddenly March bent over him and said  

Christ is able to save to the uttermost all who come unto God through Him.

The fur trader looked up in silence for a few seconds. Ay, said he, many a time have I heard the old minister at Pine Point say that.

Pine Point! exclaimed March in surprise.

Perhaps theyre true, after all, continued Macgregor, not noticing the interruption. Oh! Mary, Mary, surely I did the uttermost when I forsook ye. Let me see the words, boy; are they there?

A strange suspicion flashed suddenly on the mind of March as he listened to these words, and he trembled violently as he handed him the book.

What  whats this? Where got ye my wifes Bible? You must, (he added between his teeth, in a sudden burst of anger) have murdered my boy.

Father! exclaimed March, seizing Macgregors hand.

The dying man started up with a countenance of ashy paleness, and, leaning on one elbow, gazed earnestly into the youths face March! can it be my boy? and fell back with a heavy groan. The bandages had been loosened by the exertion, and blood was pouring freely from his wound. The case admitted of no delay. March hurriedly attempted to stop the flow of the vital stream, assisted by Mary, who had been sitting at the foot of the couch bathed in tears during the foregoing scene.

Just then Dick returned, and, seeing how matters stood, quickly staunched the wound; but his aid came too late. Macgregor, or rather Obadiah Marston, opened his eyes but once after that, and seemed as if he wished to speak. March bent down quickly and put his ear close to his mouth; there was a faint whisper, God bless you, March, my son, and then all was still!

March gazed long and breathlessly at the dead countenance; then, looking slowly up in Dicks face, he said, pointing to the dead man, My father! and fell insensible on the couch beside him.

We will pass over the first few days that succeeded the event just narrated, during which poor March Marston went about the wild region in the vicinity of the cave like one in a dream. It may be imagined with what surprise the trappers learned from him the near relationship that existed between himself and the fur trader. They felt and expressed the deepest sympathy with their young comrade, and offered to accompany him when he laid his father in the grave. But Dick had firmly refused to allow the youth to bring the trappers near his abode, so they forbore to press him, and the last sad rites were performed by himself and Dick alone. The grave was made in the centre of a little green vale which lay like an emerald in the heart of that rocky wilderness; and a little wooden cross, with the name and date cut thereon by March, was erected at the head of the low mound to mark the fur traders last lonely resting-place. March Marston had never known his father in early life, having been an infant when he deserted his family; and the little that he had seen of him at the Mountain Fort, and amid the wild scenes of the Rocky Mountains, had not made a favourable impression on him. But, now that he was gone, the natural instinct of affection arose within his breast. He called to remembrance the last few and sad hours which he had spent by his parents dying bed. He thought of their last few words on the momentous concerns of the soul, and of the eagerness with which, at times, the dying man listened to the life-giving Word of God; and the tear of sorrow that fell upon the grave, as he turned to quit that solitary spot, was mingled with a tear of joy and thankfulness that God had brought him there to pour words of comfort and hope into his dying fathers ear.

That night he spent in the cave with Dick; he felt indisposed to join his old comrades just then. The grave tenderness of his eccentric friend, and the sympathy of little Mary, were more congenial to him.

March, said Dick in a low, sad tone, as they sat beside the fire, that funeral reminds me o my friend I told ye of once. Its a lonesome grave his, with nought but a wooden cross to mark it.

Had you known him long, Dick?

No, not long. He left the settlement in a huff  bein, I blieve, crossed in love, as I told ye.

Dick paused, and clasping both hands over his knee, gazed with a look of mingled sternness and sorrow at the glowing fire.

Did ye ever, he resumed abruptly, hear o a feller called Louis, who once lived at Pine Point  before ye was born, lad; did ye ever hear yer mother speak of him?

Louis? Yes  well, I believe I do think Ive heard the name before. Oh yes! People used to say he was fond o my mother when she was a girl; but I never heard her speak of him. Now ye mention it, I remember the only time I ever asked her about it, she burst into tears, and told me never to speak of him again. Thadwick was his name  Louis Thadwick; but he was better known as Louis the Trapper. But hes almost forgotten at the settlement now; its so long ago. Every one thinks him dead. Why dye ask?

Think hes dead? repeated Dick slowly. An why not? My poor friend that was killed when he left his native place swore hed never go back, an no more he did  no more he did; though he little thought that death would step in so soon to make him keep his word.

Was Louis your friend who died? inquired March with much interest and not a little pity, for he observed that his companion was deeply affected.

Dick did not reply. His thoughts seemed to be wandering again, so March forbore to interrupt him, and, turning to Mary, said in a more cheerful tone  

Whether would ye like to go to Pine Point settlement and stay with my mother, or that I should come here and spend the winter with you and Dick?

Mary looked puzzled, and after some moments consideration replied, Me dont know. Then, looking up quickly, she added, Which you like?

Indeed, I must make the same reply, Mary I dont know. But, as I cant expect my friend Dick to give up his wild life, I suppose I must make up my mind to come here.

March, said Dick quickly, Ive changed my mind, lad. It wont do. Youll have to spend next winter at home  anyhow ye cant spend it with me.

Had a thunderbolt struck the earth between March and Mary, they would not have been filled with half so much consternation as they were on hearing these words. It was plain that both had thoroughly made up their minds that they were to be together for many months to come. Dick noted the effect of his remark, and a peculiar frown crossed his countenance for a moment, but it gave place to a smile, as he said  

Im sorry to disappoint ye, lad, but the thing cannot be.

Cannot be! repeated March in a tone of exasperation, for he felt that this was an unwarrantable piece of caprice on the part of his friend; surely you dont claim to be chief of the Rocky Mountains! If I choose to come an spend the winter in this region, you have no right to prevent me. And if I offer to bring you furs and venison, besides pretty good company, will ye be such a surly knave as to refuse me a corner of your cave?

Nay, lad. Right welcome would ye be, with or without furs or venison; but I mean to leave the cave  to quit this part of the country altogether. The fact is, Im tired of it, an want a change.

Very good, all right, an whats to hinder my going with you? Im fond o change myself. Id as soon go one way as another.

Dick shook his head. Its o no use, March, Ive my own reasons for desirin to travel alone. The thing cannot be.

This was said in such a decided tone that March looked at Mary in dismay. He gathered no consolation from her countenance, however.

March, said Dick firmly, Im sorry to grieve ye, lad, but it cant be helped. All I can say is, that if ye choose to come back here next summer youll be heartily welcome, and Ill engage that yell find me here; but Im quite sartin ye wont want to come.

Wont want to come! Ill bet ye a hundred thousand million dollars Ill want to come, ay, and will come, cried March.

Done! said Dick, seizing the youths hand, an Marys a witness to the wager.

It is needless to say that the conversation did not rest here. The greater part of that night, and during great part of the week that March remained there, he continued to press the Wild Man of the West to alter his purpose, but without avail. Each day he passed with his comrades, hunting and trapping, and each night he bade them adieu and returned to sup and sleep in the cave, and, of course, persecuted Dick all that time; but Dick was immovable.

Of course, the trappers renewed their attempts to get March to show them Dicks abode, but he persistently refused, and they were too good-natured to annoy him, and too honest to follow his trail, which they might easily have done, had they been so disposed.

At last the time arrived when it became necessary that the trappers should return to Pine Point settlement. In the midst of all their alarms and fights they had found time to do, what Big Waller termed, a pretty considerable stroke o business. That is to say, they had killed a large number of fur-bearing animals by means of trap, snare, and gun, so that they were in a position to return home with a heavy load of valuable skins. The day of their departure was therefore arranged, and March, mounting his steed, galloped, for the last time, and with a heavy heart, towards the cave of his friend Dick.

As he passed rapidly over the wild country, and entered the gloomy recesses that surrounded the Wild Mans home, he thought over the arguments and persuasive speeches with which he meant to make a last and, he still hoped, successful appeal. But March might have spared himself the trouble of all this thought, for when he reached the cave Dick was absent. This grieved, him deeply, because every preparation had been made by his companions for starting on their homeward journey that evening, so that he had no time to spare.

Mary, was at home, however, so March felt a little consoled, and, seating himself in his wonted place beside the fire, he said  

When will Dick be home, Mary?

Me no can know xactly. To-morray hims say, perhaps.

Then its all up, sighed March, leaning recklessly back against the wall; all up! Im off to-night, so Ill not be able to spend the winter with you after all.

Had Mary burst into tears on hearing this, March would have felt satisfied. Had she groaned or sobbed, or even sighed, he would have experienced some degree of relief to his annoyed and disappointed spirit, but when Mary, instead of any such demonstration, hung down her head so that the heavy masses of her soft brown hair hid her pretty face and said in a tone which March fancied was not very genuine, What a pity! he became extremely exasperated, and deemed himself ill-used.

During the half-hour that succeeded he endeavoured to converse in a pleasant tone of voice, but without success. At last he rose to go.

Must you go way dis night? said Mary with a look of concern.

Ay, Mary, an its not much matter, for ye dont seem to care.

The girl looked at him reproachfully, You is not please with me, March  why?

The question puzzled the youth. He certainly was displeased, but he could not make up his mind to say that he was so because Mary had not fallen into a state of violent grief at the prospect of a separation. But the anxious gaze of Marys truthful blue eyes was too much for him  he suddenly grasped both her hands, and, kissing her forehead, said  

Mary dear, Im not displeased. Im only sorry, and sad, and annoyed, and miserable  very miserable  I can scarcely tell why. I suppose Im not well, or Im cross, or something or other. But this I know, Mary, Dick has invited me to come back to see him next year, and I certainly shall come if life and limb hold out till then.

Marys eyes filled with tears, and as she smiled through them, March, being very near her face, beheld in each eye an excessively miniature portrait of himself gazing out at him lovingly.

Perhaps! faltered Mary, you no want for come when it be nixt year.

Poor March was overwhelmed again, absolutely disgusted, that she could entertain a doubt upon that point!

We shall see, he cried with a sudden impulse, pressing his lips again to her forehead. May the Great Spirit bless and keep you! Good-bye, Mary  till next spring.

March burst away from her, rushed out of the cave in a tumult of conflicting feelings and great resolves, and despite a little stiffness that still remained to remind him of his late accident, flung himself into the saddle with a bound that would have done credit to the Wild Man himself, and galloped down the rocky gorge at a pace that threatened a sudden and total smash to horse and man. Had any of his old comrades or friends witnessed that burst, they would certainly have said that March Marston was mad  madder, perhaps, than the most obstreperous March hare that ever marched madly through the wild regions of insanity.




Chapter Twenty Four.

March Marston at Home  His astonishing Behaviour  Narration of his extraordinary Adventures  Widow Marstons Bower  The Rendezvous of the Trappers  A strange Interruption to Marchs Narrative  A wild Surprise and Recovery of a lost Lover  Great Destruction of household Goods  A double Wedding and tremendous Excitement  The Wild Man of the West the Wisest Man in Pine Point Settlement.

Three months passed away, and at the end of that period March Marston found himself back again in Pine Point settlement, sitting on a low stool at that fireside where the yelling and kicking days of his infancy had been spent, and looking up in the face of that buxom, blue-eyed mother, with whom he had been wont to hold philosophical converse in regard to fighting and other knotty  not to say naughty  questions, in those bright but stormy days of childhood when he stood exactly two-foot-ten, and when he looked and felt as if he stood upwards of ten feet two!

Three months passed away, and during the passage of that period March Marstons bosom became a theatre in which, unseen by the naked eye, were a legion of spirits, good, middling, and bad, among whom were hope, fear, despair, joy, fun, delight, interest, surprise, mischief, exasperation, and a military demon named General Jollity, who overbore and browbeat all the rest by turns. These scampered through his brain and tore up his heart and tumbled about in his throat and lungs, and maintained a furious harlequinade, and in short behaved in a way that was quite disgraceful, and that caused the poor young man alternately to amuse, annoy, astonish, and stun his comrades, who beheld the exterior results of those private theatricals, but had no conception of the terrific combats that took place so frequently on the stage within.

During those three months, March saw many things. He saw his old friends the prairie dogs, and the prong-horned antelopes, and the grisly bears, and the wolves; more than that, he chased, and shot, and ate many of them. He also saw clouds of locusts flying high in the air, so thick that they sometimes darkened the very sky, and herds of buffaloes so large that they often darkened the whole plain.

During those three months March learned a good deal. He learned that there was much more of every sort of thing in this world than he had had any idea of  that there was much, very much, to be thankful for  that there were many, very many, things to be grieved for, and many also to be glad about  that the fields of knowledge were inimitably large, and that his own individual acquirements were preposterously, humblingly small!

He thought much, too. He thought of the past, present, and future in quite a surprising way. He thought of his mother and her loneliness, of Dick and his obstinacy, of Mary and her sweetness, of the Wild Man of the West and his invisibility. When this latter thought arose, it had the effect invariably of rousing within him demon Despair; also General Jollity, for the general had a particular spite against that demon, and, whenever he showed symptoms of vitality, attacked him with a species of frenzy that was quite dreadful to feel, and the outward manifestations of which were such as to cause the trappers to fear seriously that the poor youth had gone out of his mind, as they expressed it. But they were wrong  quite wrong  it was only the natural consequence of those demons and sprites having gone into his mind, where they were behaving themselves  as Bounce, when March made him his confidant, said  with horrible obstropolosity.

Well, as we have said, March was seated on a low stool, looking up in his mothers face. He had already been three days at home, and, during every spare minute he had he sat himself down on the same stool, and went on with his interminable narrations of the extraordinary adventures through which he had passed while among the Rocky Mountains and out upon the great prairies.

Widow Marston  for she knew that she was a widow now, though the knowledge added but little to the feeling of widowhood to which she had been doomed for so many years  widow Marston, we say, listened to this interminable narration with untiring patience and unmitigated pleasure. There was as yet no symptom of the narrative drawing to a close, neither was there the slightest evidence of the widow Marston becoming wearied. We have seen a cat worried and pulled and poked by its kitten almost beyond endurance, and we have observed that the cat endured it meekly  nay, evidently rejoiced in the annoyance: it was pleasurable pain. As it is with feline, so is it with human mothers. Their love overbears and outweighs everything. Ah! good cause have the rugged males of this world to rejoice that such is the fact; and although they know it well, we hold that it is calculated to improve the health and refresh the spirit of men to have that fact brought prominently and pointedly to their remembrance!

Had March Marston talked the most unutterable balderdash, widow Marston would have listened with unwearied delight as long, we believe, as her eyes and ears could do their duty. But March did not talk balderdash. For a madman, he spoke a great deal of common, besides a considerable amount of uncommon sense, and his mother listened with intelligent interest: commenting on what he said in her quiet way, as she found opportunity  we say this advisedly, for opportunities were not so frequent as one might suppose. March had always been possessed of a glib tongue, and he seemed, as Bounce remarked, to have oiled the hinges since his return to Pine Point settlement.

Mother, said March, after a short pause that had succeeded an unusually long burst, do you know its only a few months since I left you to go to this trip to the mountains?

I know it well, my son, replied the widow, smiling at the question.

And do you know, he continued, that it seems to me more like five years? When I think of all that Ive heard and all that Ive done, and all that Ive seen, it seems to me as if it had took  as if it must have took  five years to have heard and done and seen it all in?

And yet, said the widow musingly, you failed to see the Wild Man o the West after all.

Mother, Ill be angry with you if you say that again.

Well, I wont, she replied, taking his hand in hers and stroking it. Tell me again, March, about Dick of the Cave and his little girl. I like to hear about them; they were so kind to you, and that Dick, from your account, seems to be such a fine fellow: tell me all about them over again.

I will, mother, said March, clearing his throat, and commencing in a tone that showed clearly his intention of going on indefinitely.

Widow Marstons cottage had a pretty, comfortable-looking flower garden behind it. In front the windows looked out upon a portion of the native woods which had been left standing when the spot for the settlement was cleared. In the back garden there was a bower which the widows brother, the blacksmith, had erected, and the creepers on which had been planted by the widows own hand when she was Mary West, the belle of the settlement. In this bower, which was a capacious one, sat a number of sedate, quiet, jolly, conversable fellows, nearly all of whom smoked, and one of whom sketched. They were our friends Redhand, Bounce, Big Waller, Gibault, Hawkswing, and Bertram.

It is observable among men who travel long in company together in a wild country, that, when they return again to civilised, or to semi-civilised life, they feel a strong inclination to draw closer together, either from the force of habit, or sympathy, or both. On reaching Pine Point the trappers, after visiting their friends and old chums, drew together again as if by a species of electrical attraction. In whatever manner they chanced to spend their days, they  for the first week at least  found themselves trending gradually each evening a little before sunset to a common centre.

Widow Marston was always at home. March Marston was always with his mother  deep in his long-winded yarns. The bower was always invitingly open in the back garden; hence the bower was the regular rendezvous of the trappers. It was a splendid evening that on which we now see them assembled there. The sun was just about to set in a flood of golden clouds. Birds, wildfowl, and frogs held an uproarious concert in wood and swamp, and the autumnal foliage glowed richly in the slanting beams as it hung motionless in the still atmosphere.

Dye know, said Redhand, removing his pipe for a few minutes and blowing aside the heavy wreaths of tobacco smoke that seemed unwilling to ascend and dissipate themselves dye know, now that this trips over, Im inclined to think its about the roughest one Ive had for many a year? An its a curous fact, that the rougher a trip is the more I like it.

Bertram, who was (as a matter of course) sketching, turned over a few leaves and made a note of the observation.

I guess it was pretty much of a meddlin jolly one, said Big Waller, smoking enthusiastically, and with an expression of intense satisfaction on his weather-beaten countenance.

An profitable, observed Bounce gravely.

Ah! oui, ver proftable, echoed Gibault. Dat is de main ting. We have git plenty skins, an have bring hom our own skins, wich I was not moche sure of one or two times.

True, said Bounce; thats wot weve got for to be thankful for. Skins is skins; but the skin of a human aint to be put in the balance wi the skin o a beaver, dye see?

Bounce glanced at Hawkswing as he spoke, but the Indian only looked stolid and smoked solemnly.

Yes, he continued, a whole skins better nor a broken one, an its well to bring back a whole one, though Im not a-goin for to deny that theres some advantage in bringing back other sorts o skins too, dye see? wich goes for to prove the true feelosophy of the fact, dye see?

Bounce paused, in the midst of his mental energy, to take a parenthetic whiff. His thoughts, however, seemed too deep for utterance, for he subsided quietly into a state of silent fumigation.

What a splendidly picturesque scene! exclaimed Bertram, pushing back his brigandish hat in order the better to get a view, at arms length, of his sketch and compare it with the original.

Wots the meanin o pikter-esk? inquired Bounce. Theodore Bertram looked and felt puzzled. He was not the first man who thought that he knew the signification of terms well, and found himself much perplexed on being suddenly called upon to give a correct definition of a well-known word. While he is labouring to enlighten his friend, we shall leave the bower and return to the hall, or kitchen, or reception room  for it might be appropriately designated by any of these terms  where March is, as usual, engaged in expounding backwoods life to his mother. We have only to pass through the open door and are with them at once. Cottages in Pine Point settlement were of simple construction; the front door opened out of one side of the hall, the back door out of the other. As the weather was mild, both were wide open.

March had just reached an intensely interesting point in his narrative, and was describing, with flashing eyes and heightened colour, his first interview with the Vision in Leather, when his attention was attracted by the sound of horses hoofs coming at a rapid pace along the road that led to the cottage. The wood above referred to hid any object approaching by the road until within fifty yards or so of the front door.

They seem in a hurry, whoever they be, said March, as he and his mother rose and hastened to the door, an theres more than one rider, if Ive not forgot how to judge by sounds. I should say that theres  Hallo!

The exclamation was not unnatural by any means, for at that moment a very remarkable horseman dashed round the point of the wood and galloped towards the cottage. Both man and horse were gigantic. The former wore no cap, and his voluminous brown locks floated wildly behind him. On they came with a heavy, thunderous tread, stones, sticks, and dust flying from the chargers heels. There was a rude paling in front of the cottage. The noble horse put its ears forward as it came up, took two or three short strides, and went over with the light bound of a deer, showing that the strength of bone, muscle, and sinew was in proportion to the colossal size of the animal. The gravel inside the paling flew like splashing water as they alighted with a crash, and widow Marston, uttering a faint cry, shrank within the doorway as the wild horseman seemed about to launch himself, with Quixotic recklessness, against the cottage.

Dick! shouted March, who stared like one thunderstruck as the rider leaped from the saddle to the ground, sprang with a single bound to the widows side, seized her right hand in both of his, and, stooping down, gazed intently into her alarmed countenance. Suddenly the blood rushed violently to her temples, as the man pronounced her name in a low, deep tone, and with a look of wild surprise mingled with terror, she exclaimed, Louis!

The colour fled from her cheeks, and uttering a piercing cry, she fell forward on the breast of her long-lost lover.

March Marston stood for some time helpless; but he found his voice just as Redhand and the other trappers, rushing through the house, burst upon the scene Dick! shouted March again, in the highest pitch of amazement.

The Wild Man o the West! roared Bounce, with the expression of one who believes he gazes on a ghost.

Fetch a drop o water, one o you fellers, said the Wild Man, looking anxiously at the pale-face that rested on his arm.

Every one darted off to obey, excepting Bertram, who, with eyes almost starting out of their sockets, was already seated on the paling, sketching the scene; for he entertained an irresistible belief that the Wild Man of the West would, as he had already done more than once, vanish from the spot before he could get him transferred to the pages of his immortal book.

Trappers are undoubtedly men who can act with vigorous promptitude in their own peculiar sphere; but when out of that sphere, they are rather clumsy and awkward. Had they been in the forest, each man would have fetched a draught of clear water from the nearest spring with the utmost celerity; but, being in a settlement, they knew not where to turn. Big Waller dashed towards a very small pond which lay near the cottage, and dipping his cap into it, brought up a compound of diluted mud and chickweed. Gibault made an attempt on a tiny rivulet with the like success, which was not surprising, seeing that its fountain-head lay at the bottom of the said pond. Bounce and Hawkswing bolted into the cottage in search of the needful fluid; but, being unused to furniture, they upset three chairs and a small table in their haste, and scattered on the floor a mass of crockery, with a crash that made them feel as if they had been the means of causing some dire domestic calamity, and which almost terrified the household kitten into fits.

Then Bounce made a hopeful grasp at a teapot, which, having happily been placed on a side table, had survived the wreck of its contemporary cups and saucers, and the Indian made an insane effort to wrench the top off a butter-churn, in the belief that it contained a well-spring of water.

Of all the party old Redhand alone stood still, with his bald head glistening in the last rays of the sinking sun, and his kindly face wrinkled all over with a sympathetic smile. He knew well that the young widow would soon recover, with or without the aid of water; so he smoked his pipe complacently, leaned against the doorpost, and looked on.

He was right. In a few minutes Mrs Marston recovered, and was tenderly led into the cottage by her old lover, Louis Thadwick, or, as we still prefer to call him, the Wild Man of the West. There, seated by her side, in the midst of the wreck and débris of her household goods, the Wild Man, quite regardless of appearances, began boldly to tell the same old tale, and commit the same offence, that he told and committed upwards of sixteen years before, when he was Louis the Trapper and she was Mary West.

Seeing what was going forward, the judicious trappers and the enthusiastic artist considerately retired to the bower behind the house. What transpired at that strange interview no one can tell, for no one was present except the kitten. That creature, having recovered from its consternation, discovered, to its inexpressible joy, that, an enormous jug having been smashed by Bounce along with the other things, the floor was covered in part with a lakelet of rich cream. With almost closed eyes, intermittent purring, quick-lapping tongue, and occasional indications of a tendency to choke, that fortunate animal revelled in this unexpected flood of delectation, and listened to the conversation; but, not being gifted with the power of speech, it never divulged what was said  at least, to human ears, though we are by no means sure that it did not create a considerable amount of talk among the cat population of the settlement.

Be this as it may, when the Wild Man at length opened the door, and cried, Come in, lads; its all right! they found the widow Marston with confusion and happiness beaming on her countenance, and the Wild Man himself in a condition that fully justified Bounces suggestion that they had better send for a strait-waistcoat or a pair of handcuffs. As for March, he had all along been, and still was, speechless. That the Wild Man of the West was Dick, and Dick the Wild Man of the West, and that both should come home at the same time in one body, and propose to marry his mother, was past belief  so of course he didnt believe it.

Hallo! wait a bit; I do blieve I was forgettin, cried the Wild Man, springing up in his own violent, impulsive way, upsetting his chair (as a matter of course, being unused to such delicacies), dashing through the lake of cream to the all but annihilation of the kitten, opening the door, and giving vent to a shrill whistle.

All rushed out to witness the result. They were prepared for anything now  from a mad bison to a red warriors ghost, and would have been rather disappointed had anything feebler appeared.

Immediately there was a clatter of hoofs; a beautiful white pony galloped round the corner of the wood, and made straight for the cottage. Seated thereon was the vision in leather  not seated as a woman sits, but after the fashion of her own adopted father, and having on her leathern dress with a pair of long leggings highly ornamented with porcupine quills and bead work. The vision leaped the fence like her father, bounded from her pony as he had done, and rushed into the Wild Mans arms, exclaiming, Be she here, an well, dear fader?

Ay, all right, he replied; but he had no time to say more, for at that moment March Marston darted at the vision, seized one of her hands, put his arm round her waist, and swung her, rather than led her, into his mothers presence.

Heres Mary, mother! cried March with a very howl of delight.

The widow had already guessed it. She rose and extended her arms. Mary gazed for one moment eagerly at her and then rushed into them. Turning sharp round, March threw his arms round Bounces neck and embraced him for want of a better subject; then hurling him aside he gave another shout, and began to dance a violent hornpipe on the floor, to the still further horrification of the kitten (which was now a feline maniac), and the general scatteration of the mingled mass of crockery and cream. Seeing this, Bounce uttered a hysterical cheer. Hawkswing, being excited beyond even savage endurance, drew his scalping-knife, yelled the war-cry and burst into the war-dance of the Seneca Indians. In short, the widows cottage became the theatre of a scene that would have done credit to the violent wards of a lunatic asylum  a scene, which is utterly beyond the delineative powers of pen or pencil  a scene which defies description, repudiates adequate conception, and will dwell for ever on the memories of those who took part in it like the wild phantasmagoria of a tremendous dream!

Of course, a wild man could not be induced, like an ordinary mortal, to wait a reasonable time in order to give his bride an opportunity of preparing her trousseau. He was a self-willed man, and a man of a strong mind. He insisted upon being married out of hand, and have done with it. So he was married  whether out of hand or not we cannot tell  by the excellent clergyman of Pine Point settlement. On the same day, and the same hour, March Marston was married out of hand, also, no doubt  to the vision in leather!

There was something rather precipitate in these proceedings, unquestionably; but those who feel disposed to object to them must bear in mind, first, that backwoodsmen are addicted to precipitancy at times; and, secondly, that facts cannot be altered in order to please the fastidious taste of the so-called civilised world.

Public opinion in the settlement was strongly in favour of the doings of the Wild Man of the West. Delay was deemed by all to be unnecessary, and all the more so that the double wedding-day was to be celebrated as a species of public event.

The romance connected with the previous life of Dick, and especially his singular and unexpected return to his first love, created quite a sensation, even in a region in which wild deeds and wonderful events were so common that it required a man to be a real hero to enable him to rise conspicuous above his fellows. Many trappers came in from a considerable distance to take part in the rejoicings of that day, and from the dance which followed the ceremony there was not absent a living creature belonging to the settlement.

Every dog was there, of course, adding its vocal melody to the dulcet tones of the blacksmiths violin. Even the cats of the settlement were present, including that celebrated kitten which had been reduced to a state of drivelling imbecility by the furious advent of the Wild Man. Owls and other sagacious birds also came from afar to see the fun, attracted by the light of the fire; for the ballroom was the green sward of the forest, which was illuminated for the occasion by a bonfire that would have roasted a megatherium whole, and also would have furnished accommodation for a pot large enough to boil an elephant. Dont think, reader, in the vanity of your heart, that you have conceived that fire! You have not, as a Yankee would say, the most distant conception of the small end of a notion of what it was! A hundred brawny arms, accustomed to wield the broad axe, had lent their aid to rear the mighty pile and feed the ravening flame.

It was kindled on a wide level plot in the outskirts of the settlement, around which the trees spread their sheltering arms. On a plank raised on two casks sat the blacksmith with his fiddle. The carpenter sat beside him with a kettledrum, more literally a kettledrum even than the real thing, for that drum was a kettle! On a little mound that rose in the centre of the plot sat, in state, Dick and Mary, March and the vision in leather, their respective thrones being empty flour-casks. Around them danced the youth and beauty of the settlement. These were enclosed by a dense circle, composed of patriarchal, middle-aged, and extremely juvenile admirers. The background of the picture was filled up with the monstrous fire which saturated that spot in the forest with light  bright as the broadest day. The extreme foreground was composed of the trunk of a fallen tree, on which sat our friend the artist, delineating the whole with the eagerness of an enthusiast who had at last fallen upon a scene truly worthy of his genius.

How Bounce did dance, to be sure! How the young trappers and the blooming backwoods maidens did whirl and bound, on heel and toe, and, to a large extent, on the whole sole of the foot! Yes, their souls were in the work, and their spirits too; and that although there was not a drop of spirits in the settlement. Happily, owing to the unaccountable delay of a provision boat, there was not a glass of fire-water in the place at that time. The whole affair was got up, carried on, and concluded on tea. It was a great teetotal gathering, which would have drawn tears of joy from the heart of Father Mathew and all his successors, whether Romanist or Protestant, had they witnessed it.

Yet the excitement was tremendous. The Wild Man of the West, strange to say, and, owing to some peculiar contradictoriness of character which was unaccountable, was almost the only sane man of the whole party. He flung himself on the ground beside his wife, and locking his arm round the tough root of a pine tree refused to budge from the spot. As the united efforts of all the men who could lay hold of him at one time failed to root him up, he was suffered to lie there and amuse himself by watching the dancers, looking up occasionally at Marys blue eyes, and playing with such of the juveniles as he could attract within the reach of his long arm.

As for March Marston, he was mad now if ever he had been so in his life! He danced with all the girls, and wrestled with all the men, and played hide-and-seek with all the boys, and fraternised with all the old people, and chased all the dogs, and astonished, not to say horrified, all the cats. Yet, although he did all this, he did not neglect the vision in leather, by no manner of means.

Long before the dawn of early morning that jovial party drank a parting cup of cold tea, and, dispersing to their several homes, left the field in possession of the village curs.

Now, dear reader  with a feeling of sadness we write it  all things must have an end! We make this unquestionable assertion in order to break to you, as gently as may be, the news that our tale has reached its close. Had we taken in hand to write the life and adventures of our hero and his friends from first to last, we should have had to prepare pens, ink, and paper, for a work equal in size to the Encyclopaedia Britannica. We have only detailed one or two episodes in their wild career. What they did and said and saw in after years must be left to future historians, or to the imagination of romantic readers. This only will we say in conclusion, that of all the men who dwelt in Pine Point settlement, for many years after the events narrated in these pages, the kindest, the wisest, the gentlest, the heartiest, the wildest, and the most courageous was  the Wild Man of the West.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Preparations for the Chase.

Fred Temple was a tall, handsome young fellow of about five-and-twenty.

He had a romantic spirit, a quiet gentlemanly manner, a pleasant smile, and a passionate desire for violent exercise. To look at him you would have supposed that he was rather a lazy man, for all his motions were slow and deliberate. He was never in a hurry, and looked as if it would take a great deal to excite him. But those who knew Fred Temple well used to say that there was a great deal more in him than appeared at first sight. Sometimes a sudden flush of the brow, or a gleam of his eyes, told of hidden fires within.

Fred, when a small boy, was extremely fond of daring and dangerous expeditions. He had risked his life hundreds of times on tree-tops and precipices for birds nests, and had fought more hand-to-hand battles than any of the old Greek or Roman heroes. After he became a man, he risked his life more than once in saving the lives of others, and it was a notable fact that many of the antagonists of his boyhood became, at last, his most intimate friends.

Fred Temple was fair and ruddy. At about the age of nineteen certain parts of his good-looking face became covered with a substance resembling floss-silk. At twenty-five this substance had changed into a pair of light whiskers and a lighter moustache. By means of that barbarous custom called shaving he kept his chin smooth.

Freds father was a wealthy Liverpool merchant. At the period when our tale opens Fred himself had become chief manager of the business. People began, about this time, to say that the business could not get on without him. There were a great number of hands, both men and women, employed by Temple and Son, and there was not one on the establishment, male or female, who did not say and believe that Mr Frederick was the best master, not only in Liverpool, but in the whole world. He did not by any means overdose the people with attentions; but he had a hearty offhand way of addressing them that was very attractive. He was a firm ruler. No skulker had a chance of escape from his sharp eye, but, on the other hand, no hard-working servant was overlooked.

One day it was rumoured in the works that Mr Frederick was going to take a long holiday. Since his appointment to the chief charge, Fred had taken few holidays, and had worked so hard that he began to have a careworn aspect, so the people said they were glad to hear it; no one in the works deserved a long holiday better than he. But the people were not a little puzzled when Bob Bowie, the office porter, told them that their young master was going away for three months to chase the sun!

Chase the sun, Bob! what dye mean? said one. I dont know wot I mean; I can only tell ye wot I say, answered Bowie bluntly.

Bob Bowie was an old salt  a retired seaman  who had sailed long as steward of one of the ships belonging to the House of Temple and Son, and, in consequence of gallantry in saving the life of a comrade, had been pensioned off, and placed in an easy post about the office, with good pay. He was called Old Bob because he looked old, and was weather-worn, but he was stout and hale, and still fit for active service.

Come, Bowie, cried another, how dye know hes goin to chase the sun?

Cause I heerd him say so, replied Bob.

Was he in earnest? inquired a third.

In coorse he wos, said Bob.

Then its my opinion, replied the other, that old Mr Templell have to chase his son, and clap him in a strait-jacket wen he catches him  if he talks such stuff.

The porter could not understand a joke, and did not like one, so he turned on his heel, and, leaving his friends to laugh at their comrades jest, proceeded to the counting-room.

There were two counting-rooms  a small outer and a large inner one. In the outer room sat a tall middle-aged man, lanky and worn in appearance and with a red nose. Opposite to him, at the same desk, sat a small fat boy with a round red face, and no chin to speak of. The man was writing busily  the boy was drawing a caricature of the man, also busily.

Passing these, Bob Bowie entered the inner office, where a dozen clerks were all busily employed, or pretending to be so. Going straight onward like a homeward-bound ship, keeping his eyes right ahead, Bob was stranded at last in front of a green door, at which he knocked, and was answered with a hearty Come in.

The porter went in and found Fred Temple seated at a table which was covered with books and papers.

Oh! I sent for you, Bowie, to say that I want you to go with me to Norway to-morrow morning.

To Norway, sir! said Bowie in surprise.

Ay, surely youre not growing timid in your old age, Bob! It is but a short voyage of two or three days. My little schooner is a good sea-boat, and a first-rate sailor.

Why, as for bein timid, said the porter, rubbing the end of his nose, which was copper-coloured and knotty, I dont think I ever knowed that there feelin, but it does take a feller aback to be told all of a suddent, after hes reglarly laid up in port, to get ready to trip anchor in twelve hours and bear away over the North Sea  not that I cares a brass fardin for that fish-pond, blow high, blow low, but its raither suddent, dye see, and my rig aint just seaworthy.

Bowie glanced uneasily at his garments, which were a cross between those of a railway-guard and a policeman.

Never mind the rig, Bob, cried Fred, laughing. Do you get ready to start, with all the underclothing you have, by six to-morrow morning. We shall go to Hull by rail, and I will see to it that your top-sails are made all right.

Wery good, sir.

Youve not forgotten how to make lobscouse or plum-duff, I dare say?

Bobs eyes brightened as he replied stoutly, By no manner o means.

Then be off, and, remember, sharp six.

Ay, ay, sir, cried the old seaman in a nautical tone that he had not used for many years, and the very sound of which stirred his heart with old memories. He was about to retire, but paused at the threshold of the green door.

Beg parding, sir, but if I might make so bold as to ax

Go on, Bob, said Fred encouragingly.

I heerd ye say to our cashier, sir, that you wos goin for to chase the sun. Wot sort of a chase may that be, sir?

Ha! Bowie, thats a curious chase, but not a wild goose one, as I hope to show you in a month or two. You know, of course, that in the regions of the earth north of the Arctic Circle the sun shines by night as well as by day for several weeks in summer?

In coorse I do, answered Bob; every seaman knows that or ought for to know it; and that its dark all day as well as all night in winter for some weeks, just to make up for it, so to speak.

Well, Bob, I am very desirous to see this wonderful sight with my own eyes, but I fear I am almost too late of setting out. The season is so far advanced that the sun is setting farther and farther north every night, and if the winds baffle us I wont be able to catch him sitting up all night; but if the winds serve, and we have plenty of them we may yet be in time to see him draw an unbroken circle in the sky. You see it will be a regular chase, for the sun travels north at a rapid pace. Dyou understand?

Bob Bowie grinned, nodded his head significantly, retired, and shut the door.

Fred Temple, left alone, seized a quill and scribbled off two notes,  one to a friend in Scotland, the other to a friend in Wales. The note to Scotland ran as follows:  

My Dear Grant,  I have made up my mind to go to Norway for three months. Principal object to chase the sun. Secondary objects, health and amusement. Will you go? You will find my schooner comfortable, my society charming (if you make yourself agreeable), and no end of salmon-fishing and scenery. Reply by return of post. I go to Hull to-morrow, and will be there a week. This will give you ample time to get ready.

Ever thine, Fred Temple.

The note to Wales was addressed to Sam Sorrel, and was written in somewhat similar terms, but Sam being a painter by profession, the beauty of the scenery was enlarged on and held out as an inducement.

Both of Freds friends had been prepared some time before for this proposal, and both of them at once agreed to assist him in chasing the sun!

That night Frederick Temple dreamed that the sun smiled on him in a peculiarly sweet manner; he dreamed, still further, that it beckoned him to follow it to the far north, whereupon Fred was suddenly transformed into a gigantic locomotive engine; the sun all at once became a green dragon with pink eyes and a blue tail; and he set off in chase of it into the Arctic regions with a noise like a long roar of the loudest thunder!




Chapter Two.

The Storm and the First Adventure.

A storm raged on the bosom of the North Sea. The wind whistled as if all the spirits of Ocean were warring with each other furiously. The waves writhed and tossed on the surface as if in agony. White foam, greenish-grey water, and leaden-coloured sky were all that met the eyes of the men who stood on the deck of a little schooner that rose and sank and staggered helplessly before the tempest.

Truly, it was a grand sight  a terrible sight  to behold that little craft battling with the storm. It suggested the idea of Gods might and forbearance,  of mans daring and helplessness.

The schooner was named the Snowflake. It seemed, indeed, little heavier than a flake of snow, or a scrap of foam, in the grasp of that angry sea. On her deck stood five men. Four were holding on to the weather-shrouds; the fifth stood at the helm. There was only a narrow rag of the top-sail and the jib shown to the wind, and even this small amount of canvas caused the schooner to lie over so much that it seemed a wonder she did not upset.

Fred Temple was one of the men who held on to the weather-rigging; two of the others were his friends Grant and Sam Sorrel. The fourth was one of the crew, and the man at the helm was the Captain; for, although Fred understood a good deal of seamanship, he did not choose to take on his own shoulders the responsibility of navigating the yacht. He employed for that purpose a regular seaman whom he styled Captain, and never interfered with him, except to tell him where he wished to go.

Captain McNab was a big, tough, raw-boned man of the Orkney Islands. He was born at sea, had lived all his life at sea, and meant (so he said) to die at sea. He was a grim, hard-featured old fellow, with a face that had been so long battered by storms that it looked more like the figure-head of a South-Sea whaler than the countenance of a living man. He seldom smiled, and when he did he smiled grimly; never laughed, and never spoke when he could avoid it. He was wonderfully slow both in speech and in action, but he was a first-rate and fearless seaman, in whom the owner of the schooner had perfect confidence.

As we have fallen into a descriptive vein it may be as well to describe the rest of our friends offhand. Norman Grant was a sturdy Highlander, about the same size as his friend Temple, but a great contrast to him; for while Temple was fair and ruddy, Grant was dark, with hair, beard, whiskers, and moustache bushy and black as night. Grant was a Highlander in heart as well as in name, for he wore a Glengarry bonnet and a kilt, and did not seem at all ashamed of exposing to view his brown hairy knees. He was a hearty fellow, with a rich deep-toned voice, and a pair of eyes so black and glittering that they seemed to pierce right through you and come out at your back when he looked at you! Temple, on the contrary, was clad in grey tweed from head to foot, wideawake included, and looked, as he was, a thorough Englishman. Grant was a doctor by profession; by taste a naturalist. He loved to shoot and stuff birds of every shape and size and hue, and to collect and squeeze flat plants of every form and name. His rooms at home were filled with strange specimens of birds, beasts, fishes, and plants from every part of Scotland, England, and Ireland  to the disgust of his old nurse, whose duty it was to dust them, and to the delight of his little brother, whose self-imposed duty it was to pull out their tails and pick out their eyes!

Grants trip to Norway promised a rich harvest in a new field, so he went there with romantic anticipations.

Sam Sorrel was like neither of his companions. He was a little fellow  a mere spider of a man, and extremely thin; so thin that it seemed as if his skin had been drawn over the bones in a hurry and the flesh forgotten! The Captain once said to Bob Bowie in a moment of confidence that Mr Sorrel was a mere spunk, whereupon Bob nodded his head, and added that he was no better than half a fathom of pump water.

If there was little of Sam, however, that little was good stuff. It has been said that he was a painter by profession. Certainly there was not a more enthusiastic artist in the kingdom. Sam was a strange mixture of earnestness, enthusiasm, and fun. Although as thin as a walking-stick, and almost as flat as a pancake, he was tough like wire, could walk any distance, could leap farther than anybody, and could swim like a cork. His features were sharp, prominent and exceedingly handsome. His eyes were large, dark, and expressive, and were surmounted by delicate eyebrows which moved about continually with every changeful feeling that filled his breast. When excited his glance was magnificent, and the natural wildness of his whole aspect was increased by the luxuriance of his brown hair, which hung in long elf-locks over his shoulders. Among his intimates he was known by the name of Mad Sam Sorrel.

When we have said that the crew of the schooner consisted of six picked men besides those described and our friend Bob Bowie, we have enumerated all the human beings who stood within the bulwarks of that trim little yacht on that stormy summers day.

There was, however, one other being on board that deserves notice. It was Sam Sorrels dog.

Like its master, this dog was a curious creature. It was little and thin, and without form of any distinct or positive kind. If we could suppose that this dog had been permitted to make itself, and that it had begun with the Skye-terrier, suddenly changed its mind and attempted to come the poodle, then midway in this effort had got itself very much dishevelled, and become so entangled that it was too late to do anything better than finish off with a wild attempt at a long-eared spaniel, one could understand how such a creature as Titian had come into existence.

Sam had meant to pay a tribute of respect to the great painter when he named his dog Titian. But having done his duty in this matter, he found it convenient to shorten the name into Tit  sometimes Tittles. Tittles had no face whatever, as far as could be seen by the naked eye. His whole misshapen body was covered with long shaggy hair of a light grey colour. Only the end of his black nose was visible in front and the extreme point of his tail in rear. But for these two landmarks it would have been utterly impossible to tell which end of the dog was which.

Somehow the end of his tail had been singed or skinned or burned, for it was quite naked, and not much thicker than a pipe-stem.

Tittles was extremely sensitive in regard to this, and could not bear to have his miserable projection touched.

How that storm did rage, to be sure! The whole sea was lashed into a boiling sheet of foam, and the schooner lay over so much that it was impossible for the men to stand on the deck. At times it seemed as if she were thrown on her beam-ends; but the good yacht was buoyant as a cork, and she rose again from every fresh blast like an unconquerable warrior.

It seems to me that the masts will be torn out of her, said Temple to the Captain, as he grasped the brass rail that surrounded the quarterdeck, and gazed upward with some anxiety.

No fear o her, said the Captain, turning the quid of tobacco in his cheek; shes a tight boat, an could stand a heavier sea than this. I hope itll blow a wee thing harder.

Harder! exclaimed Fred.

You must be fond of wind, Captain, observed Grant with a laugh.

Oo ay, Ive no objection to wund.

The Captain said this, as he said everything else, more than half through his nose, and very slowly.

But do you not think that more wind would be apt to carry away our top-masts, or split the sails? said Temple.

Its not unlikely, was the Captains cool reply.

Then why wish for it? inquired the other in surprise.

Because were only thirty miles from the coast of Norway, and if the wund holds on as its doin, well not make the land till dark. But if it blows harder well get under the shelter of the Islands in daylight.

Dark! exclaimed poor Sam Sorrel, who, being a bad sailor, was very sick, and clung to the lee bulwarks with a look of helpless misery; I thought there was no dark in Nor  .

The unhappy painter stopped abruptly in consequence of a sensation in the pit of his stomach.

Theres not much darkness in Norway in summer, answered McNab, but at the south end of it here theres a little  specially when the weather is thick. Ay, I see its comin.

The peculiar way in which the Captain said this caused the others to turn their eyes to windward, where it was very evident that something was coming, for the sky was black as ink, and the sea under it was ruffled with cold white foam.

Stand by the clew-lines and halyards, roared the Captain.

The men, who were now all assembled on deck, sprang to obey. As they did so a squall came hissing down on the weather-quarter, and burst upon the vessel with such fury that for a moment she reeled under the shock like a drunken man, while the spray deluged her decks, and the wind shrieked through the rigging.

But this was too violent to last. It soon passed over and the gale blew more steadily, driving the Snowflake over the North Sea like a seamew.

That evening the mountains of Norway rose to view. About the time that this occurred the sky began to clear towards the north-west and soon after a white line of foam was seen on the horizon right ahead. This was the ocean beating on the great army of islands, or skerries, that line the west coast of Norway from north to south.

Hurrah for old Norway! shouted Fred Temple with delight, when he first observed the foam that leaped upon these bare rocky islets.

It seems to me that we shall be wrecked, said Grant gravely. I do not see an opening in these tremendous breakers, and if we cant get through them, even a landsman could tell that we shall be dashed to pieces.

Why not put about the ship and sail away from them? suggested Sorrel, looking round with a face so yellow and miserable that even the Captain was almost forced to smile.

Because that is simply impossible, said Fred Temple.

Poor Sam groaned and looked down at his dog, which sat trembling on the deck between his feet, gazing up in its masters face sadly  at least so it is to be supposed; but the face of Tittles, as well as the expression thereof, was invisible owing to hair.

Is there an opening, Captain? inquired Fred in a low, serious tone.

Oo ay, no fear o that, replied the Captain.

There was, indeed, no fear of that, for as the schooner approached the islands, numerous openings were observed. It also became evident that the gentlemen had mistaken the distance from the broken water, for they were much longer of reaching the outer skerries than they had expected, and the foam, which at first appeared like a white line, soon grew into immense masses, which thundered on these weather-worn rocks with a deep, loud, continuous roar, and burst upwards in great spouts like white steam many yards into the air.

Captain, are the islands as numerous everywhere along the coast as they are here? said Fred.

Deed ay, an more, answered the Captain, some places yell sail for fifty or sixty miles after getting among the skerries before reachin the main.

They were now within a hundred yards of the islands, towards a narrow channel, between two of which the Captain steered. Every one was silent, for there was something awful in the aspect of the great dark waves of the raging sea, as they rolled heavily forward and fell with crash after crash in terrific fury on the rocks, dashing themselves to pieces and churning the water into foam, so that the whole sea resembled milk.

To those who were unaccustomed to the coast, it seemed as if the schooner were leaping forward to certain destruction; but they knew that a sure hand was at the helm, and thought not of the danger but the sublimity of the scene.

Stand by the weather-braces, cried McNab.

The schooner leaped as he spoke into the turmoil of roaring spray. In ten seconds she was through the passage, and there was a sudden and almost total cessation of heaving motion. The line of islands formed a perfect breakwater, and not a wave was formed, even by the roaring gale, bigger than those we find on such occasions in an ordinary harbour. As isle after isle was passed the sea became more and more smooth, and, although the surface was torn up and covered with foam, no great rollers heaved the vessel about. The tight little craft still bent over to the blast, but she cut through perfectly flat water now.

A delightful feeling of having come to the end of a rough voyage filled the hearts of all on board. Sam Sorrel raised his head, and began to look less yellow and more cheerful. Tittles began to wag the stump of his miserable tail, and, in short, every one began to look and to feel happy.

Thus did the Snowflake approach the coast of Norway.

Now, it is by no means an uncommon occurrence in this world that a calm should follow close on the heels of a storm. Soon after the Snowflake had entered the islands the storm began to abate, as if it felt that there was no chance of overwhelming the little yacht now. That night, and the greater part of the following day, a dead calm prevailed, and the schooner lay among the islands with her sails flapping idly from the yards.

A little after midnight all on board were asleep, save the man at the helm and Captain McNab, who seemed to be capable of existing without sleep for any length of time when occasion required. The schooner now lay in a latitude so far north that the light of the sun never quite left the sky in clear weather. A sweet soft twilight rested on the rocky islands and on the sea, and no sound disturbed the stillness except the creaking of the yards or the cries of seamews.

Yes, by the way, there was another sound. It proceeded from the cabin where our three friends lay sleeping on the sofas. The sound was that of snoring, and it issued from the wide-open mouth of Sam Sorrel, who lay sprawling on his back, with Tittles coiled up at his feet.

It is probable that Sam would have snored on for hours, but for a piece of carelessness on his part. Just before going to rest he had placed a tin can of water close to his head in such a way that it was balanced on the edge of a shelf. A slight roll of the schooner, caused by the entrance of a wave through an opening in the islands, toppled this can over and emptied its contents on the sleepers face.

He leaped up with a roar, of course. Tittles jumped up with a yelp, while Grant and Temple turned round with a growl at having been awakened, and went off to sleep again.

But sleep was driven away from the eyes of Sam Sorrel. He made one or two efforts to woo it back in vain, so in despair he jumped up, put his sketch-book in his pocket, seized a double-barrelled fowling-piece, and went on deck, followed by Tittles. The little boat was floating under the quarter, and a great mountainous island lay close off the starboard bow. Getting into the boat, Sam rowed to the island, and was soon clambering up the heights with the activity of a squirrel.

Sam paused now and then to gaze with admiration on the magnificent scene that lay spread out far below him; the innumerable islands, the calm water bathed in the soft light of early morning, and the schooner floating just under his feet like a little speck or a sea-gull on the calm sea. Pulling out his book and pencil, he sat down on a rock and began to draw.

Suddenly the artist was startled by the sound of a heavy pair of wings overhead. Thousands of seagulls flew above him, filling the air with their wild cries, but Sam did not think it possible that they could cause the sound which he had, heard. While he was still in doubt an enormous eagle sailed majestically past him. It evidently had not seen him, and he sat quite still, scarce daring to draw his breath. In a moment the gigantic bird sailed round the edge of a precipitous cliff, and was gone.

Sam at once rose and hurried forward with his gun. He was much excited, for eagles are very difficult to approach  they are so shy and wary. Few men who go to Norway ever get the chance of a shot at the king of birds.

Judge, then, of the state of Sam Sorrels mind when, on turning a corner of rock, he suddenly beheld the eagle standing on the edge of a great precipice about a hundred yards in advance of him.

But his hopes were much cast down when he observed that between him and the eagle there was a space of open ground, so that he could not creep farther forward without being seen. How was he to advance? What was he to do? Such a chance might not occur again during the whole voyage. No time was to be lost, so he resolved to make a rush forward and get as near as possible before the bird should take to flight.

No sooner thought than done. He rushed down the mountain-side like a madman. The eagle sprang up in alarm just as he reached the side of a rounded rock. Halting suddenly, he took aim, and fired both barrels. The eagle gave a toss of its head and a twirl of its tail, and, sailing slowly away round a neighbouring cliff, disappeared from view.

A deep groan burst from the poor artist as he exclaimed, Oh dear, Ive missed it!

But Sam was wrong. He had not missed it. On climbing to the other side of the cliff he found the eagle stretched on the ground in a dying state. Its noble-looking eye scowled for a moment on him as he came up, then the head drooped forward and the bird died. It measured six feet four inches from tip to tip of its expanded wings, and was as magnificent a specimen of the golden eagle as one could wish to see.

With a triumphant step Sam carried it down to the yacht, where he found his comrades still sound asleep; so he quietly fastened the eagle up over Grants bed, with the wings expanded and the hooked beak close to the sleepers nose!

The day that followed this event continued calm, but towards evening a light breeze sprang up, and before midnight the Snowflake cast anchor in the harbour of Bergen.




Chapter Three.

Bergen  Talking, Supping, and Sleeping Under Difficulties.

The city of Bergen is a famous and a strange old place. In ancient days it was a stronghold of the Vikings  those notorious sea-warriors who were little better than pirates, and who issued from among the dark mountains of Norway in their great uncouth galleys and swept across the seas, landing on the coasts everywhere, to the terror of surrounding nations.

They were a bold, fearless set, the Norse Vikings of old. They voyaged far and wide in open boats round the coasts of Europe, and across the stormy sea, long before the mariners compass was invented, and they discovered Iceland and America long before Christopher Columbus was born. They had free spirits, these fierce Norwegians of old, and there was much good as well as evil in them. They had good and wise laws when nearly all the rest of the world was lawless; and many of the laws and customs which prevailed among them a thousand years ago exist at the present day. The bold Vikings were great colonisers; among other parts of the world they overran and settled in a large portion of Great Britain, and much of their blood  more than many people are aware of  flows in our own veins.

But I am wandering from my subject. Let me return to it by repeating that Bergen, this ancient stronghold of the Vikings, is a famous and a strange old place.

It is built at the foot of a steep mountain-range which is so close to the margin of the sea that the city has barely room to stand. One might fancy that the houses were crowding and jostling each other and squeezing themselves together, in order to avoid on the one hand being pushed up the mountain-side, and, on the other hand, being thrust into the sea. Some of the smaller cottages and a few villas seem to have been beaten in this struggle for standing-room, for they appear to have been obliged to clamber up the mountain-side, and perch themselves on spots where there does not seem to be standing-room for a goat. From such elevated positions they look down complacently on their crowded brethren.

The houses near the sea have not fared so well. They are built in the water on piles, and are all of them warehouses with projections in front, from which hang blocks and hoisting tackle. These projections resemble heads; the piles look like legs; and it does not require a very strong effort of imagination to believe that the warehouses are great living creatures which have waded into the sea, and are looking earnestly down into the water to observe how the fish are getting on.

The houses are all built of wood; all are painted white, and all have red-tiled roofs. They are peaked and gable-ended to an extraordinary degree, so that the general aspect of the city is confused and irregular  all the more interesting and picturesque on this account.

A thought strikes me here, and when a thought strikes one, I think we ought always to pay that thought the compliment of jotting it down. It is this  regularity in small details is pleasing; regularity on a grand scale is disagreeable. For instance, a chair with one leg turned, another square, and a third ornamentally carved, would be a disagreeable object. The two front legs at least must be regular, and the two back legs regular. A chair is a small matter. But proceed to a grander subject  a city. If every house is similar to its neighbours, if every street is parallel to the rest, the effect is bad; regularity here is disagreeable. This is a deep subject requiring much study and philosophical inquiry. If I were to go farther into it, our friend Fred Temples adventures would have to be cast overboard. I will, therefore, cut it short with the remark that the subject is well worthy the attention of even deeper-thinking men than are ever likely to read this book.

When the three friends, Temple, Grant, and Sorrel, found themselves in the quaint old city of Bergen their first thought was supper; their second thought bed.

Now this may seem to some minds a dreadfully low and contemptible state of things. What! a romantic reader may exclaim, they had arrived in that celebrated city, from which in days of old the stalwart Vikings used to issue on their daring voyages, in which the descendants of these grand fellows still dwell, and in which are interesting memorials of the past and quaint evidences of the present. Did your heroes, Temple, Sorrel, and Grant, think of supper and of bed when their feet for the first time trod the soil of Old Norway?

Even so! Romantic reader, I am bound to tell you that romance is all very well in its way, but it has no power whatever over an empty stomach or an exhausted brain.

When our three friends landed in Bergen it was past midnight. Their admiration of the scenery had induced them to neglect supper and to defy sleep, so that when they landed they felt more than half inclined to fall upon their boatman and eat him up alive, and then to fall down on the stone pier and go off to sleep at once.

In this frame of mind and body they entered the house of Madame Sontoom, and called for supper.

Madame Sontoom was the owner of a private hotel. Moreover, she was the owner of a plump body and a warm heart. Consequently, she at once became a mother to all who were fortunate enough to dwell under her roof.

Her hotel was by no means like to a hotel in this country. It was more like a private residence. There were no hired waiters. Her amiable daughters waited; and they did not look upon you as a customer, or conduct themselves like servants. No, they treated you as a visitor, and conducted themselves with the agreeable familiarity of friends! Of course they presented their bill when you were about to leave them, but in all other respects the idea of a hotel was banished from the mind.

Supper, cried Temple, on entering the house.

Ya, ya, (yes, yes), in cheerful tones from two of Madame Sontooms daughters.

Then followed a violent conversation in the Norse language, in which there was much that was puzzling, and more that was amusing, for the Norwegian ladies were talkative and inquisitive.

Fred Temple had studied the Norse language for three months before setting out on this voyage, and, being a good linguist he understood a good deal of what was said, and could make his own wants known pretty well. Grant had studied the language also, but not for so long a time, and, being an indifferent linguist, he made little headway in conversation. As to Sam Sorrel, he had no talent for languages. He hated every language but his mother-tongue, had not studied Norse at all, and did not intend to do so. It may be supposed, therefore, that he was dumb. Far from it. He had picked up a few phrases by ear, and was so fond of making use of these, and of twisting them into all shapes and out of all shape, that he really appeared to be a great talker of Norse, although in reality he could scarcely talk at all!

Supper consisted of coffee, rolls, eggs, gamleost (old cheese), lobster, and smoked salmon. The viands were good, the appetites were also good, so the supper went off admirably.

Ver so goot, said one of the young ladies, handing Mr Sorrel a plate of smoked salmon.

Tak, tak, (thanks, thanks), said our artist, accepting the salmon, and beginning to devour it.

I say, what dye mean by ver so goot? Youre never done saying it. What does it mean?

The fair waitress laughed, and bowed politely, as much as to say, I dont understand English.

Can you explain it, Fred? said Sam.

Well, yes, I can give you a sort of explanation, replied Fred, but it is not an easy sentence to translate. Ver so goot (another claw of that lobster, please. Thanks), ver so goot is an expression that seems to me capable of extension and distension. It is a comfortable, jovial, rollicking expression, if I may say so. I cannot think of a better way of conveying an idea of its meaning than saying that it is a compound of the phrases be so good, by your leave, good luck to you, go it, ye cripples, and thats your sort. The first of these, be so good, is the literal translation. The others are more or less mixed up with it. You may rely on it, Sam, that when a Norwegian offers you anything and says ver so goot, he means you well, and hopes that you will make yourself comfortable.

You dont say so, Fred; Ill adopt the phrase from this hour!

Accordingly Sam Sorrel did adopt it, and used it on all and every occasion, without any regard to its appropriateness.

Little was said at supper. The whole party were too tired to converse.

Now for bed, cried Sam, rising. I say, Fred, whats the Norse for a bed?

Seng, replied Fred.

Seng! what a remarkable name! Now, then, my good girl, ver so goot will you show me my seng? Good night, comrades, Im off to  ha! ha! what a musical idea  to seng.

More probably to snore, observed Grant.

Oh, Grant, said Sam, looking back and shaking his head, give up jesting. Its bad for your health; fie for shame! good night.

Norwegian beds are wooden boxes of about three feet wide, and five and a half long. I have never been able to discover why it is that Norwegians love to make their beds as uncomfortable as possible. Yet so it is.

Grant had a room to himself. Temple and our artist were shown into a double-bedded room.

Is that a bed? said Sam, pointing to a red-painted wooden box in a corner; why, its too short even for me, and you know Im not a giant.

Oh! then what must it be for me? groaned Fred Temple.

On close examination it was found that each bed was too short for any man above five feet two, and, further, that there was a feather-bed below and a feather-bed above, instead of blankets. Thus they lay that night between two feather-beds, which made them so hot that it was impossible to sleep at first. Sorrel, being short, managed to lie diagonally across his box, but Fred, being long, was compelled to double himself up like a foot-rule. However, fatigue at last caused them to slumber in spite of all difficulties. In the morning they were visited by a ghost!




Chapter Four.

A Ghost and a Custom  A Fish-Market and a Norse Lover.

There was no night in Bergen at this time. At the midnight hour there was light enough to see to read the smallest print, and at an early hour in the morning this sweet twilight brightened into dawn.

This being the case, Fred Temple was not a little surprised to see a ghost make its appearance about six oclock  for ghosts are famous for their hatred of broad daylight. Nevertheless there it was, in the form of a woman. What else could it be but a ghost? for no woman would dare to enter his bedroom (so he thought) without knocking at the door.

The ghost had in her hand a tray with a cup of coffee on it. Fred watched her motions with intense curiosity, and kept perfectly still, pretending to be asleep. She went straight to the box in which Sam Sorrel slept, and going down on her knees, looked earnestly into his face. As our artists mouth happened to be wide-open, it may be said that she looked down his throat. Presently she spoke to him in a soft whisper Will de have caffé? (Will you have coffee?) A loud snore was the reply. Again she spoke, somewhat louder: Vill de have caffé?

A snort was the reply.

Once more, in a tone which would not be denied:

Vill de have caffé?

Eh! hallo! what! dear me! yes  ah  thank you  ver so goot, replied Sam, as he awoke and gazed in wild surprise at the ghost who was none other than the female domestic servant of the house, who had brought the visitors a cup of coffee before breakfast.

Sams exclamations were wild at first, and he stared like a maniac, but as consciousness returned he understood his position, and being naturally a modest man, he hastily drew on his nightcap and gathered the bedding round his shoulders. Accepting the coffee, he drank it, and the girl crossed the room to pay similar attentions to Fred Temple.

This presentation of a cup of coffee in bed before breakfast is a custom in Norway, and a very pleasant custom it is, too, especially when it breaks upon you unexpectedly for the first time.

Now for the fish-market, Sam, cried Fred, leaping out of bed when the girl had left the room.

Who cares for the fish-market? said Sam testily, as he turned round in his bed, and prepared to slumber.

I care for it, retorted Fred, and so do you, old boy, only you are lazy this morning. Come, get up. I have resolved to spend only one day in this queer old city, so you must not let drowsiness rob you of your opportunities of seeing it. The fish-market, you know, is famous. Come, get up.

Temple enforced his advice by seizing his companion by the ankles and hauling him out of bed. Sam grumbled but submitted, and in a short time they were ready to start.

Hallo! Grant, cried Fred, as they passed his door, will you come with us to ramble over the town?

No, said Grant, in a deep bass voice.

Why?

Because I wont.

A most excellent reason; one much in use in this world, replied Temple, laughing. By the way, will you remember to order two sheep to be killed for our voyage north?

Yes, in a sulky tone from Grant.

Now mind, I trust this to you.

Go away, and dont bother!

Thus dismissed, Temple and Sorrel went out and sauntered towards the fish-market.

Now, fish-markets are famous all the world over for noise, riot, and confusion. The fish-market of Bergen is no exception to the rule; but there is this peculiarity about it, that the sellers of fish are all men, and the buyers all women; moreover, the noise is all on the side of the buyers! The scene of the market is the pier, alongside of which the fishermens boats are ranged; and here the fish are sold direct from the boats by the men to all the servant-girls of the town, who assemble each morning to purchase the days dinner.

The men, standing in the boats, are considerably below the level of the pier, so that they have to look up at the girls, who look down at them with eager, anxious faces. The men, sure that their fish will be sold in the long-run, are quiet sedate, silent. The women, anxious to get good bargains and impatient to get home, bend forward, shouting, screaming, and flourishing arms, fists, and umbrellas. Every one carries an umbrella in Bergen, for that city is said to be the rainiest in the world. Of gay colours are these umbrellas too. Pink and sky-blue are not uncommon. There is a stout iron rail round the pier, which prevents the eager females from tumbling headlong into the boats. Over this they lean and bargain.

Fierce were the pretty blue eyes of these Norse females, and flushed were their fair faces, and tremendous was the flourishing of their umbrellas and the shaking of their fists, at the time when Temple and Sorrel approached. The fishermen were used to it; they only smiled, or paid no attention whatever to the noise. And what was all the noise about? You shall hear.

Look at yonder flaxen-haired, pretty-faced, stoutish little girl, leaning so far over the iron rail that it seems her desire to tumble over it, and plunge into the arms of a rough old fisherman, who is gazing quietly up at her with a sarcastic smile. He has put up a lot of fish for which she has offered sex (six) skillings. A skilling is about equal to a halfpenny.

He thinks this too little, but he wont condescend to say so. He merely pays no attention to the girls violent entreaties. The language of the girl bears so strong a resemblance to our own that it scarcely requires translation.

Fiskman, she cries, vill du have otto skillings? (will you have eight skillings?)

No, the fiskman wont have that; it is not enough, so he makes no reply, but pretends to be washing his boat.

Fiskman, fiskman, vill du have ni? (will you have nine?)

Still no reply. The fisherman turns his back on the market, gazes out to sea, and begins to whistle.

At this the girl becomes furious. She whirls her umbrella in the air desperately. If that umbrella were only a foot longer the fiskmans head would certainly feel its weight!

Presently the girl forces herself to become calm and deeply earnest; she has made up her mind to make a liberal offer.

Fiskman, vill du have ti (ten) skillings?

The fiskman, who wears a red nightcap, with a tall hat on the top of it, takes off his head-gear, exposes his bald pate to view, and wipes it with a fishy cotton handkerchief; but he takes no notice whatever of the girl, who now becomes mad  that is to say, she stamps, glares, shakes her pretty little fist at the hard-hearted man, and gasps.

Suddenly she becomes reckless, and makes a wild offer of tolve (twelve) skillings.

Ha! the mark is hit at last! The fiskman can hold out no longer. Without saying a word, he turns quietly round and hands up the fish. The girl, without a word, stoops down and pays for them, and then goes off in triumph, for her energy has been successful; she has got the fish a little cheaper than she had expected.

Suppose twenty or thirty such scenes going on at once, and you have a faint idea of the Bergen fish-market.

It was just before the termination of the bargain which has been described that Fred Temple and Sam Sorrel arrived on the scene. The artist was busy with his sketch-book in one minute.

Sam, said Fred, touching his friends arm, look here, sketch me yonder girl, like a good fellow.

Which girl; the one with the nose?

If you see one without a nose, retorted Fred, Ill be glad to have a portrait of her too.

Nay, but really, I do see one with such a long red nose that

Well, well, interrupted Fred impatiently, its not her. Do look to where I am pointing; see, the stout pretty little woman who is talking so fiercely to that fisherman.

Oh, I see! exclaimed Sam, who began to take her portrait without delay.

Meanwhile Fred was observant. At first he was much amused by the scene before him, and continued to gaze with interest at one group after another. In a short time his curiosity was awakened by a handsome Norwegian youth, whose gaze was fixed with intense earnestness on the maiden whom Sam was sketching. When the girl had concluded her bargain and gone away, he observed that the youth, who appeared to be a fisherman from his dress, went after her.

Without well knowing what he did, and without any very definite intentions, Fred Temple followed them, and left his friend busy with his pencil.

The Norwegian youth soon overtook the girl, who at once received him with a bright smile, and held out her hand. The two then went on together, turned to the left, and followed a winding road, which led up the side of the mountain. They appeared to converse earnestly as they went. Fred still followed them, but in a few minutes they paused in front of a small white house, with a green door, so he was now compelled to pass them. As he did so, it suddenly occurred to his mind that he was acting a mean, contemptible part in following them thus. He blushed as he thought of this, and passed quickly forward, intending to deny his curiosity and take a ramble. He could not help observing, however, that the girl was weeping, and that the youth did not look happy by any means.

Having gained the brow of an eminence which overlooked the city, Fred sat down behind a rock to admire the beautiful scenery and to ponder what he had seen.

While he was thus engaged, he heard the voices of two men who approached on the other side of the rock, and did not observe him. They talked loud, in the Norse language. Fred understood enough of it to make out their meaning pretty well.

I tell you what it is, Hans, said one, give her up. You have no chance of gaining the required sum for many years, and its a hard case to keep a poor girl waiting. Give her up, man, and dont go on like a silly love-sick boy.

Give her up! cried he who was called Hans, give her up! Ah! my friend Olé, I did not expect such counsel from thee. But I tell thee flatly I will not give her up. She loves me; I love her! Sweet Raneilda! nothing but death shall separate us!

A very pretty sentiment, retorted Old, but pray, what do you mean to do?

I have decided that, replied Hans; I will fish all winter in the deep sea, and all summer I will

Well, what will you?

Alas! I know not. Would that I were a pilot, but I am not.

But you know the coast as well as any pilot, said 016.

True, but who would trust me  an unknown boy? replied Hans sadly.

There was silence for a few minutes; then Olé said: How much money do you require to pay for your fathers farm and set yourself up?

Two hundred dollars, (The dollar is equal to about 4 shillings and 6 pence sterling) answered Hans.

A goodly sum, said Olé despondingly. No, no, Hans, give her up, boy, give her up. It is the advice of an oldish man and a true friend.

It is the advice of an ass, retorted Hans fiercely. Go, my true friend,  when I want your advice I will ask it.

The youth flung off from his friend, and came suddenly on Fred Temple, who rose and saluted him.

This is a splendid city of yours, Hans, said he. You know my name, and you speak Norse, exclaimed the youth in surprise.

I know your name, Hans, because I heard your friend mention it, and I can speak a little Norse because I have studied it. I have come to stay in Old Norway for a few months, and would like to get a little information about it from some one. Are you a busy man just now?

No, not very busy, said Hans, with a disconcerted look.

Then, could you call on me this afternoon? I live in Madame Sontooms house.

I will come, said Hans, whose face beamed with good-humour.

Good; I shall expect you. Farewell.

Farvel, replied Hans.

Fred sauntered down the hill that morning with a very peculiar smile on his countenance. There was something quite sly about his aspect, and more than once his companions caught him chuckling at breakfast in a way that surprised them much, for Fred Temple was not given to secrets, or to act in an outrageous manner without any apparent reason. But Fred had his own peculiar thoughts that morning, and they tickled him to such an extent that more than once he burst into a fit of laughter.

Come, Fred, youre meditating something. Out with it, said Grant. It is selfish to keep all your good thoughts to yourself.

Not yet, not yet, replied Fred, with a mysterious look. You shall know before our excursion comes to an end.

Further conversation was interrupted by the entrance of Hans Ericsson, who was impatient to get employment of any kind in order to earn a few dollars, and lay them up with a view to the future. Fred took him aside, and said in a low tone Hans, are you very anxious to wed Raneilda?

The young Norsemans face flushed, and he started as if he had received a blow.

Dont be angry, Hans, continued Fred; I ask the question because I think I can help you in the matter if you will allow me. I do not ask it out of idle curiosity. Come, tell me your troubles like a good fellow, and Ill put you in the way of getting out of them.

Hans was inclined to repel Freds kind intentions at first, but the Englishmans open, honest manner won upon him so much that he related to him all his sorrows.

He was the son of Eric, who dwelt in a valley at the head of the Nord Fiord. His father was too old to manage his farm, and Hans wished to take it up and work it on his own account. But, in order to do so, he must buy up the shares of the other members of his family. This would require 500 dollars. He had worked hard for two years to make this sum, but there was still 200 dollars to pay. He could make this in the course of time, but he had been engaged to Raneilda long, and he wished now to make her his wife. In short, he was tired of waiting.

So, then, you would be glad to get some sort of work with good pay, said Fred.

Ya, said Hans, with a nod of his head.

Can you pilot a schooner from this to the Nord Fiord?

Ya, I know every island on the coast.

Good; then be ready to start this evening. I shall send my vessel there in your charge, and I myself with my friends will travel overland and meet you there. Farewell!

Hans went off to tell Raneilda, his handsome face beaming with joy.

Now, said Fred, returning to his friends, I have made arrangements with a pilot to take the Snowflake round to the Nord Fiord, and we will travel overland to the same place and meet it. The journey will be a very charming one of several days, through wild magnificent scenery. By the way, Grant, did you order the two sheep to be killed and sent aboard immediately?

Of course I did. Have I not always proved myself a trustworthy messenger? I told the man, in my best Norse, to have two Kos killed without delay.

Two what? exclaimed Fred, with a look of alarm.

Two Kos, returned Grant; did you not tell me that Ko is the Norse word for a sheep?

Why, as I live, you have ordered two cows to be killed. Quick, come with me to the butchers!

The two friends rushed out of the house, and reached the shop of the man of meat just in time, fortunately, to arrest the fatal blow. The order was of course countermanded, and they were thus saved the necessity of setting up a butchers shop in Bergen to get rid of their superabundant beef!

That night the Snowflake set sail for the far north, and next morning our three adventurers were galloping through the wilds of Norway.




Chapter Five.

Cariole Travelling  Miserable Lodging and Poor Fare  Native Peculiarities  A Night Battle.

As I am now about to drag my reader through the wild interior of Norway, let me try to describe it. Dont be alarmed, dear reader, I do not mean to be tedious on this point, but I candidly confess that I am puzzled as to how I should begin! Norway is such a jumble of Natures elements. Perhaps a jumbled description may answer the purpose better than any other. Here it is, then.

Mountains, and crags, and gorges, and rocks, and serried ridges; towering peaks and dark ravines; lakes, and fords, and glens, and valleys; pine-woods, and glaciers, (For a full description of glaciers, see Fast in the Ice, page 86, volume 3 of this Miscellany) streamlets, rivulets, rivers, cascades, waterfalls, and cataracts. Add to this  in summer  sweltering heat in the valleys and everlasting snow and ice on the mountain-tops, with sunlight all night as well as all day  and the description of Norway is complete. No arrangement of these materials is necessary. Conceive them arranged as you will, and no matter how wild your fancy, your conception will be a pretty fair idea of Norway. Toes these elements into some chamber of your brain; shake them well up,  dont be timid about it,  then look at the result, and you will behold Norway!

Having said thus much, it is unnecessary to say more. Rugged grandeur is the main feature of Norway.

On a lovely summers evening, not long after the departure of the Snowflake from Bergen, our three travellers found themselves trotting through a wild glen on each side of which rose a range of rugged mountains, and down the centre of which roared a small river. The glen was so steep, and the bed of the torrent so broken, that there was not a spot of clear water in its whole course. From the end of the lake out of which it flowed, to the head of the fiord or firth into which it ran, the river was one boiling, roaring mass of milk-white foam.

Fred Temple and his friends travelled in the ordinary vehicle of the country, which is called a cariole. The Norwegian cariole holds only one person, and the driver or attendant sits on a narrow board above the axle-tree.

Of course it follows that each traveller in Norway must have a cariole and a pony to himself. These are hired very cheaply, however. You can travel post there at the rate of about twopence a mile! Our friends had three carioles among them, three ponies, and three drivers or shooscarles, (This word is spelt as it should be pronounced) besides a small native cart to carry the luggage.

Their drive that day, and indeed every day since starting, had been emphatically up hill and down dale. It was, therefore, impossible to cross such a country in the ordinary jog-trot manner. When not ascending a steep hill, they were necessarily descending one; for the level parts of the land are few and far between. In order, therefore, to get on at all, it was needful to descend the hills at a slapping pace, so as to make up for time lost in ascending them.

There was something delightfully wild in this mode of progressing, which gladdened the hearts of our travellers, each of whom had a strong dash of recklessness in his composition. There was a little danger, too, connected with it, which made it all the more attractive. Frequently the roads were narrow, and they wound along the top of precipices over which a false step might easily have hurled them. At the foot of many of the roads, too, there were sharp turns, and it was a matter of intense delight to Sam Sorrel to try how fast he could gallop down and take the turn without upsetting.

The Norwegian ponies are usually small and cream-coloured, with black manes and tails or white manes and tails; always, from some incomprehensible reason, with manes and tails different in colour from their bodies. They are hardy, active animals, and they seem to take positive pleasure in the rattling, neck-or-nothing scamper that succeeds each toilsome ascent.

The shooscarle is usually the owner of the pony. He may be a man or a boy, but whether man or boy he almost invariably wears a red worsted nightcap. He also wears coarse homespun trousers, immensely too long in the body, and a waistcoat monstrously too short. He will hold the reins and drive if you choose, but most travellers prefer to drive themselves.

During the journey Fred Temple usually led the way. Norman Grant, being a careless, easy-going, drowsy fellow, not to be trusted, was placed in the middle, and Sam Sorrel brought up the rear. Sams duty was to prevent straggling, and pick up stray articles or baggage.

On the day of which I write the three friends had travelled far, and were very sleepy. It was near midnight when they came to a steep and broken part of the road, which ran alongside of the foaming river already mentioned, and, turning at a sharp angle, crossed it by means of a rude wooden bridge.

Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour, the sky was almost as bright as at noon.

Mind yourself here, shouted Fred, looking back at Grant, who was almost asleep.

Hallo! oh, all right! cried Grant, gathering up the reins and attempting to drive. Fortunately for him Norwegian ponies need no driving. They are trained to look after themselves. Fred went down the hill at a canter. Grant followed at a spanking trot, and both of them reached the bridge, and made the turn in safety.

Sam Sorrel was some distance behind. Both he and his shooscarle were sitting bolt-upright, more than half-asleep, with the reins hanging loose on the ponys back. The first thing that awakened Sam was the feeling of going down hill like a locomotive engine. Rousing himself, he seized the reins, and tried to check the pony. This only confused it, and made it run the cariole so near to the edge of the river, that they were almost upset into it.

When Sam became fully aware of his position, he opened his eyes, pursed his lips, and prepared for squalls. Not being a practised driver, he did not make sufficient allowance for a large stone which had fallen from the cliffs, and lay on the road. He saw what was coming, and gathered himself up for a smash; but the tough little cariole took it as an Irish hunter takes a stone wall. There was a tremendous crash. Sams teeth came together with a snap, and the shooscarle uttered a roar; no wonder, poor fellow, for his seat being over the axle, and having no spring to it, the shock which he received must have been absolutely shocking! However, they got over that without damage, and the river was crossed by all three in safety.

The next hill they came to was a still worse one. When they were half-way down the leader came to a sudden halt; Grants cariole almost ran over it; Sam and the luggage-cart pulled up just in time, and so, from front to rear, they were jammed up into the smallest space they could occupy.

Hallo! whats wrong? shouted Grant.

Oh! nothing, only a trace or something broken, replied Fred. Mend it in a minute.

It was mended in a minute, and away they went again on their reckless course over hill and dale.

The mending of the trace was a simple affair. The harness of each pony consisted of nothing more than the reins, a wooden collar, and a wooden saddle. The shafts were fastened to the collar by means of an iron pin, and this pin was secured in its place by a green withe or birch-bough twisted in a peculiar manner, so as to resemble a piece of rope. This was the only part of the harness that could break, so that when an accident of the kind occurred the driver had only to step into the woods and cut a new one. It is a rough-and-ready style of thing, but well suited to the rough country and the simple people of Norway.

Fred, being anxious to see as much as possible, had compelled his guide to turn out of the usual high-road, the consequence of which was that he soon got into difficulties; for although each shooscarle knew the district through which they were passing, they could not quite understand to what part of the country this peculiar Englishman was going. This is not surprising, for the peculiar Englishman was not quite sure of that point himself!

On this particular night they seemed to have got quite lost among the hills. At every stage of ten or twelve English miles they changed horses and drivers. The drivers on this particular stage were more stupid than usual, or Fred Temple was not so bright. Be that as it may, about midnight they arrived at a gloomy, savage place, lying deep among the hills, with two or three wooden huts, so poor-looking and so dirty that a well-bred dog would have objected to go into them. Fred pulled up when he came to this place, and Grants pony pulled up when his nose touched the back of Freds cart. Grant himself and his man were sound asleep. In a few seconds Sam joined them.

There was a brilliant, rosy light on the mountain-tops, but this came down in a subdued form to the travellers in the valley. The place scarcely deserved the name of a valley. It was more of a gorge. The mountains rose up like broken walls on each side, until they seemed to pierce the sky. If you could fancy that a thunderbolt had split the mountain from top to bottom, and scattered great masses of rock all over the gorge thus formed, you would have an idea of the soft of place in which our belated travellers found themselves. Yet even here there were little patches of cultivated ground, behind rocks and in out-of-the-way corners, where the poor inhabitants cultivated a little barley and grass for their cattle.

It was a lovely calm night. Had you been there, reader, you would have said it was day, not night. There was no sound to break the deep stillness of all around except the murmur of many cataracts of melted snow-water, that poured down the mountainsides like threads of silver or streams of milk. But the rush of these was so mellowed by distance that the noise was soft and agreeable.

I say, Grant, this will never do, said Fred gravely.

I suppose not, returned Grant, with a yawn.

What say you, Sam,  shall we go on?

I think so. They can have nothing to give us in such miserable huts as these except gröd (barley-meal porridge), and sour milk, and dirty beds.

Perhaps not even so much as that, said Fred, turning to his driver. How far is it, my man, to the next station?

Ten miles, sir.

Hum; shall we go on, comrades?

Go on; forward! cried Grant and Sorrel.

So on they went as before, over hill and dale for ten miles, which poor Sam (who was very sleepy, but could not sleep in the cariole) declared were much more like twenty miles than ten.

The sun was up, and the birds were twittering, when they reached the next station. But what was their dismay when they found that it was poorer and more miserable than the last! It lay in a wilder gorge, and seemed a much more suitable residence for wolves and bears than for human beings. Indeed, it was evident that the savage creatures referred to did favour that region with their presence, for the skin of a wolf and the skull of a bear were found hanging on the walls of the first hut the travellers entered.

The people in this hamlet were extremely poor and uncommonly stupid. Living as they did in an unfrequented district, they seldom or never saw travellers, and when Fred asked for something to eat, the reply he got at first was a stare of astonishment.

We must hunt up things for ourselves, I see, cried Sam Sorrel, beginning to search through the hut for victuals. Seeing this, the people assisted him; but all that they could produce was a box of barley meat and two large flat dishes of sour milk.

This sour milk is a favourite dish with the Norwegians. During summer the cattle are sent to the pastures high up in the mountains, in order to spare the small quantity of grass grown in the valleys, which is made into hay and stored for winter use. These mountain pastures are called saeters, and the milk required by each family for daily use is carried down from the saeter by the girls. The milk is put into round flat tubs, varying from one to two feet in diameter and four or five inches deep. It is then allowed to stand, not only until it is sour, but until it is thick throughout like curd, with a thick coat of cream on the top. In this form it is eaten with a spoon, and a very pleasant sight it is to behold three or four sturdy herdsmen, and, perchance, one or two boys, squatting round one of these large dishes, and supping away to their hearts content.

Grant seized the first dish of milk he discovered, and at once sat down on a stool and began to devour it.

Hold on, let us start fair! cried Sam Sorrel, catching up a spoon, and sitting down opposite his comrade on another stool.

The hut was built of rough logs, and the only furniture in it was of the rudest description; a couple of box-beds, two or three stools, and a bench, a gaily-painted chest in one corner, and a misshapen table was all that it contained. There was a very small door at one side, a particularly small window at the other, and a raised stone fireplace at one end.

Well, while you two are stuffing yourselves with sour milk, Ill go and search for better fare, said Fred, with a laugh as he left the hut.

Good luck go with you, cried Grant; a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. Now, then, old boy, he continued, turning to the owner of the hut, could your goodwife make us a little porridge; I say, Sam, whats the Norse for porridge?

Gröd, (Gröd is pronounced groot) I believe, said Sam, who was still busy with the sour milk.

Ah yes! gröd, thats it, said Grant, turning again to the old man; gröd, gröd, get us some gröd, gröd, gröd,  dye understand?

Ya, ya, answered the man. It would have been very strange if he had not understood, for though Grant addressed him in English the word gröd bawled so frequently into his ear was sufficiently comprehensible.

A fire was quickly kindled by the goodwife, a pleasant-looking elderly woman; and the black family-pot was soon smoking. The old man was smoking too, in less than five minutes, for Grant, in the fulness of his heart, gave him a pipe and a lump of tobacco.

This man was a fine specimen of a hale old Norseman. He wore a complete suit of brown homespun  excepting the jacket, which hung on a rusty nail in the wall. Knee-breeches and worsted stockings showed that even in declining years he had a good pair of legs. His grey hair hung in long straight locks over his shoulders, and on his head was the invariable red nightcap. The only weakness for finery displayed by this old hero was in the matter of buttons and braces. The buttons were polished brass of enormous size, and the braces were red. These were displayed to great advantage in consequence of a space of full four inches intervening between the bottom of his vest and the waist-band of his breeches.

While the gröd was being made, Fred Temple put up his fishing-rod and rambled away in search of a stream. He had not to go far. In about five minutes he found one that looked tempting. At the very first cast a large fish rose so greedily that it leaped quite out of the water and missed the fly. The next cast the fish caught the fly and Fred caught the fish. It was a splendid yellow trout of about a pound weight. In quarter of an hour Fred had three such trout in the pockets of his shooting-coat; in half an hour more the three fish were consigned by the three friends to the region of digestion!

And now the question of bed had to be considered. Grant settled it as far as he was concerned by throwing himself down on a pile of brushwood that lay in a corner, pillowing his head on a three-legged stool, and going off to sleep at once. Fred and Sam looked at the two beds. They were extremely dirty, and it was evident that straw was the bedding.

Come, travellers must not be particular, cried Fred, as he tumbled into his box.

I couldnt hold my eyes open five minutes longer to save my life, muttered Sam, as he rolled over into the other.

In a minute the three friends began to breathe heavily. Two minutes more and they were snoring, a trio in happy forgetfulness of all their toils.

Now, it must be told that this pleasant state of things did not last long. Fred Temple and Sam Sorrel were not the only occupants of these beds. Truth, however disagreeable, must be revealed. There were living creatures which not only slept in those beds, but which dwelt there when perfectly wide awake; and these creatures waged unceasing war with every human being that lay down beside them. In a very short time the sleepers found this out. Fred began to grow restless and to groan. So did Sam. In the course of an hour or so Fred uttered a fierce exclamation, and rose on his hands and knees. So did Sam. Then Fred and Sam began to fight  not with each other, but  with the common enemy.

The battle raged for more than an hour, during which the foe, although frequently routed, returned again and again to the charge. Their courage and determination were tremendous. It cannot be said that Fred and Sam were actually put to flight, but a regard for truth compels me to state that they continued fleaing the greater part of that morning, and it was not until the sun was high in the heavens  pouring down a flood of light into that wild glen  that they gained the victory, and lay down to repose on their laurels and straw  not to mention the bodies of the dead and dying!

They hoped now to be rewarded for their exertions with a few hours repose. Vain hope! Scarcely had they closed their eyes when the door opened, and an old woman, with nose and chin of the nutcracker type, entered the room. This was the grandmother of the family; she had come to look at the strangers.

Grants face, with the eyes shut and the mouth wide-open, was the first object that met her view. She bent over him and looked into his mouth, as if anxious to examine his teeth. Having looked him over, and felt the quality of his clothes with her shrivelled fingers, she turned to the beds and stared at the other strangers.

Fred had gone off into a sort of doze, so he bore the inspection well, but Sam was only pretending to sleep, and when he peeped up at the old face that looked down on his with kindly interest and curiosity, he found it difficult to check a smile.

Having looked at them well, and touched everything belonging to them, to see what it could be made of, the old woman moved quietly towards the door. She shut it with a bang, however, and roused them up with a start  excepting Grant, who slept through everything, and in spite of everything.

They were just dropping off again when the old woman returned. She had forgotten something, and was moving across the floor, when she accidentally knocked over a bench, which upset a heavy stool. The crash was followed by a scream of alarm, and once more the sleepers were awakened  always excepting Grant. Scarcely had this happened when a strange sound was heard outside. It gradually became louder and more alarming.

What can it be? cried Fred, leaping out of bed, and rushing to the door. As he threw it open, there was a roar like the sudden discharge of artillery, and at the same moment a huge mass of rock, many tons in weight, bounded close past the door, went crashing through a wooden shed as if it had been a sheet of paper, and, carrying shrubs and small trees along with it, finally found a resting-place at the bottom of the glen. The huge mass had fallen from the cliffs above, and fortunately swept through the hamlet without doing further damage. It was followed by a shower of smaller stones, some of which struck and shook the house, and produced a commotion that caused even Grant to wake up and run out in alarm.

The whole valley was covered with rocks of every shape and size, which had at various times fallen from the cliffs on either side; and one could not look at them without wondering that the little cluster of huts had not long ago been destroyed. There are many such scenes in Norway, and accidents do sometimes occur, but not so frequently as one might expect.

It is needless to say that our travellers did not again court sleep in that wild spot. Before another hour had passed they were over the mountains and far away on their journey to the far north.




Chapter Six.

Deceptive Appearances  Perpetual Day  Perplexities about Bed-Time  Confusion of Mind.

The scene is changed. We are on board the Snowflake and out once more among the thousands of islands off the coast far beyond the Arctic Circle now.

This is the region where the sun does not set night or day for several weeks in summer, and where he never rises night or day during several weeks in winter. But Fred Temple has not gained his point yet. He is behind time. Had he arrived at this latitude a week sooner, he would have seen the sun sweep an entire circle in the sky. But calms have delayed him, and now the sun just dips below the horizon at midnight. A good stiff, southerly breeze of a few hours would take him far enough north; but he cannot command the winds to blow, although Bob Bowie, the steward, evidently thinks he can make it blow by whistling! The sea is like a sheet of glass. Meanwhile, Fred and his friends are enjoying all the delight of daylight which is perpetual. Every thoughtful reader will at once perceive that where the sun only sets for a few minutes there can be no diminution of the light worth speaking of  nothing approaching even to twilight. The night before the arrival of the yacht at this place the sun set a little after midnight, and in twenty minutes afterwards it rose again to pursue its brilliant course through the northern sky.

It is scarcely possible for a Christian to look on such a scene without recalling those striking passages in Gods Word, which, in describing heaven, tell us that there shall be no night there, and speaks of a sea of glass like unto crystal, before the throne of God. Well may the heart of man in such a scene exclaim with the Psalmist, O Lord, how manifold are Thy works! In wisdom hast Thou made them all: the earth is full of Thy riches.

The islands in this particular place were positively uncountable. They lay scattered over the calm sea in hundreds. Some were no bigger than a boat  others were towering jagged mountains of more than four thousand feet high. Most of them were barren, and over the smaller islets, as well as round the cliffs of the larger ones, myriads of gulls and other sea-birds flew with clamorous cries. But for this, the scene would have been one of deep solitude as well as intense calmness. The sea-birds, however, filled the air with life, ay, and with melody, for the plaintive cry of wild-fowl when mellowed by distance is inexpressibly sweet and agreeable.

One thing that puzzled our voyagers very much was the deceptive appearance of land, so that they found it extremely difficult to judge correctly of distance. On one occasion, when sailing towards one of the large islands, Fred went up to Bob Bowie, who was leaning over the side watching the ripples caused by the Snowflake, and meditating, as he himself said, on things in ginral, and nothin in particular. It may be remarked in passing that this was not an uncommon state of mind with Bob Bowie.

Well, Bob, said Temple, were going along nicely with this breeze. I expect we shall pass that island before many hours go by.

How far dye think its off, sir? inquired the steward.

About three miles, said Fred.

Three miles, sir, wy, its not more than one mile  if its that.

What say you, Captain? asked Fred.

Ye better try, suggested McNab, with a quiet grin.

So I will, ho! stand by to heave the log there. Now, Captain, steer straight as the crow flies for the island.

The yachts course was altered, the log was hove, and, observing the moment of starting, they awaited the result. Bob thought it was a smallish island with little bushes on it. The time they took in drawing near to it first led him to doubt the correctness of his own opinion. But when the bushes began to turn into trees, and the cliffs to tower into the sky above his head, and throw a dark shadow over the vessel, he was obliged to give in. The distance which he had imagined was not more than one mile turned out to be five.

On another occasion a similar case of the deceptive appearance of distance occurred. They were sailing up a certain fiord, which most of the people on board supposed was only about a mile broad. One of the sailors, Bill by name, insisted that it could not be more than three-quarters of a mile; and thereupon an animated discussion, amounting almost to a dispute, began. But Bill was not to be put down. He was an old salt. He wasnt to be taken in by these molehills, not he! He had sailed round the world, according to his own account had been shipwrecked half a dozen times, and drowned once or twice, besides being murdered occasionally; so he thought himself a weighty authority, and entitled to great respect!

Well, to settle this point the yacht was sailed straight across the fiord, and the breadth, measured by the log, was found, as in the former case, to be about five miles.

The calms, although frequent in this latitude, did not last long. Light breezes sprang up now and then, and for several days carried our travellers to the north. But not fast enough, for the sun still kept ahead of them. During this period, they saw great variety of wonderful scenery, had several small adventures, and enjoyed themselves extremely.

Fred Temple usually began each calm day by jumping out of bed, rushing upon deck and going over the side, head-foremost into the water. He was generally followed by Sam Sorrel; but Sam was inclined to be lazy, and did not always follow his friends lead. Grant never followed it. He was inveterately lazy in the morning, although at all other times he was as active as a mountain goat.

Our Highlander was particularly successful about this time with his gun. The number of birds that he shot and stuffed was enormous. Whenever a calm prevailed, he took the light little Norse boat that had been purchased at Bergen, and went off to the nearest island with his gun. On these occasions he was usually accompanied by Sam, whose love for sketching was quite equal to that of his companion for bird-shooting and stuffing. Fred, of course went to keep them company, and was wont to carry with him a rod, as well as a gun, for he was passionately fond of fishing. On these occasions, too, they took Hans Ericsson with them, to assist in rowing, and to pilot them when they felt inclined to leave the yacht out of sight behind.

One day they were out on an excursion of this kind, and had rowed towards the mainland, and up a fiord. Fred and Sam were reclining in the stern of the boat; the former smoking a meerschaum pipe, the latter making a drawing of a range of hills which were so rugged that the tops appeared like the teeth of a saw. Grant and Hans were rowing.

Do you know what oclock it was when we left the yacht? inquired Fred.

What oclock? echoed Sam; no; well, let me see. We went to bed last night at five oclock this morning.

You mean that we turned in for our nights rest at five this morning, I suppose, said Temple.

My dear Fred, retorted Sam, never mind what I mean; only attend to what I say. Dont be too particular. Its a bad habit being too particular. I once had a friend who was too particular in his attentions to a young lady, and the result was that he was obliged to marry her.

Then, Sam, returned Temple, I should say that the habit of being too particular is a good one, if it leads to such a good thing as marriage. But to return to the point, what time of day or night do you think it is now?

Have not the least idea, said Sam; I think its some time or other in the evening, but this perpetual daylight confuses me. You know that when you and Grant were away last week after the gulls, I went to bed on Thursday forenoon at ten oclock by mistake, thinking it was ten at night. How I ever came to do it I cant tell, but I suppose that I had sat so long stuffing that great eagle for Grant that my brains had got obfuscated. It was cloudy, too (not unlike what it is just now), so that I could not see the sun. Whatever was the cause, there is no doubt of the fact that I lost a day somehow, and my ideas have got such a twist that I fear they will never recover it.

A most unfortunate state of things, truly, said Fred, laughing. Perhaps youll recover when we return to low latitudes. If not, there are plenty lunatic asylums. But we must not spend more than a few hours longer on this excursion, for Ive a notion that we are somewhere about Saturday just now, and you know its against our rules to run the risk of shooting or fishing into Sunday.

Very true, replied Sam, as he continued his sketch. I say, Grant, do you happen to have your watch with you?

Not I, cried Grant from the bow of the boat. Since day and night took to being the same I let it run down. I have no regard for time now.

Dye know what day it is?

No.

Humph, its lucky that we can depend upon the Captain for keeping us right in regard to Sunday. Well, lets go ashore and try the mouth of yonder stream. Ill warrant me there are sea-trout there, perhaps salmon, and the ground hereabouts seems a likely place for grouse and ptarmigan. Pull hard, Hans, thou son of Eric, and shove the boat into yonder creek.

Hans Ericsson bent his strong back, and a bright smile crossed his sunburnt face as the head of the boat flew round.

Hallo, Hans! steady, my lad! cried Grant, giving his oar a pull that sent the head of the boat spinning round in the opposite direction. Then the sturdy Norseman and the stalwart Scot gave a pull together with all their might, and sent the boat like an arrow into the creek, where, in a few seconds, her keel grated on the shore.

For several hours after that the three friends were busy with their favourite pursuits. Grant soon bagged several brace of grouse. Fred caught a basket of splendid sea-trout, some of which were over three pounds weight, and a small salmon of about ten pounds; while Sam Sorrel sat down on a rock and painted an elaborate picture of the scenery. Of course their different occupations separated them from each other, but Hans kept close to Freds elbow  for he had not only conceived a strong friendship for the young Englishman, but he was immensely delighted with fly-fishing, which he had never before witnessed. The astonishment of Hans was great when he beheld heavy trout landed by means of a slender rod and an almost invisible line. But when Fred hooked the salmon the excitement of the Norseman knew no bounds. After nearly half an hours playing of the fish, Fred drew it close to the bank, and told Hans to strike the gaff-hook into it, and lift it out of the water. Hans in his excitement missed his aim, and the terrified fish darted away. But Fred was prepared for this, and let out line. Soon he brought his fish once more to the side, exhausted and rolling over. Hans made a second attempt and was successful in landing the silvery salmon on the bank.

When they returned to the schooner after that excursion, Captain McNab was leaning over the side with a grim smile on his wooden countenance. Bob Bowie was beside him with a beaming smile on his jolly red face.

Good-day, Captain, cried Fred, as the boat drew near. Well, Bowie, were desperately hungry, I hope youve got supper ready for us.

Ive got breakfast, sir, replied the steward.

Eh? ah! well, call it what you like, only let us have it soon. (They clambered up the side.) Why, Captain, what day is it, and what time of day?

Its Friday mornin, sir, and eight oclock.

Fred opened his eyes in astonishment.

Why, then, comrades, it seems that we have been shooting, sketching, and fishing all night by daylight, and the sun has set and risen again without our being aware of the fact! So much for perpetual day and a cloudy sky. Come, Bob Bowie, look alive with break  , ah! supper, I mean, for whatever it may be to you, it is supper to us. Meanwhile, Ill have a bathe to refresh me.

So our hardy adventurers bathed that morning, over the side, then they supped, after which they turned in and slept all day, and rose again at six oclock in the evening to breakfast!




Chapter Seven.

A Sunday on Shore.

Only once during their voyage along the rugged coast of Norway did our three friends go to church! It must not be supposed, however, that therefore they were heathens. Far from it. Fred and his companions were truly Christian men. That is to say, they not only called themselves Christians, but they made it their earnest aim to walk after the example of Christ, and to exhibit their Christianity by their deeds. But only once during their trip had they the opportunity of visiting a church on a Sunday forenoon when service was going on.

It happened to be on a bright calm Sunday. There was just enough of wind to urge the Snowflake through the water at the rate of two miles an hour. Freds usual custom was to get to a secure anchorage on Saturdays, so as to be able to spend the Sabbath as a day of rest. But this was not always practicable, because the water was so deep close inshore that no bottom could be found in many places, and often they were obliged to continue their voyage on Sunday. This, however, was a matter of small importance, because the working of the yacht required so little attention  especially in fine weather  that it did not interfere with the services or the rest of the day. Fred made a point of assembling the crew and reading the Church of England service every Sunday forenoon, and a chapter or two from the Bible in the evening.

On the present occasion they were all assembled on the quarterdeck joining in the morning service. The breeze was steady, and the steersman was the only man on duty, but he was not thereby prevented from attending to what was being read. The vessel was gliding along close under a precipice which towered high above the mast, and, at a short distance ahead, extended out in a bold promontory or headland. Elsewhere mountainous islands hemmed them in.

When they reached the promontory Fred was reading that beautiful Psalm, the 95th,  which appeared somewhat appropriate to the occasion.

O come, let us sing unto the Lord: let us heartily rejoice in the strength of our salvation.

Let us come before His presence with thanksgiving, and shew ourselves glad in Him with psalms.

For the Lord is a great God, and a great King above all gods.

In His hand are all the corners of the earth: and the strength of the hills is His also.

The sea is His, and He made it: and His hands prepared the dry land.

O come, let us worship and fall down: and kneel before the Lord our Maker.

Fred happened to look up at the last words, and an exclamation of wonder broke from him as he pointed towards the shore. The schooner had just doubled the towering promontory, and a new scene had been suddenly opened up to view.

Just beyond the promontory the coast-line took an abrupt bend to the right, at the end of which was a sequestered little bay, with a beach of yellow sand, and a cluster of grassy mounds behind, of the brightest emerald green. The bay and the green mounds and the strip of yellow sand were all exceedingly small, and were surrounded by a mass of rugged rocks of a cold, whitish-grey colour. Beyond these were the great purple mountains of the mainland. Ahead and in front towered the islands of the coast. The whole of the surrounding scenery was wild, rugged, and barren. This one little spot alone was soft and lovely; it shone out like a bright jewel from its dark setting. All round the bay were clustering cottages, with white walls and red roofs,  some on the sides of the mounds, others perched on rocks that projected out into the sea. On the highest of these mounds stood a church, and in the bay floated a large Norwegian vessel and numerous small boats.

The promontory round which the Snowflake had just passed completely sheltered this bay, so that the water was like a sheet of glass, in which everything  boats, rocks, mounds, cottages, and church  was clearly reflected.

The church-bell was ringing. It was a small bell, and its sweet sound came floating softly over the sea to the ears of our voyagers like an old familiar hymn. The interest of this scene was further enhanced by the assembling of the people to church. Boats were seen pushing off from every island, issuing from every creek, rowing over the calm water, and all converging towards the little bay with the yellow strand. Each boat was crowded with men, women, and children; and as the men wore red caps, and the women white kerchiefs on their heads, their appearance was quite brilliant. In other respects, their clothes being all homespun and of one dark colour, their aspect was sombre enough. So numerous were the boats, and so suddenly did they make their appearance, that it seemed as if the land were being invaded by a foreign host.

All this was taken in at a glance by the yacht party as they doubled the promontory, and glided slowly into the bay.

This is our anchorage, said the Captain.

Very well, let go the anchor, and we will finish the service after it is down, said Temple, rising and taking up the telescope to examine the groups of people on shore.

As each boat discharged its load on the little stone pier, the males and females separated into two distinct bands and walked slowly and sedately towards the church, at the door of which the whole congregation assembled, still keeping in two separate bands, to await the arrival of the clergyman.

In a few minutes the rattle of the chain announced that the anchor was down. The sails were dewed up, and service was continued.

Now, said Fred, when he had concluded, lower the boat, Captain  I will go to church. Will any one of you join me?

Whats the use of my going? said Sam Sorrel; I wont understand a word.

Youre not sure of that, said Grant. Besides it is so long since weve been to church, that I feel as if I should enjoy it whether I understand it or not.

If it dont do you no good, sir, it cant do you no harm, urged Bob Bowie, who was evidently anxious to get ashore.

Come along, cried Fred, jumping into the boat, and taking his seat in the stern-sheets.

He was quickly followed by his companions and by honest Bob, whose delight in a ramble on shore was only equalled by his love for a voyage on the sea!

Aint it an xtroarnary church, sir? said Bob, sidling up to Temple and touching his hat, as they ascended the green mound on which the building stood.

It is, Bob, most remarkable, replied Fred.

To say truth, there could not be two opinions on this point. The church was of very peculiar and curious form. It was more like a number of dove-cots placed together than anything else; those dove-cots, I mean, which have sloping roofs, and are frequently seen nailed against the sides of houses in country places. Take four such dove-cots and place them back to back so as to form a sort of square; on the top of these place three more dove-cots, also back to back; above these set up two more dove-cots, and one on the top of all, with a short steeple above it, and a spire with an enormous weathercock on the top of that, and the building will not be a bad model of a Norwegian church, especially if you paint the sides white, and the gabled roofs blackish-red.

Inside, this church was found to be exceedingly plain, but very clean. The pews and galleries and walls were of unpainted fir, and the ceiling was whitewashed. The entire building was utterly devoid of ornament, except round the altar, above which there was a large crucifix and a few candles, and other things somewhat resembling those used in Roman Catholic worship.

The service had begun some time before the arrival of our friends. It was a Lutheran church, and the ceremonial resembled that of the English Church in some respects, that of the Roman Catholic in others.

The entrance of so many strangers of course created some sensation, even although they entered as quietly as possible and sat down on the first seats they found vacant. The people seemed to have native politeness in them. They could not, indeed, resist the temptation to look round, but they did it modestly, and only indulged in glances, as if they felt that it was rude to stare at strangers.

Unfortunately Bob Bowie had not been warned that it is the custom in Norway for the men to sit together on one side of the church and the women on the other side, and, being rather a stupid man in some matters, he did not observe that the door by which he entered led to the womens pews. Being by nature a modest man, he cast down his eyes on entering, and did not again raise them until he found himself seated beside a Norwegian female in a black gown and a white head-dress, with a baby in her arms, which also wore a black gown and a white head-dress. Bob sat with a solemn look on his bluff visage, and wiped his bald forehead gently for some time ere he discovered that he was the only male being in the midst of a crowd of two hundred women and girls and female infants!

On making this discovery honest Bobs body became exceedingly warm and his face uncommonly red. He glanced round uneasily, blew his nose, rose suddenly, and, putting on his hat with the back to the front, went out of the church on tip-toe as quietly as possible, and was not again seen, until, an hour afterwards, he was discovered seated on the sunny side of a rock near the boat calmly smoking his pipe!

Bob was somewhat ashamed of this little adventure, and did not like to have it spoken of. As a matter of course his comrades did not spare him; but, being the steward of the ship, and having supreme command over the food, he so contrived to punish his messmates that they very soon gave up joking him about his going to church with the Norse girls!

It cannot be said that any of the three friends made much of the sermon that day. Fred understood only a sentence here and there, Grant understood only a word now and then, and Sam Sorrel understood nothing at all; but from the earnestness of the preacher, especially when the name of our Saviour was mentioned, they were inclined to believe that a good work was going on there.

In this opinion they were further strengthened when, on afterwards visiting the pastor, they found him to be a man of singularly kind and earnest disposition, with agreeable and unaffected manners. He wore a long loose robe of black material, and a thick white frill round his neck similar to that usually seen in the portraits of the great Reformer Martin Luther.

His family consisted of a wife and four children  a sturdy boy, and three flaxen-haired girls, all of whom vied with each other in paying attention to their visitors. Coffee was instantly produced, and cakes made by the fair fingers of the goodwife. The pastor could speak a little French, so that his visitors were able to converse with him, but the other members of the family could speak nothing but their native tongue. However, this did not prove a great stumbling-block, for, while Grant talked French with the pastor, Fred entertained his hostess in his best Norse, and Sam Sorrel, not to be behindhand, got the children round him, and made such wonderful use of ver so goot and his other pet phrases, that he succeeded in getting the boy on his knee, and in setting the girls off into giggles of laughter.

They spent that Sunday and the following Monday at this pleasant place, and were taken by the pastor all over his house and grounds and village, after which he conducted them to the summit of a mountain, whence they obtained one of the finest views they had yet seen in Norway.

Here, for the first time since leaving England, they regarded a fair wind with disfavour; they bade adieu to the pastor and his family with a little of that sad feeling which one experiences when parting, perhaps for ever, from dear friends.

But time and the sun would not wait. The anchor was tripped; the sails were spread; in half an hour the place had dwindled away to a bright green spot in the far distance; then they rounded the beetling crags of an island  and it vanished from their view.




Chapter Eight.

Visit to a Strange People  The Midnight Sun.

One day the Snowflake lay becalmed in one of those long narrow fiords by which the whole of the west coast of Norway is cut up, and some of which extend from seventy to a hundred miles inland.

There was no prospect of a breeze, so another boat excursion was talked of. Hearing this, Hans Ericsson informed his master that there was a small settlement of Laplanders about thirty miles or so inland, and that he would be very glad to guide him and his friends to it if they chose.

They jumped at the proposal at once, and in less than half an hour they were on their way to it. Bob Bowie also went on this expedition.

No carioles could be procured in that wild region, but at a poor fishing-village on the coast they got two of the country carts. These are small rough machines, with a seat on wooden springs. They can hold only two persons, and are light and serviceable, well suited to the rough roads. Fred and Sam led the way; Grant and the steward followed. Hans acted the part of shooscarle to the former, and the owner of the carts drove the latter.

The first start was up the side of a hill at least two thousand feet, and the road was so steep that it was all that the ponies could do to drag up the empty carts. Having gained the top of the first hill, they came upon a level plateau, resembling the bleak Scottish moorlands, which terminated in a range of wild snow-capped mountains. After resting the ponies a few minutes, they set off at a brisk trot, and were soon across the level ground. Ascending to another plateau, they crossed it, and finally reached the higher mountain-range of the interior. Here they crossed several patches of snow which the summer heat had not yet been able to melt away.

As soon as they were fairly amongst the mountains, the roads became horrible, and it was a matter of wonder that the springs of the carts were not broken. Toiling up hills, and dashing down on the other side,  crashing over fallen rocks, and shaving the edge of yawning gulfs and precipices,  thus they advanced till evening, through a country which was the picture of barrenness and desolation.

Rocks were the chief feature of the scenery. They had got to such a height above the level of the sea that there were no pines, only a few stunted birch-trees. There was little soil, but that little was well clothed with vegetation. Rocky mountains, rocky masses, and rocky glens everywhere; but as they went farther inland the scenery improved a little.

Soon they found that instead of travelling inland they had been only crossing one of these broad necks of high land which separate the fords of Norway from each other, and ere long they came in sight of the sea, with precipitous mountains dipping into it.

Here, on a green slope facing the fiord, were seen the conical tents of the strange people whom they had travelled so far to visit.

The inhabitants of Lapland are a distinct race from their southern neighbours the Norwegians, in size, intelligence, civilisation, and manner of life. They are as near as may be savages in appearance, and in some of their habits, insomuch that on first visiting them a stranger might be apt to set them down as real savages. Yet they are many degrees higher than the savage, such as the Red Indian of North America. The Lapp is as dirty as the Indian, and dwells in as poor a hut, and lives in as simple a style; but he is rich in property  his property being herds of reindeer, while the Indian depends entirely on the chase for wealth and subsistence. Then again, although the Lapp has nothing worthy of the name of a house, he is an educated man, to a small extent. He can read, and, above all, he possesses the Word of God in a language which he understands.

In bodily size, however, the Red Indian beats him; for as a race the Lapps are particularly small, though they are well proportioned and active.

They are seldom visited by strangers; and it is not improbable that when the two carts dashed into their village our friends were the first Englishmen they had ever seen.

It happened to rain heavily during the last part of the journey to the Lapp village. To the surprise and amusement of the travellers, Bob Bowie drew forth from his cart a huge red cotton umbrella which he had purchased at Bergen, and which, seeing the sky cloudy, he had brought with him in the hope that he might have occasion to use (that is, to display) it.

The rain, however, did not depress the spirits of the party a whit. Nothing in the shape of water could damp their enthusiasm.

If any one wants to see a poor, ragged, diminutive, wizened, yet jolly race of human beings,  a race of beings who wear hairy garments, sup reindeers milk with wooden spoons, and dwell in big bee-hives,  he has only got to go to Lapland and see the Lapps.

Quitting the carts at the outskirts of the village, the travellers advanced into the centre of it just as the natives were driving a herd of reindeer into an enclosure to be milked.

There could not have been fewer than three hundred reindeer-stags, does, and numerous fawns; and these, they afterwards learned, constituted the entire wealth of three families of Lapps.

As Fred and his friends strode into the enclosure, and came upon these good people rather suddenly, their amazement was unspeakable at finding they had bagged a party of giants along with their deer. Even scraggy Sam Sorrel looked quite big compared with them.

After the first gaze and shout of surprise, they crowded round the strangers, and they all  men, women, and children  began to eye and paw them over, and to examine their costumes with deep interest. The diminutive size of the Lapps became very apparent as they were thus engaged. None of the men were much, if at all, above five feet, several were considerably under that height, and the women were short in proportion.

If the bosoms of these Lapps were small, their hearts must certainly have been very large, for they received their visitors with great warmth and delight. Altogether they were a jovial and hearty, though uncommonly ill-dressed race of mortals.

The men were clothed partly in deer-skin, partly in coarse cloth, and these garments were reduced by long service to a uniform dirty-brown colour. They showed signs of being slept in by night as well as worn by day.

There was a schoolmaster amongst them. Only fancy, a Lapp schoolmaster, four feet nine or ten inches high! Sam Sorrel took a sketch of this gentleman on the spot, with his wife and child. What the schoolmaster taught, or whom he taught, or when or where he taught, are questions to which Fred could obtain no answer. To look at him, one would have imagined that eating, sleeping, and herding reindeer were the only lessons that he was able to teach. Yet it was found on inquiry that some of them could read Norse; and Sam actually discovered an old man in one of the huts poring over a New Testament in that language. There seemed something strangely incongruous in all this. They were dirty and uncouth; they had no houses, no tables or chairs, no civilised habits of any kind; yet they could read, and they had a schoolmaster! A very dirty one, to be sure, and not very deeply learned, I dare say; still a dominie, without doubt. On the strength of their acquirements, Fred presented the tribe with a Norse New Testament.

Besides being four feet ten, the schoolmaster was comical and quizzical. He was evidently the wit of his tribe. His face was yellow and dirty; his nose was short and red, in addition to which it was turned up at the point; his eyes were small, and sloped downwards at the inner corners towards the nose, like those of the Chinese. His dirty leathern tunic was belted so low down, and his little legs were so short, that there was considerably more of him above the belt than below it. On his head he wore a cap, somewhat like that of a jockey in shape, and his lower limbs were encased in tight but ill-fitting leggings. Altogether, this man was the most disreputable-looking schoolmaster that was ever seen either at home or abroad.

While both parties were making acquaintance with each other, the rain fell more heavily.

Youd better put up your umbrella, Bob Bowie, said Fred.

Bob, who had forgotten the umbrella, in consequence of being so much taken up with the Lapps, at once put it up. Being extremely proud of this curiosity, he was glad of the opportunity to display it. A shout of surprise and delight greeted its appearance. It was clear that the Lapps had never seen one before. The schoolmaster at once seized it out of Bobs hand, and strutted about with it over his head, to the inexpressible joy of the children, who ran after him and crowded round him. Undoubtedly he must have been a kind schoolmaster. For some time the earnest attention of old and young was entirely given to this umbrella, while they tried to find out how many could get under it at once.

The costume of the women was as rude as that of the men. The schoolmasters wife wore a sort of cloth helmet, and a rough yellow cloth gown, which was not by any means too long. Her little girl wore a tight-fitting skull-cap, and another youngster had on a thing much too large for it  like a huge extinguisher, which seemed to be its fathers nightcap.

They were extremely ugly, all of them, but very happy-looking and good-natured.

Of course Fred had taken a few trinkets with him, such as beads, thimbles, scissors, sugar-plums, knives, etcetera; and as every one in the village received something, the whole place resounded with exclamations of joy.

Despite the rain, Sam Sorrel pulled out his sketch-book and began to take portraits. Here was another source of wonder to the Lapps. For some time they knew not what to make of it, but crowded round Sam with looks of inquisitive surprise, and, getting on tip-toe, peeped at his book. When one or two lines had been drawn, exclamations of interest were uttered by one and other; and when in a few minutes, the small youth with his fathers extinguisher on his head became clearly defined on the paper, there was a regular burst of laughter.

Sam instantly received a far greater number of orders than he could execute. The stout little woman in the cloth helmet placed herself in an attitude which was no doubt meant to be irresistibly attractive. Several of the youngsters plucked the artist by the sleeve, and thrust forward their pert little faces, as if to say, Do me! or Heres a chance for you! and the schoolmaster, promptly clearing a space in front of Sam, placed himself in an attitude, and by his commanding look ordered him to begin at once. He did begin, on the spot and finished the portrait in five minutes  rather a long sitting, considering the state of the weather, and the impatience of the schoolmaster to see himself on canvas!

While this was going on in one quarter, Bob Bowie had attracted round him a circle of warm admirers, whose souls he captivated by showing and explaining to them the interior of his watch. As the lecture was delivered in English, it is not to be supposed that the audience profited much by means of their ears, but their eyes did double duty that day; at least one might reasonably suppose so, from the immense size to which they were constantly expanded!

They evidently did not know whether to regard the watch as a mechanical contrivance or a living creature. In the study of this mysterious thing they were somewhat distracted by the presence of their first love the umbrella, which the lecturer had erected over his head in order to shield his timepiece from the rain. Fred and Grant went about everywhere, looking at everything, and talking, as they best could, to everybody.

Meanwhile the three hundred deer, in the midst of which they had been standing all this time, kept moving about the enclosure, emitting a peculiar grunting sound, and making a strange clicking noise with their ankle-joints. This is a well-known peculiarity of the reindeer. Every time they lift or set down their feet, the ankle-joints crack as do the knuckles of a man when he pulls his fingers. As these deer were constantly getting up and lying down, the twittering rattle of their ankle-joints was unceasing.

Presently the schoolmasters wife took a small wooden cup, milked one of the does, and handed the proceeds to Fred. He was surprised to find the milk as thick and as pleasant to the taste as the richest cream; and he was still more surprised to be told that all that could be got from a doe at any one time was about half a tea-cupful.

The deer varied in colour from dark brown to almost white. The stags stood about three feet eight inches high at the shoulder, and the antlers were about three feet long, following the curve.

Quitting the enclosure, the party next visited several of the huts,  which were made of moss, turf, sticks, etcetera, put together in such a confused way, that it was difficult to make out how they had been formed. A hole in the side was the only door to each hut, and a hole in the top was the window and chimney. In one of these they found an extremely old woman seated on a pile of dirty deerskins. Sam Sorrel said he was convinced she was the schoolmasters great-grandmother. She looked like a living mummy, so small and wrinkled and brown and dried up was the poor old body. Yet she was lively enough to show signs of pleasure when Fred patted her back gently and presented her with a pair of scissors and a pair of worsted gloves.

It was a late hour before the curiosity of our friends was satisfied; the sun was dipping low on the horizon when at last they bade adieu to the Lapps, and harnessing their ponies, set out on the return journey. The way was long, and their eyes were heavy. They tried by means of conversation and song to keep themselves awake, but were unsuccessful. Despite their utmost efforts their heads would nod, and brief little dreams kept perpetually reminding them of Laplanders, dirty little schoolmasters, and reindeer.

Now, while Fred was nodding in his cart, and trying to keep awake that night, he little thought that he was so nearly attaining the great object for which he had come to Norway. Yet so it was. They came, in course of time, to the summit of a ridge from which could be had a splendid view of the fiord, and the sea with its thousands of islands beyond, and the Snowflake floating like a white speck on the blue water far below. Here Hans pulled up and touched Fred on the shoulder.

Well, Hans, anything wrong? said Fred starting and looking round.

Sun not set here, replied Hans with a grin.

What! cried Fred, jumping out of the cart, rubbing his eyes, and staring at the great luminary which was dipping close to the sea. Impossible! we are not yet far enough north. You must be mistaken, Hans.

To this Hans replied that he was not mistaken. That he had been on that same spot at the same time of the year long ago, and had noticed that the sun had not descended below the horizon. Pointing to the sharp top of a hill that rose some six or eight hundred feet close beside them, he said that from that point the sun would be seen complete, while from the place where they then stood the lower part of it would be hid below the horizon.

Hallo! Grant Sam, dye hear that? shouted Fred with enthusiasm. Weve no time to lose, quick, follow!

Away Fred Temple went up the mountain-side like a deer, followed by Sam and Grant, who having been more than half-asleep when aroused by their comrades shout, scarce knew what they were about. Even Bob Bowies spirit was stirred, and he went stumbling after his friends rubbing his eyes and yawning as he went.

The highest peak was soon reached. Here they sat down to watch. The sun was close upon the horizon now, and Freds heart beat fast with anxiety lest it should descend below it.

Theres but a narrow line of sky between the sea and the lower edge of the sun now, said Fred. It looks no more than an inch broad, and it is narrowing, I think.

No, it is growing broader, said Grant.

No, narrower, whispered Sam.

Broader it is! said Fred eagerly.

For a few seconds they remained uncertain and silent, gazing earnestly at the sun. At last there could be no doubt of it. The line of sky was evidently broader: the sun had begun to rise without having set.

Huzzah, shouted Fred Temple, springing up, tossing his cap into the air, and cheering as enthusiastically as if he had just discovered a new gold-field! Infected with the same spirit, the others joined him, and then they expended their energies in building a cairn of stones on the hill-top to commemorate the event!

Hans, thou son of Eric, said Fred, grasping the hand of his pilot and guide when this was finished. I like thee, man; thou hast done me good service this day. But for you I should have missed this chance, so I consider myself thy debtor, lad; mark me well, I will discharge this debt when we return to the south. So now, let us be gone.

How Fred discharged this debt remains to be seen. Meanwhile the party descended the hill, and returned once more to their floating home.




Chapter Nine.

Miscellaneous Adventures  The Value of Language  Salmon-Fishing.

The main object of the voyage having now been gained, Fred Temple did not care to push northward with the earnest haste that he had hitherto exhibited. He did, indeed, avail himself of a fine southerly breeze which sprang up, and succeeded in reaching latitude 67 and a half degrees, where he saw the sun all night from the deck of his little yacht; but he devoted himself henceforth to enjoying the country fully.

He no longer sailed against baffling winds, but went quite contentedly in any direction in which the wind chose to blow him. The consequence was that he visited many curious out-of-the-way places, and saw many strange sights; besides having a considerable number of peculiar adventures. The week following that in which he first saw the sun all night was particularly full of small adventures. Let me briefly relate a few.

One day, having left the schooner becalmed close to the mainland, they took the boat and rowed towards the land. While they were pulling along-shore under a tremendous cliff that rose out of the sea like a wall, they heard voices on the top of the cliff. The top was lined with bushes, so that they could see no one, but the sounds led them to suppose that some persons were disputing there. Presently a crash was heard, and, looking up, they beheld a dark object in the air. They had just time to observe that this object was a pony and cariole, which had evidently fallen from the top of the cliff, when they were drenched with spray, and a mass of foam indicated the spot not three yards off, where the whole affair had disappeared beneath the waves! In a few seconds the pony came kicking to the surface. It had broken loose from the cariole, and, strange to say, reached the shore unhurt and in safety.

Another day they saw a whale. It may not, perhaps, have occurred to many people that, although a whale is a very well-known fish, and his picture extremely familiar to us, the sight of a live whale about six or eight yards under ones feet is an uncommonly startling and impressive vision. Such a sight our voyagers saw while sailing up the Skars Fiord.

It was a calm day, and a pleasant day withal; and I think it right to state that, although they did at times grumble at prolonged calms, their grumbling was more than half feigned; while their gratitude for good weather, bright days, not to mention nights, and pleasant scenes, was sincere. But, to return to the point, it was a calm day, and they were doing nothing  that is, nothing worthy of mention. The waters of the fiord were deep and blue and clear, so that, looking over the side of the yacht, they could see very far down in reality  countless fathoms in imagination  into the mysterious abyss.

Presently some one cried, Hullo! look there!

Hullo! look where? inquired all the rest.

There, close astern, its a  a

Whale! shouted the whole ships company.

That it really was a whale, and a big one too, became very apparent three minutes later, for it thrust a great blunt nose, like the end of a large boat, out of the water, and gave a prolonged puff. A few minutes later, and the nose appeared close off the starboard bow, then it came up not far from the larboard quarter; so they were convinced that the creature was taking a survey of the yacht. Perhaps it took it for another whale, and felt inclined to be social. After one or two circuits it drew nearer, and at last the huge fish could be seen as if in the depths of a bad looking-glass, swimming round and round the yacht, ever and anon coming to the surface, and showing the whole length and depth of its bulky body.

They were considerably excited, as may be supposed, at such an unexpected visit, and the near approach of such a visitant. As they gazed at him with eager eyes, he suddenly turned his head straight towards the side of the vessel, and, sinking down sufficiently to clear the keel, dived right under it, and came up on the other side.

So clear was the water, and so near was the fish to the surface, that they saw its great fins driving it along, and observed its comparatively little eyes looking inquisitively up at them. On clearing the yacht he came to the surface not more that thirty yards from the side. In fact he had shaved it as near as possible without actually touching. Familiarity breeds contempt, saith the proverb. The longer this whale played round them, the more did he exhibit a growing tendency to play with them, and as there was no saying what fancies he might take into his great head, Fred resolved to give him a shot.

Accordingly, the rifle  a double-barrel  was brought up, and, watching his opportunity, Fred put two leaden balls into the back of his head. The insulted monster wisely took the hint, gave a final flourish of his tail, and disappeared for ever!

On another occasion they landed at the head of a remote fiord, where the natives seldom had the chance of seeing strangers, and were, therefore, overjoyed to receive them. Here Sam Sorrel had a small adventure. His companions had left him to sketch. While thus engaged, a fat, hearty, good-natured fellow found him and insisted on him paying a visit to his cottage. The houses of the people in Norway, generally, are built of wood, and are roofed with red tiles. Floors, walls, ceilings, tables, chairs, beds, etcetera, all are of wood, and usually unpainted. All have iron stoves for winter use; no carpets cover the floors, and no ornaments grace the walls, save one or two prints, and a number of large tobacco-pipes, for the Norsemen are great smokers and chewers of tobacco.

The language here perplexed our artist not a little. Being a lazy student, he had left Fred to do all the talking, but now he found himself for the first time alone with a Norwegian! fairly left to his own resources. Well, he accompanied his fat friend, and began by stringing together all the Norse he knew (which wasnt much), and endeavoured to look as if he knew a great deal more; but his speech quickly degenerated into sounds which were quite unintelligible either to his new friend or himself; at last he terminated in a mixture of bad Norse and broad Scotch! Having dwelt many years in Scotland, Sam found his knowledge of Lowland Scotch to be of use, for there is great similarity between it and the Norwegian tongue.

For instance, they call a cow a ko or a coo. Bring me meen skoe (I spell as pronounced) is, Bring me my shoes. Gae til land is, Go ashore. Tak place is, Take place, or sit down. If you talk of bathing, they will advise you to dook oonder; and should a mother present her baby to you she will call it her smook barn, her pretty bairn or child, smook being the Norse word for pretty. And it is a curious fact, worthy of particular note, that all the mothers in Norway think their bairns smook, very smook! and they never hesitate to tell you so; why, I cannot imagine, unless it be that if you were not told, you would not be likely to find it out for yourself.

Well, Sam and his fat friend soon became very amicable on this system. The Norseman told him no end of stories, of which he did not comprehend a sentence, but, nevertheless, looked as if he did; smiled, nodded his head, and said Ya, ya, (yes, yes), to which the other replied Ya, ya, waving his arms, slapping his breast, and rolling his eyes as he bustled along towards his dwelling.

The house was perched on a rock, close to the waters edge. It was very small, quite like a bandbox with windows in it. Here the man found another subject to rave about and dance round, in the shape of his own baby, a soft, smooth copy of himself, which lay sleeping like a cupid in its cradle. The man was evidently very fond  perhaps even proud  of this infant. He went quite into ecstasies about it; now gazing into its chubby face with looks of pensive admiration; anon starting and looking at Sam with eager glance, as if to say, Did you ever, in all your life, see such a magnificent cherub? His enthusiasm was quite catching. Sam afterwards confessed that he actually began to feel quite a fatherly interest in the cherub.

Oh! cried the father in rapture, dat er smook barn (thats a pretty baby).

Ya, ya, said Sam, smook barn, though it must be confessed that if he had called it a smoked bairn he would have been nearer the mark, for it was as brown as a red herring.

In proof of his admiration of this baby our artist made a sketch of it on the spot, and presented it to the delighted father, after which he was introduced to the Norsemans wife, and treated to a cup of coffee. When Sam returned from this visit, he told his companions that he was quite amazed at having got on so well with the language, and was warm in praise of his host, who, he said, laughed more heartily than any man he had ever met with. It is just possible that the Norseman may have had more occasion afforded him for laughter than usual, for Sam had waxed very talkative, and had been particularly profuse in the use and abuse of his pet phrase, ver so goot.

Soon after this the yachts head was turned into the Nord Fiord, at the head of which dwelt the father and mother of Hans Ericsson. Here Hans, to his unutterable delight, found the fair Raneilda on a visit to her mother; for Raneilda was a native of that remote valley, and had gone to Bergen only a year before this time.

Here, too, Sam Sorrel found splendid scenery to paint, and Grant obtained numerous specimens of birds for his museum.

This reminds me, by the way, that our naturalist, who was amiable and eccentric, on one occasion nearly drove his comrades out of the yacht. One day he shot a young unfledged gull or puffin, or some such creature, whose brief existence had only conducted it the length of a down coat, a little round body, and a pair of tremendously long legs. Well, this object was laid carefully past (sic) in a spare berth of the yacht, in which they used to stow away all manner of useless articles  chairs and stools that had broken their legs, etcetera  and which went by the name of the infirmary in consequence. About a week after, there was a most unaccountable smell in the infirmary. Several stuffed birds hanging there were suspected and smelt, but were found to be quite fresh. One or two of them were put out to air, but still the smell grew worse and worse, until the most obtuse nose did not dare to go near the infirmary. At last they became desperate. A general and thorough investigation was instituted, and there, in a dark corner, under a hair mattress, and flat as a pancake, lay the poor puffin, alive!  but not with the life wherewith it had lived before it was shot  and emitting an odour that is indescribable, a description of which, therefore, would be quite unprofitable. The puffin was pitched overboard, and it was half insinuated that they ought to pitch the naturalist overboard along with it!

At the head of this fiord, also, Fred Temple, to his inexpressible joy, found a mighty river in which were hundreds of salmon that had never yet been tempted by the angler with gaudy fly, though they had been sometimes wooed by the natives with a bunch of worms on a clumsy cod-hook. Thus both Fred and Hans found themselves in an earthly paradise. The number of splendid salmon that were caught here in a couple of weeks was wonderful; not to mention the risks run, and the adventures. Space will only permit of one or two examples being given.

On the day of their arrival, Fred seized his rod, and taking Hans to gaff the fish and show him the river, sallied forth, accompanied by about a score of natives, chiefly men and boys, who were eager to see the new style of fishing. They soon came to a fine-looking part of the stream, and Fred put together his rod. He was much amused at the looks of the men when they saw the thin supple point of the rod. They shook their heads gravely, and said, He cannot hold a big fish with that. They were right so far, but they did not understand the use of the reel and the running line. Presently Fred cast, and almost immediately a large salmon took his fly, the rod bent like a hoop, and the reel whizzed furiously as the line ran out.

Sam Sorrel, who was there at the time, afterwards said that he was divided between interest in the movements of the fish, and amusement at the open mouths and staring eyes of the natives.

This fish was a very active one; it dashed up, down, and across the river several times, running out nearly the whole of the line more than once, and compelling Fred to take to the water as deep as his waist. At last, after a fight of half an hour, it was brought close to the bank, and Hans put the gaff-hook cleverly into its side, and hauled it ashore, amid the shouts of the astonished people, for the salmon weighed eighteen pounds.

After a time the natives began to understand the principles of fly-fishing with a rod, and regarded Fred Temple with deep respect. On all his fishing excursions in that fiord, he was attended by a band of eager admirers, to whom he gave most of the fish; for he caught so many of all sizes that his friends and his crew were not able to eat the quarter of them. The catching of his largest salmon was a stirring incident.

It happened on the evening of a very bright day. He had been unfortunate. The sun being too bright, the fish would not rise. This annoyed him much, because on that particular day he had been accompanied by the Captain and Bob Bowie, as well as his two companions, all of whom were anxious to see him catch fish, and learn a lesson in the art. Fred was up to his middle in a rough part of the river. It was all he could do to retain his foothold, the water was so strong.

It wont do, said he, the sun is too bright.

His friends on shore looked grave and disappointed.

I sees a cloud a-comin, said Bob Bowie glancing upwards.

Hallo! hey! shouted Grant, who observed that at that moment Freds legs had been swept from under him, and he was gone!

Before any one could speak or act, Fred reappeared a little farther down the river, holding tight to the rod, and staggering into shallower water.

None the worse of it, cried Fred, bursting into a laugh.

Just as he said this, and while he was paying no attention to his rod, a salmon rose and seized the fly. In an instant Fred and his comrades utterly forgot all about the ducking, and were filled with the excitement of the sport.

Freds rod bent like a willow wand. His eyes seemed to flash, and his lips were tightly pressed together, for he felt that he had on a very large fish. Suddenly it darted up stream, and did what the large fish seldom do  leaped quite out of the water.

A whale! stand by! roared Bob Bowie.

There was a cry from the others, for at that moment the salmon set off down stream,  a most dangerous proceeding at all times. Fred made for the bank, and let out line as fast as possible. When he gained the bank he ran down the stream, leaping over bushes and stones like a wild goat. The places he went over in that run were terribly rugged. It seemed a miracle that he escaped without broken bones. Presently he came to a steep rock that projected into the water. There was no getting round it, so in he dashed. It took him only up to the knees. This passed, he came to another place of the same sort. Here he put a strain on the fish, and tried to stop it. But it was not to be stopped. It had clearly made up its mind to go right down to the sea. Fred looked at the pool, hesitated one moment, and then leaped in. It took him up to the neck, and he was carried down by the current fifty yards or so, when his feet caught bottom again, and he managed to raise his rod, fully expecting to find that the salmon had broken off. But it was still on, and lively. Meanwhile, his comrades on the bank were keeping pace with him, shouting and yelling with excitement as they ran.

The rapid, mind the rapid! roared Grant.

Fred saw a foaming rapid before him. He became anxious. It was dangerous to venture down this. If he should touch a rock on the way down, the chances were that he would get a limb broken. The banks here were so thickly covered with bushes that it was impossible to pass. The fish still held on its headlong course. What shall I do? thought Fred. If I stop he will break all to pieces, and I shall lose him. Lose him! no, never!

Dont venture in, Fred, shrieked Sam Sorrel.

But the advice came too late. Fred was already in the foaming current. In a moment he was swept down into the comparatively still water below the rapid. His friends lost sight of him, for they had to run round through the bushes. When they got to the foot of the rapid, they found Fred on the bank, panting violently, and holding tight to the rod, for the salmon had stopped there, and was now sulking at the bottom of a deep hole. For a full hour did the fisher labour to pull him out of that hole in vain; for in this kind of fishing nothing can be done by main force. The great beauty of the art consists in getting the salmon to move, and in humouring his movements, so that you tire him out, and get him gradually close to your side.

At last the fish came out of the deep pool. Then there was another short struggle of quarter of an hour, and the fishers perseverance and skill were rewarded. The salmon at last turned up its silvery side. Fred drew it slowly to the bank (in breathless anxiety, for many a fish is lost at this point). Hans struck the gaff in neatly, and with a huge effort flung it floundering on the bank, amid the hearty cheers of all present.

This salmon weighed 34 pounds, and was about four feet long! It was a magnificent fish, and it may well be believed that Fred Temple did not grudge the two hours battle, and the risk that he had run in the catching of it.




Chapter Ten.

Conclusion.

Sam Sorrel, said Fred Temple one day to his friend while they were seated at breakfast in the house of a farmer of the Nord Fiord, we have been here more than a fortnight now; we have enjoyed ourselves much, have had good sport of various kinds, and have laid in a stock of health and wisdom, it is to be hoped, that will last us for some time to come.

That sounds very much like the beginning of a formal speech, said Grant.

Hold your tongue, Grant, retorted Temple, I have not yet done. As I have said, we have been successful in gaining the ends for which we came here. We have seen the sun rise without setting. Sam Sorrel has filled a large portfolio with beautiful sketches of, perhaps, the finest scenery in Europe. Grant has shot and stuffed I am afraid to say how many birds of all kinds, besides making a large collection of rare plants; and Fred Temple has caught about five hundred pounds weight of salmon  not to mention hundreds of trout

Good, said Sam, and very correctly stated. You are fit for the House of Commons, my friend.

Sam, be silent!  Now this being the case, it is time that we should think of returning to our native land. I will, therefore, make arrangements for setting sail in two or three days. But before leaving I will bring to a point a little plot which I have been hatching ever since I landed in Norway. I wont tell you what it is just yet, but I must have your help, Sam.

Command my services, sir, said Sam, with a wave of his hand. I am your servant, your Eastern slave, ready, if need be, to prostrate myself in the earth and rub my nose in the dust.

Good. I accept your offer, said Fred, and my first command is, that you take your brushes and paint me a Norwegian bride in the course of this forenoon!

Why, your orders cannot be obeyed, cried Sam in surprise. Where am I to find a bride on such short notice? You are more unreasonable than the most tyrannical of sultans.

Nevertheless, replied Fred calmly, I issue my commands, and in order to relieve your mind of anxiety, I will find a bride for you.

Where, then, is this bride, O wizard? asked Sam with a laugh.

Behold her! cried Fred, starting up and throwing open the door, from which could be seen the shore and the fiord with its background of noble hills.

Sam and Grant started up with sudden exclamations, and stared at the object which met their gaze in speechless wonder. And truly there was cause for astonishment; for there, on the shore, close to the waters edge, stood the fair Raneilda, clothed in the gorgeous costume of a Norwegian bride.

Assuredly you are a wizard, cried Grant, glancing at his friend.

Not so, replied Fred. I met sweet Raneilda last night at her fathers cottage, and begged of her to come here at a certain hour this morning in the costume of a bride, in order that my friend the artist might paint her. She hesitated and blushed a good deal at first, but at length she agreed, and, as you see, is punctual in keeping her appointment.

Fred now went down to Raneilda, and brought her up to the house; Sam Sorrel at once placed her in a good position, seized his brushes, and began the portrait.

He was delighted with the dress, for it glittered with gold and silver ornaments. The crown was of pure silver covered with gold. The breastplate was red cloth ornamented with silver-gilt brooches, beads of various colours, silver chains, and small, round looking-glasses. There was also a belt ornamented with gold and silver. Altogether Raneilda looked much more like the Queen of Norway than a poor peasant girl!

It is necessary to inform the reader that the greater part of this costume did not belong to the girl. In fact it did not belong to any one in particular. It is the custom in Norway for each district to have a marriage-dress for general use. The crown, the breastplate, and the belt are public property, and may be hired out by the girls who are about to be married at a few shillings for each occasion.

While Sam was busy with his portrait, Grant went out to search for plants, and Fred went off to search for Hans and to carry out the remainder of his plot. He soon found the young pilot.

Hans, said he, follow me, I wish to speak with you.

Hans was quite willing to follow Fred to the moon if he had chosen to lead the way.

I am going to show you a very pretty sight, Hans; step this way. Here, in this room.

He threw open the door and led him in. The young Norseman entered with a smile, but the smile suddenly vanished, his blue eyes opened to their utmost width, and he stood rooted to the floor, unable to speak!

Tuts! what means this? cried Sam in disgust at being interrupted.

Raneilda! gasped her lover.

The bride covered her face with her hands.

Very good! excellent! exclaimed Grant who chanced to pass at the moment, and peeped in at the open window.

Hurrah! cried Bob Bowie, who just then came up to announce that the Snowflake was ready for sea.

She wont be wanted for some days yet, cried Fred bursting into a fit of laughter as he seized Hans by the arm, dragged him into another room, and shut the door.

Now, Hans, said he earnestly, I am going to pay you off. Nay, man, be not cast down, I did not take you into yonder room to mock you, but to show you how pretty Raneilda looked in her bridal dress.

Fred paused for a moment, and the Norseman sighed and shook his head.

You must know, resumed Fred, that I wish to dance at your wedding, Hans, and in order that I may do so, I mean to have you married at once. (Hans stared.) You told me in Bergen that you wanted some sort of work that would bring you good pay. (Hans nodded his head.) Well, I will give you a hundred dollars for the time you have been with me.

Hans face brightened, and he shook hands with Fred, according to Norwegian custom when a gift is presented, or a generous payment made.

Now, continued Fred, did you not tell me that two hundred dollars would enable you to take your fathers farm off his hands? (Hans nodded again.) And is Raneilda willing to marry you when you can afford to ask her? (Hans nodded this time, very decidedly.) Well, Hans, I have been very much pleased with the way in which you have conducted yourself while in my service; you have done your duty well. (Hans smiled and looked happy.) But you have done more than that. (Hans looked surprised.) You have been the means of enabling me to see the sun all night at a time when I should otherwise have missed it. I owe you something for that. Moreover, you pulled me out of that rapid by the neck when I caught the twenty-eight pound salmon, and so, perhaps, were the means of saving my life; and certainly you saved me that salmon. For all this, and for many other good deeds, I owe you a debt of gratitude. Now, Hans, you must know that it is impossible to pay a debt of gratitude in full, for, however much you may pay, there is always something more owing. (Hans looked puzzled.) This debt, then, I cannot pay up at once, but I can prove to you that I consider myself your debtor by making you a present of another hundred dollars. Here is the money, my lad, so go and tell Raneilda to get ready as soon as possible!

Hans stared in wonder and unbelief, first at the money, then at Fred. Then a look of triumph gleamed in his eyes, and he seized Freds hand and wrung it. Then he uttered a shout, and ran to Raneilda and kissed her. Fred kissed her too. Sam Sorrel and Grant, not knowing exactly what to do, kissed her also; and Bob Bowie, who was under the belief that they were all mad, made a grasp at the poor girl but missed her, for Raneilda was overwhelmed with confusion, and ran nimbly out of the room, leaving her crown behind her! Hans Ericsson hastily picked it up and ran after her, leaving Fred Temple to explain things to his astonished friends as he best could.

So that was the end of that matter.

But that was by no means the end of the whole affair. Before the Snowflake left the fiord, Hans and Raneilda were married, as all true lovers ought to be.

The fair bride was once again decked out in the queen-like garments which had formerly filled Sam and Grant with so great surprise and admiration; and Fred, as he had promised, danced at the Norsemans wedding. And not only did Fred dance, but so did his friends  ay, and his whole ships crew. And it would have done your heart good, reader, to have seen the way in which the Jack-tars footed it on that occasion on the green grass, and astonished the Norsemen. But it must also be told that the Norsemen were not a whit behindhand, for they showed the tars a number of capers and new steps which they had never before seen or even dreamed of!

Just before the ball began there was heard a sound resembling the yells of an exceedingly young pig in its dying agonies. This was a violin. It was accompanied by a noise somewhat like to the beating of a flour-mill, which was found to proceed from the heel of the fiddler, who had placed a wooden board under his left foot. Thus he beat time, and a drum, as it were, at once. He also beat Paganini and all other fiddlers hollow. Round this manufacturer of sweet sounds did the lads and lasses flock and soon gave evidence of their sympathy with the rest of mankind by beginning to dance.

Certainly elegance is not a characteristic of the Norwegian peasantry! Having formed a ring, they went to work with the utmost gravity and decorum. Scarcely a laugh was heard! nothing approaching to a shout during the whole evening. The nature of their dances was utterly incomprehensible. The chief object the young men had in view seemed to be to exhibit their agility by every species of bound and fling of which the human frame is capable, including the rather desperate feat of dashing themselves flat upon the ground. The principal care of the girls seemed to be to keep out of the way of the men, and avoid being killed by a frantic kick or felled by a random blow.

But the desperate features in each dance did not appear at once. Each man began by seizing his partner and dragging her recklessly round the circle, ever and anon twirling her round violently with one arm, and catching her round the waist with the other, in order apparently to save her from total destruction. To this treatment the fair damsels submitted for some time with downcast eyes and pleased yet bashful looks. Then the men seemed to fling them off and go at it entirely on their own account, yet keeping up a sort of revolving course round their partners, like satellites encircling their separate suns. Presently the men grew furious; rushed about the circle in wild erratic courses, leaped into the air, and while in that position slapped the soles of their feet with both hands!

Then they became a little more sane, and a waltz, or something like it, was got up. It was quite pretty, and some of the movements graceful; but the wild spirit of the glens seemed to re-enter them again rather suddenly. The females were expelled from the ring altogether, and the young men braced themselves for a little really heavy work; they dashed, flung, and hurled themselves about like maniacs, stood on their heads and walked on their hands; in short, became a company of acrobats, yet always kept up a sort of sympathetic attempt at time with the fiddler, who went on pounding his wooden board with his left heel and murdering an inconceivable multitude of young pigs with a degree of energy that was only equalled by that of those to whom he fiddled.

But not a man, woman, or child there gave vent to his or her feelings in laughter. They smiled, they commented in a soft tone, they looked happy; nay, they were happy, but they did not laugh! Once only did they give way a little, and that was when an aspiring youth, after having nearly leaped down his own throat, walked round the circle on his hands.

Even Tittles danced that day! He danced in and out among the feet of the dancers in a most perplexing manner, and got his unhappy toes and his unfortunate tail trod upon to a terrible extent. But Tittles did not seem to mind. It is true that he gave a yelp of pain on each occasion, but he instantly forgave the offender if he looked at all sorry. Upon the whole Tittles was the cause of much noise, no little confusion, and great amusement at that celebrated wedding.

Thus did Fred Temple and his friends spend their last day in Norway.

At midnight they set sail for Old England. On rising next morning they found themselves far out among the islands of the coast. Soon after that they were out of sight of land,  heaving on the swell of the ocean, thinking over the varied and stirring scenes of the past three months with a sort of feeling that it must have been all a dream, and wishing heartily that they were still away in the far north, enjoying the endless daylight and  Chasing the Sun.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Schooner.

The Great Pacific is the scene of our story. On a beautiful morning, many years ago, a little schooner might have been seen floating, light and graceful as a sea-mew, on the breast of the slumbering ocean. She was one of those low black-hulled vessels, with raking, taper masts, trimly cut sails, and elegant form, which we are accustomed to associate with the idea of a yacht or a pirate.

She might have been the former, as far as appearance went, for the sails and decks were white as snow, and every portion of brass and copper above her water-line shone in the hot sun with dazzling brilliancy. But pleasure-seekers were not wont, in those days, to take such distant flights, or to venture into such dangerous seas  dangerous alike from the savage character of the islanders, and the numerous coral-reefs that lie hidden a few feet below the surface of the waves.

Still less probable did it seem that the vessel in question could belong to the lawless class of craft to which we have referred; for, although she had what may be styled a wicked aspect, and was evidently adapted for swift sailing, neither large guns nor small arms of any kind were visible.

Whatever her nature or her object, she was reduced, at the time we introduce her to the reader, to a state of inaction by the dead calm which prevailed. The sea resembled a sheet of clear glass. Not a cloud broke the softness of the sky, in which the sun glowed hotter and hotter as it rose towards the zenith. The sails of the schooner hung idly from the yards; her reflected image was distorted, but scarcely broken, by the long gentle swell; her crew, with the exception of the watch, were asleep either on deck or down below, and so deep was the universal silence, that, as the vessel rose and fell with a slow, quiet motion, the pattering of the reef points on her sails forcibly attracted the listeners attention, as does the ticking of a clock in the deep silence of night. A few sea-birds rested on the water, as if in the enjoyment of the profound peace that reigned around; and, far away on the horizon might be seen the tops of the palm-trees that grew on one of those coral islands which lie scattered in thousands, like beautiful gems, on the surface of that bright blue sea.

Among the men who lay sleeping in various easy off-hand attitudes on the schooners deck was one who merits special attention  not only because of the grotesque appearance of his person, but also because he is one of the principal actors in our tale.

He was a large powerful man, of that rugged build and hairy aspect that might have suggested the idea that he would be difficult to kill. He was a fair man, with red hair and a deeply sun-burned face, on which jovial good-humour sat almost perpetually enthroned. At the moment when we introduce him to the reader, however, that expression happened to be modified in consequence of his having laid him down to sleep in a sprawling manner on his back  the place as well as the position being, apparently, one of studied discomfort. His legs lay over the heel of the bowsprit; his big body reposed on a confused heap of blocks and cordage, and his neck rested on the stock of an anchor, so that his head hung down over it, presenting the face to view, with the large mouth wide open, in an upside down position. The man was evidently on the verge of choking, but, being a strong man, and a rugged man, and a healthy man, he did not care. He seemed to prefer choking to the trouble of rousing himself and improving his position.

How long he would have lain in this state of felicity it is impossible to say, for his slumbers were rudely interrupted by a slight lurch of the schooner, which caused the blocks and cordage attached to the sheet of the jib to sweep slowly, but with rasping asperity, across his face. Any ordinary man would have been seriously damaged  at least in appearance  by such an accident; but this particular sea-dog was tough in the skin  he was only awakened by it  nothing more. He yawned, raised himself lazily, and gazed round with that vacant stare of unreasonable surprise which is common to man on passing from a state of somnolence to that of wakefulness.

Gradually the expression of habitual good-humour settled on his visage, as he looked from one to another of his sleeping comrades, and at last, with a bland smile, he broke forth into the following soliloquy:  

Wot a goose, wot a grampus youve bin, John Bumpus: firstly, for goin to sea; secondly, for remainin at sea; thirdly, for not forsakin the sea; fourthly, for bein worried about it at all, now that youve made up your mind to retire from the sea, and, fifthly

Here John Bumpus paused as if to meditate on the full depth and meaning of these polite remarks, or to invent some new and powerful expression wherewith to deliver his fifth head. His mental efforts seemed to fail, however, for instead of concluding the sentence, he hummed the following lines, which, we may suppose, were expressive of his feelings as well as his intentions:  

So goodbye to the mighty ocean,
And adoo to the rollin sea,
For its nobody has no notion
Wot a grief it has bin to me.

Ease off the sheets and square the topsail yards, was at that moment said, or rather murmured, by a bass voice so deep and rich, that, although scarcely raised above a whisper, it was distinctly heard over the whole deck.

John Bumpus raised his bulky form with a degree of lithe activity that proved him to be not less agile than athletic, and, with several others, sprang to obey the order. A few seconds later, the sails were swelled out by a light breeze, and the schooner moved through the water at a rate which seemed scarcely possible under the influence of so gentle a puff of air. Presently the breeze increased, the vessel cut through the blue water like a knife, leaving a long track of foam in her wake as she headed for the coral-island before referred to. The outer reef, or barrier of coral which guarded the island, was soon reached. The narrow opening in this natural bulwark was passed. The schooner stood across the belt of perfectly still water that lay between the reef and the shore, and entered a small bay, where the calm water reflected the strip of white sand, green palms, and tropical plants that skirted its margin, as well as the purple hills of the interior.

Here she swept round in a sudden, but graceful curve, until all her canvas fluttered in the breeze, and then dropt anchor in about six fathoms water.




Chapter Two.

Bumpus is Fiery and Philosophical  Murderous Designs Frustrated.

The captain of the schooner, whose deep voice had so suddenly terminated the meditations of John Bumpus, was one of those men who seem to have been formed for the special purpose of leading and commanding their fellows.

He was not only unusually tall and powerful  physical qualities which, in themselves, are by no means sufficient to command respect  but, as we have said, he possessed a deep full-toned bass voice in which there seemed to lie a species of fascination, for its softest tones riveted attention, and when it thundered forth commands in the fiercest storms it inspired confidence and a feeling of security in all who heard it. The countenance of the captain, however, was that which induced men to accord to him a position of superiority in whatever sphere of action he chanced to move. It was not so much a handsome as a manly and singularly grave face, in every line of which was written inflexible determination. His hair was short, black, and curly. A small moustache darkened his upper lip, but the rest of his face was closely shaven, so that his large chin and iron jaw were fully displayed. His eyes were of that indescribable blue colour which can exhibit the intensest passion, or the most melting tenderness.

He wore a sombre but somewhat picturesque costume  a dark-coloured flannel shirt and trousers, which latter were gathered in close round his lower limbs by a species of drab gaiter that appeared somewhat incongruous with the profession of the man. The only bit of bright colour about him was a scarlet belt round his waist, from the side of which depended a long knife in a brown leather sheath. A pair of light shoes and a small round cap, resembling what is styled in these days a pork-pie, completed his costume. He was about forty years of age.

Such was the commander, or captain, or skipper, of this suspicious-looking schooner  a man pre-eminently fitted for the accomplishment of much good or the perpetration of great evil.

As soon as the anchor touched the ground, the captain ordered a small boat to be lowered, and, leaping into it with two men, one of whom was our friend John Bumpus, rowed towards the shore.

Have you brought your kit with you, John? inquired the captain, as the little boat shot over the smooth waters of the bay.

Wots of it, sir, replied our rugged seaman, holding up a small bundle tied in a red cotton handkerchief. I spose our cruise ashore wont be a long one.

It will be long for you, my man, at least as far as the schooner is concerned, for I do not mean to take you aboard again.

Not take me aboard agin! exclaimed the sailor, with a look of surprise which quickly degenerated into an angry frown, and thereafter gradually relaxed into a broad grin as he continued why, capting, wot do you mean to do with me then, for Im a heavy piece of goods, dye see, and cant be easily moved about without a small touch o my own consent, you know.

Jo Bumpus, as he was fond of styling himself, said this with a serio-comic air of sarcasm, for he was an exception to the general rule of his fellows. He had little respect for, and no fear of, his commander. Indeed, to say truth, (for truth must be told, even though the character of our rugged friend should suffer,) Jo entertained a most profound belief in the immense advantage of muscular strength and vigour in general, and of his own prowess in particular. Although not quite so gigantic a man as his captain, he was nearly so, and, being a bold self-reliant fellow, he felt persuaded in his own mind that he could thrash him, if need were. In fact, Jo was convinced that there was no living creature under the sun, human or otherwise, that walked upon two legs, that he could not pommel to death with more or less ease by means of his fists alone. And in this conviction he was not far wrong. Yet it must not be supposed that Jo Bumpus was a boastful man or a bully. Far from it. He was so thoroughly persuaded of his invincibility, that he felt there was no occasion to prove it. He therefore followed the natural bent of his inclinations, which led him at all times to exhibit a mild, amiable, and gentle aspect  except, of course, when he was roused. As occasion for being roused was not wanting in the South Seas in those days, Jos amiability was frequently put to the test. He sojourned, while there, in a condition of alternate calm and storm; but riotous joviality ran, like a rich vein, through all his chequered life, and lit up its most sombre phases like gleams of light on an April day.

You entered my service with your own consent, replied the captain to Jos last remark, and you may leave it, with the same consent, whenever you choose; but you will please to remember that I did not engage you to serve on board the schooner. Back there you do not go either with or without your consent, my fine fellow, and if you are bent on going to sea on your own account  youve got a pair of good arms and legs  you can swim! Besides, continued the captain, dropping the tone of sarcasm in which this was said, and assuming a more careless and good-natured air, you were singing something not long since, if I mistake not, about farewell to the rolling sea, which leads me to think you will not object to a short cruise on shore for a change, especially on such a beautiful island as this is.

Im your man, capting, cried the impulsive seaman, at the same time giving his oar a pull that well-nigh spun the boat round. And, to say wots the plain truth, dye see, Im not sorry to ha done with your schooner, for, although she is as tight a little craft as any man could wish for to go to sea in, I cant say much for the crew,  saving your presence, Dick  (he added, glancing over his shoulder at the surly-looking man who pulled the bow oar.) Of all the rascally set I ever clapped eyes on, they seems to me the worst. If I didnt know you for a sandal-wood trader, I do believe Id take ye for a pirate.

Dont speak ill of your messmates behind their backs, Jo, said the captain with a slight frown. No good and true man ever does that.

No more I do, replied John Bumpus; while a deep red colour suffused his bronzed countenance. No more I do; leastwise if they wos here Id say it to their faces, for theyre a set of as ill-tongued villains as I ever had the misfortune to

Silence! exclaimed the captain, suddenly, in a voice of thunder.

Few men would have ventured to disobey the command given by such a man, but John Bumpus was one of those few. He did indeed remain silent for two seconds, but it was the silence of astonishment.

Capting, said he, seriously, I dont mean no offence, but Id have you to know that I engaged to work for you, not to hold my tongue at your bidding, dye see. There aint the man living asll make Jo Bumpus shut up wen hes got a mind to

The captain put an abrupt end to the remarks of his refractory seaman by starting up suddenly in fierce anger and seizing the tiller, apparently with the intent to fell him. He checked himself, however, as suddenly, and, breaking into a loud laugh, cried Come, Jo, you must admit that there is at least one living man who has made you shut up before you had finished what youd got to say.

John Bumpus, who had thrown up his left arm to ward off the anticipated blow, and dropped his oar in order to clench his right fist, quietly resumed his oar, and shook his head gravely for nearly a minute, after which he made the following observation:  

Capting, Ive seed, in my experience o life, that there are some constitootions as dont agree with jokin; an yours is one on em. Now, if youd take the advice of a plain man, youd never try it on. Youre a grave man by natur, and youre so bad at a joke that a feller cant quite tell wen youre a-doin of it. See, now, I do declare I wos as near drivin you right over the stern o your own boat as could be, only by good luck I seed the twinkle in your eye in time.

Pull away, my lad, said the captain, in the softest tones of his deep voice, at the same time looking his reprover straight in the face.

There was something in the tone in which that simple command was given, and in the look by which it was accompanied; that effectually quelled John Bumpus in spite of himself. Violence had no effect on John, because in most cases he was able to meet it with superior violence, and in all cases he was willing to try. But to be put down in this mild way was perplexing. The words were familiar, the look straightforward and common enough. He could not understand it at all, and, being naturally of a philosophical turn of mind, he spent the next three minutes in a futile endeavour to analyse his own feelings. Before he had come to any satisfactory conclusion on the subject, the boats keel grated on the white sand of the shore.

Now, while all that we have been describing in the last and present chapters was going on, a very different series of events was taking place on the coral-island, for there, under the pleasant shade of the cocoa-nut palms, a tall, fair, and handsome youth was walking lightly down the green slopes towards the shore in anticipation of the arrival of the schooner, and a naked dark-skinned savage was dogging his steps, winding like a hideous snake among the bushes, and apparently seeking an opportunity to launch the short spear he carried in his hand at his unsuspecting victim.

As the youth and the savage descended the mountain-side together, the former frequently paused when an opening in the rich foliage peculiar to these beautiful isles enabled him to obtain a clear view of the magnificent bay and its fringing coral reef, on which the swell of the great Pacific  so calm and undulating out beyond  fell in tremendous breakers, with a long, low, solemn roar like distant thunder. As yet no object broke the surface of the mirror-like bay within the reef.

Each time the youth paused the savage stopped also, and more than once he poised his deadly spear, while his glaring eyeballs shone amid the green foliage like those of a tiger. Yet upon each occasion he exhibited signs of hesitation, and finally lowered the weapon, and crouched into the underwood.

To any one ignorant of the actors in this scene, the indecision, of the savage would have appeared unaccountable; for there could be no doubt of his desire to slay the fair youth  still less doubt of his ability to dart his formidable spear with precision. Nevertheless, there was good reason for his hesitating, for young Henry Stuart was well known, alike by settlers and savages, as possessing the swiftest foot, the strongest arm, and the boldest heart in the island, and Keona was not celebrated for the possession of these qualities in any degree above the average of his fellows, although he did undoubtedly exceed them in revenge, hatred, and the like. On one occasion young Stuart had, while defending his mothers house against an attack of the savages, felled Keona with a well-directed blow of his fist. It was, doubtless, out of revenge for this that the latter now dogged the former through the lonely recesses of the mountain-pass by which he had crossed the island from the little settlement in which was his home, and gained the sequestered bay in which he expected to find the schooner. Up to this point, however, the savage had not summoned courage to make the attack, although, with the exception of a hunting-knife, his enemy was altogether unarmed, for he knew that in the event of missing his mark the young mans speed of foot would enable him to outstrip him, while his strength of frame would quickly terminate a single combat.

As the youth gained the more open land near the beach, the possibility of making a successful cast of the spear became more and more doubtful. Finally the savage shrunk into the bushes and abandoned the pursuit.

Not here yet, Master Gascoyne, muttered Henry as he sat down on a rock to rest; for although the six miles of country he had crossed was a trifle, as regarded distance, to a lad of nineteen, the rugged mountain-path by which he had come would have tried the muscles of a Red Indian, and the nerve of a goat. You were wont to keep to time better in days gone by. Truly it seems to me a strange thing that I should thus be made a sort of walking post between my mothers house and this bay, all for the benefit of a man who seems to me no better than he should be, and whom I dont like, and yet whom I do like in some unaccountable fashion that I dont understand.

Whatever the youths thoughts were after giving vent to the foregoing soliloquy, he kept them to himself. They did not at first appear to be of an agreeable nature, for he frowned once or twice, and struck his thigh with his clenched hand, but gradually a pleasant expression lit up his manly face as he gazed out upon the sleeping sea, and watched the gorgeous clouds that soon began to rise and cluster round the sun.

After an hour or so spent in wandering on the beach picking up shells, and gazing wistfully out to sea, Henry Stuart appeared to grow tired of waiting, for he laid himself down on the shore, turned his back on the ocean, pillowed his head on a tuft of grass, and deliberately went to sleep.

Now was the time for the savage to wreak his vengeance on his enemy, but, fortunately, that villain, despite his subtlety and cunning, had not conceived the possibility of the youth indulging in such an unnatural recreation as a nap in the forenoon. He had, therefore, retired to his native jungle, and during the hour in which Henry was buried in repose, and in which he might have accomplished his end without danger or uncertainty, he was seated in a dark cave moodily resolving in his mind future plans of villany, and indulging the hope that on the youths returning homewards he would be more successful in finding a favourable opportunity to take his life.

During this same hour it was that our low-hulled little schooner hove in sight on the horizon, ran swiftly down before the breeze, cast anchor in the bay, and sent her boat ashore, as we have seen, with the captain, the surly man called Dick, and our friend John Bumpus.

It happened that, just as the boat ran under the shelter of a rocky point and touched the strand, Keona left his cave for the purpose of observing what young Stuart was about. He knew that he could not have retraced his homeward way without passing within sight of his place of concealment.

A glance of surprise crossed his dark visage as he crept to the edge of the underwood and saw the schooner at anchor in the bay. This was succeeded by a fiendish grin of exultation as his eye fell on the slumbering form of the youth. He instantly took advantage of the opportunity; and so deeply was he engrossed with his murderous intention, that he did not observe the captain of the schooner as he turned a projecting rock, and suddenly appeared upon the scene. The captain, however, saw the savage, and instantly drew back, signing, at the same time, to his two men to keep under cover.

A second glance shewed him the sleeping form of Henry, and, almost before he had time to suspect that foul play was going on, he saw the savage glide from the bushes to the side of the sleeper, raise his spear, and poise it for one moment, as if to make sure of sending it straight to the youths heart.

There was not a moment to lose. The captain carried a short carbine in his hand, with which he took aim at the savage  going down on one knee to make a surer shot, for the carbine of those days was not to be depended on at a distance much beyond a hundred yards; and as the actors in this scene were separated by even more than that distance, there was a considerable chance of missing the savage and hitting the young man.

This, however, was not a moment to calculate chances. The captain pulled the trigger, and the crash of the shot was followed by a howl from the savage, as his uplifted arm dropt to his side, and the spear fell across the face of the sleeper. Henry instantly awoke, and sprang up with the agility of a panther. Before he could observe what had occurred, Keona leapt into the bushes and disappeared. Henry at once bounded after him; and the captain, giving vent to a lusty cheer, rushed across the beach, and sprang into the forest, closely followed by surly Dick and John Bumpus, whose united cheers of excitement and shouts of defiance awoke the echoes of the place with clamorous discords.




Chapter Three.

A Rough Walk Enlivened by Rambling Talk  Bumpus is Agreeable.

It is said, in the proverbial philosophy of nautical men, that a stern chase is a long one. The present instance was an exception to the general rule. Keona was wounded. Young Stuart was fleet as the antelope, and strong as a young lion. In these circumstances it is not surprising that, after a run of less than a quarter of a mile, he succeeded in laying his hands on the neck of the savage and hurling him to the ground, where he lay panting and helpless, looking up in the face of his conqueror with an expression of hopeless despair  for savages and wicked men generally are wont to judge of others by themselves, and to expect to receive such treatment from their enemies as they themselves would in similar circumstances accord.

The fear of instant death was before his eyes, and the teeth of Keona chattered in his head, while his face grew more hideous than ever, by reason of its becoming livid.

His fears were groundless. Henry Stuart was not a savage. He was humane by nature; and, in addition to this, he had been trained under the influence of that Book which teaches us that the most philosophical, because the most effective, method of procedure in this world, is to overcome evil with good.

So, you scoundrel, said Henry, placing his knee on Keonas chest, and compressing his throat with his left hand, while, with his right, he drew forth a long glittering knife, and raised it in the air So you are not satisfied with what I gave you the last time we met, but you must needs take the trouble to cross my path a second time, and get a taste of cold steel, must you?

Although Keona could speak no English, he understood it sufficiently to appreciate the drift of the youths words, even though he had failed to comprehend the meaning of the angry frown and the glittering knife. But, however much he might have wished to reply to the question, Henry took care to render the attempt impossible, by compressing his windpipe until he became blue in the face, and then black. At the same time, he let the sharp point of his knife touch the skin just over the region of the heart. Having thus convinced his vanquished foe that death was at the door, he suddenly relaxed his iron gripe; arose, sheathed his knife, and bade the savage get up.

The miserable creature did so, with some difficulty, just as the captain and his men arrived on the scene.

Well met, Henry, cried the former, extending his hand to the youth, had I been a moment later, my lads I fear that your lifes blood would have been on the sea shore.

Then it was you who fired the shot, Captain Gascoyne? This is the second time I have to thank you for saving my life, said the young man, returning the grasp of the captains hand.

Truly, it is but a small matter to have to thank me for. Doubtless, if my stout man, John Bumpus, had carried the carbine, he would have done you as good service. And methinks, Henry, that you would have preferred to owe your life to either of my men, rather than to me, if I may judge by your looks.

You should not judge by looks, captain, replied the youth quickly especially the looks of a man who has just had a hand to hand tussle with a savage. But, to tell the plain truth, Captain Gascoyne, I would indeed rather have had to thank your worthy man, John Bumpus, than yourself for coming to my aid, for although I owe you no grudge, and do not count you an enemy, I had rather see your back than your face  and you know the reason why.

You give me credit, boy, for more knowledge than I possess, replied Gascoyne, while an angry frown gathered for a moment on his brow; but passed away almost as quickly as it came; I know not the cause of your unreasonable dislike to one who has never done you an injury.

Never done me an injury! cried Henry, starting and turning with a look of passion on his companion; then, checking himself by a strong effort, he added in a milder tone But a truce to such talk, and I ask your forgiveness for my sharp words just after your rendering me such good service in the hour of need. You and I differ in our notions on one or two points  that is all; there is no need for quarrelling. See, here is a note from my mother, who sent me to the bay to meet you.

During this colloquy, Dick and Bumpus had mounted guard over the wounded savage, just out of ear-shot of their captain. Neither of the sailors ventured to hold their prisoner, because they deemed it an unmanly advantage to take of one who was so completely (as they imagined) in their power. They kept a watchful eye on him, however; and while they affected an easy indifference of attitude, held themselves in readiness to pounce upon him if he should attempt to escape. But nothing seemed farther from the mind of Keona than such an attempt. He appeared to be thoroughly exhausted by his recent struggle and loss of blood, and his body was bent as if he were about to sink down to the ground. There was, however, a peculiar glance in his dark eyes that induced John Bumpus to be more on his guard than appearances seemed to warrant.

While Gascoyne was reading the letter to which we have referred, Keona suddenly placed his left leg behind surly Dick, and, with his unwounded fist, hit that morose individual such a tremendous back-handed blow on the nose, that he instantly measured his length on the ground. John Bumpus made a sudden plunge at the savage on seeing this, but the latter ducked his head, passed like an eel under the very arms of the sailor, and went off into the forest like a deer.

Hold! shouted Captain Gascoyne, as John turned in a state of mingled amazement and anger to pursue. Hold on, Bumpus, let the miserable rascal go.

John stopped, looked over his shoulder, hesitated, and finally came back with a rolling air of nautical indifference, and his hands thrust into his breeches pockets.

You know best, capting, said he, but I think it a pity to let sich a dirty varmint go clear off, to dodge about in the bushes, and mayhap treat us to a pisoned arrow, or a spear-thrust on the sly. Howsomedever, it aint no consarn wotever to Jo Bumpus. Hows your beak, Dick, my boy?

None the better for your askin, replied the surly mariner, who was tenderly stroking the injured member of his face with the fingers of both hands.

Come, Dick, it is none the worse of being inquired after, said Henry, laughing. But tis as well to let the fellow go. He knows best how to cure his wound, by the application of a few simples, and by thus making off, has relieved us of the trouble and responsibility of trying our hands at civilised doctoring. Besides, John Bumpus, (if thats your name,  though I do think your father might have found you a better,) your long legs would never have brought you within a mile of the savage.

Young man, retorted Jo, gravely, Id have you to know that the family of the Bumpuses is an old and a honourable one. They comed over with the Conkerer to Ireland, where they picked up a deal o their good manners, after which they settled at last on their own estates in Yorkshire. Though they have comed down in the world, and the last of the Bumpuses  thats me  is takin a pleasure trip round the world before the mast, I wont stand by and hear my name made game of, dye see; and Id have ye to know, farther, my buck, that the Bumpuses has a pecooliar gift for fightin, and although you are a strappin young feller, youd better not cause me for to prove that youre conkerable.

Having delivered himself of this oration, the last of the Bumpuses frowned portentously on the youth who had dared to risk his anger, and turning with a bland smile to surly Dick, asked him if his beak was any better now.

There seems to be bad news in the letter, I think, observed Henry, as Captain Gascoyne perused the epistle with evident signs of displeasure.

Bad enough in these times of war, boy, replied the other, folding the note and placing it in a pouch inside the breast of his flannel shirt. It seems that that pestiferous British frigate the Talisman, lies at anchor in the bay, on the other side of the island.

Nothing in that to cause uneasiness to an honest trader, said Henry, leading the way up the steep path by which he had descended from the mountain region of the interior.

That speech only shews your ignorance of the usages of ships of war. Know you not that the nature of the trade in which I am engaged requires me to be strong-handed, and that the opinion of a commander in the British navy as to how many hands are sufficient for the navigation of a trading schooner does not accord with mine?  a difference of opinion which may possibly result in his relieving me of a few of my best men when I can ill afford to spare them. And, by the way, said Gascoyne, pausing as they gained the brow of an eminence that commanded a view of the rich woodland on one side and the sea on the other, I had better take precautions against such a mischance. Here, Dick, (taking the man aside and whispering to him,) go back to the schooner, my lad, and tell the mate to send ten of the best hands ashore with provisions and arms. Let them squat where they choose on land, only let them see to it that they keep well out of sight and hearing until I want them. And now, Master Henry, lead the way; John Bumpus and I will follow at your heel like a couple of faithful dogs.

The scene through which young Henry Stuart now led his seafaring companions was of that rich, varied, and beautiful character which is strikingly characteristic of those islands of the Pacific which owe their origin to volcanic agency. Unlike the low coral islets, this island presented every variety of the boldest mountain scenery, and yet, like them, it displayed all the gorgeous beauty of a rich tropical vegetation. In some places the ground had been cracked and riven into great fissures and uncouth caverns of the wildest description, by volcanoes apparently long since extinct. In others the landscape presented the soft beauty of undulating grove-like scenery, in which, amid a profusion of bright green herbage, there rose conspicuous the tall stems and waving plumes of the cocoa-nut palm; the superb and umbrageous ko-a, with its laurel-green leaves and sweet blossoms; the kukui or candle-nut tree, the fragrant sandal-wood, and a variety of other trees and shrubs for which there are no English names.

Hundreds of green paroquets with blue heads and red breasts, turtle-doves, wood-pigeons, and other birds, enlivened the groves with sound, if not with melody, and the various lakelets and pools were alive with wild ducks and water-hens.

The route by which the party travelled, led them first across a country of varied and beautiful aspect; then it conducted them into wild mountain fastnesses, among which they clambered, at times with considerable difficulty. Ere long they passed into a dreary region where the ancient fires that upheaved the island from the deep seemed to have scorched the land into a condition of perpetual desolation. Blackened and bare lava rocks, steep volcanic ridges and gorges, irregular truncated coves, deep-mouthed caves and fissures, overhanging arches, natural bridges, great tunnels and ravines, surrounded them on every side, and so concealed the softer features of the country that it was scarcely possible to believe in the reality of the verdant region out of which they had just passed. In another hour this chaotic scenery was left behind; the highest ridge of the mountains was crossed, and the travellers began to descend the green slopes on the other side of the island. These slopes terminated in a beach of white sand, while beyond lay the calm waters of the enclosed lagoon, the coral reef with its breakers, and the mighty sea.

Tis a pretty spot? said Henry, interrogatively, as the party halted on the edge of a precipice, whence they obtained an uninterrupted view of the whole of that side of the island.

Ay, pretty enough, replied Gascoyne in a somewhat sad tone of voice; I had hoped to have led a quiet life here once,  but that was not to be. How say you, Bumpus; could you make up your mind to cast anchor here for a year or so?

Wots that you say, capting? inquired honest John, who was evidently lost in admiration of the magnificent scene that lay spread out before him.

I ask if you have no objection to come to an anchor here for a time, repeated the captain.

Objection! Ill tell ye wot it is, capting, I never seed sich a place afore in all my born days. Why its a slice out o paradise. I do believe if Adam and Eve wos here theyd think theyd got back again into Eden. Its more beautifuller than the blue ocean, by a long chalk, an if you wants a feller thats handy at amost anything after a fashion  a jack of all trades and master of none (except seamanship, which aint o no use here)  Jo Bumpus is your man!

Im glad to hear you say that, Jo, said Henry, laughing, for we are greatly in need of white men of your stamp in these times, when the savages are so fierce against each other that they are like to eat us up altogether, merely by way of keeping their hands in practice.

White men of my stamp! remarked Bumpus, surveying complacently his deeply-bronzed hands, which were only a shade darker than his visage; well, I would like to know what ye call black if Im a white man.

Blood, and not skin, is what stamps the colour of the man, Jo. If it were agreeable to Captain Gascoyne to let you off your engagement to him, I think I could make it worth your while to engage with me, and would find you plenty of work of all kinds, including a little of that same fighting for which the Bumpuses are said to be so famous.

Gentlemen, said Jo, gravely, Im agreeable to become a good and chattel for this occasion only, as the playbills say, and hold myself up to the highest bidder.

Nay, you are sold to me, Bumpus, said Gascoyne, and must do as I bid you.

Wery good, then bid away as fast as you like.

Come, captain, dont be hard, said Henry, what will you take for him?

I cannot afford to sell him at any price? replied the other, for I have brought him here expressly as a gift to a certain Mary Stuart, queen of women, if not of Scotland  a widow who dwells in Sandy Cove.

What, my mother? interrupted Henry, while a shade of displeasure crossed his countenance at what he deemed the insolent familiarity with which Gascoyne mentioned her name.

The same. On my last visit I promised to get her a man-servant who could do her some service in keeping off the savages when they take a fancy to trouble the settlement; and if Bumpus is willing to try his luck on shore, I promise him hell find her a good mistress, and her house pleasant quarters.

So, exclaimed the stout seaman, stopping short in his rolling walk, and gazing earnestly into his captains face, Im to be sold to a woman?

With your own consent entirely, Master Bumpus, said Gascoyne with a smile.

Come, Jo, cried Henry, gaily, I see you like the prospect, and feel assured that you and I shall be good friends. Give us your flipper, my boy!

John Bumpus allowed the youth to seize and shake a flipper, which would have done credit to a walrus, both in regard to shape and size. After a short pause he said, Whether you and me shall be good friends, young man, depends entirely on the respect which you shew to the family of the Bumpuses  said family havin comed over to Ireland with the Conkerer in the year, ah! I misremember the year, but that dont matter; bein a subject of no consarn wotiver, xcept to schoolboys wholl get their licks if they cant tell, and sarve em right too. But if youre willin Im agreeable, and theres an end o the whole affair.

So saying, John Bumpus suffered a bland smile to light up his ruddy countenance, and resumed his march in the wake, as he expressed it, of his companions.

Half an hour later they arrived at Sandy Cove, a small native settlement and mission station, and were soon seated at the hospitable board of Widow Stuart.




Chapter Four.

The Missionary  Suspicions, Surprises, and Surmises.

Sandy Cove was a small settlement inhabited partly by native converts to Christianity, and partly by a few European traders, who, having found that the place was in the usual track of South Sea whalers, and frequently visited by that class of vessels as well as by other ships, had established several stores or trading houses, and had taken up their permanent abode there.

The island was one of those the natives of which were early induced to agree to the introduction of the gospel. At the time of which we write, it was in that transition state which renders the work of the missionary one of anxiety, toil, and extreme danger, as well as one of love.

But the Reverend Frederick Mason was a man eminently fitted to fill the post which he had selected as his sphere of labour. Bold and manly in the extreme, he was more like a soldier in outward aspect than a missionary. Yet the gentleness of the lamb dwelt in his breast and beamed in his eye; and to a naturally indomitable and enthusiastic disposition was added burning zeal in the cause of his beloved Master.

Six years previous to the opening of our tale, he had come to Sandy Cove with his wife and child, the latter a girl of six years of age at that time. In one year death bereaved the missionary of his wife, and, about the same time, war broke out in the island between the chiefs who clung to the idolatrous rites and bloody practices peculiar to the inhabitants of the South Sea islands, and those chiefs who were inclined to favour Christianity. This war continued to rage more or less violently for several years, frequently slumbering, sometimes breaking out with sudden violence, like the fitful eruptions of the still unextinct volcanoes in those distant regions.

During all this period of bloodshed and alarms, the missionary stuck to his post. The obstinacy of hatred was being gradually overcome by the superior pertinacity of zeal in a good cause, and the invariable practice  so incomprehensible to the savage mind  of returning good for evil; the result was, that the Sabbath bell still sent its tinkling sound over the verdant slopes above Sandy Cove, and the hymn of praise still arose, morning and evening, from the little church, which, composed partly of wood, partly of coral rock, had been erected under the eye, and, to a large extent, by the hands of the missionary.

But false friends within the camp were more dangerous and troublesome to Mr Mason than avowed enemies without. Some of the European traders, especially, who settled on the island a few years after the missionary had made it habitable, were the worst foes he had to contend with.

In the same vessel that brought the missionary to the island, there came a widow, Mrs Stuart, with her son Henry, then a stout lad of thirteen. The widow was not, however, a member of the missionarys household. She came there to settle with her son, who soon built her a rudely constructed but sufficiently habitable hut, which, in after years, was enclosed, and greatly improved; so that it at last assumed the dimensions of a rambling picturesque cottage, whitewashed, brilliant, and neat in its setting of bright green.

The widow, although not an official assistant to the missionary, was nevertheless a most efficient one. She taught in his schools, being familiar with the native tongue; and, when the settlement grew in numbers, both of white and black, she became known as the good angel of the place  the one who was ever ready with sympathy for the sorrowful, and comfort for the dying. She was fair and fragile, and had been exceedingly beautiful; but care had stamped his mark deeply in her brow. Neither care nor time, however, could mar the noble outline of her fine features, or equal the love that beamed in her gentle eyes.

The widow was a great mystery to the gossips of Sandy Cove; for there are gossips even in the most distant isles of the sea! Some men (we refer, of course, to white men) thought that she must have been the wife of an admiral at least, and had fallen into distressed circumstances, and gone to these islands to hide her poverty. Others said she was a female Jesuit in disguise, sent there to counteract the preaching of the gospel by the missionary. A few even ventured to hint their opinion that she was an outlaw, or something of that sort and shrewdly suspected that Mr Mason knew more about her than he was pleased to tell. But no one, either by word or look, had ever ventured to express an opinion of any kind to herself, or in the hearing of her son; the latter, indeed, displayed such uncommon breadth of shoulders, and such unusual development of muscle, that it was seldom necessary for him  even in those savage regions and wild times  to display anything else, in order to make men respectful.

While our three friends were doing justice to the bacon and breadfruit set before them by Widow Stuart, the widow herself was endeavouring to repress some strong feeling, which caused her breast to heave more than once, and induced her to turn to some trifling piece of household duty to conceal her emotion. These symptoms were not lost upon her son, whose suspicions and anger had been aroused by the familiarity of Gascoyne. Making some excuse for leaving the room, towards the conclusion of the meal, he followed his mother to an outhouse, whither she had gone to fetch some fresh milk.

Mother, said Henry, respectfully, yet with an unwonted touch of sternness in his voice; there is some mystery connected with this man Gascoyne that I feel convinced, you can clear up

Dear Henry, interrupted the widow, and her cheek grew pale as she spoke, do not, I beseech you, press me on this subject. I cannot clear it up.

Say you will not, mother, answered Henry, in a tone of disappointment.

I would if I dared, continued the widow. The time may come when I

But why not now, urged the youth, hastily. I am old enough, surely, to be trusted. During the four visits this man has paid to us, I have observed a degree of familiarity on his part which no man has a right to exhibit towards you; and which, did I not see that you permit it, no man would dare to shew. Why do you allow him to call you Mary? No one else in the settlement does so.

He is a very old friend, replied the widow, sadly. I have known him from childhood. We were playmates long ago.

Humph! thats some sort of reason, no doubt; but you dont appear to like him, and his presence always seems to give you pain. Why do you suffer yourself to be annoyed by him? Only say the word, mother, and Ill kick him out of the house, neck and crop

Hush, boy; you are too violent.

Too violent! Why, it would make a coward violent, to see his mother tormented as you are by this fellow, and not be allowed to put a stop to it. I suspect

Henry, said the widow, again interrupting her exasperated son, do you think your mother would do what is wrong?

Mother, exclaimed the youth, seizing her hand, and kissing her brow almost violently, I would as soon think that the angels above would do wrong; but I firmly believe that you are suffering wrong to be done to you; and  just listen to the fellow, I do believe hes howling for more bacon at this moment!

There could be no doubt whatever about the fact; for just then the deep tones of Gascoynes voice rang through the cottage, as he reiterated the name of the widow, who hastened away, followed by her son. Henry scarcely took the trouble to conceal the frown that darkened his brow as he re-entered the apartment where his companions were seated.

Why, Mary, your bacon surpasses anything I have tasted for the last six months; lets have another rasher, like a good woman. That mountain air sharpens the appetite amazingly; especially of men who are more accustomed to mount the rigging of a ship than the hills on shore. What say you, John Bumpus?

John Bumpus could not at that moment say anything, in consequence of his mouth being so full of the bacon referred to, that there was no room for a single word to pass his lips. In the height of his good-humour, however, he did his best by signs to express his entire approval of the widows provender, and even attempted to speak. In so doing, he choked himself, and continued in convulsions for the next five minutes, to the immense delight of the captain, who vowed he had never before seen such a blue face in the whole course of his life.

While this scene was enacting, and ere Jo Bumpus had effectually wiped away the tears from his eyes, and cleared the bacon out of his windpipe, the door opened, and the commander of H.M.S. Talisman entered.

Edmund Montague was a young man to hold such a responsible position in the navy; but he was a bold, vigorous little Englishman  a sort of gentlemanly and well-educated John Bull terrier; of frank address, agreeable manners, and an utterly reckless temperament, which was qualified and curbed, however, by good sense, and hard-earned experience.

Good day to you, Mrs Stuart; I trust you will forgive my abrupt intrusion, but urgent business must be my excuse. I have called to have a little further conversation with your son, respecting that rascally pirate who has given me so much trouble. If he will have the goodness to take a short walk with me, I shall be much indebted.

By all means, said Henry, rising and putting on his cap.

Perhaps, said Gascoyne, as they were about to leave the room, if the commander of the Talisman would condescend to take a little information from a stranger, he might learn something to the purpose regarding the pirate Durward; for he it is, I presume, of whom you are in search.

I shall be happy to gain information from any source, replied Montague, eyeing the captain narrowly. Are you a resident in this island?

No, I am not; my home is on the sea, and has been since I was a lad.

Ah! you have fallen in with this pirate then on your native ocean, I fancy, and have disagreeable cause to remember him, perchance, said Montague, smiling. Has he given you much trouble?

Ay, that he has, replied Gascoyne, with a sudden scowl of ferocity. No one in these seas has received so much annoyance from him as I have. Any one who could rid them of his presence would do good service to the cause of humanity. But, he added, while a grim smile overspread his handsome face, it is said that few vessels can cope with his schooner in speed, and I can answer for it that he is a bold man, fond of fighting, with plenty of reckless cut-throats to back him, and more likely to give chase to a sloop-of-war than to shew her his heels. I trust you are well manned and armed, Captain Montague, for this Durward is a desperate fellow, I assure you.

The young commanders countenance flushed as he replied, Your anxiety on my account, sir, is quite uncalled for. Had I nothing but my own longboat wherewith to attack this pirate, it would be my duty to do so. I had scarcely expected to find unmanly fears exhibited in one so stalwart in appearance as you are. Perhaps it may relieve you to know that I am both well manned and armed. It is not usual for a British man-of-war to cruise in distant seas in a less suitable condition to protect her flag. And yet, methinks, one who has spent so many years of his life on salt water might know the difference between a frigate and a sloop-of-war.

Be not so hasty, young man, answered Gascoyne, gravely; you are not on your own quarter-deck just now. There ought to be civility between strangers. I may, indeed, be very ignorant of the cut and rig of British war vessels, seeing that I am but a plain trader in seas where ships of war are not often wont to unfurl their flags, but there can be no harm, and there was meant no offence, in warning you to be on your guard.

A tinge of sarcasm still lingered in Captain Montagues tone as he replied, Well, I thank you for the caution. But to come to the point, what know you of this pirate  this Durward, as he calls himself; though I have no doubt he has sailed under so many aliases that he may have forgotten his real name.

I know him to be a villain, replied Gascoyne.

That much I know as well as you, said Montague.

And yet it is said he takes fits of remorse at times, and would fain change his way of life if he could, continued Gascoyne.

That I might guess, returned the other; most wicked men have their seasons of remorse. Can you tell me nothing of him more definite than this, friend?

I can tell you that he is the very bane of my existence, said Gascoyne, the angry expression again flitting for a moment across his countenance. He not only pursues and haunts me like my own shadow, but he gets me into scrapes by passing his schooner for mine when he is caught.

The young officer glanced in surprise at the speaker as he uttered these words.

Indeed, said he, that is a strange confusion of ideas. So then, the two schooners bear so strong a resemblance as to be easily mistaken for each other?

They are twins. They were built at the same time, from the same moulds, and were intended for the sandal-wood trade between these islands and Calcutta, Manilla, and Australia. One of them, the Avenger, was seized on her first voyage, by this Durward, then mate of the schooner, and has ever since scoured the South Seas as a pirate; the other, named the Foam, which I have the misfortune to command, still continues the traffic for which she was originally built.

Ha! exclaimed Montague, turning suddenly round with an inquiring gaze at the stalwart figure of the sandal-wood trader; it is most fortunate that I have met with you, Mr Gascoyne. I doubt not that you can conduct me to this vessel of yours, so that I may know the pirate when I fall in with him. If the two vessels resemble each other so closely, a sight of the Foam will be of great service to me in my search after the Avenger.

You are most welcome to a sight of my craft, replied Gascoyne. The only difference between the two is, that the figurehead of the pirate is a griffins head, painted scarlet, that of my schooner is a female, painted white. There is also a red streak round the sides of the pirate; the hull of the Foam is entirely black.

Will you come on board my vessel, and accompany me in one of my boats to yours? inquired Montague.

That is impossible, replied Gascoyne; I came here on urgent business which will not brook delay; but my schooner lies on the other side of the island; if you pull round, my mate will receive you. You will find him a most intelligent and hospitable man. He will conduct you over the vessel, and give you all the information you may desire. Meanwhile, added the captain of the Foam, rising and putting on his cap, I must bid you adieu.

Nay, but you have not yet told me when or where you last saw or heard of this remarkable pirate, who is so clever at representing other people, perhaps I should rather say misrepresenting them, said Montague, with a meaning smile.

I saw him no longer ago than this morning, replied Gascoyne gravely. He is now in these waters, with what intent I know not, unless from his unnatural delight in persecuting me, or, perhaps, because fate has led him into the very jaws of the lion.

Humph! he will find that I bite before I roar, if he does get between my teeth, said the young officer.

Surely you are mistaken, Gascoyne, interposed Henry Stuart, who, along with John Bumpus, had hitherto been silent listeners to the foregoing conversation. Several of our people have been out fishing among the islands, and have neither seen nor heard of this redoubted pirate.

That is possible enough, boy, but I have seen him, nevertheless, and I shall be much surprised if you do not see and hear more of him than you desire before many days are out. That villain does not sail the seas for pastime, you may depend on it.

As Gascoyne said this, the outer door of the house was burst violently open, and the loud voice of a boy was heard in the porch or short passage that intervened between it and the principal apartment of the cottage, shouting wildly Ho! hallo! hurrah! I say, Widow Stuart! Henry! heres a business  sich fun! only think, the pirates turned up at last, and murdered half the niggers in

There was an abrupt stoppage both of the voice and the muscular action of this juvenile tornado as he threw open the door with a crash, and, instead of the widow or her son, met the gaze of so many strangers. The boy stood for a few seconds on the threshold, with his curly brown hair dishevelled, and his dark eyes staring in surprise, first at one, then at another of the party, until at length they alighted on John Bumpus. The mouth, which up to that moment had formed a round O of astonishment, relaxed into a broad grin, and, with sudden energy, exclaimed  

What a grampus!

Having uttered this complimentary remark, the urchin was about to retreat, when Henry made a sudden dart at him, and caught him by the collar.

Where got you the news, Will Corrie? said Henry, giving the boy a squeeze with his strong hand.

Oh, please, be merciful, Henry, and Ill tell you all about it. But, pray, dont give me over to that grampus, cried the lad, pretending to whimper. I got the news from a feller, that said hed got it from a feller, that saw a feller, who said hed heard a feller tell another feller, that he saw a black feller in the bush, somewhere or other tween this and the other end o the island, with a shot hole in his right arm, running like a cogolampus, with ten pirates in full chase. Ah! oh! have mercy, Henry; really my constitution will break down if you

Silence, you chatter-box, and give me a reasonable account of what you have heard or seen, if you can.

The volatile urchin, who might have been about thirteen years of age, became preternaturally grave all of a sudden, and, looking up earnestly in his questioners face, said, Really, Henry, you are becoming unreasonable in your old age, to ask me to give you a reasonable account of a thing, and at the same time to be silent!

Ill tell you what, Corrie, Ill throttle you if you dont speak, said Henry.

Ah! you couldnt, pleaded Corrie in a tone of deep pathos.

Praps, observed John Bumpus, praps if you hand over the young genlmn to the grampus, hell make him speak.

On hearing this, the boy set up a howl of affected despair, and suffered Henry to lead him unresistingly to within a few feet of Bumpus, but, just as he was within an inch of the huge fist of that nautical monster, he suddenly wrenched his collar out of his captors grasp, darted to the door, turned round on the threshold, hit the side of his own nose a sounding slap with the forefinger of his right hand, uttered an inexpressively savage yell, vanished from the scene, and,  

Like the baseless fabric of a vision,
Left not a wreck behind.

Except the wreck of the milk-saucer of the household cat, which sagacious creature had wisely taken to flight at the first symptom of war.

The boy was instantly followed by Henry, but so light was his foot, that the fastest runner in the settlement had to penetrate the woods immediately behind his mothers house for a quarter of a mile before he succeeded in again laying hold of the refractory lads collar.

What do you mean, Corrie, by such conduct? said his captor, shaking him vigorously. I have half a mind to give you a wallopping.

Never do anything by halves, Henry, said the boy mildly. I never do. Its a bad habit; always go the whole length or none. Now that we are alone, Ill give you a reasonable account of what I know, if youll remove your hand from my collar. You forget that Im growing, and that, when I am big enough, the day of reckoning between us will surely come!

But why would you not give me the information I want in the house. The people you saw there are as much interested in it as I am.

Oh! are they? returned Corrie with a glance of peculiar meaning; perhaps they are more interested than you are.

How so?

Why, how do I know, and how do you know, that these fellows are not pirates in disguise?

Because, said Henry, one of them is an old friend  that is, an acquaintance  at least a sort of intimate, who has been many and many a time at our house before, and my mother knows him well. I cant say I like him  that is to say, I dont exactly like some of his ways  though I dont dislike the man himself.

A most unsatisfactory style of reply, Henry, for a man  ah, beg pardon, a boy  of your straightforward character. Which o the three are you speaking of  the grampus?

No, the other big handsome-looking fellow.

And youre sure youve known him long? continued the boy, while an expression of perplexity flitted over his face.

Quite sure; why?

Because I have seen you often enough, and your house and your mother, not to mention your cat and your pigs, and hens; but Ive never seen him before to-day.

Thats because he usually comes at night, and seldom stays more than an hour or two.

A most uncomfortable style of acquaintance, said Corrie, trying to look wise, which was an utterly futile effort, seeing that his countenance was fat and round, and rosy, and very much the reverse of philosophical. But how do you know that the grampus is not the pirate?

Because he is one of Gascoynes men.

Oh! his name is Gascoyne, is it?  a most piratical name it is. However, since he is your friend, Henry, its all right; whats tothers name?

Bumpus  John Bumpus.

On hearing this, the boy clapped both hands to his sides, expanded his eyes and mouth, shewed his teeth, and finally gave vent to roars of uncontrollable laughter, swaying his body about the while as if in agony.

Oh, clear! he cried, after a time, John Bumpus, ha! ha! ha! what a name!  John Bumpus, ha! ha! the grampus  why, its magnificent, ha! ha! and again the boy gave free vent to his merriment, while his companion looked on with a quiet grin of amusement.

Presently, Corrie became grave, and said, But what of the third, the little chap, all over gold lace? Praps hes the pirate. He looked bold enough amost for anything.

Why, you goose, thats the commander of his Britannic Majestys frigate Talisman.

Indeed? I hope his Britannic Majesty has many more like him.

Plenty more like him. But come, boy; what have you heard of this pirate, and what do you mean about a wounded nigger?

I just mean this, answered the lad, suddenly becoming serious, that when I was out on the mountain this morning, I thought I would cross the ridge, and when I did so, the first thing I saw was a schooner lying in the bay at the foot of the hill, where you and I have so often gone chasing pigs together; well, being curious to know what sort of a craft she was, I went down the hill, intendin to go aboard; but before Id got half way through the cocoanut grove, I heard a horrible yell of a savage; so, thinks I, here comes them blackguard pagans again, to attack the settlement; and before I could hide out of the way, a naked savage almost ran into my arms. He was sea-green in the face with fright, and blood was running over his right arm.

The moment he saw me, instead of splitting me up with his knife and eating me alive, as these fellers are so fond of doin, he gave a start, and another great cry, and doubled on his track like a hare. His cry was answered by a shout from half a dozen sailors, who burst out of the thicket at that moment, and I saw they were in pursuit of him. Down I went at once behind a thick bush, and the whole lot o the blind bats passed right on in full cry, within half an inch of my nose. And I never saw sich a set o piratical-looking villains since I was born. I felt quite sure that yon schooner is the pirate that has been doing so much mischief hereabouts, so I came back as fast as my legs could carry me, to tell you what I had seen. There, you have got all that I know of the matter now.

You are wrong, boy  the schooner you saw is not the pirate, it is the Foam. Strange, very strange! muttered Henry.

Whats strange, inquired the lad.

Not the appearance of the wounded nigger, answered the other; I can explain all about him, but the sailors  that puzzles me.

Henry then related the mornings adventure to his young companion.

But, continued he, after detailing all that the reader already knows, I cannot comprehend how the pirates you speak of could have landed without their vessel being in sight; and that nothing is to be seen from the mountain tops except the Talisman on the one side of the island and the Foam on the other, I can vouch for. Boats might lie concealed among the rocks on the shore, no doubt. But no boats would venture to put ashore with hostile intentions, unless the ship to which they belonged were within sight. As for the crew of the Foam, they are ordinary seamen, and not likely to amuse themselves chasing wounded savages, even if they were allowed to go ashore, which I think is not likely, for Gascoyne knows well enough, that that side of the island is inhabited by the pagans, who would as soon kill and eat a man as they would a pig.

Sooner,  the monsters, exclaimed the boy indignantly, for he had, on more than one occasion, been an eye-witness, of the horrible practice of cannibalism which prevails, even at the present day, among some of the South Sea islanders.

There is mystery here, said Henry, starting up, and the sooner we alarm the people of the settlement, the better. Come, Corrie, we shall return to the house and let the British officer hear what you have told me.

When the lad had finished relating his adventure to the party, in Widow Stuarts cottage, Gascoyne said quietly, I would advise you, Captain Montague, to return to your ship and make your preparations for capturing this pirate, for that he is even now almost within range of your guns, I have not the slightest doubt. As to the men appearing piratical-looking fellows to this boy, I dont wonder at that; most men are wild enough when their blood is up. Some of my own men are as savage to look at as one would desire. But I gave strict orders this morning, that only a few were to go ashore, and these were to keep well out of sight of the settlement of the savages. Doubtless, they are all aboard by this time. If you decide upon anything like a hunt among the mountains, I can lend you a few hands.

Thank you, I may perhaps require some of your hands, said Montague, with a dash of sarcasm in his tone; meanwhile, since you will not favour me with your company on board, I shall bid you good afternoon.

He bowed stiffly, and, leaving the cottage, hastened on board his ship, where the shrill notes of the boatswains whistle, and the deep hoarse tones of that officers gruff voice, quickly announced to the people on shore that orders had been promptly given, and were in course of being as promptly obeyed.

During the hour that followed these events, the captain of the Foam was closeted with Widow Stuart and her son, and the youthful Corrie was engaged in laying the foundations of a never-to-die friendship with John Bumpus, or, as that eccentric youngster preferred to style him, Jo Grampus.




Chapter Five.

The pastors household  Preparations for war.

When the conference in the widows cottage closed, Henry Stuart and Gascoyne hastened into the woods together, and followed a narrow footpath which led towards the interior of the island. Arriving at a spot where this path branched into two, Henry took the one that ran round the outskirts of the settlement towards the residence of Mr Mason, while his companion pursued the other which struck into the recesses of the mountains.

Come in, cried the missionary, as Henry knocked at the door of his study. Ah, Henry, Im glad to see you. You were in my thoughts this moment. I have come to a difficulty in my drawings of the spire of our new church, and I want your fertile imagination to devise some plan whereby we may overcome it. But of that I shall speak presently. I see from your looks that more important matters have brought you hither. Nothing wrong at the cottage, I trust?

No, nothing  that is to say, not exactly wrong, but things, I fear, are not altogether right in the settlement. I have had an unfortunate rencontre this morning with one of the savages, which is likely to lead to mischief, for blood was drawn, and I know the fellow to be revengeful. In addition to this, it is suspected that Durward, the pirate, is hovering among the islands, and meditates a descent on us. How much truth there may be in the report I cannot pretend to guess; but Gascoyne, the captain of the Foam, has been over at our cottage, and says he has seen the pirate, and that there is no saying what he may venture to attempt, for he is a bold fellow, and, as you know, cannot have a good-will to missionary settlements.

Im not so sure of that, said the pastor, in answer to the last remark. It is well known that wherever a Christian settlement is founded in these islands, that place becomes a safe port for vessels of all sorts  pirates as well as others, if they sail under false colours and pretend to be honest traders;  while in all the other islands, it is equally well known, the only safety one can count on, in landing, is superior force. But I am grieved to hear of your affray with the native. I hope that life will not be sacrificed.

No fear of that; the rascal got only a flesh wound.

Here the young man related his adventure of the morning, and finished by asking what the pastor advised should be done in the way of precaution.

It seems to me, said Mr Mason, gravely, that our chief difficulty will be to save ourselves from our friends

Would friends harm us, father? asked a sweet soft voice at the pastors elbow. Next moment Alice Mason was seated on her fathers knee, gazing up in his face with an expression of undisguised amazement.

Alice was a fair, delicate, gentle child. Twelve summers and winters had passed over her little head without a cloud to obscure the sunshine of her life save one  but that one was a terribly dark one, and its shadow lingered over her for many years. When Alice lost her mother, she lost the joy and delight of her existence; and although six years had passed since that awful day, and a fond Christian father had done his best to impress on her young mind that the beloved one was not lost for ever, but would one day be found sitting at the feet of Jesus in a bright and beautiful world, the poor child could not recover her former elasticity of spirits. Doubtless, her isolated position and the want of suitable companions, had something to do with the prolonged sadness of her little heart.

It is almost unnecessary to say that her love for her father was boundless. This was natural, but it did not seem by any means so natural that the delicate child should give the next place in her heart to a wild little boy, a black girl, and a ragged little dog! Yet so it was, and it would have been difficult for the closest observer to tell which of these three Alice liked best.

No one could so frequently draw forth the merry laugh that in former days had rung so sweetly over the hill-sides of the verdant isle, as our young friend Will Corrie. Nothing could delight the heart of the child so much as to witness the mad gambols, not to mention the mischievous deeds, of that ragged little piece of an old door-mat, which, in virtue of its being possessed of animal life, was named Toozle. And when Alice wished to talk quietly,  to pour out her heart, and sometimes her tears,  the bosom she sought on which to lay her head, next to her fathers, was that of her youthful nursery-maid, a good, kind, and gentle, but an awfully stupid native girl named Kekupoopi.

This name was, of course, reduced in its fair proportions by little Alice, who, however, retained the latter part thereof in preference to the former, and styled her maid Poopy. Young Master Corrie, on the other hand, called her Kickup or Puppy, indifferently, according to the humour he chanced to be in when he met her, or to the word that rose most readily to his lips.

Mr Mason replied to the question put by Alice, at the beginning of this somewhat lengthy digression, No, my lamb, friends would not willingly do us harm; but there are those who call themselves friends who do not deserve the name, who pretend to be such, but who are in reality secret enemies. But go, dearest, to your room; I am busy just now talking with Henry  he, at least, is a trusty friend. When I have done you shall come back to me.

Alice kissed her father, and, getting off his knee, went at once in search of her friend Poopy.

That dark-skinned and curly black-headed domestic was in the kitchen, seated on the bottom of an overturned iron pot, inside the dingy niche in which the domestic fire was wont to burn when anything of a culinary nature was going on. At the time when her mistress entered, nothing of the kind was in progress, and the fire had subsided to extinction.

The girl, who might have been any age between twelve and sixteen  nearer the latter, perhaps, than the former  was gazing with expressionless eyes straight before her, and thinking, evidently, of nothing. She was clothed in a white tunic, from which her black legs, arms, neck, and head protruded  forming a startling contrast therewith.

Oh! Poopy, what a bad girl you are! cried Alice, laughing, as she observed where her maid was seated.

Poopys visage at once beamed with a look of good humour, a wide gash suddenly appeared somewhere near her chin, displaying a double row of brilliant teeth surrounded by red gums; at the same time the whites of her eyes disappeared, because, being very plump, it was a physical impossibility that she should laugh and keep them uncovered.

Hee! hee! exclaimed Poopy.

We are really sorry to give the reader a false impression, as we feel that we have done, of our friend Kekupoopi, but a regard for truth compels us to shew the worst of her character first. She was not demonstrative; and the few words and signs by which she endeavoured to communicate the state of her feelings to the outward world were not easily interpreted except by those who knew her well. There is no doubt whatever that Poopy was  we scarcely like to use the expression, but we know of no other more appropriate  a donkey! We hasten to guard ourselves from misconstruction here. That word, if used in an ill-natured and passionate manner, is a bad one, and by no means to be countenanced; but, as surgeons may cut off legs at times, without thereby sanctioning the indiscriminate practice of amputation in a miscellaneous sort of way as a pastime, to this otherwise objectionable word may, we think, be used to bring out a certain trait of character in full force. Holding this opinion, and begging the reader to observe that we make the statement gravely and in an entirely philosophical way, we repeat that Poopy was  figuratively speaking  a donkey!

Yet she was an amiable, affectionate: good girl for all that, with an amount of love in her heart for her young mistress which words cannot convey, and which it is no wonder, therefore, that Poopy herself could not adequately express either by word or look.

Its all very well for you to sit there and say Hee! hee! cried Alice, advancing to the fire-place; but you must have made a dreadful mark on your clean white frock. Get up and turn round.

Hee! hee! exclaimed the girl, as she obeyed the mandate.

The Oh! oh!! oh!!! that burst from Alice, on observing the pattern of the pot neatly printed off on Poopys garment, was so emphatic, that the girl became impressed with the fact that she had done something wrong, and twisted her head and neck in a most alarming manner in a series of vain attempts to behold the extent of the damage.

What a figure! exclaimed Alice, on recovering from the first shock.

It vill vash, said Poopy, in a deprecatory tone.

I hope it will, replied Alice, shaking her head doubtfully, for her experience in the laundry had not yet been so extensive as to enable her to pronounce at once on the eradicability of such a frightfully deep impression. While she was still shaking her head in dubiety on this point, and while Poopy was still making futile attempts to obtain a view of the spot, the door of the kitchen opened, and Master Corrie swaggered in with his hands thrust into the outer pockets of his jacket, his shirt collar thrown very much open, and his round straw hat placed very much on the back of his head; for, having seen some of the crew of the Talisman, he had been smitten with a strong desire to imitate a man-of-wars-man in aspect and gait.

At his heels came that scampering mass of ragged door-mat Toozle, who, feeling that a sensation of some kind or other was being got up for his amusement, joined heartily in the shout of delight that burst from the youthful Corrie when he beheld the extraordinary figure in the fireplace.

Well, I say, Kickup, cried the youth, picking up his hat, which had fallen off in the convulsion, and drying his tears, youre a sweet lookin creetur, you are! Is this a new frock youve got to go to church with? Come, I rather like that pattern, but theres not quite enough of em. Suppose I lend a hand and print a few more all over you. Theres plenty of pots and pans here to do it; and if Alice will bring down her white frock Ill give it a touch up too.

How can you talk such nonsense, Corrie! said Alice, laughing. Down, Toozle; silence, sir. Go, my dear Poopy, and put on another frock, and make haste, for Ive something to say to you.

Thus admonished, the girl ran to a small apartment that opened off the kitchen, and speedily reappeared in another tunic. Meanwhile, Corrie had seated himself on the floor, with Toozle between his knees and Alice on a stool at his side. Poopy, in a fit of absence of mind, was about to resume her seat on the iron pot, when a simultaneous shriek, bark, and roar, recalled her scattered faculties, produced a hee! hee! varied with a faint ho! and induced her to sit down on the floor beside her mistress.

Now, tell me, Poopy, said Alice, did you ever hear of friends who were not really friends, but enemies?

The girl stared with a vacant countenance at the bright intelligent face of the child, and shook her head slowly.

Why dont you ask me? inquired Corrie. You might as well ask Toozle as that potato Kickup. Eh? Puppy, dont you confess that you are no better than a vegetable? Come, now, be honest.

Hee! hee! replied Poopy.

Humph! I thought so. But thats an odd question of yours, Alice. What do you mean by it?

I mean that my papa thinks there are friends in the settlement who are enemies.

Does he, though? Now, thats mysterious, said the boy, becoming suddenly grave. That requires to be looked to. Come, Alice, tell me all the particulars. Dont omit anything  our lives may depend on it.

The deeply serious manner in which Corrie said this, so impressed and solemnised the child, that she related, word for word, the brief conversation she had had with her father, and all that she had heard of the previous converse between him and Henry.

When she had concluded, Master Corrie threw a still more grave and profoundly philosophical expression into his chubby face, and asked, in a hollow tone of voice, Your father didnt say anything against the Grampus, did he?

The what? inquired Alice.

The Grampus  the man, at least, whom I call the Grampus, and who calls hisself Jo Bumpus.

I did not hear such names mentioned, but Henry spoke of a wounded nigger.

Ay, theyre all a set of false rascals together, said Corrie.

Niggers ob dis here settlement is good mans, ebery von, said Poopy, promptly.

Hallo! Kickup, wots wrong? I never heard ye say so much at one time since I came to this place.

Niggers is good peepils, reiterated the girl.

So they are, Puppy, and youre the best of em; but I was speakin of the fellers on the other side of the island, dye see?

Hee! hee! ejaculated the girl.

Well, but what makes you so anxious? said Alice, looking earnestly into the boys face.

Corrie laid his hand on her head and stroked her fair hair as he replied  

This is a serious matter, Alice; I must go at once and see your father about it.

He rose with an air of importance, as if about to leave the kitchen.

Oh! but please dont go till you have told me what it is; Im so frightened, said Alice; do stay and tell me about it before you go to papa.

Well, I dont mind if I do, said the boy, sitting down again. You must know, then, that its reported there are pirates on the island.

Oh! exclaimed Alice.

Dye know what pirates are, Puppy?

Hee! hee! answered the girl.

I do believe she dont know nothin, said the boy, looking at her with an air of compassion wot a sad thing it is to belong to a lower species of human natur! Well, I spose it cant be helped. A pirate, Kickup, is a sea-robber. Dye understand?

Ho! ho!

Ay, I thought so. Well, Alice, I am told that theres been a lot o them landed on the island and took to chasin and killin the niggers, and Henry was all but killed by one o the niggers this very morning, an was saved by a big feller thats a mystery to me, and by the Grampus, who is the best feller I ever met  a regular trump he is; and theres all sorts o doubts, and fears, and rumours, and things of that sort, with a captain of the British navy, that you and I have read so much about, trying to find this pirate out, and suspectin everybody he meets is him. I only hope he wont take it into his stupid head to mistake me for him  not so unlikely a thing after all. And the youthful Corrie shook his head with much gravity, as he surveyed his rotund little legs complacently.

What are you laughing at? he added, suddenly, on observing that a bright smile had overspread Alices face.

At the idea of you being taken for a pirate, said the child.

Hee! hee! ho! ho! remarked Poopy.

Silence, you lump of black putty! thundered the aspiring youth.

Come, dont be cross to my maid, said Alice, quickly.

Corrie laughed, and was about to continue his discourse on the events and rumours of the day, when Mr Masons voice was heard the other end of the house.

Ho! Corrie.

Thats me, cried the boy, promptly springing up and rushing out of the room.

Here, my boy, I thought I heard your voice. I want you to go a message for me. Run down, like a good lad, to Ole Thorwald and tell him to come up here as soon as he conveniently can. There are matters to consult about which will not brook delay.

Ay, ay, sir, answered Corrie, sailor fashion, as he touched his forelock and bounded from the room.

Off on pressing business, cried the sanguine youth, as he dashed through the kitchen, frightening Alice, and throwing Toozle into convulsions of delight horribly important business that wont brook delay; but what brook means is more than I can guess.

Before the sentence was finished, Corrie was far down the hill, leaping over every obstacle like a deer. On passing through a small field he observed a native bending down, as if picking weeds, with his back towards him. Going softly up behind, he hit the semi-naked savage a sounding slap, and exclaimed, as he passed on, Hallo! Jackolu, important business, my boy  hurrah!

The native to whom this rough salutation was given, was a tall stalwart young fellow who had for some years been one of the best behaved and most active members of Frederick Masons dark-skinned congregation. He stood erect for some time, with a broad grin on his swarthy face, and a twinkle in his eye, as he gazed after the young hopeful, muttering to himself, Ho! yes  bery wicked boy dat, bery; but hims capital chap for all dat.

A few minutes later, Master Corrie burst in upon the sturdy middle-aged merchant, named Ole Thorwald, a Norwegian who had resided much in England, and spoke the English language well, and who prided himself on being entitled to claim descent from the old Norwegian sea-kings. This man was uncle and protector to Corrie.

Ho! uncle Ole; heres a business. Sich a to do  wounds, blood, and murder! or at least an attempt at it;  the whole settlement in arms, and the parson sends for you to take command!

What means the boy? exclaimed Ole Thorwald, who, in virtue of his having once been a private in a regiment of militia, had been appointed to the chief command of the military department of the settlement. This consisted of about thirty white men, armed with fourteen fowling-pieces, twenty daggers, fifteen swords, and eight cavalry pistols; and about two hundred native Christians, who, when the assaults of their unconverted brethren were made, armed themselves  as they were wont to do in days gone by  with formidable clubs, stone hatchets, and spears. What means the boy! exclaimed Ole, laying down a book which he had been reading, and thrusting his spectacles up on his broad bald forehead.

Exactly what the boy says, replied Master Corrie.

Then add something more to it, pray.

Thorwald said this in a mild tone, but he suddenly seized the handle of an old pewter mug which the lad knew, from experience, would certainly reach his head before he could gain the door if he did not behave; so he became polite, and condescended to explain his errand more fully.

So, so, observed the descendant of the sea-kings, as he rose and slowly buckled on a huge old cavalry sabre, there is double mischief brewing this time. Well, we shall see  we shall see. Go, Corrie, my boy, and rouse up Terrence and Hugh and

The whole army, in short, cried the boy, hastily youre so awfully slow, uncle, you should have been born in the last century, I think.

Farther remark was cut short by the sudden discharge of the pewter mug, which, however, fell harmlessly on the panel of the closing door as the impertinent Corrie sped forth to call the settlement to arms.




Chapter Six.

Suspicions allayed and re-awakened.

Gascoyne, followed by his man Jo Bumpus, sped over the rugged mountains and descended the slopes on the opposite side of the island soon after nightfall, and long before Captain Montague, in his large and well-manned boat, could pull half way round in the direction of the sequestered bay where the Foam lay quietly at anchor.

There was not a breath of wind to ruffle the surface of the glassy sea, as the captain of the sandal-wood trader reached the shore and uttered a low cry like the hoot of an owl. The cry was instantly replied to, and in a few minutes a boat crept noiselessly towards the shore, seeming, in the uncertain light, more like a shadow than a reality. It was rowed by a single man. When within a few yards of the shore, the oars ceased to move, and the deep stillness of the night was scarcely broken by the low voice of surly Dick demanding Who goes there?

All right, pull in, replied Gascoyne, whose deep bass voice sounded sepulchral in the almost unearthly stillness. It was one of those dark oppressively quiet nights which make one feel a powerful sensation of loneliness, and a peculiar disinclination, by word or act, to disturb the prevailing quiescence of nature  such a night as suggests the idea of a coming storm to those who are at sea, or of impending evil to those on land.

Is the mate aboard? inquired Gascoyne.

He is, sir.

Are any of the hands on shore?

More than half of em, sir.

Nothing more was said; and in a few minutes Gascoyne was slowly pacing the quarter-deck of his little vessel in earnest consultation with his first mate. There seemed to be some difference of opinion between the captain and his officer, for their words, which at first were low, at length became audible.

I tell you, Manton, it wont do, said Gascoyne, sternly.

I can only suggest what I believe to be for the good of the ship, replied the other, coldly. Even if you succeed in your attempt, you will be certain to lose some of our hands; for although the best of them are on shore, the commander of the Talisman will think those that remain too numerous for a sandal-wood trader, and you are aware that we are sufficiently short-handed in such dangerous seas.

The latter part of this speech was uttered in a slightly sarcastic tone.

What would you have me do, then? demanded Gascoyne, whose usual decision of character seemed to have deserted him under the influence of conflicting feelings, which, the first mate could plainly perceive, agitated the breast of his commander, but which he could by no means account for. Certainly he had no sympathy with them, for Mantons was a hard, stern nature  not given to the melting mood.

Do? exclaimed the mate vehemently, I would mount the red, and get out the sweeps. An hours pull will place the schooner on the other side of the reef. A shot from Long Tom will sink the best boat in the service of his Britannic Majesty, and we could be off and away with the land breeze before morning.

What! sink a man-of-wars boat! exclaimed Gascoyne; why, that would make them set us down as pirates at once, and we should have to run the gauntlet of half the British navy before this time next year.

Manton received this remark with a loud laugh, which harshly disturbed the silence of the night.

That is true, said he, yet I scarcely expected to see Captain Gascoyne shew the white feather.

Possibly not, retorted the other, grimly; yet methinks that he who counsels flight shews more of the white feather than he who would shove his head into the very jaws of the lion. It wont do, Manton; I have my own reasons for remaining here. The white lady must in the meantime smile on the British commander. Besides, it would be difficult, if not impossible, to do all this and get our fellows on board again before morning. The land-breeze will serve to fill the sails of the Talisman just as well as those of the Foam; and theyre sure to trip their anchor to-night, for, youll scarcely believe it, this mad little fellow Montague actually suspects me to be the pirate Durward!

Again the harsh laugh of Manton disturbed the peaceful calm, and this time he was joined by Gascoyne, who seemed at length to have overcome the objections of his mate, for their tones again sank into inaudible whispers.

Shortly after this conversation the moon broke out from behind a bank of clouds, and shone brightly down on land and sea, throwing into bold relief the precipices, pinnacles, and gorges of the one, and covering the other with rippling streaks of silver. About the same time the oars of the man-of-wars boat were heard, and in less than half an hour Captain Montague ascended the side of the Foam, where, to his great surprise, he was politely received by Gascoyne.

Captain Gascoyne has reason to be proud of his pedestrian powers, said the young commander; he must have had urgent reason for making such good use of his legs since we last met.

To do the honours of his own ship, when he expects a visit from a British officer, is surely sufficient reason to induce a poor skipper to take an extra walk of a fine evening, replied Gascoyne, blandly. Besides, I know that men-of-war are apt to take a fancy to the crews of merchantmen sometimes, and I thought my presence might be necessary here to-night.

How? exclaimed Montague, quickly. Do you fancy that your single arm, stout though it be, could avail to prevent this evil that you dread if I think proper to act according to established usage in time of war.

Nay, that were extreme vanity indeed, returned the other, but I would fain hope that the explanations which I can give of the danger of our peculiar trade, and the necessity we have for a strong crew, will induce Captain Montague to forego his undoubted privilege and right on this occasion.

Im not sure of that, replied Montague, it will depend much on your explanations being satisfactory. How many men have you?

Twenty-two.

So many! that is much more than enough to work so small a vessel.

But not more than enough to defend my vessel from a swarm of bloody savages.

Perhaps not, returned Montague, on whom the urbanity and candour of the captain of the Foam were beginning to have a softening influence. You have no objection to let me see your papers, and examine your ship, I suppose.

None in the world, replied Gascoyne, smiling, and if I had, it would make little difference, I should imagine, to one who is so well able to insist on having his will obeyed.  (He glanced at the boat full of armed men as he spoke.) Pray, come below with me.

In the examination that ensued Captain Montague was exceedingly strict, although the strength of his first suspicions had been somewhat abated by the truthful tone and aspect of Gascoyne, and the apparent reasonableness of all he said; but he failed to detect anything in the papers, or in the general arrangements of the Foam, that could warrant his treating her otherwise than as an honest trader.

So, said he, on returning to the deck; this is the counterpart of the noted pirate, is it? You must pardon my having suspected you, sir, of being this same Durward, sailing under false colours. Come, let me see the points of difference between you, else if we happen to meet on the high seas I may chance to make an unfortunate hole in your timbers.

The sides of my schooner are altogether black, as you see, returned Gascoyne. I have already explained that a narrow streak of red distinguishes the pirate, and this fair lady (leading Montague to the bow) guides the Foam over the waves with smiling countenance, while a scarlet griffin is the more appropriate figurehead of Durwards vessel.

As he spoke, the low boom of a far distant gun was heard. Montague started, and glanced inquiringly in the face of his companion, whose looks expressed a slight degree of surprise.

What was that, think you? said Montague, after a momentary pause.

The commander of the Talisman ought, I think, to be the best judge of the sound of his own guns.

True, returned the young officer, somewhat disconcerted; but you forget that I am not familiar with the eruptions of those volcanic mountains of yours; and, at so great a distance from my ship, with such hills of rock and lava between us, I may well be excused feeling a little doubt as to the bark of my own bull-dogs. But that signal betokens something unusual. I must shorten my visit to you, I fear.

Pray do not mention it, said Gascoyne, with a peculiar smile; under the circumstances I am bound to excuse you.

But, continued Montague, with emphasis, I should be sorry indeed to part without some little memorial of my visit. Be so good as to order your men to come aft.

By all means, said Gascoyne, giving the requisite order promptly, for, having sent all his best men on shore, he did not much mind the loss one or two of those that remained.

When they were mustered, the British commander inspected them carefully, and then he singled out surly Dick, and ordered him into the boat. A slight frown rested for a moment on Gascoynes countenance, as he observed the look of ill-concealed triumph with which the man obeyed the order. The expression of surly Dick, however, was instantly exchanged for one of dismay as his captain strode up to him, and looked in his face for one moment with a piercing glance, at the same time thrusting his left hand into the breast of his red shirt.

Goodbye, he said, suddenly, in a cheerful tone, extending his right hand and grasping that of the sailor. Goodbye, lad; if you serve the king as well as you have served me, hell have reason to be proud of you.

Gascoyne turned on his heel, and the man slunk into the boat with an aspect very unlike that of a bold British seaman.

Here is another man I want, said Montague, laying his hand on the shoulder of John Bumpus.

I trust, sir, that you will not take that man, said Gascoyne earnestly. I cannot afford to lose him; I would rather you should take any three of the others.

Your liberality leads me to think that you could without much difficulty supply the place of the men I take  but three are too many. I shall be satisfied with this one. Go into the boat, my lad.

Poor John Bumpus, whose heart had been captivated by the beauties of the island, obeyed the order with a rueful countenance; and Gascoyne bit his lip and turned aside to conceal his anger. In two minutes more the boat rowed away from the schooners side.

Not a word was spoken by any one in the boat until a mile had separated it from the schooner. They had just turned a point which shut the vessel out of view, when surly Dick suddenly recovered his self-possession and his tongue, and, starting up in an excited manner, exclaimed to Montague  

The schooner you have just left, sir, is a pirate. I tell the truth, though I should swing for it.

The crew of the boat ceased rowing, and glanced at each other in surprise on hearing this.

Ha! say you so, exclaimed Montague, quickly.

Its a fact, sir; ask my comrade there, and hell tell you the same thing.

Hell do nothin o the sort, sharply returned honest Bumpus, who, having been only a short time previously engaged by Gascoyne, could perceive neither pleasure nor justice in the idea of being hanged for a pirate, and who attributed Dicks speech to an ill-natured desire to get his late commander into trouble.

Which of you am I to believe? said Montague, hastily.

Wich ever you please, observed Bumpus, with an air of indifference.

Its no business o mine, said Dick, sulkily; if you choose to let the blackguard escape, thats your own look out.

Silence, you scoundrel, cried Montague, who was as much nettled by a feeling of uncertainty how to act as by the impertinence of the man.

Before he could decide as to the course he ought to pursue, the report of one of the guns of his own vessel boomed loud and distinct in the distance. It was almost immediately followed by another.

Ha! that settles the question; give way, my lads, give way.

In another moment the boat was cleaving her way swiftly through the dark water in the direction of the Talisman.




Chapter Seven.

Master Corrie caught napping  Snakes in the grass.

The Sabbath morning which succeeded the events we have just narrated dawned on the settlement of Sandy Cove in unclouded splendour, and the deep repose of nature was still unbroken by the angry passions and the violent strife of man, although from the active preparations of the previous night it might have been expected that those who dwelt on the island would not have an opportunity of enjoying the rest of that day.

Everything in and about the settlement was eminently suggestive of peace. The cattle lay sleepily in the shade of the trees; the sea was still calm like glass. Men had ceased from their daily toil; and the only sounds that broke the quiet of the morning were the chattering of the parrots and other birds in the cocoanut groves; and the cries of seafowl, as they circled in the air, or dropt on the surface of the sea in quest of fish.

The British frigate lay at anchor in the same place which she had hitherto occupied, and the Foam still floated in the sequestered bay on the other side of the island. In neither vessel was there the slightest symptom of preparation; and to one who knew not the true state of matters, the idea of war being about to break forth was the last that would have occurred.

But this deceitful quiet was only the calm that precedes the storm. On every hand men were busily engaged in making preparation to break that Sabbath day in the most frightful manner, or were calmly, but resolutely, awaiting attack. On board the ship-of-war, indeed, there was little doing, for, her business being to fight, she was always in a state of readiness for action. Her signal guns, fired the previous night, had recalled Montague to tell him of the threatened attack by the savages. A few brief orders were given, and they were prepared for whatever might occur. In the village, too, the arrangements to repel attack having been made, white men and native converts alike rested with their arms placed in convenient proximity to their hands.

In a wild and densely-wooded part of the island, far removed from those portions which we have yet had occasion to describe, a band of fiendish-looking men were making arrangements for one of those unprovoked assaults which savages are so prone to make on those who settle near them.

They were all of them in a state of almost complete nudity, but the complicated tattooing on their dark skins gave them the appearance of being more clothed than they really were. Their arms consisted chiefly of enormous clubs of hardwood, spears, and bows; and, in order to facilitate their escape should they chance to be grasped in a hand-to-hand conflict, they had covered their bodies with oil, which glistened in the sunshine as they moved about their village.

Conspicuous among these truly savage warriors was the form of Keona, with his right arm bound up in a sort of sling. Pain and disappointed revenge had rendered this mans face more than usually diabolical as he went about among his fellows, inciting them to revenge the insult and injury done to them through his person by the whites. There was some reluctance, however, on the part of a few of the chiefs to renew a war that had been terminated, or rather, been slumbering, only for a few months.

Keonas influence, too, was not great among his kindred, and had it not been that one or two influential chiefs sided with him, his own efforts to relight the still smoking torch of war would have been unavailing.

As it was, the natives soon worked themselves up into a sufficiently excited state to engage in any desperate expedition. It was while all this was doing in the native camp, that Keona, having gone to the nearest mountain top to observe what was going on in the settlement, had fallen in with and been chased by some of those men belonging to the Foam, who had been sent on shore to escape being pressed into the service of the king of England.

The solitary exception to this general state of preparation for war was the household of Frederick Mason. Having taken such precautionary steps the night before as he deemed expedient, and having consulted with Ole Thorwald, the general commanding, who had posted scouts in all the mountain passes, and had seen the war-canoes drawn up in a row on the strand, the pastor retired to his study and spent the greater part of the night in preparing to preach the gospel of peace on the morrow, and in committing the care of his flock and his household to Him who is the God of battles as well as the Prince of peace.

It is not to be supposed that Mr Mason contemplated the probable renewal of hostilities without great anxiety. For himself, we need scarcely say, he had no fears, but his heart sank when he thought of his gentle Alice falling into the hands of savages. As the night passed away without any alarms, his anxiety began to subside, and when Sunday morning dawned, he lay down on a couch to snatch a few hours repose before the labours of the day began.

The first object that greeted the pastors eyes on awaking in the morning was a black visage, and a pair of glittering eyes gazing at him through the half open door with an expression of the utmost astonishment.

He leaped up with lightning, speed and darted towards the intruder, but checked himself suddenly and smiled, as poor Poopy uttered a scream, and, falling on her knees, implored for mercy.

My poor girl, I fear I have frightened you by my violence, said he, sitting down on his couch and yawning sleepily; but I was dreaming, Poopy; and when I saw your black face peeping at me, I took you at first for one of the wild fellows on the other side of the mountains. You have come to sweep and arrange my study, I suppose.

Why, massr, you no hab go to bed yet, said Poopy, still feeling and expressing surprise at her masters unwonted irregularity. Is you ill?

Not at all, my good girl, only a little tired. It is not a time for me to take much rest when the savages are said to be about to attack us.

When is they coming? inquired the girl, meekly. The pastor smiled as he replied, That is best known to themselves, Poopy. Do you think it likely that murderers or thieves would send to let us know when they were coming?

Hee! hee! laughed Poopy, with an immense display of teeth and gums.

Is Alice awake? inquired Mr Mason.

No, her be sound sleep wid her two eye shut tight up, dis fashion, and her mout wide open  so.

The representations of Alices condition, as given by her maid, although hideously unlike the beautiful object they were meant to call up to the fathers mind, were sufficiently expressive and comprehensible.

Go wake her, my girl, and let us have breakfast as soon as you can. Has Will Corrie been here this morning?

Hims bin here all night, replied the girl, with a broad grin  (and the breadth of Poopys broad grin was almost appalling!)

What mean you? has he slept in this house all night?

Yes  eh! no, said Poopy.

Yes, no, exclaimed Mr Mason. Come, Poopy, dont be stupid, explain yourself.

Hee! hee! hee! yes, ho! ho! laughed Poopy, as if the idea of explaining herself was about the richest joke she had listened to since she was born. Hee! hee! me no can splain, but you com here and see.

So saying, she conducted her wondering master to the front door of the cottage, where, across the threshold, directly under the porch, lay the form of the redoubted Corrie, fast asleep, and armed to the teeth!

In order to explain the cause of this remarkable apparition, we think it justifiable to state to the reader, in confidence, that young Master Corrie was deeply in love with the fair Alice. With all his reckless drollery of disposition, the boy was intensely romantic and enthusiastic; and, feeling that the unsettled condition of the times endangered the welfare of his lady-love, he resolved, like a true knight, to arm himself and guard the threshold of her door with his own body.

In the deep silence of the night he buckled on a sabre, the blade of which, by reason of its having been broken, was barely eight inches long, and the hilt whereof was battered and rusty. He also stuck a huge brass-mounted cavalry pistol in his belt, in the virtue of which he had great faith, having only two days before shot with it a green-headed parrot at a distance of two yards. The distance was not great, to be sure, but it was enough for his purpose  intending, as he did, to meet his foe, when the moment of action should come, in close conflict, and thrust the muzzle of his weapon down the said foes throat before condescending to draw the trigger.

Thus prepared for the worst, he sallied out on tiptoe, intending to mount guard at the missionarys door, and return to his own proper couch before the break of day.

But alas for poor Corries powers of endurance! no sooner had he extended his chubby form on the door-mat, earnestly wishing, but not expecting, that Alice would come out and find him there, than he fell fast asleep, while engaged in the hopeless task of counting the starry host  a duty which he had imposed on himself in the hope that he might thereby be kept awake. Once asleep he slept on, as a matter of course, with his broad little chest heaving gently; his round little visage beaming upwards like a terrestrial moon; his left arm under his head in lieu of a pillow, (by consequence of which it was fast asleep also,) and his right hand grasping the hilt of the broken sabre.

As for Corries prostrate body affording protection to Alice  the entire savage population might have stepped across it, one by one, and might have stepped back again, bearing away into slavery the fair maiden, with her father and all the household furniture to boot, without in the least disturbing the deep slumbers of the youthful knight. At least we may safely come to this conclusion from the fact that Mr Mason shook him, first gently and then violently, for full five minutes before he could get him to speak; and even then he only gave utterance, in very sleepy tones, and half-formed words, to the remark  

Oh! don borer me. It aint bkfust-tm yet?

Ho! Corrie, Corrie, shouted Mr Mason, giving the victim a shake that threatened to dislocate his neck, get up, my boy  rouse up!

Hallo! hy! murder! Come on you vill  eh! Mr Mason  I beg pardon, sir, stammered Corrie, as he at length became aware of his condition, and blushed deeply; I  I really, Mr Mason, I merely came to watch while you were all asleep, as there are savages about, you know  and ha! ha! ha!  oh! dear me! (Corrie exploded at this point, unable to contain himself at the sight of the missionarys gaze of astonishment,) Wot a sight for a Sunday mornin too!

The hilarity of the boy was catching, for at this point a vociferous hee! hee! burst from the sable Poopy; the clear laugh of Alice, too, came ringing through the passage, and Mr Mason himself finally joined in the chorus.

Come, sir knight, exclaimed the latter, on recovering his gravity, this is no guise for a respectable man to be seen in on Sunday morning; come in and lay down your arms. You have done very well as a soldier for this occasion; let us see if you can do your duty equally well as a church-officer. Have you the keys.

No, they are at home.

Then run and get them, my boy, and leave your pistol behind you. I dare say the savages wont attack during the daytime.

Corrie did as he was desired, and the pastor went, after breakfast, to spend a short time with Alice on a neighbouring eminence, from which could be obtained a fine view of the settlement, with its little church and the calm bay on which floated the frigate, sheltered by the encircling coral reef from the swell of the ocean.

Here it was Mr Masons wont to saunter with Alice every Sunday morning, to read a chapter of the Bible together, and converse about that happy land where one so dear to both of them now dwelt with their Saviour. Here, also, the childs maid was sometimes privileged to join them. On this particular morning, however, they were not the only spectators of the beautiful view from that hill, for, closely hidden in the bushes  not fifty yards from the spot where they sat  lay a band of armed savages who had escaped the vigilance of the scouts, and had come by an unguarded pass to the settlement.

They might easily have slain or secured the missionary and his household without alarming the people in the village, but their plan of attack forbade such a premature proceeding. The trio therefore finished their chapter and their morning prayer undisturbed, little dreaming of the number of glittering eyes that watched their proceedings.




Chapter Eight.

A surprise  A battle and a fire.

The sound of the Sabbath bell fell sweetly on the pastors ear as he descended to his dwelling to make a few final preparations for the duties of the day, and from every hut in Sandy Cove trooped forth the native Christians  young and old  to assemble in the house of God.

With great labour and much pains had this church been built, and pastor and people alike were not a little proud of their handiwork. The former had drawn the plans and given the measurements, leaving it to Henry Stuart to see them properly carried out in detail, while the latter did the work. They cut and squared the timbers, gathered the coral, burnt it for lime and plastered the building. The women and children carried the lime from the beach in baskets, and the men dragged the heavy logs from the mountains  in some cases for several miles  the timber in the immediate neighbourhood not being sufficiently large for their purpose.

The poor natives worked with heart and soul  for love, and the desire to please and to be pleased, had been awakened within them. Besides this, the work had for them all the zest of novelty. They wrought at it with somewhat of the feelings of children at play,  pausing frequently in the midst of their toil to gaze in wonder and admiration at the growing edifice, which would have done no little credit to a professional architect and to more skilled workmen.

The white men of the place also lent a willing hand; for although some of them were bad men, yet they were constrained to respect the consistent character and blameless life of the missionary, who not unfrequently experienced the fulfilment of that word:

When a mans ways please the Lord, he maketh even his enemies to be at peace with him. Besides this, all of them, however unwilling they might be to accept Christianity for themselves, were fully alive to the advantages they derived from its introduction among the natives.

With so many willing hands at work, the little church was soon finished; and, at the time when the events we are describing occurred, there was nothing to be done to it except some trifling arrangements connected with the steeple, and the glazing of the windows. This latter piece of work was, in such a climate, of little importance.

Long before the bell had ceased to toll, the church was full of natives, whose dark, eager faces were turned towards the door, in expectation of the appearance of their pastor. The building was so full, that many of the people were content to cluster round the door, or the outside of the unglazed windows. On this particular Sunday, there were strangers there, who roused the curiosity and attracted the attention of the congregation. Before Mr Mason arrived, there was a slight bustle at the door as Captain Montague, with several of his officers and men, entered, and were shewn to the missionarys seat by Master Corrie, who, with his round visage elongated as much as possible, and his round eyes expressing a look of inhuman solemnity, in consequence of his attempt to affect a virtue which he did not possess, performed the duties of door-keeper. Montague had come on shore to ascertain from Mr Mason what likelihood there was of an early attack by the natives.

Wheres Alice, whispered the boy to Poopy, as the girl entered the church, and seated herself beside a little midshipman, who looked at her with a mingled expression of disgust and contempt, and edged away.

Got a little headache, hee! hee!

Dont laugh in church, you monster, said Corrie, with a frown.

Ise not larfin, retorted Poopy, with an injured look.

Just then the boy caught sight of a gigantic figure entering the church, and darted away to usher the stranger into the pastors seat; but Gascoyne (for it was he) took no notice of him. He passed steadily up the centre of the church, and sat down beside the Widow Stuart, whose face expressed anxiety and surprise the moment she observed who was seated there. The countenance of Henry, who sat on the other side of his mother, flushed, and he turned with an angry glance towards the captain of the Foam; but the look was thrown away, for Gascoyne had placed his arms on the back of the seat in front of him, and rested his head on them; in which position he continued to remain without motion while the service was going on.

Mr Mason began with a short earnest prayer in English; then he read out a hymn in the native tongue, which was sung in good tune, and with great energy, by the whole congregation. This was followed by a chapter in the New Testament, and another prayer; but all the service, with the exception of the first prayer, was conducted in the native language. The text was then read out: Though thy sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.

Frederick Mason possessed the power of chaining the attention of an audience, and a deep breathless silence prevailed, as he laboured, with intense fervour, to convince his hearers of the love of God, and the willingness and ability of Jesus Christ to save even the chief of sinners. During one part of the service, a deep low groan startled the congregation; but no one could tell who had uttered it. As it was not repeated, it was soon forgotten by most of the people.

While the pastor was thus engaged, a pistol-shot was heard, and immediately after, a loud fierce yell burst from the forest, causing the ears of those who heard it to tingle, and their hearts for a moment to quail. In less than ten minutes, the church was empty, and the males of the congregation were engaged in a desperate hand-to-hand conflict with the savages; who, having availed themselves of the one unguarded pass, had quietly eluded the vigilance of the scouts, and assembled in force on the outskirts of the settlement.

Fortunately for the worshippers that morning, the anxiety of Master Corrie for the welfare of his fair Alice induced him to slip out of the church just after the sermon began. Hastening to the pastors house, he found the child sound asleep on a sofa, and a savage standing over her with a spear in his hand. The boy had approached so stealthily, that the savage did not hear him. Remembering that he had left his pistol on the kitchen table, he darted round to the back door of the house, and secured it just as Alice awoke with a scream of surprise and terror, on beholding who was near her.

Next moment Corrie was at her side, and before the savage could seize the child, he levelled the pistol at his head and fired. The aim was sufficiently true to cause the ball to graze the mans forehead, while the smoke and fire partially blinded him.

It was this shot that first alarmed the natives in church, and it was the yell uttered by the wounded man, as he fell stunned on the floor, that called forth the answering yell from the savage host, and precipitated the attack.

It was sufficiently premature to give the people of the settlement time to seize their arms; which, as has been said, they had placed so as to be available at a moments notice.

The fight that ensued was a desperate, and almost indiscriminate melée. The attacking party had been so sure of taking the people by surprise, that they formed no plan of attack; but simply arranged that, at a given signal from their chief, a united rush should be made upon the church, and a general massacre ensue. As we have seen, Corries pistol drew forth the signal sooner than had been intended. In the rush that immediately ensued, a party dashed through the house, the boy was overturned, and a savage gave him a passing blow with a club that would have scattered his brains on the floor had it taken full effect; but it was hastily delivered; it glanced off his head, and spent its force on the shoulder of the chief, who was thus unfortunate enough to be wounded by friends as well as foes.

On the first alarm, Gascoyne sprang up, and darted through the door. He was closely followed by Henry. Stuart, and the captain of the Talisman, with his handful of officers and men, who were all armed, as a matter of course.

Sit where you are, cried Henry to his trembling mother, as he sprang after Gascoyne; the church is the safest place youll find.

The widow fell on her knees and prayed to God, while the fight raged without.

Among the first to leave the church was the pastor. The thought of his child having been left in the house unprotected, filled him with an agony of fear. He sought no weapon of war, but darted unarmed straight into the midst of the savage host that stood between him and the object of his affection. His rush was so impetuous, that he fairly overturned several of his opponents by dashing against them. The numbers that surrounded him, however, soon arrested his progress; but he had pressed so close in amongst them, that they were actually too closely packed, for a few seconds, to be able to use their heavy clubs and long spears with effect.

It was well for the poor missionary, at that moment, that he had learned the art of boxing when a boy! The knowledge so acquired had never induced him to engage in dishonourable and vulgar strife; but it had taught him how and where to deliver a straightforward blow with effect; and he now struck out with tremendous energy, knocking down an adversary at every blow,  for the thought of Alice lent additional strength to his powerful arm. Success in such warfare, however, was not to be expected. Still, Mr Masons activity and vigour averted his own destruction for a few minutes; and these minutes were precious, for they afforded time for Captain Montague and his officers to cut their way to the spot where he fought, just as a murderous club was about to descend on his head from behind. Montagues sword unstrung the arm that upheld it, and the next instant the pastor was surrounded by friends.

Among their number was John Bumpus, who was one of the crew of Montagues boat, and who now rushed upon the savages with a howl peculiarly his own, felling one with a blow of his fist, and another with a slash of his cutlass.

You must retire, said Montague, hastily, to Frederick Mason, who stood panting and inactive for a few moments in order to recover breath. You are unarmed, sir; besides, your profession forbids you taking part in such work as this. There are men of war enough here to keep these fellows in play.

Montague spoke somewhat sharply, for he erroneously fancied that the missionarys love of fighting had led him into the fray.

My profession does not forbid me to save my child, exclaimed the pastor, wildly.

He turned in the direction of his cottage, which was full in view; and, at that moment, smoke burst from the roof and windows. With a cry of despair, Mr Mason once more launched himself on the host of savages; but these were now so numerous that, instead of making head against them, the little knot of sailors who opposed them at that particular place found it was as much as they could do to keep them at bay.

The issue of the conflict was still doubtful, when a large accession to their numbers gave the savages additional power and courage. They made a sudden onset, and bore back the small band of white men. In the rush the pastor was overthrown and rendered for a time insensible.

While this was going on in one part of the field, in another, stout Ole Thorwald, with several of the white settlers and the greater part of the native force, was guarding the principal approach to the church against immensely superior numbers. And nobly did the descendant of the Norse sea-kings maintain the credit of his warlike ancestors that day. With a sword that might have matched that of Goliath of Gath, he swept the way before him wherever he went, and more than once by a furious onset turned the tide of war in favour of his party when it seemed about to overwhelm them.

In a more distant part of the field, on the banks of a small stream, which was spanned by a bridge about fifty paces farther down, Gascoyne and Henry Stuart contended, almost alone; with about thirty savages. These two had rushed so impetuously forward at the first onset as to have been separated from their friends, and, with four Christian natives, had been surrounded. Henry was armed with a heavy claymore, the edge of which betokened that it had once seen much service in the wars of the youths Scottish ancestors. Gascoyne, not anticipating this attack, had returned to the settlement armed only with his knife. He had seized the first weapon that came to hand, which chanced to be an enormous iron shovel, and with this terrific implement the giant carried all before him.

It was quite unintentionally that he and Henry had come together. But the nature and power of the two men being somewhat similar, they had singled out the same point of danger, and had made their attack with the same overwhelming vehemence. The muscles of both seemed to be made of iron, for, as increasing numbers pressed upon them, they appeared to deliver their terrible blows with increasing rapidity and vigour, and the savages, despite their numbers, began to quail before them.

Just then Keona  who, although wounded, hovered about doing as much mischief as he could with his left hand, (which, by the way, seemed to be almost as efficient as his right,)  caught sight of this group of combatants on the banks of the stream. He, with a party, had succeeded in forcing the bridge, and now, uttering a shout of wild delight at the sight of his two greatest enemies within his power  as he thought  he rushed towards them and darted his spear with unerring aim and terrible violence. The mans anger defeated his purpose, for the shout attracted the attention of Gascoyne, who saw the spear coming straight towards Henrys breast. He interposed the shovel instantly, and the spear fell harmless to the ground. At the same time, with a back-handed sweep he brained a gigantic savage who at the moment was engaging Henrys undivided attention. Bounding forward with a burst of anger, Gascoyne sought to close with Keona. He succeeded but too well, however, for he could not check himself sufficiently to deliver an effective blow, but went crashing against his enemy, and the two fell to the ground together.

In an instant a rush was made on the fallen man; but Henry leaped forward, and sweeping down two opponents with one cut of his claymore, afforded his companion time to leap up.

Come, we are quits, said Henry, with a grim smile, as the two darted again on the foe.

At that moment Ole Thorwald, having scattered the party he first engaged, came tearing down towards the bridge, whirling the great sword round his head, and shouting victory in the voice of a Stentor.

Hah! here is more work, he cried, as his eye fell on Gascoynes figure. Thorwald to the rescue! hurrah!

In another moment the savages were flying pellmell across the bridge with Gascoyne and Henry close on their heels, and the stout merchant panting after them, with his victorious band, as fast as his less agile limbs could carry him.

It was at this moment that Gascoyne and Henry noticed the attack made on the small party of sailors, and observed the fall of Mr Mason.

Thorwald to the rescue! shouted Gascoyne, in a voice that rolled deep and loud over the whole field like the roar of a lion.

Ay, ay, my noisy stranger; its easy for your tough limbs to carry you up the hill, gasped Ole, but the weight of ten or fifteen years will change your step. Hurrah!

The cry of the bold Norseman, coupled with that of Gascoyne, had the double effect of checking the onset of the enemy, and of collecting their own scattered forces around them. The battle was now drawing to a point. Men who were skirmishing in various places left off and hastened to the spot on which the closing scene was now evidently to be enacted; and for a few minutes the contending parties paused, as if by mutual consent, to breathe and scan each other before making the final attack.

It must not be supposed that, during the light which we have described, the crew of the Talisman were idle. At the first sign of disturbance on shore, the boats were lowered, and a well-armed force rowed for the landing-place as swiftly as the strong and willing arms of the men could pull. But the distance between the vessel and the shore was considerable, and the events we have recounted were quickly enacted, so that before the boats had proceeded half the distance the fight was nearly over, and the settlement seemed about to be overwhelmed.

These facts were not lost upon the first lieutenant of the Talisman, Mr Mulroy, who, with telescope in hand, watched the progress of the fight with great anxiety. He saw that it was impossible for the boats to reach the shore in time to render efficient aid. He also observed that a fresh band of savages were hastening to reinforce their comrades, and that the united band would be so overpoweringly strong as to render the chances of a successful resistance on the part of the settlers very doubtful indeed almost hopeless.

In these circumstances he adopted a course which was as bold as it was dangerous. Observing that the savages mustered for the final onset in a dense mass on an eminence which just raised their heads a little above those of the party they were about to attack, he at once loaded three of the largest guns with round shot and pointed them at the mass of human beings with the utmost possible care. There was the greatest danger of hitting friends instead of foes, but Mr Mulroy thought it his duty to incur the responsibility of running the risk.

Montague, to whom the command of the united band of settlers had been given by general consent, had thrown them rapidly into some sort of order, and was about to give the word to charge, when the savage host suddenly began to pour down the hill with frantic yells.

Mulroy did not hear the shouts, but he perceived the movement. Suddenly, as if a thunderstorm had burst over the island, the echoes of the hills were startled by the roar of heavy artillery, and, one after another, the three guns hurled their deadly contents into the centre of the rushing mass, through which three broad lanes were cut in quick succession.

The horrible noise and the dreadful slaughter in their ranks, seemed to render the affrighted creatures incapable of action, for they came to a dead halt.

Well done, Mulroy, shouted Montague, forward, boys  charge!

A true British cheer burst from the tars and white settlers, which served farther to strike terror into the hearts of the enemy. In another moment they rushed up the hill, led on by Montague, Gascoyne, Henry, and Thorwald. But the savages did not await the shock. Seized with a complete panic, they turned and fled in utter confusion.

Just as this occurred, Mr Mason began to recover consciousness. Recollecting suddenly what had occurred, he started up and followed his friends, who were now in hot pursuit of the foe in the direction of his own cottage. Quickly though they ran, the anxious father overtook and passed them, but he soon perceived that his dwelling was wrapt in flames, from end to end.

Darting through the smoke and fire to his daughters room he shouted her name, but no voice replied. He sprang to the bed  it was empty. With a cry of despair, and blinded by smoke, he dashed about the room, grasping wildly at objects in the hope that he might find his child. As he did so he stumbled over a prostrate form, which he instantly seized, raised in his arms, and bore out of the blazing house, round which a number of the people were now assembled.

The form he had thus plucked from destruction was that of the poor boy, who would willingly have given his life to rescue Alice, and who still lay in the state of insensibility into which he had been thrown by the blow from the savages heavy club.

The missionary dropped his burden, turned wildly round, and was about to plunge once again into the heart of the blazing ruin, when he was seized in the strong arms of Henry Stuart, who, with the assistance of Ole Thorwald, forcibly prevented him from doing that which would have resulted in almost certain death.

The pastors head sunk on his breast; the excitement of action and hope no longer sustained him; with a deep groan he fell to the earth insensible.




Chapter Nine.

Baffled and perplexed  Plans for a rescue.

While the men assembled round the prostrate form of Mr Mason were attempting to rescue him from his state of stupor, poor Corrie began to shew symptoms of returning vitality. A can of water, poured over him by Henry, did much to restore him. But no sooner was he enabled to understand what was going on, and to recall what had happened, than he sprang up with a wild cry of despair, and rushed towards the blazing house. Again Henrys quick arm arrested a friend in his mad career.

Oh! shes there! Alice is there! shrieked the boy, as he struggled passionately to free himself.

You can do nothing, Corrie, said Henry, trying to soothe him.

Coward! gasped the boy in a paroxysm of rage, as he clenched his fist and struck his captor on the chest with all his force.

Hold him, said Henry, turning to John Bumpus, who at that moment came up.

Bumpus nodded intelligently, and seized the boy, who uttered a groan of anguish as he ceased a struggle which he felt was hopeless in such an iron gripe.

Now, friends  all of you, shouted Henry, the moment he was relieved of his charge, little Alice is in that house  we must pull it down! who will lend a hand?

He did not pause for an answer, but seizing an axe, rushed through the smoke and began to cut down the door-posts. The whole party there assembled, numbering about fifty, rushed forward, as one man, to aid in the effort. The attempt was a wild one. Had Henry considered for a moment, he would have seen that, in the event of their succeeding in pulling down the blazing pile, they should in all probability smother the child in the ruins.

The shell is in the out-house, said Corrie, eagerly, to the giant who held him.

Wot shell? inquired Bumpus.

The shell that they blow like a horn to call the people to work with.

Ah! youre sane again, said the sailor, releasing him; go, find it, lad, and blow till yer cheeks crack.

Corrie was gone long before Jo had concluded even that short remark. In another second the harsh but loud sound of the shell rang over the hill-side. The settlers, black and white, immediately ceased their pursuit of the savages, and from every side they came trooping in by dozens. Without waiting to inquire the cause of what was being done, each man, as he arrived, fell to work on the blazing edifice, and, urged on by Henrys voice and example, toiled and moiled in the midst of fire and smoke, until the pastors house was literally pulled to pieces.

Fortunately for little Alice, she had been carried out of that house long before by Keona, who, being subtle as well as revengeful, knew well how to strike at the tenderest part of the white mans heart.

While her friends were thus frantically endeavouring to deliver her from the burning house in which they supposed her to be, Alice was being hurried through the woods by a steep mountain path in the direction of the native village. Happily for the feelings of her father, the fact was made known, soon after the house had been pulled down, by the arrival of a small party of native settlers bearing one of the childs shoes. They had found it, they said, sticking in the mud, about a mile off, and had tracked the little footsteps a long way into the mountains by the side of the prints made by the naked feet of a savage. At length they had lost the tracks amid the hard lava rocks and had given up the chase.

We must follow them up instantly, said Mr Mason, who had by this time recovered; no time is to be lost.

Ay, time is precious, who will go? cried Henry, who, begrimed with fire and smoke, and panting vehemently from recent exertion, had just at that moment come towards the group.

Take me! Oh! take me, Henry! cried Corrie, in a beseeching tone, as he sprang promptly to his friends side.

At any other time, Henry would have smiled at the enthusiastic offer of such a small arm to fight the savages; but fierce anger was in his breast at that moment;  he turned from the poor boy and looked round with a frown, as he observed that, although the natives crowded round him at once, neither Gascoyne, nor Thorwald, nor Captain Montague shewed any symptom of an intention to accompany him.

Nay, be not angry, lad, said Gascoyne, observing the frown; your blood is young and hot, as it should be; but it behoves us to have a council of war before we set out on this expedition, which, believe me, will be no trifling one, if I know anything of savage ways and doings.

Mr Gascoyne is right, said Montague, turning to the missionary, who stood regarding the party with anxious looks, quite unable to offer advice on such an occasion, and clasping the little shoe firmly in both hands; it seems to me that those who know the customs of savage warfare should give their advice first. You may depend on all the aid that it is in my power to give.

Ole Thorwald is our leader when we are compelled to fight in self-defence, said Mr Mason; would God that it were less frequently we were obliged to demand his services. He knows what is best to be done.

I know what is best to do, said Thorwald, when I have to lead men into action, or to shew them how to fight. But, to say truth, I dont plume myself on possessing more than an average share of the qualities of the terrier dog. When niggers are to be hunted out of holes in the mountains like rabbits, I will do what in me lies to aid in the work; but I would rather be led than lead if you can find a better man.

Thorwald said this with a rueful countenance, for he had hoped to have settled this war in a pitched battle; and there were few things the worthy man seemed to enjoy more than a stand-up fight on level ground. A fair field and no favour was his delight, but climbing the hills was his mortal aversion. He was somewhat too corpulent and short of wind for that.

Come, Gascoyne, said Henry, you know more about the savages than anybody here, and if I remember rightly, you have told me that you are acquainted with most of the mountain passes.

With all of them, lad, interposed Gascoyne; I know every pass and cavern on the island.

What, then, would you advise? asked Montague.

If a British officer can put himself under a simple trading skipper, said Gascoyne, I may perhaps shew what ought to be done in this emergency.

I can co-operate with any one who proves himself worthy of confidence, retorted Montague, sharply.

Well, then, continued the other, it is in vain to think of doing any good by a disorderly chase into mountains like these. I would advise that our forces be divided into three. One band under Mr Thorwald should go round by the Goats Pass, to which I will guide him, and cut off the retreat of the savages there. Another party under my friend Henry Stuart should give chase in the direction in which little Alice seems to have been taken, and a third party, consisting of his Majestys vessel the Talisman, and crew, should proceed round to the north side of the island and bombard the native village.

The Goats Pass, growled Thorwald, sounds unpleasantly rugged and steep in the ears of a man of my weight and years, Mister Gascoyne. But if theres no easier style of work to be done, I fancy I must be content with what falls to my lot?

And, truly, added Montague, methinks you might have assigned me a more useful, as well as more congenial occupation than the bombardment of a mud village full of women and children  for I doubt not that every able-bodied man has left it, to go on this expedition.

You will not find the Goats Pass so bad as you think, good Thorwald, returned Gascoyne, for I propose that the Talisman or her boats should convey you and your men to the foot of it, after which your course will be indeed rugged, but it will be short;  merely to scale the face of a precipice that would frighten a goat to think of and then a plain descent into the valley where, I doubt not, these villains will be found in force; and where, certainly, they will not look for the appearance of a stout generalissimo of half savage troops. As for the bombarding of a mud village, Mr Montague, I should have expected a well-trained British officer ready to do his duty whether that duty were agreeable or otherwise.

My duty, certainly, interrupted the young captain, hotly, but I have yet to learn that your orders constitute my duty.

The bland smile with which Gascoyne listened to this tended rather to irritate than to soothe Montagues feelings; but he curbed the passion which stirred his breast, while the other went on  

No doubt the bombarding of a defenceless village is not pleasant work, but the result will be important, for it will cause the whole army of savages to rush to the protection of their women and children; thereby disconcerting their plans  supposing them to have any  and enabling us to attack them while assembled in force. It is the nature of savages to scatter, and so to puzzle trained forces,  and no doubt those of his Majesty are well trained. But one touch of nature makes the whole world kin, says a great authority; and it is wonderful how useful a knowledge of the various touches of nature is in the art of war. It may not have occurred to Mr Montague that savages have a tendency to love and protect their wives and children as well as civilised men, and that

Pray, cease your irrelevant remarks; they are ill-timed, said Montague, impatiently. Let us hear the remainder of your suggestions. I shall judge of their value and act accordingly. You have not yet told us what part you yourself intend to play in this game.

I mean to accompany Captain Montague, if he will permit me.

How! go with me in the Talisman, said Montague, surprised at the mans coolness, and puzzled by his impudence.

Even so, said Gascoyne.

Well, I have no objection, of course; but it seems to me that you would be more useful at the head of a party of your own men.

Perhaps I might, replied Gascoyne; but the coral reefs are dangerous on the north side of the island, and it is important that one well acquainted with them should guide your vessel. Besides, I have a trusty mate, and if you will permit me to send my old shipmate, John Bumpus, across the hills, he will convey all needful instructions to the Foam.

This was said in so quiet and straightforward a tone that Montagues wrath vanished. He felt ashamed of having shewn so much petulance at a time when affairs of so great importance ought to have been calmly discussed, so he at once agreed to allow Bumpus to go. Meanwhile Henry Stuart, who had been fretting with impatience at this conversation, suddenly exclaimed  

It seems to me, sirs, that you are wasting precious time just now. I, at least, am quite satisfied with the duty assigned to me, so Im off  ho! who will join me?

Im your man, cried Corrie, starting up and flourishing the broken sabre above his head. At the same moment about a hundred natives ranged themselves round the youth, thus indicating that they, too, were his men.

Well, lad, away you go, said Gascoyne, smiling, but Master Corrie must remain with me.

Ill do nothing of the sort, said Corrie, stoutly.

Oh! yes, you will, my boy. I want you to guide my man Bumpus over the mountains. You know the passes, and he dont. Its all for the good of the cause, you know,  the saving of little Alice.

Corrie wavered. The idea of being appointed, as it were, to a separate command, and of going with his new friend, was a strong temptation, and the assurance that he would in some way or other be advancing the business in hand settled the matter. He consented to become obedient.

In about half an hour all Gascoynes plans were in course of being carried out. Ole Thorwald and his party proceeded on board the Talisman, which weighed anchor, and sailed, with a light breeze, towards the north end of the island  guided through the dangerous reefs by Gascoyne. Henry and his followers were toiling nimbly up the hills in the direction indicated by the little footprints of Alice; and John Bumpus, proceeding into the mountains in another direction, pushed, under the guidance of Corrie, towards the bay where the Foam still lay quietly at anchor.

It was evening when these different parties set out on their various expeditions. The sun was descending to the horizon in a blaze of lurid light. The slight breeze, which wafted his Britannic Majestys ship slowly along the verdant shore, was scarcely strong enough to ruffle the surface of the sea. Huge banks of dark clouds were gathering in the sky, and a hot unnatural closeness seemed to pervade the atmosphere, as if a storm were about to burst upon the scene. Everything, above and below, seemed to presage war  alike elemental and human  and the various leaders of the several expeditions felt that the approaching night would tax their powers and resources to the uttermost.

It was, then, natural that in such circumstances the bereaved father should be distracted with anxiety as to which party he should join, and it was also natural that one whose life had been so long devoted to the special service of his God should, before deciding on the point, ask, on his knees, his heavenly Fathers guidance.

He finally resolved to accompany the party under command of Henry Stuart.




Chapter Ten.

The pursuit  Poopy, led on by love and hate, rushes to the rescue.

The shades of night had begun to descend upon the island when Master Corrie reached the summit of the mountain ridge that divided the bay in which the Foam was anchored from the settlement of Sandy Cove.

Close on his heels followed the indomitable Jo Bumpus, who panted vehemently and perspired profusely from his unwonted exertions.

Wot an object you are, exclaimed Corrie, gazing at the hot giant with a look of mingled surprise and glee  for the boys spirit was of that nature which cannot repress a dash of fun even in the midst of anxiety and sorrow. We would not have it understood that the boy ever deliberately mingled the two things  joy and sorrow  at one and the same time, but he was so irresistibly alive to the ludicrous, that a touch of it was sufficient at any time to cause him to forget, for a brief apace, his anxieties, whatever these might be.

Jo Bumpus smiled benignantly, and said that he was glad to hear it. For Jo had conceived for the boy that species of fondness which large dogs are frequently known to entertain for small ones  permitting them to take outrageous liberties with their persons which they would resent furiously were they attempted by other dogs.

Presently the warm visage of Bumpus elongated, and his eyes opened uncommonly wide as he stared at a particular spot in the ground; insomuch that Corrie burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter.

O Grampus, youll kill me if you go on like that, said he; I cant stand it. Indeed I cant. Sich a face! Dye know what its like?

Jo expressed no desire to become enlightened on this point, but continued to gaze so earnestly that Corrie started up and exclaimed What is it, Jo?

A fut! replied Jo.

A footprint, I declare! shouted the boy, springing forward and examining the print, which was pretty clearly defined in a little patch of soft sand that lay on the bare rock. Why, Jo, its Poopys. Id know it anywhere by the bigness of the little toe. How can she have come up here?

I say, lad, hist! said Bumpus, in a hoarse whisper, heres another fut that dont belong to  whats her name  Puppy, did ye say?

Why, its Alices, whispered the boy, his face becoming instantly grave, while an unwonted expression of anxiety crossed it, and heres that of a savage beside it. He must have changed his intention, or, perhaps, he came this way to throw the people who were chasing them off the scent.

Corrie was right. Finding that he was hotly pursued, Keona had taken advantage of the first rocky ground he reached to diverge abruptly from the route he had hitherto followed in his flight; and, the farther to confuse his pursuers, he had taken the almost exhausted child up in his arms and carried her a considerable distance, so that if his enemies should fall again on his track the absence of the little footprints might induce them to fancy they were following up a wrong scent.

In this he was so far successful, for the native settlers, as we have seen, soon gave up the chase, and returned with one of the childs shoes, which had fallen off unobserved by the savage.

But there was one of the pursuers who was far ahead of the others, and who was urged to continue the chase by the strongest of all motives  love. Poor Kekupoopi had no sooner heard of the abduction of her young mistress, than she had set off at the top of her speed to a well-known height in the mountains, whence, from a great distance, she could observe all that went on below. On the wings of affection she had flown, rather than walked, to this point of observation, and, to her delight, saw not only the pursuers but the fugitives in the valley below. She kept her glowing eyes fixed on them, hastening from rock to rock and ridge to ridge, as intervening obstacles hid them from view, until she saw the stratagem, just referred to, practised by Keona. Then, feeling that she had no power of voice to let the pursuers know what had occurred, and seeing that they would certainly turn back on being baffled, she resolved to keep up the chase herself  trusting to accident to afford her an opportunity of rendering aid to Alice; or, rather, trusting to God to help her in her great difficulty, for the poor child had been well trained in the missionarys house, and love had been the teacher.

Taking a short cut down into the valley,  for she was well acquainted with all the wild and rugged paths of the mountains in the immediate neighbourhood of the settlement,  she was so fortunate as to reach a narrow pass, through which Keona and Alice must needs go. Arriving there a short time before they did, she was able to take a few minutes rest before resuming the chase.

Little did the wily savage think that a pair of eyes as dark and bright, though not so fierce as his own, were gazing at him from behind the bushes as he sped up that narrow gorge.

Poor Alice was running and stumbling by his side; for the monster held her by the hand and dragged her along, although she was scarcely able to stand. The heart of the black girl well-nigh burst with anger when she observed that both her shoes and stockings had been torn off in the hasty flight, and that her tender feet were cut and bleeding.

Just as they reached the spot near which Poopy was concealed, the child, sank with a low wail to the ground, unable to advance another step. Keona seized her in his arms, and, uttering a growl of anger as he threw her rudely over his shoulder, bore her swiftly away.

But, quick though his step was, it could not outrun that of the poor little dark maiden who followed him like his shadow, carefully keeping out of view, however, while her mind was was busy with plans for the deliverance of her young mistress. The more she thought, the more she felt how utterly hopeless would be any attempt that she could make, either by force or stratagem, to pluck her from the grasp of one so strong and subtle as Keona. At length she resolved to give up thinking of plans altogether and take to prayer instead.

On reaching the highest ridge of the mountains, Keona suddenly stopped, placed Alice on a flat rock and went to the top of a peak not more than fifty yards off. Here he lay down and gazed long and earnestly over the country through which they had just passed, evidently for the purpose of discovering, if possible, the position and motions of his enemies.

Poopy, whose wits were sharpened by love, at once took advantage of her opportunity. She crept on all fours towards the rock on which Alice lay, in such a manner that it came between her person and the savage.

Missy Alice! Oh! missy Alice! quick, look up, its me  Poopy, said the girl, raising her head cautiously above the edge of the rock.

Alice started up on one elbow, and was about to utter a scream of delight and surprise, when her sable friend laid her black paw suddenly on the childs pretty mouth and effectually shut it up.

Hush! Alice; no cry. Savage hear and come back  kill Poopy bery much quick. Listen. Me all alone. You bery clibber. Dry up eyes, no cry any more. Look happy. God will save you. Poopy nebber leave you as long as got her body in her soul.

Just at this point, Keona rose from his recumbent position, and the girl, who had not suffered her eyes to move from him for a single instant, at once sunk behind the rock and crept so silently away that Alice could scarcely persuade herself that she had not been dreaming.

The savage returned, took the childs hand, led her over the brow of the mountain, and began to descend by a steep rugged path to the valleys lying on the other side of the island. But before going a hundred yards down the dark gorge  which was rendered all the darker by the approach of night  he turned abruptly aside; entered the mouth of a cavern and disappeared.

Poopy was horrified at this unexpected and sudden change in the state of things. For a long time she lay closely hid among the rocks within twenty yards of the caves mouth, expecting every moment to see the fugitives issue from its dark recesses. But they did not reappear. All at once it occurred to the girl that there might possibly be an exit from the cavern at the other end of it, and that, while she was idly waiting there, her little mistress and her savage captor might be hastening down the mountain far beyond her reach.

Rendered desperate by this idea, she quitted her place of concealment, and ran recklessly into the cavern. But the place was dark as Erebus, and the ground was so rugged that she tripped and fell before she had advanced into it more than fifty yards.

Bruised by the fall, and overawed by the gloom of her situation, the poor girl lay still for some time where she had fallen, with bated breath, and listening intently; but no sound struck her ear save the beating of her own heart, which appeared to her unnaturally loud. Under an impulse of terror, she rose and ran back into the open air.

Here it occurred to her that she might perhaps find the other outlet to the cave  supposing that one really existed  by going round the hill and carefully examining the ground on the other side. This, however, was a matter requiring considerable time, and it was not until a full hour had expired that she returned to the mouth of the cave, and sat down to rest and consider what should be done next.

To enter the dark recesses of the place without a light she knew would be impossible as well as useless, and she had no means of procuring a light. Besides, even if she had, what good could come of her exploration? The next impulse was to hasten back to the settlement at full speed and guide a party to the place; but, was it likely that the savage would remain long in the cave? This question suggested her former idea of the possible existence of another outlet; and as she thought upon Alice being now utterly beyond her reach, she covered her face with her hands and burst into tears. After a short time she began to pray. Then, as the minutes flew past, and her hopes sank lower and lower, she commenced  like many a child of Adam who thinks himself considerably wiser than a black girl  to murmur at her hard lot. This she did in an audible voice, having become forgetful of, as well as indifferent to, the chance of discovery.

Oh! wat for was me born? she inquired, somewhat viciously, and, not being able apparently to answer this question, she proceeded to comment in a wildly sarcastic tone on the impropriety of her having been brought into existence at all.

Me should be dead. Wats de use o life wen ums nothin to live for? Alice gone! Darling Alice! Oh! dear. Me wish I wasnt never had been born; yes me do. Dont care for meself! Wouldnt give nuffin for meself! Only fit to tend missy Alice! Not fit for nuffin else, and now Alice gone  whar to, nobody nose an nobody care, xcept Poopy, whos not worth a brass button!

Having given utterance to this last expression, which she had acquired from her friend Corrie, the poor girl began to howl in order to relieve her insupportable feelings.

It was at this point in our story that Master Corrie, and his companion the Grampus, having traced the before-mentioned footprints for a considerable distance, became cognisant of sundry unearthly sounds, on hearing which, never having heard anything like them before, these wanderers stood still in attitudes of breathless attention and gazed at each other with looks of indescribable amazement, not altogether unmixed with a dash of consternation.




Chapter Eleven.

A ghost  A terrible combat ending in a dreadful plunge.

Corrie, said Jo Bumpus, solemnly, with a troubled expression on his grave face: Ive heerd a-many a cry in this life, both ashore and afloat; but, since I was half as long as a marline-spike, Ive never heerd the likes o that there screech nowhere.

At any other time the boy would have expressed a doubt as to the possibility of the Grampus having, at any period of his existence, been so short as half the length of a marline-spike; but, being very imaginative by nature, and having been encouraged to believe in ghosts by education, he was too frightened to be funny. With a face that might very well have passed for that of a ghost, and a very pale ghost too, he said, in a tremulous voice  

Oh! dear Bumpus, what shall we do?

Dun know, replied Jo, very sternly; for the stout mariner also believed in ghosts, as a matter of course, (although he would not admit it), and, being a man of iron mould and powerful will, there was at that moment going on within his capacious breast, a terrific struggle between natural courage and supernatural cowardice.

Lets go back, whispered Corrie. I know another pass over the hills. Its a longer one, to be sure; but we can run, you know, to make for

He was struck dumb and motionless at this point by the recurrence of the dreadful howling, louder than ever, as poor Poopys despair deepened.

Dont speak to me, boy, said Bumpus, still more sternly, while a cold sweat stood in large beads on his pale forehead. Heres wot I calls somethin new, an it becomes a man, specially a British seaman, dye see, to inquire into new things in a reasonable sort of way.

Jo caught his breath, and clutched the rock beside him powerfully, as he continued  

It aint a ghost, in course; it cant be that. Cause why? theres no sich a thing as a ghost

Aint there? whispered Corrie, hopefully.

The hideous yell that Poopy here set up, seemed to give the lie direct to the sceptical seaman; but he went on deliberately, though with a glazed eye, and a death-like pallor on his face  

No; there aint no ghosts  never wos, an never will be. All ghosts is sciencrific dolusions, nothing more; and its only the hignorant an supercilious as blieves in em. I dont; an, wots more, added Jo, with tremendous decision, I wont!

At this point, the sciencrific dolusion recurred to her former idea of alarming the settlement; and with this view began to retrace her steps, howling as she went.

Of course, as Jo and his small companion had been guided by her footsteps, it followed that Poopy, in retracing them, gradually drew near to the terrified pair. The short twilight of those regions had already deepened into the shades of night; so that the poor girls form was not at first visible, as she advanced from among the dark shadows of the overhanging cliffs and the large masses of spattered rock that lay strewn about that wild mountain pass.

Now, although John Bumpus succeeded, by an almost supernatural effort, in calming the tumultuous agitation of his spirit, while the wild cries of the girl were at some distance, he found himself utterly bereft of speech when the dreadful sounds unmistakably approached him. Corrie, too, became livid, and both were rooted to the spot in unutterable horror; but when the ghost at length actually came into view, and, (owing to Poopys body being dark, and her garments white), presented the appearance of a dimly luminous creature, without head, arms, or legs, the last spark of endurance of man and boy went out. The one gave a roar, the other a shriek, of horror, and both turned and fled like the wind over a stretch of country, which, in happier circumstances, they would have crossed with caution.

Poopy helped to accelerate their flight by giving vent to a cry of fear, and thereafter to a yell of delight, as, from her point of view, she recognised the well-known outline of Corries figure clearly defined against the sky. She ran after them in frantic haste; but she might as well have chased a couple of wild cats. Either terror is gifted with better wings than hope, or males are better runners than females. Perhaps both propositions are true; but certain it is that Poopy soon began to perceive that the succour which had appeared so suddenly, was about to vanish almost as quickly.

In this new dilemma, the girl once more availed herself of her slight knowledge of the place, and made a détour, which enabled her to shoot ahead of the fugitives and intercept them in one of the narrowest parts of the mountain-gorge. Here, instead of using her natural voice, she conceived that the likeliest way of making her terrified friends understand who she was, would be to shout with all the strength of her lungs. Accordingly, she planted herself suddenly in the centre of their path, just as the two came tearing blindly round a corner of rock, and set up a series of yells, the nature of which utterly beggars description.

The result was, that with one short wild cry of renewed horror, Bumpus and Corrie turned sharp round and fled in the opposite direction.

There is no doubt whatever that they would have succeeded in ultimately escaping from this pertinacious ghost, and poor Poopy would have had to make the best of her way to Sandy Cove alone, but for the fortunate circumstance that Corrie fell; and, being only a couple of paces in advance of his companion, Bumpus fell over him.

The ghost took advantage of this to run forward, crying out, Corrie! Corrie! Corrie!  its me! me! ME! with all her might.

Eh! I do believe it knows my name, cried the boy, scrambling to his feet, and preparing to renew his flight; but Bumpus laid his heavy hand on his collar, and held him fast.

Wot did it speak?

Yes; listen! Oh dear! come, fly!

Instead of flying, the seaman heaved a deep sigh; and, sitting down on a rock, took out a reddish brown cotton handkerchief wherewith he wiped his forehead.

My boy, said he, still panting; it aint a ghost. No ghost wos ever known to speak. They looks, an they runs, an they yells, an they vanishes, but they never speaks; dye see? I told ye it was a sciencrific dolusion; though, Im bound for to confess, I never heerd o von o them critters speakin, no more than the ghosts. Howsomedever, thats wot it is.

Corrie, who still hesitated, and held himself in readiness to bolt at a moments notice, suddenly cried  

Why, I do believe its  No: it cant be  yes  I say, its Poopy!

Wots Poopy? inquired the seaman, in some anxiety.

What, dont you know Poopy, Alices black maid, who keeps her company, and looks after her; besides doin her, and undoin her, (as she calls it), night and morning, and putting her to bed? Hooray! Poopy, my lovely black darling; where have you come from? Youve frightened Bumpus here nearly out of his wits. I do believe hed have bin dead by this time, but for me!

So saying, Corrie, in the revulsion of his suddenly relieved feelings, actually threw his arms round Poopy, and hugged her.

O Corrie, exclaimed the girl, submitting to the embrace with as much indifference as if she had been a lamp-post, wat troble you hab give me! Why you run so? sure, you know me voice.

Know it, my sweet lump of charcoal; Id know it among a thousand, if yed only use it in its own pretty natural tones; but, if you will go and screech like a bottle-imp, you know, said Corrie, remonstratively, how can you expect a stupid feller like me to recognise it?

There aint no sich things as bottle-imps, no more nor ghosts, observed Bumpus; but hold your noise, you chatter-box, and lets hear wot the gals got to say. Mayhap she knows summat about Alice?

At this, Poopy manufactured an expression on her sable countenance, which was meant to be intensely knowing and suggestive.

Dont I? Yes, me do, said she.

Out with it then at once, you pot of shoe-blacking, cried the impatient Corrie.

The girl immediately related all that she knew regarding the fugitives, stammering very much from sheer anxiety to get it all out as fast as she could, and delaying her communication very much in consequence,  besides rendering her meaning rather obscure  sometimes unintelligible. Indeed, the worthy seaman could scarcely understand a word she said. He sat staring at the whites of her eyes, which, with her teeth, were the only visible parts of her countenance at that moment, and swayed his body to and fro, as if endeavouring by a mechanical effort to arrive at a philosophical conception of something exceedingly abstruse. But at the end of each period he turned to Corrie for a translation.

At length, both man and boy became aware of the state of things, and Corrie started up, crying  

Lets go into the cave at once.

Hold on, boy, cried Bumpus, not quite so fast, (as the monkey said to the barrel-organ wen it took to playin Scotch reels), we must have a council of war, dye see? That black monster Keona may have gone right through the cave and comed out at t other end of it, in wich case its all up with our chance o findin em to-night. But if theyve gone in to spend the night there, why weve nothin to do but watch at the mouth of it till mornin an nab em as they comes out.

Yes; but how are we to know whether theyre in the cave or not? said Corrie, impatiently.

Ah! thats the puzzler, replied Bumpus, in a meditative way; but, of course, we must look out for puzzlers ahead sometimes wen we gets into a land storm, dye see; just as we looks out ahead for breakers in a storm at sea. Suppose now that I creeps into the cave and listens for em. Theyd never hear me, cause Id make no noise.

You might as well try to sail into it in a big ship without making noise, you Grampus.

To this the Grampus observed, that if the cave had only three fathoms of water in the bottom of it he would have no objection whatever to try.

But, added he, suppose you go in.

Corrie shook his head, and looked anxiously miserable.

Well then, said Bumpus, suppose we light two torches. Ill take one in one hand, and this here cutlash in the other; and youll take tother torch in one hand and your pistol in the other, and clap that bit of a broken sword tween yer teeth, and well give a horrid screech, and rush in pell-mell  all of a heap like. You could fire yer pistol straight before you on chance, (its wonderful wot a chance shot will do sometimes), an if it dont do nothin, fling it right into the blackguards face  a brass-mounted tool like that ketchin him right on the end of his beak would lay him flat over, like a ship in a white squall.

And suppose, said Corrie, in a tone of withering sarcasm, suppose all this happened to Alice, instead of the dirty nigger?

Ah! to be sure. Thats a puzzler  puzzler number two.

Here Poopy, who had listened with great impatience to the foregoing conversation, broke in energetically.

An spose, said she, dat Keona and missy Alice comes out ob cave wen you two be talkerin sich a lot of stuff?

It may as well be remarked, in passing, that Poopy had acquired a considerable amount of her knowledge of English from Master Corrie. Her remark, although not politely made, was sufficiently striking to cause Bumpus to start up, and exclaim  

Thats true, gal; come shew us the way to this here cave.

There was a fourth individual present at this council of war who apparently felt a deep interest in its results, although he took no part in its proceedings. This was no other than Keona himself, who lay extended at full length among the rocks, not two yards from the spot where Bumpus sat, listening intently and grinning from ear to ear with fiendish malice.

The series of shrieks, howls, and yells, to which reference has been made, had naturally attracted the attention of that wily savage when he was in the cave. Following the sounds with quick noiseless step, he soon found himself within a few paces of the deliberating trio. The savage did not make much of the conversation, but he gathered sufficient to assure himself that his hiding-place had been discovered, and that plans were being laid for his capture.

It would have been an easy matter for him to have leaped suddenly on the unsuspecting Bumpus, and driven a knife to his heart, after which, poor Corrie and the girl could have been easily dealt with; but fortunately, (at least for his enemies, if not for himself), indecision in the moment of action was one of Keonas besetting sins. He suspected that other enemies might be near at hand, and that the noise of the scuffle might draw them to the spot. He observed, moreover, that the boy had a pistol, which, besides being a weapon that acts quickly and surely, even in weak hands, would give a loud report and a bright flash that might be heard and seen at a great distance.

Taking these things into consideration, he thrust back the knife which he had half unsheathed, and, retreating with the slow gliding motion of a serpent, got beyond the chance of being detected, just as Bumpus rose to follow Poopy to the cave.

The savage entered its yawning mouth in a few seconds and glided noiselessly into its dark recesses like an evil spirit. Soon after, the trio reached the same spot and stood for some time silently gazing upon the thick darkness within.

A feeling of awe crept over them as they stood thus, and a shudder passed through Corries frame as he thought of the innumerable ghosts that might  probably did  inhabit that dismal place. But the thought of Alice served partly to drive away his fears and to steel his heart. He felt that the presence of such a sweet and innocent child must, somehow or other, subdue and baffle the power of evil spirits, and it was with some show of firmness that he said  

Come, Bumpus, lets go in; we are better without a torch, it would only show that we were coming; and as they dont expect us, the savage may perhaps kindle a light which will guide us.

Bumpus, who was not sustained by any thoughts of the supposed power or influence of the little girl, and whose superstitious fears were again doing furious battle with his natural courage, heaved a deep sigh, ground his teeth together, and clenched his fists.

Even in that dreadful hour the seamans faith in his physical invincibility, and in the terrible power of his fists, did not altogether fail. Although he wore a cutlass, and had used it that day with tremendous effect, he did not now draw it. He preferred to engage supernatural enemies with the weapons that nature had given him, and entered the cave on tiptoe with slow cautious steps; his fists tightly clenched and ready for instant action, yet thrust into the pockets of his coatee in a deceptively peaceful way, as if he meant to take the ghosts by surprise.

Corrie followed him, also on tiptoe, with the broken sabre in his right hand, and the cocked pistol in his left, his forefinger being on the trigger, and the muzzle pointing straight at the small of the seamans back  if one may be permitted to talk of such an enormous back having any small about it!

Poopy entered last, also on tiptoe, trembling violently, holding on with both hands to the waistband of Corries trousers, and only restrained from instant flight by her anxieties and her strong love for little Alice.

Thus, step by step, with bated breath and loudly beating hearts, pausing often to listen, and gasping in a subdued way at times, the three friends advanced from the gloom without into the thick darkness within, until their gliding forms were swallowed up.

Now it so happened that the shouts and yells, to which we have more than once made reference in this chapter, attracted a band of savages who had been put to flight by Henry Stuarts party. These rascals, not knowing what was the cause of so much noise up on the heights, and, being much too well acquainted with the human voice in all its modifications to fancy that ghosts had anything to do with it, cautiously ascended towards the cavern, just a few minutes after the disappearance of John Bumpus and his companions.

Here they sat down to hold a palaver. While this was going on, Keona carried Alice in his unwounded arm to the other end of the cave, and, making his exit through a small opening at its inner extremity, bore his trembling captive to a rocky eminence, shaped somewhat like a sugar-loaf, on the summit of which he placed her. So steep were the sides of this cone of lava, that it seemed to Alice that she was surrounded by precipices over which she must certainly tumble if she dared to move.

Here Keona left her, having first, however, said, in a low stern voice  

If you moves, you dies!

The poor child was too much terrified to move, even had she dared, for she, too, had heard the unaccountable cries of Poopy, although, owing to distance and the wild nature of these cries, she had failed to recognise the voice. When, therefore, her jailer left her with this threat, she coiled herself up in the smallest possible space, and began to sob quietly.

Meanwhile, Keona re-entered the cavern with a diabolical grin on his sable countenance, which, although it savoured more of evil than of any other quality, had in it, nevertheless, a strong dash of ferocious jovialty, as if he were aware that he had got his enemies into a trap, and could amuse himself by playing with them as a cat does with a mouse.

Soon the savage began to step cautiously, partly because of the rugged nature of the ground, and the thick darkness that surrounded him, and partly in order to avoid alarming the three adventurers who were advancing towards him from the other extremity of the cavern. In a few minutes he halted, for the footsteps and the whispering voices of his pursuers became distinctly audible to him, although all three did their best to make as little noise as possible.

Wot a orrid place it is! exclaimed Bumpus, in a hoarse angry whisper, as he struck his shins violently, for at least the tenth time, against a ledge of rock  

I do blieve, boy, that theres nobody here, and that wed as well bout ship and steer back the way weve comed; tho it is a orrible coast for rocks and shoals.

To this, Corrie, not being in a talkative humour, made no reply.

Dye hear me, boy? said Jo, aloud, for he was somewhat shaken again by the dead silence that followed the close of his remark.

All right, Im here, said Corrie, meekly.

Then why dont ye speak, said Jo, tartly.

Id advise you not to speak so loud, retorted the boy.

Is the dark un there? inquired Bumpus.

What dye say?

The dark un; the lump o charcoal, you know.

Oh! shes all safe, replied Corrie, I only hope she wont haul the clothes right off my body; she grips at my waistband like a

Here he was cut short by Keona, who gave utterance to a low dismal wail that caused the blood and marrow of all three to freeze up, and their hearts for a moment to leap into their throats and all but choke them.

Poopys gone, gasped Corrie, after a few seconds had elapsed.

There was no doubt of the fact, for, besides the relief experienced by the boy, from the relaxing of her grip on his waistband the moment the wail was heard, the sound of the girls footsteps as she flew back towards the entrance of the cave was distinctly heard.

Keona waited a minute or two to ascertain the exact position of his enemies, then he repeated the wail and swelled it gradually out into a fiendish yell that awoke all the echoes of the place. At the same time, guessing his aim as well as he could, he threw a spear and discharged a shower of stones at the spot where he supposed they stood.

There is no understanding the strange workings of the human mind! The very thing that most people would have expected to strike terror to the heart of Bumpus, was that which infused courage into his soul. The frightful tones of the savages voice in such a place did indeed almost prostrate the superstitious spirit of the seaman, but when he heard the spear whiz past within an inch of his ear, and received a large stone full on his chest, and several small ones on other parts of his person, that instant his strength returned to him, like that of Samson, when the Philistines attempted to fall upon him. His curiously philosophical mind at once leaped to the conclusion that, although ghosts could yell, and look, and vanish, they could not throw spears or fling stones, and that, therefore, the man they were in search of was actually close beside them.

Acting on this belief, with immense subtlety Bumpus uttered a cry of feigned terror, and fled, followed by the panting Corrie, who uttered a scream of real terror at what he supposed must be the veritable ghost of the place.

But before he had run fifty yards, John Bumpus suddenly came to a dead halt; seized Corrie by the collar, dragged him down behind a rock, and laid his large hand upon his mouth, as being the shortest and easiest way of securing silence, without the trouble of explanation.

As he had anticipated, the soft tread of the savage was heard almost immediately after, as he passed on in fall pursuit. He brushed close past the spot where Bumpus crouched, and received from that able-bodied seaman such a blow on the shoulder of his wounded arm, as, had it been delivered in daylight, would have certainly smashed his shoulder blade. As it was, it caused him to stagger and sent him howling with pain to the mouth of the cavern, whither he was followed by the triumphant Jo, who now made sure of catching him.

But there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip. When Keona issued from the cave, he was received with a shout by the band of savages, who instantly recognised him as their friend by his voice. Poor Poopy was already in their hands, having been seized and gagged when she emerged before she had time to utter a cry. And now they stood in a semicircle ready to receive all who might come forth into their arms, or on their spear-points, as the case might be.

Bumpus came out like an insane thunderbolt, and Corrie like a streak of lightning. Instantaneously the flash of the pistol, accompanied by its report and a deep growl from Bumpus, increased the resemblance to these meteorological phenomena, and three savages lay stunned upon the ground.

This way, Corrie! cried the excited seaman, leaping to a perpendicular rock, against which he placed his back, and raised his fists in a pugilistic attitude. Keep one or two in play with your broken toothpick, an Ill floor em one after another as they comes up. Now, then, ye black baboons, come on  all at once if ye like  an Jo Bumpusll shew ye wot hes made of!

Not perceiving very clearly, in the dim light caused by a few stars that flickered among the black and gathering clouds, the immense size and power of the man with whom they had to deal, the savages were not slow to accept this free and generous invitation to come on. They rushed forward in a body, intending, no doubt, to take the man and boy prisoners; for if they had wished to slay them, nothing would have been easier than to have thrown one or two of their spears at their defenceless breasts.

Bumpus experienced a vague feeling that he had now a fair opportunity of testing and proving his invincibility; yet the desperate nature of the case did not induce him to draw his sword. He preferred his fists, as being superior and much more handy weapons. He received the first two savages who came within reach on the knuckles of his right and left hands, rendering them utterly insensible, and driving them against the two men immediately behind, with such tremendous violence, that they also were put hors de combat.

This was just what Bumpus had intended and hoped for. The sudden fall of so many gave him time to launch out his great fists a second time. They fell with the weight of sledge-hammers on the faces of two more of his opponents, flattening their noses, and otherwise disfiguring their features, besides stretching them on the ground. At the same time, Corrie flung his empty pistol in the face of a man who attempted to assault his companion on the right flank unawares, and laid him prone on the earth. Another savage, who made the same effort on the left, received a gash on the thigh from the broken sabre that sent him howling from the scene of conflict.

Thus were eight savages disposed of in about as many seconds.

But there is a limit to the powers and the prowess of man. The savages, on seeing the fall of so many of their companions, rushed in on Bumpus before he could recover himself for another blow. That is to say, the savages behind pushed forward those in front whether they would or no, and falling en masse on the unfortunate pair, well-nigh buried them alive in black human flesh.

Bumpuss last cry before being smothered was, Down with the black varmints! and Corries last shout was, Hooray!

Thus fell  despite the undignified manner of their fall  a couple of as great heroes as were ever heard of in the annals of war; not excepting even those of Homer himself!

Now, good reader, this may be all very well for us to describe, and for you to read, but it was a terrible thing for Poopy to witness. Being bound hand and foot she was compelled to look on; and, to say truth, she did look on with uncommon interest. When her friends fell, however, she expressed her regrets and fears in a subdued shriek, for which she received a sounding slap on the cheek from a young savage who had chosen for himself the comparatively dangerous post of watching her, while his less courageous friends were fighting.

Strange to say, Poopy did not shed more tears, (as one might have expected), on receiving such treatment. She had been used to that sort of thing, poor child. Before coming to the service of her little mistress, she had been brought up  (it would be more strictly correct to say that she had been kicked, and cuffed, and pinched, and battered up)  by a stepmother, whose chief delight was to pull out handfuls of her woolly hair, beat her nose flat, (which was adding insult to injury, for it was too flat by nature), and otherwise to maltreat her. When, therefore, Poopy received the slap referred to, she immediately dried her eyes and looked humble. But she did not by any means feel humble. No; a regard for truth compels us to state, that on this particular occasion, Poopy acted the part of a hypocrite. If her hands had been loose, and she had possessed a knife just then  we are afraid to think of the dreadful use to which she would have put it!

The natives spent a considerable time in securely binding their three captives, after which they bore them into the cavern.

Here they kindled a torch and held a long palaver as to what was to be done with the prisoners. Some counselled instant death, others advised that they should be kept as hostages. The debate was so long and fierce, that the day had begun to break before it was concluded. It was at length arranged that they should be conveyed alive to their village, there to be disposed of according to the instructions of their chiefs.

Feeling that they had already delayed too long, they placed the prisoners on their shoulders and bore them swiftly away.

Poor Corrie and his sable friend were easily carried, coiled up like sacks, each on the shoulders of a stalwart savage; but Bumpus, who had required eight men to bind him, still remained unconvinced of his vincibility. He struggled so violently on the shoulders of the four men who bore him, that Keona, in a fit of passion, tinged no doubt with revenge, hit him such a blow on the head with the handle of an axe as caused his brains to sing, and a host of stars to dance before his eyes.

These stars were, however, purely imaginary, for at that time the dawn had extinguished the lesser lights. Ere long, the bright beams of the rising sun suffused the eastern sky with a golden glow. On passing the place where Alice had been left, a couple of the party were sent by Keona to fetch her. They took the unnecessary precaution of binding the poor child, and speedily rejoined their comrades with her in their arms.

The amazement of her friends on seeing Alice was only equalled by her surprise on beholding them. But they were not permitted to communicate with each other. Presently the whole party emerged from the wild mountain gorges, through which they had been passing for some time, and proceeded in single file along a narrow path that skirted the precipices of the coast. The cliffs here were nearly a hundred feet high. They descended sheer down into deep water; in some places even overhung the sea.

Here John Bumpus, having recovered from the stunning effects of the blow dealt him by Keona, renewed his struggles, and rendered the passage of the place not only difficult, but dangerous to himself as well as to his enemies. Just as they reached a somewhat open space on the top of the cliffs, Jo succeeded, by almost superhuman exertion, in bursting his bonds. Keona, foaming with rage, gave an angry order to his followers, who rushed upon Bumpus in a body as he was endeavouring to clear himself of the cords. Although John struck out manfully, the savages were too quick for him. They raised him suddenly aloft in their arms and hurled him headlong over the cliff!

The horror of his friends on witnessing this may easily be imagined, but every other feeling was swallowed up in terror when the savages, apparently rendered bloodthirsty by what they had done, ran towards Alice, and, raising her from the ground, hastened to the edge of the cliff, evidently with the intention of throwing her over also.

Before they accomplished their fiendish purpose, however, a sound like thunder burst upon their ears and arrested their steps. This was immediately followed by another crash, and then came a series of single reports in rapid succession which were multiplied by the echoes of the heights until the whole region seemed to tremble with the reverberation.

At first the natives seemed awe-stricken. Then, on becoming aware that the sounds which originated all this tumult came from the direction of their own village, they dropped Alice on the ground, fled precipitately down the rugged path that led from the heights to the valley and disappeared, leaving the three captives, bound and helpless, on the cliffs.




Chapter Twelve.

Dangerous navigation and doubtful pilotage  Montague is hot, Gascoyne sarcastic.

We turn now to the Talisman, which, it will be remembered, we left making her way slowly through the reefs towards the northern end of the island, under the pilotage of Gascoyne.

The storm, which had threatened to burst over the island at an earlier period of that evening, passed off far to the south. The light breeze which had tempted Captain Montague to weigh anchor soon died away, and before night a profound calm brooded over the deep.

When the breeze fell, Gascoyne went forward, and, seating himself on a forecastle carronade, appeared to fall into a deep reverie. Montague paced the quarter-deck impatiently, glancing from time to time down the skylight at the barometer which hung in the cabin, and at the vane which drooped motionless from the mast-head. He acted with the air of a man who was deeply dissatisfied with the existing state of things, and who felt inclined to take the laws of nature into his own hands. Fortunately for nature and himself, he was unable to do this.

Ole Thorwald exhibited a striking contrast to the active, impatient commander of the vessel. That portly individual, having just finished a cigar which the first lieutenant had presented to him on his arrival on board, threw the fag end of it into the sea, and proceeded leisurely to fill a large-headed German pipe, which was the constant companion of his waking hours, and the bowl of which seldom enjoyed a cool moment.

Ole having filled the pipe, lighted it; then, leaning over the taffrail, he gazed placidly into the dark waters, which were so perfectly calm that every star in the vault above could be compared with its reflection in the abyss below.

Ole Thorwald, excepting when engaged in actual battle, was phlegmatic, and constitutionally lazy and happy. When enjoying his German pipe he felt inexpressibly serene, and did not care to be disturbed. He therefore paid no attention to the angry manner of Montague, who brushed past him repeatedly in his hasty perambulations, but continued to gaze downwards and smoke calmly in a state of placid felicity.

You appear to take things coolly, Mister Thorwald, said Montague, half in jest, yet with a touch of asperity in his manner.

I always do (puff) when the weathers not warm. (Puff puff.)

Humph! ejaculated Montague, but the weather is warm just now; at least it seems so to me  so warm that I should not be surprised if a thunder squall were to burst upon us ere long.

Not a pleasant place to be caught in a squall, returned the other, gazing through the voluminous clouds of smoke which he emitted at several coral reefs, whose ragged edges just rose to the level of the calm sea without breaking its mirror-like surface; Ive seen one or two fine vessels caught that way, just hereabouts, and go right down in the middle of the breakers.

Montague smiled, and the commander-in-chief of the Sandy Cove army fired innumerable broadsides from his mouth with redoubled energy.

That is not a cheering piece of information, said he, especially when one has reason to believe that a false man stands at the helm.

Montague uttered the latter part of his speech in a subdued earnest voice, and the matter-of-fact Ole turned his eyes slowly towards the man at the wheel; but observing that he who presided there was a short, fat, commonplace, and uncommonly jolly-looking seaman, he merely uttered a grunt and looked at Montague inquiringly.

Nay, I mean not the man who actually holds the spokes of the wheel, but he who guides the ship.

Thorwald glanced at Gascoyne, whose figure was dimly visible in the fore part of the ship, and then looking at Montague in surprise shook his head gravely, as if to say  

Im still in the dark  go on.

Can Mr Thorwald put out his pipe for a few minutes and accompany me to the cabin? I would have a little converse on this matter in private.

Ole hesitated.

Well, then, said the other, smiling, you may take the pipe with you, although it is against rules to smoke in my cabin  but Ill make an exception in your case.

Ole smiled, bowed, and, thanking the captain for his courtesy, descended to the cabin along with him and sat down on a sofa in the darkest corner of it. Here he smoked vehemently, while his companion, assuming a rather mysterious air, said in an under tone  

You have heard, of course, that the pirate Durward has been seen, or heard of, in those seas?

Ole nodded.

Has it ever struck you that this Gascoyne, as he calls himself, knows more about the pirate than he chooses to tell?

Never, replied Ole. Indeed nothing ever did strike the stout commander-in-chief of the forces. All new ideas came to him by slow degrees, and did not readily find admission to his perceptive faculties. But when they did gain an entrance into his thick head, nothing was ever known to drive them out again. As he did not seem inclined to comment on the hint thrown out by his companion, Montague continued, in a still more impressive tone  

What would you say if this Gascoyne himself turned out to be the pirate?

The idea being a simple one, and the proper course to follow being rather obvious, Ole replied with unwonted promptitude Put him in irons, of course, and hang him as soon as possible.

Montague laughed. Truly that would be a vigorous way of proceeding; but as I have no proof of the truth of my suspicions, and as the man is my guest at present, as well as my pilot, it behoves me to act more cautiously.

Not at all; by no means; youre quite wrong, captain; (which is the natural result of being young  all young people go more or less;) it is clearly your duty to catch a pirate anyhow you can, as fast as you can, and kill him without delay.

Here the sanguinary Thorwald paused to draw and puff into vitality the pipe which was beginning to die down, and Montague asked  

But how dyou know he is the pirate?

Because you said so, replied his friend.

Nay, I said that I suspected him to be Durward  nothing more.

And what more would you have? cried Ole, whose calm spirit was ruffled with unusual violence at the thought of the hated Durward being actually within his reach. For my part I conceive that you are justified in taking him up on suspicion, trying him in a formal way (just to save appearances) on suspicion, and hanging him at once on suspicion. Quite time enough to inquire into the matter after the villain is comfortably sewed up in a hammock with a thirty-pound shot at his heels, and sent to the bottom of the sea for the sharks and crabs to devour. Suspicion is nine points of the law in these regions, Captain Montague, and we never allow the tenth point to interfere with the course of justice one way or another. Hang him, or shoot him if you prefer it, at once; that is what I recommend.

Just as Thorwald concluded this amiable piece of advice, the deep strong tones of Gascoynes voice were heard addressing the first lieutenant.

You had better hoist your royals and skyscrapers, Mr Mulroy; we shall have a light air off the land presently, and it will require all your canvas to carry the ship round the north point, so as to bring her guns to bear on the village of the savages.

The distance seems to me very short, replied the lieutenant, and the Talisman sails faster than you may suppose with a light wind.

I doubt not the sailing qualities of your good ship, though I could name a small schooner that would beat them in light wind or storm; but you forget that we have to land our stout ally Mr Thorwald with his men at the Goats Pass, and that will compel us to lose time, too much of which has been lost already.

Without reply, the lieutenant turned on his heel and gave the necessary orders to hoist the additional sails, while the captain hastened on deck, leaving Thorwald to finish his pipe in peace, and ruminate on the suspicions which had been raised in his mind.

In less than half an hour the light wind which Gascoyne had predicted came off the land, first in a series of what sailors term cats paws, and then in a steady breeze which lasted several hours, and caused the vessel to slip rapidly through the still water. As he looked anxiously over the bow, Captain Montague felt that he had placed himself completely in the power of the suspected skipper of the Foam, for coral reefs surrounded him on all sides, and many of them passed so close to the ships side that he expected every moment to feel the shock that would wreck his vessel and his hopes at the same time. He blamed himself for trusting a man whom he supposed he had such good reason to doubt, but consoled himself by thrusting his hand into his bosom and grasping the handle of a pistol, with which, in the event of the ship striking, he had made up his mind to blow out Gascoynes brains.

About an hour later the Talisman was hove-to off the Goats Pass, and Ole Thorwald was landed with his party at the base of a cliff which rose sheer up from the sea like a wall.

Are we to go up there? inquired Ole in a rueful tone of voice, as he surveyed a narrow chasm to which Gascoyne guided him.

That is the way. Its not so bad as it looks. When you get to the top, follow the little path that leads along the cliffs northward, and you will reach the brow of a hill from which the native village will be visible. Descend and attack it at once, if you find men to fight with  if not, take possession quietly. Mind you dont take the wrong turn; it leads to places where a wild-cat would not venture even in daylight. If you attend to what I have said, you cant go wrong. Good night. Shove off.

The oars splashed in the sea at the word, and Gascoyne retained to the ship, leaving Ole to lead his men up the Pass as he best might.

It seemed as if the pilot had resolved to make sure of the destruction of the ship that night; for, not content with running her within a foot or two of innumerable reefs, he at last steered in so close to the shore that the beetling cliffs actually seemed to overhang the deck. When the sun rose, the breeze died away; but sufficient wind continued to fill the upper sails and to urge the vessel gently onward for some time after the surface of the sea was calm.

Montague endeavoured to conceal and repress his anxiety as long as possible, but when at length a line of breakers without any apparent opening presented themselves right ahead, he went up to Gascoyne and said in a stern under tone  

Are you aware that you forfeit your life if my vessel strikes?

I know it, replied Gascoyne, coolly throwing away the stump of his cigar and lighting a fresh one, but I have no desire either to destroy your vessel or to lose my life; although, to say truth, I should have no objection, in other circumstances, to attempt the one and to risk the other.

Say you so? said Montague, with a sharp glance at the countenance of the other, where, however, he could perceive nothing but placid good humour that speech sounds marvellously warlike, methinks, in the mouth of a sandal-wood trader.

Think you, then, said Gascoyne, with a smile of contempt, that it is only your fire-eating men of war who experience bold impulses and heroic desires?

Nay, but traders are not wont to aspire to the honour of fighting the ships that are commissioned to protect them.

Truly, if I had sought protection from the warships of the king of England, I must have sailed long and far to find it, returned Gascoyne. It is no childs play to navigate these seas, where bloodthirsty savages swarm in their canoes like locusts. Moreover I sail, as I have told you before, in the China Seas where pirates are more common than honest traders. What would you say if I were to take it into my head to protect myself?

That you were well able to do so, answered Montague, with a smile; but when I examined the Foam I found no arms save a few cutlasses and rusty muskets that did not seem to have been in recent use.

A few bold men can defend themselves with any kind of weapons. My men are stout fellows not used to flinch at the sound of a round shot passing over their heads.

The conversation was interrupted here by the ship rounding a point and suddenly opening up a view of a fine bay, at the head of which, embosomed in trees and dense underwood, stood the native village of which they were in search.

Just in front of this village lay a small but high and thickly wooded island, which, as it were, filled up the head of the bay, sheltering it completely from the ocean, and making the part of the sea which washed the shores in front of the houses resemble a deep and broad canal. This stripe of water was wide and deep enough to permit of a vessel of the largest size passing through it; but to any one approaching the place for the first time there seemed to be no passage for any sort of craft larger than a native canoe. The island itself was high enough to conceal the Talisman completely from the natives until she was within half gunshot of the shore.

Gascoyne still stood on the fore part of the ship as she neared this spot, which was so beset with reefs and rocks that her escape seemed miraculous.

I think we are near enough for the work that we have to do, suggested Montague in some anxiety.

Just about it, Mr Montague, said Gascoyne, as he turned towards the stern and shouted  

Port your helm.

Port it is, answered the man at the wheel.

Steady.

Back the topsails, Mr Mulroy.

The sails were backed at once, and the ship became motionless with her broadside to the village.

What are we to do now, Mr Gascoyne, inquired Montague, smiling in spite of himself at the strange position in which he found himself.

Fire away at the village as hard as you can, replied Gascoyne, returning the smile.

What! do you really advise me to bombard a defenceless place in which, as far as I can see, there are none but women and children?

Even so! returned the other, carelessly, at the same time I would advise you to give it them with blank cartridge.

And to what purpose such waste of powder? inquired Montague.

The furthering of the plans which I have been appointed to carry out, answered Gascoyne somewhat stiffly, as he turned on his heel and walked away.

The young captain reddened and bit his lip, as he gave the order to load the guns with blank cartridge, and made preparation to fire this harmless broadside on the village. The word to fire had barely crossed his lips when the rocks around seemed to tremble with the crash of a shot that came apparently from the other side of the island, for its smoke was visible, although the vessel that discharged it was concealed behind the point. The Talismans broadside followed so quickly, that the two discharges were blended in one.




Chapter Thirteen.

Doings on board the Foam.

The nature of this part of our story requires that we should turn back, repeatedly, in order to trace the movements of the different parties which co-operated with each other.

While the warlike demonstrations we have described were being made by the British cruiser, the crew of the Foam were not idle.

In consequence of the capture of Bumpus by the savages, Gascoynes message was, of course, not delivered to Manton, and the first mate of the sandalwood trader would have known nothing about the fight that raged on the other side of the island on the Sunday, but for the three shots, fired by the first lieutenant of the Talisman, which decided the fate of the day.

Being curious to know the cause of the firing, Manton climbed the mountains until he gained the dividing ridge  which, however, he did not succeed in doing till late in the afternoon, the way being rugged as well as long. Here he almost walked into the midst of a flying party of the beaten savages; but dropping suddenly behind a rock, he escaped their notice. The haste with which they ran, and the wounds visible on the persons of many of them, were sufficient to acquaint the mate of the Foam with the fact that a fight had taken place in which the savages had been beaten; and his knowledge of the state of affairs on the island enabled him to jump at once to the correct conclusion that the Christian village had been attacked.

A satanic smile played on the countenance of the mate as he watched the savages until they were out of sight; then, quitting his place of concealment, he hurried back to the schooner, which he reached some time after nightfall.

Immediately on gaining the deck he gave orders to haul the chain of the anchor short, to shake out the sails, and to make other preparations to avail himself without delay of the light breeze off the land which his knowledge of the weather and the locality taught him to look for before morning.

While his orders were being executed, a boat came alongside with that part of the crew which had been sent ashore by Gascoyne to escape the eye of the British commander. It was in charge of the second mate  a short, but thick-set and extremely powerful man, of the name of Scraggs  who walked up to his superior the moment he came on board, and, in a tone somewhat disrespectful, asked what was going to be done.

Dont you see, growled Manton; were getting ready to sail.

Of course I see that, retorted Scraggs, between whom and his superior officer there existed a feeling of jealousy as well as of mutual antipathy, for reasons which will be seen hereafter; but I should like to know where we are going, and why we are going anywhere without the captain. I suppose I am entitled to ask that much.

Its your business to obey orders, said Manton, angrily.

Not if they are in opposition to the captains orders, replied Scraggs, firmly, but in a more respectful tone; for in proportion as he became more mutinous, he felt that he could afford to become more deferential. The captains last orders to you were to remain where you are; I heard him give them, and I do not feel it my duty to disobey him at your bidding. Youll find, too, that the crew are of my way of thinking.

Mantons face flushed crimson, and, for a moment, he felt inclined to seize a handspike and fell the refractory second mate therewith; but the looks of a few of the men who were standing by and had overheard the conversation, convinced him that a violent course of procedure would do him injury. Swallowing his passion, therefore, as he best could, he said  

Come, Mr Scraggs, I did not expect that you would set a mutinous example to the men; and if it were not that you do so out of respect for the supposed orders of the captain, I would put you in irons at once.

Scraggs smiled sarcastically at this threat, but made no reply, and the mate continued  

The captain did indeed order me to remain where we are, but I have since discovered that the black dogs have attacked the Christian settlement, as it is called, and you know as well as I do, that Gascoyne would not let slip the chance to pitch into the undefended village of the niggers, and pay them off for the mischief they have done to us more than once. At any rate, I mean to go round and blow down their log huts with Long Tom; so you can go ashore if you dont like the work.

Manton knew well, when he made this allusion to mischief formerly done to the crew of the Foam, that he touched a rankling sore in the breast of Scraggs, who in a skirmish with the natives some time before had lost an eye; and the idea of revenging himself on the defenceless women and children of his enemies was so congenial to the mind of the second mate, that his objections to act willingly under Mantons orders were at once removed.

Ha! said he, commencing to pace to and fro on the quarter-deck with his superior officer, while the men made the necessary preparations for the intended assault, that alters the case, Mr Manton. I dont think, however, that Gascoyne would have taken advantage of the chance to give the brutes what they deserve, for I must say he does seem to be unaccountably chicken-hearted; perhaps its as well that hes out of the way. Do you happen to know where he is or what hes doing?

Not I. No doubt he is playing some sly game with this British cruiser, and I dare say he may be lending a hand to the settlers, for hes got some strange interests to look after there, you know, (here both men laughed,) and I shouldnt wonder if he was beforehand with us in pitching into the niggers. He is always ready enough to fight in self-defence, though we can never get him screwed up to the assaulting point.

Ay, we saw something of the fighting from the hill tops, but as it is no business of ours, I brought the men down in case they might be wanted aboard.

Quite right, Scraggs. Youre a judicious fellow to send on a dangerous expedition. Im not sure, however, that Gascoyne would thank you for leaving him to fight the savages alone. Manton chuckled as he said this, and Scraggs grinned maliciously as he replied  

Well, it cant exactly be said that Ive left him, seeing that I have not been with him since we parted aboard of this schooner, and as to his fightin the niggers alone,  hasnt he got ever so many hundred Christian niggers to help him to lick the others?

True, said Manton, while a smile of contempt curled his lip. But here comes the breeze, and the sun wont be long behind it. All the better for the work weve got to do. Mind your helm there. Here, lads, take a pull at the topsail halyards; and some of you get the nightcap off Long Tom. I say, Mr Scraggs, should we shew them the red, by way of comforting their hearts?

Scraggs shook his head dubiously. You forget the cruiser. She has eyes aboard, and may chance to set them on that same red, in which case its likely she would shew us her teeth.

And what then? demanded Manton, are you also growing chicken-hearted. Besides, he added in a milder tone, the cruiser is quietly at anchor on the other side of the island, and theres not a captain in the British navy who could take a pinnace, much less a ship, through the reefs at the north end of the island without a pilot.

Well, returned Scraggs, carelessly, do as you please. Its all one to me.

While the two officers were conversing, the active crew of the Foam were busily engaged in carrying out the orders of Manton, and the graceful schooner glided swiftly along the coast before the same breeze which urged the Talisman to the north end of the island. The former, having few reefs to avoid, approached her destination much more rapidly than the latter, and there is no doubt that she would have arrived first on the scene of action had not the height and form of the cliffs prevented the wind from filling her sails on two or three occasions.

Meanwhile, in obedience to Mantons orders, a great and very peculiar change was effected in the outward aspect of the Foam. To one unacquainted with the character of the schooner, the proceedings of her crew must have seemed unaccountable as well as surprising. The carpenter and his assistants were slung over the sides of the vessel, upon which they plied their screwdrivers for a considerable time with great energy, but, apparently, with very little result. In the course of a quarter of an hour, however, a long narrow plank was loosened, which, when stripped off, discovered a narrow line of bright scarlet running quite round the vessel, a little more than a foot above the water-line. This having been accomplished, they next proceeded to the figurehead, and, unscrewing the white lady who smiled there, fixed in her place a hideous griffins head, which, like the ribbon, was also bright scarlet. While these changes were being effected, others of the crew removed the boat that lay on the deck, bottom up, between the masts, and uncovered a long brass pivot-gun of the largest calibre, which shone in the saffron light of morning like a mass of burnished gold. This gun was kept scrupulously clean and neat in all its arrangements; the rammers, sponges, screws, and other apparatus belonging to it, were neatly arranged beside it, and four or five of its enormous iron shot were piled under its muzzle. The traversing gear connected with it was well greased, and, in short, everything about the gun gave proof of the care that was bestowed on it.

But these were not the only alterations made in the mysterious schooner. Round both masts were piled a number of muskets, boarding-pikes, cutlasses, and pistols, all of which were perfectly clean and bright, and the men  fierce enough and warlike in their aspect at all times  had now rendered themselves doubly so, by putting on broad belts with pistols therein, and tucking up their sleeves to the shoulders, thereby displaying their brawny arms as if they had dirty work before them. This strange metamorphosis was finally completed when Manton, with his own hands, ran up to the peak of the mainsail a bright scarlet flag with the single word Avenger on it in large black letters.

During one of those lulls in the breeze to which we have referred, and while the smooth ocean glowed in the mellow light that ushered in the day, the attention of those on board the Avenger (as we shall call the double-faced schooner when under red colours) was attracted to one of the more distant cliffs, on the summit of which human beings appeared to be moving.

Hand me that glass, said Manton to one of the men beside him. I shouldnt wonder if the niggers were up to some mischief there. Ah! just so, he exclaimed, adjusting the telescope a little more correctly, and again applying it to his eye. They seem to be scuffling on the top of yonder precipice. Now theres one fellow down; but its so far off that I cant make out clearly what theyre about. I say, Mr Scraggs, get the other glass and take a squint at them  you are farther sighted than I am.

Youre right; they are killin one another up yonder, observed Scraggs, surveying the group on the cliffs with calm indifference.

Here comes the breeze, exclaimed Manton, with a look of satisfaction. Now, look alive, lads; we shall be close on the nigger village in five minutes  its just round the point of this small island close ahead. Come, Mr Scraggs, weve other business on hand just now than squinting at the scrimmages of these fellows.

Hold on, cried Scraggs with a grin; I do believe theyre going to pitch a feller over that cliff. What a crack hell come down into the water with, to be sure. Its to be hoped the poor man is dead, for his own sake, before he takes that flight. Hallo! added Scraggs with an energetic shout and a look of surprise, I say, thats one of our men; I know him by his striped flannel shirt. If he would only give up kicking for a second Id make out his  humph! its all up with him now, poor fellow, whoever he is.

As he said the last words, the figure of a man was seen to shoot out from the cliff, and, descending with ever increasing rapidity, to strike the water with terrific violence, sending up a jet of white foam as it disappeared.

Stand by to lower the gig, shouted Manton.

Ay, ay, sir, was the hearty response of the men, as some of them sprang to obey.

Lower away!

The boat struck the water, and its crew were on the thwarts in a moment. At the same time the point of the island was passed, and the native village opened up to view.

Load Long Tom  double shot! roared Manton, whose ire was raised not so much at the idea of a fellow-creature having been so barbarously murdered, as at the notion of one of the crew of his schooner having been so treated by contemptible niggers. Away, lads, and pick up that man.

Its of no use, remonstrated Scraggs; hes done for by this time.

I know it, said Manton, with a fierce oath, bring him in, dead or alive; if the sharks leave an inch of him, bring it to me. Ill make the black villains eat it raw.

This ferocious threat was interlarded with and followed by a series of terrible oaths which we think it inadvisable to repeat.

Starboard! he shouted to the man at the helm, as soon as the boat shot away on its mission of mercy.

Starboard it is.

Steady!

While he gave these orders, Manton sighted the brass gun carefully, and, just as the schooners head came up to the wind, he applied the match.

Instantly a cloud of smoke obscured the centre of the little vessel as if her powder magazine had blown up, and a deafening roar went ringing and reverberating from cliff to cliff as two of the great iron shot were sent groaning through the air and pitched right into the heart of the village.

It was this tremendous shot from Long Tom, followed almost instantaneously by the entire broadside of the Talisman, that saved the life of Alice, possibly the lives of her young companions also,  that struck terror to the hearts of the savages, causing them to converge towards their defenceless homes from all directions, and that apprised Ole Thorwald and Henry Stuart that the assault on the village had commenced in earnest.




Chapter Fourteen.

Greater mysteries than ever  A bold move and a clever escape.

We return now to the Talisman.

The instant the broadside of the cruiser burst with such violence, and in such close proximity, on Mantons ears, he felt that he had run into the very jaws of the lion; and that escape was almost impossible. The bold heart of the pirate quailed at the thought of his impending fate, but the fear caused by conscious guilt was momentary; his constitutional courage returned so violently as to render him reckless.

It was too late to put about and avoid being seen, for, before the shot was fired, the schooner had already almost run into the narrow channel between the island and the shore. A few seconds later, she sailed gracefully into view of the amazed Montague, who at once recognised the pirate vessel from Gascoynes faithful description of her, and hurriedly gave orders to load with ball and grape, while a boat was lowered in order to slew the ship round more rapidly, so as to bring her broadside to bear on the schooner.

To say that Gascoyne beheld all this unmoved would be to give a false impression of the man. He knew the ring of his great gun too well to require the schooner to come in sight in order to convince him that his vessel was near at hand. When, therefore, she appeared, and Montague turned to him with a hasty glance of suspicion and pointed to her, he had completely banished every trace of feeling from his countenance, and sat on the taffrail puffing his cigar with an air of calm satisfaction. Nodding to Montagues glance of inquiry, he said  

Ay, thats the pirate. I told you he was a bold fellow, but I did not think he was quite so bold as to attempt this!

To do Gascoyne justice, he told the plain truth here; for, having sent a peremptory order to his mate by John Bumpus, not to move from his anchorage on any account whatever, he was not a little surprised as well as enraged at what he supposed was Mantons mutinous conduct. But, as we have said, his feelings were confined to his breast  they found no index in his grave face.

Montague suspected, nevertheless, that his pilot was assuming a composure which he did not feel; for, from the manner of the meeting of the two vessels, he was persuaded that it was as little expected on the part of the pirates as of himself. It was with a feeling of curiosity, therefore, as to what reply he should receive, that he put the question  

What would Mr Gascoyne advise me to do now?

Blow the villains out of the water, was the quick answer; I would have done so before now, had I been you.

Perhaps you might, but not much sooner, retorted the other, pointing to the guns which were ready loaded, while the men stood at their stations matches in hand only waiting for the broadside to be brought to bear on the little vessel, when an iron shower would be sent against her which must, at such short range, have infallibly sent her to the bottom.

The mate of the pirate schooner was quite alive to his danger, and had taken the only means in his power to prevent it. Close to where his vessel lay, a large rock rose between the shore of the large island and the islet in the bay which has been described as separating the two vessels from each other. Owing to the formation of the coast at this place, a powerful stream ran between the rock and this islet at low tide. It happened to be flowing out at that time like a mill-race. Manton saw that the schooner was being sucked into this stream. In other circumstances, he would have endeavoured to avoid the danger; for the channel was barely wide enough to allow even a small craft to pass between the rocks; but now he resolved to risk it.

He knew that any attempt to put the schooner about, would only hasten the efforts of the cruiser to bring her broadside to bear on him. He also knew that, in the course of a few seconds, he would be carried through the stream into the shelter of the rocky point. He therefore ordered the men to lie down on the deck; while, in a careless manner, he slewed the big brass gun round, so as to point it at the man-of-war.

Gascoyne at once understood the intended manoeuvre of his mate; and, in spite of himself, a gleam of triumph shot from his eyes. Montague himself suspected that his prize was not altogether so sure as he had deemed it; and he urged the men in the boat to put forth their utmost efforts. The Talisman was almost slewed into position, when the pirate schooner was observed to move rapidly through the water, stern foremost, in the direction of the point. At first Montague could scarcely credit his eyes; but when he saw the end of the main-boom pass behind the point, he became painfully alive to the fact that the whole vessel would certainly follow in the course of a few seconds. Although the most of his guns were still not sufficiently well pointed, he gave the order to fire them in succession. The entire broadside burst in this manner from the side of the Talisman, with a prolonged and mighty crash or roar, and tore up the waters of the narrow channel.

Most of the iron storm passed close by the head of the pirate. However, only one ball took effect; it touched the end of the bowsprit, and sent the jib-boom into the air in splinters. Manton applied the match to the brass gun almost at the same moment, and the heavy ringing roar of her explosion seemed like a prolonged echo of the broadside. The gun was well aimed; but the schooner had already passed so far behind the point, that the ball struck a projecting part of the cliff; dashed it into atoms, and, glancing upwards, passed through the cap of the Talismans mizzen-mast, and brought the lower yard, with all its gear, rattling down on the quarter-deck. When the smoke cleared away, the Avenger had vanished from the scene.

To put the ship about, and follow the pirate schooner, was the first impulse of Montague; but, on second thoughts, he felt that the risk of getting on the rocks in the narrow channel was too great to be lightly run. He therefore gave orders to warp the ship about, and steer round the islet, on the other side of which he fully expected to find the pirate. But time was lost in attempting to do this, in consequence of the wreck of the mizzen-mast having fouled the rudder. When the Talisman at last got under way, and rounded the outside point of the islet, no vessel of any kind was to be seen.

Amazed beyond measure, and deeply chagrined, the unfortunate captain of the man-of-war turned to Gascoyne, who still sat quietly on the taffrail smoking his cigar  

Does this pirate schooner sport wings as well as sails? said he; for unless she does, and has flown over the mountains, I cannot see how she could disappear in so short a space of time.

I told you the pirate was a bold man; and now he has proved himself a clever fellow. Whether he sports wings or no is best known to himself. Perhaps he can dive. If so, we have only to watch until he comes to the surface, and shoot him leisurely.

Well, he is off; there is no doubt of that, returned Montague. And now, Mr Gascoyne, since it is vain for me to chase a vessel possessed of such mysterious qualities, you will not object, I daresay, to guide my ship to the bay where your own little schooner lies. I have a fancy to anchor there.

By all means, said Gascoyne, coolly. It will afford me much pleasure to do as you wish, and to have you alongside of my little craft.

Montague was surprised at the perfect coolness with which the other received this proposal. He was persuaded that there must be some mysterious connexion between the pirate schooner and the sandal-wood trader, although his ideas on this point were somewhat undefined and confused; and he had expected that Gascoyne would have shewn some symptoms of perplexity, on being thus ordered to conduct the Talisman to a spot where he suspected no schooner would be found; or, if found, would appear under such a changed aspect, as to warrant his seizing it on suspicion. As Gascoyne, however, shewed perfect willingness to obey the order, he turned away and left his strange pilot to conduct the ship through the reefs, having previously given him to understand that the touching of a rock, and the termination of his (Gascoynes) life, would certainly be simultaneous events.

Meanwhile the Avenger, alias the Foam, had steered direct for the shore, into which she apparently ran and disappeared like a phantom-ship. The coast of this part of the island, where the events we are narrating occurred, was peculiarly formed. There were several narrow inlets in the high cliffs which were exceedingly deep, but barely wide enough to admit of the passage of a large boat, or a small vessel. Many of these inlets or creeks, which in some respects resembled the narrow fjords of Norway, though on a miniature scale, were so thickly fringed with trees, and the luxuriant undergrowth peculiar to southern climes, that their existence could not be detected from the sea. Indeed, even after the entrance to any one of them was discovered, no one would have imagined it to extend so far inland.

Two of those deep narrow inlets, opening from opposite sides of the cape which lay close to the islet above referred to, had approached so close to each other at their upper extremities? that they had at last met, in consequence of the sea undermining and throwing down the cliff that separated them. Thus the cape was in reality an island; and the two united inlets formed a narrow strait, through which the Avenger passed to her former anchorage, by means of four pair of powerful sweeps or oars. This secret passage was well known to the pirates; and it was with a lurking feeling that it might some day prove of use to him, that Gascoyne invariably anchored near to it when he visited the island as a sandal-wood trader.

During the transit, the carpenters of the schooner were not idle. The red streak and flag, and griffins head, were removed; the big gun was covered with the long boat, and the vessel which entered the one end of the channel as the warlike Avenger, issued from the other side as the peaceful Foam; and, rowing to her former anchorage, dropt anchor. The shattered jib-boom had been replaced by a spare one, and part of the crew were stowed away under the cargo, in an empty space of the hold reserved for this special purpose, and for concealing arms. A few of them were also landed, not far from the cliff over which poor Bumpus had been thrown, with orders to remain concealed, and be ready to embark at a moments notice.

Soon after the schooner anchored, the boat which had been sent off in search of the body of our unfortunate seaman returned, having failed to discover the object for which it was sent out.

The breeze had by this time died away almost entirely, so that three hours elapsed before the Talisman rounded the point, stood into the bay, and dropt anchor at a distance of about two miles from the suspected schooner.




Chapter Fifteen.

Remarkable doings of Poopy  Extraordinary case of resuscitation.

It is time now to return to our unfortunate friends, Corrie, Alice, and Poopy, who have been left long enough exposed on the summit of the cliffs, from which they had expected to be tossed by the savages, when the guns of the Talisman so opportunely saved them.

The reader will observe, that these incidents, which have taken so long to narrate, were enacted in a very brief space of time. Only a few hours elapsed between the firing of the broadside already referred to, and the anchoring of the Talisman in the bay, where the Foam had cast anchor some time before her; yet in this short space of time many things occurred on the island which are worthy of particular notice.

As we have already remarked, Corrie and his two companions in misfortune had been bound; and, in this condition, were left by the savages to their fate. Their respective positions were by no means enviable. Poor Alice lay near the edge of the cliff, with her wrists and ankles so securely tied that no effort of which she was capable could set her free. Poopy lay about ten yards farther up the cliff, flat on her sable back, with her hands tied behind her, and her ankles also secured; so that she could by no means attain to a sitting position, although she made violent and extraordinary efforts to do so. We say extraordinary, because Poopy, being ingenious, hit upon many devices of an unheard of nature to accomplish her object. Among others, she attempted to turn heels over head, hoping thus to get upon her knees; and there is no doubt whatever that she would have succeeded in this, had not the formation of the ground been exceedingly unfavourable for such a manoeuvre.

Corrie had shewn such an amount of desperate vindictiveness, in the way of kicking, hitting, biting, scratching, and pinching, when the savages were securing him, that they gave him five or six extra coils of the rope of cocoa-nut fibre with which they bound him. Consequently he could not move any of his limbs, and he now lay on his side between Alice and Poopy, gazing with much earnestness and no little astonishment at the peculiar contortions of the latter.

Youll never manage it, Poopy, he remarked in a sad tone of voice, on beholding the poor girl balanced on the small of her back, preparatory to making a spring that might have reminded one of the leaps of a trout when thrown from its native element upon the bank of a river. And youll break your neck if you go on like that, he added, on observing that, having failed in these attempts, she recurred to the heels-over-head process  but all in vain.

Oh, me! sighed Poopy, as she fell back in a fit of exhaustion. Its be all hup wid us.

Dont say that, you goose, whispered Corrie, youll frighten Alice, you will.

Will me? whispered Poopy, in a tone of self-reproach; then in a loud voice, Oh, no! it not all hup yet, Miss Alice. See, me go at it agin.

And go at it she did in a way that actually alarmed her companions. At any other time Corrie would have exploded with laughter, but the poor boy was thoroughly overwhelmed by the suddenness and the extent of his misfortune. The image of Bumpus, disappearing headlong over that terrible cliff, had filled his heart with a feeling of horror which nothing could allay, and grave thoughts at the desperate case of poor little Alice (for he neither thought of nor cared for Poopy or himself) sank like a weight of lead upon his spirit.

Dont try it any more, dear Poopy, said Alice, entreatingly, youll only hurt yourself and tear your frock. I feel sure that some one will be sent to deliver us. Dont you, Corrie?

The tone in which this question was put shewed that the poor child did not feel quite so certain of the arrival of succour as her words implied. Corrie perceived this at once, and, with the heroism of a true lover, he crushed back the feelings of anxiety and alarm which were creeping over his own stout little heart in spite of his brave words, and gave utterance to encouraging expressions and even to slightly jovial sentiments, which tended very much to comfort Alice, and Poopy too.

Sure? he exclaimed, rolling on his other side to obtain a view of the child, (for, owing to his position and his fettered condition he had to turn on his right side when he wished to look at Poopy, and on his left when he addressed himself to Alice.) Sure? why, of course Im sure. Dye think your father would leave you lying out in the cold all night?

No, that I am certain he would not, cried Alice, enthusiastically; but, then, he does not know we are here, and will never think of looking for us in such an unlikely place.

Humph! that only shews your ignorance, said Corrie.

Well, I dare say I am very ignorant, replied Alice, meekly.

No, no! I dont mean that, cried Corrie, with a feeling of self-reproach. I dont mean to say that youre ignorant in a general way, you know, but only about what men are likely to do, dye see, when theyre hard put to it, you understand. Our feelings are so different from yours, you know, and  and

Here Corrie broke down, and in order to change the subject abruptly he rolled round towards Poopy, and cried with considerable asperity  

What on earth dye mean, Kickup, by wriggling about your black body in that fashion? If you dont stop it youll fetch way down the hill, and go slap over the precipice, carrying Alice and me along with you. Give it up now, dye hear?

No, me wont, cried Poopy, with great passion, while tears sprang from her large eyes, and coursed over her sable cheeks. Me will bust dem ropes.

More likely to do that to yourself if you go on like that, returned Corrie. But, I say, Alice, cheer up, (here he rolled round on his other side,) Ive been pondering a plan all this time to set us free, and now Im going to try it. The only bother about it is that these rascally savages have dropt me beside a pool of half soft mud that I cant help sticking my head into if I try to move.

Oh! then, dont move, dear Corrie, said Alice, in an imploring tone of voice; we can lie here quite comfortably till papa comes.

Ah! yes, said Corrie, that reminds me that I was saying we men feel and act so different from you women. Now it strikes me that your father will go to all the most unlikely parts of the island first; knowin very well that niggers dont hide in likely places. But as it may be a long time before he finds us  (he sighed deeply here, not feeling much confidence in the success of the missionarys search) I shall tell you my plan, and then try to carry it out. (Here he sighed again, more deeply than before, not feeling by any means confident of the success of his own efforts.)

And what is your plan? inquired Alice, eagerly, for the child had unbounded belief in Corries ability to do almost anything he chose to attempt, and Corrie knew this, and was proud as a peacock in consequence.

Ill get up on my knees, said he, and then, once on them, I can easily rise to my feet and hop to you, and free you.

On this explanation of his elaborate and difficult plan, Alice made no observation for some time, because even to her faculties, (which were obtuse enough on mechanical matters,) it was abundantly evident that, the boys hands being tied firmly behind his back, he could neither cut the ropes that bound her, nor untie them.

What dye think, Alice?

I fear it wont do, your hands are tied, Corrie.

Oh! thats nothing. The only difficulty is how to get on my knees.

Surely that cannot be very difficult, when you talk of getting on your feet.

Ha! that shews youre a  I mean, dye see, that the difficulty lies here, my elbows are lashed so fast to my side that I cant use them to prop me up, but if Poopy will roll down the hill to my side, and shove her pretty shoulder under my back when I raise it, perhaps I may succeed in getting up. What say you, Kickup?

Hee! hee! laughed the girl, dats fuss rate. Look out!

Poopy, although sluggish by nature, was rather abrupt and violent in her impulses at times. Without further warning than the above brief exclamation, she rolled herself towards Corrie with such good-will that she went quite over him, and would certainly have passed onward to where Alice lay  perhaps over the cliff altogether  had not the boy caught her sleeve with his teeth, and held her fast.

The plan was eminently successful. By a series of jerks on the part of Corrie, and proppings on the part of Poopy, the former was enabled to attain to a kneeling position, not, however, without a few failures, in one of which he fell forward on his face, and left a deep impression of his fat little nose in the mud.

Having risen to his feet, Corrie at once hopped towards Alice, after the fashion of those country wights who indulge in sack races, and, going down on his knees beside her, began diligently to gnaw the rope that bound her with his teeth. This was by no means an easy or a quick process. He gnawed and bit at it long before the tough rope gave way. At length Alice was freed, and she immediately set to work to undo the fastenings of the other two, but her delicate fingers were not well suited to such rough work, and a considerable time elapsed before the three were finally at large.

The instant they were so, Corrie said, Now we must go down to the foot of the cliff and look for poor Bumpus. Oh! dear me, I doubt he is killed.

The look of horror which all three cast over the stupendous precipice shewed that they had little hope of ever again seeing their rugged friend alive. But, without wasting time in idle remarks, they at once hastened to the foot of the cliff by the shortest route they could find. Here, after a short time, they discovered the object of their solicitude lying, apparently dead, on his back among the rocks.

When Bumpus struck the water, after being tossed over the cliff, his head was fortunately downward, and his skull, being the thickest and hardest bone in his body, had withstood the terrible shock to which it had been subjected without damage, though the brain within was, for a time, incapacitated from doing duty. When John rose again to the surface, after a descent into unfathomable water, he floated there in a state of insensibility. Fortunately the wind and tide combined to wash him to the shore, where a higher swell than usual launched him among the coral rocks, and left him there, with only his feet in the water.

Oh! here he is, hurrah! shouted Corrie, on catching sight of the prostrate form of the seaman. But the boys manner changed the instant he observed the colour of the mans face, from which all the blood had been driven, leaving it like a piece of brown leather.

Hes dead, said Alice, wringing her hands in despair.

Prhaps not, suggested Poopy, with a look of deep wisdom, as she gazed on the upturned face.

Anyhow, we must haul him out of the water, said Corrie, whose chest heaved with the effort he made to repress his tears.

Catching up one of Bumpuss huge hands, the boy ordered Alice to grasp the other. Poopy, without waiting for orders, seized hold of the hair of his head, and all three began to haul with might and main. But they might as well have tried to pull a line-of-battle ship up on the shore. The mans bulky form was immovable. Seeing this, they changed their plan, and, all three grasping his legs, slewed him partially round, and thus drew his feet out of the water.

Now, we must warm him, said Corrie, eagerly, for, the first shock of the discovery of the supposed dead body of his friend being over, the sanguine boy began to entertain hopes of resuscitating him. Ive heard that the best thing for drowned people is to warm them; so, Alice, do you take one hand and arm, Poopy will take the other, and I will take his feet, and well all rub away till we bring him too  for we must, we shall bring him round.

Corrie said this with a fierce look and a hysterical sob. Without more words he drew out his clasp-knife, and, ripping up the cuffs of the mans coat, laid bare his muscular arm. Meanwhile Alice untied his neckcloth, and Poopy tore open his Guernsey frock and exposed his broad brown chest.

We must warm that at once, said Corrie, beginning to take off his jacket, which he meant to spread over the seamans breast.

Stay, my petticoat is warmer, cried Alice, hastily divesting herself of a flannel garment of bright scarlet, the brilliant beauty of which had long been the admiration of the entire population of Sandy Cove. The child spread it over the seamans chest, and tucked it carefully down at his sides, between his body and the wet garments. Then the three sat down beside him, and, each seizing a limb, began to rub and chafe with a degree of energy that nothing could resist! At any rate it put life into John Bumpus, for that hardy mariner gradually began to exhibit signs of returning vitality.

There he comes, cried Corrie, eagerly.

Eh! exclaimed Poopy, in alarm.

Who? where? inquired Alice, who thought that the boy referred to some one who had unexpectedly appeared on the scene.

I saw him wink with his left eye  look! All three suspended their labour of love, and, stretching forward their heads, gazed with breathless anxiety at the clay-coloured face of Jo.

I must have been mistaken, said Corrie, shaking his head.

Go at him agin, cried Poopy, recommencing her work on the right arm with so much energy that it seemed marvellous how she escaped skinning that limb from fingers to shoulder.

Poor Alice did her best, but her soft little hands had not much effect on the huge mass of brown flesh they manipulated.

There he comes again! shouted Corrie. Once more there was an abrupt pause in the process, and the three heads were bent eagerly forward watching for symptoms of returning life. Corrie was right. The seamans left eye quivered for a moment, causing the hearts of the three children to beat high with hope. Presently the other eye also quivered; then the broad chest rose almost imperceptibly, and a faint sigh came feebly and broken from the cold blue lips.

To say that the three children were delighted at this would be to give but a feeble idea of the state of their feelings. Corrie had, even in the short time yet afforded him of knowing Bumpus, entertained for him feelings of the deepest admiration and love. Alice and Poopy, out of sheer sympathy, had fallen in love with him too, at first sight, so that his horrible death, (as they had supposed,) coupled with his unexpected restoration and revival through their unaided exertions, drew them still closer to him, and created within them a sort of feeling that he must, in common reason and justice, regard himself as their special property in all future time. When, therefore, they saw him wink and heard him sigh, the gush of emotion that filled their respective bosoms was quite overpowering. Corrie gasped in his effort not to break down; Alice wept with silent joy as she continued to chafe the mans limbs; and Poopy went off into a violent fit of hysterical laughter, in which her hee, hees! resounded with terrible shrillness among the surrounding cliffs.

Now, then, lets to work again with a will, said Corrie; what dye say to try punching him?

This question he put gravely, and with the uncertain air of a man who feels that he is treading on new and possibly dangerous ground.

What is punching? inquired Alice.

Why, that, replied the boy, giving a practical and by no means gentle illustration on his own fat thigh.

Wouldnt it hurt him? said Alice, dubiously.

Hurt him! hurt the Grampus! cried Corrie, with a look of surprise, you might as well talk of hurting a hippopotamus. Come, Ill try.

Accordingly, Corrie tried. He began to bake the seaman, as it were, with his fists. As the process went on he warmed to the work, and did it so energetically, in his mingled anxiety and hope, that it assumed the character of hitting rather than punching  to the dismay of Alice, who thought it impossible that any human being could stand such dreadful treatment.

Whether it was to this process, or to the action of nature, or to the combined efforts of nature and his friends, that Bumpus owed his recovery, we cannot pretend to say; but certain it is that, on Corrie making a severer dab than usual into the pit of the seamans stomach, he gave a gasp and a sneeze, the latter of which almost overturned Poopy, who chanced to be gazing wildly into his countenance at the moment. At the same time he involuntarily threw up his right arm, and fetched Corrie such a tremendous backhander on the chest that our young hero was laid flat on his back  half stunned by the violence of his fall, yet shouting with delight that his rugged friend still lived to strike another blow.

Having achieved this easy though unintentional victory, Bumpus sighed again, shook his legs in the air, and sat up, gazing before him with a bewildered air, and gasping from time to time in a quiet way.

Wots to do? were the first words with which the restored seaman greeted his friends.

Hurrah! screamed Corrie, his visage blazing with delight, as he danced in front of him.

Werry good, said Bumpus, whose intellects were not yet thoroughly restored, try it again.

Oh! how cold your cheeks are, said Alice, placing her hands on them, and chafing them gently; then, perceiving that she did not communicate much warmth in that way, she placed her own fair soft cheek against that of the sailor. Suddenly throwing both arms round his neck, she hugged him, and burst into tears.

Bumpus was somewhat taken aback by this unexpected explosion, but, being an affectionate man as well as a rugged one, he had no objection whatever to the peculiar treatment. He allowed the child to sob on his neck as long as she chose, while Corrie stood by with his hands in his pockets, sailor-fashion, and looked on admiringly. As for Poopy, she sat down on a rock a short way off, and began to smile and talk to herself in a manner so utterly idiotical that an ignorant observer would certainly have judged her to be insane.

They were thus agreeably employed when an event occurred which changed the current of their thoughts, and led to consequences of a somewhat serious nature. This event, however, was in itself insignificant. It was nothing more than the sudden appearance of a wild-pig among the bushes close at hand.




Chapter Sixteen.

A wild chase  Hope, disappointment, and despair  The sandal-wood trader outwits the man-of-war.

When the wild-pig, referred to in the last chapter, was first observed, it was standing on the margin of a thicket, from which it had just issued, gazing, with the profoundly philosophical aspect peculiar to that animal, at our four friends, and seeming to entertain doubts as to the propriety of beating an immediate retreat.

Before it had made up its mind on this point, Corries eye alighted on it.

Hist! exclaimed he, with a gesture of caution to his companions. Look there! weve had nothing to eat for an awful time; nothing since breakfast on Sunday morning. I feel as if my interior had been amputated. Oh! what a jolly roast that fellow would make if we could only kill him.

Wots in the pistol? inquired Bumpus, pointing to the weapon which Corrie had stuck ostentatiously into his belt.

Nothin, answered the boy. I fired the last charge I had into the face of a savage.

Fling it at him, suggested Bumpus, getting cautiously up. Here, hand it to me. Ive seed a heavy horse-pistol like that do great execution when well aimed by a stout arm.

The pig seemed to have an intuitive perception that danger was approaching, for it turned abruptly round just as the missile left the seamans hand, and received the butt with full force close to the root of its tail.

A pigs tendency to shriek on the receipt of the slightest injury is well known. It is therefore not to be wondered at, that this pig went off into the bushes under cover of a series of yells so terrific that they might have been heard for miles round.

Ill after him, cried Bumpus, catching up a large stone, and leaping forward a few paces almost as actively as if nothing had happened to him.

Hurrah! shouted Corrie, Ill go too.

Hold on, cried Bumpus, stopping suddenly.

Why? inquired the boy.

Cause you must stop an take care of the gals. It wont do to leave em alone again, you know, Corrie.

This remark was accompanied with an exceedingly huge wink full of deep meaning, which Corrie found it convenient not to notice, as he observed, gravely  

Ah! true. One of us must remain with em, poor helpless things  so  so you had better go after the squeaker.

All right, said Bumpus, with a broad grin Hallo! why, heres a spear that must ha bin dropt by one o them savages. Thats a piece o good luck anyhow, as the man said when he fund the fi pun note. Now, then, keep an eye on them gals, lad, and Ill be back as soon as ever I can; though I does feel rather stiffish. My old timbers aint used to such deep divin, dye see.

Bumpus entered the thicket as he spoke, and Corrie returned to console the girls, with the feeling and the air of a man whose bosom is filled with a stern resolve to die, if need be, in the discharge of an important duty.

Now, the yell of this particular pig reached other ears besides those of the party whose doings we have attempted to describe. It rang in those of the pirates, who had been sent ashore to hide, like the scream of a steam-whistle, in consequence of their being close at hand, and it sounded like a faint cry in those of Henry Stuart and the missionary, who, with their party, were a long way off, slowly tracing the footsteps of the lost Alice, to which they had been guided by the keen scent of that animated scrap of door-mat, Toozle. The effect on both parties was powerful, but not similar. The pirates, supposing that a band of savages were near them, lay close and did not venture forth until a prolonged silence and strong curiosity tempted them to creep, with slow movements and extreme caution, towards the place whence the sounds had proceeded.

Mr Mason and Henry, on the other hand, stopped and listened with intense earnestness, expecting, yet fearing, a recurrence of the cry, and then sprang forward with their party, under the belief that they had heard the voice of Alice calling for help.

Meanwhile, Bumpus toiled up the slopes of the mountain, keeping the pig well in view, for that animal having been somewhat injured by the blow from the pistol, could not travel at its ordinary speed. Indeed, Jo would have speedily overtaken it, but for the shaky condition of his own body after such a long fast and such a series of violent shocks, as well mental as physical.

Having gained the summit of a hill, the pig, much exhausted, sat down on its hams, and gazed pensively at the ground. Bumpus took advantage of the fact, and also sat down on a stone to rest.

Wot a brute it is, said he to himself, Ill circumvent it yet, though.

Presently, he rose and made as if he had abandoned the chase, and were about to return the way he had come; but, when he had effectually concealed himself from the view of the pig, he made a wide détour, and, coming out suddenly at a spot higher up the mountain, charged down upon the unsuspecting animal with a yell that would have done credit to itself.

The pig echoed the yell, and rushed down the hill towards the cliffs, closely followed by the hardy seaman, who, in the ardour of the chase, forgot or ignored his aches and pains, and ran like a greyhound, his hair streaming in the wind, his eyes blazing with excitement, and the spear ready poised for a fatal dart. Altogether, he was so wild and strong in appearance, and so furious in his onset, that it was impossible to believe he had been half dead little more than an hour before, but then, as we have before remarked, Bumpus was hard to kill!

For nearly half an hour did the hungry seaman keep up the chase  neither gaining nor losing distance, while the affrighted pig, having its attention fixed entirely on its pursuer, scrambled and plunged forward over every imaginable variety of ground, receiving one or two severe falls in consequence. Bumpus, being warned by its fate, escaped them. At last the two dashed into a gorge and out at the other end, scrambled through a thicket, plunged down a hill, and doubled a high rock, on the other side of which they were met in the teeth by Henry Stuart at the head of his band.

The pig attempted to double. Failing to do so, it lost its footing and fell flat on its side. Jo Bumpus threw his spear with violent energy deep into the earth about two feet beyond it, tripped on a stump and fell headlong on the top of the pig, squeezing the life out of its body with the weight of his ponderous frame, and receiving its dying yell into his very bosom.

Hilloa! my stalwart chip of old Neptune, cried Henry, laughing, youve bagged him this time effectually. Hast seen any of the niggers, or did you mistake this poor pig for one?

Ay, truly, I have seen them, and given a few of em marks that will keep em in remembrance of me. As for this pig, said Jo, throwing the carcase over his shoulder, I want a bit of summat to eat  thats the fact; an the poor children will be

Children, cried Mr Mason, eagerly, what do you mean, my man; have you seen any?

In course I has, or I wouldnt speak of em, returned Jo, who did not at first recognise the missionary, and no wonder, for Mr Masons clothes were torn and soiled, and his face was bruised, bloodstained, and haggard.

Tell me, friend, I entreat you, said the pastor earnestly, laying his hand on Jos arm, have you seen my child?

Wot! are you the father o the little gal? Why, Ive seed her only half an hour since. But hold on, lads, come arter me an Ill steer you to where she is at this moment.

Thanks be to God, said Mr Mason, with a deep sigh of relief. Lead on, my man, and, pray, go quickly.

Bumpus at once led the way to the foot of the cliffs, and went over the ground at a pace that satisfied even the impatience of the bereaved father.

While this was occurring on the mountain slopes, the pirates at the foot of the cliffs had discovered the three children, and, finding that no one else was near, had seized them and carried them off to a cave near to which their boat lay on the rocks. They hoped to have obtained some information from them as to what was going on at the other side of the island, but, while engaged in a fruitless attempt to screw something out of Corrie, who was peculiarly refractory, they were interrupted, first by the yells of Bumpus and his pig, and afterwards by the sudden appearance of Henry and his party on the edge of a cliff a short way above the spot where they were assembled. On seeing these, the pirates started to their feet and drew their cutlasses, while Henry uttered a shout and ran down the rocks like a deer.

Shall we have a stand-up fight with em, Bill? said one of the pirates.

Not if I can help it  theres four to one, replied the other.

To the boat, cried several of the men, leading the way, and lets take the brats with us.

As Henrys party came pouring down the hill, the more combatively disposed of the pirates saw at a glance that it would be in vain to attempt a stand, they therefore discharged a scattering volley from their pistols, (happily without effect,) and, springing into their boat, pushed off from the shore, taking the children along with them.

Mr Mason was the first to gain the beach. He had hit upon a shorter path by which to descend, and rushing forward, plunged into the sea. Poor little Alice, who at once recognised her father, stretched out her arms towards him, and would certainly have leaped into the sea had she not been forcibly detained by one of the pirates, whose special duty it was to hold her with one hand, while he restrained the violent demonstrations of Corrie with the other.

The father was too late, however. Already the boat was several yards from the shore, and the frantic efforts he made in the madness of his despair to overtake it, only served to exhaust him. When Henry Stuart reached the beach, it was with difficulty he prevented those members of his band who carried muskets from firing on the boat. None of them thought for a moment, of course, of making the mad attempt to swim towards her. Indeed, Mr Mason himself would have hesitated to do so had he been capable of cool thought at the time; but the sudden rush of hope when he heard of his child being near, combined with the agony of disappointment on seeing her torn, as it were, out of his very grasp, was too much for him. His reasoning powers were completely overturned; he continued to buffet the waves with wild energy, and to strain every fibre of his being in the effort to propel himself through the water, long after the boat was hopelessly beyond reach.

Henry understood his feelings well, and knew that the poor missionary would not cease his efforts until exhaustion should compel him to do so, in which case his being drowned would be a certainty, for there was neither boat nor canoe at hand in which to push off to his rescue.

In these circumstances the youth took the only course that seemed left to him. He threw off his clothes and prepared to swim after his friend, in order to render the assistance of his stout arm when it should be needed.

Here, Jakolu! he cried to one of the natives who stood near him.

Yes, massr, answered the sturdy young fellow, who has been introduced at an earlier part of this story as being one of the missionarys best behaved and most active church members.

I mean to swim after him, so I leave the charge of the party to Mr Bumpus there. You will act under his orders. Keep the men, together, and guard against surprise. We dont know how many more of these blackguards may be lurking among the rocks.

To this speech Jakolu replied by shaking his head slowly and gravely, as if he doubted the propriety of his young commanders intentions.

You no can swim queek nuff to save him, said he.

That remains to be seen, retorted Henry, sharply, for the youth was one of the best swimmers on the island  at least the best among the whites, and better than many of the natives, although some of the latter could beat him. At any rate, he continued, you would not have me stand idly by while my friend is drowning, would you?

Hims not drownin yet, answered the matter-of-fact native. Me vise you to let Jakolu go. Hims can sweem berer dan you. See, here am bit plank, too,  me take dat.

Ha! thats well thought of, cried Henry, who was now ready to plunge, fetch it me, quick  and mind, Jakolu, keep your eye on me; when I hold up both hands youll know that Im dead beat, and that you must come off and help us both.

So saying, he seized the small piece of drift-wood which the native brought to him, and, plunging into the sea, struck out vigorously in the direction in which the pastor was still perseveringly, though slowly, swimming.

While Henry was stripping, his eye had quickly and intelligently taken in the facts that were presented to him on the bay. He had seen, on descending the hill, that the man-of-war had entered the bay and anchored there, a fact which surprised him greatly, and that the Foam still lay where he had seen her cast anchor on the morning of her arrival. This surprised him even more  for, if the latter was really a pirate schooner, (as had been hinted more than once that day by various members of the settlement,) why did she remain so fearlessly and peacefully within range of the guns of so dangerous and powerful an enemy? He also observed that one of the large boats of the Talisman was in the water alongside and full of armed men, as if about to put off on some warlike expedition, while his pocket telescope enabled him to perceive that Gascoyne, (who must needs be the pirate captain, if the suspicions of his friends were correct,) was smoking quietly on the quarterdeck, apparently holding amicable converse with the British commander. The youth knew not what to think, for it was preposterous to suppose that a pirate captain could by any possibility be the intimate friend of his own mother.

These and many other conflicting thoughts kept rushing through his mind as he hastened forward, but the conclusions to which they led him  if, indeed, they led him to any  were altogether upset by the unaccountable and extremely piratical conduct of the seamen who carried off Alice and her companions, and whom he knew to be part of the crew of the Foam, both from their costume, and from the direction in which they rowed their little boat.

The young mans perplexities were, however, neutralised for the time by his anxiety for his friend the pastor, and by the necessity of instant and vigorous effort for his rescue. He had just time, before plunging into the sea, to note with satisfaction that the man-of-wars boat had pushed off; and that if Alice really was in the hands of pirates, there was the certainty of her being speedily rescued.

In this latter supposition, however, Henry was mistaken.

The events on shore which we have just described, had been witnessed, of course, by the crews of both vessels, with, as may be easily conjectured, very different feelings.

In the Foam, the few men who were lounging about the deck looked uneasily from the war vessel to the countenance of Manton, in whose hands they felt that their fate now lay. The object of their regard paced the deck slowly, with his hands in his pockets and a pipe in his mouth, in the most listless manner, in order to deceive the numerous eyes which he knew full well scanned his movements with deep curiosity. The frowning brow and the tightly compressed lips alone indicated the storm of anger which was in reality raging in the pirates breast at what he deemed the obstinacy of his captain in running into such danger, and the folly of his men in having shewn fight on shore when there was no occasion for doing so. But Manton was too much alive to his own danger and interests to allow passion at such a critical moment to interfere with his judgment. He paced the deck slowly, as we have said, undecided as to what course he ought to pursue, but ready to act with the utmost energy and promptitude when the time for action should arrive.

On board the Talisman, on the other hand, the young commander began to feel certain of his prize; and when he witnessed the scuffle on shore, the flight of the boats crew with the three young people and the subsequent events, he could not conceal a smile of triumph as he turned to Gascoyne and said  

Your men are strangely violent in their proceedings, sir, for the crew of a peaceable trader. If it were not that they are pulling straight for your schooner, where, no doubt, they will be received with open arms, I would have fancied they had been part of the crew of that wonderful pirate, who seems to be able to change colour almost as quickly as he changes position.

The allusion had no effect whatever on the imperturbable Gascoyne, on whose countenance good humour seemed to have been immovably enthroned, for the worse his case became the more amiable and satisfied was his aspect.

Surely Captain Montague does not hold me responsible for the doings of my men in my absence, said he, calmly. I have already said that they are a wild set  not easily restrained even when I am present; and fond of getting into scrapes when they can. You see, we have not a choice of men in these out-of-the-way parts of the world.

Apparently not, returned Montague, but I hope to have the pleasure of seeing you order your men to be punished for their misdeeds; for, if not, I shall be under the necessity of punishing them for you. Is the boat ready, Mr Mulroy?

It is, sir.

Then, Mr Gascoyne, if you will do me the favour to step into this boat, I will have much pleasure in accompanying you on board your schooner.

By all means, replied Gascoyne, with a bland smile, as he rose and threw away the end of another cigar, after having lighted therewith the sixth or seventh in which he had indulged that day. Your boat is well manned and your men are well armed, Captain Montague; do you go on some cutting-out expedition, or are you so much alarmed at the terrible aspect of the broadside of my small craft that

Gascoyne here smiled with ineffable urbanity, and bowed slightly by way of finishing his sentence. Montague was saved the annoyance of having to reply, by a sudden exclamation from his lieutenant, who was observing the schooners boat though his telescope.

There seems to be some one swimming after that boat, said he. A man  evidently a European, for he is light-coloured. He must have been some time in the water, for he is already a long way from shore, and seems much exhausted.

Why, the man is drowning, I believe, cried Montague, quickly, as he looked through the glass.

At that moment Frederick Masons strength had given way; he made one or two manful efforts to struggle after the retreating boat, and then, tossing his arms in the air, uttered a loud cry of agony.

Ho! shove off and save him, shouted Montague, the moment he heard it. Look alive, lads, give way! and when you have picked up the man, pull straight for yonder schooner.

The oars at once fell into the water with a splash, and the boat, large and heavy though it was, shot from the ships side like an arrow.

Lower the gig, cried the captain. And now, Mr Gascoyne, since you seem disposed to go in a lighter boat, I will accommodate you. Pray follow me.

In a few seconds they were seated in the little gig which seemed to fly over the sea under the vigorous strokes of her crew of eight stout men. So swift were her motions, that she reached the side of the schooner only a few minutes later than the Foams boat, and a considerable time before his own large boat had picked up Mr Mason, who was found in an almost insensible condition, supported by Henry Stuart.

When the gig came within a short distance of the Foam, Gascoyne directed Montagues attention to the proceedings of the large boat, and at the same instant made a private signal with his right hand to Manton, who, still unmoved and inactive, stood at the schooners bow awaiting and evidently expecting it.

Ha! said he aloud, I thought as much. Now lads, shew the red  make ready to slip  off with Long Toms nightcap  let out the skulkers  take these children down below, and a dozen of you stand by to receive the captain and his friends.

These somewhat peculiar orders, hurriedly given, were hastily obeyed, and in a few seconds more the gig of the Talisman ranged up alongside of the Foam.




Chapter Seventeen.

The escape.

The instant that Captain Montague stepped over the side of the schooner, a handkerchief was pressed tightly over his mouth and nose. At the same time, he was seized by four strong men and rendered utterly powerless. The thing was done so promptly and silently, that the men who remained in the gig heard no unusual sound.

Im sorry to treat a guest so roughly, Captain Montague, said Gascoyne, in a low tone, as the unfortunate officer was carried aft, but the safety of my vessel requires it. They will carry you to my state-room, where you will find my steward exceedingly attentive and obliging, but, let me warn you, he is peculiarly ready with the butt end of his pistol at times, especially when men are inclined to make unnecessary noise. He turned on his heel as he said this and went forward, looking over the side in passing and telling the crew of the gig to remain where they were till their captain should call them.

This order the men felt constrained to obey, although they were surprised that the captain himself had not given it on quitting the boat; their suspicions were farther awakened by the active operations going on upon deck. The sounds apprised them of these for the bulwarks hid everything from view. At length, when they heard the cable slipping through the hawse-hole, they could stand it no longer, but sprang up the side in a body. Of course they were met by men well prepared. As they were armed only with cutlasses, the pirates quickly overcame them and threw them into the sea.

All further attempt at concealment was now abandoned. The man-of-wars boat, when it came up, was received with a shot from Long Tom, which grazed its side, carried away four of the starboard oars, and just missed dashing it to pieces by a mere hairs-breadth. At the same time the sails of the schooner were shaken out and filled by the light breeze, which, for nearly an hour, had been blowing off shore.

As the coming up of the gig and the large boat had occurred on that side of the schooner that was farthest from the Talisman, those on board of the latter vessel could not make out clearly what had occurred. That the schooner was a pirate was now clearly evident, for the red griffin and stripe were suddenly displayed as well as the blood-red flag; but the first lieutenant did not dare to fire on her while the boats were so near. He slipped the cable, however, and made instant sail on the ship, and when he saw the large boat and the gig drop astern of the schooner  the former in a disabled condition  he commenced firing as fast as he could load; not doubting that his captain was in his own boat.

At such short range the shot flew around the pirate schooner like hail, but she appeared to bear a charmed existence, for, although they whistled between her spars and struck the sea all around her, very few indeed did her serious damage. The shots from Long Tom, on the other hand, were well aimed, and told with terrible effect on the hull and rigging of the frigate. Gascoyne himself pointed the gun, and his bright eye flashed, and a grim smile played on his lips as the shots whistled round his head.

The pirate captain seemed to be possessed by a spirit of fierce and reckless jovialty that day. His usual calm self-possessed demeanour quite forsook him. He issued his orders in a voice of thunder and with an air of what, for want of a better expression, we may term ferocious heartiness. He generally executed these orders himself, hurling the men violently out of his way as if he were indignant at their tardiness, although they sprang to obey as actively as usual  indeed more so, for they were overawed and somewhat alarmed by this unwonted conduct on the part of their captain.

The fact was, that Gascoyne had for a long time past desired to give up his course of life and amend his ways, but he discovered, as all wicked men discover sooner or later, that while it is easy to plunge into evil courses it is by no means easy  on the contrary it is extremely difficult  to give them up. He had formed his resolution and had laid his plans; but all his plans had miscarried. Being a man of high temper he had been driven almost to desperation, and sought relief to his feelings in physical exertion.

Of all the men in the Avenger, however, no one was so much alarmed by the captains conduct as the first mate, between whom and Gascoyne there had been a bitter feeling for some time past; and Manton knew (at least he believed) that it would be certain death to him if he should chance to thwart his superior in the mood in which he then was.

That was a good shot, Manton, said Gascoyne, with a wild laugh, as the fore-topsail yard of the Talisman came rattling down on the deck, having been cut away by a shot from Long Tom.

It was, but that was a better one, said Manton, pointing to the boom of the schooners mainsail, which was cut in two by a round shot, just as the captain spoke.

Good, very good, observed the latter with an approving nod; but that alters the game; down with the helm! steady!

Get the wreck of that boom cleared away, Manton, we wont want the mainsail long. Here comes a squall. Look sharp. Close reef topsails.

The boom was swaying to and fro so violently, that three of the men who sprang to obey the order were hurled by it into the lee scuppers. Gascoyne darted towards the broken spar and held it fast, while Manton quickly severed the ropes that fastened it to the sail and to the deck, then the former hurled it over the side with as much ease as if it had been an oar.

Let her away now.

Why, that will run us right into the Long Shoal! exclaimed Manton, anxiously, as the squall which had been approaching struck the schooner and laid her almost on her beam ends.

I know it, replied Gascoyne, curtly, as he thrust aside the man at the wheel and took the spokes in his own hands.

Its all we can do to find our way through that place in fine weather, remonstrated the mate.

I know it, said Gascoyne, sternly.

Scraggs, who chanced to be standing by, seemed to be immensely delighted with the alarmed expression on Mantons face. The worthy second mate hated the first mate so cordially, and attached so little value to his own life, that he would willingly have run the schooner on the rocks altogether, just to have the pleasure of laughing contemptuously at the wreck of Mantons hopes.

Its worth while trying it, suggested Scraggs, with a malicious grin.

I mean to try it, said Gascoyne, calmly.

But theres not a spot in the shoal except the Eels Gate that weve a ghost of a chance of getting through, cried Manton, becoming excited as the schooner dashed towards the breakers like a furious charger rushing on destruction.

I know it.

And theres barely water on that to float us over, he added, striding forward, and laying a hand on the wheel.

Half-a-foot too little, said Gascoyne, with forced calmness.

Scraggs grinned.

You shant run us aground if I can prevent it, cried Manton, fiercely, seizing the wheel with both hands and attempting to move it, in which attempt he utterly failed, and Scraggs grinned broader than ever.

Remove your hands, said Gascoyne, in a low calm voice, which surprised the men who were standing near and witnessed these proceedings.

I wont. Ho! lads, do you wish to be sent to the bottom by a

The remainder of this speech was cut short by the sudden descent of Gascoynes knuckles on the forehead of the mate, who dropped on the deck as if he had been felled with a sledge hammer. Scraggs laughed outright with satisfaction.

Remove him, said Gascoyne.

Overboard? inquired Scraggs, with a bland smile.

Below, said the captain; and Scraggs was fain to content himself with carrying the insensible form of his superior officer to his berth, taking pains, however, to bump his head carefully against every spar and corner and otherwise convenient projection on the way down.

In a few minutes more the schooner was rushing through the milk-white foam that covered the dangerous coral reef named the Long Shoals, and the Talisman lay-to, not daring to venture into such a place, but pouring shot and shell into her bold little adversary with terrible effect, as her tattered sails and flying cordage shewed. The fire was steadily replied to by Long Tom, whose heavy shots, came crashing repeatedly through the hull of the man-of-war.

The large boat, meanwhile, had been picked up by the Talisman, after having rescued Mr Mason and Henry, both of whom were placed in the gig. This light boat was now struggling to make the ship, but owing to the strength of the squall, her diminished crew were unable to effect this; they therefore ran ashore to await the issue of the fight and the storm.

For some time the Avenger stood on her wild course unharmed, passing close to huge rocks on either side of her, over which the sea burst in clouds of foam. Gascoyne still stood at the wheel, guiding the vessel with consummate skill and daring, while the men looked on in awe and in breathless expectation, quite regardless of the shot which flew around them and altogether absorbed by the superior danger by which they were menaced.

The surface of the sea was so universally white, that there was no line of dark water to guide the pirate captain on his bold and desperate course. He was obliged to trust almost entirely to his intimate knowledge of the coast, and to the occasional patches in the surrounding waste where the comparative flatness of the boiling flood indicated less shallow water. As the danger increased, the smile left Gascoynes lips, but the flashing of his bright eyes and his deepened colour shewed that the spirit boiled within, almost as wildly as the ocean raged around him.

The centre of the shoal was gained, and a feeling of hope and exultation began to rise in the breasts of the crew when a terrific shock caused the little schooner to quiver from stem to stern, while an involuntary cry burst from the men, many of whom were thrown violently on the deck. At the same time a shot from the Talisman came in through the stern bulwarks, struck the wheel and carried it away with part of the tackle attached to the tiller.

Another leap like that, lass, and youre over, cried Gascoyne, with a light smile, as he sprang to the iron tiller, and, seizing it with his strong hands, steered the schooner as if she had been a boat.

Get new tackle rove, Scraggs, said he, cheerfully, Ill keep her straight for Eels Gate with this. That was the first bar of the gate  there are only two altogether, and the second wont be so bad.

As the captain spoke, the schooner seemed to recover from the shock and again rushed forward on her foaming course; but before the men had time to breathe, she struck again  this time less violently, as had been predicted  and the next wave, lifting her over the shoal, launched her into deep water.

There, that will do, said Gascoyne, resigning the helm to Scraggs. You can keep her as she goes; theres plenty of water now and no fear of that big bully following us. Meanwhile, I will go below and see to the welfare of our passengers.

Gascoyne was wrong in supposing that the Talisman would not follow. She could not, indeed, follow in the same course, but the moment that Mulroy observed that the pirate had passed the shoals in safety, he stood inshore, and, without waiting to pick up the gig, traversed the channel by which they had entered the bay. Then, trusting to the lead and to his knowledge of the general appearance of shallows, he steered carefully along until he cleared the reefs and finally stood out to sea.

In less than half-an-hour afterwards, the party on shore beheld the two vessels disappear among the black storm-clouds that gathered over the distant horizon.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Goats Pass  An Attack, A Bloodless Victory, and a Sermon.

When Ole Thorwald was landed at the foot of that wild gorge in the cliffs, which has been designated the Goats Pass, he felt himself to be an aggrieved man, and growled accordingly.

Its too bad o that fire-eating fellow to fix on me for this particular service, said he to one of the settlers named Hugh Barnes, a cooper, who acted as one of his captains; and at night too, just as if a man of my years were a cross between a cat, (which everybody knows can see in the dark,) and a kangaroo, which is said to be a powerful leaper, though whether in the dark or the light I dont pretend to know  not being informed on the point. Have a care, Hugh. It seems to me youre going to step into a quarry hole, or over a precipice. How my old flesh quakes, to be sure! If it was only a fair flat field and open day, with any odds you like against me, it would be nothing; but this abominable Goats  Hah! I knew it. Help! hold on there! murder!

Oles sudden alarm was caused by his stumbling in the dark over the root of a shrub which grew on the edge of, and partly concealed, a precipice, over which he was precipitated, and at the foot of which his mangled and lifeless form would soon have reposed, had not his warlike forefathers, being impressed with the advantage of wearing strong sword-belts, furnished the sword which Ole wore with such a belt as was not only on all occasions sufficient to support the sword itself, but which, on this particular occasion, was strong enough to support its owner when he was suspended from, and entangled with, the shrubs of the cliff.

A ray of light chanced to break into the dark chasm at the time, and revealed all its dangers to the pendulous Thorwald so powerfully that he positively howled with horror.

The howl brought Hugh and several of his followers to his side, and they with much difficulty, for he was a heavy man, succeeded in dragging him from his dangerous position and placing him on his feet, in which position he remained for some time speechless and blowing.

Now, Ill tell ye what it is, boys, said he at length, if ever you catch me going on an expedition of this sort again, flay me alive  thats all  dont spare me. Pull off the cuticle as if it were a glove, and if I roar dont mind  thats what I say.

Having said this, the veteran warrior smiled a ghastly smile, as if the idea of being so excruciatingly treated were rather pleasant than otherwise.

Youre not hurt, I hope, inquired Hugh.

Hurt! yes, I am hurt  hurt in my feelings  not in my body, thanks to my good sword and belt; but my feelings are injured. That villain, that rascal, that pirate  as I verily believe him to be  selected me specially for this service, I am persuaded, just because he knew me to be unfit for it. Bah! but Ill pay him off for it. Come, boys, forward  perhaps, in the circumstances, it would be more appropriate to say, upward! We must go through with it now for our retreat is cut off. Lead the way, Hugh, your eyes are younger and sharper than mine, and if you chance to fall over a cliff, pray give a yell, like a good fellow, so that I may escape your sad fate.

In the course of half an hours rough scramble, the party gained the crest of the Goats Pass and descended in rear of the native village. The country over which they had to travel, however, was so broken and so beset with rugged masses of rock as to retard their progress considerably, besides causing them to lose their way more than once. It was thus daybreak before they reached the heights that overlooked the village, and the shot from the Avenger with the broad side from the frigate was delivered just as they began to descend the hill.

Ole, therefore, pushed on with enthusiasm to attack the village in rear, but he had not advanced half a mile when the peculiar, and to him inexplicable, movements of the two vessels which have been already described, took place, leaving the honest commander of the land forces in a state of great perplexity as to what was meant by his naval allies, and in much doubt as to what he ought to do.

It seems to me, said he to his chiefs in a hastily summoned council of war, that we are all at sixes and sevens. I dont understand what manoeuvres these naval men are up to and I doubt if they know themselves. This being the case, and the fleet, (if I may so name it,) having run away, it behoves us, my friends, to shew these sailors how we soldiers do our duty. I would advise, therefore, that we should attack at once. But as we are not a strong party, and as we know not how strong the savages may be, I think it my duty before leading you on, to ask your opinions on the point.

The officers whose opinions were thus asked were Hugh Barnes, already mentioned; Terence Rigg the blacksmith of the settlement, and John Thomson the carpenter. These, being strong of body, powerful of will, and intelligent withal, had been appointed to the command of companies, and when on duty were styled captain by their commanding officer, who was, when on duty, styled general by them.

Ole Thorwald, be it remarked in passing, was a soldier at heart. Having gone through a moderate amount of military education, and possessing considerable talent in the matter of drill, he took special pride in training the natives and the white men of the settlement to act in concert and according to fixed principles. The consequence was that, although his men were poorly armed, he had them under perfect command, and could cause them to act unitedly at any moment.

The captains having been requested to give their opinions, Captain Rigg, being senior, observed that his vote was for goin at em at wance, neck or nothing, to which warlike sentiment he gave peculiar emphasis by adding, an no mistake, in a very decided tone of voice.

Thats wot I says, too, General, said Captain Thomson, the carpenter.

Captain Barnes being of the same opinion, General Thorwald said  

Well then, gentlemen, we shall attack without delay; and proceeded to make the necessary arrangements.

When the Talisman fired her broadside of blank cartridge at the native village, there was not a solitary warrior in it  only aged men, women and children. These, filled with unutterable consternation on hearing the thunderous discharge, sent up one yell of terror and forthwith took to their heels and made for the hills en masse, never once looking behind them, and, therefore, remaining in ignorance of the ulterior proceedings of the ships.

It was some time before they came in sight of Ole Thorwald and his men.

The moment they did so Ole gave the word to charge, and, whirling his sword round his head, set the example. The men followed with a yell. The poor savages turned at once and fled  such of them at least as were not already exhausted by their run up hill  and the rest, consisting chiefly of old men and children, fell on their knees and faces and howled for mercy.

As soon as the charging host became aware of the character of the enemy, they came came to a sudden halt.

Sure its owld men and women were about to kill! cried Captain Rigg, lowering his formidable forehammer, with which, in default of a better weapon, he had armed himself, but hooray! Gineral, there may be lots o the warrior reptiles in among the huts, and them poor craturs have been sent out to decaive us.

Thats true. Forward my lads! shouted Ole  and again the army charged  nor did they stop short until they had taken possession of the village, when they found that all the fighting men were gone.

This being happily accomplished without blood shed, Ole Thorwald, like a wise general, took the necessary steps to insure and complete his conquest. He seized all the women and children and shut them up in a huge temple built of palm-trees and roofed with broad leaves. This edifice was devoted to the horrible practice of cutting up human bodies that were intended to be eaten.

Ole had often heard of the cannibalism that is practised by most of the South Sea islanders, though some tribes are worse than others, but he had never before this day come directly in contact with it. Here, however, there could be no doubt whatever of the fact. Portions of human bodies were strewn about this hideous temple  some parts in a raw and bloody condition, as if they had just been cut from a lately slain victim; others in a baked state as if ready to form part of some terrible banquet.

Sick at heart, Ole Thorwald turned from this sight with loathing. Concluding that the natives who practised such things could not be very much distressed by being shut up for a time in a temple dedicated to the gratification of their own disgusting tastes, he barricaded the entrance securely, placed a guard over it, and hurried away to see that two other buildings, in which the remainder of the women and children had been imprisoned, were similarly secured and guarded. Meanwhile the stalwart knight of the forehammer, to whom the duty had been assigned, placed sentries at the various entrances to the village, and disposed his men in such a way as to prevent the possibility of being taken by surprise.

These various arrangements were not made a moment too soon. The savages, as we have said in a former chapter, rushed towards their village from all quarters, on hearing the thunder of the great guns. They were now arriving in scores, and came rushing over the brow of the neighbouring hill, and down the slope that rose immediately in rear of their rude homes.

On finding that the place was occupied by their enemies they set up a yell of despair, and retired to a neighbouring height, where Ole could see, by their wild gesticulations, that they were hotly debating what should be done. It soon became evident that an attack would be made, for, as their comrades came pouring in, the party from the settlement was soon greatly outnumbered.

Seeing this, and knowing that the party under command of Henry Stuart would naturally hasten to his aid as soon as possible, Ole sought to cause delay by sending out a flag of truce.

The natives had been so long acquainted with the customs of the Europeans that they understood the meaning of this, and the chief of the tribe, at once throwing down his club, advanced fearlessly to meet the Christian native sent out with the flag.

The message was to the effect that if they, the enemy, should dare to make an attack, all the women and children then in the hands of the settlers should have their heads chopped off on the spot!

This was a startling announcement, and one so directly in opposition to the known principles of the Christians, that the heathen chief was staggered and turned pale. He returned to his comrades with the horrifying message, which seemed to them all utterly unaccountable. It was quite natural for themselves to do such a deed, because they held that all sorts of cruelties were just in war. But their constant experience had been that, when a native became a follower of the Christian missionary, from that moment he became merciful, especially towards the weak and helpless. Counting upon this, they were stunned as well as astonished at Thorwalds message; for they believed implicitly that he meant to do what he threatened. They did not know that Ole, although a worthy man, was not so earnest a believer in all Mr Masons principles, but that he could practise on their credulity in time of need. Like the missionary, he would rather have died than have sacrificed the life of a woman or child; but, unlike him, he had no objection to deceive in order to gain time.

As it turned out, his threat was unnecessary, for Henry and his men were close at hand; and before the natives could make up their minds what to do, the whole band came pouring over the hill, with Jo Bumpus far ahead of the rest, leaping and howling like a maniac with excitement.

This decided the natives. They were now outnumbered and surrounded. The principal chief, therefore, advanced towards Bumpus with a piece of native cloth tied to the end of his war-club, which he brandished furiously by way of making it plain that his object was not war, but peace!

Naturally enough, the seaman misinterpreted the signal, and there is no doubt that he would have planted his knuckles on the bridge of the nose of that swarthy cannibal had not Henry Stuart made use of his extraordinary powers of speed. He darted forward, overtook Jo, and, grasping him round the neck with both arms, shouted  

Its a flag of truce, man!

You dont say so? well, whod ha thought it. It dont look like one, so it dont.

With this remark, Jo subsided into a peaceable man. Pulling a quid out of his pocket, he thrust it into his cheek, and, crossing his arms on his breast, listened patiently  though not profitably, seeing that he did not understand a word  to the dialogue that followed.

It will be remembered that poor Mr Mason, after being saved by Henry, was taken into the gig of the Talisman and put ashore. After the two vessels had disappeared, as has been already described, Henry at once led his party towards the native village, knowing that Ole Thorwald would require support, all the more that the ship had failed to fulfil her part in the combined movement.

As the almost heartbroken father had no power to render farther aid to his lost child, he suffered himself to be led, in a half-bewildered state, along with the attacking party under his young friend. He was now brought forward to parley with the native chief.

The missionarys manner and aspect at once changed. In the hope of advancing the cause of his Master, he forgot, or at least restrained, his own grief for a time.

What would the chief say to the Christians? he began, on being confronted with the savage and some of his warriors who crowded round him.

That he wishes to have done with war, replied the man.

That is a good wish, but why did the chief begin war?

Keona began it! said the savage, angrily. We thought our wars with the Christians were going to stop. But Keona is bad. He put the war spirit into my people.

Mr Mason knew this to be true.

Then, said he, Keona deserves punishment.

Let him die, answered the chief, and an exclamation of assent broke from the other natives. Keona himself, happening to be there, became pale and looked anxious, but remained where he stood nevertheless, with his arms crossed on his dark breast. A bandage of native cloth was tied round his wounded arm. Without saying a word, he undid this, tore it off; and allowed the blood to ooze from the re-opened wound.

It was a silent appeal to the feelings and the sense of justice of his comrades, and created a visible impression in his favour.

That wound was received by one who would have been a murderer! said Mr Mason, observing the effect of this action.

He struck me! cried Keona, fiercely.

He struck you in defending his own home against a cowardly attack, answered the missionary.

At this point Ole Thorwald saw fit to interfere. Seeing that the natives were beginning to argue the case, and knowing that no good could come from such a course, he quietly observed:  

There will be neither wife nor child in this place if I do but hold up my hand.

The missionary and his party did not, of course, understand this allusion, but they understood the result, for the savages at once dropped their tones, and the chief sued earnestly for peace.

Chiefs and warriors, said Mr Mason, raising his hand impressively, I am a man of peace, and I serve the Prince of peace. To stop this war is what I desire most earnestly, and I desire above all things that you and I might henceforth live in friendship, serving the same God and Saviour, whose name is Jesus Christ. But your ways are not like our ways. If I leave you now, I fear you will soon find another occasion to renew the war, as you have often done before. I have you in my power now. If you were to fight with us we could easily beat you, because we are stronger in numbers and well armed. Yes, I have you in my power, and, with the blessing of my God, I will keep you in my power for ever!

There was a visible fall in the countenances of the savages, who regarded this strange announcement as their death-warrant. Some of them even grasped their clubs and looked fiercely at their enemies, but a glance from Ole Thorwald quieted these restive spirits.

Now, chiefs and warriors, I have two intentions in regard to you, continued Mr Mason. The one is that you shall take your clubs, spears, and other weapons, and lay them in a pile on this mound, after which I will make you march unarmed before us half way to our settlement. From that point you shall return to your homes. Thus you shall be deprived of the power of treacherously breaking that peace which you know in your hearts you would break if you could.

My second intention is that the whole of your tribe  men, women, and children  shall now assemble at the foot of this mound and hear what I have got to say to you. The first part of this plan I shall carry out by force, if need be.  But for the second part  I must have your own consent. I may not force you to listen if you are not willing to hear.

At the mention of the women and children being required to assemble along with them, the natives pricked up their ears, and, as a matter of course, they willingly agreed to listen to all that the missionary had to say to them.

This being settled, and the natives knowing, from former experience, that the Christians never broke faith with them, they advanced to the mound pointed out and threw down their arms. A strong guard was placed over these; the troops of the settlement were disposed in such a manner as to prevent the possibility of their being recovered, and then the women and children were set free.

It was a noisy and remarkable meeting that which took place between the men and women of the tribe on this occasion; but soon surprise and expectation began to take the place of all other feelings as the strange intentions of the missionary were spoken of, and in a very short time Mr Mason had a large and most attentive congregation.

Never before had the missionary secured such an opportunity! His eccentric method of obtaining a hearing had succeeded beyond his expectations. With a heart overflowing with gratitude to God he stood up and began to preach the Gospel.

Mr Mason was not only eccentric, but able and wise. He made the most of his opportunity. He gave them a very long sermon that day; but he knew that the savages were not used to sermons, and that they would not think it long! His text was a double one The soul that sinneth it shall die, and Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.

He preached that day as a man might who speaks to his hearers for the first and last time, and, in telling of the goodness, the mercy, and the love of God, the bitter grief of his own heart was sensibly abated.

After his discourse was over and prayer had been offered up, the savage warriors were silently formed into a band and marched off in front of the Christians to the spot where Mr Mason had promised to set them free. They shewed no disinclination to go. They believed in the good faith of their captors. The missionary had, indeed, got them into his power that day. Some of them he had secured for ever!




Chapter Nineteen.

Sorrow and Sympathy  The Widow Becomes a Pleader, and Her Son Engages in a Single Combat.

There are times in the life of every one when the heart seems unable to bear the load of sorrow and suffering that is laid upon it;  times when the anguish of the soul is such that the fair world around seems enshrouded with gloom, when the bright sun itself appears to shine in mockery, and when the smitten heart refuses to be comforted.

Such a time was it with poor Frederick Mason when, after his return to Sandy Cove, he stood alone, amid the blackened ruins of his former home, gazing at the spot which he knew, from the charred remnants as well as its position, was the site of the room which had once been occupied by his lost child.

It was night when he stood there. The silence was profound, for the people of the settlement sympathised so deeply with their beloved pastors grief that even the ordinary hum of life appeared to be hushed, except now and then when a low wail would break out and float away on the night wind. These sounds of woe were full of meaning. They told that there were other mourners there that night  that the recent battle had not been fought without producing some of the usual bitter fruits of war. Beloved, but dead and mangled forms, lay in more than one hut in Sandy Cove.

Motionless  hopeless  the missionary stood amid the charred beams and ashes, until the words Call upon me in the day of trouble and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me, descended on his soul like sunshine upon ice. A suppressed cry burst from his lips, and, falling on his knees, he poured forth his soul in prayer.

While he was yet on his knees, a cry of anguish arose from one of the huts at the foot of the hill. It died away in a low, heart-broken wail. Mr Mason knew its meaning well. That cry had a special significance to him. It spoke reproachfully. It said, There is comfort for you, for where life is there is hope; but here there is death.

Again the word of God came to his memory, Weep with them that weep. Starting up hastily, the missionary sprang over the black beams, and hurried down the hill, entered the village, and spent the greater part of the remainder of that night in comforting the bereaved and the wounded.

The cause of the pastors grief was not removed thereby, but the sorrow itself was lightened by sympathy, and when he returned at a late hour to his temporary home, hope had begun to arise within his breast.

The widows cottage afforded him shelter. When he entered it Harry and his mother were seated near a small table on which supper was spread for their expected guest.

Tom Armstrong will recover, said the missionary, seating himself opposite the widow and speaking in a hurried excited tone. His wound is a bad one given by a war-club, but I think it is not dangerous. I wish I could say as much for poor Simon. If he had been attended to sooner he might have lived, but so much blood has been already lost that there is now no hope. Alas! for his little boy. He will be an orphan soon. Poor Harrys wife is distracted with grief. Her young husbands body is so disfigured with cuts and bruises that it is dreadful to look upon, yet she will not leave the room in which it lies, nor cease to embrace and cling to the mangled corpse. Poor, poor Lucy! she will have to be comforted. At present she must be left with God. No human sympathy can avail just now, but she must be comforted when she will permit any one to speak to her. You will go to her to-morrow, Mrs Stuart, wont you?

As this was Mr Masons first meeting with the widow since the Sunday morning when the village was attacked, his words and manner shewed that he dreaded any allusion to his own loss. The widow saw and understood this, but she had consolation for him as well as for others, and would not allow him to have his way.

But what of Alice? she said, earnestly. You do not mention her. Henry has told me all. Have you nothing to say about yourself  about Alice?

Oh! what can I say? cried the pastor, clasping his hands, while a deep sob almost choked him.

Can you not say that she is in the hands of God  of a loving Father? said Mrs Stuart, tenderly.

Yes, yes, I can say that  I  have said that, but  but

I know what you would say, interrupted the widow, you would tell me that she is in the hands of pirates, ruthless villains who fear neither God nor man, and that, unless a miracle is wrought in her behalf, nothing can save her

Oh! spare me, Mary; why do you harrow my broken heart with such a picture? cried Mr Mason, rising and pacing the room with quick unsteady steps, while with both hands on his head he seemed to attempt to crush down the thoughts that burned up his brain.

I speak thus, said the widow, with an earnestness of tone and manner that almost startled her hearers, because I wish to comfort you. Alice, you tell me, is on board the Foam

On board the pirate schooner! cried Henry almost fiercely, for the youth, although as much distressed as Mr Mason, was not so resigned as he, and his spirit chafed at the thought of having been deceived so terribly by the pirate.

She is on board the Foam, repeated the widow in a tone so stern that her hearers looked at her in surprise. And is therefore in the hands of Gascoyne, who will not injure a hair of her head. I tell you, Mr Mason, that she is perfectly safe in the hands of Gascoyne.

Of the pirate Durward! said Henry, in a deep angry voice.

What ground have you for saying so? asked the widow, quickly. You only know him as Gascoyne the sandal-wood trader, the captain of the Foam. He has been suspected, it is true, but suspicion is not proof. His schooner has been fired into by a war vessel, he has returned the fire  any passionate man might be tempted to do that. His men have carried off some of our dear ones. That was their doing  not his. He knew nothing of it.

Mother, mother, cried Henry, entreatingly, dont stand up in that way for a pirate; I cant bear to hear it. Did he not himself describe the pirate schooners appearance in this room, and when he was attacked by the Talisman did he not shew out in his true colours, thereby proving that he is Durward the pirate?

The widows face grew pale and her voice trembled as she replied, like one who sought to convince herself rather than her hearer, That is not positive proof, Henry. Gascoyne may have had some good reason for deceiving you all in this way. His description of the pirate may have been a false one. We cannot tell. You know he was anxious to prevent Captain Montague from impressing his men.

And would proclaiming himself a pirate be a good way of accomplishing that end, mother?

Mary, said Mr Mason solemnly, as he seated himself at the table and looked earnestly in the widows face. Your knowledge of this man and your manner of speaking about him surprises me. I have long thought that you were not acting wisely in permitting Gascoyne to be so intimate; for, whatever he may in reality be, he is a suspicious character, to say the best of him; and although I know that you think you are right in encouraging his visits, other people do not know that; they may judge you harshly. I do not wish to pry into secrets  but you have sought to comfort me by bidding me have perfect confidence in this man. I must ask what knowledge you have of him. How far are you aware of his character and employment? How do you know that he is so trustworthy?

An expression of deep grief rested on the widows countenance as she replied in a sad voice I know that you may trust Gascoyne with your child. He is my oldest friend. I have known him since we were children. He saved my fathers life long, long ago, and helped to support my mother in her last years. Would you have me to forget all this because men say that he is a pirate?

Why, mother, cried Henry, if you know so much about him you must know that, whatever he was in time past, he is the pirate Durward now.

I do not know that he is the pirate Durward! said the widow in a voice and with a look so decided that Henry was silenced and sorely perplexed  yet much relieved, for he knew that his mother would rather die than tell a deliberate falsehood.

The missionary was also comforted, for although his judgment told him that the grounds of hope thus held out to him were very insufficient, he was impressed by the thoroughly confident tone of the widow and felt relieved in spite of himself.

Soon after this conversation was concluded the household retired to rest.

Next morning Henry was awakened out of a deep sleep by the sound of subdued voices in the room underneath his own. At first he paid no attention to these, supposing that, as it was broad daylight, some of their native servants were moving about.

But presently the sound of his mothers voice induced him to listen more attentively. Then a voice replied, so low that he could with difficulty hear it at all. Its strength increased, however, and at last it broke forth in deep bass tones.

Henry sprang up and threw on his clothes. As he was thus engaged the front door of the house opened; and the speakers went out. A few seconds sufficed for the youth to finish dressing; then, seizing a pistol, he hurried out of the house. Looking quickly round he just caught sight of the skirts of a womans dress as they disappeared through the doorway of a hut which had been formerly inhabited by a poor native who had subsisted on the widows bounty until he died. The door was shut immediately after.

Going swiftly but cautiously round by a back way, Henry approached the hut. Strange and conflicting feelings filled his breast. A blush of deep shame and self-abhorrence mantled on his cheek when it flashed across him that he was about to play the spy on his own mother. But there was no mistaking Gascoynes voice.

How the supposed pirate had got there, and wherefore he was there, were matters that he did not think of or care about at that moment. There he was, so the young man resolved to secure him and hand him over to justices.

Henry was too honourable to listen secretly to a conversation, whatever it might be, that was not intended for his ears. He resolved merely to peep in at one of the many chinks in the log hut for one moment to satisfy himself that Gascoyne really was there, and to observe his position. But as the latter now thought himself beyond the hearing of any one, he spoke in unguarded tones, and Henry heard a few words in spite of himself.

Looking through a chink in the wall at the end of the hut, he beheld the stalwart form of the sandalwood trader standing on the hearth of the hut, which was almost unfurnished  a stool, a bench, an old chest, a table, and a chair, being all that it contained. His mother was seated at the table with her hands clasped before her, looking up at her companion.

Oh! why run so great a risk as this? said she, earnestly.

I was born to run risks, I believe, replied Gascoyne, in a sad low voice. It matters not. My being on the island is the result of Mantons villainy  my being here is for poor Henrys sake and your own, as well as for the sake of Alice the missionarys child. You have been upright, Mary, and kind, and true as steel ever since I knew you. But for that I should have been lost long ago

Henry heard no more. These words did indeed whet his curiosity to the utmost, but the shame of acting the part of an eavesdropper was so great that, by a strong effort of will, he drew back and pondered for a moment what he ought to do. The unexpected tone and tenor of Gascoynes remark had softened him slightly; but, recalling the undoubted proofs that he had had of his really being a pirate, he soon steeled his heart against him. He argued that the mere fact of the man giving his mother credit for a character which everybody knew she possessed, was not sufficient to clear him of the suspicions which he had raised against himself. Besides, it was impertinence in any man to tell his mother his opinion of her to her face. And to call him poor Henry, forsooth! This was not to be endured!

Having thus wrought himself up to a sufficient degree of indignation, the young man went straight to the door, making considerable noise in order to prepare those within for his advent. He had expected to find it locked. In this he was mistaken. It yielded to a push.

Throwing it wide open, Henry strode into the middle of the apartment, and, pointing the pistol at Gascoynes breast, exclaimed Pirate Durward, I arrest you in the kings name! At the first sound of her sons approach, Mrs Stuart bent forward over the table with a groan, buried her face in her hands.

Gascoyne received Henrys speech at first with a frown and then with a smile.

You have taken a strange time and way to jest, Henry, said he, crossing his arms on his broad chest and gazing fixedly in the youths face.

You will not throe me off my guard thus, said Henry, sternly. You are my prisoner. I know you to be a pirate. At any rate you will have to prove yourself to be an honest man before you quit this hut a free man. Mother, leave this place that I may lock the door upon him.

The widow did not move, but Gascoyne made a step towards her son.

Another step and I will fire. Your blood shall be on your own head, Gascoyne.

As Gascoyne still advanced, Henry pointed the pistol straight at his breast and pulled the trigger, but no report followed  the priming, indeed, flashed in the pan but that was all!

With a cry of rage and defiance, Henry leaped upon Gascoyne like a young lion. He struck at him with the pistol, but the latter caught the weapon in his powerful hand, wrenched it from the youths grasp and flung it to the other end of the apartment.

You shall not escape me, cried Henry; aiming a tremendous blow with his fist at Gascoynes face. It was parried, and the next moment the two closed in a deadly struggle.

It was a terrible sight for the widow to witness, these two Herculean men exerting their great strength to the utmost in a hand-to-hand conflict in that small hut like two tigers in a cage.

Henry, although nearly six feet in height, and proportionally broad and powerful, was much inferior to his gigantic antagonist; but to the superior size and physical force of the latter he opposed the lithe activity and the fervid energy of youth, so that to an unpractised eye it might have seemed doubtful at first which of the two men had the best chance.

Straining his powers to the utmost, Henry attempted to lift his opponent off the ground and throw him. In this he was nearly successful. Gascoyne staggered, but recovered himself instantly. They did not move much from the centre of the room, nor was there much noise created during the conflict. It seemed too close  too full of concentrated energy  of heavy, prolonged straining  for much violent motion. The great veins in Gascoynes forehead stood out like knotted cords; yet there was no scowl or frown on his face. Henrys brows, on the contrary, were gathered into a dark frown. His teeth were set, and his countenance flushed to deep red by exertion and passion.

Strange to say, the widow made no effort to separate the combatants; neither did she attempt to move from her seat or give any alarm. She sat with her hands on the table clasped tightly together, gazing eagerly, anxiously, like a fascinated creature, at the wild struggle that was going on before her.

Again and again Henry attempted, with all the fire of youth, to throw his adversary by one tremendous effort, but failed. Then he tried to fling him off, so as to have the power of using his fists or making an overwhelming rush. But Gascoyne held him in his strong arms like a vice. Several times he freed his right arm and attempted to plant a blow, but Gascoyne caught the blow in his hand, or seized the wrist and prevented its being delivered. In short, do what he would, Henry Stuart could neither free himself from the embrace of his enemy nor conquer him. Still he struggled on, for as this fact became more apparent the youths blood became hotter from mingled shame and anger.

Both men soon began to shew symptoms of fatigue. It was not in the nature of things that two such frames, animated by such spirits, could prolong so exhausting a struggle. It was not doubtful now which of the two would come off victorious. During the whole course of the fight Gascoyne had acted entirely on, the defensive. A small knife or stiletto hung at his left side, but he never attempted to use it, and he never once tried to throw his adversary. In fact it now became evident, even to the widows perceptions, that the captain was actually playing with her son.

All along, his countenance, though flushed and eager, exhibited no sign of passion. He seemed to act like a good-humoured man who had been foolishly assaulted by a headstrong boy, and who meant to keep him in play until he should tire him out.

Just then the tinkling of a bell and other sounds of the people of the establishment beginning to move about were heard outside. Henry noticed this.

Hah! he exclaimed, in a gasping voice, I can at least hold you until help comes.

Gascoyne heard the sounds also. He said nothing, but he brought the strife to a swift termination. For the first time he bent his back like a man who exerts himself in earnest and lifted Henry completely off the ground. Throwing him on his back, he pressed him down with both arms so as to break from his grasp. No human muscles could resist the force applied. Slowly but surely the iron sinews of Henrys arms straightened out, and the two were soon at arms length.

But even Gascoynes strength could not unclasp the grip of the youths hands, until he placed his knee upon his chest; then, indeed, they were torn away.

Of course, all this was not done without some violence, but it was still plain to the widow that Gascoyne was careful not to hurt his antagonist more than he could help.

Now, Henry, my lad, said he, holding the youth down by the two arms, I have given you a good deal of trouble this morning, and I mean to give you a little more. It does not just suit me at present to be tried for a pirate, so I mean to give you a race. You are reputed one of the best runners in the settlement. Well, Ill give you a chance after me. If you overtake me, boy, Ill give myself up to you without a struggle. But I suspect youll find me rather hard to catch!

As he uttered the last words he permitted Henry to rise. Ere the youth had quite gained his footing, he gave him a violent push and sent him staggering back against the wall. When Henry recovered his balance, Gascoyne was standing in the open doorway.

Now, lad, are you ready? said he, a sort of wild smile lighting up his face.

Henry was so taken aback by this conduct, as well as by the rough handling which he had just received, that he could not collect his thoughts for a few seconds; but when Gascoyne nodded gravely to his mother and walked quietly away, saying, Goodbye, Mary, the exasperated youth darted through the doorway like an arrow.

If Henry Stuarts rush may be compared to the flight of an arrow from a bow, not less appropriately may Gascoynes bound be likened to the leap of the bolt from a cross-bow. The two men sprang over the low fences that surrounded the cottage, leapt the rivulet that brawled down its steep course behind it, and coursed up the hill like mountain hares.

The last that widow Stuart saw of them, as she gazed eagerly from the doorway of the hut, was, when Gascoynes figure was clearly defined against the sky as he leaped over a great chasm in the lava high up the mountain side. Henry followed almost instantly, and then both were hidden from view in the chaos of rocks and gorges that rose above the upper line of vegetation.

It was a long and a severe chase that Henry had undertaken, and ably did his fleet foot sustain the credit which he had already gained. But Gascoynes foot was fleeter. Over every species of ground did the sandal-wood trader lead the youth that day. It seemed, in fact, as if a spirit of mischief had taken possession of Gascoyne, for his usually grave face was lighted up with a mingled expression of glee and ferocity. It changed, too, and wore a sad expression, at times, even when the man seemed to be running for his life.

At last, after running until he had caused Henry to shew symptoms of fatigue, Gascoyne turned suddenly round, and, shouting Good-bye, Henry, my lad! went straight up the mountain and disappeared over the dividing ridge on the summit.

Henry did not give in. The insult implied in the words renewed his strength. He tightened his belt as he ran, and rushed up the mountain almost as fast as Gascoyne had done, but when he leaped upon the ridge the fugitive had vanished!

That he had secreted himself in one of the many gorges or caves with which the place abounded was quite clear, but it was equally clear that no one could track him out in such a place unless he were possessed of a dogs nose. The youth did indeed attempt it, but, being convinced that he was only searching for what could not by any possibility be found, he soon gave it up and returned, disconsolate and crest-fallen, to the cottage.




Chapter Twenty.

Mysterious Consultations and Plans  Gascoyne Astonishes his Friends, and Makes an Unexpected Confession.

A pretty mornings work I have made of it, mother, said Henry, as he flung himself into a chair in the cottage parlour, on his return from the weary and fruitless chase which has just been recorded.

The widow was pale and haggard, but she could not help smiling as she observed the look of extreme disappointment which rested on the countenance of her son.

True, Henry, she replied, busying herself in preparing breakfast, you have not been very successful, but you made a noble effort.

Pshaw! a noble effort, indeed! Why, the man has foiled me in the two things in which I prided myself most  wrestling and running. I never saw such a greyhound in my life.

He is a giant, my boy; few men could hope to overcome him.

True, as regards wrestling, mother; I am not much ashamed of having been beaten by him at that; but running  thats the sore point. Such a weight he is, and yet he took the north gully like a wild cat, and you know, mother, there are only two of us in Sandy Cove who can go over that gully. Ay, and he went a full yard farther than ever I did. I measured the leap as I came down. Really it is too bad to have been beaten so completely by a man who must be nearly double my age. But, after all, the worst of the whole affair is, that a pirate has escaped me after I actually had him in my arms! the villain!

You do not know that he is a villain, said the widow in a subdued tone.

You are right, mother, said Henry, looking up from the plate of bacon, to which he had been devoting himself with much assiduity, and gazing earnestly into his mothers face; you are right, and, do you know, I feel inclined to give the fellow the benefit of the doubt, for to tell you the truth I have a sort of liking for him. If it had not been for the way in which he has treated you, and the suspicious character that he bears, I do believe I should have made a friend of him.

A look of evident pleasure crossed the widows face while her son spoke, but as that sons eyes were once more riveted on the bacon, which his morning exercise rendered peculiarly attractive, he did not observe it.

Just then the door opened, and Mr Mason entered. His face wore a dreadfully anxious expression.

Ha! Im glad to see you, Henry, said he; of course you have not caught your man. I have been waiting anxiously for you to consult about our future proceedings. It is quite evident that the pirate schooner cannot be far off. Gascoyne must either have swam ashore, or been landed in a boat. In either case the schooner must have been within the reef at the time, and there has been little wind since the squall blew itself out yesterday.

Quite enough, how ever, to blow such a light craft pretty far out to sea in a few hours, said Henry, shaking his head.

No matter, replied Mr Mason, with a sigh, something must be done at any rate, I have borrowed the carpenters small cutter, which is being now put in order for a voyage. Provisions and water for a few days are already on board, and I have come to ask you to take command of her, as you know something of navigation. I will go, of course, but will not take any management of the little craft, as I know nothing about the working of vessels.

And where do you mean to go? asked Henry.

That remains to be seen. I have some ideas running in my head, of course, but before letting you know them I wish to hear what you would advise.

I would advise, in the first place, that you should provide one or two thorough sailors to manage the craft. By the way, that reminds me of Bumpus. What of him? Where is he? In the midst of all this bustle I have not had time for much thought, and it has only just occurred to me that if this schooner is really a pirate, and if Gascoyne turns out to be Durward, it follows that Bumpus is a pirate too, and ought to be dealt with accordingly.

I have thought of that, said Mr Mason, with a perplexed look, and intended to speak to you on the subject, but events have crowded so fast upon each other of late that it has been driven out of my mind. No doubt, if the Foam and the Avenger are one and the same vessel, as seems too evident to leave much room for doubt, then Bumpus is a pirate, for he does not deny that he was one of the crew. But he acts strangely for a pirate. He seems as much at his ease amongst us as if he were the most innocent of men. Moreover, his looks seem to stamp him a thoroughly honest fellow. But, alas! one cannot depend on looks.

But where is the man? asked Henry.

He is asleep in the small closet off the kitchen, said Mrs Stuart, where he has been lying ever since you returned from the heathen village. Poor fellow, he sleeps heavily, and looks as if he had been hurt during all this fighting.

Hurt! say you? exclaimed Henry, laughing; it is a miracle that he is now alive after the flight he took over the north cliff into the sea.

Flight! over the north cliff! echoed Mrs Stuart in surprise.

Ay, and a fearful plunge he had. Here Henry detailed poor Jos misadventure. And now, said he, when he had finished, I must lock his door and keep him in. The settlers have forgotten him in all this turmoil; but depend upon it if they see him they will string him up for a pirate to the first handy branch of a tree without giving him the benefit of a trial; and that would not be desirable.

Yet you would have shot Gascoyne on mere suspicion without a thought of trial or justice, said Mrs Stuart.

True, mother, but that was when I was seizing him, and in hot blood, said Henry, in a subdued voice. I was hasty there, no doubt. Lucky for us both that the pistol missed fire.

The widow looked as if she were about to reply, but checked herself.

Yes, said Mr Mason, recurring to the former subject, as we shall be away a few days, we must lock Bumpus up to keep him out of harms way. Meanwhile

The missionary was interrupted here by the sudden opening of the door. An exclamation of surprise burst from the whole party as they sprang up, for Gascoyne strode into the room, locked the door, and taking out the key handed it to Henry, who stood staring at him in speechless amazement.

You are surprised to see me appear thus suddenly, said he, but the fact is that I came here this morning to fulfil a duty; and although Master Henry there has hindered me somewhat in carrying out my good intentions, I do not intend to allow him to frustrate me altogether.

I do not mean to make a second attempt, Gascoyne, after what has occurred this morning, said Henry, seating himself doggedly on his chair. But it would be as well that you should observe that Mr Mason is a stout man, and, as we have seen, can act vigorously when occasion offers. Remember that we are two to one now.

There will be no occasion for vigorous action, at least as regards me, if you will agree to forget your suspicions for a few minutes, and listen to what I have got to say. Meanwhile, in order to shew you how thoroughly in earnest I am, and how regardless of my personal safety, I render myself defenceless  thus.

Gascoyne pulled a brace of small pistols from their place of concealment beneath the breast of his shirt, and, drawing the knife that hung at his girdle, hurled them all through the open window into the garden. He then took a chair, planted it in the middle of the room, and sat down. The sadness of his deep voice did not change during the remainder of that interview. The bold look which usually characterised this peculiar man had given place to a grave expression of humility, which was occasionally varied by a troubled look.

Before stating what I have come for, said Gascoyne, I mean to make a confession. You have been right in your suspicions  I am Durward the pirate! Nay, do not shrink from me in that way, Mary. I have kept this secret from you long, because I feared to lose the old friendship that has existed between us since we were children. I have deceived you in this thing only. I have taken advantage of your ignorance to make you suppose that I was merely a smuggler, and that, in consequence of being an outlaw, it was necessary for me to conceal my name and my movements. You have kept my secret, Mary, and have tried to win me back to honest ways, but you little knew the strength of the net I had wrapped around me. You did not know that I was a pirate!

Gascoyne paused, and bent his head as if in thought. The widow sat with clasped hands, gazing at him with a look of despair on her pale face. But she did not move or speak. The three listeners sat in perfect silence until the pirate chose to continue his confession.

Yes, I have been a pirate, said he, but I have not been the villain that men have painted me. He looked steadily in the widows face as he said these words deliberately.

Do not try to palliate your conduct, Gascoyne, said Mr Mason, earnestly. The blackness of your sin is too great to be deepened or lightened by what men may have said of you. You are a pirate. Every pirate is a murderer.

I am not a murderer, said Gascoyne, slowly, in reply, but still fixing his gaze on the widows face, as if he addressed himself solely to her.

You may not have committed murder with your own hand, said Mr Mason, but the man who leads on others to commit the crime is a murderer in the eye of Gods law as well as in that of man.

I never led on men to commit murder, said Gascoyne, in the same tone and with the same steadfast gaze. This hand is free from the stain of human blood. Do you believe me, Mary?

The widow did not answer. She sat like one bereft of all power of speech or motion.

I will explain, resumed the pirate captain, drawing a long breath, and directing his looks to Henry now.

For reasons which it is not necessary that you should know, I resolved some years ago to become a pirate. I had been deceived  shamefully deceived and wronged  by wealthy and powerful men. I had appealed to the law of my country, and the law refused to right me. No, not the law, but those who sat on the judgment-seat to pervert the law. It matters not now; I was driven mad at the time, for the wrong done was not done so much to me as to those whom I loved. I vowed that I should be avenged.

I soon found men as mad as myself who only wanted a leader to guide them in order to run full swing to destruction. I seized the Foam, of which schooner I was mate, called her the Avenger, and became a pirate. No blood was shed when I seized the schooner. Before an opportunity occurred of trying my hand at this new profession, my anger had cooled. I repented of what I had done, but I was surrounded by men who were more bent on mischief than I was. I could not now draw back, but I modified my plan. I determined to become merely a robber and use the proceeds of my trade to indemnify those to whom injustice had been done. I thought at the time that there was some justice in this. I called myself in jest, a tax-gatherer of the sea. I ordered the men aft one day and explained to them my views. I said that I abhorred the name and the deeds of pirates, that I would only consent to command them if they agreed never to shed human blood except in fair and open fight.

They liked the idea. There were men among them who had never heartily agreed to the seizing of the schooner, and who would have left her if I would have allowed them; these were much relieved to hear my proposal. It was fixed that we should rob, but not murder. Miserable fool that I was! I thought it was possible to go just so far and no farther into sin. I did not know at that time the strength of the fearful current into which I had plunged.

But we stuck to our principles. We never did commit murder. And as our appearance was always sufficient to cause the colours of any ship we ever came across to be hauled down at once, there has been no occasion for shedding blood, even in fair and open fight. Do you believe me, Mary? said Gascoyne, pausing at this point.

The widow was still silent, but a slight inclination of her head satisfied the pirate, who was about to resume, when Mr Mason said Gascoyne, do you call warfare in the cause of robbery by the name of fair and open fight?

No, I do not. Yet there have been great generals and admirals in this world who have committed wholesale murder in this same cause, and whose names stand high in the roll of fame!

A look of scorn rested on the pirates face as he said this, but it passed away quickly.

You tell me that there were some of the men in the schooner whom you kept aboard against their will? said Mr Mason. Did it never occur to you, Gascoyne, that you may have been the murderer of the souls of these men?

The pirate made no reply for some time, and the troubled anxious look that had more than once crossed his face returned.

Yes, said he at length, I have thought of that. But it is done now and cannot be undone. I can do no more now than give myself up to justice. You see, I have thrown away my arms and stand here defenceless. But I did not come here to plead for mercy. I come to make to you all the reparation I can for the wrong I have done you. When that last act is completed, you may do with me what you please. I deserve to die, and I care not to live.

O Gascoyne, speak not thus, exclaimed the widow, earnestly. However much and deeply you have sinned against man, if you have not taken life you do not deserve to die. Besides, there is a way of pardon open to the very chief of sinners.

I know what you mean, Mary, I know what you mean; but  well, well, this is neither the time nor place to talk of such things. Your little girl, Mr Mason, is in the hands of the pirates.

I know that, said the missionary, wincing as if he had received a deep wound, but she is not in your power now.

Mores the pity; she would have been safer with me than with my first mate, who is the greatest villain afloat on the high seas. He does not like our milk-and-water style of robbing. He is an out-and-out pirate in heart, and has long desired to cut my throat. I have to thank him for being here to-night. Some of the crew who are like himself seized me while I was asleep, bound and gagged me, put me into a boat and rowed me ashore;  for we had easily escaped the Talisman in the squall, and doubling or our course came back here. The mate was anxious to clear off old scores by cutting my throat at once and pitching me into the sea. Luckily some of the men, not so bloodthirsty as he, objected to this, so I was landed and cast loose.

But what of Alice? cried Mr Mason, anxiously. How can we save her?

By taking my advice, answered Gascoyne. You have a small cutter at anchor off the creek at the foot of the hill. Put a few trusty men aboard of her, and I will guide you to the island where the Avenger has been wont to fly when hard pressed.

But how do you know that Manton will go there? inquired Henry, eagerly.

Because he is short of powder, and all our stores are concealed there, besides much of our ill-gotten wealth.

And how can you expect us to put ourselves so completely in your power? said Mr Mason.

Because you must do so if you would save your child. She is safe now, I know, and will be until the Avenger leaves the island where our stores are concealed. If we do not save her before that happens, she is lost to you for ever!

That no man can say. She is in the hands of God, cried Mr Mason, fervently.

True, true, said Gascoyne, musing. But God does not work by miracles. We must be up and doing at once. I promise you that I shall be faithful, and that, after the work is done, I will give myself up to justice.

May we trust him, mother? said Henry.

You may trust him, my son, replied the widow, in a tone of decision that satisfied Henry, while it called forth a look of gratitude from the pirate.

The party now proceeded to arrange the details of their plan for the rescue of Alice and her companions. These were speedily settled, and Henry rose to go and put them in train. He turned the key of the door and was on the point of lifting the latch, when this was done for him by some one on the outside. He had just time to step back when the door flew open, and he stood face to face with Hugh Barnes the cooper.

Have you heard the news, Henry?  hallo!

This abrupt exclamation was caused by the sight of Gascoyne, who rose quietly the moment he heard the door open, and, turning his back towards it, walked slowly into a small apartment that opened off the widows parlour, and shut the door.

I say, Henry, whos that big fellow? said the cooper, casting a suspicious glance towards the little room into which he had disappeared.

He is a friend of mine, replied Mrs Stuart, rising hastily, and welcoming her visitor.

Humph! its well hes a friend, said the man as he took a chair, I shouldnt like to have him for an enemy.

But what is the news you were so anxious to tell us? inquired Henry.

That Gascoyne, the pirate captain, has been seen on the island by some of the women, and theres a regular hunt organising. Will you go with us?

I have more important work to do, Hugh, replied Henry, besides, I want you to go with me on a hunt which Ill tell you about if youll come with me to the creek.

By all means, come along.

Henry and the cooper at once left the cottage. The latter was let into the secret, and prevailed on to form one of the crew of the Wasp, as the little cutter was named. In the course of the afternoon everything was in readiness. Gascoyne waited till the dusk of the evening, and then embarked along with Ole Thorwald; that stout individual having insisted on being one of the party, despite the remonstrances of Mr Mason, who did not like to leave the settlement, even for a brief period, so completely deprived of all its leading men. But Ole entertained a suspicion that Gascoyne intended to give them the slip; and having privately made up his mind to prevent this he was not to be denied.

The men who formed the crew  twelve in number  were selected from among those natives and settlers who were known never to have seen the pirate captain. They were chosen with a view to their fighting qualities, for Gascoyne and Henry were sufficient for the management of the little craft. There were no large guns on board, but all the men were well armed with cutlasses, muskets, and pistols.

Thus equipped, the Wasp stood out to sea with a light breeze, just as the moon rose on the coral reef and cast a shower of sparkling silver across the bay.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Terrible Doom for an Innocent Man.

So, youre to be hanged for a pirate, Jo Bumpus, ye are  thats pleasant to think of anyhow.

Such was the remark which our stout seaman addressed to himself when he awoke on the second morning after the departure of the Wasp. If the thought was really as pleasant as he asserted it to be, his visage must have been a bad index to the state of his mind; for at that particular moment Jo looked uncommonly miserable.

The wonted good-humoured expression of his countenance had given place to a gaze of stereotyped surprise and solemnity. Indeed Bumpus seemed to have parted with much of his reason and all of his philosophy, for he could say nothing else during at least half-an-hour after awaking except the phrase So, youre going to be hanged for a pirate. His comments on the phrase were, however, a little varied, though always brief  such as Wot a sell! Whod ha thought it! Its a dream, it is, an orrible dream! I dont believe it  who does? Wotll your poor mother say?  and the like.

Bumpus had, unfortunately, good ground for making this statement.

After the cutter sailed it was discovered that Bumpus was concealed in Mrs Stuarts cottage. This discovery had been the result of the seamans own recklessness and indiscretion; for when he ascertained that he was to be kept a prisoner in the cottage until the return of the Wasp, he at once made up his mind to submit with a good grace to what could not be avoided. In order to prove that he was by no means cast down, as well as to lighten the tedium of his confinement, Jo entertained himself by singing snatches of sea songs  such as, My tight little craft, A life on the stormy sea, Oh! for a draught of the howling blast, etcetera, all of which he delivered in a bass voice so powerful that it caused the rafters of the widows cottage to ring again.

These melodious not to say thunderous sounds, also caused the ears of a small native youth to tingle with curiosity. This urchin crept on his brown little knees under the window of Bumpuss apartment, got on his brown and dirty little tiptoes, placed his brown little hands on the sill, hauled his brown and half-naked little body up by sheer force of muscle, and peeped into the room with his large and staring brown eyes, the whites of which were displayed to their full extent.

Jo was in the middle of an enthusiastic oh! when the urchins head appeared. Instead of expressing his passionate desire for a draught of the howling blast, he prolonged the oh! into a hideous yell, and thrust his blazing face close to the window so suddenly that the boy let go his hold, fell backwards, and rolled head over heels into a ditch, out of which he scrambled with violent haste, and ran with the utmost possible precipitancy to his native home on the sea-shore.

Here he related what he had seen to his father. The father went and looked in upon Jos solitude. He happened to have seen Bumpus during the great fight and knew him to be one of the pirates. The village rose en masse. Some of the worst characters in it stirred up the rest, went to the widows cottage, and demanded that the person of the pirate should be delivered up.

The widow objected. The settlers insisted. The widow protested. The settlers threatened force. Upon this the widow reasoned with them; besought them to remember that the missionary would be back in a day or two, and that it would be well to have his advice before they did anything, and finally agreed to give up her charge on receiving a promise that he should have a fair trial.

Bumpus was accordingly bound with ropes, led in triumph through the village, and placed in a strong wooden building which was used as the jail of the place.

The trial that followed was a mere mockery. The leading spirits of it were those who had been styled by Mr Mason, enemies within the camp. They elected themselves to the offices of prosecutor and judge as well as taking the trouble to act the part of jurymen and witnesses.

Poor John Bumpuss doom was sealed before the trial began. They had prejudged the case, and only went through the form to ease their own consciences and to fulfil their promise to the widow.

It was in vain that Bumpus asserted, with a bold, honest countenance, that he was not a pirate; that he never had been, and never would be a pirate; that he did not believe the Foam was a pirate  though he was free to confess its crew wos bad enough for anything amost; that he had been hired in South America (where he had been shipwrecked) by Captain Gascoyne, the sandal-wood trader; that he had made the voyage straight from that coast to this island without meeting a single sail; and that he had never seen a shot fired or a cutlass drawn aboard the schooner.

To all this there was but one coarsely-expressed answer It is a lie! Jo had no proof to give of the truth of what he said, so he was condemned to be hanged by the neck till he should be dead; and as his judges were afraid that the return of the Wasp might interfere with their proceedings, it was arranged that he should be executed on the following day at noon!

It must not be imagined that, in a Christian village such as we have described, there was no one who felt that this trial was too hastily gone into, and too violently conducted. But those who were inclined to take a merciful view of the case, and who pled for delay, were chiefly natives, while the violent party was composed of most of the ill-disposed European settlers.

The natives had been so much accustomed to put confidence in the wisdom of the white men since their conversion to Christianity, that they felt unable to cope with them on this occasion, so that Bumpus, after being condemned, was led away to his prison, and left alone to his own reflections.

It chanced that there was one friend left, unintentionally, in the cell with the condemned man. This was none other than our friend Toozle, the mass of ragged door-mat on which Alice doted so fondly. This little dog had, during the course of the events which have taken so long to recount, done nothing worthy of being recorded. He had, indeed, been much in every ones way, when no one had had time or inclination to take notice of him. He had, being an affectionate dog, and desirous of much sympathy, courted attention frequently, and had received many kicks and severe rebuffs for his pains, and he had also, being a tender-hearted dog, howled dreadfully when he lost his young mistress; but he had not in any way promoted the interests of humanity or advanced the ends of justice. Hence our long silence in regard to him.

Recollecting that he had witnessed evidences of a friendly relation subsisting between Alice and Bumpus, Toozle straightway sought to pour the overflowing love and sorrow of his large little heart into the bosom of that supposed pirate. His advances were well received, and from that hour he followed the seaman like his shadow. He shared his prison with him, trotted behind him when he walked up and down his room in the widows cottage; lay down at his feet when he rested; looked up inquiringly in his face when he paused to meditate; whined and wagged his stump of a tail when he was taken notice of, and lay down to sleep in deep humility when he was neglected.

Thus it came to pass that Toozle attended the trial of Bumpus, entered his cell along with him, slept with him during the night, accompanied him to the gallows in the morning, and sat under him, when they were adjusting the noose, looking up with feelings of unutterable dismay, as was clearly indicated by the lugubrious and woe-begone cast of his ragged countenance,  but we are anticipating.

It was on the morning of his execution that Bumpus sat on the edge of his hard pallet, gazed at his manacled wrists, and gave vent to the sentiments set down at the beginning of this chapter.

Toozle sat at his feet looking up in his face sympathetically.

No, I dont believe its possible, said Bumpus, for at least the hundredth time that morning. Its a joke, thats wot it is. Aint it, Toozle, my boy?

Toozle whined, wagged his tail, and said, as plainly as if he had spoken, Yes, of course it is  an uncommonly bad joke, no doubt; but a joke, undoubtedly; so keep up your heart, my man.

Ah! youre a funny dog, continued Bumpus, but you dont know wot it is to be hanged, my boy. Hanged! why its agin all laws o justice, moral an otherwise, it is. But Im dreamin, yes, its dreamin I am  but I dont think I ever did dream that I thought I was dreamin an yet wasnt quite sure. Really its perplexin, to say the least on it. Aint it, Toozle?

Toozle wagged his tail.

Ah, here comes my imaginary jailer to let me out o this here abominably real-lookin imaginary lockup. Hang Jo Bumpus! why its

Before Jo could find words sufficiently strong to express his opinion of such a murderous intention, the door opened and a surly-looking man  a European settler  entered with his breakfast. This meal consisted of a baked breadfruit and a can of water.

Ha! youve come to let me out, have you? cried Jo, in a tone of forced pleasantry, which was anything but cheerful.

Have I, though! said the man, setting down the food on a small deal table that stood at the head of the bedstead; dont think it, my man; your times up in another two hours  hallo! where got ye the dog?

It came in with me last night  to keep me company, I fancy, which is more than the human dogs o this murderin place had the civility to do.

If it had knowd you was a murderin pirate, retorted the jailer, it would ha thought twice before it would ha chose you for a comrade.

Come, now, said Bumpus, in a remonstrative tone, you dont really blieve Im a pirate, do you?

In coorse I do.

Well, now, thats xtraornary. Does everybody else think that too?

Everybody.

An am I really goin to be hanged?

Till youre dead as mutton.

Thats entertainin, aint it, Toozle? cried poor Bumpus with a laugh of desperation, for he found it utterly impossible to persuade himself to believe in the reality of his awful position.

As he said nothing more, the jailer went away, and Bumpus, after heaving two or three very deep sighs, attempted to partake of his meagre breakfast. The effort was a vain one. The bite stuck in his throat, so he washed it down with a gulp of water, and, for the first time in his life, made up his mind to go without his breakfast.

A little before twelve oclock the door again opened, and the surly jailer entered bearing a halter, and accompanied by six stout men. The irons were now removed from Bumpuss wrists, and his arms pinioned behind his back. Being almost stupified with amazement at his position, he submitted without a struggle.

I say, friends, he at last exclaimed, would any amount of oaths took before a maginstrate convince ye that Im not a pirate, but a true-blue seaman?

If you were to swear from this time till doomsday it would make no difference. You admit that you were one of the Foams crew. We now know that the Foam and the Avenger are the same schooner. Birds of a feather flock together. A pirate would swear anything to save his life. Come, times up.

Bumpus bent his head for a minute. The truth forced itself upon him now in all its dread reality. But no unmanly terrors filled his breast at that moment. The fear of man or of violent death was a sensation which the seaman never knew. The feeling of the huge injustice that was about to be done filled him with generous indignation; the blood rushed to his temples, and, with a bound like a tiger, he leaped out of the jailers grasp, hurling him to the ground in the act.

With the strength almost of a Samson he wrestled with his cords for a few seconds; but they were new and strong. He failed to burst them. In another moment he was overpowered by the six men who guarded him. True to his principles, he did his utmost to escape. Strong in the faith that while there is life there is hope, he did not cease to struggle, like a chained giant, until he was placed under the limb of the fatal tree which had been selected, and round which an immense crowd of natives and white settlers had gathered.

During the previous night the widow Stuart had striven to save the man whom she knew to be honest, for Gascoyne had explained to her all about his being engaged in his service. But those to whom she appealed, even on her knees, were immovable. They considered the proof of the mans guilt quite conclusive, and regarded the widows intercession as the mere weakness of a tender-hearted woman.

On the following morning, and again beside the fatal tree itself, the widow pled for the mans life with all her powers of eloquence, but in vain. When all hope appeared to have passed away, she could not stand to witness so horrible a murder. She fled to her cottage, and, throwing herself on her bed, burst into an agony of tears and prayer.

But there were some among the European settlers there who, now that things had come to a point, felt ill at ease, and would fain have washed their hands of the whole affair. Others there were who judged the man from his countenance and his acts, not from circumstances. These remonstrated even to the last, and advised delay. But the half dozen who were set upon the mans death  not to gratify a thirst for blood, but to execute due justice on a pirate whom they abhorred  were influential and violent, men. They silenced all opposition at last, and John Bumpus finally had the noose put round, his neck.

O Susan, Susan, cried the poor man in an agony of intense feeling, its little ye thought your Jo would come to such an end as this when ye last sot eyes on him  an sweet blue eyes they wos, too!

There was something ludicrous as well as pathetic in this cry. It did more for him than the most eloquent pleading could have done. Man, in a crowd, is an unstable being. At any moment he will veer right round and run in an opposite direction. The idea that the condemned man had a Susan who would mourn over his untimely end, touched a cord in the hearts of many among the crowd. The reference to her sweet blue eyes at such a moment raised a smile, and an extremely dismal but opportune howl from poor Toozle raised a laugh.

Bumpus started and looked sternly on the crowd.

You may think me a pirate, said he, but I know enough of the feelins of honest men to expect no mercy from those wot can laugh at a fellow-creetur in such an hour. You had better get the murder over as soon as ye can. I am ready  Stay! one moment more. I had amost forgot it. Theres a letter here that I want one o you to take charge of. Its the last I ever got from my Susan, an if I had taken her advice to let alone havin to do with all sandalwood traders, Id never ha bin in such a fix as I am this day. I want it sent back to her with my blessin and a lock o my hair. Is there an honest man among ye wholl take in hand to do this for me?

As he spoke, a young man, in a costume somewhat resembling that of a sailor, pushed through the crowd, leaped upon the deal table on which Jo stood, and removed the noose from his neck.

An exclamation of anger burst from those who surrounded the table, but a sound something like applause broke from the crowd, and restrained any attempt at violence. The young man at the same time held up his hand and asked leave to address them.

Ay! ay! lets hear what he has got to say. Thats it; speak up, Dan!

The youth, whose dark olive complexion proclaimed him to be a half-caste, and whose language shewed that he had received at least the rudiments of education, stretched out his hand and said  

Friends, I do not stand here to interfere with justice. Those who seek to give a pirate his just reward do well. But there has been doubt in the minds of some that this man may not be a pirate. His own word is of no value; but if I can bring forward anything to shew that perhaps his word is true, then we have no right to hang him till we have given him a longer trial.

Hear! hear! from the white men in the crowd, and Ho! ho! from the natives.

Meanwhile the young man, or Dan, as some one called him, turned to Bumpus and asked for the letter to which he had referred. Being informed that it was in the inside pocket of his jacket, the youth put his hand in and drew it forth.

May I read it? Your life may depend on what I find here.

Sartinly, by all manner of means, replied Jo, not a little surprised at the turn affairs were taking.

Dan opened and perused the epistle for a few minutes, during which intense silence was maintained in the crowd, as if they expected to hear the thoughts of the young man as they passed through his brain.

Ha! I thought so, exclaimed Dan, looking up and again addressing the crowd. At the trial yesterday you heard this man say that he was engaged at San Francisco by Gascoyne on the 12th of April last, and that he believed the schooner to be a sandalwood trader when he shipped.

Yes, yes, ho! from the crowd.

If this statement of his be true, then he was not a pirate when he shipped, and he has not had much time to become one between that time and this. The letter which I hold in my hand proves the truth of this statement. It is dated San Francisco, 11th April, and is written in a female hand. Listen, I will read it, and you shall judge for yourselves.

The young man then read the following letter, which, being a peculiar as well as an interesting specimen of a love-letter, we give verbatim et literatim:  

Peelers farm near Sanfransko Aprile 11.

For John bumpuss, aboord the Skooner fome

my darlin Jo,

ever sins you towld me yisterday that youd bin an gaged yerself into the fome, my mind has bin Onaisy. Ye no, darlint, from the our ye cald me yer own Susan  in clare county More betoken  iv bin onaisy about ye yer so bowld an Rekles, but this is wurst ov all. Iv no noshun o them sandlewood skooners. The Haf ov thems pirits an The other hafs no beter. Whats wus is that my owld master was drownded in wan, or out o wan, but shure its All the Saim. Down he wint an that wos the Endd.

now Deer jo dont go to say in that skooner i beseech ye, jo. Ye towld me that ye liked the looks o the cappen an haited the looks o the Krew. Now deer, take warnin, think ov me. Think ov the words in the coppie book weev writ so often together at owld makmahons skool, eevil emunishakens Krupt yer maners, i misrember it, but ye no wot id be sayin to ye.

o jo Dont go, but cum an see me as soon as iver ye can

yours til deth.

Susan.

P.S. the piggs is quite livly but ther not so hansum heer as in the owld country. Dont forgit to rite to your susan.

No one can conceive the indignation that swelled the broad chest of honest John Bumpus when he listened to the laughter with which some parts of this letter were received.

Now, said Dan, could any man want better proof than this that John Bumpus is not a pirate?

This question was answered by a perfect yell from the crowd.

Set him free; cut his cords! cried a voice.

Stop, friends, cried a big coarse-looking man, leaping on the table and jostling Dan out of the way. Not quite so fast. I dont pretend to be a learned feller, and I cant make a speech with a buttery tongue like Dan here. But wot Ive got to say is  Justice for ever!

Hurrah! from some of the wild spirits of the crowd. Go on, Burke, from others.

Yes, wot I say is  Justice for ever! Fair play an no favour: Thats wot I say!

Another cheer greeted the bold assertion of these noble sentiments.

Now, here it is, continued Burke, becoming much excited, wots to hinder that there letter bein a forgery?  ay, thats the word, a forgery? (Hear! hear!) got up a-purpose to bamboozle us chaps that aint lawyers. Dye see?

Burke glanced at Dan and smote his thigh triumphantly as he said this.

It does not look like a forgery, said Dan, holding up the letter and pointing to the writing. I leave it to yourselves to say if it sounds like a forgery

I dont care a farthin dip for yer looks and sounds, cried Burke, interrupting the other. No man is goin for to tell me that anybody can trust to looks and sounds. Why, Ive knowd the greatest villain that ever chewed the end of a smuggled cigar look as innocent as the babe unborn. An is there a man here wotll tell me he hasnt often an over again mistook the crack of a big gun for a clap o thunder?

This was received with much approval by the crowd, which had evidently more than half-forgotten the terrible purpose for which it had assembled there, and was now much interested in what bid fair to be a keen dispute. When the noise abated, Dan raised his voice and said If Burke had not interrupted me, I was going to have said that another thing which proves the letter to be no forgery is, that the post-mark of San Francisco is on the back of it, with the date all right.

This statement delighted the crowd immensely, and caused Burke to look disconcerted for a few seconds; he rallied, however, and returned to the charge.

Post-marks! wot do I care for post-marks? Cant a man forge a post-mark as easy as any other mark?

Ah! thats true, from a voice in the crowd.

No, not so easily as any other mark, retorted Dan, for its made with a kind of ink thats not sold in shops. Everything goes to prove that the letter is no forgery. But, Mr Burke, will you answer me this  if it was a forgery, got up for the purpose of saving this mans life, at what time was it forged? for Bumpus could not know that he would ever need such a letter until yesterday afternoon, and between that time and this there was but little time to forge a letter from San Francisco, post-mark and all, and make it soiled and worn at the edges like an old letter. (Hear! and sensation.) More than that, cried Dan, waxing eager and earnest, if it was a forgery, got up for this purpose, why was it not produced at the trial? (Hear! hear! and cheers!) And, last of all, why, if this forgery was so important to him, did John Bumpus forget all about it until he stood on this table; ay, until the rope was round his neck?

A perfect storm of cheers and applause followed this last sentence, in the midst of which there were cries of Youre floored, Burke! Hurrah for Bumpus! Cut the ropes!

But although Johns life was now safe, his indignation at Susans letter having been laughed at was not altogether allayed.

Ill tell ye wot it is, said he, the instant there was a lull in the uproar of voices. If you think that Ill stand here and see my Susans letter insulted before my eyes, youre very far out o your reckoning. Just cut them ropes an put any two o yer biggest men, black or white, before me, an if I dont shew them a lot o new stars as hasnt been seed in no sky wotiver since Adam was a little boy, my names

Up to this point Jo was heard, but the conclusion of his defiance was drowned in roars of laughter.

Cut the ropes, shouted the crowd.

Dan drew a clasp-knife from his pocket, and with one stroke set Bumpus free.

Shoulder high, yelled a voice; hurrah!

A wild rush was made at the table. Jos executioners were overturned and trampled under foot, and the table, with himself and his young advocate sprawling on it, was raised on the shoulders of the crowd and borne off in triumph.

Half-an-hour later, Bumpus was set down at the widows door. Mrs Stuart received him with a scream of surprise and joy, for she had given him up as a lost man.

Now, then, Mrs Stuart, said Jo, throwing himself on a chair and wiping the perspiration from his forehead, dont make such a fuss about me, like a good creetur. But do get me a bit o bacon, and lets be thankful that Im here to eat it. Cut it fat, Mrs Stuart; cut it fat; for its wonderful wot a appetite Ive got after such a mornins work as Ive gone through. Well, well, after all that yer friends have said of ye, Jo Bumpus, I do believe that yer not born to be hanged?




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Rendezvous  An Episode  Peculiar Circumstances  and Other Matters.

About five or six days sail from the scene of our tale there lies one of those small rocks or islets with which the breast of the Pacific is in many places thickly studded.

It is a lonely coral isle, far removed from any of its fellows, and presenting none of those grand features which characterise the island on which the settlement of Sandy Cove was situated. In no part does it rise more than thirty feet above the level of the sea; in most places it is little more than a few feet above it. The coral reefs around it are numerous; and as many of them rise to within a few feet of the surface, the navigation in its neighbourhood is dangerous in the extreme.

At the time of which we write, the vegetation of the isle was not very luxuriant. Only a few clusters of cocoa-nut palms grew here and there over its otherwise barren surface. In this respect it did not resemble most of the other islands of the Pacific. Owing partly to its being out of the usual course of ships, and partly to the dangerous reefs already referred to, the spot was never approached by vessels, or, if a ship happened to be driven towards it, she got out of its way as speedily as possible.

This was the rendezvous of the pirates, and was named by them the Isle of Palms.

Here, in caverns hollowed out of the coral rock, Gascoyne had been wont to secrete such goods and stores as were necessary for the maintenance of his piratical course of life, and to this lone spot did Manton convey his prisoners after getting rid of his former commander. Towards this spot, also, did Gascoyne turn the prow of the cutter Wasp in pursuit of his mutinous first mate.

Manton, for reasons best known to himself, (certainly not from goodness of heart,) was kind to his captives to the extent of simply letting them alone. He declined to hold any intercourse whatever with Captain Montague, and forbade him to speak with the men upon pain of being confined to his berth. The young people were allowed to do as they pleased, so long as they kept out of the way.

On reaching the Isle of Palms the pirates at once proceeded to take in those stores of which they stood in need. The harbour into which the schooner ran was a narrow bay, on the shores of which the palm trees grew sufficiently high to prevent her masts from being seen from the other side of the island. Here the captives were landed, but as Manton did not wish them to witness his proceedings, he sent them across the islet under the escort of a party who conveyed them to the shores of a small bay. On the rocks in this bay lay the wreck of what once had been a noble ship. It was now completely dismantled. Her hull was stove in by the rocks. Her masts and yards were gone, with the exception of their stumps and the lower part of the main-mast, to which the main-yard still hung with a ragged portion of the mainsail attached to it.

A feeling of depression filled the breast of Montague and his companions as they came in sight of this wreck, and the former attempted to obtain some information in regard to her from his conductors, but they sternly bade him ask no questions. Some time afterwards he heard the story of this vessels fate. We shall record it here.

Not many months prior to the date of our tale, the Avenger happened to have occasion to run down to the Isle of Palms. Gascoyne was absent at the time. He had been landed at Sandy Cove, and had ordered Manton to go to the rendezvous for supplies. On nearing the isle a storm arose. The wind was fair, however, and the schooner ran for her destination under close reefed sails. Just before reaching it they fell in with a large full-rigged ship, which, on sighting the schooner, ran up her flag half-mast high as a signal of distress. She had sprung a leak and was sinking.

Had the weather been calmer the pirates would have at once boarded the vessel and carried her as a prize into the harbour, but the sea ran so high that this was impossible. Manton therefore ran down as close to the side of the merchantman, (for such she seemed to be,) as enabled him to hail her through the speaking trumpet. When sufficiently near he demanded her name and destination.

The Brilliant, from Liverpool, bound for the Sandwich Islands. And you?

The Foam  from the Feejees  for Calcutta. Whats wrong with you?

Sprung a leak; is there anchorage in the bay? sang out the captain of the merchantman.

No, its too shoal for a big ship. Bear away round to the other side of the island. Youll find good holding ground there  I will shew you the way.

The pirate accordingly conducted the unsuspecting stranger away from the only safe harbour in the island, and led him through a complete labyrinth of reefs and rocks to the bay on the other side, in which he knew full well there was scarcely enough of water to float his own little schooner.

With perfect confidence in his guide, the unfortunate captain of the merchantman followed until both vessels were in the comparatively still and sheltered water of the bay. Here Manton suddenly put down the helm, brought his vessel up to the wind and allowed the stranger to pass him.

Hold on about sixty fathoms farther and then let go your anchor, he shouted, as the ship went steadily on to her doom.

Ay, ay, and thank ee, cried the captain, who had already taken in nearly all sail and was quite prepared to anchor.

But Manton knew that before twenty fathoms more should be passed over by the ship she would run straight on a coral reef, which rose to within about five feet of the surface of the sea. In an exposed place this reef would have formed a line of breakers, but in its sheltered position the water gave no indication of its existence. The gale, though not blowing direct into the bay, entered it in a sufficiently straight line to carry the ship onward with great speed, notwithstanding the reduction made in her canvas.

Stand by to let go the anchor, cried her captain.

That was his last order. Scarcely had the words passed his lips when the ship struck with a shock that caused her to quiver like a leaf from stem to stern. All the top-masts with their yards and rigging went over the side, and, in one instant the fine vessel was a total wreck!

The rest of the story is soon told. The pirates shewed their true colours, ran alongside and took possession without opposition, for the crew of the merchantman were so overwhelmed by the suddenness and appalling nature of the calamity that had befallen them that they had no heart to resist.

Of course it was out of the question that the crew of the Brilliant could be allowed to remain on the island. Some of the pirates suggested that they should be put on a raft, towed to leeward of the island, and, when out of sight of it, be cast adrift to float about until they should be picked up or get blown on one of the numerous islands that lay to the southward of the rendezvous. Manton and Scraggs advocated this plan, but the better-disposed among the men protested against such needless cruelty, and suggested that it would be better to put them into the long-boat of the ship, bandage their eyes, then tow them out of sight of land and cast them loose to steer where they pleased.

This plan was adopted and carried into execution. Then the pirates returned, and at their leisure unloaded and secured the cargo of their prize. It was richer than they had anticipated, being a miscellaneous cargo of valuable commodities for the trading stores of some of the South Sea merchants and settlers.

The joy felt by the pirates on making this discovery, was all the benefit that was ever derived from these ill-gotten gains by any one of those who had a hand in that dastardly deed. Long before they had an opportunity of removing the goods thus acquired, the career of the Avenger had terminated. But we must not anticipate our story.

On a green knoll near the margin of this bay, and in full view of the wreck, a rude tent or hut was constructed by the pirates out of part of an old sail which had been washed ashore from the wreck, and some broken spars. A small cask of biscuit and two or three blankets were placed in it, and here the captives were left to do as they pleased until such time as Manton chose to send for them. The only piece of advice that was given to them by their surly jailer was, that they should not on any pretence whatever cross the island to the bay in which the schooner lay at anchor.

If ye do, said the man who was the last of the party to quit them, yell wish ye hadnt  thats all. Take my advice and keep yer kooriosity in yer breeches pockets.

With this caution they were left to their own devices and meditations.

It was a lovely calm evening at sunset when our four unfortunate friends were thus left alone in these strange circumstances. The effect of their forlorn condition was very different on each. Poopy flung herself down on the ground, inside the tent, and began to sob; Alice sat down beside her, and wept silently; whilst Montague, forgetting his own sorrows in his pity for the poor young creatures who had been thus strangely linked to him in affliction, sat down opposite to Alice, and sought to comfort her.

Will Corrie, feeling that he could do nothing to cheer his companions in the circumstances, and being unable to sit still, rose, and going out at the end of the tent, both sides of which were open, stood leaning on a pole, and contemplated the scene before him.

In a small creek, or indentation of the shore, close to the knoll on which the tent stood, two of the pirates were working at a boat which lay there. Corrie could not at first understand what they were about, but he was soon enlightened, for, after hauling the boat as far out of the water as they could, they left her there, and followed their comrades to the other side of the island, carrying the oars along with them.

The spirit that dwelt in Corries breast was a very peculiar one. Up to this point in his misfortunes the poor boy had been subdued  overwhelmed by the suddenness and the terrible nature of the calamity that had befallen him  or rather, that had befallen Alice, for, to do him justice, he only thought of her. Indeed, he carried this feeling so far that he had honestly confessed to himself, in a mental soliloquy, the night on which he had been captured, that he did not care one straw for himself, or Poopy, or Captain Montague  that his whole and sole distress of mind and body was owing to the grief into which Alice had been plunged. He had made an attempt to comfort her one night on the voyage to the Isle of Palms, when she and Poopy and he were left alone together; but he failed. After one or two efforts he ended by bursting into tears, and then, choking himself violently with his own hands, said that he was ashamed of himself, that he wasnt crying for himself but for her, (Alice,) and that he hoped she wouldnt think the worse of him for being so like a baby. Here he turned to Poopy, and in a most unreasonable manner began to scold her for being at the bottom of the whole mischief, in the middle of which he broke off, said that he believed himself to be mad, and vowed he would blow out his own brains first, and those of all the pirates afterwards. Whereupon he choked, sobbed again, and rushed out of the cabin as if he really meant to execute his last awful threat.

But poor Corrie only rushed away to hide from Alice the irrepressible emotions that nearly burst his heart. Yes, Corrie was thoroughly subdued by grief. But the spring was not broken, it was only crushed flat by the weight of sorrow that lay like a millstone on his youthful bosom.

The first thing that set his active brain a-going once more  thereby overturning the weight of sorrow and causing the spring of his peculiar spirit to rebound  was the sight of the two pirates hauling up the boat and carrying off the oars.

Ha! thats your game is it? muttered the boy between his teeth, and grasping the pole with both hands as if he wished to squeeze his fingers into the wood. You dont want to give us a chance of escaping, dont you, eh! is that it? You think that because were a small party, and the half of us females, that were cowed, and wont think of trying any other way of escaping, do you? Oh yes, thats what you think; you know it, you do, but youre mistaken, (he became terribly sarcastic and bitter at this point;) youll find that you have got men to deal with, that youve not only caught a tartar, but two tartars  one o them being ten times tartarer than the other. Oh, if

Whats all that youre saying, Corrie? said Montague, stepping out of the tent at that moment.

O captain, said the boy, vehemently, I wish I were a giant!

Why so, lad?

Because then I would wade out to that wreck, clap my shoulder to her bow, shove her into deep water, carry you, and Alice, and Poopy aboard, haul out the main-mast by the roots, make an oar of it, and scull out to sea, havin previously fired off the biggest gun aboard of her, to let the pirates know what I was doing.

Corries spirit was in a tumultuous and very rebellious state. He was half inclined to indulge in hysterical weeping, and more than half disposed to give way to a burst of savage glee. He spoke with the mantling blood blazing in his fat cheeks, and his two eyes glittering like those of a basilisk. Montague could not repress a smile and a look of admiration as he said to our little hero  

Why, Corrie, if you were a giant it would be much easier to go to the other side of the island, wring off the heads of all the pirates, and, carrying me on your shoulders, and Alice and Poopy in your coat-pockets, get safely aboard of the Foam, and ho! for Sandy Cove.

So it would, said Corrie, gravely. I did not think of that, and it would be a far pleasanter way than the other.

Ah! Corrie, I fear that you are a very bloodthirsty fellow.

Of course I am when Ive pirates to deal with. I would kill them every man, without a thought.

No you wouldnt, my boy. You couldnt do it in cold blood, even although they are bad men.

I dont know that, said Corrie, dubiously. I would do it without more feeling than I would have in killing a cat.

Did you ever kill a cat? asked Montague.

Never, answered Corrie.

Then how can you tell what your feelings would be if you were to attempt to do it. I remember once, when I was a boy, going out to hunt cats.

O Captain Montague, surely you never hunted cats, exclaimed Alice, who came out of the tent with a very pale face, and uncommonly red eyes.

Yes, indeed, I did once  but I never did it again. I caught one, a kitten, and set off with a number of boys to kill it; but as we went along it began to play with my neck-tie and to purr! Our hearts were softened, so we let it go. Ah! Corrie, my boy, never go hunting cats, said Montague, earnestly.

Did I say I was going to? replied Corrie, indignantly.

Montague laughed, and so did Alice, at the fierce look the boy put on.

Corrie, said the former, Im sure that you would not kill a pirate in cold blood, any more than you would kill a kitten  would you?

Im not sure o that, said Corrie, half laughing, but still looking fierce. In the first place, my blood is never cold when Ive to do with pirates; and, in the second place, pirates are not innocent creatures covered with soft hair  and they dont purr!

This last remark set Alice into a fit of laughter, and drew a faint Hee! hee! from Poopy, who had been listening to the conversation behind the canvas of the tent.

Montague took advantage of this improved state of things. Now, Alice, said he, cheerfully, do you and Poopy set about spreading our blanket-tablecloth and getting supper laid out. It is but a poor one,  hard biscuit and water,  but there is plenty of it, and, after all, that is the main thing. Meanwhile Corrie and I will saunter along shore and talk over our plans. Cheer up, my little girl, we will manage to give these pirates the slip somehow or other, you may depend upon it.

Corrie, said Montague, when they were alone. I have spoken cheeringly to Alice, because she is a little girl and needs comfort, but you and I know that our case is a desperate one, and it will require all our united wisdom and cleverness to effect our escape from these rascally pirates.

The commander of the Talisman paused, and smiled in spite of himself at the idea of being placed in circumstances that constrained him to hold a consultation, in matters that might involve life and death, with a mere boy! But there was no help for it; besides, to say truth, the extraordinary energy and courage that had been displayed by the lad, combined with a considerable amount of innate sharpness in his character, tended to create a feeling that the consultation might not be altogether without advantage. At all events, it was better to talk over their desperate position even with a boy, than to confine his anxieties to his own breast.

But although Montague had seen enough of his young companion to convince him that he was an intelligent fellow, he was not prepared for the fertility of resource, the extremity of daring, and the ingenuity of device, that were exhibited by him in the course of that consultation.

To creep over in the dead of night, knife in hand, and attack the pirates while asleep, was one of the least startling of his daring propositions; and to swim out to the wreck, set her on fire, and get quietly on board the Avenger while all the amazed pirates should have rushed over to see what could have caused such a blaze, cut the cable and sail away, was among the least ingenious of his devices.

These two talked long and earnestly while the shades of evening were descending on the Isle of Palms  and in the earnestness of their talk, and the pressing urgency of their case, the man almost forgot that his companion was a boy, and the boy never for a moment doubted that he himself, in everything but years, was a man.

It was getting dark when they returned to the tent, where they found that Alice and Poopy had arranged their supper with the most scrupulous care and nicety. These too, with the happy buoyancy of extreme youth, had temporarily forgotten their position, and, when their male companions entered, were deeply engaged in a private game of a tea party, in which hard biscuit figured as bun, and water was made to do duty for tea. In this latter part of the game, by the way, the children did but carry out in jest a practice which is not altogether unknown in happier circumstances and in civilised society.


Chapter Twenty Three.

Plans Partially Carried Out  The Cutters Fate  And A Serious Misfortune.

The cutter was a fast sailer, and although the pirate schooner had left Sandy Cove nearly two days before her, the Wasp, having had a fair wind, followed close on her heels. The Avenger cast anchor in the harbour of the Isle of Palms on the morning of her fifth day out; the Wasp sighted the island on the evening of the same day.

It was not Gascoynes purpose to run down at once and have a hand to hand fight with his own men. He felt that his party was too weak for such an attempt, and resolved to accomplish by stratagem what he could not hope to compass by force. He therefore hove-to the instant the tops of the palm-trees appeared on the horizon, and waited till night should set in and favour his designs.

What do you intend to do? inquired Henry Stuart, who stood on the deck watching the sun as it sank into the ocean behind a mass of golden clouds, in which, however, there were some symptoms of stormy weather.

I mean to wait till it is dark, said Gascoyne, and then run down and take possession of the schooner.

Henry looked at the pirate captain in surprise, and not without distrust. Ole Thorwald, who was smoking his big German pipe with great energy, looked at him with undisguised uneasiness.

You speak as if you had no doubt whatever of succeeding in this enterprise, Mr Gascoyne, said the latter.

I have no doubt, replied Gascoyne.

I do believe youre right, returned Thorwald, smoking furiously as he became more agitated. I make no question but your villains will receive you with open arms. What guarantee have we, Mister Gascoyne, or Mister Durward, that we shall not be seized and made to walk the plank, or perform some similarly fantastic feat  in which, mayhap, our feet will have less to do with the performance than our necks  when you get into power?

You have no guarantee whatever, returned Gascoyne, except the word of a pirate!

You say truth, cried Ole, springing up and pacing the deck with unwonted energy, while a troubled and somewhat fierce expression settled on his usually good-humoured countenance. You say truth, and I think we have been ill-advised when we took this step  for my part, I regard myself as little better than a maniac for putting myself obstinately, not to say deliberately, into the very jaws of a lion, perhaps I should say a tiger. But mark my words, Gascoyne, alias Durward, (here he stopped suddenly before the pirate, who was leaning in a careless attitude against the mast, and looked him full in the face,) if you play us false, as I have no hesitation in saying I believe that you fully intend to do, your life will not be worth a pewter shilling.

I am yet in your power, Mr Thorwald, said Gascoyne; if your friends agree to it, I cannot prevent your putting about and returning to Sandy Cove. But in that case the missionarys child will be lost!

I do not believe that my childs safety is so entirely dependent on you, said Mr Mason, who had listened in silence to the foregoing dialogue; she is in the hands of that God on whom you have turned your back, and with whom all things are possible. But I feel disposed to trust you, Gascoyne, and I feel thus, because of what was said of you by Mrs Stuart, in whose good sense I place implicit confidence. I would advise Mr Thorwald to wait patiently until he sees more cause than he does at present for distrust.

Gascoyne had turned round and, during the greater part of this speech, had gazed intently towards the horizon.

We shall have rough weather to-night, said he; but our work will be done before it comes, I hope. Up with the helm now, Henry, and slack off the sheets; it is dark enough to allow us to creep in without being observed. Manton will of course be in the only harbour in the island; we must therefore go round to the other side and take the risk of running on the reefs.

Risk! exclaimed Henry; I thought you knew all the passages about the island?

So I do, lad  all the passages; but I dont profess to know every rock and reef in the bottom of the sea. Our only chance is to make the island on the south side, where there are no passages at all except one that leads into a bay; but if we run into that, our masts will be seen against the southern sky, even from the harbour where the schooner lies. If we are seen, they will be prepared for us, in which case we shall have a desperate fight with little chance of success and the certainty of much bloodshed. We must therefore run straight for another part of the shore, not far from the bay I have referred to, and take our chance of striking. I think there is enough of water to float this little cutter over the reefs, but I am not sure.

Think! sure! echoed Thorwald, in a tone of exasperated surprise; and if we do strike, Mr Gascoyne, do you mean us to go beg for mercy at the hands of your men, or to swim back to Sandy Cove?

If we strike I shall take the boat, land with the men, and leave the cutter to her fate. The Avenger will suffice to take us back to Sandy Cove.

Ole was rendered speechless by the coolness of this remark, so he relieved himself by tightening his belt and spouting forth volcanoes of smoke.

Meanwhile, the cutter had run to within a short distance of the island. The night was rendered doubly dark by the rapid spreading of those heavy clouds which indicated the approach of a squall, if not a storm.

This is well, said Gascoyne in a low tone to Henry Stuart, who stood near him; the worse the storm is to-night the better for the success of our enterprise. Henry, lad, Im sorry you think so badly of me.

Henry was taken aback by this unexpected remark, which was made in a low sad tone.

Can I think too badly of one who confesses himself to be a pirate? said Henry.

The confession is at least in my favour. I had no occasion to confess, nor to give myself up to you.

Give yourself up! It remains to be seen whether you mean to do that or not.

Do you not believe me, Henry? Do you not believe the account that I gave of myself to you and your mother?

How can I? said the young man, hesitatingly.

Your mother believed me.

Well, Gascoyne, to tell you the plain truth, I do feel more than half inclined to believe you; and Im sorry for you  I am, from my soul. You might have led a different life  you might even do so yet.

You forget, said Gascoyne, smiling sadly, I have given myself up, and you are bound to prevent my escaping.

Henry was perplexed by this reply. In the enthusiasm of his awakened pity he had for a moment forgotten the pirate in the penitent. Before he could reply, however, the cutter struck violently on a rock, and an exclamation of alarm and surprise burst from the crew, most of whom were assembled on deck.

Silence! cried Gascoyne in a deep sonorous tone, that was wonderfully different from that in which he had just been speaking to Henry; get out the boat. Arm yourselves and jump in. There is no time to lose.

The cutter is hard and fast, said Henry; if this squall does not come on, or if it turns out to be a light one, we may get her off.

Perhaps we may, but I have little hope of that, returned Gascoyne. Now, lads, are you all in the boat? Come, Henry, get in at once.

I will remain here, said Henry.

For what end? said Gascoyne, in surprise.

The cutter belongs to a friend; I do not chose to forsake her in this off-hand manner.

But nothing can save her, Henry.

Perhaps not. Nevertheless, I will do what I can. She moves a little. If she is lifted over this reef while we are on shore, she will be carried out to sea and lost, and that must not be allowed. Leave me here till you land the men, and then send the boat back with two of them. We will put some of the cutters ballast into it and try to tow her off. It wont take half-an-hour, and that will not interfere with your plans, I should think, for the whole night lies before us.

Seeing that he was determined, Gascoyne agreed, and left the cutter, promising to send off the boat directly. But it took half-an-hour to row from the Wasp to the shore, and before the half of that time had elapsed, the storm which had been impending burst over the island.

It was much more violent than had been expected. The cutter was lifted over the reef by the first wave, and struck heavily as she slid into deep water. Then she rushed out to sea before the gale. Henry seized the helm and kept the little vessel right before the wind. He knew nothing of the sea around, and the intense darkness of the night prevented his seeing more than a dozen yards beyond the bow.

It was perhaps as well that he was kept in ignorance of what awaited him, for he was thus spared at least the anticipation of what appeared certain destruction. He fancied that the rock over which he had been carried was the outer reef of the island. In this he was mistaken. The whole sea around and beyond him was beset with reefs, which at that moment were covered with foam. Had daylight revealed the scene, he would have been appalled. As it was, he stood stoutly and hopefully to the helm while the cutter rushed wildly on her doom.

Suddenly she struck with terrific violence, and Henry was hurled to the deck. Leaping up, he sprang again to the helm and attempted to put about, but the shock had been so great that the whole framework of the little craft was dislocated. The fastenings of the rudder had been torn out, and she was unmanageable. The next wave lifted her over the reef and the gale swept her away.

Even then the hopes of the young man did not quite fail him. He believed that the last reef had now been passed, and that he would be driven out to the open sea, clear at least of immediate danger. It was a vain hope. In another moment the vessel struck for the third time, and the mast went over the side. Again and again she rose and fell with all her weight on the rocks. The last blow burst out her sides, and she fell to pieces, a total wreck, leaving Henry struggling with the waves.

He seized the first piece of wood that came in his way, and clung to it. For many hours he was driven about and tossed by the winds and waves until he began to feel utterly exhausted, but he clung to the spar with the tenacity of a drowning man. In those seas the water is not so cold as in our northern climes, so that men can remain in it for a great length of time without much injury. There are many instances of the South Sea Islanders having been wrecked in their canoes, and having spent not only hours but days in the water, clinging to broken pieces of wood, and swimming for many miles, pushing these before them.

When, therefore, the morning broke, and the bright sun, shone out, and the gale had subsided, Henry found himself still clinging to the spar, and although much weakened, still able to make some exertion to save himself.

On looking round he found that numerous pieces of the wreck floated near him, and that the portion to which he clung was the broken lower-mast. A large mass of the deck, with part of the gunwale attached to it, lay close beside, him, held to the mast by one of the shrouds. He at once swam to this, and found it sufficiently large to sustain his weight, though not large enough to enable him to get quite out of the water. While here, half-in and half-out of the water, his first act was to fall on his knees and thank God for sparing his life, and to pray for help in that hour of need.

Feeling that it would be impossible to exist much longer unless he could get quite out of the water so as to allow the sun to warm his chilled frame, he used what strength remained in him to drag towards him several spars that lay within his reach. These he found to be some of the rough timbers that had lain on the deck of the cutter to serve as spare masts and yards. They were, therefore, destitute of cordage, so that it was not possible to form a secure raft. Nevertheless, by piling them together on the top of the broken portion of the deck, he succeeded in constructing a platform which raised him completely out of the water.

The heat of the sun speedily dried his garments, and as the day wore on the sea went down sufficiently to render the keeping of his raft together a matter of less difficulty than it was at first. In trying to make some better arrangement of the spars on which he rested, he discovered the corner of a sail sticking between two of them. This he hauled out of the water, and found it to be a portion of the gaff. It was a fortunate discovery; because, in the event of long exposure, it would prove to be a most useful covering. Wringing it out, he spread it over the logs to dry.

The doing of all this occupied the shipwrecked youth so long, that it was nearly mid-day before he could sit down on his raft and think calmly over his position. Hunger now began to remind him that he was destitute of food; but Henry had been accustomed, while roaming among the mountains of his island home, to go fasting for long periods of time. The want of breakfast, therefore, did not inconvenience him much; but before he had remained inactive more than ten minutes, the want of sleep began to tell upon him. Gradually he felt completely overpowered by it. He laid his head on one of the spars at last, and resigned himself to an influence he could no longer resist.

It was evening before he awoke from that slumber. The sun had just disappeared below the horizon, and the red clouds that remained behind were beginning to deepen, as night prepared to throw her dark mantle over the sea. A gull wheeled over the youths head and uttered a wild cry as he awoke, causing him to start up with a feeling of bewildered uncertainty as to where he was.

The true nature of his position was quickly forced upon him. A dead calm now prevailed. Henry gazed eagerly, wistfully round the horizon. It was an unbroken line; not a speck that resembled a sail was to be seen. Remembering for the first time that his low raft would be quite invisible at a very short distance, he set about erecting a flag. This was easily done. Part of his red shirt was torn off and fastened to a light spar, the end of which he stuck between the logs. Having set up his signal of distress he sat down beside it, and, drawing part of the sail over his shoulders, leaned on the broken part of the bulwark, and pondered his forlorn condition.

It was a long, sad reverie into which poor Henry Stuart fell that evening. Hope did not, indeed, forsake his breast  for hope is strong in youth; but he was too well acquainted with the details of a sailors life and risks to be able to shut his eyes to the real dangers of his position. He knew full well that if he should be cast on any of the inhabited islands of the South Seas (unless it might be one of the very few that had at that time accepted the Gospel) he would certainly be killed by the savages, whose practice it is to slay and eat all unfortunates who chance to be wrecked and cast upon their shores. But no islands were in sight, and it was possible that he might be left to float on the boundless ocean until the slow and terrible process of starvation did its work, and wore away the life which he felt to be so fresh and strong within him.

When he thought of this he shuddered, and reverted, almost with a feeling of pleasure, to the idea that another storm might spring up ere long, and by dashing his frail raft to pieces, bring his life to a speedy termination. His hopes were not very clear even to [image: img109.jpg]his own mind. He did indeed hope, because he could not help it; but what it was that he hoped for would have puzzled him to state. A passing ship finding him in a part of the Pacific where ships were not wont to pass was, perhaps, among the least animating of all his hopes.

But the thoughts that coursed through the youths brain that night were not centred alone upon the means or the prospects of deliverance. He thought of his mother,  her gentleness, her goodness, her unaccountable partiality for Gascoyne; but more than all, he thought of her love for himself. He thought, too, of his former life  his joys, his sorrows, and his sins. As he remembered these last, his soul was startled, and he thought of his God and his Saviour as he had never thought before. Despite his efforts to restrain them, tears, but not unmanly tears, would flow down his cheeks as he sat that evening on his raft; meditated on the past, the present, and the future, and realised the terrible solemnity of his position  without water or food  almost without hope  alone on the deep. (See Frontispiece.)




Chapter Twenty Four.

An Unexpected Meeting  Doings on the Isle of Palms  Gascoynes Despair.

It was not without some difficulty that the boat reached the shore after the squall burst upon them. On landing, the party observed, dark though it was, that their leaders countenance wore an expression of the deepest anxiety; yet there were lines upon it that indicated the raging of conflicting passions which he found it difficult to restrain.

I fear me, said Ole Thorwald in a troubled voice, that our young friend Henry Stuart is in danger.

Lost! said Gascoyne, in a voice so low and grating that it startled his hearers.

Say not so, said Mr Mason, earnestly. He is a brave and a clever youth, and knows how to manage the cutter until we can row back and fetch him ashore.

Row back! exclaimed Gascoyne, almost fiercely.

Think you that I would stand here idle if our boat could live in such a sea as now rolls on the rocks? The Wasp must have been washed over the reef by this time. She may pass the next without being dashed to pieces, but she is too rickety to stand the third. No, there is no hope!

While he spoke the missionarys eyes were closed, and his lips moved as if in silent prayer. Seizing Gascoyne nervously by the arm, he said You cannot tell that there is no hope. That is known only to One who has encouraged us to hope against hope. Henry is a stout youth and a good swimmer. He may succeed in clinging to some portion of the wreck.

True, true, cried Gascoyne, eagerly grasping at this hope, slight though it was. Come, we waste time. There is but one chance. The schooner must be secured without delay. Lads, you will follow Mr Thorwald. Do whatever he bids you. And now, he added, leading the merchant aside, the time for action has come. I will conduct you to a certain point on the island where you will remain concealed among the bushes until I return to you.

And suppose you never return to us, Mister Gascoyne? said Ole, who regarded every act of the pirate captain with suspicion.

Then you will remain there till you are tired, answered Gascoyne, with some asperity, and after that, do what you please.

Well, well, I am in your power, retorted the obdurate Norseman; make what arrangements you please, I will carry them out until

Here Ole thought fit to break off, and Gascoyne, without taking notice of the remark, went on in a few hurried sentences to explain as much of his plan as he thought necessary for the guidance of his suspicious ally.

This done, he led the whole party to the highest part of the island, and made them lie in ambush there while he went forward alone to reconnoitre. The night was admirably suited to their purpose. It was so dark that it was extremely difficult to perceive objects more than a few yards off, and the wind howled so furiously among the palms that there was no danger of being overheard in the event of their speaking too loud or stumbling over fallen trees.

Gascoyne, who knew every rock and tree on the Isle of Palms, went rapidly down the gentle slope that intervened between him and the harbour in which the Foam lay at anchor. Dark though it was, he could see the taper masts and yards of his vessel traced dimly against the sky.

The pirates movements now became more cautious. He stepped slowly, and paused frequently to listen. At last he went down on his hands and knees and crept forward for a considerable distance in that position, until he reached a ledge of rocks that overhung the shore of the bay. Here he observed an object like a round lump of rock, lying a few yards before him, on a spot where he was well aware no such rock had previously existed. It moved after a moment or two. Gascoyne knew that there were no wild animals of any kind on the island, and, therefore, at once jumped to the conclusion that this must needs be a human being of some sort. Drawing his knife he put it between his teeth, and creeping noiselessly towards the object in question laid his strong hand on the neck of the horrified Will Corrie.

That adventurous and desperate little hero having lain sleepless and miserable at the feet of Alice until the squall blew the tent over their heads, got up and assisted Montague to erect it anew in a more sheltered position, after which, saying that he meant to take a midnight ramble on the shore to cool his fevered brow, he made straight for the sea, stepped knee-deep into the raging surf, and bared his breast to the furious blast.

This cooled him so effectually that he took to running along shore in order to warm himself. Then it occurred to him that the night was particularly favourable for a sly peep at the pirates. Without a moments hesitation he walked and stumbled towards the high part of the island, at which he arrived just half-an-hour before Gascoyne reached it. He had seen nothing, however, and was on the point of advancing still further in his explorations, when he was discovered as we have seen.

Gascoyne instantly turned the boy over on his back, and nipped a tremendous yell in the bud by grasping his wind-pipe.

Why, Corrie! exclaimed Gascoyne in surprise, at the same time loosening his grip, though still holding the boy down.

Ah! you villain, you rascally pirate. I know you, I

The pipe was gently squeezed at this point, and the sentence abruptly cut short.

Come, boy, you must not speak so loud. Enemies are near. If you dont behave Ill have to throttle you. I have come from Sandy Cove with a party to save you and your friends.

Corrie did not believe a word of this. He knew, or at least he supposed, that Gascoyne had left the schooner, not having seen him since they sailed from Sandy Cove; but he knew nothing of the manner in which he had been put ashore.

It wont do, Gascoyne, gasped poor Corrie, on being permitted again to use his wind-pipe. You may kill me, but youll never cow me. I dont believe you, you cowardly monster.

Ill have to convince you then, said Gascoyne, suddenly catching the boy in his arms, and bearing him swiftly away from the spot.

Corrie struggled like a hero, as he was. He tried to shout, but Gascoynes right hand again squeezed the wind-pipe; he attempted to bite, but the same hand easily kept the refractory head in order; he endeavoured to kick and hit, but Gascoynes left hand encircled him in such a comprehensive embrace and pressed him so powerfully to his piratical bosom that he could only wriggle. This he did without ceasing, until Gascoyne suddenly planted him on his feet, panting and dishevelled, before the astonished faces of Frederick Mason and Ole Thorwald.

It is not necessary to describe in detail the surprise of all then and there assembled, the hurried conversation, and the cry of joy with which the missionary received the information that Alice was safe and within five minutes walk of the spot on which he stood. Suffice it to say, that Corrie was now convinced of the good faith of Gascoyne, whom he at once led, along with Mr Mason, to the tent where Alice and her friends slept  leaving Thorwald and his men where they were, to await further orders.

The cry of wild delight with which Alice sprang into her fathers arms might have been destructive of all Gascoynes plans had not the wind carried it away from the side of the island where the pirate schooner lay. There was now no time to be lost. After the first embrace, and a few hurried words of blessing and thanksgiving, the missionary was summoned to a consultation.

I will join you in this enterprise, Mr Gascoyne, said Montague. I believe what you say to be true, besides, the urgency of our present danger leaves me no room for choice. I am in your power. I believe that in your present penitent condition you are willing to enable us to escape from your former associates; but I tell you frankly that, if ever I have an opportunity to do so, I will consider it my duty to deliver you over to justice.

Time is too precious to trifle thus, said Gascoyne, hurriedly. I have already said that I will deliver myself up  not however to you, but to Mr Mason  after I have rescued the party, so that I am not likely to claim any consideration from you on account of the obligation which you seem to think my present act will lay you under. But you must not accompany me just now.

Why not?

Because your presence may be required here. You and Mr Mason will remain where you are to guard the girls, until I return. All that I have to ask is, that you be in readiness to follow me at a moments notice when the time comes.

Of course what you arrange must be agreed to, said Montague.

Come, Corrie, I will require your assistance. Follow me, said the pirate captain, as he turned and strode rapidly away.

Corrie was now thoroughly convinced of the good intentions of Gascoyne, so he followed him without hesitation. Indeed, now that he had an opportunity of seeing a little more of his gigantic companion, he began to feel a strange kind of pity and liking for him, but he shuddered and felt repelled when he thought of the human blood in which his hands must have been imbrued, for as yet he had not heard of the defence of himself which Gascoyne had made in the widows cottage. But he had not much time to think, for in a few minutes they came upon Ole Thorwald and his party.

Follow me quietly, said Gascoyne. Keep in single file and close together, for if we are separated here we shall not easily get together again.

Leading them over the same ground that he had formerly traversed, Gascoyne conducted his party to the shores of the bay where the Foam lay at anchor. Here he made them keep close in the bushes, with directions to be ready to act the instant he should call on them to do so.

But it would comfort me mightily, Mister Gascoyne, said Thorwald in a somewhat troubled voice, if you would give me some instructions or advice as to what I am to do in the event of your plans miscarrying. I care nought for a fair fight in open field, but I do confess to a dislike of being brought to the condition of not knowing what to do.

It wont matter much what you do, Mr Thorwald, said Gascoyne, gravely. If my plans miscarry, you will be killed every soul of you. Youll not have the ghost of a chance of escaping.

Ole opened his eyes uncommonly wide at this. Well, said he at length, with a sigh of resignation, its some comfort to know that one can only be killed once.

Gascoyne now proceeded leisurely to strip off his shirt, thereby displaying a chest, back, and arms in which the muscles were developed to an extent that might have made Hercules himself envious. Kicking off his boots, he reduced his clothing to a pair of loose knee-breeches.

Tis a strange time to indulge in a cold bath! murmured Thorwald, whose state of surprise was beginning to render him desperately ironical.

Gascoyne took no notice of this remark, but calling Corrie to his side, said  

Can you swim, boy?

Yes, like a duck.

Can you distinguish the stern of the schooner?

I can.

Listen, then. When you see a white sheet waved over the taffrail, throw off your jacket and shirt and swim out to the schooner. Dye understand?

Perfectly, replied the boy, whose decision of manner and action grew with the occasion.

And now, Mr Thorwald, said Gascoyne, I shall swim off to the schooner. If, as I expect, the men are on shore in a place that I wot of and with which you have nothing to do, well and good, I will send a boat for you with muffled oars  but, mark you, let there be no noise in embarking or in getting aboard the schooner. If, on the other hand, the men are aboard, I will bring a boat to you myself, in which case silence will not be so necessary, and your fighting powers shall be put to the proof.

Without waiting for a reply, the pirate captain walked down the sloping beach and waded slowly into the dark sea. His motions were so noiseless and stealthy that those who watched him with eager eyes could only discern a figure moving gradually away from them and melting into the thick gloom.

Fierce though the storm was outside, the sheltered waters of the bay were almost calm, so that Gascoyne had no difficulty in swimming off to the Foam without making any noise. As he drew near, a footstep on the deck apprised him that there was at least a watch left. A few seconds later a man leaned over the low bulwarks of the vessel on the side on which the swimmer approached.

Hist! what sort o brutes that? he exclaimed, seizing a handspike that chanced to be near him and hurling it at the head of the brute.

The handspike fell within a yard of Gascoyne, who, keeping up his supposed character, made a wild splash with his arms and dived like a genuine monster of the deep. Swimming under water as vigorously as he could, he endeavoured to gain the other side of the vessel before he came up; but, finding that this was impossible, he turned on his back and allowed himself to rise gently until nothing but his face appeared above the surface. By this means he was enabled to draw a full breath, and then, causing himself to sink, he swam under water to the other side of the schooner and rose under her quarter.

Here he paused a minute to breathe, then glided with noiseless strokes to the main chains, which he seized hold of, and, under their shelter, listened intently for at least five minutes.

Not a sound was to be heard on board save the footstep of the solitary watchman who slowly paced the deck, and now and then beguiled the tedium of his vigil by humming a snatch of a sea song.

Gascoyne now felt assured that the crew were ashore enjoying themselves, (as they were wont to do,) in one of the artificial caverns where their goods were concealed. He knew, from his own former experience, that they felt quite secure when once at anchor in the harbour of the Isle of Palms; it was therefore probable that all of them had gone ashore except this man who had been left to take care of the vessel.

Gascoyne now drew himself slowly up into the chains, and remained there for a few seconds in a stooping position, keeping his head below the level of the bulwarks while he squeezed the water out of his lower garments. This done, he waited until the man on deck came close to where he stood, when he sprang on him with the agility of a tiger, threw him down, and placed his hand on his mouth.

It will be your wisest course to be still, my man, said Gascoyne, sternly. You know who I am, and you know what I can do when occasion requires. If you shout when I remove my hand from your mouth you die.

The man seemed to be quite aware of the hopelessness of his case, for he quietly submitted to have his mouth bound with a handkerchief and his hands and feet tied with cords. A few seconds sufficed to accomplish this, after which Gascoyne took him up in his arms as if he had been a child, carried him below, and laid him on one of the cabin lockers. Then, dragging a sheet off one of the beds, he sprang up on deck and waved it over the stern.

Thats the signal for me, said Corrie, who had watched for it eagerly now, uncle Ole, mind you obey orders  youre rather inclined to be mutinous, and that wont pay to-night. If you dont look out, Gascoyne will pitch into you, old boy.

Master Corrie indulged in these impertinent remarks while he was stripping off his jacket and shirt. The exasperated Thorwald attempted to seize him by the neck and shake him, but Corrie flung his jacket in his face, and sprang down the beach like a squirrel. He had wisdom enough, however, to say and do all this in the quietest possible manner, and when he entered the sea he did so with as much caution as Gascoyne himself had done, insomuch that he seemed to melt away like a mischievous sprite.

In a few minutes he was alongside of the Foam; caught a rope that was thrown to him, and quickly stood on the deck.

Well done, Corrie. Clamber over the stern, and slide down by that rope into the little boat that floats there. Take one of the oars, which you will find muffled, and scull to the shore and bring off Thorwald and his men. And, hark ee, boy, bring off my shirt and boots. Now, look alive; your friend Henry Stuarts life may depend on it.

Henrys life! exclaimed Corrie in amazement.

Come, no questions. His life may depend on your promptitude.

Corrie wanted no stronger motive for speed. In a state of surprise mingled with anxious forebodings, he leaped over the stern and was gone in a moment.

The distance between the shore and the schooner being very short, the boat was quickly alongside, and the party, under stout Ole Thorwald, took possession of their prize. Meanwhile Gascoyne had set the jib and fore-topsail, which latter had been left hanging loose from the yard, so that by hauling out the sheets slowly and with great care, the thing was done without noise. The cable was then cut, the boat manned, and the Foam glided out of the bay like a phantom ship.

The moment she got beyond the shelter of the palms her sails filled, and in a few minutes she was rushing through the water at the rate of ten or eleven knots an hour.

Gascoyne stood at the helm and guided her through the intricacies of the dangerous coast with consummate skill, until he reached the bay where the wrecked ship lay. Here he lay to, and sent the boat ashore for the party that had been left at the tent. They were waiting anxiously for his return; great therefore was their astonishment when he sent a message inviting them to go on board the Foam.

The instant they embarked Gascoyne put about, and, ordering the mainsail to be hoisted and one of the reefs to be shaken out of the topsail, ran round to windward of the island, with the foam flying in great masses on either side of the schooner, which lay over so much before the gale that it was scarcely possible to stand on the deck.

The manner in which the pirate captain now acted was calculated to fill the hearts of those whose lives seemed to hang in his hands with alarm if not dismay. His spirit seemed to be stirred within him. There was indeed no anger either in his looks or tones, but there was a stern fixedness of purpose in his manner and aspect which aroused, yet repelled, the curiosity of those around him. Even Ole Thorwald and Montague agreed that it was best to let him alone, for although they might overcome his great physical force by the united strength of numbers, the result would certainly be disastrous, as he was the only one who knew the locality.

On reaching the windward side of the island he threw the schooner up into the wind, and ordered the large boat to be hoisted out and put in the water, Gascoyne issued his commands in a quick loud voice, and Ole shook his head as if he felt that this overbearing manner proved what he had expected, namely, that when the pirate got aboard his own vessel he would come out in his true colours.

Whatever men felt or thought, there was no hesitation in rendering prompt obedience to that voice. The large boat was hoisted off the brass pivot gun amidships and lowered into the water. Then Gascoyne gave the helm to one of the men, with directions to hold it exactly as it then lay, and, hurrying down below, speedily returned, to the astonishment of every one, with a man in his arms.

Now, Connway, said Gascoyne, as he cut the cords that bound the man and removed the handkerchief from his mouth, Im a man of few words, and to-night have less time than usual to speak. I set you free. Get into that boat  one oar will suffice to guide it  the wind will drive it to the island. I send it as a parting gift to Manton and my former associates. It is large enough to hold them all. Tell them that I repent of my sins, and the sooner they do the same the better. I cannot now undo the evil I have done them. I can only furnish the means of escape, so that they may have time and opportunity to mend their ways, and, hark ee, the sooner they leave this plane the better. It will no longer be a safe retreat. Farewell!

While he was speaking he led the man by the arm to the side of the schooner, and constrained him to get into the boat. As he uttered the last word he cut the rope that held it, and let it drop astern.

Gascoyne immediately resumed his place at the helm, and once more the schooner was running through the water, almost gunwale under, towards the place where the Wasp had been wrecked.

Without uttering a word of explanation, and apparently forgetful of every one near him, the pirate continued during the remainder of that night to steer the Foam out and in among the roaring breakers, as if he were trying how near he could venture to the jaws of destruction without actually plunging into them. As the night wore on the sky cleared up, and the scene of foaming desolation that was presented by the breakers in the midst of which they flew, was almost enough to appal the stoutest heart.

The crew looked on in moody silence. They knew that their lives were imperilled, but they felt that they had no resource. No one dared to address the silent, stern man who stood like an iron statue at the helm the whole of that night. Towards morning, he steered out from among the dangerous coral reefs and ran south, straight before the wind.

Then Corrie summoned up courage, and, going aft to Gascoyne, looked up in his face and said  

Youre searching for Henry, I think?

Yes, boy. I am, answered the pirate, and a gleam of kindliness crossed his face for a moment, but it was quickly chased away by a look of deep anxiety, and Corrie retired.

Now that the danger of the night was over, all the people on board became anxious to save Henry or ascertain his fate; but although they searched the ocean far and wide, they saw not a vestige of him or of the Wasp. During this period Gascoyne acted like a bewildered man. He never quitted the helm, night nor day. He only ate a biscuit now and then when it was brought to him, and he did not answer when he was spoken to.

Every one felt sympathy with the man who seemed to mourn so deeply for the lost youth.

At last Montague went up to him and said in a gentle voice  

I fear that Henry is gone.

Gascoyne started as if a sword had pierced him. For one moment he looked fiercely in the young captains face; then an expression of the deepest sadness overspread his countenance as he said  

Do you think there is no hope?

None, said Montague. I grieve to give pain to one who seems to have been an intimate friend of the lad.

He was the son of my oldest and best friend. What would you advise, Mr Montague?

I think  that is to say, dont you think  that it would be as well to put about now?

Gascoynes head dropped on his chest, and for some moments he stood speechless, while his strong hands played nervously with the tiller that they had held so long and so firmly. At last he looked up and said, in a low voice I resign the schooner into your hands, Mr Montague.

Then he went slowly below, and shut himself up in his cabin.

Montague at once put down the helm, and, pointing the schooners prow northward, steered for the harbour of Sandy Cove.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Surly Dick  The Rescue.

We must turn aside here for a short time to follow the fortunes of the Talisman.

When that vessel went in chase of the Foam, after her daring passage across the reefs, she managed to keep her in view until the island was out of sight astern. Then the increasing darkness caused by the squall hid the two vessels from each other, and before the storm passed away the superior sailing qualities of the Foam carried her far beyond the reach of the cruiser.

But Mr Mulroy was not a man to be easily baffled. He resolved to continue the chase, and, supposing that his commander must have got safely to the shore, he made up his mind to proceed southward for a short time, thinking it probable that the pirate would run for the shelter of those remote islands which he knew were seldom visited by merchant ships. The importance of keeping the chase in view as long as possible, and following it up without delay, he felt it would be accepted as a sufficient excuse by Montague for not putting back to take him on board.

The squalls which happened to prevail at that time drove the Talisman farther south than her first lieutenant had intended to go, and she failed to fall in with the pirate schooner. Mulroy cruised far and wide for fully a week; then he gave up the chase as hopeless. Two days after the breaking of the storm that wrecked the Wasp, the Talismans prow was turned northward towards Sandy Cove.

It was the close of a calm beautiful evening when this was done. A gentle breeze fanned the topsails, although it failed to ruffle the sea.

I dont like to be baffled in this way, said Mulroy to the second lieutenant, as they paced the quarterdeck together.

It is very unfortunate, returned the other. Would it not be as well to examine the man called Surly Dick before leaving these waters? You know he let out that there is some island hereabouts at which the pirates are wont to rendezvous. Perhaps by threats, if not by persuasion, he may be induced to tell us where it lies.

True. I had forgotten that fellow altogether. Let him be sent for.

In a few minutes Surly Dick stepped on the quarter-deck and touched his cap. He did not appear to have grown less surly since his introduction on board the frigate. Discipline had evidently a souring effect on his temper.

Your late comrades have escaped me, said the first lieutenant, but you may depend upon it I will catch the villains in the long run.

Itll be a pretty long run before you do, remarked the man, sulkily.

Mulroy looked sternly at him. You forget, said he, that you are a prisoner. Let me advise you to be at least civil in your manner and tone. Whether the run shall be a long or a short one remains to be seen. One thing is pretty certain, namely, that your own run of life will be a very short one. You know the usual doom of a pirate when he is caught.

Surly Dick moved uneasily. I was made a pirate against my will, said he, in a still more sulky tone and disrespectful manner.

You will find it difficult to prove that, returned Mulroy. Meanwhile I shall put you in irons and treat you as you deserve until I can place you in the hands of the civil authorities.

Surly Dick stood first on one leg and then on the other; moved his fingers about nervously, and glanced in the lieutenants face furtively. It was evident that he was ill at ease.

I never committed murder, sir, said he in an improved tone. It wasnt allowed on board of the Avenger, sir. Its a hard case that a fellow should be made a pirate by force, and then be scragged for it, though hes done none o the bloody work.

This may be true, rejoined the lieutenant, but as I have said, you will find it difficult to convince your judges of it. But you will receive a fair trial. There is one thing, however, that will stand in your favour, and that is a full and free confession. If you make this, and give me all the information you can in order to bring your late comrades to justice, your judges will perhaps be disposed to view your case leniently.

Wot more can I confess, sir, said Dick, beginning to look a little more interested. Ive already confessed that I wos made a pirate against my will, and that Ive never done no murder  though I have plundered a little, just like the rest. As for helpin to bring my comrades to justice, I only wish as I knowd how, and Id do it right off, I would.

Surly Dicks expression of countenance when he said this, was a sufficient guarantee that he was in earnest.

There is an island somewhere hereabouts, said the lieutenant, where the pirates are in the habit of hiding sometimes, is there not?

Surly Dick looked at his questioner slyly as he replied There is, sir.

Do you not think it very likely that they may have run there now  that they may be there at this moment?

Its oncommom likely, replied Dick with a grin. Can you direct me how to steer, in order to reach that island?

Surly Dicks aspect changed. He became morose again, and looked silently at his feet for a few moments, as if he were debating something in his own mind. He was in truth perplexed; for, while he was extremely anxious to bring his hated comrades to justice, he was by no means so anxious to let the lieutenant into the secret of the treasures contained in the caverns of the Isle of Palms, all of which he knew would be at once swept hopelessly beyond his grasp if they should be discovered. He also reflected that if he could only manage to get his late companions comfortably hanged, and himself set free for having turned Kings evidence against them, he could return to the island and abstract the wealth it contained by degrees. The brilliant prospect thus opened up to him was somewhat marred, however, by the consideration that some of the pirates might make a confession and let this secret be known, in which case his golden dreams would vanish. The difficulty of making up his mind was so great that he continued for some time to twist his fingers and move his feet uneasily in silence.

Mulroy observed the pirates indecision, and although he knew not its cause to the full extent, he was sufficiently acquainted with human nature to know that now was the moment to overcome the man, if he was to be overcome at all.

Well, well, he said, carelessly, Im sorry to see you throw away your only chance. As for the information you refuse to give, I can do without it. Perhaps I may find some of your late comrades when we make the island, who will stand witness against you. That will do, my man, you may go. Mr Geoffrey, (turning to a midshipman,) will you accompany that pirate forward and see that he is put in irons.

But you dont know where the island is, said Surly Dick, anxiously, as the lieutenant was turning away.

Mulroy turned back No, said he, but you ought to know that when a seaman is aware of the existence of an island, and knows that he is near it, a short time will suffice to enable him to find it.

Again he was about to turn away when Dick cried out Stay, sir, will you stand by me if I shew you the way?

I will not deceive you, said Mulroy, bluntly. If you shew me how to steer for this island, and assist me in every way that you can to catch these villains, I will report what you have done, and the judges at your trial will give what weight they please to the facts; but if you suppose that I will plead for such a rascal as you are, you very much mistake me.

A look of deep hatred settled on the pirates countenance as he said briefly Well, Ill shew you how to steer.

Accordingly Surly Dick, after being shewn a chart, and being made aware of the exact position of the ship, ordered the course to be altered to north-half-east. As this was almost dead in the eye of the light breeze that was blowing, the Talisman had to proceed on her course by the slow process of tacking.

While she was in the act of putting about on one of these tacks, the look-out reported a boat on the lee bow.

Boat on the lee bow! was passed from mouth to mouth, and the order was immediately given to let the frigate fall off. In another minute, instead of ploughing her way slowly and doggedly to windward, the Talisman ran swiftly before the breeze towards a dark object which at a distance resembled a boat with a mast and a small flag flying from it.

It is a raft, I think, observed the second lieutenant, as he adjusted the telescope more perfectly.

You are right, and I think there is someone on it, said Mulroy. I see something like a man lying on it, but whether he is dead or alive I cannot say. There is a flag, undoubtedly  but no one waves a handkerchief or a rag of any kind. Surely, if a living being occupied the raft he would have seen the ship by this time. Stay, he moves! No; it must have been imagination. I fear that he is dead, poor fellow. Stand by to lower a boat.

The lieutenant spoke in a sad voice, for he felt convinced that he had come too late to the aid of some unfortunate who had died in perhaps the most miserable manner in which man can perish.

Henry Stuart did indeed lie on the raft a dead man to all appearance. Towards the evening of his third day, he had suffered very severely from the pangs of hunger. Long and earnestly had he gazed round the horizon, but no sail appeared. He felt that his end was approaching, and in a fit of despair and increasing weakness, he fell on his face in a state of half consciousness. Then he began to pray, and, gradually, he fell into a troubled slumber.

It was while he was in this condition, that the Talisman hove in sight. Henry had frequently fallen into this species of sleep during the last few hours, but he never continued in it long, for the pains of thirst as well as hunger now racked his frame. Nevertheless, he was not much reduced in strength or vigour. A long slow process of dying would have still lain before the poor youth, had it been his lot to perish on that raft.

A delightful dream came over him as he lay. A rich banquet was spread before him. With wolfish desire he grasped the food, and ate as he never ate before. Oh! it was a rare feast that! Each morsel was delicious; each draught was nectar. But he could not devour enough. There was a strange feeling in him that he could by no means eat to satisfaction.

While he was thus feasting in dreams the Talisman drew near. Her bulwarks were crowded with faces gazing earnestly at the bit of red rag that fluttered in the breeze and the pile of loose spars on the mans form lay extended and motionless.

Suddenly Henry awoke with a start, to find that his rich banquet was a terrible delusion! that he was starving to death  and that a large ship was hove-to within a few yards of him!

Starting up on his knees, he uttered a wild shriek. Then, as the truth entered his soul, he raised his hand and gave a faint cheer.

The revulsion of feeling in the crew of the Talisman was overpowering  a long, loud, tremendous cheer burst from every heart!

Lower away! was shouted to the men who stood at the fall-tackles of the boat!

As the familiar sounds broke on Henrys ear, he leaped to his feet, and waving his hand above his head, again attempted to cheer; but his voice failed him. Staggering backwards, he fell fainting into the sea.

Almost at the same instant, a man leaped from the bulwark of the frigate, and swam vigorously towards the raft. It was Richard Price, the boatswain of the frigate. He reached Henry before the boat did, and, grasping his inanimate form, supported him until it came up and rescued them both. A few minutes later Henry Stuart was restored to consciousness, and the surgeon of the frigate was ministering to him such restoratives as his condition seemed to require.




Chapter Twenty Six.

The Capture and the Fire.

Eight days after the rescue of Henry Stuart from a horrible death, as related in the last chapter, the Talisman found herself, late in the afternoon, within about forty hours sail of Sandy Cove.

Mulroy had visited the Isle of Palms, and found that the pirates had flown. The mate of the Avenger and his companions had taken advantage of the opportunity of escape afforded them by Gascoyne, and had hastily quitted their rendezvous with as much of the most valuable portion of their booty as the boat could carry. As this is their last appearance in these pages, it may be as well to say that they were never again heard of. Whether they perished in a storm, or gained some distant land, and followed their former leaders advice  to repent of their sins,  or again took to piracy, and continued the practice of their terrible trade under a more bloody minded captain, we cannot tell. They disappeared as many a band of wicked men has disappeared before, and never turned up again. With these remarks we dismiss them from our tale.

Surly Dick now began to entertain sanguine hopes that he would be pardoned, and that he would yet live to enjoy the undivided booty which he alone knew lay concealed in the Isle of Palms  for, now that he had heard Henrys account of the landing of Gascoyne on the island, he never doubted that the pirates would fly in haste from a spot that was no longer unknown to others, and that they would be too much afraid of being captured to venture to return to it.

It was, then, with a feeling of no small concern that the pirate heard the look-out shout on the afternoon referred to, Sail ho!

Where away?

On the lee beam.

The course of the frigate was at once changed, and she ran down towards the strange sail.

A schooner, sir, observed the second lieutenant to Mr Mulroy.

It looks marvellously like the Foam, alias the Avenger, observed the latter. Beat to quarters. If this rascally pirate has indeed been thrown in our way again, we will give him a warm reception. Why, the villain has actually altered his course, and is standing towards us.

Dont you think it is just possible, suggested Henry Stuart, that Gascoyne may have captured the vessel from his mate, and now comes to meet us as a friend?

I dont know that, said Mulroy, in an excited tone, for he could not easily forget the rough usage his vessel had received at the hands of the bold pirate. I dont know that. No doubt Gascoynes mate was against him; but the greater part of the crew were evidently in his favour, else why the secret manner in which he was deprived of his command? No, no. Depend upon it the villain has got hold of his schooner and will keep it. By a fortunate chance we have again met; I will see to it that we do not part without a close acquaintance. Yet why he should throw himself into my very arms in this way, puzzles me. Ha! I see his big gun amidships. It is uncovered. No doubt he counts on his superior sailing powers, and means to give us a shot and shew us his heels. Well, we shall see.

There goes his flag, observed the second lieutenant.

What! eh! Its the Union Jack! exclaimed Mulroy.

I doubt not that your own captain commands the schooner, said Henry, who had of course, long before this time, made the first lieutenant of the Talisman acquainted with Montagues capture by the pirate, along with Alice and her companions. You naturally mistrust Gascoyne, but I have reason to believe that, on this occasion at least, he is a true man.

Mulroy returned no answer, for the two vessels were now almost near enough to enable those on board to distinguish faces with the telescope. A very few minutes sufficed to remove all doubts; and, a quarter of an hour later, Montague stood on his own quarterdeck, receiving the congratulations of his officers, while Henry Stuart was seized upon and surrounded by his friends Corrie, Alice, Poopy, the missionary, and Ole Thorwald.

In the midst of a volley of excited conversation Henry suddenly exclaimed, But what of Gascoyne? Where is the pirate captain?

Why, weve forgotten him, exclaimed Thorwald, whose pipe was doing duty like a factory chimney. I shouldnt wonder if he took advantage of us just now to give us the slip!

No fear of that, said Mr Mason. Poor fellow, he has felt your loss terribly, Henry, for we all believed that you were lost; but I am bound to confess that none of us have shewn a depth of sorrow equal to that of Gascoyne. It seems unaccountable to me. He has not shewn his face on deck since the day he gave up all hope of rescuing you, and has eaten nothing but a biscuit now and then, which he would suffer no one but Corrie to take to him.

Poor Gascoyne, I will go and relieve his mind, said Henry, turning to quit the quarterdeck.

Now, the noise created by the meeting of the two vessels had aroused Gascoyne from the lethargic state of mind and body to which he had given way. Coming on deck, he was amazed to find himself close to the Talisman. A boat lay alongside the Foam, into which he jumped, and, sculling towards the frigate, he stepped over the bulwarks just as Henry turned to go in search of him.

The pirate captains face wore a haggard, careworn, humbled look, that was very different from its usual bold, lion-like expression. No one can tell what a storm had passed through the strong mans breast while he lay alone on the floor of his cabin. The deep, deep sorrow  the remorse for sin  the bitterness of soul when he reflected that his present misery was chargeable only to himself. A few nights had given him the aspect of a much older man.

For a few seconds he stood glancing round the quarterdeck of the Talisman with a look of mingled curiosity and sadness. But when his eye fell on the form of Henry he turned deadly pale, and trembled like an aspen leaf.

Well, Gascoyne, my  my  friend, said the youth with some hesitation as he advanced.

The shout that Gascoyne uttered on hearing the young mans voice was almost superhuman. It was something like a mingled cheer and cry of agony. In another moment he sprang forward, and seizing Henry in his arms, pressed him to his breast with a grasp that rendered the youth utterly powerless.

Almost instantly he released him from his embrace, and seizing his hand, said, in a wild, gay, almost fierce manner  

Come, Henry, lad, I have somewhat to say to you. Come with me.

He forced rather than led the amazed youth into the boat, sculled to the schooner, hurried him into the cabin, and shut and locked the door.

We need scarcely say that all this was a matter of the deepest curiosity and interest to those who witnessed it; but they were destined to remain with their curiosity unsatisfied for some time after that.

When Henry Stuart issued from the cabin of the Avenger after that mysterious interview, his countenance wore a surprised and troubled expression. Gascoynes, on the contrary, was grave and calm, yet cheerful. He was more like his former self.

The young man was, of course, eagerly questioned as to what had been said to him, and why the pirate had shewn such fondness for him; but the only reply that could be got from him was, I must not tell. It is a private matter. You shall know time enough.

With this answer they were fain to be content  even Corrie failed to extract anything more definite from his friend.

A prize crew was put on board the Foam, and the two vessels proceeded towards the harbour of Sandy Cove in company.

Henry and his friends went in the Foam, but Gascoyne was detained a prisoner on board the Talisman. Montague felt that it was his duty to put him in irons, but he could not prevail on himself to heap unnecessary indignity on the head of one who had rendered him such good service, so he left him at large, intending to put him in irons only when duty compelled him to do so.

During the night a stiff breeze amounting almost to a gale of fair wind sprang up, and the two vessels flew towards their destination, but the Foam left her bulky companion far behind.

That night a dark and savage mind was engaged on board the Talisman in working out a black and desperate plot. Surly Dick saw, in the capture of Gascoyne and the Foam, the end of all his cherished hopes, and in a fit of despair and rage he resolved to be avenged.

This man, when he first came on board the frigate, had not been known as a pirate, and afterwards, as we have seen, he had been treated with leniency on account of his offer to turn informant against his former associates. In the stirring events that followed he had been overlooked, and, on the night of which we are writing he found himself free to retire to his hammock with the rest of the watch.

In the night, when the wind was howling mournfully through the rigging, and the greater part of the crew were buried in repose, this man rose stealthily from his hammock, and with noiseless tread found his way to a dark corner of the ship where the eyes of the sentries were not likely to observe him. Here he had made preparations for his diabolical purpose. Drawing a flint and steel from his pocket, he proceeded to strike a light. This was procured in a few seconds, and as the match flared up in his face it revealed the workings of a countenance in which all the strongest and worst passions of human nature had stamped deep and terrible lines.

The pirate had taken the utmost care, by arranging an old sail over the spot, to prevent the reflection of the light being seen. It revealed a large mass of oakum and tar. Into the heart of this he thrust the match, and instantly glided away, as he had come, stealthily and without noise.

For a few seconds the fire smouldered, for the sail that covered it kept it down, as well as hid it from view. But such combustible material could not be smothered long. The smell of burning soon reached one of the marines stationed on the lower-deck, who instantly gave the alarm; but almost before the words had passed his lips the flames burst forth.

Fire! fire! fire!

What a scene ensued! There was confusion at first, for no sound at sea rings so terribly in the ear as the shout of Fire!

But speedily the stern discipline on board a man-of-war prevailed. Men were stationed in rows; the usual appliances for the extinction of fire were brought into play; buckets of water were passed down below as fast as they could be drawn. No miscellaneous shouting took place; but the orders that were necessary, and the noise of action, together with the excitement and the dense smoke that rolled up the hatchway, produced a scene of the wildest and most stirring description.

In the midst of this the pirate captain, as might have been expected, performed a prominent part. His great physical strength enabled him to act with a degree of vigour that rendered his aid most valuable. He wrought with the energy of a huge mechanical power, and with a quick promptitude of perception and a ready change of action which is denied to mere, mechanism. He tore down the bulk-heads that rendered it difficult to get at the place where the fire was; he hurled bucket after bucket of water on the glowing mass, and rushed, amid clouds of hot steam and suffocating smoke, with piles of wet blankets to smother it out.

Montague and he wrought together. The young captain issued his orders as calmly as if there were no danger, yet with a promptitude and vigour that inspired his men with confidence. Gascoynes voice was never heard. He obeyed orders and acted as circumstances required, but he did not presume, as men are too apt to do on such occasions, to give orders and advice when there was a legitimate commander. Only once or twice were the deep tones of his bass voice heard, when he called for more water, or warned the more daring among the men when danger from falling timber threatened them.

But all this availed not to check the flames. The men were quickly driven upon deck, and it soon became evident that the vessel must perish. The fire burst through the hatchways, and in a short time began to leap up the rigging.

It now became necessary to make arrangements for the saving of the crew.

Nothing more can be done, Mr Mulroy, said Montague, in a calm voice that accorded ill with the state of his mind. Get the boats ready, and order the men to assemble on the quarter-deck.

If we were only nearer the island, said Gascoyne in a low tone, as if he were talking to himself, we might run her on the reef, and the breakers would soon put out the fire.

That would be little consolation to me, said Montague, with a bitter smile. Lower the boats, Mr Mulroy. The Foam has observed our condition, I see; let them row to it. I will go in the gig.

The first lieutenant hastened to obey the order, and the men embarked in the boats, lighted by the flames, which were now roaring high up the masts.

Meanwhile, the man who had been the cause of all this was rushing about the deck, a furious maniac. He had wrought at the fire almost as fiercely as Gascoyne himself, and now that all hope was past, he continued, despite the orders of Montague to the contrary, to draw water and rush with bucket after bucket into the midst of the roaring flames. At last he disappeared, no one knew where, and no one cared, for in such a scene he was soon forgotten.

The last man left the ship when the heat on the poop became so great that it was scarcely possible to stand there. Still Montague and Gascoyne stood side by side near the taffrail, and the gig with her crew floated just below them. The last boatful of men pulled away from the burning vessel, and then Montague turned with a deep sigh and said  

Now, Mr Gascoyne, get into the boat. I must be the last man to quit the ship.

Without a word Gascoyne swung himself over the stern, and, sliding down by a rope, dropped into the boat. Montague followed, and they rowed away.

Just at that moment Surly Dick sprang on the bulwarks, and holding on by the mizzen-shrouds took off his hat and cheered.

Ha! ha! he shrieked, with a fiendish laugh, Ive escaped you, have I? escaped you  hurrah! and with another wild shriek he leaped on the hot deck, and, seizing a bucket, resumed his self-imposed duty of deluging the fire with water.

Pull, pull, lads! we cant leave the miserable man to perish, cried Montague, starting up, while the men rowed after the frigate with their utmost might. But in vain. Already she was far from them, and ever increased the distance as she ran before the gale.

As long as the ship lasted the poor maniac was seen diligently pursuing his work  stopping now and then to spring on the bulwarks and give another cheer.

At last the blazing vessel left boats and schooner far behind, and the flames rose in great flakes and tongues above her top-masts, while the smoke rolled in dense black volumes away to leeward.

While the awe-stricken crew watched her there came a sudden flash of bright white flame, as if a volcano had leaped out of the ocean. The powder-magazine had caught. It was followed by a roaring crash that seemed to rend the very heavens. A thick darkness settled over the scene  and the vessel that a few hours before had been a noble frigate, was scattered on the ocean a mass of blackened ruins.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Pacific is not always calm, but neither is it always stormy. We think it necessary to make this latter observation, because the succession of short-lived gales and squalls which have been prominently and unavoidably brought forward in our tale might lead the reader to deem the name of this ocean inappropriate.

Although the sea was not quite so still now, owing to the swell caused by the recent gale, it was quite as glassy as it was then. The sun, too, was as hot and the sky as brilliant, but the aspect of the Foam was much changed. The deep quiet was gone. Crowded on every part of the deck, and even down in her hold, were the crew of the man-of-war, lolling about listlessly and sadly, or conversing with grave looks about the catastrophe which had deprived them so suddenly of their floating home.

Gascoyne and Henry leaned over the stern in order to avoid being overheard by those around them, and conversed in low tones.

But why not attempt to escape? said the latter, in reply to some observation made by his companion.

Because I am pledged to give myself up to justice.

No; not to justice, replied the youth, quickly. You said you would give yourself up to me and Mr Mason. I for one wont act the part of a  a

Thief-catcher, suggested Gascoyne.

Well, put it so if you will; and I am certain that the missionary will not have anything to do with your capture. He will say that the officers of justice are bound to attend to such matters. It would be perfectly right in you to try to escape.

Ah! Henry, your feelings have warped your judgment, said Gascoyne, shaking his head. It is strange how men will prevaricate and deceive themselves when they want to reason themselves into a wrong course or out of a right one. But what you or Mr Mason think or will do has nothing to do with my course of action.

But the law holds, if I mistake not, that a man is not bound to criminate himself, said Henry.

I know not and care not what the law of man holds, replied the other, sadly. I have forfeited my life to my country, and I am willing to lay it down.

Nay, not your life, said Henry; you have done no murder.

Well, then, at least my liberty is forfeited. I shall leave it to those who judge me whether my life shall be taken or no. I sometimes wish that I could get away to some distant part of the world, and there, by living the life of an honest man, try to undo, if possible, a little of what I have done. But, woes me, wishes and regrets come too late. No, I must be content to reap what I have sown.

They will be certain to hang you, said the youth, bitterly.

I think it likely they will, replied his companion.

And would you call that justice? asked Henry, sharply. Whatever punishment you may deserve, you do not deserve to die. You know well enough that your own word will go for nothing, and no one else can bear witness in your favour. You will be regarded simply as a notorious pirate. Even if some of the people whose lives you have spared while taking their goods should turn up, their testimony could not prove that you had not murdered others; so your fate is certain if you go to trial. Have you any right, then, to compass your own death by thus giving yourself up?

Ah! boy, your logic is not sound.

But answer my question, said the youth, testily, Henry, plead with me no longer, said Gascoyne, in a deep, stern tone. My mind is made up. I have spent many years in dishonesty and self-deception. It is perhaps possible that by a life devoted to doing good, I might in the long run benefit men more than I have damaged them. This is just possible, I say, though I doubt it; but I have promised to give myself up whenever this cruise is at an end, and I wont break the last promise I am likely to give in this world; so do not attempt to turn me, boy.

Henry made no reply, but his knitted brows and compressed lips shewed that a struggle was going on within him. Suddenly he stood erect, and said firmly  

Be it so, Gascoyne. I will hold you to your promise. You shall not escape me!

With this somewhat singular reply, Henry left his surprised companion and mingled with the crowd of men who stood on the quarter-deck.

A light breeze had now sprung up, and the Foam was gliding rapidly towards the island. Gascoynes deep voice was still heard at intervals issuing a word of command; for, as he knew the reefs better than any one else on board, Montague had intrusted him with the pilotage of the vessel into harbour.

When they had passed the barrier-reef, and were sailing over the calm waters of the enclosed lagoon in the direction of Sandy Cove, the young officer went up to the pirate captain with a perplexed air and a degree of hesitation that was very foreign to his character.

Gascoyne flushed deeply when he observed him. I know what you would say to me, he said, quickly. You have a duty to perform. I am ready.

Gascoyne, said Montague, with deep earnestness of tone and manner, I would willingly spare you this, but, as you say, I have a duty to perform. I would, with all my heart, that it had fallen to other hands. Believe me, I appreciate what you have done within the last few days, and I believe what you have said in regard to yourself and your career. All this, you may depend upon it, will operate powerfully with your judges. But you know I cannot permit you to quit this vessel a free man.

I know it, said Gascoyne, calmly.

And  and (here Montague stammered and came to an abrupt pause.)

Say on, Captain Montague. I appreciate your generosity in feeling for me thus; but I am prepared to meet whatever awaits me.

It is necessary, resumed Montague, that you should be manacled before I take you on shore.

Gascoyne started. He had not thought of this. He had not fully realised the fact that he was to be deprived of his liberty so soon. In the merited indignity which was now to be put upon him, he recognised the opening act of the tragedy which was to terminate with his life.

Be it so, he said, lowering his head and sitting down on a carronade, in order to avoid the gaze of those who surrounded him.

While this was being done, the youthful Corrie was in the fore-part of the schooner whispering eagerly to Alice and Poopy.

O Alice, Ive seen him! exclaimed the lad.

Seen who? inquired Alice, raising her pretty little eyebrows just the smallest morsel.

Why, the boatswain of the Talisman, Dick Price, you know, who jumped overboard to save Henry when he fell off the raft. Come, Ill point him out.

So saying, Corrie edged his way through the crowd until he could see the windlass. Here, seated on a mass of chain cable, sat a remarkably rugged specimen of the British boatswain. He was extremely short, excessively broad, uncommonly jovial, and remarkably hairy. He wore his round hat so far on the back of his head that it was a marvel how it managed to hang there, and smoked a pipe so black that the most powerful imagination could hardly conceive of its ever having been white, and so short that it seemed all head and no stem.

Thats him! said Corrie, eagerly.

Oh! is it? replied Alice, with much interest.

Hee! hee! observed Poopy.

Stand by to let go the anchor, shouted Montague.

Instantly bustle and noise prevailed everywhere. The crew of the lost frigate had started up on hearing the order, but having no stations to run to, they expended the energy that had been awakened in shuffling about and opening an animated conversation in under tones.

Soon the schooner swept round the point that had hitherto shut out the view of Sandy Cove, and a few minutes later the rattling of the chain announced that the voyage of the Foam had terminated.

Immediately after, a boat was lowered, and Gascoyne was conveyed by a party of marines to the shore, and lodged in the prison which had been but recently occupied by our friend John Bumpus.

Mrs Stuart had purposely kept out of the way when she heard of the arrival of the Foam. She knew Gascoyne so well that she felt sure he would succeed in recapturing his schooner. But she also knew that in doing this he would necessarily release Montague from his captivity, in which case it was certain that the pirate captain, having promised to give himself up, would be led on shore a prisoner. She could not bear to witness this; but no sooner did she hear of his being lodged in jail than she prepared to visit him.

As she was about to issue from her cottage, Henry met her and clasped her in his arms. The meeting would have doubtless been a warmer one had the mother known what a narrow escape her son had so recently had. But Mrs Stuart was accustomed to part from Henry for weeks at a time, and regarded this return in much the same light as former homecomings, except in so far as he had news of their lost friends to give her. She welcomed him therefore with a kiss and a glad smile, and then hurried him into the house to inquire about the result of the voyage.

I have already heard of your success in finding Alice and our friends. Come, tell me more.

Have you heard how nearly I was lost, mother?

Lost! exclaimed the widow in surprise; no, I have heard nothing of that.

Henry rapidly narrated his escape from the wreck of the Wasp, and then, looking earnestly in his mothers anxious face he said, slowly  

But you do not ask for Gascoyne, mother. Do you know that he is now in the jail?

The widow looked perplexed. I know it, said she. I was just going to see him when you came in.

Ah! mother, said Henry, reproachfully, why did you not tell me sooner about Gascoyne? I

He was interrupted here by Corrie and Alice rushing into the room, the latter of whom threw herself into the widows arms and burst into tears, while Master Corrie indulged in some eccentric bounds and cheers by way of relieving his feelings. For some time Henry allowed them to talk eagerly to each other; then he told Corrie and Alice that he had something of importance to say to his mother, and led her into an adjoining room.

Corrie had overheard the words spoken by Henry just as he entered, and great was his curiosity to know what was the mystery connected with the pirate captain. This curiosity was intensified when he heard a half-suppressed shriek in the room where mother and son were closeted. For one moment he was tempted to place his ear to the key-hole! But a blush covered his fat cheeks at the very thought of acting such a disgraceful part. Like a wise fellow he did not give the tempter a second opportunity, but, seizing the hand of his companion, said  

Come along, Alice, well go seek for Bumpus.

Half-an-hour afterwards the widow stood at the jail door. The jailer was an intimate friend, and considerately retired during the interview.

O Gascoyne, has it come to this? She sat down beside the pirate, and grasped one of his manacled hands in both of hers.

Even so, Mary, my hour has come. I do not complain of my doom. I have brought it on myself.

But why not try to escape? said Mrs Stuart, earnestly. There are some here who could aid you.

Here the widow attempted to reason with Gascoyne, as her son had done before, but with similar want of success. Gascoyne remained immovable. He did indeed betray deep emotion while the woman reasoned with him, in tones of intense earnestness; but he would not change his mind. He said that if Montague, as the representative of the law, would set him free in consideration of what he had recently done, he would accept of liberty; but nothing would induce him to attempt to escape.

Leaving him in this mood, Mrs Stuart hurried to the cottage where Montague had taken up his abode.

The young captain received her kindly. Having learned from Corrie all about the friendship that existed between the widow and Gascoyne, he listened with the utmost consideration to her.

It is impossible, said he, shaking his head; I cannot set him free.

Do his late services weigh nothing with you? pleaded the widow.

My dear madam, replied Montague, sorrowfully, you forget that I am not his judge. I have no right to weigh the circumstances of his case. He is a convicted and self-acknowledged pirate. My only duty is to convey him to England and hand him over to the officers of justice. I sympathise with you, indeed I do, for you seem to take his case to heart very much, but I cannot help you. I must do my duty. The Foam will be ready for sea in a few days, in it I shall convey Gascoyne to England.

O Mr Montague, I do take his case to heart, as you say, and no one on this earth has more cause to do so. Will it interest you more in Gascoyne, and induce you to use your influence in his favour, if I tell you that  that  he is my husband?

Your husband! cried Montague, springing up and pacing the apartment with rapid strides.

Ay, said Mrs Stuart, mournfully, covering her face with her hands; I had hoped that this secret would die with me and him, but in the hope that it may help, ever so little, to save his life, I have revealed it to you.

Believe me, the secret shall be safe in my keeping, said Montague, tenderly, as he sat down again and drew his chair near to that of Mrs Stuart. But, alas! I do not see how it is possible for me to help your husband. I will use my utmost influence to mitigate his sentence, but I cannot, I dare not set him free.

The poor woman sat pale and motionless while the captain said this. She began to perceive that all hope was gone, and felt despair settling down on her heart.

What will be his doom, said she, in a husky voice, if his life is spared?

I do not know. At least I am not certain. My knowledge of criminal law is very slight, but I should suppose it would be transportation for

Montague hesitated, and could not find it in his heart to add the word life.

Without uttering a word Mrs Stuart rose, and, staggering from the room, hastened with a quick unsteady step towards her own cottage.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

A Peculiar Confidant  More Difficulties, And Various Plans To Overcome Them.

When Alice Mason was a little child, there was a certain tree near her fathers house to which, in her hours of sorrow, she was wont to run and tell it all the grief of her overflowing heart. She firmly believed that this tree heard and understood and sympathised with all that she said. There was a hole in the stem into which she was wont to pour her complaints, and when she had thus unburthened her heart to her silent confidant she felt comforted, as one feels when a human friend has shared ones sorrows.

When the child became older, and her sorrows were heavier and, perhaps, more real, her well-nurtured mind began to rise to a higher source for comfort. Habit and inclination led her indeed to the same tree, but when she kneeled upon its roots and leaned against its stem, she poured out her heart into the bosom of Him who is ever present, and who can be touched with a feeling of our infirmities.

Almost immediately after landing on the island Alice sought the umbrageous shelter of her old friend and favourite, and on her knees thanked God for restoring her to her father and her home.

To the same place the missionary directed his steps, for he knew it well, and doubtless expected to find his daughter there.

Alice, dear, I have good news to tell you, said the missionary, sitting down beside her.

I know what it is! cried Alice, eagerly.

What do you think it is, my pet?

Gascoyne is to be forgiven! am I right?

Mr Mason shook his head sadly No, that is not what I have to tell you. Poor fellow, I would that I had some good news to give you about him; but I fear there is no hope for him  I mean as regards his being pardoned by man.

Alice sighed, and her face expressed the deepest tenderness and sympathy.

Why do you take so great an interest in this man, dear? said her father.

Because Mary Stuart loves him, and I love Mary Stuart. And Corrie seemed to like him, too, since he has come to know him better. Besides, has he not saved my life, and Captain Montagues, and Corries? Corrie tells me that he is very sorry for the wicked things he has done, and he thinks that if his life is spared he will become a good man. Has he been very wicked, papa?

Yes, very wicked. He has robbed many people of their goods, and has burnt and sunk their vessels.

Alice looked horrified.

But, continued her father, I am convinced of the truth of his statement  that he has never shed human blood. Nevertheless, he has been very wicked, and the fact that he has such a powerful will, such commanding and agreeable manners, only makes his guilt the greater, for there is less excuse for his having devoted such powers and qualities to the service of Satan. I fear that his judges will not take into account his recent good deeds and his penitence. They will not pardon him.

Father, said Alice, earnestly, God pardons the chief of sinners  why will not man do so?

The missionary was somewhat perplexed as to how he should reply to such a difficult question.

My child, said he, the law of God and the law of man must be obeyed, or the punishment must be inflicted on the disobedient  both laws are alike in this respect. In the case of Gods law, Jesus Christ our Lord obeyed it, bore the punishment for us, and set our souls free. But in the case of mans law, who is to bear Gascoynes punishment and set him free?

As poor Alice could not answer this, she cast down her tearful eyes, sighed again, and looked more miserable than ever.

But come, my pet, resumed Mr Mason, you must guess again. It is really good news  try.

I cant, said Alice, looking up in her fathers face with animation and shaking her head; I never could guess anything rightly.

What would you think the best thing that could happen? said her father.

The child looked intently at the ground for a few seconds and pursed her rosy little mouth, while the smallest possible frown  the result of intellectual exertion  knitted her fair brow.

The best thing that could happen, said she, slowly, would be that all the whole world should become good.

Well done, Alice! exclaimed her father, laughing; you have certainly taken the widest possible view of the subject. But you have soared a little too high; yet you have not altogether missed the mark. What would you say if the chiefs of the heathen village were to cast their idols into the fire, and ask me to come over and teach them how to become Christians?

Oh! have they really done this? cried Alice in eager surprise.

Indeed they have. I have just seen and had a talk with some of their chief men, and have promised to go over to their village to-morrow. I came up here just to tell you this, and to say that your friend the widow will take care of you while I am away.

And shall we have no more wars  no more of these terrible deeds of blood? inquired the child, while a shudder passed through her frame at the recollection of what she had heard and seen during her short life on that island.

I trust not, my lamb. I believe that God has heard our prayers, and that the Prince of Peace will henceforth rule in this place. But I must go and prepare for this work. Come, will you go with me?

Leave me here for a little, papa; I wish to think it over all alone.

Kissing her forehead, the missionary left her. When he was out of sight the little girl sat down, and, nestling between two great roots of her favourite tree, laid her head against the stem and shut her eyes.

But poor Alice was not left long to her solitary meditations. There was a peculiarly attractive power about her which drew other creatures around her wherever she might chance to be.

The first individual who broke in upon her was that animated piece of ragged door-mat, Toozle. This imbecile little dog was not possessed of much delicacy of feeling, having been absent on a private excursion of his own into the mountain when the schooner arrived, he only became aware of the return of his lost, loved, and deeply-regretted mistress, when he came back from his trip. The first thing that told him of her presence was his own nose, the black point of which protruded with difficulty a quarter of an inch beyond the mass of matting which totally extinguished his eyes, and, indeed, every other portion of his head.

Coming down the hill immediately behind Sandy Cove at a breakneck scramble, Toozle happened to cross the path by which his mistress had ascended to her tree. The instant he did so, he came to a halt so sudden that one might have fancied he had been shot. In another moment he was rushing up the hill in wild excitement, giving an occasional yelp of mingled surprise and joy as he went along. The footsteps led him a little beyond the tree and then turned down towards it, so that he had the benefit of the descent in making the final onset.

The moment he came in sight of Alice he began to bark and yelp in such an eager way that the sounds produced might be described as an intermittent scream. He charged at once with characteristic want of consideration, and, plunging headlong into Alices bosom, sought to cover her face with kisses  i.e., with licks, that being the well-known canine method of doing the thing.

O Toozle, how glad, glad, glad, I am to see you, my own darling Toozle! cried Alice, actually shedding tears.

Toozle screamed with delight. It was almost too much for him. Again and again he attempted to lick her face, a familiarity which Alice gently declined to permit, so he was obliged to content himself with her hand.

It has often struck us as surprising, that little dogs  usually so intelligent and apt to learn in other matters  should be so dull of apprehension in this. Toozle had the experience of a lifetime to convince him that Alice objected to have her face licked, and would on no account permit it, although she was extremely liberal in regard to her hands; but Toozle ignored the authority of experience. He was at this time a dog of mature years, but his determination to kiss Alice was as strong as it had been when, in the tender years of infancy, he had entertained the mistaken belief that she was his own mother.

He watched every unguarded moment to thrust forward his black, not to say impertinent, little snout; and, although often reproved, he still remained unconvinced, resolutely returned to the charge, and was not a bit ashamed of himself.

On the present occasion Toozle behaved like a canine lunatic, and Alice was beginning to think of exercising a little tender violence in order to restrain his superabundant glee, when another individual appeared on the scene, and for a time, at least, relieved her.

The second comer was our dark friend, Kekupoopi. She by some mischance had got separated from her young mistress, and immediately went in search of her. She found her at once of course, for, as water finds its level, so love finds its object without much loss of time.

O Toozle; hee! hee! am dat you? exclaimed Poopy, who was as much delighted in her way to see the dog as Alice had been.

Toozle was, in his way, as much delighted to see Poopy as he had been to see Alice  no, we are wrong, not quite so much as that, but still extremely glad to see her, and evinced his joy by extravagant sounds and actions. He also evinced his scorn for the opinion that some foolish persons hold, namely, that black people are not as good as white, by rushing into Poopys arms and attempting to lick her black face as he had tried to do to Alice. As the dark-skinned girl had no objection, (for tastes differ, you see,) and received the caresses with a quiet Hee! hee! Toozle was extremely gratified.

Now it happened that Jo Bumpus, oppressed with a feeling of concern for his former captain, and with a feeling of doubt as to the stirring events in which he was an actor being waking realities, had wandered up the mountain-side in order to indulge in profound philosophical reflections.

Happening to hear the noise caused by the joyful meeting which we have just described, he turned aside to see what all the row could be about, and thus came unexpectedly on Alice and her friends.

About the same time it chanced, (for things sometimes do happen by chance in a very remarkable way,) it chanced that Will Corrie, being also much depressed about Gascoyne, resolved to take into his confidence Dick Price the boatswain, with whom during their short voyage together he had become intimate.

He found that worthy seated on a cask at the end of the rude pile of coral rocks that formed the quay of Sandy Cove, surrounded by some of his shipmates, all of whom, as well as himself, were smoking their pipes and discussing things in general.

Corrie went forward and pulled Dick by the sleeve.

Hallo! boy, what dye want with me? said the boatswain.

I want to speak to you.

Well, lad, fire away.

Yes, but I want you to come with me, said the boy, with an anxious and rather mysterious look.

Very good!  heave ahead, said the boatswain, getting up, and following Corrie with a peculiarly nautical roll.

After he had been led through the settlement and a considerable way up the mountain in silence, the boatswain suddenly stopped, and said Hallo! hold on; my timbers wont stand much more o this sort o thing. I was built for navigatin the seas,  I was not for cruisin on the land. Were far enough out of ear-shot, I spose, in this here bit of a plantation. Come, what have ye got to say to me? You aint a-goin to tell me the Freemasons word, are ye? For, if so, dont trouble yourself, I wouldnt listen to it on no account watever. Its too mysterious that is for me.

Dick Price, said Corrie, looking up in the face of the seaman, with a serious expression that was not often seen on his round countenance, youre a man.

The boatswain looked down at the youthful visage in some surprise.

Well, I spose I am, said he, stroking his beard complacently.

And you know what it is to be misunderstood, misjudged, dont you?

Well, now I come to think on it, I believe I have had that misfortune  specially wen Ive ordered the powder-monkies to make less noise, for them younkers never do seem to understand me. As for misjudgin, Ive often an over again heard em say I was the crossest feller they ever did meet with, but they never was more out in their reckoning.

Corrie did not smile; he did not betray the smallest symptom of power either to appreciate or to indulge in jocularity at that moment. But feeling that it was useless to appeal to the former experience of the boatswain, he changed his plan of attack.

Dick Price, said he, its a hard case for an innocent man to be hanged.

So it is, boy,  oncommon hard. I once knowd a poor feller as was hanged for murderin his old grandmother. It was afterwards found out that hed never done the deed; but he was the most incorrigible thief and poacher in the whole place, so it warnt such a mistake after all.

Dick Price, said Corrie, gravely, at the same time laying his hand impressively on his companions arm, Im a tremendous joker  awful fond o fun and skylarkin.

Pon my word, lad, if you hadnt said so yourself, Id scarce have believed it. You dont look like it just now, by no manner o means.

But I am though, continued Corrie; and I tell you that in order to shew you that I am very, very much in earnest at this moment; and that you must give your mind to what Ive got to say.

The boatswain was impressed by the fervour of the boy. He looked at him in surprise for a few seconds, then nodded his head, and said, Fire away!

You know that Gascoyne is in prison! said Corrie.

In course I does. Thats one rascally pirate less on the seas, anyhow.

Hes not so bad as you think, Dick.

Whew! whistled the boatswain. Youre a friend of his, are ye?

No; not a friend, but neither am I an enemy. You know he saved my life, and the lives of two of my friends, and of your own captain, too.

Well, theres no denying that; but he must have been the means of takin away more lives than what he has saved.

No, he hasnt, cried Corrie, eagerly. Thats it, thats just the point; he has saved more than he ever took away, and hes sorry for what he has done; yet theyre going to hang him. Now, I say, thats sinful  its not just. It shant be done if I can prevent it; and you must help me to get him out of this scrape  you must indeed, Dick Price.

The boatswain was quite taken aback. He opened his eyes wide with surprise, and putting his head to one side, gazed earnestly and long at the boy as if he had been a rare old painting.

Before he could reply, the furious barking of a dog attracted Corries attention. He knew it to be the voice of Toozle. Being well acquainted with the locality of Alices tree, he at once concluded that she was there, and knowing that she would certainly side with him, and that the side she took must necessarily be the winning side, he resolved to bring Dick Price within the fascination of her influence.

Come, follow me, said he; well talk it over with a friend of mine.

The seaman followed the boy obediently, and in a few minutes stood beside Alice.

Corrie had expected to find her there, but he had not counted on meeting with Poopy and Jo Bumpus.

Hallo! Grampus, is that you?

Wot! Corrie, my boy, is it yourself? Give us your flipper, small though it be. I didnt think Id niver see ye agin, lad.

No more did I, Grampus; it was very nearly all up with us.

Ah! my boy, said Bumpus, becoming suddenly very grave, youve no notion how near it was all up with me. Why, you wont believe it  I was all but scragged.

Dear me! what is scragged? inquired Alice.

You dont mean for to say you dont know? exclaimed Bumpus.

No, indeed, I dont.

Why, it means bein hanged. I was so near hanged, just a day or two back, that Ive had an orrible pain in my neck ever since at the bare thought of it! But whos your friend? said Bumpus, turning to the boatswain.

Oh! I forgot him  hes the boatswain of the Talisman. Dick Price, this is my friend, John Bumpus.

Glad to know you, Dick Price.

Same to you, and luck, John Bumpus.

The two sea-dogs joined their enormous palms, and shook hands cordially.

After these two had indulged in a little desultory conversation, Will Corrie, who, meanwhile, consulted with Alice in an undertone, brought them back to the point that was uppermost in his mind.

Now, said he, it comes to this,  we must not let Gascoyne be hanged.

Why, Corrie, cried Bumpus, in surprise, thats the very thing I was a-thinkin of wen I comed up here and found Miss Alice under the tree.

I am glad to hear that, Jo; its what has been on my own mind all the morning. But Dick Price here is not convinced that he deserves to escape. Now; you tell him all you know about Gascoyne, and Ill tell him all I know, and if he dont believe us, Alice and Poopy will tell him all they know, and if that wont do, you and I will take him up by the legs and pitch him into the sea!

That bein how the case stands  fire away, said Dick Price with a grin, sitting down on the grass and busily filling his pipe.

Dick was not so hard to be convinced as Corrie had feared. The glowing eulogiums of Bumpus, and the earnest pleadings of Alice, won him over very soon. He finally agreed to become one of the conspirators.

But how is the thing to be done? asked Corrie in some perplexity.

Ah! thats the pint, observed Dick, looking profoundly wise.

Nothin easier, said Bumpus, whose pipe was by this time keeping pace with that of his new friend. The case is as clear as mud. Heres how it is. Gascoyne is in limbo; well, we are out of limbo. Good. Then, all weve got for to do is to break into limbo and shove Gascoyne out of limbo, and help him to escape. Its all square, you see, lads.

Not so square as you seem to think, said Henry Stuart, who at that moment stepped from behind the stem of the tree, which had prevented the party from observing his approach.

Why not? said Bumpus, making room for the young man to sit beside Alice, on the grass.

Because, said Henry, Gascoyne wont agree to escape.

Not agree for to escape!

No. If the prison door were opened at this moment, he would not walk out.

Bumpus became very grave, and shook his head. Are ye sartin sure o this? said he.

Quite sure, replied Henry, who now detailed part of his recent conversation with the pirate captain.

Then its all up with him! said Bumpus; and the pirate will meet his doom, as I once heard a feller say in a play  though I little thought to see it acted in reality.

So he will, added Dick Price.

Corries countenance fell, and Alice grew pale. Even Poopy and Toozle looked a little depressed.

No, it is not all up with him, cried Henry Stuart, energetically. I have a plan in my head which I think will succeed, but I must have assistance. It wont do, however, to discuss this before our young friends. I must beg of Alice and Poopy to leave us. I do not mean to say I could not trust you, Alice, but the plan must be made known only to those who have to act in this matter. Rest assured, dear child, that I shall do my best to make it successful.

Alice sprang up at once. My father told me to follow him some time ago, said she. I have been too long of doing so already. I do hope that you will succeed.

So saying, and with a cheerful Good-bye! the little girl ran down the mountain-side, closely followed by Toozle and Poopy.

As soon as she was gone, Henry turned to his companions and unfolded to them his plan  the details and carrying out of which, however, we must reserve for another chapter.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Bumpus is Perplexed  Mysterious Communings and a Curious Leave-Taking.

Its a puzzler, said Jo Bumpus to himself  for Jo was much in the habit of conversing with himself; and a very good habit it is, one that is often attended with much profit to the individual, when the conversation is held upon right topics and in a proper spirit its a puzzler, it is; thats a fact.

Having relieved his mind of this observation, the seaman proceeded to cut down some tobacco, and looked remarkably grave and solemn as if it were not only a puzzler but an alarmingly serious puzzler.

Yes, its the biggest puzzler as ever I comed across, said he, filling his pipe  for John, when not roused, got on both mentally and physically by slow stages.

Niver knowd its equal, he continued, beginning to smoke, which operation, as the pipe did not draw well at first, prevented him from saying anything more.

It was early morning when Bumpus said all this, and the mariner was enjoying his morning pipe in a reclining attitude on the grass beneath Alice Masons favourite tree, from which commanding position he gazed approvingly on the magnificent prospect of land and sea which lay before him, bathed in the light of the rising sun.

It is wery koorious, continued John, taking his pipe out of his mouth and addressing himself to it with much gravity wery koorious. Things always seems wot they isnt, and turns out to be wot they didnt appear as if they wasnt; werry odd indeed, it is! Only to think that this here sandal-wood trader should turn out for to be Henrys father and the widows mother  no, I mean the widows husband,  an a pirate, an a deliverer o little boys and gals out o pirates hands  his own hands, so to speak  not to mention captings in the Royal Navy, an not sich a bad feller after all, as wont have his liberty on no account wotiver, even if it was gived to him for nothin, and yet wot cant git it if he wanted it iver so much; and to think that Jo Bumpus should come for to lend hisself to  Hallo! Jo, back yer topsls! Didnt Henry tell ye that ye wasnt to convarse upon that there last matter even with yerself, for fear o bein overheard and spilin the whole affair? Come, Ill refresh myself.

The refreshment in which Jo proposed to indulge was of a peculiar kind which never failed him  it was the perusal of Susans love-letter.

He now sat up, drew forth the precious and much soiled epistle, unfolded and spread it out carefully on his knees, placed his pipe very much on one side of his mouth, in order that the smoke might not interfere with his vision, and began to read.

Peelers Farm, ah! Susan darlin, its Jo Bumpus as would give all he has in the world, includin his Sunday close, to be anchored alongside o ye at that same farm! Sanfransko. I misdoubt the spellin o that word, Susan dear; it seems to me raither short, as if yed docked off its tail. Howsomever For John bumpuss  O Susan, Susan! if yed only remember the big B, and there aint two esses. Im sure its not for want o tellin ye, but ye was never great in the way ov memry or spellin. Praps its as well. Yed ha bin too perfect, an thats not desirable, by no means my darlin Jo  ay, thems the words. Its that as sets my art a bilin-over like.

Here Jo raised his eyes from the letter and revelled silently in the thought for at least two minutes, during which his pipe did double duty in half its usual time. Then he recurred to his theme, but some parts he read in silence, and without audible comment.

Ay, said he, sandle-wood skooners, the Haf ov thems pirits  so they is, Susan. Its yer powers o prophecy as amazes me an The other hafs no beter  a deal wus, Susan, if ye only knowd it. Ah! my sweet gal, if ye knew wot a grief that word beter wos to me before I diskivered wot it wos, yed try to improve yer hand o write, an make fewer blots!

At this point Jo was arrested by the sound of footsteps behind him. He folded up his letter precipitately, thrust it into his left breast-pocket, and jumped up with a guilty air about him.

Why, Bumpus, we have startled you out of a morning nap, I fear, said Henry Stuart, who, accompanied by his mother, came up at that moment. We are on our way to say good-bye to Mr Mason. As we passed this knoll I caught sight of you and came up to ask about the boat.

Its all right, said Bumpus, who quickly recovered his composure  indeed he had never lost much of it. Ive bin down to Saunders store and got the ropes for your

Hush! man, there is no need of telling me what they are for, said Henry, with a mysterious look at his mother.

Why not tell me all, Henry? said Mrs Stuart; surely you can trust me?

Trust you, mother? replied the youth with a smile, I should think so; but there are reasons for my not telling you everything just now. Surely you can trust me? I have told you as much as I think advisable in the meantime. Ere long I will tell you all.

The widow sighed and was fain to rest content. She sat down beside the tree while her companions talked together apart in low tones.

Now Jo, my man, continued Henry, one of our friends must be got out of the way.

Wery good; Im the man asll do it.

Of course I dont mean that hes to be killed!

In coorse not. Who is he?

Ole Thorwald.

Wot! the descendant o the Sea Kings, as he calls himself?

The same, said Henry, laughing at the look of surprise with which Bumpus received this information.

What has he bin an done?

He has done nothing as yet, said Henry; but he will, certainly thwart our schemes if he hears of them. He has an inveterate ill-will to my poor father; (Henry lowered his voice as he proceeded,) and I know has suspicions that we are concocting some plan to enable him to escape, and watches us accordingly. I find him constantly hanging about the jail. Alas! if he knew how thoroughly determined Gascoyne is to refuse deliverance unless it comes from the proper source, he would keep his mind more at ease.

Dont you think if you wos to tell him that Gascoyne is yer father he would side with us? suggested Bumpus.

Perhaps he would. I think he would; but I dare not risk it. The easier method will be to outwit him.

Not an easy thing for to do, Im afraid, for hes a cute old feller. Hows it to be done? asked Bumpus.

By telling him the truth, said Henry; and you must tell it to him.

Well, that is a koorious way, said Bumpus with a broad grin.

But not the whole truth, continued Henry. You must just tell him as much as it is good for him to know, and nothing more; and as the thing must be done at once, Ill tell you what you have got to say.

Here the young man explained to the attentive Bumpus the course that he was to follow, and having got him thoroughly to understand his part, he sent him away to execute it.

Meanwhile he and his mother went in search of Mr Mason, who at the time was holding a consultation with the chiefs of the native village, near the site of his burnt cottage. The consultation had just been concluded when they reached the spot, and the missionary was conversing with the native carpenter who superintended the erection of his new home.

After the morning greeting, and a few words of general conversation, Mrs Stuart said  

We have come to have a talk with you in private; will you walk to Alices tree with us?

Certainly, my friend; I hope no new evils are about to befall us, said the missionary, who was startled by the serious countenances of the mother and son, for he was ignorant of the close relation in which they stood to Gascoyne, as, indeed, was every one else in the settlement, excepting Montague and his boatswain, and Corrie, all of whom were enjoined to maintain the strictest secrecy on the point.

No, I thank God, all is well, replied Mrs Stuart; but we have come to say that we are going away.

Going away! echoed the missionary in surprise. When?  where to?  why? You amaze me, Mary.

Henry will explain.

The fact is, Mr Mason, said Henry, circumstances require my absence from Sandy Cove on a longer trip than usual, and I mean to take my mother with me. Indeed, to be plain with you, I do not think it likely that we shall return for a long time  perhaps not at all, and it is absolutely necessary that we should go secretly. But we could not go without saying good-bye to you.

We owe much to you, dear Mr Mason, cried the widow, grasping the missionarys hand and kissing it. We can never, never forget you; and will always pray for Gods best blessings to descend on you and yours.

This is overwhelming news! exclaimed Mr Mason, who had stood hitherto gazing from the one to the other in mute astonishment. But tell me, Mary, (here he spoke in earnest tones,) is not Gascoyne at the bottom of this?

Mr Mason, said Henry, we never did, and never will deceive you. There is a good reason for neither asking nor answering questions on this subject just now. I am sure you know us too well to believe that we think of doing what is wrong, and you can trust us  at least my mother  that we will not do what is foolish.

I have perfect confidence in your hearts, my dear friends, replied Mr Mason; but you will forgive me if I express some doubt as to your ability to judge between right and wrong when your feelings are deeply moved, as they evidently are from some cause or other, just now. Can you not put confidence in me? I can keep a secret, and may perhaps give good counsel.

No, no, said Henry, emphatically; it will not do to involve you in our affairs. It would not be right in us just now to confide even in you. I cannot explain why  you must accept the simple assurance in the meantime. Wherever we go, we can communicate by letter, and I promise, ere long, to reveal all.

Well, I will not press you farther, but I will commend you in prayer to God. I do not like to part thus hurriedly, however. Can we not meet again before you go?

We shall be in the cottage at four this afternoon, and will be very glad if you will come to us for a short time, said the widow.

That is settled, then; I will go and explain to the natives that I cannot accompany them to the village till to-morrow. When do you leave?

To-night.

So soon! Surely it is not. But I forbear to say more on a subject which is forbidden. God bless you, my friends; we shall meet at four. Good-bye!

The missionary turned from them with a sad countenance, and went in search of the native chiefs; while Henry and his mother separated from each other, the former taking the path that led to the little quay of Sandy Cove, the latter that which conducted to her own cottage.




Chapter Thirty.

More Leave-Taking  Deep Designs  Bumpus in a New Capacity.

On the particular day of which we are writing, Alice Mason felt an unusual depression of spirits. She had been told by her father of the intended departure of the widow and her son, and had been warned not to mention it to any one. In consequence of this, the poor child was debarred her usual consolation of pouring her grief into the black bosom of Poopy. It naturally followed, therefore, that she sought her next favourite  the tree.

Here, to her surprise and comfort, she found Corrie seated on one of its roots, with his head resting on the stem, and his hands clasped before him. His general appearance was that of a human being in the depths of woe. On observing Alice, he started up, and assuming a cheerful look, ran to meet her.

Oh! Im so glad to find you here, Corrie, cried Alice, hastening forward, Im in such distress! Do you know that  Oh!  I forgot; papa said I was to tell nobody about it!

Dont let that trouble you, Alice, said Corrie, as they sat down together under the tree. I know what you were about to say  Henry and his mother are going away.

How do you know that? I thought it was a great secret!

So it is, a tremendous secret, rejoined Corrie, with a look that was intended to be very mysterious; and I know it, because Ive been let into the secret for reasons which I cannot tell even to you. But there is another secret which you dont know yet, and which will surprise you perhaps. I am going away, too!

You, exclaimed the little girl, her eyes dilating to their full size.

Ay, me!

Youre jesting, Corrie.

Am I? I wish I was; but its a fact.

But where are you going to? said Alice, her eyes filling with tears.

I dont know.

Corrie!

I tell you, I dont know; and if I did know, I couldnt tell. Listen, Alice, I will tell you as much as I am permitted to let out.

The boy became extremely solemn at this point, took the little girls hand, and gazed into her face as he spoke.

You must know, he began, that Henry and his mother and I go away to-night

To-night? cried Alice, quickly.

To-night, repeated the boy. Bumpus and Jakolu go with us. I have said that I dont know where we are going to, but I am pretty safe in assuring you that we are going somewhere. Why we are going, I am forbidden to tell  divulge, I think Henry called it, but what that means I dont know. I can only guess its another word for tell, and yet it cant be that either, for you can speak of telling lies, but you cant speak of divulging them. However, that dont matter. But Im not forbidden to tell you why I am going away. In the first place, then, Im going to seek my fortune! Where Im to find it remains to be seen. The only thing I know is, that I mean to find it somewhere or other, and then, (here Corrie became very impressive,) come back and live beside you and your father, not to speak of Poopy and Toozle.

Alice smiled sadly at this. Corrie looked graver than ever, and went on  

Meanwhile, during my absence, I will write letters to you, and youll write ditto to me. I am going away because I ought to go and be doing something for myself. You know quite well that I would rather stop beside you than go anywhere in this wide world, Alice; but that would be stupid. Im getting to be a man now, and mustnt go on shewin the weaknesses of a boy. In the second, or third, place  I forget which, but no matter  I am going with Henry because I could not go with a better man; and in the fourth  if its not the fifth  place, Im going because Uncle Ole Thorwald has long wished me to go to sea, and, to tell you the truth, I would have gone long ago had it not been for you, Alice. Theres only one thing that bothers me. Here Corrie looked at his fair companion with a perplexed air.

What is that? asked Alice, sympathetically.

It is that I must go without saying good-bye to Uncle Ole. Im very sorry about it. It will look so ungrateful to him; but it cant be helped.

Why not? inquired Alice. If he has often said he wished you to go to sea, would he not be delighted to hear that you are going?

Yes; but he must not know that I am going to-night, and with Henry Stuart.

Why not?

Ah! thats the point. Mystery! Alice  mystery! What a world of mystery this is! observed the precocious Corrie, shaking his head with profound solemnity. Ive been involved, (I think thats the word,) rolled up, drowned, and buried in mystery for more than three weeks, and Im beginning to fear that Ill never again git into the unmysteriously happy state in which I lived before this abominable man-of-war came to the island. No Alice, I dare not say anything more on that point even to you just now. But wont I give it you all in my first letter? and wont you open your eyes just until they look like two blue saucers?

Further conversation between the friends was interrupted at this point by the inrushing of Toozle, followed up by Poopy, and, a short time after, by Mr Mason, who took Alice away with him, and left poor Corrie disconsolate.

While this was going on, John Bumpus was fulfilling his mission to Ole Thorwald.

He found that obstinate individual in his own parlour, deep in the investigation of the state of his books of business, which had been allowed to fall into arrear during his absence.

Come in, Bumpus. So I hear you were half-hanged when we were away.

Ole wheeled round on his stool and hooked his thumbs into the arm-holes of his vest as he said this, leaned his back against his desk, and regarded the seaman with a facetious look.

Half-hanged, indeed, said Bumpus, indignantly. I was more than half  three-quarters at least. Why, the worst of its over wen the ropes round your neck.

That is a matter which you cant speak to, John Bumpus, seeing that youve never gone beyond the putting of the rope round your neck.

Well, Im content with wot I does happen to know about it, remarked Jo, making a wry face; an I hope that Ill never git the chance of knowin more. But I comed here on business, Mr Thorwald, (here John became mysterious and put his finger to his lips.) Ive comed here, Mr Thorwald, to  split.

As Ole did not quite understand the meaning of this word, and did not believe that the seaman actually meant to rend himself from head to foot, he said Why, Bumpus, what dye mean?

I mean as how that Ive comed to split on my comrades  wich means, Im goin to tell upon em.

Oh! exclaimed Ole, eyeing the man with a look of distrust.

Yes, pursued Bumpus, Im willin to tell ye all about it, and prevent his escape, if youll only promise, on yer word as a ginlmun, that ye wont tell nobody else, but six niggers, who are more than enough to sarve your turn.

Prevent whose escape? said Thorwald with an excited look.

Gascoynes.

Ole jumped off his stool and hit his left palm a sounding blow with his right fist.

I knew it! he exclaimed, staring into the face of the seaman. I was sure of it! I said it! But how dye know, my man?

Ah! Ill not say another word if ye dont promise to let me go free, and only take six niggers with ye.

Well, Bumpus, I do promise, on the word of a true Norseman, which is much better than that of a gentleman, that no harm shall come to you if you tell me all you know of this matter. But I will promise nothing more; because if you wont tell me, you have told me enough to enable me to take such measures as will prevent Gascoyne from escaping.

No, ye cant prevent it, said Bumpus, with an air of indifference. If ye dont choose to come to my way o thinkin, ye can take yer own coorse. But, let me tell you, theres more people on the island that will take Gascoynes part than ye think of. Theres the whole crew of the Talisman, whose capn he saved, and a lot besides; an if ye do come to a fight about it, yell have a pretty tough scrimmage. Therll be blood spilt, Mr Thorwald, an it was partly to prevent that as I comed here for. But you know best. You better take yer own way, an Ill take mine.

The cool impudence, of manner with which John Bumpus said this had its effect on Ole, who, although fond enough of fighting against enemies, had no sort of desire to fight against friends, especially for the sake of a pirate.

Come, Bumpus, said he, you and I understand each other. Let us talk the thing over calmly. Ive quite as much objection to see unnecessary bloodshed as you have. We have had enough of that lately. Tell me what you know, and I promise to do what you recommend as far as I can in reason.

Do you promise to let no one else know wot I tell ye?

I do.

An dye promise to take no more than six niggers to prewent this escape?

Will six be enough?

Plenty; but, if that bothers ye, say twelve; Im not particlar  say twelve. Thats more than enough, for theyll only have four to fight with.

Well, I promise that too.

Good. Now Ill tell ye all about it, said Bumpus. You see, although Im splittin, I dont want to get my friends into trouble, and so I got you to promise; an I trust to yer word, Mr Thorwald  you bein a genlmun. This is how it is. Young Henry Stuart thinks that although Gascoyne is a pirate, or, rather, was a pirate, he dont deserve to be hanged. Cause why? Firstly, he never committed no murder; secondly, he saved the lives o some of your people  Alice Mason among the rest; and, thirdly, hes an old friend o the family as has done em good sarvice long ago. So Henrys made up his mind that, as Gascoynes sure to be hanged if hes tried, its his duty to prewent that there from happenin of. Now, ye see, Gascoyne is quite willin to escape

Hah! the villain! exclaimed Ole; I was sure of that. I knew well enough that all his smooth-tongued humility was hypocrisy. Im sorry for Henry, and dont wish to thwart him; but its clearly my duty to prevent this escape if I can.

So I think, sir, said Bumpus; so I think. Thats just wat I said to myself wen I made up my mind for to split. Gascoyne bein willin then, Henry has bribed the jailer, and he intends to open the jail door for him at twelve oclock this night, and hell know wat to do with his legs wen hes got em free.

But how am I to prevent his escape if I do not set a strong guard over the prison? exclaimed Ole, in an excited manner. If he once gets into the mountains I might as well try to catch a hare.

All fair and softly, Mr Thorwald. Dont take on so. It aint two oclock yet; weve lots o time. Henry has arranged to get a boat ready for him. At twelve oclock to-night the doors will be opened and hell start for the boat. It will lie concealed among the rocks off the Long Point. Theres no mistakin the spot, just west of the village; an if you place your niggers there youll have as good a chance as need be to nab em. Indeed, theres two boats to be in waitin for the pirate captain and his friends  set em up!

And where is the second boat to be hidden? asked Ole.

Im not sure of the exact spot, but it cant be very far off from the tother, cernly not a hundred miles, said Bumpus with a grin. Now, wot I want is, that if ye get hold of the pirate yell be content, an not go an peach on Henry an his comrades. Theyll be so ashamed o themselves at bein nabbed in the wery act that theyll give it up as a bad job. Besides, ye can then go an give him in charge of Capting Montague. But if ye try to prewent the escape bein attempted, Henry will take the bloody way of it  for I tell you his birse is up, an no mistake.

How many men are to be with Gascoyne? asked Thorwald, who, had he not been naturally a stupid man, must have easily seen through this clumsy attempt to blind him.

Just four, answered Bumpus; an Im to be one of em.

Well, Bumpus, Ill take your advice. I shall be at the Long Point before twelve, with a dozen niggers, and Ill count on you lending us a hand.

No, ye mustnt count on that, Mr Thorwald. Surely its enough if I run away and leave the others to fight.

Very well, do as you please, said Thorwald, with a look of contempt.

Good day, Mr Thorwald. Youll be sure to be there?

Trust me.

An youll not say a word about it to nobody?

Not a syllable.

Thats all square. Youll see the boat wen ye git there, and as long as ye see that boat yer all right. Good day, sir.

John Bumpus left Thorwalds house chuckling, and wended his way to the widows cottage, whistling the Groves of Blarney.




Chapter Thirty One.

The Ambush  The Escape  Retributive Justice  And Conclusion.

An hour before the appointed time Ole Thorwald, under cover of a dark night, stole out of his own dwelling with slow and wary step, and crossed the little plot of ground that lay in front of it with the sly and mysterious air of a burglar, rather than that of an honest man.

Outside his gate he was met in the same cautious manner by a dark-skinned human being, the character of whose garments was something between those of a sailor and a West India planter. This was Sambo, Thorwalds major-domo, clerk, overseer, and right-hand man. Sambo was not his proper name, but his master, regarding him as being the embodiment of all the excellent qualities that could by any possibility exist in the person of a South Sea islander, had bestowed upon him the generic name of the dark race, in addition to that wherewith Mr Mason had gifted him on the day of his baptism.

Sambo and his master exchanged a few words in low whispers, and then gliding down the path that led from the stout merchants house to the south side of the village, they entered the woods that lined the shore, like two men bent on a purpose which might or might not be of the blackest possible kind.

I dont half like this sort of work, Sambo, observed Thorwald, speaking and treading with less caution as they left the settlement behind them.

Ambushments, and surprises, and night forages, especially when they include Goats Passes, dont suit me at all. I have a strong antipathy to everything in the way of warfare, save a fair field and no favour under the satisfactory light of the sun.

Ho! said Sambo quietly, as much as to say  I hear and appreciate, but having no observation to make in reply, I wait for more from your honoured lips.

Now, you see, pursued Thorwald, if I were to follow my own tastes  which it seems to me I am destined not to be allowed to do any more in the affairs of this world, if I may judge by the events of the past month  if I were to follow my own tastes, I say I would go boldly to the prison where this pestiferous pirate captain lies, put double irons on him, and place a strong guard round the building. In this case I would be ready to defend it against any odds, and would have the satisfaction of standing up for the rights of the settlement like a man, and of hurling defiance at the entire British navy (at least such portion of it as happens to be on the island at this time) if they were to attempt a rescue  as this Bumpus hints they are likely to do. Yet it seems to me strange and unaccountable that they should thus interest themselves in a vile pirate. I verily believe that I have been deceived, but it is too late now to alter my plans or to hesitate. Truly, it seemeth to me that I might style myself an ass without impropriety.

Ho! remarked Sambo, and the grin with which the remark was accompanied seemed to imply that he not only appreciated his masters sentiment, but agreed with it entirely.

Youve got eleven men, I trust, Sambo?

Yes, massr.

All good and true, I hope? men who can be trusted both in regard to their fighting qualities, and their ability to hold their tongues?

Dumb as owls, ebery von, returned Sambo.

Good! You see, my man, I must not permit that fellow to escape; at the same time I do not wish to blazon abroad that it is my friend Henry Stuart who is helping him. Neither do I wish to run the risk of killing my friends in a scrimmage, if they are so foolish as to resist me; therefore I am particular about the men you have told off for this duty. Where did you say they are to meet us?

Close by de point, massr.

A few minutes walk brought them to the point where the men were awaiting them. As far as Ole could judge, by the dim light of a few stars that struggled through the cloudy sky, they were eleven as stout fellows as any warrior could desire to have at his back in a hand to hand conflict. They were all natives, clothed much in the same manner as Sambo, and armed with heavy clubs, for, as we have seen, Thorwald was resolved that this should be a bloodless victory.

Whereabout is the boat? whispered Ole to his henchman, as he groped his way down the rocky slopes towards the shore.

Bout two hondrd yards more farder in front, said Sambo.

Then Ill place the men here, said Ole, turning to the natives who were following close at his heels. Now, boys, remain under cover of this rock till I lead you on to the attack; and mind what I say to you  no killing! Some of party are my friends, dye understand? I dont want to do them a damage, but I do want to prevent their letting off as great a villain, I believe, as ever sailed the ocean under a black flag  only his was a red one; because of his extreme bloody-mindedness, no doubt, which led, him to adopt the colour of blood. We will attack them in the rear, which means, of course, by surprise, though I must confess that style of warfare goes much against the grain with me. There are just four men, I am told, besides the pirate. Our first onset will secure the fall of at least two of the party by my own cudgel  and mark me, lads, I dont say this in the spirit of boasting. He would indeed be but a poor warrior who could not fell two men when he took them unawares and in the dark. No, I feel half ashamed o the work, but I suppose it is my duty. So you see there will be just two men and the pirate left for us to deal with. Four of you ought to be able to overcome the two men without drawing blood, except, it may be, a little surface-fluid. The remaining nine of us will fall on the pirate captain in a body. You will easily know him by his great size, and I have no manner of doubt but that he will make himself further known by the weight of his blows. If I happen to fall, dont look after me till you have overcome and bound the pirate. The ropes are all ready, and my man Sambo will carry them.

Having delivered this address to his followers, who by their Hos and grins indicated their perfect readiness to do as they were bid, Ole Thorwald left them in ambush, and groped his way down to the beach, accompanied by Sambo.

Did you bring the chain and padlock, Sambo?

Yis, massr. But you no tink it am berer to take boat away  pull him out ob sight?

No, Sambo, I have thought on that subject already, and have come to the conclusion that it is better to let the boat remain. You see they have placed it in such a way that as long as daylight lasted it could be seen from the settlement, and even now it is visible at some distance, as you see. If we were to remove it they would at once observe that it was gone, and thus be put on their guard. No, no, Sambo. I may not be fond of ambushments, but I flatter myself that I have some talent for such matters.

The master and servant had reached the beach by this time, where they found the boat in the exact position that had been indicated by John Bumpus. It lay behind a low piece of coral rock, fastened to an iron ring by means of a rope, while the oars lay in readiness on the thwarts.

Sambo now produced a heavy iron chain with which the boat was speedily fastened to the ring. It was secured with a large padlock, the key of which Ole placed in his pocket.

This being satisfactorily accomplished, they returned to the place of ambush.

Now, Mister Gascoyne, observed Thorwald with a grim smile, as he sat down beside his men and pulled out his watch, I will await your pleasure. It is just half-past eleven; if you are a punctual man, as Jo Bumpus led me to believe, I will try your metal in half-an-hour, and have you back in your cage before one oclock! What say you to that, Sambo?

The faithful native opened his huge mouth wide and shut his eyes, thereby indicating that he laughed, but he said nothing, bad, good, or indifferent, to his masters facetious observation. The other natives also grinned in a quiet but particularly knowing manner, after which the whole party relapsed into profound silence and kept their midnight watch with exemplary patience and eager expectation.

At this same hour the pirate captain was seated in his cell on the edge of the low bedstead, with his elbows resting on his knees and his face buried in his hands.

The cell was profoundly dark  so dark that the figure of the prisoner could scarcely be distinguished.

Gascoyne did not move for many minutes, but once or twice a deep sigh escaped him, shewing that although his body was at rest, his thoughts were busy. At last he moved and clasped his hands together violently as if under a strong impulse. In doing so, the clank of his chains echoed harshly through the cell. This seemed to change the current of his thoughts, for he again covered his face with both hands and began to mutter to himself.

Ay, said he, it has come at last. How often I have dreamed of this when I was free and roaming over the wide ocean. I would say that I have been a fool did I not feel that I have more cause to bow my head and confess that I am a sinner. Ah! what a thing pride is. How little do men know what it has cost me to humble myself before them as I have done; yet I feel no shame in confessing it here, when I am all alone. Alone! am I alone?

For a long time Gascoyne sat in deep silence as if he were following out the train of thought which had been suggested by the last words. Presently his ideas again found vent in muttered speech.

In my pride I have said that there is no God. I dont think I ever believed that; but I tried to believe it, for I knew that my deeds were evil. Surely my own words will condemn me, for I have said that I think myself a fool, and does not the Bible say that the fool hath said in his heart there is no God? Ay, I remember it well. The words were printed in my brain when I learnt the Psalms of David at my mothers knee, long, long ago. My mother! what bitter years have passed since that day! How little did ye dream, mother, that your child would come to this. God help me!

The pirate relapsed into silence, and a low groan escaped him. But his thoughts seemed too powerful to be restrained within his breast, for they soon broke forth again in words.

Your two texts have come true, pastor Mason. You did not mean them for me, but they were sent to me. There is no rest, saith my God, to the wicked. No rest! I have not known rest since I was a boy. Be sure your sin shall find you out. I laughed at these words once; they laugh at me now. I have found them out to be true  and found it out too late. Too late! Is it too late? If these words be true, are not all the words of God equally true? The blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin. That was what you said, pastor Mason, on that Sunday morning when the savages were stealing down on us. It gave me comfort then, but, ah me! it seems to give me no comfort now. Oh! that I had resisted the tempter when he first came to me! Strange! I often heard this said long, long ago; but I laughed at it  not in scorn, no, it was in easy indifference. I did not believe it had anything to do with me. And now, I suppose, if I were to stand in the public streets and cry that I had been mistaken, with all the fervour of a bursting heart, men would laugh at me in an easy way  as I did then.

I dont fear death. I have often faced it, and I dont remember ever feeling afraid of death. Yet I shrink from death now. Why is this? What a mystery my thoughts and feelings are to me. I know not what to think. But it will soon be over, for I feel certain that I shall be doomed to die. God help me!

Gascoyne again became silent. When he had remained thus a few minutes his attention was roused by the sound of footsteps and of whispering voices close under his window. Presently the key was put in the lock, the heavy bolt shot back, and the door creaked on its hinges as it opened slowly.

Gascoyne knew by the sound that several men entered the cell, but as they carried no light he could not tell how many there were. He was of course surprised at a visit at such an unusual hour, as well as at the stealthy manner in which his visitors entered; but having made up his mind to submit quietly to whatever was in store for him, and knowing that he could not hope for much tenderness at the hands of the inhabitants of Sandy Cove, he was not greatly disturbed. Still, he would not have been human had not his pulse quickened under the influence of a strong desire to spring up and defend himself.

The door of the cell was shut and locked as quietly as it had been opened; then followed the sound of footsteps crossing the floor.

Is that you, jailer? demanded Gascoyne.

Yell know that time enough, answered a gruff voice that was not unfamiliar to the prisoners ear.

The others who had entered along with this man did not move from the door  at least, if they did so, there was no sound of footsteps. The man who had spoken went to the window and spread a thick cloth over it. Gascoyne could see this, because there was sufficient light outside to make the arms of the man dimly visible as he raised them up to accomplish his object. The cell was thus rendered, if possible, more impenetrably dark than before.

Now, pirate, said the man, turning round, and suddenly flashing a dark lantern full on the stern face of the prisoner, you and I will have a little convarse together  by yer leave or without yer leave. In case there might be pryin eyes about, Ive closed the porthole, dye see.

Gascoyne listened to this familiar style of address in surprise, but did not suffer his features to betray any emotion whatever. The lantern which the seaman (for such he evidently was) carried in his hand threw a strong light wherever its front was turned, but left every other part of the cell in partial darkness. The reflected light was, however, quite sufficient to enable the prisoner to see that his visitor was a short, thick-set man, of great physical strength, and that three men of unusual size and strength stood against the wall, in the deep shadow of a recess, with their straw hats pulled very much over their eyes.

Now, Mister Gascoyne, began the seaman, sitting down on the edge of the small table beside the low pallet, and raising the lantern a little, while he gazed earnestly into the prisoners face, Ive reason to believe

Ha! you are the boatswain of the Talisman, exclaimed Gascoyne, as the light reflected from his own countenance irradiated that of Dick Price, whom, of course, he had seen frequently while they were on board the frigate together.

No, mister pirate, said Dick; I am not the bosn of the Talisman, else I shouldnt be here this night. I wos the bosn of that unfortunate frigate, but I is so no longer.

Dick said this in a melancholy tone, and thereafter meditated for a few moments in silence.

No, he resumed with a heavy sigh, the Talismans blowd up, an her bosns out on the spree  so to speak,  though it aint a cheerful spree by no means. But to come back to the pint, (wich wos wot the clergyman said wen hed got so far away from the pint that he never did get back to it,) as I wos sayin, or was agoin to say wen you prewented me, Ive reason to blieve youre agoin to try for to make yer escape.

You are mistaken, my man, said Gascoyne, with a sad smile; nothing is farther from my thoughts.

I dont know how far its from yer thoughts, said Dick, sternly, but its pretty close to your intentions, so Im told.

Indeed you are mistaken, replied Gascoyne. If Captain Montague has sent you here to mount guard he has only deprived you of a nights rest needlessly. If I had intended to make my escape I would not have given myself up.

I dont know that  Im not so sure o that, rejoined the boatswain stoutly. Youre said to be a obstinate feller, and theres no sayin what a obstinate feller wont do or will do. But I didnt come here for to argify the question with you, Mister Gascoyne. Wot I comd here for wos to do my duty, so, now, Im agoing to do it.

Gascoyne, who was amused in spite of himself by the manner of the man, merely smiled and awaited in silence the pleasure of his eccentric visitor.

Dick now set down the lantern, went to the door and returned with a coil of stout rope.

You see, observed the boatswain, as he busied himself in uncoiling and making a running noose on the rope, Im ordered to prewent you from carryin out your intentions  wotiver these may be  by puttin a coil or two o this here rope round you. Now, wot Ive got to ask of you is  Will ye submit peaceable like to have it done?

Surely this is heaping unnecessary indignity upon me? exclaimed Gascoyne, flushing crimson with anger.

It may be unnecessary, but its got to be done, returned Dick, with cool decision, as he placed the end of a knot between his powerful teeth, and drew it tight. Besides, Mister Gascoyne, a pirate must expect indignities to be heaped upon him. However, Ill heap as few as possible on ye in the discharge of my duty.

Gascoyne had started to his feet, but he sat down abashed on being thus reminded of his deserts.

True, said he; true. I will submit.

He added in his mind, I deserve this; but nothing more escaped his lips, while he stood up and permitted the boatswain to pass the cord round his arms, and lash them firmly to his sides.

Having bound him in a peculiarly tight and nautical manner, Dick once more went to his accomplices at the door, and returned with a hammer and chisel, and a large stone. The latter he placed on the table, and, directing Gascoyne to raise his arms  which were not secured below the elbows  and place his manacles on the stone, he cut them asunder with a few powerful blows, and removed them.

The darbies aint o no use, you see, as we ye got you all safe with the ropes. Now, Mister Gascoyne, Im agoin to heap one more indignity on ye. Im sorry to do it, dye see; but Im bound for to obey orders. Youll be so good as to sit down on the bed, for I aint quite so long as you  though I wont say that Im not about as broad  and let me tie this napkin over yer mouth.

Why? exclaimed Gascoyne, again starting and looking fiercely at the boatswain; this, at least, must be unnecessary. I have said that I am willing to submit quietly to whatever the law condemns me. You dont take me for a woman or a child, that will be apt to cry out when hurt?

Certainly not; but as Im goin to take ye away out o this here limbo, it is needful that I should prewent you from lettin people know that yer goin on your travels; for Ive heerd say theres some o yer friends as is plottin to help you to escape.

Have I not said already that I do not wish to escape, and therefore will not take advantage of any opportunity afforded me by my friends?  Friends! I have no friends! Even those whom I thought were my friends have not been near my prison all this day.

Gascoyne said this bitterly, and in great anger.

Hush! exclaimed Dick; not quite so loud, mister pirate. You see there is some reason in my puttin this on your mouth. Itll be as well to let me do it quietly, else Ill have to get a little help.

He pointed to the three stout men who stood motionless and silent in the dark recess.

Oh, it was cowardly of you to bind my arms before you told me this, said Gascoyne, with flashing eyes. If my hands were free now

He checked himself by a powerful effort, and crushed back the boastful defiance which rose to his lips.

Now, Ill tell ye wot it is, Mister Gascoyne, said Dick Price, I do believe yer not such a bad feller as they say ye are, an Im disposed to be marciful to ye. If yell give me your word of honour that youll not holler out, and that youll go with us peaceably, and do wot yer bid, Ill not trouble you with the napkin, nor bind ye up more than Ive done already. But, (here Dick spoke in tones that could not be misunderstood,) if ye wont give me that promise, Ill gag ye and bind ye neck and heels, and well carry ye out o this shoulder high. Now, wot say ye to that?

Gascoyne had calmed his feelings while the boatswain was speaking. He even smiled when he replied How can you ask me to give my word of honour? What honour has a pirate to boast of, think you?

Not much, praps, said Dick; howsomdever, Ill be content with wots left of it; and if there aint none, why, then, give us yer word. Itll do as well.

After all, it matters little what is done with me, said Gascoyne, in a resigned voice. I am a fool to resist thus. You need not fear that I will offer any further resistance, my man. Do your duty, whitever that may be.

That wont do, said Dick, stoutly; ye must promise not to holler out.

I promise, said Gascoyne, sternly. Pray cease this trifling, and if it is not inconsistent with your duty, let me know where I am to be taken to.

Thats just wot Im not allowed for to tell. But youll find it out in the coorse of time. Now, all that youve got to do is to walk by my side, and do wot I tell ye.

The prisoner made no answer. He was evidently weary of the conversation, and his thoughts were already wandering on other subjects.

The door was now unlocked by one of the three men who stood near it. As its hinges creaked, Dick shut the lantern, and threw the cell at once into total darkness. Taking hold of Gascoynes wrist gently, as if to guide, not to force him away, he conducted him along the short passage that led to the outer door of the prison. This was opened, and the whole party stood in the open air.

Gascoyne looked with feelings of curiosity at the men who surrounded him, but the night was so intensely dark that their features were invisible. He could just discern the outlines of their figures, which were enveloped in large cloaks. He was on the point of speaking to them, when he remembered his promise to make no noise, so he restrained himself, and followed his guard in silence.

Dick and another man walked at his side  the rest followed in rear. Leading him round the out-skirts of the village, towards its northern extremity, Gascoynes conductors soon brought him to the beach, at a retired spot, where was a small bay. Here they were met by one whose stature proved him to be a boy. He glided up to Dick, who said in a low whisper  

Is all ready?

All right, replied the boy.

The ooman aboard?

Ay.

Now, Mr Gascoyne, said Dick, pointing to a large boat floating beside the rocks on which they stood, youll be so good as to step into that ere boat, and sit down beside the individual you see a-sittin there in the stern-sheets.

Have you authority for what you do? asked Gascoyne, hesitating.

I have power to enforce wot I command, said Dick, quietly. Remember yer promise, mister pirate, else

Dick finished his sentence by pointing to the three men who stood near  still maintaining a silence worthy of Eastern mutes; and Gascoyne, feeling that he was completely in their power, stepped quickly into the boat, and sat down beside the individual referred to by Dick, who was so completely enveloped in the folds of a large cloak as to defy recognition. But the pirate captain was too much occupied with his own conflicting thoughts and feelings to bestow more than a passing glance on the person who sat at his side. Indeed it was not surprising that Gascoyne was greatly perplexed by all that was going on at that time; for he could not satisfactorily account to himself for the mystery and secrecy which his guards chose to maintain. If they were legitimate agents of the law, why these muffled oars with which they swept the boat across the lagoon, through the gap in the coral reef and out to sea? And if they were not agents of the law, who were they, and where were they conveying him?

The boat was a large one, half-decked, and fitted to stand a heavy sea and rough weather. It would have moved sluggishly through the water had not the four men who pulled the oars been possessed of more than average strength. As soon as they passed the barrier reef, the sails were hoisted, and Dick took the helm. The breeze was blowing fresh off the land, and the water rushed past the boat as she cut swiftly out to sea, leaving a track of white foam behind her. For a few minutes the mass of the island was dimly seen rising like a huge shade on the dark sky, but soon it melted away and nothing remained for the straining eyes to rest upon save the boat with its silent crew and the curling foam on the black sea.

Weve got him safe now, lads, said Dick Price, speaking, for the first time that night, in unguarded tones, youd better do the deed. The sooner its done the better.

While he was speaking one of the three men opened a large clasp knife and advanced towards Gascoyne.

Father, said Henry, cutting the rope that bound him, you are free at last!

Gascoyne started, but before he had time to utter the exclamation of surprise that sprang to his lips, his hand was seized by the muffled figure that sat at his side.

Oh! Gascoyne, forgive us  forgive me! said Mary Stuart in a trembling voice. I did, indeed, know something of what they meant to do, but I knew nothing of the cruel violence that these bonds

Violence! cried Dick Price, I put it to yourself, Mister Gascoyne, if I didnt treat ye as if ye wos a lamb?

Wot a blissin it is for a man to git his mouth open agin, and let his breath go free, cried Jo Bumpus, with a deep sigh. Come, Corrie, give us a cheer  hip! hip! hip!

The cheer that followed was stirring and wonderfully harmonious, for it was given in a deep bass, and a shrill treble, with an intermediate baritone Ho! from Jakolu.

I know it, Mary, I know it; said Gascoyne, and there was a slight tremor in his deep voice as he drew his wife towards him, and laid her head upon his breast. You have never done me an evil turn  you have done me nothing but good  since you were a little child. Heaven bless you, Mary!

Now, father, said Henry, I suppose you have no objection to make your escape?

No need to raise that question, lad, said Gascoyne, with a perplexed smile. I am not quite clear as to what my duty is now that I am free to go back and again give myself up.

Go back!  free! exclaimed John Bumpus in a tone of withering sarcasm. So, Mister Gascoyne, yeve got sich an oncommon cargo o conceit in ye yet, that you actually think ye could go back without so much as By your leave!

While Jo was speaking he bared to the shoulder an arm that was the reverse of infantine, and, holding it up, said slowly  

Ive often had a sort o desire, dye see, to try whether this bit of a limb or the one thats round Mrs Stuarts waist is the strongest. Now if you have any desire to settle this question, just try to shove this boats head up into the wind  thats all!

This was said so emphatically by the pugnacious Bumpus that his companions laughed, and Corrie cheered in admiration.

You see, observed Henry, you need not give yourself any concern as to this point, you have no option in the matter.

No, not a bit o poption in it wotiver  though wot that means I aint rightly sure, said Dick Price.

Perhaps I ought to exercise my parental authority over you, Henry, said Gascoyne, and command you to steer back to Sandy Cove.

But we wouldnt let him, mister pirate, said Dick Price, who, now that his difficult duties were over, was preparing to solace himself with a pipe; an example that was immediately followed by Bumpus, who backed his friend by adding  

No more we would.

Nay, then, if Henry joins me, said Gascoyne, I think that we two will not have a bad chance against you three.

Come, thats good! so I count for nothing, exclaimed Corrie.

Ha! stick up, lad, observed Bumpus. The niggers wot you pitched into at the mouth o yon cave didnt think that  eh! didnt they not?

Well, well, if Corrie sides with you I feel that my wisest course is to submit. And now, Henry, said Gascoyne, resuming his wonted gravity of tone and demeanour, sit down here and let me know where we are going to and what you mean to do. It is natural that I should feel curious on these points even although I have perfect confidence in you all.

Henry obeyed, and their voices sank into low tones as they mingled in earnest converse about their future plans.

Thus did Gascoyne, with his family and friends, leave Sandy Cove in the dead of that dark night, and sail away over the wide waste of the great Pacific Ocean.



Reader, our tale is nearly told. Like a picture, it contains but a small portion of the career of those who have so long engaged your attention, and, I would fain hope, your sympathy. The life of man may be comprehensively epitomised almost to a point, or expanded out ad infinitum. He was born, he died, is its lowest term. Its highest is not definable.

Innumerable tomes, of encyclopaedic dimensions, could not contain, much less exhaust, an account of all that was said and done (and all that might be said about what was said and done) by our ci-devant sandal-wood trader and his friends. Yet there are main points, amid the little details of their career, which it would be unpardonable to pass over in silence. To these we shall briefly refer before letting the curtain fall.

There is a distant isle of the sea, a beautiful spot, an oceanic gem, which has been reclaimed by the Word of God, from those regions that have been justly styled the dark places of the earth. We will not mention its name; we will not even indicate its whereabout, lest we should furnish a clue to the unromantic myrmidons of the law, whose inflexible justice is only equalled by their pertinacity in tracking the criminal  to his lair!

On this beautiful isle, at the time of our tale, the churches and houses of Christian men had begun to rise. The natives had begun to cultivate the arts of civilisation, and to appreciate, in some degree, the inestimable blessings of Christianity. The plough had torn up the virgin soil, and the anchors of merchant-ships had begun to kiss the strand. The crimes peculiar to civilised men had not yet been developed. The place had all the romance and freshness of a flourishing infant colony.

Early one fine morning, a half-decked boat rowed into the harbour of this isle, and ran alongside the little quay, where the few natives who chanced to be lounging there were filled with admiration at the sight of five stalwart men who leaped upon the rocks, an active lad who held the boat steady, and a handsome middle-aged woman, who was assisted to land with much care by the tallest of her five companions.

There were a few small bales of merchandise in the boat. These being quickly tossed ashore, one of the natives was asked to shew the way to the nearest store, where they might be placed in safe keeping.

This done; the largest man of the party, who was clad in the rough garments of a merchant captain, offered his arm to the female, who was evidently his wife, and went off in search of the chief magistrate of the settlement, leaving his companions to look after the boat and smoke their pipes.

The handsome stranger introduced himself to the magistrate as Mr Stuart; stated that he intended to settle on the island as a general merchant, having brought a few bales of merchandise with him; that he had been bred an engineer and a shipwright, and meant also to work at his old trade, and concluded by asking for advice and general information in regard to the state of trade on the island.

After having obtained all the information on these subjects that the magistrate could give, insomuch that that functionary deemed him a perfect marvel of catechetical wisdom and agreeable address,  the stalwart stranger proceeded to inquire minutely into the state of religion and education among the natives and settlers, and finally left the charmed magistrate rejoicing in the belief that he was a most intelligent philanthropist, and would be an inestimable acquisition to the settlement.

A small trading store was soon built. The stranger was not a rich man. He began in a humble way, and sought to eke out his subsistence by doing the ordinary work of a wright. In this latter occupation he was ably assisted by his stout son, Henry; for the duties of the store were attended to chiefly by the lad Corrie, superintended by Mr Stuart.

The mysterious strangers were a source of much gossip and great speculation, of course, to the good people of Green Isle, (as we shall style this gem of the Pacific, in order to thwart the myrmidons of the law!) They found them so reserved and uncommunicative, however, on the subject of their personal affairs, that the most curious gossip in the settlement at last gave up speculating in despair.

In other respects, the new family were noted for kindliness and urbanity. Mrs Stuart, especially, became an intimate friend of the missionary who dwelt there, and one of his hardest-working parishioners. Mr Stuart also became his friend; but the stern gravity of countenance, and reserved, though perfectly well-bred and even kindly manner of the stranger forbade close intimacy. He was a most regular attender at church, not only on Sundays but at the weekly prayer-meetings and occasional festivals, and the missionary noticed that his Bible looked as if it were a well-thumbed one.

At first the two seamen, whom people soon found out, were named respectively Jo and Dick, wrought in the wrights workshop, and at all kinds of miscellaneous jobs; besides making frequent and sometimes long voyages in their boat to the neighbouring islands. As time flew by things seemed to prosper with the merchant. The keel of a little schooner was laid. Father, and son, and seamen (as well as the native servant, who was called Jako) toiled at this vessel incessantly until she was finished  then, Henry was placed in command of her, Jo and Dick were appointed first and second mates, two or three natives completed the crew, and she went to sea under the somewhat peculiar name of the Avenger.

This seemed to be the first decided advance in the fortunes of the new family. Business increased in a wonderful way. The Avenger returned again and again to the Green Isle laden with rich and varied commodities for the successful merchant. In course of time the old store was taken down, and a new one built; the Avenger was sold, and a large brig purchased, the rather pretty name of which Evening Star  was erased, and the mysterious word Avenger put in its place. Everything, in short, betokened that Mr Stuart was on the high road to fortune.

But there were some mysteries connected with the merchant which sorely puzzled the wisest heads in the place, and which would have puzzled still wiser heads had they been there. Although it soon became quite evident to the meanest capacity that Mr Stuart was the richest man on the island; yet he and his family continued to occupy the poor, shabby, little, ill-furnished cottage which they had erected with their own hands when they first landed, and although they sold the finest silks and brocades to the wives and daughters of the other wealthy settlers, they themselves wore only the plainest and most sombre fabrics that consisted with respectability.

People would have called them a family of misers, but for their goodness of character in other respects, and for the undeniable fact that they were by far the most liberal contributors to the church and to the poor  not only in their own island, but in all the other islands around them.

Another thing that puzzled the mercantile men of the place extremely was the manner in which Mr Stuart kept his books of business. They soon began to take note that he kept two ledgers and two distinct sets of books  the one set small, the other set very bulky. Some of the more audacious among his customers ventured to peep over his shoulder, and discovered that the small set contained nothing but entries of boats made, and repairs to shipping executed, and work connected exclusively with the shipwright department of his business  while the large books contained entries of those silks, and sugars, and teas, and spices, etcetera, which turned so much gold into his coffers.

It thus became evident to these men of business that the merchant kept the two departments quite separate, in order to ascertain the distinct profits on each. They were the more amazed at this when they considered that the shipwright work must necessarily be a mere driblet, altogether unworthy the attention of one so wealthy. But that which amazed them most of all was, that such a man, in such circumstances, could waste his time in doing with his own hands the work of an ordinary mechanic  thus (as they concluded) entailing on himself the necessity of devoting much of the night to his more lucrative concern.

These long-headed men of business little knew the man. They did not know that he was great in the highest sense of the term, and that, among other elements of his greatness, he possessed the power of seizing the little things  the little opportunities  of life, and turning them to the best account; that he not only knew what should be done, and how to do it, but was gifted with that inflexible determination of purpose to carry out a design, without which knowledge and talent can never accomplish great things. The merchant did not, as they supposed, work late at night. He measured his time, and measured his work. In this he was like many other men in this struggling world; but he stuck to his time and to his work, in which respect he resembled the great few whose names stand prominent on the page of history.

In consequence of this, Mr Stuart wrought with success at both departments of his business, and while in the one he coined thousands, in the other he earned more than the average wages of a working man.

The Avenger was erratic and uncertain in her voyages. She evidently sailed to the principal islands of the South Seas, and did business with them all. From one of these voyages, Henry, her captain, returned with a wife  a dark-haired, dark-eyed, ladylike girl  for whom he built a small cottage beside his fathers, and left her there while he was away at sea.

It was observed by the clerks in Mr Stuarts counting-room, that their chief accountant, Mr Corrie, was a great letter writer  that when one letter was finished, he invariably began another, and kept it by him, adding sheet after sheet to it until the Avenger returned and carried it off. Once Mr Corrie was called hurriedly away while in the act of addressing one of these epistles. He left it lying on his desk, and a small, contemptible, little apprentice allowed his curiosity so far to get the better of him, that he looked at the address, and informed his companions that Mr Corries correspondent was a certain Miss Alice Mason!

Of course, Mr Corrie received voluminous replies from this mysterious Alice; and, if one might judge from his expression on reading these epistles, (as that contemptible little apprentice did judge,) the course of his love ran smoother than usual; thus, by its exceptionality, proving the truth of the rule.

Years passed away. The merchants head became grey, but his gigantic frame was as straight and his step as firm as ever. His wife, strange to say, looked younger as she grew older! It seemed as if she were recovering from some terrible illness that had made her prematurely old, and were now renewing her youth. The business prospered to such an extent that, by becoming altogether too wonderful, it ceased to be a matter of wonder altogether to the merchants of the Green Isle. They regarded it as semi-miraculous  the most unprecedented case of luck that had ever been heard of in the annals of mercantile history.

But the rich merchant still dwelt in the humble, almost mean, cottage, and still wrought as an engineer and shipwright with his own hands.

In the little cottage beside his own there were soon seen (and heard) three stout children, two boys and a girl, the former being named respectively Gascoyne and Henry, the latter, Mary. It is needless to say that these were immense favourites with the eccentric merchant.

During all this time there was a firm in Liverpool which received periodical remittances of money from an unknown source. The cashier of that firm, a fat little man, with a face like a dumpling and a nose like a cherry, lived, as it were, in a state of perpetual amazement in regard to these remittances. They came regularly, from apparently nowhere, were acknowledged to nobody, and amounted, in the course of time, to many thousands. This firm had, some years previously, lost a fine vessel. She was named the Brilliant; had sailed for the South Sea islands with a rich cargo, and was never more heard of. The fat cashier knew the loss sustained by this vessel to a penny. He had prepared and calculated all the papers and sent duplicates on board, and as he had a stake in the venture he never forgot the amount of the loss sustained.

One day the firm received a remittance from the Unknown, with a note to the following effect at the foot of it: This is the last remittance on account of the Brilliant. The value of the cargo, including compound interest, and the estimated value of the vessel, have now been repaid to the owners.

The fat cashier was thunderstruck! He rushed to his ledger, examined the account, calculated the interest, summed up the whole, and found it correct. He went home to bed and fell sound asleep in amazement; awoke in amazement; went back to the office in amazement; worked on day after day in amazement; lived, and eventually died, in a state of unrelieved amazement in regard to this incomprehensible transaction!

About the same time that this occurred Mr Stuart entered his poor cottage, and finding his wife there, said  

Mary, I have sent off the last remittance to-day. I have made amends for that evil deed. It has cost me a long and hard struggle to realise the thousands of pounds that were requisite; for some of the goods had got damaged by damp in the cavern of the Isle of Palms, but the profits of my engineering and shipwright business have increased of late, and I have managed to square it all off with interest. And now, Mary, I can do no more. If I knew of any others who have suffered at my hands I would restore what I took tenfold  but I know of none. It therefore remains that I should work this business for the good of mankind. Of all the thousands that have passed through my hands I have not used one penny. You know that I have always kept the business that has grown out of the labour of my own hands distinct from that which has been reared on the stolen goods. I have lived and supported you by it, and now, through Gods blessing, it has increased to such an extent that I think we may afford to build a somewhat more commodious house and furnish it a little better.

As for the mercantile business  it must go on. It has prospered and still prospers. Many mouths are dependent on it for daily bread. I will continue to manage it, but every penny of profit shall go in charity as long as I live. After that, Henry may do with it as he pleases. He has contributed largely to make it what it is, and deserves to reap where he has sown so diligently. Do you think I am right in all this, Mary?

We need scarcely remark that Mary did think it all right, for she and Gascoyne had no differences of opinion now.

Soon after this, Corrie went off on a long voyage in the Avenger. The vessel touched at San Francisco, and, while there, some remarkable scenes took place between Jo Bumpus and a good-looking woman whom he called Susan. This female ultimately went on board the Avenger, and sailed in her for Green Isle.

On the way thither they touched at one of the first of the South Sea islands that they came in sight of, where scenes of the most unprecedented description took place between Corrie and a bluff old gentleman named Ole Thorwald, and a sweet, blue-eyed, fair-haired, maiden named Alice Mason!

Strange to say this fair girl agreed to become a passenger in the Avenger; and, still more strange to say, her father and Ole Thorwald agreed to accompany her, also an ancient piece of animated door-matting called Toozle and a black woman named Poopy, whose single observation in regard to every event in sublunary history was, Hee! hee!

On reaching Green Isle, Corrie and Alice were married, and on the same day Bumpus and Susan were also united. There was great rejoicing on the occasion; Ole Thorwald and Dick Price distinguished themselves by dancing an impromptu and maniacal pas de deux at the double wedding!

Of Captain Montagues future career we know nothing. He may have been killed in the wars of his country, or he may have become an admiral in the British navy, for all we know to the contrary. One thing only we are certain of, and that is, that he sailed for England in the pirate schooner, and seemed by no means to regret the escape of the pirate captain!

Years rolled away. The head of Gascoyne became silvery white, but Time seemed impotent to subdue the vigour of his stalwart frame, or destroy the music of his deep bass voice. He was the idol of numerous grandchildren as well as of a large circle of juveniles, who, without regard to whether they had or had not a right to do so, styled him Grandfather.

Little did these youngsters think, as they clambered over his huge frame, and listened with breathless attention to his wild stories of the sea, that grandfather had once been the celebrated and much-dreaded Durward, the pirate!

Nothing would induce Gascoyne to take a prominent part in the public affairs of his chosen home; but he did attempt to teach a class of the very smallest boys and girls in the missionarys Sunday school, and he came, in time, to take special delight in this work.

He was never so happy as when telling to these little ones the story of redeeming love. In the choice of subjects for his class, he was somewhat peculiar as well as in his manner of treating them. He was particularly emphatic and earnest, used to fill his little hearers with awe, when he spoke of the danger of sin and the importance of resisting its beginnings. But his two favourite themes of all  and those which dwelt most frequently on his lips  were, God is Love, and, Love is the fulfilling of the law.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Beginning  in which Several Important Personages are Introduced.

There existed, not many years ago, a certain street near the banks of old Father Thames which may be described as being one of the most modest and retiring little streets in London.

The neighbourhood around that street was emphatically dirty and noisy. There were powerful smells of tallow and tar in the atmosphere, suggestive of shipping and commerce. Narrow lanes opened off the main street affording access to wharves and warehouses, and presenting at their termini segmentary views of ships hulls, bowsprits, and booms, with a background of muddy water and smoke. There were courts with unglazed windows resembling doors, and massive cranes clinging to the walls. There were yards full of cases and barrels, and great anchors and chains, which invaded the mud of the river as far as was consistent with safety; and adventurous little warehouses, which stood on piles, up to the knees, as it were, in water, totally regardless of appearances, and utterly indifferent as to catching cold. As regards the population of this locality, rats were, perhaps, in excess of human beings; and it might have been observed that the former were particularly frolicsome and fearless.

Farther back, on the landward side of our unobtrusive street, commercial and nautical elements were more mingled with things appertaining to domestic life. Elephantine horses, addicted to good living, drew through the narrow streets wagons and vans so ponderous and gigantic that they seemed to crush the very stones over which they rolled, and ran terrible risk of sweeping little children out of the upper windows of the houses. In unfavourable contrast with these, donkeys, of the most meagre and starved aspect, staggered along with cartloads of fusty vegetables and dirty-looking fish, while the vendors thereof howled the nature and value of their wares with deliberate ferocity. Low pawnbrokers (chiefly in the slop line) obtruded their seedy wares from doors and windows halfway across the pavement, as if to tempt the naked; and equally low pastry-cooks spread forth their stale viands in unglazed windows, as if to seduce the hungry.

Here the population was mixed and varied. Busy men of business and of wealth, porters and wagoners, clerks and warehousemen, rubbed shoulders with poor squalid creatures, men and women, whose business or calling no one knew and few cared to know except the policeman on the beat, who, with stern suspicious glances, looked upon them as objects of special regard, and as enemies; except, also, the earnest-faced man in seedy black garments, with a large Bible (evidently) in his pocket, who likewise looked on them as objects of special regard, and as friends. The rats were much more circumspect in this locality. They were what the Yankees would call uncommonly cute, and much too deeply intent on business to indulge in play.

In the lanes, courts, and alleys that ran still farther back into the great hive, there was an amount of squalor, destitution, violence, sin, and misery, the depth of which was known only to the people who dwelt there, and to those earnest-faced men with Bibles who made it their work to cultivate green spots in the midst of such unpromising wastes, and to foster the growth of those tender and beautiful flowers which sometimes spring and flourish where, to judge from appearances, one might be tempted to imagine nothing good could thrive. Here also there were rats, and cats too, besides dogs of many kinds; but they all of them led hard lives of it, and few appeared to think much of enjoying themselves. Existence seemed to be the height of their ambition. Even the kittens were depressed, and sometimes stopped in the midst of a faint attempt at play to look round with a scared aspect, as if the memory of kicks and blows was strong upon them.

The whole neighbourhood, in fact, teemed with sad yet interesting sights and scenes, and with strange violent contrasts. It was not a spot which one would naturally select for a ramble on a summer evening after dinner; nevertheless it was a locality where time might have been profitably spent, where a good lesson or two might have been learned by those who have a tendency to consider the poor.

But although the neighbourhood was dirty and noisy, our modest street, which was at that time known by the name of Redwharf Lane, was comparatively clean and quiet. True, the smell of tallow and tar could not be altogether excluded, neither could the noises; but these scents and sounds reached it in a mitigated degree, and as the street was not a thoroughfare, few people entered it, except those who had business there, or those who had lost their way, or an occasional street boy of an explorative tendency; which last, on finding that it was a quiet spot, invariably entered a protest against such an outrageous idea as quietude in the City by sending up a series of hideous yells, and retiring thereafter precipitately.

Here, in Redwharf Lane, was the office of the firm of Denham, Crumps, and Company.

Mr Denham stood with his back to the fire, for it was a coldish autumn day, with his coat-tails under his arms. He was a big bald man of five-and-forty, with self-importance enough for a man of five-hundred-and-forty. Mr Crumps sat in a small back-office, working so diligently that one might have supposed he was endeavouring to bring up the arrears of forty years neglect, and had pledged himself to have it done before dinner. He was particularly small, excessively thin, very humble, rather deaf, and upwards of sixty. Company had died of lockjaw two years previous to the period of which we write, and is therefore unworthy of farther notice. A confidential clerk had taken, and still retained, his place.

Messrs Denham, Crumps, and Company, were shipowners. Report said that they were rich, but report frequently said what was not true in those days. Whether it has become more truthful in the present days, remains an open question. There can be no question, however, that much business was done at the office in Redwharf Lane, and that, while Denham lived in a handsome mansion in Russell Square, and Crumbs dwelt in a sweet cottage in Kensington, Company had kept a pony phaeton, and had died in a snug little villa on Hampstead Heath.

The office of Denham, Crumps, and Company was small and unpretending, as was the street in which it stood. There was a small green door with a small brass plate and a small brass knocker, all of which, when opened by their attendant, a small tiger in blue, with buttons, gave admittance to a small passage that terminated in a small room. This was the outer office, and here sat the four clerks of the establishment on four tall stools, writing in four monstrous volumes, as furiously as if they were decayed authors whose lives depended on the result. Their salaries did, poor fellows, and that was much the same thing!

A glass door, with scratches here and there, through which the head of the firm could gaze unseen, separated the office from Denhams room, and a wooden door separated that from Crumps room, beyond which there was a small closet or cell which had been Companys room before that gentleman died. It was now used as a repository for ancient books and papers.

Very odd, said Mr Denham, and as he said so he touched a small silver bell that stood on his writing-table.

The tiger in blue and buttons instantly appeared.

Here, Peekins, post these letters. Has no one called this afternoon; I mean, no one resembling a sailor?

The boy in blue started, and his face became very red.

Why, whats the matter, boy? What do you mean by staring at me, instead of answering my question?

Please, sir, stammered Peekins meekly, I didnt mean no arm, sir, but you see, sir, his face was so drefful fierce, and he looked sich a wild

Boy, are you mad? interrupted Mr Denham, advancing and seizing the tiger by his blue collar; what are you talking about? Now, answer my question at once, else Ill shake the little life you have out of your body. Did any sailor-like man call at the office this afternoon?

Oh, sir, yes, sir,  I  I  thought he was drunk and wouldnt let im in, sir; hes bin a standin stampin at the door for more than

The end of the sentence was cut short by Mr Denham suddenly ejecting the boy from the room and shouting, Let him in!

In a few seconds a heavy tread was heard in the outer office, and the boy ushered in a tall young man, of unusually large proportions, with extremely broad shoulders, and apparently about twenty-three years of age, whose rough pilot-coat, wide pantaloons, and glazed hat bespoke him a sailor. His countenance was flushed, and an angry frown contracted his brow as he strode into the room, pulled off his hat and stood before the head of the house of Denham, Crumps, and Company.

I beg pardon, sir, began the sailor, somewhat sharply, yet without disrespect, when I am asked to come

Yes, yes, Bax, interposed Mr Denham, I know what you would say. Pray calm yourself. It is a pity you should have been kept waiting outside, but the fact is that my boy is a new one, and apparently he is destitute of common sense. Sit down. I sent for you to say that I wish you to take the Nancy to Liverpool. You will be ready to start at once, no doubt

Before the schooner is overhauled? inquired Bax, in surprise.

Of course, said Denham, stiffly; I see no occasion for another overhaul. That schooner will cost us more than she is worth if we go on repairing at the rate we have been doing the last two years.

She needs it all, sir, rejoined Bax, earnestly. The fact is, Mr Denham, I feel it to be my duty to tell you that there aint a sound plank or timber in her from stem to stern, and Im pretty sure that if she costs you money, shes likely to cost me and the men aboard of her our lives. I strongly advise you to strike her off the books, and get a new one.

Mr Bax, said Denham, pompously, you are too young a man to offer your advice unless it is asked. I believe the engineer employed by me to examine into the condition of my vessels is quite competent to judge in these matters, and I have unbounded confidence in him. When I placed you in command of the Nancy, I meant you to navigate, not to criticise her; but if you are afraid to venture

Afraid! cried the young sailor, reddening. Is anxiety about the lives of your men and the safety of your property to be called fear? I am willing to sail in the Nancy as long as a plank of her will hold to her ribs, but

Bax paused and bit his lip, as if to keep back words which had better not be spoken.

Well, then, rejoined Mr Denham, affecting to disregard the pause, let me hear no more about repairs. When these require to be done, they shall be done. Meanwhile, go and make preparation to sail by the morning tides which serves about  what hour, think you?

Flood at half after six, said Bax, curtly.

Very well, come up here at half-past five, one of the clerks will see you. You will have to run down to Dover in the first place, and when there my agent will give you further instructions. Good afternoon!

Bax rose and quitted the room with a stern Good day, sir.

As he passed through the outer office he was arrested by one of the clerks laying a hand on his shoulder.

Well, Mr Foster, said Bax, a bright smile chasing the frown from his face, it seems were to swim if we can, or sink if we cant this winter;  but what want ye with me?

You are to call me Guy, not Mister Foster, said the lad, gaily. I want to know where you are to be found after six this evening.

At the Three Jolly Tars, answered Bax, clapping on his glazed hat.

All right, Ill look you up. Good-day.

Guy Foster, shouted Mr Denham from the inner room.

Yes, uncle, and in another moment the youth was standing, pen in hand, in the august presence of his relative, who regarded him with a cold stare of displeasure.

There could scarcely have been conceived a stronger contrast in nature than that which existed between the starched, proud, and portly uncle, and the tall, handsome, and hearty young nephew, whose age was scarcely twenty years.

How often am I to tell you, sir, said Mr Denham, that yes, uncle, is much too familiar and unbusinesslike a phrase to be used in this office in the hearing of your fellow-clerks?

I beg pardon, uncle, Im sure I had no intention of

There, that will do, I want no apology, I want obedience and attention to my expressed wishes. I suppose that you expect to get away for a few days holiday?

Well, unc  , sir, I mean, if it is quite convenient I should

It is not quite convenient, interrupted the uncle. It cannot possibly, at any time, be convenient to dispense with the services of a clerk in a house where no supernumeraries are kept to talk slang and read the newspapers. I see no reason whatever in young men in ordinary health expecting as a right, two or three weeks leave each year without deduction of salary. I never go to the country or to the sea-side from one years end to the other.

Youd be much the better for it if you did, uncle, interposed Guy.

That, sir, retorted Denham with emphasis, is your opinion, and you will allow me to say that it is erroneous, as most of your opinions, I am sorry to find, are. I find that no change is necessary for my health. I am in better condition than many who go to Margate every summer. I thrive on town air, sir, and on city life.

There was much truth in these observations. The worthy merchant did indeed seem to enjoy robust health, and there could be no question that, as far as physical appearances went, he did thrive on high living, foul air, and coining money. Tallow and tar sent forth delicious odours to him, and thick smoke was pleasant to his nostrils, for he dealt largely in coal, and all of these, with many kindred substances, were productive of the one great end and object of his life  gold.

However, pursued Mr Denham, leaning back on the mantle-piece, as the tyrannical customs of society cannot be altogether set at nought, I suppose I must let you go.

Thank you, unc  sir, said Guy, who, having been chained to the desk in the office of Redwharf Lane for the last eleven months, felt his young heart bounding wildly within him at the prospect of visiting, even for a brief period, his mothers cottage on the coast of Kent.

You have no occasion to thank me, retorted Mr Denham; you are indebted entirely to the tyrannical customs and expectations of society for the permission. Good-bye, you may convey my respects to your mother.

I will, sir.

Have you anything further to say? asked Mr Denham, observing that the youth stood looking perplexedly at the ground, and twirling his watch-key.

Yes, uncle, I have, answered Guy, plucking up courage. The fact is  that, is to say  you know that wrecks are very common off the coast of Kent.

Certainly, I do, said Denham with a frown. I have bitter cause to know that. The loss occasioned by the wreck of the Sea-gull last winter was very severe indeed. The subject is not a pleasant one; have you any good reason for alluding to it?

I have, uncle; as you say, the loss of the Sea-gull was severe, for, besides the loss of a fine vessel and a rich cargo, there was the infinitely more terrible loss of the lives of twenty-two human beings.

As Mr Denham had not happened to think of the loss of life that occurred on the occasion, and had referred solely to the loss of ship and cargo, which, by a flagrant oversight on the part of one of his clerks, had not been insured; he made no rejoinder, and Guy, after a moments pause, went on  

The effect of this calamity was so powerful on the minds of the people of Deal and Walmer, near which the wreck took place, that a public meeting was called, and a proposal made that a lifeboat should be established there.

Well? said Mr Denham.

Well, continued the youth, my mother gave a subscription; but being poor she could not give much.

Well, well, said Mr Denham impatiently.

And  and I gave a little, a very little, towards it too, said Guy.

Your salary is not large; it was very foolish of you to waste your money in this way.

Waste it, uncle!

Come, sir, what does all this tend to? said Denham, sternly.

I thought  I hoped  indeed I felt assured, said Guy earnestly, that you would give something towards this good object

Oh, did you? said the merchant, cutting him short; then, sir, allow me to say that you were never more mistaken in your life. I never give money in charity. I believe it to be a false principle, which tends to the increase of beggars and criminals. You can go now.

But consider, uncle, entreated Guy, this is no ordinary charity. A lifeboat there might be the means of saving hundreds of lives; and oh! if you could have seen, as I did, the despairing faces of these poor people as they clung to the rigging scarcely a stones-cast from the shore, on which the waves beat so furiously that no boat except a lifeboat could have lived for a moment; if you could have heard, as I did, the wild shriek of despair as the masts went by the board, and plunged every living soul into the raging sea, I am certain that you would gladly give a hundred pounds or more towards this philanthropic object.

Nephew, said Denham, I will not give a sixpence. Your inexperience and enthusiasm lead you astray, sir, in this matter. Lifeboats are capable of being upset as well as ordinary boats, and there are cases on record in which the crews of them have been drowned as well as the people whom they recklessly went out to save. My opinion is, that persons who devote themselves to a sea-faring life must make up their minds to the chances and risks attending such a life. Now you have my answer  good-bye, and give my best regards to your sister. I will expect you back next Saturday week.

I have still another favour to ask, sir, said Guy, after some hesitation.

Has it anything to do with what you are pleased to term a philanthropic object?

It has.

Then, said Mr Denham, save me the trouble of refusing, and yourself the pain of a refusal, by holding your tongue,  and retiring.

Guy coloured, and was about to turn away in disgust, but, repressing his indignation by a powerful effort, he advanced with a cheerful countenance, and held out his hand.

Well, good-bye, uncle. If ever you go to the coast, and happen to see a storm and a shipwreck, youll change your mind, I think, in regard to this matter.

Mr Denham did go to the coast, and, did see a storm and a shipwreck, but whether this prediction ever came true is a point that shall not be revealed at this part of our narrative.




Chapter Two.

In Which more Important Personages are Introduced, and Display their Characters by their Actions More or Less.

The Three Jolly Tars was one of those low taverns where seamen were wont to congregate  not because it was a low tavern, but because there was no other sort of tavern  high or low  in that neighbourhood.

The world (that is to say, the delicately-nurtured and carefully-tended world) is apt to form erroneous opinions in regard to low taverns, and degradation, and sin in general,  arising from partial ignorance and absolute inexperience, which it is important that we should correct in order that the characters of our story may not be falsely judged. God forbid that it should be for a moment supposed that we have a word to say in favour of low taverns. Our aim just now is, not to consider these, but, to convince the reader, if possible, that every man who enters one of them is not necessarily a lost or utterly depraved creature.

It is undoubtedly true that these low taverns are moral pig-sties. Nay, we owe an apology to the pigs for the comparison. Sties appear to be places of abode suited to the nature and tastes of their occupants, and the grumps who inhabit them seem not only to rejoice in them (for this alone would be no argument, inasmuch as the same may be affirmed of men who rejoice in low taverns), but to be utterly incapable of higher enjoyment out of them. Let a pig out of his stye, afford him every conceivable opportunity of intellectual and physical improvement, and he will carefully search out the nearest mudhole  unhappy until he finds it  will thrust not only his nose but his body into it, and will find supreme enjoyment in wallowing in the mire; and no blame to him for this; he is grumpish by nature. Yes, a low tavern is beneath the level of a pig-stye!

Nevertheless, as it is possible that, for a time, man may, through sin, or circumstances, or both, be reduced to such a condition as to take shelter in a pig-stye, without exposing himself to the charge of being a pig; so, it is possible that a man may frequent a low tavern, not without detriment, but, without becoming thereby worthy of being classed with the lowest of the low. Do not misunderstand us, gentle reader. We do not wish in the slightest degree to palliate the coarse language, the debasement, the harsh villainy, which shock the virtuous when visiting the haunts of poverty. Our simple desire is to assure the sceptical that goodness and truth are sometimes found in strange questionable places, although it is undoubtedly true that they do not deliberately search out such places for an abode, but prefer a pure atmosphere and pleasant companionship if they can get it.

It must not be supposed, then, that our friend John Bax  sometimes called captain, sometimes skipper, not unfrequently mister, but most commonly Bax, without any modification  was a hopeless castaway, because he was found by his friend Guy Foster in a room full of careless foul-mouthed seamen, eating his bread and cheese and drinking his beer in an atmosphere so impregnated with tobacco smoke that he could scarcely see, and so redolent of gin that he could scarcely smell the smoke!

In those days there were not so many sailors homes and temperance coffee-houses as there are now. In the locality about which we write there were none. If Jack wanted his lunch or his dinner he found the low tavern almost the only place in which he could get it comfortably. Tobacco smoke was no objection to him;  he rather liked it. Swearing did not shock him;  he was used to it. Gentle folk are apt to err here too. Being shocked at gross sin does not necessarily imply goodness of heart; it implies nothing more than the being unused to witness gross sin. Goodness of heart may go along with this capacity of being shocked, so, equally, may badness of heart; but neither of them is implied by it.

What a grand thing is truth  simple abstract truth! and yet how little do we appreciate it in regard to the inconceivably important matter of reasoning. We analyse our chemicals and subject them to the severest tests in order to ascertain their true properties;  truth is all we aim at; but how many of us can say that we analyse our thoughts and subject our reasoning to the test of logic in order simply to ascertain the truth.

Smoke for ever! I say, Bill, open that there port a bit, else well be choked, cried a stentorian voice, as Guy entered the little apartment, where some dozen of noisy sailors were creating the cloud, which was a little too strong for them.

For some moments Guy glanced round inquiringly, unable to pierce the dim curtain that enshrouded everything, as with a veil of dirty gauze.

Lost your reckoning, I guess, drawled a Yankee skipper.

Never mind, let go your anchor, my lad, cried a voice from the densest quarter of the smoke, its not a bad berth, and good holdin ground.

Whatll you take to drink, my boy, supposin you gits the offer? inquired another man, giving him a facetious poke in the ribs.

Is John Bax here? inquired Guy.

Hallo, messmate  here you are, port your helm and heave a-head  steady! rocks to leeward; starboard hard! ah, I knew youd never clear these rocks without touchin, said Bax, as his young friend tripped over three or four spittoons, and plunged into the corner from which the sailors deep bass voice issued. There now, sit down; whatll you have?

Nothing, Bax; what a horrible hole to feed in! Couldnt you come out and talk with me in the fresh air?

It must indeed have been a wonderfully impure place when Guy could venture by contrast to speak of the air outside as being fresh.

Couldnt do it, my lad, replied Bax, with his mouth full. I havent had a bit since six oclock this morning, and Im only half through.

The fact was evident, for a large plate of biscuit and cheese stood on the small table before the seaman, with a tumbler of hot gin and water. So Guy sat down, and, observing that the waiter stood at his elbow, ordered half a pint of stout. Guy did not drink spirits, but he had no objection to beer, so he took occasion to remonstrate with Bax on his tendency to drink gin, and recommended beer instead, as it would do him more good. It did not occur to Guy that a young man in robust health does not require physical good to be done to him at all, beyond what food, and rest, and exercise can achieve, and that, therefore, artificial stimulant of any kind is unnecessary!

Skipper ahoy! shouted, a gruff voice in the doorway.

Ay, ay! cried several of the party in reply.

Is John Bax in this here port?

Here you are, replied the man in request, port your helm, old boy! rocks on the lee bow, look out!

Steady, so, said a fat burly seaman, as he steered in obedience to these sailing directions, and finally cast anchor beside our two friends.

How are ye, Captain Bluenose? said Bax, holding out his hand.

Same to you, lad, replied the Captain, seizing the offered hand in his own enormous fist, which was knotty and fleshy, seamed with old cuts and scars, and stained with tar. Hallo! Guy, is this you? he added, turning suddenly to the youth. Why, whod a thought to see you here? I do blieve I hant seen ye since the last time down at the coast. But, I say, Guy, my boy, you hant took to drinkin, have ye?

No, Captain, said Guy, with a smile, nothing stronger than beer, and not much of that. I merely came here to meet Bax.

Captain Bluenose  whose name, by the way, had no reference to his nose, for that was small and red  scratched his chin and stared into vacancy, as if he were meditating.

Why, boy, he said at length, seems to me as if youd as good cause to suspec me of drinkin as I have to suspec you, cause were both here, dye see? Howsever, Ive been cruisin after the same craft, an so weve met, dye see, an thats natral, so it is.

Well, and now you have found me, what dye want with me? said Bax, finishing the bread and cheese, and applying to the gin and water.

Shipmet, Im goin home, and wants a berth a-board the Nancy, said Bluenose.

Couldnt do it, Captain, said Bax, shaking his head, gainst rules.

Ill go as a hextra hand  a suppernummerary, urged the Captain.

Why, Captain, said Guy, is it not strange that I should have come here to make the very same request? Come, Bax, youre a good fellow, and will take us both. I will guarantee that my uncle will not find fault with you.

Ah, that alters the case, said Bax, if you choose to take the responsibility on your own shoulders, Guy, youre welcome to the best berth a-board the old Nancy. Dye know, Ive a fondness for that old craft, though she is about as unseaworthy a schooner as sails out o the port of London. You see, shes the only craft bigger than a Deal lugger that I ever had command of. Shes my first love, is the old Nancy, and I hope we wont have to part for many a day.

Quite right, young man, said Captain Bluenose, nodding his head approvingly, and filling his pipe from a supply of tobacco he always carried in the right pocket of his capacious blue waistcoat. The Captain gazed with a look of grave solemnity in the manly countenance of the young sailor, for whom he entertained feelings of unbounded admiration. He had dandled Bax on his knee when he was a baby, had taught him to make boats and to swim and row when he became a boy, and had sailed with him many a time in the same lugger when they put off in wild storms to rescue lives or property from ships wrecked on the famous Goodwin Sands.

Quite right, young man, repeated the Captain, as he lighted his pipe, your sentiments does you credit. Wen a mans got his first love, dye see, an finds as how shes all trim and ship-shape, and taut, and well ballasted, and all that sort o thing, stick to her to the last, through thick and thin. Thats wot I say, dye see? Theres no two ways about it, for wots right cant be wrong. If it can, show me how, and then Ill knock under, but not before.

Certainly not, Captain, cried Bax, laughing, never give in  thats my motto.

There, said Bluenose, gravely, youre wrong cause why? Youre not right, an wen a mans not right he ought always to give in.

But how is a fellow to know when hes right and when hes wrong? asked Bax.

Con-sideration, said Bluenose.

Bravo! Captain, cried Guy, with a laugh, if it be true that brevity is the soul of wit, you must be the wittiest fellow on Deal beach.

I dun-know, retorted the Captain, slowly, whether its the soul or the body o wit, an wots more, I dont care; but its a fact, dye see, that considerationll do it; least-wise if consideration wont, nothin will. See now, here it is,  (he became very earnest at this point), wen a thing puzzles people, wot does people do? why, they begins right off to talk about it, an state their opinions afore they hant got no opinions to state. Praps they takes the puzzler up by the middle an talks wild about that part of it; then they give a look at the end of it, an mayhap theyll come back and glance at the beginnin, mayhap they wont, and then theyll tell you as grave as owls that theyve made up their minds about it, and so nail their colours to the mast.

At this stage in the elucidation of the knotty point, Bluenose observed that his pipe was going out, so he paused, pulled at it vigorously for a few seconds, and then resumed his discourse.

Now, lads, wot ought you for to do wen youve got hold of a puzzler? Why, you ought to sit down and consider of it, which means you should begin at the beginnin; an let me tell you, its harder to find the beginnin of a puzzler than praps you suppose. Havin found the beginnin, you should look at it well, and then go on lookin, inch by inch, and fut by fut, till you comes to the end of it; then look it back, oncommon slow, to the beginnin again, after which turn it outside in, or inside out,  it dont much matter which way,  and go it all over once more; after which cram your knuckles into yer two eyes, an sit for half-an-hour (or three-quarters, if its tremendous deep) without movin. If that dont do, and you hant got time to try it over again, give in at once, an haul your colours down, but on no occasion wotiver nail them to the mast, xceptin always, wen youre cocksure that youre right, for then, of coorse, ye cant go far wrong.

This little touch of philosophy convinced Bax that if he did not wish to sit there half the night, the sooner he changed the subject the better, so he called the waiter, and paid his bill, saying to his companions that it was time to go aboard if they wanted a snooze before tripping the anchor.

What have you had, sir? said the waiter, turning to Bluenose.

The man said this with a sneer, for he knew that the captain had taken nothing since he entered the house, and was aware, moreover, that he was a water-drinker.

Ive had nothin, replied the Captain, nor dont want any, thank ee.

Oh! beg pardon, sir, the waiter bowed and retired impressively.

The house couldnt keep goin long with some customers, stammered a rough-looking, half-tipsy fellow who had overheard these remarks.

Might do something for the good of the house, said another, who was equally drunk.

Who bade you put in your oar? cried the first speaker fiercely, for he had reached that condition of intoxication which is well known as the fighting stage. The other man was quite ready to humour him, so, almost before one could understand what had been said, a savage blow was given and returned, oaths and curses followed, and in two seconds one of the combatants had his opponent by the throat, threw him on his back, with his neck over the fender and his head thrust into the ashes.

Instantly the room was a scene of wild confusion, as some of the friends of both men endeavoured to separate them, while others roared in drunken glee to let em have fair play, and fight it out.

The result of this quarrel might have been serious had not Bax thrust the yelling crowd aside, and, exerting to the utmost the extraordinary muscular power with which he had been endowed, tore the combatants asunder by main force, and hurled them violently to opposite sides of the room.

Shame on you; lads, said he, can you not drink your grog without quarrelling about nothing?

The towering size and the indignant look of Bax, as he said this, were sufficient to quell the disturbance, although some of the more irascible spirits could not refrain from grumbling about interference, and the Yankee roundly asserted that before hed go into a public, and sit down and smoke his pipe without doin somethin for the good o the ouse, hed like to see himself chawed up pretty slick, he would.

Waiter a-hoy! shouted Captain Bluenose sternly, on hearing this.

Yes-sir.

Bring me a tumbler o gin and a pot o cold water.

Tumler  o  gin  sir  an  a  por  o  col war, sir? Yes  sir.

The waiter stopped suddenly and turned back.

Mixed, sir?

No, not mixed, sir, replied Bluenose, with a look and tone of withering sarcasm; contrairywise, wery much separated.

When the gin and water were placed on the table, the Captain quietly took up the former and cast it, glass and all, under the grate, after which he raised the pot of water to his lips, and, looking round on the company with a bland smile, said:  

There, Ive took somethin for the good of the house, and now, lads, Ill drink to your better health and happiness in my favourite tipple, the wich I heartily recommend to you.

Bluenose drained the pot, flung a half-crown on the table, and swaggered out of the house with his hands deep in the pockets of his rough pea-jacket.

The fact was that the worthy Captain felt aggrieved, and his spirit was somewhat ruffled at the idea of being expected to drink in a house where he had oftentimes, for years past, regaled himself with, and expended his money upon, bread and cheese and ginger-beer!




Chapter Three.

In which the Introduction of Important Personages is Continued, in Rather Exciting Circumstances.

Where aways the boat, lad? said Captain Bluenose to Bax, on recovering his equanimity.

Close at hand; mind the fluke of that anchor. The owner of this spot should be put in limbo for settin man-traps. Have a care of your shins, Guy; its difficult navigation here on a dark night.

All right, Bax, replied Guy; Ill keep close in your wake, so if you capsize we shall at least have the comfort of foundering together.

The place through which the three friends were groping their way was that low locality of mud and old stores, which forms the border region between land and water, and in which dwelt those rats which have been described as being frolicsome and numerous.

Hold hard! roared Bluenose, as he tripped over the shank of an anchor, why dont you set up a lighthouse, or a beacon o some sort on these here shoals?

Starboard, old boy, starboard hard, steady! cried Bax.

With seaman-like promptitude the Captain obeyed, and thus escaped tumbling off the end of the wharf at which they had arrived.

Nancy, a-hoy! cried Bax in a subdued shout.

A juvenile Ay, ay, sir! instantly came back in reply from the dark obscurity that overhung the river. The sound of oars followed.

Smart little fellow that nephew of yours; hell do you credit some day, said Bax, turning towards Bluenose, who, although close at his side, was scarcely visible, so dark was the night.

The Captains rejoinder was cut short by the boy in question sending the bow of the boat crash against the wharf, an exploit which had the effect of pitching him heels over head into the bottom of it.

Why didnt you give us a hail, uncle? remonstrated the boy, as he rose and rubbed his elbows.

Good practice, my lad, its good practice, replied Bluenose, chuckling, as he stepped in.

A few seconds sufficed to take them alongside of the Nancy, in two narrow berths of which the Captain and Guy were quickly stowed away and sound asleep, while Bax paced the deck slowly overhead, having relieved the watch and sent him below.

Just half an hour or so before dawn  that mysterious, unreal and solemn period of the night or morning  Captain Bluenose came on deck minus his coat and shoes, in order to have a look at how things were getting on,  as if the general operations of nature had been committed to his charge, and he were afraid lest the sun should not be able to rise without his assistance.

Light air, west-sou-west, muttered the Captain as he stepped on deck, cast a glance up at the vane on the mast-head, and then swept his eye round the (imaginary) horizon.

There was not much to be seen, except the numerous lights of the shipping, and the myriad lamps of the great city, whose mighty hum of life had not yet begun to awaken. It was the deadest hour of night (if we may use the expression), although advanced towards morning. The latest of late sitters-up had gone to bed and got to sleep, and the earliest of early risers had not yet been aroused. None save night-workers and night-watchers were astir, and these did not disturb in any appreciable degree the deep quiet of the hour.

While Bax and his friend were conversing in subdued tones near the binnacle, they were startled by a piercing shriek, followed by a heavy plunge in the water, which, from the sound, appeared to be not far distant. They sprang to the bow, which was pointing down the river,  the flood-tide was running strong up at the time. On reaching it they heard a gurgling cry, not twenty yards ahead of the vessel.

Hold on! cried Bax to Bluenose, sharply, at the same time fastening the end of a rope round his waist with the speed of thought, and plunging over the side head-foremost. The cry and the plunge brought Guy Foster on deck instantly. He found the Captain holding on with all his might to the end of the rope, on which there seemed to be a tremendous strain.

Take a turn round that belayin pin, gasped the Captain.

Guy obeyed, and the moment his companion was relieved, he shouted, All hands a-hoy!

It was unnecessary. The four men who formed the crew of the Nancy were already springing up the fore-hatch. There was bustle among the shipping too. Lights danced about, the sound of oars was heard in various directions, and sharp eager shouts, as of men who felt that life was in danger, but knew not where to hasten in order to afford aid.

Haul now, lads, with a will, cried the Captain; so, steady, avast heaving. Ah! thats a smart lad.

While the men were hauling on the rope, little Tommy had bounded over the side into the boat, which he quickly brought close to the rope, and, seizing it, guided his craft to the end to which Bax was fastened. He found him buffeting the strong current stoutly, and supporting a head on his shoulder in such a way that the mouth should not get below water.

All right, Tommy, said Bax, quietly. Dont get excited, my lad; lend a hand to raise her a bit out o the water. Now, can you hold her there for one moment?

Yes, if you just give me the end of that shawl in my teeth,  so.

Tommy could say no more, for he was squeezed flat against the gunwale of the boat, with his stout little arms tight round the neck and waist of a female figure, the fingers of his left hand grasping her hair, and his legs twisted in a remarkable manner round the thwart to keep him from being dragged out of the boat, besides which his mouth was full of the shawl.

Bax at once grasped the gunwale, and moved hand over hand to the stern, where, by a powerful effort, he raised himself out of the water and sprang inboard. A few minutes more sufficed to enable him to drag the female (a young girl) into the boat, and place her in safety on the schooners deck.

The whole thing was done in much less time than is required to tell it. Only one of the boats that were out searching discovered the schooner, just as the female was got on board.

All right? inquired one of the men.

All right  saved, was the answer, and the boat pulled away into the obscurity of the morning mist with a cheer of congratulation. Then all was again silent, and the sluggish tide glided slowly past the dark hulls that rested on the bosom of the Thames.

On carrying the girl into the small cabin of the Nancy it was found that she was still in a state of insensibility. The dim light of the swinging lamp fell on her pale face, and revealed to the surprised and sympathetic beholders features of great beauty and delicate form, over which masses of dark brown hair straggled in wild confusion.

Now, lads, clear out o the way, cried Captain Bluenose, pulling off his coat energetically. Leave this here little craft to me. I know xactly wots got to be done, dye see. Turn her on her face  there; never go for to put a drownded body on its back, be it man or woman. Stick that coat under her breast, and her arm under her forehead. So, now well go to work.

There is no doubt that the worthy captain understood precisely what he meant to do, and was working on a systematic plan; but what the result of his labours might have been it is impossible to say, for at that moment he was interrupted by the tread of hurried footsteps on deck, and the sudden entrance of a silvery-haired man, whose black coat, vest, and pantaloons contrasted strangely with his heavy oilskin coat and sou-wester, and tended to puzzle the beholder as to whether he was a landsman in nautical outer garments, or a seaman clothed partly in what Jack calls shore-going toggery.

There was an expression of wild anxiety on the mans face as he sprang towards the prostrate form of the girl, fell on his knees, and, seizing her hand, exclaimed, Lucy, dearest Lucy! He stopped suddenly as if he had been choked, and, bending his ear close to Lucys lips, listened for a few seconds with knitted brow and compressed lips. At that moment there was a flutter on the eyelids of the girl, and a broken sigh escaped her.

The man kneeling at her side sprang convulsively to his feet, raised his hands high above his head, and exclaimed, O God, in Christs name I thank thee, in tones so fervent, as almost to approach to a shout.

With this irrepressible cry of gratitude every trace of strong emotion appeared to vanish from the countenance and the manner of the stranger. Turning to Bluenose, who had been gazing at this scene in much surprise, not unmingled with anxiety, he said in a calm but quick voice:  

My friend, this child is my daughter. Pray leave me alone with her for a few minutes.

Excuge a oldish man, sir, said the Captain; praps youd better let me stay, cause why, I knows how to treat drownded

Thank you, it is unnecessary, said the stranger. Besides, I myself am acquainted with the rules of the Humane Society. But you can aid me by getting hot blankets and warm coffee.

Come along, Captain, cried Bax, seizing his friend by the arm and dragging him out of the cabin.

Guy had quitted it, followed by Tommy, the instant the old man had expressed a wish to be left alone with his child.

There, now, you obstinate man, cried Bax, relaxing his grasp on gaining the foot of the companion ladder; up with you, and send Tommy to look after coffee and blankets. He knows where to get em. Ill go and put on dry toggery; the best thing that you can do, is to keep out of peoples way.

This latter piece of advice was not very agreeable to one whose heart was tender, and his desire to engage in works of active benevolence very strong. But feeling that the advice was good, and thoroughly appreciating the fact that, having shipped as a suppernummerary hand, he was bound to obey his young commander, he went on deck without remonstrance, walked aft to the binnacle, and began to fill his pipe.

Guy and Tommy were already there, engaged in earnest conversation. The ruddy light of the binnacle lamp streamed up in the face of the latter, and revealed his curly fair hair clustering in wild disorder over his flushed brow, as, with fire gleaming in his blue eyes, he stared up in his companions face and related how that Bax, in the coolest manner possible, had kept treading water with the girl in his arms, knowing quite well that not even his strength, great though it was, could enable him to pull himself by the rope to the ship against the tide, and knowing that, in a few minutes, some one would get into the boat and pick them up.

And so some one did, and very cleverly and bravely done it was, Tommy, said Guy, laying his hand kindly on the boys shoulder.

Well, I dont think much o that, replied Tommy. It dont call for much courage to jump into a boat of a fine night, twist your legs round a thort, and hold on to a girl by claws and teeth till somebody comes to yer help.

It was all very well for Tommy to disclaim credit for what he had done; but the glad triumphant expression of his face, and his firm erect gait, proved that he was very much satisfied indeed with the share he had had in that nights adventure.

Ah, sir, continued the boy, there never was a man like Bax!

You appear to admire him very much, said Guy; and from the little that I have seen of him I think you have good reason.

Admire him! cried Tommy, with a look of scorn; no, I dont. I like him. Hes a trump!

Whos a trump? inquired Bluenose, coming up at that moment.

Bax, replied the boy, with the air of one who takes up an impregnable position, and defies the whole world in arms to overthrow him.

So he is, so he is, a reglar trump, said the Captain, an wots more, there aint no more of them there trumps in the pack, for hes the king of arts, he is. An youre a trump, too, Tommy; youre the knave of arts, you are, ye little beggar. Go and git blankets and hot coffee for that gal, and look sharp, my lad.

I have heard you speak once or twice of Bax and his exploits, said Guy Foster, when the boy left them, but this is the first time I have seen him perform. I did not see much of him when down on the coast last summer, but I saw enough to make me like him. Is he really the wonderful fellow that Tommy makes him out to be?

Wonderful? echoed the Captain, puffing his pipe vigorously, as was his wont when a little puzzled for an expression or an idea. No, he aint wonderful; thats not the word. Hes a life-preserver, thats wot he is. None o your hinflated injinrubber or cork affairs, but a reglar, hanimated, walkin, self-actin life-preserver. Why, Ive knowd him, off and on, since he was the length of a marline spike, dye see  an Ive seed him save dozens, ay dozens, of lives  men, women, and children,  in lifeboats, an in luggers, an swimmin. Why, he thinks no more o that wot hes done to-night, than he does of eatin salt junk. Hes got a silver medal from the Royal Life-Boat Institution, an another from the Queen of Spain, and a gold un from some other king or queen, I dont xactly know who  besides no end o thanks, written on paper, also on wot they calls wellum, in beautiful German text and small-hand;  ho! you know, nobody knows wot that fellers been a-doin of all his life. If he was hung round with all the gold and silver medals he deserves to have, hed go to the bottom  life-preserver though he is  like the sheet-anchor of a seventy-four, he would.

Whats that about going to the bottom? said Bax, who came aft at the moment.

Thats just wot youve got nothin to do with, replied Bluenose, resuming his pipe, which, in the ardour of his discourse, he had removed from his lips, and held out at arms length before him.

Well, I have not much to do with going to the bottom, said Bax, laughing. But wheres Tommy?  oh! here you are. Have you attended to orders?

Blankits, hot, just bin sent in. Coffee, hot, follers in five minits.

Brayvo, ejaculated Bluenose, with an approving smile. I wonder who the old man is? said Guy. He neither looks like a landsman nor a seaman, but a sort of mixture of both.

So he is, said Bax. I happen to know him, though he does not know me. He is a Scripture reader to sailors (Burton by name), and has spent many years of his life at work on the coast, in the neighbourhood of Ramsgate. I suppose he was goin down the coast in the vessel out of which his daughter tumbled. I didnt know he had a daughter. By the way, shes not a bad one to begin with, Tommy; a regular beauty, continued Bax, with a smile. Youve often wondered whether the first would be a man, or a woman, or a child. The point is settled now!

Yes, replied the boy, with a grave meditative look. I suppose I may say shes my first, for you know you could not have done it without me.

There was something ludicrous, as well as sublime, in this little chip of humanity gravely talking of poor Lucy Burton being his first, as if he had just entered on a new fishing-ground, and were beginning to take account of the creatures he had the good fortune to haul out of the sea!

And in very truth, reader, this was the case. Under the training of a modest, lion-hearted British sailor, the boy was beginning to display, in unusual vigour, those daring, enthusiastic, self-sacrificing qualities which, although mingled with much that is evil, are marked characteristics of our seamen; qualities which have gone far to raise our little island to her present high position of commercial prosperity and political importance, and which, with Gods blessing, will continue to carry our flag, our merchandise, and our bibles, to the ends of the earth, and guard our shores, as in days of old, from the foot of every foreign foe. England can never fully appreciate how much she owes to her seamen. The thousands of our inland population have a very inadequate conception of the race of heroes by which our coasts are peopled. Bax is no exaggerated specimen, got up, in these sensation days, for effect. It is a glorious fact,  proved by the hard and bare statistics furnished annually by the Board of Trade, and from other sources,  that his name is legion, and that the men of whom he is a type swarm all round our coasts, from the old Ultima Thule to the Lands End.

Yes, Tommy was in good training. He had begun well. He was evidently a chip of the elder block. It did not, indeed, occur to his young imagination to suppose that he could ever become anything in the most distant degree resembling his idol Bax. Neither did he entertain any definite idea as to what his young heart longed after; but he had seen life saved; he had stood on the sea-shore when storms cast shattered wrecks upon the sands, and had witnessed the exploits of boatmen in their brave efforts to save human life; he had known what it was to weep when the rescuer perished with those whom he sought to save, and he had helped to swell with his tiny voice, the bursting cheer of triumph, when men, women, and children were plucked, as if by miracle, from the raging sea! To take part in those deeds of heroism was the leading desire in the boys life; and now it seemed as if his career were commencing in earnest, and the day-dreams in which he had so long indulged were at last about to become waking realities.




Chapter Four.

In which Introductions still go on, and Coming Events Cast their Shadows Before.

Mrs Maria Foster,  the widow of James Foster (formerly captain in the merchant service), the mother of Guy Foster (clerk in the firm of Denham, Crumps, and Company), and the promoter or supporter of every good cause,  was a little woman of five-and-forty or thereabouts, with mild blue eyes, a philanthropic heart, and pale blue ribbons in her cap.

Mrs Foster may be said to have been in easy circumstances. That is to say, she had sufficient (being a thrifty and economical lady) to make the two ends meet, even to overlap somewhat, though not,  as a friend of ours once observed,  to tie in a handsome bow, so that she had a little to spare for charitable purposes. It must not be supposed, however, that the good lady was possessed of a small fortune. The circumstances, which were easy to her, would have proved remarkably uneasy to many; but she possessed the rare and tailorly quality of being able and willing to cut her coat according to her cloth. There was no deeper mystery than that in the ease with which we have characterised her circumstances.

The coast of Kent was her locality; the environs of the town of Deal, her neighbourhood; and a small  almost miniature but pretty  cottage, her habitation. The cottage stood in the middle of a little garden, close to that wide extent of waste land, lying to the north of Deal, which is known by the name of the Sandhills, and on the seaward edge of which formerly stood the pile  and now lie the remains  of Sandown Castle.

Everything in and around the cottage was remarkably neat  including its mistress, who, on the evening of the day in which her son sailed with Bax in the Nancy, was seated at a little table in her small parlour, summing up an account on a sheet of note-paper,  an operation which appeared to cause her much perplexity, if one might judge from her knitted brows, her deep sighs, and her frequent remarks of it wont do, and what can it be?

These observations were apparently addressed to the cat, which sat in front of the fire, watching the tea-kettle and the buttered toast; but although the good lady was addicted to talking to her cat, in a general way, about her love for it and its state of health, we cannot suppose that she really appealed to it on such a grave subject as arithmetical calculation. If she did she got no answer from the cat  not even a sign of recognition; but she did from a bright-faced, fair-haired girl, of about eighteen, who at that moment entered the room, with a teapot in one hand, and a cream-jug in the other.

What is it that puzzles you, mamma? said the girl, setting down the pot and jug, and preparing to attend to the duties of the tea-table.

To this Mrs Foster replied, in an absent way, that she didnt know, that it was quite beyond her comprehension, and that she was utterly perplexed; but that she would find it out, if she should sit all night over it. Whereupon she proceeded to state that three and two made five, and seven made  made  she wasnt quite sure how much that made, until her companion told her it made twelve; which piece of information she received with an Oh! of course it does. Dear me, Amy, how silly I am!  just as if she had known the fact all her life, and had only forgotten it at that moment, unaccountably, for the first time! Mrs Foster then went on to add a variety of other figures to this,  with an occasional word of assistance from Amy,  until the whole amounted to the sum of one hundred and thirty-three.

There, said Mrs Foster, with a pleased expression, as she put the figures down, now how many twelves are in that  eh? let me see. Twelve times twelve are a hundred and forty,  no, thats too much; twelve times eleven  how much is twelve times eleven?

Mrs Foster did not ask this of Amy; no, she gazed up at the ceiling, where an uncommonly large spider was affixing its web,  with the design, no doubt, of lowering itself down to the tea-table,  and demanded the solution of the problem, apparently, from that creature.

I think it is a hundred and thirty-two, mamma, said Amy, pouring out the tea.

Oh, of course, how stupid! said Mrs Foster, who was quite struck with the obviousness of the fact  on being told it. There now, that comes to eleven shillings and one penny, which settles the Soup Kitchen. One pound two does the Hospital for the Blind, and theres one pound due to the Sailors Home. But still, continued Mrs Foster, with a return of the perplexed expression, that does not get me out of my difficulty.

Come to tea, dear, said Amy, and we will try to clear it up together afterwards.

Impossible, child. I could not eat with appetite while this is puzzling my brain. Let me see; there were fifteen pounds, apparently, spent last year, when I put it on paper, and yet here is a sovereign over, said Mrs Foster, holding up the coin, and looking at it reproachfully, as if the blame lay with it and not with herself.

Well, mamma, said Amy, laughing, but where is your difficulty?

Dont you see, child? by rights I ought to give fifteen pounds away; well, my book tells me that fifteen pounds have been given, and yet here is a sovereign left over to give!

Then dont give it, mamma, just put it back into your purse, and that will make the thing right, wont it?

No, dear, it wont, because, you see, the money must be right, so the book must be wrong; oh! here it is. I declare I have forgot to carry one. There, thats right. Now, dear, we shall have tea.

It may be necessary to explain here, that although Amy called Mrs Foster mamma, she was in fact not related to her at all, being only an adopted daughter. Poor Amy Russell was a child of the sea.

Two years previous to the time of which we write, she, with her father and mother, had been wrecked on the coast of Kent while returning from a long residence in New Zealand. Their vessel filled the moment she struck, and the seas buried the hull so completely that passengers and crew were obliged to take to the rigging. Here they remained all night exposed to the fury of the storm. Many of the unfortunates, unable to withstand the exposure of that terrible night, fell or were washed out of the rigging and perished. Among these were Amys father and mother. Amy herself was taken care of by the captain, with whom she was a great favourite, and, along with those who remained until the morning, was saved by one of the lifeboats stationed on that coast.

They had a narrow escape from drowning even after being taken into the boat, for, just as they were approaching the entrance to the harbour, where crowds of the inhabitants of the town were anxiously watching them, a tremendous sea completely filled the boat, swept away the starboard oars, and carried several of the wrecked passengers overboard, Amy being one of them. This happened close under the head of the pier. All the passengers were recovered by the lifeboats crew in a few seconds, with the exception of Amy, who, being exhausted by previous exposure, began to sink at once. The boatmen, in the turmoil of raging water and howling wind, did not observe this, and a cry of consternation was uttered by the people on the pier, who saw the whole thing clearly from their elevated position; but the cry was either drowned by the noise of the tempest, or not understood by the boatmen.

At that moment a tall stripling on the pier raced to the edge of it, shot like a rocket head-foremost into the sea, and in a second or two reappeared with the young girl in his arms. They were both dragged into the lifeboat, amid ringing cheers of delight and admiration.

The stripling who did this brave deed was none other than our friend Guy Foster, who chanced to be lodging with his mother in the neighbouring town at that time. Guy insisted on having Amy conveyed to his mothers place of abode. Mrs Foster soon discovered that the poor orphan had neither relations nor friends in England, and having taken a fancy to her, adopted her as a daughter. Thus did she come to call Mrs Foster mamma, and to preside at the tea-table in Sandhill Cottage.

But, to return from this digression:  Mrs Foster was congratulating herself on having discovered the error in her accounts, when the door opened and a stout florid woman, of fifty or thereabouts, with a shiny red skin, presented herself and said:

Please, maam, heres a gentleman as wants to see you, and wont go away, though I told him you was at tea, wich is a fact, though it had no impression whatever on him, such is his imprence, goin for to reflect on my character for truth, as never told a lie since I was a baby in long frocks, so I didnt; but its always the way with these men that go tax-gatherin, though I dont know that hes that neether, so I dont; what shall I say, maam?

Mrs Laker, having uttered the foregoing without pause or inflection of voice from beginning to end, came to an abrupt stop. Whether from want of breath or ideas it is difficult to say; perhaps from both.

Show the gentleman in, Laker, said Mrs Foster; no doubt he has good reason for wishing to see me.

Laker vanished. She was impulsive in her actions as well as in her words. She was her mistresss factotum  her cook, housemaid, sempstress, and confidential adviser; in addition to which she was somewhat of a bore, being stubborn and opinionated, but a good and faithful servant on the whole.

The individual who was presently introduced was a bustling little old gentleman with a shining bald head and a cheerful countenance.

Excuse my rudeness  madam he began, bowing low, as he advanced with a hesitating step this intrusion, really

Do not mention it, sir, pray be seated, said Mrs Foster; you are welcome  surely I have met with you before?

She put on a pair of gold spectacles as she said this, and looked earnestly at her visitor, who, having placed his hat on the floor and bowed to Amy, sat down and pulled out a bundle of papers.

You have, madam, replied the visitor. My name is Summers  David Summers, maam, at your service. I had the pleasure of being introduced to you at a meeting in a town not far distant, where an effort was being made to raise contributions towards the establishment of a lifeboat

Oh! I recollect, cried Mrs Foster, whose sympathetic heart at once opened to the man who had made (as she had thought) such an eloquent appeal at the meeting in question; I am delighted to see you, Mr Summers. If I mistake not, I invited you to come and see me when you should visit this part of the coast.

You were kind enough to do so, madam, hence my venturing to call at this hour. I quit Deal to-morrow, early, and I am anxious to re-plead my old cause with you; but indeed I know this to be unnecessary, your own sympathies being already enlisted in my favour.

Mrs Foster assured Mr Summers that he was right, but begged of him, notwithstanding, to plead with her as if she were an enemy, in order that she might hear all he had to say on the subject, adding, that she hoped he would stay and have a cup of tea.

Hereupon Mr Summers bowed, drew in his chair, remarked to Amy that the lifeboat service was one of the most interesting and important topics of the day, and the National Lifeboat Institution one of the most valuable institutions in the kingdom, and at once launched into his favourite theme with all the gusto of an enthusiast who has gained the ear of a sympathetic audience.

We will, however, spare the reader the details and statistics which afforded so much pleasure to Mrs Foster and her adopted daughter, knowing full well that there is an immense difference between these when set down in hard type, and when poured forth in rich energetic tones, backed by twinkling eyes and a beaming countenance.

Do you really mean to tell me, Mr Summers, said Mrs Foster  when the old gentleman came to the end of a long statement, that about a thousand ships are wrecked, and nearly a thousand lives lost, besides more than a million pounds worth of property, on the shores of this country every year?

It is a sad but incontrovertible fact, replied Mr Summers. Official lists are drawn up annually by the Board of Trade, which give the number and positions of wrecks  cold dry lists they are too. Matter-of-fact columns and figures, without a touch of softness about them. They are not meant to appeal to the feelings; they are a mere record of facts. So many vessels went ashore in such and such a gale  they were sunk, dismasted, dashed to pieces. So many persons were saved, so many drowned,  that is all. Ah! who can picture to himself the awful realities that are condensed in those brief accounts?

When a magnificent steamer, after a fine voyage from the antipodes, comes within hail of port, is caught in a fearful hurricane, cast ashore and dashed to pieces, leaving hundreds of passengers, men, women, and children, to perish in the dark night, grasping the very rocks of their native land, the event is too awful to escape notice. So numerous are the crushed and broken hearts in the land, that their cry awakens public attention, and the newspapers teem for a time with graphic details of the wreck; details which, graphic though they be, fall inconceivably short of the dread reality; but no notice is taken, except in the way of brief record, of the dozens of small coasting vessels that shared the fate of that steamer in the same terrific gale. No one reads the fate of yonder little schooner, one mast of which is seen just peeping out of the sea under that frowning cliff, and yet there is a terrible tale connected with it. Who shall tell or conceive of the agonies endured, before the morning light came, by the skipper and his crew of four men and a boy, as their little ship was lifted and flung upon the rocks by each succeeding wave? And who can conceive their feelings when the longed for light did come at last, and daring fishermen on the shore sought to render aid in vain, for their boats were overturned and cast back upon the beach, and themselves barely escaped with their lives, and so the perishing men stood in helpless misery and gazed landward in despair until a mighty wave carried away the mast to which they clung, and, with a last wild shriek they sank in sight of friends and home, because there was no lifeboat there.

Can this be true? said Mrs Foster, in a tone of deep sympathy.

True! echoed Mr Summers, would God that it were not. I have mentioned but one case, yet it is a fact that for every gale that blows dozens of wrecks take place on our coasts, each with its more or less tragic history. You remember the last gale? It is not three weeks since it blew. No fewer than one hundred and ninety-five wrecks took place on the shores of the United Kingdom on that night and the following day, and six hundred and eighty-four lives were lost, many of which would undoubtedly have been saved had there been a sufficient number of lifeboats stationed along our shores; for you must bear in remembrance, that although hundreds of lives are annually saved by ordinary shore boats, and by ships boats, hundreds also are saved by lifeboats in circumstances in which ordinary boats would be utterly useless.

Here is a newspaper paragraph, continued the old gentleman, unfolding a paper and preparing to read, which shows the brief way in which the public prints at times notice events of the most stirring and heroic nature: On the morning of the 3rd December last, after a stormy and rainy night, the wind shifted to the North West and blew a hurricane. Many vessels got on shore near Holyhead, from various causes. The lifeboat of the National Lifeboat Institution was launched and proceeded to their assistance. She got ahead of one, a schooner, and anchored, but the intense violence of the wind blew her to leeward, anchor and all, and she was unable to communicate, and had great difficulty in returning ashore. She again put off to the schooner Elizabeth of Whitehaven, which had a signal of distress flying, having parted one chain, and brought her crew of four men on shore. The hurricane continued unabated well into the night. The weather having moderated, the lifeboat was despatched at 2 a.m., and brought on shore twenty-three men from the Confiance of Liverpool; then again put off and brought ashore nineteen men from the barque Elizabeth Morrow of Glasgow; next proceeded to the schooner LEspérance of Nantes, and saved two men, making altogether a total of forty-eight lives saved by the lifeboat in this hurricane only.

Dear madam, observed Mr Summers, looking at Mrs Foster over his spectacles, surely it is unnecessary for me to point out that this brief narrative does not give us the most distant conception of the terrors, the endurance, the heroism, incident to that night! Permit me to read you another paragraph. It is given more in detail and does better justice to the scene.

The old gentleman selected another paper, opened it, and read as follows:  

The sum of 9 pounds has recently been given by the National Lifeboat Institution to a boats crew, in appreciation of their gallant conduct in putting off in a salmon-coble, during a heavy gale of wind, and rescuing, at great risk of life, the crew of four men of the schooner Thankful of Sunderland, which was totally wrecked off Burghead, n.b., on the 19th July. Every moment the position of the ship was becoming more dangerous as the advancing tide drove her in among the small rocks at the back of the sea-wall, and no boat could live in the terrible surge that was fast breaking up the vessel. The crew, four in number, along with the pilot, took to the fore-rigging, and in a short time the beach was strewn with pieces of the wreck  the bulwarks were nearly all destroyed  the boat washed overboard  and the deck broken up. Though only forty yards from the pier, not the least assistance could be rendered to the crew, whose faces were quite distinguishable as they clung to the swaying rigging. At twenty minutes past six the fore-mast cracked, and its living freight had hardly time to crawl down to the only bulwark above water (for the schooner now lay on her beam-ends with her bilge towards the sea), when it fell by the board. In about five minutes more the main-topmast was snapped by the gale as if it had been a reed, while the bowsprit and other gear were carried away, leaving nothing but the gutted hull with the mainmast standing. Another hour of awful suspense passed, during which the five men lashed themselves to the bulwark, the sea every other minute breaking over their heads in huge masses. At half-past seven, one of the sailors, a young man, was washed from the wreck, but fortunately succeeded in catching the floating rigging, by which he was able to regain his former position. Another young heroic sailor seemed to be the life of the whole company in this trying emergency, and his efforts to keep up the spirits of his companions were signally successful. About eight oclock the waves broke over the ship with renewed violence, but still those on the shore could return no answer in the affirmative to the piercing cry that came from the wreck, Cant we get a boat? The voice was that of the gallant sailor already referred to; the others were too much exhausted to utter a word. McIntosh, the pilot from Burghead, expired from sheer cold and exhaustion. None who saw him perish soon forgot the fearful agony of his daughter as she bade her father farewell from the parapet of the breakwater. After renewed efforts a boat was got over the breakwater, and at great risk succeeded in saving the other men, who were in a very exhausted condition.

And now, dear madam, pursued the old gentleman, tying up his papers, I will not run the risk of wearying you with more details, but come to the point at once by soliciting from you a contribution towards the establishment of a lifeboat on the coast here, where I am sure you must be well aware there is very great need for one.

I am sure there is, said Mrs Foster, opening her box; alas! I fear the wind is rising even now. The rattling of the window-frames will bring what you have told me to remembrance ever after this night. How much does it require to establish a lifeboat?

Between five and six hundred pounds, replied Mr Summers. After which about twenty pounds annually will suffice to maintain it in working order.

So much! exclaimed Mrs Foster. I fear that you will find it difficult to raise so large a sum.

I trust not, but if we raise a pretty large proportion of it, the Lifeboat Institution will make up the balance. Perhaps  here the old gentleman paused and looked dubiously at Mrs Foster perhaps you would like to know the precise nature of the objects for which the Lifeboat Institution has been founded. Will you do me the favour to listen for five minutes longer? The operations of the Institution are of deep importance to the national welfare.

Mrs Foster at once expressed her willingness to listen, and the old gentleman, re-opening his bundle of papers, selected one from which he read sundry interesting details regarding the National Lifeboat Institution.

It need scarcely be said, that with such a sympathetic mind to address as that of Mrs Foster, Mr Summers prolonged his visit for another hour, and it is perhaps equally unnecessary to say that the worthy lady found a suitable object on which to bestow the sovereign which had perplexed her so much at an earlier part of the evening. She not only gave the money with the air of a cheerful giver, but she begged Mr Summers to send her as many papers on the subject of lifeboats and wrecks as he happened to be possessed of, and promised to become an active agent in pleading with her friends in behalf of the object he had in view.

The wind was rising while the party in Sandhill Cottage were thus engaged. It came in ominous and heavy gusts, rattling the window-frames and moaning in the chimneys to such an extent that Mrs Laker, who was of a timid and superstitious nature, was fain to sit outside the parlour door in order to be near the other inmates of the cottage.

About a thousand lives lost in each year on the shores of this kingdom! thought Mrs Foster, as she lay in bed that night listening to the rising storm with feelings of awe and solemnity which she had never before experienced.

If Mrs Foster had been acquainted with the subject in detail, she might have had further food for solemn reflection in the fact that the greater part of those lives were lost unnecessarily; that their loss was owing not nearly so much to the direct providence of God as to the incompetence, the ignorance, the false economy, and the culpable carelessness of man.

Mrs Fosters head lay on a soft pillow while the tempest raged around her humble dwelling. She little thought that one around whom her heart-strings were entwined was out on the wild sea that night, exposed to its utmost fury and in urgent need of the aid of that species of boat which had filled her thoughts that evening, and still continued to influence her dreams.




Chapter Five.

The Gale  False Economy and its Results  A Wreck on the Goodwin Sands.

What seamen style a whole gale seemed to be brewing when the Nancy tripped her anchor and shook out her sails.

Sailors have a quiet, matter-of-fact, and professional way of talking about the weather. Landsmen would be surprised (perhaps something more!) if exposed to what Jack calls a stiff breeze, or a capful of wind. A whole gale may sound peculiar to some ears, but if the said gale were to sound in the same ears, the hearers would be apt to style it, in consternation, a most tremendous hurricane!

On board the Nancy, Bax and Bluenose had some suspicion that something was brewing, but whether a whole gale, or half a gale, or a stiff breeze, they could not be expected to divine, not being possessed of supernatural gifts.

Had they been possessed of a good barometer they would have been able to foretell what was coming without supernatural gifts; but Messrs Denham, Crumps, and Company were economical in their tendencies, and deemed barometers superfluous. Being, to some extent, ignorant of nautical affairs (as well as of scientific), and being to a large extent indifferent to the warning voices of those who knew better, they thought fit to intrust the Nancy to the unaided wisdom of the intelligent young seaman who commanded her.

Of course, being acute men of business, they took every needful precaution, and being men of experience, they were not blind to the fact that many vessels were annually lost; they therefore insured schooner and cargo to their full value. Having done so, Messrs Denham, Crumps, and Company felt at ease. If the Nancy should happen to go down  no matter; it would perhaps be a more rapid and satisfactory way of terminating a doubtful venture! It was just possible that in the event of the Nancy going down lives might be lost, and other lives rendered desolate. What then? The Firm had nothing to do with that! The lives embarked in the Nancy did not belong to Denham, Crumps, and Company. If they should go to the bottom, there would be nothing to lose, and nothing to pay; perhaps a trifle to the widows and children, that was all! In regard to this also they felt quite at ease.

On the strength of such views and opinions the tackling of the Nancy was allowed to become rotten; the cables and the anchors of the Nancy were economically weak and insufficient; the charts of the Nancy were old and inaccurate, and the Nancy herself was in all respects utterly unseaworthy.

It could scarcely be expected, however, that the operations of Nature were to be suspended because of the unprepared condition of this vessel; not to mention hundreds of others in similar condition. The gale continued to brew. A stiff breeze carried the Nancy down the Thames towards the open sea; then a sudden calm left her to float without progressive motion on the water. As evening approached the breeze sprang up again and freshened. Then it chopped round to the east, and when night fell it began to blow hard right in the teeth of the little vessel.

Bax was a good and a bold seaman. He knew the coast well, and hoped, in due course, to double the North Foreland, and find shelter in the Downs. He knew the channels and buoys thoroughly, and had often run the same course in stormy weather. But the gale which now began to buffet the little schooner was of more than ordinary violence. It was one of those fierce hurricanes which, once in a year, or, it may be, once in three or four years, bursts upon our island, strews the coast with wrecks, fills many homes and hearts with desolation, and awakens the inhabitants of the inland counties to a slight sense of the terrible scenes that are of constant occurrence on the shores which form the bulwark of their peaceful homes.

We shall have rough weather to-night, I fear, observed Mr Burton, coming on deck some time after sunset, and addressing Bax; doubtless you know the channels well, young sir?

I do, replied the sailor, with a peculiar smile. Twelve years experience has not been altogether thrown away on me. I have sailed these waters in old Jephs lugger since I was a little boy.

Is that old Jeph the smuggler, sometimes called the mad philosopher, from the circumstance of his mind being much taken up with odd notions about lifeboats? inquired the missionary.

The same, replied Bax, though Ill go bound for it theres not an honester man in Deal than old Jeph is now, whatever he may have done in the smuggling way when he was young. I have known him only as a good old man; and in regard to these same notions he has about lifeboats, its my firm belief that well see his plans, or something like them, carried out before long. Hes not so mad as folk think, and certainly not half so mad as the people who give no thought whatever to these subjects.

Bax said this warmly, for there was a strong bond of sympathy between him and his old friend, whom he could not bear to hear mentioned in a slighting manner.

I meant not to say a word against old Jeph, replied Mr Burton, quickly. I merely spoke of him in the way in which seamen in these parts commonly refer to him. It pleases me much to hear so good a character of him from one who, I have no doubt, has had good opportunity of judging.

Here Guy Foster, who was standing near the binnacle, turned round and said earnestly:  

I can testify to the fact that old Jeph is a good Christian man; at least if love to our Saviour, and anxiety for the salvation of souls, is to be accepted as evidence.

The missionary said that there was no better evidence than that, and was about to question Bax further in regard to the old man who bore such a peculiar character, when a loud peal of thunder drew the attention of all to the threatening aspect of the weather.

Heave the lead, Bill! cried Bax to one of the men.

Ha! thats wot Ive been lookin for, observed Bluenose, spitting his quid over the lee bulwarks, and replacing it with a fresh one. Ive never got no confidence in a skipper as dont keep his lead a-goin in shoal water. Specially in sich waters as them ere, wot shifts more or less with every gale.

The command to heave the lead was followed by an order to reduce sail, and as the gale freshened and the night closed in, this order was repeated more than once, until the schooner was beating to windward under the smallest possible amount of canvas.

An anxious expression rested on Baxs face as he stood by the steersman, glancing alternately at the sails and at the horizon where clouds of the blackest kind were gathering.

Does your barometer indicate very bad weather? inquired Mr Burton.

I have no barometer, replied Bax, bitterly.

The missionary looked surprised, and Guy Foster bit his lip, for he felt that this piece of false economy was a blot on the firm to which he belonged. In order to change the subject, he inquired for Lucy, who, since the time of her rescue, had remained in bed.

My daughter does well, thanks be to God! said Burton. I think that no evil will flow from her accident, for she was but a short time in the water; thanks to you, friend Bax.

And to my prentice, Tommy Bogey, said Bax, with an arch smile which was peculiar to him when he felt humorously disposed.

The smile fled, however, and was replaced by an anxious look, as Tommy himself came aft and reported that the schooner had sprung a leak.

Bax instantly went below, and returned with the assurance that the leak was trifling.

The Nancy is a sorry old hulk, said he, but half an hour more on this tack, and Ill bout ship and run for the Downs, where we will be comparatively safe.

The gale had by this time increased so much that the little craft lay over with her lee bulwarks almost under water at times.

Little fear would her gallant commander have felt had she been tight, and trim and sound; but he knew that her rigging was old, and one of her masts unsound, and he felt that the best seamanship could be of no avail whatever against her numerous defects. His experienced eye told him that a storm of no ordinary severity was coming, and he trembled for the life of the young girl who had been so unexpectedly placed under his care.

Had the dangers attendant upon an unseaworthy vessel and the difficulty of navigating the channels of these celebrated Sands, been all that Bax had to fear, he would have felt comparatively at ease; but the economical spirit of Denham, Crumps, and Company had supplied him with anchors and chains which he feared were neither new enough nor sufficiently powerful to hold his vessel after she had gained her anchorage-ground. In these circumstances, he resolved to run for the shelter of Ramsgate Harbour.

Before he could carry out his intentions the wind chopped round to the north, and for some time blew so hard as to threaten the capsizing of the schooner. The cross sea also rendered her almost unmanageable, so that, ere long, she was driven to leeward of the outer lightship that marks the north end of the Goodwins.

Again the wind shifted a few points to the eastward, and soon the Nancy was flying like a racehorse towards the shore.

Pilots and seamen alone can properly comprehend the peculiar dangers that attend the navigation of this part of our coast. It would only perplex a landsman to be told in detail the proceedings of the Nancy and her crew after this point. Suffice it to say that Bax handled her with consummate skill, and did all that man could do for the safety of his vessel, and the human lives that were dependent on his knowledge and care.

Is your daughter dressed? inquired Bax of Mr Burton, as a fiercer gust than usual nearly laid the schooner on her beam-ends, and deluged the decks with water.

No, she sleeps soundly, and I am loth to disturb her. Do you think we are in much danger?

In none, if the schooner were seaworthy, but in much, seeing that she has not got a sound plank or spar. Go down, sir, and get her dressed at once; and, harkee, let her put on every wrap she happens to have with her.

The missionary needed no second bidding. He went below to rouse and assist Lucy, while Bluenose, Guy, and the rest of those on board, held on to ropes, and belaying pins, and awaited the result in silence. The noise of the wind, and the peals of thunder that seemed to tear the heavens asunder, rendered conversation impossible. They all felt that a few minutes would decide whether this terrible rush landward would terminate in safety or disaster, and they knew that everything, as far as human skill had to do with it, depended on Bax.

With a look of calm, sober gravity the young seaman stood grasping the weather-shrouds of the mainmast, and looking intently towards the light-ship called the Gull Light, which is anchored off the North-sand-head.

During this period of suspense the lead was kept constantly going, and reported almost every half-minute. Precious, significant, half-minutes those, as much so as are the last few grains of sand in the hour-glass!

Keep her away two points, cried Bax.

Ay, ay, sir, answered the steersman. At that moment a violent gust snapped the topsail-yard, and the sail was instantly blown to ribbons. The dashing of this spar about carried away the foretop-mast, and almost as a necessary consequence, the jib with the jib-boom went along with it.

The schooner instantly became unmanageable, and was driven bodily to leeward.

Seizing an axe, Bax, with the prompt assistance of the crew and his friends, soon cleared away the wreck, and once more got the head of his vessel round towards the Gull Light, the lanterns of which were seen faintly gleaming through the murky atmosphere. But it was too late. The breakers of the North-sand-head were already roaring under their lee, and also right ahead of them.

Port! port! hard a-port! shouted Bax.

Port it is, replied the steersman, with that calm professional sing-song tone peculiar to seamen.

At that instant, the schooner struck the sand, passed over the first line of breakers, and rushed onwards to certain destruction.

Bring Lucy on deck, cried Bax.

Mr Burton ran below to obey, but the words had scarce been spoken when Guy Foster entered the cabin, and seizing the trembling girl in his arms, bore her gently but swiftly to the deck.

Here the scene that met her gaze was truly awful. It seemed as if above and below there were but one wild chaos of waters over which brooded a sky of ebony. The schooner had by this time got into the hideous turmoil of shallow water, the lurid whiteness of which gleamed in the dark like unearthly light. As yet the vessel was rushing fiercely through it, the rudder had been carried away by the first shock, and she could not be steered. Just as Lucy was placed by Bax in a position of comparative shelter under the lee of the quarter-rails, the Nancy struck a second time with fearful violence; she remained hard and fast on the sands, and the shock sent her foremast overboard.

If the condition of the little vessel was terrible before, its position now was beyond description awful. The mad seas, unable to hurl her onward, broke against her sides with indescribable fury, and poured tons of water on the deck; so that no one could remain on it. Having foreseen this, Bax had prepared for it. He had warned all on board to keep close by the main shrouds, and take to the mast when the schooner should strike. He himself bore Lucy aloft in his strong arms as if she had been a little child, and placed her on the main cross-trees. Here she clung with a convulsive grasp to the main-topmast, while Guy secured her in her position with a rope.

Sitting down on the cross-trees and holding on to them by his legs  a matter of no little difficulty, as the vessel was rolling violently from side to side, Bax began to strip off his thick pilot-coat, intending to cover the girl with it. But he was arrested by the boy Tommy Bogey.

Hold on, he shouted into his commanders ear, I fetched up this un; I knowd yed want it for er.

Tommy had thoughtfully carried up one of Baxs spare coats, and now handed it to his master, who, assisted by Mr Burton, wrapped it carefully round Lucy, and then descended the rigging to examine the state of the vessel.

She heeled very much over to leeward, but the form of the bank on which she lay fortunately prevented her being thrown altogether on her beam-ends. Had this happened, the cross-trees would have been buried in water, and all must have perished.

When Bax re-ascended the mast, Bluenose put his mouth close to his ear and shouted:

Couldnt ye send up a rocket?

Hant got any, replied Bax.

There had been a signal-gun aboard, but at the first shock it tore its fastenings out of the old planks, and went crashing through the lee bulwarks into the sea.

Couldnt we get up a glim no-how? pursued Bluenose. Ay, couldnt that be done? cried Guy, who clambered towards them in order to take part in the consultation, for the shrieking of the storm rendered every voice inaudible at the distance of anything more than an inch or two from the ear.

The matches were in the cabin, and thats flooded now, said Bax.

Guy replied by taking a tin box from his pocket, in which were a few matches.

Ha! thatll do, cried Bax eagerly, theres a can of turpentine just under the fore-hatch, which cant have been damaged by water. Ill go and fetch it.

Stay, I will go. Do you look after Lucy and her father, said Guy; and, without waiting for a reply, he slid down one of the back-stays and gained the deck.

To traverse this was an act involving great danger and difficulty. The waves broke over it with such force that Guys arms were nearly torn out of their sockets while he held to the bulwarks. He attained his object, however, and in a short time returned to the cross-trees with the can. Bax had in the meantime cut off some of the drier portions of his clothing. These, with a piece of untwisted rope, were soaked in turpentine, and converted hastily into a rude torch; but it was long before a light could be got in such a storm. The matches were nearly exhausted before this was accomplished. Only those who have been in similar circumstances can adequately appreciate the intense earnestness with which each match was struck, the care with which it was guarded from the wind, and the eager anxiety with which the result was watched; also the sinking of heart that followed each effort, as, one by one, they flared for an instant and went out!

At last the saturated mass caught fire, and instantly a rich flame of light flashed over the wild scene, and clearly revealed to them the appalling circumstances in which they were placed. Poor Lucy shuddered, and covering her eyes cast herself in prayer on Him who is mighty to save. Bax raised the burning mass high over his head, and waved it in the black air. He even clambered to the top of the broken mast, in order to let it be seen far and wide over the watery waste. The inflammable turpentine refused to be quenched by the raging storm, and in a few seconds they had the comfort of seeing the bright flame of a rocket shoot up into the sky. At the same moment a flash in the distance showed that their signal had been observed by the light-ship.

The sound of the gun was not heard by those on the wreck, but both it and the rocket were observed from the shore, where many a hardy seaman and pilot, knowing full well the dangers of such a night, kept watch and ward in order to render prompt assistance to their fellow-men in distress.

It would be a matter of some interest to ascertain how many of the inhabitants of this busy, thickly-populated isle are aware of the fact that during every storm that blows, while they are slumbering, perchance, in security and comfort in their substantial dwellings, there are hundreds, ay, thousands, of hardy seamen all round our coasts, standing patiently in such sheltered spots as they can find, encased in oilskin, and gazing anxiously out into the dark sea, regardless of the pelting storm, indifferent to the bitter cold, intent only on rendering aid to their fellow-men, and ready at a moments notice to place life and limb in the most imminent jeopardy,  for what? Can any one suppose that they do this for the sake of the silver medal, or the ten or twenty shillings awarded to those who thus act by the Lifeboat Institution? Do men in other circumstances hold their lives so cheap? Assuredly there is a higher, a nobler motive that prompts the heroes of our coast to their deeds of self-sacrifice and daring.

To those who clung to the main-top of the Nancy these signals were a bright gleam of hope, with the exception of Lucy, whose spirit sank when she endeavoured in vain to penetrate the thick darkness that followed. Suspecting this, Bluenose, who clung to the cross-trees beside the missionary, and assisted him to shelter his daughter from the storm, shouted in her ear to keep her mind easy, for the people on shore would be sure to send off the lifeboat, and there would be no danger if the mast held on!

If the mast held on! Ha! little did Lucy know how much anxiety filled the heart of Bax in regard to the mast holding on! With much difficulty he had persuaded Denham, Crumps, and Company, about a year before the events we are now relating, that the mainmast of the Nancy was utterly useless, and obtained their unwilling consent to have it renewed. But for this it would have shared the fate of the foremast, and those who now clung to it would have been in eternity. But although the mast was strong, its step and holdfasts, Bax knew, were the reverse of sound; and while he stood there cheering his companions with hopeful remarks, he alone knew how frail was the foundation on which his hopes were founded.

Fortunately for Lucy and her father, they looked to a higher source of comfort than the young skipper of the Nancy. They knew that it was no uncommon thing for men, women, and children to be saved, on the coasts of Britain, as if by miracle, and they felt themselves to be in the hands of Him whom the winds and the sea obey.

Guy held on to the weather-shrouds close to Bax. Speaking so as not to be heard by the others, he said:

Is there much chance of a boat putting off to us?

Not much, replied Bax. A lugger could scarcely live in such a sea. Certainly it could not come near us in this shoal water. I doubt even if the lifeboat could come here.

For two hours after this they remained silently in their exposed position, their limbs stiffening with cold, drenched continually with spray, and occasionally overwhelmed by the crest of a monstrous wave. Sometimes a rocket from the lightship shot athwart the dark sky, and at all times her lights gleamed like faint stars far away to windward. When the sea broke around them in whiter sheets than usual, they could see the head of the broken foremast drawn against it like a black line to leeward. Everything else above and below, was thick darkness.

One of the seamen, who had been for some time in bad health, was the first to give way. Without uttering a word he loosened his hold of the shrouds and fell backwards. Guy saw him falling, and, making a desperate grasp at him, caught him by the breast of his shirt, but the garment gave way, and next moment he was down in the boiling flood. Guy, with an impulse that was natural to him, was about to leap off to his rescue, but Bluenose caught him by the collar and held him forcibly back. In another moment the man was gone for ever.

So silently did all this pass, and so furious was the tumult of the storm, that Lucy and her father were not aware of what had occurred.

Our brave little friend Tommy Bogey was the next who failed. Whether it was that witnessing the seamans death had too powerful an effect on his spirit, or that the cold acted more severely on his young muscles than on those of his companions, it is impossible to say, but, soon after the loss of the man, the boy felt his strength giving way. Turning with instinctive trust to his friend in this extremity, he shouted:  

Bax, give us a hand!

Before his friend could do so, his grasp relaxed and he fell back with a piercing shriek that rose above even the howling wind.

Almost an instant after he struck the water, Bax dived head-foremost into it, and came up with him in his arms. Both man and boy went to leeward instantly. The former had counted on this. The fate of the seaman who had just perished had led him to reflect that a vigorous effort might have enabled him to gain the stump of the fore-mast, which still stood, as we have said, to leeward of the main-mast. Acting on this thought, he had plunged without hesitation when the moment for action came, although it did come unexpectedly.

A faint shout soon told his horror-stricken companions that he had gained the point of safety.

It wont do to leave em there, cried Bluenose, starting up, and clambering as far out on the cross-trees as he dared venture; even if the mast holds on, them seas would soon wash away the stoutest man living.

Oh! save my preserver! cried Lucy, who, regardless of the storm, had sprung wildly up, and now stood clinging to a single rope, while her garments were almost torn from her limbs by the fury of the hurricane.

Can nothing be done to save them? cried the missionary as he kindly but firmly dragged his daughter back to her former position.

Nothin, sir, said one of the sailors. There aint a cask, nor nothin to tie a rope to an heave to windard  an its as like as not it wouldnt fetch em if there wos. Theyd never see a rope if it wos veered to em  moreover, it wouldnt float. Hallo! Master Guy, wot are ye up to?

Guy had hauled in the slack of one of the numerous ropes attached to the main-mast that were floating away to leeward, and was fastening the end of it round his waist. Bluenose and the missionary turned quickly on hearing the seamans shout, but they were too late to prevent the bold youth from carrying out his design, even if they had wished to do so.

Taking a vigorous spring to windward, Guy was in the sea in a moment. In another instant he was lost to view in darkness. Bluenose seized the end of the rope, and awaited the result in breathless suspense. Presently a shout so faint that it seemed miles away, was heard to leeward, and the rope was jerked violently.

Now lads, all hands a-hoy! cried Bluenose in wild excitement. Just give em time to haul in the slack, and tie it round em, and then pull with a will.

The incident and the energy of the Captain seemed to act like a spell on the men who had up to this time clung to the shrouds in a state of half-stupor. They clustered round Bluenose, and each gaining the best footing possible in the circumstances, seized hold of the rope.

Again the rope was shaken violently, and a heavy strain was felt on it. The men pulled it in with difficulty, hand over hand, and in a short time Bax, Guy, and Tommy were once more safe in their former position on the cross-trees.

Terrible indeed their danger, when such a position could be spoken of as one of safety!

Another hour passed away. To those who were out on that fatal night the minutes seemed hours  the hours days.

Still no succour came to them. The storm instead of abating seemed to be on the increase. Had it not been for the peculiar form of the shoal on which they lay, the old vessel must have been dashed to pieces in the first hour of that terrible gale.

Gradually Bax ceased to raise his encouraging voice  indeed the whistling wind would have rendered it inaudible  and the party on the cross-trees clung to their frail spar almost in despair. As the gale increased so did the danger of their position. No chance of deliverance seemed left to them; no prospect of escape from their dreadful fate; the only ray of hope that came to them fitfully through the driving storm, was the faint gleaming of the lightship that guards the Goodwin Sands.




Chapter Six.

Heroes of the Kentish Coast  The Lifeboat  The Rescue.

Deal beach is peculiar in more respects than one. There are a variety of contradictory appearances about it which somewhat puzzle a visitor, especially if he be accustomed to sea-coast towns and villages in other parts of the country.

For one thing, all the boats seem hopelessly high and dry on the beach, without the chance, and apparently without any intention, of ever being got off again. Then there is, at certain seasons of the year, nothing whatever doing. Great hard-fisted fellows, with nautical garments and bronzed faces, are seen lounging about with their hands in their pockets, and with a heavy slowness in their gait, which seems to imply that they are elephantine creatures, fit only to be looked at and wondered at as monuments of strength and laziness.

If the day happens to be fine and calm when the stranger visits the beach, he will probably be impressed with the idea that here is an accumulation of splendid sea-going matériel, which has somehow got hopelessly stranded and become useless.

Of course, in the height of summer, there will be found bustle enough among the visitants to distract attention from the fact to which I allude; but in spring, before these migratory individuals arrive, there is marvellously little doing on Deal beach in fine weather. The pilots and boatmen lounge about, apparently amusing themselves with pipes and telescopes; they appear to have no object in life but to kill time; they seem a set of idle hulking fellows;  nevertheless, I should say, speaking roughly, that at least the half of these men are heroes!

The sturdy oak, in fine weather, bends only its topmost branches to the light wind, and its leaves and twigs alone are troubled by the summer breeze; but when the gale lays low the trees of the forest and whirls the leaves about like ocean spray, then the oak is stirred to wild action; tosses its gnarled limbs in the air, and moves the very earth on which it stands. So the heroes on Deal beach are sluggish and quiescent while the sun shines and the butterflies are abroad; but let the storm burst upon the sea; let the waves hiss and thunder on that steep pebbly shore; let the breakers gleam on the horizon just over the fatal Goodwin Sands, or let the night descend in horrid blackness, and shroud beach and breakers alike from mortal view, then the man of Deal bestirs his powerful frame, girds up his active loins, and claps on his sou-wester; launches his huge boat that seemed before so hopelessly high and dry; hauls off through the raging breakers, and speeds forth on his errand of mercy over the black and stormy sea with as much hearty satisfaction as if he were hasting to his bridal, instead of, as is too often the case, to his doom.

Near the north end of Deal beach, not very far from the ruins of Sandown Castle, there stood an upturned boat, which served its owner as a hut or shelter whence he could sit and scan the sea. This hut or hovel was a roomy and snug enough place even in rough weather, and although intended chiefly as a place of out-look, it nevertheless had sundry conveniences which made it little short of a veritable habitation. Among these were a small stove and a swinging oil lamp which, when lighted, filled the interior with a ruddy glow that quite warmed one to look at. A low door at one end of the hovel faced the sea, and there was a small square hole or window beside it, through which the end of a telescope generally protruded, for the owners of the hovel spent most of their idle time in taking observations of the sea. There was a bench on either side of the hut which was lumbered with a confused mass of spars, sails, souwesters, oil-skin coats and trousers; buoys, sea-chests, rudders, tar-barrels, and telescopes.

This hovel belonged jointly to old Jeph and Captain Bluenose. Bax had shared it with them before he was appointed to the command of the Nancy. In the olden time the owners of these nautical huts dwelt in them, hence the name of hoveller which is used at the present day. But with the progress of civilisation the hovellers have come to reside in cottages, and only regard the hovels as their places of business. Hovellers, as a class, do little else than go off to ships in distress and to wrecks; in which dangerous occupation they are successful in annually saving much property and many human lives. Their livelihood from salvage, as may be supposed, is very precarious. Sometimes they are flush of cash, at other times reduced to a low enough ebb. In such circumstances it almost invariably follows that men are improvident.

Not many years ago the hovellers were notorious smugglers. Many a bold deed and wild reckless venture was made on Deal beach in days of old by these fellows, in their efforts to supply the country with French lace, and brandy, and tobacco, at a low price! Most of the old houses in Deal are full of mysterious cellars, and invisible places of concealment in walls, and beams, and chimneys; showing the extent to which contraband trade was carried on in the days of our fathers. Rumour says that there is a considerable amount of business done in that way even in our own days; but everybody knows what a story-teller Rumour is.

The only thing that gives any colour to the report is the fact that there is still a pretty strong coast-guard force in that region; and one may observe that whenever a boat comes to the beach a stout fellow in the costume of a man-of-wars man, goes up to it and pries into all its holes and corners, pulling about the ballast-bags and examining the same in a cool matter-of-course manner that must be extremely irritating, one would imagine, to the owner of the boat!

At night, too, if one chances to saunter along Deal beach by moonlight, he will be sure to meet, ere long, with a portly personage of enormous breadth, enveloped in many and heavy garments, with a brace of pistols sticking out of his breast pockets, and a short cutlass by his side. But whatever these sights and symptoms may imply, there can be no question that smuggling now is not, by any means, what it was thirty or forty years ago.

On the night of the storm, described in the last chapter, the only individual in old Jephs hovel was old Jeph himself. He was seated at the inner end of it on a low chest near the stove, the light of which shone brightly on his thin old face and long white locks, and threw a gigantic black shadow on the wall behind. The old man was busily engaged in forming a model boat out of a piece of wood with a clasp knife. He muttered to himself as he went on with his work, occasionally pausing to glance towards the door, the upper half of which was open and revealed the dark storm raging without.

On one of these occasions old Jephs eyes encountered those of a man gazing in upon him.

Is that you, Long Orrick? Come in; its a cold night to stand out i the gale.

He said this heartily, and then resumed his work, as if he had forgotten the presence of the other in an instant. It is not improbable that he had, for Jeph was very old. He could not have been far short of ninety years of age.

Long Orrick entered the hovel, and sat down on a bench opposite the old man. He was a very tall, raw-boned, ill-favoured fellow, of great muscular strength, and with a most forbidding countenance. He was clad in oiled, rough-weather garments.

You seem busy, old man, said he abruptly.

Ay, I had need be busy, said old Jeph without looking up; there are many lives to save; many lives bein lost this very night, and no means of savin em; leastwise not sufficient.

Humph! yere eternally at that bit o humbug. Its bam, old man, all bam; bosh and gammon, said Orrick. Itll never come to no good, I tell ye.

Who knows? replied the old man meekly, but going on with his work not the less diligently because of these remarks.

Jeph, said Orrick, leaning forward until his sharp features were within a few inches of his companions face, Jeph, will ye tell me where the hide is in yer old house?

No, Long Orrick, I wont, replied the old man with an amount of energy of which he seemed, a few seconds before, quite incapable.

The reply did not seem to please Long Orrick, neither did the steady gaze with which it was accompanied.

You wont? said Orrick between his set teeth.

No, replied the old man, dropping his eyes on the little boat and resuming his work.

Why not, continued the other after a pause, you dont require the hide, why wont you lend it to a chum as is hard up?

Because I wont encourage smugglin, said Jeph. Youve smuggled enough in yer young days yerself, you old villain; you might help a friend a bit; it wont be you as does it.

Its because I have smuggled wen I was young that I wont do it now that Im old, nor help anyone else to, retorted Jeph; besides, youre no friend o mine.

What if I turn out to be an enemy? cried Orrick, fiercely; see here, said he, drawing out a long knife, and holding it up so that the light of the stove glittered on its keen blade, what if I give you a taste of this, old man?

You wont, said Jeph, calmly.

No! why not?

Because youre a coward, replied Jeph, with a quiet chuckle; you know that you wouldnt like to be hanged, ha! ha! and you know that Bax would be down on you if you touched my old carcase.

Long Orrick uttered a savage oath, and said, Im brave enough, anyhow, to let you taste the cold steel to-night  or desperate enough if ye prefer it.

He seized Jeph by the throat as he spoke, and pressed the blade of the knife against his breast. The old man did not shrink, neither did he struggle. He knew that he was in the hands of one whose type is but too common in this world, a bully and a coward, and, knowing this, felt that he was safe.

It seemed, however, as if the very elements scorned the man who could thus raise his hand against unprotected age, for the wind shrieked louder than usual in its fury, and a blinding flash of lightning, accompanied by a deep crash of thunder, added to the horror of the scene.

Just then an exclamation was heard at the door of the hovel. Long Orrick released his hold hastily, and turning round, observed a round ruddy visage scowling at him, and the glittering barrel of a pistol levelled at his head.

Ha! ha! he laughed hoarsely, endeavouring to pass it off as a jest, so youve caught us jokin, Coleman,  actin a bit  and took it for arnest, eh?

Well, if it is actin, its oncommon ugly actin, I tell ye; a deal too natral for my tastes, so Id advise ye to drop it here, an carry yer talents to a theaytre, where youll be paid according to your desarts, Long Orrick.

Ah! the night air dont agree with ye, Coleman, so Ill bid ye good-bye, said the other, rising and quitting the hut.

Wots he bin a doin of, old man? inquired Coleman, who was a huge, ruddy, good-humoured coast-guardsman, with the aspect of a lion and the heart of a lamb; whose garments were of the roughest and largest kind, and who was, to adopt a time-honoured phrase, armed to the teeth,  that is to say, provided with a brace of pistols, a cutlass, and a port-fire, which last could, on being struck against a rock, burst into flame, and illuminate the region for many yards around him.

Oh, hes bin actin, replied the old man, with a quiet chuckle, as he resumed his work on the boat; hes bin actin, thats all.

At this moment the boom of a gun fired by the Gull lightship broke on the ears of the men of Deal, and a moment later the bright flash of a rocket was seen. It was the well-known signal that there was a ship in distress on the sands.

Instantly the hardy boatmen were at work. One of their largest boats was launched through the wild surf, as if by magic, and its stout crew were straining at the oars as if their lives depended on the result.

The boat happened to be the one belonging to Captain Bluenose and his comrades, and the first man who leaped into her, as she was driven down into the sea, was Long Orrick; for, bad man though he was, he was not without his redeeming points, and, coward though he was before the face of man, he was brave enough in facing the dangers of the sea.

It was a fearful struggle in which the Deal lugger engaged that night. The sea threatened to bury her altogether as she pushed off through the breakers, and some of the men seemed to think it would be too much for them. A man named Davis took the helm; he had saved many a life on that coast in his day.

The intense darkness of the night, coupled with the fury of the winds and waves, were such that no men, save those who were used to such scenes, would have believed it possible that any boat could live in so wild a storm. In addition to this the cold was excessive, and the spray broke over them so continuously that the pump had to be kept going in order to prevent their getting filled altogether.

It was a long weary pull to the Gull light-ship. When they reached it they hailed those on board, and asked where away the wreck was.

Right down to leeward, on the Sand-head, was the reply.

Away went the lugger before the gale with just a corner of the foresail hoisted. It was not long before they came in sight of the breakers on the Sands. Here they were obliged to put out the oars and exercise the utmost caution, lest they should incur the fate from which they had come out to rescue others. Davis knew the shoals and channels well, and dropped down as far as he dared, but no wreck of any kind was to be seen.

Dye see anything? shouted Davis to Long Orrick, who was in the bow.

Orricks reply was inaudible, for the shrieking of the gale, and the roar of breakers drowned his voice.

At that moment a huge wave broke at a considerable distance ahead of them, and against its white crest something like the mast of a vessel was discerned for an instant.

God help them! muttered Davis to himself; if theyre as far as that on the sands theres no chance for them, unless, indeed, the Broadstairs or Ramsgate lifeboat finds em out. Let go the anchors! he shouted; look sharp, lads!

The anchor was let go, and the lugger was veered down by its cable as far in the direction of the wreck as possible, but the boat was so large and drew so much water that they could not even get within sight of the wreck. In these circumstances the men nestled as they best might under the lee of the boats sides, and prepared to ride out the storm, or at least to remain at anchor there until day-light should enable them to act with more precision and safety.

Fortunately for all parties concerned, other eyes and ears had been on the watch that night. At Broadstairs, which lies a little to the north of Deal, the crew of the lifeboat had been on the look-out, and no sooner did they see the rocket and hear the gun, than they launched their boat and put off to the rescue.

It is generally found that there are more men to man the lifeboats on many parts of our coasts than are required, and this is specially the case on the Kentish coast. Hence, when the signal-rocket goes up on a stormy night, many eager eyes are on the watch, and there is a rush to the boat in order to secure a place. On this occasion there were one or two men who, rather than wait to pull on their oilskin coats and pantaloons, had run down just as they happened to be clothed at the time, and in a very unfit state to face the inclemency of a night which might involve hours of unremitting and exhaustive labour. These jumped into their places, however, and their less fortunate comrades, who arrived too late, supplied them with garments. In five minutes the lifeboat was flying under sail towards the Goodwin Sands.

Seldom had the Broadstairs boat faced so wild a storm as that which blew on this occasion. The sea broke over her in cataracts. Again and again she was more than half-filled with water, but this was speedily got rid of, and in the course of an hour she was beside the lugger.

Where away? shouted the coxswain of the lifeboat as they passed.

Right ahead, not two cables lengths, roared Davis.

The sails of the lifeboat had already been lowered, and the oars were out in a second. Gradually and slowly they dropped down towards the breakers, and soon caught sight of the mast of the Nancy, still towering up in the midst of the angry waters.

The danger to the lifeboat was now very great, for there was such a wild chopping sea on the sands that it ran great risk of being upset. The boat was one of the old-fashioned stamp, which, although incapable of being sunk, was not secure against being overturned, and it did not possess that power of righting itself which characterises the lifeboats of the present day.

In a few minutes they were near enough to see the mast of the Nancy dimly in the dark. The coxswain immediately gave the order to let go the anchor and veer down towards the wreck. Just as he did so, a terrific sea came rolling towards them like a black mountain.

Look out, men! he shouted.

Every man let go his oar, and, throwing himself on the thwart, embraced it with all his might. The wave went right over them, sweeping the boat from stem to stern; but as it had met the sea stern-on it was not overturned. It was completely filled however, and some time was necessarily lost in freeing it of water. The oars, being attached to the sides of the boat by lanyards, were not carried away.

In a few minutes they had veered down under the lee of the wreck.

The crew and passengers of the Nancy were still clinging to the cross-trees, benumbed and almost unable to speak or move when the lifeboat approached. With the exception of Bax and Bluenose, they were all so thoroughly exhausted as to have become comparatively indifferent to, and therefore ignorant of, all that was going on around them. All their energies were required to enable them simply to retain their position on the rigging. At first the sight of the rockets from the light-ship, and her lanterns gleaming in the far distance, had aroused feelings of hope, but as hour after hour passed away the most of the unhappy people fell into a sort of stupor or indifference, and the lights were no longer regarded with hopeful looks.

When the lugger came towards them and anchored outside the Sands, it was so dark that none but sharp eyes could make her out through the blinding spray. Bax and Bluenose descried her, but both of them were so well aware of the impossibility of a large boat venturing among the shoals and breakers that they tacitly resolved not to acquaint their comrades with its presence, lest they should raise false hopes, which, when disappointed, might plunge them into still deeper despair.

Very different, however, were the feelings with which they beheld the approach of the lifeboat, which the practised eye of Bax discerned long before she came alongside.

The lifeboat! said Bax sharply in the ear of Bluenose, who was close beside him. Look! am I right?

So tis, I do believe, cried the captain, staring intently in the direction indicated by his friends outstretched hand.

Lifeboat ahoy! shouted Bax, in a voice that rang loud and strong above the whistling winds, like the blast of a brazen trumpet.

Wreck ahoy! cried the coxswain of the boat, and the cry, borne towards them by the gale, fell upon the ears of those on the mast like the voice of Hope shouting Victory! over the demon Despair.

Cheer up, Lucy! Ho! comrades, look alive, here comes the lifeboat!

Bax accompanied these words with active preparations for heaving a rope and otherwise facilitating their anticipated escape. Guy was the first to respond to the cry. Having placed himself in a very exposed position in order that his person might shelter Lucy Burton, he had been benumbed more thoroughly than his comrades, but his blood was young, and it only wanted the call to action to restore him to the full use of his powers and faculties. Not so with the missionary. He had become almost insensible, and, but for the effort to protect his child which animated and sustained him, must certainly have fallen into the sea. Some of the men, too, were utterly helpless. Their stiffened hands, indeed, maintained a death-like gripe of the ropes, but otherwise they were quite incapable of helping themselves.

As for Lucy, she had been so well cared for and protected from the bitter fury of the wind, that, although much exhausted, terrified, and shaken, she was neither so be-numbed nor so helpless as some of her less fortunate companions.

Presently the lifeboat was close on the lee side of the mast, and a cheer burst from her crew when they saw the number of survivors on the cross-trees.

Look out! cried the man in the bow of the boat, as he swung a heavily-loaded stick round his head, and flung it over the mast. The light line attached to this was caught by Bax, and by means of it a stout rope was drawn from the boat to the mast of the Nancy and made fast.

And now came the most dangerous and difficult part of the service. Besides the danger of the mast being broken by the violence of the increasing storm and hurled upon the lifeboat, an event which would have insured its destruction, there was the risk of the boat herself being stove against the mast by the lashing waves which spun her on their white crests or engulfed her in their black hollows, as if she had been a cork. The greatest care was therefore requisite in approaching the wreck, and when this was accomplished there still remained the difficulty of getting the exhausted crew into the boat.

Had they all been young and strong like Bax or Guy, they could have slid down the rope at the risk of nothing worse than a few bruises; but with several of them this method of escape was impossible;  with Lucy and her father it was, in any circumstances, out of the question. A block and tackle was therefore quickly rigged up by Bluenose, by which they were lowered.

Poor Lucy had not the courage to make the attempt until one or two of the seamen had preceded her, it seemed so appalling to be swung off the mast into the black raging chaos beneath her feet, where the lifeboat, shrouded partially in darkness and covered with driving spray, appeared to her more like a phantom than a reality.

Come, Miss Lucy, said Bax, tenderly, Ill fasten the rope round myself and be swung down with you in my arms.

Lucy would not hear of this. No, said she, firmly, I will conquer my silly fears; here, put the rope round me.

At that moment a wave tossed the boat so high that it came up almost to the level of the mast-head, and an involuntary cry rose from some of the men, who thought she must infallibly be dashed against it and upset. One of the men on the mast, seeing the boat at his very feet, made a sudden spring towards it, but it plunged into the hollow of the passing wave, and, missing his grasp, he fell with a wild shriek into the water. He was swept away instantly. This so unnerved Lucy that she almost fainted in her fathers arms.

Come, cried Bax, putting the end of the rope round his waist, we must not trifle thus.

The rope wont bear ye both, said Bluenose. Youre too heavy, lad.

True, interrupted Guy, let me do it. Im light, and strong enough.

Bax, at once admitting the force of the argument, undid the rope without hesitation, and fastened it quickly round Guys waist. The latter seized Lucy in his arms, and in a moment they were both swinging in the air over the wild sea.

Every incident in this thrilling scene now passed with the speed almost of thought. The boat rose under them. Bax at once let the rope run. Down they went, but a swirl in the treacherous waves swept the boat two or three fathoms to leeward. Instantly they were both in the sea, but Guy did not loosen his hold or lose his presence of mind for a moment. Bax hauled on the rope and raised him half out of the water for a few seconds; the boat made a wild sheer towards them, and the missionary uttered a cry of agony as he fancied his child was about to be run down, perhaps killed, before his eyes; but the cry was transformed into a shout of joy and thanksgiving when he saw one of the lifeboats crew seize Guy by the hair, and another catch his daughter by a portion of her dress. They were quickly pulled into the boat.

To save the remainder was now a matter of less difficulty. The missionary was the only one left on the mast who was not able more or less to take care of himself; but the joy consequent on seeing his daughter saved infused new vigour into his frame. He and the others were finally got off  Bax being the last to quit the wreck  and then the lifeboat pulled away from the dangerous shoals and made for the land.

Finding it impossible to reach Broadstairs, owing to the direction of the gale, they pulled in an oblique direction, and, after narrowly escaping an upset more than once, gained Deal beach not far from Sandown Castle, where the boat was run ashore.

Here there was a large concourse of boatmen and others awaiting them. The men in the lugger,  seeing the lifeboat come up and feeling that the storm was almost too much for them, and that their services were not now required,  had returned to the shore and spread the news.

The instant the lifeboat touched the shingle, a huge block and tackle were hooked on to her, the capstan connected with these was already manned, and the boat was run up high and dry with the crew in her.

The cheers and congratulations that followed were checked however, when the discovery was made that Guy Foster was lying in a state of insensibility!

When the boat sheered towards him and Lucy, as already described, he had seen the danger and warded it away from the girl by turning his own person towards it. No one knew that he had been hurt. Indeed, he himself had scarcely felt the blow, but a deep cut had been made in his head, which bled so copiously that he had lain down and gradually became insensible.

His head was bandaged by Bluenose in a rough and ready fashion; a couple of oars with a sail rolled round them were quickly procured, and on this he was borne off the beach, followed by his friends and a crowd of sympathisers.

Where to? inquired one of the men who supported the litter.

To Sandhill Cottage, said Bax; its his mothers house, and about as near as any other place. Step out, lads!

Before they were off the beach the dull report of a cannon-shot was heard. It came from the light-ship, and immediately after a rocket flew up, indicating by the direction in which it sloped that another vessel was in distress on the shoals.

All thought of those who had just been rescued was forgotten by the crew of the lifeboat. Those of them who had not been too much exhausted by previous toil and exposure leaped into their seats. The places of those who were unable to go off again were instantly filled by eager boatmen. Dozens of stout arms thrust her  crew and all seated as they were  down into the lashing surf. There was a short sharp struggle between the sturdy men and the heavy rollers, which threatened not only to swamp the boat but to hurl her back, stem over stern, upon the shingle, and in a few minutes more she was forcing her way through wind, and waves, and spray, on this her second errand of mercy that night to the Goodwin Sands.




Chapter Seven.

The Widows Cottage.

About a thousand ships are wrecked, and nearly a thousand lives are lost on the shores of this country every year, was still the burden of Mrs Fosters dreams when she was aroused by a loud knocking at the door of her cottage, and the sound of confused voices and trampling of many feet outside.

Ho! goodness gracious me, maam, cried worthy Mrs Laker, bursting into her mistresss apartment if here aint a thousand robbers as is come for to pillidge the ouse an trample down the garding. Its from the hattic winder, I see em with the moon, if want the lightenin a glanshin on their orrid faces as is never shaved nor washed, and its bin my dream from the years of unsuspectious hinfancy, as is come for to pass now in the days of my womanhood, with dead bodies carryin too, wich is wuss. Ho! dear, wot shall I do!

Go and put on your clothes while I open the door, said Amy Russell, entering hastily at the moment in a state of comparative dishabille, with a shawl thrown round her. Dear mamma, dont be alarmed; it must be a mistake. They cannot mean us any harm, I am certain. May I go and open the door?

Open the door! shrieked Mrs Laker in the tone of one almost paralysed by astonishment; open the door to a thousand robbers with swords, and guns, and blood, and dead bodies!

As Mrs Laker was robed in her night-gown, and stood erect, with her arms extended and her hair dishevelled, she looked dreadfully tragic and awful, while these fearful words flowed from her pale lips.

Hush, Laker, said Mrs Foster, hastily throwing on her garments with trembling hands, while she made a strong effort to restrain her agitation, go, dear Amy, and ask what they want; but dont open the door.

She followed Amy to the landing outside, leaving Mrs Laker, glaring in sceptical amazement, in the middle of the room. Presently, Amy was heard downstairs speaking through the key-hole. A mans voice replied; there was a suppressed scream and immediately the outer door was unlocked, the chain removed, and the bolts withdrawn. This was followed by the heavy tramp of men in the passage below, and a wild shriek from Mrs Foster.

Mrs Laker, still standing with uplifted arms in the middle of the bedroom, and livid with terror, glared round in search of a place of refuge, and gasped horribly. Her eye fell on the bed from which her mistress had issued. With a spring that would have done her credit in the days of her girlhood, she plunged into it, head first, and rolled herself tight up in the clothes, where she lay, quaking and listening intently.

Its only a cut on the head, and a little blood, maam, dont be alarmed, said the gruff voice of Bluenose, as the footsteps ascended the stair, and approached the bedroom.

Cut and blood were the only words in this speech which made any impression on poor Mrs Laker, who trembled so violently that the curtains around her shook again.

Lay him in my bed, said Mrs Foster, in an agitated voice.

Wy, the beds all alive  O! exclaimed Bluenose, in surprise.

O Laker! what are you doing there? get out, quick.

Mercy, good men, mercy; I

The sentence was cut short by a wild yell, as her eye fell on the pale and bloody face of Guy. She tumbled, clothes and all, over the side of the bed in a dead faint, and rolled, in a confused white heap, to the very feet of her astounded brother, Captain Bluenose.

Well, if this dont beat Trafalgar all to sticks! exclaimed the Captain.

Come, attend to Guy, said Bax, in a deep, commanding voice.

He lifted up Mrs Laker and the bed-clothes as if she had been a large washing, and carried her down to her own apartment,  guided by Tommy Bogey, who knew the way,  where he placed her in bed, and left her to recover as she best might.

Bax had taken the precaution to despatch a messenger for a doctor before they left the beach, so that Guys hurt was soon examined, dressed, and pronounced to be a mere trifle which rest would heal in a few days. Indeed, Guy recovered consciousness soon after being brought into the cottage, and told his mother with his own lips that he was quite well. This, and the doctors assurances, so relieved the good lady, that she at once transferred much of her anxious care to the others who had been wrecked along with her son.

Lucy was placed in the hands of the sympathetic Amy Russell, and conducted by her to her own room, where she obtained dry clothing. As for the others, they dried themselves by the kitchen fire, which was stirred up vigorously by the now restored and repentant Laker, who also busied herself in spreading a repast for the shipwrecked men. Mrs Foster did the same for a select few, whom she meant to entertain in the parlour.

Who is that handsome sailor, said Amy, as she assisted Lucy Burton to dress, the one, I mean, who came up with Guy?

There were four who came up with Guy, replied Lucy, smiling.

True, said Amy, blushing (she blushed easily), but I mean the very tall, dark man, with the black curling hair.

Ah! you mean the man who carried good Mrs Laker downstairs in a bundle, said Lucy, with a merry laugh.

Yes, cried Amy, echoing the laugh, who is he?

Why, you ought to know him, said Lucy, with a look of surprise, he resides near you; at least he was one of the boatmen of your own coast, before he became captain of the Nancy. His name is Bax.

Bax! echoed Amy. Is he Bax? Oh, I know Bax well by name. He is a friend of Guy, and a celebrated man on this coast. He is sometimes called the Stormy Petrel, because he is always sure to be found on the beach in the wildest gales; sometimes he is called the Life Preserver, on account of the many lives he has saved. Strange, said Amy musingly, that I should have pictured him to myself so like what he turns out to be. He is my beau-idéal of a hero!

He is a hero, said Lucy, with such sudden enthusiasm that her new friend looked up in her face in surprise. You do not know, continued Lucy, in some confusion, that he saved my life not much more than twenty-four hours ago.

Amy expressed deep interest in this matter, and begged to hear all about it. Lucy, nothing loath, related the event circumstantially; and Amy, gazing earnestly in her beautiful animated countenance, sighed and regarded her with an expression of sad interest,  also with feelings which she herself could not understand.

But how comes it that you have never seen Bax till to-night? inquired Lucy, when she had finished her narrative.

Because I have not been very long here, said Amy, and Bax had ceased to dwell regularly on the coast about the time I was saved, and came to live with Mrs Foster.

Saved!  Mrs Foster! exclaimed Lucy.

Yes, Mrs Foster is not my mother.

And Guy is not your brother? said Lucy, with a glance so quick and earnest, that Amy felt a little confused.

No, he is not, said she, but he saved my life at the end of Ramsgate pier, and ever since then I have lived with his mother.

It was now Lucys turn to express deep interest. She begged to have the circumstances related to her, and Amy, nothing loath, told her how Guy had plunged into the sea when no one else observed her danger, and caught her just as she was sinking.

As Amy told her story with animation, and spoke of Guy, with sparkling eyes, and a rich glow on her fair cheek, Lucy gazed at her with grave interest, and felt sensations in her breast, which were quite new to her, and altogether incomprehensible.

Three times had Mrs Laker been sent to knock at Amys door, and inform the young ladies that supper awaited them, before they completed their toilet, and descended to the drawing-room.

Laker called it supper, because she could not conscientiously give the name of breakfast to a meal extemporised about four oclock in the morning!

Mr Burton and Bluenose were already seated at the table. Bax stood near the fireplace bending down to Mrs Foster, who was looking up in his face, shaking his hand, and thanking him, with tears in her eyes, for having saved her sons life! Bax was much perplexed by this view of the matter, taken and obstinately held to by the widow.

Really, maam, said he, with a deprecatory smile, you are mistaken, I assure you. I did not save Guys life  on the contrary, he saved mine this night; for if he had not jumped well to windard with the line and caught hold of the old foremast, where Tommy and I were perched like two birds

Ha, interrupted Bluenose, bluntly, youd boths bin in Davy Jones locker by this time; for I seed the old stick myself, not three minits arter, go by the board like the stem of a baccy pipe.

It was just as Bluenose concluded this speech that the young ladies entered the room.

Come, cried Bax, turning quickly towards Lucy, who advanced first, here is another witness to the fact. Do try, Miss Burton, to convince Mrs Foster that I did not

Bax paused, for his glance fell at that moment on Amy Russell, whom he had not observed in the confusion of their first appearance in the cottage.

My adopted daughter, said Mrs Foster, taking Amy by the hand and leading her forward; shake hands with Mr Bax, darling, who has saved Guys life to-night.

Bax held Amys white little hand for one moment as tenderly as if he were afraid his own iron muscles might injure it.

I see, said he, with a smile, that I must submit to be misrepresented until Guy himself comes to defend me.

Amy glanced at Lucy and blushed. Lucy glanced at Amy and looked confused; then the whole party laughed, and Bluenose said that for his part he didnt see no savin o life one way or other, xcepting as regarded the lifeboat, which he wos bound for to say had saved the whole lot of em, and that was all about it; whereupon they all sat down to supper, and the missionary asked a blessing; thanking God for their recent deliverance, and praying in a few earnest words for continued favour.

Bluenose was a man of peculiar and decided character. He did not at all relish his position in the drawing-room when he thought of his sister Mrs Laker supping in the kitchen. Being an impulsive man, he seized his cap, and said abruptly to his hostess:

Ill tell ee wot it is, marm, I aint used to this ere sort o thing. If youll excudge me, marm, Ill go an ave my snack with Bess i the kitchen. Bax, there, hes a sort o genleman by natur as well as hedication; but as for me Im free to say as I prefers the fogsl to the cabin  no offence meant. Come along, Tommy, and bring yer pannikin along with ee, lad, youre like a fish out o water too.

So saying, Captain Bluenose bowed to the company with what he meant to be an affable and apologetic air, and quitted the room without waiting for a reply.

Ah, Bluenose, said Mrs Laker, as her brother entered, cap in hand, and seated himself among the men of the Nancy, who were doing full justice to Mrs Fosters hospitality, I thought ye wouldnt be long in the parlour, for you aint bin used to igh life, an wy should you? as was born of poor but respectible parients, not but that the parients of the rich may be respectible also, I dont go for to impinge no one, sit down, Tommy, my dear child, only think! ees bin alf drownded, an is mother dead only two year next Whitsuntide; sit down, Tommy, wotll ye ave?

Tommy said he would have a bit of beef-steak pie;  got it, and set to work immediately.

It may be as well to state here that Mrs Laker was not a married woman, but, having reached a certain age, she deemed it advisable, in order to maintain the dignity of her character and personal appearance (which latter was stout and matronly) to dub herself Mrs  Laker being her maiden name. This statement involves a further explanation, inasmuch as it establishes the fact that Bluenose ought, in simple justice and propriety, to have gone by the name of Laker also.

But on the beach of Deal justice and propriety in regard to names are not necessarily held in great repute. At least they were not so a few years ago. Smuggling, as has been said, was rather prevalent in days gone by. Indeed, the man who was not a smuggler was an exception to the rule, if such a man ever existed. During their night expeditions, boatmen were often under the necessity of addressing each other in hoarse whispers, at times and in circumstances when coast-guard ears were uncommonly acute. Hence, in order to prevent inconvenient recognition, the men were wont to give each other nicknames, which nicknames descended frequently to their offspring.

The father of Captain Bluenose and of Mrs Laker had been a notorious scamp about the beginning of this century, at which period Deal may be said to have been in full swing in regard to smuggling and the French war. The old smuggler was uncommonly well acquainted with the towns of Calais, Gravelines, Dunkerque, Nieuport, and Ostende  notwithstanding that they lay in the enemys country. He had also enough of bad French to enable him to carry on his business, and was addicted to French brandy. It was the latter circumstance which turned his nose purple; procuring for him, as well as entailing on his son, the name of Bluenose, a name which our Captain certainly did not deserve, seeing that his nose was fiery red in colour,  perhaps a little too fat to be styled classic, but, on the whole, a most respectable nose.

Few of the boatmen of Deal went by their right names; but such soubriquets as Doey, Jack Onion, Skyslyard Dick, Mackerel, Trappy, Rodney Nick, Sugarplum, etcetera, were common enough. Perchance they are not obsolete at the present day!

While the crew of the Nancy were making merry in the kitchen, the parlour bell rang violently, and Laker disappeared from the scene.

Youre wanted, Tommy, darling, said the worthy woman, returning promptly.

Tommy rose and was ushered into the parlour.

Little boy, said Mrs Foster, my son Guy has sent a message requiring your attendance. I tried to prevent him seeing you; but he insists on it. Come, I will take you to his room. You must try, child, and not encourage him to talk. It will be bad for him, I fear.

Leave us, mother, dear, said Guy, as they entered; I wish to be alone with Tommy, only for ten minutes  not longer.

Mrs Foster tried to remonstrate, but an impatient gesture from her son induced her to quit the room.

You can write, Tommy?

Yes, sir. I  I hope you aint much hurt, sir?

Oh no!  a mere scratch. Its only the loss of blood that weakens me. Ill be all right in a few days. Now, sit down at that table and take a pen. Are you ready?

Tommy said that he was, and Guy Foster dictated the following note to Mr Denham, of the house of Denham, Crumps, and Company:  

Deal.

Dear Uncle,  Im sorry to have to inform you that the Nancy has become a total wreck on the Goodwin Sands. The cargo has been entirely lost  also two of the hands.

I am at present disabled, from the effects of a blow on the head received during the storm. No doubt Bax will be up immediately to give you particulars.

The cause of the loss of your schooner was, in my opinion, unseaworthiness of vessel and stores.

Your affectionate nephew, Guy Foster.

Hallo! thought Tommy, thats a stinger!

There, said Guy, as he attached his signature, fold and address that, and be off with it as fast as you can to the post.

Tommy vanished in an instant, and was quickly at the post-office, which stood, at that time, near the centre of the town. He dropped the letter in, and having thus fulfilled his mission, relapsed into that easy swagger or roll that seems to be the natural and characteristic gait of Jack when ashore. He had not proceeded far when the sound of voices in dispute attracted his ear. The gale was still at its height, and the noise occasioned by its whistling among the chimneys and whirling round street corners was so great that the words uttered by the speakers were not distinguishable. Still there was some peculiarity in the tone which irresistibly attracted the boy. Perhaps Tommy was unusually curious that night; perhaps he was smitten, like Haroun Alraschid, with a desire for adventure; but whatever was the truth in regard to this, it is certain that, instead of passing on, as most people would naturally have done, Tommy approached the place whence the sounds proceeded with cautious steps  keeping as much in the shade of the houses as possible, although owing to the darkness of the night, this latter precaution was unnecessary.




Chapter Eight.

The Living Left Among the Dead  A Wild Chase on a Wild Night Stopped by a Ghost.

On turning the corner of one of those houses on the beach of Deal which stand so close to the sea that in many cases they occupy common ground with the boats, Tommy found himself suddenly close to a group of men, one of whom, a very tall man, was addressing the others in an excited tone.

Ill tell ee wot it is, lads, lets put im in a sack an leave him in the Great Chapel Field to cool hisself. (The Great Chapel Field was the name formerly applied by the boatmen to Saint Georges Churchyard.)

Sarve him right, the beggar, said another man, with a low laugh, hes spoilt our game many a night. What say, boys? heave im shoulder high?

The proposal was unanimously agreed to, and the party went towards an object which lay recumbent on the ground, near to one of those large capstans which are used on this part of the Kentish coast to haul up the boats. The object turned out to be a man, bound hand and foot, and with a handkerchief tied round the mouth to insure silence. Tommy was so near that he had no difficulty in recognising in this unfortunate the person of old Coleman, the member of the coast-guard who had been most successful in thwarting the plans of the smugglers for some years past. Rendered somewhat desperate by his prying disposition, they had seized him on this particular night, during a scuffle, and were now about to dispose of him in a time-honoured way.

Tommy also discovered that the coast-guard-mans captors were Long Orrick, Rodney Nick, and a few more of his boatmen acquaintances. He watched them with much interest as they enveloped Colemans burly figure in a huge sack, tied it over his head, and, raising him on their shoulders bore him away.

Tommy followed at a safe distance, but he soon stopped, observing that two of the party had fallen behind the rest, engaged apparently in earnest conversation. They stood still a few minutes under the lee of a low-roofed cottage. Tommy crept as close to them as possible and listened.

Come, Rodney Nick, said one of the two, whose height proclaimed him to be Long Orrick, a feller cant talk in the teeth o sich a gale as this. Lets stand in the lee o this old place here, and Ill tell ye in two minits wot I wants to do. You see that old sinner Jeph refuses pint-blank to let me use his hide; hes become such a hypocrite that he says he wont encourage smugglin.

Well, wot then? inquired Rodney Nick.

Wy, I means to make im give in, returned Long Orrick.

An spose he wont give in? suggested Rodney.

Then Ill cut his throat, replied Orrick, fiercely.

Then Ill have nothin to do with it.

Stop! cried the other, seizing his comrade by the arm as he was turning to go away. A feller might as well try to joke with a jackass as with you. In coorse I dont mean that; but Ill threaten the old hypocrite and terrify him till hes half dead, and then hell give in.

Hes a frail old man, said Rodney; suppose he should die with fright?

Then let him die! retorted Long Orrick.

Humph; and spose he cant be terrified?

Oh! get along with yer sposin. Will ye go or will ye not? thats the question, as Shuksperes ghost said to the Hemperer o Sweden.

Just you an me? inquired Rodney.

Aint we enough for an old man?

More nor enough, replied Rodney, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone, if the old boy hant got friends with him. Dont ye think Bax might have took a fancy to spend the night there?

No, said Long Orrick; Bax is at supper in Sandhill Cottage, and he aint the man to leave good quarters in a hurry. But if yer afraid, well go with our chums to the churchyard and take them along with us.

Rodney Nick laughed contemptuously, but made no reply, and the two immediately set off at a run to overtake their comrades. Tommy Bogey followed as close at their heels as he prudently could. They reached the walls of Saint Georges Church, or the Great Chapel, almost at the same moment with the rest of the party.

The form of the old church could be dimly seen against the tempestuous sky as the smugglers halted under the lee of the churchyard wall like a band of black ghosts that had come to lay one of their defunct comrades, on a congenial night.

At the north end of the burying-ground of Saint Georges Church there is a spot of ground which is pointed out to visitors as being the last resting-place of hundreds of the unfortunate men who fell in the sea-fights of our last war with France. A deep and broad trench was dug right across the churchyard, and here the gallant tars were laid in ghastly rows, as close together as they could be packed. Near to this spot stands the tomb of one of Lord Nelsons young officers, and beside it grows a tree against which Nelson is said to have leaned when he attended the funeral.

It was just a few yards distant from this tree that the smugglers scaled the wall and lifted over the helpless body of poor Coleman. They did it expeditiously and in dead silence. Carrying him into the centre of the yard, they deposited the luckless coast-guard-man flat on his back beside the tomb of George Philpot, a man who had done good service in his day and generation  if headstones are to be believed. The inscription, which may still be seen by the curious, runs thus:  

A Tribute to the

Skill and Determined Courage

Of the Boatmen of Deal,

And in Memory of

George Philpot,

Who Died March 22, 1850.

Full many lives he saved

With his undaunted crew;

He put his trust in Providence,

And cared not how it blew.

In the companionship of such noble dead, the smugglers left Coleman to his fate, and set off to finish their nights work at old Jephs humble cottage.

Tommy Bogey heard them chuckle as they passed the spot where he lay concealed behind a tombstone, and he was sorely tempted to spring up with an unearthly yell, well knowing that the superstitious boatmen would take him for one risen from the dead, and fly in abject terror from the spot; but recollecting the importance of discretion in the work which now devolved on him, he prudently restrained himself.

The instant they were over the wall Tommy was at Colemans side. He felt the poor man shudder, and heard him gasp as he cut the rope that tied the mouth of the sack; for Coleman knew well the spot to which they had conveyed him, and his face, when it became visible, was ghastly white and covered with a cold sweat caused by the belief that he was being opened out for examination by some inquisitive but unearthly visitor.

Its only me, said Tommy with an involuntary laugh. Hold on, Ill set you free in no time.

Hah! coughed Coleman when the kerchief was removed from his mouth, wot a orrible sensation it is to be choked alive!

It would be worse to be choked dead, said Tommy.

Cut the lines at my feet first, lad, said Coleman, theyve amost sawed through my ankle bones. There, thats it now, help me to git up an shake myself.

A few minutes elapsed before he recovered the full use of his benumbed limbs. During this period, the boy related all he had heard, and urged his companion to look alive. But Coleman required no urging. The moment he became aware of what was going on he felt for his cutlass, which the smugglers had not taken the trouble to remove, and, slapping Tommy on the back, stumbled among the tombs and over the graves towards the wall, which he vaulted with a degree of activity that might have rendered a young man envious. Tommy followed like a squirrel, and in a very few minutes more they were close at the heels of Long Orrick and his friends.

While they hurried on in silence and with cautious tread Coleman matured his plans. It was absolutely necessary that the utmost circumspection should be used, for a man and a boy could not hope to succeed in capturing six strong men.

Run, Tommy, to the beach and fetch a friend or two. There are sure to be two of the guard within hail.

Tommy was off, as he himself would have said, like a shot, and on gaining the beach almost ran into the arms of a young coast-guard-man named Supple Rodger, to whom he breathlessly told his tale.

Stop, Ill call out the guard, said Rodger, drawing a pistol from the breast-pocket of his overcoat. But Tommy prevented him, explained that it was very desirable to catch the villains in the very act of breaking into old Jephs cottage, and hurried him away.

At the back of the cottage they found Coleman calmly observing the proceedings of the smugglers, one of whom was calling in a hoarse whisper through the keyhole. Apparently he received no reply, for he swore angrily a good deal, and said to his comrades more than once, I do blieve the old sinners dead.

Come, Ill burst in the door, said the voice of Long Orrick, savagely.

The words were followed by a crash; and the trampling of feet in the passage proved that the slender fastenings of the door had given way.

Now, lads, cried Coleman, have at em!

He struck a species of port-fire, or bluelight, against the wall as he spoke; it sprang into a bright flame, and the three friends rushed into the cottage.

The smugglers did not wait to receive them. Bursting the fastenings of the front window Long Orrick leaped out into the street. Supple Rodger dashed aside the man who was about to follow and leaped after him like an avenging spirit. All the men but two were over the window before Coleman gained it. He seized the man who was in the act of leaping by the collar, but the treacherous garment gave way, and in a moment the smuggler was gone, leaving only a rag in Colemans grasp.

Meanwhile Tommy flung himself down in front of the only man who now remained, as he made a dash for the window. The result was that the man tumbled over the boy and fell to the ground. Having accomplished this feat, Tommy leaped up and sprang through the window to aid in the chase. As the smuggler rose, the disappointed Coleman turned round, flourished the rag in the air with a shout of defiance, and hit his opponent between the eyes with such force as to lay him a second time flat on the floor. A fierce struggle now ensued, during which the light was extinguished. The alarmed neighbours found them there, a few minutes later, writhing in each others arms, and punching each others heads desperately; Coleman, however, being uppermost.

When Tommy Bogey leaped over the window, as has been described, all the smugglers had disappeared, and he was at a loss what to do; but the faint sound of quick steps at the north end of the street led him to run at the top of his speed in that direction. Tommy was singularly fleet of foot. He ran so fast on this occasion that he reached the end of the street before the fugitive had turned into the next one. He saw distinctly that two men were running before him, and, concluding that they were Long Orrick and Supple Rodger, he did his best to keep them in view.

Long Orrick and his pursuer were well matched as to speed. Both were good runners; but the former was much the stronger man. Counting on this he headed for the wild expanse of waste ground lying to the north of Deal, already mentioned as the sand hills.

Here he knew that there would be no one to interfere between him and his antagonist.

Tommy Bogey thought of this too, as he sped along, and wondered not a little at the temerity of Supple Rodger in thus, as it were, placing himself in the power of his enemy. He chuckled, however, as he ran, at the thought of being there to render him assistance to the best of his power. Ha! thought he, for Long Orrick to wollop Supple Rodger out on the sandhills is one thing; but for Long Orrick to wallop Supple Rodger with me dancin round him like a big wasp is quite another thing!

Tommy came, as he thought thus, upon an open space of ground on which were strewn spare anchors and chain cables. Tumbling over a fluke of one of the former he fell to the earth with a shock that well-nigh drove all the wind out of his stout little body. He was up in a moment, however, and off again.

Soon the three were coursing over the downs like hares. It was difficult running, for the ground was undulating and broken, besides being covered in a few places with gorse, and the wind and rain beat so fiercely on their faces as almost to blind them.

About a mile or so beyond the ruins of Sandown Castle there is an old inn, called the Checkers of the Hope, or The Checkers, named after, it is said, and corrupted from, Chaucers Inn at Canterbury. It stands in the midst of the solitary waste; a sort of half-way house between the towns of Sandwich and Deal; far removed from either, however, and quite beyond earshot of any human dwelling. This, so says report, was a celebrated resort of smugglers in days gone by, and of men of the worst character; and as one looks at the irregular old building standing, one might almost say unreasonably, in that wild place, one cannot help feeling that it must have been the scene of many a savage revelry and many a deed of darkness in what are sometimes styled the good old times.

Some distance beyond this, farther into the midst of the sandhills, there is a solitary tombstone; well known, both by tradition and by the inscription upon it, as Mary Baxs tomb.

Here Long Orrick resolved to make a stand; knowing that no shout that Rodger might give vent to could reach the Checkers in the teeth of such a gale.

The tale connected with poor Mary Bax is brief and very sad. She lived about the end of the last century, and was a young and beautiful girl. Having occasion to visit Deal, she set out one evening on her solitary walk across the bleak sandhills. Here she was met by a brutal foreign seaman, a Lascar, who had deserted from one of the ships then lying in the Downs. This monster murdered the poor girl and threw her body into a ditch that lies close to the spot on which her tomb now stands. The deed, as may well be supposed, created great excitement in Deal and the neighbourhood; for Mary Bax, being young, beautiful, and innocent, was well known and much loved.

There was, at the time this murder was perpetrated, a youth named John Winter, who was a devoted admirer of poor Mary. He was much younger than she, being only seventeen, while she was twenty-three. He became almost mad when he heard of the murder. A little brother of John Winter, named David, happened to be going to the Checkers Inn at the time the murder was committed and witnessed it. He ran instantly to his brother to tell him what he had seen. It was chiefly through the exertions of these two that the murderer was finally brought to justice.

John Winter rested neither night nor day until he tracked the Lascar down, and David identified him. He was hanged on a gallows erected close to the spot where he murdered his innocent victim. On the exact spot where the murder took place Marys grave was dug, and a tombstone was put up, which may be seen there at the present time, with the following inscription upon it:  

On This Spot,

August the 25th 1782,

Mary Bax, Spinster,

Aged 23 Years,

Was Murdered by

Martin Lash, a Foreigner,

Who was Executed for the Same.

Poor John Winter left the country immediately after, and did not return until thirty years had elapsed, when the event was forgotten, and most of his old friends and companions were dead or gone abroad. His little brother David was drowned at sea.

This Mary Bax was cousin to the father of John Bax, who figures so conspicuously in our tale.

At the tomb of Mary Bax, then, as we have said, Long Orrick resolved to make a stand. Tommy Bogey had, by taking a short cut round a piece of marshy ground, succeeded in getting a little in advance of Orrick, and, observing that he was running straight towards the tombstone, he leaped into the ditch, the water in which was not deep at the time, and, coursing along the edge of it, reached the rear of the tomb and hid himself there, without having formed any definite idea as to what course he meant to pursue.

Whatever the intentions of the smuggler were, they were effectually frustrated by an apparition which suddenly appeared and struck terror alike to the heart of pursuer and pursued. As Long Orrick approached the tomb there suddenly arose from the earth a tall gaunt figure with silver hair streaming wildly in the gale. To Tommy, who crouched behind the tomb, and Rodger and Orrick, who approached in front, it seemed as if the spirit of the murdered girl had leaped out of the grave. The effect on all three was electrical. Orrick and Rodger, diverging right and left, fled like the wind in opposite directions, and were out of sight in a few seconds, while Tommy, crouching on the ground behind the tomb, trembled in abject terror.

The spirit, if such it was, did not attempt to pursue the fugitives, but turning fiercely towards the boy, seized him by the collar and shook him.

Oh! mercy! mercy! cried poor Tommy, whose heart quaked within him.

Hallo! Tommy Bogey, is it you, boy? said the spirit, releasing the lad from a grasp that was anything but gentle.

What! old Jeph, can it be you? exclaimed Tommy, in a tone of intense surprise, as he seated himself on the tombstone, and wiped the cold perspiration from his forehead with the cuff of his coat.

Ay, it is me, replied the old man, sadly, although I do sometimes doubt my own existence. It aint often that Im interrupted  but what brings ye here, lad, and who were these that I saw running like foul fiends across the sandhills on such a night as this?

They were Supple Rodger and Long Orrick, replied Tommy, and a foul fiend is one of em, anyhow, as youd have found out, old Jeph, if yed bin at home this evenin. As for bein out on sich a night as this, it seems to me ye hant got much more sense to boast of in this respect than I have. Youll ketch your death o cold, old man.

Old man! echoed Jeph, with a peculiar chuckle. Ha! yes, I am an old man, and Ive bin used to such nights since I wos a young man. But come away, lad, Ill go home with ye now.

Old Jeph took the boys hand as he said this, and the two went over the moor together  slowly, for the way was rough and broken, and silently, for the howling of the gale rendered converse almost impossible.

It is not to be supposed that Tommy Bogey had such command over himself, however, as altogether to restrain his curiosity. He did make one or two attempts to induce old Jeph to explain why he was out in such a stormy night, and on such a lonely spot; but the old man refused to be communicative, and finally put a stop to the subject by telling Tommy to let other peoples business alone, and asking him how it happened that Long Orrick came to make an attempt on his house, and how it was he failed?

Tommy related all he knew with alacrity and for a time secured old Jephs attention, as was plain from the way in which he chuckled when he heard how his enemy had been outwitted; but gradually the narrative fell on uninterested ears, and before they regained the town the old mans countenance had become grave and sad, and his mind was evidently wandering among the lights  mayhap among the shadows  of other days.




Chapter Nine.

Unbusinesslike Proceedings in The Office  Peekins Grows Desperate and Takes Refuge in the Three Jolly Tars.

Mr Denham stood in front of his office fire with a coat-tail, as usual, under each arm; his feet planted on two little roses that grew on each side of a large bouquet which flourished perennially on his rug, and his eyes fixed on the ceiling. He had just arrived at Redwharf Lane, and looked quite fresh and ruddy from the exercise of walking, for Denham was a great walker, and frequently did the distance between his house and his office on foot.

Mr Crumps sat shivering in his own room, looking the reverse of ruddy, for Crumps was old and his blood was thin, and there was no fire in his room. It is but justice to say, however, that this was no fault of Denhams, for the apartment of his junior partner did not possess a fireplace, and it could not be expected that a fire should be lit, à la Red Indian, on the middle of the floor. At all events Crumps did not expect it. He was not, therefore, liable to disappointment in his expectations. He contented himself, poor old man, with such genial gusts of second-hand warmth as burst in upon him from time to time from Denhams room when the door was open, or poured in upon him in ameliorating rivulets through the keyhole, like a little gulf-stream, when the door was shut.

The letters, sir, said Peekins, the meek blue tiger in buttons, entering at that moment and laying a pile of letters on the table.

Had Peekins been a little dog without a soul, capable of wagging his tail and fawning, Denham would have patted him, but, being only a boy in blue with a meek spirit, the great man paid no attention to him whatever. He continued to gaze at the ceiling as if he were reading his destiny there. Perhaps he would have looked as blank as the ceiling had he known what that destiny was to be; but he did not know, fortunately (or unfortunately, if the reader chooses), hence he turned with a calm undisturbed countenance to peruse his letters after the boy had retired.

We do not say that Denham was a hard man; by no means; he was only peculiar in his views of things in general; that was all!

For some time Denham broke seals, read contents, and made jottings, without any expression whatever on his countenance. Presently he took up an ill-folded epistle addressed to Mister Denham in a round and rather rugged hand.

Begging, he muttered with a slight frown.

Dear Uncle (eh! he exclaimed,  turned over the leaf in surprise, read the signature, and turned back to the beginning again, with the least possible tinge of surprise still remaining), Im sorry (humph) to have to inform you that the Nancy has become a total wreck, (indeed!) on the Goodwin Sands. (Amazing sands these. What a quantity of wealth they have swallowed up!) The cargo has been entirely lost,  (ah! it was insured to its full value,) also two of the hands. (Hm, their lives wouldnt be insured. These rough creatures never do insure their lives; wonderfully improvident!) I am at present disabled, from the effects of a blow on the head received during the storm. (Very awkward; particularly so just now.) No doubt Bax will be up immediately to give you particulars. (Humph!)

The cause of the loss of your schooner was, in my opinion, (Mr Denhams eyebrows here rose in contemptuous surprise), unseaworthiness of vessel and stores.

Mr Denham made no comment on this part of the epistle. A dark frown settled on his brow as he crumpled the letter in his hand, dropped it on the ground as if it had been a loathsome creature, and set his foot on it.

Denham was uncommonly gruff and forbidding all that day. He spoke harshly to old Mr Crumps; found fault with the clerks to such an extent, that they began to regard the office as a species of Pandemonium which ought to have smelt sulphurous instead of musty; and rendered the life of Peekins so insupportable that the poor boy occupied his few moments of leisure in speculating on the average duration of human life and wondering whether it would not be better, on the whole, to make himself an exception to the general rule by leaping off London Bridge at high water  blue-tights, buttons, and all!

Things continued in this felicitous condition in the office until five in the afternoon, when there was a change, not so much in the moral as in the physical atmosphere. It came in the form of a thick fog, which rolled down the crooked places of Redwharf Lane, poured through keyholes, curled round the cranes on the warehouses, and the old anchors, cables, and buoys in the lumber-yards; travelled over the mudflats, and crept out upon the muddy river among the colliers, rendering light things indistinct, black things blacker, dark places darker, and affording such an opportunity for unrestrained enjoyment to the rats, that these creatures held an absolute carnival everywhere.

About this period of the day Mr Denham rose, put on his hat and greatcoat, and prepared to go. Peekins observed this through a private scratch in the glass door, and signalised the gladsome news in dumb-show to his comrades. Hope at once took the place of despair in the office, for lads and very young men are happily furnished with extremely elastic spirits. The impulse of joy caused by the prospect of Denhams departure was so strong in the breast of one youth, with red hair, a red nose, red cheeks, large red lips, blue eyes, and red hands (Ruggles by name), that he incontinently seized a sheet of blotting-paper, crumpled it into a ball, and flung it at the head of the youngest clerk, a dark little boy, who sat opposite to him on a tall stool, and who, being a new boy, was copying letters painfully but diligently with a heavy heart.

The missile was well aimed. It hit the new boy exactly on the point of the nose, causing him to start and prolong the tail of a y an inch and a quarter beyond its natural limits.

This little incident would not have been worth mentioning but for the fact that it was the hinge, so to speak, on which incidents of a more important nature turned. Mr Denham happened to open his door just as the missile was discharged and saw the result, though not the thrower. He had no difficulty, however, in discovering the offender; for each of the other clerks looked at their comrade in virtuous horror, as though to say, Oh! how could you?  please, sir, it wasnt me, it was him; while Ruggles applied himself to his work with an air of abstraction and a face of scarlet that said plainly, Its of no use staring in that fashion at me, for Im as innocent as the unborn babe.

Denham frowned portentously, and that peculiarly dead calm which usually precedes the bursting of a storm prevailed in the office. Before the storm burst, however, the outer door was opened hastily and our friend Bax stood in the room. He was somewhat dishevelled in appearance, as if he had travelled fast. To the clerks in that small office he appeared more fierce and gigantic than usual. Peekins regarded him with undisguised admiration, and wondered in his heart if Jack the Giant-Killer would have dared to encounter such a being, supposing him to have had the chance.

Im glad I am not too late to find you here, sir, said Bax, puffing off his hat and bowing slightly to his employer.

Humph! ejaculated Denham, step this way.

They entered the inner office, and, the door being shut, Ruggles internally blessed Bax and breathed freely. Under the influence of reaction he even looked defiant.

So you have lost your schooner, began Denham, sitting down in his chair of state and eyeing the seaman sternly. Bax returned the gaze so much more sternly that Denham felt disconcerted but did not allow his feelings to betray themselves.

The schooner has been lost, said Bax, and I am here to report the fact and to present these letters, one from the seamens missionary at Ramsgate, the other from your nephew, both of which will show you that no blame attaches to me. I regret the loss, deeply, but it was un

Bax was going to have said unavoidable, but he felt that the expression would have been incorrect, and stopped.

Finish your remark, said Denham.

I merely wished to say that it was out of my power to prevent it.

Oh! interjected Denham, sarcastically, as he read the letters. The seamens missionary is one of whom I know nothing. His opinion, therefore, carries no weight. As to my nephew, his remarks are simply unworthy of notice. But you say that no blame attaches to you. To whom then does blame attach, if not to the skipper of the vessel? Do you mean to lay it at the door of Providence?

No, sir, I do not, replied Bax.

Have you, then, the presumption to insinuate that it lies with me?

Bax was silent.

Am I to expect an answer? said Denham.

I make no insinuations, said Bax, after a short pause; I do but state facts. If the Nancy had been fitted with a new topsl-yard and jib-boom, as I advised last summer, I would have carried her safe into the Downs.

So, said Denham, in a tone of increasing sarcasm, you have the hardihood to insinuate that it was my fault?

Bax reddened with indignation at the tone of insult in which these words were uttered. His bass voice grew deeper and sterner as he said:  

If you insist on plain speaking, sir, you shall have it. I do think the blame of the loss of the Nancy lies at your door, and worse than that, the loss of two human lives lies there also. There was not a sound timber or a seaworthy article aboard of the schooner from stem to stern. You know well enough that I have told you this,  in more civil language it may be,  again and again; and I hope that the telling of it now, flatly, will induce you to consider the immense responsibility that lies on your shoulders; for there are other ships belonging to your firm in much the same condition  ships with inferior charts and instruments, unsound spars, not enough of boats, and with anchors and chains scarce powerful enough to hold a Deal lugger in a moderate gale.

Mr Denham was not prepared for this sudden and wholesale condemnation of himself and his property. He gazed at the seamans flushed countenance for a few seconds in mute surprise. At last he recovered self-possession, and said in a calm voice  

You applied last year, if I remember rightly, for the situation of mate aboard our ship the Trident  now on her second voyage from Australia?

I did, said Bax, shortly, not knowing how to take this sudden change of subject.

Do you suppose, said Denham, with a peculiar curl of his lip, that this interview will tend to improve your chance of obtaining that situation?

Denham put the question with the full expectation of humbling Bax, and with the further intention of following up his reply with the assurance that there was much greater probability of the moon being turned into green cheese than of his promotion taking place; but his intentions were frustrated by Bax starting, and, in a voice of indignation, exclaiming Sir, do you suppose I have come here to beg? If you were to offer me the command of the Trident, or any other ship that you possess, I would refuse it with scorn. It is bad enough to risk ones life in the rotten craft you send to sea; but that would be nothing compared with the shame of serving a house that thinks only of gain, and holds human life cheaper than the dirt I tread under my feet. No, sir; I came here to explain how the Nancy was lost. Having done so, I take my leave.

Stay, said Denham, as Bax turned to go. Perhaps you will do me one more service before we part. Will you kindly inform my nephew that he need not be in a hurry to come back here. I extend his leave. He may continue to absent himself as long as he pleases  to all eternity if it suits him.

Mr Denham flushed up with anger as he said the last words. Bax, without deigning a reply, turned on his heel and strode out of the room, slamming the glass-door behind him with such violence that every panel in it was shivered to atoms! He wheeled round and re-entered the room. Denham grew pale, supposing that the roused giant was about to assault him; but Bax only pointed to the door, and said sternly Part of the wages due me will pay for that. You can keep the balance, and buy yourself a Bible with it.

Next moment he was gone, and Peekins stood staring at his master through the shattered door, trembling from head to foot. Immediately afterwards Denham took his hat and stick, and passed through the office. Pausing at the door he looked back:  

Ruggles.

Yes, sir.

There are five or six foreign letters in my desk for tomorrows post. Copy them out to-night. See that you do it to-night. Peekins will remain with you, and lock up after you have done.

Ruggles, who knew that this involved work till near midnight, humbly replied, Yes, sir.

Having thus secured the misery of at least two human beings, Denham went home, somewhat relieved, to dinner.

Bax unconsciously, but naturally, followed his example. He also went to dinner, but, having no home in that quarter, he went to the Three Jolly Tars, and found the landlord quite willing to supply all his wants on the shortest possible notice, namely, three-quarters of an hour.

In a snug box of that celebrated place of entertainment, he found Tommy Bogey (whom he had brought with him) awaiting his appearance. The precocious youth was deeply immersed in a three-days-old copy of The Times.

Hallo! Bax, youve been sharp about it, said Tommy, laying down the paper and pulling a little black pipe out of his pocket, which he proceeded coolly and quietly to fill just as if he had been a bearded and grey-headed tar; for Tommy, being a worshipper of Bax, imitated, as all worshippers do, the bad as well as the good qualities of his hero, ignorant of, as well as indifferent to, the fact that it would have been more noble to imitate the good and avoid the bad.

Ay, weve settled it all slick off in no time, said Bax, sitting down beside his young companion, and proceeding also to fill his pipe.

An wot about the widders and horphans? inquired Tommy, beginning to smoke, and using his extremely little finger as a tobacco-stopper in a way that might have surprised a salamander.

The widows! exclaimed Bax.

Ay, the widders  also the horphans, repeated Tommy, with a grave nod of the head. I ope hes come down andsome.

Tommy, said Bax, with a disconcerted look, Ive forgot em altogether!

Forgot em? Bax!

Its a fact, said Bax, with much humility, but the truth is, that we got to loggerheads, an of course you know it was out of the question to talk on such a subject when we were in that state.

In course it was, said Tommy. But its a pity.

The fact was that Bax had intended to make an appeal to Mr Denham in behalf of the widows and children of the poor men who had been drowned on the night when the Nancy was wrecked; but the unexpected turn which the conversation took had driven that subject utterly out of his mind.

Well, Tommy, it cant be helped now; and, after all, I dont think the widows will come by any loss by my forgetfulness, for certain am I that Denham would as soon supply a best-bower anchor to the Trident as give a sovereign to these poor people.

Bax and his young friend here relapsed into a state of silent fumigation from which they were aroused by the entrance of dinner. This meal consisted of beef-steaks and porter. But it is due to Bax to say that he advised his companion to confine his potations to water, which his companion willingly agreed to, as he would have done had Bax advised him to drink butter-milk, or cider, or to go without drink altogether.

They were about done with dinner when a weak small voice in the passage attracted their attention.

Is there one of the name of Bax ere, said the meek voice.

Here I am, shouted Bax, come in; what dye want with me?

Peekins entered in a state of great agitation.

Oh! sir, please sir,  Ill never do it again; but I couldnt help it indeed, indeed  I was dyin, I was. Its a great sin I knows, but

Here Peekins burst into tears, and sat down on the seat opposite.

Wot a green un! muttered Tommy, as he gazed at the tiger in blue through a volume of tobacco smoke.

Whats the matter, boy? inquired Bax, in some surprise. Anything wrong at Redwharf Lane?

Ye-es  thats to say, not exactly, only Ive rund away.

You hant run far, then, said Bax, smiling. How long ist since you ran away?

Just ten minutes.

Tommy burst into a laugh at this, and Peekins, feeling somewhat relieved, smiled idiotically through his tears.

Well now, my lad, said Bax, leaning forward in a confidential way which quite won the affection of the tiger, and patting him on the shoulder, I would advise you strongly to go back.

Oh! sir, but I cant, said Peekins dolefully. I dursnt. My life is miserable there. Mr Denham is so ard on me that I feels like to die every time I sees im. It aint o no use (here Peekins became wildly desperate), I wont go back; cause if I do Im sure to die slow; an Id rather die quick at once and be done with it.

Bax opened his eyes very wide at this. It revealed a state of things that he had never before imagined. Tommy Bogey puffed so large a cloud that his face was quite concealed by it, and muttered you air a rum un!

Where dye stop, boy? inquired Bax.

In lodgins in Fenchurch Street.

Dye owe em anything at the office?

No, nothin; they owes me seventeen and six.

Dye want it very much?

O no, I dont mind that, bless ye, said Peekins, earnestly.

What dye mean to do? inquired Bax.

Go with you  to sea, replied the tiger, promptly.

But Im not going to sea.

Then, Ill go with you wherever you please. I like you, said the boy, springing suddenly to his side and grasping his hand, Ive no one in the world to care for but you. I never heard any one speak like you. If youll only let me be your servant, Ill go with you to the end of the world, and  and

Here poor Peekins was again overcome.

Brayvo! shouted Tommy Bogey in admiration. Youre not such a bad fellow after all.

Poor boy, said Bax, stroking the tigers head, you are willing to trust too easily to a weak and broken reed. But, come, Ill take you to the coast. Better to go there, after all, than stop with such a tender-hearted Christian as Mr Denham. Here, take a bit of dinner.

Having tasted no food since breakfast, Peekins gladly accepted the invitation, and ate heartily of the remnants of the meal, to the great satisfaction of his companions, especially of Tommy, who regarded him as one might regard a pet canary or rabbit, which requires to be fed plenteously and handled with extreme gentleness and care.




Chapter Ten.

The Hovel on Deal Beach  A Storm Brewing  Plans to Circumvent the Smugglers.

On a calm, soft, beautiful evening, about a week after the events narrated in the last chapter, Guy Foster issued from Sandhill Cottage, and took his way towards the beach of Deal.

It was one of those inexpressibly sweet, motionless evenings, in which one is inclined, if in ordinary health, to rejoice in ones existence; and in which the Christian is led irresistibly to join with the Psalmist in praising God, for his goodness, and for his wonderful works to the children of men.

Young Fosters thoughts ran for a considerable time in this latter channel; for he was one of those youthful Christians whose love to our Saviour does not easily grow cold. He was wont to read the Bible as if he really believed it to be the Word of God, and acted in accordance with its precepts with a degree of bold simplicity and trustfulness, that made him a laughing-stock to some, and a subject of surprise and admiration to others, of his companions and acquaintance. In short, he was a Christian of a cheerful, straightforward stamp.

Yet Guys course was not all sunshine, neither was his conduct altogether immaculate. He was not exempt from the general rule, that through much tribulation men shall enter into the Kingdom. As he walked along, rejoicing in his existence and in the beauty of that magnificent evening, a cloud would rise occasionally and call forth a sigh, as he recollected the polite intimation of his uncle, that he had extended his leave of absence ad infinitum! He could not shut his eyes to the fact that a brilliant mercantile career on which he had recently entered, and on which he might naturally look as the course cut out for him by Providence, was suddenly closed against him for ever. He knew his uncles temper too well to expect that he would relent, and he felt that to retract a statement which he knew to be true, or to express regret for having boldly told the truth as he had done, was out of the question. Besides, he was well aware that such a course would not now avail to restore him to his lost position. It remained, therefore, that, being without influential friends, he must begin over again and carve his own way in the world.

But what then? Was this not the lot of hundreds of thousands? Little time had been lost; he was young, and strong, and hearty. God had written, Commit thy way unto the Lord, trust also in Him, and He shall bring it to pass. Whatever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might, as unto the Lord, and not unto men. Under the influence of such thoughts the clouds cleared away from Guys brow, and he raised his eyes, which for some minutes had been cast down, with a hopeful gaze to the heavens.

There he soon became lost in admiration of the clouds that were floating in masses of amber and gold; rising over each other  piled up, mass upon mass  grotesque sometimes in form, solid yet soft in aspect, and inexpressibly grand, as a whole, in their towering magnificence.

There were signs, however, among the gorgeous beauties of this cloud-land, that were significant to eyes accustomed to read the face of the sky. Various lurid and luminous clouds of grey and Indian-red hues told of approaching storm, and the men of Deal knew that the sea, which just then pictured every cloud in its glassy depths as clearly as if there had been another cloud-land below its surface, would, ere long, be ruffled with a stiffish breeze; perhaps be tossed by a heavy gale.

Men in general are not prone to meditate very deeply on what is going on around them beyond the reach of their own vision. This is natural and right to some extent. If we were to be deeply touched by the joys, sorrows, calamities, and incidents that at all times affect humanity, we should cease to enjoy existence. Life would become a burden. The end of our creation would not be attained. Yet there is an evil of an opposite kind which often mars our usefulness, and makes us unconsciously participators in acts of injustice. This evil is, partial ignorance of, and indifference to, much that goes on around us beyond the range of our vision, but which nevertheless claims our attention and regard.

Every one who reflects will admit that it is pleasant to think, when we retire to rest, that a splendid system of police renders our home a place of safety, and that, although there are villains more than enough who would do their best to get at our purses and plate, we need not make ourselves uneasy so long as the stout guardians of the night are on the beat. Do we not congratulate ourselves on this? and do we not pay the police-tax without grumbling, or at least with less grumbling than we vent when paying other taxes?

Should it, good reader, be less a subject of pleasant contemplation that, when the midnight storm threatens to burst upon our shores, there are men abroad who are skilled in the perilous work of snatching its prey from the raging sea; that, when the howling gale rattles our windows and shakes our very walls, inducing us perchance to utter the mental prayer, God have mercy on all who are on the sea this night, that then  at that very time  the heroes of our coast are abroad all round the kingdom; strong in the possession of dauntless hearts and iron frames, and ready to plunge at any moment into the foaming sea to the rescue of life or property?

Who can say, during any storm, that he may not be personally interested in the efforts of those heroes?

We knew a family, the members of which, like those of all the other families in the land, listened to the howling of that fearful storm which covered our shores with wrecks on the 25th of November, 1859. Their thoughts were sad and anxious, as must be the case, more or less, with all who reflect that in such nights hundreds of human beings are certainly perishing on our shores. But ah! what would the feelings of that family have been had they known  as they soon came to know  that two stalwart brothers of their own went down that night among the 450 human beings who perished in the wreck of the Royal Charter?

In regard to the Royal Charter, it may be truly said that there was no necessity for the loss of that vessel. God did not send direct destruction upon her. The engines were too weak to work her off the land in the face of the gale, and the cables could not hold her. These were among the causes of her loss. And when she did get ashore, every life might have been saved had there been a lifeboat or rocket apparatus at hand. We know not why there were neither; but may it not have been because lifeboats and rockets are not sufficiently numerous all along our shores? How many bleeding hearts there were that would have given drops of their life-blood to have provided the means of saving life on the coast of Anglesea on that terrible night! A few small coins given at an earlier date might have saved those lives! No individual in the land, however far removed from the coast, can claim exemption from the dangers of the sea. His own head may indeed lie safe from the raging billow, but at any moment the sea may grasp some loved one, and thus wreck his peace of mind, or engulf his property and wreck his fortune. Why, then, should not the whole nation take the affairs of the coast nearer to its heart? The Lifeboat Institution is not supported by taxation like our police force. It depends on the charity of the people. Dont you think, reader, that it has a strong claim on the sympathies, the prayers, and the purse of every living soul in the kingdom? But to return, with many apologies, from this digression.

Guy Foster noted the peculiar appearance of the clouds, and concluded that something was brewing. All along the shores stout men in glazed and tarry garments noted the same appearances, and also concluded that it would be dirty weather before long. The lifeboat men, too, were on the qui vive; and, doubtless, the coxswain of each boat, from John o Groats to the Lands-end, was overhauling his charge to see that all was right and in readiness for instant service.

Its going to blow to-night, Bax, said Guy, on entering the hovel of the former.

So tis, replied Bax, who was standing beside his friends Bluenose and Tommy Bogey, watching old Jeph, as he busied himself with the model of his lifeboat.

Jeph said that in his opinion it was going to be a regular nor-easter, and Bluenose intimated his adherence to the same opinion, with a slap on his thigh, and a huge puff of smoke.

Youre long about that boat, Jeph, said Bluenose, after a pause, during which he scanned the horizon with a telescope.

So I am. It aint easy to carry out the notion.

An wot may the notion be? inquired Bluenose, sitting down on a coil of rope, and gazing earnestly at the old man.

To get lifeboats to right themselves wen theyre upset, replied Jeph, regarding his model with a look of perplexity. You see its all very well to have em filled with air-chambers, which prevents em from sinkin; but wen theyre upset, dye see, they aint o no use till they gets on their keels again; and that aint easy to manage. Now Ive bin thinkin that if we wos to give em more sheer, and raise the stem and stern a bit, theyd turn over natural-like, of their own accord.

I do believe they would, said Bax. Why, what put that into yer head, old man?

Well, it aint altogether my own notion, said Jeph, for Ive heard, when I was in the port o Leith, many years ago, that a clergyman o the name of Bremer had made a boat o this sort in the year 1792, that answered very well; but, somehow or other, it never came to anything. Theres nothin that puzzles me so much as that, said the old man, looking up with a wondering expression of countenance. I dont understand how, wen a good thing is found out, it aint made the most of at once! I never could discover exactly what Mr Bremers plan was, so Im tryin to invent one.

As he said this, Jeph placed the model on which he was engaged in a small tub of water which stood at his elbow. Guy, who was much interested in the old mans idea, bent over him to observe the result of the experiment. Tommy Bogey sat down beside the tub as eagerly as if he expected some wonderful transformation to take place. Bax and Bluenose also looked on with unusual interest, as if they felt that a crisis in the experimental labours of their old comrade had arrived.

It floats first-rate on an even keel, cried Tommy, with a pleased look as the miniature boat moved slowly round its little ocean, now then, capsize it.

Old Jeph quietly put his finger on the side of the little boat, and turned it upside down. Instead of remaining in that position it rolled over on one side so much, that the onlookers fully expected to see it right itself, and Tommy gave vent to a premature cheer, but he cut it suddenly short on observing that the boat remained on its side with one of the gunwales immersed, unable to attain an even keel in consequence of the weight of water inside of it.

I tell ye wot it is, Jeph, said Bluenose, with emphasis, youll do it yet; if you dont Ill eat my sou-wester without sauce, so I will. As the noospapers says, youll inaggerate a new era in lifeboats, old boy, thats a fact, and Ill live to see it too!

Having delivered himself of this opinion in tones of much fervour, the captain delivered his mouth of a series of cloudlets, and gazed through them at his old friend with unfeigned admiration.

Guy and Bax were both impressed with the partial success of the experiment, as well as with Jephs idea, and said to him, encouragingly, that he had very near hit it, but Jeph himself only shook his head and smiled sadly.

Lads, said he, very near is sometimes a long way farther off than folk suppose. Perpetual motion has bin very nearly discovered ever since men began to try their hands at engineerin, but it aint discovered yet, nor never will be cause why? it aint possible.

Aint possble! echoed Bluenose, youre out there, old man. I diskivered it, years ago. Just you go up to Sandhill Cottage, and inquire for one Mrs Laker, a hupright and justifiable sister o mine. Open that oomans mouth an look in (she wont bite if ye dont bother her too much), and lyin in that there cavern yell see a thing called a tongue,  if that aint an engine of perpetooal motion, shiver my timbers! thats all.

Just as the captain made this reckless offer to sacrifice his timbers, Peekins  formerly the blue tiger  entered the hovel, and going hastily to Bluenose, whispered in his ear.

A very remarkable transformation had taken place in the outward man of poor Peekins. After coming with Bax to Deal he had been adopted, as it were, by the co-partners of the hovel, and was, so to speak, shared equally by Bax, Bluenose, old Jeph, and Tommy. The wonderfully thin and spider-like appearance which he presented in his blue-tights and buttons on his arrival, created such a howl of derisive astonishment among the semi-nautical boys of Deal, that his friends became heartily ashamed of him. Bax, therefore, walked him off at once to a slop-shop, where sea-stores of every possible or conceivable kind could be purchased at reasonable prices, from a cotton kerchief, with the Union Jack in the middle of it, to the old anchor of a seventy-four gun ship, with a wooden stock big enough to make a canoe.

Here Peekins was disrobed of his old garments, and clad in canvas trousers, pilot-cloth jacket and vest, with capacious pockets, and a sou-wester; all of which fitted him so loosely that he felt persuaded in his own mind he could easily have jumped out of them with an upward bound, or have slipped out of them downwards through either leg of the pantaloons. He went into that store a blue spider, he came out a reasonable-looking seafaring boy, rather narrow and sloping about the shoulders, it is true, but smart enough and baggy enough  especially about the nether garments  to please even Bax, who, in such matters, was rather fastidious.

The whispered communication, above referred to, had the effect of causing Bluenose to spring up from the coil of rope, and exclaim You dont say so!

Then, checking himself, and looking mysterious, he said he wanted to have a word with Bax in private, and would be obligated if hed go with him a bit along shore.

Well, whats the news? inquired Bax, when they were alone.

Weve heerd of Long Orrick, said Bluenose, eagerly.

Thats not much news, said Bax; you told me there wasnt enough witnesses to swear to him, or something o that sort, and that it would be no use attempting to put him in limbo, didnt you?

Ay, replied the other, striking his clenched right hand into the palm of his left, but the villain dont the less deserve to be tied up, and get twelve dozen for all that. Id content myself with knocking out both his daylights for his cowardly attempt to badger an old man, but that wouldnt be safe; besides, I knowd well enough hed take to smugglin again, an soon give us a chance to nab him at his old tricks; so Coleman and I have been keepin a look-out on him; and weve found that small yard o pump-water, Peekins, oncommon clever in the way o watchin. Hes just brought me word that he heard Long Orrick talkin with his chum Rodney Nick, an plannin to run their lugger to-night into Pegwell Bay, as the coast at the Fiddlers Cave would be too well watched; so Im goin down to Fiddlers Cave to-night, and I wants you to go with me. Well get Coleman to help us, for hes savage to get hold of Long Orrick ever since the night they put him in a sack, an left him to air his timbers in the Great Chapel Field.

But if, said Bax, Long Orrick said he would run to Pegwell Bay, which is three or four miles to the norard o this, and resolved that he would not go to Fiddlers Cave, which is six miles to the suthard, why should you go to the very place hes not likely to be found at?

Because I knows the man, replied Bluenose, with a wink of deep meaning; I knows him better than you do. Wen Long Orrick is seen bearin away due north with flying colours, you may take your Davy that his true course lies south, or thereby.

Bax smiled, and suggested that they should take Guy Foster with them, and when Tommy Bogey heard what they were about he volunteered his services, which were accepted laughingly. Being of a sociable disposition, Tommy deemed it prudent to press Peekins into the service, and Peekins, albeit not pugnacious by nature, was quite willing and ready to follow wherever his sturdy little friend chose to lead.

So they all set off, along the road that skirts the beach, towards Saint Margarets Bay. The sun was just sinking as they started, and the red clouds were beginning to deepen in their colour and look ominous, though the sea was still quiet and clear like a sheet of glass.

After following the road for some time, they diverged into the footpath that leads to, and winds along the giddy edge of, the chalk cliffs which rise abruptly from the shore at this part of the Kentish coast to the height of several hundred feet.

The path being narrow, they were obliged to walk in single file, Bax leading, Bluenose and Guy following, and Tommy with his meek friend bringing up the rear.

The view seawards was indescribably magnificent from the elevated ridge along which they hastened. The Downs was crowded with hundreds of vessels of every form and size, as well as of every country, all waiting for a favourable breeze to enable them to quit the roadstead and put to sea. Pilot luggers and other shore-boats of various kinds were moving about among these; some on the look-out for employment, others intent on doing a stroke of business in the smuggling way, if convenient. Far away along the beach men of the coastguard might be seen, like little black specks, with telescopes actively employed, ready to pounce on and overhaul (more or less stringently according to circumstances) every boat that touched the shingle. Everything in nature seemed silent and motionless, with the exception of the sea-mews that wheeled round the summits of the cliffs or dived into the glassy sea.

All these things were noted and appreciated in various degrees by the members of the party who hastened towards Saint Margarets Bay, but none of them commented much on the scenery. They were too well accustomed to the face of nature in every varying mood to be much struck with her face on the present occasion. Perhaps we may except Guy Foster, who, being more of a city man than his companions, besides being more highly educated, was more deeply impressed by what he saw that evening. But Guy was too much absorbed by the object of the expedition to venture any remark on the beautiful aspect of nature.

Dye see that lugger, Bax? said Bluenose, pointing to a particular spot on the sea.

Between the Yankee and the Frenchman? said Bax, I see it well enough. What then?

Thats Long Orricks boat, replied the Captain, Id know it among a thousand. Depend on it well nab him to-night with a rich cargo of baccy and brandy a-board. The two Bs are too much for him. Hed sell his soul for baccy and brandy.

Thats not such an uncommon weakness as you seem to think, observed Guy. Every day men sell their souls for more worthless things.

Dye think so? said Bluenose, with a philosophical twist in his eyebrows.

I know it, returned Guy; men often sell both body and soul (as far as we can judge) for a mere idea.

Here Bax, who had been examining the lugger in question with a pocket-telescope, said that he had no doubt whatever Bluenose was right, and hastened forward at a smarter pace than before.

In less than two hours they descended the steep cliffs to the shingle of Saint Margarets Bay; and at the same time the wind began to rise, while the shades of night gradually overspread the scene.

Saint Margarets Bay is one of those small, quiet, secluded hamlets which are not unfrequently met with along our coasts, and in regard to which the stranger is irresistibly led to ask mentally, if not really, Why did people ever come to build cottages and dwell here, and what do they do? How do they make a livelihood?

No stranger ever obtains a satisfactory answer to these questions, for the very good reason that, short though they be, the answers to them would involve almost a volume, or a speech equal in length to that with which the Chancellor of the Exchequer introduces his annual budget. There would be various classes to describe, numerous wants to apprehend, peculiar circumstances and conditions of social life to explain; in short, the thing is a mystery to many, and we merely remark on the fact, without having any intention of attempting to clear the mystery away.

So narrow is the strip of shingle that lies between the sea and the cliffs in Saint Margarets Bay, that the cottages have been built close up to the latter  much too close, we venture to think, for safety; but perhaps men who live in constant peril of their lives, count the additional risk of being crushed along with their families under twenty or thirty tons of chalk, unworthy of consideration!

On descending to the beach the first thing our party saw was the burly figure of Coleman seated on his donkey by the sad sea waves.

It must not be supposed that the coast-guard-man was literally astride of a live ass! No; his donkey was an exceedingly ingenious contrivance invented specially for the use of a class of men who, being human, cannot avoid becoming fatigued  yet who, being sentinels, must not on any account whatever be permitted to encourage sleep.

The men of the coast-guard are subject to prolonged and frequent periods of watching, by night as well as by day, hence they are liable to become wearied. It has been wisely considered that the most self-denying mortal alive will, when hard pressed, sit down on a rock or on the ground, if need be, just to relieve his legs a little. The same wise consideration has recalled the fact that when men do this they become helplessly incapable of resisting the drowsy god, and will assuredly go to sleep, against their will and their judgment.

To meet this case, some truly great mind invented the donkey. This contrivance is simply a stool with one leg. The top of the stool is not round, but oblong, and very small. A hole in the centre receives the solitary leg, which is attached to it by a piece of cord, and can be pulled out when occasion requires, and the machine thrown over the arm as one would throw a cloak or scarf. The beauty of the donkey is, that it forms an excellent seat on which a man can balance himself and rest with great comfort as long as he keeps awake; but should he fall asleep, even for one instant, he infallibly comes to the ground with a shock so severe that he is quite certain to remain wakeful during the remainder of his vigil!

What, ho! Coleman, cried Bax, as he and his friends drew near, have you actually acquired the art of sleeping on a donkey?

Coleman rose and turned round with a good-humoured smile on his ruddy visage:

Nay, not quite that, said he, but the hiss of the waves is apt to dull the hearin a bit, an one dont naturally look for enemies from landard, dye see?

Mayhap not, said Bluenose, taking a fresh quid of tobacco out of a brass box which he carried at all times in his waistcoat pocket; but I expect an enemy from seaward to-night wholl be oncommon glad to make your acquaintance, no doubt!

Here the Captain chuckled, engulfed his fresh quid, and proceeded to explain the nature of their errand. Having done so, he asked Coleman what he thought of it.

The worthy coast-guard-man scratched his nose and stared at the shingle for some minutes before venturing to reply.

I think, said he at length, that well cook his goose to-night; thats wot it is.

Coleman paused, and looked thoughtfully at Bluenose. The Captain nodded his head pleasantly, but said nothing, and Coleman proceeded:  

Hell come in with the flood-tide no doubt, if the gale dont drive him in sooner, an run ashore as near to the cave as possible; but hell be scared away if he sees anything like unusual watchin on the shore, so youd better get out o sight as fast as ye can, and keep there.

Dont you think it would be as well that you also should keep out of sight, and so leave the coast clear for him? suggested Bax.

Not so, said Coleman with a grin, hed see that Id done it for an object. Long Orrick keeps his weather eye too wide open to be caught so easy as that comes to.

Well, but come up for half-an-hour, and have a glass of beer while we talk over the business, said Bax.

Coleman shook his head, Cant quit my post; besides, I dont drink no beer.

Brayvo! old feller, cried Bluenose, give us your flipper. Water, cold, for ever! say I, as the whale remarked to the porpoise. But lets go under the lee o the boat-ouse an talk it out, for we shant nab Long Orrick this night, if we doesnt go at im like a cat at a mouse.

Just listen to that old codfish, said Tommy Bogey to Peekins, takin credit to his-self for not drinkin, though he smokes like a steam-tug, an chews like  like  Im a Dutchman if I know what, unless it be like the bosun of a seventy-four gun ship.

Do bosuns of seventy-four gun ships chew very bad? inquired Peekins.

Oh! dont they! exclaimed Tommy, opening his eyes very wide, and rounding his mouth so as to express his utter inability to convey any idea of the terrific powers of bosuns in that particular line. But Bluenose beats em all. Hed chew oakum, I do believe, if he didnt get baccy, and yet he boasts of not drinkin! Seems to me hes just as bad as the rest of us.

Dyou think so? said Peekins, with a doubtful look; dont you think the man who does only two nasty things is better off than the one that does three?

Nasty things! exclaimed Tommy in a tone of amazement. Dont Bax drink and smoke, and dye think hed do one or tother if they was nasty? Peekins, you small villian as was a blue spider only a week since, if you ever talks of them things being nasty again, Ill wop you!

You hear that, Bax? said Guy Foster, who, being only a few paces ahead of the boys, had overheard the remark, spoken as it was in rather a loud key.

Bax nodded his head, and smiled, but made no reply.

It is but just to say that Tommys threat was uttered more than half in jest. He would as soon have thought of wopping a little girl as of maltreating his meek companion. But Peekins was uncertain how to take his threat, so, not being desirous of a wopping, he held his tongue and humbly followed his comrades.

The party walked for some time at the foot of the cliffs under the lee of a boat-house, engaged in earnest conversation as to the best mode of proceeding in the meditated enterprise. It was evident to all of them that the hour for action could not now be far distant; for the gale increased every moment; the light on the South Foreland was already sending its warning rays far and wide over the angry sea, whence the floating lights that mark the sands sent back their nightly greeting, while dark thunderous clouds mantled over the sky and deepened the shades of night which, ere long, completely overspread land and sea.




Chapter Eleven.

The Smugglers Cave  A Surprise, a Deception, a Fight, and an Escape.

The Fiddlers Cave, alias Canterbury Cave, alias the Smugglers Cave, is a cavern of unknown extent situated under the high chalk cliffs at the southern extremity of Saint Margarets Bay.

Tradition informs us that its first appellation was bestowed in consequence of a fiddler having gone into it with his dog many years ago, and never having come out again. Four days afterwards the dog crept out in a dying condition. It is supposed that the man must have wandered too far into the cavern, and been overpowered by foul air. Tradition also says that there is a passage from it, underground, all the way to Canterbury, a distance of eighteen miles; hence its second name. No one, however, seems to have verified this report. The Kentish smugglers, from whom the cave derives its last title, have undoubtedly made much use of it in days of old. At the period of our story, the entrance to Fiddlers Cave was so much obstructed by rubbish and sand that a man had to stoop low on entering the passage which led to the interior. At the present day the entrance is so nearly closed up that a man could not creep along it even on his hands and knees.

Here, on the threatening night of which we are writing, a boatman stood on the watch, close under the rocks that overhung the entrance to the cavern. The man was habited, like most of his brethren of the coast, in rough garments, with long boots, sou-wester cap, and oiled, tarred, and greased upper garments, suitable to the stormy night in which he had seen fit to hold his vigil.

A feeble ray of light that struggled in the cavern showed that the man clutched a pistol in his right hand, and with a frown on his brow, glanced alternately out to sea where all was darkness, and along shore where the only visible living object was the figure of old Coleman seated on his donkey. It need scarcely be added that the sight of the coast-guard-man was the cause of the smugglers frown.

The gale was now blowing stiffly, and rolling black clouds so covered the sky that the moon was entirely obscured by them, save when an occasional break permitted a few rays to stream down and reveal the elemental strife that was going on below.

Coleman, regardless of the storm, maintained his position on his one-legged companion, and bending his body to the blast, endeavoured to pierce the gloom that enshrouded everything seaward beyond the large breakers that sent their foam hissing up to his very feet. While he sat there he thought, or muttered, thus:  

Its odd, now, Id ha thought hed have run ashore afore this; seein that Ive sat on this here donkey for more nor an hour, a-purpose to let him see that Im only watchin here, and nowhere else. He cant but see theres a goodish lump o the coast free to him so long as I sit here. But hes a sly feller; praps he suspects somethin. An yet, Ill go bound, he dont guess that theres six or seven of his worst enemies hidin all along the coast, with eyes like needles, and ears on full cock! Howsever, it wont do to sit much longer. If he dont come in five minutes, Ill git up an walk along in an easy unsuspectin way. Dear me, wot a set o hypocrites weve got to be in the hexecution of our dooty!

While Coleman moralised thus, in utter ignorance of the near proximity of an eye-witness, the smuggler at the mouth of the cave, who was no other than Orricks friend, Rodney Nick, muttered some remarks between his teeth which were by no means complimentary to the other.

What are ye sittin there for, ye old idiot? said he savagely. I do blieve yeve larned to sleep on the donkey. Ha! theres two of ye together, an the wooden ones the best. Wouldnt I just like to be yer leftenant, my boy? an Id come to know why you dont go on your beat. Why, there may be no end o cats and galleys takin the beach wi baccy an lush enough to smother you up alive, an you sittin there snuffin the east wind like an old ass, as ye are.

The smuggler uttered the last sentence in deep exasperation, for the time appointed for signalising his comrades at sea had arrived, and yet that stolid coast-guard-man sat there as if he had become fastened to the shingle.

Ive a good mind to run out an hit ye a crack over yer figure-head, he continued, grasping his pistol nervously and taking a step forward. Hallo! one would amost think youd heard me speak, he added and shrank back, as Coleman rose from his seat (the five minutes having expired), and sauntered with a careless air straight towards the cave.

On reaching it he paused and looked into it. Rodney Nick crouched in the shadow of a projecting rock, and grasped his pistol tightly for a moment, under the impression that he was about to be discovered. He was one of those fierce, angry men who are at all times ready to risk their lives in order to gratify revenge. Old Coleman had more than once thwarted Rodney Nick in his designs, besides having in other ways incurred his dislike, and there is no doubt that had the coast-guard-man discovered him at that moment, he would have paid for the discovery with his life. Fortunately for both of them Coleman turned after standing a few seconds at the mouth of the cave, and retraced his steps along the beach.

He prolonged his walk on this occasion to the extremity of his beat, but, long before reaching that point his figure was lost to the smugglers view in darkness.

At last! exclaimed Rodney Nick, taking a dark lantern from his breast, and peering cautiously in every direction. Now then, Long Orrick, if ye look sharp well cheat em again, and chew our quids and drink our grog free of dooty!

As he muttered his words the smuggler flashed the lantern for an instant, in such a manner that its brilliant bulls-eye was visible far out at sea. Again he let its light shine out for one instant; then he closed the lid and awaited the result.

Out upon the sea, not far from the wild breakers that thundered and burst in foam on the south end of the Goodwin Sands, a boat, of the size and form styled by men of the coast a cat, was tossing idly on the waves. The men in her were employed in the easy task of keeping her head to the wind, and in the anxious occupation of keeping a bright look-out on the shore.

Times up, said one of the men, turning suddenly towards his companions, and allowing the light of a dark lantern to fall on the face of a watch which he held in his hand.

Dowse the glim, you lubber, cried the angry voice of Long Orrick, and keep a sharp look-out for the signal. If it dont come well run for Old Stairs Bay, an if theyre too sharp for us there well make for Pegwell Bay, and drop the tubs overboard with sinkers at em.

For nearly quarter of an hour the party in the boat watched in silence. It was evident that Long Orrick was becoming impatient from the way in which he turned, now to windward, to scan the threatening sky, and then to land-ward, to look for the expected signal. He felt, on the one hand, that if the gale continued to increase, it would be necessary to run for the nearest place of safety; and he felt, on the other hand, that if he did not succeed in landing the goods at Fiddlers Cave, there would be small chance of his getting them ashore at all.

Theres the glim, cried one of the men.

All right! up with a bit o the sail, said Long Orrick, seizing the tiller from the man who held it.

In a second or two they were driving before the wind straight for the shore. With such a stiff breeze the boat was soon close to the breakers, and now the utmost care was necessary in order to prevent it from broaching-to and being capsized. No anxiety was felt, however, by the crew of the little craft. Deal boatmen are noted for their expertness in beaching their boats and in putting off to sea in rough weather, and the man who held the tiller of the little boat which danced on the white crests of the waves that night had many and many a time come through such trifling danger scatheless.

Look out, Bill, cried Orrick, as the thunder of the waves on the beach sounded in his ears, and the great chalk cliffs rose up, ghostlike and dim, before him. To one unaccustomed to such scenes it might have appeared an act of madness to run ashore on such a night. But the danger was not so great as it seemed.

The man at the bow stood ready with a boat-hook. In a moment the keel grated on the shingle. Instantly the men were over the side, and the boat was hauled up the beach.

Now, then, for the tubs. Make for the cave straight. Rodney Nick will be here in a minute. Ah, here he comes! Well, Rodney, weve done it pretty smart, said Long Orrick, wading with a keg of brandy towards a figure which approached him from the beach. Here you are! theres lots more of em. Were in luck. Look alive. The coasts clear, I suppose?

Hall right, said the dark figure in a hoarse whisper, which terminated in a low chuckle, as Long Orrick placed the keg innocently in the arms of old Coleman and returned to the boat for more!

It may be as well to remark here  in order to clear up this mystery  that although Coleman had not observed the flash of Rodney Nicks lantern, his sharp eye had observed the gleam of the light in the boat, when one of the men, as already mentioned, threw it on the face of his timepiece.

Supposing, erroneously, that this latter was a signal to the shore, Coleman, nevertheless, came to the correct conclusion that some one must be awaiting Long Orrick near at hand, and felt convinced that the Smugglers Cave must needs be the rendezvous.

Hastening cautiously to Bax, whose station was not far distant from the cave, he communicated his suspicions, and they went together towards the place.

Ill go in first, said Coleman, cause I know the place better than you do.

Very good, assented Bax, Ill stand by to lend a hand.

Arrived at the cavern, Bax waited outside, and Coleman went in so stealthily that he was at Rodney Nicks side before that worthy had the smallest suspicion of his presence. Indeed, Coleman would certainly have run against the smuggler in the dark, had not the latter happened to have been muttering savage threats against wind and tide, friends and foes, alike, in consequence of the non-appearance of the boat.

Seizing him suddenly from behind, Coleman placed his knee in the small of his back, forced him almost double, and then laid him flat on the ground.

At the same moment Bax knelt by his side, put one of his strong hands on the smugglers right arm  thereby rendering it powerless  and placed the other on his mouth.

So quickly was it all done that Rodney was bound and gagged in less than two minutes. Coleman then ran out just in time to receive the first instalment of the brandy, as already related. Being much the same in build and height with Rodney Nick, he found no difficulty in passing for him in the darkness of the night and violence of the wind, which latter rendered his hoarse whispers almost unintelligible.

In this way several kegs of brandy, boxes of cigars, and bundles of tobacco were landed and conveyed to the cavern by Coleman, who refused to allow Bax to act as an assistant, fearing that his great size might betray him.

On the fifth or sixth trip he found Long Orrick waiting for him somewhat impatiently.

You might have brought a hand with ye, man, said the latter, testily.

Couldnt git one, said Coleman, taking the keg that was delivered to him.

What say? cried Orrick.

Couldnt git one, repeated the other, as loudly and hoarsely as he could whisper.

Speak out, man, cried Long Orrick, with an oath; you aint used to have delicate lungs.

I couldnt git nobody to come with me, said Coleman, in a louder voice.

The tone was not distinct, but it was sufficient to open the eyes of the smuggler. Scarcely had the last word left his lips when Coleman received a blow between the eyes that laid him flat on the beach. Fortunately the last wave had retired. There was only an inch or so of foam around him. Long Orrick knelt on his foe, and drew a knife from his girdle. Before the next wave came up, Coleman with one hand caught the uplifted arm of his adversary, and with the other discharged a pistol which he had drawn from his breast. In another instant they were struggling with each other in the wave which immediately swept over the beach, and Bax was standing over them, uncertain where to strike, as the darkness rendered friend and foe alike undistinguishable.

The men in the boat at once rushed to the rescue, omitting to take weapons with them in their haste. Seeing this, Bax seized the struggling men by their collars, and exerting his great strength to the utmost, dragged them both high upon the beach. He was instantly assailed by the crew, the first and second of whom he knocked down respectively with a right and left hand blow; but the third sprang on him behind and two others came up at the same moment  one on each side  and seized his arms.

Had Bax been an ordinary man, his case would have been hopeless; but having been endowed with an amount of muscular power and vigour far beyond the average of strong men, he freed himself in a somewhat curious manner. Bending forward, he lifted the man who grasped him round the neck from behind quite off his legs, and, by a sudden stoop, threw him completely over his head. This enabled him to hurl his other assailants to the ground, where they lay stunned and motionless. He then darted at Coleman and Long Orrick, who were still struggling together with tremendous fury.

Seeing his approach, the smuggler suddenly gave in, relaxed his hold, and exclaimed, with a laugh, as Bax laid hold of him  

Well, well, I see its all up with me, so its o no use resistin.

No, that it aint, my friend, said Coleman, rising and patting his foe on the back. I cant tell ye how pleased I am to meet with ye. Youre gettin stouter, I think. Smugglin seems to agree with ye!  hey?

He said this with a leer, and Bax laughed as he inspected Long Orrick more narrowly.

The fact was that the smugglers clothing was so stuffed in all parts with tobacco that his lanky proportions had quite disappeared, and he had become so ludicrously rotund as to be visibly altered even in a dark night!

Well, it does agree with me, thats a fact, said Long Orrick, with a savage laugh; in the tone of which there was mingled however, quite as much bitterness as merriment.

Just at this moment the rest of Colemans friends, including Tommy Bogey and Peekins, appeared on the scene in breathless haste, having been attracted by the pistol-shot.

In the eager question and answer that followed, Long Orrick was for a moment not sufficiently guarded. He wrenched himself suddenly from the loosened grasp of Bax, and, darting between several of the party, one of whom he floored in passing with a left-handed blow, he ran along the shore at the top of his speed!

Bax, blazing with disappointment and indignation, set off in fierce pursuit, and old Coleman, bursting with anger, followed as fast as his short legs and shorter wind would permit him. Guy Foster and several of the others joined in the chase, while those who remained behind contented themselves with securing the men who had been already captured.




Chapter Twelve.

The Storm  The Wreck of the Homeward Bound  The Lifeboat.

A stern chase never was and never will be a short one. Old Coleman, in the course of quarter of a miles run, felt that his powers were limited and wisely stopped short; Bax, Guy, and Tommy Bogey held on at full speed for upwards of two miles along the beach, following the road which wound along the base of the chalk cliffs, and keeping the fugitive well in view.

But Long Orrick was, as we have seen, a good runner. He kept his ground until he reached a small hamlet named Kingsdown, lying about two and a half miles to the north of Saint Margarets Bay. Here he turned suddenly to the left, quitted the beach, and made for the interior, where he was soon lost sight of, and left his disappointed pursuers to grumble at their bad fortune and wipe their heated brows.

The strength of the gale had now increased to such an extent that it became a matter not only of difficulty but of danger to pass along the shore beneath the cliffs. The spray was hurled against them with great violence, and as the tide rose the larger waves washed up with a magnificent and overwhelming sweep almost to their base. In these circumstances Guy proposed to go back to Saint Margarets Bay by the inland road.

Its a bit longer, said he, as they stood under the lee of a wall, panting from the effects of their run, but we shall be sheltered from the gale; besides, I doubt if we could pass under the cliffs now.

Bax made no reply, but, placing his hand on his friends arm, stood for a few seconds in the attitude of one who listens with profound attention.

There it is, said he at last. Do ye hear that, Guy?

I hear it, cried Tommy Bogey, with some excitement.

I hear nothing but the howling of the wind, said Guy, and the roaring of the sea.

Hush! listen! the minute-gun, said Bax in a low voice; it comes from Saint Margarets Bay; there, did you not

Ah! I heard it, cried the other; come, let us run down along the beach a bit, and see if we can make out whereabouts she is.

Guy spoke as if he had no doubt whatever of the cause of the sounds which had attracted the attention of himself and his friends. Without another word they all bent their heads to the storm, and forced their way out upon the exposed beach, where they found some fishermen assembled in the lee of a boat-house, looking eagerly towards the direction whence the sounds came.

Im afeard shes got on the rocks to the norard o the bay, said one of the men, as Bax and his companions ran towards them; there goes another gun.

A faint flash was seen for an instant away to the southward. It was followed in a few seconds by the low boom of a distant gun. Almost at the same moment the black heavens seemed to be cleft by a sheet of vivid flame, which towered high into the sky, and then went out, leaving the darkness blacker than before.

Thats a rocket, cried the fishermen.

Heaven help them, said Bax, as he hastily buttoned his oilskin coat close up to his chin. Come, Guy, well away and do what we can. Will any of you lads join us?

Most of the younger men on the ground at once volunteered.

Stop, cried one of the older men, the tides too high; ye cant pass the cliff, I tell ye.

The man was left abruptly by the whole party, for they knew well enough that if they took the inland road they might be too late to render effectual assistance, and any needless delay in attempting the beach road could only make matters worse.

There was no lifeboat on this part of the Kentish coast at that time, and the great distance of the spot from Ramsgate or Broadstairs rendered it highly improbable that either of the lifeboats belonging to these ports could be in time to render effectual assistance. Besides, the men knew well that on such a night the crews of these boats would have enough of work to do in attending to the wrecks in their own immediate neighbourhood.

They followed Bax, therefore, at a steady trot until they reached a part of the perpendicular cliff which projected somewhat towards the sea. At the foot of this the waves which on this coast roll to the shore with tremendous volume and power, burst with a loud roar and rushed up in thick foam.

Dont any of you come on that dont feel up to it, cried Bax, as he awaited the retreat of a wave, and prepared to make a dash. At that moment he wheeled round with the look and air of one who had forgotten something.

Tommy, said he, laying his hand on the boys head, go back, lad, round by the land road.

No, Bax, I wont, replied Tommy, with a fervour of determination that would at any other time have raised a laugh in those who heard it.

Come along, then, you obstinate beggar, said Bax, sternly, seizing the boy by the arms, and throwing him over his shoulder as if he had been a lamb!

Tommys dignity was hurt. He attempted to struggle, but he might as well have hoped to free himself from the hug of a brown bear as to escape from the vice-like grip of his big friend. In another moment Bax was whelmed in spray and knee-deep in rushing water.

It was a short dangerous passage, but the whole party got round the cliff in safety, and hastened as rapidly as possible towards the scene of the wreck.

We must now beg the reader to follow us to another scene, and to go back a few hours in time.

Shortly after the sun set that night, and before the full fury of the storm broke forth, a noble ship of two thousand tons burden beat up the Channel and made for the Downs. She was a homeward bound ship, just arrived from Australia with a valuable cargo, and between two and three hundred passengers, many of whom were gold-diggers returning to their native land, and nearly all of whom were possessed of a considerable sum in nuggets and gold-dust. The ship was owned by the house of Denham, Crumps, and Company. Her arrival had been already telegraphed to the firm in Redwharf Lane.

There was rejoicing that evening on board the Trident. Men and women and children crowded the high sides of the weather-worn ship, and, holding on by shrouds, ratlines and stays, standing on tip-toe, clambering on carronades, and peeping through holes, gazed long and ardently at the white cliffs of dear Old England.

Some of them had not set eyes on the old country, as it is affectionately called in our colonies, for many years. Some there were who had gone out as boys, and were returning bald-headed and grey-bearded men. There were others who had been out only a few years, but who, happening to be on the spot when the goldfields were discovered, had suddenly made fortunes. They were returning to surprise and gladden the hearts of those who, perchance, had sent them off to seek their fortunes with the sad feeling that there was little chance of seeing them again in this world.

There were ladies, also, who had gone out to the distant land with an unbelieving, almost despairing, hope of finding employment for those talents which they had, alas! found to be of but little value at home. These were, in some cases, returning with lucky gold-diggers and blooming children to their native land. In other cases they were merely about to visit home to induce some parent or sister, perhaps, to venture out to the land of gold.

But all, whether young or old, male or female, gentle or simple, were merry and glad of heart that night as they clustered on the bulwarks of the Trident, and gazed at the longed-for and much loved shore. There was no distinction of ranks now. The cabin and the tween-deck passengers mingled together and tried to relieve the feelings of their hearts by exchanging words of courtesy and goodwill.

The stormy and threatening aspect of the sky had no terrors now for the passengers on board the Trident. For weeks and months they had tossed on the bosom of the great deep. They were familiar with the varied moods of wind and wave; they had faced the dangers of the sea so often that they scarce believed that any real dangers could exist. The very children had become sailors; they were precociously weather-wise, and rather fond of being tossed on the waves than otherwise. The prospect of a storm no longer filled them with alarm, as it used to do at the beginning of the voyage, for they had encountered many storms and weathered them all. Yes, they had experienced all the dangers of the sea, but it was reserved for that night  that last night of the long, long voyage  to teach them the dangers of the land; the terrors of a storm in narrow waters, among shallows and on a lee-shore,  and to convince them that for man there is no real safety whatever in this life, save, only, in the favour and love of God.

There were some on board the Trident, however, who knew the danger of their position full well, but who were too considerate of the feelings of the women and children to let their knowledge appear even in their looks. The sailors knew the danger of a lee-shore; but sailors are to a large extent a reckless and hopeful class of men, whose equanimity is not easily upset. The captain, too, and the pilot, were alive to their critical position, but both were sanguine and hoped to get into the Downs before the storm should break.

A few of the male passengers also seemed to be aware of the fact that approaching the Downs on such a night was anything but matter of gratulation. One in particular, a tall strong man of about forty, with a bushy black beard and a stern aspect, walked about the quarterdeck with a frown on his countenance that betokened a mind ill at ease.

Going up to the captain, who stood near the wheel, this man asked him what he thought of the weather.

It dont look well; we shall have a dirty night, I fear, replied the captain.

Do you expect to make the Downs before the storm breaks? inquired the passenger.

Well, I hope so, said the Captain.

Supposing you do, continued the dark man, do you consider your cables and ground-tackle strong enough to hold the ship in the face of an easterly gale?

Why do you ask that? said the Captain in surprise.

Because, replied the passenger, I have my doubts on the point.

Well, to tell you the truth, said the other, in a low tone, I confess that my mind is more uneasy on that score than on any other. The cables are fit enough to hold her in ordinary weather; but if we were obliged to anchor off a lee-shore in a heavy gale on an exposed coast like this I would be somewhat anxious.

Why is the ground tackle not strong enough? asked the passenger.

Well, its not easy to answer that, replied the Captain, with a smile, and yet it aint difficult to conceive that it would cost a good deal to supply new and heavier chains and anchors to the ship.

Ay, the old story  economy! said the passenger bitterly, almost fiercely; a set of selfish land-lubbers who know nothing whatever about the sea, and care for nothing on earth but their own pockets and bellies, are allowed by the Government of this land to send ships loaded with human beings to sea in such a state that it almost calls for the performance of a miracle to secure their safe arrival in port. This is pointed out again and again to them without effect. The sea throws its dead by dozens on our shores every gale that blows, crying out, Look here at the result of economy and selfishness! Goods to the extent of thousands of pounds are destroyed annually, and the waves that swallow them belch out the same complaint. Even the statistics that stare in the face of our legislators, and are published by their own authority, tell the same tale,  yet little or nothing is done to prevent misers from sending ships to sea in a totally unfit condition to face even ordinary dangers. Bah! the thing is past remedy, for the men who should act are deaf and blind. Mark my words, Captain; if we dont weather the South Foreland before ten o the clock this night, the Trident will be a total wreck before morning.

The passenger turned on his heel with an angry fling and went below, while the Captain, who was somewhat overawed by his vehemence, walked aft to converse with the pilot.

The gale soon burst on the ship, sending nearly all the passengers below, and compelling the Captain to reduce sail. Darkness overspread the scene, and as the night wore on, the gale increased to such a degree that the ship laboured heavily. Soon the lights on the South Foreland were descried and passed in safety.

Get the anchors clear, said the pilot. Ready about there!

No one ever knew the reason of the order given at that time. Perhaps the pilot thought he was a little too near the land, and meant to haul off a little; but whatever the reason might have been, the command was only half carried out when the sheet of the jib gave way; the loosened sail flapped itself to shreds in a second, and the ship, missing stays, fell off towards the shore.

Better wear ship, cried the Captain, springing in alarm to the pilots side.

Too late for that. Shores close under our lee. Let go the anchors!

The shout with which the command was given proved the necessity of its being instantly obeyed; but the men needed no urging, for at that moment a temporary lull in the furious blast allowed them to hear the roaring of the breakers at the foot of the cliffs.

Two anchors were at once let go, and the ship was brought up with a tremendous shock.

And now commenced that prolonged struggle for life which is, alas! too often the lot of those who venture out upon the stormy sea. Yet it was some time before the passengers of the Trident could be brought fully to realise their danger. It was hard to believe that, after weathering the cyclones of the southern seas, and the gales of the Atlantic, they had reached home at last to be cast a wreck upon their own threshold, and to perish within hail almost of relatives and friends.

For a long time they refused to credit the appalling truth that their case was all but hopeless,  anchored as they were close to a lee shore, with inadequate ground tackle, and an increasing gale. When the chain of the smaller anchor snapped, and the Captain ordered the minute-gun to be fired, and rockets to be thrown up, then the wail of terror began:  

Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave.

Youd better order the boats to be lowered, said the dark passenger to the Captain, with a sneer that seemed unnatural as well as unfeeling in the circumstances.

The Captain, who was standing by the starboard mizzen shrouds at the time, glanced angrily at him for a moment, and said:  

Ha! You know well enough that there aint boats enough in the ship to carry all the passengers, and if there were, they could not live for a moment in such a sea.

Yes, replied the dark man, vehemently, I know that well enough; and I know, too, that theres no lifeboat of any kind aboard, nor life-jackets, nor life-buoys, beyond what would suffice to float some half dozen men; and the owners knew this before sending their ship to sea, and, knowing it, they cared not a rap, because they had insured ship and cargo to the full value. Human life, not being counted part of the cargo, is of no value whatever to them.

Come, Mr Clelland, said the Captain, reproachfully, is this a time for a Christian man to encourage bitter feelings against his fellows because of systems and customs, bad or good?

Ay, it is the time, answered the other; at least if I dont let out my mind now, its not likely Ill find a fitter time to do it in this world.

He said this somewhat sadly, and turned away, just as the Captain gave orders to throw up another rocket.

Far along that stormy coast the rocket was seen by hundreds who knew well what the signal meant, and many of whom, no doubt, offered up prayer to God for those who were in danger. Most of them, however, felt that they could do nothing in the way of affording aid. Our friend Bax and his companions were not of this mind, as we have seen.

Some of the stout-hearted boatmen of Deal also thought that something might be done, and launched their luggers, but were in some cases obliged to desist owing to the ever-increasing fury of the storm.

The rockets were seen also by another party of seamen, who stood grouped under the lee of a boat-house far away to the southward. This was the crew of a small lifeboat which stood ready to be launched. The boat was quickly run out of its house by command of its coxswain, and the crew hastily equipped themselves for their dangerous work.

They put on life-jackets made of a number of pieces of cork sewed on canvas, in such a way as to cover their bodies from shoulder to waist without interfering with the play of the arms. Some of the men objected to put these on at first, feeling afraid lest their courage should be called in question, in consequence of their using a contrivance which was not in such general use at that time as it is now. Their objections were overcome, however, except in the case of one young man, who exclaimed, No, no, none o yer floats for me. When my time comes I must go, and them things wont save me.

The poor man did not see that the same argument, if correct, would have justified his going off in a coble instead of a lifeboat. The want of perception on this point, and false pride, cost him his life.

Several young women, wives of some of the men, had assembled there to dissuade their husbands from going out on such a terrible night. These were so alarmed at the terrific thunder of the surf on the shores of the little bay, and the howling of the wind, that they clung to the men and entreated them with tears not to venture. Is it a matter of wonder that these bold fellows, who could not be appalled by the storm, found it difficult to resist the power of womans tears? They wavered for a few seconds; but when the coxswain, who was a cool, intrepid old man-of-wars man, cried in a hearty voice, Now then, lads, look alive; shove off and jump in! every man sprang to his post, and the lifeboat was afloat in an instant. Through some mismanagement, however, she turned broadside to the sea, was overturned instantly, and rolled over on the beach. The women shrieked; the men on shore ran to the rescue, and fortunately saved every man with the exception of the one who had refused to put on the life-jacket, and who being less able to support himself than his companions when washed back into deep water by each retiring wave, became at length exhausted and ceased to struggle for life. When he was at last laid hold of and dragged ashore, he was dead.

While some of the men were engaged in fruitless efforts to save this man, the rest of the crew, having suffered little, were about to launch the boat a second time, when the women again rushed forward and clung to them with such eager entreaties, that they began at last to entertain the idea of the storm being too wild for them to venture off.

Lest the reader should unjustly censure these men, we must remind him of the fact that the self-righting principle not having at that time been discovered, the danger incurred in case of an upset was very great, and the boat about which we are writing, being small, ran considerable risk of being capsized by the heavy seas. In fact, almost the only difference between lifeboats and ordinary boats, at this time, was the incapacity of the former to sink when filled with water, owing to the buoyancy of the air-chambers fitted round their sides. If filled by a sea, much valuable time had to be lost in baling out the water before the oars could be effectively resumed, and if overturned it was a matter of the greatest difficulty for the men in the water to right them again; in some cases it had proved impossible. All these defects are remedied now-a-days; but more on this head hereafter.

While the men were in this undecided state of mind, regardless alike of the commands and the taunts of the coxswain, two men were seen to leap down the slope that lay between the cliffs and the sea, and make for the group of boatmen at full speed. As they drew near they were recognised to be Mr Hamilton, a young midshipman, then on leave of absence, and his friend Thompson, an old college companion.

They ran straight to the boat, the former shouting, as he came up:  

Ho! get her off, lads; a large ship ashore in Saint Margarets Bay; now then, all together, and with a will!

So powerful was the influence of the young middys clear voice and prompt action, that the men with one accord shoved the lifeboat into the sea; succeeded in keeping her stern to the waves until they were beyond the roughest of the breakers; and then, laying to their oars manfully, pulled away for the scene of the wreck.

They were soon lost in darkness, and the poor women returned weeping to their homes, there to throw on some additional covering, and hasten towards the same spot by land.




Chapter Thirteen.

Saving the Passengers and Crew  Our Heroes Distinguish Themselves.

When Bax and his party arrived at Saint Margarets Bay, the scene of wreck and death had already begun.

The vessel was just discernible in the midst of the turmoil of warring elements that filled the dark air with misty spray. A boat had tried to reach the shore with a number of passengers  chiefly men  in her. Her fate was quickly sealed. A huge breaker upset her, and six of the dead bodies of her crew had already been plucked from the sea, and laid on the shingle. The rest were being hurled on the land and swept back by the force of the returning waves, until the people assembled there caught and dragged them also beyond their reach.

Messengers had already been sent to the nearest lifeboat stations, and the people who remained behind were either occupied in attempting to recover the bodies of the drowned, as above described, or in suggesting impossible plans for conveying a line on board the ill-fated vessel.

Ha! here comes the man asll tell us wots to be done, and do it too! cried one of the boatmen, wot say, Bax, can we git a line off, think ee?

Bax stood on the edge of the roaring sea, silent and motionless, with his arms crossed on his broad chest, and his bold gaze directed to the wreck.

No, said he, after standing a few moments thus, it cant be done. No mortal man could cross the surf on the inner rocks; but theres a point o rocks not far to the norard; does any one know how far the tide may cover em just now?

About half, answered several voices eagerly.

Ay, sot does, observed a coast-guard-man, but with sich a surf beatin on em there aint a rock on the whole pint above water this minute.

Come, lets go see, cried Bax, snatching a coil of light rope from the hand of a man who stood close by, and hastening away with it in the direction of the rocky point referred to.

In a few seconds he stood on its outer extremity, with Guy Foster, Coleman, and a few of the more courageous men at his side.

The point on which Bax stood was indeed a position of great danger. Besides being whelmed in driving spray, so that it was a matter of extreme difficulty to see more than a few yards in any direction, the waves at times rushed up to and over them with such violence as to reach the knees of those who stood there, and threatened to wash them off. Nevertheless, from this point Bax thought it possible that the end of the line might be conveyed on board the Trident, which could be seen looming high and black in the murky air, lifting and falling with a heavy crash as each successive billow broke under and over her, carrying on with irresistible violence the work of destruction. Both chains had given way, and she was now rolling a helpless wreck on the rocks.

Dye mean to try it? said Guy, anxiously, as he observed his friend fastening the line round his waist.

Hold the end of it, Guy, and pay out, said Bax, mind you dont haul in unless youre sure Im goin down.

With this caution, Bax plunged into the surf, and struck out for the wreck, having previously placed an open clasp-knife between his teeth.

A cheer broke from the nearest group on the rocks when they witnessed this bold act. It was taken up and re-echoed by those farther up the beach, who knew that some hopeful effort was being made, although they were unable to perceive the precise nature of it. The people on the wreck also heard the cheer, and looked eagerly landward. But to them all was shrouded in darkness. Even Guy quickly lost sight of his friend, and was only made aware of his safety and onward progress by the continued running out of the line. Suddenly it stopped.

Hes a-board, cried Coleman.

He would jerk on it if he was, said Guy, with a doubtful shake of the head.

Hes sunk, cried one of those who stood by and held the slack of the rope.

A panic seemed to seize the others who stood by. Haul im in! cried one. Look alive! shouted another, hes a gone man. Before Guy could interfere, they acted on the impulse, and drew in two or three fathoms.

Twisting his left arm suddenly round the rope, Guy planted his foot on a rock and stopped it; at the same time he raised his right hand, and threatened to fell the man nearest to him. The result was that the men desisted from hauling, but when the rope was again felt it became evident that there was no weight at the farther end of it. Guys heart sank with horror as the empty line was drawn in. For a moment he felt all the agony of despair; but a gleam of hope rushed in upon him on observing that the end of the rope was cut, as if with a sharp knife, not by the edge of a rock.

Animated by this hope he hastened back to the beach in quest of another line, resolved himself to attempt to carry it to the wreck.

Guy was right in his conjecture that Bax had cut the rope. On nearing the ship the latter had come unexpectedly on a large rock, under the lee of which he paused to recover breath before making the last gallant struggle towards the wreck. It was this pause that caused the alarm of those on shore. When Bax felt himself dragged violently back to the land, he at once divined the cause, and, knowing that there was no other resource, he seized the clasp-knife, and cut the rope. A few minutes later he swam under the lee of the wreck, and, catching hold of the rigging of the foremast, which had gone by the board when the ship struck, he clambered up the side and soon stood on the quarter-deck.

The hope raised among the passengers by the sudden appearance of the gigantic stranger in the midst of them, was quickly dispelled when he told them how he had failed in the main object of his effort. But it revived somewhat when they observed the active and energetic way in which Bax set about preparations for returning to the shore with a line from the ship. His first act was to ask for a blue-light, which after a few minutes was produced. This he set fire to, and, springing into the main rigging, held it aloft, and sent a bright glare for a few minutes, far and wide, over the scene.

The effect of this was twofold. It revealed to the shipwrecked people the dangers by which they were surrounded, and the active efforts that were being made by land and water for their deliverance. On shore, they saw crowds of men and women surrounding an instrument, which Bax, after giving vent to a hopeful cheer, explained was a rocket apparatus. Scarcely had they learned this, when Bax shouted and waved his hand seaward. On turning their eyes in that direction, they beheld a lifeboat bearing down towards them, her white-painted sides gleaming like the wings of an angel of light in the midst of the dark tempest.

The lifeboat was also seen by the people on shore, and Guy, who at once recognised the figure, and the vigour, of his friend with the blue-light, lent able assistance to those who managed the rocket.

Dennetts Rocket Apparatus, which was being placed in position on the rocks, is an invention by which many human lives are saved on our coasts every year. Like Manbys Mortar Apparatus, it is simple in its action and most effective in operation.

The grand difficulty in the case of a wreck near shore is to establish a communication, by means of a rope, between the wreck and the land; and this difficulty is, of course, much increased when the wreck occurs off a coast lined with rocks or steep cliffs. To swim off from the shore to the wreck, or vice versa, is, in most cases, an absolute impossibility. The rocket apparatus has been devised for the purpose of overcoming this difficulty. By means of it a light line as it is called, or rope, the thickness of the point of ones little finger, can be thrown over a wreck lying at a distance of several hundred yards from the beach. This line, when caught, is the means by which many a life has been saved from the devouring sea. The modus operandi will be seen in the sequel.

The apparatus consists of five parts; the rocket, the stand, the line, the whip, and the hawser. The rocket is a strong metal cylinder, of about eighteen inches in length, and more than two in diameter. When about to be used a long stick is attached to it, and the principle on which it acts is precisely similar to that of the small rockets used in our pyrotechnic displays. The stand is a tripod supporting a rest for the rocket. The line, which is made of the best material, is coiled in a large box in a zig-zag manner on a number of pegs; these pegs, when withdrawn in a mass by removing the bottom of the box to which they are attached, leave the line loose and free to fly out with the utmost rapidity. The end of the line is fastened to the head of the rocket.

Any one who has stood near an ordinary rocket when it was being fired, can form some conception of the force and furor with which this iron monster springs into the air and dashes out to sea in the teeth of the wildest storm. So tremendous is the gush of fire and smoke, that it has to be let off by means of a lock, the trigger of which is pulled by a man standing some yards distant with a cord attached to it in his hand.

Before the rocket was quite ready for action, the lifeboat had approached the wreck, a hundred yards or so to windward of her. Here they cast anchor in such a position that by paying out cable they could veer down towards her slowly and endeavour to range up under her lee. Every different operation the lifeboat had to perform was fraught with extreme danger. The mere being overwhelmed by the furious sea and filled was comparatively a trifling risk. This it had been twice already, and, but for the time lost in bailing out, it would have been much earlier on the scene. While paying out cable there was the fear of the rope breaking or the anchor dragging; then, on nearing the wreck, there was the risk of being dashed to pieces on the rocks, and after getting under her lee, the surging of the waves kept them constantly on the verge of being hurled against the rigging. The wreck of the foremast, too, which still lay rolling alongside, was a source of constant anxiety, and the rolling of the ship itself rendered it probable that one or both of the remaining masts would give way and fall over the side, in which case the destruction of the boat would be almost inevitable. Add to this the intense darkness, the terrible uproar of wind and water, and the difficulty of acting effectively in a boat that pitched and swooped wildly on the broken seas like the plungings of a fiery charger,  and some faint idea may be formed of the horrors, as well as the dangers of the lifeboat service.

Gradually, but surely, the boat dropped nearer and nearer to the doomed ship, under the guidance of her able coxswain. As it passed under the stern a cheer burst from the crowd of eager faces that gazed over the side of the Trident. Yet there were many hearts there that grew faint and chill when they beheld the little white speck that seemed to be their only hope of rescue in that dark hour. What hope was there that such a nutshell should save them all? they thought, perchance, on seeing it approach. They little knew the wonderful vitality of a lifeboat!

Just as it passed under the quarter, a sea swept it right up into the mizzen-chains. The utmost efforts of the crew to fend off were unavailing. As the billow rolled on, the boat dropt swiftly, scraping against the ships side as it fell into the trough of the sea, and escaping an upset almost by a miracle.

Throw a line aboard! shouted Bax, who stood on the lee bulwarks, high above the crowd, holding on by the mizzen-shrouds.

The middy caught up the instrument used for this purpose, and threw a line on board at once. This steadied the boat a little, and, watching their opportunity, they succeeded in lowering three women and a child into it by means of a bow-line.

In this way, one by one, the females and children were placed in the boat until it was full. Then there was a cry to shove off, and a rush was made by the more timid and ignorant among the passengers, who thought they were about to be forsaken. Bax had foreseen this. He and several of the sailors met and checked the crowd, and before any mischief could be done the boat was away.

It made straight for the shore where hundreds of stout arms were ready to seize it. The midshipman stood on the bow with a rope in his hand. The sea through which they rushed was milk white with foam. To prevent the boat broaching-to and being rolled over on the beach was now the main effort of the coxswain. On they went steadily. A wave broke under them, carried them on its boiling crest with lightning speed, and launched them with a roar like thunder on the shingle. The rope was thrown before they touched. It was seized and manned; and before the retiring wave could suck them back, the lifeboat with her living freight was run high upon the beach.

She was soon emptied and relaunched, for there was no time to waste. Many lives were still in danger, and the Trident could not be expected to hold together long.

It was just as the boat quitted the side of the wreck, as above described, that the rocket was got in readiness to act.

Stand by to fire, said the coast-guard-man who had been engaged for some minutes in adjusting it carefully.

Keep back! clear out o the road, cried several of the seamen, as they pushed back the more curious among the crowd.

There was a flash, a mighty burst of flame and smoke, as the rocket trembled for an instant on its stand; then, with an impulse that seemed irresistible, and a hissing shriek that rose above the storm, it sprang into the air and described a bright curved line of light against the black sky.

Its own wild blaze served to show that it had been well aimed, and that the line had fallen across the wreck. This was all that could be done by the people on shore, until those on the wreck had performed their part of the work. But while they stood anxiously awaiting the result, they had no cause to fear that the ignorance of those whom they sought to rescue would render their efforts useless (as has unfortunately been the case more than once), for it was known now that Bax was on board.

The ignorance of some seamen as to what should be done with the line when it is caught, has been the cause of loss of life several times. On one occasion five men, the crew of a small vessel, being ignorant on this point, tied the rocket-line round them and leaped together into the sea! Of course those on shore could do nothing but haul them to land as quickly as possible; when they had done so, all were found to be drowned except one.

On the present occasion Bax seized the line as soon as it fell on the wreck and began to haul it in-board. Guy had attached to it a pulley or block with a stoutish rope rove through it, and soon those on shore had the satisfaction of seeing this second and double line (named the whip), hauled out by the people on the wreck. After a time it ceased to run out, and then they knew that Bax had got hold of the pulley, and would quickly attach it to the ship. This was soon done. Bax fastened the pulley to the mainmast, and then caused a lantern to be shown for a moment, to indicate that all was ready.

Still those on shore delayed to act for a minute, in order to make quite sure that ample time had been allowed for the fastening of the pulley. And now the all-important operation of conveying a thick hawser to the wreck was begun. With the tackle already fast to the ship this was comparatively easy. The whip being rove through a pulley, both ends were kept on shore and fastened together. It thus became a sort of endless rope, by which things could be passed to the wreck and back again. Even without any hawser at all, many lives might have been saved by this rope; but, being small, it was liable to get broken, therefore the end of the thick hawser was sent out and received by Bax, who bound it also securely to the mainmast close to the pulley, about fifteen feet above the deck.

The reader will understand that two ropes were now fastened to the mainmast of the Trident, their other ends being fixed to a heavy anchor buried in the sand on shore. One of these ropes was the thick hawser, the other the whip; but as this whip was an endless or revolving rope, as has been explained, to an onlooker it appeared that there were three ropes stretched between the vessel and the shore, two of them thin and one thick.

These preliminary arrangements having been made, much more rapidly than the description of them might lead one to suppose, the purpose for which they had been fixed soon began to be carried out. Just as the lifeboat arrived with its first cargo of passengers, a large block or pulley was run out along the hawser by means of the whip, having attached to it a circular lifebuoy with a canvas bag hanging from it. This was the contrivance into which one individual at a time was placed and drawn ashore. Two holes in the bag allowed the legs of the occupant to hang down, and as the belt reached almost up to the neck, there was not much chance of his being tossed out of it. It was in order to prevent this, however, that Bax had fastened the end of the hawser high on the mainmast, so that the travelling bag was raised sufficiently above the water, except when it neared the shore. Then, indeed, it was frequently immersed in the towering waves, but then, too, it was so near the land that a few seconds sufficed to draw it beyond the reach of the sea. (See Note 1.)

For two hours did these men of the coast toil in this arduous labour of love. More than a hundred persons had been saved; but nearly a hundred still remained on board the wreck.

The storm was now at its height, and the vessel rolled over on her bilge so violently that the lifeboat was more than once on the point of being crushed under her massive sides. On her last trip she came close up under the quarter as on former occasions, but before any one could be taken off a monstrous wave lifted the hull right over the rocks on which she lay, and let her fall with fearful violence on a bed of sand in such a position that one of her large timbers snapped across with a report like a cannon shot.

The lifeboat got entangled in the wreck and could not get clear. To make matters worse it grounded on a sandbank that rose close to the side of the Trident, and could not be hauled out of the dangerous position in which it was thus suddenly placed. The top-gallant masts of the ship were swaying wildly over it, the yards were swinging to and fro, threatening each moment to strike it, and the ragged sails flapped over it with a noise like thunder.

Haul off! haul off! shouted Bax, who observed the extreme danger in which the boat was placed.

The crew attempted to do so, but for some minutes were unsuccessful. At last they got into deep water, but just as this was accomplished the mainyard struck it on the side and overturned it in an instant.

Not being constructed on the self-righting principle, the boat remained keel up, but the men, buoyed up by their life-jackets, succeeded in climbing on board the wreck.

A cry of despair arose from those still on board the ill-fated Trident when this catastrophe happened. During the next half-hour the rocket apparatus was plied with great success, but although most of the women and children were saved by it (and by the boat before it was disabled), there were still upwards of fifty men on board the wreck.

Dyou think the ship will hold together long? said Bax, going aft to the captain, who clung to the mizzen-shrouds superintending the operations of the men.

Not long, I fear, he replied. If she had been thoroughly repaired before starting on this voyage she might have weathered the gale; but, but

But, interposed Mr Clelland,  the dark passenger, who during the whole of the proceedings which we have narrated had stood calmly beside the captain looking on but Messrs Denham, Crumps, and Company, being penny wise and pound foolish, thought that the ships were strong enough for their purpose, both ship and cargo being fully covered by insurance!

There was a spice of bitterness in this mans tone and manner which displeased Bax. He was about to administer a rebuke to him, when a larger wave than usual lifted the ship up, and let her fall with such force that another of her large timbers broke across like a pipe-stem, and the two remaining masts went by the board, sweeping several of the passengers and crew into the sea along with the wreck of spars and cordage.

Just under the quarter a child fell into the water. It had been wrenched from its mothers arms by the coil of a flying rope. The mother leaped frantically on the bulwarks, and would have plunged into the sea had not Bax seized her. At that moment Mr Clelland passed a rope round his waist, tied it in that swift and perfect manner peculiar to seamen, and sprang into the sea. He seized the child in his arms. The captain of the Trident had caught the rope as Clelland sprang over the side. Bax assisted him, and in a few minutes both were hauled safely on board.

Youre better stuff than I gave you credit for, said Bax, as the dark passenger delivered the child to its mother.

Indeed! said Mr Clelland, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone; I hope that I may be able to return you the like compliment at a more fitting season. At present there is other work for us to do. Come, lads, we must try to right the lifeboat, who will help me?

Mr Clelland sprang into the sea as he spoke and swam towards the boat, which still lay under the lee of the wreck with its keel uppermost. Bax followed instantly, and so did nearly the whole crew of the boat. These latter, having on their cork-jackets, ran comparatively little risk of drowning, but they, as well as Bax and Clelland, were in danger of being disabled by the rolling spars that surrounded them. With great difficulty they succeeded in turning the boat over, but, as it was nearly full of water, much valuable time was wasted before it could be baled out sufficiently to render it once more serviceable. When this was accomplished they hauled clear of the wreck, intending to veer round towards the stern, where they could approach the ship with greater safety.

The remaining passengers seeing this, rushed upon the poop. At that moment the ship was lifted up, and hurled with such violence on a sunken rock that her back was broken; the sea dashed against her side, separating the poop from the fore part of the vessel, and turning it completely over, so that every soul on board was plunged suddenly into the sea.

A wild shriek of despair rose high above the howling of the storm, and most of the weaker among the passengers sank in the raging sea to rise no more. But the lifeboat was now in a condition to render effectual aid to those who were strong enough to struggle a few minutes for their lives, or to cling to broken portions of the wreck. She was soon as full as she could hold, and Bax, seizing the bow oar, forced her head round towards the shore. The coxswain sprang to the helm; Give way, lads, was shouted, and in a few seconds the boat was once again careering towards the shore on the crest of a towering billow. She took the beach in safety.

Now, then, shove off again, cried Bax, when the last of the passengers was assisted out of her.

Stop! cried a coast-guard-man, some of the men are too much knocked up to go off again.

This was evident, for when the lanterns were held up to the faces of the brave fellows it was seen that several of the less robust among them were deadly pale from sheer exhaustion and fatigue. They indignantly protested, however, that they were still game for another bout; but the coxswain firmly, though kindly, insisted that the cork belts should be taken off two or three of them and given to the stoutest of at least a dozen volunteers who eagerly stepped forward.

The boat was then relaunched, and after a careful search, and another sharp struggle with the angry sea, returned with six saved men and a woman, besides several apparently dead bodies, which were instantly removed to a neighbouring cottage, to be treated according to the rules laid down by the Royal Humane Society for the recovery of those who are apparently drowned. (See Note 2.)

After the back of the ship was broken, and the wreck overwhelmed, the rocket apparatus of course became useless, as the mast to which the ropes were attached broke off close to the deck, and the ropes themselves became so entangled with the wreck as to be unmanageable; but before this catastrophe occurred good service had been done, for no fewer than sixty of the passengers of the ill-fated Trident had been saved by this means alone. The lifeboat had been the means of saving one hundred and twenty lives; and fifteen men, who succeeded in swimming to the beach, were rescued with the utmost difficulty by the people on shore.

Among these last was the captain, who, with that heroic self-devotion which seems to be a common characteristic of British seamen, had made up his mind to be the last man to quit the ship. This intention was frustrated by the breaking up of the vessel. In the confusion he was swept beyond the reach of the lifeboat, and gained the beach he scarce knew how. Here he was launched on the shingle by a billow, and washed high up on the beach. He grasped the loose pebbles with the energy of despair, but the cataract of white water that rushed back as the wave retired, swept him with irresistible force into the sea. Again this happened and as he dug his fingers into the moving gravel, and felt how hopeless was his case, a cry of anguish burst from him.

The cry was heard by Guy Foster, who, with a rope round his waist, had been for the last half-hour engaged in rescuing men and women from the fatal grasp of these retiring waves.

This way, lads, fetch the lantern, look alive! he shouted, and sprang towards the part of the shore whence the cry had proceeded, followed by a crowd of seamen who had assisted him by holding the rope.

Guy was much exhausted. Six times already had he plunged into the boiling surf and been dragged out with a fellow-creature in his arms. He had removed the loop of the rope for a few minutes, and now held it in his hand as he ran along the beach looking anxiously at the surf.

Once again the captain was hurled on the beach, but in so exhausted a condition that he could make no effort to save himself. He rolled so near to Guys feet that the latter dropped the rope in his haste as he leaped towards the drowning man. He caught him round the waist just as the broken billow began to rush back. For one moment Guy stood firm, but as the retiring water gathered force his limbs quivered, the gravel rolled from beneath his feet, and he was swept off his legs!

Before he was engulfed in the surf, and almost before the cry of alarm had burst from his companions on the beach, a boy flung the loop of the rope over his shoulders, plunged headlong into the sea, and, catching Guy round the neck with both arms, held to him like a vice. It was Tommy Bogey! The men hauled gently on the rope at first, fearing to tear the little fellow from his grasp, but they need not have been so careful. Tommys grip was an uncommonly firm one. In half a minute the three were pulled beyond the reach of the waves  the captain still breathing, Guy able to walk, though much exhausted, and Tommy Bogey none the worse for his heroic and successful exertions.

This was the last incident worthy of note that occurred. Of the two hundred and fifty souls who had rejoiced that night in the prospect of a safe and speedy termination to their long voyage, fifty-five were drowned and one hundred and ninety-five were saved. Of these last the fifteen men who swam ashore would have been the sole survivors, in all human probability, if there had been no lifeboat or rocket apparatus on the coast.

For the service thus rendered, each man who risked his life that night in the lifeboat received 2 pounds from the Royal Lifeboat Institution. Others who had assisted in saving life on the beach received rewards proportioned to their services, and Bax, Guy, and Tommy Bogey were each awarded the gold medal of the Society for the distinguished gallantry displayed, and the great risks voluntarily encountered by them on this occasion. It was suggested that Denham, Crumps, and Company should give something to the men of the lifeboat in acknowledgment of their services, but Denham, Crumps, and Company did not act on the suggestion!



Note 1. In order to give those of our readers who happen to be interested in this subject a better idea of the manner of using the Rocket apparatus, we subjoin the Instructions given by the Board of Trade to masters and seamen in regard to it:  

In the event of your vessel stranding within a short distance of the United Kingdom, and the lives of the crew being placed in danger, assistance will, if possible, be rendered from the shore in the following manner, namely:

1. A rocket or shot with a thin line attached will be fired across your vessel. Get hold of this line as soon as you can, and when you have secured it let one of the crew be separated from the rest, and, if in the daytime, wave his hat or his hand, or a flag or handkerchief; or if at night let a rocket, a blue light, or a gun be fired, or let a light be shown over the side of the ship, and be again concealed, as a signal to those on shore.

2. When you see one of the men on shore, separated from the rest, wave a red flag, or (if at night) show a red light and then conceal it, you are to haul upon the rocket line until you get a tailed block with an endless fall rove through it.

3. Make the tail of the block fast to the mast about 15 feet above the deck, or if your masts are gone, to the highest secure part of the vessel; and when the tail block is made fast, and the rocket line unbent from the whip, let one of the crew, separated from the rest, make the signal required by Article 1 above.

4. As soon as the signal is seen on shore a hawser will be bent to the whip line, and will be hauled off to the ship by those on shore.

5. When the hawser is got on board, the crew should at once make it fast to the same part of the ship as the tailed block is made fast to, only about 18 inches higher, taking care that there are no turns of the whip line round the hawser.

6. When the hawser has been made fast on board, the signal directed by Article 1 above is to be repeated.

7. The men on shore will then pull the hawser taut, and by means of the whip line will haul off to the ship a sling life-buoy fitted with petticoat breeches. The person to be hauled ashore is to get into this sling, thrusting his legs through the breeches, and resting his armpits on the lifebuoy. When he is in and secure, one of the crew must be separated from the rest, and again signal to the shore as directed in Article I above. The people on shore will then haul the person in the sling to the shore, and when he has landed will haul back the empty sling to the ship for others. This operation will be repeated to and fro until all persons are hauled ashore from the wrecked vessel.

8. It may sometimes happen that the state of the weather and the condition of the ship will not admit of the hawser being set up, in which case the sling will be hauled off instead, and the persons to be rescued will be hauled in it through the surf instead of along the hawser.

Masters and crews of wrecked vessels should bear in mind that the success in landing them may in a great measure depend upon their coolness and attention to the rules here laid down; and that by attending to them many lives are annually saved by the Mortar and Rocket Apparatus on the coasts of the United Kingdom.

The system of signalling must be strictly adhered to; and all women, children, passengers, and helpless persons should be landed before the crew of the ship.  Board of Trade, 22nd December 1859.



Note 2. It is of immense importance that every man in the kingdom should possess some degree of knowledge on the subject of the restoration of persons apparently drowned, for no one can tell at what moment he may be called upon, in the absence of medical aid, to act in a case of this nature. We therefore make no apology for here giving in full the rules which have been adopted by the National Lifeboat Institution. They run as follows:

I. Send immediately for medical assistance, blankets, and dry clothing, but proceed to treat the patient instantly on the spot, in the open air, with the face downwards, whether on shore or afloat; exposing the face, neck, and chest to the wind, except in severe weather, and removing all tight clothing from the neck and chest, especially the braces.

The points to be aimed at are  first and immediately, the restoration of breathing; and secondly, after breathing is restored, the promotion of warmth and circulation.

The efforts to restore breathing must be commenced immediately and energetically, and persevered in for one or two hours, or until a medical man has pronounced that life is extinct. Efforts to promote warmth and circulation beyond removing the wet clothes and drying the skin must not be made until the first appearance of natural breathing. For if circulation of the blood be induced before breathing has recommenced, the restoration to life will be endangered.

II. To Restore Breathing.

To Clear The Throat.  Place the patient on the floor or ground with the face downwards, and one of the arms under the forehead, in which position all fluids will more readily escape by the mouth, and the tongue itself will fall forward, leaving the entrance into the windpipe free. Assist this operation by wiping and cleansing the mouth.

If satisfactory breathing commences, use the treatment described below to promote warmth. If there be only slight breathing, or no breathing, or if the breathing fail, then:  

To Excite Breathing  Turn the patient well and instantly on the side, supporting the head, and excite the nostrils with snuff, hartshorn, and smelling salts or tickle the throat with a feather, etcetera, if they are at hand. Rub the chest and face warm, and dash cold water, or cold and hot water alternately, on them.

If there be no success, lose not a moment, but instantly:  

To Imitate Breathing  Replace the patient on the face, raising and supporting the chest well on a folded coat or other article of dress.

Turn the body very gently on the side and a little beyond, and then briskly on the face, back again; repeating these measures cautiously, efficiently, and perseveringly about fifteen times in the minute, or once every four or five seconds, occasionally varying the side.

(By placing the patient on the chest the weight of the body forces the air out; when turned on the side this pressure is removed, and air enters the chest.)

On each occasion that the body is replaced on the face make uniform but efficient pressure with brisk movement, on the back between and below the shoulder-blades or bones on each side, removing the pressure immediately before turning the body on the side. During the whole of the operations let one person attend solely to the movements of the head, and of the arm placed under it.

(The first measure increases the expiration, the second commences inspiration.)

The result is respiration or natural breathing, and, if not too late, life.

Whilst the above operations are being proceeded with, dry the hands and feet; and as soon as dry clothing or blankets can be procured, strip the body and cover, or gradually re-clothe it, but taking care not to interfere with the efforts to restore breathing.

III. Should these efforts not prove successful in the course of from two to five minutes, proceed to imitate breathing by Dr Silvesters method, as follows:  

Place the patient on the back on a flat surface, inclined a little upwards from the feet; raise and support the head and shoulders on a small firm cushion or folded article of dress placed under the shoulder-blades.

Draw forward the patients tongue, and keep it projecting beyond the lips; an elastic band over the tongue and under the chin will answer this purpose, or a piece of string or tape may be tied round them, or by raising the lower jaw the teeth may be made to retain the tongue in that position. Remove all tight clothing from about the neck and chest, especially the braces.

To Imitate the Movements of Breathing.  Standing at the patients head, grasp the arms just above the elbows, and draw the arms gently and steadily upwards above the head, and keep them stretched upwards for two seconds. (By this means air is drawn into the lungs.) Then turn down the patients arms, and press them gently and firmly for two seconds against the sides of the chest. (By this means air is pressed out of the lungs.)

Repeat these measures alternately, deliberately, and perseveringly about fifteen times in a minute, until a spontaneous effort to respire is perceived, immediately upon which cease to imitate the movements of breathing, and proceed to Induce Circulation and Warmth.

IV. Treatment after Natural Breathing has been Restored  to Promote Warmth and Circulation.

Commence rubbing the limbs upwards, with firm grasping pressure and energy, using handkerchiefs, flannels, etcetera: (by this measure the blood is propelled along the veins towards the heart.)

The friction must be continued under the blanket or over the dry clothing.

Promote the warmth of the body by the application of hot flannels, bottles or bladders of hot water, heated bricks, etcetera, to the pit of the stomach, the arm-pits, between the thighs, and to the soles of the feet.

If the patient has been carried to a house after respiration has been restored, be careful to let the air play freely about the room.

On the restoration of life a teaspoonful of water warm should be given; and then, if the power of swallowing have returned, small quantities of wine, warm brandy and water, or coffee, should be administered. The patient should be kept in bed, and a disposition to sleep encouraged.

General Observations.

The above treatment should be persevered in for some hours, as it is an erroneous opinion that persons are irrecoverable because life does not soon make its appearance, persons having been restored after persevering for many hours.

Appearances Which Generally Accompany Death.  Breathing and the hearts action cease entirely, the eyelids are generally half-closed, the pupils dilated, the jaws clenched, the fingers semi-contracted; the tongue approaches to the under edges of the lips, and these, as well as the nostrils, are covered with a frothy mucus. Coldness and pallor of surface increase.

Cautions.  Prevent unnecessary crowding of persons round the body, especially if in an apartment.

Avoid rough usage, and do not allow the body to remain on the back unless the tongue is secured.

Under no circumstances hold the body up by the feet.

On no account place the body in a warm bath, unless under medical direction, and even then it should only be employed as a momentary excitement.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Morning after the Storm.

On the fifth morning that succeeded the breaking of the storm, described in the last chapter, the sun rose in gorgeous splendour and shone upon a sea that was clear and burnished like a sheet of glass. The wind had ceased suddenly, and a perfect calm prevailed; but although no breath of air ruffled the surface of the deep, the long swell rose and fell as if the breast of ocean were still throbbing from its recent agitation.

All along the east coast of England this swell met the shore in a succession of slow-rolling waves, which curled majestically over, and appeared almost to pause for a moment ere they fell, with deep solemn roar, in a magnificent burst of foam.

Everywhere the effects of the storm were painfully evident. Wrecks could be counted by the dozen from some of the bold headlands that commanded an extensive view of the shore. The work of destruction was not yet over. The services of our lifeboats could not yet be dispensed with although the fury of the winds had ceased.

It is a mistake to suppose that when a gale has ceased, all danger to man and destruction to his property is over. We are apt to attribute too much influence to the winds. Undoubtedly they are the origin of the evil that befalls us in storms, but they are not the immediate cause of the wholesale destruction that takes place annually among the shipping of the kingdom. It is the mighty hydraulic force of the sea,  the tremendous lifting power of the waves, that does it all.

Although the storm was over and the wind had gone down, the swell of the ocean had not yet ceased to act. On many a headland, and in many a rocky bay, brigs, schooners, barques, and ships of large size and stout frame, were that day lifted and battered, rent, torn, riven, and split by the sea as if they had been toys; their great timbers snapped like pipe-stems, and their iron bars and copper bolts twisted and gnarled as if they had been made of wire.

The hardy men of Deal were still out in those powerful boats, that seem to be capable of bidding defiance to most storms, saving property to the nation, and earning  hardly earning  salvage for themselves. The lifeboats, too, were out,  in some cases saving life, in others, saving property when there were no lives in danger.

How inadequate are our conceptions of these things when formed from a written account of one or two incidents, even although these be graphically described! How difficult it is to realise the actual scenes that are presented all along the coast during and immediately after each great storm that visits our shores.

If we could, by the exercise of supernatural power, gaze down at these shores as from a birds-eye point of view, and take them in, with all their stirring incidents, at one glance; if we could see the wrecks, large and small  colliers with their four or five hands; emigrant ships with their hundreds of passengers  beating and grinding furiously on rocks that appear to rise out of and sink into a sea of foam; if we could witness our lifeboats, with their noble-hearted crews, creeping out of every nook and bay in the very teeth of what seems to be inevitable destruction; if we could witness the hundred deeds of individual daring done by men with bronzed faces and rough garments, who carry their lives habitually in their hands, and think nothing of it; if we could behold the flash of the rockets, and hear the crack of the mortars and the boom of minute guns from John o Groats to the Lands End, at the dead and dark hours of night, when dwellers in our inland districts are abed, all ignorant, it may be, or thoughtless, in regard to these things; above all, if we could hear the shrieks of the perishing, the sobs and thanksgivings of the rescued, and the wild cheers of the rescuers; and hear and see all this at one single glance, so that our hearts might be more filled than they are at present with a sense of the terrible dangers of our shores, and the heroism of our men of the coast, it is probable that our prayers for those who go down to the sea in ships would be more frequent and fervent, and our respect for those who risk life and limb to save the shipwrecked would be deeper. It is also probable that we might think it worth our while to contribute more largely than we do to the support of that noble Institution whose work it is to place lifeboats where they are wanted on our coasts, and to recognise, reward, and chronicle the deeds of those who distinguish themselves in the great work of saving human life.

Let us put a question to you, good reader. If France, or any other first-rate Power, were to begin the practice of making a sudden descent on us about once a month, on an average, all the year round, slaying some hundreds of our fishermen and seamen each time; occasionally cutting off some of our first-class emigrant ships, and killing all on board  men, women, and children,  thus filling the land with repeated wails of sorrow, with widows and with fatherless children: What would you do?

What!  do you say that you would fortify every island on the coast, plant Martello towers on every flat beach, crown every height with cannon, and station iron-clads in every harbour and bay, so that the entire coast should bristle with artillery? That sounds well, but what guarantee have we that you really would act thus if France were to become so outrageous?

Common sense might assure me of it, you reply.

So it might, and so it would, if we had not evidence to the contrary in the fact that our country is thus assailed month after month  year after year  by a more inveterate enemy than France ever was or will be, and yet how little is done to defend ourselves against his attacks, compared with what might be, with what ought to be, done!

This enemy is the storm; but, like France, he is not our natural enemy. We have only chosen in time past to allow him to become so. The storm has been wisely and beneficently ordained by God to purify the worlds atmosphere, and to convey health and happiness to every land under heaven. If we will not take the obvious and quite possible precautions that are requisite to secure ourselves from his violence, have we not ourselves to blame?

There are far too few harbours of refuge on our exposed coasts; the consequence is that our fishing-boats are caught by the storm and wrecked, and not unfrequently as many as a hundred lives are lost in a few hours: Who is to blame? A large vessel goes on the rocks because there is no lighthouse there to give warning of danger; a post has been neglected and the enemy has crept in: Who neglected that post? After the ship has got on the rocks, it is made known to the horrified passengers that there are no ships lifeboats aboard, neither are there any life-belts: Whose blame is that? Still there seems hope, for the shore is not far off, and anxious people line it; but no ordinary boat can live in such a sea. There is no rocket apparatus on this part of the coast; no mortar apparatus by which a line might be sent on board: Why not? The nearest lifeboat station is fifteen miles off: Whose fault is that? Is the storm our enemy here? Is not selfish, calculating, miserly man his own enemy in this case? So the ship goes to pieces, and the result is that the loss of this single vessel makes 60 widows and 150 fatherless children in one night! not to speak of thousands of pounds worth of property lost to the nation.

If you doubt this, reader, consult the pages of the Lifeboat Journal, in which you will find facts, related in a grave, succinct, unimpassioned way, that ought to make your hair stand on end!

Thoughts strongly resembling those recorded in the last few pages filled the mind and the heart of Bax, as he stood on that calm bright morning on the sea-shore. It was a somewhat lonely spot at the foot of tall cliffs, not far from which the shattered hull of a small brig lay jammed between two rocks. Tommy Bogey stood beside him, and both man and boy gazed long and silently at the wrack which lined the shore. Every nook, every crevice and creek at the foot of the cliff was filled choke full of broken planks and spars, all smashed up into pieces so small that, with the exception of the stump of a main-mast and the heel of a bowsprit, there was not a morsel that exceeded three feet in length, and all laid side by side in such regular order by the swashing of the sea in and out of the narrower creeks, that it seemed as if they had been piled there by the hand of man.

They gazed silently, because they had just come upon a sight which filled their hearts with sadness. Close beside a large rock lay the form of an old white-haired man with his head resting on a mass of sea-weed, as if he were asleep. Beside him lay a little girl, whose head rested on the old mans breast, while her long golden hair lay in wild confusion over his face. The countenances of both were deadly pale, and their lips blue. It required no doctors skill to tell that both were dead.

Ahs me! Tommy, tis a sad sight, said Bax.

Tommy made no reply for a few seconds, but after an ineffectual effort to command himself, he burst into tears.

If we had only been here last night, he sobbed at length, we might have saved them.

So we might, so we might, Tommy; who knows? Some one should have been here anyhow. It seems to me that things aint well managed in these days. They havent half enough of appliances to save life, thats a fact.

Bax said this somewhat sternly.

Whose fault is it, Bax? said Tommy, looking up in his friends face.

Ha, Tommy, replied the other with a smile, it dont become the like o you or me to say whos to blame. Youre too young to understand the outs and ins o such matters, and Im too ignorant.

The boy smiled incredulously. The idea of Bax being ignorant was too gross and absurd to be entertained for a moment, even although stated by himself.

Well, but, urged Tommy stoutly, if things are wrong, its clear that they aint right, and surely Ive a right to say so.

True, lad, true, returned Bax, with an approving nod; thats just the point which Id like you and me to stick to: when we see things to be wrong dont lets shirk sayin so as flat as we can; but dont let us go, like too many shallow-pates, and say that we know whos wrong and why theyre wrong, and offer to put them all right on the shortest notice. Mayhap (here Bax spoke in a soft meditative tone, as if he had forgotten his young friend, and were only thinking aloud) mayhap we may come to understand the matter one of these days, and have a better right to speak out  who knows?

That Im certain of! cried Tommy, in a tone and with an air that made Bax smile despite the sad sight before him.

Come, lad, he said, with sudden energy, we must get em removed. Away! and fetch a couple of men. Ill arrange them.

Tommy was off in a moment, and Bax proceeded with gentle care to arrange the dress and limbs of the old man and the child. Two men soon arrived, and assisted to carry them away. Who they were no one knew and few cared. They were only two of the many who are thus cast annually, and by no means unavoidably, on our stormy shores.

Do not misunderstand us, good reader. Compared with what is done by other lands in this matter, Britain does her duty well; but, compared with what is required by God at the hands of those who call themselves Christians, we still fall far short of our duty, both as a nation and as individuals.




Chapter Fifteen.

Relates to Love, Cross Purposes and Mistakes, etcetera.

Storms may rage, orphans and widows may weep, but the world must not pause in its regular routine of business and of pleasure. This is natural and right. It was not intended that men should walk perpetually in sackcloth and ashes because of the sorrows that surround them. But equally true is it that they were never meant to shut their eyes and ears to those woes, and dance and sing through life heedlessly, as far too many do until some thunderbolt falls on their own hearts, and brings the truth home.

The command is twofold: Weep with those that weep, and rejoice with those that do rejoice.

Come then, reader, let us visit good Mrs Foster, and rejoice with her as she sits at her tea-table contemplating her gallant son with a mothers pride. She has some reason to be proud of him. Guy has just received the gold medal awarded him by the Lifeboat Institution. Bax and Tommy have also received their medals, and all three are taking tea with the widow on the occasion. Lucy Burton and Amy Russell are there too, but both of these young ladies are naturally much more taken up with Tommys medal than with those of Guy or of Bax!

And well they may be, for never a breast, large or small, was more worthy of the decoration it supported.

My brave boy, said the widow, referring to Tommy, and taking him by the arm as he sat beside her, but looking, irresistibly, at her son, it was a noble deed. If I had the giving of medals I would have made yours twice the size, with a diamond in the middle of it.

What a capital idea! said Lucy, with a silvery laugh, that obliged her to display a double row of brilliant little teeth.

A coral ring set with pearls would be finer, dont you think? said Guy, gravely.

Tommy grinned and said that that was a toothy remark!

Lucy blushed, and said laughingly, that she thought Mrs Fosters idea better, whereupon the widow waxed vainglorious, and tried to suggest some improvements.

Guy, fearing that he had been presumptuous in paying this sly compliment, anxiously sought to make amends by directing most of his conversation to Amy.

Bax, who was unusually quiet that evening, was thus left to make himself agreeable to Lucy. But he found it hard work, poor fellow. It was quite evident that he was ill at ease.

On most occasions, although habitually grave, Bax was hearty, and had always plenty to say without being obtrusive in his conversation. Moreover, his manners were good, and his deportment unconstrained and easy. But when he visited the widows cottage he became awkward and diffident, and seemed to feel great difficulty in carrying on conversation. During the short time he had been at Deal since the wreck of the Nancy, he had been up at the cottage every day on one errand or another, and generally met the young ladies either in the house or in the garden.

Could it be that Bax was in love? There was no doubt whatever of the fact in his own mind; but, strange to say, no one else suspected it. His character was grave, simple, and straightforward. He did not assume any of those peculiar airs by which young men make donkeys of themselves when in this condition! He feared, too, that it might be interfering with the hopes of his friend Guy, whose affections, he had latterly been led to suspect, lay in the same direction with his own. This made him very circumspect and modest in his behaviour. Had he been quite sure of the state of Guys heart he would have retired at once, for it never occurred to him for a moment to imagine that the girl whom Guy loved might not love Guy, and might, possibly, love himself.

Be this as it may, Bax resolved to watch his friend that night closely, and act according to the indications given. Little did poor Guy know what a momentous hour that was in the life of his friend, and the importance of the part he was then performing.

Bax rose to go sooner than usual.

You are very kind, maam, he said, in reply to Mrs Fosters remonstrances; I have to visit an old friend to-night, and as it is probable I may never see him again, I trust youll excuse my going so early.

Mrs Foster was obliged to acquiesce. Bax shook hands hurriedly, but very earnestly, with each of the party, and quitted the cottage in company with Guy.

Come, Guy, let us walk over the sandhills.

A strange walk on so dark a night; dont you think it would be more cheerful on the beach?

So it would, so it would, said Bax, somewhat hastily, but I want to be alone with you, and were likely to meet some of our chums on the beach. Besides, I want to have a quiet talk, and to tell ye something.  Youre in love, Guy.

Bax said this so abruptly that his friend started, and for a few seconds was silent. Then, with a laugh, he replied  

Well, Bax, youve a blunt way of broaching a subject, but, now that you put the thing to me, I feel inclined to believe that I am. Youre a sharper fellow than I gave you credit for, to have found me out so soon.

It needs but little sharpness to guess that when two young folk are thrown much together and find each other agreeable, theyre likely to fall in love.

Baxs voice sank to its deepest tones; he felt that his hopes had now received their deathblow, and in spite of himself he faltered. With a mighty effort he crushed down the feeling, and continued in a tone of forced gaiety  

Come, Im rejoiced at your good luck, my boy; shes one of a thousand, Guy.

So she is, said Guy, but Im not so sure of my good luck as you seem to be; for I have not yet ventured to speak to her on the subject of love.

No? exclaimed Bax in surprise, thats strange.

Why so? said Guy.

Because youve had lots of time and opportunity, lad.

True, said Guy, I have had enough of both, but some folk are not so bold and prompt as others in this curious matter of love.

Ah, very true, observed Bax, some men do take more time than others, and yet it seems to me that there has been time enough for a sharp fellow like you to have settled that question. However, Ive no doubt myself of the fact that she loves you, Guy, and I do call that uncommon good luck.

Well, it may seem a vain thing to say, but I do fancy that she likes me a bit, said the other, in a half jocular tone.

The two friends refrained from mentioning the name of the fair one. The heart and mind of each was filled with one object, but each felt a strange disinclination to mention her name.

But it seems to me, continued Guy, that instead of wanting to tell me something, as you said, when you brought me out for a walk in this dreary waste of furze and sand at such a time of night, your real object was to pump me!

Not so, replied Bax, in a tone so deep and sad as to surprise his friend; I brought you here because the lonely place accords with my feelings to-night. I have made up my mind to go to Australia.

Guy stopped abruptly. You jest, Bax, said he.

I am in earnest, replied the other, and since I have forced myself into your confidence, I think it but fair to give you mine. The cause of my going is love! Yes, Guy, I too am in love, but alas! my love is not returned; it is hopeless.

Say not so, began Guy, earnestly; but his companion went on without noticing the interruption.

The case is a peculiar one, said he. I have known the sweet girl long enough to know that she does not love me, and that she does love another man. Moreover, I love that man too. He is my friend; so, the long and the short of it is, Im going to up-anchor, away to the gold-fields, and leave the coast clear to him.

This must not be, Bax; you may be wrong in supposing your case hopeless. May I ask her name?

Forgive me, Guy, I must not mention it, said Bax.

It is not necessary to weary the reader with the variety of arguments with which Guy plied his friend in order to turn him from his purpose, as they wandered slowly over the sandhills together. He was unsuccessful in his efforts to arouse hope in the bosom of his friend, or to induce him to suspend his determination for a time. Nor was he more fortunate in attempting to make Bax say who was the friend  for whom he was about to make so great a sacrifice,  little suspecting that it was himself!

Now, said Bax, after having firmly resisted his companions utmost efforts, I want you to leave me here alone. I may seem to you to be obstinate and ungracious to-night (he stopped and seized Guys hand), but, believe me, I am not so. My heart is terribly down, and you know Im a rough matter-of-fact fellow, not given to be sentimental, so I cant speak to you as I would wish on this subject; but wherever I may go in this world, I will never cease to pray for Gods blessing on you and yours, Guy.

I like to hear you say that, Bax, returned the other; it will rejoice my heart to think that love for me will be the means of taking you often to the throne of God.

Youre a good fellow, Guy; perhaps what you have often said to me has not been thrown away as much as you suppose. Come, now, instead of you having to urge the subject on me, Ill ask you to give me a text. Supposing that you and I were parting to-night for the last time, and that I were going off to Australia to-morrow, what would you say to me in the way of advice and encouragement?

Guy paused thoughtfully for a moment, and then said, Delight thyself in the Lord, trust also in Him, and He will give thee the desires of thine heart.

Thank ee, lad, Ill not forget the words, said Bax, wringing his friends hand.

Perhaps Ill think of another and more suitable text when the time for parting really comes, said Guy, sadly. Good-night, Bax; mind you come up to the cottage to-morrow, and let me know your plans.

I shall be busy to-morrow, but Ill write, said Bax, as his friend left him. Ay, he added, there goes a real Christian, and a true-hearted friend. Ahs me! Ill never see him more!

Bax wandered slowly and without aim over the dark waste for some time. Almost unintentionally he followed the path that led past the Checkers of the Hope. A solitary light burned in one of the lower windows of the old inn, but no sound of revelry issued from its doors. Leaving it behind him, Bax soon found himself standing within a few yards of the tombstone of the ill-fated Mary whose name he bore.

Poor thing, twas a sad fate! he murmured, as he contemplated the grave of the murdered girl, who had been a cousin of his own grandfather. Poor Mary, youre at rest now, which is more than I am.

For some minutes Bax stood gazing dreamily at the grave which was barely visible in the faint light afforded by a few stars that shone through the cloudy sky. Suddenly he started, and every fibre of his strong frame was shaken with horror as he beheld the surface of the grave move, and saw, or fancied he saw, a dim figure raise itself partially from the earth.

Bax was no coward in any sense of that word. Many brave men there are who, although quite fearless in regard to danger and death, are the most arrant cowards in the matter of superstition, and could be made to flee before a mere fancy. But our hero was not one of these. His mind was strong, like his body, and well balanced. He stood his ground and prepared to face the matter out. He would indeed have been more than human if such an unexpected sight, in such circumstances, had failed to horrify him, but the effect of the shock soon passed away.

Who comes here to disturb me? said a weak voice that evidently belonged to this ghost.

Hallo! Jeph, is that you? exclaimed Bax, springing forward and gazing into the old mans face.

Ay, its me, and Im sorry youve found me out, for I like to be let alone in my grief.

Why, Jeph, you dont need to be testy with your friend. Ill quit ye this moment if you bid me; but I think you might find a warmer and more fitting bed for your old bones than poor Mary Baxs grave. Come, let me help you up.

Bax said this so kindly, that old Jephs temporary anger at having been discovered passed away.

Well, well, said he, the only two people who have found me out are the two I like best, so it dont much matter.

Indeed, exclaimed the young man in surprise, who is number two, Jeph?

Tommy Bogey. He found me here on the night when Long Orrick was chased by Supple Jim.

Strange, he never told me about it, said Bax.

Cause I told him to hold his tongue, replied Jeph, and Tommys a good fellow and knows how to shut his mouth wen a friend asks him to  as I now ask you, Bax, for I dont want people know that I come here every night.

What! do you come here every night? cried Bax in surprise.

Ay, every night, fair weather and foul; Ive been used to both for a long time now, and Im too tough to be easily damaged.

But why do you this, Jeph? You are not mad! If you were, I could understand it.

No matter, no matter, said the old man, turning to gaze at the tombstone before quitting the place. Some people are fond of having secrets. Ive got one, and I like to keep it.

Well, I wont try to pump it out of you, my old friend. Moreover, I havent got too much time to spare. I meant to go straight to your house to-night, Jeph, to tell you that Im off to Australia to-morrow by peep o day.

Australia! exclaimed Jeph, with a perplexed look in his old face.

Ay, the blue peters at the mast-head and the anchor tripped.

Here Bax related to his old comrade what he had previously told to Guy. At first Jeph shook his head, but when the young sailor spoke of love being the cause of his sudden departure, he made him sit down on the grave, and listened earnestly.

So, so, Bax, he said, when the latter had concluded, youre quite sure shes fond o the other feller, are ye?

Quite. I had it from his own lips. At least he told me hes fond of her, and I could see with my own eyes shes fond of him.

Poor lad, said Jeph, patting his friends shoulder as if he had been a child, youre quite right to go. I know what love is. Youll never get cured in this country; mayhap foreign airll do it. I refused to tell you what made me come out here lad; but now that I knows how the wind blows with you, I dont mind if I let ye into my secret. Love! ay, its the old story; love has brought me here night after night since ever I was a boy.

Love! exclaimed his companion; love of whom?

Why, who should it be but the love o the dear girl as lies under this sod? said the old man, putting his hand affectionately on the grave. Ay, you may well look at me in wonderment, but I wasnt always the wrinkled old man I am now. I was a good-lookin lad once, though I dont look like it now. When poor Mary was murdered I was nineteen. I wont tell ye how I loved that dear girl. Ye couldnt understand me. When she was murdered by that  (he paused abruptly for a moment, and then resumed) when she was murdered, I thought I should have gone mad. I was mad, I believe, for a time; but when I came back here to stay, after wanderin in foreign parts for many years, I took to comin to the grave at nights. At first I got no good. I thought my heart would burst altogether, but at last the Lord sent peace into my soul. I began to think of her as an angel in heaven, and now the sweetest hours of my life are spent on this grave. Poor Mary! She was gentle and kind, especially to the poor and the afflicted. She took a great interest in the ways and means we had for savin people from wrecks, and used often to say it was a pity they couldnt get a boat made that would neither upset nor sink in a storm. She had read o some such contrivance somewhere, for she was a great reader. Ever since that time Ive bin trying, in my poor way, to make something o the sort, but Ive not managed it yet. I like to think she would have been pleased to see me at it.

Old Jeph stopped at this point, and shook his head slowly. Then he continued  

I find that as long as I keep near this grave my love for Mary cant die, and I dont want it to. But thats why I think youre right to go abroad. It wont do for a man like you to go moping through life as I have done. Mayhap theres some truth in the sayin, Out o sight out o mind.

Ahs me! said Bax; isnt it likely that there may be some truth too in the words o the old song, Absence makes the heart grow fonder. But youre right, Jeph, it wouldnt do for me to go moping through life as long as theres work to do. Besides, old boy, theres plenty of this sort o thing to be done; and Ill do it better now that I dont have anybody in particular to live for.

Bax said this with reckless gaiety, and touched the medal awarded to him by the Lifeboat Institution, which still hung on his breast where it had been fastened that evening by Lucy Burton.

The two friends rose and returned together to Jephs cottage, where Bax meant to remain but a few minutes, to leave sundry messages to various friends. He was shaking hands with the old man and bidding him farewell, when the door was burst open and Tommy Bogey rushed into the room. Bax seized the boy in his arms, and pressed him to his breast.

Hallo! I say, is it murder yere after, or dye mistake me for a polar bear? cried Tommy, on being put down; wot a hug, to be sure! Lucky for me that my timbers aint easy stove in. Wot dye mean by it?

Bax laughed, and patted Tommys head. Nothin, lad, only I feel as if I should ha bin your mother.

Well, I wont say yere far out, rejoined the boy, waggishly, for I do think yere becomin an old wife. But, I say, what can be wrong with Guy Foster? He came back to the cottage a short while ago lookin quite glum, and shut himself up in his room, and he wont say whats wrong, so I come down here to look for you, for I knew Id find ye with old Jeph or Bluenose.

Yere too inquisitive, said Bax, drawing Tommy towards him, and sitting down on a chair, so that the boys face might be on a level with his. No doubt Guy will explain it to you in the morning. I say, Tommy, I have sometimes wondered whether I could depend on the friendship which you so often profess for me.

The boys face flushed, and he looked for a moment really hurt.

Tutts, Tommy, youre gettin thin-skinned. I do but jest.

Well, jest or no jest, said the boy, not half pleased, you know very well that nothing could ever make me turn my back on you.

Are you sure? said Bax, smiling. Suppose, now, that I was to do something very bad to you, something unkind, or that looked unkind  what then?

In the first place you couldnt do that, and, in the second place, if you did Id like you just as well.

Ay, but suppose, continued Bax, in a jocular strain, that what I did was very bad.

Well, lets hear what you call very bad.

Bax paused as if to consider, then he said: Suppose, now, that I were to go off suddenly to some far part of the world for many years without so much as saying good-bye to ye, what would you think?

Id find out where you had gone to, and follow you, and pitch into you when I found you, said Tommy stoutly.

Ay, but I did not ask what youd do; I asked what youd think?

Why, I would think something had happened to prevent you lettin me know, but Id never think ill of you, replied Tommy.

I believe you, boy, said Bax, earnestly. But come, enough o this idle talk. I want you to go up to the cottage with a message to Guy. Tell him not to speak to any one to-night or to-morrow about what I said to him when we were walking on the sandhills; and be off, lad, as fast as you can, lest he should let it out before you get there.

Anything to do with smugglers? inquired the boy, with a knowing look, as they stood outside the door.

Why, nno, not exactly.

Well, good-night, Bax; good-night, old Jeph.

Tommy departed, and the two men stood alone.

God bless the lad. Youll be kind to him, Jeph, when Im away?

Trust me, Bax, said the old man, grasping his friends hand.

Without another word, Bax turned on his heel, and his tall, stalwart figure was quickly lost to view in the dark shadows of the night.




Chapter Sixteen.

Tommy Bogey forms a Mighty Resolve, and Mr Denham, being Perplexed, becomes Liberal.

When Tommy Bogey discovered the terrible fact that his friend Bax had really gone from him, perhaps for ever, he went straight up to the cottage, sat down on the kitchen floor at the feet of Mrs Laker, laid his head on her lap, and wept as if his heart would break.

My poor boy! said the sympathising Laker, stroking his head, and endeavouring to comfort him more by tone and manner than by words.

But Tommy refused to be comforted. The strongest affection he had ever known was rudely and suddenly crushed. It was hard in Bax to have done it; so Tommy felt, though he would not admit it in so many words. So Bax himself felt when the first wild rush of sorrow was past, and he had leisure to consider the hasty step he had taken, while sailing away over the distant sea towards the antipodes. Bitterly did he blame himself and repent when repentance was of no avail.

Tommys grief was deep, but not loud. He did not express it with a howling accompaniment. It burst from him in gasping sobs for a time, then it subsided into the recesses of his young heart and gnawed there. It did not again break bounds, but it somewhat changed the boys character. It made him almost a man in thought and action. He experienced that strong emotion which is known to most young hearts at certain periods of early life, and which shows itself in the formation of a fixed resolve to take some prompt and mighty step! What that step should be he did not know at first, and did not care to know. Sufficient for him, that coming to an unalterable determination of some indefinite sort afforded him great relief.

After the first paroxysm was over, Tommy rose up, kissed Mrs Laker on the cheek, bade her goodnight with unwonted decision of manner, and went straight to the amphibious hut of his friend Bluenose, whom he found taking a one-eyed survey of the Downs through a telescope, from mere force of habit.

The Captains name was more appropriate that day than it had been for many years. He was looking uncommonly blue indeed. He had just heard of the disappearance of Bax, for the news soon spread among the men on Deal beach. Being ignorant of the cause of his friends sudden departure, and knowing his deliberate, sensible nature, the whole subject was involved in a degree of mystery which his philosophy utterly failed to clear up. Being a bachelor, and never having been in love, or met with any striking incidents of a tender nature in his career, it did not occur to him that woman could be at the bottom of it!

Uncle, said Tommy, Bax is gone!

Tommy, I knows it, was the brief reply, and the telescope was shut up with a bang, as the seaman sat down on a little chest, and stared vacantly in the boys face.

Why did he do it? asked Tommy.

Dun know. Who knows? Spose he must ha gone mad, though it dont seem likely. If it wasnt Guy as told me Id not believe it.

Does Guy not know why hes gone?

Apperiently he does, but he says hes bound not to tell. Hope Bax hant bin and done somethin not xactly right

Bax do anything not exactly right! cried Tommy, with a look and tone of amazed indignation.

Right, lad, youre right, said Bluenose apologetically. Ive no doubt myself he could explain it all quite clear if he wos here for to do so. Thats my opinion; and Ive no doubt either that the first letter he sends home will make all straight an snug, depend on it.

Uncle, said Tommy, I am going to Australia.

Bluenose, who had just lighted his pipe, looked at the boy through the smoke, smiled, and said, No, Tommy, you aint.

Uncle, repeated Tommy, I am. I once heard Bax say hed rather go there than anywhere else, if he was to go abroad; so Im certain he has gone there, and Im going to seek for him.

Wery good, my lad, said the Captain coolly; dye go by steamer to-night, or by rail to-morrow mornin? Praps youd better go by telegraph; its quicker, Im told.

You think Im jokin, Uncle, but Im not, as youll very soon find out.

So saying, Tommy rose and left the hut. This was all he said on the subject. He was a strong-minded little fellow. He at once assumed the position of an independent man, and merely stated his intentions to one or two intimate friends, such as Bluenose, Laker, and old Jeph. As these regarded his statement as the wild fancy of an enthusiastic boy in the first gush of disappointment, they treated it with good-natured raillery. So Tommy resolved, as he would have himself have expressed it, to shut up, and keep his own counsel.

When Guy told Lucy Burton that the man who had saved her life had gone off thus suddenly, she burst into tears; but her tears had not flowed long before she asked Guy the reason of his strange and abrupt departure.

Of course Guy could not tell. He had been pledged to secrecy as to the cause.

When Lucy Burton went to tell Amy Russell, she did so with a trembling heart. For some time past she had suspected that Amy loved Bax and not Guy, as she had at first mistakenly supposed. Knowing that if her suspicions were true, the news would be terrible indeed to her friend, she considerately went to her room and told her privately.

Amy turned deadly pale, stood speechless for a few seconds, and then fainted in her friends arms.

On recovering she confessed her love, but made Lucy solemnly pledge herself to secrecy.

No one shall ever know of this but yourself, dear Lucy, said Amy, laying her head on her friends bosom, and finding relief in tears.



Time passed away, as time is wont to do, and it seemed as if Tommy Bogey had forgotten to carry out his determination. From that day forward he never referred to it, and the few friends to whom he had mentioned it supposed that he had given up the idea altogether as impracticable.

They did not know the mettle that Tommy was made of. After maturely considering the matter, he had made up his mind to delay carrying out his plan until Bax should have time to write home and acquaint him with his whereabouts. Meanwhile, he would set himself to make and save up money by every means in his power, for he had sense enough to know that a moneyless traveller must be a helpless creature.

Peekins was permanently received into Sandhill Cottage as page-in-buttons, in which capacity he presented a miserably attenuated figure, but gave great satisfaction. Tommy and he continued good friends; the former devoting as much of his leisure time to the latter as he could spare. He had not much to spare, however, for he had, among other things, set himself energetically to the study of arithmetic and navigation under the united guidance of old Jeph and Bluenose.

Lucy Burton paid a long visit to Mrs Foster, and roamed over the Sandhills day after day with her friend Amy, until her father, the missionary, came and claimed her and carried her back to Ramsgate. During Lucys stay, Guy Foster remained at the cottage, busily engaged in various ways, but especially in making himself agreeable to Lucy, in which effort he seemed to be very successful.

When the latter left, he suddenly discovered that he was wasting his time sadly, and told his mother that he meant to look out for something to do. With this end in view he set out for London, that mighty hive of industry and idleness into which there is a ceaseless flow of men who want something to do, and of men who dont know what to do.

And what of Denham, Crumps, and Company during this period?

The rats in and around Red Wharf Lane could have told you, had they been able to speak, that things prospered with that firm. These jovial creatures, that revelled so luxuriously in the slime and mud and miscellaneous abominations of that locality, could have told you that, every morning regularly, they were caught rioting in the lane and sent squealing out of it, by a boy in blue (the successor of poor Peekins) who opened the office and prepared it for the business of the day; that about half an hour later they, the rats, were again disturbed by the arrival of the head-clerk, closely followed by the juniors, who were almost as closely followed by Crumps  he being a timid old man who stood in awe of his senior partner; that, after this, they had a good long period of comparative quiet, during which they held a riotous game of hide-and-seek across the lane and down among sewers and dust holes, and delightfully noisome and fetid places of a similar character; interrupted at irregular intervals by a vagrant street boy, or a daring cat, or an inquisitive cur; that this game was stopped at about ten oclock by the advent of Mr Denham, who generally gave them, the rats, a smile of recognition as he passed to his office, concluding, no doubt, by a natural process of ratiocination, that they were kindred spirits, because they delighted in bad smells and filthy garbage, just as he (Denham) rejoiced in Thames air and filthy lucre.

One fine morning, speaking from a rats point of view, when the air was so thick and heavy and moist that it was difficult to see more than a few yards in any direction, Denham came down the lane about half-an-hour later than usual, with a brisk step and an unusually smiling countenance.

Peekins successor relieved him of his hat, topcoat, and umbrella, and one of the clerks brought him the letters. Before opening these he shouted  

Mr Crumps!

Crumps came meekly out of his cell, as if he had been a bad dog who knew he deserved, and expected, a whipping.

Nothing wrong, I trust, he said anxiously.

No; on the contrary, everything right, (Crumps old face brightened), Ive succeeded in getting that ship at what I call a real bargain  500 less than I had anticipated and was prepared to give. (Crumps rubbed his hands.) Now, I mean to send this ship out to Australia, with a miscellaneous cargo, as soon as she can be got ready for sea. The gold fever is at its height just now, and it strikes me that, with a little judgment and prudence, a good thing may be made out there. At any rate, I mean to venture; for our speculations last year have, as you know, turned out well, with the exception of that unfortunate Trident, and we are sufficiently in funds just at this time to afford to run considerable risk.

Crumps expressed great satisfaction, and agreed with all that Denham said. He also asked what the name of the new ship was to be.

The Trident, said Mr Denham.

What! the name of the ship we lost in Saint Margarets Bay? exclaimed Crumps, in surprise.

I thought you knew the name of the ship we lost in Saint Margarets Bay, said Denham sarcastically.

Of course, of course, replied Crumps, in some confusion, but I mean  that is, dont you think it looks like flying in the face of Providence to give it the same name?

Mr Crumps, said Denham, with an air of dignified reproof, it is most unnatural, most uncalled for, to talk of Providence in connexion with business. It is a word, sir, that may be appropriately used on Sundays and in churches, but not in offices, and I beg that you will not again allude to it. There is no such thing, sir, as Providence in business matters  at least such is my opinion; and I say this in order that you may understand that any remarks of that kind are quite thrown away on me. I am a plain practical man of business, Mr Crumps; once for all, allow me to say that, I object to the very unbusinesslike remarks of a theological nature which you are sometimes pleased to introduce into our conversations. I again repeat that there is no such thing as Providence in business,  at all events, not in my business.

I will not again offend you, said poor Crumps, who stood looking confused and moving his legs uneasily during the delivery of this oration, but as you have condescended to argue the matter slightly, may I venture to hint that our ships are propelled chiefly by means of sails, and that the winds are in the hands of Providence.

There, sir, I utterly disagree with you, retorted Denham, the winds are guided in their courses by the fixed laws of Nature, and cannot be altered or modified by the wishes or powers of man; therefore, it is quite unnecessary, because useless, to regard them in matters of business. I am utterly devoid, sir, of superstition; and it is partly in order to make this clear to all with whom I have to do, that I intend to name our new ship the Trident, and to order her to sail on a Friday.

As Mr Denham accompanied his last word with an inclination of the head which was equivalent to a dismissal, Mr Crumps sighed and retired to his den. His practical and unsuperstitious partner opened and read the letters.

While Denham was thus engaged a tap came to the door, and old Mr Summers entered the room.

Ah! Summers, glad to see you, how are you? said Denham, somewhat heartily  for him.

Thank you, Denham, Im well, replied the benign old gentleman with a smile, as he fixed a pair of gold spectacles on his nose, and sat down in a most businesslike way to examine a bundle of papers which he pulled out of his coat-pocket.

Mr Summers was a very old friend of Denham, and had been the friend of his father before him; but that was not the reason of Denhams regard for him. The old gentleman happened to be a merchant in the city, with whom Denham, Crumps, and Company did extensive and advantageous business. This was the cause of Denhams unwonted urbanity. He cared little for the old mans friendship. In fact, he would have dispensed with it without much regret, for he was sometimes pressed to contribute to charities by his philanthropic friend.

See, I have settled that matter for you satisfactorily, said Mr Summers; there are the papers, which you can look over at your leisure.

Thank you, Mr Summers, said Denham impressively, this is indeed very kind of you. But for your interference in this affair I am convinced that I should have lost a thousand pounds, if not more.

Indeed! exclaimed the old gentleman with a bright smile, come, Im glad to hear you say so, and it makes my second errand all the more easy.

And what may your second errand be? said Denham, with a sudden gravity of countenance, which showed that he more than suspected it.

Well, the fact is, began Summers, its a little matter of begging that I have undertaken for the purpose of raising funds to establish one or two lifeboats on parts of our coast where they are very much needed. (Denham fidgeted in his chair.) You know I have a villa near Deal, and frequently witness the terrible scenes of shipwreck that are so common and so fatal on that coast. I am sorry to say that my begging expedition has not been attended with so much success as I had anticipated. It is not such agreeable work as one might suppose, I assure you, one gets so many unexpected rebuffs. Did you ever try begging, Denham?

Denham said he never had, and, unless reduced to it by circumstances, did not mean to do so!

Ah, continued Mr Summers, if you ever do try youll be surprised to find how difficult it is to screw money out of some people. (Mr Denham thought that that difficulty would not surprise him at all.) But youll be delighted to find, on the other hand, what a number of truly liberal souls there are. Its quite a treat, for instance, to meet with a man,  as I did the other day,  who gives his charity in the light of such principles as these: The Lord loveth a cheerful giver; It is more blessed to give than to receive; He that giveth to the poor lendeth to the Lord,  one who lays aside a certain proportion of his income for charitable purposes, and who, therefore, knowing exactly how much he has to give at any moment, gives or refuses, as the case may be, promptly and with a good grace.

Ha! exclaimed Denham, whose soul abhorred this sort of talk, but whose self-interest compelled him to listen to it.

Really, pursued Mr Summers, it is quite interesting to study the outs and ins of Christian philanthropy. Have you ever given much attention to the subject, Mr Denham? Of course, I mean in a philosophical way.

Ha a-hem! well, I cannot say that I have, except perhaps in my capacity of a poor-law guardian in this district of the city.

Indeed, I would recommend it to you. It is quite a relief to men of business like you and me, who are necessarily swallowed up all day in the matter of making money, to have the mind occasionally directed to the consideration of the best methods of getting rid of a little of their superabundance. It would do them a world of good  I can safely say so from experience  to consider such matters. I daresay that you also know something of this from experience.

Ha! ejaculated Mr Denham, who felt himself getting internally warm, but was constrained (of course from disinterested motives) to keep cool and appear amiable.

But forgive my taking up so much of your time, my dear sir, said Mr Summers, rising; what shall I put you down for?

Denham groaned inaudibly and said, Well, Ive no objection to give twenty pounds.

How much? said the old gentleman, as though he had heard imperfectly, at the same time pulling out a notebook.

There was a slight peculiarity in the tone of the question that induced Denham to say he would give fifty pounds.

Ah! fifty, said Summers, preparing to write, thank you, Mr Denham (here he looked up gravely and added), the subject, however, is one which deserves liberal consideration at the hands of society in general; especially of ship owners. Shall we say a hundred, my dear sir?

Denham was about to plead poverty, but recollecting that he had just admitted that his friend had been the means of saving a thousand pounds to the business, he said, Well, let it be a hundred, with the best grace he could.

Thank you, Mr Denham, a thousand thanks, said the old gentleman, shaking his friends hand, and quitting the room with the active step of a man who had much more business to do that day before dinner.

Mr Denham returned to the perusal of his letters with the feelings of a man who has come by a heavy loss. Yet, strange to say, he comforted himself on his way home that evening with the thought that, after all, he had done a liberal thing! that he had given away a hundred pounds sterling in charity.

Given it! Poor Denham! he did not know that, up to that period, he had never given away a single farthing of his wealth in the true spirit of liberality  although he had given much in the name of charity.




Chapter Seventeen.

Dark Deeds are done upon the Sea  Tommy Bogey in Great Danger.

Well, Bluenose, hoo dye find yerself to-day? inquired Supple Rodger one fine morning, as the Captain sauntered slowly along the beach in front of his hut, with his hands deep in the pockets of his pilot-coat.

Thankee, I amongst the middlings. Hows yerself?

I like myself, said Rodgers; hows old Jeph?

Rather ornary; but I dessay hell come all square after a day or two in dock, answered the Captain; I left him shored up in bed with bolsters.

So Tommys slipped his cable, Im told? said Rodgers interrogatively.

Ay, hes off, an no mistake. I thought he was jokin, for I heard him talk o goin after Bax some time past, but nothin more come of it till yesterday, when he comes to me and bids me good day, and then off like a galley after a French smuggler. Its o no use tryin to catch him. That boyll make his way and have his will somehow, whether we let him or no. Ay, ay, said Bluenose, lighting his pipe with a heavy sigh, Tommy Bogeys gone for good.

That was the last that was heard of poor Tommy for many a long day on the beach of Deal. But as there is no good reason why the readers should be kept in the dark regarding his movements, we shall follow him on the rugged path he had selected, and leave the men of Deal to wonder for a time, and talk, and then forget him.

Having waited as long as his patience could hold out, and no letter having come from Bax, Tommy at last prepared to carry out his plan. By dint of hard labour among the boats at any odd jobs that people would give him, and running messages, and making himself generally useful to the numerous strangers who visited that fine and interesting part of the coast, he had scraped together a few pounds. By persevering study at nights he had acquired a fair knowledge of figures and a smattering of navigation. Thus equipped in mind and purse he went off to seek his fortune.

His intention was in the first place to go to London and visit the Three Jolly Tars, where, he doubted not, every possible and conceivable sort of information in regard to shipping could be obtained.

There chanced at the time to be a certain small collier lying in the downs, awaiting a fair wind to carry her into the port of London. This collier (a schooner) was named the Butterfly, perhaps because the owner had a hazy idea that there was some resemblance between an insect flitting about from flower to flower and a vessel sailing from port to port! Black as a chimney from keelson to truck, she was as like to a butterfly as a ladys hand is to a monkeys paw.

The skipper of the Butterfly was a friend of Bluenose, and knew Tommy. He at once agreed to give him a passage to London, and never thought of asking questions.

Soon after the boy went aboard the wind changed to the south-west; the Butterfly spread her black wings, bore away to the norard, and doubled the North Foreland, where she was becalmed, and left to drift with the tide just as night was closing in.

Im tired, Jager (this was the skippers name); Ill go below and take a snooze, said Tommy, for Ive lots o work before me to-morrow.

So Tommy went below and fell asleep. The three men who formed the crew of this dingy craft lay down on the deck, the night being fine, and also fell asleep, Jager being at the helm.

Now Jager was one of those careless, easy-going, reckless seamen, who, by their folly, ignorance, and intemperance are constantly bringing themselves to the verge of destruction.

He sat near the tiller gazing up at the stars dreamily for some time; then he looked round the horizon, then glanced at the compass and up at the sails, which hung idly from the yards, after which he began to mutter to himself in low grumbling tones  

Goin to blow from the norard. Ay, allers blows the way I dont want it to. Driftin to the southward too. If this lasts well drift on the Sands. Comfrable to think on, that is. Come, Jager, dont you go for to git into the blues. Keep up yer sperits, old boy!

Acting on his own suggestion, the skipper rose and went below to a private locker, in which he kept a supply of rum,  his favourite beverage. He passed Tommy Bogey on the way. Observing, that the boy was sleeping soundly, he stopped in front of him and gazed long into his face with that particularly stupid expression which is common to men who are always more or less tipsy.

Sleep away, my lad, itll do ye good.

Accompanying this piece of unnecessary advice with a sagacious nod of the head, the skipper staggered on and possessed himself of a case-bottle about three-quarters full of rum, with which he returned to the deck and began to drink.

While he was thus employed, a breeze sprang up from the north-east.

Ease off the sheets there, you lubbers! shouted the drunken man, as he seized the tiller and looked at the compass. What! sleeping again, Bunks? Ill rouse ye, I will.

With that, in a burst of anger, he rushed forward and gave one of the sleepers a severe kick in the ribs. Bunks rose sulkily, and with a terrible imprecation advised the skipper not to try that again; to which the skipper retorted, that if his orders were not obeyed more sharply, he would not only try it again, but he would chuck him overboard besides.

Having applied a ropes-end to the shoulders of one of the other sleepers, he repeated his orders to ease off the sheets, as the wind was fair, and staggered back to his place at the helm.

Why, I do believe it is a sou-wester, he muttered to himself, attempting in vain to read the compass.

It was in reality north-east, but Jagers intellects were muddled; he made it out to be south-west and steered accordingly, almost straight before it. The three men who formed the crew of the little vessel were so angry at the treatment they had received, that they neither cared nor knew how the ships head lay. A thick mist came down about the same time, and veiled the lights which would otherwise have soon revealed the fact that the skipper had made a mistake.

Why, wot on airth ails the compass? muttered Jager, bending forward intently to gaze at the instrument, which, to his eye, seemed to point in all directions at once; come, Ill have another pull at the bbottle to steady me.

He grasped the bottle to carry out this intention, but in doing so thrust the helm down inadvertently. The schooner came up to the wind at once, and as the wind had freshened to a stiff breeze and a great deal of canvas was set, she heeled violently over to starboard. The skipper was pitched into the lee scuppers, and the case-bottle of rum was shivered to atoms before he had time to taste a drop.

Mind your helm! roared Bunks, savagely. Dye want to send us to the bottom?

The man sprang to the helm, and accompanied his remark with several fierce oaths, which need not be repeated, but which had the effect of rousing Jagers anger to such a pitch, that he jumped up and hit the sailor a heavy blow on the face.

Ill stop your swearin, I will, he cried, preparing to repeat the blow, but the man stepped aside and walked forward, leaving his commander alone on the quarter-deck.

Bunks, who was a small but active man, was a favourite with the other two men who constituted the crew of the Butterfly, and both of whom were strong-limbed fellows. Their anger at seeing him treated thus savagely knew no bounds. They had long been at deadly feud with Jager. One of them, especially (a tall, dark, big-whiskered man named Job), had more than once said to his comrades that he would be the death of the skipper yet. Bunks usually shook his head when he heard these threats, and said, It wouldnt pay, unless he wanted to dance a hornpipe on nothing, which was a delicate reference to being hung.

When the two men saw Bunks come forward with blood streaming from his mouth, they looked at each other and swore a tremendous oath.

Will ye lend a hand, Jim? sputtered Job between his clenched teeth.

Jim nodded.

No, no, cried Bunks, interposing, but the two men dashed him aside and rushed aft.

Their purpose, whatever it might have been, was arrested for a moment by Bunks suddenly shouting at the top of his lungs  

Light on the starboard bow!

Thats a lie, said Jager, savagely; use yer eyes, you land-lubber.

Were running straight on the North Foreland, cried Job, who, with his companion, suddenly stopped and gazed round them out ahead in alarm.

The North Foreland, you fool, cried the skipper roughly, who ever saw the North Foreland light on the starboard bow, with the ships head due north?

I dont believe er head is due north, said Job, stepping up to the binnacle, just as Tommy Bogey, aroused by the sudden lurch of the vessel and the angry voices, came on deck.

Out o the way, cried Jager roughly, hitting Job such a blow on the head that he sent him reeling against the lee bulwarks.

The man, on recovering himself, uttered a fierce yell, and rushing on the skipper, seized him by the throat with his left hand, and drove his right fist into his face with all his force.

Jager, although a powerful man, and, when sober, more than a match for his antagonist, was overborne and driven with great violence against the binnacle, which, being of inferior quality and ill secured, like everything else in the miserable vessel, gave way under his weight, and the compass was dashed to pieces on the deck.

Jim ran to assist his comrade, and Bunks attempted to interfere. Fortunately, Tommy Bogeys presence of mind did not forsake him. He seized the tiller while the men were fighting furiously, and steered away from the light, feeling sure that, whatever it might be, the wisest thing to be done was to steer clear of it.

He had not got the schooner quite before the wind when a squall struck her, and laid her almost on her beam-ends. The lurch of the vessel sent the struggling men against the taffrail with great violence. The skippers back was almost broken by the shock, for his body met the side of the vessel, and the other two were thrown upon him. Job took advantage of his opportunity: seizing Jager by the leg, he suddenly lifted him over the iron rail, and hurled him into the sea. There was one wild shriek and a heavy plunge, and the miserable man sank to rise no more.

It is impossible to describe the horror of the poor boy at the helm when he witnessed this cold-blooded murder. Bold though he was, and accustomed to face danger and witness death in some of its most appalling forms, he could not withstand the shock of such a scene of violence perpetrated amid the darkness and danger of a stormy night at sea. His first impulse was to run below, and get out of sight of the men who had done so foul a deed; but reflecting that they might, in their passion, toss him into the sea also if he were to show his horror, he restrained himself, and stood calmly at his post.

Come, out o the way, younker, cried Job, seizing the helm.

Tommy shrank from the man, as if he feared the contamination of his touch.

You young whelp, what are ye affeared on? eh!

He aimed a blow at Tommy, which the latter smartly avoided.

Murderer! cried the boy, rousing himself suddenly, you shall swing for this yet.

Shall I? eh! Here, Jim, catch hold o the tiller.

Jim obeyed, and Job sprang towards Tommy, but the latter, who was lithe and active as a kitten, leaped aside and avoided him. For five minutes the furious man rushed wildly about the deck in pursuit of the boy, calling on Bunks to intercept him, but Bunks would not stir hand or foot, and Jim could not quit the helm, for the wind had increased to a gale; and as there was too much sail set, the schooner was flying before it with masts, ropes, and beams creaking under the strain.

Do your worst, cried Tommy, during a brief pause, youll never catch me. I defy you, and will denounce you the moment we got into port.

Will you? then youll never get into port alive, yelled Job, as he leaped down the companion, and returned almost instantly, with one of the skippers pistols.

He levelled it and fired, but the unsteady motion of the vessel caused him to miss his aim. He was about to descend for another pistol, when the attention of all on board was attracted by a loud roar of surf.

Breakers ahead! roared Bunks.

This new danger  the most terrible, with perhaps the exception of fire, to which a seaman can be exposed  caused all hands to forget the past in the more awful present. The helm was put down, the schooner flew up into the wind, and sheered close past a mass of leaping, roaring foam, the sight of which would have caused the stoutest heart to quail.

Keep her close hauled, shouted Job, who stood on the heel of the bowsprit looking out ahead.

Dye think its the North Foreland? asked Bunks, who stood beside him.

I spose it is, said Job, but how it comes to be on our lee bow, with the wind as it is, beats me out and out. Anyhow, Ill keep her well off the land,  mayhap run for the coast of Norway. Theyre not so partikler about inquiries there, Im told.

Ill tell ye what it is, Bunks, said Tommy, who had gone forward and overheard the last observation, but could not bring himself to speak to Job, you may depend on it were out of our course; as sure as you stand there the breakers we have just passed are the north end of the Goodwin Sands. If we carry on as were going now, and escape the sands, well find ourselves on the coast o France, or far down the Channel in the morning.

Thankee for nothin, said Job, with a sneer; next time yeve got to give an opinion wait till its axed for, an keep well out o the reach o my arm, if ye dont want to keep company with the skipper.

Tommy made no reply to this. He did not even look as if he had heard it; but, addressing himself to Bunks, repeated his warning.

Bunks was disposed to attach some weight to it at first, but as the compass was destroyed he had no means of ascertaining the truth of what was said, and as Job laughed all advice to scorn, and had taken command of the vessel, he quietly gave in.

They soon passed the breakers, and went away with the lee-gunwale dipping in the water right down the Channel. Feeling relieved from immediate danger, the murderer once more attempted to catch Tommy, but without success. He then went below, and soon after came on deck with such a flushed face and wild unsteady gaze, that it was evident to his companions he had been at the spirit locker. Jim was inclined to rebel now, but he felt that Job was more than a match for him and Bunks. Besides, he was the best seaman of the three.

Dont ee think wed better close-reef the topsl? said Bunks, as Job came on deck; if youll take the helm, Jim and me will lay out on the yard.

There was truly occasion for anxiety. During the last hour the gale had increased, and the masts were almost torn out of the little vessel, as she drove before it. To turn her side to the wind would have insured her being thrown on her beam-ends. Heavy seas were constantly breaking over the stern, and falling with such weight on the deck that Tommy expected to see them stove in and the vessel swamped. In other circumstances the boy would have been first to suggest reefing the sails, and first to set the example, but he felt that his life depended that night (under God) on his watchfulness and care.

Reef topsl! cried Job, looking fiercely at Bunks, no, we shant; theres one reef int, an thats enough. Bunks shuddered, for he saw by the glare of the murderers eyes that the evil deed, coupled with his deep potations, had driven him mad.

Praps it is, said Bunks, in a submissive voice; but it may be as well to close reef, cause the weather dont seem like to git better.

Job turned with a wild laugh to Tommy:

Here, boy, go aloft and reef topsl; dye hear?

Tommy hesitated.

If you dont, said Job, hissing out the words in the extremity of his passion, and stopping abruptly, as if unable to give utterance to his feelings.

Well, what if I dont? asked the boy sternly.

Why, then  ha! ha! ha!  why, Ill do it myself.

With another fiendish laugh Job sprang into the rigging, and was soon out upon the topsail-yard busy with the reef points.

Why, hes shakin out the reef, cried Jim in alarm. Ive half a mind to haul on the starboard brace, and try to shake the monster into the sea!

Job soon shook out the reef, and, descending swiftly by one of the backstays, seized the topsail-halyards.

Come, lay hold, he cried savagely.

But no one would obey, so, uttering a curse upon his comrades, he passed the rope round a stanchion, and with his right hand partially hoisted the sail, while with his left he hauled in the slack of the rope.

The vessel, already staggering under much too great a press of canvas, now rushed through the water with terrific speed; burying her bows in foam at one moment, and hurling off clouds of spray at the next as she held on her wild course. Job stood on the bowsprit, drenched with spray, holding with one hand to the forestay, and waving the other high above his head, cheering and yelling furiously as if he were daring the angry sea to come on, and do its worst.

Jim, now unable to speak or act from terror, clung to the starboard bulwarks, while Bunks stood manfully at the helm. Tommy held on to the mainmast shrouds, and gazed earnestly and anxiously out ahead.

Thus they flew, they knew not whither, for several hours that night.

Towards morning, a little before daybreak, the gale began to moderate. Jobs mood had changed. His wild yelling fit had passed away, and he now ranged about the decks in moody silence, like a chained tiger; going down every now and then to drink, but never resting for a moment, and always showing by his looks that he had his eye on Tommy Bogey.

The poor boy knew this well, and watched him intently the whole of that terrible night.

Bunks, who had never once quitted his post, began to yawn, and suggested to Jim that he might take a spell at the helm now, when the progress of the schooner was suddenly arrested with a shock so violent that those on board were hurled prostrate on the deck, the fore-topmast snapped and went over the side, carrying the main-topmast and the jib-boom along with it, and the sea made a clean breach over the stern, completely sweeping the deck.

Job, who chanced to have gone down below, was hurled against the cabin bulkhead, and the glass bottle he held to his lips was shivered to atoms. With his face cut and bleeding he sprang up the companion-ladder.

On the rocks! he shouted.

On the sand, anyhow, answered Bunks.

The boat! the boat! she wont last ten minutes, cried Jim.

One of the two boats belonging to the Butterfly had been washed away by the last wave, the other remained in its place. To this the three men rushed, and launched it quickly into the water. Job was first to get into it.

Jump in, jump in, he cried to the others, who were prompt enough to obey.

Tommy Bogey stood motionless and silent close to the main-mast. His face was very pale; but a stern pursing of the lips and compression of the eyebrows showed that it was not cowardly fear that blanched his cheek.

The boy! the boy! cried Bunks, as Job let go his hold of the schooner.

A wild stern laugh from Job showed that he had made up his mind to leave Tommy to perish.

Shame! cried Jim, seizing one of the oars; pull, Bunks, pull to windard a bit; well drop down and save him yet. Pull, you murderer! shouted Jim, with a burst of anger so sudden and fierce that Job was cowed. He sat down and obeyed.

The boat was very small, and might have been easily pulled by so strong a crew in ordinary circumstances; but the strength of wind and sea together was so great, that they were in great danger of being swamped, and it required their utmost efforts to pull a few yards to windward of the schooner.

Now then, look out! cried Jim, endeavouring to turn the boat.

As he said this a wave caught its side and upset it. The men uttered a loud cry; a moment later, and they were swept against the bow of the Butterfly. Tommy had sprung to the side, caught up a rope, and cast it over. Bunks did not see it; he made a wild grasp at the smooth wet side of the vessel, but his hands found nothing to lay hold of, and he was carried quickly away to leeward. Jim caught the rope, but was brought up so suddenly by it that it was torn from his grasp. He also went to leeward and perished.

Job had caught hold of the cutwater, and, digging his fingers into the wood, held on by main strength for a few minutes.

Here, lay hold o the rope, cried Tommy, whose only desire now was to save the life of the wretched man; there, dont you feel it?

He had rubbed the rope against Jobs face in order to let him know it was there, but the man seemed to have lost all power to move. He simply maintained his death-grip until his strength gave way. Tommy understood his case, and looked quickly round for one of those ring-shaped lifebuoys which we are accustomed to see in our passenger steamers tied up so securely that they would in most cases of sudden emergency be utterly useless. But the owners of the Butterfly were economists. They did not think life-preserving worth the expenditure of a few shillings, so there was no lifebuoy to be found. There was a round cork fender, however, which the boy seized and flung into the sea, just as Jobs grasp loosened. He uttered a wild shriek, and tossed up his arms imploringly, as he was carried away. The buoy fell close beside him, and he caught it. But it was scarce sufficient to sustain his weight, and merely prolonged the agonising struggle. Tommy soon lost sight of him in the darkness. Soon after there arose a wild fierce cry, so loud and strong that it seemed to have been uttered at the boys elbow. Tommy shuddered, for it suggested the idea of a despairing soul.

He listened intently, and twice again that thrilling cry broke on his ear, but each time more faintly. Still he continued to listen for it with a feeling of horror, and once or twice fancied that he heard it rising above the turmoil of wind and waves. Long before he ceased to listen in expectancy, the murderers dead body lay tossing in that great watery grave in which so many of the human race  innocent and guilty alike  lie buried.

Ere long Tommy was called to renewed exertion and trial.

The tide happened to be rising when the schooner struck. While the incidents above related were taking place, the Butterfly was being dashed on the sand so violently, that her breaking up in the course of a short time was a matter of certainty. Tommy knew this well, but he did not give way to despair. He resolved not to part with his young life without a struggle, and therefore cast about in his mind what was best to be done.

His first idea was to construct a raft. He had just begun this laborious work when the rising tide lifted the schooner over the sand-bank, and sent her off into deep water. This raised Tommys hopes and spirits to an unnaturally high pitch; he trimmed the foresail  the only one left  as well as he could, and then, seizing the tiller, kept the vessel running straight before the wind.

Standing thus at the helm he began to reflect on his position, and the reflection did not tend to comfort him. He was out in a gale on the stormy sea, without companions, without compass to guide him, and steering he knew not whither  possibly on rocks or shoals. This latter idea induced him to attempt to lie-to till day-break, but the crippled condition of the schooner rendered this impossible. There was nothing for it, therefore, but to run before the gale.

In a short time his attention was attracted to a peculiar sound in the hold. On examination he found that the vessel had sprung a leak, and that the water was rising slowly but steadily. The poor boys heart sank, and for the first time his courage began to give way; but quickly recovering himself he lashed the helm in position, and manfully set to work at the pump. He was somewhat relieved to find that the leak was small. In an hour he had pumped out nearly all the water. Then he returned to the helm and rested there for an hour, at the end of which the water in the hold had increased so much that he had to ply the pump again.

The day broke while he was thus engaged, but the morning was so thick that he could see no land. On returning to the helm the second time, Tommy felt that this state of things could not go on much longer. The excitement, the watching, the horrors of the past night were beginning to tell on him. His muscles were exhausted, and he felt an irresistible desire to sleep. He struggled against this till about noon, by which time the wind had moderated to a steady breeze, and the sun shone through the mist as if to cheer him up a little.

He had eaten nothing for many hours, as he did not dare to quit his post to go below for food, lest the schooner should come suddenly on some other vessel and be run down. Hunger and exhaustion, however, soon rendered him desperate; he ran below, seized a handful of biscuit, filled a can with water, and returned hastily on deck to break his fast. It was one of the sweetest meals he ever ate, and refreshed him so much that he was able to go on alternately steering and pumping till late in the afternoon. Then he suddenly broke down. Exhausted nature could bear up no longer. He lashed the helm, pumped out the water in the hold for the last time, and went below to rest.

He was half asleep as he descended the companion-ladder. A strange and sad yet dreamy feeling that everything he did was for the last time, weighed heavily on his spirit, but this was somehow relieved by the knowledge that he was now at last about to rest! There was delight in that simple thought, though there mingled with it a feeling that the rest would terminate in death; he lay down to sleep with a feeling that he lay down to die, and a half-formed prayer escaped his lips as his wearied head fell upon the pillow.

Instantly he was buried in deep repose.

The sun sank in the ocean, the stars came out and spangled all the sky, and the moon rose and sank again, but Tommy lay, regardless of everything, in profound slumber. Again the sun arose on a sea so calm that it seemed like oil, ascended into the zenith, and sank towards its setting. Still the boy continued to sleep, his young head resting quietly on the pillow of the dead skipper; his breath coming gently and regularly through the half-opened lips that smiled as if he were resting in peace on his mothers bosom.

Being dashed on the rocks, or run into by steamers, or whelmed in the waves, were ideas that troubled him not, or, if they did, they were connected only with the land of dreams. Thus the poor boy rested calmly in the midst of danger  yet in safety, for the arm of God was around him.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Antipodes.

A new scene breaks upon us now, patient reader. We are among the antipodes in that vast and wonderful region where the kangaroo reigns in the wilderness, and gold is sown broadcast in the land. The men we see are, to a large extent, the same men we saw before leaving the shores of Old England, but they are wonderfully changed! Red flannel shirts, long boots, leathern belts, felt hats, and unshorn chins meet us at every turn; so do barrows and pick-axes and shovels. It seems as if we had got into a region inhabited solely by navvies. Many of them, however, appear to be very gentlemanly navvies!

There are no ladies here; scarcely any females at all, for we have left the thriving settlements of Australia far behind us, and are now wandering over the Daisy Hill gold-diggings. The particular section of that busy spot to which our attention is directed at this moment, is named the Kangaroo Flats.

None but strong men can get on here. Let us go forward, and see how they obtain this yellow metal that turns the world upside down!

Here is a man issuing from a hole in the earth close at our feet, like a huge ground-squirrel. He is tall; stout, and fair, with broad shoulders and a fine manly countenance, which is ornamented by a thick beard and moustache of glossy yellow hair. The silken curly hair of this man, contrasted with his great size and manliness, is very striking. He seats himself on a mass of clay, wipes the perspiration from his forehead, and shouts to some one down in the earth.

Hallo! Jack, lets hoist out the stuff now.

Ay, ay, Harry, replies a strong voice, with a sailor-like ring in it, from below, Ill be on deck in a jiffy.

Let us descend and look at this miner. The hole is narrow and deep; at the bottom of it is a dark tunnel two feet broad, between two and three feet high, and twenty-five feet long. At the farther extremity of it crouches a man with a pickaxe in his hands, and a candle beside him. It is a very awkward position in which to work, and the result is that this man pants and blows and sighs, and sometimes laughs quietly to himself at the comicality of his attitudes, while the perspiration pours over his face in large beads continuously. It seems very hard work, and so, indeed, it is, but the man is an unusually big and strong fellow, larger even than his fair companion above ground. His hair is short, black, and curly, as are his beard and whiskers, but at this moment his whole head and face are so besmeared with clay that his aspect is piebald and not more becoming than his attitude. Still, there is a massive grandeur in the outline of his features which cannot be destroyed by incrustations of clay, although his complexion is obscured by it.

Like his comrade above, his costume consists of flannel shirt, dark trousers, and big boots. His shirt sleeves being rolled up to the shoulders, display a pair of arms that a sculptor might gaze on with admiration.

This strong man pants and gasps more than ever with the heat as he drives the pick and tears up the earth for gold. Presently the candle burns dim; the air is getting foul.

Hallo, the candles going out! cries the dark miner, scrambling towards the bottom of the shaft on his hands and knees.

Ha! time to take a mouthful o fresh air, Jack, remarks the fair miner, looking into the hole.

In another moment a wild dishevelled clay-bespattered figure comes to the surface, rises like a giant out of the earth, and the countenance and proportions of our friend John Bax are revealed, in spite of the strange costume and black moustache and beard and incrustations of clay which more than half disguise him.

Whew! how hot it is, said Bax, as he stepped out of the hole.

You may say that, observed his friend, rising; but come along, Jack, lets get up the stuff and wash out as much as we can before dinner. Mind, youve got to write home this afternoon, and wont be able to help me much in the evening.

Come along then, said Bax, going to work again with redoubled energy.

There was a windlass over the hole by which the clay was raised to the surface. Bax wrought at this, and his mate went below to fill the buckets. Then they washed it out, and flooded away cartloads of worthless soil, until a small residue of clear shining particles remained behind. This they gathered carefully together, added it to the bag that held their fortune, remarked that there were no nuggets this time, and that it was hard work and little pay; after which they flung down their tools, washed their hands and faces, and went into their tent to dine.

Thus did Bax and his mate (an old acquaintance unexpectedly met with after arrival in Australia) dig, and sweat, and toil for gold.

But Bax and his friend worked thus hard, only because it was their nature so to work at whatever their hands found to do. They had not set their hearts upon the gold.

After dinner Harry went out to drive his pick and shovel. Bax remained in the tent to drive the quill.

That night the two friends lay chatting and smoking in their tent after supper, with a solitary candle between them, and the result of the days work  a small pile of shining dust  before them.

Well not make our fortunes at this rate, observed Harry, with a sigh.

Theres no saying what good fortune may be in store for us, observed Bax; but put away the gold, it will do us no good to gaze at it.

Harry rolled the little heap in a piece of paper, and tossed it into the leathern bag which contained their earnings.

Come now, said he, replenishing his pipe, lets hear the letter, Bax, who dye says the friend youve written to?

Hes a boy, said Bax, Tommy Bogey by name, of which name, by the way, he has no reason to be proud  but hes a first-rate fellow, and I fear will have set me down as a faithless friend, for I left him without saying good-bye, and the letter I wrote to him on my arrival here went to the bottom with the unfortunate ship that carried it. However, here is the epistle. Im open to correction, Harry, if you think any part of it not ship-shape.

All right, said Harry, go ahead.

Bax read as follows:  

Kangaroo Flats, Daisy Hill Diggings,

Australia, 10th January, 18  .

My Dear Tommy,  The mail is just about to leave us, so I write to let you know where I am and what doing  also to tell you that I have just heard of the wreck of the ship that conveyed my first letter to you, which will account for my apparent neglect.

Gold digging is anything but a paying affair, I find, and its the hardest work Ive ever had to do. I have only been able to pay my way up to this time. Everything is fearfully dear. After deducting the expenses of the last week for cartage, sharpening picks, etcetera, I and my mate have just realised 15 shillings each; and this is the first week we have made anything at all beyond what was required for our living. However, we live and work on in the hope of turning up a nugget, or finding a rich claim, singing  though we cant exactly believe Theres a good time coming. Here Bax paused. I wont read the next paragraph, said he, with a smile, because its about yourself, Harry, so Ill skip.

Nevertheless, reader, as we wish you to hear that passage, we will make Bax read on.

My mate, Harry Benton, is an old schoolfellow, whom I met with accidentally in Melbourne. We joined at once, and have been together ever since. I hope that nothing may occur to part us. You would like him, Tommy. Youve no idea what a fine, gentle, lion-like fellow he is, with a face like a true, bold man in expression, and like a beautiful woman in form. Im not up to pen-and-ink description, Tommy, but I think youll understand me when I say hes got a splendid figure-head, a strong frame, and a warm heart.

Poor fellow, he has had much sorrow since he came out here. He is a widower, and brought out his little daughter with him, an only child, whose sweet face was once like sunshine in our tent. Not long ago this pretty flower of the desert sickened, drooped, and died, with her fair head on her fathers bosom. For a long time afterwards Harry was inconsolable; but he took to reading the Bible, and the effect of that has been wonderful. We read it regularly every night together, and no one can tell what comfort we have in it, for I too have had sorrow of a kind which you could not well understand, unless I were to go into an elaborate explanation. I believe that both of us can say, in the words of King David, It was good for me that I was afflicted.

I should like very much that you and he might meet. Perhaps you may one of these days! But, to go on with my account of our life and doings here.

(It was at this point that Bax continued to read the letter aloud.)

The weather is tremendously warm. It is now (10th January) the height of summer, and the sun is unbearable; quite as hot as in India, I am told; especially when the hot winds blow. Among other evils, we are tormented with thousands of fleas. Harry stands them worse than I do, (untrue! interrupted Harry), but their cousins the flies are, if possible, even more exasperating. They resemble our own house flies in appearance  would that they were equally harmless! Myriads of millions dont express their numbers more than ten expresses the number of the stars. They are the most persevering brutes you ever saw. They creep into your eyes, run up your nose, and plunge into your mouth. Nothing will shake them off, and the mean despicable creatures take special advantage of us when our hands are occupied in carrying buckets of gold-dust, or what, alas! ought to be gold-dust, but isnt! On such occasions we shake our heads, wink our eyes, and snort and blow at them, but all to no purpose  there they stick and creep, till we get our hands free to attack them.

A change must be coming over the weather soon, for while I write, the wind is blowing like a gale out of a hot oven, and is shaking the tent, so that I fear it will come down about my ears. It is a curious fact that these hot winds always blow from the north, which inclines me to think there must be large sandy deserts in the interior of this vast continent. We dont feel the heat through the day, except when we are at the windlass drawing up the pipeclay, or while washing our stuff, for we are generally below ground driving. But, although not so hot as above, it is desperately warm there too, and the air is bad.

Our drives are two and a half feet high by about two feet broad at the floor, from which they widen a little towards the top. As I am six feet three in my stockings, and Harry is six feet one, besides being, both of us, broader across the shoulders than most men, you may fancy that we get into all sorts of shapes while working. All the stuff that we drive out we throw away, except about six inches on the top where the gold lies, so that the quantity of mullock, as we call it, or useless material hoisted out is very great. There are immense heaps of it lying at the mouth of our hole. If we chose to liken ourselves to gigantic moles, we have reason to be proud of our mole-hills! All this stuff has to be got along the drives, some of which are twenty-five feet in length. One of us stands at the top, and hoists the stuff up the shaft in buckets. The other sits and fills them at the bottom.

This week we have taken out three cart-loads of washing stuff, which we fear will produce very little gold. Of course it is quite dark in the drives, so we use composition candles. Harry drives in one direction, I in another, and we hammer away from morning till night. The air is often bad, but not explosive. When the candles burn low and go out, it is time for us to go out too and get fresh air, for it makes us blow terribly, and gives us sore eyes. Three-fourths of the people here are suffering from sore eyes; the disease is worse this season than it has been in the memory of the oldest diggers.

We have killed six or seven snakes lately. They are very numerous, and the only things in the country we are absolutely afraid of! You have no idea of the sort of dread one feels on coming slap upon one unexpectedly. Harry put his foot on one yesterday, but got no hurt. They are not easily seen, and their bite is always fatal.

From all this you will see that a gold-diggers life is a hard one, and worse than that, it does not pay well. However, I like it in the meantime, and having taken it up, I shall certainly give it a fair trial.

I wish you were here, Tommy; yet I am glad you are not. To have you and Guy in the tent would make our party perfect, but it would try your constitutions I fear, and do you no good mentally, for the society by which we are surrounded is anything but select.

But enough of the gold-fields. I have a lot of questions to ask and messages to send to my old friends and mates at Deal.

At this point the reading of the letter was interrupted by an uproar near the tent. High above the noise the voice of a boy was heard in great indignation.

For a few minutes Bax and his friend did not move; they were too much accustomed to scenes of violence among the miners to think of interfering, unless things became very serious.

Come, Bill, let him alone, cried a stern voice, the lads no thief, as you may see if you look in his face.

I dont give a straw for looks and faces, retorted Bill, who seemed to have caused the uproar, the young rascal came peeping into my tent, and thats enough for me.

What! cried the boy, in an indignant shout, may I not search through the tents to find a friend without being abused by every scoundrel who loves his gold so much that he thinks every one who looks at him wants to steal it? Let me go, I say!

At the first words of this sentence Bax started up with a look of intense surprise. Before it was finished he had seized a thick stick, and rushed from the tent, followed by his mate.

In two seconds they reached the centre of a ring of disputants, in the midst of which a big, coarse-looking miner held by the collar the indignant lad, who proved to be an old and truly unexpected acquaintance.

Bax! shouted the boy.

Tommy Bogey! exclaimed Bax.

Off your hands, cried Bax, striding forward.

The miner, who was a powerful man, hesitated. Bax seized him by the neck, and sent him head over heels into his own tent, which stood behind him.

Serves him right! cried one of the crowd, who appeared to be delighted with the prospect of a row.

Hear, hear! echoed the rest approvingly.

Can it be you, Tommy? cried Bax, grasping the boy by both arms, and stooping to gaze into his face.

Found you at last! shouted Tommy, with his eyes full and his face flushed by conflicting emotions.

Come into the tent, cried Bax, hastening away and dragging his friend after him.

Tommy did not know whether to laugh or cry. His breast was still heaving with recent indignation, and his heart was bursting with present joy; so he gave utterance to a wild hysterical cheer, and disappeared behind the folds of his friends tent, amid the cheers and laughter of the miners, who thereafter dispersed quietly to their several places of abode.

Tommy, said Bax, placing the boy directly in front of him, on a pile of rough coats and blankets, and staring earnestly into his face, I dont believe its you! Im dreaming, thats what I am, so the sooner you pinch me out of this state the better.

It were vain to attempt to give the broken and disjointed converse that here took place between the two friends. After a time they became more rational and less spasmodic in their talk, and Tommy at last condescended to explain the way in which he had managed to get there.

But before I begin, said he, tell me whos your friend?

He turned as he spoke to Harry, who, seated on a provision cask, with a pleasant smile on his handsome face and a black pipe in his mouth, had been enjoying the scene immensely.

Ah! true, I forgot; this is my mate, Harry Benton, an old school-fellow. Youll know more of him and like him better in course of time.

I hope he will, said Harry, extending his hand, which Tommy grasped and shook warmly, and I hope to become better acquainted with you, Tommy, though in truth you are no stranger to me, for many a night has Bax entertained me in this tent with accounts of your doings and his own, both by land and sea. Now go on, my boy, and explain the mystery of your sudden appearance here.

The prime cause of my appearance is the faithlessness of Bax, said Tommy. Why did you not write to me?

When it was explained that Bax had written by a vessel which was wrecked, the boy was mollified; and when the letter which had just been written was handed to him, he confessed that he had judged his old friend hastily. Thereafter he related succinctly his adventures in the Butterfly up to the point where we left him sound asleep in the skippers berth.

How long I slept, said Tommy, continuing the narrative, I am not quite sure; but it must have been a longish time, for it was somewhere in a Tuesday when I lay down, and it was well into a Thursday when I got up, or rather was knocked up by the bow of a thousand-ton ship! It was a calm evening, with just a gentle breeze blowin at the time, and a little hazy. The look out in the ship did not see the schooner until he was close on her; then he yelled hard-a-lee! so I was told, for I didnt hear it, bein, as I said, sound asleep. But I heard and felt what followed plain enough. There came a crash like thunder. I was pitched head-foremost out o the berth, and would certainly have got my neck broken, but for the flimsy table in the cabin, which gave way and went to pieces under me, and thus broke my fall. I got on my legs, and shot up the companion like a rocket. I was confused enough, as you may suppose, but I must have guessed at once what was wrong  perhaps the rush of water told it me  for I leaped instantly over the side into the sea to avoid being sucked down by the sinking vessel. Down it went sure enough, and I was so near it that in spite of my struggles I was carried down a long way, and all but choked. However, up I came again like a cork. You always said I was light-headed, Bax, and I do believe that was the reason I came up so soon!

Well, I swam about for ten minutes or so, when a boat rowed up to the place. It had been lowered by the ship that ran me down. I was picked up and taken aboard, and found that she was bound for Australia!

Ha! that just suited you, I fancy, said Bax.

Of course it did, but thats not all. Who dye think the ship belonged to? Youll never guess;  to your old employers, Denham, Crumps, and Company! She is named the Trident, after the one that was lost, and old Denham insisted on her sailing on a Friday. The sailors said she would be sure to go to the bottom, but they were wrong, for we all got safe to Melbourne, after a very good voyage.

Well, Ive little more to tell now. On reaching Melbourne I landed

Without a sixpence in your pocket? asked Bax.

By no means, said Tommy, I had five golden sovereigns sewed up in the waist-band of my trousers, not to mention a silver watch like a saucepan given to me by old Jeph at parting, and a brass ring that I got from Bluenose! But its wonderful how fast this melted away in Melbourne. It was half gone before I succeeded in finding out what part of the country you had gone to. The rest of it I paid to a party of miners, who chanced to be coming here, for leave to travel and feed with them. They left me in the lurch, however, about two days walk from this place; relieving me of the watch at parting, but permitting me to keep the ring as a memorial of the pleasant journey we had had together! Then the rascals left me with provisions sufficient for one meal. So I came on alone; and now present myself to you half-starved and a beggar!

Here is material to appease your hunger, lad, said Harry Benton, with a laugh, as he tossed a mass of flour cake, known among diggers as damper, towards the boy.

And here, added Bax, pitching a small bag of gold-dust into his lap, is material to deliver you from beggary, at least for the present. As for the future, Tommy, your own stout arms must do the rest. Youll live in our tent, and well make a gold-digger of you in a couple of days. I could have wished you better fortune, lad, but as you have managed to make your way to this out-o-the-way place, I suppose youll want to remain.

I believe you, my boy! said Tommy, with his mouth full of damper.

So Tommy Bogey remained with his friends at the Kangaroo Flats, and dug for gold.

For several years they stuck to the laborious work, during which time they dug up just enough to keep themselves in food and clothing. They were unlucky diggers. Indeed, this might have been said of most of the diggers around them. Those who made fortunes, by happening to find rich spots of ground, were very few compared with the host of those who came with light hearts, hoping for heavy pockets, and went away with heavy hearts and light pockets.

We shall not follow the fortunes of those three during their long period of exile. The curtain was lifted in order that the Reader might take a glance at them in the far-off land. They are a pleasant trio to look upon. They do not thirst feverishly for the precious metal as many do. Their nightly reading of the Word saves them from that. Nevertheless, they work hard, earn little, and sleep soundly. As we drop the curtain, they are still toiling and moiling, patiently, heartily, and hopefully, for gold.




Chapter Nineteen.

Denham Longs for Fresh Air, and Finds it.

There came a day, at last, in which foul air and confinement, and money-making, began to tell on the constitution of Mr Denham; to disagree with him, in fact. The rats began to miss him, occasionally, from Redwharf Lane, at the wonted hour, and, no doubt, gossiped a good deal on the subject over their evening meals, after the labours and depredations of the day were ended!

They observed too (supposing them to have been capable of observation), that when Mr Denham did come to his office, he came with a pale face and an enfeebled step; also with a thick shawl wrapped round his neck. These peculiarities were so far taken advantage of by the rats that they ceased to fly with their wonted precipitancy when his step was heard, and in course of time they did not even dive into their holes as in former days, but sat close to them and waited until the merchant had passed, knowing well that he was not capable of running at them. One large young rat in particular  quite a rattling blade in his way  at length became so bold that he stood his ground one forenoon, and deliberately stared at Mr Denham as he tottered up to the office-door.

We notice this fact because it occurred on the memorable day when Mr Denham admitted to himself that he was breaking down, and that something must be done to set him up again. He thought, as he sat at his desk, leaning his head on his right hand, that sea-air might do him good, and the idea of a visit to his sister at Deal flitted across his mind; but, remembering that he had for many years treated that sister with frigid indifference, and that he had dismissed her son Guy harshly and without sufficient reason from his employment a few years ago, he came to the conclusion that Deal was not a suitable locality. Then he thought of Margate and Ramsgate, and even ventured to contemplate the Scotch Highlands, but his energy being exhausted by illness, he could not make up his mind, so he sighed and felt supremely wretched.

Had there been any one at his elbow, to suggest a plan of some sort, and urge him to carry it out, he would have felt relieved and grateful. But plans for our good are usually suggested and urged by those who love us, and Denham, being a bachelor and a misanthrope, happened to have no one to love him. He was a very rich man  very rich indeed; and would have given a great deal of gold at that moment for a very small quantity of love, but love is not a marketable commodity. Denham knew that and sighed again. He felt that in reference to this thing he was a beggar, and, for the first time in his life, experienced something of a beggars despair.

While he sat thus, musing bitterly, there came a tap at the door.

Come in.

The tapper came in, and presented to the astonished gaze of Mr Denham the handsome face and figure of Guy Foster.

I trust you will forgive my intrusion, uncle, said Guy in apologetic tones, as he advanced with a rather hesitating step, but I am the bearer of a message from my mother.

Denham had looked up in surprise, and with a dash of sternness, but the expression passed into one of sadness mingled with suffering. He pointed to a chair and said curtly, Sit down, as he replaced his forehead on his hand, and partially concealed his haggard face.

I am deeply grieved, dear uncle, continued Guy, to see you looking so very ill. I do sincerely hope

Your message? interrupted Denham.

My mother having heard frequently of late that you are far from well, and conceiving that the fresh air of Deal might do you good, has sent me to ask you to be our guest for a time. It would afford us very great pleasure, I assure you, uncle.

Guy paused here, but Mr Denham did not speak. The kindness of the unexpected and certainly unmerited invitation, put, as it was, in tones which expressed great earnestness and regard, took him aback. He felt ill at ease, and his wonted self-possession forsook him. Probably much of this was owing to physical weakness.

Come, uncle, said Guy affectionately, you wont refuse us? We all live together in the cottage now, but we dont quite fill it; there is still one room to spare, and my wife will be delighted to

Your wife! exclaimed Denham in amazement.

Yes, uncle, replied Guy in some surprise. Did you not get our cards?

Mr Denham rested his forehead again in his hand in some confusion, for he remembered having received a letter long ago, the address of which he knew to be in his nephews hand, and supposing it to be an application to be taken back into the office, he had tossed it into the fire without opening it. Feeling much perplexed, he said Oh, ah,  what is the ladys name?

Lucy Burton was her maiden name, said Guy; she is the daughter of an Independent minister, who was formerly a scripture-reader in Ramsgate.

Humph! ejaculated Denham. Pray, may I ask what your profession is now?

I am cashier in the office of a very intimate friend of ours  Mr Summers.

What! the house with which we do so much business?

The same, said Guy with a smile; but tell me, uncle, will you come and stay with us? Do say you will, if it were only for a week or two.

Ill think of it, nephew.

Mr Denham did think of it. More than that, he went, and said he would stay a week. He stayed a week, and found himself in such comfortable quarters that he resolved to stay a fortnight. He did so, and then agreed to remain a month. Finally, it became a standing joke with Bluenose, who was a frequent visitor at the cottage kitchen, that he (Denham) was no better than the play-actors, who were always at their last week but one, and never could get any farther.

But Mr Denhams health did not improve. He had imbibed so much tar and fog and filth through his nostrils that his constitution could not recover from the effects, and at last it began to dawn upon him that health was of greater value than gold; that the accumulation of wealth was not the main object for which man had been created; that there was a future in regard to which it would be well that he should now make some inquiries.

Here Mr Denham turned by a sort of instinct to Amy Russell, whose face was like a beam of sunshine in Sandhill cottage, and whose labours among the poor and the afflicted showed that she regarded life in this world as a journey towards a better; as an opportunity of doing good; as a ladder leading to a higher and happier sphere. In regard to this sphere he (Denham) knew next to nothing  except, of course, intellectually. Mr Denham turned to the right quarter for comfort, and found it.

Still the merchants health did not improve, so his physicians recommended a sea-voyage. At an earlier period in his career he would as soon  sooner perhaps  have taken a balloon voyage, but sickness had taught him wisdom. He gave in; consented to take a passage in one of his own ships, the Trident (which had made several good voyages to Australia), and ere long was ploughing over the billows of the South Seas on his way to the antipodes. Such is life!

Wonderful coincidences are of constant occurrence in this world. It chanced that in the same year that Mr Denham made up his mind to take a voyage to Australia and back, Bax and Tommy Bogey made up their minds to give up digging for gold, and return to their native land. Their companion, Harry Benton, preferred to remain in the colony.

Bax and Tommy had only made enough to keep themselves alive in the gold-fields until their last year; but, during this year they had been more successful. They hit on a good claim, worked it out, and cleared two thousand pounds! With this they resolved to retire, and push their fortunes at home. Believing that they could realise more by carrying their gold home in dust and nuggets than by selling it in the colony, they had it packed in boxes, and took it aboard ship along with them. The ship that chanced to be ready to sail for England at this time was the Trident, and almost the first face they saw on going aboard was the well-known visage of Mr Denham!

Sea air had done him good. He looked strong and well  comparatively. Bax and he started, and gazed in surprise on each other.

How are you? said Denham with some stiffness of manner.

Thank you, very well, answered Bax.

Then both men felt and looked a little awkward.

A-hem! coughed Denham.

Hope youre well, sir? said Bax.

There was little in the words, but there was much in the tone in which this was said. Mr Denham advanced and held out his hand. Bax shook it warmly. They were sufficiently good friends during the whole of that voyage, although there was just enough of remembrance of former days in the breast of each to prevent anything like cordiality between them.

The homeward voyage was prosperous. Favouring gales wafted them on their way. No storms arose to cause anxiety to the brave, or to terrify the timid, and few incidents worthy of notice occurred until after they had doubled the Cape of Good Hope. But soon after this they met with an adventure which deserves record.




Chapter Twenty.

A Fire at Sea.

On the troubled breast of the Atlantic, a little to the southward of that great collection of sea-weed, known by the name of the Sargasso Sea, lay a large ship.

She was in distress, for her flag was hoisted with the Union Jack down. The nature of her distress was apparent from a column of thick smoke that issued from the fore-hatch. The most terrible of all calamities had befallen her  she was on fire!

That she was an emigrant ship was apparent from the great number of human beings  men, women, and children  who crowded her decks. Before the fire broke out she had weathered a severe gale, the effects of which had not yet passed away, for, although there was little wind, the waves were still high, and the burning ship rolled and plunged heavily.

How the fire originated no one could tell, but the instant it was discovered, the captain, who was a brave and able man, took prompt measures for its extinction. But his utmost efforts failed of success, because (the old story) there was no suitable machinery on board for the extinction of fire! The owners of this ship, however, were not, like too many, utterly regardless of human life. On the contrary they had done a great deal  much more than is done by many ship-owners  for the comfort and safety of those who had entrusted their lives to them. There were boats on board sufficient to carry the entire crew and passengers; and two of these were lifeboats. There was also a large supply of life-buoys and life-jackets; the latter being made of cork, in such a form that the wearers might be able to work in them without inconvenience. But in preparing the ship for sea, fire had not been sufficiently considered. There was no fire-engine aboard. Buckets there were, and these were plied with vigour, but, as we have said, without success.

Finding that the fire continued to gain strength, the captain ordered the ship to be scuttled; in other words, to be flooded by opening the lower ports and letting the sea rush in. The ship was one of those old East Indiamen, which in former days carried guns and marines like our men-of-war. The ports were soon knocked out, and the sea burst in, foaming and splashing like a mill-race when the sluice is drawn as it swept towards the hold, carrying boxes, bulk-heads, loose furniture and all before it. When it poured in a mighty cataract into the hold, the terrified multitude that crowded the upper deck entertained the hope for a few minutes that the fire would certainly be put out. Their hope was quickly crushed, for the ship soon gave signs of being waterlogged and threatened to settle down, rendering it necessary to close the ports before the fire was subdued.

A wail of despair rose, from them when this was done, for now they knew that the ship was doomed, and that death in two of its most appalling forms stared them in the face. The scene that followed was heart-rending. The more timid among the passengers lost self-command. Some fell on their knees, and with bitter cries implored God to have mercy on them. Others took passionate farewell of each other, or sat clinging to each other in the silence of despair. Many became frantic, rushed about the decks and tore their hair, and a few of the braver spirits moved calmly and silently about, doing anything that required to be done, or coolly making preparation for the last struggle.

Among these last were several women, who, sustained by the Christians hope, went about comforting their companions and calming the poor children. In some cases they became the centres of little groups of men and women, who listened intently while they read the word of God, or joined with them in prayer. Many cursing lips had become silent now, or tremblingly attempted to call on our Saviour, for the first time, in earnest.

Meanwhile the officers and crew were not idle. Preparation was made to lower the boats. The lifebuoys and belts were got ready, and everything was done to facilitate the abandoning of the vessel before she should be utterly consumed.

The ordinary ships boats were converted into lifeboats by the simple contrivance of fastening small empty casks all round them under the seats, and a large-sized cask in the stern and bow of each.

As the sea was still running high, the operation of lowering was a matter of difficulty and danger. The women and children were put into the first boat while it hung suspended at the davits. Two men stood by to detach the hooks that held the boat by the bow and stern the instant she should touch the water. This was the moment of danger; for, if one man should succeed in this and the other fail, the inevitable consequence would be that the stern or the bow of the boat would be jerked into the air, and the people in her hurled into the sea.

Four boats were lowered and cast off in safety. The fifth, which contained men chiefly, with only two or three women and no children, was upset. The man in the bow could not detach his hook; it remained fast while the stern hook was cast off; and when the ship rose it hung suspended by the bow. Instantly the people in her were struggling in the waves. The captain, knowing that this might occur, had ordered a dozen of the strongest of his men to put on cork life-belts, and stand in the main chains to be in readiness. These at once leaped into the sea, and supported the people, until another boat was lowered for them. But a misfortune here befell them. While one of the boats was swinging it was dashed against the ships side so violently as to be stove in and rendered useless. This accident happened also to another boat, so that, even by overloading those that remained, it would now be impossible to accommodate every one.

In this dilemma, the captain at once gave orders to heave overboard all the spare spars and the hencoops, together with enough of cordage for the construction of a raft. This was promptly done, and the raft was sufficiently far advanced in the course of an hour to admit of the emigrants being placed upon it.

It was during the formation of this raft that the great value of the life-belts became manifest. While the spars were in a loose and half-fastened state, the men were obliged to work in the water. To have done this without the support of the belts would have been very exhausting, almost impossible; but with their floating power the men could work with both hands, and move about almost as freely in the water as on land.

The life-buoys were also of the greatest value at this time; for the burning ship became so hot, before the raft was ready, that the passengers were obliged to jump overboard and get upon it as they best could, or float about until there was room for them all. In these circumstances the buoys were the means of saving the lives of some who could not swim.

It was late in the evening when the raft was commenced, and night was far advanced before it was completed. During all this time the boats remained close to it, after having hauled it a short distance from the burning ship, which latter was now a mass of flame from the deck to the mast-heads, rendering the whole scene as bright as day. After the rigging was consumed, and the masts had fallen over the side, the hull continued to burn, for a considerable time, with less flame but with a dull red glow that afforded sufficient light to the workers. It was fortunate the light lasted so long, for the night was so dark that it would otherwise have been almost impossible to have worked at the raft  tossed and rolled about as it was by the heavy sea.

It was a strange weird sight, that busy glowing scene of disaster out upon the black ocean at midnight; and wonderful  unaccountable  did it appear in the eyes of the night-watch on board the Trident, as that ship came over the sea, ploughing up the water before a steady breeze which had sprung up soon after the sun went down.

What can it be? said Mr Denham to the captain when they first observed the light on the horizon.

A steamer, perhaps, replied the captain.

No steamer ever spouted fire like that, said Bax, who was the only other passenger on deck, all the others having gone to rest; the steamers on the American lakes and rivers do indeed spout sparks and flames of fire like giant squibs, but then they burn wood. Ocean steamers never flare up like that. I fear it is a ship on fire.

Think you so? Steer straight for it, captain, said Mr Denham, whose heart, under the influence of bad health, and, latterly, of considerable experience in the matter of human suffering, had become a little softer than it used to be.

The ships course was altered, and long before the wreck was reached her decks swarmed with men and women who had got up in haste at the first mention of the word fire  some of them with a confused notion that their own vessel was in danger!

It was indeed a novel and terribly interesting sight to most of those on board the Trident. At first they saw the burning vessel like a red meteor rising on the waves and disappearing in the hollows; then the flames grew fierce, and spread a halo round the doomed ship that shone out vividly against the surrounding darkness. This latter was rendered intensely deep by contrast with the light. Then the masts went over the side, and a bright volume of sparks and scattered tongues of flame shot up into, the sky, after which the hull shone like a glow-worm until they drew quite near. The busy workers at the raft were too anxiously intent on their occupation to observe the approach of the Trident, whose black hull was nearly invisible, and whose small lanterns might well have been overlooked on such an occasion.

They dont see us, observed Mr Denham.

This was abundantly evident. Within the circle of red light, they could see the raft and the boats floating close to it; the men in cork-jackets toiling in the water and on floating spars, with ropes, handspikes, and axes. It was not until the Trident herself came within the circle of light, and hove-to, with flapping sails, that the people in the boats became aware of her presence.

Then, indeed, there arose a shout of joy such as could be uttered only by men and women snatched suddenly and unexpectedly from the very jaws of death. Again and again it burst forth, and was replied to by the people in the Trident, many of whom were so excited by the scene, and so overjoyed at the thought of having come up in time to save so many human beings, that they burst into tears; while others went down on their knees and thanked God fervently.

Seeing that the people were getting excited, and knowing that order must be preserved, if the work that lay before them was to be done speedily and without accident, the captain sprang into the rigging, ordered the women and children to go below, and assured the male passengers that if any of them showed a disposition to be obstinate or unruly they also should be ordered below. This had the desired effect. Order was at once restored, and the captain then called for volunteers from among the stoutest of those on board to go into the chains, and lift the women and children out of the boats.

The appeal was responded to by all the strong men in the ship  foremost and, strongest among whom was our friend Bax. From among these the captain selected the men that seemed best able for the work they undertook to do; and this, be it understood, was no childs play.

The state of the sea rendered it extremely difficult and dangerous to bring the boats alongside, heavily laden as they were with human beings. To get the men on board would be difficult enough, even although they would in most cases be able to spring, and lay hold of ropes, and otherwise help themselves; but to get out the women and children by such means was not to be thought of. The men of the Trident who had the strongest arms and chests were therefore sent into the chains, where they leaned forward in slings with outstretched arms, and whenever the boats sheered up close enough they caught the women or children in their vice-like grasp and dragged them on board.

Bax, owing to his unusual strength and breadth of shoulders, was peculiarly fitted for this laborious duty. His long reach of arm enabled him to stretch far beyond the others, and in several instances he caught hold of and rescued women after his companions had failed. Thus a much larger portion of the work fell upon him than on any of the others.

In this sort of work Tommy Bogey was of no use whatever; and severely did his youth and want of physical strength press upon his spirits that night, poor boy! But Tommys nature would not allow him to sit down and do nothing. Feeling that he could not do manly work, he set himself with right good-will to womanly employment. He assisted in carrying the children below when they were handed over the side, helped to strip them, and brought dry clothing and blankets, besides doing an immense amount of what may be termed stewardess work for the poor ladies. There were others on board who worked willingly and well, but none who were so ubiquitous as he; none who knew so thoroughly what to do and how to do it, and none, certainly, who did everything with such a superabundance of energy.

Once or twice Tommy stopped in the middle of these occupations to see how Bax was getting on; for to his rather partial eyes it seemed that his friend was doing the whole work, and that everybody else was merely looking on!

On one of these occasions he saw Bax sustaining the weight of an old man and a young woman.

The girl was the old mans daughter; she had clung to him in the boat and refused to let him go, having lost self-command through terror. Ignorant of this, and observing that the old man could not help himself, Bax grasped him under the arms the first time he came within reach. The boat was immediately swept away by the passing wave, leaving the old man and the girl, who still clung with a death-like grasp to him, suspended in the air. Baxs great strength enabled him to support this double weight, but he could not draw them up. A comrade stooped to assist him, but the strain on the sling was so great that it gave way, and Bax, with his burden, fell into the sea like lead.

Tommy saw this happen. There were plenty of loose ropes about. He seized the end of one and leaped overboard instantly. He sank for a second or two, and on coming to the surface looked hastily round. A hand was raised above the water near him. He knew it to be that of his friend, and struck out for it, but it disappeared. Again it rose, and there was a convulsive grasping of the fingers. Tommy made one stroke and placed the rope in it. The fingers closed like a vice. Next moment the ship rose and lifted Bax completely out of the water, with the old man and the girl still clinging to him. Before the ship sank again the boat sheered up, and they were all pulled into it!

To leap on board the Trident again, and resume his position with a new and stronger sling, was comparatively easy work for Bax. Tommy clambered up, too, close behind him. Passing a strong rope round his friends waist, he said quietly:

It wont do to risk that again.

True, Tommy, said Bax; run below and fetch me a glass o brandy, lad. That last plunge almost floored me.

The boy leaped over the side and dived below. He reappeared in a few seconds with a tin can, with which he clambered over the side into the chains, and held it to his friends lips. Bax drained it at a draught, and Tommy left him without another word.

The whole of this scene was enacted with the utmost speed and energy. The spectators seemed to be paralysed with amazement at the quiet self-possession of the man and the boy, both of whom appeared to divine each others thoughts, and to work into each others hands with the precision and certainty of a machine; they did it all, too, as if they were entirely alone in the work. Until now they had been watched with breathless anxiety; but when Tommy gave Bax the can of brandy, and then gravely went below with a baby that had just been rescued in his arms, there arose a wild cheer of admiration, not unmingled with laughter, from those who had witnessed his conduct.

But their attention was soon turned again to the boats, two of which still remained with their freight on the heaving water. Many incidents of a thrilling nature were enacted that night. One of the most interesting, perhaps, occurred soon after that which has just been related.

In one of the boats was the young wife of an emigrant, who, having been compelled to separate from his wife and child when they left the burning ship in the first boat, had come alongside of the Trident in another boat. Being an active man, he had caught a rope and hauled himself on board some time before his wife was rescued. The poor young mother had tied her infant tightly to her bosom by means of a shawl, in order to make sure that she should share its fate, whatever that might be.

When the boat sheered up alongside, her husband was standing in the chains, anxious to render her assistance. The woman chanced to come near to Bax, but not sufficiently so to grasp him. She had witnessed his great power and success in saving others, and a feeling of strong confidence made her resolve to be caught hold of by him, if possible. She therefore drew back from the grasp of a stout fellow who held out his brawny arms to her.

Bax noticed this occur twice, and understood the poor womans motive. Feeling proud of the confidence thus placed in him, he watched his opportunity. The boat surged up, but did not come near enough. It swept away from the ship, and the poor womans hands played nervously about the folds of the shawl, as she tried to adjust them more securely round her infant. Again the boat rose on a wave; the woman stood ready, and Bax stooped. It did not come quite near enough, but the disappointed woman, becoming desperate, suddenly put her foot on the gunwale, stood up at full length, and stretched out her arms. Bax just caught her by the hands when the boat was swept from under her.

Similar incidents had occurred so often that little anxiety was felt; but our heros strength was now thoroughly exhausted. He could not haul her up, he could only hold on and shout for assistance. It was promptly rendered, but before the poor woman could be rescued the infant slipped from the shawl, which the straightening of the mothers arms and her suspended position had loosened. A cry burst from the agonised father, who stooped, and stood in the attitude of one ready to plunge into the sea. The mother felt the child slipping, and a piercing shriek escaped from her as she raised her knees and caught it between them. With muscular power, intensified by a mothers love, she held the infant in this strange position until both were drawn up and placed in safety on the deck!

This was the last of Baxs achievements on that eventful night. He was so thoroughly worn out by the long-continued and tremendous exertions he had been called on to make, that his strength, great though it was, broke down. He staggered down into the cabin, flung himself, wet as he was, on a couch, and almost instantly fell into a sleep so deep that he could not be roused for more than a moment or two at a time. Seeing this, Tommy bade the bystanders leave him alone for a few minutes until he should come back, when, according to his own expression, he would screw him up all right and tight! Every one was by this time so thoroughly convinced that the boy was quite able to manage his friend that they stood still awaiting his return with much curiosity.

Tommy soon returned with a tumbler of hot brandy and water, followed by the steward with a pile of blankets.

Hold that a minute, said the boy, handing the tumbler to a little old gentleman who stood swaying to and fro with the motion of the vessel, and staring at Bax as if he had been a half-drowned sea-monster.

Now, then, cried Tommy, punching his friend severely in the ribs, seizing the hair of his head with both hands, and shaking him until his neck seemed dislocated,  to the surprise of all and the horror of not a few!

The result was that Bax grumbled angrily, half awoke, and raised himself on one elbow.

Drink, you tom-tit! said the boy, catching the tumbler from the old gentleman, and applying it to his friends lips.

Bax smiled, drank, and fell back on the pillow with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Then Tommy spread blanket after blanket over him, and tucked him in so neatly and with such a business-like air, that two or three mothers then present expressed their admiration and wonder in audible whispers.

While Bax was being thus carefully tended by Tommy and a knot of sympathisers, the passengers and crew vied with each other in making the rescued people as comfortable as circumstances would permit.

Meanwhile the Trident was again laid on her course, and, thus crowded with human beings, steered before favouring breezes for the shores of old England.




Chapter Twenty One.

Mysterious Doings.

We return, now, to the coast of Kent, and beg the reader to follow us into the Smugglers Cave at Saint Margarets Bay.

Here, in a dark corner, sat old Jeph. It was a stormy Sunday afternoon. The old man had gone to the Bay to visit Coleman, and accompany him to his place of worship. Jeph had wandered alone in the direction of the cave after church. He found that some one had recently cleared its mouth of the rubbish that usually filled it, and that, by bending low, he could gain an entrance.

Being of an adventurous disposition, the old man went in, and, seating himself on a projecting rock in a dark corner, fell into a profound reverie. He was startled out of this by the sound of approaching footsteps.

Come in, come in, said a deep hoarse voice, which Jeph at once recognised as that of Long Orrick, his old enemy. Come in, Nick; you seem to have got afeerd o the dark of late. Well be out o sight here, and Ill amuse ye till this squall blows over with an account o what I heerd the old man say.

This squall, as ye call it, wont blow over so soon as ye think, replied Rodney Nick in a sulky tone. Howsever, we may as well wait here as anywhere else; or die here for all that I care!

Hallo! messmate, wots ado that ye should go into the blues when were on the pint o making our fortins? said Orrick.

Ado! cried Rodney angrily, is it not bad enough to be called messmate by you, and not be able to deny it?

Youre civil, anyhow, said Orrick, with an oath.

I mean to be, retorted Nick, fiercely.

Come, come, its no use quarrelling, said Orrick, with an affectation of good-humour. Never say die! Nick; thems the words o the immortial Nelson, wen he gave the signal to blaze away at Trafalgar. But sit ye down here on this rock, and Ill tell ye all about wot I seed last night. Yed like to know, I dessay.

Id like to have knowd sooner, if you had seen fit to tell me, said Rodney Nick, in a gruff tone.

Well, then, keep yer mind easy, and here goes. You know as how I chanced to hear old Jeph make an appointment with that young puppy, Guy Foster, to meet him at the darkest hour o night at the tomb o Mary Bax. Thinks I, it wont be for nothin youre goin to meet at sich an hour in sich a place, my hearties, so Ill go an keep ye company in a private way!

You may be sure I was up to time. Two hours did I wait in the ditch behind the tomb, and I can tell ye, Nick, its desprit eerie work a-sittin there all alone of a dark night, a-countin of the beatins of yer art, an thinkin every shadow of the clouds is a ghost. Howsever, the old man came at last, and lies down flat on the grave, and begins to groan a bit. Arter that he takes to prayin, an, dye know, the way that old feller prays is a caution. The parsons couldnt hold a candle to him. Not that I ever heerd ony of em, but I spose they couldnt!

Well, he was cut short in the middle by the arrival of the puppy  .

Wot puppy? inquired Rodney.

Guy, to be sure; aint he the biggest puppy in Deal? said Orrick.

Mayhap, but he aint the longest, retorted Rodney; go on.

Humph!  well, down sits Guy on the head o the tombstone, and pats old Jeph on the shoulder.

Here I am, Jeph; come now, what is it you are so anxious to tell me?

The old man sat up: Im goin to die, says he.

Nonsense, cried the young un, in a cheerie tone, by way of dont say that. Youre as tough as an old bosn. Come, that wasnt what you wanted to tell me, Im sure.

Ay, but it was, says the old man in sich an earnest voice that the young un was forced to become serious. Listen, Guy, he goes on, Im goin to die, an theres no one in this world as Ive got to look after me.

Guy was goin to interrupt him at this point, but he laid his hand on his shoulder and bade him be silent.

Ive got no relations, Guy, except two, says he, an Ive no childer. I never married. The only girl I ever loved lies under the cold, cold sod. You know that Im a poor man, an the two relations I spoke of are rich  rich  ay, and theyre fond o money. Mayhap thats the reason they are rich! Moreover, they know Ive got the matter o forty pounds or thereabouts, and I know that when I die theyll fight for it  small though it is, and rich though they be  and my poor fortune will either go to them or to the lawyers. Now, Guy, this must not be; so I want you to do me a kindness. Im too old and frail to go about matters o business, an I never was good at wot they call business in my best days, so I want you to pay all my debts for me, and bring me the receipts.

Ill do it, Jeph, said Guy, and much more than that, if youll only tell me how I can serve you; but you mustnt speak in that sorrowful way about dying.

Sorrowful! cries the old man, quite surprised like; bless your heart, Im not sorrowful. Dont the Book say, Its better to be absent from the body and present with the Lord? (ah, you may grin as you please, Nick, but I give ye the xact words o the old hypocrite.) No, no, Guy, continued Jeph, Ill be right glad to go; many a sad yet pleasant hour have I spent here, but Im weary now, and would fain go, if the Lord will. Now, its my opinion that Ive just two weeks to live

Jeph! exclaimed Guy.

Dont interrupt me, lad. Ive got two weeks to live, so I want you to go and arrange about my funeral. Get a coffin made  I used to be six feet when I was young, but I dessay Im shorter now  and get the undertaker to cast up beforehand wot itll all come to, and pay him, and bring me the receipts. Will ye do this, lad?

I will, if you wish it, but

If I didnt wish it I wouldnt ask it.

Well, Jeph, said Guy, earnestly, I will do it.

Thankee, lad, thank ee. I knowd ye would, so I brought the money with me. Here it is  forty pounds all told; youll pay for the things, and bring me the receipts, and keep the rest and use it in the service of God. I know I can trust you, lad, so thats enough. All I want is to prevent my small savins goin to the winds, or to those as dont need em; you understand how to give it to those as do.

Is that all? said Rodney Nick, impatiently.

No thats not all, replied his companion, though if it was all, its a rather coorious fact, for which ye might thank me for takin the trouble to tell you. But youre thankless by nature. It seems to me that nother you nor mes likely to trouble Guy Foster to look arter our spare cash in that way! But that aint the end o my story yet.

What! you didnt rob em? eh! you didnt pitch into the Puppy, and ease him o the shiners?

Rodney Nick said this with a sneer, for he was well aware that his boastful companion would not have risked a single-handed encounter with Guy on any consideration.

No, I didnt; it warnt worth the trouble, said Orrick, but  you shall hear. Arter the old man had said his say, Guy asked him if that was all, for if it was, he didnt see no occasion to make no secret about it.

No, said the old man, thats not all. I want you to take charge of a packet, and give it to Bax after Im gone. No one must break the seal but Bax. Poor Bax, Id thought to have seen him once again before I went. Ill leave the old house to him; it aint worth much, but you can look arter it for him, or for Tommy Bogey, if Bax dont want it. Many a happy evening weve spent in it together. I wanted to give you the parcel here  here out on the dark Sandhills, where no one but God hears us. Its wonderful what a place the town is for eavesdroppin! so I made you come out here. You must promise me never to open the packet unless you find that Bax is dead; then you may open it, and do as you think fit. You promise me this?

I do, said Guy, as the old man pulled a small packet, wrapped in brown paper, from his breast pocket, and put it into his hands. Then, they rose and went away together.

Well? said Rodney Nick.

Well! echoed Long Orrick, wot then?

What next? what dye want to do? inquired Rodney.

Do, cried Orrick, I mean to get hold o that packet if I can, by fair means or by foul, thats wot I mean to do, and I mean that you shall help me!

The reader may imagine what were the feelings of the poor old man as he sat in the dark corner of the cave listening to this circumstantial relation of his most secret affairs. When he heard Long Orricks last words, and felt how utterly powerless he was in his weakness to counteract him in his designs, he could not prevent the escape of a deep groan.

The effect on the two men was electrical. They sprang up, filled with superstitious horror, and fled precipitately from the cave.

Old Jeph staggered out after them, and made for the cottage of his friend Coleman. The latter met him near the threshold.

Why, Jeph, is this you? Ive bin searchin for ye more than an hour, and come to the conclusion ye must ha gone home; but why, youre ill, Jeph!

Ay, Im ill, come, help me home.

Nay, not this night, you shall stop with me; the missusll give you a cup o tea as will do yer old heart good.

No, I must go home now, said Jeph, in a tone so decided that his friend was staggered.

You cant walk it, you know, in a stormy night like this.

I will walk it, said Jeph.

Come, then, if youre bent on it, youd better go in your own lugger; its here just now, agoin to put off in ten minutes or so. Nothin ever stops Bluenose, blow high, blow low. Wen he wants to go off to sea, he goes off, right or wrong. But youll take a glass o grog first.

Old Jeph would not do this, so he was led down to the beach by Coleman, where they found the boat being launched.

Good-bye, old man, said Coleman, helping him over the side.

Good-bye,  farewell, said Jeph earnestly. I came here to-day a-purpose to say farewell; shake hands, God bless you.

The coast-guard-man was surprised by the warmth of his friends manner, as well as by his words; but before he could ask him what he meant, the boat was run down the beach and out to sea. An hour later old Jeph was carefully put to bed in his own cottage, by his friend Captain Bluenose.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Storm and the Wreck.

Guy Foster, clad in a sou-wester hat and oilskin coat, stood at the end of the pier of Ramsgate Harbour, with his sweet wife, Lucy, clinging to his arm, and a sturdy boy of about four years old, holding on with one hand to the skirts of his coat, and with the other grasping the sleeve of his silver-haired grandsire, Mr Burton.

It was night, and a bitter gale was blowing from the north-east, accompanied by occasional showers, of sleet. Crowds of seamen and others stood on the pier eagerly watching the lifeboat, which was being got ready to put off to sea.

It is too cold for you, darling, said Guy, as he felt Lucys arm tremble.

Oh no! I should like to stay, said Lucy, anxiously. Just then a tremendous wave burst on the massive stone pier, and a shower of spray fell upon the crowd. Lucy and her companions received a copious share of it.

You are wet through, dear, and so is Charlie, said Guy, remonstratively.

Well, I will go home, but you must come with us, papa. Guy wants to remain, I know.

The missionary gave his daughter his arm, and led her away, while Guy, pushing through the crowd, soon stood beside the lifeboat, the crew of which, already encased in their cork life-belts, were hastily taking their places.

There goes another rocket, cried one of those on the look-out; its from the North-sn-Head light.

Look alive, lads, cried the coxswain of the boat, more to relieve his feelings than to hurry the men, who were already doing their best.

The shrill note of a steam-whistle was heard at this moment, its piercing sound rising high above the shriek of the gale and the roaring of the sea. It was a signal from the steam-tug appointed to attend on the lifeboat, and told that steam was up and all ready to put to sea.

Put to sea on such a night! with the waves bursting in thunder on the shore, the foam seething like milk beneath, the wind shrieking like ten thousand fiends above, and the great billows lifting up their heads, as they came rolling in from the darkness of Erebus that lay incumbent on the raging sea beyond.

Ay, a landsman might have said madness with reason. Even a seaman might have said that without much apparent impropriety. But the boatmen of Ramsgate held a different opinion! The signal gun had been fired, the rocket had gone up, a wreck was known to be on the fatal Goodwin Sands, and they were as eager to face the storm as if encountering danger and facing death were pleasant pastime.

As the oars were about to be shipped, one of the crew stumbled, and struck his head so violently against the bollard, that he fell stunned into the bottom of the boat. Guy saw the accident as he stood on the edge of the pier. A sudden impulse seized him. At one bound he passed from the pier to the boat, which was already some half-dozen feet away, and took the seat and oar of the injured man. In the confusion and darkness, the others thought he was one of the supernumerary boatmen, and took no further notice of him. The boat was shoved back, the life-jacket was transferred to Guy, and the boatman was put ashore.

A few strokes brought the boat alongside the steam-tug.

Heave the warp! make fast! all right, steam a-head!

The whistle shrieked again, the warp tautened, and tug and lifeboat made for the mouth of the harbour. As they passed out an inspiring cheer was given by the crowd, and a rocket streamed up from the pier-head to signal the lightship that assistance was on the way.

The lifeboat which thus gallantly put off to the rescue in a storm so wild that no ordinary boat could have faced it for a moment without being swamped, was a celebrated one which had recently been invented and placed at this station  where it still lies, and may be recognised by its white sides and peculiar build.

Its history is interesting. In the year 1851 the Duke of Northumberland, then president of the Lifeboat Institution, offered a prize of 100 pounds for the best model of a lifeboat. The result was that 280 models and plans were sent to Somerset House for examination. The prize was awarded to Mr James Beeching, boat-builder at Great Yarmouth, who was ordered to construct a boat, after the pattern of his model, 36 feet long, with 12 oars.

The boat was built, and was found to be the most perfect of its kind that had ever been launched. It was the first self-righting boat ever constructed.

The three great points to be attained in the construction of a lifeboat are: buoyancy, the power of righting itself if upset, and the power of emptying itself if filled with water. Up to this date the lifeboats of the kingdom were possessed of only the first quality. They could not be sunk; that was all. Of course that was a great deal, but it was far from sufficient. Mr Beechings boat united all three qualities.

Its self-righting principle was effected by means of two raised air-cases, one at the stem, the other at the stern, and a heavy metal keel. When overturned, the boat attempted, as it were, to rest on its two elevated cases, but these, being buoyant, resisted this effort, and turned the boat over on its side; the action being further assisted by the heavy keel, which had a tendency to drag the bottom downwards. Thus the upper part of the boat was raised by one action, and the bottom part depressed by the other, the result being that the boat righted itself immediately. In fact, its remaining in an inverted position was an impossibility.

The self-emptying principle was accomplished by the introduction of six self-acting valves into the bottom of the boat, through which the water, when shipped, ran back into the sea! When we first heard of this we were puzzled, reader, as doubtless you are, for it occurred to us that any hole made in a boats bottom would inevitably let water in instead of out! The difficulty was cleared up when we saw the model. Beechings boat had a double floor, the upper one raised to a little above the level of the sea. The escapes were short metal pipes, the upper openings of which were fitted into holes in the upper floor. The lower ends passed through the bottom of the boat. The valves of the top opened downward, but could not be opened upwards, so that the rushing of the sea into the pipes from below was checked, but the rushing in of the sea from above pressed the valves open, and allowed the water to run out, in accordance with the well-known law that water must find its level. Thus, the upper floor being above the level of the sea, all the water ran out.

Boats on this principle, modified in some of the details by Mr Peake, of Her Majestys dockyard at Woolwich, are now adopted by the Lifeboat Institution. They right themselves in less than a minute, and free themselves of water in about the same time.

Besides the above advantages, Mr Beechings boat was fitted with the usual air-cases round the sides, and with a thick stripe of cork outside the gunwale; also with lines hanging over the sides in festoons, so that any one in the water, using them as stirrups, might get into the boat with ease. She was further provided with an anchor and cable; with strong but light lines attached to grappling irons at the bow and stern, which, when thrown into the rigging or upon a wreck, might fasten themselves to the ship and retain the boat without any other aid; also with a life-buoy, and a lantern for night work, besides numerous small articles.

This boat was purchased by the Harbour Commissioners of Ramsgate, and anchored close to the pier, in connexion with a powerful steam-tug (the fires of which were never allowed to die down), ready at any moment to fly to the rescue, on the signal of distress being given. This is the boat whose splendid deeds have so frequently of late drawn the attention and compelled the admiration of the whole country; and it was this boat that issued from Ramsgate harbour on the wild night referred to at the beginning of this chapter.

Both tide and wind were dead against them as they issued from the shelter of the pier and met the storm, but the steamer was very powerful; it buffeted the billows bravely, and gradually gained the neighbourhood of the Sands, where the breakers and cross seas beat so furiously that their noise, mingled with the blast, created a din which can only be described as a prolonged and hideous roar.

The night was extremely dark, and bitterly cold. Heavy seas continually burst over the steamers bulwarks, and swept her deck from stem to stern. The little lifeboat, far astern, was dragged by the strong hawser through a wild turmoil of water and spray. The men nestling under the gunwales clung to the thwarts and maintained their position, although sea after sea broke over them and well nigh washed them out.

At length they reached the light-ship; hailed her and were told that the wreck was on a high part of the shingles, bearing north-west from the light. Away they went in that direction, but, being unable to find her, made their way to the Princes light-ship, where they were told there was a large ship on the Girdler. Once more they steamed in the direction indicated, and soon discovered the wreck by the tar-barrels which she was burning. Just as they sighted her an enormous sea broke over the steamer with such violence as to stop her way for a moment, and cause her strong frame to quiver.

Look out, lads! cried the coxswain of the lifeboat, as the black water loomed up between them and the tug.

The men grasped the thwarts more firmly as a tremendous sea filled the boat to the gunwale. At this moment the checked steamer again leaped on her way; the stout hawser parted like a piece of twine, and the lifeboat was left behind. Hoisting the corner of its small sail they made for the wreck. No time was lost in bailing, as would have been the case with the boats of former years; a few seconds sufficed to empty her.

The wind was now blowing a complete hurricane with a terrific sea on, the horrors of which were increased by the darkness of the night, so that it was with the utmost difficulty they succeeded in getting alongside. The wreck was a coasting vessel with a crew of eighteen men. There were no women or children, so they were got into the boat without much loss of time, and safely conveyed to the tug which lay to for her little consort, about three-quarters of a mile off.

The lifeboat was again taken in tow, and they proceeded together towards Ramsgate, when another gun and signal-rocket recalled them to continue their arduous duties.

The sleet of a winters night beat furiously in the faces of these boatmen, as already much exhausted, they once again faced the storm. But the streaming rocket and the signal-gun seemed to infuse new life and vigour into their hardy frames. Out to sea they went again, and, having approached as near as they dared to the breakers, worked their way along the edge of the Sands, keeping a bright look-out for the vessel in distress. Up and down they cruised, but nothing could be seen of her.

At last, on the eastern side of the Sands, they descried a large ship looming against the dark sky.

There she is! shouted the coxswain.

The hawser was slipt, and the boat, detached from her bulky companion, pushed into the very vortex of the breakers.

To say that no other boat could have lived in such a sea, would convey but a faint notion of the powers of this boat. Any one of the deluging billows that again and again overwhelmed her would have swamped the best and largest boat that was ever launched, and, although the old lifeboats might have floated, they certainly could not have made much progress in such a sea, owing to the difficulty of getting rid of the water. But the Ramsgate boat was empty a few seconds after being filled. The men had to take no thought as to this, except to see to it that they should not be washed out of her.

On getting alongside, they found the wreck to be a very large ship. Its black hull towered high above them, and the great yards swayed with fearful violence over their heads. A single glance showed that she was crowded with men and women.

The grapnels were thrown, and Guy starting up, seized the immense boat-hook, used by lifeboats, and stood ready to hook on to the rigging. He succeeded in fixing the hook, but a violent lurch of the ship tore the handle out of his grasp and cast him into the bottom of the boat. Just then a man was seen to run out on the main-yard, and slip down by a rope close to the sea. The boat sheered up towards him, and several arms were stretched out to save; but the boat glided away and the succeeding wave engulfed him. Only for a second however. When it passed the man was still seen clinging to the rope; the boat once again sheered up so close that he was induced to let go his hold. He dropped into the sea close alongside, caught one of the life-lines, and next instant was in the boat.

All right! Give me the boat-hook, he cried, seizing the handle as he spoke, and affixing it with the strength of a giant to the chains of the ship.

The tone of this mans voice thrilled to Guys heart. He sprang forward and seized him by the arm. One glance was sufficient.

Bax!

Guy!

There was no time for more. The astonishment of both was extreme, as may well be supposed, and that of Guy was much increased when he heard another familiar voice shout  

All right, Bax?

All right, Tommy; let them look alive with the women and children; get up a light if you can. There were others in the lifeboat who recognised these voices, but life and death were trembling in the balance at that moment; they dared not unbend their attention from the one main object for an instant.

Some one in the Trident (for it was indeed that ill-fated ship) seemed to have anticipated Baxs wish. Just as he spoke, a torch made of tar and oakum was lighted, and revealed the crowded decks, the raging sea that sought to swallow them up, and the lifeboat surging violently alongside. It was an appalling scene: the shrieks of the women and children, mingled with the howling wind, the rush of the waves on the ships side, and the shouting of men, created a din so horrible that many a stout heart quailed. Fortunately the men who were the most active in the work of saving others were so taken up with what they were about, that there was no room for thought of personal danger.

The first human being placed in the boat was a little child. Its mother, despairing of being saved herself, pressed through the crowd, held her little one over the side, and cried out Save my child! Bax leaped on the air-chamber at the bow of the boat, and grasping the shoulder of a boatman with one hand, stretched out the other towards the child; but the boat swooped forward and brought him close under the chains, where a sailor held a woman suspended in his arm, ready to drop her into the boat when it should come close alongside. It did not, however, approach sufficiently near. The next wave carried them back, and enabled Bax to seize the child and lay it in a place of safety. The mother was soon beside it, and in a short time the boat was quite filled.

Bax then leaped into the mizzen-chains, the lifeboat pushed off, and conveyed her cargo to the steam-tug. They took off 25 women and children the first trip. The steamer then towed the boat into position, to enable her again to make straight for the wreck. By this means much valuable time was saved, and more trips were made than could have been accomplished in the time by any lifeboat without the aid of a steamer.

All the women and children, and some of the male passengers, had been safely conveyed to the tug, when an accident happened which well-nigh destroyed the boat. This was the sudden falling of the mainmast of the Trident. With a rending crash it fell on the boat, overturned it, and held it down, so that its self-righting principle was neutralised. The crew being secured against sinking by their life-jackets, succeeded in clambering into the ship  many of them more or less bruised and cut. The coxswain, however, did not appear; he seemed to have been lost.

Hes under the boat! gasped Guy, who having been entangled in the wreck of the mast was the last to get on board.

Axes, men! shouted the Captain of the Trident.

A hundred pounds to the man who saves him! cried a voice from the quarter-deck.

Who is this that is so liberal of his gold at a time when a hundred thousand pounds could not avail to save one hair of his own head? He clings to the mizzen-shrouds with a face so ashy pale that Guy Foster scarce recognises his own uncle! Ah! Denham, you have seen a storm and a wreck at last, in circumstances you little dreamed of when, years ago, Guy predicted that you would change your mind in regard to these matters; and it would seem that your experience has done you no little good!

But, although Mr Denham shouted his best, no one heard him. Not the less on that account, however, did the strong men wield their axes and hew asunder the tough ropes and spars. Bax, as usual, was prominent in action. He toiled as if for life; and so it was for life, though not his own. Small was the hope, yet it was enough to justify the toil. The curvature of the lifeboat was so great that it was possible a portion of air sufficient to maintain life might be confined within it. And so it turned out. For twenty minutes they toiled; the boat was finally cleared; Bax struck the blow that set it free, and dragged the coxswain out as it turned over. He was found to be alive though almost exhausted!

Once more they pushed off with a full load of human beings. Among them were Mr Denham, Bax, and Tommy Bogey. The greater part of the crew, and some of the male passengers, still remained in the wreck awaiting their turn.

When the boat had advanced about a hundred yards a cry of distress was heard, but the noise of wind and waves was so great that they thought it might have been mere imagination. Nevertheless, so much were they impressed, that the coxswain put about and returned towards the wreck. Too soon they discovered that it had been the death-cry of those who were left behind, for not a vestige of the Trident remained! The ill-fated vessel had been suddenly broken up and utterly swept away!

In their anxiety to save any who might yet survive, and be clinging to portions of the wreck, the boat cruised about for some time, and her captain was tempted to advance too far over the dangerous shoals. She struck suddenly with great violence, and remained fast on the sands. The utmost efforts were made to haul off, but in vain. The boat was hurled again and again on the ridges of sand;  passed over several of them, and became hopelessly entangled.

Those well-known ripples that one sees on the shore, are, on the Goodwin Sands, magnified from an inch to nearly three feet. Over these the boat now began to surge.

Hoist the sail! up with it! cried the coxswain as they suddenly passed into deeper water. Some of the men began to hope that they had crossed the shoals, but they were mistaken.

The order was obeyed, and the boat rushed forward wildly, with its lee gunwale buried deep in the sea; another moment and it struck again with tremendous violence. Those on board would have been torn out of her had they not clung to the seats with the energy of despair. It now became clear to all who knew the locality, that there was no alternative for them but to beat right across the Sands. The violence of the gale had increased. The night was pitchy dark, and the fearful shocks with which they struck the gigantic ripples on the banks, sent despair to the hearts of all, except the crew of the boat. These, knowing her capabilities, retained a vestige of hope.

Bax, being ignorant on this point, had given up all hope. He clung to the bollard, close beside the coxswain.

Its all over with us at last, he said, as the boat struck heavily, and was then lifted away on the crest of a roaring breaker.

It may be so, replied the coxswain, calmly; but if we escape being dashed on the wrecks that are scattered over the Sands, we may live it out yet.

And what of Mr Denham, the head of the wealthy firm, who years ago had expressed the opinion that lifeboats were unnecessary, and that those who devoted themselves to a sea-faring life ought to make up their minds to the chances and risks attending such a life? What thought he as he lay there in the bottom of the boat  terrified almost to death; shaken and bruised by the repeated and awful shocks; chilled by the intense cold, and drenched to the skin, with just enough life left to enable him to cling to a thwart;  what thought he on that terrible night?

Perchance he thought of his former life of pride, selfishness, and indifference to the woes of others. Perhaps he reflected that his own neglect in other days had something to do with his being here now. Whatever he thought he spoke not. His face was deadly pale. His lips were blue. He crouched, a hopeless, a helpless, and a pitiful object, in the bottom of the lifeboat.

Presently they struck again. Crash! Every timber groaned as the boat turned broadside to the sea, which made a clear breach over her. The coxswain and Bax alone stood up, both holding on to the mizzen-mast. The rest clung on as they best could to the thwarts, sometimes buried in water, often with only their heads above it. The tide was making, and as the boat passed each shoal the bow lifted first and swung round  then the stern, and it was clear again; but only to be hurled on the next ridge, when the sea once more burst over it, sweeping away everything that was loose.

It became necessary to alter the trim of the boat by moving some of the men from one part to another. The coxswain shouted the order, but only Guy Foster and two others were able to obey. All that the rest could do was to hold on with iron grasp for bare life. With some this had become the involuntary clutch of despair.

Thus on they went crashing and jerking from bank to bank amid the raging wind and surf and bitter cold. None save a lifeboat could have survived. To Bax it seemed miraculous.

What are you doin? said he to one of the men near him.

Im takin off my life-belt, he replied; itll be over all the quicker, and I dont want to be beatin about over the sands alive or dead longer than I can help; the sooner I go to the bottom the better.

Bax tried to cheer this man, but in vain. At first a few of the more sanguine spirits among them had endeavoured to cheer their comrades, but as time wore on their efforts ceased. All gave themselves up for lost, and no word was spoken by any one, save at long intervals, when a brief sharp cry of agonising prayer escaped from those who looked to God for consolation. Thus for two hours they beat over the sands  a distance of nearly two miles  each moment expecting to be overturned or dashed to pieces on some of the old wrecks. All this time the noble-hearted coxswain remained at his post, and Bax stood  hopeless indeed, yet watchful, beside him.

Suddenly the beating from ridge to ridge ceased. The boat swung into deep water, and rushed on her wild career over the foam! Those who were not utterly exhausted noticed the fact, and began to show symptoms of reviving hope and activity. Others, thoroughly worn out, remained utterly indifferent to the change.

Yes, the great danger was past! Sail was quickly made. The storm was still wild as ever, but with sufficient water below her, winds and waves were powerless for evil to the lifeboat. Rushing through the surf, she soon gained the harbour of Ramsgate, and all on board were landed in safety.

Ay, Reader, but the seeds of death had been sown that night. The boatmen returned to their homes, and the saved passengers and crew of the Trident were cared for by the authorities of the town, but one sad result was that several of those who had so nobly risked their lives to save others, never recovered from the effects of the sixteen hours of exposure to that pitiless storm.

Another and a glorious result was, that a hundred and twenty souls were snatched from a watery grave.




Chapter Twenty Three.

History of the Lifeboat.

We pause at this point in our story, good reader, to treat you to a little of what mankind is prone to consider dry, namely, a chapter of information and statistics. We dislike sailing under false colours, therefore we warn you at the outset of the nature of what is to follow.

And yet our subject ought not to be considered dry, for it is indissolubly connected with salt water, and if human hearts were suitably affected by the simple statement of facts, drops of salt water would frequently moisten these pages!

Please, do not skip. Multum in parvo shall be our motto.

Lionel Lukin, a coach-builder in London, was the inventor of the lifeboat. He took out a patent for it on the 2nd November, 1785, and wrote a pamphlet on lifeboats, entitled The Invention, Principles, and Construction of Insubmergible Boats. His boat was rendered buoyant by means of a projecting gunwale of cork, and hollow air-cases within it; one of these being at the head, the other at the stern. It was ballasted by means of a false iron keel. In these respects this boat possessed, in rudimentary form, the essentials of the lifeboat of the present day. A coble was converted into a lifeboat on these principles by Lukin, and launched at Bamborough, where, in the course of the first year, it was the means of saving many lives. This was the first lifeboat ever brought into action.

Lukin, though a man of energy and perseverance, was doomed to disappointment. The Prince of Wales (George the Fourth), to his credit be it said, was his warm and liberal patron, but even the Princes influence failed to awaken the sympathy of the public, or of the men in high places who alone could bring this great invention into general use. People in those days appeared to think that the annual drowning of thousands of their countrymen was an unavoidable necessity,  the price we had to pay, as it were, for our maritime prosperity. Lukin appealed in vain to the First Lord of the Admiralty, and to many other influential men, but a deaf ear was invariably turned to him. With the exception of the Bamborough coble, not a single lifeboat was placed at any of the dangerous localities on the east coast of England for several years. Wrecked men and women and children were (as far as the Naval Boards were concerned) graciously permitted to swim ashore if they could, or to go to the bottom if they couldnt! Ultimately, the inventor of the lifeboat went to his grave unrewarded and unacknowledged  at least by the nation; though the lives saved through his invention were undoubtedly a reward beyond all price. The high honour of having constructed and set in motion a species of boat which has saved hundreds and thousands of human lives, and perchance prevented the breaking of many human hearts, is certainly due to Lionel Lukin.

In 1789, the public were roused from their state of apathy in regard to shipwrecked seamen by the wreck of the Adventure of Newcastle, the crew of which perished in the presence of thousands who could do nothing to save them. Under the excitement of this disaster the inhabitants of South Shields met to deplore and to consult. A committee was appointed, and premiums were offered for the best models of lifeboats. Men came forward, and two stood pre-eminent  Mr William Wouldhave, a painter, and Mr Henry Greathead, a boat-builder, of South Shields. The former seems to have been the first who had a glimmering idea of the self-righting principle, but he never brought it to anything. Cork was the buoyant principle in his boat. Greathead suggested a curved keel. The chairman of the committee modelled a boat in clay which combined several of the good qualities of each, and this was given to Greathead as the type of the boat he was to build.

From this time forward lifeboats gradually multiplied. Greathead became a noted improver and builder of them. He was handsomely rewarded for his useful labours by Government and others, and his name became so intimately and deservedly associated with the lifeboat, that people erroneously gave him the credit of being its inventor.

The Duke of Northumberland took a deep interest in the subject of lifeboats, and expended money liberally in constructing and supporting them. Before the close of 1863, Greathead had built 31 boats, 18 for England, 5 for Scotland, and 8 for foreign countries. This was so far well; but it was a wretchedly inadequate provision for the necessities of the case. Interest had indeed been awakened in the public, but the public cannot act as a united body; and the Trinity House seemed to fall back into the sleep from which it had been partially aroused.

It was not till 1822 that the great (because successful) champion of the lifeboat stood forth,  in the person of Sir William Hillary, Baronet.

Sir William, besides being a philanthropist, was a hero! He not only devised liberal things, and carried them into execution, but he personally shared in the danger of rescuing life from the raging sea. Our space forbids a memoir, but this much may be said briefly. He dwelt on the coast of the Isle of Man, and established a Sailors Home at Douglas. He constantly witnessed the horrors of shipwreck, and seemed to make it his favourite occupation to act as one of the crew of boats that put off to wrecks. He was of course frequently in imminent danger; once had his ribs broken, and was nearly drowned oftentimes. During his career he personally assisted in saving 305 lives! He was the means of stirring up public men, and the nation generally, to a higher sense of their duty to those who risk their lives upon the sea; and eventually  in conjunction with two members of Parliament, Mr Thomas Wilson and Mr George Hibbert  was the founder of The Royal National Institution for the Preservation of Life from Shipwreck.

This noble Institution  now named The Royal National Lifeboat Institution  was founded on the 4th of March, 1824. From that date to the present time it has unremittingly carried out the great ends for which it was instituted.

Let us glance at these in detail, as given in their publication, The Lifeboat Journal.

The objects of the Institution are effected  

1st, By the stationing of lifeboats, fully equipped, with all necessary gear and means of security to those who man them, and with transporting carriages on which they can be drawn by land to the neighbourhood of distant wrecks, and by the erection of suitable houses in which the same are kept.

2nd, By the appointment of paid coxswains, who have charge of, and are held responsible for, the good order and efficiency of the boats, and by a quarterly exercise of the crew of each boat.

3rd, By a liberal remuneration of all those who risk their lives in going to the aid of wrecked persons, whether in lifeboats or otherwise; and by the rewarding with the gold or silver medal of the Institution such persons as encounter great personal risk in the saving of life.

4th, By the superintendence of an honorary committee of residents in each locality, who, on their part, undertake to collect locally what amount they are able of donations towards the first cost, and of annual contributions towards the permanent expenses of their several establishments.

In order to see how this work is, and has been, carried out, let us look at the results, as stated in the last annual report, that for 1864.

The lifeboats of the Institution now number 132, and some of them were the means of saving no fewer than 417 lives during the past year; nearly the whole of them in dangerous circumstances, amidst high surfs, when no other description of boats could have been launched with safety. They also took into port, or materially assisted, 17 vessels, which might otherwise have been lost. The number of persons afloat in the boats on occasions of their being launched was 6,000. In other words, our army of coast-heroes amounts, apparently, to that number. But in reality it is much larger, for there are hundreds of willing volunteers all round the coast ready to man lifeboats, if there were lifeboats to man. Although nearly every man of this 6000 risked his life again and again during the year, not a single life was lost.

Nearly all these boats have been supplied with transporting carriages and boat-houses by the Institution. The cost in detail is as follows:  

Lifeboat and her equipments 

300 pounds



Transporting carriage 

100 pounds



Boat-house (average cost) 

150 pounds



Total 

550 pounds



The sums granted last year for the saving of 714 lives by lifeboats, shore-boats, etcetera, amounted to nearly 1,300 pounds (about 1 pound 16 shillings 6 pence each life!) Fifteen silver medals and twenty-six votes of thanks, inscribed on vellum and parchment, were also awarded for acts of extraordinary gallantry.

The income of the Institution in 1863 amounted to 21,100 pounds. Fifteen new lifeboats were sent to various parts of the coast in that year.

It is interesting to observe in the report the persons by whom donations are sometimes given to the Institution. We read of 100 pounds from a sailors daughter; and 100 pounds as a thank-offering for preservation at sea, during the storm of 31st October last. Another thank-offering of 20 pounds, for preservation from imminent danger at sea, appears in the list. 100 pounds from a friend, in gratitude to God for the preservation of his wife for another year; and 20 pounds from a seamans daughter, the produce of her needle-work. Among smaller sums we find 1 pound, 6 shillings, 9 pence collected in a Sunday school; 3 pounds, 18 shillings, 8 pence collected in a parish church, as a New Years offering. Last, and least in one sense, though by no means least in another, 1 shilling, 6 pence in stamps, from a sailors orphan child!

The prayer naturally springs to ones lips, God bless that dear orphan child! but it has been already blessed with two of Gods choicest gifts,  a sympathetic heart and an open hand.

Small sums like this are not in any sense to be despised. If the population of London alone  taking it at two millions  were individually to contribute 1 shilling, 6 pence, the sum would amount to 150,000 pounds! Why, if everyone whose eye falls on this page  to descend to smaller numbers  were to give a shilling, it is not improbable that a sum would be raised sufficient to establish two lifeboats! (See Note 1.)

But there are those who, besides being blessed with generous hearts, are fortunate in possessing heavy purses. We find in the same report donations of from two hundred to two thousand pounds, and legacies ranging from ten to a thousand pounds. The largest legacy that seems ever to have been bequeathed to the Institution was that of 10,000 pounds, left in 1856 by Captain Hamilton Fitzgerald, R.N., one of the vice-presidents of the Society.

The mere mention of such sums may induce some to imagine that the coffers of the Institution are in a very flourishing state. This would indeed be the case if the Society had reached its culminating point  if everything were done that can be done for the preservation of life from shipwreck; but this is by no means the case. It must be borne in mind that the Institution is national. The entire coasts of the United Kingdom are its field of operations, and the drain upon its resources is apparently quite equal to its income. Its chief means of support are voluntary contributions.

Since the Society was instituted, in 1824, to the present time, it has been the means of saving 13,570 lives!  many, if not most, of these being lives of the utmost consequence to the commerce and defence of the country. During the same period, it has granted 82 gold medals, 736 silver medals, and 17,830 pounds in cash; besides expending 82,550 pounds on boats, carriages, and boat-houses.

Considering, then, the magnitude and unavoidable costliness of the operations of this Institution, it is evident that a large annual income is indispensable, if it is to continue its noble career efficiently.

Closely allied to this is another society which merits brief notice here. It is the Shipwrecked Fishermens and Mariners Royal Benevolent Society. Originally this Society, which was instituted in 1839, maintained lifeboats on various parts of the coast. It eventually, however, made these over to the Lifeboat Institution, and confined itself to its own special and truly philanthropic work, which is  

To board, lodge, and convey to their homes, all destitute, shipwrecked persons, to whatever country they may belong, through the instrumentality of its agents. To afford temporary assistance to the widows, parents, and children of all mariners and fishermen who may have been drowned, and who were members of the Society; and to give a gratuity to mariners and fishermen, who are members, for the loss or damage of their clothes or boats. Membership is obtained by an annual subscription of three shillings.

Assuredly every mariner and fisherman in the kingdom ought to be a member of this Society, for it is pre-eminently useful, and no one can tell when he may require its assistance.

The Lifeboat Institution and the Shipwrecked Fishermens and Mariners Society are distinct bodies, but they do their benevolent work in harmonious concert. The one saves life, or tries to save it; the other cherishes the life so saved, or comforts and affords timely aid to broken-hearted mourners for the dead.

Both Institutions are national blessings, and as such have the strongest possible claim on the sympathies of the nation.



Note 1. In case any reader should sympathise with us, and desire to act on the above hint, we subjoin the following address, to which money may be sent: The Secretary of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, 22 Charing Cross Road, London, W.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Meeting  A Death, and a Discovery.

Resuming our story, we remind the reader that we left off just as the Ramsgate lifeboat had gained a glorious victory over a great storm.

Availing ourselves of an authors privilege, we now change the scene to the parlour of Mrs Fosters temporary lodgings at Ramsgate, whither the worthy lady had gone for change of air, in company with her son Guy, her daughter-in-law Lucy, her little grandson Charlie, and her adopted daughter Amy Russell.

Bax is standing there alone. He looks like his former self in regard to costume, for the only man approaching his own size, who could lend him a suit of dry clothing, happened to be a boatman, so he is clad in the familiar rough coat with huge buttons, the wide pantaloons, and the sou-wester of former days. His countenance is changed, however; it is pale and troubled.

On the way up from the harbour Guy had told him that he was married, and was surprised when Bax, instead of expressing a desire to be introduced to his wife, made some wild proposal about going and looking after the people who had been saved! He was pleased, however, when Bax suddenly congratulated him with great warmth, and thereafter said, with much firmness, that he would go up to the house and see her. On this occasion, also, Bax had told his friend that all the produce of his labour since he went away now lay buried in the Goodwin Sands.

Bax was ruminating on these things when the door opened, and Guy entered, leading Lucy by the hand.

Miss Burton! exclaimed Bax, springing forward.

My wife, said Guy, with a puzzled look.

Bax! exclaimed Lucy, grasping his hand warmly and kissing it; surely you knew that I was married to Guy?

Bax did not reply. His chest heaved, his lips were tightly compressed, and his nostrils dilated, as he gazed alternately at Guy and Lucy. At last he spoke in deep, almost inaudible tones:

Miss Russell  is she still

My sister is still with us. I have told her you are come. She will be here directly, said Guy.

As he spoke the door opened, and Mrs Foster entered, with Amy leaning on her arm. The latter was very pale, and trembled slightly. On seeing Bax the blood rushed to her temples, and then fled back to her heart. She sank on a chair. The sailor was at her side in a moment; he caught her as she was in the act of falling, and going down on one knee, supported her head on his shoulder.

Bring water, she has fainted, he cried. Dear Miss Russell!  dearest Amy!  oh my beloved girl, look up.

Stunned and terrified though poor Mrs Foster was, as she rushed about the room in search of water and scent-bottles, she was taken aback somewhat by the warmth of these expressions, which Bax, in the strength of his feelings, and the excitement of the moment, uttered quite unconsciously. Guy was utterly confounded, for the truth now for the first time flashed upon him, and when he beheld his friend tenderly press his lips on the fair forehead of the still insensible Amy, it became clear beyond a doubt. Lucy was also amazed, for although she was aware of Amys love for Bax, she had never dreamed that it was returned.

Suddenly Guys pent-up surprise and excitement broke forth. Seizing Mrs Foster by the shoulders, he stared into her face, and said, Mother, I have been an ass! an absolute donkey!  and a blind one, too. Oh!  ha! come along, Ill explain myself. Lucy, I shall require your assistance.

Without more ado Guy led his mother and Lucy forcibly out of the room, and Bax and Amy were left alone.



Again we change the scene. The Sandhills lying to the north of Deal are before us, and the shadows of night are beginning to deepen over the bleak expanse of downs. A fortnight has passed away.

During that period Bax experienced the great delight of feeling assured that Amy loved him, and the great misery of knowing that he had not a sixpence in the world. Of course, Guy sought to cheer him by saying that there would be no difficulty in getting him the command of a ship; but Bax was not cheered by the suggestion; he felt depressed, and proposed to Guy that they should take a ramble together over the Sandhills.

Leaving the cottage, to which the family had returned the day before, the two friends walked in the direction of Sandown Castle.

What say you to visit old Jeph? said Guy; I have never felt easy about him since he made me order his coffin and pay his debts.

With all my heart, said Bax. I spent a couple of hours with him this forenoon, and he appeared to me better than usual. Seeing Tommy and me again has cheered him greatly, poor old man.

Stay, I will run back for the packet he left with me to give to you. He may perhaps wish to give it you with his own hand.

Guy ran back to the cottage, and quickly returned with the packet.

Old Jephs door was open when they approached his humble abode. Guy knocked gently, but, receiving no answer, entered the house. To their surprise and alarm they found the old mans bed empty. Everything else in the room was in its usual place. The little table stood at the bedside, with the large old Bible on it and the bundle of receipts that Guy had placed there on the day he paid the old mans debts. In a corner lay the black coffin, with the winding-sheet carefully folded on the lid. There was no sign of violence having been done, and the friends were forced to the conclusion that Jeph had quitted the place of his own accord. As he had been confined to bed ever since his illness  about two weeks  this sudden disappearance was naturally alarming.

There seems to have been no foul play, said Bax, examining hastily the several closets in the room. Where can he have gone?

The tomb! said Guy, as Jephs old habit recurred to his memory.

Right, exclaimed Bax, eagerly. Come, lets go quickly.

They hastened out, and, breaking into a smart run, soon reached the Sandhills. Neither of them spoke, for each felt deep anxiety about the old man, whose weak condition rendered it extremely improbable that he could long survive the shock that his system must have sustained by such a walk at such an hour.

Passing the Checkers of the Hope, they soon reached Mary Baxs tomb. The solitary stone threw a long dark shadow over the waste as the moon rose slowly behind it. This shadow concealed the grave until they were close beside it.

Ah! he is here, said Bax, kneeling down.

Guy knelt beside him, and assisted to raise their old friend, who lay extended on the grave. Bax moved him so as to get from beneath the shadow of the stone, and called him gently by name, but he did not answer. When the moonlight next moment fell on his countenance, the reason of his silence was sufficiently obvious.

Old Jeph was dead!

With tender care they lifted the body in their arms and bore it to the cottage, where they laid it on the bed, and, sitting down beside it, conversed for some time in low sad tones.

Bax, said Guy, pulling the sealed packet from his breast-pocket, had you not better open this? It may perhaps contain some instructions having reference to his last resting-place.

True, replied Bax, breaking the seals. Dear old Jeph, it is sad to lose you in this sudden way, without a parting word or blessing. What have we here? he continued, unrolling several pieces of brown paper. It feels like a key.

As he spoke a small letter dropt from the folds of the brown paper, with an old-fashioned key tied to it by a piece of twine. Opening the letter he read as follows:  

Dear Bax,  When you get this I shall be where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest. There is a hide in the north-west corner of my room in the old house, between the beam and the wall. The key that is enclosed herewith will open it. I used to hide baccy there in my smugglin days, but since I left off that Ive never used it. There you will find a bag of gold. How much is in it I know not. It was placed there by an old mate of mine more than forty years ago. He was a great man for the guinea trade that was carried on with France in the time of Boneys wars. I never rightly myself understood that business. Im told that Boney tried to get all the gold out o this country, by payin three shillings more than each guinea was worth for it, but that seems unreasonable to me. Howsever, although I never could rightly understand it, there is no doubt that some of our lads were consarned in smugglin guineas across the channel, and two or three of em made a good thing of it. My mate was one o the lucky ones. One night he came home with a bag o gold and tumbled it out on the table before me. I had my suspicions that he had not come honestly by it, so would have nothin to do with it. When I told him so, he put it back into the bag, tied it up, and replaced it in the hide, and went away in a rage. He never came back. There was a storm from the eastard that night. Two or three boats were capsized, and my mate and one or two more lads were drowned. The guineas have lain in the hide ever since. Ive often thought o usin them; but somehow or other never could make up my mind. You may call this foolish, mayhap it was; anyhow I now leave the gold to you;  to Tommy, if you never come back, or to Guy if he dont turn up. Bluenose dont want it: it would only bother him if I put it in his way.

This is all Ive got to say: The old house aint worth much, but such as it is, its yours, or it may go the same way as the guineas.

Now, Bax, may God bless you, and make you one of His own children, through Jesus Christ. My heart warms to you for your own sake, and for the sake of her whose name you bear. Farewell.  Your old friend and mate, Jeph.

Bax stooped over the bed, and pressed his lips to the dead mans forehead, when he had finished reading this letter. For some time the two friends sat talking of old Jephs sayings and doings in former days, forgetful of the treasure of which the epistle spoke. At last Bax rose and drew a table to the corner mentioned in the letter. Getting upon this, he found an old board nailed against the wall.

Hand me that axe, Guy; it must be behind this.

The board was soon wrenched off, and a small door revealed in the wall. The key opened it at once, and inside a bag was found. Untying this, Bax emptied the glittering contents on the table. It was a large heap, amounting to five hundred guineas!

I congratulate you, Bax, said Guy; this removes a great difficulty out of your way. Five hundred guineas will give you a fair start.

Do you suppose that I will appropriate this to myself? said Bax. You and Tommy are mentioned in the letter as well as me.

You may do as you please in regard to Tommy, said Guy, but as for me, I have a good salary, and wont touch a guinea of it.

Well, well, said Bax, with a sad smile, this is neither the time nor place to talk of such matters. It is time to give notice of the old mans death.

Saying this, he returned the gold to its former place, locked the hide, and replaced the board. As he was doing this, a peculiar cut in the beam over his head caught his eye.

I do believe here is another hide, said he. Hand the axe again.

A piece of wood was soon forced out of the side of the beam next the wall, and it was discovered that the beam itself was hollow. Nothing was found in it, however, except a crumpled piece of paper.

See here, there is writing on this, said Guy, picking up the paper which Bax flung down. It is a crabbed hand, but I think I can make it out: Dear Bogue, you will find the tubs down Pegwell Bay, with the sinkers on em; the rest of the swag in Fiddlers Cave.

Humph! an old smugglers letter, said Bax. Mayhap the tubs and swag are there yet!

We may remark here, that, long after the events now related, Bax and Guy remembered this note and visited the spots mentioned out of curiosity, but neither tubs nor swag were found!

Quitting the room with heavy hearts, the two friends locked the door, and went in search of those who are wont to perform the last offices to the dead.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Conclusion.

There came a day at last when the rats in Redwharf Lane obtained an entire holiday, doubtless to their own amazement, and revelled in almost unmolested felicity from morning till night. The office of Denham, Crumps, and Company was shut; the reason being that the head of the firm was dead.

Mr Denham had died without a will.

At the time when Guy offended his uncle by expressing his opinion too freely, Denham vowed in his heart that his nephew should not inherit his business or fortune. He resolved to leave both to another nephew, the son of a younger brother, at that time in the East India Companys service. But as death was a contingency inconceivably remote from himself, at least in his own opinion, he did not think it necessary to make his will at that time. He died, therefore, as we have said, without making it.

He died, also, without carrying out any of his good intentions!

It is a common mistake to suppose that a man has only to repent of his evil deeds, and that thenceforth all will be plain sailing. The habits of a lifetime are not to be overcome without a hard struggle, even in the most sincere of Christians.

Denham, after being saved by the Ramsgate lifeboat, had made up his mind to turn his wealth to good account, and, in his philanthropic plans, had resolved to look with special favour on the Lifeboat Institution. But he delayed to carry out these plans. He did not strike when the iron was hot, and so the iron began slowly to cool. He had also determined to reinstate Bax in his employment, and to take Guy into partnership, but he delayed in these matters also. The love of gold and the memory of fancied insults began to tell on him, as of old. He even went so far as to meditate carrying out his former intention of making his will in favour of the nephew in India!

Still Denham did not fall back to his old position. A struggle which began when he resided with his sister at Deal, went on in his breast continually. While this struggle was yet undecided, a fever seized him. His constitution, weakened by the hardships which he had so recently undergone, gave way, and he died.

The result was that the business fell to the next-of-kin,  Mrs Foster, whose son, in the natural course of things, stepped into his uncles shoes. The result of this was that poor Denhams good resolves, and a great many more good resolves than Denham could ever have conceived of, were carried out in a way that would have amazed him had he been there to see it, and that almost took the breath away from old Mr Crumps.

A glance at Guy in his office, not long after his uncles death, will show the reader how things were managed by the new head of the firm.

Guy was seated in Denhams chair, at Denhams desk, reading and writing what, in former days, would have been Denhams letters. Presently Mr Crumps entered.

I was just going to ask you to consult with me, said Guy; pray sit down, sit down, Mr Crumps.

The old man in his modesty meant to stand, as, in former days, he would have stood before Denham.

Here is a letter from a friend, continued Guy, asking for a contribution towards the establishment of a lifeboat on the coast of Wales. He reminds me that I myself was once indebted to the services of a lifeboat when my life was in great danger, and hopes that I will respond liberally to his appeal. His name is Clelland. He was on board the old Trident, when she was wrecked in Saint Margarets Bay. I made his acquaintance then. Now, what do you think we ought to give? I should like to have your advice on this point, and on several other matters of a similar nature, Mr Crumps, because there has been no regular Charity account in our ledger, I find, and I would like to open one. Dont you think it would be as well to open one?

Mr Crumps thought it would, and  being a man of naturally charitable and liberal impulses, who had been constantly snubbed by Mr Denham for many years past  he felt overjoyed at the prospect of a new era opening up before him.

Well, what shall we send to Mr Clelland? pursued Guy. Mr Crumps, unable all at once to get over old habits and associations, suggested fifty pounds, timidly.

The district is a poor one, said Guy; perhaps, that being the case

Say a hundred, put in Crumps eagerly (and then, in a partially apologetic tone), the business can afford it, my dear sir. Heaven knows it is but little that

The old mans voice faltered and stopped. He was going to have made a remark that would have cast a slur on the character of his late partner, so he checked himself and sighed.

Well, then, it shall be a hundred, said Guy, jotting down the sum on a slip of paper. I would not advise more to be given to that particular district just now, because it might tend to check the efforts of the people on the spot. If they fail to raise the requisite sum, we can then give what is necessary. Now, there is an urgent appeal for funds being made just now to the public by the Lifeboat Institution. I think this a good opportunity to give away some of the cash which ought to have been

Guy hesitated. He too was about to make a remark that would have been unfavourable to the character of his late uncle, so he checked himself.

What do you say to giving them a thousand pounds?

Mr Crumps said nothing to it. He was too much taken aback to say anything; but when he saw that Guy had jotted the sum down, and was apparently in earnest, he nodded his head, blew his nose violently, for a man of his years and character, and chuckled.

Well, then, continued Guy, there is another subject which occurs to me just now, although it does not come under the head of charities. I wish to supply a ships lifeboat to every vessel that belongs to us, and a set of life-belts, besides other things. I estimate that this will require a sum of nearly two thousand pounds. Let me see

Here Guy began to jot and calculate, and to talk to himself in an undertone, while Mr Crumps, utterly bereft of speech, sat staring in amazement and delight at his young partner.

While they were thus engaged, the tiger in blue who had supplanted Peekins entered, and said that three gentlemen wished to see Mr Foster.

Show them in, said Guy. Sit still, Mr Crumps, I have not yet done with my calculations.

In a few seconds Bax, Bluenose, and Tommy Bogey were ushered into the office. The latter had become a tall, handsome stripling during his residence abroad, and bid fair to rival Bax himself in stature. They shook hands cordially with Guy and Mr Crumps.

Well, Bax, is the new ship a good one? said Guy; dyou think she will suit you?

That will she, said Bax, with a gratified look. As the old song says  

Shes a ship thats as tight to my fancy

As ever sailed oer the salt seas.

I think she will be ready for sea in a couple of months. By that time I will be ready to take command, if you choose to trust her to me.

Trust her to you, Bax! Do you think we may trust our new vessel to him, Mr Crumps? inquired Guy, with a smile.

Mr Crumps, not having recovered the power of speech, nodded his head, and rubbed his hands slowly, a benignant smile playing on his old face the while.

Well, then, continued Bax, Amy, so far from making any objection to going to sea with me, says that she wont let me go away without her, so thats settled, and the wedding day is fixed for Monday next week. But Im not satisfied yet. I want you to do me still another favour, Guy.

What is that?

To let Tommy Bogey go as supercargo. Hes seaman enough to go as first mate, but hes too young for that yet. Also, I want to take Bluenose as a free passenger.

A free passenger! said Guy, looking at the Captain with surprise.

Yes, you see, said Bluenose, modestly, Im raither moloncholy about old Jeph, an if Bax and Tommy leave me, Ill feel quite desarted like. Moreover, I wants to see furrin parts  specially the antypodes. But I haint blunt enough to pay my passage, dye see, and so  and so

In short, interpolated Tommy, hes blunt enough to ask a free one!

A1 on Lloyds! said Bluenose, looking at Tommy with a broad grin; for the Captain regarded all his nephews jokes  good, bad, and indifferent  as being perfect!

It need scarcely be said that Guy readily agreed to their request, and that Mr Crumps was ready to agree to whatsoever Guy proposed.

These matters being happily settled, the trio, having been invited to dine with Guy at a neighbouring chop-house at five oclock, rose and left the partners to continue their consultation.



From that time forward Bax and Tommy Bogey remained in the service of Denham, Crumps, and Company, and Amy Russell went regularly to sea with her husband. Bluenose was afterwards appointed coxswain to a lifeboat on the coast of Kent where he rendered good service in many a wild storm, and was the means of snatching many a fellow-creature from the devouring sea. His friend Coleman happened to be on the coast-guard station near him; and many a pipe did these two smoke together, under the lee of the boat-house  spinning yarns of other days, chiefly connected with the sea and shipwrecks. Old Coleman had had considerable experience in rough, coast life, and was well able to speak on such subjects. The records of the Lifeboat Institution show that about one-third of the medals and rewards granted for meritorious services are awarded to men of the coastguard. Old Coleman was one of those who had taken his full share of the dangerous work of saving life. He was also gifted with that rare quality  the power of telling a story well, so that he and Bluenose became fast friends and constant companions during their residence on the Kentish coast.

Similarity of tastes and desires drew other members of our tale together, besides Coleman and Bluenose. Old Mr Summers and Mr Clelland, the dark passenger in the Trident, found such a strong bond of sympathy existing between them, that they took cottages in juxtaposition in the town of Deal, and went about continually doing good. Mrs Foster, Lucy, and Guy were allies, as a matter of course. Rodney Nick improved somewhat in his character, and became a respectable boatman. People said that Mr Burton, the missionary to seamen, had something to do with this improvement. It is not improbable that he had. But Long Orrick died as he had lived,  a notorious and incorrigible smuggler.

Peekins was changed from a tiger into a clerk; and, in process of time, came to keep the books of that celebrated firm in which he had originally figured as a spider in blue tights and buttons.

Bax and Tommy sailed together for several years. They also engaged in mercantile ventures to China on their own account, and were so prosperous in their career that they realised ample fortunes, and finally settled near each other on the coast of Kent.

Here they resumed their old career of saving human life. They became noted as men who were ready to devise and prompt to act in cases of emergency. They helped to man the lifeboat in their neighbourhood when occasion required. They were the means of establishing a library and a mission to seamen, and were regarded as a blessing to the district in which they dwelt.

They were literally heroes of the coast, for they spent their time in doing good to those whose lot it is to brave the dangers of the deep and sweep the stormy sea.

THE END
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Story 1  Chapter 1.

Mr Sudberry in his Counting-House.

Mr John Sudberry was a successful London merchant. He was also a fat little man. Moreover, he was a sturdy little man, wore spectacles, and had a smooth bald head, over which, at the time we introduce him to the reader, fifty summers had passed, with their corresponding autumns, winters, and springs. The passage of so many seasons over him appeared to have exercised a polishing influence on the merchant, for Mr Sudberrys cranium shone like a billiard-ball. In temperament Mr Sudberry was sanguine, and full of energy. He could scarcely have been a successful merchant without these qualities. He was also extremely violent.

Now, it is necessary here to guard the reader from falling into a mistake in reference to Mr Sudberrys character. We have said that he was violent, but it must not be supposed that he was passionate. By no means. He was the most amiable and sweet-tempered of men. His violence was owing to physical rather than mental causes. He was hasty in his volitions, impulsive in his actions, madly reckless in his personal movements. His moral and physical being was capable of only two conditions  deep repose or wild activity.

At his desk Mr Sudberry was wont to sit motionless like a statue, with his face buried in his hands and his thoughts busy. When these thoughts culminated, he would start as if he had received an electric shock, seize a pen, and, with pursed lips and frowning brows, send it careering over the paper with harrowing rapidity, squeaking and chirping, (the pen, not the man), like a small bird with a bad cold. Mr Sudberry used quills. He was a tremendous writer. He could have reported the debates of the House in long-hand.

The merchants portrait is not yet finished. He was a peculiar man, and men of this sort cannot be sketched off in a few lines. Indeed, had he not been a peculiar man, it would not have been worth while to drag him thus prominently into notice.

Among other peculiarities in Mr Sudberrys character, he was afflicted with a chronic tendency to dab his pen into the ink-bottle and split it to the feather, or double up its point so as to render it unserviceable. This infirmity, coupled with an uncommon capacity for upsetting ink-bottles, had induced him to hire a small clerk, whose principal duties were to mend pens, wipe up ink, and, generally, to attend to the removal of débris.

When Mr Sudberry slept he did it profoundly. When he awoke he did it with a start and a stare, as if amazed at having caught himself in the very act of indulging in such weakness. When he washed he puffed, and gasped, and rubbed, and made such a noise, that one might have supposed a walrus was engaged in its ablutions. How the skin of his head, face, and neck stood the towelling it received is incomprehensible! When he walked he went like an express train; when he sauntered he relapsed into the slowest possible snails-pace, but he did not graduate the changes from one to the other. When he sat down he did so with a crash. The number of chairs which Mr Sudberry broke in the course of his life would have filled a goodly-sized concert-room; and the number of tea-cups which he had swept off tables with the tails of his coat might, we believe, have set up a moderately ambitious man in the china trade.

There was always a beaming smile on the merchants countenance, except when he was engaged in deep thought; then his mouth was pursed and his brows knitted.

The small clerk was a thin-bodied, weak-minded, timid boy, of about twelve years of age and of humble origin. He sat at Mr Sudberrys double desk in the office, opposite and in dangerous proximity to his master, whom he regarded with great admiration, alarm, and awe.

On a lovely afternoon towards the middle of May, when city men begin to thirst for a draught of fresh air, and to long for an undignified roll on the green fields among primroses, butter-cups, and daisies, Mr Sudberry sat at his desk reading the advertisements in the Times.

Suddenly he flung the paper away, hit the desk a sounding blow with his clinched fist, and exclaimed firmly  

Ill do it!

Accustomed though he was to nervous shocks, the small clerk leaped with more than ordinary tremor off his stool on this occasion, picked up the paper, laid it at his masters elbow, and sat down again, prepared to look out  nautically speaking  for more squalls.

Mr Sudberry seized a quill, dabbed it into the ink-bottle, and split it. Seizing another he dabbed again; the quill stood the shock; the small clerk ventured a sigh of relief and laid aside the inky napkin which he had pulled out of his desk expecting an upset, and prepared for the worst. A note was dashed off in two minutes,  signed, sealed, addressed, in half a minute, and Mr Sudberry leaped off his stool. His hat was thrown on his head by a species of sleight of hand, and he appeared in the outer office suddenly, like a stout Jack-in-the-box.

Im away, Mr Jones, (to his head clerk), and wont be back till eleven to-morrow morning. Have you the letters ready? I am going round by the post-office, and will take charge of them.

They are here, sir, said Mr Jones, in a mild voice.

Mr Jones was a meek man, with a red nose and a humble aspect. He was a confidential clerk, and much respected by the firm of Sudberry and Company. In fact, it was generally understood that the business could not get on without him. His caution was a most salutary counteractive to Mr Sudberrys recklessness. As for Co, he was a sleeping partner, and an absolute nonentity.

Mr Sudberry seized the letters and let them fall, picked them up in haste, thrust them confusedly into his pocket, and rushed from the room, knocking over the umbrella-stand in his exit. The sensation left in the office was that of a dead calm after a sharp squall. The small clerk breathed freely, and felt that his life was safe for that day.




Story 1  Chapter 2.

Mr Sudberry at Home.

My dear, cried Mr Sudberry to his wife, abruptly entering the parlour of his villa, near Hampstead Heath, I have done the deed!

Dear John, you are so violent; my nerves  really  what deed? said Mrs Sudberry, a weak-eyed, delicate woman, of languid temperament, and not far short of her husbands age.

I have written off to secure a residence in the Highlands of Scotland for our summer quarters this season.

Mrs Sudberry stared in mute surprise. John! my dear! are you in earnest? Have you not been precipitate in this matter? You know, love, that I have always trusted in your prudence to make arrangements for the spending of our holiday; but really, when I think

Well, my dear, When you think,  pray, go on.

Dont be hasty, dear John; you know I have never objected to any place you have hitherto fixed on. Herne Bay last year was charming, and the year before we enjoyed Margate so much. Even Worthing, though rather too long a journey for a family, was delightful; and, as the family was smaller then, we got over the journey on the whole better than could have been expected. But Scotland!  the Highlands!  Mr Sudberrys look at this point induced his wife to come to a full stop. The look was not a stern look,  much less a savage look, as connubial looks sometimes are. It was an aggrieved look; not that he was aggrieved at the dubious reception given by his spouse to the arrangement he had made;  no, the sore point in his mind was that he himself entertained strong doubts as to the propriety of what he had done; and to find these doubts reflected in the mind of his faithful better half was perplexing.

Well, Mary, said the worthy merchant, go on. Do you state the cons, and Ill enumerate the pros, after which we will close the account, and see on which side the balance lies.

You know, dear, said Mrs Sudberry, in a remonstrative tone, that the journey is fearfully long. I almost tremble when I think of it. To be sure, we have the railroad to Edinburgh now; but beyond that we shall have to travel by stage, I suppose, at least I hope so; but perhaps they have no stage-coaches in Scotland?

Oh, yes, they have a few, I believe, replied the merchant, with a smile.

Ah! that is fortunate; for wagons are fearfully trying. No, I really think that I could not stand a wagon journey after my experience of the picnic at Worthing some years ago. Think of our large family  seven of us altogether  in a wagon, John

But you forget, I said that there are stage-coaches in Scotland.

Well; but think of the slow and wearisome travelling among great mountains, over precipices, and through Scotch mists. Lady Knownothing assures me she has been told that the rain never ceases in Scotland, except for a short time in autumn, just to give the scanty crops time to ripen. You know, dear, that our darling Jackys health could never stand the Scotch mists, he is so very, delicate.

Why, Mary! exclaimed Mr Sudberry, abruptly; the doctor told me only yesterday that for a boy of five years old he was a perfect marvel of robust health  that nothing ailed him, except the result of over-eating and the want of open-air exercise; and I am sure that I can testify to the strength of his legs and the soundness of his lungs; for he kicks like a jackass, and roars like a lion.

It is very wrong, very sinful of the doctor, said Mrs Sudberry, in a languidly indignant manner, to give such a false report of the health of our darling boy.

At this moment the door burst open, and the darling boy rushed into the room  with a wild cheer of defiance at his nurse, from whom he had escaped, and who was in full pursuit  hit his head on the corner of the table, and fell flat on the floor, with a yell that might have sent a pang of jealousy to the heart of a Chippeway Indian!

Mr Sudberry started up, and almost overturned the tea-table in his haste; but before he could reach his prostrate son, nurse had him kicking in her arms, and carried him off howling.

Darling child! said Mrs Sudberry, with her hand on her heart. How you do startle me, John, with your violence! That is the fifteenth tea-cup this week.

The good lady pointed to a shattered member of the set that lay on the tray beside her.

I have just ordered a new set, my dear, said her husband, in a subdued voice. Our poor dear boy would benefit, I think, by mountain air. But go on with the cons.

Have I not said enough? replied Mrs Sudberry, with an injured look. Besides, they have no food in Scotland.

This was a somewhat staggering assertion. The merchant looked astonished.

At least, pursued his wife, they have nothing, I am told, but oatmeal. Do you imagine that Jacky could live on oatmeal? Do you suppose that your family would return to London in a condition fit to be looked at, after a summer spent on food such as we give to our horses? No doubt you will tell me they have plenty of milk,  buttermilk, I suppose, which I abhor. But do you think that I could live with pleasure on sawdust, just because I had milk to take to it?

But milk implies cream, my dear, interposed the merchant, and buttermilk implies butter, and both imply cows, which are strong presumptive evidence in favour of beef. Besides

Dont talk to me, Mr Sudberry. I know better; and Lady Knownothing, who went to Scotland last year, in the most unprejudiced state of mind, came back absolutely horrified by what she had seen. Why, she actually tells me that the natives still wear the kilt! The very day she passed through Edinburgh she met five hundred men without trousers! To be sure, they had guns on their shoulders, and someone told her they were soldiers; but the sight was so appalling that she could not get rid of the impression; she shut her eyes, and ordered the coachman to drive straight through the town, and let her know when she was quite beyond its walls. She has no doubt whatever that most, if not all, of the other inhabitants of that place were clothed  perhaps I should say unclothed  in the same way. What surprised poor Lady Knownothing most was, that she did not see nearly so many kilts in the Highlands as she saw on that occasion in Edinburgh, from which she concluded that the natives of Scotland are less barbarous in the north than they are in the south. But she did see a few. One man who played those hideous things called the pipes  which, she says, are so very like little pigs being killed  actually came into her presence one day, sat down before her with bare knees, and took a pinch of snuff with a salt-spoon!

That is a dreadful account, no doubt, said Mr Sudberry, but you must remember that Lady Knownothing is given to exaggerating, and is therefore not to be depended on. Have you done with the cons?

Not nearly done, John, but my nervous system cannot stand the sustained contemplation of such things. I should like to recover breath, and hear what you have to say in favour of this temporary expatriation, I had almost said, of your family.

Well, then, here goes for the pros, cried Mr Sudberry, while a gleam of excitement shot from his eyes, and his clinched hand came heavily down on the table.

The sixteenth cup  as near as possible, observed his wife, languidly.

Never mind the cups, my dear, but listen to me. The air of the Highlands is salubrious and bracing

And piercingly cold, my dear John, interrupted Mrs Sudberry.

In summer, pursued her husband, regardless of the interruption, it is sometimes as clear and warm as it is in Italy

And often foggy, my dear.

The mountain scenery is grand and majestic beyond description

Then why attempt to describe it, dear John?

The hotels in most parts of the Highlands, though rather expensive

Ah! think of that, my dear.

Though rather expensive, are excellent; the food is of the best quality, and the wines are passable. Beds

Have they beds, my dear?

Beds are generally found to be well aired and quite clean, though of course in the poorer and more remote districts they are

Hush! pray spare my feelings, my dear John.

Remote districts, they are not so immaculate as one would wish. Then there are endless moors covered with game, and splendid lakes and rivers full of fish. Just think, Mary, what a region for our dear boys to revel in! Think of the shooting

And the dreadful accidents, my dear.

Think of the fishing

And the wet feet, and the colds. Poor darling Jacky, what a prospect!

Think of the glorious sunrises seen from the mountain-tops before breakfast

And the falling over precipices, and broken necks and limbs, dear John.

Think of the shaggy ponies for our darling Lucy to ride on

Ah! and to fall off.

And the dew of early morning on the hills, and the mists rolling up from the lakes, and the wild uncultivated beauty of all around us, and the sketching, and walking, and driving

Dreadful!

And bathing and boating

And drowning!

Not to mention the

Dear John, have pity on me. The pros are too much for me. I cannot stand the thought

But, my dear, the place is taken. The thing is fixed, said Mr Sudberry, with emphasis. Mrs Sudberry was a wise woman. When she was told by her husband that a thing was fixed, she invariably gave in with a good grace. Her powers of dissuasion having failed,  as they always did fail,  she arose, kissed Mr Sudberrys forehead, assured him that she would try to make the most of it, since it was fixed, and left the room with the comfortable feeling, of having acted the part of a dutiful wife and a resigned martyr.

It was towards the close of a doubtful summers evening, several weeks after the conversation just detailed, that a heavy stage-coach, of an old-fashioned description, toiled slowly up the ascent of one of those wild passes by which access is gained into the highlands of Perthshire.

The course of the vehicle had for some time lain along the banks of a turbulent river, whose waters, when not brawling over a rocky bed in impetuous velocity, or raging down a narrow gorge in misty spray, were curling calmly in deep pools or caldrons, the dark surfaces of which were speckled with foam, and occasionally broken by the leap of a yellow trout or a silver salmon.

To an angler the stream would have been captivating in the extreme, but his ardour would have been somewhat damped by the sight of the dense copsewood which overhung the water, and, while it added to the wild beauty of the scenery, suggested the idea of fishing under difficulties.

When the coach reached the narrowest part of the pass, the driver pulled up, and intimated that, she would be obleeged if the leddies and gentlemen would get down and walk up the brae.

Hereupon there descended from the top of the vehicle a short, stout, elderly gentleman, in a Glengarry bonnet, green tartan shooting-coat, and shepherds-plaid vest and pantaloons; two active youths, of the ages of seventeen and fifteen respectively, in precisely similar costume; a man-servant in pepper and salt, and a little thin timid boy in blue, a sort of confidential page without the buttons. All of them wore drab gaiters and shoes of the thickest conceivable description. From the inside of the coach there issued a delicate elderly lady, who leaned, in a helpless manner, on the arm of a young, plain, but extremely fresh and sweet-looking girl of about sixteen, whom the elder lady called Lucy, and who was so much engrossed with her mother, that some time elapsed before she could attend to the fervent remarks made by her father and brothers in regard to the scenery. There also came forth from the interior of the coach a large, red-faced angry woman, who dragged after her a little girl of about eight, who might be described as a modest sunbeam, and a little boy of about five, who resembled nothing short of an imp incarnate. When they were all out, the entire family and household of Mr Sudberry stood in the centre of that lovely Highland pass, and the coach, which was a special one hired for the occasion, drove slowly up the ascent.

What the various members of the family said in the extravagance of their excited feelings on this occasion we do not intend to reveal. It has been said that the day was doubtful: in the south the sky was red with the refulgent beams of the setting sun, which gleamed on the mountain peaks and glowed on the purple heather. Towards the north dark leaden clouds obscured the heavens, and presaged stormy weather. A few large drops began to fall as they reached the crest of the road, and opened up a view of the enclosed valley or amphitheatre which lay beyond, with a winding river, a dark overshadowed loch, and a noble background of hills. In the far distance a white house was seen embedded in the blue mountains.

Yonders ta hoose, said the driver, as the party overtook the coach, and resumed their places  the males on the top and the females inside.

Oh, my dear! look! look! cried Mr Sudberry, leaning over the side of the coach; there is our house  the white house  our Highland home!

At this moment a growl of distant thunder was heard. It was followed by a scream from Mrs Sudberry, and a cry of  

Youd better send Jacky inside, my dear.

Ah, he may as well remain where he is, replied Mr Sudberry, whose imperfect hearing led him to suppose that his spouse had said, Jackys inside, my dear! whereas the real truth was that the boy was neither out nor inside.

Master Jacky, be it known, had a remarkably strong will of his own. During the journey he preferred an outside seat in all weathers. By dint of much coaxing, his mother had induced him to get in beside her for one stage; but he had made himself so insufferably disagreeable, that the good lady was thereafter much more disposed to let him have his own way. When the coach stopped, as [image: img111.jpg]we have described, Jacky got out, and roundly asserted that he would never get in again.

When the attention of the party was occupied with the gorgeous scenery at the extremity of the pass, Jacky, under a sudden impulse of wickedness, crept stealthily into the copse that lined the road, intending to give his parents a fright. In less than five minutes these parents were galloping away at the rate of ten miles an hour, each happy in the belief that the sweet boy was with the other.

Somewhat surprised at the prolonged and deathlike silence that reigned around him, Jacky returned to the road, where he actually gasped with horror on finding himself the solitary tenant of an apparently uninhabited wilderness. Sitting down on a stone, he shut his eyes, opened wide his mouth, and roared vehemently.

At the end of about five minutes he ventured to re-open his eyes. His face instantly assumed an expression of abject terror, and the roar was intensified into a piercing shriek when he beheld a fierce little black cow staring at him within a yard of his face.

A drove of shaggy Highland cattle had come suddenly round a turn in the pass while Jackys eyes had been shut. They now filed slowly and steadily past the transfixed boy, as if they were a regiment and he a reviewing general. Each animal as it came up, stopped, stared for a few seconds, and passed slowly on with its head down, as if saddened by the sight of such a melancholy spectacle.

There were upwards of a hundred animals in the drove; the prolonged and maddening agony which Jacky endured may therefore be conceived but cannot be described.

Last of all came the drover, a kilted, plaided, and bonneted Highlander, quite as shaggy as the roughest of his cattle, and rather fiercer in aspect. He was not so in reality however, for, on coming to the place where the poor boy sat, he stopped and stared as his predecessors had done.

Fat is she doin there? said he.

Jacky paused, and gazed for one moment in mute surprise, then resumed his roar with shut eyes and with tenfold vigour.

As it was evident that any farther attempt at conversation must prove fruitless, the drover took Jacky in his arms, carried him to the extremity of the pass, set him down, and, pointing to the white house in the blue distance, said  

Yonders ta hoose; let her see how she can rin.

Jacky fixed his eyes on the house with the stare of one who regarded it as his last and only refuge, and ran as he had never done before, roaring while he ran.

Shes a clever callant, observed the drover with a grim smile, as he turned to follow his cattle.

Meanwhile the Sudberry Family reached the White House in the midst of increasing rain and mists and muttering thunder. Of course Jackys absence was at once discovered. Of course the females screamed and the males shouted, while they turned the mail-coach entirely inside out in a vain search for the lost one. The din was increased by nine shepherd dogs, which rushed down the mountain-side, barking furiously with delight, (probably), and with excitement, (certainly), at the unwonted sight of so many strangers in that remote glen. Presently the coach was turned round, and the distracted father galloped back towards the pass. Of course he almost ran over his youngest son in less than five minutes! Five minutes more placed the recovered child in its mothers arms. Then followed a scene of kissing, crying, laughing, barking, and excitement, which is utterly indescribable, accompanied by thunder, lightning, and rain, in the midst of which tempestuous mental and elemental commotion, the Sudberry Family took possession of their Highland home.




Story 1  Chapter 3.

First Impressions.

Next morning the Sudberrys were awakened to a sense of the peculiar circumstances into which they had plunged, by the lowing of cattle, the crowing of cocks, and the furious barking of collie dogs, as the household of Donald McAllister commenced the labours of a new day.

Of course every member of the Sudberry Family, with the exception of mamma, rushed to his or her respective window.

Oh! how beautiful! gushed from the heart and lips of Lucy, as she gazed in wonder through the casement, and a shriek burst from Jacky, as he stared in wild delight upon the gorgeous scene that met his view.

We have said that the White House was embedded among the blue hills. It was an old and extremely simple building, having an oblong front, two sides, and a back; two stories, six windows, and one door; which last, imbued, apparently, with a dislike to being shut, was always open. The house appeared to have an insatiable thirst for mountain air, and it was well supplied with this fresh and exhilarating beverage; for it stood in an elevated position on the slope of a mountain, and overlooked a wide tract of flood and fell, on which latter there was little wood, but a luxuriant carpet of grass and heather.

The weather had evidently resolved to make amends for its surly reception of the strangers the previous evening, by greeting them with one of its sweetest Highland smiles in the morning.

When Mr Sudberry, in the exuberance of his delight, ran without hat or coat to a neighbouring knoll, accompanied by all his children, the scene that met his eye was one of surpassing grandeur and beauty. The mists of early morning were rolling up from the loch in white, fleecy clouds, which floated over and partly concealed the sides of the mountains. The upper wreaths of these clouds, and the crags and peaks that pierced through them were set on fire by the rising sun. Great fissures and gorges in the hills, which at other times lay concealed in the blue haze of distance, were revealed by the mists and the slanting rays of the sun, and the incumbent cliffs, bluff promontories, and capes, were in some places sharply defined, in others luminously softened, so that the mountains displayed at once that appearance of solid reality, mingled with melting mystery, which is seen at no period of the day but early morning. The whole scene  water, earth, and sky  was so involved, that no lines of demarcation could be traced anywhere; only bold startling points, melting into blue and white masses that mingled with each other in golden and pearly greys of every conceivable variety. Having said thus much, we need scarcely add that the scene cannot be adequately described.

A light fragrant air met the stout Englishman as he crested the hill, and filled his unaccustomed nostrils with sensations that could not have been excelled had he been greeted by one of Africs spicy gales. The same air, with telegraphic speed, conveyed to the collie dogs of the place the information that the Sudberrys were abroad; whereupon the whole pack  nine in number  bounded open-mouthed up the hill, with noise and ferocity enough to have alarmed the bravest of the brave. No wonder then that poor Jacky rushed into his fathers knees, being too small to run into his arms. But these seemingly ferocious dogs were in reality the gentlest and meekest of animals.

Down, Topper, down! down, Lively, lass; come into heel, Swaney, cried Donald McAllister, as he approached his tenants. Good-mornin, miss; mornin, gentlemen. The Ben has on its nightcap, but Im thinkin itll soon take it off.

Donald McAllisters English was excellent, but he spoke in a slow, deliberate manner, and with a slightly nasal drawl, which sounded very peculiar in the ears of the Sudberrys,  just as peculiar, in fact, as their speech sounded in the ears of McAllister.

Ah! you call the white cloud on the mountain-top a nightcap?  good, very good, cried Mr Sudberry, rubbing his hands. What a charming place this is, a paradisaical place, so to speak. The dogs wont bite, will they? said he, patting the alarmed Jacky on the head.

No fear o the dogs, sir, returned McAllister; theyre like lambs. Its just their way. Yell be for a row on the loch the day, no doot. The Highlander addressed this remark to George and Fred.

What! exclaimed the former, is there a boat that we can have the use of?

Deed is there, a good safe boat too, that can hold the whole of ye. Ill show you where the oars lie after breakfast.

Capital, cried Mr Sudberry, rubbing his hands.

Charming, exclaimed Lucy, with sparkling eyes.

Master Jacky expressed his glee with a characteristic cheer or yell, that at once set fire to the easily inflamed spirits of the dogs, causing them to resume their excited gambols and furious barking. This effectually stopped the conversation for five minutes.

I delight in boating, observed Fred, when McAllister had quelled the disturbance.

So do I, said his father; but fishing is the thing for me. Theres nothing like fishing. You have fine trout in the lake, I believe?

Ay, an salmon too, answered McAllister.

So Ive heard, so Ive heard, said Mr Sudberry, with a glow of excitement and pleasure on his round visage. We must get our rods and tackle unpacked at once, George. You are a great fisher, no doubt, Mr McAllister?

Well, not just that, but I do manage to fill a basket now and then, an whiles to land a gilse.

A gilse! cried George in surprise, what is that?

It is a small salmon

Oh! you mean a grilse, interposed Mr Sudberry.

Yes, I mean that, an I said that, returned McAllister, slowly and with emphasis. Scienteefic men are not agreed whether the gilse is a small salmon or not; Im of opeenion that it is. But whether or not, its a famous fish on the table, and lively enough on the line to delight the heart of every true disciple of Isaac Walton.

What, you have read that charming book? exclaimed Mr Sudberry, looking at the rugged Highlander in some surprise.

Yes, replied the other, in the grave quiet manner that was peculiar to him; I took to it one winter as a sort o recreation, after readin through Paleys Evidences.

What! cried Mr Sudberry, whose Evidences did you say?

Paleys; yeve heard o him, dootless.

Why, yes, replied Mr Sudberry, I have heard of him, but I  I must confess that I have not read him.

At this point, Jackys eye fell on a shaggy little cow which had strayed near to the party, and stood regarding him with a stern inquisitive glance. Remembering the fright he had received so recently from a similar creature, he uttered a tremendous roar, and again sought refuge in his fathers knees. The discussion on Paley was thus cut short; for the dogs  whose chief delight was to bark, though not to bite, as has been libellously asserted of all dogs by Dr Watts  sprang to their feet, divided their forces, and, while two of the oldest kept frisking round and leaping upon the party in a promiscuous manner, as if to assure them of protection in the event of danger, the remainder ran open-mouthed and howling at the cow. That curly-headed, long-horned creature received them at first with a defiant look and an elevated tail, but ultimately took to her heels, to the immense delight of Jacky, whose soul was imbued with a deep and altogether unutterable horror of cattle, especially black cows.

The service which the dogs rendered to him on this occasion induced the boy to make advances of a friendly nature, which were met more than halfway, and the result was the establishment of a good understanding between the Sudberrys and the collie dogs, which ultimately ripened into a lasting friendship, insomuch that when the family quitted the place, Lucy carried away with her a lock of Livelys hair, cut from the pendent tip of her right ear.

Presently Mr Sudberry pulled out his watch, and, exclaiming that it was breakfast-time, trotted down the hill, followed by his family and escorted by the dogs.

We will pause here to describe Mr Sudberrys family briefly.

George was the merchants eldest son. He was bold, stout, active, middle-sized, and seventeen years of age; full of energy and life, a crack rower, a first-rate cricketer, and generally a clever fellow. George was always jolly.

Fred was about the same height as his brother, two years younger, slender in form, and gentle in disposition, but active, too, when occasion required it. His forte was drawing and painting. Fred was generally quiet and grave. Both brothers were musical.

Lucy had reached the interesting age of sixteen. She was plain, decidedly, but sweet-tempered in the extreme. Her mouth was good, and her eyes were good, and her colour was good, but her nose was a snub,  an undeniable and incurable snub. Her mother had tried to amend it from the earliest hours of Lucys existence by pulling the point gently downwards and pinching up the bridge,  or, rather, the hollow where the bridge ought to have been,  but all in vain; the infant turned up its eyes when the operation was going on, and still turned up its nose when it was over. Yes, although there were many of the elements of beauty about Lucy, she was plain  but sweet; always bear that in mind. She was funny too. Not that she made fun of her own free will; but she appreciated fun in others so intensely that she looked funny herself; and she giggled. This was her only fault, she giggled. When the spirit of fun was roused, nothing could stop her. But dont suppose that she was always giggling; by no means. She was always good and amiable, often grave, and sometimes deeply serious.

Matilda, commonly called Tilly, was a meek, delicate, pretty little girl of eight years old. She was charmingly innocent and ignorant. In the last respect she resembled her mother, who was the only other stupid member of Mr Sudberrys family. Being deeply impressed with the fact of her ignorance and stupidity, Mrs Sudberry went on the tack of boldly admitting the same, and holding, or affecting to hold, ability and general acquirements in contempt.

Mrs Brown was a female dragon, nurse to Master Jacky and Miss Tilly; she tormented the former, whom she disliked, and spoiled the latter, whom she loved.

Hobbs was the man-servant of the family. He was characterised chiefly by a tendency to drop his hs in conversation, out of words to which they naturally belonged, and to pick them up and insert them in the most contradictory manner in words with which they had no connection whatever. He was also marked by the strong regard and esteem which he had for his master and family; the stronger regard and esteem which he had for himself; and the easy, good-humoured way in which he regarded the remainder of the world at large as an inferior order of beings.

As for Peter, he has already been described as the timid clerk of humble origin, whose chief duties, while in London, were to wipe up ink and clear away débris. He had been taken with the family to act the part of a page in buttons without the buttons  and to make himself generally useful. Hitherto the pages bosom had, since leaving London, been a chamber of indescribable terrors. Truly, if, as is said, the anticipation of death be worse than the reality, poor Peter must have suffered a prolonged and continuous death during the last few days. Never having been on a railway before, the first shriek of the whistle pierced him like a knife, the shock of starting rent him, (figuratively), like a thunderbolt. Thereafter, every passing train was an excruciating arrow in his quivering heart, every tunnel was a plunge into the horrible anticipation that here it was coming at last! But Peters trials were now, for a time, he fondly hoped, at an end. Poor boy! he little knew what was in store for him.




Story 1  Chapter 4.

First Comers served first, etcetera.

When Mr Sudberry reached the breakfast parlour, and put his head in at the door to see whether his faithful wife were there, he was struck absolutely dumb by the amazing tableau vivant that met his vision.

There was nothing in the aspect of the room itself to surprise him. It was homely and neat. The table was spread with a clean white cloth, on which the breakfast equipage was displayed with a degree of care and precision that betrayed the master-hand of Hobbs; but on the edge of the table sat a large black cat, calmly breakfasting off a pat of delicious fresh butter. Beside the table, with its fore-legs thereon and its hind-legs on the floor, stood a large nanny-goat, which was either looking in vain for something suited to its own particular taste, or admiring with disinterested complacency the energy with which two hens and a bantam cock pecked out the crumb of a wheaten loaf. If the latter were the goats occupation, it must have been charmed beyond expression; for the half of the loaf had been devoured by the audacious trio, and, just at the moment of Mr Sudberrys appearance, the bantams body was buried over the shoulders, and nothing of it was visible to the horrified master of the house save its tail, appearing over the edge of the loaf.

[image: img112.jpg] 

Sheeeew! roared Mr Sudberry, rushing into the room and whirling his arms like the sails of a windmill. The cat vanished through the window like a black vision galvanised and made awfully real. The poultry, thrown into convulsions of terror, flew screaming round the room in blind haste, searching for a door or window of escape; while the goat, true to its nature, ran at the enemy on its hind-legs, and, with its head down, attempted to punch him on the stomach. By an active leap to one side, the enemy escaped this charge; but the goat, nothing daunted, turned to renew the attack; next moment George, Fred, and Hobbs, rushing into the room, diverted its attention. Intimidated by overwhelming numbers, the animal darted through the doorway, along the passage and out at the front door, where it met Peter unexpectedly, and wreaked its disappointed vengeance on him by planting on his chest the punch which had been intended for his master. By this means that timid and hapless youth was laid flat on the green grass.

Is Jacky safe? cried Mrs Sudberry, running into the room with terror on her countenance, and falling down on the sofa in a semi-swoon on being informed that he was. She was followed by Lucy and Tilly, with scent-bottles, and by nurse, who exhibited a tendency to go off into hysterics; but who, in consequence of a look from her master, postponed that luxury to a more convenient season.

Thus the expatriated family assembled to morning prayers, and to partake of their first Highland breakfast.

Of course that day, being their first, was spent in an excited and rambling endeavour to master the localities and ascertain the most interesting points about their new home.

Mrs Sudberry and her daughters examined the interior accommodation of the White House minutely, and, with the assistance of Mrs Brown, Hobbs, and the page, disposed their goods and chattels to the best advantage; while her husband and sons went out to introduce themselves to the farmer and his family. They lived in a small cottage, or off-shoot, at the back of the principal dwelling, in close proximity to which were the byre, stable, and barns.

It would occupy too much space to relate in detail all the things and sights that called forth the delight and surprise of the excitable Mr Sudberry. How he found to his amazement that the byre was under the same roof with the farmers kitchen, and only separated therefrom by a wooden partition with a door in it. How he was assailed by the nine collie dogs the moment he entered the kitchen, with threats of being torn to pieces, yet was suffered to pass unscathed. How he and his sons were introduced by Mr McAllister to his mother, a grave, mild old woman, who puzzled them beyond measure; because, although clad in homely and unfashionable garments, and dwelling in a hut little better than the habitation of the cattle, except in point of cleanliness, she conversed and conducted herself towards them with a degree of unaffected ease and urbanity that might have graced any lady in the land. How this old lady astonished them with the amount of general knowledge that leaked out in the course of a few minutes talk. How she introduced the dogs by name, one by one, to Jacky, which delighted him immensely; and how, soon after that, Jacky attempted to explore out-of-the-way corners of the farm-yard, and stepped suddenly up to the knees in a mud-hole, out of which he emerged with a pair of tight-fitting Wellington boots, which filled him with ecstasy and his father with disgust.

All this and a great deal more might be dilated on largely; but we are compelled to dismiss it summarily, without further remark.

In the course of that day Mr Sudberry and his boys learned a great deal about their new home from McAllister, whom they found intelligent, shrewd, and well-informed on any topic they chose to broach; even although he was, as Mr Sudberry said in surprise, quite a common man, who wore corduroy and wrought in his fields like a mere labourer. After dinner they all walked out together, and had a row on the lake under his guidance; and in the evening they unexpectedly met Mr Hector Macdonald, who was proprietor of the estate on which the White House stood, and who dwelt in another white house of much larger size at the head of the loch, distant about two miles. Mrs Sudberry had expected to find this Highland gentleman a very poor and proud sort of man, with a rough aspect, a superabundance of red hair, and, possibly, a kilt. Judge, then, her surprise when she found him to be a young gentleman of refined mind, prepossessing manners, elegant though sturdy appearance, and clad in grey tweed shooting-coat, vest, and trousers, the cut of which could not have been excelled by her own Georges tailor, and George was particular in respect to cut.

Mr Macdonald, who carried a fishing-rod, introduced himself; and accompanied his new friends part of the way home; and then, saying that he was about to take a cast in the river before sunset, offered to show the gentlemen the best pools. The gentlemen leaped at the offer more eagerly than ever trout leaped at an artificial fly; for they were profoundly ignorant of the gentle art, except as it is practised on the Thames, seated on a chair in a punt, and with bait and float.

Hector Macdonald not only showed his friends where to fish, but how to fish; and the whole thing appeared so easy as practised and explained by him, that father and sons turned their steps homeward about dusk, convinced that they could do it easily, and anticipating triumph on the morrow.

On the way home, after parting from Hector, they passed a solitary hut of the rudest description, which might have escaped observation had not a bright stream of light issued from the low doorway and crossed their path.

I would like to peep into this cottage, father, said Fred, who cherished strong sympathies with poor people.

Come then, cried Mr Sudberry, let us explore.

Jacky, who was with them, felt timid, and objected; but being told that he might hang about outside, he gave in.

They had to bend low on entering the hovel, which was mean and uncomfortable in appearance. The walls were built of unhewn stones, gathered from the bed of the river hard by; and the interstices were filled up with mud and straw. Nothing graced these walls in the shape of ornament; but a few mugs and tin pots and several culinary implements hung from rusty nails and wooden pegs. The floor was of hard mud. There was no ceiling, and the rafters were stained black by the smoke of the peat fire which burned in the middle of the floor, and the only chimney for which was a small hole in the roof. A stool, a broken chair, and a crooked table, constituted the entire furniture of the miserable place; unless we may include a heap of straw and rags in a corner, which served for a bed.

Seated on the stool, and bending over the fire,  was an old woman, so wild and shrivelled in her appearance that a much less superstitious urchin than Jacky might have believed her to be a witch. Her clothing may be described as a bundle of rags, with the exception of a shepherds-plaid on her shoulders, the spotless purity of which contrasted strangely with the dirtiness of every thing else around. The old creature was moaning and moping over the fire, and drawing the plaid close round her as if she were cold, although the weather was extremely warm. At first she took no notice whatever of the entrance of her visitors, but kept muttering to herself in the Gaelic tongue.

A fine evening, my good woman, said Fred, laying his hand gently on her shoulder.

How do ye know Im good? she cried, turning her gleaming eyes sharply on her questioner.

Dont be angry, granny, put in Mr Sudberry, in a conciliatory tone.

The effect of this remark on the old woman was the reverse of what had been expected.

Granny! granny! she shrieked fiercely, holding up her skinny right arm and shaking her fist at Mr Sudberry, who dares to ca me granny?

My dear woman, I meant no offence, said the latter, much distressed at having unwittingly roused the anger of this strange creature, who continued to glare furiously at the trio.

Jacky kept well in the background, and contented himself with peeping round the door-post.

No offence! no offence! an you dare to ca me granny! Go! go! go!

As she uttered these three words with increasing vehemence, the last syllable was delivered in a piercing scream. Rising suddenly from her stool, she pointed to the door with an air of command that would have well become the queen of the witches.

Not wishing to agitate the poor woman, whom he now regarded as a lunatic, Mr Sudberry turned to go, but a wonderful change in the expression of her face arrested him. Her eye had fallen on the round visage of Jacky, and a beaming smile now lighted up and beautified the countenance which had so recently been distorted with passion. Uttering some unintelligible phrase in Gaelic, she held out her skinny arms towards the child, as if entreating him to come to her. Strange to say, Jacky did not run away or scream with fright as she approached him and took him in her arms. Whether it was that he was too much petrified with horror to offer any resistance, or that he understood the smile of affection and reciprocated it, we cannot tell; but certain it is that Jacky suffered her to place him on her knee, stroke his hair, and press him to her old breast, as unresistingly and silently as if she had been his own mother, instead of a mad old woman.

Fred availed himself of this improved state of things to attempt again to open an amicable conversation; but the old woman appeared to have turned stone deaf; for she would neither look at nor reply to him. Her whole attention was devoted to Jacky, into whose wondering ears she poured a stream of Gaelic, without either waiting for, or apparently expecting, a reply.

Suddenly, without a word of warning, she pushed Jacky away from her, and began to wring her hands and moan as she bent over the fire. Mr Sudberry seized the opportunity to decamp. He led Jacky quietly out of the hut, and made for the White House at as rapid a pace as the darkness of the night would allow. As they walked home, father and sons felt as if they had recently held familiar converse with a ghost or an evil spirit.

But that feeling passed away when they were all seated at tea in the snug parlour, relating and listening to the adventure; and Jacky swelled to double his size, figuratively, on finding himself invested with sudden and singular importance as the darling of an old witch. Soon, however, matters of greater interest claimed the attention of Mr Sudberry and his sons; for their bosoms were inflamed with a desire to emulate the dexterous Hector Macdonald.

Rods and tackle were overhauled, and every preparation made for a serious expedition on the morrow. That night Mr Sudberry dreamed of fishing.




Story 1  Chapter 5.

Some Account of a Great Fishing Expedition.

There was an old barometer of the banjo type in the parlour of the White House, which, whatever might have been its character for veracity in former days, had now become such an inveterate story-teller, that it was pretty safe to accept as true exactly the reverse of what it indicated. One evening Mr Sudberry kept tapping that antique and musical-looking instrument, with a view to get it to speak out its mind freely. The worthy mans efforts were not in vain, for the instrument, whether out of spite or not, we cannot say, indicated plainly much rain.

Now, it must be known that Mr Sudberry knew as much about trout and salmon-fishing as that celebrated though solitary individual, the man in the moon. Believing that bright, dry, sunny weather was favourable to this sport, his heart failed him when the barometer became so prophetically depressed, and he moved about the parlour with quick, uneasy steps, to the distress of his good wife, whose work-box he twice swept off the table with his coat-tails, and to the dismay of George, whose tackle, being spread out for examination, was, to a large extent, caught up and hopelessly affixed to the same unruly tails.

Supper and repose finally quieted Mr Sudberrys anxious temperament; and when he awoke on the following morning, the sun was shining in unclouded splendour through his window. Awaking with a start, he bounced out of bed, and, opening his window, shouted with delight that it was a glorious fishing-day.

The shout was addressed to the world at large, but it was responded to only by Hobbs.

Yes, sir, it is a hexquisite day, said that worthy; what a day for the Thames, sir! It does my art good, sir, to think of that there river.

Hobbs, who was standing below his masters window, with his coat off, and his hands in his waistcoat-pockets, meant this as a happy and delicate allusion to things and times of the past.

Ah! Hobbs, said Mr Sudberry, you dont know what fishing in the Highlands is, yet; but you shall see. Are the rods ready?

Yes, sir.

And the baskets and books?

Yes, sir.

And, ah! I forgot  the flasks and sandwiches  are they ready, and the worms?

Yes, sir; Miss Lucys a makin of the sanwiches in the kitchen at this moment, and Maclisters a diggin of the worms.

Mr Sudberry shut his window, and George, hearing the noise, leaped out of bed with the violence that is peculiar to vigorous youth. Fred yawned.

What a magnificent day! said George, rubbing his hands, and slapping himself preparatory to ablutions; I will shoot.

Will you  aow? yawned Fred: I shall sketch. I mean to begin with the old womans hut.

What! do you mean to have your nose plucked off and your eyes torn out at the beginning of our holiday?

Not if I can help it, George; but I mean to run the risk  I mean to cultivate that old woman.

Hallo! hi! shouted their father from below, while he tapped at the window with the end of a fishing-rod. Look alive there, boys, else well have breakfast without you.

Ay, ay, father! Fred was up in a moment.

About two hours later, father and sons sallied out for a days sport, George with a fowling-piece, Fred with a sketch-book, and Mr Sudberry with a fishing-rod, the varnish and brass-work on which, being perfectly new, glistened in the sun.

We part here, father, said George, as they reached a rude bridge that spanned the river about half a mile distant from the White House. I mean to clamber up the sides of the Ben, and explore the gorges. They say that ptarmigan and mountain hares are to be found there.

The youths eye sparkled with enthusiasm; for, having been born and bred in the heart of London, the idea of roaming alone among wild rocky glens up among the hills, far from the abodes of men, made him fancy himself little short of a second Crusoe. He was also elated at the thought of firing at real wild birds and animals  his experiences with the gun having hitherto been confined to the unromantic practice of a shooting-gallery in Regent Street.

Success to you, George, cried Mr Sudberry, waving his hand to his son, as the latter was about to enter a ravine.

The same to you, father, cried George, as he waved his cap in return, and disappeared.

Five minutes walk brought them to the hut of the poor old woman, whose name they had learned was Moggy.

This, then, is my goal, said Fred, smiling. I hope to scratch in the outline of the interior before you catch your first trout.

Take care the old woman doesnt scratch out your eyes, Fred, said the father, laughing. Dinner at five  sharp, remember.

Fred entered the hovel, and Mr Sudberry, walking briskly along the road for a quarter of a mile, diverged into a foot-path which conducted him to the banks of the river, and to the margin of a magnificent pool where he hoped to catch his first trout.

And now, at last, had arrived that hour to which Mr Sudberry had long looked forward with the most ardent anticipation. To stand alone on a lovely summers day, rod in hand, on the banks of a Highland stream, had been the ambition of the worthy merchant ever since he was a boy. Fate had decreed that this ambition should not be gratified until his head was bald; but he did not rejoice the less on this account. His limbs were stout and still active, and his enthusiasm was as strong as it was in boyhood. No one knew the powerful spirit of angling which dwelt in Mr Sudberrys breast. His wife did not, his sons did not. He was not fully aware of it himself, until opportunity revealed it in the most surprising manner. He had, indeed, known a little of the anglers feelings in the days of his youth, but he had a soul above punts, and chairs, and floats, and such trifles; although, like all great men, he did not despise little things. Many a day had he sat on old Father Thames, staring, with eager expectation, at a gaudy float, as if all his earthly hopes were dependent on its motions; and many a struggling fish had he whipped out of the muddy waters with a shout of joy. But he thought of those days, now, with the feelings of an old soldier who, returning from the wars to his parents abode, beholds the drum and pop-gun of his childhood. He recalled the pleasures of the punt with patronising kindliness, and gazed majestically on crag, and glen, and bright, glancing stream, while he pressed his foot upon the purple heath, and put up his fishing-rod!

Mr Sudberry was in his element now. The deep flush on his gladsome countenance indicated the turmoil of combined romance and delight which raged within his heaving chest, and which he with difficulty prevented from breaking forth into an idiotic cheer. He was alone, as we have said. He was purposely so. He felt that, as yet, no member of his family could possibly sympathise with his feelings. It was better that they should not witness emotions which they could not thoroughly understand. Moreover, he wished to surprise them with the result of his prowess  in regard to which his belief was unlimited. He felt, besides, that it was better there should be no witness to the trifling failures which might be expected to occur in the first essay of one wholly unacquainted with the art of angling, as practised in these remote glens.

The pool beside which Mr Sudberry stood was one which Hector Macdonald had pointed out as being one of the best in the river. It lay at the tail of a rapid, had an eddy in it, and a rippling, oily surface. The banks were in places free from underwood, and only a few small trees grew near them. The shadow of the mountain, which reared its rugged crest close to it, usually darkened the surface, but, at the time we write of, a glowing sun poured its rays into the deepest recesses of the pool  a fact which filled Mr Sudberry, in his ignorance, with delight; but which, had he known better, would have overwhelmed him with dismay. In the present instance it happened that ignorance was bliss, for as every fish in the pool was watching the angler with grave upturned eyes while he put up his rod, and would as soon have attempted to swallow Mr Sudberrys hat as leap at his artificial flies, it was well that he was not aware of the fact, otherwise his joy of heart would have been turned into sorrow sooner than there was any occasion for.

Musing on piscatorial scenes past, present, and to come, Mr Sudberry passed the line through the rings of his rod with trembling and excited fingers.

While thus engaged, he observed a break on the surface of the pool, and a fish caused a number of rings to form on the water; those floated toward him as if to invite him on. Mr Sudberry was red-hot now with hope and expectation. It was an enormous trout that had risen. Most trouts that are seen, but not caught, are enormous!

There is no pleasure without its alloy. It could not be expected that the course of true sport, any more than that of true love, should run smooth. Mr Sudberrys ruddy face suddenly turned pale when he discovered that he had forgotten his fishing book! Each pocket in his coat was slapped and plunged into with vehement haste, while drops of cold perspiration stood on his forehead. It was not to be found. Suddenly he recollected the basket at his back: wrenching it open, he found the book there, and joy again suffused his visage.

Selecting his best line and hooks  as pointed out to him by Hector  Mr Sudberry let out a few yards of line, and prepared for action. Remembering the advice and example of his friend, he made his first cast.

Ha! not so bad. The line fell rather closer to the bank on which he stood than was consistent with the vigour of the cast; but never mind, the next would be better! The next was better. The line went out to its full extent, and came down on the water with such a splash that no trout in its senses would have looked at the place for an hour afterwards. But Mr Sudberry was ignorant of this, so he went on hopefully.

As yet the line was short, so he let out half a dozen yards boldly, and allowed the stream to draw it straight. Then, making a violent effort, he succeeded in causing it to descend in a series of circles close to his feet! This, besides being unexpected, was embarrassing. Determined to succeed, he made another cast, and caught the top branch of a small tree, the existence of which he had forgotten. There the hooks remained fixed.

A deep sigh broke from the excited man, as he gazed ruefully up at the tree. Under a sudden and violent impulse, he tried to pull the tackle forcibly away. This would not do. He tried again till the rod bent almost double, and he was filled with amazement to find that the casting-line, though no thicker than a thread, could stand such a pull. Still the hooks held on. Laying down his rod, he wiped his forehead and sighed again.

But Mr Sudberry was not a man to be easily thwarted. Recalling the days of his boyhood, he cast off his coat and nimbly shinned up the trunk of the tree. In a few minutes he reached the top branch and seized it. At that moment the bough on which he stood gave way, and he fell to the ground with a terrible crash, bringing the top branch with him! Gathering himself up, he carefully manipulated his neck, to ascertain whether or not it was broken. He found that it was not; but the line was, so he sat down quietly on the bank and replaced it with a new one.

Before Mr Sudberry left that spot on the bank beside the dark pool, he had caught the tree four times and his hat twice, but he had caught no trout. Theyre not taking to-day, thats it, he muttered sadly to himself; but come, cheer up, old fellow, and try a new fly.

Thus encouraged by himself, Mr Sudberry selected a large blue fly with a black head, red wings, and a long yellow tail. It was a gorgeous, and he thought a tempting creature; but the trout were evidently not of the same opinion. For several hours the unfortunate piscator flogged the water in vain. He became very hot during this prolonged exertion, stumbled into several holes, and wetted both legs up to the knees, had his cap brushed off more than once by overhanging branches, and entangled his line grievously while in the act of picking it up, bruised his shins several times, and in short got so much knocked about, battered, and worried, that he began to feel in a state of mental and physical dishevelment.

Still his countenance did not betray much of his feelings. He found fishing more difficult in all respects than he had expected; but what then? Was he going to give way to disgust at the first disappointment? Certainly not. Was he going to fail in perseverance now, after having established a reputation for that quality during a long commercial life in the capital of England? Decidedly not. Was that energy, that vigour, that fervour of character for which he was noted, to fail him here  here, in an uncivilised country, where it was so much required  after having been the means of raising him from a humble station to one of affluence; after having enabled him to crush through all difficulties, small or great, as well as having caused him to sweep hecatombs of crockery to destruction with his coat tails? Indubitably not!

Glowing with such thoughts, the dauntless man tightened his cap on his brow, pressed his lips together with a firm smile, frowned good-humouredly at fate and the water, and continued his unflagging, though not unflogging, way.

So, the hot sun beat down upon him until evening drew on apace, and then the midges came out. The torments which Mr Sudberry endured after this were positively awful, and the struggles that he made, in the bravery of his cheerful heart, to bear up against them, were worthy of a hero of romance. His sufferings were all the more terrible and exasperating, that at first they came in the shape of an effect without a cause. The skin of his face and hands began to inflame and to itch beyond endurance  to his great surprise; for the midges were so exceedingly small and light, that, being deeply intent on his line, he did not observe them. He had heard of midges, no doubt; but never having seen them, and being altogether engrossed in his occupation, he never thought of them for a moment. He only became aware of ever-increasing uneasiness, and exhibited a tendency to rub the backs of his hands violently on his trousers, and to polish his countenance with his cuffs.

It must be the effect of exposure to the sun, he thought  yes, that was it; of course, that would go off soon, and he would become case-hardened, a regular mountaineer! Ha! was that a trout? Yes, that must have been one at last; to be sure, there were several stones and eddies near the spot where it rose, but he knew the difference between the curl of an eddy now and the splash of a trout; he would throw over the exact spot, which was just a foot or two above a moss-covered stone that peeped out of the water; he did so, and caught it  the stone, not the trout  and the hooks remained fixed in the slimy green moss.

Mr Sudberry scratched his head and felt inclined to stamp. He even experienced a wild desire to cast his rod violently into the river, and walk home with his hands in his pockets; but he restrained himself. Pulling on the line somewhat recklessly, the hook came away, to his immense delight, trailing a long thread of the green moss along with it.

Mr Sudberry now took to holding a muttered conversation with himself  a practice which was by no means new to him, and in the course of which he was wont to address himself in curiously disrespectful terms. Come, come, John, my boy, dont be cast down! Never say die! Hope, ay, hope told a flatter  Hallo! was that a rise? No, it must have been another of these  what can be the matter with your skin to-day, John? I dont believe its the sun, after all. The sun never drove anyone frantic. Never mind; cheer up, old cock! That seems a very likely hole  a beautiful  beauti  steady! That was a good cast  the best youve made to-day, my buck; try it again  ha! ssus! caught again, as Im a Dutchman. This is too bad. Really, you know  well, youve come off easier than might have been expected. Now then, softly. What can be the matter with your face?  surely  it cannot be, (Mr Sudberrys heart palpitated as he thought), the measles! Oh! impossible, pooh! pooh! you had the measles when you were a baby, of course  dye know, John, youre not quite sure of that. Fevers, too, occasionally come on with extreme  dear me, how hot it is, and what a time you have been fishing, you stupid fellow, without a rise! It must be getting late.

Mr Sudberry stopped with a startled look as he said this. He glanced at the sun, pulled out his watch, gazed at it with unutterable surprise, put it to his ear, and groaned.

Too late! half-past five; dinner at five  punctually! Oh! Mary, Mary, wont I catch it to-night!

A cloud passed over the sun as he spoke. Being very susceptible to outward influences, the gloom of the shadow descended on his spirits as well as his person, and for the first time that day a look of deep dejection overspread his countenance.

Suddenly there was a violent twitch at the end of the rod, the reel spun round with a sharp whirrr, and every nerve in Mr Sudberrys system received an electric shock as he bent forward, straddled his legs, and made a desperate effort to fling the trout over his head.

The slender rod would not, however, permit of such treatment. It bent double, and the excited piscator was fain to wind up  an operation which he performed so hastily that the line became entangled with the winch of the reel, which brought it to a dead-lock. With a gasp of anxiety he flung down the rod, and seizing the line with his hands, hauled out a beautiful yellow trout of about a quarter of a pound in weight, and five or six inches long.

To describe the joy of Mr Sudberry at this piece of good fortune were next to impossible. Sitting down on his fishing-basket, with the trout full in view, he drew forth a small flask of sherry, a slice of bread, and a lump of cheese, and proceeded then and there to regale himself. He cared nothing now for the loss of his dinner; no thought gave he to the anticipated scold from neglected Mrs Sudberry. He gave full scope to his joy at the catching of this, his first trout. He looked up at the cloud that obscured the sun, and forgave it, little thinking, innocent man, that the said cloud had done him a good turn that day. He smiled benignantly on water, earth, and sky. He rubbed his face, and when he did so he thought of the measles and laughed  laughed heartily, for by that time he had discovered the true cause of his misery; and although we cannot venture to say that he forgave the midges, sure we are that he was greatly mollified towards them.

Does any ignorant or cynical reader deem such an extravagance of delight inconsistent with so trifling an occasion? Let him ponder before he ventures to exclaim, Ridiculous! Let him look round upon this busy, whirling, incomprehensible world, and note how its laughing and weeping multitudes are oft-times tickled to uproarious merriment, or whelmed in gloomy woe, by the veriest trifles, and then let him try to look with sympathy on Mr Sudberry and his first trout.

Having carefully deposited the fish in his basket, he once more resumed his rod and his expectations.

But if the petty annoyances that beset our friend in the fore part of that day may be styled harassing, those with which he was overwhelmed towards evening may be called exasperating. First of all he broke the top of his rod, a misfortune which broke his heart entirely. But recollecting suddenly that he had three spare top-pieces in the butt, his heart was cemented and bound up, so to speak, in a rough and ready manner. Next, he stepped into a hole, which turned out to be three feet deep, so that he was instantly soaked up to the waist. Being extremely hot, besides having grown quite reckless, Mr Sudberry did not mind this; it was pleasantly cooling. He was cheered, too, at the moment, by the re-appearance of the sun, which shone out as bright as ever, warming his heart, (poor, ignorant man!) and, all unknown to him, damaging his chance of catching any more fish at that time.

Soon after this he came to a part of the river where it flowed through extremely rugged rocks, and plunged over one or two precipices, sending up clouds of grey mist and a dull roar which overawed him, and depressed his spirits. This latter effect was still further increased by the bruising of his shins and elbows, which resulted from the rough nature of the ground. He became quite expert now in hanking on bushes and disentangling the line, and experienced a growing belief in the truth of the old saying that practice makes perfect. He cast better, he hanked oftener, and he disentangled more easily than he had done at an earlier period of the day. The midges, too, increased as evening advanced.

Presently he came upon a picturesque portion of the stream where the waters warbled and curled in little easy-going rapids, miniature falls, and deep oily pools. Being an angler by nature, though not by practice, (as yet), he felt that there must be something there. A row of natural stepping-stones ran out towards a splendid pool, in which he felt assured there must be a large trout  perhaps a grilse. His modesty forbade him to hint a salmon, even to himself.

It is a very difficult thing, as everyone knows, to step from one stone to another in a river, especially when the water flowing between runs swift and deep. Mr Sudberry found it so. In his effort to approach the pool in question, which lay under the opposite bank, he exhibited not a few of the postures of the rope-dancer and the acrobat; but he succeeded, for Mr Sudberry was a man of indomitable pluck.

Standing on a small stone, carefully balanced, and with his feet close together, he made a beautiful cast. It was gracefully done; it was vigorously, manfully done  considering the difficulty of the position, and the voracity of the midges  and would have been undoubtedly successful but for the branch of a tree which grew on the opposite bank and overhung the stream. This branch Mr Sudberry, in his eagerness, did not observe. In casting, he thrust the end of his rod violently into it; the line twirled in dire confusion round the leaves and small boughs, and the drag hook, as if to taunt him, hung down within a foot of his nose.

Mr Sudberry, in despair, made a desperate grasp at this and caught it. More than that  it caught him, and sunk into his forefinger over the barb, so that he could not get it out. The rock on which he stood was too narrow to admit of much movement, much less to permit of his resting the butt of his rod on it, even if that had been practicable  which it was not, owing to the line being fast to the bough, and the reel in a state of dead-lock from [image: img113.jpg]some indescribable manoeuvre to which it had previously been subjected.

There he stood, the very personification of despair; but while standing there he revolved in his mind the best method of releasing his line without breaking it or further damaging his rod. Alas! fortune, in this instance, did not favour the brave. While he was looking up in rueful contemplation of the havoc above, and then down at his pierced and captured finger, his foot slipped and he fell with a heavy plunge into deep water. That settled the question. The whole of his tackle remained attached to the fatal bough excepting the hook in his finger, with which, and the remains of his fishing-rod, he floundered to the shore.

Mr Sudberrys first act on gaining the land was to look into his basket, where, to his great relief, the trout was still reposing. His next was to pick up his hat, which was sailing in an eddy fifty yards down the stream. Then he squeezed the water out of his garments, took down his rod, with a heavy sigh strangely mingled with a triumphant smile, and turned his steps home just as the sun began to dip behind the peaks of the distant hills.

To his surprise and relief; Mrs Sudberry did not scold when, about an hour later, he entered the hall or porch of the White House with the deprecatory air of a dog that knows he has been misbehaving, and with the general aspect of a drowned rat. His wife had been terribly anxious about his non-arrival, and the joy she felt on seeing him safe and well, induced her to forget the scold.

Oh! John dear, quick, get off your clothes, was her first exclamation.

As for Jacky, he uttered a cheer of delight and amazement at beholding his father in such a woeful plight; and he spent the remainder of the evening in a state of impish triumph; for, had not his own father come home in the same wet and draggled condition as that in which he himself had presented himself to Mrs Brown earlier in the day, and for which he had received a sound whipping? Hooray! and with that the amiable child went off to inform his worthy nurse that papa was as bad a boy as himself  badder, in fact; for he, (Jacky), had only been in the water up to the waist, while papa had gone into it head and heels!




Story 1  Chapter 6.

The Picnic.

A Vision of beauty now breaks upon the scene! This vision is tall, graceful, and commanding in figure. It has long black ringlets, piercing black eyes, a fair delicate skin, and a bewitching smile that displays a row of  of pearls! The vision is about sixteen years of age, and answers to the romantic name of Flora Macdonald. It is sister to that stalwart Hector who first showed Mr Sudberry how to fish; and stately, sedate, and beautiful does it appear, as, leaning on its brothers arm, it ascends the hill towards the White House, where extensive preparations are being made for a picnic.

Good-morning, Mr Sudberry, cries Hector, doffing his bonnet and bowing low to Lucy. Allow me to introduce my sister, Flora; but, (glancing at the preparations), I fear that my visit is inopportune.

Mr Sudberry rushes forward and shakes Hector and sister heartily by the hand.

My dear sir, my dear madam, inopportune! impossible! I am charmed. We are just going on a picnic, that is all, and you will go with us. Lucy, my dear, allow me to introduce you to Miss Macdonald

Flora, my good sir; pray do not let us stand upon ceremony, interposes Hector.

Lucy bows with a slight air of bashful reserve; Flora advances and boldly offers her hand. The blue eyes and the black meet; the former twinkle, the latter beam, and the knot is tied; they are fast friends for life!

Glorious day, cries Mr Sudberry, rubbing his hands.

Magnificent, assents Hector. You are fortunate in the weather, for, to say truth, we have little enough of sunshine here. Sometimes it rains for three or four weeks, almost without cessation.

Does it indeed?

Mr Sudberrys visage elongates a little for one moment. Just then George and Fred come out of the White House laden with hampers and fishing-baskets full of provisions. They start, gaze in surprise at the vision, and drop the provisions.

These are my boys, Miss Macdonald  Hectors sister, lads, cries Mr Sudberry. Youll join us I trust? (to Hector.)

Hector assents with pleasure. He is a most amiable and accommodating man. Meanwhile George and Fred shake hands with Flora, and express their delight, their pleasure, etcetera, at this unexpected meeting which, etcetera, etcetera. Their eyes meet, too, as Lucys and Floras had met a minute before. Whether the concussion of that meeting is too severe, we cannot say, but the result is, that the three pair of eyes drop to the ground, and their owners blush. George even goes the length of stammering something incoherent about Highland scenery, when a diversion is created in his favour by Jacky, who comes suddenly round the corner of the house with a North-American-Indian howl, and with the nine dogs tearing after him clamorously.

Jacky tumbles over a basket, of course, (a state of disaster is his normal condition), bruises his shins, and yells fearfully, to the dismay of his mother, who runs shrieking to the window in her dressing-gown, meets the gaze of Hector and Flora Macdonald, and retires precipitately in discomfiture.

No such sensibility affects the stern bosom of Mrs Brown, who darts out at the front door, catches the unhappy boy by one arm, and drags him into the house by it as if it were a rope, the child a homeward-bound vessel, and she a tug-steamer of nine hundred horse-power. The sounds that proceed from the nursery thereafter are strikingly suggestive: they might be taken for loud clapping of hands, but the shrieks which follow forbid the idea of plaudits.

Poor Tilly, who is confused by the uproar, follows the nurse timidly, bent upon intercession, for she loves Jacky dearly.

The nine dogs  easy-going, jovial creatures  at once jump to the conclusion that the ham and cold chicken have been prepared and laid out there on the green hill-side for their special entertainment. They make a prompt dash at the hampers. Gentlemen and ladies alike rush to the rescue, and the dogs are obliged to retire. They do so with a surprised and injured look in their innocent eyes.

Have you one or two raw onions and a few cold boiled potatoes? inquires Hector.

Ill run and see, cries George, who soon returns with the desired edibles in a tin can.

That will do. Now I shall let you taste a potato salad; meanwhile I will assist in carrying the baskets down to the boat.

Hectors and Lucys eyes meet as this is said. There must be some unaccountable influence in the atmosphere this morning, for the meeting of eyes, all round, seems to produce unusual results!

Will Mr McAllister accompany us? says Mr Sudberry.

Mr McAllister permits a quiet smile to disturb the gravity of his countenance, and agrees to do so, at the same time making vague reference to the groves of Arcadia, and the delight of dining alfresco, specially in wet weather,  observations which surprise Mr Sudberry, and cause Hector and the two brothers to laugh.

Mrs Sudberry is ready at last! The gentlemen and Hobbs load themselves, and, followed by Jacky and the ladies, proceed to the margin of the loch, which sheet of water Mr Sudberry styles a lock, while his better half deliberately and obstinately calls it a lake. The party is a large one for so small a boat, but it holds them all easily. Besides, the day is calm and the water lies like a sheet of pure glass; it seems almost a pity to break such a faithful mirror with the plashing oars as they row away.

Thus, pleasantly, the picnic began!

George and Fred rowed, Hector steered, and the ladies sang,  Mr Sudberry assisting with a bass. His voice, being a strong baritone, was overwhelmingly loud in the middle notes, and sank into a muffled ineffective rumble in the deep tones. Having a bad ear for tune, he disconcerted the ladies  also the rowers. But what did that matter? He was overflowing with delight, and apologised for his awkwardness by laughing loudly and begging the ladies to begin again. This they always did, with immense good humour. Mrs Sudberry had two engrossing subjects of contemplation. The one was the boat, which, she was firmly persuaded, was on the point of upsetting when any one moved ever so little; the other was Jacky, who, owing to some strange impulse natural to his impish character, strove to stretch as much of his person beyond the side of the boat as was possible without absolutely throwing himself overboard.

The loch was upwards of three miles in length; before the party had gone half the distance Mr Sudberry senior had sung himself quite hoarse, and Master Sudberry junior had leaped three-quarters of his length out of the boat six times, and in various other ways had terrified his poor mother almost into fits, and imperilled the lives of the party more than once.

By the way, said Fred, when his father concluded a fine old boat-song with a magnificent flourish worthy of an operatic artiste, can any one tell me any thing about the strange old woman that lives down in the hut near the bridge?

Ha! ha! laughed George, I can tell you that shes an old witch, and a very fierce one too.

A slight frown gathered on Floras white forehead, and a flash shot from her dark eyes, as George said this, but George saw it not. Lucy did, however, and became observant, while George continued  

But methinks, Fred, that the long visit you paid her lately must have been sadly misapplied if you have not pumped her history out of her.

I went to paint, not to pump. Perhaps Mr Macdonald can tell me about her.

Not I, said Hector, lighting a cigar. I only know that she lost her grandson about six years ago, and that shes been mad ever since, poor thing.

For shame, Hector, said Flora; you know that poor old Moggy is no more mad than yourself.

Possibly not, sweet sister, but as you often tell me that I am mad, and as I never deny the charge, it seems to me that you have said nothing to vindicate the old womans character for sanity.

Poor thing, said Flora, turning from her brother, and speaking with warmth to Fred; if you knew how much that unhappy old creature has suffered, you would not be surprised to find her somewhat cross at times. She is one of my people, and Im very glad to find that you take an interest in her.

My people! Flora then takes an interest in the poor, thought the observant Lucy. Another link was added to the chain of friendship.

Do tell us about her, please, cried George. There is nothing that I love so much as a story  especially a horrible one, with two or three dreadful murders to chill ones blood, and a deal of retributive justice to warm it up again. Im dying to know about old Moggy.

Are you? said Flora saucily. Im glad to hear that, because I mean to keep you in a dying state. I will tell the story as a dead secret to Lucy, when I take her to see my poor people, and you shant hear it for weeks to come.

George cast up his eyes in affected despair, and said with a groan, that he would endeavour to exist notwithstanding.

Oh! I know all about old Moggy, cried Jacky with energy.

Everyone looked at the boy in surprise. In the midst of the foregoing dialogue he had suddenly ceased to tempt his fate, and sat down quietly with a hand on each knee and his eyes fixed intently on Flora Macdonald  to the surprise and secret joy of his mother, who, being thus relieved from anxiety on his account, had leisure to transfer the agony of her attention to the boat.

What do you know about her, child? asked Flora.

Shes jolly, replied the boy with prompt vivacity.

Most genuine testimony in her favour, laughed Hector, though the word is scarcely appropriate to one whose temper is sour.

Why do you think her jolly, my boy? said Flora.

Cause I do. Shes a old brick!

Jacky, darling, said Mrs Sudberry, do try to give up those ugly slang words  theyre so naughty  that is to say  at least  they are very ugly if theyre not positively naughty.

Shes a jolly old brick, retorted Jacky, with a look at his mother that was the concentrated essence of defiance.

Dear child!

Lucy snickered and coughed somewhat violently into her handkerchief; while Flora, repressing a smile, said  

But why does Jacky like old Moggy so much?

Hallo! dont run us ashore, shouted Mr Sudberry, starting up with a sudden impetuosity which shook the boat and sent a pang to the heart of his wife, the sharpness of which no words can convey. A piercing shriek, however, betrayed the state of her feelings as the boat was swept violently round by George to avoid a point of rock. As they were now drawing near to the spot where it was proposed that they should picnic, Jacky suddenly became alive to the fact that in his interest about old Moggy he had been betrayed into a forgetfulness of his opportunities. No time was to be lost. Turning round with a cheer, he made a desperate plunge at the water and went much farther over than he had intended, insomuch that he would certainly have taken a header into its depths, had not McAllister grasped him by the baggy region of his trousers and gravely lifted him into his mothers lap. Next moment the boats keel grated sharply on the gravel, to the horror of Mrs Sudberry, who, having buried her face in the bosom of her saved son, saw not what had occurred, and regarded the shock as her death-warrant.

Thus agreeably the picnic continued!




Story 1  Chapter 7.

The Picnic Concluded.

What a glorious day it was, and what spirits it put everybody in! The sun shone with an intensity almost torrid; the spot on which they had landed was green and bright, like a slice out of the realms of Fairy-land. No zephyr dared to disturb the leaves or the glassy water; great clouds hung in the bright blue sky  rotund, fat, and heavy, like mountains of wool or butter. Everything in nature seemed to have gone to sleep at noon, as if Spanish principles had suddenly imbued the universe.

And what a business they had, to be sure, with the spreading of the viands and the kindling of the fire! The latter was the first duty. Hector said he would undertake it, but after attempting to light it with damp sticks he gave it up and assisted the ladies to lay the cloth on the grass. Then George and Fred got the fire to kindle, and Mr Sudberry, in attempting to mend it, burnt his fingers and put it out; whereupon McAllister came to his rescue and got it to blaze in right earnest. Jacky thereafter tried to jump over it, fell into it, and was saved from premature destruction by being plucked out and quenched before having received any further damage than the singeing of his hair and eyelashes. He was thus rendered a little more hideous and impish-like than Nature had intended him to be.

Jacky happened to be particularly bad that day. Not only was he more bent on mischief than usual, but Fortune seemed to enhance the value, (so to speak), of his evil doings, by connecting them with disasters of an unexpected nature. He tried to leap over a small stream, (in Scotland styled a burn), and fell into it. This necessitated drying at the fire  a slow process and disagreeable in all circumstances, but especially so when connected with impatience and headstrong obstinacy. Then he put his foot on a plate of sandwiches, and was within an ace of sitting down on a jam tart, much to his own consternation, poor boy, for had he destroyed that, the chief source of his own prospective felicity would have been dried up.

It is not to be supposed that everyone regarded Jackys eccentricities with the forgiving and loving spirit of his mother. Mr Sudberry, good man, did not mind much; he was out for a days enjoyment, and having armed himself cap-à-pie with benevolence, was invulnerable. Not so the other members of the party, all of whom had to exercise a good deal of forbearance towards the boy. McAllister took him on his knee and gravely began to entertain him with a story, for which kindness Jacky kicked his shins and struggled to get away; so the worthy man smiled sadly, and let him go, remarking that Ovid himself would be puzzled to metamorphose him into a good boy  this in an undertone, of course.

Hector Macdonald was somewhat sanguine and irascible in temper. He felt a tingling in his fingers, and an irresistible desire to apply them to the ears of the little boy.

Come here, Jacky! said he.

Flora, who understood his feelings, smiled covertly while she busied herself with cups, plates, and pannikins. Lucy, who did not understand his feelings, thought, he must be a good-natured fellow to speak so kindly to a child who had annoyed him very much. Lucy did not admit that she herself had been much annoyed by her little brothers pertinacity in interrupting conversation between her and Hector, although she might have done so with perfect truth.

Jacky advanced with hesitation. Hector bent down playfully and seized him by both arms, turning his back upon the party, and thus bringing his own bulky figure between them and young Hopeful.

Jack, I want you to be good.

I wont! promptly said, and with much firmness.

Oh, yes, you will! A stern masculine countenance within an inch of his nose, and a vigorous little shake, somewhat disconcerted Jacky, who exhibited a tendency to roar; but Hector closed his strong hands on the little arms so suddenly and so powerfully, that, being unexpectedly agonised, Jacky was for a moment paralysed. The awful glare of a pair of bright blue eyes, and the glistening of a double row of white teeth, did not tend to re-assure him.

Oh, yes, you will, my little man! repeated Hector, tumbling him over on his back with a smile of ineffable sweetness, but with a little touch of violence that seemed inconsistent therewith.

Jacky rose, gasped, and ran away, glancing over his shoulder with a look of alarm. This little piece of by-play was not observed by any one but Flora, who exchanged a bright glance and a smile with her brother.

The imp was quelled  he had met his match! During the remainder of the picnic he disturbed no one, but kept at the farthest possible distance from Hector that was consistent with being one of the party. But it is not to be supposed that his nature was changed. No  Jackys wickedness only sought a new channel in which to flow. He consoled himself with thoughts of the dire mischief he would perpetrate when the dinner was over. Meanwhile, he sat down and gloated over the jam tart, devouring it in imagination.

Is that water boiling yet? cried Mr Sudberry.

Just about it. Hand me the eggs, Fred.

Here they are, cried Flora, going towards the fire with a basket.

She looked very sweet at that moment, for the active operations in which she had been engaged had flushed her cheeks and brightened her eyes.

George and Fred gazed at her in undisguised admiration. Becoming suddenly aware of the impoliteness of the act, the former ran to relieve her of the basket of eggs; the latter blushed, and all but upset the kettle in an effort to improve the condition of the fire.

Fred, you goose, leave alone, will you? roared George, darting forward to prevent the catastrophe.

This is really charming, is it not, Mr Macgregor? said Mrs Sudberry, with a languid smile.

Macdonald, madam, if I may be allowed to correct you, said Hector, with a smile and a little bow.

Ah, to be sure! (with an attempt at a laugh.) I have such a stupid habit of misnaming people.

If Mrs Sudberry had told the exact truth she would have said, I have such difficulty in remembering peoples names that I have made up my mind to call people by any name that comes first into my head rather than confess my forgetfulness. But she did not say this; she only went on to observe that she had no idea it would have been so charming.

To what do you refer? said Hector, the scenery, the weather, or the prospect of dinner?

Oh! you shocking man, how can you talk of food in the same breath with

The salt! exclaimed Lucy with a little shriek. Was there ever a picnic at which the salt was not forgotten, or supposed to have been forgotten? Never!

Mr Sudberrys cheerful countenance fell. He had never eaten an egg without salt in his life, and did not believe in the possibility of doing so. Everyone ransacked everything in anxious haste.

Here it is! (hope revived.)

No, its only the pepper. (Mitigated despair and ransacking continued.)

Maybe itll be in this parcel, suggested McAllister, holding up one which had not yet been untied.

Oh! bring it to me, Mr Macannister! cried Mrs Sudberry with unwonted energy, for her happiness was dependent on salt that day, coupled, of course, with weather and scenery. Faugh! no, its your horrid onions, Mr MacAndrews.

Why, you have forgotten the potato salad, Mr Macdonald, exclaimed Lucy.

No, I have not: it can be made in five minutes, but not without salt. Where can the salt be? I am certain it could not have been forgotten.

The only individual of the party who remained calmly indifferent was Master Jacky. That charming creature, having made up his mind to feed on jam tart, did not feel that there was any need for salt. An attentive observer might have noticed, however, that Jackys look of supreme indifference suddenly gave place to one of inexpressible glee. He became actually red in the face with hugging himself and endeavouring to suppress all visible signs of emotion. His eye had unexpectedly fallen on the paper of salt which lay on the centre of the table-cloth, so completely exposed to view that nobody saw it!

Why, here it is, actually before our eyes! shouted George, seizing the paper and holding it up.

A small cheer greeted its discovery. A groan instantly followed, as George spilt the whole of it. As it fell on the cloth, however, it was soon gathered up, and then Mr Sudberry ordered everyone to sit down on the grass in a circle round the cloth.

What a good boy Jacky has suddenly become! remarked Lucy in some surprise.

Darling! ejaculated his mother.

A very good little fellow, said Flora, with a peculiar smile.

Jacky said nothing. Hectors eye was upon him, as was his upon Hector. Deep unutterable thoughts filled his swelling heart, but he spoke not. He merely gazed at the jam tart, a large portion of which was in a few minutes supplied to him. The immediate result was crimson hands, arms, and cheeks.

While Hector was engaged in concocting the potato salad the kettle upset, extinguished the fire, and sent up a loud triumphant hiss of steam mingled with ashes. Fortunately the potatoes were cooked, so the dinner was at last begun in comfort  that is to say, everyone was very hot, very much exhausted and excited, and very thirsty. Jacky gorged himself with tart in five minutes, and then took an opportunity of quietly retiring into the bushes, sheltered by which he made a détour unseen towards the place where the boat had been left.

Alas for the picnic party that day, that they allowed Hector to prevail on them to begin with his potato salad! It was partly composed of raw onions. After having eaten a few mouthfuls of it, their sense of taste was utterly destroyed! The chickens tasted of onions, so did the cheese and the bread. Even the whiskey was flavoured with onions. The beefsteak-pie might as well have been an onion-pie; indeed, no member of the party could, with shut eyes, have positively said that it was not. The potatoes harmonised with the prevailing flavour; not so the ginger-bread, however, nor the butter. Everything was oniony; they finished their repast with a sweet onion-tart! To make things worse, the sky soon became overcast, a stiff breeze began to blow, and Mr McAllister opined that there was going to be a squall.

A piercing shriek put an abrupt termination to the meal!

Intent on mischief; the imp had succeeded in pushing off the boat and clambering into it. For some time he rowed about in a circle with one oar, much delighted with his performances. But when the breeze began to increase and blow the boat away he became alarmed; and when the oar missed the water and sent him sprawling on his back, he gave utterance to the shriek above referred to. Luckily the wind carried him past the place where they were picnicking. There was but one mode of getting at the boat. It was at once adopted. Hector threw off his coat and vest, and swam out to it!

Ten minutes later, they were rowing at full speed for the foot of the loch. The sky was dark and a squall was tearing up the waters of the lake. Then the rain came down in torrents. Then it was discovered that the cloaks had been left at Hazlewood Creek, as the place where they had dined was named. To turn back was impossible. The gentlemens coats were therefore put on the ladies shoulders. All were soaked to the skin in a quarter of an hour. Jacky was quiet  being slightly overawed, but not humbled! His mother was too frightened to speak or scream. Mr Sudberry rubbed his hands and said, Come, I like to have a touch of all sorts of weather, and wont we have a jolly tea and a rousing fire when we get home? Mrs Sudberry sighed at the word home. McAllister volunteered a song, and struck up the Callums Lament, a dismally cheerful Gaelic ditty. In the midst of this they reached the landing-place, from which they walked through drenched heather and blinding rain to the White House.

Thus, drearily, the picnic ended!




Story 1  Chapter 8.

Concerning Fowls and Pools.

One morning the Sudberry Family sat on the green hill-side, in front of the White House, engaged in their usual morning amusement  feeding the cocks and hens.

It is astonishing what an amount of interest may be got up in this way! If one goes at it with a sort of philanthropico-philosophical spirit, a full hour of genuine satisfaction may be thus obtained  not to speak of the joy imparted to the poultry, and the profound glimpses obtained into fowl character.

There were about twenty hens, more or less, and two cocks. With wonderful sagacity did these creatures come to perceive that when the Sudberrys brought out chairs and stools after breakfast, and sat down thereon, they, the fowls, were in for a feed! And it was surprising the punctuality with which they assembled each fine morning for this purpose.

Most of the family simply enjoyed the thing; but Mr Sudberry, in addition to enjoying it, studied it. He soon came to perceive that the cocks were cowardly wretches, and this gave him occasion to point out to his wife the confiding character and general superiority of female nature, even in hens. The two large cocks could not be prevailed on to feed out of the hand by any means. Under the strong influence of temptation they would strut with bold aspect, but timid, hesitating step, towards the proffered crumb, but the slightest motion would scare them away; and when they did venture to peck, they did so with violent haste, and instantly fled in abject terror.

It was this tendency in these ignoble birds that exasperated poor Jacky, whose chief delight was to tempt the unfortunate hens to place unlimited confidence in him, and then clutch them by the beaks or heads, and hold them wriggling in his cruel grasp; and it was this tendency that induced him, in the heat of disappointment, and without any reference whatever to sex, to call the cocks big hens!

The hens, on the other hand, exhibited gentle and trusting natures. Of course there was vanity of character among them, as there is among ladies; but, for the most part, they were wont to rush towards their human friends in a body, and peck the crumbs  at first timidly, then boldly  from their palms. There was one hen  a black and ragged one, with only half a tail, and a downtrodden aspect  which actually went the length of jumping up on little Tillys knee, and feeding out of her lap. It even allowed her to stroke its back, but it evidently permitted rather than enjoyed the process.

On the morning in question, the black hen was bolder than usual; perhaps it had not breakfasted that day, for it was foremost in the rush when the family appeared with chairs and stools, and leaped on Tillys knee, without invitation, as soon as she was seated; whereupon Tilly called it a dear darling pretty ittle pet, and patted its back.

Why, the creature seems quite fond of you, my child, said Mrs Sudberry.

So it is, mamma. It loves me, I know, by the way it looks at me with its beautiful black eye. What a pity the other is not so nice! I think the poor darling must be blind of that eye.

There was no doubt about that. Blackies right eye was blinder than any bats; it was an opaque white ball  a circumstance which caused it no little annoyance, for the other eye had to do duty for both, and this involved constant screwing of the head about, and unwearied watchfulness. It was as if a solitary sentinel were placed to guard the front and back doors of a house at one and the same time. Despite Blackies utmost care, Jacky got on her blind side more than once, and caught her by the remnant of her poor tail. This used to spoil Tillys morning amusement, and send her sorrowful into the house. But what did that matter to Jacky? He sometimes broke out worse than usual, and set the whole brood into an agitated flutter, which rather damaged the happiness of the family. But what did that matter to Jacky?

Oh! he was a darling child, according to his mother.

For some time the feeding went on quietly enough. The fowls were confiding. Mr Sudberry was becoming immensely philosophical; Mrs Sudberry was looking on in amiable gratification; George had prevailed on a small white hen to allow him to scratch her head; Fred was taking a rapid portrait of the smallest cock; Lucy had drawn the largest concourse towards herself by scattering her crumbs on the ground; Jacky had only caught two chickens by their beaks and one hen by its tail, and was partially strangling another; and the nine McAllister dogs were ranged in a semicircle round the group, looking on benignantly, and evidently inclined to put in for a share, but restrained by the memory of past rebuffs  when little Blackie, standing on Tillys knee, and having eaten a large share of what was going, raised itself to its full height, flapped its wings, and gave utterance to a cackle of triumph! A burst of laughter followed  and Tilly gave a shriek of delighted surprise that at once dissolved the spell, and induced the horrified fowl to seek refuge in precipitate flight.

By the way, said Mrs Sudberry, that reminds me that this would be a most charming day for your excursion over the mountains to that Lake What-you-may-call-it.

What connection there was between the little incident just described and the excursion to Lake What-you-may-call-it we cannot pretend to state; but there must have been some sort of connection in Mrs Sudberrys brain, and we record her observation because it was the origin of this days proceedings. Mr Sudberry had, for some time past, talked of a long walking excursion with the whole family to a certain small loch or tarn among the hills. Mrs Sudberry had made up her mind,  first, that she would not go; and second, that she would get everyone else to go, in order to let Mrs Brown and Hobbs have a thorough cleaning-up of the house. This day seemed to suit for the excursion  hence her propounding of the plan. Poor delicate Tilly seldom went on long expeditions,  she was often doomed to remain at home.

Mr Sudberry shouted, Capital! huzza! clapped his hands, and rushed into the house to prepare, scattering the fowls like chaff in a whirlwind. Fired by his example, the rest of the family followed.

But we must have our bathe first, papa, cried Lucy.

Certainly, my love, there will be time for that. So away flew Lucy to the nursery, whence she re-issued with Jacky, Tilly, Mrs Brown, and towels.

The bathing-pool was what George called a great institution. In using this slang expression George was literally correct, for the bathing-pool was not a natural feature of the scenery: it was artificial, and had been instituted a week after the arrival of the family. The loch was a little too far from the house to be a convenient place of resort for ablutionary purposes. Close beside the house ran a small burn. Its birthplace was one of those dark glens or corries situated high up among those mountains that formed a grand towering background in all Freds sketches of the White House. Its bed was rugged and broken  a deep cutting, which the water had made on the hill-side. Here was quite a forest of dwarf-trees and shrubs; but so small were they, and so deep the torrents bed, that you could barely see the tree-tops as you approached the spot over the bare hills. In dry weather this burn tinkled over a chaos of rocks, forming myriads of miniature cascades and hosts of limpid little pools. During heavy rains it ran roaring riotously over its rough bed with a force that swept to destruction whatever chanced to come in its way.

In this burn, screened from observation by an umbrageous coppice, was the bathing-pool. No pool in the stream was deep enough, in ordinary weather, to take Jacky above the knees; but one pool had been found, about two hundred yards from the house, which was large enough, if it had only been deeper. To deepen it, therefore, they went  every member of the family.

Let us recall the picture:  

Father, in shirt sleeves rolled up to the shoulders, and trousers rolled up to the knees, in the middle of the pool, trying to upheave from the bottom a rock larger than himself  if he only knew it! But he doesnt, because it is deeply embedded, therefore he toils on in hope. George building, with turf and stone, a strong embankment with a narrow outlet, to allow the surplus water to escape. Fred, Lucy, Tilly, and Peter cutting turf and carrying stones. Mother superintending the whole, and making remarks. Jacky making himself universally disagreeable, and distracting his mother in a miscellaneous sort of way.

Its as good as Robinson Crusoe any day! cries father, panting and wiping his bald forehead. What a stone! I cant budge it. He stoops again, to conquer, if possible; but the great difficulty with father is, that the water comes so near to his tucked-up trousers that he cannot put forth his full strength without wetting them; and mother insists that this must not be done. Come, George and Fred, bring the pick-axe and the iron lever, we must have this fellow out, hes right in the middle of the pool. Now, then, heave!

The lads obey, and father straddles so fiercely that one leg slips down.

Hah! there, youve done it now! from mother.

Well, my dear, it cant be helped, meekly, from father, who is secretly glad, and prepares to root out the stone like a Hercules. Jacky gets excited, and hopes the other leg will slip down and get wet, too!

Here, hand me the lever, George; you dont put enough force to it. George obeys and grins. Now then, once more, with will  ho! hi! hup! Father strains at the lever, which, not having been properly fixed, slips, and he finds himself suddenly in a sitting posture, with the water round his waist. As the cool element embraces his loins, he hahah! gasps, as every bather knows how; but the shock to his system is nothing compared with the aggravation to his feelings when he hears the joyful yell of triumph that issues from the brazen lungs of his youngest hope.

Never mind, Ill work all the better now  come, let us be jolly, and clear out the rest of the pool. Good man! nothing can put him out. Gradually the bottom is cleared of stones, (excepting the big one), and levelled, and the embankment is built to a sufficient height.

Now for the finishing touch! cries George; bring the turf; Fred  Im ready! The water of the burn is rushing violently through the narrow outlet in the dike. A heavy stone is dropped into the gap, and turf is piled on.

More turf! more stones! quick, look alive!  itll burst everything  there, thats it!

All hands toil and work at the opening, to smother it up. The angry element leaks through, bursts, gushes  is choked back with a ready turf; and squirts up in their faces. Mother is stunned to see the power of so small a stream when the attempt is made to check it thoroughly; she is not mechanically-minded by nature, and has learned nothing in that way by education. It is stopped at last, however.

For a quarter of an hour the waters from above are cut off from those below, as completely as were those of the Jordan in days of old. They all stand panting and silent, watching the rising of the water, while George keeps a sharp eye on the dike to detect and repair any weakness. At last it is full, and the surplus runs over in a pretty cascade, while the accommodating stream piles mud and stones against the dike, and thus unwittingly strengthens the barrier. The pool is formed, full three feet deep by twenty broad. Jacky wants to bathe at once.

But the pool is like pea-soup, my pet  wait until it clears.

I wont  let me bathe!

O Jacky, my darling!

He does; for in his struggles he slips on the bank, goes in head foremost, and is fished out in a disgusting condition!

So the bathing-pool was made. It was undoubtedly a great institution; they did not know at the time, that, like many such institutions, it was liable to destruction; but they lived to see it.

Meanwhile, to return from this long digression, Lucy, Tilly, and Jacky bathed, while Mrs Brown watched and scolded. This duty performed, they returned to the house, where they found the remainder of the party ready for a journey on foot to Lake What-you-may-call-it, which lake Lucy named the Lake of the Clouds, its Gaelic cognomen being quite unpronounceable.




Story 1  Chapter 9.

A Grand Excursion over the Mountains.

Little did good Mr Sudberry think what an excursion lay before him that day, when, in the pride of untried strength and unconquerable spirits, he strode up the mountain-side, with his dutiful family following like a tail behind him. There was a kind of narrow sheep-path, up which they marched in single file. Father first, Lucy next, with her gown prettily tucked-up; George and Fred following, with large fishing-baskets stuffed with edibles; Jacky next, light and active, but as yet quiescent; timorous Peter bringing up the rear. He, also, was laden, but not heavily. Mr Sudberry carried rod and basket, for he had been told that there were large trout in the Lake of the Clouds.

Ever and anon the party halted and turned round to wave hats and kerchiefs to Mrs Sudberry, Tilly, and Mrs Brown, who returned the salute with interest, until the White House appeared a mere speck in the valley below, and Mrs Brown became so small, that Jacky, for the first time in his life, regarded her as a contemptible little thing! At last a shoulder of the hill shut out the view of the valley, and they began to feel that they were in a deep solitude, surrounded by wild mountain peaks.

It is a fact, that there is something peculiarly invigorating in mountain air. What that something is we are not prepared to say. Oxygen and ozone have undoubtedly something to do with it, but in what proportions we know not. Scientific men could give us a learned disquisition on the subject, no doubt; we therefore refer our readers to scientific men, and confine our observations to the simple statement of the fact, that there is something extremely invigorating in mountain air. Every mountaineer knows it; Mr Sudberry and family proved it that day beyond dispute, excepting, by the way, poor Peter, whose unfortunate body was not adapted for rude contact with the rough elements of this world.

The whole party panted and became very warm as they toiled upwards; but, instead of growing fatigued, they seemed to gather fresh strength and additional spirit at every step  always excepting Peter, of course. Soon a wild spirit came over them. On gaining a level patch of springy turf, father gave a cheer, and rushed madly, he knew not, and cared not, whither. Sons and daughters echoed the cheer, and followed his example. The sun burst forth at the moment, crisping the peaks, gorges, and clouds  which were all mingled together  with golden fires. Each had started off without definite intention, and they were scattered far and wide in five minutes, but each formed the natural resolve to run to the nearest summit, in order to devour more easily the view. Thus they all converged again and met on a neighbouring knoll that overtopped a terrific precipice which over hung a small lake.

The  Lake  of the  Clouds! exclaimed Lucy, as she came up, breathless and beaming.

Impossible! cried her father; McAllister says it is on the other side of the ridge, and were not near the top yet. Where are Peter and Jacky?

I cannot see them! said George and Fred, in a breath.

No more can I, cried Lucy.

No more could anybody, except a hunter or an eagle, for they were seated quietly among grey rocks and brown ferns, which blended with their costume so as to render them all but invisible.

The party on the knoll were, however, the reverse of invisible to Jacky and his exhausted companion. They stood out, black as ink, against the bright blue sky, and were so sharply defined that Jacky declared he could see the turn-up of Lucys nose.

The reader must not suppose that Master Jacky was exhausted, like his slender companion. A glance at his firm lip, flushed cheek, sturdy little limbs, and bright eyes, would have made that abundantly plain. No, Jacky was in a peculiar frame of mind  that was all. He chose to sit beside Peter, and, as he never condescended to give a reason for his choice, we cannot state one. He appeared to be meditatively inclined that day. Perhaps he was engaged in the concoction of some excruciating piece of wickedness  who knows?

Suddenly Jacky turned with a look of earnest gravity towards his companion, who was a woebegone spectacle of exhaustion. I say, wed better go on, dont you think?

Peter looked up languidly, sighed heavily, and laid his hand on the fishing-basket full of sandwiches, which constituted his burden. It was small and light, but to the poor boy it felt like a ton. Jackys eyes became still more owlishly wide, and his face graver than ever. He had never seen him in this condition before  indeed, Jackys experience of life beyond the nursery being limited, he had never seen any one in such a case before.

I say, Peter, are you desprit blowd?

Desprit, sighed Peter.

Jacky paused and gazed at his companion for nearly a minute.

I say, dye think you could walk if you tried?

Oh, yes! (with a groan and a smile;) come, Ill try to push ahead now.

Here, give me the basket, cried Jacky, starting up with sudden and tremendous energy, and wrenching the basket out of Peters hand. He did it with ease, although the small clerk was twice the size of the imp.

Peter remonstrated, but in vain. Mrs Brown, a woman of powerful frame and strong mind, could not turn Jacky from his purpose  it was not likely, therefore, that an amiable milk-and-water boy, in a state of exhaustion, could do it. Jacky swung the basket over his shoulder with an amount of exertion that made him stagger, and, commanding Peter to follow, marched up the hill with compressed lips and knitted brows.

It was an epoch in the mental development of Jacky  it was a new sensation to the child. Hitherto he had known nothing but the feeling of dependence. Up to this point he had been compelled by the force of circumstances to look up to everyone  and, alas! he had done so with a very bad grace. He had never known what it was to help any one. His mother had thoroughly spoiled him. Strange infatuation in the mother! She had often blamed the boy for spoiling his toys; but she had never blamed herself for spoiling the boy. Darling Jacky! dont ask the child to do anything for you  hes too young yet. So Jacky was never asked to help any one in any way, except by Mrs Brown, who did not ask, but commanded, and, although she never rewarded obedience with the laurel, either literally or figuratively, she invariably punished disobedience with the palm. Little Tilly always did everything she wanted done herself; and could never do enough for Jacky, so that she afforded no opportunity for her brother to exercise amiable qualities. Thus was Jacky trained to be a selfish little imp, and to this training he superadded the natural wickedness of his own little heart. But now, for the first time, the tables were turned. Jacky felt that Peter was dependent on him  that he could not get on without him.

Poor Peter, Ill help him  hes a weak skinny chap, and Im strong as a lion  as a elephant  as a crokindile  anything! Come on, Peter, are you getting better now? Thus they went up the hill together.

Ha! there they are at last, close under this mound. Why, I do believe that Jackys carrying the basket!

Mr Sudberry was bereft of breath at this discovery; so was everyone else. When the boy stumped up the hill and flung down the basket with an emphatic, there! his father turned to the small clerk  

How now, sir, did you bid Jacky carry that?

Please, sir  no, sir; (whimpering), but Master Jacky forced it out of my hand, sir, and insisted on carrying it. He saw that I was very tired, sir  and so I am, but I would not have asked him to carry it, if I had been ever so tired  indeed I would not, sir.

Im not displeased, my boy, said Mr Sudberry, kindly, patting him on the head; I only wanted to know if he offered.

Of course I did, cried the imp, stoutly, with his arms akimbo and why not? Dont you see that the poor boy is dead beat; and was I goin to stand by and see him faint by his-self; all alone on the mountain?

Certainly not! and Mr Sudberry seized Jacky and whirled him round till he was quite giddy, and fell on the heather with a cheer, and declared that he would not budge from that spot until they had lunched. Need we say that Mr Sudberry himself was the subject of a new sensation that day,  a sensation of a peculiarly hopeful nature,  as he gazed at his youngest son; while that refined little creature crammed himself with sandwiches and ginger-bread, and besmeared his hands and visage with a pot of jam, that had been packed away by his mother for her own darlings special use?

My poor lad, you must not come any farther with us. I had no idea you were so much fatigued. Remain here by the provisions, and rest in the sunshine till we return.

So Mr Sudberry gave Peter a plaid that had been carried up to serve as a table-cloth, and told him to wrap well up in it, lest he should catch cold. They left him there on the knoll, refreshed and happy, and with a new feeling in his breast in regard to Jacky, whom, up to that day, he had regarded as an imp of the most hopelessly incorrigible description.

Over the mountain and over the moor the Sudberrys wandered. The ridge was gained, and a new world of mountains, glens, gorges, and peaks was discovered on the other side of it, with the Lake of the Clouds lying, like a bright diamond, far below them. They descended into this new world with a cheer. A laugh or a cheer was their chief method of conversation now  their spirits as well as their bodies being so high. Not a house to be seen! not a sign of man! the untrodden wilderness! cried Mr Sudberry.

Robinson Crusoe! Mungo Park! Pooh! shouted George. Hooray! yelled Jacky. The whole party laughed again, and down the slope they went, at such a pace that it was a miracle they did not terminate their career in the lake with the poetic name.

At this point everyone was suddenly seized. Mr Sudberry and George were seized with an irresistible desire to fish; Fred was seized with a burning desire to sketch; Lucy was seized with a passionate desire to gather wild flowers; and Jacky was seized with a furious desire to wet himself and wade with his shoes on. He did it too, and, in the course of an hour, tumbled into so many peat-bogs, and besmeared himself with so much coffee-coloured mud, that his own mother would have failed to recognise him. He was supremely happy  so was his father. At the very first cast he, (the father), hooked a trout of half a pound weight, and lost it, too! but that was nothing. The next cast he caught one of nearly a pound. George was equally successful. Fortune smiled. Before evening began to close, both baskets were half full of splendid trout; Lucys basket was quite full of botanical specimens; Freds sketch was a success, and Jacky was as brown as a Hottentot from head to foot. They prepared to return home, rejoicing.

Haste was needful now. A short cut round the shoulder of the ridge was recommended by George, and taken. It conducted them into a totally different gap from the one which led to their own valley. If followed out, this route would have led them to a spot ten miles distant from their Highland home; but they were in blissful ignorance of the fact. All gaps and gorges looked much the same to them. Suddenly Mr Sudberry paused:  

Is this the way we came?

Grave looks, but no reply.

Let us ascend this ridge, and make sure that we are right.

They did so, and made perfectly certain that they were wrong. Attempting to correct their mistake, they wandered more hopelessly out of their way, but it was not until the shades of night began to fall that Mr Sudberry, with a cold perspiration on his brow, expressed his serious belief that they were lost!




Story 1  Chapter 10.

Lost on the Mountains.

Did ever the worthy London merchant, in the course of his life, approach to the verge of the region of despair, it was on that eventful night when he found himself and his family lost among the mountains of Scotland.

Its dreadful, said he, sitting down on a cold grey rock, and beginning slowly to realise the utter hopelessness of their condition.

My poor Lucy, dont be cast down, (drawing her to his breast), after all, it will only be a night of wandering. But we must keep moving. We must not venture to lie down in our wet clothes. We must not even rest long at a time, lest a chill should come upon you.

But Im quite warm, papa, and only a very little tired. I could walk for miles yet. She said this cheerily, but she could not help looking anxious. The night was so dark, however, that no one could see her looks.

Do let me go off alone, father, urged George; I am as fresh as possible, and could run over the hills until I should fall in with

Dont mention it, George; I feel that our only hope is to keep together. Poor Peter! what will become of that boy?

Mr Sudberry became almost, desperate as he thought of the small clerk. He started up. Come, we must keep moving. You are not cold, dear? are you sure you are not cold?

Quite sure, papa; why are you so anxious?

Because I have a flask of brandy, which I mean to delay using until we break down and cannot get on without it. Whenever you begin to get chilled I must give you brandy. Not till then, however; spirits are hurtful when there is hard toil before you, but when you break down there is no resource left. Rest, food, sleep, would be better; but these we have no chance of getting to-night. Poor Jacky! does he keep warm, George?

No fear of him, cried George, with forced gaiety. Hes all right.

Jack had broken down completely soon after nightfall. Vigorously, manfully had he struggled to keep up; but when his usual hour for going to bed arrived, nature refused to sustain him. He sank to the ground, and then George wrapped him up in his shooting-coat, in which he now lay, sound asleep, like a dirty brown bundle, on his brothers shoulders.

Ill tell you what, said Fred, after they had walked, or rather stumbled, on for some time in silence. Suppose you all wait here for ten minutes while I run like a greyhound to the nearest height and see if anything is to be seen. Mamma must have alarmed the whole neighbourhood by this time; and if they are looking for us, they will be sure to have lanterns or torches.

A good idea, my boy. Go, and pause every few minutes to shout, so that we may not lose you. Keep shouting, Fred, and we will wait here and reply.

Fred was off in a moment, and before he had got fifty yards away was floundering knee-deep in a peat-bog. So much for reckless haste, thought he, as he got out of the bog and ran forward with much more caution. Soon those waiting below heard his clear voice far up the heights. A few minutes more, and it rang forth again more faintly. Mr Sudberry remarked that it sounded as if it came from the clouds: he put his hands to his mouth sailor fashion, and replied. Then they listened intently for the next shout. How still it was while they sat there! What a grand, gloomy solitude! They could hear no sound but the beating of their own hearts. Solemn thoughts of the Creator of these mighty hills crept into their minds as they gazed around and endeavoured to pierce the thick darkness. But this was impossible. It was one of those nights in which the darkness was so profound that no object could be seen even indistinctly at the distance of ten yards. Each could see the others form like a black marble statue, but no feature could be traced. The mountain peaks and ridges could indeed be seen against the dark sky, like somewhat deeper shadows; but the crags and corries, the scattered rocks and heathery knolls, the peat-bogs and the tarns of the wild scene which these circling peaks enclosed  all were steeped in impenetrable gloom. There seemed something terrible, almost unnatural, in this union of thick darkness with profound silence. Mr Sudberry was startled by the sound of his own voice when he again spoke.

The boy must have gone too far. I cannot hear

Hush!

Hi! in the far distance, like a faint echo. They all breathed more freely, and Mr Sudberry uttered a powerful response. Presently the shout came nearer  nearer still; and soon Fred rejoined them, with the disheartening information that he had gained the summit of the ridge, and could see nothing whatever!

Well, my children, said Mr Sudberry, with an assumption of cheerfulness which he was far from feeling, nothing now remains but to push straight forward as fast as we can. We must come to a road of some sort in the long-run, which will conduct to somewhere or other, no doubt. Come, cheer up; forward! Follow close behind me, Lucy. George, do you take the lead  you are the most active and sharp-sighted among us; and mind the bogs.

What if we walk right over a precipice! thought Fred. He had almost said it, but checked himself for fear of alarming the rest unnecessarily. Instead of cautioning George, he quietly glided to the front, and took the lead.

Slowly, wearily, and painfully they plodded on, stumbling at times over a rugged and stone-covered surface, sometimes descending a broken slope that grew more and more precipitous until it became dangerous, and then, fearing to go farther  not knowing what lay before  they had to retrace their steps and search for a more gradual descent. Now crossing a level patch that raised their hopes, inclining them to believe that they had reached the bottom of the valley; anon coming suddenly upon a steep ascent that dashed their hopes, and induced them to suppose they had turned in the wrong direction, and were re-ascending instead of descending the mountain. All the time Jacky slept like a top, and George, being a sturdy fellow, carried him without a murmur. Several times Fred tried to make him give up his burden, but George was inexorably obstinate. So they plodded on till nearly midnight.

Is that a house? said Fred, stopping short, and pointing to a dark object just in front of them. No, its a lake.

Nonsense, its a mountain.

A few more steps, and Fred recoiled with a cry of horror. It was a precipice full a hundred feet deep  the dark abyss of which had assumed such varied aspects in their eyes!

A long détour followed, and they reached the foot in safety. Here the land became boggy.

Each step was an act fraught with danger, anxiety, and calculation. Whether they should step knee-deep into a hole full of water, or trip over a rounded mass of solid turf, was a matter of absolute uncertainty until the step was taken.

Oh that we had only a gleam of moonshine, said Lucy with a sigh. Moonshine! How often had George in the course of his life talked with levity, almost amounting to contempt, of things being all a matter of moonshine! What would he not have given to have had only a tithe of the things which surrounded him at that time converted into moonshine!

A feeble cheer from Fred caused an abrupt halt:  

What is it?

Hallo!

What now?

The lake at last!  Our own loch! I know the shape of it well! Hurrah!

Everyone was overjoyed. They all gazed at it long and earnestly, and unitedly came to the conclusion that it was the loch  probably at the distance of a mile or so. Pushing forward with revived spirits, they came upon the object of their hopes much sooner than had been anticipated. In fact, it was not more than two hundred yards distant. A wild yell of laughter mingled with despair burst from Fred as the lake galloped away in the shape of a white horse! The untravelled reader may possibly doubt this. Yet it is a fact that a white horse was thus mistaken for a distant lake!

The revulsion of feeling was tremendous. Everyone sighed, and Mr Sudberry groaned, for at that moment the thought of poor Peter recurred to his mind. Yet there remained a strange feeling of kindliness in the breast of each towards that white horse. It was an undeniable proof of the existence of animal life in those wild regions, a fact which the deep solitude of all around had tempted them madly to doubt  unknown even to themselves. Besides, it suggested the idea of an owner to the horse; and by a natural and easy process of reasoning they concluded that the owner must be a human being, and that, when at home, he probably dwelt in a house. What more probable than that the house was even then within hail?

Acting on the idea, Mr Sudberry shouted for two minutes with all his might, the only result of which was to render himself extremely hoarse. Then George tried it, and so did Fred, and Jacky awoke and began to whimper and to ask to be let down. He also kicked a little, but, being very tired, soon fell asleep again.

You must let me carry him now! said Fred.

I wont!

Fred tried force, but George was too strong for him, so they went on as before, Lucy leaning somewhat heavily on her fathers arm.

Presently they heard the sound of water. It filled them with mitigated joy and excitement, on the simple principle that anything in the shape of variety was better than nothing. A clap of thunder would have raised in their depressed bosoms a gleam of hope. A flash of lightning would have been a positive blessing. Mr Sudberry at once suggested that it must be a stream, and that they could follow its course  wade down its bed, if necessary  till they should arrive at something! Foolish man! he had been long enough in the Highlands by that time to have known that to walk down the bed of a mountain-burn was about as possible as to walk down the shaft of a coal-mine. They came to the edge of its banks, however, and, looking over, tried to pierce its gloom. There was a pale gleam of white foam  a rumbling, rustling sound beneath, and a sensation of moisture in the atmosphere.

It rains! said Mr Sudberry.

I rather think its the spray of a fall! observed George.

Had Mr Sudberry known the depth of the tremendous gulf into which he was peering, and the steep cliff on the edge of which he stood, he would have sprung back in alarm. But he did not know  he did not entertain the faintest idea of the truth so he boldly, though cautiously, began to clamber down, assisting Lucy to descend.

Man, (including woman), knows not what he can accomplish until he tries. Millions of glittering gold would not have induced any member of that party to descend such a place in the dark, had they known what it was  yet they accomplished it in safety. Down, down they went!

Dear me, when shall we reach the foot? We must be near it now.

No, they were not near it; still down they went, becoming more and more alarmed, yet always tempted on by the feeling that each step would bring them to the bottom.

What a noise the stream makes! why, it must be a river!

No, it was not a river  it was a mere burn; quite a little burn, but  what then? Little men are always fussier and noisier than big men; little boys invariably howl more furiously than big boys. Nature is full of analogies; and little streams, especially mountain streams, always make more ado in finding their level than big rivers.

They got down at last, and then they found the stream rushing, bursting, crashing among rent and riven rocks and boulders as if it had gone furiously mad, and was resolved never more to flow and murmur, but always to leap and roar. It was impassable; to walk down its banks or bed was impossible, so the wanderers had to re-ascend the bank, and roam away over black space in search of another crossing. They soon lost the sound in the intricacies of cliffs and dells, and never again found that stream. But they found a narrow path, and Fred announced the discovery with a cheer. It was an extremely rugged path, and appeared to have been macadamised with stones the size of a mans head. This led them to suspect that it must be a ditch, not a path; but it turned out to be the dry bed of a mountain-torrent  dry, at least, as regards running water, though not dry in respect of numerous stagnant pools, into which at various times each member of the party stepped unintentionally. It mattered not  nothing could make them wetter or more miserable than they were  so they thought. They had yet to learn that the thoughts of men are forever misleading them, and that there is nothing more certain than the uncertainty of all human calculations.




Story 1  Chapter 11.

Still Lost!

Meanwhile, Mrs Sudberry was thrown into a species of frenzied horror, which no words can describe, and which was not in any degree allayed by the grave shaking of the head with which Mr McAllister accompanied his vain efforts to comfort and re-assure her. This excellent man quoted several passages from the works of Dugald Stewart and Locke, tending to show, in common parlance, that necessity has no law, and that the rightly constituted human mind ought to rise superior to all circumstances  quotations which had the effect of making Mrs Sudberry more hysterical than ever, and which induced Mrs Brown to call him who offered such consolation a brute!

But McAllister did not confine his efforts solely to the region of mind. While he was earnestly administering doses of the wisdom of Stewart and Locke to the agitated lady in the parlour, Dan and Hugh, with several others, were, by his orders, arming themselves in the kitchen for a regular search.

Shes ready, said Dan, entering the parlour unceremoniously with a huge stable lantern.

Thats right, Dan  keep away up by the slate corrie, and come down by the red tarn. If theyve taken the wrong turn to the right, youre sure to fall in wi them thereaway. Send Hugh round by the burn; Ill go straight up the hill, and come down upon Loch Cognahoighliey. Give a shout now and then, as ye goo.

Dan was a man of action and few words: he vouchsafed no reply, but turned immediately and left the room, leaving a powerful odour of the byre behind him.

Poor Mrs Sudberry and Tilly were unspeakably comforted by the grave business-like way in which the search was gone about. They recalled to mind that a search of a somewhat similar nature, in point of manner and time, was undertaken a week before for a stray sheep, and that it had been successful; so they felt relieved, though they remained, of course, dreadfully anxious. McAllister refrained from administering any more moral philosophy. As he was not at all anxious about the lost party, and was rather fond of a sly joke, it remains to this day a matter of doubt whether he really expected that his nostrums would be of much use. In a few minutes he was breasting the hill like a true mountaineer, with a lantern in his hand, and with Hobbs by his side.

Only think, maam, said Mrs Brown, who was not usually judicious in her remarks, only think if theyve been an fell hover a precipice.

Shocking! exclaimed poor Mrs Sudberry, with a little shriek, as she clapped her hands on her eyes.

Poor Jacky, maam, praps es lyin hall in a mangled eap at the foot of a

Leave me! cried Mrs Sudberry, with an amount of sudden energy that quite amazed Mrs Brown, who left the room feeling that she was an injured woman.

Darling mamma, they will come back! said Tilly, throwing her arms round her mothers neck, and bursting into tears on her bosom. You know that the sheep  the lost sheep  was found last week, and brought home quite safe. Dan is so kind, though he does not speak much, and Hugh too. They will be sure to find them, darling mamma!

The sweet voice and the hopeful heart of the child did what philosophy had failed to accomplish  Mrs Sudberry was comforted. Thus we see, not that philosophy is a vain thing, but that philosophy and feeling are distinct, and that each is utterly powerless in the domain of the other.

When Peter was left alone by his master, as recorded in a former chapter, he sat himself down in a cheerful frame of mind on the sunny side of a large rock, and gave himself up to the enjoyment of thorough repose, as well mental as physical. The poor lad was in that state of extreme lassitude which renders absolute and motionless rest delightful. Extended at full length on a springy couch of heath, with his eyes peeping dreamily through the half-closed lids at the magnificent prospect of mountains and glens that lay before him, and below him too, so that he felt like a bird in mid-air, looking down upon the world, with his right arm under his meek head, and both pillowed on the plaid, with his countenance exposed to the full blaze of the sun, and with his recent lunch commencing to operate on the system, so as to render exhaustion no longer a pain, but a pleasure, Peter lay on that knoll, high up the mountain-side, in close proximity to the clouds, dreaming and thinking about nothing; that is to say, about everything or anything in an imbecile sort of way: in other words, wandering in his mind disjointedly over the varied regions of memory and imagination; too tired to originate an idea; too indifferent to resist one when it arose; too weak to follow it out; and utterly indifferent as to whether his mind did follow it out, or cut it short off in the middle.

We speak of Peters mind as a totally distinct and separate thing from himself. It had taken the bit in its teeth and run away. He cared no more for it than he did for the nose on his face, which was, at that time, as red as a carrot, by reason of the sun shining full on its tip. But why attempt to describe Peters thoughts? Here they are  such as they were  for the reader to make what he can out of them.

Heigh ho! comfortable now  jolly  what a place! How I hate mountains  climbing them  dreadful!  Like em to lie on, though  sun, I like your jolly red-hot face  Sunday! wonder ifs got to do with sun  praps  twinkle, twinkle, little sun, how I wonder  oh, what fun!  wont I have sich wonderful tales  tales  tails  stories are tails  stick em on the end of puppy-dogs, and see how theyd look  two or three two-legged puppies in the office  what a difference now!  no ink-bottles, no smashings, no quills, plenty of geese, though, and grouse and hares  what was I thinking about? Oh, yes  the office  no scribbles  no stools, no desks, No-vember  dear me, thats funny! No-vember  whats a vember? Cut him in two cant join him again  no  no  snore!

At this point Peters thoughts went out altogether in sleep, leaving the happy youth in peaceful oblivion. He started suddenly after an hours nap, under the impression that he was tumbling over a precipice.

To give a little scream and clutch wildly at the heather was natural. He looked round. The sun was still hot and high. Scratching his head, as if to recall his faculties, Peter stared vacantly at the sandwiches which lay beside him on a piece of old newspaper. Gradually his hand wandered towards them, and a gleam of intelligence, accompanied by a smile, overspread his countenance as he conveyed one to his lips. Eating seemed fatiguing, however. He soon laid the remnant down, drew the plaid over him, nestled among the heather, and dropped into a heavy sleep with a sigh of ineffable comfort.

When Peter again woke up, the sun was down, and just enough of light remained to show that it was going to be an intensely dark night. Can anyone describe, can anyone imagine, the state of Peters feelings? Certainly not! Peter, besides being youthful, was, as we have said, an extremely timid boy. He was constitutionally afraid of the dark, even when surrounded by friends. What, then, were his sensations when he found himself on the mountain alone  lost! The thought was horror! Peter gasped; he leaped up with a wild shout, gazed madly round, and sank down with a deep groan. Up he sprang again, and ran forward a few paces. Precipices occurred to him  he turned and ran as many paces backward. Bogs occurred to him  he came to a full stop, fell on his knees, and howled. Up he leaped again, clapped both hands to his mouth, and shouted until his eyes threatened to come out, and his face became purple, Master! Master! George! hi! halloo! Jacky! hooo! The O! was prolonged into a wild roar, and down he went again quite flat. Up he jumped once more; the darkness was deepening. He rushed to the right  left  all round  tore his hair, and gazed into the black depths below  yelled and glared into the dark vault above!

Poor Peter! Thus violently did his gentle spirit seek relief during the first few minutes of its overwhelming consternation.

But he calmed down in the course of time into a species of mild despair. A bursting sob broke from him occasionally, as with his face buried in his hands, his head deep in the heather, and his eyes tight shut, he strove in vain to blind himself to the true nature of his dreadful position. At last he became recklessly desperate, and, rising hastily, he fled. He sought, poor lad, to fly from himself. Of course the effort was fruitless. Instead of distancing himself  an impossibility at all times  doubly so in a rugged country  he tumbled himself over a cliff, (fortunately not a high one), and found himself in a peat-bog, (fortunately not a deep one). This cooled and somewhat improved his understanding, so that he returned to the knoll a wiser, a wetter, and a sadder boy. Who shall describe the agonies, the hopes, the fears, the wanderings, the faggings, and the final despair of the succeeding hours? It is impossible to say who will describe all this, for we have not the slightest intention of attempting it.

Towards midnight Dan reached a very dark and lonely part of the mountains, and was suddenly arrested by a low wail. The sturdy Celt raised his lantern on high. Just at that moment Peters despair happened to culminate, and he lifted his head out of the heather to give free vent to the hideous groan with which he meant, if possible, to terminate his existence. The groan became a shriek, first of terror, then of hope, after that of anxiety, as Dan came dancing towards him like a Jack-o-lantern.

Fat is she shriekin at? said Dan.

Oh! Im so glad  Im sooowhoo!

Poor Peter seized Dan round the legs, for, being on his knees, he could not reach higher, and embraced him.

Fats got the maister?

Peter could not tell.

Can she waalk?

Peter couldnt walk  his limbs refused their office.

Here, speel up on her back.

Peter could do that. He did it, and hugged Dan round the neck with the tenacity of a shipwrecked mariner clinging to his last plank. The sturdy Celt went down the mountain as lightly as if Peter were a fly, and as if the vice-like grip of his arms round his throat were the embrace of a worsted comforter.

Here they are, maam! screamed Mrs Brown.

She was wrong. Mrs Brown was usually wrong. Peter alone was deposited before the eager gaze of Mrs Sudberry, who fainted away with disappointment. Mrs Brown said be off to Peter, and applied scent-bottles to her mistress. The poor boys grateful heart wanted to embrace somebody; so he went slowly and sadly upstairs, where he found the cat, and embraced it. Hours passed away, and the Sudberry Family still wandered lost, and almost hopeless, among the mountains.




Story 1  Chapter 12.

Found.

We left Mr Sudberry and his children in the nearly dry bed of a mountain-torrent, indulging the belief that matters were as bad as could be, and that, therefore, there was no possibility of their getting worse.

A smart shower of rain speedily induced them to change their minds in this respect. Seeking shelter under the projecting ledge of a great cliff, the party stood for some time there in silence.

You are cold, my pet, said Mr Sudberry.

Just a little, papa; I could not help shuddering, said Lucy, faintly.

Now for the brandy, said her father, drawing forth the flask.

Suppose I try to kindle a fire, said George, swinging the bundle containing Jacky off his shoulder, and placing it in a hollow of the rocks.

Well, suppose you try.

George proceeded to do so; but on collecting a few broken twigs he found that they were soaking wet, and on searching for the match-box he discovered that it had been left in the provision-basket, so they had to content themselves with a sip of brandy all round  excepting Jacky. That amiable child was still sound asleep; but in a few minutes he was heard to utter an uneasy squall, and then George discovered that he had deposited part of his rotund person in a puddle of water.

Come, let us move on, said Mr Sudberry, the rain gets heavier. It is of no use putting off time, we cannot be much damper than we are.

Again the worthy man was mistaken; for, in the course of another hour, they were all so thoroughly drenched, that their previous condition might have been considered, by contrast, one of absolute dryness.

Suddenly, a stone wall, topped by a paling, barred their further progress. Fred, who was in advance, did not see this wall  he only felt it when it brought him up.

Heres a gate, I believe, cried George, groping about. It was a gate, and it opened upon the road! For the first time for many hours a gleam of hope burst in upon the benighted wanderers. Presently a ray of light dazzled them.

What! do my eyes deceive me  a cottage? cried Mr Sudberry.

Ay, and a witch inside, said George.

Why, its old  no, impossible!

Yes, it is, though  its old Moggys cottage.

Hurrah! cried Fred.

Old Moggys dog came out with a burst of indignation that threatened annihilation to the whole party; but, on discovering who they were, it crept humbly back into the cottage.

Does she never go to bed? whispered George, as they approached and found the old woman moping over her fire, and swaying her body to and fro, with the thin dirty gown clinging close to her figure, and the spotlessly clean plaid drawn tightly round her shoulders.

Good-evening, old woman, said Mr Sudberry, advancing with a conciliatory air.

Its mornin, retorted the old woman with a scowl.

Alas! you are right; here have we been lost on the hills, and wandering all night; and glad am I to find your fire burning, for my poor daughter is very cold and much exhausted. May we sit down beside you?

No reply, save a furtive scowl.

Whats that? asked Moggy, sharply, as George deposited his dirty wet bundle on the floor beside the fire opposite to her.

The bundle answered for itself; by slowly unrolling, sitting up and yawning violently, at the same time raising both arms above its head and stretching itself. Having done this, it stared round the room with a vacant look, and finally fixed its goggle eyes in mute surprise on Moggy.

The sight of this wet, dirty little creature acted, as formerly, like a charm on the old woman. Her face relaxed into a smile of deep tenderness. She immediately rose, and taking the child in her arms carried him to her stool, and sat down with him in her lap. Jacky made no resistance; on the contrary, he seemed to have made up his mind to submit at once, and with a good grace, to the will of this strange old creature  to the amazement as well as amusement of his relations.

The old woman took no further notice of her other visitors. She incontinently became stone deaf; and apparently blind, for she did not deign to bestow so much as a glance on them, while they circled close round her fire, and heaped on fresh sticks without asking leave. But she made up for this want of courtesy by bestowing the most devoted attentions on Jacky. Finding that that young gentleman was in a filthy as well as a moist condition, she quietly undressed him, and going to a rough chest in a corner of the hut drew out a full suit of clothing, with which she speedily invested him. The garb was peculiar  a tartan jacket, kilt, and hose; and these seemed to have been made expressly for him, they fitted so well. Although quite clean, thin, threadbare, and darned, the appearance of the garments showed that they had been much-worn. Having thus clothed Jacky, the old woman embraced him tenderly, then held him at arms-length and gazed at him for a few minutes. Finally, she pushed him gently away and burst into tears  rocking herself to and fro, and moaning dismally.

Meanwhile Jacky, still perfectly mute and observant, sat down on a log beside the poor old dame, and stared at her until the violence of her grief began to subside. The other members of the party stared too  at her and at each other  as if to say, What can all this mean?

At last Jacky began to manifest signs of impatience, and, pulling her sleeve, he said  

Now, ganny, lollipops!

Old Moggy smiled, rose, went to the chest again, and returned with a handful of sweetmeats, with which Jacky at once proceeded to regale himself, to the infinite joy of the old woman.

Mr Sudberry now came to the conclusion that there must be a secret understanding between this remarkable couple; and he was right. Many a time during the last two weeks had Master Jacky, all unknown to his parents, made his way to old Moggys hut  attracted thereto by the splendid lollipops with which the subtle old creature beguiled him, and also by the extraordinary amount of affection she lavished upon him. Besides this, the child had a strong dash of romance in his nature, and it was a matter of deep interest to him to be a courted guest in such a strange old hovel, and to be fondled and clothed, as he often was, in Highland costume, by one who scowled upon everyone else  excepting her little dog, with which animal he became an intimate friend. Jacky did not trouble himself to inquire into the reason of the old womans partiality  sufficient for him that he enjoyed her hospitality and her favour, and that he was engaged in what he had a vague idea must needs be a piece of clandestine and very terrible wickedness. His long absences, during these visits, had indeed been noticed by his mother; but as Jacky was in the habit of following his own inclinations in every thing and at all times, without deigning to give an account of himself; it was generally understood that he had just strayed a little farther than usual while playing about.

While this was going on in Moggys hut, George had been despatched to inform Mrs Sudberry of their safety. The distance being short, he soon ran over the ground, and burst in upon his mother with a cheer. Mrs Sudberry sprang into his arms, and burst into tears; Mrs Brown lay down on the sofa, and went into quiet hysterics; and little Tilly, who had gone to bed hours before in a condition of irresistible drowsiness, jumped up with a scream, and came skipping down-stairs in her night-gown.

Safe, mother, safe!

And Jacky?

Safe, too, all of us.

Oh! Im so thankful.

No, not all of us, said George, suddenly recollecting Peter.

Mrs Sudberry gasped and turned pale. Oh! George! quick, tell me!

Poor Peter, began George.

Please, sir, Ive bin found, said a meek voice behind him, at which George turned round with a start  still supporting his mother.

Mrs Brown, perceiving the ludicrous nature of the remark, began to grow violent on the sofa, and to kick a little. Then Mrs Sudberry asked for each of the missing ones individually  sobbing between each question  and at each sob Tillys sympathetic bosom heaved, and Mrs Brown gave a kick and a subdued scream. Then George began to tell the leading features of their misfortunes rapidly, and Mrs Brown listened intently until Mrs Sudberry again sobbed, when Mrs Brown immediately recollected that she was in hysterics, and recommenced kicking.

But where are they? cried Mrs Sudberry, suddenly.

I was just coming to that  theyre at old Moggys hut, drying themselves and resting.

Oh! Ill go down at once. Take me there.

Accordingly, the poor lady threw on her bonnet and shawl and set off with George for the cottage, leaving Mrs Brown, now relieved from all anxiety, kicking and screaming violently on the sofa, to the great alarm of Hobbs, who just then returned from his fruitless search.

My son, my darling! cried Mrs Sudberry, as she rushed into the cottage, and clasped Jacky in her arms. She could say no more, and if she had said more it could not have been heard, for her appearance created dire confusion and turmoil in the hovel. The lost and found wanderers started up to welcome her, the little dog sprang up to bark furiously and repel her, and the old woman ran at her, screaming, with intent to rescue Jacky from her grasp. There was a regular scuffle, for the old woman was strong in her rage, but George and Fred held her firmly, though tenderly, back, while Mr Sudberry hurried his alarmed spouse and their child out of the hut, and made for home as fast as possible. Lucy followed with George almost immediately after, leaving Fred to do his best to calm and comfort the old woman. For his humane efforts Fred received a severe scratching on the face, and was compelled to seek refuge in flight.




Story 1  Chapter 13.

Visiting the Poor.

For some time after this the Sudberry Family were particularly careful not to wander too far from their mountain home. Mr Sudberry forbade everyone, on pain of his utmost displeasure, to venture up among the hills without McAllister or one of his lads as a guide. As a further precaution, he wrote for six pocket compasses to be forwarded as soon as possible.

My dear, said his wife, since you are writing home, you may as well

My dear, I am not writing

Youre writing to London for compasses, are you not?

No, said Mr Sudberry with a smile. I believe they understand how to manufacture the mariners compass in Scotland  I am writing to my Edinburgh agent for them.

Oh! ah well, it did not occur to me. Now you mention it, I think I have heard that the Scotch have sort of scientific tendencies.

Yes, they are feelosophically inclined, as our friend McAllister would say. But what did you want, my love?

I want a hobby-horse to be sent to us for Jacky; but it will be of no use writing to Edinburgh for one. I suppose they do not use such things in a country where there are so few real horses, and so few roads fit for a horse to walk on.

Mr Sudberry made no reply, not wishing to incur the expense of such a useless piece of furniture, and his wife continued her needlework with a sigh. From the bottom of her large heart she pitied the Scottish nation, and wondered whether there was the remotest hope of the place ever being properly colonised by the English, and the condition of the aborigines ameliorated.

Mamma, Im going with Flora Macdonald to visit her poor people, said Lucy, entering at the moment with a flushed face,  for Lucy was addicted to running when in a hurry,  and with a coquettish little round straw hat.

Very well, my love, but do take that good-natured man to guide you  Mr Whats-his-name, Ive such a memory! Ah! McCannister; do take him with you, dear.

There is no need, mamma. Nearly all the cottages lie along the road-side, and Flora is quite at home here, you know.

True, true, I forgot that.

Mrs Sudberry sighed and Lucy laughed gaily as she ran down the hill to meet her friend. The first cottage they visited was a little rough thatched one with a low roof; one door, and two little windows, in which latter there were four small panes of glass, with a knot in each. The interior was similar to that of old Moggys hut, but there was more furniture in it, and the whole was pervaded by an air of neatness and cleanliness that spoke volumes for its owner.

This is Mrs Camerons cottage, whispered Flora as they entered. She was knocked over by a horse while returning from church last Sunday, and I fear has been badly shaken.  Well, Mrs Cameron, how are you to-day?

A mild little voice issued from a box-bed in a corner of the room. Thankee, mem, Im no that ill, mem. The Lord is verra kind to me.  There was a mild sadness in the tone, a sort of the worlds in an awfu state,  but no doot its a for the best, an Im resigned to my lot, though I wadna objec to its being a wee thing better, oo-ay,  feeling in it, which told of much sorrow in years gone by, and of deep humility, for there was not a shade of complaint in the tone.

Has the doctor been to see you, my dear granny? inquired Flora, sitting down at the side of the box-bed, while Lucy seated herself on a stool and tried to pierce the gloom within.

Oo, ay, he cam an pood aff ma mutch, an feeld ma heed a over, but he said nothin  only to lie quiet an tak a pickle water-gruel, oo-ay.

As the voice said this its owner raised herself on one elbow, and, peering out with a pair of bright eyes, displayed to her visitor the small, withered, yet healthy countenance of one who must have been a beautiful girl in her youth. She was now upwards of seventy, and was, as Lucy afterwards said, a sweet, charming, dear old woman. Her features were extremely small and delicate, and her eyes had an anxious look, as if she were in the habit of receiving periodical shocks of grief, and were wondering what shape the next one would take.

I have brought you a bottle of wine, said Flora; now dont shake your head  you must take it; you cannot get well on gruel. Your daughter is at our house just now: I shall meet her on my way home, and will tell her to insist on your taking it.

The old woman smiled, and looked at Lucy.

This is a friend whom I have brought to see you, said Flora, observing the glance. The old woman held out her hand, and Lucy pressed it tenderly. She has come all the way from London to see our mountains, granny.

Ay? said the old woman with a kind motherly smile: its a lang way to Lunnon, a lang way, ay. Yell be thinkin were a wild kind o folk here-away; somewhat uncouth we are, no doot.

Indeed, I think you are very nice people, said Lucy, earnestly. I had no idea how charming your country was, until I came to it.

Oo-ay! we can only get ideas by seein or readin. Its a grawnd thing, travellin, but its wonderfu what readin ll do. My guid-man, thats deed this therteen year,  ay,  come Martimas, he wrought in Lunnon for a year before we was marrit, an he sent me the newspapers reglar once a month  ay, the English is fine folk. My guid-man aye said that.

Lucy expressed much interest in this visit of the departed guid-man, and, having touched a chord which was extremely sensitive and not easily put to rest after having been made to vibrate, old Mrs Cameron entertained her with a sweet and prolix account of the last illness, death, and burial of the said guid-man, with the tears swelling up in her bright old eyes and hopping over her wrinkled cheeks, until Flora forbade her to say another word, reminding her of the doctors orders to keep quiet.

Oo-ay, yell be gawin to read me a bit o the book?

I thought you would ask that; what shall it be?

Oo, ye canna go wrang.

Flora opened the Bible, and, selecting a passage, read it in a slow, clear tone, while the old woman lay back and listened with her eyes upturned and her hands clasped.

Isnt it grawnd? said she, appealing to Lucy with a burst of feeling, when Flora had concluded.

Lucy was somewhat taken aback by this enthusiastic display of love for the Bible, and felt somewhat embarrassed for an appropriate answer; but Flora came to her rescue:

I have brought you a book, granny; it will amuse you when you are able to get up and read. There now, no thanks  you positively must lie down and try to sleep. I see your cheek is flushed with all this talking. Good-day, granny!

The next whom we will visit is a very different character, said Flora, as they walked briskly along the road that followed the windings of the river; he dwells half a mile off.

Then you will have time to tell me about old Moggy, said Lucy. You have not yet fulfilled your promise to tell me the secret connected with her, and I am burning with impatience to know it.

Of course you are; every girl of your age is set on fire by a secret. I have a mind to keep you turning a little longer.

And pray, grandmamma, said Lucy, with an expressive twinkle in her eyes, at what period of your prolonged life did you come to form such a just estimate of character in girls of my age?

Ill answer that question another time, said Flora; meanwhile, I will relent and tell you about old Moggy. But, after all, there is not much to tell, and there is no secret connected with her, although there is a little mystery.

No secret, yet a mystery! a distinction without a difference, it seems to me.

Perhaps it is. You shall hear:  

When a middle-aged woman, Moggy was housekeeper to Mr Hamilton, a landed proprietor in this neighbourhood. Mr Hamiltons gardener fell in love with Moggy; they married, and, returning to this their native hamlet, settled down in the small hut which the old woman still occupies. They had one daughter, named Mary, after Mr Hamiltons sister. When Mary was ten years old her father died of fever, and soon afterwards Moggy was taken again into Mr Hamiltons household in her old capacity; for his sister was an invalid, and quite unfit to manage his house. In the course of time little Mary became a woman and married a farmer at a considerable distance from this neighbourhood. They had one child, a beautiful fair-haired little fellow. On the very day that he was born his father was killed by a kick from a horse. The shock to the poor mother was so great, that she sank under it and died. Thus the little infant was left entirely to the care of his grandmother. He was named Willie, after his father.

Death seemed to cast his shadow over poor Moggys path all her life through. Shortly after this event Mr Hamilton died suddenly. This was a great blow to the housekeeper, for she was much attached to her old master, who had allowed her to keep her little grandson beside her under his roof. The sister survived her brother about five years. After her death the housekeeper returned to her old hut, where she has ever since lived on the interest of a small legacy left her by her old master. Little Willie, or wee Wullie, as she used to call him, was the light of old Moggys eyes, and the joy of her heart. She idolised and would have spoiled him, had that been possible; but the child was of a naturally sweet disposition, and would not spoil. He was extremely amiable and gentle, yet bold as a young lion, and full of fun. I do not wonder that poor old Moggy was both proud and fond of him in an extraordinary degree. The blow of his removal well-nigh withered her up, body and soul

He died? said Lucy, looking up at Flora with tearful eyes.

No, he did not: perhaps it would have been better if the poor child had died; you shall hear. When Willie was six years old a gang of gypsies passed through this hamlet, and, taking up their abode on the common, remained for some time. They were a wild, dangerous set, and became such a nuisance that the inhabitants at last took the law into their own hands, and drove them away. Just before this occurred little Willie disappeared. Search was made for him everywhere, but in vain. The gypsies were suspected, and their huts examined. Suspicion fell chiefly on one man, a stout ill-favoured fellow, with an ugly squint and a broken nose; but nothing could be proved either against him or the others, except that, at the time of the childs disappearance, this man was absent from the camp. From that day to this, dear little Willie has never been heard of.

At first, the poor old grandmother went about almost mad with despair and anxiety, but, as years passed by, she settled down into the moping old creature you have seen her. It is five years since that event. Willie will be eleven years old now, if alive; but, alas! I fear he must be dead.

What a sad, sad tale! said Lucy. I suppose it must be because our Jacky is about the age that Willie was when he was stolen, that the poor woman has evinced such a fondness for him.

Possibly; and, now I think of it, there is a good deal of resemblance between the two, especially about the hair and eyes, though Willie was much more beautiful. You have noticed, no doubt, that Moggy wears a clean plaid

Oh, yes, interrupted Lucy; I have observed that.

That was the plaid that Willie used to wear in winter. His grandmother spends much of her time in washing it; she takes great pains to keep it clean. The only mystery about the old woman is the old chest in one corner of her hut. She keeps it jealously locked, and no one has ever found out what is in it, although the inquisitive folk of the place are very anxious to know. But it does not require a wizard to tell that. Doubtless it contains the clothing and toys of her grandson. Poor old Moggy!

I can enlighten you on that point, said Lucy, eagerly opening the lid of a small basket which hung on her arm, and displaying the small suit of Highland clothing in which Jacky had been conveyed home on the night when the Sudberrys were lost on the hills. This suit came out of the large chest; and as I knew you meant to visit Moggy to-day, I brought it with me.

The two friends reached the door of a small cottage as Lucy said this, and tapped.

Come in! gruffly said a mans voice. This was one of Floras difficult cases. The man was bed-ridden, and was nursed by a grand-daughter. He was quite willing to accept comfort from Flora, especially when it took the shape of food and medicine; but he would not listen to the Bible. Flora knew that he liked her visits, however; so, with prayers in her heart and the Bible in her hand, she persevered hopefully, yet with such delicacy that the gruff old man became gruffer daily, as his conscience began to reprove him for his gruffness.

Thus, from hut to hut she went, with love to mankind in her heart and the name of Jesus on her lip; sometimes received with smiles and sent away with blessings, occasionally greeted with a cold look, and allowed to depart with a frigid good-day!

Lucy had often wished for some such work as this at home, but had not yet found courage to begin. She was deeply sympathetic and observant. Old Moggy was the last they visited that day. Flora was the only female she would tolerate.

Ive been tryin to sayt a night an I canna dot! she said stoutly, as the ladies entered.

You forget the words, perhaps, dear Moggy The Lord gave, and the Lord hath

Na, na, I dinna forget them, but I canna say them. So Flora sat down on a stool, and gently sought, by means of the Bible, to teach the old woman one of the most difficult lessons that poor human nature has got to learn in this world of mingled happiness and woe.




Story 1  Chapter 14.

A Surprise and a Battle.

Here! halloo! hi! Hobbs! I say, shouted Mr Sudberry, running out at the front door, after having swept Lucys work-box off the table and trodden on the cats tail. Where has that fellow gone to? Hes always out of the way. Halloo! (looking up at the nursery window), Mrs Brown!

Mrs Brown, being deeply impressed with the importance of learning, (just because of Mrs Sudberrys contempt thereof), was busily engaged at that moment in teaching Miss Tilly and Master Jacky a piece of very profound knowledge.

Now, Miss Tilly, what is the meaning of procrastination? (Ho! hi! halloo-o-o-o, from Mr Sudberry; but Mrs Brown, supposing the shout is meant for any one but herself; takes no notice of it.)

Tilly. Doing to-day what you might have put off till to-morrow. (Halloo! ho! dont you hear? hi! from below.)

Mrs Brown. No, you little goose! What is it, Jacky?

Jacky. Doing to-morrow what you might have put off till to-day. (Hi! halloo! are you deaf up there?)

Mrs Brown. Worse and worse, stupid little goose!

Jacky, (indignantly). Well, then, if its neither one thing nor tother, just lets hear what you make it out to be (Hi! ho! halloo! Mrs Braaown!)

Bless me, I think papa is calling on me. Yes, sir. Was you calling, sir? (throwing up the window and looking out.)

Calling! no; I wasnt calling. I was shrieking, howling, yelling. Is Hobbs there?

No, sir; Obbs is not ere, sir.

Well, then, be so good as to go and look for him, and say I want him directly to go for the letters.

Ere I am, sir, said Hobbs, coming suddenly round the corner of the house, with an appearance of extreme haste.

Hobbs had, in fact, been within hearing of his master, having been, during the last half-hour, seated in McAllisters kitchen, where the uproarious merriment had drowned all other sounds. Hobbs had become a great favourite with the Highland family, owing to his hearty good humour and ready power of repartee. The sharp Cockney, with the easy-going effrontery peculiar to his race, attempted to amuse the household  namely, Mrs McAllister, Dan, Hugh, and two good-looking and sturdy-limbed servant-girls  by measuring wits with the canny Scot, as he called the farmer. He soon found, however, that he had caught a Tartar. The good-natured Highlander met his raillery with what we may call a smile of grave simplicity, and led him slyly into committing himself in such a way that even the untutored servants could see how far the man was behind their master in general knowledge; but Hobbs took refuge in smart reply, confident assertion, extreme volubility, and the use of hard words, so that it sometimes seemed to the domestics as if he really had some considerable power in argument. Worthy Mrs McAllister never joined in the debate, except by a single remark now and then. She knew her son thoroughly, and before the Sudberrys had been a week at the White House she understood Hobbs through and through.

She was wont to sit at her spinning-wheel regarding this intellectual sparring with grave interest, as a peculiar phase of the human mind. A very sharp encounter had created more laughter than usual at the time when Mr Sudberry halloed for his man-servant.

You must be getting deaf; Hobbs, I fear, said the master, at once pacified by the mans arrival; go down and fetch

Pray do not send him away just now, cried Mrs Sudberry: I have something particular for him to do. Can you go down yourself, dear?

The good man sighed. Well, I will go, and accordingly away he went.

Stay, my dear.

Well.

I expect one or two small parcels by the coach this morning; mind you ask for em and bring em up.

Ay, ay! and Mr Sudberry, with his hands in his pockets, and his wideawake thrust back and very much on one side of his head, sauntered down the hill towards the road.

One of the disadvantageous points about the White House was its distance from any town or market. The nearest shop was four miles off, so that bread, butter, meat, and groceries, had to be ordered a couple of days beforehand, and were conveyed to their destination by the mail-coach. Even after they were deposited at the gate of Mr McAllisters farm, there was still about half a mile of rugged cart-road to be got over before they could be finally deposited in the White House. This was a matter of constant anxiety to Mr Sudberry, because it was necessary that someone should be at the gate regularly to receive letters and parcels, and this involved constant attention to the time of the mail passing. When no one was there, the coachman left the property of the family at the side of the road. Hobbs, however, was usually up to time, fair weather and foul, and this was the first time his master had been called on to go for the letters.

Walking down the road, Mr Sudberry whistled an extremely operatic air, in the contentment of his heart, and glanced from side to side, with a feeling amounting almost to affection, at the various objects which had now become quite familiar to him, and with many of which he had interesting associations.

There was the miniature hut, on the roof of which he usually laid his rod on returning from a days fishing. There was the rude stone bridge over the burn, on the low parapet of which he and the family were wont to sit on fine evenings, and commune of fishing, and boating, and climbing, and wonder whether it would be possible ever again to return to the humdrum life of London. There was the pool in the same burn over which one day he, reckless man, had essayed to leap, and into which he had tumbled, when in eager pursuit of Jacky. A little below this was the pool into which the said Jacky had rushed in wild desperation on finding that his father was too fleet for him. Passing through a five-barred gate into the next field, he skirted the base of a high, precipitous crag, on which grew a thicket of dwarf-trees and shrubs, and at the foot of which the burn warbled. Here, on his left, stood the briar bush out of which had whirred the first live grouse he ever set eyes on. It was at this bird, that, in the madness of his excitement, he had flung first his stick, then his hat, and lastly his shout of disappointment and defiance. A little further on was that other bush out of which he had started so many grouse that he now never approached it without a stone in each hand, his eyes and nostrils dilated, and his breath restrained. He never by any chance on these occasions sent his artillery within six yards of the game; but once, when he approached the bush in a profound reverie, and without the usual preparation, he actually saw a bird crouching in the middle of it! To seize a large stone and hit the ground at least forty yards beyond the bush was the work of a moment. Up got the bird with a tremendous whizz! He flung his stick wildly, and, hitting it, (by chance), fair on the head, brought it down. To rush at it, fall on it, crush it almost flat, and rise up slowly holding it very tight, was the result of this successful piece of poaching. Another result was a charming addition to a dinner a few days afterwards.

At all these objects Mr Sudberry gazed benignantly as he sauntered along in the sunshine, indulging in sweet memories of the recent past, and whistling operatically.

The high-road gained, he climbed upon the gate, seated himself upon the top bar to await the passing of the mail, and began to indulge in a magnificent air, the florid character of which he rendered much more effective than the composer had intended by the introduction of innumerable flourishes of his own.

It was while thus engaged, and in the middle of a tremendous shake, that Mr Sudberry suddenly became aware of the presence of a man not more than twenty yards distant. He was lying down on the embankment beside the road, and his ragged dress of muddy-brown corduroy so resembled the broken ground on which he lay that he was not a very distinct object, even when looked at point-blank. Certainly Mr Sudberry thought him an extremely disagreeable object as he ended in an ineffective quaver and with a deep blush; for that man must be more than human, who, when caught in the act of attempting to perpetrate an amateur concert in all its parts, does not feel keenly.

Being of a sociable disposition, Mr Sudberry was about to address this ill-favoured beggar  for such he evidently was  when the coach came round a distant bend in the road at full gallop. It was the ordinary tall, top-heavy mail of the first part of the nineteenth century. Being a poor district, there were only two horses, a white and a black; but the driver wore a stylish red coat, and cracked his whip smartly. The road being all down hill at that part, the coach came on at a spanking pace, and pulled up with a crash.

The beggar turned his face to the ground, and pretended to be asleep.

Mr Sudberry noticed this; but, being interested in his own affairs, soon forgot the circumstance.

Got any letters for me to-day, my man?

Oh, yes, he has letters and newspapers too. Mr Sudberry mutters to himself as they are handed down, Capital!  ha!  business; hum!  private; ho!  compasses; good! Any more?

There are no more; but there is a parcel or two. The coachman gets down and opens the door of the box behind. The insides peep out, and the outsides look down with interest. A great many large and heavy things are pulled out and laid on the road.

Mr Sudberry remarks that it would have been wiser to have stowed his parcels in front.

The coachman observes that these are his parcels, shuts the door, mounts the box, and drives away, with the outsides grinning and the insides stretching their heads out, leaving Mr Sudberry transfixed and staring.

One or two small parcels, murmured the good man, recalling his wifes words; and mind you bring em up. One salmon, two legs of mutton, one ham, three dozen of beer, a cask of  of  something or other, and a bag of  of  ditto, (groceries, I suppose), and mind you bring em up! How! that is the question! cried Mr Sudberry, quoting Hamlet, in desperation.

Suddenly he recollected the beggar-man. Halloo! friend; come hither.

The man rose slowly, and rising did not improve his appearance. He was rather tall, shaggy, loose-jointed, long-armed, broad-shouldered, and he squinted awfully. His nose was broken, and his dark colour bespoke him a gypsy.

Can you help me up to yonder house with these things, my man?

No, said the man, gruffly, Im footsore with travellin, but Ill watch them here while you go up for help.

Oh! ahem! said Mr Sudberry, with peculiar emphasis; you seem a stout fellow, and might find more difficult ways of earning half a crown. However, Ill give you that sum if you go up and tell them to send down a barrow.

Ill wait here, replied the man, with a sarcastic grin, limping back to his former seat on the bank.

Oh! very well, and I will wait here, said Mr Sudberry, seating himself on a large stone, and pulling out his letters.

Seeing this, the gypsy got up again, and looked cautiously along the road, first to the right and then to the left. No human being was in sight. Mr Sudberry observed the act, and felt uncomfortable.

Youd better go for help, sir, said the man, coming forward.

Thank you, Id rather wait for it.

This seems a handy sort of thing to carry, said the gypsy, taking up the sack that looked like groceries, and throwing it across his shoulder. Ill save you the trouble of taking this one up, anyhow.

He went off at once at a sharp walk, and with no symptom either of lameness or exhaustion. Mr Sudberry was after him in a moment. The man turned round and faced him.

Put that where you took it from! thundered Mr Sudberry.

Oh! youre going to resist.

The gypsy uttered an oath, and ran at Mr Sudberry, intending to overwhelm him with one blow, and rob him on the spot. The big blockhead little knew his man. He did not know that the little Englishman was a man of iron frame; he only regarded him as a fiery little gentleman. Still less did he know that Mr Sudberry had in his youth been an expert boxer, and that he had even had the honour of being knocked flat on his back more than once by professional gentlemen  in an amicable way, of course  at four and sixpence a lesson. He knew nothing of all this, so he rushed blindly on his fate, and met it  that is to say, he met Mr Sudberrys left fist with the bridge of his nose, and his right with the pit of his stomach; the surprising result of which was that the gypsy staggered back against the wall.

But the man was not a coward, whatever other bad qualities he might have been possessed of. Recovering in a moment, he rushed upon his little antagonist, and sent in two sledge-hammer blows with such violence that nothing but the Englishmans activity could have saved him from instant defeat. He ducked to the first, parried the second, and returned with such prompt good-will on the gypsys right eye, that he was again sent staggering back against the wall; from which point of observation he stared straight before him, and beheld Mr Sudberry in the wildness of his excitement, performing a species of Cherokee war-dance in the middle of the road. Nothing daunted, however, the man was about to renew his assault, when George and Fred, all ignorant of what was going on, came round a turn of the road, on their way to see what was detaining their father with the letters.

Why, thats father! cried Fred.

Fighting! yelled George.

They were off at full speed in a moment. The gypsy gave but one glance, vaulted the wall, and dived into the underwood that lined the banks of the river. He followed the stream a few hundred yards, doubled at right angles on his course, and in ten minutes more was seen crossing over a shoulder of the hill, like a mountain hare.




Story 1  Chapter 15.

A Dream and a Ball.

That evening Mr Sudberry, having spent the day in a somewhat excited state  having swept everything around him, wherever he moved, with his coat-tails, as with the besom of destruction  having despatched a note to the nearest constabulary station, and having examined the bolts and fastenings of the windows of the White House  sat down after supper to read the newspaper, and fell fast asleep, with his head hanging over the back of his chair, his nose turned up to the ceiling, and his mouth wide open. His loving family  minus Tilly and Jacky, who were abed  encircled the table, variously employed; and George stood at his elbow, fastening up a pair of bookshelves of primitive construction, coupled together by means of green cord.

While thus domestically employed, they heard a loud, steady thumping outside. The Sudberrys were well acquainted by this time with that sound and its cause. At first it had filled Mrs Sudberry with great alarm, raising in her feeble mind horrible reminiscences of tales of burglary and midnight murder. After suffering inconceivable torments of apprehension for two nights, the good lady could stand it no longer, and insisted on her husband going out to see what it could be. As the sound appeared to come from the cottage, or off-shoot from the White House, in which the McAllisters lived, he naturally went there, and discovered that the noise was caused by the stoutest of the two servant-girls. This sturdy lass, whose costume displayed a pair of enormous ankles to advantage, and exhibited a pair of arms that might have made a prize-fighter envious, was standing in the middle of the floor, with a large iron pot before her and a thick wooden pin in her hands, with the end of which she was, according to her own statement, champin tatties.

Mrs McAllister, her son, Hugh and Dan, and the other servant-girl, were seated round the walls of the room, watching the process with deep interest, for their supper was in that pot. The nine dogs were also seated round the room, watching the process with melancholy interest; for their supper was not in that pot, and they knew it, and wished it was.

My dear, said Mr Sudberry, on returning to the parlour, they are champing tatties.

What?

Champing tatties, in other words, mashing potatoes, which it would seem, with milk, constitute the supper of the family.

Thus was Mrs Sudberrys mind relieved, and from that night forward no further notice was taken of the sound.

But on the present occasion the champing of the tatties had an unwonted effect on Mr Sudberry. It caused him to dream, and his dreams naturally took a pugilistic turn. His breathing became quick and short; his face began to twitch; and Lucy suggested that it would be as well to awake papa, when papa suddenly awaked himself; and hit George a tremendous blow on the shoulder.

Hallo! father, cried George remonstratively, rubbing the assaulted limb; really, you know, if you come it in this way often, you will alienate my affections, I fear.

My dear boy!  what?  where? Why, I was dreaming!

Of course he was, and the result of his dream was that everybody in the room started up in surprise and excitement. Thereafter they sat down in a gay and very talkative humour. Soon afterwards a curious squeaking was heard in the adjoining cottage, and another thumping sound began, which was to the full as unremitting as, and much more violent than, that caused by champin tatties. The McAllister household, having supped, were regaling themselves with a dance.

What say to a dance with them? said George.

Oh! cried Lucy, leaping up.

Capital! shouted Mr Sudberry, clapping his hands.

A message was sent in. The reply was, heartily welcome! and in two minutes Mr Sudberry and stout servant-girl Number 1, George and stout girl Number 2, Hugh and Lucy, Dan and Hobbs, (the latter consenting to act as girl Number 3), were dancing the Reel o Tullochgorum like maniacs, to the inspiring strains of McAllisters violin, while Peter sat in a corner in constant dread of being accidentally sat down upon. Fred, in another corner, looked on, laughed, and was caressed furiously by the nine dogs. Mrs Sudberry talked philosophy in the window, with grave, earnest Mrs McAllister, whose placid equanimity was never disturbed, but flowed on, broad and deep, like a mighty river, and whose interest in all things, small and great, seemed never to flag for a moment.

The room in which all this was going on was of the plainest possible description. It was the hall, the parlour, the dining-room, the drawing-room, and the library of the McAllister Family. Earth was the floor, white-washed and uneven were the walls, non-existent was the ceiling, and black with peat-smoke were the rafters. There was a dresser, clean and white, and over it a rack of plates and dishes. There was a fire-place  a huge yawning gulf; with a roaring fire, (for culinary purposes only, being summer),  and beside it a massive iron gallows, on which to hang the family pot. Said pot was a caldron; so big was it that there was a species of winch and a chain for raising and lowering it over the fire; in fact, a complicated sort of machinery, mysterious and soot-begrimed, towered into the dark depths of the ample chimney. There was a brown cupboard in one corner, and an apoplectic eight-day clock in another. A small bookshelf supported the family Bible and several ancient and much-worn volumes. Wooden benches were ranged round the walls; and clumsy chairs and tables, with various pails, buckets, luggies, troughs, and indescribable articles, completed the furniture of the picturesque and cosy apartment. The candle that lighted the whole was supported by a tall wooden candlestick, whose foot rested on the ground, and whose body, by a simple but clumsy contrivance, could be lengthened or shortened at pleasure, from about three to five feet.

But besides all this, there was a world of matériel disposed on the black rafters above  old farm implements, broken furniture, an old musket, an old claymore, a broken spinning-wheel, etcetera, all of which were piled up and so mingled with the darkness of the vault above, that imagination might have deemed the spot a general rendezvous for the aged and the maimed of still life.

Fast and furious was the dancing that night. Native animal spirits did it all. No artificial stimulants were there. Tatties and mulk were at the bottom of the whole affair. The encounter of that forenoon seemed to have had the effect of recalling the spirit of his youth to Mr Sudberry, and his effervescing joviality gave tone to all the rest.

Now, Fred, you must take my place, said he, throwing himself in an exhausted condition on a settle.

But perhaps your partner may want a rest? suggested Fred.

Lass Number 1 scorned the idea: so Fred began.

Are your fingers not tired? asked Mr Sudberry, wiping his bald forehead, which glistened as if it had been anointed with oil.

Not yet, said McAllister quietly.

Not yet! If the worthy Highlander had played straight on all night and half the next day, he would have returned the same answer to the same question.

You spend a jolly life of it here, said Mr Sudberry to Mrs McAllister.

Ay, a pleasant life, no doot; but were not always fiddling and dancing.

True, but the variety of herding the cattle on these splendid hills is charming.

So it is, assented Mrs McAllister; weve reason to be contented with our lot. Maybe ye would grow tired of it, however, if ye was always here. Im told that the gentry whiles grow tired of their braw rooms, and take to plowterin aboot the hills and burns for change. Sometimes they even dance wi the servants in a Highland cottage!

Ha! you have me there, cried Mr Sudberry, laughing.

Let me sit down, pa, pray do! cried Lucy. Her father rose quickly, and Lucy dropped into his place quite exhausted.

Come, father, relieve me! cried Fred. Im done up, and my partner wont give in.

To say truth, it seemed as if the said partner, (stout lass Number 1), never would give in at all. From the time that the Sudberrys entered she had not ceased to dance reel after reel, without a minute of breathing-time. Her countenance was like the sun in a fog; her limbs moved as deftly and untiringly, after having tired out father and son, as they did when she began the evening; and she now went on, with a quiet smile on her face, evidently resolved to show their English guests the nature of female Highland metal.

In the midst of all this the dogs suddenly became restive, and began to growl. Soon after, a knock came to the door, and the dogs rushed at it, barking violently. Mr McAllister went out, and found that a company of wandering beggars had arrived, and prayed to be allowed to sleep in the barn. Unfortunate it was for them that they came so soon after Mr Sudberrys unpleasant rencounter with one of their fraternity. The good man of the house, although naturally humane and hospitable to such poor wanderers, was on the present occasion embittered against them; so he ordered them off.

This incident brought the evening to an abrupt termination, as it was incumbent on the farmer to see the intruders safely off his premises. So the Sudberrys returned, in a state of great delight, excitement, and physical warmth, to their own parlour.

The only other fact worth recording in regard to this event is, that the Sudberrys were two hours late for breakfast next morning!




Story 1  Chapter 16.

The Effects of Compasses.

The first few weeks of the Sudberrys residence in their Highland home were of an April cast  alternate sunshine and shower. Sometimes they had a day of beaming light from morning till night; at other times they had a day of unmitigated rain, or, as Mr Sudberry called it, a day of cats and dogs; and occasionally they had a day which embraced within its own circuit both conditions of weather  glorious bursts of sunshine alternating with sudden plumps of rain.

Thus far the weather justified and strengthened the diverse opinions of both husband and wife.

Did I not tell you, my love, that the climate was charming? was Mr Sudberrys triumphant remark when a dazzling blaze of light would roll over flood and fell, and chase the clouds away.

There, didnt I say so? was the withering rejoinder of Mrs Sudberry, when a black cloud rolled over the sky and darkened the landscape as with a wipe of ink.

Hitherto victory leaned decidedly to neither side, the smile of triumph and the humbled aspect of defeat rested alternate on either countenance, so that both faces taken together formed a sort of contradictory human barometer, which was not a bad one  at all events it was infinitely superior to that instrument of the banjo type, which Mr Sudberry was perpetually tapping in order to ascertain whether or not its tendencies were dropsical.

When father was up at set fair, mother was certain to be depressed, inclining to much rain; yet, strangely enough, it was on such occasions very dry! When mother was fair, (barometrically speaking, of course), father was naturally down at changeable! Yet there was wonderful contradiction in the readings of this barometer; for, when mothers countenance indicated much rain, father sometimes went down to stormy, and the tails of his coat became altogether unmanageable.

But, towards the middle of the holidays, father gained a decided victory. For three weeks together they had not a drop of rain  scarcely a cloud in the sky; and mother, although fairly beaten and obliged to confess that it was indeed splendid weather, met her discomfiture with a good grace, and enjoyed herself extremely, in a quiet way.

During this bright period the Sudberry Family, one and all, went ahead, as George said, at a tremendous pace. The compasses having arrived, Mr Sudberry no longer laid restrictions on the wandering propensities of his flock but, having given a compass to each, and taught them all the use of it, sent them abroad upon the unexplored ocean of hills without fear. Even Jacky received a compass, with strict injunctions to take good care of it. Being naturally of an inquiring disposition, he at once took it to pieces, and this so effectually that he succeeded in analysing it into a good many more pieces than its fabricator had ever dreamed of. To put it together again would have taxed the ingenuity of the same fabricator  no wonder that it was beyond the power of Jacky altogether. But this mattered nothing to the little darling, as he did not understand his fathers learned explanation of the uses of the instrument. To do Mr Sudberry justice, he had not expected that his boy could understand him; but he was aware that if he, Jacky, did not get a compass as well as the rest of them, there would be no peace in the White House during that season. Moreover, Jacky did not care whether he should get lost or not. In fact, he rather relished it; for he knew that it would create a pleasant excitement for a time in the household, and he entertained the firm belief that McAllister and his men could find any creature on the hills, man or beast, no matter how hopelessly it should be lost.

There being, then, no limit to the wanderings of the Sudberrys, they one and all gave themselves over deliberately to a spirit of riotous rambling. Of course they all, on various occasions, lost themselves, despite the compasses; but, having become experienced mountaineers, they always took good care to find themselves again before sunset. George and Fred candidly declared that they preferred to steer by dead reckoning, and left their compasses at home. Lucy always carried hers, and frequently consulted it, especially when in her fathers presence, for she was afflicted, poor girl, with that unfashionable weakness, an earnest desire to please her father even in trifles. Nevertheless, she privately confided to Fred one day that she was often extremely puzzled by her compass, and that she had grave doubts as to whether, on a certain occasion, when she had gone for a long ramble with Hector and Flora Macdonald, and been lost, the blame of that disaster was not due to her compass. Fred said he thought it was, and believed that it would be the means of compassing her final disappearance from the face of the earth if she trusted to it so much.

As for Mr Sudberry himself; his faith in the compass was equal to that of any mariner. The worthy man was, or believed himself to be, (which is the same thing, you know!) of profoundly scientific tendencies. He was aware, of course, that he had never really studied any science whatever; but he had dabbled in a number of them, and he felt that he had immense capacity for deep thought and subtle investigation. His mind was powerfully analytical  thats what it was. One consequence of this peculiarity of mind was that he took his bearings on short and known distances, as well as on long venturesome rambles; he tested himself and his compass, as it were.

One day he had walked out alone in the direction of the village, four miles distant from the White House, whence the family derived their supplies. He had set out with his rod, (he never walked near the river without his rod), intending to take a cast in what he styled the lower pools. By degrees he fished so near to the village that he resolved to push forward and purchase a few books. Depositing rod and basket among the bushes, he walked smartly along the road, having previously, as a matter of course, taken his bearings from the village by compass. A flock of sheep met him, gazed at him in evident surprise, and passed on. At their heels came the collie dog, with his tongue out. It bestowed a mild, intelligent glance on the stranger, and also passed on. Close behind the dog came the shepherd, with plaid bonnet and thick stick.

A fine day, friend, said Mr Sudberry.

Oo, ay, it is a fine day.

He also passed on.

Another turn in the road, and Mr Sudberry met a drove of shaggy cattle, each cow of which looked sturdy and fierce enough for any ordinary bull; while the bull himself was something awful to look upon. There is nothing ladylike or at all feminine in the aspect of a Highland cow!

Mr Sudberry politely stepped to one side, and made way for them. Many of the animals paused for an instant, and gazed at the Englishman with profound gravity, and then went on their way with an air that showed they evidently could make nothing of him. The drover thought otherwise, for he stopped.

Coot-tay to you, sir.

Good-day, friend, good-day. Splendid weather for the  for the

Mr Sudberry did not know exactly for which department of agriculture the weather was most favourable, so he said for the cattle.

Oo, ay, the wathers no that ill. Can she tell the time o day?

Out came the compass.

West-nor-west, and by  Oh! I beg your pardon, (pulling out his watch and replacing the compass), a quarter-past two.

The drover passed on, and Mr Sudberry, chuckling at his mistake, took the bearings of a tall pine that grew on a distant knoll.

On gaining the outskirts of the village, Mr Sudberry felt a sensation of hunger, and instantly resolved to purchase a bun, which article he had now learned to call by its native name of cookie. At the same instant a bright idea struck him  he would steer for the bakers shop by compass! He knew the position of the shop exactly  the milestone gave him the distance  he would lay his course for it. He would walk conscientiously with his eyes on the ground, except when it was necessary to refer to the compass, and he would not raise them until he stood within the shop. It would be a triumphant exhibition of the practical purposes, in a small way, to which the instrument might be applied.

Full of this idea, he took a careful observation of the compass, the sun, and surrounding nature; laid his course for the bakers shop, which was on the right side of the village, and walked straight into the butchers, which lay on its left extremity. He was so much put out on lifting his eyes to those of the butcher, that he ordered a leg of mutton and six pounds of beefsteaks on the spot. The moment after, he recollected that two legs of mutton and a round of beef had been forwarded to the White House by coach the day before, and that there was a poached brace of moor-fowl in the larder at that moment; but, having given the order in a prompt, business tone of voice, he felt that he lacked moral courage to rescind it.

Yell hae friens comin to veesit ye, observed the butcher, who was gifted with a peculiar and far-sighted faculty of putting that and that together.

No; we have no immediate prospect of such a pleasure.

Ay? Hum! its wonderfu what an appeteet the hill air gives to strangers.

A tremendous appetite! Good-day, friend.

Mr Sudberry said this heartily, and went off to the bakers  by dead reckoning  discomfited but chuckling.

The butcher pondered and philosophised over the subject the remainder of the afternoon with much curiosity, but with no success. Had the wisdom of Plato been mingled with his Scotch philosophy, the compound reduced to an essential oil of investigative profundity, and brought to bear on the subject in question, he would have signally failed to discover the reason of the Sudberrys larder being crammed that week with an unreasonable quantity of butcher-meat.

Yes! during these three weeks of sunshine the Sudberrys made hay of their time as diligently as the McAllisters made hay of their grass, and the compasses played a prominent part in all their doings, and led them into many scrapes. Among other things, they led them to Glen Ogle. More of this in the next chapter.




Story 1  Chapter 17.

The Trip to Glen Ogle.

Without entering into minute comparisons, it may be truly said that Glen Ogle is one of the grandest and wildest of mountain passes in the highlands of Perthshire. Unlike the Trossachs, which Sir Walter Scott has immortalised in his Lady of the Lake, Glen Ogle is a wild, rugged, rocky pass, almost entirely destitute of trees, except at its lower extremity; and of shrubs, except along the banks of the little burn which meanders like a silver thread down the centre of the glen. High precipitous mountains rise on either hand  those on the left being more rugged and steep than those on the right. The glen is very narrow throughout  a circumstance which adds to its wildness; and which, in gloomy weather, imparts to the spot a truly savage aspect. Masses of débris and fallen rocks line the base of the precipices, or speckle the sides of the mountains in places where the slopes, being less precipitous than elsewhere, have served to check the fallen matter; and the whole surface of the narrow vale is dotted with rocks of various sizes, which have bounded from the cliffs, and, overleaping every obstacle, have found a final resting-place on a level with the little stream.

The road follows the course of the stream at the foot of the glen; but, as it advances, it ascends the mountains on the right, and runs along their sides until the head of the pass is gained. Here it crosses, by means of a rude stone bridge, a deep chasm, at the bottom of which the waters of the burn leap and roar among chaotic rocks  a foretaste of the innumerable rushes, leaps, tumbles, and plunges, which await them all down the glen. Just beyond this bridge is a small level patch of mingled rocky and mossy ground. It is the summit of the mountain ridge; yet the highest peaks rise above it, and so hem it in that it resembles the arena of a rude amphitheatre. In the centre of this spot lies a clear, still lake, or tarn, not more than a hundred yards in diameter. This is the fountain-head of two streams. From the pools and springs, within a stones cast of the tarn, arise the infant waters of the burn already mentioned, which, descending Glen Ogle, find their way to the Firth of Tay, through Strath Earn. From the opposite side of the tarn issues another brook, which, leaping down the other side of the mountains, mingles its waters with Loch Tay, and finds its way, by a much more circuitous route, to the same firth. The whole region is desolate and lonely in the extreme, and so wild that a Rocky Mountain hunter, transported thither by fairy power, might find himself quite at home, except in the matter of big-horned goats and grisly bears. But, for the matter of that, he would find mountain sheep with very respectable horns in their way; and, as to bears, the hill-sides are bare enough to satisfy any hunter of moderate expectations.

Up to this elevated tarn, among the hoary mountain peaks, the Sudberry Family struggled one hot, sunny, lovely forenoon. Bent on a long and bold flight, they had travelled by the stage-coach to the foot of the glen, near the head of Loch Earn. Here they were deposited at the door of a picturesque white-washed house, which was styled the Inn, and from this point they toiled up the glen on foot, intoxicating themselves on the way with deep draughts of mingled excitement, fresh air, and romance.

The whole family were out upon this occasion, including Mrs Brown, Hobbs, and Peter. The delicate Tilly was also there, and to her Master Jacky devoted himself with an assiduity worthy of even a good boy. He took occasion several times, however, to tell Peter, in a grave way, that, whenever he felt tired, he would be glad to carry his basket for him, and himself too, for the matter of that, if he should get quite knocked up. He indemnified himself for these concessions on the side of virtue by inflicting various little torments on the bodies and minds of Mrs Brown and his mother, such as hiding himself at some distance ahead, and suddenly darting out from behind a rock with a hideous yell; or coming up behind with eyes staring and hair flying, and screaming mad bull, with all the force of his lungs.

Hector and Flora Macdonald were also of the party. George and Fred were particularly attentive to Flora, and Hector was ditto to Lucy. He carried her botanical box, and gave her a good deal of information in regard to plants and wild flowers, in which Lucy professed a deep interest, insomuch that she stopped frequently to gather specimens and listen to Hectors learned observations, until they were more than once left a considerable way behind the rest of the party. Indeed, Lucys interest in science was so great that she unwittingly pulled two or three extremely rare specimens to pieces while listening to these eloquent discourses, and was only made conscious of her wickedness by a laughing remark from Hector that she must surely have the bump of destructiveness largely developed.

Arrived at the tarn, each individual deposited his and her basket or bundle on a selected spot of dry ground, and the ladies began to spread out the viands, while Mr Sudberry took the exact bearings of the spot by compass. While thus philosophically engaged, he observed that fish were rising in the tarn.

Hallo! Hector; why, I see fish in the pond.

True, replied the young man, plenty of trout; but they are small.

Ill fish, said Mr Sudberry.

So will I, cried George.

And fish they did for half an hour, at the end of which period they were forcibly torn away from the water-side and made to sit down and eat sandwiches  having caught between them two dozen of trout, the largest of which was about five inches long.

Why, how did ever the creatures get up into such a lake? inquired Mr Sudberry, eyeing the trout in surprise: they could never jump up all the waterfalls that we have passed to-day.

I suppose they were born in the lake, suggested Hector, with a smile.

Born in it? murmured Mr Sudberry, pondering the idea; but the first ones could not have been born in it. How did the first ones get there?

The same way as what the first fishes came into the sea, of course, said Jacky, looking very pompous.

Unfortunately he unintentionally tried to perform that impossible feat which is called swallowing a crumb down the wrong throat, thereby nearly choking himself; and throwing his mother into a flutter of agitation.

There was something so exhilarating in the atmosphere of that elevated region that none of the party felt inclined to waste much time over luncheon. Mr Sudberry, in particular, was very restless and migratory. His fishing propensities had been aroused, and could not be quieted. He had, in the course of a quarter of an hour, gobbled what he deemed it his duty to eat and drink, and, during the remainder of the meal, had insisted on helping everybody to everything, moving about as he did so, and thereby causing destruction to various articles of crockery. At last he declared that he was off to fish down the burn, and that the rest of the party would pick him up on their way back to the coach, which was to start from the inn at Loch Earn Head at five in the afternoon.

Now dont be late, said he; be at the inn by half-past four precisely.

Ay, ay; yes, yes, from everybody; and away he went alone to enjoy his favourite sport.

The rest of the party scattered. Some went to good points for sketching, some to botanise, and others to ascend the highest of the neighbouring peaks. Mrs Brown and Hobbs were left in charge of the débris of luncheon, to the eating up of which they at once devoted themselves with the utmost avidity as soon as the others were gone.

Come, this is wot I calls comfortable, said Hobbs; (he spoke huskily, through an immense mouthful of sandwich.) Aint it, Mrs Brown?

Humph! said Mrs Brown.

It is to be remarked that Mrs Brown was out of temper  not that that was an unusual thing; but she had found the expedition more trying than she had anticipated, and the torments of mind and body to which Jacky had subjected her were of an uncommonly irritating nature.

Wot, continued Hobbs, attacking a cold tongue, dyou think of the natives of this ere place?

Nothink at all, was Mrs Browns prompt rejoinder.

Hobbs, who was naturally of a jolly, sociable disposition, felt a little depressed at Mrs Browns repellent manner; so he changed his mode of address.

Try some of this ere fowl, Mrs Brown, its remarkably tender, it is; just suited to the tender lips of  dear me, Mrs Brown, how improvin the mountain hair is to your complexion, if I may wenture to speak of improvin that wich is perfect already.

Get along, Hobbs! said Mrs Brown, affecting to be displeased.

My dear, Im gettin along like a game chicken, perhaps I might say like Dan, whos got the most uncommon happetite as I ever did see. Hes a fine fellow, Dan is, aint he, Mrs Brown?

Brute, said Mrs Brown; theyre all brutes.

Ah! said Hobbs, shaking his head, strong language, Mrs Brown. But, admitting that, (merely for the sake of argument, of course), you cannot deny that they are raither clever brutes.

I do deny it, retorted Mrs Brown, taking a savage bite out of the leg of a chicken, as if it represented the whole Celtic race. Dont they talk the most arrant stuff?  specially that McAllister, who is forever speakin about things that he dont understand, and that nobody else does!

Speak for yourself; maam, said Hobbs, drawing himself up with as much dignity as was compatible with a sitting posture.

I do speak for myself. Moreover, I speak for some whom I might name, and who aint verra far away.

If, maam, you mean that insinivation to apply

I make no insinivations. Hand me that pot of jam  no, the unopened one.

Hobbs did as he was required with excruciating politeness, and thereafter took refuge in dignified silence; suffering, however, an expression of lofty scorn to rest on his countenance. Mrs Brown observed this, and her irate spirit was still further chafed by it. She meditated giving utterance to some withering remarks, while, with agitated fingers, she untied the string of the little pot of cranberry-jam. Worthy Mrs Brown was particularly fond of cranberry-jam. She had put up this pot in her own basket expressly for her own private use. She now opened it with the determination to enjoy it to the full, to smack her lips very much and frequently, and offer none of it to Hobbs. When the cover was removed she gazed into the pot with a look of intense horror, uttered a piercing shriek, and fell back in a dead faint.

This extraordinary result is easily accounted for. Almost every human being has one grand special loathing. There is everywhere some creature which to some individual is an object of dread  a creature to be shrunk from and shuddered at. Mrs Browns horror was frogs. Jacky knew this well. He also knew of Mrs Browns love for cranberry-jam, and her having put up a special pot. To abstract the pot, replace it by a similar pot with a live frog imprisoned therein, and then retire to chuckle in solitude and devour the jam, was simple and natural. That the imp had done this; that he had watched with delight the deceived woman pant up Glen Ogle with the potted frog on her arm and perspiration on her brow; that he had asked for a little cranberry-jam on the way, with an expression of countenance that almost betrayed him; and that he had almost shrieked with glee when he observed the anxiety with which Mrs Brown  having tripped and fallen  opened her basket and smiled to observe that the pot was not broken; that the imp, we say, had been guilty of all this, was known only to himself; but much of it became apparent to the mind of Hobbs, when, on Mrs Browns fainting, he heard a yell of triumph, and, on looking up, beheld Master Jacky far up the heights, clearly defined against the bright sky, and celebrating the success of his plot with a maniacal edition of the Highland fling.

At a quarter-past four all the party assembled at the inn except Mr Sudberry.

Five arrived  no Mr Sudberry. The coach could not wait! The gentlemen, in despair, rushed up the bed of the stream, and found him fishing, in a glow of excitement, with his basket and all his pockets full of splendid trout.

The result was that the party had to return home in a large wagon, and it was night when at last they embarked in their boat and rowed down their own lake. It was a profound calm. The air was mild and balmy. There was just enough of light to render the surrounding mountains charmingly mysterious, and the fatigues of the day made the repose of the boat agreeable. Even Mrs Sudberry enjoyed that romantic night-trip on the water. It was so dark that there was a tendency to keep silence on landing to speak in low tones; but a little burst of delight broke forth when they surmounted the dark shoulder of the hill, and came at last in sight of the windows of the White House, glowing a ruddy welcome home.




Story 1  Chapter 18.

The Family go to Church under Difficulties.

It would seem to be a well-understood and undeniable fact that woman invariably gains the victory over man in the long-run; and even when she does not prove to be the winner, she is certain to come off the conqueror. It is well that it should be so. The reins of the world could not be in better hands!

But, strangely enough, woman triumphs, not only in matters over which she and man have, more or less, united control, but even in matters with which the human race cannot interfere. For instance, in regard to weather  despite the three weeks of unfailing sunshine, Mrs Sudberry maintained her original opinion, that, notwithstanding appearances being against her, the weather in the Highlands of Scotland was, as a rule, execrable. As if to justify this opinion, the weather suddenly changed, and the three weeks of sunshine were followed by six weeks of rain.

Whether there was something unusual in the season or not, we cannot positively say; but certain it is that, for the period we have named, it rained incessantly, with the exception of four days. During a great part of the time it rained from morning till night. Sometimes it was intermittent, and came down in devastating floods. At other times it came in the form of Scotch mist, which is simply small rain, so plentiful that it usually obliterates the whole landscape, and so penetrating that it percolates through everything except water-proof. It was a question which was the more wetting species of rain  the thorough down-pour or the heavy mist. But whether it poured or permeated, there was never any change in the leaden sky during these six weeks, and the mountains were never clearly seen except during the four accidental days already referred to.

At first Mrs Sudberry triumphed; but long before that season was over she had reached such a condition of humility that she would have actually rejoiced in a fine day.

As for the rest of the family, they bore up against it bravely for a time. On the first day of this wet season, they were rather pleased than otherwise to be obliged to stay in the house. Jacky, in particular, was delighted, as it afforded him a glorious opportunity of doing mischief, and making himself so disagreeable, that all, except his mother, felt as if they hated him. On the second day, indoor games of various kinds were proposed and entered into with much spirit. On the third day the games were tried again, with less spirit. On the fourth day they were played without any spirit at all, and on the fifth they were given up in disgust. The sixth day was devoted to reading and sulking, and thus they ended that week.

The seventh day, which chanced to be Sunday, was one of the four fine days before mentioned. The sky was blue, the sun intensely bright, and the inundated earth was steaming. The elastic spirits of the family recovered.

Come, well walk to church! cried Mr Sudberry, as they rose from breakfast.

What, my dear! exclaimed his wife, and the roads knee-deep in mud and water!

I care not if they were waist-deep! cried the reckless man: Ive been glued to my seat for a week; so Ill walk to church, if I should have to swim for it.

So will I! so will I! from George and Fred; So will we all! from Lucy; And me, too! timidly, from Tilly; with Hurrah! furiously from the imp,  this decided the business.

Very well! said the resigned mother of the flock; then I will go too!

So away they went to church, through mud and mire and water, with the nine collie dogs at their heels, and Mr McAllister bearing them company.

Fred and McAllister walked together in rear of the rest, conversing earnestly, for the latter was learned in theology, and the former dearly loved a philosophical discussion. Mr Sudberry and Lucy walked in advance. As he approached the well-known bush, the force of habit induced him almost unconsciously to pick up a stone and walk on tip-toe. Lucy, who did not know the cause of this strange action, looked at her father in surprise.

Whirr! went a black-cock; bang! went the stone, and a yell instantly followed, accompanied by a hat  it was his best beaver!

Why, dear papa, it is Sunday!

Dear me, so it is! The good man was evidently much discomfited. Ah! Lucy dear, that shows the effect and force of bad habit; that is to say, of habit, (for the simple act cannot be called bad), on the wrong day.

You cannot call throwing your best hat in the mud a good habit on any day, said Mrs Sudberry, with the air of a woman who regarded her husbands chance of mending as being quite hopeless.

It was only forgetfulness, my dear! said the worthy man, putting his hat quite meekly on the back of his head, and pushing forward in order to avoid further remarks. Coming to a hollow of the road, they found that it was submerged a foot deep by the river, which had been swollen into a small lake at that spot. There was much trouble here. McAllister, with native gallantry, offered to carry the ladies over in his arms; but the ladies would not listen to the proposal, with the exception of Tilly, who at once accepted it gladly. The rest succeeded in scrambling along by the projecting stones at the base of the wall that ran alongside of the road, and gained the other side, after many slips, much alarm, and sundry screams.

Oh, you darling! cried Tilly, suddenly. She pointed to a hole in the wall, out of which peeped the most wide-awake weasel that ever lived. Its brown little head and sharp nose moved quickly about with little jerks, and its round lustrous black eyes seemed positively to glitter with surprise, (perhaps it was delight), at the Sudberry Family. Of course Jacky rushed at it with a yell  there was a good deal of the terrier in Jacky  and of course the weasel turned tail, and vanished like a flash of light.

When they came to the narrowest part of the pass which opened out of their own particular valley  Rasselas Vale, as Lucy had named it  Tilly was fortunate enough to set eyes on another darling, which, in the shape of a roe deer, stood, startled and trembling, in the centre of the pass. They came on it so suddenly that it seemed to have been paralysed for a moment. A shout from the imp, however, quickly dissolved the spell; with one graceful bound it cleared the wall, and was far away among the brackens on the mountain-side before the party had recovered from their delight and surprise at having met a real live wild deer, face to face, and not twenty yards distant, in this unexpected manner.

Nothing further occurred to arrest their progress to church, which was upwards of four miles from their home among the hills.

The sermon that day was peculiar. The minister of the parish was a young man; one of those quiet, modest, humble young men, who are, as their friends think, born to be neglected in this world. He was a shrewd, sensible young fellow, however, who, if put to it, could have astonished his friends not a little. He was brimful of Scotch theology; but, strange to say, he refrained from bringing that fact prominently before his flock, insomuch that some of the wiser among them held the opinion, that, although he was an excellent, worthy young man, he was, if any thing, a little commonplace  in fact, he never seemed to have any diffeeculties in his discoorses: an if he had, he aye got ower them by sayin plump oot that they were mysteries he did na pretend to unravel!

Any one with half an eye might have seen that the young clergyman was immeasurably above his flock intellectually. A few of them, among whom was our friend McAllister, perceived this, and appreciated their minister. The most of them, good souls, thought him worthy, but weak.

Feeling that he had been appointed to preach the gospel, this youth resolved to make himself all things to all men, in order that he might gain some. He therefore aimed at preaching Christ crucified, and kept much of his own light in the background, bringing it out only in occasional flashes, which were calculated to illuminate, but not dazzle, the minds of his people. He remembered the remark of that old woman, who, when asked what she thought of a new minister, said, Hoot! I think naethin o him ava; I understand every word he says, and he resolved rather to be thought nothing of at all than pander to the contemptible craving of those who fancy that they are drinking deep draughts of wisdom when they read or hear words that are incomprehensible, but which sound profoundly philosophical.

But we might have spared our readers all this, for the young minister did not preach that day. He was unwell, and a friend had agreed to preach for him. The friend was an old man, with bent form and silvery hair, who, having spent a long life in preaching the gospel, had been compelled, by increasing age, to retire from active service. Yet, like a true warrior, he could, when occasion required, buckle on his Christian armour, and fight stoutly, as of old, for his beloved Master and for the salvation of human souls.

His eye was dim and his voice was weak, and it brought tears to the eyes of the sympathetic among the people to see the old man lose his place and unconsciously repeat his sentences. But not a shadow of disrespect mingled with their feelings. There was no mistaking the glow of love and the kindly fire which flushed the pale face when salvation was the theme. When he mentioned the name of Jesus, and urged sinners to flee from the wrath to come, the people felt the truth of that word, Gods strength is perfected in mans weakness.

The Sudberrys felt very happy that day on returning home. They overtook old Moggy, stumping along through mud and water, with tears bedewing her cheeks.

Why, Moggy, you are all wet! said Fred, hastening towards her.

Ay, I fell into a dub as I cam out o the kirk. But, ech! sirs, Ive heard blessed words this day.

The Sudberrys spent that evening in their usual way. They went to a particular spot, which Lucy had named the Sunny Knoll, and there learned hymns off by heart, which were repeated at night, and commented on by Mr Sudberry. After supper they all got into what is called a talk. It were presumptuous to attempt to explain what that means. Everyone knows what it is. Many people know, also, that a talk can be got up when people are in the right spirit, on any subject, and that the subject of all others most difficult to get up this talk upon, is religion. Mr Sudberry knew this; he felt much inclined at one time that night to talk about fishing, but he laid strong constraint on himself; and gave the conversation a turn in the right direction. The result was a talk  a hearty, free, enthusiastic communing on the Saviour, the soul, and eternal things, which kept them up late and sent them happy to bed  happier than they had yet been all that season.




Story 1  Chapter 19.

A Strange Home-Coming.

Master Jacky made two discoveries next day, both of which he announced with staring eyes and in breathless haste, having previously dashed into the parlour like a miniature thunderbolt.

The first was that the bathing-pool was clean swept away by the floods, not a vestige of it being left. The whole family rushed out to see with their own eyes. They saw and were convinced. Not a trace of it remained. Even the banks of the little stream had been so torn and altered by gushing water and tumbling rocks that it was almost impossible to say where that celebrated pool had been. The rains having commenced again on Monday, (just as if Sunday had been allowed to clear up in order to let people get to church), the family returned to the house, some to read and sketch, Mr Sudberry and George to prepare for a fishing excursion, despite the rain.

The second discovery was more startling in its nature. Jacky announced it with round eyes and a blazing face, thus  

Oh! ma, old Moggys ddyin!

The attractive power of sweeties and a certain fondness for the old woman in the boys heart had induced Jacky to visit the hut so frequently, that it at last came to be understood, that, when the imp was utterly lost, he was sure to be at old Moggys! He had sauntered down, indifferent to rain, to call on his friend just after discovering the destruction of the bathing-pool, and found her lying on the bundle of rags which constituted her bed. She was groaning woefully. Jack went forward with much anxiety. The old woman was too ill to raise herself; but she had sufficient strength to grasp the childs hand, and, drawing him towards her, to stroke his head.

Hallo! Moggy, youre ill!

A groan and a gasp was the reply, and the poor creature made such wry faces, and looked altogether so cadaverous, that Jacky was quite alarmed. He suggested a drink of water, and brought her one. Then, as the old woman poured out a copious stream of Gaelic with much emphasis, he felt that the presence of some more able and intelligent nurse was necessary; so, like a sensible boy, he ran home and delivered his report, as has been already described.

Lucy and Fred hastened at once to the hut of the old woman, and found her in truth in a high fever, the result, no doubt, of the severe wetting of the day before, and having slept in damp clothes. Her mind was wandering a little when Lucy knelt at her side and took her hand, but she retained sufficient self-control to look up and exclaim earnestly, I can sayd noo  I can sayd noo! I can say, Thy will be done!

She became aware, as she said so, that the visitor at her side was not the one she had expected.

Eh! yere no Miss Flora.

No, dear granny, but I am quite as anxious to help you, and Flora will come very soon. We have only just heard of your illness, and have sent a message to Flora. Come, tell me what is the matter; let me put your poor head right.

Old Moggy submitted with a groan, and Lucy, assisted by Fred, endeavoured to make her bed a little more comfortable, while the anxious and staring Jacky was sent back to the house for some tea and a dry flannel gown. Before his return, however, Flora Macdonald, who chanced to be in the neighbourhood, came in to see Moggy, and immediately took the case in hand, in a way that greatly relieved Fred and Lucy, because they felt that she was accustomed to such incidents, and thoroughly understood what to do.

Hobbs, who came in a few minutes later with the Sudberry medicine chest, was instantly despatched by Flora for the doctor, and George, who entered a few minutes after that, was sent about his business, as were also a number of gossips, whose presence would ere long have rendered the small hut unbearably warm, but for Floras decision.

Meanwhile all this unusual bustle had the effect of diverting the mind of the patient, who ceased to groan, and took to wandering instead.

Leaving them all thus engaged, we must beg the reader to accompany us to a very different scene.

It is a dense thicket within the entrance of the pass, to which reference has been made more than once. Here a band of wandering beggars or gypsies had pitched their camp on a spot which commanded an extensive view of the high-road, yet was itself concealed from view by the dwarf-trees which in that place covered the rugged hill-side.

There was a rude hut constructed of boughs and ferns, underneath which several dark-skinned and sturdy children were at play. A dissipated-looking young woman sat beside them. In front of this hut a small fire was kindled, and over it, from a tripod, hung an iron pot, the contents of which were watched with much interest, and stirred from time to time by a middle-aged woman of forbidding aspect. Beside her stood our amiable friend with the squint and the broken nose, who has already been mentioned as having received a merited thrashing from Mr Sudberry.

Yes, the little brute has come back, said the gypsy, grinding his teeth in a way that might have led one to suppose he would have been glad to have had the little brute between them.

Serves ye right for stealin him away! said the woman.

Serves me right! echoed the man, bitterly. Did I not vow that I would have my revenge on that old witch? Did she not stand up in court and witness again me, so that I got two year for a job that many a fellow gits off with six months for?

Well, you know you deserved it! was the womans comforting rejoinder. You committed the robbery.

So I did; but if that she-wolf had not made it out so bad, Id have got off with six months. Ha! but I knew how to touch her up. I knew her weakness! swore, afore I left the dock, that Id steal away the little cub she was so fond of  and I did it!

There was a gleam of triumph in the gypsys face as he said this, but it was quickly followed by a scowl when the woman said  

Well, and much you have made of it. Here is the brat come back at the end o five years, to spoil our harvest!

How could I know hed do that? I paid the captain a goodish lump o tin to take him on a long voyage, and I thought he was so young that hed forget the old place.

How dye know that he hasnt forgot it? inquired the woman.

Cause, I seed him not twenty miles from this, and heerd him say hed stop at the Blue Boar all night, and come on here in the morning  thats to-morrow  so I come straight out to ask you wot Im to do.

Ha! thats like you. Too chicken-hearted to do any thing till I set you on, an mean enough to saddle it on me when yer nabbed.

Come, thats an old story! growled the man. You know wot I am, and I knows wot you are. But if somethings not done, well have to cut this here part o the country in the very thick o the season, when these southern sightseers are ranging about the hills.

Thats true! rejoined the woman, seriously. Many a penny the bairns get from them, an theres no part so good as this. Ye couldnt put him out o the way, could ye?

No, said the man, doggedly.

The woman had accompanied her question with a sidelong glance of fiendish meaning, but her eyes at once dropped, and she evinced no anger at the sharp decision of her companions reply.

Mother! cried the young woman, issuing from the hut at the moment, dont you dare to go an tempt him again like that. Our hands are black enough already; dont you try to make them red, else Ill blab!

The elder woman assumed an injured look as she said, Who spoke of makin them red? Evil dreaders are evil doers. Is there no way o puttin a chick out o the way besides murderin him?

Hush! exclaimed the man, starting and glancing round with a guilty look, as if he fancied the bare mention of the word murder would bring the strong arm of the law down on his head.

I wont hush! cried the woman. Youre cowards, both of you. Are there no corries in the hills to hide him in  no ropes to tie him with  that you should find it so difficult to keep a brat quiet for a week or two?

A gleam of intelligence shot across the ill-favoured face of the gypsy.

Ha! youre a wise woman. Come, out with your plan, and see if Im not game to do it.

Theres no plan worth speakin of, rejoined the woman, somewhat mollified by her companions complimentary remarks. All youve to do is to go down the road to-morrow, catch him, and bring him to me. Ill see to it that he dont make his voice heard until weve done with this part of the country. Then we can slip the knot, and let the brat go free.

Ill do it! said the man, sitting down on a stone and beginning to fill his pipe.

I thought he was dead! said the woman.

So did I; but hes not dead yet, an dont look as if hed die soon.

Maybe, said the woman, he wont remember ye. Its full five year now sin he was took away.

Wont he? retorted the man, with an angry look, which did not tend to improve his disagreeable visage. Hah! I heerd him say hed know me if he saw me in a crowd o ten thousand. I would ha throttled the cub then and there, but the place was too public.

A short silence ensued, during which the gypsies ate their food with the zest of half-starved wolves.

Youd better go down and see old Moggy, suggested the woman, when the man had finished his repast and resumed his pipe. If the brat escapes you to-morrow, it may be as well to let the old jade know that youll murder both him and her, if he dares to blab.

The man shook his head. No use! said he. But the woman repeated her advice in a tone that was equivalent to a command, so the man rose up sulkily and went.

He was not a little surprised, on drawing near to the hut, to find it in a state of bustle, and apparently in possession of the Sudberrys. Not daring to show himself; he slunk back to his encampment, and informed his female companion of what he had seen.

All the more reason to make sure work of him on the road to-morrow! said she, with a dark frown.

So I mean to! replied the man doggedly. With these amiable sentiments and intentions animating their breasts, this pair crept into their booth and went to rest in the bosom of their family.




Story 1  Chapter 20.

Mysterious Matters  A Happy Return, etcetera.

The morning which followed the events narrated in the last chapter broke with unclouded splendour. It was the second of the four bright days which relieved the monotony of those six dreary weeks of rain.

Rejoicing in the glorious aspect of earth and sky, and in the fresh scents which the rain had called forth from every shrub and flower on the mountains, Mr Sudberry dashed about the White House  in and out  awaiting the assembling of the family to breakfast with great impatience. His coat-tails that morning proved the means of annihilating the sugar-basin  the last of the set which had graced the board on his arrival in the Highlands, and which had been left, for some time past, blooming alone, all its former companions having been shattered and gone long ago.

According to custom, Mr Sudberry went forward to the barometrical banjo, intending to tap it  not that he expected correct information now. No; he had found out its falsehood, and was prepared to smile at anything it should say. He opened his eyes, however, and exclaimed Hallo! with unwonted energy, on observing that, as if in sheer defiance of the weather, of truth, and of public opinion, its index aimed point-blank at stormy!

He speedily discovered that this tremendous falsehood was the result of a careful intestine examination, to which the instrument had been privately subjected by Master Jacky the evening before; in the course of which examination the curious boy, standing below the barometer, did, after much trouble, manage to cut the bulb which held the mercury. That volatile metal, being set free, at once leaped into its liberators bosom, and gushed down between his body and his clothes to the floor!

Ill thrash him to within an inch

Mr Sudberry clinched his teeth and his fists, and burst out of the room, (it was at this moment that the last of the set became faded and gone), and rushed towards the nursery. No, I wont, he muttered, suddenly wheeling round on his heel and returning slowly to the parlour. Ill say nothing whatever about it. And Mr Sudberry kept his word  Jacky never heard of it from that day to this!

Seizing the opportunity of the fine day, Mr Sudberry and George went out to fish. They fished with worm now, the streams being too much swollen for fly.

Meanwhile, Master Jacky sauntered down alone, in a most free-and-easy independent manner, to visit old Moggy, who was thought to be in a dying state  at least the doctor said so, and it was to be presumed that he was right.

Jacky had regularly constituted himself sick nurse to the old woman. Despite the entreaties of Flora and his sister, who feared that the disease might be infectious, he could not be prevailed on to remain away. His nursing did not, indeed, consist in doing much that was useful. He confined himself chiefly to playing on the river-banks near the hut, and to making occasional inquiries as to how the patient was getting on. Sometimes he also assisted Flora in holding sundry cups, and glasses, and medicine bottles, and when Flora was away he amused himself by playing practical jokes on the young woman who had volunteered to act as regular nurse to the old invalid.

Towards the afternoon, Jacky put his hands behind his back  he would have put them under his coat-tails if he had had any, for he was very old-mannish in his tendencies  and sauntered down the road towards the pass. At this same time it chanced that another little boy, more than twice Jackys age, was walking smartly along the same road towards the same pass from the other side of it. There were as yet several miles between the two boys, but the pace at which the elder walked bid fair to bring them face to face within an hour. The boy whom we now introduce was evidently a sailor. He wore blue trousers, a blue vest with little brass buttons, a blue jacket with bigger brass buttons, and a blue cap with a brass button on either side  each brass button, on coat, cap, and vest, having an anchor of, (apparently), burnished gold in the centre of it. He had clear blue eyes, brown curly hair, and an easy, offhand swagger, which last was the result of a sea-faring life and example; but he had a kindly and happy, rather than a boastful or self-satisfied, expression of face, as he bowled along with his hands in his pockets, kicking all the stones out of his way, and whistling furiously. Sometimes he burst into a song, and once or twice he laughed, smote his thigh, and cheered, but never for a moment did he slacken his pace, although he had walked many a mile that day.

Curiously enough, at this same time, a man was crouching behind some bushes in the centre of the pass towards which these two boys were approaching. This man had a pair of grey eyes which might have been beautiful had they not been small and ferocious-looking, and a nose which might have been aquiline had the bridge not been broken, and a head of shaggy hair which might have been elegant had it been combed, oiled, curled, and dyed, and a general appearance which might have been prepossessing had it not been that of a thorough blackguard. This lovely specimen of humanity sat down on a rock, and waited, and fidgeted; and the expression of his sweet face betrayed, from time to time, that he was impatient, and anything but easy in his mind.

As Jack walked very leisurely and stopped frequently to play, his progress towards the pass was slow, and as our waiting friend, whom the reader no doubt recognises as the gypsy, could not see far along the road in that direction, he was not aware of his approach. On the other hand, the sailor-boy came on fast, and the road was so open and straight in that direction that the gypsy saw him when he was far enough away to seem like a mere blue spot in the distance.

Presently he gained the entrance to the pass and began the ascent, which was gradual, with a riotous windlass song, in which the sentiments, yo! heave! and ho! were most frequently expressed. As he drew near, the gypsy might have been observed to grin a smile that would have been quite captivating but for some obstinate peculiarity about the muscles of the mouth which rendered it very repulsive.

Next moment the sailor-boy was abreast of him. The moment after that the bushes parted, and the gypsy confronted his victim, cutting a tremendous heave! short in the middle, and converting the ho! that should have followed, into a prolonged whistle of astonishment.

Hah! my lad, you remember me, it seems?

Remember you? Yes, I just do! answered the boy, in whose countenance every trace of boyishness was instantly swallowed up in an intense gaze of manly determination.

This mute but meaning glance had such a strange effect upon the gypsy that he actually cowered for a moment, and looked as if he were afraid he was going to catch it. However, he forced a laugh and said  

Come, Billy, you neednt look so cross. You know I was hard put to it wen I sent you aboord the Fair Nancy, and you shouldnt ought to owe me a grudge for puttin ye in the way o makin yer fortin.

The man kept edging towards the boy as he spoke, but the boy observed this and kept edging away, regarding the man with compressed lips and dilated eyes, but not vouchsafing a word in reply.

I say, Billy, its unkind, you know, to forget old times like this. I want to shake hands; and theres my old woman up on the hill as wants to see you again.

Suddenly the fierce look left the boys face, and was replaced by a wild, waggish expression.

Oh! your old woman wants to see me, does she? And you want to shake hands, do you? Now look here, Growler; I see through you! You thought to catch a flat, and youll find youve caught a tartar; or, rather, that the tartar has caught you. But Ive grown merciful since I went to sea, (the lad tucked-up his wristbands at this point, as if he really meditated a hand-to-hand encounter with his huge antagonist). I do remember old times, and I know how richly you deserve to be hanged; but I dont want to mix up my home-coming, if I can help it, with dirty work. Now, Ill tell you what  Ill give you your choice o two courses. Either take yourself off and be out o hail of this part of the country within twelve hours, or walk with me to the nearest police station and give yourself up. There  Ill give you exactly two minutes to think over it.

The youthful salt here pulled out an enormous double-case silver watch with an air of perfect nonchalance, and awaited the result. For a few seconds the gypsy was overwhelmed by the lads coolness; then he burst into a gruff laugh and rushed at him. He might as well have run at a squirrel. The boy sprang to one side, crossed the road at a bound, and, still holding the watch, said  

Half a minute gone!

Again the man rushed at his small opponent with similar result, and a cool remark, that another half minute was gone. This so exasperated the gypsy, that he ran wildly after the boy for half a minute, but the latter was as active as a kitten, and could not be caught.

Times up; two minutes and a quarter; so dont say that Im not merciful. Now, follow me to the constable.

So saying, Billy, as the man had called him, turned his back towards the pass, and ran off at full speed towards the village. The gypsy followed him at once, feeling that his only chance lay in capturing the boy; but so artfully did Billy hang back and allow his pursuer to come close up, that he had almost succeeded in enticing him into the village, when the man became suddenly aware of his folly, and stopped. Billy stopped too.

What! youre not game to come on?

The man shook his fist, and, turning his face towards the pass, ran back towards his booth in the hills, intending to take the boys first piece of advice, and quit that part of the country. But Billy had no idea of letting him off thus. He now became the pursuer. However fast the gypsy ran, the sailor-lad kept up with him. If the man halted, as he frequently did in a breathless condition, and tried to gain over his adversary, Billy also stopped, said he was in no hurry, thrust his hands into his jacket pockets, and began to whistle. Thus he kept him in view until they once more stood in the pass. Here the man sat down on a large stone, thoroughly exhausted. The boy sat down on another stone opposite to him, looking quite fresh and jolly. Five years of hearty devotion to a noble calling had prepared the muscles of the little sailor for that days exercise. The same number of years spent in debauchery and crime had not prepared the vagabond giant for that days work.

What has brought you back? said Growler, savagely.

To see the old granny whom you stole me from, replied the boy. Also, to have the satisfaction of puttin you in limbo; although I did not expect to have this pleasure.

Ha! ha! laughed Growler, sarcastically, youll fail in both. Its not so easy to put me in limbo as you think  and your grandmother is dyin.

Thats false! cried Billy, springing half way across the road and shaking his little fist at his enemy you know it is. The landlord of the Blue Boar told me he saw her at church strong and well last Sunday.

Shes dyin, however, may be dead, said the man, with a sneer so full of triumph, that it struck a chill to the heart of the poor boy.

Just at that moment, Jacky Sudberry turned slowly round a sharp angle of the road, and stood there transfixed, with his eyes like two saucers, and his mouth as round as an o.

The sight of this intruder distracted Billys attention for a moment. Growler at once bounded over the low wall and dived into the underwood. Billy hesitated to follow him, for the last piece of information weighed heavily on his mind. That moments hesitation was sufficient for the gypsy to make good his retreat. Although Billy leaped the wall the next moment, and darted hither and thither through the copse, he failed to catch sight of him again, and finally returned to the road, where he found Jacky seated on a stone, pondering in a state of bewilderment on what he had seen.

Well, my boy, how goes it? cried the sailor heartily, as he came forward, wiping his heated brow with a blue spotted cotton handkerchief.

All right! was Jackys prompt reply. I say, was you fightin with that man?

Ay, that was I, and Ive not done with him yet.

Jacky breathed hard and looked upon the young sailor-lad with a deep reverential awe, feeling that he was in the presence of a real Jack the Giant-killer.

He runnd away! said Jacky in amazement. Did you hit him hard?

Not with my fists; they aint big enough for that yet. Weve only had a sparring-match with words and legs.

Jacky glanced at Billys legs as if he regarded them in the light of dire engines of destruction. Indeed, his active mind jumped at once to the conclusion that the sailors must be a kicking mode of warfare; but he was too much amazed to make any rejoinder.

Now, my boy, Im going this way, so Ill bid you good-day, said Billy. Jacky informed him that he was going the same way,  having only been taking a stroll,  and would willingly go back: whereupon Billy put his arm round his shoulder, as boys are wont to do, and Jacky grasped Billy round the waist, and thus they wandered home together.

I say, youre a funny chap, observed the young sailor, in a comic vein, as they went along.

So are you, replied Jacky, with intense gravity, being deeply serious.

Billy laughed; but as the two friends at that moment emerged from the pass and came in sight of the White House, the laugh was suddenly checked, and was followed by a sound that was not unlike choking. Jacky looked up in alarm, and was surprised to see tears hopping over his companions brown cheeks. To find a lad who could put a giant to flight was wonderful enough, but to find one who could cry without any reason at all was beyond belief. Jacky looked perplexed and said, I say, whats the matter?

Oh! nothing; only this is my old home, and my scrimmage with that villain has made me come plump on it without thinkin. I was born here. I know every stone and bush. I  I  theres the old

He choked again at this point, and Jacky, whose mind was only opening, stood looking on in silent wonder.

My old granny lives here; old Moggy

The expression of Jackys face caused Billy to stop.

Why, whats wrong, boy?

Is  is  oold Moggy your granny? cried Jacky, eagerly, stumbling over his words as if he had come upon stepping-stones in the dark.

Ay; what then?

Eh! I know her.

Do you, my boy?

Yeyes; shshes dyin!

The result of this remark was that the sailor-boy turned deadly pale, and stared at his little friend without being able to utter a word. Mere human nature taught Jacky that he had made a mistake in being so precipitate: but home education had not taught him to consider the feelings of others. He felt inclined to comfort his new friend, but knew not how to do it. At last a happy thought occurred to him, and he exclaimed eagerly  

Bbut shshes not dead yet!

Does she live in the same cottage? asked the boy, in a low, husky voice, not considering that his companion could not know what cottage she had occupied in former days. Jacky, also ignoring this fact, nodded his head violently, being past speech with excitement, and pointed in the direction of the hut.

Without another word, Billy, (more correctly speaking, Willie), at once took to his heels, and was followed by Jacky as fast as his short legs could carry him.

Flora Macdonald was administering a glass of hot wine and water to her patient, when the door was quickly, yet gently, opened, and a sailor-lad sprang into the room, fell on his knees beside the lowly couch, seized the old womans hand, gazed for a few seconds into her withered face, and then murmuring, Granny, its me, laid his head on her shoulder and burst into tears.

Flora gently drew the boy away.

Willie, is it possible; can it be you?

Is she dyin? said Willie, looking up in Floras face with an expression of agony.

I trust not, dear boy; but the doctor says she is very ill, and must be kept quiet.

Hoot, awa wi the doctor! Hes wrang, cried old Moggy, suddenly raising herself with great energy on one elbow; dont I see my ain Willie there, as Ive seen him in my dreams mony and mony a night? (Flora grasped Willies arm to prevent his running towards her, and pointed to Jacky, who had at that moment entered the room, and was at once recognised by Moggy.) Ay, little did I think when I said yestreen, Thy wull be done, that He wad send my ain laddie back again!

She folded Jacky, who had gone to the bedside, in her arms, and was with difficulty prevailed on to let him go. It was quite evident that her mind was wandering.

The effect of this little episode on Willie was powerful and twofold. A pang of jealousy at first shot through his heart like a flash of lightning; but when he perceived that the loving embrace was meant for his old self he broke down, and the tears once more tumbled over his brown cheeks.

She cannot recognise you just now, dear Willie, said Flora, deeply touched by the sorrow of the lad; and, even if she could, I fear it would do her harm by exciting her too much. Come, my poor fellow, (leading him softly to the door), I am just going up to visit a kind English family, where they will be only too glad to put you up until it is safe to let her know that you have returned.

But she may die, and never know that I have returned, said Willie, almost passionately, as he hung back.

She is in Gods loving hands, Willie.

Can I not stay and help you to nurse her? asked the boy, in pitiful tones.

Flora shook her head, and Willie meekly suffered himself to be led out of the hut.

This, then, was the home-coming that he had longed for so intensely; that he had dreamed of so often when far away upon the sea! No sooner was he in the open air than he burst away from Flora without a word, and ran off at full speed in the direction of the pass. At first he simply sought to obtain relief to his feelings by means of violent muscular exercise. The burning brain and throbbing heart were unbearable. He would have given the world for the tears that flowed so easily a short time before; but they would not now come. Running, leaping, bounding madly over the rough hill-side  that gave him some relief; so he held on, through bush and brake, over heathery knoll and peat swamp, until the hut was far behind him.

Suddenly his encounter with the gypsy occurred to him. The thought that he was the original cause of all this misery roused a torrent of indignation within him, and he resolved that the man should not escape. His wild race was no longer without purpose now. He no longer sprang into the air and bounded from rock to rock like a wild goat, but, coursing down the bed of a mountain-torrent, came out upon the road, and did not halt until he was in front of the constabulary station.

Hallo! laddie, whats wrang? inquired a blue-coated official, whose language betokened him a Lowland Scot.

Ive seen him; come with me  quick! Ill take you to his whereabouts, gasped Willie.

Seen whae? inquired the man, with slow deliberation.

The gypsy, Growler, who stole me, and would have murdered me this morning if he could have caught me; but quick, please! Hell get off if you dont look alive!

The earnestness and fervour of the lad had the effect of exciting even the constables phlegmatic nature; so, after a short conversation, he summoned a comrade, and set off for the pass at a round trot, led by Willie.

Dye think its likely hell ken yeve come here to tell on him? inquired the constable, as they ran.

I said I would have him nabbed, replied the boy.

Hoot! mon; that was na wise-like. But after a yere ony a bairn. Here, Tam, yed better gang up by the Stank burn an keep a look-oot ower the hills, an Ill start him.

Thus advised, the second constable diverged to the right, and, plunging into the copsewood, was instantly out of sight.

Soon afterwards, Willie came to the place where he had met the gypsy. Here a consultation was held as to where the booth might probably be.

He jumped over the wall here, said Willie, and Im sure he took the hill in this direction at first.

Ay, laddie; but chiels o his stamp never gang straight to their mark. Well follow him up this way. Hoe long ist sin ye perted wi him, said ee? examining the place where the gypsy had entered the copse.

Willie returned no answer. The unusual amount of fatigue and the terrible mental excitement which he had undergone that day were too much for him. A feeling of deadly sickness came suddenly on him, and when the constable looked round he was lying on the road in a swoon.

This unexpected incident compelled the man to abandon further pursuit for the time. Giving utterance to a puir laddie, he raised the boy in his arms and carried him to the nearest hut, which happened to be that of old Moggy! No one was there but the young woman who acted as nurse to the invalid. It chanced that Moggy had had a sleep, and she awoke with her mental faculties much cleared, when the constable entered and laid Willie on a mat not far from her bed.

The old woman gazed long and earnestly in the boys face, and seemed much troubled and perplexed while the nurse applied water to his temples. At last Willie opened his eyes. Moggy at once recognised him. She strove eagerly to reach her long-lost child, and Willie, jumping up, sprang to her side; but ere they met she raised both arms in the air, and, uttering a long piercing cry, fell back insensible upon the bed.




Story 1  Chapter 21.

THE END

Rain, rain, rain; continual, pertinacious, unmitigated rain! The White House was no longer white, it was grey. Things were no longer damp, they were totally flooded. Mr McAllisters principal hay-field was a pond  every ditch was a rivulet; the burn was a destructive cataract; the white torrents that raged down the mountains everywhere, far and near, looked like veins of quartz, and the river had become a lake with a strong current in the middle of it. There was no sunshine now in the Highlands,  not a gleam!

Nevertheless there was sunshine in the hearts of some who sojourned there. Mr Sudberry had found out that he could fish just as well in wet weather as in dry, and that the fish were more eager to be caught. That was sunshine enough for him! Lucy found a new and engrossing amusement, of a semi-scientific kind, in laying down and pressing her botanical specimens, and writing Latin names under the same, being advised thereto and superintended by Hector Macdonald. That was sunshine enough for her, and for him too apparently, for he came every day to help her, (and she declared she could not get on without help), and it was quite wonderful to observe how very slowly the laying-down progressed, although both of the semi-philosophers were intensely interested in their work. Flora was so sunny by nature that she lightened up the place around her wherever she went; she was thus in some measure independent of the sun. George was heard to say more than once that her face was as good as a sunbeam any day! Mrs Sudberry, poor woman, was so rampantly triumphant in the total discomfiture of her husband touching the weather, that she resigned herself to Highland miseries in a species of happy contentment, and thus lived in what may be likened to a species of mild moonshine of her own. Tilly, poor, delicate, unobtrusive Tilly, was at all times satisfied to bask in the moonlight of her mothers countenance. As for Jacky  that arch-imp discovered that wet weather usually brought his victims within doors, and therefore kept them constantly within reach of his dreadful influence. He was supremely happy darling child. Fred finished up his sketches  need we say that that was sunshine to him? The servants too shared in the general felicity. Indeed, they may, in a sense, be said to have been happier than those they served, for, having been transported to that region to work, they found the little bits of fun and amusement that fell to their lot all the more pleasant and enjoyable, that they were unexpected, and formed a piquant contrast to the monotonous routine of daily duty.

But the brightest blaze of internal sunshine  the most effulgent and dazzling beams of light were shed forth in the lowly hut of Jackys particular friend. Old Moggy did not die after all! To the total discomfiture of the parish doctor, and to the reflected discredit of the medical profession generally, that obstinate old creature got well in spite of the emphatic assurances of her medical adviser that recovery was impossible. The doctor happened to be a misanthrope. He was not aware that in the Materia Medica of Natures laboratory there is a substance called joy, which sometimes effects a cure when all else fails  or, if he did know of this medicine, he probably regarded it as a quack nostrum.

At all events this substance cured old Moggy, as Willie said, in less than no time. She took such deep draughts of it, that she quite surprised her old friends. So did Willie himself. In fact, these two absolutely took to tippling together on this medicine. More than that, Jacky joined them, and seemed to imbibe a good deal  chiefly through his eyes, which were always very wide open and watchful when he was in the old hut. He drank to them only with his eyes and ears, and could not be induced to enter into conversation much farther than to the extent of yes and no. Not that he was shy  by no means! The truth was that Jacky was being opened up  mentally. The new medicine was exercising an unconscious but powerful influence on his sagacious spirit. In addition to that he was fascinated by Willie  for the matter of that, so was old Moggy  for did not that small sailor-boy sing, and laugh, and talk to them for hours about sights and scenes of foreign travel of which neither of them had dreamed before? Of course he did, and caused both of them to stare with eyes and mouths quite motionless for half-hours at a time, and then roused them up with a joke that made Jacky laugh till he cried, and made Moggy, who was always crying more or less, laugh till she couldnt cry! Yes, there was very brilliant sunshine in the hut during that dismal season of rain  there was the sunshine of human love and sympathy, and Flora was the means of introducing and mingling with it sunshine of a still brighter and a holier nature, which, while it intensified the other, rendered it also permanent.

At last the end of the Sudberrys rustication arrived; the last day of their sojourn dawned. It happened to be bright and beautiful  so bright and lovely that it made one feel as if there never had been a bad day since the world began, and never would be another bad one to the end of time. It was the fourth fine day of the six dreary weeks  the third, which occurred some days before, was only half-and-half; and therefore unworthy of special notice. Nevertheless, the Sudberrys felt sad. They were going away! The mental sunshine of the rainy season was beclouded, and the physical sunshine was of no avail to dispel such clouds.

My dear, said Mr Sudberry at breakfast that morning, in a very sad tone, have you any further use for me?

My dear, no, replied his partner, sorrowfully.

From the nature of these remarks and the tone in which they were uttered, an ignorant spectator might have imagined that Mr Sudberry, having suspected his wife of growing indifference, and having had his worst fears confirmed from her own lips, meant to go quietly away to the river and drown him in a deep pool with a strong eddy, so that he might run no chance of being prematurely washed upon a shallow. But the good man merely referred to the packing, in connection with which he had been his wifes right hand during the last three or four days.

Well, then, my love, as the heavy baggage has gone on before, and we are ready to start with the coach, which does not pass until the afternoon, I will go and take a last cast in the river.

Mrs Sudberry made no objection; so Mr Sudberry, accompanied by George and Fred, went down to the dear old river, as they styled it, for the last time.

Now it must be known, that, some weeks previous to this time, Hobbs had been allowed by his master to go out for a days trout-fishing, and Hobbs, failing to raise a single fin, put on a salmon fly in reckless desperation.

He happened, by the merest chance, to cast over a deep pool in which salmon were, (and still are), wont to lie. To his amazement, a whale, as he styled it, instantly rose, sent its silvery body half out of the water, and fell over with a tremendous splash, but missed the fly. Hobbs was instantly affected with temporary insanity. He cast in violent haste over the same spot, as if he hoped to hook the fish by the tail before it should get to the bottom. Again! again! and over again, but without result. Then, dancing on the bank with excitement, he changed the fly; tried every fly in the book; the insanity increasing, tried two flies at once, back to back; put on a bunch of trout-flies in addition; wound several worms round all; failed in every attempt to cast with care; and finished off by breaking the top of the rod, entangling the line round his legs, and fixing the hooks in his coat-tails; after which he rushed wildly up to the White House, to tell what he had seen and show what he had done!

From that day forward Mr Sudberry always commenced his days sport at the Salmon Pool.

As usual, on this his last day, he went down to the salmon pool, but he had so often fished there in vain, that hope was well-nigh extinguished. In addition to this, his spirits were depressed, so he gave the rod to Fred.

Fred was not naturally a fisher, and he only agreed to take the rod because he saw that his father was indifferent about it.

Fred, my boy, cast a little farther over, just below yon curl in the water near the willow bush  ah! thats about the place. Hobbs declares that he raised a salmon there; but I cant say Ive ever seen one myself; though I have fished here every other morning for many weeks.

Mr Sudberry had not quite finished speaking when Freds rod was bent into the form of a large hoop.

Hallo! here, father, take it  I dont know what to do.

What a blaze of excitement beamed on the fathers countenance!

Hurrah! hold on, Fred,  no, no, no! ease off  hell break all away.

The caution was just in time. Fred was holding on like a true Briton. He suddenly let the rod down and allowed the line to run out, which it did like lightning.

What now, father? Oh! do take it  I shall certainly lose the fish.

No, no, boy; it is your fish; try to play it out. No one but the good man himself knew what a tremendous effort of self-denial Mr Sudberry made on this occasion. But Fred felt certain that the fish would get off. He also knew that his father would give fifty pounds down on the spot to land a salmon: so he said firmly, Father, if you dont take the rod, Ill throw it down!

This settled the question. Father took the rod under protest, and, having had considerable experience in trout-fishing, began to play the salmon with really creditable skill, considering the difficulty of the operation, and the fact that it was his first big fish.

What varied expression flitted across the countenance of the enthusiastic sportsman on this great occasion! He totally forgot himself and his sons; he forgot even that this was his last day in the Highlands. It is an open question whether he did not forget altogether that he was in the Highlands, so absorbed, so intensely concentrated, was his mind on that salmon. George and Fred also became so excited that they lost all command of themselves, and kept leaping about, cheering, giving useless advice in eager tones, tripping over stones and uneven places on the banks, and following their father closely, as the fish led him up and down the river for full two hours. They, too, forgot themselves; they did not know what extraordinary faces they went on making during the greater part of the time!

Mr Sudberry began the battle by winding up the line, the salmon having begun to push slowly up stream after its first wild burst. In a moment it made a dart towards the opposite bank, so sudden and swift that the rod was pulled straight, and the line ran out with a whiz of the most violent description. Almost simultaneously with the whiz the salmon leaped its entire length out of the water, gave a tremendous fling in the air, and came down with a heavy splash!

Fred gasped; George cheered, and Mr Sudberry uttered a roar of astonishment, mingled with alarm, for the line was slack, and he thought the fish had broken off. It was still on, however, as a wild dash down stream, followed by a spurt up and across, with another fling into the air, proved beyond a doubt. The fish was very wild  fortunately it was well hooked, and the tackle was strong. What with excitement and the violent action that ensued at each rush, Mr Sudberry was so dreadfully blown in the first minutes, that he trembled from head to foot, and could scarce wind up the line. For one moment the thought occurred that he was too old to become a salmon-fisher, and that he would not be able to fight the battle out. He was quite mistaken. Every minute after this he seemed to gain fresh strength. The salmon happily took it into his head to cease its antics for half a minute, just when the fisher was at his worst. That half-minute of breathing-space was all that was wanted.

Geoge  hah!  cut  wata!

George could not make out what his agitated parent wanted.

Water! water!  chokin! reiterated his father.

Oh, all right! George scooped up a quantity of water in a leathern cup, and ran with it to his choking sire, who, holding the rod tight with both hands, turned his head aside and stretched over his left arm, still, however, keeping his eyes fixed on the line.

Here, up witht lips.

The lips were projected, and George raised the cup to them, but the salmon moved at the moment, and the draught was postponed. The fish came to another pause soon after.

Now, Geoge, try gain.

Once more the lips were projected, once again the cup was raised, but that salmon seemed to know what was going on, for, just as the cup and the lips met, it went off in an unusually fierce run down the river. The cup and its contents were knocked into Georges face, and George himself was knocked over by his father as he sprang down the bank, and ran along a dry patch of gravel, which extended to the tail of the pool.

Hitherto the battle had been fought within the limits of one large pool, which the fish seemed to have an objection to quit. It now changed its tactics, and began to descend the river tail foremost, slowly, but steadily. The round face of the fisher, which had all this time been blazing red with eager hope, was now beclouded with a shade of anxiety.

Dont let him go down the rapids, father, said George; youll never get past the thick bushes that overhang the bank.

Mr Sudberry stopped, and held on till the rod bent like a giant hoop and the line became rigid; but the fish was not to be checked. Its retrograde movement was slow, but steady and irresistible.

Youll smash everything! cried Fred. Mr Sudberry was constrained to follow, step by step. The head of the rapid was gained, and he had to increase the pace to a quick walk; still farther down, and the walk became a smart run. The ground here was more rugged, and the fishers actions became quite acrobatic. George and Fred kept higher up the bank, and ran along, gazing in unspeakable amazement at the bounds and leaps which their fat little sire made with the agility of a roe deer.

Hold on! the bushes! let it break off!

Mr Sudberry scorned the advice. The part of the bank before him was impassable; not so the river, which rushed past him like a mill-race. He tried once more to stop the fish; failed, of course, and deliberately walked into the water. It was waist-deep, so he was carried down like a cork with his toes touching the ground so lightly, that, for the first time in his life, he rejoiced in those sensations, which he had hitherto believed belonged exclusively to harlequins and columbines; namely, swift motion without effort! Fifty yards at the rate of ten miles an hour brought him to an eddy, into which the salmon had dashed just before him. Mr Sudberry gave vent to another roar as he beheld the fish almost under his nose. The startled creature at once flashed out of his sight, and swept up, down, and across the stream several times, besides throwing one or two somersaults in the air, before it recovered its equanimity. After this it bolted into a deep, dark pool, and remained there quite motionless.

Mr Sudberry was much puzzled at this point. To let out line when the fish ran up or across stream, to wind in when the fish stopped, and to follow when the fish went down stream  these principles he had been taught by experience in trout-fishing; but how to act when a fish would not move, and could not be made to move, was a lesson which he had yet to learn.

Whats to be done? said he, with a look of exasperation, (and no wonder; he had experienced an hour and a quarter of very rough treatment, and was getting fagged).

Pull him out of that hole, suggested George.

I cant.

Try.

Mr Sudberry tried and failed. Having failed he sat down on a stone, still holding the rod very tight, and wiped his heated brow. Then, starting up, he tried for the next ten minutes to pull the fish out of the hole by main force, of course never venturing to pull so hard as to break the line. He went up the stream and pulled, down the stream and pulled, he even waded across the stream at a shallow part and pulled, but all in vain. The fish was in that condition which fishers term the sulks.

At last Fred recollected to have heard Hector Macdonald say that in such cases a stone thrown into the pool sometimes had the effect of starting the sulky one. Accordingly a stone was thrown in, and the result was that the fish came out at full speed in a horrible fright, and went down stream, not tail but head foremost. Now, when a salmon does this, he knows by instinct that if he does not go down faster than the stream the water will force itself into his gills and drown him; therefore when he goes down head first, (which he seldom does, except when on his way to the sea), he goes at full speed, and the fishers only chance of saving his fish is to run after him as fast as he can, in the hope that he may pause of his own accord in some opportune eddy.

A fine open space of bank enabled Mr Sudberry to run like a deer after his fish for nigh a quarter of a mile, but, at the end of this burst, he drew near to the falls  a succession of small cataracts and rapids which it seemed impossible for any fisher to go down without breaking his neck and losing his fish. George and Fred roared, Hold on! Mr Sudberry glanced at the falls, frowned, and compressed his lips. He felt that he was in for it; he resolved not to be beat, so on he went! The fish went right down the first fall; the fisher leaped over a ledge of rock three feet high, scrambled across some rough ground, and pulled up at an eddy where the fish seemed disposed to rest. He was gratified here by seeing the fish turn up the white of his side  thus showing symptoms of exhaustion. But he recovered, and went over another fall.

Here he stopped again, and George and Fred, feeling convinced that their father had gone mad, threw off their coats and ran to the foot of the fall, ready to plunge into the stream and rescue him from the fate which they thought they saw impending. No such fate awaited the daring man. He succeeded in drawing the fish close to a gravelly shallow, where it gave an exhausted wallop or two, and lay over on its side. George came up, and leaping into the water tried to kick it out. He missed his kick and fell. Fred dashed in, and also missed. Mr Sudberry rushed forward and gave the salmon such a kick that he sent it high and dry on the bank! But in doing so he fell over George and tripped up Fred, so that all three were instantly soaked to the skin, and returned to the bank without their hats. Mr Sudberry flung himself on the conquered fish and held it fast, while George and Fred cheered and danced round him in triumphant joy.

Thus Mr Sudberry landed his first and last salmon  a ten-pounder  and thus, brilliantly, terminated his three-months rustication in the Highlands.



But this was not the end of the whole affair  by no means. Mr Sudberry and family returned to London, and they took that salmon with them. A dinner-party of choice friends was hastily got up to do honour to the superb fish, and on that occasion Fred and his father well-nigh quarrelled on the point of, who caught the salmon! Mr Sudberry insisting that the man who hooked the fish was the real catcher of it, and Fred scouting the ridiculous notion, and asserting that he who played and landed it was entitled to all the honour. The point was settled, however, in some incomprehensible way, without the self-denying disputants coming to blows; and everyone agreed that it was, out of sight, the best salmon that had ever been eaten in London. Certainly, it was one of the merriest parties that ever ate a salmon, for Mr Sudberrys choice friends were of an uncommonly genial stamp. Jones, the head clerk, (the man with the red nose and humble aspect), was there, and so brilliant was Mr Sudberry that Jones was observed to smile!  the first instance on record of his having given way to levity of demeanour. Lady Knownothing was there too, and before the evening was over she knew a few things that surprised but did not in the least convince her. Oh, no! she knew everything so thoroughly that there was no possibility on earth of increasing her stock of knowledge! Truly it was a happy party, and Mr Sudberry enjoyed himself so much that he volunteered the Highland fling in the drawing-room  George whistling the music  on which occasion he, (Mr Sudberry), swept nearly half the tea-service off the table with his coat-tails, and Mrs Sudberry was so happy that she didnt care a button  and said so!

But this was not the end of it yet, by any means. That winter Hector and Flora Macdonald visited London and were received by the Sudberrys with open arms. The result was that Lucy became intensely botanical in her tastes, and routed out the old plants. Of course Hector could not do less than assist her, and the finale was, that these two scientific individuals were married, and dwelt for many years thereafter in the Highlands. Strange to say, George and Flora fell in love with each  But why say more? We do not mean to write the history of these two families. It is enough to say, that every summer, for many years after that, the Sudberrys spent two or three months in the Highlands with the Macdonalds, and every winter the Macdonalds spent a similar period with the Sudberrys. On the former of these occasions Fred renewed his intercourse with Mr McAllister, and these two became so profoundly, inconceivably, deep and metaphysical, besides theological, in their converse, that they were utterly incomprehensible to everyone except themselves.

Best of all, Jacky became a good boy! Yes; that day on the hills with Peter was the beginning of it  old Moggy, Willie, and Flora, were the continuation of it  and Jacky became good, to the unspeakable joy of his mother.

Old Moggy lived to a fabulous age, and became at last as wrinkled as a red herring. For all we know to the contrary, she may be alive yet. Willie lived with her, and became a cultivator of the soil. But why go on? Enough has been said to show that no ill befell any individual mentioned in our tale. Even Mrs Brown lived to a good old age, and was a female dragon to the last. Enough has also been said to prove, that, as the old song has it, we little know what great things from little things may rise.




Story 2  Chapter 1.

Why I did not become a Sailor.

There is mystery connected with the incidents which I am about to relate. Looked at from one point of view, the whole affair is mysterious  eminently so; yet, regarded from another point of view, it is not so mysterious as it seems. Whatever my reader may think about it as he goes along, I entreat him to suspend his judgment until he has reached the conclusion of my narrative. My only reason for bringing this mysterious matter before the public is, that, in addition to filling me with unutterable surprise, it had the effect of quenching one of my strongest desires, and effectually prevented my becoming a sailor.

This, I freely admit, is not in itself a sufficient reason to justify my rushing into print. But when I regard the matter from what may be termed a negative point of view, I do feel that it is not absolutely presumptuous in me to claim public attention. Suppose that Sir John Franklin had never gone to sea; what a life of adventure and discovery would have been lost to the world! what deeds of heroism undone, and, therefore, untold! I venture to think, that if that great navigator had not gone to sea, it would have been a matter of interest, (knowing what we now know), to have been told that such was the case. In this view of the matter I repeat it, as being of possible future interest, that the incident I am about to relate prevented my becoming a sailor.

I am said to be a soft boy  that is to say, I was said to be soft. Im a man now, but, of course, I was a boy once. I merely mention this to prove that I make no pretension whatever to unusual wisdom; quite the reverse. I hate sailing under false colours  not that I ever did sail under any colours, never having become a sailor  and yet I shouldnt say that, either, for thats the very point round which all the mystery hangs. I did go to sea! Im rather apt to wander, I find, from my point, and to confuse my own mind, (I trust not the readers). Perhaps the shortest way to let you understand how it was is to tell you all about it.

My name is Robert Smith  not an unusual name, I am given to understand. It was of little use to me during the period of my boyhood, for I never got any other name than Bob  sometimes soft was added. I had a father. He loved me. As a natural consequence, I loved him. He was old, partially bald, silver-haired, kind, affectionate, good, five feet six, and wore spectacles. I, at the time I write of; was young, stout, well-grown, active, and had a long nose  much too long a nose: it was the only point in regard to which I was sensitive. It was owing to the length of this member, I believe, that I once went by the name of Mozambique. You see, I conceal nothing. The remarkable  the mysterious  the every way astonishing incidents I am about to relate, require that I should be more than usually careful and particular in stating things precisely as I saw them and understood them at the time.

In this view of the matter I should remark that the softness with which I was charged did not refer to my muscles  they were hard and well developed  but to my intellect. I take this opportunity of stating that I think the charge unjust. But, to conclude my description of myself; I am romantic. One of my dearest companions used to say that my nose was the same, minus the tic! What he meant by that I never could make out. I doubt if he himself knew.

My chief delight in my leisure hours was to retire to my bedroom and immerse myself in books of travel and adventure. This was my mania. No one can conceive the delight I experienced in following heroes of every name over the pathless deep and through the trackless forests of every clime. My heart swelled within me, and the blood rushed through my veins like liquid fire, as I read of chasing lions, tigers, elephants, in Africa; white bears and walrus in the Polar regions; and deer and bisons on the American prairies. I struggled long to suppress the flame that consumed me, but I could not. It grew hotter and hotter. At last, it burst forth  and this brings me to the point.

I thought  one dark, dismal night in the middle of November  I thought, (mind, I dont say I determined; no, but I thought), of running away from home and going to sea!

I confess it with shame. The image of my dear father rose before me with a kind and sorrowful look. I repented; started to my feet, and seized the book I was reading with the intention of tossing it into the fire. In doing so, I accidentally turned over a leaf. There was an illustration on the page. I looked at it. An African savage firing the whole contents of a six-barrelled revolver down the throat of a Bengal tiger, without, apparently, doing it any harm! I thought not of the incongruous combination. My soul was fired anew. Once again I thought of running away from home and going to sea  not by any means with the intention of remaining at sea, but for the purpose of reaching foreign  if possible  unknown lands.

Having conceived the thought, I rose calmly, shut the book carefully, but with decision, thrust my hands firmly into my pockets, knitted my brows, and went out in search of my bosom friend John Brown  also a commonplace name, I believe  at least, so it is said.

Jack, as I used to call him, had a mother, but no father  his father died when Jack was an infant. Ive often fancied that there was a delicate bond of union between us here. He had a mother, but no father. I had a father, but no mother. Strange coincidence! I think the fact helped to draw us together. I may be wrong, but I think so. Jack was on a visit to us at the time, so I had only to cross the passage to reach his room.

Come in, he cried, as I knocked.

Jack, come to my room. Its more comfortable than yours. I want your advice.

He rose, in some surprise, and followed me.

If John Browns name was commonplace his person was certainly not so. He looked like a young lord. He was a noble fellow, by nature if not by birth. A clear, sunny face, masculine chin and nose, sweet, firm mouth, the eye of an eagle, and the soft, curly, golden hair of a child. Tall, broad-shouldered, elegant, bold as a lion, gentle and kind as a lamb  such was my best, my dearest friend, Jack.

Jack, said I, Im going to run away!

My friend fell into a chair, put both legs straight out, and looked at me in speechless amazement for a second; then he burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter.

Jack, I repeated, Im going to run away.

Youll do nothing of the sort, said he.

And, I continued, regardless of his remark, I mean that you shall run away with me.

Ill do nothing of the sort, he replied. But come, Bob, my boy, youre joking. Surely this is not the object for which you called me out of my room.

Indeed it is. Listen to me, Jack. (I looked at him impressively. He returned the look, for Jack was earnest as well as gay.) You know that my dear father positively refused to let me go abroad, although I have entreated him to do so again and again. Now I think thats hard, you know. I love my dear father very much, but

You love yourself better. Is that it?

Well, put it so if you choose. I dont care. Im going to run away, and if you wont go with me you can stay at home  thats all.

Come, come, Bob, dont be cross, said Jack, kindly; you know you dont mean it.

But I do; and Im sure I dont see what it is that prevents you from going too, said I, testily.

Hm! well, there is a small matter, a sort of moral idea, so to speak, that prevents.

And what is that?

Respect for my mother! Bob, my boy, Ive been too deeply imbued with that in my babyhood to shake it off now, even if I wished to do so; but I dont, Bob, I dont. Im proud of my mother, and, moreover, I remember her teachings. Theres one little verse I used to repeat to her every Sunday night, along with the rest of the ten commandments, Honour thy father and thy mother, etcetera. It seems to me that running away is rather flying in the face of that. Doesnt it strike you in that light, Bob?

I was silent. I felt that I had no argument against such reasoning. Jack rose.

Its late, Bob; we are to start on our fishing expedition to-morrow morning at six, so it behoves us to get into bed. Good-night! and think over it!

I seized his hand and pressed it warmly.

Good-night, Jack, I will!




Story 2  Chapter 2.

My bedroom was a small one, with little furniture in it. A small iron stove in the fire-place acted instead of a grate, and as I was accustomed to read late my father allowed me to light it in cold weather. It was blazing cheerfully when Jack left me, and the bright gleams of ruddy light that darted through the chinks of the door and fell on the opposite wall, threw the light of my solitary candle quite into the shade.

I have already remarked that the night was dark and dismal. In addition to that, it was stormy. The wind moaned drearily among the venerable elms that surrounded our quiet country residence, and ever and anon came in sharp, fitful gusts that caused the window-frames to rattle, and even shook the house, at times, to its foundation. Heavy drops of rain fell occasionally on the window-panes, and in a few minutes the storm broke forth in full violence.

As the old house had stood many such in years gone by, I did not give myself much concern about the gale; but pulled down the blind, placed my little table and books near the stove, and, drawing in my chair, sat down to think. How long I remained in this condition I cannot tell; but my reveries were broken by the large clock on the stairs striking twelve.

I started up, and clinching my hands exclaimed aloud, No! Ive made up my mind, I wont run away! Under the impulse of the feeling I threw open the door of the stove and heaped on fresh coals, muttering to myself; as I did so, No, I wont run away, I wont run away; no, no, no, I wont run a

I was checked suddenly by my eye falling a second time on that terrific African savage sending from his revolver a charge down the throat of that magnificent Bengal tiger, that would have blown the inside entirely out of any living creature smaller than an elephant. I sat down. I gazed at the picture. I read the account. I followed up the adventurous savage. My head reeled with excitement. A strange terrible heat seemed to dart like lightning through my veins, and the book began to flicker before my eyes. I became alarmed.

Surely some terrible fever is seizing on me! I exclaimed, and in the terror of the thought I started up and paced my room rapidly. But the fire increased, and my head swam. I meditated ringing the bell and alarming the household; but the thought of this quieted me, and gradually I became calmer.

It was at this moment that my former resolution returned upon me with tenfold violence. Ill submit to this no longer, I growled between my teeth; I will run away!

The instant I said that, I felt as if I were imbued with a determination that nothing could shake. Jacks reasoning never once came into my mind. I took down the knapsack that hung on a nail ready packed for the intended fishing expedition of the morrow. I buckled it on; put on my thickest shoes, and, seizing a stout cudgel, issued softly from my apartment, and tapped gently at Jacks door.

Come in!

I entered, and was overwhelmed with surprise at finding my friend standing in the middle of the room accoutred for the road just like myself. He put his finger to his lips.

Hush! Bob. I was on the point of going to your room to say that Ive made up my mind to run away with you.

I was staggered. I did not relish this unaccountable change. If I had persuaded him to go, it would have been all right; but to find him thus ready and eager was unnatural. I felt as if I were accountable for this change in his opinions and actions, and immediately, strange to say, experienced a tendency to dissuade him.

But, Jack, you forget what you said to me some hours ago.

No, I dont, he answered, gloomily.

Perhaps wed better think over it again.

No, we wont. Come, Bob, dont show the white feather now. Dont waste time. Its about dawn. Its too late to reason. You have tempted me, and I have given in.

Saying this, he seized me by the collar and pushed me before him.

And now the mysterious events which I am about to relate began. The conduct of my friend Jack on this occasion was in itself a mystery. He was by nature the gentlest and most inoffensive of human beings, except when circumstances required him to act vigorously: then he was a lion  irresistible. Since the commencement of our acquaintance, which was of many years standing, he had never by word or look given me the slightest cause for anger; and yet here he was grasping me violently by the collar and pushing me forcibly before him.

I did not get angry. My conscience smote me. I said to myself; Ah! this is the result of evil conduct. I have tempted Jack to act against his judgment; he is no longer what he was.

Instead of melting under this feeling, I became hardened. I stepped out, and so dragged my friend after me down the back stairs which led to the lower part of the house, where the servants slept. Jack whispered, All right, and let go his hold.

Now we must be cautious, I said, in a low tone, as we proceeded to traverse the passage, on each side of which were the rooms occupied by the servants. We took off our shoes and advanced on tip-toe. At the far end of the passage we heard a sound like a trombone. That was the butler; we knew of his snoring propensities, and so were not alarmed. His door was open; so was his mouth  I could see that plainly, as I passed, by the dim light of a candle which he always burned at night. The butler was excessively fat. I merely mention this because it accounts for the fact of his not awaking when we unlocked the street door. Fat people are not easily wakened.

The lock of the door was an old-fashioned large one. It grated slightly as Jack turned the key; then at a certain point the key lost control over it, and it shot back with a report like a pistol-shot! My heart flew to my mouth, and almost choked me. The butler gave a double snort and turned in his bed as Jack and I darted round an angle of the wall and hid in a dark corner. The butler soon gave unquestionable evidence that he had not been thoroughly aroused, and we were about to issue from our place of concealment, when the door of our man-servants room opened, and he peeped out. Edwards  that was his name  was a stout young fellow, and we felt certain that he would not rest satisfied until he had found out the cause of the noise.

We were right. He stepped cautiously into the passage with a poker in his hand. My heart sank within me. Just at that moment a cat darted across the passage with its back and tail up, and its eyes glaring. Edwards flung the poker at it, missed the cat, and knocked over an old tin umbrella-stand, with which the poker made a hideous clatter on the stone floor of the passage.

Ha! you brute! Wot? its you as is makin all that row, is it?

Oh, dear, Edwards, whats happened? cried a shrill voice from the other end of the passage  it was cook.

Oh, nothin, only the cat, replied the man as he sauntered into the butlers room. The butler seemed at that moment to have been smitten with a fit of apoplexy  we could see him from our dark corner;  he grew purple in the face, gasped once or twice, choked awfully, and then sat up in bed staring like a maniac.

Oh! Jack, I whispered in horror.

Dont be alarmed; its only his usual way of waking up. Ive seen him do it often.

What noise is that? Whats going on down there? cried a deep bass voice in the distance. It was my father. No one replied. Presently my fathers bedroom bell rang with extreme violence. Edwards rushed out of the butlers room. The butler fell back, opened his mouth, and pretended to be asleep  snoring moderately. This of itself would have undeceived any one, for when the old hypocrite was really asleep he never snored moderately. The cook and housemaid uttered two little shrieks and slammed their respective doors, while the bell rang violently a second time.

Now for it, whispered Jack. He opened the back door softly, and we darted out. A streak of pale light on the horizon indicated the approach of day. We tried to close the door behind us, but we heard the butler choke, gasp, and shout at the top of his voice, Hi! hallo! At the same instant the old dinner-gong sent a peal of horrible sound through the house, and we took to flight filled with unutterable terror.

Oh, how we did run! We had scarcely cleared the offices and got fairly into the avenue when we heard Edwards shout as he started in pursuit.

We were both good runners, but Jack soon took the lead, and kept it by about five yards. Our feet scarcely touched the ground. I felt as if I had wings, so great was my terror. We reached the end of the avenue. The gate was full five feet high. To my inexpressible amazement, Jack went clear over it with one bound!

I have never been able to analyse my feelings and impulses on that occasion. I am, and always was, rather a poor jumper; yet, without hesitation, without even a doubt as to my ability to clear it, I went at that gate like an Irish hunter at a stone wall, and leaped fairly over it! The leap did not even check my pace for an instant. I remember, in the whirl and confusion of the moment, that I attributed my almost superhuman powers to terror; but the feeling that we were pursued again absorbed all my faculties.

We dashed on at a killing pace, and, strange to say, without feeling the slightest fatigue. Having cleared the avenue, we mounted the high ground in the neighbourhood, passed the church, entered the village, and went through it like a railway train; came out upon the road beyond, and reached a wooded part of the country where several roads and by-paths diverged from the highway. All this time Edwards kept close on our heels. He did not gain on us, but we felt that we did not distance him. Down here! cried Jack, doubling suddenly into a lane.

We passed a small bridge that crossed a mill-lake. Beyond, there was a farm-yard. The path-way was high, and we could look down on the tops of the stacks. One of these, a haystack, stood about ten feet from the low wall that skirted the road. It had been half pulled down, and the hay was loose. Without a word or warning Jack sprang completely across this space, turned right over, and plunged head first into the hay. I followed instantly, and disappeared. We lay for a few seconds perfectly still, and heard Edwards pass at full speed. Then we struggled out and watched him out of sight.

Sliding down, we regained the lane, returned to the high-road, and continued our flight.

We saw no more of Edwards.

About eight miles from my fathers house there was a small seaport town. We made for this, and reached it just as the sun rose in all his golden glory on the distant edge of the sleeping sea.




Story 2  Chapter 3.

On entering the village we found it in a state of unusual bustle. I had often been there before, and had thought it rather a quiet place for a seaport. But now there was a sort of bustling activity and an air of mystery about it that I could not understand. I mentioned my feelings to Jack, but he did not answer me, which was a piece of rudeness so unusual that I could only suppose that his mind was so deeply affected with the circumstances in which we had placed ourselves, as to render him somewhat absent.

On arriving at the chief, indeed the only, inn of the place, we discovered the reason of all the bustle. A strange ship had arrived the night before  a large ship, fitted out for an expedition to some distant part of the world. She had come to complete her supply of provisions and to engage a few extra hands.
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Here then was a fortunate opportunity! We asked at once where we could find the captain. He was in the bar-room of the inn. We entered it and found him there, standing with his back to the fire and a coat-tail under each arm. He was a big fat man, with a savage expression of countenance, and ragged head and beard, and a red nose.

Sir, said Jack, we wish to ship with you.

The captain stared, took a pencil-case out of his pocket, picked his teeth therewith, and surveyed us from head to foot.

Oh, you do, do you? You wish to ship with me?

Yes.

Suppose I dont want you.

Then we shall have to try elsewhere.

The captain smiled grimly, shut up the pencil-case, and said  

What can ye do?

We can read, and write, and count, said I, taking the words out of Jacks mouth; for I felt that his brusque manner of replying was not calculated to commend us to the captain.

Oh, you can read, and write, and count, can ye? repeated the captain, with deep sarcasm. If ye had said ye could feed, and fight, and shout, it would have bin more to the purpose.

Perhaps we can do a little of that sort of thing, too, suggested Jack, with a broad grin.

Hah? ejaculated the captain. Wot else can ye do?

Oh, anything, said Jack.

I ginrally find, observed the captain, that wen a boy says he can do anything, he very soon proves that he can do nothing.

Well, I dont mean that exactly, rejoined Jack; I mean we can try anything.

Ha! thats more to the pint. Where did ye come from?

We looked at each other. That, said I, is a matter of no importance to any one but ourselves. We have run away from home, and we want to go to sea as fast as possible. If you are willing to take us, we are willing to go. What say you?

Run away! ho! ho!  run away! said the captain, chuckling; you are just the lads I want. Nothing like runaway boys for me. I wouldnt give a pinch of snuff for your good boys that do wot theyre bid. Commend me to the high-spirited fellers that runs away, and that folk are so wicked as to call bad boys. Thats the sort o stuff that suits our service.

I did not by any means relish the manner and tone in which all this was said: so I asked him what particular service he belonged to.

Youll know that time enough, he replied, laughing; but after all, why shouldnt I tell ye? theres nothing to conceal. Were a discovery-ship; were goin to look for Sir John Franklins expedition, and after weve found it were going to try the North Pole, and then go right through the Nor-west passage, down by Behrings Straits, across the Pacific, touchin at the Cannibal Islands in passin, and so on to China. Havin revictualled there, well bear away for Japan, Haustralia, Cape o Good Hope, and the West Indies, and come tearin across the Atlantic with the Gulf-stream to England! Will that suit ye?

It may seem strange, and the reader will hardly believe me when I say, that, transparently absurd though this statement was, nevertheless I believed every word of it  and so did Jack. I saw that by his glowing eye and heightened colour.

And when do you sail? I inquired joyfully.

In half an hour; so get aboard, boys, and dont give so much tongue. Ive other matters to mind just now. Come, be off!

We retreated precipitately to the door.

Whats her name? inquired Jack, looking back.

The Ring-tailed Smasher, cried the captain, fiercely.

The what?

The Ring-tailed Smasher, roared the captain, seizing the poker.

We vanished. In five minutes we were on board the ship. To this hour I have no remembrance of how we got on board. My brain swam with intense excitement. I felt as if I were flying, not walking, as I ran about the deck and clambered up the rigging.

Shortly after the captain came aboard. The rope that attached the vessel to the quay was cast off, the sails flew out as if by magic, and the shore began to fall rapidly astern.

It was now, for the first time, that a full sense of what I had done came over me. I leaned over the stern of the ship, and gazed at my native shore as it grew fainter in the distance, until the familiar hills became a mere line of blue on the horizon, and were finally blotted from my view by the blinding tears that sprang suddenly to my eyes. Oh! the agony of that moment I shall never forget. The words that Jack had quoted to me the night before Honour thy father and thy mother  seemed to be stamped in letters of fire within my brain. I felt keenly that, in a moment of passionate self-will, I had done that which would cause me the deepest sorrow all my life.

In that dark hour I forgot all my romantic notions of travel in foreign lands; I cared not a straw for hunting, or fighting, or wild adventures. I would have cheerfully given worlds, had I possessed them, to be permitted to undo the past  to hasten to my dear fathers feet, and implore forgiveness of the evil that I had done. But regret was now unavailing. The land soon sank below the horizon, and, ere many hours had passed, our ship was scudding before a stiff breeze and leaping wildly over the waves of the Atlantic Ocean.
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Ho! tumble up there, tumble up! All hands, ahoy! tumble up! Look alive, lads; theres work to do, my hearties!

Such were the words, uttered in the most terrifically violent bass tones, that awoke me on the first morning after I went to sea. Instantly all the men around me leaped out of their hammocks. They were all half-dressed, and I noticed that the greater part of them completed their toilet in the short interval between quitting their hammocks and gaining the deck. Jack and I had lain down in our clothes, so we were on deck almost as soon as the others.

Here the most unexpected sights assailed us. It seemed to me as if a miraculous change had taken place on everybody and everything during the night. The ship when she had set sail was as untidy and lumbered about the decks as a merchantman usually is on quitting port. Now everything was clean, in its place, snugly fastened, and in order. The sails appeared to have undergone some modification. I fancied, too, that the masts raked aft a good deal more than they had done, and round the foot of them were ranged muskets, pistols, cutlasses, and boarding-pikes, where masses of cordage and handspikes had been before. The hencoops had vanished, and in their place were rows of brass carronades, while in the centre of the deck an enormous swivel gun occupied the place on which the long-boat had formerly rested. Even the captain seemed to have changed. His costume was somewhat Eastern in its character, and his whole aspect was much more ferocious than when I first saw him.

Vague and terrible suspicions crossed my mind as I viewed these wonderful transformations; but I had no time to indulge them, for the men had hastened with the promptitude of men-of-wars men to their stations, leaving Jack and me alone in the middle of the deck.

Hallo, boys! shouted the captain, no idlers allowed aboard this ship. Here, stand by this gun, and lend a hand with the ropes when youre told to. Obey orders,  thats the only duty Ive got to lay on you.

We hastened to the gun pointed out, and while I was standing there waiting for orders, I looked over the side, and, for the first time, became aware of the cause of these proceedings.

About two miles to leeward of us, just off our larboard bow, I saw a large ship running under a press of canvas. She was a huge clumsy-looking merchantman, and I heard our first mate say she was an East-Indiaman.

Then why chase her? thought I, and why these warlike preparations?

It struck me at the time, I remember, that the captain must have guessed my thoughts, for he glanced at me quickly, and then turning to the mate, with a sarcastic smile, said  

I thought you had better sight than you seem to have. In my judgment thats a Russian merchantman, and as we happen to be at war with Russia just now Ill take the liberty of overhauling her.

Instead of replying to this the mate burst into a loud laugh in which, strangely enough, he was joined by the captain and all the men who were within hearing. I felt uneasy at this, and expressed my feelings in a whisper to Jack, who shook his head and looked at me mysteriously, but said nothing.

I felt that, even though we were at war with Russia, we, as a discovery-ship, had no right whatever to interfere in the capacity of a war-ship, and I was about to remonstrate with the captain at all hazards, when my thoughts were suddenly changed by the order being given to fire a shot across the strangers bows. The gun at which I was stationed was run out.

Stand by! cried the captain.

Fire!

In the excitement of the moment, and without knowing what I had to do, though deeply impressed with the feeling that something ought to be done when an order was given, I pulled violently at the rope which I had in my hand; the effect of which was to move the gun very slightly when it exploded. The result was that the ball, instead of passing well ahead of the strange vessel, passed close to its bow and carried away half of the bowsprit.

The captain turned on me a face absolutely blazing with wrath. He seized a handspike, and I thought he was about to dash out my brains on the spot. He hissed at me between his clinched teeth; then, suddenly bursting into a shout of fiendish laughter, he cried  

Well, well, after all theres no harm done. Itll make them understand that we dont mean to trifle with em. Clear the boarding-pikes there. Are the grappling-irons ready?

Ay, ay, sir.

By this time the stranger had hove-to, and we were bearing down on her so rapidly that a few minutes more would bring us alongside. Our men stood ready for action. They were the worst-looking set of scoundrels I ever beheld.

Ship ahoy! shouted our captain as we drew near, what ships that?

A smart young officer leaped on the bulwarks, and cried, Come alongside and Ill tell you. Show your colours.

At the word our colours went up, as colours are usually hoisted, rolled up like a ball. I watched with intense interest, for I felt that now at last I should know our true character. The ball of what seemed to be dark-blue bunting reached the masthead and hung for one instant  then its folds fell heavily, and were swept out by the breeze. The flag was black, and in the centre were a white skull and crossbones!

I almost fainted at the sight. I looked at Jack, who stood beside me. He was as white as a sheet; but his lips were firmly compressed, and his brows knitted.

Do we deserve what we have got? he muttered in a deep, sad voice.

I did not reply; but my conscience answered, We do  at least I do.

We were now hove-to about a pistol-shot to leeward of the ship, and our captain, leaping on the bulwark, cried, with a dreadful oath, Send your gig alongside instantly with your captain and papers. If you dont look sharp Ill blow you out of the water.

He had scarcely finished speaking, when a loud shout rent the air, and the bulwarks of the strange vessel swarmed with soldiers. At the same moment, twenty concealed ports flew open and twenty heavy guns were run out.

Our captain gave the word, Fire! as he leaped on the deck and rushed to the wheel. The word must have been given at the same moment on board the chase, for both broadsides burst simultaneously from the vessels sides with a deafening crash that sounded ten times louder and more terrible than the loudest thunder I ever heard. We were so near that the combined volumes of smoke completely blinded and almost suffocated me. I fancied, for a moment, that our powder-magazine had blown up.

The thunder of the broadsides was followed by the most appalling shrieks I ever heard, and by the ceaseless rattle of musketry as the soldiers opened on us with deadly precision. Through the smoke I saw men falling around me, and the decks were immediately covered with blood, while bullets and splinters of wood whistled round my head like hail.

I was stunned. I felt like one in a horrid dream. Gradually the smoke cleared away, and then I saw that our captain had put down the helm and our vessel was sheering off to leeward under full sail. The rapidity with which everything was done quite took away my breath. Before we were out of gun-shot the decks had been cleared, the dead thrown into the sea, the wounded carried below, and the decks washed with buckets of water.

Just then I thought of Jack, and looked round in haste. He was not there! I rushed below! he was not in his hammock. In an agony of anxiety I went down into the horrible den of blood where our surgeon was attending to the wounded. Here, amid groaning and dying men, I found my friend stretched in a cot with a blanket over him, his handsome face was very pale, and his eyes were closed when I approached. Going down on my knees beside him, while my heart fluttered with an inexpressible feeling of dread, I whispered his name.

He opened his large eyes slowly, and a sweet sad smile lit up his face for one moment, as he took me by the hand.

O Jack! Jack, my friend  my brother  are you wounded? I asked.

Yes, he replied, in a faint voice; Im badly hurt, I fear.

Has the doctor dressed your wound?

He finished the  the  operation just before you came down.

Operation! I whispered, while a feeling of deadly sickness came over me. Where  what I could not go further.

Poor Jack knew what I wished to ask. He gently lifted part of the blanket, and I felt as if I had been stunned by an electric shock on observing that his right leg had been amputated above the knee. For some moments I could not speak. I could not move. It was with difficulty that I could draw my labouring breath. Suddenly I clasped my hands  

O Jack! my beloved! my I gasped. My throat was parched. For one moment I thought I was dying. Suddenly I started up, uttered a great agonising cry, and fell down on the deck. Then a flood of tears sprang into my burning eyes, and I sobbed as if my heart would burst asunder. I did not try to check this. It was too precious a relief to my insupportable agony. I crept close to my friends cot, took his hand gently, and, laying my cheek upon it, wept there as I never wept before. Jacks former advice now came back to me vividly, and his words of caution, Honour thy father and thy mother, burned deep into my throbbing brain, while my accusing conscience whispered unceasingly, You brought him to this  you brought him to this! My sorrow was broken in upon rudely by the first mate.

What are you doin here, you young blackguard? he cried, seizing me by the collar, and dragging me to the foot of the ladder that led out of this bloody den. Skulking, eh! Ill teach you to skulk; Ill cure you o that, my lad! Ill tan your skin for you, and at each emphatic word he gave a blow with a ropes end that raised a bar of livid flesh across my back. There, he cried, giving me a final cut, and hurling me up the first few steps of the ladder, on deck with you!

I did not hesitate to comply. I gained the deck with unusual rapidity, smarting with pain and burning with indignation. But what I saw going on there made me almost forget my pain. The great swivel gun amidships was being cleared for action, and our captain was giving orders beside it as coolly and quietly as if nothing unusual had occurred that day.

I was deeply impressed for a few minutes with this cool, calm indifference, which characterised the men as well as the captain; but when I had considered a little, I came to understand that they were used to battle and bloodshed, and that therefore it was quite natural. After that I ceased to wonder at anything. Indeed, the power to be astonished seemed to leave my breast altogether, and from that moment I regarded everything that happened on the pirate vessel as being quite what might be expected  mere matter of course.

I now observed that we had not yet done with the supposed Russian. We had merely run astern out of range of her guns, but not beyond the range of our large swivel. In a few minutes it was ready. The captain sighted the gun, and gave the word Fire!

The ship quivered with the shock, and so large was the ball that I could distinctly trace its flight. It fell short a few yards. So, so, muttered the captain. The next will do its work.

He was right. The next ball struck the rails that ran round the poop, carried away the binnacle, and raked the upper deck from stern to stem. I could see it quite plainly with the glass.

Hurrah! shouted some of the crew.

Silence, you babies, growled the captain; time enough to crow when our works done.

The men who had cheered fell back abashed. I noticed that they were chiefly the younger men of the crew, whose countenances were not yet utterly unhumanised by crime.

Load.

Ready.

Fire!

Again the huge iron mass sprang from the cannons mouth, and rushed along its deadly track. It struck the top of a wave, and bounding up passed through the sails and cordage of the Russian, cutting one or two of the lighter spars, and also the main topsail halyards, which caused the yard to come rattling down, and rendered the sail useless. Seeing this, the pirate captain ordered sail to be reduced in order to keep at a sufficient distance astern to render the guns of the chase useless. Every shot from our gun now told with terrible effect. We could see the splinters fly as every ball entered the ships stern, or swept her deck, or crashed through her rigging. Presently she turned her broadside to us.

She dont mean to waste her ammunition, surely, remarked the captain, with a sneer.

She did not mean to do so. She evidently meant to turn the tables by bearing suddenly down on us, and, if possible, give us a broadside before we could get out of range. The captain saw the intention instantly, and thwarted it.

Up your helm! Square the yards! Look alive there!

We fell off, and were soon running before the wind, with the swivel gun thundering over our stern, as it had formerly thundered over our bows. The Russian fired a broadside, and lay-to. Every ball fell short of us. We also lay-to, and now the fire was kept up steadily. The ships fate was sealed. Those on board evidently thought so, for the colours which had hitherto been flying from the mast were presently lowered. Upon this we ceased firing, and ranged up alongside.

Oh! youve had enough, have you? cried our captain. Perhaps youll condescend to let your captain and papers come aboard now.

The Russian did not reply, but a boat was lowered. It was evident they meant to obey.

Here, you boy, cried our captain, as he paced the deck, awaiting their arrival. Heres a letter for you.

A letter, sir! I exclaimed, stepping forward, and touching my cap.

Ay, your father gave it to me just afore we set sail. He told me not to give it to you until youd seen a little rough work. Youve seen some now, I think, (he accompanied this remark with a horrible leer), so theres the letter. Go below and read it. Ill want you in half an hour for some still rougher work.

There seemed to me something very unaccountable and mysterious in this. I knew that the captain did not know my father. I had not even told him that I had a father. It seemed to me impossible that in the course of the short half-hour that intervened between the time of my engaging to serve in the Ring-tailed Smasher, and the time of my setting sail, my father could have found out where I had run to, have met and conversed with the captain, and have written a letter to me. Yet it seemed that such was the case. I recognised the handwriting.

Whom did you get the letter from? Did you see my father?

Come, youngster, dont you go for to question me. Go below drectly, an stop there till yer wanted.

The captain seized the end of a rope as he spoke, so I retreated at once to the bedside of my poor friend Jack, only too glad to escape from the presence of the men whom I now abhorred with all my heart.

Jack, said I, eagerly, heres a letter from my father!

He evinced no surprise, but, looking up solemnly, said, in a faint voice, Read it.

Breaking the seal, I read as follows:  

My Beloved Son,  I forgive you. You have sinned deeply in thus leaving me; but I know that you have repented. I know that your own conscience has rebuked you more sternly than any earthly parent could do. You cannot now recall the past  you cannot undo what you have done; you must now continue your voyage, and, in order to relieve your oppressed heart, I give you my blessing. I commend you, my dear boy, to Him who is the Saviour of sinners.

Beware of the captain. Obey him in all that is right, but do not serve him. Again, I say, beware of him. There are secrets concerning him that I cannot unfold. I have just been to see Jacks mother. She sends her forgiveness and blessing to her son. God bless you, boy.  Your loving father,

John Smith.

My father understood human nature. No reproaches that he could have heaped upon me would have cut half so deeply into my heart as did this kind, forgiving letter. My heart was full. Yet I felt a deep undercurrent of joy at knowing that my father loved me still. I looked at Jack. He seemed to be asleep, but he was not. A single tear coursed over his pale cheek as he looked up and whispered  

We dont deserve this, Bob.

Before I could reply, the ship was shaken by a tremendous explosion, and immediately after I heard the most appalling shrieks and yells on deck, accompanied by the clashing of swords and the scuffling of men in deadly conflict. I looked at Jack; he lay motionless, with his eyes closed. For a moment I feared that he was dead.

Bob Smith! Hallo! tumble up there, you skulker! shouted a voice down the hatchway. At the same moment two wounded men were carried into the place, and the surgeon appeared with his horrible instruments glittering, cold and sharp, on a wooden tray.

Seizing my cutlass, and thrusting a brace of pistols in my belt, I rushed on deck.
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On reaching the deck I saw at once how matters stood. The Russian had allowed us to come alongside, and then, throwing out grappling-irons, had fired a broadside into us, and attempted to board. They were soon overcome, however, by the pirates, and driven back into their ship, whither they were immediately followed.

I resolved, come what might, that I would take no part in the fray; but I was carried, in spite of myself, on board the strange vessel in the rush that our men made when they drove their opponents back. There was a short, sharp skirmish on the deck of the Russian, and then the crew were driven below, and the hatches put on. I remembered having seen a number of soldiers on board when we first came up with this vessel. There were none now. Their mysterious disappearance struck me at first, but I soon forgot it in the thrilling scenes that followed.

In the middle of the vessels main-deck there was a cage of wild beasts. How they had got there of course I knew not, but I at once concluded the ship must have been in southern climes, and these animals were being brought home to be presented to some menagerie or zoological garden. There were several fine specimens of lions and tigers, and the sight of blood which flowed plentifully on the decks had so excited these creatures that they were now filling the air with deafening roars, bounding against the sides of their cage, (which I expected every moment to see broken to pieces by their united strength), and glaring at us with the most awful expressions of ferocity I ever beheld.

Our captain, who looked almost as fierce as the wild brutes, could not make his voice heard for their roaring. In savage fury he rushed at the cage and made a desperate cut with his sword at the lion nearest the bars. The blood flowed from the wound freely, and the savage animal, being unable to wreak its vengeance on its cowardly assailant, attacked one of its comrades. This, and the blood now flowing in the cage, quite maddened them all. An indiscriminate fight ensued. The wooden partition that separated the tigers from the lions was smashed in, and the strong cage shook as if it were made of card-board.

Turn a gun in-board, yelled the captain, who seemed to have actually gone mad with passion.

The order was instantly obeyed.

Load to the muzzle  grape  canister  chain shot. In with it.

He assisted in the operation; rammed home the extraordinary charge, pointed the gun at the cage, and applied the match. Instantly the gun leaped backwards as if it had been a living thing, broke down the bulwarks of the ship, and plunged overboard.

The effect of the shot was terrific. The cage was blown to atoms, and the mangled remains of the wild beasts were strewn about the deck. One animal, however, a magnificent Bengal tiger, had apparently escaped unhurt. It sprang at the captain with a hideous roar. He pointed a pistol at its open throat!

At that moment the woodcut in my book of travels flashed vividly before me. But I had not time to think. The pistol exploded, sending its contents down the creatures throat. The tiger fell short in its leap; blood poured from its mouth and nose. With another bound it cleared the bulwarks, and fell into the sea.

The calm that succeeded this thrilling incident was like a sudden lull in the midst of a furious storm. Even the pirates seemed to be solemnised by what had passed.

Now to work, cried the captain, wiping his sword, and laying it, with a brace of loaded pistols, on the capstan. What are you staring at, you fools?  have you lost your senses? Open the after-hatch, and bring them up, one at a time. Get the plank ready.

The first who was led bound before the captain was the steward of the ship. He was deadly pale, and trembled very much.

Now, my man, said the captain, answer my questions. The truth mind, else he touched the butt of a pistol significantly.

Where did you last sail from?

To my amazement, the man gave the name of the port from which we ourselves had sailed. I felt certain that this was a falsehood, and that the poor mans life would be forfeited. Judge, then, my surprise when the captain said  

I know that as well as you. I saw you sneak out just the day before we did. But you didnt escape me, ha! ha! You are too good to live, my man. Stand aside here till I call someone whos not quite so frightened. Here, hold him, one of you! Bring another!

I started. My heart almost ceased to beat when the next man was led forward. He was my fathers man-servant, Edwards. In the confusion and horror of that hour I could not reason; but a vague sense of some mysterious impossibility having actually taken place oppressed me in a way that I cannot explain. The ship had sailed the day before ours did! I left Edwards behind me in the race from home! How, then, did I see him before me? Then the cage of wild beasts. How was it possible that a vessel leaving an English port could have such creatures on board? Then, my fathers letter; it seemed more than ever mysterious how that letter could reach me, and through such a channel, and without a word of reference to Edwards.

He did not observe me as he passed. I tried to utter his name; but my tongue was tied. I could not speak. I could not move.

Where did you last sail from? began the captain.

Youll get nothing out of me, replied Edwards, stoutly. Do your most. Torture me if you like. I defy you to your teeth.

Do you, my fine fellow? said the captain, with a bitter sneer. Then Ill just send you overboard at once. Ive no time to torture you; and as I shall find plenty of your comrades willing enough to tell me all they know, Ill not trouble you any further. Ho! run out the plank there!

I knew what that meant, and a cold shiver passed through my frame as the men obeyed, and blind-folded Edwards, preparatory to making him walk the plank. I could restrain myself no longer. Darting up to the captain, I shouted in a voice of indignation  

Do you mean to murder an innocent man, you dastardly villain?

He looked at me for a moment in surprise; then, snatching a pistol, felled me with it to the deck. I was not rendered quite insensible. I heard the shriek of agony uttered by poor Edwards, as he fell off the end of the plank into the sea; then I fainted.

How long I lay, I know not; probably not long, for I was restored to a state of consciousness by being plunged into the sea. I had no doubt that the captain had ordered me to be thrown overboard, just after I fell under his brutal blow.

Being a good swimmer, I struck out at once and made for the side of the pirate vessel, where I caught the end of a rope, and soon clambered on board. I was much exhausted, and sat down on the breech of a carronade to rest and recover my stunned and scattered faculties.

The crew of the pirate were so busily engaged with the captured ship that I found myself quite alone on the deck. Not a man remained in the ship. An idea suddenly occurred to me just then. I glanced up at the sails. They were all flapping in the wind except the fore-topsail. That sail had slewed round, and was drawing so that the vessel strained the ropes and grappling-irons that held her to the captured ship.

I sprang up burning with eager excitement. I heard the shrieks of the ill-fated victims, as one by one they walked the plank, which, fortunately for the success of my design, was thrust out on the other side of the ship. A crowbar enabled me to wrench off the grappling-irons. Two cuts of a large axe severed the cable that had been fastened to the bow, and the vessels head fell slowly off. As it did so, all the sails filled with a sudden clap. This was observed: I heard a shout, and saw the pirates spring on the bulwarks of the prize. I flew rather than ran to the stern, where the cable that held the vessel was rigid as a bar of iron. One blow cut it, and the rope recoiled violently in the faces of the men who laid hold of it. Next moment the pirate ship was heading away before a stiff breeze which was quickly freshening to a gale. As I sprang to the helm, a shower of musket and pistol bullets tore up the deck round me, and I heard the captains voice give the order to load the guns.

It was a few minutes before the vis inertiae of the ship was overcome, so that I was within close range when a whole broadside was fired at me. But not a shot struck. They tore up the water all round, and ricochetted over me. Before they could reload I was almost beyond range, for the gale was freshening every moment, and the canvas spread was enough almost to tear the masts out of the ship. The water hissed as she flew over the heaving waves, and in a few minutes I felt that I was free.

Oh the feeling of wild delight that filled me when I realised this! I lashed the helm amidships, and ran down below to tell Jack what I had done. He was asleep. By a powerful effort I restrained myself, and did not disturb him. Then I rushed on deck. My brain seemed on fire. I shouted, laughed, and sang, and wept, until I began to feel a terrible sensation of dread lest I should go mad. But this, instead of calming me, caused me to dance and sing and shout the more. A burning thirst came upon me. I ran to the water-cask and drank till I could drink no more. I was refreshed; but soon the fever returned fiercer than ever. I was mad! I knew it; I felt it; but I did not care. I saw that the storm increased; this caused me to shout again with joy at the thought that I was so quickly borne away from the scene of butchery, and from the fiends in human form with whom I had so lately associated.

The gale burst in all its fury upon us. The sails were new and strong; the ship plunged into the waves, a green billow swept in-board and burst in fury on the deck, carrying away boats and loose spars. I yelled with delight, and plunged into the brine that lashed the deck from stem to stern. I heard a noise overhead; but was so confused that I could not understand what it was. As I gazed, there came a terrific blast. The mainsail split from top to bottom. The topsails burst and were blown to ribbons. At the same moment, I received a violent blow on the head.

After that, all was darkness and oblivion.
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When consciousness returned to me I found myself lying on my back on the deck of a vessel, surrounded and propped up by pillows; and Jack Brown sitting beside me reading a book.

I felt a curious sensation of weakness and emptiness in my head  as if it were hollow, and a strange disinclination, almost inability, to speak or think. Suddenly this passed away, and the events which I have related in the previous chapters rushed back upon my memory with vivid power.

It must have been a dream, I thought, or I must have been ill and delirious, and these things have passed through my fevered brain.

At that moment the thought of Jacks amputated leg came into my head. That will prove it, thought I, and turned quickly to look at my friend. One glance was sufficient  a wooden stump occupied the place of his right leg. I groaned aloud and burst into tears.

Come, Bob, said Jack in a soft, kind tone, laying down his book and bending over me. Come, my poor fellow, keep quiet. Its about time you had your dinner. Lie still and Ill fetch it to you.

I laid my hand on his arm and detained him. Then its all true, said I in a tone of the deepest despondency.

Is what all true?

This  this horrible  your leg; your leg

Jack suddenly stooped and gazed earnestly into my face. Do you know me, Bob? He trembled as he spoke.

Know you, Jack! why should I not know you? When did I ever forget you?

Thank God! he exclaimed fervently, taking my hand and pressing it to his breast. Youre all right again. Oh, how I have longed and prayed for this.

All right, Jack. Have I been wrong, then?

That you have just, said Jack, smiling sadly. Youve just been as mad as a March hare, thats all!

I fell flat down and gazed at him. In a minute more I raised myself on one elbow, and, looking at him earnestly, said, How long, Jack?

Just three weeks to-day.

I fell flat down again, in which position Jack left me to go and fetch me some dinner. He returned quickly with a plate of soup. Before commencing to eat it I pressed my hand on my forehead, and said  

Jack, I am surrounded by mysteries. How got you so soon well? Where got you that wooden leg? How are we here alone? Where are we going? Clear up my faculties, Jack, while I eat this soup  do, like a good fellow.

I can easily do that, Bob. First, I got well because you took care of me.

What! I?

Yes, you! At the commencement of your madness you tended me and cared for me as if you had been my mother. When you got to lose all method in your madness I was well enough to take care of myself and you too. Secondly, I found this wooden leg in the carpenters berth, and gladly availed myself of its services, though it is three inches too short, and causes me to hobble in a most undignified manner. Thirdly, we are here alone because there is no one else with us. You took good care of that by cutting the ropes before any of our crew could get aboard  so you told me just before you went mad.

Oh! I remember now! I recollect it all. Go on.

Fourthly, as to where we are going, I dont know. Our compass was smashed to pieces in the fight, and Ive been running for the last three weeks right before the wind. So now you know all, and as youve finished your soup Ill go and get you a lump of boiled junk.

Dont, said I, rising and shaking myself. Ive dined. I feel quite strong. I dont feel a bit as if I had been ill. Hallo! what land is that?

Jack started and gazed at it with surprise. He had evidently not known that we were in the neighbourhood of land. A dense fog-bank had concealed it from us. Now that it cleared away it revealed to our gaze a stretch of yellow sand, backed by the lofty blue hills of the interior, and from the palm-trees that I could make out distinctly I judged that we must have been making for the tropical regions during the last three weeks.

Yet here again mystery surrounded me. How was it possible that we should have reached the tropics in so short a time? While I was puzzling over this question, the greatest mystery of all occurred to us. If I were not conscientiously relating events exactly as they occurred, I should expect my readers to doubt my veracity here.

As we were sailing smoothly along, our ship, without any apparent cause, began to sink. She went down gradually, but quickly  inch by inch  until the water was on a level with the decks. We struck no rock! we did not cease to advance towards the shore! I fancied that we must certainly have sprung a leak; but there had been no sound of a plank starting, and there was no noise of water rushing into the hold. I could not imagine what had occurred, but I had not much time for thought. We could do nothing to avert the catastrophe. It occurred so suddenly that we were both rendered mute and helpless. We stood gazing at the water as it crept over the deck without making the slightest effort to save ourselves.

At length the water reached the hatchway and poured in a roaring cataract into the hold. The vessel filled, gave a heavy lurch to port, a species of tremor passed through her frame as if she was [image: img115.jpg]a living thing and knew that her hour had come, then she went down in a whirlpool, leaving Jack and me struggling in the sea.

We were both good swimmers, so that we did not experience much alarm, especially when we felt that the sea was comparatively warm; we struck out for the shore, and, being the better swimmer of the two, I took the lead.

But now to our horror we found that we were followed by sharks!

No sooner did we observe this than we struck out with all the energy of terror. We never swam as we did on that occasion. It seemed to me quite miraculous. The water burst from our breasts in foam, and we left long white tracks behind us as we clove our way through the water like two boats. It was awful. I shall never forget my feelings on that occasion: they were indescribable  inconceivable!

We were about a quarter of a mile from a point of rocks when our ship sank. In an incredibly short space of time we were close on the rocks. Being several yards ahead of Jack, I was the first to clamber up, my heart fluttering with fear, yet filled with deep gratitude for my deliverance. I turned to help Jack. He was yet six yards from shore, when a dreadful shark made a rush at him.

Oh! quick! quick! I screamed.

He was panting and straining like a lion. Another moment and his hand would have been in mine, but at that moment I beheld the double rows of horrid teeth close upon him. He uttered a piercing shriek, and there was an indescribably horrible scrunch as he went down. In a moment after, he re-appeared, and making a last frightful effort to gain the rocks, caught my hand. I dragged him out of danger instantly, and then I found, to my unutterable joy, that the shark had only bitten off the half of his wooden leg!

Embracing each other fervently, we sat down in the rocks to rest and collect our thoughts.
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I have often found, from experience, that the more one tries to collect ones thoughts, the more ones thoughts pertinaciously scatter themselves abroad, almost beyond the possibility of discovery. Such was the case with me, after escaping from the sea and the sharks, as related circumstantially in the last chapter. Perhaps the truth of this may best be illustrated by laying before my readers the dialogue that ensued between me and Jack on the momentous occasion referred to, as follows:  

Jack. I say, Bob, where in all the world have we got to?

Bob. Upon my word, I dont know.

Jack. Its very mysterious.

Bob. Whats very mysterious?

Jack. Where weve got to. Cant you guess?

Bob. Certainly. Suppose I say Lapland?

Jack. (Shaking his head), Wont do.

Bob. Why?

Jack. Cause there are no palm-trees in Lapland.

Bob. Dear me, thats true. How confused my head is! Ill tell you what it is, Jack, I cant think. Thats it  thats the cause of the mystery that seems to beset me, I cant tell how; and then Ive been ill  thats it too.

Jack. How can there be two causes for one effect, Bob? Youre talking stuff, man. If I couldnt talk better sense than that, Id not talk at all.

Bob. Then why dont you hold your tongue? I tell you what it is, Jack, were bewitched. You said I was mad some time ago. You were right  so I am; so are you. There are too many mysteries here for any two sane men. (Here Jack murmured we werent men, but boys.) Theres the running away and not being caught  the ship ready to sail the moment we arrive; theres your joining me after all your good advice; theres that horrible fight, and the lions, and Edwards, and the sinking of our ship, and the  the  in short, I feel that Im mad still. Im not recovered yet. Here, Jack, take care of me!

Instead of replying to this, Jack busied himself in fitting a piece of wood he had picked up to his wooden leg, and lashing it firmly to the old stump. When he had accomplished his task, he turned gravely to me and said  

Bob, your faculties are wandering pretty wildly to-day, but youve not yet hit upon the cause of all our misfortunes. The true cause is that you have disobeyed your father, and I my mother.

I hung my head. I had now no longer difficulty in collecting my thoughts  they circled round that point until I thought that remorse would have killed me. Then suddenly I turned with a look of gladness to my friend.

But you forget the letter! We are forgiven!

True, cried Jack, with a cheerful expression; we can face our fate with that assurance. Come, let us strike into the country and discover where we are. Ill manage to hop along pretty well with my wooden leg. Well get home as soon as we can, by land if not by water, and then well remain at home  wont we, Bob?

Remain at home! I cried; ay, that will we. Ive had more than enough of foreign experiences already. Oh! Jack, Jack, its little I care for the sufferings I have endured  but your leg, Jack! Willingly, most willingly, my dear friend, would I part with my own, if by so doing I could replace yours.

Jack took my hand and squeezed it.

Its gone now, Bob, he said sadly. I must just make the most of the one thats left. Tis a pity that the one thats left is only the left one.

So saying he turned his back to the sea, and, still retaining my hand in his, led me into the forest.

But here unthought-of trouble awaited us at the very outset of our wanderings. The ground which we first encountered was soft and swampy, so that I sank above the ankles at every step. In these circumstances, as might have been expected, poor Jacks wooden leg was totally useless. The first step he took after entering the jungle, his leg penetrated the soft ground to the depth of nine or ten inches, and at the second step it disappeared altogether  insomuch that he could by no means pull it out.

I say, Bob, said he, with a rueful expression of countenance, Im in a real fix now, and no mistake. Come to anchor prematurely. I resolved to stick at nothing, and here I have stuck at the first step. What is to be done?

Jacks right leg being deep down in the ground, it followed, as a physical consequence, that his left leg was bent as if he were in a sitting posture. Observing this fact, just as he made the above remark, he placed both his hands on his left knee, rested his chin on his hands, and gazed meditatively at the ground. The action tickled me so much that I gave a short laugh. Jack looked up and laughed too, whereupon we both burst incontinently into an uproarious fit of laughter, which might have continued ever so long had not Jack, in the fulness of his mirth, given his fixed leg a twist that caused it to crack.

Hallo! Bob, he cried, becoming suddenly very grave, I say, this wont do, you know; if I break it short off youll have to carry me, my boy: so it behoves me to be careful. What is to be done?

Come, Ill help you to pull it out.

Oh! thats not what troubles me. But after we get it out whats to be done?

Jack, said I, seriously, one thing at a time. When we get you out, then it will be time enough to inquire what to do next.

Thats sound philosophy, Bob; where did you pick it up? I suspect you must have been studying Shakespeare of late, on the sly. But come, get behind me, and put your hands under my arms, and heave; Ill shove with my sound limb. Now let us act together. Stay! Bob, weve been long enough aboard ship to know the value of a song in producing unity of action. Take the tune from me.

Suiting the action to the word, Jack gave forth, at the top of his voice, one or two of those peculiarly nautical howls wherewith seamen are wont to constrain windlasses and capstans to creak, and anchors to let go their hold.

Now then, heave away, my hearties; yo-heave-o-hoi!

At the last word we both strained with all our might. I heard Jacks braces burst with the effort. We both became purple in the face, but the leg remained immovable! With a loud simultaneous sigh we relaxed, and looking at each other groaned slightly.

Come, come, Bob, never say die; one trial more; it was the braces that spoiled it that time. Now then, cheerily ho! my hearties, heave-yo-hee-o-Hoy!

The united force applied this time was so great that we tore asunder all the fastenings of the leg at one wrench, and Jack and I suddenly shot straight up as if we had been discharged from a hole in the ground. Losing our balance we fell over each other on our backs  the wooden leg remaining hard and fast in the ground.

Ah! Jack, said I sorrowfully, as I rubbed the mud off my garments, if we had remained at home this would not have happened.

If we had remained at home, returned Jack, rather gruffly, as he hopped towards his leg, nothing would have happened. Come, Bob, lay hold of it. Out it shall come, if the inside of the world should come along with it. There now  heave!

This time we gave vent to no shout, but we hove with such a will, that Jack split his jacket from the waist to the neck, and the leg came out with a crack that resembled the drawing of the largest possible cork out of the biggest conceivable bottle.

Having accomplished this feat we congratulated each other, and then sat down to repair damages. This was not an easy matter. It cost us no little thought to invent some contrivance that would prevent the leg from sinking, but at last we thought of a plan. We cut a square piece of bark off a tree, the outer rind of which was peculiarly tough and thick. In the centre of this we scooped a hole and inserted therein the end of the leg, fastening it thereto with pieces of twine that we chanced to have in our pockets. Thus we made, as it were, an artificial foot, which when Jack tried it served its purpose admirably  indeed, it acted too well, for being a broad base it did not permit the wooden leg to sink at all, while the natural leg did sink more or less, and, as the wooden limb had no knee, it was stiff from hip to heel, and could not bend, so that I had to walk behind my poor comrade, and when I observed him get somewhat into the position of the Leaning Tower of Pisa I sprang forward and supported him.

Thus we proceeded slowly through the forest, stumbling frequently, tumbling occasionally, and staggering oft; but strange to say, without either of us having any very definite idea of where we were going, or what we expected to find, or why we went in one direction more than another. In fact, we proceeded on that eminently simple principle which is couched in the well-known and time-honoured phrase, follow your nose.

True, once I ventured to ask my companion where he thought we were going, to which he replied, much to my surprise, that he didnt know and didnt care; that it was quite certain if we did not go forward we could not expect to get on, and that in the ordinary course of things if we proceeded we should undoubtedly come to something. To this I replied, in a meditative tone, that there was much truth in the observation, and that, at any rate, if we did not come to something, something would certainly come to us.

But we did not pursue the subject. In fact, we were too much taken up with the interesting and amusing sights that met our gaze in that singular forest; insomuch that on several occasions I neglected my peculiar duty of watching Jack, and was only made aware of my carelessness by hearing him shout, Hallo! Bob, look alive!  Im over! when I would suddenly drop my eyes from the contemplation of the plumage of a parrot or the antics of a monkey, to behold my friend leaning over at an angle of forty-five. To leap forward and catch him in my arms was the work of an instant. On each of these occasions, after setting him upright, I used to give him a tender hug, to indicate my regret at having been so inattentive, and my sympathy with him in his calamitous circumstances.

Poor Jack was very gentle and uncomplaining. He even made light of his misfortune, and laughed a good deal at himself; but I could see, nevertheless, that his spirits were at times deeply affected, in spite of his brave efforts to bear up and appear gay and cheerful.




Story 2  Chapter 8.

It was evening when we were cast ashore in this new country, so that we had not advanced far into the forest before night closed in and compelled us to halt; for, had we continued our journey in the dark, we should certainly have been drowned in one of the many deep morasses which abounded there, and which we had found it difficult to steer clear of, even in daylight.

As the moon arose and the stars began to glimmer in the sky, I observed, to my dismay, that all kinds of noxious creatures and creeping things began to move about, and strange hissing sounds and low dismal hootings and wails were heard at times indistinctly, as if the place were the abode of evil spirits, who were about to wake up to indulge in their midnight orgies.

Oh! Jack, said I, shuddering violently, as I stopped and seized my companion by the arm. I cant tell what it is that fills me with an unaccountable sensation of dread. I  I feel as if we should never more get out of this horrible swamp, or see again the blessed light of day. See! see! what horrid creature is that?

Pooh! man, interrupted Jack, with a degree of levity in his tone which surprised me much. Its only a serpent. All these kind o things are regular cowards. Only let them alone and theyre sure to let you alone. I should like above all things to tickle up one o these brutes, and let him have a bite at my wooden toe! It would be rare fun, wouldnt it, Bob, eh? Come, let us push on, and see that you keep me straight, old fellow!

I made no reply for some time. I was horrified at my comrades levity in such circumstances. Then, as I heard him continue to chuckle and remark in an undertone on the surprise the serpent would get on discovering the exceeding toughness of his toe, it for the first time flashed across my mind that his sufferings had deranged my dear companions intellect.

The bare probability of such a dreadful calamity was sufficient to put to flight all my previous terrors. I now cared nothing whatever for the loathsome reptiles that wallowed in the swamps around me, and the quiet glidings and swelterings of whose hideous forms were distinctly audible in the stillness of approaching night. My whole anxiety was centred on Jack. I thought that if I could prevail on him to rest he might recover, and proposed that we should encamp; but he would not hear of this. He kept plunging on, staggering through brake and swamp, reedy pond and quaking morass, until I felt myself utterly unable to follow him a step farther.

Just at this point Jack stopped abruptly and said  

Bob, my boy, well camp here.

It was a fearful spot. Dark, dismal, and not a square foot of dry ground.

Here, Jack?

Ay, here.

But its  its all wet. Excuse me, my dear comrade, Ive not yet acquired the habit of sleeping in water.

No more have I, Bob; we shall sleep on a fallen tree, my boy. Did you never hear of men sleeping in a swamp on the top of a log? Its often done, I assure you, and I mean to do it to-night. See, here is a good large one, three feet broad by twenty feet long, with lots of stumps of broken branches to keep us from rolling off. Come, lets begin.

We immediately began to make our arrangements for the night. With the aid of our clasp-knives we cut a quantity of leafy branches, and spread them on the trunk of a huge prostrated tree, the half of which was sunk in the swamp, but the other half was sufficiently elevated to raise us well out of the water. The bed was more comfortable than one would suppose; and, being very tired, we lay down on it as soon as it was made, and tried to sleep: having nothing to eat, we thought it well to endeavour to obtain all the refreshment we could out of sleep.

We had not lain long, when I started up in a fright, and cried  

Hallo! Jack, whats that? See, through the reeds; it creeps slowly. Oh; horror! it comes towards us!

Jack looked at it sleepily. Its an alligator, said he. If it approaches too close, just wake me; but, pray, dont keep howling at every thing that comes to peep at us.

Just at that moment, the hideous reptile drew near, and, opening its jaws, let them come together with a snap! Even Jack was not proof against this. He started up, and looked about for a defensive weapon. We had nothing but our clasp-knives. The alligator wallowed towards us.

Oh for an axe! gasped Jack.

The brute was within a few yards of us now. I was transfixed with horror. Suddenly an idea occurred to me.

Your leg, Jack, your leg!

He understood me. One sweep of his clasp-knife cut all the fastenings  the next moment he grasped the toe in both hands, and, swaying the heavy butt of the limb in the air, brought it down with all his force on the skull of the alligator. It rang like the sound of a blow on an empty cask. Again the limb was swayed aloft, and descended with extraordinary violence on the extreme point of the alligators snout. There was a loud crash, as if of small bones being driven in. The animal paused, put its head on one side, and turning slowly round waddled away into the noisome recesses of its native swamp.

Scarcely had we recovered from the effects of this, when we heard in the distance shouts and yells and the barking of dogs. Crouching in our nest we listened intently. The sounds approached, but while those who made them were yet at some distance we were startled by the sudden approach of a dark object, running at full speed. It seemed like a man, or rather a huge ape, for it was black, and as it came tearing towards us, running on its hind-legs, we could see its eyes glaring in the moonlight, and could hear its labouring breath. It was evidently hard pressed by its pursuers, for it did not see what lay before it, and had well-nigh run over our couch ere it observed Jack standing on one leg, with the other limb raised in a threatening attitude above his head. It was too late to turn to avoid the blow.

Uttering a terrible cry the creature fell on its knees, and, trembling violently, cried  

Oh, massa! oh, massa, spare me! Me no runaway agin. Mercy, massa! mercy!

Silence, you noisy villain, cried Jack, seizing the negro by the hair of the head.

Yis, massa, gasped the man, while his teeth chattered and the whites of his eyes rolled fearfully.

What are you? Where dye come from? Whos after ye?

To these abrupt questions, the poor negro replied as briefly, that he was a runaway slave, and that his master and bloodhounds were after him.

We had guessed as much, and the deep baying of the hounds convinced us of the truth of his statement.

Quick, cried Jack, dragging the black to the edge of our log, get under there; lie flat; keep still; so saying he thrust the negro under the branches that formed our couch. We covered him well up and then sat down on him. Before we had well finished our task the foremost of the bloodhounds came bounding towards us, with its eyeballs glaring and its white fangs glittering in the dim light like glow-worms in a blood-red cavern. It made straight for the spot where the negro was concealed, and would have seized him in another instant, had not Jack, with one blow of his leg, beat in its skull.

Shove him out of sight, Bob.

I seized the dead hound and obeyed, while my comrade prepared to receive the second dog. But that animal seemed more timid. It swerved as the blow was delivered, received on its haunches, and fled away howling in another direction.

Jack at once laid down his leg and sat down on the negro, motioning me to do the same. Then pulling an old tobacco-pipe out of his pocket, he affected to be calmly employed in filling it when the pursuers came up. There were two of them, in straw hats and nankeen pantaloons, armed with cudgels, and a more ruffianly pair of villains I never saw before or since.

Hallo! strangers, cried one, as they halted for a few moments on observing us. Queer place to camp. Fond o water and dirt, I guess?

You seem fond o dirt and not o water, to judge from your faces, replied Jack, calmly, attempting to light his pipe, which was rather a difficult operation, seeing that it was empty and he had no fire. Ah! my lights out. Could you lend us a match, friend?

No, we cant. No time. Haint got none. Did you see a nigger pass this way?

Ha! youre after him, are you? cried Jack, indignantly. Do you suppose Id tell you if I did? Go and find him for yourselves.

The two men frowned fiercely at this, and appeared about to attack us. But they changed their minds, and said, Mayhap youll tell us if ye saw two hounds, then?

Yes, I did.

Which way did they pass?

They havent passed yet, replied Jack, with deep sarcasm, at the same time quietly lifting his leg, and swaying it gently to and fro; whether theyll pass without a licking remains to be seen.

Look ee, lads, well pay you for this, shouted the men as they turned away. Weve not time to waste now, but well come back.

I remonstrated with my friend. Youre too rash, Jack.

Why? We dont need to fear two men!

Ay, but there may be more in the woods.

My surmise was correct. Half an hour after, the hound was heard returning. It came straight at us, followed by at least a dozen men. Jack killed the dog with one blow, and felled the first man that came up, but we were overwhelmed by numbers, and, in a much shorter time than it takes to tell it, both of us were knocked into the mud and rendered insensible.




Story 2  Chapter 9.

On recovering from the stunning effects of the blow that had felled me, I found myself lying on a hard earthen floor, surrounded by deep impenetrable darkness.

Are you there, Jack? I sighed faintly.

Ay, Bob, Im here  at least, all o me thats left. I confess to you that I do feel a queer sensation, as if the one half of my head were absent and the other half a-wanting, while the brain lies exposed to the atmosphere. But I suppose thats impossible.

Where are we, Jack?

Were in an outhouse, in the hands of planters; so I made out by what I heard them say when I got my senses back; but Ive no notion of what part o the world were in. Moreover, I dont care. A man with only one leg, no head, and an exposed brain, isnt worth caring about. I dont care for him  not a button.

Oh, Jack, dear, dont speak like that  I cant stand it.

Youre lying down, aint you? inquired Jack.

Yes.

Then how dyou know whether you can stand it or not?

I was so overcome, and, to say the truth, surprised, at my companions recklessness, that I could not reply. I lay motionless on the hard ground, meditating on our forlorn situation, when my thoughts were interrupted by the grating sound of a key turning in a lock. The door of the hut opened, and four men entered, each bearing a torch, which cast a brilliant glare over the hovel in which we were confined. There was almost nothing to be seen in the place. It was quite empty. The only peculiar thing that I observed about it was a thick post, with iron hooks fixed in it, which rose from the centre of the floor to the rafters, against which it was nailed. There were also a few strange-looking implements hanging round the walls, but I could not at first make out what these were intended for. I now perceived that Jack and I were chained to the wall.

Going to the four corners of the apartment, the four men placed their four torches in four stands that seemed made for the purpose, and then, approaching us, ranged themselves in a row before us. Two of them I recognised as being the men we had first seen in the swamp; the other two were strangers.

So, my bucks, began one of the former,  a hideous-looking man, whose personal appearance was by no means improved by a closed eye, a flattened nose, and a swelled cheek, the result of Jacks first flourish of his wooden leg, so, weve got you, have we? The hounds have got you, eh?

So it appears, replied Jack, in a tone of quiet contempt, as he sat on the ground with his back leaning against the wall, his hands clasped above his solitary knee, and his thumbs revolving round each other slowly. I say, continued Jack, an expression of concern crossed his handsome countenance, Im afraid youre damaged, rather, about your head-piece. Your eye seems a little out of order, and, pardon me, but your nose is a little too flat  just a little. My poor fellow, Im quite sorry for you; I really am, though you are a dog.

The man opened his solitary eye and stared with amazement at Jack, who smiled, and, putting his head a little to the other side, returned the stare with interest.

Youre a bold fellow, said the man, on recovering a little from his surprise.

Im sorry, retorted Jack, that I cannot return you the compliment.

I was horrified. I saw that my poor friend, probably under the influence of madness, had made up his mind to insult and defy our captors to their teeth, regardless of consequences. I tried to speak, but my lips refused their office. The man grinned horribly and gnashed his teeth, while the others made as though they would rush upon us and tear us limb from limb. But their chief, for such the spokesman seemed to be, restrained them.

Hah! he gasped, looking fiercely at Jack, and at the same time pointing to the implements on the wall, dye see these things?

Not being quite so blind as you are, I do.

Dye know what theyre for?

Not being a demon, which you seem to be, I dont.

Hah! these  are, (he spoke very slowly, and hissed the words out between his teeth), torterers!

What? inquired Jack, putting his head a little more to one side and revolving his thumbs in a contrary direction, by way of variety.

Torterers  man-torterers! What dye twirl your thumbs like that for, eh?

Because it reminds me how easily, if I were unchained and had on my wooden leg, I could twirl you round your own neck, and cram your heels into your own mouth, and ram you down your own throat, until there was nothing of you left but the extreme ends of your shirt-collar sticking out of your eyes.

The mention of this peculiarly complicated operation seemed to be too much for the men: setting up a loud yell, they rushed upon Jack and seized him.

Quick  the screws! cried the man with the flattened nose.

A small iron instrument was brought, Jacks thumbs inserted therein, and the handle turned. I heard a harsh, grating sound, and observed my poor companions face grow deadly pale and his lips turn blue. But he uttered no cry, and, to my surprise, he did not even struggle.

Stop! I shouted in a voice of thunder.

The men looked round in surprise. At that moment a great idea seemed to fill my soul. I cannot explain what it was. To this day I do not know what it was. It was a mystery  an indescribable mystery. I felt as one might be supposed to feel whose spirit were capable of eating material food, and had eaten too much. It was awful! Under the impulse of this sensation, I again shouted  

Stop!

Why?

I cannot tell you why, until you unscrew that machine. Quick! it is of the deepest, the most vital importance to yourselves.

The extreme earnestness of my voice and manner induced the men to comply almost, I might say, in spite of themselves.

Now, lad, what is it? Mind, your turn is coming; so dont trifle with us.

Trifle with you! I said, in a voice so deep, and slow, and solemn,  with a look so preternaturally awful,  that the four men were visibly impressed.

Listen! I have a secret to tell you,  a secret that intimately concerns yourselves. It is a fearful one. You would give all you possess  your wealth, your very lives  rather than not know it. I can tell it to you; but not now. All the tortures of the Inquisition could not drag it out of me. Nay, you need not smile. If you did torture me before I told you this secret, that would have the effect of rendering my information useless to you. Nothing could then save you. I must be left alone with my friend for an hour. Go! You may leave us chained; you may lock and bar your door; you may watch and guard the house; but go, leave us. Much  too much  valuable time has been already lost. Come back in one hour, (here I pulled out my watch), in one hour and three minutes and five seconds, exactly; not sooner. Go! quick! as you value your lives, your families, your property. And hark, in your ear, (here I glared at them like a maniac, and sank my voice to a deep hoarse whisper), as you value the very existence of your slaves, go, leave us instantly, and return at the hour named!

The men were evidently overawed by the vehemence of my manner and the mysterious nature of my remarks. Without uttering a word they withdrew, and locked the door behind them. Happily they left the torches.

As soon as they were gone I threw my arms round my comrades neck, and, resting my head on his shoulder, bemoaned our sad lot.

Dear, dear Jack, have they hurt you?

Oh! nothing to speak of. But I say, Bob, my boy, what on earth can this monstrous secret be? It must be something very tremendous?

My poor Jack, said I, regardless of his question, your thumbs are bruised and bleeding. Oh that I should have lived to bring you to this!

Come, come, Bob, enough of that. They are a little soreish, but nothing to what they would have been had you not stopped them. But, I say, what is this secret? Im dying to know. My dear boy, youve no idea how you looked when you were spouting like that. You made my flesh creep, I assure you. Come, out with it; whats the secret?

I felt, and no doubt looked, somewhat confused.

Do you know, Jack, said I, solemnly, I have no secret whatever!

Jack gasped and stared  

No secret, Bob!

Not the most distant shadow of one.

Jack pulled out his watch, and said in a low voice  

Bob, my boy, we have just got about three-quarters of an hour to live. When these villains come back, and find that youve been humbugging them, theyll brain us on the spot, as sure as my name is John Brown and yours is Robert Smith  romantic names, both of em; especially when associated with the little romance in which we are now involved. Ha! ha! ha!

I shrank back from my friend with the terrible dread, which had more than once crossed my mind, that he was going mad.

Oh, Jack, dont laugh, pray. Could we not invent some secret to tell them?

Not a bad idea, returned my friend, gravely.

Well, let us think; what could we say?

Ay, thats the rub! Suppose we tell them seriously that my wooden leg is a ghost, and that it haunts those who ill-treat its master, giving them perpetual bangs on the nose, and otherwise rendering their lives miserable?

I shook my head.

Well, then, suppose we say weve been sent by the Queen of England to treat with them about the liberation of the niggers at a thousand pounds a head; one hundred paid down in gold, the rest in American shin-plasters?

That would be a lie, you know, Jack.

Come, thats good! Youre wonderfully particular about truth, for a man that has just told such tremendous falsehoods about a secret that doesnt exist.

True, Jack, I replied, seriously, I confess that I have lied; but I did not mean to. I assure you I had no notion of what I was saying. I think I was bewitched. All your nonsense rolled out, as it were, without my will. Indeed, I did not mean to tell lies. Yet I confess, to my shame, that I did. There is some mystery here, which I can by no means fathom.

Fathom or not fathom, rejoined my friend, looking at his watch again, you got me into this scrape, so I request you to get me out of it. We have exactly twenty-five minutes and a half before us now.

Jack and I now set to work in real earnest to devise some plan of escape, or to invent some plausible secret. But we utterly failed. Minute after minute passed; and, as the end of our time drew near, we felt less and less able to think of any scheme, until our brains became confused with the terror of approaching and inevitable death, aggravated by previous torture. I trembled violently, and Jack became again uproarious and sarcastic. Suddenly he grew quiet, and I observed that he began to collect a quantity of straw that was scattered about the place. Making a large pile of it, he placed it before us, and then loosened one of the torches in its stand.

There, said he, with a sigh of satisfaction, when all was arranged, we shall give our amiable friends a warm reception when they come.

But they will escape by the door, said I, in much anxiety, and we only shall perish.

Never mind that, Bob; we can only die once. Besides, they shant escape; trust me for that.

As he spoke we heard approaching footsteps. Presently the key turned in the lock, and the door opened.




Story 2  Chapter 10.

Punctually, to a minute, our jailors returned, and once again drew up in a row before us.

Now, lads, wot have ye got to say?

My friends, began Jack, standing up and balancing himself on his one leg as well as he could, at the same time speaking with the utmost gravity and candour of expression, my companion here in temporary distress  for I feel that it will be but temporary  has devolved upon me the interesting duty of making known to you the secret which has burthened his own mind for some time, and which has had so impressive and appropriate an effect upon yours. But first I must request you to lock the door, and hang the key on this nail at my elbow. You hesitate. Why? I am in chains; so is my comrade. We are two; you are four. It is merely a precaution to prevent the possibility of any one entering by stealth, and overhearing what I say.

The man with the battered face locked the door, and hung up the key as directed, merely remarking, with a laugh, that we were safe enough anyhow, and that if we were humbugging him it would be worse for us in the long-run.

Come, now, out with yer secret, he added, impatiently.

Certainly, answered Jack, with increased urbanity, at the same time taking down the key, (which caused the four men to start), and gazing at it in a pensive manner. The secret! Ah! yes. Well, its a wonderful one. Dyou know, my lads, there would not be the most distant chance of your guessing it, if you were to try ever so much?

Well, but what is it? cried one of the men, whose curiosity was now excited beyond endurance.

It is this, rejoined Jack, with slow deliberation, that you four men are

Well, they whispered, leaning forward eagerly.

The most outrageous and unmitigated asses we ever saw! Ha! I thought it would surprise you. Bob and I are quite agreed upon it. Pray dont open your eyes too wide, in case you should find it difficult to shut them again. Now, in proof of this [image: img116.jpg]great, and to you important truth, let me show you a thing. Do you see this torch, (taking it down), and that straw? (lifting up a handful), Well, you have no idea what an astonishing result will follow the application of the former to the latter  see!

To my horror, and evidently to the dismay of the men, who did not seem to believe that he was in earnest, Jack Brown thrust the blazing torch into the centre of the heap of straw.

The men uttered a yell, and rushing forward, threw themselves on the smoking heap in the hope of smothering it at once. But Jack applied the torch quickly to various parts. The flames leaped up! The men rolled off in agony. Jack, who somehow had managed to break his chain, hopped after them, showering the blazing straw on their heads, and yelling as never mortal yelled before. In two seconds the whole place was in a blaze, and I beheld Jack actually throwing somersets with his one leg over the fire and through the smoke; punching the heads of the four men most unmercifully; catching up blazing handfuls of straw, and thrusting them into their eyes and mouths in a way that quite overpowered me. I could restrain myself no longer. I began to roar in abject terror! In the midst of this dreadful scene the roof fell in with a hideous crash, and Jack, bounding through the smoking débris, cleared the walls and vanished!

At the same moment I received a dreadful blow on the side, and awoke  to find myself lying on the floor of my bedroom, and our man-servant Edwards furiously beating the bed-curtains, which I had set on fire by upsetting the candle in my fall.

Why, Master Robert, gasped Edwards, sitting down and panting vehemently, after having extinguished the flames, wot have you been a-doin of? I was standing speechless in the midst of my upset chair, table, and books, glaring wildly, when the man said this.

Edwards, I replied, with deep solemnity, the mysterys cleared up at last. It has been all a dream!

Wots been all a dream? You haint bin a bed all night, for the close is never touched, an its broad daylight. Wot has bin up?

I might have replied, that, according to his own statement, I had been up, but I did not. I began gradually to believe that the dreadful scenes I had witnessed were not reality; and an overpowering sense of joy kept filling my heart as I continued to glare at the man until I thought my chest would rend asunder. Suddenly, and without moving hand, foot, or eye, I gave vent to a loud, sharp, Hurrah!

Edwards started Eh?

Hurrah! hurrah! its a Dream!

Hallo! I say, you know, come, this wont

Hurrah!

Bless my art, Master Ro

Again I interrupted him by seizing my cap, swinging it round my head in an ecstasy of delight, and uttering cheer upon cheer with such outrageous vehemence, that Edwards, who thought me raving mad, crept towards the door, intending to bolt.

He was prevented from carrying out his intention, and violently overturned by the entrance of my father in dishabille. I sprang forward, plucked the spectacles off his nose, threw my arms round his neck, and kissed him on both eyes.

I wont run away now, father, no, no, no! its all a dream  a horrid dream! ha! ha! ha!

Bob, my dear boy!

At this moment Jack, also in dishabille, rushed in. Hallo! Bob, whats all the row?

I experienced a different, but equally powerful gush of feeling on seeing my friend. Leaving my father, I rushed towards him, and, falling on his neck, burst into tears. Yes, I confess it without shame. Reader, if you had felt as I did, you would have done the same.

Jack led me gently to my bed, and, seating me on the edge of it, sat down beside me. I at once perceived from their looks that they all thought me mad, and felt the necessity of calming me before taking more forcible measures. This tickled me so much that I laughed again heartily, insomuch that Jack could not help joining me. Suddenly a thought flashed into my mind. My heart leaped to my throat, and I glanced downwards. It was there! I seized Jacks right leg, tumbled him back into the bed, and laying the limb across my knee, grasped it violently.

All right! I shouted, straight, firm, muscular, supple as ever. I squeezed harder.

Jack roared. I say, Bob, gently

Hold your tongue, said I, pinching the thigh. Do you feel that?

Ho! ah! dont!

And that?

Stop him! I say, my dear boy, have mercy? Jack tried to raise himself, but I tilted him back, and, grasping the limb in both arms, hugged it.

After breakfast Jack and I retired to my room, where, the weather being unfavourable for our fishing excursion, I went all over it again in detail. After that I sent Jack off to amuse himself as he chose, and, seizing a quire of foolscap, mended a pen, squared my elbows, and began to write this remarkable account of the reason why I did not become a sailor.

I now present it to the juvenile public, in the hope that it may prove a warning to all boys who venture to entertain the notion of running away from home and going to sea.




Story 3  Chapter 1.

Papers from Norway.

Norway, 2nd July, 1868.

Happening to be in Norway just now, and believing that young people feel an interest in the land of the old sea-kings, I send you a short account of my experiences. Up to this date I verily believe that there is nothing in the wide world comparable to this island coast of Norway. At this moment we are steaming through a region which the fairies might rejoice to inhabit. Indeed, the fact that there are no fairies here goes far to prove that there are none anywhere. What a thought! No fairies? Why all the romance of childhood would be swept away at one fell blow if I were to admit the idea that there are no fairies. Perish the matter-of-fact thought! Let me rather conclude, that, for some weighty, though unknown, reason, the fairies have resolved to leave this island world uninhabited.

Fortune favours me. I have just come on deck, after a two days voyage across the German Ocean, to find myself in the midst of innumerable islands, a dead calm  so dead that it seems impossible that it should ever come alive again  and scenery so wild, so gorgeous, that one ceases to wonder where the Vikings of old got their fire, their romance, their enterprise, and their indomitable pluck. It is warm, too, and brilliantly sunny.

On gazing at these tall grey rocks, with the bright green patches here and there, and an occasional red-tiled hut, one almost expects to see a fleet of daring rovers dash out of a sequestered bay, with their long yellow hair, and big blue eyes, and broad shoulders  not to mention broad-swords and ring-mail and battle-axes. But one does not always see what one expects. The days of the sea-kings are gone by; and at this moment, rowing out of one of these same sequestered bays, comes the boat of a custom-house officer. Yes, there is no doubt whatever about it. There he comes, a plain-looking unromantic man in a foraging-cap, with a blue surtout and brass buttons, about as like to a sea-king as a man-of-war is to a muffin.

Of course, the scenery is indescribable  no scenery is describable. In order that my reader may judge of the truth of this statement, I append the following description.

There are islands round us of every shape and size  all of them more or less barren, the greater part of their surfaces being exposed grey rock. Here and there may be seen, as I have already hinted, small patches of bright green, and, sparsely scattered everywhere, are little red-roofed wooden cottages  poor enough things the most of them; others, gaudy-looking affairs with gable-ends, white faces, and windows bordered with green. All of these are, while I write, reflected in the water as in a mirror, for there is not a breath of wind. Over the islands on my left are seen more islands extending out to sea. On the right tower up the blue hills of the interior of old Norway, and, although the weather is excessively hot, many of these are covered with snow. Everything is light, and transparent, and thin, and blue, and glassy, and fairy-like, and magically beautiful, and altogether delightful! There: have you made much of all that, good reader? If you have, be thankful, for, as I set out by saying, description of scenery, (at least to any good purpose), is impossible. The description of a man, however, is quite another thing. Here is our pilot. He is a rugged man, with fair hair, and a yellow face, and a clay-coloured chin, and a red nose. He is small in stature, and thin, insignificant in appearance, deeply miserable in aspect. His garments are black glazed oiled-cloth from head to foot, and immensely too large for him, especially the waistcoat, which is double-breasted, and seems to feel that his trousers are not a sufficient covering for such a pair of brittle looking legs, for it extends at least half way down to his knees. The flap of his sou-wester, also, comes half way down his back. He is a wonderful object to look upon; yet he has the audacity, (so it seems to me), to take us in charge, and our captain has the foolhardiness to allow him.

If one goes out of the beaten track of routes in Norway, one is apt to get into difficulties of a minor kind. I happen to be travelling just now with a party of four friends, of whom three are ladies, the fourth a jolly young fellow fresh from college. A few days ago we had a few unusual experiences  even for Norway. On leaving Bergen we had made up our minds, as the steamer did not sail to within about sixty miles of our destination, to get ourselves and our luggage put down at a small hamlet at the mouth of the Nord-fjord, and there engage two large boats to transport us the remaining sixty miles up the fjord.

The ladies of our party valorously resolved to sit up all night to see the magnificent island scenery through which we were passing under the influence of the charming and subdued daylight of midnight  for there is no night here just now.

As for myself, being an old traveller, I have become aware that sleep is essential to a comfortable and useful existence. I therefore bade my friends good-night, took a farewell look at the bright sky, and the islands, and the sleeping sea, and went below to bed.

Next day we spent steaming along the island coast.

At one oclock on the following morning we reached Moldeöen, where the steamer landed us on a rock on which were a few acres of grass and half a dozen wooden houses. We had a good deal of luggage with us, also some casks, cases, and barrels of provisions, and a piano-forte, as our place of sojourn is somewhat out of the way and far removed from civilised markets. A few poverty-stricken natives stood on the rude stone pier as we landed, and slowly assisted us to unload. At the time I conceived that the idiotical expression of their countenances was the result of being roused at untimely hours; but our subsequent experience led me to change my mind in regard to this.

In half an hour the steamer puffed away into the mysterious depths of one of the dark-blue fjords, and we were left on a desolate island, like Robinson Crusoe, with our worldly goods around us. Most of the natives we found so stupid that they could not understand our excellent Norse. One fellow, in particular, might as well have been a piece of mahogany as a man. He stood looking at me with stolid imbecility while I was talking to him, and made no reply when I had done. In fact the motion of his eyes, as he looked at me, alone betrayed the fact that he was flesh and blood.

We soon found that two boats were not to be had; that almost all the men of the place were away deep-sea fishing, and would not be back for many hours, and that when they did come back they would be so tired as to require at least half a days rest ere they could undertake so long a journey with us. However, they sent a man off in a boat to search for as many boatmen as could be found. He was away an hour. During this period the few inhabitants who had turned out to see the steamer, disappeared, and we were left alone on the beach. There was no inn here; no one cared for us; every place seemed dirty with the exception of one house, which had a very lonely and deserted aspect, so we did not venture to disturb it.

In the course of time the messenger returned. No men were to be found except three. This was not a sufficient crew for even one large boat  we required two.

A feeling that we were homeless wanderers came over us now, and each, seating himself or herself on a box or a portmanteau, began to meditate. Seeing this, the three men coolly lay down to rest in the bow of their boat, and, drawing a sail over them, were quickly sound asleep.

The act suggested the idea that we could not do better, so we placed two portmanteaus end to end, and thus made a couch about six feet long. A box, somewhat higher, placed at one end, served for a pillow, and on this one of the ladies lay down, flat on her back of course, that being the only possible position under the circumstances. A shawl was thrown over her, and she went to sleep like an effigy on a tombstone.

Another of the ladies tried a similar couch; but as boxes of equal height could not be found, her position was not enviable. The third lady preferred an uneasy posture among the ribs and cordage of the boat, and I lay down on the paving-stones of the quay, having found from experience that, in the matter of beds, flatness is the most indispensable of qualities, while hardness is not so awful as one might suppose. Where my comrade the collegian went to I know not.

Presently one of the ladies got up and said that this would never do; that the next day was Sunday, and that we were in duty bound to do our best to reach the end of our journey on Saturday night. Thus admonished, my comrade and I started up and resolved to become men, that is, to act as boatmen. No sooner said than done. We roused the three sleepers, embarked the most important half of our luggage; left the other half in charge of the native with the idiotic countenance, with directions to take care of it and have it forwarded as soon as possible, and, at a little after two in the morning, pulled vigorously away from the inhospitable shores of Moldeöen.

We started on our sixty-miles journey hopefully, and went on our way for an hour or so with spirit. But when two hours had elapsed, my companion and I began to feel the effects of rowing with unaccustomed muscles rather severely, and gazed with envy at the three ladies who lay coiled up in an indescribable heap of shawls and crinolines in the stern of the boat, sound asleep. They needed sleep, poor things, not having rested for two days and two nights.

But my poor friend was more to be pitied than they. Having scorned to follow my example and take rest when he could get the chance, he now found himself unexpectedly called on to do the work of a man when he could not keep his eyes open. When our third hour began, I saw that he was fast asleep at the oar  lifting it indeed and dipping it in proper time, but without pulling the weight of an ounce upon it. I therefore took it from him, and told him to take half an hours nap, when I would wake him up, and expect him to take the oars and give me a rest.

On being relieved he dropped his head on a sugar-cask, and was sound asleep in two minutes!

I now felt drearily dismal. I began to realise the fact that we had actually pledged ourselves to work without intermission for the next eighteen or twenty hours, of which two only had run, and I felt sensations akin to what must have been those of the galley-slaves of old. In the midst of many deep thoughts and cogitations, during that silent morning hour, when all were asleep around me save the three mechanical-looking boatmen, and when the only sounds that met my ears were the dip of the oars and the deep breathing, (to give it no other name), of the slumberers  in the midst of many deep thoughts, I say, I came to the conclusion that in my present circumstances the worst thing I could do was to think! I remembered the fable of the pendulum that became so horrified at the thought of the number of ticks it had to perform in a lengthened period of time, that it stopped in despair; and I determined to shut down my intellect.

Soon after, my shoulders began to ache, and in process of time I felt a sensation about the small of my back that induced the alarming belief that the spinal marrow was boiling. Presently my wrists became cramped, and I felt a strong inclination to pitch the oars overboard, lie down in the bottom of the boat, and howl! But feeling that this would be unmanly, I restrained myself. Just then my companion in sorrow began to snore, so I awoke him, and  giving him the oars  went to sleep.

From this period everything in the history of that remarkable day became unconnected, hazy, and confusing. I became to some extent mechanical in my thoughts and actions. I rowed and rested, and rowed again; I ate and sang, and even laughed. My comrade did the same, like a true Briton, for he was game to the backbone. But the one great, grand, never-changing idea in the day was  pull  pull  pull!

We had hoped during the course of that day to procure assistance, but we were unsuccessful. We passed a number of fishermens huts, but none of the men would consent to embark with us. At last, late that night, we reached a small farm about two-thirds of the way up the fjord, where we succeeded in procuring another large boat with a crew of five men. Here, also, we obtained a cup of coffee; and while we were awaiting the arrival of the boat I lay down on the pier and had a short nap.

None but those who have toiled for it can fully appreciate the blessing of repose. It was a clear, calm night when we resumed our boat journey. The soft daylight threw a species of magical effect over the great mountains and the glassy fjord, as we rowed away with steady and vigorous strokes, and I lay down in the bow of the boat to sleep. The end of the mast squeezed my shoulder; the edge of a cask of beef well-nigh stove in my ribs; the corner of a box bored a hole in the nape of my neck  yet I went off like one of the famed seven sleepers, and my friend, although stretched out beside me in similarly unpropitious circumstances, began to snore in less than five minutes after he laid down.

The last sounds I heard before falling into a state of oblivion were the voices of our fair companions joining in that most beautiful of our sacred melodies, the Evening Hymn, ere they lay down to rest in the stern of the boat. Next morning at nine we arrived at the top of the fjord, and at the end, for a time at least, of our journeying.




Story 3  Chapter 2.

Salmon-Fishing Extraordinary.

Norway, 14th July, 1868.

Yesterday was a peculiar day in my experience of salmon-fishing in Norway.

The day was dull when I set out for the river, seven miles distant, in a small boat, with a Norseman. A seven-miles pull was not a good beginning to a days salmon-fishing, the weight of my rod being quite sufficient to try the arms without that; but there was no help for it. Arrived there I got a native, named Anders, to carry the bag and gaff.

Anders is a fair youth, addicted to going about with his mouth open, with a mild countenance and a turned-up nose.

Good weather for fishing, Anders, said I, in Norse.

Ya, said he, megit god, (very good).

This was the extent of our conversation at that time, for we came suddenly on the first pool in the river; and I soon perceived that, although the weather was good enough, the river was so flooded as to be scarcely fishable.

And now began a series of petty misfortunes that gradually reduced me to a state of misery which was destined to continue throughout the greater part of that day. But Hope told me flattering tales  not to say stories  for a considerable time; and it was not until I had fished the third pool without seeing a fin that my heart began fairly to sink. The day, too, had changed from a cloudy to a rainy one, and Anders nose began to droop, while his face elongated visibly.

Feeling much depressed, I sat down on a wet stone, in my wet garments, and lunched off a moist biscuit, a piece of tongue, and a lump of cheese. This was consoling, as far as it went, but it did not go far. The misty clouds obliterated the mountains, the rain drizzled from the skies, percolated through the brim of my hat, trickled down my nose, and dropped upon my luncheon.

Now we shall go up the river, Anders, said I. Anders assented, as he would have done had I proposed going down the river, or across the river, or anywhere in the wide world; for, as I said it in English, he did not understand me. Evidently he did not care whether he understood me or not!

Up the river we went, to the best pool in it. The place was a torrent  unfishable  so deep that I could not wade in far enough to cast over the spot where fish are wont to lie. In making a desperate effort to get far in, I went over the boot-top; and my legs and feet, which hitherto had been dry, had immediate cause to sympathise with the rest of my person.

Anders face became longer than ever. All the best pools in the river were tried, but without success, and at last, towards evening, we turned to retrace our steps down the valley. On the way I took another cast into the best pool  going deeper than the waist into the water in order to cast over the right spot.

The effort was rewarded. I hooked a fish and made for the bank as fast as possible. My legs were like solid pillars, or enormous sausages, by reason of the long boots being full to bursting with water. To walk was difficult; to run, in the event of the fish requiring me to do so, impossible. I therefore lay down on the bank and tossed both legs in the air to let the water run out  holding on to the fish the while. The water did run out  it did more; it ran right along my backbone to the nape of my neck; completing the saturation which the rain had hitherto failed to accomplish. But I had hooked a fish and heeded it not.

He was a small one; only ten pounds; so we got him out quickly and without much trouble. Yet this is not always the case. Little fish are often the most obstreperous and the most troublesome. It was only last week that I hooked and landed a twenty-eight-pound salmon, and he did not give me half the trouble that I experienced from one which I caught yesterday. Well, having bagged him we proceeded on our homeward way, Anders face shortening visibly and his nose rising, while my own spirits began to improve. At another pool I tried again, and almost at the first cast hooked an eighteen-pounder, which Anders gaffed after about twenty-minutes play.

We felt quite jolly now, although it rained harder than ever, and we went on our way rejoicing  Anders countenance reduced to its naturally short proportions.

Presently we came to an old weir, or erection for catching fish as they ascend the river, where lies one of our favourite pools. The water was running down it like a mill-race. Pent up by the artificial dike, the whole river in this place gushes down in a turbulent rapid. There was one comparatively smooth bit of water, which looked unpromising enough, but being in hopeful spirits now, I resolved on a final cast. About the third cast a small trout rose at the fly. The greedy little monsters have a tendency to do this. Many a small trout have I hooked with a salmon fly as large as its own head. Before I could draw the line to cast again, the usual heavy wauble of a salmon occurred near the fly. It was followed by the whir of the reel as the line flew out like lightning, sawing right through the skin of my fingers, (which by the way are now so seamed and scarred that writing is neither so easy nor so pleasant as it used to be).

The burst that now ensued was sudden and tremendous! The salmon flashed across the pool, then up the pool, then down the pool. It was evidently bent on mischief. My heart misgave me, for the place is a bad one  all full of stumps and stones, with the furious rapid before mentioned just below, and the rough unsteady stones of the old dike as an uncertain path-way to gallop over should the fish go down the river. I held on stoutly for a few seconds as he neared the head of the rapid, but there is a limit to the endurance of rods and tackle. What made the matter worse was that the dike on which I stood terminated in a small island, to get from which to the shore necessitated swimming, and if he should go down the big rapid there was little chance of his stopping until he should reach the foot of it  far below this island.

All at once he turned tail and went down head first. I let the line fly now, keeping my fingers well clear of it.

Hes off, Anders! I shouted, as I took to my heels at full speed.

Hurroo-hoo-oo! yelled the Norseman, flying after me with the gaff.

How I managed to keep my footing in the rush over the broken dike I know not. It is a marvel to me. The bushes on the island overhung the water, the earth having been cut away by the force of the rapid. I tried to pull up because they were too thick to crash through; but the fish willed it otherwise. The line was getting low on the reel; the rod bent double; presently I had to straighten it out  in another moment I was in the water over the boots, which filled of course in a moment. But this did not impede me as long as I was in deep water.

I was forsaken at this point by Anders, who sought and found a safe passage to the mainland, where he stood gazing at me with his eyes blazing and his mouth wide open.

I soon reached the end of the island, to my horror, for I had not previously taken particular note of the formation of the land there. A gulf of water of five or six yards broad of unknown depth lay between me and that shore, by which in the natural course of things I should have followed my fish as far as he chose. The rapid itself looked less tremendous than this deep black hole. I hesitated, but the salmon did not. Still down he went.

Now, then, thought I, hole or rapid?

The question was settled for me, for before I could decide, I was hauled into the rapid. No doubt I was a more than half-willing captive. Anyhow, willing or not willing, down I went. Ah! what a moment of ease and relief from exertion was that when I went a little deeper than the waist, and found myself borne pleasantly along on tip-toe, as light as one of those beautiful balls with which juveniles  in these highly favoured days  are wont to sport in the fields!

And oh  ho-o! how my spirit seemed to gush out through my mouth and nose, or out at the top of my head, when the cold water encircled my neck as I lost my footing altogether, and struck out with my right hand, endeavouring the while to support my rod in the left!

I heard Anders gasp at this point; but I saw him not. In another second my knees came into violent contact with a rock, (alas! every motion of my body, as I now write, reminds me painfully of that crash!) Immediately after this I was sprawling up the bank, having handed the rod to Anders to hold, while I tossed my legs again in the air, to get rid of the water which weighed me down like lead. How earnestly I wished that I could tear these boots off and fling them away! But there was no time for that. On regaining my legs I seized the rod, and found that the salmon had brought up in an eddy created by the tail of a gravel-bank in the centre of the river between two rapids.

Good, I gasped, blandly.

Anders smiled.

Presently I found that it was the reverse of good, for, when I tried to wind in the line and move the fish, I perceived that the resistance offered was not like that of a salmon, but a stump!

I do believe hes gone! I exclaimed.

Anders became grave.

No fish there, said I, gloomily.

Anders face elongated.

He has wound the line round a stump, and broken off, said I, in despair.

Woe, of the deepest profundity, was depicted on Anders visage!

For full five minutes I tried every imaginable device, short of breaking the rod, to clear the line  in vain. Then I gave the rod to Anders to hold, and, taking the gaff with me, I went sulkily up the river, and again taking to the water, made my way to the head of the gravel-bank, over which I walked slowly, oppressed in spirit, and weighed down by those abominable boots which had once more filled to overflowing! Water-proof boots are worse than useless for this sort of work. But happily this is not the usual style of thing that one experiences in Norwegian fishing. It is only occasionally that one enjoys a treat of the kind.

In the middle of the gravel-bank the water was only three inches deep, so I lay down on my back and, once again elevating my ponderous legs in the air, allowed a cataract of water to flow over me. Somewhat lightened, I advanced into the hole. It was deeper than I thought. I was up to the middle in a moment, and sighed as I thought of the boots  full again. Before I reached the line the water was up to my shoulders; but it was the still water of the eddy. I soon caught the line and found that it was round a stump, as I had feared. With a heavy heart I eased it off  when lo! a tug sent an electric shock through my benumbed body, and I saw the salmon not three yards off, at the bottom of the pool! He also saw me, and darting in terror from side to side wound the line round me. I passed it over my head, however, and was about to let it go to allow Anders to play it out and finish the work, when the thought occurred that I might play it myself, by running the line through my fingers when he should pull, and hauling in when he should stop. I tried this successfully. In half a minute more I drew him to within a yard of my side, gaffed him near the tail, and carried him up the gravel-bank under my arm.

He was not a large fish after all  only thirteen pounds. Nevertheless, had he been fresh, it would have been scarcely possible for me to hold his strong slippery body. Even when exhausted he gave me some trouble. Gaining the shallowest part of the bank I fell on my knees, crammed the fingers of my left hand into his mouth and gills, and held him down while I terminated his career with a stone. Thereafter I fixed the hook more securely in his jaw, and, launching him into the rapid, left Anders to haul him out, while I made the best of my way to the shore.

This is about the roughest experience I have yet had of salmon-fishing in Norway.

The season this year bids fair to be a pretty good one. I have had about twelve days fishing, and have caught sixteen fish, weighing together two hundred and seventy-six pounds, two of them being twenty-eight-pounders.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Rock.

Early on a summer morning, about the beginning of the nineteenth century, two fishermen of Forfarshire wended their way to the shore, launched their boat, and put off to sea.

One of the men was tall and ill-favoured, the other, short and well-favoured. Both were square-built, powerful fellows, like most men of the class to which they belonged.

It was about that calm hour of the morning which precedes sunrise, when most living creatures are still asleep, and inanimate nature wears, more than at other times, the semblance of repose. The sea was like a sheet of undulating glass. A breeze had been expected, but, in defiance of expectation, it had not come, so the boatmen were obliged to use their oars. They used them well, however, insomuch that the land ere long appeared like a blue line on the horizon, then became tremulous and indistinct, and finally vanished in the mists of morning.

The men pulled with a will,  as seamen pithily express it,  and in silence. Only once during the first hour did the big, ill-favoured man venture a remark. Referring to the absence of wind, he said, that it would be a the better for landin on the rock.

This was said in the broadest vernacular dialect, as, indeed, was everything that dropped from the fishermens lips. We take the liberty of modifying it a little, believing that strict fidelity here would entail inevitable loss of sense to many of our readers.

The remark, such as it was, called forth a rejoinder from the short comrade, who stated his belief that they would be likely to find somethin there that day.

They then relapsed into silence.

Under the regular stroke of the oars the boat advanced steadily, straight out to sea. At first the mirror over which they skimmed was grey, and the foam at the cutwater leaden-coloured. By degrees they rowed, as it were, into a brighter region. The sea ahead lightened up, became pale yellow, then warmed into saffron, and, when the sun rose, blazed into liquid gold.

The words spoken by the boatmen, though few, were significant. The rock alluded to was the celebrated and much dreaded Inch Cape  more familiarly known as the Bell Rock  which being at that time unmarked by lighthouse or beacon of any kind, was the terror of mariners who were making for the firths of Forth and Tay. The something that was expected to be found there may be guessed at when we say that one of the fiercest storms that ever swept our eastern shores had just exhausted itself after strewing the coast with wrecks. The breast of ocean, though calm on the surface, as has been said, was still heaving with a mighty swell, from the effects of the recent elemental conflict.

Dye see the breakers noo, Davy? enquired the ill-favoured man, who pulled the aft oar.

Ay, and hear them, too, said Davy Spink, ceasing to row, and looking over his shoulder towards the seaward horizon.

Yer een and lugs are better than mine, then, returned the ill-favoured comrade, who answered, when among his friends, to the name of Big Swankie, otherwise, and more correctly, Jock Swankie. Od! I believe yere right, he added, shading his heavy red brows with his heavier and redder hand, that is the rock, but a man wad need the een o an eagle to see onything in the face o sik a bleezin sun. Pull awa, Davy, well hae time to catch a bit cod or a haddy afore the rocks bare.

Influenced by these encouraging hopes, the stout pair urged their boat in the direction of a thin line of snow-white foam that lay apparently many miles away, but which was in reality not very far distant.

By degrees the white line expanded in size and became massive, as though a huge breaker were rolling towards them; ever and anon jets of foam flew high into the air from various parts of the mass, like smoke from a cannons mouth. Presently, a low continuous roar became audible above the noise of the oars; as the boat advanced, the swells from the south-east could be seen towering upwards as they neared the foaming spot, gradually changing their broad-backed form, and coming on in majestic walls of green water, which fell with indescribable grandeur into the seething caldron. No rocks were visible, there was no apparent cause for this wild confusion in the midst of the otherwise calm sea. But the fishermen knew that the Bell Rock was underneath the foam, and that in less than an hour its jagged peaks would be left uncovered by the falling tide.

As the swell of the sea came in from the eastward, there was a belt of smooth water on the west side of the rock. Here the fishermen cast anchor, and, baiting their hand-lines, began to fish. At first they were unsuccessful, but before half an hour had elapsed, the cod began to nibble, and Big Swankie ere long hauled up a fish of goodly size. Davy Spink followed suit, and in a few minutes a dozen fish lay spluttering in the bottom of the boat.

Times up noo, said Swankie, coiling away his line.

Stop, stop, heres a wallupper, cried Davy, who was an excitable man; we better fish a while langer  bring the cleek, Swankie, hes ower big to  noo, lad, cleek him! thats it!  Ohooo!

The prolonged groan with which Davy brought his speech to a sudden termination was in consequence of the line breaking and the fish escaping, just as Swankie was about to strike the iron hook into its side.

Hech! lad, that was a guid ane, said the disappointed man with a sigh; but hes awa.

Ay, observed Swankie, and we must awa too, so up anchor, lad. The rocks lookin oot o the sea, and times precious.

The anchor was speedily pulled up, and they rowed towards the rock, the ragged edges of which were now visible at intervals in the midst of the foam which they created.

At low tide an irregular portion of the Bell Rock, less than a hundred yards in length, and fifty yards in breadth, is uncovered and left exposed for two or three hours. It does not appear in the form of a single mass or islet, but in a succession of serrated ledges of various heights, between and amongst which the sea flows until the tide has fallen pretty low. At full ebb the rock appears like a dark islet, covered with seaweed, and studded with deep pools of water, most of which are connected with the sea by narrow channels running between the ledges. The highest part of the rock does not rise more than seven feet above the level of the sea at the lowest tide.

To enter one of the pools by means of the channels above referred to is generally a matter of difficulty, and often of extreme danger, as the swell of the sea, even in calm weather, bursts over these ledges with such violence as to render the channels at times impassable. The utmost caution, therefore, is necessary.

Our fishermen, however, were accustomed to land there occasionally in search of the remains of wrecks, and knew their work well. They approached the rock on the lee-side, which was, as has been said, to the westward. To a spectator viewing them from any point but from the boat itself, it would have appeared that the reckless men were sailing into the jaws of certain death, for the breakers burst around them so confusedly in all directions that their instant destruction seemed inevitable. But Davy Spink, looking over his shoulder as he sat at the bow-oar, saw a narrow lead of comparatively still water in the midst of the foam, along which he guided the boat with consummate skill, giving only a word or two of direction to Swankie, who instantly acted in accordance therewith.

Pull, pull, lad, said Davy.

Swankie pulled, and the boat swept round with its bow to the east just in time to meet a billow, which, towering high above its fellows, burst completely over the rocks, and appeared to be about to sweep away all before it. For a moment the boat was as if embedded in snow, then it sank once more into the lead among the floating tangle, and the men pulled with might and main in order to escape the next wave. They were just in time. It burst over the same rocks with greater violence than its predecessor, but the boat had gained the shelter of the next ledge, and lay floating securely in the deep, quiet pool within, while the men rested on their oars, and watched the chaos of the water rush harmlessly by.

In another moment they had landed and secured the boat to a projecting rock.

Few words of conversation passed between these practical men. They had gone there on particular business. Time and tide proverbially wait for no man, but at the Bell Rock they wait a much briefer period than elsewhere. Between low water and the time when it would be impossible to quit the rock without being capsized, there was only a space of two or three hours  sometimes more, frequently less  so it behoved the men to economise time.

Rocks covered with wet seaweed and rugged in form are not easy to walk over; a fact which was soon proved by Swankie staggering violently once or twice, and by Spink falling flat on his back. Neither paid attention to his comrades misfortunes in this way. Each scrambled about actively, searching with care among the crevices of the rocks, and from time to time picking up articles which they thrust into their pockets or laid on their shoulders, according as weight and dimensions required.

In a short time they returned to their boat pretty well laden.

Weel, lad, what luck? enquired Spink, as Swankie and he met  the former with a grappling iron on his shoulder, the latter staggering under the weight of a mass of metal.

Not much, replied Swankie; nothin but heavy metal this mornin, only a bit of a cookin stove an a cannon shot  thats all.

Never mind, try again. There must ha bin two or three wrecks on the rock this gale, said Davy, as he and his friend threw their burdens into the boat, and hastened to resume the search.

At first Spink was the more successful of the two. He returned to the boat with various articles more than once, while his comrade continued his rambles unsuccessfully. At last, however, Big Swankie came to a gully or inlet where a large mass of the débris of a wreck was piled up in indescribable confusion, in the midst of which lay the dead body of an old man. Swankies first impulse was to shout to his companion, but he checked himself, and proceeded to examine the pockets of the dead man.

Raising the corpse with some difficulty he placed it on the ledge of rock. Observing a ring on the little finger of the right hand, he removed it and put it hastily in his pocket. Then he drew a red morocco case from an inner breast pocket in the dead mans coat. To his surprise and delight he found that it contained a gold watch and several gold rings and brooches, in some of which were beautiful stones. Swankie was no judge of jewellery, but he could not avoid the conviction that these things must needs be valuable. He laid the case down on the rock beside him, and eagerly searched the other pockets. In one he found a large clasp-knife and a pencil-case; in another a leather purse, which felt heavy as he drew it out. His eyes sparkled at the first glance he got of the contents, for they were sovereigns! Just as he made this discovery, Davy Spink climbed over the ledge at his back, and Swankie hastily thrust the purse underneath the body of the dead man.

Hallo! lad, what have ye there? Hey! watches and rings  come, were in luck this mornin.

We! exclaimed Swankie, somewhat sternly, you didnt find that case.

Na, lad, but weve aye divided, an I dinna see what for we should change our plan noo.

Weve nae paction to that effec  the case o kickshaws is mine, retorted Swankie.

Half ot, suggested Spink.

Weel, weel, cried the other with affected carelessness, Id scorn to be sae graspin. For the matter o that ye may hae it all to yersel, but Ill hae the next thing we git thats worth muckle a to mysel.

So saying Swankie stooped to continue his search of the body, and in a moment or two drew out the purse with an exclamation of surprise.

See, Im in luck, Davy! Virtues aye rewarded, they say. This is mine, and I doot not therell be some siller intilt.

Goold! cried Davy, with dilated eyes, as his comrade emptied the contents into his large hand, and counted over thirty sovereigns.

Ay, lad, ye can keep the what-dye-ca-ums, and Ill keep the siller.

Ive seen that face before, observed Spink, looking intently at the body.

Like enough, said Swankie, with an air of indifference, as he put the gold into his pocket. I think Ive seed it mysel. It looks like auld Jamie Brand, but I didna ken him weel.

Its just him, said Spink, with a touch of sadness. Ay, ay, thatll fa heavy on the auld woman. But, come, itll no do to stand haverin this way. Lets see what else is on him.

They found nothing more of any value; but a piece of paper was discovered, wrapped up in oilskin, and carefully fastened with red tape, in the vest pocket of the dead man. It contained writing, and had been so securely wrapped up, that it was only a little damped. Davy Spink, who found it, tried in vain to read the writing; Davys education had been neglected, so he was fain to confess that he could not make it out.

Let me seet, said Swankie. What hae we here? The sloop is hard an  an

Fast, maybe, suggested Spink.

Ay, so tis. I canna make out the next word, but heres something about the jewel-case.

The man paused and gazed earnestly at the paper for a few minutes, with a look of perplexity on his rugged visage.

Weel, man, what ist? enquired Davy.

Hoot! I canna mak it oot, said the other, testily, as if annoyed at being unable to read it. He refolded the paper and thrust it into his bosom, saying, Come, were wastin time. Lets get on wi our wark.

Toss for the jewels and the siller, said Spink, suggestively.

Very weel, replied the other, producing a copper. Heeds, you win the siller; tails, I win the box;  heeds it is, so the kickshaws is mine. Weel, Im content, he added, as he handed the bag of gold to his comrade, and received the jewel-case in exchange.

In another hour the sea began to encroach on the rock, and the fishermen, having collected as much as time would permit of the wrecked materials, returned to their boat.

They had secured altogether above two hundredweight of old metal,  namely, a large piece of a ships caboose, a hinge, a lock of a door, a ships marking-iron, a soldiers bayonet, a cannon ball, a shoebuckle, and a small anchor, besides part of the cordage of the wreck, and the money and jewels before mentioned. Placing the heavier of these things in the bottom of the boat, they pushed off.

We better take the corp ashore, said Spink, suddenly.

What for? They may ask what was in the pockets, objected Swankie.

Let them ask, rejoined the other, with a grin.

Swankie made no reply, but gave a stroke with his oar which sent the boat close up to the rocks. They both relanded in silence, and, lifting the dead body of the old man, laid it in the stern-sheets of the boat. Once more they pushed off.

Too much delay had been already made. The surf was breaking over the ledges in all directions, and it was with the utmost difficulty that they succeeded in getting clear out into deep water. A breeze which had sprung up from the east, tended to raise the sea a little, but when they finally got away from the dangerous reef, the breeze befriended them. Hoisting the foresail, they quickly left the Bell Rock far behind them, and, in the course of a couple of hours, sailed into the harbour of Arbroath.




Chapter Two.

The Lovers and the Press-Gang.

About a mile to the eastward of the ancient town of Arbroath the shore abruptly changes its character, from a flat beach to a range of, perhaps, the wildest and most picturesque cliffs on the east coast of Scotland. Inland the country is rather flat, but elevated several hundred feet above the level of the sea, towards which it slopes gently until it reaches the shore, where it terminates in abrupt, perpendicular precipices, varying from a hundred to two hundred feet in height. In many places the cliffs overhang the water, and all along the coast they have been perforated and torn up by the waves, so as to present singularly bold and picturesque outlines, with caverns, inlets, and sequestered coves of every form and size.

To the top of these cliffs, in the afternoon of the day on which our tale opens, a young girl wended her way,  slowly, as if she had no other object in view than a stroll, and sadly, as if her mind were more engaged with the thoughts within than with the magnificent prospect of land and sea without. The girl was:

Fair, fair, with golden hair,

and apparently about twenty years of age. She sought out a quiet nook among the rocks at the top of the cliffs; near to a circular chasm, with the name of which (at that time) we are not acquainted, but which was destined ere long to acquire a new name and celebrity from an incident which shall be related in another part of this story.

Curiously enough, just about the same hour, a young man was seen to wend his way to the same cliffs, and, from no reason whatever with which we happened to be acquainted, sought out the same nook! We say he was seen, advisedly, for the maid with the golden hair saw him. Any ordinary observer would have said that she had scarcely raised her eyes from the ground since sitting down on a niece of flower-studded turf near the edge of the cliff, and that she certainly had not turned her head in the direction of the town. Yet she saw him,  however absurd the statement may appear, we affirm it confidently,  and knew that he was coming. Other eyes there were that also saw youth  eyes that would have caused him some degree of annoyance had he known they were upon him  eyes that he would have rejoiced to tinge with the colours black and blue! There were thirteen pair of them, belonging to twelve men and a lieutenant of the navy.

In those days the barbarous custom of impressment into the Royal Navy was in full operation. England was at war with France. Men were wanted to fight our battles, and when there was any difficulty in getting men, press-gangs were sent out to force them into the service. The youth whom we now introduce to the reader was a sailor, a strapping, handsome one, too; not, indeed, remarkable for height, being only a little above the average  five feet, ten inches or thereabouts  but noted for great depth of chest, breadth of shoulder, and development of muscle; conspicuous also for the quantity of close, clustering, light-brown curls down his head, and for the laughing glance of his dark-blue eye. Not a hero of romance, by any means. No, he was very matter of fact, and rather given to meditation than mischief.

The officer in charge of the press-gang had set his heart on this youth (so had another individual, of whom more anon!) but the youth, whose name was Ruby Brand, happened to have an old mother who was at that time in very bad health, and she had also set her heart, poor body, on the youth, and entreated him to stay at home just for one half-year. Ruby willingly consented, and from that time forward led the life of a dog in consequence of the press-gang.

Now, as we have said, he had been seen leaving the town by the lieutenant, who summoned his men and went after him  cautiously, however, in order to take him by surprise for Ruby, besides being strong and active as a lion, was slippery as an eel.

Going straight as an arrow to the spot where she of the golden hair was seated, the youth presented himself suddenly to her, sat down beside her, and exclaiming Minnie, put his arm round her waist.

Oh, Ruby, dont, said Minnie, blushing.

Now, reader, the dont and the blush had no reference to the arm round the waist, but to the relative position of their noses, mouths, and chins, a position which would have been highly improper and altogether unjustifiable but for the fact that Ruby was Minnies accepted lover.

Dont, darling, why not? said Ruby in surprise.

Youre so rough, said Minnie, turning her head away.

True, dear, I forgot to shave this morning.

I dont mean that, interrupted the girl quickly, I mean rude and  and  is that a sea-gull?

No, sweetest of your sex, its a butterfly; but its all the same, as my metaphysical Uncle Ogilvy would undertake to prove to you, thus, a butterfly is white and a gull is white,  therefore, a gull is a butterfly.

Dont talk nonsense, Ruby.

No more I will, darling, if you will listen to me while I talk sense.

What is it? said the girl, looking earnestly and somewhat anxiously into her lovers face, for she knew at once by his expression that he had some unpleasant communication to make. Youre not going away?

Well, no  not exactly; you know I promised to stay with mother; but the fact is that Im so pestered and hunted down by that rascally press-gang, that I dont know what to do. Theyre sure to nab me at last, too, and then I shall have to go away whether I will or no, so Ive made up my mind as a last resource, to Ruby paused.

Well? said Minnie.

Well, in fact to do what will take me away for a short time, but Ruby stopped short, and, turning his head on one side, while a look of fierce anger overspread his face, seemed to listen intently.

Minnie did not observe this action for a few seconds, but, wondering why he paused, she looked up, and in surprise exclaimed Ruby! what do you

Hush! Minnie, and dont look round, said he in a low tone of intense anxiety, yet remaining immovably in the position which he had assumed on first sitting down by the girls side, although the swelled veins of his neck and his flushed forehead told of a fierce conflict of feeling within. Its the press-gang after me again. I got a glance of one o them out of the tail of my eye, creeping round the rocks. They think I havent seen them. Darling Minnie  one kiss. Take care of mother if I dont turn up soon.

But how will you escape?

Hush, dearest girl! I want to have as much of you as I can before I go. Dont be afraid. Theyre honest British tars after all, and wont hurt you, Minnie.

Still seated at the girls side, as if perfectly at his ease, yet speaking in quick earnest tones, and drawing her closely to him, Ruby waited until he heard a stealthy tread behind him. Then he sprang up with the speed of thought, uttered a laugh of defiance as the sailors rushed towards him, and leaping wildly off the cliff, fell a height of about fifty feet into the sea.

Minnie uttered a scream of horror, and fell fainting into the arms of the bewildered lieutenant.

Down the cliffs  quick! he cant escape if you look alive. Stay, one of you, and look after this girl. Shell roll over the edge on recovering, perhaps.

It was easy to order the men down the cliffs, but not so easy for them to obey, for the rocks were almost perpendicular at the place, and descended sheer into the water.

Surround the spot, shouted the lieutenant. Scatter yourselves  away! theres no beach here.

The lieutenant was right. The men extended themselves along the top of the cliffs so as to prevent Rubys escape, in the event of his trying to ascend them, and two sailors stationed themselves in ambush in the narrow pass at the spot where the cliffs terminate in the direction of the town.

The leap taken by Ruby was a bold one. Few men could have ventured it; indeed, the youth himself would have hesitated had he not been driven almost to desperation. But he was a practised swimmer and diver, and knew well the risk he ran. He struck the water with tremendous force and sent up a great mass of foam, but he had entered it perpendicularly, feet foremost, and in a few seconds returned to the surface so close to the cliffs that they overhung him, and thus effectually concealed him from his pursuers.

Swimming cautiously along for a short distance close to the rocks, he came to the entrance of a cavern which was filled by the sea. The inner end of this cave opened into a small hollow or hole among the cliffs, up the sides of which Ruby knew that he could climb, and thus reach the top unperceived, but, after gaining the summit, there still lay before him the difficulty of eluding those who watched there. He felt, however, that nothing could be gained by delay, so he struck at once into the cave, swam to the inner end, and landed. Wringing the water out of his clothes, he threw off his jacket and vest in order to be as unencumbered as possible, and then began to climb cautiously.

Just above the spot where Ruby ascended there chanced to be stationed a seaman named Dalls. This man had lain down flat on his breast, with his head close to the edge of the cliff, so as to observe narrowly all that went on below, but, being a stout, lethargic man, he soon fell fast asleep! It was just at the spot where this man lay that Ruby reached the summit. The ascent was very difficult. At each step the hunted youth had to reach his hand as high above his head as possible, and grasp the edge of a rock or a mass of turf with great care before venturing on another step. Had one of these points of rock, or one of these tufts of grass, given way, he would infallibly have fallen down the precipice and been killed. Accustomed to this style of climbing from infancy, however, he advanced without a sensation of fear.

On reaching the top he peeped over, and, seeing that no one was near, prepared for a rush. There was a mass of brown turf on the bank above him. He grasped it with all his force, and swung himself over the edge of the cliff. In doing so he nearly scalped poor Dalls, whose hair was the turf which he had seized, and who, uttering a hideous yell, leaped upon Ruby and tried to overthrow him. But Dalls had met his match. He received a blow on the nose that all but felled him, and instantly after a blow on each eye, that raised a very constellation of stars in his brain, and laid him prone upon the grass.

His yell, however, and the noise of the scuffle, were heard by those of the press-gang who were nearest to the scene of conflict. They rushed to the rescue, and reached the spot just as Ruby leaped over his prostrate foe and fled towards Arbroath. They followed with a cheer, which warned the two men in ambush to be ready. Ruby was lithe as a greyhound. He left his pursuers far behind him, and dashed down the gorge leading from the cliffs to the low ground beyond.

Here he was met by the two sailors, and by the lieutenant, who had joined them. Minnie was also there, having been conducted thither by the said lieutenant, who gallantly undertook to see her safe into the town, in order to prevent any risk of her being insulted by his men. On hearing the shout of those who pursued Ruby, Minnie hurried away, intending to get free from the gang, not feeling that the lieutenants protection was either desirable or necessary.

When Ruby reached the middle of the gorge, which we have dignified with the name of pass, and saw three men ready to dispute his passage, he increased his speed. When he was almost up to them he turned aside and sprang nimbly up the almost perpendicular wall of earth on his right. This act disconcerted the men, who had prepared to receive his charge and seize him, but Ruby jumped down on the shoulders of the one nearest, and crushed him to the ground with his weight. His clenched fist caught the lieutenant between the eyes and stretched him on his back  the third man wisely drew aside to let this human thunderbolt pass by!

He did pass, and, as the impetuous and quite irresistible locomotive is brought to a sudden pause when the appropriate brakes are applied, so was he brought to a sudden halt by Minnie a hundred yards or so farther on.

Oh! dont stop, she cried eagerly, and hastily thrusting him away. Theyll catch you!

Panting though he was, vehemently, Ruby could not restrain a laugh.

Catch me! no, darling; but dont be afraid of them. They wont hurt you, Minnie, and they cant hurt me  except in the way of cutting short our interview. Ha! here they come. Goodbye, dearest; Ill see you soon again.

At that moment five or six of the men came rushing down the pass with a wild cheer. Ruby made no haste to run. He stood in an easy attitude beside Minnie; leisurely kissed her little hand, and gently smoothed down her golden hair. Just as the foremost pursuer came within fifteen yards or so of them, he said, Farewell, my lassie, I leave you in good hands; and then, waving his cap in the air, with a cheer of more than half-jocular defiance, he turned and fled towards Arbroath as if one of the nor-east gales, in its wildest fury, were sweeping him over the land.




Chapter Three.

Our Hero Obliged to go to Sea.

When Ruby Brand reached the outskirts of Arbroath, he checked his speed and walked into his native town whistling gently, and with his hands in his pockets, as though he had just returned from an evening walk. He directed his steps to one of the streets near the harbour, in which his mothers cottage was situated.

Mrs Brand was a delicate, little old woman  so little and so old that people sometimes wondered how it was possible that she could be the mother of such a stalwart son. She was one of those kind, gentle, uncomplaining, and unselfish beings, who do not secure much popularity or admiration in this world, but who secure obedient children, also steadfast and loving friends. Her favourite book was the Bible; her favourite hope in regard to earthly matters, that men should give up fighting and drinking, and live in peace; her favourite theory that the study of truth was the object for which man was created, and her favourite meal  tea.

Ruby was her only child. Minnie was the daughter of a distant relation, and, having been left an orphan, she was adopted by her. Mrs Brands husband was a sailor. He commanded a small coasting sloop, of which Ruby had been the mate for several years. As we have said, Ruby had been prevailed on to remain at home for some months in order to please his mother, whose delicacy of health was such that his refusal would have injured her seriously; at least the doctor said so, therefore Ruby agreed to stay.

The sloop Penguin, commanded by Rubys father, was on a voyage to Newcastle at that time, and was expected in Arbroath every day. But it was fated never more to cast anchor in that port. The great storm, to which reference has been made in a previous chapter, caused many wrecks on the shores of Britain. The Penguin, was one of the many.

In those days telegraphs, railroads, and penny papers did not exist. Murders were committed then, as now, but little was said, and less was known about them. Wrecks occurred then, as now, but few, except the persons immediately concerned, heard of them. Destructive fires, terrible accidents, and the familiar round of appalling catastrophes occurred then, as now, but their influence was limited, and their occurrence soon forgotten.

We would not be understood to mean that now (as compared with then), all is right and well; that telegraphs and railways and daily papers are all-potent and perfect. By no means. We have still much to learn and to do in these improved times; and, especially, there is wanting to a large extent among us a sympathetic telegraphy, so to speak, between the interior of our land and the sea-coast, which, if it existed in full and vigorous play, would go far to improve our condition, and raise us in the esteem of Christian nations. Nevertheless, as compared with now, the state of things then was lamentably imperfect.

The great storm came and went, having swept thousands of souls into eternity, and hundreds of thousands of pounds into nonentity. Lifeboats had not been invented. Harbours of refuge were almost unknown, and although our coasts bristled with dangerous reefs and headlands, lighthouses were few and far between. The consequence was, that wrecks were numerous; and so also were wreckers,  a class of men, who, in the absence of an efficient coastguard, subsisted to a large extent on what they picked up from the wrecks that were cast in their way, and who did not scruple, sometimes, to cause wrecks, by showing false lights in order to decoy vessels to destruction.

We do not say that all wreckers were guilty of such crimes, but many of them were so, and their style of life, at the best, had naturally a demoralising influence upon all of them.

The famous Bell Rock, lying twelve miles off the coast of Forfarshire, was a prolific source of destruction to shipping. Not only did numbers of vessels get upon it, but many others ran upon the neighbouring coasts in attempting to avoid it.

Rubys father knew the navigation well, but, in the confusion and darkness of the furious storm, he miscalculated his position and ran upon the rock, where, as we have seen, his body was afterwards found by the two fishermen. It was conveyed by them to the cottage of Mrs Brand, and when Ruby entered he found his mother on her knees by the bedside, pressing the cold hand of his father to her breast, and gazing with wild, tearless eyes into the dead face.

We will not dwell upon the sad scenes that followed.

Ruby was now under the necessity of leaving home, because his mother being deprived of her husbands support naturally turned in distress to her son. But Ruby had no employment, and work could not be easily obtained at that time in the town, so there was no other resource left him but to go to sea. This he did in a small coasting sloop belonging to an old friend, who gave him part of his wages in advance to enable him to leave his mother a small provision, at least for a short time.

This, however, was not all that the widow had to depend on. Minnie Gray was expert with her needle, and for some years past had contributed not a little to the comforts of the household into which she had been adopted. She now set herself to work with redoubled zeal and energy. Besides this, Mrs Brand had a brother, a retired skipper, who obtained the complimentary title of Captain from his friends. He was a poor man, it is true, as regarded money, having barely sufficient for his own subsistence, but he was rich in kindliness and sympathy, so that he managed to make his small income perform wonders. On hearing of his brother-in-laws death, Captain Ogilvy hastened to afford all the consolation in his power to his sorrowing sister.

The captain was an eccentric old man, of rugged aspect. He thought that there was not a worse comforter on the face of the earth than himself, because, when he saw others in distress, his heart invariably got into his throat, and absolutely prevented him from saying a single word. He tried to speak to his sister, but all he could do was to take her hand and weep. This did the poor widow more good than any words could have done, no matter how eloquently or fitly spoken. It unlocked the fountain of her own heart, and the two wept together.

When Captain Ogilvy accompanied Ruby on board the sloop to see him off, and shook hands as he was about to return to the shore, he said Cheer up, Ruby; never say die so long as theres a shot in the looker. Thats the advice of an old salt, an youll find it sound, the more you ponder of it. Wen a young feller sails away on the sea of life, let him always go by chart and compass, not forgettin to take soundins wen cruisin off a bad coast. Keep a sharp lookout to windard, an mind yer helm  thats my advice to you lad, as ye go:  

A-sailin down lifes troubled stream,

All as if it wor a dream.

The captain had a somewhat poetic fancy (at least he was impressed with the belief that he had), and was in the habit of enforcing his arguments by quotations from memory. When memory failed he supplemented with original composition.

Goodbye, lad, an Providence go wi ye.

Goodbye, uncle. I need not remind you to look after mother when Im away.

No, nephy, you neednt; Ill do it whether or not.

And Minnie, poor thing, shell need a word of advice and comfort now and then, uncle.

And she shall have it, lad, replied the captain with a tremendous wink, which was unfortunately lost on the nephew, in consequence of its being night and unusually dark, advice and comfort on demand, gratis; for:  

Woman, in her hours of ease,

Is most uncommon hard to please;

But she must be looked arter, ye know, and made of, dye see? so Ruby, boy, farewell.

Half-an-hour before midnight was the time chosen for the sailing of the sloop Termagant, in order that she might get away quietly and escape the press-gang. Ruby and his uncle had taken the precaution to go down to the harbour just a few minutes before sailing, and they kept as closely as possible to the darkest and least-frequented streets while passing through the town.

Captain Ogilvy returned by much the same route to his sisters cottage, but did not attempt to conceal his movements. On the contrary, knowing that the sloop must have got clear of the harbour by that time, he went along the streets whistling cheerfully. He had been a noted, not to say noisy, whistler when a boy, and the habit had not forsaken him in his old age. On turning sharp round a corner, he ran against two men, one of whom swore at him, but the other cried  

Hallo! messmate, yer musical the night. Hey, Captain Ogilvy, surely I seed you an Ruby slinkin down the dark side o the market-gate half an oor ago?

Mayhap ye did, an mayhap ye didnt, retorted the captain, as he walked on; but as its none o your business to know, Ill not tell ye.

Ay, ay? O but yere a cross auld chap. Pleasant dreams tye.

This kindly remark, which was expressed by our friend Davy Spink, was lost on the captain, in consequence of his having resumed his musical recreation with redoubled energy, as he went rolling back to the cottage to console Mrs Brand, and to afford advice and comfort gratis to Minnie Gray.




Chapter Four.

The Burglary.

On the night in question, Big Swankie and a likeminded companion, who went among his comrades by the name of the Badger, had planned to commit a burglary in the town, and it chanced that the former was about that business when Captain Ogilvy unexpectedly ran against him and Davy Spink.

Spink, although a smuggler, and by no means a particularly respectable man, had not yet sunk so low in the scale of life as to be willing to commit burglary. Swankie and the Badger suspected this, and, although they required his assistance much, they were afraid to ask him to join, lest he should not only refuse, but turn against them. In order to get over the difficulty, Swankie had arranged to suggest to him the robbery of a store containing gin, which belonged to a smuggler, and, if he agreed to that, to proceed further and suggest the more important matter in hand. But he found Spink proof against the first attack.

I tell ee, Ill hae naething to do wit, said he, when the proposal was made.

But, urged Swankie, hes a smuggler, and a cross-grained hound besides. Its no like robbin an honest man.

An what are we but smugglers? retorted Spink; an as to bein cross-grained, youve naethin to boast o in that way. Na, na, Swankie, ye may dot yersel, Ill hae nae hand int. Ill no objec to tak a bit keg o Auchmithie water (smuggled spirits) noo and then, or to pick up what comes to me by the wund and sea, but Ill steal frae nae man.

Ay, man, but yeve turned awfu honest all of a suddent, said the other with a sneer. I wonder the thretty sovereigns I gied ye the other day, when we tossed for them and the case o kickshaws, havena brunt yer pooches.

Davy Spink looked a little confused.

Aweel, said he, its o nae use greetin ower spilt milk, the things done and past noo, and I canna help it. Sae guidnight to ee.

Swankie, seeing that it was useless to attempt to gain over his comrade, and knowing that the Badger was waiting impatiently for him near the appointed house, hurried away without another word, and Davy Spink strolled towards his home, which was an extremely dirty little hut, near the harbour.

At the time of which we write, the town of Arbroath was neither so well lighted nor so well guarded as it now is. The two burglars found nothing to interfere with their deeds of darkness, except a few bolts and bars, which did not stand long before their expert hands. Nevertheless, they met with a check from an unexpected quarter.

The house they had resolved to break into was inhabited by a widow lady, who was said to be wealthy, and who was known to possess a considerable quantity of plate and jewels. She lived alone, having only one old servant and a little girl to attend upon her. The house stood on a piece of ground not far from the ruins of the stately abbey which originated and gave celebrity to the ancient town of Aberbrothoc. Mrs Stewarts house was full of Eastern curiosities, some of them of great value, which had been sent to her by her son, then a major in the East India Companys service.

Now, it chanced that Major Stewart had arrived from India that very day, on leave of absence, all unknown to the burglars, who, had they been aware of the fact, would undoubtedly have postponed their visit to a more convenient season.

As it was, supposing they had to deal only with the old lady and her two servants, they began their work between twelve and one that night, with considerable confidence, and in great hopes of a rich booty.

A small garden surrounded the old house. It was guarded by a wall about eight feet high, the top of which bristled with bottle-glass. The old lady and her domestics regarded this terrible-looking defence with much satisfaction, believing in their innocence that no human creature could succeed in getting over it. Boys, however, were their only dread, and fruit their only care, when they looked complacently at the bottle-glass on the wall, and, so far, they were right in their feeling of security, for boys found the labour, risk, and danger to be greater than the worth of the apples and pears.

But it was otherwise with men. Swankie and the Badger threw a piece of thick matting on the wall; the former bent down, the latter stepped upon his back, and thence upon the mat; then he hauled his comrade up, and both leaped into the garden.

Advancing stealthily to the door, they tried it and found it locked. The windows were all carefully bolted, and the shutters barred. This they expected, but thought it as well to try each possible point of entrance, in the hope of finding an unguarded spot before having recourse to their tools. Such a point was soon found, in the shape of a small window, opening into a sort of scullery at the back of the house. It had been left open by accident. An entrance was easily effected by the Badger, who was a small man, and who went through the house with the silence of a cat, towards the front door. There were two lobbies, an inner and an outer, separated from each other by a glass door. Cautiously opening both doors, the Badger admitted his comrade, and then they set to work.

A lantern, which could be uncovered or concealed in a moment, enabled them to see their way.

Thats the dinin-room door, whispered the Badger.

Hist! haud yer jaw, muttered Swankie; I ken that as weel as you.

Opening the door, they entered and found the plate-chest under the sideboard.

It was open, and a grin of triumph crossed the sweet countenances of the friends as they exchanged glances, and began to put silver forks and spoons by the dozen into a bag which they had brought for the purpose.

When they had emptied the plate-chest, they carried the bag into the garden, and, climbing over the wall, deposited it outside. Then they returned for more.

Now, old Mrs Stewart was an invalid, and was in the habit of taking a little weak wine and water before retiring to rest at night. It chanced that the bottle containing the port wine had been left on the sideboard, a fact which was soon discovered by Swankie, who put the bottle to his mouth, and took a long pull.

What ist? enquired the Badger, in a low tone.

Prime! replied Swankie, handing over the bottle, and wiping his mouth with the cuff of his coat.

The Badger put the bottle to his mouth, but unfortunately for him, part of the liquid went down the wrong throat. The result was that the poor man coughed, once, rather loudly. Swankie, frowning fiercely, and shaking his fist, looked at him in horror; and well he might, for the Badger became first red and then purple in the face, and seemed as if he were about to burst with his efforts to keep down the cough. It came, however, three times, in spite of him,  not violently, but with sufficient noise to alarm them, and cause them to listen for five minutes intently ere they ventured to go on with their work, in the belief that no one had been disturbed.

But Major Stewart had been awakened by the first cough. He was a soldier who had seen much service, and who slept lightly. He raised himself in his bed, and listened intently on hearing the first cough. The second cough caused him to spring up and pull on his trousers; the third cough found him halfway downstairs, with a boot-jack in his hand, and when the burglars resumed work he was peeping at them through the half-open door.

Both men were stooping over the plate-chest, the Badger with his back to the door, Swankie with his head towards it. The major raised the boot-jack and took aim. At the same moment the door squeaked, Big Swankie looked up hastily, and, in technical phraseology, doused the glim. All was dark in an instant, but the boot-jack sped on its way notwithstanding. The burglars were accustomed to fighting, however, and dipped their heads. The boot-jack whizzed past, and smashed the pier-glass on the mantelpiece to a thousand atoms. Major Stewart being expert in all the devices of warfare, knew what to expect, and drew aside. He was not a moment too soon, for the dark lantern flew through the doorway, hit the opposite wall, and fell with a loud clatter on the stone floor of the lobby. The Badger followed at once, and received a random blow from the major that hurled him head over heels after the lantern.

There was no mistaking the heavy tread and rush of Big Swankie as he made for the door. Major Stewart put out his foot, and the burglar naturally tripped over it; before he could rise the major had him by the throat. There was a long, fierce struggle, both being powerful men; at last Swankie was hurled completely through the glass door. In the fall he disengaged himself from the major, and, leaping up, made for the garden wall, over which he succeeded in clambering before the latter could seize him. Thus both burglars escaped, and Major Stewart returned to the house half-naked,  his shirt having been torn off his back,  and bleeding freely from cuts caused by the glass door.

Just as he re-entered the house, the old cook, under the impression that the cat had got into the pantry, and was smashing the crockery, entered the lobby in her nightdress, shrieked Mercy on us! on beholding the major, and fainted dead away.

Major Stewart was too much annoyed at having failed to capture the burglars to take any notice of her. He relocked the door, and assuring his mother that it was only robbers, and that they had been beaten off, retired to his room, washed and dressed his wounds, and went to bed.

Meanwhile Big Swankie and the Badger, laden with silver, made for the shore, where they hid their treasure in a hole.

Ill tell ee a dodge, said the Badger.

What may that be? enquired Swankie.

You said ye saw Ruby Brand slinking down the market-gate, and thats hes off to sea?

Ay, and twa or three more folk saw him as weel as me.

Weel, lets tak up a siller spoon, or somethin, an put it in the auld wifes garden, an theyll think it was him that did it.

No that bad! said Swankie, with a chuckle.

A silver fork and a pair of sugar-tongs bearing old Mrs Stewarts initials were accordingly selected for this purpose, and placed in the little garden in the front of Widow Brands cottage.

Here they were found in the morning by Captain Ogilvy, who examined them for at least half-an-hour in a state of the utmost perplexity. While he was thus engaged one of the detectives of the town happened to pass, apparently in some haste.

Hallo! shipmate, shouted the captain.

Well? responded the detective.

Did ye ever see silver forks an sugar-tongs growin in a garden before?

Eh? exclaimed the other, entering the garden hastily; let me see. Oho! this may throw some light on the matter. Did you find them here?

Ay, on this very spot.

Hum. Ruby went away last night, I believe?

He did.

Some time after midnight? enquired the detective.

Likely enough, said the captain, but my chronometer aint quite so reglar since we left the sea; it might ha bin more,  mayhap less.

Just so. You saw him off?

Ay; but you seem more than ornar inquisitive to-day

Did he carry a bundle? interrupted the detective.

Ay, no doubt.

A large one?

Ay, a goodish big un.

Do you know what was in it? enquired the detective, with a knowing look.

I do, for I packed it, replied the captain; his kit was in it.

Nothing more?

Nothin as I knows of.

Well, Ill take these with me just now, said the officer, placing the fork and sugar-tongs in his pocket. Im afraid, old man, that your nephew has been up to mischief before he went away. A burglary was committed in the town last night, and this is some of the plate. Youll hear more about it before long, I dare say. Good day to ye.

So saying, the detective walked quickly away, and left the captain in the centre of the garden staring vacantly before him in speechless amazement.




Chapter Five.

The Bell Rock Invaded.

A year passed away. Nothing more was heard of Ruby Brand, and the burglary was believed to be one of those mysteries which are destined never to be solved.

About this time great attention was being given by Government to the subject of lighthouses. The terrible number of wrecks that had taken place had made a deep impression on the public mind. The position and dangerous character of the Bell Rock, in particular, had been for a long time the subject of much discussion, and various unsuccessful attempts had been made to erect a beacon of some sort thereon.

There is a legend that in days of old one of the abbots of the neighbouring monastery of Aberbrothoc erected a bell on the Inchcape Rock, which was tolled in rough weather by the action of the waves on a float attached to the tongue, and thus mariners were warned at night and in foggy weather of their approach to the rock, the great danger of which consists in its being a sunken reef, lying twelve miles from the nearest land, and exactly in the course of vessels making for the firths of Forth and Tay. The legend further tells how that a Danish pirate, named Ralph the Rover, in a mischievous mood, cut the bell away, and that, years afterwards, he obtained his appropriate reward by being wrecked on the Bell Rock, when returning from a long cruise laden with booty.

Whether this be true or not is an open question, but certain it is that no beacon of any kind was erected on this rock until the beginning of the nineteenth century, after a great storm in 1799 had stirred the public mind, and set springs in motion, which from that time forward have never ceased to operate.

Many and disastrous were the shipwrecks that occurred during the storm referred to, which continued, with little intermission, for three days. Great numbers of ships were driven from their moorings in the Downs and Yarmouth Roads; and these, together with all vessels navigating the German Ocean at that time, were drifted upon the east coast of Scotland.

It may not, perhaps, be generally known that there are only three great inlets or estuaries to which the mariner steers when overtaken by easterly storms in the North Sea  namely, the Humber, and the firths of Forth and Moray. The mouth of the Thames is too much encumbered by sand-banks to be approached at night or during bad weather. The Humber is also considerably obstructed in this way, so that the Roads of Leith, in the Firth of Forth, and those of Cromarty, in the Moray Firth, are the chief places of resort in easterly gales. But both of these had their special risks.

On the one hand, there was the danger of mistaking the Dornoch Firth for the Moray, as it lies only a short way to the north of the latter; and, in the case of the Firth of Forth, there was the terrible Bell Rock.

Now, during the storm of which we write, the fear of those two dangers was so strong upon seamen that many vessels were lost in trying to avoid them, and much hardship was sustained by mariners who preferred to seek shelter in higher latitudes. It was estimated that no fewer than seventy vessels were either stranded or lost during that single gale, and many of the crews perished.

At one wild part of the coast, near Peterhead, called the Bullers of Buchan, after the first night of the storm, the wrecks of seven vessels were found in one cove, without a single survivor of the crews to give an account of the disaster.

The dangers of the deep are nothing compared with the dangers of the shore. If the hard rocks of our island could tell the tale of their experience, and if we landsmen could properly appreciate it, we should understand more clearly why it is that sailors love blue (in other words, deep) water during stormy weather.

In order to render the Forth more accessible by removing the danger of the Bell Rock, it was resolved by the Commissioners of Northern Lights to build a lighthouse upon it. This resolve was a much bolder one than most people suppose, for the rock on which the lighthouse was to be erected was a sunken reef, visible only at low tide during two or three hours, and quite inaccessible in bad weather. It was the nearest approach to building a house in the sea that had yet been attempted! The famous Eddystone stands on a rock which is never quite under water, although nearly so, for its crest rises a very little above the highest tides, while the Bell Rock is eight or ten feet under water at high tides.

It must be clear, therefore, to everyone, that difficulties, unusual in magnitude and peculiar in kind, must have stood in the way of the daring engineer who should undertake the erection of a tower on a rock twelve miles out on the stormy sea, and the foundation of which was covered with ten or twelve feet of water every tide; a tower which would have to be built perfectly, yet hastily; a tower which should form a comfortable home, fit for human beings to dwell in, and yet strong enough to withstand the utmost fury of the waves, not merely whirling round it, as might be the case on some exposed promontory, but rushing at it, straight and fierce from the wild ocean, in great blue solid billows that should burst in thunder on its sides, and rush up in scarcely less solid spray to its lantern, a hundred feet or more above its foundation.

An engineer able and willing to undertake this great work was found in the person of the late Robert Stevenson of Edinburgh, whose perseverance and talent shall be commemorated by the grandest and most useful monument ever raised by man, as long as the Bell Rock lighthouse shall tower above the sea.

It is not our purpose to go into the details of all that was done in the construction of this lighthouse. Our peculiar task shall be to relate those incidents connected with this work which have relation to the actors in our tale.

We will not, therefore, detain the reader by telling him of all the preliminary difficulties that were encountered and overcome in this Robinson Crusoe sort of work; how that a temporary floating lightship, named the Pharos, was prepared and anchored in the vicinity of the rock in order to be a sort of depot and rendezvous and guide to the three smaller vessels employed in the work, as well as a light to shipping generally, and a building-yard was established at Arbroath, where every single stone of the lighthouse was cut and nicely fitted before being conveyed to the rock. Neither shall we tell of the difficulties that arose in the matter of getting blocks of granite large enough for such masonry, and lime of a nature strong enough to withstand the action of the salt sea. All this, and a great deal more of a deeply interesting nature, must remain untold, and be left entirely to the readers imagination. (See note 1.)

Suffice it to say that the work was fairly begun in the month of August, 1807; that a strong beacon of timber was built, which was so well constructed that it stood out all the storms that beat against it during the whole time of the building operations; that close to this beacon the pit or foundation of the lighthouse was cut down deep into the solid rock; that the men employed could work only between two and three hours at a time, and had to pump the water out of this pit each tide before they could resume operations; that the work could only be done in the summer months, and when engaged in it the men dwelt either in the Pharos floating light, or in one of the attending vessels, and were not allowed to go ashore  that is, to the mainland, about twelve miles distant; that the work was hard, but so novel and exciting that the artificers at last became quite enamoured of it, and that ere long operations were going busily forward, and the work was in a prosperous and satisfactory state of advancement.

Things were in this condition at the Bell Rock, when, one fine summer evening, our friend and hero, Ruby Brand, returned, after a long absence, to his native town.



Note 1. It may be found, however, in minute detail, in the large and interesting work entitled Stevensons Bell Rock Lighthouse.




Chapter Six.

The Captain Changes His Quarters.

It was fortunate for Ruby that the skipper of the vessel ordered him to remain in charge while he went ashore, because he would certainly have been recognised by numerous friends, and his arrival would speedily have reached the ears of the officers of justice, who seem to be a class of men specially gifted with the faculty of never forgetting. It was not until darkness had begun to settle down on the town that the skipper returned on board, and gave him leave to go ashore.

Ruby did not return in the little coaster in which he had left his native place. That vessel had been wrecked not long after he joined her, but the crew were saved, and Ruby succeeded in obtaining a berth as second mate of a large ship trading between Hull and the Baltic. Returning from one of his voyages with a pretty good sum of money in his pocket, he resolved to visit his mother and give it to her. He therefore went aboard an Arbroath schooner, and offered to work his passage as an extra hand. Remembering his former troubles in connexion with the press-gang, he resolved to conceal his name from the captain and crew, who chanced to be all strangers to him.

It must not be supposed that Mrs Brand had not heard of Ruby since he left her. On the contrary, both she and Minnie Gray got letters as frequently as the postal arrangements of those days would admit of; and from time to time they received remittances of money, which enabled them to live in comparative comfort. It happened, however, that the last of these remittances had been lost, so that Mrs Brand had to depend for subsistence on Minnies exertions, and on her brothers liberality. The brothers power was limited, however, and Minnie had been ailing for some time past, in consequence of her close application to work, so that she could not earn as much as usual. Hence it fell out that at this particular time the widow found herself in greater pecuniary difficulties than she had ever been in before.

Ruby was somewhat of an original. It is probable that every hero is. He resolved to surprise his mother by pouring the money he had brought into her lap, and for this purpose had, while in Hull, converted all his savings into copper, silver, and gold. Those precious metals he stowed separately into the pockets of his huge pea-jacket, and, thus heavily laden, went ashore about dark, as soon as the skipper returned.

At this precise hour it happened that Mrs Brand, Minnie Gray, and Captain Ogilvy were seated at their supper in the kitchen of the cottage.

Two days previously the captain had called, and said to Mrs Brand  

I tell ee what it is, sister, Im tired of livin a solitary bachelor life, all by myself, so Im goin to make a change, lass.

Mrs Brand was for some moments speechless, and Minnie, who was sewing near the window, dropped her hands and work on her lap, and looked up with inexpressible amazement in her sweet blue eyes.

Brother, said Mrs Brand earnestly, you dont mean to tell me that youre going to marry at your time of life?

Eh! what? Marry?

The captain looked, if possible, more amazed than his sister for a second or two, then his red face relaxed into a broad grin, and he sat down on a chair and chuckled, wiping the perspiration (he seemed always more or less in a state of perspiration) from his bald head the while.

Why, no, sister, Im not going to marry; did I speak of marryin?

No; but you spoke of being tired of a bachelor life, and wishing to change.

Ah! you women, said the captain, shaking his head always suspecting that we poor men are wantin to marry you. Well, praps you aint far wrong neither; but Im not goin to be spliced yet-a-while, lass. Marry, indeed!

Shall I, wastin in despair,

Die, cause why? a womans rare?

Oh! Captain Ogilvy, thats not rightly quoted, cried Minnie, with a merry laugh.

Aint it? said the captain, somewhat put out; for he did not like to have his powers of memory doubted.

No; surely women are not rare, said Minnie.

Good ones are, said the captain stoutly.

Well; but thats not the right word.

What is the right word, then? asked the captain with affected sternness, for, although by nature disinclined to admit that he could be wrong, he had no objection to be put right by Minnie.

Die because a womans f  , said Minnie, prompting him.

F  , funny? guessed the captain.

No; its not funny, cried Minnie, laughing heartily.

Of course not, assented the captain, it could not be funny nohow, because funny dont rhyme with despair; besides, lots o women aint funny a bit, an if they was, thats no reason why a man should die for em; what is the word, lass?

What am I? asked Minnie, with an arch smile, as she passed her fingers through the clustering masses of her beautiful hair.

An angel, beyond all doubt, said the gallant captain, with a burst of sincerity which caused Minnie to blush and then to laugh.

Youre incorrigible, captain, and you are so stupid that its of no use trying to teach you.

Mrs Brand  who listened to this conversation with an expression of deep anxiety on her meek face, for she could not get rid of her first idea that her brother was going to marry  here broke in with the question  

When is it to be, brother?

When is what to be, sister?

The  the marriage.

I tell you I aint a-goin to marry, repeated the captain; though why a stout young feller like me, just turned sixty-four, shouldnt marry, is more than I can see. You know the old proverbs, lass Its never too late to marry; Never ventur, never give in; John Anderson my jo John, when we was first  first

Married, suggested Minnie.

Just so, responded the captain, and everybody knows that he was an old man. But no, Im not goin to marry; Im only goin to give up my house, sell off the furniture, and come and live with you.

Live with me! ejaculated Mrs Brand.

Ay, an why not? Whats the use o goin to the expense of two houses when onell do, an when were both raither scrimp o the ready? Youll just let me have the parlour. It never was a comfrable room to sit in, so it dont matter much your givin it up; its a good enough sleepin and smokin cabin, an well all live together in the kitchen. Ill throw the whole of my treemendous income into the general purse, always exceptin a few odd coppers, which Ill retain to keep me a-goin in baccy. Well sail under the same flag, an sit round the same fire, an sup at the same table, and sleep in the same  no, not exactly that, but under the same roof-tree, whichll be a more hoconomical way o doin business, you know; an so, old girl, as the song says  

Come an let us be happy together,

For where theres a will theres a way,

An we wont care a rap for the weather

So long as theres nothin to pay.

Would it not be better to say, so long as theres something to pay? suggested Minnie.

No, lass, it wouldnt, retorted the captain. Youre too fond of improvin things. Im a stanch old Tory, I am. Ill stick to the old flag till alls blue. None o your changes or improvements for me.

This was a rather bold statement for a man to make who improved upon almost every line he ever quoted; but the reader is no doubt acquainted with parallel instances of inconsistency in good men even in the present day.

Now, sister, continued Captain Ogilvy, what dye think of my plan?

I like it well, brother, replied Mrs Brand with a gentle smile. Will you come soon?

To-morrow, about eight bells, answered the captain promptly.

This was all that was said on the subject. The thing was, as the captain said, settled off-hand, and accordingly next morning he conveyed such of his worldly goods as he meant to retain possession of to his sisters cottage the new ship, as he styled it. He carried his traps on his own broad shoulders, and the conveyance of them cost him three distinct trips.

They consisted of a huge sea-chest, an old telescope more than a yard long, and cased in leather; a quadrant, a hammock, with the bedding rolled up in it, a tobacco-box, the enormous old Family Bible in which the names of his father, mother, brothers, and sisters were recorded; and a brown teapot with half a lid. This latter had belonged to the captains mother, and, being fond of it, as it reminded him of the old ooman, he was wont to mix his grog in it, and drink the same out of a teacup, the handle of which was gone, and the saucer of which was among the things of the past.

Notwithstanding his avowed adherence to Tory principles, Captain Ogilvy proceeded to make manifold radical changes and surprising improvements in the little parlour, insomuch that when he had completed the task, and led his sister carefully (for she was very feeble) to look at what he had done, she became quite incapable of expressing herself in ordinary language; positively refused to believe her eyes, and never again entered that room, but always spoke of what she had seen as a curious dream!

No one was ever able to discover whether there was not a slight tinge of underlying jocularity in this remark of Mrs Brand, for she was a strange and incomprehensible mixture of shrewdness and innocence; but no one took much trouble to find out, for she was so lovable that people accepted her just as she was, contented to let any small amount of mystery that seemed to be in her to remain unquestioned.

The parlour was one of those well-known rooms which are occasionally met with in country cottages, the inmates of which are not wealthy. It was reserved exclusively for the purpose of receiving visitors. The furniture, though old, threadbare, and dilapidated, was kept scrupulously clean, and arranged symmetrically. There were a few books on the table, which were always placed with mathematical exactitude, and a set of chairs, so placed as to give one mysteriously the impression that they were not meant to be sat upon. There was also a grate, which never had a fire in it, and was never without a paper ornament in it, the pink and white aspect of which caused one involuntarily to shudder.

But the great point, which was meant to afford the highest gratification to the beholder, was the chimney-piece. This spot was crowded to excess in every square inch of its area with ornaments, chiefly of earthenware, miscalled china, and shells. There were great white shells with pink interiors, and small brown shells with spotted backs. Then there were china cups and saucers, and china shepherds and shepherdesses, represented in the act of contemplating the heavens serenely, with their arms round each others waists. There were also china dogs and cats, and a huge china cockatoo as a centre-piece; but there was not a single spot the size of a sixpence on which the captain could place his pipe or his tobacco-box!

Well get these things cleared away, said Minnie, with a laugh, on observing the perplexed look with which the captain surveyed the chimney-piece, while the changes above referred to were being made in the parlour; we have no place ready to receive them just now, but Ill have them all put away to-morrow.

Thankee, lass, said the captain, as he set down the sea-chest and seated himself thereon; theyre pretty enough to look at, dye see, but theyre raither in the way just now, as my second mate once said of the rocks when we were cruising off the coast of Norway in search of a pilot.

The ornaments were, however, removed sooner than anyone had anticipated. The next trip that the captain made was for his hammock (he always slept in one), which was a long unwieldy bundle, like a gigantic bolster. He carried it into the parlour on his shoulder, and Minnie followed him.

Where shall I sling it, lass?

Here, perhaps, said Minnie.

The captain wheeled round as she spoke, and the end of the hammock swept the mantelpiece of all its ornaments, as completely as if the besom of destruction had passed over it.

Shiver my timbers! gasped the captain, awestruck by the hideous crash that followed.

Youve shivered the ornaments at any rate, said Minnie, half-laughing and half-crying.

So I have, but no matter. Never say die so longs there a shot in the locker. Theres as good fish in the sea as ever come out of it; so bear a hand, my girl, and help me to sling up the hammock.

The hammock was slung, the pipe of peace was smoked, and thus Captain Ogilvy was fairly installed in his sisters cottage.

It may, perhaps, be necessary to remind the reader that all this is a long digression; that the events just narrated occurred a few days before the return of Ruby, and that they have been recorded here in order to explain clearly the reason of the captains appearance at the supper table of his sister, and the position which he occupied in the family.

When Ruby reached the gate of the small garden, Minnie had gone to the captains room to see that it was properly prepared for his reception, and the captain himself was smoking his pipe close to the chimney, so that the smoke should ascend it.

The first glance through the window assured the youth that his mother was, as letters had represented her, much better in health than she used to be. She looked so quiet and peaceful, and so fragile withal, that Ruby did not dare to surprise her by a sudden entrance, as he had originally intended, so he tapped gently at the window, and drew back.

The captain laid down his pipe and went to the door.

What, Ruby! he exclaimed, in a hoarse whisper.

Hush, uncle! How is Minnie; where is she?

I think, lad, replied the captain in a tone of reproof, that you might have enquired for your mother first.

No need, said Ruby, pointing to the window; I see that she is there and well, thanks be to God for that:  but Minnie?

Shes well, too, boy, and in the house. But come, get inside. Ill explain, after.

This promise to explain was given in consequence of the great anxiety he, the captain, displayed to drag Ruby into the cottage.

The youth did not require much pressing, however. He no sooner heard that Minnie was well, than he sprang in, and was quickly at his mothers feet. Almost as quickly a fair vision appeared in the doorway of the inner room, and was clasped in the young sailors arms with the most thorough disregard of appearances, not to mention propriety.

While this scene was enacting, the worthy captain was engaged in active proceedings, which at once amused and astonished his nephew, and the nature and cause of which shall be revealed in the next chapter.




Chapter Seven.

Ruby in Difficulties.

Having thrust his nephew into the cottage, Captain Ogilvys first proceeding was to close the outer shutter of the window and fasten it securely on the inside. Then he locked, bolted, barred, and chained the outer door, after which he shut the kitchen door, and, in default of any other mode of securing it, placed against it a heavy table as a barricade.

Having thus secured the premises in front, he proceeded to fortify the rear, and, when this was accomplished to his satisfaction, he returned to the kitchen, sat down opposite the widow, and wiped his shining pate.

Why, uncle, are we going to stand out a siege that you take so much pains to lock up?

Ruby sat down on the floor at his mothers feet as he spoke, and Minnie sat down on a low stool beside him.

Maybe we are, lad, replied the captain; anyhow, its always well to be ready  

Ready, boys, ready,

Well fight and well conquer again and again.

Come uncle, explain yourself.

Explain myself, nephy? I can neither explain myself nor anybody else. Dye know, Ruby, that youre a burglar?

Am I, uncle? Well, I confess that thats news.

Ay, but its true though, at least the law in Arbroath says so, and if it catches you, itll hang you as sure as a gun.

Here Captain Ogilvy explained to his nephew the nature of the crime that was committed on the night of his departure, the evidence of his guilt in the finding part of the plate in the garden, coupled with his sudden disappearance, and wound up by saying that he regarded him, Ruby, as being in a reglar fix.

But surely, said Ruby, whose face became gradually graver as the case was unfolded to him, surely it must be easy to prove to the satisfaction of everyone that I had nothing whatever to do with this affair?

Easy to prove it! said the captain in an excited tone; wasnt you seen, just about the hour of the robbery, going stealthily down the street, by Big Swankie and Davy Spink, both of whom will swear to it.

Yes, but you were with me, uncle.

So I was, and hard enough work I had to convince them that I had nothin to do with it myself, but they saw that I couldnt jump a stone wall eight foot high to save my life, much less break into a house, and they got no further evidence to convict me, so they let me off; but itll go hard with you, nephy, for Major Stewart described the men, and one o them was a big strong feller, the description bein as like you as two peas, only their faces was blackened, and the lantern threw the light all one way, so he didnt see them well. Then, the things found in our garden,  and the villains will haul me up as a witness against you, for, didnt I find them myself?

Very perplexing; what shall I do? said Ruby.

Clear out, cried the captain emphatically.

What! fly like a real criminal, just as I have returned home? Never. What say you, Minnie?

Stand your trial, Ruby. They cannot  they dare not  condemn the innocent.

And you, mother?

Im sure I dont know what to say, replied Mrs Brand, with a look of deep anxiety, as she passed her fingers through her sons hair, and kissed his brow. I have seen the innocent condemned and the guilty go free more than once in my life.

Nevertheless, mother, I will give myself up, and take my chance. To fly would be to give them reason to believe me guilty.

Give yourself up! exclaimed the captain, youll do nothing of the sort. Come, lad, remember Im an old man, and an uncle. Ive got a plan in my head, which I think will keep you out of harms way for a time. You see my old chronometer is but a poor one,  the worse of the wear, like its master,  and Ive never been able to make out the exact time that we went aboard the Termagant the night you went away. Now, can you tell me what oclock it was?

I can.

Xactly?

Yes, exactly, for it happened that I was a little later than I promised, and the skipper pointed to his watch, as I came up the side, and jocularly shook his head at me. It was exactly eleven p.m.

Sure and sartin o that? enquired the captain, earnestly.

Quite, and his watch must have been right, for the town-clock rung the hour at the same time.

Is that skipper alive?

Yes.

Would he swear to that?

I think he would.

Dye know where he is?

I do. Hes on a voyage to the West Indies, and wont be home for two months, I believe.

Humph! said the captain, with a disappointed look. However, it cant be helped; but I see my way now to get you out o this fix. You know, I suppose, that theyre buildin a lighthouse on the Bell Rock just now; well, the workmen go off to it for a month at a time, I believe, if not longer, and dont come ashore, and its such a dangerous place, and troublesome to get to, that nobody almost ever goes out to it from this place, except those who have to do with it. Now, lad, youll go down to the workyard the first thing in the mornin, before daylight, and engage to go off to work at the Bell Rock. Youll keep all snug and quiet, and nobodyll be a bit the wiser. Youll be earnin good wages, and in the meantime Ill set about gettin things in trim to put you all square.

But I see many difficulties ahead, objected Ruby.

Of course ye do, retorted the captain. Did ye ever hear or see anything on this earth that hadnt rocks ahead o some sort? Its our business to steer past em, lad, not to bout ship and steer away. But state yer difficulties.

Well, in the first place, Im not a stonemason or a carpenter, and I suppose masons and carpenters are the men most wanted there.

Not at all, blacksmiths are wanted there, said the captain, and I know that you were trained to that work as a boy.

True, I can do somewhat with the hammer, but mayhap they wont engage me.

But they will engage you, lad, for they are hard up for an assistant blacksmith just now, and I happen to be hand-and-glove with some o the chief men of the yard, wholl be happy to take anyone recommended by me.

Well, uncle, but suppose I do go off to the rock, what chance have you of making things appear better than they are at present?

Ill explain that, lad. In the first place, Major Stewart is a gentleman, out-and-out, and will listen to the truth. He swears that the robbery took place at one oclock in the mornin, for he looked at his watch and at the clock of the house, and heard it ring in the town, just as the thieves cleared off over the wall. Now, if I can get your old skipper to take a run here on his return from the West Indies, hell swear that you was sailin out to the North Sea before twelve, and thatll prove that you couldnt have had nothin to do with it, dye see?

It sounds well, said Ruby dubiously, but do you think the lawyers will see things in the light you do?

Hang the lawyers! dye think they will shut their eyes to the truth?

Perhaps they may, in which case they will hang me, and so prevent my taking your advice to hang them, said Ruby.

Well, well, but you agree to my plan? asked the captain.

Shall I agree, Minnie? it will separate me from you again for some time.

Yet it is necessary, answered Minnie, sadly; yes, I think you should agree to go.

Very well, then, thats settled, said Ruby, and now let us drop the subject, because I have other things to speak of; and if I must start before daylight my time with you will be short

Come here a bit, nephy, I want to have a private word with ee in my cabin, said the captain, interrupting him, and going into his own room. Ruby rose and followed.

You havent any

The captain stopped, stroked his bald head, and looked perplexed.

Well, uncle?

Well, nephy, you havent  in short, have ye got any money about you, lad?

Money? yes, a little; but why do you ask?

Well, the fact is, that your poor mother is hard up just now, said the captain earnestly, an Ive given her the last penny I have o my own; but shes quite

Ruby interrupted his uncle at this point with a boisterous laugh. At the same time he flung open the door and dragged the old man with gentle violence back to the kitchen.

Come here, uncle.

But, avast! nephy, I havent told ye all yet.

Oh! dont bother me with such trifles just now, cried Ruby, thrusting his uncle into a chair and resuming his own seat at his mothers side; well speak of that at some other time; meanwhile let me talk to mother.

Minnie, dear, he continued, who keeps the cash here; you or mother?

Well, we keep it between us, said Minnie, smiling; your mother keeps it in her drawer and gives me the key when I want any, and I keep an account of it.

Ah! well, mother, I have a favour to ask of you before I go.

Well, Ruby?

It is that you will take care of my cash for me. I have got a goodish lot of it, and find it rather heavy to carry in my pockets  so, hold your apron steady and Ill give it to you.

Saying this he began to empty handful after handful of coppers into the old womans apron; then, remarking that that was all the browns, he began to place handful after handful of shillings and sixpences on the top of the pile until the copper was hid by silver.

The old lady, as usual when surprised, became speechless; the captain smiled and Minnie laughed, but when Ruby put his hand into another pocket and began to draw forth golden sovereigns, and pour them into his mothers lap, the captain became supremely amazed, the old woman laughed, and,  so strangely contradictory and unaccountable is human nature,  Minnie began to cry.

Poor girl! the tax upon her strength had been heavier than anyone knew, heavier than she could bear, and the sorrow of knowing, as she had come to know, that it was all in vain, and that her utmost efforts had failed to keep the wolf from the door, had almost broken her down. Little wonder, then, that the sight of sudden and ample relief upset her altogether.

But her tears, being tears of joy, were soon and easily dried  all the more easily that it was Ruby who undertook to dry them.

Mrs Brand sat up late that night, for there was much to tell and much to hear. After she had retired to rest the other three continued to hold converse together until grey dawn began to appear through the chinks in the window-shutters. Then the two men rose and went out, while Minnie laid her pretty little head on the pillow beside Mrs Brand, and sought, and found, repose.




Chapter Eight.

The Scene Changes  Ruby is Vulcanised.

As Captain Ogilvy had predicted, Ruby was at once engaged as an assistant blacksmith on the Bell Rock. In fact, they were only too glad to get such a powerful, active young fellow into their service; and he was shipped off with all speed in the sloop Smeaton, with a few others who were going to replace some men who had become ill and were obliged to leave.

A light westerly breeze was blowing when they cast off the moorings of the sloop.

Goodbye, Ruby, said the captain, as he was about to step on the pier. Remember your promise, lad, to keep quiet, and dont try to get ashore, or to hold communication with anyone till you hear from me.

All right, uncle, I wont forget, and Ill make my mind easy, for I know that my case is left in good hands.

Three hours elapsed ere the Smeaton drew near to the Bell Rock. During this time, Ruby kept aloof from his fellow-workmen, feeling disposed to indulge the sad thoughts which filled his mind. He sat down on the bulwarks, close to the main shrouds, and gazed back at the town as it became gradually less and less visible in the faint light of morning. Then he began to ponder his unfortunate circumstances, and tried to imagine how his uncle would set about clearing up his character and establishing his innocence; but, do what he would, Ruby could not keep his mind fixed for any length of time on any subject or line of thought, because of a vision of sweetness which it is useless to attempt to describe, and which was always accompanied by, and surrounded with, a golden halo.

At last the youth gave up the attempt to fix his thoughts, and allowed them to wander as they chose, seeing that they were resolved to do so whether he would or no. The moment these thoughts had the reins flung on their necks, and were allowed to go where they pleased, they refused, owing to some unaccountable species of perversity, to wander at all, but at once settled themselves comfortably down beside the vision with golden hair, and remained there.

This agreeable state of things was rudely broken in upon by the hoarse voice of the mate shouting  

Stand by to let go the anchor.

Then Ruby sprang on the deck and shook himself like a great mastiff, and resolved to devote himself, heart and soul, from that moment, to the work in which he was about to engage.

The scene that presented itself to our hero when he woke up from his dreams would have interested and excited a much less enthusiastic temperament than his.

The breeze had died away altogether, just as if, having wafted the Smeaton to her anchorage, there were no further occasion for its services. The sea was therefore quite calm, and as there had only been light westerly winds for some time past, there was little or none of the swell that usually undulates the sea. One result of this was, that, being high water when the Smeaton arrived, there was no sign whatever of the presence of the famous Bell Rock. It lay sleeping nearly two fathoms below the sea, like a grim giant in repose, and not a ripple was there to tell of the presence of the mariners enemy.

The sun was rising, and its slanting beams fell on the hulls of the vessels engaged in the service, which lay at anchor at a short distance from each other. These vessels, as we have said, were four in number, including the Smeaton. The others were the Sir Joseph Banks, a small schooner-rigged vessel; the Patriot, a little sloop; and the Pharos lightship, a large clumsy-looking Dutch-built ship, fitted with three masts, at the top of which were the lanterns. It was intended that this vessel should do duty as a lightship until the lighthouse should be completed.

Besides these there were two large boats, used for landing stones and building materials on the rock.

These vessels lay floating almost motionless on the calm sea, and at first there was scarcely any noise aboard of them to indicate that they were tenanted by human beings, but when the sound of the Smeatons cable was heard there was a bustle aboard of each, and soon faces were seen looking inquisitively over the sides of the ships.

The Smeatons boat was lowered after the anchor was let go, and the new hands were transferred to the Pharos, which was destined to be their home for some time to come.

Just as they reached her the bell rang for breakfast, and when Ruby stepped upon the deck he found himself involved in all the bustle that ensues when men break off from work and make preparation for the morning meal.

There were upwards of thirty artificers on board the lightship at this time. Some of these, as they hurried to and fro, gave the new arrivals a hearty greeting, and asked, What news from the shore? Others were apparently too much taken up with their own affairs to take notice of them.

While Ruby was observing the busy scene with absorbing interest, and utterly forgetful of the fact that he was in any way connected with it, an elderly gentleman, whose kind countenance and hearty manner gave indication of a genial spirit within, came up and accosted him:

You are our assistant blacksmith, I believe?

Yes, sir, I am, replied Ruby, doffing his cap, as if he felt instinctively that he was in the presence of someone of note.

You have had considerable practice, I suppose, in your trade?

A good deal, sir, but not much latterly, for I have been at sea for some time.

At sea? Well, that wont be against you here, returned the gentleman, with a meaning smile. It would be well if some of my men were a little more accustomed to the sea, for they suffer much from sea-sickness. You can go below, my man, and get breakfast. Youll find your future messmate busy at his, I doubt not. Here, steward, (turning to one of the men who chanced to pass at the moment,) take Ruby Brand  that is your name, I think?

It is, sir.

Take Brand below, and introduce him to James Dove as his assistant.

The steward escorted Ruby down the ladder that conducted to those dark and littered depths of the ships hull that were assigned to the artificers as their place of abode. But amidst a good deal of unavoidable confusion, Rubys practised eye discerned order and arrangement everywhere.

This is your messmate, Jamie Dove, said the steward, pointing to a massive dark man, whose outward appearance was in keeping with his position as the Vulcan of such an undertaking as he was then engaged in. Youll find him not a bad feller if you only dont cross him. He added, with a wink, His only fault is that hes given to spoilin good victuals, being raither floored by sea-sickness if it comes on to blow ever so little.

Hold your clapper, lad, said the smith, who was at the moment busily engaged with a mess of salt pork, and potatoes to match. Whos your friend?

No friend of mine, though I hope hell be one soon, answered the steward. Mr Stevenson told me to introduce him to you as your assistant.

The smith looked up quickly, and scanned our hero with some interest; then, extending his great hard hand across the table, he said, Welcome, messmate; sit down, Ive only just begun.

Ruby grasped the hand with his own, which, if not so large, was quite as powerful, and shook the smiths right arm in a way that called forth from that rough-looking individual a smile of approbation.

Youve not had breakfast, lad?

No, not yet, said Ruby, sitting down opposite his comrade.

An the smell here dont upset your stummick, I hope?

The smith said this rather anxiously.

Not in the least, said Ruby with a laugh, and beginning to eat in a way that proved the truth of his words; for the matter o that, theres little smell and no motion just now.

Well, there isnt much, replied the smith, but, woes me! youll get enough of it before long. All the new landsmen like you suffer horribly from sea-sickness when they first come off.

But Im not a landsman, said Ruby.

Not a landsman! echoed the other. Youre a blacksmith, arent you?

Ay, but not a landsman. I learned the trade as a boy and lad; but Ive been at sea for some time past.

Then you wont get sick when it blows?

Certainly not; will you?

The smith groaned and shook his head, by which answer he evidently meant to assure his friend that he would, most emphatically.

But come, its of no use groanin over what cant be helped. I get as sick as a dog every time the wind rises, and the worst of it is I dont never seem to improve. Howsever, Im all right when I get on the rock, and thats the main thing.

Ruby and his friend now entered upon a long and earnest conversation as to their peculiar duties at the Bell Rock, with which we will not trouble the reader.

After breakfast they went on deck, and here Ruby had sufficient to occupy his attention and to amuse him for some hours.

As the tide that day did not fall low enough to admit of landing on the rock till noon, the men were allowed to spend the time as they pleased. Some therefore took to fishing, others to reading, while a few employed themselves in drying their clothes, which had got wet the previous day, and one or two entertained themselves and their comrades with the music of the violin and flute. All were busy with one thing or another, until the rock began to show its black crest above the smooth sea. Then a bell was rung to summon the artificers to land.

This being the signal for Ruby to commence work, he joined his friend Dove, and assisted him to lower the bellows of the forge into the boat. The men were soon in their places, with their various tools, and the boats pushed off  Mr Stevenson, the engineer of the building, steering one boat, and the master of the Pharos, who was also appointed to the post of landing-master, steering the other.

They landed with ease on this occasion on the western side of the rock, and then each man addressed himself to his special duty with energy. The time during which they could work being short, they had to make the most of it.

Now, lad, said the smith, bring along the bellows and follow me. Mind yer footin, for its slippery walkin on them tangle-covered rocks. Ive seen some ugly falls here already.

Have any bones been broken yet? enquired Ruby, as he shouldered the large pair of bellows, and followed the smith cautiously over the rocks.

Not yet; but theres been an awful lot o pipes smashed. If it goes on as it has been, well have to take to metal ones. Here we are, Ruby, this is the forge, and Ill be bound you never worked at such a queer one before. Hallo! Bremner! he shouted to one of the men.

Thats me, answered Bremner.

Bring your irons as soon as you like! Im about ready for you.

Ay, ay, here they are, said the man, advancing with an armful of picks, chisels, and other tools, which required sharpening.

He slipped and fell as he spoke, sending all the tools into the bottom of a pool of water; but, being used to such mishaps, he arose, joined in the laugh raised against him, and soon fished up the tools.

Whats wrong! asked Ruby, pausing in the work of fixing the bellows, on observing that the smiths face grew pale, and his general expression became one of horror. Not sea-sick, I hope?

Sea-sick, gasped the smith, slapping all his pockets hurriedly, its worse than that; Ive forgot the matches!

Ruby looked perplexed, but had no consolation to offer.

Thats like you, cried Bremner, who, being one of the principal masons, had to attend chiefly to the digging out of the foundation-pit of the building, and knew that his tools could not be sharpened unless the forge fire could be lighted.

Suppose you hammer a nail red-hot, suggested one of the men, who was disposed to make game of the smith.

Ill hammer your nose red-hot, replied Dove, with a most undovelike scowl, I could swear that I put them matches in my pocket before I started.

No, you didnt, said George Forsyth, one of the carpenters  a tall loose-jointed man, who was chiefly noted for his dislike to getting into and out of boats, and climbing up the sides of ships, because of his lengthy and unwieldy figure No, you didnt, you turtle-dove, you forgot to take them; but I remembered to do it for you; so there, get up your fire, and confess yourself indebted to me for life.

Im indebted to ee for fire, said the smith, grasping the matches eagerly. Thankee, lad, youre a true Briton.

A tall un, rather, suggested Bremner.

Wot never, never, never will be a slave, sang another of the men.

Come, laddies, git up the fire. Time an tide waits for naebody, said John Watt, one of the quarriers. Well want thae tools before lang.

The men were proceeding with their work actively while those remarks were passing, and ere long the smoke of the forge fire arose in the still air, and the clang of the anvil was added to the other noises with which the busy spot resounded.

The foundation of the Bell Rock Lighthouse had been carefully selected by Mr Stevenson; the exact spot being chosen not only with a view to elevation, but to the serrated ridges of rock, that might afford some protection to the building, by breaking the force of the easterly seas before they should reach it; but as the space available for the purpose of building was scarcely fifty yards in diameter, there was not much choice in the matter.

The foundation-pit was forty-two feet in diameter, and sunk five feet into the solid rock. At the time when Ruby landed, it was being hewn out by a large party of the men. Others were boring holes in the rock near to it, for the purpose of fixing the great beams of a beacon, while others were cutting away the seaweed from the rock, and making preparations for the laying down of temporary rails to facilitate the conveying of the heavy stones from the boats to their ultimate destination. All were busy as bees. Each man appeared to work as if for a wager, or to find out how much he could do within a given space of time.

To the men on the rock itself the aspect of the spot was sufficiently striking and peculiar, but to those who viewed it from a boat at a short distance off it was singularly interesting, for the whole scene of operations appeared like a small black spot, scarcely above the level of the waves, on which a crowd of living creatures were moving about with great and incessant activity, while all around and beyond lay the mighty sea, sleeping in the grand tranquillity of a calm summer day, with nothing to bound it but the blue sky, save to the northward, where the distant cliffs of Forfar rested like a faint cloud on the horizon.

The sounds, too, which on the rock itself were harsh and loud and varied, came over the water to the distant observer in a united tone, which sounded almost as sweet as soft music.

The smiths forge stood on a ledge of rock close to the foundation-pit, a little to the north of it. Here Vulcan Dove had fixed a strong iron framework, which formed the hearth. The four legs which supported it were let into holes bored from six to twelve inches into the rock, according to the inequalities of the site. These were wedged first with wood and then with iron, for as this part of the forge and the anvil was doomed to be drowned every tide, or twice every day, besides being exposed to the fury of all the storms that might chance to blow, it behoved them to fix things down with unusual firmness.

The block of timber for supporting the anvil was fixed in the same manner, but the anvil itself was left to depend on its own weight and the small stud fitted into the bottom of it.

The bellows, however, were too delicate to be left exposed to such forces as the stormy winds and waves, they were therefore shipped and unshipped every tide, and conveyed to and from the rock in the boats with the men.

Dove and Ruby wrought together like heroes. They were both so powerful that the heavy implements they wielded seemed to possess no weight when in their strong hands, and their bodies were so lithe and active as to give the impression of men rejoicing, revelling, in the enjoyment of their work.

Thats your sort; hit him hard, hes got no friends, said Dove, turning a mass of red-hot metal from side to side, while Ruby pounded it with a mighty hammer, as if it were a piece of putty.

Fire and steel for ever, observed Ruby, as he made the sparks fly right and left. Hallo! the tides rising.

Ho! so it is, cried the smith, finishing off the piece of work with a small hammer, while Ruby rested on the one he had used and wiped the perspiration from his brow. It always serves me in this way, lad, continued the smith, without pausing for a moment in his work. Blow away, Ruby, the sea is my greatest enemy. Every day, amost, it washes me away from my work. In calm weather, it creeps up my legs, and the legs o the forge too, till it gradually puts out the fire, and in rough weather it sends up a wave sometimes that sweeps the whole concern black out at one shot.

It will creep you out to-day, evidently, said Ruby, as the water began to come about his toes.

Never mind, lad, well have time to finish them picks this tide, if we work fast.

Thus they toiled and moiled, with their heads and shoulders in smoke and fire, and their feet in water.

Gradually the tide rose.

Pump away, Ruby! Keep the pot bilin, my boy, said the smith.

The wind blowin, you mean. I say, Dove, do the other men like the work here?

Like it, ay, they like it well. At fist we were somewhat afraid o the landin in rough weather, but weve got used to that now. The only bad thing about it is in the rolling o that horrible Pharos. Shes so bad in a gale that I sometimes think shell roll right over like a cask. Most of us get sick then, but I dont think any of em are as bad as me. They seem to be gettin used to that too. I wish I could. Another blow, Ruby.

Times up, shouted one of the men.

Hold on just for a minute or two, pleaded the smith, who, with his assistant, was by this time standing nearly knee-deep in water.

The sea had filled the pit some time before, and driven the men out of it. These busied themselves in collecting the tools and seeing that nothing was left lying about, while the men who were engaged on those parts of the rocks that were a few inches higher, continued their labours until the water crept up to them. Then they collected their tools, and went to the boats, which lay awaiting them at the western landing-place.

Now, Dove, cried the landing-master, come along; the crabs will be attacking your toes if you dont.

Its a shame to gie Ruby the chance o a sair throat the very first day, cried John Watt.

Just half a minute more, said the smith, examining a pickaxe, which he was getting up to that delicate point of heat which is requisite to give it proper temper.

While he gazed earnestly into the glowing coals a gentle hissing sound was heard below the frame of the forge, then a gurgle, and the fire became suddenly dark and went out!

I knowed it! always the way! cried Dove, with a look of disappointment. Come, lad, up with the bellows now, and dont forget the tongs.

In a few minutes more the boats pushed off and returned to the Pharos, three and a half hours of good work having been accomplished before the tide drove them away.

Soon afterwards the sea overflowed the whole of the rock, and obliterated the scene of those busy operations as completely as though it had never been!




Chapter Nine.

Storms and Troubles.

A week of fine weather caused Ruby Brand to fall as deeply in love with the work at the Bell Rock as his comrades had done.

There was an amount of vigour and excitement about it, with a dash of romance, which quite harmonised with his character. At first he had imagined it would be monotonous and dull, but in experience he found it to be quite the reverse.

Although there was uniformity in the general character of the work, there was constant variety in many of the details; and the spot on which it was carried on was so circumscribed, and so utterly cut off from all the world, that the minds of those employed became concentrated on it in a way that aroused strong interest in every trifling object.

There was not a ledge or a point of rock that rose ever so little above the general level, that was not named after, and intimately associated with, some event or individual. Every mass of seaweed became a familiar object. The various little pools and inlets, many of them not larger than a dining-room table, received high-sounding and dignified names  such as Port Stevenson, Port Erskine, Taylors Track, Neills Pool, etcetera. Of course the fish that frequented the pools, and the shell-fish that covered the rock, became subjects of much attention, and, in some cases, of earnest study.

Robinson Crusoe himself did not pry into the secrets of his island-home with half the amount of assiduity that was displayed at this time by many of the men who built the Bell Rock Lighthouse. The very fact that their time was limited acted as a spur, so that on landing each tide they rushed hastily to the work, and the amateur studies in natural history to which we have referred were prosecuted hurriedly during brief intervals of rest. Afterwards, when the beacon house was erected, and the men dwelt upon the rock, these studies (if we may not call them amusements) were continued more leisurely, but with unabated ardour, and furnished no small amount of comparatively thrilling incident at times.

One fine morning, just after the men had landed, and before they had commenced work, Long Forsyth, as his comrades styled him, went to a pool to gather a little dulse, of which there was a great deal on the rock, and which was found to be exceedingly grateful to the palates of those who were afflicted with sea-sickness.

He stooped over the pool to pluck a morsel, but paused on observing a beautiful fish, about a foot long, swimming in the clear water, as quietly as if it knew the man to be a friend, and were not in the least degree afraid of him.

Forsyth was an excitable man, and also studious in his character. He at once became agitated and desirous of possessing that fish, for it was extremely brilliant and variegated in colour. He looked round for something to throw at it, but there was nothing within reach. He sighed for a hook and line, but as sighs never yet produced hooks or lines he did not get one.

Just then the fish swam slowly to the side of the pool on which the man kneeled, as if it actually desired more intimate acquaintance. Forsyth lay flat down and reached out his hand toward it; but it appeared to think this rather too familiar, for it swam slowly beyond his reach, and the man drew back. Again it came to the side, much nearer. Once more Forsyth lay down, reaching over the pool as far as he could, and insinuating his hand into the water. But the fish moved off a little.

Thus they coquetted with each other for some time, until the mans comrades began to observe that he was after something.

Wots he a-doin of? said one.

Reachin over the pool, I think, replied another.

Ye dont mean hes sick? cried a third.

The smile with which this was received was changed into a roar of laughter as poor Forsyths long legs were seen to tip up into the air, and the whole man to disappear beneath the water. He had overbalanced himself in his frantic efforts to reach the fish, and was now making its acquaintance in its native element!

The pool, although small in extent, was so deep that Forsyth, long though he was, did not find bottom. Moreover, he could not swim, so that when he reached the surface he came up with his hands first and his ten fingers spread out helplessly; next appeared his shaggy head, with the eyes wide open, and the mouth tight shut. The moment the latter was uncovered, however, he uttered a tremendous yell, which was choked in the bud with a gurgle as he sank again.

The men rushed to the rescue at once, and the next time Forsyth rose he was seized by the hair of the head and dragged out of the pool.

It has not been recorded what became of the fish that caused such an alarming accident, but we may reasonably conclude that it sought refuge in the ocean cavelets at the bottom of that miniature sea, for Long Forsyth was so very large, and created such a terrible disturbance therein, that no fish exposed to the full violence of the storm could have survived it!

Wot a hobject! exclaimed Joe Dumsby, a short, thickset, little Englishman, who, having been born and partly bred in London, was rather addicted to what is styled chaffing. Was you arter a mermaid, shipmate?

Av coorse he was, observed Ned OConnor, an Irishman, who was afflicted with the belief that he was rather a witty fellow, av coorse he was, an a merry-maid she must have bin to see a human spider like him kickin up such a dust in the say.

Hes like a drooned rotten, observed John Watt; tak aff yer claes, man, an wring them dry.

Let the poor fellow be, and get along with you, cried Peter Logan, the foreman of the works, who came up at that moment.

With a few parting remarks and cautions, such as, Youd better bring a dry suit to the rock next time, lad, Take care the crabs dont make off with you, boy, and dont be gettin too fond o the girls in the sea, etcetera, the men scattered themselves over the rock and began their work in earnest, while Forsyth, who took the chaffing in good part, stripped himself and wrung the water out of his garments.

Episodes of this kind were not unfrequent, and they usually furnished food for conversation at the time, and for frequent allusion afterwards.

But it was not all sunshine and play, by any means.

Not long after Ruby joined, the fine weather broke up, and a succession of stiff breezes, with occasional storms, more or lees violent, set in. Landing on the rock became a matter of extreme difficulty, and the short period of work was often curtailed to little more than an hour each tide.

The rolling of the Pharos lightship, too, became so great that sea-sickness prevailed to a large extent among the landsmen. One good arose out of this evil, however. Landing on the Bell Rock invariably cured the sickness for a time, and the sea-sick men had such an intense longing to eat of the dulse that grew there, that they were always ready and anxious to get into the boats when there was the slightest possibility of landing.

Getting into the boats, by the way, in a heavy sea, when the lightship was rolling violently, was no easy matter. When the fine weather first broke up, it happened about midnight, and the change commenced with a stiff breeze from the eastward. The sea rose at once, and, long before daybreak, the Pharos was rolling heavily in the swell, and straining violently at the strong cable which held her to her moorings.

About dawn Mr Stevenson came on deck. He could not sleep, because he felt that on his shoulders rested not only the responsibility of carrying this gigantic work to a satisfactory conclusion, but also, to a large extent, the responsibility of watching over and guarding the lives of the people employed in the service.

Shall we be able to land to-day, Mr Wilson? he said, accosting the master of the Pharos, who has been already introduced as the landing-master.

I think so; the barometer has not fallen much; and even although the wind should increase a little, we can effect a landing by the Fair Way, at Hopes Wharf.

Very well, I leave it entirely in your hands; you understand the weather better than I do, but remember that I do not wish my men to run unnecessary or foolish risk.

It may be as well to mention here that a small but exceedingly strong tramway of iron-grating had been fixed to the Bell Rock at an elevation varying from two to four feet above it, and encircling the site of the building. This tramway or railroad was narrow, not quite three feet in width; and small trucks were fitted to it, so that the heavy stones of the building might be easily run to the exact spot they were to occupy. From this circular rail several branch lines extended to the different creeks where the boats deposited the stones. These lines, although only a few yards in length, were dignified with names  as, Kennedys Reach, Logans Reach, Watts Reach, and Slights Reach. The ends of them, where they dipped into the sea, were named Hopes Wharf, Duffs Wharf, Raes Wharf, etcetera; and these wharves had been fixed on different sides of the rock, so that, whatever wind should blow, there would always be one of them on the lee-side available for the carrying on of the work.

Hopes Wharf was connected with Port Erskine, a pool about twenty yards long by three or four wide, and communicated with the side of the lighthouse by Watts Reach, a distance of about thirty yards.

About eight oclock that morning the bell rang for breakfast. Such of the men as were not already up began to get out of their berths and hammocks.

To Ruby the scene that followed was very amusing. Hitherto all had been calm and sunshine. The work, although severe while they were engaged, had been of short duration, and the greater part of each day had been afterwards spent in light work, or in amusement. The summons to meals had always been a joyful one, and the appetites of the men were keenly set.

Now, all this was changed. The ruddy faces of the men were become green, blue, yellow, and purple, according to temperament, but few were flesh-coloured or red. When the bell rang there was a universal groan below, and half a dozen ghostlike individuals raised themselves on their elbows and looked up with expressions of the deepest woe at the dim skylight. Most of them speedily fell back again, however, partly owing to a heavy lurch of the vessel, and partly owing to indescribable sensations within.

Blowin! groaned one, as if that single word comprehended the essence of all the miseries that seafaring man is heir to.

O dear! sighed another, why did I ever come here?

Och! murder, Im dyin, send for the praist an me mother! cried OConnor, as he fell flat down on his back and pressed both hands tightly over his mouth.

The poor blacksmith lost control over himself at this point and  found partial relief!

The act tended to relieve others. Most of the men were much too miserable to make any remark at all, a few of them had not heart even to groan; but five or six sat up on the edge of their beds, with a weak intention of turning out. They sat there swaying about with the motions of the ship in helpless indecision, until a tremendous roll sent them flying, with unexpected violence, against the starboard bulkheads.

Come, lads, cried Ruby, leaping out of his hammock, theres nothing like a vigorous jump to put sea-sickness to flight.

Humbug! ejaculated Bremner, who owned a little black dog, which lay at that time on the pillow gazing into his masters green face, with wondering sympathy.

Ah, Ruby, groaned the smith, its all very well for a sea-dog like you thats used to it, but

James Dove stopped short abruptly. It is not necessary to explain the cause of his abrupt silence. Suffice it to say that he did not thereafter attempt to finish that sentence.

Steward! roared Joe Dumsby.

Ay, ay, shipmate, whats up? cried the steward, who chanced to pass the door of the mens sleeping-place, with a large dish of boiled salt pork, at the moment.

Wots up? echoed Dumsby. Everythink that ever went into me since I was a hinfant must be up by this time. I say, is there any chance of gettin on the rock to-day?

O yes. I heard the capn say it would be quite easy, and they seem to be makin ready now, so if any of ee want breakfast youd better turn out.

This speech acted like a shock of electricity on the wretched men. In a moment every bed was empty, and the place was in a bustle of confusion as they hurriedly threw on their clothes.

Some of them even began to think of the possibility of venturing on a hard biscuit and a cup of tea, but a gust of wind sent the fumes of the salt pork into the cabin at the moment, and the mere idea of food filled them with unutterable loathing.

Presently the bell rang again. This was the signal for the men to muster, the boats being ready alongside. The whole crew at once rushed on deck, some of them thrusting biscuits into their pockets as they passed the stewards quarters. Not a man was absent on the roll being called. Even the smith crawled on deck, and had spirit enough left to advise Ruby not to forget the bellows; to which Ruby replied by recommending his comrade not to forget the matches.

Then the operation of embarking began.

The sea at the time was running pretty high, with little white flecks of foam tipping the crests of the deep blue waves. The eastern sky was dark and threatening. The black ridges of the Bell Rock were visible only at times in the midst of the sea of foam that surrounded them. Anyone ignorant of their nature would have deemed a landing absolutely impossible.

The Pharos, as we have said, was rolling violently from side to side, insomuch that those who were in the boats had the greatest difficulty in preventing them from being stove in; and getting into these boats had much the appearance of an exceedingly difficult and dangerous feat, which active and reckless men might undertake for a wager.

But custom reconciles one to almost anything. Most of the men had had sufficient experience by that time to embark with comparative ease. Nevertheless, there were a few whose physical conformation was such that they could do nothing neatly.

Poor Forsyth was one of these. Each man had to stand on the edge of the lightship, outside the bulwarks, holding on to a rope, ready to let go and drop into the boat when it rose up and met the vessels roll. In order to facilitate the operation a boat went to either side of the ship, so that two men were always in the act of watching for an opportunity to spring. The active men usually got in at the first or second attempt, but others missed frequently, and were of course chaffed by their more fortunate comrades.

The embarking of Long Forsyth was always a scene in rough weather, and many a narrow escape had he of a ducking. On the present occasion, being very sick, he was more awkward than usual.

Now, Longlegs, cried the men who held the boat on the starboard side, as Forsyth got over the side and stood ready to spring, lets see how good youll be to-day.

He was observed by Joe Dumsby, who had just succeeded in getting into the boat on the port side of the ship, and who always took a lively interest in his tall comrades proceedings.

Hallo! is that the spider? he cried, as the ship rolled towards him, and the said spider appeared towering high on the opposite bulwark, sharply depicted against the grey sky.

It was unfortunate for Joe that he chanced to be on the opposite side from his friend, for at each roll the vessel necessarily intervened and hid him for a few seconds from view.

Next roll, Forsyth did not dare to leap, although the gunwale of the boat came within a foot of him. He hesitated, the moment was lost, the boat sank into the hollow of the sea, and the man was swung high into the air, where he was again caught sight of by Dumsby.

What! are you there yet? he cried. You must be fond of a swing

Before he could say more the ship rolled over to the other side, and Forsyth was hid from view.

Now, lad, now! now! shouted the boats crew, as the unhappy man once more neared the gunwale.

Forsyth hesitated. Suddenly he became desperate and sprang, but the hesitation gave him a much higher fall than he would otherwise have had; it caused him also to leap wildly in a sprawling manner, so that he came down on the shoulders of his comrades all of a lump. Fortunately they were prepared for something of the sort, so that no damage was done.

When the boats were at last filled they pushed off and rowed towards the rock. On approaching it the men were cautioned to pull steadily by Mr Stevenson, who steered the leading boat.

It was a standing order in the landing department that every man should use his greatest exertions in giving to the boats sufficient velocity to preserve their steerage way in entering the respective creeks at the rock, that the contending seas might not overpower them at places where the free use of the oars could not be had on account of the surrounding rocks or the masses of seaweed with which the water was everywhere encumbered at low tide. This order had been thoroughly impressed upon the men, as carelessness or inattention to it might have proved fatal to all on board.

As the leading boat entered the fairway, its steersman saw that more than ordinary caution would be necessary; for the great green billows that thundered to windward of the rock came sweeping down on either side of it, and met on the lee-side, where they swept onward with considerable, though much abated force.

Mind your oars, lads; pull steady, said Mr Stevenson, as they began to get amongst the seaweed.

The caution was unnecessary as far as the old hands were concerned; but two of the men happened to be new hands, who had come off with Ruby, and did not fully appreciate the necessity of strict obedience. One of these, sitting at the bow-oar, looked over his shoulder, and saw a heavy sea rolling towards the boat, and inadvertently expressed some fear. The other man, on hearing this, glanced round, and in doing so missed a stroke of his oar. Such a preponderance was thus given to the rowers on the opposite side, that when the wave struck the boat, it caught her on the side instead of the bow, and hurled her upon a ledge of shelving rocks, where the water left her. Having been canted to seaward, the next billow completely filled her, and, of course, drenched the crew.

Instantly Ruby Brand and one or two of the most active men leaped out, and, putting forth all their strength, turned the boat round so as to meet the succeeding sea with its bow first. Then, after making considerable efforts, they pushed her off into deep water, and finally made the landing-place. The other boat could render no assistance; but, indeed, the whole thing was the work of a few minutes.

As the boats could not conveniently leave the rock till flood-tide, all hands set to work with unwonted energy in order to keep themselves warm, not, however, before they ate heartily of their favourite dulse  the blacksmith being conspicuous for the voracious manner in which he devoured it.

Soon the bellows were set up; the fire was kindled, and the ring of the anvil heard; but poor Dove and Ruby had little pleasure in their work that day; for the wind blew the smoke and sparks about their faces, and occasionally a higher wave than ordinary sent the spray flying round them, to the detriment of their fire. Nevertheless they plied the hammer and bellows unceasingly.

The other men went about their work with similar disregard of the fury of the elements and the wet condition of their garments.




Chapter Ten.

The Rising of the Tide  A Narrow Escape.

The portion of the work that Mr Stevenson was now most anxious to get advanced was the beacon.

The necessity of having an erection of this kind was very obvious, for, in the event of anything happening to the boats, there would be no refuge for the men to fly to; and the tide would probably sweep them all away before their danger could be known, or assistance sent from the attendant vessels. Every man felt that his personal safety might depend on the beacon during some period of the work. The energies of all, therefore, were turned to the preliminary arrangements for its erection.

As the beacon would require to withstand the utmost fury of the elements during all seasons of the year, it was necessary that it should be possessed of immense strength.

In order to do this, six cuttings were made in the rock for the reception of the ends of the six great beams of the beacon. Each beam was to be fixed to the solid rock by two strong and massive bats, or stanchions, of iron. These bats, for the fixing of the principal and diagonal beams and bracing-chains, required fifty-four holes, each measuring a foot and a half deep, and two inches wide. The operation of boring such holes into the solid rock, was not an easy or a quick one, but by admirable arrangements on the part of the engineer, and steady perseverance on the part of the men, they progressed faster than had been anticipated.

Three men were attached to each jumper, or boring chisel; one placed himself in a sitting posture, to guide the instrument, and give it a turn at each blow of the hammer; he also sponged and cleaned out the hole, and supplied it occasionally with a little water, while the other two, with hammers of sixteen pounds weight, struck the jumper alternately, generally bringing the hammer with a swing round the shoulder, after the manner of blacksmith work.

Ruby, we may remark in passing, occupied himself at this work as often as he could get away from his duties at the forge, being particularly fond of it, as it enabled him to get rid of some of his superabundant energy, and afforded him a suitable exercise for his gigantic strength. It also tended to relieve his feelings when he happened to think of Minnie being so near, and he so utterly and hopelessly cut off from all communication with her.

But to return to the bat-holes. The three men relieved each other in the operations of wielding the hammers and guiding the jumpers, so that the work never flagged for a moment, and it was found that when the tools were of a very good temper, these holes could be sunk at the rate of one inch per minute, including stoppages. But the tools were not always of good temper; and severely was poor Doves temper tried by the frequency of the scolds which he received from the men, some of whom were clumsy enough, Dove said, to spoil the best tempered tool in the world.

But the most tedious part of the operation did not lie in the boring of these holes. In order that they should be of the required shape, two holes had to be bored a few inches apart from each other, and the rock cut away from between them. It was this latter part of the work that took up most time.

Those of the men who were not employed about the beacon were working at the foundation-pit.

While the party were thus busily occupied on the Bell Rock, an event occurred which rendered the importance of the beacon, if possible, more obvious than ever, and which well-nigh put an end to the career of all those who were engaged on the rock at that time.

The Pharos floating light lay at a distance of above two miles from the Bell Rock; but one of the smaller vessels, the sloop Smeaton, lay much closer to it, and some of the artificers were berthed aboard of her, instead of the floating light.

Some time after the landing of the two boats from the Pharos, the Smeatons boat put off and landed eight men on the rock; soon after which the crew of the boat pushed off and returned to the Smeaton to examine her riding-ropes, and see that they were in good order, for the wind was beginning to increase, and the sea to rise.

The boat had no sooner reached the vessel than the latter began to drift, carrying the boat along with her. Instantly those on board endeavoured to hoist the mainsail of the Smeaton, with the view of working her up to the buoy from which she had parted; but it blew so hard, that by the time she was got round to make a tack towards the rock, she had drifted at least three miles to leeward.

The circumstance of the Smeaton and her boat having drifted was observed first by Mr Stevenson, who prudently refrained from drawing attention to the fact, and walked slowly to the farther point of the rock to watch her. He was quickly followed by the landing-master, who touched him on the shoulder, and in perfect silence, but with a look of intense anxiety, pointed to the vessel.

I see it, Wilson. God help us if she fails to make the rock within a very short time, said Mr Stevenson.

She will never reach us in time, said Wilson, in a tone that convinced his companion he entertained no hope.

Perhaps she may, he said hurriedly; she is a good sailer.

Good sailing, replied the other, cannot avail against wind and tide together. No human power can bring that vessel to our aid until long after the tide has covered the Bell Rock.

Both remained silent for some time, watching with intense anxiety the ineffectual efforts of the little vessel to beat up to windward.

In a few minutes the engineer turned to his companion and said, They cannot save us, Wilson. The two boats that are left  can they hold us all?

The landing-master shook his head. The two boats, said he, will be completely filled by their own crews. For ordinary rough weather they would be quite full enough. In a sea like that, he said, pointing to the angry waves that were being gradually lashed into foam by the increasing wind, they will be overloaded.

Come, I dont know that, Wilson; we may devise something, said Mr Stevenson, with a forced air of confidence, as he moved slowly towards the place where the men were still working, busy as bees and all unconscious of the perilous circumstances in which they were placed.

As the engineer pondered the prospect of deliverance, his thoughts led him rather to despair than to hope. There were thirty-two persons in all upon the rock that day, with only two boats, which, even in good weather, could not unitedly accommodate more than twenty-four sitters. But to row to the floating light with so much wind and in so heavy a sea, a complement of eight men for each boat was as much as could with propriety be attempted, so that about half of their number was thus unprovided for. Under these circumstances he felt that to despatch one of the boats in expectation of either working the Smeaton sooner up to the rock, or in hopes of getting her boat brought to their assistance would, besides being useless, at once alarm the workmen, each of whom would probably insist upon taking to his own boat, and leaving the eight men of the Smeaton to their chance. A scuffle might ensue, and he knew well that when men are contending for life the results may be very disastrous.

For a considerable time the men remained in ignorance of the terrible conflict that was going on in their commanders breast. As they wrought chiefly in sitting or kneeling postures, excavating the rock or boring with jumpers, their attention was naturally diverted from everything else around them. The dense volumes of smoke, too, that rose from the forge fire, so enveloped them as to render distant objects dim or altogether invisible.

While this lasted,  while the numerous hammers were going and the anvil continued to sound, the situation of things did not appear so awful to the only two who were aware of what had occurred. But ere long the tide began to rise upon those who were at work on the lower parts of the beacon and lighthouse. From the run of the sea upon the rock, the forge fire was extinguished sooner than usual; the volumes of smoke cleared away, and objects became visible in every direction.

After having had about three hours work, the men began pretty generally to make towards their respective boats for their jackets and socks.

Then it was that they made the discovery that one boat was absent.

Only a few exclamations were uttered. A glance at the two boats and a hurried gaze to seaward were sufficient to acquaint them with their awful position. Not a word was spoken by anyone. All appeared to be silently calculating their numbers, and looking at each other with evident marks of perplexity depicted in their countenances. The landing-master, conceiving that blame might attach to him for having allowed the boat to leave the rock, kept a little apart from the men.

All eyes were turned, as if by instinct, to Mr Stevenson. The men seemed to feel that the issue lay with him.

The engineer was standing on an elevated part of the rock named Smiths Ledge, gazing in deep anxiety at the distant Smeaton, in the hope that he might observe some effort being made, at least, to pull the boat to their rescue.

Slowly but surely the tide rose, overwhelming the lower parts of the rock; sending each successive wave nearer and nearer to the feet of those who were now crowded on the last ledge that could afford them standing-room.

The deep silence that prevailed was awful! It proved that each mind saw clearly the impossibility of anything being devised, and that a deadly struggle for precedence was inevitable.

Mr Stevenson had all along been rapidly turning over in his mind various schemes which might be put in practice for the general safety, provided the men could be kept under command. He accordingly turned to address them on the perilous nature of their circumstances; intending to propose that all hands should strip off their upper clothing when the higher parts of the rock should be laid under water; that the seamen should remove every unnecessary weight and encumbrance from the boats; that a specified number of men should go into each boat; and that the remainder should hang by the gunwales, while the boats were to be rowed gently towards the Smeaton, as the course to the floating light lay rather to windward of the rock.

But when he attempted to give utterance to his thoughts the words refused to come. So powerful an effect had the awful nature of their position upon him, that his parched tongue could not articulate. He learned, from terrible experience, that saliva is as necessary to speech as the tongue itself.

Stooping hastily, he dipped his hand into a pool of salt water and moistened his mouth. This produced immediate relief and he was about to speak, when Ruby Brand, who had stood at his elbow all the time with compressed lips and a stern frown on his brow, suddenly took off his cap, and waving it above his head, shouted A boat! a boat! with all the power of his lungs.

All eyes were at once turned in the direction to which he pointed, and there, sure enough, a large boat was seen through the haze, making towards the rock.

Doubtless many a heart there swelled with gratitude to God, who had thus opportunely and most unexpectedly sent them relief at the eleventh hour; but the only sound that escaped them was a cheer, such as men seldom give or hear save in cases of deliverance in times of dire extremity.

The boat belonged to James Spink, the Bell Rock pilot, who chanced to have come off express from Arbroath that day with letters.

We have said that Spink came off by chance; but, when we consider all the circumstances of the case, and the fact that boats seldom visited the Bell Rock at any time, and never during bad weather, we are constrained to feel that God does in His mercy interfere sometimes in a peculiar and special manner in human affairs, and that there was something more and higher than mere chance in the deliverance of Stevenson and his men upon this occasion.

The pilot-boat, having taken on board as many as it could hold, set sail for the floating light; the other boats then put off from the rock with the rest of the men, but they did not reach the Pharos until after a long and weary pull of three hours, during which the waves broke over the boats so frequently as to necessitate constant baling.

When the floating light was at last reached, a new difficulty met them, for the vessel rolled so much, and the men were so exhausted, that it proved to be a work of no little toil and danger to get them all on board.

Long Forsyth, in particular, cost them all an infinite amount of labour, for he was so sick, poor fellow, that he could scarcely move. Indeed, he did at one time beg them earnestly to drop him into the sea and be done with him altogether, a request with which they of course refused to comply. However, he was got up somehow, and the whole of them were comforted by a glass of rum and thereafter a cup of hot coffee.

Ruby had the good fortune to obtain the additional comfort of a letter from Minnie, which, although it did not throw much light on the proceedings of Captain Ogilvy (for that sapient seamans proceedings were usually involved in a species of obscurity which light could not penetrate), nevertheless assured him that something was being done in his behalf, and that, if he only kept quiet for a time, all would be well.

The letter also assured him of the unalterable affection of the writer, an assurance which caused him to rejoice to such an extent that he became for a time perfectly regardless of all other sublunary things, and even came to look upon the Bell Rock as a species of paradise, watched over by the eye of an angel with golden hair, in which he could indulge his pleasant dreams to the utmost.

That he had to indulge those dreams in the midst of storm and rain and smoke, surrounded by sea and seaweed, workmen and hammers, and forges and picks, and jumpers and seals, while his strong muscles and endurance were frequently tried to the uttermost, was a matter of no moment to Ruby Brand.

All experience goes to prove that great joy will utterly overbear the adverse influence of physical troubles, especially if those troubles are without, and do not touch the seats of life within. Minnies love, expressed as it was in her own innocent, truthful, and straightforward way, rendered his body, big though it was, almost incapable of containing his soul. He pulled the oar, hammered the jumper, battered the anvil, tore at the bellows, and hewed the solid Bell Rock with a vehemence that aroused the admiration of his comrades, and induced Jamie Dove to pronounce him to be the best fellow the world ever produced.




Chapter Eleven.

A Storm and a Dismal State of Things on Board the Pharos.

From what has been said at the close of the last chapter, it will not surprise the reader to be told that the storm which blew during that night had no further effect on Ruby Brand than to toss his hair about, and cause a ruddier glow than usual to deepen the tone of his bronzed countenance.

It was otherwise with many of his hapless comrades, a few of whom had also received letters that day, but whose pleasure was marred to some extent by the qualms within.

Being Saturday, a glass of rum was served out in the evening, according to custom, and the men proceeded to hold what is known by the name of Saturday night at sea.

This being a night that was usually much enjoyed on board, owing to the home memories that were recalled, and the familiar songs that were sung; owing, also, to the limited supply of grog, which might indeed cheer, but could not by any possibility inebriate, the men endeavoured to shake off their fatigue, and to forget, if possible, the rolling of the vessel.

The first effort was not difficult, but the second was not easy. At first, however, the gale was not severe, so they fought against circumstances bravely for a time.

Come, lads, cried the smith, in a species of serio-comic desperation, when they had all assembled below, lets drink to sweethearts and wives.

Hear, hear! Bless their hearts! Sweethearts and wives! responded the men. Hip, hip!

The cheer that followed was a genuine one.

Now for a song, boys, cried one of the men, and I think the last arrivals are bound to sing first.

Hear, hear! Ruby, lad, youre in for it, said the smith, who sat near his assistant.

What shall I sing? enquired Ruby.

Oh! let me see, said Joe Dumsby, assuming the air of one who endeavoured to recall something. Could you come Beetovens symphony on B flat?

Ah! howld yer tongue, Joe, cried OConnor, sure the young man can only sing on the sharp kays; aint he always sharpin the tools, not to speak of his appetite?

Youve a blunt way of speaking yourself, friend, said Dumsby, in a tone of reproof.

Hallo! stop your jokes, cried the smith; if you treat us to any more o that sort o thing well have ye dipped over the side, and hung up to dry at the end o the mainyard. Fire away, Ruby, my tulip!

Ay, thats hit, said John Watt. Gie us the girl ye left behind ye.

Ruby flushed suddenly, and turned towards the speaker with a look of surprise.

Whats wrang, freend? Hae ye never heard o that sang? enquired Watt.

O yes, I forgot, said Ruby, recovering himself in some confusion. I know the song  I  I was thinking of something  of

The girl ye left behind ye, av coorse, put in OConnor, with a wink.

Come, strike up! cried the men.

Ruby at once obeyed, and sang the desired song with a sweet, full voice, that had the effect of moistening some of the eyes present.

The song was received enthusiastically.

Your health and song, lads said Robert Selkirk, the principal builder, who came down the ladder and joined them at that moment.

Thank you, now its my call, said Ruby. I call upon Ned OConnor for a song.

Or a speech, cried Forsyth.

A spaitch is it? said OConnor, with a look of deep modesty. Sure, I never made a spaitch in me life, except when I axed Mrs OConnor to marry me, an I never finished that spaitch, for I only got the length of Och! darlint, when she cut me short in the middle with Sure, you may have me, Ned, and welcome!

Shame, shame! said Dove, to say that of your wife.

Shame to yersilf, cried OConnor indignantly. Aint I payin the good woman a compliment, when I say that she had pity on me bashfulness, and came to me help when I was in difficulty?

Quite right, OConnor; but lets have a song if you wont speak.

Would ye thank a cracked tay-kittle for a song? said Ned. Certainly not, replied Peter Logan, who was apt to take things too literally.

Then dont ax me for wan, said the Irishman, but Ill do this for ye, messmates: Ill read ye the last letter I got from the mistress, just to show ye that her price is beyond all calkerlation.

A round of applause followed this offer, as Ned drew forth a much-soiled letter from the breast pocket of his coat, and carefully unfolding it, spread it on his knee.

It begins, said OConnor, in a slightly hesitating tone, with some expressions of a  a  raither endearin charackter, that perhaps I may as well pass.

No, no, shouted the men, lets have them all. Out with them, Paddy!

Well, well, av ye will have them, here they be.

Galway.

My own purty darlin as has bin my most luved sin the day we wos marrit, youll be grieved to larn that the pigs gone to its long home.

Here OConnor paused to make some parenthetical remarks with which, indeed, he interlarded the whole letter.

The pig, you must know, lads, was an old sow as belonged to me wifes gran-mother, an besides bein a sort o pet o the family, was an uncommon profitable crature. But to purceed. She goes on to say, We waked her (thats the pig, boys) yisterday, and buried her this mornin. Big Rory, the baist, was for aitin her, but I wouldnt hear of it; so shes at rest, an so is old Molly Mallone. She wint away just two minutes be the clock before the pig, and wos buried the day afther. Theres no more news as I knows of in the parish, except that your old flame Mary got married to Teddy ORook, an theyve been fightin tooth an nail ever since, as I towld ye they would long ago. No man could live wid that woman. But the schoolmaster, good man, has let me off the cow. Ye see, darlin, I towld him ye wos buildin a palace in the say, to put ships in afther they wos wrecked on the coast of Ameriky, so ye couldnt be expected to send home much money at prisint. An he just said, Well, well, Kathleen, you may just kaip the cow, and pay me whin ye can. So put that off yer mind, my swait Ned.

Im sorry to hear the Faries rowls so bad, though what the Faries mains is more nor I can tell. (I spelled the word quite krect, lads, but my poor mistress haint got the best of eyesight.) Let me know in yer nixt, an be sure to tell me if Long Forsyth has got the bitter o say-sickness. Im koorius about this, bekaise Ive got a receipt for that same thats infallerable, as his Riverence says. Tell him, with my luv, to mix a spoonful o pepper, an two o salt, an wan o mustard, an a glass o whisky in a taycup, with a sprinklin o ginger; fill it up with goats milk, or asss, av ye cant git goats; bait it in a pan, an drink it as hot as he can  hotter, if possible. I niver tried it meself, but they say its a suverin remidy; and if it dont do no good, its not likely to do much harm, bein but a waik mixture. Me own belaif is, that the milks a mistake, but I suppose the doctors know best.

Now, swaitest of men, I must stop, for Neddys just come in howlin like a born Turk for his tay; so no more at present from, yours till deth, Kathleen OConnor.

Has she any sisters? enquired Joe Dumsby eagerly, as Ned folded the letter and replaced it in his pocket.

Six of em, replied Ned; every one purtier and better nor another.

Is it a long way to Galway? continued Joe.

Not long; but its a coorious thing that Englishmen never come back from them parts whin they wance ventur into them.

Joe was about to retort when the men called for another song.

Come, Jamie Dove, lets have Rule, Britannia.

Dove was by this time quite yellow in the face, and felt more inclined to go to bed than to sing; but he braced himself up, resolved to struggle manfully against the demon that oppressed him.

It was in vain! Poor Dove had just reached that point in the chorus where Britons stoutly affirm that they never, never, never shall be slaves, when a tremendous roll of the vessel caused him to spring from the locker, on which he sat, and rush to his berth.

There were several of the others whose self-restraint was demolished by this example; these likewise fled, amid the laughter of their companions, who broke up the meeting and went on deck.

The prospect of things there proved, beyond all doubt, that Britons never did, and never will, rule the waves.

The storm, which had been brewing for some time past, was gathering fresh strength every moment, and it became abundantly evident that the floating light would have her anchors and cables tested pretty severely before the gale was over.

About eight oclock in the evening the wind shifted to east-south-east; and at ten it became what seamen term a hard gale, rendering it necessary to veer out about fifty additional fathoms of the hempen cable. The gale still increasing, the ship rolled and laboured excessively, and at midnight eighty fathoms more were veered out, while the sea continued to strike the vessel with a degree of force that no one had before experienced.

That night there was little rest on board the Pharos. Everyone who has been at sea knows what it is to lie in ones berth on a stormy night, with the planks of the deck only a few inches from ones nose, and the water swashing past the little port that always leaks; the seas striking against the ship; the heavy sprays falling on the decks; and the constant rattle and row of blocks, spars, and cordage overhead. But all this was as nothing compared with the state of things on board the floating light, for that vessel could not rise to the seas with the comparatively free motions of a ship, sailing either with or against the gale. She tugged and strained at her cable, as if with the fixed determination of breaking it, and she offered all the opposition of a fixed body to the seas.

Daylight, though ardently longed for, brought no relief. The gale continued with unabated violence. The sea struck so hard upon the vessels bows that it rose in great quantities, or, as Ruby expressed it, in green seas, which completely swept the deck as far aft as the quarterdeck, and not unfrequently went completely over the stern of the ship.

Those green seas fell at last so heavily on the skylights that all the glass was driven in, and the water poured down into the cabins, producing dire consternation in the minds of those below, who thought that the vessel was sinking.

Im drowned intirely, roared poor Ned OConnor, as the first of those seas burst in and poured straight down on his hammock, which happened to be just beneath the skylight.

Ned sprang out on the deck, missed his footing, and was hurled with the next roll of the ship into the arms of the steward, who was passing through the place at the time.

Before any comments could be made the dead-lights were put on, and the cabins were involved in almost absolute darkness.

Och! let me in beside ye, pleaded Ned with the occupant of the nearest berth.

Awa wi ye! Na, na, cried John Watt, pushing the unfortunate man away. Cheinge yer wat claes first, an Ill maybe let ye in, if ye can find me again i the dark.

While the Irishman was groping about in search of his chest, one of the officers of the ship passed him on his way to the companion ladder, intending to go on deck. Ruby Brand, feeling uncomfortable below, leaped out of his hammock and followed him. They had both got about halfway up the ladder when a tremendous sea struck the ship, causing it to tremble from stem to stern. At the same moment someone above opened the hatch, and putting his head down, shouted for the officer, who happened to be just ascending.

Ay, ay, replied the individual in question.

Just as he spoke, another heavy sea fell on the deck, and, rushing aft like a river that has burst its banks, hurled the seaman into the arms of the officer, who fell back upon Ruby, and all three came down with tons of water into the cabin.

The scene that followed would have been ludicrous, had it not been serious. The still rising sea caused the vessel to roll with excessive violence, and the large quantity of water that had burst in swept the men, who had jumped out of their beds, and all movable things, from side to side in indescribable confusion. As the water dashed up into the lower tier of beds, it was found necessary to lift one of the scuttles in the floor, and let it flow into the limbers of the ship.

Fortunately no one was hurt, and Ruby succeeded in gaining the deck before the hatch was reclosed and fastened down upon the scene of discomfort and misery below.

This state of things continued the whole day. The seas followed in rapid succession, and each, as it struck the vessel, caused her to shake all over. At each blow from a wave the rolling and pitching ceased for a few seconds, giving the impression that the ship had broken adrift, and was running with the wind; or in the act of sinking; but when another sea came, she ranged up against it with great force. This latter effect at last became the regular intimation to the anxious men below that they were still riding safely at anchor.

No fires could be lighted, therefore nothing could be cooked, so that the men were fain to eat hard biscuits  those of them at least who were able to eat at all  and lie in their wet blankets all day.

At ten in the morning the wind had shifted to north-east, and blew, if possible, harder than before, accompanied by a much heavier swell of the sea; it was therefore judged advisable to pay out more cable, in order to lessen the danger of its giving way.

During the course of the gale nearly the whole length of the hempen cable, of 120 fathoms, was veered out, besides the chain-moorings, and, for its preservation, the cable was carefully served, or wattled, with pieces of canvas round the windlass, and with leather well greased in the hawse-hole, where the chafing was most violent.

As may readily be imagined, the gentleman on whom rested nearly all the responsibility connected with the work at the Bell Rock, passed an anxious and sleepless time in his darkened berth. During the morning he had made an attempt to reach the deck, but had been checked by the same sea that produced the disasters above described.

About two oclock in the afternoon great alarm was felt in consequence of a heavy sea that struck the ship, almost filling the waist, and pouring down into the berths below, through every chink and crevice of the hatches and skylights. From the motion being suddenly checked or deadened, and from the flowing in of the water above, every individual on board thought that the ship was foundering  at least all the landsmen were fully impressed with that idea.

Mr Stevenson could not remain below any longer. As soon as the ship again began to range up to the sea, he made another effort to get on deck. Before going, however, he went through the various apartments, in order to ascertain the state of things below.

Groping his way in darkness from his own cabin he came to that of the officers of the ship. Here all was quiet, as well as dark. He next entered the galley and other compartments occupied by the artificers; here also all was dark, but not quiet, for several of the men were engaged in prayer, or repeating psalms in a full tone of voice, while others were protesting that if they should be fortunate enough to get once more ashore, no one should ever see them afloat again; but so loud was the creaking of the bulkheads, the dashing of water, and the whistling noise of the wind, that it was hardly possible to distinguish words or voices.

The master of the vessel accompanied Mr Stevenson, and, in one or two instances, anxious and repeated enquiries were made by the workmen as to the state of things on deck, to all of which he returned one characteristic answer It cant blow long in this way, lads; we must have better weather soon.

The next compartment in succession, moving forward, was that allotted to the seamen of the ship. Here there was a characteristic difference in the scene. Having reached the middle of the darksome berth without the inmates being aware of the intrusion, the anxious engineer was somewhat reassured and comforted to find that, although they talked of bad weather and cross accidents of the sea, yet the conversation was carried on in that tone and manner which bespoke ease and composure of mind.

Well, lads, said Mr Stevenson, accosting the men, what think you of this state of things? Will the good ship weather it?

Nae fear o her, sir, replied one confidently, shes light and new; itll tak a heavy sea to sink her.

Ay, observed another, and shes got little hold o the water, good ground-tackle, and no top-hamper; shell weather anything, sir.

Having satisfied himself that all was right below, Mr Stevenson returned aft and went on deck, where a sublime and awful sight awaited him. The waves appeared to be what we hear sometimes termed mountains high. In reality they were perhaps about thirty feet of unbroken water in height, their foaming crests being swept and torn by the furious gale. All beyond the immediate neighbourhood of the ship was black and chaotic.

Upon deck everything movable was out of sight, having either been stowed away below previous to the gale, or washed overboard. Some parts of the quarter bulwarks were damaged by the breach of the sea, and one of the boats was broken, and half-full of water.

There was only one solitary individual on deck, placed there to watch and give the alarm if the cable should give way, and this man was Ruby Brand, who, having become tired of having nothing to do, had gone on deck, as we have seen, and volunteered his services as watchman.

Ruby had no greatcoat on, no overall of any kind, but was simply dressed in his ordinary jacket and trousers. He had thrust his cap into his pocket in order to prevent it being blown away, and his brown locks were streaming in the wind. He stood just aft the foremast, to which he had lashed himself with a gasket or small rope round his waist, to prevent his falling on the deck or being washed overboard. He was as thoroughly wet as if he had been drawn through the sea, and this was one reason why he was so lightly clad, that he might wet as few clothes as possible, and have a dry change when he went below.

There appeared to be a smile on his lips as he faced the angry gale and gazed steadily out upon the wild ocean. He seemed to be enjoying the sight of the grand elemental strife that was going on around him. Perchance he was thinking of someone not very far away  with golden hair!

Mr Stevenson, coupling this smile on Rubys face with the remarks of the other seamen, felt that things were not so bad as they appeared to unaccustomed eyes, nevertheless he deemed it right to advise with the master and officers as to the probable result, in the event of the ship drifting from her moorings.

It is my opinion, said the master, on his being questioned as to this, that we have every chance of riding out the gale, which cannot continue many hours longer with the same fury; and even if she should part from her anchor, the storm-sails have been laid ready to hand, and can be bent in a very short time. The direction of the wind being nor-east, we could sail up the Forth to Leith Roads; but if this should appear doubtful, after passing the May we can steer for Tyningham Sands, on the western side of Dunbar, and there run the ship ashore. From the flatness of her bottom and the strength of her build, I should think there would be no danger in beaching her even in a very heavy sea.

This was so far satisfactory, and for some time things continued in pretty much the state we have just described, but soon after there was a sudden cessation of the straining motion of the ship which surprised everyone. In another moment Ruby shouted All hands a-hoy! ships adrift!

The consternation that followed may be conceived but not described. The windlass was instantly manned, and the men soon gave out that there was no strain on the cable. The mizzen-sail, which was occasionally bent for the purpose of making the ship ride easily, was at once set; the other sails were hoisted as quickly as possible, and they bore away about a mile to the south-westward, where, at a spot that was deemed suitable, the best-bower anchor was let go in twenty fathoms water.

Happily the storm had begun to abate before this accident happened. Had it occurred during the height of the gale, the result might have been most disastrous to the undertaking at the Bell Rock.

Having made all fast, an attempt was made to kindle the galley fire and cook some food.

Wot are we to ave, steward? enquired Joe Dumsby, in a feeble voice.

Plumduff, my boy, so cheer up, replied the steward, who was busy with the charming ingredients of a suet pudding, which was the only dish to be attempted, owing to the ease with which it could be both cooked and served up.

Accordingly, the suet pudding was made; the men began to eat; the gale began to take off, as seaman express it; and, although things were still very far removed from a state of comfort, they began to be more endurable; health began to return to the sick, and hope to those who had previously given way to despair.




Chapter Twelve.

Bell Rock Billows  An Unexpected Visit  A Disaster and a Rescue.

It is pleasant, it is profoundly enjoyable, to sit on the margin of the sea during the dead calm that not unfrequently succeeds a wild storm, and watch the gentle undulations of the glass-like surface, which the very gulls seem to be disinclined to ruffle with their wings as they descend to hover above their own reflected images.

It is pleasant to watch this from the shore, where the waves fall in low murmuring ripples, or from the ships deck, far out upon the sea, where there is no sound of water save the laving of the vessels bow as she rises and sinks in the broad-backed swell; but there is something more than pleasant, there is, something deeply and peculiarly interesting, in the same scene when viewed from such a position as the Bell Rock; for there, owing to the position of the rock and the depth of water around it, the observer beholds, at the same moment, the presence, as it were, of storm and calm.

The largest waves there are seen immediately after a storm has passed away, not during its continuance, no matter how furious the gale may have been, for the rushing wind has a tendency to blow down the waves, so to speak, and prevent their rising to their utmost height. It is when the storm is over that the swell rises; but as this swell appears only like large undulations, it does not impress the beholder with its magnitude until it draws near to the rock and begins to feel the checking influence of the bottom of the sea. The upper part of the swell, having then greater velocity than the lower parts assumes more and more the form of a billow. As it comes on it towers up like a great green wall of glittering glass, moving with a grand, solemn motion, which does not at first give the idea of much force or impetus. As it nears the rock, however, its height (probably fifteen or twenty feet) becomes apparent; its velocity increases; the top, with what may be termed gentle rapidity, rushes in advance of the base; its dark green side becomes concave; the upper edge lips over, then curls majestically downwards, as if bowing to a superior power, and a gleam of light flashes for a moment on the curling top. As yet there is no sound; all has occurred in the profound silence of the calm, but another instant and there is a mighty crash  a deafening roar; the great wall of water has fallen, and a very sea of churning foam comes leaping, bursting, spouting over rocks and ledges, carrying all before it with a tremendous sweep that seems to be absolutely irresistible until it meets the higher ledges of rock, when it is hurled back, and retires with a watery hiss that suggests the idea of baffled rage.

But it is not conquered. With the calm majesty of unalterable determination, wave after wave comes on, in slow, regular succession, like the inexhaustible battalions of an unconquerable foe, to meet with a similar repulse again and again.

There is, however, this peculiar difference between the waves on the ordinary seashore and the billows on the Bell Rock, that the latter, unlike the former, are not always defeated. The spectator on shore plants his foot confidently at the very edge of the mighty sea, knowing that thus far it may come, but no farther. On the Bell Rock the rising tide makes the conflict, for a time, more equal. Now, the rock stands proudly above the sea: anon the sea sweeps furiously over the rock with a roar of Victory!

Thus the war goes on, and thus the tide of battle daily and nightly ebbs and flows all the year round.

But when the cunning hand of man began to interfere, the aspect of things was changed, the sea was forced to succumb, and the rock, once a dreaded enemy, became a servant of the human race. True, the former rages in rebellion still, and the latter, although compelled to uphold the light that warns against itself, continues its perpetual warfare with the sea; but both are effectually conquered by means of the wonderful intelligence that God has given to man, and the sea for more than half a century has vainly beat against the massive tower whose foundation is on the Bell Rock.

But all this savours somewhat of anticipation. Let us return to Ruby Brand, in whose interest we have gone into this long digression; for he it was who gazed intently at the mingled scene of storm and calm which we have attempted to describe, and it was he who thought out most of the ideas which we have endeavoured to convey.

Ruby had lent a hand to work the pump at the foundation-pit that morning. After a good spell at it he took his turn of rest, and, in order to enjoy it fully, went as far out as he could upon the seaward ledges, and sat down on a piece of rock to watch the waves.

While seated there, Robert Selkirk came and sat down beside him. Selkirk was the principal builder, and ultimately laid every stone of the lighthouse with his own hand. He was a sedate, quiet man, but full of energy and perseverance. When the stones were landed faster than they could be built into their places, he and Bremner, as well as some of the other builders, used to work on until the rising tide reached their waists.

Its a grand sight, Ruby, said Selkirk, as a larger wave than usual fell, and came rushing in torrents of foam up to their feet, sending a little of the spray over their heads.

It is indeed a glorious sight, said Ruby. If I had nothing to do, I believe I could sit here all day just looking at the waves and thinking.

Thinkin? repeated Selkirk, in a musing tone of voice. Can ye tell, lad, what ye think about when youre lookin at the waves?

Ruby smiled at the oddness of the question.

Well, said he, I dont think I ever thought of that before.

Ah, but I have! said the other, an Ive come to the conclusion that for the most part we dont think, properly speakin, at all; that our thoughts, so to speak, think for us; that they just take the bit in their teeth and go rumblin and tumblin about anyhow or nohow!

Ruby knitted his brows and pondered. He was one of those men who, when they dont understand a thing, hold their tongues and think.

And, continued Selkirk, its curious to observe what a lot o nonsense one thinks too when one is lookin at the waves. Many a time I have pulled myself up, thinkin the most astonishin stuff ye could imagine.

I would hardly have expected this of such a grave kind o man as you, said Ruby.

Mayhap not. It is not always the gravest looking that have the gravest thoughts.

But you dont mean to say that you never think sense, continued Ruby, when you sit looking at the waves?

By no means, returned his companion; Im only talking of the way in which ones thoughts will wander. Sometimes I think seriously enough. Sometimes I think it strange that men can look at such a scene as that, and scarcely bestow a thought upon Him who made it.

Speak for yourself, friend, said Ruby, somewhat quickly; how know you that other men dont think about their Creator when they look at His works?

Because, returned Selkirk, I find that I so seldom do so myself, even although I wish to and often try to; and I hold that every man, no matter what he is or feels, is one of a class who think and feel as he does; also, because many people, especially Christians, have told me that they have had the same experience to a large extent; also, and chiefly, because, as far as unbelieving man is concerned, the Bible tells me that God is not in all his thoughts. But, Ruby, I did not make the remark as a slur upon men in general, I merely spoke of a fact,  an unfortunate fact,  that it is not natural to us, and not easy, to rise from nature to natures God, and I thought you would agree with me.

I believe you are right, said Ruby, half-ashamed of the petulance of his reply; at any rate, I confess you are right as far as I am concerned.

As Selkirk and Ruby were both fond of discussion, they continued this subject some time longer, and there is no saying how far they would have gone down into the abstruse depths of theology, had not their converse been interrupted by the appearance of a boat rowing towards the rock.

Is yonder craft a fishing boat, think you? said Ruby, rising and pointing to it.

Like enough, lad. Mayhap its the pilots, only its too soon for him to be off again with letters. Maybe its visitors to the rock, for I see something like a womans bonnet.

As there was only one woman in the world at that time as far as Ruby was concerned (of course putting his mother out of the question!), it will not surprise the reader to be told that the youth started, that his cheek reddened a little, and his heart beat somewhat faster than usual. He immediately smiled, however, at the absurdity of supposing it possible that the woman in the boat could be Minnie, and as the blacksmith shouted to him at that moment, he turned on his heel and leaped from ledge to ledge of rock until he gained his wonted place at the forge.

Soon he was busy wielding the fore-hammer, causing the sparks to fly about himself and his comrade in showers, while the anvil rang out its merry peal.

Meanwhile the boat drew near. It turned out to be a party of visitors, who had come off from Arbroath to see the operations at the Bell Rock. They had been brought off by Spink, the pilot, and numbered only three  namely, a tall soldier-like man, a stout sailor-like man, and a young woman with  yes,  with golden hair.

Poor Ruby almost leaped over the forge when he raised his eyes from his work and caught sight of Minnies sweet face. Minnie had recognised her lover before the boat reached the rock, for he stood on an elevated ledge, and the work in which he was engaged, swinging the large hammer round his shoulder, rendered him very conspicuous. She had studiously concealed her face from him until quite close, when, looking him straight in the eyes without the least sign of recognition, she turned away.

We have said that the first glance Ruby obtained caused him to leap nearly over the forge; the second created such a revulsion of feeling that he let the fore-hammer fall.

Hallo! Got a spark in yer eye? enquired Dove, looking up anxiously.

It flashed across Ruby at that instant that the look given him by Minnie was meant to warn him not to take any notice of her, so he answered the smiths query with No, no; Ive only let the hammer fall, dont you see? Get on, old boy, an dont let the metal cool.

The smith continued his work without further remark, and Ruby assisted, resolving in his own mind to be a little more guarded as to the expression of his feelings.

Meanwhile Mr Stevenson received the visitors, and showed them over the works, pointing out the peculiarities thereof, and the difficulties that stood in the way.

Presently he came towards the forge, and said, Brand, the stout gentleman there wishes to speak to you. He says he knew you in Arbroath. You can spare him for a few minutes, I suppose, Mr Dove?

Well, yes, but not for long, replied the smith. The tide will soon be up, and Ive enough to do to get through with all these.

Ruby flung down his hammer at the first word, and hastened to the ledge of rock where the visitors were standing, as far apart from the workmen as the space of the rock would admit of.

The stout gentleman was no other than his uncle, Captain Ogilvy, who put his finger to his lips as his nephew approached, and gave him a look of mystery that was quite sufficient to put the latter on his guard. He therefore went forward, pulled off his cap, and bowed respectfully to Minnie, who replied with a stiff curtsy, a slight smile, and a decided blush.

Although Ruby now felt convinced that they were all acting a part, he could scarcely bear this cold reception. His impulse was to seize Minnie in his arms; but he did not even get the comfort of a cold shake of the hand.

Nephy, said the captain in a hoarse whisper, putting his face close to that of Ruby, mums the word! Silence, mystery, an all that sort o thing. Dont appear to be an old friend, lad; and as to Minnie here  

O no, we never mention her,

Her name its never heard.

Allow me to introduce you to Major Stewart, whose house you broke into, you know, Ruby, when:  

All in the Downs the fleet was moored,

At least when the Termagant was waitin for you to go aboard.

Here the captain winked and gave Ruby a facetious poke in the ribs, which was not quite in harmony with the ignorance of each other he was endeavouring to inculcate.

Young man, said the major quietly, we have come off to tell you that everything is in a prosperous state as regards the investigation into your innocence  the private investigation I mean, for the authorities happily know nothing of your being here. Captain Ogilvy has made me his confidant in this matter, and from what he tells me I am convinced that you had nothing to do with this robbery. Excuse me if I now add that the sight of your face deepens this conviction.

Ruby bowed to the compliment.

We were anxious to write at once to the captain of the vessel in which you sailed, continued the major, but you omitted to leave his full name and address when you left. We were afraid to write to you, lest your name on the letter might attract attention, and induce a premature arrest. Hence our visit to the rock to-day. Please to write the address in this pocket-book.

The major handed Ruby a small green pocket-book as he spoke, in which the latter wrote the full name and address of his late skipper.

Now, nephy, said the captain, we must, Im sorry to say, bid ye good day, and ask you to return to your work, for it wont do to rouse suspicion, lad. Only keep quiet here, and do yer dooty England expects every man to do his dooty  and as sure as your names Ruby all will be shipshape in a few weeks.

I thank you sincerely, said Ruby, addressing the major, but looking at Minnie.

Captain Ogilvy, observing this, and fearing some display of feeling that would be recognised by the workmen, who were becoming surprised at the length of the interview, placed himself between Minnie and her lover.

No, no, Ruby, said he, solemnly. Im sorry for ye, lad, but it wont do. Patience is a virtue, which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.

My mother? said Ruby, wishing to prolong the interview.

Is well, said the captain. Now, goodbye, lad, and be off.

Goodbye, Minnie, cried Ruby, stepping forward suddenly and seizing the girls hand; then, wheeling quickly round, he sprang over the rocks, and returned to his post.

Ha! its time, cried the smith. I thought you would never be done makin love to that there girl. Come, blaze away!

Ruby felt so nettled by the necessity that was laid upon him of taking no notice of Minnie, that he seized the handle of the bellows passionately, and at the first puff blew nearly all the fire away.

Hallo! messmate, cried the smith, clearing the dust from his eyes; what on airth ails ye? Youve blowed the whole consarn out!

Ruby made no reply, but, scraping together the embers, heaped them up and blew more gently.

In a short time the visitors re-entered their boat, and rowed out of the creek in which it had been lying.

Ruby became so exasperated at not being able even to watch the boat going away, that he showered terrific blows on the mass of metal the smith was turning rapidly on the anvil.

Not so fast, lad; not so fast, cried Dove hurriedly.

Rubys chafing spirit blew up just at that point; he hit the iron a crack that knocked it as flat as a pancake, and then threw down the hammer and deliberately gazed in the direction of the boat.

The sight that met his eyes appalled him. The boat had been lying in the inlet named Port Stevenson. It had to pass out to the open sea through Wilsons Track, and past a small outlying rock named Grays Rock  known more familiarly among the men as Johnny Gray. The boat was nearing this point, when the sea, which had been rising for some time, burst completely over the seaward ledges, and swept the boat high against the rocks on the left. The men had scarcely got her again into the track when another tremendous billow, such as we have already described, swept over the rocks again and swamped the boat, which, being heavily ballasted, sank at once to the bottom of the pool.

It was this sight that met the horrified eyes of Ruby when he looked up.

He vaulted over the bellows like an antelope, and, rushing over Smiths Ledge and Trinity Ledge, sprang across Port Boyle, and dived head foremost into Neills Pool before any of the other men, who made a general rush, could reach the spot.

A few powerful strokes brought Ruby to the place where the major and the captain, neither of whom could swim, were struggling in the water. He dived at once below these unfortunates, and almost in a second, reappeared with Minnie in his arms.

A few seconds sufficed to bring him to Smiths Ledge, where several of his comrades hauled him and his burden beyond the reach of the next wave, and where, a moment or two later, the major and captain with the crew of the boat were landed in safety.

To bear the light form of Minnie in his strong arms to the highest and driest part of the rock were the work of a few moments to Ruby. Brief though those moments were, however, they were precious to the youth beyond all human powers of calculation, for Minnie recovered partial consciousness, and fancying, doubtless, that she was still in danger, flung her arms round his neck, and grasped him convulsively. Reader, we tell you in confidence that if Ruby had at that moment been laid on the rack and torn limb from limb, he would have cheered out his life triumphantly. It was not only that he knew she loved him  that he knew before,  but he had saved the life of the girl he loved, and a higher terrestrial happiness can scarcely be attained by man.

Laying her down as gently as a mother would her first-born, Ruby placed a coat under her head, and bade his comrades stand back and give her air. It was fortunate for him that one of the foremen, who understood what to do, came up at this moment, and ordered him to leave off chafing the girls hand with his wet fists, and go get some water boiled at the forge if he wanted to do her good.

Second words were not needed. The bellows were soon blowing, and the fire glowed in a way that it had not done since the works at the Bell Rock began. Before the water quite boiled some tea was put in, and, with a degree of speed that would have roused the jealousy of any living waiter, a cup of tea was presented to Minnie, who had recovered almost at the moment Ruby left her.

She drank a little, and then closing her eyes, moved her lips silently for a few seconds.

Captain Ogilvy, who had attended her with the utmost assiduity and tenderness as soon as he had wrung the water out of his own garments, here took an opportunity of hastily pouring something into the cup out of a small flask. When Minnie looked up again and smiled, he presented her with the cup. She thanked him, and drank a mouthful or two before perceiving that it had been tampered with.

Theres something in it, she said hurriedly.

So there is, my pet, said the captain, with a benignant smile, a little nectar, that will do you more good than all the tea. Come now, dont shake your head, but down with it all, like a good child.

But Minnie was proof against persuasion, and refused to taste any more.

Who was it that saved me, uncle? (She had got into the way of calling the captain uncle.)

Ruby Brand did it, my darlin, said the old man with a look of pride. Ah! youre better now; stay, dont attempt to rise.

Yes, yes, uncle, she said, getting up and looking round, it is time that we should go now; we have a long way to go, you know. Where is the boat?

The boat, my precious, is at the bottom of the sea.

As he said this, he pointed to the mast, half of which was seen rising out of the pool where the boat had gone down.

But you dont need to mind, continued the captain, for theyre goin to send us in one o their own boats aboord the floatin lightship, where well get a change o clothes an somethin to eat.

As he spoke, one of the sailors came forward and announced that the boat was ready, so the captain and the major assisted Minnie into the boat, which soon pushed off with part of the workmen from the rock. It was to be sent back for the remainder of the crew, by which time the tide would render it necessary that all should leave.

Ruby purposely kept away from the group while they were embarking, and after they were gone proceeded to resume work.

You took a smart dive that time, lad, observed Joe Dumsby as they went along.

Not more than anyone would do for a girl, said Ruby.

An such a purty wan, too, said OConnor. Ah! av shes not Irish, she should ha bin.

Yere a lucky chap to hae sic a chance, observed John Watt.

Make up to her, lad, said Forsyth; I think she couldnt refuse ye after doin her such service.

Time enough to chaff after work is over, cried Ruby with a laugh, as he turned up his sleeves, and, seizing the hammer, began, as his friend Dove said, to work himself dry.

In a few minutes, work was resumed, and for another hour all continued busy as bees, cutting and pounding at the flinty surface of the Bell Rock.




Chapter Thirteen.

A Sleepless but a Pleasant Night.

The evening which followed the day that has just been described was bright, calm, and beautiful, with the starry host unclouded and distinctly visible to the profoundest depths of space.

As it was intended to send the Smeaton to Arbroath next morning for a cargo of stones from the building-yard, the wrecked party were prevailed on to remain all night on board the Pharos, instead of going ashore in one of the ships boats, which could not well be spared at the time.

This arrangement, we need hardly say, gave inexpressible pleasure to Ruby, and was not altogether distasteful to Minnie, although she felt anxious about Mrs Brand, who would naturally be much alarmed at the prolonged absence of herself and the captain. However, there was no help for it; and it was wonderful the resignation which she displayed in the circumstances.

It was not Rubys duty to watch on deck that night, yet, strange to say, Ruby kept watch the whole night long!

There was no occasion whatever for Minnie to go on deck after it was dark, yet, strange to say, Minnie kept coming on deck at intervals nearly the whole night long! Sometimes to look at the stars, sometimes to get a mouthful of fresh air, frequently to find out what that strange noise could be that had alarmed her, and at last  especially towards the early hours of morning  for no reason whatever, except that she could not sleep below.

It was very natural that when Minnie paced the quarterdeck between the stern and the mainmast, and Ruby paced the forepart of the deck between the bows and the mainmast, the two should occasionally meet at the mainmast. It was also very natural that when they did meet, the girl who had been rescued should stop and address a few words of gratitude to the man who had saved her. But it was by no means natural  nay, it was altogether unnatural and unaccountable, that, when it became dark, the said man and the said girl should get into a close and confidential conversation, which lasted for hours, to the amusement of Captain Ogilvy and the major, who quite understood it, and to the amazement of many of the ships crew, who couldnt understand it at all.

At last Minnie bade Ruby a final good night and went below, and Ruby, who could not persuade himself that it was final, continued to walk the deck until his eyes began to shut and open involuntarily like those of a sick owl. Then he also went below, and, before he fell quite asleep (according to his own impression), was awakened by the bell that called the men to land on the rock and commence work.

It was not only Ruby who found it difficult to rouse himself that morning. The landing-bell was rung at four oclock, as the tide suited at that early hour, but the men were so fatigued that they would gladly have slept some hours longer. This, however, the nature of the service would not admit of. The building of the Bell Rock Lighthouse was a peculiar service. It may be said to have resembled duty in the trenches in military warfare. At times the work was light enough, but for the most part it was severe and irregular, as the men had to work in all kinds of weather, as long as possible, in the face of unusual difficulties and dangers, and were liable to be called out at all unseasonable hours. But they knew and expected this, and faced the work like men.

After a growl or two, and a few heavy sighs, they all tumbled out of their berths, and, in a very short time, were mustered on deck, where a glass of rum and a biscuit were served to each, being the regular allowance when they had to begin work before breakfast. Then they got into the boats and rowed away.

Rubys troubles were peculiar on this occasion. He could not bear the thought of leaving the Pharos without saying goodbye to Minnie; but as Minnie knew nothing of such early rising, there was no reasonable hope that she would be awake. Then he wished to put a few questions to his uncle which he had forgotten the day before, but his uncle was at that moment buried in profound repose, with his mouth wide open, and a trombone solo proceeding from his nose, which sadly troubled the unfortunates who lay near him.

As there was no way of escape from these difficulties, Ruby, like a wise man, made up his mind to cast them aside, so, after swallowing his allowance, he shouldered his big bellows, heaved a deep sigh, and took his place in one of the boats alongside.

The lassitude which strong men feel when obliged to rise before they have had enough of rest soon wears off. The two boats had not left the Pharos twenty yards astern, when Joe Dumsby cried, Ho! boys, lets have a race.

Hooray! shouted OConnor, whose elastic spirits were always equal to anything, an sure Ruby will sing us The girl weve left behind us. Och! an there she is, av Im not draymin.

At that moment a little hand was waved from one of the ports of the floating light. Ruby at once waved his in reply, but as the attention of the men had been directed to the vessel by Neds remark, each saw the salutation, and, claiming it as a compliment to himself, uttered a loud cheer, which terminated in a burst of laughter, caused by the sight of Rubys half-angry, half-ashamed expression of face.

As the other boat had shot ahead, however, at the first mention of the word race, the men forgot this incident in their anxiety to overtake their comrades. In a few seconds both boats were going at full speed, and they kept it up all the way to the rock.

While this was going on, the Smeatons boat was getting ready to take the strangers on board the sloop, and just as the workmen landed on the rock, the Smeaton cast loose her sails, and proceeded to Arbroath.

There were a few seals basking on the Bell Rock this morning when the men landed. These at once made off, and were not again seen during the day.

At first, seals were numerous on the rock. Frequently from fifty to sixty of them were counted at one time, and they seemed for a good while unwilling to forsake their old quarters, but when the forge was set up they could stand it no longer. Some of the boldest ventured to sun themselves there occasionally, but when the clatter of the anvil and the wreaths of smoke became matters of daily occurrence, they forsook the rock finally, and sought the peace and quiet which man denied them there in other regions of the deep.

The building of the lighthouse was attended with difficulties at every step. As a short notice of some of these, and an account of the mode in which the great work was carried on, cannot fail to be interesting to all who admire those engineering works which exhibit prominently the triumph of mind over matter, we shall turn aside for a brief space to consider this subject.




Chapter Fourteen.

Somewhat Statistical.

It has been already said that the Bell Rock rises only a few feet out of the sea at low tide. The foundation of the tower, sunk into the solid rock, was just three feet three inches above low water of the lowest spring-tides, so that the lighthouse may be said with propriety to be founded beneath the waves.

One great point that had to be determined at the commencement of the operations was the best method of landing the stones of the building, this being a delicate and difficult process, in consequence of the weight of the stones and their brittle nature, especially in those parts which were worked to a delicate edge or formed into angular points. As the loss of a single stone, too, would stop the progress of the work until another should be prepared at the workyard in Arbroath and sent off to the rock, it may easily be imagined that this matter of the landing was of the utmost importance, and that much consultation was held in regard to it.

It would seem that engineers, as well as doctors, are apt to differ. Some suggested that each particular stone should be floated to the rock, with a cork buoy attached to it; while others proposed an air-tank, instead of the cork buoy. Others, again, proposed to sail over the rock at high water in a flat-bottomed vessel, and drop the stones one after another when over the spot they were intended to occupy. A few, still more eccentric and daring in their views, suggested that a huge cofferdam or vessel should be built on shore, and as much of the lighthouse built in this as would suffice to raise the building above the level of the highest tides; that then it should be floated off to its station on the rock, which should be previously prepared for its reception; that the cofferdam should be scuttled, and the ponderous mass of masonry, weighing perhaps 1000 tons, allowed to sink at once into its place!

All these plans, however, were rejected by Mr Stevenson, who resolved to carry the stones to the rock in boats constructed for the purpose. These were named praam boats. The stones were therefore cut in conformity with exactly measured moulds in the workyard at Arbroath, and conveyed thence in the sloops already mentioned to the rock, where the vessels were anchored at a distance sufficient to enable them to clear it in case of drifting. The cargoes were then unloaded at the moorings, and laid on the decks of the praam boats, which conveyed them to the rock, where they were laid on small trucks, run along the temporary rails, to their positions, and built in at once.

Each stone of this building was treated with as much care and solicitude as if it were a living creature. After being carefully cut and curiously formed, and conveyed to the neighbourhood of the rock, it was hoisted out of the hold and laid on the vessels deck, when it was handed over to the landing-master, whose duty it became to transfer it, by means of a combination of ropes and blocks, to the deck of the praam boat, and then deliver it at the rock.

As the sea was seldom calm during the building operations, and frequently in a state of great agitation, lowering the stones on the decks of the praam boats was a difficult matter.

In the act of working the apparatus, one man was placed at each of the guy-tackles. This man assisted also at the purchase-tackles for raising the stones; and one of the ablest and most active of the crew was appointed to hold on the end of the fall-tackle, which often required all his strength and his utmost agility in letting go, for the purpose of lowering the stone at the instant the word lower was given. In a rolling sea, much depended on the promptitude with which this part of the operation was performed. For the purpose of securing this, the man who held the tackle placed himself before the mast in a sitting, more frequently in a lying posture, with his feet stretched under the winch and abutting against the mast, as by this means he was enabled to exert his greatest strength.

The signal being given in the hold that the tackle was hooked to the stone and all ready, every man took his post, the stone was carefully, we might almost say tenderly, raised, and gradually got into position over the praam boat; the right moment was intently watched, and the word lower given sternly and sharply. The order was obeyed with exact promptitude, and the stone rested on the deck of the praam boat. Six blocks of granite having been thus placed on the boats deck, she was rowed to a buoy, and moored near the rock until the proper time of the tide for taking her into one of the landing creeks.

We are thus particular in describing the details of this part of the work, in order that the reader may be enabled to form a correct estimate of what may be termed the minor difficulties of the undertaking.

The same care was bestowed upon the landing of every stone of the building; and it is worthy of record, that notwithstanding the difficulty of this process in such peculiar circumstances, not a single stone was lost, or even seriously damaged, during the whole course of the erection of the tower, which occupied four years in building, or rather, we should say, four seasons, for no work was or could be done during winter.

A description of the first entire course of the lower part of the tower, which was built solid, will be sufficient to give an idea of the general nature of the whole work.

This course or layer consisted of 123 blocks of stone, those in the interior being sandstone, while the outer casing was of granite. Each stone was fastened to its neighbour above, below, and around by means of dovetails, joggles, oaken trenails, and mortar. Each course was thus built from its centre to its circumference, and as all the courses from the foundation to a height of thirty feet were built in this way, the tower, up to that height, became a mass of solid stone, as strong and immovable as the Bell Rock itself. Above this, or thirty feet from the foundation, the entrance-door was placed, and the hollow part of the tower began.

Thus much, then, as to the tower itself, the upper part of which will be found described in a future chapter. In regard to the subsidiary works, the erection of the beacon house was in itself a work of considerable difficulty, requiring no common effort of engineering skill. The principal beams of this having been towed to the rock by the Smeaton, all the stanchions and other material for setting them up were landed, and the workmen set about erecting them as quickly as possible, for if a single day of bad weather should occur before the necessary fixtures could be made, the whole apparatus would be infallibly swept away.

The operation being, perhaps, the most important of the season, and one requiring to be done with the utmost expedition, all hands were, on the day in which its erection was begun, gathered on the rock, besides ten additional men engaged for the purpose, and as many of the seamen from the Pharos and other vessels as could be spared. They amounted altogether to fifty-two in number.

About half-past eight oclock in the morning a derrick, or mast, thirty feet high, was erected, and properly supported with guy-ropes for suspending the block for raising the first principal beam of the beacon, and a winch-machine was bolted down to the rock for working the purchase-tackle. The necessary blocks and tackle were likewise laid to hand and properly arranged. The men were severally allotted in squads to different stations; some were to bring the principal beams to hand, others were to work the tackles, while a third set had the charge of the iron stanchions, bolts, and wedges, so that the whole operation of raising the beams and fixing them to the rock might go forward in such a mariner that some provision might be made, in any stage of the work, for securing what had been accomplished, in case of an adverse change of weather.

The raising of the derrick was the signal for three hearty cheers, for this was a new era in the operations. Even that single spar, could it be preserved, would have been sufficient to have saved the workmen on that day when the Smeaton broke adrift and left them in such peril.

This was all, however, that could be accomplished that tide. Next day, the great beams, each fifty feet long, and about sixteen inches square, were towed to the rock about seven in the morning, and the work immediately commenced, although they had gone there so much too early in the tide that the men had to work a considerable time up to their middle in water. Each beam was raised by the tackle affixed to the derrick, until the end of it could be placed or stepped into the hole which had been previously prepared for its reception; then two of the great iron stanchions or supports were set into their respective holes on each side of the beam, and a rope passed round them to keep it from slipping, until it could be more permanently fixed.

This having been accomplished, the first beam became the means of raising the second, and when the first and second were fastened at the top, they formed a pair of shears by which the rest were more easily raised to their places. The heads of the beams were then fitted together and secured with ropes in a temporary manner, until the falling of the tide would permit the operations to be resumed.

Thus the work went on, each man labouring with all his might, until this important erection was completed.

The raising of the first beams took place on a Sunday. Indeed, during the progress of the works at the Bell Rock, the men were accustomed to work regularly on Sundays when possible; but it is right to say that it was not done in defiance of, or disregard to, Gods command to cease from labour on the Sabbath day, but because of the urgent need of a lighthouse on a rock which, unlighted, would be certain to wreck numerous vessels and destroy many lives in time to come, as it had done in time past. Delay in this matter might cause death and disaster, therefore it was deemed right to carry on the work on Sundays. (See note 1.)

An accident happened during the raising of the last large beam of the beacon, which, although alarming, fortunately caused no damage. Considering the nature of the work, it is amazing, and greatly to the credit of all engaged, that so few accidents occurred during the building of the lighthouse.

When they were in the act of hoisting the sixth and last log, and just about to cant it into its place, the iron hook of the principal purchase-block gave way, and the great beam, measuring fifty feet in length, fell upon the rock with a terrible crash; but although there were fifty-two men around the beacon at the time, not one was touched, and the beam itself received no damage worth mentioning.

Soon after the beacon had been set up, and partially secured to the rock, a severe gale sprang up, as if Ocean were impatient to test the handiwork of human engineers. Gales set in from the eastward, compelling the attending sloops to slip from their moorings, and run for the shelter of Arbroath and Saint Andrews, and raising a sea on the Bell Rock which was described as terrific, the spray rising more than thirty feet in the air above it.

In the midst of all this turmoil the beacon stood securely, and after the weather moderated, permitting the workmen once more to land, it was found that no damage had been done by the tremendous breaches of the sea over the rock.

That the power of the waves had indeed been very great, was evident from the effects observed on the rock itself, and on materials left there. Masses of rock upwards of a ton in weight had been cast up by the sea, and then, in their passage over the Bell Rock, had made deep and indelible ruts. An anchor of a ton weight, which had been lost on one side of the rock, was found to have been washed up and over it to the other side. Several large blocks of granite that had been landed and left on a ledge, were found to have been swept away like pebbles, and hurled into a hole at some distance; and the heavy hearth of the smiths forge, with the ponderous anvil, had been washed from their places of supposed security.

From the time of the setting up of the beacon a new era in the work began. Some of the men were now enabled to remain on the rock all day, working at the lighthouse when the tide was low, and betaking themselves to the beacon when it rose, and leaving it at night; for there was much to do before this beacon could be made the habitable abode which it finally became; but it required the strictest attention to the state of the weather, in case of their being overtaken with a gale, which might prevent the possibility of their being taken off the rock.

At last the beacon was so far advanced and secured that it was deemed capable of withstanding any gale that might blow. As yet it was a great ungainly pile of logs, iron stanchions, and bracing-chains, without anything that could afford shelter to man from winds or waves, but with a platform laid from its cross-beams at a considerable height above high-water mark.

The works on the rock were in this state, when two memorable circumstances occurred in the Bell Rock annals, to which we shall devote a separate chapter.



Note 1. It was always arranged, however, to have public worship on Sundays when practicable. And this arrangement was held to during the continuance of the work. Indeed, the manner in which Mr Stevenson writes in regard to the conclusion of the days work at the beacon, which we have described, shows clearly that he felt himself to be acting in this matter in accordance with the spirit of our Saviour, who wrought many of His works of mercy on the Sabbath day. Mr Stevenson writes thus:  

All hands having returned to their respective ships, they got a shift of dry clothes, and some refreshment. Being Sunday, they were afterwards convened by signal on board of the lighthouse yacht, when prayers were read, for every heart upon this occasion felt gladness, and every mind was disposed to be thankful for the happy and successful termination of the operations of this day.

It is right to add that the men, although requested, were not constrained to work on Sundays. They were at liberty to decline if they chose. A few conscientiously refused at first, but were afterwards convinced of the necessity of working on all opportunities that offered, and agreed to do so.




Chapter Fifteen.

Ruby has a Rise in Life, and a Fall.

James Dove, the blacksmith, had, for some time past, been watching the advancing of the beacon-works with some interest, and a good deal of impatience. He was tired of working so constantly up to the knees in water, and aspired to a drier and more elevated workshop.

One morning he was told by the foreman that orders had been given for him to remove his forge to the beacon, and this removal, this flitting, as he called it, was the first of the memorable events referred to in the last chapter.

Hallo! Ruby, my boy, cried the elated son of Vulcan, as he descended the companion ladder, were goin to flit, lad. Were about to rise in the world, so get up your bellows. Its the last time we shall have to be bothered with them in the boat, I hope.

Thats well, said Ruby, shouldering the unwieldy bellows; they have worn my shoulders threadbare, and tried my patience almost beyond endurance.

Well, its all over now, lad, rejoined the smith. In future you shall have to blow up in the beacon yonder; so come along.

Come, Ruby, that ought to comfort the cockles o yer heart, said OConnor, who passed up the ladder as he spoke; the smith wont need to blow you up any more, av youre to blow yourself up in the beacon in futur. Arrah! theres the bell again. Sorrow wan o me iver gits to slape, but Im turned up immadiately to go an poke away at that rock  faix, its well named the Bell Rock, for it makes me like to bellow me lungs out wid vexation.

That pun is below contempt, said Joe Dumsby, who came up at the moment.

Thats yer sort, laddies; yere guid at ringing the changes on that head onyway, cried Watt.

I say, were gittin a belly-full of it, observed Forsyth, with a rueful look. I hope nobodys goin to give us another!

Itll create a rebellion, said Bremner, if ye go on like that.

Itll bring my bellows down on the head o the next man that speaks! cried Ruby, with indignation.

Dont you hear the bell, there? cried the foreman down the hatchway.

There was a burst of laughter at this unconscious continuation of the joke, and the men sprang up the ladder,  down the side, and into the boats, which were soon racing towards the rock.

The day, though not sunny, was calm and agreeable, nevertheless the landing at the rock was not easily accomplished, owing to the swell caused by a recent gale. After one or two narrow escapes of a ducking, however, the crews landed, and the bellows, instead of being conveyed to their usual place at the forge, were laid at the foot of the beacon.

The carriage of these bellows to and fro almost daily had been a subject of great annoyance to the men, owing to their being so much in the way, and so unmanageably bulky, yet so essential to the progress of the works, that they did not dare to leave them on the rock, lest they should be washed away, and they had to handle them tenderly, lest they should get damaged.

Now, boys, lend a hand with the forge, cried the smith, hurrying towards his anvil.

Those who were not busy eating dulse responded to the call, and in a short time the ponderous matériel of the smithy was conveyed to the beacon, where, in process of time, it was hoisted by means of tackle to its place on the platform to which reference has already been made.

When it was safely set up and the bellows placed in position, Ruby went to the edge of the platform, and, looking down on his comrades below, took off his cap and shouted in the tone of a Stentor, Now, lads, three cheers for the Dovecot!

This was received with a roar of laughter and three tremendous cheers.

Howld on, boys, cried OConnor, stretching out his hand as if to command silence; youll scare the dove from his cot altogether av ye roar like that!

Surely theyre sendin us a fire to warm us, observed one of the men, pointing to a boat which had put off from the Smeaton, and was approaching the rock by way of Macurichs Track.

What cand be, I wonder? said Watt; I think I can smell somethin.

I halways thought you ad somethink of an old dog in you, said Dumsby.

Ay, man! said the Scot with a leer, I ken o war beasts than auld dowgs.

Do you? come lets ear wat they are, said the Englishman.

Young puppies, answered the other.

Hurrah! dinner, as Im a Dutchman, cried Forsyth.

This was indeed the case. Dinner had been cooked on board the Smeaton and sent hot to the men; and this,  the first dinner ever eaten on the Bell Rock,  was the second of the memorable events before referred to.

The boat soon ran into the creek and landed the baskets containing the food on Hopes Wharf.

The men at once made a rush at the viands, and bore them off exultingly to the flattest part of the rock they could find.

A regular picnic, cried Dumsby in high glee, for unusual events, of even a trifling kind, had the effect of elating those men more than one might have expected.

Heres the murphies, cried OConnor, staggering over the slippery weed with a large smoking tin dish.

Mind you dont let em fall, cried one.

Have a care, shouted the smith; if you drop them Ill beat you red-hot, and hammer ye so flat that the biggest flatterer as ever walked wont be able to spread ye out another half-inch.

Mutton! oh! exclaimed Forsyth, who had been some time trying to wrench the cover off the basket containing a roast leg, and at last succeeded.

Here, spread them all out on this rock. You hant forgot the grog, I hope, steward?

No fear of him: hes a good feller, is the steward, when hes asleep partiklerly. The grogs here all right.

Dinna let Dumsby git haud ot, then, cried Watt. What! hae ye begood aready? Patience, man, patience. Is there ony saut?

Lots of it, darlin, in the say. Sure this shape must have lost his tail somehow. Och, murther! if there isnt Bobby Selkirk gone an tumbled into Port Hamilton wid the cabbage, av its not the carrots!

There now, dont talk so much, boys, cried Peter Logan. Lets drink success to the Bell Rock Lighthouse.

It need scarcely be said that this toast was drunk with enthusiasm, and that it was followed up with three times three.

Now for a song. Come, Joe Dumsby, strike up, cried one of the men.

OConnor, who was one of the most reckless of men in regard to duty and propriety, here shook his head gravely, and took upon himself to read his comrade a lesson.

Ye shouldnt talk o sitch things in workin hours, said he. Av we wos all foolish, waake-hidded cratures like you, how dye think wed iver git the lighthouse sot up! Ate yer dinner, lad, and howld yer tongue.

O Ned, I didnt think your jealousy would show out so strong, retorted his comrade. Now, then, Dumsby, fire away, if it was only to aggravate him.

Thus pressed, Joe Dumsby took a deep draught of the small-beer with which the men were supplied, and began a song of his own composition.

When the song was finished the meal was also concluded, and the men returned to their labours on the rock; some to continue their work with the picks at the hard stone of the foundation-pit, others to perform miscellaneous jobs about the rock, such as mixing the mortar and removing débris, while James Dove and his fast friend Ruby Brand mounted to their airy cot on the beacon, from which in a short time began to proceed the volumes of smoke and the clanging sounds that had formerly arisen from Smiths Ledge.

While they were all thus busily engaged, Ruby observed a boat advancing towards the rock from the floating light. He was blowing the bellows at the time, after a spell at the fore-hammer.

We seem to be favoured with unusual events to-day, Jamie, said he, wiping his forehead with the corner of his apron with one hand, while he worked the handle of the bellows with the other, yonder comes another boat; what can it be, think you?

Surely it cant be tea! said the smith with a smile, as he turned the end of a pickaxe in the fire, its too soon after dinner for that.

It looks like the boat of our friends the fishermen, Big Swankie and Davy Spink, said Ruby, shading his eyes with his hand, and gazing earnestly at the boat as it advanced towards them.

Friends! repeated the smith, rascally smugglers, both of them; theyre no friends of mine.

Well, I didnt mean bosom friends, replied Ruby, but after all, Davy Spink is not such a bad fellow, though I cant say that Im fond of his comrade.

The two men resumed their hammers at this point in the conversation, and became silent as long as the anvil sounded.

The boat had reached the rock when they ceased, and its occupants were seen to be in earnest conversation with Peter Logan.

There were only two men in the boat besides its owners, Swankie and Spink.

What can they want? said Dove, looking down on them as he turned to thrust the iron on which he was engaged into the fire.

As he spoke the foreman looked up.

Ho! Ruby Brand, he shouted, come down here; youre wanted.

Hallo! Ruby, exclaimed the smith, more friends o yours! Your acquaintance is extensive, lad, but theres no girl in the case this time.

Ruby made no reply, for an indefinable feeling of anxiety filled his breast as he threw down the fore-hammer and prepared to descend.

On reaching the rock he advanced towards the strangers, both of whom were stout, thickset men, with grave, stern countenances. One of them stepped forward and said, Your name is

Ruby Brand, said the youth promptly, at the same time somewhat proudly, for he knew that he was in the hands of the Philistines.

The man who first spoke hereupon drew a small instrument from his pocket, and tapping Ruby on the shoulder, said  

I arrest you, Ruby Brand, in the name of the King.

The other man immediately stepped forward and produced a pair of handcuffs.

At sight of these Ruby sprang backward, and the blood rushed violently to his forehead, while his blue eyes glared with the ferocity of those of a tiger.

Come, lad, its of no use, you know, said the man, pausing; if you wont come quietly we must find ways and means to compel you.

Compel me! cried Ruby, drawing himself up with a look of defiance and a laugh of contempt, that caused the two men to shrink back in spite of themselves.

Ruby, said the foreman, gently, stepping forward and laying his hand on the youths shoulder, you had better go quietly, for theres no chance of escape from these fellows. I have no doubt its a mistake, and that youll come off with flyin colours, but its best to go quietly whatever turns up.

While Logan was speaking, Ruby dropped his head on his breast, the officer with the handcuffs advanced, and the youth held out his hands, while the flush of anger deepened into the crimson blush of shame.

It was at this point that Jamie Dove, wondering at the prolonged absence of his friend and assistant, looked down from the platform of the beacon, and beheld what was taking place.

The stentorian roar of amazement and rage that suddenly burst from him, attracted the attention of all the men on the rock, who dropped their tools and looked up in consternation, expecting, no doubt, to behold something terrible.

Their eyes at once followed those of the smith, and no sooner did they see Ruby being led in irons to the boat, which lay in Port Hamilton, close to Sir Ralph the Rovers Ledge, than they uttered a yell of execration, and rushed with one accord to the rescue.

The officers, who were just about to make their prisoner step into the boat, turned to face the foe,  one, who seemed to be the more courageous of the two, a little in advance of the other.

Ned OConnor, with that enthusiasm which seems to be inherent in Irish blood, rushed with such irresistible force against this man that he drove him violently back against his comrade, and sent them both head over heels into Port Hamilton. Nay, with such momentum was this act performed, that Ned could not help but follow them, falling on them both as they came to the surface and sinking them a second time, amid screams and yells of laughter.

OConnor was at once pulled out by his friends. The officers also were quickly landed.

I ax yer parding, gintlemen, said the former, with an expression of deep regret on his face, but the say-weed is so slippy on them rocks were almost for iver doin that sort o thing be the merest accident. But av yer as fond o cowld wather as meself ye wont objec to it, although it do come raither onexpected.

The officers made no reply, but, collaring Ruby, pushed him into the boat.

Again the men made a rush, but Peter Logan stood between them and the boat.

Lads, said he, holding up his hand, its of no use resistin the law. These are Kings officers, and they are only doin their duty. Sure am I that Ruby Brand is guilty of no crime, so theyve only to enquire into it and set him free.

The men hesitated, but did not seem quite disposed to submit without another struggle.

Its a shame to let them take him, cried the smith.

So it is. I vote for a rescue, cried Joe Dumsby.

Hooray! so does I, cried OConnor, stripping off his waist-coat, and for once in his life agreeing with Joe.

Na, na, lads, cried John Watt, rolling up his sleeves, and baring his brawny arms as if about to engage in a fight, itll niver do to interfere wi the law; but what dye say to gie them anither dook?

Seeing that the men were about to act upon Watts suggestion, Ruby started up in the boat, and turning to his comrade, said:

Boys, its very kind of you to be so anxious to save me but you cant

Faix, but we can, darlin, interrupted OConnor.

No, you cant, repeated Ruby firmly, because I wont let you. I dont think I need say to you that I am innocent, he added, with a look in which truth evidently shone forth like a sunbeam, but now that they have put these irons on me I will not consent that they shall be taken off except by the law which put them on.

While he was speaking the boat had been pushed off, and in a few seconds it was beyond the reach of the men.

Depend upon it, comrades, cried Ruby, as they pulled away, that I shall be back again to help you to finish the work on the Bell Rock.

So you will, lad, so you will, cried the foreman.

My blessin on ye, shouted OConnor. Ach! ye dirty villains, ye low-minded spalpeens, he added, shaking his fist at the officers of justice.

Dont be long away, Ruby, cried one.

Never say die, shouted another, earnestly.

Three cheers for Ruby Brand! exclaimed Forsyth, hip! hip! hip!

The cheer was given with the most vociferous energy, and then the men stood in melancholy silence on Ralph the Rovers Ledge, watching the boat that bore their comrade to the shore.




Chapter Sixteen.

New Arrangements  The Captains Philosophy in Regard to Pipeology.

That night our hero was lodged in the common jail of Arbroath. Soon after, he was tried, and, as Captain Ogilvy had prophesied, was acquitted. Thereafter he went to reside for the winter with his mother, occupying the same room as his worthy uncle, as there was not another spare one in the cottage, and sleeping in a hammock, slung parallel with and close to that of the captain.

On the night following his release from prison, Ruby lay on his back in his hammock meditating intently on the future, and gazing at the ceiling, or rather at the place where he knew the ceiling to be, for it was a dark night, and there was no light in the room, the candle having just been extinguished.

We are not strictly correct, however, in saying that there was no light in the room, for there was a deep red glowing spot of fire near to Captain Ogilvys head, which flashed and grew dim at each alternate second of time. It was, in fact, the captains pipe, a luxury in which that worthy man indulged morning, noon, and night. He usually rested the bowl of the pipe on and a little over the edge of his hammock, and, lying on his back, passed the mouthpiece over the blankets into the corner of his mouth, where four of his teeth seemed to have agreed to form an exactly round hole suited to receive it. At each draw the fire in the bowl glowed so that the captains nose was faintly illuminated; in the intervals the nose disappeared.

The breaking or letting fall of this pipe was a common incident in the captains nocturnal history, but he had got used to it, from long habit, and regarded the event each time it occurred with the philosophic composure of one who sees and makes up his mind to endure an inevitable and unavoidable evil.

Ruby, said the captain, after the candle was extinguished.

Well, uncle?

Ive bin thinkin, lad,

Here the captain drew a few whiffs to prevent the pipe from going out, in which operation he evidently forgot himself and went on thinking, for he said nothing more.

Well, uncle, what have you been thinking?

Eh! ah, yes, Ive bin thinkin, lad (pull), that youll have to (puff)  theres somethin wrong with the pipe to-night, it dont draw well (puff)  youll have to do somethin or other in the town, for it wont do to leave the old woman, lad, in her delicate state o health. Had she turned in when you left the kitchen?

Oh yes, an hour or more.

An Blue Eyes,  

The tender bit flower that waves in the breeze,

And scatters its fragrance all over the seas.

Has she turned in too?

She was just going to when I left, replied Ruby; but what has that to do with the question?

I didnt say as it had anything to do with it, lad. Moreover, there aint no question between us as I knows on (puff); but what have you to say to stoppin here all winter?

Impossible, said Ruby, with a sigh.

No so, lad; whats to hinder?  Ah! there she goes.

The pipe fell with a crash to the floor, and burst with a bright shower of sparks, like a little bombshell.

Thats the third, Ruby, since I turned in, said the captain, getting slowly over the side of his hammock, and alighting on the floor heavily. I wont git up again if it goes another time.

After knocking off the chimney-piece five or six articles which appeared to be made of tin from the noise they made in falling, the captain succeeded in getting hold of another pipe and the tinder-box, for in those days flint and steel were the implements generally used in procuring a light. With much trouble he re-lit the pipe.

Now, Ruby, lad, hold it till I tumble in.

But I cant see the stem, uncle.

What a speech for a seaman to make! Dont you see the fire in the bowl?

Yes, of course.

Well, just make a grab two inches astarn of the bowl and youll hook the stem.

The captain was looking earnestly into the bowl while he spoke, stuffing down the burning tobacco with the end of his little finger. Ruby, acting in rather too prompt obedience to the instructions, made a grab as directed, and caught his uncle by the nose.

A yell and an apology followed of course, in the midst of which the fourth pipe was demolished.

Oh! uncle, what a pity!

Ah! Ruby, that comes o inconsiderate youth, which philosophers tell us is the natral consequence of unavoidable necessity, for you cant put a young head on old shoulders, dye see?

From the tone in which this was said Ruby knew that the captain was shaking his head gravely, and from the noise of articles being kicked about and falling, he became aware that the unconquerable man was filling a fifth pipe.

This one was more successfully managed, and the captain once more got into his hammock, and began to enjoy himself.

Well, Ruby, where was I? O ay; whats to hinder you goin and gettin employed in the Bell Rock workyard? Theres plenty to do, and good wages there.

It may be as well to inform the reader here, that although the operations at the Bell Rock had come to an end for the season about the beginning of October, the work of hewing the stones for the lighthouse was carried on briskly during the winter at the workyard on shore; and as the tools, etcetera, required constant sharpening and mending, a blacksmith could not be dispensed with.

Do you think I can get in again? enquired Ruby.

No doubt of it, lad. But the question is, are ye willin to go if theyll take you?

Quite willing, uncle.

Good: then thats all square, an I knows how to lay my course  up anchor to-morrow mornin, crowd all sail, bear down on the workyard, bring-to off the countin-room, and open fire on the superintendent.

The captain paused at this point, and opened fire with his pipe for some minutes.

Now, he continued, theres another thing I want to ax you. Im goin to-morrow afternoon to take a cruise along the cliffs to the eastard in the preventive boat, just to keep up my sea legs. Theyve got scent o some smugglin business thats goin on, an my friend Leftenant Lindsay has asked me to go. Now, Ruby, if you want a short cruise of an hour or so you may come with me.

Ruby smiled at the manner in which this offer was made, and replied:

With pleasure, uncle.

So, then, thats settled too. Good night, nephy.

The captain turned on his side, and dropped the pipe on the floor, where it was shivered to atoms.

It must not be supposed that this was accidental.

It was done on purpose. Captain Ogilvy had found from experience that it was not possible to stretch out his arm to its full extent and lay the pipe on the chimney-piece, without waking himself up just at that critical moment when sleep was consenting to be wooed. He also found that on the average he broke one in every four pipes that he thus attempted to deposit. Being a philosophical and practical man, he came to the conclusion that it would be worth while to pay something for the comfort of being undisturbed at the minute of time that lay between the conclusion of smoking and the commencement of repose. He therefore got a sheet of foolscap and a pencil, and spent a whole forenoon in abstruse calculations. He ascertained the exact value of three hundred and sixty-five clay pipes. From this he deducted a fourth for breakage that would have certainly occurred in the old system of laying the pipes down every night, and which, therefore, he felt, in a confused sort of way, ought not to be charged in the estimates of a new system. Then he added a small sum to the result for probable extra breakages, such as had occurred that night, and found that the total was not too high a price for a man in his circumstances to pay for the blessing he wished to obtain.

From that night forward he deliberately dropped his pipe every night over the side of his hammock before going to sleep.

The captain, in commenting on this subject, was wont to observe that everything in life, no matter how small, afforded matter of thought to philosophical men. He had himself found a pleasing subject of study each morning in the fact that some of the pipes survived the fall of the previous night. This led him to consider the nature of clay pipes in general, and to test them in various ways. It is true he did not say that anything of importance resulted from his peculiar studies, but he argued that a true philosopher looks for facts, and leaves results alone. One discovery he undoubtedly did make, which was, that the pipes obtained from a certain maker in the town invariably broke, while those obtained from another maker broke only occasionally. Hence he came to the conclusion that one maker was an honest man, the other a doubtful character, and wisely bestowed his custom in accordance with that opinion.

About one minute after the falling of the pipe Ruby Brand fell asleep, and about two minutes after that Captain Ogilvy began to snore, both of which conditions were maintained respectively and uninterruptedly until the birds began to whistle and the sun began to shine.




Chapter Seventeen.

A Meeting with Old Friends, and an Excursion.

Next morning the captain and his nephew bore down, as the former expressed it, on the workyard, and Ruby was readily accepted, his good qualities having already been well tested at the Bell Rock.

Now, boy, well go and see about the little preventive craft, said the captain on quitting the office.

But first, said Ruby, let me go and tell my old comrade Dove that I am to be with him again.

There was no need to enquire the way to the forge, the sound of the anvil being distinctly heard above all the other sounds of that busy spot.

The workyard at Arbroath, where the stones for the lighthouse were collected and hewn into shape before being sent off to the rock, was an enclosed piece of ground, extending to about three-quarters of an acre, conveniently situated on the northern side of the Lady Lane, or Street, leading from the western side of the harbour.

Here were built a row of barracks for the workmen, and several apartments connected with the engineers office, mould-makers department, stores, workshops for smiths and joiners, stables, etcetera, extending 150 feet along the north side of the yard. All of these were fully occupied, there being upwards of forty men employed permanently.

Sheds of timber were also constructed to protect the workmen in wet weather; and a kiln was built for burning lime. In the centre of the yard stood a circular platform of masonry on which the stones were placed when dressed, so that each stone was tested and marked, and each course or layer of the lighthouse fitted up and tried, before being shipped to the rock.

The platform measured 44 feet in diameter. It was founded with large broad stones at a depth of about 2 feet 6 inches, and built to within 10 inches of the surface with rubble work, on which a course of neatly dressed and well-jointed masonry was laid, of the red sandstone from the quarries to the eastward of Arbroath, which brought the platform on a level with the surface of the ground. Here the dressed part of the first entire course, or layer, of the lighthouse was lying, and the platform was so substantially built as to be capable of supporting any number of courses which it might be found convenient to lay upon it in the further progress of the work.

Passing this platform, the captain and Ruby threaded their way through a mass of workyard débris until they came to the building from which the sounds of the anvil proceeded. For a few minutes they stood looking at our old friend Jamie Dove, who, with bared arms, was causing the sparks to fly, and the glowing metal to yield, as vigorously as of old. Presently he ceased hammering, and turning to the fire thrust the metal into it. Then he wiped his brow, and glanced towards the door.

What! eh! Ruby Brand? he shouted in surprise.

Och! or his ghost! cried Ned OConnor, who had been appointed to Rubys vacant situation.

A pretty solid ghost youll find me, said Ruby with a laugh, as he stepped forward and seized the smith by the hand.

Musha! but its thrue, cried OConnor, quitting the bellows, and seizing Rubys disengaged hand, which he shook almost as vehemently as the smith did the other.

Now, then, dont dislocate him altogether, cried the captain, who was much delighted with this warm reception; hes goin to jine you, boys, so have mercy on his old timbers.

Jine us! cried the smith.

Ay, been appointed to the old berth, said Ruby, so Ill have to unship you, Ned.

The sooner the better; faix, I niver had much notion o this fiery style o life; its only fit for sallymanders and bottle-imps. But when dye begin work, lad?

To-morrow, I believe. At least, I was told to call at the office to-morrow. To-day I have an engagement.

Ay, an its time we was under weigh, said Captain Ogilvy, taking his nephew by the arm. Come along, lad, an dont keep them waiting.

So saying they bade the smith goodbye, and, leaving the forge, walked smartly towards that part of the harbour where the boats lay.

Ruby, said the captain, as they went along, its lucky its such a fine day, for Minnie is going with us.

Ruby said nothing, but the deep flush of pleasure that overspread his countenance proved that he was not indifferent to the news.

You see shes bin out of sorts, continued the captain, for some time back; and no wonder, poor thing, seein that your mother has been so anxious about you, and required more than usual care, so Ive prevailed on the leftenant to let her go. Shell get good by our afternoons sail, and we wont be the worse of her company. What say ye to that, nephy?

Ruby said that he was glad to hear it, but he thought a great deal more than he said, and among other things he thought that the lieutenant might perhaps be rather in the way; but as his presence was unavoidable he made up his mind to try to believe that he, the lieutenant, would in all probability be an engaged man already. As to the possibility of his seeing Minnie and being indifferent to her (in the event of his being a free man), he felt that such an idea was preposterous! Suddenly a thought flashed across him and induced a question  

Is the lieutenant married, uncle?

Not as I know of, lad; why dye ask?

Because  because  married men are so much pleasanter than

Ruby stopped short, for he just then remembered that his uncle was a bachelor.

Pon my word, youngster! go on, why dye stop in your purlite remark?

Because, said Ruby, laughing, I meant to say that young married men were so much more agreeable than young bachelors.

Humph! ejaculated the captain, who did not see much force in the observation, and how dye know the leftenants a young man? I didnt say he was young; mayhap hes old. But here he is, so youll judge for yourself.

At the moment a tall, deeply-bronzed man of about thirty years of age walked up and greeted Captain Ogilvy familiarly as his buck, enquiring, at the same time, how his old timbers were, and where the bit of baggage was.

Shes to be at the end o the pier in five minutes, said the captain, drawing out and consulting a watch that was large enough to have been mistaken for a small eight-day clock. This is my nephy, Ruby. Ruby Brand  Leftenant Lindsay. True blues, both of ye  

When shall we three meet again?

Where the stormy winds do blow, do blow, do blow,

And the thunder, lightenin, and the rain,

Riots up above, and also down below, below, below.

Ah! here comes the pretty little craft.

Minnie appeared as he spoke, and walked towards them with a modest, yet decided air that was positively bewitching.

She was dressed in homely garments, but that served to enhance the beauty of her figure, and she had on the plainest of little bonnets, but that only tended to make her face more lovely. Ruby thought it was perfection. He glanced at Lieutenant Lindsay, and perceiving that he thought so too (as how could he think otherwise?) a pang of jealousy shot into his breast. But it passed away when the lieutenant, after politely assisting Minnie into the boat, sat down beside the captain and began to talk earnestly to him, leaving Minnie entirely to her lover. We may remark here, that the title of leftenant, bestowed on Lindsay by the captain was entirely complimentary.

The crew of the boat rowed out of the harbour, and the lieutenant steered eastward, towards the cliffs that have been mentioned in an earlier part of our tale.

The day turned out to be one of those magnificent and exceptional days which appear to have been cut out of summer and interpolated into autumn. It was bright, warm, and calm, so calm that the boats sail was useless, and the crew had to row; but this was, in Minnies estimation, no disadvantage, for it gave her time to see the caves and picturesque inlets which abound all along that rocky coast. It also gave her time to  but no matter.

O how very much I should like to have a little boat, said Minnie, with enthusiasm, and spend a long day rowing in and out among these wild rocks, and exploring the caves! Wouldnt it be delightful, Ruby?

Ruby admitted that it would, and added, You shall have such a day, Minnie, if we live long.

Have you ever been in the Forbidden Cave? enquired Minnie.

Ill warrant you he has, cried the captain, who overheard the question; you may be sure that wherever Ruby is forbidden to go, there hell be sure to go!

Ay, is he so self-willed? asked the lieutenant, with a smile, and a glance at Minnie.

A mule; a positive mule, said the captain.

Come, uncle, you know that I dont deserve such a character, and its too bad to give it to me to-day. Did I not agree to come on this excursion at once, when you asked me?

Ay, but you wouldnt if I had ordered you, returned the captain.

I rather think he would, observed the lieutenant, with another smile, and another glance at Minnie.

Both smiles and glances were observed and noticed by Ruby, whose heart felt another pang shoot through it; but this, like the former, subsided when the lieutenant again addressed the captain, and devoted himself to him so exclusively, that Ruby began to feel a touch of indignation at his want of appreciation of such a girl as Minnie.

Hes a stupid ass, thought Ruby to himself, and then, turning to Minnie, directed her attention to a curious natural arch on the cliffs, and sought to forget all the rest of the world.

In this effort he was successful, and had gradually worked himself into the firm belief that the world was paradise, and that he and Minnie were its sole occupants  a second edition, as it were, of Adam and Eve  when the lieutenant rudely dispelled the sweet dream by saying sharply to the man at the bow-oar  

Is that the boat, Baker? You ought to know it pretty well.

I think it is, sir, answered the man, resting on his oar a moment, and glancing over his shoulder; but I cant be sure at this distance.

Well, pull easy, said the lieutenant; you see, it wont do to scare them, Captain Ogilvy, and theyll think were a pleasure party when they see a woman in the boat.

Ruby thought they would not be far wrong in supposing them a pleasure party. He objected, mentally, however, to Minnie being styled a woman  not that he would have had her called a man, but he thought that girl would have been more suitable  angel, perhaps, the most appropriate term of all.

Come, captain, I think I will join you in a pipe, said the lieutenant, pulling out a tin case, in which he kept the blackest of little cutty pipes. In days of old our ancestors loved to fight  now we degenerate souls love to smoke the pipe of peace.

I did not know that your ancestors were enemies, said Minnie to the captain.

Enemies, lass! ay, that they were. What! have ye never heard tell o the great fight between the Ogilvys and Lindsays?

Never, said Minnie.

Then, my girl, your education has been neglected, but Ill do what I can to remedy that defect.

Here the captain rekindled his pipe (which was in the habit of going out, and requiring to be relighted), and, clearing his throat with the emphasis of one who is about to communicate something of importance, held forth as follows.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Battle of Arbroath, and Other Warlike Matters.

It was in the year 1445  thats not far short o four hundred years ago  ah! tempus fugit, which is a Latin quotation, my girl, from Horace Walpole, I believe, an signifies time and tide waits for no man; thats what they calls a free translation, you must know; well, it was in the winter o 1445 that a certain Alexander Ogilvy of Inverquharity, was chosen to act as Chief Justiciar in these parts  I suppose that means a kind of upper bailiff, a sort o bosns mate, to compare great things with small. He was set up in place of one o the Lindsay family, who, it seems, was rather extravagant, though whether his extravagance lay in wearin a beard (for he was called Earl Beardie), or in spendin too much cash, I cant take upon me for to say. Anyhow, Beardie refused to haul down his colours, so the Ogilvys mustered their men and friends, and the Lindsays did the same, and they went at it, hammer and tongs, and fowt what ye may call the Battle of Arbroath, for it was close to the old town where they fell to.

It was a most bloody affair. The two families were connected with many o the richest and greatest people in the land, and these went to lend a hand when they beat to quarters, and there was no end o barbed horses, as they call them  which means critters with steel spikes in their noses, Im told  and lots of embroidered banners and flags, though I never heard that anyone hoisted the Union Jack; but, however that may be, they fowt like bluejackets, for five hundred men were left dead on the field, an among them a lot o the great folk.

But Im sorry to say that the Ogilvys were licked, though I say it that shouldnt, continued the captain, with a sigh, as he relighted his pipe. Howsever,  

Never ventur, never win,

Blaze away an dont give in,

As Milton remarks in his preface to the Pilgrims Progress.

True, captain, said the lieutenant, and you know that he who fights and runs away, shall live to fight another day.

Leftenant, said the captain gravely, your quotation, besides bein a kind o desecration, is not applicable; cause the Ogilvys did not run away. They fowt on that occasion like born imps, an they would ha certainly won the day, if they hadnt been, every man jack of em, cut to pieces before the battle was finished.

Well said, uncle, exclaimed Ruby, with a laugh. No doubt the Ogilvys would lick the Lindsays now if they had a chance.

I believe they would, said the lieutenant, for they have become a race of heroes since the great day of the Battle of Arbroath. No doubt, Miss Gray, continued the lieutenant, turning to Minnie with an arch smile, no doubt you have heard of that more recent event, the threatened attack on Arbroath by the French fire-eater, Captain Fall, and the heroic part played on that occasion by an Ogilvy  an uncle, I am told, of my good friend here?

I have heard of Captain Fall, of course, replied Minnie, for it was not many years before I was born that his visit took place, and Mrs Brand has often told me of the consternation into which the town was thrown by his doings; but I never heard of the deeds of the Ogilvy to whom you refer.

No? Now, that is surprising! How comes it, captain, that you have kept so silent on this subject?

Cause it aint true, replied the captain stoutly, yet with a peculiar curl about the corners of his mouth, that implied something in the mind beyond what he expressed with the lips.

Ah! I see  modesty, said Lindsay. Your uncle is innately modest, Miss Gray, and never speaks of anything that bears the slightest resemblance to boasting. See, the grave solemnity with which he smokes while I say this proves the truth of my assertion. Well, since he has never told you, I will tell yell myself. You have no objection, captain?

The captain sent a volume of smoke from his lips, and followed it up with Fire away, shipmet.

The lieutenant, having drawn a few whiffs in order to ensure the continued combustion of his pipe, related the following anecdote, which is now matter of history, as anyone may find by consulting the archives of Arbroath.

In the year 1781, on a fine evening of the month of May, the seamen of Arbroath who chanced to be loitering about the harbour observed a strange vessel manoeuvring in the offing. They watched and commented on the motions of the stranger with considerable interest, for the wary skill displayed by her commander proved that he was unacquainted with the navigation of the coast, and from the cut of her jib they knew that the craft was a foreigner. After a time she took up a position, and cast anchor in the bay, directly opposite the town.

At that time we were, as we still are, and as it really appears likely to me we ever shall be, at war with France; but as the scene of the war was far removed from Arbroath, it never occurred to the good people that the smell of powder could reach their peaceful town. That idea was somewhat rudely forced upon them when the French flag was run up to the mizzentop, and a white puff of smoke burst from the vessel, which was followed by a shot, that went hissing over their heads, and plumped right into the middle of the town!

That shot knocked over fifteen chimney-pots and two weathercocks in Market-gate, went slap through a house in the suburbs, and finally stuck in the carcass of an old horse belonging to the Provost of the town, which didnt survive the shock  the horse, I mean, not the Provost.

It is said that there was an old gentleman lying in bed in a room of the house that the shot went through. He was a sort of hipped character, and believed that he could not walk, if he were to try ever so much. He was looking quietly at the face of a great Dutch clock when the shot entered and knocked the clock inside out, sending its contents in a shower over the old gentleman, who jumped up and rushed out of the house like a maniac! He was cured completely from that hour. At least, so its said, but I dont vouch for the truth of the story.

However, certain it is that the shot was fired, and was followed up by two or three more; after which the Frenchman ceased firing, and a boat was seen to quit the side of the craft, bearing a flag of truce.

The consternation into which the town was thrown is said to have been tremendous.

Thats false, interrupted the captain, removing his pipe while he spoke. The word aint appropriate. The men of Arbroath doesnt know nothin about no such word as consternation. They was surprised, if ye choose, an powerfully enraged mayhap, but they wasnt consternated by no means.

Well, I dont insist on the point, said the lieutenant, but chroniclers write so  

Chroniclers write lies sometimes, interrupted the captain curtly.

Perhaps they do; but you will admit, I dare say, that the women and children were thrown into a great state of alarm.

Im not so sure of that, interposed Ruby. In a town where the men were so bold, the women and children would be apt to feel very much at their ease. At all events, I am acquainted with some women who are not easily frightened.

Really, I think it is not fair to interrupt the story in this way, said Minnie, with a laugh.

Right, lass, right, said the captain. Come, leftenant, spin away at yer yarn, and dont ventur too much commentary thereon, cause its apt to lead to error, an ye know, as the poet says  

Errors in the heart breed errors in the brain,

An these are apt to twist ye wrong again.

Im not xactly sure o the precise words in this case, but thats the sentiment, and everybody knows that sentiment is everything in poetry, whether ye understand it or not. Fire away, leftenant, an dont be long-winded if ye can help it.

Well, to return to the point, resumed Lindsay. The town was certainly thrown into a tremendous state of some sort, for the people had no arms of any kind wherewith to defend themselves. There were no regular soldiers, no militia, and no volunteers. Everybody ran wildly about in every direction, not knowing what to do. There was no leader, and, in short, the town was very like a shoal of small fish in a pool when a boy wades in and makes a dash amongst them.

At last a little order was restored by the Provost, who was a sensible old man, and an old soldier to boot, but too infirm to take as active a part in such an emergency as he would have done had he been a dozen years younger. He, with several of the principal men of the town, went down to the beach to receive the bearers of the flag of truce.

The boat was manned by a crew of five or six seamen, armed with cutlasses and arquebusses. As soon as its keel grated on the sand a smart little officer leaped ashore, and presented to the Provost a letter from Captain Fall, which ran somewhat in this fashion:  

At Sea, May twenty-third.

Gentlemen,  I send these two words to inform you, that I will have you to bring-to the French colour in less than a quarter of an hour, or I set the town on fire directly. Such is the order of my master, the King of France, I am sent by. Send directly the Mair and chiefs of the town to make some agreement with me, or Ill make my duty. It is the will of yours,  G. Fall.

To Monsieur Mair of the town called Arbrought, or in his absence to the chief man after him in Scotland.

On reading this the Provost bowed respectfully to the officer, and begged of him to wait a few minutes while he should consult with his chief men. This was agreed to, and the Provost said to his friends, as he walked to a neighbouring house  

Ye see, freens, this whipper-snapper o a tade-eater has gotten the whup hand o us; but well be upsides wi him. The main thing is to get delay, so cut away, Tam Cargill, and tak horse to Montrose for the sodgers. Spare na the spur, lad, an gar them to understan that the case is urgent.

While Tam Cargill started away on his mission, the Provost, whose chief aim was to gain time and cause delay, penned an epistle to the Frenchman, in which he stated that he had neglected to name the terms on which he would consent to spare the town, and that he would consider it extremely obliging if he would, as speedily as possible, return an answer, stating them, in order that they might be laid before the chief men of the place.

When the Provost, who was a grave, dignified old man, with a strong dash of humour in him, handed this note to the French officer, he did so with a humble obeisance that appeared to afford much gratification to the little man. As the latter jumped into the boat and ordered the men to push off, the Provost turned slowly to his brother magistrates with a wink and a quiet smile that convulsed them with suppressed laughter, and did more to encourage any of the wavering or timid inhabitants than if he had harangued them heroically for an hour.

Some time after the boat returned with a reply, which ran thus:  

At Sea, eight oclock in the Afternoon.

Gentlemen,  I received just now your answer, by which you say I ask no terms. I thought it was useless, since I asked you to come aboard for agreement. But here are my terms:  I will have 30,000 pounds sterling at least, and six of the chiefs men of the town for otage. Be speedy, or I shot your town away directly, and I set fire to it. I am, gentlemen, your servant,  G. Fall.

I sent some of my crew to you, but if some harm happens to them, youll be sure well hang up the mainyard all the prisoners we have aboard.

To Monsieurs the chiefs men of Arbrought in Scotland.

Im not quite certain, continued the lieutenant, what were the exact words of the Provosts reply to this letter, but they conveyed a distinct and contemptuous refusal to accede to any terms, and, I believe, invited Fall to come ashore, where, if he did not get precisely what he had asked, he would be certain to receive a great deal more than he wanted.

The enraged and disappointed Frenchman at once began a heavy fire upon the town, and continued it for a long time, but fortunately it did little or no harm, as the town lay in a somewhat low position, and Falls guns being too much elevated, the shot passed over it.

Next day another letter was sent to the Provost by some fishermen, who were captured while fishing off the Bell Rock. This letter was as tremendous as the two former. I can give it to you, word for word, from memory.

At Sea, May 24th.

Gentlemen,  See whether you will come to some terms with me, or I come in presently with my cutter into the arbour, and I will cast down the town all over. Make haste, because I have no time to spare. I give you a quarter of an hour to your decision, and after Ill make my duty. I think it would be better for you, gentlemen, to come some of you aboard presently, to settle the affairs of your town. Youll sure no to be hurt. I give you my parole of honour. I am your, G. Fall.

When the Provost received this he looked round and said, Now, gentlemen all, well hae to fight. Send me Ogilvy.

Here I am, Provost, cried a stout, active young fellow; something like what the captain must have been when he was young, I should think!

Ahem! coughed the captain.

Well, continued Lindsay, the Provost said, Now, Ogilvy, youre a smart cheel, an ken aboot war and strategy and the like: I charge ye to organise the men o the toon without delay, and tak what steps ye think adveesable. Meanwhile, Ill away and ripe oot a the airms and guns I can find. Haste ye, lad, an mak as muckle noise aboot it as ye can.

Trust me, said Ogilvy, who appeared to have been one of those men who regard a fight as a piece of good fun.

Turning to the multitude, who had heard the commission given, and were ready for anything, he shouted, Now, boys, ye heard the Provost. I need not ask if you are all ready to fight

A deafening cheer interrupted the speaker, who, when it ceased, proceeded  

Well, then, Ive but one piece of advice to give ye: Obey orders at once. When I tell ye to halt, stop dead like lampposts; when I say, Charge! go at them like wild cats, and drive the Frenchmen into the sea! Hurrah! yelled the crowd, for they were wild with excitement and rage, and only wanted a leader to organise them and make them formidable. When the cheer ceased, Ogilvy cried, Now, then, every man who knows how to beat a kettledrum and blow a trumpet come here.

About twenty men answered to the summons, and to these Ogilvy said aloud, in order that all might hear, Go, get you all the trumpets, drums, horns, bugles, and trombones in the town; beat the drums till they split, and blow the bugles till they burst, and dont give in till ye cant go on. The rest of you, he added, turning to the crowd, go, get arms, guns, swords, pistols, scythes, pitchforks, pokers  any thing, everything  and meet me at the head of Market-gate  away!

No king of necromancers ever dispersed his legions more rapidly than did Ogilvy on that occasion. They gave one final cheer, and scattered like chaff before the wind, leaving their commander alone, with a select few, whom he kept by him as a sort of staff to consult with and despatch with orders.

The noise that instantly ensued in the town was something pandemoniacal. Only three drums were found, but tin kettles and pans were not wanting, and these, superintended by Hugh Barr, the town drummer, did great execution. Three key-bugles, an old French horn, and a tin trumpet of a mail-coach guard, were sounded at intervals in every quarter of the town, while the men were marshalled, and made to march hither and thither in detached bodies, as if all were busily engaged in making preparations for a formidable defence.

In one somewhat elevated position a number of men were set to work with spades, picks, and shovels, to throw up an earthwork. When it had assumed sufficiently large dimensions to attract the attention of the French, a body of men, with blue jackets, and caps with bits of red flannel hanging down the sides, were marched up behind it at the double, and posted there.

Meanwhile Ogilvy had prepared a dummy field piece, by dismounting a cart from its wheels and fixing on the axle a great old wooden pump, not unlike a big gun in shape; another cart was attached to this to represent a limber; four horses were harnessed to the affair; two men mounted these, and, amid a tremendous flourish of trumpets and beating of drums, the artillery went crashing along the streets and up the eminence crowned by the earthwork, where they wheeled the gun into position.

The artillerymen sprang at the old pump like true Britons, and began to sponge it out as if they had been bred to gunnery from childhood, while the limber was detached and galloped to the rear. In this operation the cart was smashed to pieces, and the two hindmost horses were thrown; but this mattered little, as they had got round a corner, and the French did not see it.

Fall and his brave men seem to have been upset altogether by these warlike demonstrations, for the moment the big gun made its appearance the sails were shaken loose, and the French privateer sheered off; capturing as he left the bay, however, several small vessels, which he carried off as prizes to France. And so, concluded the lieutenant, Captain Fall sailed away, and never was heard of more.

Well told; well told, leftenant, cried the captain, whose eyes sparkled at the concluding account of the defensive operations, and true every word of it.

Thats good testimony to my truthfulness, then, said Lindsay, laughing, for you were there yourself!

There yourself, uncle? repeated Minnie, with a glance of surprise that quickly changed into a look of intelligence, as she exclaimed, with a merry laugh, Ah! I see. It was you, uncle, who did it all; who commanded on that occasion

My child, said the captain, resuming his pipe with an expression of mild reproof on his countenance, dont go for to pry too deep into things o the past. I may have been a fire-eater once  I may have been a gay young feller as could  ; but no matter. Avast musin! As Lord Bacon says  

The light of other days is faded,

An all their glorys past;

My boots no longer look as they did,

But, like my coat, are goin fast.

But I say, leftenant, how long do you mean to keep pullin about here, without an enemy, or, as far as I can see, an object in view? Dont you think we might land, and let Minnie see some of the caves?

With all my heart, captain, and here is a convenient bay to run the boat ashore.

As he spoke the boat shot past one of those bold promontories of red sandstone which project along that coast in wild picturesque forms, terminating in some instances in detached headlands, elsewhere in natural arches. The cliffs were so close to the boat that they could have been touched by the oars, while the rocks, rising to a considerable height, almost overhung them. Just beyond this a beautiful bay opened up to view, with a narrow strip of yellow shingle round the base of the cliffs, which here lost for a short distance their rugged character, though not their height, and were covered with herbage. A zigzag path led to the top, and the whole neighbourhood was full of ocean-worn coves and gullies, some of them dry, and many filled with water, while others were filled at high tide, and left empty when the tides fell.

O how beautiful! and what a place for smugglers! was Minnies enthusiastic exclamation on first catching sight of the bay.

The smugglers and you would appear to be of one mind, said Ruby, for they are particularly fond of this place.

So fond of it, said the lieutenant, that I mean to wait for them here in anticipation of a moonlight visit this night, if my fair passenger will consent to wander in such wild places at such late hours, guarded from the night air by my boat-cloak, and assured of the protection of my stout boatmen in case of any danger, although there is little prospect of our meeting with any greater danger than a breeze or a shower of rain.

Minnie said that she would like nothing better; that she did not mind the night air; and, as to danger from men, she felt that she should be well cared for in present circumstances.

As she uttered the last words she naturally glanced at Ruby, for Minnie was of a dependent and trusting nature; but as Ruby happened to be regarding her intently, though quite accidentally, at the moment, she dropped her eyes and blushed.

It is wonderful the power of a little glance at times. The glance referred to made Ruby perfectly happy. It conveyed to him the assurance that Minnie regarded the protection of the entire boats crew, including the lieutenant, as quite unnecessary, and that she deemed his single arm all that she required or wanted.

The sun was just dipping behind the tall cliffs, and his parting rays were kissing the top of Minnies head as if they positively could not help it, and had recklessly made up their mind to do it, come what might!

Ruby looked at the golden light kissing the golden hair, and he felt  

Oh! you know, reader; if you have ever been in similar circumstances, you understand what he felt; if you have not, no words from me, or from any other man, can ever convey to you the most distant idea of what Ruby felt on that occasion!

On reaching the shore they all went up to the green banks at the foot of the cliffs, and turned round to watch the men as they pulled the boat to a convenient point for re-embarking at a moments notice.

You see, said the lieutenant, pursuing a conversation which he had been holding with the captain, I have been told that Big Swankie, and his mate Davy Spink (who, it seems, is not over-friendly with him just now), mean to visit one of the luggers which is expected to come in to-night, before the moon rises, and bring off some kegs of Auchmithie water, which, no doubt, they will try to hide in Dickmonts Den. I shall lie snugly here on the watch, and hope to nab them before they reach that celebrated old smugglers abode.

Well, Ill stay about here, said the captain, and show Minnie the caves. I would like to have taken her to see the Gaylet Pot, which is one o the queerest hereabouts; but Im too old for such rough work now.

But I am not too old for it, interposed Ruby, so if Minnie would like to go

But I wont desert you, uncle, said Minnie hastily.

Nay, lass, call it not desertion. I can smoke my pipe here, an contemplate. Im fond of contemplation  

By the starry light of the summer night,

On the banks of the blue Moselle,

Though, for the matter o that, moonlightll do, if theres no stars. I think its good for the mind, Minnie, and keeps all taut. Contemplation is just like takin an extra pull on the lee braces. So you may go with Ruby, lass.

Thus advised, and being further urged by Ruby himself, and being moreover exceedingly anxious to see this cave, Minnie consented; so the two set off together, and, climbing to the summit of the cliffs, followed the narrow footpath that runs close to their giddy edge all along the coast.

In less than half an hour they reached the Giel or Gaylet Pot.




Chapter Nineteen.

An Adventure  Secrets Revealed, and a Prize.

The Giel or Gaylet Pot, down into which Ruby, with great care and circumspection, led Minnie, is one of the most curious of Natures freaks among the cliffs of Arbroath.

In some places there is a small scrap of pebbly beach at the base of those perpendicular cliffs; in most places there is none  the cliffs presenting to the sea almost a dead wall, where neither ship nor boat could find refuge from the storm.

The country, inland, however, does not partake of the rugged nature of the cliffs. It slopes gradually towards them  so gradually that it may be termed flat, and if a stranger were to walk towards the sea over the fields in a dark night, the first intimation he would receive of his dangerous position would be when his foot descended into the terrible abyss that would receive his shattered frame a hundred feet below.

In one of the fields there is a hole about a hundred yards across, and as deep as the cliffs in that part are high. It is about fifty or eighty yards from the edge of the cliffs, and resembles an old quarry; but it is cut so sharply out of the flat field that it shows no sign of its existence until the traveller is close upon it. The rocky sides, too, are so steep, that at first sight it seems as if no man could descend into it. But the most peculiar point about this hole is, that at the foot of it there is the opening of a cavern, through which the sea rolls into the hole, and breaks in wavelets on a miniature shore. The sea has forced its way inland and underground until it has burst into the bottom of this hole, which is not inaptly compared to a pot with water boiling at the bottom of it. When a spectator looks into the cave, standing at the bottom of the Pot, he sees the seaward opening at the other end  a bright spot of light in the dark interior.

You wont get nervous, Minnie? said Ruby, pausing when about halfway down the steep declivity, where the track, or rather the place of descent, became still more steep and difficult; a slip here would be dangerous.

I have no fear, Ruby, as long as you keep by me.

In a few minutes they reached the bottom, and, looking up, the sky appeared above them like a blue circular ceiling, with the edges of the Gaylet Pot sharply defined against it.

Proceeding over a mass of fallen rock, they reached the pebbly strand at the caves inner mouth.

I can see the interior now, as my eyes become accustomed to the dim light, said Minnie, gazing up wistfully into the vaulted roof, where the edges of projecting rocks seemed to peer out of darkness. Surely this must be a place for smugglers to come to!

They dont often come here. The place is not so suitable as many of the other caves are.

From the low, subdued tones in which they both spoke, it was evident that the place inspired them with feelings of awe.

Come, Minnie, said Ruby, at length, in a more cheerful tone, let us go into this cave and explore it.

But the water may be deep, objected Minnie; besides, I do not like to wade, even though it be shallow.

Nay, sweet one; do you think I would ask you to wet your pretty feet? There is very little wading required. See, I have only to raise you in my arms and take two steps into the water, and a third step to the left round that projecting rock, where I can set you down on another beach inside the cave. Your eyes will soon get used to the subdued light, and then you will see things much more clearly than you would think it possible viewed from this point.

Minnie did not require much pressing. She had perfect confidence in her lover, and was naturally fearless in disposition, so she was soon placed on the subterranean beach of the Gaylet Cave, and for some time wandered about in the dimly-lighted place, leaning on Rubys arm.

Gradually their eyes became accustomed to the place, and then its mysterious beauty and wildness began to have full effect on their minds, inducing them to remain for a long time, silent, as they sat side by side on a piece of fallen rock.

They sat looking in the direction of the seaward entrance to the cavern, where the light glowed brightly on the rocks, gradually losing its brilliancy as it penetrated the cave, until it became quite dim in the centre. No part of the main cave was quite dark, but the offshoot, in which the lovers sat, was almost dark. To anyone viewing it from the outer cave it would have appeared completely so.

Is that a sea-gull at the outlet? enquired Minnie, after a long pause.

Ruby looked intently for a moment in the direction indicated.

Minnie, he said quickly, and in a tone of surprise, that is a large gull, if it be one at all, and uses oars instead of wings. Who can it be? Smugglers never come here that I am aware of, and Lindsay is not a likely man to waste his time in pulling about when he has other work to do.

Perhaps it may be some fishermen from Auchmithie, suggested Minnie, who are fond of exploring, like you and me.

Mayhap it is, but we shall soon see, for here they come. We must keep out of sight, my girl.

Ruby rose and led Minnie into the recesses of the cavern, where they were speedily shrouded in profound darkness, and could not be seen by anyone, although they themselves could observe all that occurred in the space in front of them.

The boat, which had entered the cavern by its seaward mouth, was a small one, manned by two fishermen, who were silent as they rowed under the arched roof; but it was evident that their silence did not proceed from caution, for they made no effort to prevent or check the noise of the oars.

In a few seconds the keel grated on the pebbles, and one of the men leaped out.

Noo, Davy, he said, in a voice that sounded deep and hollow under that vaulted roof, oot wi the kegs. Haste ye, man.

Tis Big Swankie, whispered Ruby.

Theres nae hurry, objected the other fisherman, who, we need scarcely inform the reader, was our friend, Davy Spink.

Nae hurry! repeated his comrade angrily. Thats aye yer cry. Half o oor ventures hae failed because ye object to hurry.

Hoot, man! thats enough ot, said Spink, in the nettled tone of a man who has been a good deal worried. Indeed, the tones of both showed that these few sentences were but the continuation of a quarrel which had begun elsewhere.

Its plain to me that we must pairt, freen, said Swankie in a dogged manner, as he lifted a keg out of the boat and placed it on the ground.

Ay, exclaimed Spink, with something of a sneer, an dye think Ill pairt without a diveesion o the siller tea-pots and things that ye daurna sell for fear o bein fund out?

I wonder ye dinna claim half o the jewels and things as weel, retorted Swankie; ye hae mair right to them, seein ye had a hand in findin them.

Me a hand in findin them, exclaimed Spink, with sudden indignation. Was it me that fand the deed body o the auld man on the Bell Rock? Na, na, freend. I hae naething to do wi deed mens jewels.

Have ye no? retorted the other. Its strange, then, that ye should entertain such sma objections to deed mens siller.

Weel-a-weel, Swankie, the less we say on thae matters the better. Here, tak haud o the tither keg.

The conversation ceased at this stage abruptly. Evidently each had touched on the others weak point, so both tacitly agreed to drop the subject.

Presently Big Swankie took out a flint and steel, and proceeded to strike a light. It was some some time before the tinder would catch. At each stroke of the steel a shower of brilliant sparks lit up his countenance for an instant, and this momentary glance showed that its expression was not prepossessing by any means.

Ruby drew Minnie farther into the recess which concealed them, and awaited the result with some anxiety, for he felt that the amount of knowledge with which he had become possessed thus unintentionally, small though it was, was sufficient to justify the smugglers in regarding him as a dangerous enemy.

He had scarcely drawn himself quite within the shadow of the recess, when Swankie succeeded in kindling a torch, which filled the cavern with a lurid light, and revealed its various forms, rendering it, if possible, more mysterious and unearthly than ever.

Here, Spink, cried Swankie, who was gradually getting into better humour, haud the light, and gie me the spade.

Ye better put them behind the rock, far in, suggested Spink.

The other seemed to entertain this idea for a moment, for he raised the torch above his head, and, advancing into the cave, carefully examined the rocks at the inner end.

Step by step he drew near to the place where Ruby and Minnie were concealed, muttering to himself, as he looked at each spot that might possibly suit his purpose, Na, na, the waves wad wash the kegs oot o that if it cam on to blaw.

He made another step forward, and the light fell almost on the head of Ruby, who felt Minnies arm tremble. He clenched his hands with that feeling of resolve that comes over a man when he has made up his mind to fight.

Just then an exclamation of surprise escaped from his comrade.

Losh! man, what have we here? he cried, picking up a small object that glittered in the light.

Minnies heart sank, for she could see that the thing was a small brooch which she was in the habit of wearing in her neckerchief, and which must have been detached when Ruby carried her into the cave.

She felt assured that this would lead to their discovery; but it had quite the opposite effect, for it caused Swankie to turn round and examine the trinket with much curiosity.

A long discussion as to how it could have come there immediately ensued between the smugglers, in the midst of which a wavelet washed against Swankies feet, reminding him that the tide was rising, and that he had no time to lose.

Theres nae place behint the rocks, said he quickly, putting the brooch in his pocket, so well just hide the kegs amang the stanes. Lucky for us that we got the rest o the cargo run ashore at Auchmithie. Thisll lie snugly here, and well pull past the leftenant, who thinks we havena seen him, with oor heeds up and oor tongues in oor cheeks.

They both chuckled heartily at the idea of disappointing the preventive officer, and while one held the torch the other dug a hole in the beach deep enough to contain the two kegs.

In ye go, my beauties, said Swankie, covering them up. Monys the time Ive buried ye.

Ay, an monys the time yeve helped at their resurrection, added Spink, with a laugh.

Noo, well away an have a look at the kegs in the Forbidden Cave, said Swankie, see that theyre a richt, an then have our game wi the land-sharks.

Next moment the torch was dashed against the stones and extinguished, and the two men, leaping into their boat, rowed away. As they passed through the outer cavern, Ruby heard them arrange to go back to Auchmithie. Their voices were too indistinct to enable him to ascertain their object in doing so, but he knew enough of the smugglers to enable him to guess that it was for the purpose of warning some of their friends of the presence of the preventive boat, which their words proved that they had seen.

Now, Minnie, said he, starting up as soon as the boat had disappeared, this is what I call good luck, for not only shall we be able to return with something to the boat, but we shall be able to intercept big Swankie and his comrade, and offer them a glass of their own gin!

Yes, and I shall be able to boast of having had quite a little adventure, said Minnie, who, now that her anxiety was ever, began to feel elated.

They did not waste time in conversation, however, for the digging up of two kegs from a gravelly beach with fingers instead of a spade was not a quick or easy thing to do; so Ruby found as he went down on his knees in that dark place and began the work.

Can I help you? asked his fair companion after a time.

Help me! What? Chafe and tear your little hands with work that all but skins mine? Nay, truly. But here comes one, and the other will soon follow. Yo, heave, Ho!

With the well-known nautical shout Ruby put forth an herculean effort, and tore the kegs out of the earth. After a short pause he carried Minnie out of the cavern, and led her to the field above by the same path by which they had descended.

Then he returned for the kegs of gin. They were very heavy, but not too heavy for the strength of the young giant, who was soon hastening with rapid strides towards the bay, where they had left their friends. He bore a keg under each arm, and Minnie tripped lightly by his side,  and laughingly, too, for she enjoyed the thought of the discomfiture that was in store for the smugglers.




Chapter Twenty.

The Smugglers are Treated to Gin and Astonishment.

They found the lieutenant and Captain Ogilvy stretched on the grass, smoking their pipes together. The daylight had almost deepened into night, and a few stars were beginning to twinkle in the sky.

Hey! what have we here  smugglers? cried the captain, springing up rather quickly, as Ruby came unexpectedly on them.

Just so, uncle, said Minnie, with a laugh. We have here some gin, smuggled all the way from Holland, and have come to ask your opinion of it.

Why, Ruby, how came you by this? enquired Lindsay in amazement, as he examined the kegs with critical care.

Suppose I should say that I have been taken into confidence by the smugglers and then betrayed them.

I should reply that the one idea was improbable, and the other impossible, returned the lieutenant.

Well, I have at all events found out their secrets, and now I reveal them.

In a few words Ruby acquainted his friends with all that has just been narrated.

The moment he had finished, the lieutenant ordered his men to launch the boat. The kegs were put into the stern-sheets, the party embarked, and, pushing off, they rowed gently out of the bay, and crept slowly along the shore, under the deep shadow of the cliffs.

How dark it is getting! said Minnie, after they had rowed for some time in silence.

The moon will soon be up, said the lieutenant. Meanwhile Ill cast a little light on the subject by having a pipe. Will you join me, captain?

This was a temptation which the captain never resisted; indeed, he did not regard it as a temptation at all, and would have smiled at the idea of resistance.

Minnie, lass, said he, as he complacently filled the blackened bowl, and calmly stuffed down the glowing tobacco with the end of that marvellously callous little fingers, its a wonderful thing that baccy. I dont know what man would do without it.

Quite as well as woman does, I should think, replied Minnie.

Im not so sure of that, lass. Its more natral for man to smoke than for woman. Ye see, woman, lovely woman, should be all my fancy painted her, both lovely and divine. It would never do to have baccy perfumes hangin about her rosy lips.

But, uncle, why should man have the disagreeable perfumes you speak of hanging about his lips?

I dont know, lass. Its all a matter o feeling. Twere vain to tell thee all I feel, how much my heart would wish to say; but of this Im certain sure, that Id never git along without my pipe. Its like compass, helm, and ballast all in one. Is that the moon, leftenant?

The captain pointed to a faint gleam of light on the horizon, which he knew well enough to be the moon; but he wished to change the subject.

Ay is it, and there comes a boat. Steady, men! lay on your oars a bit.

This was said earnestly. In one instant all were silent, and the boat lay as motionless as the shadows of the cliffs among which it was involved.

Presently the sound of oars was heard. Almost at the same moment, the upper edge of the moon rose above the horizon, and covered the sea with rippling silver. Ere long a boat shot into this stream of light, and rowed swiftly in the direction of Arbroath.

There are only two men in it, whispered the lieutenant.

Ay, these are my good friends Swankie and Spink, who know a deal more about other improper callings besides smuggling, if I did not greatly mistake their words, cried Ruby.

Give way, lads! cried the lieutenant.

The boat sprang at the word from her position under the cliffs, and was soon out upon the sea in full chase of the smugglers, who bent to their oars more lustily, evidently intending to trust to their speed.

Strange, said the lieutenant, as the distance between the two began sensibly to decrease, if these be smugglers, with an empty boat, as you lead me to suppose they are, they would only be too glad to stop and let us see that they had nothing aboard that we could touch. It leads me to think that you are mistaken, Ruby Brand, and that these are not your friends.

Nay, the same fact convinces me that they are the very men we seek; for they said they meant to have some game with you, and what more amusing than to give you a long, hard chase for nothing?

True; you are right. Well, we will turn the tables on them. Take the helm for a minute, while I tap one of the kegs.

The tapping was soon accomplished, and a quantity of the spirit was drawn off into the captains pocket-flask.

Taste it, captain, and lets have your opinion. Captain Ogilvy complied. He put the flask to his lips, and, on removing it, smacked them, and looked at the party with that extremely grave, almost solemn expression, which is usually assumed by a man when strong liquid is being put to the delicate test of his palate.

Oh! exclaimed the captain, opening his eyes very wide indeed.

What oh meant, was rather doubtful at first; but when the captain put the flask again to his lips, and took another pull, a good deal longer than the first, much, if not all of the doubt was removed.

Prime! nectar! he murmured, in a species of subdued ecstasy, at the end of the second draught.

Evidently the right stuff, said Lindsay, laughing.

Liquid streams  celestial nectar,

Darted through the ambient sky,

Said the captain; liquid, ay, liquid is the word.

He was about to test the liquid again:  

Stop! stop! fair play, captain; its my turn now, cried the lieutenant, snatching the flask from his friends grasp, and applying it to his own lips.

Both the lieutenant and Ruby pronounced the gin perfect, and as Minnie positively refused either to taste or to pronounce judgment, the flask was returned to its owners pocket.

They were now close on the smugglers, whom they hailed, and commanded to lay on their oars.

The order was at once obeyed, and the boats were speedily rubbing sides together.

I should like to examine your boat, friends, said the lieutenant as he stepped across the gunwales.

Oh! sir, Im thankfu to find youre not smugglers, said Swankie, with an assumed air of mingled respect and alarm.

If wed only knowd ye was preventives wed ha backed oars at once. Theres nothin here; ye may seek as longs ye please.

The hypocritical rascal winked slyly to his comrade as he said this. Meanwhile Lindsay and one of the men examined the contents of the boat, and, finding nothing contraband, the former said  

So, youre honest men, I find. Fishermen, doubtless?

Ay, some o yer crew ken us brawly, said Davy Spink with a grin.

Well, I wont detain you, rejoined the lieutenant; its quite a pleasure to chase honest men on the high seas in these times of war and smuggling. But its too bad to have given you such a fright, lads, for nothing. What say you to a glass of gin?

Big Swankie and his comrade glanced at each other in surprise. They evidently thought this an unaccountably polite Government officer, and were puzzled. However, they could do no less than accept such a generous offer.

Thankee, sir, said Big Swankie, spitting out his quid and significantly wiping his mouth. I hae nae objection. Doubtless itll be the best that the like o you carries in yer bottle.

The best, certainly, said the lieutenant, as he poured out a bumper, and handed it to the smuggler. It was smuggled, of course, and you see His Majesty is kind enough to give his servants a little of what they rescue from the rascals, to drink his health.

Weel, I drink to the King, said Swankie, an confusion to all his enemies, specially to smugglers.

He tossed off the gin with infinite gusto, and handed back the cup with a smack of the lips and a look that plainly said, More, if you please!

But the hint was not taken. Another bumper was filled and handed to Davy Spink, who had been eyeing the crew of the boat with great suspicion. He accepted the cup, nodded curtly, and said  

Heres tye, gentlemen, no forgettin the fair leddy in the stern-sheets.

While he was drinking the gin the lieutenant turned to his men  

Get out the keg, lads, from which that came, and refill the flask. Hold it well up in the moonlight, and see that ye dont spill a single drop, as you value your lives. Hey! my man, what ails you? Does the gin disagree with your stomach, or have you never seen a smuggled keg of spirits before, that you stare at it as if it were a keg of ghosts!

The latter part of this speech was addressed to Swankie, who no sooner beheld the keg than his eyes opened up until they resembled two great oysters. His mouth slowly followed suit. Davy Spinks attention having been attracted, he became subject to similar alterations of visage.

Hallo! cried the captain, while the whole crew burst into a laugh, you must have given them poison. Have you a stomach-pump, doctor? he said, turning hastily to Ruby.

No, nothing but a penknife and a tobacco-stopper. If theyre of any use to you

He was interrupted by a loud laugh from Big Swankie, who quickly recovered his presence of mind, and declared that he had never tasted such capital stuff in his life.

Have ye much ot, sir?

O yes, a good deal. I have two kegs of it (the lieutenant grinned very hard at this point), and we expect to get a little more to-night.

Ha! exclaimed Davy Spink, theres no doot plenty ot in the coves hereaway, for theyre an awfu smugglin set. Whan did ye find the twa kegs, noo, if I may ask?

Oh, certainly. I got them not more than an hour ago.

The smugglers glanced at each other and were struck dumb; but they were now too much on their guard to let any further evidence of surprise escape them.

Weel, I wush ye success, sirs, said Swankie, sitting down to his oar. Its likely yell come across mair if ye try Dickmonts Den. Theres usually somethin hidden thereaboots.

Thank you, friend, for the hint, said the lieutenant, as he took his place at the tiller-ropes, but I shall have a look at the Gaylet Cove, I think, this evening.

What! the Gaylet Cove? cried Spink. Ye might as weel look for kegs at the bottom o the deep sea.

Perhaps so; nevertheless, I have taken a fancy to go there. If I find nothing, I will take a look into the Forbidden Cave.

The Forbidden Cave! almost howled Swankie. Wha iver heard o smugglers hidin onything there? The air int wad pushen a rotten.

Perhaps it would, yet I mean to try.

Weel-a-weel, ye may try, but ye might as weel seek for kegs o gin on the Bell Rock.

Ha! its not the first time that strange things have been found on the Bell Rock, said Ruby suddenly. I have heard of jewels, even, being discovered there.

Give way, men; shove off, cried the lieutenant. A pleasant pull to you, lads. Good night.

The two boats parted, and while the lieutenant and his friends made for the shore, the smugglers rowed towards Arbroath in a state of mingled amazement and despair at what they had heard and seen.

It was Ruby Brand that spoke last, Davy.

Ay; he was i the shadow o Captain Ogilvy and I couldna see his face, but I thought it like his voice when he first spoke.

Hoo can he hae come to ken aboot the jewels?

Thats mair than I can tell.

Ill bury them, said Swankie, an then itll puzzle onybody to tell whaur they are.

Yell please yoursell, said Spink.

Swankie was too angry to make any reply, or to enter into further conversation with his comrade about the kegs of gin, so they continued their way in silence.

Meanwhile, as Lieutenant Lindsay and his men had a night of work before them, the captain suggested that Minnie, Ruby, and himself should be landed within a mile of the town, and left to find their way thither on foot. This was agreed to; and while the one party walked home by the romantic pathway at the top of the cliffs, the other rowed away to explore the dark recesses of the Forbidden Cave.




Chapter Twenty One.

The Bell Rock Again  A Dreary Night in a Strange Habitation.

During that winter Ruby Brand wrought diligently in the workyard at the lighthouse materials, and, by living economically, began to save a small sum of money, which he laid carefully by with a view to his marriage with Minnie Gray.

Being an impulsive man, Ruby would have married Minnie, then and there, without looking too earnestly to the future. But his mother had advised him to wait till he should have laid by a little for a rainy day. The captain had recommended patience, tobacco, and philosophy, and had enforced his recommendations with sundry apt quotations from dead and living novelists, dramatists, and poets. Minnie herself, poor girl, felt that she ought not to run counter to the wishes of her best and dearest friends, so she too advised delay for a little time; and Ruby was fain to content himself with bewailing his hard lot internally, and knocking Jamie Doves bellows, anvils, and sledge-hammers about in a way that induced that son of Vulcan to believe his assistant had gone mad!

As for big Swankie, he hid his ill-gotten gains under the floor of his tumble-down cottage, and went about his evil courses as usual in company with his comrade Davy Spink, who continued to fight and make it up with him as of yore.

It must not be supposed that Ruby forgot the conversation he had overheard in the Gaylet Cove. He and Minnie and his uncle had frequent discussions in regard to it, but to little purpose; for although Swankie and Spink had discovered old Mr Brands body on the Bell Rock, it did not follow that any jewels or money they had found there were necessarily his. Still Ruby could not divest his mind of the feeling that there was some connexion between the two, and he was convinced, from what had fallen from Davy Spink about silver teapots and things, that Swankie was the man of whose bad deeds he himself had been suspected.

As there seemed no possibility of bringing the matter home to him, however, he resolved to dismiss the whole affair from his mind in the meantime.

Things were very much in this state when, in the spring, the operations at the Bell Rock were resumed.

Jamie Dove, Ruby, Robert Selkirk, and several of the principal workmen, accompanied the engineers on their first visit to the rock, and they sailed towards the scene of their former labours with deep and peculiar interest, such as one might feel on renewing acquaintance with an old friend who had passed through many hard and trying struggles since the last time of meeting.

The storms of winter had raged round the Bell Rock as usual  as they had done, in fact, since the world began; but that winter the handiwork of man had also been exposed to the fury of the elements there. It was known that the beacon had survived the storms, for it could be seen by telescope from the shore in clear weather  like a little speck on the seaward horizon. Now they were about to revisit the old haunt, and have a close inspection of the damage that it was supposed must certainly have been done.

To the credit of the able engineer who planned and carried out the whole works, the beacon was found to have resisted winds and waves successfully.

It was on a bitterly cold morning about the end of March that the first visit of the season was paid to the Bell Rock. Mr Stevenson and his party of engineers and artificers sailed in the lighthouse yacht; and, on coming within a proper distance of the rock, two boats were lowered and pushed off. The sea ran with such force upon the rock that it seemed doubtful whether a landing could be effected. About half-past eight, when the rock was fairly above water, several attempts were made to land, but the breach of the sea was still so great that they were driven back.

On the eastern side the sea separated into two distinct waves, which came with a sweep round the western side, where they met, and rose in a burst of spray to a considerable height. Watching, however, for what the sailors termed a smooth, and catching a favourable opportunity, they rowed between the two seas dexterously, and made a successful landing at the western creek.

The sturdy beacon was then closely examined. It had been painted white at the end of the previous season, but the lower parts of the posts were found to have become green  the sea having clothed them with a soft garment of weed. The sea-birds had evidently imagined that it was put up expressly for their benefit; for a number of cormorants and large herring-gulls had taken up their quarters on it  finding it, no doubt, conveniently near to their fishing-grounds.

A critical inspection of all its parts showed that everything about it was in a most satisfactory state. There was not the slightest indication of working or shifting in the great iron stanchions with which the beams were fixed, nor of any of the joints or places of connexion; and, excepting some of the bracing-chains which had been loosened, everything wars found in the same entire state in which it had been left the previous season.

Only those who know what that beacon had been subjected to can form a correct estimate of the importance of this discovery, and the amount of satisfaction it afforded to those most interested in the works at the Bell Rock. To say that the party congratulated themselves would be far short of the reality. They hailed the event with cheers, and their looks seemed to indicate that some piece of immense and unexpected good fortune had befallen each individual.

From that moment Mr Stevenson saw the practicability and propriety of fitting up the beacon, not only as a place of refuge in case of accidents to the boats in landing, but as a residence for the men during the working months.

From that moment, too, poor Jamie Dove began to see the dawn of happier days; for when the beacon should be fitted up as a residence he would bid farewell to the hated floating light, and take up his abode, as he expressed it, on land.

On land! It is probable that this Jamie Dove was the first man, since the world began, who had entertained the till then absurdly preposterous notion that the fatal Bell Rock was land, or that it could be made a place of even temporary residence.

A hundred years ago men would have laughed at the bare idea. Fifty years ago that idea was realised; for more than half a century that sunken reef has been, and still is, the safe and comfortable home of man!

Forgive, reader, our tendency to anticipate. Let us proceed with our inspection.

Having ascertained that the foundations of the beacon were all right, the engineers next ascended to the upper parts, where they found the cross-beams and their fixtures in an equally satisfactory condition.

On the top a strong chest had been fixed the preceding season, in which had been placed a quantity of sea-biscuits and several bottles of water, in case of accident to the boats, or in the event of shipwreck occurring on the rock. The biscuit, having been carefully placed in tin canisters, was found in good condition, but several of the water-bottles had burst, in consequence, it was supposed, of frost during the winter. Twelve of the bottles, however, remained entire, so that the Bell Rock may be said to have been transformed, even at that date, from a point of destruction into a place of comparative safety.

While the party were thus employed, the landing-master reminded them that the sea was running high, and that it would be necessary to set off while the rock afforded anything like shelter to the boats, which by that time had been made fast to the beacon and rode with much agitation, each requiring two men with boat-hooks to keep them from striking each other, or ranging up against the beacon. But under these circumstances the greatest confidence was felt by everyone, from the security afforded by that temporary erection; for, supposing that the wind had suddenly increased to a gale, and that it had been found inadvisable to go into the boats; or supposing they had drifted or sprung a leak from striking upon the rocks, in any of these possible, and not at all improbable, cases, they had now something to lay hold of, and, though occupying the dreary habitation of the gull and the cormorant, affording only bread and water, yet life would be preserved, and, under the circumstances, they would have been supported by the hope of being ultimately relieved.

Soon after this the works at the Bell Rock were resumed, with, if possible, greater vigour than before, and ere long the house was fixed to the top of the beacon, and the engineer and his men took up their abode there.

Think of this, reader. Six great wooden beams were fastened to a rock, over which the waves roared twice every day, and on the top of these a pleasant little marine residence was nailed, as one might nail a dovecot on the top of a pole!

This residence was ultimately fitted up in such a way as to become a comparatively comfortable and commodious abode. It contained four storeys. The first was the mortar-gallery, where the mortar for the lighthouse was mixed as required; it also supported the forge. The second was the cook-room. The third the apartment of the engineer and his assistants; and the fourth was the artificers barrack-room. This house was of course built of wood, but it was firmly put together, for it had to pass through many a terrific ordeal.

In order to give some idea of the interior, we shall describe the cabin of Mr Stevenson. It measured four feet three inches in breadth on the floor, and though, from the oblique direction of the beams of the beacon, it widened towards the top, yet it did not admit of the full extension of the occupants arms when he stood on the floor. Its length was little more than sufficient to admit of a cot-bed being suspended during the night. This cot was arranged so as to be triced up to the roof during the day, thus leaving free room for occasional visitors, and for comparatively free motion. A folding table was attached with hinges immediately under the small window of the apartment. The remainder of the space was fitted up with books, barometer, thermometer, portmanteau, and two or three camp-stools.

The walls were covered with green cloth, formed into panels with red tape, a substance which, by the way, might have had an accidental connexion with the Bell Rock Lighthouse, but which could not, by any possibility, have influenced it as a principle, otherwise that building would probably never have been built, or, if built, would certainly not have stood until the present day! The bed was festooned with yellow cotton stuff, and the diet being plain, the paraphernalia of the table was proportionally simple.

It would have been interesting to know the individual books required and used by the celebrated engineer in his singular abode, but his record leaves no detailed account of these. It does, however, contain a sentence in regard to one volume which we deem it just to his character to quote. He writes thus:  

If, in speculating upon the abstract wants of man in such a state of exclusion, one were reduced to a single book, the Sacred Volume, whether considered for the striking diversity of its story, the morality of its doctrine, or the important truths of its gospel, would have proved by far the greatest treasure.

It may be easily imagined that in a place where the accommodation of the principal engineer was so limited, that of the men was not extensive. Accordingly, we find that the barrack-room contained beds for twenty-one men.

But the completion of the beacon house, as we have described it, was not accomplished in one season. At first it was only used as a smiths workshop, and then as a temporary residence in fine weather.

One of the first men who remained all night upon it was our friend Bremner. He became so tired of the floating light that he earnestly solicited, and obtained, permission to remain on the beacon.

At the time it was only in a partially sheltered state. The joiners had just completed the covering of the roof with a quantity of tarpaulin, which the seamen had laid over with successive coats of hot tar, and the sides of the erection had been painted with three coats of white lead. Between the timber framing of the habitable part, the interstices were stuffed with moss, but the green baize cloth with which it was afterwards lined had not been put on when Bremner took possession.

It was a splendid summer evening when the bold man made his request, and obtained permission to remain. None of the others would join him. When the boats pushed off and left him the solitary occupant of the rock, he felt a sensation of uneasiness, but, having formed his resolution, he stuck by it, and bade his comrades good night cheerfully.

Good night, and goodbye, cried Forsyth, as he took his seat at the oar.

Farewell, dear, cried OConnor, wiping his eyes with a very ragged pocket handkerchief.

You wont forget me? retorted Bremner.

Never, replied Dumsby, with fervour.

Av the beacon should be carried away, darlin, cried OConnor, howld tight to the provision-chest, praps yell be washed ashore.

Ill drink your health in water, Paddy, replied Bremner.

Faix, I hope it wont be salt wather, retorted Ned.

They continued to shout good wishes, warnings, and advice to their comrade until out of hearing, and then waved adieu to him until he was lost to view.

We have said that Bremner was alone, yet he was not entirely so; he had a comrade with him, in the shape of his little black dog, to which reference has already been made. This creature was of that very thin and tight-skinned description of dog, that trembles at all times as if afflicted with chronic cold, summer and winter. Its thin tail was always between its extremely thin legs, as though it lived in a perpetual condition of wrong-doing, and were in constant dread of deserved punishment. Yet no dog ever belied its looks more than did this one, for it was a good dog, and a warm-hearted dog, and never did a wicked thing, and never was punished, so that its excessive humility and apparent fear and trembling were quite unaccountable. Like all dogs of its class it was passionately affectionate, and intensely grateful for the smallest favour. In fact, it seemed to be rather thankful than otherwise for a kick when it chanced to receive one, and a pat on the head, or a kind word made it all but jump out of its black skin for very joy.

Bremner called it Pup. It had no other name, and didnt seem to wish for one. On the present occasion it was evidently much perplexed, and very unhappy, for it looked at the boat, and then wistfully into its masters face, as if to say, This is awful; have you resolved that we shall perish together?

Now, Pup, said Bremner, when the boat disappeared in the shades of evening, you and I are left alone on the Bell Rock!

There was a touch of sad uncertainty in the wag of the tail with which Pup received this remark.

But cheer up, Pup, cried Bremner with a sudden burst of animation that induced the creature to wriggle and dance on its hind legs for at least a minute, you and I shall have a jolly night together on the beacon; so come along.

Like many a night that begins well, that particular night ended ill. Even while the man spoke, a swell began to rise, and, as the tide had by that time risen a few feet, an occasional billow swept over the rocks and almost washed the feet of Bremner as he made his way over the ledges. In five minutes the sea was rolling all round the foot of the beacon, and Bremner and his friend were safely ensconced on the mortar-gallery.

There was no storm that night, nevertheless there was one of those heavy ground swells that are of common occurrence in the German Ocean.

It is supposed that this swell is caused by distant westerly gales in the Atlantic, which force an undue quantity of water into the North Sea, and thus produce the apparent paradox of great rolling breakers in calm weather.

On this night there was no wind at all, but there was a higher swell than usual, so that each great billow passed over the rock with a roar that was rendered more than usually terrible, in consequence of the utter absence of all other sounds.

At first Bremner watched the rising tide, and as he sat up there in the dark he felt himself dreadfully forsaken and desolate, and began to comment on things in general to his dog, by way of inducing a more sociable and cheery state of mind.

Pup, this is a lugubrious state o things. Wot dye think ot?

Pup did not say, but he expressed such violent joy at being noticed, that he nearly fell off the platform of the mortar-gallery in one of his extravagant gyrations.

That wont do, Pup, said Bremner, shaking his head at the creature, whose countenance expressed deep contrition. Dont go on like that, else youll fall into the sea and be drownded, and then I shall be left alone. What a dark night it is, to be sure! I doubt if it was wise of me to stop here. Suppose the beacon were to be washed away?

Bremner paused, and Pup wagged his tail interrogatively, as though to say, What then?

Ah! its of no use supposin, continued the man slowly. The beacon has stood it out all winter, and it aint likely its goin to be washed away to-night. But suppose I was to be took bad?

Again the dog seemed to demand, What then?

Well, thats not very likely either, for I never was took bad in my life since I took the measles, and thats more than twenty years ago. Come, Pup, dont let us look at the black side o things, let us try to be cheerful, my dog. Hallo!

The exclamation was caused by the appearance of a green billow, which in the uncertain light seemed to advance in a threatening attitude towards the beacon as if to overwhelm it, but it fell at some distance, and only rolled in a churning sea of milky foam among the posts, and sprang up and licked the beams, as a serpent might do before swallowing them.

Come, it was the light deceived me. If I go for to start at every wave like that Ill have a poor night of it, for the tide has a long way to rise yet. Lets go and have a bit supper, lad.

Bremner rose from the anvil, on which he had seated himself, and went up the ladder into the cook-house above. Here all was pitch dark, owing to the place being enclosed all round, which the mortar-gallery was not, but a light was soon struck, a lamp trimmed, and the fire in the stove kindled.

Bremner now busied himself in silently preparing a cup of tea, which, with a quantity of sea-biscuit, a little cold salt pork, and a hunk of stale bread, constituted his supper. Pup watched his every movement with an expression of earnest solicitude, combined with goodwill, in his sharp intelligent eyes.

When supper was ready Pup had his share, then, feeling that the duties of the day were now satisfactorily accomplished, he coiled himself up at his masters feet, and went to sleep. His master rolled himself up in a rug, and lying down before the fire, also tried to sleep, but without success for a long time.

As he lay there counting the number of seconds of awful silence that elapsed between the fall of each successive billow, and listening to the crash and the roar as wave after wave rushed underneath him, and caused his habitation to tremble, he could not avoid feeling alarmed in some degree. Do what he would, the thought of the wrecks that had taken place there, the shrieks that must have often rung above these rocks, and the dead and mangled bodies that must have lain among them, would obtrude upon him and banish sleep from his eyes.

At last he became somewhat accustomed to the rush of waters and the tremulous motion of the beacon. His frame, too, exhausted by a day of hard toil, refused to support itself, and he sank into slumber. But it was not unbroken. A falling cinder from the sinking fire would awaken him with a start; a larger wave than usual would cause him to spring up and look round in alarm; or a shrieking sea-bird, as it swooped past, would induce a dream, in which the cries of drowning men arose, causing him to awake with a cry that set Pup barking furiously.

Frequently during that night, after some such dream, Bremner would get up and descend to the mortar-gallery to see that all was right there. He found the waves always hissing below, but the starry sky was calm and peaceful above, so he returned to his couch comforted a little, and fell again into a troubled sleep, to be again awakened by frightful dreams of dreadful sights, and scenes of death and danger on the sea.

Thus the hours wore slowly away. As the tide fell the noise of waves retired a little from the beacon, and the wearied man and dog sank gradually at last into deep, untroubled slumber.

So deep was it, that they did not hear the increasing noise of the gulls as they wheeled round the beacon after having breakfasted near it; so deep, that they did not feel the sun as it streamed through an opening in the woodwork and glared on their respective faces; so deep, that they were ignorant of the arrival of the boats with the workmen, and were dead to the shouts of their companions, until one of them, Jamie Dove, put his head up the hatchway and uttered one of his loudest roars, close to their ears.

Then indeed Bremner rose up and looked bewildered, and Pup, starting up, barked as furiously as if its own little black body had miraculously become the concentrated essence of all the other noisy dogs in the wide world rolled into one!


Chapter Twenty Two.

Life in the Beacon  Story of the Eddystone Lighthouse.

Some time after this a number of the men took up their permanent abode in the beacon house, and the work was carried on by night as well as by day, when the state of the tide and the weather permitted.

Immense numbers of fish called poddlies were discovered to be swimming about at high water. So numerous were they, that the rock was sometimes hidden by the shoals of them. Fishing for these thenceforth became a pastime among the men, who not only supplied their own table with fresh fish, but at times sent presents of them to their friends in the vessels.

All the men who dwelt on the beacon were volunteers, for Mr Stevenson felt that it would be cruel to compel men to live at such a post of danger. Those who chose, therefore, remained in the lightship or the tender, and those who preferred it went to the beacon. It is scarcely necessary to add, that among the latter were found all the sea-sick men!

These bold artificers were not long of having their courage tested. Soon after their removal to the beacon they experienced some very rough weather, which shook the posts violently, and caused them to twist in a most unpleasant way.

But it was not until some time after that a storm arose, which caused the stoutest-hearted of them all to quail more than once.

It began on the night of as fine a day as they had had the whole season.

In order that the reader may form a just conception of what we are about to describe, it may not be amiss to note the state of things at the rock, and the employment of the men at the time.

A second forge had been put up on the higher platform of the beacon, but the night before that of which we write, the lower platform had been burst up by a wave, and the mortar and forge thereon, with all the implements, were cast down. The damaged forge was therefore set up for the time on its old site, near the foundation-pit of the lighthouse, while the carpenters were busy repairing the mortar-gallery.

The smiths were as usual busy sharpening picks and irons, and making bats and stanchions, and other iron work connected with the building operations. The landing-masters crew were occupied in assisting the millwrights to lay the railways to hand, and joiners were kept almost constantly employed in fitting picks to their handles, which latter were very frequently broken.

Nearly all the miscellaneous work was done by seamen. There was no such character on the Bell Rock as the common labourer. The sailors cheerfully undertook the work usually performed by such men, and they did it admirably.

In consequence of the men being able to remain on the beacon, the work went on literally by double tides; and at night the rock was often ablaze with torches, while the artificers wrought until the waves drove them away.

On the night in question there was a low spring-tide, so that a night-tides work of five hours was secured. This was one of the longest spells they had had since the beginning of the operations.

The stars shone brightly in a very dark sky. Not a breath of air was felt. Even the smoke of the forge fire rose perpendicularly a short way, until an imperceptible zephyr wafted it gently to the west. Yet there was a heavy swell rolling in from the eastward, which caused enormous waves to thunder on Ralph the Rovers Ledge, as if they would drive down the solid rock.

Mingled with this solemn, intermittent roar of the sea was the continuous clink of picks, chisels, and hammers, and the loud clang of the two forges; that on the beacon being distinctly different from the other, owing to the wooden erection on which it stood rendering it deep and thunderous. Torches and forge fires cast a glare over all, rendering the foam pale green and the rocks deep red. Some of the active figures at work stood out black and sharp against the light, while others shone in its blaze like red-hot fiends. Above all sounded an occasional cry from the sea-gulls, as they swooped down into the magic circle of light, and then soared away shrieking into darkness.

Hard works not easy, observed James Dove, pausing in the midst of his labours to wipe his brow.

True for ye; but as weve got to arn our brid be the sweat of our brows, were in the fair way to fortin, said Ned OConnor, blowing away energetically with the big bellows.

Ned had been reappointed to this duty since the erection of the second forge, which was in Rubys charge. It was our heros hammer that created such a din up in the beacon, while Dove wrought down on the rock.

Well have a gale to-night, said the smith; I know that by the feelin of the air.

Well, I cant boast o much knowledge o feelin, said OConnor; but I believe youre right, for the fish towld me the news this mornin.

This remark of Ned had reference to a well-ascertained fact, that, when a storm was coming, the fish invariably left the neighbourhood of the rock; doubtless in order to seek the security of depths which are not affected by winds or waves.

While Dove and his comrade commented on this subject, two of the other men had retired to the south-eastern end of the rock to take a look at the weather. These were Peter Logan, the foreman, whose position required him to have a care for the safety of the men as well as for the progress of the work, and our friend Bremner, who had just descended from the cooking-room, where he had been superintending the preparation of supper.

It will be a stiff breeze, I fear, to-night, said Logan.

Dye think so I said Bremner; it seems to me so calm that I would think a storm amost impossible. But the fish never tell lies.

True. You got no fish to-day, I believe? said Logan.

Not a nibble, replied the other.

As he spoke, he was obliged to rise from a rock on which he had seated himself, because of a large wave, which, breaking on the outer reefs, sent the foam a little closer to his toes than was agreeable.

That was a big one, but yonder is a bigger, cried Logan.

The wave to which he referred was indeed a majestic wall of water. It came on with such an awful appearance of power, that some of the men who perceived it could not repress a cry of astonishment.

In another moment it fell, and, bursting over the rocks with a terrific roar, extinguished the forge fire, and compelled the men to take refuge in the beacon.

Jamie Dove saved his bellows with difficulty. The other men, catching up their things as they best might, crowded up the ladder in a more or less draggled condition.

The beacon house was gained by means of one of the main beams, which had been converted into a stair, by the simple process of nailing small battens thereon, about a foot apart from each other. The men could only go up one at a time, but as they were active and accustomed to the work, were all speedily within their place of refuge. Soon afterwards the sea covered the rock, and the place where they had been at work was a mass of seething foam.

Still there was no wind; but dark clouds had begun to rise on the seaward horizon.

The sudden change in the appearance of the rock after the last torches were extinguished was very striking. For a few seconds there seemed to be no light at all. The darkness of a coal mine appeared to have settled down on the scene. But this soon passed away, as the mens eyes became accustomed to the change, and then the dark loom of the advancing billows, the pale light of the flashing foam, and occasional gleams of phosphorescence, and glimpses of black rocks in the midst of all, took the place of the warm, busy scene which the spot had presented a few minutes before.

Supper, boys! shouted Bremner.

Peter Bremner, we may remark in passing, was a particularly useful member of society. Besides being small and corpulent, he was a capital cook. He had acted during his busy life both as a groom and a house-servant; he had been a soldier, a sutler, a writers clerk, and an apothecary  in which latter profession he had acquired the art of writing and suggesting recipes, and a taste for making collections in natural history. He was very partial to the use of the lancet, and quite a terrible adept at tooth-drawing. In short, Peter was the factotum of the beacon house, where, in addition to his other offices, he filled those of barber and steward to the admiration of all.

But Bremner came out in quite a new and valuable light after he went to reside in the beacon  namely, as a storyteller. During the long periods of inaction that ensued, when the men were imprisoned there by storms, he lightened many an hour that would have otherwise hung heavily on their hands, and he cheered the more timid among them by speaking lightly of the danger of their position.

On the signal for supper being given, there was a general rush down the ladders into the kitchen, where as comfortable a meal as one could wish for was smoking in pot and pan and platter.

As there were twenty-three to partake, it was impossible, of course, for all to sit down to table. They were obliged to stow themselves away on such articles of furniture as came most readily to hand, and eat as they best could. Hungry men find no difficulty in doing this. For some time the conversation was restricted to a word or two. Soon, however, as appetite began to be appeased, tongues began to loosen. The silence was first broken by a groan.

Ochone! exclaimed OConnor, as well as a mouthful of pork and potatoes would allow him; was it you that groaned like a dyin pig?

The question was put to Forsyth, who was holding his head between his hands, and swaying his body to and fro in agony.

Hae ye the colic, freen? enquired John Watt, in a tone of sympathy.

Nono, groaned Forsyth, its a  a  tootooth!

Och! is that all?

Have it out, man, at once.

Ram a red-hot skewer into it.

No, no; let it alone, and itll go away.

Such was the advice tendered, and much more of a similar nature, to the suffering man.

Theres nothink like ot water an cold, said Joe Dumsby in the tones of an oracle. Just fill your mouth with bilin ot Water, an dip your face in a basin o cold, and its sartain to cure.

Or kill, suggested Jamie Dove.

Its better now, said Forsyth, with a sigh of relief. I scrunched a bit o bone into it; that was all.

Theres nothing like the string and the red-hot poker, suggested Ruby Brand. Tie the one end o the string to a post and tother end to the tooth, an stick a red-hot poker to your nose. Away it comes at once.

Hoot! nonsense, said Watt. Ye might as weel tie a string to his lug an dip him into the sea. Tak my word fort, theres naethin like pooin.

Dyou mean pooh pooin? enquired Dumsby.

Watts reply was interrupted by a loud gust of wind, which burst upon the beacon house at that moment and shook it violently.

Everyone started up, and all clustered round the door and windows to observe the appearance of things without. Every object was shrouded in thick darkness, but a flash of lightning revealed the approach of the storm which had been predicted, and which had already commenced to blow.

All tendency to jest instantly vanished, and for a time some of the men stood watching the scene outside, while others sat smoking their pipes by the fire in silence.

What think ye of things? enquired one of the men, as Ruby came up from the mortar-gallery, to which he had descended at the first gust of the storm.

I dont know what to think, said he gravely. Its clear enough that we shall have a stiffish gale. I think little of that with a tight craft below me and plenty of sea-room; but I dont know what to think of a beacon in a gale.

As he spoke another furious burst of wind shook the place, and a flash of vivid lightning was speedily followed by a crash of thunder, that caused some hearts there to beat faster and harder than usual.

Pooh! cried Bremner, as he proceeded coolly to wash up his dishes, thats nothing, boys. Has not this old timber house weathered all the gales o last winter, and dye think its goin to come down before a summer breeze? Why, theres a lighthouse in France, called the Tour de Cordouan, which rises light out o the sea, an Im told it had some fearful gales to try its metal when it was buildin. So dont go an git narvous.

Whos gittin narvous? exclaimed George Forsyth, at whom Bremner had looked when he made the last remark.

Sure ye misjudge him, cried OConnor. Its only another twist o the toothick. But its all very well in you to spake lightly o gales in that fashion. Wasnt the Eddystone Lighthouse cleared away one stormy night, with the engineer and all the men, an was niver more heard on?

Thats true, said Ruby. Come, Bremner, I have heard you say that you had read all about that business. Lets hear the story; it will help to while away the time, for theres no chance of anyone gettin to sleep with such a row outside.

I wish it may be no worse than a row outside, said Forsyth in a doleful tone, as he shook his head and looked round on the party anxiously.

Wot! another fit o the toothick? enquired OConnor ironically.

Dont try to put us in the dismals, said Jamie Dove, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and refilling that solace of his leisure hours. Let us hear about the Eddystone, Bremner; itll cheer up our spirits a bit.

Will it though? said Bremner, with a look that John Watt described as awesome, Well, we shall see.

You must know, boys

Ere, light your pipe, my earty, said Dumsby.

Hold yer tongue, an dont interrupt him, cried one of the men, flattening Dumsbys cap over his eyes.

And dont drop yer haitches, observed another, cause if ye do theyll fall into the sea an be drownded, an then yell have none left to put into their wrong places when ye wants em.

Come, Bremner, go on.

Well, then, boys, began Bremner, you must know that it is more than a hundred years since the Eddystone Lighthouse was begun  in the year 1696, if I remember rightly  that would be just a hundred and thirteen years to this date. Up to that time these rocks were as great a terror to sailors as the Bell Rock is now, or, rather, as it was last year, for now that this here comfortable beacon has been put up, its no longer a terror to nobody

Except Geordie Forsyth, interposed OConnor.

Silence, cried the men.

Well, resumed Bremner, as you all know, the Eddystone Rocks lie in the British Channel, fourteen miles from Plymouth and ten from the Ram Head, an open to a most tremendious sea from the Bay o Biscay and the Atlantic, as I knows well, for Ive passed the place in a gale, close enough amost to throw a biscuit on the rocks.

They are named the Eddystone Rocks because of the whirls and eddies that the tides make among them; but for the matter of that, the Bell Rock might be so named on the same ground. Howsever, its six o one an half a dozen o tother. Only theres this difference, that the highest point o the Eddystone is barely covered at high water, while here the rock is twelve or fifteen feet below water at high tide.

Well, it was settled by the Trinity Board in 1696, that a lighthouse should be put up, and a Mr Winstanley was engaged to do it. He was an uncommon clever an ingenious man. He used to exhibit wonderful waterworks in London; and in his house, down in Essex, he used to astonish his friends, and frighten them sometimes, with his queer contrivances. He had invented an easy chair which laid hold of anyone that sat down in it, and held him prisoner until Mr Winstanley set him free. He made a slipper also, and laid it on his bedroom floor, and when anyone put his foot into it he touched a spring that caused a ghost to rise from the hearth. He made a summer house, too, at the foot of his garden, on the edge of a canal, and if anyone entered into it and sat down, he very soon found himself adrift on the canal.

Such a man was thought to be the best for such a difficult work as the building of a lighthouse on the Eddystone, so he was asked to undertake it, and agreed, and began it well. He finished it, too, in four years, his chief difficulty being the distance of the rock from land, and the danger of goin backwards and forwards. The light was first shown on the 14th November, 1698. Before this the engineer had resolved to pass a night in the building, which he did with a party of men; but he was compelled to pass more than a night, for it came on to blow furiously, and they were kept prisoners for eleven days, drenched with spray all the time, and hard up for provisions.

It was said the sprays rose a hundred feet above the lantern of this first Eddystone Lighthouse. Well, it stood till the year 1703, when repairs became necessary, and Mr Winstanley went down to Plymouth to superintend. It had been prophesied that this lighthouse would certainly be carried away. But dismal prophecies are always made about unusual things. If men were to mind prophecies there would be precious little done in this world. Howsever, the prophecies unfortunately came true. Winstanleys friends advised him not to go to stay in it, but he was so confident of the strength of his work that he said he only wished to have the chance o bein there in the greatest storm that ever blew, that he might see what effect it would have on the buildin. Poor man! he had his wish. On the night of the 26th November a terrible storm arose, the worst that had been for many years, and swept the lighthouse entirely away. Not a vestige of it or the people on it was ever seen afterwards. Only a few bits of the iron fastenings were left fixed in the rocks.

That was terrible, said Forsyth, whose uneasiness was evidently increasing with the rising storm.

Ay, but the worst of it was, continued Bremner, that, owing to the absence of the light, a large East Indiaman went on the rocks immediately after, and became a total wreck. This, however, set the Trinity House on putting up another, which was begun in 1706, and the light shown in 1708. This tower was ninety-two feet high, built partly of wood and partly of stone. It was a strong building, and stood for forty-nine years. Mayhap it would have been standin to this day but for an accident, which you shall hear of before I have done. While this lighthouse was building, a French privateer carried off all the workmen prisoners to France, but they were set at liberty by the King, because their work was of such great use to all nations.

The lighthouse, when finished, was put in charge of two keepers, with instructions to hoist a flag when anything was wanted from the shore. One of these men became suddenly ill, and died. Of course his comrade hoisted the signal, but the weather was so bad that it was found impossible to send a boat off for four weeks. The poor keeper was so afraid that people might suppose he had murdered his companion that he kept the corpse beside him all that time. What his feelins could have been I dont know, but they must have been awful; for, besides the horror of such a position in such a lonesome place, the body decayed to an extent

Thatll do, lad; dont be too partickler, said Jamie Dove.

The others gave a sigh of relief at the interruption, and Bremner continued  

There were always three keepers in the Eddystone after that. Well, it was in the year 1755, on the 2nd December, that one o the keepers went to snuff the candles, for they only burned candles in the lighthouses at that time, and before that time great open grates with coal fires were the most common; but there were not many lights either of one kind or another in those days. On gettin up to the lantern he found it was on fire. All the efforts they made failed to put it out, and it was soon burned down. Boats put off to them, but they only succeeded in saving the keepers; and of them, one went mad on reaching the shore, and ran off, and never was heard of again; and another, an old man, died from the effects of melted lead which had run down his throat from the roof of the burning lighthouse. They did not believe him when he said he had swallowed lead, but after he died it was found to be a fact.

The tower became red-hot, and burned for five days before it was utterly destroyed. This was the end o the second Eddystone. Its builder was a Mr John Rudyerd, a silk mercer of London.

The third Eddystone, which has now stood for half a century as firm as the rock itself, and which bids fair to stand till the end of time, was begun in 1756 and completed in 1759. It was lighted by means of twenty-four candles. Of Mr Smeaton, the engineer who built it, those who knew him best said that he had never undertaken anything without completing it to the satisfaction of his employers.

Dye know, lads, continued Bremner in a half-musing tone, Ive sometimes been led to couple this character of Smeaton with the text that he put round the top of the first room of the lighthouse Except the Lord build the house, they labour in vain that build it; and also the words, Praise God, which he cut in Latin on the last stone, the lintel of the lantern door. I think these words had somethin to do with the success of the last Eddystone Lighthouse.

I agree with you, said Robert Selkirk, with a nod of hearty approval; and, moreover, I think the Bell Rock Lighthouse stands a good chance of equal success, for whether he means to carve texts on the stones or not I dont know, but I feel assured that our engineer is animated by the same spirit.

When Bremners account of the Eddystone came to a close, most of the men had finished their third or fourth pipes, yet no one proposed going to rest.

The storm without raged so furiously that they felt a strong disinclination to separate. At last, however, Peter Logan rose, and said he would turn in for a little. Two or three of the others also rose, and were about to ascend to their barrack, when a heavy sea struck the building, causing it to quiver to its foundation.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Storm.

Tis a fearful night, said Logan, pausing with his foot on the first step of the ladder. Perhaps we had better sit up.

Whats the use? said OConnor, who was by nature reckless. Av the beacon howlds on, we may as well slape as not; an if it dont howld on, why, well be none the worse o slapin anyhow.

I mean to sit up, said Forsyth, whose alarm was aggravated by another fit of violent toothache.

So do I, exclaimed several of the men, as another wave dashed against the beacon, and a quantity of spray came pouring down from the rooms above.

This latter incident put an end to further conversation. While some sprang up the ladder to see where the leak had occurred, Ruby opened the door, which was on the lee-side of the building, and descended to the mortar-gallery to look after his tools, which lay there.

Here he was exposed to the full violence of the gale, for, as we have said, this first floor of the beacon was not protected by sides. There was sufficient light to enable him to see all round for a considerable distance. The sight was not calculated to comfort him.

The wind was whistling with what may be termed a vicious sound among the beams, to one of which Ruby was obliged to cling to prevent his being carried away. The sea was bursting, leaping, and curling wildly over the rocks, which were now quite covered, and as he looked down through the chinks in the boards of the floor, he could see the foam whirling round the beams of his trembling abode, and leaping up as if to seize him. As the tide rose higher and higher, the waves roared straight through below the floor, their curling backs rising terribly near to where he stood, and the sprays drenching him and the whole edifice completely.

As he gazed into the dark distance, where the turmoil of waters seemed to glimmer with ghostly light against a sky of the deepest black, he missed the light of the Smeaton, which, up to that time, had been moored as near to the lee of the rock as was consistent with safety. He fancied she must have gone down, and it was not till next day that the people on the beacon knew that she had parted her cables, and had been obliged to make for the Firth of Forth for shelter from the storm.

While he stood looking anxiously in the direction of the tender, a wave came so near to the platform that he almost involuntarily leaped up the ladder for safety. It broke before reaching the beacon, and the spray dashed right over it, carrying away several of the smiths tools.

Ho, boys! lend a hand here, some of you, shouted Ruby, as he leaped down on the mortar-gallery again.

Jamie Dove, Bremner, OConnor, and several others were at his side in a moment, and, in the midst of tremendous sprays, they toiled to secure the movable articles that lay there. These were passed up to the sheltered parts of the house; but not without great danger to all who stood on the exposed gallery below.

Presently two of the planks were torn up by a sea, and several bags of coal, a barrel of small-beer, and a few casks containing lime and sand, were all swept away. The men would certainly have shared the fate of these, had they not clung to the beams until the sea had passed.

As nothing remained after that which could be removed to the room above, they left the mortar-gallery to its fate, and returned to the kitchen, where they were met by the anxious glances and questions of their comrades.

The fire, meanwhile, could scarcely be got to burn, and the whole place was full of smoke, besides being wet with the sprays that burst over the roof, and found out all the crevices that had not been sufficiently stopped up. Attending to these leaks occupied most of the men at intervals during the night. Ruby and his friend the smith spent much of the time in the doorway, contemplating the gradual destruction of their workshop.

For some time the gale remained steady, and the anxiety of the men began to subside a little, as they became accustomed to the ugly twisting of the great beams, and found that no evil consequences followed.

In the midst of this confusion, poor Forsyths anxiety of mind became as nothing compared with the agony of his toothache!

Bremner had already made several attempts to persuade the miserable man to have it drawn, but without success.

I could do it quite easy, said he, only let me get a hold of it, an before you could wink Id have it out.

Well, you may try, cried Forsyth in desperation, with a face of ashy paleness.

It was an awful situation truly. In danger of his life; suffering the agonies of toothache, and with the prospect of torments unbearable from an inexpert hand; for Forsyth did not believe in Bremners boasted powers.

Whatll you do it with? he enquired meekly.

Jamie Doves small pincers. Here they are, said Bremner, moving about actively in his preparations, as if he enjoyed such work uncommonly.

By this time the men had assembled round the pair, and almost forgot the storm in the interest of the moment.

Hold him, two of you, said Bremner, when his victim was seated submissively on a cask.

You dont need to hold me, said Forsyth, in a gentle tone.

Dont we! said Bremner. Here, Dove, Ned, grip his arms, and some of you stand by to catch his legs; but you neednt touch them unless he kicks. Ruby, youre a strong fellow; hold his head.

The men obeyed. At that moment Forsyth would have parted with his dearest hopes in life to have escaped, and the toothache, strange to say, left him entirely; but he was a plucky fellow at bottom; having agreed to have it done, he would not draw back.

Bremner introduced the pincers slowly, being anxious to get a good hold of the tooth. Forsyth uttered a groan in anticipation! Alarmed lest he should struggle too soon, Bremner made a sudden grasp and caught the tooth. A wrench followed; a yell was the result, and the pincers slipped!

This was fortunate, for he had caught the wrong tooth.

Now be aisy, boy, said Ned OConnor, whose sympathies were easily roused.

Once more, said Bremner, as the unhappy man opened his mouth. Be still, and it will be all the sooner over.

Again Bremner inserted the instrument, and fortunately caught the right tooth. He gave a terrible tug, that produced its corresponding howl; but the tooth held on. Again! again! again! and the beacon house resounded with the deadly yells of the unhappy man, who struggled violently, despite the strength of those who held him.

Och! poor sowl! ejaculated OConnor.

Bremner threw all his strength into a final wrench, which tore away the pincers and left the tooth as firm as ever!

Forsyth leaped up and dashed his comrades right and left.

Thatll do, he roared, and darted up the ladder into the apartment above, through which he ascended to the barrack-room, and flung himself on his bed. At the same time a wave burst on the beacon with such force that every man there, except Forsyth, thought it would be carried away. The wave not only sprang up against the house, but the spray, scarcely less solid than the wave, went quite over it, and sent down showers of water on the men below.

Little cared Forsyth for that. He lay almost stunned on his couch, quite regardless of the storm. To his surprise, however, the toothache did not return. Nay, to make a long story short, it never again returned to that tooth till the end of his days!

The storm now blew its fiercest, and the men sat in silence in the kitchen listening to the turmoil, and to the thundering blows given by the sea to their wooden house. Suddenly the beacon received a shock so awful, and so thoroughly different from any that it had previously received, that the men sprang to their feet in consternation.

Ruby and the smith were looking out at the doorway at the time, and both instinctively grasped the woodwork near them, expecting every instant that the whole structure would be carried away; but it stood fast. They speculated a good deal on the force of the blow they had received, but no one hit on the true cause; and it was not until some days later that they discovered that a huge rock of fully a ton weight had been washed against the beams that night.

While they were gazing at the wild storm, a wave broke up the mortar-gallery altogether, and sent its remaining contents into the sea. All disappeared in a moment; nothing was left save the powerful beams to which the platform had been nailed.

There was a small boat attached to the beacon. It hung from two davits, on a level with the kitchen, about thirty feet above the rock. This had got filled by the sprays, and the weight of water proving too much for the tackling, it gave way at the bow shortly after the destruction of the mortar-gallery, and the boat hung suspended by the stern-tackle. Here it swung for a few minutes, and then was carried away by a sea. The same sea sent an eddy of foam round towards the door and drenched the kitchen, so that the door had to be shut, and as the fire had gone out, the men had to sit and await their fate by the light of a little oil-lamp.

They sat in silence, for the noise was now so great that it was difficult to hear voices, unless when they were raised to a high pitch.

Thus passed that terrible night; and the looks of the men, the solemn glances, the closed eyes, the silently moving lips, showed that their thoughts were busy reviewing bygone days and deeds; perchance in making good resolutions for the future if spared!

Morning brought a change. The rush of the sea was indeed still tremendous, but the force of the gale was broken and the danger was past.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Chapter of Accidents.

Time rolled on, and the lighthouse at length began to grow.

It did not rise slowly, as does an ordinary building. The courses of masonry having been formed and fitted on shore during the winter, had only to be removed from the workyard at Arbroath to the rock, where they were laid, mortared, wedged, and trenailed, as fast as they could be landed.

Thus, foot by foot it grew, and soon began to tower above its foundation.

From the foundation upwards for thirty feet it was built solid. From this point rose the spiral staircase leading to the rooms above. We cannot afford space to trace its erection step by step, neither is it desirable that we should do so. But it is proper to mention, that there were, as might be supposed, leading points in the process  eras, as it were, in the building operations.

The first of these, of course, was the laying of the foundation stone, which was done ceremoniously, with all the honours. The next point was the occasion when the tower showed itself for the first time above water at full tide. This was a great event. It was proof positive that the sea had been conquered; for many a time before that event happened had the sea done its best to level the whole erection with the rock.

Three cheers announced and celebrated the fact, and a glass all round stamped it on the memories of the men.

Another noteworthy point was the connexion  the marriage, if the simile may be allowed  of the tower and the beacon. This occurred when the former rose to a few feet above high-water mark, and was effected by means of a rope-bridge, which was dignified by the sailors with the name of Jacobs ladder.

Heretofore the beacon and lighthouse had stood in close relation to each other. They were thenceforward united by a stronger tie; and it is worthy of record that their attachment lasted until the destruction of the beacon after the work was done. Jacobs ladder was fastened a little below the doorway of the beacon. Its other end rested on, and rose with, the wall of the tower. At first it sloped downward from beacon to tower; gradually it became horizontal; then it sloped upward. When this happened it was removed, and replaced by a regular wooden bridge, which extended from the doorway of the one structure to that of the other.

Along this way the men could pass to and fro at all tides, and during any time of the day or night.

This was a matter of great importance, as the men were no longer so dependent on tides as they had been, and could often work as long as their strength held out.

Although the work was regular, and, as some might imagine, rather monotonous, there were not wanting accidents and incidents to enliven the routine of daily duty. The landing of the boats in rough weather with stones, etcetera, was a never-failing source of anxiety, alarm, and occasionally amusement. Strangers sometimes visited the rock, too, but these visits were few and far between.

Accidents were much less frequent, however, than might have been expected in a work of the kind. It was quite an event, something to talk about for days afterwards, when poor John Bonnyman, one of the masons, lost a finger. The balance crane was the cause of this accident. We may remark, in passing, that this balance crane was a very peculiar and clever contrivance, which deserves a little notice.

It may not have occurred to readers who are unacquainted with mechanics that the raising of ponderous stones to a great height is not an easy matter. As long as the lighthouse was low, cranes were easily raised on the rock, but when it became too high for the cranes to reach their heads up to the top of the tower, what was to be done? Block-tackles could not be fastened to the skies! Scaffolding in such a situation would not have survived a moderate gale.

In these circumstances Mr Stevenson constructed a balance crane, which was fixed in the centre of the tower, and so arranged that it could be raised along with the rising works. This crane resembled a cross in form. At one arm was hung a movable weight, which could be run out to its extremity, or fixed at any part of it. The other arm was the one by means of which the stones were hoisted. When a stone had to be raised, its weight was ascertained, and the movable weight was so fixed as exactly to counterbalance it. By this simple contrivance all the cumbrous and troublesome machinery of long guys and bracing-chains extending from the crane to the rock below were avoided.

Well, Bonnyman was attending to the working of the crane, and directing the lowering of a stone into its place, when he inadvertently laid his left hand on a part of the machinery where it was brought into contact with the chain, which passed over his forefinger, and cut it so nearly off that it was left hanging by a mere shred of skin. The poor man was at once sent off in a fast rowing boat to Arbroath, where the finger was removed and properly dressed. (See note 1.)

A much more serious accident occurred at another time, however, which resulted in the death of one of the seamen belonging to the Smeaton.

It happened thus. The Smeaton had been sent from Arbroath with a cargo of stones one morning, and reached the rock about half-past six oclock a.m. The mate and one of the men, James Scott, a youth of eighteen years of age, got into the sloops boat to make fast the hawser to the floating buoy of her moorings.

The tides at the time were very strong, and the mooring-chain when sweeping the ground had caught hold of a rock or piece of wreck, by which the chain was so shortened, that when the tide flowed the buoy got almost under water, and little more than the ring appeared at the surface. When the mate and Scott were in the act of making the hawser fast to the ring, the chain got suddenly disentangled at the bottom, and the large buoy, measuring about seven feet in length by three in diameter in the middle, vaulted upwards with such force that it upset the boat, which instantly filled with water. The mate with great difficulty succeeded in getting hold of the gunwale, but Scott seemed to have been stunned by the buoy, for he lay motionless for a few minutes on the water, apparently unable to make any exertion to save himself, for he did not attempt to lay hold of the oars or thwarts which floated near him.

A boat was at once sent to the rescue, and the mate was picked up, but Scott sank before it reached the spot.

This poor lad was a great favourite in the service, and for a time his melancholy end cast a gloom over the little community at the Bell Rock. The circumstances of the case were also peculiarly distressing in reference to the boys mother, for her husband had been for three years past confined in a French prison, and her son had been the chief support of the family. In order in some measure to make up to the poor woman for the loss of the monthly aliment regularly allowed her by her lost son, it was suggested that a younger brother of the deceased might be taken into the service. This appeared to be a rather delicate proposition, but it was left to the landing-master to arrange according to circumstances. Such was the resignation, and at the same time the spirit of the poor woman, that she readily accepted the proposal, and in a few days the younger Scott was actually afloat in the place of his brother. On this distressing case being represented to the Board, the Commissioners granted an annuity of 5 pounds to the lads mother.

The painter who represents only the sunny side of nature portrays a one-sided, and therefore a false view of things, for, as everyone knows, nature is not all sunshine. So, if an author makes his pen-and-ink pictures represent only the amusing and picturesque view of things, he does injustice to his subject.

We have no pleasure, good reader, in saddening you by accounts of fatal accidents, but we have sought to convey to you a correct impression of things, and scenes, and incidents at the building of the Bell Rock Lighthouse, as they actually were, and looked, and occurred. Although there was much, very much, of risk, exposure, danger, and trial connected with the erection of that building, there was, in the good providence of God, very little of severe accident or death. Yet that little must be told,  at least touched upon,  else will our picture remain incomplete as well as untrue.

Now, do not imagine, with a shudder, that these remarks are the prelude to something that will harrow up your feelings. Not so. They are merely the apology, if apology be needed, for the introduction of another accident.

Well, then. One morning the artificers landed on the rock at a quarter-past six, and as all hands were required for a piece of special work that day, they breakfasted on the beacon, instead of returning to the tender, and spent the day on the rock.

The special work referred to was the raising of the crane from the eighth to the ninth course  an operation which required all the strength that could be mustered for working the guy-tackles. This, be it remarked, was before the balance crane, already described, had been set up; and as the top of the crane stood at the time about thirty-five feet above the rock, it became much more unmanageable than heretofore.

At the proper hour all hands were called, and detailed to their several posts on the tower, and about the rock. In order to give additional purchase or power in tightening the tackle, one of the blocks of stone was suspended at the end of the movable beam of the crane, which, by adding greatly to the weight, tended to slacken the guys or supporting-ropes in the direction to which the beam with the stone was pointed, and thereby enabled the men more easily to brace them one after another.

While the beam was thus loaded, and in the act of swinging round from one guy to another, a great strain was suddenly brought upon the opposite tackle, with the end of which the men had very improperly neglected to take a turn round some stationary object, which would have given them the complete command of the tackle.

Owing to this simple omission, the crane, with the large stone at the end of the beam, got a preponderancy to one side, and, the tackle alluded to having rent, it fell upon the building with a terrible crash.

The men fled right and left to get out of its way; but one of them, Michael Wishart, a mason, stumbled over an uncut trenail and rolled on his back, and the ponderous crane fell upon him. Fortunately it fell so that his body lay between the great shaft and the movable beam, and thus he escaped with his life, but his feet were entangled with the wheel-work, and severely injured.

Wishart was a robust and spirited young fellow, and bore his sufferings with wonderful firmness while he was being removed. He was laid upon one of the narrow frame-beds of the beacon, and despatched in a boat to the tender. On seeing the boat approach with the poor man stretched on a bed covered with blankets, and his face overspread with that deadly pallor which is the usual consequence of excessive bleeding, the seamens looks betrayed the presence of those well-known but indescribable sensations which one experiences when brought suddenly into contact with something horrible. Relief was at once experienced, however, when Wisharts voice was heard feebly accosting those who first stepped into the boat.

He was immediately sent on shore, where the best surgical advice was obtained, and he began to recover steadily, though slowly. Meanwhile, having been one of the principal masons, Robert Selkirk was appointed to his vacant post.

And now let us wind up this chapter of accidents with an account of the manner in which a party of strangers, to use a slang but expressive phrase, came to grief during a visit to the Bell Rock.

One morning, a trim little vessel was seen by the workmen making for the rock at low tide. From its build and size, Ruby at once judged it to be a pleasure yacht. Perchance some delicate shades in the seamanship, displayed in managing the little vessel, had influenced the sailor in forming his opinion. Be this as it may, the vessel brought up under the lee of the rock and cast anchor.

It turned out to be a party of gentlemen from Leith, who had run down the firth to see the works. The weather was fine, and the sea calm, but these yachters had yet to learn that fine weather and a calm sea do not necessarily imply easy or safe landing at the Bell Rock! They did not know that the swell which had succeeded a recent gale was heavier than it appeared to be at a distance; and, worst of all, they did not know, or they did not care to remember, that there is a time for all things, and that the time for landing at the Bell Rock is limited.

Seeing that the place was covered with workmen, the strangers lowered their little boat and rowed towards them.

Theyre mad, said Logan, who, with a group of the men, watched the motions of their would-be visitors.

No, observed Joe Dumsby; they are brave, but hignorant.

Faix, they wont be ignorant long! cried Ned OConnor, as the little boat approached the rock, propelled by two active young rowers in Guernsey shirts, white trousers, and straw hats. Youre stout, lads, both of ye, an purty good hands at the oar, for gintlemen; but av ye wos as strong as Samson it would puzzle ye to stem these breakers, so ye better go back.

The yachters did not hear the advice, and they would not have taken it if they had heard it. They rowed straight up towards the landing-place, and, so far, showed themselves expert selectors of the right channel; but they soon came within the influence of the seas, which burst on the rock and sent up jets of spray to leeward.

These jets had seemed very pretty and harmless when viewed from the deck of the yacht, but they were found on a nearer approach to be quite able, and, we might almost add, not unwilling, to toss up the boat like a ball, and throw it and its occupants head over heels into the air.

But the rowers, like most men of their class, were not easily cowed. They watched their opportunity  allowed the waves to meet and rush on, and then pulled into the midst of the foam, in the hope of crossing to the shelter of the rock before the approach of the next wave.

Heedless of a warning cry from Ned OConnor, whose anxiety began to make him very uneasy, the amateur sailors strained every nerve to pull through, while their companion who sat at the helm in the stern of the boat seemed to urge them on to redoubled exertions. Of course their efforts were in vain. The next billow caught the boat on its foaming crest, and raised it high in the air. For one moment the wave rose between the boat and the men on the rock, and hid her from view, causing Ned to exclaim, with a genuine groan, Arrah! theys gone!

But they were not; the boats head had been carefully kept to the sea, and, although she had been swept back a considerable way, and nearly half-filled with water, she was still afloat.

The chief engineer now hailed the gentlemen, and advised them to return and remain on board their vessel until the state of the tide would permit him to send a proper boat for them.

In the meantime, however, a large boat from the floating light, pretty deeply laden with lime, cement, and sand, approached, when the strangers, with a view to avoid giving trouble, took their passage in her to the rock. The accession of three passengers to a boat, already in a lumbered state, put her completely out of trim, and, as it unluckily happened, the man who steered her on this occasion was not in the habit of attending the rock, and was not sufficiently aware of the run of the sea at the entrance of the eastern creek.

Instead, therefore, of keeping close to the small rock called Johnny Gray, he gave it, as Ruby expressed it, a wide berth. A heavy sea struck the boat, drove her to leeward, and, the oars getting entangled among the rocks and seaweed, she became unmanageable. The next sea threw her on a ledge, and, instantly leaving her, she canted seaward upon her gunwale, throwing her crew and part of her cargo into the water.

All this was the work of a few seconds. The men had scarce time to realise their danger ere they found themselves down under the water; and when they rose gasping to the surface, it was to behold the next wave towering over them, ready to fall on their heads. When it fell it scattered crew, cargo, and boat in all directions.

Some clung to the gunwale of the boat, others to the seaweed, and some to the thwarts and oars which floated about, and which quickly carried them out of the creek to a considerable distance from the spot where the accident happened.

The instant the boat was overturned, Ruby darted towards one of the rock boats which lay near to the spot where the party of workmen who manned it had landed that morning. Wilson, the landing-master, was at his side in a moment.

Shove off, lad, and jump in! cried Wilson.

There was no need to shout for the crew of the boat. The men were already springing into her as she floated off. In a few minutes all the men in the water were rescued, with the exception of one of the strangers, named Strachan.

This gentleman had been swept out to a small insulated rock, where he clung to the seaweed with great resolution, although each returning sea laid him completely under water, and hid him for a second or two from the spectators on the rock. In this situation he remained for ten or twelve minutes; and those who know anything of the force of large waves will understand how severely his strength and courage must have been tried during that time.

When the boat reached the rock the most difficult part was still to perform, as it required the greatest nicety of management to guide her in a rolling sea, so as to prevent her from being carried forcibly against the man whom they sought to save.

Take the steering-oar, Ruby; you are the best hand at this, said Wilson.

Ruby seized the oar, and, notwithstanding the breach of the seas and the narrowness of the passage, steered the boat close to the rock at the proper moment.

Starboard, noo, stiddy! shouted John Watt, who leant suddenly over the bow of the boat and seized poor Strachan by the hair. In another moment he was pulled inboard with the aid of Selkirks stout arms, and the boat was backed out of danger.

Now, a cheer, boys! cried Ruby.

The men did not require urging to this. It burst from them with tremendous energy, and was echoed back by their comrades on the rock, in the midst of whose wild hurrah, Ned OConnors voice was distinctly heard to swell from a cheer into a yell of triumph!

The little rock on which this incident occurred was called Strachans Ledge, and it is known by that name at the present day.



Note 1. It is right to state that this man afterwards obtained a light-keepers situation from the Board of Commissioners of Northern Lights, who seem to have taken a kindly interest in all their servants, especially those of them who had suffered in the service.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Bell Rock in a Fog  Narrow Escape of the Smeaton.

Change of scene is necessary to the healthful working of the human mind; at least, so it is said. Acting upon the assumption that the saying is true, we will do our best in this chapter for the human minds that condescend to peruse these pages, by leaping over a space of time, and by changing at least the character of the scene, if not the locality.

We present the Bell Rock under a new aspect, that of a dense fog and a dead calm.

This is by no means an unusual aspect of things at the Bell Rock, but as we have hitherto dwelt chiefly on storms it may be regarded as new to the reader.

It was a June morning. There had been few breezes and no storms for some weeks past, so that the usual swell of the ocean had gone down, and there were actually no breakers on the rock at low water, and no ruffling of the surface at all at high tide. The tide had, about two hours before, overflowed the rock and driven the men into the beacon house, where, having breakfasted, they were at the time enjoying themselves with pipes and small talk.

The lighthouse had grown considerably by this time. Its unfinished top was more than eighty feet above the foundation; but the fog was so dense that only the lower part of the column could be seen from the beacon, the summit being lost, as it were, in the clouds.

Nevertheless that summit, high though it was, did not yet project beyond the reach of the sea. A proof of this had been given in a very striking manner, some weeks before the period about which we now write, to our friend George Forsyth.

George was a studious man, and fond of reading the Bible critically. He was proof against laughter and ridicule, and was wont sometimes to urge the men into discussions. One of his favourite arguments was somewhat as follows  

Boys, he was wont to say, you laugh at me for readin the Bible carefully. You would not laugh at a schoolboy for reading his books carefully, would you? Yet the learnin of the way of salvation is of far more consequence to me than book learnin is to a schoolboy. An astronomer is never laughed at for readin his books o geometry an suchlike day an night  even to the injury of his health  but what is an astronomers business to him compared with the concerns of my soul to me? Ministers tell me there are certain things I must know and believe if I would be saved  such as the death and resurrection of our Saviour Jesus Christ; and they also point out that the Bible speaks of certain Christians, who did well in refusin to receive the Gospel at the hands of the apostles, without first enquirin into these things, to see if they were true. Now, lads, if these things that so many millions believe in, and that you all profess to believe in, are lies, then you may well laugh at me for enquirin into them; but if they be true, why, I think the devils themselves must be laughing at you for not enquirin into them!

Of course, Forsyth found among such a number of intelligent men, some who could argue with him, as well as some who could laugh at him. He also found one or two who sympathised openly, while there were a few who agreed in their hearts, although they did not speak.

Well, it was this tendency to study on the part of Forsyth, that led him to cross the wooden bridge between the beacon and the lighthouse during his leisure hours, and sit reading at the top of the spiral stair, near one of the windows of the lowest room.

Forsyth was sitting at his usual window one afternoon at the end of a storm. It was a comfortless place, for neither sashes nor glass had at that time been put in, and the wind howled up and down the shaft dreadfully. The man was robust, however, and did not mind that.

The height of the building was at that time fully eighty feet. While he was reading there a tremendous breaker struck the lighthouse with such force that it trembled distinctly. Forsyth started up, for he had never felt this before, and fancied the structure was about to fall. For a moment or two he remained paralysed, for he heard the most terrible and inexplicable sounds going on overhead. In fact, the wave that shook the building had sent a huge volume of spray right over the top, part of which fell into the lighthouse, and what poor Forsyth heard was about a ton of water coming down through storey after storey, carrying lime, mortar, buckets, trowels, and a host of other things, violently along with it.

To plunge down the spiral stair, almost headforemost, was the work of a few seconds. Forsyth accompanied the descent with a yell of terror, which reached the ears of his comrades in the beacon, and brought them to the door, just in time to see their comrades long legs carry him across the bridge in two bounds. Almost at the same instant the water and rubbish burst out of the doorway of the lighthouse, and flooded the bridge.

But let us return from this digression, or rather, this series of digressions, to the point where we branched off: the aspect of the beacon in the fog, and the calm of that still morning in June.

Some of the men inside were playing draughts, others were finishing their breakfast; one was playing Auld Lang Syne, with many extempore flourishes and trills, on a flute, which was very much out of tune. A few were smoking, of course (where exists the band of Britons who can get on without that!) and several were sitting astride on the cross-beams below, bobbing  not exactly for whales, but for any monster of the deep that chose to turn up.

The men fishing, and the beacon itself, loomed large and mysterious in the half-luminous fog. Perhaps this was the reason that the sea-gulls flew so near them, and gave forth an occasional and very melancholy cry, as if of complaint at the changed appearance of things.

Theres naethin to be got the day, said John Watt, rather peevishly, as he pulled up his line and found the bait gone.

Baits are always found gone when lines are pulled up! This would seem to be an angling law of nature. At all events, it would seem to have been a very aggravating law of nature on the present occasion, for John Watt frowned and growled to himself as he put on another bait.

Theres a bite! exclaimed Joe Dumsby, with a look of doubt, at the same time feeling his line.

Pood in then, said Watt ironically.

No, es hoff, observed Joe.

Hm! he never was on, muttered Watt.

What are you two growling at? said Ruby, who sat on one of the beams at the other side.

At our luck, Ruby, said Joe. Ha! was that a nibble? (Naethin o the kind, from Watt.) It was! as I live its large; an addock, I think.

A naddock! sneered Watt; mair like a bit o tangle than  eh! losh me! it is a fish

Well done, Joe! cried Bremner, from the doorway above, as a large rock-cod was drawn to the surface of the water.

Stay, its too large to pull up with the line. Ill run down and gaff it, cried Ruby, fastening his own line to the beam, and descending to the water by the usual ladder, on one of the main beams. Now, draw him this way  gently, not too roughly  take time. Ah! that was a miss  hes off; no! Again; now then

Another moment, and a goodly cod of about ten pounds weight was wriggling on the iron hook which Ruby handed up to Dumsby, who mounted with his prize in triumph to the kitchen.

From that moment the fish began to take.

While the men were thus busily engaged, a boat was rowing about in the fog, vainly endeavouring to find the rock.

It was the boat of two fast friends, Jock Swankie and Davy Spink.

These worthies were in a rather exhausted condition, having been rowing almost incessantly from daybreak.

I tell ee what it is, said Swankie; Ill be hanged if I poo another stroke.

He threw his oar into the boat, and looked sulky.

Its my belief, said his companion, that we ought to be near aboot Denmark be this time.

Denmark or Rooshia, its a ane to me, rejoined Swankie; Ill hae a smoke.

So saying, he pulled out his pipe and tobacco-box, and began to cut the tobacco. Davy did the same.

Suddenly both men paused, for they heard a sound. Each looked enquiringly at the other, and then both gazed into the thick fog.

Is that a ship? said Davy Spink.

They seized their oars hastily.

The beacon, as Im a leevin sinner! exclaimed Swankie.

If Spink had not backed his oar at that moment, there is some probability that Swankie would have been a dead, instead of a living, sinner in a few minutes, for they had almost run upon the north-east end of the Bell Rock, and distinctly heard the sound of voices on the beacon. A shout settled the question at once, for it was replied to by a loud holloa from Ruby.

In a short time the boat was close to the beacon, and the water was so very calm that day, that they were able to venture to hand the packet of letters with which they had come off into the beacon, even although the tide was full.

Letters, said Swankie, as he reached out his hand with the packet.

Hurrah! cried the men, who were all assembled on the mortar-gallery, looking down at the fishermen, excepting Ruby, Watt, and Dumsby, who were still on the cross-beams below.

Mind the boat; keep her aff, said Swankie, stretching out his hand with the packet to the utmost, while Dumsby descended the ladder and held out his hand to receive it.

Take care, cried the men in chorus, for news from shore was always a very exciting episode in their career, and the idea of the packet being lost filled them with sudden alarm.

The shout and the anxiety together caused the very result that was dreaded. The packet fell into the sea and sank, amid a volley of yells.

It went down slowly. Before it had descended a fathom, Rubys head cleft the water, and in a moment he returned to the surface with the packet in his hand amid a wild cheer of joy; but this was turned into a cry of alarm, as Ruby was carried away by the tide, despite his utmost efforts to regain the beacon.

The boat was at once pushed off but so strong was the current there, that Ruby was carried past the rock, and a hundred yards away to sea, before the boat overtook him.

The moment he was pulled into her he shook himself, and then tore off the outer covering of the packet in order to save the letters from being wetted. He had the great satisfaction of finding them almost uninjured. He had the greater satisfaction, thereafter, of feeling that he had done a deed which induced every man in the beacon that night to thank him half a dozen times over; and he had the greatest possible satisfaction in finding that among the rest he had saved two letters addressed to himself, one from Minnie Gray, and the other from his uncle.

The scene in the beacon when the contents of the packet were delivered was interesting. Those who had letters devoured them, and in many cases read them (unwittingly) half-aloud. Those who had none read the newspapers, and those who had neither papers nor letters listened.

Rubys letter ran as follows (we say his letter, because the other letter was regarded, comparatively, as nothing):  

Arbroath, etcetera.

Darling Ruby,  I have just time to tell you that we have made a discovery which will surprise you. Let me detail it to you circumstantially. Uncle Ogilvy and I were walking on the pier a few days ago, when we overheard a conversation between two sailors, who did not see that we were approaching. We would not have stopped to listen, but the words we heard arrested our attention, so  O what a pity! there, Big Swankie has come for our letters. Is it not strange that he should be the man to take them off? I meant to have given you such an account of it, especially a description of the case. They wont wait. Come ashore as soon as you can, dearest Ruby.

The letter broke off here abruptly. It was evident that the writer had been obliged to close it abruptly, for she had forgotten to sign her name.

A description of the case; what case? muttered Ruby in vexation. O Minnie, Minnie, in your anxiety to go into details you have omitted to give me the barest outline. Well, well, darling, Ill just take the will for the deed, but I wish you had

Here Ruby ceased to mutter, for Captain Ogilvys letter suddenly occurred to his mind. Opening it hastily, he read as follows:  

Dear Neffy,  I never was much of a hand at spellin, an Im not rightly sure o that word, howsever, it reads all square, so ittle do. If I had been the inventer o writin Id have had signs for a lot o words. Just think how much better it would ha bin to have put a regular D like that instead o writin s-q-u-a-r-e. Then round would have bin far better O, like that. An crooked thus, (draws a squiggly line); see how significant an suggestive, if I may say so; no humbug  all fair an above-board, as the pirate said, when he ran up the black flag to the peak.

But avast speckillatin (shiver my timbers! but that last was a pen-splitter), thats not what I sat down to write about. My object in takin up the pen, neffy, is two-fold,

Double, double, toil an trouble,

as Macbeath said,  if it wasnt Hamlet.

We want you to come home for a day or two, if you can git leave, lad, about this strange affair. Minnie said she was goin to give you a full, true, and partikler account of it, so its of no use my goin over the same course. Theres that blackguard Swankie come for the letters. Ha! it makes me chuckle. No time for more

This letter also concluded abruptly, and without a signature.

Theres a pretty kettle o fish! exclaimed Ruby aloud.

So tis, lad; so tis, said Bremner, who at that moment had placed a superb pot of codlings on the fire; though why ye should say it so positively when nobodys denyin it, is more nor I can tell.

Ruby laughed, and retired to the mortar-gallery to work at the forge and ponder. He always found that he pondered best while employed in hammering, especially if his feelings were ruffled.

Seizing a mass of metal, he laid it on the anvil, and gave it five or six heavy blows to straighten it a little, before thrusting it into the fire.

Strange to say, these few blows of the hammer were the means, in all probability, of saving the sloop Smeaton from being wrecked on the Bell Rock!

That vessel had been away with Mr Stevenson at Leith, and was returning, when she was overtaken by the calm and the fog. At the moment that Ruby began to hammer, the Smeaton was within a stones cast of the beacon, running gently before a light air which had sprung up.

No one on board had the least idea that the tide had swept them so near the rock, and the ringing of the anvil was the first warning they got of their danger.

The lookout on board instantly sang out, Starboard harrrd! beacon ahead! and Ruby looked up in surprise, just as the Smeaton emerged like a phantom-ship out of the fog. Her sails fluttered as she came up to the wind, and the crew were seen hurrying to and fro in much alarm.

Mr Stevenson himself stood on the quarterdeck of the little vessel, and waved his hand to assure those on the beacon that they had sheered off in time, and were safe.

This incident tended to strengthen the engineer in his opinion that the two large bells which were being cast for the lighthouse, to be rung by the machinery of the revolving light, would be of great utility in foggy weather.

While the Smeaton was turning away, as if with a graceful bow to the men on the rock, Ruby shouted:

There are letters here for you, sir.

The mate of the vessel called out at once, Send them off in the shore-boat; well lay-to.

No time was to be lost, for if the Smeaton should get involved in the fog it might be very difficult to find her; so Ruby at once ran for the letters, and, hailing the shore-boat which lay quite close at hand, jumped into it and pushed off.

They boarded the Smeaton without difficulty and delivered the letters.

Instead of returning to the beacon, however, Ruby was ordered to hold himself in readiness to go to Arbroath in the shore-boat with a letter from Mr Stevenson to the superintendent of the workyard.

You can go up and see your friends in the town, if you choose, said the engineer, but be sure to return by tomorrows forenoon tide. We cannot dispense with your services longer than a few hours, my lad, so I shall expect you to make no unnecessary delay.

You may depend upon me, sir, said Ruby, touching his cap, as he turned away and leaped into the boat.

A light breeze was now blowing, so that the sails could be used. In less than a quarter of an hour sloop and beacon were lost in the fog, and Ruby steered for the harbour of Arbroath, overjoyed at this unexpected and happy turn of events, which gave him an opportunity of solving the mystery of the letters, and of once more seeing the sweet face of Minnie Gray.

But an incident occurred which delayed these desirable ends, and utterly changed the current of Rubys fortunes for a time.




Chapter Twenty Six.

A Sudden and Tremendous Change in Rubys Fortunes.

What a variety of appropriate aphorisms there are to express the great truths of human experience! There is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip is one of them. Undoubtedly there is. So is there many a miss of a sweet little kiss. The course of true love, also, never did run smooth. Certainly not. Why should it? If it did we should doubt whether the love were true. Our own private belief is that the course of true love is always uncommonly rough, but collective human wisdom has seen fit to put the idea in the negative form. So let it stand.

Ruby had occasion to reflect on these things that day, but the reflection afforded him no comfort whatever.

The cause of his inconsolable state of mind is easily explained.

The boat had proceeded about halfway to Arbroath when they heard the sound of oars, and in a few seconds a ships gig rowed out of the fog towards them. Instead of passing them the gig was steered straight for the boat, and Ruby saw that it was full of men-of-wars men.

He sprang up at once and seized an oar.

Out oars! he cried. Boys, if ever you pulled hard in your lives, do so now. Its the press-gang!

Before those few words were uttered the two men had seized the oars, for they knew well what the press-gang meant, and all three pulled with such vigour that the boat shot over the smooth sea with double speed. But they had no chance in a heavy fishing boat against the picked crew of the light gig. If the wind had been a little stronger they might have escaped, but the wind had decreased, and the small boat overhauled them yard by yard.

Seeing that they had no chance, Ruby said, between his set teeth:

Will ye fight, boys?

I will, cried Davy Spink sternly, for Davy had a wife and little daughter on shore, who depended entirely on his exertions for their livelihood, so he had a strong objection to go and fight in the wars of his country.

Whats the use? muttered Big Swankie, with a savage scowl. He, too, had a strong disinclination to serve in the Royal Navy, being a lazy man, and not overburdened with courage. Theyve got eight men of a crew, wi pistols an cutlashes.

Well, its all up with us, cried Ruby, in a tone of sulky anger, as he tossed his oar overboard, and, folding his arms on his breast, sat sternly eyeing the gig as it approached.

Suddenly a beam of hope shot into his heart. A few words will explain the cause thereof.

About the time the works at the Bell Rock were in progress, the war with France and the Northern Powers was at its height, and the demand for men was so great that orders were issued for the establishment of an impress service at Dundee, Arbroath, and Aberdeen. It became therefore necessary to have some protection for the men engaged in the works. As the impress officers were extremely rigid in the execution of their duty, it was resolved to have the seamen carefully identified, and, therefore, besides being described in the usual manner in the protection-bills granted by the Admiralty, each man had a ticket given to him descriptive of his person, to which was attached a silver medal emblematical of the lighthouse service.

That very week Ruby had received one of the protection-medals and tickets of the Bell Rock, a circumstance which he had forgotten at the moment. It was now in his pocket, and might perhaps save him.

When the boat ranged up alongside, Ruby recognised in the officer at the helm the youth who had already given him so much annoyance. The officer also recognised Ruby, and, with a glance of surprise and pleasure, exclaimed:

What! have I bagged you at last, my slippery young lion?

Ruby smiled as he replied, Not quite yet, my persevering young jackall. (He was sorely tempted to transpose the word into jackass, but he wisely restrained himself.) Im not so easily caught as you think.

Eh! how? what mean you? exclaimed the officer, with an expression of surprise, for he knew that Ruby was now in his power. I have you safe, my lad, unless you have provided yourself with a pair of wings. Of course, I shall leave one of you to take your boat into harbour, but you may be sure that Ill not devolve that pleasant duty upon you.

I have not provided myself with wings exactly, returned Ruby, pulling out his medal and ticket; but here is something that will do quite as well.

The officers countenance fell, for he knew at once what it was. He inspected it, however, closely.

Let me see, said he, reading the description on the ticket, which ran thus:  

Bell Rock Workyard, Arbroath,

20th June, 1810.

Ruby Brand, seaman and blacksmith, in the service of the Honourable the Commissioners of the Northern Lighthouses, aged 25 years, 5 feet 10 inches high, very powerfully made, fair complexion, straight nose, dark-blue eyes, and curling auburn hair.

This description was signed by the engineer of the works; and on the obverse was written, The bearer, Ruby Brand, is serving as a blacksmith in the erection of the Bell Rock Lighthouse.

This is all very well, my fine fellow, said the officer, but I have been deceived more than once with these medals and tickets. How am I to know that you have not stolen it from someone?

By seeing whether the description agrees, replied Ruby.

Of course, I know that as well as you, and I dont find the description quite perfect. I would say that your hair is light-brown, now, not auburn, and your nose is a little Roman, if anything; and theres no mention of whiskers, or that delicate moustache. Why, look here, he added, turning abruptly to Big Swankie, this might be the description of your comrade as well as, if not better than, yours. Whats your name?

Swankie, sir, said that individual ruefully, yet with a gleam of hope that the advantages of the Bell Rock medal might possibly, in some unaccountable way, accrue to himself, for he was sharp enough to see that the officer would be only too glad to find any excuse for securing Ruby.

Well, Swankie, stand up, and lets have a look at you, said the officer, glancing from the paper to the person of the fisherman, and commenting thereon. Here we have very powerfully made  no mistake about that  strong as Samson; fair complexion  thats it exactly; auburn hair  so it is. Auburn is a very undecided colour; theres a great deal of red in it, and no one can deny that Swankie has a good deal of red in his hair.

There was indeed no denying this, for it was altogether red, of an intense carroty hue.

You see, friend, continued the officer, turning to Ruby, that the description suits Swankie very well.

True, as far as you have gone, said Ruby, with a quiet smile; but Swankie is six feet two in his stockings, and his nose is turned up, and his hair dont curl, and his eyes are light-green, and his complexion is sallow, if I may not say yellow

Fair, lad; fair, said the officer, laughing in spite of himself. Ah! Ruby Brand, you are jealous of him! Well, I see that Im fated not to capture you, so Ill bid you good day. Meanwhile your companions will be so good as to step into my gig.

The two men rose to obey. Big Swankie stepped over the gunwale, with the fling of a sulky, reckless man, who curses his fate and submits to it. Davy Spink had a very crestfallen, subdued look. He was about to follow, when a thought seemed to strike him. He turned hastily round, and Ruby was surprised to see that his eyes were suffused with tears, and that his features worked with the convulsive twitching of one who struggles powerfully to restrain his feelings.

Ruby Brand, said he, in a deep husky voice, which trembled at first, but became strong as he went on; Ruby Brand, I deserve nae good at your hands, yet Ill ask a favour o ye. Yeve seen the wife and the bairn, the wee ane wi the fair curly pow. Ye ken the auld hoose. Itll be mony a lang day afore I see them again, if iver I come back ava. Theres naebody left to care for them. Theyll be starvin soon, lad. Wull ye  wull ye look-doon?

Poor Davy Spink stopped here, and covered his face with his big sunburnt hands.

A sudden gush of sympathy filled Rubys heart. He started forward, and drawing from his pocket the letter with which he was charged, thrust it into Spinks hand, and said hurriedly  

Dont fail to deliver it the first thing you do on landing. And harkee, Spink, go to Mrs Brands cottage, and tell them there why I went away. Be sure you see them all, and explain why it was. Tell Minnie Gray that I will be certain to return, if God spares me.

Without waiting for a reply he sprang into the gig, and gave the other boat a shove, that sent it several yards off.

Give way, lads, cried the officer, who was delighted at this unexpected change in affairs, though he had only heard enough of the conversation to confuse him as to the cause of it.

Stop! stop! shouted Spink, tossing up his arms.

Id rather not, returned the officer.

Davy seized the oars, and, turning his boat in the direction of the gig, endeavoured to overtake it. As well might the turkey-buzzard attempt to catch the swallow. He was left far behind, and when last seen faintly through the fog, he was standing up in the stern of the boat wringing his hands.

Ruby had seated himself in the bow of the gig, with his face turned steadily towards the sea, so that no one could see it. This position he maintained in silence until the boat ranged up to what appeared like the side of a great mountain, looming through the mist.

Then he turned round, and, whatever might have been the struggle within his breast, all traces of it had left his countenance, which presented its wonted appearance of good-humoured frankness.

We need scarcely say that the mountain turned out to be a British man-of-war. Ruby was quickly introduced to his future messmates, and warmly received by them. Then he was left to his own free will during the remainder of that day, for the commander of the vessel was a kind man, and did not like to add to the grief of the impressed men by setting them to work at once.

Thus did our hero enter the Royal Navy; and many a long and weary day and month passed by before he again set foot in his native town.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Other Things Besides Murder Will Out.

Meanwhile Davy Spink, with his heart full, returned slowly to the shore.

He was long of reaching it, the boat being very heavy for one man to pull. On landing he hurried up to his poor little cottage, which was in a very low part of the town, and in a rather out-of-the-way corner of that part.

Janet, said he, flinging himself into a rickety old armchair that stood by the fireplace, the press-gang has catched us at last, and theyve took Big Swankie away, and, worse than that

Oh! cried Janet, unable to wait for more, thats the best news Ive heard for mony a day. Yere sure they have him safe?

Ay, sure enough, said Spink dryly; but ye needna be sae glad aboot it, for. Swankie was aye good to you.

Ay, Davy, cried Janet, putting her arm round her husbands neck, and kissing him, but he wasna good to you. He led ye into evil ways mony a time when ye would rather hae keepit oot o them. Na, na, Davy, ye needna shake yer heed; I kend fine.

Weel, weel, haed yer ain way, lass, but Swankies awa to the wars, and sos Ruby Brand, for theyve gotten him as weel.

Ruby Brand! exclaimed the woman.

Ay, Ruby Brand; and this is the way they did it.

Here Spink detailed to his helpmate, who sat with folded hands and staring eyes opposite to her husband, all that had happened. When he had concluded, they discussed the subject together. Presently the little girl came bouncing into the room, with rosy cheeks, sparkling eyes, a dirty face, and fair ringlets very much dishevelled, and with a pitcher of hot soup in her hands.

Davy caught her up, and kissing her, said abruptly, Maggie, Big Swankies awa to the wars.

The child looked enquiringly in her fathers face, and he had to repeat his words twice before she quite realised the import of them.

Are ye jokin, daddy?

No, Maggie; its true. The press-gang got him and took him awa, an I doot well never see him again.

The little girls expression changed while he spoke, then her lip trembled, and she burst into tears.

See there, Janet, said Spink, pointing to Maggie, and looking earnestly at his wife.

Weel-a-weel, replied Janet, somewhat softened, yet with much firmness, Ill no deny that the man was fond o the bairn, and it liked him weel enough; but, my certes! he wad hae made a bad man o you if he could. But Im real sorry for Ruby Brand; and whatll the puir lassie Gray do? Yell hae to gang up an gie them the message.

So I will; but thats like somethin to eat, I think?

Spink pointed to the soup.

Ay, its a weve got, so lets fa to; and haste ye, lad. Its a sair heart shell hae this night  waes me!

While Spink and his wife were thus employed, Widow Brand, Minnie Gray, and Captain Ogilvy were seated at tea, round the little table in the snug kitchen of the widows cottage.

It might have been observed that there were two teapots on the table, a large one and a small, and that the captain helped himself out of the small one, and did not take either milk or sugar. But the captains teapot did not necessarily imply tea. In fact, since the death of the captains mother, that small teapot had been accustomed to strong drink only. It never tasted tea.

I wonder if Ruby will get leave of absence, said the captain, throwing himself back in his armchair, in order to be able to admire, with greater ease, the smoke, as it curled towards the ceiling from his mouth and pipe.

I do hope so, said Mrs Brand, looking up from her knitting, with a little sigh. Mrs Brand usually followed up all her remarks with a little sigh. Sometimes the sigh was very little. It depended a good deal on the nature of her remark whether the sigh was of the little, less, or least description; but it never failed, in one or other degree, to close her every observation.

I think he will, said Minnie, as she poured a second cup of tea for the widow.

Ay, thats right, lass, observed the captain; theres nothin like hope  

The pleasures of hope told a flatterin tale

Regardin the fleet when Lord Nelson set sail.

Fill me out another cup of tea, Hebe.

It was a pleasant little fiction with the captain to call his beverage tea. Minnie filled out a small cupful of the contents of the little teapot, which did, indeed, resemble tea, but which smelt marvellously like hot rum and water.

Enough, enough. Come on, Macduff! Ah! Minnie, this is prime Jamaica; its got such a  but I forgot; you dont understand nothin about nectar of this sort.

The captain smoked in silence for a few minutes, and then said, with a sudden chuckle  

Wasnt it odd, sister, that we should have found it all out in such an easy sort o way? If criminals would always tell on themselves as plainly as Big Swankie did, there would be no use for lawyers.

Swankie would not have spoken so freely, said Minnie, with a laugh, if he had known that we were listening.

Thats true, girl, said the captain, with sudden gravity; and I dont feel quite easy in my mind about that same eavesdropping. Its a dirty thing to do  especially for an old sailor, who likes everything to be fair and above-board; but then, you see, the natur o the words we couldnt help hearin justified us in waitin to hear more. Yes, it was quite right, as it turned out. A little more tea, Minnie. Thankee, lass. Now go, get the case, and let us look over it again.

The girl rose, and, going to a drawer, quickly returned with a small red leather case in her hand. It was the identical jewel-case that Swankie had found on the dead body at the Bell Rock!

Ah! thats it; now, let us see; let us see. He laid aside his pipe, and for some time felt all his pockets, and looked round the room, as if in search of something.

What are you looking for, uncle?

The specs, lass; these specsll be the death o me.

Minnie laughed. Theyre on your brow, uncle!

So they are! Well, well

The captain smiled deprecatingly, and, drawing his chair close to the table, began to examine the box.

Its contents were a strange mixture, and it was evident that the case had not been made to hold them.

There was a ladys gold watch, of very small size, and beautifully formed; a set of ornaments, consisting of necklace, bracelets, ring, and ear-rings of turquoise and pearls set in gold, of the most delicate and exquisite chasing; also, an antique diamond cross of great beauty, besides a number of rings and bracelets of considerable value.

As the captain took these out one by one, and commented on them, he made use of Minnies pretty hand and arm to try the effect of each, and truly the ornaments could not have found a more appropriate resting-place among the fairest ladies of the land.

Minnie submitted to be made use of in this way with a pleased and amused expression; for, while she greatly admired the costly gems, she could not help smiling at the awkwardness of the captain in putting them on.

Read the paper again, said Minnie, after the contents of the box had been examined.

The captain took up a small parcel covered with oiled cloth, which contained a letter. Opening it, he began to read, but was interrupted by Mrs Brand, who had paid little attention to the jewels.

Read it out loud, brother, said she, I dont hear you well. Read it out; I love to hear of my darlings gallant deeds.

The captain cleared his throat, raised his voice, and read slowly:  

Lisbon, 10th March, 1808.

Dear Captain Brand,  I am about to quit this place for the East in a few days, and shall probably never see you again. Pray accept the accompanying case of jewels as a small token of the love and esteem in which you are held by a heart-broken father. I feel assured that if it had been in the power of man to have saved my drowning child your gallant efforts would have been successful. It was ordained otherwise; and I now pray that I may be enabled to say Gods will be done. But I cannot bear the sight of these ornaments. I have no relatives  none at least who deserve them half so well as yourself. Do not pain me by refusing them. They may be of use to you if you are ever in want of money, being worth, I believe, between three and four hundred pounds. Of course, you cannot misunderstand my motive in mentioning this. No amount of money could in any measure represent the gratitude I owe to the man who risked his life to save my child. May God bless you, sir.

The letter ended thus, without signature; and the captain ceased to read aloud. But there was an addition to the letter written in pencil, in the hand of the late Captain Brand, which neither he nor Minnie had yet found courage to read to the poor widow. It ran thus:  

Our doom is sealed. My schooner is on the Bell Rock. It is blowing a gale from the North East, and she is going to pieces fast. We are all standing under the lee of a ledge of rock  six of us. In half an hour the tide will be roaring over the spot. God in Christ help us! It is an awful end. If this letter and box is ever found, I ask the finder to send it, with my blessing, to Mrs Brand, my beloved wife, in Arbroath.

The writing was tremulous, and the paper bore the marks of having been soiled with seaweed. It was unsigned. The writer had evidently been obliged to close it hastily.

After reading this in silence the captain refolded the letter.

No wonder, Minnie, that Swankie did not dare to offer such things for sale. He would certainly have been found out. Wasnt it lucky that we heard him tell Spink the spot under his floor where he had hidden them?

At that moment there came a low knock to the door. Minnie opened it, and admitted Davy Spink, who stood in the middle of the room twitching his cap nervously, and glancing uneasily from one to another of the party.

Hallo, Spink! cried the captain, pushing his spectacles up on his forehead, and gazing at the fisherman in surprise, you dont seem to be quite easy in your mind. Hope your fortunes have not sprung a leak!

Weel, Captain Ogilvy, they just have; gone to the bottom, I might amost say. Ive come to tell ye  that  the fact is, that the press-gang have catched us at last, and taen awa my mate, Jock Swankie, better kennd as Big Swankie.

Hem  well, my lad, in so far as that does damage to you, Im sorry for it; but as regards society at large, I rather think that Swankie havin tripped his anchor is a decided advantage. If you lose by this in one way, you gain much in another; for your mates companionship did ye no good. Birds of a feather should flock together. Youre better apart, for I believe you to be an honest man, Spink.

Davy looked at the captain in unfeigned astonishment.

Weel, yere the first man that iver said that, an I thank ee, sir, but youre wrang, though I wush ye was right. But thats no what I cam to tell ye.

Here the fishermans indecision of manner returned.

Come, make a clean breast of it, lad. There are none here but friends.

Weel, sir, Ruby Brand

He paused, and Minnie turned deadly pale, for she jumped at once to the right conclusion. The widow, on the other hand, listened for more with deep anxiety, but did not guess the truth.

The fact is, Rubys catched too, an hes awa to the wars, and he sent me to  ech, sirs! the auld wumans fentit.

Poor Widow Brand had indeed fallen back in her chair in a state bordering on insensibility. Minnie was able to restrain her feelings so as to attend to her. She and the captain raised her gently, and led her into her own room, from whence the captain returned, and shut the door behind him.

Now, Spink, said he, tell me all about it, an be particlar.

Davy at once complied, and related all that the reader already knows, in a deep, serious tone of voice, for he felt that in the captain he had a sympathetic listener.

When he had concluded, Captain Ogilvy heaved a sigh so deep that it might have been almost considered a groan, then he sat down on his armchair, and, pointing to the chair from which the widow had recently risen, said, Sit down, lad.

As he advanced to comply, Spinks eyes for the first time fell on the case of jewels. He started, paused, and looked with a troubled air at the captain.

Ha! exclaimed the latter with a grin; you seem to know these things; old acquaintances, eh?

It wasna me that stole them, said Spink hastily.

I did not say that anyone stole them.

Weel, I mean that  that

He stopped abruptly, for he felt that in whatever way he might attempt to clear himself, he would unavoidably criminate, by implication, his absent mate.

I know what you mean, my lad; sit down.

Spink sat down on the edge of the chair, and looked at the other uneasily.

Have a cup of tea? said the captain abruptly, seizing the small pot and pouring out a cupful.

Thank ee  I  I niver tak tea.

Take it to-night, then. It will do you good.

Spink put the cup to his lips, and a look of deep surprise overspread his rugged countenance as he sipped the contents. The captain nodded. Spinks look of surprise changed into a confidential smile; he also nodded, winked, and drained the cup to the bottom.

Yes, resumed the captain; you mean that you did not take the case of jewels from old Brands pocket on that day when you found his body on the Bell Rock, though you were present, and saw your comrade pocket the booty. You see I know all about it, Davy, an your only fault lay in concealing the matter, and in keepin company with that scoundrel.

The gaze of surprise with which Spink listened to the first part of this speech changed to a look of sadness towards the end of it.

Captain Ogilvy, said he, in a tone of solemnity that was a strong contrast to his usual easy, careless manner of speaking, you cad me an honest man, an ye think Im clear o guilt in this matter, but yere mistaen. Hoo ye cam to find oot a this I canna divine, but I can tell ye somethin mair than ye ken. Dye see that bag?

He pulled a small leather purse out of his coat pocket, and laid it with a little bang on the table.

The captain nodded.

Weel, sir, that was my share o the plunder, thretty goolden sovereigns. We tossed which o us was to hae them, an the siller fell to me. But Ive niver spent a boddle ot. Mony a time have I been tempit, an mony a time wad I hae gien in to the temptation, but for a certain lass cad Janet, thats been an angel, its my belief, sent doon frae heeven to keep me frae gawin to the deevil athegither. But be that as it may, Ive brought the siller to them that owns it by right, an so my conscience is clear ot at lang last.

The sigh of relief with which Davy Spink pushed the bag of gold towards his companion, showed that the poor mans mind was in truth released from a heavy load that had crushed it for years.

The captain, who had lit his pipe, stared at the fisherman through the smoke for some time in silence; then he began to untie the purse, and said slowly, Spink, I said you were an honest man, an I see no cause to alter my opinion.

He counted out the thirty gold pieces, put them back into the bag, and the bag into his pocket. Then he continued, Spink, if this gold was mine I would  but no matter, its not mine, it belongs to Widow Brand, to whom I shall deliver it up. Meantime, Ill bid you good night. All these things require reflection. Call back here to-morrow, my fine fellow, and Ill have something to say to you. Another cup of tea?

Weel, Ill no objec.

Davy Spink rose, swallowed the beverage, and left the cottage. The captain returned, and stood for some time irresolute with his hand on the handle of the door of his sisters room. As he listened, he heard a sob, and the tones of Minnies voice as if in prayer. Changing his mind, he walked softly across the kitchen into his own room, where, having trimmed the candle, refilled and lit his pipe, he sat down at the table, and, resting his arms thereon, began to meditate.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Lighthouse Completed  Rubys Escape from Trouble by a Desperate Venture.

There came a time at last when the great work of building the Bell Rock Lighthouse drew to a close. Four years after its commencement it was completed, and on the night of the 1st of February, 1811, its bright beams were shed for the first time far and wide over the sea.

It must not be supposed, however, that this lighthouse required four years to build it. On the contrary, the seasons in which work could be done were very short. During the whole of the first season of 1807, the aggregate time of low-water work, caught by snatches of an hour or two at a tide, did not amount to fourteen days of ten hours! while in 1808 it fell short of four weeks.

A great event is worthy of very special notice. We should fail in our duty to our readers if we were to make only passing reference to this important event in the history of our country.

That 1st of February, 1811, was the birthday of a new era, for the influence of the Bell Rock Light on the shipping interests of the kingdom (not merely of Scotland, by any means), was far greater than people generally suppose.

Here is a fact that may well be weighed with attention; that might be not inappropriately inscribed in diamond letters over the lintel of the lighthouse door. Up to the period of the building of the lighthouse, the known history of the Bell Rock was a black record of wreck, ruin, and death. Its unknown history, in remote ages, who shall conceive, much less tell? Up to that period, seamen dreaded the rock and shunned it  ay, so earnestly as to meet destruction too often in their anxious efforts to avoid it. From that period the Bell Rock has been a friendly point, a guiding star  hailed as such by storm-tossed mariners  marked as such on the charts of all nations. From that date not a single night for more than half a century has passed, without its wakeful eye beaming on the waters, or its fog-bells sounding on the air; and, best of all, not a single wreck has occurred on that rock from that period down to the present day!

Say not, good reader, that much the same may be said of all lighthouses. In the first place, the history of many lighthouses is by no means so happy as that of this one. In the second place, all lighthouses are not of equal importance. Few stand on an equal footing with the Bell Rock, either in regard to its national importance or its actual pedestal. In the last place, it is our subject of consideration at present, and we object to odious comparisons while we sing its praises!

Whatever may be said of the other lights that guard our shores, special gratitude is due to the Bell Rock  to those who projected it  to the engineer who planned and built it  to God, who inspired the will to dare, and bestowed the skill to accomplish, a work so difficult, so noble, so prolific of good to man!



The nature of our story requires that we should occasionally annihilate time and space.

Let us then leap over both, and return to our hero, Ruby Brand.

His period of service in the Navy was comparatively brief, much more so than either he or his friends anticipated. Nevertheless, he spent a considerable time in his new profession, and, having been sent to foreign stations, he saw a good deal of what is called service, in which he distinguished himself, as might have been expected, for coolness and courage.

But we must omit all mention of his warlike deeds, and resume the record of his history at that point which bears more immediately on the subject of our tale.

It was a wild, stormy night in November. Rubys ship had captured a French privateer in the German Ocean, and, a prize crew having been put aboard, she was sent away to the nearest port, which happened to be the harbour of Leith, in the Firth of Forth. Ruby had not been appointed one of the prize crew; but he resolved not to miss the chance of again seeing his native town, if it should only be a distant view through a telescope. Being a favourite with his commander, his plea was received favourably, and he was sent on board the Frenchman.

Those who know what it is to meet with an unexpected piece of great good fortune, can imagine the delight with which Ruby stood at the helm on the night in question, and steered for home! He was known by all on board to be the man who understood best the navigation of the Forth, so that implicit trust was placed in him by the young officer who had charge of the prize.

The man-of-war happened to be short-handed at the time the privateer was captured, owing to her boats having been sent in chase of a suspicious craft during a calm. Some of the French crew were therefore left on board to assist in navigating the vessel.

This was unfortunate, for the officer sent in charge turned out to be a careless man, and treated the Frenchmen with contempt. He did not keep strict watch over them, and the result was, that, shortly after the storm began, they took the English crew by surprise, and overpowered them.

Ruby was the first to fall. As he stood at the wheel, indulging in pleasant dreams, a Frenchman stole up behind him, and felled him with a handspike. When he recovered he found that he was firmly bound, along with his comrades, and that the vessel was lying-to. One of the Frenchmen came forward at that moment, and addressed the prisoners in broken English.

Now, me boys, said he, you was see we have konker you again. You behold the sea? pointing over the side; well, that bees your bed to-night if you no behave. Now, I wants to know, who is best man of you as onderstand die cost? Speak de trut, else you die.

The English lieutenant at once turned to Ruby.

Well, cast him loose; de rest of you go blow  good day, ver moch indeed.

Here the Frenchman made a low bow to the English, who were led below, with the exception of Ruby.

Now, my goot mans, you onderstand dis cost?

Yes. I know it well.

It is dangereoux?

It is  very; but not so much so as it used to be before the Bell Rock Light was shown.

Have you see dat light?

No; never. It was first lighted when I was at sea; but I have seen a description of it in the newspapers, and should know it well.

Ver goot; you will try to come to dat light an den you will steer out from dis place to de open sea. Afterwards we will show you to France. If you try mischief  voilà!

The Frenchman pointed to two of his comrades who stood, one on each side of the wheel, with pistols in their hands, ready to keep Ruby in order.

Now, cut him free. Go, sare; do your dooty.

Ruby stepped to the wheel at once, and, glancing at the compass, directed the vessels head in the direction of the Bell Rock.

The gale was rapidly increasing, and the management of the helm required his undivided attention; nevertheless his mind was busy with anxious thoughts and plans of escape. He thought with horror of a French prison, for there were old shipmates of his who had been captured years before, and who were pining in exile still. The bare idea of being separated indefinitely, perhaps for ever, from Minnie, was so terrible, that for a moment he meditated an attack, single-handed, on the crew; but the muzzle of a pistol on each side of him induced him to pause and reflect! Reflection, however, only brought him again to the verge of despair. Then he thought of running up to Leith, and so take the Frenchmen prisoners; but this idea was at once discarded, for it was impossible to pass up to Leith Roads without seeing the Bell Rock light, and the Frenchmen kept a sharp lookout. Then he resolved to run the vessel ashore and wreck her, but the thought of his comrades down below induced him to give that plan up.

Under the influence of these thoughts he became inattentive, and steered rather wildly once or twice.

Stiddy. Ha! you tink of how you escape?

Yes, I do, said Ruby, doggedly.

Good, and have you see how?

No, replied Ruby, I tell you candidly that I can see no way of escape.

Ver good, sare; mind your helm.

At that moment a bright star of the first magnitude rose on the horizon, right ahead of them.

Ha! dat is a star, said the Frenchman, after a few moments observation of it.

Stars dont go out, replied Ruby, as the light in question disappeared.

It is de lightouse den?

I dont know, said Ruby, but we shall soon see.

Just then a thought flashed into Rubys mind. His heart beat quick, his eye dilated, and his lip was tightly compressed as it came and went. Almost at the same moment another star rose right ahead of them. It was of a deep red colour; and Rubys heart beat high again, for he was now certain that it was the revolving light of the Bell Rock, which shows a white and red light alternately every two minutes.

Voilà! that must be him now, exclaimed the Frenchman, pointing to the light, and looking enquiringly at Ruby.

I have told you, said the latter, that I never saw the light before. I believe it to be the Bell Rock Light; but it would be as well to run close and see. I think I could tell the very stones of the tower, even in a dark night. Anyhow, I know the rock itself too well to mistake it.

Be there plenty watter?

Ay; on the east side, close to the rock, there is enough water to float the biggest ship in your navy.

Good; we shall go close.

There was a slight lull in the gale at this time, and the clouds broke a little, allowing occasional glimpses of moonlight to break through and tinge the foaming crests of the waves. At last the light, that had at first looked like a bright star, soon increased, and appeared like a glorious sun in the stormy sky. For a few seconds it shone intensely white and strong, then it slowly died away and disappeared; but almost before one could have time to wonder what had become of it, it returned in the form of a brilliant red sun, which also shone for a few seconds, steadily, and then, like the former, slowly died out. Thus, alternating, the red and white suns went round.

In a few minutes the tall and graceful column itself became visible, looking pale and spectral against the black sky. At the same time the roar of the surf broke familiarly on Rubys ears. He steered close past the north end of the rock, so close that he could see the rocks, and knew that it was low water. A gleam of moonlight broke out at the time, as if to encourage him.

Now, said Ruby, you had better go about, for if we carry on at this rate, in the course we are going, in about an hour you will either be a dead man on the rocks of Forfar, or enjoying yourself in a Scotch prison!

Ha! ha! laughed the Frenchman, who immediately gave the order to put the vessel about; good, ver good; bot I was not wish to see the Scottish prison, though I am told the mountains be ver superb.

While he was speaking, the little vessel lay over on her new course, and Ruby steered again past the north side of the rock. He shaved it so close that the Frenchman shouted, Prenez garde, and put a pistol to Rubys ear.

Do you think I wish to die? asked Ruby, with a quiet smile. Now, captain, I want to point out the course, so as to make you sure of it. Bid one of your men take the wheel, and step up on the bulwarks with me, and I will show you.

This was such a natural remark in the circumstances, and moreover so naturally expressed, that the Frenchman at once agreed. He ordered a seaman to take the wheel, and then stepped with Ruby upon the bulwarks at the stern of the vessel.

Now, you see the position of the lighthouse, said Ruby, well, you must keep your course due east after passing it. If you steer to the norard o that, youll run on the Scotch coast; if you bear away to the southard of it, youll run a chance, in this state o the tide, of getting wrecked among the Farne Islands; so keep her head due east.

Ruby said this very impressively; so much so, that the Frenchman looked at him in surprise.

Why you so particulare? he enquired, with a look of suspicion.

Because I am going to leave you, said Ruby, pointing to the Bell Rock, which at that moment was not much more than a hundred yards to leeward. Indeed, it was scarcely so much, for the outlying rock at the northern end named Johnny Gray, lay close under their lee as the vessel passed. Just then a great wave burst upon it, and, roaring in wild foam over the ledges, poured into the channels and pools on the other side. For one instant Rubys courage wavered, as he gazed at the flood of boiling foam.

What you say? exclaimed the Frenchman, laying his hand on the collar of Rubys jacket.

The young sailor started, struck the Frenchman a backhanded blow on the chest, which hurled him violently against the man at the wheel, and, bending down, sprang with a wild shout into the sea.

So close had he steered to the rock, in order to lessen the danger of his reckless venture, that the privateer just weathered it. There was not, of course, the smallest chance of recapturing Ruby. No ordinary boat could have lived in the sea that was running at the time, even in open water, much less among the breakers of the Bell Rock. Indeed, the crew felt certain that the English sailor had allowed despair to overcome his judgment, and that he must infallibly be dashed to pieces on the rocks, so they did not check their onward course, being too glad to escape from the immediate neighbourhood of such a dangerous spot.

Meanwhile Ruby buffeted the billows manfully. He was fully alive to the extreme danger of the attempt, but he knew exactly what he meant to do. He trusted to his intimate knowledge of every ledge and channel and current, and had calculated his motions to a nicety.

He knew that at the particular state of the tide at the time, and with the wind blowing as it then did, there was a slight eddy at the point of Cunninghams Ledge. His life, he felt, depended on his gaining that eddy. If he should miss it, he would be dashed against Johnny Grays rock, or be carried beyond it and cast upon Strachans Ledge or Scorebys Point, and no man, however powerful he might be, could have survived the shock of being launched on any of these rocks. On the other hand, if, in order to avoid these dangers, he should swim too much to windward, there was danger of his being carried on the crest of a billow and hurled upon the weather-side of Cunninghams Ledge, instead of getting into the eddy under its lee.

All this Ruby had seen and calculated when he passed the north end of the rock the first time, and he had fixed the exact spot where he should take the plunge on repassing it. He acted so promptly that a few minutes sufficed to carry him towards the eddy, the tide being in his favour. But when he was about to swim into it, a wave burst completely over the ledge, and, pouring down on his head, thrust him back. He was almost stunned by the shock, but retained sufficient presence of mind to struggle on. For a few seconds he managed to bear up against wind and tide, for he put forth his giant strength with the energy of a desperate man, but gradually he was carried away from the rock, and for the first time his heart sank within him.

Just then one of those rushes or swirls of water, which are common among rocks in such a position, swept him again forward, right into the eddy which he had struggled in vain to reach, and thrust him violently against the rock. This back current was the precursor of a tremendous billow, which came towering on like a black moving wall. Ruby saw it, and, twining his arm amongst the seaweed, held his breath.

The billow fell! Only those who have seen the Bell Rock in a storm can properly estimate the roar that followed. None but Ruby himself could tell what it was to feel that world of water rushing overhead. Had it fallen directly upon him, it would have torn him from his grasp and killed him, but its full force had been previously spent on Cunninghams Ledge. In another moment it passed, and Ruby, quitting his hold, struck out wildly through the foam. A few strokes carried him through Sinclairs and Wilsons tracks into the little pool formerly mentioned as Port Stevenson.

(The author has himself bathed in Port Stevenson, so that the reader may rely on the fidelity of this description of it and the surrounding ledges.)

Here he was in comparative safety. True, the sprays burst over the ledge called The Last Hope in heavy masses, but these could do him no serious harm, and it would take a quarter of an hour at least for the tide to sweep into the pool. Ruby therefore swam quietly to Trinity Ledge, where he landed, and, stepping over it, sat down to rest, with a thankful heart, on Smiths Ledge, the old familiar spot where he and Jamie Dove had wrought so often and so hard at the forge in former days.

He was now under the shadow of the Bell Rock Lighthouse, which towered high above his head; and the impression of immovable solidity which its cold, grey, stately column conveyed to his mind, contrasted powerfully with the howling wind and the raging sea around. It seemed to him, as he sat there within three yards of its granite base, like the impersonation of repose in the midst of turmoil; of peace surrounded by war; of calm and solid self-possession in the midst of fretful and raging instability.

No one was there to welcome Ruby. The lightkeepers, high up in the apartments in their wild home, knew nothing and heard nothing of all that had passed so near them. The darkness of the night and the roaring of the storm was all they saw or heard of the world without, as they sat in their watch tower reading or trimming their lamps.

But Ruby was not sorry for this; he felt glad to be alone with God, to thank Him for his recent deliverance.

Exhausting though the struggle had been, its duration was short, so that he soon recovered his wonted strength. Then, rising, he got upon the iron railway, or rails, as the men used to call it, and a few steps brought him to the foot of the metal ladder conducting to the entrance-door.

Climbing up, he stood at last in a place of safety, and disappeared within the doorway of the lighthouse.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The Wreck.

Meantime the French privateer sped onward to her doom.

The force with which the French commander fell when Ruby cast him off, had stunned him so severely that it was a considerable time before he recovered. The rest of the crew were therefore in absolute ignorance of how to steer.

In this dilemma they lay-to for a short time, after getting away to a sufficient distance from the dangerous rock, and consulted what was to be done. Some advised one course, and some another, but it was finally suggested that one of the English prisoners should be brought up and commanded to steer out to sea.

This advice was acted on, and the sailor who was brought up chanced to be one who had a partial knowledge of the surrounding coasts. One of the Frenchmen who could speak a few words of English, did his best to convey his wishes to the sailor, and wound up by producing a pistol, which he cocked significantly.

All right, said the sailor, I knows the coast, and can run ye straight out to sea. Thats the Bell Rock Light on the weather-bow, I spose.

Oui, dat is de Bell Roke.

Wery good; our course is due norwest.

So saying, the man took the wheel and laid the ships course accordingly.

Now, he knew quite well that this course would carry the vessel towards the harbour of Arbroath, into which he resolved to run at all hazards, trusting to the harbour-lights to guide him when he should draw near. He knew that he ran the strongest possible risk of getting himself shot when the Frenchmen should find out his faithlessness, but he hoped to prevail on them to believe the harbour-lights were only another lighthouse, which they should have to pass on their way out to sea, and then it would be too late to put the vessel about and attempt to escape.

But all his calculations were useless, as it turned out, for in half an hour the men at the bow shouted that there were breakers ahead, and before the helm could be put down, they struck with such force that the topmasts went overboard at once, and the sails, bursting their sheets and tackling, were blown to ribbons.

Just then a gleam of moonlight struggled through the wrack of clouds, and revealed the dark cliffs of the Forfar coast, towering high above them. The vessel had struck on the rocks at the entrance to one of those rugged bays with which that coast is everywhere indented.

At the first glance, the steersman knew that the doom of all on board was fixed, for the bay was one of those which are surrounded by almost perpendicular cliffs; and although, during calm weather, there was a small space between the cliffs and the sea, which might be termed a beach, yet during a storm the waves lashed with terrific fury against the rocks, so that no human being might land there.

It chanced at the time that Captain Ogilvy, who took great delight in visiting the cliffs in stormy weather, had gone out there for a midnight walk with a young friend, and when the privateer struck, he was standing on the top of the cliffs.

He knew at once that the fate of the unfortunate people on board was almost certain, but, with his wonted energy, he did his best to prevent the catastrophe.

Run, lad, and fetch men, and ropes, and ladders. Alarm the whole town, and use your legs well. Lives depend on your speed, said the captain, in great excitement.

The lad required no second bidding. He turned and fled like a greyhound.

The lieges of Arbroath were not slow to answer the summons. There were neither lifeboats nor mortar-apparatus in those days, but there were the same willing hearts and stout arms then as now, and in a marvellously short space of time, hundreds of the able-bodied men of the town, gentle and semple, were assembled on these wild cliffs, with torches, rope, etcetera; in short, with all the appliances for saving life that the philanthropy of the times had invented or discovered.

But, alas! these appliances were of no avail. The vessel went to pieces on the outer point of rocks, and part of the wreck, with the crew clinging to it, drifted into the bay.

The horrified people on the cliffs looked down into that dreadful abyss of churning water and foam, into which no one could descend. Ropes were thrown again and again, but without avail. Either it was too dark to see, or the wrecked men were paralysed. An occasional shriek was heard above the roar of the tempest, as, one after another, the exhausted men fell into the water, or were wrenched from their hold of the piece of wreck.

At last one man succeeded in catching hold of a rope, and was carefully hauled up to the top of the cliff.

It was found that this was one of the English sailors. He had taken the precaution to tie the rope under his arms, poor fellow, having no strength left to hold on to it; but he was so badly bruised as to be in a dying state when laid on the grass.

Keep back and give him air, said Captain Ogilvy, who had taken a prominent part in the futile efforts to save the crew, and who now kneeled at the sailors side, and moistened his lips with a little brandy.

The poor man gave a confused and rambling account of the circumstances of the wreck, but it was sufficiently intelligible to make the captain acquainted with the leading particulars.

Were there many of your comrades aboard? he enquired. The dying man looked up with a vacant expression. It was evident that he did not quite understand the question, but he began again to mutter in a partly incoherent manner.

Theyre all gone, said he, every man of em but me! All tied together in the hold. They cast us loose, though, after she struck. All gone! all gone!

After a moment he seemed to try to recollect something.

No, said he, we werent all together. They took Ruby on deck, and I never saw him again. I wonder what they did

Here he paused.

Who, did you say? enquired the captain with deep anxiety.

Ruby  Ruby Brand, replied the man.

What became of him, said you?

Dont know.

Was he drowned?

Dont know, repeated the man.

The captain could get no other answer from him, so he was compelled to rest content, for the poor man appeared to be sinking.

A sort of couch had been prepared for him, on which he was carried into the town, but before he reached it he was dead. Nothing more could be done that night, but next day, when the tide was out, men were lowered down the precipitous sides of the fatal bay, and the bodies of the unfortunate seamen were sent up to the top of the cliffs by means of ropes. These ropes cut deep grooves in the turf, as the bodies were hauled up one by one and laid upon the grass, after which they were conveyed to the town, and decently interred.

The spot where this melancholy wreck occurred is now pointed out to the visitor as The Seamens Grave, and the young folk of the town have, from the time of the wreck, annually recut the grooves in the turf, above referred to, in commemoration of the event, so that these grooves may be seen there at the present day.

It may easily be imagined that poor Captain Ogilvy returned to Arbroath that night with dark forebodings in his breast.

He could not, however, imagine how Ruby came to be among the men on board of the French prize; and tried to comfort himself with the thought that the dying sailor had perhaps been a comrade of Rubys at some time or other, and was, in his wandering state of mind, mixing him up with the recent wreck.

As, however, he could come to no certain conclusion on this point, he resolved not to tell what he had heard either to his sister or Minnie, but to confine his anxieties, at least for the present, to his own breast.




Chapter Thirty.

Old Friends in New Circumstances.

Let us now return to Ruby Brand; and in order that the reader may perfectly understand the proceedings of that bold youth, let us take a glance at the Bell Rock Lighthouse in its completed condition.

We have already said that the lower part, from the foundation to the height of thirty feet, was built of solid masonry, and that at the top of this solid part stood the entrance-door of the building  facing towards the south.

The position of the door was fixed after the solid part had been exposed to a winters storms. The effect on the building was such that the most sheltered or lee-side was clearly indicated; the weather-side being thickly covered with limpets, barnacles, and short green seaweed, while the lee-side was comparatively free from such incrustations.

The walls at the entrance-door are nearly seven feet thick, and the short passage that pierces them leads to the foot of a spiral staircase, which conducts to the lowest apartment in the tower, where the walls decrease in thickness to three feet. This room is the provision store. Here are kept water-tanks and provisions of all kinds, including fresh vegetables which, with fresh water, are supplied once a fortnight to the rock all the year round. The provision store is the smallest apartment, for, as the walls of the tower decrease in thickness as they rise, the several apartments necessarily increase as they ascend.

The second floor is reached by a wooden staircase or ladder, leading up through a manhole in the ceiling. Here is the lightroom store, which contains large tanks of polished metal for the oil consumed by the lights. A whole years stock of oil, or about 1100 gallons, is stored in these tanks. Here also is a small carpenters bench and tool-box, besides an endless variety of odds and ends,  such as paint-pots, brushes, flags, waste for cleaning the reflectors, etcetera, etcetera.

Another stair, similar to the first, leads to the third floor, which is the kitchen of the building. It stands about sixty-six feet above the foundation. We shall have occasion to describe it and the rooms above presently. Meanwhile, let it suffice to say, that the fourth floor contains the mens sleeping-berths, of which there are six, although three men is the usual complement on the rock. The fifth floor is the library, and above that is the lantern; the whole building, from base to summit, being 115 feet high.

At the time when Ruby entered the door of the Bell Rock Lighthouse, as already described, there were three keepers in the building, one of whom was on his watch in the lantern, while the other two were in the kitchen.

These men were all old friends. The man in the lantern was George Forsyth, who had been appointed one of the light-keepers in consideration of his good services and steadiness. He was seated reading at a small desk. Close above him was the blazing series of lights, which revolved slowly and steadily by means of machinery, moved by a heavy weight. A small bell was struck slowly but regularly by the same machinery, in token that all was going on well. If that bell had ceased to sound, Forsyth would at once have leaped up to ascertain what was wrong with the lights. So long as it continued to ring he knew that all was well, and that he might continue his studies peacefully  not quietly, however, for, besides the rush of wind against the thick plate-glass of the lantern, there was the never-ceasing roar of the ventilator, in which the heated air from within and the cold air from without met and kept up a terrific war. Keepers get used to that sound, however, and do not mind it.

Each keepers duty was to watch for three successive hours in the lantern.

Not less familiar were the faces of the occupants of the kitchen. To this apartment Ruby ascended without anyone hearing him approach, for one of the windows was open, and the roar of the storm effectually drowned his light footfall. On reaching the floor immediately below the kitchen he heard the tones of a violin, and when his head emerged through the manhole of the kitchen floor, he paused and listened with deep interest, for the air was familiar.

Peeping round the corner of the oaken partition that separated the manhole from the apartment, he beheld a sight which filled his heart with gladness, for there, seated on a camp-stool, with his back leaning against the dresser, his face lighted up by the blaze of a splendid fire, which burned in a most comfortable-looking kitchen range, and his hands drawing forth most pathetic music from a violin, sat his old friend Joe Dumsby, while opposite to him on a similar camp-stool, with his arm resting on a small table, and a familiar black pipe in his mouth, sat that worthy son of Vulcan, Jamie Dove.

The little apartment glowed with ruddy light, and to Ruby, who had just escaped from a scene of such drear and dismal aspect, it appeared, what it really was, a place of the most luxurious comfort.

Dove was keeping time to the music with little puffs of smoke, and Joe was in the middle of a prolonged shake, when Ruby passed through the doorway and stood before them.

Doves eyes opened to their widest, and his jaw dropt, so did his pipe, and the music ceased abruptly, while the face of both men grew pale.

Im not a ghost, boys, said Ruby, with a laugh, which afforded immense relief to his old comrades. Come, have ye not a welcome for an old messmate who swims off to visit you on such a night as this?

Dove was the first to recover. He gasped, and, holding out both arms, exclaimed, Ruby Brand!

And no mistake! cried Ruby, advancing and grasping his friend warmly by the hands.

For at least half a minute the two men shook each others hands lustily and in silence. Then they burst into a loud laugh, while Joe, suddenly recovering, went crashing into a Scotch reel with energy so great that time and tune were both sacrificed. As if by mutual impulse, Ruby and Dove began to dance! But this was merely a spurt of feeling, more than half-involuntary. In the middle of a bar Joe flung down the fiddle, and, springing up, seized Ruby round the neck and hugged him, an act which made him aware of the fact that he was dripping wet.

Did ye swim hoff to the rock? he enquired, stepping back, and gazing at his friend with a look of surprise, mingled with awe.

Indeed I did.

But how? why? what mystery are ye rolled up in? exclaimed the smith.

Sit down, sit down, and quiet yourselves, said Ruby, drawing a stool near to the fire, and seating himself. Ill explain, if youll only hold your tongues, and not look so scared like.

No, Ruby; no, lad, you must change yer clothes first, said the smith, in a tone of authority; why, the fire makes you steam like a washin biler. Come along with me, an Ill rig you out.

Ay, go hup with im, Ruby. Bless me, this is the most amazin hincident as ever appened to me. Never saw nothink like it.

As Dove and Ruby ascended to the room above, Joe went about the kitchen talking to himself, poking the fire violently, overturning the camp-stools, knocking about the crockery on the dresser, and otherwise conducting himself like a lunatic.

Of course Ruby told Dove parts of his story by fits and starts as he was changing his garments; of course he had to be taken up to the lightroom and go through the same scene there with Forsyth that had occurred in the kitchen; and, of course, it was not until all the men, himself included, had quite exhausted themselves, that he was able to sit down at the kitchen fire and give a full and connected account of himself, and of his recent doings.

After he had concluded his narrative, which was interrupted by frequent question and comment, and after he had refreshed himself with a cup of tea, he rose and said  

Now, boys, its not fair to be spending all the night with you here, while my old comrade Forsyth sits up yonder all alone. Ill go up and see him for a little.

Well go hup with ee, lad, said Dumsby.

No ye wont, replied Ruby; I want him all to myself for a while; fair play and no favour, you know, used to be our watchword on the rock in old times. Besides, his watch will be out in a little, so ye can come up and fetch him down.

Well, go along with you, said the smith. Hallo! that must have been a big un.

This last remark had reference to a distinct tremor in the building, caused by the falling of a great wave upon it.

Does it often get raps like that? enquired Ruby, with a look of surprise.

Not often, said Dove, once or twice durin a gale, mayhap, when a bigger one than usual chances to fall on us at the right angle. But the lighthouse shakes worst just the gales begin to take off and when the swell rolls in heavy from the eastard.

Ay, thats the time, quoth Joe. Wy, Ive eard all the cups and saucers on the dresser rattle with the blows o them heavy seas, but the gale is gittin to be too strong to-night to shake us much.

Too strong! exclaimed Ruby.

Ay. You see wen it blows very hard, the breakers have not time to come down on us with a eavy tellin blow, they goes tumblin and swashin round us and over us, hammerin away wildly everyhow, or nohow, or anyhow, just like a hexcited man fightin in a hurry. The after-swell, thats wot does it. Thats wot comes on slow, and big, and easy but powerful, like a great prize-fighter as knows what he can do, and means to do it.

A most uncomfortable sort of residence, said Ruby, as he turned to quit the room.

Not a bit, when ye git used to it, said the smith. At first we was rather skeered, but we dont mind now. Come, Joe, give us Rule, Britannia pity she dont rule the waves straighter, as somebody writes somewhere.

So saying, Dove resumed his pipe, and Dumsby his fiddle, while Ruby proceeded to the staircase that led to the rooms above.

Just as he was about to ascend, a furious gust of wind swept past, accompanied by a wild roar of the sea; at the same moment a mass of spray dashed against the small window at his side. He knew that this window was at least sixty feet above the rock, and he was suddenly filled with a strong desire to have a nearer view of the waves that had force to mount so high. Instead, therefore, of ascending to the lantern, he descended to the doorway, which was open, for, as the storm blew from the eastward, the door was on the lee-side.

There were two doors  one of metal, with thick plate-glass panels at the inner end of the passage; the other, at the outer end of it, was made of thick solid wood bound with metal, and hung so as to open outwards. When the two leaves of this heavy door were shut they were flush with the tower, so that nothing was presented for the waves to act upon. But this door was never closed except in cases of storm from the southward.

The scene which presented itself to our hero when he stood in the entrance passage was such as neither pen nor pencil can adequately depict. The tide was full, or nearly so, and had the night been calm the water would have stood about twelve or fourteen feet on the sides of the tower, leaving a space of about the same height between its surface and the spot at the top of the copper ladder where Ruby stood; but such was the wild commotion of the sea that this space was at one moment reduced to a few feet, as the waves sprang up towards the doorway, or nearly doubled, as they sank hissing down to the very rock.

Acres of white, leaping, seething foam covered the spot where the terrible Bell Rock lay. Never for a moment did that boiling cauldron get time to show one spot of dark-coloured water. Billow after billow came careering on from the open sea in quick succession, breaking with indescribable force and fury just a few yards to windward of the foundations of the lighthouse, where the outer ledges of the rock, although at the time deep down in the water, were sufficiently near the surface to break their first full force, and save the tower from destruction, though not from many a tremendous blow and overwhelming deluge of water.

When the waves hit the rock they were so near that the lighthouse appeared to receive the shock. Rushing round it on either side, the cleft billows met again to leeward, just opposite the door, where they burst upwards in a magnificent cloud of spray to a height of full thirty feet. At one time, while Ruby held on by the man-ropes at the door and looked over the edge, he could see a dark abyss with the foam shimmering pale far below; another instant, and the solid building perceptibly trembled, as a green sea hit it fair on the weather-side. A continuous roar and hiss followed as the billow swept round, filled up the dark abyss, and sent the white water gleaming up almost into the doorway. At the same moment the sprays flew by on either side of the column, so high that a few drops were thrown on the lantern. To Rubys eye these sprays appeared to be clouds driving across the sky, so high were they above his head. A feeling of awe crept over him as his mind gradually began to realise the world of water which, as it were, overwhelmed him  water and foam roaring and flying everywhere  the heavy seas thundering on the column at his back  the sprays from behind arching almost over the lighthouse, and meeting those that burst up in front, while an eddy of wind sent a cloud swirling in at the doorway, and drenched him to the skin! It was an exhibition of the might of God in the storm such as he had never seen before, and a brief sudden exclamation of thanksgiving burst from the youths lips, as he thought of how hopeless his case would have been had the French vessel passed the lighthouse an hour later than it did.

The contrast between the scene outside and that inside the Bell Rock Lighthouse at that time was indeed striking. Outside there was madly raging conflict; inside there were peace, comfort, security: Ruby, with his arms folded, standing calmly in the doorway; Jamie Dove and Joe Dumsby smoking and fiddling in the snug kitchen; George Forsyth reading (the Pilgrims Progress mayhap, or Robinson Crusoe, for both works were in the Bell Rock library) by the bright blaze of the crimson and white lamps, high up in the crystal lantern.

If a magician had divided the tower in two from top to bottom while some ship was staggering past before the gale, he would have presented to the amazed mariners the most astonishing picture of war without and peace within that the world ever saw!




Chapter Thirty One.

Midnight Chat in a Lantern.

Ill have to borrow another shirt and pair of trousers from you, Dove, said Ruby with a laugh, as he returned to the kitchen.

What! been having another swim? exclaimed the smith.

Not exactly, but you see Im fond o water. Come along, lad.

In a few minutes the clothes were changed, and Ruby was seated beside Forsyth, asking him earnestly about his friends on shore.

Ah! Ruby, said Forsyth, I thought it would have killed your old mother when she was told of your bein caught by them sea-sharks, and taken off to the wars. You must know I came to see a good deal of your friends, through  through  hoot! whats the name? the fair-haired lass that lives with

Minnie? suggested Ruby, who could not but wonder that any man living should forget her name for a moment.

Ay, Minnie it is. She used to come to see my wife about some work they wanted her to do, and I was now and again sent up with a message to the cottage, and Captain Ogilvy always invited me in to take a glass out of his old teapot. Your mother used to ask me ever so many questions about you, an what you used to say and do on the rock when this lighthouse was buildin. She looked so sad and pale, poor thing; I really thought it would be all up with her, an I believe it would, but for Minnie. It was quite wonderful the way that girl cheered your mother up, by readin bits o the Bible to her, an tellin her that God would certainly send you back again. She looked and spoke always so brightly too.

Did she do that? exclaimed Ruby, with emotion.

Forsyth looked for a moment earnestly at his friend.

I mean, continued Ruby, in some confusion, did she look bright when she spoke of my bein away?

No lad, it was when she spoke of you comin back; but I could see that her good spirits was partly put on to keep up the old woman.

For a moment or two the friends remained silent.

Suddenly Forsyth laid his hand on the others shoulder, and said impressively: Ruby Brand, its my belief that that girl is rather fond of you.

Ruby looked up with a bright smile, and said, Dyou think so? Well, dye know, I believe she is.

Upon my word, youngster, exclaimed the other, with a look of evident disgust, your conceit is considerable. I had thought to be somewhat confidential with you in regard to this idea of mine, but you seem to swallow it so easy, and to look upon it as so natural a thing, that  that  Do you suppose youve nothin to do but ask the girl to marry you and shell say Yes at once?

I do, said Ruby quietly; nay, I am sure of it.

Forsyths eyes opened very wide indeed at this. Young man, said he, the sea must have washed all the modesty you once had out of you

I hope not, interrupted the other, but the fact is that I put the question you have supposed to Minnie long ago, and she did say Yes to it then, so its not likely shes goin to draw back now.

Whew! that alters the case, cried Forsyth, seizing his friends hand, and wringing it heartily.

Hallo! you two seem to be on good terms, anyhow, observed Jamie Dove, whose head appeared at that moment through the hole in the floor by which the lantern communicated with the room below. I came to see if anything had gone wrong, for your time of watch is up.

So it is, exclaimed Forsyth, rising and crossing to the other side of the apartment, where he applied his lips to a small tube in the wall.

What are you doing? enquired Ruby.

Whistling up Joe, said Forsyth. This pipe runs down to the sleepin berths, where theres a whistle close to Joes ear. He must be asleep. Ill try again.

He blew down the tube a second time and listened for a reply, which came up a moment or two after in a sharp whistle through a similar tube reversed; that is, with the mouthpiece below and the whistle above.

Soon after, Joe Dumsby made his appearance at the trap-door, looking very sleepy.

I feels as eavy as a lump o lead, said he. Wot an orrible thing it is to be woke out o a comfrable sleep.

Just as he spoke the lighthouse received a blow so tremendous that all the men started and looked at each other for a moment in surprise.

I say, is it warranted to stand anything? enquired Ruby seriously.

I hope it is, replied the smith, else itll be a blue lookout for us. But we dont often get such a rap as that. Dye mind the first we ever felt o that sort, Forsyth? It happened last month. I was on watch at the time, Forsyth was smokin his pipe in the kitchen, and Dumsby was in bed, when a sea struck us with such force that I thought we was done for. In a moment Forsyth and Joe came tumblin up the ladder  Joe in his shirt. It must have been a ship sailed right against us, says Forsyth, and with that we all jumped on the rail that runs round the lantern there and looked out, but no ship could be seen, though it was a moonlight night. You see theres plenty o water at high tide to let a ship of two hundred tons, drawin twelve feet, run slap into us, and weve sometimes feared this in foggy weather; but it was just a blow of the sea. Weve had two or three like it since, and are gettin used to it now.

Well, we cant get used to do without sleep, said Forsyth, stepping down through the trap-door, so Ill bid ye all good night.

Old on! Tell Ruby about Junk before ye go, cried Dumsby. Ah! well, Ill tell im myself. You must know, Ruby, that weve got what they calls an hoccasional light-keeper ashore, who larns the work out ere in case any of us reglar keepers are took ill, so as e can supply our place on short notice. Well, e was out ere larnin the dooties one tremendous stormy night, an the poor fellow was in a mortial fright for fear the lantern would be blowed right hoff the top o the stone column, and imself along with it. You see, the door that covers the manhole there is usually shut when were on watch, but Junk (we called im Junk cause e wos so like a lump o fat pork), e kep the door open all the time an sat close beside it, so as to be ready for a dive. Well, it was my turn to watch, so I went up, an just as I puts my fut on the first step o the lantern-ladder there comes a sea like wot we had a minit ago; the wind at the same time roared in the wentilators like a thousand fiends, and the spray dashed agin the glass. Junk gave a yell, and dived. He thought it wos all over with im, and wos in sich a funk that he came down ead foremost, and would sartinly ave broke is neck if e adnt come slap into my buzzum! I tell e it was no joke, for e wos fourteen stone if e wos an ounce, an

Come along, Ruby, said Dove, interrupting; the sooner we dive too the better, for theres no end to that story when Dumsby get off in full swing. Good night!

Good night, lads, an better manners tye! said Joe, as he sat down beside the little desk where the lightkeepers were wont during the lonely watch-hours of the night to read, or write, or meditate.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Everyday Life on the Bell Rock, and Old Memories Recalled.

The sun shone brightly over the sea next morning; so brightly and powerfully that it seemed to break up and disperse by force the great storm-clouds which hung about the sky, like the fragments of an army of black bullies who had done their worst and been baffled.

The storm was over; at least, the wind had moderated down to a fresh, invigorating breeze. The white crests of the billows were few and far between, and the wild turmoil of waters had given place to a grand procession of giant waves, that thundered on the Bell Rock Lighthouse, at once with more dignity and more force than the raging seas of the previous night.

It was the sun that awoke Ruby, by shining in at one of the small windows of the library, in which he slept. Of course it did not shine in his face, because of the relative positions of the library and the sun, the first being just below the lantern, and the second just above the horizon, so that the rays struck upwards, and shone with dazzling brilliancy on the dome-shaped ceiling. This was the second time of wakening for Ruby that night, since he lay down to rest. The first wakening was occasioned by the winding up of the machinery which kept the lights in motion, and the chain of which, with a ponderous weight attached to it, passed through a wooden pilaster close to his ear, causing such a sudden and hideous din that the sleeper, not having been warned of it, sprang like a Jack-in-the-box out of bed into the middle of the room, where he first stared vacantly around him like an unusually surprised owl, and then, guessing the cause of the noise, smiled pitifully, as though to say, Poor fellow, youre easily frightened, and tumbled back into bed, where he fell asleep again instantly.

On the second time of wakening Ruby rose to a sitting posture, yawned, looked about him, yawned again, wondered what oclock it was, and then listened.

No sound could be heard save the intermittent roar of the magnificent breakers that beat on the Bell Rock. His couch was too low to permit of his seeing anything but sky out of his windows, three of which, about two feet square, lighted the room. He therefore jumped up, and, while pulling on his garments, looked towards the east, where the sun greeted and almost blinded him. Turning to the north window, a bright smile lit up his countenance, and A blessing rest on you escaped audibly from his lips, as he kissed his hand towards the cliffs of Forfarshire, which were seen like a faint blue line on the far-off horizon, with the town of Arbroath just rising above the morning mists.

He gazed out at this north window, and thought over all the scenes that had passed between him and Minnie from the time they first met, down to the day when they last parted. One of the sweetest of the mental pictures that he painted that morning with unwonted facility, was that of Minnie sitting at his mothers feet, comforting her with the words of the Bible.

At length he turned with a sigh to resume his toilette. Looking out at the southern window, he observed that the rocks were beginning to be uncovered, and that the rails, or iron pathway that led to the foot of the entrance-door ladder, were high enough out of the water to be walked upon. He therefore hastened to descend.

We know not what appearance the library presented at the time when Ruby Brand slept in it; but we can tell, from personal experience, that, at the present day, it is a most comfortable and elegant apartment. The other rooms of the lighthouse, although thoroughly substantial in their furniture and fittings, are quite plain and devoid of ornament, but the library, or strangers room, as it is sometimes called, being the guest-chamber, is fitted up in a style worthy of a ladys boudoir, with a Turkey carpet, handsome chairs, and an elaborately carved oak table, supported appropriately by a centre stem of three twining dolphins. The dome of the ceiling is painted to represent stucco panelling, and the partition which cuts off the small segment of this circular room that is devoted to passage and staircase, is of panelled oak. The thickness of this partition is just sufficient to contain the bookcase; also a cleverly contrived bedstead, which can be folded up during the day out of sight. There is also a small cupboard of oak, which serves the double purpose of affording shelf accommodation and concealing the iron smoke-pipe which rises from the kitchen, and, passing through the several storeys, projects a few feet above the lantern. The centre window is ornamented with marble sides and top, and above it stands a marble bust of Robert Stevenson, the engineer of the building, with a marble slab below bearing testimony to the skill and energy with which he had planned and executed the work.

If not precisely what we have described it to be at the present time, the library must have been somewhat similar on that morning when our hero issued from it and descended to the rock.

The first stair landed him at the entrance to the sleeping-berths. He looked into one, and observed Forsyths head and arms lying in the bed, in that peculiarly negligent style that betokens deep and sweet repose. Dumsbys rest was equally sound in the next berth. This fact did not require proof by ocular demonstration; his nose announced it sonorously over the whole building.

Passing to the kitchen, immediately below, Ruby found his old messmate, Jamie Dove, busy in the preparation of breakfast.

Ha! Ruby, good mornin; you keep up your early habits, I see. Cant shake yer paw, lad, cause Im up to the elbows in grease, not to speak o sutt an ashes.

When did you learn to cook, Jamie? said Ruby, laughing.

When I came here. You see weve all got to take it turn and turn about, and its wonderful how soon a feller gets used to it. Im rather fond of it, dye know? We havent overmuch to work on in the way o variety, to be sure, but what we have theres lots of it, an it gives us occasion to exercise our wits to invent somethin new. Its wonderful what can be done with fresh beef, cabbage, carrots, potatoes, flour, tea, bread, mustard, sugar, pepper, an the like, if yeve got a talent that way.

Youve got it all off by heart, I see, said Ruby.

True, boy, but its not so easy to get it all off yer stomach sometimes. What with confinement and want of exercise we was troubled with indigestion at first, but were used to it now, and I have acquired quite a fancy for cooking. No doubt youll hear Forsyth and Joe say that Ive half-pisoned them four or five times, but thats all envy; besides, a feller cant learn a trade without doin a little damage to somebody or something at first. Did you ever taste blackbird pie?

No, replied Ruby, never.

Then you shall taste one to-day, for we caught fifty birds last week.

Caught fifty birds?

Ay, but Ill tell ye about it some other time. Be off just now, and get as much exercise out o the rock as ye can before breakfast.

The smith resumed his work as he said this, and Ruby descended.

He found the sea still roaring over the rock, but the rails were so far uncovered that he could venture on them, yet he had to keep a sharp lookout, for, whenever a larger breaker than usual struck the rock, the gush of foaming water that flew over it was so great that a spurt or two would sometimes break up between the iron bars, and any one of these spurts would have sufficed to give him a thorough wetting.

In a short time, however, the sea went back and left the rails free. Soon after that Ruby was joined by Forsyth and Dumsby, who had come down for their morning promenade.

They had to walk in single file while taking exercise, as the tramway was not wide enough for two, and the rock, even when fully uncovered, did not afford sufficient level space for comfortable walking, although at low water (as the reader already knows) it afforded fully a hundred yards of scrambling ground, if not more.

They had not walked more than a few minutes when they were joined by Jamie Dove, who announced breakfast, and proceeded to take two or three turns by way of cooling himself. Thereafter the party returned to the kitchen, where they sat down to as good a meal as any reasonable man could desire.

There was cold boiled beef  the remains of yesterdays dinner  and a bit of broiled cod, a native of the Bell Rock, caught from the doorway at high water the day before. There was tea also, and toast  buttered toast, hot out of the oven.

Dove was peculiarly good at what may be styled toast-cooking. Indeed, all the lightkeepers were equally good. The bread was cut an inch thick, and butter was laid on as plasterers spread plaster with a trowel. There was no scraping off a bit here to put it on there; no digging out pieces from little caverns in the bread with the point of the knife; no repetition of the work to spread it thinner, and, above all, no omitting of corners and edges;  no, the smallest conceivable fly could not have found the minutest atom of dry footing on a Bell Rock slice of toast, from its centre to its circumference. Dove had a liberal heart, and he laid on the butter with a liberal hand. Fair play and no favour was his motto, quarter-inch thick was his gauge, railway speed his practice. The consequence was that the toast floated, as it were, down the throats of the men, and compensated to some extent for the want of milk in the tea.

Now, boys, sit in, cried Dove, seizing the teapot.

We have not much variety, observed Dumsby to Ruby, in an apologetic tone.

Variety! exclaimed Forsyth, what dye call that? pointing to the fish.

Well, that is a hextra morsel, I admit, returned Joe; but we dont get that every day; owsever, wot there is is good, an theres plenty of it, so lets fall to.

Forsyth said grace, and then they all fell to, with appetites peculiar to that isolated and breezy spot, where the wind blows so fresh from the open sea that the nostrils inhale culinary odours, and the palates seize culinary products, with unusual relish.

There was something singularly unfeminine in the manner in which the duties of the table were performed by these stalwart guardians of the Rock. We are accustomed to see such duties performed by the tender hands of woman, or, it may be, by the expert fingers of trained landsmen; but in places where woman may not or can not act with propriety,  as on shipboard, or in sea-girt towers,  men go through such feminine work in a way that does credit to their versatility,  also to the strength of culinary materials and implements.

The way in which Jamie Dove and his comrades knocked about the pans, teapots, cups and saucers, etcetera, without smashing them, would have astonished, as well as gratified, the hearts of the fraternity of tinsmiths and earthenware manufacturers.

We have said that everything in the lighthouse was substantial and very strong. All the woodwork was oak, the floors and walls of solid stone,  hence, when Dove, who had no nerves or physical feelings, proceeded with his cooking, the noise he caused was tremendous. A man used to womans gentle ways would, on seeing him poke the fire, have expected that the poker would certainly penetrate not only the coals, but the back of the grate also, and perchance make its appearance at the outside of the building itself, through stones, joggles, dovetails, trenails, pozzolano mortar, and all the strong materials that have withstood the fury of winds and waves for the last half-century!

Dove treated the other furniture in like manner; not that he treated it ill,  we would not have the reader imagine this for a moment. He was not reckless of the household goods. He was merely indifferent as to the row he made in using them.

But it was when the cooking was over, and the table had to be spread, that the thing culminated. Under the impulse of lightheartedness, caused by the feeling that his labours for the time were nearly ended, and that his reward was about to be reaped, he went about with irresistible energy, like the proverbial bull in a china shop, without reaching that creatures destructive point. It was then that a beaming smile overspread his countenance, and he raged about the kitchen with Vulcan-like joviality. He pulled out the table from the wall to the centre of the apartment, with a swing that produced a prolonged crash. Up went its two leaves with two minor crashes. Down went the four plates and the cups and saucers, with such violence and rapidity that they all seemed to be dancing on the board together. The beef all but went over the side of its dish by reason of the shock of its sudden stoppage on touching the table, and the pile of toast was only saved from scatteration by the strength of the material, so to speak, with which its successive layers were cemented.

When the knives, forks, and spoons came to be laid down, the storm seemed to lull, because these were comparatively light implements, so that this period  which in shore-going life is usually found to be the exasperating one  was actually a season of relief. But it was always followed by a terrible squall of scraping wooden legs and clanking human feet when the camp-stools were set, and the men came in and sat down to the meal.

The pouring out of the tea, however, was the point that would have called forth the admiration of the world  had the world seen it. What a contrast between the miserable, sickly, slow-dribbling silver and other teapots of the land, and this great teapot of the sea! The Bell Rock teapot had no sham, no humbug about it. It was a big, bold-looking one, of true Britannia metal, with vast internal capacity and a gaping mouth.

Dove seized it in his strong hand as he would have grasped his biggest fore-hammer. Before you could wink, a sluice seemed to burst open; a torrent of rich brown tea spouted at your cup, and it was full  the saucer too, perhaps  in a moment.

But why dwell on these luxurious scenes? Reader, you can never know them from experience unless you go to visit the Bell Rock; we will therefore cease to tantalise you.

During breakfast it was discussed whether or not the signal-ball should be hoisted.

The signal-ball was fixed to a short staff on the summit of the lighthouse, and the rule was that it should be hoisted at a fixed hour every morning when all was well, and kept up until an answering signal should be made from a signal-tower in Arbroath where the keepers families dwelt, and where each keeper in succession spent a fortnight with his family, after a spell of six weeks on the rock. It was the duty of the keeper on shore to watch for the hoisting of the ball (the Alls well signal) each morning on the lighthouse, and to reply to it with a similar ball on the signal-tower.

If, on any occasion, the hour for signalling should pass without the ball on the lighthouse being shown, then it was understood that something was wrong, and the attending boat of the establishment was sent off at once to ascertain the cause, and afford relief if necessary. The keeping down of the ball was, however, an event of rare occurrence, so that when it did take place the poor wives of the men on the rock were usually thrown into a state of much perturbation and anxiety, each naturally supposing that her husband must be seriously ill, or have met with a bad accident.

It was therefore natural that there should be some hesitation about keeping down the ball merely for the purpose of getting a boat off to send Ruby ashore.

You see, said Forsyth, the day after to-morrow the relief boat is due, and it may be as well just to wait for that, Ruby, and then you can go ashore with your friend Jamie Dove, for its his turn this time.

Ay, lad, just make up your mind to stay another day, said the smith; as they dont know youre here they cant be wearyin for you, and Ill take ye an introduce you to my little wife, that I fell in with on the cliffs of Arbroath not long after ye was kidnapped. Besides, Ruby, itll do ye good to feed like a fighting cock out here another day. Have another cup o tea?

An a junk o beef? said Forsyth.

An a slice o toast? said Dumsby.

Ruby accepted all these offers, and soon afterwards the four friends descended to the rock, to take as much exercise as they could on its limited surface, during the brief period of low water that still remained to them.

It may easily be imagined that this ramble was an interesting one, and was prolonged until the tide drove them into their tower of refuge. Every rock, every hollow, called up endless reminiscences of the busy building seasons. Ruby went over it all step by step with somewhat of the feelings that influence a man when he revisits the scene of his childhood.

There was the spot where the forge had stood.

Dye mind it, lad? said Dove. There are the holes where the hearth was fixed, and theres the rock where you vaulted over the bellows when ye took that splendid dive after the fair-haired lassie into the pool yonder.

Mind it? Ay, I should think so!

Then there were the holes where the great beams of the beacon had been fixed, and the iron bats, most of which latter were still left in the rock, and some of which may be seen there at the present day. There was also the pool into which poor Selkirk had tumbled with the vegetables on the day of the first dinner on the rock, and that other pool into which Forsyth had plunged after the mermaids; and, not least interesting among the spots of note, there was the ledge, now named the Last Hope, on which Mr Stevenson and his men had stood on the day when the boat had been carried away, and they had expected, but were mercifully preserved from, a terrible tragedy.

After they had talked much on all these things, and long before they were tired of it, the sea drove them to the rails; gradually, as it rose higher, it drove them into the lighthouse, and then each man went to his work  Jamie Dove to his kitchen, in order to clean up and prepare dinner, and the other two to the lantern, to scour and polish the reflectors, refill and trim the lamps, and, generally, to put everything in order for the coming night.

Ruby divided his time between the kitchen and lantern, lending a hand in each, but, we fear, interrupting the work more than he advanced it.

That day it fell calm, and the sun shone brightly.

Well have fog to-night, observed Dumsby to Brand, pausing in the operation of polishing a reflector, in which his fat face was mirrored with the most indescribable and dreadful distortions.

Dye think so?

Im sure of it.

Youre right, remarked Forsyth, looking from his elevated position to the seaward horizon, I can see it coming now.

I say, what smell is that? exclaimed Ruby, sniffing.

Somethink burnin, said Dumsby, also sniffing.

Why, what can it be? murmured Forsyth, looking round and likewise sniffing. Hallo! Joe, look out; youre on fire!

Joe started, clapped his hand behind him, and grasped his inexpressibles, which were smouldering warmly. Ruby assisted, and the fire was soon put out, amidst much laughter.

Ang them reflectors! said Joe, seating himself, and breathing hard after his alarm and exertions; its the third time theyve set me ablaze.

The reflectors, Joe? said Ruby.

Ay, dont ye see? Theyve natrally got a focus, an wen I appen to be standin on a sunny day in front of em, contemplatin the face o natur, as it wor, through the lantern panes, if I gits into the focus by haccident, dye see, it just acts like a burnin-glass.

Ruby could scarcely believe this, but after testing the truth of the statement by actual experiment he could no longer doubt it.

Presently a light breeze sprang up, rolling the fog before it, and then dying away, leaving the lighthouse enshrouded.

During fog there is more danger to shipping than at any other time. In the daytime, in ordinary weather, rocks and lighthouses can be seen. At night, lights can be seen, but during fog nothing can be seen until danger may be too near to be avoided. The two great fog-bells of the lighthouse were therefore set a-going, and they rang out their slow deep-toned peal all that day and all that night, as the bell of the Abbot of Aberbrothoc is said to have done in days of yore.

That night Ruby was astonished, and then he was stunned! First, as to his astonishment. While he was seated by the kitchen fire chatting with his friend the smith, sometime between nine oclock and midnight, Dumsby summoned him to the lantern to help in catching to-morrows dinner!

Dove laughed at the summons, and they all went up.

The first thing that caught Rubys eye at one of the window panes was the round visage of an owl, staring in with its two large eyes as if it had gone mad with amazement, and holding on to the iron frame with its claws. Presently its claws lost hold, and it fell off into outer darkness.

What think ye o that for a beauty? said Forsyth.

Rubys eyes, being set free from the fascination of the owls stare, now made him aware of the fact that hundreds of birds of all kinds  crows, magpies, sparrows, tomtits, owls, larks, mavises, blackbirds, etcetera, etcetera  were fluttering round the lantern outside, apparently bent on ascertaining the nature of the wonderful light within.

Ah! poor things, said Forsyth, in answer to Rubys look of wonder, they often visit us in foggy weather. I suppose they get out to sea in the fog and cant find their way back to land, and then some of them chance to cross our light and take refuge on it.

Now Ill go out and get to-morrows dinner, said Dumsby. He went out accordingly, and, walking round the balcony that encircled the base of the lantern, was seen to put his hand up and quietly take down and wring the necks of such birds as he deemed suitable for his purpose. It seemed a cruel act to Ruby, but when he came to think of it he felt that, as they were to be stewed at any rate, the more quickly they were killed the better!

He observed that the birds kept fluttering about, alighting for a few moments and flying off again, all the time that Dumsby was at work, yet Dumsby never failed to seize his prey.

Presently the man came in with a small basket full of game. Now, Ruby, said he, Ill bet a sixpence that you dont catch a bird within five minutes.

I dont bet such large sums usually, but Ill try, said Ruby, going out.

He tried and failed. Just as the five minutes were expiring, however, the owl happened to alight before his nose, so he nabbed it, and carried it in triumphantly.

That aint a bird, said Dumsby.

Its not a fish, retorted Ruby; but how is it that you caught them so easily, and I found it so difficult?

Because, lad, you must do it at the right time. You watch wen the focus of a revolvin light is comin full in a birds face. The moment it does so es dazzled, and you grab im. If you grab too soon or too late, es away. Thats ow it is, and theyre capital heatin, as youll find.

Thus much for Rubys astonishment. Now for his being stunned.

Late that night the fog cleared away, and the bells were stopped. After a long chat with his friends, Ruby mounted to the library and went to bed. Later still the fog returned, and the bells were again set a-going. Both of them being within a few feet of Rubys head, they awakened him with a bang that caused him to feel as if the room in which he lay were a bell and his own head the tongue thereof.

At first the sound was solemnising, then it was saddening. After a time it became exasperating, and then maddening. He tried to sleep, but he only tossed. He tried to meditate, but he only wandered  not in dreams, however. He tried to laugh, but the laugh degenerated into a growl. Then he sighed, and the sigh ended in a groan. Finally, he got up and walked up and down the floor till his legs were cold, when he turned into bed again, very tired, and fell asleep, but not to rest  to dream.

He dreamt that he was at the forge again, and that he and Dove were trying to smash their anvils with the sledge-hammers  bang and bang about. But the anvil would not break. At last he grew desperate, hit the horn off, and then, with another terrific blow, smashed the whole affair to atoms!

This startled him a little, and he awoke sufficiently to become aware of the fog-bells.

Again he dreamed. Minnie was his theme now, but, strange to say, he felt little or no tenderness towards her. She was beset by a hundred ruffians in pea-jackets and souwesters. Something stirred him to madness. He rushed at the foe, and began to hit out at them right and left. The hitting was slow, but sure  regular as clock-work. First the right, then the left, and at each blow a seamans nose was driven into his head, and a seamans body lay flat on the ground. At length they were all floored but one  the last and the biggest. Ruby threw all his remaining strength into one crashing blow, drove his fist right through his antagonists body, and awoke with a start to find his knuckles bleeding.

Hang these bells! he exclaimed, starting up and gazing round him in despair. Then he fell back on his pillow in despair, and went to sleep in despair.

Once more he dreamed. He was going to church now, dressed in a suit of the finest broadcloth, with Minnie on his arm, clothed in pure white, emblematic, it struck him, of her pure gentle spirit. Friends were with him, all gaily attired, and very happy, but unaccountably silent. Perhaps it was the noise of the wedding-bells that rendered their voices inaudible. He was struck by the solemnity as well as the pertinacity of these wedding-bells as he entered the church. He was puzzled too, being a Presbyterian, why he was to be married in church, but being a man of liberal mind, he made no objection to it.

They all assembled in front of the pulpit, into which the clergyman, a very reverend but determined man, mounted with a prayer book in his hand. Ruby was puzzled again. He had not supposed that the pulpit was the proper place, but modestly attributed this to his ignorance.

Stop those bells! said the clergyman, with stern solemnity; but they went on.

Stop them, I say! he roared in a voice of thunder.

The sexton, pulling the ropes in the middle of the church, paid no attention.

Exasperated beyond endurance, the clergyman hurled the prayer book at the sextons head, and felled him! Still the bells went on of their own accord.

Stop! stoooop! I say, he yelled fiercely, and, hitting the pulpit with his fist, he split it from top to bottom.

Minnie cried Shame! at this, and from that moment the bells ceased.

Whether it was that the fog-bells ceased at that time, or that Minnies voice charmed Rubys thoughts away, we cannot tell, but certain it is that the severely tried youth became entirely oblivious of everything. The marriage-party vanished with the bells; Minnie, alas, faded away also; finally, the roar of the sea round the Bell Rock, the rock itself, its lighthouse and its inmates, and all connected with it, faded from the sleepers mind, and:  

Like the baseless fabric of a vision

Left not a wrack behind.




Chapter Thirty Three.

Conclusion.

Facts are facts; there is no denying that. They cannot be controverted; nothing can overturn them, or modify them, or set them aside. There they stand in naked simplicity; mildly contemptuous alike of sophists and theorists.

Immortal facts! Bacon founded on you; Newton found you out; Dugald Stewart and all his fraternity reasoned on you, and followed in your wake. What would this world be without facts? Rest assured, reader, that those who ignore facts and prefer fancies are fools. We say it respectfully. We have no intention of being personal, whoever you may be.

On the morning after Ruby was cast on the Bell Rock, our old friend Ned OConnor (having been appointed one of the lighthouse-keepers, and having gone for his fortnight ashore in the order of his course) sat on the top of the signal-tower at Arbroath with a telescope at his eye directed towards the lighthouse, and became aware of a fact,  a fact which seemed to be contradicted by those who ought to have known better.

Ned soliloquised that morning. His soliloquy will explain the circumstances to which we refer; we therefore record it here. Whats that? Sure theres something wrong wid me eye intirely this mornin. Howld on, (he wiped it here, and applying it again to the telescope, proceeded); wan, tshoo, three, four! No mistake about it. Try agin. Wan, tshoo, three, four! An yet the balls up there as cool as a cookumber, tellin a big lie; ye know ye are, continued Ned, apostrophising the ball, and readjusting the glass. There ye are, as bold as brass  av yere not copper  tellin me that everythins goin on as usual, whin I can see with me two eyes (one after the other) that theres four men on the rock, whin there should be only three! Well, well, continued Ned, after a pause, and a careful examination of the Bell Rock, which being twelve miles out at sea could not be seen very distinctly in its lower parts, even through a good glass, the day afther to-morrowll settle the question, Misther Ball, for then the Relief goes off, and faix, if I dont guv ye the lie direct Im not an Irishman.

With this consolatory remark, Ned OConnor descended to the rooms below, and told his wife, who immediately told all the other wives and the neighbours, so that ere long the whole town of Arbroath became aware that there was a mysterious stranger, a fourth party, on the Bell Rock!

Thus it came to pass that, when the relieving boat went off, numbers of fishermen and sailors and others watched it depart in the morning, and increased numbers of people of all sorts, among whom were many of the old hands who had wrought at the building of the lighthouse, crowded the pier to watch its return in the afternoon.

As soon as the boat left the rock, those who had glasses announced that there was an extra man in her.

Speculation remained on tiptoe for nearly three hours, at the end of which time the boat drew near.

Its a man, anyhow, observed Captain Ogilvy, who was one of those near the outer end of the pier.

I say, observed his friend the leftenant, who was looking through a telescope, if  thats  not  Ruby  Brand  Ill eat my hat without sauce!

You dont mean  let me see, cried the captain, snatching the glass out of his friends hand, and applying it to his eye. I do believe!  yes! it is Ruby, or his ghost!

By this time the boat was near enough for many of his old friends to recognise him, and Ruby, seeing that some of the faces were familiar to him, rose in the stern of the boat, took off his hat and waved it.

This was the signal for a tremendous cheer from those who knew our hero; and those who did not know him, but knew that there was something peculiar and romantic in his case, and in the manner of his arrival, began to cheer from sheer sympathy; while the little boys, who were numerous, and who love to cheer for cheerings sake alone, yelled at the full pitch of their lungs, and waved their ragged caps as joyfully as if the King of England were about to land upon their shores!

The boat soon swept into the harbour, and Rubys friends, headed by Captain Ogilvy, pressed forward to receive and greet him. The captain embraced him, the friends surrounded him, and almost pulled him to pieces; finally, they lifted him on their shoulders, and bore him in triumphal procession to his mothers cottage.

And where was Minnie all this time? She had indeed heard the rumour that something had occurred at the Bell Rock; but, satisfied from what she heard that it would be nothing very serious, she was content to remain at home and wait for the news. To say truth, she was too much taken up with her own sorrows and anxieties to care as much for public matters as she had been wont to do.

When the uproarious procession drew near, she was sitting at Widow Brands feet, comforting her in her usual way.

Before the procession turned the corner of the street leading to his mothers cottage, Ruby made a desperate effort to address the crowd, and succeeded in arresting their attention.

Friends, friends! he cried, its very good of you, very kind; but my mother is old and feeble; she might be hurt if we were to come on her in this fashion. We must go in quietly.

True, true, said those who bore him, letting him down, so, good day, lad; good day. A shake o your flipper; give us your hand; glad youre back, Ruby; good luck to ee, boy!

Such were the words, followed by three cheers, with which his friends parted from him, and left him alone with the captain.

We must break it to her, nephy, said the captain, as they moved towards the cottage.

Still so gently oer me stealin,

Memory will bring back the feelin.

It wont do to go slap into her, as a British frigate does into a French line-o-battle ship. Ill go in an do the breakin business, and send out Minnie to you.

Ruby was quite satisfied with the captains arrangement, so, when the latter went in to perform his part of this delicate business, the former remained at the door-post, expectant.

Minnie, lass, I want to speak to my sister, said the captain, leave us a bit  and theres somebody wants to see you outside.

Me, uncle!

Ay, you; look alive now.

Minnie went out in some surprise, and had barely crossed the threshold when she found herself pinioned in a strong mans arms! A cry escaped her as she struggled, for one instant, to free herself; but a glance was sufficient to tell who it was that held her. Dropping her head on Rubys breast, the load of sorrow fell from her heart. Ruby pressed his lips upon her forehead, and they both rested there.

It was one of those pre-eminently sweet resting-places which are vouchsafed to some, though not to all, of the pilgrims of earth, in their toilsome journey through the wilderness towards that eternal rest, in the blessedness of which all minor resting-places shall be forgotten, whether missed or enjoyed by the way.

Their rest, however, was not of long duration, for in a few minutes the captain rushed out, and exclaiming shes swounded, lad, grasped Ruby by the coat and dragged him into the cottage, where he found his mother lying in a state of insensibility on the floor.

Seating himself by her side on the floor, he raised her gently, and placing her in a half-sitting, half-reclining position in his lap, laid her head tenderly on his breast. While in this position Minnie administered restoratives, and the widow, ere long opened her eyes and looked up. She did not speak at first, but, twining her arms round Rubys neck, gazed steadfastly into his face; then, drawing him closer to her heart, she fervently exclaimed Thank God! and laid her head down again with a deep sigh.

She too had found a resting-place by the way on that day of her pilgrimage.



Now, reader, we feel bound to tell you in confidence that there are few things more difficult than drawing a story to a close! Our tale is done, for Ruby is married to Minnie, and the Bell Rock Lighthouse is finished, and most of those who built it are scattered beyond the possibility of reunion. Yet we are loath to shake hands with them and to bid you farewell.

Nevertheless, so it must be, for if we were to continue the narrative of the after-careers of our friends of the Bell Rock, the books that should be written would certainly suffice to build a new lighthouse.

But we cannot make our bow without a parting word or two.

Ruby and Minnie, as we have said, were married. They lived in the cottage with their mother, and managed to make it sufficiently large to hold them all by banishing the captain into the scullery.

Do not suppose that this was done heartlessly, and without the captains consent. By no means. That worthy son of Neptune assisted at his own banishment. In fact, he was himself the chief cause of it, for when a consultation was held after the honeymoon, as to what was to be done now, he waved his hand, commanded silence, and delivered himself as follows:  

Now, shipmates all, give ear to me, an dont ventur to interrupt. Its natral an proper, Ruby, that you an Minnie and your mother should wish to live together; as the old song says, Birds of a feather flock together, an the old songs right; and as the thing ought to be, an you all want it to be, so it shall be. Theres only one little difficulty in the way, which is, that the ships too small to hold us, by reason of the after-cabin bein occupied by an old seaman of the name of Ogilvy. Now, then, not bein pigs, the question is, whats to be done? I will answer that question: the seaman of the name of Ogilvy shall change his quarters.

Observing at this point that both Ruby and his bride opened their mouths to speak, the captain held up a threatening finger, and sternly said, Silence! Then he proceeded  

I speak authoritatively on this point, havin conversed with the seaman Ogilvy, and diskivered his sentiments. That seaman intends to resign the cabin to the young couple, and to hoist his flag for the futur in the fogsl.

He pointed, in explanation, to the scullery; a small, dirty-looking apartment off the kitchen, which was full of pots and pans and miscellaneous articles of household, chiefly kitchen, furniture.

Ruby and Minnie laughed at this, and the widow looked perplexed, but perfectly happy and at her ease, for she knew that whatever arrangement the captain should make, it would be agreeable in the end to all parties.

The seaman Ogilvy and I, continued the captain, have gone over the fogsl (meaning the forecastle) together, and we find that, by the use of mops, buckets, water, and swabs, the place can be made clean. By the use of paper, paint, and whitewash, it can be made respectable; and, by the use of furniture, pictures, books, and baccy, it can be made comfortable. Now, the question that Ive got to propound this day to the judge and jury is  Why not?

Upon mature consideration, the judge and jury could not answer why not? therefore the thing was fixed and carried out and the captain thereafter dwelt for years in the scullery, and the inmates of the cottage spent so much of their time in the scullery that it became, as it were, the parlour, or boudoir, or drawing-room of the place. When, in course of time, a number of small Brands came to howl and tumble about the cottage, they naturally gravitated towards the scullery, which then virtually became the nursery, with a stout old seaman, of the name of Ogilvy, usually acting the part of head nurse. His duties were onerous, by reason of the strength of constitution, lungs, and muscles of the young Brands, whose ungovernable desire to play with that dangerous element from which heat is evolved, undoubtedly qualified them for the honorary title of Fire-Brands.

With the proceeds of the jewel-case Ruby bought a little coasting vessel, with which he made frequent and successful voyages. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, no doubt, for Minnie grew fonder of Ruby every time he went away, and every time he came back. Things prospered with our hero, and you may be sure that he did not forget his old friends of the lighthouse. On the contrary, he and his wife became frequent visitors at the signal-tower, and the families of the lighthouse-keepers felt almost as much at home in the cottage as they did in their own houses. And each keeper, on returning from his six weeks spell on the rock to take his two weeks spell at the signal-tower, invariably made it his first business, after kissing his wife and children, to go up to the Brands and smoke a pipe in the scullery with that eccentric old seafaring nursery-maid of the name of Ogilvy.

In time Ruby found it convenient to build a top flat on the cottage, and above this a small turret, which overlooked the opposite houses, and commanded a view of the sea. This tower the captain converted into a point of lookout, and a summer smoking-room,  and many a time and oft, in the years that followed, did he and Ruby climb up there about nightfall, to smoke the pipe of peace, with Minnie beside them, and to watch the bright flashing of the red and white light on the Bell Rock, as it shone over the waters far and wide, like a star of the first magnitude, a star of hope and safety, guiding sailors to their desired haven; perchance reminding them of that star of Bethlehem which guided the shepherds to Him who is the Light of the World and the Rock of Ages.
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Chapter One.

The Cottage and its Inmates.

The family board was spread; the family kettle  an unusually fat one  was singing on the fire, and the family chimney was roaring like a lion by reason of the wind, which blew a hurricane outside, and shook the family mansion, a small wooden hut, to its foundations.

The hour was midnight. This fact was indicated by the family clock  a Dutch one, with a face which had once been white, but was now become greenish yellow, probably from horror at the profanity of the artist who had painted a basket of unrecognisable fruit above it, an irate cockatoo below it, and a blue church with a pink steeple as near to the centre of it as the hands would admit of.

The family circle, consisting of a stout good-looking woman of thirty or thereabouts, and a little boy and girl, were of the fisher class, obviously so to the senses of sight and smell. They sat by the fire.

It was an unusual hour for supper, but then it was an unusually wild night, and the frequent glance cast by the woman at the Dutch clock with the horrified countenance, showed clearly that the board was not spread for the family meal, but that they waited up for some absent one.

I have said that the family circle sat by the fire, but this is not strictly correct. One member of it, the little boy, stood in the middle of the room, howling!  howling so violently that his fat face had changed from its wonted bright red to deep purple. Looking at him  as he stood there arrayed in his uncles red night-cap, his own night-shirt, which was also a day-shirt and much too small, and his fathers pea-jacket, which was preposterously too large  one could not avoid the alarming surmise that there might be such a thing as juvenile apoplexy, and that that boy was on the point of becoming a living, if not a dead, example of the terrible disease.

Oh! it was a sweet child, a charming infant, altogether a delightful creature to look upon, that son of Stephen Gaff, as it stood there yelling like a hyena, stamping like a mad bull, washing its dirty hands in tears on its dirtier cheeks, cramming its little knuckles into its swollen eyes as if it sought to burst the organs of vision in their sockets, and presenting, generally, an appearance of rampant rage and woe that baffles all capacity of conception, and therefore defies all power of description.

This cherubs name was Billy,  Billy Gaff; more familiarly known amongst his friends as The Buster, owing to his tendency to explode into tears, or laughter, or mischief, or fun, as the case might be. He was about eleven years of age.

My own name, reader, is Bingley. Having retired on half-pay from the Royal Navy, I reside in a pleasant cottage in the suburbs of the well-known and important seaport town of Wreckumoft, situate on the east coast of England. My front windows command a magnificent view of the sea; my back windows command an equally magnificent view of landscape. I have a magnificent wife, and she commands the household, myself included. There was a time  I reflect on it with melancholy pride and subdued satisfaction  when I commanded a British seventy-four. I command nothing now but my temper. That, however, is a stronghold from which nothing terrestrial can drive me.

My friends style me The Captain, but I am not the hero of this tale. No, by no means. I am altogether unheroic in my nature, commonplace in my character. If a novelist were to describe me, he would write me down a stout little old gentleman, with a bald head and a mild countenance; mentally weak in expression, active in habits, and addicted to pipes and loose clothing.

Do not imagine that this is my account of myself; no, it is an ideal resulting from the oft-repeated assurances of my wife, who is a strong-minded woman, a few inches taller than myself, somewhat raw-boned and much more powerful, physically, though less rotund. In fact, if I were to attempt a brief comprehensive description of her, I would say, without the most distant feeling of disrespect of course, that she is square and skinny  singularly so!

Mrs Bingleys contempt for my intellect is excelled, I might almost say redeemed, by her love for myself. How she manages to separate between myself and my intellect I have never been able to understand; but then she is strong-minded, which perhaps accounts for her seeing farther into this millstone than I can. She tells me, not unfrequently, that I am weak-minded. She even goes the length at times of calling me imbecile; but she is a dear good affectionate woman, and I have no sympathy with the insolent remark I once overheard made by an acquaintance of mine, to the effect that it was a pity Mrs Bingley had not been born with a mans hat and trousers on  no, none whatever.

Before dismissing myself, descriptively at least, (for, being an honorary agent of the Shipwrecked Fishermen and Mariners Society, and an actor in some of the scenes which I am about to describe, I cannot conveniently dismiss myself altogether); before dismissing myself, I say, it may be as well to explain that my strong-minded wife, in concert with a number of variously-minded women, (all more or less strong), and a good many weak and otherwise minded men, have come to form their opinion of me in consequence of my holding rather strongly a few opinions of my own  to the effect that there are a good many wrong things in this world, (admittedly wrong things); a good many muddles; a good many glaring and outrageous abuses and shameful things the continuance of which reflects discredit on the nation, and the wiping out or putting right of which ought, by all means, to be set about earnestly and at once.

Now, curiously enough, it is the idea conveyed in the last two words  at once  which sticks in the throats of my strong-minded opponents! They agree with me as to the existence of the evils, they honestly deplore them, but they charge me with mental imbecility when I suggest that things should be put right at once. They counsel delay, and when the dispute reaches a certain stage they smile at me with contempt, or pity, or they storm, according to individual temperament, and usually wind up with a rasping reiteration of their original opinions, highly peppered and salted, and an assurance that I have been born at least a century before my time.

If the men of the next century are destined to do good, as their hands find opportunity, without previous delay until thousands of opportunities are lost and gone for ever; if those who put their hands to a piece of work shall carry it out with vigour in their own lifetime; if those who counsel delay shall mean due time for full consideration by themselves, and shall not mean an extended procrastination which shall free themselves from worry, and leave their work to be handed down as a legacy to their children, who shall likewise hand it down to their children, and so on ad infinitum until delay shall become a synonym for death and destruction to tens of thousands of better men than themselves,  if this shall be the sentiment and practice of the men of next century, then I confess that my sympathies are with them, and I really suspect that I must have got into the wrong century by mistake. But as the position is irremediable now, I suppose I must, in an imbecile sort of fashion, go on my way rejoicing  if I can  sorrowing if I cannot rejoice.

Mrs Bingley having more than once threatened to scratch my face when I have ventured to express the last sentiment, it may be perhaps as well to change the subject and return to Billy Gaff, the charming child, alias the Buster.

Billy deserves to be somewhat particularly introduced, because, besides being an actor in this tale, he was a boy of strong character. If I were to sum him up and reduce the total to a concentrated essence, the result would be a sentence to the following effect:  Billy Gaff had a will of his own! Perhaps I should say a very strong will of his own. For instance, he, on several different occasions, willed to screw off the spout of the family tea-pot, a pewter one, and, having willed to do it, he did it. Again he willed, more than once, to smash a pane of glass in the solitary window of the family mansion, and he did smash a pane of glass in that window; nay, more, in consequence of being heartily whacked for the deed, he immediately willed to smash, and smashed, a second pane, and was proceeding to will and smash a third when he was caught up by his mother, beaten almost into the condition of a mummy, and thrust under the clothes of the family bed, which immediately creaked as if with convulsions, and tossed its blankets about in apparent agony.

On the present occasion the Buster had awakened out of a sound sleep to the conviction that he was hungry. Observing the loaf on the table, he immediately willed to have a second supper, and arising, donned his fathers pea-jacket, in order to enjoy the meal more thoroughly.

It was the sudden removal of the said loaf by his mother to an unreachable shelf that induced the youthful Billy to stand in the middle of the room and howl, as already described.

He was still engaged in emulating the storm, and Mrs Gaff, utterly indifferent to him, had cast another glance at the horrified clock, and remarked to her little girl Tottie, that Uncle John must have found work on the shore, for he was long of coming, when a heavy tread was heard in the little porch outside the door.

Hold yer noise, said Mrs Gaff sternly.

Billy obeyed, not by any means in consequence of the command, but because he was curious to know who was about to enter, and meant to resume yelling immediately after his curiosity on this point should be satisfied.

The door opened, and a strong-built seaman stepped into the room, and looked at the family with a quiet smile on his sunburnt face. His hair and garments were dripping with water, as if he had just walked out of the sea.

On beholding him the family rose and stood for a moment speechless. Billy sat down on the floor in that prompt manner which is peculiar to young children when they lose their balance; simultaneously with the shock of being seated the word faither burst from his lips. Mrs Gaff uttered a suppressed cry, and ran into the wet mans arms. Tottie and the Buster each ran at a leg, and hugging it violently, squeezed a cataract of salt water into their respective bosoms.

Stephen, lad, ist you? said the wife, raising her head for a moment and looking up in the mans face.

Ay, dear lass, wrecked again; but safe home, thank God.

Mrs Gaff was not wont to give way to the melting mood, but she could not restrain a few tears of joy. Tottie, observing this, cried from sympathy; and the Buster, not to be outdone, willed, began, and carried into execution, a series of true British cheers, that could not have been surpassed, perhaps could not have been equalled, by any boy of his age in or out of the Royal Navy.




Chapter Two.

Wrecked, Rescued, and Resuscitated  Mrs Niven receives a Surprise, also the Gift of a Child.

On the same dark tempestuous night of which I write, a little ship was wrecked on the east coast of England.

She had sailed from the antipodes, had weathered many a gale, had crossed the great ocean in safety, had sighted the lights and the cliffs of home, and was dashed to pieces at last on the rocks within two hours sail of the port to which she was bound.

Hundreds of ships, great and small, were wrecked on the coasts of Britain during that memorable gale. The little ship to which I refer was one of the many in regard to which the newspapers said, she was dashed to pieces, and all hands perished.

But in this particular case all hands had not perished: two lives had been spared, unknown to journalists and coastguardsmen.

It was the dead of night when the vessel struck. The spot was lonely, at least a mile distant from human habitations. No anxious eyes on shore saw her quiver as each successive billow lifted her up and hurled her cruelly down; no sorrowing ear heard the shriek of despair that rose above the yelling storm, when, in little more than ten minutes, the vessel broke up, and left the crew and passengers to perish within sight of their native land.

There was one man among the number who did not shriek, who did not despair. He was not a hero of romance whose soul raised him above the fear of sudden death  no, he was only a true-hearted British tar, whose frame was very strong, whose nerves were tightly strung and used to danger. He had made up his mind to save his life if he could; if he should fail  what then? He never thought of what then, because, in regard to terrestrial matters, he had not been accustomed to cast his thoughts so far in advance of present exigencies.

Just before the ship broke up, this man was standing on the lee bulwark, holding by the shrouds of the mainmast, the lower part of which was still standing. A lady and gentleman clung to each other, and to the rigging close beside him. They were husband and wife. Both were comparatively young, and up to that night had been full of hope and high spirits. The husband with his right arm encircled his wife, and grasped the rigging; with his left, he pressed their little girl to his breast over which flowed the fair hair of the little one, drenched and dishevelled.

The father was a brave man and strong, but his face was very pale, for he felt that courage and strength could not avail to save both wife and child in such a raging sea. An occasional upward glance of his eye seemed to indicate that he sought comfort from God in his extremity.

Youll never manage em both, sir; let me have the child, said the strong seaman, suddenly grasping the little girl, and attempting to unlock her arms which were tightly clasped round her fathers neck.

The father hesitated, but a terrific wave was rushing towards the doomed ship. Without even the comfort of a hurried kiss he resigned the child. The young mother stretched out her arms towards her, uttering a piteous cry. At that moment the ship rose on the billows crest as if it were no heavier than a flake of the driving foam  a crash followed  it was gone, and the crew were left struggling in the sea.

The struggle was short with most of them. Previous exposure and anxiety had already quite exhausted all but the strongest among the men, and even these were unable to withstand the influence of the ice-cold water more than a few seconds. Some were struck by portions of the wreck and killed at once. Others sank without an effort to save themselves. A few swam with unnatural vigour for a yard or two, and then went down with a gurgling cry; but in a very few minutes the work of death was complete. All were gone except the strong seaman, who clasped the little child in his left arm and buffeted the billows with his right.

Once and again were they overwhelmed; but as often did they rise above the foam to continue the battle. It was a terrible fight. A piece of wreck struck the man on his back and well-nigh broke it; then a wave arched high above them, fell with a crash, and drove them nearly to the bottom, so that the child was rendered insensible, and the strong man was nearly choked before he rose again to the surface to gasp the precious air. At last a wave broke behind them, caught them on its crest, and hurled them on a beach of sand. To cling to this while the water retired was the fiercest part of the conflict  the turning-point in the battle. The wave swept back and left the man on his hands and knees. He rose and staggered forward a few paces ere the next wave rushed upon him, compelling him to fall again on hands and knees and drive his bleeding fingers deep down into the shingle. When the water once more retired, he rose and stumbled on till he reached a point above high-water mark, where he fell down in a state of utter exhaustion, but still clasping the little one tightly to his breast.

For some time he lay there in a state of half-consciousness until his strength began to revive; then he arose, thanking God in an audible voice as he did so, and carried the child to a spot which was sheltered in some degree by a mass of cliff from the blinding spray and furious gale. Here he laid her with her face downwards on a grassy place, and proceeded to warm his benumbed frame.

Vitality was strong in the sailor. It needed only a few seconds working of the human machine to call it into full play. He squeezed the water out of his jacket and trousers, and then slapped his arms across his chest with extreme violence, stamping his feet the while, so that he was speedily in a sufficiently restored condition to devote his attention with effect to the child, which still lay motionless on the grass.

He wrung the water out of her clothes, and chafed her feet, hands, and limbs, rapidly yet tenderly, but without success. His anxiety while thus employed was very great; for he did not know the proper method to adopt in the circumstances, and he felt that if the child did not revive within a few minutes, all chance of her recovery would be gone. The energy of his action and the anxiety of his mind had warmed his own frame into a glow. It suddenly occurred to him that he might make use of this superabundant heat. Opening the little frock in front, he placed the childs breast against his own, and held it there, while with his right hand he continued to chafe her limbs.

In a few minutes he felt a flutter of the heart, then a gentle sigh escaped from the blue lips; the eyelids quivered, and finally the child revived.

Dye feel gettin better, Emmie? said the man, in a low, soft voice.

A faint yes was all the reply.

The seaman continued his efforts to instil warmth into the little frame. Presently the same question was repeated, and the child looking up, said  

Is that oo, Gaff?

Ay, dear, tis me.

Where am I  wheres mamma? inquired Emmie, looking round in some degree of alarm.

Hush, dear; dont speak just now. Ive just brought ee ashore fro the wreck, an am goin to tak ee home. Try to sleep, dear.

Gaff wrapped his jacket round the child, and hurried away in search of the highroad. He knew the place well. He had been wrecked on a reef within two miles of his native hamlet, and within three of the town of Wreckumoft. He soon found the road, and broke from a fast walk into a run. The child lay quietly in his arms, either being too much exhausted to speak, or having fallen asleep.

The man muttered to himself as if in perplexity  

Itll never do to tak er home wi me. Shed remember us, and that would let the secret out. No, Ill tak er straight there.

Gaff reached his native village as he came to this resolve. It was all astir. Three ships had been cast on the rocks there within a hundred yards of each other. The lifeboat was out; the rocket apparatus had that moment arrived from the neighbouring town, and was being dragged on its waggon through the village to the scene of danger. All the men, and many of the women and children of the place, were on the beach, while eager groups of those who could not face the storm were collected in doorways and sheltered places, awaiting news from the shore. Many of these had anxious faces, for they knew their kinsmen, the fishermen of the place, to be bold, daring fellows, who would not hesitate to risk life and limb to save a fellow-creature from death.

Stopping a moment at the outskirts of the village, Gaff laid down his burden, and tied a large blue cotton kerchief round his neck, so as to cover his mouth and chin. By pulling his souwester cap well over his eyes, he concealed his face so effectually that little more than the point of his nose was visible. Not satisfied, however, with his disguise, he climbed a fence and struck into a bypath, which enabled him to avoid the village altogether.

Setting off at a quick pace, he soon regained the highroad beyond the village, and did not pause until he came to a large iron gate which opened into the shrubbery in front of a handsome villa. He went straight up to the front door and rang the bell.

Of course, at such an hour, the family had retired to rest, and it is probable that in ordinary circumstances Gaff would have had to wait a considerable time before an answer should have been given to his summons. But on this night, the only son and heir of the family, Kenneth by name, knowing that wrecks were likely to occur on the coast, and being of a bold, romantic, restless disposition, had mounted his horse and ridden away, accompanied by his groom, in search of adventure.

The housekeeper of the family, usually styled Mrs Niven, being devotedly attached to this son and heir, had resolved to sit up all night and await his return. Mrs Niven had prophesied confidently for the previous ten years, that Master Kenneth was certain to be drownded sooner or later, if e didnt come to die before; and being fully persuaded of the truth of her prophetic powers, she conscientiously waited for and expected the fulfilment of her own prophecy.

At the moment when Gaff rang the bell she was awaiting it in a chair in front of a good fire, with her feet on the fender and sound asleep. It would be more correct to say that Mrs Niven was in a state of mixed sleep and suffocation, for her head hung over the back of the chair, and, being very stout, there was only just sufficient opening in the wind-pipe to permit of her breath passing stertorously through her wide-open mouth.

The first summons passed unheard; the second caused Mrs Niven to open her eyes and shut her mouth, but she could not rise by reason of a crick in her neck. An angry shout, however, of why dont you answer the bell? from the master of the family, caused her to make a violent struggle, plunge her head into her lap, by way of counteracting the crick, rush up-stairs, and fling open the door.

I knowd it, exclaimed Mrs Niven wildly, on beholding a wet sailor with a bundle in his arms; I always said he would be  goodness me! its only his trunk, she added in horror, on observing that the bundle was a rough jacket without head or legs!

Clap a stopper on your jaw, woman, said Gaff impatiently. Is this Seaside Villa  Mr Stuarts?

It is, replied Mrs Niven, trembling violently.

Gaff quickly removed the jacket, kissed the childs pale cheek, and laid her in Mrs Nivens ready arms.

She aint dead surely, sir? inquired the housekeeper.

No, bin saved from a wreck an half drownded! Shell come to in a bit  tak care of er.

Gaff turned on his heel as he hastily uttered these words, ran down the garden walk and disappeared, leaving Mrs Niven standing at the open door in a state of speechless amazement, with the unconscious Emmie in her arms and pressed, by reason of an irresistible impulse of motherly sympathy, to her bosom.




Chapter Three.

The Cottage at Cove invaded  Dan Horsey speaks Toorko to Russians, and fails to enlighten them.

Retracing his steps hastily to the village of Cove, Stephen Gaff sought out his own humble cottage, which, during his absence on his frequent voyages, was left under the charge of his fisherman brother-in-law, John Furby. Presenting himself at the door, he created the family sensation which has been described at the end of the first chapter.

The first violent demonstrations of surprise and joy over, Mrs Gaff dragged her husband into a small closet, which was regarded by the household in the light of a spare room, and there compelled him to change his garments. While this change was being made the volatile Buster, indignant at being bolted out, kicked the door with his heel until he became convinced that no good or evil could result from the process. Then his active mind reverted to the forbidden loaf, and he forthwith drew a chair below the shelf on which it lay. Upon the chair he placed a three-legged stool, and upon the stool an eight-inch block, which latter being an unstable foundation, caused Billy to lose his balance when he got upon it. The erection instantly gave way, and fell with a hideous crash. Tottie, who stood near, gazing at her brothers misdeeds, as was her wont, in awe-stricken admiration, was overwhelmed in the débris.

Nothing daunted, the Buster returned to the charge, and fell a second time,  with the loaf, however, in his arms.

Hah! exclaimed Mrs Gaff, issuing from the spare room, and rushing at her offspring with uplifted hand.

Stop, lass, said Stephen, arresting her, and catching up the boy, whom he placed on his knee as he sat down in a chair beside the fire. How are ee, Billy, my lad?

Billy, glaring defiance at his mother, who returned the glare with interest in the shape of a united shake of the fist and head, replied that he was fussrate.

Tottie having immediately claimed, and been put in possession of the other knee, divided her fathers attention, and while the goodwife busied herself in preparing the supper, which had been originally intended for Uncle John, a quick fire of question and reply of the most varied and unconnected sort was kept up by the trio at the fire, in tones, and accompanied by hugs and gestures, which proved beyond all doubt that Stephen Gaff was a father of the right kind, and that the little ones hailed him as an inestimable addition to their household joys.

It would be unjust to Mrs Gaff were I to permit the reader to suppose that she was a disagreeable contrast to the father. She was true-hearted and loving, but she had been born and bred in the midst of a class of people whose manners are as rough as their calling, and was by no means tender or considerate. A terrific scream, or a knock-down slap, from Mrs Gaff, was regarded both by giver and recipient in much the same light as is a mild reproof in more polite society.

Wrecked again, Stephen, said Mrs Gaff, pausing in her occupation, and recurring to the remark made by her husband when he first entered the room, where have ee bin wrecked this time?

Amost at the door, lass, on the Black Rock.

Ay, an was all the rest saved? inquired the wife.

No, none of em. A lost save one, a little child.

A child, lad! exclaimed the wife in surprise; what have ee done wi it?

Took it to its friends.

As he said this the sailor gave his wife a look which induced her to refrain from further questioning on that subject.

An who saved ye, Stephen?

God saved me, replied the man, earnestly.

True, lad; but was there none o the boys there to lend a hand?

No, none. It puzzled me a bit, said Stephen, for the lads are wont to be on the look-out on a night like this.

It neednt puzzle ye, then, replied the wife, as she set a chair for her husband at the table, and poured out a cup of tea, for theres bin two sloops an a schooner on the rocks off the pier-head for three hours past, an a the lads are out at them,  Uncle John among the rest. Theyve made him coxswain o the new lifeboat since ye last went to sea.

Stephen set down the cup, which he had just raised to his lips, untasted, and rose hastily.

Wrecks at the pier-head, lass, he exclaimed, and you let me sit here idle!

Dont go, Stephen, entreated Mrs Gaff; youre not fit to do anything after sitch a night, an its oer late.

The man paid no attention to the remonstrance, but buttoned up his coat, and seized his cap.

Mrs Gaff promptly locked the door with an air of thorough determination, put the key in her bosom, and crossed her arms thereon tightly.

Stephen smiled slightly as he turned, raised the window, and leaped through it into the road, followed by a vociferous cheer from Billy, whose spirit was wildly stirred by the boldness and success of the movement, and mightily rejoiced at the discomfiture of his mother.

Mrs Gaff relieved her feelings by slapping the Busters face, and was about to close the window when her husband quietly stepped through it again, saying  

Open the door, lass, youve no need to fear; Ill remain now.

There was a trampling of many feet outside. The door had scarcely been unlocked when they were in the passage. Next moment four fishermen entered, bearing the figure of a man in their arms.

He ant drownded, lass, only swownded, said one of the men to Mrs Gaff, with the view of relieving the good womans anxiety, as they laid a seaman on the bed. Look alive now, old girl, an git hot blankets an bottles.

While Mrs Gaff obeyed in silent haste, the room was filled with men, some of whom supported or half-carried others, whose drooping heads, torn garments, and haggard faces, showed that they had just been rescued from the angry sea. None of them were more than partially clothed; some were nearly naked. With excited haste the fishermen crowded the wrecked men round the fire, and spread blankets and sails, or whatever came first to hand, on the floor for those who were most exhausted to lie down upon, while Stephen Gaff poured hot tea and hot grog indiscriminately into cups, saucers, pannikins, and soup-plates, and urged them to drink with rough but kindly hospitality.

The wrecked men, (there were twelve of them), were Russians, and as a matter of course could not understand a word that was said to them, although some of the fishermen asked them, with as much earnestness as if their lives depended on the answer, Who  they  wos  an  whar  they  comd  fro?

Receiving for reply a stare and a shake of the head from such of the men as were able to attend, one of the fishermen tried them again with great precision and slowness of speech, and with much solemnity of manner, What  part  o the arth  dye hail fro,  lads?

No answer, accompanied by a stare and a shake.

Oh, its o no use, cried one, let the poor lads a-be.

Hallo! Dan, cried another, as a man forced his way through the crowded room towards the fire, youve bin in Toorkey, I believe; I say, try them fellers wi a screed o Toorko. Praps theyll make that out.

The individual addressed was very different from the men amongst whom he stood. He was a thin, slightly-made, yet strong and active young man, in a very short grey coat, a very long striped vest, and very tight corduroy trousers  a sort of compound of footman and jockey. In truth, Daniel Horsey was both; being at once valet and groom to the romantic Kenneth, whose fate it was, (according to the infallible Mrs Niven), to be drownded.

Dans first inquiry was as to whether any one had seen his master, and the tones in which the question was put betokened him, beyond all doubt, a son of the Green Isle.

Being told that no one had seen his master, he was about to leave the hut in quest of him when he was collared by several stout men, and placed forcibly in front of a Russian with a huge red beard, who appeared to be the least exhausted of the party.

Come now, Dan, say somethin to them Roosians.

Arrah! dye think Ill spake a word av ye stick yer great ugly fists into my jooglar veins like that? Hands off, he cried indignantly, or niver a taste o spaitch yell git from me, bad or good. Besides, what duv I know about Roosian?

Yeve bin in Toorkey, hant ye? inquired a fisherman.

Troth I have, an what o that? replied Dan, as his captors released their hold of his collar.

Ye can speak Toorko, cant ye?

Maybe I can, he replied cautiously.

Well, Im told that Toorkey lies to the suthard o Roosia, just as England lies to the suthard o Scotland, an so, mayhap, theyll understand a bit Toorko.

Faix, av they dont understand Thoorko better nor the English understand Scotch, its little speed Ill come wi them, said Dan with a leer. Howsomediver, Ill give em a trial. I say, Mr Red-beard, hubba doorum bobble moti squorum howko joski tearum thaddi whak? Come, now, avic, lets hear what yeve got to say to that. An mind what ye spake, cause we wont stand no blarney here.

Dan uttered this with immense volubility and assurance, and the fishermen regarded him with deepening respect, as they awaited the Russians answer. He replied by a stare and a shake of the head as before.

Hookum daddy, resumed Dan, stooping to gaze earnestly into the mans face, and placing the thumb of his right hand into the palm of his left, by way of emphasising his remark, Hookum daddy, saringo spolli-jaker tooraloo be japers bang falairo  och! he added, turning away with a look of disgust, he dont understand a word. I would try him wi Frinch, but its clear as ditch wather that hes half drownded still.

Convinced that Dan Horseys Toorko was of no use, the fishermen at length allowed him to retire.




Chapter Four.

The Rescue.

While this scene was enacting in the cottage, I was hasting up from the beach, where the lifeboat men had rendered good service that night.

As the honorary agent for the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, I had been summoned by a special messenger as soon as it was known that vessels were on the rocks off the entrance to our harbour. I was accompanied by my niece, Lizzie Gordon, who always joined me on such occasions, carrying with her a basket in which were a flask of brandy, another of port wine, a bottle of smelling salts, and several small articles which she fancied might be of use in cases of emergency. We had called at the Sailors Home in passing, to see that they were astir there, and ready to receive shipwrecked people. We afterwards remained on the beach, under the lee of a boathouse, while the lifeboat men saved the crews of the wrecked vessels.

The work was nobly done! John Furby, the coxswain, with a sturdy crew of volunteers  twelve in all  were ready for action, with cork life-belts and oilskin coats on, when the team of four stout horses came tearing along the sands dragging the lifeboat after them, assisted and cheered on by a large crowd of men and boys. No unnecessary delay occurred. Opposite the first wreck, the carriage was wheeled round, so that the bow of the boat pointed to the sea. The crew sprang into their seats, and, shipping the oars, sat ready and resolute.

Immense breakers thundered on the beach, and rushed inland in fields of gurgling foam that looked like phosphoric light in the darkness. Into this the carriage was thrust as far as it could be with safety by many strong and willing hands. Then the men in the surf seized the launching lines, by means of which the boat could be propelled off its carriage. A peculiar adaptation of the mechanism enabled them, by pulling backward, to force the boat forward. For a moment they stood inactive as a towering wave rolled in like a great black scroll coming out of the blacker background, where the sound of the raging storm could be heard, but where nothing could be seen, save the pale red light which proved that the wreck still held together.

The sea flew up, almost overwhelming the carriage. John Furby, standing at his post by the steering oar, with the light of the small boat-lamp shining up into his rugged face, gave the word in a clear, strong voice.

Hurrah! shouted the men on shore, as they ran up the beach with the ends of the launching ropes.

The boat sprang into the surf, the crew bent to their oars with all their might, and kept pace with the rush of the retreating billow, while the sea drew them out as if it were hungry to swallow them.

The lifeboat met the next breaker end-on; the men, pulling vigorously, cleft it, and, passing beyond, gained the deep water and disappeared from view.

The minutes that followed appeared like hours, but our patience was not long tried. The boat soon re-appeared, coming in on the crest of a towering wave, with six saved seamen in her. As she struck the beach she was seized by the crowd on shore, and dragged out of danger by main force.

Thus far all was well. But there was stern work still to be done. Having ascertained that the vessel was a collier, and that none of her crew were lost, I sent the six men with an escort to the Sailors Home, and followed the lifeboat, which was already on its way to the second wreck, not more than five hundred yards from the first.

Here they were equally successful, three men and a boy being rescued from the vessel, which also proved to be a small collier. Then the boat was conveyed to the third wreck, which turned out to be a brig, and was nearly a mile removed from the harbour, just opposite the fishing village of Cove.

The crew of the lifeboat being now much exhausted, were obliged to give up their oars and life-belts to fresh men, who volunteered for the service in scores. Nothing, however, would persuade John Furby to resign his position, although he was nearly worn out with fatigue and exposure.

Once more the lifeboat dashed into the sea, and once again returned with a crew of rescued men, who were immediately led up to the nearest hut, which chanced to be that of Stephen Gaff. One of the saved men, being insensible, was carried up and laid in Stephens bed, as I have already described.

There was still some uncertainty as to whether all those on board the wreck had been rescued, so the boat put off again, but soon returned, having found no one. As she struck the shore a larger wave than usual overwhelmed her, and washed the coxswain overboard. A loud cry burst from those who witnessed this, and one or two daring fellows, running into the surf up to their waists, nearly perished in their brave but vain efforts to grasp the drowning man.

Furby did not struggle. He had been rendered insensible by the shock, and although several ropes were thrown to him, and one actually fell over him, he could make no effort to save himself, as the waves rolled him inshore and sucked him back again.

At this moment the sound of horses hoofs was heard on the sands, and my young friend Kenneth Stuart dashed past us, at full gallop, into the sea!

Kenneth was a splendid and a fearless rider. He kept the finest horses in the neighbourhood. On this occasion he was mounted on a large strong chestnut, which he had trained to gallop into a foaming surf.

Checking his pace suddenly, when about knee-deep in the foam, he took up such a position that the next billow would wash the drowning man within his reach.

The wave came on. When about a hundred yards from the spot where the young horseman stood, it fell with a prolonged roar, and the foam came sweeping in like a white wall, with the dark form of Furby tossing in the midst. The sea rushed furiously upon horse and rider, and the terrified horse, rearing almost perpendicular, wheeled round towards the land. At the same instant the coxswain was hurled against them. Kenneth seized the mane of his steed with one hand, and grasping Furby with the other, held on. The noble charger, swept irresistibly landward, made frantic efforts to regain his footing, and partially succeeded before the full force of the retreating water bore back upon him.

For one moment he stood quivering with the strength of his effort. Kenneth was very strong, else he had never maintained his grasp on the collar of the coxswain.

A moment more, and the horse made a plunge forward; then a dozen hands caught him by bridle and saddle-girth, and almost dragged the trio out of the sea, while a loud cheer greeted their deliverance.

I ordered four stout men to carry the coxswain to Gaffs cottage, remaining behind for a few minutes in order to congratulate my young friend on his escape and success, as well as to see that no other wrecks had occurred in the neighbourhood. Having satisfied myself as best I could on this latter point, I was about to proceed to the cottage when Kenneth came forward, leading his good horse by the bridle, and offered his disengaged arm to my niece.

Lizzie thanked him and declined, observing that, after his gallant and successful rescue of Furby, he must himself stand in need of assistance, or something to that effect. I cannot say what his reply was, but I observed that she immediately afterwards took the proffered arm, and we all walked up to the hut together.

On reaching it we met Kenneths groom coming out, he having failed, as has been shown, to make any impression on the Russians with his Turkish!

I found the place completely filled with men and women, the latter being in a state of great excitement.

Heres the agent! make way, lads! here comes Capn Bingley, several voices exclaimed as I entered.

Going to the bed and seeing how matters stood with poor Furby, who had been placed on his back, I ordered the people to leave the hut, and had the half-drowned man turned instantly on his face. The other half-drowned man, having recovered, was lying on a blanket before the fire.

Clear the room, lads, said I firmly, the man wants fresh air; open the window, and take these wrecked men up to the Home in town. Everything is prepared for them there, hot coffee and beds, and a hearty welcome. Away with you, now; carry those who cant walk.

With the assistance of Kenneth and his man the hut was soon cleared, only a few being allowed to remain to aid me in my efforts to recover the coxswain.

You see, said I, as I rolled Furby gently and continuously from his face to his side, in order to produce what I may term artificial breathing, it is not good to lay a half-drowned man on his back, because his tongue will fall into his throat, and prevent the very thing we want to bring about, namely, respiration. Go to the foot of the bed, Kenneth, put your hands under the blankets, and chafe his legs with hot flannel. Hold the smelling salts to his nose, Lizzie. Thats it, now. Mrs Gaff, put more hot bottles about him; see, he begins to breathe already.

As I spoke the mysterious vital spark in the man began to revive, and ere long the quivering eyelids and short fitful gasps indicated that Uncle John, as the coxswain of the lifeboat was styled by the household, had recovered. We gave him a teaspoonful or two of hot coffee when he was able to swallow, and then prepared to take our leave.

I observed, while I was busy with Furby, that my niece took Mrs Gaff aside, and appeared to be talking to her very earnestly. Lizzie was a lovely girl. She was tall and slightly formed, with rich brown hair and a dark clear complexion that might have been almost styled Spanish, but for the roses which bloomed on her cheeks. I could not help admiring the strong contrast between her and the fair face and portly figure of worthy Mrs Gaff, who listened to what she said with an air of deep respect.

Little Tottie had taken Lizzies hand in both of hers, and was looking up in her face, and the boy Billy was gazing at her with open-mouthed admiration. I observed, too, that Kenneth Stuart was gazing at her with such rapt attention that I had to address him several times before he heard me!

This I was not surprised at, for I remember to this day the feelings of pleasure with which I beheld my pretty niece, when, having lost her father and mother, poor dear! she came to find a home under my roof, and it was natural she should inspire admiration in a young man like Kenneth.

My family and the Stuarts had become acquainted only a few weeks before the events of which I am now writing, and this was the first time that the young people had met. They were not altogether unknown to each other, however, for Lizzie had heard of Kenneth from the fishermen, who used to speak with interest of his horsemanship and his daring feats in rescuing drowning people from the sea during the storms that so frequently visited our coast, and Kenneth had heard of Lizzie, also from the fishermen, amongst whom she was a frequent visitor, especially when sickness entered their cots, or when the storm made their wives widows, and their little ones fatherless.

I had set my heart on seeing these two married. My dear wife, for the first time in her life I believe, thoroughly agreed with me in this wish. I mention the fact with unalloyed pleasure, as being what I may term a sunny memory, a bright spot, in a life of subdued though true happiness. We neither of us suspected at that time what bitter opposition to our wishes we were to receive from Kenneths father, who, although in many respects a good man, was very stern  unpleasantly stern.

Having done all that could be done for the wrecked people, Lizzie and I returned to our residence in Wreckumoft at about four in the morning.

Kenneth insisted on walking with us, sending his man home with his horse, which Lizzie patted on the neck, and called a noble creature. It was quite evident that Kenneth wished that he himself was his own horse on that occasion  so evident that Lizzie blushed, and taking my arm hurriedly urged me to go home as it was very late.

Very early would be more correct, my dear, said I, for it is past four. You must be tired, Lizzie; it is wrong in me to allow you to subject yourself to such storms. Give her your arm, Kenneth.

If Miss Gordon will accept of it, said the youth approaching her promptly, I shall be

No, thank you, said Lizzie, interrupting him and clinging closer to me; I am not in the least tired, and your assistance is quite sufficient, uncle.

I must confess to being surprised at this, for it was quite evident to me that Kenneth admired Lizzie, and I was pretty certain  so was my dear wife  that Lizzie admired Kenneth, although of course she never gave us the slightest hint to that effect, and it seemed to me such a good and reasonable opportunity for  well, well, I need not bore you, reader, with my wild ideas, so peculiarly adapted it would seem for the twentieth century  suffice it to say, that I was surprised. But if truth must be told, I have always lived in a state of surprise in regard to the thoughts and actions of women, and on this particular night I was doomed to the unpleasant surprise of being received with a sharp rebuke from Mrs Bingley, who roundly asserted that she would stand this sort of thing no longer. That she had no notion of being disturbed at such unearthly hours by the noisy advent of a disagreeably damp and cold husband, and that if I intended to continue to be an agent of the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, she would insist upon a separate maintenance!

I was comforted, however, by finding a good fire and a hot cup of coffee in the parlour for myself and Lizzie, provided by our invaluable housekeeper, Susan Barepoles, a girl who was worthy of a better name, being an active, good-looking, cheerful lass. She was the daughter of the skipper of one of our coal sloops, named Haco Barepoles, a man of excellent disposition, but gifted with such a superabundance of animal spirits, courage, and recklessness, that he was known in the port of Wreckumoft as Mad Haco.

Much exhausted by one of the hardest nights of toil and exposure I ever spent, I retired to my room and sought and found repose.




Chapter Five.

The Breakfast Party at Seaside Villa.

The morning after the storm was bright and beautiful. The breakers, indeed, were still thundering on the shore, but otherwise the sea was calm, and the sun shone into the breakfast parlour of Seaside Villa with a degree of intensity that might have warmed the heart of an oyster. It certainly warmed the heart of the household cat, which, being an early riser, was first down-stairs, and lay at full length on the rug, enjoying at once the heat of the glowing fire which tinged its brown back with red, and the blazing sun which turned its white breast yellow.

Presently a dark cloud entered the room. It sat on the brow of George Stuart, Esquire, of Wreckumoft, the head of the family. Mr Stuart walked up to the fire and turned his back to it, as if to offer it a deliberate insult, while yet he accepted all the benefit it could afford him on that cold December morning.

The cat being in his way, he moved it out of his way with his foot. He did it roughly, but he did not exactly kick it, for he was not a cruel, or naturally unkind man.

Having disposed of the cat, and looked twice at his watch, and blown his nose three times  the last twice unnecessarily  Mr Stuart rang the bell with violence.

Mrs Niven entered.

Why is breakfast not ready? said the master with asperity.

Breakfast is ready, sir, replied the housekeeper with dignity.

Where is my sister, then, and the rest of them? The questioner was partly answered by the abrupt and somewhat flurried entrance of the sister referred to.

Whats the meaning of this, Peppy? demanded Mr Stuart with a frown.

My dear George, said Miss Peppy, bustling about actively, I really am sorry, but you know things cant always be just as one would wish, and then when things do turn out occasionally as one would not wish, and as one had no expectation of, and, so to speak, without consulting one at all, (dear me, where is that key?)  and when one cant help things turning out so, you know, its really too much to  to  you know what I mean, brother; come now, be reasonable.

I do not know what you mean, Peppy, (the ladys name when unabbreviated was Penelope, but as she never was so named by any one, she might as well not have had the name at all), and, continued Mr Stuart, emphatically, I would advise you to be reasonable and explain yourself.

Dear George, how can you, said Miss Peppy, who talked with great volubility, and who never for a moment ceased to bustle about the room in a series of indescribable, as well as unaccountable, not to say unnecessary, preparations for the morning meal, which had already been prepared to perfection by Mrs Niven; you surely dont forget  things do happen so surprisingly at times  really, you know, I can not see why we should be subjected to such surprises. Im quite sure that no good comes of it, and then it makes one look so foolish. Why human beings were made to be surprised so, I never could understand. No one ever sees pigs, or horses, or cows surprised, and they seem to get through life a great deal easier than we do, at all events they have less worry, and they never leave their children at their neighbours doors and run away  what can have got it?  Im quite sure I put it there last night with the thimble and scissors.

Miss Peppy thrust her right hand deep into that mysterious receptacle of household miscellanies her pocket, and fingered the contents inquiringly for a few moments.

What are you looking for? inquired her brother impatiently.

The key of the press, said Miss Peppy with a look of weariness and disappointment.

What key is that in your left hand? said Mr Stuart.

Why, I declare, thats it! exclaimed his sister with a laugh; there is no accounting for things. My whole life is a series of small surprises and perplexities. I wonder what I was born for! It seems to me so ridiculous that so serious a thing as life should be taken up with such little trifles.

Whats that you say about trifles, aunt? asked Kenneth, who entered the room at the moment, and saluted Miss Peppy on the cheek.

Nothing, Kennie, nothing worth mentioning, (she seated herself at the table and began to pour out the tea): it seems that you have been saving more lives last night.

Well, yes, at least I saved one, said Kenneth, with a look of mingled pride and pleasure; stout John Furby, the coxswain of the new lifeboat, was knocked overboard and nearly drowned. Bucephalus and I chanced to be near the spot at the time, so we managed to pull him out between us.

I dont like Bucephalus, observed Miss Peppy, stirring her tea with her egg-spoon by mistake.

Dont you, aunt  why?

Because hes so big and strong and fierce. I wonder you can take pleasure in riding such a great cart-horse, Kennie.

Miss Peppy at this moment discovered her mistake in regard to the egg-spoon, and rectified it, observing with a look of resignation, that there was no accounting for the way in which things happened in this world.

Dont call my Bucephalus a cart-horse, aunt, said Kenneth, beginning to eat languidly; true, he is uncommonly big and strong, but then I am unusually big too, so were well matched; and then his limbs are as delicately turned as those of a racer; and you should see him taking a five-barred gate, aunt!  he carries me over as if I were a mere feather. Think of his swimming powers too. John Furby is not the first man he has enabled me to drag out of the stormy sea. Ah! hes a noble horse  worthy of higher praise than you seem inclined to give him, believe me.

Well Im sure I have no objection to the horse if you have none, Kennie, and its a good thing for a beast to be able to save human lives, though why human lives should require to be saved at all is a mystery that I never could fathom; surely if men would only agree to give up going to sea altogether, and never build any more ships, there would be no more drowning, and no need of lifeboats and cork boots  or coats, I forget which  that enable them to walk on the water, or float in it, I dont remember which. Im sure with all that I have to remember its no wonder  what with ridiculous little trifles to worry one, such as keys, and thimbles, and scissors, when we should be giving our minds to the solemn realities of life  and then,  as if that were not enough for any womans shoulders,  to have a little child left at ones door.

Oh, by the way, interrupted Kenneth, I had quite forgotten the child. Mrs Niven told me about it, and I looked into the crib as I went up to bed last night, or rather this morning, and saw that it was sleeping  somewhat restlessly I fancied. Who brought it here?

Mr Stuart, who had hitherto eaten his breakfast in silence, looked at his sister as if the reply would interest him.

Before the answer could be given the door opened, and a smart handsome youth of apparently eighteen years of age entered. His dress bespoke him a midshipman in the navy, and the hearty familiarity of his manner showed that he was on intimate terms with the family.

Gildart, my boy, how are you? cried Kenneth, springing up and shaking the youth warmly by both hands.

Hearty, old fellow, and happy to see my ancient chum. How dye do, Miss Penelope? How are ye, Mr Stuart?

My son Gildart had been Kenneths favourite companion when they were boys at school. They had not met for many years.

Sit down, said Kenneth, pressing his friend into a chair; when did you arrive; where did you come from; what brought you home?  your appearance is so unexpected!  hope youve come to stay with us. Had breakfast?

Well, now, such a string of em to answer all at once, replied Gildart Bingley, laughing. Suppose I try to reply in the same order  came this morning; direct from China, where weve been sinking junks and peppering pirates; got leave of absence for a few weeks to run down here and see the old folks at home; whether I stay with you will depend on the treatment I receive; I have had breakfast, and came down here supposing that yours would have been over  but Im capable of a second meal at any time; have tried a third occasionally with reasonable success. Now, Kennie  Im not afraid to call you by the old name, you see, although you have grown so big and manly, not to say fierce  having answered your questions, will you be so good as to tell me if its all true that I hear of your having saved the life of a fisherman last night?

It is true that I pulled him out of the sea, aided and abetted by Bucephalus, but whether all that you have heard of me is true I cannot tell, not knowing what you have heard. Who told you of it?

Who? why the household of the Bingleys, to be sure  all speaking at once, and each louder than the other, with the exception of my pretty coz, by the way, who did not speak at all until the others were out of breath, and then she gave me such a graphic account of the affair that I would certainly have forgotten where I was, and been transported to the scene of action, had not her pretty flushed face and blazing black eyes riveted me to the spot where I sat. I actually gave vent to an irresistible cheer when she concluded. Dye know, Kennie, you seem to have made an impression in that quarter? I wish I were you!

The little midshipman sighed, and helped himself to a second slice of buttered toast. Kenneth laughed lightly, glanced askance at his father, and requested another cup of tea. Mr Stuart glanced at his son, frowned at his finished egg, and stuck the spoon through the bottom of the shell as he would have struck a dagger into the hopes of Kenneth, had he possessed the power.

Peppy, he said, pushing his cup from him, before our young friend arrived, you were speaking of the little boy who was left mysteriously here last night

Its a girl, interrupted Miss Peppy, not but that it might have been a boy, brother, if it had been born so, but one cannot ignore facts, and to the best of my belief it was a girl last night. To be sure I was very sleepy when I saw it, but it may be a boy this morning for all I know to the contrary. Im sure the perplexities that do surround us in this world! (Here Miss Peppy sighed.) But if there is any doubt on the question we had better ring for Mrs Niven, and send her up-stairs to ascertain.

At that moment Mrs Niven entered, and handed a letter to Mr Stuart.

Niven, said Miss Peppy, who spoke so fast, all in one tone, that no one had a chance of interrupting her, Niven, will you be so good as to go up-stairs and inquire whether the girl  no, the boy  I  I mean the young human being, that

La! maam, exclaimed the housekeeper in surprise, why do you call her a boy? Shes as sweet and lovely a girl as ever my two heyes looked on. I never saw nothink like er golden air  its quite eavenly, maam, if I may use the hexpression.

Oh! she is a girl then? ah! I thought so, said Miss Peppy, with a sigh of resignation, as if the fact were a perplexity too deep for investigation, at least at that time.

It matters nothing to me, said Mr Stuart sternly, whether she be a boy or a girl, I mean to send her to the workhouse.

Workhouse, brother! exclaimed Miss Peppy in surprise.

Workhouse, sir! echoed Mrs Niven in horror.

Father! said Kenneth, remonstratively.

Mrs Niven, said Mr Stuart, breaking the seal of the letter very slowly, you may leave the room. Sister, I do not choose to have my intentions commented on in such a manner, especially before the domestics. This child I have nothing whatever to do with; it has no claim on me, and I shall certainly hand it over to the parochial authorities to be dealt with

According to law, suggested the middy.

Yes, according to law, assented Mr Stuart with much severity, applying himself to the letter while the rest of the party rose from table.

Dear me! he exclaimed, with an expression of annoyance, as his eye fell on the first lines, I find that Emma and her good-for-nothing husband will, in all likelihood, be here to-night.

To-night, father! said Kenneth, with a look of gladness.

Probably, replied Mr Stuart. The vessel in which they sailed from Australia was seen off the Lizard yesterday, at least my agent writes that he thinks it was the Hawk, but the fog was too thick to permit of a clear sight being obtained; so, I suppose, we shall be inflicted with them and their child to-night or to-morrow.

To-night or to-morrow, it may be so, if they have weathered the storm, muttered Kenneth in a deep, sad tone.




Chapter Six.

Kenneth indulges in Suspicions and Surmises.

Will you walk or ride? said Kenneth Stuart as he and Gildart issued from Seaside Villa, and sauntered down the avenue that led to the principal gate.

Ride, by all means, said Gildart, if you have a respectable horse. I love to ride, not only on the bursting tide, but on the back of a thoroughbred, if hes not too tough in the mouth, and dont incline to shy.

Kenneth replied that he had a mount to give him, which, although not quite thoroughbred, was nevertheless a good animal, and not addicted to the bad qualities objected to.

As he spoke Daniel Horsey walked up, and, touching his hat, asked if the horses would be required.

Yes, Dan. Is Bucephalus none the worse of last nights work?

Niver a taste, sur. Hes like a lark this mornin.

Well, saddle him, and also the brown horse. Bring them both over to Captain Bingleys as soon as you can.

Yis, sur. Dan touched his cap, and walked smartly away.

Why to my fathers? asked Gildart.

Because, after your father and Miss Gordon were exposed to such unwonted fatigue, I wish to inquire for them personally.

Humph! youre not satisfied with my assurance that they are well?

Not quite, my boy, said Kenneth, with a smile; I wish to have the assurance from the lips of your sweet cousin.

Whew! in love! exclaimed Gildart.

No; not in love yet, replied the other; but, to change the subject, did you observe the manner in which my father received the news of the arrival of the Hawk?

Well, it did not require a fellow to have his weather eye very wide-open to perceive that your father has a decided objection to his son-in-law, and does not seem over anxious to meet with him or his wife or child. What have they been up to, Kennie  eloped, eh?

No, they did not exactly elope, but they married without my fathers consent, or rather against his wishes, and were discarded in consequence. You must not think my father is an unkind man, but he was deeply disappointed at poor Emmas choice; for, to say truth, her husband was a wild harum-scarum sort of fellow, fond of steeple-chasing

Like you, interpolated Gildart.

Like me, assented Kenneth, with a nod, and also of yachting and boating, like you.

Like me, assented the middy.

Nevertheless, resumed Kenneth, a good-hearted fellow in the main, who, I am certain, would have acted his part in life well if he had been better trained. But he was spoiled by his father and mother, and I must admit that poor Tom Graham was not over fond of work.

Ha! ejaculated Gildart.

Hum! responded his friend, do either of us, I wonder, perceive in ourselves any resemblance to him in this latter point? I suppose it would require a third party to answer that question truly. But, to continue  My father gave Emma, (for he would not consent to see Tom), a thousand pounds, and dismissed her from his presence, as he said, for ever, but I am convinced that he did not mean what he said, for he paced about his bedroom the whole of the night after his last interview with poor Emma, and I heard him groan frequently, although the partition that separates our rooms is so thick that sounds are seldom heard through it. Do you know, Gildart, I think we sometimes judge men harshly. Knowing my father as I do, I am convinced that he is not the cold, unfeeling man that people give him credit for. He acted, I believe, under a strong conviction that the course he adopted was that of duty; he hoped, no doubt, that it would result in good to his child, and that in the course of time he should be reconciled to her. I cannot conceive it possible that any one would cast off his child deliberately and for ever. Why, the man who could do so were worse than the beasts that perish.

I agree with you. But what came of Tom and Emma? asked Gildart.

They went to Australia. Tom got into business there. I never could make out the exact nature of it, but he undoubtedly succeeded for a time, for Emmas letters to me were cheerful. Latterly, however, they got into difficulties, and poor Emmas letters were sad, and came less frequently. For a year past she has scarcely written to me at all. Tom has never written. He was a high-spirited fellow, and turned his back on us all when my father cast him and Emma off.

Humph! ejaculated Gildart, nevertheless his high spirit did not induce him to refuse the thousand pounds, it would seem.

You wrong him, Gildart; Emma knew him well, and she told me that she had placed the money in a bank in her own name, without telling him of it. Any success that attended him at first was the result of his own unaided energy and application to business. It is many years now since they went away. Some time ago we heard that they, with their only daughter, little Emma, were coming back to England, whether in wealth or in poverty I cannot tell. The vessel in which they were to sail is named the Hawk, and that is the ship that my father has heard of as having been seen yesterday.

How comes it, Kenneth, that you have never opened your lips to me on this subject during our long acquaintance? I did not know even that you had a sister.

Why, to say truth, the subject was not one on which I felt disposed to be communicative. I dont like to talk of family squabbles, even to my most intimate friends.

So we may look for some family breezes and squalls ere long, if not gales, said Gildart with a laugh.

Kenneth shook his head gravely.

I fear much, said he, that the Hawk was exposed to last nights gale; she must have been so if she did not succeed in making some harbour before it came on; but I cannot shake off the feeling that she is wrecked, for I know the vessel well, and practical men have told me that she was quite unseaworthy. True, she was examined and passed in the usual way by the inspectors, but every one knows that that does not insure the seaworthiness of vessels.

Well, but even suppose they have been wrecked, suggested Gildart, it does not follow that they have been drowned.

I dont know, replied the other in a low voice I have a strange, almost a wild suspicion, Gildart.

What may that be?

That the little girl who was left so mysteriously at our door last night is my sisters child, said Kenneth.

Whew! whistled the midshipman, as he stopped and gazed at his friend in surprise; well, that is a wild idea, so wild that I would advise you seriously to dismiss it, Kennie. But what has put it into your head?  fancied likeness to your sister or Tom, eh?

No, not so much that, as the fact that she told Niven last night that her name is Emmie.

Thats not Emma, said Gildart.

It is what I used to call my sister, however; and besides that there is a seaman named Stephen Gaff, who, I find, has turned up somewhat suddenly and unaccountably last night from Australia. He says he has been wrecked; but he is mysterious and vague in his answers, and do what I will I cannot get rid of the idea that there is some connexion here.

It is anxiety, my boy, that has made you think in this wild fashion, said Gildart. Did I not hear Mrs Niven say that the child gave her name as Emmie Wilson?

True, I confess that the name goes against my idea; nevertheless I cannot get rid of it, so I mean to canter to-day down to Cove, where Gaff stays, and have a talk with him. We can go together by the road along the top of the cliffs, which is an exceedingly beautiful one. What say you?

By all means: it matters nothing to me what course you steer, so long as we sail in company. But pray dont let the fascinating Lizzie detain you too long. Oh! you need not laugh as if you were invulnerable. Ill engage to say that youll not come away under an hour if you go into the house without making me a solemn promise to the contrary.

Why, Gildart, it strikes me that you must be in love with your fascinating cousin from the way in which you speak.

Perhaps I am, said the middy, with a tremendous sigh; but come, here we are, and the horses at the door before us; they must have been brought round by the other road. Now, then, promise that youll not stay longer than half an hour.

Kenneth smiled, and promised.

On entering my residence, which had been named, by Mrs Bingleys orders, Bingley Hall, the young men found my pretty niece coming down the staircase in that most fascinating of all dresses, a riding-habit, which displayed her neat and beautifully rounded figure to perfection. Lizzie could not be said to blush as she bowed acknowledgment to Kenneths salutation, for a blush, unless it were a very deep one, usually lost itself among the blush roses that at all times bloomed on her cheek; but she smiled with great sweetness upon the stalwart youth, and informed him that, having just been told that John Furby was still suffering from the effects of his recent accident, she had ordered out her pony and was about to ride down to Cove to see him.

Kenneth began to remark on the curious coincidence that he too had come out with the intention of riding down to the same place; but the volatile middy burst in with  

Come, Lizz, thats jolly, were bound for the same port, and can set sail in company; whether we keep together or not depends on circumstances, not to mention wind and weather. I rather think that if we take to racing, Bucephalus and Kenneth will be there first.

Bucephalus is always well behaved in the company of ladies, which is more than I can say of you, Gildart, retorted his friend, as he opened the door to let Lizzie Gordon pass out.

And we wont race, good cousin, said Lizzie, for my uncle is to ride with me, and you know he is not fond of going very fast.

How dye know that, lass? said I, coming down-stairs at the moment; not a few of my friends think that I go much too fast for this century  so fast, indeed, that they seem to wonder that I have not ridden ahead of them into the next! How dye do, Kenneth? Gildart was not long of finding you out, I see.

Saying this, I mounted my cob and cantered down the avenue of Bingley Hall, followed by the young people, whose fresh and mettlesome steeds curvetted and pranced incessantly.

It may be as well to remark here, good reader, that at the time of which I write I was unacquainted, as a matter of course, with many of the facts which I am now narrating: they were made known to me piecemeal in the course of after years. I feel that this explanation is necessary in order to account for my otherwise unaccountable knowledge of things that were said and done when I was not present.




Chapter Seven.

Lizzie Gordon is run away with, and Gaff is pumped.

The road to the Cove lay along the top of the cliffs, and was in many parts exceedingly picturesque; now passing, in the form of a mere bridle-path, along the verge of the precipices, where thousands of sea-gulls floated around the giddy heights, or darted down into the waves which fell on shingly beach, or promontory, or bay of yellow sand, far below; anon cutting across the grassy downs on some bold headland, or diverging towards the interior, and descending into a woody dell in order to avoid a creek or some other arm of the sea that had cleft the rocks and intruded on the land.

The day was sunny and sufficiently warm to render a slow pace agreeable to my nag, which was a sedate animal, inclined to corpulency like myself. My young companions and their horses were incapable of restraining themselves to my pace, so they dashed on ahead at intervals, and sometimes came back to me at full gallop. At other times they dismounted and stood on the cliffs looking at the view of the sea, which appeared to them, as it has always been to me, enchanting.

I think a view from a high cliff of the great blue sea, dotted with the white and brown sails of ships and boats, is one of the grandest as well as the most pleasant prospects under the sun.

Kenneth Stuart thought so too, for I heard him make use of that or some similar expression to Lizzie as he stood beside her talking earnestly, in spite of the light and jocular remarks of my son, who stood at Lizzies other side commenting on things in general with that easy freedom of speech which is characteristic of middies in the British navy, although not entirely confined to them.

The party had dismounted, and Kenneth held Lizzies horse by the bridle, while Gildart held his own. Bucephalus was roaming at large. His master had trained him so thoroughly that he was as obedient as a dog. He followed Kenneth about, and would trot up to him when he whistled. I dont think I ever saw such a magnificent horse, as to size, beauty, and spirit, coupled with docility, either before or since.

Why, uncle, we thought you must have gone to sleep, said Lizzie, turning towards me with a laugh as I rode up.

Or fallen over the cliffs, added Gildart.

In either case you would not have taken it much to heart, apparently, said I; come, mount and push on.

Lizzie placed her little foot in Kenneths hand, and was in the saddle like a flash of thought, and with the lightness of a rose-leaf. Gildart, being a little fellow, and his horse a tall one, got into the saddle, according to his own statement, as a lands-man clambers into the main-top through the lubbers hole in a squall; and I think the idea was not far-fetched, for, during the process of mounting, his steed was plunging like a ship in a heavy sea. Bucephalus came up at once when whistled to.

You seem very fond of your horse, said Lizzie, as Kenneth vaulted into the saddle.

I love him, replied the youth enthusiastically.

You love other creatures besides horses, thought I; but the thought had barely passed through my brain when Lizzie went off like an arrow. Kenneth sprang forward like a thunderbolt, and Gildart followed  if I may so speak  like a zig-zag cracker. Now, it chanced that Lizzies horse was in a bad humour that morning, so it ran away, just as the party came to a grassy slope of half a mile in extent. At the end of this slope the road made a sharp turn, and descended abruptly to the beach. Kenneth knew that if the horse came to this turn at a furious gallop, nothing could save Lizzie from destruction. He therefore took the only course open to him, which was to go by a short cut close along the edge of the cliff, and thus overshoot and intercept the runaway. He dashed spurs into Bucephalus, and was off like an arrow from a bow. There was but one point of danger  a place where the bridle-path was crossed by a fence, beyond which the road turned sharp to the left. The risk lay in the difficulty of making the leap and the turn almost at the same instant. To fail in this would result in horse and man going over the cliff and being dashed to pieces. On they went like the wind, while my son and I followed as fast as we could.

Bravo, Kenneth! shouted Gildart, as Bucephalus took the fence like a deer, and disappeared.

Gildart did not know the dangers of the leap: I did, and hastened to the spot with a feeling of intense alarm. On reaching it I saw Kenneth flying far down the slope. He was just in time; a few seconds more, and Lizzie would have been lost. But the bold youth reached the road in time, caught her bridle, reined the horse almost on his haunches, then turned him gradually aside until he galloped with him to a place of safety.

This episode induced us to ride the rest of the way in a more leisurely fashion.

Arrived at Cove, we each went on our several pieces of business, arranging to meet at the north end of the village in about an hour afterwards.

Kenneth found Stephen Gaff at home. Leaving Lizzie to make inquiry as to the health of John Furby, he took the seaman out and walked towards the Downs.

Well, Stephen, you have been wrecked again, I am told? said Kenneth.

So I have, sir; its the sixth time now. Its quite plain I aint born to be drownded. I only hope as how I wont live to be hanged.

I hope not, Stephen. What was the name of the ship?

The Fairy Queen.

The Fairy Queen, echoed Kenneth, with a slight feeling of disappointment; from Australia?

Yes, from Australia.

Did she go to pieces?

Ay, not an inch of her left. She was an old rotten tub not fit for sea.

Indeed! Thats by no means an uncommon state of things, said Kenneth, with some degree of warmth. It seems to me that until men in power take the matter up, and get a more rigid system of inspection instituted, hundreds of lives will continue to be sacrificed every year. It is an awful thing to think that more than a thousand lives are lost annually on our shores, and that because of the indifference of those who have the power, to a large extent, to prevent it. But that is not the point on which I want to speak to you to-day. Was the Fairy Queen bound for this port?

No; for the port of London, said Gaff, with a cautious glance at his questioner.

Then why did she make for Wreckumoft? inquired Kenneth.

Thats best known to the capn, whos gone to his long home, said Gaff gravely.

Were all lost except yourself? pursued Kenneth, regarding his companions face narrowly; but the said face exhibited no expression whatever as its owner replied simply  

Its more than I can tell; mayhap some of em were carried away on bits o wreck and may turn up yet.

At all events none of them came ashore, to your knowledge?

I believe that every mothers son o the crew wos lost but me, replied Gaff evasively.

Were none of the children saved?

What childn? asked the other quickly. I didnt say there was childn aboord, did I?

Kenneth was somewhat confused at having made this slip; and Gaff, suddenly changing his tactics, stopped short and said  

I tell ee wot it is, young man  seems to me youre pumpin of me for some ends of yer own as Im not acquainted with; now, I tell ee wot it is, I aint used to be pumped. No offence meant, but I aint used to be pumped, an if youve got anything to say, speak it out fair and above board like a man.

Well, well, Gaff, said Kenneth, flushing and laughing at the same moment, to say truth, I am not used to pump, as you may see, nor to be otherwise than fair and aboveboard, as I hope you will believe; but the fact is that a very curious thing has occurred at our house, and I am puzzled as well as suspicious, and very anxious about it.

Here Kenneth related all that he knew about the little girl having been left at Seaside Villa, and candidly admitted his suspicion that the child was his niece.

But, said Gaff, whose visage was as devoid of expression as a fiddle figure-head, your brother-in-laws name was Graham, you know.

True, thats what puzzles me; the childs Christian name is Emma  the same as that of my niece and sister  but she says her last name is Wilson.

Well, then, Wilson aint Graham, you know, any more nor Gaff aint Snooks, dye see?

Yes, I see; but Im puzzled, for I do see a family likeness to my sister in this child, and I cannot get rid of the impression, although I confess that it seems unreasonable. And the thought makes me very anxious, because, if I were correct in my suspicion, that would prove that my beloved sister and her husband are drowned.

Kenneth said this with strong feeling, and the seaman looked at him more earnestly than he had yet done.

Your father was hard on your sister and her husband, if I beant misinformed, said Gaff.

He thought it his duty to be so, answered Kenneth.

And you agreed with him? pursued Gaff.

No, never! cried the other indignantly. I regretted deeply the course my father saw fit to pursue. I sympathised very strongly with my dear sister and poor Tom Graham.

Did you? said Gaff.

Most truly I did.

Hum. You spoke of suspicions  wot was your suspicions?

To be candid with you, then, said Kenneth, when I came to see you I suspected that it was you who left that child at our house, for I heard of your sudden re-appearance in Cove, but I am convinced now that I was wrong, for I know you would not tell me a falsehood, Gaff.

No more I would, sir, said Gaff, drawing himself up, and no more I did; but let me tell to you, sir, nevertheless, that your suspicions is crect. I left Emmie Wilson at your house, and Emmie Wilson is Emma Graham!

Kenneth stopped and looked earnestly at his companion.

My sister and brother? he asked in a low suppressed voice.

Dead, both of em, said Gaff.

With a mighty effort Kenneth restrained his feelings, and, after walking in silence for some time, asked why Gaff had concealed this from his family, and how it happened that the child did not know her proper name.

You see, sir, replied the sailor, Ive knowd all along of your fathers ill-will to Mr Graham and his wife, for I went out with them to Australia, and they tuk a fancy to me, dye see, an so did I to them, so we made it up that wed jine company, pull in the same boat, so to speak, though it was on the land we was goin and not the sea. Theres a proverb, sir, that says, misfortin makes strange bed fellows, an I spose its the same proverb as makes strange messmates; anyhow, poor Tom Graham, he an me an his wife, we become messmates, an of course we spun no end o yarns about our kith and kin, so I found out how your father had treated of em, which to say truth I warnt sprised at, for Ive obsarved for years past that hes hard as nails, altho he is your father, sir, an has let many a good ship go to the bottom for want o bein properly found

You need not criticise my father, Gaff, said Kenneth, with a slight frown. Many mens sins are not so black as they look. Prevailing custom and temptation may have had more to do with his courses of action than hardness of heart.

I dun know that, said Gaff, howsever, I dont mean for to krittysise him, though Im bound to say his sins is uncommon dark grey, if they aint black. Well, I wos a-goin to say that Mr Graham had some rich relations in Melbourne as he didnt want for to see. He was a proud man, you know, sir, an didnt want em to think he cared a stiver for em, so he changed his name to Wilson, an let his beard an mowstaches grow, so that when he put his cap on there was nothin of him visible except his eyes and his nose stickin out of his face, an when his hair grew long, an his face was tanned wi the sun, his own mother would have cut him dead if shed met him in the street.

Well, we worked a year in Melbourne to raise the wind. Tom, (he made me call him Tom, sir), bein a clever fellow, got into a store as a clerk, an I got work as a porter at the quays; an though his work was more gentlemanly than mine, I made very near as much as him, so we lived comfortable, and laid by a little. That winter little Emma was born. She just come to poor Tom and his wife like a great sunbeam. Arter that we went a year to the diggins, and then I got to weary to see my old missus, so I left em with a promise to return. I comd home, saw my wife, and then went out again to jine the Grahams for another spell at the diggins; then I come home again for another spell wi the missus, an so I kep goin and comin, year by year, till now.

Tom was a lucky digger. He resolved to quit for good and all, and return to settle in England. He turned all he had into gold-dust, and put it in a box, with which he shipped aboard the Fairy Queen, of which I was one o the crew at the time. The Fairy Queen, you must understand, had changed owners just about that time, havin bin named the Hawk on the voyage out. We sailed together, and got safe to British waters, an wos knocked all to bits on British rocks, cause the compasses wasnt worth a button, as no more wos our charts, bein old ones, an the chain o the best bower anchor had bin got cheap, and wasnt fit to hold a jolly-boat, so that wen we drove on a lee-shore, and let go the anchor to keep off the reefs, it parted like a bit o packthread. I took charge of Emmie, and, by Gods blessin, got safe to land. All the rest went down.

Now, sir, continued Gaff, it came into my head that if I took the little gal to her grandfather, he, bein as hard as nails, an desprit unforgivin, would swear I wos tellin a lie, and refuse to take her in. So I thought Id just go and put her down in the passage an leave her, so that hed be obleeged to take her in, dye see, not bein able to see what else to do wi her. You know he couldnt throw her out, and let her die in the street, could he, sir?

Not exactly, replied Kenneth, with a sad smile, nevertheless he would not find it difficult to dispose of her in some other way; in fact, he has already spoken of sending her to the workhouse.

You dont say so, sir?

Indeed I do, but keep your mind easy, Gaff, for, without telling my father who little Emmie is, I will see to it that she is properly cared for.

Kenneth rode back to town that day with a heart so heavy that the bright eyes of Lizzie Gordon failed to rouse him to even the semblance of cheerfulness, and the effervescing small-talk of the volatile Gildart was almost intolerable.




Chapter Eight.

Dan Horsey does the Agreeable in the Kitchen.

Captain Bingley, said Kenneth, entering my study somewhat hastily on the following morning, I am going to carry off Gildart for the day to have a ride with me, and I looked in on you in passing to tell you that Haco has arrived in his schooner, and that he is going to sail this evening for London and will take your Russians to their consul if you wish it.

Thank you, lad; many thanks, said I, some of them may be able to go, but others, I fear, are too much hurt, and may require to be nursed in the Home for some time yet. I will consider it; meanwhile will you carry a note to your father for me?

With pleasure; at least I will send Dan Horsey with it, if that will do as well.

Quite as well, if you can spare him; send him into the kitchen while I write the note. Adieu, lad, and see that you dont break Gildarts neck. Remember that he is not much accustomed to horses.

No fear of him, said Kenneth, looking back with a laugh as he reached the door, he is well used to riding out hard gales, and that is more arduous work than steeple-chasing. When Dan Horsey was told to go to the kitchen and await further orders, he received the command with a cheerful smile, and, attaching the bridle of his horse to a post, proceeded to obey it.

The kitchen of Bingley Hall was the abode of two females who severally owned a distinct and dissimilar character, both mental and physical. The first female  first in most senses of the word  was Bounder the cook, who was fat, as cooks ought to be in order to prove that their productions agree with them; and self-opinionated, as cooks generally are, in order, no doubt, to prove that they know their business.

The second female was Susan Barepoles, a slim, graceful housemaid, apparently modest, (cook did not even pretend to that virtue), and wonderfully sharp-eyed. Both females were good-looking and young, and both were desperately in love with Daniel Horsey. Each knew the fact, and so did Dan. Each was mortally jealous of the other, and Dan was dreadfully perplexed in consequence.

Not that he was uncertain as to which of the two he preferred, for Susans image was engruven, as he expressed it, deeply on his heart, to the exclusion of all other images, but he found that the jealousy of the two interfered somewhat with the course of true love, causing it to run in its proverbially rough channel.

Its a fine mornin, my darlints, said Dan, as he entered the kitchen with a swagger, and laid his hat and riding-whip on the dresser, at the same time seating himself on the edge of a small table that stood near the window. This seat he preferred to a chair, partly because it enabled him to turn his back to the light, and partly because it afforded him an opportunity of swinging his legs gently with an easy motion that was agreeable, and, at the same time, in his opinion, graceful.

None o yer imperance, said cook, stirring the contents of a large pan carefully.

Susan tossed her head slightly, but admitted that the morning was good.

Hes a-writin of a letter to Grumpy, said Dan, pointing with his thumb towards the ceiling, in order to indicate that the he referred to was myself.

Whos Grumpy? inquired cook, with a look of interest.

Arrah, now, dont ye know its old Stuart?

Susan laughed, and cook observed that the name seemed to her an extremely disrespectful one.

Its not bad enough for him, the old pair o tongs, said Dan, taking up his whip with a gentlemanly assumption of ease, and flipping the toe of his boot with it; av it wasnt for the love that my master Kenneth bears me, Id have left em long ago. But, you see, the young master is a first-rater, and couldnt get on without me no how, so Im willin to stop. Besides, continued Dan, with a very small sigh, I have private raisons for not carin to leave just now.

He accompanied the latter remark with a sly glance at Susan, who chanced quite accidentally to cast a sly glance at Dan, so that their eyes met, and the result was that Susan blushed and began to rub the silver tea-pot, which she was cleaning, unmercifully, and Dan laughed. Whereupon cook looked round hastily and asked what he was laughing at, to which Dan responded that his own imagination, which happened to be a brilliant one, had just then suggested a train of comical ideas which had tickled his risible muscles so that he couldnt help it!

I dont believe it, said cook, who observed Susans confusion of face, and became internally red hot with jealousy, I blieve you was larfin at me.

Och, Miss Bounder! exclaimed Dan, looking at her with an expression so awfully reproachful that cook instantly repented and laughed.

Theres bin some strange doins up at the Villa, said Susan, by way of changing the subject, while she polished the tea-pot yet more unmercifully.

Ah, exclaimed cook, thats true; what does it all mean, Mr Horsey?

Thats more nor myself can tell, said Dan; the facts o the case is clear, so far as they comed under our obsarvation. But as to the circumstances o the case, specially those of em as hasnt yet transpired, I dont rightly know myself wot opinions I ought to entertain.

Susan listened to these remarks with profound admiration, chiefly because she did not understand them; but cook, who was more matter-of-fact in her nature, and somewhat demonstrative in her tendencies, advised Dan not to talk gammon, but to explain what he meant.

Explain what I mean, coolinary sunbeam! said Dan; isnt it explainin that I am as plain as the nose on yer face, (an a purty wan it is), though I havent got the powers of a lawyer, nor yit a praist? Didnt a drippin wet sailor come to our door at the dead o night an ring the bell as bowld as brass, an when Mrs Niven, whose intellect was niver much beyond that of a poplypus

Whats a poplypus? interrupted cook.

Well now, remonstrated Dan, I aint xactly a walkin dictionary; but I blieve its a baist o the say what haint got nothin but a body an a stummik, indeed Im not sure but that its all stummik together, with just legs enough to move about with, or may be a fin or two, an a hole to let in the wittles; quite in your line, by the way, Miss Bounder.

Imperance! ejaculated cook.

No offence, said Dan; but to resoom the thread o the narrative, as the story books say, Mrs Niven she opened the door, and the drippin wet sailor he puts a little wet spalpeen in her arms, an goes right off without so much as by your lave, an thats all we know about it. An Grumpy he goes ragin about the house sayin hell have nothin to do wi the poor little thing  whos not so little naither, bein a ten-year-old if shes an hour, an a purty sweet face to boot  an that hell send her to the workus or prisn, or anywhere; but in his house shes not to stop another day. Well, not havin the management o the whole of this worlds affairs, (fortnately, else a scrubbily managed world it would be), Grumpy finds out that when he wants to send little Emmie, (as she calls herself), off, shes knocked down by a ragin fever, an the doctor he says its as much as her life is worth to move her. So Grumpy has to grin and bear it, and theres little Emmie lyin at this minit in our best bed, (where Mrs Niven put her the moment she was took bad), a-tossin her purty arms in the air, an makin her yellow hair fly over the pillows, and kickin off the close like a young angel in a passion, and callin on her mama in a voice that would make a stone immage weep, all the while that Miss Penelope is snivellin on one side o the bed, an Mrs Niven is snortin on the other.

Poor dear, said Susan in a low voice, devoting herself with intensified zeal to the tea-pot, while sympathetic tears moistened her eyes.

I interrupted the conversation at this point by entering the kitchen with my note to my friend Stuart. I had to pass through the kitchen to my back garden when I wished to leave my house by the back garden gate. I had coughed and made as much noise as possible in approaching the cooks domains, but they had been so much engrossed with each other that they did not hear me. Dan sprang hastily off the table, and suddenly assumed a deeply respectful air.

Dan, said I, take this note to Mr Stuart as quickly as possible, and bring me an answer without delay. I am going to see Haco Barepoles at

Oh, sir! exclaimed Susan with a start, and looking at me interrogatively.

Oh, I forgot, Susan; your father has just arrived from Aberdeen, and is at this moment in the Sailors Home. You may run down to see him, my girl, if you choose.

Thank you, sir, said Susan, with a glow of pleasure on her good-looking face, as she pushed the tea-pot from her, and dropt the cloth, in her haste to get away to see her sire.

Stay, Susan, said I; you need not hurry back. In fact, you may spend the day with your father, if you choose; and tell him that I will be down to see him in a few minutes. But I shall probably be there before you. You may take Mr Stuarts answer to the Home, I added, turning to Dan; I shall be there when you return with it.

Yes, sir, said Dan in a tone so energetic as to cause me to look at him. I observed that he was winking towards the kitchen door. Casting my eyes thither I saw that Susans face was much flushed as he disappeared into the passage. I also noted that the cooks face was fiery red, and that she stirred a large pot, over which she bent, with unnecessary violence  viciously, as it were.

Pondering on these things I crossed my garden and proceeded towards the Home, which stood on a conspicuous eminence near the docks, at the east end of the town.




Chapter Nine.

The Sailors Home and the Mad Skipper.

The Sailors Home in Wreckumoft was a neat, substantial, unpretending edifice, which had been built by a number of charitable people, in order to provide a comfortable residence, with board at moderate terms, for the numerous seamen who frequented our port. It also served as a place of temporary refuge to the unfortunate crews of the numerous wrecks which occurred annually on our shores.

Here I found Haco Barepoles, the skipper of a coal sloop, seated on the side of his bed in one of the little berths of the Home, busily engaged in stuffing tobacco into the bowl of a great German pipe with the point of his little finger. Susan, who had outstripped me, was seated beside him with her head on his shoulder.

Oh, father! I heard Susan say, as I walked along the passage between the rows of sleeping berths that lined each side of the principal dormitory of our Home; I shall lose you some day, I fear. How was it that you came so near bein wrecked?

Before the skipper could reply I stood in the doorway of his berth.

Good-day, Haco, said I; glad to see you safe back once more.

Thankee, Capn Bingley  same to you, sir, said Haco, rising hastily from the bed and seizing my hand, which he shook warmly, and, I must add, painfully; for the skipper was a hearty, impulsive fellow, apt to forget his strength of body in the strength of his feelings, and given to grasp his male friends with a gripe that would, I verily believe, have drawn a roar from Hercules.

Ive come back to the old bunk, you see, he continued, while I sat down on a chest which served for a chair. I likes the Home better an better every time I comes to it, and Ive brought all my crew with me; for you see, sir, the Coffins amost fallin to pieces, and will have to go into dock for a riglar overhaul.

The Coffin? said Susan, interrogatively.

Yes, lass; its only a nickname the old tub got in the north, where they call the colliers coal-coffins, cause its ten to one youll go to the bottom in em every time ye go to sea.

Are they all so bad as to deserve the name? inquired Susan.

No, not xactly all of em; but theres a good lot as are not half so fit for sea as a washin tub. You see, they aint worth repairin, and owners sometimes just take their chance o makin a safe run by keepin the pumps goin the whole time.

I informed Haco that I had called for the purpose of telling him that I had applied to Mr Stuart, who owned his little coal sloop, to give a few wrecked Russians a passage to London, in order that they might be handed over to the care of their consul; but that I would have to find a passage for them in some other vessel, as the Coffin was so unseaworthy.

Dont be in too great a hurry, sir, said Haco, with a peculiar smile and twinkle in his eye; Im inclined to think that Mr Stuart will send her back to London to be repaired there

What! exclaimed Susan, with a flush of indignation, an risk your life, father?

As to that, lass, my life has got to be risked anyhow, and it aint much worth, to say the truth; so you neednt trouble yourself on that pint.

Its worth a great deal to me, said Susan, drawing herself closer to the side of her rugged parent.

I could not help smiling as I looked at this curious specimen of a British seaman shaking his head gravely and speaking so disparagingly of himself, when I knew, and every one in the town knew, that he was one of the kindest and most useful of men. He was a very giant in size, with a breadth of shoulder that would have made him quite ridiculous had it not been counterbalanced by an altitude of six feet four. He had a huge head of red hair, and a huge heart full of tenderness. His only fault was utter recklessness in regard to his own life and limbs  a fault which not unfrequently caused him to place the lives and limbs of others in jeopardy, though he never could be brought to perceive that fact.

Whatever your life may be worth, my friend, said I, it is to be hoped that Mr Stuart will not risk it by sending you to sea in the Coffin till it is thoroughly overhauled.

Come in! shouted the skipper, in answer to a rap at the door.

The invitation to enter was not accepted, but the rap was repeated.

Go, Susan, said I, see who it is.

Susan obeyed  with unusual alacrity, as I fancied, but did not return with equal quickness. We heard her whispering with some one; then there was a sound as if of a suppressed scream, followed by something that was marvellously like a slap applied to a cheek with an open hand. Next moment Susan re-appeared with a letter and a very flushed face.

A letter, sir, said Susan, dropping her eyes.

Who brought it? I inquired.

Mr Horsey, sir. Susan stammered the name, and looked confused. He waits an answer, sir.

Haco Barepoles had been eyeing his daughter gravely the while. He now sprang up with the wild energy that was his peculiar characteristic, and flinging the door wide-open with a crash that shook the whole framework of the berth, stood face to face with Dan Horsey.

Intense gravity marked the features of the groom, who stood, hat in hand, tapping the side of his top-boot with a silver-mounted riding-whip. He met Hacos steady frown with a calm and equally steady gaze of his clear grey eyes; and then, relaxing into a smile, nodded familiarly, and inquired if the weather was fine up there, bekaise, judgin from his, (Hacos), face he would be inclined to think it must be raither cowld!

Haco smiled grimly: Ye was to wait an answer, was ye?

If I may venture to make so bowld as to say so in the presence of your highness, I was.

Then wait, said Haco, smiling a little less grimly.

Thank ye, sir, for yer kind permission, said Dan in a tone and with an air of assumed meekness.

The skipper returned to the bed, which creaked as if taxed to its utmost, when he sat down on it, and drew Susan close to his side.

This is from Mr Stuart, Haco, said I, running my eye hastily over the note; he consents to my sending the men in your vessel, but after what you have told me

Dont mind wot I told ye, Captain Bingley. Ill see Mr Stuart to-day, anll call on you in the afternoon. The Coffin aint quite so bad as she looks. Have ee any answer to send back?

No, said I, turning to Dan, who still stood at the door tapping his right boot with a jaunty air; tell your master, with my compliments, that I will see him about this matter in the evening.

And harkee, lad, cried Haco, again springing up and confronting the groom, dye see this young ooman? (pointing to Susan.)

Sure I do, replied Dan, with a smile and a nod to Susan, an a purty cratur she is, for the eye of man to rest upon.

And, shouted Haco, shaking his enormous fist within an inch of the others nose, dye see them there knuckles?

Dan regarded them steadfastly for a moment or two without winking or flinching.

Theyre a purty bunch o fives, he said at length, drawing back his head, and placing it a little on one side in order to view the bunch, with the air of a connoisseur; very purty, but raither too fat to do much damage in the ring. I should say, now, that it would get puffy at the fifth round, supposin that you had wind and pluck left, at your time of life, to survive the fourth.

Well now, lad, retorted the skipper, all Ive to say is, that youve seed it, an if you dont mind yer eye yell feel it. A nods as good as a wink to a blind horse.

Haco plunged the bunch of fives into his coat-pocket, and sat down again beside his agitated daughter.

I can speak purfessionally, said Dan, in regard to yer last obsarvation consarnin blind hosses, and I belave that yere crect. It dont much matter whether ye nod or wink to a blind hoss; though I cant spake from personal exparience caise I niver tried it on, not havin nothin to do with blind hosses. Ye wouldnt have a weed, would ye, skipper? he added, pulling out a neat leather case from which he drew a cigar!

Go away, Dan, directly, said I with some asperity, for I was nettled at the impudence of the man in my presence, and not a little alarmed lest the angry Haco should kick him down-stairs.

Dan at once obeyed, bowing respectfully to me, and, as I observed, winking to Susan as he turned away. He descended the stair in silence, but we heard him open the door of the public room and address the Russians, who were assembled there, warming themselves at the fire, and enjoying their pipes.

Hooray! my hearties, said Dan; got yer broken legs rewived I hope, and yer spurrits bandaged up? Hey,  och! I forgot ye can swaller nothin but Toorko  cum, squaki lorum ho po, doddie jairum frango whiskie looro  whack?  eh! Arrah! ye dont need to answer for fear the effort opens up yer wounds afresh. Farewell, lads, or may be its wishin ye fair-wind would be more natral.

So saying he slammed the door, and we heard him switching his boots as he passed along the street under the windows, whistling the air of The girls we left behind us, followed, before he was quite out of earshot, by Oh my love is like the red red rose, thats newly sprung in June.

Immediately after Dans departure I left Haco and Susan together, and they held the following conversation when left alone. I am enabled to report it faithfully, reader, because Susan told it word for word to her mistress, who has a very reprehensible habit of listening to the gossip of her maid. Of course Mrs B told it to me, because she tells everything to me, sometimes a good deal more than I care to hear. This I think a very reprehensible habit also. I am bound to listen, because when my strong-minded wife begins to talk I might as well try to stop a runaway locomotive as attempt to silence her. And so it comes about that I am now making the thing public!

Susan, said Haco, earnestly looking at his daughters downcast face, on which the tell tale blood was mantling. Are you fond o that  that feller?

Yeyes, father, replied Susan, with some hesitation.

Humph! an is he fond o you?

Oh, isnt he, just, said Susan, with a little confused laugh.

Susan, continued Haco, with increasing earnestness, Are ye sure hes worthy of you?

Yes, father, Im quite sure of that.

Well then, Susan, youre a sensible girl, and you ought to know best; but I dont feel easy about ye, cause youre just as like as two peas to your dear mother, what went to the bottom in the last coal-coffin I commanded, an you would ha gone too, darlin, if I hadnt bin spared to swim ashore with ye on my back. It was all I could do. Ah, Susan! it was a black night for you an me that. Well, as I was a sayin, youre as like yer mother as two peas, and she was as trustful as you are, an little knew wot a bad lot she got when she set her heart on me.

Father, thats not true.

Aint it, lass? Well, let it pass, but then this feller, this Dan Hursey

Horsey, father, said Susan.

Well, well, it aint much better; this Horsey is an Irishman, an I dont like Irishmen.

Father, youd get to like em if you only knew em better, said Susan earnestly. What bells that? she added, as a loud ringing echoed through the house.

The dinner bell, lass. Come an see wot a comfrable feed they git. I can tell ee that them Sailors Homes is the greatest blessin that was ever got up for us sea-dogs. We aint xactly such soft good naturd ignorant big babies as some o your well-meanin pheelanthropists would make us out; but we are uncommon hard put to it when we git ashore, for every port is alive with crimps an land-sharks to swaller us up when we come off a long voyage; an the wust of it is, that were in a wild reckless humour for the most part when we git ashore with our pockets full o yellow boys, an are too often quite willin to be swallered up, so that lots of us are constantly a-goin to sticks an stivers. An then before the Homes was set a-goin, the fellers as wanted to get quiet lodgins didnt find it easy to know where to look for em, an was often took in; an when they wanted to send cash to their wives or mothers, they didnt well know how to manage it; but now, wherever theres a Home you can git cheap board, good victuals, help in the way o managin yer cash, an no end of advice gratis. Its only a pity there aint one or two of em in every port in the kingdom.

See here, continued Haco, warming with his subject as he led Susan past the dormitories where the Russians, who had been maimed during the recent wrecks, were being supplied with dinner in their berths, see here,  another o the best o the institootions o this land looks arter them poor fellers, an pays their shot for em as long as theyre here, an sends them to their homes free of expense  thats the Shipwrecked Fishermens and Mariners Society. Youve heerd o that Society, Susan, havent ee?

No father, never.

What, never heerd o the Shipwrecked Mariners Society with its hundreds o honorary agents all round the coast, who have done more to dry the tears o orphans an comfort widders hearts than tongue can tell?  Never heerd o it, an you a sailors daughter?

I daresay Im very stupid for being so ignorant, father; but I never heard of it. You know Ive spent most o my life inland with old Auntie Bess, an only come here this year.

Mayhap, continued Haco, shaking his head gravely, youve never heerd, neither, o the Lifeboat Institootion.

Never, said Susan meekly. Ive seen the lifeboat we have here, you know, but I never heard of the Institootion.

Well, well, Susan, I neednt be surprised, for, to say truth, theres many in this country, who think no small beer o theirselves, that know precious little about either the one or the other, although theyre the most valooable Institootions in the country. Ill tell ee about em, lass, some other time  how they saves hundreds o lives, an relieves no end o distress annooally. Its enough just now to say that the two Institootions is what I calls brother an sister  the Lifeboat one bein the brother; the Shipwrecked Mariners one bein the sister. The brother, besides savin thousands o pounds worth o goods, saves hundreds o lives every year. But when the brother has saved the shipwrecked sailor, his work is done. He hands him over to the sister, who clothes him, feeds him, warms him  as you see bein done to them there Roosians  and then sends him home. Every sailor in the country should be a member o the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, say I. Ive been one myself for many years, an it only costs me three shillings a year. Ill tell ee some other time what good it does me; but just now you an I shall go an have some grub.

Where shall we go to get it, father?

To the refreshment room below, lass. It wont do to take ye to the dinin hall o the Home for three reasons,  first, cause yere a ooman, an they aint admitted; second, cause it wouldnt be pleasant for ye to dine wi forty or fifty Jack-tars; and, thirdly, if ye wanted it ever so much yer old father wouldnt let ye  so come along, lass, to dinner.




Chapter Ten.

The Dinner in the Restaurant  Haco meets an Old Friend and becomes Communicative.

The room to which Haco led his daughter was a small oblong one, divided off into compartments similar to those with which we are familiar in eating-houses and restaurants of the poorer class. It formed part of the Home, but was used by the general public as well as by seamen, who wished to order a meal at any time and pay for it.

Haco Barepoles, being at the time a boarder in the home, was entitled to his dinner in the general mess-room, but being bent on enjoying his meal in company with Susan, he chose to forego his rights on that occasion.

Being the hour at which a number of seamen, labourers, clerks, and others were wont to experience the truth of the great fact that nature abhors a vacuum, the room was pretty full, and a brisk demand was going on for soup, tea, coffee, rolls, and steaks, etcetera, all of which were supplied on the most moderate terms, in order to accommodate the capacities of the poorest purse.

In this temple of luxury you could get a small bowl of good soup for one penny, which, with a halfpenny roll, might form a dinner to any one whose imagination was so strong as to enable him to believe he had had enough. Any one who was the fortunate possessor of threepence, could, by doubling the order, really feel his appetite appeased. Then for those whose poverty was extreme, or appetite unusually small, a little cup of tea could be supplied for one halfpenny  and a good cup of tea too, not particularly strong, it is true, but with a fair average allowance of milk and sugar.

Waiter, cried Haco Barepoles in a voice that commanded instant attention.

Yessir.

Soup for two, steaks an taties for ditto to foller.

Yessir.

Please, father, I would like a cup of coffee after the soup instead of a steak. I dont feel very hungry.

All right, lass. Waiter, knock off one o the steaks an clap a cup o coffee in its place.

Yessir. Roll with it, Miss?

Of course, said Haco.

Butter, Miss?

Sartinly. An double allowance o milk an sugar, replied the skipper. Spose you hant got cream?

No sir.

Never mind. Look alive now, lad. Come, Susan, heres a box with only one man int, well  Hallo! shiver my timbers if it aint  no  it cant be  Stephen Gaff, eh! or his ghost?

Just so, said Stephen, laying down his knife and fork, and shaking warmly the hand which Haco stretched across the table to him; Im always turnin up now an again like a bad shillin. How goes life with ee, Haco? you dont seem to have multiplied the wrinkles since I last saw ye.

Thank ee, Im pretty comfrable. This is my darter Susan, said Haco, observing that his friend glanced inquiringly at his fair companion The world always uses me much the same. I find it a roughish customer, but it finds me a jolly one, an not easily put out. When did I see ye last? Let me see,  two years come Christmas. Why, Ive been wrecked three times since then, run down twice, an drownded at least half-a-dozen times; but by good luck they always manages to bring me round  rowsussitate me, as the doctors call it.

Ay, youve had hard times of it, observed Gaff, finishing his last morsel of meat, and proceeding to scrape up the remains of gravy and potato with his knife; Ive bin wrecked myself sin we last met, but only once, and that warnt long ago, just the last gale. You coasters are worse off than we are. Commend me to blue water, and plenty o sea-room.

I believe you, my boy, responded the skipper. Theres nothin like a good offing an a tight ship. We stand but a poor chance as we go creepin long shore in them rotten tubs, that are well named Coal-Coffins. Why, if it comes on thick squally weather or a gale when yer dodgin off an on, the Coal-Coffins go down by dozens. Mayhap at the first burst o the gale youre hove on your beam-ends, an away go the masts, leavin ye to drift ashore or sink; or praps youre sharp enough to get in sail, and have all snug, when, just as yere weatherin a headland, away goes the sheet o the jib, jibs blowed to ribbons, an afore ye know where ye are, breakers on the lee bow! is the cry. Another gust, an the rotten foretopsls blowd away, carryin the fore-topmast by the board, which, of course, takes the jib-boom along with it, if it ant gone before. Then its stand by to let go the anchor. Let go! Ay, ay, sir. Down it goes, an the Coffins brought up sharp; not a moment too soon, mayhap, for ten to one but you see an hear the breakers, roarin like mad, thirty yards or so astern. It may be good holdin ground, but what o that?  the anchors an old un, or too small; the fluke gives way, and yere adrift; or the cables too small, and cant stand the strain, so you let go both anchors, an yed let go a dozen more if ye had em for dear life; but its o no use. First one an then the other parts; the stern is crushed in amost afore ye can think, an in two minutes more, if not less, its all up with ye, unless theres a lifeboat at hand.

Ah! pity theres not more of em on the coast, said Gaff.

True, rejoined Haco, many a poor fellers saved every year by them blessed boats, as would otherwise have gone to the bottom, an left widder and childer to weep for him, an be a burden, more or less, on the country.

The waiter appeared at this point in the conversation with the soup, so Haco devoted himself to dinner, while Gaff ordered a plate of bread and cheese extra in order to keep him company. For some minutes they all ate in silence. Then Haco, during the interval between the courses, informed Gaff that he expected to return to the port of London in a day or two; whereupon Gaff said that he just happened to be lookin out for a ship goin there, as he had business to do in the great city, and offered to work his way. The skipper readily promised to ship him as an extra hand, if the owner chose to send the Coffin to sea without repairs, which, observed Haco, is not unlikely, for hes a close-fisted customer.

Who is he? inquired Gaff.

Stuart of Seaside Villa, said Haco.

Ha! he is a tough un, observed Gaff, with a significant grin. I knows him well. He dont much care riskin fellers lives, though I never heard of him riskin his own.

Hed very near to answer for mine this voyage, said Haco, as well as he could through a mouthful of steak and potato.

How was that?

This is how it was, answered the skipper, bolting the mouthful, you see the Coffins not in a fit state for sea; shes leaky all over, an theres a plank under the starboard quarter, just abaft the cabin skylight, that has fairly struck work, caulk it and pitch it how you please, it wont keep out the sea no longer, so when we was about to take in cargo, I wrote to Mr Stuart tellin him of it, an advisin repairs, but he wrote back, sayin it was very awkard at this time to delay that cargo, an askin if I couldnt work the pumps as I had used to do, besides hintin that he thought I must be gettin timid as I grew old! You may be sure I didnt think twice. Got the cargo aboard; up sail an away.

Well, it was blowin a stiff nor-wester when we got away, an we couldnt have beat into port again if our lives depended on it. So I calls the crew aft, an told em how the matter stood. Now, lads, says I, to speak plain English, the sloop is sinkin so you had as well turn to an pump for yer lives, an Ill show ye how. With that I off coat an set to work, an took my turn the whole voyage. But it was touch an go with us. We nigh sank in the harbour here, an I had to run her ashore to perwent her goin down in deep water. Theyre patchin up the rotten plank at this minute, an if old Stuart wont go in for a general overhaul, well be ready for sea in a day or two, and youll have the pleasure o navigatin a lot o wrecked Roosians to London. Now, waiter, ahoy!

Yessir.

Fetch me a pannikin o tea, for its dry work tellin a anikdot. You see, Gaff, Im a reglar teetotaller  never go the length o coffee even without a doctors surtificate. Another cup, Susan?

No thank ee, father, I couldnt.

Werry good. Now, Gaff, whats the ticklers o your case. Time abouts fair play, you know.

Gaff, feeling a gush of confidence come over him, and having ascertained that, in regard to secrecy, Susan was as safe as the bank, related the circumstances of the wreck, and his having left Emmie at her grandfathers villa; the relation of all which caused Haco Barepoles to give vent to a series of low grunts and whistles, expressive of great surprise.

Now, said Gaff in conclusion, theres a land-shark, (by which I means a lawyer), in London what writes to me that theres somethin Ill hear of to my advantage if I calls on him.

Dont go, said Haco, stoutly, as he struck the table with his fist, causing the crockery to rattle again; take the advice of an old friend, an dont go. If you do, hell do you.

Thankee, an Id foller yer advice, but I happens to know this land-shark. Hes an old acquaintance, an I can trust him.

Oh, that alters the case  well?

Well, but before I go, continued Gaff, I wants to write a letter to old Stuart to warn him to look arter Emmie; a very partikler letter.

Ay, how much partikler a one? inquired Haco.

A hambigoo-ous one, replied his friend.

A ham  what? said Haco interrogatively.

A ham-big-oo-ous one.

What sort of a one may that be, mate?

Well, said Gaff, knitting his heavy brows, and assuming altogether a learned aspect, its a one that you cant make head nor tail of nohow; one asll read arnost as well backard as forard, an yet has got a smack o somethin mysterious in it, wich shows, so to speak, to what pint o the compass your steerin for  dye see?

Hm  rather hazy ahead, answered the skipper with a deeply sagacious look; a difficult letter to write in my opinion. How dye mean to do it?

Dont mean to do it at all. Couldnt do it to save my life; but Ill get a clerk to do it for me, a smart young clerk too; you know who I mean.

Ay, wholl it be? Ill never guess; never guessed a guess in my life.

You know my darter Tottie?

What, blue-eyed Tottie? oh, yer jokin!

Not a bit. That childs a parfec cooriosity of intelligence. She can write and read most wonderful for her age.

But shell never be able to do the ham  what dye call it? suggested Haco.

Of course not; shes too young for that, but the wifell do that. Youve no notion how powerful hambigoo-ous she is now an again. Well manage it amongst us. Tottie can write like a parson, my wife can read, though she cant write, anll see that its all crect, specially the spellin an the makin of it hambigoo-ous; an Ill supply the idees, the notions like, an superintend, so to speak, an well make little Billy stand by wi the blottin-paper, just to keep him out o mischief.

Haco regarded his friend with deepening admiration. The idea of producing a hambigoo-ous letter by such an elaborate family combination, in which each should supply his co-labourers deficiency, was quite new and exceedingly interesting to him. Suddenly his countenance became grave, as it occurred to him that there was no call for such a letter at all, seeing that Kenneth Stuart was sure to do his best to induce his father to take care of the child. On observing this to his friend, the latter shook his head.

Im not quite sure o Mister Kenneth, said he, its likely that hell do the right thing by her, but like father, like son is an old proverb. He may be a chip o the old block.

That he is not, interrupted Haco warmly. I know the lad well. He takes after his poor mother, and Im sartin sure ye may trust him.

Well, I must trust him, said Gaff, but Ive had no experience of him; so I mean to make assurance doubly sure, as the prophet says, if it wasnt the poet  an thats why Ill write this letter. If it dont do no good, it wont do no harm.

Im not so sure o that, said Haco, shaking his head as they rose to depart, howsever, you know best. Now mind, Susan, not a word o this to any one.

Susan promised, and in the course of the evening related the whole affair to Daniel Horsey in confidence; her conscience being apparently relieved by the idea that having told it only in strict confidence she had not broken her word!

Dan made her promise solemnly that she would tell the tale to no one else on earth, either in confidence or otherwise, and thus he checked the stream of gossip as close to its fountain-head as possible.




Chapter Eleven.

The Writing of the Hambigoo-ous Letter.

When Stephen Gaff approached his own cottage, he beheld his wife belabouring the Buster with both hands and tongue unmercifully. What special piece of mischief Billy had been doing is not of much consequence. It is enough to state that he suddenly planted the heel of his naked foot somewhat effectively on his mothers little toe, which chanced to be resting on a sharp stone at the moment, burst from her grasp, and rushed down the steep bank to the beach cheering, weeping, and laughing all at once, in a sort of hysterical triumph.

Mrs Gaff shouted at the top of her voice to the cherub to come back and get mauled; but the cherub declined the invitation until he heard his fathers voice, when he returned joyously, and took shelter under his wing. Mrs Gaff, who could change at a moments notice from the extreme of anger to perfect quiescence, contented herself with shaking her fist at the Buster, and then relapsed from the condition of a fury into a quiet, good-looking dame.

This appears to be the normal condition of fisher-folk, who would seem to require to make use of an excessive amount of moral and physical suasion in order suitably to impress their offspring.

Now, Jess, said Gaff, leading his son by the hand; lets set to work at once wi that there letter.

Whats all the hurry, Stephen?

Ive just seed my old shipmate, Haco Barepoles, an its not unlikely hell be ready for sea day arter to-morrow; so the sooner we turn this little job out o hands the better. Come, Tottie, youre a good girl; I see youve purvided the paper and ink. Get the table cleaned, lass, and you, Billy, come here.

The Buster, who had suddenly willed to have a shy at the household cat with a small crab which he had captured, and which was just then endeavouring vainly to ascend the leg of a chair, for a wonder did not carry out his will, but went at once to his sire.

Whether would ye like to go play on the beach, lad, or stop here and hold the blottin-paper while we write a letter?

Billy elected to hold the blotting-paper and watch proceedings, being curious to know what the letter was to be about.

When all was ready  the table cleared of everything except what pertained to the literary work then in hand  Stephen Gaff sat down at one end of the table; his wife drew her chair to the other end; Tottie, feeling very proud and rather nervous, sat between them, with a new quill in her hand, and a spotless sheet of foolscap before her. The Buster stood by with the blot-sheet, looking eager, as if he rather wished for blots, and was prepared to swab them up without delay.

Are ye ready, Tot? asked Gaff.

Yes, quite, answered the child.

Then, said Gaff; with the air of a general officer who gives the word for the commencement of a great fight, begin, an fire away.

But what am I to say, daddy?

Ah, to be sure, youd better begin, Tottie, said Gaff, evidently in perplexity; youd better begin as they teach you to at the school, where youve larnt to write so butiful.

Here Mrs Gaff advised, rather abruptly, that she had better write, this comes hoping youre well; but her husband objected, on the ground that the words were untrue, inasmuch as he did not care a straw whether the person to be written to was well or ill.

Ist to a man or a ooman were a-writin, daddie? inquired the youthful scribe.

Its a gentleman.

Then wed better begin dear sir, dont you think?

But he ant dear to me, said Gaff.

No more is he to me, observed his wife.

Make it sir, plain sir means nothin in partickler, I blieve, said Gaff with animation, so well begin it with plain sir. Now, then, fire away, Tottie.

Very well, said Tottie, dipping her pen in the ink-bottle, which was a stone one, and had been borrowed from a neighbour who was supposed to have literary tendencies in consequence of his keeping such an article in his cottage. Squaring her elbows, and putting her head very much on one side, to the admiration of her parents, she prepared to write.

The Buster clutched the blotting-paper, and looked on eagerly, not to say hopefully.

Oh! exclaimed Tottie, its red ink; see.

She held up the pen to view, and no one could deny the fact, not even Billy, who, feeling that he had repressed his natural flow of spirits rather longer than he was accustomed to, and regarding the incident as in some degree destructive of his mothers peace of mind, hailed the discovery with an exulting cheer.

Mrs Gaffs palm instantly exploded like a pistol-shot on Billys ear, and he measured his length  exactly three feet six  on the floor.

To rise yelling, and receive shot number two from his mother, which sent him headlong into the arms of his father, who gave him the red ink-bottle, and bade him cut away and get it changed as fast as he could scuttle  to do all this, I say, was the work of a moment or two.

Presently Billy returned with the same bottle, and the information that the literary neighbour had a black-ink-bottle, but as there was no ink in it he didnt think it worth while to send it. A kind offer was made of a bottle of shoe-blacking if the red ink would not do.

This is awkard, said Gaff, rubbing his nose.

Try some tar in it, suggested Mrs Gaff.

Gaff shook his head; but the suggestion led him to try a little soot, which was found to answer admirably, converting the red ink into a rich dark brown, which might pass for black.

Supplied with this fluid, which having been made too thick required a good deal of water to thin it, Tottie again squared her elbows on the table; the parents sat down, and the Buster re-mounted guard with the blotting-paper, this time carefully out of earshot.

Now, then, dear sir, said Tottie, once more dipping her pen.

No, no; didnt I say, plain Sir, remonstrated her father.

Oh, I forgot, well  there  it  is  now, Plane sur, but Ive not been taught that way at school yet.

Never mind what youve bin taught at school, said Mrs Gaff somewhat sharply, for her patience was gradually oozing out, do you what youre bid.

Why, it looks uncommon like two words, Tottie, observed her father, eyeing the letters narrowly. I would ha thought, now, that three letters or four at most would have done it, an some to spare.

Three letters, daddie! exclaimed the scribe with a laugh, theres eight of em no less.

Eight! exclaimed Gaff in amazement. Lets hear em, dear.

Tottie spelled them off quite glibly. P-l-a-n-e, thats plane; s-u-r, thats sur.

Oh, Tot, said Gaff with a mingled expression of annoyance and amusement, I didnt want ye to write the word plain. Well, well, he added, patting the child on the head, while she blushed up to the roots of her hair and all down her neck and shoulders, its not much matter, just you score it out; there, go over it again, once or twice, an scribble through it,  thats your sort. Now, can ye read what it was?

No, daddie.

Are ye sure?

Quite sure, for Ive scratched it into a hole right through the paper.

Never mind, its all the better.

Humph! interjected Mrs Gaff. Hell think we began dear sir, and then changed our minds and scratched out the dear!

To this Gaff replied that what was done couldnt be undone, and ordered Tottie to fire away once more.

What next, asked the scribe, a good deal flurried and nervous by this time, in consequence of which she dipped the pen much too deep, and brought up a globule of ink, which fell on the paper just under the word that had been written down with so much pains, making a blot as large as a sixpence.

The Buster came down on it like lightning with the blot-sheet, and squashed it into an irregular mass bigger than half-a-crown.

For this he received another open-hander on the ear, and was summarily dismissed to the sea-beach.

By this time the family tea-hour had arrived, so Mrs Gaff proposed an adjournment until after tea. Tottie, who was now blotting the letter with an occasional tear, seconded the motion, which was carried by acclamation. While the meal was being prepared, Gaff fondled Tottie until she was restored to her wonted equanimity, so that after tea the task was resumed with spirit. Words and ideas seemed to flow more easily, and the letter was finally concluded, amid many sighs of relief, about bed-time.

Much blotted, and almost unreadable though it was, I think it worthy of being presented to my readers without correction.

I beggs to stait that ittle bee for yoor intrest for to look arter that air gurl cald Eme as was left yoor doar sum dais bak, if yoo doant ittle bee wors for yer, yood giv yer eer an noas too to no wot i nos abowt that gurl, its not bostin nor yet threttenin I am, no, Im in Downrite arnist wen I sais as yool bee sorrie if yoo doant do it.

(This part was at first written, if you doant look arter the gurl, but by the advice of Mrs Gaff the latter part was cut out, and doant do it substituted as being more hambigoo-ous and alarming! The letter continued:  )

Now sur, i must cloas, not becaws my papers dun, no nor yet my idees, but becaws a nods as good as a wink  yoo no the rest. Wot ive said is troo as gospl its of no use tryn to find owt hoo i am, caws whi  yoo kant, and if yoo cood it wood doo yoo no good.

Yoors to comand,

The riter.

When this letter was placed in Mr Stuarts hands the following morning he was in the act of concluding a conversation with Haco Barepoles.

Well, Haco, he said, regarding the ill-folded and dirty epistle with suspicion, as it lay on the table before him; of course I have no wish that men should risk their lives in my service, so you may lay up the sloop in dock and have her overhauled; but I have always been under the impression until now that you were a fearless seaman. However, do as you please.

Mr Stuart knew well the character of the man with whom he had to do, and spoke thus with design. Haco fired at once, but he displayed no temper.

Very likely I am gittin summat fusty an weak about the buzzum, he said, almost sadly. A man cant expect to keep young and strong for ever, Mr Stuart. Howsever, Ill look at her bottom again, an if she can float, Ill set sail with the first o the ebb day arter to-morrow. Good-day, sir. Haco bowed and left the room quite modestly, for he hated the very appearance of boasting; but when he was in the passage his teeth snapped together like nut-crackers as he compressed his lips, and on gaining the street he put on his hat with a bang that would have ruinously crushed it had it not been made of some glazed material that was evidently indestructible.

Going straight to the docks he gave orders to the carpenter to have all tight before next morning  this in a tone that the carpenter knew from experience meant, fail if you dare.

Then he went up to the Home, and ordered his men and the Russians to get ready for sea. Thereafter he went away at full speed to Cove, with his red locks and his huge coat-tails flowing in the breeze. Rapping at the door he was bid to enter.

How are ee, lad? said Haco to Uncle John, who was seated at the fireside smoking.

Thankee, rather shaky. I must ha bin pretty nigh finished that night; but I feel as if Id be all taught and ready for sea in a few days.

Thats right! said Haco heartily. Is Gaff hereabouts to-day?

The man in request entered at the moment.

Good-day, skipper, said Gaff, I seed ee comin. Ony news?

Ay, the Coffin starts day arter to-morrow. I just run down to let you know. Sink or swim, fair or foul, its up anchor with the first o the mornin ebb. Im goin up to see Capn Bingley now. Not a moment to spare.

Avast heavin, said Gaff, pulling on a pilot coat; Im goin with ee. Goin to jine the Shipwrecked Mariners Society. Since my last swim Ive bin thinkin that three shillins a year is but a small sum, and the good that theyd do to my widder and childer, if I was drownded, would be worth while havin.

Right, lad, right; every sailor and fisherman should jine it. But come along; no time for talkin here. My respects to the missus. Good-bye, lad.

Shaking hands with Uncle John, the restless skipper once more put on the imperishable hat with inconceivable violence and left the hut, followed by his friend.

Returning to Mr Stuart, we find him perusing the ambiguous letter. His first glance at the contents called forth a look of indignation, which was succeeded by one of surprise, and that was followed by a smile of contempt, mingled with amusement.

Kenneth, he said, tossing the letter to his son, who entered at the moment, can you make anything of that?

Not much, replied Kenneth, who at once guessed that it came from Gaff. The persons who left the child here would appear to be mad, and anxious to get rid of their own offspring. But I came to tell you of sad forebodings that fill my breast, father.

Dont give way to forebodings, Kenneth, said the father gravely; it is unmanly, unreasonable.

Well, suspicions, if you think the word more appropriate. I fear much, very much, that my dear sister and poor Tom Graham were lost in the last storm

Why do you omit the child? asked Mr Stuart quietly, almost coldly.

I was thinking only of those whom I had known and loved when I spoke, replied Kenneth with some emotion.

There is no certainty that they are lost, observed Mr Stuart.

Kenneth thought there was a slight tremor in his fathers voice, but, on glancing at his stern features, he felt that he must have been mistaken.

We know that the ship was telegraphed as having been seen in the Channel; we have heard that they were passengers in her, and nothing has been heard or seen of her since the night of the storm.

There is no certainty in all that, reiterated the other; they may not have come in that vessel; if they did, some of them may have escaped. We cannot tell.

Mr Stuart looked so cold and so sternly immovable as he said this, while carelessly turning over some papers, that Kenneth, who had come prepared to reveal all, resolved to keep his secret, believing that there was no pity left in his fathers breast.

As he lay awake and sorrowing that night he heard his fathers step pacing to and fro incessantly during the whole night, and hoped that the loss he had in all probability sustained would break up the ice; but next morning at breakfast he was as cold as ever. He looked very pale, indeed, but he was sterner and even more irascible than usual in regard to the merest trifles, so Kenneths resolution not to confide in his father was confirmed.




Chapter Twelve.

The Buster wills to accomplish Mischief, and gets into Trouble.

At sea.  How differently do human beings regard that phrase! To one it arouses feelings akin to rapture; to another it is suggestive of heavings and horror. To him whose physical condition is easily and disagreeably affected by aquatic motion, at sea savours of bad smells and misery. To him who sings of the intensity of his love for a ride on the fierce, foaming, bursting tide, at sea sounds like the sweet ringing of a silver bell floating towards him, as if from afar, fraught with the fragrance and melody of distant climes  such as coral isles, icy mountains, and golden sands.

Let us regard the phrase in its pleasant aspect just now, good reader.

I have always loved the sea myself, from the hour I first set foot on board a man-of-war and skylarked with the middies, to that sad and memorable day when, under the strong  I might almost say irresistible  influence of my strong-minded wife, I bade adieu to the royal navy for ever, and retired into private life. Alas! But what is the use of sighing? If a man will get born in his wrong century, he ought to lay his account with being obliged to suffer much from the strange, I had almost said childish, fallacies, follies, and inconsistencies peculiar to the more early period in which his lot has been cast by mistake.

You see, reader, I have accepted my position. There is a bare possibility that those who have assigned it to me may be wrong, but I have long ago ceased to dispute that point.

At sea! Hacos sloop is there now, just out of sight of land, although not far from it, and resting on as glassy a sheet of water as is ever presented by the ocean in a deep dead calm. Haco himself, big, hairy, jovial, ruddy, is seated on the after skylight, the sole occupant of the deck.

To look at him one might fancy that Neptune having found a deserted ship, had clambered upon deck and sat him down to take a complacent view of his wide domains, and enjoy a morning pipe.

It is early morning, and the other inhabitants of that floating house are asleep below.

The Coal-Coffin, albeit an unseaworthy vessel, is a picturesque object. Its dirty sails are of a fine rich colour, because of their very dirtiness. Its weather-worn and filthy spars, and hull and rigging, possess a harmony of tone which can only be acquired by age. Its cordage being rotten and very limp, hangs, on that account, all the more gracefully in waving lines of beauty and elegant festoons; the reef points hang quite straight, and patter softly on the sails  in short, the tout ensemble of the little craft is eminently picturesque  draped, as it were, with the mellowness of antiquity; and the whole  hull, spars, sails, cordage, and reef points,  clearly and sharply reflected in the depths below.

Wot a splendid mornin! said Stephen Gaff, putting his head and shoulders out of the after hatchway, and yawning violently.

So tis, shipmet, responded the skipper, amost too butiful for this world.

Both men spoke in subdued tones, as if unwilling to disturb the delightful stillness of nature. Gaff, having slowly raised himself out of the hole in the deck which served as a door to the bandbox, termed, out of courtesy, the cabin, looked up at the mast-head to see if the vane indicated any wind; then he gazed slowly round the horizon. Meeting with nothing particular there to arrest his eyes, he let them fall on Haco, who was gazing dreamily at the bowl of his German pipe.

Dead calm, said Gaff.

Wont last long, said Haco.

Wont it?

No. Glass fallin fast.

This seemed to be as much mental food as Gaff could comfortably digest at that time, for he made no rejoinder, but, drawing a short black pipe from his vest-pocket, sat down beside his friend, and filled and smoked it in silence.

Hows the Roosians? he inquired, after a long pause.

All square, said the skipper, who was addicted somewhat to figurative language and hyperbole in the form of slang, another week in the doctors hands, an the grub of the London Home, will set em up taught an trim as ever.

Goin to blow hard, think ee? asked Gaff.

Great guns, said Haco, puffing a cloud of smoke from his mouth, which was at that time not a bad imitation of a little gun.

Soon? inquired Gaff.

Praps yes, praps no.

Once more the seamen relapsed into a silence which was not again broken until two of the crew and several Russians came on deck.

Haco gave orders to have the topsail reefed, and then commencing to pace to and fro on the small deck, devoted himself entirely to smoke and meditation.

Soon after, there was a loud cheer from Billy Gaff. The Buster had suddenly awakened from an unbroken sleep of twelve hours, tumbled incontinently out of his berth, rushed up the ladder, thrust his head above the hatchway, and, feeling the sweet influences of that lovely morning, vented his joy in the cheer referred to.

Billy had begged hard to be taken to London, and his father, thinking that, the sooner he began the seafaring life to which he was destined, the better, had consented to take him.

Billy willed to accomplish a great number of pieces of mischief during the five minutes which he spent in gazing breathlessly round the ship and out upon the glittering sea; but he was surrounded by so many distracting novelties, and the opportunities for mischief were so innumerable, that, for the first time in his life, he felt perplexed, and absolutely failed to accomplish anything for a considerable time.

This calm, however, like the calm of nature, was not destined to last long.

Daddy, said the cherub suddenly, Im a-goin up the shrouds.

Very good, my lad, said Gaff, yell tumble down likely, but it dont much matter.

Billy clambered up the side, and seized the shrouds, but missing his foothold at the first step, he fell down sitting-wise, from a height of three feet.

There was a sounding thud on the deck, followed by a sharp gasp, and the boy sat staring before him, considering, apparently, whether it were necessary or not to cry in order to relieve his feelings. Finding that it was not, he swallowed his heart with an effort, got up, and tried it again.

The second effort was more successful.

Thatll do, lad, come down, said Gaff, when his son had got half-way up the mast, and paused to look down, with a half-frightened expression.

Contrary to all precedent, Billy came down, and remained quiet for ten minutes. Then he willed to go out on the bowsprit, but, being observed in a position of great danger thereon, was summarily collared by a sailor, and hauled inboard. He was about to hurl defiance in the teeth of the seaman, and make a second effort on the bowsprit, when Haco Barepoles thrust his red head up the after-hatch, and sang out breakfast!

Breakfast, Billy, repeated Gaff.

To which the cherub responded by rushing aft with a cheer, and descending the square hole after his father.

Having been horribly sea-sick the first day of his voyage, and having now quite recovered, Billy was proportionably ravenous, and it was a long time before he ceased to demand and re-demand supplies of biscuit, butter, and tea. With appetite appeased at last, however, he returned to the deck, and, allowing quarter of an hour for digestion and reflection, began to consider what should next be done.

The opportunity for some bold stroke was a rare one, for the crew, consisting of five men and a boy, were all forward, earnestly endeavouring to pick acquaintance by means of signs with the convalescent Russians, while Gaff and Haco were still below at breakfast, so that Billy had the after part of the sloop all to himself.

He began operations by attempting to get at the needle of the compass, but finding that this was secured powerfully by means of glass and brass, he changed his mind, and devoted himself heart and soul to the wheel. Turning it round until the helm was hard down, he looked up at the sails, and with some curiosity awaited the result, but the vessel having no motion no result followed.

Failing in this he forced the wheel round with all his might and let it go suddenly, so that it spun round with the recoil, and narrowly missed knocking him down!

This was a pleasant source of amusement, uniting, as it did, considerable effort and some danger, with the prospect of a smash in some of the steering tackle, so Billy prepared to indulge himself; but it struck him that the frequent recurrence of the accompanying noise would bring the skipper on deck and spoil the fun, so on second thoughts he desisted, and glanced eagerly about for something else, afraid that the golden opportunity would pass by unimproved.

Observing something like a handle projecting from a hole, he seized it, and hauled out a large wooden reel with a log-line on it. With this he at once began to play, dipping the log into the sea and hauling it up repeatedly as though he were fishing, but there was want of variety in this. Looking about him he espied a lead-line near the binnacle; he cut the lead from this, and fastening it to the end of the log-line, began forthwith to take deep-sea soundings. This was quite to his taste, for when he stood upon the vessels side, in order to let the line run more freely, and held up the reel with both hands, the way in which it spun round was quite refreshing to his happy spirit. There must have been a hitch in the line, however, for it was suddenly checked in its uncoiling, and the violence of the stoppage wrenched the reel from his grasp, and the whole affair disappeared beneath the calm water!

The Busters heart smote him. He had not meant anything so wicked as that.

Ha! you young rascal, I saw you, said one of the men coming up at that moment.

Billy turned round with a start, and in doing so fell headlong into the sea.

The sailor stood aghast as if paralysed for a moment, then  as Billy rose to the surface with outstretched hands and staring eyes, and uttered a yell which was suddenly quenched in a gurgling cry  he recovered himself, and hastily threw a coil of rope towards the boy.

Now it is a curious and quite unaccountable fact, that comparatively few sailors can swim. At all events no one can deny the fact that there are hundreds, ay, thousands, of our seafaring men and boys who could not swim six yards to save their lives. Strange to say, of all the men who stood on the deck of that sloop, at the time of the accident to Billy, (Russians included), not one could swim a stroke. The result was that they rushed to the stern of the vessel and gazed anxiously over the side; some shouting one thing, and some another, but not one venturing to jump overboard, because it was as much as his life was worth to do so!

Several ropes were instantly thrown over the drowning boy, but being blinded both by terror and salt water, he did not see them. Then one of the men hastily fastened the end of a line round his waist, intending to spring over and trust to his comrades hauling him on board. At the same moment several men rushed to the stern boat, intent on lowering her. All this occurred in a few brief seconds. Billy had risen a second time with another wild cry when his father and the skipper sprang up the after-hatch and rushed to the side. Haco dashed his indestructible hat on the deck, and had his coat almost off, when Gaff went overboard, head first, hat, coat, and all, like an arrow, and caught Billy by the hair when he was about four feet below the surface.

Of course Gaffs re-appearance with his son in his arms was greeted with heartfelt and vociferous cheers; and, of course, when they were hauled on board, and Gaff handed Billy to the skipper, in order that he might the more conveniently wring a little of the superabundant water from his garments, another and a still more hearty cheer was given; but Gaff checked it rather abruptly by raising himself and saying sternly  

Shame on you, lads, for not bein able to swim. The child might ha drownded for all you could do to help him. A soldier as dont know how to shoot is not much wuss than a sailor as dont know how to swim. Why, yer own mothers  yer own sweet-hearts  might be a-drownin afore yer eyes, an youd have to run up an down like helpless noodles, not darin to take to the water, (which ought to be your native element), any more than a blue-nosed Kangaroo. Shame on ye, I say, for not bein able to swim.

Amen to that, say I, observed Haco with emphasis. Shame on stout hulkin fellers like you for not bein able to swim, and shame on them as steers the ship o State for not teachin ye. You can put that in yer pipes and smoke it, lads, an if it dont smoke well, ye can make a quid of it, and chew it. If I could make quids o them there sentiments, Id set up a factory an send a inexhaustible supply to the big-wigs in parlymint for perpetooal mastication. There now, dont stare, but go forard, an see, two of you take in another reef o the mainsl. If the glass speaks true, well be under my namesake  barepoles  before long; look alive, boys!

It was something new to the crew of the Coal-Coffin to be thus checked in an enthusiastic cheer, and to be rebuked by the object of their admiration for not being able to swim.

Deep and long was the discussion they had that evening around the windlass on this subject. Some held that it was absurd to blame men for not being able, when praps they couldnt if they wor to try. Others thought that they might have tried first before saying that praps they couldnt. One admitted that it was nothing but laziness that had prevented him from learning, whereupon another opined that dirtiness had something to do with it too. But all agreed in wishing earnestly that they had learned the noble and useful art, and in regretting deeply that they had not been taught it when young.

The boy, who formed one of the crew, silently congratulated himself that he was young, and resolved in his own mind that he would learn as soon as possible.

The sun set in the west, and the evening star arose to cheer the world with her presence, while the greater luminary retired. Slowly the day retreated and dusky night came on. One by one the stars shone out, faintly at first, as if too modest to do more than glimmer, but stronger and brighter, and more numerous by degrees, until the whole sky became like a great resplendent milky way.

Still there was no evidence that a double-reef in the mainsail was necessary; no indication that the weather-glass had told a truthful tale.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Storm, and its Consequences.

It came at length with awful speed and fury.

At first there was a stifling heat in the atmosphere; then clouds began to dim the sky. Mysterious and solemn changes seemed to be taking place in nature  noiselessly for a time. Ere long the war began with a burst of heavens artillery. It was distant at first; muttering, prolonged, and fitful, like the rattling musketry of advancing skirmishers. Soon a roar of deafening thunder rent the sky. Another and another followed, with blinding flashes of lightning between, while rain came down in torrents.

The order had been given to take in the mainsail, and the little vessel was almost under bare poles, when the storm burst upon it, and threw it nearly on its beam-ends.

Righting from the first shock, it sprang away like a living creature trying to escape from some deadly foe. Ere long the waves were up and the storm was raging in all its fury.

If it holds like this till to-morrow, well be in port by noon, said Haco Barepoles to Gaff as they stood near the wheel, holding on to the backstays, and turning their backs to the seas that swept heavily over the side from time to time.

You speak as if you wor sure o gettin in, said Gaff.

Well, we ant sure o nothin in this world, replied the skipper; if Providence has willed it otherwise, we cant help it, you know. We must submit whether we will or no.

Dye know, rejoined Gaff, it has often bin in my mind, that as Christian men, (which we profess to be, whether we believe our own profession or not), we dont look at Gods will in the right way. The devil himself is obliged to submit to God whether he will or no, because he cant help it. Dont ee think it would be more like Christians if we was to submit because it is His will?

Before Haco could answer, an enormous wave came curling over the stern.

Mind your helm, lad!

The words were scarce uttered when a heavy mass of water fell inboard, almost crushing down the deck. For some moments it seemed as if the little vessel were sinking, but she cleared herself, and again rushed onward.

That night the wind chopped round, and Haco was obliged to lay-to until daylight, as the weather was thick. Before morning the gale took off and at sunrise had moderated into a stiff breeze. All that day they beat slowly and heavily against the wind, which, however, continued to decrease. At night the wind again veered round to the northward, enabling the Coal-Coffin to spread most of her canvass, keep her course, and bowl pleasantly along before the breeze. But the weather was still thick, necessitating a sharp look-out.

During most of this time our friend Billy was confined, much against his will, to the bandbox cabin, where he did as much mischief as he could in the circumstances.

Towards midnight, while Haco and Gaff were standing by the man on the look-out, who was on the heel of the bowsprit, they fancied they observed something looming up against the dark sky on the weather bow.

The look-out gave a shout.

Port! port! hard a-port! roared the skipper, at the same moment bounding aft.

Port it is! replied the man at the wheel, obeying with promptitude.

The sloop sheered away to leeward. At the same instant the hull of a great vessel bore right down upon them. The yell of the steam-whistle betrayed her character, while the clanging of the fog-bell, and shouts of those on board, proved that the sloop had been observed. At the same time the seething sea that flowed like milk round her bow, showed that the engines had been reversed, while the captains voice was heard distinctly to shout starboard! starboard hard! to the steersman.

The promptitude with which these orders were given and obeyed, prevented the steamer from running down the sloop altogether. A collision, however, was unavoidable. The crew of the sloop and the Russians, seeing this, rushed to the place where they expected to be struck, in order to leap, if possible, into the head of the steamer. Even the steersman left his post, and sprang into the weather shrouds in the hope of catching some of the ropes or chains below the bowsprit.

On came the steamer like a great mountain. Her way had been so much checked that she seemed merely to touch the side of the sloop; but the touch was no light one. It sent the cutwater crashing through bulwark, plank, and beam, until the Coal-Coffin was cut right down amidships, within a foot of the water-line. There was a wild cry from the men as they leaped towards their destroyer. Some succeeded in grasping ropes, others missed and fell back bruised and stunned on the sloops deck.

Billy had been standing beside his father when the steamer was first observed, and naturally clung to him. Gaff put his left arm tight round the boy, and with the others prepared for a spring, believing, as did all the rest, that the sloop would be sunk at once.

Not so Haco Barepoles, who went to the wheel of his little vessel, and calmly awaited the result.

Gaffs spring at the chains of the cutwater was successful, but in making it he received a blow on the head from one of the swinging blocks of the sloop which almost stunned him, insomuch that he could only cling to the chain he had caught with the tenacity of despair.

One of the sailors observed him in this position of danger, and instantly descending with a rope fastened it under his chest, so that he and Billy were safely hauled on board, and the former was led below to have his head examined by the surgeon.

Meanwhile the men in the bow of the steamer shouted to Haco to come on board.

No, thankee, replied the skipper, shake yourself clear o my riggin as fast as ye can, and let me continoo my voyage.

Your sloop is sinking, urged the captain of the steamer.

Not sinkin yet; Ill stick to her as long as she can float.

But youve none of your men left on board, have you?

No; better without em if theyre so easy frightened.

As he said this one of his own men slid quickly down a rope that hung from the steamers bowsprit, and dropt on the deck of the sloop, exclaiming  

Itll never be said o Tom Grattan that he forsack his ship so long as a man wos willin to stick by her.

Haco took Tom by the hand as he went aft and shook it.

Any more comin? he said, glancing at the faces of the men that stared down upon him.

There was no reply.

You cant expect men to volunteer to go to the bottom, said the captain of the steamer. Youre mad, both of you. Think better of it.

Back your ship off, sir! said Haco in a deep stern voice.

The order was given to back off, and the vessels were soon clear. Haco put his sloop at once on the larboard tack, and looking over the side observed that the bottom of the yawning gap was thus raised nearly three feet out of the water.

Tom, said he, resuming his place at the wheel, go and nail a bit of canvas over that hole. Youll find materials down below. Well have to steer into port on this tack, cause if we try to go on the other, shell sink like a stone. I only hope the windll hold as it is. Look alive now!

In a few minutes the little craft was away and the captain of the steamer, seeing that she did not sink, continued his course.

Next day Haco Barepoles steered the Coal-Coffin triumphantly into the port of London, with a hole in her side big enough, if Tom Grattans report is to be believed, to admit of a punt bein rowd drect from the sea into the hold!




Chapter Fourteen.

Gaff and Billy become the Sport of Fortune, and see Strange Things.

The steamer which had run down the sloop of Haco Barepoles was a large iron one, which had just set out on a voyage to the West Indies.

Being anxious to send on shore the men whom he had so unexpectedly picked up at sea, the captain hailed the first inward-bound vessel he met with, and put them on board. It was found, however, that the blow received by Stephen Gaff had been more severe than was at first imagined, and the doctor advised that he should not be moved until farther down the Channel. He and Billy were therefore retained on board; but when the steamer passed the Isle of Wight, the weather became thick and squally, and continued so for several days, so that no vessel could be spoken with.

In these circumstances the captain was compelled to carry Gaff and his boy away to sea, much to the regret of the former, who was curious to know what the news could be that was to be to his advantage in London, besides being grieved at the anxiety his sudden disappearance with Billy would cause to his wife.

The Buster did not by any means share the regret or grief of his father. To that amiable cherub the whole affair was a piece of unexpected and unparalleled good fortune. It was the realisation to some extent of his rapturous dreams of travel and adventure in foreign lands, and it freed him, at one fell swoop, from the iron yoke of his mother.

Billy, although he congratulated himself on the deliverance, did, strange to say, shed a few tears in memory of his mother, for the boy had an affectionate disposition, and really loved his mother, and would have shown his love too if she would have let him.

Gaff feared there was but little prospect of being speedily delivered from the steamer; nevertheless he begged the captain to put him on board the first homeward-bound vessel they should meet with. To this request the captain agreed.

An opportunity occurred sooner than had been expected. On the afternoon of the fifth day out, a large barque hove in sight. On nearing this vessel the captain ran up his colours, and the signal was replied to by the Union Jack. On being asked as to where they were bound, the port of Liverpool was signalled in answer.

Youre in luck. Gaff, said the captain; Ill put you on board of that barque if you choose.

Thank ee, sir, Id like it well.

I rather think that your little boy would prefer to go with us, added the captain, laughing.

Billy at once admitted that he would, and begged to be allowed to stay where he was, but this request could not be granted.

Now, Gaff, said the captain confidentially, if youre short o cash Ill be happy to

Thankee, sir, Ive as much as I require.

Very well, then, youd better get ready, and Ill order a boat to be lowered.

Half an hour afterwards Gaff stood on the deck of the barque, waving his hat to the few friends he had made during his short stay in the steamer.

The barque turned out to be a South Sea whaler from New York, which had suffered severely in a recent gale which had driven her far out of her course to the northward. She was obliged to run to Liverpool for repairs. The captain, whose name was Graddy, and who was one of the most ill-favoured and ill-mannered men that Gaff had ever set eyes on, agreed to take the newcomer to England on condition that he should work his way besides paying for his rations.

There was something about this vessel which was very offensive to the critical eye of Gaff. The nature of her work might account for her being so dirty; but that was no reason for the slovenliness of her rigging and general management, the surliness and tyranny of her captain, and the semi-mutinous condition of her crew.

The crew was a mixed one. There seemed to be representatives of at least half a dozen nations. The captain himself was of mixed blood, and no one could have told from his look or speech to what nation he belonged. He was a big powerful man, much feared by the crew, who hated him cordially. He was well aware of this, and returned the hatred with interest. Besides this, being monarch of the ship, he worried them in every way that lay in his power.

It is awful to think of the ruinous effects of sin, and how nearly men can come to resemble devils. This monster actually laid plots to entrap his men in order that he might have an excuse to vent his hatred on them.

Gaff soon found that he had got into a nest, so to speak, of evil spirits. Before he had been two days with them, he would have given all he possessed, or ever hoped to possess, in order to escape from the Rattlesnake, which was the vessels name.

As for Billy, his heart sank to a depth of woe he had never hitherto conceived of. Every one kicked and cuffed him and swore at him for being in the way, and when he was wanted he was kicked, cuffed, and sworn at for being out of the way. Poor boy! his dreams had never presented him with this species of adventure.

So bad did the state of things become that the men began to talk among themselves of deserting the moment they should reach port, no matter what should be the consequences. This threat reached the captains ears, and he frustrated it by telling the mate that he thought the needful repairs could be managed on board by the ships carpenters; and so gave orders to alter the course for South America!

Deep and fierce were the counsels that went on in the forecastle that night among the men. Some hinted darkly at murder. Others suggested that the captain should be put on shore on a desert island and left to his fate. All agreed that something must be done, that a decisive blow must be struck, with the exception of Gaff, who remained silent while his shipmates were discussing the matter.

Observing this they called upon him for his opinion.

Lads, said he in decided tones, Ive got no opinion to offer. I am  at least I strive to be  a Christian man; an, to be plain with ye, I wont go for to consult or act with murderers, or mutineers, or pirates, which it appears you intend to become, if youre not that aready. One opinion I will give ye, however, an one piece of advice Ill offer. The opinion is, that if you go on as youve bin a-goin on since I came aboard, youll all live to be hanged. The advice is, that you should face yer troubles like men  take things as ye find em, an if ye cant mend em, why grin and bear em.

The crew received this in varied mood. Some laughed, others swore, and one suggested that Gaff should be thrown overboard.

This latter, who was a big strong man, and a sort of bully among his mates, shook his fist at Gaff, and said  

Now, Ill tell ye wot it is, Mister Toogood, if you go for to tell the capn wot weve bin a-talkin about, Ill knock yer two daylights into one, so see that ye keep yer tongue in order.

Whats past is past, said Gaff quietly; but I tell ye plainly, that if you let your tongues go the same pace again in my hearin, Ill go aft and report ye. Ill be no spy, but I give ye fair warnin.

At this the bully lost command of himself. Seizing an iron bar that lay on a chest close by, he rushed at Gaff with the evident intention of felling him. But the latter was on his guard. He was active and powerful too, besides being quite cool. Leaping nimbly aside, he avoided the bullys onset, and at the same moment laid him flat on the deck with one blow of his fist.

Sarves him right!

So it does! exclaimed several of the men, who were not sorry to see one whom they disliked so roughly handled.

Well, so it does sarve him right, added one who had been a prominent speaker in the recent debates; but harkee, friend, he said, turning to Gaff with a scowl, you cant knock the whole crew down in that fashion. I advise ye, for your own sake, to mind what yere about.

I means to do so, said Gaff; Ill stick to my dooty and to the capn.

Very good, replied the other with a sneer, then wotiver is the capns fate youll have the pleasure of sharin it with him.

Tumble up there! tumble up, an reef topsls! roared the captain down the hatch at that moment.

The men obeyed, and for the time their mutinous intentions seemed to have been dismissed. For many weeks after this Gaff heard nothing that could lead him to suppose that the men still harboured their dark designs. Yet the state of affairs on board became worse and worse. The captain cursed and tyrannised more than ever, and the men grew sulkier and more wretched, but no word of a murderous nature was ever uttered in the hearing of Gaff or his little son.

As for Billy his small mind had received such a rude shock by the sudden and terrible change in his circumstances, that he seemed to have lost all his wonted vivacity as well as his mischief. In fact, both qualities, or tendencies, had been thoroughly kicked out of him before he had been a week on board. He was protected to some extent by his father, who one day quietly knocked another of the men down for giving Billy an undeserved beating; but some of them kicked and cuffed the poor boy when his father was not present.

Billy was found to be active and useful in small matters and light duties suited to his age, and in the course of time was appointed to the position of stewards assistant, in which capacity he became deeply learned in the matter of washing cups, dishes, etcetera, besides acquiring a knowledge of baking, pudding-making, and many other useful arts more or less allied to cookery; in addition to which he had the inestimable benefit of being taught thoroughly submission and obedience  a lesson which the Buster found very hard to learn, and thought particularly grievous, but which at his age, and considering his previous training, was an absolute blessing.

The way in which that cherub went about that ship in a little blue jacket, straw hat, and canvas trousers, rubbing and cleaning, and according prompt obedience at all times to every one, would have charmed his mother as much as it gratified his father, who was in consequence somewhat reconciled to his otherwise hard lot.

Now, philosophical reader  if such you be  do not suppose that I advocate kicking and cuffing as the best possible cure for general mischievousness and badness in a boy. By no means. My strong-minded wife says I do; but then she always forms, or rather partially forms, her opinions on assumptions, retains them in confusion, states them at haphazard, according to her mood at the time being, and, having stated them, sticks to them like a limpet to a rock.

You will judge differently when I explain my ideas on this point. I maintain that Billy Gaff, alias the Buster, was taught to accord obedience  simple obedience and nothing else  by means of the kicking and cuffing he received on board of that whaler; and, further, that the method is a sure one. I do not say that it is the best one, but that does not affect the fact that it is almost infallible. It was reserved for Billys father, however, by means of wise counsels, kindly given advice, and otherwise affectionate treatment, to save Billy from being turned into an obedient but misanthropic brute, and to lead him to accord his obedience, not because he could not help it, but because his father wished him to do it.

This appeal went right home to Billys heart, because he loved his father fervently. He had always loved him in time past, now more than ever, for the poor boy regarded him much as a drowning man regards the solitary plank to which he clings as his last hope. Thus did Billy practically learn the great truth, that Love is the fulfilling of the law.

Weeks rolled on; gales succeeded calms, and calms succeeded gales. The line was passed; southern seas were reached; new constellations glittered overhead; strange fish and luminous creatures gambolled in the sea, and the whalers fishing-ground was entered. Latterly the men had ceased to grumble at the captain, although he had by no means ceased to swear at and bully the men, and Gaff began to hope that they had got over their bad fit, and were going to settle down to work peaceably.

The calm, however, was deceitful; it preceded a storm.

One sultry afternoon when Gaff was standing at the helm and the captain beside him, the men came aft in a body, and two of their number, with pistols in their hands, advanced to seize the captain.

He saw at once what they meant to do, and, springing back, seized a handspike.

Lay that down and surrender, else Ill blow out yer brains, said one of the two, levelling his pistol.

Instead of obeying, the captain raised the heavy handspike, and the man pulled the trigger. At the same instant Gaff struck up the muzzle with his hand; the ball passed over the captains head, and the handspike descended on the seamans crown felling him at once.

Upon this the entire crew made a rush and overpowered Gaff and the captain. The latter, who struggled with the fury of a tiger, was kicked while down until he was nearly dead. Gaff at once gave in, knowing that any attempt at further resistance, besides being hopeless, would only render matters worse. He was therefore allowed to rise, and his hands were tied behind his back.

The captain, being similarly secured, was raised to his feet.

Now, you tyrant, said the ringleader of the crew with a terrible oath, how would you like to have your throat cut?

The man slowly opened a long clasp-knife as he spoke, and felt its keen edge with his thumb. Blood was flowing down his face and breast from the wound inflicted by the handspike, and the fiendish expression of his countenance, added to the terribleness of his aspect, while it showed that his sarcastic question would certainly be followed by the murderous deed. But the other mutineers restrained him.

Its too good for him, make him walk the plank and drown like a dog  as he is, cried one.

Hang him up to the yard-arm, said another.

Several voices here expressed dissent, and an elderly seaman stepped forward and said that they didnt intend to become pirates, so they had better not begin with murder.

Hear, hear! from several voices emphatically.

Whatll we do with him, then? inquired one in angry excitement.

Upon this they all began to consult noisily, and they were so much engrossed that they failed to perceive the movements of Billy, who, when his first alarm at the uproar was over, began to feel deep anxiety in regard to his fathers bound and helpless condition. His active mind did not remain long paralysed; pulling out the clasp-knife which he always carried in his pocket, he quickly cut the cords that fastened Gaffs wrists. Before the latter could avail himself of his freedom the act was discovered, and he was secured again more firmly than before, while Billy was favoured with a slap on the ear so tremendous that it threw all those he had ever received from his mother utterly into the shade!

Recovering from this, he sat down on the deck at his fathers feet, and wept silently.

In a few minutes the mutineers agreed among themselves. One of the smallest boats in the ship was lowered, and the captain and Gaff having been cast loose were ordered to get into it. The former obeyed at once, pronouncing a terrible curse on the crew as he went down the side.

One of the men at the same time threw a bag of biscuit into the boat.

Come along, Billy, said Gaff, as he followed the captain.

The boy was about to do so, when one of the men seized him and pulled him back.

No, no, said he, the lads useful, and will only eat up your biscuit faster than need be. Well keep him aboard.

Gaff listened to this with an expression of agony on his rugged features.

Oh, have mercy on my son! he cried, as they cast the boat adrift. Then feeling that an appeal to such desperadoes was useless, he clasped his hands, and, looking up to Heaven, prayed God, for Christs sake, to deliver him from the company of sinful men.

A light breeze was blowing, and the ship, which had been hove-to while the boat was being lowered, soon gathered way, and left the boat behind.

All of a sudden Billy broke away, and, rushing towards the stern, sprang wildly into the sea!

Down with the helm! heave-to! shouted some of the men.

No, no, let the whelp go, cried others; besides, hed be able to peach on us.

This last argument was all-powerful. The ship held on her course, and Billy was left to his fate.

The moment that Gaff saw him take the leap he seized the oars, and applying all his strength to them, succeeded in catching hold of his son before his struggles had ceased.

Billy was none the worse for his adventure beyond the ducking. Gaff soon wrung the water out of his garments, and then placing him on his knee, sat down to watch the ship as it sailed slowly away.

The captain, who sat in the stern with his chin resting in his hand, and a dark scowl on his face, also watched the retreating vessel.

Soon it glimmered like the wing of a sea-mew on the horizon, and then, just as night began to set in, it disappeared, leaving the boat a solitary speck in the midst of the great wide sea.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Dinner Party  A Sudden Piece of Questionable Good Fortune befalls Mrs Gaff.

It is a most unfortunate piece of good fortune this that has befallen Mrs Gaff, said Mr George Stuart, a very unfortunate thing indeed.

Dear me, do you think so? Now I dont agree with you at all, brother, observed Miss Peppy. I think that good fortune is always good fortune, and never can be bad fortune. I wish it would only come to me sometimes, but it never does, and when it does it never remains long. Only think how shell flaunt about now, with a coach-and-four perhaps, and such like. I really think that fortune made a mistake in this case, for she has been used to such mean ways, not that I mean anything bad by mean, you know, but only low and common, including food and domestic habits, as well as society, that  that  dear me, I dont exactly know how to express myself, but its a puzzle to me to know how shell ever come to be able to spend it all, indeed it is. I wonder why we are subjected to such surprises so constantly, and then its so perplexing too, because one will never be able to remember that shes not a fisherwoman as she used to be, and will call her Jessie in spite of ones-self; and how it ever came about, thats another puzzle. But after all there is no accounting for the surprising way in which things do come about, dear me, in this altogether unaccountable world. Take a little more soup, Captain Bingley?

The above observations were made by Miss Peppy and my friend Stuart, from the head and foot respectively of their dinner-table, around which were assembled my wife, my niece Lizzie Gordon, an elderly spinster named Miss Eve Flouncer, a Miss Martha Puff, (niece to Miss Flouncer), a baronet named Sir Richard Doles, my son Gildart, and Kenneth Stuart.

I was seated beside Miss Peppy, opposite to Sir Richard Doles, who was one of the slowest, dullest, stupidest men I ever met with. He appeared to me to have been born without any intellect. When he told a story there was no end to it, indeed there seldom was anything worthy the name of a beginning to it, and it never by the remotest chance had any point.

In virtue of his rank, not his capacity of course, Sir Richard was in great demand in Wreckumoft. He was chairman at every public meeting; honorary member of every society; a director in the bank, the insurance company, the railway, the poorhouse, and the Sailors Home; in all of which positions and institutions he was a positive nuisance, because of his insane determination to speak as long as possible, when he had not the remotest notion of what he wished to say, so that business was in his presence brought almost to a dead lock. Yet Sir Richard was tolerated; nay, courted and toadied, because of his title.

My wife was seated opposite to Miss Eve Flouncer, who was one of the strong-minded women. Indeed, I think it is but just to say of her that she was one of the strongest-minded women in the town. In her presence the strength of Mrs Bingleys mind dwindled down to comparative weakness. In form she was swan-like, undulatory, so to speak. Her features were prononcé; nose, aquiline; eyes, piercing; hair, black as night, and in long ringlets.

Miss Flouncer was, as I have said, an elderly spinster. Sir Richard was an elderly bachelor. Miss Flouncer thought of this, and often sighed. Sir Richard didnt think of it, and never sighed, except when, having finished a good dinner, he felt that he could eat no more. By the way, he also sighed at philanthropic meetings when cases of distress were related, such as sudden bereavement, coupled, perhaps, with sickness and deep poverty. But Sir Richards sighs were all his contributions to the cause of suffering humanity. Sometimes, indeed, he gave it his blessing, though it would have puzzled the deepest philosopher to have said what that consisted in, but he never gave it his prayers, for this reason, that he never prayed for himself or anybody else. He held that this world was in a sufficiently satisfactory condition, and advised that men should let well alone, and contended that any attempt to interfere with its arrangements in the way of prayer was quite indefensible. He did indeed read his prayers in church on Sundays, in a very loud and distinct voice, to the great annoyance and distraction, not to say irritation, of all who sat within fifty yards of him, but this he regarded as a commendable institution of the country. But to return to Miss Flouncer.

This state of affairs between Sir Richard and herself did not augur much for her prospects; but then she was a very strong-minded woman, and had hopes; whereas Sir Richard was a very weak-minded man, and had no hopes of any kind worth mentioning, being perfectly satisfied  good, easy man  with things as they then stood.

Miss Martha Puff was niece to Miss Flouncer  age apparently sixteen. It struck me, as I sat looking at her placid face, that this young lady was well named. Her pink round visage was puffed up with something so soft that I could scarcely venture to call it fat. Her round soft arms were so puffy to look at, that one could not help fearing that an accidental prick from a pin would burst the skin and let them out. She seemed so like trifle in her pink muslin dress, that I could imagine a puff of wind blowing her away altogether. She could not be said to be puffed up with conceit, poor girl; but she dined almost exclusively on puff paste, to the evident satisfaction of my gallant son Gildart, who paid her marked attention during dinner.

Miss Puff never spoke except when spoken to, never asked for anything, never remarked upon anything, did not seem to care for anything, (puff paste excepted), and never thought of anything, as far as I could judge from the expression of her countenance. Gildart might as well have had a wax doll to entertain.

To what unfortunate piece of good fortune does your brother refer, Miss Stuart? asked Sir Richard when Miss Peppy had concluded her observations in regard to it.

Is it possible that you have not heard of it? exclaimed Miss Peppy in surprise. Why, the town has been ringing with it for a fortnight at least, and those odious creatures, the gossips, (who never come near me, however, because they know I will not tolerate them), have got up all sorts of wild stories, showing that the man must have got the money by foul means, though I dont know, Im sure, why he shouldnt have got a surprise as well as anybody else, for the unaccountable and astonishing way in which things do happen in this world, at least to human beings, for I do not believe that cows or sheep or horses ever experience them; the want of expression on their faces shows that, at all events they never leave their offspring at peoples doors, and then go away without

Youd better tell Sir Richard what piece of news you refer to, my dear, interrupted Mr Stuart, somewhat testily.

Ah yes, I was forgetting  (a little more fowl, Captain Bingley? May I trouble you again, Sir Richard? thank you  a leg, if you please, I know that the Captain prefers a leg)  well, as I was saying  let me see, what was I saying?

You had only got the length of forgetting, maam, observed the baronet.

Ah, to be sure, I was forgetting to tell you that Mrs Gaff has fallen heir to ten thousand pounds.

Sir Richard exclaimed, with an appearance of what might have been mistaken for surprise on his face, Indeed!

Miss Flouncer, to whom the news was also fresh, exclaimed, You dont say so! with strong emphasis, and an immensely swan-like undulation of her body.

Indeed I do, continued Miss Peppy with much animation; Mrs Gaff, the fishermans wife, has got a fortune left her amounting to ten thousand pounds, which, at five per something or other, as my brother tells me, yields an annual income of 500 pounds.

But who left it to her, and how? asked Sir Richard.

Ah, who left it, and how? echoed Miss Flouncer.

What a jolly thing to be left five hundred a year! whispered Gildart. Wouldnt you like some one to leave that to you, Miss Puff?

Yes, said Miss Puff.

Have you any rich East Indian uncle or aunt who is likely to do it? inquired Gildart with a desperate attempt at jocularity.

No, answered Miss Puff.

These two words  yes and no  were the utmost extent to which Miss Puff had yet ventured into the dreaded sea of conversation. I could perceive by the fagged expression of his face that the middy was beginning to lose heart.

Brother, said Miss Peppy, you had better tell Sir Richard how it happened. I have such a memory  I really dont remember the details. I never could remember details of anything. Indeed I have often wondered why details were sent into this world to worry one so. It is so surprising and unaccountable. Surely we might have got on quite well without them.

Well, you know, observed Gildart in a burst of reckless humour, we could not get on very well, Miss Stuart, without some sorts of details. Ox-tails, for instance, are absolutely necessary to the soup which we have just enjoyed so much. So, in like manner, are pig-tails to Chinamen.

Ay, and coat-tails to puppies, added Kenneth slyly, alluding to a bran new garment which the middy had mounted that day for the first time.

Perhaps, interposed Miss Flouncer, after such bright coruscations of wit, Mr Stuart may be allowed to go on with his

Wittles, whispered Gildart in Miss Puffs ear, to the alarm of that young lady, who, being addicted to suppressed laughter, was in horror lest she should have a fit.

Allowed to go on, repeated Miss Flouncer blandly, with his tale of this unfortunate piece of good fortune, which I am sure Sir Richard is dying to hear.

It can hardly be called a tale, said Mr Stuart, but it is a curious enough circumstance. You remember Stephen Gaff, Sir Richard?

Perfectly. He is the man who appeared in the village of Cove rather mysteriously some months ago, is he not?

The same, returned Mr Stuart; and it was he who accompanied Haco Barepoles in my sloop, which he persists in naming the Coffin, although its proper name is the Betsy Jane, on that memorable voyage when Haco sailed her into port on the larboard tack after she had been cut down to the waters edge on the starboard side. Well, it seems that Gaff went with him on that occasion in consequence of having received a letter from a London lawyer asking him to call, and he would hear something to his advantage.

You all know the way in which the people were taken out of the sloop by the steamer which ran into her, and how they were all landed safely except Gaff and his son William, who were carried away to sea. You are aware, also, that the steamer has since then returned to England, telling us that Gaff and his boy were put on board a barque bound for Liverpool, and that this vessel has never made its appearance, so that we have reason to believe that it has perished in one of the great storms which occurred about that time.

Well, continued Mr Stuart, helping Mrs Bingley to a glass of sherry, not long ago I had occasion to send Haco Barepoles to London, and he bethought him of the lawyer who had written to Gaff, so he called on him and told him of his friends disappearance. The lawyer then asked if Gaffs wife was alive, and on being informed that she was, he told Haco that Gaff had had a brother in Australia who had been a very successful gold digger, but whose health had broken down owing to the severity of the work, and he had left the diggings and gone to Melbourne, where he died. Before his death this brother made a will, leaving the whole of his fortune to Stephen. The will stated that, in the event of Stephen being dead, or at sea on a long voyage, the money should be handed over unconditionally to his wife. About three weeks ago the lawyer came here to see Mrs Gaff, and make arrangements and inquiries, and in the course of a short time this poor woman will be in possession of ten thousand pounds.

It will be the ruin of her, I fear, said Sir Richard.

No doubt of it, observed Miss Flouncer, emphatically.

It is always the way, said my wife.

Dye think it would ruin you? whispered Gildart.

This being an impertinent question, Miss Puff blushed, and made no reply.

You need not be at all afraid of Mrs Gaff being ruined by prosperity, said Lizzie Gordon, with sudden animation. I have seen a good deal of her during her recent sorrows, and I am quite sure that she is a good sensible woman.

What sorrows do you refer to, Miss Gordon? asked Sir Richard.

To her husband and sons sudden disappearance, and the death of her brother-in-law John Furby, replied Lizzie. Uncle, you can tell more about the matter than I can.

Yes, said I; it has been my lot to witness a good many cases of distress in my capacity of agent for the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, and I can answer for it that this has been a very severe one, and the poor woman has borne up against it with Christian fortitude.

How did it happen? Pray do tell us about it, cried Miss Flouncer, with an undulating smile.

How does it happen, Miss Flouncer, that you are not already acquainted with these things?

Because I have been absent from home for more than two months, and, if I mistake not, Sir Richards ignorance rests on somewhat similar foundation.

Miss Flouncer smiled and undulated towards the baronet, who, being thus pointedly appealed to, smiled and bowed in return, and begged that I would relate the facts of the case.

I observed that my son Gildart pressed Miss Puff to attempt another tart, and whispered something impertinent in her ear, for the poor things pink round face suddenly became scarlet, and she puffed out in a dangerously explosive manner with suppressed laughter.

Well then, said I, addressing myself to Miss Flouncer, a month or so before the lawyer brought Mrs Gaff tidings of her good fortune, her brother-in-law John Furby was drowned. The brave fellow, who, you are aware, was coxswain of our lifeboat, and has helped to save many a life since he was appointed to that post of danger, went off in his own fishing-boat one day. A squall upset the boat, and although the accident was seen from the shore, and several boats put off at once to the rescue, four of the crew perished, and Furby was one of these.

The scene in Gaffs cottage when the body was carried in and laid on the bed, was heartrending for the woe occasioned to poor Mrs Gaff by the recent loss of her husband and little boy was, as it were, poured upon her head afresh, and for some time she was inconsolable. My good niece went frequently to read the Bible and pray with her, and I believe it was the blessed influence of Gods word that brought her at length to a state of calm resignation. What made her case worse was the fact, that, both husband and brother-in-law being taken away, she was left in a state of absolute destitution. Now, at this point she began to feel the value of the noble institution of which I have the happiness of being an honorary agent  I mean the Shipwrecked Fishermen and Mariners Society. Poor Furby had been a member for several years, and regularly paid his annual sum of three shillings. Stephen Gaff had also become a member, just before starting on his last voyage, having been persuaded thereto by Haco Barepoles, who is a stanch adherent and advocate of our cause. Many a sailor has Haco brought to me to enrol as a member, and many a widow and fatherless child has had occasion to thank God that he did so. Although Gaff had only paid his first years contribution of three shillings, I took upon me to give the sum of 5 pounds to Mrs Gaff and her little girl, and the further sum of 3 pounds because of Furbys membership. This sum was quite sufficient to relieve her from want at the time, so that, in the midst of her deep affliction, she was spared the additional pains and anxieties of destitution.

The society is a most noble one, said Miss Flouncer, with a burst of enthusiasm.

It is, said I, much pleased with her warmth of manner; I think  at least if my memory does not play me false  you are a contributor to its funds, are you not?

Well, a  no. I have not the pleasure  a

Miss Flouncer was evidently a little put out.

Then I trust, my dear madam, said I, hasting to her relief by affording her an opportunity of being generous, that you will allow me to put down your name as an annual subscriber.

Miss Flouncer, being a very strong-minded woman, had recovered herself very suddenly, and replied with calm deliberation, accompanied by an undulation  

No, Captain Bingley, I have made it a rule never to give charity from impulse; I always give, when I do give

Ahem! coughed Gildart slightly.

When I do give, repeated Miss Flouncer, from principle, and after a careful examination of the merits of each particular case.

Indeed! said Sir Richard, with an appearance of faint surprise; what a bore you must find the examination of the cases!

By no means, Sir Richard. Very little time suffices for each case, for many of them, I find, almost intuitively, merit dismissal on the spot; and I assure you it saves a great deal of money. You would be surprised if you knew how little I find it necessary to give away in charity in the course of the year.

Miss Flouncer undulated at Sir Richard as she gave utterance to this noble sentiment, and Mrs Bingley applauded it to Mr Stuart, who took no notice of the applause, and indicated no opinion on the point whatever.

Now, continued Miss Flouncer, firmly, before I become a subscriber to your society, Captain Bingley. I must be quite certain that it accomplishes much good, that it is worthy of support.

Being somewhat fired by the doubt that was implied in this speech, I replied with warmth  

My dear madam, nothing will gratify me more than to enlighten you.

Hereupon I began an address, the substance of which is set down in the following chapter.




Chapter Sixteen.

Jack Tar before and after the Institution of the S.F.M.S.

One beautiful evening in autumn, many years ago, a sailor was observed to approach an English village which lay embosomed among trees, near the margin of a small stream whose waters gleamed in the rays of the setting sun.

The village was an inland one, far removed alike from the roar and the influences of the briny ocean. It must have cost the sailor some pain to reach it; for he walked with a crutch, and one of his bare feet was bandaged, and scarcely touched the ground at each step. He looked dusty and fatigued, yet he was a stout, well-favoured, robust young fellow, so that his hapless condition was evidently the result of recent misfortune and accident  not of prolonged sickness or want. He wore the picturesque blue jacket, wide trousers, and straw hat of a man-of-wars man; and exposed a large amount of brown chest beneath his blue flannel shirt, the broad collar of which was turned well over.

Going straight to the inn of the village, he begged for a nights food and lodging. Told a sad story, in off-hand fashion, of how he had been shipwrecked on the western isles of Scotland, where he had lost all he possessed, and had well-nigh lost his life too; but a brave fisherman had pulled him out of the surf by the hair of the head, and so he was saved alive, though with a broken leg, which took many weeks to mend. When he was able to travel, he had set out with his crutch, and had walked two hundred miles on his way to Liverpool, where his poor wife and two helpless children were living in painful ignorance of his sad fate!

Of course this was enough to arouse all the sympathies of the villagers, few of whom had ever seen a real sailor of any kind in their lives  much less a shipwrecked one. So the poor fellow was received with open arms, entreated hospitably, lodged and fed at the public expense, and in the morning sent on his way rejoicing.

All the forenoon of that day the shipwrecked sailor limped on his way through a populous district of old England in the midst of picturesque scenery, gathering pence and victuals, ay, and silver and even gold too, from the pitying inhabitants as he went along. Towards the afternoon he came to a more thinly peopled district, and after leaving a small hamlet in which he had reaped a rich harvest he limped to the brow of the hill at the foot of which it lay, and gazed for a few minutes at the prospect before him.

It was a wide stretch of moorland, across which the road went in almost a straight line. There were slight undulations in the land, but no houses or signs of the presence of man.

Having limped on until the village was quite hidden from view, the sailor quietly put his crutch across his broad shoulder, and brightening up wonderfully, walked across the moor at the rate of full five miles an hour, whistling gaily in concert with the larks as he sped along.

An hour and a half of such walking brought him to a small patch of scrubby underwood, from the neighbourhood of which a large town could be seen looming against the evening sky in the far distance. The sailor entered the underwood with the air of a man who had aimed at the spot as a goal, and who meant to rest there a while. He reached an open space, in the centre of which grew a stunted tree. Here he sat down, and taking off his wallet, ate a hearty supper of scraps of excellent bread, cheese, and meat, which he washed down with a draught of gin. Afterwards he lit his pipe, and, while enjoying himself thus, reclining at the foot of the tree, proceeded to increase his enjoyment by counting out his gains.

While thus agreeably engaged, a rustling of the bushes caused him to bundle the gains hastily up in a handkerchief, which he thrust into his pocket, while he leaped nimbly to his feet, and seized his crutch.

Oh, its only you, Bill! why, I declare I thought it was  well, well, never mind. How have ye got on?

The individual addressed entered the enclosure, and sat down at the foot of the tree with a sigh, which might, without much exaggeration, have been termed a growl. Bill was also, strange to say, a sailor, and a wounded one, (doubtless a shipwrecked one), because his left arm was in a sling.

Its tough work, Jim, an little pay, said the newcomer. Why, Ive walked twenty mile good, an only realised two pun ten. If it dont improve, Ill take to a better trade.

Youre a discontented dog, replied Jim, spreading out his treasures. Here have I limped the same distance, an bin an got five pun two.

Whew! whistled the other. You dont say that? Well  we go alves, so Im better ere pass that bottle. Ill drink to your good ealth. Ow did you ever come by it, Bill?

To this Bill replied that he had fallen in with several ladies, whose hearts were so touched by his pitiful tale that most of them gave him crown pieces, while two, who actually shed tears while he spoke, gave him half a sovereign each!

I drink to them ere two ladies, exclaimed Bill, applying the gin bottle to his mouth, which was already full of bread and beef.

So does I, said Jim, snatching the bottle from his comrade, not so much for the sake of them there ladies, owever, as to get my fair share o the tipple afore you.

The remainder of the sentence was drowned by gin; and after they had finished the bottle, which was only a pint one however, these two men sat down together to count their ill-gotten gains; for both of them were vile impostors, who had never been on the salt water in the whole course of their worthless lives.

Now, madam, said I, pointedly addressing Miss Flouncer, who had listened with rapt attention, this circumstance happened before the existence of the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, and similar cases happened frequently. In fact, the interior of our land was at that time constantly visited by shipwrecked sailors of this kind.

Indeed! said Miss Flouncer, undulating to me, with a benignant smile.

Yes, madam, said I. Now observe another side of this picture.

Hereupon I resumed my address, the substance of which was as follows:

It chanced that when impostor Jim started away over the moor at the slapping pace I have already referred to, he was observed by two of the village boys, who were lying in a hollow by the road-side amusing themselves. These urchins immediately ran home, and told what they had seen. The gossips of the place congregated round the inn door, and commented on the conduct of the pretended seaman in no measured terms  at the same time expressing a wish that they only had him there, and they would let him smell the peculiar odour of their horse-pond. At this point the courage and the ire of three stout young ploughmen, who had been drinking deeply, was stirred up so much that they vowed to be revenged, and set off in pursuit of the offender. As they ran nearly all the way, they soon came to the spot where Jim and Bill had been enjoying themselves, and met these villains just as they were issuing from the underwood to continue their journey.

A fight immediately ensued, but Jim made such play with his crutch that the ploughmen were driven back. Bill, too, who had been a London prize-fighter, unslung his left arm, and used it so vigorously that the rustics, after having had all their eyes blackened and all their noses bled, were fain to turn round and fly!

This event, as you may suppose, made a considerable sensation in the neighbourhood; travellers and carriers conveyed the news of it along the road from village to village; and the thing was thoroughly canvassed, and the impostors duly condemned.

Well, about three weeks afterwards a great storm arose; a ship was wrecked on the coast, and all the crew and passengers drowned except one man  a powerful seaman, who chanced to be a good swimmer, and who nearly lost his own life in his gallant efforts to save the life of the only female who was on board. This man swam to the shore with one arm, while with the other he supported the woman.

He could barely crawl up the beach through the heavy surf, dragging his burden after him. But he succeeded, and then lay for some time insensible. When he recovered, he found that the woman appeared to be dead. Anxious, however, to do all in his power to restore her, he tried to chafe her limbs; but seeing that he could make no impression, he hastened away to search for human dwellings and send help. Four miles did he stagger along before he came to a fishing village.

Here he told his tale; the men of the place hurried away to the scene of the wreck, but arrived too late to be of any use.

The sailor remained some days with the fishermen, who received him kindly, and gave him a few pence to help him on his way to the nearest town, where he received a few shillings from some charitable persons, and then set off to walk on foot to his native place, which happened to be on the opposite coast of England.

The poor fellow got on very well until he came to the road which led to the village where Jim had been so successful. All along this road he was scouted as an impostor, and, but for his imposing size and physical strength, would doubtless have received more kicks than halfpence. As it was he was well-nigh starved.

Arriving one afternoon, famishing and almost knocked up, at the village, he went in despair to the inn door, and began to tell his sorrowful tale. He told it to unsympathetic ears. Among his auditors were the three ploughmen who had been so roughly handled by Jim and Bill. These only heard the first two or three sentences when they rushed upon the sailor, calling on their comrades, who were numerous, to help them to duck the rascal in the horse-pond.

The stout tar, although taken by surprise and overpowered, was not disposed to submit without a struggle. He was a very Samson in strength. Rising up by main force with two of his foes on his back, he threw them off, drove his right fist into the eye of one, his foot into the stomach of a second, flattened the nose of a third on his face with a left-hander, and then wheeling round at random, plunged his elbow into the chest of another who was coming on behind, and caused him to measure his length on the ground. Before the rustics recovered from their surprise at the suddenness of these movements, two more of their number were sprawling in the dust, and the rest stood off aghast!

Now, then, shouted the indignant tar, as he clapped his back to the side of the inn, come on! the whole of ee. I hope yer wills is made. What! yere afeard, are ye? Well, if ye wont come on Ill bid ye good afternoon, ye low minded, cowardly land-lubbers!

And with that he made a rush at them. They tumbled over each other in heaps, trying to get out of his way, so that he could only get a passing dig at one or two of them, and cleared away as fast as he could run.

They did not follow him far, so Jack soon stopped and sat down on the road-side, in a very savage state of mind, to wipe the blood from his face and knuckles.

While he was thus engaged, an elderly gentleman in the garb of a clergyman approached him.

What has happened to you, my man? he asked.

Thats none o your business, answered Jack with angry emphasis. Ax no questions, an youll be told no lies!

Excuse me, friend, replied the clergyman gently, I did not mean to annoy you; but you seem to have been badly wounded, and I would assist you if you will allow me.

I ax yer parding, sir, said Jack, a little softened, though by no means restored to his wonted good-humour; no offence meant, but Ive been shamefully abused by the scoundrels in yonder village, an I am riled a bit. Its only a scratch, sir, you dont need to consarn yerself.

It is more than a scratch, if I may judge from the flow of blood. Permit me to examine.

Oh, itll be all right drectly, said Jack; but as he said so he fell back on the grass, fainting from loss of blood which flowed from a large wound on his head.

When the sailors senses were restored, he found himself in a bed in the clergymans dwelling, with his head bandaged up, and his body a good deal weaker than he had ever before felt it. The clergyman took care of him until he recovered; and you may be sure that he did not miss the opportunity to urge the sailor to think of his soul, and to come to Jesus Christ, the Saviour of the world, whose name is Love, and whose teaching is all summed up in this, Do unto others as ye would that they should do unto you.

When Jack was quite recovered, the clergyman gave him some money to enable him to reach his home without begging his way.

Now this case also occurred before the Shipwrecked Mariners Society was instituted. I cannot say that such cases of rough handling were frequent; but cases in which true-blue shipwrecked tars were treated as impostors were numerous, so that, in those days, knaves and rascals often throve as wrecked seamen, while the genuine and unfortunate men were often turned rudely from door to door. This state of things does not exist now. It cannot exist now, for honorary agents of the society are to be found on every part of our coasts, so that the moment a wrecked man touches the land, no matter whether he be a Briton or a foreigner, he is at once taken care of, clothed, housed, fed, supplied with a little money, and forwarded to his home, or to the nearest consul of his nation. The society has therefore accomplished two great and good objects, for which the entire nation owes it a debt of gratitude; it has rid the land of begging impostors clad in sailors clothes, and it has provided relief and assistance to the shipwrecked among our brave and hardy seamen who are in every sense the bulwarks of our island, and without whose labours, in the most perilous of all callings, Great Britain would be one of the poorest and most uninfluential kingdoms on the face of the earth.

But the society does a great deal more than that, for it comforts and assists with money and advice hundreds and thousands of widows and orphans whose husbands, fathers, or brothers have been drowned; and this it does from year to year regularly  as regularly as the storms come and scatter death and destruction on our shores. It cannot be too earnestly impressed on the people of England, and especially on those who dwell inland, that at least a thousand lives are lost, two thousand ships are wrecked, and two millions sterling are thrown away upon the coasts of this country every year.

It is owing to the untiring energy of the National Lifeboat Institution that those figures are not much, very much higher; and it is the Shipwrecked Mariners Society that alleviates much, very much, of the woe resulting from storms and wrecks upon our shores. Sailors and fishermen know this well, and support both institutions largely. I would that ladies and gentlemen knew this better, and felt that they have a positive duty incumbent on them in regard to these societies, for they are not local but national.

Now, madam, said I, again addressing myself pointedly to Miss Flouncer, would you like to hear a few interesting facts in reference to the objects of this Society?

Miss Flouncer smiled and undulated in order to express her readiness to listen; at the same time she glanced at Sir Richard, who, I observed, was sound asleep. I also noticed that Mrs Bingley sniffed impatiently; but I felt that I had a duty to perform, so with unalterable resolution I prepared to continue my address, when Miss Peppy, who had been nearly asleep during the greater part of the time I was speaking, suddenly said to Miss Flouncer  

Well, it is a most surprising state of things that people will go to sea and get wrecked just to let societies like these spring up like mushrooms all over the land. For my part, I think I would rather do without the things that ships bring to us from foreign lands than always hear of those dreadful wrecks, and  but really one cannot expect the world to alter just to please one, so I suppose people must go on being drowned and saved by rocket-boats and lifeboats; so we had better retire to the drawing-room, my dear.

The last observation was addressed to Mrs Bingley, who responded to it with a bow of assent as she drew on her gloves.

Immediately after, the ladies rose, and I was thus constrained to postpone my narration of interesting facts, until another opportunity should offer.




Chapter Seventeen.

Mrs Gaff endeavours fruitlessly to understand the Nature of Cash, Principal, and Interest.

At first, as I have said, poor Mrs Gaff was quite inconsolable at the bereavements she had sustained in the loss of her husband and son and brother. For a long time she refused to be comforted, or to allow her spirit to be soothed by the visits, (the angel visits as she styled them), of Lizzie Gordon, and the entrance of Gods Word into her heart.

Much of the violence of the good womans character was the result of training and example on an impulsive and sanguine, yet kindly spirit. She had loved Stephen and Billy with a true and ardent love, and she could not forgive herself for what she styled her cruelty to the dear boy. Neither could she prevail on herself to enjoy or touch a single penny of the money which ought, she said, to have been her husbands.

Night after night would Mrs Gaff sit down by the cottage fireside to rest after her day of hard toll, and, making Tottie sit down on a stool at her feet, would take her head into her lap, and stroke the hair and the soft cheek gently with her big rough hand, while she discoursed of the good qualities of Stephen, and the bravery of her darling boy, to whom she had been such a cruel monster in days gone by.

Poor Tottie, being of a sympathetic nature, would pat her mothers knee and weep. One evening while they were sitting thus she suddenly seemed to be struck with a new idea.

Maybe, mother, said she, Daddy an Billy will come back. Weve never hearn that theys been drownded.

Tottie, replied Mrs Gaff earnestly, Ive thoughten o that afore now.

Little more was said, but from that night Mrs Gaff changed her manner and her practice. She set herself earnestly and doggedly to prepare for the return of her husband and child!

On the day that followed this radical change in her feelings and plans, Mrs Gaff received a visit from Haco Barepoles.

How dye find yerself to-day, Mrs Gaff? said the big skipper, seating himself carefully on a chair, at which he cast an earnest glance before sitting down.

This little touch of anxiety in reference to the chair was the result of many years of experience, which told him that his weight was too much for most ordinary chairs, unless they were in sound condition.

Well and hearty, replied Mrs Gaff, sitting down and seizing Totties head, which she began to smooth. She always smoothed Tottie, if she were at hand, when she had nothing better to do.

Heh! exclaimed Haco, with a slight look of surprise. Glad to hear it, lass. Nothin turned up, has there?

No, nothin; but Ive bin busy preparin for Stephen and Billy comin home, an that puts one in good spirits, you know.

A shade of anxiety crossed Hacos brow as he looked earnestly into the womans face, under the impression that grief had shaken her reason, but she returned his glance with such a calm self-possessed look that he felt reassured.

I hope theyll come, lass, he said sadly; what makes ye think they will?

I feel sure on it. I feel it here, replied the woman, placing her hand on her breast. Sweet Miss Lizzie Gordon and me prayed together that the Lord would send em home if it was His will, an ever since then the loads bin off my heart.

Haco shook his head for a moment, then nodded it, and said cheerily, Well, I hope it may be so for your sake, lass. An what sort o preparations are ye goin to make?

Mrs Gaff smiled as she rose, and silently went to a cupboard, which stood close to the Dutch clock with the horrified countenance, and took therefrom a tea-caddy, which she set on the table with peculiar emphasis. Tottie watched her with an expression of awe, for she had seen her mother weeping frequently over that tea-caddy, and believed that it must certainly contain something very dreadful.

The preparations, said Mrs Gaff, as she searched her pocket for the key of the box, will depend on what Im able to afford.

Youll be able to afford a good deal, then, if all thats reported be true, for Im told yeve got ten thousand pounds.

Is that the sum? asked Mrs Gaff, still searching for the key, which, like all other keys in like circumstances, seemed to have gone in for a game of hide-and-seek; Im sure I ought to know, for the lawyer took great pains to teach me that; ay, there ye are, (to the key); found ye at last. Now then, Haco, well have a look at the book and see.

To Totties surprise and no small disappointment, the only object that came out of the mysterious tea-caddy was a small book, which Mrs Gaff, however, seemed to look upon with respect, and to handle as if she half-expected it would bite.

There, thats my bankers book. You read off the figures, Haco, for I cant. To be sure if I had wanted to know, Tottie could have told me, but I havent had the heart to look at it till to-day.

Ten thousand, an no mistake! said Haco, looking at the figures with intense gravity.

Now, then, the question is, said Mrs Gaff, sitting down and again seizing Totties head for stroking purposes, while she put the question with deep solemnity the question is, how long will that last?

Haco was a good deal puzzled. He bit his thumb nail, and knit his shaggy brows for some time, and then said  

Well, you know, that depends on how much you spend at a time. If you go for to spend a thousand pounds a day, now, itll just last ten days. If you spend a thousand pounds a year, itll last ten years. If you spend a thousand pounds in ten years, itll last a hundred years  dye see? It all depends on the spendin. But, then, Mrs Gaff, said the skipper remonstratively, you mustnt go for to live on the principal, you know.

Whats the principal? demanded Mrs Gaff.

Why, the whole sum; the money itself, you know.

Dye suppose that Im a born fool, Mr Barepoles, that I should try to live on the money itself? I never heerd on anybody bilin up money in a kettle an suppin goold soup, and Im not a-goin for to try.

With infinite difficulty, and much futile effort at illustration, did Haco explain to Mrs Gaff the difference between principal and interest; telling her to live on the latter, and never on any account to touch the former, unless she wished to end her days in a workus.

I wonder what its like, said Mrs Gaff.

What whats like? inquired the skipper.

Ten thousand pounds.

Well, that depends too, you know, on what its made of  whether copper, silver, goold, or paper.

What! is it ever made o paper?

In attempting to explain this point, Haco became unintelligible even to himself, and Mrs Gaff became wildly confused.

Well, well, said the latter, never mind; but try to tell me how much Ill have a year.

That depends too

Everything seems to depend, cried Mrs Gaff somewhat testily.

Of course it does, said Haco, everything does depend on somethin else, and everything will go on dependin to the end of time: it depends on how you invest it, and what interest ye git for it.

Oh, dearie me! sighed Mrs Gaff, beginning for the first time to realise in a small degree the anxieties and troubles inseparable from wealth; cant ye tell me what its likely to be about?

Couldnt say, observed Haco, drawing out his pipe as if he were about to appeal to it for information; its too deep for me.

Well, but, pursued Mrs Gaff, becoming confidential, tell me now, dye think it would be enough to let me make some grand improvements on the cottage against Stephen and Billys return?

Why, that depends on what the improvements is to be, returned Haco with a profound look.

Ay, just so. Well, here are some on em. First of all, I wants to get a noo grate an a brass tea-kettle. Theres nothing like a cheery fire of a cold night, and my Stephen liked a cheery fire  an so did Billy for the matter o that; but the trouble I had wi that there grate is past belief. Now, a noo grates indispensble.

Well? said Haco, puffing his smoke up the chimney, and regarding the woman earnestly.

Well; then I want to get a noo clock. That one in the corner is a perfit fright. A noo table, too, for the leg o that one has bin mended so often that it wont never stand another splice. Then a noo tea-pot an a fender and fire-irons would be a comfort. But my great wish is to get a big mahogany four-post bed with curtains. Stephen says he never did sleep in a four-poster, and often wondered what it would be like  no more did I, so I would like to take him by surprise, you see. Then I want to git

Well? said Haco, when she paused.

Im awful keen to git a carpit, but I doubt Im thinkin o too many things. Dye think the first years  what dye call it?

Interest, said Haco.

Ay, interest  would pay for all that?

Yes, an more, said the skipper confidently.

If I only knew how much it is to be, said Mrs Gaff thoughtfully.

At that moment the door opened, and Kenneth Stuart entered, followed by his friend Gildart Bingley. After inquiring as to her welfare Kenneth said:

Ive come to pay you the monthly sum which is allowed you by the Shipwrecked Mariners Society. Mr Bingley asked me to call as he could not do so; but from all accounts I believe you wont need it. May I congratulate you on your good fortune, Mrs Gaff.

Kenneth took out his purse as he spoke to pay the sum due to her.

Mrs Gaff seemed to be struck with a sudden thought. She thanked Kenneth for his congratulations, and then said:

As to my not needin the money youve brought me, young man, I take leave to say that I do need it; so youll obleege me by handin it over.

Kenneth obeyed in surprise not unmingled with disappointment in finding such a grasping spirit in one whom he had hitherto thought well of. He paid the money, however, in silence, and was about to take his leave when Mrs Gaff stopped him.

This sum has bin paid to me riglarly for the last three months.

I believe it has, said Kenneth.

And, continued Mrs Gaff, its been the means o keepin me and my Tottie from starvation.

Im glad to hear it, returned Kenneth, who began to wonder what was to follow; but he was left to wonder, for Mrs Gaff abruptly asked him and Gildart to be seated, as she was anxious to find out a fact or two in regard to principal and interest.

Gildart could scarce avoid laughing as he glanced at his companion.

Now, began Mrs Gaff, seating herself opposite Kenneth, with a hand on each knee, I wants to know what a principal of ten thousand pounds comes to in the way of interest in a twelmonth.

Well, Mrs Gaff, said Kenneth, that depends

Dear me! cried Mrs Gaff petulantly, every mortial thing that has to do with money seeps to depend. Could ye not tell me somethin about it, now, that doesnt depend?

Not easily, replied Kenneth with a laugh; but I was going to say that if you get it invested at five per cent, that would give you an income of five hundred pounds a year.

How much? inquired Mrs Gaff in a high key, while her eyes widened with astonishment.

Kenneth repeated the sum.

Young man, youre jokin.

Indeed I am not, said Kenneth earnestly, with an appealing glance at Gildart.

True  as Johnsons Dictionary, said the middy. Mrs Gaff spent a few moments in silent and solemn reflection.

The Independent clergyman, she said in a low meditative tone, has only two hundred a year  so Im told; an the doctor at the west end has got four hundred, and he keeps a fine house an servants; an Sam Balls, the rich hosier, has got six hundred  so they say; and Mrs Gaff, the poor critter, has only got five hundred! Thatll do, she continued, with a sudden burst of animation, shake out the reefs in yer topsls, lass, slack off yer sheets, ease the helm, an make the most on it while the fair wind lasts.

Having thus spoken, Mrs Gaff hastily folded up in a napkin the sum just given her, and put it, along with the bank-book, into the tea-caddy, which she locked and deposited safely in the corner cupboard. Immediately after, her visitors, much surprised at her eccentric conduct, rose and took their leave.




Chapter Eighteen.

Mrs Gaff becomes a Woman of Business, and finds it awfully Hard Work.

Soon after the conversation narrated in the last chapter, the clerks in the bank of Wreckumoft were not a little interested by the entrance of a portly woman of comely appearance and large proportions. She was dressed in a gaudy cotton gown and an enormously large bonnet, which fluttered a good deal, owing as much to its own magnitude and instability as to the quantity of pink ribbons and bows wherewith it was adorned.

The woman led by the hand a very pretty little girl, whose dress was much the same in pattern, though smaller in proportion. Both woman and child looked about them with that air of uncertainty peculiar to females of the lower order when placed in circumstances in which they know not exactly how to act.

Taking pity upon them, a clerk left his perch, and going forward, asked the woman what she wanted.

To this she replied promptly, that she wanted money.

She was much flushed and very warm, and appeared to have come some distance on foot, as well as to be in a state of considerable agitation, which, however, she determinedly subdued by the force of a strong will.

If you go to yonder rail and present your cheque, replied the clerk kindly, youll get the money.

Present what, young man?

Your cheque, replied the clerk.

Whats that?

Have you not a cheque-book  or a slip of paper to

Oh! ay, a book. Of course Ive got a book, young man.

Saying this, Mrs Gaff, (for it was she), produced from a huge bag the bank-book that had erstwhile reposed in the mysterious tea-caddy.

Have you no other book than this?

No, young man, replied Mrs Gaff, feeling, but not exhibiting, slight alarm.

The clerk, after glancing at the book, and with some curiosity at its owner, then explained that a cheque-book was desirable, although not absolutely necessary, and went and got one, and showed her the use of it,  how the sum to be drawn should be entered with the date, etcetera, on the margin in figures, and then the cheque itself drawn out in words, not in figures, and signed; after which he advised Mrs Gaff to draw out a cheque on the spot for what she wanted.

But, young man, said Mrs Gaff, who had listened to it all with an expression of imbecility on her good-looking face, I never wrote a stroke in my life xcept once, when I tried to show my Billy how to do it, and only made a big blot on his copy, for which I gave him a slap on the face, poor ill-used boy.

Well, then, tell me how much you want, and I will write it out for you, said the clerk, sitting down at a table and taking up a pen.

Mrs Gaff pondered for a few seconds, then she drew Tottie aside and carried on an earnest and animated conversation with her in hoarse whispers, accompanied by much nodding and quivering of both bonnets, leading to the conclusion that what the one propounded the other heartily agreed to.

Returning to the table, Mrs Gaff said that she wanted a hundred pounds.

How much? demanded the clerk in surprise.

A hundred pound, young man, repeated Mrs Gaff, somewhat sternly, for she had made up her mind to go through with it come what might; if ye have as much in the shop just now  if not Ill take the half, and call back for the other half to-morry  though it be raither a longish walk fro Cove and back for a woman o my size.

The clerk smiled, wrote out the cheque, and bade her sign it with a cross. She did so, not only with a cross, but with two large and irregular blots. The clerk then pointed to a partition about five feet six in height, where she was to present it. Going to the partition she looked about for a door by which to enter, but found none. Looking back to the clerk for information, she perceived that he was gone. Pickpockets and thieves instantly occurred to her, but, on searching for the bank-book and finding that it was safe, she felt relieved. Just as she was beginning to wonder whether she was not being made game of, she heard a voice above her, and, looking up, observed a mans head stretched over the top of the partition and looking down at her.

Now, then, good woman, what do you want? said the head.

I wants a hundred pound, said Mrs Gaff, presenting her cheque in a somewhat defiant manner, for she began to feel badgered.

The head put over a hand, took the cheque, and then both disappeared.

Mrs Gaff stood for some time waiting anxiously for the result, and as no result followed, she began again to think of thieves and pickpockets, and even meditated as to the propriety of setting up a sudden cry of thieves, murder, and fire, in order to make sure of the clerk being arrested before he should get quite clear of the building, when she became aware of a fluttering of some sort just above her. Looking up she observed her cheque quivering on the top of the partition. Wondering what this could mean, she gazed at it with an expression of solemn interest.

Twice the cheque fluttered, with increasing violence each time, as though it were impatient, and then the head re-appeared suddenly.

Why dont you take your cheque? it demanded with some asperity.

Because I dont want it, young man; I wants my money, retorted Mrs Gaff, whose ire was beginning to rise.

The head smiled, dropped the cheque on the floor, and, pointing with its nose to a gentleman who stood behind a long counter in a sort of stall surrounded with brass rails, told her to present it to the teller, and shed get the money. Having said which the head disappeared; but it might have been noted by a self-possessed observer, that as soon as Mrs Gaff had picked up the cheque, (bursting two buttons off her gown in the act), the head re-appeared, grinning in company with several other heads, all of which grinned and watched the further movements of Mrs Gaff with interest.

There were four gentlemen standing behind the long counter in brazen stalls. Three of these Mrs Gaff passed on her way to the one to whom she had been directed by the heads nose.

Now, sir, said Mrs Gaff, (she could not say young man this time, for the teller was an elderly gentleman), I hope yell pay me the money without any more worrittin of me. Im sure ye might ha done it at once without shovin about a poor ignorant woman like me.

Having appealed to the tellers feelings in this last observation, Mrs Gaffs own feelings were slightly affected, and she whimpered a little. Tottie, being violently sympathetic, at once began to weep silently.

How would you like to have it, my good woman? asked the teller kindly.

Eh? exclaimed Mrs Gaff.

Would you like to have it in notes or gold? said the teller.

In goold, of course, sir.

Tottie here glanced upwards through her tears. Observing that her mother had ceased to whimper, and was gazing in undisguised admiration at the proceedings of the teller, she turned her eyes in his direction, and forgot to cry any more.

The teller was shovelling golden sovereigns into a pair of scales with a brass shovel as coolly as if he were a grocers boy scooping out raw sugar. Having weighed the glittering pile, he threw them carelessly out of the scale into the brass shovel, and shot them at Mrs Gaff, who suddenly thrust her ample bosom against the counter, under the impression that the coins were about to be scattered on the floor. She was mistaken. They were checked in their career by a ledge, and lay before her unbelieving eyes in a glittering mass.

Suddenly she looked at the teller with an expression of severe reproof.

Youve forgot to count em, sir.

Youll find them all right, replied the teller, with a laugh.

Thereupon Mrs Gaff, in an extremely unbelieving state of mind, began to count the gold pieces one by one into a little cotton bag which had been prepared by her for this very purpose, and which Tottie held open with both hands. In ten minutes, after much care and many sighs, she counted it all, and found that there were two sovereigns too many, which she offered to return to the teller with a triumphant air, but that incredulous man smiled benignantly, and advised her to count it again. She did count it again, and found that there were four pieces too few. Whereupon she retired with the bag to a side table, and, in a state of profuse perspiration, began to count it over a third time with deliberate care.

Tottie watched and checked each piece like a lynx, and the sum was at last found to be correct!

Mrs Gaff quitted the bank with a feeling of intense relief, and met Lizzie Gordon walking with Emmie Wilson just outside the door.

My dear Miss Gordon, exclaimed the poor woman, kissing Lizzies hand in the fulness of her heart, youve no ideer what agonies Ive bin a-sufferin in that there bank. If theyre a-goin to treat me in this way always, Ill draw out the whole o my ten hundred thousand pound  if thats the sum  an stow it away in my Stephens sea-chest, what hes left behind him.

Dear Mrs Gaff, what have they done to you? asked Lizzie in some concern.

Oh, its too long a story to tell ye here, my dear. Come with me. Im a-goin straight to yer uncles, Captain Bingley. Be he to home? But stop; did ye ever see a hundred golden pounds?

Mrs Gaff cautiously opened the mouth of her bag and allowed Lizzie to peep in, but refused to answer any questions regarding her future intentions.

Meanwhile Emmie and Tottie had flown into each others arms. The former had often seen my niece, both at the house of Mr Stuart and at my own, as our respective ladies interchanged frequent visits, and Miss Peppy always brought Emmie when she came to see us. Lizzie had taken such a fancy to the orphan that she begged Miss Peppy to allow her to go with her and me sometimes on our visits to the houses of distressed sailors and fishermen. In this way Emmie and Tottie had become acquainted, and they were soon bosom friends, for the gentle, dark-eyed daughter of Mrs Gaff seemed to have been formed by nature as a harmonious counterpart to the volatile, fair-haired orphan. Emmie, I may here remark in passing, had by this time become a recognised inmate of Mr Stuarts house. What his intentions in regard to her were, no one knew. He had at first vowed that the foundling should be cast upon the parish, but when the illness, that attacked the child after the ship-wreck, had passed away, he allowed her to remain without further remark than that she must be kept carefully out of his way. Kenneth, therefore, held to his first intention of not letting his father or any one else know that the poor girl was indeed related to him by the closest tie. Meanwhile he determined that Emmies education should not be neglected.

Immediately on arriving at my residence, Mrs Gaff was, at her own request, ushered into my study, accompanied by Tottie.

I bade her good-day, and, after a few words of inquiry as to her health, asked if I could be of any service to her.

No, capting, thank ee, she said, fumbling with her bag as if in search of something.

No news of Stephen or Billy, I suppose? said I in a sad tone.

Not yet, capting, but I expect em one o these days, an Im a-gettin things ready for em.

Indeed! what induces you to expect them so confidently?

Well, capting, I cant well tell ee, but I do, an in the meantime Ive come to thank ee for all yer kindness to Tottie an me when we was in distress. Yer Society, capting, has saved me an Tottie fro starvation, an so Ive come for to give ye back the money ye sent me by Mr Stuart, for theres many a poor widder asll need it more nor I do.

So saying, she placed the money on the table, and I thanked her heartily, adding that I was glad to be able to congratulate her on her recent good fortune.

Moreover, continued Mrs Gaff, taking a small bag from the large one which hung on her arm, and laying it also on the table, I feel so thankful to the Almighty, as well as to you, sir, that Ive come to give ye a small matter o goold for the benefit o the Society ye blongs to, an there it be.

How much is here? said I, lifting up the bag.

A hundred pound. Ye neednt count it, capting, for its all crekt, though it was shovelled out to me as if it war no better than coals or sugar. Good-day, capting.

Mrs Gaff, turning hastily round as if to avoid my thanks, or my remonstrances at so poor a woman giving so large a sum, seized Tottie by the wrist and dragged her towards the door.

Stop, stop, my good woman, said I; at least let me give you a receipt.

Please, capting, I doesnt want one. Surely I can trust ye, an Ive had my heart nigh broke with bits o paper this good day.

Well, but I am required by the rules of the Society to give a receipt for all sums received.

Mrs Gaff was prevailed on to wait for the receipt, but the instant it was handed to her, she got up, bounced out of the room, and out of the house into the street. I hastened to the window, and saw her and Tottie walking smartly away in the direction of Cove, with their enormous bonnets quivering violently, and their ribbons streaming in the breeze.

Half an hour afterwards, Dan Horsey, who had been sent to me with a note from my friend Stuart, went down into my kitchen, and finding Susan Barepoles there alone, put his arm round her waist.

Dont, said Susan, struggling unsuccessfully to get free. What dye think Mrs Gaff has bin an done?

Dont know, my jewel, no more nor a pig as has niver seen the light o day, said Dan.

Shes bin  and gone  and given said Susan, with great deliberation, one  hundred  gold sovereigns  to the Shipwrecked thingumbob Society!

How dye know that, darlint? inquired Dan.

Master told Miss Lizzie, Miss Lizzie told missis, and missis told me.

You dont say so! Well, I wish I wor the Shipwrecked thing-me-bob Society, I do, said Dan with a sigh; but I ant, so Ill have to cut my stick, clap spurs to my horse, as the story books say, for Capting Bingley towld me to make haste. But theres wan thing, Susan, as I wouldnt guv for twice the sum.

An what may that be? asked Susan shyly.

Its that, said Dan, imprinting a kiss on Susans lips, to the dismay of Bounder, who chanced to be in the back scullery and heard the smack.

Cook rushed to the kitchen, but when she reached it Dan was gone, and a few minutes later that worthy was cantering toward Seaside Villa, muttering to himself:

Tin thousand pound! Its a purty little bit o cash. I only wish as a brother o mine, (if I had wan), would leave me half as much, an Id buy a coach and six, an put purty Susan inside and mount the box meself, an drive her to Africay or Noo Zealand, (not to mintion Ottyheity and Kangaroo), by way of a marriage trip! Hey! Bucephalus, be aisy now. It isnt Master Kenneth thats on yer back just now, so mind what yer about, or itll be wus for ye, old boy.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Open Boat on the Pacific  Gaff And Billy in Dreadful Circumstances  A Message from the Sea, and a Madmans Death.

While these events are taking place in the busy seaport of Wreckumoft, let us return to the little boat which we left floating, a solitary speck, upon the breast of the great Pacific Ocean.

As long as the whale-ship continued visible, the three occupants of the boat sat immovable, gazing intently upon her in deep silence, as if each felt that when she disappeared his last hold upon earth was gone.

Billy was the first to break silence.

Shes gone, father, he whispered.

Both men started, and looked round at the boy.

Ay, shes gone, observed Gaff with a sigh; and now well have to pull for it, night an day, as we are able.

He began slowly to get out one of the oars as he spoke.

It would have been better if they had cut our throats, growled Captain Graddy with a fierce oath.

Youd have been worse off just now if they had, captain, said Gaff, shaking off his depression of spirits by a strong effort of will. Come, Capn Graddy, you an I are in the same fix; lets be friends, and do our best to face the worst, like men.

It makes little matter how we face it, said the captain, itll come to the same thing in the long run, if we dont manage to make it a short run by taking strong measures. (He touched the hilt of a knife which he wore at all times in his belt.) However, we may as well pull as not.

He rose and sulkily took an oar, while Gaff took another.

Now, captain, said Gaff, you know better than me how far we be fro land, an which is the way to pull.

I should think were five hundred miles from the nearest land, said Graddy, in a nor-east direction, an theres no islands that I know of between us an South America, so we may just pull about for exercise till the grubs done, an then pull till were dead.

The captain burst into a loud, fierce laugh, as if he thought the last remark uncommonly witty.

Presently he said, You may as well see how much weve got to eat an drink before beginnin our work.

All right, my hearty! cried Gaff, rising with alacrity to examine their store of provisions; heres a small bag o biscuit asll last us three days, mayhap, on half allowance, so well be able to do with quarter allowance for the first few days, an then reduce to an eighth, whichll make it spin out a few days longer. By that time we may fall in with a sail, who knows?

Were far beyond the track o ships, said the captain bitterly. Is there never a drop o water in the boat?

Not a drop, replied Gaff, Ive searched all round, an only found a empty bottle.

Ay, meant for to smuggle brandy aboard when they got the chance, the brutes! said the captain, referring to his recent crew. Well, it dont matter. Weve now the prospect of dyin o thirst before we die of starvation. For my part, I prefer to die o starvation, so ye may put yourself an your brat on full allowance as long as it lasts.

Poor Billys horror at the prospect before him was much aggravated by the fierce and brutal manner of Graddy, and he would fain have gone and hid his face in his fathers bosom; but he had been placed at the helm while the two were pulling, so he could not forsake his post.

It was a calm evening when they were thus cast adrift on the boundless sea, and as night advanced the calm deepened, so that the ocean became like a sea of ink, in which the glorious host of stars were faithfully mirrored.

Hour after hour the two men pulled at the oars with a slow-measured steady stroke, while Billy sat at the helm, and kept the boats head in the direction of a certain star which the captain pointed out to him. At length the star became like a moon to Billys gazing eyes; then it doubled itself, and then it went out altogether as the poor boy fell forward.

Hallo, Billy! mind your helm! cried his father.

I felled asleep, daddy, said the Buster apologetically, as he resumed his place.

Well, well, boy; lie down and take a sleep. Its too hard on you. Eat a biscuit first though before you lie down, and Ill keep the boats head right with the oar.

The captain made no remark, but the moon, which had just arisen, shone on his hard features, and showed that they were more fierce and lowering than at the beginning of the night.

Billy gladly availed himself of the permission, and took a biscuit out of the bag. Before he had eaten half of it he fell back in the stern-sheets of the boat, dropt into a sound sleep, and dreamed of home and his mother and Tottie.

Hour after hour the men pulled at the oars. They were strong men both of them, inured to protracted exertion and fatigue. Still the night seemed as if it would never come to an end, for in those high southern latitudes at that time of the year the days were very short and the nights were long.

At last both men stopped rowing, as if by mutual consent.

Its a pity, said Gaff, to knock ourselves up together. Youd better lie down, capn, an Ill pull both oars for a spell.

No, no, Gaff, replied Graddy, with sudden and unaccountable urbanity; Im not a bit tired, and Im a bigger man than you  maybe a little stronger. So do you lie down beside the boy, an Ill call ye when I want a rest.

Gaff remonstrated, protesting that he was game to pull for hours yet, but the captain would take no denial, so he agreed to rest; yet there was an uneasy feeling in his breast which rendered rest almost impossible. He lay for a long time with his eyes fixed on the captain, who now pulled the two oars slowly and in measured time as before.

At last, in desperation, Gaff gave Billy a poke in the ribs which roused him.

Come, boy, said his father almost sternly, youve slept long enough now; get up an steer. Dont you see the capns pullin all alone!

All right, daddy, said Billy, uttering a loud yawn and stretching himself. Where am I? Oh! oh!

The question was put before he had quite recovered consciousness; the terminal oh! was something like a groan of despair, as his eye fell on the forbidding countenance of the captain.

Billy took the tiller in silence. After a little while Gaff drew his sons ear near to his mouth, and said in a low whisper  

Billy, my lad, I must have a sleep, but I dursnt do it unless you keep a sharp eye on the captain. Hes after mischief, Im quite sure o that, so give me a tremendous dig in the ribs if he offers to rise from his seat. Mind what I say now, lad. Our lives may depend on it.

Billy promised to be watchful, and in less than two minutes afterwards Gaff was sunk in deep repose.

The boy was faithful to his trust. Without appearing to be watching him, he never for one moment removed his eyes so far from where the captain sat labouring at the oars as to give him a chance of moving without being seen. As time passed by, however, Billy found it difficult to keep awake, and, in proportion as this difficulty increased, his staring at the captain became more direct and intense. Of course Graddy perceived this, and the sneering smile that crossed his visage showed that he had made a shrewd guess at the cause of the lads attentions.

By degrees Billys eyes began to droop, and he roused himself frequently with a strong effort, feeling desperately alarmed lest he should be overcome. But nature was not to be denied. Again and again did his head fall forward, again and again did he look up with a startled expression to perceive that Graddy was regarding him with a cold sardonic smile. Gradually Billys eyes refused to convey a correct impression of what they rested on. The rowers head suddenly became twice as large as his body, a sight which so alarmed the boy that he started up and could scarce restrain a cry, but the head had shrunk into its ordinary proportions, and the sardonic smile was there as before.

Oh! what would not Billy have given at that time to have been thoroughly wide-awake and fresh! He thought for a moment of awaking his father, but the thought was only half formed ere sleep again weighed down his spirit, causing his eyelids to blink despite his utmost efforts to keep them open. Presently he saw Graddy draw the right oar quietly into the boat, without ceasing to row with the left one, and slowly draw the knife which hung at his belt.

The boy tried to shout and arouse his father, but he was paralysed with horror. His blood seemed to curdle in his veins. No sound would issue from his lips, neither could he move hand or foot while the cold glassy eye of the captain rested on him.

Suddenly Graddy sprang up, and Billys voice found vent in a shrill cry. At the same moment Stephen Gaff awoke, and instinctively his hand grasped the tiller. He had no time to rise, but with the same force that drew the tiller from its socket in the helm he brought it forward with crashing violence on the forehead of Graddy, who was stooping to plunge the knife into his breast. He staggered beneath the blow. Before he could recover himself it was repeated, and he fell heavily back into the bottom of the boat.

Thank the Lord, murmured Gaff, as he leaned over his fallen foe, the villains hand has bin stopped short this time. Come, Billy, help me to lift him up.

Gaffs blows had been delivered with such vigour that Graddys head was much damaged, and it was a long time before the two could get him restored sufficiently to sit up. At length, however, he roused himself and looked with a bewildered air at the sun, which had just risen in a flood of golden light. Presently his eyes fell on Gaff, and a dark scowl covered his face, but being, or pretending to be unable to continue long in a sitting posture, he muttered that he would lie down and rest in the bow of the boat. He got up and staggered to the spot, where he lay down and soon fell fast asleep.

Now, Billy lad, well let him rest, an Ill take the oars. You will lie down and sleep, for youve much need of it, my poor boy, and while Im pullin Ill consider whats best for to be done in the circumstances.

Better let me take one o the oars, daddy. Im wide-awake now, and not a bit tired.

No, boy, no. Lay down. The next time I require to sleep I must have you in a more wakeful condition  so turn in. Gaff said this in a tone of command that did not admit of remonstrance; so Billy lay down, and soon fell into a deep slumber.

For a long time Gaff rowed in silence, gazing wistfully up into the sky, which was covered with gorgeous piles of snowy clouds, as if he sought to forget his terrible position in contemplating the glories of heaven. But earth claimed the chief share of his thoughts. While he rowed with slow unflagging strokes during these calm morning hours, he did indeed think of Eternity; of the time he had mis-spent on earth; of the sins he had committed, and of the salvation through Jesus Christ he had for so many years neglected or refused to accept.

But invariably these thoughts diverged into other channels: he thought of the immediate danger that menaced himself and his son; of death from thirst and its terrible agonies  the beginning of which even at that moment were affecting him in the old familiar way of a slight desire to drink! He thought, too, of the fierce man in the bow of the boat who evidently sought his life  why, he could not tell; but he surmised that it must either be because he had become deranged, or because he wished to get all the food in the boat to himself, and so prolong for a few days his miserable existence. Finally, his thoughts reverted to his cottage home, and he fancied himself sitting in the old chimney-corner smoking his pipe and gazing at his wife and Tottie, and his household goods.

Ill maybe never see them agin, he murmured sadly.

For some minutes he did not speak, then he again muttered, while a grieved look overspread his face, An theyll never know whats come o me! Theyll go on thinkin an thinkin, an hopin an hopin year after year, an their sick heartsll find no rest. God help them!

He looked up into the bright heavens, and his thoughts became prayer.

Ah! reader, this is no fancy sketch. It is drawn after the pattern of things that happen every year  every month  almost every week during the stormy seasons of the year. Known only to Him who is Omniscient are the multitudes of heartrending scenes of protracted agony and dreary death that are enacted year by year, all unknown to man, upon the lonely sea. Now and then the curtain of this dread theatre is slightly raised to us by the emaciated hand of a survivor, and the sight, if we be thoughtful, may enable us to form a faint conception of those events that we never see. We might meditate on those things with advantage. Surely Christians ought not to require strong appeals to induce them to consider the case of those who go down into the sea in ships, who do business in the great waters! And here let me whisper a word to you ere I pass on, good reader:  Meditation, unless it results in action, is worse than useless because it deepens condemnation.

While Gaff was gazing upward a bright look beamed in his eyes.

Thats not a bad notion, he muttered, drawing in both oars, and rising. Ill do it. Itll give em a chance, an thats better than nothin.

So saying he put his hand into the breast-pocket of his jacket, and drew out a letter, which he unfolded, and tore off a portion of the last leaf which was free from writing. Spreading this upon the thwart, he sought for and found a pencil which he was in the habit of carrying in his vest-pocket, and prepared to write.

I have shown elsewhere that Gaff could neither read nor write. Yet it does not follow that he had no knowledge whatever of these subjects. On the contrary, he understood the signification of capital letters when printed large and distinct, and could, (with inconceivable pains and difficulty no doubt), string a few simple words together when occasion required. He could also sign his name.

After much deep thought he concocted the following sentence:  

AT SEE IN PASIFIK. NO LAND FOR 5000 MILES. OPN BOET. THE SKIPER, BILLY, AND MEES KAST ADRIFT BY KREW. SKIPER MAD, OR ELSE A VILIN. FOAR OR FIVE DAIS BISKIT; NO WATTER. JESS, DEAR LAS, MY LAST THOATS ARE OF YOO.

STEPHEN GAFF.

He meant to put down 500, and thought that he was right!

Having completed his task, he folded up the letter carefully, and addressed it to Mrs Gaff, sailors wife, The Cove, England. Then he inserted it into the empty bottle to which reference has been made, and corking it up tight committed it to the waves with an earnest prayer for its safe arrival at its destination. He then resumed his oars with a feeling of great relief, as if a heavy weight had been taken off his mind, and watched the precious bottle until it was out of sight astern.

By this time the face of nature had changed somewhat. With the advancing day the wind arose, and before noon it was blowing a stiff breeze. The rolling of the boat awoke Billy, who looked up anxiously.

Ay, itll be all over sooner than I thought on, murmured Gaff, as he glanced to windward.

Whatll be all over, daddy? inquired the boy, who, being accustomed to boating in rough weather, thought nothing of the threatening appearance of things.

Nothin, lad, nothin; I was only thinkin aloud; the winds freshenin, Billy, an as you may have to sit a long spell at the tiller soon, try to go to sleep agin. Youll need it, my boy.

In spite of himself, Gaffs tone contained so much pathos that Billy was roused by it, and would not again try to sleep.

Do let me pull an oar, daddy, he said earnestly.

Not yet, lad, not yet. In a short time I will if the breeze dont get stiffer.

Why dont he pull a bit, daddy? inquired Billy pointing with a frown at the figure that lay crouched up in the bow of the boat.

Just then a wave sent a wash of spray inboard and drenched the skipper, who rose up and cursed the sea.

Youd better bale it out than curse it, said Gaff sternly; for he felt that if there was to be anything attempted he must conquer his desperate companion.

The man drew his knife. Gaff, noticing the movement, leaped up, and catching hold of the tiller, which Billy handed to him with alacrity, faced his opponent.

Now, Graddy, he said, in the tone of a man who has thoroughly made up his mind, well settle this question right off. One of us must submit. If fair means wont do, foul shall be used. You may be bigger than me, but I dont think yere stronger: leastwise yell ha to prove it. Now, then, pitch that knife overboard.

Instead of obeying, Graddy hurled it with all his force into Gaffs chest. Fortunately the handle and not the point struck him, else had the struggle been brief and decisive. As it was, the captain followed up his assault with a rush at his opponent, who met him with a heavy blow from the tiller, which the other received on his left arm, and both men closed in a deadly struggle. The little boat swayed about violently, and the curling seas came over her edge so frequently that Billy began to fear they would swamp in a few moments. He therefore seized the baling-dish, and began to bale for his life while the men fought.

Gaff soon proved to be the better man, for he finally flung the captain over the middle thwart and almost broke his back.

Now, do ye give in? he shouted fiercely, as he compressed the others throat with both hands.

Graddy gasped that he did; so Gaff allowed him to rise, and bade him take the baling-dish from the boy and set to work without delay.

The wretched man was so thoroughly cowed that he thereafter yielded instant obedience to his companion.

The wind was blowing furiously by this time, and the waves were running high, so that it required constant baling, and the utmost care in steering, to keep the boat from being swamped. Fortunately the storm was accompanied by heavy rain, so that by catching a little of this in their jackets and caps, they succeeded in quenching their thirst. Hunger they had scarcely felt up to this time, but soon the cravings of nature began to be imperious, and Gaff served out the first ration, on the short allowance scale, which was so small that it served only to whet their appetites. There was no need to row now. It was absolutely necessary to run before the wind, which was so strong that a single oar, set up in the place where the mast should have been, was sufficient to cause the light craft to fly over the waves.

Each took the helm for a couple of hours by turns. Thus employed they spent the day, and still thus employed the dark night found them.

Bad though things looked when there was light enough to enable them to see the rush of the black clouds overhead, the bursts of the driving spray and the tumultuous heavings of the wild sea, it was inconceivably worse when the darkness settled down so thick that they could barely see each others faces, and the steering had to be done more by feeling, as it were, than sight. Gaff took the helm during the greater part of the night, and the other two baled incessantly; but the gale increased so much that the water at last came in faster than it could be thrown out, and they expected to be swamped every instant.

Were goin down, daddy, said Billy, while a strong inclination to burst into tears almost choked him.

Here, lad, shouted Gaff in a loud voice, for the noise of the wind and waves rendered any other sound almost inaudible, take the helm and keep her right before the wind. Ye used to steer well; do yer best now, my boy.

While he spoke Billy obeyed, and his father sprang into the middle of the boat, and grasped the three oars and boat-hook with which the boat was supplied. There were two small sails, which he wrapped hastily round these, and then tied them all together tightly with a piece of rope. In this operation he was assisted by Graddy, who seemed to understand what his comrade meant to do.

The boat was now half full of water.

Down the helm  hard down, roared Gaff.

Ay, ay, sir, responded Billy, with the ready promptitude of a seaman.

The boat flew round; at the same moment Gaff hurled the bundle of sails and spars overboard, and eased off the coil of rope to the end of which it was attached. In a few seconds it was about forty yards away to windward, and formed a sort of floating breakwater, which, slight though it was, proved to be sufficient to check the full force of the seas, so that the little boat found partial shelter to leeward.

The shelter was terribly slight, however; only just sufficient to save them from absolute destruction; and it was still necessary for one of their number to be constantly employed in baling out the water.

During the night the clouds cleared away, but there was no abatement of the wind; and having no water they were obliged to eat their allowance of biscuit either in a dry state or moistened in the sea.

Next day the sun rose in a cloudless sky, and all day it shone upon them fiercely, and the wind moderated enough to render baling unnecessary, but still they did not dare to haul in their floating bulwark.

Extreme thirst now assailed them, and Graddy began in an excited state to drink copiously of salt water.

Dont go for to do that, capn, remonstrated Gaff.

A derisive laugh was the only reply.

Presently Graddy arose, and going into the head of the boat, took up the baling-dish and again drank deeply of the sea-water. Ha! ha! he laughed, tossing his arms wildly in the air, and gazing at Gaff with the glaring eyes of a maniac, thats the nectar for me. Come, boys, Ill sing you a ditty.

With that he burst into a roaring bacchanalian song, and continued to shout, and yell, and drink the brine until he was hoarse. But he did not seem to get exhausted; on the contrary, his eyes glared more and more brightly, and his face became scarlet as the fires that were raging within him increased in intensity.

Billy clung to his father, and looked at the captain in speechless horror. Even Gaff himself felt an overpowering sense of dread creep over him, for he now knew that he had to deal with a raving maniac. Not knowing what to do, he sat still and silent in the stern of the boat with the tiller in his hand, and his eyes fixed immovably on those of the madman, who seemed to feel that it was a trial as to which should stare the other down, for he soon gave up singing and drinking, and devoted all his energies of body and soul to glaring at his enemy.

Thus they continued until the sun began to set. Then Gaffs heart sank within him, for he felt sure that, whenever it was too dark for each to see the other, the madman would summon up courage to make a sudden attack.

The attack, however, was precipitated by Gaff inadvertently glancing over his shoulder to observe how far the sun had yet to descend.

Instantly, with the leap of a panther, Graddy was upon him with both hands grasping tightly at his throat. Down, down, he pressed him, until Gaff lay on his back with his head over the gunwale. His strength now availed him nothing, for unnatural energy nerved the madmans arm.

Billy sprang up and tried to disengage him from his grasp. As well might the rabbit try to unlock the boas deadly coil. Wrenching the tiller from his fathers grasp he hit the madman on the head with all his might; but the poor boys might was small. The blow seemed to have no effect at all. Again and again he brought it down in an agony of haste lest his father should be strangled before the other was felled. At last he hit him with all his force behind the ear, and Graddys grasp relaxed as he fell prone on the body of his insensible victim.

To pull him off and haul his father into a more convenient position was the work of a few seconds.

O daddy, daddy, speak to me, he cried, loosening his fathers neckcloth and unbuttoning his shirt. Oh, quick! get better before he does, cried Billy wildly, as he shook his father and laved water on his face; oh! hell get well first and kill you.

In order to do all that lay in his power to prevent this, Billy suddenly sprang up, and, seizing the tiller, dealt the prostrate Graddy several powerful blows on the head. It is not improbable that the frightened boy would have settled the question of his recovery then and there had not his father revived, and told him to stop.

For some minutes Gaff sat swaying about in a confused manner, but he was roused to renewed action by seeing Graddy move.

We must hold him now, Billy. Is there a bit of rope about?

Not a inch, you tied it all round the oars.

Its awkward. However, heres my necktie. It ant strong, but its better than nothin.

Gaff was about to take it off when Graddy recovered suddenly and attempted to rise. The others sprang on him and held him down; but they did so with difficulty, for he was still very strong.

All that night did they sit and hold him, while he raved and sang or struggled as the humour seized him. They did not dare to relax their hold for a moment; because, although he lay sometimes quite still for a lengthened period, he would burst forth again without warning and with increased fury.

And still, while they sat thus holding down the maniac, the wind blew fiercely over the raging sea, and the waves curled over and burst upon their tiny breakwater, sending clouds of spray over their head, insomuch that, ere morning, the boat was nearly half full of water.

When morning at last broke, father and son were so much exhausted that they could scarcely sit up, and their cramped fingers clung, more by necessity than by voluntary effort, to the garments of the now dying man.

Graddy was still active and watchful, however. His face was awful to look upon, and the fire of his restless eyes was unabated. When the sun rose above the horizon both Gaff and Billy turned their weary eyes to look at it. The madman noted the action, and seized the opportunity. He sprang with an unearthly yell, overturned them both, and plunged head foremost into the sea.

Twice he rose and gave vent to a loud gurgling cry, while Gaff and his son seized the rope attached to the oars, intending to pull them in and row to his assistance, for he had leaped so far out that he was beyond their reach. But before they had pulled in half of the cable the wretched man had disappeared from their view for ever.

Slacking off the rope they let the boat drift astern again to its full extent. Then, without a word, without even a look, father and son lay down together in the stern-sheets, and were instantly buried in a profound deathlike slumber.




Chapter Twenty.

The Voyage of the Bottle.

The little fragile craft which Stephen Gaff sent adrift upon the world of waters freighted with its precious document, began its long voyage with no uncertainty as to its course, although to the eye of man it might have appeared to be the sport of uncertain waves and breezes.

When the bottle fell upon the broad bosom of the South Pacific, it sank as if its career were to end at the beginning; but immediately it re-appeared with a leap, as if the imprisoned spirit of the atmosphere were anxious to get out. Then it settled down in its watery bed until nothing but the neck and an inch of the shoulder was visible above the surface. Thus it remained; thus it floated in the deep, in storm and calm, in heat and cold; thus it voyaged more safely, though not more swiftly, than all the proud ships that spread their lofty canvas to the breeze, night and day, for weeks and months, ay, and years together  not irregularly, not at haphazard, but steadily, perseveringly, in strict obedience to the undeviating laws which regulate the currents in the ocean and the air as truly and unchangeably as they do the circulation of the blood in the human frame.

The bottle started from that part of the South Pacific which is known to mariners as the Desolate Region  so called from the circumstance of that part of the sea being almost entirely destitute of animal life. Here it floated slowly, calmly, but surely, to the eastward with the great oceanic current, which, flowing from the regions of the antarctic sea, in that part sweeps round the southern continent of America, and makes for the equator by way of the southern Atlantic Ocean.

Now, reader, allow me to screw up a little philosophy here, and try to show you the why and the wherefore of the particular direction of our bottles voyage.

Man has been defined by some lexicographer as a cooking animal. I think it would be more appropriate to call him a learning animal, for man does not always cook, but he never ceases to learn  also to unlearn.

One of the great errors which we have been called on, of recent years, to unlearn, is the supposed irregularity and uncertainty of the winds and waves. Nothing is more regular, nothing more certain  not even the rising and setting of the sun himself  than the circulation of the waters and the winds of earth. The apparent irregularity and uncertainty lies in our limited power and range of perception. The laws by which God regulates the winds and waves are as fixed as is the law of gravitation, and every atom of air, every drop of water, moves in its appointed course in strict obedience to those laws, just as surely as the apple, when severed from the bough, obeys the law of gravitation, and falls to the ground.

One grand and important fact has been ascertained, namely, that all the waters of the sea flow from the equator to the poles and back again.

Disturbed equilibrium is the great cause of oceanic currents. Heat and cold are the chief agents in creating this disturbance.

It is obvious that when a portion of water in any vessel sinks, another portion must of necessity flow into the space which it has left, and if the cause which induced the sinking continue, so the flow to fill up will continue, and thus a current will be established.

Heat at the equator warms the sea-water, and makes it light; cold at the poles chills it, and makes it heavy. Hot water, being light, rises; cold water, being heavy, sinks.

Here, then, is a sufficient cause to produce the effect of currents in the sea.

But there are other causes at work. Excessive evaporation at the equator carries off the water of the sea, but leaves the salt behind, thus rendering it denser and heavier; while excessive influx of fresh water at the poles, (from rain and snow and melting ice), renders the sea light;  in addition to which corallines and shell-fish everywhere abstract the lime that is in the sea, by secreting it on their bodies in the form of shells, and thus increase the lightness of those particles of water from which the lime has been abstracted. The other particles of water being generous in their nature, hasten to impart of their lime and salt to those that have little or none.

Here, then, we have perpetual motion rendered absolutely certain, both as to continuance and direction.

But the latter causes which I have named are modifying causes which tend to counteract, or rather to deflect and direct currents in their flow. Besides which, the rotation of the earth, the action of the winds, and the conformation of continents and islands, have a powerful influence on currents, so that some flow at the bottom of ocean, some on the surface, some from east to west or west to east, or aslant in various directions, while, where currents meet there is deflection, modification, or stagnation, but there is no confusion; all goes on with a regularity and harmony which inconceivably excels that of the most complex and beautiful mechanism of mans constructing, although man cannot perceive this order and harmony by reason of his limited powers.

Now, these are facts, not theories founded on speculation. They have been arrived at by the slow but sure method of induction. Hundreds of thousands of practical men have for many years been observing and recording phenomena of every kind in connexion with the sea. These observations have been gathered together, collated, examined, and deeply studied by philosophers, who have drawn their conclusions therefrom. Ignorance of these facts rendered the navigation of the sea in days of old a matter of uncertainty and great danger. The knowledge of them and of other cognate facts enables man in these days to map out the so-called trackless ocean into districts, and follow its well-known highways with precision and comparative safety.

Our bottle moved along with the slow but majestic flow of one of those mighty currents which are begotten among the hot isles of the Pacific, where the corallines love to build their tiny dwellings and rear their reefs and groves.

In process of time it left the warm regions of the sun, and entered those stormy seas which hold perpetual war around Cape Horn. It passed the straits where Magellan spread his adventurous sails in days of old, and doubled the cape which Byron, Bougainville, and Cook had doubled long before it.

Ah! well would it be for man if the bottle had never doubled anything but that cape! And alas for man when his sight is doubled, and his crimes and woes are doubled, and his life is halved instead of doubled, by the bottle!

Off Cape Horn our adventurous little craft met with the rough usage from winds and waves that marked the passage of its predecessors. Stormy petrels hovered over it and pecked its neck and cork. Albatrosses stooped inquiringly and flapped their gigantic wings above it. South Sea seals came up from Oceans caves, and rubbed their furred sides against it. Sea-lions poked it with their grizzly snouts; and penguins sat bolt upright in rows on the sterile islands near the cape, and gazed at it in wonder.

Onward it moved with the north-western drift, and sighted on its left, (on its port bow, to speak nautically), the land of Patagonia, where the early discoverers reported the men to be from six to ten feet high, and the ladies six feet; the latter being addicted to staining their eyelids black, and the former to painting a red circle round their left eyes. These early discoverers failed, however, to tell us why the right eyes of the men were neglected; so we are forced to the conclusion that they were left thus untouched in order that they might wink facetiously with the more freedom. Modern travellers, it would seem, contradict, (as they usually do), many of the statements of ancient voyagers; and there is now reason to believe that the Patagonians are not much more outrageous in any respect than ordinary savages elsewhere.

Not long after doubling the Cape, the bottle sailed slowly past the Falkland Islands, whose rugged cliffs and sterile aspect seemed in accordance with their character of penal settlement. Sea-lions, penguins, and seals were more numerous than ever here, as if they were the guardians of the place, ready to devour all hapless criminals who should recklessly attempt to swim away from durance vile.

Indeed, it was owing to the curiosity of a sea-lion that at this point in its long voyage the bottle was saved from destruction. A storm had recently swept the southern seas, and the bottle, making bad weather of it in passing the Falklands, was unexpectedly driven on a lee-shore in attempting to double a promontory. Whether promontories are more capable of resisting the bottle than human beings, I know not; but certain it is that the promontory arrested its progress. It began to clink along the foot of the cliffs at the outermost point with alarming violence; and there can be no reasonable doubt that it would have become a miserable wreck there, if it had not chanced to clink right under the nose of a sea-lion which was basking in the sunshine, and sound asleep on a flat rock.

Opening its eyes and ears at the unwonted sound, the lion gazed inquiringly at the bottle, and raised its shaggy front the better to inspect it. Apparently the sight stimulated its curiosity, for, with a roar and a gush of ardent spirit, it plunged into the sea and drove the bottle far down into the deep.

Finding, apparently, that nothing came of this terrific onslaught, the lion did not reappear. It sneaked away, no doubt, into some coral cave. But the force of the push sent the bottle a few yards out to sea, and so it doubled the promontory and continued its voyage.

Shortly after this, however, a check was put to its progress which threatened to be permanent.

In a few places of the ocean there are pools of almost stagnant tracts, of various sizes, which are a sort of eddies caused by the conflicting currents. They are full of seaweed and other drift, which is shoved into them by the currents, and are named Sargasso seas. Some of these are hundreds of miles in extent, others are comparatively small.

They bothered the navigators of old, did those Sargasso seas, uncommonly. They are permanent spots, which shift their position so little with the very slight changes in the currents of the sea, that they may be said to be always in the same place.

Columbus got into one of these Sargassos  the great Atlantic one that lies between Africa and the West Indies,  and his men were alarmed lest this strange weedy sea should turn out to be the end of the world! Columbus was long detained in this region of stagnation and calm, and so were most of the early navigators, who styled it the Doldrums. Now-a-days, however, our knowledge of the currents of ocean and atmosphere enables us to avoid the Sargasso seas and sail round them, thereby preventing delay, facilitating trade, saving time, and greatly improving the condition of mankind.

Now, our bottle happened to get entangled in the weed of the Sargasso that exists in the neighbourhood of the Falkland Islands, and stuck fast there for many months. It was heaved up and down by the undulations, blown about a little by occasional breezes, embraced constantly by seaweed, and sometimes tossed by waves when the outskirts of a passing gale broke in upon the stagnant spot; but beyond this it did not move or advance a mile on its voyage.

At last a hurricane burst over the sea; its whirling edge tore up the weed and swept the waters, and set the bottle free, at the same time urging it into a north-easterly current, which flowed towards the coast of Africa. On its way it narrowly missed entanglement in another Sargasso,  a little one that lies between the two continents,  but fortunately passed it in safety, and at last made the Cape of Good Hope, and sighted the majestic Table Mountain which terminates the lofty promontory of that celebrated headland.

Here the bottle met with the wild stormy weather that induced its Portuguese discoverer, Bartholomew Diaz, to name it the Cape of Tempests, and which cost him his life, for, on a succeeding voyage, he perished there. King John the Second of Portugal changed its name into the Cape of Good Hope, and not inappropriately so, as it turned out; for, a few years after its discovery in 1486, Vasco de Gama doubled the Cape of Good Hope and discovered the shores of India, whence he brought the first instalment of that wealth which has flowed from east to west ever since in such copious perennial streams.

There was a perplexing conflict of currents here which seemed to indicate a dispute as to which of them should bear off the bottle. The great Mozambique current, (which, born in the huge caldron of the Indian Ocean, flows down the eastern coast of Africa, and meets and wars with the currents coming from the west), almost got the mastery, and well-nigh swept it into an extensive Sargasso sea which lies in that region; in which case the voyage might have been inconceivably delayed; but an eccentric typhoon, or some such turbulent character, struck in from the eastward, swept the bottle utterly beyond Mozambique influence, and left it in the embrace of a current which flowed northward toward the equator.

Thus the bottle narrowly missed being flung on Indias coral strand, and voyaged slowly northward in a line parallel with that coast where Africs sunny fountains roll down their golden sands,  where slavers, too, carried off the blacks in days happily gone by, to toil in slavery among the fields of cotton and sugar-cane, and where British cruisers did their best, (but that wasnt much!) to prevent the brutal traffic.

The chief point of interest in this part of the voyage was touching at Saint Helena, touching so sharply on the western promontory of that dreary islet, that the bottle again nearly made ship-wreck.

Admirably well chosen was this prominent, barren, isolated rock to be the prison of Napoleon the Great, for he was a conspicuous, isolated specimen of humanity, barren of those qualities that constitute real greatness. Great he undoubtedly was in the art of shedding human blood and desolating myriads of hearths and hearts without any object whatever beyond personal ambition; for the First Napoleon being a Corsican, could not even urge the shallow plea of patriotism in justification of his murderous career.

So, let the bottle pass! Its career has not been more deadly, perchance, than was his during the time that the earth was scourged with his presence!

On reaching the hot region of the equator, our little craft was again sadly knocked about by conflicting currents, and performed one or two deep-sea voyages in company with currents which dived a good deal in consequence of their superior density and inferior heat. At one time it seemed as if it would be caught by the drift which flows down the east coast of South America, and thus get back into the seas from which it set out.

But this was not to be. Owing to some cause which is utterly beyond the ken of mortals, the bottle at last got fairly into the great equatorial current which flows westward from the Gulf of Guinea. It reached the north-west corner of South America, and progressing now at a more rapid and steady rate, progressed along the northern shore of that continent  passed the mouth of the mighty Amazon and the Orinoco, and, pushing its way among the West India Islands, crossed the Carribean Sea, sighted the Isthmus of Darien, coasted the Bay of Honduras, and swept round the Gulf of Mexico.

Here the great current is diverted from its westward course, and, passing through the Gulf of Florida, rushes across the Atlantic in a north-easterly direction, under the well-known name of the Gulf Stream. Men of old fancied that this great current had its origin in the Gulf of Mexico; hence its name; but we now know that, like many another stream, it has many heads or sources, the streams flowing from which converge in the Gulf of Mexico, and receive new and united direction there.

With the Gulf Stream the bottle pursued its voyage until it was finally cast ashore on the west of Ireland. Many a waif of the sea has been cast there before it by the same cause, and doubtless many another shall be cast there in time to come.

An Irishman with a jovial countenance chanced to be walking on the beach at the moment when, after a voyage of two years, our bottle touched the strand.

He picked it up and eyed it curiously.

Musha! but its potheen.

A more careful inspection caused him to shake his head.

Ah, then, its impty.

Getting the bottle between his eyes and the morning sun, he screwed his visage up into myriads of wrinkles, and exclaimed  

Sure there is something in it.

Straightway the Irishman hurried up to his own cabin, where his own wife, a stout pretty woman in a red cloak, assisted him to reach the conclusion that there was something mysterious in the bottle, which was at all events not drinkable.

Oh, then, Ill smash it.

Do, darlint.

No sooner said than done, for Pat brought it down on the hearthstone with such force that it was shivered to atoms.

Of course his wife seized the bit of paper, and tried to read it, unsuccessfully. Then Pat tried to read it, also unsuccessfully. Then they both tried to read it, turning it in every conceivable direction, and holding it at every possible distance from their eyes, but still without success. Then they came to the conclusion that they could make nothing of it at all at all, which was not surprising, for neither of them could read a word.

They wisely resolved at length to take it to their priest, who not only read it, but had it inserted in the Times on the week following, and also in the local papers of Wreckumoft.

Thus did Mrs Gaff, at long last, come to learn something of her husband and son. Her friends kindly told her she need not entertain any hope whatever, but she heeded them not; and only regarding the message from the sea as in some degree a confirmation of her hopes and expectations, she continued her preparations for the reception of the long absent ones with more energy than ever.




Chapter Twenty One.

The Fortunes of Gaff and Billy continued.

Now, while the bottle was making its long voyage, Stephen Gaff and his son Billy were exposed to the vicissitudes of strange and varied fortune.

We left them sound asleep in the stern of the little boat, tossed on the troubled breast of the Pacific.

They never knew how long they slept on that occasion, but when they awoke the sun was high in the heavens, and the breeze had considerably abated.

Gaff was the first to shake off the lethargy that had oppressed him. Gazing round for some time, he seemed to hesitate whether he should lie down again, and looked earnestly once or twice in the face of his slumbering boy.

Tis pity to rouse him, he muttered, but I think we must ha had a long sleep, for I feel rested like. Hallo, Billy boy, how are ee?

Billy did not respond to the greeting. Indeed, he refused to be moved by means of shouts of any kind, and only consented to wake up when his father took him by the coat-collar with both hands, and shook him so violently that it seemed as if his head were about to fall off.

Hallo! faither, he cried in a sleepy voice, wots up?

Ha! youre roused at last, lad, come, its time to have a bit breakfast. It aint a heavy un youll git, poor boy, but tis better than nothin, and bigger men have throve upon less at times.

Billy was awake and fully alive to his position by this time. He was much depressed. He would have been more than mortal had he been otherwise, but he resolved to shake off the feeling, and face his fortune like a man.

Come along, daddy, lets have a spell at the oars before breakfast.

No, lad, take a bit first, said Gaff, opening the sack which contained the biscuit, and carefully measuring out two small portions of the crumbs. One of the portions was rather larger than the other. Billy observed this, and stoutly refused to take his share when Stephen pushed the larger portion towards him.

No, daddy, said he, youre not a fair divider.

Am I not, lad? said Stephen meekly. I thought Id done it pretty eekal.

No, my half is the biggest, so youll have to take some of it back.

Gaff refused, but Billy insisted, and a small piece of the precious biscuit was finally put back into the bag. The meal was then eaten with much display of satisfaction by father and son, (a blessing having been first asked on it), and it was prolonged as much as possible in order to encourage the idea that it was not such a small one after all.

Billy had not been particular as to his crusts and fragments of victuals in days of yore, but it was wonderful how sharp his eye was on this occasion to note and pick up every minute crumb, and transfer it to his hungry mouth.

Now, daddy, Im ready.

He swelled out his little chest, and gave it a sounding thump as he rose, and, rolling up his shirt-sleeves to the shoulder, seized an oar. Gaff took the other, and both sat down to the slow, dreary, monotonous toil of another day.

At first the Buster was chatty, but by degrees his tongue flagged, and ere long it became quite silent.

For six or eight hours they pulled without intermission, except for a few minutes at a time, every hour or so, and Gaff directed the boats head in the direction to which the captain had pointed when he said the land might be about five hundred miles off.

When the sun was getting low on the horizon, Billy stopped with a sigh  

Aint it time for dinner, daddy, dye think?

Hold on a bit, lad, Im goin to let ye tak a sleep soon, an itll be best to eat just afore lyin down.

No more was said, and the rowing was continued until the sun had set, and the shades of night were beginning to descend on the sea.

Now, lad, well sup, said Stephen, with a hearty air, as he pulled in his oar.

Hooray! cried Billy faintly, as he jumped up and went to the stern, where his father soon produced the biscuit-bag and measured out the two small portions.

Cheatin again, daddy, cried the Buster with a remonstrative tone and look.

No, I aint, said Gaff sharply, eat yer supper, you scamp.

Billy obeyed with alacrity, and disposed of his portion in three mouthfuls. There was a small quantity of rain-water  about half a pint  which had been collected and carefully husbanded in the baling-dish. It was mingled with a little spray, and was altogether a brackish and dirty mixture, nevertheless they drank it with as much relish as if it had been clear spring water.

Now, boy, turn in, said Gaff earnestly; youll need all the sleep ye can git, for, if I know the signs of the sky, well have more wind afore long.

Poor Billy was too tired to make any objection to this order, so he laid his head on a fold of the wet sail, and almost immediately fell asleep.

Gaff was right in his expectation of more wind. About two hours after sunset it came on to blow so stiffly that he was obliged to awaken Billy and set him to bale out the sprays that kept constantly washing over the gunwale. Towards midnight a gale was blowing, and Gaff put the boat before the wind, and drove with it.

Hour after hour passed away; still there was no abatement in the violence of the storm, and no relaxation from baling and steering, which the father and son took alternately every half hour.

At last Billys strength was fairly exhausted. He flung down the baling-dish, and, sitting down beside his father, laid his head on his breast, and burst into tears. The weakness, (for such Billy deemed it), only lasted a few moments however. He soon repressed his sobs.

My poor boy, said Gaff, patting his sons head, itll be soon over wi us, I fear. May the good Lord help us! The boat cant float long wi such sprays washin over her.

Billy said nothing, but clung closer to his father, while his heart was filled with solemn, rather than fearful, thoughts of death.

Their danger of swamping now became so imminent that Gaff endeavoured to prepare his mind to face the last struggle manfully. He was naturally courageous, and in the heat of action or of battle could have faced death with a smile and an unblanched cheek; but he found it much more difficult to sit calmly in the stern of that little boat hour after hour, and await the blow that seemed inevitable. He felt a wild, almost irresistible, desire to leap up and vent his feelings in action of some kind, but this was not possible, for it required careful attention to the helm to prevent the little craft from broaching-to and upsetting. In his extremity he raised his heart to God in prayer.

While he was thus engaged the roar of the storm increased to such a degree that both father and son started up in expectation of instantaneous destruction. A vivid flash of lightning glared over the angry sea at the moment, and revealed to their horrified gaze a reef of rocks close ahead, on which the waves were breaking with the utmost fury. Instant darkness followed the flash, and a deafening peal of thunder joined in the roar of breakers, intensifying, if possible, the terrors of the situation.

Gaff knew now that the crisis had certainly arrived, and for the next few moments he exerted every power of eye and ear in order to guide the boat into a channel between the breakers  if such existed.

Jump forard, lad, he shouted, and keep yer eye sharp ahead.

Billy obeyed at once, with the seamanlike Ay, ay, sir, which he had acquired on board the whaler.

Port, port! hard-a-port! shouted the boy a moment after taking his place in the bow.

Port it is, answered Gaff.

Before the boat had time, however, to answer the helm, she was caught on the crest of a breaker, whirled round like a piece of cork, and, balancing for one moment on the foam, capsized.

The moment of hesitation was enough to enable Gaff to spring to his sons side and seize him. Next instant they were buffeting the waves together.

It is not necessary to remind the reader that Gaff was an expert swimmer. Billy was also first-rate. He was known among his companions as The Cork, because of his floating powers, and these stood him in good stead at this time, enabling him to cling to his father much more lightly than would have been the case had he not been able to swim.

At first they found it impossible to do more than endeavour to keep afloat, for the surging of the breakers was so great, and the darkness so intense, that they could not give direction to their energies. But the increasing roar of the surf soon told them that they were near the rocks, and in a few seconds they were launched with tremendous force amongst them.

Well was it for them at that moment that the wave which bore them on its crest swept them through a gap in the reef, else had they been inevitably dashed to pieces. As it was, they were nearly torn asunder, and Gaffs shoulder just grazed a rock as he was whirled past it; but in a few seconds they found themselves in comparatively still water, and felt assured that they had been swept through an opening in the reef. Presently Gaff touched a rock and grasped it.

Hold on, Billy my lad! he exclaimed breathlessly, well be safe ashore, please God, in a short bit.

All right, daddy, gasped the boy; for to say truth, the whirling in the foam had well-nigh exhausted him.

Soon the two were out of the reach of the waves, clinging to what appeared to be the face of a precipice. Here, although safe from the actual billows, they were constantly drenched by spray, and exposed to the full fury of the gale. At first they attempted to scale the cliff, supposing that if once at the top they should find shelter; but this proved to be impossible. Equally impossible was it to get round the promontory on which they had been cast. They were therefore compelled to shelter themselves as they best might, in the crevices of the exposed point, and cling to each other for warmth.

It was a long long night to those castaways. Minutes appeared to pass like hours, and it seemed to them as if night had finally and for ever settled down on the dreary world. The wind too, although not very cold, was sufficiently so to chill them, and long before day began to break they were so much benumbed as to be scarcely able to maintain their position.

During all this time they were harassed by uncertainty as to the nature of the rock on which they were cast. It might be a mere barren islet, perhaps one which the sea covered at high-water, in which case there was the possibility of their being swept away before morning.

When morning came, however, it revealed to them the fact that they were upon a small promontory, which was connected by a narrow neck of sand with the land.

As soon as the light rendered this apparent, Gaff put his hand on Billys head and spoke softly to him  

Now then, lad, look up  ye ant sleepin, sure, are ye?

No, daddy, only dozin and dreamin, said Billy, rousing himself.

Well, we must stop dreamin, and git ashore as fast as we can. I think theres dry land all the way to the beach; if not, itll only be a short swim. Whether its an island or what, I dont know; but lets be thankful, boy, that it looks big enough to hold us. Come, cheer up!

To this Billy replied that he was quite jolly, and ready for anything; and, by way of proving his fitness for exertion, began to crawl over the rocks like a snail!

Thatll never do, said Gaff with a short laugh; come, wrestle with me, youngster.

The Buster accepted the challenge at once by throwing his arms round his fathers waist, and endeavouring to throw him. Gaff resisted, and the result was that, in ten minutes or so, they were comparatively warm, and capable of active exertion.

Then they clambered over the rocks, traversed the neck of sand, and quickly gained the shore.

Ascending the cliffs with eager haste, they reached the summit just as the sun rose and tinged the topmost pinnacles with a golden hue. Pushing on towards an elevated ridge of rock, they climbed to the top of a mound, from which they could obtain a view of the surrounding country, and then they discovered that their place of refuge was a small solitary island, in the midst of the boundless sea.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Island-Home Examined.

For a long time father and son stood on the elevated rock gazing in silence on the little spot of earth that was to be their home, it might be, for months, or even years.

The island, as I have said, was a solitary one, and very small  not more than a mile broad, by about three miles long; but it was covered from summit to shore with the richest tropical verdure, and the trees and underwood were so thick that the cliffs could only be seen in places where gaps in the foliage occurred, or where an aspiring peak of rock shot up above the trees. In order to reach the ridge on which they stood, the castaways had passed beneath the shade of mangrove, banana, cocoa-nut, and a variety of other trees and plants. The land on which these grew was undulating and varied in form, presenting in one direction dense foliage, which not only filled the little valleys, but clung in heavy masses to rocks and ridges; while in other places there were meadows of rich grass, with here and there a reedy pond, whose surface was alive with wild ducks and other water-fowl. Only near the top of the island  which might almost be styled a mountain ridge  was there any appearance of uncovered rock. There were two principal peaks, one of which, from its appearance, was a volcano, but whether an active one or not Gaff could not at that time determine. Unlike the most of the South Sea islands, this one was destitute of a surrounding coral reef, so that the great waves caused by the recent storm burst with thunderous roar on the beach.

At one point only was there a projecting point or low promontory, which formed a natural harbour; and it was on the outer rocks of this point that the father and son had been providentially cast. The whole scene was pre-eminently beautiful; and as the wind had gone quite down, it was, with the exception of the solemn, regular, intermittent roar of the breakers on the weather side, quiet and peaceful. As he sat down on a rock, and raised his heart to God in gratitude for his deliverance, Gaff felt the spot to be a sweet haven of rest after the toils and horrors of the storm.

A single glance was sufficient to show that the island was uninhabited.

The silence was first broken by Billy, who, in his wonted sudden and bursting manner, gave vent to a resonant cheer.

Hallo! ho! hooray! he shouted, while a blaze of delight lit up his face; theres the boat, daddy!

Where away, lad? demanded Gaff, rising and shading his eyes from the sun, as he looked in the direction indicated.

There, down i the cove; bottom up among the rocks; stove in, I daresay. Dont ee seed, faither?

Ay, lad; and mayhap it beant stove in; leastwise well go see.

As the two hastened down to the beach to ascertain this important point, Gaff took a more leisurely survey of things on the island, and Billy commented freely on things in general.

Now, daddy, said the Buster, with a face of beaming joy, this is the very jolliest thing that ever could have happened to us  aint it?

Well, Im not so sure o that, lad. To be cast away on a lone desert island in the middle o the Pacific, with little or no chance o gittin away for a long bit, aint quite the jolliest thing in the world, to my mind.

Wots a desert island, daddy?

One as aint peopled or cultivated.

Then thats no objection to it, said Billy, because we two are people enough, and well cultivate it up to the mast-head afore long.

But what shall we do for victuals, lad? inquired Gaff, with a smile.

The Buster was posed. He had never thought of food, so his countenance fell.

And drink? added Gaff.

The Buster was not posed at this, for he remembered, and reminded his father of, the pond which they had seen from the ridge.

Aha! he added, an there was lots o ducks on it too. We can eat them, you know, daddy, even though we hant got green peas or taties to em.

We can have other things to em though, said Gaff, pointing to a tall palm-tree; for there are cocoa-nuts; and farther on, to this side o the hollow there, I see banana-trees; and here are yams, which are nearly as good as taties.

I told ye it would be jolly, cried Billy, recovering his delight, an no doubt well find lots of other things; and then well have it all to ourselves  you and me. Youll be king, daddy, or emperor, and Ill be prince. Wont that be grand?  Prince of a South Sea island! What would Tottie and mother say? And then the boat, you know  even if it do be stove in, we can patch it up somehow, and go fishin.

Without hooks or lines? said Gaff.

Billy was posed again, and his father laughed at the perplexed expression on his countenance, as he said, Never mind, boy, well find somethin or other that will do instead o hooks an lines.

To be sure we will, assented the other encouragingly; an thatll be one of the jolliest bits of it all, that well spend lots of our time in tryin to find out things thatll do instead o other things, wont we? And then  hallo! was that a grump?

It sounded uncommon like one.

An thats a squeal, said Billy.

In another moment both grump and squeal were repeated in full chorus by a drove of wild pigs that burst suddenly out of a thick bush, and, rushing in mad haste past the intruders on their domain, disappeared, yelling, into a neighbouring thicket.

Pork for our ducks, daddy! shouted Billy, when the first burst of his surprise was over; well have plenty of grub now; but how are we to catch them?

Ha! we must find that out, replied Gaff cheerfully; itll give us summat to think about, dye see? Now then, here we are at the beach, an as far as I can see we have bright prospects in regard to victuals of another sort, for here be crabs an oysters an no end o cockles. Come, well not be badly off, if we only had a hut o some sort to sleep in; but, after all, we can manage to be comfortable enough under a tree. It will be better than the housin weve had for the last few nights, anyhow.

To their great delight they found that the boat had been cast ashore on a sandy place, and that it was uninjured. A short way beyond it, too, the oars were found stranded between two rocks.

This was a piece of great good fortune, because it placed within their reach the means of an immediate circumnavigation of their island. But before entering on this voyage of discovery they resolved to explore the woods near the place where they had landed, in search of a cavern, or some suitable place in which to fix their home.

Acting on this resolve they pulled the boat up the beach, placed the oars within it, and returned to the woods. As they went they picked up a few shell-fish, and ate them raw. Thus they breakfasted; but although the meal was a poor one it was unusually pleasant, because of the hunger which had previously oppressed them, and which Billy, in a fit of confidential talk with his father, compared to having his interior gnawed out by rats!

Passing through the woods they found a quantity of ripe berries, of various kinds, of which they ate heartily, and then came to a spring of clear cold water. Gaff also climbed a cocoa-nut tree and brought down two nuts, which were clothed in such thick hard shells that they well-nigh broke their hearts before they succeeded in getting at the kernels. However, they got at them in course of time, and feasted sumptuously on them.

It was half an hour, or perhaps three-quarters of an hour, after the gathering of the cocoa-nuts, that they came suddenly on a spring of water above which there was a cloud of vapour resembling steam.

Its bilin, exclaimed Billy, as he ran forward and eagerly thrust his hand into the water.

Billy had said this in joke, for he had never conceived of such a thing as a spring of hot water, but he found that his jest might have been said in earnest, for the spring was almost bilin, and caused the Buster to pull his hand out again with a roar of surprise and pain.

Just beyond the hot spring they found a small cavern in the face of a cliff, which appeared to them to be quite dry.

Heres the very thing we want, daddy, cried Billy in gleeful surprise.

Dont be too sure, lad; praps its damp.

No, its dry as bone, said the boy, running in and placing his hands on the floor; its wide inside too, and the entrance is small, so we can put a door to it; and look there! see  ant that a hole leadin to some other place?

Billy was right. A small hole, not much larger than was sufficient to admit of a man passing through, conducted them into a larger cave than the first one, and here they found another hole leading into a third, which was so large and dark that they dared not venture to explore it without a light. They saw enough, however, to be convinced that the caverns were well ventilated and free from damp, so they returned to the entrance cave and examined it carefully with a view to making it their home.

Billys romantic spirit was filled to overflowing with joy while thus engaged, insomuch that Gaff himself became excited as well as interested in the investigation. They little knew at the time how familiar each rock and crevice of that cave was to become, and how long it was destined to be their island-home!




Chapter Twenty Three.

Relating to Improvements in the Hut, and Mrs Gaffs Perplexities.

While Stephen Gaff and his son were busy preparing their residence in the South Sea island, Mrs Gaff was equally busy in preparing her residence for their reception on their return to Cove.

The little cottage had undergone so many changes during the past few months that it is doubtful whether its rightful owner would have recognised his own property,  internally at least; externally it remained unaltered.

Having, with much pains, ascertained that she might venture to launch out pretty freely in the way of expenditure without becoming absolutely bankrupt, Mrs Gaff had supplied herself with a handsome new grate, a large proportion of which was of polished brass, that cost herself and Tottie much of their time to keep clean and brilliant; there were also fender and fire-irons to match, adorned with brass knobs and points, which latter were the special admiration of Tottie. There was a carpet, too, straight from the looms of Turkey  as the man who sold it informed Mrs Gaff  which was the admiration of all Cove, for it was divided into squares of brilliant colours, with huge red roses in the centre of each. It was positively a superb, a resplendent, carpet, and rejoiced the hearts and eyes of Mrs Gaff and her child every time they looked at it, which you may be sure was pretty often. It kept them indeed in a constant state of nervous dread lest they should spill or capsize anything upon it, and in this respect might almost be said to have rendered their lives a burden, but they bore up under it with surprising cheerfulness.

There was also a new eight-day clock, with a polished mahogany case and a really white face, which by contrast made the old Dutch clock more yellow and bilious than ever, and if possible more horrified in its expression. Mrs Gaff had allowed the old clock to retain its corner, wisely concluding that it would be a pleasantly familiar sight and sound to her husband and son when they returned. It was quite apparent to the meanest capacity that there was a rivalry between the two timepieces; for, being both rather good timekeepers, they invariably struck the hours at the same time, but the new clock struck with such a loud overbearing ring that the old one was quite overpowered. The latter had the advantage, however, of getting the first two strokes before the other began, besides which it prefaced its remarks every hour with a mysterious hissing and whirring sound that the new clock could not have got up to save its life.

There were also half-a-dozen new cane chairs. The shopman who had sold Mrs Gaff the carpet told her that they would look more elegant and drawing-room-like than the six heavy second-hand mahogany ones, with the hair-cloth seats, on which she had set her heart. Mrs Gaff would not at first agree to take the cane chairs, observing truly that they was too slim, but she was shaken in her mind when the shopman said they were quite the thing for a ladys boudoir.

She immediately demanded to know what a boodwar was. The shopman told her that it was an elegant apartment in which young ladies were wont to sit and read poetry, and think of their absent lovers.

On hearing this she retired into a corner of the shop, taking refuge behind a chest of drawers, and held a long whispered conversation with Tottie, after which she came forth and asked the shopman if married ladies ever used boodwars where they might sit and think of their absent husbands.

The shopman smiled, and said he had no doubt they did  indeed, he was sure of it; for, said he, there was a certain apartment in his own house in which his own wife was wont to sit up at night, when he chanced to be absent, and think of him.

The uncandid man did not add that in the same apartment he was in the habit of being taken pretty sharply to task as to what had kept him out so late; but, after all, what had Mrs Gaff to do with that? The result was that the six cane chairs were ordered by Mrs Gaff, who remarked that she never read poitry, but that that wouldnt matter much. Thenceforth she styled the cottage at Cove the Boodwar.

It is worthy of remark that Mrs Gaff, being a heavy woman, went through the bottom of the first of the cane chairs she sat down on after they were placed in the boudoir, and that her fisher-friends, being all more or less heavy, went successively through the bottoms of all the rest until none were left, and they were finally replaced by the six heavy mahogany chairs, with the hair seats, which ever afterwards stood every test to which they were subjected, that of Haco Barepoles weight included.

But the chief ornament of the cottage was a magnificent old mahogany four-poster, which was so large that it took up at least a third of the apartment, and so solidly dark and heavy that visitors were invariably, on their first entrance, impressed with the belief that a hearse had been set up in a corner of the boudoir. The posts of this bed were richly carved, and the top of each was ornamented with an imposing ball. The whole was tastefully draped with red damask so dark with age as to be almost black. Altogether this piece of furniture was so grand that words cannot fully describe it, and it stood so high on its carved legs that Mrs Gaff and Tottie were obliged to climb into it each night by a flight of three steps, which were richly carpeted, and which folded into a square box, which was extremely convenient as a seat or ottoman during the day, and quite in keeping with the rest of the furniture of the boodwar.

In addition to all these beautiful and expensive articles, Mrs Gaff displayed her love for the fine arts in the selection and purchase of four engravings in black frames with gold slips, one for each wall of the cottage. The largest of these was the portrait of a first-rate line-of-battle ship in full sail, with the yards manned, and dressed from deck to trucks with all the flags of the navy. Another was a head of Lord Nelson, said to be a speaking likeness!

This head had the astonishing property of always looking at you, no matter what part of the room you looked at it from! Tottie had expressed a wish that it might be hung opposite the new clock, in order that it might have something, as it were, to look at; but although the eyes looked straight out of the picture, they refused to look at the clock, and pertinaciously looked at living beings instead. Mrs Gaff asserted that it had a squint, and that it was really looking at the Dutch clock, and on going to the corner where that timepiece stood she found that Lord Nelson was gazing in that direction! But Tottie, who went to the opposite corner of the room, roundly asseverated that the head looked at her.

There was no getting over this difficulty, so Mrs Gaff gave it up as an unsolvable riddle; but Tottie, who was fond of riddles, pondered the matter, and at length came to the conclusion that as Lord Nelson was a great man, it must be because of his greatness that he could look in two directions at the same moment.

Mrs Gaff furthermore displayed her taste for articles of vertu in her selection of chimney-piece ornaments. She had completely covered every inch of available space with shells of a brilliant and foreign aspect, and articles of chinaware, such as parrots and shepherds, besides various creatures which the designer had evidently failed to represent correctly, as they resembled none of the known animals of modern times.

From this abode of elegance and luxury Mrs Gaff issued one forenoon in her gay cotton visiting dress and the huge bonnet with the pink bows and ribbons. Tottie accompanied her, for the two were seldom apart for any lengthened period since the time when Stephen and Billy went away. Mother and daughter seemed from that date to have been united by a new and stronger bond than heretofore; they walked, worked, ate, slept, and almost thought together. On the present occasion they meant to pay a business visit at the house of Mr Stuart.

While they were on their way thither, Miss Penelope Stuart was engaged in the difficult and harassing work of preparing for a journey. She was assisted by Mrs Niven, who was particularly anxious to know the cause of the intended journey, to the great annoyance of Miss Peppy, who did not wish to reveal the cause, but who was so incapable of concealing anything that she found it absolutely necessary to take the housekeeper into her confidence.

Niven, she said, sitting down on a portmanteau, which was packed, beside one which was packing.

Yes, maam.

I may as well tell you why it is that I am going to visit my brother-in-law

Oh, its to your brother-in-law youre goin, is it?

Yes, I forgot that you did not know, but to be sure I might have known that you could not know unless you were told, although its difficult to understand why people shouldnt know what others are thinking of, as well as what they are looking at. We can see them looking, but we cant hear them thinking  really it is very perplexing  dear me, where can they be?

What, maam?

My thick walking-shoes. Im quite sure that I had them in my hand a minute ago.

Ho! maam, exclaimed Mrs Niven suddenly, if you arent bin an put em into your bonnet-box among the caps.

Well now, that is odd. Put them into the bag, Niven. Well, as I was saying  where was I?

You was goin to tell me why you are goin to your brother, maam, observed the housekeeper.

Ah! to be sure; well then  . But you must never mention it, Niven.

Miss Peppy said this with much solemnity, as if she were administering an oath.

On my honour, maam; trust me. I never mentions hanythink.

Mrs Niven said this as though she wondered that the supposition could have entered into Miss Peppys head for a moment, that she, (Mrs Niven), could, would, or should tell anything to anybody.

Well then, you must know, resumed Miss Peppy, with a cautious glance round the room, my brother-in-law, Colonel Crusty, who lives in the town of Athenbury, is a military man

So I should suppose, maam, observed Mrs Niven, he being called Kurnel, wich is an army name.

Ah, yes, to be sure, I forgot that; well, it is two hours by train to Athenbury, which is a dirty place, as all seaports are  full of fishy and sailory smells, though Ive never heard that such smells are bad for the health; at least the Sanitary Commissioners say that if all the filth were cleaned away the effluvia would be less offensive, and  and  . But, as I was saying, for those reasons I mean to pay my brother-in-law a short visit.

Beg parding, maam, said Mrs Niven, but, if I may remark so, you ave not mentioned your reasons as yet.

Oh, to be sure, said the baffled Miss Peppy, who had weakly hoped that she could escape with an indefinite explanation; I meant to say, (and youll be sure not to tell, Niven), that the Colonel has a remarkably pretty daughter, with such a sweet temper, and heiress to all her fathers property; though I never knew rightly how much it was, for the Crustys are very close, and since their mother died

Whose mother, maam? the Colonels or his daughters?

His daughters, of course  Bella, she is called. Since she died, (not Bella, but her mother), since then Ive never heard anything about the family; but now that Bella is grown up, I mean to get her and Kenneth to see each other, and I have no doubt that they will fall in love, which would be very nice, for you know Kenneth will have a good income one of those days, and its as well that the young people should be  be married if they can, and indeed I see nothing in the way; though, after all, they would probably be happier if they were not to marry, for I dont believe the state to be a happy one, and thats the reason, Niven, that I never entered into it myself; but its too late now, though I cannot conceive why it should ever be too late, for if people can be happy at all, any time, whats to hinder?

Miss Peppy paused abruptly here, and Mrs Niven, supposing that she awaited a reply, said  

Nothing whatever, maam.

Exactly so, Niven, thats just what I think. Kenneth is young and tall and handsome, Bella is young and small and pretty, and thats the reason the match is so suitable, though, to be sure, there are many people similarly situated whose union would not be suitable; dear me, this world of perplexities! No one can read the riddle, for this world is no better than a big round riddle, flattened a little at the poles, to be sure, like an orange, though to my eyes it seems as flat as a pancake, except in the Scotch Highlands, where its very irregular, and the people wear kilts; still, upon the whole, I think the match will be a good one, so I am going to try to bring it about.

But are you sure, maam, that Master Kenneth will go to visit Colonel Crusty?

O yes, he has promised to escort me there, and then hell see Bella, and, of course, he wont wish to leave after that.

Mrs Niven shook her head, and observed that she rather feared Miss Lizzie Gordons image was already indelibly impressed on Master Kenneths heart, but Miss Peppy replied that that was all nonsense, and that, at all events, her brother, Mr Stuart, would never permit it. She did not find it difficult to gain over Mrs Niven to her views, for that worthy woman, (like many other worthy women in this world), held the opinion that a good match meant a match where money existed on one or both sides, and that love was a mere boyish and girlish idea, which should not be taken into consideration at all.

The two were still discussing this important subject when Mrs Gaff laid violent hands on the door-bell.

On being admitted to the presence of Miss Peppy, Mrs Gaff sat down on the packed trunk, and all but stove in the lid; whereupon she rose hastily with many apologies, and afterwards in her confusion sat down on the bonnet-box, which she stove in so completely as to render it hors-de-combat for all future time.

Im awful sorry, she began.

Oh, no harm; at least no matter, said Miss Peppy, its quite a useless sort of thing, (this was literally true), and I mean to get a new one immediately.

Mrs Gaff became suddenly comforted, and said, with a bland smile, that, having heard only that morning of her intention to visit the town of Athenbury, she had called to ask her to do her a great favour.

With the greatest pleasure; what can I do for you? said Miss Peppy, who was the essence of good-nature.

Thank ee, maam, its to take charge o a bit parcel, about the size of my head, or thereaway, and give it to a poor relation o mine as lives there when he ant afloat.

A seaman? said Miss Peppy.

Yes, maam.

Very well; but, continued Miss Peppy, you say the parcel is the size of your head: do you mean your head with or without the bonnet? Excuse me for

La! maam, without the bonnet, of course. It may perhaps be rather heavy, but I ant quite sure yet. Ill let you know in an hour or so.

Mrs Gaff rose abruptly, left the house, with Tottie, precipitately, and made her way to the bank, where she presented herself with a defiant air to the teller who had originally supplied her with a hundred pounds in gold. She always became and looked defiant, worthy woman, on entering the bank, having become unalterably impressed with the idea that all the clerks, tellers, and directors had entered into an agreement to throw every possible difficulty in the way of her drawing out money, and having resolved in her own determined way that she wouldnt give in as long as, (to borrow one of her husbands phrases), there was a shot in the locker!

Now, sir, she said to the elderly teller, I wants twenty pounds, if theres as much in the shop.

The elderly teller smiled, and bade her sit down while he should write out the cheque for her. She sat down, gazing defiance all round her, and becoming painfully aware that there were a number of young men behind various screened rails whose noses were acting as safety-valves to their suppressed feelings.

When the cheque was drawn out and duly signed, Mrs Gaff went to the rails and shook it as she might have shaken in the face of her enemies the flag under which she meant to conquer or to die. On receiving it back she returned and presented it to the elderly teller with a look that said plainly There! refuse to cash that at your peril; but she said nothing, she only snorted.

How will you have it? inquired the teller blandly.

In coppers, said Mrs Gaff stoutly.

Coppers! exclaimed the teller in amazement.

Yes, coppers.

My good woman, are you aware that you could scarcely lift such a sum in coppers.

How many would it make? she inquired with an air of indecision.

Four thousand eight hundred pence.

Mrs Gaffs resolution was shaken; after a few moments consideration she said she would take it in silver, and begged to have it mixed  with a good number of sixpences amongst it.

You see, my lamb, she whispered to Tottie, while the teller was getting the money, my poor cousin George is amost too old to go to sea now, and he hant got a penny to live on, an so I wants to gladden his heart and astonish his eyes wi a sight o such a heap o silver. Mix it all together, sir, she said to the teller.

He obeyed, and pushed the pile towards Mrs Gaff, who surveyed it first with unmixed delight; but gradually her face was clouded with a look of concern as she thought of the counting of it.

If the counting of the gold was terrible to her, the counting of the silver was absolutely appalling, for the latter, consisting as it did of half-crowns, shillings, and sixpences, numbered nearly five hundred pieces.

The poor woman applied herself to the task with commendable energy, but in ten minutes she perceived that the thing was utterly beyond her powers, so she suddenly exclaimed to Tottie, who stood looking on with tears in her eyes, Surely the elderly teller must be an honest man, and would never cheat me; having come to which conclusion she swept the silver into the bag previously prepared for it, and consigned that to the basket which was the inseparable companion of her left arm. Thereafter she left the bank and hastened to a grocer in the town with whom she was acquainted, and from whom she obtained brown paper and twine with which she made the money up into a parcel. Her next act was to purchase a new bonnet-box, which she presented to Miss Peppy with many earnest protestations that she would have got a better if she could, but a better was not to be had in town for love or money.

Having executed all her commissions, Mrs Gaff returned to Cove and spent an hour or two with Tottie in the four-poster  not by any means because she was lazy, but because it afforded her peculiar and inexpressible pleasure to stare at the damask curtains and wonder how Gaff would like it, and think of the surprise that he would receive on first beholding such a bed. So anxious did the good woman become in her desire to make the most of the new bed, that she once or twice contemplated the propriety of Stephen and herself, and the Buster and Tottie, spending the first night, after their return, all together in it, but on mature consideration she dismissed the idea as untenable.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Miss Peppy undertakes a Journey.

The scene is changed now to the railway station at Wreckumoft, where there is the usual amount of bustle and noise. The engines are shrieking and snorting as if nothing on earth could relieve their feelings but bursting. Bells are ringing; porters are hurrying to and fro with luggage on trucks, to the risk of passengers shins and toes; men, women, and children, young and old, high and low, rich and poor, are mixed in confusion on the platform, some insanely attempting to force their way into a train that is moving off, under the impression that it is their train, and they are too late after all! Others are wildly searching for lost luggage. Many are endeavouring to calm their own spirits, some are attempting to calm the spirits of others. Timid old ladies, who cannot get reconciled to railways at all, are convinced that something is going to happen, and testy old gentlemen are stumping about in search of wives and daughters, wishing that railways had never been invented, while a good many self-possessed individuals of both sexes are regarding the scene with serene composure.

When Miss Peppy made her appearance she was evidently not among the latter class. She was accompanied by Kenneth, and attended by Mrs Niven.

Neither mistress nor maid had ever been in a railway station before. They belonged to that class of females who are not addicted to travelling, and who prefer stage-coaches of the olden times to railways. They entered the station, therefore, with some curiosity and much trepidation  for it chanced to be an excursion day, and several of the trades of Athenbury were besieging the ticket-windows.

It is very good of you to go with me, Kennie, said Miss Peppy, hugging her nephews arm.

My dear aunt, it is a pleasure, I assure you, replied Kenneth; I am quite anxious to make the acquaintance of Colonel Crusty and his pretty daughter.

O dear! what a shriek! Is anything wrong, Kennie?

Nothing, dear aunt; it is only a train about to start.

Whats the matter with you, Niven? inquired Miss Peppy with some anxiety, on observing that the housekeepers face was ashy pale.

Nothink, maam; only I feels assured that everythink is a-goin to bust, maam.

She looked round hastily, as if in search of some way of escape, but no such way presented itself.

Look-out for your legs, maam, shouted a porter, as he tried to stop his truck of luggage.

Mrs Niven of course did not hear him, and if she had heard him, she would not have believed it possible that he referred to her legs, for she wore a very long dress, and was always scrupulously particular in the matter of concealing her ankles. Fortunately Kenneth observed her danger, and pulled her out of the way with unavoidable violence.

It cant old on much longer, observed Niven with a sigh, referring to an engine which stood directly opposite to her in tremulous and apparently tremendous anxiety to start.

The driver vented his impatience just then by causing the whistle to give three sharp yelps, which produced three agonising leaps in the bosoms of Miss Peppy and Mrs Niven.

Couldnt it all be done with a little less noise, said Miss Peppy to Kenneth, it seems to me so aw  oh! look! surely that old gentleman has gone mad!

Not he, said Kenneth with a smile; he has only lost his wife in the crowd, and thinks the train will start before he finds her; see, she is under the same impression, dont you see her rushing wildly about looking for her husband, theyll meet in a moment or two if they keep going in the same direction, unless that luggage-truck should interfere.

Look-out, sir! shouted the porter at that moment. The old gentleman started back, and all but knocked over his wife, who screamed, recognised him, and clung to his arm with thankful tenacity.

A bell rang.

The crowd swayed to and fro; agitated people became apparently insane; timid people collapsed; strong people pushed, and weak folk gave way. If any man should be sceptical in regard to the doctrine of the thorough depravity of the human heart, he can have his unbelief removed by going into and observing the conduct of an eager crowd!

What a hinfamous state of things! observed Mrs Niven.

Yell!  shriek! went the engine whistle, drowning Miss Peppys reply.

Take your seats! roared the guard.

The engine gave a sudden snort, as if to say, Youd better, else Im off without you.

Now aunt, said Kenneth, come along.

In another moment Miss Peppy was seated in a carriage, with her head out of the window, talking earnestly and rapidly to Mrs Niven.

It seemed as if she had reserved all the household directions which she had to give to that last inopportune moment!

Now, take good care of Emmie, Niven, and dont forget to get her

The remainder was drowned by that irritating whistle.

Get her what, maam?

Get her shoes mended before Sunday, and remember that her petticoat was torn when she  bless me! has that thing burst at last?

No, maam, not yet, said Niven.

Now then, keep back; show your tickets, please, said the inspector, pushing Niven aside.

Imperence! muttered the offended housekeeper, again advancing to the window when the man had passed.

As the train was evidently about to start, Miss Peppys memory became suddenly very acute, and a rush of forgotten directions almost choked her as she leaned out of the window.

Oh! Niven, I forgot  the  the  dear me, what is it? I know it so well when Im not in a flurry. Its awful to be subjected so constantly to  the Childs History of England! thats it  on the top of my  my  which trunk can it be? I know, oh yes, the leather one. Emmie is to read  well now, that is too bad

As Miss Peppy stopped and fumbled in her pocket inquiringly, Mrs Niven asked, in some concern, if it was her purse.

No, its my thimble; ah! here it is, theres a corner in that pocket where everything seems to  well, (shriek from the whistle), oh! and  and  the bakers book  it must be  by the bye, thats well remembered, you must get money from Mr Stuart

What now, maam, inquired Mrs Niven, as Miss Peppy again paused and grew pale.

The key!

Of the press? inquired Niven.

Yes  no; that is, its the key of the press, and not the key of my trunk. Here, take it, (she thrust the key into the housekeepers hand, just as the engine gave a violent snort.) What shall I do? My trunk wont open without, at least I suppose it wont, and its a new lock! what shall

Make a parcel of the key, Niven, said Kenneth, coming to the rescue, and send it by the guard of next train.

And oh! shrieked Miss Peppy, as the train began to move, I forgot the  the

Yes, yes, quick, maam, cried Niven eagerly, as she followed.

Oh! cant they stop the train for a moment? Its the  its  dear me  the pie  pie!

What pie, maam?

Theres three of them  for my brothers dinner  I forgot to tell cook  itll put him out so  theres three of em. Its not the  the  two but the  the  other one, the what-dye-call-it pie. Miss Peppy fell back on her seat, and gave it up with a groan. Suddenly she sprang up, and thrust out her head The deer pie, she yelled.

The dear pie! echoed the astonished Mrs Niven interrogatively.

Another moment and Miss Peppy vanished from the scene, leaving the housekeeper to return home in despair, from which condition she was relieved by the cook, who at once concluded that the dear pie must mean the venison pasty, and forthwith prepared the dish for dinner.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Perplexities and Musical Charms.

My son Gildart, with his hands in his pockets and his cap very much on one side of his head, entered my drawing-room one morning with a perplexed air.

What troubles you to-day? asked Lizzie Gordon, who was seated at the window winding up a ball of worsted, the skein of which was being held by Miss Puff, who was at that time residing with us.

What troubles me?  everything troubles me, said the middy with a stern air, as he turned his back to the fire; the world troubles me, circumstances trouble me, my heart troubles me, my pocket troubles me, my friends and relations trouble me, and so do my enemies; in fact, it would be difficult to name the sublunary creature or thing that does not trouble me. It blows trouble from every point of the compass, a peculiarity in moral gales that is never observed in physical breezes.

How philosophically you talk this morning, observed Lizzie with a laugh. May it not be just possible that the trouble, instead of flowing from all points to you as a centre, wells up within and flows out in all directions, and that a warped mind inverts the process?

Perhaps you are right, sweet cousin! Anyhow we cant be both wrong, which is a comfort.

May I ask what is the heart-trouble you complain of? said Lizzie.

Love and hatred, replied Gildart with a sigh and a frown.

Indeed! Is the name of the beloved object a secret?

Of course, said the middy with a pointed glance at Miss Puff, who blushed scarlet from the roots of her hair to the edge of her dress, (perhaps to the points of her toes  I am inclined to think so); of course it is; but the hated objects name is no secret. It is Haco Barepoles.

The mad skipper! exclaimed Lizzie in surprise. I thought he was the most amiable man in existence. Every one speaks well of him.

It may be so, but I hate him. The hatred is peculiar, though I believe not incurable, but at present it is powerful. That preposterous giant, that fathom and four inches of conceit, that insufferable disgrace to his cloth, that huge mass of human bones in a pig-skin  he  he bothers me.

But how does he bother you?

Well, in the first place, he positively refuses to let his daughter Susan marry Dan Horsey, and I have set my heart on that match, for Susan is a favourite of mine, and Dan is a capital fellow, though he is a groom and a scoundrel  and nothing would delight me more than to bother our cook, who is a perfect vixen, and would naturally die of vexation if these two were spliced; besides, I want a dance at a wedding, or a shindy of some sort, before setting sail for the land of spices and niggers. Haco puts a stop to all that; but, worse still, when I was down at the Sailors Home the other day, I heard him telling some wonderful stories to the men there, in one of which he boasted that he had never been taken by surprise, nor got a start in his life; that a twenty-four pounder had once burst at his side and cut the head clean off a comrade, without causing his nerves to shake or his pulse to increase a bit. I laid him a bet of ten pounds on the spot that I could give him a fright, and he took it at once. Now I cant for the life of me think how to give him a fright, yet I must do it somehow, for it will never do to be beat.

Couldnt you shoot off a pistol at his ear? suggested Lizzie.

Miss Puff sniggered, and Gildart said he might as well try to startle him with a sneeze.

Get up a ghost, then, said Lizzie; I have known a ghost act with great effect on a dark night in an out-of-the-way place.

No use, returned Gildart, shaking his head. Haco has seen ghosts enough to frighten a squadron of horse-marines.

Miss Puff sniggered again, and continued to do so until her puffy face and neck became extremely pink and dangerously inflated, insomuch that Gildart asked her somewhat abruptly what in the world she was laughing at. Miss Puff said she wouldnt tell, and Gildart insisted that she would; but she positively declined, until Gildart dragged her forcibly from her chair into a window-recess, where she was prevailed on to whisper the ideas that made her laugh.

Capital! exclaimed the middy, chuckling as he issued from the recess; Ill try it. Youre a charming creature, Puff, with an imagination worthy the owner of a better name. There, dont pout. You know my sentiments. Adieu, fair cousin! Puff, good-bye.

So saying, the volatile youth left the room.

That afternoon Gildart sauntered down to the Sailors Home and entered the public hall, in which a dozen or two of sailors were engaged in playing draughts or chatting together. He glanced round, but, not finding the object of his search, was about to leave, when Dan Horsey came up, and, touching his hat, asked if he were looking for Haco Barepoles.

I am, said Gildart.

So is meself, said Dan; but the mad skipper ant aisy to git howld of, an not aisy to kape howld of when yeve got him. Hes goin to Cove this afternoon, I believe, anll be here before startin, so Im towld, so Im waitin for him.

As he spoke Haco entered, and Dan delivered a letter to him.

Who from? inquired the skipper sternly.

Mr Stuart, alias the guvnor, replied Dan with extreme affability; an as no answer is required, Ill take my leave with your highnesss permission.

Haco deigned no reply, but turned to Gildart and held out his hand.

Youve not gone to stay at Cove yet, I see, said Gildart.

Not yet, lad, but I go to-night at nine oclock. You see Mrs Gaff is a-goin to visit a relation for a week, an wants me to take care o the house, the boodwar, as she calls it, though why she calls it by that name is more than I can tell. However Ill be here for a week yet, as the Coffin wants a few repairs, (I wonder if it ever didnt want repairs), an I may as well be there as in the Home, though Im bound to say the Home is as good a lodgin as ever I was in at home or abroad, and cheap too, an they looks arter you so well. The only thing I ant sure of is whether the repairs is to be done here or in Athenbury.

The letter from Mr Stuart may bear on that point, suggested Gildart.

True, replied the skipper, opening the letter.

Ha! sure enough the repairs is to be done there, so Ill have to cut my visit to Cove short by four days.

But youll sleep there to-night, I suppose? asked Gildart, with more anxiety than the subject seemed to warrant.

Ay, no doubt o that, for Mrs G and Tottie left this mornin, trustin to my comin down in the evenin; but I cant get before nine oclock.

Well, good-day to you, said Gildart; I hope youll enjoy yourself at Cove.

The middy hastened away from the Sailors Home with the air of a man who had business on hand. Turning the corner of a street he came upon a brass band, the tones of which were rendering all the bilious people within hearing almost unable to support existence. There was one irascible old gentleman, (a lawyer), under whose window it was braying, who sat at his desk with a finger in each ear trying to make sense out of a legal document. This was a difficult task at any time, for the legal document was compounded chiefly of nonsense, with the smallest possible modicum of sense scattered through it. In the circumstances the thing was impossible, so the lawyer rose and stamped about the floor, and wished he were the Emperor of Russia with a cannon charged with grape-shot loaded to the muzzle and pointed at the centre of that brass band, in which case he would  . Well, the old gentleman never thought out the sentence, but he stamped on and raved a little as the band brayed below his window.

There was a sick man in a room not far from the old lawyers office. He had spent two days and two nights in the delirium of fever. At last the doctor succeeded in getting him to fall into a slumber. It was not a very sound one; but such as it was it was of inestimable value to the sick man. The brass band, however, brayed the slumber away to the strains of Rule Britannia, and effectually restored the delirium with God Save the Queen.

There were many other interesting little scenes enacted in that street in consequence of the harmonious music of that brass band, but I shall refrain from entering into farther particulars. Suffice it to say that Gildart stood listening to it for some time with evident delight.

Splendid, he muttered, as an absolutely appalling burst of discord rent the surrounding air and left it in tatters. Magnificent! I think that will do.

You seem fond of bad music, sir, observed an elderly gentleman, who had been standing near a doorway looking at the middy with a quiet smile.

Yes, on the present occasion I am, replied Gildart; discord suits my taste just now, and noise is pleasant to my ear.

The band ceased to play at that moment, and Gildart, stepping up to the man who appeared to be the leader, inasmuch as he performed on the clarionet, asked him to turn aside with him for a few minutes.

The man obeyed with a look of surprise, not unmingled with suspicion.

You are leader of this band?

Yes, sir, I ham.

Have you any objection to earn a sovereign or two?

No, sir, I hant.

Its a goodish band, observed Gildart.

A fus-rater, replied the clarionet. No doubt the trombone is a little cracked and brassy, so to speak, because of a hinfluenza as has wonted him for some weeks; but theres good stuff in im, sir, and plenty o lungs. The key-bugle is a noo and, but es capital, ticklerly in the igh notes an flats; besides, bein young, ell improve. As to the French orn, there aint his ekal in the country; wen he does the pathetic it would make a banker weep. You like pathetic music, sir?

Not much, replied the middy.

No! now thats hodd. I do. It armonises so with the usual state o my feelins. My feelins is amost always pathetic, sir.

Indeed!

Yes, cept at meal-times, wen I do manage to git a little jolly. Ah! sir, music aint wot it used to be. Theres a general flatness about it now, sir, an people dont seem to admire it alf so much as wen I first began. But if you dont like the pathetic, praps you like the bravoory style?

I doat on it, said Gildart. Come, lets have a touch of the bravoory.

Ive got a piece, said the clarionet slowly, looking at the sky with a pathetic air, a piece as I composed myself. I dont often play it, cause, you know, sir, one doesnt xactly like to shove ones-self too prominently afore the public. I calls it the Banging-smash Polka. But I generally charge hextra for it, for its dreadful hard on the lungs, and the trombone he gets cross when I mention it, for it nearly busts the hinstrument; besides, it kicks up sich a row that it puts the French orns nose out o jint  you cant ear a note of him. I flatter myself that the key-bugle plays his part to parfection, but the piece was written chiefly for the trombone and clarionet; the one being deep and crashing, the other shrill and high. I had the battle o Waterloo in my mind wen I wrote it.

Will that do? said Gildart, putting half-a-crown into the mans hand.

The clarionet nodded, and, turning to his comrades, winked gravely as he pronounced the magic word Banging-smash.

Next moment there was a burst as if a bomb-shell had torn up the street, and this was followed up by a series of crashes so rapid, violent, and wildly intermingled, that the middys heart almost leapt out of him with delight!

In a few seconds three doors burst open, and three servant-girls rushed at the band with three sixpences to beseech it to go away.

Couldnt go under a shillin a head, said the clarionet gravely.

A word from Gildart, however, induced him to accept of the bribe and depart.

As they went along the street Gildart walked with the clarionet and held earnest converse with him  apparently of a persuasive nature, for the clarionet frequently shook his head and appeared to remonstrate. Presently he called on his comrades to stop, and held with them a long palaver, in which the French horn seemed to be an objector, and the trombone an assenter, while the key-bugle didnt seem to care. At last they all came to an agreement.

Now, said the middy, taking out his purse, thats all fixed; here is five shillings in advance, and twenty shillings will follow when the performance is over. Dont forget the time and place: the village of Cove, the rear of Stephen Gaffs cottage  everybody knows it  and eight oclock precisely.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Mad Haco startled at last.

That evening Haco Barepoles was seen on the road to Cove, with his coat-skirts, his cravat-ends, and his hair streaming in the breeze.

An hour previously, however, a brass band was seen walking towards the same place, and, half an hour after that, a young midshipman was observed posting rapidly in the same direction.

It was dark when Gildart entered the village, and all the inhabitants were in their dwellings, so that he reached Gaffs cottage unperceived.

The village was a primitive one. Locks were deemed unnecessary in most of the cottages, probably because there was nothing worth stealing within them. Gildart lifted the latch and entered. A fire, nearly out, with a large piece of coal on it, burned in the grate. The flicker of this was sufficient to illuminate the boudoir faintly.

Having surveyed the apartment, examined the closet, and looked under the bed, he went out, and, going to the back of the cottage, found the band waiting in some anxiety.

Now, lads, come this way, said Gildart; and theres only one piece of advice Ive got to give you: dont stir hand or foot after Haco enters the cottage. Hes as big as an elephant, and strong as a lion. If you stir, and he finds you out, he wont spare you.

But you promise to come to the rescue, master, said the French horn in some alarm.

Ay, that will I; but hell have two of you floored, another strangled, and the fourth half-skinned before I can get him to stop.

I dont half like it, said the clarionet anxiously.

Pooh! pooh! exclaimed the key-bugle, well be more than a match for him; come on; its worth riskin for twenty-five bob.

Hear! hear! cried the trombone.

Well, then, enter, said Gildart, pushing open the door, and holding it while the band filed into the passage. He followed them and closed the door.

In a short time Haco Barepoles made his appearance. He also passed through the village unobserved, and, entering the cottage, closed the door. Thereafter he proceeded to make himself comfortable. The boodwar was empty  at least of human beings, though there was the Dutch clock with the horrified countenance in the corner, and the new clock near it, and the portraits and the great four-poster, and all the other articles of elegance and luxury with which Mrs Gaff had filled her humble dwelling.

A queer place, muttered the mad skipper in a soft voice to himself, as he moved about the room, poked up the fire, and made preparations for spending the night. Gaff wouldnt know the old cabin  humph! but its all done out o kindness; well, well, theres no accountin for women, theyre paridoxies. Hallo! this here closet didnt use to be bolted, but its bolted now. Howsever heres the loaf and the tea-pot an the kettle. Now, Mrs Gaff, youre an attentive creetur, nevertheless youve forgot bilin water, an, moreover, there ant no water in the house. Ah, heres a bucket; thatll do; Ill go to the well an help myself; its well that I can do it, said Haco, chuckling at his own pun with great satisfaction as he went out to the back of the house.

There was a sudden, though not loud, sound of hollow brass chinking under the four-post bed.

Now then, cant you keep still? said the clarionet in a hoarse whisper.

Its cramp in my leg, growled the trombone. Id have had to come out if he hadnt guv me this chance.

Wont you hold your tongues? whispered Gildart from the closet, the door of which he opened slightly.

He shut it with a sudden clap, and there was another clanking of brass as Hacos footsteps were heard outside, but dead silence reigned within the hut when the skipper re-entered, and set down on the floor a large bucket full of water.

Now then for tea, said Haco, rubbing his hands, as he set about the preparation of that meal. Being acquainted with the ways and localities of the cottage, he speedily had the board spread, and the tea smoking thereon, while the fire flared cheerfully on the walls, casting fine effects of light and shade on the pictures, and sprinkling the prominences of the clocks, bed, and furniture with ruddy gleams.

Having devoured his meal with an appetite and gusto worthy of his size, Haco filled his much-loved German pipe, and, selecting the strongest chair in the room, sat cautiously down on it beside the fire to enjoy a smoke.

Meanwhile the brass band endured agonies unutterable. The trombone afterwards vowed that he wouldnt for fifty sovs again go through what he had suffered during the hour that the mad skipper sat by that fire enjoying his evening pipe!

At last the pipe was smoked out, and Haco began to divest himself of his upper garments. Being an active man, he was soon undressed and in bed, where he lay for a long time perfectly still. Presently he gave vent to a deep sigh, and turned on his back, in which position he lay quite still for at least five minutes. At last he gave a soft puff with his lips, and followed it up with a mild snort from his nose.

This was immediately followed by a light single tap at the closet door.

Instantly the first bar of the Banging-Smash Polka burst from beneath the bed with such startling suddenness and energy that Gildart was himself rendered almost breathless. Haco awoke with a yell so dreadful that the brass band stopped for a single instant, but it burst forth again with a degree of fury that almost rent the trombone in twain!

The appalled skipper uttered another yell, and sprang up into the air. The four-poster could not stand the test. Haco went crashing through the bottom of the bed, flattened the French horn, and almost killed the trombone, while the broken ends of the planking of the bed pinned them to the floor. Escape was impossible.

Haco perceived the joke, and instantly recovered his self-possession. Springing from the bed, he seized the bucket of water which he had recently drawn, and dashed its contents on the struggling band. Thereafter he hauled the trombone out of the débris by the neck, flattened his instrument on his head, and twisted it round his neck. The key-bugle, who had struggled to his feet, fell before a well-aimed backhander, and the French horn was about to perish, when Gildart succeeded in restraining and pacifying the giant by stoutly asserting that he had won his bet, and insisted on having payment on the spot!

Haco burst into a loud laugh, flung the key-bugle from his grasp, and pulled on his nether garments.

I confess that youve won it, lad, so now Ill have another pipe.

He proceeded to fill the German pipe, and stirred up the fire while the band made good its retreat. Gildart paid the clarionet the stipulated sum of twenty shillings outside the door, after which he returned and seated himself beside the mad skipper.

Hacos laugh had changed into a good-humoured smile as he gazed into the fire and puffed volumes of smoke from his lips.

It was a risky thing to do, lad, he observed, as Gildart sat down; its well for that feller wi the long trumpet that the brass was so thin and his head so hard, for my blood was up, bein taken by surprise, you see, an I didnt measure my blows. Howsever, its all well that ends well, as I once heard a play-actor say.

But its not ended yet, said Gildart with decision.

How so, lad?

Youve got to pay up your bet.

Hacos brow became a little clouded. The bet had been taken more than half in joke, for he was not given to betting in earnest; but he was too proud to admit this on finding that Gildart took it in earnest.

Youll not want it for a short while, I daresay? he asked.

Captain Barepoles

Skipper, lad, I dont like to be capned.

Well, Skipper Barepoles, said the middy with much solemnity, I always pay my debts of honour on the spot, and I expect gentlemen who bet with me to do the same.

Haco grinned. But I ant a gentleman, said he, an I dont set up for one.

Still, as a man of honour you must feel bound

No, lad, not as a man of honour, interrupted the skipper, but as a British seaman Ill hold the debt due; only, not bein in the habit o carrying the Bank of England in my weskit-pocket, you see, I must ask you to wait till to-morrow mornin.

Haco said this with a slightly disappointed look, for he thought the middy rather sharp, and had formed a better opinion of him than his conduct on this occasion seemed to bear out.

Now, skipper, Ill tell you what it is. I am not fond of betting, and this bet of mine was taken in jest; in fact my usual bet is ten thousand pounds, sometimes a million! Nevertheless, you have admitted the debt as due, and although I do not mean to claim payment in the usual way, I dont intend to forego my rights altogether. Ill only ask you to do me a favour.

What may it be, lad?

Will you grant it?

Well, that depends

No, it doesnt; say Yes, or Ill claim the ten pounds.

Well, yes, if its right and proper for me to do it. Now, what dye want?

Humph! Well then, said Gildart, I want you to let your daughter Susan get spliced to Dan Horsey.

Haco frowned, and said, Unpossible.

Come now, dont be hard on them, skipper; Dan is a good fellow and a first-rate groom.

Hes an Irish blackguard, said Haco, and not worth a pinch of his namesake.

Youre quite mistaken, said Gildart, who went on to speak so highly of the groom, that Haco, if not made to change his opinion, was so much impressed as to agree at least to take the whole subject once again into consideration.

Another thing I wish you to do, skipper, which is to give me a passage in your sloop to Athenbury. You spoke of running round there for repairs soon, and I would rather go by sea than by that snorting railway. Will you do it?

With pleasure, lad.

Thankee; now Ill bid you good-night. You may depend upon it that you wont be disturbed again by a band, said Gildart, laughing.

I know that, replied Haco with a grin; its my opinion theyve had enough of me for one night. But wont ye stop an share the four-poster, lad? Its big enough, an well soon repair the damage to its bottom-timbers. Theres a knuckle o ham too, an a flask o claret. I brought it with me, cause I never drink nothin stronger than claret  vang ordinair they calls it in France. What say you; youll stop?

No, thankee, skipper, much obliged, but Ive business on hand elsewhere. Good-night, old boy.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Plot and Counterplot, ending in a Long Chase.

One day, not long after his arrival at Athenbury, Kenneth Stuart was seated in Colonel Crustys drawing-room, awaiting the summons to dinner.

Pretty Bella sat beside him, endeavouring to get up a flirtation  for Bella was an inveterate flirt. Besides being pretty, she was sprightly and full of life  a giddy gay thing, much addicted to that dangerous practice of fluttering round improprieties with cheerful recklessness. She was one of those human moths whose wings, alas! are being constantly singed, sometimes burned off altogether.

Kenneth was not so stern as to object to a little of what the world calls innocent flirtation, but he did not like Bellas style of procedure; for that charming piece of wickedness made it her aim in life to bring as many lovers to her feet as she could, and keep them there. She never had too many of them, never tired of conquering them. In the language of pugilists, One down another come on, was her motto.

She had just floored a captain of dragoons, who was expected that day to dinner, and was now engaged at her fortieth round with Kenneth; but he was too strong for her  at least she began to suspect so, and felt nettled.

I never met with such a provoking man as you, said Bella, pouting; you promised to go round by Simpsons and bring me a bouquet, and now you tell me you had not time. That is not what I would have expected of you. Sir Kenneth.

Bella had knighted him with the poker the evening before!

Well, really, I am sorry, said Kenneth in a deprecating tone, but Im sure you will forgive me when I tell you that

I wont forgive you, interrupted Bella pettishly. You are a false man. Nothing should have prevented you from walking round by Simpsons, as you said you would do.

Indeed! said Kenneth, smiling, suppose I had broken my leg, now, would that not have

No, it wouldnt have been any excuse at all. You would have hopped there if you had been a good and true man, like the knights of the olden time. Oh! how I love that olden time, and wish that I had been born in it.

Captain Bowels was announced at this moment. He was a tall handsome man, with a heavy dark moustache and a set of brilliant teeth. Bella instantly put the question to him whether, in the event of his being interrupted in the fulfilment of a promise to a lady by the accident of having his leg broken, he would not deem it his duty, as a man of honour, to hop out the engagement.

The captain expressed his earnest belief that that would be his duty, and added that if both legs happened to be broken, he would deem it his duty to walk out the engagement on his hands and knees, always assuming that the lady to whom the promise was made should be young and beautiful, and that the engagement did not involve dancing!

From this point Bella and the captain of dragoons cantered off into a region of small-talk whither it is not necessary that we should follow them. They were interrupted by the entrance of Colonel Crusty and Miss Peppy.

The former shook hands with the captain somewhat stiffly, and introduced him to Miss Peppy.

Dinner late as usual, Bella, said the colonel, taking out his watch.

Now, papa, dont begin, cried Bella, running up to her father and kissing his cheek, because when you do begin to scold you never stop, and it takes away your appetite. Dinners were meant to be late  its the nature of such meals. No dinner that is ready at the appointed time can be good; it must be underdone.

The colonel was prevented from replying by the entrance of the footman with a letter, which he presented to Kenneth.

No letters for me! cried Miss Peppy, with a slight look of disappointment; but, to be sure, Im not at home, though, after all, letters might come to me when Im away if they were only rightly addressed, but letters are never legible on the back; it is a perfect mystery to me how the postmen ever find out where to go to with letters, and they are such illiterate men too! But what can one expect in a world of inconsistencies, where things are all topsy-turvy, so to speak, though I dont like slang, and never use it except when there is a want of a proper what-dye-call-it to express ones thingumy-jigs. Dont you think so, Captain Bowels?

Certainly; I think your observations are very just, and much to the point.

Kenneth Stuart retired to a window and read his letter, which ran as follows:  

Wreckumoft, etcetera.

My Dear Kenneth  Since you left I have been thinking over your affairs, and our last conversation, (which you must allow me to style disagreeable), in regard to Miss Gordon. I trust that you have now seen the impropriety of thinking of that portionless girl as your wife. At all events, you may rest assured that on the day you marry her you shall be disinherited. You know me well enough to be aware that this is not an idle threat.

In the hope and expectation that you will agree with me in this matter, I venture to suggest to you the propriety of trying to win the affections of Miss Crusty. You already know that her fortune will be a large one. I recommend this subject to your earnest consideration.

Your affectionate father, George Stuart.

Deary me, Kennie, said Miss Peppy, in some alarm, I hope that nothing has happened! You seem so troubled that

Oh! nothing of any consequence, said Kenneth with a laugh, as he folded the letter and put it in his pocket.

Ha! your lady-love is unkind, cried Bella; I know it is from her.

The writing is not lady-like, replied Kenneth, holding up the back of the letter for inspection. It is a gentlemans hand, you see.

Ladies sometimes write what I may call a masculine hand, observed the captain.

You are quite right, Captain Bowels, said Miss Peppy; some write all angles and some all rounds. One never knows how one is to expect ones correspondents to write. Not that I have many, but one of them writes square, a most extraordinary hand, and quite illegible. Most people seem to be proud of not being able to write, except schoolboys and girls. There is no accounting for the surprising things that are scratched on paper with a pen and called writing. But in a world of things of that sort what is one to expect? It is just like all the rest, and I have given up thinking about it altogether. I hope you have, Captain Bowels?

Not quite, but very nearly, replied the gallant captain.

Dinner at last, said Colonel Crusty, as the gong sounded its hideous though welcome alarm. Captain Bowels, will you take my daughter? Miss Stuart, allow me. Sorry weve got no one for you, Mr Stuart.

Kenneth fancied there was a touch of irony in the last observation, but he did not feel jealous, for two reasons  first, he knew, (from Miss Peppy), that the captain was no favourite with Colonel Crusty, and was only tolerated because of having been introduced by an intimate friend and old school companion of the former; and, second, being already in love with another, he did not wish to have the honour of handing Bella down to dinner at all.

During dinner Miss Peppy reminded Kenneth that he had promised to go to the Sailors Home that evening with the parcel which Mrs Gaff wished to be delivered to her cousin George Dollins. Bella remarked, in a sweet voice, that Sir Kenneths promises were not to be relied on, and that it would be wiser to transfer the trust to Captain Bowels, a proposal which the gallant captain received with a laugh and a sotto voce remark to Bella that his fidelity to promises depended on the youth and beauty of the lady to whom they were made.

Soon after the ladies retired Kenneth rose, and, apologising for leaving the table so early, set forth on his mission.

The night was calm and pleasant, but dark  a few stars alone rendering the darkness visible. Kenneth had to pass through the garden of the colonels house before reaching the road that led to the heart of the town where the Sailors Home was situated. He felt sad that evening, unusually so, and wandered in the grounds for some time in a meditative mood.

There was a bower at the extremity of the garden to which, during the few days of his visit, he had frequently repaired with the volatile Bella. He entered it now, and sat down. Presently there was a rustle among the leaves behind him, and a light hand was laid on his shoulder.

Faithless man! said Bella in a tremulous voice, I have been expecting you for half-an-hour at least. My portmanteau is packed, and I only await the word from you, dearest Charles

Charles! exclaimed Kenneth, starting up.

Bella uttered a suppressed scream.

Oh! Mr Stuart, you wont tell my father? I mistook you for capt  .

Hold, Miss Crusty; do not speak hastily. I know nothing of that of which you seem desirous that I should not speak. Pray be calm.

Of course I know that you dont know, cried Bella passionately, but you are capable of guessing, and  and

The poor girl burst into a flood of tears, and rushed from the bower, leaving Kenneth in a most unenviable state of perplexity.

The words that she had uttered, coupled with what he had seen of the intimacy subsisting between her and Captain Bowels, and the fact that the name of the captain was Charles, were quite sufficient to convince him that an immediate elopement was intended. He entertained a strong dislike to the captain, and therefore somewhat hastily concluded that he was a villain. Impressed with this conviction, his first impulse was to return to the house, and warn the colonel of his daughters danger; but then he felt that he might be mistaken, and that, instead of doing good, he might lay himself open to severe rebuke for interfering in matters with which he had nothing to do. After vacillating therefore, a few minutes, he at last made up his mind first to execute his errand to the cousin of Mrs Gaff, and then consider what should next be done. He resolved on this course all the more readily that he was sure the mistake Bella had made would frustrate the elopement, at least on that night.

Kenneth carried the parcel, which Mrs Gaff had put up with so much care and anxiety, under his arm, and a thick stick in his right hand. He was so passionately fond of the sea and all connected with it, that he liked to dress in semi-sailor costume, and mingle with seamen. Consequently he went out on this occasion clad in a rough pea-jacket and a sailors cap. He looked more like a respectable skipper or first-mate than a country gentleman.

Passing rapidly through the streets of Athenbury, he soon reached the docks, where he made inquiry for the Sailors Home. He found it in a retired street, near the principal wharf.

A group of seamen were collected round the door, smoking their pipes and spinning yarns. The glare of a street-lamp shone full upon them, enabling Kenneth to observe their faces. He went up to one, and asked if a sailor of the name of Dollins was in the Home at the time.

The man said Dollins had been there that day, but he was not within at the present time. He was usually to be found at the tavern of the Two Bottles.

Kenneth being directed to the Two Bottles, made his way thither without delay.

It was a low public-house in one of the dirtiest localities of the town,  a place to which seamen were usually tempted when they came off a voyage, and where they were soon fleeced of all their hardly-earned money. Sounds of dancing, fiddling, and drinking were heard to issue from the doorway as Kenneth approached, and, as he descended the stair, he could not help wondering that any man should prefer such a place of entertainment to the comfortable, clean, and respectable Home he had just left.

He was met by the landlord, a large, powerful, and somewhat jovial man, whose countenance betrayed the fact that he indulged freely in his own beverages.

Is there a sailor here of the name of Dollins? inquired Kenneth.

The landlord surveyed the questioner with a look of suspicion. Being apparently satisfied that he might be trusted, he replied that Dollins was not in the house at that moment, but he was expected in a few minutes. Meanwhile he advised that the visitor should wait and enjoy himself over a pot o beer, or a glass o brandy and water, ot.

Kenneth said he would wait, and for this purpose entered one of the numerous drinking-stalls, and ordered a pot of porter, which he had no intention whatever of drinking.

Seated in the dirty stall of that disreputable public-house, he leaned his head on his hand, and began to meditate how he should act in regard to Bella Crusty on his return to the colonels house.

His meditations were interrupted by the entrance of three men into the adjoining stall. Two of them belonged to the class of men who are styled roughs; one being red-haired, the other bearded; the third was a gentlemanly sort of man, about forty years of age, with a dissipated aspect.

They did not observe Kenneth, who had placed himself in the darkest corner of his stall.

Now, lads, well talk it over here, and settle whats to be done; for whatever we do it must be done to-night.

This much he heard of the conversation, and then his mind wandered away to its former channel. How long he might have meditated is uncertain, but he was suddenly aroused by the sound of his own name.

Well have to do it to-night, said a voice which Kenneth knew belonged to the gentlemanly man of dissipated aspect; the young fellow wont likely go back for a day or two, and the old un ant over stout. Theres only one man in the house besides him, and he aint much worth speakin of; a groom, not very big, sleeps in the lower part o the house. Old Stuart himself sleeps in a wing, a good bit off from the servants. In fact, theres nothing easier than to get into the house, and theres no end of silver plate. Now, what say you to start by the nine oclock train to-night? Well get there by eleven, and have supper before goin to work. You see, I think its always well to feed before goin at this sort o thing. It dont pay on an empty stomach. Shall we go?

Kenneths heart beat fast as he listened for the reply.

Wall, I doant much loik it, said one of the roughs, in a coarse Yorkshire dialect; but Im hard oop for tin, so I says Yes.

Agreed, said the other rough, who was evidently not a man of many words.

For some time Kenneth sat listening to the plans of the burglars, and considering how he should best frustrate their designs. He at length made up his mind to return the parcel to his aunt, say that unexpected and pressing business called him home, and start by the same train with the burglars for Wreckumoft. His intentions, however, were interfered with by the abrupt entrance of Dollins, who was drunk, and who, on being told that a friend wanted to see him within, came forward to Kenneth, and asked, Wot it wos e wanted?

Kenneth explained that he had been sent by a lady to deliver a parcel, which he presented, and, having fulfilled his mission, was about to return when the man caught him by the sleeve  

Wot, are you Mister Stuart? Jess Gaff wrote me a letter a day or two ago, tellin me you and yer aunt, Miss Peppy, as they calls her, wos a-comin here, and would send me a parcel.

Never mind, my good fellow, who I am, said Kenneth sharply; Ive delivered the parcel, so now Ill bid ye good-night.

Its just him! said one of the burglars in a hoarse whisper, as Kenneth reached the door. The latter could not avoid turning round at this.

Yes, he cried sternly; and Ill spoil your game for you to-night.

Will you? shouted the gentlemanly house-breaker, as Kenneth sprang into the street, closely followed by the three men.

Kenneth regretted deeply that he had so hastily uttered the threat, for it showed that he knew all, and set the men upon their guard.

He looked over his shoulder, and observed that they had stopped as if to consult, so he pushed on, and, soon reaching one of the principal thoroughfares, walked at a more leisurely pace. As he went along he was deeply perplexed as to what course he ought to pursue, and while meditating on the subject, he stopped almost unintentionally in front of a brilliantly lighted window, in which were hanging a rich assortment of watches, gold chains, and specimens of jewellery.

The gentlemanly house-breaker, who had followed him up, observed this. A sudden thought flashed across his mind, and he at once acted upon it. Stepping quickly up to Kenneths side he stumbled violently against him, at the same time smashed a pane of glass in the shop-window with his gloved hand, turned quickly round, seized Kenneth by the collar, and shouted Thief! help! at the full pitch of his voice.

The red-haired and bearded accomplices at once responded to the call, came up behind, and also collared him, while a policeman, who chanced to be passing at the moment, seized him in front. The shopman ran out in a frantic state, and at once swore that he was the man, for he had seen him looking through the window a moment before. The whole scene passed in a few seconds, and Kenneth, thoroughly taken by surprise, stood in motionless and speechless amazement.

It is said, and apparently with truth, that thought flashes through the mind more rapidly than lightning darts through the sky. Kenneth had only a few moments to think, for the policeman was applying that gentle force to his collar which was meant as a polite hint to come along quietly, else stronger force should be applied; yet, before he had taken the first step towards the police-office, the extreme awkwardness of his position was fully impressed on him.

He perceived that he should certainly be locked up for the night and brought before a magistrate next morning, and that, although his accusers would of course not appear against him, and his friends would be there to testify to his character and get him off, the consequence would be that the burglars would be able to start by the nine oclock train and accomplish their purpose while he was in jail. It did occur to him that he could warn the authorities, but he feared that they might refuse to believe or act upon the statements of a supposed thief.

The occasion was not a favourable one to correct or clear reasoning however, and as the policeman had applied a second persuasive pull to his collar, he suddenly made up his mind what he would do. Grasping the gentlemanly house-breaker by the waist, he suddenly hurled that unfortunate heels over head into the kennel, tripped up the policeman, knocked the bearded accomplice into the arms of the jeweller, the red-haired one into the broken window, and bolted!

Instantly a wild chase began. The crowd that had assembled on the first sound of the smash ran yelling after him, headed by the gentlemanly house-breaker, whose fall had been partially broken by a little boy. The accomplices were too much damaged to do more than keep up with the tail of the crowd.

At first Kenneth ran without regard to direction, and with the simple view of escaping, but as he neared the head of the main street he determined to make for the house of Colonel Crusty. Being fleet of foot he soon left behind the mass of the crowd that followed in full cry, with the exception of a few young men who were more of a match for him. Ahead of all these ran the gentlemanly house-breaker and the policeman, both of whom were strong and supple.

The roar of the augmenting crowd, however, soon became so great that people in advance of him heard it, and some of these made demonstrations of a wish to try to stop him as he passed, but most of them wisely concluded that it would be nearly as safe to place themselves in the way of a runaway locomotive engine. One man proved an exception. He was a butcher, of great size and strength, who, being accustomed to knock down horned cattle with a hammer, naturally enough thought it not impossible to knock down a man with his fist, so he tried it.

Standing in the doorway of his own shop when Kenneth came tearing along, he waited until he was within four yards of him, and darted out. Kenneth had fortunately observed the man. He stooped, without slackening his pace, to let the blow delivered by his opponent pass over his head, and drove his right shoulder into the butchers broad chest. The shock was so great as to completely check his career, while it sent the butcher back into his shop, over his own bench, and prostrated him on the carcase of a slaughtered ox which had been carried in just two minutes before, as if to form a bloody and congenial bed for its owner.

Kenneth instantly started off again and doubled suddenly down a by-street which led to the colonels residence. Here he was smitten with a feeling of shame at the idea of appearing before his friends in such a plight, so, changing his mind, he doubled again into another by-street.

This chanced to be an unfortunate turn, for the policeman saw him take it, and, knowing every intricacy of the town, he was enabled to take a cross cut by a lane, accompanied by several of his brother constables, who had joined him by this time, and by such of the crowd as were good runners.

The worst runners now came in for an unexpected share of the sport in consequence of this new turn of affairs, for the by-road conducted Kenneth back to the main street, and when he debouched into it he ran into and overturned a number of those who had just made up their minds that it was useless for them to run any farther.

The tide was now turned. The head of the crowd came rushing back, led by the policeman and the gentlemanly burglar. Kenneth thus found himself between two fires, so, like a wise general, he made a flank movement, crossed the street, and darted down a dark lane. Here the crowd gave in, but the policeman and the burglar continued the pursuit.

The lane led to the suburbs of the town, and the fugitive soon gained the open country, which in that part was a sort of uncultivated moorland.

The excitement of the chase and the suddenness of it had told upon the youth at first so much that he had been somewhat distressed while running; but this feeling now began to wear off. Like a true thoroughbred, he improved in condition the longer he ran, and when at last the perspiration began to pour over his cheeks he felt as if he could have run on for ever!

To some extent this feeling was also experienced by a few of his pursuers, who kept him well in view.

On passing over a rising ground which for some minutes concealed him, Kenneth suddenly resolved to strike aside from the high road and cross the moor. It was sufficiently light, he thought, to enable him to do this with safety. He was wrong, however, for he had not run a hundred yards when he went splashing into a boggy place, and his pursuers, who had again caught sight of him, instantly followed.

The running now became very severe, and tested Kenneths powers to the utmost. Of course it also proved as hard on the others, and he had at least the satisfaction of hearing them shout and gasp as they tumbled over stones and into hollows. Still they held on with unflagging vigour, until they were almost exhausted and quite covered with mud.

To Kenneths relief he unexpectedly stumbled on the high road again. Here he sat down for a few seconds to recover breath on one of the grey boulder stones with which the whole country was covered, and while wiping the perspiration from his brow his thoughts were busy. Having left his pursuers far behind, he felt sure that he could afford to rest for a few moments.

It occurred to him that even although he should succeed in escaping, there was no chance of his being able to get away by the train from Athenbury, for the burglars and police would certainly be at the station on the look-out for him. He remembered suddenly that there was a station twenty miles from Athenbury at which the ten oclock train usually stopped. It was two hours yet to the starting of the train, so that he might count on nearly three to get to the station.

Ill do it! he exclaimed, starting up with animation, and looking in the direction of the moor. The pursuers were now pretty close to him. They panted much and ran very heavily. A quiet smile lit up Kenneths countenance, for he felt his strength recruited even with the few minutes rest he had obtained.

Now, then, let the memory of Eton days come over me, he muttered, as he tied his pocket-handkerchief tightly round his waist.

Pulling his hat firmly down over his brows, he prepared to start, just as the policemen and the gentlemanly burglar stumbled on to the road, in a state of complete exhaustion, and covered from head to foot with mud!

Kenneth could not repress a cheer as he waved his hat to them and shouted farewell.

He then turned, and, stooping low, sped over the country like a greyhound.

He had not gone above four miles when he overtook a stout countryman in a smock-frock and slouch-hat plodding heavily along the road.

A new idea flashed into Kenneths mind. He resolved to change costumes with this man; but felt that he had no time to waste in talking over the subject or explaining why he wanted to do so. He therefore stopped abruptly when close to him, and said  

My man, Ive a fancy for your clothes.

Youll ha to foight for em then.

Very well, begin at once, said Kenneth, buttoning his coat, and suddenly seizing the countryman by the throat with a grip that made his eyes almost start out of their sockets. How shall it be, wrestling or fisticuffs? But let me advise you to do it at once without fighting, for I dont want to hurt you, and I do mean to have your clothes. Besides, Ill give you mine in exchange. There now, strip!

There was a fiery vehemence about Kenneths manner and look, and a tone of command in his voice that there was no resisting, especially when it was coupled with such physical strength, so the countryman heaved a sigh and took off his smock-frock and hob-nailed boots, while the supposed highwayman took off his coat and shoes.

Thatll do, you neednt mind the stockings, said Kenneth, as he pulled on his new garments. Youll find that you gain considerably by the exchange. Thats it; now heres a sovereign for you, my fine fellow, and many thanks.

He finished by lifting the slouch-hat off the countrymans head and placing his own thereon in its stead.

Now, good-night.

Good-noight, replied the man, from the sheer force of innate politeness, for he stood in such a condition of open-mouthed amazement that it was quite plain he did not very well know what he said or did.

In another minute Kenneth was again coursing along the road at full speed.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Plotters Counterplotted.

Meanwhile the gentlemanly house-breaker, returning to Athenbury, rejoined his rude colleagues, and these three choice spirits, after partaking of some refreshment, and treating the policeman who first came to their aid to a glass of gin, betook themselves to the railway station.

He wont come here, you may depend ont, observed the policeman to the gentlemanly burglar, when he had taken his ticket, hes too wide-awake for that.

Perhaps not; but its as well to watch.

Yes, its as well to watch, assented the policeman.

Besides, wide-awake fellows over-reach themselves sometimes, continued the other. I shouldnt wonder, now, if he had the impudence to come straight here and denounce me as a thief, just by way o stoppin me from goin by the train, and so having some sort o revenge.

Ha! exclaimed the policeman, in a tone and with a slight but peculiar look that made the gentlemanly man feel a little uneasy.

The fugitive did not appear, however. Every face that came on the platform was carefully scrutinised without any result, and at length the bell rang.

Good-night, friend, said the burglar, slipping a half-crown into the policemans hand as he was about to jump into the carriage. It was no fault of yours that we didnt catch him. You did your best.

Yes, I did my best.

Hallo! are you going by this train? exclaimed the burglar.

Yes, Ive got business in Wreckumoft, so well have the pleasure o travellin together.

The gentlemanly man felt that the pleasure would be entirely confined to one side. However, he expressed much joy at the prospect of such good company, as the policeman sat down beside him.

The train gave a pant, then a snort, then an impatient whistle. Then the bell rang a second time, the whistle sounded a single note, and the carriages moved slowly away. A moment more, and they were sweeping out of the station; a moment more and they were rushing over the moor; another moment, and they were dashing through space, setting all terrestrial things at naught, until a station came in view; then the whistle uttered a prolonged shriek, and the train began to slow. Up to this point the policeman and his friends had sat together in comparative silence.

The former put his head out of the window, and remarked that, there was a feller as would be too late for the train.

The moonlight enabled him to perceive that the late man was a labourer of some sort.

The train ran into the station and stopped.

Tickets ready! shouted the guard.

Thatll give him a chance, observed the gentlemanly burglar.

All right? inquired the guard.

All right, replied the ticket-inspector. The bell rang, the guard whistled, so did the engine; it puffed too, and the train began to move.

Look sharp now, cried the station-master eagerly to some one outside the office. Athenbury? Here you are  four shillings; run!

The guard knew that it was a late passenger, and, being a good-hearted fellow, held the door of a carriage open, even although the train was on the move.

A man in a smock-frock and slouch-hat rushed across the platform at this moment, and made for the door which the guard held open.

Jump! said the guard.

The gentlemanly burglar and the policeman lent their aid to pull the man into the train; the door banged, and they were away.

Youve all but missed it, said the burglar.

The man in the smock-frock pulled his slouch-hat well over his eyes, and admitted that it was a close shave. Then he laid his head on the side of the carriage and breathed hard.

Take a drop o gin, said the burglar in a patronising way, itll bring you to in a minute.

Kenneth knew by his manner that he did not guess who it was that sat beside him, so he resolved to accept the offer.

Thankee, I loik gin. It waarms the cockles o yer art, it do, said Kenneth.

Goin far? inquired the policeman.

To Wreckumoft.

You seems to have got on yer Sunday trousers? observed the policeman.

Wall, there ant no sin in that, replied the supposed labourer, somewhat sharply.

Certainly not, said the policeman. Its a fine night, ant it?

It is a foine night, responded the labourer, putting his head out of the window.

Yes, a very fine night, repeated the policeman, also thrusting his head out at the same window, and holding a sotto voce conversation with Kenneth, the result of which was that he became very merry and confidential, and was particularly polite to the burglars, insomuch that they thought him one of the jolliest policemen they had ever had to do with  and this was not the first they had had to do with by any means!

In course of time the train ran into the station at Wreckumoft, and the occupants poured out on the platform, and took their several ways. The three friends kept together, and observed that the policeman, after bidding them good-bye, went away alone, as if he had urgent business on hand, and was soon lost to view. This was a great relief to them, because they could not feel quite at ease in his presence, and his going off so promptly showed, (so they thought), that he had not the remotest suspicion of their errand.

As for the country fellow in the smock-frock, they took no further notice of him after quitting the carriage. Had they known his business in Wreckumoft that night, they might, perchance, have bestowed upon him very earnest attention. As it was, they went off to the Blue Boar Tavern and ordered three Welsh rabbits and three pots of porter.

Meanwhile Kenneth took the road to Seaside Villa. On the way he had to pass Bingley Hall, and rang the bell. The door was opened by Susan Barepoles.

Is Maister Gildart to hoam?

Susan said he was, and Kenneth was delighted to find that his change of voice and costume disguised him so completely that Susan did not recognise him.

I wants to see him.

Susan bade him wait in the lobby. In a few minutes Gildart came down, and the country fellow asked to have a word with him in private!

The result of this word was that the two sallied forth immediately after, and went towards Seaside Villa.

Here, strange to say, they found the policeman standing at the outer gate. Kenneth accosted him as if he had expected to meet him.

They aint abed yet, observed the policeman.

No; I see that my groom is up, and there is a light in my fathers study. Ill tap at the grooms window.

Come in av yer feets clean, was Dans response to the tap, as he opened the shutters and flattened his nose against a pane of glass in order to observe the intruder.

Dan, open the back door and let me in!

Hallo! Mister Kenneth!

Dan vanished at once, and opened the door.

Hush, Dan; is my father at home?

He is, sur.

Come in, Gildart. Take care of that constable, Dan; give him his supper. Theres work both for him and you to-night. He will explain it to you.

Saying this Kenneth took Gildart to the drawing-room, and left him there while he went to his fathers study.

At first Mr Stuart was alarmed by the abrupt entrance of the big labourer; then he was nettled and disgusted at what he deemed a silly practical joke of his son. Ultimately he was astonished and somewhat incredulous in regard to the prospects of housebreaking which his son held out to him. He was so far convinced, however, as to allow Kenneth to make what preparations he pleased, and then retired to rest, coolly observing that if the burglars did come it was evident they would be well taken care of without his aid, and that if they did not come there was no occasion for his losing a nights rest.

Between two and three oclock that morning three men climbed over the garden wall of Seaside Villa, and, having deposited their shoes in a convenient spot, went on tiptoe to the dining-room window. Here they paused to consult in low whispers.

While they were thus engaged, three other men watched their movements with earnest solicitude from a neighbouring bush behind which they lay concealed.

After a few moments one of the first three went to the window and began to cut out part of a pane of glass with a glaziers diamond. At the same time, one of the second three  a tall stout man in a smock-frock  advanced on tiptoe to watch the operation.

When the piece of glass was cut out the first three put their heads together for farther consultation. Immediately their respective throats were seized and compressed by three strong pair of hands, and the heads were knocked violently together!

Gildart addressed himself to the red-haired man; the policeman devoted himself to the one with the beard; and Kenneth paid particular attention to the gentlemanly burglar, whose expression of countenance on beholding into whose hands he had fallen, may be conceived, but cannot be described.

Dan Horsey, who had also been on the watch, suddenly appeared with three pair of handcuffs, and applied them with a degree of prompt facility that surprised himself and quite charmed the policeman.

Thereafter the three astounded burglars were led in triumph into Mr Stuarts study, where that sceptical individual received them in his dressing-gown and slippers, and had his unbelieving mind convinced. Then they were conveyed to the lockup, where we shall now leave them in peace  satisfied that they are safely in the hands of justice.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Dreadful Suspicions aroused in Anxious Bosoms.

When Miss Peppy came down to breakfast next morning she found that she was the first of the household to make her appearance. This, however, was the natural consequence of her commendable desire to be always in good time  a desire which resulted in her being at least a quarter of an hour too soon for everything, except on those occasions, of course, when she over-slept, or was detained by unavoidable circumstances.

On the present occasion Miss Peppy, having had a remarkably good nights rest, felt placid, and looked serene. She passed the spare quarter of an hour in perambulating the room, looking at the books and pictures, smoothing her cuffs, arranging her cap, and paying marked attention to a beautiful little dog which was Bellas own particular pet, and the colonels particular abhorrence, because of its tendency to bark suddenly, sharply, and continuously at every visitor who entered the house.

Rosebud, (for thus was it misnamed), seemed to be, however, in no mood to receive attentions that morning. It was evidently ill at ease, without apparently knowing why.

Did it growl, then? said Miss Peppy in a reproachful tone, as she stooped to pat the head of the spoiled creature. Ah, it mustnt growl, for that is naughty, you know, darling Rosebud. Eh! doing it again? Oh! bad little snarley-warley, growly-wowly. Doesnt it know that the poet says dogs delight to bark and bite? and that  that  he means that they shouldnt delight to do such naughtinesses, although, after all, why they shouldnt when its natural to them I dont know; and, besides, how does he know that they delight to do it? I never saw them look delighted in my life; on the contrary, theyre very fierce, are they not, Rosebud? especially the big ones that sometimes try to worry you. How they can ever want to worry such a pitty-itty, dear, naughty growly-wowly, snarley-warley as you, is quite beyond my comprehension; but then, you see, we live in a world of puzzles, you and I, Rosebud, and so its of no use being puzzled, because that does no good, and only worries one. Dont it, deary sweety petty? Well, you cant answer of course, though I know that you understand every word I say.

Miss Peppy suddenly shrieked, for the sweety petty bit her with sufficient force to show that he was not in a mood to be played with, and would do it harder next time.

Just then the colonel entered, and Rosebud at once received him with a tornado of maddening yelps, so that for at least five minutes it had the entire monopoly of the conversation, and Miss Peppy was obliged to say good-morning in dumb show. At the same time, the colonel frowned fiercely at Rosebud, and said something which Miss Peppy could not hear because of the noise, but which, from the abrupt motion of the lips, she suspected must be something very wicked indeed.

When the darling creature at last consented to hold its tongue, the colonel said  

Are you aware, Miss Stuart, that your nephew has been out all night?

No, colonel, I was not aware of it, said Miss Peppy with a slight elevation of her eyebrows; I wonder at it, for although he often goes out all night to ride wild horses into the sea, and save drowned people, and things of that sort, he never goes out without telling Niven, and saying whether or not hes likely to be back soon. Besides, he always has the door-key in his pocket, when he doesnt forget it, which is pretty often. Perhaps he had your door-key in his pocket, but after all, even if he had, that wouldnt alter the fact that hes been out all night. But maybe hes in bed  did you look?

Yes, I looked, and he has evidently not lain on the bed at all last night.

Under it? suggested Miss Peppy.

The colonel smiled slightly, and said that it had not occurred to him to look under the bed.

At that moment the door burst open, and Bellas maid, rushing in, flung herself on her knees at the colonels feet, and, clasping her hands, cried in piteous tones  

Oh! sir, please, mercy please.

Are you mad, girl? said the colonel, with a look of mingled displeasure and anxiety.

Oh, sir, no sir, but,  (sob), shes gone.

Whos gone, girl; speak!

Miss Bella, sir; oh sir, run away, sir, with Mr Stuart!

Colonel Crusty turned pale, and Miss Peppy fell flat down on the rug in a dead faint, crushing Rosebud almost to death in her fall.

Instantly the entire house was in confusion. Every one rushed into every room, up and down every stair, looked into every closet and cupboard, and under every bed, as well as into every hole and crevice that was not large enough to conceal a rabbit, much less a young lady, but without avail. There could be no doubt whatever on the subject: Bella and Kenneth were both gone  utterly and absolutely.

Miss Peppy alone did not participate in the wild search.

That worthy lady lay in a state of insensibility for about five minutes, then she suddenly recovered and arose to a sitting posture, in which position she remained for a few minutes more, and became aware of the fact that her cap was inside the fender, and that her hair was dishevelled. Wondering what could have caused such an unwonted state of things, she gazed pensively round the room, and suddenly remembered all about it!

Up she leaped at once, pulled on her cap with the back to the front, and rushed up to her own room. On her way, and once or twice afterwards she met various members of the household, but they were much too wild and reckless to pay any regard to her. She was therefore left unmolested in her farther proceedings.

Having tied on her bonnet very much awry, and put on her shawl exceedingly askew, Miss Peppy went out into the street, and going straight up to the first man she saw, asked the way to the railway station.

Being directed, she ran thither with a degree of speed that any school-girl might have envied. A train was on the point of starting.

Ticket to Wreckumoft, she almost screamed into the face of the ticket-clerk.

Which class? demanded the clerk, with the amiable slowness of a man whose interests are not at stake.

First! exclaimed Miss Peppy, laying down her purse and telling the calm-spirited clerk to help himself.

He did so, returned the purse, and Miss Peppy rushed to the train and leaped into the first open door. It happened to be that of a third class, which was full of navvies and mechanics.

You seems to be in a urry, maam, said one of the former, making way for her, and wiping the seat beside him with the sleeve of his coat.

Miss Peppy could only exclaim, Ho, yes! and cover her face with her handkerchief, in which position she remained immovable until the train arrived at Wreckumoft, despite the kindly efforts at consolation made by the navvy, who arranged her shawl and offered her a glass of gin from his own private bottle; and, finally, seeing that all his efforts were fruitless, wound up by patting her on the shoulder, and advising her to cheer up, for wotever it was that ailed her, there was sure to be better luck next time.

Arrived at Wreckumoft, Miss Peppy hastened to her brothers residence. On the way she had to pass Bingley Hall, and, feeling that it would be an unutterable relief to her feelings to tell somebody something, or, more correctly, to tell anybody anything, she darted in and met my niece Lizzie, to whom she stated wildly that Bella Crusty had run off with Kenneth Stuart, and that in all probability the colonel was mad or dead by that time.

Having thus let off a little steam, the worthy lady rushed out of my house, entered the dining-room of Seaside Villa, where she found Kenneth and his father seated at breakfast, and related to them in wild surprise how that Bella and Kenneth had run away together the night before, and that she had come in hot haste to tell them so, but how it happened that Kenneth was there and Bella not there, she could not understand at all; and concluding that the incomprehensibilities of the world were culminating, and that the sooner she prepared for the final winding up of all terrestrial things the better, she ran to her own room, embraced the wondering Emmie, burst into a flood of tears, rummaged her pocket for her thimble, scissors, and key, and, not finding them there, fell into the arms of Mrs Niven, and fainted dead away for the second time that morning.




Chapter Thirty.

Strange Scenes and Doings far away.

Let us turn, now, to a very different region of the world from that in which the events just narrated took place.

It is an island of the sea. Nature has been bountiful to that island, for there is redundant verdure on every side. Paradise of old may have been something like it,  could not have been much better, physically, although it was so in a moral point of view. Yet, even in that aspect our island is superior to many others, for there are only two human beings upon it, and these are less sinful specimens of humanity than one usually meets with. They are peculiar, too.

One is an athletic middle-aged man, whose clothing is goat-skin, evidently home-made, and cut in sailor fashion. Magnificent shaggy locks fall in heavy masses from his head, lip, and chin. Robinson Crusoe himself could not have looked grander or more savage in outward aspect.

The other is a boy  a lad. He is a stout well-grown fellow, neither so tall nor so muscular as his companion, but giving promise that he will excel him in due time. In the matter of hair, his head exhibited locks if possible more curly and redundant, while the chin and lip are not yet clothed with young manhoods downy shadow.

Both, the middle-aged man and the youth, have a pensive expression of countenance; but there is a gleam of fire in the eye of the latter, and a spice of fun about the corners of his mouth, which are wanting in his companion.

Faither, said the lad, rising from the rock on which they were seated, what are ee thinkin on?

Ive bin thinkin, Billy, that its nigh five years sin we come here.

Thats an old thought, daddy.

May be so, lad, but its ever with me, and never seems to grow old.

There was such a tone of melancholy in the remark of our old friend Gaff, that Billy forbore to pursue the subject.

My heart is set upon pork to-day, daddy, said the Buster with a knowing smile. Weve had none for three weeks, and Im gettin tired o yams and cocoa-nuts and crabs. I shall go huntin again.

Youve tried it pretty often of late, without much luck.

So I have, but Ive tried it often before now with pretty fair luck, an what has happened once may happen again, so Ill try. My motto is, Never say die.

A good one, Billy; stick to it, lad, said Gaff, rising. And now, well go home to supper. To-morrow well have to mend the fence to keep these same wild pigs youre so anxious to eat, out of our garden. The nets need mendin too, so youll have to spin a lot more o the cocoa-nut fibre, an Ill have to make a fish-hook or two, for the bones out o which I made the last were too small.

Father and son wended their way down the steep cliffs of the mountain at the foot of which was their cavern home.

Whats that? exclaimed Gaff in a low whisper, as they passed along the top of a precipice.

Pigs, said Billy with glee; hold on now, daddy, and let me go at em.

The Buster was no longer the little boy whom I introduced to the reader at the commencement of this narrative. Five years residence in the desert island had made him such a strapping young fellow that he seemed much more fitted to cope with a lion than a wild pig! He was not indeed tall, but he was unusually strong.

Gaff sat down on a ledge of rock while Billy crept cautiously to the edge of the precipice and looked down.

A smile of satisfaction lit up the lads countenance as he beheld a big sow and six young pigs busily engaged in digging up roots directly below him. To seize a large stone and drop it into the centre of the group was the work of a moment. The result was in truth deadly, for the heavy stone hit one of the little pigs on the nape of the neck, and it sank to the ground with a melancholy squeak which proved to be its last.

The crash of the stone and the squeak of the pig caused the rest of the family to turn and fly from the fatal spot with porcine haste, filling the air as they ran with shrieks and yells, such as only pigs  and bad babies  know how to utter.

Got him, daddy  Hooray! shouted the Buster, as he leaped up and ran by a circuitous route to the foot of the precipice, whence he speedily returned with the pig under his arm.

A fat un, daddy, he observed, holding it up by the tail.

Capital! said Gaff, pinching the pigs sides, we shall grub well for some days to come.

I should think so, daddy; why, weve more than we know what to do wi; for, what with the crab-pies you made this mornin, and the cocoa-nut soup and yams and dove-hash left fro yesterdays dinner, an this little grumpy, we stand a good chance o aperplexy or somethin o that sort.

Was there many more o em, lad?

Ay, five moloncholly brothers and sisters, an a hideously fat mother left to mourn the loss o this chap. Ill be after them to-morrow. They wont go far, for Ive noticed that when pigs take a fancy to a spot they dont leave it for a good while. Here we are at home, an now for a splendid roast. Theres nothin like grub when yere hungry.

Xcept drink when yere dry, observed Gaff.

Of coorse, an a snooze when yere sleepy; but dont lets git too pheelosophical, daddy; it ant good for digestion to argufy on a empty stummik. An I see ye wants me to argue, but I wont do it; there now!

It was one of Billys devices to keep himself and his father cheery in their prolonged exile, to pretend that he didnt like to argue, and to stoutly assert that he would not do it, while at the same time he led his parent into all sorts of discussions.

On the present occasion, while he was engaged in preparing the pig for the spit, and his father was mending the handle of a fish-spear of his own fabrication, the discussion, or rather the conversation, turned upon the possibility of two people living happily all their days on a desert island.

Billy thought it was quite possible if the grub did not fail, but Gaff shook his head, and said it would be a blue look-out if one of them should get ill, or break his leg. Billy did not agree with this at all; he held that if one should get ill it would be great fun for the other to act the part of nurse and doctor, while the sick one would learn to value his health more when he got it back. As to breaking a leg, why, it was no use speculating how things would feel if that should occur; as well speak of the condition of things if both of them should break their necks.

The discussion diverged, as such discussions usually did, to home and its inmates, long before any satisfactory conclusion was come to, and it was brought to a close in consequence of Billy having to go out of the cave for firewood to roast the pig.

The cavern home had assumed a very different aspect from that which it presented when Gaff and his son took possession of it five years before. It now bore, externally and internally, the appearance of an old much-used dwelling. The entrance, which was an irregular archway of about ten feet in diameter, had been neatly closed up with small trees, over which strong banana leaves were fastened, so as to make it weather-tight. In this screen two holes were left  a small one for a door, and a still smaller one for a window. Both were fastened with a goat-skin curtain, which could be let down and fastened at night. In the daytime both door and window were always left wide-open, for the island on which our friends had been cast was one of a group of uninhabited islets, the climate around which is warm and delightful during the greater part of the year.

The ground outside of the cave was trodden by long use to the hardness of stone. The small vegetable garden, close to the right of the door, was enclosed by a fence, which bore evidence of having been more than once renewed, and frequently repaired. Some of the trees that had been cut down  with stone hatchets made by themselves  when they first arrived, had several tall and sturdy shoots rising from the roots. There was a flat stone deeply hollowed out by constant sharpening of the said hatchet. There was a rustic seat, the handiwork of Billy, that bore symptoms of having been much sat upon. There were sundry footpaths, radiating into the woods, that were beginning to assume the hardness and dimensions of respectable roads; while all round the place there were signs and symptoms of the busy hand of man having been at work there for years.

High up, on a mighty cliff that overlooked and almost overhung the sea, a rude flagstaff had been raised. This was among the first pieces of work that Gaff and his son had engaged in after landing. It stood on what they termed Signal Cliff, and was meant to attract the attention of any vessel that might chance to pass.

To Signal Cliff did Gaff and Billy repair each morning at daylight, as regularly as clockwork, to hoist their flag, made from cocoa-nut fibre; and, with equal regularity, did Billy go each night at sunset to haul the ensign down.

Many an anxious hour did they spend there together, gazing wistfully at the horizon, and thinking, if not talking, of home. But ships seldom visited that sea. Twice only, during their exile, did they at long intervals descry a sail, but on both occasions their flag failed to attract attention, and the hopes which had suddenly burst up with a fierce flame in their breasts were doomed to sink again in disappointment.

At first they had many false alarms, and frequently mistook a sea-gull in the distance for a sail; but such mistakes became less frequent as their hopes became less sanguine, and their perceptions, from practice, more acute. Sometimes they sat there for hours together. Sometimes, when busy with household arrangements, or equipped for fishing and hunting, they merely ran to hoist the flag; but never once did they fail to pay Signal Cliff a daily visit.

On Sundays, in particular, they were wont to spend the greater part of their time there, reading the New Testament.

It happened that, just before Gaff left Cove in the sloop of Haco Barepoles, Lizzie Gordon had presented him with a Testament. Being a seriously-minded man, he had received the gift with gratitude, and carried it to sea with him. Afterwards, when he and poor Billy were enduring the miseries of the voyage in the whale-ship, Gaff got out the Testament, and, aided by Billy, tried to spell it out, and seek for consolation in it. He thus got into a habit of carrying it in his coat-pocket, and it was there when he was cast on the desert island.

Although, of course, much damaged with water, it was not destroyed, for its clasp happened to be a very tight one, and tended greatly to preserve it. When father and son finally took up their abode in the cavern, the former resolved to devote some time night and morning to reading the Testament. He could spell out the capital letters, and Billy had, before quitting home, got the length of reading words of one syllable. Their united knowledge was thus very slight, but it was quite sufficient to enable them to overcome all difficulties, and in time they became excellent readers.

The story of Christs redeeming love wrought its legitimate work on father and son, and, ere long, the former added prayer to the morning and evening reading of the Word. Gradually the broken sentences of prayer for the Holy Spirit, that light might be shed upon what they read, were followed by earnest confessions of sin, and petitions for pardon for Christs sake. Friends, too, were remembered; for it is one of the peculiar consequences of the renewal of the human heart that the subjects of this renewal begin to think of the souls of others as well as of their own. Unbelievers deem this presumptuous and hypocritical, forgetting that if they were called upon to act in similar circumstances, they would be necessarily and inevitably quite as presumptuous, and that the insulting manner in which the efforts of believers are often received puts hypocrisy out of the question.

Be this as it may, Gaff prayed for his wife and child at first, and, when his heart began to warm and expand, for his relatives and friends also. He became more earnest, perhaps, when he prayed that a ship might be sent to take them from the island, (and in making this and his other petitions he might have given an instructive lesson to many divines of the present day, showing how wonderfully eloquent a man may be if he will only strive after nothing in the way of eloquence, and simply use the tones and language that God has given him); but all his prayers were wound up with Thy will be done, and all were put up in the name of Jesus Christ.

To return from this digression. The inside of the cavern bore not less evidence of long-continued occupation than the outside. There was a block of wood which served father and son for a seat, which had two distinct and highly-polished marks on it. There was a rude table, whose cut, scratched, and hacked surface suggested the idea of many a culinary essay, and many a good meal. There was a very simple grate composed of several stones, which were blackened and whitened with soot and fire. There was no chimney, however, for the roof of the cave was so high that all smoke dissipated itself there, and found an exit no one knew how! In a recess there was a sort of small raised platform, covered with soft herbage and blankets of cocoa-nut fibre, on which, every night, father and son lay down together. The entrance to the inner cave, which formed a store-room and pantry, was covered with a curtain, so that the habitation with its rocky walls, earthen floor, and stalactite roof had quite a snug and cosy appearance.

Soon Billy returned with an armful of dry wood.

Have ye got a light yet, daddy?

Gaff, who had been endeavouring to produce a light by using his knife on a bit of flint for five or ten minutes, said he had just got it, and proved the truth of his assertion by handing his son a mass of smoking material. Billy blew this into a flame, and applied it to the wood, which soon kindled into a roaring fire.

Now, then, cried the Buster, wheres the spit? Ah! thats it; here you go; oh dear, how you would yell just now, Mister Grumpy, if you were alive! Its a cruel thought, but I cant help it. There, now, frizzle away, and Ill go clean up my dishes while you are roasting.

No sooner had the pig been put on the spit, and the first fumes arisen, than there was a loud yell in the forest, followed immediately by the pattering of small feet, as if in tremendous haste.

Aha! Squeaky, I knew you would smell out the supper double quick, cried Billy with a laugh, as he looked towards the door.

He never misses it, said Gaff with a quiet smile. Next moment a small pig came scampering into the cave and rushed up to the fire, where it sat down promptly as if the sole object it had in view were to warm itself!

And this was indeed its only object, for that pig was passionately, ludicrously fond of the fire! It was a pet pig.

One day when Billy was out hunting, he had caught it in a somewhat singular fashion. He usually went out hunting with a bow and arrow of his own making, and was very successful in bringing down white doves, parroquets, and such creatures, but could make nothing of the pigs, whose skins were too tough for his wooden and unshod arrows. He let fly at them, nevertheless, when he got a chance.

Well, on the day referred to, Billy had shot nothing, and was returning home in a somewhat pensive mood when he heard a squeak, and at once fitted an arrow to his bow. A rush followed the squeak, and dreadful yells accompanied the rush  yells which were intensified, if possible, when Billys arrow went into an old sows ear after glancing off the back of one of her little ones.

Billy ran after them in wild despair, for he knew that the shot was thrown away. One of the pigs had sprained its ankle, apparently, for it could only run on three legs. This pig fell behind; Billy ran after it, overtook it, fell upon it, and almost crushed it to death  a fact which was announced by an appalling shriek.

The mother turned and ran to the rescue. Billy gathered up the pig and ran for his, (and its), life. It was a hard run, and would certainly have terminated in favour of the sow had not the greater part of the chase been kept up among loose stones, over which the lad had the advantage. In a few minutes he descended a steep cliff over which the bereaved mother did not dare to run.

Thus did Billy become possessed of a live pig, which in a few weeks became a remarkably familiar and fearless inmate of the cavern home.

Billy also had a pet parroquet which soon became tame enough to be allowed to move about at will with a cropped wing, and which was named Shrieky. This creature was a mere bundle of impudent feathers, and a source of infinite annoyance to the pig, for, being possessed of considerable powers of mimicry, it sometimes uttered a porcine shriek, exciting poor Squeaky with the vain hope that some of its relations had arrived, and, what was far worse, frequently imitated the sounds of crackling fire and roasting food, which had the effect of causing Squeaky to rush into the cave, to meet with bitter disappointment.

Now, Squeaky, said the Buster, hitting the pig on its snout with a bit of firewood, keep your dirty nose away from yer cousin.

Squeaky obeyed meekly, and removed to another spot.

Isnt it a strange thing, daddy, that you and I should come to feel so homelike here?

Ay, it is strange, responded Gaff with a sigh, as he laid down the hook he was working at and glanced round the cavern. Your mother would be astonished to see us now, lad.

Shell hear all about it some day, said Billy. Youve no notion what a splendid story Ill make out of all this when we get back to Cove!

It was evident that the Buster inherited much of his mothers sanguine disposition.

Praps well never git back to Cove, said Gaff sadly; howsever, weve no reason to complain. Things might ha bin worse. Youd better go and haul down the flag, lad. Ill look arter the roast till ye come back.

The roastll look after itself, daddy, said the Buster; you look after Squeaky, however, for that sly critters always up to mischief.

Billy hastened to the top of Signal Cliff just as the sun was beginning to descend into the sea, and had commenced to pull down the flag when his eye caught sight of a sail  not on the far-off horizon, like a sea-gulls wing, but close in upon the land!

The shout that he gave was so tremendous that Gaff heard it in the cave, and rushed out in great alarm. He saw Billy waving a shred of cocoa-nut cloth frantically above his head, and his heart bounded wildly as he sprang up the hill like a stag.

On reaching the flagstaff he beheld the vessel, a large full-rigged ship, sailing calmly, and, to his eye, majestically, not far from the signal cliff.

His first impulse was to wave his hand and shout. Then he laid hands on the halliards of the flag and gave it an extra pull to see that it was well up, while Billy continued to stamp, cheer, yell, and wave his arms like a madman!

Only those who have been long separated from their fellow-men can know the wild excitement that is roused in the breast by the prospect of meeting with new faces. Gaff and Billy found it difficult to restrain themselves, and indeed they did not try to do so for at least ten minutes after the discovery of the ship. Then a feeling of dread came suddenly upon the former.

Surely theyll never pass without takin notice of us.

Never! exclaimed Billy, whose sudden fall of countenance belied the word.

Gaff shook his head.

Im not so sure o that, said he; if shes a whaler like the one we came south in, lad, shell not trouble herself with us.

Billy looked very grave, and his heart sank.

My only consolation is that she looks more like a man-o-war than a whaler.

I wish we had a big gun to fire, exclaimed Billy, looking round in perplexity, as if he half hoped that a carronade would spring up out of the ground. Could we not make a row somehow?

I fear not, said Gaff despondingly. Shoutin is of no use. Shes too far-off for that. Our only chance is the flag.

Both father and son stood silent for some moments earnestly gazing at the ship, which was by this time nearly opposite to their flagstaff, and seemed to be passing by without recognising the signal. This was not to be wondered at, for, although the flag was visible enough from landward, being well defined against the bright sky, it was scarce perceptible from seaward, owing to the hills which formed a background to it.

I know whatll do it! exclaimed Billy, as he leaped suddenly to one side. Come along, daddy.

A few yards to one side of the spot on which the flagstaff was reared there was a part of the precipice which sloped with a steep descent into the sea. Here there had been a landslip, and the entire face of the cliff was laid bare. At the top of this slope there was a great collection of stones and masses of rock of considerable size. At various points, too, down the face of the steep, masses of rock and débris had collected in hollows.

Billy now went to work to roll big stones over the edge of this cliff, and he did it with such good-will that in a few minutes masses of a hundred weight were rolling, bounding, and crashing down the steep. These, in many cases, plunged into the collections of débris, and dislodged masses of rock that no efforts of which Billy was capable could have otherwise moved.

The rattling roar of the avalanche was far more effective than a salvo of artillery, because, besides being tremendous, it was unceasing, and the result was that the vessel ran up a flag in reply to the strange salute. Then a white puff of smoke from her side preceded the roar of a heavy gun. Immediately after, the vessels head came round, and she lay-to.

Its a man-o-war, cried Billy excitedly.

Ay, and a British one too, exclaimed Gaff; lets give him a cheer, lad.

Billy complied with a will! Again and again did they raise their strong voices until the woods and cliffs became alive with full, true, ringing British cheers!




Chapter Thirty One.

Delivered, Wrecked, and Rescued.

It is unnecessary, indeed impossible, to describe the feelings with which Gaff and Billy descended from Signal Cliff to the beach to meet the boat which put off from the man-of-war and made for the little creek just below the cave.

As the boats keel grated on the sand, the midshipman in command leaped ashore. He was a particularly small and pert midshipman, a smart conceited vigorous little fellow, who delighted to order his big men about in the voice of a giant; and it was quite interesting to observe how quietly and meekly those big men obeyed him, just as one sometimes sees a huge Newfoundland dog or mastiff obey the orders of a child.

Why, where on earth did you come from, and what are you doing here? demanded the little middy, as he approached Gaff, and looked up in that mans rugged and unshorn countenance.

Poor Gaff could scarce command himself sufficiently to reply  

Were Englishmen  bin cast away  five years now

He could go no farther, but, seizing the boys hand, shook it warmly. The Buster, being equally incapable of speaking, seized the hand of the sailor next him, and also shook it violently. Then he uttered a cheer, and turning suddenly round ran along the beach for half a mile like a greyhound, after which he returned and asserted that his feelings were somewhat relieved!

Meanwhile the middy continued to question Gaff.

What! dye mean to say youve been five years here  all alone?

Ay, all but a few days, said Gaff, looking round on the men with a bewildered air. How strange yer voices sound! Seems as if Id amost forgotten what men are like!

Well, you are a queer fish, said the boy with a laugh. Are there no more here but you two?

No more; just Billy and me  also Squeaky and Shrieky.

Gaff said this quite gravely, for nothing was farther from his thoughts at that time than jesting.

And pray, who may Squeaky and Shrieky be?

Squeakys a pig, and Shriekys a little parrot.

Well, observed the middy with a laugh, thats better than no company at all.

Yours is an English man-o-war, I think? said Gaff.

Youre right, old fellow; shes the Blazer, 74, Captain Evans, bound for England. Took a run farther south than usual after a piratical-looking craft, but missed her. Gave up the chase, and came to this island to get water. Little thought we should find you on it. Astonish the captain rather when we go back. Of course youll want us to take you home. Will you go off with me at once?

Gaff and Billy hesitated, and both looked back with a strange mixture of feelings at their island-home.

Oh, we wont hurry you, said the boy, with a kindly and patronising air; if there are any traps you want to pack up, well wait for you. Itll take us some time to get the breakers filled. Can you show me a good spring?

Ay, an we can show you a hot one, cried Billy, with a smile. But come up to the cave with us and have some grub.

The midshipman expressed his readiness to comply, and ordered one of the men to stay and watch the boat.

You neednt leave any one with the boat, said Gaff; theres nobody here to touch it.

Nevertheless I will leave a guard. Now, then show us the way.

It is needless to describe the surprise of the sailors at everything they saw and heard; and the mixed feelings that agitated the breasts of Gaff and his son  anxiety to return to England, with regret to quit the cavern home where they had spent so many quiet and comparatively happy years.

Suffice it to say that they, and the few things they possessed, were speedily transferred to the Blazer, on board of which they received the most considerate attention and kindness. And you may be sure, reader, that Billy did not forget to take the pig and the parroquet along with him.

Fair winds sprang up, and for many weeks the Blazer bowled along steadily on her course. It seemed as if the elements had agreed to be favourable, and expedite the return of the exiles. But this state of things did not last.

Towards the end of the voyage fogs and gales prevailed, and the Blazer was driven considerably out of her course to the northward, insomuch that she finally made the land on the north-western coast of Scotland. This induced the captain to run through the Pentland Firth, after passing through which they were beset by calms.

One day a small steamer passed close alongside the Blazer.

Thats an Aberdeen steamer, said the captain; would you like to be put on board, Gaff?

Gaff said that he would, as it was probable he should reach home sooner by her than if he were to accompany the Blazer to London.

Accordingly the steamer was signalled, and Gaff and Billy were put on board.

Scarcely had this been done when a stiff easterly gale set in, and before morning a heavy sea was running, before which the steamer rolled heavily.

It seemed as if Gaff and his son were doomed to be drowned, for disaster by sea followed them wherever they went. At last, however, the morning broke bright and clear, and the wind abated, though the sea was still running very high.

That forenoon the steamer sighted the coast of Aberdeenshire and the tall column of the Girdle-ness lighthouse came into view.

Well be home soon now, daddy, said Billy, as they walked the quarter-deck together.

Praps, but we ant there yet, said Gaff; an I never count my chickens before they are hatched.

Gaff and his son no longer wore the rough skin garments which had clothed them while in their island-home. They had been rigged out in man-o-war habiliments by the kindness of those on board the Blazer, but they had steadily refused to permit the barber to operate upon them, and still wore their locks shaggy and long. They were, perhaps, as fine specimens of a hardy and powerful man and boy as could be found anywhere; for Gaff, although past his prime, was not a whit less vigorous and athletic than he had been in days of yore, though a little less supple; and Billy, owing probably to his hardy and healthy style of life on the island, was unusually broad and manly for his age.

In a few hours the steamer made the harbour of Aberdeen. The passengers, who had been very busy all the morning in packing up the things they had used on the voyage, were now assembled in groups along the side of the vessel trying to make out objects on shore. The captain stood on the bridge between the paddles giving directions to the steersman, and everything gave promise of a speedy and happy landing.

A heavy sea, however, was still running, filling the bay to the northward of the harbour with foaming breakers, while the pier-head was engulfed in clouds of spray as each billow rolled past it and fell in thunder on the bar.

Every one on board looked on with interest; but on that clear bright day, no one thought of danger.

Just as the steamer came close up to the bar, a heavy sea struck her on the port bow, driving her a little too near the pier. The captain shouted to the steersman, but the man either did not understand him, or did not act with sufficient promptitude, for the next wave sent them crashing on the portion of bulwark or breakwater that juts out from the head of the Aberdeen pier.

The consternation and confusion that ensued is beyond description. The women screamed, the men shouted. The captain ordered the engines to be reversed, and this was done at once, but the force of the next billow was too great. It lifted the vessel up and let her fall heavily again on the pier, where she lay hard and fast with her back broken. Another wave lifted her; the two halves of the vessel separated and sank on each side of the pier, leaving the passengers and crew in the waves.

It would be difficult to say whether the shouts of the multitudes who stood on the pier-head or the shrieks of the wrecked people were loudest.

Instantly every exertion was made to save them. Boats were launched, ropes were thrown, buoys were cast into the sea, and many of the people were saved, but many were also drowned before assistance reached them.

Gaff and Billy, being expert swimmers, seized the persons nearest to them, and took them safe to the pier, where ready hands were stretched out to grasp them. The former saved a lady, the latter a little girl. Then they plunged back into the sea, and saved two more lives.

While this was going on, several of the passengers were swept round into the bay, where they would have perished but for the prompt and able assistance of a man who was known as The Rescue.

This man was so named because he undertook the dangerous and trying duty of watching the bathers during the summer months, and rescuing such of them as got out of their depth.

In this arduous work that heroic man had, during five years of service, saved with his own hands between thirty and forty lives  in some cases with a boat, but in most cases by simply swimming out and seizing the drowning persons, and without using corks or floats of any kind. When asked why he did not use a lifebelt, he said that it would only impede his motions and prevent him from diving, which he was often compelled to do when the drowning persons had sunk. His usual method was to swim off when there was a shout for help, and make for the struggling man or boy so as to come up behind him. He then seized him under the armpits, and thus effectually prevented him from grasping him in any way. Drawing him gently upon his breast while he lay over on his back, he then made for the shore, swimming on his back and using his feet only.

On the present occasion the Rescue saved four or five of those who were washed into the bay, and then ran out to the end of the pier to render assistance there.

In height he was not above the middle size, but he had a very muscular and well-knit frame. Just as he drew near, Gaff, who was bearing a little boy through the surf in his arms, was hurled against the stones of the pier, rendered insensible, and sucked back by the retreating water. Billy was farther out at the moment, and did not see what had occurred.

The shout of alarm from those in front of the crowd was almost immediately answered by a cry from behind of:

The Rescue! The Rescue! This way!

Without checking his speed, the Rescue sprang into the sea, caught Gaff by the hair of the head, and was next moment hurled on the breakwater. He was prepared for the shock, and caught the hands of two men, who, with ropes round their waists, waded into the water as far as they dared. Billy was washed ashore at the same moment, almost in a state of helpless exhaustion, and all were hauled out of the sea amid the wild cheers of the excited crowd.

Gaff, being laid under the lee of the pier-wall, soon recovered, and then he and Billy were led tenderly up to the town, where they were kindly entertained and cared for during several days, by the hospitable Rescue, in whose house they lodged during their stay in the fair city of Aberdeen.

Most of the cattle that happened to be on board the ill-fated steamer were saved, and among them was Squeaky. Shrieky, too, managed to escape. His cage having been smashed in the general confusion he was set free, and flew wildly towards the pier, where he took refuge in the bosom of a sailor, who took care of him. Ultimately he and his companion in distress were restored to their friends.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Home Again.

A few days after the events narrated in the last chapter, Gaff and his son arrived by stage-coach in the town of Wreckumoft, and at once started off for the village of Cove.

It was night. There was no moon, but the stars shone brightly in a clear sky, affording sufficient light to show them their road.

Neither of them spoke. Their minds were filled with anxiety, for the thought that was uppermost and ever-present in each was, Are they well? are they alive? They did not utter the thought, however.

Its a long bit since you an I was here, Billy, observed Gaff in a low voice.

Ay, very long, replied the lad.

They walked on again at a smart pace, but in silence.

Presently they heard footsteps approaching, and a man soon came up from the direction of Cove.

Foine noight, said the man.

Fine night it is, responded Gaff and Billy in the same breath.

Gaff suddenly turned and accosted the stranger just as he had passed them.

Dye belong to Cove?

No, I doant; only stoppin there a bit.

Ye dont happen to know a ooman o the name o Gaff, do ye?

Gaff  Gaff, repeated the man, meditating; no, I niver heern on her.

Hm; thought praps ye might  good-night.

Good-noight.

And the man went his way.

Ah! Billy, my heart misgives me, boy, said Gaff after a pause.

It was evident that Billys heart misgave him too, for he made no reply.

The distance to Cove being only three miles, they were not long in reaching the cottage, although their pace had become slower and slower as they approached the village, and they stopped altogether when they first came in sight of their old home.

A light shone brightly in the little window. They glanced at each other on observing this, but no word escaped them. Silently they approached the cottage-window and looked in.

Gaff started back with a slight exclamation of surprise, for his eye fell on the new and strange furniture of the boodwar. Billy looked round with a searching eye.

Theres nobody in, he said at length, but look, daddy, the old clocks there yet.

Gaff did not know whether this was a good or a bad omen, for any one who had taken and refurnished the cottage might have bought the old clock and kept it as a sort of curiosity.

While they were gazing, the door of the closet opened and Mrs Gaff came out. She was a little stouter, perhaps, than she had been five years before, but not a whit less hale or good-looking.

Mother  God bless her! murmured Billy in a deep earnest voice.

Where can Tottie be? whispered Gaff anxiously.

Maybe shes out, said Billy.

The lads voice trembled while he spoke, for he could not but reflect that five years was a long long time, and Tottie might be dead.

Before Gaff spoke again, the closet door once more opened, and a slender sprightly girl just budding into womanhood tripped across the room.

Hallo! exclaimed Billy, who can that  surely! impossible! yes it is, it must be Tot, for I could never mistake her mouth!

Dye see any sign of  of  a man? said Gaff in a voice so deep and peculiar, that his son turned and looked at him in surprise.

No, daddy  why? what dye ask that for?

Cause its not the first time a sailor has comed home, after bein many years away, and found that his wife had guv him up for dead, an married again.

Gaff had often thought of the possibility of such a thing during his prolonged residence on the island, and the thought had cost him many a bitter pang, but he had never mentioned it to Billy, on whom the idea fell for the first time like a thunderbolt. He almost staggered, and put his hand quickly on the window-sill.

But come, lad, lets bear up like men. Ill go in first. Dont let on; see if theyll remember us.

So saying, Gaff lifted the latch of the door and stood before his wife and child. Billy also entered, and stood a pace behind him.

Mrs Gaff and Tottie, who were both engaged about the fireplace at the time, in the preparation of supper, turned and looked at the intruders in surprise, and, for a few seconds, in silence.

The light that fell upon father and son was not very strong, and the opening of the door had caused it to flicker.

Come in, if ye wants a word wi me, said Mrs Gaff, who was somewhat uneasy at the rugged appearance of her visitors, but was too proud to show it.

Hast forgotten me, Jess?

Mrs Gaff rushed at once into his arms.

Bless the Lord, O my soul, murmured Gaff, as he smoothed the head that lay on his shoulder.

Tottie recognised her brother the instant he advanced into the full light of the fire, and exclaiming the single word Billy, leaped into his open arms.

Not lost after all, thank God, said Gaff, with a deep prolonged sigh, as he led his wife to a chair and sat down beside her.

Lost, Stephen, what mean ye?

Not married again, said Gaff with a quiet smile.

Married again! an you alive! oh, Stephen!

Nay, lass, not believin me alive, but yeve had good reason to think me dead this many a year.

An dye think Id ha married agin even though ye was dead, lad? asked the wife, with a look of reproach.

Well, I believe ye wouldnt; but its common enough, ye must admit, for folk to marry a second time, an so, many and many a long day I used to think praps Jessll ha found it hard to keep herself an Tottie, an mayhap shell have married agin arter givin me up for dead.

Never! exclaimed Mrs Gaff energetically.

Well, forgive me for thinkin it, lass. Ive been punished enough, for its cost me many a bitter hour when I was on the island.

On the island! exclaimed Tottie in surprise.

Ay, Tot, but its an old story that, an a long one.

Then youll have to tell it to me, daddy, and begin at once, said Tottie, leaving the Buster  who was more entitled to his nickname on that evening than he had ever been in all his life,  and sitting down beside her father on the floor.

Come, lets have fair exchange, said Gaff, pushing his wife towards Billy, who grasped his mother round her ample waist, and pulled her down upon his knee!

Youre so big and strong an handsome, said Mrs Gaff, running her fingers through her sons voluminous locks, while a few tears tumbled over her cheeks.

Mother, said Billy with a gleeful look, give me a slap on the face; do, theres a good old woman; I want to feel what its like now, to see if I remember it!

There! cried Mrs Gaff, giving him a slap, and no light one  a slap that would have floored him in days of yore; you deserve it for calling me an old woman.

Mrs Gaff followed up the slap with a hug that almost choked her son.

Make less noise, wont you? cried Tottie. Dont you see that daddys going to begin his story?

Silence being with difficulty obtained, Gaff did begin his story, intending to run over a few of the leading facts regarding his life since he disappeared, but, having begun, he found it impossible to stop, all the more so that no one wanted to stop him. He became so excited, too, that he forgot to take note of time, and his audience were so interested that they paid no attention whatever to the Dutch clock with the horrified countenance, which, by the way, looked if possible more horrified than it used to do in the Busters early days. Its preliminary hissing and frequent ringings were unheeded; so were the more dignified admonitions of the new clock; so was the tea-kettle, which hissed with the utmost fury at being boiled so long, but hissed in vain, for it was allowed to hiss its entire contents into thin air, and then to burn its bottom red hot! In like manner the large pot of potatoes evaporated its water, red-heated its bottom, and burned its contents to charcoal.

This last event it was that aroused Mrs Gaff.

Lauks! the taties is done for.

She sprang up and tore the pot off the fire. Tottie did the same to the kettle, while Gaff and Billy looked on and laughed.

Never mind, heres another kettle; fill it, Tot, fro the pitcher, said Mrs Gaff; itll bile in a few minutes, an we can do without taties for one night.

On examination, however, it was found that a sufficient quantity of eatable potatoes remained in the heart of the burned mass, so the misfortune did not prove to be so great as at first sight it appeared to be.

But now, Jess, let me pump you a bit. How comes it that yeve made such a xtraornary affair o the cottage?

Mrs Gaff, instead of answering, hugged herself, and looked unutterably sly. Then she hugged Billy, and laughed. Tottie laughed too, much more energetically than there was any apparent reason for. This caused Billy to laugh from sympathy, which made Mrs Gaff break out afresh, and Gaff himself laughed because he couldnt help it! So they all laughed heartily for at least two minutes  all the more heartily that half of them did not know what they were laughing at, and the other half knew particularly well what they were laughing at!

Well, now, said Gaff, after a time, this may be uncommonly funny, but Id like to know what its all about.

Mrs Gaff still looked unutterably sly, and giggled. At length she said  

You must know, Stephen, that Im a lady!

Well, lass, you ant xactly a lady, but youre an uncommon good woman, which many a lady never wos, an never will be.

Ay, but I am a lady, said Mrs Gaff firmly; at least Im rich, an thats the same thing, ant it?

Im not so sure o that, replied Gaff, shaking his head; seems to me that it takes more than money to make a lady. But what are ye drivin at, Jess?

Mrs Gaff now condescended on explanation. First of all she made Gaff and Billy go round the apartment with her, and expounded to them the signification of the various items, after the manner of a showman.

Here, you see, said the good woman, pointing to the floor, is a splendid carpit strait fro the looms o Turkey; so the man said as sold it to me, but Ive reason to believe he told lies. Howsever, there it is, an its a fuss-rater as ye may see. The roses is as fresh as the day it was put down, xceptin that one where Tottie capsized a saucepan o melted butter an eggs last Christmas day. This, (pointing to the bed), is a four-poster. Youve often said to me, Stephen, that youd like to sleep in a four-poster to see how it felt. Well, youll git the chance now, my man! This here is a noo grate an fire-irons, as cost fi pun ten. The man I got it fro said it wos a bargain at that, but some knowin friends o mine holds a different opinion. Here is a noo clock, as goes eight days of his own accord, an strikes the halves an quarters, but hes not so good as he looks, like many other showy critters in this world. That old farmiliar face in the corner does his dooty better, an makes less fuss about it. Then this here is a noo set o chimbley ornaments. I dont think much o them myself, but Tot says theyre better than nothing. Them six cheers is the best I ever sat on. Nothin can smash em. Mad Haco even cant

Ah! is Haco alive still? interrupted Gaff.

Alive, I should think so. Nothin ll kill that man. I dont believe buryin him alive would do it. Hes up at the Sailors Home just now. But Im not done yet. Heres a portrait o Lord Nelson, as can look all round the room. See, now, git into that corner. Now, ant he lookin at ye?

That he is, an no mistake, replied Gaff.

Well, git into this other corner; now, ant he lookin at ye still?

To be sure he is!

Well, well, dont go for to puzzle yer brains over it. That pictur has nearly druv all the thinkin men o Cove mad, so well let it alone just now. Heres a man-o-war, ye see; an this is the steps for mountin into the four-poster. It serves for a  a  some sort o man, I forget  Tot, you know

An ottoman, said Tottie.

Ay, a ottyman by day, an steps-an-stairs at night. Look there!

Mrs Gaff opened up the steps and said, What dye think o that?

Gaff said, Wonderful! and Billy exclaimed, Hallo!

Yes, Stephen, resumed Mrs Gaff, going to the cupboard and fetching the tea-caddy, from which she extracted her bankers book, all them things was bought for you with your own fortin, which is ten thousand pound, (an more, for Ive not lived up to the interest by no manner o means); an that there bookll show ye its all true.

Having reached this point, Mrs Gaff was seized with a fit of laughter, which she stifled on her husbands breast, and then, flinging herself into the four-poster, she burst into a flood of tears.

This was the first time in her life that she had given way to such weakness, and she afterwards said to Tottie, in reference to it, that she couldnt help it, and had made up her mind to have a good cry once for all, and be done with it.

Gaff and his son examined the bank-book, and listened with wonder to Totties account of the manner in which their wealth had come to them. Before the recital was completed, Mrs Gaff had had her cry out, and dried her eyes.

What think ye of that, Stephen? she said, pointing to the book.

Gaff shook his head slowly, and looked very grave.

I dont much like it, Jess.

What, dont like money?

Too much of it is dangerous. I hope it wont harm us, lass.

Its done no harm to me yet, as I knows of, said Mrs Gaff firmly.

What says the Bible, Tot, about that? asked Gaff. Moneys the root o all evil, ant it?

No, daddy, its the love o money thats the root of all evil.

Ah, to be sure. Well, theres a difference there. Howsever, we cant help it, so we must larn to bear it. Come along now, Jess, and let us have supper.

To supper they sat down, and long they sat over it, and a hearty one they ate. It was not till they began to think of retiring for the night that it was remembered that there was no possibility of putting up Billy in the cottage, for Tottie occupied the closet of the boodwar. The Buster relieved his parents from their difficulty, however, by asserting that he had taken a wild desire to see Mad Haco that night; so, declining the offer of a shake-down made up under the four-poster, he started for Wreckumoft, and took up his quarters in the Sailors Home.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The Sailors Home and the New Secretary.

Great changes had taken place in the Sailors Home at Wreckumoft since Billy Gaff last saw it. A new wing had been added to it, and the original building had been altered and repaired, while every convenience in the way of ventilating and heating had been introduced, so that the sailors who frequented this admirable Home found themselves surrounded by comforts and luxuries such as, in former days, they had never dreamed of.

Fortunately for this valuable institution, Sir Richard Doles, Bart, had not been made a director, consequently the business of the Home was not impeded.

Fortunately, also, the secretary who had been recently appointed to the Home was a man of ability and energy, being none other than our friend Kenneth Stuart.

That incorrigible young man had ventured one day to say to his father that he could not make up his mind to give up the portionless girl, Lizzie Gordon; that he considered her anything but portionless, seeing that she possessed an earnest, loving, Christian heart, and a wise thoughtful mind; qualities which wealth could not purchase, and compared with which a fortune was not worth a straw.

Mr Stuart, senior, thereupon dismissed Mr Stuart, junior, from his presence for ever, and told him to go and beg his bread where he chose!

Curiously enough, Mr Stuart, senior, happened to dine that day with Colonel Crusty at the club where the latter put up when in town, and the valiant colonel told him that he had that morning dismissed his daughter from his presence for ever, she having returned to the parental home as Mrs Bowels. The two, therefore, felt a peculiar sort of sympathy, being, as it were, in the same boat, and cracked an additional bottle of claret on the strength of the coincidence. When they had finished the extra bottle, they ordered another, and became exceedingly jocose, insomuch that one vowed he would leave his fortune to the Church, but the other preferred to leave his to a Lunatic Asylum.

On receiving his dismissal, Kenneth left his fathers house with words of regret and good-will on his lips, and then went to tell Lizzie, and seek his fortune.

He had not to seek long or far. Being a director of the Sailors Home, I chanced to be in search of a secretary. A better man than Kenneth could not be found, so I proposed him, and he was at once appointed.

The salary being a good one, he was enabled to retain Dan Horsey and Bucephalus. He also obtained permission to remove Emmie to his house, having told his father who the child was, and having been told in return that he, (the father), had become aware of the fact long ago, and that he was welcome to her! Kenneth then set himself earnestly to work to promote the interests of the Sailors Home, and to prepare his house for the reception of Lizzie, who had agreed to marry him whenever he felt himself in a position to ask her.

Lizzie was a peculiar girl. She had, indeed, permitted Kenneth to visit her as a lover; but she resolutely refused to accept him as long as his father continued adverse to the union. The moment, however, that she heard of his being cast off and disinherited, she agreed, with tears in her eyes, to marry him whenever he pleased.

But to return from this digression: the new secretary of the Sailors Home of Wreckumoft became the guardian spirit of the place. He advised all the arrangements which the Board made. He drew up all the rules that the Board fixed.

An Address which he issued to officers and seamen frequenting the port of Wreckumoft, wound up with the following words:

The Directors of the Sailors Home are anxious that seamen should clearly understand that the institution was designed for their sole benefit, and established with the view of protecting them from the systematic extortion of crimps and other snares, to which their circumstances and calling render them peculiarly liable; and, above all, to promote their moral elevation, social improvement, and religious instruction. The rules by which the institution is governed are, as far as practicable, adapted to meet the habits of all who participate in its benefits, and to further their best interests. It is conducted on principles of order, comfort, and liberality; and no restraint is exercised beyond that which common prudence and mutual interest require. In the Home thus provided; which embraces security, freedom of action, and social enjoyment, the Directors desire to create and sustain mutual sympathy, trust, and good-will, and to employ those agencies which tend most to mature habits of frugality, self-respect, and the love of God.

Immediately after the appearance of this address, seamen flocked to the Home for lodgings, and those who did so found the place so uncommonly pleasant that they brought their messmates, so that for months afterwards not only was every bed taken, but the very stairs and landings of the building were occupied by men who preferred to sleep there, and enjoy the advantages of the Institution, rather than go back to the dens which they had frequented in former days.

On the night when Billy went to the Home it was very full, and he stumbled over more than one recumbent seaman on the landings before he reached the hall, where, late though it was, a number of men were playing chess, draughts, and bagatelle, or reading books and papers. Here he found Haco Barepoles, as rugged as ever, seated by the fire and deeply engaged in a copy of the Pilgrims Progress.

Wonderful book; wonderful book! exclaimed Haco, laying the volume on the table and scratching his head, as if to stir up the brain inside. Just then Billy came up.

Hallo, Haco!

Hallo, stranger! Youve the advantage of me, lad, for I dont know ye.

Yes, ye do.

Eh! do I? Let me see.

Here the mad skipper scrutinised the lads face earnestly.

Well, I have seen ye afore now, but youve scaped from me, youngster.

Im Billy, alias the Buster, alias the Cork, alias Gaff

What, Billy Gaff? Dead and come alive again! cried Haco, springing up and seizing the youngsters hand.

Having wrung Billys arm almost off his shoulder, Haco took him up to his berth, where he made him sit down on the bed and recount all his and his fathers adventures from beginning to end.

When Billy had concluded the narrative, which of course he gave only in brief outline, Haco said  

Now, lad, you and I shall go have a pipe outside, and then well turn in.

Very good; but I have not yet asked you about your daughter Susan. Is she still with Captain Bingley?

Ay, still with him, and well, replied Haco, with a look that did not convey the idea of satisfaction.

Not goin to get married? inquired Billy with caution.

Haco snorted, then he grunted, and then he said  

Yes, she was goin to get married, and he wished she wasnt, that was all.

Who to? inquired the other.

Why, to that Irish scoundrel Dan Horsey, to be sure, said Haco with a huge sigh of resignation, which, coming from any other man, would have been regarded as a groan. The fact is, lad, that poor Susans heart is set upon that fellow, an so its no use resistin them no longer. Besides, the blackguard is well spoken of by his master, whos a trump. Moreover, I made a kind o half promise long ago that Id not oppose them, to that scapegrace young Lieutenant Bingley, whos on his way home from China just now. An so its a-goin to be; an theyve set their hearts on havin the weddin same week as the weddin o Master Kenneth and Lizzie Gordon; so the fact is they may all marry each other, through other, down the middle and up again, for all I care, cause Im a-goin on a whalin voyage to Novy Zembly or Kumskatchkie  anywheres to git peace o mind  there!

Saying this Haco dashed the ashes out of his big German pipe into his left palm, and scattered them to the winds.

Now, lad, he said, in conclusion, well go turn in, and youll sleep with me to-night, for ye couldnt get a bed in the Home for love or money, seein that its choke full already. Come along.




Chapter Thirty Four.

Failures and Hopes Deferred, and Consequences.

Now, it chanced that, about the time of which I write, a noted bank failed, and a considerable sum of money which had been temporarily deposited in it by the committee of the Sailors Home at Wreckumoft was lost.

This necessitated retrenchment. All the salaries of officials were lowered  among them Kenneths, although the directors assured him that it would be again raised as soon as the Institution recovered from the shock of this loss.

Meanwhile, however, the secretary was compelled to postpone his marriage indefinitely.

Perhaps the shortest way to convey a correct idea of the dire effects of this failure to my reader will be to detail several conversations that took place in regard to it by various parties.

Conversation first was held between the head cook and head waiter of the Sailors Home. These worthies were seated on one of the dressers in the kitchen of the establishment;  and a wonderful kitchen it was, with culinary implements so huge as to suggest the idea of giant operators. There was a grate that might have roasted an ox whole. There were pots big enough to have boiled entire sheep, caldrons of soup that a little boy might have swum in, rolls and loaves that would, apparently, have made sandwiches for an army, and cups and saucers, plates and dishes that might have set up any reasonable man for life in the crockery line. But the most astounding vessels in that amazing place were the tea-pot and coffee-pot of the establishment. They stood side by side like giant twins; each being five feet high by a yard in diameter, and the pounds of tea and gallons of water put into these pots night and morning for tea and breakfast seemed almost fabulous. (See note 1.)

Its werry unfortinet, werry, said the presiding spirit of this region.

So tis, observed the head waiter.

Werry hard, too, said the cook, on a man like me, with a wife and six childer, to have his wages docked.

So tis  even for a man with a wife and four childn like me, said the head waiter; but it comes hardest on the secretary, poor feller. He was just a-goin to get spliced, an there hes bliged to put it off. Hes such a good feller too.

Ah  its werry hard, said the cook.

Werry, said the head waiter.

Having shaken their heads in concert, these worthies dropped the subject as being an unpleasant one.

In Mr Stuarts drawing-room, referring to the same subject, Miss Penelope Stuart said to Mr George Stuart  

Well, Im sure, George, it seems to me that it would be only right and proper to forgive poor Kenneth, not that hes done anything exactly wrong, but forgiveness is a Christian duty, whether its an enemy youve hurt, or a friend who has hurt you, that  that, how could he help it, you know, brother, now do be reasonable, and only think of the poor boy having to part with that great cart-horse  though itll be the death of him some day whether he parts with it or not, for its a dreadful creature, and Dan too  Im sure the perplexities people are put to by banks failing. Why dont people prevent them from failing? But the worst is his marriage being put off, and it so near. I do think, brother, you might take him back and

Pray hold your tongue, Peppy, said Mr Stuart, who was attempting to read the Times, Im not listening to you, and if you are pleading for my son Kenneth, let me say to you, once for all, that I have done with him for ever. I would not give him a sixpence if he were starving.

Well, but, persevered the earnest Miss Peppy, if he were to repent, you know, and come and ask pardon, (dear me, where are those scissors? ah, here they are), surely you would not refuse, (the thimble next  what a world of worries!) to  to give him

Peppy, I have stated my sentiments, pray do not trouble me further in regard to this matter. Nothing can move me.

Miss Peppy sighed, and retired to pour her regrets into the sympathetic ear of Mrs Niven.

Gaff sat in the chimney-corner of the Boodwar smoking his pipe and staring at Shrieky, which, having survived the voyage home, had been hung up in a cage in the little window, and was at that time engaged in calling loudly for Squeaky, who, having also survived the voyage, was grubbing up stones and mud at the front door. Mrs Gaff was seated opposite to him, with Totties head in her lap; for she still solaced herself by smoothing her hair. Billy was sitting on one of the six chairs whittling a piece of wood.

Its a bad business, said Gaff; bad for everybody consarned; but wust for Mr Stuart.

An his man, said Billy.

And Susan, said Tottie.

Gaff, said Mrs Gaff, its my advice to you to go up to the bank, ask them for a thousand pounds, (if they have as much in the shop at the time, if not, ye can take what they have, and call again for the rest), give it all to Miss Lizzie Gordon, and tell her to go and get married right off. We wont miss it, Gaff. In fact it seems to me that the more we give away the more we have to give. Its an awful big fortin weve comed into. But thats what I advise.

I doubt she wouldnt take it, said Gaff.

Oh yes, she would, cried his better half.

Billy and Tottie being of the same opinion, Gaff laid aside his pipe, got out the tea-caddy, from which he took his cheque-book, and made Tottie write out a cheque for 1000 pounds, payable to Miss Lizzie Gordon.

She deserves it well o me, observed Gaff, as he slowly printed his signature on the cheque, for she gave me the Noo Testament, thats bin o more valley to me than thousands o gold an silver  God bless her.

The cheque was taken up and presented by Gaff on the following morning, but to the honest mans dismay, Lizzie declined it positively, though she accompanied her refusal with many earnest expressions of gratitude, and kissed the seamans hard hand at parting.

Gaff returned to the Boodwar, lit his German pipe with the cheque, and said, I knowed she wouldnt tak it  dear girl.

Kenneth was standing in the bower at the foot of my garden, looking pensively on the distant landscape, which was bathed in the rich glow of the setting sun. His right arm embraced the slender waist of Lizzie  his left encircled the shoulder of Emmie Graham.

We must have patience, darling, said Kenneth, with an effort at cheerfulness.

Our hopes were as bright as that lovely sky some days ago, said Lizzie.

While she was speaking the sun descended behind a bank of heavy clouds.

And thus have our hopes gone down, murmured Kenneth sadly.

But, uncle, observed Emmie, the sun is still shining behind the clouds.

Thank you, Emmie, for the comforting word, said Lizzie, and our sun is indeed shining still.

The trio left off contemplating the sky, and returned in improved spirits to Bingley Hall, where my strong-minded wife had just delivered herself of the following oration:  

Its of no use talking to me, (she was right; I never found it to be of the least use to talk to her.) Old Stuart is a monster  nobody will convince me to the contrary. I only wish I had the making of the laws, and I would have powerful cures got up for such as he. And his brother-in-law is no better  Crusty indeed, bad though it is, the name is too good for him. Dont interrupt me. He is not like many of his neighbours, for he has had no provocation. The captain of dragoons has turned out a very good husband, and poor Bella is as happy with him as such a flirt could expect to be.

I ventured to remark at this point that my wife was wandering from the subject from which she started, but she became extremely angry, and finally put me down and snuffed me out by assuring me that I had been born at least a generation before my time.

Dan Horsey sat on the dresser of my kitchen, switching his boot with a riding-whip, and looking at Susan with an extremely melancholy expression of countenance. Susan was cleaning a silver tea-pot  her usual occupation when Dan was present. Cook  now resigned to her fate  was sighing and peeling potatoes in the scullery.

Och! darlint, me hearts heavier than a cart o coals, said Dan. Bucephalus is to be sowld next week, and Im to quit in a month!

Susan sighed.

To be sure, Id aisy git another place, but in the meantime thatll put off our weddin, jewel, till I don know when.

Susan sighed again, and Dan hit his boot somewhat smartly, as if he were indignant with Fate.

But its wus, continued Dan, for masther an Miss Gordon than for us, darlint  there, now, dont toss yer head, mavourneen, ye know we can git spliced av we like whenever I git a noo sitiwation; but masther cant well throw up the wan hes got, an yit it wont kape him an his wife. Och! worse luck! Av we could only diskiver a goold mine now, or somethin o that sort.

Well, I am sorry for them, said Susan, with another sigh; an Im sure I hope that well get over our troubles, all of us, though I dont see very well how.

Arrah! now, dont look so blue, me angel, said Dan, rising and putting his arm round Susan. Me heart is lighter since I comed here and saw yer sweet face. Sure theres midcine in the glance o yer purty blue eye. Come now, cheer up, an Ill ventur a prophecy.

What may that be? asked Susan with a smile.

That you and I shall be spliced before two months is out. See if we wont.

Susan laughed; but Dan stoutly asserted that his prophecies always came true, and then, saying that he was the bearer of a letter to Miss Peppy, he bade Susan adieu, and took himself off.

I turn now to Miss Puff, who happened about this time to be on a visit to us. She was seated one forenoon alone in the dining-room of Bingley Hall, when a loud ring came to the door-bell; a quick step was heard on the stair, and next moment the dining-room door burst open, and my son Gildart rushed into the room.

Gildart was wonderfully changed since the day he had sailed for China. He had grown tall and stout. Moreover he had whiskers  not very bushy, perhaps, but, undeniable whiskers.

Hallo! Puff! he exclaimed, rushing towards his old friend with the intention of kissing her; but when Miss Puff rose to receive him, he felt constrained to check himself.

Why, how you are grown, and so changed! he said, shaking her hand warmly.

Miss Puff was indeed changed, so much so that her old friends who had not seen her for some time could scarcely have known her. She was no longer fat and inane. Her figure had become slim and graceful; her face had become expressive and remarkably pretty, and her manners were those of a well-bred and self-possessed lady. Gildart felt that he could no more have taken the liberties he had ventured on in former years than he could have flown.

He soon became very chatty, however, and speedily began to question her in regard to his father and mother, (who, she told him, were not at home), and old friends.

And what of my friend Kenneth Stuart? said he.

He is well, poor fellow, replied Miss Puff; but he is in unhappy circumstances just now.

Here she related the circumstances of the bank failure, and the evil consequences that followed, and were still pending over Kenneth and many of their other friends in Wreckumoft.

Thats a sad business, said Gildart; but I dont see how it can be mended. I fear me it is a case of grin and bear it. And your aunt, Miss Puff, what of the adorable Miss Flouncer?

She is now Lady Doles.

You dont say so! Well, I had given Sir Richard credit for more sense. How long is it since they married?

About two years.

Is Sir Richard dead?

No, why should you think so?

Because if it had been me, I should have succumbed in three months. Its an awful thing to think of being married to a she-griffin.

She is my aunt, Mr Bingley, said Miss Puff.

Ah, to be sure, forgive me. But now I must go and search for my father. Adieu. Miss Puff  au revoir.

Gildart left the room with a strange sensation of emptiness in his breast.

Why, surely  it cannot be that I  I  am in love with that girl, that stupid, fat  but shes not stupid and not fat now. Shes graceful and intelligent and pretty  absolutely beautiful; why, botheration, I am in love or insane, perhaps both!

Thus soliloquising my son entered my study.

The last conversation that I shall record, took place between Mr Stuart senior and Colonel Crusty. It occurred about two weeks after those conversations that have just been narrated. The colonel had been suddenly summoned to see his brother-in-law, on his death-bed,  so the epistle that summoned him had been worded by Miss Peppy.

That dinner at which these two friends had enjoyed themselves so much happened to disagree with Mr George Stuart, insomuch that he was thrown into a bilious fever  turned as yellow as a guinea and as thin as a skeleton. He grew worse and worse. Wealth was at his command  so was everything that wealth can purchase; but although wealth procured the best of doctors in any number that the patient chose to order them, it could not purchase health. So Mr Stuart pined away. The doctors shook their heads and gave him up, recommending him to send for his clergyman.

Mr Stuart scorned the recommendation at first; but as he grew worse he became filled with an undefinable dread, and at last did send for his pastor. As a big cowardly boy at school tyrannises over little boys and scoffs at fear until a bigger than he comes and causes his cheek to blanch, so Mr Stuart bullied and scorned the small troubles of life, and scoffed at the anxieties of religious folk until death came and shook his fist in his face; then he succumbed and trembled, and confessed himself, (to himself), to be a coward. One result of the clergymans visit was that Mr Stuart sent for Colonel Crusty.

My dear Stuart, said the colonel, entering the sick mans room and gently taking his wasted hand which lay outside the counterpane, I am distressed to find you so ill; bless me, how thin you are! But dont lose heart. I am quite sure you have no reason to despond. A man with a constitution like yours can pull through a worse illness than this. Come, cheer up and look at the bright side of things. I have seen men in hospital ten times worse than you are, and get better.

Mr Stuart shook, or rather rolled, his head slowly on the pillow, and said in a weak voice  

No, colonel, I am dying  at least the doctors say so, and I think they are right.

Nonsense, my dear fellow, returned the colonel kindly, doctors are often mistaken, and many a man recovers after they have given him up.

Well, that may be or it may not be, said Mr Stuart with a sudden access of energy, nevertheless I believe that I am a dying man, and I have sent for you on purpose to tell you that I am an ass  a consummate ass.

My dear Stuart, remonstrated the colonel, really, you are taking a very warped view of

I  am  an  ass, repeated the sick man, interrupting his friend; more than that, you are an ass too, colonel.

The colonel was a very pompous and stately man. He had not been honoured with his true title since he left school, and was therefore a good deal taken aback by the plain-speaking of his friend. He attributed the words, however, to the weak condition of Mr Stuarts mind, and attempted to quiet him, but he would not be quieted.

No, no, colonel; its of no use trying to shut our eyes to the fact. You and I have set our hearts on the things of this world, and I have now come to see that the man who does that is a fool.

My dear fellow, said the colonel soothingly, it is bodily weakness that induces you to think so. Most people speak thus when they are seriously ill; but they invariably change their opinion when they get well again.

You are wrong, colonel. I am now convinced that they do not change their opinions. They may change their wills, but their opinions must remain the same. The conclusion which I have now come to has been forced upon me by cool, logical reasoning; and, moreover, it has more than once flashed upon me in the course of my life, but I shut my eyes to it. The approach of death has only opened them to see very clearly what I was more than half aware of before. Do not suppose that I make this confession of my folly to you in order to propitiate the Deity. I do not for a moment expect that the God whom I have neglected all my life can be humbugged in this way. No, I have deliberately cast Him off in time past, and I recognise it as my due that He should cast me off now. It is too late to repent, so I suppose that there is no hope for me.

Mr Stuart paused here a few minutes. The shade of doubt expressed in his last words was occasioned by the recollection of the clergymans assurance that it was never too late to repent; that the finished work of Jesus Christ, (which leaves nothing for a man to do but to believe and live), would avail the sinner at the latest hour.

The colonel sat gazing at his friend in silence. Presently the sick man resumed as though he had not paused:  

Therefore what I say to you now is not intended as a propitiatory offering, but is the result of clear and calm conviction. Now listen to me, for I feel getting weak. Let me entreat you to forgive your daughter. Will you take that entreaty into earnest consideration? I do not ask you to promise. It is folly to make men promise what they dont want to do. The chances are that theyll break the promise. I only ask you to take this subject into your serious consideration. It is the request of a dying man. Will you grant it?

The colonel coughed, and looked troubled.

Colonel, said Mr Stuart, I have forgiven Kenneth  that is to say, we are reconciled; for I can scarcely be said to forgive one who never offended me. The gladness that has ensued on that reconciliation is worth more to me than all the gold I ever made.

Stuart, said the colonel, somewhat suddenly, Ill do what you ask.

Thank you; youre a good fellow. Squeeze my hand  there now, go away; Ill sleep for a little. Stay, perhaps, I may never waken; if so, farewell. Youll find a fire in the library if you choose to wait till its over. God bless you.

The sick man turned on his side with a sigh, and fell into a sleep so deep and quiet that the colonel left the room with some uncertainty as to whether his friend were still in the land of the living.



Note 1. If the reader would see a somewhat similar kitchen, let him visit the Sailors Home, Well Street, London Docks.




Chapter Thirty Five.

Conclusion.

Gladness is a source of life. It is probable that the joy which filled Mr Stuarts heart, in consequence of being reconciled to Kenneth, and having induced his brother-in-law to promise to consider the possibility of forgiving Bella, was the cause of a favourable turn in his malady. At all events he did recover, to the surprise of every one, and the utter discomfiture of the doctors who had given him up!

The sentiments which Mr Stuart had expressed when, as was supposed, in a dying state, did not forsake him when he was restored to health, for, whereas in former days all his time, health, and wealth, were dedicated to himself, now they were all devoted to God. Mr Stuarts face, so to speak, had been turned south before his illness; after his illness it was turned north. There was no other change than this. He did not change his nature, nor did he change his pursuits. Even those of them which were sinful were not changed  they were given up. He did not cease to be an irascible man, but he fought against his temper, (which he had never done before), and so became less irascible. He did not give up his profession, but he gave up the evils which he had before permitted to cling to it. He did not cease to make money, but he ceased to hoard it, and devoted the money made to higher ends than heretofore. He did not think of the world and its affairs less, but he thought of his Maker more, and in so doing became a better man of the world than ever! Gloom and asceticism began to forsake him, because the Bible told him to rejoice evermore. Philanthropy began to grow, because the Bible told him to look not upon his own things, but upon the things of others. He had always been an energetic man, but he became more so now, because the Bible told him that whatever his hand found to do, he ought to do it with his might.

In short, Mr Stuart became a converted man, and there was no mystery whatever in his conversion. Great though its effects were, it was simply this,  that the Holy Spirit had enabled him to believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.

Many results followed from this change in the old man. One of the first was that Kenneth and Lizzie Gordon were married, Bucephalus was not sold, and Dan Horsey was retained in the service of his young master.

Miss Peppy came out very strong on that occasion of Kenneths marriage. She laughed, and then she wept, and then, by way of variety, she did both at once. She kissed everybody that came within arms-length of her, partly because her heart was very full, partly because her tears blinded her, so that she could not easily distinguish who was who. She made an effort once or twice to skip, and really, considering her age and infirmities, the efforts were wonderfully successful. She also sang a little; attempted to whistle, but failed, and talked straight on for several days without cessation, (except when asleep and at meals), the most extraordinary amount of nonsense that ever came from the lips of woman.

True to their resolve, Dan Horsey and Susan Barepoles were married at the end of the same week. And it is worthy of remark that mad Haco danced at their wedding, and by so doing, shook to its foundation the building in which it occurred.

Strange to say, my son, Lieutenant Bingley, arrived from China on the morning of the wedding, so that he had the unexpected pleasure of dancing at it too, and of chaffing Haco on being done out of his daughter!

The Boodwar was the scene of the festivities at Dans wedding. It was more; it was also the locality in which the honeymoon was spent. Mrs Gaff had insisted on taking a little jaunt to Ramsgate, with her husband, son, and daughter, in order that she might give up her abode to Dan and Susan, who were favourites with her.

Thus it came to pass that when the festivities of the wedding drew to a close, the bride and bridegroom, instead of leaving their friends, were left by their friends in possession of the Boodwar.

It now remains for me, reader, to draw this veracious narrative to a close.

My son Gildart married Miss Puff, and ultimately became a commander in the navy. My wifes strength of mind gave way before increasing years, and she finally became as gentle as she was when I first paid my addresses to her!

Emmie Graham became a permanent inmate of Kenneths home. The shock that she had sustained when Gaff saved her life told upon her constitution so severely that she fell into bad health, but there was a sunny cheerfulness of disposition about her which induced those with whom she came in contact to regard her as a sunbeam. Lady Doles became stronger-minded day by day, and finally reduced Sir Richard to the condition of a mere human machine, with just enough spirit left to enable him to live and do her bidding.

Colonel Crusty forgave Bella, and, as is not infrequently the case in similar circumstances, he and his son-in-law the major, (for he rose to that rank), became bosom friends. When the latter retired on half-pay they all took up their abode in Wreckumoft.

Kenneth retained his old post, for, although independent of its salary, he would not eat the bread of idleness. As Secretary to the Sailors Home he frequently met me while I was going about in my capacity of honorary agent of the Shipwrecked Mariners Society.

Billy Gaff went to sea, and ultimately became captain of an East Indiaman, to his mothers unspeakable delight.

Gaff and his wife and Tottie remained in the Boodwar for many years. They did not find their fortune too much for them, being guided in the use thereof by the Bible.

In regard to the state of things that had come about, Miss Peppy used to say confidentially, to Mrs Niven, that she never knew anything like it. It beat all the novels she had ever read, not that she had read novels much, although some of them were good as well as bad, but she felt that too many of them were hurtful; of course, she meant if taken immoderately, but people were always taking things so immoderately. How could it be otherwise in a world where surprise was the chronic condition of the mind, and events were always happening in a way that led one to expect that everything would likely turn out in a manner that was most improbable, if not impossible, which she wouldnt wonder at, for it was enough to fill the lower animals themselves with amazement to see the way in which scissors and thimbles and keys worried people whose whole beings ought to be bent on far higher matters  not to mention people being left at other peoples doors by people whom one didnt know at the time, but came to know afterwards, as well as  dear! dear! it was of no use talking; for things had gone on so, no doubt, ever since Adam and Eve walked about in Eden, and doubtless things would continue to go on so, more or less, to the end of time.

THE END


A RESCUE IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS

[image: img117.png]

A TALE.

QUITO was a young brave of the Tsekanie Indians, one of the tribes which dwell among the Rocky Mountains of North America.

The squaws said of him that he was tall as the pine tree, gentle as a woman, yet strong and bold like the grizly bear; and there is no doubt that much truth lay in what they said, for the young Tsekanie could throw the spear, hurl the tomahawk, bestride the wild horse, or kill the buffalo, better than any man in his tribe; although, unlike his brother braves, he never boasted of his prowess, nor talked big swelling words of what he would do to his enemies when he got hold of them! In fact, Quito was unlike a savage in many respects, and very like to a civilized gentleman in some things; for, notwithstanding his well-known courage and physical powers, he did not delight in war. He never went on the war-path except when he believed there was very good reason for so doing. He never scalped an old man, or a woman, or a child, which is more than could be said of most of his comrades. It was even said of him that on more than one occasion he had spared the life and the scalp of a prostrate foe.

On the other hand, Quito was fond of meditation and study.

Of course he did not study printed books, such silently eloquent and sweet companions being utterly unknown in those far western regions, but he studied the book of nature, and was wont to say, in a quiet way, that he loved to look into the works of the Great Manitou, by which term he meant God.

Quito did not say this to everybody, for he was very reserved; he said it to his wife, whose name in the Indian language was Laughing-eye.

Laughing-eye had a loving and sympathetic heart, and Quito treated her as an equal, in which respect also he differed widely from his brethren, who were more or less addicted to beating their wives.

Once Quito went a long journey to the southward, and it so chanced that he met with a missionary in his travels, who did not miss the opportunity of telling him of the gospel of Jesus Christ. Among other things, he learned from this missionary that Christians were usually united in matrimony by a clergyman, which, the missionary explained, meant a servant and preacher of the Lord Jesus. Quito had been married in the regular Indian fashion  that is to say, he had gone to his father-in-laws tent, demanded Laughing-eye for his wife, paid down the price required in the shape of cloth, gums, beads, and trinkets of various kinds, such as are supplied by fur traders, and then carried her off to his own wigwam.

A strange but strong desire now seized the young Indian to be married after the Christian manner to Laughing-eye, so he returned to his home in the Rocky Mountains, resolving to take his wife to the mission-station without delay.

Quito had a bosom friend, named Bunker, a white man and a hunter. Bunker might well have been ashamed of his name, as far as sound went, but he was not. He was proud of it He was wont to say, sometimes, that the Bunkers was comed of a good stock, an had bin straight-forard hunters in the Rocky Mountains, off an on, for nigh a century, an he hoped he would never disgrace his forefathers. There was no fear of that, for Bunker was as sturdy, and honest, and simple-minded a man as ever shot a grizly bear, or trapped a beaver. He, too, was fond of meditation, and had great delight in the society of Quito.

On his way home the young Indian met with Bunker, who said he was going to visit some traps, but that he would follow his friends trail the next day, and might perhaps overtake him before he reached his village.

It was a beautiful autumn evening when Quito approached his mountain home. Not the finest park of the greatest noble in our land could compare with the magnificent scenery through which the Indian walked, with his gun on his shoulder, and his yellow leathern garments  fashioned and richly wrought by the fingers of Laughing-eye  fluttering with innumerable fringes and other ornaments in the gentle breeze. His dark eye glanced from side to side with that sharp restless motion which is peculiar to red Indians and hunters of the far west, whose lives are passed in the midst of danger from lurking enemies and wild beasts, but the restless glance was the result of caution, not of anxiety. Quitos breast was as calm and unruffled as the surface of the lakelet along whose margin he walked, and, although he kept a sharp look-out, from the mere force of habit, he thought no more of enemies at that time than did the little birds which twittered in the bushes, unconscious and unmindful of the hawk and eagle that soared high over head.

There were woods and valleys, through which flowed streams of limpid water. Here and there were swamps, in which thousands of water-fowl and frogs filled the air with melody, for the frogs of America are a musical race, and a certain class of them actually whistle in their felicity at certain periods of the year; their whistle, however, is only one intermittent note. Elsewhere undulating plains, or prairies, gave variety to the scene, and the whole was backed by the lofty, rugged, and snow-clad peaks of the vast mountain range which runs through the whole continent from north to south.

On reaching the summit of a hill, on which Quito had often halted when returning from his frequent hunting expeditions, to gaze in satisfaction at his village in the far distance, and think of Laughing-eye, a shade of deep and unmistakeable anxiety crossed his grave features, and instead of halting, as he was wont to do, he hastened onwards at redoubled speed, for his eye missed the wreaths of smoke that at other times had curled up above the trees, and one or two of the wigwams which used to be visible from that point of view were gone.

The terrible anxiety that filled Quitos breast was in a short time changed into fierce despair, when he suddenly turned round the base of a cliff, behind which his village lay, and beheld his late home a mass of blackened ruins. Little circles of grey ashes indicated where the tents had been, and all over the ground were scattered charred bones and masses of putrefying flesh, which told of ruthless murder.

Savage nature is not like civilised. No sound or word escaped the desolate Indian, who now knew that he was the last of his race, but the heaving bosom, the clenched teeth, and compressed lips, the fierce glittering eye, and the darkly frowning brows, told of a deadly struggle of anguish and wrath within.

While Quito was still gazing at the dreadful scene, he observed something move among the bushes near him and darted towards it. It proved to be an old woman, who was blind and scarcely able to make herself understood. She was evidently famishing from hunger, so Quitos first rare was to give her a little of the dried meat which formed his store of provisions. After she had devoured some of it, and drunk greedily of the water which he fetched from a neighbouring stream in a cup of birch bark, she told him that the camp had been suddenly attacked, some days before, by a war-party of enemies, who had slain all the men and old women, and carried the young women away into captivity  among them Laughing-eye.

As far as outward appearance went, Quito received the news with calm indifference, but his subsequent actions told another tale. His first step was to erect a sort of hut out of the broken fragments of wigwams that lay around, into which he led the old woman, and placed within her reach a large vessel of water with a small bark cup. He then gave her all his provisions, sufficient for more than a weeks consumption, and told her he would return to her as soon as possible. The poor creature appeared grateful, and sought to detain him, but this he would not permit Having learned from her the name of the tribe that attacked the village, and that she had escaped in the general mêlée by crawling into the bush, he asked which way their enemies had gone. When she had related all she had to tell on the subject, Quito left her, and divested himself of nearly every article of unnecessary costume, placed a tomahawk and scalping-knife in his girdle, slung a short bow and a quiver of arrows oil his back, and, throwing his gun on his shoulder, prepared to quit the spot. Before leaving, he kneeled beside the old squaw and said in her ear:  

In a day or two Bunker will be here. Tell him I have gone to the west by the Mustang Valley, and that he must follow my trail quickly.

The old woman promised to do this, and then Quito took his leave.

For several days he followed up the trail of the retreating Indians with the perseverance and unerring certainty of a bloodhound. He took so little rest and went on with such unflagging energy that he gradually drew near to them, a fact which became evident from the heat that still remained in the ashes of their camp fires when he came upon them.

At last he reached one of those mighty rivers which traverse the great continent from west to east. Here he found that his enemies had crossed, and he prepared to plunge in and swim over, though the current was turbulent, deep, and broad. Tying his powder in a piece of leather on the top of his head to keep it dry, he was about to take the water when he espied an old Indian canoe, and proceeded to examine before launching it. While thus engaged he was arrested by one of the most astonishing sights that had ever met his gaze.

Rapidly and perceptibly the great river that rolled before him began to diminish in volume. Accustomed as he was to all the varying aspects of lake and stream in their conditions of flood and drought, Quito had never seen anything at all resembling that which now occurred before his eyes. His wonted reason and sagacity were at fault; it was utterly unaccountable!

Naturally his untutored mind began to look upon the phenomenon in a superstitious light At first he was alarmed, and sat down to gaze in silent wonder, while the water continued to sink in its bed, began to flow sluggishly, then collected into pools, and finally ceased to flow altogether, leaving the bed of the river quite dry in many places. After a time it occurred to the Indian that this might be a direct interposition on the part of the Manitou, to enable him to cross on foot and pursue his enemies without delay. Full of this idea, Quito rose, and, with feelings of deep awe, went down the bank of the river and began to walk across its bed.

He had got about half way over when he was arrested by a peculiar sound, something like distant thunder but more continuous; he stopped, and listened intently. He was more perplexed than ever, for no sound of the wilderness with which he was acquainted at all resembled it; it seemed to come from the mountains, but a bend in the river concealed the distance from his view.

The sound increase! gradually in strength until it became a continuous roar, louder than the fiercest gale that ever blew. Quito stood erect and motionless with eyes and nostrils distended, uncertain what to do, when suddenly a mighty flood of waters came thundering round the bend of the river above him. On it came, with deafening clamour, a wall of water full twenty feet high, tumbling mighty trees and huge stones over its gleaming crest like playthings, and licking them up again to hurl them on in mad fury!

Quito bounded across the dry bed of the river for his life, and reached the opposite bank only a few seconds before the rushing torrent swept by, leaving a very chaos on its surging breast Fetching his breath quickly, the Indian turned and gazed long in solemn silence at the magnificent scene. Then the thought of Laughing-eye recurred to him. He turned at once and pursued his way with redoubled speed.

Only a few miles above this spot he discovered the cause of the phenomenon he had just witnessed. A land-slip, on an unusually large scale, had occurred. It had been caused by the water undermining the soil of a high bank. The half of a huge hill had tumbled into the river and dammed it across, so that no water could escape. Trees were heaped in wild confusion  some with their heads in the earth and their roots in the air; piles of stones and rubbish crushed the shattered limbs, and great fissures yawned everywhere in the mass.

Ere long the searching water had cut through the obstruction, and, bursting away in all the strength of its recovered freedom, bad produced the startling results which we have described.

Day after day Quito followed the trail of his enemies, and night after night he lay down on the hard ground to snatch a couple of hours repose before resuming the chase, regardless of fatigue or cold, for hope steeled his muscles, and his heart was warmed by love.

At last, one evening he came upon them. He saw their wigwams on a little plain, which was free from shrubs and trees, although surrounded by the latter. The smoke of their fires curled up in straight columns, for the air was so still that the sound of the horses jaws munching their food could be distinctly heard at some distance from the camp.

Quito lay down until the shades of night fell, and watched his enemies. He saw them post sentries for the night; he noted the silence that gradually stole over the scene, as the savages lay down to rest, and he saw the fires die down until the whole camp was shrouded in darkness. During the hours that he watched there he lay as still as a fallen tree  only his dark eyes moved about restlessly.

At last he rose and prepared for action. Leaving his quiver and bow behind him, he took his gun and advanced  at first in a crouching attitude. He might have been a shadow, so noiseless were his motions. The edge of the forest gained, he sank into the long grass of the prairie, like a phantom, and disappeared. Thenceforth his progress was like to that of the serpent Pushing his gun before him he gradually worked his way forward until he had passed the line of sentries and gained the midst of the camp. Here his proceedings were cool and daring.

He first crawled among the horses, and made up his mind as to which two of them were the best. Then he went to the chief s tent, and, gently raising the curtain of skin, looked in. His enemy was there sound asleep. He could have stabbed him to the heart, as he lay, with such deadly certainty, that he would have died without being able to utter a cry, but Quitos object was to rescue, not to avenge. He observed that the chief lay alone in his tent A grim smile crossed the Indians face as he lowered the curtain and again sank among the grass.

There was a large tent near to that of the chief, and Quito knew that there were women in it, but whether or not his wife was there he had not been able to ascertain from his distant view-point in the woods.

Raising the edge of this tent, he found that it was full of slumbering women, but it required a close inspection of their faces in the dark to ascertain who they were  so close that his face almost touched that of the first woman he looked at. His heart throbbed, for he thought he recognised the features of Laughing-eye. Just then the sleeper drew a long breath and sighed, and Quito knew that it was his lost one. He also guessed that the others were the women of his own tribe, but he knew that it would be impossible for him, single-handed, to save them at that time. To save his wife would be difficult enough, he thought.

Putting his face close to that of Laughing-eye, he heaved a long-drawn sigh, and yawned pretty loudly, imitating a womans voice as much as possible, and giving his wife a push. She half awoke, and, turning round in a sleepy way, muttered a few unintelligible words.

Quito again drew a long breath, and muttered a sleepy remark.

Laughing-eye was startled. She raised her head to listen. This was the moment of danger. If taken by surprise, she might utter a cry or an exclamation which might awaken her companions, and the rousing of the whole camp would be certain to follow, for Indians ears are very sharp. Quito felt the difficulty and danger of his position, but there was only one course left open to him.

Hist! Laughing-eye, he whispered, close in his wifes ear.

Next instant his left hand was on her mouth, and with his right he pressed her down, as she made an effort to rise. The effort was momentary, almost involuntary. Immediately she lay so still that Quito knew she had recognised him, so he whispered a few more words, and released her.

Nothing more was said. Speech was not necessary, for Indians wits are sharpened by experience. Quito glided, one might almost say melted, away, and Laughing-eye followed him so quietly through the same aperture that the blanket which she left behind appeared merely to subside into a flat state. Quito did not stop to speak outside. Gliding through the grass, serpent-like, in the direction of the horses, he was followed by his wife, and after some minutes, for they moved very slowly, they were clear of the group of tents. Not far from them one of the sentinels stood leaning on his rifle, and gazing into the far-off horizon, where a faint glimmer of light showed that the moon was about to rise.

To pass this man was difficult, indeed, it would have been impossible, had he not been a very young man, whose eyes were rather heavy, and whose experience of Indian warfare was slight. They succeeded, however, and Quito ceased to advance when he came up to a splendid horse which stood picketted by a long line to a peg driven into the ground, and with its fore feet hobbled, or tied together. Without a word he cut the hobbles, and the line by which the animal was fastened, the end of which last he placed in Laughing-eyes hand. She had crept up alongside of her husband, and remained perfectly quiet, while he glided away from her.

She might have remained perhaps two minutes in this state, when, peeping upwards, she saw another horse moving towards her. Instantly her husband was by her side, and she saw that the end of a rope was in his hand.

Go first, whispered Quito in her ear. fly towards the rising sun.

The whisper was so soft that the very grasshoppers at their side must have failed to hear it. In a moment both Indians stood up, and Quito lifted his wife lightly on the horse whose larryat she hed.

Such a proceeding could not, of course, pass unnoticed in an Indian camp. Instantly a yell was given by a sentry. Just as Quito vaulted on his steeds back a couple of arrows whizzed past his ear, and the young warrior whom they had first seen darted at his horses head. A blow from the butt of Quitos gun felled him, and in another moment husband and wife were bounding away at full stretch over the plain  the former giving utterance to a shout of defiance, which the savages returned with yells of fury, accompanied by a mixed shower of arrows and bullets.

Just as Quito was bounding over the crest of a mound the chief of the Indians fired a shot at a venture. He took no aim, but the bullet sped with fatal accuracy, and pierced the heart of Quitos horse, which fell heavily to the earth, sending its rider over its head. The Indian fell with such violence that he lay for a moment or two stunned. Seeing this, Laughing-eye at once reined up, and galloping back leaped to the ground. Quito rose, and, staggering towards the horse, made an effort to lift his wife on to its back. He failed, and before another attempt could be made the unfortunate fugitives were surrounded and recaptured.

Hopeless, indeed, was Quitos case now. Death by slow torture was certain to be his end, while Laughing-eye would be doomed to slavery. Yet both husband and wife conducted themselves with quiet dignity, and an assumption of stoical indifference.  

But their case was not so hopeless as they supposed. Other eyes besides those of their enemies witnessed what had passed.

Quitos bosom friend, Bunker, on reaching the desolate village, and learning from the old woman what had occurred, set off in pursuit of his friend without delay, and travelled at his utmost speed. But the man whom he followed was about equal to himself in physical powers and endurance, so that he could not overtake him easily. On the way he fell in with four trappers like himself, who readily consented to join him. These all continued to advance together night and day, with the exception of the brief time devoted to necessary sleep, but they did not overtake Quito until he had reached the camp of his enemies. They gained on him during the time he lay watching the camp, and waiting for the hour of action. Arriving at the spot where he had left his bow and arrows, not half an hour after he had quitted it, they at once guessed that he was reconnoitring the camp, and resolved to await the issue. While the hunters were yet discussing the best method of procedure, the yell of the sentry was heard.

Down with you, lads, cried Bunker, sinking into the grass, theyll come this way.

No, cried one of the others, theyre off to the left  a man an a squaw.

Thats them  Quito and Laughing-eye, exclaimed Bunker, an all the reptiles after them. Now, boys, git hold o the horses  look alive!

The sturdy hunter set the example. Big though he was, he bounded over the bushes like a deer, followed by his comrades. While all the men of the camp were in hot pursuit of the fugitives they ran up to the horses, and each secured one, which he mounted, having previously cut the hobbles of all the rest and sent them flying over the plain.

A regular fight then ensued, in which the Indians were beaten and their captives rescued. The remainder of the horses, too, were secured, and, mounted on these, the whole party returned to their village in the Mustang Valley.

Here the state of things was so desolate and mournful that it was resolved all the Indians who remained should start with Quito and his wife for the Mission Station in the south. This intention was carried out the next day, and they parted with many expressions of good-will from their friends the hunters, who returned to their wild and lonesome occupations of shooting and trapping in the mountains.

After a long journey the Indians reached the Mission Station, where they remained three weeks under the instruction of the missionary. At the end of that time they expressed their desire to join themselves to the followers of Jesus Christ, and were baptized. Then Quito begged that the missionary would unite him to his wife after the manner of the Christians. Of course there could be no objection to this request, so it was complied with  and thus Quito and Laughing-eye were baptized and married on the same day.


SILVER LAKE
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Chapter One.

The Hunters.

It was on a cold winter morning long ago, that Robin Gore, a bold hunter of the backwoods of America, entered his parlour and sat him down to breakfast.

Robins parlour was also his dining-room, and his drawing-room, besides being his bedroom and his kitchen. In fact, it was the only room in his wooden hut, except a small apartment, opening off it, which was a workshop and lumber-room.

Robins family consisted of himself, and his wife, and his son Roy, who was twelve years of age  and his daughter Nelly, who was eight, or thereabout. In addition to these, his household comprised a nephew, Walter and an Irishman, Larry ODowd. The former was tall, strong, fearless, and twenty. The latter was stout, short, powerful, and forty.

The personal history of Robin Gore, to the point at which we take it up, runs briefly thus:  

He had been born in a backwoods settlement, had grown up and married in the little hamlet in which he had been born, and hunted around it contentedly until he was forty years of age. But, as population increased, he became restive. He disliked restraint; resolved to take his wife and family into the wilderness and after getting his nephew and an Irish adventurer to agree to accompany him, carried his resolution into effect.

He travelled several hundreds of miles into the woods  beyond the most remote settlement  built three wooden huts, surrounded them with a tall stockade, set up a flagstaff in the centre thereof, and styled the whole affair, Fort Enterprise.

Im sorry to bring you to such a lonesome spot, Molly, my dear, said Robin, as he sat on the trunk of a fallen tree on the afternoon of the day on which he arrived at the scene of his future home; itll be rayther tryin at first, but youll soon get used to it, and we wont be bothered hereaway wi all the new-fangled notions o settlement folk. Well dwell in the free wilderness, where there are no tyrannical laws to hamper a man, an no nonsensical customs to fix the fashion of his coat an leggins. Besides, youll have Roy an Nelly an Walter an Larry to keep you company, lass, not to mention our neighbours to look in upon now and again.

Very true, Robin, replied the wife, I have no doubt it will be quite cheery and homelike in course of time.

She looked out upon the broad bosom of the lake which lay before the site of their forest home, and sighed. It was evident that Mrs Gore had a strong partiality for the laws and customs which her husband abhorred.

The neighbours to whom Robin referred lived in a leather tent twenty miles distant from the Fort. They were an Indian, named The Black Swan, his wife, named The White Swan, and a half-caste trapper, whose proper name was unknown to all save himself. His cognomen in the wilderness was Slugs, a name which originated in his frequent use of clipped pieces of lead instead of shot in the loading of his gun.

But to return to the point from which we started:  

It was on a cold winter morning that Robin Gore entered his parlour and sat him down to breakfast.

It was not only cold  very cold; colder than ever was experienced in our favoured British isles  but it was also very dark. Robin had risen before daybreak in order to visit his traps, and shoot some game as early in the day as possible. The larder chanced to be nearly empty that day, a fact which was all the more to be regretted that it was New Years day, and, as Robin remarked, that day didnt occur more than once in the year. This statement Larry ODowd disputed, affirming that it occurred at laste twice ivery year  wance at the beginnin an wance at the end of it!

Come along, lad, said Robin, trimming the candle as his nephew Walter entered, well ha to make the most of our time to-day, for we dine at sharp five p.m., an our dinner  leastwise the most of it  is at this moment alive an kickin, if its not sleepin, in the forest, and has got to be found and shot yet. Hallo! boy, where are you bound for?

For the woods, father, with you and Walter, replied his son Roy, sitting down and coolly helping himself to a portion of bears meat with which the hunter was regaling himself.

Nonsense, boy, said Robin, somewhat gruffly.

Youll not be able to keep up with us, added Walter, for weve little time before us, an a long way to go.

If I break down I can turn back, retorted Roy.

Very good; please yourself; said Robin in a tone of indifference, although his glance seemed to indicate that he was not sorry to see his boy determined to attempt an expedition which he knew from experience would be very trying to a lad of his years.

Breakfast over, the three hunters clothed themselves in habiliments suitable to the climate  leathern coats and trousers which were impervious to the wind; cloth leggings to keep the snow from the trousers; leather mocassins, or shoes with three pairs of blanket socks inside of them; fur-caps with ear-pieces; leather mittens with an apartment for the fingers and a separate chamber for the thumb, powder-horns, shot-pouches, guns, and snow-shoes. These latter were light wooden frames, netted across with deerskin threads, about five feet long and upwards of a foot wide. The shoes were of this enormous size, in order that they might support the wearers on the surface of the snow, which was, on an average, four feet deep in the woods. They were clumsy to look at, but not so difficult to walk in as one might suppose.

In silence the three hunters entered the dark woods in front of Fort Enterprise. Robin went first and beat the track, Walter followed in his footsteps, Roy brought up the rear. The father sank about six inches at every step, but the snow which fell upon his snow-shoes was so fine and dry, owing to the intense frost, that it fell through the net-work of the shoes like dust. Walter and Roy, treading in the footsteps, had less labour in walking, but Walter, being almost as strong as his uncle, took his turn at beating the track every two hours.

Through the woods they went, over mound and hollow, across frozen swamp and plain, through brush and break, until near noon, when they halted for rest and refreshment. While Walter cut firewood, Robin and Roy cleared away the snow, using their snow-shoes as shovels, and prepared their meal. It was simple; a few mouthfuls of dried meat and a tin can of hot tea  the backwoodsmans greatest luxury, next to his pipe. It was short, too. Half an hour sufficed to prepare and consume it.

Lets see, now, what we have got, said Robin, counting the game before resuming the march.

More than enough, said Walter, lighting his pipe for a hurried whiff, ten brace of white grouse, four rabbits, six red foxes and a black one, and two wolves. We cant eat all that.

Surely we wont eat the foxes and wolves! cried Roy, laughing.

Not till were starvin, replied his father. Come, lets go on  are ye tired, lad?

Fresh as Walter, said the boy, proudly.

Well, we wont try you too much. Well just take a sweep round by the Wolfs Glen, an look at the traps there  after which make for home and have our New Years dinner. Go ahead, Walter, and beat the track; it is your turn this time.

Without speaking, Walter slipped his feet into the lines of his snow-shoes, extinguished his pipe, and led the way once more through the pathless forest.




Chapter Two.

The Starved Indian.

In the depths of the same forest, and not far from the locality to which we have introduced our reader, a Red Indian was dragging his limbs wearily along over the untrodden snow.

The attenuated frame of this son of the soil, his hollow cheeks and glaring eye-balls, his belt drawn with extreme tightness round his waist, to repress the gnawings of hunger, as well as his enfeebled gait, proved that he was approaching the last stage of starvation.

For many weeks Wapaw had been travelling in the woods, guided on his way by the stars, and by those slight and delicate signs of the wilderness  such as the difference of thickness in the bark on the north, from that on the south side of a tree  which are perceptible only to the keen eye of an Indian, or a white man whose life has been spent in the wilderness.

But Wapaw was a very different man when he quitted his tribe from what he was at the time we introduce him to our reader. Strong, wiry, upright, and lithe as a panther, he left his wigwam and his wife, and turned his face towards the rising sun; but the season was a severe one, and game was scarce; from the very beginning of his journey he had found it difficult to supply himself with a sufficiency of food. Towards the middle of it he was on short allowance, and much reduced in strength; and now near its termination, he was, as we have said, almost in the last stage of starvation.

Fort Enterprise was Wapaws goal. He had never been there before, but from the description of the place and its locality, given by those of his kindred who had visited Robin Gore, he was able to direct his march with unerring certainty towards it. Of course, as he drew near to it he could not ascertain his exact distance  whether he was a day or several days journey off  but from the tracks of Robins snow-shoes, which he crossed more than once, he guessed that he was nearing the Fort, and pushed on with renewed hope and energy.

Robin, however, was an active hunter. He often made long and rapid marches from his lonely dwelling  sometimes staying away a week or two at a time even in winter; so that Wapaw thought himself nearer Fort Enterprise than he really was when he first discovered the bold hunters tracks. When, at length, he did arrive at less than a days journey from the Fort, he was not aware of its close proximity, and, having tasted nothing whatever for two days, he felt the approach of that terrible state of exhaustion which precedes death.

It was a somewhat stormy day when the poor Indians strength finally broke down. Hitherto he had pushed forward with some degree of hope, but on the morning of this day a broken branch caught his snow-shoe and tripped him. At any other time the fall would have been a trifle, but in his weak condition it acted like the last straw which breaks the camels back. Wapaw rose with difficulty, and brushing the snow from his eyes, looked earnestly at his snow-shoes, well knowing that if they had been broken in the fall his power of advancing would have been taken away and his fate sealed, for he had neither strength nor energy left to repair them. They were uninjured, however; so he once more attempted to stagger on.

A slight rising ground lay before him. To ascend this was a labour so great that he almost sank in the midst of it. He reached the top, however, and gazed eagerly before him. He had gazed thus at the top of every rising ground that he had reached during the last two days, in the hope of seeing some sign of the Fort.

A deep sigh escaped him as he rested his hands on the muzzle of his gun, and his grave countenance was overspread with a look of profound melancholy. For the first time in his life, the once stout and active Wapaw had reached the point of giving way to despair. A wide open plain stretched out before him. The cold wind was howling wildly across it, driving the keen snow-drift before it in whirling clouds. Even a strong man might have shrunk from exposing himself on such a plain and to such a blast on that bitter arctic day. Wapaw felt that in his case to cross it would be certain death; so, with the calm philosophy of a Red Indian, he made up his mind to lay him down and die!

His manner of preparing for his end was somewhat singular. Turning aside into the woods, he set about making an encampment with as much vigour as he could summon up. Clearing away the snow from the roots of a large spreading pine-tree, he strewed branches on the ground, and thus made a rude couch. On this he spread his blanket. Then he cut some firewood with the axe that hung at his side, and soon kindled, by means of flint, steel, and tinder, a good fire. Seating himself before the warm blaze, the exhausted man rested awhile, with his legs drawn together and his head resting on his knees.

He sat so long thus that he nearly fell asleep. Presently he roused himself, and proceeded to make a close examination of his wallet and firebag  the latter being a beautifully ornamented pouch, which Indians and fur-traders wear at their belts, for the purpose of containing the materials for producing fire, besides pipes and tobacco.

Poor Wapaw had already searched his wallet and firebag twice, without finding a crumb of food or a morsel of tobacco. He knew well that they were empty, yet he turned them inside out, and examined the seams and corners with as much earnestness as if he really expected to find relief from his sufferings there.

There was no expression of pain on the red mans face  only a look of profound melancholy.

He laid aside the firebag after a little while, and then quietly drew his knife, and cut a piece of leather from the skirt of his hunting coat.

The leather had been dried and smoked, and contained no substance whatever that could sustain life. Wapaw was aware of this  nevertheless he singed a portion of it until it was reduced almost to ashes, and mingling a little snow with this, ate it greedily.

Then, raising his eyes to the sky with a long earnest gaze, he sat immovable, until the sinking fire and the increasing cold recalled his wandering faculties.

There was a wild, glassy look about the Indians eyes now, which probably resulted from exhaustion. He seemed to struggle several times to rouse himself before he succeeded; shuddering with intense cold, he crept to the little pile of firewood, and placed several billets on the fire, which speedily blazed up again, and the dying man cowered over it, regardless of the smoke which ever and anon wreathed round his drooping head.

In a few minutes Wapaw started up as if new energy had been infused into him. He placed his gun, axe, firebag, and powder-horn by themselves on the ground; then he wrapped himself in his blanket and lay slowly down beside them with his feet towards the fire. For a few minutes he lay on his back, gazing earnestly upwards, while his lips moved slowly, but no sound issued from them. Then he turned wearily on his side, and, covering his head with the blanket and turning his face towards the ground, he resigned himself to death.

But God had ordained that, at that time, the red man should not die.

About the time when he lay down, our hunters emerged upon the plain which had caused the Indian to despair.

Its of no use goin farther, observed Robin, as he and his companions stood at the edge of the forest and looked across the plain; the wind blows too hard, and the drift is keen; besides there aint much to be got hereaway, even in seasons of plenty.

Father! is that smoke risin over the bluff yonder? asked Roy, pointing with his finger as he spoke.

No doubt of it, lad.

Indians, may be, said Walter.

Robin shook his head. Dont think so, said he, for the redskins dont often come to see me at this time o the year. But well go see; an look to your primin, lads  if its a war-party well ha to fight, mayhap, if we dont run.

The three hunters crossed the plain in the teeth of the howling drift, and cautiously approached the bluff referred to by Roy, and from behind which the smoke ascended.

Its a camp fire, whispered Robin, as he glanced back at his companions, but I see no one there. They must have just left the place.

There was a shade of anxiety in the hunters voice as he spoke, for he thought of Fort Enterprise, its defenceless condition, and the possibility of the Indians having gone thither.

They cant have gone to the Fort, said Walter, else we should have seen their tracks on the way hither.

Come, said Robin, stepping forward quickly, we can see their tracks now, anyhow, and follow them up, and if they lead to the Fort.

The hunter did not finish his sentence, for at that moment he caught sight of the recumbent form of Wapaw in the camp.

Hist! A redskin alone, and asleep! Well, I never did xpect to see that.

Mayhap, hes a decoy-duck, suggested Walter. Better look sharp out.

Robin and Roy heeded not the caution. They at once went forward, and the father lifted the blanket from the Indians head.

Dead! exclaimed Roy, in a solemn tone.

Not yet, lad! but I do blieve the poor critters amost gone wi starvation. Come, bestir you, boys  rouse up the fire, and boil the kettle.

Walter and Roy did not require a second bidding. The kettle was ere long singing on a blazing fire. The Indians limbs were chafed and warmed; a can of hot tea was administered, and Wapaw soon revived sufficiently to look up and thank his deliverers.

Now, as good luck has it, I chanced to leave my hand-sled at the Wolfs Glen. Go, fetch it, Roy, said Robin.

The lad set off at once, and, as the glen was not far distant, soon returned with a flat wooden sledge, six feet long by eighteen inches broad, on which trappers are wont to pack their game in winter. On this sledge Wapaw was firmly tied, and dragged by the hunters to Fort Enterprise.

Hast got a deer, father? cried little Nelly, as she bounded in advance of her mother to meet the returning party.

No, Nelly tis dearer game than that.

What? a redskin! exclaimed Dame Gore in surprise; is he dead?

No, nor likely to die, said Robin, hes in a starvin state though, anll be none the worse of a bit of our New Years dinner. Here is game enough for one meal an more; come, lass, get it ready as fast as may be.

So saying the bold hunter passed through the Fort gate, dragging the red man behind him.




Chapter Three.

Preparations for a Feast.

Why so grave, Robin? inquired Mrs Gore, when her husband returned to the parlour after seeing Wapaw laid in a warm corner of the kitchen, and committed to the care of Larry ODowd.

Molly, my dear, its of no use concealin things from you, cause when bad luck falls we must just face it. This Injun  Wapaw, he calls himself  tells me he has comd here a-purpose, as fast as he could, to say that his tribe have resolved to attack me, burn the Fort, kill all the men, and carry you off into slavery.

God help me! can this be true?

True enough, I dont doubt, cause Wapaw has the face of an honest man, and I believe in faces. He says some of the worst men of his tribe are in power just now; that they want the contents of my store without paying for them; that he tried to get them to give up the notion, but failed. On seeing that they were bent on it, he said he was going off to hunt, and came straight here to warn me. He says they talked of starting for the Fort two days after he did, and that he pushed on as fast as he could travel, so its not likely theyll be here for two or three days yet. Ill get ready for them, howsever, and when the reptiles do come theyll meet with a warm reception, I warrant them; meanwhile, do you go and get dinner ready. We wont let such varmints interfere with our New Years feast.

While Robins wife went to her larder, his children were in the kitchen tending the Indian with earnest solicitude, and Larry was preparing a little soup for him.

Do you like rabbit soup? asked Nelly, kneeling beside the pallet of pine branches on which Wapaw lay.

The Indian smiled, and said something in his native tongue.

Sure he dont onderstan ye, exclaimed Larry, as he bustled in an energetic way amongst his pots and pans.

Let me try him with Cree, said Roy, kneeling beside his sister, I know a little  a very little Cree.

Roy tried his very little Cree, but without success.

Its o no use, he said, father must talk to him, for he knows every language on earth, I believe.

Roys idea of the number of languages on earth was very limited.

Och! dont bother him, see, here is a lingo that every wan onderstans, cried Larry, carrying a can of hot soup towards Wapaw.

Oh, let me! do let me! cried Nelly, jumping up and seizing the can.

Be all manes, said Larry, resigning it.

The child once more knelt by the side of the Indian and held the can to him, while he conveyed the soup to his lips with a trembling, unsteady hand. The eyes of the poor man glittered as he gazed eagerly at the food, which he ate with the avidity of a half-famished wolf.

His nurses looked on with great satisfaction, and when Wapaw glanced up from time to time in their faces, he was advised to continue his meal with nods and smiles of goodwill.

Great preparations were made for the dinner of that New Years Day. Those who dwell at home at ease have no idea of the peculiar feelings with which the worlds wanderers hail the season of Christmas and New Year. Surrounded as they usually are by strange scenes, and ignorant as they are of what friends at home are doing or thinking, they lay hold of this season as being one point at least in the circle of the year in which they can unite with the home circle, and, at the same time, commemorate with them the birth of the blessed Saviour of mankind, and think with them of absent friends. Much, therefore, as the happy season is made of in the old country, it is made more of, if possible, in the colonies; especially on the outskirts of the world, where the adventurous and daring have pitched their tents.

Of course Robin Gore and his household did not think of the old country, for they were descendants of settlers; but they had imbibed the spirit of the old country from their forefathers, and thought of those well-remembered friends whom they had left behind them in the settlements.

Notwithstanding the delay caused by the conveying of Wapaw to the Fort, the hunters had walked so fast that there was still some time to spare before dinner should be ready.

Roy resolved to devote this time to a ramble in the woods with his sister Nelly. Accordingly the two put on their snow-shoes, and, merely saying to their mother that they were going to take a run in the woods, set forth.

Now, it must be known that Mrs Gore had looked forward to New Years Day dinner with great interest and much anxiety. There was a general feeling of hilarity and excitement among the male members of the self-exiled family that extended itself to the good woman, and induced her to resolve that the entire household should have what Walter styled a rare blow-out! During the whole morning she had been busy with the preparation of the various dishes, among which were a tart made of cloudberry jam, a salt goose, and a lump of bears ham, besides the rabbits and ptarmigan which had been shot that day.

Thats the way to do it, Molly, cried Robin, as he opened the door and peeped in upon his wife during the height and heat of her culinary labours; keep the pot bilin, my dear, and dont spare the butter this day. It only comes once a year, you know.

Twice, muttered Larry in a low voice, as he stirred the contents of a large pot which hung over the fire.

And see that you look after Wapaw, continued Robin. Dont give him too much at first, itll hurt him.

No fear of that, replied Larry, hes got so much aready that he couldnt howld another morsel av he was to try.

Well, well, take care of him, anyhow, said Robin, with a laugh; meanwhile Ill go see after the defences o the Fort, and make all snug.

By dint of unwearied perseverance the dinner was cooked, and then it occurred to Robin to ask where the children were, but no one could tell, so the hunter remarked quietly that they would doubtless make their appearance in a short while.

Gradually the dinner reached that interesting point which is usually styled ready to dish. Whereupon Robin again asked where the children were. Still no one could tell, so he said he would go out and hail them. Loudly and long did the hunter call, but no one answered; then he made a rapid search in and about the Fort, but they were not to be found. Moreover, a snow-storm had begun to set in, and the drift rendered it difficult to distinguish tracks in the snow.

At last the days labours were brought to a close. Dinner was served, and smoked invitingly on the table. The party only awaited the return of Robin with the children. In a few minutes Robin entered hastily.

Molly, said he, in a tone of anxiety, the foolish things have gone into the woods, I think. Come, lads, we must hunt them down. Its snowin hard, so weve no time to lose.

Walter and Larry at once put on their capotes, fur-caps, and snow-shoes, and sallied forth, leaving Mrs Gore seated alone, and in a state of deep anxiety, by the side of her untasted New Years Day dinner.




Chapter Four.

Lost in the Snow.

When Roy and Nelly set out for a ramble, they had at first no intention of going beyond their usual haunts in the woods around the Fort; but Roy had been inspirited by his successful march that day with his father and Walter, and felt inclined to show Nelly some new scenes to which they had not, up to that time, dared to penetrate together.

The snow-storm, already referred to, had commenced gradually. When the children set forth on their ramble only a few flakes were falling, but they had not been away half an hour when snow fell so thickly that they could not see distinctly more than a few yards ahead of them. There was no wind, however, so they continued to advance, rather pleased than otherwise with the state of things.

Oh, I do like to see falling snow, cried Nelly, with a burst of animation.

So do I, said Roy, looking back at his sister with a bright smile, and I like it best when it comes down thick and heavy, in big flakes, on a very calm day, dont you?

Yes, oh its so nice, responded Nelly sympathetically.

They paused for minutes to shake some of the snow from their garments, and beat their hands together, for their fingers were cold, and to laugh boisterously, for their hearts were merry. Then they resumed their march, Roy beating the track manfully and Nelly following in his footsteps.

In passing beneath a tall fir-tree Roy chanced to touch a twig. The result was literally overwhelming, for in a moment he was almost buried in snow, to the unutterable delight of his sister, who stood screaming with laughter as the unfortunate boy struggled to disentomb himself.

In those northern wilds, where snow falls frequently and in great abundance, masses are constantly accumulating on the branches of trees, particularly on the pines, on the broad flat branches of which these masses attain to considerable size. A slight touch is generally sufficient to bring these down, but, being soft, they never do any injury worth mentioning.

When Roy had fairly emerged from the snow he joined his sister in the laugh, but suddenly he stopped, and his face became very grave.

Whats the matter? asked Nelly, with an anxious look.

My snow-shoes broken, said Roy.

There was greater cause for anxiety on account of this accident than the reader is perhaps aware of. It may be easily understood that in a country where the snow averages four feet in depth, no one can walk half-a-mile without snow-shoes without being thoroughly exhausted; on the other hand, a man can walk thirty or forty miles a day by means of snow-shoes.

Cant you mend it? asked Nelly.

Roy, who had been carefully examining the damaged shoe, shook his head.

Ive nothing here to do it with; besides, its an awful smash. I must just try to scramble home the best way I can. Come, its not very far, well only be a bit late for dinner.

The snow-shoe having been bandaged, after a fashion, with a pocket-handkerchief, the little wanderers began to retrace their steps; but this was now a matter of extreme difficulty, owing to the quantity of snow which had fallen and almost obliterated the tracks. The broken shoe, also, was constantly giving way, so that ere long the children became bewildered as well as anxious, and soon lost the track of their outward march altogether. To make matters worse, the wind began to blow clouds of snow-drift into their faces, compelling them to seek the denser parts of the forest for shelter.

They wandered on, however, in the belief that they were drawing nearer home every step, and Roy, whose heart was stout and brave, cheered up his sisters spirit so much that she began to feel quite confident their troubles would soon be over.

Presently all their hopes were dashed to the ground by their suddenly emerging upon an open space, close to the very spot where the snow-mass had fallen on Roys head. After the first feeling of alarm and disappointment had subsided, Roy plucked up heart and encouraged Nelly by pointing out to her that they had at all events recovered their old track, which they would be very careful not to lose sight of again.

Poor Nelly whimpered a little, partly from cold and hunger as well as from disappointment, as she listened to her brothers words; then she dried her eyes and said she was ready to begin again. So they set off once more. But the difficulty of discerning the track, if great at first, was greater now, because the falling and drifting snow had well-nigh covered it up completely. In a very few minutes Roy stopped, and, confessing that he had lost it again, proposed to return once more to their starting point to try to recover it. Nelly agreed, for she was by this time too much fatigued and alarmed to have any will of her own, and was quite ready to do whatever she was told without question.

After wandering about for nearly an hour in this state of uncertainty, Roy at last stopped, and, putting his arm round his sisters waist, said that he had lost himself altogether! Poor Nelly, whose heart had been gradually sinking, fairly broke down; she hid her face in her brothers bosom, and wept.

Come now, dont do that, dear Nell, said Roy, tenderly, Ill tell you what we shall do  well camp in the snow! We have often done it close to the house, you know, for fun, so well do it now in earnest.

But its so dark and cold, sobbed Nelly, looking round with a shudder into the dark recesses of the forest, which were by that time enshrouded by the gathering shades of night; and Im so hungry too! Oh me! what shall we do?

Now dont get so despairing, urged Roy, whose courage rose in proportion as his sisters sank; its not such an awful business after all, for father is sure to scour the woods in search of us, an if we only get a comfortable encampment made, an a roarin fire kindled, why, well sit beside it an tell stories till they find us. Theyll be sure to see the fire, you know, so come  lets to work.

Roy said this so cheerfully that the child felt a little comforted, dried her eyes, and said she would help to make the camp.

This matter of making an encampment in the snow, although laborious work, was by no means a novelty to these children of the backwoods. They had often been taught how to do it by Cousin Walter and Larry ODowd, and had made playing at camps their chief amusement in fine winter days. When, therefore, they found themselves compelled to camp-out from necessity, neither of them was at a loss how to proceed. Roy drew a circle in the snow, about three yards in diameter, at the foot of a large tree, and then both set to work to dig a hole in this space, using their snow-shoes as shovels. It took an hours hard work to reach the ground, and when they did so the piled-up snow all round raised the walls of this hole to the height of about six feet.

Now for bedding, cried Roy, scrambling over the walls of their camp and going into the woods in search of a young pine-tree, while Nelly sat down on the ground to rest after her toil.

It was a dark night, and the woods were so profoundly obscured, that Roy had to grope about for some time before he found a suitable tree. Cutting it down with the axe which always hung at his girdle, he returned to camp with it on his shoulder, and cut off the small soft branches, which Nelly spread over the ground to the depth of nearly half a foot. This pine-brush, as it is called, formed a soft elastic couch.

The fire was the next business. Again Roy went into the bush and gathered a large bundle of dry branches.

Now, Nelly, do you break a lot of the small twigs, said Roy, and Ill strike a light.

He pulled his firebag from his belt as he spoke, and drew from it flint, steel, and tinder. No one ever travels in the wilds of which we write without such means of procuring fire. Roy followed the example of his elder companions in carrying a firebag, although he did not, like them, carry tobacco and pipe in it.

Soon the bright sparks that flew from the flint caught on the tinder. This was placed in a handful of dry grass, and whirled rapidly round until it was fanned into a flame. Nelly had prepared another handful of dry grass with small twigs above it. The light was applied, the fire leaped up, more sticks were piled on, and at last the fire roared upward, sending bright showers of sparks into the branches overhead, lighting the white walls of the camp with a glow that caused them to sparkle as with millions of gems, and filling the hearts of the children with a sensation of comfort and gladness, while they stood before the blaze and warmed themselves, rubbing their hands and laughing with glee.

No one, save those who have experienced it, can form any conception of the cheering effect of a fire in the heart of a dark wood at night. Roy and Nelly quite forgot their lost condition for a short time, in the enjoyment of the comforting heat and the bright gladsome blaze. The brother cut firewood until he was rendered almost breathless, the sister heaped on the wood until the fire roared and leaped high above their heads. Strange though it may appear to some, the snow did not melt. The weather was too cold for that; only a little of that which was nearest the fire melted  the snow walls remained hard frozen all round. Roy soon sat down to rest, as close to the fire as he could without getting scorched; then Nelly seated herself by his side and nestled her head in his breast. There they sat, telling stories and gazing at the fire, and waiting for father to come.

Meanwhile Robin and his comrade ranged the forest far and near in desperate anxiety. But it was a wide and wild country. The children had wandered far away; a high ridge of land hid their fire from view. Moreover, Robin, knowing the childrens usual haunts, had chanced to go off in the wrong direction. When night set in the hunters returned to Fort Enterprise to procure ammunition and provisions, in order to commence a more thorough and prolonged search. Poor Mrs Gore still sat beside the cold and untasted feast, and there the hunters left her, while they once more plunged into the pathless wilderness to search for the lost ones on that luckless New Years Day.




Chapter Five.

Carried Off.

While Robin Gore and his companions were anxiously searching the woods around Fort Enterprise for the lost children, a war-party of savages was making its way swiftly towards the Fort.

A chief of the Indians, named Hawk, who was a shrewd as well as a bad man, had suspected Wapaws intentions in quitting the camp of his people alone and in such unnecessary haste. This man had great influence over his fellows, and easily prevailed on them to set off on their murderous expedition against the Fort of the pale-faces without delay.

Being well supplied with food, they travelled faster than their starving comrade, and almost overtook him. They finally encamped within a short distance of the Fort the day after Wapaws arrival, and prepared to assault it early next morning.

If the wicked skunk has got there before us, said Hawk to his fellows, as they prepared to set out before daybreak, the pale-faces will be ready for us, and we may as well go back to our wigwams at once; but if that badgers whelp has been slow of foot, we shall hang the scalps of the pale-faces at our belts, and eat their food this day.

The polite titles above used by Hawk were meant to refer to Wapaw.

Indians are not naturally loquacious. No reply was made to Hawks remark, except that one man with a blackened face, and a streak of red ochre down the bridge of his nose, said, Ho! and another with an equally black face, and three red streaks on each of his cheeks, said, Hum! as the war-party put on their snowshoes and prepared to start.

They had not gone far when Hawk came to a sudden pause, and stood transfixed and motionless like a dark statue. His comrades also stopped abruptly and crouched. No question was asked, but Hawk pointed to a spark of fire, which every Indian in the band had observed the instant their leader had paused. Silently they crept forward, with guns cocked and arrows fitted to the bowstrings, until they all stood round an encampment where the fire was still smouldering, and in the centre of which lay a little boy and girl, fast asleep and shuddering with cold.

Poor Roy and Nelly had told each other stories until their eyes would not remain open; then they fell asleep, despite their efforts to keep awake, and, as the fire sank low, they began to shiver with the cold. Lucky was it for them that the Indians discovered them, else they had certainly been frozen to death that night.

Hawk roused them with little ceremony. Roy, by an impulse which would appear to be natural to those who dwell in wild countries, whether young or old, seized his axe, which lay beside him, as he leaped up. Hawk grinned, and took the axe from him at once, and the poor boy, seeing that he was surrounded by dark warriors, offered no resistance, but sought to comfort Nelly, who was clinging to him and trembling with terror.

Immediately the savages sat down in the encampment, and began an earnest discussion, which the children watched with great eagerness. They evidently did not agree, for much gesticulation and great vehemence characterised their debate. Some pointed towards the Fort, and touched their tomahawks, while others pointed to the woods in the direction whence they had come, and shook their heads. Not a few drew their scalping knives partially from their sheaths, and, pointing to the children, showed clearly that they wished to cut their career short without delay, but several of the more sedate members of the party evidently objected to this. Finally, Hawk turned to Roy, and said something to him in the Indian tongue.

Roy did not understand, and attempted to say so as well as he could by signs, and the use of the few words of the Cree language which his father had taught him. In the course of his speech (if we may use that term), he chanced to mention Wapaws name.

Ho! ho! ho! said one and another of the Indians, while Hawk grinned horribly.

A variety of questions were now put to poor Roy, who, not understanding, of course could not answer them. Hawk, however, repeated Wapaws name, and pointed towards the Fort with a look of inquiry, to which Roy replied by nodding his head and repeating Wapaw once or twice, also pointing to the Fort; for he began to suspect these must be Wapaws comrades, who had come to search for him. He therefore volunteered a little additional information by means of signs; rubbed his stomach, looked dreadfully rueful, rolled himself as if in agony on the ground, and then, getting up, pretended to eat and look happy! By all of which he meant to show how that Wapaw had been on the borders of starvation, but had been happily saved therefrom.

Indians in council might teach a useful lesson to our members of parliament, for they witnessed this rather laughable species of pantomime with profound gravity and silence. When Roy concluded, they nodded their heads, and said, Ho! ho! which, no doubt, was equivalent to Hear hear!

After a little more discussion they rose to depart, and made signs to the children to get up and follow. Roy then pointed out the broken state of his snow-shoe, but this difficulty was overcome by Hawk, who threw it away, and made him put on his sisters snow-shoes. A stout young warrior was ordered to take Nelly on his back, which he did without delay, and the whole party left the encampment, headed by their chief.

The children submitted cheerfully at first, under the impression that the Indians meant to convey them to the Fort. Great, however, was their horror when they were taken through the woods by a way which they knew to be quite in the opposite direction.

When Roy saw this he stopped and looked back, but an Indian behind him gave him a poke with the butt of his gun which there was no resisting. For a moment the lad thought of trying to break away, run home, and tell his father of Nellys fate; but a second thought convinced him that this course was utterly impracticable. As for Nelly, she was too far from her brother in the procession to hold converse with him; and, as she knew not what to do, say, think, she was reduced to the miserable consolation of bedewing with her tears the shoulders of the young warrior who carried her.

The storm which had commenced the day before still continued, so that, in the course of a few hours, traces of the track of the war-party were almost obliterated, and the chance of their being followed by Robin and his friends was rendered less and less likely as time ran on.

All that day they travelled without halt, and when they stopped at night to encamp, Roy was nearly dead from exhaustion. My poor Nell, said he, drawing his sobbing sister close to him, as they sat near the camp fire, after having eaten the small quantity of dried venison that was thrown to them by their captors, dont despair; father will be sure to hunt us down, if its in the power of man to do it.

I dont despair, sobbed Nelly; but oh! what will darling mother do when she finds that were lost, and Im so afraid theyll kill us.

No fear o that, Nell; its not worth their while. Remember, too, what mother often told us  that  that  what is it she used to read so often out of the Bible? I forget.

I think it was, Call upon Me in the time of trouble, and I will deliver thee. Ive been thinkin of that, Roy, already.

Thats right, Nell; now, come, cheer up! Have you had enough to eat?

Yes, said Nelly, with a loud yawn, which she did not attempt to check.

Roy echoed it, as a matter of course, (who ever did see anyone yawn without following suit?) and then the two lay down together, spread over themselves an old blanket which one of the Indians had given them, and fell asleep at once.

Day succeeded day, night followed night, and weeks came and went, yet the Indians continued their journey through the snow-clad wilderness. Roys snow-shoes had been picked up and repaired by one of the savages, and Nelly was made to walk a good deal on her own snowshoes; but it is justice to the Indians to say that they slackened their pace a little for the sake of the children, and when Nelly showed symptoms of being fatigued, the stout young warrior who originally carried her took her on his shoulders.

At length the encampment of the tribe was reached, and Nelly was handed over to Hawks wife to be her slave. Soon after that the tents were struck, and the whole tribe went deeper into the northern wilds. Several gales arose and passed away, completely covering their footprints, so that no tracks were left behind them.




Chapter Six.

The Camp, the Attack, and the Escape.

It were vain to attempt a description of the varied condition of mind into which the brother and sister fell when they found themselves actually reduced to a state of slavery in an Indian camp, and separated from their parents, as they firmly believed, for ever.

Nelly wept her eyes almost out of their sockets at first. Then she fell into a sort of apathetic state, in which, for several days, she went about her duties almost mechanically, feeling as if it were all a horrible dream, out of which she would soon awake, and find herself at home with her darling mother beside her. This passed, however, and she had another fit of heart-breaking sorrow, from which she found relief by recalling some of the passages in Gods Word, which her mother had taught her to repeat by heart; especially that verse in which it is said, that Jesus is a friend who sticketh closer than a brother. And this came to the poor childs mind with peculiar power, because her own brother Roy was so kind, and took such pains to comfort her, and to enter into all her girlish feelings and sympathies, that she could scarcely imagine it possible for anyone to stick closer to her in all her distress than he did.

As for Roy, he was not given to the melting mood. His nature was bold and manly. Whatever he felt, he kept it to himself, and he forgot more than half his own sorrow in his brotherly efforts to assuage that of Nelly.

Both of them were active and willing to oblige, so that they did not allow their grief to interfere with their work, a circumstance which induced their captors to treat them with forbearance, and even kindness. Nelly sobbed and worked; gradually, the sobbing decreased, and the work was carried on with vigour, so that she soon became quite expert at skinning rabbits, boiling meat, embroidering mocassins, smoking deerskins, chopping firewood into small pieces, and many other details of Indian household economy; while Roy went out with the hunters, and became a very Nimrod, insomuch that he soon excelled all the lads of his own age, and many of those who were older, in the use of the bow, the snow-shoes, the spear, the axe, and the gun. But all this, and what they did and said in the Indian camp during that winter, and what was said and done to them, we do not mean to write about, having matter of deeper interest to tell.

Winter passed away, and spring came. But little do those who dwell in England know of the enchantment of returning spring in the frozen wilderness of North America. The long, long winter, seems as though it would never pass away. The intense frost seals up all the sweet odours of the woods for so many months, that the nostrils become powerfully sensitive, and, as it were, yearn for something to smell. The skin gets so used to frost, that a balmy breeze is thought of as a thing of the past, or well-nigh forgotten.

Spring in those regions comes suddenly. It came on our wanderers with a gush. One night the temperature rose high above the freezing point; next day all the sights and sounds of Natures great awakening were in full play. The air fanned their cheeks like a summer breeze; the strange unwonted sound of tinkling and dropping water was heard; scents, as of green things, were met and inhaled greedily. As the thirsty Bedouin drinks from the well in the oasis, so did Roy and Nelly drink in the delicious influences of melting nature. And they thought of those words which say, that the wilderness shall rejoice and blossom as the rose. The rejoicing had commenced, the blossoming would soon follow.

But warlike and wicked men were even then preparing to desecrate the beautiful land. A war-party of enemies had come down upon the tribe with whom they dwelt. Scouts had brought in the news. All was commotion and excitement in the camp. Goods and chattels were being packed up. The women and children were to be sent off with these, under an escort, to a place of greater security, while the Braves armed for the fight.

In the middle of all the confusion, Roy took Nelly aside, and, with a look of mystery, said  

Nell, dear, Im goin to run away. Stay, now, dont stare so like an owl, but hold your sweet tongue until I have explained what I mean to do. You and I have picked up a good deal of useful knowledge of one sort or another since we came here, and Im inclined to think we are quite fit to take to the woods and work our way back to Fort Enterprise.

But isnt it an awful long way? said Nelly.

It is, but we have an awful long time to travel; havent we all our lives before us? If our lives are long, well manage it; if they are short, why, we wont want to manage it, so we need not bother our heads about that?

But the way home, suggested Nelly, do you know it?

Of course I know it; that is to say, I know, from that ugly thief Hawk, that it lies somewhere or other to the south-west o this place, some hundreds of miles off; how many hundreds does not much matter, for we have got the whole of the spring, summer, and fall before us.

But what if we dont get home in the fall?

Then we shall spend the winter in the woods, thats all.

Nelly laughed, in spite of her anxieties, at the confident tone in which her brother spoke; and, being quite unable to argue the matter farther, she said that she was ready to do whatever Roy pleased, having perfect confidence in his wisdom.

Thats right, Nell; now, you get ready to start at a moments notice. When the Injuns attack the camp, well give em the slip. Put all you want to take with you on a toboggan, (see note 1) and meet me at the crooked tree when the camp moves.

That night the camp was struck, and the women and children departed, under a strong escort. Almost at the same time the enemy came down on their prey, but they met men prepared for them. In the dark, Nelly crept to the crooked tree, dragging the toboggan after her. She was met by Roy, who took the sledge-line and her hand and led her into the dark forest, while the savages were fighting and yelling like fiends in the camp. There let us leave them to fight it out. Enough for us to know that their warfare prevented any pursuit of the young fugitives.

Weeks passed, and Roy and Nelly wandered on; all fear of pursuit soon left them. Ducks, geese, and other waterfowl, came in myriads with the spring. Roy had brought with him his gun (the one he was wont to use in hunting), and bow and quiver. They fed on the fat of the land. Summer advanced, and game became less plentiful; still, there was more than sufficient to supply them with abundance of food. Autumn approached; the wild fowl that had passed northward in spring, began to return southward, and again the wants of the young wanderers were superabundantly supplied.

The pole-star was Roys guide. At night he laid his course by it; and by the sun during the day, making constant allowance, of course, for the suns rate of travelling through the sky, and taking advantage of all prominent landmarks on the way.

Time sped on; many weary miles were travelled, but no sign of Fort Enterprise was to be seen. Day after day, week after week, month after month they wandered, and still found themselves in the heart of an unknown wilderness. Occasionally they observed signs of Indians, and carefully kept out of sight at such times, as you may easily believe.

At last there came a day when hard frost set in. It was the first touch of another winter. Roy and Nelly did not betray their feelings to each other, but their hearts sank as they thought of what lay before them. The frost was short-lived, however; towards noon the air became delightfully warm, and their spirits revived.

On reaching the summit of an eminence, up which they had toiled for several hours, they beheld a small lake, in which the silvery clouds were clearly reflected. The day was calm; the sun unusually brilliant; the autumnal foliage most gorgeous in colour. It was like a scene in fairy-land!

Splendid! exclaimed Roy, sitting down beside his sister on the trunk of a fallen tree.

Oh! how beautiful, cried Nelly.

Its so like silver, said Roy.

Silver Lake, murmured Nelly.

Roy seemed to think the name appropriate, for he echoed the words, Yes, Silver Lake. And there brother and sister sat, for a long time, on the fallen tree, in silent admiration of the scene.



Note 1. A small Indian sledge, dragged on the snow, either by hand or by dog with loops at the sides for lashing the loading of the sledge upon it.




Chapter Seven.

The Encampment on Silver Lake.

When Roy and Nelly sat down to gaze in admiration on Silver Lake, they little thought how long a period they should have to spend on its shores.

The lake was a small sheet of water not more than half a mile broad, embosomed among low hills, which, though not grand, were picturesque in outline, and wooded to their tops. It occupied the summit of an elevated region or height-of-land  a water-shed, in fact  and Roy afterwards discovered that water flowed from both the north-east and south-west sides of the table-land, in the midst of which it lay. These fountain-heads, separated by little more than half a mile from each other, were the sources of streams, which, flowing in opposite directions through hundreds of miles of wild, beautiful, and uncultivated wilderness, found their way, on the one hand, into Hudsons Bay, on the other hand, into the Atlantic through the great rivers and lakes of Canada.

The waters of the lake were strikingly clear and pellucid. When the young wanderer first came upon the scene, not a zephyr stirred the leaves of the forest; the blue sky was studded with towering masses of white clouds which glowed in sunshine, and these reflected in the glassy water  as if far, far down in its unfathomable depths  produced that silvery effect which prompted Nelly to utter the name which we have adopted.

Small though the Silver Lake was, it boasted two islets, which like twin babes lay side by side on their mothers fair breast, their reflected images stretching down into that breast as if striving to reach and grasp its heart!

Couldnt we stay here a short time? asked Nelly, breaking the silence in a tone that indicated anxiety, hope, and enthusiasm, only for a very little time, she added, coaxingly.

Roy looked grave and sagacious. Boys as well as men like to be leant upon and trusted by the fair sex  at least in things masculine  and Nelly had such boundless faith in her brothers capacity to protect her and guide her through the forest, that she unwittingly inspired him with an exuberant amount of courage and self-reliance. The lad was bold and fearless enough by nature. His sisters confidence in him had the effect of inducing him to think himself fit for anything! He affected, therefore, at times, a look of grave sagacity, befitting, as he thought, so important and responsible a character.

Ive just been thinking, said he  

Oh! dont think, but say yes! interrupted Nelly.

Well, Im going to say yes, but I meant to give you my reasons for sayin so. In the first place, my powder and shot is gettin low. You see I did not bring away very much from the Injun camp, and weve been using it for so many months now that it wont last much longer, so I think it would not be a bad plan to stop here awhile and fish and shoot and feed up  for you need rest, Nelly  and then start fresh with a well-loaded sledge. Ill save some powder by using the bow we made the other day.

But you forget its broken.

So it is  never mind, we can make another  theres a tree that will make a first-rater down in the hollow, dye see it, Nell?

Where  oh yes  just by the grassy place where the rock juts out into the water with the sun shining on it? what a nice place to build a hut!

Just so, said Roy, smiling at the girls enthusiasm, thats the spot, and thats the very thought that jumped bang into my brain as you spoke. By the way, does a thought jump into a mans brain or out of it, I wonder?

Out of it, of course, cried Nelly, with a laugh.

Im not so sure of that, Nell. I send it rather slowly out through my mouth, but I think it jumps into my brain. I wonder how it gets in; whether by the eyes, or ears, or mouth  perhaps it goes up the nose.

What stuff you do talk! cried Nelly.

Dye think so, said Roy with a grin, well, that bein the case, lets go and fix our camp, for the sun is not given to sitting up all night in these parts, so we must work while it shines.

With hurried steps and eager looks, (for Roy, despite his affected coolness, was as enthusiastic about the new plan as his sister,) they descended to the margin of Silver Lake, and began to make their encampment on the sunny spot before referred to.

It turned out to be most suitable for their purpose, having a gentle slope towards the margin of the lake, which was fringed with a beach of pure white pebbles, and being well sheltered in the rear by umbrageous trees. The point of rocks close at hand formed a natural jetty, which, Roy observed, would be useful as a landing-place when he got his raft under way; the turf was soft, a matter of some importance, as it was to form their couch at night, and a small stream trickled down from one of the numerous springs which welled up at the foot of the nearest hill.

Solitary and remote from the usual haunts of men as this lake was, there was no feeling of solitude about it at the time we write of. The entire region was alive with wild fowl of many kinds. Wild geese trumpeted their advent as they came from the far north, en route for the far south, and settled on the bosom of Silver Lake to take a nights lodging there. Ducks, from the same region, and bound for the same goal  though with less stately and regular flight  flew hither and thither with whistling wings, ever and anon going swash into the water as a tempting patch of reeds invited them to feed, or a whim of fancy induced them to rest. Wild swans occasionally sailed in all their majesty on its waters, while plover of every length of limb and bill, and every species of plaintive cry, waded round its margin, or swept in clouds over the neighbouring swamps. Sometimes deer would trot out of the woods and slake their thirst on its shore, and the frequent rings that broke its smooth surface told of life in the watery depths below.

The whole air was filled with gushing sounds of wild melody, as though bird and beast were uniting in a hymn of praise to the beneficent Creator who had provided the means of, and given the capacity for, so much enjoyment.

Having decided on a suitable spot for their temporary resting-place, Roys first care was to construct a hut. This was neither a work of time nor difficulty. In a couple of hours it was finished. He commenced the work by felling about a dozen young fir-trees not much thicker than a mans wrist, from which he chopped the branches, thus leaving them bare poles about nine feet long. While he was thus employed, his sister cleared the spot on which their dwelling was to stand, and, having an eye to the picturesque, so arranged that the opening of the hut should command an uninterrupted view of the lake. On going into the bush to the place where Roy was at work, she found him cutting down his sixth tree, and the ground was strewn with the flat branches of those already cut.

Come along, Nelly  how hot I am  carry these branches into camp, lass, an go ahead, for Ive got supper to kill yet.

Nelly made no direct reply, but muttered to herself something that sounded very like, Oh, what fun! as she filled her tiny arms with pine branches, and, hugging them to her heaving breast, staggered to the camp. When she had carried all the branches, Roy had cut all the poles, so he proceeded to set them up. Tying three poles together at the top, and using the pliant roots of a tree for the purpose, he set them up in the form of a tripod. Against these three all the other poles were piled, crossing each other at the top, and spreading out at the base so as to enclose a circle of about six feet in diameter. Being numerous, the poles were pretty close together, thus affording good support to the branches which were afterwards piled on them. Pine branches are flat, spreading, and thick, so that when laid above each other to a depth of several inches they form a very good shelter from dew and light rain. The hut was entirely covered with such branches, which were kept in their places by other poles leaning upon and pressing them down. The floor of the hut was also covered with pine brush.

Now for supper, Nelly, said Roy, seizing his bow, when the hut was completed, and splicing its broken part with a strip of deerskin cut from the lines of the sledge.

Get a goose, Roy, and pick out a nice fat one, cried Nelly, laughing, Ill have the fire ready when you come back.

Ill try, said Roy, and he did try, but tried in vain. Although a good shot, he was not sufficiently expert with the bow to shoot wild fowl on the wing, so he returned to the hut empty-handed.

We must make a new bow, Nell, said he, sitting down by the fire, I can do nothin wi this, and it wont do to use the gun for anythin but deer. Meanwhile lets have the remains of our dinner for supper. Come, cheer up, old ooman; we shall feast on the fat of the land to-morrow!

The stars were shining in the sky, and winking at their reflections down in the depths of Silver Lake, and the lake itself lay, as black as ink, under the shadow of the hills, when the brother and sister spread their blanket above them that night, and sank, almost immediately, into profound slumber.




Chapter Eight.

Hunting, and other Matters, on Silver Lake.

Sunrise is a gladsome event almost at all times; we say almost, because there are times when sunrise is not particularly gladsome. In the arctic regions of Norway, for instance, we have seen it rise only twenty minutes after it set, and the rising and setting were so much mingled, that no very strong feelings of any kind were awakened. Moreover, we were somewhat depressed at the time, in consequence of having failed to reach those latitudes where the sun does not set at all for several weeks in summer, but shines night and day. To the sick, sunrise brings little comfort; too often it is watched for with weariness, and beheld, at last, with a feeling of depression at the thought that another day of pain has begun. But to the healthy, and especially to the young, sunrise is undoubtedly, on most occasions, a gladsome event.

At least Nelly Gore thought so when she awoke and beheld, from the floor of the hut where she lay, a flood of yellow glory gushing through a valley, turning Silver Lake into gold, tipping the trees with fire, and blazing full in Roys face, which was at that moment turned up to the sky with the mouth open, and the nose snoring.

Oh, how beautiful! screamed Nelly, in the exuberance of her delight.

Hallo! murder! come on, ye black varmints, shouted Roy, as he sprang up and seized the axe which lay at his side. Oh, its only you, what a yell you do give, Nelly! why, one would think you were a born Injun; what ist all about, lass? Ye-a-ow! how sleepy I am  too late to have another nap, I suppose, eh?

Oh yes, lazy thing! get up and come out quick! cried the other, as she sprang up and ran out of the hut to enjoy the full blaze of the sunshine, and the fresh morning air.

That morning Nelly could do little but ramble about in a wild sort of fashion, trying to imagine that she was queen of the world around her! She sobered down, however, towards noon, and went diligently about the work which Roy had given her to do. She had the internal arrangements of the hut to complete and improve, some pairs of mocassins to mend, and several arrows to feather, besides other matters.

Meanwhile Roy went out to hunt.

Determined not to use his fast-diminishing ammunition, except on large game, and anxious to become more expert with the bow, he set to work the first thing that day, and made a new bow. Armed with this and a dozen arrows, he sallied forth.

Some of his arrows were pointed with ivory, some with iron, and some had no points at all, but blunt heavy heads instead. These latter were, and still are, used by Indians in shooting game that is tame and easily killed. Grouse of various kinds, for instance, if hit with full force from a short range by a blunt-headed arrow, will be effectually stunned, especially if hit on the head.

At first Roy walked along the shores of the lake, but was not very successful, because the ducks and geese were hid among reeds, and rose suddenly with a distracting whirr, usually flying off over the water. To have let fly at these would have cost him an arrow every shot, so, after losing one, he wisely restrained himself.

After a time, he turned into the woods, resolving to try his fortune where his arrows were not so likely to be lost. He had not gone far, when a tree-grouse sprang into the air and settled on a neighbouring pine.

Roy became excited, for he was anxious not to return to the hut empty-handed a second time. He fitted a sharp-headed arrow to the string, and advanced towards the bird cautiously. His anxiety to make little noise was so great, that he tripped over a root and fell with a hideous crash into the middle of a dead bush, the branches of which snapped like a discharge of little crackers. Poor Roy got up disgusted, but on looking up found that the grouse was still sitting there, filled apparently with more curiosity than alarm. Seeing this he advanced to within a few yards of the bird, and, substituting a blunt arrow for the sharp one, discharged it with vigour. It hit the grouse on the left eye, and brought it to the ground like a stone.

Good, thats number one, muttered the lad as he fastened the bird to his belt; hope number two is not far off.

Number two was nearer than he imagined, for four other birds of the same kind rose a few yards ahead of him, with all the noise and flurry that is characteristic of the species.

They settled on a tree not far off, and looked about them.

Sit there, my fine fellows, till I come up, muttered Roy. (The lad had a habit of speaking to himself while out hunting.)

They obeyed the order, and sat until he was close to them. Again was the blunt arrow fitted to the string; once more it sped true to its mark, and number two fell fluttering to the ground.

Now, the grouse of North America is sometimes a very stupid creature. It literally sits still to be shot, if the hunter is only careful to fire first at the lowest bird of the group. If he were to fire at the topmost one, its fluttering down amongst the others would start them off.

Roy was aware of this fact, and had aimed at the bird that sat lowest on the tree. Another arrow was discharged, and number three lay sprawling on the ground. The blunt arrows being exhausted, he now tried a sharp one, but missed. The birds stretched their necks, turned their heads on one side, and looked at the lad, as though to say, It wont do,  try again!

Another shaft was more successful. It pierced the heart of number four, and brought it down like a lump of lead. Number five seemed a little perplexed by this time, and made a motion as though it were about to fly off, but an arrow caught it in the throat, and cut short its intentions and its career. Thus did Roy bag, or rather belt, five birds consecutively. (See note one.)

Our hero was not one of those civilised sportsmen who slaughter as much game as they can. He merely wanted to provide food for a day or two. He therefore turned his steps homeward  if we may be allowed the expression  being anxious to assist his sister in making the hut comfortable.

As he walked along, his active mind ran riot in many eccentric channels. Those who take any interest in the study of mind, know that it is not only the mind of a romantic boy that does this, but that the mind of man generally is, when left to itself, the veriest acrobat, the most unaccountable harlequin, that ever leaped across the stage of fancy.

Roys mind was now in the clouds, now on the earth. Anon it was away in the far-off wilderness, or scampering through the settlements, and presently it was deep down in Silver Lake playing with the fish. Roy himself muttered a word or so, now and then, as he walked along, which gave indication of the whereabouts of his mind at the time.

Capital fun, said he, only it wont do to stay too long. Poor mother, how shell be wearin for us! Hallo! ducks, youre noisy coons, wonder why you get up with such a bang. Bang! that reminds me of the gun. No more banging of you, old chap, if my hand keeps in so well with the bow. Eh! duck, whats wrong?

This latter question was addressed to a small duck which seemed in an anxious state of mind, to judge from its motions. Presently a head, as if of a fish, broke the surface of the lake, and the duck disappeared!

Oh the villain, exclaimed Roy, a fish has bolted him!

After this the lad walked on in silence, looking at the ground, and evidently pondering deeply.

Nelly, said he, entering the hut and throwing the grouse at her feet, here is dinner, supper, and breakfast for you, and please get the first ready as fast as you can, for Im famishing.

Oh, how nice! how did you get them?

Ill tell you presently, but my heads full of a notion about catching ducks just now.

Catching ducks, Roy, what is the notion?

Never mind, Nelly, I hant scratched it out o my brain yet, but Ill tell ee after dinner, and well try the plan to-morrow mornin.



Note 1. The author has himself, in the backwoods, taken four birds in succession off a tree in this fashion with a fowling-piece.




Chapter Nine.

Fishing Extraordinary.

Early on the following morning, Roy and Nelly rose to try the new style of duck-hunting which the former had devised.

I wonder if it will do, said the little girl, as she tripped along by her brothers side in the direction of a marshy bay, which had been selected as the scene of their experiments. How clever of you to invent such a funny plan!

Well, I didnt exactly invent it, lass. The fact is, that I remembered father havin told me he had read it in a book before he left the settlements. I wish we had some books. Pity that weve got no books.

So it is, assented Nell, with a touch of sadness in her tone.

Both Roy and his sister were good readers, having been taught by their mother out of the Bible  the only book that Robin Gore had brought with him from the settlements. Robin could read, but he did not care much for reading  neither did Walter nor Larry ODowd. Indeed the latter could not read at all. Mrs Gore had wanted to take a few books with her into the wilderness, but her husband said he thought the Bible was enough for her; so the library at Fort Enterprise was select and small! One good resulted from this  the Bible was read, by all who could read, a great deal more than would have been the case had there been other books at hand. But the young people longed earnestly for books containing fairy tales, such as was told to them by their mother; and wild adventures, such as Walter could relate or invent by the hour.

It might have been observed that Roy carried on his shoulder a remarkable object  something like a clumsy basket made of reeds, and about twice the size of a mans head. This had been made by Nelly the night before. The use to which it was to be put was soon shown by Roy. Having reached the spot where the experiment was to be tried, and having observed that there were many ducks, large and small, floating about among the reeds, he got Nelly to hold the basket, if we may so call it, as high as she could raise it. There was a hole in the bottom of it. Through this Roy thrust his head, so that the machine rested on his shoulders, his head being inside and completely concealed.

Now, Nelly, what think you of my helmet?

Oh! it is splendid! cried the girl, laughing in a subdued voice. Its so awfully absurd looking, but can you see? for I dont see a bit of your face.

See? ay, as well as need be. Theres lots of small holes which I can peep through in all directions. But come, Ill try it. Keep close, Nell, and dont laugh too loud, for ducks aint used to laughing, dye see, and may be frightened by it.

So saying Roy crept on his hands and knees to the edge of the lake, being concealed by bushes, until he got into the water. Here a few steps took him into the reeds which clustered so thickly at that spot, and grew so tall that he was soon hidden from sight altogether.

He had not taken off much of his dress, which, we may remark in passing, was of the simplest at all times  consisting of a pair of trousers, a striped cotton shirt, and a grey cloth capote with a hood to it. His capote and cap were left in charge of his sister. As for the shirt and trousers, they could be easily dried again.

Nelly watched the place where her brother had disappeared with breathless interest. As he did not reappear as quickly as she had expected, she became greatly alarmed. In a few minutes more she would certainly have rushed into the lake to the rescue, regardless of consequences and of ducks, had not Roys strange head-dress come suddenly into view at the outward verge of the reeds. The lad had waded in up to his neck, and was now slowly  almost imperceptibly  approaching a group of ducks that were disporting themselves gaily in the water.

Theyll never let him near them, thought Nelly.

She was wrong, for at that moment an extremely fat and pert young duck observed the bundle of reeds, and swam straight up to it, animated, no doubt, by that reckless curiosity which is peculiar to young creatures. Had its mother known what was inside of the bundle, she would no doubt have remonstrated with her head-strong child, but, old and sagacious though that mother was, she was completely deceived. She was not even astonished when her duckling suddenly disappeared beneath the water, thinking, no doubt, that it had dived. Soon the bundle of reeds drew near to the mother, and she, too, disappeared suddenly below the water. Whatever her astonishment was at feeling her legs seized from below, she had not time to express it before her voice was choked. Nelly observed these disappearances with intense amazement, and delight stamped every lineament of her little visage.

When the bundle moved towards the father of the duck-family, that gentleman became agitated and suspicious. Probably males are less trusting than females, in all conditions of animal life. At all events he sheered off. The bundle waxed impatient and made a rush at him. The drake, missing his wife and child, quacked the alarm. The bundle made another rush, and suddenly disappeared with a tremendous splash, in the midst of which a leg and an arm appeared! Away went the whole brood of ducks with immense splutter, and Nelly gave a wild scream of terror, supposing  and she was right  that her brother had fallen into a hole, and that he would be drowned. In the latter supposition, however, she was mistaken, for Roy swam ashore in a few moments with a duck in each hand!

O Roy! aint you cold? inquired Nelly, as she helped him to squeeze the water out of his garments.

Yyye-es, said Roy, trembling in every limb, while his teeth rattled like small castanets, Im very ccccold, but Im in luck, for Ive ggggot to-nights ssssupper, anyhow.

This was true, but as he could not hope to procure many more suppers in the same fashion at that season of the year, he and his sister went off without delay to try the fishing.

They had brought a fishing-line and a few hooks, among other small things, from the Indian camp. This line was now got out, overhauled, and baited with a bit of the young ducks breast. From the end of the point of rocks, which had been named the Wharf, the line was cast, for there the lake was deep.

Take the end of the line, Nell; I want you to catch the first fish.

How dye know we shall catch  oh! oh  ooh! The fish in Silver Lake had never seen a bait or felt a hook in their lives before that day. They actually fought for the prize. A big bully  as is usually the case in other spheres of life  gained it, and found he had caught a Tartar. He nearly pulled Nelly into the lake, but Roy sprang to the rescue, and before the childs shout of surprise had ceased to echo among the cliffs, a beautiful silvery fish, about a foot and a half long, lay tumbling on the strand.

Hurray! cried Roy. Try again.

They did try again, and again, and over again, until they had caught two dozen and a half of those peculiar white-fish which swarm in most of the lakes of North America. Then they stopped, being somewhat exhausted, and having more than enough for present use.

Before sitting down to supper that night, they preserved their fish in the simple but effective manner which is practised among the fur-traders in cold weather, and which they had learned while with the Indians. Each fish was split open and cleaned out, and then hung up by the tail to dry.

What a jolly time we shall have of it! said Roy, with his mouth full, as he sat beside Nelly and toasted his toes that night at supper.

Yes, said Nelly if  if we were only a little nearer home.

This reply made them both silent and sad for a time.

Never mind, resumed Roy, cheerily, as he began another white-fish  having already finished one fish and the duckling cheer up, Nell, well stay here long enough to get up a stock o dried meat, and then set off again. I only wish it would come frost, to make our fish keep.

Roys wish was gratified sooner than he expected, and much more fully than he desired.




Chapter Ten.

Changes, Sliding, Fishing, Etcetera.

That night King Frost spread his wings over the land with unwonted suddenness and rigour, insomuch that a sheet of ice, full an inch thick, sealed up the waters of Silver Lake.

Roy and Nelly had feasted heartily, and had piled wood on the fire so high that the hut was comparatively warm, and they slept soundly till morning: but, about sunrise, the fire having died out, they both awoke shivering with cold. Being very sleepy, they tried for some time to drop off again in spite of the cold. Failing in this, Roy at last jumped up with vigour and said he would light the fire, but he had scarcely issued from the hut, when a shout brought Nelly in alarm and haste to his side.

If Silver Lake was worthy of its name before, it was infinitely more worthy of it now. The sun had just over-topped the opposite ridge, and was streaming over a very world of silver. The frozen lake was like a sheet of the purest glass, which reflected the silvery clouds and white rolling mists of morning as perfectly in their form as the realities that floated in the blue sky. Every tree, every twig, seemed made of silver, being encased in hoar-frost, and as these moved very gently in the calm air  for there was no breeze  millions of crystalline points caught the suns rays and scattered them around with dazzling lustre. Nature seemed robed in cloth of diamonds; but the comparison is feeble, for what diamonds, cut by man, can equal those countless crystal gems that are fashioned by the hand of God to decorate, for an hour or two, the spotless robe of a winter morning?

Had Roy been a man and Nelly a woman, the two would probably have cast around a lingering glance of admiration, and then gone quietly about their avocations; but, being children, they made up their minds, on the spot, to enjoy the state of things to the utmost. They ran down to the lake and tried the ice. Finding that it was strong enough to bear them, they advanced cautiously out upon its glassy surface; then they tried to slide, but did not succeed well, owing to their soft mocassins being ill adapted for sliding. Then they picked up stones, and tried how far they could make them skim out on the lake.

How I wish we could slide! exclaimed Nelly, pausing in the midst of her amusement.

Roy also paused, and appeared to meditate for a minute.

So you shall, said he quickly. Come and let us breakfast, and Ill make you a pair of sliders.

Sliders! what are they?

You shall see; get breakfast ready, a mans fit for nothing without grub.

While breakfast was preparing, Roy began to fashion wooden soles for his sisters feet and his own. These he fixed on by means of strips of deerskin, which were sunk into grooves in the under part of the soles to prevent them from chafing. Rough and ready they were, nevertheless they fitted well and tightly to their feet; but it was found that the want of a joint at the instep rendered it difficult to walk with these soles on, and impossible to run. Roys ingenuity, however, soon overcame this difficulty. He cut the soles through just under the instep, and then, boring two holes in each part, lashed them firmly together with deerskin, thus producing a joint or hinge. Eager to try this new invention, he fastened on his own sliders first, and, running down to the lake, made a rush at the ice and sent himself off with all his force. Never was boy more taken by surprise; he went skimming over the surface like a stone from a sling. The other side of the lake seemed to be the only termination of his journey. What if it should not be bearing in the middle! His delight was evinced by a cheer. It was echoed, with the addition of a laugh by Nell, who stood in rapt admiration on the shore. Roy began well, with his legs far apart and his arms in the air; then he turned round and advanced the wrong way, then he staggered  tried to recover himself; failed, shouted, cheered again, and fell flat on his back, and performed the remainder of the journey in that position!

It was a magnificent slide, and was repeated and continued, with every possible and conceivable modification, for full two hours, at the end of which time Nelly said she couldnt take another slide to save her life, and Roy felt as if every bone in his body were going out of joint.

This is all very well, said Roy, as they went up to the hut together, but it wont do much in the way of getting us a supply of meat or fish.

Thats true, assented Nelly.

Well, then, continued Roy, well rest a bit, and then set to work. Its quite plain that we can have no more wading after ducks, but the fish wont object to feed in cold weather, so well try them again after having had a bit to eat.

In pursuance of this plan the two went to the wharf, after having refreshed themselves, and set to work with the fishing-line. Nelly baited the hook, and Roy cut a hole in the ice with his axe. Having put in the hook, and let it down to the bottom, they stood at the edge of the hole  expectant!

Frost seems to spoil their appetite, said Roy, in a tone of disappointment, after about five minutes had elapsed.

A fish seemed to have been listening, for before Nelly could reply, there came a violent tug at the line. Roy returned a still more violent tug, and, instead of hauling it up hand over hand, ran swiftly along the ice, drawing the line after him, until the fish came out of the hole with a flop and a severe splutter. It was above four pounds weight, and they afterwards found that the deeper the water into which the line was cast the larger were the fish procured. White-fish were the kind they caught most of, but there were a species of trout, much resembling a salmon in colour and flavour, of which they caught a good many above ten and even fifteen pounds weight. All these fish, except those reserved for immediate use, they cleaned and hung up in the manner already described.

Thus they occupied themselves for several days, and as the work was hard, they did not wander much from their hut, but ate their meals with appetite, and slept at nights soundly.

One night, just as they were about to lay down to rest, Roy went out to fetch an armful of firewood. He returned with a look of satisfaction on his face.

Look here, Nell, what call ye that? pointing to a few specks of white on his breast and arms.

Snow! exclaimed Nelly.

Ay  snow! its come at last, and I am glad of it, for we have far more than enough o grub now, and its time we were off from this. You see, lass, we cant expect to find much game on a journey in winter, so we must carry all we can with us. Our backs wont take so much as the sled, but the sled cant go loaded till theres snow on the ground, so the moment there is enough of it well set off. Before starting, howsever, I must go off and try for a deer, for men cant walk well on fish alone; and when Im away you can be getting the snow-shoes repaired, and the sled-lashings overhauled. We will set about all that to-morrow.

But isnt to-morrow Sabbath? said Nelly.

So tis! I forgot; well, we can put it off till Monday.

It may be well here to remark that Mrs Gore, being a sincere Christian, had a great reverence for the Sabbath-day, and had imbued her children with some of her own spirit in regard to it.

During the troubles and anxieties of the period when the children were lost in the snow and captured by the Indians, they had lost count of the days of the week. Roy was not much troubled about this, but his sisters tender conscience caused her much uneasiness; and when they afterwards ran away from the Indians, and could do as they pleased, they agreed together to fix a Sabbath-day for themselves, beginning with the particular day on which it first occurred to them that they had not kept a Sabbath for a long, long time.

We cant find out the right day now, you know, observed Nelly, in an apologetic tone.

Of course not, said Roy; besides, it dont matter, because you remember how it is in the Ten Commandments: Six days shalt thou labour and do all thy work, but the seventh day is the Sabbath. We will keep to-day, then; work six days, and then keep the seventh day.

We have elsewhere observed that Roy was a bit of a philosopher. Having reasoned the matter out thus philosophically, the children held to their resolve; they travelled six days, and observed every seventh day as the Sabbath.

The particular Sabbath-day about which we are writing turned out to be a memorable one, as we shall see.

Roy and Nelly lay down that night, side by side, as was their wont, with their separate blankets wrapped around them, and their feet pointing towards the fire. Of course they never undressed at night on this journey, but washed their underclothing as they found time and opportunity.

Soon they were sound asleep, and their gentle breathing was the only sound that broke the stillness of the night. But snow was falling silently in thick heavy flakes, and it soon lay deep on the bosom of Silver Lake. Towards morning the wind arose, and snow-drift began to whirl round the hut, and block up its low doorway.

Still the brother and sister slumbered peacefully, undisturbed by the gathering storm.




Chapter Eleven.

A Change in the Weather  Rabbits and Bears Appear.

Hi! Hallo! I say, Nelly, whats all this? There was good cause for the tone of surprise in which Roy uttered these words when he awoke, for the fireplace and the lower half of his own, as well as his sisters, blanket were covered with at least half a foot of snow. It had found its way in at the hole in the roof of the hut, and the wind had blown a great deal through the crevices of the doorway, so that a snow-wreath more than a foot high lay close to Nellys elbow.

This was bad enough, but what made it worse was that a perfect hurricane was blowing outside. Fortunately the hut was sheltered by the woods, and by a high cliff on the windward side; but this cliff, although it broke the force of the gale, occasioned an eddy which sent fearful gusts and thick clouds of snow ever and anon full against the doorway.

O Roy! what shall we do? said Nelly, in an anxious tone.

Dont know, said Roy, jumping up and tightening his belt; you never can know whats got to be done till youve took an observation o whats goin on, as daddy used to say. Hallo! hold on. I say, if it goes on like this itll blow the hut down. Come, Nelly, dont whimper; its only a puff, after all, an if it did capsize us, it wouldnt be the first time we had a tumble in the snow. Seems to me that were goin to have a stormy Sabbath, though. Rouse up, lass, and while youre clearin off the snow, Ill go get a bundle o sticks, and light the fire.

Roy stooped to pass under the low doorway, or, rather, hole of the hut, and bending his head to the blast passed out; while Nelly, whose heart was cheered by her brothers confident tone more than by his words, set about shovelling away the snow-drift with great activity.

Presently Roy returned, staggering under a heavy load of firewood.

Ho! Nell, he cried, flinging down the wood with a clatter, just you come an see Silver Lake. Such a sight it is you never saw; but come slick off  never mind your belt; just roll your blanket round you, over head and ears  there, said he, assisting to fasten the rough garment, and seizing his sisters hand, hold on tight by me.

Oh, what a storm! gasped the little girl, as she staggered out and came within the full force of the gale.

It was indeed a storm, such as would have appalled the hearts of youngsters less accustomed to the woods than were our hero and heroine. But Roy and Nelly had been born and bred in the midst of stormy backwoods elements, and were not easily alarmed, chiefly because they had become accustomed to estimate correctly the extent of most of the dangers that menaced them from time to time. A gale of the fiercest kind was blowing. In its passage it bent the trees until they groaned and creaked again; it tore off the smaller twigs and whisked them up into the air; it lifted the snow in masses out of the open spots in the woods, and hurled them in cloud-like volumes everywhere; and it roared and shrieked through the valleys and round the mountain tops as if a thousand evil spirits were let loose upon the scene.

Silver Lake was still silvery in its aspect, for the white drift was flying across it like the waves of a raging sea; but here, being exposed, the turmoil was so tremendous that there was no distinguishing between earth, lake, and sky. Confusion, worse confounded reigned every where, or rather, appeared to reign; for, in point of fact, there is no confusion whatever in the works and ways of God. Common sense, if unfallen, would tell us that. The Word reveals it, and science of late years has added its testimony thereto.

Roy and Nelly very naturally came to the conclusion that things were in a very disordered state indeed on that Sabbath morning, so they returned to their hut, to spend the day as best they might.

Their first care was to kindle the fire and prepare breakfast. While Nelly was engaged in this, Roy went out and cut several small trees, with which he propped the hut all round to prevent it from being blown down. But it was discovered, first, that the fire would hardly kindle, and, second, that when it was kindled it filled the whole place with smoke. By dint of perseverance, however, breakfast was cooked and devoured, after which the fire was allowed to go out, as the smoke had almost blinded them.

Never mind, Nell, cheer up, said Roy, on concluding breakfast; well rig up a tent to keep the snow off us.

The snow, be it understood, had been falling into the fire, and, more or less, upon themselves, through the hole in the roof; so they made a tent inside the hut, by erecting two posts with a ridge-pole at a height of three feet from the ground, over which they spread one of their blankets. Under this tent they reclined with the other blankets spread over them, and chatted comfortably during the greater part of that day.

Of course their talk was chiefly of home, and of the mother who had been the sun and the joy of their existence up to that sad day when they were lost in the snow, and naturally they conversed of the Bible, and the hymns which their mother had made the chief objects of their contemplation on the Sabbaths they had spent at Fort Enterprise.

Monday was as bad as Sunday in regard to weather, but Tuesday dawned bright and calm, so that our wanderers were enabled to resume their avocations. The snow-shoes were put in order, the sled was overhauled and mended, and more fish were caught and hung up to dry. In the evening Roy loaded his gun with ball, put on his snow-shoes, and sallied forth alone to search for deer. He carried with him several small pieces of line wherewith to make rabbit snares; for, the moment the snow fell, innumerable tracks revealed the fact that there were thousands of rabbits in that region. Nelly, meanwhile, busied herself in putting the hut in order, and in repairing the mocassins which would be required for the journey home.

Lest any reader should wonder where our heroine found materials for all the mending and repairing referred to, we may remark that the Indians in the wilderness were, and still are, supplied with needles, beads, cloth, powder and shot, guns, axes, etcetera, etcetera, by the adventurous fur-traders, who penetrate deep and far into the wilderness of North America; and when Nelly and Roy ran away from their captors they took care to carry with them an ample supply of such things as they might require in their flight.

About half a mile from the hut Roy set several snares. He had often helped his father in such work, and knew exactly how to do it. Selecting a rabbit-track at a spot where it passed between two bushes, he set his snare so that it presented a loop in the centre of the path. This loop was fastened to the bough of a tree bent downwards, and so arranged that it held fast to a root in the ground; when a rabbit should endeavour to leap or force through it, he would necessarily pull away the fastening that held it down, and the bough would spring up and lift the hapless creature by the neck off the ground.

Having set half-a-dozen such snares, Roy continued his march in search of deer-tracks. He was unsuccessful, but to his surprise he came suddenly on the huge track of a bear! Being early in the season this particular bruin had not yet settled himself into his winter quarters, so Roy determined to make a trap for him. He had not much hope of catching him, but resolved to try, and not to tell Nelly of his discovery until he should see the result.

Against the face of a cliff he raised several huge stones so as to form a sort of box, or cave, or hole, the front of which was open, the sides being the stones referred to, and the back the cliff. Then he felled a tree as thick as his waist, which stood close by, and so managed that it fell near to his trap. By great exertions, and with the aid of a wooden lever prepared on the spot, he rolled this tree  when denuded of its branches  close to the mouth of the trap. Next he cut three small pieces of stick in such a form that they made a trigger  something like the figure 4  on which the tree might rest. On the top of this trigger he raised the tree-stem, and on the end of the trigger, which projected into the trap, he stuck a piece of dried fish, so that when the bear should creep under the stem and touch the bait, it would disarrange the trigger, set it off, and the heavy stem would fall on bruins back. As he knew, however, that bears were very strong, he cut several other thick stems, and piled them on the first to give it additional weight.

All being ready, and the evening far advanced, he returned to the hut to supper.




Chapter Twelve.

Roys Dream.

Nelly, yeaaow! exclaimed Roy, yawning as he awoke on the following morning from a dream in which bears figured largely; what a night Ive had of it, to be sure  fightin like a mad buffalo with Here Roy paused abruptly.

Well, what were you fighting with? asked Nell, with a smile that ended in a yawn.

I wont tell you just now, lass, as it might spoil your appetite for breakfast. Set about getting that ready as fast as you can, for I want to be off as soon as possible to visit my snares.

I guess we shall have rabbits for dinner to-day.

What are you going to do with the sled? inquired Nelly, observing that her brother was overhauling the lashings and drag-rope.

Well, I set a lot o snares, an theres no sayin how many rabbits may have got into em. Besides, if the rabbits in them parts are tender-hearted, a lot o their relations may have died o grief, so I shall take the sled to fetch em all home!

After breakfast Roy loaded his gun with ball, and putting on his snow-shoes, sallied forth with an admonition to his sister to have a roarin fire ready to cook a rare feast!

Nelly laughingly replied, that she would, and so they parted.

The first part of Roys journey that day led him through a thickly-wooded part of the country. He went along with the quick, yet cautious and noiseless, step of a hunter accustomed to the woods from infancy. His thoughts were busy within him, and far away from the scene in which he moved; yet, such is the force of habit, he never for a moment ceased to cast quick, inquiring glances on each side as he went along. Nothing escaped his observation.

Oh, if I could only get a deer this day, thought he, how scrumptious it would be!

What he meant by scrumptious is best known to himself, but at that moment a large deer suddenly  perhaps scrumptiously!  appeared on the brow of a ridge not fifty yards in advance of him. They had been both walking towards each other all that forenoon. Roy, having no powers of scent beyond human powers, did not know the fact, and as the wind was blowing from the deer to the hunter, the former  gifted though he was with scenting powers  was also ignorant of the approaching meeting.

One instant the startled deer stood in bewildered surprise. One instant Roy paused in mute amazement. The next instant the deer wheeled round, while Roys gun leaped to his shoulder. There was a loud report, followed by reverberating echoes among the hills, and the deer lay dead on the snow.

The young hunter could not repress a shout of joy, for he not only had secured a noble stag, but he had now a sufficiency of food to enable him to resume his homeward journey.

His first impulse was to run back to the hut with the deers tongue and a few choice bits, to tell Nelly of his good fortune; but, on second thoughts, he resolved to complete the business on which he had started. Leaving the deer where it fell he went on, and found that the snares had been very successful. Some, indeed, had been broken by the strength of the boughs to which they had been fastened, and others remained as he had set them; but above two-thirds of them had each a rabbit hung up by the neck, so that the sled was pretty well loaded when all the snares had been visited.

He had by this time approached the spot where the bear-trap was set, and naturally began to grow a little anxious, for, although his chance of success was very slight, his good fortune that morning had made him more sanguine than usual.

There is a proverb which asserts that it never rains but it pours. It would seem to be a common experience of mankind that pieces of good fortune, as well as misfortunes, come not singly. Whether the proverb be true or no, this experience was realised by Roy on that day, for he actually did find a bear in his trap! Moreover it was alive, and, apparently, had only just been caught, for it struggled to free itself with a degree of ferocity that was terrible to witness.

It was an ordinary black bear of considerable size and immense strength. Heavy and thick though the trees were that lay on its back and crushed it to the earth, it caused them to shake, leap, and quiver as though they had been endowed with life. Roy was greatly alarmed, for he perceived that at each successive struggle the brute was ridding itself of the superincumbent load, while fierce growls and short gasps indicated at once the wrath and the agony by which it was convulsed.

Roy had neglected to reload his piece after shooting the deer  a most un-hunter-like error, which was the result of excitement. Thinking that he had not time to load, he acted now on the first suggestion of his bold spirit. Resting his gun against a tree, he drew the small axe that hung at his belt and attacked the bear.

The first blow was well delivered, and sank deep into bruins skull; but that skull was thick, and the brain was not reached. A roar and a furious struggle caused Roy to deliver his second blow with less effect, but this partial failure caused his pugnacity to rise, and he immediately rained down blows on the head and neck of the bear so fast and furious that the snow was speedily covered with blood. In proportion as Roy strove to end the conflict by vigorous and quick blows, the bear tried to get free by furious efforts. He shook the tree-stem that held him down so violently that one of the other trees that rested on it fell off, and thus the load was lightened. Roy observed this, and made a desperate effort to split the bears skull. In his haste he misdirected the blow, which fell not on the head but on the neck, in which the iron head of the axe was instantly buried  a main artery was severed, and a fountain of blood sprang forth. This was fortunate, for the bears strength was quickly exhausted, and, in less than two minutes after, it sank dead upon the snow.

Roy sat down to rest and wipe the blood from his hands and garments, and then, cutting off the claws of the animal as a trophy, he left it there for a time. Having now far more than it was possible for him to drag to the hut, he resolved to proceed thither with the rabbits, and bring Nelly back to help him to drag home the deer.

Well done, Roy, cried Nelly, clapping her hands, when her brother approached with the sled-load of rabbits, but you are covered with blood. Have you cut yourself?

She became nervously anxious, for she well knew that a bad cut on a journey costs many a man his life, as it not only disables from continuing the journey but from hunting for provisions.

All right, Nell, but Ive killed a deer  and  and  something else! Come, lass, get on your snow-shoes and follow me. Well drag home the deer, and then see what is to be done with the

Oh, what is it? do tell! cried Nell, eagerly.

Well, then, its a bear!

Nonsense!  tell me true, now.

Thats the truth, Nell, as you shall see, and here are the claws. Look sharp, now, and lets off.

Away went these two through the snow until they came to where the deer had been left. It was hard work to get it lashed on the sled, and much harder work to drag it over the snow, but by dint of perseverance and resolution they got it home. They were so fatigued, however, that it was impossible to think of doing the same with the bear. This was a perplexing state of things, for Roy had observed a wolf-track when out, and feared that nothing but the bones would be left in the morning.

What is to be done? said Nelly, with that pretty air of utter helplessness which she was wont to assume when she felt that her brother was the proper person to decide.

Roy pondered a few moments, and then said abruptly, Camp-out, Nelly.

Camp-out?

Ay, beside the bear  keep it company all night with a big fire to scare away the wolves. Well put everything into the hut, block up the door, and kindle a huge fire outside that will burn nearly all night. So now, lets go about it at once.

Although Nelly did not much relish the idea of leaving their comfortable hut, and going out to encamp in the snow beside the carcase of a dead bear, she was so accustomed to regard her brothers plans as perfect, and to obey him promptly, that she at once began to assist in the necessary preparations. Having secured everything safely in the hut, and kindled a fire near it, which was large enough to have roasted an ox, they set off for the bear-trap, and reached it in time to scare away a large wolf which was just going to begin his supper on bruin.

An encampment was then made in the usual way, close to the bear-trap, a fire as large as could be conveniently made was kindled, and the brother and sister wrapped themselves in their blankets and lay comfortably down beside it to spend the night there.




Chapter Thirteen.

Shooskin.

Next day Roy and Nelly rose with the sun, and spent the forenoon in skinning and cutting up the bear, for they intended to dry part of the meat, and use it on their journey. The afternoon was spent in dragging the various parts to the hut. In the evening Roy proposed that they should go and have a shoosk. Nelly agreed, so they sallied forth to a neighbouring slope with their sledge.

Shoosking, good reader, is a game which is played not only by children but by men and women; it is also played in various parts of the world, such as Canada and Russia, and goes by various names; but we shall adopt the name used by our hero and heroine, namely shoosking. It is very simple, but uncommonly violent, and consists in hauling a sledge to the top of a snow-hill or slope, getting upon it, and sliding down to the bottom. Of course, the extent of violence depends on the steepness of the slope, the interruptions that occur in it, and the nature of the ground at the bottom. We once shoosked with an Indian down a wood-cutters track, on the side of a steep hill, which had a sharp turn in it, with a pile of firewood at the turn, and a hole in the snow at the bottom, in which were a number of old empty casks. Our great difficulties in this place were to take the turn without grazing the firewood, and to stop our sledges before reaching the hole. We each had separate sledges. For some time we got on famously, but at last we ran into the pile of firewood, and tore all the buttons off our coat, and the Indian went down into the hole with a hideous crash among the empty casks; yet, strange to say, neither of us came by any serious damage!

Theres a splendid slope, said Roy, as they walked briskly along the shores of Silver Lake, dragging the sledge after them, just beyond the big cliff, but Im afraid its too much for you.

Oh, I can go if you can, said Nell, promptly.

Youve a good opinion of yourself. I guess I could make you sing small if I were to try.

Then dont try, said Nelly, with a laugh.

See, continued Roy, theres the slope; you see it is very steep; wed go down it like a streak of greased lightnin; but I dont like to try it.

Why not? It seems easy enough to me. Im sure we have gone down as steep places before at home.

Ay, lass, but not with a round-backed drift like that at the bottom. It has got such a curve that I think it would make us fly right up into the air.

Nelly admitted that it looked dangerous, but suggested that they might make a trial.

Well, so we will, but Ill go down by myself first, said Roy, arranging the sledge at the summit of a slope, which was full fifty feet high.

Now, then, pick up the bits tenderly, Nell, if Im knocked to pieces; here goes, hurrah!

Roy had seated himself on the sledge, with his feet resting on the head of it, and holding on to the side-lines with both hands firmly. He pushed off as he cheered, and the next moment was flying down the hill at railway speed, with a cloud of snow-drift rolling like steam behind him. He reached the foot, and the impetus sent him up and over the snow-drift or wave, and far out upon the surface of the lake. It is true he made one or two violent swerves in this wild descent, owing to inequalities in the hill, but by a touch of his hands in the snow on either side, he guided the sledge, as with a rudder, and reached the foot in safety.

May I venture, Roy? inquired Nell, eagerly, as the lad came panting up the hill.

Venture! Of course. I rose off the top o the drift only a little bit, hardly felt the crack at all; come, get you on in front, and Ill sit at yer back an steer.

Nelly needed no second bidding. She sat down and seized the side-lines of the sledge with a look of what we may call wild expectation; Roy sat down behind her.

Now, lass, steady, and away we go!

At the last word they shot from the hill-top like an arrow from a bow. The cloud of snow behind them rolled thicker, for the sledge was more heavily laden than before. Owing to the same cause it plunged into the hollow at the foot of the hill with greater violence, and shot up the slope of the snow-drift and over its crest with such force that it sprung horizontally forward for a few feet in the air, and came to the ground with a crash that extracted a loud gasp from Roy, and a sharp squeak from Nelly. It was found to be so delightful, however, that they tried it again and again, each time becoming more expert, and therefore more confident.

Excessive confidence, however, frequently engenders carelessness. Roy soon became reckless; Nelly waxed fearless. The result was that the former steered somewhat wildly, and finally upset.

Their last shoosk that evening was undertaken just as the suns latest rays were shooting between the hills on the opposite side of Silver Lake, and casting a crimson glow on the hut and the surrounding scenery. Roy had fixed a snow-shoe on the outer ridge of the snow-drift, to mark the distance of their last leap from its crest, and had given the sledge an extra push on the way down to increase its impetus. This extra push disconcerted him in steering; he reached the hollow in a side-long fashion, shot up the slope of the drift waveringly, and left its crest with a swing that not only turned the sledge right round, but also upside down. Of course they were both thrown off, and all three fell into the snow in a condition of dire confusion. Fortunately, no damage was done beyond the shock and the fright, but this accident was sufficient to calm their spirits, and incline them to go home to supper.

Well, its great fun, no doubt, but we must turn our minds to more earnest work, for our journey lies before us, said Roy, with the gravity of an Iroquois warrior, as he sat beside the fire that night discussing a bear-steak with his sister. We have more than enough of fish and meat, you see; a day or two will do to turn our deer and bear into dried meat; the snow-shoes are mended, the sledge is in good order, as to-nights work has proved, and all that weve got to do is to start fresh with true bearins and  hey! for home!

I wish I was there, said Nelly, laying down a marrow-bone with a sigh.

Wishin aint enough, Nell.

I know that, an Im ready to work, said Nelly, resuming the bone with a resolute air. When shall we set out?

When we are ready, lass. We shall begin to dry the meat to-morrow, an as soon as its fixed  off well start. I only hope the cold weather will last, for if it came warm it would go hard with your little feet, Nell. But lets turn in now. Hard work requires a good sleep, an it may be that weve harder work than we think before us.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Journey Home Resumed and Interrupted.

Three days more and our young friends bade farewell to Silver Lake.

Short though their stay had been, it had proved very pleasant, for it was full of energetic labour and active preparation, besides a great deal of amusement, so that quite a home feeling had been aroused in their minds, and their regret at leaving was considerable.

But after the first few miles of their journey had been accomplished, the feeling of sadness with which they set out wore away, and hopeful anticipations of being home again in a few weeks rendered them cheerful, and enabled them to proceed with vigour. The weather at starting was fine, too, so that the night encampments in the snow were comparatively agreeable, and the progress made during the first few days was satisfactory.

After this, however, the good fortune of our adventurers seemed to desert them. First of all one of Nellys snow-shoes broke down. This necessitated a halt of half a day, in order to have it repaired. Then one of Roys snow-shoes gave way, which caused another halt. After this a heavy snow-storm set in, rendering the walking very difficult, as they sank, snow-shoes and all, nearly to the knees at each step. A storm of wind which arose about the same time, effectually stopped their farther advance, and obliged them to take to the shelter of a dense part of the woods and encamp.

During three days and three nights the hurricane raged, and the snow was blown up in the air and whirled about like the foam of the roaring sea; but our wanderers did not feel its effects much, for they had chosen a very sheltered spot at the foot of a large pine, which grew in a hollow, where a cliff on one side and a bluff of wood on the other rendered the blast powerless. Its fierce howling could be heard, however, if not felt; and as the brother and sister lay at the bottom of their hole in the snow, with their toes to the comfortable fire, they chatted much more cheerily than might have been expected in the midst of such a scene, and gazed upward from time to time with comparative indifference at the dark clouds and snow-drifts that were rushing madly overhead.

On the fourth day the gale subsided almost as quickly as it had arisen, and Roy announced that it was his intention to start. In a few minutes everything was packed up and ready.

I say, Nell, said Roy, just as they were about to leave the camp, dont the sled look smaller than it used to?

So it does, Roy; but I suppose its because we have eaten so much during the last three days.

Roy shook his head, and looked carefully round the hole they were about to quit.

Dont know, lass; it seems to me as if somethin was a-wantin. Did ye pack your own bundle very tight?

Yes; I think I did it tighter than usual, but Im not very sure.

Hum  thats it, no doubt  weve packed the sled tighter, and eaten it down. Well, lets off now.

So saying, Roy threw the lines of the sledge over his shoulder and led the way, followed by his sister, whose only burden was a light blanket, fastened as a bundle to her shoulders, and a small tin can, which hung at her belt.

The country through which they passed that day was almost destitute of wood, being a series of undulating plains, with clumps of willows and stunted trees scattered over it like islets in the sea. The land lay in a succession of ridges, or steppes, which descended from the elevated region they were leaving, and many parts of these ridges terminated abruptly in sheer precipices from forty to sixty feet high.

The sun shone with dazzling brilliancy, insomuch that the travellers eyes became slightly affected by snow-blindness. This temporary blindness is very common in these regions, and ranges from the point of slight dazzlement to that of total blindness; fortunately it is curable by the removal of the cause  the bright light of the sun on pure snow. Esquimaux use goggles or spectacles made of wood, with a narrow slit in them as a preventive of snow-blindness.

At first neither Roy nor Nelly felt much inconvenience, but towards evening they could not see as distinctly as usual. One consequence of this was, that they approached a precipice without seeing it. The snow on its crest was so like to the plain of snow extending far below, that it might have deceived one whose eyesight was not in any degree impaired.

The first intimation they had of their danger was the giving way of the snow that projected over the edge of the precipice. Roy fell over headlong, dragging the sledge with him. Nelly, who was a few feet behind him, stood on the extreme edge of the precipice, with the points of her snow-shoes projecting over it. Roy uttered a cry as he fell, and his sister stopped short. A shock of terror blanched her cheek and caused her heart to stand still. She could not move or cry for a few seconds, then she uttered a loud shriek and shrank backwards.

There chanced to be a stout bush or tree growing on the face of the cliff, not ten feet below the spot where the snow-wreath had broken off. Roy caught at this convulsively, and held on. Fortunately the line on his shoulder broke, and the sledge fell into the abyss below. Had this not happened, it is probable that he would have been dragged from his hold of the bush. As it was, he maintained his hold, and hung for a few seconds suspended in the air. Nellys shriek revived him from the gush of deadly terror that seized him when he fell. He grasped the boughs above him, and was quickly in a position of comparative security among the branches of the bush.

All right, Nell, he gasped, on hearing her repeat her cry of despair. Im holdin on quite safe. Keep back from the edge, lass  theres no fear o me.

Are you sure, Roy? cried Nelly, trembling very much, as she stretched forward to try to catch sight of her brother.

Ay, quite sure; but I cant get up, for theres six feet o smooth rock above me, an nothin to climb up by.

Oh! what shall I do! cried Nelly.

Dont get flurried  thats the main thing, lass. Let me think  ay, thats it  youve got your belt?

Yes.

Well, take it off and drop the end over to me; but lie down on your breast, and be careful.

Nelly obeyed, and in a few seconds the end of the worsted belt that usually encircled her waist was dangling almost within reach of her brother. This belt was above five feet long. Roy wore one of similar material and length. He untied it, and then sought to lay hold of the other. With some difficulty and much risk of falling he succeeded, and fastened his own belt to it firmly.

Now, Nell, haul up a little bit  hold! enough.

What am I to do now? asked Nell, piteously; I cannot pull you up, you know.

Of course not; but take your snow-shoe and dig down to the rocks  youll find somethin, I dare say, to tie the belts to. Cheer up, lass, and go at it.

Thus encouraged, the active little girl soon cleared away the snow until she reached the ground, where she found several roots of shrubs that seemed quite strong enough for her purpose. To one of these she tied the end of her belt, and Roy, being an athletic lad, hauled himself up, hand over hand, until he gained a place of safety.

But the sledge is gone, cried Nelly, pausing suddenly in the midst of her congratulations.

Ay, and the grub, said Roy, with a blank look.

This was indeed too true, and on examination it was found that things were even worse than had been anticipated, for the sledge had fallen on a ledge, half way down the precipice, that was absolutely inaccessible either from above or below. An hour was spent in ascertaining this, beyond all doubt, and then Roy determined to return at once to their last encampment to gather the scraps they had thrown away or left behind as useless.

That night they went supperless to rest. Next morning, they set out with heavy hearts for the encampment of the previous day. On reaching it, and searching carefully, they found that one of the bundles of dry meat had been forgotten. This accounted for the lightness of the sledge, and, at the same time, revived their drooping spirits.

What is to be done now? inquired Nelly.

Return to Silver Lake, said Roy, promptly. We must go back, fish and hunt again until we have another supply o grub, and then begin our journey once more.

Sadly and slowly they retraced their steps. Do what he would Roy could not cheer up his sisters spirits. She felt that her back was turned towards her fathers house  her mothers home  and every step took her farther from it.

It was a lovely evening, about sunset, when they reached Silver Lake, and found the hut as they had left it, and enough of old scraps of provisions to afford a sufficient meal.

That night they ate their supper in a more cheerful frame of mind. Next day they breakfasted almost with a feeling of heartiness, and when they went out to resume their fishing, and to set snares and make traps, the old feeling of hopefulness returned. Ere long, hope became again so strong in their ardent young hearts, that they laughed and talked and sported as they had done during the period of their first residence there.

At first they were so anxious to make up the lost quantity of food that they did little else but fish, hunt, and dry their provisions when obtained; but after a few days they had procured such an ample supply that they took to shoosking again  having succeeded in making a new sledge. But a thaw came suddenly and spoiled all their fish. A wolf carried off the greater part of their dried meat one day while they were absent from the hut. After this the frost set in with extreme violence, game became more scarce, and fish did not take the bait so readily, so that, although they procured more than enough for present consumption, they were slow in accumulating a travelling store; and thus it came to pass that November found Roy and Nelly still toiling wearily, yet hopefully, on the shores of Silver Lake.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Massacre.

We must return now to Robin Gore and his wife, who, on the morning on which we re-introduce them to the reader, were standing in the trading store of Fort Enterprise, conversing earnestly with Black, the Indian, who has been already mentioned at the beginning of our tale. The wife of the latter  the White Swan  was busily engaged in counting over the pack of furs that lay open on the counter, absorbed, apparently, in an abstruse calculation as to how many yards of cloth and strings of beads they would purchase.

Well, Im glad thats fixed, anyhow, said Robin to his wife, as he turned to the Indian with a satisfied air, and addressed him in his native tongue, its a bargain, then, that you an Slugs go with me on this expedition, ist so?

The Black Swan is ready, replied the Indian, quietly, and he thinks that Slugs will go too  but the white hunter is self-willed; he has a mouth  ask himself.

Ay, ye dont like to answer for him, said Robin, with a smile; assuredly Slugs has his own notions, and holds to em; but Ill ask him. He is to be here this night, with a deer, I hope, for there are many mouths to fill.

Black Swan, who was a tall, taciturn, and powerful Indian, here glanced at his wife, who was, like most Indian women, a humble-looking and not very pretty or clean creature. Turning again to Robin, he said, in a low, soft voice  

The White Swan is not strong, and she is not used to be alone.

I understand you, said Robin; she shall come to the Fort, and be looked after. You wont object to take her in, Molly, when were away?

Object, Robin, said Molly, with a smile, which was accompanied by a sigh, Ill only be too glad to have her company.

Well, then, thats settled; and now, Black Swan, I may as well tell you what coorse I mean to follow out in this sarch for my childn. You know already that four white men  strangers  have come to the Fort, an are now smokin their pipes in the hall, but you dont know that one on em is my own brother Jefferson; Jeff, Ive bin used to call him. Jeffs bin a harem-scarem feller all his life  active and able enough, an good naturd too, but he never could stick to nothin, an so hes bin wanderin about the world till grey hairs have begun to show on him, without gettin a home or a wife. The last thing he tried was stokin a steamboat on the Mississippi; but the boat blew up, pitched a lot o the passengers into the water, an the rest o them into the next world. Jeff was always in luck with his life; hes lost everythin over an over again but that. He was one o the lot as was blowed into the water, so, when he come up he swamed ashore, an come straight away here to visit me, bringin three o the blowed-up passengers with him. The three are somethin like himself; good for nothin; an Id rather have their room than their company at most times. Howsever, just at this time Im very glad theyve come, for Ill leave them in charge o the Fort, and set off to look for the childn in two days from this. Ill take Walter and Larry wi me, for brother Jeff is able enough to manage the trade if redskins come; he can fight too, if need be. The Gore family could always do that, so ye neednt be afraid, Molly.

Ill not be afraid, Robin, but Ill be anxious about ye.

Thats natral, lass, but it cant be helped. Well, then, continued Robin, the five of us will start for the Black Hills. Ive bin told by a redskin who comed here last week that he an his tribe had had a scrimmage with Hawk an the reptiles that follow him. He says that there was a white boy an a white girl with Hawks party, an from his account of em Im sartin sure its my Roy and Nelly. God help em! but, says he, they made their escape durin the attack, an we followed our enemies so far that we didnt think it worth while to return to look for em, so Im convinced they made for the Black Hills, nigh which Hawk was attacked, an if we follow em up there we may find em alive yet, mayhap.

Poor Robins voice became deeper and less animated as he spoke, and the last word was uttered with hesitation and in a whisper.

O Robin, Robin! exclaimed Mrs Gore, throwing her arms suddenly round her husbands neck, and hiding her sobbing face in his breast, dye think they can still be alive?

Come, Molly, said Robin, commanding his feelings with a great effort, hant ye often read to me that wi God all things is possible?

The poor woman thanked God in her heart, for up to that day Robin had never once quoted Scripture in his efforts to comfort her.

Was Wapaw with Hawk when they were attacked? inquired the Black Swan.

Wapaw is dead, said a deep voice, as the huge form of a western hunter darkened the little doorway, and the next moment Slugs strode into the store, and quietly seated himself on the counter.

Dead! exclaimed Robin, as he shook the hunters proffered hand.

Ay, dead! Have ye no word of welcome for a chum after a months absence? said Slugs, holding out his horny hand to the Black Swan, who gravely grasped and shook it.

You redskins are a queer lot, said Slugs, with a grin, yer as stiff as a rifle ramrod to look at, but theres warm and good stuff in ee for all that.

But what about Wapaw? inquired Mrs Gore, anxiously; surely hes not dead.

If hes not dead hes not livin, for I saw Hawk himself, not four weeks ago, shoot him and follow him up with his tomahawk, and then heard their shout as they killed him. Where did he say he was goin when he left you?

He said he would go down to the settlements to see the missionaries, an that he thought o lookin in on the fur-traders that set up a fort last year, fifty miles to the southard o this.

Ay, just so, said Slugs; I was puzzled to know what he was doin thereaway, and that explains it. Hes dead now, an so are the fur-traders he went to see. Ill tell ye all about it if youll give me baccy enough to fill my pipe. I ran out ot three days agone, an ha bin smokin tea-leaves an bark, an all sorts o trash. Thank ee; thats a scent more sweet nor roses.

As he said this the stout hunter cut up the piece of tobacco which Robin at once handed to him, and rolled it with great zest between his palms. When the pipe was filled and properly lighted, he leaned his back against an unopened bale of goods that lay on the counter, and drawing several whiffs, began his narrative.

You must know that I made tracks for the noo fur-tradin post when I left you, Black Swan, about a month ago. I hadnt much of a object; it was mainly cooriosity as took me there. I got there all right, an was sittin in the hall chattin wi the head man  Macdonell they called him  about the trade and the Injuns. Macdonells two little childn was playin about, a boy an a girl, as lively as kittens, an his wife  a good-lookin young ooman  was lookin arter em, when the door opens, and in stalks a long-legged Injun. It was Wapaw. Down he sat in front o the fireplace, an after some palaver an a pipe  for your Injunsll never tell all theyve got to say at once  he tells Macdonell that there was a dark plot hatchin agin him  that Hawk, a big rascal of his own tribe, had worked upon a lot o reptiles like hisself, an they had made up their minds to come an massacre everybody at the Fort, and carry off the goods.

At first Macdonell didnt seem to believe the Injun, but when I told him I knowed him, an that he was a trustworthy man, he was much troubled, an in doubt what to do. Now, its quite clear to me that Hawk must have somehow found out or suspected that Wapaw was goin to peach on him, an that he had followed his trail close up; for in less than an hour arter Wapaw arrived, an while we was yet sittin smokin by the fire, there was a most tremendous yell outside. I knowd it for the war-whoop o the redskins, so I jumped up an cocked my rifle. The others jumped up too, like lightnin; an Mrs Macdonell she got hold o her girlie in her arms an was runnin across the hall to her own room, when the door was knocked off its hinges, and fell flat on the floor. Before it had well-nigh fallen I got sight o somethin, an let drive. The yell that follered told me I had spoilt somebodys aim. A volley was poured on us next moment, an a redskin jumped in, but Wapaws tomahawk sent him out again with a split skull. Before they could reload  for the stupid fools had all fired together  I had the door up, and a heavy table shoved agin it. Then I turned round, to load agin; while I was doin this, I observed poor Macdonell on his knees beside his wife, so I went to them an found that the wife an girl were stone dead  both shot through the heart with the same ball.

As soon as Macdonell saw this he rose up quietly, but with a look on his face sich as I never see in a man xcept when he means to stick at nothin. He got hold of his double-barrelled gun, an stuck a scalpin knife an an axe in his belt.

Git on my back, Tommy, says he to his little boy, who was cryin in a corner.

Tommy got up at once, an jumped on his dads back. All this time the redskins were yellin round the house like fiends, an batterin the door, so that it was clear it couldnt stand long.

Friends, said he turnin to me an Wapaw, an a poor terrified chap that was the only one o his men as chanced to be in the house at the time, friends, its every man for himself now; Ill cut my way though them, or. He stopped short, an took hold o his axe in one hand, an his gun in the other. Are ye ready? says he. We threw forward our rifles an cocked em; Macdonell  he was a big, strong man  suddenly upset the table; the savages dashed in the door with sich force that three or four o em fell sprawlin on the floor. We jumped over these before they could rise, and fired a volley, which sent three or four o the reptiles behind on their backs. We got into the bush without a scratch, an used our legs well, I can tell ee. They fired a volley after us, which missed us all except poor Tommy. A bullet entered his brain, an killed him dead. For some time his father would not drop him, though I told him he was quite dead; but his weight kept him from runnin fast, an we heard the redskins gainin on us, so at last Macdonell put the boy down tenderly under a bush. Me and Wapaw stopped to fire an keep the reptiles back, but they fired on us, and Wapaw fell. I tried to lift him, but he struggled out o my arms. Poor fellow! he was a brave man; and Ive no doubt did it a-purpose, knowin that I couldnt run fast enough with him. Just then I saw Hawk come jumpin and yellin at us, followed by two or three dozen redskins, all flourishin their tomahawks. Macdonell and me turned to die fightin alongside o our red comrade, but Wapaw suddenly sprang up, uttered a shout of defiance, an dashed into the bush. The Injuns were after him in a moment, and before we could get near them a yell of triumph told us that it was too late, so we turned and bolted in different directions.

I soon left them behind me, but I hung about the place for a day or two to see if Macdonell should turn up, or any of his men. I even went back to the Fort after the reptiles had left it. They had burned it down, an I saw parts o the limbs o the poor wife and child lyin among the half-burned goods that they werent able to carry away with them.




Chapter Sixteen.

Vengeance.

The terrible tale which was related by Slugs had the effect of changing Robin Gores plans. He resolved to pursue the murderers, and inflict summary punishment on them before setting off on the contemplated search for his lost children, and he was all the more induced to do this that there was some hope he might be able to obtain a clue to their whereabouts from some of the prisoners whom he hoped to seize.

It might be thought by some a rash step for him to take  the pursuit of a band of about fifty savages with a party of six men. But backwood hunters were bold fellows in those days, and Indians were by no means noted for reckless courage. Six stout, resolute, and well-armed men were, in Robins opinion, quite a match for fifty redskins!

He could not muster more than six, because it was absolutely necessary to leave at least three men to guard Fort Enterprise. Robin therefore resolved to leave his brother Jeff to look after it, with two of the strangers; and Jeff accepted the charge with pleasure, saying he would defend the place agin a hundred red reptiles. The third stranger  a man named Stiff  he resolved to take with him.

The war-party, when mustered, consisted of Robin Gore, his nephew Walter, Larry ODowd, the Black Swan, Slugs the hunter, and Stiff the stranger. Armed to the teeth, these six put on their snow-shoes the following morning, and set forth on their journey in silence.

Now this change of plans was  all unknown to Robin  the means of leading him towards, instead of away from, his lost little ones. For Roy and Nelly had travelled so far during their long wanderings from the Black Hills  the place where they escaped from the Indians  that they were at that time many long miles away from them in another direction. In fact, if Robin had carried out his original plan of search, he would have been increasing the distance between himself and his children every step he took!

Not knowing this, however, and being under the impression that each days march lessened his chance of ultimately finding his lost ones, he walked along, mile after mile, and day after day, in stern silence.

On the third day out, towards evening, the party descried a thin line of blue smoke rising above the tree-tops. They had reached an elevated and somewhat hilly region, so that the ground favoured their approach by stealth, nevertheless, fearing to lose their prey, they resolved to wait till dark, and take their enemies, if such they should turn out to be, by surprise.

Soon after sunset Robin gave the word to advance. Each man of the party laid aside his blanket, and left his provisions, etcetera, in the encampment, taking with him his arms only.

I need not say that there must be no speaking, and that we must tread lightly. Youre up to redskin ways as well as me, except mayhap our friend Stiff here.

Stiff who was a tall Yankee, protested that he could chaw up his tongue, and go as slick as a feline mouser.

On nearing the fire, they made a détour to examine the tracks that led to it, and found from their number and other signs that it was indeed Hawks party.

Robin advanced alone to reconnoitre. On returning, he said  

Its just the reptiles; theres forty of em if theres one, an theyve got a white man bound with em; no doubt from what you said of him, Slugs, its Macdonell; but I dont see Wapaw. I fear me that his days are over. Now, then, lads, heres our plan: well attack them from six different points at once. Well all give the war-whoop at the same moment, takin the word from Walter there, whos got a loud pipe of his own, then when the varmints start to their feet  for I dont like the notion o firin at men off their guard  Walter, Larry, an Stiff will fire. Black Swan, Slugs, an I will reserve our fire while you reload; the reptiles will scatter, of course, an well give em a volley an a united yell as they cut stick, thatll keep em from waitin for more.

The plan thus hastily sketched was at once carried out. Advancing stealthily to their several stations, the six men, as it were, surrounded the savages, who, not dreaming of pursuit, had neglected to place sentinels round the camp. When Walters loud halloo! rang in their ears, the whole band sprang to their feet, and seized their arms, but three shots laid three of them dead on the ground. As they fled right and left the reserve fired, and shot three others, among whom was Hawk himself. Black Swan had picked him out, and shot him through the head. Before they were quite out of shot, the three who had first fired had reloaded and fired again with some effect, for blood was afterwards observed on the snow.

Slugs now made a rush into the camp to unbind Macdonell, but to his horror he discovered that a knife was plunged up to the handle in his breast, and that he was almost dead. Hawk had evidently committed this cowardly deed on the first alarm, for the knife was known to be his. Macdonell tried hard to speak, but all that he was able to say was, Wapaw, wounded, escaped  follow. Then his head fell back, and he died. From the few words thus uttered, however, the pursuers concluded that Wapaw was not dead, but wounded, and that he had escaped.

If that be so, said Walter, then they must have been on Wapaws tracks, an if we search we shall find em, an may follow em up.

True, said Slugs, and the sooner were away from this the better, for the reptiles may return, and find us not so strong a band as they think.

Acting on this advice, the whole party set off at once. Wapaws track was soon discovered, being, of course, a solitary one, and in advance of his enemies, who were in pursuit. Following the track with untiring vigour, the party found that it led them out of the lower country into a region high up amongst the hills.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Pursuit.

Wapaw must have worked hard, for we should have overhauled him by this time, said Walter to his uncle on the evening of the next day, as they plodded steadily along through the snow.

I would give up the pursuit, said Robin, somewhat gloomily, for its losin time that might be better spent on another search; but it wont do to leave the crittur, for if hes badly wounded he may die for want o help.

Guess he cant be very bad, else hed niver travel so fast, observed Stiff, who, now that the chief murderer was punished, did not care much to go in search of the wounded Indian.

When a man thinks a band o yellin redskins are follerin up his trail, said Slugs, hes pretty sure to travel fast, wounded or not wounded  leastways if hes able. But I dont think well have to go much farther now, for Ive noticed that his stride aint so long as it was, and thats a sartin sure sign that hes failin; I only hope he wont go under before we find him.

Niver a fear o that, said Larry ODowd, with a grin. Ive seed him as far gone as any one iver I comed across, wi starvation; but the way that fellow walked into the grub when he got the chance was wonderful to behold! I thought hed ait me out o the house entirely; and he put so much flesh on his bones in a week or two that he was able to go about his business, though he warnt no fatter when he began to ait than a consumptive darnin needle. True for ye  its naither walkin, starvin, nor cowld, asll kill Wapaw.

What does the Black Swan think? inquired Robin.

We shall see Wapaw when the sun is low to-morrow, replied the Indian.

Mayhap we shall, quoth Robin, but it behooves us to get the steam up for to-morrow: so, comrades, as theres a good clump o timber here away, well camp.

Robin threw down his bundle as he spoke, and his example was at once followed by the others, each of whom set to work vigorously to assist in preparing the encampment.

They had all the requisite implements for this purpose, having returned, after the attack on the Indians, for the things they had left behind them.

Its a pity that we shall have to keep watch to-night, said Walter; one of us will have to do it, I fancy; for though I dont believe these murderin redskins have pluck to attack us, it would not do to trust to that.

Slugs, to whom this remark was addressed, lowered the axe with which he was about to fell a neighbouring tree for firewood.

Thats true, said he, looking round him in all directions; hold on, comrades, yonders a mound with a bare top, wed better camp there. Makin a big blaze on sitch a placell show the red reptiles we dont care a gun-flint for them, and theyll not dare to come near, so we wont have to watch.

Arrah! an a purty spot itll be for the blackyirds to shoot us all aisy as were sottin at supper, exclaimed Larry ODowd.

Doubtless theres a hollow on it, rejoined Slugs, for the top is flat.

Humph! maybe, growled Larry, who still seemed to object; but, as the rest of the party were willing to adopt the suggestion, he said no more, and they all went to the top of the little mound, which commanded a clear view of the surrounding country.

As Slugs had surmised, there was a slight hollow on the summit of the mound, which effectually screened the party from any one who might wish to fire at them from below; and as there was no other mound in the immediate neighbourhood, they felt quite secure. Huge logs were cut and carried to the top of the mound, the snow was cleared out of the hole, pine branches were spread over it, the fire was kindled, the kettle put on and filled with snow, and soon Larry ODowd was involved in the heat, steam, smoke, and activities of preparing supper, while his comrades spread out their blankets and lay down to smoke with their arms ready beside them.

The fire roared up into the wintry sky, causing the mound to resemble the cone or crater of a volcano, which could be seen for miles round. Ever and anon, while supper was being eaten, the Black Swan or Slugs would rise, and going stealthily to the edge of the mound would peep cautiously over, to make sure that none of their enemies were approaching.

Immediately after supper, they all lay down to sleep, but, for a time, each motionless form that lay rolled tightly in its blanket like an Egyptian mummy, sent a series of little puffs from its head. At last the stars came out, and the pipes dropped from each sleepers lips. Then the moon rose  a circumstance which rendered their position still more secure  and the fire sank low. But Slugs was too cautious a hunter to trust entirely to the alleged cowardice of the savages. He knew well that many, indeed most of the redskins, bad as well as good, had quite enough of mere brute courage to make them dare and risk a good deal for the sake of scalping a white hunter, so he rose once or twice during the night to replenish the fire and take a look round; and as often as he rose for these purposes, so often did he observe the glittering eye of the Black Swan glaring round the encampment, although its owner never once moved from his recumbent posture.

Thus the night was spent. The first glimmer of daylight found the whole party up and equipped for the journey.

They did not breakfast before setting out, as they preferred to take their morning meal later in the day. Few words were spoken. At that early hour, and in the sleepy condition which usually results from a very early start, men are seldom inclined to talk. Only one or two monosyllables were uttered as each man rolled up his blanket with his share of the provisions in it, and fastened on his snow-shoes. A few minutes later Robin led the way down the slope, and the whole party marched off in single file, and re-entered the woods.




Chapter Eighteen.

Interesting though Puzzling Discoveries.

About eight oclock they halted for breakfast, which Larry ODowd prepared with his accustomed celerity, and assisted to consume with his wonted voracity.

Theres nothin like aitin when yer hungry, observed Larry, with his mouth full.

Xcept drinking when youre dry, said Stiff, ironically.

Now I dont agree with ye, retorted Larry; I used to think so wance, before I left the owld country  my blissin rest on it. I used to think there was nothin like drink, an sure I was right, for there niver was anythin like it for turnin a poor man into a baste; but when I comed into the woods here I couldnt get drink for love or money, an sure I found, after a while, I didnt need it, and got on better widout it, an enjoyed me life more for want of it. Musha! its little I care for drink now; but, och! Ive a mortal love for aitin!

It needed not Larrys assurance to convince his hearers of the fact, for he consumed nearly twice as much dried meat as any of his comrades.

Well, if ye dont drink gin-sling or cocktail, said Stiff, youre mighty hard on the tea.

True for ye, Stiff, it was the favrite tipple o me owld mother, an Im fond of it on that score, not to mention other raisins of a private natur.

Couldnt ye make these reasons public? said Walter.

Unpossible! said Larry, with much gravity, as he helped himself to another can of tea.

Come, times up, said Robin abruptly, as he rose to put on his snow-shoes.

Larry swallowed the tea at a draught, the others rose promptly, and in a few minutes more they were again on the march.

Towards noon they issued out of the woods upon a wide undulating country, which extended, as far as the eye could see, to faint blue mountains in the distance. This region was varied in character and extremely beautiful. The undulations of the land resembled in some places the waves of the sea. In other places there were clumps of trees like islets. Elsewhere there were hollows in which lakelets and ponds evidently existed, but the deep snow covered all these with a uniform carpet. In some parts the ground was irregular and broken by miniature hills, where there were numerous abrupt and high precipices.

The party were approaching one of the latter in the afternoon, when Robin suddenly paused and pointed to a projecting ledge on the face of one of the cliffs.

What would ye say yonder objic was? he inquired of Slugs.

The hunter shaded his eyes with his hand, and remained silent for a few seconds.

It looks like a sled, said he, dropping his hand, but how it got thar would puzzle even a redskin to tell, for theres no track up to that ledge.

It is a sled, said Black Swan, curtly.

An how came it there? asked Robin.

It fell from the top, replied the Indian.

Right, lad, yer right! said Slugs, who had taken another long look at the object in question; I see somethin like a broken tree near the top o the precipice. I hope Wapaw haint gone an tumbled over that cliff.

This supposition was received in silence and with grave looks, for all felt that the thing was not impossible, but the Indian shook his head.

Come, Black Swan, said Walter, you dont agree with us  what think ye?

Wapaw had no sled with him, replied the Indian.

Right again! cried Slugs; I do believe my sense is forsakin me; an Injun baby might have thought of that, for his tracks are plain enough. Howsever, lets go see, for its o no use standin here guessin.

The party at once advanced to the foot of the precipice, and for nearly an hour they did their utmost to ascend to the ledge on which the sledge lay, but their efforts were in vain. The rock was everywhere too steep and smooth to afford foot-hold.

It wont do, said Larry, wiping the perspiration from his brow; av we had wings we might, but we haint got em, so its o no manner o use tryin.

We shall try from the top now, said Robin. If anybody has tumbled over, the poor crittur may be alive yet, for all we know.

They found their efforts to descend from the top of the precipice equally fruitless and much more dangerous, and although they spent a long time in the attempt, and taxed their wits to the utmost, they were ultimately compelled to leave the place and continue their journey without attaining their object.

One discovery was made, however. It was ascertained by the old marks in the snow at the edge of the precipice that, whatever members of the party who owned the sledge had tumbled over, at least two of them had escaped, for their track  faint and scarcely discernible  was traced for some distance. It was found, also, that Wapaws track joined this old one. The wounded Indian had fallen upon it not far from the precipice, and, supposing, no doubt, that it would lead him to some encampment, he had followed it up. Robin and his men also followed it  increasing their speed as much as possible.

Night began to descend again, but Wapaw was not overtaken, despite the Black Swans prophecy. This, however, was not so much owing to the miscalculation of the Indian, as to the fact that a great deal of time had been lost in their futile endeavour to reach the sledge that had fallen over the precipice.

About sunset they came to a place where the track turned suddenly at a right angle and entered the bushes.

Ha! the first travellers must have camped here, and Wapaw has followed their example, said Robin, as he pushed aside the bushes. Just so, heres the place, but the ashes are cold, so I fear we are not so near our Injun friend as we could wish.

Well, it cant be helped, cried Stiff, throwing down his bundle; weve had plenty o walkin for one day, so I vote for supper right off.

I second the motion, said Walter, seizing his axe, seein that the camp is ready made to hand. Now, Larry, get your pot ready.

Sure its stuffed full aready  an I only wish I was in the same state, said the Irishman, as he pressed the snow tightly into a tin kettle, and hung it over the fire, which Slugs had just kindled.

The supper scene of the previous night was, in most of its details, enacted over again; but it was resolved that each of the party should keep watch for an hour, as, if the Indians had followed, there was a possibility of their having gained on them during the delay at the precipice.

Before the watch was set, however, and while all the party were enjoying their pipes after supper, the Black Swan suddenly exclaimed, Ho! and pointed with his finger to something which peeped out of the snow at Larrys elbow, that volatile individual having uncovered it during some of his eccentric movements.

Its only an owld mocassin, said Larry, plucking the object from the snow as he spoke; some Injun lad has throwd it away for useless.

Hand it here, said Robin, re-lighting his pipe, which had gone out.

Larry tossed the mocassin to his leader, who eyed it carelessly for a moment. Suddenly he started, and, turning the mocassin over, examined it with close and earnest attention. Then he smiled, as if at his passing anxiety, and dropped it on the ground.

It reminded me, said he to Walter, of my Nelly, for it has something of the same shape that she was fond of, an for a moment I was foolish enough to think it might ha belonged to the dear child, but  . Come, Larry, have ee got any more tea there?

Is it tay ye want? faix, then, its little more nor laves thats remainin, said Larry, draining the last drops into a pannikin; well, theres about half a mug-full, afther all; its wonderful what can be got out o it sometimes by squaazin the pot.

Hand it over, thats enough, said Robin, thank ee, lad  heres luck.

He drained the pannikin as though it had been a glass of rum, and, smacking his lips, proceeded leisurely to refill his pipe.

Are ye sure its not one of Nellys old mocassins? asked Walter, as he eyed the little shoe earnestly.

Sure enough, nephy, I would know her mothers make among ten thousand, an although that one is oncommon like it in some respecs, it aint one o hers.

But Nelly might have made it herself, suggested Walter, and that would account for its bein like her mothers in the make.

Robin shook his head. Not likely, said he. The child didnt use to make mocassins. Im not sure if she could do it at all; besides she was last heard of miles and miles away from here in another direction. No, no, Walter lad, we mustnt let foolish fancies bother us. However, the sight o this has fixed me to push on to-morrow as hard as I can lay my legs to it, for if Wapaws alive we cant fail to come up wi him afore sundown; and Im keen to turn about an go after my children. Ill push on by myself if ye dont care to keep up wi me.

This latter remark was made to Stiff, whose countenance indicated that he had no desire to undertake a harder days march than usual. The effect of the remark was to stir up all the Yankees pride.

Ill tell ee what it is, Mister Gore, said he, tartly; you may think yourself an oncommon hard walker, but Obadiah Stiff is not the man to cave in to any white man alive. I dont care to go trampin over the country day after day, like the Wandering Jew, after a redskin, as, Ill go bound, aint no better than the rest o his kind; but if ye want to see which of our legs is the best pair o compasses, Ill walk with ye from here to hereafter, I guess, or anywhar else ye choose; if I dont, then my name aint Stiff.

It would be well av it wornt Stiff, for yeve no reason to be proud ot, observed Larry ODowd, with a grin; dont spake so loud, man, but shut up yer potatie trap and go to roost. Yell need it all if ye wouldnt like to fall behind to-morrow. There now, dont reply; yeve no call to make me yer father confessor, and apologise for boastin; good night, an go to slape!

The rest of the party, who had lain down, laughed at this sally, and Stiff, on consideration, thought it best to laugh too. In a few minutes every one in the encampment was sound asleep, with the exception of Robin Gore, who took the first hour of watching, and who sat beside the sinking fire like a Indian in earnest meditation, with his eyes resting dreamily on the worn-out mocassin.




Chapter Nineteen.

Short Allowance, and a Surprise.

Once again we return to Silver Lake; but here we do not find affairs as we left them. True, Roy and Nelly are still there, the hut is as snug as it used to be, and the scenery as beautiful, but provisions have begun to fail, and an expression of real anxiety clouds the usually cheerful countenance of Roy, while reflected anxiety sits on the sweet little face of Nell. The winter is far advanced, and the prospect of resuming the journey home is farther off than ever.

One morning Roy entered the hut with a slow step and a sad countenance.

Nell, said he, throwing down a small fish which he had just caught, things look very bad now; seems to me that well starve here. Since we broke the long line Ive only caught little things like that; theres no rabbits in the snares  I looked at every one this mornin  and, as for deer, they seem to have said good-bye for the winter. I thought of goin out with the gun this forenoon, but I think it ant o no use, for I was out all yesterday without seeing a feather or a hoof-print.

The tone in which Roy said this, and the manner in which he flung himself down on the ground beside the fire, alarmed his sister greatly, so that she scarcely knew what to say.

Dont know whats to be done at all, continued Roy somewhat peevishly.

This was so unlike himself that the little girl felt a strong tendency to burst into tears, but she restrained herself. After a short silence, she said somewhat timidly  

Dont you think we might try to pray?

Whats the use, said Roy quickly; Im sure Ive prayed often and often, and so have you, but nothins come of it.

It was quite evident that Roy was in a state of rebellion. This was the first time Nelly had suggested united prayer to her brother; she did it timidly, and the rebuff caused her to shrink within herself.

Roys quick eye observed the shrinking; he repented instantly, and, drawing Nelly to him, laid her head on his breast.

Forgive me, Nell, I shouldnt have said it; for, after all, weve had everything given to us here that we have needed up to this time. Come, I will pray with you.

They both got upon their knees at once, but, strive as he might, not a word would cross Roys lips for several minutes. Nelly raised her head and looked at him.

God help us! he ejaculated.

For Jesus sake, murmured Nelly.

They both said Amen to these words, and these were all their prayers.

Roys rebellion of heart was gone now, but his feelings were not yet calmed. He leaped up, and, raising his sister, kissed her almost violently.

Now, lass, we have prayed, and I do believe that God will answer us; so Ill take my gun and snow-shoes, an off to the woods to look for a deer. See that you have a roarin fire ready to roast him three hours hence.

Nelly smiled through her tears and said she would, while Roy slipped his feet through the lines of his snow-shoes, threw his powder-horn and bullet-pouch over his shoulder, seized his gun, and sallied forth with a light step.

When he was gone, Nelly began actively to prepare for the fulfilment of her promise. She took up the axe which Roy had left behind him, and went into the forest behind the hut to cut firewood. She was very expert at this laborious work. Her blows were indeed light, for her little arms, although strong for their size, were not strong for such labour; but she knew exactly where to hit and how to hit. Every stroke fell on the right spot, with the axe at the right angle, so that a chip or two flew off every time. She panted a good deal, and grew uncommonly warm, but she liked the work; her face glowed and her eyes sparkled, and it was evident that she was not exhausted by it. In little more than an hour she had cut enough of dry wood to make a fire that would have roasted an entire sheep. Then she carried it to the hut, after which she sat down to rest a little.

While resting, she gathered carefully together all the scraps of food in the hut, and found that there was still enough for two good meals; so she ate a small piece of dried fish, and began to wish that Roy would return. Suddenly she was startled by a loud fluttering noise close to the hut, and went out to see what it could be.

It might be supposed that a little girl in such solitary and unprotected circumstances would have felt alarmed, and thought of wolves or bears; but Nelly was too well accustomed to the dangers and risks of the backwoods to be much troubled with mere fancies. She was well aware that wolves and bears, as a rule, shun the presence of human beings, and the noise which she had heard was not of a very alarming character.

The first sight that greeted her was a large bird of the grouse species, sitting on a tree not three yards from the hut. She almost felt that by springing forward she could seize it with her hands, and her first impulse was to throw the axe at it; but, checking herself, she went noiselessly back into the hut, and quickly reissued with the bow and a couple of arrows.

Fitting an arrow to the string, she whispered to herself, Oh, how I do hope I wont miss it! and took a careful aim. Anxiety, however, made her hand unsteady, for, the next moment, the arrow was quivering in the stem of the tree at least three inches below the bird.

A look of deep disappointment was mingled with an expression of determination as she pursed her little mouth and fitted the second arrow to the string. This time she did not take so careful an aim, but let fly at once, and her shaft entered the birds throat and brought it to the ground. With a cry of delight she sprang upon her prize, and bore it in triumph into the hut, where she speedily plucked it. Then she split it open, and went down to the lake and washed it quite clean and spread it out flat. Her next proceeding was to cut a short stick, about two feet in length, which she pointed at both ends, making one point thinner than the other. This thin point she thrust through the bird, and stuck it up before the fire to roast, placing a small dish, made of birch bark, below it to catch the dripping.

I hope he wont come back till its ready, she muttered, as the skin of the bird began to brown and frizzle, while a delicious odour began to fill the hut.

Just as the thought was uttered, a footstep was heard outside, the covering of the doorway was raised, a tall figure stooped to enter, and the next instant a gaunt and half-naked savage stood before her.

Nelly uttered a faint cry of terror, but she was so paralysed that she could make no effort to escape, even had escape been possible.

The appearance of the Indian was indeed calculated to strike terror to a stouter heart than that of poor Nelly; for besides being partially clad in torn garments, his eyes were sunken and bloodshot, and his whole person was more or less smeared with blood.

As the poor child gazed at this apparition in horror, the Indian said, Ho! by way of salutation, and stepping forward, took her hand gently and shook it after the manner of the white man. A gleam of intelligence and surprise at once removed the look of fear from Nellys face.

Wapaw! she exclaimed breathlessly.

Ho! replied the Indian, with a nod and a smile, as he laid aside his gun and snowshoes, and squatted himself down before the fire.

There was not much to be gathered from ho! but the nod and smile proved to Nelly that the intruder was indeed none other than her old friend Wapaw.

Her alarm being now removed, she perceived that the poor Indian was suffering both from fatigue and wounds  perhaps from hunger too; but this latter idea was discarded when she observed that several birds, similar to the one she had just killed, hung at the Indians belt. She rose up quickly, therefore, and, running down to the lake, soon returned with a can of clear water, with which she purposed bathing Wapaws wounds. Wapaw seized the can, however, and emptied the contents down his throat, so she was constrained to go for a second supply.

Having washed the wounds, which were chiefly on the head and appeared to her to be very severe, although, in reality, they were not so, she set the roasted bird before him and desired him to eat.

Of course she had put a great many questions to Wapaw while thus occupied. Her residence with the Indians had enabled her to speak and understand the Indian tongue a little, and, although she had some difficulty in understanding much of what Wapaw said in reply, she comprehended enough to let her know that a number of white men had been killed by the savages, and that Wapaw was fleeing for his life.

On first hearing this a deadly paleness overspread her face, for she imagined that the white people killed must be her own kindred; but Wapaw quickly relieved her mind on this point.

After this he devoted himself entirely to the roasted bird, and Nelly related to him, as well as she could, the particulars of her own and Roys escape from the Indians.




Chapter Twenty.

More Surprising Discoveries.

While they were thus occupied, a cry was heard to ring through the forest. The Indian laid his hand on his gun, raised his head, which he turned to one side in a listening attitude, and sat as still as a dark statue. The only motion that could be detected in the man was a slight action in his distended nostrils as he breathed gently.

This attitude was but momentary, however, for the cry was repeated (Hi! Nelly, hi!) in clear silvery tones, and Wapaw smiled as he recognised Roys voice, and quietly resumed his former occupation.

Nelly bounded up at once, and ran out to receive her brother, and tell him of the arrival of their old friend.

She slipped on her snow-shoes, and went off in the direction of the cry. On rounding the foot of a cliff she discovered Roy, standing as if he had been petrified, with his eyes glaring at the snow with a mingled look of surprise and alarm.

Nellys step roused him.

Ho! Nell, he cried, giving vent to a deep sigh of relief, Im thankful to see you  but look here. What snow-shoe made this track? I came on it just this moment, and it pulled me up slick, I can tell ye.

Nelly at once removed Roys alarm, and increased his surprise by telling him of the new arrival, who, she said, was friendly, but she did not tell him that he was an old friend.

But come, now, what have you got for dinner, Roy? said Nelly, with an arch smile, for oh! Im so hungry.

Roys countenance fell, and he looked like a convicted culprit.

Nell, I havent got nothin at all.

What a pity! We must just go supperless to bed, I suppose.

Come, lass, I see by the twinkle in your eye that youve got grub somehow or other. Has the redskin brought some at with him?

Yes, he has brought a little; but the best fun is that I shot a bird myself, and had it all ready beautifully cooked for your supper, when Wap

Well, what dye mean by Wap? inquired Roy, as Nelly stopped short.

Nothing. I only meant to say that the Indian arrived suddenly, and ate it all up.

The villain! Well, Ill pay him off by eatin up some o his grub. Did he say what his name was, or where he came from? inquired Roy.

Never mind, you can ask him yourself, said Nelly, as they drew near to the hut; he seems to me to have been badly wounded by his enemies.

They stooped and entered the hut as Nelly spoke. The Indian looked up at her brother, and, uttering his wonted Ho! held out his hand.

Good luck to ye! cried Roy, grasping it and shaking it with a feeling of hearty hospitality. Its good to see yer face, though it is a strange un; but  hallo!  I say  yer face aint so strange, after all!  what! Why, youre not Wap  Wap  Wapaw!

The Indian displayed all his teeth, which were very numerous and remarkably white, and nodded his head gently.

Well now, that beats everything! cried Roy, seizing the Indians hand again and shaking it violently; then, turning to Nelly, he said, Come, Nell, stir yer stumps and pluck two o them birds. Ill split em, an wash em, an roast em, an well all eat em  Wapawll be ready for more before its ready for him. Jump, now, and see if we dont have a feast to-night, if we should starve to-morrow. But I say, Wapaw, dont ye think the redskins may be after you yet?

The first part of this speech was uttered in wild glee, but the last sentence was spoken more earnestly, as the thought occurred to him that Wapaw might have been closely pursued, for Nelly had told him of the Indian having been wounded by enemies and obliged to fly.

Wapaw shook his head, and made his young friend understand as well as he could that there was little chance of that, as he had travelled with the utmost speed in order to distance his pursuers, and induce them to give up the chase.

Well, it may be as you say, friend, observed Roy, as he sat down before the fire and pulled off his hunting mocassins and socks, which he replaced by lighter foot-gear more suited to the hut; but I dont much like the notion o givin them a chance to come up and cut all our throats at once. Its not likely, however, that theyll be here to-night, considerin the pace you say you came at, so well make our minds easy, but with your leave well cut our sticks to-morrow, an make tracks for Fort Enterprise. We hant got much in the way o grub to start wi, it is true, but we have enough at least for two days eatin, and for the rest, we have our guns, and you to be our guide.

This plan was agreed to by Wapaw, who thereupon advised that they should all lie down to sleep without delay. Roy, who was fatigued with his days exertions, agreed, and in less than half an hour the three were sound asleep.

Next morning they arose with the sun, much refreshed; and while Wapaw and Nelly collected together and packed on their new sledge the few things that they possessed, Roy went for the last time to cast his line in Silver Lake. He was more fortunate than usual, and returned in an hour with four fine fish of about six pounds weight each.

With this acceptable, though small, addition to their slender stock of provisions, they left the hut about noon, and commenced their journey, making a considerable détour in order to avoid meeting with any of the Indians who might chance to have continued the pursuit of Wapaw.

That same evening, towards sunset, a party of hunters marched out of the woods, and stood upon the shores of Silver Lake, the tracks about which they began to examine with particular interest. There were six of the party, five of them being white hunters, and one an Indian. We need scarcely add that they were our friend Robin and his companions.

I tell ee what it is, cried Robin, in an excited tone, thats my Nellys fut; Id know the prints ot among a thousand, an its quite plain Roy is with her, an that Wapaw has come on em, for their tracks are clear.

Sure it looks like it, observed Larry ODowd, scratching his head as if in perplexity, but the tracks is so mixed up, it aint aisy to foller em.

See, heres a well-beaten track goin into the wood! cried Walter, who had, like his companions, been searching among the bushes.

Every one followed Walter, who led the way towards the hut, which was finally discovered with a thin, scarcely perceptible line of smoke still issuing from the chimney. They all stopped at once, and held back to allow Robin to advance alone. The poor man went forward with a beating heart, and stopped abruptly at the entrance, where he stood for a few seconds as if he were unable to go in. At length he raised the curtain and looked in; then he entered quickly.

Gone, Walter, theyre gone! he cried; come in, lad, and see. Heres evidence o my dear children everywhere. Its plain, too, that they have left only a few hours agone.

True for ye, the fires hot, said Larry, lighting his pipe from the embers in testimony of the truth of his assertion.

They cant be far off, said Slugs, who was examining every relic of the absent ones with the most minute care. The less time we lose in follerin of em the better  what think ye, lad? The Black Swan nodded his approval of the sentiment.

What! without sleep or supper? cried Stiff, whose enthusiasm in the chase had long ago evaporated.

Ay, said Robin sternly, I start now. Let those stop here who will.

To do Stiff justice, his objections were never pressed home, so he comforted himself with a quid of tobacco, and accompanied Robin and his men with dogged resolution when they left the hut. Plunging once more into the forest, they followed up the track all night, as they had already followed it up all day.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Gladsome Meeting.

Some hours before dawn Robin Gore came to an abrupt pause, and looking over his shoulder, held up his hand to command silence. Then he pointed to a small mound, on the top of which a faint glow of light was seen falling on the boughs of the shrubs with which it was crowned.

The moon had just set, but there was sufficient light left to render surrounding objects pretty distinct.

Thats them, said Robin to Walter, in a low whisper, as the latter came close to his side; no doubt theyre sound asleep, an Im puzzled how to wake em up without givin em a fright.

Musha! its a fright that Wapaw will give us, av we start him suddenly, for hes murtherin quick wi his rifle, whispered Larry.

Wed better hide and then give a howl, suggested Stiff, an, after theyre sot up, bring em down with a familiar hail.

The deliberations of the party were out short and rendered unnecessary, however, by Wapaw himself. That sharp-eared red man had been startled by the breaking of a branch which Larry ODowd chanced to set his foot on, and, before Robin had observed their fire, he had roused Roy and Nelly and hurried with them to the summit of a rocky eminence, from which stronghold they now anxiously watched the proceedings of the hunters. The spot to which they had fled for refuge was almost impregnable, and might have been held for hours by a couple of resolute men against a host of savages.

Robin, after a little further consultation, resolved to send the Black Swan in advance to reconnoitre. This he did, contrary to his wonted custom of taking the lead in everything, because of an unaccountable feeling of dread lest he should not find his children there.

Black Swan at once stepped cautiously forward with his rifle, ready cocked, in the hollow of his left arm, and his finger on the trigger-guard. Step by step he moved towards the encampment without making the slightest noise, and with so little motion that he might easily have been mistaken for a dark shadow. Raising his head over the edge of the encampment he gazed earnestly into it, then he advanced another pace or two, finally he stepped into it, and, standing erect, looked around him. With a wave of his hand he summoned his comrades to advance. Robin Gores heart beat hard as he approached, followed by the others.

Meanwhile they were closely watched by Roy and Wapaw. When the Black Swans head appeared, Roy exclaimed in a whisper, An Injun  dye know him, Wapaw?

He is one of our tribe, I think, replied the Indian, in the same low voice, but I know him not; the light of the fire is not strong.

If hes one o your tribe, said Roy, its all up with us, for they wont be long o findin us here. Keep close to me, Nell. Ill stick by you, lass, dont fear.

Wapaws brows lowered when he saw the Black Swan step into the encampment, and make the signal to his comrades to advance. He raised his rifle, and took deliberate aim at his heart.

Roy, he whispered, get an arrow ready, aim at the next man that steps into the light and let fly; Ill not fire till after you, for the smoke would blind you.

Roy obeyed with a trembling hand. Notwithstanding the rough life he had led in those wild woods of the West, he had never yet been called on to lift his hand against a human being, and the thought of taking life in this deliberate and almost murderous way caused him to shudder; still he felt that their case was desperate, and he nerved himself to the deed.

Another moment, and Robin stood beside the Black Swan. Roy tried to raise his bow, but his heart failed him. Wapaw glanced at him, and said sternly  

Shoot first.

At that moment Obadiah Stiff stepped into the encampment, and, stirring the embers of the fire with a piece of stick, caused a bright flame and showers of sparks to shoot upwards. This revealed the fact that some of the party were white men, so Wapaw lowered his rifle. A single glance of his practised eye told him who they were. Laying his hand suddenly and heavily on Roys shoulder he pressed him down.

Come, let us go, he said quickly; I must see these men alone, and you must keep close  you must not look.

He said the latter words with emphasis; but in order to make sure that they should not have a chance of looking, he led his young companions to a point whence the encampment could not be seen, and left them there with strict injunctions not to quit the spot until he should return.

In a few seconds Wapaw stepped into the circle of light where Robin and his party were all assembled, and so rapid and noiseless had his movement been, that he was in the midst of them almost before they were aware of his approach.

Wapaw! exclaimed Walter in surprise, why, you seem to have dropped from the clouds.

Sure its a ghost ye must be, cried Larry. The Indian took no notice of these remarks, but turned to Robin, who, with a look of deep anxiety, said  

Have ee seed the childer, Wapaw?

They are safe, answered the Indian.

Thank God for that! cried Robin, while a sigh of relief burst from him: I believe ye, Wapaw, yer a true man an wouldnt tell me a lie, would ye?

The tone in which the hunter said this implied that the statement was scarcely a true index to his feelings, and that he would be glad to hear Wapaw assure him that he was indeed telling the truth. But this Indian was a man of truthfulness, and did not deem it necessary to repeat his assertion. He said, however, that he would go and fetch the children, and immediately quitted the camp. Soon after he returned with Roy and Nelly; he had not told them, however, who the strangers were.

When Roy first caught sight of his father he gave a shout of surprise, and stood still as if he were bewildered. Nelly uttered a wild scream, and rushed forward with outstretched arms. Robin met her more than half way, and the next moment folded his long-lost little one to his bosom.




Chapter Twenty Two.

At Silver Lake once more.

It were needless to detail all that was said and done during the remainder of that night, or, rather, morning, for day began to break soon after the happy meeting narrated in the last chapter. It would require more space than we can afford to tell of all that was said and done; how Robin embraced his children over and over again in the strength of his love, and thanked God in the fervour of his gratitude; how Roy and Nelly were eager to relate all that had befallen them since they were carried away into captivity, in a much shorter time than such a long story could by any possibility be told; how Walter rendered the telling of it much more difficult by frequent interruptions with eager questions, which induced divergencies from which the tale-tellers forgot to return to the points where the interruptions occurred; how Larry ODowd complicated matters by sometimes volunteering anecdotes of his own, illustrative of points similar to those which were being related; how Slugs always cut these anecdotes short with a facetious poke in the ribs, which caused Larry to howl; how Stiff rendered confusion worse confounded by trying to cook some breakfast, and by upsetting the whole affair into the fire; and how the children themselves broke in on their own discourse continually with sudden and enthusiastic questions as to the health of their mother and the welfare of the live stock at Fort Enterprise.

All this cannot be described, therefore we leave it to the vivid imagination of the reader.

Now, comrades, said Robin, after the sun had risen, after breakfast had been and eaten, after every incident had been related at least twice over, and after every conceivable question had been asked four or five times now, comrades, it remains for us to fix what well do.

To the Fort, said Larry ODowd abruptly.

Ay  home! cried Walter.

Oh yes  home  home! exclaimed Roy and Nelly in the same breath.

Ditto, observed Obadiah Stiff.

Slugs and the Black Swan, being men of few words, said nothing, but nodded approval.

Well, its quite plain that were all of one mind, resumed Robin; nevertheless, there are one or two points to which I ax yer attention. In the first place, its now near the end of November. Fort Enterprise, in a straight line, is more nor three weeks march from hereaway. Our provisions is low. When I left the Fort provisions was low there too, an if my brother Jeff hant had more nor his usual luck in huntin theyll be lower yet before long. Now, I think it would be better to go back to Silver Lake for a week or so, hunt an fish there till weve got a good supply, make noo sleds, load em chock full, an then  ho! for home. What say ye to that, comrades?

As every one assented readily to this plan, they proceeded at once to carry it into execution. At first, indeed, Nelly looked a little disappointed, saying that she wanted to get to her darling mother without delay; but, on Walter pointing out to her that it would only delay matters a week or so, and that it would enable the whole party to rest and recruit, and give Wapaw time to recover thoroughly from his wounds, she became reconciled, and put on her snow-shoes to return to Silver Lake with some degree of cheerfulness; and when, in the course of that days walk, she began to tell her father of all the beauties and wonders of Silver Lake, she was not only reconciled but delighted to return.

O father! said she, as they walked briskly through the forest, youve no notion what a beautiful place Silver Lake is. Its so clear, and so  so  oh! I dont know how to tell you; so like the fairy places Walter used to tell us of, with clear water and high cliffs, and the clouds shining up at the clouds shining down, and two suns  one below and another above. And then the hut! we made it all ourselves.

What! made the trees and all? said Robin, with a smile.

No, of course not the trees; but we cut the trees and piled em up, and spread the brush-wood, and  and  then the fish! we caught such big ones.

How big, Nelly?

Oh, ever so big!

How big may that be?

Well, some were so long, (measuring off the size on her arm,) an some near as long as my leg  an they were good to eat too  no good! youve no notion; but youll see and taste em too. Then theres the shooskin! Did you ever shoosk, father?

No, lass  leastways I dont remember, if I did.

But you know what it is?

To be sure, Nelly; hant I seed ye do it often on the slopes at Fort Enterprise?

Well, the shooskin here is far, far better. The first time Roy did it he said it nearly banged all his bones to pieces  yes, he said he felt as if his backbone was shoved up into his brain; and I sometimes thought it would squeeze all my ribs together. Oh, it is so nice! You shall try it, father.

Robin laughed heartily at this, and remarked that he would be very glad to try it, though he had no particular desire to have his ribs squeezed together, or his backbone shoved up into his brain!

Then Nelly went on with great animation and volubility to tell of the trapping of the bear, and the snaring of rabbits, and the catching of fish, and of Roys peculiar method of wading into the lake for ducks, and many other things.

Roy, meanwhile, entertained Walter and Larry ODowd with a somewhat similar account of their doings during the months of their residence in that wild region; and thus the journey was beguiled, so that the time seemed to pass on swallows wings.

Towards evening the party approached the spot where Silver Lake had first burst upon the enraptured gaze of the wandering pair. As they drew near, Roy and Nelly hurried on in advance, and, mounting the fallen tree on which they had formerly rested, waved to the others to come on, and shouted for glee. And well might they shout, for the evening happened to be brighter and calmer, if possible, than the one on which they first saw the lake. The rolling clouds were whiter, too, and the waters looked more silvery than ever.

The exclamations of delight, and the looks of admiration with which the glorious scene was greeted by the hunters when they came up, gratified the hearts of Roy and Nelly very much.

Oh, how I wish mother was here to see it! cried Nelly.

Aint that a place for a king to live in, daddy? said Roy, enthusiastically.

So tis, lad, so tis  leastwise its a goodish spot for a hunter. How say you, Slugs?

Slugs smiled grimly, and nodded his head.

Would the red man like to pitch his wigwam there? said Robin, addressing the Black Swan.

He has pitched his wigwam here before, replied the Black Swan softly. When he first took the White Swan home to be his mate, he came to hunt here.

Och! is it the honeymoon ye spint here? broke in Larry. Faix, its a purty spot for courtin, and no mistake. Is that a beehive over there? he added, pointing across the lake.

Why thats our hut  our palace, cried Nell, with gleeful look.

Then the sooner we get down to it, and have supper, the better, observed Walter, for well have to work hard to-morrow.

Come along, then, cried Robin, an go you ahead, Roy; beat the track, and show us the way.

Roy accepted the position of honour. Nelly followed him, and the whole band marched off in single file along the shores of Silver Lake. They soon reached the hut, and here again Nelly found many interesting points to dilate upon. She poured her words into willing and sympathetic ears, so that she monopolised nearly all the talk during the time that Larry ODowd was preparing supper.

When that meal was being eaten the conversation became more general. Plans were discussed as to the intended procedure on the morrow, and various courses of action fixed. After that, as a matter of course, the pipes came out, and while these were being smoked, only the talkative members of the party kept up the conversation at intervals. Roy and Nelly having exhausted all they had to say, began to feel desperately sleepy, and the latter, having laid her head on her fathers knee, fell sound asleep in that position. Soon the pipes were smoked out, the fire was replenished, the blankets unrolled; and in a very brief period of time the whole party was in a state of happy unconsciousness, with the exception of poor Wapaw, whose wounds made him rather restless, and the Black Swan, whose duty it was to take the first watch; for it was, deemed right to set a watch, lest by any chance the Indians should have followed the hunters tracks, though this was not probable.

Next morning Robin aroused the sleepers somewhat abruptly by shooting a grey hen with his rifle from the tent door.

Theres breakfast for you and me, Nelly, at any rate, remarked the hunter, as he went down to the lake to secure his bird.

An wont there be the bones and feathers for the rest of us? observed Larry, yawning, so we wont starve this day, anyhow.

In a few minutes every man was actively engaged in work of some sort or other. Robin and Walter prepared fishing-lines from some pieces of buckskin parchment; Black Swan and Slugs went out to cut wood for making sledges; Stiff repaired the snow-shoes of the party, or rather assisted Nelly in this operation; and Larry attended to the preparation of breakfast. Wapaw was the only one who lay still, it being thought better to make him rest, and get strong for the approaching journey.

During the course of the day the lines were tried, and a good number of fish caught. Slugs also went off in search of deer, and returned in the evening with a large stag on his broad shoulders. This raised the spirits of the party greatly, and they feasted that night, with much rejoicing, on venison, marrowbones, and broiled fish!

Thus they spent their time for several days. One party went regularly every morning to fish in the ice-holes; another party roamed the woods, and returned with grouse, or rabbits, and sometimes with deer; while some remained, part of the day at least, in the hut, mending snow-shoes and moccasins, and making other preparations.

In the midst of all this busy labour, the shoosking was not forgotten. One day Robin said to his little daughter, at breakfast, that as they had got nearly enough of provisions for the journey they would take a holiday and go and have a shoosk. The proposal was hailed with delight, and the whole party went off with the new sledges, and spent the forenoon in sliding and tumbling down the hills like very children.

At last everything was ready for a start. The provisions were tightly fastened on the sledges, which were to be drawn by each of the men in turn. Snow-shoes were put on, guns and bows looked to and shouldered, and on a bright, frosty December morning the hunters left the hut, struck into the woods, and set out for Fort Enterprise.

At the top of the slope, beside the fallen tree, they stopped with one consent and gazed back; and there Nelly took her last sad look at Silver Lake, and sorrowfully said her last farewell.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Happiest Meeting of All.

The snow was driving through the forests and over the plains of the North American wilderness; the wind was shrieking among the tree-tops, and whirling the drift in great clouds high up into the frosty air; and the sun was setting in a glow of fiery red, when, on the last day of the year, Robin Gore and his followers came to an abrupt halt, and, with one consent, admitted that the thing was impossible.

We cant do it, boys, said Robin, resting his rifle against a tree; so its o no use to try. The Fort is good ten miles off, an the children are dead beat

No they aint, interrupted Roy, whose tone and aspect, however, proved that his fathers statement was true; at least Im not beat yet  Im game for two or three hours more.

Well, lad, praps ye are, but Nelly aint; so well camp here, an take em by surprise in the morning early.

Nelly, who had been carried on the backs of those who had broadest shoulders during the last dozen miles, smiled faintly when spoken to, and said she was vey seepy!

So they set to work in the usual style, and were soon comfortably seated in their snowy encampment.

Next morning before dawn Robin awoke them.

Ho! he cried, get up, lads, look alive! A happy New Year to ee all, young an old, red an white. Kiss me, Nell, dear  a shake o yer paw, Roy. An its a good New Years day, too, in more ways than one, praise the Almighty for that.

The whole party was astir immediately, and that feeling of kindly brotherhood which usually pervades the hearts of men on the first day of a new year, induced them to shake hands heartily all round.

Youll eat your New Years dinner at home, after all, said Walter to Nelly.

Sure, an its a happy ooman yer motherll be this good day, said Larry, as he stirred up the embers of the fire, and blew them into a flame.

The kettle was boiled, and a good breakfast eaten, because, although it is usually the custom for hunters to start on their days journey, and accomplish a good many miles of it before breakfast, they had consideration for Roy and Nelly, both of whom were still suffering a little from the fatigue of the previous day. They hoped to be at Fort Enterprise in about four hours, and were anxious to arrive fresh.

The sun was rising when they reached the top of a ridge, whence they could obtain a distant view of the Fort.

Here we are at home, Nelly, said Robin, stooping down to kiss his child on the forehead.

Darling, darling mother! was all that poor Nelly could say, as she tried in vain to see the Fort though the tears which sprang to her eyes.

Dont you see it, Nell? said Roy, passing his arm round his sisters waist.

No, I dont, cried Nelly, brushing the tears away; oh, do let us go on!

Robin patted her on the had, and at once resumed the march.



That morning Mrs Gore rose from her bed about the saddest woman in the land. Her mind flew back to the last New Years day, when her children were lost to her, as she feared, for ever. The very fact that people are usually more jocose, and hearty, and happy, on the first day of the year, was sufficient to make her more sorrowful than usual; so she got up and sighed, and then, not being a woman of great self-restraint, she wept.

In a few minutes she dried her eyes, and took up her Bible, and, as she read its blessed pages, she felt comfort  such as the world can neither give nor take away  gradually stealing over her soul. When she met her kinsman and his friends at breakfast she was comparatively cheerful, and returned their hearty salutation with some show of a reciprocal spirit.

Jeff, said Mrs Gore, with a slight sigh, its a year, this day, since my two darlings were lost in the snow.

Dye say so? observed Jeff, as he sat down to his morning meal, and commenced eating with much voracity.

Jeff was not an unkind man, but he was very stupid. He said nothing more for some time, but, after consuming nearly a pound of venison steak, he observed suddenly  

Wall, I guess it wor a bad business that  wornt it, missus?

It was, responded Mrs Gore; and, feeling that she had no hope of meeting with sympathy from Jeff, she relapsed into silence. After a time, she said  

But we must get up a feast, Jeff. It wont do to let New Years day pass without a good dinner.

Thats true as gospl, said Jeff. Feed up is my motto, always. It dont much matter wot turns up, if ye dont feed up yer fit for nothin; but, contrairy-wise, if ye do feed up, why yer ready for anythin or nothin, as the case may be.

Having given vent to this sentiment, Jeff finished his meal with a prolonged draught of tea.

Wall, now, said he, filling his pipe, weve got enough o deers meat an other things to make a pretty fair feast, missus, but my comrades and we will go an try to git somethin fresh for dinner. If we git nothin else well git a appetite and thats worth a good long march any day; so, lads, if

Jeffs speech was interrupted here by a sudden and tremendous outburst of barking on the part of the dogs of the establishment. He sprang up and hastened to the door, followed by his companions and Mrs Gore.

Injuns, mayhap; see to your guns, boys, we can niver be sure o the reptiles.

Theyre friendly, observed one of Jeffs friends, as they stood at the Fort gate; enemies never come on in that straightforward fashion.

Not so sure o that, said Jeff. Ive seen redskins do somethin o that kind when they meant mischief; but, if my eyes aint telling lies, Id say there were white men there.

Ay, an young folk, too, remarked one of the others.

Young folk! exclaimed Mrs Gore, as she shaded her eyes from the sun with her hand, and gazed earnestly at the band which was approaching.

Suddenly one of them ran a little in advance of the rest, and waved a handkerchief. The figure was a small one. A faint cheer was heard in the distance. It was followed, or rather accompanied, by a loud, manly, and well-known shout.

Mrs Gore grew pale, and would have fallen to the ground had not Jeff caught and supported her.

Why, I do declare its Robin  an  eh! if there beant the children wi im!

The advancing party broke into a run as he spoke, another loud cheer burst forth, and in a few seconds Nelly was locked once more in her dear mothers arms.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Conclusion.

It is not necessary to say that there was joy  powerful, inexpressible  within the wooden walls of Fort Enterprise on that New Years morning, and a New Years hymn of praise welled up continually from the glad mothers heart, finding expression sometimes in her voice, but oftener in her eyes, as she gazed upon the faces of her dear ones, the lost and found.

The flag at Fort Enterprise, which had not flaunted its red field from the flagstaff since the sad day  that day twelve months exactly  when the children were lost, once more waved gaily in the frosty air, and glowed in the beams of the wintry sun. The sound of joyful revelry, which had not been heard within the walls of the Fort for a long, long year, once again burst forth with such energy that one might have been led to suppose its being pent up so long had intensified its power.

The huge fireplace roared, and blazed, and crackled, with a log so massive that no other Yule log in the known world could have held a candle to it; and in, on, and around that fire were pots, pans, and goblets innumerable, all of which hissed, and spluttered, and steamed at Larry ODowd, as if with glee at the sight of his honest face once again presiding over his own peculiar domain. And the parlour of Fort Enterprise  that parlour which we have mentioned as being Robins dining-room and drawing-room, besides being his bedroom and his kitchen  was converted into a leafy bower by means of pine branches and festooned evergreens, and laid out for a feast the like of which had not been seen there for many a day, and which was transcendently more magnificent than that memorable New Years day dinner which had been cooked, but not eaten, just three hundred and sixty-five days before.

In short, everything in and about Fort Enterprise bore evidence that its inmates meant to rejoice and make merry on that first day of a new year, as it was meet they should do under such favourable circumstances.

Jeff Gore had shot a deer not many days before, and one of its fat haunches was to be the great dish of the feast; but Robin said that it was not enough: so, after the first congratulations were over, he and Walter, and Slugs, and Black Swan, set off into the forest, and ere long returned with several brace of grouse, and a few rabbits. Roy, with a very sly look, had asked leave to go and have a walk on snow-shoes in the woods with Nelly before dinner, but his father threatened to lock him up in the cellar, so he consented to remain at home for that day and assist his mother.

Now, Nelly, you and Roy will come help me to prepare the feast, said Mrs Gore, whose eyes were swollen with joyful weeping till they looked like a couple of inflamed oysters; not that theres much to do, for, now that Larry is come back, well leave everything to him except the plplum  poo  poo  ding  oh! my darling!

Here Mrs Gore broke down for the fifteenth time, and, catching Nelly to her bosom, hugged her.

Darling mother! sighed Nelly.

Och! but its a sight good for sore eyes, anyhow, exclaimed Larry, looking up from his occupation among the steaming pots and pans.

Wapaw, who was the only other member of the party who chose to remain in the house during the forenoon of that day, sat smoking his pipe in the chimney corner, and regarded the whole scene with that look of stoical solemnity which is peculiar to North American Indians.

Come, I say, thisll never do, mother, cried Roy, going to the flour-barrel which stood in a corner. If were to help you wi that ere poodin, lets have at it at once.

Thus admonished, Mrs Gore and her recovered progeny set to work and fabricated a plum-pudding, which was nearly as hard, almost as heavy as, and much larger than a sixty-four pound cannon ball. It would have killed with indigestion half a regiment of artillery, but it could not affect the hardened frames of these men of the backwoods!

In course of time the board was spread, the viands smoked upon it, and the united party set to work. Mrs Gore sat at the head of the table, with Nelly on one side and Roy on the other. Robin sat at the foot, supported by the White Swan on his right, and Wapaw on his left. Ranged between these were Walter, Slugs, the Black Swan, Jeff Gore, Obadiah Stiff, the two other strangers who came with Jeff, and Larry ODowd  for Larry acted the part of cook only, and did not pretend to wait. After he had placed the viands on the table, he sat down with the rest. These backwoodsmen ignored waiters. They passed their plates from hand to hand, and when anything was wanted by any one he rose to fetch it himself.

After the plates were cleared away, the tea-kettle was put on the table. In some parts of the backwoods spirits are (fortunately) so difficult to procure, that hunters and trappers live for many months without tasting a drop, and get into the habit of doing entirely without intoxicating drink of any kind. Robin had no spirits except animal spirits, but he had plenty of tea. When it was poured out into huge cups, which might have been styled small slop-basins, and sweetened and passed round, Robin applied his knuckles to the table to command silence.

Friends, said he, I niver wos much o a speechifier, but I could always manage to blurt out my meanin somehow. Wot Ive got to say to you this day is, Im thankful to the Almighty for givin me back my childer, an Im right glad to see ye all under my roof this Noo Years day, and sos the wife, I know  aint ye, Molly, my dear?

To this appeal Mrs G replied with a hysterical ye-es, and an application of her apron to the inflamed oysters. Robin continued  

Well, Im sorry there aint nothin stronger in the fort to give ee than tea, but for my part I find it strong enough to keep up my spirits, an yer all heartily welcome to swig buckets-full o that. There is an old fiddle in the store. If any o ye can scrape a tune, well have a dance. If not, why well sing and be jolly.

This speech was followed up by another from Obadiah Stiff, who, with a countenance of the deepest solemnity, requested permission to make a few brief observations.

Friends, said he, turning the quid of tobacco which usually graced his right cheek into his left, its not every day a mans got a chance o  o wot I was a-goin to obsarve is, that men who are so much indebted to their much-respected host as  as (Nelly happened to sneeze at this point, and distracted Stiffs attention) as  yes, I guess we hant often got the chance to chase the redskins, and  and  . In short, without makin an onnecessairy phrase about it  Im happy to say that I can play the fiddle, so heres luck.

Mr Stiff sat down abruptly and drained his cup at a draught.

Praps, said Larry, with a twinkle in his eye, Mister Stiff would favour the company wi a song before we commence to cut capers.

Hear, hear! from Walter.

Hurrah! from Roy.

Mr Stiff cleared his throat and began at once. The tune was so dolorous, and the voice so unmusical, that in any other circumstances it would have been intolerable, but there were lines in it touching upon good fellowship, which partially redeemed it, and in the last verse there was reference made to home, and absent friends, which rendered it a complete success, insomuch that it was concluded amid rapturous cheering, so true is it, as Walter observed, that, one touch of nature covers a multitude of sins!

Lets drink to absent friends an owld Ireland, cried Larry, filling his cup and pushing the kettle round.

This was drunk with enthusiasm and was followed by a succession of toasts and songs, which were drunk and sung not at the table, but round the fire, to which the party withdrew in order to enjoy their pipes more thoroughly. Then followed a number of anecdotes of stories  some true, some doubtful, and some fabricated  which were listened to with deep interest, not only by Roy and Nelly, but by the whole party, including the Indians, who listened intently, with faces like owls, although they did not understand a word that was said.

Many of these stories were so touching that poor Mrs Gores eyes became more inflamed and more oyster-like than ever. Nelly, too, became sympathetic, and her eyes were similarly affected.

When the evening was pretty well advanced, the violin was sent for and tuned, and Stiff turned out to be a very fair player of Scotch reels; so the party laid aside their pipes, cleared the floor, and began to dance.

It was rough but hearty dancing. Each dancer composed his own steps on the spur of the moment, but executed them with a degree of precision and violence that would have caused civilised dancing masters to blush with shame and envy. Mrs Gore and Nelly danced too, weeping the while with joy, and so did the White Swan, but her performances were peculiar. She danced with a slowness of manner and a rigidity of person that are utterly indescribable. She looked as if all her joints had become inflexible, except those of her knees, and her arms hung straight down at her sides, while she pendulated about the floor and gazed at the rafters in deep solemnity.

How they did keep it up, to be sure! Men of the backwoods find it no easy matter to fatigue their muscles or exhaust their spirits, so they danced all night, and a considerable portion of next morning too. Long before they gave in, however, the females were obliged to retire. They lay down on their rude couches without taking the trouble to undress, and in a few moments after were sound asleep  Nelly locked in her mothers arms, with their two cheeks touching, their dishevelled hair mingling, and a few tears welling from their inflamed eyes, and mixing as they flowed slowly down their united noses. Sleeping thus, the mother dreamed of home, and Nelly dreamed of Silver Lake.



Reader, our tale is told. We have not space to tell of what befell Robin Gore and his family in after life, but we may remark, in conclusion, that although Robin stoutly refused to go back to civilisation, in the course of a few years civilisation considerately advanced to him, and the wild region, which was once a dense forest around Fort Enterprise, finally became (to Mrs Gores inexpressible joy) a flourishing settlement, in which were heard the sounds of human industry, and the tinkle of the Sabbath bell.


FIGHTING THE FLAMES
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Chapter One.

How the Fight Began.

Ones own fireside is, to all well-regulated minds, a pleasant subject of contemplation when one is absent, and a source of deep gratification when present.

Especially may this be said to be the case in a cold, raw night in November, when mankind has a tendency to become chronically cross out of doors, and nature, generally, looks lugubrious; for, just in proportion as the exterior world grows miserably chill, the world at home, with its blazing gas, its drawn curtains, its crackling fires, and its beaming smiles, becomes doubly comfortable and cosy.

Even James Auberly, pompous, stern, and ungenial though he was, appeared to entertain some such thoughts, as he sat by his own fireside, one such night, in his elegant mansion in Beverly Square, Euston Road, London; and smiled grimly over the top of the Times newspaper at the fire.

Mr Auberly always smiled  when he condescended to smile  grimly. He seldom laughed; when he did so he did it grimly too. In fact, he was a grim man altogether; a gaunt, cadaverous, tall, careworn, middle-aged man  also a great one. There could be no question as to that; for, besides being possessed of wealth, which, in the opinion of some minds, constitutes greatness, he was chairman of a railway company, and might have changed situations with the charwoman who attended the head office of the same without much difference being felt. He was also a director of several other companies, which, fortunately for them, did not appear to require much direction in the conduct of their affairs.

Mr Auberly was also leader of the fashion, in his own circle, and an oracle among his own parasites; but, strange to say, he was nobody whatever in any other sphere. Cabmen, it is true, appeared to have an immense respect for him on first acquaintance, for his gold rings and chains bespoke wealth, and he was a man of commanding presence, but their respect never outlived a first engagement. Cabmen seldom touched their hats to Mr Auberly on receiving their fare; they often parted from him with a smile as grim as his own, and once a peculiarly daring member of the fraternity was heard blandly to request him to step again into the cab, and he would drive him the nine hundred and ninety-ninth part of an inch that was still doo on the odd sixpence. That generous man even went further, and, when his fare walked away without making a reply, he shouted after him that if hed only do im the honour to come back, hed throw in a inch an a half extra for nothink. But Mr Auberly was inexorable.

Louisa, dear, said Mr Auberly, recovering from the grim smile which had indicated his appreciation of his own fireside, pour me out another cup of coffee, and then you had better run away to bed. It is getting late.

Yes, papa, replied a little dark-eyed, dark-haired girl, laying down her book and jumping up to obey the command.

It may be added that she was also dark-dressed, for Mr Auberly had become a widower and his child motherless only six months before.

While Louisa was pouring out the coffee, her father rose and turned his back to the fire.

It was really interesting, almost awe-inspiring, to behold Mr Auberly rise; he was so very tall, and so exceedingly straight. So remarkably perpendicular was he, so rigidly upright, that a hearty but somewhat rude sea-captain, with whom he once had business transactions, said to his mate on one occasion that he believed Mr Auberly must have been born with a handspike lashed to his backbone. Yes, he was wonderfully upright, and it would have been downright madness to have doubted the uprightness of the spirit which dwelt in such a body; so nobody did doubt it, of course, except a few jaundiced and sceptical folk, who never could be got to believe anything.

Good-night, my love, said Mr Auberly, as the child placed the coffee beside his chair, and then advanced, somewhat timidly, and held up her cheek to be kissed.

The upright man stooped, and there was a shade less of grimness in his smile as his lips touched his daughters pale cheek.

Louisa, or, to use the name by which she was better known in the house, Loo, had clasped her hands tightly together while she was in the act of receiving this tribute of parental affection, as if she were struggling to crush down some feeling, but the feeling, whatever it was, would not be crushed down; it rose up and asserted itself by causing Loo to burst into a passionate flood of tears, throw her arms round her fathers neck, and hold him tight there while she kissed his cheek all over.

Tut, tut, child! exclaimed Mr Auberly, endeavouring to re-arrange the stiff collar and cravat, which had been sadly disordered; you must really try to get over these  there, dont be cast down, he added, in a kinder tone, patting Loos head. Good-night, dear; run away to bed now, and be a good girl.

Loo smiled faintly through her tears as she looked up at her father, who had again become upright, said Good-night, and ran from the room with a degree of energy that might have been the result of exuberant spirits, though possibly it was caused by some other feeling.

Mr Auberly sat for some time, dividing his attentions pretty equally between the paper, the fire, and the coffee, until he recollected having received a letter that day which he had forgotten to answer, whereupon he rose and sat down before his writing-table to reply.

The letter was from a poor widow, a sister-in-law of his own, who had disgraced herself for ever  at least in Mr Auberlys eyes  by having married a waterman. Mr Auberly shut his eyes obstinately to the fact that the said waterman had, by the sheer force of intelligence, good conduct, courage, and perseverance, raised himself to the command of an East Indiaman. It is astonishing how firmly some people can shut their eyes  sew them up, as it were, and plaster them over  to some things, and how easily they can open them to others! Mr Auberlys eyes were open only to the fact that his sister-in-law had married a waterman, and that that was an unpardonable sin, for which she was for ever banished from the sunshine of his presence.

The widows letter set forth that since her husbands death she had been in somewhat poor circumstances  though not in absolute poverty  for which she expressed herself thankful; that she did not write to ask for money, but that she had a young son  a boy of about twelve  whom she was very anxious to get into a mercantile house of some sort, and, knowing his great influence, etcetera, etcetera, she hoped that, forgetting, if not forgiving, the past, now that her husband was dead, he would kindly do what he could, etcetera, etcetera.

To this Mr Auberly replied that it was impossible to forgive the past, but he would do his best to forget it, and also to procure a situation for her son (though certainly not in his own office), on one consideration, namely, that she, the widow, should forget the past also  including his own, Mr Auberlys, existence (as she had once before promised to do), and that she should never inform her son, or any other member of her family  if there happened to be any others members of it  of the relationship existing between them, nor apply to him by visit or by letter for any further favours. In the event of her agreeing to this arrangement, she might send her son to his residence in Beverly Square, on Thursday next, between eleven and twelve.

Just as he concluded this letter a footman entered softly and laid a three-cornered note on the table.

Stay, Hopkins, I want you, said Mr Auberly, as he opened the note and ran his eye over it.

Hopkins, who was clad in blue velvet and white stockings, stood like a mute beside his masters chair. He was very tall and very thin, and very red in the nose.

Is the young woman waiting, Hopkins?

Yes, sir; shes in the lobby.

Send her up.

In a few seconds Hopkins reopened the door, and looked down with majestic condescension on a smart young girl whom he ushered into the room.

That will do; you may go  stay, post this letter. Come here, young woman.

The young woman, who was evidently a respectable servant-girl, approached with some timidity.

Your name is Matty Merryon, I understand (yes, sir), at least so your late mistress, Miss Tippet, informs me. Pray, what does Matty stand for?

Martha, sir.

Well, Martha, Miss Tippet gives you a very good character  which is well, because I intend you to be servant to my child  her maid; but Miss Tippet qualifies her remarks by saying that you are a little careless in some things. What things are you careless in?

La! sir

You must not say La! my girl, interrupted Mr Auberly with a frown, nor use exclamations of any kind in my presence; what are the some things referred to?

Sure I dont know, sir, said the abashed Matty. I spose theres a-many things I aint very good at; but, please, sir, I dont mean to do nothin wrong, sir, I dont indeed; an Ill try to serve you well, sir, if it wor only to plaaze my missis, as Im leavin against my will, for I love my

There, that will do, said Mr Auberly somewhat sternly, as the girl appeared to be getting excited.

Ring that bell; now, go downstairs and Hopkins will introduce you to my housekeeper, who will explain your duties to you.

Hopkins entered and solemnly marched Martha Merryon to the regions below.

Mr Auberly locked away his papers, pulled out his watch, wound it up, and then, lighting a bedroom candle, proceeded with much gravity upstairs.

He was a very stately-looking man, and strikingly dignified as he walked upstairs to his bedroom  slowly and deliberately, as though he were marching at his own funeral to the tune of something even deader than the Dead March in Saul.

It is almost a violation of propriety to think of Mr Auberly doing such a very undignified thing as going to bed! Yet truth requires us to tell that he did it; that he undressed himself as other mortals do; that he clothed himself in the wonted ghostly garment; and that, when his head was last seen  in the act of closing the curtains around him  there was a conical white cap on it, tied with a string below the chin, and ornamented on the top with a little tassel, which waggled as though it were bidding a triumphant and final adieu to human dignity!

Half an hour later, Mrs Rose, the housekeeper, a matronly, good-looking woman, with very red cheeks, was busy in the study explaining to Matty Merryon her duties. She had already shown her all over the house, and was now at the concluding lesson.

Look here now, Merryon, began the housekeeper.

Oh, please dont call me Merryon  I aint used to it. Call me Matty, do now!

Very well, Matty, continued Mrs Rose, with a smile, Ive no objection; you Irish are a strange race! Now, look here. This is masters study, and mind, hes very partikler, dreadful partikler.

She paused and looked at her pupil, as if desirous of impressing this point deeply on her memory.

He dont like his papers or books touched; not even dusted! So youll be careful not to dust em, nor to touch em even so much as with your little finger, for he likes to find em in the mornin just as he left em at night.

Yes, Mrs Rose, said Matty, who was evidently giving up her whole soul to the instruction that was being imparted.

Now, continued the housekeeper, the arranging of this room will be your last piece of work at night. Youll just come in, rake out the grate, carry off the ashes, lay the noo fire, put the matches handy on the chimney-piece, look round to see that alls right, and then turn off the gas. The master is a early riser, and lights the fire his-self of a mornin.

Yes, m, said Matty, with a courtesy.

Now, go and do it, said Mrs Rose, that I may see you understand it. Begin with the grate an the ashes.

Matty, who was in truth an experienced maid-of-all-work, began with alacrity to discharge the duties of her new station. She carried off the ashes, and returned with the materials for next days fire in a shovel. Here she gave a slight indication of her so-called carelessness (awkwardness would have been more appropriate) by letting two or three pieces of stick and a bit of coal fall on the carpet, in her passage across the room.

Be careful, Matty, said Mrs Rose gently. Its all owin to haste. Take your time, an you wont do such things.

Matty apologised, picked up the materials, and laid the fire. Then she took her apron and approached the writing-table, evidently with the intention of taking the dust off the corners, but not by any means intending to touch the books or papers.

Stop! cried Mrs Rose sternly.

Matty stopped with a guilty look.

Not a touch, said Mrs Rose.

Not even the edges, nor the legs? inquired the pupil.

Neither edges nor legs, said the instructor.

Sure it could do no harm.

Matty, said Mrs Rose solemnly, the great thing that your countrywomen have to learn is obedience.

Thank ee, m, said Matty, who, being overawed by the housekeepers solemnity, felt confused, and was uncertain whether the reference to her countrywomen was complimentary or the reverse.

Now, continued Mrs Rose, the matches.

Matty placed the box of matches on the chimney-piece.

Very well; now youve got to look round to see that alls right.

Matty looked round on the dark portraits that covered the walls (supposed to be ancestors), on the shelves of books, great and small, new and old (supposed to be read); on the vases, statuettes, chairs, tables, desks, curtains, papers, etcetera, etcetera, and, being utterly ignorant of what constituted right and what wrong in reference to such things, finally turned her eyes on Mrs Rose with an innocent smile.

Dont you see that the shutters are neither shut nor barred, Matty?

She had not seen this, but she at once went and closed and barred them, in which operation she learned, first, that the bars refused to receive their respective catches, with unyielding obstinacy for some time; and, second, that they suddenly gave in without rhyme or reason and pinched her fingers severely.

Now then, what next? inquired Mrs Rose.

Put out the gas, suggested Matty.

And leave yourself in the dark, said the housekeeper, in a tone of playful irony.

Ah! sure, didnt I forgit the candle!

In order to rectify this oversight, Matty laid the unlighted candle which she had brought with her to the room on the writing-table, and going to the chimney-piece, returned with the match-box.

Be careful now, Matty, said Mrs Rose earnestly. Theres nothink Ive such a fear of as fire. You cant be too careful.

This remark made Matty, who was of an anxious temperament, extremely nervous. She struck the match hesitatingly, and lighted the candle shakily. Of course it would not light (candles never do on such occasions), and a long red-hot end of burnt wood projected from the point of the match.

Dont let the burnt end drop into the wastepaper basket! exclaimed Mrs Rose, in an unfortunate moment.

Where? exclaimed Matty with a start that sent the red-hot end into the centre of a mass of papers.

There, just at your feet; dont be so nervous, girl! cried Mrs Rose.

Matty, in her anxiety not to drop the match, at once dropped it into the waste-paper basket, which was instantly alight. A stamp of the foot might have extinguished it, but this did not occur to either of the domestics. The housekeeper, who was a courageous woman, seized the basket in both hands and rushed with it to the fireplace, thereby fanning the flame into a blaze and endangering her dress and curls. She succeeded, however, in cramming the basket and its contents into the grate; then the two, with the aid of poker, tongs, and shovel, crushed and beat out the fire.

There! I said youd do it, gasped Mrs Rose, as she flung herself, panting, into Mr Auberlys easy-chair; this comes of bein in a hurry.

I was always unfortnit, sighed Matty, still holding the shovel and keeping her eye on the grate, as if ready to make a furious attack on the smallest spark that should venture to show itself.

Come, now, well go to bed, said Mrs Rose, rising, but first look well round to see that all is safe.

A thorough and most careful investigation was made of the basket, the grate, and the carpet surrounding the fireplace, but nothing beyond the smell of the burnt papers could be discovered, so the instructor and pupil put out the gas, shut the door, and retired to the servants-hall, where Hopkins, the cook, the housemaid, and a small maid-of-all-work awaited their arrival  supper being already on the table.

Here Mrs Rose entertained the company with a graphic  not to say exaggerated  account of the small fire in the study, and wound up with an eloquent appeal to all to beware of fire, and an assurance that there was nothing on the face of the whole earth that she had a greater horror of.

Meanwhile the little spark among the papers  forgotten in the excitement of the succeeding blaze of the waste-paper basket  continued to do its slow but certain work. Having fallen on the cloth between two bundles, it smouldered until it reached a cotton pen-wiper, which received it rather greedily in its embrace. This pen-wiper lay in contact with some old letters which were dry and tindery in their nature, and, being piled closely together in a heap, afforded enlarged accommodation, for the spark, which in about half an hour became quite worthy of being termed a swell.

After that things went on like like a house on fire  if we may venture to use that too often misapplied expression, in reference to the elegant mansion in Beverly Square on that raw November night.




Chapter Two.

Another Little Spark.

Whistling is a fine, free, manly description of music, which costs little and expresses much.

In all its phases, whistling is an interesting subject of study; whether we regard its aptitude for expressing personal independence, recklessness, and jollity; its antiquity  having begun no doubt with Adam  or its modes of production; as, when created grandly by the whistling gale, or exasperatingly by the locomotive, or gushingly by the lark, or sweetly by the little birds that warble in the flowering thorn.

The peculiar phase of this time-honoured music to which we wish to draw the readers attention at present, is that which was exemplified one November night (the same November night of which mention has been made in the previous chapter) by a small boy who, in his progress through the streets of London, was arrested suddenly under the shadow of St. Pauls by the bright glare and the tempting fare of a pastry-cooks window.

Being hungry, the small boy, thrusting his cold hands deep into his empty trouser-pockets, turned his fat little face and round blue eyes full on the window, and stared at the tarts and pies like a famishing owl. Being poor  so poor that he possessed not the smallest coin of the realm  he stared in vain; and, being light of heart as well as stout of limb, he relieved his feelings by whistling at the food with inexpressible energy.

The air selected by the young musician was Jim Crow  a sable melody high in public favour at that time  the familiar strains of which he delivered with shrill and tuneful precision, which intensified as he continued to gaze, until they rose above the din of cabs, vans, and busses; above the house-tops, above the walls of the great cathedral, and finally awakened the echoes of its roof, which, coming out, from the crevices and cornices where they usually slept, went dancing upwards on the dome, and played around the golden cross that glimmered like a ghost in the dark wintry sky.

The music also awakened the interest of a tall policeman whose beat that night chanced to be St. Pauls Churchyard. That sedate guardian of the night, observing that the small boy slightly impeded the thoroughfare, sauntered up to him, and just as he reached that point in the chorus where Mr Crow is supposed to wheel and turn himself about, spun him round and gave him a gentle rap on the head with his knuckles, at the same time advising him to move on.

Oh! exclaimed the small boy, looking up with an expression of deep concern on his countenance, as he backed off the pavement, I hope I didnt hurt you, bobby; I really didnt mean to; but accidents will happen, you know, an if you wont keep your knuckles out of a fellers way, why

Come, muttered the policeman, shut up your potato-trap for fear you catch cold. Your mother wants you; shes got some pap ready for you.

Ha! exclaimed the small boy, with his head a little on one side, as though he were critically inspecting the portrait of some curious animal, a prophet it is  a blue-coated prophet in brass buttons, all but choked with a leather stock  if not conceit. A horacle, six fut two in its stockins. I say, bobby, whoever brought you up carried you up much too high, both in body and notions. Wot wouldnt they give for im in the Guards, or the hoss-marines, if he was only eight inches wider across the shoulders!

Seeing that the policeman passed slowly and gravely on without condescending to take further notice of him, the small boy bade him an affectionate farewell; said that he would not forget to mention him favourably at head-quarters, and then continued his progress through the crowded streets at a smart pace, whistling Jim Crow at the top of his shrill pipe.

The small boy had a long walk before him; but neither his limbs, spirits, nor lips grew weary by the way. Indeed, his energies seemed to increase with every step, if one might judge from the easy swagger of his gait, and the various little touches of pleasantry in which he indulged from time to time; such as pulling the caps over the eyes of boys smaller than himself, winking at those who were bigger, uttering Indian war-whoops down alleys and lanes that looked as if they could echo, and chaffing all who appeared to be worthy of his attentions. Those eccentricities of humour, however, did not divert his active mind from the frequent and earnest study of the industrial arts, as these were exhibited and exemplified in shop-windows.

Jolly stuff that, aint it? observed another small boy, in a coat much too long for him, as they met and stopped in front of a chocolate-shop at the top of Holborn Hill, where a steam-engine was perpetually grinding up such quantities of rich brown chocolate, that it seemed quite unreasonable, selfish, and dog-in-the-manger-ish of the young man behind the counter to stand there, and neither eat it himself, nor let anyone else touch it.

Yes, its very jolly stuff, replied the first small boy, regarding his questioner sternly. I know youd like some, wouldnt you? Go in now an buy two penorth, and Ill buy the half from you wen you come out.

Walker! replied the boy in the long coat.

Just so; and Id advise you to become a walker too, retorted the other; run away now, your masters bin askin after you for half an hour, I know, and more.

Without waiting for a reply, the small boy (our small boy) swaggered away whistling louder than ever.

Passing along Holborn, he continued his way into Oxford Street, where the print-shop windows proved irresistibly attractive. They seemed also to have the effect of stimulating his intellectual and conceptive faculties, insomuch that he struck out several new, and, to himself, highly entertaining pieces of pleasantry, one of which consisted of asking a taciturn cabman, in the meekest of voices:

Please, sir, you couldnt tell me wots oclock, could you?

The cabman observed a twinkle in the boys eye; saw through him; in a metaphorical sense, and treated him with silent contempt.

Oh, I beg pardon, sir, continued the small boy, in the same meek tone, as he turned to move humbly away; I forgot to remember that cabbies dont carry no watches, no, nor change neither, theyre much too wide awake for that!

A sudden motion of the taciturn cabman caused the small boy to dart suddenly to the other side of the crowded street, where he resumed his easy independent air, and his interrupted tune.

Can you direct me to Nottin Hill Gate, missus? he inquired of an applewoman, on reaching the neighbourhood of Tottenham Court Road.

Straight on as you go, boy, answered the woman, who was busying herself about her stall.

Very good indeed, said the small boy, with a patronising air; quite correctly answered. Youve learnt geography, I see.

What say? inquired the woman, who was apparently a little deaf.

I was askin the price o your oranges, missus.

One penny apiece, said the woman, taking up one.

They aint biled to make em puff out, are they?

To this the woman vouchsafed no reply.

Come, missus, dont be cross; wots the price o yer apples now?

Dyou want one? asked the woman testily.

Of course I does.

Well, then, theyre two a penny.

Two a penny! cried the small boy, with a look of surprise; why, Id a said they was a penny apiece. Good evenin, missus; I never buys cheap fruit  cheap and nasty  no, no; good evenin.

It seemed as if the current of the small boys thoughts had been diverted by this conversation, for he walked for some time with his eyes cast on the ground, and without whistling, but whatever the feelings were that might have been working in his mind, they were speedily put to flight by a facetious butcher, who pulled his hat over his eyes as he passed him.

Now then, pig-sticker, what dye mean by that? he shouted, but as the butcher walked on without deigning to reply, he let off his indignation by yelling in at the open door of a tobacco-shop and making off at a brisk run.

From this point in his progress, he became still more hilarious and daring in his freaks, and turned aside once or twice into narrow streets, where sounds of shouting or of music promised him fresh excitement.

On turning the corner of one of those streets, he passed a wide doorway, by the side of which was a knob with the word FIRE in conspicuous letters above it, and the word BELL below it. The small boy paused, caught his breath as if a sudden thought had struck him, and glanced round. The street was comparatively quiet; his heart beat high; he seized the bell with both hands, pulled it full out, and bolted!

Now it chanced that one of the firemen of the station happened to be standing close to the door, inside, at the time. He, guessing the meaning of the ring at once, darted out and gave chase.

The small boy fled on the wings of terror, with his blue eyes starting from their sockets. The fireman was tall and heavy, but he was also strong and in his prime, so that a short run brought him up with the fugitive, whom he seized with a grip of iron.

Now, then, young bottle-imp, what did you mean by that?

Oh! please, sir, gasped the small boy, with a beseeching look, I couldnt help it.

There was such a tone of truthfulness in this couldnt that it tickled the fireman. His mouth relaxed in a quiet smile, and, releasing his intended victim, he returned to the station, while the small boy darted away in the direction of Oxford Street.

He had scarcely reached the end of the street, however, when a man turned the corner at full speed and ran him down  ran him down so completely that he sent him head-over-heels into the kennel, and, passing on, darted at the fire-bell of the station, which he began to pull violently.

The man was tall and dishevelled, partially clad in blue velvet, with stockings which had once been white, but were now covered from garter to toe with mud. One shoe clung to his left foot, the other was fixed by the heel in a grating over a cellar-window in Tottenham Court Road. Without hat or coat, with his shirt-sleeves torn by those unfortunates into whose arms he had wildly rushed, with his hair streaming backwards, his eyes blood-shot, his face pale as marble, and perspiration running down his cheeks, not even his own most intimate friends would have recognised Hopkins  the staid, softspoken, polite, and gentle Hopkins  had they seen him that night pulling like a maniac at the fire-bell.

And, without doubt, Hopkins was a maniac that night  at least he was afflicted with temporary insanity!




Chapter Three.

Fire!!!

Hallo, thatll do, man! cried the same stalwart fireman who had seized the small boy, stepping out and laying his hand on Hopkinss shoulder, whereabouts is it?

Hopkins heard him not. One idea had burnt itself into the poor mans brain, and that was the duty that lay on him to ring the alarm-bell! Seeing this, the fireman seized him, and dragged him forcibly  almost lifted him  into the station, round the door of which an eager crowd had already begun to collect.

Calm yourself, said the stalwart fireman quietly, as he thrust Hopkins down into a chair. Consider now. Youll make us too late if you dont speak. Where is it?

BBFire! yelled Hopkins, gasping, and glaring round him on the men, who were quietly putting on their helmets.

Hopkins suddenly burst from the grasp of his captor, and, rushing out, seized the bell-handle, which he began to pull more furiously than ever.

Get her out, Jim, said the fireman in a low tone to one of his comrades (her being the engine); at the same time he went to the door, and again seizing Hopkins, brought him back and forced him into a chair, while he said firmly:

Now, then, out with it, man; wheres the fire?

Yes, yes, screamed Hopkins, fire! fire thats it! B! BBeverly!  blazes!  square!  number  Fire!

Thatll do, said the fireman, at once releasing the temporary maniac, and going to a book where he calmly made an entry of the name of the square, the hour of the night, and the nature of the call. Two lines sufficed. Then he rose, put on his helmet, and thrust a small hatchet into his belt, just as the engine was dragged to the door of the station.

There was something absolutely magnificent in this scene which no pen can describe, because more than half its force was conveyed only by the eye and the ear. The strong contrast between human excitement and madness coupled with imbecility, and human calmness and self-possession coupled with vigorous promptitude, was perfect.

Just before poor Hopkins rang his first note of alarm the station had been wrapt in profound silence  the small boys interruption having been but a momentary affair. George Dale, the fireman in charge, was seated at a desk in the watch-room (known among firemen as the lobby), making an entry in a diary. All the other men  about thirteen in number  had gone to their respective homes and beds in the immediate neighbourhood, with the exception of the two whose turn it was to remain on duty all night. These two (named Baxmore and Corney), with their coats, belts, boots, and caps on, had just lain down on two low tressel couches, and were courting sleep. The helmets of their comrades hung on the walls round the room, with belts and hatchets underneath them. Several pairs of boots also graced the walls, and a small clock, whose gentle tick was the only sound that broke the silence of the night. In an outer room the dim form of a spare engine could be seen through the doorway.

The instant that the bell rang, however, this state of quietude was put to flight. The two men rose from their couches, and Dale stepped to the door. There was no starting up, no haste in their movements, yet there was prompt rapidity. The men, having been sailors, had been trained in the midst of alarms. The questions which were put to Hopkins, as above described, were rapidly uttered. Before they were answered the two men were ready, and at Dales order, Get her out! they both vanished.

One ran round the corner to the engine-house and knocked up the driver in passing. The other ran from door to door of the firemens abodes, which were close at hand, and with a loud double-ring summoned the sleepers. Before he got back to help the first with the engine, one and another and another door opened, and a man darted out, buttoning braces or coat as he ran. Each went into the station, seized his helmet, belt, and axe, from his own peg, and in another moment all were armed cap-à-pie. At the same instant that the engine appeared at the door a pair of horses were trotted up. Two men held them; two others fastened the traces; the driver sprang to his seat; the others leaped to their respective places. Each knew what to do, and did it at once. There was no hurry, no loss of time, no excitement; some of the men, even while acting with the utmost vigour and promptitude, were yawning away their drowsiness; and in less than ten minutes from the moment the bell first rang the whip cracked and the fire-engine dashed away from the station amid the cheers of the crowd.

It may be as well to remark here in passing, that the London Fire Brigade had, at the time of which we write, reached a high state of efficiency, although it could not stand comparison with the perfection of system and unity of plan which mark the organisation and conduct of the Brigade of the present day.

Mr Braidwood, the able Superintendent, had for many years been training his men on a system, the original of which he had begun and proved in Edinburgh. Modifying his system to suit the peculiarities of the larger field to which he had been translated, he had brought the Fire Engine Establishment, (which belonged at that time to several insurance companies) to a state of efficiency which rendered it a model and a training-school for the rest of the world; and although he had not the advantage of the telegraph or the powerful aid of the land steam fire-engine of the present day, he had men of the same metal as those which compose the force now.

The Metropolitan Fire Brigade, as it then existed under the control of the Metropolitan Board of Works, had been carried by its chief, Captain Eyre Massey Shaw, to a condition of efficiency little if at all short of perfection, its only fault being (if we may humbly venture a remark) that it was too small both in numbers of engines and men.

Now, good reader, if you have never seen a London fire-engine go to a fire, you have no conception of what it is; and even if you have seen it, but have not gone with it, still you have no idea of what it is.

To those accustomed to it, no doubt, it may be tame enough  we cannot tell; but to those who mount an engine for the first time and drive through the crowded thoroughfares of London at a wild tearing gallop, it is probably the most exciting drive conceivable. It beats steeple-chasing. It feels like driving to destruction  so wild and so reckless is it. And yet it is not reckless in the strict sense of that word; for there is a stern need-be in the case. Every moment (not to mention minutes or hours) is of the utmost importance in the progress of a fire. Fire smoulders and creeps at first, it may be, but when it has got the mastery, and bursts into flames, it flashes to its work and completes it quickly. At such times, one moment of time lost may involve thousands of pounds  ay, and many human lives! This is well known to those whose profession it is to fight the flames. Hence the union of apparent mad desperation, with cool, quiet self-possession in their proceedings. When firemen can work in silence they do so. No unnecessary word is uttered, no voice is needlessly raised. Like the movements of some beautiful steam-engine, which, with oiled pistons, cranks, and levers, does its unobtrusive work in its own little chamber in comparative stillness, yet with a power that would tear and rend to pieces buildings and machinery, so the firemen sometimes bend to their work quietly, though with mind and muscles strung to the utmost point of tension. At other times, like the roaring locomotive crashing through a tunnel or past a station, their course is a tumultuous rush, amid a storm of shouting and gesticulation.

So was it on the present occasion. Had the fire been distant, they would have had to commence their gallop somewhat leisurely, for fear of breaking down the horses; but it was not far off  not much more than a couple of miles  so they dashed round the corner of their own street at a brisk trot, and swept into Oxford Street. Here they broke into a gallop, and here the noise of their progress began, for the great thoroughfare was crowded with vehicles and pedestrians, many of whom were retiring from the theatres and music-halls, and other places of entertainment.

To pass through such a crowd without coming into collision with anything required not only the most dexterous driving, but rendered it necessary that some of the men on the engine should stand up and shout, or rather roar incessantly, as they whirled along, clearing everything out of their way, and narrowly escaping innumerable crashes by a mere hairbreadth.

The men, as we said before, having been sailors, seemed to shout with the memory of the boatswain strong upon them, for their tones were pitched in the deepest and gruffest bass-key. Sometimes there was a lull for a moment, as a comparatively clear space of a hundred yards or so lay before them; then their voices rose like the roaring of the gale as a stupid or deaf cabman got in their way, or a plethoric bus threatened to interrupt their furious passage.

The cross streets were the points where the chief difficulties met them. There the cab and van drivers turned into or crossed the great thoroughfare, all ignorant of the thunderbolt that was rushing on like a fiery meteor, with its lamps casting a glare of light before, and the helmets of its stern charioteers flashing back the rays of street-lamps and windows; for, late though the hour was, all the gin-palaces, and tobacconists shops, and many of the restaurants were still open and brightly illuminated.

At the corner of Wells Street, the crowd of cabs and other vehicles was so great that the driver of the engine began to tighten his reins, and Jim Baxmore and Joe Corney raised their voices to a fierce shout. Cabs, busses, and pedestrians scattered right and left in a marvellous manner; the driver slackened his reins, cracked his whip, and the horses stretched out again.

In passing Berners Street, a hansom cab swept round the corner, its dashing driver smoking a cigar in sublime self-satisfaction, and looking carelessly right and left for a fare. This exquisite almost ran into the engine! There was a terrific howl from all the firemen; the cabby turned his smart horse with a bound to one side, and lost his cigar in the act  in reference to which misfortune he was heartily congratulated by a small member of the Shoe-black Brigade,  while the engine went steadily and sternly on its way.

There, it shows a light, observed one of the firemen to Dale, as he pointed to a luminous appearance in the sky away to the north-east.

Dale was already looking in that direction, and made no reply.

As they reached Tottenham Court Road the driver again checked the pace a little; yet even at the reduced speed they passed everything like a whirlwind. The traffic here was so great that it behoved them to be more cautious. Of course, the more need that there was for caution, the more necessity was there for shouting; and the duty of Baxmore and Corney  standing as they did in front of their comrades beside the driver  became severe, but they had good lungs both of them!

At the point where Tottenham Court Road cuts Oxford Street, the accumulation of vehicles of all sorts, from a hand-barrow to a furniture-van, is usually very great. To one unaccustomed to the powers of London drivers, it would have seemed nothing short of madness to drive full tilt into the mass that blocked the streets at this point. But the firemen did it. They reined up a little, it is true, just as a hunter does in gathering his horse together for a rush at a stone wall, but there was nothing like an approach to stopping.

Hi! Hi!! Hi!!! roared the firemen, Baxmore and Corney high above the rest. A bus lumbered to the left just in time; a hansom sprang to the right, not a moment too soon; a luggage-van bolted into Crown Street; the pedestrians scattered right and left, and the way was clear  no, not quite clear! The engine had to turn at a right angle here into Tottenham Court Road. Round it went on the two off-wheels, and came full swing on a market-gardener and a hot-coffee woman, who were wheeling their respective barrows leisurely side by side, and chatting as they went.

The roar that burst from the firemen was terrific. The driver attempted both to pull up and to turn aside. The market-gardener dropt his barrow and fled. The hot-coffee woman, being of a resolute nature, thrust her barrow by main force on the footpath, and so saved her goods and herself by a hairbreadth, while the barrow of her friend was knocked in pieces. But the effort of the engine-driver to avoid this had well-nigh resulted in serious consequences. In endeavouring to clear the market-gardener he drew so near to the footpath that in another moment a lamp-post would have been carried away, and the wheels of the engine, in all probability, knocked off, had not Joe Corney observed the danger.

With a truly Irish yell Joe seized the rein next him, and pulled the horses round almost at a right angle. The nave of the hind-wheel just shaved the post as it flew by. The whole thing passed so swiftly that before the market-gardener recovered from his consternation the engine was only discernible in the distance by the sparks that flew from its wheels as it held on in its furious way.

All along its course a momentary disturbance of London equanimity was created. Families not yet abed rushed to their front windows, and, looking out, exclaimed, Ha! the firemen. Tipplers in gin-palaces ran to the doors and said, There they go, Thats your sort, Hurrah, my hearties! or, Go it, ye cripples! according to the different stages of inebriation at which they had arrived; and belated men of business stopped to gaze, and then resumed their way with thoughts and speculations on fire and fire insurance, more or less deep and serious according to temperament. But the disturbance was only temporary. The families retired to their suppers or beds, the tipplers returned to their tipple, the belated speculators to their dreams, and in a few minutes (no doubt) forgot what they had seen, and forgot; perchance, that they had any personal interest in fire raising, or fire extinction, or fire prevention, or fire in any dangerous shape or form whatever, or indulged in the comforting belief, mayhap, that whatever disasters might attend the rest of the London community, they and their houses being endued with the properties of the salamander, nothing in the shape of fire might, could, would, or should kindle upon them. So true is it that, all men think all men mortal but themselves!

Do you doubt this, reader? If so, go poll your acquaintance, and tell us how many of them have got rope-ladders, or even ropes, to escape from their houses should they take fire; how many of them have got hand-pumps, or even buckets, placed so as to be handy in case of fire; and how many of them have got their houses and furniture insured against fire.

Meanwhile, the fire-engine held on its way, until it turned into Beverly Square, and pulled short up in front of the blazing mansion of James Auberly, Esquire.

Another engine was already at work there. It had come from a nearer station, of the existence of which Hopkins had been ignorant when he set out on his wild race for help. The men of this engine were already doing their work quietly, but with perceptible effect, pouring incessant streams of water in at the blazing windows, and watching for the slightest lull in the ferocity of the smoke and flame to attack the enemy at closer quarters.




Chapter Four.

A Fierce Fight With The Flames.

When the small boy  whose name, it may be as well to mention, was William (alias Willie) Willders  saw the fire-engine start, as has been already described, his whole soul yearned to follow it, for, in the course of his short life, he had never succeeded in being at the beginning of a fire, although he had often been at the middle and end of one  not a very difficult thing in London, by the way, seeing that there are, on the average, between four and five fires every twenty-four hours!

Willie Willders was of an enquiring disposition. He wanted to know how things were managed at a fire, from the beginning to the end, and he found that the course of true inquiry, like another course we wot of, never did run smooth.

Poor Willies heart was with that engine, but his legs were not. They did their best, but they failed, strong and active though they were, to keep up with the horses. So Willie heaved a bursting sigh and slackened his speed  as he had often done before in similar circumstances  resolving to keep it in sight as long as he could, and trust to his eyesight and to the flames showing a light for the rest.

Just as he came to this magnanimous resolve, a strapping young gentleman called a passing cab, leaped in, ordered the driver to follow the engine, and offered double fare if he should keep it in view up to the fire.

Willie, being sharp as a needle, at once stepped forward and made as though he would open the door for the gentleman. The youth was already in and the door shut, but he smiled as he shouted to the driver, All right! and tossed a copper to Willie, with the remark, There, you scamp! The copper fell in the mud, and there Willie left it, as he doubled nimbly behind the vehicle, and laid hold of it.

The cabman did his best to earn his double fare, and thus it came to pass that Willie was in time to see the firemen commencing work.

As the young man leaped from the cab he uttered a cry of surprise and alarm, and rushed towards the crowd of firemen nearest to the burning house without paying his fare. Willie was a little astonished at this, but losing sight of the youth in the crowd, and seeing nothing more of him at that time, he became engrossed in other matters.

There were so many men on the ground, however  for just then a third engine dashed up to the scene of conflagration  that it was difficult for the excited boy to appreciate fully what he saw. He got as close to the engine, however, as the policemen would allow him, and observed that a fire-plug had been already opened, and over it had been placed a canvas cistern of about a yard long by eighteen inches broad, stretched on an iron frame. The cistern was filled with water to overflowing, and the first engine had placed its suction-pipe in it, while from the front of the engine extended the leathern hose that conveyed the water to the burning house.

Willie was deeply interested in this, and was endeavouring to solve certain knotty points in his own mind, when they were suddenly solved for him by a communicative dustman who stood in the crowd close by, and thus expounded the matter to his inquisitive son.

You see, Tommy, the use o the cistern is hobvious. See, heres ow it lies. If an ingin comes up an screwges its suction on to the plug, all the other ingins as comes after it has to stan by an do nuffin. But by puttin the cistern over the plug an lettin it fill, another ingin or mabbe two more, can ram in its suction and drink away till its fit to burst, dye see.

Willie drank in the information with avidity, and then turned his attention to the front of the engine, to which several lengths of hose, each forty feet long, had been attached. Baxmore and Corney were at the extreme end, screwing on the branch or nozzle by which the stream of water is directed, and Dale was tumbling a half-drunk and riotous navvy head-over-heels into the crowd, in order to convince him that his services to pump were not wanted  a sufficient number having been procured. A couple of policemen walked this navvy quietly from the scene, as Dale called out:

Down with her, boys!

Pump away, lads! said one of the firemen, interpreting.

The volunteers bent their backs, and the white clouds of steam that issued from the burning house showed that the second engine was doing its work well.

Immediately after, Dale and his men, with the exception of those required to attend the engine and the branch, were ordered to get out the ladders.

He who gave this order was a tall, sinewy man, middle-aged apparently, and of grave demeanour. His dress was similar to that of the other firemen, but there was an air of quiet unobtrusive authority about him, which showed that he was a leader.

We might get on the roof now, Mr Braidwood, suggested Dale, touching his helmet as he addressed the well-known chief of the London Fire-Engine Establishment.

Not yet, Dale, not yet, said Braidwood; get inside and see if you can touch the fire through the drawing-room floor. Its just fallen in.

Dale and his men at once entered the front door of the building, dragging the branch and hose along with them, and were lost in smoke.

Previous to the arrival of the fire-engines, however, a scene had been enacted which Willie Willders had not witnessed. A fire-escape was first to reach the burning house. This was then, and still is, usually the case, owing to the fact that escapes are far more numerous in London than engines, so that the former, being always close at hand, often accomplish their great work of saving life before the engines make their appearance.

The escape in the immediate neighbourhood of Beverly Square was under the charge of Conductor Samuel Forest, a man who, although young, had already saved many lives, in the service of the Society for the Protection of Life from Fire.

When Forest reached the field of action, Mr James Auberly was seen at an upper window in a state of undignified dishabille, shouting for help, and half suffocated with smoke, with Mrs Rose hanging round his neck on one side and Matty Merryon at the other. Poor Auberly, having tried the staircase on the first alarm, was driven back by smoke, and rushed wildly to the window, where the two domestics, descending in terror from their attic, clung to him and rendered him powerless.

Forest at once pitched his escape  which was just a huge scientifically-constructed ladder, set on wheels. The head of it reached to the windows of the second floor. By pulling a rope attached to a lever, he raised a second ladder of smaller size, which was fitted to the head of the large one. The top of this second ladder was nearly sixty feet from the ground, and it reached the window at which Mr Auberly was still shouting. Forest at once sprang up.

Leave me; save the women, gasped Auberly, as a man entered the room, but the dense smoke overpowered him as he spoke, and he fell forward. The women also sank to the ground.

Forest instantly seized Mrs Rose in his powerful arms, and hurrying down the ladder to the top of the escape, put her into the canvas trough or sack which was suspended below the ladder all the way. Down this she slid somewhat violently but safely to the ground, while Forest ran up again and rescued Matty in the same way. Mr Auberly was more difficult to manage, being a heavy man, and his rescuer was almost overpowered by the thick smoke in the midst of which all this was done. He succeeded, however, but fainted on reaching the ground.

It was at this point that the first engine arrived, and only a few minutes elapsed when the second made its appearance, followed by the cab from which the young man leapt with the exclamation of surprise and alarm that had astonished Willie Willders.

Pushing his way to the place where Mr Auberly and the others lay, the youth fell on his knees. My father! he exclaimed wildly.

Hes all right, lad, said Mr Braidwood, coming up at that moment, and laying his hand kindly on the youths shoulder; hes only choked with smoke, and will be better in a minute. Any more in the house? he added quickly.

Young Auberly leaped up with a shout.

My sister! is she not saved? Are all here?

He waited not for a reply, but in another moment was on the fire-escape.

After him, two of you, said Braidwood, turning to his men.

Two at once obeyed. In fact, they had leaped forward almost before the brief command was uttered. One of these firemen was conspicuous for his height and strength. He was first up the ladder. Close upon him followed Baxmore with a lantern.

Nothing but smoke had yet reached the room into which young Auberly entered, so that he instantly found himself in impenetrable darkness, and was almost choked as well as blinded.

Have a care, Frank; the floor must be about gone by this time, said Baxmore, as he ran after his tall comrade.

The man whom he called Frank knew this. He also knew that it was not likely any one had been left in the room from which the master of the house had been rescued, and he thought it probable that his daughter would occupy a room on the same floor with her father. Acting on this supposition, and taking for granted that the room they were about to enter was Mr Auberlys bedroom, the tall fireman dashed at once through the smoke, and tumbled over the prostrate form of young Auberly.

Look after him, Baxmore, he gasped, as he seized the lamp from his comrades hand, and darted across the room and out into the passage, where he went crash against a door and burst it open. Here the smoke was not so dense, so that he could breathe, though with difficulty.

One glance showed him where the bed was. He felt it. A female form was lying on it. The light weight and the long hair which swept across his face as he raised it gently but swiftly on his shoulder, told him that it was that of a girl.

At that moment he heard a loud shout from the crowd, which was followed by a crash. Dashing once more across the passage, he saw that a lurid flame was piercing the smoke in the other room. The staircase he knew was impassable; probably gone by that time; but he had not time to think, so he drew the blanket over the girls head and bounded towards the window. There was a feeling of softness under his feet, as if the floor were made of pasteboard. He felt it sinking beneath him. Down it went, just as he laid hold of the head of the fire-escape, from which he hung suspended in the midst of the smoke and sparks that rose from the falling ruin.

Strong though the young fireman was, he could not raise himself by one arm, while the other was twined round Louisa Auberly. At that moment, Baxmore, having carried young Auberly down in safety, again ascended and appeared at the window. He seized Frank by the hair of the head.

Let go my hair, and catch the girl! shouted Frank.

All right, said Baxmore, seizing Loo and lifting her over the window sill.

Frank being thus relieved, swung himself easily on the sill, and grasping Loo once more, descended to the street, where he was met by Mr Auberly, who had recovered from his state of partial suffocation, and who seized his child and hurried with her into a neighbouring house. Thither he was followed by Mrs Rose and Matty, who had also recovered.

During these episodes, the firemen had continued at their work with cool and undistracted attention. And here the value of organisation was strikingly and beautifully brought out; for, while the crowd swayed to and fro, now breathless with anxiety lest the efforts of the bold conductor of the fire-escape should fail; anon wild with excitement and loud in cheers when he succeeded, each fireman paid devoted and exclusive attention to his own prescribed piece of duty, as if nothing else were going on around him, and did it with all his might  well knowing that every other piece of work was done, or point of danger guarded, by a comrade, while the eagle eyes of Mr Braidwood and his not less watchful foremen superintended all, observed and guided, as it were, the field of battle.

And truly, good generalship was required, for the foe was fierce and furious. The devouring element rushed onward like a torrent. The house was large and filled with rich furniture, which was luxurious food for the flames as they swept over the walls, twined round the balustrades, swallowed the paintings, devoured the woodwork, and melted the metal in their dread progress. But the foe that met them was, on this occasion, more than a match for the flames. It was a hand-to-hand encounter. The men followed them foot by foot, inch by inch  sometimes almost singeing their beards or being well-nigh choked and blinded by dense volumes of smoke, but, if driven back, always returning to the charge. The heat at times beat on their helmets so fiercely that they were forced to turn their faces aside and half-turn their backs on the foe, but they always kept their weapons  the branches  to the front, and continued to discharge upon him tons and tons of aqueous artillery.

Get up to the windows now; use the escape, said Mr Braidwood; and as he said this he passed through the doorway of the burning house.

Some of the men rushed up the escape and let down a line, to which one of the branches was made fast.

Avast pumpin, number two! shouted Baxmore from the midst of clouds of smoke that were bursting out from the window.

Number two engine was stopped. Its branch was pulled up and pointed inside straight at the fire; the signal given, Down with number two! and a hiss was followed by volumes of steam.

The work of extinction had at last begun in real earnest. As long as they could only stand in the street and throw water in through the windows at haphazard, they might or might not hit the fire  and at all events they could not attack its strong points; but now, Baxmore at one window, and one of the men of the first engine at another, played point-blank into the flames, and, wherever the water hit, they were extinguished. Presently they got inside and began to be able to see through the smoke; a blue glimmer became visible, the branch was pointed, and it was gone. By this time the second floor had partly given way, and fire was creeping down the rafters to the eaves of the house. Baxmore observed this; and pointed the branch straight up. The fire at that part was put out, and a heavy shower of water fell back on the fireman, drenching him to the skin.

The attack had now become general. The firemen swarmed in at the doors and windows the moment that it was possible for a human being to breathe the smoke and live. One of the engines attached two additional lengths of hose, dragged the branch through the first floor to the back of the house, got upon an outhouse, in at a back window, and attacked the foe in rear. On the roof, Frank and Dale were plying their hatchets, their tall figures sharply defined against the wintry sky, and looking more gigantic than usual. The enemy saved them the trouble of cutting through, however, for it suddenly burst upwards, and part of the roof fell in. It would certainly have taken Frank prisoner had not Dale caught him by the collar, and dragged him out of danger. Instantly a branch was pointed downwards, and the foe was beaten back; from above, below, before, and behind, it was now met with deluges of water, which fell on the shoulders of the men in the lower floor in a continuous hot shower, while they stood ankle-deep in hot water.

In ten minutes after this the fire was effectually subdued, the lower floor having been saved, although its contents were severely damaged by water.

It was only necessary now, that one of the engines should remain for a time, to make good the victory. The others rolled up their hose, and prepared to depart. The King Street engine was the first to quit the field of battle. While the men were getting ready, Mr Auberly, muffled in a long cloak, stepped from the crowd and touched Frank, the tall fireman, on the shoulder.

Sir, said he in a low voice, you saved my child. I would show my sense of gratitude. Will you accept of this purse?

Frank shook his head and a smile played on his smoke-begrimed countenance as he said:

No, Mr Auberly. I am obliged to you, but I cannot accept of it. I do not want it, and besides, the men of the brigade are not allowed to take money.

But you will let me do something for you? urged Mr Auberly. Is there nothing that I can do?

Nothing, sir, said Frank. He paused for a moment, and then resumed Well, there is something that perhaps you could do, sir. I have a little brother out of employment; if you could get him a situation, sir.

I will, said Mr Auberly with emotion. Send him to me on Thursday forenoon. He will find me living next door to my  to my late home. I shall stay with a friend there for some time. Good-night.

Men of King Street engine get up, cried Dale. Stay  what is your name? said Mr Auberly turning round.

But Frank was gone. He had leaped to his place on the engine and was off at a rattling pace through the now silent and deserted streets of the sleeping city.

Although they drove on at great speed there was no shouting now, for neither bus, cab, nor foot-passenger blocked up the way, and the men, begrimed with smoke and charcoal, wet, and weary with two hours of almost uninterrupted labour of a severe as well as dangerous character, sat or stood in their places in perfect silence.

On reaching the fire-station they leaped to the ground, and all went quickly and silently to their neighbouring homes and beds, except the two men on duty. These, changing their coats and boots, lay down on the trestles, and at once fell fast asleep  the engine and horses having been previously housed  and then Dale sat down to make an entry of the event in his day-book.

The whole thing might have been only a vivid dream, so silent was the room and so devoid of any evidence of recent excitement, while the reigning tranquillity was enhanced rather than decreased by the soft breathing of the sleepers, the ticking of the clock, and the scratching of Dales pen as he briefly recorded the facts of the fire that night in Beverly Square.




Chapter Five.

Willie Willders in Difficulties.

During the progress of the fire, small Willie Willders was in a state of the wildest, we might almost say hilarious, excitement; he regarded not the loss of property; the fire never struck him in that light. His little body and big spirit rejoiced in the whole affair as a magnificent display of fireworks and heroism.

When the fire burst through the library windows he shouted; when Sam Forest, the conductor of the fire-escape, saved Mr Auberly and the women, he hurrahed; when the tall fireman and Baxmore rescued Louisa Auberly he cheered and cheered again until his shrill voice rose high above the shouting of the crowd. When the floors gave way he screamed with delight, and when the roof fell in he shrieked with ecstasy.

Sundry and persevering were the efforts he made to break through the police by fair means and foul; but, in his energy, he over-reached himself, for he made himself so conspicuous that the police paid special attention to him, and wherever he appeared he was snubbed and thrust back, so that his great desire to get close to the men while they were at work was frustrated.

Willie had a brother who was a fireman, and he wished earnestly that he might recognise him, if present; but he knew that, being attached to the southern district of the City, he was not likely to be there, and even if he were, the men were all so much alike in their uniform, that it was impossible at a distance to distinguish one from another. True it is that his brother was uncommonly tall, and very strong; but as the London firemen were all picked men, many of them were very tall, and all of them were strong.

Not until the last engine left the ground, did Willie Willders think it advisable to tear himself away, and hasten to his home in Notting Hill, where he found his mother sitting up for him in a state of considerable anxiety. She forebore to question him that night, however.

When Willie appeared next morning  or rather, the same morning, for it was nearly four oclock when he went to bed  he found his mother sitting by the fire knitting a sock.

Mrs Willders was a widow, and was usually to be found seated by the fire, knitting a sock, or darning one, or mending some portion of male attire.

So you were at a fire last night, Willie? said the widow.

Yes, I was, replied the boy, going up to his mother, and giving her what he styled a roystering kiss, which she appeared to like, although she was scarcely able to bear it, being thin and delicately formed, and somewhat weak from bad health.

No lives lost, I hope, Willie?

No; there aint often lives lost when Sam Forest, the fire-escape-man, is there. You know Forest, mother, the man that weve heard so much of? Ah, it was sitch fun! Youve no notion! It would have made you split your sides wi laughin if youd seen Sam come out o the smoke carryin the master o the house on his shoulder in his shirt and drawers, with only one sock on, an his nightcap tied so tight under his chin that they had to cut it off  him in a swound, too, hangin as limp as a dead eel on Sams shoulder, with his head down one side, an his legs down the other. Oh, it was a lark!

The boy recalled the lark to his own mind so vividly, that he had to stop at this point, in order to give vent to an uproarious fit of laughter.

Was Frank there? inquired the widow, when the fit subsided.

Not that I know of, mother; I looked hard for him, but didnt see him. There was lots o men big enough to be him; but I couldnt get near enough to see for the bobbies. I wonder what them bobbies were made for! continued Willie, with a look of indignation, as he seated himself at the table, and began to eat a hearty breakfast; the long lamp-posts! that are always in the way when nobody wants em. I do believe they was invented for nothin else than to aggravate small boys and snub their inquiring minds.

Where was the fire, Willie?

In Beverly Square. I say, mother, if that there grocer dont send us better stuff than this here bacon in future, Ill  Ill have to give him up.

I cant afford to get better, dear, said the widow meekly.

I know that, mother; but he could afford to give better. However, its down now, so it dont much matter.

Did you hear whose house was burned, Willie?

A Mr Oberly, or somethin like that.

Auberly! exclaimed the widow, with a start.

Well, praps it is Auberly; but whichever it is, hes got a pretty kettle o fish to look after this mornin. You seem to have heard of him before, mother?

Yes, Willie, I  I know him a  at least I have met with him often. You see I was better off once, and used to mingle with  but I need not trouble you with that. On the strength of our former acquaintance, I thought I would write and ask him to get you a situation in an office, and I have got a letter from him, just before you came down to breakfast, saying that he will do what he can, and bidding me send you to him between eleven and twelve to-morrow.

Whew! whistled Willie, an he burnt out o house and home, without a coat to his back or a shoe to his foot. It strikes me Ill have to try to get him a situation.

He wont be found at the house, now, I dare say, my son, so well have to wait a little; but the burning of his house and furniture wont affect him much, for hes rich.

Humph! praps not, said Willie; but the burnin of his little girl might have

You said that no lives were lost, cried Mrs Willders, turning pale.

No more there was, mother; but if it hadnt bin for one o the firemen that jumped in at a blazin winder an brought her out through fire an smoke, shed have bin a cinder by this time, an money wouldnt have bought the rich man another daughter, I know.

True, my son, observed Mrs Willders, resting her forehead on her hand; then, as if suddenly recollecting something, she looked up and said, Willie, I want you to go down to the City with these socks to Frank. This is his birthday, and I sat late last night on purpose to get them finished. His station is a long way off, I know, but youve nothing else to do, so

Nothin else to do, mother! exclaimed Willie; with an offended look. Havent I got to converse in a friendly way with all the crossin-sweepers an shoeblacks an stall-women as I go along, an chaff the cabbies, an look in at all the shop-windows, and insult the bobbies? I always insult the bobbies. It does me good. I hurt em, mentally, as much as I can, an Id hurt em bodily if I could. But every dog has his day. When I grow up wont I pitch into em!

He struck the table with his fist, and, shaking back his curly hair, lifted his blue eyes to his mothers face with a stern expression, which gradually relaxed into a smile.

Ah, you neednt grin, mother, an tell me that the policemen are a fine set of men, and quite as brave and useful in their way as the firemen. I know all you respectable sort of people think that; but I dont. Theyre my natural enemies, and I hate em. Come, mother, give me the socks and let me be off.

Soon the vigorous urchin was on his way to the City, whistling, as usual, with all his might. As he passed the corner of the British Museum a hand touched him on the shoulder, and its owner said:

How much are ye paid a week, lad, for kicking up such a row?

Willie looked round, and his eyes encountered the brass buckle of the waist-belt of a tall, strapping fellow in a blue uniform. Glancing upwards, he beheld the handsome countenance of his brother Frank looking down at him with a quiet smile. He wore no helmet, for except when attending a fire the firemen wear a sailor-like blue cloth cap.

Hallo, Blazes! is that you? cried the boy.

Just so, Willie; goin down to Watling Street to attend drill.

Willie (who had styled his brother Blazes ever since he joined the fire brigade) observed that he happened to be going in the same direction to deliver a message from his mother to a relation, which he would not speak about, however, just then, as he wished to tell him of a fire he had been at last night.

A fire, lad; was it a big one?

Ay, that it was; a case o burnin-out almost; and there were lives saved, said the boy with a look of triumph; and thats more than you can say youve seen, though you are a fireman.

Well, you know I have not been long in the brigade, Willie, and as the escapes often do their work before the engines come up, Ive not had much chance yet of seeing lives saved. How was it done?

With glowing eyes and flushed cheeks Willie at once launched out into a vivid description of the scene he had so recently witnessed, and dwelt particularly on the brave deeds of Conductor Forest and the tall fireman. Suddenly he looked up at his brother.

Why, what are you chucklin at, Blazes?

Nothing, lad. Was the fireman very tall?

That he certainly was  uncommon tall.

Something like me? said Frank.

A gleam of intelligence shot across the boys face as he stopped and caught his brother by the sleeve, saying earnestly:

It wasnt you, Frank, was it?

It was, Willie, and right glad am I to have been in such good luck as to save Miss Auberly.

Willie grasped his brothers hand and shook it heartily.

Youre a brick, Blazes, said he, and this is your birthday, an I wish you luck an long life, my boy. Youll do me credit yet, if you go on as youve begun. Now, Ill go right away back an tell mother. Wont she be fit to bust?

But what about your message to the relation in the City? inquired Frank.

That relation is yourself, and heres the message, in the shape of a pair o socks from mother; knitted with her own hands; and, by the way, that reminds me  how came you to be at the fire last night? Its a long way from your station.

Ive been changed recently, said Frank; poor Grove was badly hurt about the loins at a fire in New Bond Street last week, and I have been sent to take his place, so Im at the King Street station now. But I have something more to tell you before you go, lad, so walk with me a bit farther.

Willie consented, and Frank related to him his conversation with Mr Auberly in reference to himself.

I thought of asking leave and running out this afternoon to tell you, so its as well we have met, as it will  Why, what are you chuckling at, Willie?

This question was put in consequence of the boys eyes twinkling and his cheeks reddening with suppressed merriment.

Never mind, Blazes. I havent time to tell you just now. Ill tell you some other time. So old Auberly wants to see me to-morrow forenoon?

Thats what he said to me, returned Frank.

Very good; Ill go. Adoo, Blazes  farewell.

So saying, Willie Willders turned round and went off at a run, chuckling violently. He attempted to whistle once or twice, but his mouth refused to retain the necessary formation, so he contented himself with chuckling instead. And it is worthy of record that that small boy was so much engrossed with his own thoughts on this particular occasion that he did not make one observation, bad, good, or indifferent, to any one during his walk home. He even received a question from a boy smaller than himself as to whether his mother knew he was out, without making any reply, and passed innumerable policemen without even a thought of vengeance!

Let me see, said he, muttering to himself as he paused beside the Marble Arch at Hyde Park, and leaned his head against the railings of that structure; Mr Auberly has been an ordered two boys to be sent to him to-morrow forenoon  ha! he! sk! (the chuckling got the better of him here) very good. An my mother has ordered one o the boys to go, while a tall fireman has ordered the other. Now, the question is, which o the two boys am I  the one or the tother  ha! sk! ho! Well, of course, both o the boys will go; they cant help it, theres no gittin over that; but, then, which of em will git the situation? Theres a scruncher for you, Mr Auberly. Youll have to fill your house with tar an turpentine an set fire to it over again afore youll throw light on that pint. Spose I should go in for both situations! It might be managed. The first boy could take a well-paid situation as a clerk, an the second boy might go in for night-watchman at a bank. (Chuckling again interrupted the flow of thought.) Praps the two situations might be got in the same place o business; that would be handy! Oh! if one o the boys could only be a girl, what a lark that would  sk! ha! ha!

He was interrupted at this point by a shoe-black, who remarked to his companion:

I say, Bob, eres a lark. Eres a feller bin an got out o Bedlam, a larfin at nothink fit to burst hisself!

So Willie resumed his walk with a chuckle that fully confirmed the member of the black brigade in his opinion.

He went home chuckling and went to bed chuckling, without informing his mother of the cause of his mirth. Chuckling he arose on the following morning, and, chuckling still, went at noon to Beverly Square, where he discovered Mr Auberly standing, gaunt and forlorn, in the midst of the ruins of his once elegant mansion.




Chapter Six.

When one is another who is which?

Well, boy, what do you want? Have you anything to say to me?

Mr Auberly turned sharp round on Willie, whose gaze had gone beyond the length of simple curiosity. In fact, he was awe-struck at the sight of such a very tall and very dignified man standing so grimly in the midst of such dreadful devastation.

Please, sir, I was sent to you, sir, by

Oh, youre the boy, the son of  that is to say, you were sent to me by your mother, said Mr Auberly with a frown.

Well, sir, replied Willie, hesitating, I  I  was sent by  by

Ah, I see, interrupted Mr Auberly with a smile that was meant to be gracious, you were sent by a fireman; you are not the  the  I mean youre the other boy.

Poor Willie, being of a powerfully risible nature, found it hard to contain himself on hearing his own words of the previous evening re-echoed thus unexpectedly. His face became red, and he took refuge in blowing his nose, during which process  having observed the smile on Mr Auberlys face  he resolved to be the other boy.

Yes, sir, he said, looking up modestly, I was sent by a fireman; I am the other boy.

Mr Auberly smiled again grimly, and said that the fireman was a brave fellow, and that he had saved his daughters life, and that he was very glad to do anything that lay in his power for him, and that he understood that Willie was the firemans brother; to which the boy replied that he was.

Well, then, come this way, continued Mr Auberly, leading Willie into the library of the adjoining house, which his friend had put at his disposal, and seating himself at a writing-table. You want a situation of some sort  a clerkship, I suppose?

Willie admitted that his ambition soared to that tremendous height.

Let me see, muttered Mr Auberly, taking up a pen and beginning to write; yes, she will be able to help me. What is your name, boy?

Willie, sir.

Just so, William; and your surname  your other name?

Willders, sir.

Mr Auberly started, and looked Willie full in the eyes. Willie, feeling that he was playing a sort of double part without being able to avoid it, grew red in the face.

What did you say, boy?

Willders, replied Willie stoutly.

Then youre not the other boy, said Mr Auberly, laying down his pen, and regarding Willie with a frown.

Please, sir, replied Willie, with a look of meekness which was mingled with a feeling of desperation, for his desire to laugh was strong upon him, please, sir, I dont rightly know which boy I am.

Mr Auberly paused for a moment.

Boy, youre a fool!

Thank ee, sir, said Willie.

This reply went a long way in Mr Auberlys mind to prove the truth of his assertion.

Answer me, boy, said Mr Auberly with an impressive look and tone; were you sent here by a fireman?

Yes, sir, replied Willie.

What is his name?

Same as mine, sir  Willders.

Of course, of course, said Mr Auberly, a little confused at having put such an unnecessary question. Does your mother know youre here?

This brought the slang phrase, Does your mother know youre out? so forcibly to the boys mind, that he felt himself swell internally, and had recourse again to his pocket-handkerchief as a safety-valve.

Yes, sir, said he, on recovering his composure; arter I saw Blazes  Frank, I mean, thats my brother, sir  I goes right away home to bed. I stops with my mother, sir, an she saw me come off here this mornin, sir. She knows I was comin here.

Of course; yes, yes, I see, muttered Mr Auberly, again taking up his pen. I see; yes, yes; same name  strange coincidence, though; but, after all, there are many of that name in London. I suppose the other boy will be here shortly. Very odd, very odd indeed.

Please, sir, observed Willie, in a gentle tone, you said I was the other boy, sir.

Mr Auberly seemed a little annoyed at his muttered words being thus replied to, yet he condescended to explain that there was another boy of the same name whom he expected to see that morning.

Oh, then theres another other boy, sir? said Willie with a look of interest.

Hold your tongue! said Mr Auberly in a sharp voice; youre a fool, and youre much too fond of speaking. I advise you to keep your tongue quieter if you wish to get on in life.

Willie once more sought relief in his pocket-handkerchief, while his patron indited and sealed an epistle, which he addressed to Miss Tippet, Number 6, Poorthing Lane, Beverly Square.

Here, boy, take this to the lady to whom it is addressed  the lane is at the opposite corner of the square  and wait an answer.

Am I to bring the answer back to you, sir? asked Willie with much humility.

No; the answer is for yourself, said Mr Auberly testily; and hark ee, boy, you need not trouble me again. That note will get you all you desire.

Thank you, sir, said Willie, making a bow, and preparing to retire; but please, sir, I dont very well know, that is to say  ahem!

Well, boy? said the patron sternly.

Excuse me, sir; I cant help it, you know; but please, sir, I wish to explain about that other boy  no, thats me, but the other other boy, you know

Begone, boy! cried Mr Auberly in a voice so stern that Willie found himself next moment in the street, along which he ran chuckling worse than ever.

A little reflection might have opened Mr Auberlys eyes to the truth in regard to Willie, but a poor relation was to him a disagreeable subject of contemplation, and he possessed the faculty, in an eminent degree, of dismissing it altogether from his mind. Having care enough on his mind at that time, poor man, he deliberately cast the confusion of the two boys out of his thoughts, and gave himself up to matters more interesting and personal.

We may add here that Mrs Willders was faithful to her promise, and never more addressed her brother-in-law by word or letter. When Willie afterwards told her and Frank of the absurdity of his interview, and of the violent manner in which Mr Auberly had dismissed him when he was going to explain about the other boy, his mother thought it best to let things rest as they stood, yet she often wondered in her own quiet way what Mr Auberly would think of her and of the non-appearance of the other boy; and she felt convinced that if he only put things together he must come to understand that Willie and Frank were her sons. But Mrs Willders did not know of the before-mentioned happy facility which her kinsman possessed of forgetting poor relations; so, after wondering on for a time, she ceased to wonder or to think about it at all.




Chapter Seven.

Thoughts in regard to Men.

Miss Emelina Tippet was a maiden lady of pleasing countenance and exceedingly uncertain age.

She was a poor member of a poor branch of an aristocratic family, and feeling an unconquerable desire to breathe, if not the pure unadulterated atmosphere of Beverly Square, at least as much of it as was compatible with a very moderate income, she rented a small house in a very dark and dismal lane leading out of that great centre of refinement.

It is true that Beverly Square was not exactly the West End, but there are many degrees of West-endiness, so to speak, in the western neighbourhood of London, and this square was, in the opinion of Miss Tippet, the West-endiest place she knew, because there dwelt in it, not only a very genteel and uncommonly rich portion of the community, but several of her own aristocratic, though distant, relations, among whom was Mr Auberly.

The precise distance of the relationship between them had never been defined, and all records bearing on it having been lost in the mists of antiquity, it could not now be ascertained; but Miss Tippet laid claim to the relationship, and as she was an obliging, good-humoured, chatty, and musical lady, Mr Auberly admitted the claim.

Miss Tippets only weakness  for she was indeed a most estimable woman  was a tendency to allow rank and position to weigh too much in her esteem. She had also a sensitive abhorrence of everything low and vulgar, which would have been, of course, a very proper feeling had she not fallen into the mistake of considering humble birth lowness, and want of polish vulgarity  a mistake which is often (sometimes even wilfully) made by persons who consider themselves much wiser than Miss Tippet, but who are not wise enough to see a distinct shade of true vulgarity in their own sentiments.

The dark, dismal lane, named Poorthing Lane, besides forming an asylum for decayed and would-be aristocrats, and a vestibule, as it were, to Beverly Square, was a convenient retreat for sundry green-grocers and public-house keepers and small trades-people, who supplied the densely-peopled surrounding district, and even some of the inhabitants of Beverly Square itself, with the necessaries of life. It was also a thoroughfare for the gay equipages of the square, which passed through it daily on their way to and from the adjoining stables, thereby endangering the lives of precocious babies who could crawl, but could not walk away from home, as well as affording food for criticism and scandal, not to mention the leaving behind of a species of secondhand odour of gentility such as coachmen and footmen can give forth.

Miss Tippets means being small, she rented a proportionately small residence, consisting of two floors, which were the upper portion of a house, whose ground floor was a toy-shop. The owner of the toy-shop, David Boone, was Miss Tippets landlord; but not the owner of the tenement. He rented the whole, and sublet the upper portion. Miss Tippets parlour windows commanded a near view of the lodging opposite, into every corner and crevice of which she could have seen, had not the windows been encrusted with impenetrable dirt. Her own domestic arrangements were concealed from view by small green venetian blinds, which rose from below, and met the large venetians which descended from above. The good ladys bedroom windows in the upper floor commanded a near view  much too near  of a stack of chimneys, between which and another stack, farther over, she had a glimpse of part of the gable end of a house, and the topmost bough of a tree in Beverly Square. It was this prospect into paradise, terrestrially speaking, that influenced Miss Tippet in the choice of her abode.

When William Willders reached the small door of Number 6, Poorthing Lane, and raised his hand to knock, the said door opened as if it had been trained to admit visitors of its own accord, and Miss Matty Merryon issued forth, followed by a bright blue-eyed girl of about twelve years of age.

Well, boy, was ye comin here? inquired Matty, as the lad stepped aside to let them pass.

Yes, I was. Does Miss Tippet live here?

She does, boy, what dye want with her?

I want to see her, young ooman, so youd better cut away up an tell her a genlmn requests a few words private conversation with her.

The little girl laughed at this speech, and Matty, addressing Willie as a dirty spalpeen, said he had better go with her to a shop first, and shed then take him back and introduce him to Miss Tippet.

You see I cant let ye in all be yer lone, cushla; for what would the neighbours say, you know! Im only goin to the toy-shop, an wont kape ye a minit, for Miss Emma dont take long to her bargains.

Willie might probably have demurred to this delay; but on hearing that the blue-eyed girl wanted to make purchases, he at once agreed to the proposal, and followed them into the toy-shop.

David Boone, who stepped out of the back-shop to serve them, was, if we may say so, very unlike his trade. A grave, tall, long-legged, long-nosed, raw-boned, melancholy-looking creature such as he, might have been an undertaker, or a mute, or a sexton, or a policeman, or a horse-guardsman, or even a lawyer; but it was the height of impropriety to have made him a toy-shopman, and whoever did it had no notion whatever of the fitness of things. One could not resist the idea that his clumsy legs would certainly upset the slender wooden toys with which the floor and counters were covered, and his fingers seemed made to break things. The figure of Punch which hung from the ceiling appeared inclined to hit him as he passed to and fro, and the pretty little dolls with the sweet pink faces, and very flaxen hair and cerulean eyes were evidently laughing at him.

Nevertheless, David Boone was a kind-hearted man, very fond of children, and extremely unlike, in some respects, what people imagined him at first sight to be.

Well, Miss Ward, what can I supply you with to-day? said he blandly.

Please, Mr Boone, I want a slate and a piece of slate-pencil. Emma looked up with a sweet smile at the tall shopman, who looked down upon her with grave benignity, as he produced the articles required.

Dyou kape turpentine? said Matty, as they were about to quit the shop.

Boone started, and said almost testily, No, I dont. Why do you ask?

Sure, theres no sin in askin, replied Matty in surprise at the mans changed manner.

Of course  of course not, rejoined Boone with a slight look of confusion, as he made a sudden assault with his pocket-handkerchief on the cat, which was sleeping innocently in the window; git out o that, you brute; youre always agoin in the winder, capsizin things. There! youve been an sat on the face o that ere wax doll till youve amost melted it. Out o that with you! No, Miss Merryon, he added, turning to the girl with his wonted urbanity, I dont keep turpentine, and I was only surprised you should ask for it in a toy-shop; but youll get it of Mr White next door. I dont believe theres anythink in the world as he cant supply to his customers.

David Boone bowed them out, and then re-entered the back-shop, shaking his head slowly from side to side.

I dont like it  I dont even like to think of it, Gorman, he said to a big low-browed man who sat smoking his pipe beside the little fireplace, the fire in which was so small that its smoke scarcely equalled in volume that of the pipe he smoked: No, I dont like it, and I wont do it.

Well, well, you can please yourself, said Gorman, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and placing it in his vest pocket as he rose and buttoned his thick pea-jacket up to the chin; but Ill tell you what it is, if you are a descendant of the hunter of the far west that you boast so much about, its precious little of his pluck that youve got; an so I tell ee to your face, David Boone. All Ive got to say is, that youd better be wise and take my advice, and think better of it.

So saying, Gorman went out, and slammed the door after him.

Meanwhile, Miss Matty Merryon, having purchased a small phial of turpentine, returned to Number 6, and ushered Willie Willders into the presence of her mistress.

Miss Emelina Tippet was neither tall nor stiff, nor angular nor bony; on the contrary, she was little and plump, and not bad-looking. And people often wondered why Miss Tippet was Miss Tippet and was not Mrs Somebody-else. Whatever the reason was, Miss Tippet never divulged it, so we wont speculate about it here.

A note, boy, from Mr Auberly? exclaimed Miss Tippet, with a beaming smile; give it me  thank you.

She opened it and read attentively, while Master Willie glanced round the parlour and took mental notes. Miss Emma Ward sat down on a stool in the window, ostensibly to do sums, but really to draw faces, all of which bore a strong caricatured resemblance to Willie, at whom she glanced slyly over the top of her slate.

Matty remained standing at the door to hear what the note was about. She did not pretend to busy herself about anything. There was no subterfuge in Matty. She had been Miss Tippets confidential servant before entering the service of Mr Auberly, and her extremely short stay in Beverly Square had not altered that condition. She had come to feel that she had a right to know all Miss Tippets affairs, and so waited for information.

Ah! exclaimed Miss Tippet, still reading, yes; get him a situation in your brothers office, (oh, certainly, Ill be sure to get that); he seems smart, I might almost say impu Ahem! Yes, well  .

Boy, said Miss Tippet, turning suddenly to Willie, your name is William Willders, I believe?

Yes, maam.

Well, William, Mr Auberly, my relative, asks me to get you into my brothers  my brothers, whats is name  office. Of course, I shall be happy to try. I am always extremely happy to do anything for  yes, I suppose of course you can write, and, what dye call it  count  you can do arithmetic?

Yes, maam, replied Willie.

And you can spell  eh? I hope you can spell, Edward, a  I mean Thomas  is it, or William?

Miss Tippet looked at Willie so earnestly and put this question in tones so solemn that he was much impressed, and felt as if all his earthly hopes hung on his reply, so he admitted that he could spell.

Good, continued Miss Tippet. You are, I suppose, in rather poor circumstances. Is your father poor?

Hes dead, maam; was drowned.

Oh! shocking, thats very sad. Was your mother drowned, too?

No, maam, shes alive and well  at least shes well for her, but she ant over strong. Thats why I want to get work, that I may help her; and she wants me to be a clerk in a office, but Id rather be a fireman. You couldnt make me a fireman, could you, maam?

At this point Willie caught Miss Ward gazing intently at him over the top of her slate, so he threw her into violent confusion by winking at her.

No, boy, I cant make you a fireman. Strange wish  why dyou want to be one?

Cause its such jolly fun, replied Willie; with real enthusiasm, reglar bangin crashin sort o work  as good as fightin any day! An my brother Franks a fireman. Such a one, too, youve no notion; six fut four he is, an as strong as  oh, why, maam, he could take you up in one hand, maam, an twirl you round his head like an old hat! He was at the fire in Beverly Square last night.

This speech was delivered with such vehemence, contained so many objectionable sentiments, and involved such a dreadful supposition in regard to the treatment of Miss Tippets person, that the worthy lady was shocked beyond all expression. The concluding sentence, however, diverted her thoughts.

Ah! was he indeed at that sad fire, and did he help to put it out?

Sure, an he did more than that, exclaimed Matty, regarding the boy with sudden interest. If that was yer brother that saved Miss Loo hes a raal man

Saved Loo! cried Miss Tippet; was it your brother that saved Loo?

Yes, maam, it was.

Bless him; he is a noble fellow, and I have great pleasure in taking you by the hand for his sake.

Miss Tippet suited the action to the word, and seized Willies hand, which she squeezed warmly. Matty Merryon, with tears in her eyes, embraced him, and said that she only wished she had the chance of embracing his brother, too. Then they all said he must stay to lunch, as it was about lunchtime, and Miss Tippet added that he deserved to have been born in a higher position in life  at least his brother did, which was the same thing, for he was a true whats-is-name, who ought to be crowned with thingumyjigs.

Emma, who had latterly been looking at Willie with deepening respect, immediately crowned him with laurels on the slate, and then Matty rushed away for the lunch-tray  rejoicing in the fire, that had sent her back so soon to the old mistress whom she never wanted to leave; that had afforded scope for the display of such heroism, and had brought about altogether such an agreeable state of unwonted excitation.

Just as the party were on the point of sitting down to luncheon, the street-door knocker was applied to the door with an extremely firm touch.

Miss Deemas! exclaimed Miss Tippet. Oh! Im so glad. Rush, Matty.

Matty rushed, and immediately there was a sound on the wooden passage as of a gentleman with heavy boots. A moment later, and Matty ushered in a very tall, broad-shouldered, strapping lady; if we may venture to use that expression in reference to one of the fair sex.

Miss Deemas was a sort of human eagle. She had an eagle eye, an aquiline nose, an eagle flounce, and an eagle heart. Going up to Miss Tippet, she put a hand on each of her shoulders, and stooping down, pecked her, so to speak, on each cheek.

How are you, my dear? said Miss Deemas, not by any means tenderly; but much in the tone in which one would expect to have ones money or ones life demanded.

Quite well, dear Julia, and so glad to see you. It is so good of you to take me by surprise this way; just at lunch-time, too. Another plate and knife, Matty. This is a little boy  a friend  not exactly a friend, but a  a thingumy, you know.

No, I dont know, Emelina, what is the precise thingumy you refer to this time, said the uncompromising and matter-of-fact Miss Deemas.

Youre so particular, dear Julia, replied Miss Tippet with a little sigh; a whats-is-n, a protégé, you know.

Indeed, said Miss Deemas, regarding Willie with a severe frown, as if in her estimation all protégés were necessarily villains.

Yes, dear Julia, and, would you believe it, that this boys brother-in-law

Brother, maam, interrupted Willie.

Yes, brother, actually saved my darlings life last night, at the  the thing in Beverly Square.

What darlings life, and what thing in Beverly Square? demanded Miss Deemas.

What! have you not heard of the fire last night in Beverly Square  my relative, James Auberly  living there with his family  all burnt to ashes  and my sweet Loo, too? A whats-is-name was brought, and a brave fireman went up it, through fire and water and smoke. Young Auberly went up before him and fell  heat and suffocation  and saved her in his arms, and his name is Frank, and hes this boys brother-in-law!

To this brief summary, given with much excitement, Miss Deemas listened with quiet composure, and then said with grim sarcasm, and very slowly:

Let me see; there was a fire in Beverly Square last night, and James Auberly, living there with his family, were all burned to ashes.

Miss Tippet here interrupted with, No, no; but her stern friend imposing silence, with an eagle look, continued:

All burned to ashes, and also your sweet Loo. A whats-his-name having been brought, a brave fireman goes up it, and apparently never comes down again (burned to ashes also, I fancy); but young Auberly, who went up before him, and fell  heat and suffocation being the result  saved some one named her in his arms; his name being Frank (owing no doubt to his having been re-baptised, for ever since I knew him he has been named Frederick), and he is this boys brother-in-law!

By way of putting an extremely fine point on her sarcasm, Miss Deemas turned to Willie, with a very condescending air, and said:

Pray, when did your sister marry Mr Frederick Auberly?

Willie, with a face of meekness, that can only be likened to that of a young turtle-dove, replied:

Please, maam, it isnt my sister as has married Mr Auberly; but its my brother, Frank Willders, as hopes to marry Miss Loo Auberly, on account o havin saved her life, wen she comes of age, maam.

Miss Deemas stood aghast, or rather sat aghast, on receiving this reply, and scanned Willies face with one of her most eagle glances; but that small piece of impudence wore an expression of weak good-nature, and winked its eyes with the humility of a subdued pup, while Miss Tippet looked half-horrified and half-amused; Matty grinned, and Emma squeaked through her nose.

Boy, said Miss Deemas severely, your looks belie you.

Yes, maam, answered Willie, my mother always said I wasnt half so bad as I looked; and shes aware that Im absent from home.

At this point Willie allowed a gleam of intelligence to shoot across his face, and he winked to Emma, who thereupon went into private convulsions in her handkerchief.

Emelina, said Miss Deemas solemnly, let me warn you against that boy. He is a bad specimen of a bad sex. He is a precocious type of that base, domineering, proud and perfidious creature that calls itself lord of creation, and which, in virtue of its superior physical power, takes up every position in life worth having, (except that of wife and mother, meekly suggested Miss Tippet), worth having (repeated the eagle sternly, as if the position of wife and mother were not worth having), worth having, and leaves nothing for poor weak-bodied, though not weak-minded woman to do, except sew and teach brats. Bah! I hate men, and they hate me, I know it, and I would not have it otherwise. I wish they had never been made. I wish there had been none in the world but women. What a blessed world it would have been then!

Miss Deemas hit the table with her hand, in a masculine manner, so forcibly, that the plates and glasses rattled, then she resumed, for she was now on a favourite theme, and was delivering a lecture to a select audience.

But, mark you, Im not going to be put down by men. I mean to fight em with their own weapons. I mean to

She paused suddenly at this point, and, descending from her platform, advised Miss Tippet to dismiss the boy at once.

Poor Miss Tippet prepared to do so. She was completely under the power of Miss Deemas, whom, strange to say, she loved dearly. She really believed that they agreed with each other on most points, although it was quite evident that they were utterly opposed to each other in everything. Wherein the bond lay no philosopher could discover. Possibly it lay in the fact that they were absolute extremes, and, in verification of the proverb, had met.

Be this as it may, a note was quickly written to her brother, Thomas Tippet, Esquire, which was delivered to Willie, with orders to take it the following evening to London Bridge, in the neighbourhood of which Mr Tippet dwelt and carried on his business.




Chapter Eight.

A Hidden Fire.

In the afternoon of the following day Willie set off to the City in quest of Mr Thomas Tippet. Having to pass the King Street fire station, he resolved to look in on his brother.

The folding-doors of the engine-house were wide open, and the engine itself, clean and business-like, with its brass-work polished bright, stood ready for instant action. Two of the firemen were conversing at the open door, while several others could be seen lounging about inside. In one of the former Willie recognised the strong man who had collared him on a well-remembered occasion.

Please, sir, said Willie, going up to him, is Frank Willders inside?

Why, youngster, said Dale, laying his hand on Willies head, aint you the boy that pulled our bell for a lark the other night?

Yes, sir, I am; but you let me off, you know, so I hope you wont bear me ill-will now.

That depends on how you behave in future, said Dale with a laugh; but what dyou want with Frank Willders?

I want to see him. Hes my brother.

Oh, indeed! Youll find him inside.

Willie entered the place with feelings of interest, for his respect for firemen had increased greatly since he had witnessed their recent doings at the Beverly Square fire.

He found his brother writing at the little desk that stood in the window, while five or six of his comrades were chatting by the fire, and a group in a corner were playing draughts, and spinning yarns of their old experiences. All assisted in loading the air with tobacco-smoke.

The round cloth caps worn by the men gave them a much more sailor-like and much less fireman-like appearance than the helmets, which, with their respective hatchets, hung on the walls, rendering the apartment somewhat like a cavalry guard-room. This change in the head-piece, and the removal of the hatchet, was the only alteration in their costume in what may be styled times of peace. In other respects they were at all times accoutred, and in readiness to commence instant battle with the flames.

Hallo, Blazes! how are ye? said Willie, touching his brother on the shoulder.

That you, Willie? said Frank, without looking up from his work. Where away now?

Come to tell ye theres a fire, said Willie, with a serious look.

Eh? what dye mean? asked Frank, looking at his brother, as if he half believed he was in earnest.

I mean what I say  a fire here, said Willie, solemnly striking his breast with his clenched fist, here in Heart Street, Buzzum Square, ragin like fury, and all the ingins o the fire brigade, includin the float, couldnt put it out, no, nor even so much as squeanch it!

Then its of no use our turning out, I suppose? said Frank with a smile, as he wiped his pen; what set it alight, lad?

A wax doll with flaxen hair and blue eyes, answered Willie; thems the things as has all along done for me. When I was a boy I falled in love with a noo wax doll every other day. Not that I ever owned one myself; I only took a squint at em in toy-shop winders, and they always had flaxen hair and blue peepers. Now that Ive become a man, Ive bin an falled in love with a livin wax doll, an shes got flaxen hair an blue eyes; moreover, she draws.

Draws  boy! what does she draw  corks? inquires Frank.

No! replied Willie, with a look of supreme contempt; nothin so low; she draws faces an pictures like  like  a schoolmaster, and, added Willie, with a sigh, shes bin an drawed all the spirit out o this here buzzum.

She must have left a good lot o combustible matter behind, however, if theres such a fire raging in it. Who may this pretty fire-raiser be?

Her name is Emma Ward, and she blongs to a Miss Tippet, to whom shes related somehow, but I dont know where she got her, nor whos her parents. This same Miss Tippet is some sort of a relation o Mr Auberly, who sent me to her with a note, and she has sent me with another note to her brother near London Bridge, who, I spose, will send me with another note to somebody else, so Im on my way down to see him. I thought Id look in to ask after you in passin, and cheer you on to dooty.

A violent fit of somewhat noisy coughing from one of the men at the fireplace attracted Willies attention at this point in the conversation.

Wot a noisy feller you are, Corney, remarked one of the men.

Faix, retorted Corney, its noisy youd be too av ye had the cowld in yer chist that I have. Sure, if ye had bin out five times in wan night as I wos on Widsenday last, wid the branch to howld in a smoke as ud choke Baxmore hisself (an its well known he can stand amost anything), not to spake o the hose bustin right betune me two feet.

Come, come, Paddy, said Dale, interrupting; dont try to choke us, now; you know very well that one of the fires was only a cut-away affair; two were chimneys, and one was a false alarm.

True for ye! cried Corney, who had a tendency to become irascible in argument, or while defending himself; true for ye, Mister Dale, but they was alarms for all that, false or thrue, was they not now? Anyhow they alarmed me out o me bed five times in a night as cowld as the polar ragions, and the last time was a raale case o two flats burnt out, an four hours work in iced wather.

There was a general laugh at this point, followed by several coughs and sneezes, for the men were all more or less afflicted with colds, owing to the severity of the weather and the frequency of the fires that had occurred at that time.

Theres some of us can sing chorus to Corney, observed one of the group. I never saw such weather; and it seems to me that the worse the weather the more the fires, as if they got em up a purpose to kill us.

Bill Moxey! cried another, youre always givin out some truism with a face like Solomon.

Well, Jack Williams, retorted Moxey, its more than I can say of you, for you never say anything worth listenin to, and you couldnt look like Solomon if you was to try ever so much.  Youre too stoopid for that.

I say, lads, cried Frank Willders, what dye say to send along to the doctor for another bottle o cough mixture, same as the first?

This proposal was received with a general laugh.

Hell not send us more o that tipple, you may depend, said Williams.

No, not av we wos dyin, said Corney, with a grin.

What was it? asked Williams.

Didnt you hear about it? inquired Moxey. Oh, to be sure not; you were in hospital after you got run over by the Baker Street engine. Tell him about it, Corney. It was you that asked the doctor, wasnt it, for another bottle?

Corney was about to speak, when a young fireman entered the room with his helmet hanging on his arm.

Is it go on? he inquired, looking round.

No, its go back, young Rags, replied Baxmore, as he refilled his pipe; it was only a chimney, so youre not wanted.

Can any o you fellers lend me a bit o baccy? asked Rags. Ive forgot to fetch mine.

Here you are, said Dale, offering him a piece of twist.

Hant ye got a bit o hard baccy for the tooth? said Rags.

Will that do? asked Frank Willders, cutting off a piece from a plug of cavendish.

Thankee. Good afternoon.

Young Rags put the quid in his cheek, and went away humming a tune.

In explanation of the above incident, it is necessary to tell the reader that when a fire occurred in any part of London at the time of which we write, the fire-station nearest to it at once sent out its engines and men, and telegraphed to the then head or centre station at Watling Street. London was divided into four districts, each district containing several fire stations, and being presided over by a foreman. From Watling Street the news was telegraphed to the foremens stations, whence it was transmitted to the stations of their respective districts, so that in a few minutes after the breaking out of a fire the fact was known to the firemen all over London.

As we have said, the stations nearest to the scene of conflagration turned out engines and men; but the other stations furnished a man each. Thus machinery was set in motion which moved, as it were, the whole metropolis; and while the engines were going to the fire at full speed, single men were setting out from every point of the compass to walk to it, with their sailors caps on their heads and their helmets on their arms.

And this took place in the case of every alarm of fire, because fire is an element that will not brook delay, and it does not do to wait to ascertain whether it is worth while to turn out such a force of men for it or not.

In order, however, to prevent this unnecessary assembling of men when the fire was found to be trifling, or when, as was sometimes the case, it was a false alarm, the fireman in charge of the engine that arrived first, at once sent a man back to the station with a stop, that is, with an order to telegraph to the central station that the fire turns out to be only a chimney or a false alarm, and that all hands who have started from the distant stations may be stopped. The stop was at once telegraphed to the foremen, from whom it was passed (just as the call had been) to the outlying stations, and this second telegram might arrive within quarter of an hour of the first.

Of course the man from each station had set out before that time, and the stop was too late for him, but it was his duty to call at the various fire stations he happened to pass on the way, where he soon found out whether he was to go on or to go back.

If no telegram had been received, he went on to the fire; sometimes walking four or five miles to it, at not less than four miles an hour. On coming up to the scene of conflagration, he put on his helmet, thrust his cap into the breast of his coat, and reported himself to the chief of the fire brigade (who was usually on the spot), or to the foreman in command, and found, probably, that he had arrived just in time to be of great service in the way of relieving the men who first attacked the flames.

If, on the other hand, he found that the stop had been telegraphed, he turned back before having gone much more than a mile from his own station, and so went quietly home to bed. In the days of which we write the effective and beautiful system of telegraphy which now exists had not been applied to the fire stations of London, and the system of stops and calls, although in operation, was carried out much less promptly and effectively by means of messengers.

Some time before the entrance of Willie Willders into the King Street station the engine had been turned out to a fire close at hand, which proved to be only a chimney on fire, and which was put out by means of a hand-pump and a bucket of water, while Moxey was sent back with the stop to the station. The affair was over and almost forgotten, and the men had resumed their pipes, as we have seen, when young Rags entered and was told to go back.

Apologising for this necessary digression, we return to Joe Corney.

The fact was, said he, that we had had a fearful time of it that winter  blowin great guns an snow nearly every night, an what wi heat at the fires an cowld i the streets, an hot wather pourin on us at wan minnit an freezin on us the nixt, amost every man Jack of us was coughin an sneezin, and watherin so bad at our eyes an noses, that I do belave if wed held em over the suction-pipes we might ha filled the ingins without throublin the mains at all. So the doctor he said, says he, Lads, Ill send ye a bottle o stuff asll put ye right. An sure enough down comes the bottle that night when we was smokin our pipes just afther roll-call. It turned out to be the best midcine ever was. Musha! says I, heres the top o the marnin to ye, boys! Baxmore he smacks his lips when he tastes it, opens his eyes, tosses off the glass, and holds it out for another. Howld on; fair play! cried Jack Williams, so we all had a glass round. It was just like lemonade or ginger-beer, it was. So we sat down an smoked our pipes over it, an spun yarns an sung songs; in fact we made a jollification of it, an when we got up to turn in there warnt a dhrop left i the bottle.

Youd better go to the doctor for another bottle, says Moxey, as he wint out.

I will, says I; Ill go i the marnin.

Sure enough away I goes i the marnin to Doctor Offley. Doctor, says I, howldin out the bottle, we all think our colds are much the better o this here midcine, an I comed, av ye plaze, for another o the same.

Musha! but ye should ha seen the rage he goes off into. Finished it all? says he. Ivery dhrop, doctor, says I, at wan sittin. At that he stamped an swore at me, an ordered me away as if Id bin a poor relation; an says he, Ill sind ye a bottle to-night asll cure ye! Sure so he did. The second bottle would have poisond a rat. It lasted us all six months, an I do belave yell find the most of it in the cupboard at this minnit av ye look.

Come, Willie, said Frank, while the men were laughing at the remembrance of this incident. Im going down your way and will give you a convoy. We can take a look in at the gymnastics as we pass, if you choose.

All right, Blazes, come along. So saying they left the station, and set off at a brisk pace in the direction of the City.




Chapter Nine.

Auctions and Gymnastics.

As the brothers drew near to the busy region of the City which lies to the north of London Bridge; Frank turned aside into one of the narrow streets that diverge from the main thoroughfare.

Where are ye goin? inquired Willie.

There was a fire here last night, said Frank; I want to have a look at the damage.

A fire! exclaimed Willie. Why, Blazes, it strikes me theres bin more fires than usual last night in London.

Only two, lad.

Only two! How many would you have? asked Willie with a laugh.

Dont you know, said Frank, that we have about four fires every night? Sometimes more, sometimes fewer. Of course, we dont all of us turn out to them; but some of the brigade turn out to that number, on an average, every night of the year.

Are ye jokin, Frank?

Indeed I am not. I wish with all my heart I could say that I was joking. Its a fact, boy. You know I have not been long in the force, yet Ive gone to as many as six fires in one night, and we often go to two or three. The one we are going to see the remains of just now was too far from us for our engine to turn out; but we got the call to send a man on, and I was sent. When I arrived and reported myself to Mr Braidwood, the two top floors were burnt out, and the fire was nearly got under. There were three engines, and the men were up on the window-sills of the second-floor with the branches, playin on the last of the flames, while the men of the salvage-corps were getting the furniture out of the first floor. Conductor Brown was there with his escape, and had saved a whole family from the top floor, just before I arrived. He had been changed from his old station at the West End that very day. Hes a wonderful fellow, that conductor! Many a life he has saved; but, indeed, the same may be said of most of the men in the force, especially the old hands. Here we are, lad. This is the house.

Frank stopped, as he spoke, in front of a ruined tenement, or rather, in front of the gap which was now strewn with the charred and blackened débris of what had once been a house. The street in which it stood was a narrow, mean one, inhabited by a poor, and, to judge from appearance, a dissipated class. The remains of the house were guarded by policemen, while a gang of men were engaged in digging among the ruins, which still smoked a little here and there.

What are they diggin for? asked Willie.

I fear they are looking for dead bodies. The house was let out to lodgers, and swarmed with people. At first it was thought that all were saved; but just before I was ordered home after the fire was got under, some one said that an old man and his grandchild were missing. I suppose theyre looking for them now.

On inquiring of a policeman, however, Frank learned that the remains of the old man and his grandchild had already been found, and that they were searching for the bodies of others who were missing. A little beyond the spot where the fire had occurred, a crowd was gathered round a man who stood on a chair haranguing them, with apparently considerable effect, for ever and anon his observations were received with cries of Hear, hear, and laughter. Going along the middle of the narrow street, in order to avoid the smell of the old-clothes-shops and pawnbrokers, as well as the risk of contact with their wares, Frank and Willie elbowed their way through the crowd to within a few yards of the speaker.

What is he? inquired Frank of a rather dissipated elderly woman.

Hes a clown or a hacrobat, or somethink of that sort, in one of the theatres or music-alls. Hes bin burnt out o his ome last night, ans a-sellin off all hes been able to save, by hauction.

Come; now, ladies an gents, cried the clown, taking up a rather seedy-looking great-coat, which he held aloft with one hand, and pointed to it with the other, Whos agoin to bid for this ere garment  a hextra superfine, double-drilled, kershimere great-coat, fresh from the looms o Tuskany  at least it was fresh from em ten years ago (that was when my grandfather was made Lord Mayor of London), an its bin renewing its youth (the coat, not the Lord Mayor) ever since. Its more glossy, I do assure you, ladies and gents, than wen it fust comed from the looms, by reason of the pile havin worn off; and youll obsarve that the glossiness is most beautiful and brightest about the elbows an the seams o the back. Who bids for this ere venerable garment? Six bob? Come now, dont all bid at once. Who said six bob?

No reply being made to this, except a laugh, the clown (who, by the way, wore a similarly glossy great-coat, with a hat to match) protested that his ears must have deceived him, or his imagination had been whispering hopeful things  which was not unlikely, for his imagination was a very powerful one  when he noticed Franks tall figure among the crowd.

Come now, fireman, this is the wery harticle you wants. You comed out to buy it, I know, an ere it is, by a strange coincidence, ready-made to hand. What dye bid? Six bob? Or say five. I know youve got a wife an a large family o young firemen to keep, so Ill let it go cheap. Praps its too small for you; but thats easy put right. Youve only got to slit it up behind to the neck, which is a infallible cure for a tight fit, an you can let down the cuffs, which is double, an if its short you can cut off the collar, an sew it on to the skirts. Its water-proof, too, and fire-proof, patent asbestos. Wen its dirty youve got nothin to do but walk into the fire, an itll come out noo. Wen its thoroughly wet on the houtside, turn it hinside hout, an there you are, to all appearance as dry as bone. What! you wont have it at no price? Well, now, Ill tempt you. Ill make it two bob.

Say one, cried a baker, who had been listening to this, with a broad grin on his floury countenance.

Ladies and gents, cried the clown, drawing himself up with dignity; theres an individual in this crowd  I beg parden, this assemblage  as asks me to say one. I do say one, an I say it with melancholy feelins as to the liberality of my species. One bob! A feller-man as has bin burnt hout of is ome an needs ready money to keep im from starvation, offers his best great-coat  a hextra superfine, double-drilled (or milled, I forget wich) kershimere, from the looms o Tuskany  for one bob!

One-an-six, muttered an old-clothes-man, with a black cotton sack on his shoulder.

One-an-six, echoed the clown with animation; one-an-six bid; one-an-six. Who said one-an-seven? Was it the gent with the red nose?  No, one-an-six; goin at the ridiculously low figure of one-an-six  gone! as the old ooman said wen her cat died o apple-plexy. Here you are; hand over the money. I cant knock it down to you, cause I havent a hauctioneers ammer. Besides, its agin my principles. Ive never knocked nothin down, not even a skittle, since I joined the Peace Society.

Now, ladies an gents, the next thing Ive got to hoffer is a harm-chair. Hand up the harmchair, Jim.

A very antique piece of furniture was handed up by a little boy, whom Willie recognised as the little boy who had once conversed with him in front of the chocolate-shop in Holborn Hill.

Thank you, my son, said the clown, taking the chair with one hand and patting the boys head with the other; this, ladies and gents, he added in a parenthetical tone, is my son; hes bin burnt hout of ouse an ome, too! Now, then, who bids for the old harm-chair? the wery identical harm-chair that the song was written about. In the embrace o this ere chair has sat for generations past the family o the Cattleys  thats my name, ladies an gents, at your service. Here sat my great-great-grandfather, who was used to say that his great-grandfather sat in it too. Here sat his son, and his sons son  the Lord Mayor as was  and his son, my father, ladies and gents, who died in it besides, and whose son now hoffers it to the ighest bidder. Youll observe its antiquity, ladies an gents. Thats its beauty. Its what I may call, in the language of the haristocracy, a harticle of virtoo, wich means that its a harticle as is surrounded by virtuous memories in connection with the defunct. Now then, say five bob for the hold harm-chair!

While the clown was endeavouring to get the chair disposed of, Willie pushed his way to the side of Jim Cattley.

I say, youngster, would you like a cup o chocolate? began Willie by way of recalling to the boy their former meeting.

Jim, whose face wore a sad and dispirited look, turned angrily and said, Come, I dont want none o your sauce!

It aint sauce Im talkin of, its chocolate, retorted Willie. But come, Jim, I dont want to bother ye. Im sorry to see you an yer dad in sitch a fix. Have you lost much?

Its not what weve lost that troubles us, said Jim, softened by Willies sympathetic tone more than by his words; but sister Ziza is took bad, an shes a fairy at Drury Lane, an takin her down the fire-escape has well-nigh killed her, an weve got sitch a cold damp cellar of a place to put her in, that I dont think shell get better at all; anyhow, shell lose her engagement, for she cant make two speeches an go up in a silver cloud among blue fire with the flooenzer, an er air all but singed off er ead.

Jim almost whimpered at this point, and Willie, quitting his side abruptly, went back to Frank (who was still standing an amused auditor of the clown), and demanded a shilling.

What for, lad?

Never you mind, Blazes; but give me the bob, an Ill pay you back before the weeks out.

Frank gave him a shilling, with which he at once returned to Jim, and thrusting it into his hand, said:

There, Jim, your dads hard up just now. Go you an get physic with that for the fairy. Them floo-enzers is ticklish things to play with. Where dye stop?

Well, you are a queer un; thankee all the same, said Jim, pocketing the shilling. Weve got a sort o cellar just two doors east o the burnt ouse. Why?

Cause Ill come an see you, Jim. Id like to see a live fairy in plain close, with her wings off

The rest of the sentence was cut short by the clown, who, having disposed of the old arm-chair to a chimney-sweep, ordered Jim to and up another harticle. At the same moment Frank touched Willie on the shoulder, and said, Lets go, lad; Ill be late, I fear, for the gymnastics.

At the period of which we write, the then Chief of the London Fire Brigade, Mr Braidwood, had introduced a system of gymnastic training among the firemen, which he had found from experience to be a most useful exercise to fit the men for the arduous work they had to perform. Before going to London to take command of and reorganise the brigade which then went by the name of the London Fire-Engine Establishment, and was in a very unsatisfactory condition, Mr Braidwood had, for a long period, been chief of the Edinburgh Fire Brigade, which he had brought to a state of great efficiency. Taking the requirements and conditions of the service in Edinburgh into consideration, he had come to the conclusion that the best men for the work in that city were masons, house-carpenters, slaters, and suchlike; but these men, when at their ordinary employments, being accustomed to bring only certain muscles into full play, were found to have a degree of stiffness in their general movements which prevented them from performing their duty as firemen with that ease and celerity which are so desirable. To obviate this evil he instituted the gymnastic exercises, which, by bringing all the muscles of the body into action, and by increasing the development of the frame generally, rendered the men lithe and supple, and in every way more fitted for the performance of duties in which their lives frequently depended on their promptitude and vigour.

In addition to these advantages, it was found that those exercises gave the men confidence when placed in certain situations of danger. For example, writes Mr Braidwood, a fireman untrained in gymnastics, on the third or fourth floor of a burning house, with the branch in his hands, who is uncertain as to his means of escape, in the event of his return by the stair being cut off, will be too much concerned about his own safety to render much service, and will certainly not be half so efficient as the experienced gymnast, who, with a hatchet and eighty feet of rope at his waist, and a window near him, feels himself in comparative security, knowing that he has the means and the power of lowering himself easily and safely into the street  a knowledge which not only gives him confidence, but enables him to give his undistracted attention to the exigencies of the fire.

It was to attend this gymnastic class that Frank now turned aside, and proposed to bid Willie goodbye; but Willie begged to be taken into the room. Frank complied, and the boy soon found himself in an apartment fitted up with all the appliances of a gymnasium, where a number of powerful young men were leaping, vaulting, climbing, and in other ways improving their physical powers. Frank joined them, and for a long time Willie stood in rapt and envious contemplation of the busy scene.

At first he could not avoid feeling that there seemed a good deal more of play than business in their doings; but his admiration of the scene deepened when he remembered the bold acts of the firemen at Beverly Square, and recognised some of the faces of the men who had been on duty there, and reflected that these very men, who seemed thus to be playing themselves, would on that very night, in all probability, be called upon to exert these powers sternly and seriously, yet coolly, in the midst of scenes of terror and confusion, and in the face of imminent personal danger.

Brooding over these things, Willie, having at length torn himself away, hastened on his pilgrimage to London Bridge.




Chapter Ten.

Difficulties and Dissipations.

In a very small office, situate in a very large warehouse, in that great storehouse of the worlds wealth, Tooley Street, sat a clerk named Edward Hooper.

Among his familiar friends Edward was better known by the name of Ned.

He was seated on the top of a tall three-legged stool, which, to judge from the uneasy and restless motions of its occupant, must have been a peculiarly uncomfortable seat indeed.

There was a clock on the wall just opposite to Neds desk, which that young gentleman was in the habit of consulting frequently  very frequently  and comparing with his watch, as if he doubted its veracity. This was very unreasonable, for he always found that the two timepieces told the truth; at least, that they agreed with each other. Nevertheless, in his own private heart, Ned Hooper thought that clock  and sometimes called it the slowest piece of ancient furniture he had ever seen.

During one of Neds comparisons of the two timepieces the door opened, and Mr Auberly entered, with a dark cloud, figuratively speaking, on his brow.

At the same moment the door of an inner office opened, and Mr Auberlys head clerk, who had seen his employers approach through the dusty window, issued forth and bowed respectfully, with a touch of condolence in his air, as he referred with much regret to the fire at Beverly Square, and hoped that Miss Auberly was not much the worse of her late alarm.

Well, she is not the better for it, said Mr Auberly; but I hope she will be quite well soon. Indeed, the doctor assures me of this, if care is taken of her. I wish that was the only thing on my mind just now; but I am perplexed about another matter, Mr Quill. Are you alone?

Quite alone, sir, said Quill, throwing open the door of the inner office.

I want to consult with you about Frederick, said Mr Auberly as he entered.

The door shut out the remainder of the consultation at this point, so Edward Hooper consulted the clock again and sighed.

If sighs could have delivered Hooper from his sorrows, there is no doubt that the accumulated millions of which he was delivered in that office, during the last five years, would have filled him with a species of semi-celestial bliss.

At last, the hands of the clock reached the hour, the hour that was wont to evoke Neds last sigh and set him free; but it was an aggravating clock. Nothing would persuade it to hurry. It would not, for all the untold wealth contained in the great stores of Tooley Street, have abated the very last second of the last minute of the hour. On the contrary, it went through that second quite as slowly as all the others. Ned fancied it went much slower at that one on purpose; and then, with a sneaking parade of its intention to begin to strike, it gave a prolonged hiss, and did its duty, and nothing but its duty; by striking the hour at a pace so slow, that it recalled forcibly to Ned Hoopers imaginative mind, the minute-gun at sea.

There was a preliminary warning given by that clock some time before the premonitory hiss. Between this harbinger of coming events, and the joyful sound which was felt to be an age, Ned was wont to wipe his pen and arrange his papers. When the hiss began, he invariably closed his warehouse book and laid it in the desk, and had the desk locked before the first stroke of the hour. While the minute-gun at sea was going on, he changed his office-coat for a surtout, not perfectly new, and a white hat with a black band, the rim of which was not perfectly straight. So exact and methodical was Ned in these operations, that his hand usually fell on the door-latch as the last gun was fired by the aggravating clock. On occasions of unusual celerity he even managed to drown the last shot in the bang of the door, and went off with a sensation of triumph.

On the present occasion, however, Ned Hooper deemed it politic to be so busy, that he could not attend to the warnings of the timepiece. He even sat on his stool a full quarter of an hour beyond the time of departure. At length, Mr Auberly issued forth.

Mr Quill, said he, my mind is made up, so it is useless to urge such considerations on me. Good-night.

Mr Quill, whose countenance was sad, looked as though he would willingly have urged the considerations referred to over again, and backed them up with a few more; but Mr Auberlys tone was peremptory, so he only opened the door, and bowed the great man out.

You can go, Hooper, said Mr Quill, retiring slowly to the inner office, I will lock up. Send the porter here.

This was a quite unnecessary permission. Quill, being a good-natured, easy-going man, never found fault with Ned Hooper, and Ned being a presumptuous young fellow, though good-humoured enough, never waited for Mr Quills permission to go. He was already in the act of putting on the white hat; and, two seconds afterwards, was in the street wending his way homeward.

There was a tavern named the Angel at the corner of one of the streets off Tooley Street, which Edward Hooper had to pass every evening on his way home. Ned, we grieve to say, was fond of his beer; he always found it difficult to pass a tavern. Yet, curiously enough, he never found any difficulty in passing this tavern; probably because he always went in and slaked his thirst before passing it.

Good evening, Mr Hooper, said the landlord, who was busy behind his counter serving a motley and disreputable crew.

Hooper nodded in reply, and said good evening to Mrs Butler, who attended to the customers at another part of the counter.

Good evenin, sir. Watll you ave to-night, sir?

Pot o the same, Mrs B, replied Ned.

This was the invariable question and reply, for Ned was a man of regularity and method in everything that affected his personal comforts. Had he brought one-tenth of this regularity and method to bear on his business conduct, he would have been a better and a happier man.

The foaming pot was handed, and Ned conversed with Mrs Butler while he enjoyed it, and commenced his evening, which usually ended in semi-intoxication.

Meanwhile, Edward Hoopers chum and fellow-lodger sat in their mutual chamber awaiting him.

John Barret did not drink, but he smoked; and, while waiting for his companion, he solaced himself with a pipe. He was a fine manly fellow, very different from Ned; who, although strong of limb and manly enough, was slovenly in gait and dress, and bore unmistakable marks of dissipation about him.

Very odd; hes later than usual, muttered Barret, as he glanced out at the window, and then at the tea-table, which, with the tea-service, and, indeed everything in the room, proved that the young men were by no means wealthy.

Hell be taking an extra pot at the Angel, muttered John Barret, proceeding to re-light his pipe, while he shook his head gravely; but hell be here soon.

A foot on the stair caused Barret to believe that he was a true prophet; but the rapidity and firmness of the step quickly disabused him of that idea.

The door was flung open with a crash, and a hearty youth with glowing eyes strode in.

Fred Auberly! exclaimed Barret in surprise.

Wont you welcome me? demanded Fred.

Welcome you? Of course I will, most heartily, old boy! cried Barret, seizing his friends hand and wringing it; but if you burst in on a fellow unexpectedly in this fashion, and with such wild looks, why

Well, well, dont explain, man; I hate explanations. I have come here for sympathy, said Fred Auberly, shutting the door and sitting down by the fire.

Sympathy, Fred?

Ay, sympathy. When a man is in distress he naturally craves for sympathy, and he turns, also naturally, to those who can and will give it  not to everybody, John Barret  only to those who can feel with him as well as for him. I am in distress, John, and ever since you and I fought our first and last battle at Eton, I have found you a true sympathiser. So now, is your heart ready to receive the flood of my sorrows?

Young Auberly said the latter part of this in a half-jesting tone, but he was evidently in earnest, so his friend replied by squeezing his hand warmly, and saying, Lets hear about it, Fred, while he re-lighted his pipe.

You have but a poor lodging here, John, said Auberly, looking round the room.

Barret turned on his friend a quick look of surprise, and then said, with a smile:

Well, I admit that it is not quite equal to a certain mansion in Beverly Square that I wot of, but its good enough for a poor clerk in an insurance office.

You are right, continued Auberly; it is not equal to that mansion, whose upper floors are at this moment a chevaux-de-frise of charcoal beams and rafters depicted on a dark sky, and whose lower floors are a fantastic compound of burned bricks and lime, broken boards, and blackened furniture.

You dont mean to say theres been a fire? exclaimed Barret.

And you dont mean to tell me, do you, that a clerk in a fire insurance office does not know it?

I have been ill for two days, returned Barret, and have not seen the papers; but Im very sorry to hear of it; indeed I am. The house is insured, of course?

I believe it is, replied Fred carelessly; but that is not what troubles me.

No? exclaimed his friend.

No, replied the other. If the house had not been insured my father has wealth enough in those abominably unpicturesque stores in Tooley Street to rebuild the whole of Beverly Square if it were burnt down. The fire costs me not a thought, although, by the way, it nearly cost me my life, in a vain attempt I made to rescue my poor dear sister Loo

Vain attempt! exclaimed Barret, with a look of concern.

Ay, vain, as far as I was concerned; but a noble fireman  a fellow that would make a splendid model for Hercules in the Life Academy  sprang to the rescue after me and saved her. God bless him! Dear Loo has got a severe shake, but the doctors say that we have only to take good care of her, and she will do well. But to return to my woes. Listen, John, and you shall hear.

Fred Auberly paused, as though meditating how he should commence.

You know, said he, that I am my fathers only son, and Loo his only daughter.

Yes.

Well, my father has disinherited me and left the whole of his fortune to Loo. As far as dear Loo is concerned I am glad; for myself I am sad, for it is awkward, to say the least of it, to have been brought up with unlimited command of pocket-money, and expectations of considerable wealth, and suddenly to find myself all but penniless, without a profession and without expectations, at the age of twenty-two.

He paused and looked at his friend, who sat in mute amazement.

Failing Loo, continued Fred calmly, my fathers fortune goes to some distant relative.

But why? wherefore? exclaimed Barret.

You shall hear, continued Auberly. You are aware that ever since I was able to burn the end of a stick and draw faces on the nursery-door, I have had a wild, insatiable passion for drawing; and ever since the memorable day on which I was whipped by my father, and kissed, tearfully, by my beloved mother, for caricaturing our cook on the dining-room window with a diamond-ring, I have had an earnest, unextinguishable desire to become a  a painter, an artist, a dauber, a dirtier of canvas. Dye understand?

Perfectly, said Barret.

Well, my father has long been resolved, it seems, to make me a man of business, for which I have no turn whatever. You are aware that for many years I have dutifully slaved and toiled at these heavy books in our office  which have proved so heavy that they have nearly squeezed the soul out of me  and instead of coming to like them better (as I was led to believe I should), I have only come to hate them more. During all this time, too, I have been studying painting late and early, and although I have not gone through the regular academical course, I have studied much in the best of all schools, that of Nature. I have urged upon my father repeatedly and respectfully, that it is possible for me to uphold the credit of the family as a painter; that, as the business can be carried on by subordinates, there is no necessity for me to be at the head of it; and that, as he has made an ample fortune already, the half of which he had told me was to be mine, I would be quite satisfied with my share, and did not want any more. But my father would never listen to my arguments. The last time we got on the subject he called me a mean-spirited fellow, and said he was sorry I had ever been born; whereupon I expressed regret that he had not been blessed with a more congenial and satisfactory son, and tried to point out that it was impossible to change my nature. Then I urged all the old arguments over again, and wound up by saying that even if I were to become possessor of the whole of his business to-morrow, I would sell it off, take to painting as a profession, and become the patron of aspiring young painters from that date forward!

To my surprise and consternation, this last remark put him in such a towering rage, that he vowed he would disinherit me, if I did not then and there throw my palette and brushes into the fire. Of course, I declined to do such an act, whereupon he dismissed me from his presence for ever. This occurred on the morning of the day of the fire. I thought he might perhaps relent after such an evidence of the mutability of human affairs. I even ventured to remind him that Tooley Street was not made of asbestos, and that an occasional fire occurred there! But this made him worse than ever; so I went the length of saying that I would, at all events, in deference to his wishes, continue to go to the office at least for some time to come. But, alas! I had roused him to such a pitch that he refused to hear of it, unless I should throw my palette and brushes into the fire! Flesh and blood, you know, could not do that, so I left him, and walked off twenty miles into the country to relieve my feelings. There I fell in with such a splendid bit; a sluice, with a stump of a tree, and a winding bit of water with overhanging willows, and a peep of country beyond! I sat down and sketched, and forgot my woes, and rejoiced in the fresh air and delightful sounds of birds, and cows, and sheep, and hated to think of Tooley Street. Then I slept in a country inn, walked back to London next day, and, voilà! here I am!

Dont you think, Fred, that time will soften your father?

No, I dont think it. On the contrary, I know it wont. He is a good man; but he has an iron will, which I never saw subdued.

Then, my dear Fred, I advise you to consider the propriety of throwing your palette and brushes into

My dear John, I did not come here for your advice. I came for your sympathy.

And you have it, Fred, cried Barret earnestly. But have you really such an unconquerable love for painting?

Have I really! echoed Fred. Do you think I would have come to such a pass as this for a trifle? Why, man, you have no idea how my soul longs for the life of a painter, for the free fresh air of the country, for the poetry of the woods, the water, and the sky, for the music of bird and beast and running brook. You know the true proverb, Man made the town; but God made the country!

What, asked Barret, would become of the town, if all men thought as you do?

Oh! John Barret, has town life so marred your once fine intellect, that you put such a question in earnest? Suppose I answer it by another: What would become of the country if all men thought and acted as you do?

Barret smiled and smoked.

And what, continued Auberly, would become of the fine arts if all men delighted in dirt, dust, dullness, and desks? Depend upon it, John, that our tastes and tendencies are not the result of accident; they were given to us for a purpose. I hold it as an axiom that when a man or a boy has a strong and decided bias or partiality for any particular work that he knows something about, he has really a certain amount of capacity for that work beyond the average of men, and is led thereto by a higher power than that of man. Do not misunderstand me. I do not say that, when a boy expresses a longing desire to enter the navy or the army, he has necessarily an aptitude for these professions. Far from it. He has only a romantic notion of something about which, experimentally, he knows nothing; but, when man or boy has put his hand to any style of work, and thereafter loves it and longs after it, I hold that that is the work for which he was destined, and for which he is best suited.

Perhaps you are right, said Barret, smoking harder than ever. At all events, I heartily sympathise with you, and

At this point the conversation was interrupted by a loud burst of whistling, as the street-door opened and the strains of Rule Britannia filled the entire building. The music was interrupted by the sudden opening of another door, and a rough growl from a male voice.

Dont get waxy, old feller, said the performer in a youthful voice, I aint a-goin to charge you nothink for it. I always do my music gratis; havin a bee-nevolient turn o mind.

The door was slammed violently, and Rule Britannia immediately burst forth with renewed and pointed emphasis.

Presently it ceased, and a knock came to Barrets door.

Well, what dye want, you noisy scamp? said Barret, flinging the door open, and revealing the small figure of Willie Willders.

Please, sir, said Willie, consulting the back of a note; are you Mister TTom  Tupper, Esquire?

No, Im not.

Aint there sitch a name in the house?

No, not that I know of.

Willies face looked blank.

Well, I was told he lived here, he muttered, again consulting the note.

Here, let me look, said Barret, taking the note from the boy. This is Tippet, not Tupper. He lives in the top floor. By the way, Auberly, said Barret, glancing over his shoulder, Isnt Tom Tippet a sort of connection of yours?

Yes; a distant one, said Fred carelessly, too distant to make it worth while our becoming acquainted. Hes rich and eccentric, Im told. Assuredly, he must be the latter if he lives in such a hole as this. What are you staring at, boy?

This question was put to Willie.

Please, sir, are you the Mr Auberly who was amost skumfished with smoke at the Beverly Square fire tother day, in tryin to git hold o yer sister?

Fred could not but smile as he admitted the fact.

Please, sir, I hope yer sister aint the wuss of it, sir.

Not much, I hope; thank you for inquiring; but how come you to know about the fire, and to be interested in my sister?

Cause I was there, sir; an it was my brother, sir, Frank Willders, as saved your sister.

Was it, indeed! exclaimed Fred, becoming suddenly interested. Come, let me hear more about your brother.

Willie, nothing loth, related every fact he was acquainted with in regard to Franks career, and his own family history, in the course of which he revealed the object of his visit to Mr Tippet. When he had finished, Frederick Auberly shook hands with him and said:

Now, Willie, go and deliver your note. If the application is successful, well; but if it fails, or you dont like your work, just call upon me, and Ill see what can be done for you.

Yes, sir, and thankee, said Willie; where did you say I was to call, sir?

Call at  eh  ah  yes, my boy, call here, and let my friend Mr Barret know you want to see me. He will let me know, and you shall hear from me. Just at present  well, never mind, go and deliver your note now. Your brother is a noble fellow. Good-night. And youre a fine little fellow yourself, he added, after Willie closed the door.

The fine little fellow gave vent to such a gush of Rule Britannia at the moment, that the two friends turned with a smile to each other.

Just then a mans voice was heard at the foot of the stair, grumbling angrily. At the same moment young Auberly rose to leave.

Good-night, Barret. Ill write to you soon as to my whereabout and what about. Perhaps see you ere long.

Good-night. God prosper you, Fred. Good-night.

As he spoke, the grumbler came stumbling along the passage.

Good-night again, Fred, said Barret, almost pushing his friend out. I have a particular reason for not wishing you to see the fr, the man who is coming in.

All right, old fellow, said Fred as he passed out, and drew up against the wall to allow a drunken man to stumble heavily into the room.

Next moment he was in the street hastening he knew not whither; but following the old and well-known route to Beverly Square.




Chapter Eleven.

Wonderful Plans.

When Willie Willders knocked at Tom Tippets door, at the top of the house, a rich jovial bass voice cried, Come in. So Willie went in, and stood before a stout old gentleman, whose voluminous whiskers, meeting below his chin, made ample amends for the total absence of hair from the top of his head.

Mr Tippet stood, without coat or vest, and with his braces tied round his waist, at a carpenters bench, holding a saw in his right hand, and a piece of wood in his left.

Well, my lad, whats your business? he inquired in the voice of a stentor, and with the beaming smile of an elderly cherub.

Please, sir, a note  from a lady.

I wish your message had been verbal, boy. Its so difficult to read ladies hands; theyre so abominably angular, and  where are my specs? Ive a mind to have em screw-nailed to my nose. Ah! here they are.

He found them under a jack-plane and a mass of shavings; put them on and read the note, while Willie took the opportunity of observing that Mr Tippets room was a drawing-room, parlour, dining-room, workshop, and old curiosity-shop, all in one. A half-open door revealed the fact that an inner chamber contained Mr Tippets bed, and an indescribable mass of machinery and models in every stage of progression, and covered with dust, more or less thick in exact proportion to their respective ages. A dog and cat lay side by side on the hearth asleep, and a small fire burned in a grate, on the sides of which stood a variety of crucibles and such-like articles and a glue-pot; also a tea-pot and kettle.

You want a situation in my office as a clerk? inquired Mr Tippet, tearing up his sisters letter, and throwing it into the fire.

If you please, sir, said Willie.

Ha! are you good at writing and ciphering?

Middlin, sir.

Hum! Dyou know where my office is, and what it is?

No, sir.

What would you say now, asked Mr Tippet, seating himself on his bench, or rather on the top of a number of gimblets and chisels and files and pincers that lay on it; what would you say now to sitting from morning till night in a dusty ware-room, where the light is so feeble that it can scarcely penetrate the dirt that encrusts the windows, writing in books that are so greasy that the ink can hardly be got to mark the paper? How would you like that, William Willders  eh?

I dont know, sir, replied Willie, with a somewhat depressed look.

Of course you dont, yet that is the sort of place youd have to work in, boy, if I engaged you, for that is a correct description of my warehouse. Im a sleeping partner in the firm. Dye know what that is, boy?

No, sir.

Well, its a partner that does no work; but Im wide-awake for all that, an have a pretty good notion of what is going on there. Now, lad, if I were to take you in, what would you say to 5 pounds a year?

It dont sound much, sir, said Willie bluntly, but if you take me in with the understandin that Im to work my way upards, I dont mind about the pay at first.

Good, said Mr Tippet, with a nod of approval. What dye think of my workshop? he added, looking round with a cherubic smile.

Its a funny place, responded Willie, with a grin.

A funny place  eh? Well, I daresay it is, lad, in your eyes; but let me tell you, it is a place of deep interest, and, I may add without vanity, importance. There are inventions here, all in a state bordering more or less upon completion, which will, when brought into operation, modify the state of society very materially in many of its most prominent phases. Here, for instance, is a self-acting galvano-hydraulic engine, which will entirely supersede the use of steam, and, by preventing the consumption of coal now going on, will avert, or at least postpone, the decline of the British Empire. Able men have calculated that, in the course of a couple of hundred years or so, our coal-beds will be exhausted. I have gone over their calculations and detected several flaws in them, which, when corrected, show a very different result  namely, that in seventeen or eighteen years from this time there will not be an ounce of coal in the kingdom!

Mr Tippet paused to observe the effect of this statement. Willie having never heard of such things before, and having a thoughtful and speculative as well as waggish turn of mind, listened with open eyes and mouth and earnest attention, so Mr Tippet went on:

The frightful consequences of such a state of things you may conceive, or rather they are utterly inconceivable. Owing to the foundations of the earth having been cut away, it is more than probable that the present coal districts of the United Kingdom will collapse, the ocean will rush in, and several of our largest counties will become salt-water lakes. Besides this, coal being the grand source of our national wealth, its sudden failure will entail national bankruptcy. The barbarians of Europe, taking advantage of our condition, will pour down upon us, and the last spark of true civilisation in our miserable world will be extinguished  the last refuge for the hunted foot of persecuted Freedom will be finally swept from the face of the earth!

Here Mr Tippet brought the saw down on the bench with such violence, that the dog and cat started incontinently to their legs, and Willie himself was somewhat shaken.

Now, continued Mr Tippet, utterly regardless of the sensation he had created, and wiping the perspiration from his shining head with a handful of shavings; now, William Willders, all this may be, shall be, prevented by the adoption of the galvano-hydraulic engine, and the consequent restriction of the application of coal to the legitimate purposes of warming our dwellings and cooking our victuals. I mean to bring this matter before the Home Secretary whenever I have completed my invention, which, however, is not quite perfected.

Then, again, continued Mr Tippet, becoming more and more enthusiastic as he observed the deep impression his explanations were making on Willie, who stood glaring at him in speechless amazement, here you have my improved sausage-machine for converting all animal substances into excellent sausages. I hold that every animal substance is more or less good for food, and that it is a sad waste to throw away bones and hair, etcetera, etcetera, merely because these substances are unpalatable or difficult to chew. Now, my machine gets over this difficulty. You cut an animal up just as it is killed, and put it into the machine  hair, skin, bones, blood, and all  and set it in motion by turning on the galvano-hydraulic fluid. Delicious sausages are the result in about twenty minutes.

You see my dog there  Chips I call him, because he dwells in the midst of chips and shavings; he sleeps upon chips, and if he does not exactly eat chips, he lives upon scraps which have a strong resemblance to them. The cat has no name. I am partial to the time-honoured name of Puss. Besides, a cat is not worthy of a name. Physically speaking, it is only a bundle of living fur  a mere mass of soft animated nature, as Goldsmith would express it. Intellectually it is nothing  a sort of existent nonentity, a moral void on which a name would be utterly thrown away. Well, I could take these two animals, Chips and Puss, put them in here (alive, too, for there is a killing apparatus in the instrument which will effectually do away with the cruel process of slaughtering, and with its accompanying nuisances of slaughter-houses and butchers)  put them in here, I say, and in twenty minutes they would be ground up into sausages.

I know that enemies to progress, ignorant persons and the like, will scoff at this, and say it is similar to the American machine, into one end of which you put a tree, and it comes out at the other end in the shape of ready-made furniture. But such scoffs will cease, while my invention will live. I am not bigoted, William. There may be good objections to my inventions, and great difficulties connected with them, but the objections I will answer, and the difficulties I will overcome.

This instrument, continued Mr Tippet, pointing to a huge beam, which leant against the end of the small apartment, is only a speculative effort of mine. It is meant to raise enormous weights, such as houses. I have long felt it to be most desirable that people should be able to raise their houses from their foundations by the strength of a few men, and convey them to other localities, either temporarily or permanently. I have not succeeded yet, but I see my way to success; and, after all, the idea is not new. You can see it partially carried out by an enterprising company in this city, whose enormous vans will remove the whole furniture of a drawing-room, almost as it stands, without packing. My chief difficulty is with the fulcrum; but that is a difficulty that met the philosopher of old. You have heard of Archimedes, William  the man who said he could make a lever big enough to move the world, if he could only get a fulcrum to rest it on. But Archimedes was weak in that point. He ought to have known that, even if he did get such a fulcrum, he would still have required another world as long as his lever, to enable him to walk out to the end of it. No, by the way, he might have walked on the lever itself! That did not occur to me before. He might even have ridden along it. Come, thats a new idea. Let me see.

In order the better to see, Mr Tippet dropt the piece of wood from his left hand, and pressed his fingers into both eyes, so as to shut out all earthly objects, and enable him to take an undistracted survey of the chambers of his mind. Returning suddenly from the investigation, he exclaimed:

Yes, William, I dont quite see my way to it; but I can perceive dimly the possibility of Archimedes having so formed his lever, that a line of rails might have been run along the upper side of it, from the fulcrum to the other end.

Yes, sir, exclaimed Willie, who, having become excited, was entering eagerly into his patrons speculations, and venting an occasional remark in the height of his enthusiasm.

Such a thing might be done, continued Mr Tippet emphatically; a small carriage  on the galvano-hydraulic principle, of course  might run to and fro

With passengers, suggested Willie.

Well  with passengers, assented Mr Tippet, smiling. Of course, the lever would be very large  extremely large. Yes, there might be passengers.

An stations along the line? said Willie.

Mr Tippet knitted his brows.

Yeyes  why not? he said slowly. Of course, the lever would be very long, extremely long, and it might be necessary to stop the carriages on the way out. There might be breadth sufficient on the lever to plant small side stations.

An twenty minutes allowed for refreshments, suggested Willie.

Why, as to that, said Mr Tippet, if we stop at all, there could be no reasonable objection to refreshments, although it is probable we might find it difficult to get anyone sufficiently enterprising to undertake the supply of such a line; for, you know, if the lever were to slip at the fulcrum and fall

Oh! exclaimed Willie, wouldnt there be a smash; neither!

The danger of people falling off, too, continued Mr Tippet, might be prevented by railings run along the extreme edges of the lever.

Yes, interrupted Willie, whose vivid imagination, unused to such excitement, had taken the bit in its teeth and run away with him; an spikes put on em to keep the little boys from swinging on em, an gettin into mischief. Oh! what jolly fun it would be. Only think! wed advertise cheap excursion trains along the Arkimeedis Line, Mondays an Toosdays. Fares, two hundred pounds, fust class. No seconds or parleys allowed for love or money. Starts from the Fuddlecrum Sta

Fulcrum, said Mr Tippet, correcting.

Fulcrum Station, resumed Willie, at 2:30 a.m. of the mornin precisely. Stops at the Quarter, Half-way, an Three-quarter Stations, allowin twenty minutes, more or less, for grub  weather permittin.

Your observations are quaint, said Mr Tippet, with a smile; but there is a great deal of truth in them. No doubt, the connection of such ideas, especially as put by you, sounds a little ludicrous; but when we come to analyse them, we see their possibility, for, if a lever of the size indicated by the ancient philosopher were erected (and theoretically, the thing is possible), then the subordinate arrangements as to a line of railway and stations, etcetera, would be mere matters of detail. It might be advertised, too, that the balance of the lever would be so regulated, that, on the arrival of the train at the terminus, the world would rise (a fact which might be seen by the excursionists, by the aid of enormous telescopes, much better than by the people at home), and that, on the return of the train, the world would again sink to its ancient level.

There would be considerable risk, no doubt, continued Mr Tippet meditatively, of foolish young men and boys getting over the rails in sport or bravado, and falling off into the depths of illimitable profundity, but

We could have bobbies stationed along the line, interrupted Willie, an tickets put up warnin the passengers not to give em money on no account wotsomedever, on pain o bein charged double fare for the first offence, an pitched over the rails into illimidibble pro-whats-is-name for the second.

Ill tell you what it is, William, said Mr Tippet suddenly, getting off the bench and seizing the boys hand, your talents would be wasted in my office. Youll come and assist me here in the workshop. Im greatly in want of an intelligent lad who can use his hands; but, by the way, can you use your hands? Here, cut this piece of wood smooth, with that knife.

He handed Willie a piece of cross-grained wood and a blunt knife.

Willie looked at both, smiled, and shook his head.

It would take a cleverer feller than me to do it; but Ill try.

Willie did try; after a quarter of an hour spent in vain attempts, he threw down the wood and knife exclaiming, Its impossible.

Mr Tippet, who had been smiling cherubically, and nodding approval, said:

I knew it was impossible, my lad, when I gave it to you, and I now know that you are both neat-handed and persevering; so, if you choose, Ill engage you on the spot to come on trial for a week. After that we will settle the remuneration. Meanwhile, shake hands again, and allow me to express to you my appreciation of the noble character of your brother, who, I understand from my sisters letter, saved a young relative of mine from the midst of imminent danger. Good-night, William, and come to me on Monday next, at nine oclock in the morning.

Willie was somewhat perplexed at this prompt dismissal (for Mr Tippet had opened the door), especially after such a long and free-and-easy conversation, and he felt that, however much license Mr Tippet might permit, he was a man of stern will, who could not be resisted with impunity; so, although he was burning to know the object and nature of innumerable strange pieces of mechanism in the workshop, he felt constrained to make a polite bow and depart.

On his way downstairs, he heard the voices of men as if in angry disputation; and on reaching the next floor, found Mr Barret standing at the open door of his room, endeavouring to hold Ned Hooper, who was struggling violently.

I tell you, said the latter, in a drunken voice, that I wwill go out!

Come, Ned, not to-night; you can go to-morrow said Barret soothingly, yet maintaining his hold of his friend.

Wwhy not? aint night the best time to  to  be jolly?  eh! Lme go, I shay.

He made a fierce struggle at this point; and Barret, ceasing to expostulate, seized him with a grasp that he could not resist, and dragged him forcibly, yet without unnecessary violence, into the room.

Next instant the door was shut with a bang and locked; so Willie Willders descended to the street, and turned his face homewards, moralising as he went on the evils of drink.

It was a long way to Notting Hill; but it was not long enough to enable Willie to regain his wonted nonchalance. He had seen and heard too much that night to permit of his equilibrium being restored. He pursed his mouth several times into the form of a round O, and began Rule Britannia; but the sounds invariably died at the part where the charter of the land is brought forward. He tried The Bay of Biscay, O! with no better success, never being able to get farther than lightnings vivid powers, before his mind was up in the clouds, or in Mr Tippets garret, or out on the Archimedes-Lever Railway.

Thus wandering in dreams he reached home, talked wildly to his anxious mother, and went to bed in a state of partial insanity.




Chapter Twelve.

A Little Domestic Chit-Chat.

One night, not long after the events narrated in the last chapter, Frank Willders was standing with the fireman-in-charge in the King Street Station. He had just removed his helmet, and the perspiration on his brow showed that he had been but recently engaged in some active duty; as indeed was the case, for he had just returned from a walk to a fire in Whitechapel.

It was only a small affair, said Frank, hanging up his helmet and axe, and sitting down to fill his pipe; a low beer-shop in Brook Street; the taproom burnt out, and the rest of the house damaged by smoke. It was pretty well over before I got there, and I left half an hour after. Where are the rest o the lads?

Theyre out wi both engines, said Baxmore, who was busy making a memorandum on a slate.

With both engines! said Frank.

Ay, both, replied Baxmore, with a laugh, as he sat down in front of the fire. Let me see; its now nine oclock, so theyve bin off an hour; one to Walton Street, Brompton; the other to Porchester Terrace, Bayswater. The call was the queerest Ive seen for many a day. We was all sittin here smokin our pipes, as usual, when two fellers came to the door, full split, from opposite pints o the compass, an run slap into each other. They looked like gentlemen; but they was in such a state it wasnt easy to make out what sort o fish they was. One had his coat torn and his hat gone; the other had his tile pretty well knocked down on his eyes  I spose by the people he run into on the way  an both were half-mad with excitement. They both stuttered, too  that was the fun o the thing, and they seemed to think each was takin off the other, and got into a most awful rage. My own opinion is, that one stuttered by nature, an the other stuttered from fright. Anyhow, they both stuttered together, and a precious mess they made of it.

FFFFire! roared one.

FFFFire! yelled the other.

Where away? asked Mr Dale, looking quietly at the two men, who were gasping for breath.

BBBBrompton, BBBBayswater! they shouted together; and then, turnin fiercely on each other, the one said NNNNo! and the other said NNNNo! Now, which is it? said Dale, an be quick  do.

BBBBrompton!

BBBBayswater! in a breath; then says one, I  I sssay Brompton! an the other, he says, I  I sssay Bayswater!

At this they grew furious, and Dale tried to calm them and settle the question by asking the name of the street.

WWWalton SStreet! cried one.

PPPPorchester TTTerrace! shouted the other.

NNNo! YYYes! NNo! an with that, one up fist an hit the other a crack between the eyes. Tother returned on the nob, and then they closed.

Before this Mr Dale had ordered out one o the engines, an when he heard the two streets named it occurred to him that there might be two fires, so he ordered out the other engine; and before we got the stutterers separated both engines were off full swing, one to Brompton, the other to Bayswater; but whether there are two fires or no is yet to be seen.

Just as Baxmore concluded, the rattle of a returning engine was heard. Next moment it dashed up to the door, and the firemen, leaping off, streamed into the station, where; amid much comment and some laughter at the scene they had so recently witnessed, they hung up their helmets and crowded round the fire.

So it was in Brompton, after all, said Jack Williams, stirring the coals; but it was a small affair in a bakers shop, and we soon got it out.

Is the other engine back? inquired Moxey.

Here she comes to answer for herself, said Mason, as the second engine dashed up to the station, and the men were joined by their comrades.

Weve got it out, said Dale, sitting down before the desk to enter the particulars in his diary; it was a private house, and well alight when we got there, but the Paddington engine was playing on it, and we soon got it under.

Faix, its well them stutterers didnt kape us longer, else the whole house would have bin burnt out intirely, observed Joe Corney, binding up a slight wound in his thumb, which he had received from a splinter.

Most of the men were more or less begrimed with charcoal and smoke, and otherwise bore marks of their recent sharp though short skirmish, but none of them deemed it necessary to remove these evidences of devotion to duty until they had refreshed themselves with a pipe.

Were there people in the house? inquired Frank.

Ay, but Pickford was there with the escape, an got em all out before we came up, said one.

Pickford said he couldnt help laughing after he got em out, at the remembrance o their faces. When he first went in they was all sound asleep in the top floor, for the smoke was only beginnin to show there, an the surprise they got when he jump in among em an shouted was wonderful to behold.

Not so wonderful, observed Bill Moxey, as the surprise I seed a whole man-o-wars crew get by consequence o the shout o one of her own men.

When was that? Lets hear about it, Bill, said Corney, stuffing down the tobacco in his pipe, and firing a battery of cloudlets into the air.

We was in the Red Sea at the time, said Moxey, clearing his throat, layin at anchor, and a precious hot time we had of it. There was never a cloud amost in the sky, and the sun was nigh hot enough to fry the decks off the ship. Cook said hed half a mind to try to roast a junk o beef at it, but I never heard that he managed that. We slep on deck o nights, cause you might as well have tried to sleep in a bakers oven as sleep below. The thing that troubled us most at that time was a tiger we had on board. It did kick up such a shindy sometimes! We thought it would break its cage an make a quid o some of us. I forget who sent it to us  praps it was the Pasha of Egypt; anyhow we werent sorry when the order was given to put the tiger ashore.

Well, the same day that we got rid o the tiger we was sent aboard a Malay ship to flog one o the men. Hen bin up to some mischief, an his comrades were afraid, I spose, to flog him; and as the offence he had committed was against us somehow (I never rightly understood it myself), some of us went aboard the Malay ship, tied him up, an gave him two dozen.

That night the whole ships company slep on deck as usual  officers as well  all but the capn, who had gone ashore. It was a tremendous hot night, an a good deal darker than usual. There was one man in the ship named Wilson; but we called him Bob Roarer, because of a habit he had of speakin an sometimes roarin in his sleep. Bob lay between me an the purser that night, an we slep on all right till it was getting pretty late, though there was two or three snorers that got their noses close to the deck an kep up a pretty fair imitation of a brass band. Suddenly Bob began to dream, or took a nightmare or somethin, for he hit straight out with both fists, givin the purser a tap on the nob with his left, an diggin his right into my bread-basket with such good will that he nearly knocked all the wind out o me, at the same time he uttered a most appallin yell.

The confusion that followed is past description.

Some of us thought it was the tiger had broke loose,  forgettin that it had been sent ashore. Bob sneaked off the moment he found what hed done, and the purser, thinkin it was pirates, grabbed the first he could lay hold of by the throat, and that was me, so to it we went tooth an nail, for I had no notion who was pitchin into me, it was so dark. Two of the men in their fright sprang up the main shrouds. Two others, who were asleep in the main-top, were awoke by the row, looked down on the starboard side, an saw the two comin up. Thinking it was the friends of the Malay who had been flogged coming to be revenged, they ran down the port shrouds like mad, and one o them rushed along the port-deck, stickin his feet into the bread-baskets of all the sleepers that hadnt been woke by the yell, rousin them up an causin them to roar like bosuns. The row woke the cook, who was a nigger; he, thinkin it was a sudden jollification, seized one o the coppers an began to beat it with an iron spoon. This set up the quartermaster, who rushed along the starboard deck, trampin upon the breasts and faces of all and sundry. The gunner thought it was the tiger, and took to the top of the awning; while the doctor and bosns-mate they jumped over the side, and hung on by ropes up to their waists in water!

At the worst o the confusion the capn came aboard. We didnt see him, but he ordered silence, an after a while we discovered that there was no reason whatever for the shindy. It wasnt till a long time afterwards that we found out the real cause of the false alarm; but the only man that got no fright that night, and kep quite cool, was the man who set it all agoin  Bob Roarer.

What a feller you are, Bill, to talk blarney, said Corney, rising and knocking the ashes out of his pipe; sure, aither yer father or yer mother must have bin an Irishman.

Blarney or no blarney, thems the facts, said Moxey, yawning, an Im off to bed.

Ditto, said Frank, stretching himself.

The two tressels, which were always removed from the room during the day, had been brought in, and were by this time occupied by Mason and Williams, whose duty it was to keep watch that night. Baxmore, the sub-engineer of the station, sat down at the desk to read over the events of the day, and the others rose to leave.

By the way, Baxmore, said Dale, what was that false alarm at 2 p.m. when I was down at Watling Street?

Only a chemist in Kensington, who, it seems, is mad after makin experiments, and all but blew the roof off his house with one of em.

Ah! only smoke, I suppose, said Dale.

That was all, said Baxmore, but there was sitch a lot of it that some fellows thought it was a fire, an came tearin down here wi the news, so we had a ride for nothing.

If Im not mistaken youll have a ride for something ere long, observed Dale, turning his head aside, while he listened attentively. Hold on, lads, a minute!

There was a sound of wheels in the distance, as if some vehicle were approaching at a furious pace. On it came, louder and louder, until it turned the corner of the street, and the horses feet rattled on the stones as they were pulled up sharp at the station. Instantly the bell was rung violently, and a severe kicking was bestowed on the door.

It is needless to say that the summons was answered promptly. Some of the men quietly resumed the helmets they had just hung up, well knowing that work lay before them.

A cabman darted through the door the instant it was opened, shouting  

Fire!

Where? asked Dale.

Forth Street, Holborn, sir! cried the cabman. Again, for the third time that night, the order was given to get her out. While this was being done, Baxmore took a leathern purse from the cupboard, and gave the cabman a shilling for being first to give the call.

As the men were already accoutred, the engine left the station on this occasion in less than five minutes. The distance was short, so the pace was full speed, and in an incredibly short space of time they drew up in front of a large, handsome shop, from the first-floor windows of which thick smoke and a few forked flames were issuing.




Chapter Thirteen.

Wild Doings and Daring Deeds.

Quick though they were, however, in reaching the scene of the fire, the escape was there before them. It had a shorter way to travel, and was already pitched, with its head resting against a window of the second floor, and the fly ladder raised to the third.

The people who had crowded round the building at the first alarm of fire, were looking on as if in suspense, and the firemen knew that Conductor Forest, or one of his lion-hearted comrades, was inside, doing his noble and dangerous work. But they had no time to pay attention to what was going on.

While some of the firemen got the engine into play, the others ran in a body to the front-door of the burning house, the lower part of which was a coach-builders warehouse. It was a heavy double door, locked and barred, and the owner had not yet arrived with the key. It was evident that the fire had originated in one of the upper floors, for there was no light in the wareroom.

Get the pole-axe, said Dale, as soon as he found the door was fast.

Frank Willders sprang off at the word, and returned with an axe of the largest size attached to a handle nearly four feet long.

Drive it in, Willders, said Dale.

Franks powerful blows at once thundered on the massive door; but they fell on it in vain, for it was unusually strong. Seeing this, Dale ran back to the engine, and got out the pole.

Come, lay hold some of you! said he. Immediately eight firemen, Frank and Dale being at the front, charged the door like a thunderbolt with this extemporised battering-ram. It gave way with a prodigious crash, and the whole party fell over each other into the warehouse.

There was a burst of laughter from themselves, as well as from the crowd; but in another moment they were up and swarming through the premises among the smoke, searching for a point of attack.

Send the branch up here, cried Mason, coughing violently.

Sure, my peepers is out entirely! gasped Corney, rushing to the window for air; while showers of water fell on his head, for the engine was already in full play.

Just then there was a noise outside, as if men were disputing violently. Dale guessed at once what it was, and ran down the staircase, calling out as he passed: Here, Willders, Corney, Baxmore, lend a hand, will you?

On reaching the engine, they found about a dozen roughs of the lowest character, disputing fiercely as to which of them was to pump the engine! As each man received one shilling an hour for this work, it became a desirable means of earning a good nights wages to these broad-shouldered rascals; who, in their anger, and in spite of the police, and the solitary fireman who superintended the engine, had actually caused the men already at work to cease pumping.

We may remark in passing, that this would not have been the case, but for the police force, from some unknown cause, being not very strong at that fire, and having an excited and somewhat turbulent crowd to keep in order. As a general rule, the police of London are of the most essential service at fires; and not a few of them have obtained the medals of the Society for the protection of life from fire, and other rewards for gallantry displayed in saving life at the risk of their own lives.

On the present occasion, however, the few policemen present could barely hold their ground against such a band of stalwart desperadoes, so the firemen came to the rescue. In the front of the roughs stood a man who was stronger made and better dressed than the others. He had not been pugnacious at first; but having got involved in the riot, he struck out with the rest. Dale sprang at this man, who was none other than the half-nautical individual already introduced to the reader by the name of Gorman, and launched a left-hander at his head; but Gorman stepped aside, and one of his comrades was felled instead. At this, the others made a rush in a body at Dale; but Frank, Corney, and Baxmore come up at the moment, and each knocked down a man. Instantly Dale seized an instrument from the engine, named a preventer, like a large boat-hook, and, raising it at the full stretch of his powerful arms, he brought it swoop down on the heads of the roughs  six of whom, including Gorman, measured their length on the ground.

Meanwhile, Bill Moxey and Jack Williams, who had charge of the branch  which is considered the post of honour at a fire  had paid no attention whatever to this little episode; but the instant the order was given, had conveyed their branch into the building, and up to the first floor, where they thought they could reach the fire more directly; for it is an axiom in fire brigades to get into a burning building without delay, and attack the fire at its heart.

They got the hose up a staircase, and began to play through a doorway at the head of it; but, to their surprise, did not make any impression whatever. Two other engines, however, were at work by this time  so the fire was kept in check.

Something wrong here, said Moxey, speaking with difficulty, owing to the dense smoke.

Owing to the same cause, it was impossible to see what was wrong.

Ill go in an see, said Mason, dropping on his hands and knees, and creeping into the room with his mouth as close to the ground as possible. This he did, because in a room on fire there is always a current of comparatively fresh air at the floor.

Presently the sound of Masons small hatchet was heard cutting up woodwork, and in a few seconds he rushed out almost choking.

There, said he, stick the branch through that hole. Youve bin playin all this time up agin a board partition!

Moxey and Williams advanced, put the branch through the partition, and the result was at once obvious in the diminution of smoke and increase of steam.

While these incidents were occurring outside and inside the building, the crowd was still waiting in breathless expectation for the re-appearance of Conductor Forest of the fire-escape; for the events just narrated, although taking a long time to tell, were enacted in a few minutes.

Presently Forest appeared at the window of the second floor with two infants in his arms. Instead of sending these down the canvas trough of the escape in the usual way  at the risk of their necks, for they were very young  he clasped them to his breast, and plunging into it himself head-foremost, descended in that position, checking his speed by spreading out his knees against the sides of the canvas. Once again he sprang up the escape amid the cheers of the people, and re-entered the window.

At that moment the attention of the crowd was diverted by the sudden appearance of a man at one of the windows of the first floor.

He was all on fire, and had evidently been aroused to his awful position unexpectedly, for he was in such confusion that he did not observe the fire-escape at the other window. After shouting wildly for a few seconds, and tossing his arms in the air, he leaped out and came to the ground with stunning violence. Two policemen extinguished the fire that was about him, and then, procuring a horse-cloth lifted him up tenderly and carried him away.

It may perhaps surprise the reader that this man was not roused sooner by the turmoil and noise that was going on around him, but it is a fact that heavy sleepers are sometimes found by the firemen sound asleep, and in utter ignorance of what has been going on, long after a large portion of the houses in which they dwell have been in flames.

When Forest entered the window the second time he found the smoke thicker than before, and had some difficulty in groping his way  for smoke that may be breathed with comparative ease is found to be very severe on the eyes. He succeeded, however, in finding a woman lying insensible on the floor of the room above. In carrying her to the window he fell over a small child, which was lying on the floor in a state of insensibility. Grasping the latter with his left hand, he seized its night-dress with his teeth, and, with the woman on his shoulder, appeared on the top of the fly-ladder, which he descended in safety.

The cheers and shouts of the crowd were deafening as Forest came down; but the woman, who had begun to recover, said that her brother was in a loft above the room in which she had been found.

The Conductor, therefore, went up again, got on the roof of the house, broke through the tiles, and with much difficulty pulled the man through the aperture and conveyed him safely to the ground. (See note 1).

The firemen were already at Forests heels, and as soon as he dragged the man through the hole in the roof, Frank and Baxmore jumped into it with the branch, and immediately attacked the fire.

By this time all the engines of the district in which the fire had occurred, and one from each of the two adjoining districts, had arrived, and were in full play, and one by one the individual men from the distant stations came dropping in and reported themselves to Dale, Mr Braidwood not being present on that occasion. There was thus a strong force of fresh firemen on the ground, and these, as they came up, were sent  in military parlance  to relieve skirmishers. The others were congregated in front of the door, moving quietly about, looking on and chatting in undertones.

Such of the public as arrived late at the fire no doubt formed a very erroneous impression in regard to these men, for not only did they appear to be lounging about doing nothing, but they were helped by one of their number to a glass of brandy  such of them at least as chose to take it. But those who had witnessed the fire from the beginning knew that these men had toiled, with every nerve and muscle strained, for upwards of an hour in the face of almost unbearable heat, half-suffocated by smoke, and drenched by hot water. They were resting now, and they had much need of rest, for some of them had come out of the burning house almost fainting from exposure to heat and smoke. Indeed, Mason had fainted; but the fresh air soon revived him, and after a glass of brandy he recovered sufficiently to be fit for duty again in half an hour.

Frank and Baxmore were the last to be relieved. When two fresh men came up and took the branch they descended the stairs, and a strange descent it was. The wooden stair, or flight of open steps, which they had to descend first, was burnt to charcoal, and looked as if it would fall to pieces with a touch.

I hope itll bear, said Frank to Baxmore, who went first.

Bear or not bear, we must go down, said Baxmore.

He went unhesitatingly upon it, and although the steps bent ominously, there was enough of sound wood to sustain him.

The second stair, also of wood, had not been quite so much charred; but so great was the quantity of water poured continuously into the house, that it formed a regular water-course of the staircase, down which heaps of plaster and bricks and burnt rubbish had been washed, and had stuck here and there, forming obstructions on which the water broke and round which it roared in the form of what might have been a very respectable mountain-torrent, with this striking difference, that the water which rushed down it was hot, in consequence of its having passed through such glowing materials.

The lower staircase was a stone one  the worst of all stairs in a fire, owing to its liability to crack at its connection with the wall, from the combined influence of heat and cold water. Just as the two men reached the head of it, it fell, without warning, in a mass of ruins.

Never mind, said Baxmore, the fire-escape is still at the window.

So saying, he ran through the smoke and reached it. Frank was about to follow, when he observed a shut door. Without having any definite intention, he laid hold of the handle, and found that it was locked on the inside  he knew that, for he saw the end of the key sticking through the key-hole. At once he threw his weight on it, and burst it open. To his amazement, he found a little old lady sitting quietly, but in great trepidation, in an easy-chair, partially clothed in very scanty garments, which she had evidently thrown on in great haste.

Go away, young man! she screamed, drawing a shawl tightly round her. Go away, I say! how dare you, sir?

Why, maam, cried Frank, striding up to her; the house is on fire! Come, Ill carry you out.

No  No! she cried, pushing him resolutely away. What! carry me  me out thus! I know its on fire. Leave me, sir, I command you  I entreat you; I will die rather than appear as I am  in public.

The poor lady finished off with a loud shriek; for Frank, seeing how matters stood, and knowing there was not a moment to lose, plucked a blanket from the bed, overwhelmed her in it, and exclaiming, Forgive me, maam, lifted her gently in his arms, bore her through the smoke, down the escape, to the street; carried her into a neighbouring house (the door of which was opportunely open), and laid her like a bundle on one of the beds, where he left her, with strict injunctions to the people of the house to take care of her! Frank then went out to rejoin his comrades, and refreshed himself with a glass of beer; while Baxmore, being a teetotaller, recruited his energies with a glass of water.

By this time the fire had been pretty well subdued; but there were some parts smouldering about the roof and upper floor, that rendered it necessary to keep the engines going, while the firemen hunted their foe from room to room, and corner to corner  extinguishing him everywhere; not, however, before he had completely gutted the whole house, with the exception of part of the ground floor.

Keep away from the walls, men, said Dale, coming up to the group, who were resting.

At that moment there was a cry raised that some one was in the cellars.

At the word, Baxmore ran into the house, and descended to the basement. There was little smoke here; but from the roof, water was running down in a thick, warm shower, which drenched him in a few minutes. He ran through the whole place, but found no one, until he opened the door of a closet, when he discovered two old women who had taken refuge there; one being deaf and the other lame, as her crutches testified. They were up to the knees in water, and the same element was pouring in continuous streams on their heads  yet, like the old lady up-stairs, they refused to move or be moved.

Finding that persuasion was useless, Baxmore ran up for a horse-cloth, and, returning, threw it over the head of the deaf old woman, whom he bore, kicking violently, into the street. The other was carried out in the same fashion  only that she screamed violently, being unable to kick.

Soon after that, the fire was completely extinguished, and the engines and men returned to their several stations, leaving London once again in comparative repose.



Note 1. It is perhaps right to state here, that a deed similar to this in nearly every point was performed by Conductor Samuel Wood, a member of the London Fire-Escape Brigade, for which he received a testimonial signed by the then Lord Mayor, and a silver watch with 20 pounds from the inhabitants of Whitechapel. Wood saved nearly 200 lives by his own personal exertions. Many of his brave comrades have also done deeds that are well worthy of record, but we have not space to do more than allude to them here.




Chapter Fourteen.

Joe Corneys Adventure with Ghosts.

When we said that the firemen returned to their respective stations, it must not be supposed that the house which had been burnt was left in forlorn wretchedness. No; one of the firemen remained to watch over it, and guard against the upstarting of any sneaking spark that might have managed to conceal itself.

The man selected for this duty was Joe Corney.

Unfortunately for Joe, this was the only part of a firemans duty that he did not relish.

Joe Corney was, both by nature and education, very superstitious. He believed implicitly in ghosts, and knew an innumerable host of persons, male and female, who had seen people who said they had seen ghosts. He was too honest to say he had ever seen a ghost himself; but he had been very near seein wan two or three times, and he lived in perpetual expectation and dread of meeting one face to face before he died. Joe was as brave as a lion, and faced danger, and sometimes even what appeared to be certain death, with as much unflinching courage as the bravest of his comrades. Once, in particular, he had walked with the branch in his hands along the burning roof of a tottering warehouse, near the docks, in order to gain a point from which he could play on the flames so as to prevent them spreading to the next warehouse, and so check a fire which might have easily become one of the great fires of London.

Joe was therefore a man who could not be easily frightened; yet Joe trembled in his shoes when he had the most distant prospect of meeting with a ghost!

There was no help for it, however. He had been appointed to watch the ruin; and, being a man who cherished a strong sense of duty, he set himself doggedly to make the most of his circumstances.

It was past one oclock when the fire was finally extinguished. A few night-birds and late revellers still hung about it, as if in the hope that it would burst forth again, and afford them fresh excitement; but before two oclock, everyone had gone away, and Joe was left alone with his preventer and lantern. Even the policeman on the beat appeared to avoid him; for, although he passed the ruin at regular intervals in his rounds, he did not stop at it beyond a few moments, to see that the firemans lantern was burning and all right.

Corney, me lad, said Joe to himself, its bad luck has befallen ye this night; but face yer luck like a man now, and shame it.

Encouraging himself thus, he grasped his preventer, and pulled about the débris in various places of which he had some suspicion; but the engines had done their work so effectually that not a spark remained. Then Joe walked up and down, and in and out for an hour; studied the half-consumed pictures that still hung on the walls of one of the lower rooms, which had not been completely destroyed; moralised on the dire confusion and ruin that could be accomplished in so short a space of time; reflected on the probable condition of the unfortunates who had been burnt out; on the mutability of human affairs in general, and wondered what his owld mother would think of him, if she saw him in his forlorn situation.

This latter thought caused his mind to revert to ghosts; but he was comforted by hearing the slow, distant foot-fall of the policeman. On it came, not unlike the supposed step of an unearthly visitant, until the guardian of the night stood revealed before him on the other side of the road.

Its a cowld night intirely, cried Corney.

It is, responded the policeman.

How goes the inimy? inquired the fireman.

Just gone three, replied the other.

The policemans voice, although gruff, was good-humoured and hearty; but he was evidently a strict disciplinarian, for he uttered no other word, and passed on.

Faix, Im gettin slaipy, remarked Joe to himself, with a loud yawn. Ill go and rest a bit.

So saying, he re-entered the ruin, and with the aid of his lantern sought about for the least uncomfortable apartment on the ground floor. He selected one which was comparatively weather-tight. That is to say, only one of the windows had been dashed out, and the ceiling was entire, with the exception of a hole about four feet wide, through which the charred beams above could be seen depicted against the black sky. There was about an inch of water on the floor; but this was a small matter, for Joes boots were thick and strong. The door, too, had been burst off its hinges, and lay on the floor; but Joe could raise this, and place it in its original position.

The room had been a parlour and there were several damaged prints hanging on the walls, besides a quantity of detached paper hanging from them. Most of the furniture had been removed at the commencement of the fire; but a few broken articles remained, and one big old easy-chair, which had either been forgotten, or deemed unworthy of removal, by the men of the Salvage Corps. (See note 1.)

Joe wheeled the chair to the fireplace  not that there was any fire in it; on the contrary, it was choked up with fallen bricks and mortar, and the hearth was flooded with water; but, as Joe remarked to himself, it felt more homelike an sociable to sit wid wans feet on the finder!

Having erected the door in front of its own doorway, Joe leaned his preventer against the wall, placed his lantern on the chimney-piece, and sat down to meditate. He had not meditated long, when the steady draught of air from the window at his back began to tell upon him.

Och! but its a cowld wind, said he. Ill try the other side. Theres nothin like facin wans inimies.

Acting on this idea, he changed his position, turning his face to the window and his back to the door.

Well, he remarked on sitting down again, theres about as much draught from the door; but, sure, yeve improved yer sitivation, Corney, for havent ye the illigant prospect of over the way through the windy?

Not long after this, Joes mind became much affected with ghostly memories. This condition was aggravated by an intense desire to sleep, for the poor man had been hard worked that day, and stood much in need of repose. He frequently fell asleep, and frequently awoke. On falling asleep, his helmet performed extremely undignified gyrations. On awaking, he always started, opened his eyes very wide, looked round inquiringly, then smiled, and resumed a more easy position. But, awake or asleep, his thoughts ran always in the same channel.

During one of those waking moments, Joe heard a sound which rooted him to his seat with horror; and would doubtless have caused his hair to stand on end, if the helmet would have allowed it. The sound was simple enough in itself, however; being slight, slow, and regular, and was only horrible in Joes mind, because of his being utterly unable to account for it, or to conceive what it could be.

Whatever the sound was, it banished sleep from his eyes for at least a quarter of an hour. At last, unable to stand the strain of uncertainty, he arose, drew his hatchet, took down his lantern, and, coughing loudly and sternly  as though to say:

Have a care, Im coming!  removed the door and went cautiously into the passage, where the sound appeared to come from. It did not cease on his appearing; but went on slowly and steadily, and louder than before. It appeared to be at his very elbow; yet Joe could see nothing, and a cold perspiration broke out on him.

Och! av I could only see it! he gasped.

Just as he said this he did see it, for a turn of his lantern revealed the fact that a drop of water fell regularly from one of the burnt beams upon a large sheet of paper which had been torn from the passage wall. This, resting on the irregular rubbish, formed a sort of drum, which gave forth a hollow sound.

Ah, then, but ye are a goose, Joe Corney, me boy! said the fireman, as he turned away with an amiable smile and resumed his seat after replacing the door.

About this time the wind began to rise, and came in irregular gusts. At each gust the door was blown from the wall an inch or so, and fell back with a noise that invariably awoke Joe with a start. He looked round each time quickly; but as the door remained quiet he did not discover the cause of his alarm. After it had done this several times Joe became, so to speak, desperately courageous.

Git out wid ye! he cried angrily on being startled again, wasnt the last wan all a sham? an sure yere the same. Go long in pace  an goodnight!

As he said this the over-taxed man fell asleep; at the same moment a heavy gust of wind drove the door in altogether, and dashed it down on his head. Fortunately, being somewhat charred, the panel that struck his helmet was driven out, so that Joe came by no greater damage than the fright, which caused his heart to bound into his throat, for he really believed that the ghost had got him at last!

Relieving himself of the door, which he laid on the floor lest it should play him the same prank over again, Joe Corney once more settled himself in the easy-chair and resolved to give his mind to meditation. Just then the City clocks pealed forth the hour of four oclock.

This is perhaps the quietest hour of the twenty-four in London. Before this most of the latest revellers have gone home, and few of the early risers are moving.

There was one active mind at work at that hour, however  namely, that of Gorman  who, after recovering from the blow given him by Dale, went to his own home on the banks of the Thames, in the unaristocratic locality of London Bridge.

Gorman owned a small boat, and did various kinds of business with it. But Gormans occupations were numerous and not definite. He was everything by turns, and nothing long. When visible to the outward eye (and that wasnt often), his chief occupations were loafing about and drinking. On the present occasion he drank a good deal more than usual, and lay down to sleep, vowing vengeance against firemen in general, and Dale in particular.

Two or three hours later he awoke, and leaving his house, crossed London Bridge, and wended his way back to the scene of the fire without any definite intention, but with savage desires in his breast. He reached it just at that point where Joe Corney had seated himself to meditate, as above described.

Joes powers of meditation were not great at any time. At that particular time they were exerted in vain, for his head began to sway backward and forward and to either side, despite his best efforts to the contrary.

Waiting in the shadow of a doorway until the policeman should pass out of sight and hearing, and cautiously stepping over the débris that encumbered the threshold of the burnt house, Gorman peeped into the room, where the light told him that some one kept watch. Great was his satisfaction and grim his smile when he saw that a stalwart fireman sat there apparently asleep. Being only able to see his back, he could not make certain who it was,  but from the bulk of the man and breadth of the shoulders he concluded that it was Dale. Anyhow it was one of his enemies, and that was sufficient, for Gormans nature was of that brutal kind that he would risk his life any day in order to gratify his vengeance, and it signified little to him which of his enemies fell in his way, so long as it was one of them.

Taking up a brick from the floor, he raised himself to his full height, and dashed it down on the head of the sleeping man. Just at that moment Corneys nodding head chanced to fall forward, and the brick only hit the comb of his helmet, knocking it over his eyes. Next moment he was grappling with Gorman.

As on previous occasions, Joes heart had leaped to his throat, and that the ghost was upon him at last he had no manner of doubt; but no sooner did he feel the human arm of Gorman and behold his face than his native courage returned with a bound. He gave his antagonist a squeeze that nearly crushed his ribs together, and at the same time hurled him against the opposite wall. But Gorman was powerful and savage. He recovered himself and sprang like a tiger on Joe, who received him in a warm embrace with an Irish yell!

The struggle of the two strong men was for a few moments terrible, but not doubtful, for Joes muscles had been brought into splendid training at the gymnastics. He soon forced Gorman down on one knee; but at the same moment a mass of brickwork which had been in a toppling condition, and was probably shaken down by the violence of their movements, fell on the floor above, broke through it, and struck both men to the ground.

Joe lay stunned and motionless for a few seconds, for a beam had hit him on the head; but Gorman leaped up and made off a moment or two before the entrance of the policeman, who had run back to the house on hearing Joes war-whoop.

It is needless to add that Joe spent the remainder of his vigil that night in an extremely wakeful condition, and that he gave a most graphic account of his adventure with the ghosts on his return to the station!



Note 1. The Salvage Corps is a body of men appointed by the insurance offices to save and protect goods at fires, and otherwise to watch over their interests. They wear a uniform and helmets, something like those of the firemen, and generally follow close in their wake  in their own vans  when fires break out.




Chapter Fifteen.

A New Phase of Life.

Mother, said Master William Willders one night to his parent, as he sat at supper  which meal consisted of bread and milk; hes the jolliest old feller, that Mr Tippet, I ever came across.

Im glad you like him, Willie, said Mrs Willders, who was busy patching the knees of a pair of small unmentionables; but I wish, dear, that you would not use slang in your speech, and remember that fellow is not spelt with an e-r at the end of it.

Come now, mother, dont you go an get sarcastic. It dont suit you; besides, theres no occasion for it,  for I do my best to keep it down, but Im so choke full of it that a word or two will spurt up now and then in spite o me.

Mrs Willders smiled and continued her patching; Willie grinned and continued his supper.

Mother, said Willie, after an interval of silence.

Well, my son?

What dye think the old feller  ah! I mean fellow  is up to just now?

I dont know, Willie.

Hes inventin a calclatin machine, as is to do anythin from simple addition to fractions, an he says if it works well hell carry it on to algebra an mathematics, up to the fizmal calclus, or somethin o that sort. Oh, youve no notion how he strains himself at it. He sits down in his shirt-sleeves at a writin-table hes got in a corner, an tears away at the little hair he has on the sides of his head (I do believe he tore it all off the top with them inventions), then he bangs up an seizes his tools, and shouts, Look here, Willie, hold on! an goes sawin and chisellin and hammerin away like a steam-engine. Hes all but bust himself over that calclatin machine, and Im much afraid that hell clap Chips into the sausage-machine some day, just to see how it works. I hope he wont, for Chips an I are great friends, though weve only bin a month together.

I hope hes a good man, said Mrs Willders thoughtfully.

Well, Im sure he must be! cried Willie with enthusiasm, for he is very kind to me, and also to many poor folk that come about him regularly. Im gettin to know their faces now, and when to expect em. He always takes em into his back room  all sorts, old men and old women an children, most of em seedy enough, but some of em well off to look at. What he says to em I dont know, but they usually come out very grave, an go away thankin him, and sayin they wont forget his advice. If the advice is to come back soon they certainly dont forget it! And hes a great philosopher, too, mother, for he often talks to me about my intlecs. He said jist tother day, Willie, said he, get into a habit o usin yer brains, my boy. The Almighty put us into this world well-made machines, intended to be used in all our parts. Now, youll find thousands of people who use their muscles and neglect their brains, and thousands of others who use their brains and neglect their muscles. Both are wrong, boy; were machines, lad  wonderful machines  and the machines wont work well if theyre not used all over. Dont that sound grand, mother?

Willie might have received an answer if he had waited for one, but he was too impatient, and went rattling on.

And who dye think, mother, came to see old Tippet the other day, but little Cattley, the clowns boy. You remember my tellin you about little Cattley and the auction, dont you?

Yes, Willie.

Well, he came, and just as he was goin away I ran out an asked him how the fairy was. Shes very ill, he said, shakin his head, and lookin so mournful that I had not the heart to ask more. But Im goin to see them, mother.

Thats right, my boy, said Mrs Willders, with a pleased look; I like to hear you talk of going to see people in distress. Blessed are they that consider the poor, Willie.

Oh, as to that, you know, I dont know that they are poor. Only I feel sort o sorry for em, somehow, and Im awful anxious to see a real live fairy, even though she is ill.

When are you going? inquired Mrs Willders.

To-morrow night, on my way home.

Did you look in at Franks lodging in passing to-night?

Yes, I did, and found that he was in the station on duty again. It wasnt a bad sprain, you see, an itll teach him not to go jumpin out of a first-floor window again.

He couldnt help it, said the widow. You know his escape by the stair had been cut off, and there was no other way left.

No other way! cried Willie; why didnt he drop? Hes so proud of his strength, is Blazes, that he jumped off-hand a purpose to show it! Ha! hed be the better of some o my caution. Now, mother, Im off to bed.

Get the Bible, then, said Mrs Willders.

Willie got up and fetched a large old family Bible from a shelf, and laid it on the table before his mother, who read a chapter and prayed with her son; after which Willie gave her one of his roystering kisses and went to bed.

The lamps had been lighted for some time next night, and the shop-windows were pouring forth their bright rays, making the streets appear as light as day, when Willie found himself in the small disreputable street near London Bridge in which Cattley the clown dwelt.

Remembering the directions given to him by little Jim Cattley, he soon found the underground abode near the burnt house, the ruins of which had already been cleared away and a considerable portion of a new tenement erected.

If the stair leading to the clowns dwelling was dark, the passage at the foot of it was darker; and as Willie groped his way carefully along, he might have imagined it to be a place inhabited only by rats or cats, had not gleams of light, and the sound of voices from sundry closed doors, betokened the presence of human beings. Of the compound smells peculiar to the place, those of beer and tobacco predominated.

At the farther end of this passage, there was an abrupt turn to the left, which brought the boy unexpectedly to a partially open door, where a scene so strange met his eyes that he involuntarily stood still and gazed.

In a corner of the room, which was almost destitute of furniture, a little girl, wan, weary, and thin, lay on a miserable pallet, with scanty covering over her. Beside her stood Cattley  not, as when first introduced, in a seedy coat and hat; but in full stage costume  with three balls on his head, white face, triangular roses on his cheeks, and his mouth extended outward and upward at the corners, by means of red paint. Little Jim sat on the bed beside his sister, clad in pink skin-tights, with cheeks and face similar to his father, and a red crest or comb of worsted on his head.

Ziza, darling, are you feeling better, my lamb? said the elder clown, with a gravity of expression in his real mouth that contrasted strangely with the expression conveyed by the painted corners.

No, father, not much; but perhaps Im gettin better, though I dont feel it, said the sweet, faint voice of the child, as she opened her large hollow eyes, and looked upward.

So, thats the fairy! thought Willie sadly, as he gazed on the childs beautiful though wasted features.

Well have done drectly, darling, said the clown tenderly; only one more turn, and then well leave you to rest quietly for some hours. Now, then, here we are again! he added, bounding into the middle of the room with a wild laugh. Come along, Jim, try that jump once more.

Jim did not speak; but pressing his lips to his sisters brow, leaped after his sire, who was standing an a remarkably vigorous attitude, with his legs wide apart and his arms akimbo, looking back over his shoulder.

Here we go, cried Jim in a tiny voice, running up his fathers leg and side, stepping lightly on his shoulder, and planting one foot on his head.

Jump down, said the clown gravely.

Jim obeyed.

That wont do, Jim. You must do it all in one run; no pausing on the way  but, whoop! up you go, and both feet on my head at once. Dont be afeard; you cant tumble, you know.

Im not afeard, father, said Jim; but I aint quite springy in my heart to-night. Stand again and see if I dont do it right off.

Cattley the elder threw himself into the required attitude; and Cattley junior, rushed at him, ran up him as a cat runs up a tree, and in a moment was standing on his fathers head with his arms extended. Whoop!  next moment he was turning round in the air; and whoop! in another moment he was standing on the ground, bowing respectfully to a supposed audience.

To Jims immense amazement, the supposed audience applauded him heartily; and said, Bravyo! young un, as it stepped into the room, in the person of William Willders.

Why! who may you be? inquired the clown senior, stepping up to the intruder.

Before Willie could answer the clown junior sprang on his fathers shoulders, and whispered in his ear. Whatever he said, the result was an expression of benignity and condescension on the clowns face  as far as paint would allow of such expression.

Glad to meet you, Master Willders, he said. Proud to know anyone connected with T. Tippet, Esquire, whos a trump. Give us your flipper. What may be the object of your unexpected, though welcome visit to this this subterraneous grotto, which may be said to be next door to the coral caves, where the mermaids dwell.

Yes, and theres one o the mermaids singing, remarked the clown junior, with a comical leer, as a womans voice was heard in violent altercation with some one. Shes a sayin of her prayers now; beseechin of her husband to let her have her own way.

Willie explained that, having had the pleasure of meeting with Jim at an auction sale some weeks ago, he had called to renew his acquaintance; and Jim said he remembered the incident  and that, if he was not mistaken, a desire to see a live fairy in plain close, with her wings off, had something to do with his visit.

Here she is;  by the way, whats your name?

Bill Willders.

Here she is, Bill; this is the fairy, he said, in quite an altered tone, as he went to the bed, and took one of his sisters thin hands in both of his. Ziza, this is the feller I told ye of, as wanted to see you, dear; blongs to Mr Tippet.

Ziza smiled faintly, as she extended her hand to Willie, who took it and pressed it gently.

Willie felt a wonderfully strong sensation within his heart as he looked into the sufferers large liquid eyes; and for a few seconds he could not speak. Suddenly he exclaimed, Well, you aint one bit like what I expected to see. Youre more like a angel than a fairy.

Ziza smiled again, and said she didnt feel like either the one or the other.

My poor lamb, said the clown, sitting down on the bed, and parting the dark hair on Zizas forehead, with a hand as gentle as that of a mother, were goin now. Times up. Shall I ask Mrs Smith to stay with you again, till we come back?

Oh, no, no! cried the child hurriedly, and squeezing her fingers into her eyes, as if to shut out some disagreeable object. Not Mrs Smith. Id rather be alone.

I wish I could stay with you, Ziza, said Jim earnestly.

Its of no use wishin, Jim, said his father, you cant get off a single night. If you was to fail em youd lose your engagement, and we cant afford that just at this time, you know; but Ill try to get Mrs James to come. Shes a good woman, I know, and

Mister Cattley, interrupted Willie, if youll allow a particlarly humble individual to make a observation, I would say theres nothin in life to prevent me from keeping this ere fairy company till you come back. Ive nothin particular to do as I knows on, an Im raither fond of lonely meditation; so if the fairy wants to go to sleep, itll make no odds to me, so longs it pleases her.

Thankee, lad, said the clown; but youll git wearied, I fear, for we wont be home till mornin

Ah! interrupted Willie, till daylight does appear. But thats no odds, neither cause Im not married yet, so theres nobody awaitin for me  and (he winked to Jim at this point) my mother knows Im out.

The clown grinned at this. Youd make one of us, youngster, said he, if ye can jump. Howsever, Im obliged by your offer, so you can stay if Ziza would like it.

Ziza said she would like it with such goodwill, that Willie adored her from that moment, and vowed in his heart he would nurse her till she  he did not like to finish the sentence; yet, somehow, the little that he had heard and seen of the child led him irresistibly to the conclusion that she was dying.

This having been satisfactorily arranged, the Cattleys, senior and junior, threw cloaks round them, exchanged their wigs for caps; and, regardless of the absurd appearance of their faces, hurried out to one of the minor theatres, with heavy hearts because of the little fairy left so ill and comfortless at home.

In a few minutes they were tumbling on the stage, cracking their jokes, and convulsing the house with laughter.




Chapter Sixteen.

Willie in a New Light.

Left alone with the fairy, Willie Willders began his duties as sick-nurse, a sphere of action into which he had never thought of being introduced, even in his wildest dreams.

He began by asking the fairy if she was all right and comfortable, to which she replied that she was not; upon which he explained that he meant, was she as right and comfortable as could be expected in the circumstances; could he do anything for her, in fact, or get her anything that would make her more comfortable than she was  but the fairy shook her poor head and said, No.

Come now, wont you have somethin to eat? What had you for dinner? said Willie, in a cheery voice, looking round the room, but not discovering any symptoms of food beyond a few empty plates and cups (the latter without handles), and a tea-pot with half a spout.

I had a little bread and butter, said the fairy.

No tipple? inquired the nurse.

No, except water.

Aint there none in the house?

No.

Dye git nothin better at other times? inquired Willie in surprise.

Not often. Father is very poor. He was ill for a long time, too, and if it hadnt been for your kind master I think we should all have starved. Hes better now, but he needs pretty good living to keep him up to his work  for theres a deal of training to be done, and it wears him out if he dont get meat. But the pantomimes began and we were getting on better, when the fire came and burnt everything we had almost, so we cant afford much meat or beer, and I dont like beer, so Ive got them persuaded to let me live on bread and butter and water. I would like tea better, because its hot, but we cant afford that.

Here was a revelation! The fairy lived upon bread and butter and water! Willie thought that, but for the interpolation of the butter, it would have borne marvellous resemblance to prison fare.

When had you dinner? inquired Willie suddenly.

I think about four oclock.

An cant you eat nothin now?

Again the fairy shook her head.

Nor drink?

Look if theres anything in the tea-pot, said the fairy.

Willie looked, shook his head, and said, Not a drop.

Any leaves?

Why, yyes, he brought the pot nearer to the candle; there are a few used-up ones.

Oh, do pour some hot water into it; but I fear the water is cold, and the fires too low to boil it, and I know the coals are done; but father gets paid his salary to-morrow, and hell give me some tea then. Hes very kind to me, father is, and so is Jim.

She sighed as she spoke, and shut her eyes.

Ziza, said Willie in a careless tone, you wont object to my leavin you for a few minutes; only a few; I want to get a little fresh air, an see what sort of a night it is; I wont be long gone.

Ziza, so far from objecting, said that she was used to being left alone for long, long hours at a time, and wouldnt mind it. So Willie put the candle nearer to her bedside, placed a tea-cup of water within reach, went out, shut the door softly behind him, groped his way through the passage and up the stair, and got into the street.

That day his eccentric employer had paid him his first months wage, a sovereign, with many complimentary remarks as to his usefulness. The golden coin lay in his pocket. It was the first he had ever earned. He had intended to go straight home and lay the shining piece in his mothers lap, for Willie was a peculiar boy, and had some strange notions in regard to the destination of first-fruits. Where he had got them nobody could tell. Perhaps his mother knew, but nobody ever questioned her upon the point.

Taking this gold piece from his pocket, he ran into the nearest respectable street, and selected there the most respectable grocers shop, into which he entered, and demanded a pound of the shopmans best tea, a pound of his best sugar, a pound of his best butter, a cut of his best bacon, and one of his best wax-candles. Willie knew nothing about relative proportion in regard to such things; he only knew that they were usually bought and consumed together.

The shopman looked at the little purchaser in surprise, but as Willie emphatically repeated his demands he gave him the required articles. On receiving the sovereign he looked twice at Willie, rung the piece of money three times on the counter, and then returned the change.

Gathering the packages in his arms, and putting the candle between his vest and bosom, he went into a bakers shop, purchased a loaf, and returned to the subterraneous grotto laden like the bee. To say that the fairy was surprised when he displayed these things, would be a feeble use of language. She opened her large eyes until Willie begged her in alarm not to open them wider for fear they should come out, at which sally she laughed, and then, being weak, she cried.

After that she fell in with her nurses humour, and the two proceeded to have a night of it. Ziza said shed be a real fairy and tell him what to do, and Willie said hed be a gnome or a he-fairy and do it.

At the outset Willie discovered that he had forgotten coals, but this was rectified by another five minutes airing, and a rousing fire was quickly roaring in the chimney, while the kettle sang and spluttered on it like a sympathetic thing, as no doubt it was. Willie cleared the small table that stood at the invalids bed side, and arranged upon it the loaf, the tea-pot, two cracked tea-cups, the butter and sugar, and the wax-candle  which latter was stuck into a quart bottle in default of a better candle-stick.

Now, aint that jolly? said the nurse, sitting down and rubbing his hands.

Very! replied the patient, her eyes sparkling with delight.

Its so like a scene in a play, continued Willie.

Only much more real, suggested the fairy.

Now, then, Ziza, have a cup o tea, fresh from the market o Chiny, as your dad would say, if he was sellin it by auction. Hes a knowin codger your dad is, Ziza. There. I knowed I forgot somethin else  the cream!

I dont mind it, indeed I dont, said Ziza earnestly.

Willie had started up to run out and rectify this omission, but on being assured that the fairy liked tea almost as well without as with cream, and that there was no cream to be got near at hand, he sat down again and continued to do the honours of the table. First he made the fairy sit up in bed, and commented sadly on her poor thin neck as she did it, observing that she was nothing better than a skeleton in a skin. Then he took off his own jacket and put it on her shoulders, tying the arms round her neck. Next he placed a piece of board in front of her, saying that it was a capital tray, and on this he arranged the viands neatly.

Now, then, go at it, Ziza, he said, when all was arranged.

Ziza, who received his attentions with looks that were wonderfully gleeful for one in her weak state of health, went at it with such vigour that the bread was eaten and the tea drunk in a few minutes, and the supply had to be renewed. When she was in the middle of her second round of buttered toast (for Willie had toasted the bread), she stopped suddenly.

Why dont you go on? asked Willie.

Because you have not eaten or drunk one mouthful yet.

But Im lookin at you, and aint that better? Howsever, if ye wont go on, Ill not keep you back, and with that Willie set to work, and, being uncommonly hungry, did what he styled terrible execution among the wittles.

For some time the nurse and patient ate in comparative silence, but by degrees they began to talk, and as they became more confidential their talk became more personal.

Dyou like bein a fairy? said Willie, after a lull in the conversation.

No, I dont, replied Ziza.

Why not?

Because  because  I dont like the kind of things we have to do, and  and  in short, I dont like it at all, and I often pray God to deliver me from it.

Thats strange, now, said Willie, I would have thought it great fun to be a fairy. Id rather be a little clown or a he-fairy myself, now, than anything else I know of, except a fireman.

A fireman, Willie?

Yes, a fireman. My brother, Blaz  a  Frank, I mean, is one, and he saved the lives of some people not long since.

Of course Willie here diverged into a graphic account of the fire in Beverly Square, and, seeing that Ziza listened with intense earnestness, he dilated upon every point, and went with special minuteness into the doings of Frank.

When he concluded, Ziza heaved a very deep sigh and closed her eyes.

Ive tired you, Ziza, exclaimed Willie, jumping up, with a look of anxiety, and removing the tea-board and jacket, as the child slipped down under the clothes. He asked if she wanted to go to sleep.

Yes, for Im very tired, she sighed languidly; then added, but please read to me a little first.

What book am I to read you? said Willie, looking round the room, where no book of any kind was to be seen.

Here, its under the pillow.

Willie put his hand under the pillow and pulled out a small pocket-Bible.

Read the third chapter of Saint Johns Gospel, said the child, closing her eyes.

Willie read in the monotonous tones of a schoolboys voice until he came to the sixteenth verse, For God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life.

Stop at that verse, whispered Ziza. Ill go to sleep now.

Her deep breathing soon proclaimed that she was in the land of dreams, so Willie removed the candle a little further away from her, and then, resting his elbows on the table and his head in his hands, began to read the Bible. He turned over a few pages without much intention of finding any particular place, for he was beginning to feel sleepy.

The first words his eyes fell upon were, Blessed are they that consider the poor.

He roused up a little at this, and read the verse again, for he connected it with the fact that the fairy was poor. Then he pondered it for some time, and, falling asleep, dropt his head on the Bible with such force that he woke up for a little and tried to read again, but do what he would he could not get beyond that verse; finally he gave up the attempt, and, laying his forehead down upon it, quickly fell sound asleep.

In this state the couple were discovered an hour or two later by Messrs Cattley senior and junior on their return from the theatre.

Inscrutable mysteries! say, what is this? exclaimed the elder clown, advancing into the room on tiptoe.

Apostrophising his eye and one Betty Martin, the younger clown said that it was a rare go and no mistake, whereupon his father laid his hand on Willies shoulder and gently shook him.

Eh! another cup, Ziza? exclaimed the self-accused nurse, as he put out his hand to seize the tea-pot. Hallo! I thought it was the fairy, he added, looking up with a sleepy smile; I do believe Ive gone and fell asleep.

Why, lad, where got ye all those things? inquired the senior Cattley, laying aside his cloak and cap, and speaking in a low tone, for Ziza was still sleeping soundly.

Well, I got em, replied Willie in a meditative tone, from a friend of mine  a very partikler friend o mine  as declines to let me mention his name, so youll have to be satisfied with the wittles and without the name of the wirtuous giver. Praps it was a dook, or a squire, or a archbishop as did it. Anyway his name warnt Walker. See now, youve bin an woke up the fairy.

The sick child moved as he spoke, but it was only to turn, without awaking, on her side.

Well, lad, said the clown, sitting down and looking wistfully in the face of his daughter, youve got your own reasons for not tellin me  mayhap Ive a pretty good guess  anyhow I say God bless him, for I do blieve hes saved the childs life. Ive not seen her sleep like that for weeks. Look at her, Jim; aint she like her old self?

Yes, father, she dont need no paint and flour to make a fairy on her just now. Shes just like what she was the last time I seed her go up in a gauze cloud to heaven, with red and blue fire blazin all round her.

Ill bid ye good-night now, said Willie, buttoning up his jacket to the chin, and pulling his cap down on his brows with the air of a man who has a long walk before him.

Youre off, are you  eh? said the elder clown, rising and taking Willie by the hand, well, youre a good lad. Thankee for comin here an takin care of Ziza. My subterranean grotto aint much to boast of, but such as it is youre welcome to it at all times. Good-night.

Good-night, said Willie; good-night, Jim. Jim replied good-night heartily, and then Willie stepped into the dark passage. He glanced back at the fairy before shutting the door, but her eyes were closed, so he said good-night to her in his heart, and went home.




Chapter Seventeen.

Home Life.

My dear Miss Tippet, I shall never, no never, get over it.

So said, and so undoubtedly thought, a thin little old lady with remarkably bright eyes, and a sweet old face, as she sat sipping tea at Miss Tippets elbow.

It was in the drawing-room of Miss Deemas that she sat, and the Eagle sat opposite to her.

It was very dreadful, responded Miss Tippet with a sigh very.

It was awful. I know I shall never get over it,  never, repeated the little old lady, finishing her tea, and asking for another cup in the calmest possible voice, with the sweetest possible smile.

Oh yes, you will, Mrs Denman, said Miss Deemas snappishly.

No, indeed, I wont, repeated Mrs Denman; how can I? Just think of the situation. Sitting in my chair in dishabille, when a man  a Man, Miss Dee

Well, I know what a man is, said the Eagle bitterly; why dont you go on?

Burst himself through my bedroom-door, continued Mrs Denman, with lime and charcoal and brick-dust and water streaming down his face  ffo-olded me in his arms, bore me out into the street  the street! Oh! I shall never, never get over it; and so little, so very little clothing on me

How much had you on? asked Miss Deemas in a deep voice, the calmness of which contrasted forcibly with Mrs Denmans excited tones.

Really, Miss Deemas, I see no necessity for going into particulars. It is sufficient to know that I was carried by a man into the street in the face of some thousands of people, for I heard them cheering though I saw them not. I know I shall never get over it  another cup, my love; not quite so much sugar  no, not if I were to live to the age of Methusaleh.

I dont wonder, indeed I dont, murmured the sympathetic Miss Tippet. I think, Julia dear, you are a little too hard on Mrs Denman. How would you like to have been carried out of a burning house in such a way by a big rough man?

Oh, my dear, interposed Mrs Denman, I did not say he was rough. Big he certainly was, and strong, but I must do him the justice to say that the man li  lif  oh me! lifted me up very tenderly, and carried me as though I had been an infant and he my mother, through smoke and fire and water, into the street, before the eyes of the  whole  oh, its too awful to think of!

Stuff! ejaculated Miss Deemas, pecking a piece of cake out of her fingers as she would, metaphorically of course, have pecked the eyes out of the head of Frank Willders, or any other man. Didnt you say he put a blanket round you?

Of course, Miss Deemas; I should have died otherwise of pure shame.

No, you wouldnt, retorted the Eagle. You would probably have been half suffocated and a good deal dirtied, and you might have been singed, but you wouldnt have died; and what need you care now, for the people saw nothing but a bundle. You might have been a bundle of old clothes for all they knew or cared. All they wanted to see was the bravery, as they call it, of the man; as if there were not hundreds upon hundreds of women who would do the same thing if their muscles were strong enough, and occasion served.

But it was a brave act, you know, said Miss Tippet timidly.

I dont know that, retorted Miss Deemas, helping herself to more cake with as much decision of manner as if she had been carrying it off by force of arms from before the very muzzles of a masculine battery. I dont know that. He had to escape, you know, for his own life, and he might as well bring a bundle along with him as not.

Yes; but then, said Miss Tippet, he first went up the  the thingumy, you know.

No, he didnt, retorted Miss Deemas smartly; he was in the house at the time, and only came down the thingumy, as you call it!

It was a peculiarity of Miss Deemass character, that she claimed the right to be as rude as she chose to people in her own house, and rather prided herself on this evidence of independence.

In my opinion, said Mrs Denman, his being in the burning house at all of his own accord, was of itself evidence of courage. I think the fireman is a brave young man.

Thus much Mrs Denman said with dignity to Miss Deemas. The remainder of her speech she addressed to Miss Tippet.

But, my dear, I feel that although I owe this young man a debt of gratitude which I can never repay, I shall never be able to look my preserver in the face. I know that his mind will always revert, when he sees me, to the fi  fig  the figure that he lifted out of that easy-chair. But there is one thing I have resolved on, continued the little old lady in more cheerful tones, as she asked for another cup of tea, and that is, to get a fireman to instruct me as to the best method of saving my own life should fire again break out in my dwelling.

The Eagle gave a hysterical chuckle at this.

I have already written to one who has been recommended to me as a shrewd man, and he is coming to call on me this very evening at seven oclock.

Mrs Denman started, as if her own remark had recalled something, and pulled out her watch.

Why, it is almost half-past six! she exclaimed, rising hastily. Excuse a hurried departure, Miss Deemas. Your society and sympathy (she looked pointedly at Miss Tippet here) have been so agreeable that I did not observe how time was flying. Good-bye, Miss Deemas. Good evening, dear Miss Tippet.

Miss Deemas bowed.

Good-bye, my love, said Miss Tippet, bustling round her friend. Im so glad to have met you, and I hope youll come and see me soon; 6 Poor-thing Lane, remember. Come whenever you please, dear Mrs Denman. Yes, yes, time does indeed fly, as you say; or as my friend, Sir Archibald Whats-his-name used to remark, Tempit fugus something re-whats-is-name. Good-bye, dear Mrs Denman.

While the ladies were thus engaged, one whom the Eagle would have tossed her beak at with supreme contempt was enjoying himself in the bosom of his family. This was none other than Joe Corney himself, who, having received a stop for a distant fire, had looked in on his wife to tell her of the note he had received from Mrs Denman.

The family bosom resided in a small portion of a small house in the small street where the fire-engine dwelt.

Joe had laid his helmet on the table, and, having flung himself into a chair, seized his youngest child, a little girl, in his arms, raised her high above his head and laughed in her face; at which the child chuckled and crowed to the best of its ability.

Meanwhile his eldest son, Joe junior, immediately donned the helmet, seized the poker, thrust the head of it into a bucket of water, and, pointing the other end at a supposed fire, began to work an imaginary hand-pump with all his might.

Its goin out, daddy, cried the urchin.

Sure, hes a true chip o the owld block, observed his mother, who was preparing the evening meal of the family; hes uncommon fond o fire an wather.

Molly, my dear, said the fireman, Id have ye kape a sharp eye on that same chip, else his fondness for fire may lead to more wather than yed wish for.

Ive bin thinkin that same meself, honey, replied Mrs Corney, placing a pile of buttered toast on the table. Shure didnt I kitch him puttin a match to the straw bed the other day! Me only consolation is that ivery wan in the house knows how to use the hand-pump. Ah, then, ye wont believe it, Joe, but I catched the baby at it this mornin, no later, an shed have got it to work, I do believe, av she hadnt tumbled right over into the bucket, an all but drownded herself. But, you know, the stations not far off, if the house did git alight. Shure ye might run the hose from the ingin to here without so much as drawin her out o the shed. Now, then, Joe, tays ready, so fall to.

Joe did fall to with the appetite of a man who knows what it is to toil hard, late and early. Joe junior laid aside the helmet and poker, and did his duty at the viands like the true son of a fireman  not to say an Irishman  and for five minutes or so the family enjoyed themselves in silence. After that Joe senior heaved a sigh, and said that it would be about time for him to go and see the old lady.

What can it be she wants? asked Mrs Corney.

Dont know, replied her husband. All I know is that shes the old lady as was bundled neck and crop out o the first-floor windy o the house in Holborn by Frank Willders. Shes a quare owld woman that. Shes got two houses, no less; wan over the coachmakers shop  the shop bein her property  an wan in Russell Square. They say shes rich enough to line her coffin with goold an inch thick. Spakin o that, Molly my dear, a quare thing happened to me the other night. Its what ye call a coinsidence.

Whats that, Joe?

Well, taint easy to explain, but it means two things happenin together in a most onlikely way  dye see?

No, I dont, Joe, replied Mrs Corney, helping herself to another slice of toast.

Well, it dont matter much, resumed Joe, but this is what it was: Mr Dale an me was sittin, about two in the mornin, at the station fire smokin our pipes (for it was my turn on duty) an chattin away about one thing an another, when somehow we got upon tellin our experiences, an Dale he tells me a story o how he was once called to a fire in a cemetary, an had to go down among the coffins  for they was afire  an what a fright some o his men got, when, just as he had finished, an all my flesh was creepin at wot Id heard, there comes a ring at the bell an a call to a fire in Portland Street. I runs an gets out the ingin, an Frank (he was my mate that night) he rings up the boys, an away we wint in tin minutes. It wasnt far, an when we got there in we wint into the house, which was full o smoke, but no fire to be seen. We wint coughin and sneezin an rubbin our eyes down into a cellar, where the lads of another ingin was at work before us wi the hand-pumps, an, would ye belaive it? but the walls o that cellar was lined wi coffins! True for ye, there they was, all sizes, as thick as they could stand. I thought I was dramin, but it was no drame, for it was an undertakers shop; an when I wint upstairs, after we diskivered the fire an put it out, I sees two coffins on tressels lyin ready for use. Wan was black-painted wood, no doubt for a poor man, an nothin inside ot. The other alongside was covered wid superfine black cloth an silver-mounted handles, an name-plate, an it was all padded inside an lined wid white satin!

White satin, Joe? Youre jokin.

As sure as your names Molly, it was white satin, repeated Joe; I wouldnt have belaived it av I hadnt seen it; but thats the way the quality goes to their graves. I looks at the two coffins as I was comin away, an thinks I to myself, I wonder whether the poor man or the rich manll be most comfortable when theyre laid there?

Now, Molly, Ill bid ye good-night an be off to see this owld lady, this Mrs Denman. Look afther that boy, now, an kape the matches out of his way, whativer ye do.

With this very needful warning, Joe Corney kissed his wife and the baby, and went off to the station to obtain leave of absence for a couple of hours.




Chapter Eighteen.

Joe Corneys Advice.

Wending his way through the crowded streets, Joe soon reached the door of the house in Russell Square which belonged to Mrs Denman.

The good lady had made use of a cab after quitting Miss Deemas, so that she was at home and seated in a luxuriously easy chair in her splendidly furnished drawing-room when the fireman applied the knocker.

Does Mrs Denman stop here, my dear? said Joe to the smart servant-girl who opened the door.

Yes, replied the girl, and she told me to show you up to the drawing-room whenever you came. Step this way.

Joe pulled off his cap and followed the maid, who ushered him into the presence of the little old lady.

Pray take a chair, said Mrs Denman, pointing to one which had evidently been placed close to hers on purpose. You are a fireman, I understand?

Yes, maam, replied Joe, Ive bin more nor tin years at the business now.

You must find it a very warm business, I should imagine, said Mrs Denman, with a smile.

True for ye, maam. My bodys bin amost burnt off my sowl over and over again; but its cowld enough, too, sometimes, specially when yeve got to watch the premises after the fires bin put out of a cowld winter night, as I had to do at your house, maam.

Mrs Denman started and turned pale.

What! dyou mean to say that you were at the fire in  in Holborn that night?

Indeed I do, maam. Och! but ye must be ill, maam, for yer face is as white as a ghost. Shure but its red now. Let me shout for some wather for ye, maam.

No, no, my good man, said Mrs Denman, recovering herself a little. I  I  the fact is, it did not occur to me that you had been at that fire, else I would never  but no matter. You didnt see  see  any one saved, did you?

See any one saved, is it? Shure, I did, an yerself among the lot. Och! but its Frank Willders as knows how to do a thing nately. He brought ye out o the windy, maam, on his showlder as handy as if yed bin a carpet-bag, or a porkmanty, maam

Hush, man! exclaimed poor Mrs Denman, blushing scarlet, for she was a very sensitive old lady; I cannot bear to think of it. But how could  you know it was me? It  it  might have been anything  a bundle, you know.

Not by no manes, replied the candid Joe. We seed your shape quite plain, maam, for the blankit was tight round ye.

Mrs Denman covered her face with her hand at this point, and resting her elbow on the arm of her chair, reflected that the thing was beyond remedy, and that, as the man had come and was now looking at her, matters could not be worse; so she resolved to carry out her original intention, and question him as to the best course of action in the event of fire.

My good man, she said, I have taken the liberty of asking you to come here to tell me what I should do to guard against fire in future.

Joe rubbed his nose and looked at the ground; then he stroked his chin and looked at the old lady; then a look of intelligence lighted up his expressive countenance as he said abruptly  

Is yer house an furniture insured, maam?

No, it is not, replied Mrs Denman. I have never insured in my life, because although I hear of fires every day in London, it has never occurred to me until lately that there was any probability of my house being burned. I know it was very foolish of me, but I shall see to having it done directly.

Thats right, maam, said Joe, with an approving nod. If you seed the heaps an heaps o splendid furnitur an goods an buildins as is burnt every day amost in London, an lost to the owners cause they grudged the few shillins of insurance, or cause they was careless an didnt blieve a fire would ever come to them, no matter how many might come to other folk, youd insure yer house an furnitur first thing i the mornin, maam.

I have no doubt you say what is quite correct, Mr Corney, and I will certainly attend to this matter in future; but I am more particularly anxious to know how I should act if the house in which I live were to take fire.

Get out of it as fast as possible, said Joe promptly, an screech out fire! till yer sides is sore.

But suppose, said Mrs Denman, with a faint smile, that the fire is burning in the stair, and the house full of smoke, what am I to do?

Och! I see yer drift now, maam, said Joe, with a knowing look. Av its that what ye wants to know, Ill just, with your lave, maam, give ye a small discourse on the subjic.

Joe cleared his throat, and began with the air of a man who knows what he is talking about.

Its as well, maam, to begin by tryin to prevent yer house ketchin fire  prevention bein better nor cure. If yed kape clear o that, theres two or three small matters to remimber. First of all, take oncommon good care o your matches, an dont let the childer git at em, if youve any in the house. Would you believe it, maam, there was above fifty fires in London last year that was known to ha bin set alight by childers playin wid matches, or by careless servants lettin em drop an treadin on em?

How many? asked Mrs Denman in surprise.

Fifty, maam.

Dear me! you amaze me, fireman; I had supposed there were not so many fires in London in a year.

A year! exclaimed Joe. Why, theres nearly three fires, on the average, every twinty-four hours in London, an thats about a thousand fires in the year, maam.

Are you sure of what you say, fireman?

Quite sure, maam; ye can ax Mr Braidwood if ye dont blieve me.

Mrs Denman, still in a state of blank amazement, said that she did not doubt him, and bade him go on.

Well, then, resumed Joe, look well arter yer matches, an niver read in bed; thats the way hundreds o houses get a light. When you light a candle with a bit o paper, maam, dont throw it on the floor an tramp on it an think its out, for many a time theres a small spark left, an the wind as always blows along the floor sets it up an it kitches somethin, and there you are  blazes an hollerin an ingins goin full swing in no time. Then, maam, never go for to blow out yer gas, an if theres an escape dont rest till ye get a gasfitter and find it out. But more particularly dont try to find it yerself with a candle. Och! if yed only seen the blows up as Ive seen from gas, yed look better arter it. Not more nor two weeks gone by, maam, we was called to attend a fire which was caused by an escape o gas. Wen we got there the fire was out, but sitch a mess you niver did see. It was a house, maam, in the West End, with the most illigant painted walls and cornices and gimcracks, idged all with goold. The family had just got into it  noo done up for em, only, by good luck, there wasnt much o the furnitur in. They had smelled a horrid smell o gas for a good while, but couldnt find it. At last the missis, she goes with a workman an a candle to look for it, an sure enough they found it in a bathroom. It had been escapin in a small closet at the end o the bath, and not bein able to git out, for the door was a tight fit, it had gone away an filled all the space between the ceilins an floors, an between the lath, and plaster, and the walls. The moment the door in the bath-room was opened all this gas took light an blowed up like gunpowder. The whole inner skin o the beautiful drawing-room, maam, was blowed into the middle of the room. The cook, who was in the drawin-room passage, she was blowd down stairs; the workman as opened the little door, he was blowd flat on his back; an the missis, as was standin with her back to a door, she was lifted off her legs and blowd right through the doorway into a bedroom.

Gracious! exclaimed the horrified Mrs Denman, was she killed?

No, maam, she warnt killed. Be good luck they was only stunned an dreadful skeared, but no bones was broken.

Mrs Denman found relief in a sigh.

Well, maam, continued Joe, let me advise you to sweep yer chimleys once a month. When your chimley gets afire the sparks they get out, and when sparks get out of a windy night theres no tellin what they wont light up. Its my opinion, maam, that them as makes the laws should more nor double the fines for chimleys goin afire. But suppose, maam, your house gets alight in spite of you  well then, the question is whats best to do?

Mrs Denman nodded her old head six or seven times, as though to say, That is precisely the question.

Ill tell you, maam,  here Joe held up the fore-finger of his right hand impressively. In the first place, every one in a house ought to know all the outs and ins of it, cause if youve got to look for things for the first time when the cry of Fire is raised, its not likely that youll find em. Now, dye know, or do the servants know, or does anybody in the house know, where the trap in the roof is?

Mrs Denman appeared to meditate for a minute, and then said that she was not sure. She herself did not know, and she thought the servants might be ignorant on the point, but she rather thought there was an old one in the pantry, but they had long kept a cat, and so didnt require it.

Och! exclaimed Joe, with a broad grin, sure its a trap-door Im spakin of.

Mrs Denman professed utter ignorance on this point, and when told that it ought to be known to every one in the house as a mode of escape in the event of fire, she mildly requested to know what she would have to do if there were such a trap.

Why, get out on the roof to be sure, (Mrs Denman shivered) and get along the tiles to the next house, (Mrs Denman shut her eyes and shuddered) an so make yer escape. Then you should have a ladder fixed to this trap-door so as it couldnt be took away, and ye should have some dozen fathoms o half-inch rope always handy, cause if ye was cut off from the staircase by fire an from the roof by smoke ye might have to let yourself down from a windy. Its as well, too, to know how to knot sheets and blankets together, so that the ties wont slip, for if you have no rope theyd be better than nothin. You should also have a hand-pump, maam, and a bucket of water always handy, cause if you take a fire at the beginnin its easy put out. An its as well to know that you should go into a room on fire on your hands and knees, with your nose close to the ground  just as a pinter-dog goes cause theres more air there than overhead; an its better to go in wi the hand-pump the first thing. Dont wait to dress, maam.

Stop, stop, Mr Corney! cried Mrs Denman, holding up her hand.

The little lady was stunned with the rapid utterance of the enthusiastic fireman, and with the dreadful suggestion that she, Mrs Denman, should, in the dead of night, get upon the roof of her dwelling and scramble over the tiles, or let herself down by a rope from a window into the public street, or creep into a burning room on her hands and knees with her nose to the ground like a pointer, and all this, too, in her night-dress, so she begged of him to stop, and said:

But you forget, fireman, it is impossible for me to do any of these dreadful things.

Well, maam, returned Joe coolly, it wouldnt be easy  though, for the matter o that, its wonderful what people will do for their lives; but I was tellin ye, maam, what ought to be done, so as somebody else in the house might do it, if you couldnt.

But suppose, maam, continued Joe, without waiting for a reply; suppose that the house is alight. Well, the first thing youve got to do, is not to get into a fluster. That cant do no good, you know, and is sure to do mischief. Keep cool. Thats the first thing, maam; and be deliberate in all ye do. The second thing is, to wrap a blanket round ye, an get out of the house as fast as ye can without stoppin to dress. Its of no use lookin put out, maam; for its better to escape without yer cloes than to be burnt alive in em. Then be careful to shut all doors after ye as ye go. This keeps the air from gittin at the fire, and so smothers it down till the ingines come up. Also keep all windows shut. If the smoke is like to choke ye, git yer nose as near the ground as possible, an go along on yer hands and knees. A bit o flannel or a worsted sock held over yer mouth an nose, will help you to bear it better.

If ye cant escape by the street-door, or the trap in the roof, then get into a front room, where you will be more easy to be got at wid ladders or fire-escapes, an see that every mimber o the household is there. Many a wan has bin forgotten in the hurry-skurry of a fire, and left asleep in bed, ignorant o the danger till too late; when a cool head might have missed em, and wakened em in time. Whatever ye do, maam  keep cool.

The probability of poor Mrs Denman keeping cool in such circumstances was uncommonly small; for she was at that moment hot all over, and her face flushed at the mere recital of such horrors!

Joe then went on to state, that the very last thing she should do was to jump from a window (a somewhat unnecessary piece of advice, poor Miss Denman thought), and that, when she was compelled to take such a step, she should first of all pitch over all the blankets and bedding she could lay hold of to make her fall easy. He wound up with an emphatic reiteration of the assurance that her only chance lay in keeping cool.

That night, poor Mrs Denman, in a condition of mind that is utterly indescribable, because inconceivable, went through the whole of the dreadful processes which Joe had described; and did it, too, with miraculous presence of mind and energy  in her dreams.




Chapter Nineteen.

Dark Plots are hatched.

Gorman was one of those peculiar characters who, in personal appearance, are totally devoid of peculiarity. He was a middle-sized, thick-set, commonplace, grave, quiet man; very powerful  but not apparently so; one whom it was impossible to find out unless he chose to let himself be found out. Above all, he was a reserved man.

Everybody knew well enough, at least among his intimates, that he was named Gorman; but not one of the number knew what his Christian name was. A few were aware that he signed himself D. Gorman; but whether the D represented David, dastard, drunkard, or demon, was a matter of pure speculation to all, a few of his female acquaintance excepted (for he had no friends), who asserted roundly that it represented them all, and some were even willing to go the length of saying that it represented more, and stood for dirty, drivelling, desperate, and a few other choice words which it is quite unnecessary to mention. Only a few, and these were among the knowing and peculiarly observant ones of Gormans intimates, said that D stood for deep. But then, many of those who thus pronounced their opinion, were comparatively worthless characters, given to scandal and slander; so the reader must not allow himself to be biassed too much by their report.

Certain it is, however, that when Gorman was asked on one occasion what his Christian name was, he replied that he had no Christian name; because he didnt believe in Christianity, and that he signed himself D, to be distinguished from the other Gormans who might chance to exist in the universe.

People were not at all shocked at his bold statement of unbelief; because, in the circle in which he moved, the same disbelief was pretty general.

Besides many other traits and qualities, definable and indefinable, Gorman had the power of assuming the appearance either of a burglar of the lowest type, or a well-to-do contractor or tradesman. A slight change in dress and manner were sufficient to metamorphose him beyond recognition.

Everybody knew, also, that Gorman was the landlord of a small public-house at the corner of a dirty street, not far from London Bridge; and that he kept a stout, middle-aged man on the premises to do the duty of host, while he himself went about other business, which nobody knew of, and which no one could find out, although many had tried to do so with all their might.

Every day in the year, Gorman might have been seen at the Golden Swan; but never for longer than a few minutes at a time, when he inspected the books, received the cash drawn the day before; and made an impression on all in the premises, that tended to convince them they were well looked after.

Humph! ejaculated Gorman, as he finished counting the dirty coppers and pieces of silver which his agent had delivered to him, and dropped them from his dirty fingers into a dirty leather bag: Business is dull, I think.

It aint brisk just now, sir, replied the deputy-landlord of the Golden Swan.

Gorman received this reply with another Humph, and then, putting the bag in his coat pocket, prepared to leave.

No one bin askin for me? inquired Gorman.

No, sir; no one.

Ill be back to-morrow about this time.

The deputy knew that this was false, for his employer invariably came at a different hour each day, in order to take the house by surprise; but he said, Very well, sir, as usual.

And mind, continued Gorman, that you put the lights out. Youre uncommon careful about that, I hope?

It is worthy of remark, in reference to Gormans anxiety about putting out lights, that he had been burned out of several sets of premises in the course of a few years. He was quite a martyr, as it were, to fire. Unaccountably worried, pursued, and damaged by it  no, not damaged, by the way; because Gorman was a prudent man, and always insured to the full amount. His enemies sometimes said above it; but neither they nor we have any means of proving or disproving that.

The deputy protested that he always exercised the utmost precaution in putting everything out every night  from the last beery lingerer, to the gas  and that he felt quite put out himself at being asked the question, as it implied a doubt of his care and attention to business. Hereupon Gorman said Good-night, and the deputy returned to the counter, where besotted men and drunken women awaited his attendance.

Three-quarters of an hour sufficed to convey Gorman from the east to the west end of London. Here he sought the well-known precincts of Poorthing Lane, and entered the shop of Mr David Boone.

That worthy received him with a look of glad surprise; but with a feeling of the deepest misery.

Anyone inside? asked Gorman.

No, said Boone, cept the boy. Ill call him to mind the shop, and then we can be alone.

As Gorman did not vouchsafe a reply, but walked straight into the little room behind the shop, Boone called the boy, and bade him mind the shop, while he held private consultation with his friend.

The shop-boy enjoyed the name of Robert Roddy. He was a soft-faced, washed-out youth, with a disposition to wink both eyes in a meek manner. Rough-spoken people called him an idiot, but Roddy was not quite such an idiot as they took him for. He obeyed his masters mandate by sitting down on a tall stool near the window, and occupied himself in attempting to carve a human face on the head of a walking-stick.

Glad to see you, Mr Gorman, said Boone, seating his tall body on a low stool at the side of his friend, who, with his hat on, had thrown himself into an armchair, and spread out both legs before the fire. Very glad to see you, indeed, in my  little sanctum, my withdrawing room, if I may venture to use the name, to which I retire during the intervals of business.

Boone said this with an air of pleasantry, and smiled, but his visitor did not encourage him.

Pretty long intervals, I should suppose, he growled, pulling out his pipe and lighting it.

Boone admitted, with a sigh, that they were, and observed that trade was extremely dull  astonishingly dull.

Why, would you believe it, sir, I have not sold twenty shillings worth o goods all last week, and only one wax-doll within the month, although its gettin well on for Christmas-time? One would amost fancy the childrn was about to give up such vanities an devote themselves to serious business. Its a serious business for the like of us, anyhow.

Again Mr Boone smiled, and again failed to make an agreeable impression on his visitor, who demanded in a surly tone if he had been thinking over it, and made up his mind to do it.

Boones face changed at this indefinite question, and became a shade paler than it was by nature, as he replied, hesitatingly, that he had been thinking over it, and that he had made up his mind not to do it.

Oh, you have, have you? said Gorman in a tone of irony. Very good; then Ill trouble you to pay me the three hundred pounds you owe me by this day next week, and the rent of this here tenement for last half.

Boones face became still paler.

Youre a hard landlord, said he.

Youre a soft tenant, retorted Gorman.

You know what the punishment is by law, continued Boone.

Yes  death, said the other drily; but you know as well as I do that its never carried out nowadays.

But penal servitude for ten or twenty years aint much better.

Some men think its worse, replied Gorman, with a savage grin; but youve no need to fear. If you only take the right precautions its impossible to find it out, an Ill engage to put ye up to doin it in such a way that there wont be a scrap the size of a sixpence left to convict you. Only put a bold face on it and the things done, and your fortune made as well as mine.

The mans voice and manner softened a little as he said this, for he thought he perceived symptoms of wavering in his tenant, who covered his face with his large thin hands and sighed deeply.

Come, dont be hard on me, he said at length; I really havent got courage to go through with this. Only give me a little more time, and Ill

Very good, interrupted Gorman, with an oath, as he rose and dashed his pipe into fragments on the hearth; if you wont burn yourself out o this scrape.

Hush! hush, man! said Boone in a hoarse whisper; not so loud; my lad will hear you. Come, Ill think of it.

Will you do it? demanded the other fiercely. You know the alternative if you dont?

Ruination?

Exactly so; and that without delay.

Ruination either way, murmured Boone sadly to himself, as though he were counting the cost.

Tut, man, said his landlord, becoming more gentle, its nothing of the sort. If you only take my advice, itll be a jolly blaze, which, instead of ending in smoke will end in some thousands of pounds and commencing business again on fresh capital. Come, Ive not got time to waste with you. Theres no escape for you, so youd better say yes, else Ill go and have a talk with a legal friend of mine who is used to screwing gold out of most unpromising mines.

David Boones face had by this time become so pale that it could not become paler, so it turned somewhat green instead. His teeth, too, had a tendency to chatter when he spoke, but by a strong mental effort he prevented this, and said in a subdued voice that he was willing to do whatever his landlord pleased to command.

Thats all right, said Gorman, resuming his seat in front of the fire; now you speak like a man. Sit down and Ill go over the matter with you, and make your mind easy by showing you that it aint either a difficult or risky piece of work. Bless you, it aint the first time Ive been up to that sort o thing.

It did not require the diabolical leer that accompanied this remark to convince his hearer of its truth.

Now, then, said Gorman, with a business air, first of all, how stands the stock in the shop?

Rather low, answered Boone, who had reseated himself on the stool; in fact, Ive got little or nothing more than what is visible. Ive bin so hard-up of late that Ive had to crowd everything into view an make the most of appearances. All the dressed dolls has got their frocks spread out, and the undressed ones their arms an legs throwed about to make em take up as much room as possible. The lids of all the work boxes is open, the slates and puzzle boxes stuck up in single rows, with their broadsides to the front, and the collapsin worlds is all inflated. Everything in the front is real, but all behind is sham dummies an empty boxes.

Gorman opened his eyes a little on hearing this.

Good, he said, after a pause; youre a cleverer fellow than I took you for. I thought you was well off, and Im sure the neighbours think the same, for the place looks pretty full an thrivin. I suppose, now, if it was all sold off you wouldnt have enough to pay up my loans?

Nothink like it, said Boone earnestly. Ive slaved night and day, an done my best, but lucks again me.

Ah, thats cause youve bin faint-hearted in time past; youre goin to be bold in time to come, my good fellow; youll have to be bold, you will. Come, Ill explain how. But first, let me ask how much you think the stock is worth.

Not much above fifty pounds.

Hum! it looks like more.

Thats true, an the people about think its worth two or three hundred, for you see I have a lot o cheap jewellery, and some of the inquisitive ones have been trying to pump me of late. They all think Im thriving, said Boone, shaking his head sorrowfully.

So you are, so you are, man, said Gorman jocosely, and youre going to make your fortune soon, and so am I, though at present Im poor enough. However, that dont matter. Heres your course for the future, which youre to steer by. Youll go an begin chatting with your neighbours at odd times, and your conversation, curiously enough, will always be about the times bein better than usual, an about the approach of Christmas, an the stock you mean to lay in against that festive season. After that youll lay in the stock  fifty pounds worth; and it wont be sham; itll be real

But where is the money to come from? asked Boone.

Oh, dont you trouble about the money; Ill provide that. Ive a curious power of raisin the wind on easy terms. Fifty pounds worth of real goods will be bought by you, my thriving shopman, and youll let some of the neighbours, partiklerly these same inquisitive uns, see the goods and some of the invoices, and youll tell them that youve laid in 150 pounds worth of stock, and that you think of layin in more. On the strength of the press o business youll get another shop-lad, and youll keep em employed a good deal goin messages, so that they wont get to know much about the state o things, and Ill take care to send you a rare lot o customers, wholl come pretty often for small purchases, and give the shop an uncommon thrivin look. Oh, well make a splendid appearance of doin business, and well have lots of witnesses ready to bother these sharp lawyers if need be  wont we, Boone?

Poor Boone, whose colour had not yet improved much, smiled in a ghastly way, but said nothing.

Well, then, resumed Gorman, after a few minutes meditation, when this thriving trade is in full swing well get it insured. You know it would never do to risk the loss of such valuable stock by fire  eh, Boone? common prudence pints that out! You say what you have is worth fifty, and what youll lay in is fifty more, makin a hundred, so well insure for five hundred; theres a clear gain of four hundred per cent, only think of that! Well, the house I have already insured for five hundred, that makes nine hundred, and well insure the furniture and fixings for fifty; thatll look business-like, you know. Then the goods laid in will be carefully removed in the night at various times before the fire, so you had better see that they are small and portable objects; thatll make another fifty pounds, if not more. So I see my way to a thousand pounds. Thats a neat sum, aint it, Boone?

Still Boone made no reply, but favoured his visitor with another ghastly smile.

Well, then, pursued Gorman, all youve got to do is, on a certain night that I will fix, to set the shop alight, and the things done quite easy. But thats not all. Youve got an old mother, I believe; well, it would be very unnatural in you to run the risk of being burned to death, an leaving her penniless; so youll insure your life for five hundred pounds, and Ill pay the first premium on it, and then youll die

Die! exclaimed Boone, with a start.

Ay; why not, if youre to get a small fortune by it.

But hows that to be managed? inquired Boone, with a look of doubt.

Managed? Nothing easier. Youll be so desperately upset by the fire  perhaps singed a little too  that youll be taken ill and wont get better. Ill look carefully after you as your loving friend, and when youre about dead youll get up and clear off in a quiet way. Ill make arrangements to have a corpse as like you as possible put in your bed, and then youll be buried comfortably, and well share the insurance. Of course youll have to leave this part of the town and disguise yourself, but that wont be difficult. Why, man, if you were only fond of a joke you might even attend your own funeral! Its not the first time that sort of thing has bin done. So, then, youll have your life insured, but not yet. Your first business is to set about the purchase of the stock, and, let me tell you, theres no time to lose, so I advise you to write out the orders this very night. Ill fetch you fifty pounds in a day or two, and youll pay up at once. Itll look well, you know, and after its all settled well divide the plunder. Now then, good-night. I congratulate you on your thriving business.

Gorman opened the door of the inner room as he said the last words, so that the lad in the shop might hear them. As he passed through the shop he whispered in his friends ear, Mind the consequences if you fail, and then left him with another hearty good-night.

Poor David Boone, having sold himself to the tempter, went about his duties like an abject slave. He began by ordering goods from various wholesale dealers in the city, after which he took occasion to stand a good deal at his shop door and accost such of his neighbours as chanced to pass. The conversation at such times invariably began with the interesting topic of the weather, on which abstruse subject Boone and his friends displayed a surprising profundity of knowledge, by stating not only what the weather was at the time being, and what it had been in time past, but what it was likely to be in time to come. It soon diverged, however, to business, and usually ended in a display of fresh goods and invoices, and in references, on the part of Boone, to the felicitous state of trade at the time.

Do what he would, however, this thriving tradesman could not act his part well. In the midst of his prosperity his smiles were ghastly and his laughter was sardonic. Even when commenting on the prosperity of trade his sighs were frequent and deep. One of his friends thought and said that prosperity was turning the poor mans brain. Others thought that he was becoming quite unnatural and unaccountable in his deportment; and a few, acting on the principle of the sailors parrot, which could not speak much, but was a tremendous thinker, gave no outward indication of their thoughts beyond wise looks and grave shakes of the head, by which most people understood them to signify that they feared there was a screw loose somewhere.

This latter sentiment, it will be observed, is a very common one among the unusually wise ones of the earth, and is conveniently safe, inasmuch as it is more or less true of every person, place, and thing in this sad world of loose screws.




Chapter Twenty.

A little more Hatching.

One night Edward Hooper, having consulted his watch frequently, and compared it with the clock of slow notoriety in the warehouse in Tooley Street, until his patience was almost gone, at last received the warning hiss, and had his books shut and put away before the minute-gun began to boom. He was out at the door and half-way up the lane, with his hat a good deal on one side of his head and very much over one eye, before the last shot was fired.

Its a jolly time of day this  the jolliest hour of the twenty-four, muttered Ned to himself, with a smile.

His speech was thick, and his smile was rather idiotic, by reason of his having drunk more than his usual allowance at dinner that day.

By way of mending matters, Ned resolved to renew his potations immediately, and announced his intentions to himself in the following words:

Com  mi  boy  yyoull go  ave an  urrer por-o-porer  thash yer sort!

At a certain point in the drunkards downward career he ceases to have any control over himself, and increases his speed from the usual staggering jog-trot to a brisk zigzag gallop that generally terminates abruptly in the grave.

Ned Hooper, a kind-hearted fellow enough, and thinking himself not so bad as he seemed because of that same kind-heartedness, had reached the galloping point, and was travelling unusually fast along the high road to ruin.

Being of a generous nature, Ned was in the habit of extending his patronage to various beer-shops, among others to that one near London Bridge which has been described as the property of Gorman. Business, pleasure, or fancy led him to that shop on the evening in question. He was standing at the counter steadying himself with his left hand and holding a pewter-pot in his right, when the door of the inner room opened, and Gorman crossed the floor. He was in a thoughtful mood, and was about to pass out without raising his eyes, when Ned arrested him with:

Good ev-nin, Misher Gormn.

Gorman glanced back, and then turned away as if in contempt, but, suddenly checking himself, returned, and going up to Hooper with as affable a smile as his countenance would admit of, said that he was delighted to shake hands with him, and that he was the very man he wanted to see, as he wished to have a word of conversation with him.

Convshasn wi me? said Ned, swaying himself to and fro as he endeavoured to look steadily in the face of his friend; fire away, shen. Im sh man fr convshashn, grave or gay, comic r  shublime, s all the shame to me!

He finished the pot, and laid it, with an immense assumption of care, on the counter.

Come out, well walk as we talk, said Gorman.

Ha! to bshure; ats poetical  very good, very good, well waalk as we talk  ha! ha! very good. Didnt know you wash a poet  eh? dont look like un.

Come along, then, said Gorman, taking him by the arm.

Shtop! said Ned, drawing himself up with an air of drivelling dignity, and thrusting his hand into his trouser-pocket.

What for? asked the other.

I havent ppaid for my bbeer.

Never mind the beer. Ill stand that, said Gorman, dragging his friend away.

Ned consented to be dragged, and said something to the effect that he hoped to have the pleasure of standing treat on some future occasion.

Now, then, said Gorman, somewhat firmly, though not sternly, for he knew that Ned Hooper was not to be browbeat; are you sober enough to attend to what Ive got to say?

Shober as a dudge, answered Ned.

Gorman looked earnestly in his face for a few moments, and then began to talk to him in a continuous strain by way of testing him.

Cfound these cabs an bbusseses; a feller ccant hear a word, said Ned.

Your lodgins ant far off, are they?

Close t and, answered Ned.

Lets go to em, said Gorman.

In silence Ned Hooper led the way, and, conducting his friend into his chamber, as he styled his poor abode, begged him to be seated, and threw himself into an armchair beside the little fire. There was a pipe on the chimney-piece, which Ned began to fill, while Gorman opened the conversation.

Youre hard up, rather, just now? said the latter.

Xactly so, thats my cndition to a tee.

Ned smiled as he said this, as though it were the most satisfactory state of things possible, and lighted his pipe.

Of course youve no objection to make a fifty pound note or so? asked Gorman.

None in sh wold; always, he became very earnest here, always shposin that I make it honestly.

Of course, of course, rejoined the other; I would never propose anything that would lead you into a scrape. You dont suppose I would do that, I hope?

Shertenly not, replied Ned with a smile; fire away.

Well, then, Im anxious just now to procure a dead corpse.

Ned Hooper, drunk as he was, felt somewhat startled by this, but, being a man of wandering and lively imagination, turned from the point in question to an idea suggested by it.

I shpose a living corpse wouldnt do, would it? It must be a dead one  eh?

Be serious if you can, said Gorman angrily. I want a corpse.

Ned Hooper, who, like many good-humoured men, was easily roused when in a state of intoxication, fired at the tone of Gormans voice, and looked at him as sternly as he could, while he replied:

What have I got to do with yer wants an yer copses  eh? You dont shpose I keep a stock of em on hand ready-made, do you  eh? Then relapsing into a placid frame, he smiled, and added, But fire away, ol feller, Im yer man for convsashin, specially wen its in the comic line.

Thats right, said Gorman, clapping Ned on the shoulder and endeavouring to conciliate him; now, then, the question is, how am I to get un?

Ah, thash the question, if Shaksprs to be blieved.

Well, but couldnt you think? said Gorman.

Think! exclaimed the other, what am I paid a salary for? What are my brains doin night an day  eh? Of course I can think; thashs my prfeshion, is thinking.

Gorman cast a scornful look at his friend, but he deemed it prudent to admit the truth of what he said, and suggested that he might perhaps remember a certain medical student with whom he had once held pleasant converse in his (Gormans) house of entertainment.

Rmember him, of course, hiccuped Ned.

Well, then, he could get us a corpse, you know  couldnt he?

Ned looked uncommonly knowing at this point, and admitted that he rather thought he could  a dozen of them, if necessary.

Well, I want one, and Ill pay well for it if its of the right sort. It must be at least six-foot two, thin about the jaws, with lanky black hair, and a yellow complexion.

Ned smiled facetiously, but at the same time shook his head.

Six ft two, said he, ant a common height; it wont be easy to get un so tall; but  but, he pondered here with a grave expression of countenance, but it might be stretched a bit, you know  eh? As to thin jaws, most of em is thin about sh jaws, an black hair aint un  uncommon.

Ned yawned at this point, and looked very sleepy.

Well, youll speak to him, wont you, and Ill make it worth while for both of you?

Oh yesh, Ill shpeak to him, said Ned, as his head fell on the table and his senses utterly forsook him.

Bah! you beast, muttered Gorman, casting a glance of scorn on his friend as he rose to leave. He had the sense, before going, to extinguish the candle, lest Ned should overturn it and set the house on fire; not that he cared either for Ned or the house, but as the former happened to be necessary to him just then, he did not wish him to be burned too soon. Then he went out, closing the door softly after him.

Half an hour afterwards Neds friend and fellow-lodger, John Barret, entered the room, accompanied by Fred Auberly.

Come, Fred, said the former, we can chat here without interr  hallo

Whats wrong? inquired Fred, endeavouring to make out objects by the feeble flicker of the fire, while his friend struck a light.

Barret did not reply, but the light soon revealed Neds disreputable figure half sprawling on and half clinging to the table.

Surely this is not your chum, John? asked Fred in surprise.

Yes, thats him, answered Barret in a low sad voice. Help me to get him into bed, like a good fellow.

Without a word the young men raised the drunken figure in their arms, and laid it like some loathsome object on one of the beds in the adjoining room.

How can you stay with him? asked Auberly, after they had returned to the other room and seated themselves at the fire.

He is an old schoolfellow of mine, said Barret in a low voice. Im sorry youve seen him in this state. He was a very different fellow once, I assure you; and if it were not for that accursed drink he would be as pleasant a companion as exists. You know I have no friends in London save yourself, Fred, and this young fellow.  I came to stay with him at first, not knowing his character, and now I remain to try to  to  save him; but I fear his case is hopeless. Come, Fred, we wont talk of it. You were saying, as we came along, that your father is sterner than ever, were you not?

Ay, said Fred, with a sigh, he wont even let me call to see my sister too  thats the worst of it. For the rest I care not; my brush has sustained me hitherto, and my love for my profession increases every hour. I feel towards it, John, as a man may be supposed to feel towards the sweet, young girl whom wicked guardians had for a long time refused to let him wed. Nothing but death shall separate us now!

Barret smiled, and was about to make some rejoinder, but he checked himself and changed the subject.

How is your sister? said he, I have not heard of her for a long time.

Not well, answered Fred; the doctors shake their heads and speak of the shock having been too much for her. Dear Loo, she never was strong, and Im afraid that she has received fatal injury on the night of the fire. Im told that my poor father is sadly cut up about her  attends on her night and day, and humours her every whim. This is so unlike him that it fills me with anxiety on account of dear Loo, whom I have not seen since I went to live at Kensington.

Kensington, Fred? I did not know you had gone to live there.

I was just going to mention that when we came in. I have got a very comfortable lodging with  who do you think? youll never guess  Mrs Willders, the mother of our young friend Willie who works with old Tom Tippet upstairs. You may well look surprised. I came upon the lodging quite accidentally, and, finding that it suited my inclinations and my purse, I took it at once for a few weeks. Its in a very poor locality, no doubt, but you know a man must cut his coat according to his cloth, and my cloth is not broad at present. But then, continued Fred, with sudden animation, its a splendid place for a painter! There are such picturesque regions and bits near it. Why, Kensington Gardens are sufficient to make the fortune of a landscape-painter  at least in the way of trees; then an hours walk takes you to rural scenery, or canal scenery, with barges, bridges, boats, old stores, cottages, etcetera. Oh! its a magnificent spot, and Im hard at work on a picturesque old pump near Shepherds Bush Common, with a bit of old brick wall behind it, half-covered with ivy, and a gipsy-like beggar-girl drinking at it out of her hand; that  thatll make an impression, I think, on the Royal Academy, if  if they take it in.

Ah! if they take it in, said John Barret, smiling.

Well, retorted Fred Auberly, I know that is a point of uncertainty, and Im not very sanguine, because there is great lack of room. Nevertheless, I mean to send it. And you know, John, faint heart never won fair lady, so

At this point the conversation was interrupted by a shrill whistle at the top of the house, which, as it drew nearer, became identified with the air of Rule Britannia!

Thats Willie Willders, said Barret, laughing.

I guessed as much, and with your leave Ill call him in. He knows of my having become an inmate of his mothers house, and as he is probably going home I would like to send a message to his mother. Hallo, Willie.

Ay, ay, sir! answered the youth, in the tones of a thoroughbred seaman. Not that Willie had ever been at sea, but he was so fond of seamen, and had mingled with them so much at the docks, as well as those of them who had become firemen, that he tried to imitate their gait and tones.

Come here, you scamp, and stop your noise.

Certainly, sir, said Willie, with a grin, as he entered the room, cap in hand.

Going home, lad? asked Fred.

Yes, sir  at least in a permiscuous sort of way entertainin myself as I goes with agreeable talk, and improvin obsarvation of the shop winders, etceterrer.

Will you take a message to your mother?

Sure-ly, answered Willie.

Well, say to her that I have several calls to make to-night and may be late in getting home, but she need not sit up for me as I have the door-key; tell her not to forget to leave the door on the latch.

Wery good, sir, said Willie. May I make so bold as to ask how Miss Loo was when you seed her last?

Not well, I regret to say, replied Fred.

Indeed! Im surprised to hear that, for shes agoin out to tea to-morrow night, sir.

My surprise is greater than yours, lad; how dyou know that, and where is she going to? asked Auberly.

Here Willie explained in a very elaborate manner that a note had arrived that forenoon from Miss Tippet, inviting Mr Tippet to tea the following evening, and expressing a hope that he would bring with him his clerk, Mister Willders, the brother of the brave fireman who had saved Loos life, and that Miss Louisa Auberly was to be there, and that Mr Tippet had written a note accepting the same.

Then youll have to take another message from me, Willie. Tell Miss Tippet when you go to-morrow that I will give myself the pleasure of looking in on her in the course of the evening, said Fred. Mr Auberly is not to be there, is he?

No, not as I knows of.

Well, good-night, Willie.

Willie took his departure, marching to the usual national air, and soon after Fred Auberly bade his friend good-night and left him.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Small Tea-Party.

Miss Tippets tea-party began by the arrival of Willie Willders, who, being fond of society, and regardless of fashion, understood his hostess literally when she named her tea-hour! For full half an hour, therefore, he had the field to himself, and improved the occasion by entertaining Miss Tippet and Emma Ward with an account of the wonderful inventions that emanated from the fertile brain of Mr Thomas Tippet.

Strange to say, a deep and lasting friendship had sprung up between the eccentric old gentleman and his volatile assistant. Willie sympathised so fully with his master in his wild schemes, and displayed withal such an aptitude for mechanical contrivance, and such a ready appreciation of complex theories, that Mr Tippet soon came to forget his extreme youth, and to converse with him, propound schemes and new ideas to him, and even to ask his advice; with as much seriousness as though he had been a full-grown man.

This was of course very gratifying to Willie, who repaid his masters condescension and kindness by devoting himself heart and soul to the duties of what he styled his profession. He was a good deal put out when his brother Frank asked him one day what his profession was, and resolving never again to be placed in such an awkward position of ignorance, asked his employer what was the name of his business, to which the employer replied that it had no particular name; but, on being urged by his assistant to give it a name, he suggested that he might, if so disposed, style himself a poly-artist, which, he explained, meant an artist of many occupations. Willie felt that this might be translated jack-of-all-trades, but on mature consideration he resolved to adopt it, in the belief that few people would understand what it meant, and that thereby he would be invested with a halo of mystery, which was, upon the whole, a gratifying reflection.

Gradually, however, Willie was led to diverge from his employer to his brother Frank, in regard to whom Miss Tippet entertained the strongest feelings of admiration, because of his courageous conduct in saving Louisa Auberly. Willie pursued this theme all the more willingly that Emma appeared to be deeply interested in it.

Emma Ward was very romantic in her nature; yet she had a keen appreciation of the ludicrous,  which caused her to appear somewhat light-headed and giddy in the eyes of superficial observers; but she possessed an underlying earnestness of soul, which displayed itself in a thousand ways to those who had much intercourse with her. She was an ardent hero-worshipper; and while Miss Tippet was her heroine, Frank Willders was, at that time, her beau idéal of a hero, although she only knew him from description.

Willie was still in the middle of a glowing account of a fire, in which Frank and his friends Dale and Baxmore were the chief actors; and Emma was listening with heightened colour, parted lips, and sparkling eyes, when Matty Merryon opened the door and announced Mr Tippet.

That gentleman was still in the act of shaking his sisters hands with both of his, and kissing her on both cheeks heartily, when Matty announced Miss Deemas.

Matty, being Irish, allowed her soul to gush out too obviously in her tones; so that her feelings towards the Eagle, though unexpressed, were discernible.

Miss Deemas strode up to Miss Tippet, and pecked her on the right cheek, much as an eagle might peck a tender rabbit, which it could slay and devour if it chose, but which it preferred to spare for a time. She was immediately introduced to Mr Tippet, whom she favoured with a stiff bow, intended to express armed neutrality in the meantime; with a possibility, if not a probability, of war in the future. The eccentric gentleman felt chilled, but ventured to express an opinion in regard to the weather, glancing for confirmation of the same towards the window, through which he naturally enough expected to see the sky; but was baffled by only seeing the green venetian blinds, which ruled off the opposite houses in narrow stripes. Before he had recovered himself to make any further observation, Miss Deemas had attempted, in a condescending way, to peck the cheek of Emma Ward; but that young lady, feeling disinclined, so managed that she received the peck on her forehead.

On Willie, Miss Deemas bestowed a glance of utter indifference, which Willie replied to with a gaze of desperate defiance.

Then Miss Deemas seated herself on the sofa, and asked her dear friend how she did, and how she felt, and whether things in general were much as usual; from which elevated region of generalities she gradually descended into the more particular sphere of gossip and scandal.

It is only just to Miss Tippet to say that the Eagle did not find her a congenial bird of prey in this region. On the contrary, she had to drag her unwilling friend down into it; and as Miss Tippet was too conscientious and kind-hearted to agree with her in her sweeping censures and caustic observations and wilful misconstructions, it is difficult to conceive wherein she (the Eagle) found pleasure in her society. Probably it was because she found in her one who would submit meekly to any amount of contradiction, and listen patiently to any amount of vituperative declamation.

So it seems Mr Auberly has disinherited and dismissed his son, my dear, said Miss Deemas, smoothing her dress with both hands, as though she were about to lay Mr Auberly in her lap, and analyse him.

Im sorry to say that it is too true, Julia, answered Miss Tippet, with a sigh.

Ha! its so like one of these creatures, said Miss Deemas, pursing her thin lips; so domineering, so towering, in their pride of mere physical power.

Mr Tippet glanced at the Eagle in surprise, not being able to understand to what sort of creatures she made reference.

Poor Frederick, sighed Miss Tippet, I dont know what hell do (ring the bell, Emma, darling); hes such a bold, high-spirited young man, and its all owing to his determination to take to  to whats-is-name as a profession (bring the tea, Matty). Its very sad.

That must be a new sort of profession, observed Miss Deemas pointedly.

Oh! I mean painting, you know. Its impossible to arrange ones things in such very correct language, you know, dear Julia; you are really too  oh! did you hear of Joe Corney, and whats-his  firemans visit to Mrs Denman? To be sure you did; I forgot it was in your house. It was such a funny account; you heard of it, brother (ring the bell again, dear), didnt you?

Mr Tippet, whose wonted vivacity was quite subdued by the freezing influence of the Eagle, said that he had not heard of it; whereupon Miss Tippet said that she had heard of it, and so had Willie Willders, who had heard of it from his brother Frank, who had heard of it from Joe Corney himself; and then she attempted to relate the matter, but failed, and finally asked Willie to tell the story, which Willie did with much gusto; looking at Miss Deemas all the time, and speaking in a very positive tone, as if he thought she was doubting every word he said, and was resolved to hurl it in her teeth, whether she chose to believe it or not.

Capital! exclaimed Mr Tippet, laughing heartily, when Willie had concluded; what an energetic old lady she must be! Really, I must get introduced to her, and show her the self-acting fire-extinguisher I have just invented. You remember it, Willie? Willie nodded. Ive laid it aside for some time; but it is very nearly complete now. A little more work on it will finish it. My only difficulty in regard to it is, madam, he addressed himself to Miss Deemas here, that it is apt to burst, and I am uncertain whether or not to add a safety-valve to prevent such a catastrophe, or to make the metal so very strong, that nothing short of gunpowder would burst it; but then, you see, that would make the whole affair too heavy. However, these are only minor difficulties of detail, which a little thought will overcome.

Miss Deemas received all this with a sinister smile, and replied with the single word, Oh! after which she turned immediately to Miss Tippet, and remarked that the weather had been unusually warm of late for the season of the year, which remark so exasperated Willie Willders that he turned with a face of crimson to Emma, and asked her if she didnt feel a draught of cold air coming over her from somewhere, and whether she would not sit nearer the fire, and farther away from the window!

Willie meant this for an uncommonly severe cut; for Miss Deemas sat at the end of the sofa, near the window!

Fortunately, at this point, Matty Merryon ushered in Loo Auberly, who was instantly enfolded in Miss Tippets arms, and thence transferred to Emmas, in which she was led to the sofa, and gently deposited in the softest corner.

Darling Loo! exclaimed Miss Tippet, with tears in her eyes; you look so thin and pale.

There could be no doubt on that point. Little Loo, as Emma styled her, was worn to a shadow by sickness, which had hitherto baffled the doctors skill. But she was a beautiful shadow; such a sweet, gentle shadow, that one might feel thankful, rather than otherwise, to be haunted by it.

Pray dont mind me; Im too tired to speak to you yet; just go on talking. I like to listen, said Loo softly.

With ready kindness, Miss Tippet at once sought to draw attention from the child, by reverting to Mrs Denman; and Matty created a little opportune confusion by stumbling into the room with the tea.

Matty usually tripped over the carpet at the door, and never seemed to become wiser from experience.

Poor Mrs Denman, said Miss Tippet, pouring out the tea; it must have been an awful shock; think of a (Sugar, brother? I always forget), what was I  oh, yes; think of a fireman seizing one round the (Cream, Willie? I know you have a sweet tooth, so I dont need to ask if you take sugar)  yes, he carried her down that dreadful what-dye-call-it, and into the next house with nothing (A little more sugar, Julia? No? )  nothing on but her whats-is-name. Oh! it was sad; sad to lose all her fine things, too  her furniture, and  and thingumies. Do try a piece of cake, brother.

I know a worse case than hers, said Willie, with a knowing look.

Do you? exclaimed Miss Tippet.

Oh! do tell it, cried Emma earnestly; hes just been telling it to me, and it is so sad and interesting.

Come, lets hear about it, lad, said Mr Tippet.

Thus encouraged, Willie related his adventure with the clowns family, and told his tale with such genuine feeling, that Miss Tippet, Loo, and Emma found their eyes moist when he had concluded.

There was a good deal of comment upon this subject, and Miss Deemas animadverted very strongly upon actors in general and clowns in particular. As to ballet-girls, she could not find words to express her contempt for them; but in reference to this Miss Tippet ventured to rebuke her friend, and to say that although she could not and would not defend the position of these unfortunates, yet she felt that they were very much to be pitied, seeing that they were in many cases trained to their peculiarly indelicate life by their parents, and had been taught to regard ballet-dancing as quite a proper and legitimate whats-its-name. No doubt this was only a palliation of the life they led, but she thought that if anyone was to be severely blamed in the matter it was the people who went to witness and encourage such wicked displays.

Miss Deemas dissented generally from all her friends observations, and, wishing to change the subject, asked Loo if her father was coming to fetch her home.

No, said Loo; dear papa is not well to-night, but he is to send the carriage for me. Oh, I wish, she continued, reverting to the previous subject, I wish I could do something for these poor people. Im so very, very sorry for the fairy.

So you can, if you choose, said Miss Deemas sharply.

No, indeed I cannot, replied Loo in an earnest voice; Im too ill and weak now to be of any use to anyone. Once I was useful to dear papa, but ever since the fire I have not been of use to anybody; only a hindrance to them. Since I have been ill I have thought much more about what I read in the Bible, and Ive had a great desire to do good in some way or other, but how can I  so weak and helpless?

Loo almost sobbed, for her sympathies had been awakened by Willie, and a chord had been touched which had been vibrating in her breast for some weeks past.

Your father is rich, is he not? asked the Eagle.

Yes, I believe so.

Well, a word to him may be the cause of much good, in the shape of money at least, to people in distress; but rich people dont always like to spend their money in that way.

Loo hung down her head and made no reply, for she knew that her father did not like to part with money. She had often heard him refuse to do so in days gone by, even when very pathetic appeals (as she thought) were made to him; and experience told her that it was in vain to look for help in that quarter.

The party was now increased by the arrival of Frederick Auberly, who at once infused life into everybody, except Miss Deemas, who had life enough of her own, and would by no means accept the loan of any from anyone else. Fred therefore ignored her altogether, and told stories and cracked jokes and sang songs as if no such female iceberg were present.

Poor Loo was overjoyed to see him, and laying her head on his breast, bade him speak away and not ask questions; only speak, and allow her to listen and rest.

Fred obeyed, and at once began an earnest discussion with Willie as to the best method of getting a stout gentleman out of a third-floor window in case of fire, when Matty Merryon entered with a flushed face and said that a fireman who would not give his name wished to see Willie Willders for a minute; and she was inclined to think it was his brother.

What! Frank? exclaimed Willie, rising to go downstairs.

Stay, Willie, cried Miss Tippet eagerly; dont go down. Pray let me have him up; I should so like to see him, and Im sure so would Loo; the man, you know, who went up the whats-its-name, and brought you  yes, send him up, Matty.

Plaze, mim, he wont come, replied the girl, I knowd ye would like to see him, an axed him in.

Tell him, said Miss Tippet, that I request it as a favour.

While Matty was delivering this message, the Eagle took occasion to sniff once or twice in a contemptuous manner, and wondered why people worshipped men just because they happened to be big, and what they called handsome. For her part, she hated all men, but if she were to be obliged to choose between any class (which she was thankful to say was not necessary in her case), she would certainly give the preference to ugly men and small.

Willie Willders nodded his head approvingly, and, being exasperated into a savage serio-comic condition, as well by the Eagles voice and aspect as by her sentiments, he said that she was quite right, and that if he were a lady like her he would hold the same opinions, because then, said he, being stout, I could wallop my husband an keep him down, an the contrast of his ugly face with mine would not be so obvious.

Franks step on the stair fortunately prevented this open and desperate attack being noticed. Next moment all turned their eyes in breathless expectation towards the door.

Being on duty, Frank appeared in firemans costume, with the sailor-like undress cap in his hand. He bowed to the company, and apologised to Miss Tippet for intruding, but he had wished to ask his brother Willie to call at the fire station on his way home to convey a letter to his mother, and merely meant to see him at the door.

Im very glad you came, Mr Willders, said Miss Tippet, for I assure you we all regard you as the preserver of our dear Miss Auberlys life when you went up the  the  thing. Here she is. You must shake  thats it  so nice!

The last part of Miss Tippets remark referred to Loo stretching out her hand to Frank, who advanced promptly and shook it with great tenderness. He then shook hands with Fred, who expressed his regard for him in warm terms; also with Mr Tippet, who paid him some enthusiastic compliments, and said something to the effect that the parent stem from which two such branches as he and Willie had grown must be a prime plant.

As he turned from Mr Tippet  who, being very short, appeared to be looking up at a steeple while he delivered this opinion  Franks eyes encountered those of Emma Ward, who was gazing at him in such undisguised admiration, that, being a somewhat bashful man, he felt a little confused, and dropped his eyes, figuratively, on the floor. Emma blushed scarlet with shame at being caught in this way, and thereafter became rigidly grave and indifferent.

When Frank again raised his eyes  which, by the way, he did immediately  they encountered the eagle glance of Miss Deemas frowning defiance on him, as being a sort of type or pattern specimen of his highly objectionable race. Had Miss Deemas been a man (which would have gratified her more than she could have expressed) Frank could have met the frown with a smile of pity. As it was, he turned to the little eager countenance of Miss Tippet, and felt deeper respect than ever for the sex; thus showing that just as an exception proves a rule, so an unfavourable contrast strengthens a cause.

Pray sit down, Mr Willders, entreated Miss Tippet earnestly; I should like so much to hear how you did it from your own lips, and how you can possibly venture up such dreadful things, just like going up the outside of the Monument. Dear Loo, and you came down it, too; but, to be sure, your eyes were shut, which was as well, for you were only in your night  Ah, well, yes, do sit down Mr Firem  Willders, I mean.

Frank thanked her, but declined, on the ground that he was on duty, and that he feared he was doing wrong in even looking in on them for the few minutes he had stayed. Good-night, maam, he continued, good-night. Youll call at the station on your way home, Willie?

Willie said he would, and then all the company, excepting the Eagle, shook hands with the stalwart fireman, looking up at him as if he were a hero just returned from the proverbial hundred fights. Even Emma Ward condescended to shake hands with him at parting.

Perhaps youll be in the middle of a fire this very night, cried Tom Tippet, following him to the door.

It is quite possible, said Frank, with a smile.

Miss Deemas was heard to snort contemptuously at this.

Perhaps you may even save more lives! cried Miss Tippet.

It may be so, answered Frank, again smiling, but evidently feeling anxious to make his escape, for he was not one of those men who like to be lionised.

Only think! exclaimed Miss Tippet as Frank quitted the room.

Ha! ejaculated the Eagle, in a tone which was meant to convey her well-known opinion that women would do such things quite as well as men if their muscles were a little stronger.

It is but justice to Miss Deemas to explain that she did not champion and exalt women out of love to her sex. Love was not one of her strong points. Rampant indignation against those whom she bitterly termed lords of creation was her strong tower of refuge, in which she habitually dwelt, and from the giddy summit of which she hurled would-be destruction on the doomed males below. Among her various missiles she counted the wrongs of her sex the most telling shaft, and was in consequence always busy sharpening and polishing and flourishing this dread weapon in the eyes of her friends as well as her enemies, although, of course, she only launched it at the latter.

Perched on her self-exalted eyrie, Miss Deemas did not know that there was a pretty large number of her own sex in the comparatively humble multitude below, who, while they clearly recognised the wrongs of women (and preferred to call them misfortunes) did not attribute them solely, or even largely, to the wickedness of men, but to the combined wickedness and folly of society in general, and who were of opinion that such matters were to be put right by patient, persevering, laborious, and persistent efforts on the part of men and women acting in concert, and not by the unwomanly acts and declamation of ladies of the Deemas stamp, whom they counted the worst enemies of the good cause  some wittingly, others unwittingly so. These people among the comparatively humble multitude below, also had the penetration to perceive that the so-called wrongs did not lie all on one side, but that there was a pretty large class of the so-called lords who went about the world habitually in a sad and disgraceful state of moral semi-nakedness, in consequence of their trousers having been appropriated and put on by their better-halves, and that therefore it was only meet that men and women should be united (as indeed they were from the first intended to be) in their efforts to put each others wrongs to rights.

In addition to all this, these weak-minded (shall we call them?) people, moving in the comparatively humble multitude below, entertained the belief that rising in antagonism to the male sex in this matter was not only unnecessary and unjust and impolitic, but also ungenerous, for they reflected with much calm satisfaction that the lords are, after all, under womans control.

But Miss Deemas and all the ladies of the Eagle stamp did not think so. They did not believe that a strong mind means a mind strong enough to exercise its own powers to the ascertainment and reception of truth and the rejection of falsehood and fallacy; strong enough, under the influence of Gods love, to perceive the paths of duty in all their ramifications, and to resolve to follow them. They did not believe that a high spirit, in the true sense of the word, meant a spirit broken down altogether and brought into subjection to its owners, not anothers, will. By no means. A strong mind with the Deemas-eagles meant unutterable and unalterable obstinacy, blind as a bat, with the great guns blazing all round, and the colours nailed to the mast. High spirit with them meant the inclination  ever present, always strong, and often asserted  to seize all the rest of the world, male and female, and lead it by the nose!

The Deemas-eagles as a class receive ready-made opinions, fabricated by someone else, and call them their own  receiving them originally and holding them subsequently, not because they are true, but because they are pleasant to their eyes and sweet to their taste. They hold them stoutly, too, probably because, having no foundation, they would be apt to fall and get broken if not upheld.

Having said thus much in behalf of the Deemas eagles, we now dismiss them, with an apology to the reader.




Chapter Twenty Two.

A Firemans Life.

The clocks were striking nine when Frank issued from Miss Tippets dwelling and walked briskly away. On turning a corner he came upon one of the numerous fire-escapes that nightly rear their tall heads against the houses all over London, in a somewhat rampant way, as though they knew of the fires that were about to take place, and, like mettlesome war-horses, were anxious to rush into action without delay.

On the pavement, close by the escape, stood a small sentry-box, and the moment Frank came in sight of it he remembered that it was the nocturnal habitation of his friend Conductor Samuel Forest. Sam himself was leaning his arms on the lower half of his divided door, and gazing contemplatively along the street.

Well, Sam, what news? inquired Frank as he came up.

That you, Willders? said Sam, a quiet smile of recognition playing on his good-humoured features. I thought it must be the giant theyre exhibitin in Saint Jamess Hall just now, takin a stroll at night to escape the boys. Why, when do you mean to stop growing?

I dont mean to interfere with Nature at all, replied Frank; and I believe the world will be big enough to hold me, whatever size I grow to.

Well, whats the news? inquired Sam, emerging from his narrow residence, and proving in the act, that, though not quite so tall as his friend, he was one who required a pretty fair share of room in the world for himself.

Nothing particular, said Frank, leaning against the escape; only a chimney and a cut-away affair last night, and a false alarm and a first-floor burnt out the day before.

Hows Thompson? asked Forest.

Poorly, I fear, said Frank, with a shake of his head. The sprained ankle he got when he fell off the folding-board is getting well, but the injury to his spine from the engine is more serious.

Ah! poor fellow! said Forest, hes just a little too reckless. How came he by the sprain?

It was in the basement of a bookbinders in Littleton Street, said Frank, lighting a cigar. We got the call about 11 p.m., and on getting there found three engines at work. Mr Braidwood ordered our fellows to go down into the basement. It was very dark, and so thick of smoke that I couldnt see half-an-inch before my nose. We broke through the windows, and found ourselves ankle-deep in water. The engines had been at work flooding the place for some time, and there was more water than we expected; but we had got on the folding-boards without knowing it, an before we knew where we were, down went Thompson into water four feet deep. I think myself some of the water-pipes had burst. He rose gasping, and I caught him by the collar and hauled him out. It was in trying to recover himself when he fell that he got the sprain. Youve heard how he came by the other mishap?

Yes, it was gallopin down Ludgate Hill, wasnt it?

Ay; the engine went over a barrow, and the jolt threw him off, and before he got up it was on him. By good fortune it did not go over him; it only bruised his back; but its worse than we thought it would be, I fear.

Ah! one never knows, said Forest gravely. Theres one man Jackson, now, only two weeks ago he was up in a third floor in Lambeth, and had brought down two women and a child, and was in the back-rooms groping for more, when the floor above gave way and came down on him. We all thought he was done for, but some of the beams had got jammed, and not five minutes after he steps out of a window all right  only a scratch or two, not worth mentioning; yet that same man fell down a flight of stairs at the same fire, with a boy on his shoulder, and sprained his ankle so bad that hes bin laid up for three weeks; but he saved the boy.

Ah! it was worth the sprain, said Frank.

It was, responded Forest.

Well, good-night, said Frank, resuming his walk.

Samuel Forest responded good-night, and then, getting into his box, sat down on its little seat, which was warranted not to hold two, trimmed the lamp that hung at his side, and, pulling out a book from a corner, began to peruse it.

Sam was of a literary turn of mind. He read a great deal during his lonely watches, and used often to say that some of his happiest hours were those spent in the dead of night in his sentry-box. His helmet hung on a peg beside him. His hatchet was in his girdle, and a small cap covered his head. Looking at him in his snug and brightly illuminated little apartment, he appeared  by contrast with the surrounding darkness  inexpressibly comfortable. Nevertheless, Sam Forest could have told you that appearances are often deceptive, and that no matter how it looked, his box was but a cold habitation on a biting December night.

While deeply immersed in his book, Sam heard the sound of approaching footsteps, and pricked up his ears. He was a good judge of such sounds. As they drew near, he quietly took off his cap, put on his helmet, and stepped from his box. The street was very silent; and, perhaps, not one of the hundreds of sleepers there thought of the solitary man who held vigil, and was so alert to do them service, if the hour of their extremity should come.

But a cry arose that startled them Fire! fire!!

Another moment, and two men dashed round the corner, yelling at the top of their voices. Gasping for breath, they named the locality. Almost before they had done so, two policemen were on the spot, and in another moment the fire-escape was in motion. Instructed by the conductor, the two strangers and the policemen lent their willing aid. Before ten minutes had passed, the tall machine was run up to a burning house, the lower part of which was blazing; while, from the upper windows, frantic cries were heard for help, and sundry figures in dishabille were seen waving their arms. The escape was run up, and one after another the inmates were rescued from their perilous position.

While this scene was enacting Frank was pursuing his way to the Regent Street Fire Station; but news of the fire got there before him. He arrived just in time to don his helmet and take his place on the engine. Away they went, and in ten minutes after the arrival of the fire-escape, they dashed up, almost running into an engine which appeared from an opposite direction.

The fire was blazing brightly by this time, and the whole neighbourhood was in a state of commotion and excitement.

The two engines were got to work with as little delay as possible. A body of police kept the gathering crowd back, and soon volumes of steam began to mingle with the black smoke of the burning building. The superintendent was early on the scene, and he directed Frank and another fireman to try to persuade the people in the adjoining houses to remain quiet, and not throw their furniture over the window; but this, some of them would not consent to do. It was plain that one or two were mad with fear and excitement; and as the ruling passion is strong in death, so it would seem to be by no means weak in the midst of danger from fire; for many of them bent their whole energies to the saving of their goods and chattels  regardless of their lives.

One stout old gentleman, in particular, was seen at a third-floor window, heaving out chairs and stools and books, and small tables, and clocks, and even quantities of crockery, with desperate energy, to the great danger of the onlookers, at whose feet the various articles fell, and were dashed to atoms!

Frank darted up the stairs that led to this mans apartments, and burst in upon him.

Oh! come along, fireman; help me to save my things, he exclaimed, as he struggled with superhuman efforts to thrust a table through the window, which was too small to permit its passage.

Stop, sir, are you mad? cried Frank sternly.

Help me! help me! Oh! fireman, it will be all burned. Fire! fire! fire!!!

His voice rose into a fierce yell, as he strove in vain with the table.

Youre quite safe, cried Frank, holding him; your house aint alight, and the engines have got it almost under.

But Frank spoke to deaf ears; so he coolly lifted the man in his arms, carried him kicking downstairs, and placed him in charge of a policeman.

Just then, a cry was raised that there were two kegs of gunpowder in one of the shops on the ground floor. The owner of the shop came up in a frantic state, and corroborated this statement.

Itll blow the house to bits, sir, he said to Mr Braidwood.

Of course it will, remarked the latter in a quiet voice. Come here, my man, he added, taking the shopkeeper apart from the crowd, and questioning him closely.

Immediately after, he ordered the engines to play on a particular part of the building.

Just then, Frank came up to the superintendent.

Theres gunpowder in the back-shop somewhere, Im told, sir; shall I go in for it?

No, Willders; you couldnt find it in the smoke. Take the branch, lad, and get up into that window above the door.

Frank sprang to obey. At the same time, Mr Braidwood suddenly seized a horse-cloth, and dashed in through the smoke. In a few seconds, he returned with one of the kegs of powder in his arms. Giving it to one of his men, he darted in again, and speedily re-issued with the second keg of powder, amid the frantic cheering of the crowd. Having done this, he continued to superintend the men until the fire was got under, which was soon accomplished, having been attacked promptly and with great vigour soon after it broke out.

You neednt wait, Mr Dale, said Braidwood, going up to his foreman. Its all safe now. Ill keep one engine; but you and your lads get off to your beds as fast as ye can.

Dale obeyed, and a few minutes after, the engine was galloping homewards.

Willie Willders was in the station when it arrived, and so was Fred Auberly, who, having accompanied Willie, had got into such an interesting talk with the sub-engineer in charge, that he forgot time, and was still in animated conversation when the wheels were heard in the distance.

The three were out at the door in an instant.

On came the engine, the horses feet and the wheels crashing harshly in the silent night. They came round the corner with a sharp swing. Either the driver had become careless, or he was very sleepy that night, for he dashed against an iron post that stood at the corner, and carried off two wheels. The engine went full thirty yards on the two off-wheels, before it came to the ground, which it did at last with a terrific crash, throwing the firemen violently to the ground.

The sub-engineer and Fred and Willie sprang forward in great alarm; but the most of the men leaped up at once, and one or two of them laughed, as if to show that they had got no damage. But one of them lay extended on the pavement. It needed not a second glance to tell that it was Frank Willders.

Lift him gently, lads, said Dale, who was himself severely bruised.

Stop, exclaimed Frank in a low voice; Ive got no harm except to my left leg. Its broken, I think. Theres no use of lifting me till you get a cab. Ill go straight home, if He fainted as he spoke.

Run for a cab, Willie, said Fred Auberly.

Willie was off in a moment. At the same instant, a messenger was despatched for Dr Offley, and in a short time after that, Frank Willders was lying on his mothers sofa, with his left leg broken below the knee.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Mr James Auberly.

With a very stiff cravat, and a dreadfully stiff back, and a painfully stiff aspect, Mr James Auberly sat by the side of a couch and nursed his sick child.

Stiff and starched and stern though he was, Mr Auberly, had a soft point in his nature, and this point had been reached at last, for through all the stiffness and starch there shone on his countenance an expression of deep anxiety as he gazed at Loos emaciated form.

Mr Auberly performed the duties of a nurse awkwardly enough, not being accustomed to such work, but he did them with care and with an evident effort to please, which made a deep impression on the childs heart.

Dear papa, she said, after he had given her a drink and arranged her coverings. I want you to do me a favour. She said this timidly, for she knew from past experience that her father was not fond of granting favours, but since her illness he had been so kind to her that she felt emboldened to make her request.

I will do it, dear, said the stiff man, bending, morally as well as physically, as he had never bent before  for the prospect of Loos death had been presented to him by the physicians. I will do it, dear, if I can, and if the request be reasonable.

Oh, then, do forgive Fred, and let him be an artist! cried Loo, eagerly stretching out one of her thin hands.

Hush, darling, said Mr Auberly, with a look of distress; you must not excite yourself so. I have forgiven Fred long ago, and he has become an artist in spite of my objections.

Yes, but let him come home, I mean, and be happy with us again as he used to be, and go to the office with you, said Loo.

Mr Auberly replied somewhat coldly to this that Fred was welcome to return home if he chose, but that his place in the office had been filled up. Besides, it was impossible for him to be both a painter and a man of business, he said, and added that Loo had better not talk about such things, because she did not understand them. All he could say was that he was willing to receive Fred, if Fred was willing to return. He did not say, however, that he was willing to restore Fred to his former position in regard to his fortune, and as Loo knew nothing about her brother having been disinherited, she felt that she must be satisfied with this cold concession.

Can you not ask some other favour, such as I could grant? said Mr Auberly, with a smile, which was not nearly so grim as it used to be before the fire. (The family always talked of the burning of Mr Auberlys house as the fire, to the utter repudiation of all other fires  the great one of monumental fame included.)

Loo meditated some time before replying.

Oh, yes, she exclaimed suddenly, I have another favour to ask. How stupid of me to forget it. I want you very much to go and see a fairy that lives

A fairy, Loo! said Mr Auberly, while a shade of anxiety crossed his face. You  you are rather weak just now; I must make you be quiet, and try to sleep, if you talk nonsense, dear.

Its not nonsense, said Loo, again stretching out the thin hand, which her father grasped, replaced under the coverings, and held there; its quite true, papa, she continued energetically! it is a fairy I want you to go and see  shes a pantomime fairy, and lives somewhere near London Bridge, and shes been very ill, and is so poor that they say shes dying for want of good food.

Who told you about her, Loo?

Willie Willders, she replied, he has been to see her and her father the clown a good many times.

Mr Auberly, frowned, for the name of Willie Willders did not sound pleasantly in his ears.

Do go to see her, pray, dear papa, pleaded Loo with much earnestness, and give her some money. You know that darling mamma said, just before she was taken away, (the poor child persistently refused to use the expression when she died), she wanted you to take me sometimes to see poor people when they were sick, and Ive often thought of that since  especially when I have come to the verse in my Bible which tells me to consider the poor, and I have often  oh, so very often  longed to go, but you were always so busy, dear papa, that you never had time, you know, (the stiff man winced a little at this) but you seem to have more time now, papa, and although Im too weak to go with you, I thought I would ask you to go to see this poor fairy, and tell her I will go to see her some day  if  if God makes me strong again.

The stiff man winced still more at this, but it was only a momentary wince, such as a man gives when he gets a sudden and severe twinge of toothache. It instantly passed away. Still, as in the case of toothache, it left behind an uneasy impression that there might be something very sharp and difficult to bear looming in the not distant future.

Mr Auberly had covered his face with his hand, and leant his elbow on the head of the couch. Looking up quickly with a smile  still tinged with grimness, for evil habits and their results are not to be got rid of in a day  he said:

Well, Loo, I will go to see this fairy if it will please you; but somewhere near London Bridge is not a very definite address.

Oh, but Willie Willders knows it, said Loo.

But where is Willie Willders? objected her father.

Perhaps at home; perhaps at Mr Tippets place.

Well, we shall soon find out, said Mr Auberly, rising and ringing the bell.

Hopkins answered the summons.

Stiff, thin, tall, sedate, powdered, superfine Hopkins, how different from the personage we saw but lately plunging like a maniac at the fire-bell! Could it have been thee, Hopkins? Is it possible that anything so spruce, dignified, almost stately, could have fallen so very low? We fear it is too true, for human nature not unfrequently furnishes instances of tremendous contrast, just as material nature sometimes furnishes the spectacle of the serene summer sky being engulfed in the black thunderstorm!

Hopkins! said Mr Auberly, handing him a slip of paper, go to this address and ask for the boy William Willders; if he is there, bring him here immediately; if not, find out where he is, search for him, and bring him here without delay. Take a cab.

Hopkins folded the paper delicately with both his little fingers projecting very much, as though they wished it to be distinctly understood that they had no connection whatever with the others, and would not on any account assist the low-born and hard-working forefingers and thumbs in such menial employment. Hopkinss nose appeared to be affected with something of the same spirit. Then Hopkins bowed  that is to say, he broke across suddenly at the middle, causing his stiff upper man to form an obtuse angle with his rigid legs for one moment, recovered his perpendicular  and retired.

Oh! Hopkins, how difficult to believe that thy back was once as round as a hoop, and thy legs bent at acute angles whilst thou didst lay violent hands on  well, well; let bygones be bygones, and let us all, in kindness to thee, learn the song which says  

Teach, O teach me to forget.

Hailing a cab with the air of six emperors rolled into one, Hopkins drove to Mr Tippets residence, where he learned that Willie had gone home, so he followed him up, and soon found himself at Notting Hill before the door of Mrs Willders humble abode. The door was opened by Willie himself, who stared in some surprise at the stately visitor.

Is William Willders at ome? said Hopkins.

I rather think he is, replied Willie, with a grin; who shall I say calls on him  eh? Youd better send up your card.

Hopkins frowned, but, being a good-natured man, he immediately smiled, and said he would walk in.

I think, said Willie, interposing his small person in the way, that youd as well stop where you are, for theres a invalid in the drawing-room, and all the other rooms is engaged cept the kitchen, which of course I could not show you into. Couldnt you deliver your message? I could manage to carry it if it aint too heavy.

In a state of uncertainty as to how far this was consistent with his dignity, Hopkins hesitated for a moment, but at length delivered his message, with which Willie returned to the parlour.

Here, on the little sofa, lay the tall form of Frank Willders, arrayed in an old dressing-gown, and with one of his legs bandaged up and motionless. His face was pale, and he was suffering great pain, but a free-and-easy smile was on his lips, for beside him sat a lady and a young girl, the latter of whom was afflicted with strong sympathy, but appeared afraid to show it. Mrs Willders, with a stocking and knitting-wires in her hands, sat on a chair at the head of the bed, looking anxious, but hopeful and mild. An open Bible which lay on a small table at her side, showed how she had been engaged before the visitors entered.

My good sir, said the lady, with much earnestness of voice and manner, I assure you it grieves me to the heart to see you lying in this state, and Im quite sure it grieves Emma too, and all your friends. When I think of the risks you run and the way you dash up these dreadful fire  fire  things  what-dye-call-ums. What do you call them?

Fire-escapes, maam, answered Frank, with a smile.

Ah, fire-escapes (how you ever come down them alive is a mystery to me, Im sure!) But as I was saying, it makes one shudder to think of; and  and  how does your leg feel now? said Miss Tippet, forgetting what she had intended to say.

Pretty well, replied Frank; the doctor tells me it has broken without splintering, and that Ill be all right in a few weeks, and fit for duty again.

Fit for duty, young man! exclaimed Miss Tippet; do you mean to say that you will return to your dreadful profession when you recover? Have you not received warning enough?

Why, madam, said Frank, some one must look after the fires, you know, else London would be in ashes in a few months; and I like the work.

Like the work! cried Miss Tippet, in amazement; like to be almost smoked to death, and burned alive, and tumbled off roofs, and get upset off whats-its-names, and fall down fire  fire  things, and break all your legs and arms!

Well  no, I dont like all that, said Frank, laughing; but I like the vigour and energy that are called forth in the work, and I like the object of the work, which is to save life and property. Why, exclaimed Frank enthusiastically, it has all the danger and excitement of a soldiers life without the bloody work, and with better ends in view.

Nay, nay, Frank, said the peaceful Mrs Willders, you must not say better ends, because it is a great and glorious thing to defend ones native land.

A very just observation, said Miss Tippet, nodding approval.

Why, mother, who would have expected to hear you standing up for the red-coats in this fashion? said Frank.

I stand up for the blue-jackets too, observed Mrs Willders meekly; they fight for their country as well.

True, mother, rejoined Frank; but I did not refer to ultimate ends, I only thought of the immediate results in connection with those engaged. The warrior fights, and, in so doing, destroys life and property. The fireman fights, and in doing so protects and preserves both.

Hear! hear! interrupted Willie; but the copy-book says Comparisons are odiows! dont it? Mother, heres a fathom and two inches or so of humanity as wants me to go with him to Mr Auberly. I spose Frank can get along without me for a little while  eh?

Certainly, my son; why does he want you?

Dont know. Praps hes goin to offer to make me his secretary. But you dont seem at all alarmed at the prospect of my being carried off by a flunkey.

Youll come back, dearie, I doubt not.

Dont you? Oh, very well; then Ill just look after myself. If I dont return, Ill advertise myself in the Times. Good-bye.

Willie returned to the door and announced that he was ready to go.

But where is William? asked Hopkins.

Mister William Willders stands before you, said the boy, placing his hand on his heart and making a bow. Come now, Long-legs, he added, seizing Hopkins by the arm and pushing him downstairs and into the cab. Leaping in after him he shut the door with a bang. Now then, cabby, all right, Beverly Square, full split; sixpence extra if you do it within the half!

Away they went, and in a few seconds were in the Mall driving at a rattling pace.

See that house? asked Willie, so suddenly as to startle Hopkins, who was quite overwhelmed by the vigour and energy of his young companion.

Eh! which! the one with the porch before the door?

No, no, stoopid! the old red-brick house with the limbs of a vine all over the front of it, and the skeleton of a Virginia creeper on the wall.

Yes, I see it, said Hopkins, looking out.

Ah, a friend o mine lives there. Im on wisitin terms there, I am. Now then, mind your eye, pump-handle, cried Willie; the turns rather sharp  hallo!

As they swung round into the Bayswater Road the cab came in contact with a butchers cart, which, being the lighter vehicle, was nearly upset. No serious damage resulted, however, and soon after they drew up at the door of the house next Mr Auberlys; for that gentleman still occupied the residence of his friend.

Master Willders, said Hopkins, ushering him into the presence of Mr Auberly, who still sat at the head of the couch.

Willie nodded to Loo and then to her father.

Boy, said the latter, beckoning Willie to approach, my daughter wishes me to go and visit a poor family near London Bridge. She tells me you know their name and address.

The fairy, you know, said Loo, explaining.

Ah, the Cattleys, answered Willie.

Yes, resumed Mr Auberly. Will you conduct me to their abode?

In some surprise Willie said that he would be happy to do so, and then asked Loo how she did.

While Mr Auberly was getting ready, Willie was permitted to converse with Loo and Mrs Rose, who was summoned to attend her young mistress. Presently Mr Auberly returned, bade Mrs Rose be very careful of the invalid, and then set off with Willie.

At first the boy felt somewhat awed by the remarkably upright figure that stalked in silence at his side, but as they continued to thread their way through the streets he ventured to attempt a little conversation.

Weathers improvin, sir, said Willie, looking up. It is, replied Mr Auberly, looking down in surprise at the boldness of his small guide.

Good for the country, sir, observed Willie.

Mr Auberly, being utterly ignorant of rural matters, thought it best to say nothing to this.

We may add that Willie knew just as little (or as much), and had only ventured the remark because he had often heard it made in every possible variety of weather, and thought that it would be a safe observation, replete, for all he knew to the contrary, with hidden wisdom.

There was silence after this for some time.

Dyou know Mr Tippet well, sir? inquired Willie suddenly.

Ye  yes; oh yes, I know him pretty well.

Ah, hes a first-rater, observed Willie, with a look of enthusiasm; youve no notion what a trump he is. Did you hear ever of his noo machine for makin artificial butter?

No, said Mr Auberly, somewhat impatiently.

Ah, its a wonderful invention, that is, sir.

Boy, said Mr Auberly, will you be so good as to walk behind me?

Oh, cernly, sir, said Willie, with a profound bow, as he fell to the rear.

They walked on in silence until they came to the vicinity of the Monument, when Mr Auberly turned round and asked Willie which way they were to go now.

Right back again, said Willie.

How, boy; what do you mean?

Weve overshot the mark about half a mile, sir. But, please, I thought you must be wishin to go somewhere else first, as you led the way.

Lead the way, now, boy, said Mr Auberly, with a stern look.

Willie obeyed, and in a few minutes they were groping in the dark regions underground which Mr Cattley and his family inhabited. With some difficulty they found the door, and stood in the presence of the fairy.

Thin though the fairy had been when Willie saw her last, she might have been called fat compared with the condition in which they now found her. She appeared like a mere shadow, with a delicate skin thrown over it. A bad transparency would have been more substantial in appearance. She lay alone on her lonely pallet with a farthing candle beside her, which cast a light sufficient only to make darkness visible. Being near the poor invalid, it caused her large dark eyes to glitter in an awful manner.

Willie at once forgot his companion, and running up to the fairy, seized her hand, and asked her how she did.

Pretty well, Willie. Its kind of you to come and see me so often.

Not a bit, Ziza; you know I like it; besides, Ive only come to-day to show a gentleman the way.

He pointed to Mr Auberly, who had stopped short in the doorway, but who now advanced and sat down beside the invalid, and put to her several formal questions in a very stately and stiff manner, with a great assumption of patronage. But it was evident that he was not accustomed to the duty of visiting the sick, and, like little boys and girls when they sit down to write a letter, was very much at a loss what to say! He began by asking the fairy about her complaint, and exhausted every point that entered into his imagination in reference to that. Then he questioned her as to her circumstances; after which he told her that he had been sent to see her by his daughter Louisa, who was herself very ill, owing to the effects of a fire in his own house.

At this point the child became interested, and came to his relief by asking a great many eager and earnest questions about Loo. She knew about the fire in Beverly Square and its incidents, Willie having often related them to her during his visits; and she knew Mr Auberly by name, and was interested in him, but his frigid manner had repelled her, until he spoke of Loo having sent him to see her.

Oh, Ive been so sorry about Miss Loo, sir, said Ziza, raising her large eyes full in Mr Auberlys face; Ive heard of her, you know, from Willie, and when Ive been lying all alone here for hours and hours together, I have wondered how she spent her time, and if there were kind people about her to keep up her spirits. Its so strange that she and I should have been both hurt by a fire, an both of us so different every way. I do hope shell get better, sir.

Mr Auberly became suddenly much interested in the fairy, for just as love begets love, so does interest beget interest. His feelings having been roused, his tongue was loosed, and forthwith he enjoyed a delightful conversation with the intelligent child; not that there was any remarkable change as to the matter of what was spoken, but there was a vast change in the manner of speaking it.

Willie also chimed in now and then, and volunteered his opinions in a way that would have called forth a sharp rebuke from his patron half an hour before; but he was permitted to speak, even encouraged, now, for Mr Auberly was being tickled pleasantly; he was having his feelings and affections roused in a way that he had never thought of or tried before; he was gathering golden experiences that he had never stooped to touch before, although the mine had been under his feet all his life, and his path had been strewn with neglected nuggets from the cradle  fortunately not, as yet, to the grave! Zizas Bible lay on the counterpane close to her wasted little hand. While she was talking of Loo, with deep sympathy beaming out of her eyes and trembling in her tones, Mr Auberly laid his hand inadvertently on it. She observed the action, and said  

Are you going to read and pray with me, sir?

Mr Auberly was taken very much aback indeed by this question.

Well  no, said he, that is  if  fact, I have not brought my prayer-book with me; but  but  I will read to you if you wish it.

Sympathy was gone now; the fairy felt that, and, not clearly understanding why, wondered at it. She thanked her visitor, however, and shut her eyes, while Mr Auberly opened the Bible and cleared his voice. His confusion was only momentary; still the idea that he could be confused at all by two mere children in such a wretched cellar so nettled the worthy man, that he not only recovered his self-possession, but read a chapter with all the solemn dignity of tone and manner that he would have assumed had he been officiating in Saint Pauls or Westminster Abbey. This was such a successful essay, and overawed his little congregation so terribly, that for a moment he thought of concluding with the benediction; but, being uncertain whether he could go correctly through it, he wisely refrained.

Thereafter he rose, and bade the fairy good-night.

Your father does not return till late, I suppose? he said, while he held her hand.

No; it is morning generally before he gets away. The pantomimes are hurting him, I fear, for hes not so active as he once was, and he says he feels the falls very bad.

Poor man! Its very sad; but I suppose its the usual way with that class of men. Well, goodnight again.

Good-night, sir! responded the fairy, with a bright smile, and thank you very much for your visit. Good-night, Willie.

Willie said good-night in such a sulky tone, and followed Mr Auberly to the door with such a reckless swagger, that the fairy gazed after him in unutterable surprise. After shutting the door with a bang, he suddenly opened it again, and said in a loud voice  

I say, Ill get my wages day arter to-morrow. Ill bring you a couple o bobs then. Its all I can afford just now, for cigars are dear. If youre hard up for wittles in the meantime, just grin and bear it; youll not die, you know, youll only get thinner. I have heard that a bit o boiled shoe-leather aint a bad thing to keep one easy till relief comes.

Dear me! exclaimed Mr Auberly in the distance, and bustling back as lie spoke; I quite forgot; how stupid of me! I was directed by my daughter to give you this.

He took a ten-pound note from his purse, and put it into the fairys hand.

This is from Louisa, he continued, and I may add that it is the savings from her pocket-money. I did not wish the dear child to part with it, and said I would give it to you from myself; but she was so urgent, and seemed so distressed when I refused my consent, that I gave in; so you have to thank my daughter, not me.

Mr Auberly smiled and nodded as he turned to go, and there was really very little grimness in the smile on this occasion  very little indeed! Willie also nodded with great violence and frequency; he likewise winked with one eye, and otherwise sought to indicate that there were within him sundry deep and not easily expressed thoughts and feelings, which were, upon the whole, of a satisfactory nature.

As for the fairy, she never once smiled or thanked Mr Auberly, but simply stared at him with her lustrous eyes open to their very widest, and she continued to stare at the door, as though she saw him through it, for some time after they were gone. Then she turned suddenly to the wall, thanked God, and burst into tears  glad tears, such as only those can weep who have unexpectedly found relief when their extremity was greatest.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Change in Fortune.

There is nothing more surprising in regard to sublunary matters than the way in which unexpected events arise out of what may be called unintentional causes.

When David Boone and his friend Gorman planned the insurance and destruction of the toy shop and its contents, they no more expected that the very first steps towards that end would result in the conversion of a poor into a flourishing business, than they expected that the expression of a wish would convert Poorthing Lane into Beverly Square; yet so it was.

Poor David was rendered so desperate by his straits, and so anxious to escape from the crime into which his friend sought to plunge him, that he meditated suicide; but, lacking the courage to accomplish this, he relieved his feelings by carrying out the details of his business and the preliminary steps of his plan, with the wild and reckless energy of a maniac. The more he thought of the meshes which Gorman had cast around him, the more did he regard escape impossible. He therefore sought relief in action. He not only talked to his neighbours (as per agreement) about his rapidly increasing business, but he made purchases on a scale more extensive than he had ever before contemplated, even in his dreams. Being convinced that ruin, sooner or later, was his doom, he indulged in the most extravagant excesses, with much of the feeling which prompts some seamen, when the ship is sinking, to break into the spirit room and spend the short remnant of life in jollity. He experienced a sort of savage delight in ordering right and left from wholesale dealers in town and country, and even went so far as to write to Germany for toys, using the name of a well-known London house which had hitherto (and justly) believed him to be an honest man. The result of this was that Poorthing Lane was besieged for some time by railway vans, and waggons so huge that apparently an inch more added to their bulk would have rendered their passage impossible. Great deal boxes were constantly being unpacked in front of Mr Boones door, much to the annoyance of Miss Tippet, who could not imagine how it happened that her sedate and slow-going landlord had got such a sudden increase of business. Little did she think, poor lady, that this was the fuel with which it was intended to roast her alive!

Some of the smaller accounts for goods thus purchased Boone paid at once with the money furnished to him by Gorman, and thus got credit for being a capitalist. Others he deferred payment of until a more convenient season.

His friend Gorman, who would not have bent the joint of his little finger to have saved him from destruction, was so anxious to get up a good appearance, for the sake of getting the insurance effected advantageously, that he did his best to carry out his part of the plan, and, being a man of energy who in the paths of virtue might have risen to a high position among men, he succeeded beyond his expectation. Crowds of purchasers were sent by him to the shop of the celebrated toy-man. Some were mere decoy-ducks, who came and went (for a consideration) pretty frequently, and only priced the goods. Others were genuine purchasers, and between the two they created so much traffic in the toy-shop, that the multitude  so difficult to move by mere suasion, but so prone to follow blindly in the wake of a senseless rush, when once the rush takes place  began to move in the direction of the toyshop, and shortly before Christmas the demand for toys was so great, that Boone had to engage two assistants to carry on the business, and even the lane itself began to feel the benefit of the sudden increase of traffic.

All this was patent to the eyes of David Boone, but he was so overwhelmed with a sense of the guilt he was about to incur, and the deception he was even then practising, that he regarded the whole affair as a hollow bubble, which would soon burst and leave nothing behind. Even the rapid increase of the credit-balance in his bank-book did not affect his opinion, for he was not much of a financier, and, knowing that his transactions were founded on deception, he looked on the balance as being deceptive also.

Not so thought Gorman. That wily individual perceived, to his amazement, that things were taking a turn which had never been contemplated, so he silently looked on and wondered, and chuckled and resolved to abide his time.

As prosperity flowed in upon him, David Boone became more insane  for his condition of mind was little, if at all, short of temporary insanity  and his proceedings became more eccentric than ever. Among other things, he became suddenly smitten with a desire to advertise, and immediately in the columns of the tapers appeared advertisements to the effect that The Celebrated Toy Emporium was to be found in Poorthing Lane. Finding that this increased his business considerably, he hit upon a plan of advertising which has been practised rather extensively of late years in London. He sent out an army of boys with pots of whitewash and brushes, with directions to print in rough but large legible letters the words, Whos Boone? on all the blank walls of the metropolis, and in the papers he answered the question by having printed under the same title, Why, the manager of the Toy Emporium, to be sure, in Poorthing Lane. He also advertised specially that he had in stock, an assortment of 500 golden-haired dolls from Germany, full-dressed, half-dressed, and naked.

This last was irresistible. Thousands of young hearts beat high at the mere thought of such numbers with golden hair too! and dozens of mammas, and papas too, visited Poorthing Lane in consequence.

In course of time David Boones eyes began to open to the fact that he was rapidly making a fortune.

It was after the bustle of the Christmas season was over that he made this discovery. One of his new assistants, a young man named Lyall, was the means of opening his employers eyes to the truth. Lyall was a clever accountant, and had been much surprised from the first that Boone kept no regular system of books. At the end of the year he suggested that it would be well to take stock and find out the state of the business. Boone agreed. Lyall went to work, and in a short time the result of his labours showed, that after all debts were paid, there would remain a satisfactory credit-balance at the bank.

On the evening of the day on which this marvellous fact was impressed on Boones mind, Gorman called, and found his friend rubbing his hands, and smiling benignantly in the back room.

You seem jolly, said Gorman, sitting down, as usual, by the fire, and pulling out, as usual, the short pipe. Business gittin on well?

It is, said Boone, standing with his back to the fire, and swaying himself gently to and fro; things dont look so bad. I can pay you the arrears of rent now.

Oh, can you? said Gorman. Ah!

Yes, and Im in a position to pay you fifty pounds of the debt I owe you besides, said Boone.

And a bill at three months for the balance? inquired Gorman.

No, he could not venture to do that exactly, but he hoped to pay a further instalment before the end of three months.

Humph! How much may the profits be?

Boone could not say precisely, not having had all his accounts squared, but he believed they were considerable.

Ill be bound they are, said Gorman with a growl; you wont want to set things alight now, I daresay.

Well, I think itll be as well to wait a bit, and let us make hay while this sunshine goes on.

Let you make hay, you mean?

Oh, as to that, the most of it will go to your stack for some time to come, Gorman.

Hm! and what about the insurance?

Well, you know, observed Boone, its of no use paying the premium for nothing. As we dont mean to set the place alight, you know.

Ay, but the life insurance, I mean, said Gorman.

Boone laughed, and observed that he thought it best not to die just at that particular time, whereupon Gorman laughed, too, and said he was about right, and that it would be as well to delay both events in the meantime; after saying which, he took his leave in better humour than usual, for Gorman was what men of his own stamp termed a deep file. He saw into futurity  so he thought  a considerable way farther than most men, and in the future of his own imagination he saw such a pleasant picture that his amiable spirit was quite cheered by it. He saw David Boone making money so fast, that his goods might be insured at a much larger amount; he saw him getting into fresh difficulties, of course, because such a business, on such a foundation, could not go on prosperously except under the most able management, and, even though it did prosper in spite of improbabilities, he foresaw that there was an amiable gentleman, much like himself, who would induce Boone to traffic beyond his means, and when money was wanted, the same kind gentleman (he saw that quite clearly) would come forward generously with a loan, for which he would only ask Boone to make over to him in security his two policies of insurance  fire and life; after which  well, we need not go on revealing the future as it appeared to Gormans mental vision; suffice it to say, that he saw upon the whole a prospect which gave him great satisfaction.

There were one or two things which he did not see, however, and which might have modified his feelings considerably if he had seen them. Of these we shall say nothing at present.

As for David Boone; his heart rejoiced, for he, too, had visions of the future which charmed him. He saw his debt to Gorman paid, and himself set free from the power of that amiable friend. He saw a toyshop change its locality and its aspect. He saw it transplanted into Regent Street, with plate-glass windows, in which were displayed objects of marvellous ingenuity and transcendent beauty. One window especially exhibiting, not a crowd, but, a very nation of wax-dolls with blue eyes and golden hair! He saw, moreover, a very little old woman, lying in a bed, in an elegant and comfortable apartment, with a Bible beside her, and a contented smile on her face. This old lady resembled his own mother so strongly, that all other prospects of the future faded from his view, and in the fulness of his heart and his success, he resolved then and there to go home and present her with a gift on the strength of the prosperity at that time attained to.

David was sorely perplexed as to what this gift ought to be. He thought of a new silk gown at first; but the remembrance of the fact that his mother was bedridden banished this idea. Owing to the same fact, new boots and gloves were inadmissible; but caps were not  happy thought! He started off at once, and returned home with a cap so gay, voluminous, and imposing, that the old lady, unused though she was to mirth, laughed with amusement, while she cried with joy, at this (not the first) evidence of her sons affection.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Changes and Mysteries.

Seven years passed away. During that period London revolved in its usual course, reproducing its annual number of events  its births, deaths, and marriages; its plans, plots, and pleasures; its business, bustle, and bungle; its successes, sentiments, and sensations; its facts, fancies, and failures  also its fires; which last had increased steadily, until they reached the imposing number of about twelve hundred in the year.

But although that time elapsed, and many changes took place, for better or for worse, in all circles of society, there had not been much change in the relative positions of the actors in our tale; at least, not much that was apparent. Great alterations, however, had taken place in the physical condition of some of them, as the sequel will show.

One bright morning in the spring-time of the year, a youth with the soft down of early manhood on his lips and cheeks, paced slowly to and fro near the margin of the pond in Kensington Gardens.

Being early, the spot was as complete a solitude as the backwoods of North America, and so thick was the foliage on the noble trees, that no glimpse of the surrounding city could be obtained in any direction. Everything that greeted eye and ear was characteristic of the woods, even to the swans, geese, ducks, and other water-fowl which sported on the clear surface of the pond; while the noise of traffic in the mighty metropolis was so subdued by distance as to resemble the deep-toned roar of a great cataract. A stranger, rambling there for the first time would have found it difficult to believe that he was surrounded on all sides by London!

It was one of those soul-stirring mornings in which Nature seems to smile. There was just enough of motion in the air to relieve the effect of what is called a dead calm. The ripple on the water caught the suns rays, and, breaking them up, scattered them about in a shower of fragmentary diamonds. Fleecy-white clouds floated in the blue sky, suggesting dreams of fairy-land, and scents of sprouting herbage filled the nostrils, reminding one of the fast-approaching summer.

The youth who sauntered alone by the margin of the pond was broad of shoulder and stout of limb, though not unusually tall  not much above the middle height. His gait was easy, free  almost reckless  as though he cared not a fig for anybody, high or low, rich or poor; yet his eye was bright and his smile kindly, as though he cared for everybody  high, low, rich, and poor. He sauntered with his hands in the pockets of his short coat, and whistled an operatic air in a low melodious tone. He was evidently waiting for someone; and, judging from his impatient gestures, someone who was resolved to keep him waiting.

Presently, a female figure appeared in the far distance, on the broad avenue that leads direct from the Serpentine. She was young and graceful in form; but she walked with a quick step, with her eyes looking down, like one who regarded neither youth nor grace. Curiously enough, this downcast look gave to her fair face a modest, captivating grace, which is never seen to sit upon the lofty brow, or to circle round the elevated nose, of conscious beauty.

The youth at first paid no attention to her (she was not the someone for whom he waited); but as she drew near, he became suddenly interested, and threw himself in her way. Just as she was about to pass, she raised her eyes, started, blushed, and exclaimed:

Mr Willders!

Good morning, Miss Ward! said the youth, advancing with a smile, and holding out his hand; this is indeed an unexpected pleasure; I did not know that you were addicted to early walking.

I am indeed fond of early walking, replied Emma, with a smile; but I cannot say that it is so much pleasure as duty which brings me here. I am a day-governess, and pass this pond every morning on my way to Kensington, where the family in which I teach resides.

Indeed, said Willie, with that amount of emphasis which denotes moderate surprise and solicits information.

He paused for a single moment; but, seeing that Emma did not intend to speak of her own affairs, he added quickly:

I am waiting for my brother Frank. We arranged to meet here this morning. I hope that Miss Tippet is well?

Quite well, replied Emma, with a blush, as she took a sudden interest in a large duck, which swam up to the edge of the pond at that moment, in the hope, no doubt, of obtaining food from her hand. Its hopes were disappointed, however, for Emma only called it a beautiful creature; and then, turning somewhat abruptly to Willie, said, with a slight look of embarrassment, that she feared she should be late and must bid him good-morning.

Willie felt a good deal puzzled, and had he been the same Willie that we introduced at the commencement of our tale, he would have told Emma his mind candidly, and asked her what was the matter; but Willie was a man now, so he smiled, lifted his hat politely, and wished her good-morning.

Five minutes later, Frank appeared in the distance and hurried forward. Seven years had added a little to the breadth of his shoulders, and the firm self-possession of his step and look; but they had made no other perceptible impression on him. There was, indeed, a deep scar on his right temple; but that was the result of accident, not of time. Many a hairbreadth escape had he made during these seven years of fighting with the flames, and often had his life been in imminent danger; but he was fortunate in having escaped, hitherto, with only a broken leg and a variety of small cuts, scalds, and bruises. The cut on his temple was the severest, and most recent of these. He had got it in a fall through a second floor, which gave way under him as he was attempting to rescue an old bedridden man, who lay in an inner chamber. Frank was carried out in a state of insensibility on the broad shoulders of his friend Baxmore, while Dale rescued the old man.

How goes it, Frank? cried Willie, advancing and giving his brothers hand a warm shake; the cut head mending  eh?

Oh, its all right, replied Frank, with a smile, as they sauntered up and down by the margin of the pond; the headaches have left me now, Im thankful to say, and thedoctor tells me it wont leave much of a mark.

You dont need to care much if it does, for its an honourable scar, and does not spoil your beauty, old boy.

Well, Willie, said Frank, here I am at your request. What have you got to tell me; nothing serious, I hope?

The stalwart fireman looked earnestly into his brothers face, and exhibited more anxiety than there seemed to be any occasion for.

No, nothing very serious. It may be serious enough for all I know; but as far as my knowledge goes its not bad enough to make you look so anxious. Why, whats the matter with you?

Nothing, Willie. Perhaps my late accident has shaken my nerves a bit.

Willie burst into a loud laugh, and said that it was so awfully absurd to hear a man like Frank talking of nerves at all that he could not help it.

Well, but what is the news youve got to tell me? resumed Frank. Youre not going to be married, are you?

Frank asked this with a look and expression so peculiar that Willie again laughed and said that really he could not understand him at all; for even suppose he had been going to be married, that was no reason why he should take it so much to heart, as the expression on his face implied he did.

Perhaps not, Willie, said Frank with a quiet smile; but that is not what you want to speak about, then?

No, certainly not.

Frank appeared relieved, and Willie, observing the appearance, said  

Come, now, I really dont see why you should be so very much pleased to hear that. Im young, it is true, but Im old enough, and I have a good business, with brilliant prospects, and there appears to me no reason on earth why I should not marry if I felt so disposed.

None in the world, Willie, said Frank, with some haste, but you tell me you are not thinking of that just now; so pray lets hear what youve got to say.

Oh! its all very well in you, old Blazes, to change the subject in that way, but Im nettled at your implied objection to my getting married if I choose. However, we wont quarrel over it, so here goes for the point.

Willies bantering manner instantly left him. He walked in silence for a few seconds, as if he pondered what he had to say.

There are two points which trouble me just now, Frank, and I want your opinion in regard to them. The first is, Miss Tippet. She is a small point, no doubt, whether we regard her physically or mentally, but she is by no means a small point if we regard her socially, for the good that that little woman does in a quiet, unobtrusive way is almost incredible. Dye know, Frank, I have a sort of triumphant feeling in regard to the sour, cynical folk of this world  whom it is so impossible to answer in their fallacious and sophistical arguments  when I reflect that there is a day coming when the meek and lowly and unknown workers for the sake of our Lord shall be singled out from the multitude, and their true place and position assigned them. Miss Tippet will stand higher, I believe, in the next world than she does in this. Well, Miss Tippet has been much out of sorts of late, mentally; and Mr Tippet, who is the kindest man alive, has been very anxious about her, and has begged of me to try to counsel and comfort her. Now, it is not an easy matter to comply with this request, because, in the first place, Miss Tippet does not want me to counsel or comfort her, so far as I know; and, in the second place, my motives for attempting to do so might be misunderstood.

How so? exclaimed Frank quickly.

Well, you know, Miss Ward lives with her, said Willie, with a modest look.

There was again something peculiar about Franks expression and manner, as he said, Well, it would not signify much, I daresay, if people were to make remarks about you and Miss Ward, for you know it would not be misconstruction after all.

What mean you? asked Willie in surprise.

You remember what you once said to me about your bosom being on fire, pursued Frank. I suppose the fire has not been got under yet, has it?

Willie burst into a loud laugh.

Why, Blazes, do you not know  ? But, no matter; we came here to talk of business; after that is done we can diverge to love.

Willie paused here again for a few seconds and then resumed:

You must know, Frank, that the cause of Miss Tippets disturbance just now is the strange conduct of her landlord, David Boone, who has been going on of late in a way that would justify his friends putting him in an asylum. His business affairs are, I fear, in a bad way, and he not only comes with excessive punctuality for Miss Tippets rent, but he asks her for loans of money in a wild incoherent fashion, and favours her with cautions and warnings of a kind that are utterly incomprehensible. Only the other night he came to her and asked if she did not intend soon to visit some of her friends; and on being informed that she did not, he went further and advised her to do so, saying that she was looking very ill, and he feared she would certainly get into bad health if she did not. In fact, he even said that he feared she would die if she did not go to the country for a few weeks. Now, all this would be laughable, as being the eccentricity of a half-cracked fellow, if it were not that he exhibits such a desperate anxiety that his advice should be followed, and even begged of the poor lady, with tears in his eyes, to go to visit her friends. What dye think of it, Frank? I confess myself utterly nonplussed.

I dont know what to think, said Frank after a pause. Either the man must be mad, or he wishes to rob Miss Tippets house in her absence.

Willie admitted that the first supposition might be true, but he held stoutly that the second was impossible, for Boone was too honest for that. They conversed for some time on this point, and both came ultimately to the conclusion that the thing was incomprehensible and mysterious, and that it ought to be watched and inquired into. Willie, moreover, said he would go and consult his friend Barret about it.

You know Barret, Frank?

No; but I have heard of him.

Ah, hes a first-rate fellow  in one of the insurance offices  I forget which. I came to know him when I first went to Mr Tippets. He lived then in the floor below us with a drunken companion whom he was anxious to reclaim; but he found him so hard to manage that he at last left him, and went to live in Hampstead. He and I became great friends when he lived under our workshop. He got married two years ago, and I have not seen much of him since, but hes a sharp fellow, and knows a good deal more of the Tippets than I was aware of. Ill go and see if he can throw any light on this subject.

The next point, pursued Willie, is Cattley the clown. Have you seen or heard of him lately?

Frank said he had not.

Well, I am greatly troubled about him. He has become a regular drunkard, and leads his poor daughter a terrible life. He is so broken down with dissipation that he can scarcely procure employment anywhere. His son is fortunately a pretty decent fellow, though somewhat wild, and helps in a small way to support his father, having obtained a situation as clown at one of the minor theatres. The daughter, Ziza, has long ago given up the profession, and has been struggling to maintain herself and her father by painting fire-screens, and making artificial flowers; but the work is severe and ill paid, and I see quite well that if the poor girl is not relieved in some way she will not be able to bear up.

I grieve to hear this, Willie, said Frank, but how comes it that you take so great an interest in these people?

Frank, said Willie, assuming a tone of deep seriousness, while a glow suffused his cheeks, can you keep a secret?

I think so, lad; at least I promise to try.

Well, then, said Willie, I love Ziza Cattley. I knew her first as a fairy, I know her now as a woman who is worthy of a place among the angels, for none but those who know her well and have seen her fighting the battle of life can have the least idea of the self-denial, the perseverance under difficulties, the sweetness of temper, and the deep-seated love of that devoted girl. She goes every night, after the toil of each day, to the door of the theatre, where she waits to conduct her father safely past the gin-palaces, into which, but for her, he would infallibly stray, and she spends all she has in making him comfortable, but I see well enough that this is killing her. She cant stand it long, and I wont stand it at all! Ive made up my mind to that. Now, Frank, I want your advice.

To say that Frank was hearty in his assurances that he would do what he could to help his brother, would be a faint way of stating the truth. Frank shook Willie by the hand and congratulated him on having gained the affections of one whom he knew to be a good girl, and then condoled with him on that girls unfortunate circumstances; but Willie stopped him short at this point by asking him in a tone of surprise what could be the matter with him, for at first he had been apparently annoyed at the notion of his (Willies) being in love, and now he seemed quite pleased about it. In short, his conduct was unaccountable!

Frank laughed, but said eagerly  

Why. Willie, did you not tell me long ago that there was a fire in your bosom, lit up by a certain young friend of Miss Tippets

Oh, interrupted Willie, Emma Ward; ah, yes, I confess that I did feel spooney once in that direction when I was a boy, but the fairy displaced her long ago. No, no, Frank, Im not accountable for boyish fancies. By the way, I have just parted from the fair Emma. We had a tête-à-tête here not half an hour before you arrived.

Here! exclaimed Frank in surprise.

Ay, here, repeated Willie; she passes this pond every morning, she told me, on her way to teach a family in Kensington; by the way, I didnt think of asking whether the father, mother, and servants were included among her pupils. Why, Frank, what an absent frame of mind you are in this morning! I declare it is not worth a mans while consulting you about anything.

I beg pardon, cried Frank quickly, your words caused my mind to wander a bit. Come, what do you think of doing?

What do you think I should do? that is the question.

You can offer to assist them, suggested Frank. Ive done so, said the other, but Ziza wont accept of assistance.

Could we not manage to get her a situation of some sort with light work and good pay?

Ah! a firemans, for instance, cried Willie, with a sarcastic laugh; did you ever hear of a situation with light work and good pay except under Government? I never did; but we might perhaps find steady work and good pay. It would only be required for a time, because I mean to  ah, well, no matter  but how and where is it to be got? Good Mr Tippet is of no use, because he is mad.

Mad, Willie!

Ay, mad as a March hare. For years back I have suspected it, but now, I am sure of it; in fact I feel that I have gradually come to be his keeper  but more of that anon. Meanwhile, what is to be done for the Cattleys?

Could nothing be done with Mr Auberly?

Willie shook his head.

No, I fear not. He was in a soft state once  long ago  six or seven years now, I think  when the dear fairy was ill and he seemed as if he were going to become a man; but his daughter Loo had just begun to be ill at that time. Shes been so long ill now that he has got used to it, and has relapsed again into an oyster.

He might be reached through Loo yet, said Frank.

Perhaps, replied Willie, but I doubt it, for hes a blunt old fellow in his feelings, however sharp he may be in his business; besides, Loo is so weak now that very few are allowed to see her except Ziza, and Miss Tippet, and Emma Ward.

The brothers remained silent after this for some time, for neither of them could see his way out of their difficulties; at last Frank suggested that Willie should go home and consult his mother.

She is wise, Willie, and has never given us bad advice yet.

I know what her first advice will be, said Willie.

What? asked Frank.

To go and pray about it, answered Willie.

Well, she might give worse advice than that, said Frank, with much earnestness. In fact, I doubt if she could give better.

True, assented Willie, and now, old fellow, Im off. Mr Tippet likes punctuality. Ill look in at the station in passing if anything turns up to clear my mind on these matters; meanwhile good-bye.

It is a remarkable fact that Frank Willders took an early walk, as frequently as possible, in Kensington Gardens, near the pond, after this conversation with his brother, and it is a still more remarkable fact, that he always felt like a guilty man on these occasions, as if he were taking some mean advantage of some one; yet it was certain that he took advantage of no one, for nobody ever met him there by any chance whatever! A fact even more remarkable still was, that never, after that day, did Emma Ward go to her duties through Kensington Gardens, but always by the Bayswater Road, although the latter was dusty and unpicturesque compared with the former; and it is a circumstance worthy of note, as savouring a little of mystery, that Emma acted as if she too were a guilty creature during her morning walks, and glanced uneasily from side to side as she went along, expecting, apparently, that a policeman or a detective would pounce upon her suddenly and bear her off to prison. But, whether guilty or not guilty, it is plain that no policeman or detective had the heart to do it, for Miss Ward went on her mission daily without molestation.

It is not easy to say what was the cause of these unaccountable proceedings. We might hazard an opinion, but we feel that our duty is accomplished when we have simply recorded them. Perhaps love had something to do with them  perhaps not  who knows?




Chapter Twenty Six.

What Drink will do.

Time passed on, as time is wont to do, and Christmas came again. The snow was deep in London streets and thick on the roofs and chimneys. It curled over the eaves of the houses in heavy white folds ready to fall and smother the unwary passengers. It capped the railings everywhere with little white knobs, and rounded off the corners of things so, that wherever the eye alighted, the same impressions were invariably conveyed to it, namely, whiteness and rotundity. Corinthian capitals were rendered, if possible, more ornate than ever by snow; equestrian statues were laden with it so heavily, that the horses appeared to stagger beneath their trappings and the riders, having white tips to their noses, white lumps on their heads and shoulders, and white patches on their cheek-bones and chins, looked ineffably ridiculous, and miserably cold. Everything, in fact, was covered and blocked up with snow, and Londoners felt as if they had muffled drums in their ears.

It was morning. The sky was clear, the air still, and the smoke of chimneys perpendicular. Poulterers shops were in their holiday attire; toy-shops were in the ascendant, and all other shops were gayer than usual. So were the people who thronged the streets and beat their hands and stamped their feet  for it was unusually cold.

Street boys were particularly lively, and chaff was flying as thickly as snow-flakes had fallen the night before. Even the roughs  who forsook their dens, and, with shovels and brooms on their shoulders, paraded the streets, intent on clearing door-steps with or without the leave of inhabitants  seemed to be less gruff than usual, and some of them even went the length of cutting jokes with the cabmen and the boys. Perhaps their spirits were elevated by the proud consciousness of being for once in the way of earning an honest penny!

I say, Ned, observed one of these roughs (a lively one), who was very rough indeed, to a companion, who was rougher still and gloomy, look at that there gal cleanin of her steps with a fire-shovel! Aint that economy gone mad? Hallo, young ooman, whats the use o trying to do it with a teaspoon, when theres Ned and me ready to do it with our shovels for next to nothin?

The servant-girl declined the assistance thus liberally offered, so the two men moved slowly on, looking from side to side as they went, in expectation of employment, while a small boy, in a mans hat, who walked behind them, nodded to the girl, and said she was a sensible thrifty gal, and that she might be sure there was some feller unknown who would bless the day he was born after hed got her.

Fifty yards farther on, a stout, red-faced, elderly gentleman was observed to look out at the street door and frown at things in general.

Have your door-steps cleaned, sir? asked the lively rough, taking the shovel off his shoulder.

The elderly gentleman being angry, on private and unknown grounds (perhaps bad digestion), vouchsafed no reply, but looked up at the sky and then over the way.

Do it cheap, sir, said the lively rough.

No! said the elderly gentleman, with a sort of snapping look, as he turned his gaze up the street and then down it.

Snows wery deep on the steps, sir, said the rough.

Dyou suppose Im an ass? exclaimed the elderly gentleman, in a sudden burst.

Well, sir, said the lively rough, in the grave tone and manner of one who has had a difficult question in philosophy put to him, well, sir, I dont know about that.

His large mouth expanded gradually from ear to ear after this reply. The elderly gentlemans face became scarlet and his nose purple, and retreating two paces, he slammed the door violently in the roughs face.

Ah, it all comes of over-feedin, poor feller, said the lively man, shouldering his shovel and resuming his walk beside his gloomy comrade, who neither smiled nor frowned at these pleasantries.

A warm old gnlmn! remarked the boy in the mans hat as he passed.

The lively man nodded and winked.

Might eat his wittles raw an cook em inside amost! continued the boy; would advise him to keep out of yde Park, though, for fear hed git too near the powder-magazine!

At this point the gloomy rough  who did not appear, however, to be a genuine rough, but a pretty good imitation of one, made of material that had once seen better days  stopped, and said to his comrade that he was tired of that sort of work, and would bid him good-day. Without waiting for an answer he walked away, and his companion, without vouchsafing a reply, looked after him with a sneer.

A rum cove! he remarked to the small boy in the mans hat, as he continued his progress.

Rayther, replied the boy.

With this interchange of sentiment these casual acquaintances parted, to meet probably no more!

Meanwhile the gloomy rough, whom the lively one had called Ned, walked with rapid steps along several streets, as though he had a distinct purpose in view. He turned at last into a narrow, quiet street, and going up to the door of a shabby-genteel house, applied the knocker with considerable vigour.

Now then, go along with you; we dont want your services here; we clear off our own snow, we do. Imprence! to knock, too, as if he was a gentleman!

This was uttered by a servant-girl who had thrust her head out of a second-floor window to take an observation of the visitor before going down to open the door.

Is he at home, Betsy dear? inquired the gloomy man, looking up with a leer which proved that he could be the reverse of gloomy when he chose.

Oh, its you, is it? I dont think he wants to see you; indeed, Im sure of it, said the girl.

Yes he does, dear; at all events I want to see him; and, Betsy, say its pressing business, and not beggin.

Betsy disappeared, and soon after, reappearing at the door, admitted the man, whom she ushered into a small apartment, which was redolent of tobacco, and in which sat a young man slippered and dressing-gowned, taking breakfast.

How are you, doctor? said the visitor, in a tone that did not accord with his soiled and ragged garments, as he laid down his hat and shovel, and flung himself into a chair.

None the better for seeing you, Hooper, replied the doctor sternly.

Well, well! exclaimed Ned, what a world we live in, to be sure! It was Hail fellow! well met, when I was well off; now, (he scowled here) my old familiars give me the cold shoulder because Im poor.

You know that you are unjust, said the doctor, leaning back in his chair, and speaking less sternly though not less firmly; you know, Ned, that I have helped you with advice and with money to the utmost extent of my means, and you know that it was a long, long time before I ceased to call you one of my friends; but I do not choose to be annoyed by a man who has deliberately cast himself to the dogs, whose companions are the lowest wretches in London, and whose appearance is dirty and disgusting as well as disreputable.

I cant help it, pleaded Hooper; I can get no work.

I dont wonder at that, replied the doctor; every friend you ever had has got you work of one kind or another during the last few years, and you have drunk yourself out of it every time. Do you imagine that your friends will continue to care for a man who cares not for himself?

Ned did not reply, but hung his head in moody silence.

Now, continued the doctor, my time is a little more valuable than yours; state what you have got to say, and then be off. Stay, he added, in a softened tone, have you breakfasted?

No, answered Ned, with a hungry glance at the table.

Well, then, as you did not come to beg, you may draw in your chair and go to work.

Ned at once availed himself of this permission, and his spirits revived wonderfully as he progressed with the meal, during which he stated the cause of his visit.

The fact is, said he, that I want your assistance, doctor

I told you already, interrupted the other, that I have assisted you to the utmost extent of my means.

My good fellow, not so sharp, pray, said Ned, helping himself to another roll, the first having vanished like a morning cloud; I dont want money  ah: that is to say, I do want money, but I dont want yours. No; I came here to ask you to help me to get a body.

A body. What do you mean?

Why, what I say; surely youve cut up enough of em to know em by name; a dead body, doctor,  a subject.

The doctor smiled.

Thats a strange request, Ned. Youre not going to turn to my profession as a last resort, I hope?

No, not exactly; but a friend of mine wants a body  thats all, and offers to pay me a good round sum if I get one for him.

Is your friend a medical man? asked the doctor.

Nno, hes not. In fact, he has more to do with spirits than bodies; but he wants one of the latter  and I said Id try to get him one  so, if you can help me, do so, like a good fellow. My friend is particular, however; he wants a man one, above six feet, thin and sallow, and with long black hair.

You dont suppose I keep a stock of assorted subjects on hand, do you? said the doctor. I fear it wont be easy to get what you want. Do you know what your friend intends to do with it?

Not I, and I dont care, said Ned, pouring out another cup of coffee. What does a body cost?

Between two and three pounds, replied the doctor.

Dear me, so cheap, said Ned, with a look of surprise; then that knocks on the head a little plan I had. I thought of offering myself for sale at Guys or one of the hospitals, and drinking myself to death with the money, leaving my address, so that they might know where to find me; but its not worth while to do it for so little; in fact, I dont believe I could accomplish it on three pounds worth of dissipation.

Dont jest about your besetting sin, said the doctor gravely; its bad enough without that.

Bad enough, exclaimed Ned, with a sudden flash of ferocity; ay, bad enough in all conscience, and the worst of it is, that it makes me ready to jest about anything  in heaven, earth, or hell. Oh, drink! accursed drink!

He started up and clutched the hair of his head with both hands for a moment; but the feeling passed away, and he sat down again and resumed breakfast, while he said in a graver tone than he had yet used  

Excuse me, doctor; Im subject to these bursts now and then. Well, what say you about the body? My friend offers me twenty pounds, if I get the right kind. That would be seventeen pounds of profit on the transaction. Its worth an effort. It might put me in the way of making one more stand.

Ned said this sadly, for he had made so many stands in time past, and failed to retain his position, that hope was at dead low-water of a very neap-tide now.

I dont like the look of the thing, said the doctor. Theres too much secrecy about it for me. Why dont your friend speak out like a man; state what he wants it for, and get it in the regular way?

It maynt be a secret, for all I know, said Ned Hooper, as he concluded his repast. I did not take the trouble to ask him; because I didnt care. You might help me in this, doctor.

Well, Ill put you in the way of getting what you want, said the doctor, after a few moments reflection; but you must manage it yourself. Ill not act personally in such an affair; and let me advise you to make sure that you are not getting into a scrape before you take any steps in the matter. Meanwhile, I must wish you good-day. Call here again to-night, at six.

The doctor rose as he spoke, and accompanied Ned to the door. He left a coin of some sort in his palm, when he shook hands.

Thankee, said Ned.

If you had come to beg, you should not have got it, said the doctor. God help him! he added as he shut the door; it is an awful sight to see an old companion fall so low.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

An Old Plot.

It is evening now. The snow is still on the ground; but it looks ruddy and warm in the streets, because of the blaze of light from the shop-windows, and it looks colder than it did on the house-tops, by reason of the moon which sails in the wintry sky.

The man in the moon must have been in good spirits that night, for his residence seemed almost fuller than the usual full moon, and decidedly brighter  to many, at least, of the inhabitants of London. It looked particularly bright to Miss Tippet, as she gazed at it through the windows of her upper rooms, and awaited the arrival of a few friends to tea. Miss Tippets heart was animated with feelings of love to God and man; and she had that day, in obedience to the Divine precept, attempted and accomplished a good many little things, all of which were, either directly or indirectly, calculated to make human beings happy.

Emma Ward, too, thought the moon particularly bright that night; in fact she might almost have been regarded as a lunatic; so steadily did she gaze at the moon, and smile to herself without any apparent motive. There was reason for her joy, however, for she had come to know, in some mysterious way, that Frank Willders loved her; and she had known, for a long time past, that she loved Frank Willders.

Frank had become a foreman of the Fire Brigade, and had been removed from his former station and comrades to his new charge in the city. But Frank had not only risen in his profession; he had also risen intellectually. His mother had secured to him a pretty good education to begin with, and his own natural taste and studious habits had led him to read extensively. His business required him to sit up and watch when other men slept. He seldom went to bed before four oclock any morning, and when he did take his rest he lay down like the soldier in an enemys country, ready to rush to arms at the first sound of the bugle. His bugle, by the way, was a speaking-trumpet, one end of which was close to the head of his bed, the other end being in the lobby where the men on duty for the night reposed.

During these long watches in the silent lobby, with the two men belted and booted on their tressels, the clock ticking gently by his side, like the soft quiet voice of a chatty but not tiresome friend, Frank read book after book with absorbing interest. History, poetry, travel, romance  all kinds were equally devoured. At the particular time of which we write, however, he read more of poetry than of anything else.

The consequence was that Frank, who was one of natures gentlemen, became a well-informed man, and might have moved in any circle of society with credit to himself, and profit as well as pleasure to others.

Frank was by nature grave, sedate, earnest, thoughtful. Emma was equally earnest  more so perhaps  but she was light-hearted (not light headed, observe) and volatile. The result was mutual attraction. Let philosophers account for the mutual attraction of these qualities as they best may, we simply record the fact. History records it; nature records it; experience  everything records it; who has the temerity, or folly, to deny it?

Emma and Frank felt it, and, in some mysterious way, Frank had come to know something or other about Emmas feelings, which it is not our business to inquire into too particularly.

So, then, Frank also gazed  no, not at the moon; it would have required him to ascend three flights of stairs, and a ladder, besides passing through a trap to the roof of the station, to enable him to do that; but there was a lamp over the fireplace, with a tin reflector, which had quite a dazzling effect of its own  not a bad imitation of the moon in a small way  so he gazed at that, and thought it very bright indeed; brighter than usual.

We may as well put the reader out of suspense at once by saying that we do not intend to describe Miss Tippets evening with a few friends. Our own private opinion in regard to the matter is, that if they had been fewer than they were, and more worthy of the name of friends, the evening might have been worth recording, but it is sufficient to say that they all came; acted as usual, spoke as usual, felt as usual, favoured the company with songs, as usual, and  ah  yes  enjoyed themselves as usual till about half-past eleven oclock, when they all took their leave, with the exception of Miss Deemas, who, in consideration of the coldness of the weather, had agreed to spend the night with her dear friend.

Miss Deemas was one of those unfortunates with whom it is impossible for any one to sleep. Besides being angular and hard, she had a habit of kicking in her slumbers, and, being powerful, was a dangerous bedfellow. She knew this herself, and therefore wisely preferred, when visiting her friends, to sleep alone. Hence it happened that Miss Tippet and Emma went to bed in the back room with the green hangings, while Miss Deemas retired to the front room with the blue paper.

There is a common fallacy in naval matters founded on poetical license, to the effect that the mariner is separated from death by a single plank; whereas, the unpoetical truth is, that the separation consists of many hundreds of planks, and a solid bulwark of timbers more than a foot thick, besides an inner skin, the whole being held together by innumerable iron and oaken bolts and trenails, and tightened with oakum and pitch. We had almost fallen into this error  or poetical laxity of expression  by saying that, on the night of which we write, little did Miss Tippet know that she was separated from, not death exactly, but from something very awful, by a single plank; at least, by the floor of her own residence, and the ceiling of the house below  as the sequel will show.

That same night, David Boone, gaunt, tall, and cadaverous as of old, sat in his back parlour, talking with his friend Gorman.

Now, Boone, said the latter, with an oath, Im not goin to hang off and on any longer. Its more than seven years since we planned this business, the insurances have been effected, youve bin a prosperous man, yet here you are, deeper in my debt than ever.

Quite true, replied Boone, whose face was so pale that he might have easily been mistaken for a ghost, but you know I have paid up my premiums quite regular, and your interest too, besides clearin off some of the principal. Come, dont be hard on me, Gorman. If it had not been that trade has got worse of late, I would have cleared off all I owe you, but indeed, indeed I have not been so successful of late, and Im again in difficulties. If you will only wait

No, cried Gorman, Ill not wait. I have waited long enough. How long would you have me wait  eh? Moreover, Im not hard on you. I show you an easy way to make a good thing of it, and youre so chicken-hearted that youre afraid to do it.

Its such a mean thing to do, said Boone.

Mean! Why, what do you call the style of carrying on business that you started with seven years ago, and have practised more or less ever since?

That is mean, too, said Boone; Im ashamed of it; sorry for it. It was for a time successful no doubt, and I have actually paid off all my creditors except yourself, but I dont think it the less mean on that account, and Im thoroughly ashamed of it.

There was a good deal of firmness in Boones tone as he said this, and his companion was silent for a few minutes.

I have arranged, he said at last, about your making over your policies of insurance to me as security for the debt you owe me. You wont have to pay them next half-year, Ill do that for you if necessary. He laughed as he said this. I have now come to ask you to set the house alight, and have the plan carried out, and the whole affair comfortably settled.

Gorman said this in an encouraging voice, assuming that his dupe was ready to act.

Bbut its awful to think of, said Boone; suppose its found out?

How can it be found out?

Well, I dont know. Its wonderful how crime is discovered, said Boone despondingly; besides, think of the risk we run of burning the people who live above, as well as my two clerks who sleep in the room below us; that would be murder, you know. Im sure I have tried my very best to get Miss Tippet to go from home for a short time, Ive almost let the cat out of the bag in my anxiety, but she wont take the hint.

Oho! exclaimed Gorman, with a laugh.

Well, have you made the arrangements as I directed you last night?

Yes, Ive got a lot of tarry oakum scattered about, and there is a pile of shavings, he added, pointing to a corner of the room; the only thing Im anxious about is that my young man Robert Roddy caught me pouring turpentine on the walls and floor of the shop. I pretended that it was water I had in the can, and that I was sprinkling it to lay the dust before sweeping up. Roddy is a slow, stupid youth; he always was, and, I daresay, did not notice the smell.

Gorman was himself filled with anxiety on hearing the first part of this, but at the conclusion he appeared relieved.

Its lucky you turned it off so, said he, and Roddy is a stupid fellow. I daresay he has no suspicion. In fact, I am sure of it.

Its not of much importance now, however, said Boone, rising and confronting his friend with more firmness than he had ever before exhibited to him, because I have resolved not to do it.

Gorman lit his pipe at the fire, looking at the bowl of it with a scornful smile as he replied  

Oh! you have made up your mind, have you?

Yes, decidedly. Nothing will move me. You may do your worst.

Very good, remarked Gorman, advancing with the lighted paper towards the heap of shavings.

Boone sprang towards him, and, seizing his arms, grasped the light and crushed it out.

What would you do, madman? he cried. You can only ruin me, but do you not know that I will have the power to denounce you as a fire-raiser?

Gorman laughed, and returned to the fireplace, while Boone sat down on a chair almost overcome with terror.

What! you dare to defy me? said Gorman, with an air of assumed pity. A pretty case you would have to make out of it. You fill your shop with combustibles, you warn your tenant upstairs to get out of the premises for a time in a way that must be quite unaccountable to her (until the fire accounts for it), and your own clerk sees you spilling turpentine about the place the day before the fire occurs, and yet you have the stupidity to suppose that people will believe you when you denounce me!

Poor David Boones wits seemed to be sharpened by his despair, for he said suddenly, after a short pause  

If the case is so bad it will tell against yourself, Gorman, for I shall be certainly convicted, and the insurance will not be paid to you.

Ay, but the case is not so bad as it looks, said Gorman, if you only have the sense to hold your tongue and do what you are told; for nobody knows all these things but you and me, and nobody can put them together except ourselves  dye see?

It matters not, said Boone firmly; I wont do it  there!

Both men leaped up. At the same moment there was a sound as of something falling in the shop. They looked at each other.

Go see what it is, said Gorman.

The other stepped to the door.

Its only two of my wax-dolls tumbled off the shelf, he said on returning.

An exclamation of horror escaped him, for he saw that the heap of shavings had been set on fire during his momentary absence, and Gorman stood watching them with a demoniacal grin.

Boone was struck dumb. He could not move or speak. He made a feeble effort to stretch out his hands as if to extinguish the fire, but Gorman seized him in his powerful grasp and held him fast. In a few seconds the flames were leaping up the walls, and the room was so full of smoke that they were driven into the front shop.

Now, then, said Gorman in a fierce whisper, your only chance is to act out your part as wisely as you can. Shout fire! now till youre black in the face  fire! Fire!! Fire!!!

David Boone obeyed with all his might, and, when Gorman released him, ran back into the parlour to try to extinguish the flames, but he was driven back again, scorched and half-choked, while Gorman ran off at full speed to the nearest station, gave the alarm, received the shilling reward for being first to give the call, and then went leisurely home to bed.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

At the Post of Duty.

Fire! There is something appalling in the cry to most ears; something deadly in the sound; something that tells of imminent danger and urgent haste. After David Boones first alarm was given, other voices took it up; passers-by became suddenly wild, darted about spasmodically and shouted it; late sitters-up flung open their windows and proclaimed it; sleepers awoke crying, What! where? and, huddling on their clothes, rushed out to look at it; little boys yelled it; frantic females screamed it, and in a few minutes the hubbub in Poorthing Lane swelled into a steady roar.

Among the sound sleepers in that region was Miss Deemas. The fair head of that lady reposed on its soft pillow all unconscious of the fact that she was even then being gently smoked before being roasted alive.

Miss Tippet, on the very first note of alarm, bounced out of bed with an emphatic There! which was meant to announce the triumphant fulfilment of an old prophecy which she had been in the habit of making for some time past; namely, that Matty Merryon would certainly set the house on fire if she did not take care!

The energy with which Miss Tippet sprang to the floor and exclaimed There! caused Emma Ward to open her eyes to the utmost possible extent, and exclaim, Where?

Without waiting for a reply she too bounded out of bed like an indiarubber ball, and seeing (for there was always a night-light in the room) that Miss Tippets face was as white as her night-dress, she attempted to shriek, but failed, owing to a lump of some kind that had got somehow into her throat, and which refused to be swallowed on any terms.

The repetition of the cry, Fire! fire! outside, induced both ladies at once to become insane. Miss Tippet, with a touch of method even in her madness, seized the counterpane, wrapped it round her, and rushed out of the room and downstairs. Emma followed her example with a blanket, and also fled, just as Matty Merryon, who slept in an attic room above, tumbled down her wooden staircase and burst into the room by another door, uttering a wild exclamation that was choked in the bud partly by terror, partly by smoke. Attempting in vain to wrap herself in a bolster, Matty followed her mistress. All three had utterly forgotten the existence of Miss Deemas. That strong-minded lady being, as we have hinted, a sound sleeper, was not awakened by the commotion in the street. In fact, she was above such weaknesses. Becoming aware of a crackling sound and a sensation of smoke, she smiled sweetly in her slumbers, and, turning gently on her other side, with a sigh, dreamed ardently of fried ham and eggs  her usual breakfast.

While these events were occurring the cry of fire had reached the ears of one of Londons guardians; our friend Samuel Forest. That stout-hearted man was seated at the time rapping the sides of his sentry-box with his head, in a useless struggle with sleep. He had just succumbed, and was snoring out his allegiance to the great conqueror, when the policeman on the beat dashed open his door and shouted Fire!

Sam was a calm, self-possessed man. He was no more flurried by this sudden, unexpected, and fierce shout of Fire, than he would have been if the policeman had in a mild voice made a statement of water. But, although self-possessed and cool, Sam was not slow. With one energetic effort he tripped up and floored the conqueror with one hand, as it were, while he put on his black helmet with the other, and in three minutes more the fire-escape was seen coming up the lane like a rampant monster of the antediluvian period.

It was received by the crowd with frantic cheers, because they had just become aware that a lady was asleep in one of the upper rooms, which were by that time unapproachable, owing to the lower part of the staircase having caught fire.

The fact was made known with a sudden look of horror by Miss Tippet, who, with Emma Ward, had been rescued from the first-floor window by a gallant policeman. This man, having procured a ladder, entered the house at considerable personal risk, and carried the ladies out in safety, one after the other; an event, we may remark in passing, which is not of rare occurrence at London fires, where the police are noted for their efficient services and for the daring of some of the members of the force, many of whom have received medals and other rewards for acts of personal daring in attempting to save life before the firemen had arrived on the ground.

Having put Miss Tippet and Emma in a place of security, the policeman was about to make a desperate attempt to reach the upper floor by rushing through the flames, when the escape came up and rendered it unnecessary.

Dozens of tongues and hundreds of voices directed Sam Forest to the right window. He pointed his escape towards it, but so vigorous was the uninvited assistance lent by the crowd that the head of the machine went crashing through it and dashed the frame into the middle of the room.

To say that Miss Deemas was horror-struck by such an awakening would be to use a mild expression. Her strong mind was not strong enough to prevent her strong body from trembling like an aspen leaf, as she lay for a few moments unable to cry or move. Suddenly she believed that she was dreaming, and that the instrument which had burst through her window was a nightmare or a guillotine, and she made dreadful efforts to pinch herself awake without success. Next moment a mans head, looking very grim in the light of a bulls-eye lamp, appeared at the top of the guillotine. So far this was in keeping with her idea; but when the head leapt into the room, followed by its relative body, and made a rush at her, Miss Deemas cast courage and philosophy to the dogs, gave herself over to abject fear, uttered a piercing shriek, dipped her head under the bedclothes, and, drawing her knees up to her mouth, clasped her hands over them in agony.

Come, maam, dont take on so; no time to lose; floors goin down! said Sam. He coughed as he said it, for the smoke was getting thicker every moment.

Shriek upon shriek was the only answer vouchsafed by the terrified Eagle. A wild cheer from the mob outside seemed to be a reply of encouragement to her; but it was not so; it was called forth by the sudden appearance of a fire-engine dashing round the corner of the lane.

Be quiet, my good lady, said Sam Forest in a voice of tenderness; but if his voice was tender his actions were the reverse, for it was now a matter of life or death; so he grasped the Eagle, bedclothes and all, in his arms, and bore her to the window.

It is probable that this act revived in Miss Deemas some reminiscences of her childhood, for she suddenly straightened herself out and struggled violently, after the manner of those sweet little ones who wont be made to sit on nurses knees. Being a tall, heavy woman, she struggled out of Sams grasp and fell to the floor; but her victory was short-lived. Another moment and that bold man had her round the waist, in a grasp from which she could not free herself. Sam was considerate, however, and polite even in this extremity. He begged pardon as he wrapped the bedclothes round his victim, and lifting her into the head of the escape, let her go.

No swoop that the Eagle ever made (mentally) down upon base, unworthy, arrogant man, was at all comparable to the descent which she made (physically) on that occasion into the arms of an expectant fireman! She held her breath, also the blankets, tightly, as she went down like a lightning-flash, and felt that she was about to be dashed to pieces, but to her surprise soft cushions received her, and she was immediately borne, by another of these desperate men in helmets, into an adjoining house, and left unhurt in the arms of her sympathetic friend Miss Tippet.

Oh, my dear, dear Julia! exclaimed Miss Tippet, shutting the door of the room into which they had been ushered, and assisting her friend to disentangle herself from the bedclothes. Oh! what a mercy weve not all been roasted alive like beef steaks  or  oh! what a sight you are, my darling! You must have got it coming down that dreadful thing  the whats-is-name, you know. Shall I ring for water?

Tut, nonsense! exclaimed the Eagle, panting as well from nervous excitement as exhaustion; you are always so fussy, Emelina. Please assist me to tie this string, Miss Ward.

Yes, I know Im fussy, dear Julia! exclaimed Miss Tippet, bustling nervously about the room; but I cant help it, and Im so thankful for  ; but it was so bold in these noble fellows to risk their lives to

Noble fellows! shouted Miss Deemas, with flashing eyes, dyou call it noble to pull me out of bed, and roll me in a blanket and shoot me down a  a  I dont know what, like a sack of coals? Noble fellows, indeed! Brutes!

Here Miss Deemas clasped her hands above her head in a passion of conflicting feelings, and, being unable to find words for utterance, burst into a flood of tears, dropped into a chair, and covered her face with both hands.

Dear, dear, darling Julia! said Miss Tippet soothingly.

Dont speak to me! sobbed the Eagle passionately, and stamping her foot; I cant bear to think of it.

But you know, dear, persevered her friend, they could not help being  being  what dyou call it?  energetic, you know, for it was not rough. We should all have been roasted to death but for them, and I feel very, very grateful to them. I shall respect that policeman as long as I live.

Ah, sure an he is a dacent boy now, said Matty Merryon, who entered the room just then; the way he lifted you an Miss Emma up an flung ye over his showlder, as aisy as if ye was two bolsters, was beautiful to look at; indade it was. Shure it remimbered me o the purty pottery ye was readin just the other night, as was writ by ODood or OHood

Hood, suggested Miss Tippet.

Praps it was, said Matty; hed be none the worse of an O before his name anyhow. But the pottery begood with Take her up tinderly, lift her with care, if I dont misremimber.

Will you hold your tongue! cried the Eagle, looking up suddenly and drying her eyes.

Surely, miss, said Matty, with a toss of her head; anything to plaize ye.

It is due to Matty to say that, while the policeman was descending the ladder with her mistress, she had faithfully remained to comfort and encourage Emma; and after Emma was rescued she had quietly descended the ladder without assistance, having previously found time to clothe herself in something a little more ample and appropriate than a bolster.

But where was David Boone all this time? Rather say, where was he not? Everywhere by turns, and nowhere long, was David to be seen, in the frenzy of his excitement. Conscience-smitten, for what he had done, or rather intended to do, he ran wildly about, making the most desperate efforts to extinguish the fire.

No one knows what he can do till he is tried. That is a proverb (at least if it is not it ought to be) which embraces much deep truth. The way in which David Boone set personal danger at defiance, and seemed to regard suffocation by smoke or roasting by fire as terminations of life worth courting, was astounding, and rendered his friends and neighbours dumb with amazement.

David was now on the staircase among the firemen, fighting his way up through fire and smoke, for the purpose of saving Miss Tippet, until he was hauled forcibly back by Dale or Baxmore  who were in the thick of it as usual. Anon, down in the basement, knee-deep in water, searching for the bodies of his two shopmen, both of whom were standing comfortably outside, looking on. Presently he was on the leads of the adjoining house, directing, commanding, exhorting, entreating, the firemen there to point their branch at the blue bedroom. Soon after he was in the street, tearing his hair, shouting that it was all his fault; that he did it, and that it would kill him.

Before the fire was put out, poor Boones eyelashes and whiskers were singed off; little hair was left on his head, and that little was short and frizzled. His clothes, of course, were completely soaked; in addition to which, they were torn almost to shreds, and some of his skin was in the same condition. At last he had to be forcibly taken in charge, and kept shut up in an adjoining house, from the window of which he watched the destruction of his property and his hopes.

Almost superhuman efforts had been made by the firemen to save the house. Many a house in London had they saved that year, partially or wholly; as, indeed, is the case every year, and many thousands of pounds worth of property had they rescued; but this case utterly defied them. So well had the plot been laid; so thoroughly had the combustibles been distributed and lubricated with inflammable liquids, that all the engines in the metropolis would have failed to extinguish that fire.

David Boone knew this, and he groaned in spirit. The firemen knew it not, and they worked like heroes.

There was a shout at last among the firemen to look out! It was feared one of the partition walls was coming down, so each man beat a hasty retreat. They swarmed out at the door like bees, and were all safe when the wall fell  all safe, but one, Joe Corney, who, being a reckless man, took things too leisurely, and was knocked down by the falling bricks.

Moxey and Williams ran back, and carried him out of danger. Then, seeing that he did not recover consciousness, although he breathed, they carried him at once to the hospital. The flames of the burning house sprang up, just then, as if they leaped in triumph over a fallen foe; but the polished surface of poor Joes helmet seemed to flash back defiance at the flames as they bore him away.

After the partition wall fell, the fire sank, and in the course of a few hours it was extinguished altogether. But nothing whatever was saved, and the firemen had only the satisfaction of knowing that they had done their best, and had preserved the adjoining houses, which would certainly have gone, but for their untiring energy.

By this time, David Boone, besides being mad, was in a raging fever. The tenant of the house to which he had been taken was a friend, as well as a neighbour of his own  a greengrocer, named Mrs Craw, and she turned out to be a good Samaritan, for she insisted on keeping Boone in her house, and nursing him; asserting stoutly, and with a very red face (she almost always asserted things stoutly, and with a red face), that Mister Boone was one of er best an holdest friends, as she wouldnt see im go to a hospital on charity  which she despised, so she did  as long as there was a spare bed in her ouse, so there was  which it wasnt as long as could be wished, considerin Mister Boones height; but that could be put right by knocking out the foot-board, and two cheers, so it could  and as long she had one copper to rub on another; no, though she was to be flayed alive for her hospitality. By which round statement, Mrs Craw was understood to imply a severe rebuke to Mrs Grab  another greengrocer over the way (and a widow)  who had been heard to say, during the progress of the fire, that it served Boone right, and that she wouldnt give him a helping hand in his distress on any account whatever.

Why Mrs Grab was so bitter and Mrs Craw so humane is a matter of uncertainty; but it was generally believed that the former having had a matrimonial eye on Boone, and that Boone having expressed general objections to matrimony  besides having gone of late to Mrs Craw for his vegetables  had something to do with it.

Next day, D. Gorman happened, quite in a casual way of course, to saunter into Poorthing Lane; and it was positively interesting to note  as many people did note  the surprise and consternation with which he received the news of the fire from the people at the end of the lane who first met him, and who knew him well.

Wery sad, aint it, sir? said a sympathetic barber. He was sitch a droll dog too. Hell be quite a loss to the neighbourhood; wont he, sir?

I hope he wont, said Gorman, loud enough to be heard by several persons who lounged about their doors. I hope to see him start afresh, an git on better than ever, poor fellow; at least, Ill do all I can to help him.

Ah! youve helped him already, sir, more than once, I believe; at least so he told me, said the barber, with an approving nod.

Well, so I have, returned Gorman modestly, but he may be assured that any trifle he owes me wont be called for just now. In fact, my small loan to him is an old debt, which I might have got any time these last six years, when he was flourishing; so Im not going to press him now, poor fellow. Hes ill, you say?

Yes, so Im told; raither serious too.

Thats very sad; where is he?

With Mrs Craw, sir, the greengrocer.

Ah, Ill go and see him. Good-day.

Gorman passed on, with as much benignity thrown into his countenance as it could contain; and the barber observed, as he re-entered his shop, that, that man was a better fellow than he looked.

But Gormans intentions, whatever they might have been, were frustrated at that time; for he found Boone in high fever, and quite delirious. He did not, however, quit the house without putting, as he expressed it, at least one spoke in his wheel; for he conducted himself in such a way towards Mrs Craw, and expressed so much feeling for her friend and his, that he made quite a favourable impression on that worthy woman. He also left a sovereign, wherewith to purchase any little luxuries for the sick man, that might be conducive to his health and comfort, and went away with the assurance that he would look in to inquire for him as often as he could.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Willie Willders in Difficulties.

Mr Thomas Tippet, beaming and perspiring as of old, was standing at his bench, chisel in hand, and Willie Willders was standing with his back to the fire, and his legs pretty wide apart; not because he preferred that dégagé attitude, but because Chips and Puss were asleep side by side between his feet.

It must not be supposed that although Willie had changed so much since the first day he stood there, an equal change had taken place in Mr Tippet. By no means. He was a little stouter, perhaps, but in all other respects he was the same man. Not a hair greyer, nor a wrinkle more.

The workshop, too, was in exactly the same state, only a little more crowded in consequence of numerous models having been completed and shelved during the last seven years. There was, however something new in the shape of a desk with some half-finished plans upon it; for Willie had gradually introduced a little genuine engineering into the business.

At first, naturally enough, the boy had followed his employers lead, and, as we have said before, being very ingenious, as well as enthusiastic, had entered with all his heart and head into the absurd schemes of his patron; but as he became older he grew wiser. He applied himself to reading and study at home in the evenings with indomitable perseverance.

The result of his application was twofold. In the first place he discovered that he was very ignorant and that there existed a huge illimitable field of knowledge worth entering on seriously. His early training having been conducted (thanks to his mother) in the fear of the Lord, he regarded things that are spiritual, and have God and mans duty to Him for their object, as part  the chief part  of that great field of knowledge; not as a separate field which may or may not be entered on according to taste. In the second place, he began to discover that his kind-hearted employer was a monomaniac. In other words, that, although sane enough in all other matters, he was absolutely mad in regard to mechanical discoveries and inventions, and that most of the latter were absolutely nonsensical.

This second discovery induced him to prosecute his studies with all the more energy, in order that he might be prepared for the battle of life, in case his existing connection with Mr Tippet should be dissolved.

His studies naturally took an engineering turn, and, being what is termed a thorough-going fellow, he did not rest until he had dived into mathematics so deep that we do not pretend to follow him, even in the way of description. Architecture, surveying, shipbuilding, and cognate subjects, claimed and obtained his earnest attention; and year after year, on winter nights, did he sit at the side of the fire in the little house at Notting Hill, adding to his stores of knowledge on these subjects; while his meek old mother sat darning socks or patching male attire on the other side of the fire with full as much perseverance and assiduity. One consequence of this was that Willie Willders, having begun as a Jack-of-all trades, pushed on until he became a philosopher-of-all-trades, and of many sciences too, so that it would have been difficult to find his match between Charing Cross and Primrose Hill.

And Willie was not changeable. True to his first love, he clung with all the ardour of youth to fire, fire-engines, and the fire-brigade. He would have become a member of the latter if he could, but that was in the circumstances impossible. He studied the subject, however, and knew its history and its working details from first to last. He did his best to invent new engines and improve on old ones; but in such matters he usually found that his inventions had been invented, and his improvements made and improved upon, long before. Such checks, however, did not abate his ardour one jot. He persevered in his varied courses until he worked himself into a species of business which could exist only in London, which it would be difficult to describe, and which its practitioner styled poly-artism with as much boldness as if the word were in Johnsons Dictionary!

Standing on the hearth, as we have said, Willie related to his friend all he knew in regard to the Cattley family, and wound up with an anxious demand what was to be done for them.

Mr Tippet, leaning on his bench and looking into Willies face with a benignant smile, said  

Done, my boy? why, help em of course.

Ay, but how? asked Willie.

How? cried Mr Tippet; why, by giving em money. You are aware that I stopped their allowance because Cattley senior went and drank it as soon as he got it, and Cattley junior is able to support himself, and I was not until now aware that the poor daughter was killing herself to support her father; but as I do know it now Ill continue the allowance and increase it, and we shall give it into the daughters hands, so that the father wont be able to mis-spend it.

Mr Tippets visage glowed with ardour as he stated this arrangement, but the glow was displaced by a look of anxiety as he observed that Willie shook his head and looked as perplexed as ever.

If that plan would have availed I would have tried it long ago, said he, with a sad smile, for my income is a pretty good one, thanks to you, sir

Thanks to your own genius, Willie, for the remarkable and prolific offshoots which you have caused to sprout from this dry old root, said Mr Tippet, interrupting, as he glanced round the room with an air of affection, which showed that he loved the root dearly, despite its age and dryness.

Not the less thanks to you, sir, said Willie, in the deferential tone which he had assumed involuntarily towards his patron almost from the commencement of their intercourse; but Z  a  Miss Cattley positively refuses to accept of money from anyone in charity, as long as she can work.

Ah! exclaimed Mr Tippet, shaking his head slowly, pride, simple pride. Not laudable pride, observe. She deceives herself, no doubt, into the belief that it is laudable, but it is not; for, when a girl cannot work without working herself into her grave, it is her duty not to work, and it is the duty as well as the privilege of her friends to support her. Truth is truth, Willie, and we must not shrink from stating it because a few illogical thinkers are apt to misunderstand it, or because there are a number of mean-spirited wretches who would be too glad to say that they could not work without injuring their health if they could, by so doing, persuade their friends to support them. What! are those whom God has visited with weakness of body to be made to toil and moil far beyond their strength in order to prove that they do not belong to the class of deceivers and sycophants? Yet public opinion in regard to this matter of what is called self-respect and proper pride compels many hundreds who urgently require assistance to refuse it, and dooms many of them to a premature grave, while it does not shut the maw of a single one of the other class. Why, sir, Miss Cattley is committing suicide; and, in regard to her father, who is dependent on her, she is committing murder  murder, sir!

Mr Tippets eyes flashed with indignation, and he drove the chisel deep down into the bench, as if to give point and force to his sentiment, as well as an illustration of the dreadful idea with which he concluded.

Willie admitted that there was much truth in Mr Tippets observations, but did not quite agree with him in his sweeping condemnation of Ziza.

However, continued Mr Tippet, resuming his quiet tone and benignant aspect, Ill consider the matter. Yes, Ill consider the matter and see whats to be done for em.

He leaped from the bench with a quiet chuckle as he said this and began to saw vigorously, while Willie went to his desk in the corner and applied himself to an abstruse calculation, considerably relieved in mind, for he had unbounded belief in the fertility of Mr Tippets imagination, and he knew well that whatever that old gentleman promised he would certainly fulfil.




Chapter Thirty.

The Best-Laid Plans.

There were other men besides Mr Tippet who could be true to their promises when it suited them.

D. Gorman was true to his, in so far as they concerned David Boone. He visited that unfortunate invalid so frequently, and brought him so many little nice things for the alleviation of his sufferings, and exhibited altogether such nervous anxiety about his recovery, that worthy Mrs Craw was quite overwhelmed, and said, in the fulness of her heart, that she never did see a kinder friend, or one who more flatly gave the lie-direct to his looks, which, she was bound to admit, were not prepossessing.

But, despite his friends solicitude, and his doctors prescriptions, and his nurses kindness, David Boone continued steadily to sink, until at last the doctor gave it as his opinion that he would not recover.

One afternoon, soon after the expression of this opinion, Gorman called on his friend, and was shown as usual into his chamber. It was a wet, cold, stormy afternoon, and the window rattled violently in its frame.

Boone was much better that afternoon. It seemed as if he had just waited for the doctor to pronounce his unfavourable opinion in order to have the satisfaction of contradicting it.

Hes better to-day, sir, said Mrs Craw, in a whisper.

Better! exclaimed Gorman with a look of surprise, Im glad to hear that  very glad.

He looked as if he were very sorry, but then, as Mrs Craw said, his looks belied him.

Hes asleep now, sir; the doctor said if he slept he was on no account to be waked up, so Ill leave you to sit by him, sir, till he wakes, and, please, be as quiet as you can.

Mrs Craw left the room on tip-toe, and Gorman went to the bedside and looked on the sick mans wasted features with a frown.

Ha! youre asleep, are you, and not to be waked up  eh? Come, Ill rouse you.

He shook him violently by the shoulder, and Boone awoke with a start and a groan.

Hope I didnt disturb you, Boone, said his friend in a quiet voice. I came to inquire for you.

Boone started up in his bed and stared wildly at some object which appeared to be at the foot of the bed. Gorman started too, and turned pale as his eyes followed those of the invalid.

What is it you see, Boone?

There, there! he whispered hoarsely, clutching Gormans arm as if for protection, look, I heard his voice just now; oh! save me from that man; he  he  wants to kill me!

Come, David, said Gorman soothingly, its only a fancy  theres nobody there  nobody in the room but me.

And who are you? inquired the sick man, falling back exhausted, while he gazed vacantly at his friend.

Dont you know me, David?

Never mind, shut your eyes now and try to sleep. Itll be time to take your physic soon.

Physic! cried Boone, starting up in alarm, and again clutching Gormans arm. You wont let him give it me, will you? Oh! say you wont  promise to give it me yourself!

Gorman promised, and a very slight but peculiar smile turned up the corners of his mouth as he did so.

Boone again sank back on his pillow, and Gorman sat down on a chair beside him. His villainous features worked convulsively, for in his heart he was meditating a terrible deed. That morning he had been visited by Ned Hooper, who in the most drunken of voices told him, that it wash mposhble to git a body fr love or munny, so if e wanted one hed better cuts own throat.

His plans having miscarried in this matter, Gorman now meditated taking another and more decided step. He looked at the sick man, and, seeing how feeble he was, his fingers twitched as if with a desire to strangle him. So strong was the feeling upon him that he passed his fingers nervously about his own throat, as if to ascertain the formation of it and the precise locality of the windpipe. Then his hand dropped to his side, and he sat still again, while Boone rolled his poor head from side to side and moaned softly.

Evening drew on apace, and the shadows in the sick-room gradually became deeper and deeper until nothing could be seen distinctly. Still Gorman sat there, with his features pale as death, and his fingers moving nervously; and still the sick man lay and rolled his head from side to side on the pillow. Once or twice Gorman rose abruptly, but he as often sat down again without doing anything.

Suddenly a ray of bright light shot through the window. Gorman started and drew back in alarm. It was only a lamp-lighter who had lighted one of the street-lamps, and the ray which he had thus sent into the sick-chamber passed over the bed. It did not disturb Boone, for the curtains were between him and it, but it disturbed Gorman, for it fell on the chimney-piece and illuminated a group of phials, one of which, half full of a black liquid, was labelled Poison!

Gorman started up, and this time did not sit down, but with a trembling step moved to the fireplace. He stretched out his hand to grasp the bottle, and almost overturned it, for just at the moment his own figure intercepted the ray of light, and threw the spot where it stood into deep shadow.

Whats that? asked Boone.

Its only me, said Gorman, getting you your physic. I almost upset it in the dark. Here now, drink it off. I cant find the cup, but you can take it out of the bottle.

You wont let him come near when you give it, will you? asked Boone anxiously.

No, no; come, open your mouth.

Boone hesitated to do so, but Gorman used a little force. His hands were steady now! His heart was steeled to the deed, and the cry which Boone was about to utter was choked by the liquid flowing down his throat.

Gorman had flung him back with such violence that he lay stunned, while the murderer replaced the bottle on the chimney-piece and hurried to the door. A gentle knock at it arrested him, but his indecision was momentary. He opened the door softly, and going out, said to Mrs Craw in a whisper  

Hes sleeping now. I found it hard to get him to give up talking, for he waked up soon after I went in; but hes all right now. I suppose the medicine is beginning to operate; he told me he took it himself just before I came in.

Took it himself! exclaimed Mrs Craw. Impossible.

Well, I dont know, but hes better now. I would let him rest a while if I were you.

Stay, sir! Ill go fetch a light, said Mrs Craw.

Never mind; I know the stair well, said Gorman hurriedly; dont mind a light; I shant want it.

He was right. If any man ever wanted darkness rather than light  thick, heavy, impenetrable darkness  it was D. Gorman at that time.

Took it himself! repeated Mrs Craw in unabated surprise as she closed the street door. Its impossible. Hes got no more strength than an unborn hinfant. I must go an see to this.

Lighting a candle, she went softly into the sick chamber and looked at the invalid, who was apparently asleep, but breathing heavily. She then went to the chimney-piece and began to examine the phials there.

My! she exclaimed suddenly, with a look of alarm, if he hant bin an drunk up all the tinctur o rhubarb! An the laudanum-bottle standin close beside it too! What a mercy he didnt drink that! Well, lucky for him there wasnt much in it, for an overdose of anything in his state would be serious.

Full of her discovery, Mrs Craw set the candle on the table, and sat down on the chair by the bedside to think about it; but the more she thought about it the more puzzled she was.

Took it himself, she said, reverting to Gormans words. Impossible!

She continued to shake her head and mutter Impossible for some time, while she stared at the candle as if she expected that it would solve the mystery. Then she got up and examined the bedclothes, and found that a good deal of the rhubarb had been spilt on the sheets, and that a good deal more of it had been spilt on Boones chin and chest; after which her aspect changed considerably, as, setting down the candle, she resumed her seat and said  

Took it himself! Impossible!



Darkness! If ever a man sought darkness in vain, and found light, bright blazing light, everywhere, it was Gorman. At first, in a burst of frenzy, he rushed away at full speed. It was well for him that the wind had increased to a hurricane and the rain was blinding, else had he been stopped on suspicion, so fierce was his mien, so haggard his look, so wild his race. Gradually his pace slackened, and gradually as well as naturally he gravitated to his old familiar haunts; but go where he would, there was light everywhere except within his own breast. It was all darkness there.

It is true the sky was dark enough, for the war of elements was so great that it seemed to have been blotted out with ink, but the shops appeared to have been lit up more brilliantly than usual. Every lamp poured a flood of light around it. The lanterns of the cabs and omnibuses sent rich beams of light through the air, and the air itself, laden as it was with moisture, absorbed a portion of light, and invested everything with a halo. Light, light! all round, and the light of conscience within rendering the darkness there visible, and shining on the letters of a word written in dark red Murderer!

Gorman tried to extinguish the light, but it was a fire that would not be put out. He cursed the shop-windows and the lamps for shining so brightly on him; he cursed the few people whose curiosity induced them to pause and look back at him, and he cursed himself for being such a fool.

On reaching Cheapside he began to recover his self-possession, and to walk in the storm as other men did. But in proportion as his composure returned the enormity of his crime became more apparent to him, and the word written in red letters became so bright that he felt as if every passer-by must read it, unless he dropt his eyes to prevent their seeing through them into his soul.

At London Bridge he became nervously apprehensive. Each unusually quick footstep startled him. Every policeman was carefully avoided, and anything approaching to a shout behind caused him to start into an involuntary run. Despite his utmost efforts to control himself, the strong man was unmanned; a child could have made him fly.

He was about to cross London Bridge, when he observed a policeman taking shelter under the parapet, and apparently watching those who passed him. Gorman could not make up his mind to go on, so he turned aside and descended the nearest stairs.

The policeman had doubtless been watching for someone, or suspected Gorman because of his undecided movements, for he followed him. The latter observed this and quickened his pace. The instant he was hidden from his pursuer, he darted away at full speed, and did not halt until he stood at the foot of one of the stairs where wherries are usually to be found. The sight that met his gaze there might have overawed the most reckless of men.

A hurricane was raging such as is not often experienced in our favoured island. The wind blew, not in gusts and squalls, but in one continuous roar, lashing the Thames into crested waves, tearing ships from their moorings, and dashing them against other ships, which were likewise carried away, and swept downward with the tide. Dozens of barges were sunk, and the shrieks of their crews were heard sometimes rising above the storm.

The gale was at its height when Gorman came into full view of the Thames. A waterman, who was crouching for shelter in the angle of a warehouse, observed him, and came forward.

An awful night, sir, he said.

Yes, answered Gorman curtly. He started as he spoke, for he heard, or he fancied he heard, a shout behind him.

Is that your boat? said he.

It is, replied the waterman in surprise, you dont want to go on the water on such a night, do you?

Yes, I do, said Gorman, trembling in every limb; come, jump in, and shove off.

At that moment a policeman came running down towards them.

Are you mad? exclaimed the man, grasping Gorman by the arm as he sprang toward the boat.

In a moment, Gorman struck him to the ground, and leaping into the boat pushed off, just as the policeman came up. He was whirled away instantly.

Grasping one of the oars, he was just in time to prevent the boat being dashed against one of the wooden piers of a wharf. He was desperate now. Shipping both oars he pulled madly out into the stream, but in a few moments he was swept against the port-bow of a large vessel, against the stem of which the water was curling as if the ship had been breasting the Atlantic waves before a stiff breeze. One effort Gorman made to avoid the collision, then he leaped up, and just as the boat struck, sprang at the fore-chains. He caught them and held on, but his hold was not firm; the next moment he was rolling along the vessels side, tearing it with his nails in the vain attempt to grasp the smooth hull. He struck against the bow of the vessel immediately behind and was swept under it.

Rising to the surface, he uttered a wild shriek, and attempted to stem the current. He was a powerful swimmer, and despair lent him energy to buffet the waves for a short time; but he was again swept away by the irresistible tide, and had almost given up hope of being saved, when his forehead was grazed by a rope which hung from a vessels side. Seizing this, he held on, and with much difficulty succeeded in gaining the vessels deck.

With his safety Gormans fear of being captured returned. He hid himself behind some lumber, and while in this position wrung some of the water out of his clothes. In a few minutes he summoned courage to look about him, and discovered that the vessel was connected with the one that lay next to it by a plank. No one appeared to be moving, and it was so dark that he could not see more than four or five yards before him. To pass from one vessel to the other was the work of a few seconds. Finding that the second vessel lay moored to the quay, he sprang from it with all his might and alighted safely on the shore. From the position of the shipping he knew that he stood on the south bank of the river, having been swept right across the Thames, so he had now no further difficulty in hiding his guilty head in his own home.




Chapter Thirty One.

New Lights of Various Kinds.

Time sped on apace, and in its train came many changes.

To the confusion of the doctor and despite the would-be murderer, David Boone recovered. But that brought no relief to Gorman, whose remorse increased daily, insomuch that he became, if not quite, very nearly, insane, and his fear of being caught was so great that he never ventured near the quarter of London in which Boone dwelt. He therefore remained in ignorance of the failure of his murderous attempt. What would he not have given to have known the truth! to have had the dreadful word removed from the light which shone upon it brighter and brighter every day until it was made red-hot, as it were, and became within him as a consuming fire! Preferring darkness to light more than ever, Gorman kept in secret places during the day, and only ventured out, with other human vultures, at night. The wretched man feared the darkness, too, although he sought it, and what between the darkness that he feared yet courted, and the light that he feared and fled from, and the light within that he feared but could not fly from, he became one of the most miserable of all the outcasts in London.

As for his deep-laid plans they were all scattered to the winds. In the presumption of ignorance he had fancied that he knew his own power, and so in one sense he did, but he was not aware of his own want of power. He knew, indeed, that he had the brute courage to dare and do anything desperate or dastardly, but he did not know that he lacked the moral courage to bear the consequences of his deeds. The insurance policies, therefore, lay unclaimed  even uncared for!

Another change for the worse effected by time was the death of Loo Auberly. Gradually and gently her end approached. Death was so slow in coming that it was long expected, yet it was so very slow that when it came at last it took her friends by surprise. James Auberly continued stiff and stately to the last. He refused to believe that his child was dying, and spared no expense to provide everything that money could procure to restore her health. He also refused to be reconciled to his son Fred, who had succeeded in his loved profession beyond his expectations, and who had sought, again and again, to propitiate his father. At last Fred resolved to go abroad and study the works of the ancient masters. He corresponded regularly with Loo for some time, but his letters suddenly ceased to make their appearance, and nothing was heard of him for many months.

During the long and weary illness Loo had three friends whose visits were to her soul like gleams of sunshine on a cloudy day  Miss Tippet, Emma Ward, and a poor artificial-flower maker named Ziza Cattley.

Those three, so different yet so like, were almost equally agreeable to the poor invalid. Miss Tippet was so funny but so good, and Emmas sprightly nature seemed to charm away her pain for a time; while grave, gentle, earnest Ziza made her happy during her visits, and left a sensation of happiness after she went away. All three were equally untiring in talking with her about the old, old story  the Love of Jesus Christ.

Yes, it comes to this at last, if not at first, with all of us. Even the professed infidel, laugh as he may in the spring-tide of life, usually listens to that old, old story when lifes tide is very low, if not with faith at least with seriousness, and with a hope that it may be true. May be true! Why, if the infidel would only give one tithe of the time and trouble and serious inquiry to the investigation of that same old story and its credentials that he gives so freely to the study of the subtleties of his art or profession, he would find that there is no historical fact whatever within his ken which can boast of anything like the amount or strength of evidence in favour of its truth, that exists in favour of the truth of the story of the Life, Death, and Resurrection of Jesus Christ our Lord.

When Loo died the stateliness and stiffness of James Auberly gave way, and the stern man, leaning his head upon the coffin, as he sat alone in the darkened room, wept as if he had been a little child.

There was yet another change brought about by that great overturner Time. But as the change to which we refer affects those who have yet to take a prominent part in our tale, we will suffer them to speak for themselves.

One afternoon, long after the occurrence of those changes to which reference has just been made, Mrs Willders, while seated quietly at her own fireside (although there was no fire there, the month being June), was interrupted in her not unusual, though innocent, occupation of darning socks by the abrupt entrance of her son Frank, who flung his cap on the table, kissed his mother on the forehead, and then flung himself on the sofa, which piece of furniture, being old and decrepit, groaned under his weight.

Mother, he exclaimed with animation, Ive got strange news to tell you. Is Willie at home?

No, but I expect him every minute. He promised to come home earlier to-day, and wont be long, for he is a boy of his word.

Mrs Willders persisted in calling her strapping sons boys, despite the evidence to the contrary on their cheeks and chins.

Here he comes! cried Frank, as a rapid step was heard.

Next moment the door burst open and Willie, performing much the same ceremony that Frank had done, and in a wonderfully similar way, said he had come home with something strange to tell, though not altogether strange either, as his mother, he said, knew something about it already.

Mrs Willders smiled and glanced at Frank.

Which is to begin first? she asked.

What! do you know about it, too? cried Willie, turning to his brother.

Know about what? said Frank. You have not told me what it is; how can I answer you?

About Mr Auberly, said Willie.

Frank said that he knew nothing new or peculiar about him, except that he was  no, he wouldnt say anything bad of him, for he must be a miserable man at that time.

But out with your news, Willie, he added, mine will keep; and as yours is, according to yourself, partly known already to my mother, its as well to finish off one subject before we begin to another.

Oh, then, you have news, too, have you? said Willie.

Frank nodded.

Strange coincidence! exclaimed Willie.

Did you ever hear of a coincidence that was not strange, lad? Go on with your news, else Ill begin before you.

Thus admonished, Willie began.

Oh, mother, youre a nice deceiver; youre a sly old lady, aint you? and you sit there with a face as meek and sweet and smiling as if you had never deceived anybody in all your life, not to speak of your two sons. O, fy!

As Mrs Willders still smiled and went on with her knitting serenely, without vouchsafing a reply, Willie continued with an off-hand air Well, then, I may as well tell you that I have just had an interview with Uncle Auberly  hallo! you seem surprised.

Mrs Willders was indeed surprised. Her serenity of aspect fled in an instant.

Oh, Willie, how comes it that you know? Im sure I did not mean to tell you. I promised I never would. I must have let it out inadvertently, or when I was asleep.

Make yourself quite easy, mother, said Willie; Ill explain it all presently. Just go on with your knitting, and dont put yourself into a state.

The widow, recovering herself a little, resumed her work, and Frank, who had listened with an amused smile up to this point  supposing that his brother was jesting  elongated his face and opened his eyes wider and wider as he listened.

You must know, resumed Willie, that I received a note from Mr Auberly last night, asking me to call on him some time this afternoon. So I went, and found him seated in his library. Poor man, he has a different look now from what he had when I went last to see him. You know I have hardly ever seen him since that day when I bamboozled him so about another boy that he expected to call. But his spirit is not much improved, I fear. Sit down, Mr Willders, he said. I asked you to call in reference to a matter which I think it well that the parties concerned should understand thoroughly. Your brother Frank, I am told, has had the presumption to pay his addresses to Miss Ward, the young lady who lives with my relative, Miss Tippet. Yes, Mr Auberly, I replied, and Miss Ward has had the presumption to accept him

It was wrong of you to answer so, interrupted Mrs Willders, shaking her head.

Wrong, mother! how could I help it? Was I going to sit there and hear him talk of Franks presumption as if he were a chimney-sweep?

Mr Auberly thinks Miss Ward above him in station, and so deems his aspiring to her hand presumption, replied the widow gently. Besides, you should have remembered the respect due to age.

Well, but, mother, said Willie, defending himself, it was very impudent of him, and I did speak very respectfully to him in tone if not in words. The fact is I felt nettled, for, after all, what is Miss Ward? The society she mingles in is Miss Tippets society, and thats not much to boast of; and her father, I believe, was a confectioner  no doubt a rich one, that kept his carriage before he failed, and left his daughter almost a beggar. But riches dont make a gentleman or a lady either, mother; Im sure youve often told me that, and explained that education, and good training, and good feelings, and polite manners, and consideration for others, were the true foundations of gentility. If that be so, mother, there are many gentlemen born who are not gentlemen bred, and many lowly born who

Come, lad, dont bamboozle your mother with sophistries, interrupted Frank, but go on to the point, and dont be so long about it.

Well, mother, resumed Willie, Mr Auberly gave me a harder rebuke than you have done, for he made no reply to my speech at all, but went on as quietly and coolly as if I had not opened my lips. Now, said he, I happen to have a particular regard for Miss Ward. I intend to make her my heir, and I cannot consent to her union with a man who has nothing. Mr Auberly, said I (and I assure you, mother, I said this quite respectfully), my brother is a man who has little money, no doubt, but he has a good heart and a good head and a strong arm; an arm, too, which has saved life before now. I stopped at that, for I saw it went home. Quite true, he replied; I do not forget that he saved my lost childs life; but  but  the thing is outrageous  that a penniless man should wed the lady who is to be my heir! No, sir, I sent for you to ask you to say to your brother from me, that however much I may respect him I will not consent to this union, and if it goes on despite my wishes I shall not leave Miss Ward a shilling. He had worked himself up into a rage by this time, and as I felt I would only make matters worse if I spoke, I held my tongue; except that I said I would deliver his message at once, as I expected to meet my brother at home. He seemed sorry for having been so sharp, however, and when I was about to leave him he tried to smile, and said, I regret to have to speak thus to you, sir, but I felt it to be my duty. You talk of meeting your brother to-night at home; do you not live together? No, sir, I replied; my brother lodges close to his station, and I live with my mother in Notting Hill.

Notting Hill! he cried, falling back in his chair as if he had been struck by a thunderbolt. Your mother, he gasped, Mrs Willders  my sister-in-law  the watermans widow? A sailors widow, sir, said I, who is proud of the husband, who rose to the top of his profession.

Why did you deceive me, sir? cried Mr Auberly, with a sudden frown. I would have undeceived you, said I, when we first met, but you dismissed me abruptly at that time, and would not hear me out. Since then, I have not thought it worth while to intrude on you in reference to so small a matter  for I did not know till this day that we are related. He frowned harder than ever at this, and bit his lip, and then said, Well, young man, this will make no difference, I assure you. I desire you to convey my message to your brother. Leave me now. I was just on the point of saying Good-bye, uncle, but he covered his face with his hands, and looked so miserable, that I went out without a word more. There, youve got the whole of my story. What think you of it?

Its a curious one, and very unexpected, at least by me, said Frank, though, as you said, part of it must have been known to mother, who, no doubt, had good reasons for concealing it from us; but I rather think that my story will surprise you more, and its a better one than yours, Willie, in this respect, that it is shorter.

Come, then, out with it, said Willie, with a laugh; why, this is something like one of the Arabian Nights Entertainments.

Well, mother, said Frank, laying his hand gently on the widows shoulder, you shant darn any more socks if I can help it, for Im a man of fortune now!

How, Frank? said Mrs Willders, with a puzzled look.

The fact is, mother, that Mrs Denman, the poor old lady whom I carried down the escape, I forget how many years ago, is dead, and has left me her fortune, which, I believe, amounts to something like twenty thousand pounds!

You dont mean that! cried Willie, starting up.

Indeed, I do, said Frank earnestly.

Then long life to ye, my boy! cried Willie, wringing his brothers hand, and success to the old  well, no, I dont exactly mean that, but if she were alive I would say my blessing on the old lady. I wish you joy, old fellow! I say, surely the stately man wont object to the penniless fireman now  ha! ha! Well, its like a dream; but tell us all about it, Frank.

There is very little to tell, lad. I got a very urgent message the day before yesterday to go to see an old lady who was very ill. I obtained leave for an hour, and went at once, not knowing who it was till I got there, when I found that it was Mrs Denman. She looked very ill, and I do assure you I felt quite unmanned when I looked into her little old face. Young man, she said in a low voice, you saved my life; I am dying, and have sent for you to thank you. God bless you. She put out her thin hand and tried to shake mine, but it was too feeble; she could only press her fingers on it. That was all that passed, and I returned to the station feeling quite in low spirits, I do assure you. Well, next day a little man in black called, and said he wished to have a few words with me. So I went out, and he introduced himself as the old ladys lawyer, told me that she was gone, and that she had, almost with her last breath, made him promise to go, the moment she was dead, and see the fireman who had saved her life, and tell him that she had left her fortune to him. He congratulated me; said that there were no near relations to feel aggrieved or to dispute my rights, and that, as soon as the proper legal steps had been taken  the debts and legacies paid, etcetera,  he would have the pleasure of handing over the balance, which would probably amount to twenty thousand pounds.

Its like a dream, said Willie.

So it is, replied Frank, but its well that it is not a dream, for if I had been the penniless man that Mr Auberly thinks me, I would have been obliged in honour to give up Emma Ward.

Give her up! exclaimed Willie in amazement. Why?

Why! because I could not think of standing in the way of her good fortune.

Oh, Frank! oh, Blazes, said Willie sadly, has money told on you so fearfully already? Do you think that she would give you up for the sake of Auberlys dross?

I believe not, lad; but  but  well  never mind, we wont be troubled with the question now. But, mother, you dont seem to think much of my good fortune.

I do think much of it, Frank; it has been sent to you by the Lord, and therefore is to be received with thanksgiving. But sudden good fortune of this kind is very dangerous. It makes me anxious as well as glad.

At that moment there came a loud knocking at the door, which startled Mrs Willders, and caused Willie to leap up and rush to open it.

Frank rose and put on his cap with the quiet promptitude of a man accustomed to alarms.

Thats a fire, mother; the kind of knock is quite familiar to me now. Dont be alarmed; we hear that kind of thing about two or three times a day at the station; they knew I was here, and have sent a messenger.

A fire! cried Willie, running into the room in great excitement.

Tut, lad, said Frank, with a smile, as he nodded to his mother and left the room, youd never do for a fireman, youre too excitable. Wheres the messenger?  ah, here you are. Well, where is it?

Tooley Street, exclaimed a man, whose condition showed that he had run all the way.

Frank started, and looked very grave as he said hurriedly to his brother  

Good-night, lad. I wont likely be able to get out to-morrow to talk over this matter of the fortune. Fires are usually bad in that neighbourhood. Look well after mother. Good-night.

In another moment he was gone.

And well might Frank look grave, for when a fireman is called to a fire in Tooley Street, or any part of the docks, he knows that he is about to enter into the thickest of the Great Fight. To ordinary fires he goes light-heartedly  as a bold trooper gallops to a skirmish, but to a fire in the neighbourhood of the docks he goes with something of the feeling which must fill the breast of every brave soldier on the eve of a great battle.




Chapter Thirty Two.

The Fire in Tooley Street.

One of those great calamities which visit us once or twice, it may be, in a century, descended upon London on Saturday, the 22nd of June, 1861. It was the sudden, and for the time, overwhelming, attack of an old and unconquerable enemy, who found us, as usual, inadequately prepared to meet him.

Fire has fought with us and fed upon us since we became a nation, and yet, despite all our efforts, its flames are at this day more furious than ever. There are more fires daily in London now than there ever were before. Has this foe been properly met? is a question which naturally arises out of this fact. Referring to the beautiful organisation of the present Fire Brigade, the ability of its chiefs and the courage of its men, the answer is, Yes, decidedly. But referring to the strength of the brigade; to the munitions of war in the form of water; to the means of conveyance in the form of mains; to the system of check in the shape of an effective Act in reference to partition-walls and moderately-sized warehouses; to the means of prevention in the shape of prohibitions and regulations in regard to inflammable substances  referring to all these things, the answer to the question, Has the foe been properly met? is emphatically, No.

It is not sufficient to reply that a special inquiry has been made into this subject; that steps are being actually taken to remedy the evils of our system (or rather of our want of system) of fire prevention. Good may or may not result from this inquiry: that is yet to be seen. Meanwhile, the public ought to be awakened more thoroughly to the fact that an enemy is and always has been abroad in our land, who might be, if we chose, more effectively checked; who, if he has not yet attacked our own particular dwelling, may take us by surprise any day when we least expect him, and who does at all times very materially diminish our national wealth and increase our public burdens. Perhaps we should not style fire an enemy, but a mutinous servant, who does his work faithfully and well, except when neglected or abused!

About five oclock on Saturday afternoon intelligence of the outbreak of fire in Tooley Street reached the headquarters of the brigade in Watling Street.

Fire in Tooley Street! The mere summons lent energy to the nerves and spring to the muscles of the firemen. Not that Tooley Street in itself is more peculiarly dangerous in regard to fire than are the other streets of shops in the City. But Tooley Street lies in dangerous neighbourhood. The streets between it and the Thames, and those lying immediately to the west of it, contain huge warehouses and bonded stores, which are filled to suffocation with the wealth of nations. Dirty streets and narrow lanes here lead to the fountain-head of wealth untold  almost inconceivable. The elegant filigree-work of West End luxury may here be seen unsmelted, as it were, and in the ore. At the same time the rich substances on which fire feeds and fattens are stored here in warehouses which (as they are) should never have been built, and in proximities which should never have been permitted. Examine the wharves  Brooks Wharf, Beals Wharf, Cottons Wharf, Chamberlains Wharf, Freemans Wharf, Griffins Wharf, Stantons Wharf, and others. Investigate the lanes  Hays Lane, Mill Lane, Morgans Lane; and the streets  Bermondsey, Dockhead, Pickle Herring Street, Horsleydown, and others  and there, besides the great deposit and commission warehouses which cover acres of ground, and are filled from basement to ridge-pole with the commodities and combustibles of every clime, you will find huge granaries and stores of lead, alum, drugs, tallow, chicory, flour, rice, biscuit, sulphur, and saltpetre, mingled with the warehouses of cheese-agents, ham-factors, provision merchants, tarpaulin-dealers, oil and colour merchants, etcetera. In fact, the entire region seems laid out with a view to the raising of a bonfire or a pyrotechnic display on the grandest conceivable scale.

Little wonder, then, that the firemen of Watling Street turned out all their engines, including two of Shand and Masons new land-steam fire-engines, which had at that time just been brought into action. Little wonder that the usual request for a man from each station was changed into an urgent demand for every man that could possibly be spared.

The fire began in the extensive wharves and warehouses known as Cottons Wharf, near London Bridge, and was first observed in a warehouse over a counting-room by some workmen, who at once gave the alarm, and attempted to extinguish it with some buckets of water. They were quickly driven back, however, by the suffocating smoke, which soon filled the various floors so densely that no one could approach the seat of the fire.

Mr Braidwood, who was early on the spot, saw at a glance that a pitched battle was about to be fought, and, like a wise general, concentrated all the force at his command. Expresses were sent for the more distant brigade engines, and these came dashing up, one after another, at full speed. The two powerful steam floating-engines which guard the Thames from fire were moored off the wharf, two lengths of hose attached to them, and led on shore and brought to bear on the fire. A number of land-engines took up a position in Tooley Street, ready for action, but these were compelled to remain idle for nearly an hour before water was obtainable from the fire-plugs. O London! with all your wealth and wisdom, how strange that such words can be truly written of you!

The vessels which were lying at the wharf discharging and loading were hauled out of danger into the stream.

In course of time the engines were in full play, but the warehouse burst into flames from basement to roof in spite of them, and ere long eight of the great storehouses were burning furiously. The flames made rapid work of it, progressing towards the line of warehouses facing the river, and to the lofty building which adjoined on the Tooley Street side.

Dale and his men were quickly on the scene of action, and had their engine soon at work. Before long, Frank Willders joined them. They were playing in at the windows of a large store, which was burning so furiously that the interior appeared to be red-hot.

Relieve Corney, lad, said Dale, as Frank came forward.

Och, its time! cried Corney, delivering up the branch to Frank and Moxey; sure Baxmore and me are melted intirely.

Frank made no reply. He and Moxey directed the branch which the others resigned, turning their backs as much as possible on the glowing fire, and glancing at it over their shoulders; for it was too hot to be faced.

Just then the Chief of the brigade came up.

Its of no use, sir, said Dale; we cant save these.

True, Dale, true, said Mr Braidwood, in a quick, but quiet tone; this block is doomed. Take your lads round to the nor-east corner; we must try to prevent it spreading.

As he surveyed the progress of the fire, with a cool, practical eye, and hurried off to another part of the battle-field to post his men to best advantage, little did the leader of the forces think that he was to be the first to fall that day!

Engines were now playing on the buildings in all directions; but the flames were so fierce that they made no visible impression on them, and even in the efforts made to check their spreading, little success appeared to attend them at first. Warehouse after warehouse ignited.

To make matters worse, a fresh breeze sprang up, and fanned the flames into redoubled fury; so that they quickly caught hold of vast portions of the premises occupied by the firm of Scovell and Company.

Theres not a chance, said Frank to Dale, while he wiped the perspiration from his forehead, and sat down for a few seconds to recover breath; for he had just issued from a burning building, driven back by heat and smoke  

Theres not a chance of saving that block; all the iron doors that were meant to keep the fire from spreading have been left open by the workmen!

Chance or no chance, we must do our best, said Dale. Come, lad, with me; I think we may get at a door inside the next warehouse, through which we might bring the branch to bear. Are you able?

All right, exclaimed Frank, leaping up, and following his leader through the smoke.

Have a care! cried Frank, pausing as a tremendous explosion caused the ground to tremble under their feet.

Its sulphur or saltpetre, said Dale, pushing on; there are tons upon tons of that stuff in the cellars all round.

This was indeed the case. It was said that upwards of 2,000 tons of saltpetre were in the vaults at the time; and several explosions had already taken place, though fortunately, without doing injury to any one.

Dale had already partially examined the warehouse, into which he now led Frank; and, therefore, although it was full of smoke, he moved rapidly along the narrow and intricate passages between the bales of goods, until he reached an iron door.

Here it is; well open this and have a look, he said, grasping the handle and swinging the heavy door open.

Instantly, a volume of black smoke drove both the men back, almost suffocating them. They could not speak; but each knew that the re-closing of that iron door was all-important, for the fire had got nearer to it than Dale had imagined.

They both darted forward; but were again driven back, and had to rush to the open air for breath. Frank recovered before his comrade, in consequence of the latter having made a more strenuous and prolonged effort to close the door which he had so unfortunately opened.

Without a moments hesitation, he sprang into the warehouse again; regained and partially closed the door, when the stifling smoke choked him, and he fell to the ground. A few seconds later, Dale followed him, and found him there. Applying his great strength with almost superhuman energy to the door, it shut with a crash, and the communication between the buildings was cut off! Dale then seized Frank by the collar, and dragged him into the open air, when he himself almost sank to the ground. Fresh air, however, soon restored them both, and in a few minutes they were actively engaged at another part of the building.

Bravely and perseveringly though this was done, it availed not, for nothing could withstand the fury of the fire. The warehouse caught, and was soon a glowing mass like the others, while the flames raged with such violence that their roaring drowned the shouting of men, and the more distant roar of the innumerable multitude that densely covered London Bridge, and clustered on every eminence from which a safe view of the great fire could be obtained.

The floating fire-engines had now been at work for some time, and the men in charge of their branches were suffering greatly from the intense heat. About this time, nearly seven oclock in the evening, Mr Braidwood went to these men to give them a word of encouragement. He proceeded down one of the approaches to the river from Tooley Street, and stopped when nearly half way to give some directions, when a sudden and tremendous explosion, took place, shaking the already tottering walls, which at this place were of great height. A cry was raised, Run! the wall is falling! Every one sprang away at the word. The wall bulged out at the same time; and one of the firemen, seeing that Mr Braidwood was in imminent danger, made a grasp at him as he was springing from the spot; but the heavy masses of brick-work dashed him away, and, in another moment, the gallant chief of the Fire Brigade lay buried under at least fifteen feet of burning ruin.

Any attempt at rescue would have been impossible as well as unavailing, for death must have been instantaneous. The heros warfare with the flames, which had lasted for upwards of thirty-eight years, was ended; and his brave spirit returned to God Who gave it.

That a man of no ordinary note had fallen was proved, before many hours had passed, by the deep and earnest feeling of sorrow and sympathy which was manifested by all classes in London, from Queen Victoria downwards, as well as by the public funeral which took place a few days afterwards, at which were present the Duke of Sutherland, the Earl of Caithness, the Reverend Doctor Cumming, and many gentlemen connected with the insurance offices; the committee and men of the London Fire Brigade; also those of various private and local brigades; the secretary and conductors of the Royal Society for the Protection of Life from Fire; the mounted Metropolitan and City police; the London Rifle Brigade (of which Mr Braidwoods three sons were members); the superintendents and men of the various water companies; and a long string of private and mourning carriages: to witness the progress of which hundreds of thousands of people densely crowded the streets and clustered in the windows and on every available eminence along the route; while in Cheapside almost all the shops were shut and business was suspended; and in the neighbourhood of Shoreditch toiling thousands of artisans came forth from factory and workshop to see the last of Braidwood, whose name had been so long familiar to them as a household word. The whole heart of London seemed to have been moved by one feeling, and the thousands who thronged the streets had (in the language of one of the papers of the day) gathered together to witness the funeral, not of a dead monarch, not of a great warrior, not of a distinguished statesman, not even of a man famous in art, in literature, or in science, but simply of James Braidwood, late superintendent of the London Fire-Engine Establishment  a true hero, and one who was said, by those who knew him best, to be an earnest Christian man.

But at the moment of his fall his men were engaged in the thick of battle. Crushing though the news of his death was, there was no breathing time to realise it.

The fierce heat had not only driven back the firemen on shore, but had compelled the floating fire-engines to haul off, in consequence of the flaming matter which poured over the wharf wall and covered the surface of the river the entire length of the burning warehouses; while the whole of the carriageway of Tooley Street was ankle deep in hot oil and tallow. After the fall of their Chief, Messrs Henderson and Fogo, two of the principal officers of the brigade, did their utmost to direct the energies of the men.

Night closed in, and the flames continued to rage in all their fury and magnificence. News of this great fire spread with the utmost rapidity over the metropolis. Indeed, it was visible at Hampstead while it was yet daylight. When darkness set in, one of the most extraordinary scenes that London ever produced was witnessed. From all quarters the people came pouring in, on foot, in omnibus, cab, pleasure-van, cart, and waggon  all converging to London Bridge. At nine oclock the bridge and its approaches presented all the appearance of the Epsom Road on the Derby Day. Cabs and buses plied backwards and forwards on the bridge all night, carrying an unlimited number of passengers at 2 pence and 3 pence each, and thousands of persons spent the night in thus passing to and fro. The railway terminus, Billingsgate Market, the roof of the Coal Exchange, the Monument, the quays, the windows, the house-tops, the steeples, and the chimney-stalks  all were crowded with human beings, whose eager upturned faces were rendered intensely bright against the surrounding darkness by the fierce glare of the fire. But the Thames presented the most singular appearance of all  now reflecting on its bosom the inky black clouds of smoke; anon the red flames, as fresh fuel was licked up by the devouring element, and, occasionally, sheets of silver light that flashed through the chaos when sulphur and saltpetre explosions occurred. Mountains of flame frequently burst away from the mass of burning buildings and floated upward for a few moments, and the tallow and tar which flowed out of the warehouses floated away blazing with the tide and set the shipping on fire, so that land and water alike seemed to be involved in one huge terrific conflagration.

The utmost consternation prevailed on board the numerous craft on the river in the vicinity of the fire, for thick showers of sparks and burning materials fell incessantly. Gusts of wind acted on the ruins now and then, and at such moments the gaunt walls, cracked and riven out of shape, stood up, glowing with intense white heat in the midst of a sea of fire from which red flames and dark clouds of smoke were vomited, as from the crater of some mighty volcano, with a roar that mingled with the shouts of excited thousands, and drowned even the dull incessant thumpings of the engines that worked in all directions.

Moored alongside of Chamberlains Wharf was a small sloop. Little blue blisters of light broke out on her rigging; soon these increased in size, and in a few minutes she was on fire from stem to stern. Immediately after, there came a barge with flowing sails, borne on the rising tide. She passed too near to the conflagration. Her crew of three men became panic-stricken and lost control of her. At sight of this a great shout was raised, and a boat put off and rescued the crew; but almost before they were landed their barge was alight from stem to stern. The tremendous cheer that burst from the excited multitude at sight of this rescue rose for a moment above the roaring of the conflagration. Then another barge was set on fire by the blazing tallow which floated out to her, but she was saved by being scuttled.

In the midst of such a scene it was to be expected that there would be damage to life and limb. The firemen, besides being exposed to intense heat for hours, were almost blinded and choked by the smoke emitted from the burning pepper  more especially the cayenne  of which there was a large quantity in the warehouses. Some of the men who were working the engines fell into the river and were drowned. A gentleman who was assisting the firemen had his hand impaled on an iron spike. A poor Irishman had his neck broken by the chain of the floating-engine, and several of the police force and others were carried to hospital badly burned and otherwise injured.

Some of the casualties occurred in places where only a few persons were there to witness them, but others were enacted on the river, and on spots which were in full view of the vast multitudes on London Bridge. A boat containing five men put off to collect the tallow which floated on the water, but it got surrounded by tallow which had caught fire, and the whole of its occupants were either burned to death or drowned. Later in the night a small skiff rowed by a single man was drawn by the tide into the vortex of the fire. Another boat ran out and saved the man, but a second boat which was pulled off by a single rower for the same purpose was drawn too near the fire, and its brave occupant perished. So eager were the multitude on the bridge to witness these scenes that some of themselves were forced over the parapet into the river and drowned.

Comical incidents were strangely mingled with these awful scenes, although it is but justice to say the prevailing tone of the crowd was one of solemnity. Itinerant vendors of ginger-beer, fruit, cakes, and coffee ranged themselves along the pavements and carried on a brisk trade  especially after the public-houses were closed, many of which, however, taking advantage of the occasion, kept open door all night.

Among these last was the Angel, belonging to Gorman.

That worthy was peculiarly active on this occasion. He never neglected an opportunity of turning an honest penny, and, accordingly, had been engaged from an early hour in his boat collecting tallow; of which plunder a considerable amount had been already conveyed to his abode.

Besides Gorman, several of the other personages of our tale found their way to the great centre of attraction, London Bridge, on that night. Among them was John Barret, who, on hearing of the fire, had left his snug little villa and pretty little wife to witness it.

He had already made one or two cheap trips on one of the omnibuses, and, about midnight, got down and forced his way to a position near the south side of the bridge. Here he was attracted to a ginger-beer barrow which an unusually adventurous man had pushed through the crowd into a sheltered corner. He forced his way to it, and, to his amazement, found the owner to be his former friend Ned Hooper.

Hallo! Barret.

Why, Ned! were the exclamations that burst simultaneously from their lips.

This is a strange occupation, said Barret with a smile.

Ah, it may seem strange to you, no doubt, but its familiar enough to me, replied Ned, with a grin.

The demand for beer was so great at this time that Ned could not continue the conversation.

Here, boy, he said to an urchin who stood near, you draw corks as fast as you can and pour out the beer, and Ill give you a copper or two and a swig into the bargain.

The boy accepted the post of salesman with alacrity, and Ned turned to his friend and seized his hand.

Barret, said he, in a low, earnest voice, if I succeed in holding out, I own my salvation, under God, to you. Ive tasted nothing but ginger-beer for many a long day, and I really believe that I have got my enemy down at last. Its not a lucrative business, as you may see, he added with a sad smile, glancing at his threadbare garments, nor a very aristocratic one.

My dear Ned, cried Barret, interrupting, and suddenly thrusting his hand into his pocket.

No, Barret, no, said Ned firmly, as he laid his hand on the others, arm; I dont want money; Ive given up begging. You gave me your advice once, and I have taken that  it has been of more value to me than all the wealth that is being melted into thin air, John, by yonder fire

Ned was interrupted at this point by a burst of laughter from the crowd. The cause of their mirth was the appearance of a tall, thin, and very lugubrious-looking man who had come on the bridge to see the fire. He had got so excited that he had almost fallen over the parapet, and a policeman had kindly offered to escort him to a place of safety.

Why, what dye mean?  what dye take me for? cried the tall man angrily; Im an honest man; my name is David Boone; Ive only come to see the fire; youve no occasion to lay hold o me!

I know that, said the policeman; I only want to get you out of danger. Come along now.

Just then a thickset man with a red handkerchief tied round his head came forward to the stall and demanded a glass of beer. The moment his eyes encountered those of Boone he became pale as death and staggered back as if he had received a deadly blow.

Is that you, Gorman? cried David, in a voice and with an expression of amazement.

Gorman did not reply, but gazed at his former friend with a look of intense horror, while his chest heaved and he breathed laboriously. Suddenly he uttered a loud cry and rushed towards the river.

Part of the crowd sprang after him, as if with a view to arrest him, or to see what he meant to do. In the rush Barret and Boone were carried away.

A few moments later a deep murmur of surprise rose from the thousands of spectators on the bridge, for a boat was seen to dash suddenly from the shore and sweep out on the river. It was propelled by a single rower  a man with a red kerchief tied round his head. The murmur of the crowd suddenly increased to a shout of alarm, for the man was rowing, his boat straight towards a mass of tallow which floated and burned on the water.

Hold on! Lookout ahead! shouted several voices, while others screamed Too late! Hes gone! and then there arose a wild cry, for the man rowed straight into the centre of the burning mass and was enveloped in the flames. For one moment he was seen to rise and swing his arms in the air  then he fell backwards over the gunwale of his boat and disappeared in the blazing flood.

Fiercer and fiercer raged the fire. The night passed  the day came and went, and night again set in  yet still the flames leaped and roared in resistless fury, and still the firemen fought them valiantly. And thus they fought, day and night, hand to hand, for more than a fortnight, before the battle was thoroughly ended and the victory gained.

How the firemen continued to do their desperate work, day and night, almost without rest, it is impossible to tell. Frank Willders said that, after the first night, he went about his work like a man in a dream. He scarcely knew when, or how, or where he rested or ate. He had an indistinct remembrance of one or two brief intervals of oblivion when he supposed he must have been asleep, but the only memory that remained strong and clear within him was that of constant, determined fighting with the flames. And Willie Willders followed him like his shadow! clad in a coat and helmet borrowed from a friend in the Salvage Corps. Willie fought in that great fight as if he had been a trained fireman.

On the fourth day, towards evening, Frank was ordered down into a cellar where some tar-barrels were burning. He seized the branch, and was about to leap down the stair when Dale stopped him.

Fasten the rope to your belt, he said.

Frank obeyed without speaking and then sprang forward, while Dale himself followed, ordering Corney, Baxmore, and one or two others, to hold on to the ropes. Willie Willders also ran in, but was met by such a dense cloud of smoke that he was almost choked. Rushing back, he shouted, Haul on the ropes!

The men were already hauling them in, and in a few seconds Dale and Frank were dragged by their waist-belts into the open air, the former nearly, and the latter quite, insensible.

In a few minutes they both recovered, and another attempt was made to reach the fire in the cellar, but without success.

The public did not witness this incident. The firemen were almost surrounded by burning ruins, and none but comrades were there.

Indeed, the public seldom see the greatest dangers to which the fireman is exposed. It is not when he makes his appearance on some giddy height on a burning and tottering house, and is cheered enthusiastically by the crowd, that his courage is most severely tried. It is when he has to creep on hands and knees through dense smoke, and hold the branch in the face of withering heat, while beams are cracking over his head, and burning rubbish is dropping around, and threatening to overwhelm him  it is in such circumstances, when the public know nothing of what is going on, and when no eye sees him save that of the solitary comrade who shares his toil and danger, that the firemans nerve and endurance are tested to the uttermost.

After leaving the cellar, Dale and his men went to attempt to check the fire in a quarter where it threatened to spread, and render this  the greatest of modern conflagrations  equal to the great one of 1666.

We might reach it from that window, said Dale to Frank, pointing to a house, the sides of which were already blistering, and the glass cracking with heat.

Frank seized the branch and gained the window in question, but could not do anything very effective from that point. He thought, however, that from a window in an adjoining store he might play directly on a house which was in imminent danger. But the only means of reaching it was by passing over a charred beam, thirty feet beneath which lay a mass of smouldering ruins. For one moment he hesitated, uncertain whether or not the beam would sustain his weight. But the point to be gained was one of great importance, so he stepped boldly forward, carrying the branch with him. As he advanced, the light of the fire fell brightly upon him, revealing his tall figure clearly to the crowd, which cheered him heartily.

At that moment the beam gave way. Willie, who was about to follow, had barely time to spring back and gain a firm footing, when he beheld his brother fall headlong into the smoking ruins below.

In another moment he had leaped down the staircase, and was at Franks side. Baxmore, Dale, Corney, and others, followed, and, in the midst of fire and smoke, they raised their comrade in their arms and bore him to a place of safety.

No one spoke, but a stretcher was quickly brought, and Frank was conveyed in a state of insensibility to the nearest hospital, where his manly form  shattered, burned, and lacerated  was laid on a bed. He breathed, although he was unconscious and evinced no sign of feeling when the surgeons examined his wounds.

A messenger was despatched for Mrs Willders, and Willie remained to watch beside him while his comrades went out to continue the fight.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The Last.

For many months Frank Willders lay upon his bed unable to move, and scarcely able to speak. His left leg and arm had been broken, his face and hands were burned and cut, and his once stalwart form was reduced to a mere wreck.

During that long and weary time of suffering he had two nurses who never left him  who relieved each other day and night; smoothed his pillow and read to him words of comfort from Gods blessed book. These were, his own mother and Emma Ward.

For many weeks his life seemed to waver in the balance, but at last he began to mend. His frame, however, had been so shattered that the doctors held out little hope of his ever being anything better than a helpless cripple, so, one day, he said to Emma:

I have been thinking, Emma, of our engagement. He paused and spoke sadly  as if with great difficulty.

And I have made up my mind, he continued, to release you.

Frank! exclaimed Emma.

Yes, dear. No one can possibly understand what it costs me to say this, but it would be the worst kind of selfishness were I to ask you to marry a poor wretched cripple like me.

But what if I refuse to be released, Frank? said Emma, with a smile; you may, indeed, be a cripple, but you shall not be a wretched one if it is in my power to make you happy; and as to your being poor  what of that? I knew you were not rich when I accepted you, and you know I have a very, very small fortune of my own which will at least enable us to exist until you are able to work again.

Frank looked at her in surprise, for he had not used the word poor with reference to money.

Has mother, then, not told you anything about my circumstances of late? he asked.

No, nothing; what could she tell me that I do not already know? said Emma.

Frank made no reply for a few moments, then he said with a sad yet gratified smile  

So you refuse to be released?

Yes, Frank, unless you insist on it, replied Emma.

Again the invalid relapsed into silence and shut his eyes. Gradually he fell into a quiet slumber, from which, about two hours later, he awoke with a start under the impression that he had omitted to say something. Looking up he found that his mother had taken Emmas place. He at once asked why she had not told Emma about the change in his fortunes.

Because I thought it best, said Mrs Willders, to leave you to tell her yourself, Frank.

Well, mother, I depute you to tell her now, and pray do it without delay. I offered to give her up a short time ago, but she refused to listen to me.

Im glad to hear it, replied the widow with a smile. I always thought her a good, sensible girl.

Hm! so did I, said Frank, and something more.

Once again he became silent, and, as an inevitable consequence, fell fast asleep. In which satisfactory state we will leave him while we run briefly over the events of his subsequent history.

In direct opposition to the opinion of all his doctors, Frank not only recovered the use of all his limbs, but became as well and strong as ever  and the great fire in Tooley Street left no worse marks upon him than a few honourable scars.

His recovery, however, was tedious. The state of his health, coupled with the state of his fortune, rendered it advisable that he should seek the benefit of country air, so he resigned his situation in the London Fire Brigade  resigned it, we may add, with deep regret, for some of his happiest days had been spent in connection with that gallant corps.

Rambling and fishing among the glorious mountains of Wales with his brother Willie, he speedily regained health and strength. While wandering with delight through one of the most picturesque scenes of that wild and beautiful region, he came suddenly one day on a large white umbrella, under which sat a romantic-looking man, something between an Italian bandit and an English sportsman, who was deeply engrossed with a sheet of paper on which he was depicting one of the grandest views in the splendid pass of Llanberis. At this man Willie rushed with a shout of surprise, and found that he answered at once to the name of Fred Auberly! Fred was thrown into such a state of delight at the sight of his old friends that he capsized the white umbrella, packed up his paints, and accompanied them to their inn. Here, on being questioned, he related how that, while in Rome he had been seized with a fever which laid him prostrate for many weeks; that, on his recovery, he wrote to Loo and his father, but received no reply from either of them; that he afterwards spent some months in Switzerland, making more than enough of money with his brush to keep the pot boiling, and that, finally, he returned home to find that dear Loo was dead, and that the great Tooley Street fire had swept away his fathers premises and ruined him. As this blow had, however, been the means of softening his father, and effecting a reconciliation between them, he was rather glad than otherwise, he said, that the fire had taken place. Fred did not say  although he might have said it with truth  that stiff and stately Mr Auberly had been reduced almost to beggary, and that he was now dependent for a livelihood on the very palette and brushes which once he had so ruthlessly condemned to the flames!

After this trip to Wales, Frank returned home and told his mother abruptly that he meant to marry Emma Ward without delay, to which Mrs Willders replied that she thought he was quite right. As Emma appeared to be of the same mind the marriage took place in due course. That is to say, Miss Tippet and Emma managed to put it off as long as possible and to create as much delay as they could. When they had not the shadow of an excuse for further delay  not so much as a forgotten band or an omitted hook of the voluminous trousseau  the great event was allowed to go on  or, to come off.

Many and varied were the faces that appeared at the church on that auspicious occasion. Mr Auberly was there to give away the bride, and wonderfully cheerful he looked, too, considering that he gave her to the man whom he once thought so very unworthy of her. Willie was groomsman, of course, and among the bridesmaids there was a little graceful, dark-eyed and dark-haired creature, whom he regarded as an angel or a fairy, or something of that sort, and whom everybody else, except Frank and Mrs Willders, thought the most beautiful girl in the church. In the front gallery, just above this dark-eyed girl, sat an elderly man who gazed at her with an expression of intense affection. His countenance was careworn and, had a somewhat dissipated look upon it. Yet there was a healthy glow on it, too, as if the dissipation were a thing of the distant past. The dark-eyed girl once or twice stole a glance at the elderly man and smiled on him with a look of affection quite as fervent as his own. There was a rather stylish youth at this mans elbow whose muscles were so highly developed that they appeared about to burst his superfine black coat. He was observed to nod familiarly to the dark-eyed girl more than once, and appeared to be in a state of considerable excitement  ready, as it were, to throw a somersault over the gallery on the slightest provocation.

Of course, Miss Tippet was there in such a love of a bonnet, looking the picture of happiness. So was Mr Tippet, beaming all over with joy. So was Miss Deemas, scowling hatred and defiance at the men. So was David Boone, whose circumstances had evidently improved, if one might judge from the self-satisfied expression of his face and the splendour of his attire. John Barret was also there, and, close beside him stood Ned Hooper, who appeared to shrink modestly from observation, owing, perhaps, to his coat being a little threadbare. But Ned had no occasion to be ashamed of himself, for his face and appearance showed clearly that he had indeed been enabled to resist temptation, and that he had risen to a higher position in the social scale than a vendor of ginger-beer.

In the background might have been seen Hopkins  tall and dignified as ever, with Matty Merryon at his side. It was rumoured below-stairs that these two were engaged, but as the engagement has not yet advanced to anything more satisfactory, we hold that to be a private matter with which we have no right to meddle.

Close to these stood a group of stalwart men in blue coats and leathern belts, and with sailor-like caps in their hands. These men appeared to take a lively interest in what was going forward, and evidently found it difficult to restrain a cheer when Frank took Emmas hand. Once or twice during the service one or two other men of similar appearance looked into the church as if in haste, nodded to their comrades, and went out again, while one of them appeared in the organ loft with a helmet hanging on his arm and his visage begrimed with charcoal, as if he were returning from a recent fire. This man, feeling, no doubt, that he was not very presentable, evidently wished to see without being seen. He was very tall and stout, and was overheard to observe, in very Irish tones, that it was a purty sight intirely.

When the carriage afterwards started from the door, this man  who bore a strong resemblance to Joe Corney  sprang forward and called for three cheers, which call was responded to heartily by all, but especially by the blue-coated and belted fellows with sailor-like caps, who cheered their old comrade and his blooming bride with those deep and thrilling tones which can be produced in perfection only by the lungs and throats of true-blue British tars!

Now, it must not be supposed that this was the end of Franks career. In truth, it was only the beginning of it, for Frank Willders was one of those men who know how to make a good use of money.

His first proceeding after the honeymoon was to take a small farm in the suburbs of London. He had a tendency for farming, and he resolved at least to play at it if he could make nothing by it. There was a small cottage on the farm, not far from the dwelling-house. This was rented by Willie, and into it he afterwards introduced Ziza Cattley as Mrs William Willders. The widow inhabited another small cottage not a hundred yards distant from it, but she saw little of her own home except at night, being constrained to spend most of her days with one or other of her boys.

As the farm was near a railway station, Willie went to town every morning to business  Saturdays and Sundays excepted  and returned every evening. His business prospered and so did Mr Tippets. That eccentric old gentleman had, like Mr Auberly, been ruined by the great fire, but he did not care  so he said  because the other business kept him going! He was not aware that Willies engineering powers turned in all the money of that other business, and Willie took care never to enlighten him, but helped him as of old in planning, inventing, and discovering, to the end of his days.

There was one grand feature which Frank introduced into his suburban establishment which we must not omit to mention. This was a new patent steam fire-engine. He got it not only for the protection of his own farm, but, being a philanthropic man, for the benefit of the surrounding district, and he trained the men of his farm and made them expert firemen. Willie was placed in command of this engine, so that the great wish of his early years was realised! There was not a fire within ten miles round them at which Willies engine was not present; and the brothers continued for many years to fight the flames together in that neighbourhood.

As for stout George Dale, and sturdy Baxmore, and facetious Joe Corney, with his comrades Moxey, Williams, and Mason, and Sam Forest, those heroes continued to go on the even tenor of their way, fighting more battles with the flames in six months than were fought with our human enemies by all our redcoats and blue-jackets in as many years, and without making any fuss about it, too, although danger was the element in which they lived, and wounds or death might have met them any day of the year.

For all we know to the contrary, they may be carrying on the war while we pen this chronicle, and, unless more vigorous measures are adopted for preventing fire than have been taken in time past, there can be no question that these stout-hearted men will in time to come have more occasion than ever for  fighting the flames.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Begins the Story with a Peculiar Meeting.

Necessity is the mother of invention. This is undoubtedly true, but it is equally true that invention is not the only member of necessitys large family. Change of scene and circumstance are also among her children. It was necessity that gave birth to the resolve to travel to the end of the earth  of English earth at all events  in search of fortune, which swelled the bosom of yonder tall, well-favoured youth, who, seated uncomfortably on the top of that clumsy public conveyance, drives up Market-Jew Street in the ancient town of Penzance. Yes, necessity  stern necessity, as she is sometimes called  drove that youth into Cornwall, and thus was the originating cause of that wonderful series of events which ultimately led to his attaining  but hold! Let us begin at the beginning.

It was a beautiful morning in June, in that period of the worlds history which is ambiguously styled Once-upon-a-time, when the Kittereen  the clumsy vehicle above referred to  rumbled up to the Star Inn and stopped there. The tall, well-favoured youth leapt at once to the ground, and entered the inn with the air of a man who owned at least the half of the county, although his much-worn grey shooting costume and single unpretentious portmanteau did not indicate either unusual wealth or exalted station.

In an off-hand hearty way, he announced to landlord, waiters, chambermaids, and hangers-on, to all, indeed, who might choose to listen, that the weather was glorious, that coaches of all kinds, especially Kittereens, were detestable machines of torture, and that he meant to perform the remainder of his journey on foot.

He inquired the way to the town of St. Just, ordered his luggage to be forwarded by coach or cart, and, with nothing but a stout oaken cudgel to encumber him, set out on his walk of about seven miles, with the determination of compensating himself for previous hours of forced inaction and constraint by ignoring roads and crossing the country like an Irish fox-hunter.

Acting on the presumptuous belief that he could find his way to any part of the world with the smallest amount of direction, he naturally missed the right road at the outset, and instead of taking the road to St. Just, pursued that which leads to the Lands End.

The youth, as we have observed, was well-favoured. Tall, broad-shouldered, deep-chested, and athletic, with an active step, erect gait, and clear laughing eye, he was one whom a recruiting-sergeant in the Guards would have looked upon with a covetous sigh. Smooth fair cheeks and chin told that boyhood was scarce out of sight behind, and an undeniable some thing on the upper lip declared that manhood was not far in advance.

Like most people in what may be termed an uncertain stage of existence, our hero exhibited a variety of apparent contradictions. His great size and muscular strength and deep bass voice were those of a man, while the smooth skin, the soft curling hair, and the rollicking gladsome look were all indicative of the boy. His countenance, too, might have perplexed a fortune-teller. Sometimes it was grave almost to sternness, at other times it sparkled with delight, exhibiting now an expression that would have befitted a sage on whose decisions hung the fate of kingdoms, and anon displaying a dash of mischief worthy of the wildest boy in a village school.

Some of the youths varied, not to say extravagant, actions and expressions, were perhaps due to the exhilarating brilliancy of the morning, or to the appearance of those splendid castles which his mind was actively engaged in building in the air.

The country through which he travelled was at first varied with trees and bushes clothed in rich foliage; but soon its aspect changed, and ere long he pursued a path which led over a wide extent of wild moorland covered with purple heath and gorse in golden-yellow bloom. The ground, too, became so rough that the youth was fain to confine himself to the highroad; but being of an explorative disposition, he quickly diverged into the lanes, which in that part of Cornwall were, and still are, sufficiently serpentine and intricate to mislead a more experienced traveller. It soon began to dawn upon the youths mind that he was wandering in a wrong direction, and when he suddenly discovered a solitary cottage on the right hand, which he had previously observed on the left, he made up his mind to sacrifice his independence and condescend to ask for guidance.

Lightly leaping a wall with this intent, he crossed two fields, and stooped as he looked in at the low doorway of the cottage, from the interior of which there issued the loud cries of a child either in great pain or passion.

A sturdy little boy seated on a stool, and roaring like a young bull, while an elderly woman tried to comfort him, was the sight which met his gaze.

Can you show me the road to St. Just? inquired our adventurer.

St. Just, sur? said the woman, stepping out in front of the door, why, youre on the way to St. Buryan, sure. Ef you do keep on the right of the hill over theere, youll see the St. Just road.

A yell of unparalleled ferocity issued at this moment from the cottage, and it was found that the noisy urchin within, overcome by curiosity, had risen to ascertain who the stranger outside could be, and had been arrested by a pang of agony.

Aw dear, aw dear, my poor booy, exclaimed the woman, endeavouring gently to press the boy down again on the stool, amid furious roaring.

Whats wrong with him? asked our traveller, entering the apartment.

Hes tumbled off the wall, dear booy, an semen to me hes scat un shoulder very bad.

Let me have a look at him, said the youth, sitting down on the edge of a bed which stood at one end of the room, and drawing the child between his knees. Come, little man, dont shout so loud; Ill put it all right for you. Let me feel your shoulder.

To judge from the immediate result, the young man seemed to put it all wrong instead of all right, for his somewhat rough manipulation of the boys shoulder produced such a torrent of screams that the pitying woman had much ado to restrain herself from rushing to the rescue.

Ah! exclaimed the youth in grey, releasing his victim; I thought so; he has broken his collar-bone, my good woman; not a serious matter, by any means, but it will worry him for some time to come. Have you got anything to make a bandage of?

Sur? said the woman.

Have you a bit of rag  an old shirt or apron?  anything will do.

The woman promptly produced a cotton shirt, which the youth tore up into long strips. Making a pad of one of these, he placed it under the boys arm-pit despite of sobs and resistance. This pad acted as a fulcrum on which the arm rested as a lever. Pressing the elbow close to the boys side he thus forced the shoulder outwards, and, with his left hand, set the bone with its two broken ends together. To secure it in this position he bound the arm pretty firmly to the boys body, so that he could not move a muscle of the left arm or shoulder.

There, said the youth, assisting his patient to put on his shirt, that will keep all straight. You must not on any account remove the bandage for some weeks.

How long, sur? exclaimed the woman in surprise.

For some weeks; but that will depend on how the little fellow gets on. He may go about and use his right arm as he pleases, but no more climbing on walls for some time to come. Do you hear, little man?

The urchin, whose pain was somewhat relieved, and who had moderated down to an occasional deep sob, said Iss.

Youre a doctor, sur, I think? said the woman.

Yes, I am; and Ill come to see you again, so be careful to attend to my directions. Good-morning.

Good mornin, sur, an thank ee! exclaimed the grateful dame as the youth left the house, and, leaping the low enclosure in front of it, sped over the moor in the direction which had been pointed out to him.

His resolution to ignore roads cost our traveller more trouble than he had anticipated, for the moor was very rugged, the brambles vexatious, and the spines of the gorse uncommonly sharp. Impediments of every kind were more numerous than he had been accustomed to meet with even on the heath-clad hills of Scotland, with which  although the land of the mountain and the flood was not that of his birth  he had from childhood been familiar.

After a good deal of vigorous leaping and resolute scrambling, he reached one of those peculiar Cornish lanes which are so deeply sunk in the ground, and edged with such high solid walls, that the wayfarer cannot in many places see the nature of the country through which he is passing. The point at which he reached the lane was so overgrown with gorse and brambles that it was necessary to search for a passage through them. This not being readily found, he gave way to the impetuosity of his disposition, stepped back a few paces, cleared the obstacles with a light bound, and alighted on the edge of the bank, which gave way under his weight, and he descended into the lane in a shower of stones and dust, landing on his feet more by chance than by dexterity.

A shout of indignation greeted the traveller, and, turning abruptly round, he beheld a stout old gentleman stamping with rage, covered from head to foot with dust, and sputtering out epithets of opprobrium on the hapless wight who had thus unintentionally bespattered him.

Ugh! hah! you young jackanapes  you blind dumbledory  ugh! What mean you by galloping over the country thus like a wild ass  eh?

A fit of coughing here interrupted the choleric old gentleman, in the midst of which our hero, with much humility of demeanour, many apologies, and protestations of innocence of intention to injure, picked up the old gentlemans hat, assisted him to brush his clothes with a bunch of ferns, and in various other ways sought to pacify him.

The old man grumbled a good deal at first, but was finally so far mollified as to say less testily, while he put on his hat, I warrant me, young man, you are come on some wild-goose chase to this out-o-the-way region of the land in search of the picturesque  eh?  a dauber on canvas?

No, sir, replied the youth, I profess not to wield the pencil or brush, although I admit to having made feeble efforts as an amateur. The scalpel is more to my taste, and my object in coming here is to visit a relative. I am on my way to St. Just; but, having wandered somewhat out of my road, have been obliged to strike into bypaths, as you see.

As I see, young man!  yes, and as I feel, replied the old gentleman, with some remains of asperity.

I have already expressed regret for the mischance that has befallen you, said the youth in grey somewhat sternly, for his impulsive spirit fired a little at the continued ill-humour of the old gentleman. Perhaps you will return good for evil by pointing out the way to St. Just. May I venture to ask this favour of you?

You may venture, and you have ventured; and it is my belief, young man, that youll venture many a thing before this world has done with you; however, as you are a stranger in these parts, and have expressed due penitence for your misdeed, though I more than half doubt your sincerity, I can do no less than point out the road to St. Just, whither I will accompany you at least part of the way; and, young sir, as you have taken pretty free liberty with me this morning, may I take the liberty of asking you the name of your relative in St. Just? I am well acquainted with most of the inhabitants of that town.

Certainly, replied the youth. The gentleman whom I am going to visit is my uncle. His name is Donnithorne.

What! Tom Donnithorne? exclaimed the old gentleman, in a tone of surprise, as he darted a keen glance from under his bushy eyebrows at his companion. Hah! then from that fact I gather that you are Oliver Trembath, the young doctor whom he has been expecting the last day or two. Hm  so old Tom Donnithorne is your uncle, is he?

The youth in grey did not relish the free and easy, not to say patronising, tone of his companion, and felt inclined to give a sharp answer, but he restrained his feelings and replied, He is, and you are correct in your supposition regarding myself. Do you happen to know my uncle personally?

Know him personally! cried the old gentleman with a sardonic laugh; Oh yes, I know him intimately  intimately; some people say hes a very good fellow.

I am glad to hear that, for to say truth

He paused abruptly.

Ha! I suppose you were going to say that you have heard a different account of him  eh?

Well, I was going to observe, replied Oliver, with a laugh, that my uncle is rather a wild man for his years  addicted to smuggling, I am told, and somewhat given to the bottle; but it is well known that tattlers give false reports, and I am delighted to hear that the old boy is not such a bad fellow after all.

Humph! ejaculated the other. Then you have never seen him, I suppose?

No, never; although I am a Cornishman I have seen little of my native county, having left it when a little boy  before my uncle came to live in this part of the country.

Hm  well, young man, I would advise you to beware of that same uncle of yours.

How! exclaimed the youth in surprise; did you not tell me just now that he is a very good fellow?

No, sir, I did not. I told you that some people say he is a very good fellow, but for myself I think him an uncommonly bad man, a man who has done me great injury in his day

It grieves me to hear you say so, interrupted Oliver, whose ire was again roused by the tone and manner of his companion.

A decidedly bad man, continued the old gentleman, not noticing the interruption, a thorough rascal, a smuggler, and a drunkard, and

Hold, sir! cried the youth sternly, as he stopped and faced the old gentleman, remember that you speak of my relative. Had you been a younger man, sir

Again the youth paused abruptly.

Go on, sir, said the old gentleman ironically, you would have pommelled me to a jelly with your cudgel, I suppose; is that it?  acting somewhat in the spirit of your kinsman, that same smuggling and tippling old scoundrel, who

Enough, sir, interrupted the young man angrily; we part company here.

So saying, he vaulted over the wall that separated the road from the moor, and hurried away.

Take the first turn to the left, and keep straight on, else youll lose yourself aga-a-a-in, roared the old gentleman, and my compliments to the rascally old smuggleerr!

The old scoundrel! muttered the youth as he hurried away.

The young puppy! growled the old gentleman as he jogged along. Given to smuggling and the bottle indeed  humph! the excitable jackanapes! But Ive given him a turn in the wrong direction that will cool his blood somewhat, and give me leisure to cool mine too, before we meet again.

Here the old gentlemans red countenance relaxed into a broad grin, and he chuckled a good deal, in the midst of a running commentary on the conduct and appearance of his late companion, from the disjointed sentences of which it might have been gathered that although his introduction to the young doctor had been unfortunate, and the succeeding intercourse stormy, his opinion of him was not altogether unfavourable.




Chapter Two.

Shows what Astonishing Results may follow from taking the Wrong Road.

Before Oliver Trembath had advanced half a mile on his path, he had cooled sufficiently to experience some regret at having been so quick to take offence at one who, being evidently an eccentric character, should not, he thought, have been broken with so summarily. Regrets, however, had come too late, so he endeavoured to shake off the disagreeable feelings that depressed him, and, the more effectually to accomplish this, burst forth into a bravura song with so much emphasis as utterly to drown, and no doubt to confound, two larks, which, up to that time, had been pouring their melodious souls out of their little bodies in the bright blue sky above.

Presently he came to a part of the moor where two roads diverged  one to the right and the other to the left. Recalling the shout of advice which the old gentleman had given him in parting, he took that which led to the left, and was gratified, on gaining an eminence a short distance in advance, to see in the far distance a square turret, which he concluded was that of the church of St. Just.

Keeping this turret in view, the youth stepped out so vigorously that he soon reached the small town that clustered round the church, and going up to the first man he met, said, This is the town of St. Just, I suppose, is it not?

No, et isn; thees come the wrang road, sur, replied the rustic. This es Sennen church-town. St. Just es up over th hill theere.

Oliver Trembaths first feeling was one of surprise; this was followed by annoyance, which quickly degenerated into anger as it flashed into his mind that the old gentleman might possibly have led him wrong on purpose.

How far is it to St. Just? he inquired.

Bout six miles, sur.

Then I suppose I am not far from the Lands End? said Oliver after a pause.

No, not fur, replied the man. Et do lie straight before ee.

Thanking the man, Oliver started off at a smart pace, resolving, before proceeding to St. Just, to visit this extreme western point of England  a visit to which he had often looked forward with pleasant anticipation.

During the last hour of his walk the sun had been obscured by clouds, but, just as he approached the cliffs, the clouds separated, and a golden flood rushed over the broad Atlantic, which now lay spread out before him in all its wide majesty as far as the eye could see.

A good omen! cried the youth with a shout, as he hurried towards the shore, intending to fling off his garments and bathe in the mighty ocean, which, from the place where he first beheld it, appeared to be smooth and still as a mill-pond. But Oliver was compelled to restrain his ardour, for on nearing the sea he found that he stood on the summit of high cliffs, beyond which the Lands End stretched in a succession of broken masses of granite, so chafed and shattered by the action of the sea, and so curiously split, as to resemble basaltic columns. To reach the outermost of those weather-worn sentinels of Old England, required some caution on the part of our traveller, even although well used to scaling the rocky heights of Scottish mountains, and when he did at last plant his foot on the veritable Lands End, he found that it was a precipice apparently sixty feet high, which descended perpendicularly into deep water. His meditated bathe was therefore an impossibility, for those glassy undulations, which appeared so harmless at a distance, gathered slow and gradual height as they approached the land, and at last, assuming the form of majestic waves, flung themselves with a grand roar on the stern cliffs which they have battered so long in vain, and round which  always repulsed but never conquered  they seethed in milky foam.

With glistening eye, and heaving breast, and mantling colour, the young doctor stood long and motionless on this extreme point of land  absorbed in admiration of the glorious scene before him. Often had he beheld the sea in the firths and estuaries of the North, but never till now had he conceived the grandeur of the great Atlantic. It seemed to him as if the waves of those inland seas, when tossed by wild storms, were but rough miniature copies of the huge billows which arose before him, without apparent cause, and, advancing without rush or agitation, fell successively with solemn roar at his feet, awakening irresistibly within him deep and new thoughts of the Almighty Creator of earth and sea.

For many minutes he stood entranced, his mind wandering in a species of calm delight over the grand scene, but incapable of fixing itself definitely on any special feature  now sweeping out to where the Scilly Isles could be seen resting on the liquid horizon, anon following the flight of circling seagulls, or busy counting the innumerable ships and boats that rested on the sea, but ever and anon recurring, as if under the influence of fascination, to that rich turmoil of foam which boiled, leaped, and churned, around, beneath, and above the mighty breakers.

Awaking at last from his trance, Oliver tore himself from the spot, and hastened away to seek the nearest strip of sand where he might throw off his clothes and plunge into the boiling surf.

He proceeded in a southerly direction, impatiently expecting at every step to discover some spot suitable for his purpose, but he had taken a long and rapid walk before he found a break in those wild cliffs which afforded him the opportunity of descending to the waters edge. Here, on a narrow strip of sand, he undressed and leaped into the waves.

Well was it for Oliver that day that he had been trained in all manly exercises, that his wind was good, that his muscles were hard, his nerves well strung, and, above all, that in earliest youth he had learned to swim.

Misjudging, in his ignorance, the tremendous power of the surf into which he sprang, and daring to recklessness in the conscious possession of unusual strength and courage, he did not pause to look or consider, but at once struck out to sea. He was soon beyond the influence of the breaking waves, and for some time sported in the full enjoyment of the briny Atlantic waters. Then turning towards the shore he swam in and was speedily tossing among the breakers. As he neared the sandy beach and felt the full power of the water on his partially exhausted frame, he experienced a slight feeling of anxiety, for the thunder of each wave as it fell and rushed up before him in seething foam, seemed to indicate a degree of force which he had not realised in his first vigorous plunge into the sea. A moment more and a wave caught him in its curling crest, and swept him onwards. For the first time in his life, Oliver Trembaths massive strength was of no avail to him. He felt like a helpless infant. In another instant the breaker fell and swept him with irresistible violence up the beach amid a turmoil of hissing foam. No sooner did he touch the ground than he sprang to his feet, and staggered forward a few paces but the returning rush of water swept sand and stones from beneath his feet, carried his legs from under him, and hurled him back into the hollow of the succeeding wave, which again rolled him on the sand.

Although somewhat stunned, Oliver did not lose consciousness or self-possession. He now fully realised the extreme danger of his position, and the thought flashed through his brain that, at the farthest, his fate must be decided in two or three minutes. Acting on a brave spirit, this thought nerved him to desperate effort. The instant he could plant his feet firmly he bounded forwards, and then, before the backward rush of water had gathered strength, fell on his knees, and dug his fingers and toes deep into the sand. Had the grasp been on something firm he could easily have held on, but the treacherous sand crumbled out of his grasp, and a second time he was carried back into the sea.

The next time he was cast on the beach he felt that his strength was failing; he staggered forward as soon as he touched bottom, with all the energy of one who avails himself of his last chance, but the angry water was too strong for him. Feeling that he was being overpowered, he cast his arms up in the air, and gave utterance to a loud cry. It was not like a cry of despair, but sounded more like what one might suppose would be the shout of a brave soldier when compelled to give way  fighting  before the might of overwhelming force. At that moment a hand caught the young mans wrist, and held it for a few seconds in a powerful grasp. The wave retreated, a staggering effort followed, and the next moment Oliver stood panting on the beach grasping the rough hand of his deliverer.

Semen to me you was pretty nigh gone, sur, said the man, who had come thus opportunely to the rescue, as he wrung the sea-water from his garments.

He was a man of middle height, but of extremely powerful frame, and was habited in the garb of a fisherman.

Truly I had been gone altogether but for your timely assistance; may God reward you for it! said Oliver earnestly.

Well, I dont think you would be so ready to thank me if you did knaw I had half made up my mind to lev ee go.

Oliver looked at the man in some surprise, for he spoke gruffly, almost angrily, and was evidently in earnest.

You are jesting, said he incredulously.

Jestin; no I aint, maister. Do ee see the boat out over? he said, pointing to a small craft full of men which was being rowed swiftly round a point not more than half a mile distant; the villains are after me. They might as well have tried to kitch a cunger by the tail as nab Jim Cuttance in one of his dens, if he hadnt bin forced by the softness of his art to pull a young fool out o the say. Youll have to help me to fight, lad, as Ive saved your life. Come, follow me to the cave.

But  my clothes said Oliver, glancing round him in search of his garments.

Theyre all safe up here; come along, sur, an look sharp.

At any other time, and in other circumstances, Oliver Trembaths fiery spirit would have resented the tone and manner of this mans address, but the feeling that he owed his life to him, and that in some way he appeared to be the innocent cause of bringing misfortune on him, induced him to restrain his feelings and obey without question the mandate of his rescuer. Jim Cuttance led the way to a cave in the rugged cliffs, the low entrance to which was concealed by a huge mass of granite. The moment they entered several voices burst forth in abuse of the fisherman for his folly in exposing himself; but the latter only replied with a sarcastic laugh, and advised his comrades to get ready for action, for he had been seen by the enemy, who would be down on them directly. At the same time he pointed to Olivers clothes, which lay in a recess in the side of the cavern.

The youth dressed himself rapidly, and, while thus engaged, observed that there were five men in the cavern, besides his guide, with whom they retired into the farthest recess of the place, and entered into animated and apparently angry, though low-toned, conversation. At length their leader, for such he evidently was, swung away from them, exclaiming, with a laugh, Well, well, hes a good recruit, and if he should peach on we  us can

He concluded the sentence with a significant grunt.

Now, sur, he said, advancing with his comrade towards Oliver, who was completing his toilet, theyll be here in ten minutes, an it is expected that you will lend we a hand. Heres a weapon for you.

So saying, he handed a large pistol to Oliver, who received it with some hesitation.

I trust that your cause is a good one, he said. You cannot expect me to fight for you, even though I am indebted to you for my life, without knowing against whom I fight, and why.

At this a tall thick-set man suddenly cocked his pistol, and uttering a fierce oath swore that if the stranger would not fight, hed shoot him through the head.

Silence, Joe Tonkin! cried Jim Cuttance, in a tone that at once subdued the man.

Oliver, whose eyes had flashed like those of a tiger, drew himself up, and said Look at me, lads; I have no desire to boast of what I can or will do, but I assure you it would be as easy to turn back the rising tide as to force me to fight against my will  except, indeed, with yourselves. As I have said, I owe my life to your leader, and apparently have been the innocent means of drawing his enemies upon him. Gratitude tells me to help him if I can, and help him will if the cause be not a bad one.

Well spoken, sur, said the leader, with an approving nod; see to the weapons, Maggot, and Ill explain it all to the gentleman.

So saying, he too Oliver aside, told him hurriedly that the men who ere expected to attack them were fishermen belonging to a neighbouring cove, whose mackerel nets had been accidentally cut by his boat some weeks ago, and who were bent on revenge, not believing that the thing had been done by accident.

But surely you dont mean to use fire-arms against them in such a quarrel? said Oliver.

A sort of humorous smile crossed the swarthy countenance of the man as he replied  

They will use pistols against we.

Be that as it may, said Oliver; I will never consent to risk taking the life of a countryman in such a cause.

But you cant fight without a weapon, said the man; and sure, if ee dont shut them theyll shut you.

No matter, Ill take my chance, said Oliver; my good cudgel would have served me well enough, but it seems to have been swept away by the sea. Here, however, is a weapon that will suit me admirably, he added, picking up a heavy piece of driftwood that lay at his feet.

Well, if you scat their heads with that, they wont want powder and lead, observed the other with a grin, as he rose and returned to the entrance of the cave, where he warned his comrades to keep as quiet as mice.

The boat which had caused so much angry discussion among the men of the cave had by this time neared the beach, and one of the crew stood up in the bow to guide her into the narrow cove, which formed but a slight protection, even in calm weather, against the violence of that surf which never ceases to grind at the hard rocks of West Cornwall. At length they effected a landing, and the crew, consisting of nine men armed with pistols and cutlasses, hurried up to the cliffs and searched for the entrance to the cavern.

While the events which have been related were taking place, the shades of evening had been gradually creeping over land and sea, and the light was at that time scarcely sufficient to permit of things being distinguished clearly beyond a few yards. The men in the cavern hid themselves in the dark recesses on each side of the entrance, ready for the approaching struggle.

Oliver crouched beside his rescuer with the piece of driftwood by his side. Turning suddenly to his companion, he said, in an almost inaudible whisper  

Friend, it did not occur to me before, but the men we are about to fight with will recognise me again if we should ever chance to meet; could I not manage to disguise myself in some way?

If you get shut, replied his companion in the same low tone, it wont matter much; but see here  shut your eyes.

Without further remark the man took a handful of wet earth and smeared it over Olivers face, then, clapping his own sou-wester on his head, he said, with a soft chuckle, There, your own mother wouldnt knaw ee!

Just then footsteps were heard approaching, and the shadow of a man was seen to rest for a moment on the gravel without. The mouth of the cave was so well hidden, however, that he failed to observe it, and passed on, followed by several of his comrades. Suddenly one of them stopped and said  

Hold on, lads, it cant be far off, Im sartin sure; I seed em disappear hereabouts.

Youre right, cried Jim Cuttance, with a fierce roar, as he rushed from the cavern and fired full at the man who had spoken. The others followed, and a volley of shots succeeded, while shouts of defiance and anger burst forth on all sides. Oliver sprang out at the same moment with the leader, and rushed on one of the boats crew with such violence that his foot slipped on a piece of seaweed and precipitated him to the ground at the mans feet; the other, having sprung forward to meet him was unable to check himself, tripped over his shoulders, and fell on the top of him. The man named Maggot, having been in full career close behind Oliver, tumbled over both, followed by another man named John Cock. The others, observing them down, rushed with a shout to the rescue, just as Oliver, making a superhuman effort, flung the two men off his back and leaped to his feet. Maggot and the boatman also sprang up, and the latter turned and made for the boat at full speed, seeing that his comrades, overcome by the suddenness of the onset, were in retreat, fighting as they went.

All of them succeeded in getting into the boat unharmed, and were in the act of pushing off, when Jim Cuttance, burning with indignation, leaped into the water, grasped the bow of the boat, and was about to plunge his cutlass into the back of the man nearest him, when he was seized by a strong hand from behind and held back. Next moment the boat was beyond his reach.

Turning round fiercely, the man saw that it was Oliver Trembath who had interfered. He uttered a terrible oath, and sprang on him like a tiger; Oliver stood firm, parried with the piece of driftwood the savage cut which was made at his head, and with his clenched left hand hit his opponent such a blow on the chest as laid him flat on the sand. The man sprang up in an instant, but instead of renewing the attack, to Olivers surprise he came forward and held out his hand, which the youth was not unwilling to grasp.

Thank ee, sur, he said, somewhat sternly, youve done me a sarvice; youve prevented me committin two murders, an taught me a lesson I never knawd afore  that Jim Cuttance ant invulnerable. I dont mind the blow, sur  not I. It wor govn in feer fight, an I was wrang.

Im glad to find that you view the matter in that light, said Oliver with a smile, and, truly, the blow was given in self-defence by one who will never forget that he owes you his life.

A groan here turned the attention of the party to one of their number who had seated himself on a rock during the foregoing dialogue.

What! not hurt, are ee, Dan? said his leader, going towards him.

To this Dan replied with another groan, and placed his hand on his hip.

His comrades crowded round him, and, finding that he was wounded and suffering great pain, raised him in their arms and bore him into the cavern, where they laid him on the ground, and, lighting a candle, proceeded to examine him.

You had better let me look at him, lads, said Oliver, pushing the men gently aside, I am a surgeon.

They gave place at once, and Oliver soon found that the man had received a pistol-ball in his thigh. Fortunately it had been turned aside in its course, and lay only a little way beneath the skin, so that it was easily extracted by means of a penknife.

Now, friends, said Oliver, after completing the dressing of the wound, before I met with you I had missed my way while travelling to St. Just. Will one of you direct me to the right road, and I shall bid you good-night, as I think you have no further need of my services.

The men looked at their leader, whom they evidently expected to be their spokesman.

Well, sur, you have rendered we some help this hevenin, both in the way o pickin out the ball an helpin to break skulls as well as preventin worse, so we can do no less than show ee the road; but hark ee, sur, here the man became very impressive, ef you do chance to come across any of us in your travels, you had better not knaw us, xcept in an ornary way, dye understand? an us will do the same by thee.

Of course I will act as you wish, said Oliver with a smile, although I do not see why we should be ashamed of this affair, seeing that we were the party attacked. There is only one person to whom I would wish to explain the reason of my not appearing sooner, because he will probably know of the arrival in Penzance this morning of the conveyance that brought me to Cornwall.

And who may that be? demanded Jim Cuttance.

My uncle, Thomas Donnithorne of St. Just, said Oliver.

Whew! whistled the fisherman in surprise, while all the others burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

Why do you laugh? asked Oliver.

Oh, never mind, sur, its all right, said the man with a chuckle. Iss, you may tell Thomas Donnithorne; there wont be no harm in tellin he  oh, dear no!

Again the men laughed loud and long, and Oliver felt his powers of forbearance giving way, when Cuttance said to him: An you may tell all his friends too, for theyre the right sort. Come now, Maggot here will show ee the way up to St. Just.

So saying, the stout fisherman conducted the young surgeon to the mouth of the cavern, and shaking hands with him left him to the guidance of the man named Maggot, who led him through several lanes, until he reached the highroad between Sennen church-town and St. Just. Here he paused; told his companion to proceed straight on for about four miles or so, when he would reach the town, and bade him good-night.

And mind ee, dont go off the road, sur, shouted Maggot, a few seconds after the young man had left him, if ee dont want to fall down a shaft and scat your skull.

Oliver, not having any desire to scat his skull, whatever that might be, assured the man that he would keep to the road carefully.

The moon shone clear in a cloudless sky, covering the wide moor and the broad Atlantic with a flood of silver light, and rendering the road quite distinct, so that our traveller experienced no further difficulty in pursuing his way. He hurried forward at a rapid pace, yet could not resist the temptation to pause frequently and gaze in admiration on the scene of desolate grandeur around him. On such occasions he found it difficult to believe that the stirring events of the last few hours were real. Indeed, if it had not been that there were certain uneasy portions of his frame  the result of his recent encounter on the beach  which afforded constant and convincing evidence that he was awake, he would have been tempted to believe that the adventures of that day were nothing more than a vivid dream.




Chapter Three.

Introduces a few more Characters and Homely Incidents.

It was late when our hero entered the little town of St. Just, and inquired for the residence of his uncle, Thomas Donnithorne. He was directed to one of the most respectable of the group of old houses that stood close to the venerable parish church from which St. Just derives its title of Church-town.

He tapped at the door, which was opened by an elderly female.

Does Mr Thomas Donnithorne live here? asked Oliver.

Iss, sur, he do, answered the woman; walk in, sur.

She ushered him into a small parlour, in which was seated a pretty, little, dark-eyed, rosy-cheeked girl, still in, or only just out of, her teens. Oliver was so taken aback by the unexpected sight that he stood gazing for a moment or two in rather stupid silence.

Your name is Oliver Trembath, I presume, said the girl, rising and laying down the piece of needlework with which she was occupied.

It is, replied Oliver, in some surprise, as he blundered out an apology for his rudeness.

Pray sit down, sir, said the girl; we have been expecting you for some time, and my uncle told me to act the part of hostess till his return.

Your uncle! exclaimed Oliver, whose self-possession, not to say impudence, returned immediately; if Thomas Donnithorne be indeed your uncle, then, fair maid, you and I must needs be cousins, the which, I confess, fills me with satisfaction and also with somewhat of surprise, for up to this hour I have been ignorant of my good fortune in being related to so  so

I made a mistake, sir, said the girl, interrupting a speech which was evidently verging towards impropriety, in calling Mr Donnithorne uncle to you, who are not aware, it seems, that I am only an adopted niece.

Not aware of it! Of course not, said Oliver, throwing himself into a large armchair, while his fair companion busied herself in spreading the board for a substantial meal. I could not be aware of much that has occurred in this distant part of the kingdom, seeing that my worthy uncle has vouchsafed to write me only two letters in the course of my life; once, many years ago, to condole with me  in about ten lines, address and signature included  on the death of my dear mother; and once again to tell me he had procured an appointment for me as assistant-surgeon in the mining district of St. Just. He must have been equally uncommunicative to my mother, for she never mentioned your existence. However, since I have now made the agreeable discovery, I trust that you will dispense with ceremony, and allow me at once to call you cousin. By the way, you have not yet told me your name.

The maiden, who was charmingly unsophisticated, replied that her name was Rose Ellis, and that she had no objection whatever to being called cousin without delay.

Well, cousin Rose, said Oliver, if it be not prying into secrets, I should like to know how long it is since my uncle adopted you.

About nineteen years ago, replied Rose.

Oh! said Oliver remonstratively, before you were born? impossible!

Rose laughed  a short, clear, little laugh which she nipped in the bud abruptly, and replied  

Well, it was only a short time after I was born. I was wrecked on this coast  the expressive face here became very grave and all on board our ship perished except myself.

Oliver saw at once that he had touched on a tender subject, and hastened to change it by asking a number of questions about his uncle, from which he gradually diverged to the recent events in his own history, which he began to relate with much animation. His companion was greatly interested and amused. She laughed often and heartily in a melodious undertone, and Oliver liked her laugh, for it was peculiar, and had the effect of displaying a double row of pretty little teeth, and of almost entirely shutting up her eyes. She seemed to enjoy a laugh so much that he exerted all his powers to tickle her risible faculties, and dwelt long and graphically on his meeting with the irascible old gentleman in the lane. He was still busy with this part of the discourse when a heavy step was heard outside.

Theres my uncle, exclaimed Rose, springing up.

A moment after the door opened, and in walked the identical irascible old gentleman himself!

If a petrified impersonation of astonishment had been a possibility, Oliver Trembath would, on that occasion, have presented the phenomenon. He sat, or rather lay, extended for at least half a minute with his eyes wide and his mouth partly open, bereft alike of the powers of speech and motion.

Heyday, young man! exclaimed the old gentleman, planting his sturdy frame in the middle of the floor as if he meant then and there to demand and exact an ample apology, or to inflict condign and terrible chastisement, for past misdeeds; you appear to be making yourself quite at home  eh?

My dear sir! exclaimed Oliver, leaping up with a look of dismay; how can I express my  my  but is it, can it be possible that you are Mr Donnithorne  mmy  uncle?

Olivers expression, and the look of amazement on the countenance of Rose Ellis, who could not account for such a strange reception of her newly-found cousin, proved almost too much for the old gentleman, whose eyes had already begun to twinkle.

Ay, young man, I am Tom Donnithorne, your uncle, the vile, old, smuggling, brandy-loving rascal, who met his respectful nephew on the road to St. Just  at this point Rose suddenly pressed her hand over her mouth, darted to her own apartment in a distant corner of the house, and there, seated on her little bed, went into what is not inaptly styled fits of laughter and who now, continued the old gentleman, relaxing into a genial smile, and grasping his nephews hand, welcomes Oliver Trembath to his house, with all his heart and soul; there, who will say after that, that old Donnithorne does not know how to return good for evil?

But, my dear uncle, began Oliver, allow me to explain

Now, now, look at that  kept me hours too late for supper already, and hes going to take up more time with explanations, cried the old gentleman, flinging himself on the chair from which Oliver had risen, and wiping his bald pate with a red silk handkerchief. What can you explain, boy, except that you met an angry old fellow in a lane who called your uncle such hard names that you couldnt help giving him a bit of your mind  there, there, sit down, sit down.  Hallo! he shouted, starting up impulsively and thrusting his head into the passage, Rose, Rose, I say, where are you?  hallo!

Coming, uncle  Im here.

The words came back like an echo, and in another minute Rose appeared with a much-flushed countenance.

Come along, lass, lets have supper without delay. Where is aunty? Rout her out, and tell that jade of a cook that if she dont dish up in five minutes Ill  Ill  . Well, Oliver, talking of explanations, how comes it that you are so late?

Because I took the wrong road after leaving you in the lane, replied the youth, with a significant glance at his uncle, whose eyes were at the moment fixed gravely on the ground.

The wrong road  eh? said Mr Donnithorne, looking up with a sly glance, and then laughing. Well, well, it was only quid pro quo, boy; you put a good deal of unnecessary earth and stones over my head, so I thought it was but fair that I should put a good deal more of the same under your feet, besides giving you the advantage of seeing the Lands End, which, of course, every youth of intelligence must take a deep interest in beholding. But, sure, a walk thither, and thence to St. Just, could not have detained you so long?

Truly no, replied Oliver; I had a rencontre  a sort of adventure with fishermen, which

Fishermen! exclaimed Mr Donnithorne in surprise; are ye sure they were not smugglers  eh?

They said they were fishermen, and they looked like such, replied Oliver; but my adventure with them, whatever they were, was the cause of my detention, and I can only express my grief that the circumstance has incommoded your household, but, you see, it took some time to beat off the boats crew, and then I had to examine a wound and extract

What say you, boy! exclaimed Mr Donnithorne, frowning, beat off a boats crew  examine a wound! Why, Rose, Molly, come hither. Here we have a young gallant who hath begun life in the far west in good style; but hold, here comes my excellent friend Captain Dan, who is no friend to the smugglers; he is to sup with us to-night; so we will repress our curiosity till after supper. Let me introduce you, Oliver to my wife, your Aunt Molly, or, if you choose to be respectful, Aunt Mary.

As he spoke, a fat, fair, motherly-looking lady of about five-and-forty entered the room, greeting her husband with a rebuke, and her nephew with a smile.

Never mind him, Oliver, said the good lady; he is a vile old creature. I have heard all about your meeting with him this forenoon, and only wish I had been there to see it.

Listen to that now, Captain Dan, cried Mr Donnithorne, as the individual addressed entered the room; my wife calls me  me, a staid, sober man of fifty-five  calls me a vile old creature. Is it not too bad? really one gets no credit nowadays for devoting oneself entirely to ones better half; but I forget: allow me to introduce you to my nephew, Oliver Trembath, just come from one of the Northern Universities to fight the smugglers of St. Just  of which more anon. Oliver, Captain Hoskin of Botallack, better known as Captain Dan. Now, sit down and lets have a bit of supper.

With hospitable urgency Mr Donnithorne and his good dame pressed their guests to do justice to the fare set before them, and, during the course of the meal, the former kept up a running fire of question, comment, and reply on every conceivable subject, so that his auditors required to do little more than eat and listen. After supper, however, and when tumblers and glasses were being put down, he gave the others an opportunity of leading the conversation.

Now, Oliver, he said, fill your glass and let us hear your adventures. What will you have  brandy, gin, or rum? My friend, Captain Dan here, is one of those remarkable men who dont drink anything stronger than ginger-beer. Of course you wont join him.

Thank you, said Oliver. If you will allow me, I will join your good lady in a glass of wine. Permit me, Aunt Mary, to fill

No, I thank you, Oliver, said Mrs Donnithorne good-humouredly but firmly, I side with Captain Dan; but Ill be glad to see you fill your own.

Ha! exclaimed Mr Donnithorne, Mollys sure to side with the opponent of her lawful lord, no matter who or what he be. Fill your own glass, boy, with what you like  cold water, an it please you  and let us drink the good old Cornish toast, Fish, tin, and copper, our three staples, Oliver  the bone, muscle, and fat of the county.

Fish, tin, and copper, echoed Captain Dan.

In good sooth, continued Mr Donnithorne, I have often thought of turning teetotaller myself, but feared to do so lest my wife should take to drinking, just out of opposition. However, let that pass  and now, Oliver, open thy mouth, lad, and relate those surprising adventures of which you have given me a hint.

Indeed, uncle, I do not say they are very surprising, although, doubtless, somewhat new to one who has been bred, if not born, in comparatively quiet regions of the earth.

Here Oliver related circumstantially to his wondering auditors the events which befell him after the time when he left his uncle in the lane  being interrupted only with an occasional exclamation  until he reached the part when he knocked down the man who had rescued him from the waves, when Mr Donnithorne interrupted him with an uncontrollable burst.

Ha! shouted the old gentleman; what! knocked down the man who saved your life, nephew? Fie, fie! But you have not told us his name yet. What was it?

His comrades called him Jim, as I have said; and I think that he once referred to himself as Jim Cuttance, or something like that.

What say you, boy? exclaimed Mr Donnithorne, pushing back his chair and gazing at his nephew in amazement. Hast fought side by side with Jim Cuttance, and then knocked him down?

Indeed I have, said Oliver, not quite sure whether his uncle regarded him as a hero or a fool.

The roar of laughter which his answer drew from Captain Dan and his uncle did not tend to enlighten him much.

Oh! Oliver, Oliver, said the old gentleman, on recovering some degree of composure, you should have lived in the days of good King Arthur, and been one of the Knights of the Round Table. Knocked down Jim Cuttance! What thinkee, Captain Dan?

I think, said the captain, still chuckling quietly, that the less our friend says about the matter the better for himself.

Why so? inquired Oliver quickly.

Because, replied his uncle, with some return of gravity, you have assisted one of the most notorious smugglers that ever lived, to fight his Majestys coastguard  thats all. What say you, Molly  shall we convict Oliver on his own confession?

The good lady thus appealed to admitted that it was a serious matter, but urged that as Oliver did the thing in ignorance and out of gratitude, he ought to be forgiven.

I think he ought to be forgiven for having knocked down Jim Cuttance, said Captain Dan.

Is he then so notorious? asked Oliver.

Why, he is the most daring smuggler on the coast, replied Captain Dan, and has given the preventive men more trouble than all the others put together. In fact, he is a man who deserves to be hanged, and will probably come to his proper end ere long, if not shot in a brawl beforehand.

I fear he stands some chance of it now, said Mr Donnithorne, with a sigh, for he has been talking of erecting a battery near his den at Prussia Cove, and openly defying the Government men.

You seem to differ from Captain Dan, uncle, in reference to this man, said Oliver, with a smile.

Truly, I do, for although I condemn smuggling,  ahem! (the old gentleman cast a peculiar glance at the captain), I dont like to see a sturdy man hanged or shot  and Jim Cuttance is a stout fellow. I question much whether you could find his match, Captain Dan, amongst all your men?

That I could, easily, said the captain with a quiet smile.

Pardon me, captain, said Oliver, my uncle has not yet informed me on the point. May I ask what corps you belong to?

To a sturdy corps of tough lads, answered the captain, with another of his quiet smiles men who have smelt powder, most of em, since they were little boys  live on the battlefield, I may say, almost night and day  spring more mines in a year than all the soldiers in the world put together  and shorten their lives by the stern labour they undergo; but they burn powder to raise, not to waste, metal. Their uniform is red, too, though not quite so red, nor yet so elegant, as that of the men in his Majestys service. I am one of the underground captains, sir, of Botallack mine.

Captain Dans colour heightened a very little, and the tones of his voice became a little more powerful as he concluded this reply; but there was no other indication that the enthusiastic soul of one of the captains of the most celebrated mine in Cornwall was moved. Oliver felt, however, the contact with a kindred spirit, and, expressing much interest in the mines, proceeded to ask many questions of the captain, who, nothing loath, answered all his queries, and explained to him that he was one of the captains, or agents, whose duty it was to superintend the men and the works below the surface  hence the title of underground; while those who super-intended the works above ground were styled grass, or surface captains. He also made an appointment to conduct the young doctor underground, and go over the mine with him at an early date.

While the party in old Mr Donnithornes dwelling were thus enjoying themselves, a great storm was gathering, and two events, very different from each other in character, were taking place  the one quiet, and apparently unimportant, the other tremendous and fatal  both bearing on and seriously influencing the subjects of our tale.




Chapter Four.

At Work under the Sea.

Chip, chip, chip  down in the dusky mine! Oh, but the rock at which the miner chipped was hard, and the bit of rock on which he sat was hard, and the muscles with which he toiled were hard from prolonged labour; and the lot of the man seemed hard, as he sat there in the hot, heavy atmosphere, hour after hour, from morn till eve, with the sweat pouring down his brow and over his naked shoulders, toiling and moiling with hammer and chisel.

But stout David Trevarrow did not think his lot peculiarly hard. His workshop was a low narrow tunnel deep down under the surface of the earth  ay, and deep under the bottom of the sea! His daily sun was a tallow candle, which rose regularly at seven in the morning and set at three in the afternoon. His atmosphere was sadly deficient in life-giving oxygen, and much vitiated by gunpowder smoke. His working costume consisted only of a pair of linen trousers; his colour from top to toe was red as brick-dust, owing to the iron ore around him; his food was a slice of bread, with, perchance, when he was unusually luxurious, the addition of a Cornish pasty; and his drink was water. To an inexperienced eye the mans work would have appeared not only hard but hopeless, for although his hammer was heavy, his arm strong, and his chisel sharp and tempered well, each blow produced an apparently insignificant effect on the flinty rock. Frequently a spark of fire was all that resulted from a blow, and seldom did more than a series of little chips fly off, although the man was of herculean mould, and worked with a will, as was evident from the kind of gasp or stern expulsion of the breath with which each blow was accompanied. Unaided human strength he knew could not achieve much in such a process, so he directed his energies chiefly to the boring of blast-holes, and left it to the mighty power of gunpowder to do the hard work of rending the rich ore from the bowels of the unwilling earth. Yes, the work was very hard, probably the hardest that human muscles are ever called on to perform in this toiling world; but again we say that David Trevarrow did not think so, for he had been born to the work and bred to it, and was blissfully ignorant of work of a lighter kind, so that, although his brows frowned at the obstinate rock, his compressed lips smiled, for his thoughts were pleasant and far away. The unfettered mind was above ground roaming in fields of light, basking in sunshine, and holding converse with the birds, as he sat there chip, chip, chipping, down in the dusky mine.

Stopping at last, the miner wiped his brow, and, rising, stood for a few moments silently regarding the result of his days work.

Now, David, said he to himself, the question is, what shall us do  shall us keep on, or shall us knack?

He paused, as if unable to answer the question. After a time he muttered, Keep on; it dont look promisin, sure nuff, an its poor pay; but it wont do to give in yet.

Poor pay it was indeed, for the mans earnings during the past month had been barely ten shillings. But David Trevarrow had neither wife, child, nor mother to support, so he could afford to toil for poor pay, and, being of a remarkably hopeful and cheery disposition, he returned home that afternoon resolved to persevere in his unproductive toil, in the hope that at last he should discover a good bunch of copper, or a keenly lode of tin.

David was what his friends and the world styled unfortunate. In early manhood he had been a somewhat wild and reckless fellow  a noted wrestler, and an adept in all manly sports and games. But a disappointment in love had taught him very bitterly that life is not all sunshine; and this, coupled with a physical injury which was the result of his own folly, crushed his spirit so much that his comrades believed him to be a lost man.

The injury referred to was the bursting of a blood-vessel in the lungs. It was, and still is, the custom of the youthful miners of Cornwall to test their strength by racing up the almost interminable ladders by which the mines are reached. This tremendous exertion after a day of severe toil affected them of course very severely, and in some cases seriously. Many an able-bodied man has by this means brought himself to a premature end. Among others, David Trevarrow excelled and suffered. No one could beat him in running up the ladders; but one day, on reaching the surface, blood issued from his mouth, and thenceforth his racing and wrestling days were ended, and his spirit was broken. A long illness succeeded. Then he began to mend. Slowly and by degrees his strength returned, but not his joyous spirit. Still it was some comfort to feel able for work again, and he went underground with some degree of his old vigour, though not with the light heart or light step of former days; but bad fortune seemed to follow him everywhere. When others among his comrades were fortunate in finding copper or tin, David was most unaccountably unsuccessful. Accidents, too, from falls and explosions, laid him up more than once, and he not only acquired the character of an unlucky man from his friends, but despite a naturally sanguine temperament, he began himself to believe that he was one of the unluckiest fellows in the world.

About this time the followers of that noble Christian, John Wesley, began to make an impression on Cornwall, and to exert an influence which created a mighty change in the hearts and manners of the people, and the blessed effects of which are abundantly evident at the present day  to the rejoicing of every Christian soul. One of those ministers of our Lord happened to meet with David Trevarrow, and was the means of opening his eyes to many great and previously unknown truths. Among others, he convinced him that Gods ways are not as mans ways; that He often, though not always, leads His people by thorny paths that they know not of, but does it in love and with His own glory in their happiness as the end in view; that the Lord Jesus Christ must be to a man the chiefest among ten thousand, and altogether lovely, else He is to him nothing at all, and that he could be convinced of all these truths only by the Holy Spirit.

It were vain to attempt to tell all that this good man said to the unhappy miner, but certain it is that from that time forth David became himself again  and yet not himself. The desire to wrestle and fight and race returned in a new form. He began to wrestle with principalities and powers, to fight the good fight of faith, and to run the race set before him in the gospel. The old hearty smile and laugh and cheery disposition also returned, and the hopeful spirit, and so much of the old robust health and strength, that it seemed as if none of the evil effects of the ruptured blood-vessel remained. So David Trevarrow went, as of old, daily to the mine. It is true that riches did not flow in upon him any faster than before, but he did not mind that much, for he had discovered another mine, in which he toiled at nights after the days toil was over, and whence he extracted treasure of greater value than copper or tin, or even gold  treasure which he scattered in a Sabbath school with liberal hand, and found himself all the richer for his prodigality.

Occasionally, after prolonged labour in confined and bad air, a faint trace of the old complaint showed itself when he reached the top of the ladders, but he was not now depressed by that circumstance as he used to be. He was past his prime at the period of which we write, and a confirmed bachelor.

To return from this digression: David Trevarrow made up his mind, as we have said, to go on, and, being a man of resolute purpose, he went on; seized his hammer and chisel, and continued perseveringly to smite the flinty rock, surrounded by thick darkness, which was not dispelled but only rendered visible by the feeble light of the tallow candle that flared at his side.

Over his head rolled the billows of the Atlantic; the whistling wind howled among the wild cliffs of the Cornish coast, but they did not break the deep silence of the miners place of midnight toil. Heavens artillery was rending the sky, and causing the hearts of men to beat slow with awe. The great boulders ground the pebbles into sand as they crashed to and fro above him, but he heard them not  or if he did, the sound reached him as a deep-toned mysterious murmur, for, being in one of the low levels, with many fathoms of solid rock between him and the bottom of the superincumbent sea, he was beyond the reach of such disturbing influences, tremendous though they were.

The miner was making a final effort at his unproductive piece of rock, and had prolonged his toil far into the night.

Hour after hour he wrought almost without a moments respite, save for the purpose, now and then, of trimming his candle. When his right arm grew tired, he passed the hammer swiftly to his left hand, and, turning the borer with his right, continued to work with renewed vigour.

At last he paused, and looking over his shoulder called out Zackey, booy.

The sound died away in a hollow echo through the retiring galleries of the mine, but there was no reply.

Zackey, booy, are ee slaipin? he repeated.

A small reddish-coloured bundle, which lay in a recess close at hand, uncoiled itself like a hedgehog, and, yawning vociferously, sat up, revealing the fact that the bundle was a boy.

Ded ee call, uncle? asked the boy in a sleepy tone.

Iss did I, said the man; fetch me the powder an fuse, my son.

The lad rose, and, fetching out of a dark corner the articles required, assisted in charging the hole which his uncle had just finished boring. This was the last hole which the man intended to blast that night. For weeks past he had laboured day after day  sometimes, as on the present occasion, at night  and had removed many tons of rock, without procuring either tin or copper sufficient to repay him for his toil, so that he resolved to give it up and remove to a more hopeful part of the mine, or betake himself to another mine altogether. He had now bored his last hole, and was about to blast it. Applying his candle to the end of the fuse, he hastened along the level to a sufficient distance to afford security, warning his nephew as he passed.

Zackey leaped up, and, scrambling over the débris with which the bottom of the level was covered, made good his retreat. About a minute they waited in expectancy. Suddenly there was a bright blinding flash, which lit up the rugged sides of the mine, and revealed its cavernous ramifications and black depths. This was accompanied by a dull smothered report and a crash of falling rock, together with a shower of débris. Instantly the whole place was in profound darkness.

Aw, booy, exclaimed the miner; we was too near. It have knacked us in the dark.

Sot have, uncle; Ill go an search for the box.

Do, my son, said David.

In those days lucifer matches had not been invented, and light had to be struck by means of flint, steel, and tinder. The process was tedious compared with the rapid action of congreves and vestas in the present day. The man chipped away for full three minutes before he succeeded in relighting his candle. This done, the rock was examined.

Bad still, Uncle David? inquired the boy.

Iss, Zackey Maggot, so well knackn, and try the higher mine to-morrow. Having come to this conclusion Uncle David threw down the mass of rock which he held in his brawny hands, and, picking up his implements, said, Get the tools, booy, and lev us go to grass.

Zackey, who had been in the mine all day, and was tired, tied his tools at each end of a rope, so that they might be slung over his shoulder and leave his hands free. Trevarrow treated his in the same way, and, removing his candle from the wall, fixed it on the front of his hat by the simple process of sticking thereto the lump of clay to which it was attached. Zackey having fixed his candle in the same manner, both of them put on their red-stained flannel shirts and linen coats, and traversed the level until they reached the bottom of the ladder-shaft. Here they paused for a few moments before commencing the long wearisome ascent of almost perpendicular ladders by which the miners descended to their work or returned to grass, as they termed the act of returning to the surface.

It cost them more than half an hour of steady climbing before they reached the upper part of the shaft and became aware that a storm was raging in the regions above. On emerging from the mouth of the shaft or ladder road, man and boy were in a profuse perspiration, and the sharp gale warned them to hasten to the moor-house at full speed.

Moor-houses were little buildings in which miners were wont to change their wet underground garments for dry clothes. Some of these used to be at a considerable distance from the shafts, and the men were often injured while going to them from the mine, by being exposed in an overheated state to cutting winds. Many a stout able-bodied miner has had a chill given him in this way which has resulted in premature death. Moor-houses have now been replaced by large drying-houses, near the mouths of shafts, where every convenience is provided for the men drying their wet garments and washing their persons on coming to the surface.

Having changed their clothes, uncle and nephew hastened to St. Just, where they dwelt in the cottage of Maggot, the blacksmith. This man, who has already been introduced to the reader, was brother-in-law to David, and father to Zackey.

When David Trevarrow entered his brother-in-laws cottage, and told him of his bad fortune, and of his resolution to try his luck next day in the higher mine, little did he imagine that his change of purpose was to be the first step in a succession of causes which were destined to result, at no very distant period, in great changes of fortune to some of his friends in St. Just, as well as to many others in the county.




Chapter Five.

Describes a Wreck and some of its Consequences.

While the miner had been pursuing his toilsome work in the solitude and silence of the level under the sea, as already described, a noble ship was leaping over the Atlantic waves  homeward bound  to Old England.

She was an East-Indiaman, under close-reefed sails, and although she bent low before the gale so that the waves almost curled over her lee bulwarks, she rose buoyantly like a seagull, for she was a good ship, stout of plank and sound of timber, with sails and cordage to match.

Naturally, in such a storm, those on board were anxious, for they knew that they were drawing near to land, and that dear Old England had an ugly seaboard in these parts  a coast not to be too closely hugged in what the captain styled dirty weather, with a whole gale from the westard, so a good lookout was kept. Sharp eyes were in the foretop looking out for the guiding rays of the Long-ships lighthouse, which illumine that part of our rocky shores to warn the mariner of danger and direct him to a safe harbour. The captain stood on the fogesl with stern gaze and compressed lip. The chart had been consulted, the bearings correctly noted, calculations made, and leeway allowed for. Everything in fact that could be done by a commander who knew his duty had been done for the safety of the ship  so would the captain have said probably, had he lived to be questioned as to the management of his vessel. But everything had not been done. The lead, strange to say, had not been hove. It was ready to heave, but the order was delayed. Unaccountable fatality! The only safe guide that remained to the good ship on that wild night was held in abeyance. It was deemed unnecessary to heave it yet, or it was troublesome, and they would wait till nearer the land. No one now can tell the reasons that influenced the captain, but the lead was not used. Owing to similar delay or neglect, hundreds upon hundreds of ships have been lost, and thousands of human lives have been sacrificed!

The ship passed like a dark phantom over the very head of the miner who was at work many fathoms below the bottom of the sea.

Land, ho! came suddenly in a fierce, quick shout from the mast-head.

Starboard! starboard  hard! cried the captain, as the roar of breakers ahead rose above the yelling of the storm.

Before the order was obeyed or another word spoken the ship struck, and a shriek of human terror followed, as the foremast went by the board with a fearful crash. The waves burst over the stern, sweeping the decks fore and aft. Wave after wave lifted the great ship as though it had been a childs toy, and dashed her down upon the rocks. Her bottom was stove in, her planks and timbers were riven like matchwood. Far down below man was destroying the flinty rock, while overhead the rock was destroying the handiwork of man! But the destruction in the one case was slow, in the other swift. A desperate but futile effort was made by the crew to get out the boats, and the passengers, many of whom were women and children, rushed frantically from the cabin to the deck, and clung to anything they could lay hold of, until strength failed, and the waves tore them away.

One man there was in the midst of all the terror-stricken crew who retained his self-possession in that dread hour. He was a tall, stern old man with silver locks  an Indian merchant, one who had spent his youth and manhood in the wealthy land collecting gold making a fortune, he was wont to say  and who was returning to his fatherland to spend it. He was a thinking and calculating man, and in the anticipation of some such catastrophe as had actually overtaken him, he had secured some of his most costly jewels in a linen belt. This belt, while others were rushing to the boats, the old man secured round his waist, and then sprang on deck, to be swept, with a dozen of his fellow-passengers, into the sea by the next wave that struck the doomed vessel. There was no one on that rugged coast to lend a helping hand. Lifeboats did not then, as now, nestle in little nooks on every part of our dangerous coasts. No eye was there to see nor ear to hear, when, twenty minutes after she struck, the East-Indiaman went to pieces, and those of her crew and passengers who had retained their hold of her uttered their last despairing cry, and their souls returned to God who gave them.

It is a solemn thought that man may with such awful suddenness, and so unexpectedly, be summoned into the presence of his Maker. Thrice happy they who, when their hearts grow chill and their grasps relax as the last plank is rending, can say, Neither death, nor life, nor any other creature, is able to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

The scene we have described was soon over, and the rich cargo of the East-Indiaman was cast upon the sea and strewn upon the shore, affording much work for many days to the coastguard, and greatly exciting the people of the district  most of whom appeared to entertain an earnest belief in the doctrine that everything cast by storms upon their coast ought to be considered public property. Portions of the wreck had the name Trident painted on them, and letters found in several chests which were washed ashore proved that the ship had sailed from Calcutta, and was bound for the port of London. One little boy alone escaped the waves. He was found in a crevice of the cliffs the following day, with just enough vitality left to give a few details of the wreck. Although all possible care was bestowed on him, he died before night.

Thus sudden and complete was the end of as fine a ship as ever spread her canvas to the breeze. At night she had been full of life  full of wealth; in the morning she was gone  only a few bales and casks and broken spars to represent the wealth, and stiffened corpses to tell of the life departed. So she came and went, and in a short time all remnants of her were carried away.

One morning, a few weeks after the night of the storm, Maggot the smith turned himself in his bed at an early hour, and, feeling disinclined to slumber, got up to look at the state of the weather. The sun was just rising, and there was an inviting look about the morning which induced the man to dress hastily and go out.

Maggot was a powerfully-built man, rough in his outer aspect as well as in his inner man, but by no means what is usually termed a bad man, although, morally speaking, he could not claim to be considered a good one. In fact, he was a hearty, jolly, reckless fisherman, with warm feelings, enthusiastic temperament, and no principle; a man who, though very ready to do a kind act, had no particular objection to do one that was decidedly objectionable when it suited his purpose or served his present interest. He was regarded by his comrades as one of the greatest madcaps in the district. Old Maggot was, as we have said, a blacksmith to trade, but he had also been bred a miner, and was something of a fisherman as well, besides being (like most of his companions) an inveterate smuggler. He could turn his hand to almost anything, and was everything by turns, but nothing long.

Sauntering down to Priests Cove, on the south of Cape Cornwall, with his hands in his pockets and his sou-wester stuck carelessly on his shaggy head, he fell in with a comrade, whom he hailed by the name of John Cock. This man was also a fisherman, et cetera, and the bosom friend and admirer of Maggot.

Where bound to this mornin, Jack? inquired Maggot.

To fish, replied John.

I go with ee, booy, said Maggot.

This was the extent of the conversation at that time. They were not communicative, but walked side by side in silence to the beach, where they launched their little boat and rowed out to sea.

Presently John Cock looked over his shoulder and exclaimed Maggot, I see summat.

Do ee?

Iss do I.

What do un look like?

Like a dead corp.

Aw, my dear, said Maggot, lev us keep away. It can do no good to we.

Acting on this opinion the men rowed past the object that was floating on the sea, and soon after began to fish; but they had not fished long when the dead body, drifted probably by some cross-current, appeared close to them again. Seeing this they changed their position, but ere long the body again appeared.

Praps, observed Maggot, theres somethin in its pockets.

As the same idea had occurred to John Cock, the men resolved to examine the body, so they rowed up to it and found it to be that of an elderly man, much decomposed, and nearly naked. A very short examination sufficed to show that the pockets of such garments as were still upon it were empty, and the men were about to let it go again, when Maggot exclaimed  

Hold fast, Jack, I see somethin tied round the waist of he; a sort o belt it do seem.

The belt was quickly removed and the body released, when it sank with a heavy plunge, but ere long reappeared on the surface. The fishermen rowed a considerable distance away from it, and then shipped their oars and examined the belt, which was made of linen. Maggot sliced it up as he would have ripped up a fish, and laid bare, to the astonished gaze of himself and his friend, a number of glittering gems of various colours, neatly and firmly embedded in cotton, besides a variety of rings and small brooches set with precious stones.

Now, I tell ee, said Maggot, tis like as this here will make our fortin, or else git we into trouble.

Why, whatever shud we git into trouble bout it for? said John Cock. Tis like as not they aint real  only painted glass, scarce wuth the trouble o carin ashore.

Hould thy tongue, thee geat chucklehead, replied Maggot; a man wouldnt go for to tie such stuff round his waist to drown hisself with, I do know, if they wornt real. Lev us car em to Maister Donnithorne.

John Cock replied with a nod, and the two men, packing up the jewels, pulled in-shore as fast as possible. Hauling their boat beyond the reach of the surf, they hastened to St. Just, and requested a private audience of Mr Donnithorne. (See note 1.)

That excellent gentleman was not unaccustomed to give private audiences to fishermen, and, as has been already hinted at the beginning of this tale, was reported to have private dealings with them also  of a very questionable nature. He received the two men, however, with the hearty air of a man who knows that the suspicions entertained of him by the calumnious world are false.

Well, Maggot, said Mr Donnithorne, what is your business with me? You are not wont to be astir so early, if all be true that is reported of ee.

Plaise, sur, said Maggot, with a glance at Rose Ellis, who sat sewing near the window, Im come to talk bout private matters  if

Leave us, Rose dear, for a little, said the old gentleman.

As soon as she was out of the room Maggot locked the door, a proceeding which surprised Mr Donnithorne not a little, but his surprise was much greater when the man drew a small parcel from the breast of his rough coat, and, unrolling it, displayed the glittering jewels of which he had so unexpectedly become possessed.

Where got you these? inquired Mr Donnithorne, turning them over carefully.

Got em in the say  catched em, sure nough, said Maggot.

Not with a baited hook, I warrant, said the old gentleman. Come, my son, lets hear all about it.

Maggot explained how he had obtained the jewels, and then asked what they were worth.

I cant tell that, said Mr Donnithorne, shaking his head gravely. Some of them are undoubtedly of value; the others, for all I know, may not be worth much.

Come now, sur, said Maggot, with a confidential leer, its not the fust time we have done a bit o business. I spose I cud claim salvage on em?

I dont know that, said the old gentleman; you cannot tell whom they belonged to, and I suspect Government would claim them, if  But, by the way, I suppose you found no letters  nothing in the shape of writing on the body?

Nothin whatsomever.

Well, then, I fear that

Come now, sur, said Maggot boldly; spose you gives John and me ten pounds apaice an kape em to yourself to make what ee can of em?

Mr Donnithorne shook his head and hesitated. Often before had he defrauded the revenue by knowingly purchasing smuggled brandy and tobacco, and by providing the funds to enable others to smuggle them; but then the morality of that day in regard to smuggling was very lax, and there were men who, although in all other matters truly honest and upright, could not be convinced of the sinfulness of smuggling, and smiled when they were charged with the practice, but who, nevertheless, would have scorned to steal or tell a downright lie. This, however, was a very different matter from smuggling. The old gentleman shrank from it at first, and could not meet the gaze of the smuggler with his usual bold frank look. But the temptation was great. The jewels he suspected were of immense value, and his heart readily replied to the objections raised by his conscience, that after all there was no one left to claim them, and he had a much better right to them, in equity if not in law, than Government; and as to the fellows who found them  why, the sum they asked would be a great and rich windfall to them, besides freeing them from all further trouble, as well as transferring any risk that might accrue from their shoulders to his own.

While the old gentleman was reasoning thus with himself, Maggot stood anxiously watching his countenance and twisting the cloth that had enclosed the jewellery into a tight rope, as he shifted his position uneasily. At length old Mr Donnithorne said  

Leave the jewels with me, and call again in an hour from this time. You shall then have my answer.

Maggot and his friend consented to this delay, and left the room.

No sooner were they gone than the old gentleman called his wife, who naturally exclaimed in great surprise on beholding the table covered with such costly trinkets  

Where ever did you get these, Tom?

Mr Donnithorne explained, and then asked what she thought of Maggots proposal.

Refuse it, said she firmly.

But, my dear

Dont but about it, Tom. Whenever a man begins to but with sin, it is sure to butt him over on his back. Have nothing to do with it, I say.

But, my dear, it is not dishonest

I dont know that, interrupted Mrs Donnithorne vigorously; you think that smuggling is not dishonest, but I do, and so does the minister.

What care I for the minister? cried the old gentleman, losing his temper; who made him a judge of my doings?

He is an expounder of Gods Word, said Mrs Donnithorne firmly, and holds that Thou shalt not steal is one of the Ten Commandments.

Well, well, he and I dont agree, thats all; besides, has he never expounded to you that obedience to your husband is a virtue? a commandment, I may say, which you are

Mr Donnithorne, said the lady with dignity, I am here at your request, and am now complying with your wishes in giving my opinion.

There, there, Molly, said the subdued husband, giving his better half a kiss, dont be so sharp. You ought to have been a lawyer with your powerful reasoning capacity. However, let me tell you that you dont understand these matters

Then why ask my advice, Tom?

Why, woman, because an inexplicable fatality leads me to consult you, although I know well enough what the upshot will be. But Im resolved to close with Maggot.

I knew you would, said Mrs Donnithorne quietly.

The last remark was the turning-point. Had the good lady condescended to be earnest in her entreaties that the bargain should not be concluded, it is highly probable her husband would have given in; but her last observation nettled him so much that he immediately hoisted a flag of defiance, nailed it to the mast, and went out in great indignation to search for Maggot. That individual was not far off. The bargain was completed, the jewels were locked up in one of the old gentlemans secret repositories, and the fishermen, with ten pounds apiece in their pockets, returned home.



Note 1. It may be well here to inform the reader that the finding of the jewels as here described, and the consequences which followed, are founded on fact.




Chapter Six.

Treats of the Miners Cottage, Work, and Costume.

Maggots home was a disordered one when he reached it, for his youngest baby, a fat little boy, had been seized with convulsions, and his wife and little daughter Grace, and son Zackey, and brother-in-law David Trevarrow, besides his next neighbour Mrs Penrose, with her sixteen children, were all in the room, doing their best by means of useless or hurtful applications, equally useless advice, and intolerable noise and confusion, to cure, if not to kill, the baby.

Maggots cottage was a poor one, his furniture was mean, and there was not much of it; nevertheless its inmates were proud of it, for they lived in comparative comfort there. Mrs Maggot was a kind-hearted, active woman, and her husband  despite his smuggling propensities  was an affectionate father. Usually the cottage was kept in a most orderly condition; but on the present occasion it was, as we have said, in a state of great confusion.

Fetch me a bit of rag, Grace, cried Mrs Maggot, just as her husband entered.

Heres a bit, old ooman, said Maggot, handing her the linen cloth in which the jewels had been wrapped up, and which he had unconsciously retained in his hands on quitting Mr Donnithorne Run, my dear man, he added, turning to John Cock, an fetch the noo doctor.

John darted away, and in a quarter of an hour returned with Oliver Trembath, who found that the baby had weathered the storm by the force of its own constitution, despite the adverse influences that were around it. He therefore contented himself with clearing the place of intruders, and prescribing some simple medicine.

Are you going to work? inquired Oliver of David Trevarrow, observing that the man was about to quit the cottage.

Iss, sur  to Botallack.

Then I will accompany you. Captain Dan is going to show me over part of the mine to-day. Good-morning, Mrs Maggot, and remember my directions if this should happen to the little fellow again.

Leaving the cottage the two proceeded through the town to the north end of it, accompanied by Maggot, who said he was going to the forge to do a bit of work, and who parted from them at the outskirts of the town.

Times are bad with you at the mines just now, I find, said Oliver as they walked along.

Iss sur, they are, replied Trevarrow, in the quiet tone that was peculiar to him; but, thank God, we do manage to live, though there are some of us with a lot o childn as finds it hard work. The Bal (The mine) aint so good as she once was.

I suppose that you have frequent changes of fortune? said Oliver.

The miner admitted that this was the case, for that sometimes a man worked underground for several weeks without getting enough to keep his family, while at other times he might come on a bunch of copper or tin which would enable him to clear 50 pounds or more in a month.

If report says truly, observed Oliver, you have hit upon a keenly lode, as you call it, not many days ago.

A do look very well now, sur, replied the miner, but wan can never tell. I did work for weeks in the level under the say without success, so I guv it up an went to Wheal Hazard, and on the back o the fifty-fathom level I did strike pon a small lode of tin bout so thick as my finger. It may get better, or it may take the bit in its teeth and disappear; we cannot tell.

Well, I wish you good luck, said Oliver; and here comes Captain Dan, so Ill bid you good-morning.

Good-morning, sur, said the stout-limbed and stout-hearted man, with a smile and a nod, as he turned off towards the moor-house to put on his mining garments.

Towards this house a number of men had been converging while Oliver and his companion approached it, and the former observed, that whatever colour the men might be on entering it, they invariably came out light red, like lobsters emerging from a boiling pot.

In Botallack mine a large quantity of iron is mingled with the tin ore. This colours everything in and around the mine, including mens clothes, hands, and faces, with a light rusty-red. The streams, of course, are also coloured with it, and the various pits and ponds for collecting the fluid mud of tin ore seem as if filled with that nauseous compound known by the name of Gregorys Mixture.

In the moor-house there were rows of pegs with red garments hung thereon to dry, and there were numerous broad-shouldered men dressing and undressing  in every stage of the process; while in a corner two or three were washing their bodies in a tank of water. These last were men who had been at work all night, and were cleansing themselves before putting on what we may term their home-going clothes.

The mining dress is a very simple, and often a very ragged affair. It consists of a flannel shirt, a pair of linen trousers, a short coat of the same, and a hat in the form of a stiff wide-awake, but made so thick as to serve the purpose of a helmet to guard the head from the rocks, etcetera. Clumsy ankle-boots complete the costume. As each man issued from the house, he went to a group of wooden chests which lay scattered about outside, and, opening his own, took from it a bag of powder, some blasting fuse, several iron tools, which he tied to a rope so as to be slung over his shoulder, a small wooden canteen of water, and a bunch of tallow candles. These last he fastened to a button on his breast, having previously affixed one of them to the front of his hat.

Thus accoutred, they proceeded to a small platform close at hand, with a square hole in it, out of which protruded the head of a ladder. This was the ladder road. Through the hole these red men descended one by one, chatting and laughing as they went, and disappeared, leaving the moor-house and all around it a place of solitude.

Captain Dan now prepared to descend this ladder road with Oliver Trembath.




Chapter Seven.

Tells of the Great Mine and of a Royal Dive under the Sea.

Botallack, to the dark depths of which we are now about to descend, is the most celebrated mine in the great mining county of Cornwall. It stands on the sea coast, a little more than a mile to the north of St. Just. The region around it is somewhat bleak and almost destitute of trees. In approaching it, the eyes of the traveller are presented with a view of engine-houses, and piles of stones and rubbish, in the midst of which stand a number of uncouth yet picturesque objects, composed of boards and timber, wheels, ropes, pulleys, chains, and suchlike gear. These last are the winding erections of the shafts which lead to the various mines, for the whole region is undermined, and Botallack is only one of several in St. Just parish. Wherever the eye turns, there, in the midst of green fields, where rocks and rocky fences abound, may be seen, rising prominently, the labouring arms, or bobs, of the pump and skip engines, and the other machinery required in mining operations; while the ear is assailed by the perpetual clatter of the stamps, or ore-crushing machines, which never cease their din, day or night, except on Sundays.

Botallack, like all the other mines, has several shafts or entrances to the works below, such as Boscawen Shaft, Wheal Button, Wheal Hazard, Chicornish Shaft, Davis Shaft, Wheal Cock, etcetera, the most interesting of which are situated among the steep rugged cliffs that front and bid defiance to the utmost fury of the Atlantic Ocean.

From whatever point viewed, the aspect of Botallack mine is grand in the extreme. On the rocky point that stretches out into the sea, engines with all their fantastic machinery and buildings have been erected. On the very summit of the cliff is seen a complication of timbers, wheels, and chains sharply defined against the sky, with apparently scarce any hold of the cliff, while down below, on rocky ledges and in black chasms, are other engines and beams and rods and wheels and chains, fastened and perched in fantastic forms in dangerous-looking places.

Here, amid the most savage gorges of the sea and riven rocks  half clinging to the land, half suspended over the water  is perched the machinery of, and entrance to, the most singular shaft of the mine, named the Boscawen Diagonal Shaft. This shaft descends under the sea at a steep incline. It is traversed, on rails, by an iron carriage called the gig, which is lowered and drawn up by steam power. Starting as it does from an elevated position in the rocks that are close to the edge of the sea, and slanting down through the cape, outward or seaward, this vehicle descends only a few fathoms when it is under the oceans bed, and then its further course is far out and deep down  about two-thirds of a mile out, and full 245 fathoms down! The gig conveys the men to and from their work  the ore being drawn up by another iron carriage. There is (or rather there was, before the self-acting brake was added) danger attending the descent of this shaft, for the rope, although good and strong, is not immaculate, as was proved terribly in the year 1864  when it broke, and the gig flew down to the bottom like lightning, dashing itself to pieces, and instantly killing the nine unfortunate men who were descending at the time.

Nevertheless, the Prince and Princess of Wales did not shrink from descending this deep burrow under the sea in the year 1865.

It was a great day for St. Just and Botallack that 24th of July on which the royal visit was paid. Great were the expectation and preparation on all hands to give a hearty welcome to the royal pair. The ladies arrayed themselves in their best to do fitting honour to the Princess; the balmaidens donned their holiday-attire, and Johnny Fortnight (see note 1) took care, by supplying the poor mine-girls with the latest fashions, that their appearance should be, if we may be allowed the word, splendiferous! The volunteers, too, turned out in force, and no one, looking at their trim, soldierly aspect, could have believed them to be the same miners who were wont to emerge each evening through a hole in the earth, red as lobsters, wet, ragged, and befouled  in a word, surrounded by a halo of dishevelment, indicative of their rugged toils in the regions below.

Everywhere the people turned out to line the roads, and worthily receive the expected visitors, and great was the cheering when they arrived, accompanied by the Duke and Duchess of Sutherland, the Earl of Mount Edgecumbe, Lady de Grey, Lord and Lady Vivian, General Knollys, and others, but louder still was the cheer when the Princess rode down the steep descent to the cliffs in a donkey-carriage.

The Botallack cliffs themselves, however, were the central point, not only of the interest, but of the grandeur of the scene, for here were presented such a view and combination as are not often witnessed  nature in one of her wildest aspects, combined with innumerable multitudes of human beings swayed by one feeling of enthusiastic loyalty. Above, on every attainable point, projection, and eminence, men and women clustered like gay flies on the giant cliffs, leaving immense gaps here and there, where no foot might venture save that of a bird. Midway, on the face of the precipice, clung the great beams and supports of the Boscawen Diagonal Shaft, with the little gig perched on them and the royal party seated therein, facing the entrance to the black abyss  the Princess arrayed in a white flannel cloak trimmed with blue, and a straw hat with a blue ribbon round it, and the Prince clad in miners costume. Underneath, a dizzy depth to gaze down, lay the rugged boulders of the shore, with the spray of the Atlantic springing over them.

Deafening was the cheer when the gig at last entered the shaft and disappeared, and intense the anxiety of the vast multitude as they watched the descent  in imagination, of course, for nothing could be seen but the tight wire-rope uncoiling its endless length, and disappearing like a thin snake down the jaws of some awful sea-monster that had climbed so far up the cliffs to meet and devour it! Now they are at the shore; now passing under the sea; fairly under it by this time; a few minutes more and they have reached the spot where yonder seagull is now wheeling above the waves, wondering what new species of bird has taken possession of its native cliffs. Five minutes are passed  yet still descending rapidly! They must be half a mile out from the land now  half of a mile out on the first part of a submarine tunnel to America! Old England is on the lee, but they are very much the reverse of afloat; solid rock is above, on either side and below  so close to them that the elbows must not be allowed to protrude over the edge of their car, nor the head be held too high. Here even royalty must stoop  not that we would be understood to imply that royalty cannot stoop elsewhere. Those who dwell in Highland cottages could contradict us if we did! Presently the rope slows  the lower depths are reached, and now for some time there is patient waiting, for it is understood that they are examining the levels, where the stout men of Cornwall tear out the solid rock in quest of copper and tin.

After a time the thin snake begins to ascend; they are coming up now, but not so fast as they went down. It is about ten minutes before the gig emerges from that black hole and bears the Prince and Princess once more into the light of day.

Yes, it was a great day for Botallack, and it will dwell long in the memories of those who witnessed it  especially of that fortunate captain of the mine who had the honour of conducting the Princess on the occasion, and of whose enthusiasm in recalling the event, and in commenting on her intelligence and condescension, we can speak from personal observation.

But, reader, you will say, What has all this to do with our story?

Nothing  we admit it frankly  nothing whatever in a direct way; nevertheless, indirectly, the narrative may possibly arouse in you greater interest in the mine down which we are about to conduct you  not by the same route as that taken by the Prince and Princess (for the Boscawen Shaft did not exist at the period of our tale), but by one much more difficult and dangerous, as you shall see.

Before we go, however, permit us to add to the offence of digression, by wandering still further out of our direct road. There are a few facts regarding Botallack and mining operations, without a knowledge of which you will be apt at times to misunderstand your position.

Let us suppose that a mine has been already opened; that a lode  that is, a vein of quartz with metal in it  has been discovered cropping out of the earth, and that it has been dug down upon from above, and dug in upon from the sea-cliffs. A shaft has been sunk  in other words, a hole excavated  let us say, two or three hundred yards inland, to a depth of some forty or fifty fathoms,  near the sea-level. This shaft is perhaps nine feet by six wide. The lode, being a layer of quartz, sometimes slopes one way, sometimes another, and is occasionally perpendicular. It also varies in its run or direction a little here and there, like a wildish horse, being sometimes met by other lodes, which, like bad companions, divert it from the straight course. Unlike bad companions, however, they increase its value at the point of meeting by thickening it. Whatever course the lode takes, the miner conscientiously follows suit. His shaft slopes much, little, or not at all, according to the lie of the lode.

It is an ancient truism that water must find its level. Owing to this law, much water accumulates in the shaft, obliging the miner to erect an engine-house and provide a powerful pumping-engine with all its gear, at immense cost, to keep the works dry as he proceeds. He then goes to the shore, and there, in the face of the perpendicular cliff, a little above the sea-level, he cuts a horizontal tunnel about six feet high by three broad, and continues to chisel and blast away the solid rock until he drives his tunnel a quarter of a mile inland, which he will do at a rate varying from two to six feet per week, according to the hardness of the rock, until he reaches the shaft and thus provides an easy and inexpensive passage for the water without pumping. This tunnel or level he calls the Adit level. But his pumping-engine is by no means rendered useless, for it has much to do in hauling ore to the surface, etcetera. In process of time, the miner works away all the lode down to the sea-level, and must sink the shaft deeper  perhaps ten or twenty fathoms  where new levels are driven horizontally on the lode, and water accumulates which must be pumped up to the Adit level, whence it escapes to the sea.

Thus down, down, he goes, sinking his shaft and driving his levels on  that is, always following the lode ad infinitum. Of course he must stop before reaching the other side of the world! At the present time Botallack has progressed in that direction to a depth of 245 fathoms. To those who find a difficulty in realising what depth that really is, we would observe that it is equal to more than three and a half times the height of St. Pauls Cathedral in London, nearly four times the height of St. Rollox chimney in Glasgow, and considerably more than twice the height, from the plain, of Arthurs Seat, near Edinburgh.

When the levels have been driven a considerable distance from the shaft, the air naturally becomes bad from want of circulation. To remedy this evil, holes, or short shafts, called winzes, are sunk at intervals from the upper to the lower levels. These winzes are dangerous traps for the unwary or careless, extending frequently to a depth of ten or fifteen fathoms, and being bridged across by one or two loose planks. Ladders are fixed in many of them to facilitate progress through the mine. When a miner drives the end of his level so far that the air will not circulate, a new winze is usually sunk down to him from the level above. The circulation is thus extended, and the levels progress further and further right and left until they occupy miles of ground. The levels and shafts of Botallack, if put together, would extend to not less than forty miles, and the superficial space of ground, on and beneath which the mine lies, is above 260 acres.

When the lode is rich, and extends upwards or downwards, it is cut away from between levels, in a regular systematic manner, strong beams being placed to support temporary platforms, on which the miners may stand and work as they ascend. When they have cut all the lode away up to the level above them, a false timber bottom is made to replace the rocky bottom of the level which is being removed. Thus, in traversing the old workings of a mine one suddenly comes to great caverns, very narrow, but of such immense height above and depth below that the rays of your candle cannot penetrate the darkness. In such places the thick short beams that were used by the old miners are seen extending from side to side of the empty space, disappearing in dim perspective. Woe betide the man who stumbles off his narrow plank, or sets his foot on an insecure beam in such places! Where such workings are in progress, the positions of the miners appear singularly wild and insecure. The men stand in the narrow chasm between the granite walls above each others heads, slight temporary platforms alone preserving them from certain death, and the candles of those highest above you twinkling like stars in a black sky.

In these underground regions of Botallack, above three hundred men and boys are employed, some of whom work occasionally by night as well as by day. On the surface about two hundred men, women, and boys are employed dressing the ore, etcetera.

Other mines there are in the great mining centres of Cornwall  Redruth, St. Just, St. Austell, and Helston, which are well worthy of note  some of them a little deeper, and some richer than Botallack. But we profess not to treat of all the Cornish mines; our object is to describe one as a type of many, if not all, and as this one runs farthest out beneath the sea, is deeper than most of the others, and richer than many, besides having interesting associations, and being of venerable antiquity, we hold it to be the one most worthy of selection.

With a few briefly stated facts we shall take final leave of statistics.

As we have said, the Boscawen shaft measures 245 fathoms. The ladder-way by which the men ascend and descend daily extends to 205 fathoms. It takes a man half an hour to reach the bottom, and fully an hour to climb to the surface. There are three pumping and seven winding engines at work  the largest being of 70 horse-power. The tin raised is from 33 to 35 tons a month. The price of tin has varied from 55 pounds to 90 pounds per ton. In time past, when Botallack was more of a copper than a tin-mine, a fathom has been known to yield 100 pounds worth of ore, and a miner has sometimes broken out as much as 300 pounds worth in one month.

The mine has been worked from time immemorial. It is known to have been wrought a hundred years before it was taken by the present company, who have had it between thirty and forty years, and, under the able direction of the present manager and purser, Mr Stephen Harvey James, it has paid the shareholders more than 100,000 pounds. The profit in the year 1844 was 24,000 pounds. At the termination of one period of working it left a profit of 300,000 pounds. It has experienced many vicissitudes of fortune. Formerly it was worked for tin, and at one period (1841) was doing so badly that it was about to be abandoned, when an unlooked for discovery of copper was made, and a period of great prosperity again set in, during which many shareholders and miners made their fortunes out of Botallack.

Thus much, with a humble apology, we present to the reader, and now resume the thread of our narrative.



Note 1. The packmen are so styled because of their visits being paid fortnightly.




Chapter Eight.

Down, Down, Down.

Before descending the mine Captain Dan led Oliver to the counting-house, where he bade him undress and put on miners clothing.

Ill need a biggish suit, observed Oliver.

True, said Captain Dan; we are obliged usually to give visitors our smallest suits. You are an exception to the rule. Indeed, Im not sure that I have a pair of trousers big enough for  ah yes, by the way, here is a pair belonging to one of our captains who is unusually stout and tall; I dare say youll be able to squeeze into em.

All right, said Oliver, laughing, as he pulled on the red garments; they are wide enough round the waist, at all events. Now for a hat.

There, said the captain, handing him a white cotton skull-cap, put that on.

Why, whats this for? said Oliver.

To keep that from dirtying your head, replied the other, as he handed his companion a thick felt hat, which was extremely dirty, on the front especially, where the candle was wont to be fixed with wet clay. Now, then, attach these two candles to that button in your breast, and you are complete.  Not a bad miner to look at, said Captain Dan with a smile of approval.

The captain was already equipped in underground costume, and the dirty disreputable appearance he presented was, thought Oliver, a wonderful contrast to his sober and gentlemanly aspect on the evening of their first meeting at his uncles table.

Ill strike a light after we get down a bit  so come along, said Captain Dan, leaving the office and leading the way.

On reaching the entrance to the shaft, Oliver Trembath looked down and observed a small speck of bright light in the black depths.

A man coming up  wait a bit, said the captain in explanation.

Presently a faint sound of slow footsteps was heard; they grew gradually more distinct, and ere long the head and shoulders of a man emerged from the hole. Perspiration was trickling down his face, and painting him, streakily, with iron rust and mud. All his garments were soaking. He sighed heavily on reaching the surface, and appeared to inhale the fresh air with great satisfaction.

Any more coming?

No, Captain Dan, replied the man, glancing with some curiosity at the tall stranger.

Now, sir, we shall descend, said the captain, entering the shaft.

Oliver followed, and at once plunged out of bright sunshine into subdued light. A descent of a few fathoms brought them to the bottom of the first ladder. It was a short one; most of the others, the captain told him, were long ones. The width of the shaft was about six feet by nine. It was nearly perpendicular, and the slope of the ladders corresponded with its width  the head of each resting against one side of it, and the foot against the other, thus forming a zigzag of ladders all the way down.

At the foot of the first ladder the light was that of deep twilight. Here was a wooden platform, and a hole cut through it, out of which protruded the head of the second ladder. The Captain struck a light, and, applying it to one of the candles, affixed the same to the front of Olivers hat. Arranging his own hat in a similar way, he continued the descent, and, in a few minutes, both were beyond the region of daylight. When they had got a short way down, probably the distance of an ordinary church-steeples height below the surface, Oliver looked up and saw the little opening far above him, shining brightly like a star. A few steps more and it vanished from view; he felt that he had for the first time in his life reached the regions of eternal night.

The shaft varied in width here and there; in most places it was very narrow  about six feet wide  but, what with cross-beams to support the sides, and prevent soft parts from falling in, and other obstructions, the space available for descent was often not more than enough to permit of a man squeezing past.

A damp smell pervaded the air, and there was a strange sense of contraction and confinement, so to speak, which had at first an unpleasant effect on Oliver. The silence, when both men paused at a ladder-foot to trim candles or to rest a minute, was most profound, and there came over the young doctor a sensation of being buried alive, and of having bid a final farewell to the upper earth, the free air, and the sunshine, as they went down, down, down to the depths below.

At last they reached a level or gallery, by which the ladder-shaft communicated with the pump-shaft.

Here Captain Dan paused and trimmed Olivers candle, which he had thrust inadvertently against a beam, and broken in two.

You have to mind your head here, sir, said the captain, with a quiet smile; tis a good place to learn humility.

Oliver could scarce help laughing aloud as he gazed at his guide, for, standing as he did with the candle close to his face, his cheeks, nose, chin, forehead, and part of the brim of his hat and shoulders were brought into brilliant light, while the rest of him was lost in the profound darkness of the level behind, and the flame of his candle rested above his head like the diadem of some aristocratic gnome.

How far down have we come? inquired Oliver.

About eighty fathoms, said the captain; we shall now go along this level and get into the pump-shaft, by which we can descend to the bottom. Take care of your feet and head as you go, for youll be apt to run against the rocks that hang down, and the winzes are dangerous.

And pray what are winzes? asked Oliver as he stumbled along in the footsteps of his guide, over uneven ground covered with débris. Ah! hallo! stop!

Whats wrong? said the captain, looking back, and holding up his candle to Olivers face.

Candle gone again, captain; Ive run my head on that rock. Lucky for me that your mining hats are so thick and hard, for I gave it a butt that might have done credit to an ox.

I told you to mind your head, said Captain Dan, relighting the candle; you had better carry it in your hand in the levels, it will light your path better. Look out now  here is a winze.

The captain pointed to a black yawning hole, about six or seven feet in diameter, which was bridged across by a single plank.

How deep does it go? asked the youth, holding up his candle and peering in; I cant see the bottom.

I dare say not, said the captain, for the bottom is ten fathoms down, at the next level.

And are all the winzes bridged with a single plank in this way?

Why, no, some of em have two or three planks, but theyre quite safe if you go steady.

And, pray, how many such winzes are there in the mine? asked Oliver.

Couldnt say exactly, without thinkin a bit, replied the captain; but there are a great number of em  little short of a hundred, I should say  for we have a good many miles of levels in Botallack, which possesses an underground geography as carefully measured and mapped out as that of the surface.

And what would happen, asked Oliver, with an expression of half-simulated anxiety, if you were to fall down a winze and break your neck, and my candle were to get knocked or blown out, leaving me to find my way out of a labyrinth of levels pierced with holes sixty feet deep?

Well, its hard to say, replied Captain Dan with much simplicity.

Go on, said Oliver, pursing his lips with a grim smile, as he followed his leader across the narrow bridge.

Captain Dan continued his progress until he reached the pump-shaft, the proximity of which was audibly announced by the slow ascent and descent of a great wooden beam, which was styled the pump-rod. Alongside, and almost touching it, for space was valuable there, and had to be economised, was the iron pipe  nearly a foot in diameter  which conveyed the water from the mine to the Adit level.

The slow-heaving plunge, of about ten feet in extent, and the sough or sigh of the great beam, with the accompanying gurgle of water in the huge pipe, were sounds that seemed horribly appropriate to the subterranean scene. One could have imagined the mine to be a living giant in the last throes of death by drowning. But these were only one half of the peculiarities of the place. On the other side of the shaft an arrangement of beams and partially broken boards formed the traversing ways or tube, up which were drawn the kibbles  these last being large iron buckets used for lifting ore to the surface.

In the present day, machinery being more perfect, the ancient kibble has been to some extent supplanted by skips, or small trucks with wheels (in some cases iron boxes with guiding-rods), which are drawn up smoothly, and without much tear and wear; but in the rough times of which we write, the sturdy kibble used to go rattling up the shaft with deafening noise, dinting its thick sides, and travelling with a jovial free-and-easy swing that must have added considerably to the debit side of the account of working expenses. Between the pump-rod and the kibble-way there was just room for the ladders upon which Captain Dan, followed by Oliver, now stepped. This shaft was very wet, water dropped and spirted about in fine spray everywhere, and the rounds of the ladders were wet and greasy with much-squeezed slime.

It would seem as though the kibbles had known that a stranger was about to descend and had waited for him, for no sooner did Oliver get on the ladder than they began to move  the one to ascend full, and the other to descend empty.

Whats that? exclaimed Oliver.

Its only the kibbles, replied Captain Dan.

Before the captain could explain what kibbles were, these reckless buckets met, with a bang, close to Olivers cheek, and rebounded on the beams that protected him from their fury. Naturally the young man shrank a little from a noise so loud and so near. He was at once scraped down on the other side by the pump-rod! Drawing himself together as much as possible, and feeling for once the disadvantage of being a large man, he followed his leader down, down, ever down, into the profounder depths below.

All this time they had not met with a miner, or with any sign of human life  unless the pump and kibbles could be regarded as such  for they had been hitherto traversing the old levels and workings of the mine, but at last, during one of their pauses, they heard the faint sound of chip, chip, chip, in the far distance.

Miners? inquired Oliver.

Captain Dan nodded, and said they would now leave the shaft and go to where the men were at work. He cautioned his companion again to have regard to his head, and to mind his feet. As they proceeded, he stopped ever and anon to point out some object of peculiar interest.

Theres a considerable space above and below you here, sir, said the captain, stopping suddenly in a level which was not more than three feet wide.

Oliver had been so intent on his feet, and mindful of the winzes, that he had failed to observe the immense black opening overhead. It extended so high above him, and so far forward and backward in the direction of the level, that its boundaries were lost in an immensity of profoundly dark space. The rocky path was also lost to view, both before and behind them, so that the glare of their lights on the metallic walls rendered the spot on which they stood a point of brilliancy in the midst of darkness. Only part of a great beam was visible here and there above them, as if suspended in the gloom to render its profundity more apparent.

This, Captain Dan explained, was the space that had once been occupied by a rich lode of ore, all of which had been removed years ago, to the great commercial advantage of a past generation.

Soon after passing this the captain paused at a deep cutting in the rock, and, looking sadly at it for a few minutes, said, It was here that poor Trevool lost his life. He was a good lad, but careless, and used to go rattling along the levels with his light in his hat and his thoughts among the stars, instead of carrying the light in his hand and looking to his feet. He fell down that winze and broke his back. When we got him up to grass he was alive, but he never spoke another word, and died the same night.

Poor fellow! said Oliver; I suppose your men have narrow escapes sometimes.

They have, sir, but its most always owin to carelessness. There was a cousin of that very lad Trevool who was buried with a comrade by the falling in of a shaft and came out alive. I was there at the time and helped to dig him out.

Captain Dan here stopped, and, sticking his candle against the wet wall of the mine, sat down on a piece of rock, while our hero stood beside him. You see, said he, we were sinking a shaft, or rather reopening an old one, at the time, and Harvey, that was the mans name, was down working with a comrade. They came to a soft bit o ground, an as they cut through it they boarded it up with timbers across to prevent it slipping, but they did the work hastily. After they had cut down some fathoms below it, the boarding gave way, and down the whole thing went, boards, timbers, stones, and rubbish, on their heads. We made sure they were dead, but set to, nevertheless, to dig them out as fast as possible  turning as many hands to the work as could get at it. At last we came on them, and both were alive, and not very much hurt! The timbers and planks had fallen over them in such a way as to keep the stones and rubbish off. I had a talk with old Harvey the other day on this very subject. He told me that he was squeezed flat against the side of the shaft by the rubbish which buried him, and that he did not lose consciousness for a moment. A large stone had stuck right above his head, and this probably saved him. He heard us digging down to him, he said, and when we got close he sang out to hold on, as the shovel was touching him. Sure enough this was the case, for the next shovelful of rubbish that was lifted revealed the top of his head! We cleared the way to his mouth as carefully as we could, and then gave him a drop of brandy before going on with the work of excavation. His comrade was found in a stooping position, and was more severely bruised than old Harvey, but both of them lived to tell the tale of their burial, and to thank God for their deliverance. Yes, continued the captain, detaching his candle from the wall and resuming his walk, we have narrow escapes sometimes.  Look here, doctor, did you ever see a rock like that?

Captain Dan pointed to a place in the side of the rocky wall which was grooved and cut as if with a huge gouge or chisel, and highly polished. It was never cut by man in that fashion; we found it as you see it, and theres many of em in the mine. We call em slinking slides.

The marks must have been caused when the rocks were in a state of partial fusion, observed Oliver, examining the place with much curiosity.

I dont know as to that, sir, said the captain, moving on, but there they are, and some of em polished to that extent you could almost see your face in em.

On turning the corner of a jutting rock a light suddenly appeared, revealing a pair of large eyes and a double row of teeth, as it were gleaming out of the darkness. On drawing nearer, this was discovered to be a miner, whose candle was at some little distance, and only shone on him partially.

Well, Jack, whats doing? asked the captain.

The man cast a disconsolate look on a large mass of rock which lay in the middle of the path at his feet. He had been only too successful in his last blasting, and had detached a mass so large that he could not move it.

Its too hard for to break, Captain Dan.

Better get it into the truck, said the captain.

Cant lift it, sur, said the man, who grudged to go through the tedious process of boring it for a second blast.

You must get it out o that, Jack, at all events. It wont do to let it lie there, said the captain, passing on, and leaving the miner to get out of his difficulty as best he might.

A few minutes more and they came on a pare of men (in other words, a band of two or more men working together) who were stopeing-in the back of the level, as they termed the process of cutting upwards into the roof.

Theres a fellow in a curious place! said Oliver, peering up through an irregular hole, in which a man was seen at work standing on a plank supported by a ladder. He was chiselling with great vigour at the rock over his head, and immediately beyond him another man stood on a plank supported by a beam of timber, and busily engaged in a similar occupation. Both men were stripped to the waist, and panted at their toil. The little chamber or cavern in which they worked was brilliantly illuminated by their two candles, and their athletic figures stood out, dark and picturesque, against the light glistering walls.

A curious place, and a singular man! observed the captain; that fellows family is not a small one.  Hallo! James Martin.

Hallo! Captain Dan, replied the miner, looking down.

How many children have you had?

How many childn say ee?

Ay, how many?

Ive had nineteen, sur, an theres eight of em alive. Seven of em came in three year an six months, sur  three doubles an a single, but them uns are all gone dead, sur.

How old are you, Jim?

Forty-seven, sur.

Your brother Tom is at work here, isnt he?

Iss, in the south level, drivin the end.

How many children has Tom had, Jim?

Seventeen, sur, an seven of ems alive; but Toms only thirty-eight years old, sur. (See note 1.)

Good-morning, Jim.

Good-morning, Captain Dan, replied the sturdy miner, resuming his work.

Good specimens of men these, said the captain, with a quiet smile, to Oliver. Of course I dont mean to say that all the miners hereabouts are possessed of such large families  nevertheless there are, as I dare say you have observed, a good many children in and about St. Just!

Proceeding onward they diverged into a branch level, where a number of men were working overhead; boring holes into the roof and burrowing upwards. They all drove onwards through flinty rock by the same slow and toilsome process that has already been described  namely, by chipping with the pick, driving holes with the borer, and blasting with gunpowder.

As the Captain and Oliver traversed this part of the mine they had occasionally to squeeze past small iron trucks which stood below holes in the sides of the level, down which ever and anon masses of ore and débris came from the workings above with a hard crashing noise. The ore was rich with tin, but the metal was invisible to any but trained eyes. To Oliver Trembath the whole stuff appeared like wet rubbish.

Suddenly a low muffled report echoed through the cavernous place. It was followed by five or six similar reports in succession.

They are blasting, said Captain Dan.

As he spoke, the thick muddy shoes and brick-dust legs of a man appeared coming down the hole that had previously discharged ore. The man himself followed his legs, and, alighting thereon, saluted Captain Dan with a free-and-easy Good-morning. Another man followed him; from a different part of the surrounding darkness a third made his appearance, and others came trooping in, until upwards of a dozen of them were collected in the narrow tunnel, each with his tallow candle in his hand or hat, so that the place was lighted brilliantly. They were all clad in loose, patched, and ragged clothes. All were of a uniform rusty-red colour, each with his broad bosom bared, and perspiration trickling down his besmeared countenance.

Here, however, the uniformity of their appearance ended, for they were of all sizes and characters. Some were robust and muscular; some were lean and wiry; some were just entering on manhood, with the ruddy hue of health shining through the slime on their smooth faces; some were in the prime of life, pale from long working underground, but strong, and almost as hard as the iron with which they chiselled the rocks. Others were growing old, and an occasional cough told that the miners complaint had begun its fatal undermining of the long-enduring, too-long-tried human body. There were one or two whose iron constitutions had resisted the evil influences of wet garments, bad air, and chills, and who, with much of the strength of manhood, and some of the colour of youth, were still plying their hammers in old age. But these were rare specimens of vigour and longevity; not many such are to be found in Botallack mine. The miners working life is a short one, and comparatively few of those who begin it live to a healthy old age. Little boys were there, too, diminutive but sturdy urchins, miniature copies of their seniors, though somewhat dirtier; proud as peacocks because of being permitted at so early an age to accompany their fathers or brothers underground, and their bosoms swelling with that stern Cornish spirit of determination to face and overcome great difficulties, which has doubtless much to do with the excessive development of chest and shoulder for which Cornish miners, especially those of St. Just, are celebrated. (See note 2.)

It turned out that the men had all arranged to fire their holes at the same hour, and assemble in a lower level to take lunch, or, as they term it, kroust, while the smoke should clear away. This rendered it impossible for the captain to take his young companion further into the workings at that part of the mine, so they contented themselves with a chat with the men. These sat down in a row, and, each man unrolling a parcel containing a pasty or a thick lump of cake with currants in it, commenced the demolition thereof with as much zeal as had previously been displayed in the demolition of the rock. This frugal fare was washed down with water drawn from little flat barrels or canteens, while they commented lightly, grumblingly, or laughingly, according to temperament, on the poor condition of the lode at which they wrought. We have already said that in mining, as in other things, fortune fluctuates, and it was hard times with the men of Botallack at that period.

Before they had proceeded far with their meal, one of the pale-faced men began to cough.

Smokes a-coming down, he said.

We shall ave to move, then, observed another.

The pouring in of gunpowder smoke here set two or three more a-coughing, and obliged them all to rise and seek for purer  perhaps it were better to say less impure  air in another part of the level, where the draught kept the smoke away. Here, squatting down on heaps of wet rubbish, and sticking their candles against the damp walls, they continued their meal, and here the captain and Oliver left them, retraced their steps to the foot of the shaft, and began the ascent to the surface, or, in mining parlance, began to return to grass.

Up, up, up  the process now was reversed, and the labour increased tenfold. Up they went on these nearly perpendicular and interminable ladders, slowly, for they had a long journey before them; cautiously, for Oliver had a tendency to butt his head against beams, and knock his candle out of shape; carefully, for the rounds of the ladders were wet and slimy and a slip of foot or hand might in a moment have precipitated them into the black gulf below; and pantingly, for strength of limb and lung could not altogether defy the influence of such a prolonged and upright climb.

If Oliver Trembath felt, while descending, as though he should never reach the bottom, he felt far more powerfully as if reaching the top were an event of the distant future  all the more that the muscles of his arms and legs, unused to the peculiar process, were beginning to feel rather stiff. This feeling, however, soon passed away, and when he began to grow warm to the work, his strength seemed to return and to increase with each step  a species of revival of vigour in the midst of hard toil with which probably all strong men are acquainted.

Up they went, ladder after ladder, squeezing through narrow places, rubbing against wet rocks and beams, scraping against the boarding of the kibble-shaft, and being scraped by the pump-rods until both of them were as wet and red and dirty as any miner below.

As he advanced, Oliver began to take note of the places he had passed on the way down, and so much had he seen and thought during his sojourn underground, that, when he reached the level where he first came upon the noisy kibbles, and made acquaintance with the labouring pump-rod, he almost hailed the spot as an old familiar landmark of other days!

A circumstance occurred just then which surprised him not a little, and tended to fix this locality still more deeply on his memory. While he was standing in the level, waiting until the captain should relight and trim his much and oft bruised candle, the kibbles began their noisy motion. This was nothing new now, but at the same time the shout of distant voices was heard, as if the gnomes held revelry in their dreary vaults. They drew gradually nearer, and Oliver could distinguish laughter mingled with the sound of rapidly approaching footsteps.

Foolish lads! ejaculated Captain Dan with a smile, and an expression that proved he took some interest in the folly, whatever it might be.

What is it? inquired Oliver.

They are racing to the kibble. Look and you shall see, replied the other.

Just then a man who had outrun his comrades appeared at the place where the level joined the shaft, just opposite. Almost at the same moment the kibble appeared flying upwards. The miner leaped upon it, caught and clung to the chain as it passed, and shouted a defiant adieu to his less fortunate comrades, who arrived just in time to witness him disappear upwards in this rapid manner to grass.

Thats the way the young ones risk their lives, said the captain, shaking his head remonstratively; if that young fellow had missed the kibble he would have been dashed to pieces at the bottom of the shaft.

Again Captain Dan said Foolish lads, and shook his head so gravely that Oliver could not help regarding him with the respect due to a sedate, fatherly sort of man; but Oliver was young and unsophisticated, and did not know at the time that the captain had himself been noted in his youth as an extremely reckless and daring fellow, and that a considerable spice of the daring remained in him still!

Diverging to the right at this point Captain Dan led Oliver to an old part of the mine, where there were a couple of men opening up and extending one of the old levels. Their progress here was very different from what it had been. Evidently the former miners had not thought it worth their while to open up a wide passage for themselves, and Oliver found it necessary to twist his broad shoulders into all sorts of positions to get them through.

The first level they came to in this part was not more than three feet high at the entrance.

A man cant hold his head very high here, sir, said his guide.

Truly no, it is scarce high enough for my legs to walk in without any body above them, said Oliver. However, lead the way, and I will follow.

The captain stooped and made his way through a winding passage where the roof was so low in many places that they were obliged to bend quite double, and the back and neck of the young doctor began to feel the strain very severely. There were, however, a few spots where the roof rose a little, affording temporary relief. Presently they came to the place where the men were at work. The ground was very soft here; the men were cutting through soft granite!  a condition of the stone which Oliver confessed he had never expected to see. Here the lights burned very badly.

What can be the matter with it? said Oliver, stopping for the third time to trim the wick of his candle.

Captain Dan smiled as he said, You asked me, last night, to take you into one of the levels where the air was bad  now here you are, with the air so bad that the candle will hardly burn. It will be worse before night.

But I feel no disagreeable sensation, said Oliver. Possibly not, because you are not quite so sensitive as the flame of a candle, but if you remain here a few hours it will tell upon you. Here are the men  you can ask them.

The two men were resting when they approached. One was old, the other middle-aged. Both were hearty fellows, and communicative. The old one, especially, was ruddy in complexion and pretty strong.

You look well for an old miner, said Oliver; what may be your age?

About sixty, sur.

Indeed! you are a notable exception to the rule. How comes it that you look so fresh?

Cant say, sur, replied the old man with a peculiar smile; few miners live to my time of life, much less do they go underground. Praps its because I neither drink nor smoke. Tom there, now, he added, pointing to his comrade with his thumb, he aint forty yit, but hes so pale as a ghost; though he is strong nuff.

And do you neither drink nor smoke, Tom? inquired Oliver.

Well, sur, I both smokes and drinks, but I do take em in moderation, said Tom.

Are you married? asked Oliver, turning again to the old man.

Iss, got a wife at hum, an had six childn.

Dont you find this bad air tell on your health? he continued.

Iss, sur. After six or seven hours I do feel my head like to split, an my stummik as if it wor on fire; but what can us do? we must live, you knaw.

Bidding these men goodbye, the captain and Oliver went down to another level, and then along a series of low galleries, in some of which they had to advance on their hands and knees, and in one of them, particularly, the accumulation of rubbish was so great, and the roof so low, that they could only force a passage through by wriggling along at full length like snakes. Beyond this they found a miner and a little boy at work; and here Captain Dan pointed out to his companion that the lodes of copper and tin were rich. Glittering particles on the walls and drops of water hanging from points and crevices, with the green, purple, and yellow colours around, combined to give the place a brilliant metallic aspect.

Youd better break off a piece of ore here, said Captain Dan.

Oliver took a chisel and hammer from the miner, and applying them to the rock, spent five minutes in belabouring it with scarcely any result.

If it were not that I fear to miss the chisel and hit my knuckles, he said, I think I could work more effectively.

As he spoke he struck with all his force, and brought down a large piece, a chip of which he carried away as a memorial of his underground ramble.

The man is going to fire the hole, said Captain Dan; youd better wait and see it.

The hole was sunk nearly two feet deep diagonally behind a large mass of rock that projected from the side of the level. It was charged with gunpowder, and filled up with tamping or pounded granite, Then the miner lighted the fuse and hastened away, giving the usual signal, Fire! The others followed him to a safe distance, and awaited the result. In a few minutes there was a loud report, a bright blinding flash, and a concussion of the air which extinguished two of the candles. Immediately a crash followed, as the heavy mass of rock was torn from its bed and hurled to the ground.

Thats the way we raise tin and copper, said Captain Dan; now, doctor, we had better return, if you would not be left in darkness, for our candles are getting low.

Did you ever travel underground in the dark? inquired Oliver.

Not often, but I have done it occasionally. Once, in particular, I went down the main shaft in the dark, and gave a miner an awful fright. I had to go down in haste at the time, and, not having a candle at hand, besides being well acquainted with the way, I hurried down in the dark. It so chanced that a man named Sampy had got his light put out when about to ascend the shaft, and, as he also was well acquainted with the way, he did not take the trouble to relight. There was a good deal of noise in consequence of the pump being at work. When I had got about half-way down I put my foot on something that felt soft. Instantly there was uttered a tremendous yell, and my legs at the same moment were seized by something from below. My heart almost jumped out of my mouth at this, but as the yell was repeated it flashed across me I must have trod on some ones fingers, so I lifted my foot at once, and then a voice, which I knew to be that of Sampy, began to wail and lament miserably.

Hope I havent hurt ee, Sampy? said I.

Aw dear! aw dear! aw, my dear! was all that poor Sampy could reply.

Let us go up, my son, said I, and well strike a light.

So up we went to the next level, where I got hold of the poor lads candle and lighted it.

Aw, my dear! said Sampy, looking at his fingers with a rueful countenance; thee have scat em all in jowds.

Pray, interrupted Oliver, what may be the meaning of scat em all in jowds?

Broke em all in pieces, replied Captain Dan; but he was wrong, for no bones were broken, and the fingers were all right again in the course of a few days. Sampy got a tremendous fright, however, and he was never known to travel underground without a light after that.

Continuing to retrace their steps, Captain Dan and Oliver made for the main shaft. On the way they came to another of those immense empty spaces where a large lode had been worked away, and nothing left in the dark narrow void but the short beams which had supported the working stages of the men. Here Oliver, looking down through a hole at his feet, saw several men far below him. They were at work on the end in three successive tiers  above each others heads.

Youve seen two of these men before, said Captain Dan.

Have I?

Yes, they are local preachers. The last time you saw the upper one, said Captain Dan with a smile, you were seated in the Wesleyan chapel, and he was in the pulpit dressed like a gentleman, and preaching as eloquently as if he had been educated at college and trained for the ministry.

I should like very much to go down and visit them, said Oliver.

Tis a difficult descent. There are no ladders. Will your head stand stepping from beam to beam, and can you lower yourself by a chain?

Ill try, said Oliver.

Without more words Captain Dan left the platform on which they had been walking, and, descending through a hole, led his companion by the most rugged way he had yet attempted. Sometimes they slid on their heels down places that Oliver would not have dreamed of attempting without a guide; at other times they stepped from beam to beam, with unknown depths below them.

Have a care here, sir, said the captain, pausing before a very steep place. I will go first and wait for you.

So saying, he seized a piece of old rusty chain that was fastened into the rock, and swung himself down. Then, looking up, he called to Oliver to follow.

The young doctor did so, and, having cautiously lowered himself a few yards, he reached a beam, where he found the captain holding up his candle, and regarding him with some anxiety. Captain Dan appeared as if suspended in mid-air. Opposite to him, in the distance, the two local preachers were hard at work with hammer and chisel, while far below, a miner could be seen coming along the next level, and pushing an iron truck full of ore before him.

A few more steps and slides, and then a short ascent, and Oliver stood beside the man who had preached the previous Sunday. He worked with another miner, and was red, ragged, and half-clad, like all the rest, and the perspiration was pouring over his face, which was streaked with slime. Very unlike was he at that time to the gentlemanly youth who had held forth from the pulpit. Oliver had a long chat with him, and found that he aspired to enter the ministry, and had already passed some severe examinations. He was self-taught, having procured the loan of books from his minister and some friends who were interested in him. His language and manners were those of a gentleman, yet he had had no advantages beyond his fellows.

My friend there, sir, also hopes to enter the ministry, said the miner, pointing, as he spoke, to a gap between the boards on which he stood.

Oliver looked down, and there beheld a stalwart young man, about a couple of yards under his feet, wielding a hammer with tremendous vigour. His light linen coat was open, displaying his bared and muscular bosom.

What! is he a local preacher also?

He is, sir, said the miner, with a smile.

Oliver immediately descended to the stage below, and had a chat with this man also, after which he left them at their work, wondering very much at the intelligence and learning displayed by them; for he remembered that in their sermons they had, without notes, without hesitation, and without a grammatical error, entered into the most subtle metaphysical reasoning (rather too much of it indeed!), and had preached with impassioned (perhaps too impassioned) eloquence, quoting poets and prose writers, ancient and modern, with the facility of good scholars  while they urged men and women to repent and flee to Christ, with all the fervour of men thoroughly in earnest. On the other hand, he knew that their opportunities for self-education were not great, and that they had to toil in the meantime for daily bread, at the rate of about 3 pounds a month!

Following Captain Dan, Oliver soon reached the ladder-way.

While slowly and in silence ascending the ladders; they heard a sound of music above them.

Men coming down to work, singing, said the captain, as they stood on a cross-beam to listen.

The sounds at first were very faint and inexpressibly sweet. By degrees they became more distinct, and Oliver could distinguish several voices singing in harmony, keeping time to the slow measured tread of their descending steps. There seemed a novelty, and yet a strange familiarity, in the strains as they were wafted softly down upon his ear, until they drew near, and the star-like candles of the miners became visible. Their manly voices then poured forth in full strength the glorious psalm-tune called French, which is usually sung in Scotland to the beautiful psalm beginning, I to the hills will lift mine eyes.

The men stopped abruptly on encountering their captain and the stranger. Exchanging a few words with the former, they stood aside on the beams to let them pass. A little boy came last. His small limbs were as active as those of his more stalwart comrades, and he exhibited no signs of fatigue. His treble voice, too, was heard high and tuneful among the others as they continued their descent and resumed the psalm. The sweet strains retired gradually, and faded in the depths below as they had first stolen on the senses from above; and the pleasant memory of them still remained with the young doctor when he emerged from the mine through the hole at the head of the shaft, and stood once more in the blessed sunshine!



Note 1. Reader, allow us to remark that this is a fact. Indeed, we may say here, once for all, that all the important statements and incidents in this tale are facts, or founded on facts, with considerable modification, but without intentional exaggeration.

Note 2. It has been stated to us recently by a volunteer officer, that at battalion parade, when companies were equalised in numbers, the companies formed by the men of St. Just required about four paces more space to stand upon than the other volunteers. No one who visits a St. Just miner at his underground toil will require to ask the reason why.




Chapter Nine.

Treats of Difficulties to be Overcome.

One afternoon a council  we may appropriately say of war  was held in St. Just. The scene of the council was the shop of Maggot, the blacksmith, and the members of it were a number of miners, the president being the worthy smith himself, who, with a sledge-hammer under his arm in the position of a short crutch, occupied the chair, if we may be allowed so to designate the raised hearth of the forge.

The war with poverty had not been very successfully waged of late, and, at the time of which we write, the enemy had apparently given the miners a severe check, in the way of putting what appeared to be an insuperable obstacle in their path.

Now, lads, said Maggot, with a slap on the leathern apron that covered his knees, this is the way on it, an do ee be quiet and hould yer tongues while I do spaik.

The other men, of whom there were nearly a dozen, nodded and said, Go on, booy; thees knaw tin, sure; by which expression they affirmed their belief that the blacksmith was a very knowing fellow.

You do tell me that youve come so close to water that youre fraid to go on? Is that so?

Iss, iss, responded the others.

Well, Ill hole into the house, ef you do agree to give un a good pitch, said Maggot.

Agreed, one and all, cried the miners.

In order that the reader may understand the drift of this conversation, it is necessary to explain that the indefatigable miner, David Trevarrow, whom we have already introduced in his submarine workshop, had, according to his plan, changed his ground, and transferred his labour to a more hopeful part of the mine.

For some time previous the men had been at work on a lode which was very promising, but they were compelled to cease following it, because it approached the workings of an old part of the mine which was known to be full of water. To tap this old part, or as the miners expressed it, to hole into this house of water, was, they were well aware, an exceedingly dangerous operation. The part of the mine to which we allude was not under the sea, but back a little from the shore, and was not very deep at that time. The adit  or water-conducting  level by which the spot was reached commenced at the cliffs, on a level with the seashore, and ran into the interior until it reached the old mine, about a quarter of a mile inland. Here was situated the house, which was neither more nor less than a number of old shafts and levels filled with water. As they had approached the old mine its near proximity was made disagreeably evident by the quantity of moisture that oozed through the crevices in the rocks  moisture which ere long took the form of a number of tiny rills  and at last began to spirt out from roof and sides in such a way that the miners became alarmed, and hesitated to continue to work in a place where they ran the most imminent risk of being suddenly drowned and swept into the sea, by the bursting of the rocks that still withstood the immense pressure of the confined water.

It was at this point in the undertaking that David Trevarrow went to examine the place, and made the discovery of a seam  a keenly lode  which had such a promising appearance that the anxiety of the miners to get rid of this obstructive house was redoubled.

It was at this point, too, that the council of which we write was held, in order to settle who should have the undesirable privilege of constituting the forlorn hope in their subterranean assault.

Maggot, who was known to be one of the boldest, and, at the same time, one of the most utterly reckless, men in St. Just, was appealed to in the emergency, and, as we have seen, offered to attack the enemy single-handed, on condition that the miners should give him a pitch of the good lode they had found  that is, give him the right to work out a certain number of fathoms of ore for himself.

They agreed to this, but one of them expressed some doubt as to Maggots courage being equal to the occasion.

To this remark Maggot vouchsafed no other reply than a frown, but his friend and admirer John Cock exclaimed in supreme contempt, What! Maggot afeard to do it! aw, my dear, hould tha tongue.

But he havent bin to see the place, urged the previous speaker.

No, my son, said Maggot, turning on the man with a look of pity, but he can go an see it. Come, lads, lev us go an see this place of danger.

The miners rose at once as Maggot threw his forehammer on a heap of coals, put on his hat, and strode out of the forge with a reckless fling. A few minutes sufficed to bring them to the beach at the mouth of the adit.

It was a singularly wild spot, close under those precipitous cliffs on which some of the picturesque buildings of Botallack mine are perched  a sort of narrow inlet or gorge which from its form is named the Narrow Zawn. There was nothing worthy of the name of a beach at the place, save a little piece of rugged ground near the adit mouth, which could be reached only by a zigzag path on the face of the almost perpendicular precipice.

Arrived here, each man lighted a candle, wrapped the customary piece of wet clay round the middle of it, and entered the narrow tunnel. They advanced in single file, James Penrose leading. The height of the adit permitted of their walking almost upright, but the irregularity of the cuttings rendered it necessary that they should advance carefully, with special regard to their heads. In about a quarter of an hour they reached a comparatively open space  that is to say, there were several extensions of the cutting in various directions, which gave the place the appearance of being a small cavern, instead of a narrow tunnel. Here the water, which in other parts of the adit flowed along the bottom, ran down the walls and spirted in fine streams from the almost invisible crevices of the rock, thus betraying at once the proximity and the power of the pent-up water.

What thinkee now, my son? asked an elderly man who stood at Maggots elbow.

After a short pause, during which he sternly regarded the rocks before him, the smith replied, Ill do it, in the tone and with the air of a man who knows that what he has made up his mind to do is not childs play.

The question being thus settled, the miners retraced their steps and went to their several homes.

Entering his cottage, the smith found his little girl Grace busily engaged in the interesting process of nursing the baby. He seated himself in a chair by the fireside, smoked his pipe, and watched the process, while his wife busied herself in preparing the evening meal.

Oh! but the little Maggot was a big baby  a worthy representative of his father  a true chip of the old block, for he was not only fat, riotous, and muscular, but very reckless, and extremely positive. His little nurse, on the contrary, was gentle and delicate; not much bigger than the baby, although a good deal older, and she had a dreadful business of it to keep him in order. All her efforts at lifting and restraining him were somewhat akin to the exertion made by wrestlers to throw each other by main force, and her intense desire to make baby Maggot be good was repaid by severe kicks on the shins, and sundry dabs in the face with, luckily, a soft, fat pair of fists.

Sit ee quiet, now, or Ill scat oo nose, said the little nurse suddenly, with a terrible frown.

It need scarcely be said that she had not the remotest; intention of carrying out this dreadful threat to smash the little Maggots nose. She accompanied it, however, with a twist that suddenly placed the urchin in a sitting posture, much to his own surprise, for he opened his eyes very wide, drew his breath sharply, and appeared to meditate a roar. He thought better of it, however, and relapsed into goodness just as the door opened, and David Trevarrow entered.

Oh, uncle David, cried little Grace, jumping up and running towards him, do help me nuss baby.

Whats the matter with the cheeld  bad, eh? Fetch un to me and Ill cure him.

There was no necessity to fetch baby, for that obstreperous individual entertained an immense regard for Unkil Day, and was already on his fat legs staggering across the floor to him with outstretched arms. Thereafter he only required a pair of wings to make him a complete cherub.

Little Grace, relieved of her charge, at once set to work to assist her mother in household matters. She was one of those dear little earnest creatures who of their own accord act in a motherly and wifely way from their early years. To look at little Graces serious thoroughgoing face, when she chanced to pause in the midst of work, and meditate what was to be done next, one might imagine that the entire care of the household had suddenly devolved upon her shoulders. In the matter of housewifery little Grace was almost equal to big Grace, her respected mother; in downright honesty and truthfulness she greatly excelled her.

The description of Maggots household, on that evening, would be very incomplete were we to omit mention of Zackey Maggot. That young man  for man he deemed himself, and man he was, in all respects, except the trifling matters of years, size, and whiskers  that young man entered the room with his uncle, and, without deigning to change his wet red garments, sat him down at his fathers feet and caught hold of a small black kitten, which, at the time, lay sound asleep on the hearth, and began to play with it in a grave patronising way, as though his taking notice of it at all were a condescension.

That black kitten, or Chet, as it was usually styled, was accustomed to be strangled the greater part of the morning by the baby. Most of the afternoon it was worried by Zackey, and, during the intervals of torment, it experienced an unusually large measure of the vicissitudes incident to kitten life  such as being kicked out of the way by Maggot senior, or thrown or terrified out of the way by Mrs Maggot, or dashed at by stray dogs, or yelled at by passing boys. The only sunshine of its life (which was at all times liable to be suddenly clouded) was when it slept, or when little Grace put it on her soft neck, tickled its chin, and otherwise soothed its ruffled spirit, as only a loving heart knows how. A bad memory seemed to be that kittens chief blessing. A horror of any kind was no sooner past than it was straightway forgotten, and the facetious animal would advance with arched back and glaring eyes in defiance of an incursive hen, or twirl in mad hopeless career after its own miserable tail!

Tis a keenly lode, said Maggot, puffing his pipe thoughtfully.

Iss, assented David Trevarrow, also puffing his pipe, at the clouds issuing from which baby gazed with endless amazement and admiration; its worth much, but it isnt worth your life.

Sure, I aint goin to give my life fort, replied Maggot.

But youre goin to risk it, said David, an you shouldnt, for youve a wife an childn to provide for. Now, I tell ee what it is: you lev it to me. Ill hole to the house. It dont matter much what happens to me.

No, ee wont, said Maggot stoutly; what I do promise to do I will do.

But if you die? said David.

Well, what if I do? we have all to come to that some day, sooner or later.

Are you prepared to die? asked Trevarrow earnestly.

Now, David, dont ee trouble me with that. Tis all very well for the women an childn, but it dont suit me, it dont, so lev us have no more of it, booy. Ill do it to-morrow, thats fixed, so now well have a bit supper.

The tone in which Maggot said this assured David that further conversation would be useless, so he dropped the subject and sat down with the rest of the family to their evening meal.




Chapter Ten.

Shows how Maggot made a Desperate Venture, and what Flowed from it.

A wilful man must have his way is a proverb the truth of which was illustrated by the blacksmith on the following day.

David Trevarrow again attempted to dissuade him from his purpose, and reiterated his offer to go in his stead, but he failed to move him. Mrs Maggot essayed, and added tears to her suasion, as also did little Grace; but they failed too  the obdurate man would not give way. The only one of his household who did not attempt to dissuade him (excepting, of course, the baby, who cared nothing whatever about the matter) was Zackey. That urchin not only rejoiced in the failure of the others to turn his father from his purpose, but pleaded hard to be allowed to go with him, and share his danger as well as glory. This, however, was peremptorily denied to the young aspirant to fame and a premature death by drowning in a dark hole.

Early in the forenoon Maggot and his friends proceeded to the shore, where they found a number of miners and others assembled near the adit mouth  among them our hero Oliver Trembath, Mr Donnithorne, and Mr Cornish, at that time the purser and manager of Botallack mine.

The latter gentleman accosted Maggot as he came forward, and advised him to be cautious. Of course the smith gave every assurance that was required of him, and immediately prepared himself to make the dangerous experiment.

Supplying himself with a number of tallow candles, a mining hammer, and other tools, Maggot stripped to the waist, and jestingly bidding his friends farewell, entered the mouth of the tunnel, and disappeared. The adit level, or tunnel, through which he had to pass to the scene of his operations, was, as we have said, about a quarter of a mile in length, about six feet high, and two and a half feet wide. It varied in dimensions here and there, however, and was rough and irregular throughout.

For the first hundred yards or so Maggot could see well enough to grope his way by the daylight which streamed in at the entrance of the adit, but beyond this point all was intense darkness; so here he stopped, and, striking a light by means of flint, steel, and tinder, lit one of his candles. This he attached to a piece of wet clay in the usual fashion, except that he placed the clay at the lower end of the candle instead of round the middle of it. He then stuck it against the rock a little above the level of his head. Lighting another candle he advanced with it in his hand. Walking, or rather wading onward (for the stream was ankle-deep) far enough to be almost beyond the influence of the first candle, he stopped again and stuck up another. Thus, at intervals, he placed candles along the entire length of the adit, so that he might have light to guide him in his race from the water which he hoped to set free. This precaution was necessary, because, although he meant to carry a candle in his hat all the time, there was a possibility  nay, a strong probability  that it would be blown or drowned out.

Little more than a quarter of an hour brought him to the scene of his intended adventure. Here he found the water spirting out all round, much more violently than it had been the day before. He did not waste much time in consideration, having made up his mind on the previous visit as to which part of the rock he would drive the hole through. Sticking his last candle, therefore, against the driest part of the wall that could be found, he seized his tools and commenced work.

We have already said that Maggot was a strong man. As he stood there, naked to the waist, holding the borer with his left hand, and plying the hammer with all his might with the other, his great breadth of shoulder and development of muscle were finely displayed by the candlelight, which fell in brilliant gleams on parts of his frame, while the rest of him was thrown into shadow, so deep that it would have appeared black, but for the deeper shade by which it was surrounded  the whole scene presenting a grand Rembrandt effect.

It is unnecessary to say that Maggot wrought with might and main. Excited somewhat by the novelty and danger of his undertaking, he felt relieved by the violence of his exertion. He knew, besides, that the candles which were to light him on his return were slowly but surely burning down. Blow after blow resounded through the place incessantly. When the smiths right arm felt a very little wearied  it was too powerful to be soon or greatly exhausted  he shifted the hammer to his left hand, and so the work went on. Suddenly and unexpectedly the borer was driven to its head into the hole by a tremendous blow. The rock behind it had given way. Almost at the same instant a large mass of rock burst outwards, followed by a stream of water so thick and violent that it went straight at the opposite side of the cavern, against which it burst in white foam. This, rebounding back and around, rushed against roof and sides with such force that the whole place was at once deluged.

Maggot was knocked down at the first gush, but leaped up and turned to fly. Of course both candles  that in his hat as well as that which he had affixed to the wall  were extinguished, and he was at once plunged in total darkness, for the rays of the next light, although visible, were too feeble to penetrate with any effect to the extremity of the adit. Blinded by rushing water and confused by his fall, the smith mistook his direction, and ran against the side of the level with such violence that he fell again, but his sturdy frame withstood the shock, and once more he sprang to his feet and leaped along the narrow tunnel with all the energy of desperation.

Well was it for Maggot at that hour that his heart was bold and his faculties cool and collected, else then and there his career had ended. Bending forward and stooping low, he bounded away like a hunted deer, but the rush of water was so great that it rapidly gained on him, and, by concealing the uneven places in the path, caused him to stumble. His relay of candles served him in good stead; nevertheless, despite their light and his own caution, he more than once narrowly missed dashing out his brains on the low roof. On came the water after the fugitive, a mighty, hissing, vaulting torrent, filling the level behind, and leaping up on the man higher and higher as he struggled and floundered on for life. Quickly, and before quarter of the distance to the adit mouth was traversed, it gurgled up to his waist, swept him off his legs, and hurled him against projecting rocks. Once and again did he succeed in regaining his foothold, but in a moment or two the rising flood swept him down and hurled him violently onward, sporting with him on its foaming crest until it disgorged him at last, and cast him, stunned, bruised, and bleeding, on the seashore.

Of course the unfortunate mans friends had waited for him with some impatience, and great was their anxiety when the first of the flood made its appearance. When, immediately after, the battered form of their comrade was flung on the beach, they ran forward and bore him out of the stream.

Oliver Trembath being on the spot, Maggot wae at once attended to, and his wounds bound up.

Hell do; hes all right, said Oliver, on completing the work only got a few cuts and bruises, and lost a little blood, but that wont harm him.

The expression of anxiety that had appeared on the faces of those who stood around at once vanished on hearing these reassuring words.

I knawd it, said John Cock energetically. I knawd he couldnt be killed  not he.

I trust that you may be right, Oliver, said old Mr Donnithorne, looking with much concern on the pale countenance of the poor smith, who still lay stretched out, with only a slight motion of the chest to prove that the vital spark had not been altogether extinguished.

No fear of him, hes sure to come round, replied Oliver; come, lads, up with him on your backs.

He raised the smiths shoulder as he spoke. Three tall and powerful miners promptly lent their aid, and Maggot was raised shoulder-high, and conveyed up the steep, winding path that led to the top of the cliff.

It would never do to lose Maggot, murmured Mr Donnithorne, as if speaking to himself while he followed the procession beside Mr Cornish; hes far too good a

A smuggler  eh? interrupted the purser, with a laugh.

Eh, ah! did I say smuggler? cried Mr Donnithorne; surely not, for of all vices that of smuggling is one of the worst, unless it be an overfondness for the bottle. I meant to have said that he is too valuable a man for St. Just to lose  in many ways; and you know, Mr Cornish, that he is a famous wrestler  a man of whom St. Just may be justly proud.

Mr Donnithorne cast a sly glance at his companion, whom he knew to be partial to the ancient Cornish pastime of wrestling. Indeed, if report said truly, the worthy purser had himself in his youthful days been a celebrated amateur wrestler, one who had never been thrown, even although he had on more than one occasion been induced in a frolic to enter the public ring and measure his strength with the best men that could be brought against him. He was long past the time of life when men indulge in such rough play, but his tall commanding figure and huge chest and shoulders were quite sufficient to warrant the belief that what was said of him was possible, while the expression of his fine massive countenance, and the humorous glance of his clear, black eye, bore evidence that it was highly probable.

Twould be foul injustice, said the purser with a quiet laugh, if I were to deny that Maggot is a good man and true, in the matter of wrestling; nevertheless he is an arrant rogue, and defrauds the revenue woefully. But, after all he is only the cats-paw; those who employ him are the real sinners  eh, Mr Donnithorne?

Surely, surely, replied the old gentleman with much gravity; and it is to be hoped that this accident will have the effect of turning Maggot from his evil ways.

The purser could not refrain from a laugh at the hypocritical solemnity of the old gentleman, who was, he well knew, one of the very sinners whom he condemned with such righteous indignation, but their arrival at Maggots cottage prevented further conversation on the subject at that time.

Mrs Maggot, although a good deal agitated when her husbands almost inanimate and bloody form was carried in and laid on the bed, was by no means overcome with alarm. She, like the wives of St. Just miners generally, was too well accustomed to hear of accidents and to see their results, to give way to wild fears before she had learned the extent of her calamity; so, when she found that it was not serious, she dried her eyes, and busied herself in attending to all the little duties which the occasion required. Little Grace, too, although terribly frightened, and very pale, was quite self-possessed, and went about the house assisting her mother ably, despite the tendency to sob, which she found it very difficult to overcome. But the baby behaved in the most shameful and outrageous manner. His naughtiness is almost indescribable. The instant the door opened, and his fathers bloody face was presented to view, baby set up a roar so tremendous that a number of dogs in the neighbourhood struck in with a loud chorus, and the black kitten, startled out of an innocent slumber, rushed incontinently under the bed, faced about, and fuffed in impotent dismay!

But not only did baby roar  he also fell on the floor and kicked, thereby rendering his noise exasperating, besides exposing his fat person to the risk of being trod upon. Zackey was therefore told off as a detachment to keep this enemy in check, a duty which he performed nobly, until his worthy father was comfortably put to bed, after which the friends retired, and left the smith to the tender care of his own family.

He has done good service anyhow, observed Mr Donnithorne to his nephew, as he parted from him that evening; for he has cleared the mine of water that it would have cost hundreds of pounds and many months to pump out.




Chapter Eleven.

Shows that Music hath Charms, and also that it sometimes has Disadvantages.

One morning, not long after his arrival at St. Just, the young doctor went out to make a round of professional visits. He had on his way to pass the cottage of his uncle, which stood a little apart from the chief square or triangle of the town, and had a small piece of ground in front. Here Rose was wont to cultivate her namesakes, and other flowers, with her own fair hands, and here Mr Thomas Donnithorne refreshed himself each evening with a pipe of tobacco, the flavour of which was inexpressibly enhanced to him by the knowledge that it had been smuggled.

He was in the habit of washing the taste of the same away each night, before retiring to rest, with a glass of brandy and water, hot, which was likewise improved in flavour by the same interesting association.

The windows of the cottage were wide open, for no Atlantic fog dimmed the glory of the summer sun that morning, and the light air that came up from the mighty sea was fresh and agreeably cool.

As Oliver approached the end of the cottage he observed that Rose was not at her accustomed work in the garden, and he was about to pass the door when the tones of a guitar struck his ear and arrested his step. He was surprised, for at that period the instrument was not much used, and the out-of-the-way town of St. Just was naturally the last place in the land where he would have expected to meet with one. No air was played  only a few chords were lightly touched by fingers which were evidently expert. Presently a female voice was heard to sing in rich contralto tones. The air was extremely simple, and very beautiful  at least, so thought Oliver, as he leaned against a wall and listened to the words. These, also, were simple enough, but sounded both sweet and sensible to the listener, coming as they did from a womans lips so tunefully, and sounding the praises of the sea, of which he was passionately fond:  

 Song.



I love the land where acres broad

Are clothed in yellow grain;

Where cot of thrall and lordly hall

Lie scattered oer the plain.

Oh! I have trod the velvet sod

Beneath the beechwood tree;

And roamed the brake by stream and lake

Where peace and plenty be.

But more than plain,

Or rich domain,

I love the bright blue sea!



I love the land where bracken grows

And heath-clad mountains rise;

Where peaks still fringed with winter snows

Tower in the summer skies.

Oh! I have seen the red and green

Of fir and rowan tree,

And heard the din of flooded linn,

With bleating on the lea.

But better still

Than heath-clad hill

I love the stormy sea!

The air ceased, and Oliver, stepping in at the open door, found Rose Ellis with a Spanish guitar resting on her knee. She neither blushed nor started up nor looked confused  which was, of course, very strange of her in the circumstances, seeing that she is the heroine of this tale  but, rising with a smile on her pretty mouth, shook hands with the youth.

Why, cousin, said Oliver, I had no idea you could sing so charmingly.

I am fond of singing, said Rose.

So am I, especially when I hear such singing as yours; and the song, too  I like it much, for it praises the sea. Where did you pick it up?

I got it from the composer, a young midshipman, said Rose sadly; at the same time a slight blush tinged her brow.

Oliver felt a peculiar sensation which he could not account for, and was about to make further inquiries into the authorship of the song, when it occurred to him that this would be impolite, and might be awkward, so he asked instead how she had become possessed of so fine a guitar. Before she could reply Mr Donnithorne entered.

How dee do, Oliver lad; going your rounds  eh?  Come, Rose, lets have breakfast, lass, you were not wont to be behind with it. Ill be bound this gay gallant  this hedge-jumper with his eyes shut  has been praising your voice and puffing up your heart, but dont believe him, Rose; its the fashion of these fellows to tell lies on such matters.

You do me injustice, uncle, said Oliver with a laugh; but even if it were true that I am addicted to falsehood in praising women, it were impossible, in the present instance, to give way to my propensity, for Truth herself would find it difficult to select an expression sufficiently appropriate to apply to the beautiful voice of Rose Ellis!

Hey-day, young man, exclaimed Mr Donnithorne, as he carefully filled his pipe with precious weed, your oratorical powers are uncommon! Surely thy talents had been better bestowed in the Church or at the Bar than in the sickroom or the hospital. Demosthenes himself would have paled before thee, lad  though, if truth must be told, there is a dash more sound than sense in thine eloquence.

Sense, uncle! Surely your own good sense must compel you to admit that Rose sings splendidly?

Well, I wont gainsay it, replied Mr Donnithorne, now that Rose has left the room, for I dont much care to bespatter folk with too much praise to their faces. The child has indeed a sweet pipe of her own. By the way, you were asking about her guitar when I came in; Ill tell you about that.

Its history is somewhat curious, said Mr Donnithorne, passing his fingers through the bunch of gay ribbons that hung from the head of the instrument. You have heard, I dare say, of the burning of Penzance by the Spaniards more than two hundred years ago; in the year 1595, I think it was?

I have, answered Oliver, but I know nothing beyond the fact that such an event took place. I should like to hear the details of it exceedingly.

Well, continued the old gentleman, our country was, as you know, at war with Spain at the time; but it no more entered into the heads of Cornishmen that the Spaniards would dare to land on our shores than that the giants would rise from their graves. There was, indeed, an old prediction that such an event would happen, but the prediction was either forgotten or not believed, so that when several Spanish galleys suddenly made their appearance in Mounts Bay, and landed about two hundred men near Mousehole, the inhabitants were taken by surprise. Before they could arm and defend themselves, the Spaniards effected a landing, began to devastate the country, and set fire to the adjacent houses.

It is false, continued the old man sternly, to say, as has been said by some, that the men of Mousehole were seized with panic, and that those of Newlyn and Penzance deserted their houses terror-stricken. The truth is, that the suddenness of the attack, and their unprepared condition to repel it, threw the people into temporary confusion, and forced them to retreat, as, all history shows us, the best and bravest will do at times. In Mousehole, the principal inhabitant was killed by a cannon-ball, so that, deprived of their leading spirit at the critical moment when a leader was necessary, it is no wonder that at first the fishermen were driven back by well-armed men trained to act in concert. To fire the houses was the work of a few minutes. The Spaniards then rushed on to Newlyn and Penzance, and fired these places also, after which they returned to their ships, intending to land the next day and renew their work of destruction.

But that night was well spent by the enraged townsmen. They organised themselves as well as they could in the circumstances, and, when day came, attacked the Spaniards with guns and bows, and that so effectively, that the Dons were glad to hoist their sails and run out of the bay.

Well, you must know there was one of the Spaniards, who, it has been said, either from bravado, or vanity, or a desire to insult the English, or from all three motives together, brought a guitar on shore with him at Mousehole, and sang and played to his comrades while they were burning the houses. This man left his guitar with those who were left to guard the boats, and accompanied the others to Penzance. On his return he again took his guitar, and, going up to a high point of the cliff, so that he might be seen by his companions and heard by any of the English who chanced to be in hiding near the place, sang several songs of defiance at the top of his voice, and even went the length of performing a Spanish dance, to the great amusement of his comrades below, who were embarking in their boats.

While the half-crazed Spaniard was going on thus he little knew that, not three yards distant from him, a gigantic Mousehole fisherman, who went by the name of Gurnet, lay concealed among some low bushes, watching his proceedings with an expression of anger on his big stern countenance. When the boats were nearly ready to start the Spaniard descended from the rocky ledge on which he had been performing, intending to rejoin his comrades. He had to pass round the bush where Gurnet lay concealed, and in doing so was for a few seconds hid from his comrades, who immediately forgot him in the bustle of departure, or, if they thought of him at all, each boats crew imagined, no doubt, that he was with one of the others.

But he never reached the boats. As he passed the bush Gurnet sprang on him like a tiger and seized him round the throat with both hands, choking a shout that was coming up, and causing his eyes to start almost out of his head. Without uttering a word, and only giving now and then a terrible hiss through his clenched teeth, Gurnet pushed the Spaniard before him, keeping carefully out of sight of the beach, and holding him fast by the nape of the neck, so that when he perceived the slightest symptom of a tendency to cry out he had only to press his strong fingers and effectually nip it in the bud.

He led him to a secluded place among the rocks, far beyond earshot of the shore, and there, setting him free, pointed to a flat rock and to his guitar, and hissed, rather than said, in tones that could neither be misunderstood nor gainsaid  

There, dance and sing, will ee, till ee bust!

Gurnet clenched his huge fist as he spoke, and, as the Spaniard grew pale, and hesitated, he shook it close to his face  so close that he tapped the prominent bridge of the mans nose, and hissed again, more fiercely than before  

Ye haaf saved bucca, ye mazed totle, that can only frighten women an childn, an burn housen; theert fond o singin an dancin  dance now, will ee, ye gurt bufflehead, or ef ye waant Ill scat thee head in jowds, an send ee scrougin over cliffs, I will.

In justice to the narrator it is right to say that these words are not so bad as they sound.

The fishermans look and action were so terrible whilst he poured forth his wrath, which was kept alive by the thought of the smouldering embers of his own cottage, that the Spaniard could not but obey. With a ludicrous compound of fun and terror he began to dance and sing, or rather to leap and wail, while Gurnet stood before him with a look of grim ferocity that never for a moment relaxed.

Whenever the Spaniard stopped from exhaustion Gurnet shouted Go on, in a voice of thunder, and the poor man, being thoroughly terrified, went on until he fell to the ground incapable of further exertion.

Up to this point Gurnet had kept saying to himself, He is fond o dancin an singin, let un have it, then, but when the poor man fell his heart relented. He picked him up, threw him across his shoulder as if he had been a bolster, and bore him away. At first the men of the place wanted to hang him on the spot, but Gurnet claimed him as his prisoner, and would not allow this. He gave him his liberty, and the poor wretch maintained himself for many a day as a wandering minstrel. At last he managed to get on board of a Spanish vessel, and was never more heard of, but he left his guitar behind him. It was picked up on the shore, where he left it, probably, in his haste to get away.

The truth of this story, of course, I cannot vouch for, concluded Mr Donnithorne, with a smile, but I have told it to you as nearly as possible in the words in which I have often heard my grandfather give it  and as for the guitar, why, here it is, having been sold to me by a descendant of the man who found it on the seashore.

A wonderful story indeed, said Oliver if true.

The guitar you must admit is at least a fact, said the old gentleman.

Oliver not only admitted this, but said it was a sweet-sounding fact, and was proceeding to comment further on the subject when Mr Donnithorne interrupted him  

By the way, talking of sweet sounds, have you heard what that gruff-voiced scoundrel Maggot  that roaring bull of Bashan  has been about lately?

No, I have not, said Oliver, who saw that the old gentlemans ire was rising.

Ha! lad, that man ought to be hanged. He is an arrant knave, a smuggler  a  an ungrateful rascal. Why, sir, youll scarcely believe it: he has come to me and demanded more money for the jewels which he and his comrade sold me in fair and open bargain, and because I refused, and called him a few well-merited names, he has actually gone and given information against me as possessor of treasure, which of right, so they say, belongs to Government, and last night I had a letter which tells me that the treasure, as they call it, must be delivered up without delay, on pain of I dont know what penalties. Penalties, forsooth! as if I hadnt been punished enough already by the harassing curtain-lectures of my over-scrupulous wife, ever since the unlucky day when the baubles were found, not to mention the uneasy probings of my own conscience, which, to say truth, I had feared was dead altogether owing to the villainous moral atmosphere of this smuggling place, but which I find quite lively and strong yet  a matter of some consolation too, for although I do have a weakness for cheap baccy and brandy, being of an economical turn of mind, I dont like the notion of getting rid of my conscience altogether. But, man, tis hard to bear!

Poor Mr Donnithorne stopped here, partly owing to shortness of breath, and partly because he had excited himself to a pitch that rendered coherent speech difficult.

Would it not be well at once to relieve your conscience, sir, suggested Oliver respectfully, by giving up the things that cause it pain? In my profession we always try to get at the root of a disease, and apply our remedies there.

Ha! exclaimed the old gentleman, wiping his heated brow, and lose twenty pounds as a sort of fee to Doctor Maggot, who, like other doctors I wot of, created the disease himself, and who will certainly never attempt to alleviate it by returning the fee.

Still, the disease may be cured by the remedy I recommend, said Oliver.

No, man, it cant, cried the old gentleman with a perplexed expression, because the dirty things are already sold and the money is invested in Botallack shares, to sell which and pay back the cash in the present depressed state of things would be utter madness. But hush! here comes my better half, and although she is a dear good soul, with an unusual amount of wisdom for her size, it would be injudicious to prolong the lectures of the night into the early hours of morning.

As he spoke little Mrs Donnithornes round good-looking face appeared like the rising sun in the doorway, and her cheery voice welcomed Oliver to breakfast.

Thank you, aunt, said Oliver, but I have already breakfasted more than an hour ago, and am on my way to visit my patients. Indeed, I have to blame myself for calling at so early an hour, and would not have done so but for the irresistible attraction of a newly discovered voice, which

Come, come, youngster, interrupted Mr Donnithorne, be pleased to bear in remembrance that the voice is connected with a pair of capital ears, remarkable for their sharpness, if not their length, and at no great distance off, I warrant.

You do Rose injustice, observed Mrs Donnithorne, as the voice at that moment broke out into a lively carol in the region of the kitchen, whither its owner had gone to superintend culinary matters. But tell me, Oliver, have you heard of the accident to poor Batten?

Yes, I saw him yesterday, replied the doctor, just after the accident happened, and I am anxious about him. I fear, though I am not quite certain, that his eyesight is destroyed.

Dear! dear!  oh, poor man, said Mrs Donnithorne, whose sympathetic heart swelled, while her blue eyes instantly filled with tears. It is so very sad, Oliver, for his delicate wife and four young children are entirely dependent upon him and his two sons  and they found it difficult enough to make the two ends meet, even when they were all in health; for it is hard times among the miners at present, as you know, Oliver; and now  dear, dear, it is very, very sad.

Little Mrs Donnithorne said nothing more at that time, but her mind instantly reverted to a portly basket which she was much in the habit of carrying with her on her frequent visits to the poor and the sick  for the good lady was one of those whose inclinations as well as principles lead them to consider the poor.

It must not be imagined, however, that the poor formed a large class of the community in St. Just. The miners of that district, and indeed all over Cornwall, were, and still are, a self-reliant, independent, hard-working race, and as long as tough thews and sinews, and stout and willing hearts, could accomplish anything, they never failed to wrench a subsistence out of the stubborn rocks which contain the wealth of the land. Begging goes very much against the grain of a Cornishman, and the lowest depth to which he can sink socially, in his own esteem, is that of being dependent on charity.

In some cases this sentiment is carried too far, and has degenerated into pride; for, when God in His wisdom sees fit, by means of disabling accident or declining health, to incapacitate a man from labour, it is as honourable in him to receive charity as it is (although not always sufficiently esteemed so) a high privilege and luxury of the more fortunate to give.

Worthy Mrs Donnithornes charities were always bestowed with such delicacy that she managed, in some mysterious way, to make the recipients feel as though they had done her a favour in accepting them. And yet she was not a soft piece of indiscriminating amiability, whose chief delight in giving lay in the sensations which the act created within her own breast. By no means. None knew better than she when and where to give money, and when to give blankets, bread, or tea. She was equally sharp to perceive the spirit that rendered it advisable for her to say, I want you to do me a favour  theres a good woman now, you wont refuse me, etcetera, and to detect the spirit that called forth the sharp remark, accompanied with a dubious smile and a shake of her fat forefinger, There now, see that you make better use of it this time, else I shall have to scold you.

Having received a message for poor Mrs Batten, the miners wife, the doctor left the cottage, and proceeded to pay his visits. Let us accompany him.




Chapter Twelve.

In which Oliver gets a Fall, and sees some of the Shadows of the Miners Life.

In crossing a hayfield, Oliver Trembath encountered the tall, bluff figure, and the grave, sedate smile of Mr Cornish, the manager.

Good-morning, doctor, said the old gentleman, extending his hand and giving the youth a grasp worthy of one of the old Cornish giants; do you know I was thinking, as I saw you leap over the stile, that you would make a pretty fair miner?

Thanks, sir, for your good opinion of me, said Oliver, with a smile, but I would rather work above than below ground. Living the half of ones life beyond the reach of sunlight is not conducive to health.

Nevertheless, the miners keep their health pretty well, considering the nature of their work, replied Mr Cornish; and you must admit that many of them are stout fellows. You would find them so if you got one of their Cornish hugs.

Perhaps, said Oliver, with a modest look, for he had been a noted wrestler at school, I might give them a pretty fair hug in return, for Cornish blood flows in my veins.

A fig for blood, doctor; it is of no avail without knowledge and practice, as well as muscle. With these, however, I do acknowledge that it makes weight  if by blood you mean high spirit.

By the way, how comes it, sir, said Oliver, that Cornishmen are so much more addicted to wrestling than other Englishmen?

It were hard to tell, doctor, unless it be that they feel themselves stronger than other Englishmen, and being accustomed to violent exertion more than others, they take greater pleasure in it. Undoubtedly the Greeks introduced it among us, but whether they practised it as we now do cannot be certainly ascertained.

Here Mr Cornish entered into an enthusiastic account of the art of wrestling; related many anecdotes of his own prowess in days gone by, and explained the peculiar method of performing the throw by the heel, the toe, and the hip; the heave forward, the back-heave, and the Cornish hug, to all of which the youth listened with deep interest.

I should like much to witness one of your wrestling-matches, he said, when the old gentleman concluded; for I cannot imagine that any of your peculiar Cornish hugs or twists can be so potent as to overturn a stout fellow who is accustomed to wrestle in another fashion. Can you show me one of the particular grips or twists that are said to be so effective?

I think I can, replied the old gentleman, with a smile, and a twinkle in his eye; of course the style of grip and throw will vary according to the size of the man one has to deal with. Give me hold of your wrist, and plant yourself firmly on your legs. Now, you see, you must turn the arm  so, and use your toe  thus, so as to lift your man, and with a sudden twist  there! Thats the way to do it! said the old gentleman, with a chuckle, as he threw Oliver head foremost into the middle of a haycock that lay opportunely near.

It is hard to say whether Mr Cornish or Oliver was most surprised at the result of the effort  the one, that so much of his ancient prowess should remain, and the other, that he should have been so easily overthrown by one who, although fully as large a man as himself, had his joints and muscles somewhat stiffened by age.

Oliver burst into a fit of laughter on rising, and exclaimed, Well done, sir! You have effectually convinced me that there is something worth knowing in the Cornish mode of wrestling; although, had I known what you were about to do, it might not perhaps have been done so easily.

I doubt it not, said Mr Cornish with a laugh; but that shows the value of science in such matters. Good-morning, doctor. Hope youll find your patients getting on well.

He waved his hand as he turned off, while Oliver pursued his way to the miners cottages.

The first he entered belonged to a man whose chest was slightly affected for the first time. He was a stout man, about thirty-five years of age, and of temperate habits  took a little beer occasionally, but never exceeded; had a good appetite, but had caught cold frequently in consequence of having to go a considerable distance from the shafts mouth to the changing-house while exhausted with hard work underground and covered with profuse perspiration. Often he had to do this in wet weather and when bitterly cold winds were blowing  of late he had begun to spit blood.

It is necessary here to remind the reader that matters in this respect  and in reference to the condition of the miner generally  are now much improved. The changing-houses, besides being placed as near to the several shafts as is convenient, are now warmed with fires, and supplied with water-troughs, so that the men have a comfortable place in which to wash themselves on coming to grass, and find their clothes thoroughly dried when they return in the morning to put them on before going underground. This renders them less liable to catch cold, but of course does not protect them from the evil influences of climbing the ladders, and of bad air. Few men have to undergo such severe toil as the Cornish miner, because of the extreme hardness of the rock with which he has to deal. To be bathed in perspiration, and engaged in almost unremitting and violent muscular exertion during at least eight hours of each day, may be said to be his normal condition.

Oliver advised this man to give up underground work for some time, and, having prescribed for him and spoken encouragingly to his wife, left the cottage to continue his rounds.

Several cases, more or less similar to the above, followed each other in succession; also one or two cases of slight illness among the children, which caused more alarm to the anxious mothers than there was any occasion for. These latter were quickly but good-naturedly disposed of, and the young doctor generally left a good impression behind him, for he had a hearty, though prompt, manner and a sympathetic spirit.

At one cottage he found a young man in the last stage of consumption. He lay on his lowly bed pale and restless  almost wishing for death to relieve him of his pains. His young wife sat by his bedside wiping the perspiration from his brow, while a ruddy-cheeked little boy romped about the room unnoticed  ignorant that the hour was drawing near which would render him fatherless, and his young mother a widow.

This young man had been a daring, high-spirited fellow, whose animal spirits led him into many a reckless deed. His complaint had been brought on by racing up the ladders  a blood-vessel had given way, and he had never rallied after. Just as Oliver was leaving him a Wesleyan minister entered the dwelling.

He wont be long with us, doctor, I fear, he said in passing.

Not long, sir, replied Oliver.

His release will be a happy one, said the minister, for his soul rests on Jesus; but, alas! for his young wife and child.

He passed into the sickroom, and the doctor went on.

The next case was also a bad one, though different from the preceding. The patient was between forty and fifty years of age, and had been unable to go underground for several years. He was a staid, sober man, and an abstemious liver, but it was evident that his life on earth was drawing to a close. He had been employed chiefly in driving levels, and had worked a great deal in very bad air, where the candles could not be made to burn unless placed nine or ten feet behind the spot where he was at work. Indeed, he often got no fresh air except what was blown to him, and only a puff now and then. When he first went to work in the morning the candle would not keep alight, so that he had to take his coat and beat the air about before going into the level, and, after a time, went in when the candles could be got to burn by holding them on one side, and teasing out the wick very much. This used to create a great deal of smoke, which tended still further to vitiate the air. When he returned to grass his saliva used to be as black as ink. About five years before giving up underground work he had had inflammation of the lungs, followed by blood-spitting, which used to come on when he was at work in what he called poor air, or in cold-damp, and he had never been well since.

Olivers last visit that day was to the man John Batten; who had exploded a blast-hole in his face the day before. This man dwelt in a cottage in the small hamlet of Botallack, close to the mine of the same name. The room in which the miner lay was very small, and its furniture scanty; nevertheless it was clean and neatly arranged. Everything in and about the place bore evidence of the presence of a thrifty hand. The cotton curtain on the window was thin and worn, but it was well darned, and pure as the driven snow. The two chairs were old, as was also the table, but they were not rickety; it was obvious that they owed their stability to a hand skilled in mending and in patching pieces of things together. Even the squat little stool in the side of the chimney corner displayed a leg, the whiteness of which, compared with the other two, told of attention to small things. There was a peg for everything, and everything seemed to be on its peg. Nothing littered the well-scrubbed floor or defiled the well-brushed hearthstone, and it did not require a second thought on the part of the beholder to ascribe all this to the tidy little middle-aged woman, who, with an expression of deep anxiety on her good-looking countenance, attended to the wants of her injured husband.

As Oliver approached the door of this cottage two stout youths, of about sixteen and seventeen respectively, opened it and issued forth.

Good-morning, lads! Going to work, I suppose? said Oliver.

Iss, sur, replied the elder, a fair-haired ruddy youth, who, like his brother, had not yet sacrificed his colour to the evil influence of the mines; we do work in the night corps, brother and me. Father is worse to-day, sur.

Sorry to hear that, said the doctor, as he passed them and entered the cottage, while the lads shouldered their tools and walked smartly down the lane that led to Botallack mine.

Your husband is not quite so well to-day, I hear, said the doctor, going to the side of the bed on which the stalwart form of the miner lay.

No, sur, replied the poor woman; he has much pain in his eyes to-day, but his heart is braave, sur; I never do hear a complaint from he.

This was true. The man lay perfectly still, the compressed lip and the perspiration that moistened his face alone giving evidence of the agony he endured.

Do you suffer much? inquired the doctor, as he undid the bandages which covered the upper part of the mans face.

Iss, sur, I do, was the reply.

No more was said, but a low groan escaped the miner when the bandage was removed, and the frightful effects of the accident were exposed to view. With intense anxiety Mrs Batten watched the doctors countenance, but found no comfort there. A very brief examination was sufficient to convince Oliver that the eyes were utterly destroyed, for the miner had been so close to the hole when it exploded that the orbs were singed by the flame, and portions of unburnt powder had been blown right into them.

Will he see  a little, sur? whispered Mrs Batten.

Oliver shook his head. I fear not, he said in a low tone.

Speak out, doctor, said the miner in firm tones, I aint afeard to knaw it.

It would be unkind to deceive you, replied Oliver sadly; your eyes are destroyed.

No word was spoken for a few minutes, but the poor woman knelt by her husbands side, and nestled close to him. Batten raised his large brown hand, which bore the marks and scars of many a year of manly toil, and laid it gently on his wifes head.

Ill never see thee again, Annie, he murmured in a low deep tone; but I see thee face now, lass, as I last saw it, wi the smile of an angel ont  an Ill see it so till the day I die; bless the Lord for that.

Mrs Batten rose and went softly but quickly out of the room that she might relieve her bursting heart without distressing her husband, but he knew her too well to doubt the reason of her sudden movement, and a faint smile was on his lips for a moment as he said to Oliver, Shes gone to weep a bit, sur, and pray. It will do her good, dear lass.

Your loss is a heavy one  very heavy, said Oliver, with hesitation in his tone, for he felt some difficulty in attempting to comfort one in so hopeless a condition.

True, sur, true, replied the man in a tone of cheerful resignation that surprised the doctor, but it might have been worse; the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord!

Mrs Batten returned in a few minutes, and Oliver left them, after administering as much comfort as he could in the circumstances, but to say truth, although well skilled in alleviating bodily pains, he was incapable of doing much in the way of ministering to the mind diseased. Oliver Trembath was not a medical missionary. His mother, though a good, amiable woman, had been a weak, easy-going creature  one of those good-tempered, listless ladies who may be regarded as human vegetables, who float through life as comfortably as they can, giving as little trouble as possible, and doing as little good as is compatible with the presence of even nominal Christianity. She performed the duties of life in the smallest possible circle, the centre of which was herself, and the extremity of the radii extending to the walls of her garden. She went to church at the regulation hours; said her prayers in the regulation tone of voice; gave her charities in the stated way, at stated periods, with a hazy perception as to the objects for which they were given, and an easy indifference as to the success of these objects  the whole end and aim of her wishes being attained in, and her conscience satisfied by, the act of giving. Hence her son Oliver was not much impressed in youth with the power or value of religion, and hence he found himself rather put out when his common sense told him, as it not unfrequently did, that it was his duty sometimes to administer a dose to the mind as well as to the body.

But Oliver was not like his mother in any respect. His fire, his energy, his intellectual activity, and his impulsive generosity he inherited from his father. Amiability alone descended to him from his mother  an inheritance, by the way, not to be lightly esteemed, for by it all his other qualities were immeasurably enhanced in value. His heart had beat in sympathy with the mourners he had just left, and his manly disposition made him feel ashamed that the lips which could give advice glibly enough in regard to bandages and physic, and which could speak in cheery, comforting tones when there was hope for his patient, were sealed and absolutely incapable of utterance when death approached or hopeless despair took possession of the sufferer.

Oliver had felt something of this even in his student life, when the solemnities of sickness and death were new to him; but it was pressed home upon him with peculiar power, and his manhood was often put to the blush when he was brought into contact with the Wesleyan Methodism of West Cornwall, where multitudes of men and women of all grades drew comfort from the Scriptures as readily and as earnestly as they drew water from their wells  where religion was mingled with everyday and household duties  and where many of the miners and fishermen preached and prayed, and comforted one another with Gods Word, as vigorously, as simply, and as naturally as they hewed a livelihood from the rocks or drew sustenance from the sea.




Chapter Thirteen.

Treats of Spirits and of Sundry Spirited Matters and Incidents.

One sunny afternoon Mrs Maggot found herself in the happy position of having so thoroughly completed her round of household work that she felt at leisure to sit down and sew, while little Grace sat beside her, near the open door, rocking the cradle.

Baby, in blissful unconsciousness of its own existence, lay sound asleep with a thumb in its mouth; the resolute sucking of that thumb having been its most recent act of disobedience.

Little Grace was flushed, and rather dishevelled, for it had cost her half an hours hard wrestling to get baby placed in recumbent somnolence. She now sought to soothe her feelings by tickling the chin of the black kitten  a process to which that active creature submitted with purring satisfaction.

Faithers long of coming hum, mother, said little Grace, looking up.

Iss, replied Mrs Maggot.

Dee knaw where he is? inquired Grace.

No, I doant, replied her mother.

It was evident that Mrs Maggot was not in the humour for conversation, so Grace relapsed into silence, and devoted herself to the kitten.

Is that faither? said Grace, after a few minutes, pointing to the figure of a man who was seen coming over the distant moor or waste land which at that period surrounded the town of St. Just, though the greater part of it is now cultivated fields.

It isn like un, said Mrs Maggot, shading her eyes with her hand; sure, it do look like a boatsman.

(The men of the coastguard were called boatsmen at that time.)

Iss, I do see his cutlash, said little Grace; and theres another man comin down road to meet un.

Haste ee, Grace, cried Mrs Maggot, leaping up and plucking her last-born out of the cradle, take the cheeld in to Mrs Penrose, an bide theer till I send for ee  dost a hear?

Plucked thus unceremoniously from gentle slumber to be plunged headlong and without preparation into fierce infantine war, was too much for baby Maggot; he uttered one yell of rage and defiance, which was succeeded by a lull  a sort of pause for the recovery of breath  so prolonged that the obedient Grace had time to fling down the horror-struck Chet, catch baby in her arms, and bear him into the neighbouring cottage before the next roar came forth. The youthful Maggot was at once received into the bosom of the Penrose family, and succeeding yells were smothered by eight out of the sixteen Penroses who chanced to be at home at the time.

That Mrs Maggot had a guilty conscience might have been inferred from her future proceedings, which, to one unacquainted with the habits of her husband, would have appeared strange, if not quite unaccountable. When baby was borne off, as related, she seized a small keg, which stood in a corner near the door and smelt strongly of brandy, and, placing it with great care in the vacant cradle, covered it over with blankets. She next rolled a pair of stockings into a ball and tied on it a little frilled night-cap, which she disposed on the pillow, with the face pretty well down, and the back of the head pretty well up, and so judiciously and cleverly covered it with bedclothes that even Maggot himself might have failed to miss his son, or to recognise the outlines of a keg. A bottle half full of brandy, with the cork out, was next placed on the table to account for the odour in the room, and then Mrs Maggot sat down to her sewing, and rocked the cradle gently with her foot, singing a sweet lullaby the while. Ten minutes later, two stout men of the coastguard, armed with cutlasses and pistols, entered the cottage. Mrs Maggot observed that they were also armed with a pick and shovel.

Good-hevenin, missus; how dost do? said the man who walked foremost, in a hearty voice.

Good-hevenin, Eben Trezise; how are you? said Mrs Maggot.

Braave, thank ee, said Trezise; weve come for a drop o brandy, missus, havin heard that youve got some here, an sure us can smell it  eh?

Why, iss, weve got wan small drop, said Mrs Maggot, gently arranging the clothes on the cradle, that the doctor have order for the cheeld. Youre welcome to a taste of it, but plaise dont make so much noise, for the poor cheelds slaipin.

Hell be smothered, I do think, if you dont turn his head up a bit, missus, said the man; howsever youve no objection to let Jim and me have a look round the place, I dessay?

Mrs Maggot said they were welcome to do as they pleased, if they would only do it quietly for the sake of the cheeld; so without more ado they commenced a thorough investigation of the premises, outside and in. Then they went to the smithy, where Mrs Maggot knew her husband had concealed two large kegs of smuggled liquor on the hearth under a heap of ashes and iron débris, but these had been so cleverly, yet carelessly, hidden that the men sat down on the heap under which they lay, to rest and wipe their heated brows after their fruitless search.

Hast ee found the brandy? inquired Mrs Maggot, with a look of innocence, when the two men returned.

Not yet, replied Eben Trezise; but weve not done. Theres a certain shaft near by that has got a bad name for drinkin, missus; praps you may have heard on it? Its breath do smell dreadful bad sometimes.

Both men laughed at this, and winked to each other, while Mrs Maggot smiled, and, with a look of surprise, vowed that she had not heard of the disreputable shaft referred to.

Despite her unconcerned look, however, Mrs Maggot felt anxious, for she was aware that her husband had recently obtained an unusually large quantity of French brandy and tobacco from the Scilly Islands, between which and the coasts of Cornwall smuggling was carried on in a most daring and extensive manner at the time of our story, and she knew that the whole of the smuggled goods lay concealed in one of those numerous disused shafts of old mines which lie scattered thickly over that part of the country. Maggots absence rendered her position still more perplexing, but she was a woman of ready wit and self-reliance, and she comforted herself with the knowledge that the brandy lay buried far down in the shaft, and that it would take the boatsmen some time to dig to it  that possibly they might give up in despair before reaching it.

While the men went off to search for the shaft, and while Mrs Maggot was calmly nursing her spirited little baby, Maggot himself, in company with his bosom friend John Cock, was sauntering slowly homeward along the cliffs near Kenidjack Castle, the ruins of which occupy a bold promontory a little to the north of Cape Cornwall. They had just come in sight of the tin-mine and works which cover Nancharrow valley from the shore to a considerable distance inland, where stand the tall chimneys and engine-houses, the whims and varied machinery of the extensive and prolific old tin-mine named Wheal Owles.

The cliffs on which the two men stood are very precipitous and rugged  rising in some places to a height of about 300 feet above the rocks where the waters of the Atlantic roll dark and deep, fringing the coast with a milky foam that is carried away by the tide in long streaks, to be defiled by the red waters which flow from Nancharrow valley into Porth Ledden Cove.

This cove is a small one, with a narrow strip of sand on its shore. At its northern extremity is a deep narrow gorge, into which the waves rush, even in calm weather, with a peculiar sound. In reference to this it is said that the waves buzz-and-go-in, hence the place has been named Zawn Buzzangein. The sides of the Zawn are about sixty feet high, and quite precipitous. In one part, especially, they overhang their base. It was here that Maggot and his friend stopped on their way home, and turned to look out upon the sea.

No sign o pilchers yet, observed Maggot, referring to the immense shoals of pilchards which visit the Cornish coasts in the autumn of each year, and form a large portion of the wealth of the county.

Too soon, replied John Cock.

By the way, Jack, said Maggot, wasnt it hereabouts that the schooner went ashore last winter?

Iss, twor down theer, close by Pullandeese, replied the other, pointing to a deep pool in the rocks round which the swell of the Atlantic broke in white foam. I was theere myself. I had come down bout daylight  before others were stirring, an sure nuff there she lay, on the rocks, bottom up, an all the crew lost. We seed wan o them knackin on the rocks to the north, so we got ropes an let a man down to fetch un up, but of coorse it was gone dead.

That minds me, Jack, said Maggot, that I seed a daws nest here the last time I come along, so lev us go an stroob that daws nest.

Thee cusnt do it, said John Cock.

Maggot laughed, and said he not only could but would, so he ran down to the neighbouring works and returned with a stout rope, which he fixed firmly to a rock at the edge of the overhanging cliff.

We have already said that Maggot was a noted madcap, who stuck at nothing, and appeared to derive positive pleasure from the mere act of putting his life in danger. No human foot could, by climbing, have reached the spot where the nest of the daw, or Cornish chough, was fixed  for the precipice, besides being perpendicular and nearly flat, projected a little near the top, where the nest lay in a crevice overhanging the surf that boiled and raged in Zawn Buzzangein. Indeed, the nest was not visible from the spot where the two men stood, and it could only be seen by going round to the cliffs on the opposite side of the gorge.

Without a moments hesitation Maggot swung himself over the edge of the precipice, merely cautioning his comrade, as he did so, to hold on to the rope and prevent it from slipping.

He slid down about two yards, and then found that the rock overhung so much that he was at least six feet off from the crevice in which the young daws nestled comfortably together, and no stretch that he could make with his legs, long though they were, was sufficient to enable him to get on the narrow ledge just below the nest. Several times he tried to gain a footing, and at each effort the juvenile daws  as yet ignorant of the desperate nature of man  opened their little eyes to the utmost in undisguised amazement. For full five minutes Maggot wriggled and the daws gazed, and the anxious comrade above watched the vibrations and jerks of the part of the rope that was visible to him while he listened intently. The bubbles on Zawn Buzzangein, like millions of watery eyes, danced and twinkled sixty feet below, as if in wonder at the object which swung wildly to and fro in mid-air.

At last Maggot managed to touch the rock with the extreme point of his toe. A slight push gave him swing sufficient to enable him to give one or two vigorous shoves, by which means he swung close to the side of the cliff. Watching his opportunity, he planted both feet on the narrow ledge before referred to, stretched out his hands, pressed himself flat against the rock, let go the rope, and remained fast, like a fly sticking to a wall.

This state of comparative safety he announced to his anxious friend above by exclaiming, All right, John  Ive got the daws.

This statement was, however, not literally true, for it cost him several minutes of slow and careful struggling to enable him so to fix his person as to admit of his hands being used for stroobing purposes. At length he gained the object of his ambition, and transferred the horrified daws from their native home to his own warm but unnatural bosom, in which he buttoned them up tight. A qualm now shot through Maggots heart, for he discovered that in his anxiety to secure the daws he had let go the rope, which hung at a distance of full six feet from him, and, of course, far beyond his reach.

Hullo! John, he cried.

Hullo! shouted John in reply.

Ive got the daws, said Maggot, but Ive lost the rope!

Aw! my dear, gasped John; have ee lost th rope?

It need scarcely be said that poor John Cock was dreadfully alarmed at this, and that he eagerly tendered much useless advice  stretching his neck the while as far as was safe over the cliff.

I say, John, shouted Maggot again.

Hullo! answered John.

I tell ee what: Im goin to jump for th rope. If I do miss th rope, run thee round to Porth Ledden Cove, an tak my shoes weth ee; Ill be theere before ee.

Having made this somewhat bold prediction, Maggot collected all his energies, and sprang from his narrow perch into the air, with arms and hands wildly extended. His effort was well and bravely made, but his position had been too constrained, and his foothold too insecure, to admit of a good jump. He missed the rope, and, with a loud cry, shot like an arrow into the boiling flood below.

John Cock heard the cry and the plunge, and stood for nearly a minute gazing in horror into Zawn Buzzangein. Presently he drew a deep sigh of relief, for Maggot made his appearance, manfully buffeting the waves. John watched him with anxiety while he swam out towards the sea, escaped the perpendicular sides of the Zawn, towards which the breakers more than once swept him, doubled the point, and turned in towards the cove. The opposite cliffs of the gorge now shut the swimmer out from Johns view, so he drew another deep sigh, and picking up his comrades shoes, ran round with all his might to Porth Ledden Cove, where, true to his word, having been helped both by wind and tide, Maggot had arrived before him.

Are ee safe, my dear man? was Johns first question.

Iss, replied Maggot, shaking himself, safe enough, an the daws too, but semmen to me theyve gone dead.

This was too true. The poor birds had perished in their captors bosom.




Chapter Fourteen.

Continues to treat of Spirits, and shows the Value of Hospitality.

Having accomplished the feat narrated in the last chapter Maggot proceeded with his friend towards the town. On their way they had to pass the mouth of an old shaft in which both of them chanced to be much interested at that time, inasmuch as it contained the produce of a recent smuggling expedition on a large scale, consisting of nearly a hundred tubs of brandy. The liquor had been successfully brought ashore and concealed in the mine, and that night had been fixed on for its removal. Mules had been provided, and about fifty men were appointed to meet at a certain spot, at a fixed hour, to carry the whole away into the neighbouring towns.

Maggot and his comrade began to converse about the subject that was uppermost in their minds, and the former increased his pace, when John Cock drew his attention to the fact that the sun was getting low.

The boys will be mustering now, said John, an them theere daws have kep us late enough already.

They do say that the boatsmen are informed about the toobs, observed Maggot.

More need to look alive, said John.

Hallo! exclaimed Maggot suddenly; theres some wan in the shaft!

He pointed to a neighbouring mound of rubbish, on which, just as he spoke, a man made his appearance.

Without uttering a word the smugglers sauntered towards the mound, assuming a careless air, as though they were passing that way by chance. On drawing near they recognised Ebenezer Trezise, the coastguard-man.

Good-hevening, sur, said Maggot; semmen as if youd found a keenly lode.

Why, iss, weve diskivered a noo vein, said Trezise with a sly smile, and were sinkin a shaft here in the hope o raisin tin, or somethin.

Ha! hope youll let John an me have a pitch in the noo bal, wont ee? said Maggot with a laugh.

Oh, cernly, cernly, replied the boatsman; if youll lend us a hand to sink the shaft. You appear to have been in the water, and twill warm ee.

No, thank ee, replied Maggot; Ive bin stroobin a daws nest under cliff, an I fell into the say, so Im goin hum to dry myself, as Im afeared o kitchin cold, being of a delikit constitootion. But Ill praps lend thee a hand afterwards.

Maggot nodded as he spoke, and left the place at a slow saunter with his comrade, followed by the thanks and good-wishes of the boatsman, who immediately returned to the laborious task of clearing out the old shaft.

Theyve got the scent, said Maggot when out of earshot; but well do em yet. Whenever thee gets on the leeside o that hedge, John, do ee clap on all sail for Balaswidden, where the boys are waitin, an tell em to be ready for a call. Ill send Zackey, or wan o the childn to ee.

John went off on his errand the moment he was out of sight of the boatsmen, and Maggot walked smartly to his cottage.

Owld ooman, he said, commencing to unbutton his wet garments, do ee git ready a cup o tay, as fast as you can, lass; we shall have company to-night.

Company! exclaimed Mrs Maggot in surprise; what sort o company?

Oh! the best, the best, said Maggot with a laugh; boatsmen no less  so look sharp. Zackey booy, come here.

Zackey put down the unfortunate black kitten (which immediately sought comfort in repose) and obeyed his fathers summons, while his mother, knowing that her husband had some plot in his wise head, set about preparing a sumptuous meal, which consisted of bread and butter, tea and fried mackerel, and Cornish pasty.

Zackey, my son, said Maggot while he continued his toilet.

Iss, father.

I want ee to come down to the owld shaft with me, an when I give ee the ward cut away as hard as thee legs can spank to Balaswidden, an fetch the lads that are theere to the owld shaft. They knaw what to do, but tell em to make so little noise as they can. Dost a hear, my son?

Iss, faither, replied Zackey, with a wink of such profound meaning that his sire felt quite satisfied he was equal to the duty assigned him.

Now, doant ee wag tongue more than enough, continued Maggot; and go play with the chet till Im ready.

The urchin at once descended like a thunderbolt on the black kitten, but that marvellous animal had succeeded in snatching five minutes repose, which seemed to be amply sufficient to recruit its energies, for it began instantly to play  in other words to worry and scratch the boys hand  with the utmost glee and good-humour.

In a few minutes Maggot and his son went out and hastened to the old shaft, where they found the boatsmen still hard at work with pick and shovel clearing away the rubbish.

You havent found a bunch o copper yet, I dessay? said Maggot with a grin.

No, not yet, but we shant be long, replied Eben Trezise with a knowing smile.

Its warm work, observed Maggot, as he looked down the hole, and saw that what the boatsman said was true, and that they would not be long of reaching the spot where the liquor had been concealed.

Trezise admitted that it was warm work, and paused to wipe his heated brow.

I wish we had a drop o water here, he said, looking up.

Ha! exclaimed Maggot; not much chance o findin water in that hole, I do think  no, nor brandy nuther.

Not so sure o that, said Trezise, resuming his work.

Now, et is a shame to let ee die here for want of a drop o water, said Maggot in a compassionate tone; Ill send my booy hum for some.

The boatsmen thanked him, and Zackey was ordered off to fetch a jug of water; but his fathers voice arrested him before he had gone a hundred yards.

Hold on a bit, my son.  Praps, he said, turning to Trezise, youd come up hum with me and have a dish o tay? Missus have got it all ready.

The invitation appeared to gratify the boatsmen, who smiled and winked at each other, as though they thought themselves very clever fellows to have discovered the whereabouts of a hidden treasure, and to be refreshed in the midst of their toil by one whom they knew to be a noted smuggler, and whom they strongly suspected of being concerned in the job they were at that time endeavouring to frustrate. Throwing down their tools they laughingly accepted the invitation, and clambered out of the shaft.

Nows your time, whispered Maggot with a nod to his hopeful son, and then added aloud  

Cut away, Zackey booy, an tell mother to get the tay ready. Run, my son, let us knaw what thee legs are made of.

Hes a smart lad, observed Trezise, as Zackey gave his father an intelligent look, and dashed away at the top of his speed.

Iss, a clever cheeld, assented Maggot.

Bin down in the mines, I dessay? said Trezise.

Iss, oh iss; he do knaw tin, replied Maggot with much gravity.

In a few minutes the two coastguard-men were seated at Mrs Maggots well-supplied board, enjoying the most comfortable meal they had eaten for many a day. It was seasoned, too, with such racy talk, abounding in anecdote, from Maggot, and such importunate hospitality on the part of his better half, that the men felt no disposition to cut it short. Little Grace, too, was charmingly attentive, for she, poor child, being utterly ignorant of the double parts which her parents were playing, rejoiced, in the native kindliness of her heart, to see them all so happy. Even the chet seemed to enter into the spirit of what was going on, for, regardless of the splendid opportunity that now presented itself of obtaining repose to its hearts content, that black ball of concentrated essence of mischief dashed wildly about the floor and up the bed-curtains, with its back up and its tail thickened, and its green eyes glaring defiance at everything animate, inanimate, or otherwise, insomuch that Maggot made sundry efforts to quell it with the three-legged stool  and Mrs Maggot followed suit with a dish-clout  but in vain!

Meanwhile, men and mules and horses were converging by many paths and lanes towards the old shaft, and the shaft itself was apparently endued with the properties of a volcano, for out of its mouth issued a continuous shower of dust and stones, while many stalwart arms laid bare the mine beneath, and tossed up the precious tubs of brandy.

Before the pleasant little tea-party in Maggots cottage broke up the whole were scattered abroad, and men and mules and horses sped with their ill-gotten gains across the furze-clad moors.

Sure its early to break up, said Maggot, when the boatsmen at last rose to take their leave; theres no fear o the bunches o copper melting down there, or flyin away.

Theres no saying, replied Eben Trezise; youve heerd as well as we of lodes takin the bit in their teeth an disappearing  eh?

Well, iss, so they do sometimes; Ill not keep ee longer; good-hevenin to ee, said Maggot, going outside the door and wishing them all manner of success as they returned to the old shaft.

Reader, shall we follow the two knowing fellows to that shaft? Shall we mark the bewildered expression of amazement with which they gazed into it, and listen to the wild fiendish laugh of mingled amusement and wrath that bursts from them in fitful explosions as the truth flashes into their unwilling minds? No; vice had triumphed over virtue, and we deem it a kindness to your sensitive nature to draw a veil over the scene of her discomfiture.




Chapter Fifteen.

Introduces a Stranger, describes a Picnic, and reveals some Secrets of Mining.

Somewhere in the vicinity of that magnificent piece of coast scenery in West Cornwall, known by the name of Gurnards Head, there sauntered, one fine afternoon, a gentleman of tall, commanding aspect. All the parts of this gentleman were, if we may so speak, prononcé. Everything about him savoured of the superlative degree. His head and face were handsome and large, but their size was not apparent because of the capacity of his broad shoulders and wide chest. His waist was slender, hair curly and very black, only to be excelled by the intense blackness of his eyes. His nose was prominent; mouth large and well shaped; forehead high and broad; whiskers enormous; and nostrils so large as to appear dilated. He was a bony man, a powerful man  also tall and straight, and a little beyond forty. He was to all appearance a hero of romance, and his mind seemed to be filled with romantic thoughts, for he smiled frequently as he gazed around him from the top of the cliffs on the beautiful landscape which lay spread out at his feet.

Above him there were wild undulating slopes covered with rich green gorse; below were the cliffs of Gurnards Cove, with rocky projections that resemble the castellated work of mans hand, and intermingled therewith much of the matériel connected with the pilchard fishery, with masses of masonry so heavy and picturesque as to resemble Natures handiwork. Beyond lay the blue waters of the Atlantic, which at that time were calm almost as a mill-pond, studded with a hundred sails, and glittering in sunshine.

The spot appeared a beautiful solitude, for no living thing was visible save the romantic gentleman and a few seagulls and sheep. The pilchard fishery had not yet commenced, and the three or four fishermen who pitched and repaired their boats on the one little spot of sand that could be seen far below on that rugged coast appeared like mice, and were too far distant to break the feeling of solitude  a feeling which was not a little enhanced by the appearance, on a spot not far distant, of the ruined engine-house of a deserted mine.

It was indeed a lovely afternoon, and a beautiful scene  a very misanthrope would have gazed on it with an approach at least to benignity. No wonder that George Augustus Clearemout smiled on it so joyously, and whisked his walking-cane vigorously in the exuberance of his delight.

But, strange to say, his smile was always brightest, and the cane flourished most energetically, when he turned his eyes on the ruined mine! He even laughed once or twice, and muttered to himself as he looked at the picturesque object; yet there seemed nothing in its appearance calculated to produce laughter. On the contrary, there were those alive whom the sight of it might have reduced to tears, for, in its brief existence, it had raised uncommonly little tin or copper, although it had succeeded in sinking an immense amount of gold! Nevertheless Mr Clearemout chuckled every time he looked at the ruin, and appeared very much tickled with the thoughts to which it gave rise.

Yes! the very thing! capital! he muttered to himself, turning again and again to the object of his admiration, couldnt be better  ha! ha! most suitable; yes, it will do for em, probably it will do em  do em, (he repeated the phrase two or three times with a greater display of white teeth at each utterance of it), a most superb name  Wheal Do-em  ha! ha! Spell it with two os to make it look more natural, and ensure correct pronunciation  Wheal Dooem  nothing could be finer, quite candid and above-board  no one can call it a swindle.

This last idea caused Mr Clearemout to break into the loudest laugh in which he had hitherto indulged, and he was about to repeat it, when the appearance of a phaeton at a turn of the carriage road reduced him to gravity.

The vehicle contained a party of ladies and gentlemen from St. Just, among whom were Rose Ellis, Mrs Donnithorne and her husband, Oliver Trembath, and Mr William Grenfell, a gentleman of property in the neighbourhood.

As it approached the spot where Mr Clearemout stood, the horse swerved at a sheep which started out from behind a furze bush, and then backed so rapidly that the hind-wheels were on the point of passing over the edge of the road, when the tall stranger sprang to its head, and led it gently forward.

The danger was not great, for the road at the place was elevated little above the sward, but it was sufficiently so to warrant a profusion of thanks from the occupants of the vehicle, and a pressing invitation to Mr Clearemout to join the picnic party then and there assembling.

You see, were not all here, said Mr Donnithorne, bustling about energetically, as he pulled baskets and bottles from the body of the vehicle, while Oliver assisted the ladies to alight; theres another machineful coming, but we have lots of grub for all, and will only be too glad of your company, Mr  Mr  what did you say?

Clearemout, interposed that gentleman, with a bow and a bland smile that quite took Mr Donnithorne by storm.

Ah, yes, glad to have you, Mr Clearemout; why, our necks might all have been broken but for you. Rose, my dear, do look after this basket. There  thanks  how hot it is, to be sure! Mr Clearemout  Mr Grenfell; no introduction  only to let you know his name  my wife  niece, Rose  Oliver Trembath, and all the rest; there, dispense with ceremony on a picnic always. Thats the chief fun of it.

While the lively old gentleman ran on thus, and collected the baskets together, Mr Grenfell, who was a tall, gentlemanly man of about sixty, with a grave, aristocratic countenance and polite manner, assured Mr Clearemout that he was happy to make the acquaintance of a man who had rendered them such opportune service, whereupon Mr Clearemout declared himself to be fortunate in being present at such a juncture, and protested that his service was a trifle in itself, although it had led to an introduction which was most gratifying. Then, turning with much urbanity of manner to the ladies, he entered into conversation with them.

Here they come! shouted old Mr Donnithorne, as another carriage drove up.

The rest of our party, said Mr Grenfell, turning to Mr Clearemout; friends from St. Just.

The carriage stopped as he spoke, and a number of ladies and gentlemen descended therefrom, and mingled their congratulations at the narrow escape which had just been made, with thanks to the dark stranger, and with orders, questions, counter-orders, and explanations innumerable, about baskets to be carried and places to be selected.

The picnic, we need scarcely say, very much resembled picnics in general. All were in good spirits  elated with the splendour of the day, the beauty of the views, and the freshness of the sea-breeze that sprang up soon after their arrival. The only one whose feelings were not absolutely unruffled was Oliver Trembath. That youth was afflicted with an unaccountable dislike to the dark stranger which rendered him somewhat uncomfortable. As for the stranger, he made himself extremely agreeable  told anecdotes, sang songs, and became an immaculate waiter on the whole company, handing about plates, glasses, knives, etcetera, etcetera, as deftly as if he were dealing a pack of cards. Above all, he was a good listener, and not only heard other peoples stories out to the end, but commented on them as one who had been interested. With all this, he was particularly attentive to Rose Ellis, but so guarded was he that no one noticed the attentions as being peculiar except Rose herself, and Oliver Trembath, who, for the first time in his life, to his great surprise and displeasure, felt the demon of jealousy tormenting his breast.

But in the midst of all this, Mr George Augustus Clearemout displayed an insatiable curiosity in regard to mines and miners. Whatever might be the subject of conversation for the time, he invariably took the first opportunity of returning to his favourite theme with one or another of the party, as occasion served.

Ashamed of the feelings which troubled him, Oliver Trembath resolved to take the bold and manly step of stifling them, by making himself agreeable to the object of his dislike. Accordingly, he availed himself of an opportunity when the party broke up into groups to saunter about the cliffs, and entered into converse with the stranger on the subject of mines.

You appear to take much interest in mining, I think, said he, as they walked out on the promontory together.

I do indeed, replied Clearemout; the mines of Cornwall have ever been a subject of deep interest to me, and the miners I regard as a race of men singularly endowed with courage and perseverance.

Your opinion of them is correct, said Oliver. Have you ever seen them at work?

No, I have only just arrived in the county, but I hope to visit the mines ere long.

When you do, said Oliver with enthusiasm, your opinion of them will be strengthened, for their endurance underground, and their perseverance in a species of labour which taxes their muscular power as well as their patience to the uttermost, surpasses anything I have either seen or heard of. England does not fully appreciate, because she is not minutely acquainted with, the endurance and courage of her Cornish miners. The rocks through which they have to cut are so hard and unyielding that men who had not been trained from childhood to subdue them would lose heart altogether at the weight of toil and the small return for it. Sometimes, indeed, miners are fortunate, and here, as elsewhere, lucky hits are made, but for the most part their gains are barely sufficient for their wants; and whether they are lucky or unlucky in that respect, the toil is always hard  so hard that few of them retain health or strength sufficient to go underground beyond the age of forty-five, while hundreds of them find an early grave, owing to disease resulting from their peculiar work, or to accidents. These last are usually occasioned by the bursting out of collections of water which flood the mines, or the fall of masses of timber, or the premature explosion of blast-holes. At other times the men lose hold of the ladders fall away from them, as they express it  or stumble into a winze, which is a small shaft connecting level with level, in which latter case death is almost certain to ensue, many of the winzes being sixty feet deep. In St. Just you will see many poor fellows who have been blinded or maimed in the mines. Nevertheless Cornish miners are a contented, uncomplaining race of men, and Cornwall is justly proud of them.

I am much interested in what you tell me, said Clearemout; in fact I have come here for the purpose of making inquiry into mines and mining concerns.

Then you will find this to be the very place for you, said Oliver. My uncle, Mr Donnithorne, and Mr Grenfell, and Mr Cornish are intimately acquainted with mining in all its phases, and will, I am certain, be happy to give you all the information in their power. As to the people of St. Just and its neighbourhood, you will find them most agreeable and hospitable. I can speak from personal experience, although I have only been a short time among them.

I doubt it not, replied Mr Clearemout with a bland smile; my own limited experience goes far to corroborate what you say, and I hope to have the pleasure of still further testing the truth of your observations.

And Mr George Augustus Clearemout did test their truth for several weeks after the picnic. He was received with kindness and hospitality everywhere; he was taken down into the mines by obliging agents, and was invited to several of the periodical business dinners, called account-dinners, at which he met shareholders in the mines, and had an opportunity of conversing with men of note and wealth from various parts of the county. He dwelt, during his stay, with old Mr Donnithorne, and, much to the surprise if not pleasure of Rose, proved himself to be a proficient on the guitar and a good musician.

At length the dark gentleman took his departure for London, whither we shall follow him, and watch his proceedings for a very short time, before returning to the principal scene of our tale.

Almost immediately on his arrival in the great city, he betook himself to the West End, and there, in a fashionable square, solicited an interview with an old lady, whose principal noteworthy points were that she had much gold and not much brains. She was a confiding old lady, and had, on a previous occasion, been quite won by the insinuating address of the charming Mr Clearemout, who had been introduced to her by a noble lord.

To this confiding old lady George Augustus painted Cornish mines and mining in the most glowing colours, and recommended her to invest in a mine a portion of her surplus funds. The confiding old lady had no taste for speculation, and was rather partial to the three per cent consols, but George Augustus was so charmingly persuasive that she could not help giving in  so George proposed little plans, and opened up little prospects, and the confiding old lady agreed to all the little plans without paying much regard to the little prospects.

After this Mr Clearemout paid another visit in another West End square  this time to a gentleman. The gentleman was young and noble, for Clearemout styled him My lord. Strange to say he also was of a confiding nature  very much so indeed  and appeared to be even more completely under the influence of George Augustus than the confiding old lady herself.

For the benefit of this young gentleman Mr Clearemout painted the same picture in the same glowing colours, which colours seemed to grow warmer as the sun of success rose upon it. He added something about the value of a name, and referred to money as being a matter of small consequence in comparison. The young lord, like the old lady, agreed to everything that was proposed to him, except the proposal to advance money. On that point he was resolute, but Clearemout did not care much about obtaining money from the confiding young gentleman. His name was as good as gold, and would enable him to screw money out of others.

After this the dark man paid a visit to several other friends at the West End, all of whom were more or less confiding  some with selfish, others with unselfish, dispositions  but all, without exception, a little weak intellectually. These had the same glowing pictures of a Cornish mine laid before them, and most of them swallowed the bait whole, only one or two being content to nibble.

When afternoon began to merge into evening Mr Clearemout paid a last visit for the day  but not in the West End, rather nearer to the City  to a gentleman somewhat like himself, though less prepossessing, for whose benefit he painted no glowing picture of a mine, but to whom he said, Come, Jack, Ive made a pretty good job of it; lets go and have a chop. If your luck has equalled mine the thing is done, and Wheal Dooem, as I have named the sweet little thing, will be going full swing in a couple of weeks  costing, perhaps, a few hundreds to put it in working order, with a trifle thereafter in the shape of wages to a man and a boy to coal the fire, and keep the thing moving with as much noise as possible to make a show, and leaving a pretty little balance of some twenty or thirty thousand at the credit of the Company, for you and me to enjoy in the meantime  minus a small sum for rent of office, clerks salary, gas and coal, etcetera, as long as the bubble lasts.

Thus did this polite scoundrel go about from house to house getting up a Cornish Mining Company on false pretences (as other polite scoundrels have done before, and doubtless as others will do again), bringing into unmerited disrepute those genuine and grand old mines of Cornwall which have yielded stores of tin and copper, to the enriching of the English nation, ever since those old-world days when the Phoenicians sailed their adventurous barks to the Cassiterides in quest of tin.

While these things were being done in London, a terrible catastrophe happened in Botallack mine, which threw a dark cloud for some time over more than one lowly cottage in St. Just.




Chapter Sixteen.

Describes Holing to a House of Water and its Terrible Consequences.

One morning, about seven oclock, George and James, the two fair-haired sons of poor John Batten of Botallack, started for their work as usual. They were in high spirits, having obtained a good pitch on last setting-day, and things were looking well.

They put on their underground clothing at the changing-house, and with several spare candles attached to buttons on the breasts of their coats, and their tools slung over their shoulders, walked towards the head of the ladder-shaft. At the mouth of the shaft they paused for a moment and glanced round. The sky was bright, the landscape green, and the sun lit up many a distant sail on the Atlantic.

I do wish, said the younger with a slight sigh, that our work was more in the sunshine?

Youll never be a true miner, Jimmy, if ee go hankerin after the sun like that, said his brother with a laugh, as he stepped on the ladder and began to descend.

Jimmy took a last look at the rising sun, and followed him close without replying. The lads were soon beyond the reach of daylight.

This was the last they ever saw of earthly sunshine. In a few minutes there came a low soft sound up the shaft; it was the lads singing one of Wesleys beautiful hymns. They had been taught to sing these by their mother from their infancy, and usually beguiled the tedium of the long descent of the ladders by singing one or two of them.

Arrived at their place of work the brothers threw down their tools, fixed their candles against the walls of the level, and began the labour of the day.

Other men were in that part of the mine at the time, and the brothers found that a message had been sent to one of the captains requesting him to come and examine the place, as the men were becoming uneasy at the increasing flow of water from the walls. One miner, named John Nicols, was driving an end, that is, extending the level lengthwise, and two others were stopeing, or cutting up into the roof in pursuit of a promising little lode. They were using hammer and pick in soft ground when the water trickled through to them.

It was well known that they were approaching an old part of the mine which had not been worked for thirty years. The drainage of the ground was not, however, accurately known, therefore questions had been put to experienced miners as to the probable condition of this untapped land. The answer was that, as far as was known, the old mine was full of deads, that is, of rubbish, and that there was therefore, in all probability, no gathering of water in it.

Just at that moment one of the captains entered the level, accompanied by Oliver Trembath. The latter had been called to see a patient near the mine, and chanced to be with the captain when he was summoned. Being anxious to see the place, and the nature of the danger that threatened, he had descended along with him.

Before the captain had time to put a question, and while the men were still picking cautiously at the soft ground, the flow of water suddenly increased. Recognising probable danger, a lad named Oats called to his father, who was at the end of the level with Nicols. At the same moment the water forced a gap in the wall three feet long by about half a foot wide, and burst in upon them with terrific violence. All turned and fled. Oats and his son, with the captain and Nicols, made for the nearest shaft  which was about eighty yards distant  and escaped, but the brothers Batten and Oliver were thrown down and swept away. One desperate effort was made by Oliver to outstrip the rushing stream; but the candles had been blown out, and, not stooping sufficiently low, he dashed his head against an overhanging rock, and fell. He retained sufficient consciousness, however, to be aware that a desperate struggle for life must be made, and, without knowing what he did, or at what he aimed, he fought with the strength of a giant in thick darkness against the chaotic flood; but his strength soon gave way, and in a few seconds he became insensible.

That a terrible catastrophe had occurred was at once known to all the men in the mine by the roar of the rushing water. In order that the reader may clearly understand the situation, it is necessary to explain that the accident occurred in one of the upper levels, at or near its extremity. At the same depth there were many of these underground passages, running in various directions, and several miles in extent, some of them being worked, but most of them old and used up  all the ore having been extracted from them. At various depths below this level other levels had been cut  also running in various directions, and of several miles extent. These successive levels were not only connected and communicated with by the main shafts of the mine, but by winzes or smaller shafts which connected level with level in many places. Some of these were used as ladder-ways, but others had been cut merely for the purpose of securing ventilation. In many parts of these lower levels miners were at work  some, in following the course of promising lodes, stopeing, or cutting overhead, some cutting downwards, some driving ends or extending the levels, and others sinking winzes to keep up the ventilation as they pushed further and further from the shafts or throats, down which flowed the life-giving air.

By all of these men the dreaded sounds above  which reached the profounder depths with the muffled but deep-toned roar of a distant storm  were well understood and well heard, for the pent-up waters, in their irresistible fury, carried before them the pent-up atmosphere, and sent it through the low and narrow levels as if through the circling tubes of a monster trumpet, which, mingled with the crash of hurling timbers, rocks, and débris, created a mighty roar that excelled in hideous grandeur the prolonged peals of loud thunder.

Every man dropped his tools, and ran to the nearest shaft for his life. It was not, indeed, probable that the flood would fill all the wide-extended ramifications of the vast mine, but no one knew for certain where the catastrophe had occurred, or how near the danger might be to the spot where he laboured. Enough for each that death was dealing terrible destruction somewhere overhead, and that, unless every muscle were strained to the uttermost, the pathway might be filled up, and his retreat cut off. The rush was swiftly but not easily made. Those who have never traversed the levels of a Cornish mine may perhaps fancy, on hearing of levels six feet high, and about two and a half feet broad, on the average, that the flight might resemble the rush of men through the windings and turnings of the intricate passages in a stupendous old castle. But it was far otherwise. The roofs, walls, and floors of these levels were irregular, not only in direction, but in height and form. There was no levelling or polishing-off anywhere. It was tunnelling of the roughest kind. Angles and projections remained as the chisel, the pick, and the blasting-powder had left them. Here, the foot tripped over a lump, or plunged into a hollow; there, the head narrowly missed a depending mass of rock, or the shoulder grazed a projecting one. Elsewhere, pools of water lay in the path, and at intervals the yawning chasm of a winze appeared, with one or two broken planks to bridge the gulf, of twenty, forty, or sixty feet, that descended to the levels below. Sometimes it was possible to run with the head stooped a little; generally the back had to be bent low  often double; and occasionally progress could only be made on hands and knees,  this, too, with a candle to be guarded from blasts of air or dripping water, and trimmed, lest it should go out and leave the place in total darkness.

But long-continued habit and practice had made the men so familiar with the place, and so nimble in their movements, that they traversed the levels with wonderful rapidity, and most of them ascended the shaft of the mine in safety.

Some, however, escaped with the utmost difficulty, and a few there were  chiefly among those who had been near to or immediately below the scene of the outbreak  who perished miserably.

At the first rush the water had almost filled the level where it occurred, and, sweeping onward about eight fathoms to a winze, plunged down and partly over it. The greater part, however, went down to the eighty-five fathom level. East of this a man named Anguin, with his two sons, William and James  youths of about twenty years of age  were at work. They heard the roar of the approaching torrent, and the father and younger son James rushed towards the winze, intending to ascend the ladder. Before they reached it the flood was pouring down with deafening noise. The least harmful part of the cataract was the water, for the current now carried along with it stones, pieces of timber, and rubbish. To encounter all this might have caused the stoutest hearts to quail, but miners can never calculate the probable extent of an inundation. They might, indeed, by remaining in the roof of the level, escape; but, on the other hand, if the flood should be great enough to fill the place, they would certainly be drowned. Father and son, therefore, preferred to make a desperate effort to save their lives. They dashed into the flood and made a grasp at the ladder, but before their hands touched the first round they were beaten down and swept away dead corpses. William, on the other hand, climbed to a cross-piece of timber, where he remained until the water abated, which it did in a very short time, for events of this kind are for the most part awfully sudden and brief as well as fatal. Then, descending, he groped his way in the dark over the very spot where his father and brother lay dead  fearfully mutilated and covered with rubbish  and escaped up the shaft.

In a still lower level two brothers were at work. Miners usually work in couples  sometimes in larger numbers  and brothers frequently go together. They were in a winze about thirty fathoms from the engine-shaft. Being overtaken by the flood they were washed down, to the next level, and along it nearly to the shaft. As the torrent tore past this place, bearing splintered timber, stones, and rubbish along with it, an iron wagon was caught up and flung across the level. This formed a barricade, against which the brothers were dashed. The elder of these brothers was afterwards found alive here, and carried to the surface; but he was speechless, and died twenty minutes after being brought up. When the dead body of the younger and weaker brother was recovered, it was found to be dreadfully shattered, nearly every bone being crushed.

In the same level, two men  John Paul and Andrew Teague  hearing the rush of the advancing torrent above their head, made for a shaft, went up it against a heavy fall of water, and escaped.

A man named Richard  a powerful man and a cool experienced miner, who had faced death in almost every form  was at work in one of the lowest levels with his son William, a youth of twenty-one, and his nephew, a lad of seventeen, who was the sole support of a widowed mother with six children. They were thirty fathoms from one of the winzes down which the water streamed. On hearing the roar Richard cautioned the younger men to be prompt, but collected. No time was to be lost, but rash haste might prove as fatal as delay. He sent them on in front of him, and they rushed under and past the winze, where they were nearly crushed by the falling water, and where, of course, their candles were extinguished, leaving them in midnight darkness. This last was not so serious a matter to the elder Richard as, at first sight, it might appear. He knew every foot of the ground they had to traverse, with all its turnings, yawning chasms, and plank bridges, and could have led the way blindfold almost as easily as with a light. As they neared the shaft he passed the younger men, and led the way to prevent them falling into it. At this time the water raged round them as high as their waists. The nephew, who was weak, in consequence of a fever from which he had not quite recovered, fell, and, passing the others unobserved, went down the shaft and was lost. The escape of Richard and his son was most wonderful. William was a stout fellow, but the father much more so. They were driven at first into the shaft, but there the fall of water was so great that they could do nothing more than cling to the ladder. By this cataract they were beaten back into the level, but here the water rose around them so quickly and with such force as to oblige them to make another effort to ascend.

There was a crevice in the roof of the level here, in which the father had left part of his supply of candles and a tinder-box. He succeeded in reaching these, and in striking a light, which revealed to them the full horrors of their situation. It was with difficulty that the candle could be kept burning by holding it close to the roof under a projecting piece of rock which sheltered it partially from the dashing spray.

Let us try again! shouted the father.

The noise was so great that it was with difficulty they could make each other hear.

Its all over with we, cried the son; let us pray, faither.

The father urged his son, however, to make another effort, as the water had risen nearly to their waists, and prevailed on him to do so, getting on the ladder himself first, in order to bear the brunt of the falling water and thus break its force to his son. As the water below was now rising swiftly William only held the light long enough to enable his father to obtain a secure footing on the ladder, when he dropped it and followed him. So anxious was the youth to escape from the danger that menaced him from below, that he pressed eagerly up against his father. In doing so, he over-reached the rounds of the ladder on which his father trod, and, almost at every step, the latter unwittingly planted his heavy-nailed boots on the sons hands, lacerating them terribly. To avoid this was impossible. So heavy was the descending flood, that it was only his unusually great strength which enabled the father to advance slowly up against it. The son, being partially sheltered by his fathers body, knew not the power against which he had to contend, and, being anxious to go up faster, pressed too closely on him, regardless, in his alarm, of the painful consequences. Masses of stone, wood, and rubbish, dashed down the shaft and grazed their shoulders, but providentially none struck them severely. Thus, slowly and painfully, did they ascend to a height of eighty-four feet, and were saved.

In another part of the mine, below the level where the accident occurred, James Penrose, whom we have already introduced to the reader, was at work with John Cock. The latter having taken a fancy to try mining for a time instead of smuggling  just by way of a change  had joined the former in working a pitch in Botallack mine. These men were peculiarly situated. They were in a level which the water entered, not by flowing along or descending, but, by rising up through a winze. On hearing the noise they ran to this winze, and, looking down, saw the water boiling and roaring far below. They were about to pass on to the shaft when Penrose observed a dark object moving on the ladder. It came slowly up.

Hallo! John, cried Penrose, stay a bit; heres some one on the ladder.

John Cock returned, and they both stooped to afford help. In another moment Oliver Trembath, drenched and bleeding, and covered with mud, stood, or rather reeled, before them. It was evident that he was only half conscious, and scarcely able to stand. But they had no time to speak  scarcely to think  for the water was already boiling up through the winze like a huge fountain, and filling the level. They seized Oliver by the arms and dragged him hastily towards the nearest winze that led upward. Here they found water pouring down like rain, and heard its thunders above them, but the stream was not sufficient to retard their progress up the winze, which they ascended with comparative ease. Penrose and Cock were surprised at this, but the small quantity of water was soon accounted for by the fact that the hatch or trap-door of the winze had been closed; and thus, while it prevented the great body of water above from descending, also effectually shut off the only way of escape. They were therefore compelled to descend again to the level, in which the water was now rising rapidly.

Oliver leaned against the rock, and stood in apathetic silence. Penrose tried to rouse him, but failed. His injuries had rendered him almost in capable of coherent speech, and his replies showed that his mind was rambling on the necessity of making haste and struggling hard.

James Penrose, who was a class-leader and a local preacher among the Wesleyans, and mentally much superior to his comrades, now proved beyond a doubt that his God was to him a very present help in trouble. Both he and Cock knew, or at least believed, that death was certain to overtake them in a few minutes, for both before and behind retreat was cut off, and the water was increasing with frightful rapidity. Observing that Cock looked anxious, Penrose turned and said earnestly, John, you and I shall be dead in a few minutes.

For myself I have no fear, for my peace is already made with God, through Jesus Christ  blessed be His name  but, oh! John, you do know that it is not so with you. Turn, John, turn, even now, to the Lord, who tells you that though thy sins be as scarlet they shall be as white as snow, and that now is the day of salvation, if you will only repent, and believe on Him!

Pray for un, James, said Cock, whose face betrayed his fears.

Penrose at once clasped his hands, and, closing his eyes, prayed for his comrade with such fervour that his voice rose loud and strong above the turmoil of the flood. He was still engaged in prayer when the water drove them from the level, and compelled them to re-ascend the winze. Here John Cock began to pray for himself in agonising tones. By this time Oliver had partially recovered, and suggested that they should ascend the winze to the top. Penrose assured him that it was useless to do so; but, while he was still speaking, he observed that the water ceased to rise, and began quickly to abate. In fact, all that we have taken so long to describe  from the outburst to the termination of the great rush  took place within half an hour.

The noise overhead now grew less and less, until it almost ceased. They then ascended to the trap-door and tried to force it open, but failed. They shouted, however, and were heard, ere long, by those who had escaped and had returned to the mine to search for their less fortunate companions. The trap-door was opened, strong and willing hands were thrust down the dark winze to the rescue, and in a few seconds the three men were saved.

The danger was past  but several lives had been lost in the terrible catastrophe.




Chapter Seventeen.

Touches on the Causes of Accidents: Oliver in a New Light and his Uncle in a sad one.

That was a sad day in St. Just which followed the event related in the last chapter. Many a heart-broken wail was heard round the mouths of the shafts, as the remains of those who perished were brought to the surface, and conveyed to their former homes.

Saddest of all perhaps was the procession that marched slowly to the cottage of blind John Batten, and laid the two fair-haired lads before their stricken parents. Tears were wrung from the strongest men there when they beheld the agonised but tearless mother guide her husbands hand to their faces that he might for the last time feel the loved ones whom, she said in the bitterness of her grief, he should never see more.

Never see more, dear lass! he replied with a sad smile, how can thee say so? Shall we not behold their dear faces again when we see our blessed Lord face to face?

Thus the Christian miner comforted himself and his sorrowing family.

It is right to add that such catastrophes are not of frequent occurrence in the mines. The danger of holing to a house of water, is so great and so well known that the operation is usually conducted with great care, and accident is well guarded against.

Nevertheless, an occasional act of carelessness will now and then result in a terrible disaster. A catastrophe, similar in all its chief features to that which has been related in the last chapter, happened in North Levant mine many years ago, and in the burying-ground of the Wesleyan Chapel of St. Just may be seen a tombstone, which bears record of the sad event as follows:  

Sacred to the memory of James, aged 20, and John, aged 15 years, sons of James and Nanny Thomas of Bollowall, in this Parish, who were drowned (with three others) by the holing to a house of water in North Levant Mine on the first of April 1867.

A house of much larger dimensions, and containing a much greater body of water than that which caused the latest destruction of life in North Levant mine, was cleared of water not long ago in Botallack. The agents knew of its existence, for, the whole region both above and below ground being measured off and planned, they could lay their finger on the exact spot where they knew that an old mine existed. They kept a large borer, six feet long, going constantly before them as they cut their way towards the point of danger. The result was that when the borer at last pierced through to the old mine, there were six feet of solid rock between them and the water. Through the small hole the water flowed, and thus the mine was slowly but safely drained. In the other case, the ground happened to be soft, and had been somewhat recklessly cut away.

Of course, there are occasions  proving the truth of the proverb that accidents will happen in the best regulated families  in which neither foresight nor precaution can prevent evil; but these are comparatively few. Sometimes the cupidity of a miner will lead him, for the sake of following a rich lode, to approach too near and too recklessly to danger, despite the vigilance of captains, and cause considerable risk to the mine as well as to themselves. Such was the case once long ago at Botallack, when the miners below the sea cut away the rock to within three or four feet of the water, and actually made a small hole through so that they had to plug it up with a piece of wood.

This is a fact which we can vouch for, having seen the plug, and heard the boulders rattling loudly over our head with each successive wave; but there is no danger here, because the cutting under the sea is narrow, and the rock solid and intensely hard.

Such also was the case, not many years since, at Levant mine, where the men working in the levels under the sea drove upwards until the salt water began to trickle through to them in alarming quantities  insomuch that the other miners struck work, and refused to go again into the mine, unless the workings in that part were stopped, and the place made secure. This was accordingly done, and the men returned to the mine. The danger here was really great, because the cutting that had been made was wide, and the ground overhead comparatively soft.

But, to return to our tale.

For many days after the catastrophe Oliver Trembath lay in his bed suffering from severe cuts and bruises, as well as from what must have been, as nearly as possible, concussion of the brain, for he had certainly been washed down one of the winzes, although he himself retained only a confused recollection of the events of that terrible day, and could not tell what had befallen him. At length, however, he became convalescent, and a good deal of his old vigour returned.

During this period of illness and convalescence Oliver had been constrained by old Mr Donnithorne to take up his abode in his house, and the young doctor could not have experienced more attention and kindness from the old couple if he had been their son. Rose Ellis, too, did her best to cheer him, and, as we need scarcely add, was wonderfully successful in her efforts!

It was during this period that Oliver made the acquaintance of a young man of St. Just, named Charles Tregarthen  a congenial spirit  and one who was, besides, a thorough gentleman and an earnest Christian. With this youth he formed a sincere friendship, and although the subject of religion was never obtrusively thrust upon him by young Tregarthen, it entered so obviously into all his thoughts, and shone so clearly in his words and conduct, that Olivers heart was touched, and he received impressions at that time which never left him.

Oliver and his friend were sitting one forenoon in Mr Donnithornes dining-room, which commanded an extensive view of green fields and grass-covered stone walls, with the beams and machinery of mines on the horizon, and the blue sea beyond. They were planning a short walking tour, which it was thought would be of great benefit to Oliver in that stage of his recovery, when old Mr Donnithorne entered the room with a somewhat perturbed expression of countenance.

How are you, Charlie my boy? he said. Oliver, I want to have a few minutes talk with you in my room on business; I know Charlie will excuse you.

I was on the point of taking leave at any rate, said Tregarthen with a smile, as he grasped Olivers hand; think over our plan, like a good fellow; I am sure Mr Donnithorne will approve of it, and Ill look in to-morrow forenoon to hear what decision you come to.

Oliver, said Mr Donnithorne, sitting down opposite the invalid when his friend had left, and frowning portentously, dyou know Im a ruined man?

I trust not, uncle, replied Oliver with an incredulous smile, supposing that the old gentleman was jesting.

Yes, but I am, he repeated with tremendous gravity. At all events, I shall be ere long. These  these  vile jewels will be the death of me.

Having thus broken the ice Mr Donnithorne went on with much volubility of utterance and exasperation of tone to explain that legal proceedings had been instituted for the recovery of the jewels which he had purchased from the fishermen; that things seemed almost certain to go against him; and that in all probability he should be compelled to sell his estate in order to refund the money.

But can you not sell your shares in Botallack and refund with the proceeds? said Oliver.

No, I cannot, replied the old gentleman. You know that at present these shares are scarcely saleable except at a ruinous discount, and it would be a pity to part with them just now, seeing that there is some hope of improvement at this time. There is nothing for it but to sell my estate, and I dont think there will be enough left to buy butter to my bread after this unhappy affair is settled, for it amounts to some thousands of pounds.

Indeed, uncle! how comes it that they found out the value of them?

Oh, simply enough, Oliver, but strangely too. You must know that Maggot, the scoundrel (and yet not such a scoundrel either, for the fellow informed on me in a passion, without having any idea of the severity of the consequences that would follow),  Maggot, it seems, kept the cloth belt in which the jewels were found tied round the owners waist, and there happened to be a piece of parchment sewed up in the folds of it, in which the number and value of the jewels were enumerated. This belt was ferreted out by the lawyers, and the result is that, as I said before, I shall be a ruined man. Verily, added Mr Donnithorne, with a look of vexation, as he stumped up and down the room with his hands thrust deep into his breeches pockets, verily, my wife was a true prophetess when she told me that my sin would be sure to find me out, and that honesty was the best policy. Pon my conscience, Im half inclined to haul down my colours and let her manage me after all!

I am much concerned at what you tell me, said Oliver, and I regret now very deeply that the few hundreds which I possessed when I came here  and which you know are all my fortune  have also been invested in Botallack shares, for they should have been heartily at your service, uncle.

Dont trouble yourself about your hundreds, lad, said the old gentleman testily; I didnt come here to ask assistance from you in that way, but to tell you the facts of the case, and ask you to do me the favour to carry a letter to my lawyer in Penzance, and inquire into the condition of a mine I have something to do with there  a somewhat singular mine, which I think will surprise as well as interest you; will you do this, for me, lad?

Most willingly, replied Oliver. You heard my friend Charlie Tregarthen speak of our intention to go on a walking tour for a couple of days; now, if you have no objection, he and I will set off together without delay, and make Penzance our goal, going round by the Lands End and the coast.

So be it, Oliver, and dont hurry yourselves, for the business will wait well enough for a day or two. But take care of yourself, lad; dont go swimming off the Lands End again, and above all things avoid smugglers. The scoundrels! they have been the ruin of me, Oliver. Not bad fellows in their way either, but unprincipled characters  desperately regardless of the national laws; and  and  keep clear of em, I advise you strongly  have nothing to do with em, Oliver, my son.

So saying the old gentleman left the room, shaking his head with profound gravity.




Chapter Eighteen.

Tells of King Arthur and other more or less Fabulous Matters.

Next day Oliver Trembath and his friend Charles Tregarthen, before the sun had mounted his own height above the horizon, were on their way to the Lands End.

The young men were admirably suited to each other. Both were well educated, and possessed similar tastes, though their temperaments were dissimilar, and both were strong athletic youths  Olivers superiority in this latter respect being at that time counterbalanced by his recent illness, which reduced him nearly to a level with his less robust companion.

Their converse was general and desultory until they reached the Lands End, on the point of which they had resolved to breakfast.

Now, Oliver, we have purchased an appetite, said Tregarthen, throwing down a wallet in which he carried some provisions; let us to work.

Stay, Charlie, not here, said Oliver; let us get out on the point, where we shall have a better view of the cliffs on either side of the Lands End. I love a wide, unobstructed view.

As you will, Oliver; I leave you to select our table, but I pray you to remember that however steady your head may have been in days of yore when you scaled the Scottish mountains, the rough reception it has met with in our Cornish mines has given it a shake that renders caution necessary.

Pshaw! Charlie, dont talk to me of caution, as if I were a timid old woman.

Nay, then, I talk of it because you are not a timid old woman, but a reckless young man who seems bent on committing suicide. Yonder is a grassy spot which I think will suit you well.

He pointed to a level patch of sward on the neck of land that connects the outlying and rugged promontory which forms the extreme Lands End with the cliffs of the mainland. Here they spread their meal, and from this point they could see the cliffs and bays of the iron-bound shore extending on the one hand towards Cape Cornwall, and on the other towards that most romantic part of the coast known by the somewhat curious name of Tolpedenpenwith, where rocks and caverns are found in such fantastic fashion that the spot has become justly celebrated for picturesque grandeur. At their feet, far below, the great waves (caused by the swell, for there was no wind) boomed in solemn majesty, encircling the cliffs with a lace-work of foam, while on the horizon the Scilly Islands could be seen shimmering faintly. A bright sun shone on the unruffled sea, and hundreds of ships and boats lay becalmed on its breast.

Tis a splendid scene! said Oliver, sitting down beside his friend.

It is indeed, and reminds me of the sea of glass before the great white throne that we read of in Revelation. It is difficult to imagine or to believe that the peaceful water before us, lying between this spot and the Scilly Islands yonder, was once a land full of verdure and life  yet such tradition tells us was the case.

You mean, I suppose, the fabled land of Lionesse? said Oliver.

Yes; you have heard the story of its destruction, I suppose?

Not I, said Oliver, so if you have a mind to tell it me while I satisfy the cravings of an unusually sharp appetite Ill consider you a most obliging fellow. Pass me the knuckle of ham  thanks  and the bread; now go ahead.

Tis a romantic story, said Tregarthen.

All the better, replied Oliver.

And terrible, added Tregarthen.

It wont spoil my appetite, said his friend.

Well, then, Ill tell it  to the best of my ability. The youth then began the following legend, pausing ever and anon during the narration to swallow a piece of bread or a mouthful of cold tea, which constituted the principal elements of their frugal meal.

You must know that, once upon a time, long, long ago, in those ancient days before Norman or Dane had invaded this land, while Britain still belonged to the British, and King Arthur held his court in Tintagels halls, there was a goodly land, named Lethowsow or the Lionesse, extending a distance of thirty miles between this cape and yonder shadowy islets which seem to float like cirrus clouds on the horizon. It is said that this land of Lionesse was rich and fertile, supporting many hundreds of families, with large flocks and herds. There were no fewer than forty churches upon it, from which it follows that there must have been a considerable population of well-doing people there.

About the time of the events which I am going to narrate, King Arthurs reign was drawing to a close. Treason had thinned the ranks of the once united and famous knights of the Round Table. It is true that Sir Kaye, the seneschal, remained true, and Sir Ector de Mans, and Sir Caradoc, and Sir Tristram, and Sir Lancelot of the Lake, of whom it was said that he was the kindest man that ever struck with sword; and he was the goodliest person that ever rode among the throng of knights; and he was the meekest man, and the gentlest, that did ever eat in hall among ladies; and he was the sternest knight to his mortal foe that ever laid lance in rest. But many seats at the Round Table that once were filled by brave warriors had become empty, and among these, that of Prince Mordred, who, it was rumoured, meant to declare open war against his royal cousin and benefactor.

One night King Arthur sat at the Round Table in Tintagel Castle with his knights gathered round him, and Queen Guenever with her maidens by his side. At the beginning of the feast the kings brow was clouded, for, although there was no lack of merriment or song, there was a want of the free-hearted courtesy and confidence of former days. Still the semblance of unabated good-fellowship was kept up, and the evening passed in gaiety until its close, when the king rose to retire. Taking in his hand a golden cup to pledge his guests, he was about to drink, when a shudder passed through his frame, and he cast the goblet away, exclaiming, It is not wine, but blood! My father Merlin is among us, and there is evil in the coming days. Break we up our court, my peers! It is no time for feasting, but rather for fasting and for prayer.

The king glanced with a dark frown at the chair of his kinsman Mordred, but it was not empty! A strange, indistinct, shadowy form rested on it. It had no human shape, but a dreadful outline of something unearthly. Awe-struck and silent, the company at once broke up.

On the following day, news of Mordreds revolt arrived at Tintagel Castle, and day after day fresh rumours reached it of foes flocking in numbers to the rebel standard. The army increased as it advanced, but, strange to say, King Arthur showed no disposition to sally forth and meet the traitor. It seemed as if his brave heart had quailed at last, and his good sword Excalibur had lost its magic virtue. Some thought that he doubted the fidelity of those who still remained around him. But, whatever the cause might have been, King Arthur made no preparation, and indicated no feeling or intention. He lay still in his castle until the rebels had approached to the very gates. There was something terrible in this mysterious silence of the king, which had a tendency to overawe the rebels as they drew near, and remembered that they were about to match themselves against warriors who had grown old in fellowship with victory.

When the main body of the invaders appeared, the great bell of the fortress at last rang out a stirring peal, and before the barbican the trumpets sounded to horse. King Arthur then with his knights and men-at-arms, the best warriors of Britain, arose and sallied forth to fight in their last battle.

Next evening a broken band of horsemen alone remained to tell of the death of their king and the destruction of all their hopes. They numbered several hundreds, but their hacked armour, jaded steeds, and gaping wounds told that they were unfit to offer battle to any foe. They were in full flight, bearing a torn banner, still wet with the blood of King Arthur; yet they fled unwillingly, as men who were unused to retreat, and scarce knew how to comport them in the novel circumstances. Their course was in the direction of the Lionesse, the tract of country called in the Cornish tongue Lethowsow. On they dashed, without uttering a word, over the bleak moors before them. Sometimes they halted to drink at a spring or tighten their girths, and occasionally a man fell behind from sheer exhaustion. At night they encamped, after a hard ride of thirty miles. Next morning the flight was resumed, but the vindictive Mordred still thundered on in pursuit. Ere long they heard a trumpet sounding in their rear, and King Arthurs men halted for a few minutes, with the half-formed design of facing the foe and selling their lives dearly. While they paused in gloomy irresolution, gazing sternly on the advancing host, whose arms flashed back the rays of the morning sun, a mist rose up between them and their foes. It was a strange shadowy mist, without distinct form, yet not without resemblance to something ghostly. The knights at once recognised it as the shade of Merlin, the Great Wizard! Slowly the cloud uprose between the pursuers and pursued, effectually protecting the latter; nevertheless, although baffled, the former did not give up the chase.

At last Mordred reached a lofty slope, from the top of which he descried his enemies retreating across the land of Lionesse. Mad with rage, he descended to the plain, where soft sunlight shone through luxuriant glades and across the green pastures, gladdening the hearts of man and beast. Nature was all peaceful, and gloriously beautiful, but Mordreds eyes saw it not, his heart felt not the sweet influences. The bitterness induced by hatred and an evil conscience reigned within, as he urged his steed furiously onward.

Suddenly a terrible change occurred in the atmosphere, which became oppressively sultry and horrible, while low muttering thunders were heard, and heavings of the earth felt. At the same time the cloud gradually condensed in front of Mordred, and, assuming a distinct form, stood before him in the person of Merlin the Wizard. For a few seconds they stood face to face, frowning on each other in awful silence. Then Merlin raised his arm, and immediately the thunders and confused mutterings increased, until the earth began to undulate and rend as if the foundations of the world were destroyed. Great fissures appeared, and the rocks welled up like the waves of the sea. With a cry of agony the pursuers turned to fly. But it was too late. Already the earth was rent into fragments; it upheaved convulsively for a few seconds; then sank beneath the level of the deep, and the ocean rushed wildly over the land, leaving nothing behind to mark the spot where land had been, save the peaked and barren rocks you see before you, with the surge beating continually around them.

A most extraordinary tale, truly, said Oliver. Do you believe it has any foundation?

I believe not the supernatural parts of it, of course, replied Tregarthen; but there is something in the fact that the land of Cornwall has unquestionably given up part of its soil to the sea. You are aware, I suppose, that St. Michaels Mount, the most beautiful and prominent object in Mounts Bay, has been described as a hoare rock in a wood, about six miles from the sea, although it now stands in the bay; and this idea of a sunken land is borne out by the unquestionable fact that if we dig down a few feet into the sand of the shore near Penzance, we shall come on a black vegetable mould, full of woodland detritus, such as branches, leaves of coppice wood, and nuts, together with carbonised roots and trunks of forest trees of larger growth; and these have been found as far out as the lowest tide would permit men to dig! In addition to this, portions of land have been overwhelmed by the sea near Penzance, in the memory of men now alive.

Hum! said Oliver, stretching out his huge limbs like a giant basking in the sunshine, I dare say you are correct in your suppositions, but I do not profess to be an antiquary, so that I wont dispute the subject with you. At the same time, I may observe that it does seem to me as if there were a screw loose somewhere in the historical part of your narrative, for methinks I have read, heard, or dreamt, that King Arthur was Mordreds uncle, not his cousin, and that Mordred was slain, and that the king was the victor, at the fatal field of Camelford, although the victory was purchased dearly  Arthur having been mortally wounded and carried back to Tintagel to die there. But, of course, I wont pretend to doubt the truth of your narrative because of such trifling discrepancies. As to the encroachment of the sea on the Cornish coast, and the evidences thereof in Mounts Bay, I raise no objection thereto, but I cannot help thinking that we want stronger proof of the existence of the land of Lionesse.

Why, Oliver, said Tregarthen, laughing, you began by saying that you would not dispute the subject with me, and in two minutes you have said enough to have justified a regular attack on my part, had I been so disposed. However, we have a long road before us, so I must protest against a passage of arms just now.

Having finished breakfast, the two friends proceeded along the coast a few miles to Tolpedenpenwith. Here, in the midst of the finest scenery on the coast, they spent the greater part of the day, and then proceeded to Penberth Cove, intending to secure a lodging for the night, order supper, and, while that was in preparation, pay a visit to the famous Logan Rock.

Penberth Cove is one of the prettiest little vales in the west of Cornwall. It is enriched with groups of trees and picturesque cottages, and possesses a luxuriant growth of shrubs and underwood, that almost conceals from view the streamlet, which is the chief cause of its fertility.

There were also, at the time we write of, one or two houses which, although not public inns, were open for the entertainment of travellers in a semi-private fashion. Here, therefore, our excursionists determined to put up for the night, with the widow of a fisherman who had perished in a storm while engaged in the herring fishery off the Irish coast. This good womans chief physical characteristic was rotundity, and her prominent mental attribute good-humour. She at once received the gentlemen hospitably, and promised to prepare supper for them while they went to visit the far-famed Logan or Logging Rock, which lay in the vicinity.

This rock is one of those freaks of nature which furnish food for antiquaries, points of interest to strangers, and occupation to guides. Every one who goes to the Lands End must needs visit the Logan Rock, if he would do the country properly; and if our book were a Guide to Cornwall, we should feel bound to describe it with much particularity, referring to its size, form, weight, and rocking quality, besides enlarging on the memorable incident in its career, when a wild officer of the navy displaced it from its pivot by means of seamen and crowbars, and was thereafter ordered to replace it (a herculean task, which he accomplished at great cost) on pain of we know not what penalties. But, as we make no pretensions to the important office of a guide, we pass this lion by, with the remark that Oliver and his friend visited it and rocked it, and then went back to Penberth Cove to sup on pilchards, after which followed a chat, then bed, sound sleep, daybreak and breakfast, and, finally, the road to Penzance, with bright sunshine, light hearts, and the music of a hundred larks ringing in the sky.




Chapter Nineteen.

Small Talk and some Account of Cornish Fairies.

What a splendid country for a painter of cliffs! observed Oliver, as the friends walked briskly along; I wonder much that our artists do not visit it more frequently.

Perhaps they find metal more attractive nearer home, replied Tregarthen; all the world has not fallen so violently in love with furze-clad moorland and rugged sea-cliffs as you seem to have done. Besides, the country is somewhat remote. Mayhap when a railway runs into it, which will doubtless be the case before many years pass by, we shall see knights of the brush pitching their white tents on the Lands End; meanwhile we have a few promising young men of our own who bid fair to rival the great Opie himself. You have heard of him, of course?

I have heard of him indeed, and seen some of his works, but Im ashamed to confess that, having left Cornwall when very young, and been a dweller in the far north of the kingdom ever since, I have only known the facts that he was a celebrated Cornish artist, and became the President of the Royal Academy. Can you tell me anything of his personal history?

Not much, but I can give you a brief outline of his career. John Opie was the son of a carpenter of St. Agnes, near Truro, and was discovered and extracted, like a bunch of rich ore, from the midst of the tin-mines, by Dr Wolcot  who was celebrated under the name of Peter Pindar. The doctor first observed and appreciated Opies talent, and, resolving to bring him into notice, wrote about him until he became celebrated as the Cornish Wonder. He also introduced people of note to the artists studio in London, many of whom sat for their portraits. These gave so much satisfaction that the reputation of the Cornish Wonder spread far and wide, and orders came pouring in upon him, insomuch that he became a rich man and a Royal Academician, and ultimately President of the Academy. He married an authoress, and his remains were deposited in St. Pauls Cathedral, near to those of Sir Joshua Reynolds. I have heard my grandfather say that he met him once in the town of Helston, and he described him as somewhat rough and unpolished, but a sterling, kind-hearted man.

Did he paint landscape at all? inquired Oliver.

Not much, I believe. He devoted himself chiefly to portraits.

Well, now, said Oliver, looking round him; it strikes me that this is just the country for a landscape painter. There is nowhere else such fine cliff scenery, and the wild moors, which remind me much of Scotland, are worthy of being sketched by an able brush.

People have curiously different opinions in reference to the moors which you admire so much, said Tregarthen. A clergyman who lived and wrote not very long ago, came to Cornwall in search of the picturesque, and he was so disappointed with what he termed a barren, desolate region, that he stopped suddenly on the road between Launceston and Bodmin, and turned his back on Cornwall for ever. As might be expected, such a man gave a very false idea of the country. On the other hand, a more recent writer, commenting on the first, speaks of his delight  after having grown somewhat tired of the almost too rich and over-cultivated scenery of Kent  on coming to what he styled a sombre apparition of the desert in a corner of green England, and dwells with enthusiasm on these solitudes, and hills crowned with rugged rocks, classical heaths and savage ravines, possessing a character of desolate grandeur. But this writer did more. He travelled through the country, and discovered that it possessed other and not less beautiful features; that there were richly clothed vales and beautiful rivulets, cultivated fields and prolific gardens, in close proximity to our grand cliffs and moors.

He might have added, said Oliver, that plants and flowers flourish in the open air here, and attain to a size, and luxuriance which are rare in other parts of England. Why, I have seen myrtles, laurels, fuchsias, pomegranates, and hortensias forming hedges and growing on the windows and walls of many houses. To my mind Cornwall is one of the finest counties in England  of which Flora herself has reason to be proud, and in which fairies as well as giants might dwell with much delight.

Spoken like a true Cornishman! said Tregarthen, laughing; and in regard to the fairies I may tell you that we are not without a few of them, although giants confessedly preponderate.

Indeed! said Oliver; pray whereabouts do they dwell?

You have heard of the Gump, I suppose?

What! the barren plain near Carn Kenidjack, to the north of St. Just?

The same. Well, this is said to be a celebrated haunt of the pixies, who have often led benighted travellers astray, and shown them wonderful sights. Of course one never meets with any individual who has actually seen them, but I have frequently met with those who have assured me they had known others who had conversed with persons who had seen fairies. One old man, in particular, I have heard of, who was quite convinced of the reality of a fairy scene which he once witnessed.

This old fellow was crossing the Gump one evening, by one of the numerous paths which intersect it. It was summer-time. The sun had gone down beyond the sea-line, and the golden mists of evening were merging into the quiet grey that hung over the Atlantic. Not a breath of wind passed over land or sea. To the northward Chun Castle stood darkly on the summit of the neighbouring hill, and the cromlech loomed huge and mysterious; southward were traces of mystic circles and upright stones, and other of those inexplicable pieces of antiquity which are usually saddled on the overladen shoulders of the Druids. Everything, in fact  in the scene, the season, and the weather  contributed to fill the mind of the old man with romantic musings as he wended his way over the barren moor. Suddenly there arose on the air a sound of sweet, soft music, like the gentle breathings of an Aeolian harp. He stopped and gazed around with looks of mingled curiosity and surprise, but could see nothing unusual. The mysterious sounds continued, and a feeling of alarm stole over him, for twilight was deepening, and home was still far distant. He attempted to advance, but the music had such a charm for him that he could not quit the spot, so he turned aside to discover, if possible, whence it came. Presently he came to a spot where the turf was smoother and greener than elsewhere, and here the most wonderful and enchanting scene met his gaze. Fairies innumerable were before him; real live fairies, and no mistake. Lying down on the grass, the old man crept cautiously towards them, and watched their proceedings with deep interest. They were evidently engaged in the pleasant occupation of holding a fair. There were stalls, tastefully laid out and decorated with garlands of flowers. On these were spread most temptingly all the little articles of fairy costume. To be sure the said costume was very scanty, and to all appearance more picturesque than useful; nevertheless there was great variety. Some wore heath-bells jauntily stuck on their heads; some were helmeted with golden blossoms of the furze, and looked warlike; others had nothing but their own luxuriant hair to cover them. A few of the lady fairies struck the old man as being remarkably beautiful, and one of these, who wore an inverted tulip for a skirt, with a small forget-me-not in her golden hair, seemed to him the very picture of what his old Molly had been fifty years before. It was particularly noticeable that the stalls were chiefly patronised by the fairy fair sex, with the exception of one or two which were much frequented by the men. At these latter, articles were sold which marvellously resembled cigars and brandy, and the old man declared that he saw them smoke the former, and that he smelt the latter; but as he had himself been indulging a little that evening in smuggled spirits and tobacco, we must regard this as a somewhat ungenerous statement on his part, for it is ridiculous to suppose that fairies could be such senseless creatures as to smoke or drink! They danced and sang, however, and it was observed that one young man, with a yellow night-cap and a bad cold, was particularly conspicuous for his anxiety to be permitted to sing.

The music was naturally the great attraction of the evening. It consisted of a large band, and although some of the performers used instruments made of reeds, and straws, and other hollow substances, cut into various forms and lengths, most of them had noses which served the purpose of musical instruments admirably. Indeed, the leader of the band had a prolongation of the nose so like to a flesh-coloured clarionet, that it might easily have been mistaken for the real thing, and on this he discoursed the most seraphic music. Another fairy beside him had a much longer nose, which he used as a trombone with great effect. This fellow was quite a character, and played with such tremendous energy that, on more than one occasion, he brought on a fit of sneezing, which of course interrupted the music, and put the clarionet in a passion. A stout old misshapen gnome, or some such creature, with an enormous head, served for the big drum. Four fairies held him down, and a fifth belaboured his head with a drumstick. It sounded wonderfully hollow, and convinced the old man that it was destitute of brains, and not subject to headache.

All the time that the old man gazed at them, troops of fairies continued to arrive, some on the backs of bats, from which they slipped as they whirred past; others descending, apparently, on moonbeams. The old man even fancied that he saw one attempting to descend by a starbeam, which, being apparently too weak to support his weight, broke, and let him down with a crash into the midst of a party who were very busy round a refreshment stall, where a liberal supply of mountain dew was being served out; but the old man never felt quite sure upon this point, for, at sight of the mountain dew, he felt so thirsty that he determined to taste it. Fixing his eyes on the stall, he suddenly threw his hat into the midst of the party, and made a dash at it; but, to his intense disappointment, the vision was instantly dispelled, and nothing was to be seen on the spot but a few snails creeping over the wet grass, and gossamer threads bespangled with dewdrops.

A very pretty little vision, exclaimed Oliver, and not the first that has been prematurely dispelled by too ardent a pursuit of strong drink! And now, Charlie, as you appear to be in the vein, and we have still some distance to go, will you tell me something about the giants, and how it came to pass that they were so fond of roaming about Cornwall?

Their fondness for it, Oliver, must be ascribed to the same cause as your own  just because it is a lovable place, said Tregarthen; moreover, being a thinly-peopled county, they were probably not much disturbed in their enjoyment of it. To recount their surprising deeds would require a longer space of time than is just now at our disposal, but you have only to look round, in passing through the country, to understand what a mighty race of men they were. There are giants quoits, as you know, without end, some of which have the marks of the fingers and thumbs with which they grasped them. Their strength may be estimated by the fact that one of these quoits is no less than forty feet long and twenty wide, and weighs some hundreds of tons. It would puzzle even your strong arm to toss such a quoit! One of these giants was a very notable fellow. He was named Wrath, and is said to have been in the habit of quenching his thirst at the Holy Well under St. Agness Beacon, where the marks of his hands, made in the solid granite while he stooped to drink, may still be seen. This rascal, who was well named, is said to have compelled poor St. Agnes, in revenge for her refusing to listen to his addresses, to carry in her apron to the top of Beacon Hill the pile of stones which lies there. But here we are at Penzance, so we shall have done with fiction for the present, and revert to matters of fact. You have business with a lawyer, I believe, and I have business for a short time with a friend. Let us appoint a time and place of meeting.

What say you to the Wherry Mine at two oclock? said Oliver. It is probable that my business will be concluded by that time, when we can go and see this mine together. My uncle seems to set great store by it, because of an old prophecy to the effect that some day or other it will enrich somebody!

Why, that prophecy has been fulfilled long ago, said Tregarthen, with a laugh. The mine was a bold undertaking, and at one time paid well, but I fear it wont do so again. However, let us meet there; so farewell, old boy, till two.




Chapter Twenty.

The Mine in the Sea.

True to their appointment, young Tregarthen and Oliver Trembath met at the western end of the town of Penzance, close to the sea-beach, where a mass of buildings and a chimney indicated the position of the Wherry Mine.

Olivers countenance betrayed anxiety as he came forward.

Nothing wrong, I hope? said Tregarthen.

Well, I cant say exactly that things are wrong; but, at the same time, I dont know that they are altogether right.

Much the same thing, said Tregarthen, smiling; come, Oliver, unbosom yourself, as novelists say. It will do you good, and two heads, you know, are better than one.

Its not easy to unbosom myself, old fellow, returned Oliver, with a troubled look; for my poor uncles affairs are in a perplexed condition, and I hate explanations, especially when I dont understand the nature of what I attempt to explain, so well not talk about it, please, till after our visit to the mine. Let it suffice to say that that notorious smuggler Jim Cuttance is concerned in it, and that we must go to Newlyn this afternoon on a piece of business which I shall afterwards disclose. Meanwhile, where is this mine?

Lift up your eyes and behold, said Tregarthen, pointing to an object which was surrounded by the sea, and stood above two hundred yards from the beach.

What! that martello-tower-like object? exclaimed Oliver in much surprise.

Even so, replied Tregarthen, who thereupon proceeded to give his friend a history and description of the mine  of which the following is the substance:  

At the western extremity of the sea-beach at Penzance there is a reef of sunken rocks which shows its black crest above water at low tide. It was discovered that this reef contained tin, and the people of the town attacked it with hammers and chisels, when each receding tide left it exposed, as long as the seasons would permit, until the depth became unmanageable. After having been excavated a few fathoms the work was abandoned.

Fortunately for the progress of this world there exist a few enterprising men whom nothing can discourage, who seem to be spurred on by opposition, and to gather additional vigour and resolution from increasing difficulties. These men are not numerous, but the world is seldom without a few of them; and one made his appearance in Penzance about the end of last century, in the person of a poor miner named Thomas Curtis. This man conceived the bold design of sinking a shaft through this water-covered rock, and thus creating a mine not only under, but in the sea.

With the energy peculiar to his class he set to work. The distance of the rock from the beach was about two hundred and forty yards; the depth of water above it at spring tides about nineteen feet. Being exposed to the open sea, a considerable surf is raised on it at times by the prevailing winds, even in summer; while in winter the sea bursts over with such force as to render all operations on it impossible.

That Curtis was a man of no common force of character is obvious from the fact that, apart from the difficulties of the undertaking, he could not expect to derive any profit whatever from his labour for several years. As the work could only be carried on during the short period of time in which the rock was above water, and part of this brief period must necessarily be consumed each tide in pumping out the water in the excavation, it of course progressed slowly. Three summers were consumed in sinking the pump-shaft. After this a framework, or caisson, of stout timber and boards, was built round the mouth of the shaft, and rendered watertight with pitch and oakum. It rose to a height of about twelve feet above the surface of the sea, and was strengthened and supported by stout bars, or buttresses of timber. A platform was placed on the top, and a windlass, at which four men could work, was fixed thereon. This erection was connected with the shore by a stage or wherry erected on piles. The water was cleared out; the men went underground, and, with the sea rolling over their heads, and lashing wildly round the turret which was their only safeguard from terrible and instant destruction, they hewed daily from the submarine rock a considerable portion of tin.

These first workers, however, had committed an error in carrying on their operations too near the surface, so that water permeated freely through the rock, and the risk of the pressure above being too great, for it rendered the introduction of immense supporting timbers necessary. The water, too, forced its way through the shaft during the winter months, so that the regular working of the mine could not be carried on except in summer; nevertheless, this short interval was sufficient to enable the projector to raise so much ore that his mine got the reputation of being a profitable adventure, and it was wrought successfully for many years.

About the end of the century the depth of the pump-shaft was about four fathoms, and the roof had been cut away to the thinness of three feet in some places. Twelve men were employed for two hours at the windlass in hauling the water, while six others were teaming from the bottom into the pump. When sufficient water had been cleared away the men laboured at the rock for six hours  in all, eight hours at a time. The prolific nature of the mine may be gathered from the fact that in the space of six months ten men, working about one tenth of that time  less than three weeks  broke about 600 pounds worth of ore. During one summer 3,000 pounds worth of tin was raised!

A steam-engine was ultimately attached to the works, and the mine was sunk to a depth of sixteen fathoms, but the expense of working it at length became so great that it was abandoned  not, however, before ore to the amount of 70,000 pounds had been raised from under the sea!

At the time of our tale another effort had been made to work the Wherry Mine, and great expectations had been raised, but these expectations were being disappointed. Our unfortunate friend Mr Donnithorne was among the number of those who had cause to regret having ventured to invest in the undertaking, and it was to make inquiries in regard to certain unfavourable rumours touching the mine that Oliver Trembath had been sent to Penzance.

After inspecting Wherry Mine the two friends walked along the shore together, and Oliver explained the nature of the difficulties in which his uncle was involved.

The fact is, Charlie, he said, an old fish-purchaser of Newlyn named Hitchin is one of the principal shareholders in this concern. He is as rich, they say, as Croesus, and if we could only prevail on him to be amiable the thing might be carried on for some time longer with every hope of a favourable result, for there can be no doubt whatever that there is plenty of tin in the mine yet, and the getting of it out is only a question of time and capital.

A pretty serious question  as most speculators find, said Tregarthen, laughing; you appear to think lightly of it.

Well, I dont pretend to know much about such matters, replied Oliver, but whatever may be the truth of the case, old Hitchin refuses to come forward. He says that he is low in funds just now, which nobody seems to believe, and that he owes an immense sum of money to Jim Cuttance, the smuggler, for what, of course, he will not tell, but we can have no difficulty in guessing. He says that Cuttance is pressing him just now, and that, therefore, he cannot afford to advance anything on the mine. This being the case it must go down, and, if it does, one of the last few gleams of prosperity that remain to my poor uncle will have fluttered away. This must be prevented, if possible, and it is with that end in view that I purpose going to Newlyn this afternoon to see Hitchin and bring my persuasive powers to bear on him.

Hm, not of much use, I fear, said Tregarthen. Hitchin is a tough old rascal, with a hard heart and a miserly disposition. However, it may be worth while to make the attempt, for you have a very oily tongue, Oliver.

And you have an extremely impudent one, Charlie. But can you tell me at what time the mackerel boats may be expected this evening, for it seems the old fellow is not often to be found at home during the day, and we shall be pretty sure to find him on the beach when the boats arrive?

Thus appealed to, Tregarthen cast a long look at the sea and sky.

Well, I should say, considering the state of the tide and the threatening appearance of the sky, we may expect to see them at six oclock, or thereabouts.

That leaves us nearly a couple of hours to spare; how shall we spend it? said Oliver.

Go and have a look at this fine old town, suggested Tregarthen. It is worth going over, I assure you. Besides the town hall, market, museum, etcetera, there are, from many points of the surrounding eminences, most superb views of the town and bay with our noble St. Michaels Mount. The view from some of the heights has been said by some visitors to equal that of the far-famed Bay of Naples itself.

Part of this I have already seen, said Oliver, the rest I hope to live to see, but in the meantime tin is uppermost in my mind; so if you have no objection I should like to have a look at the tin-smelting works. What say you?

Agreed, by all means, cried Tregarthen; poor indeed would be the spirit of the Cornishman who did not feel an interest in tin!




Chapter Twenty One.

Treats of Tin-Smelting and other Matters.

There is something grand in the progress of a mechanical process, from its commencement to its termination. Especially is this the case in the production of metals, nearly every step in the course of which is marked by the hard, unyielding spirit of vis inertiae on the one hand, and the tremendous power of intelligence, machinery, and manual dexterity on the other.

Take, for example, the progress of a mass of tin from Botallack.

Watch yonder stalwart miner at work, deep in the bowels of the mine. Slowly, with powerful blows, he bores a hole in the hard rock. After one, two, or three hours of incessant toil, it is ready for the powder. It is charged; the match is applied; the man takes shelter behind a projection; the mass is rent from its ancient bed, and the miner goes off to lunch while the smoke is clearing away. He returns to his work at length, coughing, and rubbing his eyes, for smoke still lingers there, unable, it would seem, to find its way out; and no wonder, lost as it is in intricate ramifications at the depth of about one thousand five hundred feet below the green grass! He finds but a small piece of ore  perhaps it is twice the size of his head, it may be much larger, but, in any case, it is an apparently poor return for the labour expended. He adds it, however, to the pile at his side, and when that is sufficiently large fills a little iron wagon, and sends it up to grass through the shaft, by means of the iron kibble. Here the large pieces of ore are broken into smaller ones by a man with a hammer; as far as the inexperienced eye can distinguish he might be breaking ordinary stones to repair the road! These are then taken to the stamps.

Those who have delicate nerves would do well to keep as far as possible from the stamps of a tin-mine! Enormous hammers or pounders they are, with shanks as well as heads of malleable-iron, each weighing, shank and head together, seven hundredweight. They are fearful things, these stamps; iron in spirit as well as in body, for they go on for ever  night and day  wrought by a steam-engine of one hundred horse-power, as enduring as themselves. The stamps are so arranged as to be self-feeders, by means of huge wooden troughs with sloping bottoms, into which the ore is thrown in quantities sufficient to keep them constantly at work without requiring much or constant attendance. Small streams of water trickle over the ore to keep it slowly sliding down towards the jaws, where the stamps thunder up and down alternately. A dread power of pounding have they, truly; and woe be to the toe that should chance to get beneath them!

The rock they have to deal with is, as we have said, uncommonly hard, and it enters the insatiable mouth of the stamps about the size of a mans fist, on the average, but it comes out from these iron jaws so exceeding fine as to be incapable of thickening the stream of reddish-yellow water that carries it away. The colour of the stream is the result of iron, with which the tin is mingled.

The particles of tin are indeed set free by the stamps from solid bondage, but they are so fine as to be scarcely visible, and so commingled with other substances, such as iron, copper, sulphur, etcetera, that a tedious process of separation has yet to be undergone before the bright metal can be seen or handled.

At the present time the stream containing it is poured continuously on several huge wooden tables. These tables are each slightly raised in the centre where the stream falls, so that all the water runs off, leaving the various substances it contains deposited on the table, and these substances are spread over it regularly, while being deposited, by revolving washers or brushes.

Tin, being the heaviest of all the ingredients contained in the stream, falls at once to the bottom, and is therefore, deposited on the head or centre of the table; iron, being a shade lighter, is found to lodge in a circle beyond; while all other substances are either spread over the outer rim or washed entirely away. When the tables are full  that is, coated with what appears to be an earthy substance up wards of a foot in depth  the rich tin in the centre is carefully cut out with shovels and placed in tubs, while the rest is rewashed in order that the tin still mingled with it may be captured  a process involving much difficulty, for tin is so very little heavier than iron that the lighter particles can scarcely be separated even after repeated and careful washings.

In old times the tin was collected in large pits, whence it was transferred to the hands of balmaidens (or mine-girls) to be washed by them in wooden troughs called frames, which somewhat resembled a billiard table in form. Indeed, the frames are still largely employed in the mines, but these and the modern table perform exactly the same office  they wash the refuse from the tin.

Being finally cleansed from all its impurities, our mass of tin bears more resemblance to brown snuff than to metal. An ignorant man would suppose it to be an ordinary earthy substance, until he took some of it in his hand and felt its weight. It contains, however, comparatively little foreign substance. About seventy per cent of it is pure tin, but this seventy per cent is still locked up in the tight embrace of thirty per cent, of refuse, from which nothing but intense fire can set it free.

At this point in the process, our mass of tin leaves the rough hand of the miner. In former days it was divided among the shareholders in this form  each receiving, instead of cash, so many sacks of tin ore, according to the number of his shares or doles, and carrying it off on mule or horse back from the mine, to be smelted where or by whom he pleased. But whether treated in this way, or, as in the present day, sold by the manager at the market value, it all comes at last to the tin-smelter, whose further proceedings we shall now follow, in company with Oliver and his friend.

The agent of the smelting company  a stout, intelligent man, who evidently did knaw tin  conducted them first to the furnaces, in the neighbourhood of which were ranged a number of large wooden troughs or bins, all more or less filled with tin ore. The ore got from different mines, he said, differed in quality, as well as in the percentage of tin which it contained. Some had much iron mixed with it, in spite of all the washings it had undergone; some had a little copper and other substances; while some was very pure. By mixing the tin of different mines, better metal could be procured than by simply smelting the produce of each mine separately. Pointing to one of the bins, about three yards square, he told them it contained tin worth 1,000 pounds. There was a large quantity of black sand in one of the bins, which, the agent said, was got by the process of streaming. It is the richest and best kind of tin ore, and used to be procured in large quantities in Cornwall  especially in ancient times  being found near the surface, but, as a matter of course, not much of that is to be found now, the land having been turned over three times in search of it. This black sand is now imported in large quantities from Singapore.

The agent then conducted his visitors to the testing-house, where he showed them the process of testing the various qualities of tin ore offered, to the House for sale. First he weighed out twenty parts of the ore, which, as we have said, resembled snuff. This, he remarked, contained about five-sixths of pure tin, the remaining one-sixth being dross. He mixed it with four parts of fine coal dust, or culm, and added a little borax  these last ingredients being intended to expedite the smelting process. This compound was put into a crucible, and subjected to the intense heat of a small furnace for about twenty minutes. At the end of that time, the agent seized the crucible with a pair of tongs, poured the metal into an iron mould, and threw away the dross. The little mass of tin thus produced was about four inches long, by half an inch broad, and of a dull bluish-grey colour. It was then put into an iron ladle and melted, as one would melt lead when about to cast bullets, but it was particularly noteworthy here, that a very slight heat was required. To extract the metal from the tin ore, a fierce heat, long applied, was necessary, but a slight heat, continued for a few minutes, sufficed to melt the metal. This remelted metal was poured into a stone mould, where it lay like a bright little pool of liquid silver. In a few seconds it solidified, retaining its clear purity in all its parts.

That, said the agent, is tin of the very best quality. We sell it chiefly to dyers, who use it for colouring purposes, and for whom no tin but the best is of any use. I will now show you two other qualities  namely, second and inferior.

He went to a small cupboard as he spoke, and took therefrom a small piece of tin which had already gone through the smelting process in the crucible above described. Melting this in the ladle, he poured it into the mould, where it lay for a few moments, quite bright and pure, but the instant it solidified, a slight dimness clouded its centre.

That, explained the agent, is caused by a little copper which they have failed to extract from the tin. Such tin would not do for the dyers, but it is good for the tin-plate makers, who, by dipping thin sheets of iron into molten tin, produce the well-known tin-plates of which our pot-lids and pans, etcetera, are manufactured. This last bit, gentlemen, he added, taking a third piece of tin from the cupboard, is our worst quality.

Having melted it, he poured it into the mould, where it assumed a dull, half-solid appearance, as if it were a liquid only half frozen  or, if you prefer it, a solid in a half molten state.

This is only fit to mix with copper and make brass, said the agent, throwing down the mould. We test the tin ore twice  once to find out the quantity of metal it contains, and again to ascertain its quality. The latter process you have seen  the former is just the same, with this difference, that I am much more careful in weighing, measuring, etcetera. Every particle of dross I would have collected and carefully separated from any metal it might contain; the whole should then have been reweighed, and its reduction in the smelting process ascertained. Thus, if twenty parts had been the weight of tin ore, the result might perhaps have been fourteen parts of metal and six parts of dross. And now, gentlemen, having explained to you the testing process, if you will follow me, I will show you the opening of one of our furnaces. The smelting-furnace just shows the testing process on a large scale. Into this furnace, six hours ago, he said, pointing to a brick erection in the building to which he led them, we threw a large quantity of tin ore, mingled with a certain proportion of culm. It is smelted and ready to be run off now.

Here he gave an order to a sturdy man, who, with brawny arms bared to the shoulders, stood close at hand. He was begrimed and hairy  like a very Vulcan.

Seizing an iron poker, Vulcan probed the orifice of the furnace, and forthwith there ran out a stream of liquid fire, which was caught in an iron bowl nearly four feet in diameter. The intense heat of this pool caused the visitors to step back a few paces, and the ruddy glow shone with a fierce glare on the swart, frowning countenance of Vulcan, who appeared to take a stern delight in braving it.

Olivers attention was at once attracted to this man, for he felt convinced that he had seen his face before, but it was not until he had taxed his memory for several minutes that the scene of his adventure with the smugglers near the Lands End flashed upon him, when he at once recognised him as the man named Joe Tonkin, who had threatened his life in the cavern. From a peculiar look that the man gave him, he saw that he also was recognised.

Oliver took no further notice of him at the time, however, but turned to watch the flow of the molten tin.

When the iron cauldron was almost full, slag, or molten refuse began to flow and cover the top of the metal. The hole was immediately plugged up by Vulcan, and the furnace cleared out for the reception of another supply of ore. The surface of the tin was now cleared of slag, after which it was ladled into moulds and allowed to cool. This was the first process completed; but the tin was still full of impurities, and had to undergo another melting and stirring in a huge cauldron. This latter was a severe and protracted operation, which Vulcan performed with tremendous power and energy.

In reference to this, it may interest the reader to mention a valuable discovery which was the result of laziness! A man who was employed in a tin-smelting establishment at this laborious work of stirring the molten metal in order to purify it, accidentally discovered that a piece of green wood dropped into it had the effect of causing it to bubble as if it were boiling. To ease himself of some of his toil, he availed himself of the discovery, and, by stirring the metal with a piece of green wood, caused such a commotion that the end in view was accomplished much more effectually and speedily than by the old process. The lazy mans plan, we need scarcely add, is now universally adopted.

The last operation was to run the metal into moulds with the smelters name on them, and these ingots, being of portable size, were ready for sale.

While the agent was busily engaged in explaining to Charles Tregarthen some portions of the work, Oliver stepped aside and accosted Joe Tonkin.

So, friend, he said, with a smile, it seems that smuggling is not your only business?

No, sur, it aint, replied Joe, with a grin. Im a jack-of-all-trades  a smelter, as you do see, an a miner also, when it suits me.

Im glad to hear it, my man, for it gives you a chance of coming in contact with better men than smugglers  although Im free to confess that there is some good among them too. I dont forget that your comrade Jim Cuttance hauled me out of the sea. Where is he?

Dont knaw, sur, replied Tonkin, with an angry frown; he and I dont pull well together. Weve parted now.

Oliver glanced at the man, and as he observed his stern, proud expression of face, and his huge, powerful frame, he came to the conclusion that Cuttance had met a man of equal power and force of character with himself, and was glad to get rid of him.

But I have not gin up smuggling, added the man, with a smile. It do pay pretty well, and is more hearty-like than this sort o thing.

Id advise you to fall back on mining, said Oliver. It is hard work, I know, but it is honest labour, and as far as I have seen, there does not appear to be a more free, hearty, and independent race under the sun than Cornish miners.

Joe Tonkin shook his head and smiled dubiously.

You do think so, sur, but you havent tried it. I dont like it. It dont suit me, it dont. No, no; theres nothin like a good boat and the open sea.

Things are looking a little better at Botallack just now, Joe, said Oliver, after a pause. Id strongly advise you to try it again.

The man remained silent for a few minutes, then he said, Well, Mr Trembath, I dont mind if I do. Im tired o this work, and as my time is up this very day, Ill go over to-morrow and see bout it. Theres a man at Newlyn as Ive got somethin to say to; Ill go see him to-night, and then

Come along, Oliver, shouted Tregarthen at that moment; its time to go.

Oliver bade Tonkin good-afternoon, and, turning hastily away, followed his friend.

The two proceeded arm in arm up Market-Jew Street, and turning down towards the shore, walked briskly along in the direction of the picturesque fishing village of Newlyn, which lies little more than a mile to the westward of Penzance.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Shows how Oliver and his Friend went to Newlyn and saw the Mackerel Market, and found some Difficulties and Mysteries Awaiting them there.

The beach opposite Newlyn presented a busy scene when Oliver Trembath and his friend Charlie Tregarthen reached it.

Although the zenith of the season was over, mackerel fishing was still going on there in full vigour, and immense crowds of men, women, and children covered the sands. The village lies on the heights above, and crowds of people were leaning over the iron rails which guard the unwary or unsteady passenger from falling into the sea below. A steep causeway connects the main street above with the shore beneath; and up and down it horses, carts, and people were hurrying continuously.

True, there was not at that time quite as much bustle as may be witnessed there at the present day. The railway has penetrated these remote regions of the west, and now men work with a degree of feverish haste that was unknown then. While hundreds of little boats (tenders to the large ones) crowd in on the beach, auctioneers with long heavy boots wade knee-deep into the water, followed and surrounded by purchasers, and, ringing a bell as each boat comes in, shout, Now, then, five hundred, more or less, in this boat; who bids? Twenty shillings a hundred for five hundred  twenty shillings  say nineteen  Im bid nineteen  nineteen-and-six  say nineteen-an  twenty  twenty shillings Im bid  say twenty-one  shall I make it twenty-one shillings for any person? etcetera.

The bells and voices of these auctioneers, loud though they be, are mild compared with the shouts of men, women, and children, as the fish are packed in baskets, with hot haste, to be in time for the train; and horses with laden carts gallop away over the sands at furious speed, while others come dashing back for more fish. And there is need for all this furious haste, for trains, like time and tide, wait for no man, and prices vary according to trains. Just before the starting of one, you will hear the auctioneers put the fish up at 20 shillings, 25 shillings, and even 30 shillings a hundred, and in the next half-hour, after the train is gone, and no chance remains of any more of the fish being got into the London market by the following morning, the price suddenly falls to 8 shillings a hundred, sometimes even less. There is need for haste, too, because the quantity of fish is very great, for there are sometimes two hundred boats at anchor in the bay, each with four thousand fish on the average, which must all be washed and packed in four or five hours. Yes, the old days cannot be compared with the present times, when, between the months of April and June, the three hundred boats of Mounts Bay will land little short of three thousand tons of mackerel, and the railway, for the mere carriage of these to London, Manchester, Birmingham, etcetera, will clear above 20,000 pounds!

Nevertheless, the busy, bustling, hearty nature of the scene on Newlyn beach in days of yore was not so very different as one might suppose from that of the present time. The men were not less energetic then than now; the women were not less eager; the children were quite as wild and mischievous, and the bustle and noise apparently, if not really, as great.

What interests you? asked Charlie Tregarthen, observing that his companion gazed pointedly at some object in the midst of the crowd.

That old woman, said Oliver; see how demurely she sits on yonder upturned basket, knitting with all her might.

In the midst of chaos, observed Tregarthen, laughing; and she looks as placidly indifferent to the noise around her as if it were only the murmuring of a summer breeze, although there are two boys yelling at her very ear at this moment.

Perhaps shes deaf, suggested Oliver.

Tregarthen said he thought this highly probable, and the two remained silent for some time, watching, from an elevated position on the road leading down to the sands, the ever-changing and amusing scene below. Talk of a pantomime, indeed! No Christmas pantomime ever got up in the great metropolis was half so amusing or so grand as that summer pantomime that was performed daily on Newlyn sands, with admission to all parts of the house  the stage included  for nothing! The scenery was painted with gorgeous splendour by nature, and embraced the picturesque village of Newlyn, with its irregular gables, variously tinted roofs, and whitewashed fronts; the little pier with its modest harbour, perfectly dry because of the tide being out, but which, even if the tide had been in, and itself full to overflowing, could not apparently have held more than a dozen of the larger fishing-boats; the calm bay crowded with boats of all sizes, their brown and yellow sails reflected in the clear water, and each boat resting on its own image. On the far-off horizon might be seen the Lizard Point and the open sea, over which hung red and lurid clouds, which betokened the approach of a storm, although, at the time, all nature was quiet and peaceful. Yes, the scenery was admirably painted, and nothing could exceed the perfection of the acting. It was so very true to nature!

Right in front of the spot where the two friends stood, a fisherman sat astride of an upturned basket, enjoying a cup of tea which had been brought to him by a little girl who sat on another upturned basket at his side, gazing with a pleased expression into his rugged countenance, one cheek of which was distended with a preposterously large bite of bread and butter. The great Mathews himself never acted his part so well. What admirable devotion to the one engrossing object in hand! What a perfect and convincing display of a hearty appetite! What obvious unconsciousness of being looked at, and what a genuine and sudden burst of indignation when, owing to a touch of carelessness, he capsized the cup, and poured the precious tea upon the thirsty sand. At the distance from which Oliver and his friend observed him, no words were audible, but none were necessary. The mans acting was so perfect that they knew he was scolding the little girl for the deed which he himself had perpetrated. Then there was something peculiarly touching in the way in which he suddenly broke into a short laugh, and patted the childs head while she wiped out the cup, and refilled it from the little brown broken-nosed teapot hitherto concealed under her ragged shawl to keep it warm. No wizard was needed to tell, however, that this was quite an unnecessary piece of carefulness on the little girls part, for any brown teapot in the world, possessing the smallest amount of feeling, would have instantly made hot and strong tea out of cold water on being pressed against the bosom of that sunny child!

Just beyond this couple, three tired men, in blue flannel shirts, long boots, and sou-westers, grouped themselves round a bundle of straw to enjoy a pipe: one stretched himself almost at full length on it, in lazy nonchalance; another sat down on it, and, resting his elbows on his knees, gazed pensively at his pipe as he filled it; while the third thrust his hands into his pockets, and stood for a few seconds with a grand bend at the small of his back (as if he felt that his muscles worked easily), and gazed out to sea. The greatest of the old masters could have painted nothing finer.

Away to the right, an old man might be seen tying up the lid of a basket full of fish beside his cart, and dividing his attention between the basket and the horse, which latter, much to his surprise, was unwontedly restive that evening, and required an unusual number of cautions to remain still, and of threats as to the punishment that would follow continued disobedience, all of which afforded the most intense and unutterable delight to a very small precocious boy, who, standing concealed on the off side of the animal, tickled its ear with a straw every time it bent its head towards the bundle of hay which lay at its feet. No clown or pantaloon was there to inflict condign punishment, because none was needed. A brother carter standing by performed the part, extempore. His eye suddenly lit on the culprit; his whip sprang into the air and descended on the urchins breech. Horror-struck, his mouth opened responsive to the crack, and a yell came forth that rose high above the surrounding din, while his little legs carried him away over the sands like a ragged leaf driven before the wind.

To the left of this scene (and ignorant of it, for the stage was so large, the actors were so numerous, and the play so grand, that few could do more than attend to their own part) a cripple might be seen with a crutch hopping actively about. He was a young man; had lost his leg, by an accident probably, and was looking about for a cast-away fish for his own supper. He soon found one. Whether it was that one had been dropped accidentally, or that some generous-hearted fish-dealer had dropped one on purpose, we cannot tell, but he did get one  a large fat one, too  and hobbled away as quickly as he could, evidently rejoicing.

The cripple was not the only one who crossed the stage thus lightly burdened. There were several halt and maimed, and some blind and aged ones there, whose desires in regard to piscatorial wealth extended only to one, or perhaps two, and they all got what they wanted. That was sufficient for the evenings supper  for the morrow there was no need to care; they could return to get a fresh supply evening after evening for many a day to come, for it was a splendid mackerel season  such as had not been for many years  so said the sages of the village.

There were other groups, and other incidents that would have drawn laughter as well as tears from sympathetic hearts, but we must forbear. The play was long of being acted out  it was no common play; besides, it is time for our actors to come upon the stage themselves.

I see old Hitchin, exclaimed Oliver Trembath, starting suddenly out of a reverie, and pointing into the thickest of the crowd.

How can you tell? you dont know him, said his companion.

Know him! Of course I do; who could fail to know him after the graphic description the lawyer gave of him? See  look yonder, beside the cart with the big man in it arranging baskets. Dyou see?

Which? the one painted green, and a scraggy horse with a bag hanging to its nose?

No, no; a little further to the left, man  the one with the broken rail and the high-spirited horse. There, there he is! a thin, dried-up, wrinkled, old shabby

Ah! thats the man, exclaimed Tregarthen, laughing. Come along, and lets try to keep our eyes on him, for there is nothing so difficult as finding any one in a crowd.

The difficulty referred to was speedily illustrated by the fact that the two friends threaded their way to the spot where the cart had stood, and found not only that it was gone, but that Hitchin had also moved away, and although they pushed through the crowd for more than a quarter of an hour they failed to find him.

As they were wandering about thus, they observed a very tall broad-shouldered man talking earnestly in undertones to a sailor-like fellow who was still broader across the shoulders, but not quite so tall. It is probable that Oliver would have paid no attention to them, had not the name of Hitchin struck his ear. Glancing round at the men he observed that the taller of the two was Joe Tonkin, and the other his friend of the Lands End, the famous Jim Cuttance.

Oliver plucked his companion by the sleeve, and whispered him to stand still. Only a few words and phrases reached them, but these were sufficient to create surprise and arouse suspicion. Once, in particular, Tonkin, who appeared to be losing his temper, raised his voice a little, exclaiming, I tell ee what it is, Cuttance, I do knaw what youre up to, an Ill hinder ee ef I can.

The man confirmed this statement with a savage oath, to which Cuttance replied in kind; nevertheless he was evidently anxious to conciliate his companion, and spoke so low as to be nearly inaudible.

Only the words, Not to-night; I wont do it to-night, reached the ears of the listeners.

At this point Tonkin turned from the smuggler with a fling, muttering in an undertone as he went, I dont blieve ee, Cuttance, for theert a liard, so Ill watch ee, booy.

Oliver was about to follow Tonkin, when he observed Hitchin himself slowly wending his way through the crowd. He had evidently heard nothing of the conversation that appeared to have reference to himself, for he sauntered along with a careless air, and his hands in his pockets, as though he were an uninterested spectator of the busy scene.

Oliver at once accosted him, Pray, sir, is your name Hitchin?

It is, replied the old man, eyeing his interrogator suspiciously.

Allow me to introduce myself, sir  Oliver Trembath, nephew to Mr Thomas Donnithorne of St. Just.

Mr Hitchin held out his hand, and said that he was happy to meet with a nephew of his old friend, in the tone of a man who would much rather not meet either nephew or uncle.

Oliver felt this, so he put on his most insinuating air, and requested Mr Hitchin to walk with him a little aside from the crowd, as he had something of a private nature to say to him. The old man agreed, and the two walked slowly along the sands to the outskirts of the crowd, where young Tregarthen discreetly left them.

The moment Oliver broached the subject of the advance of money, Hitchin frowned, and the colour in his face betrayed suppressed anger.

Sir, said he, I know all that you would say to me. It has already been said oftener than there is any occasion for. No one appears to believe me when I assert that I have met with heavy losses of late, and have no cash to spare  not even enough to pay my debts.

Indeed, sir, replied Oliver, I regret to hear you say so, and I can only apologise for having troubled you on the subject. I assure you nothing would have induced me to do so but regard for my uncle, to whom the continuance of this mine for some time would appear to be a matter of considerable importance; but since you will not

Wilt not! interrupted Hitchin angrily, have I not said can not? I tell you, young man, that there is a scoundrel to whom I owe a large sum for  for  well, no matter what its for, but the blackguard threatens that if I dont  pshaw!

The old man seemed unable to contain himself at this point, for he turned angrily away from Oliver, and, hastening back towards the town, was soon lost again in the crowd.

Oliver was so taken by surprise, that he stood still gazing dreamily at the point where Hitchin had disappeared, until he was roused by a touch on the shoulder from Charlie Tregarthen.

Well, said he, smiling, how fares your suit?

Oliver replied by a burst of laughter.

How fares my suit? he repeated; badly, very badly indeed; why, the old fellows monkey got up the moment I broached the subject, and I was just in the middle of what I meant to be a most conciliating speech, when he flung off as you have seen.

Odd, very odd, said Tregarthen, to see how some men cling to their money, as if it were their life. After all, it is life to some  at least all the life they have got.

Come now, dont moralise, Charlie, for we must act just now.

Im ready to act in any way you propose, Oliver; what do you intend to do? Issue your commands, and Ill obey. Shall we attack the village of Newlyn single-handed, and set fire to it, as did the Spaniards of old, or shall we swim off to the fleet of boats, cut the cables, bind the men in charge, and set sail for the mackerel fishing?

Neither, my chum, and especially not the latter, seeing that a thundercloud is about to break over the sea ere long, if I do not greatly misjudge appearances in the sky; but, man, we must see this testy old fellow again, and warn him of the danger which threatens him. I feel assured that that rascal Cuttance means him harm, for he let something fall in his anger, which, coupled with what we have already heard from the smuggler himself, and from Tonkin, convinces me that evil is in the wind. Now the question is, how are we to find him, for searching in that crowd is almost useless?

Let us go to his house, suggested Tregarthen, and if he is not at home, wait for him.

Do you know where his house is?

No, not I.

Then we must inquire, so come along.

Pushing once more through the throng of busy men and women, the friends ascended the sloping causeway that led to the village, and here asked the first man they met where Mr Hitchin lived.

Right over top o hill, replied the man.

Thank you. Thatll do, Charlie, come along, said Oliver, turning into one of the narrow passages that diverged from the main street of Newlyn, and ascending the hill with giant strides; one should never be particular in their inquiries after a place. When Im told to turn to the right after the second turning to the left, and that if I go right on till I come to some other turning, that will conduct me point blank to the street that enters the square near to which lies the spot I wish to reach, Im apt to get confused. Get a general direction if possible, the position indicated by compass is almost enough, and ask again. Thats my plan, and I never found it fail.




Chapter Twenty Three.

In which is Recorded a Visit to an Infant-School; a Warning to a Thankless Old Gentleman; also a Storm, and a Sudden as well as Surprising End of a Mine, besides Dark Designs.

Oliver Trembaths plan of asking again had to be put in practice sooner than had been anticipated, for the back alleys and lanes of Newlyn were a little perplexing to a stranger.

Let us inquire here, said Tregarthen, seeing the half-open door of a very small cottage, with part of a womans back visible in the interior.

By all means, said Oliver, pushing open the door and stooping low as he entered.

The visitors were instantly transfixed by thirty pair of eyes  all of them bright blue, or bright black  few of them elevated much more than two feet from the ground, and not one of them dimmed by the smallest approach to a wink. Nay, on the contrary, they all opened so wide when the strangers entered that it seemed as if either winking or shutting were in future out of the question, and that to sleep with eyes wide open was the sad prospect of the owners thereof in all time coming.

An infant-school, murmured Tregarthen.

The very smallest boy in the school  an infant with legs about five inches long, who sat on a stool not more than three inches high  appeared to understand what he said, and to regard it as a personal insult, for he at once began to cry. A little girl with bright red hair, a lovely complexion, and a body so small as to be scarce worth mentioning, immediately embraced the small boy, whereupon he dried his eyes without delay.

You have a nice little school here, said Oliver.

Iss, sur; we do feel proud of it, said the good-looking motherly dame in charge, with a little twitch of her shoulders, which revealed the horrible fact that both her arms had been taken off above the elbows, the childn are very good, and they do sing bootiful. Now then, let the gentlemen hear you O thatll be  come.

Instantly, and in every possible pitch, the thirty mouths belonging to the thirty pair of eyes opened, and O that will be joyful, etcetera, burst forth with thrilling power. A few leading voices gradually turned the torrent into a united channel, and before the second verse was reached the hymn was tunefully sung, the sweet voice of the little girl with the bright hair being particularly distinguishable, and the shrill pipe of the smallest boy sounding high above the rest as he sang, O that will be doyful, doyful, doyful, doyful, with all his might and main.

When this was finished Tregarthen asked the schoolmistress what misfortune had caused the loss of her arms, to which she replied that she had lost them in a coach accident. As she was beginning to relate the history of this sad affair, Oliver broke in with a question as to where old Mr Hitchins house was. Being directed to it they took leave of the infant-school, and soon found themselves before the door of a small cottage. They were at once admitted to the presence of the testy old Hitchin, who chanced to be smoking a pipe at the time. He did not by any means bestow a welcome look on his visitors, but Oliver, nevertheless, advanced and sat down in a chair before him.

I have called, Mr Hitchin, he began, not to trouble you about the matter which displeased you when we conversed together on the beach, but to warn you of a danger which I fear threatens yourself.

What danger may that be? inquired Hitchin, in the tone of a man who held all danger in contempt.

What it is I cannot tell, but

Cannot tell! interrupted the old man; then whats the use of troubling me about it?

Neither can I tell of what use my troubling you may be, retorted Oliver with provoking coolness, but I heard the man speak of you on the beach less than an hour ago, and as you referred to him yourself I thought it right to call

At this point Hitchin again broke in, Heard a man speak of me  what man? Really, Mr Trembath, your conduct appears strange to me. Will you explain yourself?

Certainly. I was going to have added, if your irascible temper would have allowed me, that the notorious smuggler, Jim Cuttance

Oliver stopped, for at the mention of the smugglers name the pipe dropped from the old mans mouth, and his face grew pale.

Jim Cuttance! he exclaimed after a moments pause; the villain, the scoundrel  what of him? what of him? No good, I warrant. There is not a rogue unhanged who deserves more richly to swing at the yard-arm than Jim Cuttance. What said he about me?

When he finished this sentence the old mans composure was somewhat restored. He took a new pipe from the chimney-piece and began to fill it, while Oliver related all that he knew of the conversation between the two smugglers.

When he had finished Hitchin smoked for some minutes in silence.

Do you really think, he said at length, that the man means to do me bodily harm?

I cannot tell, replied Oliver; you can form your own judgment of the matter more correctly than I can, but I would advise you to be on your guard.

What says your friend? asked Hitchin, turning towards Tregarthen, of whom, up to that point, he had taken no notice.

Thus appealed to, the youth echoed Olivers opinion, and added that the remark of Cuttance about his intention not to do something unknown that night, and Joe Tonkins muttered expressions of disbelief and an intention to watch, seemed to him sufficient to warrant unusual caution in the matter of locks, bolts, and bars.

As he spoke there came a blinding flash of lightning, followed by a loud and prolonged peal of thunder.

Oliver sprang up.

We must bid you good-night, he said, for we have to walk to St. Just, and dont wish to get more of the storm than we can avoid.

But you cannot escape it, said Hitchin.

Nevertheless we can go as far as possible before it begins, and then take shelter under a bush or hedge, or in a house if we chance to be near one. I would rather talk in rain any day than drive in a kittereen!

Pray be persuaded to stop where you are, gentlemen, said the old man in a tone of voice that was marvellously altered for the better. I can offer you comfortable quarters for the night, and good, though plain fare, with smuggled brandy of the best, and tobacco to match.

Still Oliver and Tregarthen persisted in their resolution to leave, until Hitchin began to plead in a tone that showed he was anxious to have their presence in the house as protectors. Then their resolution began to waver, and when the old man hinted that they might thus find time to reconsider the matter of the Wherry Mine, they finally gave in, and made up their minds to stay all night.

According to the opinion of a celebrated poet, the best-laid plans of men as well as mice are apt to miscarry. That night the elements contrived to throw mens calculations out of joint, and to render their cupidity, villainy, and wisdom alike ineffectual.

A storm, the fiercest that had visited them for many years, burst that night on the southern shores of England, and strewed her rocks and sands with wrecks and dead bodies. Nothing new in this, alas! as all know who dwell upon our shores, or who take an interest in, and read the records of, our royal and noble Lifeboat Institution. But with this great subject we have not to do just now, further than to observe, as we have said before, that in those days there were no lifeboats on the coast.

Under the shelter of an old house on the shore at Penzance were gathered together a huge concourse of townspeople and seafaring men watching the storm. It was a grand and awful sight  one fitted to irresistibly solemnise the mind, and incline it, unless the heart be utterly hardened, to think of the great Creator and of the unseen world, which seems at such a season to be brought impressively near.

The night was extremely dark, and the lightning, by contrast, peculiarly vivid. Each flash appeared to fill the world for a moment with lambent fire, leaving the painful impression on observers of having been struck with total blindness for a few seconds after, and each thunderclap came like the bursting of artillery, with scarcely an interval between the flash and crash, while the wind blew with almost tropical fury.

The terrible turmoil and noise were enhanced tenfold by the raging surf, which flew up over the roadway, and sent the spray high above and beyond the tops of the houses nearest to the shore.

The old house creaked and groaned in the blast as if it would come down, and the men taking shelter there looked out to sea in silence. The bronzed veterans there knew full well that at that hour many a despairing cry was being uttered, many a hand was stretched wildly, helplessly, and hopelessly from the midst of the boiling surf, and many a soul was passing into eternity. They would have been ready then, as well as now, to have risked life and limb to save fellow-creatures from the sea, but ordinary boats they knew could not live in such a storm.

Among the watchers there stood Jim Cuttance. He had been drinking at a public-house in Penzance, and was at the time, to use his own expression, three sheets in the wind  that is, about half-drunk. What his business was nobody knew, and we shall not inquire, but he was the first to express his belief that the turret and bridge of the Wherry Mine would give way. As he spoke a vivid flash of lightning revealed the stout timbers of the mine standing bravely in the storm, each beam and chain painted black and sharp against the illumined sky and the foaming sea.

She have stud out many a gale, observed a weather-beaten old seaman; praps she wont go down yet.

I do hope she wont, observed another.

She havent got a chance, said Cuttance.

Just then another flash came, and there arose a sharp cry of alarm from the crowd, for a ship was seen driving before the gale close in upon the land, so close that she seemed to have risen there by magic, and appeared to tower almost over the heads of the people. The moments of darkness that succeeded were spent in breathless, intense anxiety. The flashes, which had been fast enough before, seemed to have ceased altogether now; but again the lightning gleamed  bright as full moonlight, and again the ship was seen, nearer than before  close on the bridge of the mine.

Tis the Yankee ship broken from her anchors in Gwavus Lake, exclaimed a voice.

The thunder-peal that followed was succeeded by a crash of rending timber and flying bolts that almost emulated the thunder. Certainly it told with greater power on the nerves of those who heard it.

Once again the lightning flashed, and for a moment the American vessel was seen driving away before the wind, but no vestige of Wherry Mine remained. The bridge and all connected with it had been completely carried away, and its shattered remnants were engulfed in the foaming sea.

It deserved a better fate; but its course was run, and its hour had come. It passed away that stormy night, and now nothing remains but a few indications of its shaft-mouth, visible at low water, to tell of one of the boldest and most singular of mining enterprises ever undertaken and carried out by man.

There was one spectator of this imposing scene who was not very deeply impressed by it. Jim Cuttance cared not a straw for storms or wrecks, so long as he himself was safe from their influence. Besides, he had other work in hand that night, so he left the watchers on the beach soon after the destruction of the bridge. Buttoning his coat up to the neck, and pulling his sou-wester tight over his brows, he walked smartly along the road to Newlyn, while many of the fishermen ran down to the beach to render help to the vessel.

Between the town of Penzance and the village of Newlyn several old boats lay on the grass above high-water mark. Here the smuggler stopped and gave a loud whistle. He listened a moment and than repeated it still louder. He was answered by a similar signal, and four men in sailors garb, issuing from behind one of the boats, advanced to meet him.

All right, Bill? inquired Cuttance.

All right, sur, was the reply.

Didnt I tell ee to leave them things behind? said Cuttance sternly, as he pointed to the butt of a pistol which protruded from the breast-pocket of one of the men; sure we dont require powder and lead to overcome an old man!

No more do we need a party o five to do it, replied the man doggedly.

To this Cuttance vouchsafed no reply, but, plucking the weapon from the man, he tossed it far into the sea, and, without further remark, walked towards the fishing village, followed by his men.

By this time the thunder and rain had abated considerably, but the gale blew with increased violence, and, as there were neither moon nor stars, the darkness was so intense that men less acquainted with the locality would have been obliged to proceed with caution. But the smugglers knew every foot of the ground between the Lizard and the Lands End, and they advanced with rapid strides until they reached the low wall that encompassed, but could not be said to guard, old Mr Hitchins garden-plot.

The hour was suited for deeds of darkness, being a little after midnight, and the noise of the gale favoured the burglars, who leaped the wall with ease and approached the back of the cottage.

In ordinary circumstances Hitchin would have been in bed, and Cuttance knew his habits sufficiently to be aware of this; his surprise, therefore, was great when he found lights burning, and greater still when, peeping through a chink of the window-shutter, he observed two stout fellows seated at the old mans table. Charles Tregarthen he had never seen before, and, as Oliver Trembath sat with his back to the window, he could not recognise him.

Theres company wi the owld man, said Cuttance, returning to his comrades; two men, young and stout, but we do knaw how to manage they!

This was said by way of an appeal, and was received with a grin by the others, and a brief recommendation to go to work without delay.

For a few minutes they whispered together as to the plan of attack, and then, having agreed on that point, they separated. Cuttance and the man whom he had called Bill, went to the window of the room in which Hitchin and his guests were seated, and stationed themselves on either side of it. The sill was not more than breast high. The other three men quickly returned, bearing a heavy boats-mast, which they meant to use as a battering-ram. It had been arranged that Cuttance should throw up the window, and, at the same moment, his comrades should rush at the shutter with the mast. The leader could not see their faces, but there was light sufficient to enable him to distinguish their dark forms standing in the attitude of readiness. He therefore stepped forward and made a powerful effort to force up the window, but it resisted him, although it shook violently.

Those inside sprang up at the sound, and the smugglers sank down, as if by mutual consent, among the bushes which grew thickly near the window.

I told you it was only the wind, said Oliver Trembath, who had opened the shutter and gazed through the window for some time into the darkness, where, of course, he saw nothing.

Well was it for him that Cuttance refused to follow Bills advice, which was to charge him through the window with the mast. The former knew that, with the window fastened, it would be impossible to force an entrance in the face of such a youth as Tregarthen, even although they succeeded in rendering the other hors de combat, so he restrained Bill, and awaited his opportunity.

Olivers remark appeared to be corroborated by a gust of wind which came while he was speaking, and shook the window-frame violently.

There it is again, he said, turning to his host with a smile. Depend upon it, they wont trouble you on such a night as this.

He closed and refastened the shutter as he spoke, and they all returned to their places at the table.

Unfortunately Oliver had not thought of examining the fastening of the window itself. Had he done so, he would have seen that it was almost wrenched away. Cuttance saw this, however, and resolved to make sure work of it next time.

When the men with the battering-ram were again in position, he and Bill applied their united strength to the window, and it instantly flew up to the top. At same moment, bolts and bars gave way, and the shutter went in with a crash. Making use of the mast as a rest, Cuttance sprang on the window-sill and leaped into the room.

The whole thing was done with such speed, and, if we may so express it, with such simultaneity of action, that the bold smuggler stood before the astonished inmates almost as soon as they could leap from their chairs. Cuttance ducked to evade a terrific blow which Oliver aimed at him with his fist, and in another instant grappled with him. Tregarthen rushed to the window in time to meet Bill, on whose forehead he planted a blow so effectual that that worthy fell back into the arms of his friends, who considerately let him drop to the ground, and made a united assault on Charlie.

Had Oliver Trembath possessed his wonted vigour, he would speedily have overcome his adversary despite his great strength, but his recent illness had weakened him a little, so that the two were pretty equally matched. The consequence was that, neither daring to loosen his hold in order to strike an effective blow, each had to devote all his energies to throw the other, in which effort they wrenched, thrust, and swung each other so violently round the room that chairs and tables were overturned and smashed, and poor old Hitchin had enough to do to avoid being floored in the mêlée, and to preserve from destruction the candle which lighted the scene of the combat.

At first Oliver had tried to free his right hand in order to strike, but, finding this impossible, he attempted to throw the smuggler, and, with this end in view, lifted him bodily in the air and dashed him down, but Cuttance managed to throw out a leg and meet the ground with his foot, which saved him. He was a noted wrestler. He could give the famous Cornish hug with the fervour of a black bear, and knew all the mysteries of the science. Often had he displayed his great muscular power and skill in the ring, where wrestlers were wont to engage in those combats of which the poet writes:  

They rush, impetuous, with a shock

Their arms implicit, rigid, lock;

They twist; they trip; their limbs are mixed;

As one they move, as one stand fixed.

Now plant their feet in wider space,

And stand like statues on their base.

But never before had Jim Cuttance had to deal with such a man as Oliver Trembath, who swung him about among the chairs, and crashed him through the tables, until, seizing a sudden opportunity, he succeeded in flinging him flat on the floor, where he held him down, and planted his knee on his chest with such force that he nearly squeezed all the breath out of him.

No word did Jim Cuttance utter, for he was incapable of speech, but the colour of his face and his protruding tongue induced Oliver to remove his knee.

Meanwhile Charlie Tregarthen had enough to do at the window. After he had tumbled Bill out, as we have described, two of the other men sprang at him, and, seizing him by the collar of his coat, attempted to drag him out. One of these he succeeded in overthrowing by a kick on the chest, but his place was instantly taken by the third of the bearers of the battering-ram, and for a few minutes the struggle was fierce but undecided. Suddenly there arose a great shout, and all three tumbled head over heels into the shrubbery.

It was at this moment that Oliver rose from his prostrate foe. He at once sprang to the rescue; leaped out of the window, and was in the act of launching a blow at the head of the first man he encountered, when a voice shouted, Hold on, sur.

It is certain that Oliver would have declined to hold on, had not the voice sounded familiar. He held his hand, and next moment Charlie appeared in the light of the window dragging a struggling man after him by the nape of the neck. At the same time Joe Tonkin came forward trailing another man by the hair of the head.

Has Cuttance got off? inquired Tonkin.

No, replied Oliver, leaping back into the room, just in time to prevent Jim, who had recovered, from making his escape.

Now, my man, keep quiet, said Oliver, thrusting him down into a chair. You and I have met before, and you know that it is useless to attempt resistance.

Cuttance vouchsafed no reply, but sat still with a dogged expression on his weather-beaten visage.

Hitchin, whose nerves were much shaken by the scene of which he had been a trembling spectator, soon produced ropes, with which the prisoners were bound, and then they were conducted to a place of safe keeping  each of the victors leading the man he had secured, and old Hitchin going before  an excited advance-guard. The two men whom Tregarthen knocked down had recovered, and made their escape just before the fight closed.

Oliver Trembath walked first in the procession, leading Jim Cuttance.

I gave you credit for a more manly spirit than this, said Oliver, as he walked along. How could you make so cowardly an attack on an old man?

Cuttance made no reply, and Oliver felt sorry that he had spoken, for the remembrance of the incident at the Lands End was strong upon him, and he would have given all he possessed to have had no hand in delivering the smuggler up to justice. At the same time he felt that the attempt of Cuttance was a dastardly one, and that duty required him to act as he did.

It seemed to Oliver as if Joe Tonkin had divined his thoughts, for at that moment he pushed close to him and whispered in his ear, Jim Cuttance didnt mean to rob th owld man, sur. He only wanted to give he a fright, an make un pay what he did owe un.

This was a new light on the subject to Oliver, who at once formed his resolution and acted on it.

Cuttance, he said, it is not unlikely that, if brought to justice, you will swing for this nights adventure.

He paused and glanced at the face of his prisoner, who still maintained rigid silence.

Well, continued our hero, I believe that your intentions against Mr Hitchin were not so bad as they would appear to be

Who told ee that? asked the smuggler sternly.

No matter, replied Oliver, drawing a knife from his pocket, with which he deliberately cut the cords that bound his prisoner. There  you are free. I hope that you will make better use of your freedom in time to come than you have in time past, although I doubt it much; but remember that I have repaid the debt I owe you.

Nay, replied Cuttance, still continuing to walk close to his companions side. I did give you life. You have but given me liberty.

Id advise you to take advantage of that liberty without delay, said Oliver, somewhat nettled by the mans remark, as well as by his cool composure, else your liberty may be again taken from you, in which case I would not give much for your life.

If you do not assist, there is no one here who can take me now, replied Cuttance, with a smile. However, Im not ungrateful  good-night.

As he said this, the smuggler turned sharp to the right into one of the numerous narrow passages which divide the dwellings of Newlyn, and disappeared.

Charles Tregarthen, who was as sharp as a needle, observed this, and, leaving his man in charge of Tonkin, darted after the fugitive. He soon returned, however, wiping the perspiration from his brow, and declaring that he had well-nigh lost himself in his vain endeavours to find the smuggler.

How in all the world did you manage to let him go? he demanded somewhat sharply of Oliver.

Why, Charlie, replied his friend, with a laugh, you know I have not been trained to the duties of a policeman, and it has always been said that Jim Cuttance was a slippery eel. However, hes gone now, so we had better have the others placed in safe custody as soon as possible.

Saying this he passed his arm through that of old Mr Hitchin, and soon after the smugglers were duly incarcerated in the lock-up of Penzance.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Exhibits the Managing Director and the Secretary of Wheal Dooem in Confidential Circumstances, and Introduces the Subject of Locals.

About this time that energetic promoter of mining operations, Mr George Augustus Clearemout, found it necessary to revisit Cornwall.

He was seated in an easy-chair in a snug little back-office, or board-room, in one of the airiest little streets of the City of London, when this necessity became apparent to him. Mr Clearemout did not appear to have much to do at that particular time, for he contented himself with tapping the arm of his easy-chair with the knuckles of his right hand, while he twirled his gold watch-key with his left, and smiled occasionally.

To judge from appearances it seemed that things in general were prospering with George Augustus. Everything about him was new, and, we might almost say, gorgeous. His coat and vest and pantaloons had a look and a cut about them that told of an extremely fashionable tailor, and a correspondingly fashionable price. His rings, of which he wore several, were massive, one of them being a diamond ring of considerable value. His boots were faultlessly made, quite new, and polished so highly that it dazzled one to look at them, while his linen, of which he displayed a large quantity on the breast, was as white as snow  not London snow, of course! Altogether Mr G.A. Clearemout was a most imposing personage.

Come in, he said, in a voice that sounded like the deep soft whisper of a trombone.

The individual who had occasioned the command by tapping at the door, opened it just enough to admit his head, which he thrust into the room. It was a shaggy red head belonging to a lad of apparently eighteen; its chief characteristics being a prolonged nose and a retracted chin, with a gash for a mouth, and two blue holes for eyes.

Please, sir, Mr Muddle, said the youth.

Admit Mr Muddle.

The head disappeared, and immediately after a gentleman sauntered into the room, and flung himself lazily into the empty armchair which stood at the fireplace vis-à-vis to the one in which Mr Clearemout sat, explaining that he would not have been so ceremonious had he not fancied that his friend was engaged with some one on business.

How are you, Jack? said George Augustus.

Pretty bobbish, replied Jack. (He was the same Jack whom we have already introduced as being Mr Clearemouts friend and kindred spirit.)

Any news? inquired Mr Clearemout.

No, nothing moving, said Jack languidly.

Hm, I see it is time to stir now, Jack, for the wheel of fortune is apt to get stiff and creaky if we dont grease her now and then and give her a jog. Here is a little pot of grease which I have been concocting and intend to lay on immediately.

He took a slip of paper from a large pocket-book which lay at his elbow on the new green cloth-covered table, and handed it to his friend, who slowly opened and read it in a slovenly way, mumbling the most of it as he went on:  

Wheal Dooem, in St. Just, Cornwall  mumble  m  m  in 10,000 shares. An old mine, m  m  every reason to believe  m  m  splendid lodes visible from  m  m. Depth of Adit fifty fathoms  m  depth below Adit ninety fathoms. Pumps, whims, engines, etcetera, in good working order  m  little expense  Landowners, Messrs  m  Manager at the Mine, Captain Trembleforem  m  thirteen men, four females, and two boys  m  water  wheels  stamps  m  Managing Director, George Augustus Clearemout, Esquire, 99 New Gull Street, London  m  Secretary, John Muddle, Esquire  ahem

But, I say, it wont do to publish anything of this sort just yet, you know, said Secretary Jack in a remonstrative tone, for theres nothing doing at all, I believe.

I beg your pardon, replied the managing director, there is a good deal doing. I have written to St. Just appointing the local manager, and it is probable that things are really under way by this time; besides, I shall set out for Cornwall to-morrow to superintend matters, leaving my able secretary in charge here in the meantime, and when he hears from me this paper may be completed and advertised.

I say, it looks awful real-like, dont it? said Jack, with a grin. Only fancy if it should turn out to be a good mine after all  what a lark that would be! and it might, you know, for it was a real one once, wasnt it? And if you set a few fellows to sink the what-dye-call-ems and drive the thingumbobs, it is possible they may come upon tin and copper, or something of that sort  wouldnt it be jolly?

Of course it would, and that is the very thing that gives zest to it. Its a speculation, not a swindle by any means, and admirably suits our easy consciences. But, I say, Jack, you must break yourself off talking slang. It will never do to have the secretary of the Great Wheal Dooem Mining Company talk like a street boy. Besides, I hate slang even in a blackguard  not to mention a black-leg  so you must give it up, Jack, you really must, else youll ruin the concern at the very beginning.

Secretary Jack started into animation at this.

Why, George, he said, drawing himself up, I can throw it off when I please. Look here  suppose yourself an inquiring speculator  ahem! I assure you, sir, that the prospects of this mine are most brilliant, and the discoveries that have been made in it since we commenced operations are incredible  absolutely incredible, sir. Some of the lodes (thats the word, isnt it?) are immensely rich, and upwards of a hundred feet thick, while the part that runs under the sea, or is to run under the sea, at a depth of three thousand fathoms, is probably as rich in copper ore as the celebrated Botallack, whose majestic headland, bristling with machinery, overhangs the raging billows of the wide Atlantic, etcetera, etcetera. O George, its a great lark entirely!

Youll have to learn your lesson a little better, else youll make a great mess of it, said Clearemout.

A muddle of it  according to my name and destiny, George, said the secretary; a muddle of it, and a fortune by it.

Here the secretary threw himself back in the easy-chair, and grinned at the opposite wall, where his eye fell on a large picture, which changed the grin into a stare of surprise.

What have we here, George, he said, rising, and fitting a gold glass in his eye not a portrait of Wheal Dooem, is it?

You have guessed right, replied the other. I made a few sketches on the spot, and got a celebrated artist to put them together, which he has done, you see, with considerable effect. Here, in the foreground, you observe, continued the managing director, taking up a new white pointer, stands Wheal Dooem, on a prominent crag overlooking the Atlantic, with Gurnards Head just beyond. Farther over, we have the celebrated Levant Mine, and the famous Botallack, and the great Wheal Owles, and a crowd of other more or less noted mines, with Cape Cornwall, and the Lands End, and Tolpedenpenwith in the middle-distance, and the celebrated Logan Rock behind them, while we have Mounts Bay, with the beautiful town of Penzance, and St. Michaels Mount, and the Lizard in the background, with France in the remote distance.

Dear, dear me! quite a geographical study, I declare, exclaimed Secretary Jack, examining the painting with some care. Can you really see all these places at once from Wheal Dooem?

Not exactly from Wheal Dooem, Jack, but if you were to go up in a balloon a few hundred yards above the spot where it stands, you might see em all on a very clear day, if your eyes were good. The fact is, that I regard this picture as a triumph of art, exhibiting powerfully what is by artists termed bringing together and great breadth, united with exceedingly minute detail. The colouring too, is high  very high indeed, and the chiaroscuro is perfect

Ha! interposed Jack, all the chiar being on the surface, and the oscuro down in the mine, eh?

Exactly so, replied Clearemout. It is a splendid picture. The artist regards it as his chef doeuvre, and you must explain it to all who come to the office, as well as those magnificent geological sections rolled-up in the corner, which it would be well, by the way, to have hung up without delay. They arrived only this morning. And now, Jack, having explained these matters, I will leave you, to study them at your leisure, while I prepare for my journey to Cornwall, where, by the way, I have my eye upon a sweet little girl, whose uncle, I believe, has lots of tin, both in the real and figurative sense of the word. Something may come of it  who knows?

Next morning saw the managing director on the road, and in due time he found his way by coach, kittereen, and gig to St. Just, where, as before, he was hospitably received by old Mr Donnithorne.

That gentlemans buoyancy of spirit, however, was not quite so great as it had been a few months before, but that did not much affect the spirits of Clearemout, who found good Mrs Donnithorne as motherly, and Rose Ellis as sweet, as ever.

It happened at this time that Oliver Trembath had occasion to go to London about some matter relating to his deceased mothers affairs, so the managing director had the field all to himself. He therefore spent his time agreeably in looking after the affairs of Wheal Dooem during the day, and making love to Rose Ellis in the evening.

Poor Rose was by no means a flirt, but she was an innocent, straightforward girl, ignorant of many of the worlds ways, and of a trusting disposition. She found the conversation of Mr Clearemout agreeable, and did not attempt to conceal the fact. Mr Clearemouts vanity induced him to set this down to a tender feeling, although Rose never consciously gave him, by word or look, the slightest reason to come to such a conclusion.

One forenoon Mr Clearemout was sitting in Mr Donnithornes dining-room conversing with Rose and Mrs Donnithorne, when the old gentleman entered and sat down beside them.

I had almost forgotten the original object of my visit this morning, said the managing director, with a smile, and a glance at Rose; the fact is that I am in want of a man to work at Wheal Dooem, a steady, trustworthy man, who would be fit to take charge  become a sort of overseer; can you recommend one?

Mr Donnithorne paused for a moment to reflect, but Mrs Donnithorne deeming reflection quite unnecessary, at once replied, Why, there are many such men in St. Just. Theres John Cock, as good a man as you could find in all the parish, and David Trevarrow, and James Penrose  hes a first-rate man; You remember him, my dear? (turning to her worse half) one of our locals, you know.

Yes, my dear, I remember him perfectly.  You could not, Mr Clearemout, get a better man, I should say.

I think you observed, madam, said Mr Clearemout, that this man is a local. Pray, what is a local?

Rose gave one of her little laughs at this point, and her worthy aunt exclaimed, La! Mr Clearemout, dont you know what a local preacher is?

Oh! a preacher? Connected with the Methodist body, I presume?

Yes, and a first-rate man, I assure you.

But, said Mr Clearemout, with a smile, I want a miner, not a preacher.

Well, he is a miner, and a good one too

Allow me to explain, my dear, said Mr Donnithorne, interrupting his spouse. You may not be aware, sir, that many of our miners are men of considerable mental ability, and some of them possess such power of speech, and so earnest a spirit, that the Wesleyan body have appointed them to the office of local preaching. They do not become ministers, however, nor are they liable to be sent out of the district like them. They dont give up their ordinary calling, but are appointed to preach in the various chapels of the district in which they reside, and thus we accomplish an amount of work which could not possibly be overtaken by the ordinary ministry.

Indeed! but are they not untrained men, liable to teach erroneous doctrine? asked Mr Clearemout.

They are not altogether untrained men, replied Mr Donnithorne. They are subjected to a searching examination, and must give full proof of their Christianity, knowledge, and ability before being appointed.

And good, excellent Christian men many of them are, observed Mrs Donnithorne, with much fervour.

Quite true, said her husband. This James Penrose is one of our best local preachers, and sometimes officiates in our principal chapel. I confess, however, that those who have the management of this matter are not always very judicious in their appointments. Some of our young men are sorely tempted to show off their acquirements, and preach themselves instead of the gospel, and there are one or two whom I could mention whose hearts are all right, but whose brains are so muddled and empty that they are utterly unfit to teach their fellows. We must not, however, look for perfection in this world, Mr Clearemout. A little chaff will always remain among the wheat. There is no system without some imperfection, and I am convinced that upon the whole our system of appointing local preachers is a first-rate one. At all events it works well, which is one of the best proofs of its excellence.

Perhaps so, said Mr Clearemout, with the air of a man who did not choose to express an opinion on the subject; nevertheless I had rather have a man who was not a local preacher.

You can see and hear him, and judge for yourself, said Mr Donnithorne; for he is, I believe, to preach in our chapel to-morrow, and if you will accept of a seat in our pew it will afford my wife and myself much

Thank you, interrupted Mr Clearemout; I shall be very glad to take advantage of your kind offer. Service, you say, begins at

Ten precisely, said Mr Donnithorne.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Shows the Miner in his Sunday Garb, and Astonishes Clearemout, besides Relating some Incidents of an Accident.

The sun rose bright and hot on Sunday morning, but the little birds were up before the great luminary, singing their morning hymn with noisy delight. It was a peaceful day. The wind was at rest and the sea was calm. In the ancient town of St. Just it was peculiarly peaceful, for the numerous and untiring stamps  which all the week had continued their clang and clatter, morning, noon, and night, without intermission  found rest on that hallowed day, and the great engines ceased to bow their massive heads, with the exception of those that worked the pumps. Even these, however, were required to do as little work as was compatible with the due drainage of the mines, and as their huge pulsations were intermittent  few and far between  they did not succeed in disturbing the universal serenity of the morning.

If there are in this country men who, more than any other, need repose, we should say they are the miners of Cornwall, for their weeks work is exhausting far beyond that of most other labourers in the kingdom. Perhaps the herculean men employed in malleable-iron works toil as severely, but, besides the cheering consciousness of being well paid for their labour, these men exert their powers in the midst of sunlight and fresh air, while the miners toil in bad air, and get little pay in hard times. Sunday is indeed to them the Sabbath-day  it is literally what that word signifies, a day of much-required rest for body, soul, and spirit.

Pity that the good old word which God gave us is not more universally used among Christians! Would it not have been better that the translation Rest-day had been adopted, so that even ignorant men might have understood its true signification, than that we should have saddled it with a heathen name, to be an apple of discord in all generations? However, Sunday it is, so Sunday it will stand, we suppose, as long as the world lasts. After all, despite its faulty origin, that word is invested with old and hallowed associations in the minds of many, so we enter our protest against the folly of our forefathers very humbly, beseeching those who are prone to become nettled on this subject to excuse our audacity!

Well, as we have said, the Sunday morning to which we refer was peaceful; so would have been Maggots household had Maggots youngest baby never been born; but, having been born, that robust cherub asserted his right to freedom of action more violently than ever did the most rabid Radical or tyrannical Tory. He swarmed about the house, and kicked and yelled his uttermost, to the great distress of poor little Grace, whose anxiety to get him ready for chapel was gradually becoming feverish. But baby Maggot had as much objection to go to chapel as his wicked father, who was at that time enjoying a pipe on the cliffs, and intended to leave his family to the escort of David Trevarrow. Fortunately, baby gave in about half-past nine, so that little Grace had him washed and dressed, and on his way to chapel in pretty good time, all things considered.

No one who entered the Wesleyan Chapel of St. Just that morning for the first time could have imagined that a large proportion of the well-dressed people who filled the pews were miners and balmaidens. Some of the latter were elegantly, we might almost say gorgeously, attired, insomuch that, but for their hands and speech, they might almost have passed for ladies of fashion. The very latest thing in bonnets, and the newest mantles, were to be seen on their pretty heads and shapely shoulders.

As we have said before, and now repeat, this circumstance arose from the frequency of the visits of the individual styled Johnny Fortnight, whose great aim and end in life is to supply miners, chiefly the females among them, with the necessaries, and unnecessaries, of wearing apparel.

When the managing director entered Mr Donnithornes pew and sat down beside his buxom hostess, he felt, but of course was much too well bred to express astonishment; for his host had told him that a large number of the people who attended the chapel were miners, and for a time he failed to see any of the class whom he had hitherto been accustomed to associate with rusty-red and torn garbs, and dirty hands and faces. But he soon observed that many of the stalwart, serious-looking men with black coats and white linen, had strong, muscular hands, with hard-looking knuckles, which, in some instances, exhibited old or recent cuts and bruises.

It was a new sight for the managing director to behold the large and apparently well-off families filing into the pews, for, to say truth, Mr Clearemout was not much in the habit of attending church, and he had never before entered a Methodist chapel. He watched with much curiosity the gradual filling of the seats, and the grave, quiet demeanour of the people. Especially interesting was it when Maggots family came in and sat down, with the baby Maggot in charge of little Grace. Mr Clearemout had met Maggot, and had seen his family; but interest gave place to astonishment when Mrs Penrose walked into the church, backed by her sixteen children, the eldest males among whom were miners, and the eldest females tin-dressers, while the little males and females aspired to be miners and tin-dressers in the course of time.

Thats Penroses family, whispered Mr Donnithorne to his guest.

What! the locals family?

Mr Donnithorne nodded.

Soon after, a tall, gentlemanly man ascended the pulpit.

The managing director was disappointed. He had come there to hear a miner preach, and behold, a clergyman!

Who is he? inquired Clearemout.

But Mr Donnithorne did not answer. He was looking up the hymn for Mrs D, who, being short-sighted, claimed exemption from the duty of looking up anything. Besides, he was a kind, good man at heart  though rather fond of smuggling and given to the bottle, according to Oliver Trembaths account of him  and liked to pay his wife little attentions.

But there were still greater novelties in store for the London man that morning. It was new to him to hear John Wesleys beautiful hymns sung to equally beautiful tunes, which were not, however, unfamiliar to his ear, and sung with a degree of fervour that quite drowned his own voice, powerful and deep though it was. It was a new and impressive thing to hear the thrilling, earnest tones of the preacher as he offered up an eloquent extempore prayer  to the petitions in which many of the people in the congregation gave utterance at times to startlingly fervent and loud responses  not in set phraseology, but in words that were called forth by the nature of each petition, such as Glory to God, Amen, Thanks be to Him  showing that the worshippers followed and sympathised with their spokesman, thus making his prayer their own. But the newest thing of all was to hear the preacher deliver an eloquent, earnest, able, and well-digested sermon, without book or note, in the same natural tone of voice with which a man might address his fellow in the street  a style of address which riveted the attention of the hearers, induced them to expect that he had really something important to say to them, and that he thoroughly believed in the truth of what he said.

A powerful man, observed the managing director as they went out; your clergyman, I suppose?

No, sir, replied Mr Donnithorne with a chuckle, our minister is preaching elsewhere to-day. That was James Penrose.

What! the miner? exclaimed Clearemout in astonishment.

Ay, the local preacher too.

Why, the man spoke like Demosthenes, and quoted Bacon, Locke, Milton, and I know not whom all  you amaze me, said Mr Clearemout. Surely all your local preachers are not equal to this one.

Alas, no! some of the young ones are indeed able enough to spout poetry and quote old authors, and too fond they are of doing so; nevertheless, as I have said to you before, most of the local preachers are sober-minded, sterling Christian men, and a few of them have eminent capabilities. Had Penrose been a younger man, he would probably have entered the ministry, but being above forty, with an uncommonly large family, he thinks it his duty to remain as he is, and do as much good as he can.

But surely he might find employment better suited to his talents? said Clearemout.

There is not much scope in St. Just, replied Mr Donnithorne, with a smile, and it is a serious thing for a man in his circumstances to change his abode and vocation. No, no, I think he is right to remain a miner.

Well, I confess that I admire his talents, returned Clearemout, but I still think that an ordinary miner would suit me better.

Well, I know of one who will suit you admirably. He is common enough to look at, and if you will accompany me into the mine to-morrow Ill introduce you to him. Im not fond of descending the ladders nowadays, though I could do it very well when a youth, but as the man I speak of works in one of the levels near the surface, Ill be glad to go down with you, and Captain Dan shall lead us.

True to his word, the old gentleman met Mr Clearemout the following morning at nine oclock, and accompanied him down into the mine.

Their descent was unmarked by anything particular at first. They wore the usual suit of underground clothing, and each carried a lighted candle attached to his hat. After descending about thirty fathoms they left the main shaft and traversed the windings of a level until they came to a place where the sound of voices and hammers indicated that the miners were working. In a few seconds they reached the end of the level.

Here two men were driving the level, and another  a very tall, powerful man  was standing in a hole driven up slanting-ways into the roof, and cutting the rock above his head. His attitude and aspect were extremely picturesque, standing as he did on a raised platform with his legs firmly planted, his muscular arms raised above him to cut the rock overhead, and the candle so placed as to cause his figure to appear almost black and unnaturally gigantic.

Stay a minute, Captain Dan, said Mr Donnithorne. That, Mr Clearemout, is the man I spoke of  what think you of his personal appearance?

Clearemout did not reply for a few minutes, but stood silently watching the man as he continued to wield his heavy hammer with powerful strokes  delivering each with a species of gasp which indicated not exhaustion, but the stern vigour with which it was given.

Hell do, said Clearemout in a decided tone.

Hallo! James, shouted Mr Donnithorne.

Hallo! sir, answered the man looking back over his shoulder.

Theres a gentleman here who wants to speak to you.

The miner flung down his tools, which clattered loudly on the hard rock, as he leaped from his perch with the agility of one whose muscles are all in full and constant exercise.

What! not the local

Before the managing director could finish his sentence Mr Donnithorne introduced him to James Penrose, and left the two for a time to talk together.

It need scarcely be added that Clearemout was quite willing to avail himself of the services of the local, but the local did not meet his proposals so readily as he would have wished. Penrose was a cautious man, and said he would call on Mr Clearemout in the evening after he had had time to consider the matter.

With this reply the other was fain to rest satisfied, and shortly after he returned to the bottom of the shaft with his friends, leaving the hardy miner to pursue his work.

At the bottom of the shaft they were accosted by a sturdy little man, who told them that a large piece of timber was being sent down the shaft, and it would be advisable to wait until it reached the bottom.

Is it on the way, Spankey? asked Captain Dan.

Iss, sur, if it havent walked into the thirty-fathom level in passin.

Spankey was a humorous individual addicted to joking.

Are you married, Spankey? asked Clearemout, looking down with a grin at the dirty little fellow beside him.

Iss, sur. Had, two wives, an the third wan is waitin for me, spose.

Any children, Spankey?

Iss, six, countin the wan that died before it could spaik.

At this point the beam was heard coming down. In a few seconds it made its appearance, and was hauled a little to one side by Spankey, who proceeded to unwind the chain that had supported it.

Ill give em the signal, Captain Dan, to haul up the chain before thee do go on the ladders.

The signal was given accordingly, and the engine immediately began to draw up the chain by which the beam had been lowered.

This chain had a hook at one end of it, and, as ill-luck would have it, the hook caught Spankey by the right leg of his trousers, and whisked him off his feet. Almost before those beside him could conceive what had happened, the unfortunate man went up the shaft feet foremost, with a succession of dreadful yells, in the midst of which could be heard a fearful rending of strong linen.

Fortunately for Spankey, his nether garments were not only strong, but new, so that when the rend came to the seam at the foot, it held on, else had that facetious miner come down the shaft much faster than he went up, and left his brains at the bottom as a memorial of the shocking event!

With palpitating hearts, Captain Dan, Clearemout, and old Donnithorne ran up the ladders as fast as they could. In a few minutes they reached the thirty-fathom level, and here, to their great relief, they found Spankey supported in the arms of stout Joe Tonkin.

That worthy, true to his promise to Oliver Trembath, had gone to work in Botallack Mine, and had that very day commenced operations in the thirty-fathom level referred to. Hearing the terrible screams of Spankey, he rushed to the end of the level just as the unfortunate man was passing it. The risk was great, but Tonkin was accustomed to risks, and prompt to act. He flung his arms round Spankey, drew him forcibly into the level, and held on for life. There was a terrible rend; the leg of the trousers gave way at the hip, and went flapping up to grass, leaving the horrified miner behind.

Not gone dead yet, sur, but goin fast, was Spankeys pathetic reply to Captain Dans anxious inquiries.

It was found, however, that, beyond the fright, the man had received no damage whatever.

The only other noteworthy fact in reference to this incident is, that when Captain Dan and his companions reached the surface, they were met by the lander, who, with a face as pale as a ghost, held up the torn garment. Great was this mans relief, and loud the fit of laughter with which he expressed it, when Spankey, issuing from the mouth of the shaft, presented his naked limb, and claimed the leg of his trousers!




Chapter Twenty Six.

Tells of a Discovery and a Disaster.

That afternoon another accident occurred in the mine, which was of a much more serious nature than the one just recorded, and which interfered somewhat with the plans of the managing director of the Great Wheal Dooem Mining Company.

Not long after his interview with Clearemout, James Penrose finished a blast-hole, and called to Zackey Maggot to fetch the fuse.

Zackey had been working for a week past in connection with Penrose, and, at the time he was called, was engaged in his wonted occupation of pounding tamping wherewith to fill the hole.

Wherever Zackey chanced to be at work, he always made himself as comfortable as circumstances would admit of. At the present time he had discovered a little hollow or recess in the wall of the level, which he had converted into a private chamber for the nonce.

There was a piece of flat rock on the floor of this recess, which Zackey used as his anvil, and in front of which he kneeled. At his side was a candle, stuck against the wall, where it poured a flood of light on objects in its immediate neighbourhood, and threw the boys magnified shadow over the floor and against the opposite wall of the level. Above his head was a small shelf, which he had ingeniously fixed in a narrow part of the cell, and on this lay a few candles, a stone bottle of water, a blasting fuse, and part of his lunch, which he had been unable to consume, wrapped in a piece of paper. A small wooden box on the floor, and a couple of pick-hilts, leaning against the wall, completed the furniture of this subterranean grotto.

Zackey, besides being a searcher after metals, possessed an unusual amount of metal in himself. He was one of those earnest, hard-working, strong-hearted boys who pass into a state of full manhood, do the work of men, and are looked upon as being men, before they have passed out of their teens. The boys manhood, which was even at that early period of his life beginning to show itself, consisted not in his looks or his gait, although both were creditable, but in his firmness of purpose and force of character. What Zackey undertook to do he always did. He never left any work in a half-finished state, and he always employed time diligently.

In the mine he commenced to labour the moment he entered, and he never ceased, except during a short period for kroust, until it was time to shoulder his tools, and mount to the regions of light. Above ground, he was as ready to skylark as the most volatile of his companions, but underground he was a pattern of perseverance  a true Cornish miner in miniature. His energy of character was doubtless due to his reckless father, but his steadiness was the result of Uncle Davys counsel and example.

Are you coming, Zackey? shouted Penrose, from the end of the level.

Iss, Im comin, replied the boy, taking the fuse from the shelf, and hastening towards his companion.

Penrose had a peculiar and pleased expression on his countenance, which Zackey observed at once.

What do ee grizzle like that for? inquired the boy.

Ive come on a splendid bunch of copper, Zackey, replied the man; you and I shall make money soon. Run away to your work, lad, and come back when you hear the shot go off.

Zackey expressed a hope that the prophecy might come true, and returned to his cell, where he continued pounding diligently  thinking the while of rich ore and a rapid fortune.

There was more reason in these thoughts than one might suppose, for Cornish miners experience variety of fortune. Sometimes a man will labour for weeks and months in unproductive ground, following up a small vein in the hope of its leading into a good lode, and making so little by his hard toil that on pay day of each month he is compelled to ask his employer for subsist  or a small advance of money  to enable him to live and go on with his work. Often he is obliged to give up in despair, and change to a more promising part of the mine, or to go to another mine altogether; but, not unfrequently, he is rewarded for his perseverance by coming at last to a rich lode, or mass, or bunch of copper or tin ore, out of which he will rend, in a single month, as much as will entitle him to thirty or forty, or even a hundred pounds, next pay day.

Such pieces of good fortune are not of rare occurrence. Many of the substantial new cottages to be seen in St. Just at the present day have been built by miners who became suddenly fortunate in this way, so that, although the miner of Cornwall always works hard, and often suffers severe privation, he works on with a well-grounded expectation of a sudden burst of temporal sunshine in his otherwise hard lot.

Zackey Maggot was dreaming of some such gleam of good fortune, and patiently pounding away at the tamping, when he heard the explosion of the blast. At the same moment a loud cry rang through the underground caverns. It was one of those terrible, unmistakable cries which chill the blood and thrill the hearts of those who hear them, telling of some awful catastrophe.

The boy leaped up and ran swiftly towards the end of the level, where he called to his companion, but received no answer. The smoke which filled the place was so dense that he could not see, and could scarcely breathe. He ran forward, however, and stumbled over the prostrate form of Penrose. Zackey guessed correctly what had occurred, for the accident was, and alas! still is, too common in the mines. The shot had apparently missed fire. Penrose had gone forward to examine it, and it exploded in his face.

To lift his companion was beyond Zackeys power, to leave him lying in such dense smoke for any length of time would, he knew, ensure his suffocation, so he attempted to drag him away, but the man was too heavy for him. In his extremity the poor boy uttered a wild cry for help, but he shouted in vain, for there was no one else at work in the level. But Zackey was not the boy to give way to despair, or to act thoughtlessly, or in wild haste in this emergency. He suddenly recollected that there was a rope somewhere about the level. He sought for and found it. Fastening an end of it round the body of the man, under the armpits, he so arranged that the knot of the loop should reach a few inches beyond his head, and on this part of the loop he spread a coat, which thus formed a support to the head, and prevented it being dragged along the ground. While engaged in this operation the poor boy was well-nigh suffocated with smoke, and had to run back once to where the air was purer in order to catch a breath or two. Then, returning, he seized the rope, passed it over his shoulder, and bending forward with all his might and main dragged the man slowly but steadily along the floor of the level to a place where the air was comparatively pure.

Leaving him there he quickly fixed a candle in his hat, and carrying another in his hand, to avoid the risk of being left in darkness by an accidental stumble or gust of air, Zackey darted swiftly along the level and ran up the ladders at his utmost speed. Panting for breath, and with eyes almost starting from their sockets, he rushed into the engine-house, and told the man in charge what had occurred; then he dashed away to the counting-house and gave the alarm there, so that, in a very few minutes, a number of men descended the shaft and gathered round the prostrate miner. The doctor who had taken Oliver Trembaths place during his absence was soon in attendance, and found that although no bones had been broken, Penroses face was badly injured, how deep the injury extended could not at that time be ascertained, but he feared that his eyes had been altogether destroyed.

After the application of some cordial the unfortunate man began to revive, and the first words he uttered were, Praise the Lord  evidently in reference to his life having been spared.

Is that you, Zackey? he inquired after a few moments.

No, it is the doctor, my man. Do you feel much pain in your head? he asked as he knelt beside him.

Not much; there is a stunned feeling about it, but little pain. Youd better light a candle.

There are candles burning round you, said the doctor. Do you not see them? There is one close to your face at this moment.

Penrose made no answer on hearing this, but an expression of deep gravity seemed to settle on the blackened features.

We must get him up as soon as possible, said the doctor, turning to Captain Dan, who stood at his elbow.

Were all ready, sir, replied the captain, who had quietly procured ropes and a blanket, while the doctor was examining the wounds.

With great labour and difficulty the injured man was half hauled, half carried, and pushed up the shaft, and laid on the grass.

Is the sun shining? he asked in a low voice.

Iss, it do shine right in thee face, Jim, said one of the miners, brushing away a tear with the back of his hand.

Again the gravity of Penroses countenance appeared to deepen, but he uttered no other word; so they brought an old door and laid him on it. Six strong men raised it gently on their shoulders, and, with slow steps and downcast faces, they carried the wounded miner home.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Indicates that We little know what Great Things from Little Things may rise.

Soon after this accident to James Penrose, the current of events at the mines was diverted from its course by several incidents, which, like the obstructing rocks in a rapid, created some eddies and whirlpools in the lives of those personages with whom this chronicle has to do.

As the beginning of a mighty inundation is oft-times an insignificant-looking leak, and as the cause of a series of great events is not unfrequently a trifling incident, so the noteworthy circumstances which we have still to lay before our readers were brought about by a very small matter  by a baby  the baby Maggot!

One morning that cherubical creature opened its eyes at a much earlier hour than usual, and stared at the ceiling of its fathers cottage. The sun was rising, and sent its unobstructed rays through the window of Maggots cottage, where it danced on the ceiling as if its sole purpose in rising had been to amuse the Maggot baby. If so, it was pre-eminently successful in its attempts, for the baby lay and smiled for a long time in silent ecstasy.

Of course, we do not mean to say that the sun itself, or its direct rays, actually danced. No, it was too dignified a luminary for that, but its rays went straight at a small looking-glass which was suspended on the wall opposite to the window, and this being hung so as to slope forward, projected the rays obliquely into a tub of water which was destined for family washing purposes; and from its gently moving surface they were transmitted to the ceiling, where, as aforesaid, they danced, to the immense delight of Maggot junior.

The door of the cottage had been carelessly closed the previous night when the family retired to rest, and a chink of it was open, through which a light draught of summer air came in. This will account for the ripple on the water, which (as every observant reader will note) ought, according to the laws of gravitation, to have lain perfectly still.

The inconstancy of baby Maggots nature was presently exhibited in his becoming tired of the sun, and the restlessness of his disposition displayed itself in his frantic efforts to get out of bed. Being boxed in with a board, this was not an easy matter, but the urchins limbs were powerful, and he finally got over the obstruction, sufficiently far to lose his balance, and fall with a sounding flop on the floor.

It is interesting to notice how soon deceit creeps into the hearts of some children! Of course the urchin fell sitting-wise  babies always do so, as surely as cats fall on their feet. In ordinary circumstances he would have intimated the painful mishap with a dreadful yell; but on this particular occasion young Maggot was bent on mischief. Of what sort, he probably had no idea, but there must have been a latent feeling of an intention to be bad in some way or other, because, on reaching the ground, he pursed his mouth, opened his eyes very wide, and looked cautiously round to make sure that the noise had awakened no one.

His father, he observed, with a feeling of relief, was absent from home  not a matter of uncommon occurrence, for that worthy mans avocations often called him out at untimeous hours. Mrs Maggot was in bed snoring, and wrinkling up her nose in consequence of a fly having perched itself obstinately on the point thereof. Zackey, with the red earth of the mine still streaking his manly countenance, was rolled-up like a ball in his own bed in a dark recess of the room, and little Grace Maggot could be seen in the dim perspective of a closet, also sound asleep, in her own neat little bed, with her hair streaming over the pillow, and the chet reposing happily on her neck.

But that easily satisfied chet had long ago had more than enough of rest. Its repose was light, and the sound of baby Maggot falling out of bed caused it to rise, yawn, arch its back and tail, and prepare itself for the mingled joys and torments of the opening day. Observing that the urchin rose and staggered with a gleeful expression towards the door, the volatile chet made a dash at him sidewise, and gave him such a fright that he fell over the door step into the road.

Again was that tender babes deceitfulness of character displayed, for, instead of howling, as he would have done on other occasions, he exercised severe self-restraint, made light of a bruised shin, and, gathering himself up, made off as fast as his fat legs could carry him.

There was something deeply interesting  worthy of the study of a philosopher  in the subsequent actions of that precocious urchin. His powers in the way of walking were not much greater than those of a very tipsy man, and he swayed his arms about a good deal to maintain his balance, especially at the outset of the journey, when he imagined that he heard the maternal voice in anger and the maternal footsteps in pursuit in every puff of wind, grunt of pig, or bark of early-rising cur. His entire soul was engrossed in the one grand, vital, absorbing idea of escape! By degrees, as distance from the paternal roof increased, his fluttering spirit grew calmer and his gait more steady, and the flush of victory gathered on his brow and sparkled in his eye, as the conviction was pressed home upon him that, for the first time in his life, he was free! free as the wind of heaven to go where he pleased  to do what he liked  to be as bad as possible, without let or hindrance!

Not that baby Maggot had any stronger desire to be absolutely wicked than most other children of his years; but, having learnt from experience that the attempt to gratify any of his desires was usually checked and termed bad, he naturally felt that a state of delight so intense as that to which he had at last attained, must necessarily be the very quintessence of iniquity. Being resolved to go through with it at all hazards, he felt proportionately wild and reckless. Such a state of commotion was there in his heaving bosom, owing to contradictory and conflicting elements, that he felt at one moment inclined to lie down and shout for joy, and the next, to sink into the earth with terror.

Time, which proverbially works wonderful changes, at length subdued the urchin to a condition of calm goodness and felicity, that would have rejoiced his mothers heart, had it only been brought on in ordinary circumstances at home.

There is a piece of waste ground lying between St. Just and the sea  a sort of common, covered with heath and furze  on which the ancient Britons have left their indelible mark, in the shape of pits and hollows and trenches, with their relative mounds and hillocks. Here, in the days of old, our worthy but illiterate forefathers had grubbed and dug and turned up every square foot of the soil, like a colony of gigantic rabbits, in order to supply the precious metal of the country to the Phoenicians, Jews, and Greeks.

The ground on this common is so riddled with holes of all sizes and shapes, utterly unguarded by any kind of fence, that it requires care on the part of the pedestrian who traverses the place even in daylight. Hence the mothers of St. Just are naturally anxious that the younger members of their families should not go near the common, and the younger members are as naturally anxious that they should visit it.

Thither, in the course of time  for it was not far distant  the baby Maggot naturally trended; proceeding on the principle of short stages and long rests. Never in his life  so he thought  had he seen such bright and beautiful flowers, such green grass, and such lovely yellow sand, as that which appeared here and there at the mouths of the holes and old shafts, or such a delicious balmy and sweet-scented breeze as that which came off the Atlantic and swept across the common. No wonder that his eyes drank in the beautiful sights, for they had seen little of earth hitherto, save the four walls of his fathers cottage and the dead garden wall in front of it; no wonder that his nostrils dilated to receive the sweet odours, for they had up to that date lived upon air which had to cross a noisome and stagnant pool of filth before it entered his fathers dwelling; and no wonder that his ears thrilled to hear the carol of the birds, for they had previously been accustomed chiefly to the voices of poultry and pigs, and to the caterwauling of the chet.

But as every joy has its alloy, so our youthful travellers feelings began to be modified by a gnawing sensation of hunger, as his usual hour for breakfast approached. Still he wandered on manfully, looking into various dark and deep holes with much interest and a good deal of awe. Some of the old shafts were so deep that no bottom could be seen; others were partially filled up, and varied from five to twenty feet in depth. Some were nearly perpendicular, others were sloped and irregular in form; but all were more or less fringed with gorse bushes in full bloom. In a few cases the old pits were concealed by these bushes.

It is almost unnecessary to say that baby Maggots progress, on that eventful morn, was  unknown to himself  a series of narrow escapes from beginning to end  no not exactly to the end, for his last adventure could scarcely be deemed an escape. He was standing on the edge of a hole, which was partially concealed by bushes. Endeavouring to peer into it he lost his balance and fell forward. His ready hands grasped the gorse and received innumerable punctures, which drew forth a loud cry. Head foremost he went in, and head foremost he went down full ten feet, when a small bush caught him, and lowered him gently to the ground, but the spot on which he was landed was steep; it sloped towards the bottom of the hole, which turned inwards and became a sort of cavern. Struggling to regain his footing, he slipped and rolled violently to the bottom, where he lay for a few minutes either stunned or too much astonished to move. Then he recovered a little and began to whimper. After which he felt so much better that he arose and attempted to get out of the hole, but slipped and fell back again, whereupon he set up a hideous roar which continued without intermission for a quarter of an hour, when he fell sound asleep, and remained in happy unconsciousness for several hours.

Meanwhile the Maggot family was, as may well be believed, thrown into a state of tremendous agitation. Mrs Maggot, on making the discovery that baby had succeeded in scaling the barricade, huddled on her garments and roused her progeny to assist in the search. At first she was not alarmed, believing that she should certainly find the self-willed urchin near the house, perhaps in the cottage of the Penroses. But when the cottages in the immediate neighbourhood had been called at, and all the known places of danger round the house examined, without success, the poor woman became frantic with terror, and roused the whole neighbourhood. Every place of possible and impossible concealment was searched, and at last the unhappy mother allowed the terrible thought to enter her mind that baby had actually accomplished the unheard-of feat of reaching the dreaded common, and was perhaps at that moment lying maimed or dead at the bottom of an ancient British shaft!

Immediately a body of volunteers, consisting of men, women, and children, and headed by Mrs Maggot, hastened to the common to institute a thorough search; but they searched in vain, for the holes were innumerable, and the one in which the baby lay was well concealed by bushes. Besides, the search was somewhat wildly and hastily made, so that some spots were over-searched, while others were almost overlooked.

All that day did Mrs Maggot and her friends wander to and fro over the common, and never, since the days when Phoenician galleys were moored by St. Michaels Mount, did the eyes of human beings pry so earnestly into these pits and holes. Had tin been their object, they could not have been more eager. Evening came, night drew on apace, and at last the forlorn mother sat down in the centre of a furze bush, and began to weep. But her friends comforted her. They urged her to go home and ave a dish o tay to strengthen her for the renewal of the search by torch-light. They assured her that the child could easily exist longer than a day without food, and they reminded her that her baby was an exceptional baby, a peculiar baby  like its father, uncommonly strong, and, like its mother, unusually obstinate. The latter sentiment, however, was thought, not expressed.

Under the influence of these assurances and persuasions, Mrs Maggot went home, and, for a short time, the common was deserted.

Now it chanced, curiously enough, that at this identical point of time, Maggot senior was enjoying a pipe and a glass of grog in a celebrated kiddle-e-wink, with his friend Joe Tonkin. This kiddle-e-wink, or low public-house, was known as Un (or Aunt) Jillys brandy-shop at Bosarne. It was a favourite resort of smugglers, and many a gallon of spirit, free of duty, had been consumed on the premises.

Maggot and his friend were alone in the house at the time, and their conversation had taken a dolorous turn, for many things had occurred of late to disturb the equanimity of the friends. Several ventures in the smuggling way had proved unsuccessful, and the mines did not offer a tempting prospect just then. There had, no doubt, been one or two hopeful veins opened up, and some good pitches had been wrought, but these were only small successes, and the luck had not fallen to either of themselves. The recent discovery of a good bunch by poor Penrose had not been fully appreciated, for the wounded man had as yet said nothing about it, and little Zackey had either forgotten all about it in the excitement of the accident, or was keeping his own counsel.

Maggot talked gloomily about the advisability of emigration to America, as he sent clouds of tobacco smoke up Un Jillys chimney, and Tonkin said he would try the mines for a short time, and if things didnt improve he would go to sea. He did not, however, look at things in quite the same light with his friend. Perhaps he was of a more hopeful disposition, perhaps had met with fewer disappointments. At all events, he so wrought on Maggots mind that he half induced him to deny his smuggling propensities for a time, and try legitimate work in the mines. Not that Joe Tonkin wanted to reform him by any means, but he was himself a little out of humour with his old profession, and sought to set his friend against it also.

Try your luck in Botallack, said Joe Tonkin, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, preparatory to quitting the place, thats my advice to ee, booy.

Ive half a mind to, replied Maggot, rising; if that theere cargo I run on Saturday do go the way the last did, Ill ha done with it, so I will. Good-hevenin, Un Jilly.

Good-hevenin, an dont ee go tumblin down the owld shafts, said the worthy hostess, observing that her potent brandy had rendered the gait of the men unsteady.

They laughed as they received the caution, and walked together towards St. Just.

Lev us go see if the toobs are all safe, said Maggot, on reaching the common.

Tonkin agreed, and they turned aside into a narrow track, which led across the waste land, where the search for the baby had been so diligently carried on all that day.

Night had set in, as we have said, and the searchers had gone up to the town to partake of much-needed refreshment, and obtain torches, so that the place was bleak and silent, as well as dark, when the friends crossed it, but they knew every foot of the ground so thoroughly, that there was no fear of their stumbling into old holes. Maggot led the way, and he walked straight to the old shaft where his hopeful son lay.

There were three noteworthy points of coincidence here to which we would draw attention. It was just because this old shaft was so well concealed that Maggot had chosen it as a place in which to hide his tubs of smuggled brandy; it was owing to the same reason that the towns-people had failed to discover it while searching for the baby; and it was  at least we think it must have been  just because of the same reason that baby Maggot had found it, for that amiable child had a peculiar talent, a sort of vocation, for ferreting out things and places hidden and secret, especially if forbidden.

Having succeeded in falling into the hole, the urchin naturally discovered his fathers tubs. After crying himself to sleep as before mentioned, and again awakening, his curiosity in respect to these tubs afforded him amusement, and kept him quiet for a time; perhaps the fact that one of the tubs had leaked and filled the lower part of the old shaft with spirituous fumes, may account for the baby continuing to keep quiet, and falling into a sleep which lasted the greater part of the day; at all events, it is certain that he did not howl, as might have been expected of him in the circumstances. Towards evening, however, he began to move about among the tubs, and to sigh and whimper in a subdued way, for his stomach, unused to such prolonged fasting, felt very uncomfortable. When darkness came on baby Maggot became alarmed, but, just about the time of his fathers approach, the moon shone out and cast a cheering ray down the shaft, which relieved his mind a little.

Joe, said Maggot in a whisper, and with a serious look, some one have bin here.

Dee think so? said Tonkin.

Iss I do; the bushes are broken a bit. Hush! whats that?

The two men paused and looked at each other with awe depicted on their faces, while they listened intently, but, in the words of the touching old song, the beating of their own hearts was all the sound they heard.

It wor the wind, said Maggot.

Iss, thats what it wor, replied Tonkin; come, lev us go down. The wind cant do no harm to we.

But although he proposed to advance he did not move, and Maggot did not seem inclined to lead the way, for just then something like a sigh came from below, and a dark cloud passed over the moon.

It is no uncommon thing to find that men who are physically brave as lions become nervous as children when anything bordering on what they deem supernatural meets them. Maggot was about the most reckless man in the parish of St. Just, and Tonkin was not far behind him in the quality of courage, yet these two stood there with palpitating hearts undecided what to do.

Ashamed of being thought afraid of anything, Maggot at last cleared his throat, and, in a husky voice, said, Come, then, lev us go down.

So saying he slid down the shaft, closely followed by Tonkin, who was nearly as much afraid to be left alone on the bleak moor as he was to enter the old mine.

Now, while the friends were consulting with palpitating hearts above, baby Maggot, wide-awake and trembling with terror, listened with bated breath below, and when the two men came scrambling down the sides of the shaft his heart seemed to fill up his breast and throat, and his blood began to creep in his veins. Maggot could see nothing in the gloomy interior as he advanced, but baby could see his fathers dark form clearly. Still, no sound escaped from him, for horror had bereft him of power. Just then the dark cloud passed off the moon, and a bright beam shone full on the upper half of the babys face as he peeped over the edge of one of the tubs. Maggot saw two glaring eyeballs, and felt frozen alive instantly. Tonkin, looking over his comrades shoulder, also saw the eyes, and was petrified on the spot. Suddenly baby Maggot found his voice and uttered a most awful yell. Maggot senior found his limbs, and turned to fly. So did Tonkin, but he slipped and fell at the first step. Maggot fell over him. Both rose and dashed up the shaft, scraping elbows, shins, and knuckles as they went, and, followed by a torrent of hideous cries, that sounded in their ears like the screaming of fiends, they gained the surface, and, without exchanging a word, fled in different directions on the wings of terror!

Maggot did not halt until he burst into his house, and flung himself into his own chair by the chimney corner, whence he gazed on what was calculated to alarm as well as to perplex him. This was the spectacle of his own wife taking tea in floods of tears, and being encouraged in her difficult task by Mrs Penrose and a few sympathising friends.

With some difficulty he got them to explain this mystery.

What! baby gone lost? he exclaimed; where away?

When it was told him what had occurred, Maggots eyes gradually opened, and his lips gradually closed, until the latter produced a low whistle.

I think that I do knaw where the cheeld is, he said; come along, an Ill show un to ee.

So saying, the wily smith, assuming an air of importance and profound wisdom, arose and led his wife and her friends, with a large band of men who had prepared torches, straight to the old shaft. Going down, but sternly forbidding any one to follow he speedily returned with the baby in his arms, to the surprise of all, and to the unutterable joy of the childs mother.

In one sense, however, the result was disastrous. Curious persons were there who could not rest until they had investigated the matter further, and the tubs were not only discovered, but carried off by those who had no title to them whatever! The misfortune created such a tumult of indignation in the breast of Maggot, that he was heard in his wrath to declare he would have nothin more to do with un, but would go into the bal the next settin day.

This was the commencement of that series of events which, as we have stated at the beginning of this chapter, were brought about by that wonderful baby  the baby Maggot.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Describes Setting-Day at the Mine, etcetera.

That very evening, while Maggot was smoking his pipe by the fireside, his son Zackey referred to the bunch of copper which Penrose had discovered in the mine. After a short conversation, Maggot senior went to the wounded man to talk about it.

Twas a keenly lode, did ee say? asked Maggot, after he had inquired as to the health of his friend.

Yes, and as I shall not be able to work there again, said Penrose sadly, I would advise you to try it. Zackey is entitled to get the benefit of the discovery, for he was with me at the time, and, but for his aid, dear boy, I should have been suffocated.

Maggot said no more on that occasion about the mine, being a man of few words, but, after conversing a short time with the wounded man, and ascertaining that no hope was held out to him of the recovery of his sight, he went his way to the forge to work and meditate.

Setting-day came  being the first Saturday in the month, and no work was done on that day in Botallack, for the men were all above ground to have their pitches for the next month fixed, and to receive their wages  setting-day being also pay day.

Some time before the business of the day commenced, the miners began to assemble in considerable numbers in the neighbourhood of the account-house. Very different was their appearance on that occasion from the rusty-red fellows who were wont to toil in the dark chambers far down in the depths below the spot where they stood. Their underground dresses were laid aside, and they now appeared in the costume of well-off tradesmen. There was a free-and-easy swing about the movements of most of these men that must have been the result of their occupation, which brings every muscle of the body into play, and does not  as is too much the case in some trades  over-tax the powers of a certain set of muscles to the detriment of others.

Some there were, however, even among the young men, whose hollow cheeks and bloodless lips, accompanied with a short cough, told of evil resulting from bad air and frequent chills; while, on the other hand, a few old men were to be seen with bright eyes and ruddy cheeks which indicated constitutions of iron. Not a few were mere lads, whose broad shoulders and deep chests and resolute wills enabled them to claim the title, and do the work, of men.

There were some among them, both young and old, who showed traces of having suffered in their dangerous employment. Several were minus an eye, and one or two were nearly blind, owing to blast-holes exploding in their faces. One man in particular, a tall and very powerful fellow, had a visage which was quite blue, and one of his eyes was closed  the blue colour resulting from unburnt grains of powder having been blown into his flesh. He had been tattooed, in fact, by a summary and effective process. This mans family history was peculiar. His father, also a miner, had lived in a lonely cottage on a moor near St. Just, and worked in Balaswidden Mine. One night he was carried home and laid at his wifes feet, dead  almost dashed to pieces by a fall. Not long afterwards the son was carried to the same cottage with his right eye destroyed. Some time later a brother dislocated his foot twice within the year in the mine; and a few months after that another brother fell from a beam, descended about twenty-four feet perpendicularly, where he struck the side of the mine with his head, and had six or seven of his teeth knocked out; glancing off to one side, he fell twenty feet more on the hard rock, where he was picked up insensible. This man recovered, however, under the careful nursing of his oft and sorely tried mother.

Maggot was present on this setting-day, with a new cap and a new blue cloth coat, looking altogether a surprisingly respectable character. A good deal of undertoned chaffing commenced when he appeared.

Hallo! exclaimed one, goin to become an honest man, Maggot?

Thinkin bout it, replied the smith, with a good-humoured smile.

Why, if I didnt knaw that the old wumans alive, said another, Id say he was agoin to get married again!

Never fear, exclaimed a third, Maggots far too cute a cunger to be caught twice.

I say, my dear man, asked another, have ee bin takin a waalk pon the clifts lately?

Iss, aw iss, replied the smith with much gravity.

Did ee find any more daws pon clift? asked the other, with a leer.

There was a general laugh at this, but Maggot replied with good-humour, No, Billy, no  took em all away last time. But Im towld theres some more eggs in the nest, so theell have a chance some day, booy.

I hope the daws aint the worse of their ducking? asked Billy, with an expression of anxious interest.

Aw, my dear, said Maggot, looking very sad, and shaking his head slowly, didnt ee hear the noos?

No, not I.

They did catch the noo complaint the doctor do spaik of  bronkeetis I think it is  and although I did tie em up wi flannel round their necks, an water-gruel, besides ot bottles to their feet, theyre all gone dead. I mean to have em buried on Monday. Will ee come to the berryin, Billy?

Praps I will, replied Billy, but see that the gravedigger do berry em deep, else hell catch a blowin up like the gravedigger did in Cambourne last week.

What was that, booy? Let us hear about it, Billy, exclaimed several voices.

Well, this is the way of it, said Billy: the owld gravedigger in Cambourne was standin about, after mittin was over, a-readin of the tombstones, for hed got a good edjication, had owld Tom. His name was Tom  the same man as put a straw rope to the bell which the cows did eat away, so that he cudnt ring the people to mittin. Well, when he was studdyin the morials on the stones out comes Captain Rowe. He was wan o the churchwardens, or somethin o that sort, but I dont knaw nothin bout the church, so I aint sure  an he calls owld Tom into the vestry.

Now look here, Tom, says the captain, very stern, they tell me thee rt gettin lazy, Tom, an that thee do dig the graves only four fut deep. Now, Tom, I was over to St. Just tother day to a berryin, and I see that they do dig their graves six fut or more deeper than you do. That wont do, Tom, I tell ee. Whats the meanin of it?

This came somewhat suddent on owld Tom, but he wor noways put out.

Well, you do see, Capn Rowe, says he, I do it apurpose, for I do look at the thing in two lights.

How so? asked the captain.

Why, the people of St. Just only think of the berryin, but I do think of the resurrection; the consekince is that they do dig too deep, an afore the St. Just folk are well out of their graves, ours will be a braave way up to heaven!

The laugh with which this anecdote was received had scarcely subsided when the upper half of one of the account-house windows opened, and the fine-looking head and shoulders of old Mr Cornish appeared.

The manager laid an open book on the window-sill, and from this elevated position, as from a pulpit, he read out the names, positions, etcetera, of the various pitches that were to be sett for the following month. One of the mine captains stood at his elbow to give any required information  he and his three brother captains being the men who had gone all over the mine during the previous month, examined the work, measured what had been done by each man or pare of men, knew the capabilities of all the miners, and fixed the portion that ought to be offered to each for acceptance or refusal.

The men assembled in a cluster round the window, and looked up while Mr Cornish read off as follows:  

John Thomass pitch at back of the hundred and five. By two men. To extend from the end of tram-hole, four fathom west, and from back of level, five fathom above.

For the enlightenment of the reader, we may paraphrase the above sentence thus:  

The pitch or portion of rock wrought last month by John Thomas is now offered anew  in the first place, to John Thomas himself if he chooses to continue working it at our rate of pay, or, if he declines, to any other man who pleases to offer for it. The pitch is in the back (or roof) of the level, which lies one hundred and five fathoms deep. It must be wrought by two men, and must be excavated lengthwise to an extent of four fathoms in a westerly direction from a spot called the tram-hole. In an upward direction, it may be excavated from the roof of the level to an extent of five fathoms.

John Thomas, being present, at once offered ten shillings, by which he meant that, knowing the labour to be undergone, and the probable value of the ore that would have to be excavated, he thought it worth while to continue at that piece of work, or that pitch, if the manager would give him ten shillings for every twenty shillings worth of mineral sent to the surface by him; but the captain also knew the ground and the labour that would be required, and his estimate was that eight shillings would be quite sufficient remuneration, a fact which was announced by Mr Cornish simply uttering the words, At eight shillings.

Put her down, spose, said John Thomas after a moments consideration.

Perhaps John knew that eight shillings was really sufficient, although he wanted ten. At all events he knew that it was against the rules to dispute the point at that time, as it delayed business; that if he did not accept the offer, another man might do so; and that he might not get so good a pitch if he were to change.

The pitch was therefore sett to John Thomas, and another read off: Jim Hockings pitch at back of the hundred and ten. By one man. To extend, etcetera.

Wont have nothin to do with her, said Jim Hocking.

Jim had evidently found the work too hard, and was dissatisfied with the remuneration, so he declined, resolving to try his chance in a more promising part of the mine.

Will any one offer for this pitch? inquired Mr Cornish.

Eight and six shillings were sums immediately named by men who thought the pitch looked more promising than Jim did.

Any one offer more for this pitch? asked the manager, taking up a pebble from a little pile that lay at his elbow, and casting it into the air.

While that pebble was in its flight, any one might offer for the pitch, but the instant it touched the ground, the bargain was held to be concluded with the last bidder.

A man named Oats, who had been in a hesitating state of mind, here exclaimed Five shillings (that is, offered to work the pitch for five shillings on every twenty shillings worth sent to grass); next instant the stone fell, and the pitch was sett to Oats.

Poor James Penroses pitch was the next sett.

James Penroses late pitch, read the manager, giving the details of it in terms somewhat similar to those already sett, and stating that the required pare, or force to be put on it, was two men and a boy.

Put me down for it, said Maggot.

Have you got your pare? asked Mr Cornish.

Iss, sur.

Their names?

David Trevarrow and my son Zackey.

The pitch was allocated in due form at the rate of fifteen shillings per twenty shillings worth of mineral sent up  this large sum being given because it was not known to be an unusually good pitch  Penrose having been too ill to speak of his discovery since his accident, and the captain having failed to notice it. When a place is poor looking, a higher sum is given to the miner to induce him to work it. When it is rich, a lower sum is given, because he can make more out of it.

Thus the work went on, the sums named varying according to the nature of the ground, and each man saying Naw, or Put me down, or That wont do, or I wont have her, according to circumstances.

While this was going on at the window, another and perhaps more interesting scene was taking place in the office. This apartment presented a singular appearances. There was a large table in the centre of it, which, with every available inch of surface on a side-table, and on a board at the window, was completely covered with banknotes and piles of gold, silver, and copper. Each pile was placed on a little square piece of paper containing the account-current for the month of the man or men to whom it belonged. Very few men laboured singly. Many worked in couples, and some in bands of three, five, or more. So much hard cash gave the place a wealthy appearance, and in truth there was a goodly sum spread out, amounting to several hundreds of pounds.

The piles varied very much in size, and conveyed a rough outline of the financial history of the men they belonged to. Some large heaps of silver, with a few coppers and a pile of sovereigns more than an inch high, lying on two or more five-pound notes indicated successful labour. Nevertheless, the evidence was not absolutely conclusive, because the large piles had in most cases to be divided between several men who had banded together; but the little square account-papers, with a couple of crowns on them, told of hard work and little pay, while yonder square with two shillings in the centre of it betokened utter failure, only to be excelled by another square, on which lay nothing.

You will probably exclaim in your heart, reader, What! do miners sometimes work for a month, and receive only two shillings, or nothing as wages?

Ay, sometimes; but it is their own seeking if they do; it is not forced upon them.

There are three classes of miners  those who work on the surface, dressing ore, etcetera, who are paid a weekly wage; those who work on tribute, and those who work at tut-work. Of the first we say nothing, except that they consist chiefly of balmaidens and children  the former receiving about 18 shillings a month, and the latter from 8 shillings to 20 shillings, according to age and capacity.

In regard to tributers and tut-workers, we may remark that the work of both is identical in one respect  namely, that of hewing, picking, boring, and blasting the hard rock. In this matter they share equal toils and dangers, but they are not subjected to the same remunerative vicissitudes.

When a man works on tribute he receives so many shillings for every twenty shillings worth of ore that he raises during the month, as already explained. If his pitch turns out to be rich in ore, his earnings are proportionably high; if it be poor, he remains poor also. Sometimes a part of the mineral lode becomes so poor that it will not pay for working, and has to be abandoned. So little as a shilling may be the result of a tributers work for a month at one time, while at another time he may get a good pitch, and make 100 pounds or 200 pounds in the same period.

The tutman (or piecework man), on the other hand, cuts out the rock at so much per fathom, and obtains wages at the rate of from 2 pounds, 10 shillings to 3 pounds a month. He can never hope to make a fortune, but so long as health and strength last, he may count on steady work and wages. Of course there is a great deal of the work in a mine which is not directly remunerative, such as sinking shafts, opening up and driving (or lengthening) levels, and sinking winzes. On such work tutmen are employed.

The man who works on tribute is a speculator; he who chooses tut-work is a steady labourer. The tributer experiences all the excitement of uncertainty, and enjoys the pleasures of hope. He knows something, too, about hope deferred; also can tell of hope disappointed; has his wits sharpened, and, generally, is a smart fellow. The tut-worker knows nothing of this, his pay being safe and regular, though small. Many quiet-going, plodding men prefer and stick to tut-work.

In and about the counting-room the men who had settled the matter of their next months work were assembled. These  the cashier having previously made all ready  were paid in a prompt and businesslike manner.

First, there came forward a middle-aged man. It was scarcely necessary for him to speak, for the cashier knew every man on the mine by name, and also how much was due to him, and the hundreds of little square accounts-current were so arranged that he could lay his hands on any one in an instant. Nevertheless, being a hearty and amiable man, he generally had a word to say to every one.

Hows your son, Matthew? he inquired of the middle-aged man, putting the square paper with its contents into his hand.

Hes braave, sir. The doctor do say hell be about again in a week.

Matthew crumpled up his account-current  notes, gold, silver, copper and all  in his huge brown hand, and, thrusting the whole into his breeches pocket, said Thank ee, and walked away.

Next, there came forward a young man with one eye, an explosion having shut up the other one for ever. He received his money along with that of the three men who worked in the same pare with him. He crumpled it up in the same reckless way as Matthew had done, also thrust it into his pocket, and walked off with an independent swagger. Truly, in the sweat, not only of his brow, but, of every pore in his body, had he earned it, and he was entitled to swagger a little just then. There was little enough room or inducement to do so down in the mine! After this young man a little boy came forward saying that his faither had sent him for his money.

It was observable that the boys and lads among those who presented themselves in the counting-room, were, as a rule, hearty and hopeful. With them it was as with the young in all walks of life. Everything looked bright and promising. The young men were stern, yet free-and-easy  as though they had already found life a pretty tough battle, but felt quite equal to it. And so they were, every one of them! With tough sinews, hard muscles, and indomitable energy, they were assuredly equal to any work that man could undertake; and many of them, having the fear of God in their hearts, were fitted to endure manfully the trials of life as well. The elderly men were sedate, and had careworn faces; they knew what it was to suffer. Many of them had carried little ones to the grave; they had often seen strong men like themselves go forth in the morning hale and hearty, and be carried to their homes at evening with blinded eyes or shattered limbs. Life had lost its gloss to them, but it had not lost its charms. There were loving hearts to work for, and a glorious end for which to live, or, if need be, to die  so, although their countenances were sedate they were not sad. The old men  of whom there were but two or three  were jolly old souls. They seemed to have successfully defied the tear and wear of life, to have outlived its sorrows, and renewed their youth. Certainly they had not reached their second childhood, for they stepped forth and held out their hands for their pay as steadily as the best of the young ones.

When about one-half of the number had been paid, a woman in widows weeds came forward to take up the pay due to her son  her wretched Harry, as she styled him. All that was due was seven-and-sixpence. It was inexpressibly sad to see her retire with this small sum  the last that her unsettled boy was entitled to draw from the mines. He had worked previously in the neighbouring mine, Wheal Owles, and had gone to Botallack the month before. He was now off to sea, leaving his mother, who to some extent depended on him, to look out for herself.

The next who came forward was a blind man. He had worked long in the mine  so long that he could find his way through the labyrinth of levels as easily in his blind state as he did formerly with his eyesight. When his eyes were destroyed (in the usual way, by the explosion of a hole), he was only off work during the period of convalescence. Afterwards he returned to his familiar haunts underground; and although he could no longer labour in the old way, he was quite able to work a windlass, and draw up the bucket at a winze. For this he now pocketed two pounds sterling, and walked off as vigorously as if he had possessed both his eyes!

Among others, a wife appeared to claim her husbands pay, and she was followed by Zackey Maggot, who came to receive his own and Penroses money.

How does Penrose get on? inquired the cashier, as he handed over the sum due.

Slowly, sur, said Zackey.

It is a bad case, said one of the captains, who sat close by; the doctor thinks there is little or no chance for his eyesight.

Poor Zackey received his pay and retired without any demonstration of his wonted buoyancy of spirit, for he was fond of Penrose, almost as much so as he was of uncle David Trevarrow.

The varied fortune experienced in the mine was exhibited in one or two instances on this occasion. One man and a boy, working together, had, in their own phraseology, got a sturt  they had come unexpectedly on a piece of rich ground, which yielded so much tin that at the end of the month they received 25 pounds between them. The man had been receiving subsist, that is, drawing advances monthly for nearly a year, and, having a wife and children to support, had almost lost heart. It was said that he had even contemplated suicide, but this little piece of good fortune enabled him to pay off his debt and left something over. Another man and boy had 20 pounds to receive. On the other hand, one man had only 2 shillings due to him, while a couple of men who had worked in poor ground found themselves 2 shillings in debt, and had to ask for subsist.

Some time previous to this, two men had discovered a bunch of copper, and in the course of two months they cleared 260 pounds. At a later period a man in Levant Mine, who was one of the Wesleyan local preachers, cleared 200 pounds within a year. He gave a hundred pounds to his mother, and with the other hundred went off to seek his fortune in Australia!

After all the men had been paid, those who wished for subsist, or advances, were desired to come forward. About a dozen of them did so, and among these were representatives of all classes  the diligent and strong, the old and feeble, and the young. Of course, in mining operations as in other work, the weak, lazy, and idle will ever be up to the lips in trouble, and in need of help. But in mining the best of men may be obliged to demand assistance, because, when tributers work on hopefully day after day and week after week on bad ground, they must have advances to enable them to persevere  not being able to subsist on air! This is no hardship, the mine being at all times open to their inspection, and they are allowed to select their own ground. Hence the demand for subsist is not necessarily a sign of absolute but only of temporary poverty. The managers make large or small advances according to their knowledge of the men.

There was a good deal of chaffing at this point in the proceedings  the lazy men giving occasion for a slight administration of rebuke, and the able men affording scope for good-humoured pleasantry and badinage.

In Botallack, at the present time, about forty or fifty men per month find it necessary to ask for subsist.

Before the wages were paid, several small deductions had to be made. First, there was sixpence to be deducted from each man for the club. This club consisted of those who chose to pay sixpence a month to a fund for the temporary support of those who were damaged by accidents in the mine. A similar sum per month was deducted from each man for the doctor, who was bound, in consideration of this, to attend the miners free of charge. In addition to this a shilling was deducted from each man, to be given to the widow and family of a comrade who had died that month. At the present time from 18 pounds to 20 pounds are raised in this way when a death occurs, to be given to the friends of the deceased. It should be remarked that these deductions are made with the consent of the men. Any one may refuse to give to those objects, but, if he do so, he or his will lose the benefit in the event of his disablement or death.

Men who are totally disabled receive a pension from the club fund. Not long ago a miner, blind of one eye, left another mine and engaged in Botallack. Before his first month was out he exploded a blast-hole in his face, which destroyed the other eye. From that day he received a pension of 1 pound a month, which will continue till his death  or, at least as long as Botallack shall flourish  and that miner may be seen daily going through the streets of St. Just with his little daughter, in a cart, shouting Pilchards, fresh pilcha-a-rds, breem, pullock, fresh pullock, pil-cha-a-rds  at the top of his stentorian voice  a living example of the value of the club, and of the principle of insurance!

At length the business of the day came to a close. The wages were paid, the mens work for another month was fixed, the cases of difficulty and distress were heard and alleviated, and then the managers and agents wound up the day by dining together in the account-house, the most noteworthy point in the event being the fact that the dinner was eaten off plates made of pure Botallack tin.

Once a quarter this dinner, styled the account-dinner, is partaken of by any of the shareholders who may wish to be present, on which occasion the manager and agents lay before the company the condition and prospects of the mine, and a quarterly dividend (if any) is paid. There is a matter-of-fact and Spartan-like air about this feast which commands respect. The room in which it is held is uncarpeted, and its walls are graced by no higher works of art than the plans and sections of the mine. The food is excellent and substantial, but simple. There is abundance of it, but there are no courses  either preliminary or successive  no soup or fish to annoy one who wants meat; no ridiculous entremêts to tantalise one who wants something solid; no puddings, pies, or tarts to tempt men to gluttony. All set to work at the same time, and enjoy their meal together, which is more than can be said of most dinners. All is grandly simple, like the celebrated mine on which the whole is founded.

But there is one luxury at this feast which it would be unpardonable not to mention  namely the punch. Whoever tastes this beverage can never forget it! Description were useless to convey an idea of it. Imagination were impotent to form a conception of it. Taste alone will avail, so that our readers must either go to Cornwall to drink it, or for ever remain unsatisfied. We can only remark, in reference to it, that it is potent as well as pleasant, and that it is also dangerous, being of an insinuating nature, so that those who partake freely have a tendency to wish for more, and are apt to dream (not unreasonably, but too wildly) of Botallack tin being transformed into silver and gold.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Details, among other Things, a Deed of Heroism.

To work went Maggot and Trevarrow and Zackey on their new pitch next day like true Britons. Indeed, we question whether true Britons of the ancient time ever did go to work with half the energy or perseverance of the men of the present day. Those men of old were mere grubbers on the surface. They knew nothing of deep levels under the ocean. However, to do them justice, they made wonderfully extensive tunnels in mother earth, with implements much inferior to those now in use.

But, be that as it may, our trio went to work with a will. Maggot was keen to get up as much of the rich mineral as possible during the month  knowing that he would not get the place next month on such good terms. Trevarrow, besides having no objections to make money when he could for its own sake, was anxious to have a little to spare to James Penrose, whose large family found it pinching work to subsist on the poor fellows allowance from the club. As to Zackey, he was ready for anything where Uncle Davy was leader. So these three resolved to work night and day. Maggot took his turn in the daytime and slept at night; Trevarrow slept in the daytime and worked at night; while the boy worked as long as he could at whatever time suited him best.

As they advanced on the lode it became larger and richer, and in a day or two it assumed such proportions as to throw the fortunate workers into a state of great excitement, and they tore out and blasted away the precious mineral like Titans.

One day, about kroust-time, having fired two holes, they came out of the end in which they wrought and sat down to lunch while the smoke was clearing away.

Tes a brave lode, said Maggot.

It is, responded Trevarrow, taking a long draught of water from the canteen.

What shall us do? said Maggot; go to grass to slaip, or slaip in the bal?

In the bal, if you do like it, said Trevarrow.

So it was agreed that the men should sleep in the mine on boards, or on any dry part of the level, in order to save the time and energy lost in ascending and descending the long ladders, and thus make the most of their opportunity. It was further resolved that Zackey should be sent up for dry clothes, and bring them their meals regularly. Trevarrow did not forget to have his Bible brought to him, for he was too serious a man to shut his eyes to the danger of a sudden run of good fortune, and thought that the best way to guard against evil would be to devote nearly all his short periods of leisure time to the reading of the Word.

You may be sure that Maggot afterwards laughed at him for this, but he did not concern himself much about it at the time, because he was usually too hungry to talk at meal-times, and too sleepy to do so after work was over.

They were still busily discussing the matter of remaining in the mine all night, when they heard the kibble descending the shaft, near the bottom of which they sat, and next moment a man came to the ground with considerable violence.

Why, Frankey, is that thee, booy? said Maggot, starting up to assist him.

Aw dear, iss; Im gone dead amost! aw dear! aw dear!

Why, whatever brought ee here? said Trevarrow.

The kibble, sure, replied the man, exhibiting his knuckles, which were cut and bleeding a good deal. I did come by the chain, anyhow.

This was indeed true. Frankey, as his mates called him, was at that time the lander in charge of the kibbles at the surface. It was his duty to receive each kibble as it was drawn up to the mouth of the shaft full of ore, empty it, and send it down again. Several coils of chain passing round the large drum of a great horse-windlass, called by the miners a whim, was the means by which the kibbles were hoisted and lowered. The chain was so arranged that one kibble was lowered by it while the other was being drawn up. Frankey had emptied one of the kibbles, and had given the signal to the boy attending the horse to lower away, when he inadvertently stepped into the shaft. With ready presence of mind the man caught the chain and clung to it, but the boy, being prevented by a pile of rubbish from seeing what had occurred, eased him down, supposing him to be the kibble!

This easing down a great number of fathoms was by no means an easy process, as those know well who have seen a pair of kibbles go banging up and down a shaft. It was all that poor Frankey could do to keep his head from being smashed against rocks and beams; but, by energetic use of arms and legs, he did so, and reached the bottom of the shaft without further damage than a little skin rubbed off his knees and elbows, and a few cuts on his hands. The man thought so little of it, indeed, that he at once returned to grass by the ladder-way, to the unutterable surprise and no little consternation of the boy who had eased him down.

The air at the end of the level in which Maggot and Trevarrow worked was very bad, and, for some time past, men had been engaged in sinking a winze from the level above to connect the two, and send in a supply of fresh air by creating a new channel of circulation. This winze was almost completed, but one of the men employed at it had suddenly become unwell that day, and no other had been appointed to the work. As it was a matter of great importance to have fresh air, now that they had resolved to remain day and night in the mine for some time, Maggot and Trevarrow determined to complete the work, believing that one or two shots would do it. Accordingly, they mounted to the level above, and were lowered one at a time to the bottom of the unfinished winze by a windlass, which was turned by the man whose comrade had become unwell.

For nearly two hours they laboured diligently, scarce taking time to wipe the perspiration from their heated brows. At the end of that time the hole was sufficiently deep to blast, so Maggot called out, Zackey, my son, fetch the fuse and powder. The boy was quickly lowered with these materials, and then drawn up.

Meanwhile Maggot proceeded to charge the hole, and his comrade sat down to rest. He put in the powder and tamping, and asked the other to hand him the tamping-bar.

Zackey has forgot it, said Trevarrow, looking round.

It dont matter; hand me the borer.

No, I wont, said Trevarrow decidedly, as he grasped the iron tool in question. Ho! Zackey booy, throw down the tampin-bar.

This was done, and the operation of filling the hole continued, while Trevarrow commented somewhat severely on his companions recklessness.

Thats just how the most o the reckless men in the bal do get blawd up, he said; theyre always picking away at the holes, and tamping with iron tools; why, thee might as well put a lighted match down the muzzle of a loaded gun as tamp with an iron borer.

Come, now, said Maggot, looking up from his work with a leer, it warnt that as made old Kimber nearly blow hisself up last week.

No, but it was carelessness, anyhow, retorted Trevarrow; and lucky for him that he was a smart man, else hed bin gone dead by this time.

Maggot soon completed the filling of the hole, and then perpetrated as reckless a deed as any of his mining comrades had ever been guilty of. Trevarrow was preparing to ascend by the windlass, intending to leave his comrade to light the fuse and come up after him. Meanwhile Maggot found that the fuse was too long. He discovered this after it was fixed in the hole, and, unobserved by his companion, proceeded to cut it by means of an iron tool and a flat stone. Fire was struck at the last blow by the meeting of the iron and the stone, and the fuse ignited. To extinguish it was impossible; to cut it in the same way, without striking fire, was equally so. Of course there was plenty of time to ascend by the windlass, but only one at a time could do so. The men knew this, and looked at each other with terrible meaning in their eyes as they rushed at the bucket, and shouted to the man above to haul them up. He attempted to do so, but in vain. He had not strength to haul up two at once. One could escape, both could not, and to delay would be death to both. In this extremity David Trevarrow looked at his comrade, and said calmly, Escape, my brother; a minute more and I shall be in heaven.

He stepped back while he spoke  the bucket went rapidly upwards, and Trevarrow, sitting down in the bottom of the shaft, covered his eyes with a piece of rock and awaited the issue.

The rumbling explosion immediately followed, and the shaft was filled with smoke and flame and hurling stones. One of these latter, shooting upwards, struck and cut the ascending miner on his forehead as he looked down to observe the fate of his self-sacrificing comrade!

Maggot was saved, but he was of too bold and kindly a nature to remain for a moment inactive after the explosion was over. At once he descended, and, groping about among the débris, soon found his friend  alive, and almost unhurt! A mass of rock had arched him over  or, rather, the hand of God, as if by miracle, had delivered the Christian miner.

After he was got up in safety to the level above they asked him why he had been so ready to give up his life to save his friend.

Why, said David quietly, I did think upon his wife and the childn, and little Grace seemed to say to me, Take care o faither  besides, there are none to weep if I was taken away, so the Lord gave me grace to do it.

That night there were glad and grateful hearts in Maggots cottage  and never in this world was a more flat and emphatic contradiction given to any statement, than that which was given to David Trevarrows assertion There are none to weep if I was taken away.

(A short but beautiful account of the above incident will be found in a little volume of poems, entitled Lays from the Mine, the Moor, and the Mountain, written by John Harris, a Cornish miner.)




Chapter Thirty.

Reveals some Astonishing Facts and their Consequences.

Sorrow and trouble now began to descend upon Mr Thomas Donnithorne like a thick cloud.

Reduced from a state of affluence to one bordering on absolute poverty, the old mans naturally buoyant spirit almost gave way, and it needed all the attentions and the cheering influence of his good wife and sweet Rose Ellis to keep him from going (as he often half-jestingly threatened) to the end of Cape Cornwall and jumping into the sea.

Its all over with me, Oliver, said he one morning, after the return of his nephew from London. A young fellow like you may face up against such difficulties, but what is an old man to do? I cant begin the world over again; and as for the shares I have in the various mines, theyre not worth the paper theyre writ upon.

But things may take a turn, suggested Oliver; this is not the first time the mines have been in a poor condition, and the price of tin low. When things get very bad they are likely to get better, you know. Even now there seems to be some talk among the miners of an improved state of things. I met Maggot yesterday, and he was boasting of having found a monstrous bunch, which, according to him, is to be the making of all our fortunes.

Mr Donnithorne shook his head.

Maggots geese are always swans, he said; no, no, Oliver, I have lost all hope of improvement. There are so many of these deceptive mines around us just now  some already gone down, and some going  that the public are losing confidence in us, and, somewhat unfairly, judging that, because a few among us are scoundrels, we are altogether a bad lot.

What do you think of Mr Clearemouts new mine? asked Oliver.

I believe it to be a genuine one, said the old gentleman, turning a somewhat sharp glance on his nephew. Why do you ask?

Because I doubt it, replied Oliver.

You are too sceptical, said Mr Donnithorne almost testily; too much given to judging things at first sight.

Nay, uncle; you are unfair. Had I judged of you at first sight, I should have thought you a

Well, what? a smuggling old brandy-loving rascal  eh? and not far wrong after all.

At all events, said Oliver, laughing, I have lived to form a better opinion of you than that. But, in reference to Clearemout, I cannot shut my eyes to the fact that the work doing at the new mine is very like a sham, for they have only two men and a boy working her, with a captain to superintend; and it is said, for I made inquiries while in London, that thirty thousand pounds have been called up from the shareholders, and there are several highly paid directors, with an office-staff in the City drawing large salaries.

Nonsense, Oliver, said Mr Donnithorne more testily than before; you know very well that things must have a beginning, and that caution is necessary at first in all speculations. Besides, I feel convinced that Mr Clearemout is a most respectable man, and an uncommonly clever fellow to boot. It is quite plain that you dont like him  thats what prejudices you, Oliver. Youre jealous of the impression he has made on the people here.

This last remark was made jestingly, but it caused the young doctor to wince, having hit nearer the truth than the old gentleman had any idea of, for although Oliver envied not the handsome strangers popularity, he was, almost unknown to himself, very jealous of the impression he seemed to have made on Rose Ellis.

A feeling of shame induced him to change the subject of conversation, with a laughing observation that he hoped such an unworthy motive did not influence him.

Now, while this conversation was going on in the parlour of Mr Donnithornes cottage, another dialogue was taking place in a small wooden erection at the end of the garden, which bore the dignified name of Roses Bower. The parties concerned in it were George Augustus Clearemout and Rose Ellis.

A day or two previous to the conversation to which we are about to draw attention, the managing director had undergone a change in his sentiments and intentions. When he first saw Rose he thought her an uncommonly sweet and pretty girl. A short acquaintance with her convinced him that she was even sweeter and prettier than at first he had thought her. This, coupled with the discovery that her uncle was very rich, and that he meant to leave a large portion of his wealth, if not all of it, to Rose, decided Clearemout, and he resolved to marry her. Afterwards he became aware of the fact that old Mr Donnithorne had met with losses, but he was ignorant of their extent, and still deemed it worth while to carry out his intentions.

George Augustus had been a managing director in various ways from his earliest infancy, and had never experienced much opposition to his will, so that he had acquired a habit of settling in his own mind whatever he meant to do, and forthwith doing it. On this occasion he resolved to sacrifice himself to Rose, in consideration of her prospective fortune  cash being, of course, Mr Clearemouts god.

Great, then, was the managing directors surprise, and astonishing the condition of his feelings, when, on venturing to express his wishes to Rose, he was kindly, but firmly, rejected! Mr Clearemout was so thunderstruck  having construed the unsophisticated girls candour and simplicity of manner into direct encouragement  that he could make no reply, but, with a profound bow, retired hastily from her presence, went to his lodgings, and sat down with his elbows on the table, and his face buried in his large hands, the fingers of which appeared to be crushing in his forehead, as if to stifle the thoughts that burned there. After sitting thus for half an hour he suddenly rose, with his face somewhat paler, and his lips a little more firmly compressed than usual.

It was an epoch in his existence. The man who had so often and so successfully deceived others had made the wonderful discovery that he had deceived himself. He had imagined that money was his sole object in wishing to marry Rose. He now discovered that love, or something like it, had so much to do with his wishes that he resolved to have her without money, and also without her consent.

Something within the man told him that Roses refusal was an unalterable one. He did not think it worth while to waste time in a second attempt. His plans, though hastily formed, required a good deal of preliminary arrangement, so he commenced to carry them out with the single exclamation, Ill do it! accompanied with a blow from his heavy fist on the table, which, being a weak lodging-house one, was split from end to end. But the managing director had a soul above furniture at that moment. He hastily put on his hat and strode out of the house.

Making good use of a good horse, he paid sundry mysterious visits to various smuggling characters, to all of whom he was particularly agreeable and liberal in the bestowal of portions of the thirty thousand pounds with which a too confiding public had intrusted him. Among other places, he went to a cottage on a moor between St. Just and Penzance, and had a confidential interview with a man named Hicks, who was noted for his capacity to adapt himself to circumstances (when well paid) without being troubled by conscientious scruples. This man had a son who had once suffered from a broken collar-bone, and whose ears were particularly sharp. He chanced to overhear the conversation at the interview referred to, and dutifully reported the same to his mother, who happened to be a great gossip, and knew much about the private affairs of nearly everybody living within six miles of her. The good woman resolved to make some use of her information, but Mr Clearemout left the cottage in ignorance, of course, of her resolution.

Having transacted these little pieces of business, the managing director returned home, and, on the day following, sought and obtained an interview with Rose Ellis in her bower.

Recollecting the subject of their last conversation, Rose blushed, as much with indignation as confusion, at being intruded upon, but Mr Clearemout at once dispersed her angry feelings by assuring her in tones of deferential urbanity that he would not have presumed to intrude upon her but for the fact that he was about to quit Cornwall without delay, and he wished to talk with her for only a few minutes on business connected with Mr Donnithorne.

There was something so manly and straightforward in his tone and manner that she could not choose but allow him to sit down beside her, although she did falter out something about the propriety of talking on her uncles business affairs with Mr Donnithorne himself.

Your observation is most just, said Mr Clearemout earnestly; but you are aware that your uncles nature is a delicate, sensitive one, and I feel that he would shrink from proposals coming from me, that he might listen to if made to him through you. I need not conceal from you, Miss Ellis, that I am acquainted with the losses which your uncle has recently sustained, and no one can appreciate more keenly than I do the harshness with which the world, in its ignorance of details, is apt to judge of the circumstances which brought about this sad state of things. I cannot help feeling deeply the kindness which has been shown me by Mr Donnithorne during my residence here, and I would, if I could, show him some kindness in return.

Mr Clearemout paused here a few moments as if to reflect. He resolved to assume that Mr Donnithornes losses were ruinous, little imagining that in this assumption he was so very near the truth! Rose felt grateful to him for the kind and delicate way in which he referred to her uncles altered circumstances.

Of course, continued the managing director, I need not say to you, that his independent spirit would never permit him to accept of assistance in the form which would be most immediately beneficial to him. Indeed, I could not bring myself to offer money even as a loan. But it happens that I have the power, just now, of disposing of the shares which he has taken in Wheal Dooem Mine at a very large profit; and as my hope of the success of that enterprise is very small, I

Very small! echoed Rose in surprise. You astonish me, Mr Clearemout. Did I not hear you, only a few nights ago, say that you had the utmost confidence in the success of your undertaking?

Most true, replied the managing director with a smile; but in the world of business a few hours work wonderful changes, sometimes, in ones opinion of things  witness the vacillations and variations on Change  if I may venture to allude before a lady to such an incomprehensible subject.

Rose felt her vigorous little spirit rise, and she was about to return a smart reply in defence of womans intelligence even in business matters, but the recollection of the altered relative position in which they now stood restrained her.

Yes, continued Mr Clearemout, with a sigh, the confidence which I felt in Wheal Dooem has been much shaken of late, and the sooner your uncle sells out the better.

But would it be right, said Rose earnestly, to sell our shares at a high profit if things be as you say?

Quite right, replied Clearemout, with a bland smile of honesty; I believe the mine to be a bad speculation; my friend, we shall suppose, believes it to be a good one. Believing as I do, I choose to sell out; believing as he does, he chooses to buy in. The simplest thing in the world, Miss Ellis. Done every day with eyes open, I assure you; but it is not every day that a chance occurs so opportunely as the present, and I felt it to be a duty to give my friend the benefit of my knowledge before quitting this place  for ever!

There was something so kind and touching in the tone of the managing director that Rose was quite drawn towards him, and felt as if she had actually done him an unkindness in refusing him.

But, continued her companion, I can do nothing, Miss Ellis, without your assistance.

You shall have it, said Rose earnestly; for I would do anything that a woman might venture, to benefit my dear, dear uncle, and I feel assured that you would not ask me to do anything wrong or unwomanly.

I would not indeed, answered Clearemout with emotion; but the world is apt to misjudge in matters of delicacy. To ask you to meet me on the cliffs near Priests Cove, close to Cape Cornwall, to-night, would appear wrong in the eyes of the world.

And with justice, said Rose quickly, with a look of mingled dignity and surprise.

Nevertheless, this is absolutely needful, if we would accomplish the object in view. A friend, whom I know to be desirous of purchasing shares in the mine is to pass round the cape in his yacht this evening. The idea of offering these shares to him had not occurred to me when I wrote to say that I would meet him there. He cannot come up here, I know, but the stroke of a pen, with one of the family to witness it, will be sufficient.

It was a bold stroke of fancy in the managing director to put the matter in such a ridiculously unbusinesslike light, but he counted much on Roses ignorance. As for poor Rose herself, she, knew not what to say or do at first, but when Clearemout heaved a sigh, and, with an expression of deep sadness on his countenance, rose to take leave, she allowed a generous impulse to sway her.

Your answer, then, is  No, said Clearemout, with deep pathos in his tone.

Now, it chanced that at this critical point in the conversation, Oliver Trembath, having left the cottage, walked over the grass towards a small gate, near which the bower stood. He unavoidably heard the question, and also the quick, earnest reply, My answer, Mr Clearemout, is  Yes. I will meet you this evening on the cliff.

She frankly gave him her hand as she spoke, and he gallantly pressed it to his lips, an act which took Rose by surprise, and caused her to pull it away suddenly. She then turned and ran out at the side of the bower to seek the solitude of her own apartment, while Clearemout left it by the other side, and stood face to face with the spellbound Oliver.

To say that both gentlemen turned pale as their eyes met would not give an adequate idea of their appearance. Olivers heart, as well as his body, when he heard the question and reply, stood still as if he had been paralysed. This, then, he thought, was the end of all his hopes  hopes hardly admitted to himself, and never revealed to Rose, except in unstudied looks and tones. For a few moments his face grew absolutely livid, while he glared at his rival.

On the other hand, Mr Clearemout, believing that the whole of his conversation had been overheard, supposed that he had discovered all his villainy to one who was thoroughly able, as well as willing, to thwart him. For a moment he felt an almost irresistible impulse to spring on and slay his enemy; his face became dark with suppressed emotion; and it is quite possible that in the fury of his disappointed malice he might have attempted violence,  had not Oliver spoken. His voice was husky as he said, Chance, sir  unfortunate, miserable chance  led me to overhear the last few words that passed between you and

He paused, unable to say more. Instantly the truth flashed across Clearemouts quick mind. He drew himself up boldly, and the blood returned to his face as he replied, If so, sir, you cannot but be aware that the ladys choice is free, and that your aspect and attitude towards me are unworthy of a gentleman.

A wonderful influence for weal or woe oft-times results from the selection of a phrase or a word. Had Clearemout charged Oliver with insolence or presumption, he would certainly have struck him to the ground; but the words unworthy of a gentleman created a revulsion in his feelings. Thought is swifter than light. He saw himself in the position of a disappointed man scowling on a successful rival who had done him no injury.

Thank you, Clearemout. Your rebuke is merited, he said bitterly; and, turning on his heel, he bounded over the low stone wall of the garden, and hastened away.

Whither he went he knew not. A fierce fire seemed to rage in his breast and burn in his brain. At first he walked at full speed, but as he cleared the town he ran  ran as he had never run before. For the time being he was absolutely mad. Over marsh and moor he sped, clearing all obstacles with a bound, and making straight for the Lands End, with no definite purpose in view, for, after a time, he appeared to change his intention, if he had any. He turned sharp to the left, and ran straight to Penzance, never pausing in his mad career until he neared the town. The few labourers he chanced to pass on the way gazed after him in surprise, but he heeded not. At the cottage on the moor where he had bandaged the shoulder of the little boy a womans voice called loudly, anxiously after him, but he paid no attention. At last he came to a full stop, and, pressing both hands tightly over his forehead, made a terrible effort to collect his thoughts. He was partially successful, and, with somewhat of his wonted composure, walked rapidly into the town.




Chapter Thirty One.

Describes a Marred Plot, and tells of Retributive Justice.

Meanwhile the gossiping woman of the cottage on the moor, whose grateful heart had never forgotten the little kindness done to her boy by the young doctor, and who knew that the doctor loved Rose Ellis, more surely, perhaps, than Rose did herself, went off in a state of deep anxiety to St. Just, and, by dint of diligent inquiries and piecing of things together, coupled with her knowledge of Clearemouts intentions, came to a pretty correct conclusion as to the state of affairs.

She then went to the abode of young Charles Tregarthen, whom she knew to be Olivers friend, and unbosomed herself. Charlie repaid her with more than thanks, and almost hugged her in his gratitude for her prompt activity.

And now, Mrs Hicks, said he, you shall see how we will thwart this scoundrel. As for Oliver Trembath, I cannot imagine what could take him into Penzance in the wild state that you describe. Of course this affair has to do with it, and he evidently has learned something of this, and must have misunderstood the matter, else assuredly he had not been absent at such a time. But why go to Penzance? However, he will clear up the mystery ere long, no doubt. Meanwhile we shall proceed to thwart your schemes, good Mr Clearemout!

So saying, Charlie Tregarthen set about laying his counter-plans. He also, as the managing director had done, visited several men, some of whom were miners and some smugglers, and arranged a meeting that evening near Cape Cornwall.

When evening drew on apace, four separate parties converged towards Priests Cove. First, a boat crept along shore propelled by four men and steered by Jim Cuttance. Secondly, six stout men crept stealthily down to the cove, led by Charlie Tregarthen, with Maggot as his second in command. Thirdly, Rose Ellis wended her way to the rendezvous with trembling step and beating heart; and, fourthly, George Augustus Clearemout moved in the same direction.

But the managing director moved faster than the others, having a longer way to travel, for, having had to pay a last visit to Wheal Dooem, he rode thence to St. Just. On the way he was particularly interested in a water-wheel which worked a pump, beside which a man in mining costume was seated smoking his pipe.

Good-evening, said Clearemout, reining up.

Good-hevenin, sur.

What does that pump? asked the managing director, pointing to the wheel.

That, sur? said the miner, drawing a few whiffs from his pipe; why, that do pump gold out o the Londoners, that do.

The managing director chuckled very much, and said, Indeed!

Iss, sur, continued the miner, pointing to Wheal Dooem, an that wan theere, up over hill, do the same thing.

The managing director chuckled much more at this, and displayed his teeth largely as he nodded to the man and rode on.

Before his arrival at the rendezvous, the boat was run ashore not far from the spot where Tregarthen and his men were concealed. As soon as the men had landed, Charlie walked down to them alone and accosted their leader.

Well, Cuttance, youre a pretty fellow to put your finger in such a dirty pie as this.

Cuttance had seen the approach of Tregarthen with surprise and some alarm.

Well, sur, said he, without any of the bold expression that usually characterised him, what can a man do when hes to be well paid for the job? I do confess that I dont half like it, but, after all, what have we got to do weth the opinions of owld aunts or uncles? If a gurl do choose to go off wi the man she likes, thats no matter to we, an if I be well paid for lendin a hand, why shouldnt I? But it do puzzle me, Mr Tregarthen, to guess how yow did come to knaw of it.

That dont signify, said Tregarthen sternly. Do you know who the girl is?

I dont knaw, an I dont care, said Jim doggedly.

What would you say if I told you it was Miss Rose Ellis? said Charlie.

Id say thee was a liard, replied Cuttance.

Then I do tell you so.

Thee dont mean that! exclaimed the smuggler, with a blaze of amazement and wrath in his face.

Indeed I do.

Whew! whistled Jim, then that do explain the reason why that smooth-tongued feller said he would car her to the boat close veiled up for fear the men should see her.

A rapid consultation was now held by the two as to the proper mode of proceeding. Cuttance counselled an immediate capture of the culprit, and pitching him off the end of Cape Cornwall; but Tregarthen advised that they should wait until Clearemout seized his victim, otherwise they could not convict him, because he would deny any intention of evil against Rose, and pretend that some other girl, who had been scared away by their impetuosity, was concerned, for they might depend on it hed get up a plausible story and defeat them.

Tregarthens plan was finally agreed to, and he returned to his men and explained matters.

Soon afterwards the managing director appeared coming down the road.

Is all right? he inquired of Cuttance, who went forward to meet him.

All right, sur.

Go down to the boat then and wait, he said, turning away.

Ere long he was joined by Rose, with whom he entered into conversation, leading her over the cape so as to get out of sight of the men, but young Tregarthen crept among the rocks and never for a moment lost sight of them. He saw Clearemout suddenly place a kerchief on Roses mouth, and, despite the poor girls struggles, tie it firmly so as to prevent her screaming, then he threw a large shawl over her, and catching her in his arms bore her swiftly towards the boat.

Tregarthen sprang up and confronted him.

Clearemout, astonished and maddened by this unexpected interference, shouted, Stand aside, sir! You have no interest in this matter, or right to interfere.

Charlie made no reply, but sprang on him like a tiger. Clearemout dropped his burden and grappled with the youth, who threw him in an instant, big though he was, for Tregarthen was a practised wrestler, and the managing director was not. His great strength, however, enabled him to get on his knees, and there is no saying how the struggle might have terminated had not Cuttance come forward, and, putting his hard hands round Clearemouts throat, caused that gentlemans face to grow black, and his tongue and eyes to protrude. Having thus induced him to submit, he eased off the necklace, and assisted him to rise, while the men of both parties crowded round.

Now, then, boys, cried Jim Cuttance, bear a hand, one and all, and into the say with him.

The managing director was at once knocked off his legs, and borne shoulder-high down to the beach by as many hands as could lay hold of him. Here they paused:  

All together, boys  one  two  ho!

At the word the unfortunate man was shot, by strong and willing arms, into the air like a bombshell, and fell into the water with a splash that was not unlike an explosion.

Clearemout was a good swimmer. When he came to the surface he raised himself, and, clearing the water from his eyes, glanced round. Even in that extremity the quickness and self-possession of the man did not forsake him. He perceived, at a glance, that the boat which, in the excitement of the capture, had been left by all the men, had floated off with the receding tide, and now lay a short distance from the shore.

At once he struck out for it. There was a shout of consternation and a rush to the waters edge. Maggot shot far ahead of the others, plunged into the sea, and swam off. Observing this, and knowing well the courage and daring of the man, the rest stopped on the shore to witness the result.

Clearemout reached the boat first, but, owing to exhaustion, was unable to raise himself into it. Maggot soon came up and grasped him by the throat, both men managed to get their arms over the gunwale, but in their struggle upset the boat and were separated. Clearemout then made for the shore with the intention of giving himself up, and Maggot followed, but he was not equal in swimming to the managing director, whose long steady strokes easily took him beyond the reach of his pursuer. He reached the shore, and stalked slowly out of the water. At the same moment Maggot sank and disappeared.

The consternation of his comrades was so great that in the confusion their prisoner was unheeded. Some sprang into the sea and dived after Maggot; others swam to the boat, intending to right it and get the boat-hooks.

Suddenly those who had remained on the beach observed something creep out of the sea near to some rocks a little to the right of the place where they stood. They ran towards it.

Hallo! is that you, old Maggot? they cried.

It was indeed the valiant smith himself! How he got there no one ever knew, nor could himself tell. It was conjectured that he must have become partially exhausted, and, after sinking, had crept along the bottom to the shore! However, be that as it may, there he was, lying with his arm lovingly round a rock, and the first thing he said on looking up was, Aw! my dear men, has any of ee got a chaw of baccy about ee?

This was of course received with a shout of laughter, and unlimited offers of quids while they assisted him to rise.

Meanwhile Tregarthen was attending to Rose, who had swooned when Clearemout dropped her. He also kept a watch over the prisoner, who, however, showed no intention of attempting to escape, but sat on a stone with his face buried in his hands.

The men soon turned their attention to him again, and some of the more violent were advancing to seize him, with many terrible threats of further vengeance, when Rose ran between them, and entreated them to spare him.

Tregarthen seconded the proposal, and urged that as he had got pretty severe punishment already, they should set him free. This being agreed to, Charlie turned to the managing director, and said, with a look of pity, You may go, sir, but, be assured, it is not for your own sake that we let you off. You know pretty well what the result would be if we chose to deliver you up to justice; we care more, however, for the feelings of this lady  whose name would be unavoidably and disagreeably brought before the public at the trial  than we care for your getting your merited reward. But, mark me, if you ever open your lips on the subject, you shall not escape us.

Iss, added Jim Cuttance, ann remember, you chucklehead, that if you do write or utter wan word bout it, after gettin back to London, there are here twelve Cornish men who will never rest till they have flayed thee alive!

You need have no fear, said Clearemout with a bitter smile, as he turned and walked away, followed by a groan from the whole party.

Now, lads, said Cuttance after he was gone, not wan word of this must ever be breathed, and well howld ee responsible, David Hicks, for t wifes tongue; dost a hear?

This was agreed to by all, and, to the credit of these honest smugglers, and of Mrs Hicks, be it said, that not a syllable about the incident was ever heard of in the parish of St. Just from that day to this!




Chapter Thirty Two.

Touches on Love and on Pilchard Fishing.

There can be no doubt that Fortune favours the brave, and Maggot was one of those braves whom, about this time, she took special delight in favouring.

Wild and apparently reckless though he was, Maggot had long cherished an ambitious hope, and had for some time past been laying by money for the purpose of accomplishing his object, which was the procuring of a seine-net and boats for the pilchard fishery. The recent successes he had met with in Botallack enabled him to achieve his aim more rapidly than he had anticipated, and on the day following that in which Clearemout received his deserts, he went to Penberth Cove to see that all was in readiness, for pilchards had recently appeared off the coast in small shoals.

That same day Oliver Trembath, having spent a night of misery in Penzance, made up his mind to return to St. Just and face his fate like a man; but he found it so difficult to carry this resolve into effect that he diverged from the highroad  as he had done on his first memorable visit to that region  and, without knowing very well why, sauntered in a very unenviable frame of mind towards Penberth Cove.

Old Mr Donnithorne possessed a pretty villa near the cove, to which he was wont to migrate when Mrs D felt a desire for change of air, and in which he frequently entertained large parties of friends in the summer season. In his heart poor Mr Donnithorne had condemned this villa to the hammer, but the improved appearance of things in the mines had induced him to suspend the execution of the sentence. News of the appearance of pilchards, and a desire to give Rose a change after her late adventure, induced Mr Donnithorne to hire a phaeton (he had recently parted with his own) and drive over to Penberth.

Arrived there, he sauntered down to the cove to look after his nets  for he dabbled in pilchard fishing as well as in other matters  and Rose went off to have a quiet, solitary walk.

Thus it came to pass that she and Oliver Trembath suddenly met in a lonely part of the road between Penberth and Penzance. Ah, those sudden and unexpected meetings! How pleasant they are, and how well every one who has had them remembers them!

Miss Ellis! exclaimed Oliver in surprise.

Mr Trembath! exclaimed Rose in amazement.

You see, reader, how polite they were, but you can neither see nor conceive how great was the effort made by each to conceal the tumult that agitated the breast and flushed the countenance, while the tongue was thus ably controlled. It did not last long, however. Oliver, being thrown off his guard, asked a number of confused questions, and Rose, in her somewhat irrelevant replies, happened to make some reference to that villain Clearemout.

Villain? echoed Oliver in undisguised amazement.

The villain, repeated Rose, with a flushed face and flashing eye.

What? why? how?  really, excuse me, Miss Ellis  I  I  the villain  Clearemout  you dont

There is no saying how many more ridiculous exclamations Oliver might have made had not Rose suddenly said, Surely, Mr Trembath, you have heard of his villainy?

No, never; not a word. Pray do tell me, Miss Ellis.

Rose at once related the circumstances of her late adventure, with much indignation in her tone and many a blush on her brow.

Before she had half done, Olivers powers of restraint gave way.

Then you never loved him? he exclaimed.

Loved him, sir! I do not understand

Forgive me, Rose; I mean  I didnt imagine  that is to say  oh! Rose, can it be  is it possible  my dear girl!

He seized her hand at this point, and  but really, reader, why should we go on? Is it not something like a violation of good taste to be too particular here? Is it not sufficient to say that old Mr Donnithorne came suddenly, and of course unexpectedly, on them at that critical juncture, rendering it necessary for Rose to burst away and hide her blushing face on her uncles shoulder, while Oliver, utterly overwhelmed, turned and walked (we wont say fled) at full speed in the direction of the cove.

Here he found things in a condition that was admirably suited to the state of his feelings. The fishermen of the cove were in a state of wild excitement, for an enormous shoal of pilchards had been enclosed in the seine-nets, and Maggot with his men, as well as the people employed by Mr Donnithorne, were as much over head and ears in fishing as Oliver was in love. Do you ask, Why all this excitement? We will tell you.

The pilchard fishing is to the Cornish fisherman what the harvest is to the husbandman, but this harvest of the sea is not the result of prolonged labour, care, and wisdom. It comes to him in a night. It may last only a few days, or weeks. Sometimes it fails altogether. During these days of sunshine he must toil with unwonted energy. There is no rest for him while the season lasts if he would not miss his opportunity. The pilchard is a little fish resembling a small herring. It visits the southern coasts of England in autumn and winter, and the shoals are so enormous as to defy calculation or description. When they arrive on the coast, huers  sharp-sighted men  are stationed on the cliffs to direct the boatmen when to go out and where to shoot their seine-nets. When these are shot, millions of pilchards are often enclosed in a single net.

To give an idea of the numbers of fish and the extent of the fishing, in a few words, we may state the fact that, in 1834, one shoal of great depth, and nearly a mile broad, extended from Hayle River to St. Ives, a distance of two and a half miles. A seine was shot into this mass, and 3,600 hogsheads were carried to the curing cellars. As there are 3,000 pilchards in each hogshead, the catch amounted to nearly eleven million fish! The value of these might be 3 pounds a hogshead, and the clear profit about 1 pound a hogshead, so that it is no wonder we hear of fortunes having been made in a few hauls of the pilchard seines. At the same time, losses are sometimes very heavy, owing to gales arising and breaking or carrying away the nets. Such facts, combined with the uncertainty of the arrival or continuance of the fish on any particular part of the coast, tend to induce that spirit of eager, anxious excitement to which we have referred as being so congenial to Oliver Trembaths state of mind at the time of which we write.

On the beach the young doctor found Maggot and his men launching their boats, and of course he lent them a hand.

Pilchards been seen? he inquired.

Iss, iss, doctor, was the smiths curt reply; jump in, an go long with us.

Oliver accepted the invitation, and was rowed towards a part of the bay where the sea appeared to be boiling. The boat was a large one, attended by several others of smaller dimensions. The boiling spot being reached, Maggot, whose whole being was in a blaze of enthusiasm, leaped up and seized the end of a seine-net  three hundred fathoms long by fourteen deep  which he began to throw overboard with the utmost energy, while the boat was rowed swiftly round the mass of fish. David Trevarrow assisted him, and in less than four minutes the whole net was in the sea. One of the other boats, meanwhile, had fastened another net to the first, and, rowing in an opposite direction from it, progressed in a circular course, dropping its net as it went, until the two met  and thus an immense shoal of pilchards were enclosed.

The nets being floated on the surface with corks, and their lower ends sunk to the bottom with leads, the fish were thus securely imprisoned. But the security was not great; a gale might arise which would sweep away the whole concern, or the pilchards might take a fancy to make a dash in one particular direction, in the event of which they would certainly burst the net, and no human power could save a single fin. In order to prevent this, the men in the smaller boats rowed round the seine, beat the sea with their oars, hallooed, and otherwise exerted themselves to keep the fish in the centre of the enclosure. Meanwhile a little boat entered within the circle, having a small net, named a tuck-net, which was spread round the seine, inside, and gradually drawn together, until the fish were raised towards the surface in a solid, sweltering mass. The excitement at this point became tremendous. Thousands of silvery fish leaped, vaulted, and fluttered in a seething mass on the sea. Maggot roared and yelled his orders like a Stentor. Even mild David Trevarrow lost self-command, and shouted vociferously.

Hand the basket! cried Maggot.

A large basket, with a rope attached to one handle, was produced. Maggot seized the other handle, and thrust it down among the wriggling pilchards. Trevarrow hauled on the rope, lifted the basket out of the sea, and a cataract of living silver was shot into the boat, accompanied by a mighty cheer. Basketful after basketful followed, until the men stood leg-deep in fish.

Hold on a bit! cried Maggot, as, with rolled-up sleeves, dishevelled hair, and glaring eyes, he threw one leg over the side of the boat, the more easily to continue his work.

Have a care, cried Oliver at that moment, stretching out his hand; but he was too late. The excitable smith had overbalanced himself, and was already head and shoulders deep down among the pilchards, which sprang high over him, as if in triumph!

To catch him by the legs, and pull him back into the boat, was the work of a moment, but the proceedings were not interrupted by the mishap. A laugh greeted the smith as he was turned head up, and immediately he braced himself to his arduous labour with renewed energy.

The boat filled, it was rowed to the shore, and here was received by eager and noisy men, women, and children, by whom the precious contents were carried to the cellars, or salting-houses, where they were packed in the neatest possible piles, layer on layer, heads and tails, with a sprinkling of salt between.

Maggots family had followed him to Penberth. Mrs M was there, busy as a bee  so was Zackey, so was little Grace, and so was the baby. They all worked like Trojans, the only difference between baby Maggot and the others being, that, while they did as much work as in them lay, he undid as much as possible; was in every ones way; fell over and into everything, including the sea, and, generally, fulfilled his mission of mischief-maker with credit. The chet was there too! Baby Maggot had decreed that it should accompany him, so there it was, living on pilchards, and dragging out its harassed existence in the usual way. What between salt food, and play, kicks, cuffs, capers, and gluttony, its aspect at that time was more demoniacal, perhaps, than that of any other chet between John o Groats and the Lands End.

Volumes would scarcely contain all that might be written about this wonderful scene, but enough has been said to indicate the process whereby Maggot secured and salted some hundreds of thousands of pilchards. The enclosing of the fish was the result of a few minutes work, but the salting and packing were not ended for many days. The result, however, was that the lucky smith sent many hogsheads of pilchards the way of most Cornish fish  namely, to the Mediterranean, for consumption by Roman Catholics, and in due course he received the proceeds, to the extent of three thousand pounds.

Thus did Maggot auspiciously begin the making of his fortune  which was originated and finally completed by his successful mining operations at Botallack.

And let it be observed here, that he was neither the first nor the last poor man who became prosperous and wealthy by similar means. There are men, not a few, now alive in Cornwall, who began with hammer and pick, and who now can afford to drink in champagne, out of a golden flagon, the good old Cornish toast Fish, tin, and copper.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The Last.

Many others as well as Maggot made money by the pilchards at that time. All round the coast of Cornwall millions of these little fish were taken, salted, and exported. No fewer than one thousand hogsheads were taken at St. Ives in the first three seine-nets cast into the sea. In Mounts Bay, Fowey Bay, Mevagissey, and other fishing grounds, immense quantities were caught, and the total catch of the county was little if at all short of thirty thousand hogsheads.

Among others, old Mr Donnithorne was so successful that his broken fortunes were almost re-established; and a small sum which our friend Oliver Trembath had ventured to invest in the fishing was more than quadrupled before the end of the year.

But this was not all. At the next Botallack account-dinner, Mr Cornish gladdened the hearts of the adventurers by telling them that the lodes which had been promising for such a length of time had at last got the length of performance, and that he had now the pleasure of announcing a large dividend, which he paid there and then.

A considerable share of this fell to old Mr Donnithorne, who, in the enthusiasm of the occasion, observed confidentially to Captain Dan that he was convinced honesty was the best policy after all  a sentiment which the captain heartily agreed with, although he failed to detect the precise connection between it and the old gentlemans sudden influx of good fortune. But, then, the captain did not drink Botallack punch, while old Mr Donnithorne did, which may to some extent account for the difference in their powers of vision.

Captain Dan, however, possessed wonderful powers of vision in reference to the underground workings of Botallack, which were displayed to advantage  and to the great gratification of the shareholders  when, at the request of Mr Cornish, he stood up and gave a detailed and graphic account of the prospects of the mine; telling them that the appearance of the lodes in several parts of the mine was very promising indeed, and that some ground was returning a rich harvest for the labour that had been bestowed on it; that in the 105, which was driving north by six men, they had taken down the copper for fourteen fathoms long, nearly the whole of which had turned out to be worth 100 pounds per fathom; that a splice had been formed in the lode about two fathoms behind the present end, which had disordered it, but he was glad to say it was again improving, and was at that time about fifteen inches wide of rich copper, and, as far as he could judge, they were going through to the top part of the bunch of copper; that these facts, he thought, were very satisfactory, but that it was still more gratifying to know that the lode on the bottom of the 105 was far more valuable than that in the back; that in the Crowns, especially in the various levels under the sea, the lodes were not only promising, but performing great things, two men and a boy (he referred to Maggot, Trevarrow, and Zackey here) having broken an immense quantity of copper during the last quarter, which was paying splendidly.

At this point, Mr Grenfell, who sat on Mr Cornishs right hand, exclaimed, Hear! hear! and a little bald-headed man, with a red nose and blue spectacles, near the foot of the table, echoed Hear! with genuine enthusiasm (for he had been bordering on bankruptcy for some months past), and swigged off a full glass of punch without winking.

Thus encouraged, Captain Dan went on to remark that there were six men driving in Wheal Hazzard (which statement caused a stranger who chanced to be at the dinner to observe, in an undertone, that he was not aware they had horses or vehicles of any kind in the mines!), that one cross-cut was also being driven, and three winzes were sinking, and one rise  several of which were opening up tin of first-rate quality, while in the Narrow shaft, Chicornish, Higher Mine, and Wheal Cock, a great deal to the same effect was being done  all of which we leave to the imagination of the reader, merely remarking that however incomprehensible these things may appear to him (or her), they created feelings of profound joy in the assembled guests, especially in the breast of the almost bankrupt one with the bald, red, and blue headpiece.

Mr Cornish afterwards congratulated the adventurers on the success of the mine, and the splendid prospects which were opening up to them  prospects which, he had no doubt, would be fully realised ere long. He referred also to the condition of the miners of the neighbourhood, and alluded to the fact that the neighbouring mines, Wheal Owles and Levant, were also in a flourishing condition; a matter, he said, for which they had reason to be profoundly thankful, for the distress in the district had been severe and prolonged. The managers voice deepened at this point, and he spoke with pathos, for he had a kindly heart, and his thoughts were at the moment with many a poor miner, in whose little cottages the effects of gaunt poverty could be traced in scanty furniture, meagre fare, and careworn brows. He remembered, too, that only the week before he had seen poor blind John Batten carried to his grave, and had heard the sobs of the bereaved widow, as she attempted to tell him how the brave man had forgotten himself to the very last, when he put his wasted hand on her head, and said, Im goin to leave thee, Mary, for a time; but cheer up, dear lass, Ill be with Jesus soon, an have my sight restored, and look wance more pon the faces of the dear boys, an pon your own sweet face too, dear lass, when we meet again in heaven.

There was one of the miners and shareholders of Botallack who did not die, but who lived to enjoy the fruit of his labour and the sunshine of prosperity. James Penrose recovered  not only his health, but also, in some degree, his sight. One of his eyes had indeed been entirely destroyed by the explosion which had so nearly killed him, but the other was partially restored. A long period elapsed, however, ere he was able to go about. Then he found his circumstances so much improved that it was not necessary to resume work underground. Botallack, in which all his savings had been invested, continued steadily to improve, and from the income derived from this source alone he was enabled to live without labouring. But Penrose was not the man to sit down in idleness. Wesley never had a more earnest follower than this miner of St. Just. Thenceforth he devoted himself to preaching, teaching, and doing good as his hand found opportunity, and, being an active man as well as conscientious, he laboured to the end of his days in the service of his Lord more energetically than he had ever toiled in the mines.

Penrose and David Trevarrow had always been staunch friends. After the accident to the former, they became more closely united than before. Trevarrow did not give up underground work; he possessed no shares in any of the mines, but, in common with the rest of the mining community, he benefited by the sunshine of prosperity that became so bright at that period, and found leisure, when above ground, to join his friend in his labours of love.

They both agreed to make an earnest effort to convince Maggot and John Cock of the error of their ways  with what amount of success it is not easy to state, for these worthies were made of stubborn metal, that required a furnace of unusually fierce heat to melt it. However, we are warranted in concluding that some good was done, from the fact that both of them gave up smuggling, and, in various other ways, showed indication of an improved state of mind. Maggot especially gave a signal and unexpected proof of a softened spirit, when, one Sunday morning, as he was getting ready for chapel, he said to his wife that it was high time to send that little chucklehead the baby to Sunday school, for he was no better than a small heathen! The baby, be it observed, was about six years old at the time when this speech was made, and his protégé the chet was a great-grandmother, with innumerable chets of her own. It is right to add that, in accordance with this opinion of his father, the baby was carried off to school that very morning by Zackey and Grace, the first having grown to be a strapping youth, and the other a lovely girl, for whose sake there were scores of young miners in St. Just who would gladly have walked ten miles on their bare knees, or dived head foremost into Wheal Hazzard shaft, or jumped over the cliffs into Zawn Buzzangein, or done any other insane act or desperate deed, if, by so doing, they could have caused one thrill of pleasure to pass through her dear little heart!

It is not necessary, we should think, to say that in the midst of so much sunshine Oliver Trembath and Rose Ellis thought it advisable to make hay. Old Mr Donnithorne and his excellent wife (of whose goodness and wisdom, by the way, he became more and more convinced every day of his life) saw no objection whatever to this hay-making  so the young couple were wed at the Wesleyan Chapel of St. Just  Charlie Tregarthen, of course, being groomsman  and the only vehicle in the town was hired to drive them over to Penberth Cove and bliss!

As to George Augustus Clearemout, Esquire  that able managing director, despite his ducking at St. Just, continued to fill his chair and to fulfil his destiny in the airy little street in London, where, for many years, he represented Wheal Dooem, and did a too confiding public. In this work he was ably assisted by Secretary Jack Muddle, who became quite celebrated as a clear expounder and explainer of veins, lodes, ores, cross-cuts, shafts, levels, winzes, minerals, metals, and mines  insomuch that he was regarded by many of the confiding public who frequented his office as a more thoroughly learned and scientific man than George Augustus himself. It is interesting, how ever, to have to record the curious fact that the too confiding public changed their opinion at last on this head, and came to regard Secretary Jack as a humbug, and the managing director as a scoundrel. Unfortunately this change of opinion did not take place until the whole of the too confiding public (the T.C.P., as Clearemout styled them) had lost large sums of money, and a few of them become bankrupt. When affairs had reached this crisis, one of the T.C.P.  an irascible old gentleman, whose fiery nature seemed to have singed all the hair off his head, leaving it completely bald  went down to Cornwall in a passion to sift the thing for himself. There he found the Great Wheal Dooem pump-engine going full swing, day and night, under the superintendence of one man, while the vast works underground (on which depended the enormous dividends promised to and expected by the T.C.P.) were carried on by another man and a boy. On making this discovery the fiery old gentleman with the denuded head left Cornwall  still in a passion  and exploded in the face of a meeting of the members of the T.C.P., who immediately exploded in each others faces, and appointed an indignation committee to go and explode, with unexampled fury, in the faces of the managing director and Secretary Jack. But these knowing gentlemen, being aware that the explosion was coming, had wisely betaken themselves to the retirement and seclusion of the Continent.

Without troubling the reader with further particulars, we may say, in conclusion, that the result was the stoppage of Wheal Dooem mining operations, and the summary dismissal of the two men and the boy. At the present day the ruins of that great concern may be seen standing on the wild sea-cliffs of west Cornwall, solitary, gaunt, and grey, with the iron bob of the pump-engine motionless and pointing up obliquely to the sky, as if the giant arm of the mine were upraised to protest for ever against the villainy and the too confiding folly that had left it standing there  a monument of wasted and misdirected energy  a caution to all speculators  a deserted mine  in the language of miners, a knacked bal.

There are many such knacked bals in Cornwall, with their iron bobs  horizontal, depressed, or raised aloft, according to the attitude in which they expired  holding forth similar firm, silent, and perpetual protests and cautions. Many Wheal Dooems (which having accomplished their ends may now be termed Wheal Donems) are to be seen all over the country on gorse-clad hills and on bold headlands; but, alongside of these, may be seen their venerable ancestors, still alive and working; subject, indeed, at times, to fits of depression, when, as their indomitable and unconquerable managers will tell you, the price of tin is low, and subject also to seasons of revival, when they are getting a little better price for tin, but still working on with untiring persistency whether the price of tin be high or low.

Chief among these, our chosen type, Botallack, may be seen bristling on the grey cliffs of the far west with the Atlantic winds and spray revelling amongst its machinery, and the thunder of its stamps giving constant token that hundreds of stout-hearted, strong-limbed Cornishmen are still hewing out tin and copper from its gloomy depths, as they did in days gone by, and as they will, doubtless, continue to do in time to come  steadily, sternly, manfully doing their work of sinking and extending the mine deeper down under the sod and further out under the sea.

THE END


ERLING THE BOLD
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Chapter One.

In Which the Tale Begins Somewhat Furiously.

By the early light of a bright summer morning, long, long ago, two small boats were seen to issue from one of the fiords or firths on the west coast of Norway, and row towards the skerries or low rocky islets that lay about a mile distant from the mainland.

Although the morning was young, the sun was already high in the heavens, and brought out in glowing colours the varied characteristics of a mountain scene of unrivalled grandeur.

The two shallops moved swiftly towards the islands, their oars shivering the liquid mirror of the sea, and producing almost the only sound that disturbed the universal stillness, for at that early hour Nature herself seemed buried in deep repose. A silvery mist hung over the water, through which the innumerable rocks and islands assumed fantastic shapes, and the more distant among them appeared as though they floated in air. A few seagulls rose startled from their nests, and sailed upwards with plaintive cries, as the keels of the boats grated on the rocks, and the men stepped out and hauled them up on the beach of one of the islets.

A wild uncouth crew were those Norsemen of old! All were armed, for in their days the power and the means of self-defence were absolutely necessary to self-preservation.

Most of them wore portions of scale armour, or shirts of ring mail, and headpieces of steel, though a few among them appeared to have confidence in the protection afforded by the thick hide of the wolf, which, converted into rude, yet not ungraceful, garments, covered their broad shoulders. All, without exception, carried sword or battle-axe and shield. They were goodly stalwart men every one, but silent and stern.

It might have been observed that the two boats, although bound for the same islet, did not row in company. They were beached as far from each other as the little bay into which they ran would admit of, and the crews stood aloof in two distinct groups.

In the centre of each group stood a man who, from his aspect and bearing, appeared to be superior to his fellows. One was in the prime of life, dark and grave; the other in the first flush of manhood, full grown, though beardless, fair, and ruddy. Both were taller and stouter than their comrades.

The two men had met there to fight, and the cause of their feud was  Love!

Both loved a fair Norse maiden in Horlingdal. The father of the maid favoured the elder warrior; the maid herself preferred the younger.

In those days, barbarous though they undoubtedly were, law and justice were more respected and more frequently appealed to in Norway than in almost any other country. Liberty, crushed elsewhere under the deadweight of feudalism, found a home in the bleak North, and a rough but loving welcome from the piratical, sea-roving! She did not, indeed, dwell altogether scathless among her demi-savage guardians, who, if their perceptions of right and wrong were somewhat confused, might have urged in excuse that their light was small. She received many shocks and frequent insults from individuals, but liberty was sincerely loved and fondly cherished by the body of the Norwegian people, through all the period of those dark ages during which other nations scarce dared to mention her name.

Nevertheless, it was sometimes deemed more convenient to settle disputes by the summary method of an appeal to arms than to await the issue of a tedious and uncertain lawsuit such an appeal being perfectly competent to those who preferred it, and the belief being strong among the fiery spirits of the age that Odin, the god of war, would assuredly give victory to the right.

In the present instance it was not considered any infringement of the law of liberty that the issue of the combat would be the disposal of a fair womans hand, with or without her heart. Then, as now, women were often forced to marry against their will.

Having gone to that island to fight  an island being a naturally circumscribed battlefield whose limits could not conveniently be transgressed  the two champions set to work at once with the cool businesslike promptitude of men sprung from a warlike race, and nurtured from their birth in the midst of wars alarms.

Together, and without speaking, they ascended the rock, which was low and almost barren, with a small extent of turf in the centre, level, and admirably suited to their purpose. Here they faced each other; the one drew his sword, the other raised his battle-axe.

There was no sentiment in that combat. The times and the men were extremely matter-of-fact. The act of slaying gracefully had not yet been acquired; yet there was much of manly grace displayed as each threw himself into the position that nature and experience had taught him was best suited to the wielding of his peculiar weapon.

For one instant each gazed intently into the face of the other, as if to read there his premeditated plan of attack. At that moment the clear blue eye of the younger man dilated, and, as his courage rose, the colour mounted to his cheek. The swart brow of the other darkened as he marked the change; then, with sudden spring and shout, the two fell upon each other and dealt their blows with incredible vigour and rapidity.

They were a well-matched pair. For nearly two hours did they toil and moil over the narrow limits of that sea-girt rock  yet victory leaned to neither side. Now the furious blows rained incessant on the sounding shields; anon the din of strife ceased, while the combatants moved round each other, shifting their position with elastic step, as, with wary motion and eagle glances, each sought to catch the other off his guard, and the clash of steel, as the weapons met in sudden onset, was mingled with the shout of anger or defiance. The sun glanced on whirling blade and axe, and sparkled on their coats of mail as if the lightning flash were playing round them; while screaming seamews flew and circled overhead, as though they regarded with intelligent interest and terror the mortal strife that was going on below.

Blood ere long began to flow freely on both sides; the vigour of the blows began to abate, the steps to falter. The youthful cheek grew pale; the dark warriors brow grew darker, while heaving chests, labouring breath, and an occasional gasp, betokened the approaching termination of the struggle. Suddenly the youth, as if under the influence of a new impulse, dropped his shield, sprang forward, raised himself to his full height, grasped his axe with both hands, and, throwing it aloft (thus recklessly exposing his person), brought it down with terrific violence on the shield of his adversary.

The action was so sudden that the other, already much exhausted, was for the moment paralysed, and failed to take advantage of his opportunity. He met but failed to arrest the blow with his shield. It was crushed down upon his head, and in another moment the swarthy warrior lay stretched upon the turf.

Sternly the men conveyed their fallen chief to his boat, and rowed him to the mainland, and many a week passed by ere he recovered from the effects of the blow that felled him. His conqueror returned to have his wounds dressed by the bride for whom he had fought so long and so valiantly on that bright summer morning.

Thus it was that King Haldor of Horlingdal, surnamed the Fierce, conquered King Ulf of Romsdal, acquired his distinctive appellation, and won Herfrida the Soft-eyed for his bride.

It must not be supposed that these warriors were kings in the ordinary acceptation of that term. They belonged to the class of small or petty kings, of whom there were great numbers in Norway in those days, and were merely rich and powerful free-landholders or udallers.

Haldor the Fierce had a large family of sons and daughters. They were all fair, strong, and extremely handsome, like himself.

Ulf of Romsdal did not die of his wounds, neither did he die of love. Disappointed love was then, as now, a terrible disease, but not necessarily fatal. Northmen were very sturdy in the olden time. They almost always recovered from that disease sooner or later. When his wounds were healed, Ulf married a fair girl of the Horlingdal district, and went to reside there, but his change of abode did not alter his title. He was always spoken of as Ulf of Romsdal. He and his old enemy Haldor the Fierce speedily became fast friends; and so was it with their wives, Astrid and Herfrida, who also took mightily to each other. They span, and carded wool, and sewed together oftentimes, and discussed the affairs of Horlingdal, no doubt with mutual advantage and satisfaction.

Twenty years passed away, and Haldors eldest son, Erling, grew to be a man. He was very like his father  almost a giant in size; fair, very strong, and remarkably handsome. His silken yellow hair fell in heavy curls on a pair of the broadest shoulders in the dale. Although so young, he already had a thick short beard, which was very soft and curly. His limbs were massive, but they were so well proportioned, and his movements so lithe, that his great size and strength were not fully appreciated until one stood close by his side or fell into his powerful grasp.

Erling was lion-like, yet he was by nature gentle and retiring. He had a kindly smile, a hearty laugh, and bright blue eyes. Had he lived in modern days he would undoubtedly have been a man of peace. But he lived long long ago  therefore he was a man of war. Being unusually fearless, his companions of the valley called him Erling the Bold. He was, moreover, extremely fond of the sea, and often went on viking cruises in his own ships, whence he was also styled Erling the Sea-king, although he did not at that time possess a foot of land over which to exercise kingly authority.

Now, it must be explained here that the words Sea-king and Viking do not denote the same thing. One is apt to be misled by the termination of the latter word, which has no reference whatever to the royal title king. A viking was merely a piratical rover on the sea, the sea-warrior of the period, but a Sea-king was a leader and commander of vikings. Every Sea-king was a viking, but every viking was not a Sea-king; just as every Admiral is a sailor, but every sailor is not an Admiral. When it is said that Erling was a Sea-king, it is much as if we had said he was an admiral in a small way.




Chapter Two.

Introduces, among others, the Hero and Heroine, and opens up a View of Norse Life in the Olden Time.

Ulf of Romsdal had a daughter named Hilda. She was fair, and extremely pretty.

The young men said that her brow was the habitation of the lily, her eye the mirror of the heavens, her cheek the dwelling-place of the rose. True, in the ardour of their feelings and strength of their imaginations they used strong language; nevertheless it was impossible to overpraise the Norse maiden. Her nut-brown hair fell in luxuriant masses over her shapely shoulders, reaching far below the waist; her skin was fair, and her manners engaging. Hilda was undoubtedly blue-eyed and beautiful. She was just seventeen at this time. Those who loved her (and there were few who did not) styled her the sunbeam.

Erling and Hilda had dwelt near each other from infancy. They had been playmates, and for many years were as brother and sister to each other. Erlings affection had gradually grown into a stronger passion, but he never mentioned the fact to anyone, being exceedingly shamefaced and shy in regard to love. He would have given his ears to have known that his love was returned, but he dared not to ask. He was very stupid on this point. In regard to other things he was sharp-witted above his fellows. None knew better than he how to guide the warship through the intricate mazes of the island-studded coast of Norway; none equalled him in deeds of arms; no one excelled him in speed of foot, in scaling the fells, or in tracking the wolf and bear to their dens; but all beat him in love-making! He was wondrously slow and obtuse at that, and could by no means discover whether or not Hilda regarded him as a lover or a brother. As uncertainty on this point continued, Erling became jealous of all the young men who approached her, and in proportion as this feeling increased his natural disposition changed, and his chafing spirit struggled fiercely within him. But his native good sense and modesty enabled him pretty well to conceal his feelings. As for Hilda, no one knew the state of her mind. It is probable that at this time she herself had not a very distinct idea on the point.

Hilda had a foster-sister named Ada, who was also very beautiful. She was unusually dark for a Norse maiden. Her akin indeed was fair, but her hair and eyes were black like the ravens wing. Her father was King Hakon of Drontheim.

It was the custom in those warlike days for parents to send out some of their children to be fostered by others  in order, no doubt, to render next to impossible the total extirpation of their families at a time when sudden descents upon households were common. By thus scattering their children the chances of family annihilation were lessened, and the probability that some members might be left alive to take revenge was greatly increased.

Hilda and Ada were warmly attached. Having been brought up together, they loved each other as sisters  all the more, perhaps, that in character they were somewhat opposed. Hilda was grave, thoughtful, almost pensive. Ada was full of vivacity and mirth, fond of fun, and by no means averse to a little of what she styled harmless mischief.

Now there was a man in Horlingdal called Glumm, surnamed the Gruff, who loved Ada fervently. He was a stout, handsome man, of ruddy complexion, and second only to Erling in personal strength and prowess. But by nature he was morose and gloomy. Nothing worse, however, could be said of him. In other respects he was esteemed a brave, excellent man. Glumm was too proud to show his love to Ada very plainly; but she had wit enough to discover it, though no one else did, and she resolved to punish him for his pride by keeping him in suspense.

Horlingdal, where Ulf and Haldor and their families dwelt was, like nearly all the vales on the west of Norway, hemmed in by steep mountains of great height, which were covered with dark pines and birch trees. To the level pastures high up on mountain tops the inhabitants were wont to send their cattle to feed in summer  the small crops of hay in the valleys being carefully gathered and housed for winter use.

Every morning, before the birds began to twitter, Hilda set out, with her pail and her wooden box, to climb the mountain to the upland dairy or saeter, and fetch the milk and butter required by the family during the day. Although the maid was of noble birth  Ulf claiming descent from one of those who are said to have come over with Odin and his twelve godars or priests from Asia  this was not deemed an inappropriate occupation. Among the Norsemen labour was the lot of high and low. He was esteemed the best man who could fight most valiantly in battle and labour most actively in the field or with the tools of the smith and carpenter. Ulf of Romsdal, although styled king in virtue of his descent, was not too proud, in the busy summertime, to throw off his coat and toss the hay in his own fields in the midst of his thralls (slaves taken in war) and house-carles. Neither he, nor Haldor, nor any of the small kings, although they were the chief men of the districts in which they resided, thought it beneath their dignity to forge their own spearheads and anchors, or to mend their own doors. As it was with the men, so was it with the women. Hilda the Sunbeam was not despised because she climbed the mountainside to fetch milk and butter for the family.

One morning, in returning from the fell, Hilda heard the loud clatter of the anvil at Haldorstede. Having learned that morning that Danish vikings had been seen prowling among the islands near the fiord, she turned aside to enquire the news.

Haldorstede lay about a mile up the valley, and Hilda passed it every morning on her way to and from the saeter. Ulfstede lay near the shore of the fiord. Turning into the smithy, she found Erling busily engaged in hammering a huge mass of stubborn red-hot metal. So intent was the young man on his occupation that he failed to observe the entrance of his fair visitor, who set down her milk pail, and stood for a few minutes with her hands folded and her eyes fixed demurely on her lover.

Erling had thrown off his jerkin and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt of coarse homespun fabric, in order to give his thick muscular arms unimpeded play in wielding the hammer and turning the mass of glowing metal on the anvil. He wore woollen breeches and hose, both of which had been fashioned by the fingers of his buxom mother, Herfrida. A pair of neatly formed shoes of untanned hide  his own workmanship  protected his feet, and his waist was encircled by a broad leathern girdle, from one side of which depended a short hunting-knife, and from the other a flap, with a slit in it, to support his sword. The latter weapon  a heavy double-edged blade  stood leaning against the forge chimney, along with a huge battle-axe, within reach of his hand. The collar of his shirt was thrown well back, exposing to view a neck and chest whose muscles denoted extraordinary power, and the whiteness of which contrasted strikingly with the ruddy hue of his deeply bronzed countenance.

The young giant appeared to take pleasure in the exercise of his superabundant strength, for, instead of using the ordinary single-hand hammer with which other men were wont to bend the glowing metal to their will, he wielded the great forehammer, and did it as easily, too, with his right arm as if it had been but a wooden mallet. The mass of metal at which he wrought was thick and unyielding, but under his heavy blows it began to assume the form of an axe  a fact which Hilda noticed with a somewhat saddened brow. Erlings long hair, rolling as it did down his shoulders, frequently straggled over his face and interfered slightly with his vision, whereupon he shook it back with an impatient toss, as a lion might shake his mane, while he toiled with violent energy at his work. To look at him, one might suppose that Vulcan himself had condescended to visit the abodes of men, and work in a terrestrial smithy!

During one of the tosses with which he threw back his hair, Erling chanced to raise his eyes, which instantly fell upon Hilda. A glad smile beamed on his flushed face, and he let the hammer fall with a ringing clatter on the anvil, exclaiming:

Ha! good morrow to thee, Hilda! Thou comest with stealthy tread, like the midnight marauder. What news? Does all go well at Ulfstede? But why so sad, Hilda? Thy countenance is not wont to quarrel with the mountain air.

Truly, no! replied the girl, smiling, mountain air likes me well. If my looks are sadder than usual, it is because of the form of the weapon thou art fashioning.

The weapon! exclaimed Erling, as he raised the handle of the hammer, and, resting his arms on it, gazed at his visitor in some surprise. It is but an axe  a simple axe, perchance a trifle heavier than other axes because it suits my arm better, and I have a weakness that way. What ails thee at a battle-axe, Hilda?

I quarrel not with the axe, Erling, but it reminds me of thy love of fighting, and I grieve for that. Why art thou so fond of war?

Fond of war! echoed the youth. Now, out upon thee, Hilda! what were a man fit for if he could not fight?

Nay, I question not thine ability to fight, but I grieve to see thy love for fighting.

Truly there seems to me a close relationship between the love of war and the ability to fight, returned the youth. But to be plain with thee: I do not love war so much as ye think. Yet I utter this in thine ear, for I would not that the blades of the valley knew it, lest they might presume upon it, and I should have to prove my ability  despite my want of love  upon some of their carcasses.

I wish there were no such thing as war, said Hilda with a sigh.

Erling knitted his brows and gazed into the smithy fire as if he were engaged in pondering some knotty point. Well, Im not sure, said he slowly, and descending to a graver tone of address Im not sure that I can go quite so far as that. If we had no war at all, perchance our swords might rust, and our skill, for want of practice, might fail us in the hour of need. Besides, how could men in that case hope to dwell with Odin in Valhallas bright and merry halls? But I agree with thee in wishing that we had less of war and more of peace at home.

I fear, said Hilda, we seem likely to have more of war and less of peace than usual, if rumours be true. Have you heard that Danish vikings have been seen among the islands?

Aye, truly, I have heard of them, and it is that which has sent me to the smithy this morning to hasten forward my battle-axe; for I love not too light a weapon. You see, Hilda, when it has not weight one must sometimes repeat the blow; especially if the mail be strong. But with a heavy axe and a stout arm there is no need for that. I had begun this weapon, continued the youth, as if he were musing aloud rather than speaking to his companion, with intent to try its metal on the head of the King; but I fear me it will be necessary to use it in cracking a vikings headpiece before it cleaves a royal crown.

The King! exclaimed Hilda, with a look of surprise, not unmingled with terror, Erling, has ambition led thee to this?

Not so; but self-preservation urges me to it.

The maiden paused a few seconds, ere she replied in a meditative voice The old man who came among us a year ago, and who calls himself Christian, tells me that his god is not a god of war, like Odin; he says that his god permits no war to men, save that of self-defence; but, Erling, would slaying the King be indeed an act of self-preservation?

Aye, in good sooth would it, replied the youth quickly, while a dark frown crossed his brow.

How can that be? asked the maiden.

Hast such small love for gossip, Hilda, that the foul deeds and ambitious projects of Harald Haarfager have not reached thine ear?

I have heard, replied Hilda, that he is fond of war, which, truly, is no news, and that he is just now more busy with his bloody game than usual; but what does that matter to thee?

Matter! cried the youth impatiently, as he seized the lump of metal on which he had been at work, and, thrusting it into the smouldering charcoal, commenced to blow the fire energetically, as if to relieve his feelings. Know ye not that the King  this Harald Fairhair  is not satisfied with the goodly domains that of right belong to him, and the kingly rule which he holds, according to law, over all Norway, but that he means to subdue the whole land to himself, and trample on our necks as he has already trampled on our laws?

I know somewhat of this, said Hilda.

No one, pursued Erling vehemently, and blowing the fire into a fervent heat no one denies to Harald the right to wear the crown of Norway. That was settled at the Ore Thing (see note 1) in Drontheim long ago; but everyone denies his right to interfere with our established laws and privileges. Has he not, by mere might and force of arms, slain many, and enslaved others, of our best and bravest men? And now he proposes to reduce the whole land to slavery, or something like it, and all because of the foolish speech of a proud girl, who says she will not wed him until he shall first subdue to himself the whole of Norway, and rule over it as fully and freely as King Eric rules over Sweden, or King Gorm over Denmark. He has sworn that he will neither clip nor comb his hair, until he has subdued all the land with scatt (taxes) and duties and domains, or die in the attempt. Trust me! he is like to die in the attempt; and since his Kingship is to be so little occupied with his hair, it would please me well if he would use his time and his shears in clipping the tongue of the wench that set him on so foul an errand. All this thou knowest, Hilda, as well as I; but thou dost not know that men have been at the stede to-day, who tell us that the King is advancing north, and is victorious everywhere. Already King Gandalf and Hako are slain; the two sons of King Eystein have also fallen, and many of the upland kings have been burned, with most of their men, in a house at Ringsager. It is not many days since Harald went up Gudbrandsdal, and north over the Doverfielde, where he ordered all the men to be slain, and everything wide around to be given to the flames. King Gryting of Orkadal and all his people have sworn fidelity to him, and now  worst news of all  it is said he is coming over to pay us a visit in Horlingdal. Is not here cause for fighting in self-defence, or rather for country, and laws and freedom, and wives, and children, and

The excited youth stopped abruptly, and, seizing the tongs, whirled the white mass of semi-molten steel upon the anvil, and fell to belabouring it with such goodwill that a bright shower of sparks drove Hilda precipitately out of the workshop.

The wrongs which roused the young Norsemans indignation to such a pitch are matters of history.

The government of the country at that time involved the democratic element very largely. No act or expedition of any importance could be done or undertaken without the previous deliberation and consent of a Thing, or assembly of landed proprietors. There were many different Things  such as General Things, District Things, House Things of the Kings counsellors, and Herd Things of the Court, etcetera, and to such of these there was a distinct and well-known trumpet call. There were also four great Things which were legislative, while the small district Things were only administrative. In addition to which there was the Ore Thing of Drontheim, referred to by Erling. At these Things the King himself possessed no greater power than any of the bonders. He was only a Thing-man at a Thing.

No wonder, then, that the self-governing and warlike Norsemen could not bring themselves tamely to submit to the tyranny of Harald Haarfager, or Fairhair, King of Norway by hereditary right, when he cast aside all the restraints of ancient custom, and, in his effort to obtain more power, commenced those bloody wars with his subjects, which had the effect of causing many of his chief men to expatriate themselves and seek new homes in the islands of the great western sea, and which ultimately resulted in the subjugation (at least during that reign) of all the petty kings of Norway. These small kings, be it observed, were not at that time exercising any illegal power, or in the occupation of any unwarrantable position, which could be pleaded by King Harald in justification of his violent proceedings against them. The title of king did not imply independent sovereignty. They were merely the hereditary lords of the soil, who exercised independent and rightful authority over their own estates and households, and modified authority over their respective districts, subject, however, to the laws of the land  laws which were recognised and perfectly understood by the people and the king, and which were admitted by people and king alike to have more authority than the royal will itself. By law the small kings were bound to attend the meetings of the Stor Things or Parliaments, at the summons of the sovereign, and to abide by the decisions of those assemblies, where all men met on an equal footing, but where, of course, intellectual power and eloquence led the multitude, for good or for evil, then just as they do now, and will continue to do as long as, and wherever, free discussion shall obtain. To say that the possession of power, wealth, or influence was frequently abused to the overawing and coercing of those assemblies, is simply to state that they were composed of human beings possessed of fallen natures.

So thoroughly did the Northmen appreciate the importance of having a right to raise their voices and to vote in the national parliaments, and so jealously did they assert and maintain their privileges, that the King himself  before he could, on his accession, assume the crown  was obliged to appear at the Thing, where a freeborn landholder proposed him, and where his title to the crown was investigated and proved in due form. No war expedition on a large scale could be undertaken until a Thing had been converged, and requisition legally made by the King for a supply of men and arms; and, generally, whenever any act affecting national or even district interests was contemplated, it was necessary to assemble a Thing, and consult with the people before anything could be done.

It may be easily understood, then, with what an outburst of indignation a free and warlike race beheld the violent course pursued by Harald Fairhair, who roamed through the country with fire and sword, trampling on their cherished laws and privileges, subduing the petty kings, and placing them, when submissive, as Jarls, i.e. earls or governors over the districts to collect the scatt or taxes, and manage affairs in his name and for his behoof.

It is no wonder that Erling the Bold gathered his brow into an ominous frown, pressed his lips together, tossed his locks impatiently while he thought on these things and battered the iron mass on his anvil with the amount of energy that he would have expended in belabouring the head of King Harald himself, had opportunity offered.

Erlings wrath cooled, however, almost instantly on his observing Hildas retreat before the fiery shower. He flung down his hammer, seized his battle-axe, and throwing it on his shoulder as he hurried out, speedily overtook her.

Forgive my rude manners, he said. My soul was chafed by the thoughts that filled my brain, and I scare knew what I did.

Truly, thou man of fire, replied the girl, with an offended look, I am of half a mind not to pardon thee. See, my kirtle is destroyed by the shower thou didst bestow upon me so freely.

I will repay thee that with such a kirtle as might grace a queen the next time I go on viking cruise.

Meantime, said Hilda, I am to go about like a witch plucked somewhat hastily from the fire by a sympathising crone.

Nay; Herfrida will make thee a new kirtle of the best wool at Haldorstede.

So thy mother, it seems, is to work and slave in order to undo thy mischief?

Then, if nothing else will content thee, said Erling gaily, I will make thee one myself; but it must be of leather, for I profess not to know how to stitch more delicate substance. But let me carry thy pitcher, Hilda. I will go to Ulfstede to hold converse with thy father on these matters, for it seemed to me that the clouds are gathering somewhat too thickly over the dale for comfort or peace to remain long with us.

As the young man and maiden wended their way down the rocky path that skirted the foaming Horlingdal river, Hilda assumed a more serious tone, and sought to convince her companion of the impropriety of being too fond of fighting, in which attempt, as might be supposed, she was not very successful.

Why, Hilda, said the youth, at the close of a speech in which his fair companion endeavoured to point out the extreme sinfulness of viking cruises in particular, it is, as thou sayest, unjust to take from another that which belongs to him if he be our friend; but if he is our enemy, and the enemy of our country, that alters the case. Did not the great Odin himself go on viking cruise and seize what prey he chose?

Erling said this with the air of a man who deemed his remark unanswerable.

I know not, rejoined Hilda. There seems to me much mystery in our thoughts about the gods. I have heard it said that there is no such god as Odin.

The maiden uttered this in a subdued voice, and her cheek paled a little as she glanced up at Erlings countenance. The youth gazed at her with an expression of extreme surprise, and for a few minutes they walked slowly forward without speaking.

There was reason for this silence on both sides. Hilda was naturally of a simple and trustful nature. She had been brought up in the religion of her fathers, and had listened with awe and with deep interest on many a long winter night to the wild legends with which the scalds, or poets of the period, were wont to beguile the evening hours in her fathers mansion; but about a year before the time of which we write, an aged stranger had come from the south, and taken up his abode in the valley, in a secluded and dilapidated hut, in which he was suffered to dwell unmolested by its owner, Haldor the Fierce; whose fierceness, by the way, was never exhibited except in time of war and in the heat of battle!

With this hermit Hilda had held frequent converse, and had listened with horror, but with a species of fascination which she could not resist, to his calm and unanswerable reasoning on the fallacy of the religion of Odin, and on the truth of that of Jesus Christ. At first she resolved to fly from the old man, as a dangerous enemy, who sought to seduce her from the paths of rectitude; but when she looked at his grave, sad face, and listened to the gentle and  she knew not why  persuasive tones of his voice, she changed her mind, and resolved to hear what he had to say. Without being convinced of the truth of the new religion  of which she had heard rumours from the roving vikings who frequented Horlingdal  she was much shaken in regard to the truth of her own, and now, for the first time, she had ventured to hint to a human being what was passing in her mind.

At this period Christianity had not penetrated into Norway, but an occasional wanderer or hermit had found his way thither from time to time to surprise the inhabitants with his new doctrines, and then, perchance, to perish as a warlock because of them. Erling had heard of this old man, and regarded him with no favour, for in his sea rovings he had met with so-called Christians, whose conduct had not prepossessed him in their favour. As for their creed, he knew nothing whatever about it.

His mind, however, was of that bold, straightforward, self-reliant, and meditative cast, which happily has existed in all ages and in all climes, and which, in civilised lands, usually brings a man to honour and power, while in barbarous countries and ages, if not associated with extreme caution and reticence, it is apt to bring its possessor into trouble.

It was with astonishment that Erling heard sentiments which had long been harboured in his own mind drop from the lips of one whose natural character he knew to be the reverse of sceptical in matters of faith, or speculative in matters of opinion. Instead of making a direct reply to Hildas remark, he said, after a pause:

Hilda, I have my doubts of the old man Christian; men say he is a warlock, and I partly believe them, for it is only such who shun the company of their fellows. I would caution thee against him. He believes not in Odin or Thor, which is matter of consideration mainly to himself, but methinks he holdeth fellowship with Nikke, (Satan, or the Evil One) which is matter of consideration for all honest men, aye, and women too, who would live in peace; for if the Evil Spirit exists at all, as I firmly believe he does, in some shape or other, it were well to keep as far from him as we may, and specially to avoid those erring mortals who seem to court his company.

The old man is misjudged, believe me, replied the girl earnestly; I have spoken much with him and oft. It may be he is wrong in some things  how can a woman judge of such matters?  but he is gentle, and has a kind heart.

I like him not, was Erlings curt reply.

The youth and maiden had now reached a part of the valley where a small footpath diverged from the main track which led to Ulfs dwelling. The path ran in the direction of the hayfields that bordered the fiord. Just as they reached it, Hilda observed that her father was labouring there with his thralls.

See, she exclaimed, stopping abruptly, and taking her pitcher from Erling, my father is in the hayfield.

The youth was about to remonstrate and insist on being allowed to carry the pitcher to the house before going to the field; but on second thoughts he resigned his slight burden, and, saying farewell, turned on his heel and descended the path with rapid step and a somewhat burdened heart.

She loves me not, he muttered to himself, almost sternly. I am a brother, nothing more.

Indulging in these and kindred gloomy reflections, he advanced towards a rocky defile where the path diverged to the right. Before taking the turn he looked back. Hilda was standing on the spot where they had parted, but her face was not directed towards her late companion. She was looking steadily up the valley. Presently the object which attracted her attention appeared in view, and Erling felt a slight sensation of anger, he scarce knew why, on observing the old man who had been the subject of their recent conversation issue from among the rocks. His first impulse was to turn back, but, checking himself, he wheeled sharply round and hurried away.

Scarcely had he taken three steps, however, when he was arrested by a sound that resembled a crash of thunder. Glancing quickly upwards, he beheld an enormous mass of rock, which had become detached from the mountain side, descending in shattered fragments into the valley.

The formation of Horlingdal at that particular point was peculiar. The mountain ranges on either side, which rose to a height of at least four thousand feet, approached each other abruptly, thus forming a dark gloomy defile of a few hundred yards in width, with precipitous cliffs on either side, and the river roaring in the centre of the pass. The water rushed in white-crested billows through its rock-impeded bed, and terminated in a splendid foss, or fall, forty or fifty feet high, which plunged into a seething caldron, whence it issued in a troubled stream to the plain that opened out below. It here found rest in the level fields of Ulfstede, that lay at the head of the fiord. The open amphitheatre above this pass, with its circlet of grand glacier-capped mountains, was the abode of a considerable number of small farmers, in the midst of whose dwellings stood the residence of Haldor, where the meeting in the smithy just described took place.

It was in this narrow defile that the landslip happened, a catastrophe which always has been and still is of frequent occurrence in the mountain regions of Norway.

Hilda and the old man (whom we shall henceforth call Christian) cast their eyes hastily upwards on hearing the sound that had arrested Erlings steps so suddenly. The enormous mass of rock was detached from the hill on the other side of the river, but the defile was so narrow that falling rocks often rebounded quite across it. The slip occurred just opposite the spot on which Hilda and the old man stood, and as the terrible shower came on, tearing down trees and rocks, the heavier masses being dashed and spurned from the hillside in innumerable fragments, it became evident that to escape beyond the range of the chaotic deluge was impossible.

Hilda understood the danger so well that she was panic stricken and rooted to the spot. Erling understood it also, and, with a sudden cry, dashed at full speed to the rescue. His cry was one almost of despair, for the distance between them was so great that he had no chance, he knew, of reaching her in time.

In this extremity the hermit looked round for a crevice or a rock which might afford protection, but no such place of safety was at hand. The side of the pass rose behind them like a wall to a height of several hundred feet. Seeing this at a glance the old man planted himself firmly in front of Hilda. His lips moved, and the single word Jesus dropped from them as he looked with a calm steady gaze at the avalanche.

Scarcely had he taken his stand when the first stones leaped across the gorge, and, striking on the wall of rock behind, burst into fragments and fell in a shower around them. Some of the smaller débris struck the old mans breast, and the hands which he had raised to protect his face; but he neither blanched nor flinched. In another instant the greater part of the hurling rubbish fell with a terrible crash and tore up the earth in all directions round them. Still they stood unhurt! The height from which the ruin had descended was so great that the masses were scattered, and although they flew around over, and close to them, the great shock passed by and left them unscathed.

But the danger was not yet past. Several of the smaller masses, which had been partially arrested in their progress by bushes, still came thundering down the steep. The quick eye of the hermit observed one of these flying straight towards his head. Its force had been broken by a tree on the opposite hill, but it still retained tremendous impetus. He knew that there was no escape for him. To have moved aside would have exposed Hilda to almost certain destruction. Once again he murmured the Saviours name, as he stretched out both hands straight before his face. The rock struck full against them, beat them down on his forehead, and next instant old man and maid were hurled to the ground.

Well was it for Erling that all this occurred so quickly that the danger was past before he reached the spot. Part of the road he had to traverse was strewn so thickly with the rocky ruin that his destruction, had he been a few seconds sooner on the ground, would have been inevitable. He reached Hilda just in time to assist her to rise. She was slightly stunned by the shock, but otherwise unhurt.

Not so the hermit. He lay extended where he had fallen; his grey beard and thin scattered locks dabbled with blood that flowed from a gash in his forehead. Hilda kneeled at his side, and, raising his head, she laid it in her lap.

Now the gods be praised, said Erling, as he knelt beside her, and endeavoured to stanch the flow of blood from the wound; I had thought thy last hour was come, Hilda; but the poor old man, I fear much he will die.

Not so; he recovers, said the girl; fetch me some water from the spring.

Erling ran to a rill that trickled down the face of the rock at his side, dipped his leathern bonnet into it, and, quickly returning, sprinkled a little on the old mans face, and washed the wound.

It is not deep, he remarked, after having examined the cut. His hands are indeed badly bruised, but he will live.

Get thee to the stede, Erling, and fetch aid, said Hilda quickly; the old man is heavy.

The youth smiled. Heavy he is, no doubt, but he wears no armour; methinks I can lift him.

So saying Erling raised him in his strong arms and bore him away to Ulfstede, where, under the tender care of Hilda and her foster-sister Ada, he speedily revived.

Erling went out meanwhile to assist in the hayfield.



Note 1. The great assembly, or parliament, which was considered the only Thing which could confer the sovereignty of the whole of Norway, the other Things having no right or powers beyond their circles. It was convened only for the special purpose of examining and proclaiming the right of the aspirant to the crown, but the King had still to repair to each Law Thing or Small Thing to obtain its acknowledgement of his right and the power of a sovereign within its jurisdiction.




Chapter Three.

Shows how Chief Friends may become Foes, And Cross-Purposes may Produce Cross Consequences, involving Worry and Confusion.

When Christian had been properly cared for, Hilda sent Ada to the hayfield, saying that she would follow her in a short time. Now it so happened, by one of those curious coincidences which are generally considered unaccountable, that as Ada ascended the track which led to the high field above the foss, Glumm the Gruff descended towards the same point from an opposite direction, so that a meeting between the two, in the secluded dell, where the tracks joined, became inevitable.

Whether or not this meeting was anticipated we cannot tell. If it was, the young man and maiden were inimitable actors by nature, for they appeared to be wholly unconscious of aught save the peculiar formation of the respective footpaths along which they slowly moved. There was, indeed, a twinkle in Adas eyes; but then Adas eyes were noted twinklers; besides, a refractory eyelash might account for such an expression.

As for Glumm, he frowned on the path most unamiably while he sauntered along with both hands thrust into the breast of his tunic, and the point of his sword rasping harshly against rocks and bushes. Glumm was peculiar in his weapons. He wore a double-handed and double-edged sword, which was so long that he was obliged to sling it across his back in order to keep it off the ground. The handle projected above his left shoulder, and the blade, lying diagonally across his person, extended beyond his right calf. The young man was remarkably expert in the use of this immense weapon, and was not only a terror to his foes, but, owing to the enormous sweep of its long blade, an object of some anxiety to his friends when they chanced to be fighting alongside of him. He wore a knife or dagger at his girdle on the right side, which was also of unusual size; in all probability it would have been deemed a pretty good sword by the Romans. There were only two men in the dale who could wield Glumms weapons. These were Erling and his father, Haldor. The latter was as strong a man as Glumm, Erling was even stronger; though, being an amiable man he could not be easily persuaded to prove his strength upon his friends. Glumm wore his hair very short. It was curly, and lay close to his head.

As he sauntered along he kicked the stones out of his way savagely, and appeared to find relief to his feelings in so doing, as well as by allowing his sword to rasp across the rocks and shrubs at his side. It might have been observed, however, that Glumm only kicked the little stones out of his way; he never kicked the big ones. It is interesting to observe how trifling a matter will bring out a trait of human nature! Men will sometimes relieve their angry feelings by storming violently at those of their fellows who cannot hurt them, but, strangely enough, they manage to obtain relief to these same feelings without storming, when they chance to be in the company of stronger men than themselves, thereby proving that they have powers of self-restraint which prudence  not to say fear  can call into exercise! commend this moral reflection particularly to the study of boys.

After Glumm had kicked all the little stones out of his way, carefully letting the big ones alone, he came suddenly face to face with Ada, who saluted him with a look of startled surprise, a slight blush, and a burst of hearty laughter.

Why, Glumm, exclaimed the maiden, with an arch smile, thou must have risen off thy wrong side this morning. Methinks, now, were I a man, I should have to look to my weapons, for that long blade of thine seems inclined to fight with the rocks and shrubs of its own accord.

Poor Glumm blushed as red as if he had been a young girl, at being thus unexpectedly caught giving vent to his ill-humour; he stammered something about bad dreams and evil spirits, and then, breaking into a good-humoured smile, said:

Well, Ada, I know not what it is that ails me, but I do feel somewhat cross-grained. Perchance a walk with thee may cure me, I see thou art bound for the hayfield. But hast thou not heard the news? The Danish vikings are off the coast, burning and murdering wherever they go. It is rumoured, too, that their fleet is under that king of scoundrels, Skarpedin the Red. Surely there is reason for my being angry.

Nay, then, if thou wert a bold man thou wouldst find reason in this for being glad, replied Ada. Is not the chance of a fight the joy of a true Norsemans heart? Surely a spell must have been laid on thee, if thy brow darkens and thy heart grows heavy on hearing of a stout enemy. It is not thus with Erling the Bold. His brow clears and his eye sparkles when a foe worthy of  But what seest thou, Glumm? Has the Dane appeared in the forest that thy brow becomes so suddenly clouded? I pray thee do not run away and leave me unprotected.

Doubtless if I did, Erling the Bold would come to thine aid, replied the young man with some asperity.

Nay, do not be angry with me, Glumm, said the girl, laughing, as they reached the field where Haldor and his stout son were busily at work assisting Ulf, who, with all his thralls and freemen, was engaged in cutting and gathering in his hay.

Hey! here come cloud and sunshine hand in hand, cried Erling, pausing in his work, as Glumm and his pretty companion approached the scene of labour.

Get on with thy work, then, and make the hay while I am shining, retorted Ada, bestowing on the youth a bright smile, which he returned cheerfully and with interest.

This was the wicked Adas finishing touch. Glumm saw the exchange of smiles, and a pang of fierce jealousy shot through his breast.

The cloud sometimes darts out lightning, he muttered angrily, and, turning on his heel, began to toss the hay with all his might in order to relieve his feelings.

Just then Hilda entered the field, and Glumm, putting strong constraint on himself, accosted her with extreme cheerfulness and respect  resolved in his heart to show Ada that there were other girls in Horlingdal worth courting besides herself. In this game he was by no means successful as regarded Ada, who at once discerned his intention, but the shaft which flew harmlessly past her fixed itself deep in the breast of another victim. Glumms unusual urbanity took the kind-hearted Hilda so much by surprise, that she was interested, and encouraged him, in what she conceived to be a tendency towards improvement of disposition, by bestowing on him her sweetest smiles during the course of the day, insomuch that Erling the Bold became much surprised, and at last unaccountably cross.

Thus did these two men, who had for many years been fast and loving friends, become desperately jealous, though each sought to conceal the fact from the other. But the green-eyed monster having obtained a lodgment in their bosoms, could not be easily cast out. Yet the good sense of each enabled him to struggle with some success against the passion, for Glumm, although gruff, was by no means a bad man.

The presence of those conflicting feelings did not, however, interrupt or retard the work of the field. It was a truly busy scene. Masters, unfreemen, and thralls, mistresses and maidens, were there, cutting and turning and piling up the precious crop with might and main; for they knew that the weather could not be trusted to, and the very lives of their cattle depended on the successful ingathering of the hay.

As we have here mentioned the three different classes that existed in Norway, it may be well to explain that the masters were peasants or bonders, but not by any means similar to peasants in other lands; on the contrary, they were the udal-born proprietors of the soil  the peasant-nobility, so to speak, the Udallers, or freeholders, without any superior lord, and were entitled to attend and have a voice in the Things or assemblies where the laws were enacted and public affairs regulated. The next class was that of the unfreemen. These were freed slaves who had wrought out or purchased their freedom, but who, although personally free, and at liberty to go where and serve whom they pleased, were not free to attend the legislative assemblies. They were unfree of the Things, and hence their apparently contradictory designation. They, however, enjoyed the protection and civil rights imparted by the laws, and to their class belonged all the cottars on the land paying a rent in work on the farm of the bonder or udaller, also the house-carles or freeborn indoormen, and the tradesmen, labourers, fishermen, etcetera, about villages and farms. Thralls were slaves taken in war, over whom the owners had absolute control. They might sell them, kill them, or do with them as they pleased. Thralls were permitted to purchase their freedom  and all the descendants of those freed thralls, or unfreemen, were free.

The clothing of the unfreemen was finer than that of the thralls. The legs and arms of nearly all were bare from the knees and elbows downward, though a few had swathed their limbs in bands of rough woollen cloth, while others used straw for this purpose. Nearly all the men wore shoes of untanned leather, and caps of the same material, or of rough homespun cloth, resembling in form the cap of modern fishermen. The udallers, such as Haldor, Ulf, and their children, were clad in finer garments, which were looped and buttoned with brooches and pendants of gold and silver, the booty gathered on those viking cruises, against which Hilda inveighed so earnestly.

The work went on vigorously until the sun began to sink behind the mountain range that lay to the north-westward of the dale. By this time the hay was all cut, and that portion which was sufficiently dry piled up, so Ulf and Haldor left the work to be finished by the younger hands, and stood together in the centre of the field chatting and looking on.

Little change had taken place in the personal appearance of Ulf of Romsdal since the occasion of that memorable duel related in the first chapter of our story. Some of his elasticity, but none of his strength, was gone. There was perhaps a little more thought in his face, and a few more wrinkles on his swarthy brow, but his hair was still black and his figure straight as the blade of his good sword. His old enemy but now fast friend, Haldor the Fierce, had changed still less. True, his formerly smooth chin and cheeks were now thickly covered with luxuriant fair hair, but his broad forehead was still unwrinkled, and his clear blue eye was as bright as when, twenty years before, it gleamed in youthful fire at Ulf. Many a battle had Haldor fought since then, at home and abroad, and several scars on his countenance and shoulders gave evidence that he had not come out of these altogether scathless; but war had not soured him. His smile was as free, open, and honest, and his laugh as loud and hearty, as in days of yore. Erling was the counterpart of his father, only a trifle taller and stouter. At a short distance they might have been taken for twin brothers, and those who did not know them could scarcely have believed that they were father and son.

Close to the spot where the two friends stood, a sturdy thrall was engaged in piling up hay with an uncommon degree of energy. This man had been taken prisoner on the coast of Ireland by Ulf, during one of his sea-roving expeditions. He had a huge massive frame, with a profusion of red hair on his head and face, and a peculiarly humorous twinkle in his eye. His name was Kettle Flatnose. We have reason to believe that the first part of this name had no connection with that domestic utensil which is intimately associated with tea! It was a mere accidental resemblance of sound no doubt. As to the latter part, that is easily explained. In those days there were no surnames. In order to distinguish men of the same name from each other, it was usual to designate them by their complexions, or by some peculiarity of person or trait of character. A blow from a club in early life had destroyed the shape of Kettles nose, and had disfigured an otherwise handsome and manly countenance. Hence his name. He was about thirty-five years of age, large-boned, broad-shouldered, and tall, but lean in flesh, and rather ungainly in his motions. Few men cared to grapple with the huge Irish slave, for he possessed a superabundant share of that fire and love of fight which are said to characterise his countrymen even at the present time. He was also gifted with a large share of their characteristic good humour and joviality; which qualities endeared him to many of his companions, especially to the boys of the neighbourhood. In short, there was not a better fellow in the dale than Kettle Flatnose.

Thy labour is not light, Kettle, observed Ulf to the thrall as he paused for a few moments in the midst of his work to wipe his heated brow.

Ill would it become me, master, replied the man, to take my work easy when my freedom is so nearly gained.

Right, quite right, replied Ulf with an approving nod, as the thrall set to work again with redoubled energy.

That man, he added, turning to Haldor, will work himself free in a few weeks hence. He is one of my best thralls. I give my slaves, as thou knowest, leave to work after hours to purchase their freedom, and Kettle labours so hard that he is almost a free man already, though he has been with me little more than two years and a half. I fear the fellow will not remain with me after he is free, for he is an unsettled spirit. He was a chief in his own land, it seems, and left a bride behind him, I am told. If he goes, I lose a man equal to two, he is so strong and willing.  Ho! Kettle, continued Ulf, turning to the man, who had just finished the job on which he had been engaged, toss me yonder stone and let my friend Haldor see what thou art made of.

Kettle obeyed with alacrity. He seized a round stone as large as his own head, and, with an unwieldy action of his great frame, cast it violently through the air about a dozen yards in advance of him.

Well cast, well cast! cried Haldor, while a murmur of applause rose from the throng of labourers who had been instantly attracted to the spot. Come, I will try my own hand against thee.

Haldor advanced, and, lifting the stone, balanced it for a few moments in his right hand, then, with a graceful motion and an apparently slight effort, hurled it forward. It fell a foot beyond Kettles mark.

Seeing this the thrall leaped forward, seized the stone, ran back to the line, bent his body almost to the ground, and, exerting himself to the utmost, threw it into the same hollow from which he had lifted it.

Equal! cried Ulf. Come, Haldor, try again.

Nay, I will not try until he beats me, replied Haldor with a good-natured laugh. But do thou take a cast, Ulf. Thine arm is powerful, as I can tell from experience.

Not so, replied Ulf. It becomes men who are past their prime to reserve their strength for the sword and battle-axe. Try it once more, Kettle. Mayhap thou wilt pass the mark next time.

Kettle tried again and again, but without gaining a hairs-breadth on Haldors throw. The stalwart thrall had indeed put forth greater force in his efforts than Haldor, but he did not possess his skill.

Will no young man make trial of his strength and skill? said Haldor, looking round upon the eager faces of the crowd.

Glumm is no doubt anxious to try his hand, said Erling, who stood close to the line, with his arms resting on the head of his long-hafted battle-axe. The shining of the Sunbeam will doubtless warm thy heart and nerve thine arm.

Erling muttered the latter part of his speech in a somewhat bitter tone, alluding to Hildas smiles; but the jealous and sulky Glumm could appreciate no sunbeams save those that flashed from Adas dark eyes. He understood the remark as a triumphant and ironical taunt, and, leaping fiercely into the ring formed by the spectators, exclaimed:

I will cast the stone, but I must have a better man than thou, Kettle, to strive with. If Erling the Bold will throw

I will not balk thee, interrupted the other quickly, as he laid down his axe and stepped up to the line.

Glumm now made a cast. Everyone knew well enough that he was one of the best throwers of the stone in all the dale, and confidently anticipated an easy victory over the thrall. But the unusual tumult of conflicting feelings in the young mans breast rendered him at the time incapable of exerting his powers to the utmost in a feat, to excel in which requires the union of skill with strength. At his first throw the stone fell short about an inch!

At this Adas face became grave, and her heart began to flutter with anxiety; for although willing enough to torment her lover a little herself, she could not brook the idea of his failing in a feat of strength before his comrades.

Furious with disappointment and jealousy, and attributing Adas expression to anxiety lest he should succeed, Glumm cast again with passionate energy, and sent the stone just an inch beyond the thralls mark. There was a dispute on the point, however, which did not tend to soothe the youths feelings, but it was ultimately decided in his favour.

Erling now stood forth; and as he raised his tall form to its full height, and elevated the stone above his head, he seemed (especially to Hilda) the beau-idéal of manly strength and beauty.

He was grieved, however, at Glumms failure, for he knew him to be capable of doing better than he had done. He remembered their old friendship too, and pity for his friends loss of credit caused the recently implanted jealousy for a moment to abate. He resolved, therefore, to exert himself just sufficiently to maintain his credit.

But, unhappily for the successful issue of this effort of self-denial, Erling happened to cast his eye towards the spot where Hilda stood. The tender-hearted maiden chanced at that moment to be regarding Glumm with a look of genuine pity. Of course Erling misconstrued the look! Next moment the huge stone went singing through the air, and fell with a crash full two yards beyond Glumms mark. Happening to alight on a piece of rock, it sprang onward, passed over the edge of the hill or brae on the summit of which the field lay, and gathering additional impetus in its descent, went bounding down the slope, tearing through everything in its way, until it found rest at last on the sea beach below.

A perfect storm of laughter and applause greeted this unexpected feat, but high above the din rose the voice of Glumm, who, now in a towering passion, seized his double-handed sword, and shouting  

Guard thee, Erling! made a furious blow at his conquerors head.

Erling had fortunately picked up his axe after throwing the stone. He immediately whirled the heavy head so violently against the descending sword that the blade broke off close to the hilt, and Glumm stood before him, disarmed and helpless, gazing in speechless astonishment at the hilt which remained in his hands.

My good sword! he exclaimed, in a tone of deep despondency.

At this Erling burst into a hearty fit of laughter. My bad sword, thou must mean, said he. How often have I told thee, Glumm, that there was a flaw in the metal! I have advised thee more than once to prove the blade, and now that thou hast consented to do so, behold the result! But be not so cast down, man; I have forged another blade specially for thyself, friend Glumm, but did not think to give it thee so soon.

Glumm stood abashed, and had not a word to reply. Fortunately his feelings were relieved by the attention of the whole party being attracted at that moment to the figure of a man on the opposite side of the valley, who ran towards them at full speed, leaping over almost every obstacle that presented itself in his course. In a few minutes he rushed, panting, into the midst of the throng, and presented a baton or short piece of wood to Ulf, at the same time exclaiming: Haste! King Harald holds a Thing at the Springs. Speed on the token.

The import of this message and signal were well understood by the men of Horlingdal. When an assembly or Thing was to be convened for discussing civil matters a wooden truncheon was sent round from place to place by fleet messengers, each of whom ran a certain distance, and then delivered over his message-token to another runner, who carried it forward to a third, and so on. In this manner the whole country could be roused and its chief men assembled in a comparatively short time. When, however, the Thing was to be assembled for the discussion of affairs pertaining to war, an arrow split in four parts was the message-token. When the split arrow passed through the land men were expected to assemble armed to the teeth, but when the baton went round it was intended that they should meet without the full panoply of war.

As soon as the token was presented, Ulf looked about for a fleet man to carry forward the message. Several of the youths at once stepped forward offering their services. Foremost among them was a stout, deep-chested active boy of about twelve years of age, with long flaxen curls, a round sunburnt face, a bold yet not forward look, a merry smile, and a pair of laughing blue eyes. This was Erlings little brother Alric  a lad whose bosom was kept in a perpetual state of stormy agitation by the conflict carried on therein between a powerful tendency to fun and mischief, and a strong sense of the obedience due to parents.

I will go, said the boy eagerly, holding out his hand for the token.

Thou, my son? said Haldor, regarding him with a look of ill-suppressed pride. Go to thy mothers bower, boy. What if a fox, or mayhap even a wolf, met thee on the fell?

Have I not my good bow of elm? replied Alric, touching the weapon, which, with a quiver full of arrows, was slung across his back.

Tush! boy; go pop at the squirrels till thou be grown big enough to warrant thy boasting.

Father, said Alric with a look of glee, Im sure I did not boast. I did but point to my poor weapons. Besides, I have good legs. If I cannot fight, methinks I can run.

Out upon thee

Nay, Haldor, said Ulf, interrupting the discussion, thou art too hard on the lad. Can he run well?

Ill answer for that, said Erling, laying his large hand on his brothers flaxen head. I doubt if there is a fleeter foot in all the dale.

Away then, cried Ulf, handing the token to Alric, and see that ye deserve all this praise. And now, sirs, let us fare to the hall to sup and prepare for our journey to the Springs.

The crowd at once broke up and hurried away to Ulfstede in separate groups, discussing eagerly as they went, and stepping out like men who had some pressing business on hand. Alric had already darted away like a hunted deer.

Erling turned hastily aside and went away alone. As soon as he reached a spot where the rugged nature of the ground concealed him from his late companions, he started up the valley at his utmost speed, directing his course so as to enable him to overshoot and intercept his brother. He passed a gorge ahead of the boy; and then, turning suddenly to the left, bore down upon him. So well did he calculate the distance, that on turning round the edge of a jutting cliff he met him face to face, and the two ran somewhat violently into each others arms.

On being relieved from this involuntary embrace, Alric stepped back and opened his eyes wide with surprise, while Erling roared with laughter.

Ye are merry, my brother, said Alric, relaxing into a grin, but I have seen thee often thus, and may not stop to observe thee now, seeing that it is nothing new.

Give me an arrow, thou rogue! There, said Erling, splitting the shaft into four parts, handing it back to the boy, and taking the baton from him. Get thee gone, and use thy legs well. We must not do the King the dishonour to appear before him without our weapons in these unsettled times. Let the token be sent out north, south, east, and west; and, harkee, lad, say nothing to anyone about the object of the assembly.

Alrics countenance became grave, then it again relaxed into a broad grin. Giving his brother an emphatic wink with one of his large blue eyes, he darted past him, and was soon far up the glen, running with the speed of a deer and waving the war-token over his head.




Chapter Four.

Describes Warlike Preparations, and a Norse Hall in the Olden Time  Tells also of a Surprise.

Instead of returning to Ulfstede, Erling directed his steps homeward at a brisk pace, and in a short space of time reached the door of his forge. Here he met one of his fathers thralls.

Ho! fellow, said he, is thy mistress at home?

Yes, master, she is in the hall getting supper ready against your fathers return.

Go tell her there will be no men to eat supper in the hall to-night, said Erling, unfastening the door of the forge. Say that I am in the forge, and will presently be in to speak with her. Go also to Thorer, and tell him to get the house-carles busked for war. When they are ready let him come hither to me; and, harkee, use thine utmost speed; there may be bloody work for us all to do this night before the birds are on the wing. Away!

The man turned and ran to the house, while Erling blew up the smouldering fire of the forge. Throwing off his jerkin, he rolled up his sleeves, and seizing the axe on which he had been engaged when Hilda interrupted him, he wrought so vigorously at the stubborn metal with the great forehammer that in the course of half an hour it was ready to fit on the haft. There was a bundle of hafts in a corner of the workshop. One of these, a tough thick one without knot or flaw, and about five feet long, he fitted to the iron head with great neatness and skill. The polishing of this formidable weapon he deferred to a period of greater leisure. Having completed this piece of work, Erling next turned to another corner of the forge and took up the huge two-handed sword which he had made for his friend Glumm.

The weapon was beautifully executed, and being highly polished, the blade glittered with a flashing light in the ruddy glare of the forge fire. The young giant sat down on his anvil and put a few finishing touches to the sword, regarding it the while with a grim smile, as if he speculated on the probability of his having formed a weapon wherewith his own skull was destined to be cloven asunder. While he was thus engaged his mother Herfrida entered.

The soft-eyed dame could scarcely be called a matronly personage. Having married when about sixteen, she was now just thirty-eight years of age; and though the bloom of maidenhood was gone, the beauty of a well-favoured and healthy woman still remained. She wore a cloak of rich blue wool, and under it a scarlet kirtle with a silver girdle.

How now, my son, she said; why these warlike preparations?

Because there is rumour of war; Im sure that is neither strange nor new to you, mother.

Truly no; and well do I know that where war is, there my husband and my son will be found.

Herfrida said this with a feeling of pride, for, like most of the women of that time and country, she esteemed most highly the men who were boldest and could use their weapons best.

Twere well if we were less noted in that way, and more given to peace, said Erling half-jestingly. For my own part, I have no liking for war, but you women will be for ever egging us on!

Herfrida laughed. She was well aware of what she was pleased to term her sons weakness, namely, an idea that he loved peace, while he was constantly proving to the world that he was just cut out for war. Had he ever shown a spark of cowardice she would have regarded those speeches of his with much anxiety, but as it was she only laughed at them.

Erling, my boy, she said suddenly, as her eye fell on the axe at his side, what terrible weapon is this? Surely thou must have purchased Thors hammer. Can ye wield such a thing?

I hope so, mother, said Erling curtly; if not, I shall soon be in Valhallas halls.

What are these rumours of war that are abroad just now? asked Herfrida.

Erling replied by giving his mother an account of King Haralds recent deeds, and told her of the calling of the Thing, and of the appearance of the Danish vikings off the coast.

May good spirits attend thee, my son! she said, kissing the youths forehead fervently, as a natural gush of tenderness and womanly anxiety filled her breast for a moment. But the feeling passed away as quickly as it came; for women who are born and nurtured in warlike times become accustomed and comparatively indifferent to danger, whether it threatens themselves or those most dear to them.

While mother and son were conversing, Thorer entered the smithy, bearing Erlings armour.

Are the lads all a-boun? (armed and ready) enquired Erling as he rose.

Aye, master; and I have brought your war-gear.

The man who thus spoke was Haldors chief house-carle. He was a very short and extremely powerful man of about forty-five years of age, and so sturdy and muscular as to have acquired the title of Thorer the Thick. He wore a shirt of scale armour, rather rusty, and somewhat the worse of having figured in many a tough battle by land and sea. A triangular shield hung at his back, and his headpiece was a simple peaked helmet of iron, with a prolongation in front that guarded his nose. Thorers offensive armour consisted of a short straight sword, a javelin and a bow, with a quiver of arrows.

How many men hast thou assembled, Thorer? asked Erling as he donned his armour.

Seventy-five, master; the rest are up on the fells, on what errand I know not.

Seventy-five will do. Haste thee, carle, and lead them to my longship the Swan. Methinks we will skate upon the ocean to-night. (Longships, or war-vessels, were sometimes called ocean-skates.) I will follow thee. Let every man be at his post, and quit not the shore till I come on board. Now fare away as swiftly as may be, and see that everything be done stealthily; above all, keep well out of sight of Ulfstede.

Thus admonished, Thorer quickly left the forge; and a few seconds later the clanking tread of armed men was heard as Erlings followers took their way to the fiord.

Now I will to the hall, my son, and pray that thou mayst fare well, said Herfrida, once more kissing the forehead which the youth lowered to receive the parting salute. The mother retired, and left her son standing in the forge gazing pensively at the fire, the dying flames of which shot up fitfully now and then, and gleamed on his shining mail.

If Erling the Bold was a splendid specimen of a man in his ordinary costume, when clad in the full panoply of war he was truly magnificent. The rude but not ungraceful armour of the period was admirably fitted to display to advantage the elegant proportions of his gigantic figure. A shirt or tunic of leather, covered with steel rings, hung loosely  yet, owing to its weight, closely  on his shoulders. This was gathered in at the waist by a broad leathern belt, studded with silver ornaments, from which hung a short dagger. A cross belt of somewhat similar make hung from his right shoulder, and supported a two-edged sword of immense weight, which was quite as strong, though not nearly so long, as that which he had forged for Glumm. It was intended for a single-handed weapon, though men of smaller size might have been constrained, in attempting to wield it, to make use of both hands. The youths lower limbs were clothed in closely-fitting leather leggings, and a pair of untanned leather shoes, laced with a single thong, protected his feet. On his head he wore a small skull-cap, or helmet, of burnished steel, from the top of which rose a pair of hawks wings expanded, as if in the act of flight. No gloves or gauntlets covered his hands, but on his left arm hung a large shield, shaped somewhat like an elongated heart, with a sharp point at its lower end. Its top touched his shoulder, and the lower part reached to his knee.

This shield was made of several plies of thick bull-hide, with an outer coat of iron  the whole being riveted firmly together with iron studs. It was painted pure white, without device of any kind, but there was a band of azure blue round it, near the margin  the rim itself being of polished steel. In addition to his enormous axe, sword, and dagger, Erling carried at his back a short bow and a quiver full of arrows.

The whole of this war gear bore evidence of being cherished with the utmost care and solicitude. Every ring on the tunic was polished as highly as the metal would admit of, so that the light appeared to trickle over it as its wearer moved. The helmet shone like a globe of quicksilver, and lines of light gleamed on the burnished edge of the shield, or sparkled on the ornamental points of the more precious metals with which the various parts of his armour were decorated. Above all hung a loose mantle or cloak of dark-blue cloth, which was fastened on the right shoulder with a large circular brooch of silver.

The weight of this panoply was enormous, but long habit had so inured the young Norseman to the burthen of his armour that he moved under it as lightly as if it had been no heavier than his ordinary habiliments. Indeed, so little did it impede his movements that he could spring over chasms and mountain streams almost as well with as without it; and it was one of the boasts of his admiring friends that he could leap his own height with all his war gear on!

We have already referred to Erlings partiality for the axe as an offensive weapon. This preference was in truth  strange though the assertion may appear  owing to the peculiar adaptation of that instrument to the preservation of life as well as the taking of it!

There are exceptions to all rules. The rule among the Northmen in former years was to slay and spare not. Erlings tendency, and occasionally his practice, was to spare and not to slay, if he could do so with propriety. From experience he found that, by a slight motion of his wrist, the edge of his axe could be turned aside, and the blow which was delivered by its flat side was invariably sufficient, without killing, to render the recipient utterly incapable of continuing or renewing the combat  at least for a few days. With the sword this delicate manoeuvre could not be so easily accomplished, for a blow from the flat of a sword was not sufficiently crushing, and if delivered with great force the weapon was apt to break. Besides, Erling was a blunt, downright, straightforward man, and it harmonised more with his feelings, and the energy of his character, to beat down sword and shield and headpiece with one tremendous blow, than to waste time in fencing with a lighter weapon.

Having completed his toilet and concluded his meditations  which latter filled him with much perplexity, if one might judge from the frequency with which he shook his head  Erling the Bold hung Glumms long sword at his back, laid his huge axe on his shoulder, and, emerging from the smithy, strode rapidly along the bridle path that led to the residence of Ulf of Romsdal.

Suddenly it occurred to him that he had not yet tried the temper of his new weapon, so he stopped abruptly before a small pine tree, about as thick as a mans arm. It stood on the edge of a precipice along the margin of which the track skirted. Swaying the axe once round his head, he brought it forcibly down on the stem, through which it passed as if it had been a willow wand, and the tree went crashing into the ravine below. The youth looked earnestly at his weapon, and nodded his head once or twice as if the result were satisfactory. A benignant smile played on his countenance as he replaced it on his shoulder and continued on his way.

A brisk walk of half an hour brought him to Ulfstede, where he found the men of the family making active preparations for the impending journey to the Thing. In the great hall of the house, his father held earnest discussion with Ulf. The house-carles busied themselves in burnishing their mail and sharpening their weapons, while Ada and Hilda assisted Dame Astrid, Ulfs wife, to spread the board for the evening meal.

Everything in the hall was suggestive of rude wealth and barbarous warlike times. The hall itself was unusually large  capable of feasting at least two hundred men. At one end a raised hearth sustained a fire of wood that was large enough to have roasted an ox. The smoke from this, in default of a chimney, found an exit through a hole in the roof. The rafters were, of course, smoked to a deep rich coffee colour, and from the same cause the walls also partook not a little of that hue. All round these walls hung, in great profusion, shields, spears, swords, bows, skins, horns, and such like implements and trophies of war and the chase. The centre of the hall was open, but down each side ran two long tables, which were at this time groaning with great haunches of venison, legs of mutton, and trenchers of salmon, interspersed with platters of wild fowl, and flanked by tankards and horns of mead and ale. Most of the drinking cups were of horn, but many of these were edged with a rim of silver, and, opposite the raised seats of honour, in the centre of each table, the tankards were of solid silver, richly though rudely chased  square, sturdy, and massive, like the stout warriors who were wont to quaff their foaming contents.

I tell thee, Ulf, said Haldor, thou wilt do wrong to fare to the Thing with men fully armed when the token was one of peace. The King is in no mood just now to brook opposition. If we would save our independence we must speak him smoothly.

I care not, replied Ulf gruffly; this is no time to go about unarmed.

Nay, I did not advise thee to go unarmed, but surely a short sword might suffice, and

At this moment Erling entered, and Ulf burst into a loud laugh as he interrupted his friend: Aye, a short sword  something like that, he said, pointing to the huge hilt which rose over the youths shoulder.

Hey! lad, exclaimed his father, art going to fight with an axe in one hand and a sword in the other?

The sword is for Glumm, father. I owe him one after this mornings work. Here, friend Glumm, buckle it on thy shoulder. The best wish that thou and I can exchange is, that thy sword and my axe may never kiss each other.

Truly, if they ever do, I know which will fare worst, said Haldor, taking the axe and examining it, Thou art fond of a weary arm, my lad, else ye would not have forged so weighty a weapon. Take my advice and leave it behind thee.

Come, come, interrupted Ulf; see, the tables are spread; let us use our jaws on food and drink, and not on words, for we shall need both to fit us for the work before us, and perchance we may have no longer need of either before many days go by. We can talk our fill at the Thing, an it so please us.

That will depend on the Kings pleasure, replied Haldor, laughing.

So much the more reason for taking our arms with us, in order that we may have the means of talking the Kings pleasure, retorted Ulf with a frown; but sit ye down at my right hand, Haldor, and Hilda will wait upon thee. Come, my men all  let us fall to.

It is scarcely necessary to say that this invitation was accepted with alacrity. In a few minutes about fifty pairs of jaws were actively employed in the manner which Ulf recommended.

Meanwhile Erling the Bold seated himself at the lower end of one of the tables, in such a position that he could keep his eye on the outer door, and, if need be, steal away unobserved. He calculated that his little brother must soon return from his flying journey, and he expected to hear from him some news of the vikings. In this expectation he was right; but when Alric did come, Erling saw and heard more than he looked for.

The meal was about half concluded, and Ulf was in the act of pledging, not absent, but defunct, friends, when the door opened slowly, and Alric thrust his head cautiously in. His hair, dripping and tangled, bore evidence that his head at least had been recently immersed in water.

He caught sight of Erling, and the head was at once withdrawn. Next moment Erling stood outside of the house.

How now, Alric, what has befallen thee? Hey! thou art soaking all over!

Come here; Ill show you a fellow who will tell you all about it.

In great excitement the boy seized his brothers hand and dragged rather than led him round the end of the house, where the first object that met his view was a man whose face was covered with blood, which oozed from a wound in his forehead, while the heaving of his chest, and an occasional gasp, seemed to indicate that he had run far and swiftly.




Chapter Five.

The Viking Raid  Alrics Adventure with the Dane  Erlings Cutter, and the Battle in the Pass.

Whom have we here? exclaimed Erling, looking close into the face of the wounded man. What! Swart of the Springs!

Erling said this sternly, for he had no liking for Swart, who was a notorious character, belonging to one of the neighbouring fiords  a wild reckless fellow, and, if report said truly, a thief.

That recent mischief has cost thee a cracked crown? asked Erling, a little more gently, as he observed the exhausted condition of the man.

Mischief enough, said Swart, rising from the stone on which he had seated himself, and wiping the blood, dust, and sweat from his haggard face, while his eyes gleamed like coals of fire; Skarpedin the Dane has landed in the fiord, my house is a smoking pile, my children and most of the people in the stede are burned, and the Springs run blood!

There was something terrible in the hoarse whisper in which this was hissed out between the mans teeth. Erlings tone changed instantly as he laid his hand on Swarts shoulder.

Can this be true? he answered anxiously; are we too late? are all gone?

All, answered Swart, save the few fighting men that gained the fells. The man then proceeded to give a confused and disjointed account of the raid, of which the following is the substance.

Skarpedin, a Danish viking, noted for his daring, cruelty, and success, had taken it into his head to visit the neighbourhood of Horlingdal, and repay in kind a visit which he had received in Denmark the previous summer from a party of Norsemen, on which occasion his crops had been burned, his cattle slaughtered, and his lands herried, while he chanced to be absent from home.

It must be observed that this deed of the Northmen was not deemed unusually wicked. It was their custom, and the custom also of their enemies, to go out every summer on viking cruise to plunder and ravage the coasts of Denmark, Sweden, Britain, and France, carrying off all the booty they could lay hold of, and as many prisoners as they wanted or could obtain. Then, returning home, they made slaves or thralls of their prisoners, often married the women, and spent the winter in the enjoyment of their plunder.

Among many other simple little habits peculiar to the times was that called Strandhug. It consisted in a viking, when in want of provisions, landing with his men on any coast  whether that of an enemy or a countryman  and driving as many cattle as he required to the shore, where they were immediately slaughtered and put on board without leave asked or received!

Skarpedin was influenced both by cupidity and revenge. Swart had been one of the chief leaders of the expedition which had done him so much damage. To the Springs therefore he directed his course with six longships, or ships of war, and about five hundred men.

In the afternoon of a calm day he reached the fiord at the head of which were the Springs and Swarts dwelling. There was a small hamlet at the place, and upon this the vikings descended. So prompt and silent were they, that the men of the place had barely time to seize their arms and defend their homes. They fought like lions, for well they knew that there was no hope of mercy if they should be beaten. But the odds against them were overwhelming. They fell in heaps, with many of their foes underneath them. The few who remained to the last retreated fighting, step by step, each man towards his own dwelling, where he fell dead on its threshold. Swart himself, with a few of the bravest, had driven back that part of the enemys line which they attacked. Thus they were separated for a time from their less successful comrades, and it was not till the smoke of their burning homesteads rose up in dense clouds that they became aware of the true state of the fight. At once they turned and ran to the rescue of their families, but their retreat was cut off by a party of the enemy, and the roar of the conflagration told them that they were too late. They drew together, therefore, and, making a last desperate onset, hewed their way right through the ranks of their enemies, and made for the mountains. All were more or less wounded in the mêlée, and only one or two succeeded in effecting their escape. Swart dashed past his own dwelling in his flight, and found it already down on the ground in a blazing ruin. He killed several of the men who were about it, and then, bounding up the mountain side, sought refuge in a ravine.

Here he lay down to rest a few moments. During the brief period of his stay he saw several of his captured friends have their hands and feet chopped off by the marauders, while a terrible shriek that arose once or twice told him all too plainly that on a few of them had been perpetrated the not uncommon cruelty of putting out the eyes.

Swart did not remain many moments inactive. He descended by a circuitous path to the shore, and, keeping carefully out of sight, set off in the direction of Horlingdal. The distance between the two places was little more than nine or ten miles, but being separated from each other by a ridge of almost inaccessible mountains, that rose to a height of above five thousand feet, neither sight nor sound of the terrible tragedy enacted at the Springs could reach the eyes or ears of the inhabitants of Ulfstede. Swart ran round by the coast, and made such good use of his legs that he reached the valley in little more than an hour. Before arriving at Ulfstede his attention was attracted and his step arrested by the sight of a warship creeping along the fiord close under the shadow of the precipitous cliffs. He at once conjectured that this was one of the Danish vessels which had been dispatched to reconnoitre Horlingdal. He knew by its small size (having only about twenty oars) that it could not be there for the purpose of attack. He crouched, therefore, among the rocks to escape observation.

Now, it happened at this very time that Erlings brother Alric, having executed his commission by handing the war-token to the next messenger, whose duty it was to pass it on, came whistling gaily down a neighbouring gorge, slashing the bushes as he went with a stout stick, which in the lads eyes represented the broadsword or battle-axe he hoped one day to wield, in similar fashion, on the heads of his foes. Those who knew Erling well could have traced his likeness in every act and gesture of the boy. The vikings happened to observe Alric before he saw them, as was not to be wondered at, considering the noise he made. They therefore rowed close in to the rocks, and their leader, a stout red-haired fellow, leaped on shore, ascended the cliffs by a narrow ledge or natural footpath, and came to a spot which overhung the sea, and round which the boy must needs pass. Here the man paused, and leaning on the haft of his battle-axe, awaited his coming up.

It is no disparagement to Alric to say that, when he found himself suddenly face to face with this man, his mouth opened as wide as did his eyes, that the colour fled from his cheeks, that his heart fluttered like a bird in a cage, and that his lips and tongue became uncommonly dry! Well did the little fellow know that one of the Danish vikings was before him, for many a time had he heard the men in Haldorstede describe their dress and arms minutely; and well did he know also that mercy was only to be purchased at the price of becoming an informer as to the state of affairs in Horlingdal  perhaps a guide to his fathers house. Besides this, Alric had never up to that time beheld a real foe, even at a distance! He would have been more than mortal, therefore, had he shown no sign of trepidation.

Thou art light of heart, lad, said the Dane with a grim smile.

Alric would perhaps have replied that his heart was the reverse of light at that moment, but his tongue refused to fulfil its office, so he sighed deeply, and tried to lick his parched lips instead.

Thou art on thy way to Ulfstede or Haldorstede, I suppose? said the man.

Alric nodded by way of reply.

To which? demanded the Dane sternly.

Tto  to Ulf

Ha! interrupted the man. I see. I am in want of a guide thither. Wilt guide me, lad?

At this the truant blood rushed back to Alrics cheeks. He attempted to say no, and to shake his head, but the tongue was still rebellious, and the head would not move  at least not in that way  so the poor boy glanced slightly aside, as if meditating flight. The Dane, without altering his position, just moved his foot on the stones, which act had the effect of causing the boys eyes to turn full on him again with that species of activity which cats are wont to display when expecting an immediate assault.

Escape is impossible, said the Dane, with another grim smile.

Alric glanced at the precipice on his left, full thirty feet deep, with the sea below; at the precipice on his right, which rose an unknown height above; at the steep rugged path behind, and at the wild rugged man in front, who could have clutched him with one bound; and admitted in his heart that escape was impossible.

Now, lad, continued the viking, thou wilt go with me and point out the way to Ulfstede and Haldorstede; if not with a good will, torture shall cause thee to do it against thy will; and after we have plundered and burnt both, we will give thee a cruise to Denmark, and teach thee the use of the pitchfork and reaping-hook.

This remark touched a chord in Alrics breast which at once turned his thoughts from himself, and allowed his native courage to rise. During the foregoing dialogue his left hand had been nervously twitching the little elm bow which it carried. It now grasped the bow firmly as he replied:

Ulfstede and Haldorstede may burn, but thou shalt not live to see it.

With that he plucked an arrow from his quiver, fitted it to the string, and discharged it full at the Danes throat. Quick as thought the man of war sprang aside, but the shaft had been well and quickly aimed. It passed through his neck between the skin and the flesh.

A cry of anger burst from him as he leaped on the boy and caught him by the throat. He hastily felt for the hilt of his dagger, and in the heat of his rage would assuredly have ended the career of poor Alric then and there; but, missing the hilt at the first grasp, he suddenly changed his mind, lifted the boy as if he had been a little dog, and flung him over the precipice into the sea.

A fall of thirty feet, even though water should be the recipient of the shock, is not a trifle by any means, but Alric was one of those vigorous little fellows  of whom there are fortunately many in this world  who train themselves to feats of strength and daring. Many a time had he, when bathing, leaped off that identical cliff into the sea for his own amusement, and to the admiration and envy of many of his companions, and, now that he felt himself tumbling in the air against his will, the sensation, although modified, was nothing new. He straightened himself out after the manner of a bad child that does not wish to sit on nurses knee, and went into the blue fiord, head foremost, like a javelin.

He struck the water close to the vessel of his enemies, and on rising to the surface one of them made a plunge at him with an oar, which, had it taken effect, would have killed him on the spot; but he missed his aim, and before he could repeat it, the boy had dived.

The Dane was sensible of his error the instant he had tossed Alric away from him, so he hastened to his boat, leaped into it, and ordered the men to pull to the rocks near to which Alric had dived; but before they could obey the order a loud ringing cheer burst from the cliffs, and in another moment the form of Swart was seen on a ledge, high above, in the act of hurling a huge mass of rock down on the boat. The mass struck the cliff in its descent, burst into fragments, and fell in a shower upon the Danes.

At the same time Swart waved his hand as if to someone behind him, and shouted with stentorian voice:

This way, men! Come on! Down into the boats and give chase! huzza!

The enemy did not await the result of the order, but pulled out into the fiord as fast as possible, while Swart ran down to the edge of the water and assisted Alric to land. It was not until they heard both man and boy utter a cheer of defiance, and burst into a fit of laughter, and saw them hastening at full speed towards Horlingdal, that the vikings knew they had been duped. It was too late, however, to remedy the evil. They knew, also, that they might now expect an immediate attack, so, bending to the oars with all their might, they hastened off to warn their comrades at the Springs.

Now, Swart, said Erling, after hearing this tale to its conclusion, if ye are not too much exhausted to

Exhausted! cried Swart, springing up as though he had but risen from a refreshing slumber.

Well, I see thou art still fit for the fight. Revenge, like love, is a powerful stirrer of the blood. Come along then; I will lead the way, and do thou tread softly and keep silence. Follow us, Alric, I have yet more work for thee, lad.

Taking one of the numerous narrow paths that ran from Ulfstede to the shores of the fiord, Erling led his companions to a grassy mound which crowned the top of a beetling cliff whose base was laved by deep water. Although the night was young  probably two hours short of midnight  the sun was still high in the heavens, for in most parts of Norway that luminary, during the height of summer, sinks but a short way below the horizon  they have daylight all night for some time. In the higher latitudes the sun, for a brief period, shines all the twenty-four hours round. Erling could therefore see far and wide over the fiord, as well as if it were the hour of noon.

Nothing in sight! he exclaimed in a tone of chagrin. I was a fool to let thee talk so long, Swart; but there is still a chance of catching the boat before it rounds the ness. Come along.

Saying this hurriedly, the youth descended into what appeared to be a hole in the ground. A rude zigzag stair cut in the rock conducted them into a subterranean cavern, which at first seemed to be perfectly dark; but in a few seconds their eyes became accustomed to the dim light, and as they advanced rapidly over a bed of pebbles, Swart, who had never been there before, discovered that he was in an ocean-made cave, for the sound of breaking ripples fell softly on his ears. On turning round a corner of rock the opening of the cave towards the sea suddenly appeared with a dazzling light like a great white gem.

But another beautiful sight met his astonished gaze. This was Erlings ship of war, the Swan, which, with its figurehead erect, as though it were a living thing, sat gracefully on the water, above its own reflected image.

All ready? asked Erling, as a man stepped up to him.

All ready, replied Thorer.

Get on board, Swart, said Erling; we will teach these Danes a lesson they will not forget as long as the Springs flow. Here, Alric  where are ye, lad?

Now, unfortunately for himself, as well as for his friend, Alric was almost too self-reliant in his nature. His active mind was too apt to exert itself in independent thought in circumstances where it would have been wiser to listen and obey. Erling had turned with the intention of telling his little brother that he had started thus quietly in order that he might have the pleasure of capturing the scouting boat, and of beginning the fight at the Springs with a small band of tried men, thus keeping the enemy in play until reinforcements should arrive; for he shrewdly suspected that if the whole valley were to go out at once against the vikings, they would decline the combat and make off. He had intended, therefore, to have warned Alric to watch the Swan past a certain point before sounding the alarm at Ulfstede. But Alric had already formed his own opinions on the subject, and resolved to act on them.

He suspected that Erling, in his thirst for glory, meant to have all the fun to himself, and to attack the Danes with his single boats crew of fifty or sixty men. He knew enough of war to be aware that sixty men against six hundred would have very small chance of success  in fact, that the thing was sheer madness  so he resolved to balk, and by so doing to save, his headstrong brother.

When Erling turned, as we have said, he beheld Alric running into the cave at full speed. Instantly suspecting the truth, he dashed after him, but the boy was fleet, and Erling was heavily armed. The result was, that the former escaped, while the latter returned to the beach and embarked in the Swan in a most unenviable state of mind.

Erlings longship was one of the smaller-sized war vessels of the period. It pulled twenty oars  ten on each side  and belonged to the class named Snekiars, or cutters, which usually had from ten to twenty rowers on a side. To each oar three men were apportioned  one to row, one to shield the rower, and one to throw missiles and fight, so that her crew numbered over sixty men. The forecastle and poop were very high, and the appearance of height was still further increased by the figurehead  the neck and head of a swan  and by a tail that rose from the stern-post, over the steersmans head. Both head and tail were richly gilt; indeed, the whole vessel was gaudily painted. All round the gunwales, from stem to stern, hung a row of shining red and white shields, which resembled the scaly sides of some fabulous creature, so that when the oars, which gave it motion, and not inaptly represented legs, were dipped, the vessel glided swiftly out of the cavern, like some antediluvian monster issuing from its den and crawling away over the dark blue sea. A tall heavy mast rose from the centre of the ship. Its top was also gilded, as well as the tips of the heavy yard attached to it. On this they hoisted a huge square sail, which was composed of alternate stripes of red, white, and blue cloth.

It need scarcely be said that Erlings crew pulled with a will, and that the waters of the fiord curled white upon the breast of the Swan that night; but the vikings boat had got too long a start of them, so that, when they doubled the ness and pulled towards the Springs, they discovered the enemy hurrying into their ships and preparing to push off from the land.

Now, this did not fall in with Erlings purpose at all, for he was well aware that his little Swan could do nothing against such an overwhelming force, so he directed his course towards the mouth of a small stream, beside which there was a spit of sand, and, just behind it, a piece of level land, of a few acres in extent, covered with short grass. The river was deep at its mouth. About a hundred yards upstream it flowed out of a rugged pass in the mountains or cliffs which hemmed in the fiord. Into this dark spot the Northman rowed his vessel and landed with his men.

The vikings were much surprised at this manoeuvre, and seemed at a loss how to act, for they immediately ceased their hurried embarkation and held a consultation.

Methinks they are mad, said Skarpedin, on witnessing the movements of the Swan. But we will give them occasion to make use of all the spirit that is in them. I had thought there were more men in the dale, but if they be few they seem to be bold. They have wisely chosen their ground. Rocks, however, will not avail them against a host like ours. Methinks some of us will be in Valhalla to-night.

Saying this Skarpedin drew up his men in order of battle on the little plain before referred to, and advanced to the attack. Erling, on the other hand, posted his men among the rocks in such a way that they could command the approach to the pass, which their leader with a few picked men defended.

On perceiving the intention of the Danes to attack him, Erlings heart was glad, because he now felt sure that to some extent he had them in his power. If they had, on his first appearance, taken to their ships, they might have easily escaped, or some of the smaller vessels might have pulled up the river and attacked his ship, which, in that case, would have had to meet them on unequal terms; but, now that they were about to attack him on land, he knew that he could keep them in play as long as he pleased, and that if they should, on the appearance of reinforcements, again make for their ships, he could effectively harass them, and retard their embarkation.

Meditating on these things the young Norseman stood in front of his men leaning on his battle-axe, and calmly surveying the approaching foe until they were within a few yards of him.

Thorer, he said at length, raising his weapon slowly to his shoulder, take thou the man with the black beard, and leave yonder fellow with the red hair to me.

Thorer drew his sword and glanced along its bright blade without replying. Indeed, there was scarce time for reply. Next moment the combatants uttered a loud shout and met with a dire crash. For some time the clash of steel, the yells of maddened men, the shrieks of the wounded, and the wails of the dying, resounded in horrible commotion among the echoing cliffs. The wisdom of Erlings tactics soon became apparent. It was not until the onset was made, and the battle fairly begun, that the men whom he had placed among the rocks above the approach to the pass began to act. These now sent down such a shower of huge stones and masses of rock that many of the foe were killed, and by degrees a gap was made, so that those who were on the plain dared not advance to the succour of those who were fighting in the pass.

Seeing this, Erling uttered his war-cry, and, collecting his men together, acted on the offensive. Wherever his battle-axe swung, or Thorers sword gleamed, there men fell, and others gave way, till at last they were driven completely out of the pass and partly across the plain. Erling took care, however, not to advance too far, although Skarpedin, by retreating, endeavoured to entice him to do so; but drew off his men by sound of horn, and returned to his old position  one man only having been killed and a few wounded.

Skarpedin now held a council of war with his chiefs, and from the length of time they were about it, Erling was led to suspect that they did not intend to renew the attack at the same point or in the same manner. He therefore sent men to points of vantage on the cliffs to observe the more distant movements of the enemy, while he remained to guard the pass, and often gazed anxiously towards the ness, round which he expected every minute to see sweeping the longships of Ulf and his father.




Chapter Six.

Evening in the Hall  The Scald tells of Gundalfs Wooing  The Feast Interrupted and the War Clouds Thicken.

It is necessary now that we should turn backwards a little in our story, to that point where Erling left the hall at Ulfstede to listen to the sad tale of Swart.

Ulf and his friends, not dreaming of the troubles that were hanging over them, continued to enjoy their evening meal and listen to the songs and stories of the Scald, or to comment upon the doings of King Harald Haarfager, and the prospects of good or evil to Norway that were likely to result therefrom.

At the point where we return to the hall, Ulf wore a very clouded brow as he sat with compressed lips beside his principal guest. He grasped the arm of his rude chair with his left hand, while his right held a large and massive silver tankard. Haldor, on the other hand, was all smiles and good humour. He appeared to have been attempting to soothe the spirit of his fiery neighbour.

I tell thee, Ulf, that I have as little desire to see King Harald succeed in subduing all Norway as thou hast, but in this world wise men will act not according to what they wish so much, as according to what is best. Already the King has won over or conquered most of the small kings, and it seems to me that the rest will have to follow, whether they like it or no. Common sense teaches submission where conquest cannot be.

And does not patriotism teach that men may die? said Ulf sternly.

Aye, when by warring with that end in view anything is to be gained for ones country; but where the result would be, first, the embroiling of ones district in prolonged bloody and hopeless warfare, and, after that, the depriving ones family of its head and of the Kings favour, patriotism says that to die would be folly, not wisdom.

Tush, man; folk will learn to call thee Haldor the Mild. Surely years are telling on thee. Was there ever anything in this world worth having gained without a struggle?

Thou knowest, Ulf, that I am not wont to be far from the front wherever or whenever a struggle is thought needful, but I doubt the propriety of it in the present case. The subject, however, is open to discussion. The question is, whether it would be better for Norway that the kings of Horlingdal should submit to the conqueror for the sake of the general good, or buckle on the sword in the hope of retrieving what is lost. Peace or war  that is the question.

I say war! cried Ulf, striking the board so violently with his clenched fist that the tankards and platters leaped and rang again.

At this a murmur of applause ran round the benches of the friends and housemen.

The young blades are ever ready to huzza over their drink at the thought of fighting; but methinks it will not strengthen thy cause much, friend Ulf, thus to frighten the women and spill the ale.

Ulf turned round with a momentary look of anger at this speech. The man who uttered it was a splendid specimen of a veteran warrior. His forehead was quite bald, but from the sides and back of his head flowed a mass of luxuriant silky hair which was white as the driven snow. His features were eminently firm and masculine, and there was a hearty good-humoured expression about the mouth, and a genial twinkle in his eyes, especially in the wrinkled corners thereof, that rendered the stout old man irresistibly attractive. His voice was particularly rich, deep, and mellow, like that of a youth, and although his bulky frame stooped a little from age, there was enough of his youthful vigour left to render him a formidable foe, as many a poor fellow had learned to his cost even in days but recently gone by. He was an uncle of Ulf, and on a visit to the stede at that time. The frown fled from Ulfs brow as he looked in the old mans ruddy and jovial countenance.

Thanks, Guttorm, said he, seizing his tankard, thanks for reminding me that grey hairs are beginning to sprinkle my beard; come, let us drink success to the right, confusion to the wrong! thou canst not refuse that, Haldor.

Nay, said Haldor, laughing; nor will I refuse to fight in thy cause and by thy side, be it right or wrong, when the Thing decides for war.

Well said, friend! but come, drink deeper. Why, I have taken thee down three pegs already! said Ulf, glancing into Haldors tankard. Ho! Hilda; fetch hither more ale, lass, and fill  fill to the brim. The toast was drunk with right good will by all  from Ulf down to the youngest house-carle at the lowest end of the great hall.

And now, Guttorm, continued Ulf, turning to the bluff old warrior, since thou hast shown thy readiness to rebuke, let us see thy willingness to entertain. Sing us a stave or tell us a saga, kinsman, as well thou knowest how, being gifted with more than a fair share of the scalds craft.

The applause with which this proposal was received by the guests and house-carles who crowded the hall from end to end proved that they were aware of Guttorms gifts, and would gladly hear him. Like a sensible man he complied at once, without affecting that air of false diffidence which is so common among modern songsters and story-tellers.

I will tell you, said the old man  having previously wet his lips at a silver tankard, which was as bluff and genuine as himself of King Gundalfs wooing. Many years have gone by since I followed him on viking cruise, and Gundalf himself has long been feasting in Odins hall. I was a beardless youth when I joined him. King Gundalf of Orkedal was a goodly man, stout and brisk, and very strong. He could leap on his horse without touching stirrup with all his war gear on; he could fight as well with his left hand as with his right, and his battle-axe bit so deep that none who once felt its edge lived to tell of its weight. He might well be called a Sea-king, for he seldom slept under a sooty roof timber. Withal he was very affable to his men, open-hearted, and an extremely handsome man.

One summer he ordered us to get ready to go on viking cruise. When we were all a-boun we set sail with five longships and about four hundred men, and fared away to Denmark, where we forayed and fought a great battle with the inhabitants. King Gundalf gained the victory, plundered, wasted, and burned far and wide in the land, and made enormous booty. He returned with this to Orkedal. Here he found his wife at the point of death, and soon after she died. Gundalf felt his loss so much that he had no pleasure in Raumsdal after that. He therefore took to his ships and went again a-plundering. We herried first in Friesland, next in Saxland, and then all the way to Flanders; so sings Halfred the scald:  

Gundalfs axe of shining steel

For the sly wolf left many a meal.

The ill-shaped Saxon corpses lay

Heapd up  the witch-wifes horses prey.

She rides by night, at pools of blood,

Where Friesland men in daylight stood,

Her horses slake their thirst, and fly

On to the field where Flemings lie.

(Note. Ravens were the witch-wifes horses.)

The old warrior half recited half sang these lines in a rich full voice, and then paused a few seconds, while a slight murmur arose from the earnest listeners around him.

Thereafter, resumed Guttorm, we sailed to England, and ravaged far and wide in the land. We sailed all the way north to Northumberland, where we plundered, and thence to Scotland, where we marauded far and wide. Then we went to the Hebrides and fought some battles, and after that south to Man, which we herried. We ravaged far around in Ireland, and steered thence to Bretland, which we laid waste with fire and sword  also the district of Cumberland. Then we went to Valland, (the west coast of France) from which we fared away for the south coast of England, but missed it and made the Scilly Isles. After that we went to Ireland again, and came to a harbour, into which we ran  but in a friendly way, for we had as much plunder as our ships could carry.

Now, while we were there, a summons to a Thing went through the country, and when the Thing was assembled, a queen called Gyda came to it. She was a sister of Olaf Quarram, who was King of Dublin. Gyda was very wealthy, and her husband had died that year. In the territory there was a man called Alfin, who was a great champion and single-combat man. He had paid his addresses to Gyda, but she gave for answer that she would choose a husband for herself; and on that account the Thing was assembled, that she might choose a husband. Alfin came there dressed out in his best clothes, and there were many well-dressed men at the meeting. Gundalf and some of his men had gone there also, out of curiosity, but we had on our bad-weather clothes, and Gundalf wore a coarse over-garment. We stood apart from the rest of the crowd, Gyda went round and looked at each, to see if any appeared to her a suitable man. Now when she came to where we were standing, she passed most of us by with a glance; but when she passed me, I noticed that she turned half round and gave me another look, which I have always held was a proof of her good judgment. However, Gyda passed on, and when she came to King Gundalf she stopped, looked at him straight in the face, and asked what sort of a man he was.

He said, I am called Gundalf, and am a stranger here!

Gyda replies, Wilt thou have me if I choose thee? He answered, I will not say No to that; then he asked her what her name was, and her family and descent.

I am called Gyda, said she, and am daughter of the King of Ireland, and was married in this country to an earl who ruled over this district. Since his death I have ruled over it, and many have courted me, but none to whom I would choose to be married.

She was a young and handsome woman. They afterwards talked over the matter together and agreed, and so Gundalf and Gyda were betrothed.

Alfin was very ill pleased with this. It was the custom there, as it is sometimes here, if two strove for anything, to settle the matter by holm-gang. (Note: or single combat: so called because the combatants in Norway went to a holm, or uninhabited isle, to fight.) And now Alfin challenged Gundalf to fight about this business. The time and place of combat were settled, and it was fixed that each should have twelve men. I was one of the twelve on our side. When we met, Gundalf told us to do exactly as we saw him do. He had a large axe, and went in advance of us, and when Alfin made a desperate cut at him with his sword, he hewed away the sword out of his hand, and with the next blow hit Alfin on the crown with the flat of his axe and felled him. We all met next moment, and each man did his best; but it was hard work, for the Irishmen fought well, and two of them cut down two of our men, but one of these I knocked down, and Gundalf felled the other. Then we bound them all fast, and carried them to Gundalfs lodging. But Gundalf did not wish to take Alfins life. He ordered him to quit the country and never again to appear in it, and he took all his property. In this way Gundalf got Gyda in marriage, and he lived sometimes in England and sometimes in Ireland. Thikskul the scald says in regard to this:  

King Gundalf wood Queen Gyda fair,

With whom no woman could compare,

And won her, too, with all her lands,

By force of looks and might of hands

From Irelands green and lovely isle

He carried off the Queen in style.

He made proud Alfins weapon dull,

And flattened down his stupid skull  

This did the bold King Gundalf do

When he went oer the sea to woo.

The wholesale robbery and murder which was thus related by the old Norse viking appeared quite a natural and proper state of things in the eyes of all save two of those assembled in the hall, and the saga was consequently concluded amid resounding applause. It is to be presumed that, never having seen or heard of any other course of life, and having always been taught that such doings were quite in accordance with the laws of the land, the consciences of the Northmen did not trouble them. At all events, while we do not for a moment pretend to justify their doings, we think it right to point out that there must necessarily have been a wide difference between their spirits and feelings, and the spirits and feelings of modern pirates, who know that they are deliberately setting at defiance the laws of both God and man.

It has been said there were two in the hall at Ulfstede who did not sympathise with the tale of the old warrior. The reader will scarce require to be told that one of these was Hilda the Sunbeam. The other was Christian the hermit. The old man, although an occasional visitor at the stede, never made his appearance at meal-times, much less at the nightly revels which were held there; but on that day he had arrived with important news, just as Guttorm began his story, and would have unceremoniously interrupted it had not one of the young house-carles, who did not wish to lose the treat, detained him forcibly at the lower end of the hall until it was ended. The moment he was released the hermit advanced hastily, and told Ulf that from the door of his hut on the cliff he had observed bands of men hastening in all directions down the dale.

Thy news, old man, is no news, said Ulf; the token for a Thing has been sent out, and it is natural that the bonders should obey the summons. We expect them. But come, it is not often thou favourest us with thy company. Sit down by me, and take a horn of mead.

The hermit shook his head.

I never taste strong liquor. Its tendency is to make wise men foolish, he said.

Nay, then, thou wilt not refuse to eat. Here, Hilda, fetch thy friend a platter.

I thank thee, but, having already supped, I need no more food. I came but to bring what I deemed news.

Thou art churlish, old man, exclaimed Ulf angrily; sit down and drink, else

Come, come, interrupted Haldor, laying his hand on Ulfs arm, Let the old man be; he seems to think that he has something worth hearing to tell of; let him have his say out in peace.

Go on, said Ulf gruffly.

Was the token sent out a baton or a split arrow? asked the hermit.

A baton, said Ulf.

Then why, rejoined the other, do men come to a peaceful Thing with all their war gear on?

What say ye? are they armed? exclaimed Ulf, starting up. This must be looked to. Ho! my carles all, to arms

At that moment there was a bustle at the lower end of the hall, and Alric was seen forcing his way towards Ulfs high seat.

Father, he said eagerly, addressing Haldor, short is the hour for acting, and long the hour for feasting.

Haldor cast his eyes upon his son and said  

What now is in the way?

The Danes, said Alric, are on the fiord  more than six hundred men. Skarpedin leads them. One of them pitched me into the sea, but I marked his neck to keep myself in his memory! They have plundered and burnt at the Springs, and Erling has gone away to attack them all by himself, with only sixty house-carles. You will have to be quick, father.

Quick, truly, said Haldor, with a grim smile, as he drew tight the buckle of his sword-belt.

Aye, said Ulf, with six hundred Danes on the fiord, and armed men descending the vale, methinks

Oh! I can explain that cried Alric, with an arch smile; Erling made me change the baton for the split arrow when I was sent round with the token.

That is good luck, said Haldor, while Ulfs brow cleared a little as he busked himself for the fight; we shall need all our force.

Aye, and all our time too, said Guttorm Stoutheart, as he put on his armour with the cheerful air of a man who dons his wedding dress. Come, my merry men all. Lucky it is that my longships are at hand just now ready loaded with stones:  

O! a gallant sight it is to me,

The warships darting oer the sea,

A pleasant sound it is to hear

The war trump ringing loud and clear.

Ulf and his friends and house-carles were soon ready to embark, for in those days the Norseman kept his weapons ready to his hands, being accustomed to sudden assaults and frequent alarms. They streamed out of the hall, and while some collected stones, to be used as missiles, others ran down to the shore to launch the ships. Meanwhile Ulf, Haldor, Guttorm, and other chief men held a rapid consultation, as they stood and watched the assembling of the men of the district.

It was evident that the split arrow had done its duty. From the grassy mound on which they stood could be seen, on the one hand, the dark recesses of Horlingdal, which were lost in the mists of distance among the glaciers on the fells; and, on the other hand, the blue fiord with branching inlets and numerous holms, while the skerries of the coast filled up the background  looming faint and far off on the distant sea. In whatever direction the eye was turned armed men were seen. From every distant gorge and valley on the fells they issued, singly, or in twos and threes. As they descended the dale they formed into groups and larger bands; and when they gained the more level grounds around Haldorstede, the heavy tread of their hastening footsteps could be distinctly heard, while the sun  for although near midnight now it was still above the horizon  flashed from hundreds of javelins, spears, swords, and bills, glittered on steel headpieces and the rims of shields, or trickled fitfully on suits of scale armour and shirts of ring mail. On the fiord, boats came shooting forth from every inlet or creek, making their appearance from the base of precipitous cliffs or dark-mouthed caves as if the very mountains were bringing forth warriors to aid in repelling the foe. These were more sombre than those on the fells, because the sun had set to them by reason of the towering hills, and the fiord was shrouded in deepest gloom. But all in the approaching host  on water and land  were armed from head to foot, and all converged towards Ulfstede.

When they were all assembled they numbered five hundred fighting men  and a stouter or more valiant band never went forth to war. Six longships were sufficient to embark them. Three of these were of the largest size  having thirty oars on each side, and carrying a hundred men. One of them belonged to Haldor, one to Ulf, and one  besides several smaller ships  to Guttorm, who chanced to be on viking cruise at the time he had turned aside to visit his kinsman. The warlike old man could scarce conceal his satisfaction at his unexpected good fortune in being so opportunely at hand when hard blows were likely to be going! Two of the other ships were cutters, similar to Erlings Swan, and carrying sixty men each, and one was a little larger, holding about eighty men. It belonged to Glumm the Gruff; whose gruffness, however, had abated considerably, now that there was a prospect of what we moderns would call letting the steam off in a vigorous manner.

Soon the oars were dipped in the fiord, and the sails were set, for a light favourable wind was blowing. In a short time the fleet rounded the ness, and came in sight of the ground where Erling and Skarpedin were preparing to renew the combat.




Chapter Seven.

The Tale Returns to the Springs  Describes a Great Land Fight, and Tells of a Peculiar Style of Extending Mercy to the Vanquished.

In a previous chapter we left Skarpedin discussing with his chiefs the best mode of attacking the small band of his opponents in the pass of the Springs. They had just come to a decision, and were about to act on it, when they suddenly beheld six warships sweeping round the ness.

Now will we have to change our plans, said Skarpedin.

Thorvold agreed with this, and counselled getting on board their ships and meeting the enemy on the water; but the other objected, because he knew that while his men were in the act of embarking, Erling would sally forth and kill many of them before they could get away.

Methinks, said he, I will take forty of my best men, and try to entice that fox out of his hole, before he has time to see the ships.

Grief only will come of that, says Thorvold.

Skarpedin did not reply, but choosing forty of his stoutest carles he went to the pass and defied Erling to come out and fight.

Now here am I, Erling, with forty men. Wilt thou come forth? or is thy title of Bold ill bestowed, seeing thou hast more men than I?

Ill should I deserve the title, replies Erling, if I were to meet thee with superior force.

With that he chose thirty men, and, running down to the plain, gave the assault so fiercely that men fell fast on every side, and the Danes gave back a little. When they saw this, and that Erling and Thorer hewed men down wherever they went, the Danes made a shield circle round Skarpedin, as was the custom when kings went into battle; because they knew that if he fell there would be no one so worthy to guide them in the fight with the approaching longships. Thus they retreated, fighting. When Erling and his men had gone far enough, they returned to the pass, and cheered loudly as they went, both because of the joy of victory, and because they saw the warships of their friends coming into the bay.

King Haldor and his companions at once ran their ships on the beach near the mouth of the river, and, landing, drew them up, intending to fight on shore. Skarpedin did not try to prevent this, for he was a bold man, and thought that with so large a force he could well manage to beat the Northmen, if they would fight on level ground. He therefore drew up his men in order of battle at one end of the plain, and Haldor the Fierce, to whom was assigned the chief command, drew up the Northmen at the other end. Erling joined them with his band, and then it was seen that the two armies were not equal  that of the Northmen being a little smaller than the other.

Then Haldor said, Let us draw up in a long line that they may not turn our flanks, as they have most men.

This was done, and Haldor advanced into the plain and set up his banner. The Danes in like manner advanced and planted their banner, and both armies rushed to the attack, which was very sharp and bloody. Wherever the battle raged most fiercely there King Haldor and Erling were seen, for they were taller by half a head than most other men. Being clothed alike in almost every respect, they looked more like brothers than father and son. Each wore a gilt helmet, and carried a long shield, the centre of which was painted white, but round the edge was a rim of burnished steel. Each had a sword by his side, and carried a javelin to throw, but both depended chiefly on their favourite weapon, the battle-axe, for, being unusually strong, they knew that few men could withstand the weight of a blow from that. The defensive armour of father and son was also the same  a shirt of leather, sewed all over with small steel rings. Their legs were clothed in armour of the same kind, and a mantle of cloth hung from the shoulders of each.

Most of the chief men on both sides were armed in a similar way, though not quite so richly, and with various modifications; for instance, the helmet of Thorvold was of plain steel, and for ornament had the tail of the ptarmigan as its crest. Skarpedins, on the other hand, was quite plain, but partly gilded; his armour was of pieces of steel like fish scales sewed on a leathern shirt, and over his shoulders he wore as a mantle the skin of a wolf. His chief weapon was a bill  a sort of hook or short scythe fixed to a pole, and it was very deadly in his hands. Most of the carles and thralls were content to wear thick shirts of wolf and other skins, which were found to offer good resistance to a sword-cut, and some of them had portions of armour of various kinds. Their arms were spears, bows, arrows with stone heads, javelins, swords, bills, and battle-axes and shields.

When both lines met there was a hard fight. The combatants first threw their spears and javelins, and then drew their swords and went at each other in the greatest fury. In the centre Haldor and Erling went together in advance of their banner, cutting down on both sides of them. Old Guttorm Stoutheart went in advance of the right wing, also hewing down right and left. With him went Kettle Flatnose, for that ambitious thrall could not be made to remember his position, and was always putting himself in front of his betters in war; yet it is due to him to say that he kept modestly in the background in time of peace. To these was opposed Thorvold, with many of the stoutest men among the Danes.

Now, old Guttorm and Kettle pressed on so hard that they were almost separated from their men; and while Guttorm was engaged with a very tall and strong man, whom he had wounded severely more than once, another stout fellow came between him and Kettle, and made a cut at him with his sword. Guttorm did not observe him, and it seemed as if the old Stoutheart should get his death-wound there; but the thrall chanced to see what was going on. He fought with a sort of hook, like a reaping-hook, fixed at the end of a spear handle, with the cutting edge inside. The men of Horlingdal used to laugh at Kettle because of his fondness for this weapon, which was one of his own contriving; but when they did so, he was wont to reply that it was better than most other weapons, because it could not only make his friends laugh, but his enemies cry!

With this hook the thrall made a quick blow at the Dane; the point of it went down through his helmet into his brain, and that was his deathblow.

Well done, Kettle! cried old Guttorm, who had just cleft the skull of his opponent with his sword.

At this Thorvold ran forward and said:

Well done it may be, but well had it been for the doer had it not been done. Come on, thou flatnose!

Now, thou must be a remarkably clever man, retorted Kettle, with much of that rich tone of voice which, many centuries later, came to be known as the Irish brogue, for it is plain ye know my name without being told it!

So saying, with a sudden quick movement he got his hook round Thorvolds neck.

That is an ugly grip, said Thorvold, making a fierce cut at the haft with his sword; but Kettle pulled the hook to him, and with it came the head, and that was Thorvolds end.

While this was going on at the right wing, the left wing was led by Ulf of Romsdal and Glumm the Gruff; but Ulfs men were not so good as Haldors men, for he was not so wise a man as Haldor, and did not manage his house so well.

It was a common saying among the people of Horlingdal that Haldor had under him the most valiant men in Norway  and as the master was, so were the men. Haldor never went to sea with less than a fully-manned ship of thirty benches of rowers, and had other large vessels and men to man them as well. One of his ships had thirty-two benches of rowers, and could carry at least two hundred men. He had always at home on his farm thirty slaves or thralls, besides other serving people, and about two hundred house-carles. He used to give his thralls a certain days work; but after it was done he gave them leave and leisure to work in the twilight and at night for themselves. He gave them arable land to sow corn in, and let them apply their crops to their own use. He fixed a certain quantity of work, by the doing of which his slaves might work themselves free; and this put so much heart into them that many of them worked themselves free in one year, and all who had any luck or pluck could work themselves free in three years. Ulf did this too, but he was not so wise nor yet so kind in his way of doing it. With the money thus procured Haldor bought other slaves. Some of his freed people he taught to work in the herring fishery; to others he taught some handicraft; in short, he helped all of them to prosperity; so that many of the best of them remained fast by their old master, although free to take service where they chose. Thus it was that his men were better than those of his neighbour.

Ulfs men were, nevertheless, good stout fellows, and they fought valiantly; but it so happened that the wing of the enemy to which they were opposed was commanded by Skarpedin, of whom it was said that he was equal to any six men. In spite, therefore, of the courage and the strength of Ulf and Glumm, the Northmen in that part of the field began slowly to give back. Ulf and Glumm were so maddened at this that they called their men cowards, and resolved to go forward till they should fall. Uttering their war-cry, they made a desperate charge, hewing down men like stalks of corn; but although this caused the Danes to give way a little, they could not advance, not being well backed, but stood fighting, and merely kept their ground.

Now it had chanced shortly before this, that Haldor stayed his hand and drew back with Erling. They went out from the front of the fight, and observed the left wing giving way.

Come, let us aid them, cried Haldor.

Saying this he ran to the left wing, with Erling by his side. They two uttered a war-cry that rose high above the din of battle like a roar of thunder, and, rushing to the front, fell upon the foe. Their gilt helmets rose above the crowd, and their ponderous axes went swinging round their heads, continually crashing down on the skulls of the Danes. With four such men as Haldor, Erling, Ulf and Glumm in front, the left wing soon regained its lost ground and drove back the Danes. Nothing could withstand the shock. Skarpedin saw what had occurred, and immediately hastened to the spot where Haldor stood, sweeping down all who stood in his way.

I have been searching for thee, Erling, he cried, going up to Haldor, and launching a javelin.

Haldor caught it on his shield, which it pierced through, but did him no hurt.

Mistaken thou art, but thou hast found me now, cried Erling, thrusting his father aside and leaping upon the Dane.

Skarpedin changed his bill to his left hand, drew his sword, and made such a blow at his adversary, that the point cut right through his shield. With a quick turn of the shield, Erling broke the sword short off at the hilt. Skarpedin seized his bill and thrust so fiercely that it also went through the shield and stuck fast. Erling forced the lower end or point of his shield down into the earth, and so held it fast, dropped his axe, drew his sword, and made it flash so quick round his head that no one could see the blade. It fell upon Skarpedins neck and gave him a grievous wound, cutting right through his armour and deep into his shoulder blade.

A great cry arose at this. The Danes made a rush towards their chief, and succeeded in dragging him out of the fight. They put him on his shield and bore him off to his ship, which was launched immediately. This was the turning-point in the day. Everywhere the Danes fled to their ships pursued by the victors. Some managed to launch their vessels, others were not so fortunate, and many fell fighting, while a few were taken prisoners.

Foreseeing that this would be the result, Haldor and Erling called off their men, hastened on board their ships, and gave chase, while the rest of the force looked after the prisoners and the booty, and dressed their own and their comrades wounds.

A bloody day this, said Ulf to Guttorm, as the latter came up, wiping the blade of his sword.

I have seen worse, observed the old warrior, carefully returning his weapon to its scabbard.

The Danes will long remember it, observed Glumm. The ravens will have a good feast to-night.

And Odins halls a few more tenants, said Guttorm:

The Danes came here all filled with greed,

And left their flesh the crows to feed.

But what is to be done with these? he added, pointing to the prisoners, about twenty of whom were seated on a log with their feet tied together by a long rope, while their hands were loose.

Kill them, I suppose, said Ulf.

There were thirty men seated there, and although they heard the words, they did not show by a single glance that they feared to meet their doom.

Just then Swart of the Springs came up. He had a great axe in his hands, and was very furious.

Thou hast killed and burned my wife, children, and homestede, he said fiercely, addressing the prisoner who sat at the end of the log, but thou shalt never return to Denmark to tell it.

He cut at him with the axe as he spoke, and the man fell dead. One after another Swart killed them. There was one who looked up and said  

I will stick this fish bone that I have in my hand into the earth, if it be so that I know anything after my head is cut off.

His head was immediately cut off, but the fish bone fell from his hand.

Beside him there sat a very handsome young man with long hair, who twisted his hair over his head, stretched out his neck, and said, Dont make my hair bloody.

A man took the hair in his hands and held it fast. Then Swart hewed with his axe, but the Dane twitched his head back so strongly, that he who was holding his hair fell forward; the axe cut off both his hands, and stuck fast in the earth.

Who is that handsome man? asked Ulf.

The man replied with look of scorn, I am Einar, the son of King Thorkel of Denmark; and know thou for a certainty that many shall fall to avenge my death.

Ulf said, Art thou certainly Thorkels son? Wilt thou now take thy life and peace?

That depends, replied the Dane, upon who it is that offers it.

He offers who has the power to give it  Ulf of Romsdal.

I will take it, says he, from Ulfs hands.

Upon that the rope was loosed from his feet, but Swart, whose vengeance was still unsatisfied, exclaimed  

Although thou shouldst give all these men life and peace, King Ulf, yet will I not suffer Einar to depart from this place with life.

So saying he ran at him with uplifted axe, but one of the viking prisoners threw himself before Swarts feet, so that he tumbled over him, and the axe fell at the feet of a viking named Gills. Gills caught the axe and gave Swart his death-wound.

Then said Ulf, Gills, wilt thou accept life?

That will I, said he, if thou wilt give it to all of us.

Loose them from the rope, said Ulf.

This was done, and the men were set free.

Eighteen of the Danish vikings were killed, and twelve got their lives upon that occasion.




Chapter Eight.

Tells of Discussions and Exciting Deeds at Ulfstede.

While the fight at the Springs which we have just described was going on, Christian the hermit sat in the hall at Ulfstede conversing with Hilda and Dame Astrid, and some of the other women. All the fighting men of the place had been taken away  only one or two old men and Alric were left behind  for Ulf, in his impetuosity, had forgotten to leave a guard at home.

I hope it will fare well with our men at the Springs, said Hilda, looking up with an anxious expression from the mantle with which her nimble fingers were busy.

I hope so too, said Christian, though I would rather that there had been no occasion to fight.

No occasion to fight! exclaimed Alric, who was dressing the feathers on an arrow which he had made to replace the one he lost in shooting at the Dane,  and the losing of which, by the way, he was particularly careful to bring to remembrance as often as opportunity offered  sometimes whether opportunity offered or not. No occasion to fight! What would be the use of weapons if there were no fighting! Where should we get our plunder if there were no fighting, and our slaves? why, what would Northmen find to do if there were no fighting?

The hermit almost laughed at the impetuosity of the boy as he replied  

It would take a wiser head than mine, lad, to answer all these questions, more particularly to answer them to thy satisfaction. Notwithstanding, it remains true that peace is better than war.

That may be so, said Dame Astrid; but it seems to me that war is necessary, and what is necessary must be right.

I agree with that, said Ada, with a toss of her pretty head  for it would seem that that method of expressing contempt for an adversarys opinion was known to womankind at least a thousand years ago, if not longer. But thou dost not fight, Christian: what has war done to thee that thou shouldst object to it so?

What has war done for me? exclaimed the old man, springing up with sudden excitement, and clasping his lean hands tight together; has it not done all that it could do? Woman, it has robbed me of all that makes life sweet, and left me only what I did not want. It has robbed me of wife and children, and left a burdened life. Yet no  I sin in speaking thus. Life was left because there was something worth living for; something still to be done: the truth of God to be proclaimed; the good of man to be compassed. But sometimes I forget this when the past flashes upon me, and I forget that it is my duty as well as my joy to say, The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.

The old man sat down again, and leaned his brow on his hand. The women, although sympathetic, were puzzled by some of his remarks, and therefore sat in silence for a little, but presently the volatile Ada looked up and said  

What thinkest thou, Hilda, in regard to war?

I know not what to think, replied Hilda.

Nay, then, thy spirit must be flying from thee, for thou wert not wont to be without an opinion on most things. Why, even Erlings sister, Ingeborg, has made up her mind about war I doubt not, though she is too modest to express it.

Now this was a sly hit at Ingeborg, who was sitting by, for she was well known to have a shrewish temper, and to be self-willed and opinionated, in so much that most men kept out of her way. She was very unlike Erling, or her father and mother, or her little sisters, in this respect.

I can express my opinion well enough when I have a mind, said Ingeborg sharply; and as to war, it stands to reason that a Sea-kings daughter must approve of a Sea-kings business. Why, the beautiful cloths, and gold and jewels, that are so plentiful in the dale, would never have delighted our eyes if our men had not gone on viking cruise, and fallen in with those rich traders from the far south lands. Besides, war makes our men brisk and handsome.

Aye, exclaimed Alric, laughing, especially when they get their noses cut off and their cheeks gashed!

Sometimes it takes them from us altogether, observed a poor woman of the household, the widow of a man who had been slain on a viking cruise, after having had his eyes put out, and being otherwise cruelly treated.

That is the other side of the question, said Astrid. Of course everything has two sides. We cannot change the plans of the gods. Sunshine and rain, heat and cold, come as they are sent. We must accept them as they are sent.

That is true, said Christian, and thou sayest wisely that we must accept things as they are sent; but can it be said that war is sent to us when we rush into it of our own accord? Defensive warfare, truly, is right  else would this world be left in the sole possession of the wicked; but aggressive warfare is not right. To go on viking cruise and take by force that which is not our own is sinful. There is a good way to prove the truth of these things. Let me ask the question, Astrid,  How would thy husband like to have thee and all his property taken from him, and Ulfstede burned about his ears?

Methinks he would like it ill.

Then why should he do that to others which he would not like done to himself?

These are strange words, said Astrid in surprise; I know not that I have ever heard the like before.

Truly no, said Christian, because the Word of God has not yet been sounded in the dale. Thou saidst just now that we cannot change the plans of the gods; that would be true if ye had said the plans of God, for there is but one God, and His ways are unchangeable. But what if God had revealed some of His plans to man, and told him that this revelation was sufficient to guide him in his walk through this life, and to prepare him for the next?

Then would I think it mans wisdom to follow that guide carefully, replied Astrid.

Such plans do exist, such a revelation has been made, said the hermit, and the name that stands on the forefront of it is Jesus Christ.

As he spoke the hermit drew from his bosom a scroll of parchment, which he unrolled slowly. This, he said, was a copy, made by himself, of part of the Gospel. He had meant, he said, to have copied the whole of it, but war had put an end to his labours at the same time that it deprived him of his earthly joys, and drove him from his native land to be a wanderer on the earth.

But if, he continued, the Lord permits me to preach His gospel of truth and love and peace in Norway, I shall count the sufferings of this present time as nothing compared with the glory yet to be revealed.

Christian, said Astrid, who appeared to have been struck by some reminiscence, methinks I have heard Ulf talk of a religion which the men of the south profess. He saw something of it when he went on viking cruise to the great fiord that runs far into the land, (the Mediterranean) and if my memory is faithful he said that they called themselves by a name that sounds marvellously like thine own.

I suppose Ulf must have met with Christians, after whom I call myself, seeing that my own name is of consequence to no one, said the hermit. What said he about them?

That they were a bad set, replied Astrid, men who professed love to their fellows, but were guilty of great cruelty to all who did not believe their faith.

All who call themselves Christians deserve not the name, Astrid; some are hypocrites and deceivers, others are foolish and easily deceived.

They all make the same profession, I am told, said Dame Astrid.

The men of Norway are warriors, returned the hermit, and all profess courage,  nay, when they stand in the ranks and go forth to war, they all show the same stern face and front, so that one could not know but that all were brave; yet are they not all courageous, as thou knowest full well. Some, it may be very few, but some are cowards at heart, and it only requires the test of the fight to prove them. So is it with professing Christians. I would gladly tell the story of Jesus if ye will hear me, Dame Astrid.

The matrons curiosity was excited, so she expressed her willingness to listen; and the hermit, reading passages from his manuscript copy of the New Testament, and commenting thereon, unfolded the old old story of Gods wonderful love to man in Jesus Christ.

While he was yet in the midst of his discourse the door of the hall was burst violently open, and one of the serving-girls, rushing in, exclaimed that the Danes were approaching from the fiord!

The Danes referred to composed a small party who had been sent off in a cutter by Skarpedin Redbeard to survey the coast beyond Horlingdal fiord, as he had intended, after herrying that district, to plunder still farther north. This party in returning had witnessed, unseen, the departure of the fleet of Northmen. Thinking it probable that the place might have been left with few protectors, they waited until they deemed it safe to send out scouts, and, on their report being favourable, they landed to make an attack on the nearest village or farm.

On hearing the news all was uproar in Ulfstede. The women rushed about in a distracted state, imploring the few helpless old men about the place to arm and defend them. To do these veteran warriors justice they did their best. They put the armour that was brought to them on their palsied limbs, but shook their heads sadly, for they felt that although they might die in defence of the household, they could not save it.

Meanwhile Christian and Alric proved themselves equal to the occasion. The former, although advanced in years, retained much of his strength and energy; and the latter, still inflated with the remembrance of the fact that he had actually drawn blood from a full-grown bearded Dane, and deeply impressed with the idea that he was the only able-bodied warrior in Ulfstede at this crisis, resolved to seize the opportunity and prove to the whole world that his boasting was at all events not empty!

The first thing to be done is to bar the doors, he cried, starting up on hearing the serving-girls report. Thou knowest how to do it, Christian; run to the south door, I will bar the north.

The hermit smiled at the lads energy, but he was too well aware of the importance of speed to waste time in talking. He dropped his outer garment and ran to the south door, which was very solid. Closing it, and fastening the ponderous wooden bar which stretched diagonally across it, he turned and ran to the chamber in which the weapons were kept. On the way he was arrested by a cry from Alric  

Here! here, quick, Christian, else we are lost!

The hermit sprang to the north door with the agility of a youth. He was just in time. Poor Alric, despite the strength of his bold heart and will, had not strength of muscle enough to close the door, which had somehow got jammed. Through the open doorway Christian could see a band of Danish vikings running towards the house at full speed. He flung the door forward with a crash, and drew the bar across just as the vikings ran against it.

Open, open without delay! cried a voice outside, else will we tear out the heart of every man and child under this roof.

We will not open; we will defend ourselves to the last; our trust is in God, replied Christian.

And as to tearing out our hearts, cried Alric, feeling emboldened now that the stout door stood between him and his foes, if ye do not make off as fast as ye came, we will punch out your eyes and roast your livers.

The reply to this was a shower of blows on the door, so heavy that the whole building shook beneath them, and Alric almost wished that his boastful threat had been left unsaid. He recollected at that moment, however, that there was a hole under the eaves of the roof just above the door. It had been constructed for the purpose of preventing attacks of this kind. The boy seized his bow and arrows and dashed up the ladder that led to the loft above the hall. On it he found one of the old retainers of the stede struggling up with a weighty iron pot, from which issued clouds of steam.

Let me pass, old Ivor; what hast thou there?

Boiling water to warm them, gasped Ivor, I knew we should want it ere long. Finn is gone to the loft above the south door with another pot.

Alric did not wait to hear the end of this answer, but pushing past the old man, hastened to the trap-door under the eaves and opened it. He found, however, that he could not use his bow in the constrained position necessary to enable him to shoot through the hole. In desperation he seized a barrel that chanced to be at hand, and overturned its contents on the heads of the foe. It happened to contain rye-flour, and the result was that two of the assailants were nearly blinded, while two others who stood beside them burst into a loud laugh, and, seizing the battle-axes which the others had been using, continued their efforts to drive in the door. By this time old Ivor had joined Alric. He set down the pot of boiling water by the side of the hole, and at once emptied its contents on the heads of the vikings, who uttered a terrific yell and leaped backward as the scalding water flowed over their heads and shoulders. A similar cry from the other door of the house told that the defence there had been equally successful. Almost at the same moment Alric discovered a small slit in the roof through which he could observe the enemy. He quickly sent through it an arrow, which fixed itself in the left shoulder of one of the men. This had the effect of inducing the attacking party to draw off for the purpose of consultation.

The breathing-time thus afforded to the assailed was used in strengthening their defences and holding a hurried council of war. Piling several heavy pieces of furniture against the doors, and directing the women to make additions to these, Christian drew Alric into the hall, where the ancient retainers were already assembled.

It will cost them a long time and much labour to drive in the doors, defended as they are, said the hermit.

They will not waste time nor labour upon them, said Ivor, shaking his hoary head. What think ye, Finn?

The women, who had crowded round the men, looked anxiously at Finn, who was a man of immense bulk, and had been noted for strength in his younger days, but who was now bent almost double with age. Fire will do the work quicker than the battle-axe, answered Finn, with grim smile, which did not improve the expression of a countenance already disfigured by the scars of a hundred fights, and by the absence of an eye  long ago gouged out and left to feed the ravens of a foreign shore! If this had only come to pass a dozen years ago, he added, while a gleam of light illumined the sound eye, I might have gone off to Valhalla with a straight hack and some credit. But mayhap a good onset will straighten it yet, who knows?  and I do feel as if I had strength left to send at least one foe out of the world before me.

Ivor the Old nodded. Yes, he said; I think they will burn us out.

I had already feared this, said Christian, with a look of perplexity. What wouldst thou recommend should be done, Ivor?

Nothing more can be done than to kill as many as possible before we die.

I pray the Lord to help us in our extremity, said Christian; but I believe it to be His will to help those who are willing to help themselves, depending upon Him for strength, courage, and victory. It may be that Ulf and his men will soon return from the Springs, so that if we could only hold out for a short time all might be well. Have ye nothing to suggest?

As to Ulf and the men returning from the Springs, said Finn, there is small chance of that before morning. With regard to holding out, I know of nothing that will cause fire to burn slow once it is well kindled. An hour hence and Ulfstede will be in ashes, as that sound surely tells.

He referred to a crashing blow which occurred just then at the north door. Nearly all present knew full well that it was the first bundle of a pile of faggots with which the assailants meant to set the house on fire.

Had this arm retained but a little of the strength it once knew, continued Finn bitterly, as he stretched out the huge but withered limb, things had not come to this pass so quickly. I remember the day, now forty years ago, when on the roof of this very house I stood alone with my bow and kept thirty men at bay for two full hours. But I could not now draw an arrow of Alrics little bow to its head, to save the lives of all present.

But I can do it, cried Alric, starting forward suddenly; and if thou wilt show me the window in the roof I will

Brave boy, said old Ivor, with a kindly smile, as he laid his hand on Alrics head, thy heart is large, and it is sad that one so full of promise should come to such an end; but it needs not that ye should fall before thy time. These shafts may do against the crows, but they would avail nothing against men in mail.

Is there not a warriors bow in the house? asked Christian quickly.

There is, replied Ivor, but who will use it?

I will.

Thou? exclaimed Ivor, with a slight touch of contempt in his tone.

Hold thy peace, Ivor, said Hilda quickly. This man has saved my life once, as thou knowest, and well assured am I that what he undertakes to do he will accomplish.

Now thanks to thee, Hilda, for that, said the hermit heartily; not that I boast of being sure to accomplish what I undertake, yet I never offer to attempt what I have not some reasonable hope of being able to do. But it is not strange that this old warrior should doubt of the courage or capacity of one who preaches the gospel of peace. Nevertheless, when I was a youth I fought in the army of the great Thorfin, and was somewhat expert in the use of the bow. It is possible that some of my ancient skill may remain, and I am willing to use it in a good cause. I pray thee, therefore, let us not waste more time in useless talk, but fetch me a bow and quiver, and show me the window in the roof.

Ivor went at once to the place where the armour was kept, and brought out the desired weapons, which he placed in the hands of the hermit, and watched his mode of handling them with some curiosity. Christian, unconscious of the look, strung the bow and examined one of the arrows with the air of a man who was thoroughly accustomed to such weapons. Ivor regarded him with increased respect as he conducted him to the loft, and opened the window.

The hermit at once stepped out, and was instantly observed by the Danes, who of course seized the opportunity and let fly several arrows at him, which grazed him or stuck quivering in the roof close to the spot where he stood. He was not slow to reply. One of the vikings, who was approaching the house at the moment with a bundle of faggots on his back, received a shaft in his shoulder, which caused him to drop his bundle and fly to the woods, where he took shelter behind a tree. Almost before that shaft had reached its mark another was on the string, and, in another instant, transfixed the biceps muscle of the right arm of one of the vikings who was preparing to discharge an arrow. He also sought shelter behind a tree, and called to a comrade to come and assist him to extract the shaft.

Mine ancient skill, said the hermit in an undertone, as if the remark were made half to himself and half to Ivor, whose head appeared at the window, and whose old countenance was wrinkled with a grin of delight at this unexpected display of prowess; mine ancient skill, it would seem, has not deserted me, for which I am thankful, for it is an awful thing, Ivor, more awful than thou thinkest, to send a human being into eternity unforgiven. I am glad, therefore, to be able thus to render our assailants unfit for war without taking away their lives  ha! that was better aimed than usual, he added, as an arrow passed through his jerkin, and stuck deep into the roof. The man shoots well, he would soon end the fight if I did not  stop  that.

At the second-last word the hermit bent his bow; at the last, which was uttered with emphasis, he let the arrow fly, and sent it through the left hand of his adversary, who instantly dropped his bow. At the same moment it seemed as though the whole band of vikings had become suddenly convinced that they stood exposed to the shafts of a man who could use them with unerring certainty, for they turned with one consent and fled into the woods  each man seeking shelter behind the nearest tree.

Here they called to one another to stand forth and shoot at the hermit.

Go thou, Arne, cried the leader; thine aim is true. Surely one old man is not to keep us all at bay. If my left hand were unscathed I would not trouble thee to do it, thou knowest.

I have no desire to get an arrow in mine eye, cried Arne; see, I did but show the tip of my right elbow just now, and the skin of it is cut up as though the crows had pecked it.

In the excess of his wrath Arne extended his clenched fist and shook it at the hermit, who instantly transfixed it with an arrow, causing the foolish man to howl with pain and passion.

I have always held and acted on the opinion, said Christian to Ivor, who was now joined by his comrade Finn, that whatever is worth doing at all, is worth doing well. Thou seest, he continued, wiping his brow with the sleeve of his coat, it is only by being expert in the use of this weapon that I have succeeded in driving bark the Danes without the loss of life. There is indeed a passage in the Book of God (which I hope to be spared to tell thee more about in time to come), where this principle of thoroughness in all things is implied, if not absolutely taught  namely, Whatever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.

A just maxim, said Finn, shading his one eye with his hands and gazing earnestly into the woods, and if acted upon, makes a man fit for every duty that falls upon him; but it seems to me that while we are talking here, there is some movement going on. See, Christian (since that is thy name), they are retiring in haste, and exposing themselves. Now, I pray thee, as thine eye is so sure, do drop a shaft on the nape of yonder fellows neck, that we may have something to show of this nights work.

I told thee, Finn, that my desire is to avoid taking life.

Humph, said Finn testily, whatever thy desire may be matters little now, for he is beyond range. Hark! That shout accounts for the flight of the Danes. Ulf must have returned.

As he spoke, a loud cry, as if of men in conflict, arose from the fiord. Immediately after, the vikings who had not already taken to flight left their places of shelter and dashed into the underwood. The hermit let them go without moving a hand; but Alric, who was actuated by no merciful principles, suddenly opened the north door, sprang out, and let fly an arrow with so true an aim that it struck one of the Danes between the shoulders. Fortunately for him, the Dane had, in accordance with the usual custom of the time, hung his shield on his back when he took to flight, so that the shaft rebounded from it and fell harmless to the ground.

By this time the hermit had descended from the roof. Running out he seized Alric, and, dragging him into the house, reclosed the door.

Ye know not, foolish boy, whether or not this is Ulf whom we hear.

As he spoke, the tramp of approaching footsteps and the voices of excited men were heard outside. The door flew open, and Ulf, Erling, and Haldor, with a number of the house-carles, strode into the hall and flung down their arms.

Not much too soon, it would seem, said Ulf, with a look of stern joy.

Thou wouldst have been altogether too late, Ulf, said Astrid, had not Christian been here to save us.

How so? exclaimed Ulf, turning with an enquiring look to the hermit; hast turned warrior after all thy preaching of peace? But thou art pale. Ho! fetch a horn of ale here; fighting has disagreed with thy stomach, old man.

I think, said Christian, pressing his hand to his side, that one of these arrows must have

He paused suddenly, and would have fallen to the ground had not Erling caught him. Letting him gently down at full length, our hero raised his head on his knee, while Hilda came forward with a horn of ale. As she kneeled by the old mans side she glanced anxiously at her lovers face, which was covered with blood and dust, and presented anything but an attractive appearance.

Hast thou been wounded? whispered Hilda.

No, not wounded, muttered Erling, but

Not wounded! exclaimed Ulf, who overheard the words, but misunderstood their application, not wounded! Why, Erling, where have thy wits gone? The man is wellnigh dead from loss of blood. See, his jerkin is soaking. Bring hither bandages; come, let me see the wound. If the old man has indeed saved Ulfstede this day, eternal disgrace would be our due did we let his life slip out under our roof-tree for want of proper care. And harkee; get ready all the dressings thou hast, for wounded men enough will be here ere long, and let the boards be spread with the best of meat and ale, for we have gone through hard work to-day, and there is harder yet in store for us, I trow.

Thus admonished, the women went to make preparation for the reception of the wounded, and the entertainment of those who had been more fortunate in the recent conflict. Meanwhile the hermit was conveyed to Ulfs own bed, and his wound, which proved to be less serious than had been feared, was carefully dressed by Hilda, to whom Erling, in the most attentive and disinterested manner, acted the part of assistant-surgeon.




Chapter Nine.

Shows how the Ancient Sea-Kings transacted National Business.

Scant was the time allowed the men of Horlingdal for refreshment and rest after the battle of the Springs, for the assembling of Thingsmen armed to the teeth, as well as the news that King Harald threatened a descent on them, rendered it necessary that a District Thing or Council should be held without delay.

Accordingly, after brief repose, Haldor the Fierce, who had returned with Erling to his own house up the dale, arose and ordered the horn to be sounded for a Thing.

Several hundreds of men had by that time assembled, and when they all came together they formed an imposing band of warriors, whom any wise king would have deemed it advisable to hold converse with, if possible, on friendly terms.

When the Thing was seated Haldor rose, and, amid profound silence, said:

Men of Horlingdal, King Harald Haarfager has sent round the message-token for a Thing to be held at the Springs. The token sent was one of peace. The token of war was sent round instead, as ye know. Whether this was wise or not does not much concern us now, as ye have seen with your own eyes that there was good fortune in the change; for we knew not, when the token was forwarded, of the urgent need that should arise at the Springs for our weapons. But, now that the Danes have been sent home  excepting that goodly number who have gone to Valhallas halls to keep company with Odin and departed warriors  it seems to me that we should meet the King in the manner which he desires until he shall give us occasion to assume arms in defence of our laws. And I would here remind you that Harald is our rightful King, udal-born to the Kingdom of Norway, his title having been stated and proved at all the District Things, beginning with the Ore Thing of Drontheim, and having been approved by all the people of Norway. I therefore counsel pacific measures, and that we should go to the Springs unarmed.

When Haldor sat down there was a slight murmur of assent, but most of those present remained silent, wishing to hear more.

Then up started Ulf, and spoke with great heat.

I agree not with Haldor, he said sternly. Who does not know that Harald is rightful King of Norway; that he is descended in a direct line from the godars who came over from the east with Odin, and has been fairly elected King of Norway? But who does not know also, that our laws are above our King, that Harald is at this time trampling on these laws, and is everywhere setting at defiance the small kings, who are as truly udal-born to their rights and titles as himself?

At this point Ulfs indignation became so great that he found he could not talk connectedly, so he concluded by counselling that they should go to the Springs fully armed, and ready to brave the worst. There was a loud shout of approval, and then Erling started up. His manner and tone were subdued, but his face was flushed; and men could see, as he went on, that he was keeping down his wrath and his energy.

I like it ill, he said, to disagree on this point with my father; but Ulf is right. We all know that Harald is King of Norway by law, and we do not meet here to dispute his title; but we also know that kings are not gods. Men create a law and place it over their own heads, so that the lawmakers as well as those for whom it is made must bow before it; but when it is found that the law works unfairly, the lawmaker may repeal it, and cast it aside as useless or unworthy. So kings were created for the sole purpose of guiding nations and administering laws, in order that national welfare might be advanced. The moment they cease to act their part, that moment they cease to be worthy kings, and become useless. But if, in addition to this, they dare to ignore and break the laws of the land, then do they become criminal; they deserve not only to be cast aside, but punished. If, in defence of our rights, we find it necessary to dethrone the King, we cannot be charged with disloyalty, because the King has already dethroned himself!

Erling paused a moment at this point, and a murmur of approval ran through the circle of his auditors.

When Harald Haarfagers father, he resumed, Halfdan the Black, ruled over Norway, he made laws which were approved by the people. He obeyed them himself, and obliged others to observe them; and, that violence should not come in the place of the laws, he himself fixed the number of criminal acts in law, and the compensations, mulcts, or penalties, for each case, according to everyones birth and dignity, from the King downwards; so that when disputes were settled at the Things the utmost fair play prevailed  death for death, wound for wound; or, if the parties chose, matters could be adjusted by payments in money  each injury being valued at a fixed scale; or matters might be settled and put right by single combat. All this, ye know full well, Halfdan the Black compassed and settled in a legal manner, and the good that has flowed from his wise and legal measures (for I hold that a king is not entitled to pass even wise laws illegally) has been apparent to us ever since. But now all this is to be overturned  with or without the consent of the Things  because a foolish woman, forsooth, has the power to stir up the vanity of a foolish king! Shall this be so? Is our manhood to be thus riven from us, and shall we stand aloof and see it done, or, worse still, be consenting unto it? Let death be our portion first! It has been rumoured that the people of southern lands have done this  that they have sold themselves to their kings, so that one mans voice is law, and paid troops of military slaves are kept up in order that this one man may have his full swing, while his favourites and his soldier-slaves bask in his sunshine and fatten on the people of the land! It is impossible for us of Norway to understand the feelings or ideas of the men who have thus sold themselves  for we have never known such tyranny  having, as the scalds tell us, enjoyed our privileges, held our Things, and governed ourselves by means of the collective wisdom of the people ever since our forefathers came from the East; but I warn ye that if this man, Harald Haarfager, is allowed to have his will, our institutions shall be swept away, our privileges will depart, our rights will be crushed, and the time will come when it shall be said of Norsemen that they have utterly forgotten that they once were free! Again I ask, shall we tamely stand aside and suffer this to be? Shall our children ever have it in their power to say, There was a time when our mean-spirited forefathers might have easily stopped the leak that caused the flood by which we are now borne irresistibly downward? I repeat, let us rather perish! Let us go armed to the Springs and tell the King that he  equally with ourselves  is subject to the laws of the land!

Erling delivered the last sentence in a voice of thunder, and with a fierce wave of the hand, that drew forth shouts of enthusiastic applause.

Instantly Glumm started up, forgetful, in the heat of the moment, of the jealousy that had so recently sprung up between him and his friend.

I am not a speaker, he shouted gruffly, but poor is the man who cannot back up and egg on his friend. Erling speaks the truth; and all I have to suggest is that he should be sent by us to tell all this to King Harald Haarfagers face!

Glumm sat down with the prompt decision of a man who has thoroughly delivered himself of all that he intends to say; and many in the assembly testified their approval of his sentiments.

At this point Ivor the Old arose and gave it as his opinion that the sooner the King should be brought off his high horse the better; whereupon Finn the One-eyed suggested, with a laugh, that the old hermit should be sent with his bow and arrow to teach him due submission to the laws. Then there was a good deal of confused, and not a little passionate discussion, which waxed louder and more vehement until Guttorm Stoutheart stood up, and, although not a dalesman, requested the attention of the assembly for a few minutes.

It is obvious, he said in the hearty tones of a man who knows that he is sure of carrying a large portion of his audience along with him it is obvious that you are all pretty much of one mind as to the principle on which we should act at this time; and my good friend Haldor the Fierce (who seems of late to have changed his nature, and should, methinks, in future, be styled Haldor the Mild) is evidently on the losing side. The only thing that concerns us, it seems to me, is the manner in which we shall convey our opinion to the King  how we shall best, as the scald says:  

Whisper in the Kings unwilling ear

That which is wholesome but unsweet to hear.

Now, to the quick-witted among you various methods will doubtless have already been suggested; and I am perchance only echoing the sentiments of many here, when I say that it would be worthy of the men of Horlingdal that they should fight the King at once, and put a stop to the burnings, hangings, torturings, jarl-makings, and subduings of which he has been so guilty of late, and which I confess is so unlike his free, generous, manly character, that I have found it hard to believe the reports which have reached my ears, and which, after all, can only be accounted for by the fact that he is at present led by the nose by that worst of all creatures, a proud imperious girl, who has the passions of a warrior and the brains of a bairn! Another method, which would signify at least our contempt for Haralds principles, would be the sending of a thrall to him with a reaping-hook, and a request that he would cut off his own head and give it to us in token that, having ceased to be a king, he is resolved no longer to continue to be a dishonoured man! And that reminds me of one of Ulfs thralls named Kettle Flatnose, who could assist Harald nobly in the work of beheading himself, for last night, when he and I fought side by side against the Danes, he used a hook of his own making, with such effect, that I was fain to pause and laugh, while myself in the very act of splitting an iron headpiece. But perchance that is not a suitable method of compassing our ends, besides it would cost the thrall his life, and I should be sorry to aid in bringing about the death of Kettle Flatnose, whose island is a happy one if it counts many such clear-headed and able-bodied warriors.

But another plan was proposed by Glumm the Gruff, which seemed to me to have the approval of many present, and assuredly it has mine, that we should send King Erling at once to Harald, to tell him our opinions to his face, to sound him as to his intentions, and to bring back the news as fast as possible, so that we may go armed or unarmed to the Springs, as prudence may direct. Moreover, as it would be unfair to send a man alone on such a dangerous errand, I would suggest that he should have a comrade to keep him company and share his fortunes, and that for this end none better could be found than Glumm the Gruff himself.

This speech settled the mind of the meeting. After a little more talk it was finally arranged that Erling and Glumm should go at once to meet King Harald, who could not yet, it was thought, have arrived at the Springs, and endeavour to find out his temper of mind in regard to the men of Horlingdal. After that the Thing broke up, and the members dispersed to partake of midag-mad, or dinner, in the dwellings of their various friends.




Chapter Ten.

Proves that the Best of Friends may quarrel about nothing, and that War has two Aspects.

Now, Erling, said Glumm, with a face so cheerful, that had the expression been habitual, he never would have been styled the Gruff, I will go home with thee and wait until thou art busked, after which we will go together to my house and have a bite and a horn of mead before setting out on this expedition. I thank the Stoutheart for suggesting it, for the business likes me well.

Thou wert ever prone to court danger, Glumm, said Erling with a laugh, as they hurried towards Haldorstede, and methinks thou art going to be blessed with a full share of it just now, for this Harald Haarfager is not a man to be trifled with. Although thou and I could hold our own against some odds, we shall find the odds too much for us in the Kings camp, should he set his face against us. However, the cause is a good one, and to say truth, I am not sorry that they had the goodness to pitch on thee and me to carry out the plan.

Thus conversing they arrived at Ulfstede, where Herfrida met them at the door, and was soon informed of their mission. She immediately went to an inner closet, where the best garments and arms were kept, and brought forth Erlings finest suit of armour, in order that he might appear with suitable dignity at court.

She made him change his ordinary shoes for a pair made of tanned leather, on which he bound a pair of silver spurs, which had been taken from a cavalier of southern lands in one of Haldors viking cruises. She brought, and assisted him to put on, a new suit of mail, every ring of which had been brightly polished by the busy hands of Ingeborg, who was unusually fond of meddling with everything that pertained to the art of war; also a new sword-belt of yellow leather, ornamented with gold studs. On his head she placed a gilt helmet with his favourite crest, a pair of hawks wings expanded upwards, and a curtain of leather covered with gilt-steel rings to defend the neck. Over his shoulders she flung a short scarlet cloak, which was fastened at the throat by a large silver brooch, similar to the circular brooches which are still to be found in the possession of the rich bonders of Norway. Then she surveyed her stalwart son from head to foot, and said that he would stand comparison with any king in the land, small or great.

At this Erling laughed, and asked for his sword.

Which one, my son?

The short one, mother. I had indeed thought of taking my good old axe with me, but that would not look well in a man bent on a mission of peace. Would it, Glumm? And if I should have to fight, why, my short sword is not a light one, and by putting to a little more force I can make it bite deep enough. So now, Glumm, I am ready for the road. Farewell, mother.

The young men went out and hastened down the valley to Glummstede, near Horlingend.

Now it chanced that Hilda and her foster-sister Ada had resolved, about that time of the day, to walk up the dale together, and as there was only one road on that side of the river, of necessity they were met by their lovers; and it so fell out that the meeting took place in a picturesque part of the dale, where the road passed between two high precipitous cliffs.

The instant that Adas eyes fell on Glumm her active brain conceived the idea of treating him to a disappointment, so she said hurriedly to her friend:

Hilda, wilt thou manage to lead Glumm aside and keep talking to him for a short time, while I speak with Erling? I want to ask him something about that sword-belt which I am making for Glumm, and which I intend to send him as the gift of an enemy.

I will do as ye desire, replied Hilda, with a feeling of disappointment; but with what truth canst thou send it, Ada, as an enemys gift?

Simple Hilda! said the other, with a laugh, am I not an enemy to his peace of mind? But hush! they will overhear us.

It chanced that Hilda was on the same side of the road with Erling, and Ada on that with Glumm, and both youths observed this fact with secret satisfaction as they approached and wished the maids good day; but just as they were about to shake hands Ada crossed in front of her companion, and taking Erlings outstretched hand said:

Erling, I am glad to meet thee, because I have a knotty point which I wish thine aid to disentangle. I will turn and walk with thee a short way, because I know thy business is pressing. It is always so with men, is it not?

I know not, answered Erling, smiling at the girls arch look, despite his surprise and chagrin at the unexpected turn affairs had taken, for he had noted the readiness with which Hilda had turned towards Glumm, and almost, as he imagined, led him aside purposely! But it seems to me, Ada, that, however pressing a mans business may be, woman has the power to delay it.

Nay, then, if thine is indeed so pressing just now, said Ada, with a toss of the head (which Glumm, who walked behind with Hilda, took particular note of), I will not presume to

Now, Ada, said Erling, with a light laugh, thou knowest that it is merely waste of time to affect indignation. I know thee too well to be deceived. Come, what is it that ye would consult me about? not the forging of a battle-axe or spear-head, I warrant me.

Nay, but a portion of armour scarce less important, though not so deadly. What say you to a sword-belt?

Well, I am somewhat skilled in such gear.

I am ornamenting one for a friend of thine, Erling, but I will not tell his name unless I have thy promise not to mention to him anything about our conversation.

I promise, said Erling, with an amused glance.

It is for Glumm.

For Glumm! repeated Erling in surprise; does Glumm then know

Know what? asked Ada, as Erling stopped abruptly.

Does he know that thou art making this belt for him?

Know it? why, how could it be a secret if he knew it?

Ah, true, I  well?

Besides, continued Ada, I am not making it; I said I was going to ornament it. Now it is with reference to that I would consult thee.

Here Ada became so deeply absorbed in the mysteries of ornamental armour that she constrained Erling at least to appear interested, although, poor man, his heart was behind him, and he had much difficulty in resisting the desire to turn round when he heard Hildas voice  which, by the way, was heard pretty constantly, for Glumm was so uncommonly gruff and monosyllabic in his replies that she had most of the talking to herself.

This unpleasant state of things might have lasted a considerable time, had not the party reached the path which diverged to the left, and, crossing the river over a narrow bridge composed of two tall trees thrown across, led to Glummstede. Here Erling stopped suddenly, and wheeling round, said:

I regret that we cannot go farther down the dale to-day, as Glumm and I must fare with all speed to the Springs to meet King Harald.

I trust thine errand is one of peace? said Hilda in a slightly anxious tone.

To judge by their looks, said Ada, glancing expressively at Glumm, I should say that their intentions were warlike!

Despite our looks, replied Erling, with a laugh, our business with the King is of a peaceful nature, and as it is pressing, ye will excuse us if

Oh! it is pressing, after all, cried Ada; come, sister, let us not delay them.

So saying, she hurried away with her friend, and the two youths strode on to Glummstede in a very unenviable frame of mind.

Having refreshed themselves with several cuts of fresh salmon  drawn that morning from the foaming river  and with a deep horn of home-brewed ale, the young warriors mounted a couple of active horses, and rode up the mountain path that led in a zigzag direction over the fells to the valley of the Springs. They rode in silence at first  partly because the nature of the track compelled them to advance in single file, and partly because each was in the worst possible humour of which his nature was capable, while each felt indignant at the other, although neither could have said that his friend had been guilty of any definable sin.

It may here be mentioned in passing, that Glumm had clothed and armed himself much in the same fashion as his companion, the chief difference being that his helmet was of polished steel, and the centre of his shield was painted red, while that of Erling was white. His only offensive weapons were a dagger and the long two-handed sword which had been forged for him by his friend, which latter was slung across his back.

An hour and a half of steady climbing brought the youths to the level summit of the hills, where, after giving their steeds a few minutes to breathe, they set off at a sharp gallop. Here they rode side by side, but the rough nature of the ground rendered it necessary to ride with care, so that conversation, although possible, was not, in the circumstances, very desirable. The silence, therefore, was maintained all the way across the fells. When they came to descend on the other side they were again obliged to advance in single file, so that the silence remained unbroken until they reached the base of the mountains.

Here Erlings spirit revived a little, and he began to realise the absurdity of the conduct of himself and his friend.

Why, Glumm, he exclaimed at last, a dumb spirit must have got hold of us! What possesses thee, man?

Truly it takes two to make a conversation, said Glumm sulkily.

That is as thou sayest, friend, yet I am not aware that I refused to talk with thee, retorted Erling.

Nor I with thee, said Glumm sharply, and thy tongue was glib enough when ye talked with Ada in Horlingdal.

A light flashed upon Erling as his friend spoke.

Why, Glumm, he said lightly, a pretty girl will make most mens tongues wag whether they will or no.

Glumm remembered his own obstinate silence while walking with Hilda, and deeming this a studied insult he became furious, reined up and said:

Come, Erling, if ye wish to settle this dispute at once we need fear no interruption, and here is a piece of level sward.

Nay, man, be not so hot, said Erling, with a smile that still more exasperated his companion; besides, is it fair to challenge me to fight with this light weapon while thou bearest a sword so long and deadly?

That shall be no bar, cried the other, unslinging his two-handed sword; thou canst use it thyself, and I will content me with thine.

And pray, how shall we give account of our mission, said Erling, if you and I cut each others heads off before fulfilling it?

That would then concern us little, said Glumm.

Nay, thou art more selfish than I thought thee, friend. For my part, I would not that she should think me so regardless of her welfare as to leave undelivered a message that may be the means of preventing the ruin of Horlingdal. My regard for Ada seems to sit more heavily on me than on thee.

At this Glumm became still more furious. He leaped off his horse, drew his sword, and flinging it down with the hilt towards Erling, cried in a voice of suppressed passion:

No longer will I submit to be trifled with by man or woman. Choose thy weapon, Erling. This matter shall be settled now and here, and the one who wins her shall prove him worthy of her by riding forth from this plain alone. If thou art bent on equal combat we can fall to with staves cut from yonder tree, or, for the matter of that, we can make shift to settle it with our knives. What! has womans love unmanned thee?

At this Erling leaped out of the saddle, and drew his sword.

Take up thy weapon, Glumm, and guard thee. But before we begin, perhaps it would be well to ask for whose hand it is that we fight.

Have we not been talking just now of Ada the Dark-eyed? said Glumm sternly, as he took up his sword and threw himself into a posture of defence, with the energetic action of a man thoroughly in earnest.

Then is our combat uncalled for, said Erling, lowering his point, for I desire not the hand of Ada, though I would fight even to the death for her blue-eyed sister, could I hope thereby to win her love.

Art thou in earnest? demanded Glumm in surprise.

I never was more so in my life, replied Erling; would that Hilda regarded me with but half the favour that Ada shows to thee!

There thou judgest wrongly, said Glumm, from whose brow the frown of anger was passing away like a thundercloud before the summer sun. I dont pretend to understand a girls thoughts, but I have wit enough to see what is very plainly revealed. When I walked with Hilda to-day I noticed that her eye followed thee unceasingly, and although she talked to me glibly enough, her thoughts were wandering, so that she uttered absolute nonsense at times  insomuch that I would have laughed had I not been jealous of what I deemed the mutual love of Ada and thee. No, Erling, thy suit will prosper, depend ont. It is I who have reason to despond, for Ada loves me not.

Erling, who heard all this with a certain degree of satisfaction, smiled, shook his head, and said:

Nay, then, Glumm, thou too art mistaken. The dark-eyed Ada laughs at everyone, and besides, I have good reason to know that her interest in thee is so great that she consulted me to-day about  about  a

The promise of secrecy that he had made caused Erling to stammer and stop.

About what? asked Glumm.

I may not tell thee, friend. She bound me over to secrecy, and I must hold by my promise; but this I may say, that thou hast fully greater cause for hope than I have.

Then it is my opinion, said Glumm, that we have nothing to do but shake hands and proceed on our journey.

Erling laughed heartily, sheathed his sword, and grasped his friends hand, after which they remounted and rode forward; but they did not now ride in silence. Their tongues were effectually loosened, and for some time they discussed their respective prospects with all the warmth and enthusiasm of youthful confidants.

But Ada perplexes me, suddenly exclaimed Glumm, in the midst of a brief pause; I know not how to treat her.

If thou wilt take my advice, Glumm, I will give it thee.

What is that? asked Glumm.

There is nothing like fighting a woman with her own weapons.

A pretty speech, said Glumm, to come from the lips of a man who never regards the weapons of his foes, and can scarce be prevailed on to carry anything but a beloved battle-axe.

The case is entirely the reverse when one fights with woman, replied Erling. In war I confess that I like everything to be straightforward and downright, because when things come to the worst a man can either hew his way by main force through thick and thin, or die. Truly, I would that it were possible to act thus in matters of love also, but this being impossible  seeing that women will not have it so, and insist on dallying  the next best thing to be done is to act on their own principles. Fight them with their own weapons. If a woman is outspoken and straightforward, a man should be the same  and rejoice, moreover, that he has found a gem so precious. But if she will play fast and loose, let a man  if he does not give her up at once  do the same. Give Ada a little taste of indifference, Glumm, and thou wilt soon bring her down. Laugh at her as well as with her. Show not quite so much attention to her as has been thy wont; and be more attentive to the other girls in the dale

To Hilda, for instance, said Glumm slyly.

Aye, even so, an it please thee, rejoined Erling; but rest assured thou wilt receive no encouragement in that quarter; for Hilda the Sunbeam is the very soul of innocence, truth, and straightforwardness.

Not less so is Ada, said Glumm, firing up at the implied contrast.

Erling made a sharp rejoinder, to which Glumm made a fierce reply; and it is probable that these hot-blooded youths, having quarrelled because of a misunderstanding in regard to their mistresses, would have come to blows about their comparative excellence, had they not come suddenly upon a sight which, for the time, banished all other thoughts from their minds.

During the discussion they had been descending the valley which terminated in the plain where the recent battle of the Springs had been fought. Here, as they galloped across the field, which was still strewn with the bodies of the slain, they came upon the blackened ruins of a hut, around which an old hag was moving, actively engaged, apparently, in raking among the ashes with a forked stick for anything that she could draw forth.

Near to her a woman, who had not yet reached middle age, was seated on the burnt earth, with her hands tightly clasped, and her bloodshot eyes gazing with a stony stare at a blackened heap which lay on her lap. As the young men rode up they saw that part of the head and face of a child lay in the midst of the charred heap, with a few other portions of the little one that had been only partially consumed in the fire.

The Northmen did not require to be told the cause of what they saw. The story was too plainly written in everything around them to admit of uncertainty, had they even been ignorant of the recent fight and its consequences. These were two of the few survivors of that terrible night, who had ventured to creep forth from the mountains and search among the ashes for the remains of those whose smiles and voices had once made the sunshine of their lives. The terrible silence of these voices and the sight of these hideous remains had driven the grandmother of the household raving mad, and she continued to rake among the still smouldering embers of the old house, utterly regardless of the two warriors, and only complaining, in a querulous tone now and then, that her daughter should sit there like a stone and leave her unaided to do the work of trying to save at least some of the household from the flames. But the daughter neither heard nor cared for her. She had found what was left of her idol  her youngest child  once a ruddy, fearless boy, with curly flaxen hair, who had already begun to carve model longships and wooden swords, and to talk with a joyous smile and flashing eye of war! but now  the fair hair gone, and nothing left save a blackened skull and a small portion of his face, scarcely enough  yet to a mother far more than enough  to recognise him by.

Erling and Glumm dismounted and approached the young woman, but received no glance of recognition. To a remark made by Erling no reply was given. He therefore went close to her, and, bending down, laid his large hand on her head, and gently smoothed her flaxen hair, while he spoke soothingly to her. Still the stricken woman took no notice of him until a large hot tear, which the youth could not restrain, dropped upon her forehead, and coursed down her cheek. She then looked suddenly up in Erlings face and uttered a low wail of agony.

Would ye slay her too? shrieked the old woman at that moment, coming forward with the pole with which she had been raking in the ashes, as if she were going to attack them.

Glumm turned aside the point of the pole, and gently caught the old woman by the arm.

Oh! spare her, she cried, falling on her knees and clasping her withered hands; spare her, she is the last left  the last. I tried to save the others  but, but, they are gone  all gone. Will ye not spare her?

They wont harm us, mother, said the younger woman huskily. They are friends. I know they are friends. Come, sit by me, mother.

The old woman, who appeared to have been subdued by exhaustion, crept on her hands and knees to her side, and laying her head on her daughters breast, moaned piteously.

We cannot stay to aid thee, said Erling kindly; but that matters not because those will soon be here who will do their best for thee. Yet if thou canst travel a few leagues, I will give thee a token which will ensure a good reception in my fathers house. Knowest thou Haldorstede in Horlingdal?

I know it well, answered the woman.

Here is a ring, said Erling, which thou wilt take to Herfrida, the wife of Haldor, and say that her son Erling sent thee, and would have thee and thy mother well cared for.

He took from his finger, as he spoke, a gold ring, and placed it in the womans hand, but she shook her head sadly, and said in an absent tone: I dare not go. Swart might come back and would miss me.

Art thou the wife of Swart of the Springs?

Yes; and he told me not to quit the house till he came back. But that seems so long, long ago, and so many things have happened since, that

She paused and shuddered.

Swart is dead, said Glumm.

On hearing this the woman uttered a wild shriek, and fell backward to the earth.

Now a plague on thy gruff tongue, said Erling angrily, as he raised the womans head on his knee. Did you not see that the weight was already more than she could bear? Get thee to the spring for water, man, as quickly as may be.

Glumm, whose heart had already smitten him for his inconsiderate haste, made no reply, but ran to a neighbouring spring, and quickly returned with his helmet full of water. A little of this soon restored the poor woman, and also her mother.

Now haste thee to Horlingdal, said Erling, giving the woman a share of the small supply of food with which he had supplied himself for the journey. There may be company more numerous than pleasant at the Springs to-morrow, and a hearty welcome awaits thee at Haldorstede.

Saying this he remounted and rode away.

I was told last night by Hilda, said Erling, that, when we were out after the Danes, and just before the attack was made by the men of their cutter on Ulfstede, the hermit had been talking to the women in a wonderful way about war and the God whom he worships. He thinks that war is an evil thing; that to fight in self-defence  that is, in defence of home and country  is right, but that to go on viking cruise is wrong, and displeasing to God.

The hermit is a fool, said Glumm bluntly.

Nay, he is no fool, said Erling. When I think of these poor women, I am led to wish that continued peace were possible.

But it is, happily, not possible; therefore it is our business to look upon the bright side of war, said Glumm.

That may be thy business, Glumm, but it is my business to look upon both sides of everything. What would it avail thee to pitch and paint and gild the outside of thy longship, if no attention were given to the timbering and planking of the inside?

That is a different thing, said Glumm.

Yes, truly; yet not different in this, that it has two sides, both of which require to be looked at, if the ship is to work well. I would that I knew what the men of other lands think on this point, for the hermit says that there are nations in the south where men practise chiefly defensive warfare, and often spend years at a time without drawing the sword.

Right glad am I, said Glumm, with a grim smile, that my lot has not fallen among these.

Do you know, continued Erling, that I have more than once thought of going off on a cruise far and wide over the world to hear and see what men say and do? But something, I know not what, prevents me.

Perchance Hilda could tell thee! said Glumm.

Erling laughed, and said there was some truth in that; but checked himself suddenly, for at that moment a man in the garb of a thrall appeared.

Ho! fellow, cried Glumm, hast heard of King Harald Haarfager of late?

The King is in guest-quarters in Updal, answered the thrall, in the house of Jarl Rongvold, my master.

We must speed on, said Erling to Glumm, if we would speak with the King before supper-time.

If you would speak with the King at all, said the thrall, the less you say to him the better, for he is in no mood to be troubled just now. He sets out for the Springs to-morrow morning.

Without making a reply the youths clapped spurs to their horses and galloped away.




Chapter Eleven.

Describes our Heros Interview with Jarl Rongvold and King Harald Haarfager.

Late in the evening, Erling and Glumm arrived in the neighbourhood of the house of Jarl Rongvold, where King Harald Haarfager was staying in guest-quarters with a numerous retinue.

In the days of which we write there were no royal palaces in Norway. The kings spent most of their time  when not engaged in war or out on viking cruises  in travelling about the country, with a band of herd-men, or men-at-arms, in guest-quarters. Wherever they went the inhabitants were bound by law to afford them house-room and good cheer at their own cost, and the kings usually made this tax upon their people as light as possible by staying only a few days at each place.

Rongvold, who entertained the King at this time, was one of those Jarls or Earls  rulers over districts under himself  of whom he had recently created many throughout the land, to supersede those small independent kings who refused to become subject to him. He was a stout warrior, an able courtier, and a very dear friend of the King.

Just before his arrival at Jarl Rongvolds house, King Harald had completed a considerable part of the programme which he had laid down in the great work of subduing the whole of Norway to himself. And wild bloody work it had been.

Hearing that several of the small kings had called a meeting in the uplands to discuss his doings, Harald went, with all the men he could gather, through the forests to the uplands, came to the place of meeting about midnight without being observed by the watchmen, set the house on fire, and burnt or slew four kings with all their followers. After that he subdued Hedemark, Ringerige, Gudbrandsdal, Hadeland, Raumarige, and the whole northern part of Vingulmark, and got possession of all the land as far south as the Glommen. It was at this time that he was taunted by the girl Gyda, and took the oath not to clip his hair until he had subdued the whole land  as formerly related. After his somewhat peculiar determination, he gathered together a great force, and went northwards up the Gudbrandsdal and over the Doverfielde. When he came to the inhabited land he ordered all the men to be killed, and everything wide around to be delivered to the flames. The people fled before him in all directions on hearing of his approach  some down the country to Orkadal, some to Gaulerdal, and some to the forests; but many begged for peace, and obtained it on condition of joining him and becoming his men. He met no decided opposition till he came to Orkadal, where a king named Gryting gave him battle. Harald won the victory. King Gryting was taken prisoner, and most of his men were killed. He took service himself, however, under the King, and thereafter all the people of Orkadal district swore fidelity to him.

Many other battles King Harald fought, and many other kings did he subdue  all of which, however, we will pass over at present, merely observing that wherever he conquered he laid down the law that all the udal property should belong to him, and that the bonders  the hitherto free landholders  both small and great, should pay him land dues for their possessions. It is due, however, to Harald Fairhair, to say that he never seems to have aimed at despotic power; for it is recorded of him that over every district he set an earl, or jarl, to judge according to the law of the land and to justice, and also to collect the land dues and the fines; and for this each earl received a third part of the dues and services and fines for the support of his table and other expenses. Every earl had under him four or more bersers, on each of whom was bestowed an estate of twenty merks yearly, for which he was bound to support twenty men-at-arms at his own expense  each earl being obliged to support sixty retainers. The King increased the land dues and burdens so much that his earls had greater power and income than the kings had before, and when this became known at Drontheim many of the great men of that district joined the King.

Wherever Harald went, submission or extinction were the alternatives; and as he carried things with a high hand, using fire and sword freely, it is not a matter of wonder that his conquests were rapid and complete. It has been said of Harald Fairhair by his contemporaries, handed down by the scalds, and recorded in the Icelandic Sagas, that he was of remarkably handsome appearance, great and strong, and very generous and affable to his men.

But to return.

It was late in the evening, as we have said, when Erling and Glumm reached the vicinity of Jarl Rongvolds dwelling. Before coming in sight of it they were met by two of the mounted guards that were posted regularly as sentries round the Kings quarters. These challenged them at once, and, on being informed that they desired to have speech with the King on matters of urgency, conveyed them past the inner guard to the house.

The state of readiness for instant action in which the men were kept did not escape the observant eyes of the visitors. Besides an outlying mounted patrol, which they had managed to pass unobserved, and the sentries who conducted them, they found a strong guard round the range of farm buildings where the King and his men lay. These men were all well armed, and those of them who were not on immediate duty lay at their stations sound asleep, each man with his helmet on his head, his sword under it, his right hand grasping the hilt, and his shield serving the purpose of a blanket to cover him.

Although the young men observed all this they did not suffer their looks to betray idle curiosity, but rode on with stern countenances, looking, apparently, straight before them, until they reined up at the front door of the house.

In a few minutes a stout handsome man with white hair came out and saluted Erling in a friendly way. This was Jarl Rongvold, who was distantly related to him.

I would I could say with truth that I am glad to see thee, cousin, he said, but I fear me that thine errand to the King is not likely to end in pleasant intercourse, if all be true that is reported of the folk in Horlingdal.

Thanks, kinsman, for the wish, if not for the welcome, replied the youth, somewhat stiffly, as he dismounted; but it matters little to me whether our intercourse be pleasant or painful, so long as it is profitable. The men of Horlingdal send a message to Harald Haarfager; can my companion and I have speech with him?

I can manage that for thee, yet would I counsel delay, for the King is not in a sweet mood to-night, and it may go ill with thee.

I care not whether the Kings mood be sweet or sour, replied Erling sternly. Whatever he may become in the future, Harald is not yet the all-powerful king he would wish to be. The men of Horlingdal have held a Thing, and Glumm and I have been deputed to see the King, convey to him their sentiments, and ask his intentions.

A grim smile played on the jarls fine features for a moment, as he observed the blood mantling to the youths forehead.

No good will come to thee or thine, kinsman, by meeting the King with a proud look. Be advised, Erling, he continued in a more confidential tone; it is easier to swim with the stream than against it  and wiser too, when it is impossible to turn it. Thou hast heard, no doubt, of Haralds doings in the north.

I have heard, said Erling bitterly.

Well, be he right or be he wrong, it were easier to make the Glommen run up the fells than to alter the Kings determination; and it seems to me that it behoves every man who loves his country, and would spare further bloodshed, to submit to what is inevitable.

Every lover of his country deems bloodshed better than slavery, said Erling, because the death of a few is not so great an evil as the slavery of all.

Aye, when there is hope that good may come of dying, rejoined the jarl, but now there is no hope.

That is yet to be proved, said the youth; and Glumm uttered one of those emphatic grunts with which men of few words are wont to signify their hearty assent to a proposition.

Tut, kinsman, continued Rongvold, with a look of perplexity, I dont like the idea of seeing so goodly a youth end his days before his right time. Let me assure thee that, if thou wilt join us and win over thy friends in Horlingdal, a splendid career awaits thee, for the King loves stout men, and will treat thee well; he is a good master.

It grieves me that one whose blood flows in my veins should call any man master! said Erling.

Now a plague on thee, for a stupid hot-blood, cried the jarl; if thou art so displeased with the word, I can tell thee that it need never be used, for, if ye will take service with the King, he will give thee the charge and the revenues of a goodly district, where thou shalt be master and a jarl too.

I am a king! said Erling, drawing himself proudly up. Thinkest thou I would exchange an old title for a new one, which the giver has no right to create?

Glumm uttered another powerfully emphatic grunt at this point.

Besides, continued Erling, I have no desire to become a scatt-gatherer.

The jarl flushed a little at this thrust, but mastering his indignation said, with a smile  

Nay, then, if ye prefer a warriors work there is plenty of that at the disposal of the King.

I have no particular love for war, said Erling. Jarl Rongvold looked at his kinsman in undisguised amazement.

Truly thou art well fitted for it, if not fond of it, he said curtly; but as thou art bent on following thine own nose, thou art like to have more than enough of that which thou lovest not.  Come, I will bring thee to the King.

The jarl led the two young men into his dwelling, where nearly a hundred men-at-arms were carousing. The hall was a long, narrow, and high apartment, with a table running down each side, and one at either end. In the centre of each table was a raised seat, on which sat the chief guests, but, at the moment they entered, the highest of these seats was vacant, for the King had left the table. The fireplace of the hall was in the centre, and the smoke from it curled up among the rafters, which it blackened before escaping through a hole in the roof.

As all the revellers were armed, and many of them were moving about the hall, no notice was taken of the entrance of the strangers, except that one or two near whom they passed remarked that Jarl Rongvold owned some stout men-at-arms.

The King had retired to one of the sleeping-chambers off the great halt in which he sat at a small window, gazing dreamily upon the magnificent view of dale, fell, fiord, and sea, that lay stretched out before the house. The slanting rays of the sun shone through the window, and through the heavy masses of the Kings golden hair, which fell in enormous volumes, like a lions mane, on a pair of shoulders which were noted, even in that age of powerful men, for enormous breadth and strength. Like his men, King Harald was armed from head to foot, with the exception of his helmet, which lay, with his shield, on the low wolf-skin couch on which he had passed the previous night.

He did not move when the jarl and the young men entered, but on the former whispering in his ear he let his clenched fist fall on the window sill, and, turning, with a frown on his bold, handsome face, looked long and steadily at Erling. And well might he gaze, for he looked upon one who bore a singularly strong resemblance to himself. There was the same height and width and massive strength, the same bold, fearless look in the clear blue eyes, and the same firm lips; but Erlings hair fell in softer curls on his shoulders, and his brow was more intellectual. Being a younger man, his beard was shorter.

Advancing a step, after Jarl Rongvold had left the room, Erling stated the sentiments of the men of Horlingdal in simple, blunt language, and ended by telling the King that they had no wish to refuse due and lawful allegiance to him, but that they objected to having the old customs of the land illegally altered.

During the progress of his statement both Erling and Glumm observed that the Kings face flushed more than once, and that his great blue eyes blazed with astonishment and suppressed wrath. After he had concluded, the King still gazed at him in ominous silence. Then he said, sternly:

For what purpose camest thou hither if the men of Horlingdal hold such opinions?

We came to tell you, King Harald, what the men of Horlingdal think, and to ask what you intend to do.

There was something so cool in this speech that a sort of grin curled the Kings moustache, and mingled with the wrath that was gathering on his countenance.

Ill tell thee what I will do, he said, drawing his breath sharply, and hissing the words; I will march into the dale, and burn and s He stopped abruptly, and then in a soft tone added, But what will they do if I refuse to listen to them?

I know not what the men of Horlingdal will do, replied Erling; but I will counsel them to defend their rights.

At this the King leaped up, and drew his sword half out of its scabbard, but again checked himself suddenly; for, as the Saga tells us, it was his invariable rule, whenever anything raised his anger, to collect himself and let his passion run off, and then take the matter into consideration coolly.

Go, he said, sitting down again at the window, I will speak with thee on this subject to-morrow.

Erling, who during the little burst of passion had kept his blue eyes unflinchingly fixed on those of the King, bowed and retired, followed by Glumm, whose admiration of his friends diplomatic powers would have been unbounded, had he only wound up with a challenge to the King, then and there, to single combat!




Chapter Twelve.

Describes a Terrific and Unequal Combat.

Now, kinsman, let me endeavour to convince thee of thy folly, said Jarl Rongvold to Erling, on the morning that followed the evening in which the interview with the King had taken place, as they walked in front of the house together.

It needs no great power of speech to convince me of that, said Erling. The fact that I am still here, after what the King let out last night, convinces me, without your aid, that I am a fool.

And pray what said he that has had such powerful influence on thine obtuse mind?

Truly he said little, but he expressed much. He gave way to an unreasonable burst of passion when I did but claim justice and assert our rights; and the man must be slow-witted indeed who could believe that subdued passion is changed opinion. However, I will wait for another interview until the sun is in the zenith  after that I leave, whatever be the consequences. So it were well, kinsman, that you should see and advise with your master.

The jarl bit his lip, and was on the point of turning away without replying, when a remarkably stout and tall young man walked up and accosted them.

This is my son Rolf, said the jarl, turning round hastily. Our kinsman, Erling the Bold. I go to attend the King. Make the most of each other, for ye are not likely to be long in company.

Are you that Rolf who is styled Ganger? enquired Erling with some interest.

Aye, replied the other gruffly. At least I am Rolf. Men choose to call me Ganger because I prefer to gang on my legs rather than gang on the legs of a horse. They say it is because no horse can carry me; but thou seest that that is a lie, for I am not much heavier than thyself.

I should like to know thee better, kinsman, said Erling.

Rolf Ganger did not respond so heartily to this as Erling wished, and he felt much disappointed; for, being a man who did not often express his feelings, he felt all the more keenly anything like a rebuff.

What is your business with the King? asked Rolf, after a short pause.

To defy him, said our hero, under the influence of a burst of mingled feelings.

Rolf Ganger looked at Erling in surprise.

Thou dost not like the King, then?

I hate him!

So do I, said Rolf.

This interchange of sentiment seemed to break down the barriers of diffidence which had hitherto existed between the two, for from that moment their talk was earnest and confidential. Erling tried to get Rolf to desert the Kings cause and join his opponents, but the latter shook his head, and said that they had no chance of success; and that it was of no use joining a hopeless cause, even although he had strong sympathy with it. While they were conversing, Jarl Rongvold came out and summoned Erling to the presence of the King.

This was the first and last interview that our hero had with that Rolf Ganger, whose name  although not much celebrated at that time  was destined to appear in the pages of history as that of the conqueror of Normandy, and the progenitor of line of English kings.

I have sent for thee, Erling, said the King, in a voice so soft, yet so constrained, that Erling could not avoid seeing that it was forced, to tell thee thou art at liberty to return to thy dalesmen with this message  King Harald respects the opinions of the men of Horlingdal, and he will hold a Thing at the Springs for the purpose of hearing their views more fully, stating his own, and consulting with them about the whole matter.  Art satisfied with that? he asked, almost sternly.

I will convey your message, said Erling.

And the sooner the better, said the King. By the way, there are two roads leading to the Springs, I am told; is it so? he added.

There are, said Erling; one goes by the uplands over the fells, the other through the forest.

Which would you recommend me to follow when I fare to the Springs?

The forest road is the best.

It is that which thou wilt follow, I suppose?

It is, replied Erling.

Well, get thee to horse, and make the most of thy time; my berserk here will guide thee past the guards.

As he spoke, a man who had stood behind the King motionless as a statue advanced towards the door. He was one of a peculiar class of men who formed part of the bodyguard of the King. On his head there was a plain steel helmet, but he wore no serk, or shirt of mail (hence the name of berserk, or bare of serk), and he was, like the rest of his comrades, noted for being capable of working himself up into such a fury of madness while in action, that few people of ordinary powers could stand before his terrible onset. He was called Hake, the berserk of Hadeland, and was comparatively short in stature, but looked shorter than he really was, in consequence of the unnatural breadth and bulk of his chest and shoulders. Hake led Erling out to the door of the house, where they found Glumm waiting with two horses ready for the road.

Thou art sharp this morning, Glumm.

Better to be too sharp than too blunt, replied his friend. It seemed to me that whatever should be the result of the talk with the King to-day, it were well to be ready for the road in good time. What is yonder big-shouldered fellow doing?

Hush, Glumm, said Erling, with a smile, thou must be respectful if thou wouldst keep thy head on thy shoulders. That is Hake of Hadeland, King Haralds famous berserk. He is to conduct us past the guards. I only hope he may not have been commissioned to cut off our heads on the way. But I think that perchance you and I might manage him together, if our courage did not fail us!

Glumm replied with that expression of contempt which is usually styled turning up ones nose, and Erling laughed as he mounted his horse and rode off at the heels of the berserk. He had good reason to look grave, however, as he found out a few moments later. Just as they were about to enter the forest, a voice was heard shouting behind, and Jarl Rongvold was seen running after them.

Ho! stay, kinsman, go not away without bidding us farewell. A safe and speedy journey, lad, and give my good wishes to the old folk at Haldorstede. Say that I trust things may yet be happily arranged between the men of Horlingdal and the King.

As he spoke the jarl managed to move so that Erlings horse came between him and the berserk; then he said quickly, in a low but earnest whisper:

The King means to play thee false, Erling. I cannot explain, but do thou be sure to take the road by the fells, and let not the berserk know. Thy life depends on it. I am ordered to send this berserk with a troop of nineteen men to waylay thee. They are to go by the forest road.  There, thou canst not doubt my friendship for thee, for now my life is in thy hands! Haste, thou hast no chance against such odds. Farewell, Glumm, he added aloud; give my respects to Ulf, when next ye see him.

Jarl Rongvold waved his hand as he turned round and left his friends to pursue their way.

They soon reached the point where they had met the two guards on the previous day. After riding a little farther, so as to make sure of being beyond the outmost patrol, the berserk reined up.

Here I leave you to guard yourselves, he said.

Truly we are indebted to thee for thy guidance thus far, said Erling.

If you should still chance to meet with any of the guards, they will let you pass, no doubt.

No doubt, replied Erling, with a laugh, and, should they object, we have that which will persuade them.

He touched the hilt of his sword, and nodded good-humouredly to the berserk, who did not appear to relish the jest at all.

Your road lies through the forest, I believe? said Hake, pausing and looking back as he was about to ride away.

That depends on circumstances, said Erling. If the sun troubles me, I may go by the forest,  if not, I may go by the fells. But I never can tell beforehand which way my fancy may lead, and I always follow it.

So saying he put spurs to his horse and galloped away.

The berserk did the same, but it was evident that he was ill at ease, for he grumbled very much, and complained a good deal of his ill luck. He did not, however, slacken his pace on that account, but rather increased it, until he reached Rongvoldstede, where he hastily summoned nineteen armed men, mounted a fresh horse, and, ordering them to follow, dashed back into the forest at full speed.

For some time he rode in silence by the side of a stout man who was his subordinate officer.

Krake, he said at length, I cannot make up my mind which road this Erling and his comrade are likely to have taken, so, as we must not miss our men, the Kings commands being very positive, I intend to send thee by the mountain road with nine of the men, and go myself by the forest with the other nine. We will ride each at full speed, and will be sure to overtake them before they reach the split rock on the fells, or the double-stemmed pine in the forest. If thou shalt fall in with them, keep them in play till I come up, for I will hasten to join thee without delay after reaching the double pine. If I meet them I will give the attack at once, and thou wilt hasten to join me after passing the split rock. Now, away, for here our roads part.

In accordance with this plan the troop was divided, and each portion rode off at full speed.

Meanwhile Erling and Glumm pursued their way, chatting as they rode along, and pausing occasionally to breathe their horses.

What ails thee, Erling? said Glumm abruptly. One would fancy that the fair Hilda was behind thee, so often hast thou looked back since the berserk left us.

It is because the fair Hilda is before me that I look so often over my shoulder, for I suspect that there are those behind us who will one day cause her grief, replied Erling sadly; then, assuming a gay air, he added Come, friend Glumm, I wish to know thy mind in regard to a matter of some importance. How wouldst thou like to engage, single handed, with ten men?

Glumm smiled grimly, as he was wont to do when amused by anything  which, to say truth, was not often.

Truly, said he, my answer to that must depend on thine answer to this  Am I supposed to have my back against a cliff, or to be surrounded by the ten?

With thy back guarded, of course.

In that case I should not refuse the fight, but I would prefer to be more equally matched, said Glumm, Two to one, now, is a common chance of war, as thou knowest full well. I myself have had four against me at one time  and when one is in good spirits this is not a serious difficulty, unless there chance to be a berserk amongst them; even in that case, by the use of a little activity of limb, one can separate them, and so kill them in detail. But ten are almost too many for one man, however bold, big, or skilful he may be.

Then what  wouldst thou say to twenty against two? asked Erling, giving a peculiar glance at his friend.

That were better than ten to one, because two stout fellows back to back are not easily overcome, if the fight be fair with sword and axe, and arrows or spears be not allowed. Thou and I, Erling, might make a good stand together against twenty, for we can use our weapons, and are not small men. Nevertheless, I think that it would be our last fight, though I make no doubt we should thin their number somewhat. But why ask such questions?

Because I have taken a fancy to know to what extent I might count on thee in case of surprise.

To what extent! said Glumm, flushing, and looking his friend full in the face. Hast known me so long to such small purpose, that ye should doubt my willingness to stand by thee to the death, if need be, against any odds?

Nay, be not so hasty, Glumm. I doubt not thy courage nor thy regard for me, but I had a fancy to know what amount of odds thou wouldst deem serious, for I may tell thee that our powers are likely to be put to the proof to-day. My kinsman, Jarl Rongvold, told me at parting that twenty men  and among them Hake the berserk  are to be sent after us, and are doubtless even now upon our track.

Then why this easy pace? said Glumm, in a tone of great surprise. Surely there is no reason why we should abide the issue of such a combat when nothing is to be gained by it and much to be lost; for if we are killed, who will prepare the men of Horlingdal for the Kings approach, and tell of his intentions?

That is wisely spoken, Glumm; nevertheless I feel disposed to meet King Haralds men.

This spirit accords ill with the assertion that thou art not fond of war, returned Glumm, with a smile.

I am not so sure of that, rejoined Erling, with a look of perplexity. It is more the consequences of war  its evil effects on communities, on women and children  that I dislike, than the mere matter of fighting, which, although I cannot say I long for it, as some of our friends do, I can truly assert I take some pleasure in, when engaged in it. Besides, in this case I do not wish to meet these fellows for a mere piece of brag, but I think it might teach King Harald that he has to do with men who have heart and skill to use their weapons, and show him what he may expect if he tries to subdue this district. However, be that as it may, the question is, shall we hang back and accept this challenge  for such I regard it  or shall we push on?

Yonder is an answer to that question, which settles it for us, said Glumm quietly, pointing to a ridge on the right of the bridle path, which rose high above the tree tops. A troop of horsemen were seen to cross it and gallop down the slope, where they quickly disappeared in the forest.

How many didst thou count? asked Erling, with a look of surprise.

Only ten, answered Glumm.

Come, cried Erling cheerfully, as he drew his sword, the odds are not so great as we had expected. I suppose that King Harald must have thought us poor-looking warriors, or perchance he has sent ten berserkers against us. Anyhow I am content. Only one thing do I regret, and that is, that, among the other foolish acts I have been guilty of at this time, I left my good battle-axe behind me. This is a level piece of sward. Shall we await them here?

Aye, was Glumms laconic answer, as he felt the edge of his long two-handed sword, settled himself more firmly on his seat, and carefully looked to the fastenings of his armour.

Erling did the same, and both drew up their steeds with their backs towards an impenetrable thicket. In front lay a level stretch of ground, encumbered only here and there with one or two small bushes, beyond which they had a view far into the dark forest, where the armour of the approaching horsemen could be seen glancing among the tree stems.

It is likely, muttered Erling, that they will try to speak us fair at first. Most assassins do, to throw men off their guard. I counsel that our words be few and our action quick.

Glumm gave vent to a deep, short laugh, which sounded, however, marvellously like a growl, and again said  

Aye.

Next moment the ten horsemen galloped towards them, and reined up at the distance of a few yards, while two of them advanced. One of these, who was no other than Krake the berserk, said in a loud, commanding voice  

Yield thee, Erling, in the name of the King!

That for the King! cried Erling, splitting the head of Krakes horse with the edge of his sword, and receiving Krake himself on the point of it as he fell forward, so that it went in at his breast and came out at his back. At the same time Glumms horse sprang forward, his long sword whistled sharply as it flashed through the air, and, next moment, the head of the second man was rolling on the ground.

So sudden was the onset that the others had barely time to guard themselves when Glumms heavy sword cleft the top of the shield and the helmet of one, tumbling him out of the saddle, while the point of Erlings lighter weapon pierced the throat of another. The remaining six turned aside, right and left, so as to divide their opponents, and then attacked them with great fury  for they were all brave and picked men. At first Erling and Glumm had enough to do to defend themselves, without attempting to attack, but at a critical moment the horse of one of Glumms opponents stumbled, and his rider being exposed was instantly cut down. Glumm now uttered a shout, for he felt sure of victory, having only two to deal with. Erlings sword proved to be too short for such a combat, for his enemies were armed with long and heavy weapons, and one of them had a spear. He eluded their assaults, however, with amazing activity, and wounded one of them so badly that he was obliged to retire from the fray. Seeing this our hero made a sudden rush at one of the men who fought with a battle-axe, seized the axe by the handle, and with one sweep of his sword lopped off the mans arm.

Then did Erling also feel that victory was secure, for he now wielded an axe that was almost as good and heavy as his own, and only one man stood before him. Under the impulse of this feeling he uttered a shout which rang through the forest like the roar of a lion.

Now, well would it have been for both Erling and Glumm if they had restrained themselves on that occasion, for the shouts they uttered served to guide two bands of enemies who were in search of them.

It will be remembered that Hake the berserk had gone after our heroes by the forest road, but, not finding them so soon as he had anticipated, and feeling a sort of irresistible belief that they had after all gone by the fells, he altered his own plans in so far that he turned towards the road leading by the mountains, before he reached the pine with the double stem. Thus he just missed those whom he sought, and, after some time, came to the conclusion that he was a fool, and had made a great mistake in not holding to his original plan. By way of improving matters he divided his little band into two, and sending five of his men in one direction, rode off with the remaining four in another. Krake, on the contrary, had fulfilled his orders to the letter; had gone to the split rock, and then hastened to the double-stemmed pine, not far from which, as we have seen, he found the men of whom he was in search, and also met his death.

One of the bands of five men chanced to be within earshot when Erling shouted, and they immediately bore down in the direction, and cheered as they came in sight of the combatants. The three men who yet stood up to our friends wheeled about at once and galloped to meet them, only too glad to be reinforced at such a critical moment.

There was a little stream which trickled over the edge of a rock close to the spot where the combat had taken place. Erling and Glumm leaped off their horses as if by one impulse, and, running to this, drank deeply and hastily. As they ran back and vaulted into their saddles, they heard a faint cheer in the far distance.

Ha! exclaimed Erling, Harald doubtless did send twenty men after all, for here come the rest of them. It is good fortune that a berserk is seldom a good leader  he should not have divided his force. These eight must go down, friend Glumm, before the others come up, else are our days numbered.

The expression of Glumms blood-stained visage spoke volumes, but his tongue uttered never a word. Indeed, there was no time for further speech, for the eight men, who had conversed hurriedly together for a few seconds, were now approaching. The two friends did not await the attack, but, setting spurs to their horses, dashed straight at them. Two were overturned in the shock, and their horses rolled on them, so that they never rose again. On the right Erling hewed down one man, and on the left his friend cut down another. They reined up, turned round, and charged again, but the four who were left were too wise to withstand the shock; they swerved aside. In doing so the foot of one of their horses caught in a bramble. He stumbled, and the rider was thrown violently against a tree and stunned, so that he could not remount. This was fortunate, for Erling and Glumm were becoming exhausted, and the three men who still opposed them were comparatively fresh. One of these suddenly charged Glumm, and killed his horse. Glumm leaped up, and, drawing his knife, stabbed the horse of the other to the heart. As it fell he caught his rider by the right wrist, and with a sudden wrench dislocated his arm. Erling meanwhile disabled one of the others, and gave the third such a severe wound that he thought it best to seek safety in flight.

Erling now turned to Glumm, and asked if he thought it would be best to ride away from the men who were still to come up, or to remain and fight them also.

If there be five more, said Glumm, leaning against a tree, and removing his helmet in order to wipe his brow, then is our last battle fought, for, although I have that in me which could manage to slay one, I have not strength for two, much less three. Besides, my good steed is dead, and we have no time to catch one of the others.

Now will I become a berserk, cried Erling, casting his gilt helmet on the ground and undoing the fastenings of his coat of mail. Armour is good when a man is strong, but when he is worn out it is only an encumbrance. I counsel thee to follow my example.

It is not a bad one, said Glumm, also throwing down his helmet and stripping off his armour. Ha! there are more of them than we counted on  six.

As he spoke six horsemen were seen approaching through the distant glades of the forest.

The two friends ran to the fountain before mentioned, slaked their thirst, and hastily bathed their heads and faces; then, seizing their swords and shields, and leaving the rest of their armour on the sward, they ran to a rugged part of the ground, where horses could not act. Mounting to the highest point of a rocky mound, they awaited the approach of their foes.

Quickly they came forward, their faces blazing with wrath as they rode over the field of battle, and saw their slaughtered comrades. Hake the berserk rode in front, and, advancing as near as possible to the place where his enemies stood, said tauntingly:

What, are ye so fearful of only six men, after having slain so many?

Small meat would we make of thee and thy men, so that the crows might pick it easily, if we were only half as fresh as ye are, said Erling; but we chose to rest here awhile, so if ye would fight ye must come hither to us on foot.

Nay, but methinks it would be well for both parties, returned the berserk, that they should fight on level ground.

Erling and Glumm had thrown themselves on the rocks to get as much rest as possible before the inevitable combat that was still before them. They consulted for a few seconds, and then the former replied:

We will gladly come down, if ye will meet us on foot.

Agreed, cried the berserk, leaping off his horse, and leading it to a neighbouring tree, to which he fastened it. The others followed his example. Then our two heroes arose and stretched themselves.

It has been a good fight, said Erling. Men will talk of it in days to come, after we are far away in the world of spirits.

There was deep pathos in the tone of the young warrior as he spoke these words, and cast his eyes upwards to the blue vault as if he sought to penetrate that spirit world, on the threshold of which he believed himself to stand.

If we had but one hours rest, or one other man on our side; but He stopped suddenly, for the six men now stood in the middle of the little plain where Erling and Glumm had fought so long and so valiantly that day, and awaited their coming.

Hastily descending the mound, the two friends strode boldly towards their opponents, scorning to let them see by look or gesture that they were either fatigued or depressed. As they drew near, Erling singled out Hake, and Glumm went towards a tall, powerful man, who stood ready with a huge sword resting on his shoulder, as if eager to begin the combat. Glumm had arranged in his own mind that that man and he should die together. Beside him stood a warrior with a battle-axe, and a steel helmet on his head. Before Glumm could reach his intended victim the tall mans sword flashed in the air like a gleam of light, and the head with the steel helmet went spinning on the ground!

Thats the way that Kettle Flatnose pays off old scores, cried the Irish thrall, turning suddenly upon his late friends, and assailing one of them with such fury that he cut him down in a few seconds, and then ran to draw off one of the two who had attacked Erling. Glumms amazement at this was, as may well be believed, excessive; but it was nothing to the intensity of his joy when he found suddenly that the fight was now equalised, and that there stood only one man to oppose him. His heart leaped up. New life gave spring to his muscles; and to these new feelings he gave vent in one loud shout, as he sprang upon his adversary and cleft him to the chin with one sweep of his sword!

Meanwhile Kettle Flatnose had killed his man; and he was about to come up behind Hake and sweep off his head, when he was seized by Glumm and dragged violently back.

Would ye rob Erling of the honour of slaying this noted berserk? he said sternly.

Truly, replied Kettle, somewhat abashed, I did not know that he was noted; and as for the honour of it, I do think that Erling seems to have got honour enough to-day (if all this be his work) to content him for some time to come; but as ye will, he added, putting the point of his sword on the ground, and resting his arms on the hilt.

Glumm also leaned on his sword; and standing thus, these two watched the fight.

Now, it may perhaps seem to some readers that as the other men had been disposed of so summarily, it was strange that Erling the Bold should be so long in dispatching this one; but for our heros credit, we must point out several facts which may have perhaps been overlooked. In the first place, Kettle Flatnose was a thoroughly fresh man when he began the fight, and although he killed two men, it must be remembered that one of these was slain while off his guard. Then, Glumm did indeed slay his man promptly, but he was one of King Haralds ordinary men-at-arms; whereas Erling was opposed by one of the most celebrated of the Kings warriors  Hake, the berserk of Hadeland  a man whose name and prowess were known far and wide, not only in Norway, but in Denmark, and all along the southern shores of the Baltic. It would have been strange indeed had such a man fallen easily before any human arm, much more strange had he succumbed at once to one that had been already much exhausted with fighting.

True to the brotherhood to which he belonged, the berserk attacked Erling with incredible fury. He roared more like a mad bull than a man as he made the onset; his eyes glared, his mouth foamed, and he bit his shield as he was driven back. Being fresh, he danced round Erling perpetually, springing in to cut and thrust, and leaping back to avoid the terrific blows which the latter fetched at him with his weighty axe. Once he made a cut at Erlings head, which the latter did not attempt to parry, intending to trust to his helmet to defend him, and forgetting for the moment that he had cast that useful piece of armour on the plain. Luckily the blow was not truly aimed. It shore a lock from Erlings head as he swung his axe against his opponents shield, and battered him down on his knees; but the berserk leaped up with a yell, and again rushed at him. Hake happened just then to cast his eyes on the two men who were quietly looking on, and he so managed the fight for a few moments afterwards that he got near to them. Then turning towards them with a howl of demoniacal fury, he made a desperate cut at the unsuspecting Glumm, who was taken so thoroughly by surprise that he made no movement whatever to defend himself. Fortunately. Kettle Flatnose was on the alert, but he had only time to thrust his sword awkwardly between Glumms head and the descending weapon. The act prevented a fatal gash, but it could not altogether arrest the force of the blow, which fell on the flat of his sword, and beat it down on Glumms skull so violently that he was instantly stretched upon the green sward. Erlings axe fell on the helm of the berserk almost at the same time. Even in that moment of victory a feeling of respect for the courage and boldness of this man touched the heart of Erling, who, with the swiftness of thought, put in force his favourite practice  he turned the edge of the axe, and the broad side of it fell on the steel headpiece with tremendous force, causing the berserk of Hadeland to stretch himself on the green sward beside Glumm the Gruff; thus ending the famous battle of the Berserkers and the Bold, in regard to which Thikskul the scald writes:  

The Bold one and his doughty friend,

Glumm the Gruff of Horlingsend,

Faced, fought, and felled, and bravely slew,

Full twenty men  a berserk crew

Sent by King Harald them to slay  

But much he rued it  lack-a-day!

The heroes cut and hacked them sore,

Hit, split, and slashed them back and fore  

And left them lying in their gore.




Chapter Thirteen.

Shows that Eloquence does not always flow when it is expected, and that Glumm begins a New Course of Action.

On examination it was found that Glumms hurt was not severe. He had merely been stunned by the force of the blow, and there was a trifling wound in the scalp from which a little blood flowed. While Kettle held a helmet full of water, and Erling bathed the wound, the latter said:

How comes it, Kettle, that ye discovered our straits, and appeared so fortunately?

Kettle laughed and said: The truth is, that accident brought me here. You know that I had all but wrought out my freedom by this time, but in consideration of my services in the battle at the Springs, Ulf set me free at once, and this morning I left him to seek service with King Harald Haarfager.

That was thankless of thee, said Erling.

So said Ulf, rejoined Kettle; nevertheless, I came off, and was on my way over the fells to go to the King when I fell in with Hake the berserk  though I knew not that it was he  and joined him.

Erling frowned, and looked enquiringly at Kettle as he said:

But what possessed thee, that thou shouldst quit so good a master for one so bad, and how comes it thou hast so readily turned against the Kings men?

Little wonder that you are perplexed, said Kettle, seeing that ye know not my motive. The truth is, that I had a plan in my head, which was to enter Haralds service, that I might act the spy on him, and so do my best for one who, all the time I have been in thraldom, has been as kind to me as if he had been my own father.

Thou meanest Ulf? said Erling.

I do, replied Kettle with enthusiasm, and Id willingly die for him if need be. As ye know full well, it needs no wizard to tell that such men as Ulf and your father will not easily be made to bend their necks to the Kings yoke; and for this I honour them, because they respect the law of the land more than they respect the King. Happy is the nation where such men abound; and in saying this I do no dishonour to the King, but the reverse.

Erling looked in surprise at Kettle, while he continued to bathe the face of his still unconscious friend, for his language and bearing were much altered from what they had been when he was in thraldom, and there was an air of quiet dignity about him, which seemed to favour the common report that he had been a man of note in his own land.

Well, continued Kettle, it is equally certain that Harald is not a man who will tamely submit to be thwarted in his plans, so I had made up my mind to take service with him, in order that I might be able to find out his intentions and observe his temper towards the men of Horlingdal, and thus be in a position to give them timely warning of any danger that threatened. On my way hither I met Hake, as I have said. On hearing that he belonged to King Harald, I told him that I had just got my freedom from Ulf, and wished to join the King. He seemed very glad, and said he thought I would make a good berserk; told me that he was out in search of some of the Kings enemies, and proposed that I should assist him. Of course this suited me well; but it was only when we found you that I became aware who the Kings enemies were, and resolved to act as ye have seen me do. I did not choose to tell Ulf my intention, lest my plan should miscarry; but, now that I find who the King counts his foes, and know how sharply he intends to treat them, it seems to me that I need go no farther.

Truly thou needst not, said Erling, for Harald is in the worst possible humour with us all, and did his best to stop me from going home to tell the fact.

Then is my mission ended. I will return to Ulfstede, said Kettle, throwing the water out of his helmet, and replacing it on his head, as he rose and grasped his sword. Meanwhile, I will cut off Hakes head, and take it back with me.

Thou wilt do so at thy peril, said Erling; Hake fell to my hand, and I will finish the work which I have begun. Do thou go catch three or four of the horses, for I see that Glumm is recovering.

I will not interfere with your business, said Kettle, with a laugh, only I thought you meant to leave his carcass lying there unheeded, and was unwilling to go off without his head as a trophy.

Kettle went to catch the horses  three of which he tied to trees to be ready for them, while he loaded the fourth with the most valuable of the arms and garments of the slain. Meanwhile Glumm groaned, and, sitting up, rubbed his head ruefully.

I thought someone had sent me to Valhalla, he said, fetching a deep sigh.

Not yet, friend Glumm, not yet. There is still work for thee to do on earth, and the sooner ye set about doing it the better, for methinks the King will wonder what has become of his berserkers, and will send out men in search of them ere long. Canst mount thy horse?

Mount him? aye, said Glumm, leaping up, but staggering when he had gained his legs, so that Erling had to support him for a few minutes. He put his hand to his forehead, and, observing blood on it, asked: Is the wound deep?

Only a scratch, said Erling, but the blow was heavy. If the sword of Kettle Flatnose had not caught it in time, it would have been thy death.

Truly it has not been far from that as it is, for my head rings as if the brain were being battered with Thors hammer! Come, let us mount.

As he spoke, Kettle brought forward the horses. Glumm mounted with difficulty, and they all rode away. But Erling had observed a slight motion of life in the body of Hake, and after they had gone a few yards he said: Ride on slowly, Glumm, I will go back to get a ring from the finger of the berserk, which I forgot.

He turned, and rode quickly back to the place where the berserks body lay, dismounted, and kneeled beside it. There was a large silver ring on the middle finger of Hakes right hand, which he took off and put on his own finger, replacing it with a gold one of his own. Then he ran to the spring, and, filling his helmet with water, came back and laved the mans temples therewith, at the same time pouring a little of it into his mouth. In a few minutes he began to show symptoms of revival, but before he had recovered sufficiently to recognise who his benefactor was, Erling had vaulted into the saddle and galloped away.

They arrived at Glummstede that evening about supper-time, but Glumm was eager to hear the discussion that was sure to take place when the news of the fight and of Haralds state of mind was told, so he rode past his own home, and accompanied his friend to Ulfstede. We cannot say for certain that he was uninfluenced by other motives, for Glumm, as the reader knows, was not a communicative man; he never spoke to anyone on the subject; we incline, however, to the belief that there were mingled ideas in his brain and mixed feelings in his heart as he rode to Ulfstede!

Great was the sensation in the hall when Erling, Glumm, and Kettle entered with the marks of the recent fight still visible upon them  especially on Glumm, whose scalp wound, being undressed, permitted a crimson stream to trickle down his face  a stream which, in his own careless way, he wiped off now and then with the sleeve of his coat, thereby making his aspect conspicuously bloody. Tremendous was the flutter in Adas heart when she saw him in this plight, for well did she know that deeds of daring had been done before such marks could have been left upon her gruff lover.

The hall was crowded with armed men, for many bonders had assembled to await the issue of the decision at the Thing, and much anxiety as well as excitement prevailed. Ulf recognised his late thrall with a look of surprise, but each of them was made to quaff a brimming tankard of ale before being allowed to speak. To say truth, they were very willing to accept the draught, which, after the fatigues they had undergone, tasted like nectar.

Erling then stood up, and in the midst of breathless silence began to recount the incidents which had befallen him and his companion while in the execution of their mission.

In the first place, he said, it is right to let ye all know that the Kings countenance towards us is as black as a thundercloud, and that we may expect to see the lightning flash out before long. But it is some comfort to add that Glumm and Kettle and I have slain, or rendered unfit to fight, twenty of Haralds men.

In the midst of the murmur of congratulation with which this announcement was received, Erling observed that Hilda, who had been standing near the door, went out. The result of this was, that the poor youths spirit sank, and it was with the utmost difficulty he plucked up heart to relate the incidents of the fight, in which he said so little about himself that one might have imagined he had been a mere spectator. Passing from that subject as quickly as possible, he delivered his opinion as to the hopes and prospects before them, and, cutting his speech short, abruptly quitted the hall.

Any little feeling of disappointment that might have been felt at the lame way in which Erling had recounted his exploits was, however, amply compensated by Glumm, who, although usually a man of few words, had no lack of ideas or of power to express them when occasion required, in a terse, stern style of his own, which was very telling. He gave a faithful account of the fight, making mention of many incidents which his friend had omitted to touch on, and dwelling particularly on the deeds of Kettle. As to that flat-nosed individual himself, when called upon to speak, he addressed the assembly with a dignity of manner and a racy utterance of language which amazed those who had only known him as a thrall, and who now for the first time met him as a freed man. He moreover introduced into his speech a few touches of humour which convulsed his audience with laughter, and commented on the condition of affairs in a way that filled them with respect, so that from that hour he became one of the noted men of the dale.

Erling meanwhile hurried towards one of the cliffs overlooking the fiord. He was well acquainted with Hildas favourite haunts, and soon found her, seated on a bank, with a very disconsolate look, which, however, vanished on his appearing.

Wherefore didst thou hasten away just as I began to speak, Hilda? he said, somewhat reproachfully, as he sat down beside her.

Because I did not wish to hear details of the bloody work of which thou art so fond. Why wilt thou always be seeking to slay thy fellows?

The girl spoke in tones so sad and desponding, that her lover looked upon her for some time in silent surprise.

Truly, Hilda, he said, the fight was none of my seeking.

Did I not hear thee say, she replied, that Kettle and Glumm and thou had slain twenty of the Kings men, and that ye regarded this as a comforting thought?

Aye, surely; but these twenty men did first attack Glumm and me while alone, and we slew them in self-defence. Never had I returned to tell it, had not stout Kettle Flatnose come to our aid.

Thank Heaven for that! said Hilda, with a look of infinite relief. How did it happen?

Come. I will tell thee all from first to last. And here is one who shall judge whether Glumm and I are to blame for slaying these men.

As he spoke, the hermit approached. The old man looked somewhat paler than usual, owing to the loss of blood caused by the wound he had received in his recent defence of Ulfstede. Erling rose and saluted him heartily, for, since the memorable prowess in the defence of Ulfstede, Christian had been high in favour among the people of the neighbourhood.

Hilda and I were considering a matter of which we will make thee judge, said Erling, as they sat down on the bank together.

I will do my best, said the hermit, with a smile, if Hilda consents to trust my judgment.

That she gladly does, said the maid.

Well, then, I will detail the facts of the case, said Erling; but first tell me what strange marks are those on the skin thou holdest in thy hand?

These are words, said the hermit, carefully spreading out a roll of parchment, on which a few lines were written.

Erling and Hilda regarded the strange characters with much interest. Indeed, the young mans look almost amounted to one of awe, for he had never seen the scroll before, although Hilda, to whom it had several times been shown and explained, had told him about it.

These marks convey thoughts, said Christian, laying his forefinger on the characters.

Can they convey intricate thoughts, asked Erling, such as are difficult to express?

Aye; there is no thought which can quit the tongue of one man and enter the understanding of another which may not be expressed by these letters in different combinations.

Dim ideas of this have been in my mind, said Erling, since I went on viking cruise to the south, when first I heard of such a power being known to and used by many, but I believed it not. If this be as thou sayest, and these letters convey thy thoughts, then, though absent, thy thoughts might be known to me  if I did but understand the tracing of them.

Most true, returned the hermit; and more than that, there be some who, though dead, yet speak to their fellows, and will continue to do so as long as the records are preserved and the power to comprehend them be maintained.

Mysterious power, said Erling; I should like much to possess it.

If thou wilt come to my poor abode on the cliff I will teach it thee. A few months, or less, will suffice. Even Hilda knows the names of the separate signs, and she has applied herself to it for little more than a few days.

Hildas face became scarlet when Erling looked at her in surprise, but the unobservant hermit went on to descant upon the immense value of written language, until Hilda reminded him that he had consented to sit in judgment on a knotty point.

True, I had forgotten.  Come now, Erling, let me hear it.

The youth at once began, and in a few minutes had so interested his hearers that they gazed in his face and hung upon his words with rapt attention, while he detailed the incidents of the combats with a degree of fluency and fervour that would have thrown the oratory of Glumm and Kettle quite into the shade had it been told in the hall.

While Erling was thus engaged, his friend Glumm, having finished the recital of his adventures for the twentieth time, and at the same time eaten a good supper, was advised by his companions to have the wound in his head looked to.

What! hast thou not had it dressed yet? asked Ulf; why, that is very foolish. Knowest thou not that a neglected wound may compass thy death? Come hither, Ada; thy fingers are skilled in such offices. Take Glumm to an inner chamber, and see if thou canst put his head to rights.

Methinks, cried Guttorm Stoutheart, with a laugh, that she is more likely to put his heart wrong than his head right with these wicked black eyes of hers. Have a care, Glumm: they pierce deeper than the sword of the berserk.

Ada pretended not to hear this, but she appeared by no means displeased, as she led Glumm to an inner chamber, whither they were followed by Alric, whose pugnacious soul had been quite fascinated by the story of the recent fight, and who was never tired of putting questions as to minute points.

As Glumm sat down on a low stool to enable Ada to get at his head, she said (for she was very proud of her lovers prowess, and her heart chanced to be in a melting mood that night), Thou hast done well to-day, it would seem?

It is well thou thinkest so, replied Glumm curtly, remembering Erlings advice. No, boy, he added, in reply to Alric, I did not kill the one with the black helmet; it was Erling who gave him his deathblow.

Did Hake the berserk look dreadfully fierce? asked Alric.

He made a few strange faces, replied Glumm.

The wound is but slight, observed Ada, in a tone that indicated a little displeasure at the apparent indifference of her lover.

It might have been worse, replied Glumm.

Do tell me all about it again, entreated Alric.

Not now, said Glumm; Ill repeat it when Hilda is by; she has not heard it yet  methinks she would like to hear it.

Hilda like to hear it! cried the lad, with a shout of laughter; why, she detests fighting almost as much as the hermit does, though, I must say, for a man who hates it, he can do it wonderfully well himself! But do tell me, Glumm, what was the cut that Erling gave when he brought down that second man, you know  the big one

Which? the man whose head he chopped off, with half of the left shoulder?

No; that was the fourth. I mean the other one, with

Oh, the one he split the nose of by accident before battering down with

No, no, cried Alric, I mean the one with the black beard.

Ha! exclaimed Glumm, that wasnt the second man; his fall was much further on in the fight, just after Erling had got hold of the battle-axe. He whirled the axe round his head, brought it from over the left down on Blackbeards right shoulder, and split him to the waist.

Now, that is finished, said Ada sharply, as she put away the things that she had used in the dressing of the wound. I hope that every foe thou hast to deal with in future may let thee off as well.

I thank thee, Ada, both for the dressing and the good wish, said Glumm gravely, as he rose and walked into the hall, followed by his persevering and insatiable little friend.

Ada retired hastily to her own chamber, where she stood for a moment motionless, then twice stamped her little foot, after which she sat down on a stool, and, covering her face with both hands, burst into a passionate flood of tears.




Chapter Fourteen.

In which Alric boasts a little, discovers Secrets, confesses a little, and distinguishes himself greatly.

Next day there was great bustle at Ulfstede, and along the shores of the fiord, for the men of Horlingdal were busy launching their ships and making preparations to go to the Springs to meet and hold council with King Harald Haarfager.

It had been finally resolved, without a dissentient voice, that the whole district should go forth to meet him in arms, and thus ensure fair play at the deliberations of the Thing. Even Haldor no longer objected; but, on the contrary, when he heard his sons account of his meeting with the King, and of the dastardly attempt that had been made to assassinate him and his friend, there shot across his face a gleam of that wild ferocity which had procured him his title. It passed quickly away, however, and gave place to a look of sad resignation, which assured those who knew him that he regarded their chance of opposing the King successfully to be very small indeed.

The fleet that left the fiord consisted of the longships of Ulf, Haldor, Erling, Glumm, and Guttorm, besides an innumerable flotilla of smaller crafts and boats. Many of the men were well armed, not only with first-rate weapons, but with complete suits of excellent mail of the kinds peculiar to the period  such as shirts of leather, with steel rings sewed thickly over them, and others covered with steel scales  while of the poorer bonders and the thralls some wore portions of defensive armour, and some trusted to the thick hides of the wolf, which were more serviceable against a sword-cut than many people might suppose. All had shields, however, and carried either swords, bills, spears, javelins, axes, or bows and arrows, so that, numbering as they did, about a thousand men, they composed a formidable host.

While these rowed away over the fiord to the Springs to make war or peace  as the case might be  with King Harald, a disappointed spirit was left behind in Horlingdal.

Im sure I cannot see why I should not be allowed to go too, said little Alric, on returning to Haldorstede, after seeing the fleet set forth. Of course I cannot fight so well as Erling yet, but I can do something in that way; and can even face up to a full-grown man when occasion serves, as that red-haired Dane knows full well, methinks, if he has got any power of feeling in his neck!

This was said to Herfrida, who was in the great hall spreading the board for the midday meal, and surrounded by her maidens, some of whom were engaged in spinning or carding wool, while others wove and sewed, or busied themselves about household matters.

Have patience, my son, said Herfrida. Thou art not yet strong enough to go forth to battle. Doubtless, in three or four years

Three or four years! exclaimed Alric, to whom such a space of time appeared an age. Why, there will be no more fighting left to be done at the end of three or four years. Does not father say that if the King succeeds in his illegal plans all the independence of the small kings will be gone for ever, and  and  of course I am old enough to see that if the small kings are not allowed to do as they please, there will be no more occasion for war  nothing but a dull time of constant peace!

Herfrida laughed lightly, while her warlike son strutted up and down the ancestral hall like a bantam cock, frowning and grunting indignantly, as he brooded over the dark prospects of peace that threatened his native land, and thought of his own incapacity, on account of youth, to make glorious hay while yet the sun of war was shining.

Mother, he said, stopping suddenly, and crossing his arms, as he stood with his feet planted pretty wide apart, after the fashion of those who desire to be thought very resolute mother, I had a dream last night.

Tell it me, my son, said Herfrida, sitting down on a low stool beside the lad.

Now, it must be known that in those days the Northmen believed in dreams and omens and warnings  indeed, they were altogether a very superstitious people, having perfect faith in giants, good and bad; elves, dark and bright; wraiths, and fetches, and guardian spirits  insomuch that there was scarcely one among the grown-up people who had not seen some of these fabulous creatures, or who had not seen some other people who had either seen them themselves or had seen individuals who said they had seen them! There were also many clear-sighted or fore-sighted old men and women, who not only saw goblins and supernatural appearances occasionally, and, as it were, accidentally, like ordinary folk, but who also had the gift  so it is said  of seeing such things when they pleased  enjoyed, as it were, an unenviable privilege in that way. It was therefore with unusual interest that Herfrida asked about her sons dream.

It must have been mara (nightmare), I think, he said, for though I never had it before, it seemed to me very like what Guttorm Stoutheart says he always has after eating too hearty a meal.

Relate it, my son.

Well, you must know, said Alric, with much gravity and importance, for he observed that the girls about the room were working softly that they might hear him, I dreamed that I was out on the fells, and there I met a dreadful wolf, as big as a horse, with two heads and three tails, or three heads and two tails, I mind not which, but it gave me little time to notice it, for, before I was aware, it dashed at me, and I turned to run, but my feet seemed to cleave to the earth, and my legs felt heavy as lead, so that I could scarce drag myself along, yet, strange to say, the wolf did not overtake me, although I heard it coming nearer and nearer every moment, and I tried to shout, but my voice would not come out.

What hadst thou to supper last night? asked Herfrida.

Let me think, replied the boy meditatively; I had four cuts of salmon, three rolls of bread and butter, half a wild-duck, two small bits of salt-fish, some eggs, a little milk, and a horn of ale.

It must have been mara, said she, thoughtfully; but go on with thy dream.

Well, just as I came to the brink of the river, I looked back and saw the wolf close at my heels, so I dropped suddenly, and the wolf tumbled right over me into the water, but next moment it came up in the shape of another monster with a fishs tail, which made straight at me. Then it all at once came into my head that my guardian spirit was behind me, and I turned quickly round but did not see it.

Art thou quite sure of that, my son?

Herfrida asked this in a tone of great anxiety, for to see ones own guardian spirit was thought unlucky, and a sign that the person seeing it was fey, or death-doomed.

Im quite sure that I did not, replied Alric, to the manifest relief of his mother; but I saw a long pole on the ground, which I seized, and attacked the beast therewith, and a most notable fight we had. I only wish that it had been true, and that thou hadst been there to see it. Mara fled away at once, for I felt no more fear, but laid about me in a way that minded me of Erling. Indeed, I dont think he could have done it better himself. Oh! how I do wish, sometimes, that my dreams would come true! However, I killed the monster at last, and hurled him into the river, after which I felt tossed about in a strange way, and then my senses left me, and then I awoke.

What thinkest thou of the dream? said Herfrida to a wrinkled old crone who sat on a low stool beside the fire.

The witch-like old creature roused herself a little and said:

Good luck is in store for the boy.

Thanks for that, granny, said Alric; canst say what sort o good luck it is?

No; my knowledge goes no further. It may be good luck in great things, it may be only in small matters; perhaps soon, perhaps a long time hence: I know not.

Having ventured this very safe and indefinite prophecy, the old woman let her chin drop on her bosom, and recommenced the rocking to and fro which had been interrupted by the question; while Alric laughed, and, taking up a three-pronged spear, said that as he had been disappointed in going to see the fun at the Springs, he would console himself by going and sticking salmon at the foss (waterfall).

Wilt thou not wait for midday meal? said Herfrida.

No, mother; this roll will suffice till night.

And then thou wilt come home ravening, and have mara again.

Be it so. Id run the risk of that for the sake of the chance of another glorious battle such as I had last night!

Saying this the reckless youth sallied forth with the spear or leister on his shoulder, and took the narrow bridle path leading up the glen.

It was one of those calm bright days of early autumn in which men feel that they draw in fresh life and vigour at each inhalation. With the fragrant odours that arose from innumerable wild flowers, including that sweetest of plants, the lily of the valley, was mingled the pleasant smell of the pines, which clothed the knolls, or hung here and there like eyebrows on the cliffs. The river was swollen considerably by recent heat, which had caused the great glaciers on the mountain tops to melt more rapidly than usual, and its rushing sound was mingled with the deeper roar of the foss, or waterfall, which leaped over a cliff thirty feet high about two miles up the valley. Hundreds of rills of all sizes fell and zigzagged down the mountains on either side, some of them appearing like threads of silver on the precipices, and all, river and rills, being as cold as the perpetual ice-fields above which gave them birth. Birds twittered in the bushes, adding sweetness to the wild music, and bright greens and purples, lit up by gleams of sunshine, threw a charm of softness over the somewhat rugged scene.

The Norse boys nature was sensitive, and peculiarly susceptible of outward influences. As he walked briskly along, casting his eager gaze now at the river which foamed below him, and anon at the distant mountain ridges capped with perennial snows, he forgot his late disappointment, or, which is the same thing, drowned it in present enjoyment. Giving vent to his delight, much as boys did a thousand years later, by violent whistling or in uproarious bursts of song, he descended to the rivers edge, with the intention of darting his salmon spear, when his eye caught sight of a womans skirt fluttering on one of the cliffs above. He knew that Hilda and Ada had gone up the valley together on a visit to a kinswoman, for Herfrida had spoken of expecting them back to midday meal; guessing, therefore, that it must be them, he drew back out of sight, and clambered hastily up the bank, intending to give them a surprise. He hid himself in the bushes at a jutting point which they had to pass, and from which there was a magnificent view of the valley, the fiord, and the distant sea.

He heard the voices of the two girls in animated conversation as they drew near, and distinguished the name of Glumm more than once, but, not being a gossip by nature, he thought nothing of this, and was intent only on pouncing out on them when they should reach a certain stone in the path. Truth constrains us to admit that our young friend, like many young folk of the present day, was a practical joker  yet it must also be said that he was not a very bad one, and, to his honour be it recorded, he never practised jokes on old people!

It chanced, however, that the two friends stopped short just before reaching the stone, so that Alric had to exercise patience while the girls contemplated the view  at least while Hilda did so, for on Adas face there was a frown, and her eyes were cast on the ground.

How lovely Horlingdal looks on such a day! observed Hilda.

I have no eyes for beautiful things to-night, said Ada pettishly; I cannot get over it  such cool, thankless indifference when I took the trouble to dress his  his  stupid head, and then, not satisfied with telling the whole story over to thee, who cares no more for it than if it were the slaying of half a dozen sheep, he must needs go and pay frequent visits to Ingeborg and to Halgerda of the Foss  and  and  But I know it is all out of spite, and that he does not care a bodkin for either of them, yet I cannot bear it, and I wont bear it, so he had better look to himself. And yet I would not for the best mantle in the dale that he knew I had two thoughts about the matter.

But why play fast and loose with him? said Hilda, with a laugh at her companions vehemence.

Because I like it and I choose to do so.

But perchance he does not like it, and does not choose to be treated so.

I care not for that.

Truly thy looks and tone belie thee, said Hilda, smiling. But in all seriousness, Ada, let me advise thee again to be more considerate with Glumm, for I sometimes think that the men who are most worth having are the most easily turned aside.

Hast thou found it so with Erling? demanded Ada half-angrily.

Hilda blushed scarlet at this and said:

I never thought of Erling in this light; at least I never  he never  that is

Fortunately at this point Alric, in his retreat among the bushes, also blushed scarlet, for it only then flashed upon him that he had been acting the mean part of an eavesdropper, and had been listening to converse which he should not have heard. Instead, therefore, of carrying out his original intention, he scrambled into the path with as much noise as possible, and coughed, as he came awkwardly forward.

Why, the wicked boy has been listening, cried Ada, laying her hand upon the lads shoulder, and looking sternly into his face.

I have, said Alric bluntly.

And art thou not ashamed?

I am, he replied, with a degree of candour in his self-condemnation which caused Ada and Hilda to burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

But, said Ada, becoming grave again, thou hast heard too much for thy good.

I know it, he replied, and Im sorry, Ada, but cannot help it now. This will I say, however: I had no wish or intention to hear when I hid myself. My desire was only to startle thee and Hilda, and before I thought what thou wert talking of the thing was out, and now I have got it I cannot unget it.

True, but thou canst keep it, said Ada.

I can, and ye may rest assured no word or look of mine shall betray thee. Ill even try to conceal it from myself, and think it was a dream, unless, indeed, I see a good chance of helping thee in this affair!

Alric laughed as he said this, and the girls joined him, after which they all went on towards Haldorstede together.

On reaching the place where Alric had intended to fish, Ada suggested that he should go and try his fortune, so he ran down to the river, and the girls followed him to the bank.

The spot selected was a rapid which terminated in a small and comparatively quiet but deep pool. We say comparatively, because in the state of the river at that time even in the quietest places there was considerable commotion. Just below the pool the river opened out into a broad shallow, over which it passed in noisy foam, but with little depth, except in the centre. Below this, again, it narrowed, and formed another deep pool.

Alric ran into the water till he was about knee-deep, and then plunged his spear. Nothing resulted from the first plunge, but the effect of the second was more tremendous than had ever before happened to the young sportsman, for the pole of the trident received a twist so violent that it would infallibly have been torn from the boys grasp had he not held on with the tenacity of a vice, and allowed himself to be dragged bodily into the pool. As we have said, the pool was deep, but that was nothing to Alric, who could swim like a duck. The Norse maidens who watched him knew this, and although slightly alarmed, felt on the whole more inclined to laugh than to tremble as his head emerged and sank again several times, while the fish which he had struck dragged him about the pool. After a few seconds of violent and wild exertion it rushed down the pool into the rapid, and then it was that the girls perceived that Alric had struck and was clinging to one of the largest-sized salmon that ever appeared in Horlingdal river.

Fortunate it was for the boy that the fish took the rapid, for it had almost choked him in the deep pool; but now he scrambled on his feet, and began to do battle gallantly  endeavouring to thrust the fish downwards and pin it to the stones whenever it passed over a shallow part, on which occasions its back and silver sides became visible, and its great tail  wide spreading, like a modern ladys fan  flashed in the air as it beat the water in terror or fury. Alrics spirit was ablaze with excitement, for the fish was too strong for him, so that every time it wriggled itself he was made to shake and stagger in a most ridiculously helpless manner, and when it tried to bolt he was pulled flat down on his face and had to follow it  sometimes on his knees, sometimes at full length, for, over and over again, when he was about to rise, or had half-risen, there was another pull, and down he went again, quite flat, while the roaring torrent went right over him.

But no limpet ever stuck to rock with greater tenacity than did Alric to the handle of that trident; and it is but just to add, for the information of those who know it not, that the difficulty of retaining ones foothold on the pebbly bed of a river when knee-deep in a foaming rapid is very great indeed, even when one has nothing more to do than attend to the balancing of ones own body  much greater, of course, in circumstances such as we describe.

At last the salmon made a rush, and was swept over a shallow part of the rapid, close under the bank on which the girls stood. Here Alric succeeded in thrusting it against a large stone. For the first time he managed to stand up erect, and, although holding the fish with all his might, looked up, and breathed, or rather gasped, freely:

Hoch! hah! what a fish! skho!

Oh, I wish we could help thee! exclaimed the girls, with flashing eyes and outstretched hands, as if they could hardly restrain themselves from leaping into the water, which was indeed the case!

Nno! ye cant! s not possble  hah! my! oh there e goes again  stswash!

Down he went, flat, as he spoke, and water stopped his utterance, while the fish wriggled into the centre of the channel, and carried him into the deep pool below!

Here the scene was not quite so exciting, because the battle was not so fierce. The salmon had it all his own way in the deep water, and dragged his attached friend hither and thither as he pleased. On the other hand, Alric ceased to contend, and merely held on with his right hand, while with his left he kept his head above water. The pool circled about in large oily wavelets flecked with foam, so that there was a great contrast in all this to the tremendous turmoil of the raging rapid. But the comparative calm did not last long. The huge fish made a frantic, and apparently a last, effort to get free. It rushed down to the foot of the pool, and passed over the edge into the next rapid.

The girls shrieked when they saw this, for, unlike the former, this one was a deep rush of the river, between narrower banks, where its course was obstructed by large rocks. Against these the stream beat furiously. Alric knew the spot well, and was aware of the extreme danger of his position. He therefore made a violent effort to drag the fish towards a point where there was a slight break or eddy among a number of boulders, intending to let him go, if necessary, rather than lose his life. He succeeded, however, in getting upon one of the rocks quite close to the bank, and then endeavoured to lift the fish out of the water. In this also he was successful; made a splendid heave, and flung it with all his force towards the bank, on which it alighted, trident and all, at the feet of Hilda. But in letting go his hold of the handle Alric lost his balance, flung his arms above his head in a vain endeavour to recover himself, and, with a loud shout, fell back into the roaring torrent and was swept away.

A few moments sufficed to carry him into the pool below, to the edge of which the girls rushed, and found that he was floating round and round in a state of insensibility, every moment passing near to the vortex of the rapid that flowed out of it. Hilda at once rushed in waist-deep and caught him by the collar. She would have been swept away along with him, but Ada also sprang forward and grasped Hilda by the mantle. She could not, however, drag her back; neither could Hilda in any way help herself. Thus they stood for a few moments swaying to and fro in the current, and, doubtless, one or more of them would have soon been carried down had not efficient aid been at hand.

High up on the cliff over the scene where this incident occurred, Christian the hermit was seated on a log before his door. He sat gazing dreamily out upon the landscape when Alric began to fish, but, seeing the danger to which the lad exposed himself, after he had speared the fish, and fearing that there might be need of his aid, he quickly descended to the scene of action. He did not arrive a moment too soon, for the whole event occurred very rapidly. Running to the rescue he caught Ada round the waist with both hands, and drew her gently back; she was soon out of danger, after which there was no great difficulty in dragging the others safely to land.

At once the hermit stripped off the boys coat, loosened the kerchief that was round his throat, and sought, by every means in his power, to restore him to consciousness. His efforts were successful. The boy soon began to breathe, and in a short time stood up, swaying himself to and fro, and blinking.

The first thing he said was:

Where is the salmon?

The salmon? Oh, I forgot all about it, said Ada.

Never mind it, dear Alric, said Hilda.

Never mind it? he cried, starting into sudden animation; what! have ye left it behind?

Saying this he burst away from his friends, and ran up the bank of the river until he came to where the fish was lying, still impaled on the barbed prongs of the trident. The run so far restored him that he had sufficient strength to shoulder the fish, although it afterwards turned out to be a salmon of thirty-five pounds weight, and he quickly rejoined his friends, who returned with him to Haldorstede, where, you may be quite sure, he gave a graphic account of the adventure to willing and admiring ears.

So, granny, he said, at the conclusion of the narrative, to the old crone who was still seated by the fire, thy prophecy has come true sooner than ye expected, and it has come doubly true, for though the good luck in store for me was a matter of small general importance, no one can deny that it is a great fish!




Chapter Fifteen.

Treats of Ancient Diplomacy among the Norsemen, and shows how our Hero turns the Tables on a would-be Assassin.

When King Harald heard the news of the defeat of Hake and the slaughter of his men by Erling and Glumm, great was his wrath at first, and Jarl Rongvold had much ado to appease him and prevent him from going at once to Horlingdal to ravage it with fire and sword. But when he had cooled a little, and heard the details of the fight from Hake himself, his anger against the young warriors changed into admiration of their dauntless courage.

Harald Fairhair was a kingly man in spirit as well as in appearance, and was above encouraging a mean or vengeful mood. He was indeed fierce and violent in his rage, and often did things which, when read of in the calm of a comparatively peaceful time, make one shudder; but it must not be forgotten that the age in which he lived was a cruel and bloody one, and, in Norway, without one touch of the gentle religion of Christ to soften its asperities. He could never have retained his power and rule over the stern warriors of his day had he not possessed much of their own callous indifference to the horrors and cruelties of war.

Thou hadst tougher work than thou countedst on, it would seem, he said to Hake; then, turning to Jarl Rongvold, with a laugh, Methinks I would fain have this Erling the Bold and his friend Glumm the Gruff among my men-at-arms.

I fear, sire, that they will not be easily induced to enter thy service, for they are both Sea-kings, and independent spirits.

Such men have submitted to us before now, said the King, with a peculiar glance.

Most true, returned the jarl, flushing; but all men have not the same belief in your wisdom.

That may be, yet methinks I could tame this Sea-king  this Erling. Perchance costly gifts might win him, or it may be that rough blows would suit him better. What thinkest thou, Hake? thou hast had some experience in that way.

If you mean, sire, that you have a mind to receive rough blows at his hand, I will guarantee him both able and willing to gratify you. I know not the weight of Thors hammer, but I am bound to say that it occurred to my mind when Erlings axe came down on my steel headpiece, and set a host of stars dancing in my brain.

I believe thee, said the King, smiling grimly, and thy visage speaks for itself.

This was indeed the case. The berserks countenance was very pale. He still suffered from the crashing blow with which he had been felled, and his heart rankled under his defeat, for he was not aware that the blow, heavy though it was, had been delivered in mercy, or that if his enemy had not turned aside the edge of his axe it would have cleft him to the chin. Perchance, if he had known this it would not have improved the state of his feelings; for Hake possessed no nobility of spirit.

It may be, continued Harald, that thou shalt have another opportunity of measuring swords with this Sea-king. Meanwhile, Jarl Rongvold, go thou with Rolf, and bring round the Dragon and the other longships to the fiord, for I mistrust the men of this district, and will fare to the Springs by sea.

In accordance with these instructions the jarl brought the Kings fleet round without delay. On the following morning they embarked, and set sail for the appointed place of meeting.

Here the fleet under Haldor and Ulf had already cast anchor. The ships lay close to the rocks, near the mouth of the river into which Erling had thrust his cutter just before the battle with the Danes; and a fine sight it was to behold these, with their painted shields and gilded masts and figure-heads, lying in the still water, crowded with armed warriors, while Haralds longship, the Dragon, and all his other vessels, came by twos and threes into the fiord, the oars tossing foam on the blue waters, and the gaily coloured sails swelling out before a gentle breeze.

The King laid his ship alongside of a point of rocks on the south side of the bay. Then, when all the fleet had assembled, both parties landed, and the Thing was summoned by sound of horn. It was held on the level ground where the recent battle had been fought. There were still strewn about many evidences of the ferocity of that fight; and when the King looked upon the host of stout and well-armed men who had assembled, not only from Horlingdal, but from the whole of the surrounding district, he felt that, however much he might wish to force obedience on his subjects, discretion was at that time the better part of valour.

When the Thing was assembled the King stood up to speak, and there was probably not a man upon the ground who did not in his heart acknowledge that the tall, stout warrior, with the thick mass of golden locks, and the large masculine features, was, as far as physique went, a worthy wearer of the crown of Norway. It may be added that physique went a very long way indeed in those days; yet it is due to the Northmen to say that, at the same time, intellect was held in higher repute among them than among any of the feudally governed nations of Europe. One evidence of this was, that at the Things the best speaker, no matter what his rank, had a better chance of swaying the people than the King himself; while, in other countries, might to a large extent was right, and no one dared to open his mouth against him who chanced to be in power.

But King Harald Haarfagers power lay not merely in his personal appearance and indomitable will. He was also a good speaker, and, like all good speakers in a wrong cause, was an able sophist. But he had men to deal with who were accustomed to think and reason closely, as must ever be more or less the case with a self-governed people. There were acute men there, men who had the laws of the land by heart, in the most literal sense of those words,  for there were no books to consult and no precedents to cite in those days; and his hearers weighed with jealous care each word he said.

The King began by complimenting the men of the district for their spirit, and their resolution to defend the laws of the realm; and he enlarged a little on these laws and on the wisdom of his own father, Halfdan the Black, and the men of his time, who had made and modified many of them. Then he went on to say that with time the circumstances of nations altered, and that, with these alterations, there arose a necessity for the alteration and modification of old laws as well as for the making of new ones. He deprecated the idea that he wished, as had been said of him, to trample the laws under his feet, and rule the country according to his own will and pleasure. Nothing was further from his intention or his desire. His wish was to amend the laws, especially those of them that touched on the relative position of King and people.

Up to this point the people heard him with respectful attention, and hundreds of those who were more addicted to fighting than to reasoning, especially among the younger men, began to think that after all, Harald entertained exceedingly just opinions, and appeared to possess a spirit of candour and fair play which did not seem to justify the outcry that had been raised against him. Even these, however, remembered that it was not very long since a small king of one of the northern glens had been summoned by Harold to submit to his views of government, and, on his declining to do so, had been burnt, with all his family and followers, in his own house, contrary to law! They therefore knitted their brows and waited to hear more.

The King then began to explain his ideas with regard to the royal authority over the chief men of the districts, some of which are already known to the reader. At this point the assembly listened with deep, earnest attention. Some of the men sat with hands clasped on their knees, and with stern downcast brows. Some gazed up at the clouds with the peculiar expression of men who listen and weigh arguments. Others leaned on their swords or shields, and, with compressed lips and suspicious gaze, looked the King full in the face, while a few regarded him with a sneer; but the expression on the faces of the greater part denoted manliness of feeling and honesty of purpose.

After Harald had stated his views, and assured them that his great aim was to consolidate the kingdom and to prevent the evils that flowed from the almost unlimited independence of the petty kings, he asked the assembly to aid him in carrying out his wishes, and to set an example of fidelity and obedience, which would restrain others from showing that unseemly opposition to him which had only resulted in severe and merited punishment.

He then sat down amid a murmur of mingled applause and disapprobation.

After a few minutes of animated converse among themselves, there arose an old man with a bald head, a flowing beard, and sightless eyes. He was the lagman or district judge, and law-expounder of Horlingdal. Deep silence ensued, and he said, in a decided though somewhat tremulous tone  

King Harald, I am a very old man now, and can remember the time when your noble sire, Halfdan the Black, ruled in Norway. I have fought by his side, and lost my eyes in his service  in a fight in which our opponents gave us the tooth-ache. (Norse expression signifying the worst of it.) I have also heard him speak those words of wisdom to which you have referred, and have seen him bow to the laws which were made not by himself, but by him in conjunction with the Thing legally assembled for the purpose.

There was a loud murmur of applause at this point.

And now that we have heard the Kings opinions, continued the old man, turning to the people, and know that his intentions are good, although the manner in which he has set about carrying them into effect is undoubtedly wrong, my counsel is that we nevertheless submit to him in this matter, for we know that a great number of the small kings have already submitted, and it were better to have a beneficial change  even when not carried out exactly according to law  than to plunge this country into prolonged and useless warfare, in which much blood will assuredly be spilt, and nothing of any value gained.

The lagman sat down, but only a few of those present indicated their approval of his sentiments.

Immediately Haldor the Fierce stood up, and men could see that his spirit was stirred within him, for a dark frown lowered on a brow which was at most times fair and unruffled like the summer sky. There was deep silence in the assembly before he began to speak, and the King, despite the suppressed anger which rankled in his breast, could not choose but look upon his commanding figure with respect, also with surprise, for he recognised the strong resemblance between him and Erling, though he knew not their relationship.

I agree not, said Haldor, with what has just been said by our respected lagman. A change, even for the better, ought never to be accepted if not made according to law, No one can say that any change will certainly be for the better until it is tried; and should this one, perchance, turn out for the worse, then shall we have neither advantage nor law on our side. For my part I had rather see my country plunged into warfare  which no one, unless he is gifted with the foreknowledge of the gods, can say will be either prolonged or useless  than see her laws trampled under foot; for well do I know that, if the King be permitted to make himself an outlaw, blood will be kept boiling perpetually from one end of the land to the other, and it were better, methinks, that that blood should spill than boil. My counsel is, that the King be advised to call a Thing in the regular way, so that the changes he would make shall be fully considered, and either be made law or rejected; for, if he attempts to enforce his plans on us as he has done on other small kings, we will assuredly resist him as long as there is a man left in the district to wield a battle-axe.

There was a great shout and clash of arms when this was said, and the Kings face became crimson with rage, for he saw clearly that the feeling of the majority was against him.

At this point Jarl Rongvold stood up and spoke in the bland tones of a man who wishes to throw oil on troubled waters.

He said that it was his earnest entreaty to the bonders and house-holding men, both great and small, then and there assembled, that they should calmly consider the proposals of the King, and not allow themselves to be carried away by unsound reasoning, although it might seem very plausible, for he was certain that the Kings desire was the good of the country; and although circumstances had rendered it necessary that some of the rebellious should be punished, no one could say that the King was not willing and ready to do all that he did in a fair, open, and straightforward manner.

At this Erling was unable to restrain himself. He sprang up, and, with a passionate flow of words that burst forth like a mountain torrent, exclaimed  

Thinkest thou, Jarl Rongvold, that our brains are so addled that we cannot distinguish between black and white? Is thy memory so short, is thy slavery to the King so complete, that thou must say evil is good and good evil? Hast thou and has the King so soon forgotten that two strangers came to the court with a message from one of the legal assemblies of this land,  that, trusting to the honour of the King, they came without following, and with only such arms as were needful for personal defence,  and that the honour to which they trusted was not proof against the temptation to send a noted berserk and nineteen men to waylay and slay them? Is all this clean gone from your memory, Jarl and King? or is your wit so small that ye should think we will believe in soft words about fair play when such foul deeds are so recent that the graves are yet wet with the blood of those whom Glumm and I were compelled to slay in self-defence?

At this the King started up, and his face became white and red by turns, as he said  

Ye shall, both of you, rue this day, Erling and Glumm!

Erling made no reply, but Glumm started up and was in so great a passion that he could hardly speak; nevertheless he made shift to splutter out  

Threats, King Harald, are like water spilt on a shield which can only rust if left there; I wipe them off and fling them away!

He could add no more, but with a contemptuous motion of the hand he struck his fist violently against his shirt of mail, and the bonders laughed while they applauded him.

Then stood up a man in the troop of the Springdal men, who was of great stature and grim countenance, clad in a leather cloak, with an axe on his shoulder and a great steel hat upon his head. He looked sternly, and said  

When rights are not respected then the crows flap their wings and caw, for they know that ere long they shall glut themselves with human blood.

He sat down, and immediately after Ulf of Romsdal stood up. Ulf had fully as much fire as Erling or Glumm, but he possessed greater power of self-restraint, and, as he spoke with deliberation, his words had all the more weight. He said  

King Harald, when in the exercise of our udal rights we bonders elected thee to be our King at the Thing held in Drontheim, we stated and traced thy descent from Odin through the Vingling dynasty, proved thy udal right to the crown, and truly thought that we had placed it on the head of one who would walk in the footsteps of his father, and respect that authority and power in virtue of which he held his own high position. But we now find that thou hast constituted thyself a law higher than the law which made thee what thou art, and thou now wouldst have us, of our own free will, bend our necks so low that thou mayest with the more ease set thy foot on them and keep us down. We have served thee in all good faith up to the present time; we have readily met thy demands for men, ships, arms, and money, by calling together our assemblies and voting these supplies; and now thou wouldst rob us of this our old right, and tax us without our consent, so that thou mayest raise men for thyself, and have it all thine own way. This must not, shall not, be. Even now, we bonders will unanimously hold by the law if it be passed in the proper assembly and receives our yea, and we will follow thee and serve thee as our King as long as there is a living man amongst us. But thou, King, must use moderation towards us, and only require of us such things as it is lawful or possible for us to obey thee in. If, however, thou wilt take up this matter with a high hand, and wilt try thy power and strength against us, we have resolved among ourselves to part with thee, and to take to ourselves some other chief who will respect those laws by which alone society can be held together. Now, King Harald, thou must choose one or other of these conditions before the Thing is ended.

The loud applause which followed this speech showed that the bonders heartily sympathised with it, and indeed several of them rose and said that it expressed their will exactly, and they would stand or fall by what had been spoken.

When silence had been restored, Jarl Rongvold, who had whispered in the Kings ear some earnest words, stood forth and said:

It is King Haralds will to give way to you in this matter for he does not wish to separate himself from your friendship.

This brought the Thing to a close. Thereafter the two parties returned to their ships, intending to feast and pass the night in them.

The King was very affable, and invited Haldor and some of the others whose language had been comparatively moderate to feast with him, but they declined the honour, and retired to their own ships.

In the evening, while the sounds of revelry were heard everywhere, a boat approached Erlings ship. It was rowed by a single man, who, when it touched her side, leaped on board and went aft to where Erling was seated with Guttorm Stoutheart.

King Harald would speak with thee, said the man, who was no other than Hake the berserk.

Methinks his intentions can scarce be friendly, said Erling, with a grim smile, when he sends so trusty a messenger.

It may be so, replied Hake coolly, but that is nothing to me. My business is to deliver the message and offer to conduct thee to him.

And pray, what surety have I that thou wilt not upset me in the fiord? asked Erling, laughing.

The surety that if I upset thee we shall be on equal terms in the water, replied Hake gruffly.

Nay, that depends on which of us can swim best, returned Erling; and, truly, if thou canst fight as well in the water as on the land, we should have a rare struggle, Hake.

Am I to say to the King that thou art afraid of him? asked the berserk, with a look of scorn.

Yea, truly, if it is thy desire to tell him a lie, retorted Erling. But get thee into the boat, fellow; I will follow anon.

Hake turned on his heel and returned to the boat, while Erling took Guttorm aside.

Now, art thou fey? (death-doomed) said Guttorm. What has made thee so tired of life that thou shouldest put thy neck under his heel thus readily?

Fear not, my friend, said Erling; now that I have seen King Harald a second time, I think him a better man than at first I did. Ambition will no doubt lead him to do many things that are contrary to his nature; but I do not think he will violate the laws of hospitality after what has passed. However, I may be wrong; so I would ask thee, Guttorm, to go aboard of your ship, which lies nearest to that of the King, and, should ye see anything like a struggle, or hear a shout do thou haste to the rescue. I will have my men also in readiness.

While the stout-hearted old Sea-king, in compliance with this request, got into a small boat and rowed to his own vessel, Erling gave particular directions to his chief house-carle to keep a sharp lookout and be ready to act at a moments notice. Then he went into Hakes boat, and was rowed alongside the Dragon, where the King received him with much condescension, and took him aft to the cabin under the high poop. Here he offered him a horn of ale, which, however, Erling declined, and then began to use his utmost powers of persuasion to induce him to enter his service. At first he tried to influence him by flattery, and commended him for his bold and straightforward conduct at the Thing, which, he said, showed to all men that he merited well his distinctive title; but, on finding that our hero was not to be won by flattery, he quickly and adroitly changed his ground, began to talk of the future prospects of Norway, and the necessity for improved legislation. In this he was so successful that he secured the interest, and to some extent the sympathy, of the young warrior, who entered eagerly and somewhat more respectfully into the discussion.

But, sire, he said, at the close of one of the Kings remarks, if these are your sentiments, why did you not state them more fully to-day at the Thing, and why should you not even now call a meeting of the Stor Thing, and have the matter properly discussed by all in the land who have a right to speak?

Hadst thou had any experience of kingcraft, Erling, thou hadst not asked the question. If I were now to do as thou dost suggest, the numerous small kings who have already been put down by force would band against me, and bring such a following of opponents to the Thing that fair discussion would be out of the question.

Erling thought in his own mind, One false step always necessitates another; you should have called a meeting of the Thing before putting down anyone; however, he did not give utterance to the thought, but said  

I think you are mistaken, sire; there may be many who, out of revenge, might oppose you, but certain am I that those who would vote for that which is for the wellbeing of the land would form a vast majority. Besides, it is the only course left open to you.

At this the King flushed with a feeling of anger, and, drawing himself up, touched the hilt of his sword without uttering a word.

When I said the only course, remarked Erling, I meant the only lawful course. Sorry should I be to see you, King Harald, draw the sword in a bad cause; but if you do, be assured that thousands of good blades will gleam in opposition.

At this the Kings eyes flashed, and, turning suddenly upon Erling, he shook back the masses of his yellow hair with lion-like ferocity, exclaiming  

Dost thou dare to speak thus to me in mine own ship, Erling?

It is because I am in your ship that I dare. Were I in my own, the laws of hospitality had shut my mouth.

Knowest thou not, said the King, waxing still more angry at the rebuke conveyed in this speech, and laying his hand on his sword, that I have power to shut thy mouth now and for ever?

It may be so, and it may be not so, replied Erling, stepping back, and laying his hand on the hilt of his own weapon.

At this the King laughed sarcastically. And if, said he, thou hadst the power and skill to overcome my feeble arm, hast thou the folly to think that ye could clear the Dragon of all her men?

Erling replied: The remembrance, King Harald, of the way in which I treated some of thy men in the woods not long ago, inclines me to believe that I could give them some trouble to slay me, and the thought of that transaction induced me, before I came hither, to make such arrangements that at all events my fall should not go unavenged.

For a moment or two the Kings countenance lowered ferociously on the youth, and he ground his teeth together as if unable to restrain his passion; but suddenly he uttered a short laugh, and said  

Truly thou shouldst have been styled prudent as well as bold. But go, I will take counsel with others, and perhaps thou shalt hear again of this matter.

Our hero retired immediately, but he observed in passing that Hake was summoned to attend the King, and that another man stepped into the boat to row him to his own ship.

Is all well? growled the rich voice of old Guttorm as he passed the vessel of that worthy.

Erling told the rower to stop, and, glancing up, beheld the stern yet good-humoured visage of his bluff friend looking over the rows of bright shields that hung on the bulwarks.

All is well, replied Erling.

It is well for the King that it is so, rejoined Guttorm, for my hand was itching to give him a taste of our northern metal. Assuredly, if a mouse had but squeaked on board the Dragon, I had deemed it sufficient ground on which to have founded an immediate onslaught. But get thee to bed, Erling, and let me advise thee to sleep with thy windward eye open.

Trust me, said Erling, with a laugh, as he pushed off; I will not sleep with both eyes shut to-night!

Getting on board his own ship, Erling said to his foot-boy  

I will not sleep in my bed to-night, for I suspect there may be treachery abroad. Thou shalt keep watch, therefore, in case anything may happen in the night; and if thou shalt see me strive with anyone, do not alarm the men. Meanwhile go thou and fetch me a billet of wood, and let it be a large one.

The boy quickly brought from the hold one of the largest billets of wood he could find, and gave it to his master, who laid it in his own bed, which was under a small tent spread over the aft part of the vessel, close to the poop. Having covered it up carefully, he sent the boy forward, and went himself to lie down elsewhere.

At midnight a boat was rowed stealthily alongside. It was guided by one man, and moved so silently that the lightest sleeper on board could not have been awakened by it. The man stepped on board; lifted up the cloth of the tent over the bulwarks; looked cautiously all round him, and then went up and struck in Erlings bed with a great axe, so that it stuck fast in the billet of wood. Next instant the man felt his neck in a grip like that of an iron vice, and his face was thrust upon the ground and held there, while a heavy knee pressed into the small of his back, so that he was utterly unable to rise.

Erlings foot-boy saw the whole of this, and heard what followed, for the curtain of the tent was raised; but he moved neither hand nor foot, though he held a spear ready for instant action if required.

It ill becomes thee, Hake, said Erling, to seek my life a second time, after making such poor work of it the first. What! wilt thou not lie quiet?

While he was speaking the berserk struggled with the fury of a madman to free himself, but Erlings grip (perhaps his own wisdom also!) prevented him from shouting, and Erlings knee prevented the struggles from making much noise. Finding, however, that he would not be quiet, our hero tightened the pressure of his left hand until the tongue and eyes of the berserk began to protrude, and his face to get black, while with his right hand he drew his knife, and ran the point of it about a quarter of an inch into the fleshy part of Hakes back. The effect was instantaneous! Hake could face danger and death bravely, and could hurl defiance at his foe with the best, when on his legs; but when he felt the point of the cold steel, and knew that the smallest impulse would cause it to find a warm bed in his heart, his fury vanished. Brave and bold though he was, and a berserk to boot, he sank quietly down, and lay perfectly still!

Erling at once relaxed the pressure of his fingers, and allowed Hake to breathe, but he let the point of the knife remain, that it might refresh his memory, while he read him a lesson:  

Now, Hake, let me tell thee that thou richly deservest to lose thy life, for twice hast thou sought to take mine in an unfair way, and once have I spared thine. However, thou art but a tool after all, so I will spare it again  and I do it the more readily that I wish thee to convey a message to thy master, King Harald, who, I doubt not, has sent thee on this foul errand.

Erling here signalled to his foot-boy, whom he directed to bind Hakes arms securely behind his back. This having been done, Erling suffered him to rise and stand before him.

See now, he said, taking a silver ring from his finger, knowest thou this ring, Hake? Ah, I see by thy look that thou dost. Well, I will return it to thee and claim mine own.

He turned the berserk round, took off the gold ring which he had placed on his finger on the day of the fight and put the silver one in its place.

By these tokens, said he, thou mayest know who it was that cared for thee in the wood after the fight, and restored thy consciousness, instead of cutting off thy head, as he might easily have done. I know not why I did it, Hake, save that the fancy seized me, for thou art an undeserving dog. But now we will take thee back to thy master, and as our message can be conveyed without the use of speech, we will bind up thy mouth.

So saying, Erling gagged the berserk (who looked dreadfully sulky) with a strip of sailcloth. Then he made him sit down, and tied his legs together with a piece of rope, after which he lifted him in his arms to the side of the ship and laid him down.

Go fetch me a stout carle, he said to the foot-boy, who went forward and immediately returned with a strapping man-at-arms.

The man looked surprised, but asked no questions, as Erling directed him in a low tone to assist in lifting the prisoner into the boat as quietly as possible. Then they placed the lump of wood with the axe sticking in it beside him. This accomplished, they rowed silently to the side of the Dragon, where a sentinel demanded what they wanted.

We bring a prisoner to King Harald, answered Erling. We have him here tied hand and foot.

Who is he? asked the sentinel; for there was not so much light as is usual at midnight of that time of the year, owing to a mist on the sea.

Thou shalt see when he is aboard.

Hoist him up, then, said the man, Erling and his carle raised Hake over the bulwarks, and let him drop heavily on the deck. Then Erling seized the lump of wood and hurled it on board with considerable force, so that, hitting the sentinel on the head, it bounded onwards to the after part of the ship, and struck against the tent under which Harald lay. The King sprang out, sword in hand, but Erling had pushed off, and was already enveloped in the mist. As they rowed away they heard a great clamour on board the Dragon, but it was quickly hushed by a stern voice, which Erling knew to be that of the King.

No pursuit was attempted. Erling got back to his own ship, and, setting a watch, lay down to rest.

In the morning no notice was taken of what had occurred during the night. The King evidently pretended that he knew nothing about the matter. He again met with the chief men of the district, and made them many promises and many complimentary speeches, but in his heart he resolved that the day should come when every one of them should either bow before his will or lose his life. The bonders, on the other hand, listened with due respect to all the King said, but it need scarcely be added that their lips did not express all their thoughts; for while the sanguine and more trustful among them felt some degree of hope and confidence, there were others who could not think of the future except with the most gloomy forebodings.

In this mood the two parties separated. The King sailed with his warships out among the skerries, intending to proceed north to Drontheim, while Haldor the Fierce, with his friends and men, went back to Horlingdal.




Chapter Sixteen.

Relates to such Elementary Matters as the A B C, and touches on Love-making in the Olden Time.

After the occurrence of the events just narrated, King Haralds attention was diverted from the people of Horlingdal and the neighbouring districts by the doings of certain small kings, against whom it became necessary that he should launch his whole force. These were King Hunthiof, who ruled over the district of Möre, and his son Solve Klofe; also King Nokve, who ruled over Romsdal, and was the brother of Solves mother. These men were great warriors. Hearing that King Harald was sailing north, they resolved to give him battle.

For this purpose they raised a large force, and went out among the skerries to intercept him.

We do not intend here to go into the details of the fight that followed, or its consequences. It is sufficient for the proper development of our tale to say that they met at an island in North Möre named Solskiel, where a pitched battle was fought, and gained by Harald. The two kings were slain, but Solve Klofe escaped, and afterwards proved a great thorn in Haralds side, plundering in North Möre, killing many of the Kings men, pillaging some places, burning others, and generally making great ravage wherever he went; so that, what with keeping him and similar turbulent characters in check, and establishing law and order in the districts of the two kings whom he had slain, King Harald had his hands fully occupied during the remainder of that summer, and was glad to go north to spend the winter peacefully in Drontheim.

The families and neighbours, therefore, of those with whom our tale has chiefly to do had rest during that winter. How some of them availed themselves of this period of repose may be gathered from a few incidents which we shall now relate.

In the first place, Erling the Bold spent a large proportion of his time in learning the alphabet! Now this may sound very strange in the ears of many people in modern times, but their surprise will be somewhat abated when we tell them that the art of writing was utterly unknown (though probably not unheard of) in Norway at the end of the ninth century, and long after that; so that Erling, although a gentleman of the period, and a Sea-king to boot, had not up to the time we write of, learned his A B C!

It is just possible that antiquaries, recalling to mind the fact that the art of writing was not introduced among the Norse colonists of Iceland until the eleventh century, may be somewhat surprised to learn that our hero acquired the art at all! But the fact is, that there always have been, in all countries, men who were what is popularly termed born before their time  men who were in advance, intellectually, of their age  men who, overleaping the barriers of prejudice, managed to see deeper into things in general than their fellows, and to become more or less famous.

Now our hero, Erling the Bold, was one of those who could see beyond his time, and who became almost prophetically wise; that is to say, he was fond of tracing causes onwards to their probable effects, to the amusement of the humorous, the amazement of the stupid, and the horrification of the few who, even in those days of turmoil, trembled at the idea of change! Everything, therefore, that came under his observation claimed and obtained his earnest attention, and was treated with a species of inductive philosophy that would have charmed the heart of Lord Bacon, had he lived in those times. Of course this new wonder of committing thoughts to parchment, which the hermit had revealed to him, was deeply interesting to Erling, who began to study it forthwith. And we beg leave to tell antiquaries that we have nothing to do with the fact that no record is left of his studies  no scrap of his writing to be found. We are not responsible for the stupidity or want of sympathy in his generation! Doubtless, in all ages there have been many such instances of glorious opportunities neglected by the world  neglected, too, with such contempt, that not even a record of their having occurred has been made. Perchance some such opportunities are before ourselves just now, in regard to our neglect of which the next generation may possibly have to hold up its hands and turn up its eyes in amazement! But be this as it may, the fact remains that although no record is handed down of any knowledge of letters at this period in Norway, Erling the Bold did nevertheless become acquainted with them to some extent.

Erling began his alphabet after he had passed the mature age of twenty years, and his teacher was the fair Hilda. It will be remembered that in one of their meetings the hermit had informed Erling of his having already taught the meaning of the strange characters which covered his parchments to the Norse maiden, and that she had proved herself an apt scholar. Erling said nothing at the time, except that he had a strong desire to become better acquainted with the writing in question, but he settled it then and there in his heart that Hilda, and not the hermit, should be his teacher. Accordingly, when the fishings and fightings of the summer were over, the young warrior laid by his sword, lines, and trident, and, seating himself at Hildas feet, went diligently to work.

The schoolroom was the hermits hut on the cliff which overlooked the fiord. It was selected of necessity, because the old man guarded his parchments with tender solicitude, and would by no means allow them to go out of his dwelling, except when carried forth by his own hand. On the first occasion of the meeting of the young couple for study, Christian sat down beside them, and was about to expound matters, when Erling interposed with a laugh.

No, no, Christian, thou must permit Hilda to teach me, because she is an old friend of mine, who all her life has ever been more willing to learn than to teach. Therefore am I curious to know how she will change her character.

Be it so, my son, said the hermit, with a smile, folding his hands on his knee, and preparing to listen, and if need be to correct.

Be assured, Erling, said Hilda, that I know very little.

Enough for me, no doubt, returned the youth.

For a day or two, perhaps, said the too-literal Hilda; but after that Christian will have

After that, interrupted Erling, it will be time enough to consider that subject.

Hilda laughed, and asked if he were ready to begin. To which Erling replied that he was, and, sitting down opposite to his teacher, bent over the parchment, which for greater convenience she had spread out upon her knee.

Well, began Hilda, with a slight feeling of that pardonable self-importance which is natural to those who instruct others older than themselves, that is the first letter.

Which? asked Erling, gazing up in her face.

That one there, with the long tail to it. Dost thou see it?

Yes, replied the youth.

How canst thou say so, Erling, remonstrated Hilda, when thou art looking all the time straight in my face!

But I do see it, returned he, a little confused; I am looking at it now.

Well, said she, that is

Thou art looking at it upside down, my son, said the hermit, who had been observing them with an amused expression of countenance.

Oh, so he is; I never thought of that, cried Hilda, laughing; thou must sit beside me, Erling, so that we may see it in the same way.

This one, now, with the curve that way, she went on, dost thou see it?

See it! thought Erling, of course I see it: the prettiest little hand in all the dale! But he only said  

How can I see it, Hilda, when the point of thy finger covers it?

Oh! well, drawing the finger down a little, thou seest it now?

Yes.

Well, that is  why! where is Christian? she exclaimed, looking up suddenly in great surprise, and pointing to the stool on which the hermit certainly had been sitting a few minutes before, but which was now vacant.

He must have gone out while we were busy with the  the parchment, said Erling, also much surprised.

He went like a mouse, then, said Hilda, for I heard him not.

Nor I, added her companion.

Very strange, said she.

Now there was nothing particularly strange in the matter. The fact was that the old man had just exercised a little of Erlings philosophy in the way of projecting a cause to its result. As we have elsewhere hinted, the hermit was not one of those ascetics who, in ignorance of the truth, banished themselves out of the world. His banishment had not been self-imposed. He had fled before the fierce persecutors. They managed to slay the old mans wife, however, before they made him take to flight and seek that refuge and freedom of conscience among the Pagan Northmen which were denied him in Christian Europe. In the first ten minutes after the A B C class began he perceived how things stood with the young people, and, wisely judging that the causes which were operating in their hearts would proceed to their issue more pleasantly in his absence, he quietly got up and went out to cut firewood.

After this the hermit invariably found it necessary to go out and cut firewood when Erling and Hilda arrived at the school, which they did regularly three times a week.

This, of course, was considered a very natural and proper state of things by the two young people, for they were both considerate by nature, and would have been sorry indeed to have interrupted the old man in his regular work.

But Erling soon began to feel that it was absolutely essential for one of them to be in advance of the other in regard to knowledge, if the work of teaching was to go on; for, while both remained equally ignorant, the fiction could not be kept up with even the semblance of propriety. To obviate this difficulty he paid solitary nocturnal visits to the hut, on which occasions he applied himself so zealously to the study of the strange characters that he not only became as expert as his teacher, but left her far behind, and triumphantly rebutted the charge of stupidity which she had made against him.

At the same time our hero entered a new and captivating region of mental and spiritual activity when the hermit laid before him the portions of Holy Scripture which he had copied out before leaving southern lands, and expounded to him the grand, the glorious truths that God had revealed to man through Jesus Christ our Lord. And profoundly deep, and startling even to himself, were the workings of the young Norsemans active mind while he sat there, night after night, in the lone hut on the cliff, poring over the sacred rolls, or holding earnest converse with the old man about things past, present, and future.




Chapter Seventeen.

In which Glumm takes to hunting on the Mountains for Consolation, and finds it unexpectedly, while Alric proves himself a Hero.

I go to the fells to-day, said Glumm to Alric one morning, as the latter opened the door of Glummstede and entered the hall.

I go also, said Alric, leaning a stout spear which he carried against the wall, and sitting down on a stool beside the fire to watch Glumm as he equipped himself for the chase.

Art ready, then? for the day is late, said Glumm.

All busked, replied the boy. I say, Glumm, is that a new spear thou hast got?

Aye; I took it from a Swedish viking the last fight I had off the coast. We had a tough job of it, and left one or two stout men behind to glut the birds of Odin, but we brought away much booty. This was part of it, he added, buckling on a long hunting-knife, which was stuck in a richly ornamented sheath, and that silver tankard too, besides the red mantle that my mother wears, and a few other things  but my comrades got the most of it.

I wish I had been there, Glumm, said Alric.

If Hilda were here, lad, she would say it is wrong to wish to fight.

Hilda has strange thoughts, observed the boy.

So has Erling, remarked his companion.

And so has Ada, said Alric, with a sly glance.

Glumm looked up quickly. What knowest thou about Ada? said he.

The sly look vanished before Glumm had time to observe it, and an expression of extreme innocence took its place as the lad replied  

I know as much about her as is usual with one who has known a girl, and been often with her, since the day he was born.

True, muttered Glumm, stooping to fasten the thongs that laced the untanned shoes on his feet. Ada has strange thoughts also, as thou sayest. Come now, take thy spear, and let us be gone.

Where shall we go to-day? asked Alric.

To the wolfs glen.

To the wolfs glen? that is far.

Is it too far for thee, lad?

Nay, twice the distance were not too far for me, returned the boy proudly; but the day advances, and there is danger without honour in walking on the fells after dark.

The more need for haste, said Glumm, opening the door and going out.

Alric followed, and for some time these two walked in silence, as the path was very steep, and so narrow for a considerable distance, that they could not walk abreast.

Snow lay pretty thickly on the mountains, particularly in sheltered places, but in exposed parts it had been blown off, and the hunters could advance easily. In about ten minutes after setting out they lost sight of Glummstede. As they advanced higher and deeper into the mountains, the fiord and the sea, with its innumerable skerries, was lost to view, but it was not until they had toiled upwards and onwards for nearly two hours that they reached those dark recesses of the fells to which the bears and wolves were wont to retreat after committing depredations on the farms in the valleys far below.

There was something in the rugged grandeur of the scenery here, in the whiteness of the snow, the blackness of the rocks which peeped out from its voluminous wreaths, the lightness of the atmosphere, and, above all, the impressive silence, which possessed an indescribable charm for the romantic mind of Alric, and which induced even the stern matter-of-fact Glumm to tread with slower steps, and to look around him with a feeling almost akin to awe. No living thing was to be seen, either among the stupendous crags which still towered above, or in the depths which they had left below; but there were several footprints of wolves, all of which Glumm declared, after careful examination, to be old.

See here, lad, he said, turning up one of these footprints with the butt of his spear; observe the hardish ball of snow just under the print; that shows that the track is somewhat old. If it had been quite fresh there would have been no such ball.

Thou must think my memory of the shortest, Glumm, for I have been told that every time I have been out with thee.

True, but thou art so stupid, said Glumm, laying his spear lightly across the boys shoulders, that I have thought fit to impress it on thee by repetition, having an interest in thine education, although thou dost not deserve it.

I deserve it, mayhap, more than ye think.

How so, boy?

Why, because I have for a long time past taken an uncommon interest in thy welfare.

Glumm laughed, and said he did not know that there was any occasion to concern himself about his welfare.

Oh yes, there is! cried Alric, for, when a man goes moping about the country as if he were fey, or as if he had dreamed of seeing his own guardian spirit, his friends cannot help being concerned about him.

Why, what is running in the lads head? said Glumm, looking with a perplexed expression at his young companion.

Nothing runs in my head, save ordinary thoughts. If there be any unusual running at all, it must be in thine own.

Speak, thou little fox, said Glumm, suddenly grasping Alric by the nape of the neck and giving him a shake.

Nay then, if that is thy plan, said the boy, give it a fair trial. Shake away, and see what comes of it. Thou mayest shake out blood, bones, flesh, and life too, and carry home my skin as a trophy, but be assured that thou shalt not shake a word off my tongue!

Boldly spoken, said Glumm, laughing, as he released the lad; but I think thy tone would change if I were to take thee at thy word.

That it would not. Thou art not the first man whom I have defied, aye, and drawn blood from, as that red-haired Dane

Alric stopped suddenly. He had reached that age when the tendency to boast begins, at least in manly boys, to be checked by increasing good sense and good taste. Yet it is no disparagement of Alrics character to say that he found it uncommonly difficult to refrain, when occasion served, from making reference to his first warlike exploit, even although frequent rebukes and increasing wisdom told him that boasting was only fit for the lips of cowards.

Why do ye stop? asked Glumm, who quite understood the boys feelings, and admired his exercise of self-control.

Be  because I have said enough.

Good is it, observed the other, when man or boy knows that he has said enough, and has the power to stop when he knows it. But come, Alric, thou hast not said enough to me yet on the matter that  that

What matter? asked Alric, with a sly look.

Why, the matter of my welfare, to be sure.

Ah, true. Well, methinks, Glumm, that I could give thee a little medicine for thy mind, but I wont, unless ye promise to keep thy spear off my back.

I promise, said Glumm, whose curiosity was aroused.

It is a sad thing when a man looks sweet and a maid looks sour, but there is a worse thing; that is when the maid feels sour. Thou lovest Ada

Hold! cried Glumm, turning fiercely on his companion, and let not thy pert tongue dare to speak of such things, else will I show thee that there are other things besides spears to lay across thy shoulders.

Now art thou truly Glumm the Gruff, cried Alric, laughing, as he leaped to the other side of a mass of fallen rock; but if thy humour changes not, I will show thee that I am not named Lightfoot for nothing. Come, dont fume and fret there like a bear with a headache, but let me speak, and I warrant me thou wilt be reasonably glad.

Go on, then, thou incorrigible.

Very well; but none of thy hard names, friend Glumm, else will I set my big brother Erling at thee. There now, dont give way again. What a storm-cloud thou art! Will the knowledge that Ada loves thee as truly as thou lovest her calm thee down?

I see thou hast discovered my secret, said Glumm, looking at his little friend with a somewhat confused expression, though how the knowledge came to thee is past my understanding. Yet as thou art so clever a warlock I would fain know what ye mean about Adas love for me. Hadst thou said her hatred, I could have believed thee without explanation.

Let us go on, then, said Alric, for there is nothing to be gained and only time to be lost by thus talking across a stone.

The path which they followed was broad at that part, and not quite so rugged, so that Alric could walk alongside of his stout friend as he related to him the incident that was the means of enlightening him as to Adas feelings towards her lover. It was plain from the expression on the Norsemans face that his soul was rejoiced at the discovery, and he strode forward at such a pace that the boy was fain to call a halt.

Thinkest thou that my legs are as long as thine? he said, stopping and panting.

Glumm laughed; and the laugh was loud and strong. He would have laughed at anything just then, for the humour was upon him, and he felt it difficult to repress a shout at the end of it!

Come on, Alric, I will go slower. But art thou sure of all this? Hast not mistaken the words?

Mistaken the words! cried the boy; why, I tell thee they were as plain to my ears and my senses as what thou hast said this moment.

Good, said Glumm; and now the question comes up, how must I behave to her? But thou canst not aid me herein, for in such matters thou hast had no experience.

Out upon thee for a stupid monster! said the boy; have I not just proved that my experience is very deep? I have not, indeed, got the length thou hast  of wandering about like a poor ghost or a half-witted fellow, but I have seen enough of such matters to know what common sense says.

And, pray, what does common sense say?

Why, it says, Act towards the maid like a sane man, and, above all, a true man. Dont go about the land gnashing thy teeth until everyone laughs at thee. Dont go staring at her in grim silence as if she were a wraith; and, more particularly, dont pretend to be fond of other girls, for thou didst make a pitiful mess of that attempt. In short, be Glumm without being Gruff, and dont try to be anybody else. Be kind and straightforward to her, worship her, or, as Kettle Flatnose said the other day, kiss the ground she walks on, if thou art so inclined, but dont worry her life out. Show that thou art fond of her, and willing to bide her time. Go on viking cruise, for the proverb says that an absent body makes a longing spirit, and bring her back shiploads of kirtles and mantles and armlets, and gold and silver ornaments  thats what common sense says, Glumm, and a great deal more besides, but I fear much that it is all wasted on thee.

Heyday! exclaimed Glumm, what wisdom do I hear? Assuredly we must call thee Alric hinn Frode hereafter. One would think thou must have been born before thine own grandfather.

Truly that is not so difficult to fancy, retorted Alric. Even now I feel like a great-grandfather while I listen to thee. There wants but a smooth round face and a lisping tongue to make thine appearance suitable to thy wisdom! But what is this that we have here?

The boy pointed to a track of some animal in the snow a few yards to one side of the path.

A wolf track, said Glumm, turning aside.

A notably huge one, remarked the boy.

And quite fresh, said the man.

Which is proved, rejoined Alric in a slow, solemn voice, by the fact that there is no ball of snow beneath the

Hold thy pert tongue, said Glumm in a hoarse whisper, the brute must be close to us. Do thou keep in the lower end of this gorge  see, yonder, where it is narrow. I will go round to the upper end; perchance the wolf is there. If so, we stand a good chance of killing him, for the sides of the chasm are like two walls all the way up. But, added Glumm, hesitating a moment, and looking fixedly at the small but sturdy frame of his companion, whose heightened colour and flashing eyes betokened a roused spirit, I doubt thy  that is  I have no fear of the spirit, if the body were a little bigger.

Take thine own big body off, Glumm, said Alric, and leave me to guard the pass.

Glumm grinned as he turned and strode away.

The spot which the hunters had reached merits particular notice. It was one of those wild deep rents or fissures which are usually found near the summits of almost inaccessible mountains. It was not, however, at the top of the highest range in that neighbourhood, being merely on the summit of a ridge which was indeed very high  perhaps five or six thousand feet  but still far below the serried and shattered peaks which towered in all directions round Horlingdal, shutting it out from all communication with the rest of the world except through the fiord and the pass leading over to the Springs.

On the place where Alric parted from his friend the rocks of the gorge or defile rose almost perpendicularly on both sides, and as he advanced he found that the space between became narrower, until, at the spot where he was to take his stand, there was an opening of scarcely six feet in width. Beyond this the chasm widened a little, until, at its higher end, it was nearly twenty yards broad; but, owing to the widening nature of the defile, the one opening could not be seen from the other, although they were little more than four hundred yards apart.

The track of the wolf led directly through the pass into the gorge. As the lad took his stand he observed with much satisfaction that it was that of an unusually large animal. This feeling was tempered, however, with some anxiety lest it should have escaped at the other opening. It was also mixed with a touch of agitation; for although Alric had seen his friend and Erling kill wolves and bears too, he had never before been left to face the foe by himself, and to sustain the brunt of the charge in his own proper person. Beyond an occasional flutter of the heart, however, there was nothing to indicate, even to himself, that he was not as firm as the rock on which he stood.

Now, let it not be supposed that we are here portraying a hero of romance in whom is united the enthusiasm of the boy with the calm courage of the man. We crave attention, more particularly that of boys, to the following observations:  

In the highly safe and civilised times in which we live, many thousands of us never have a chance, from personal experience, of forming a just estimate of the powers of an average man or boy, and we are too apt to ascribe that to heroism which is simply due to knowledge. A man knows that he can do a certain thing that seems extremely dangerous, therefore he does it boldly, not because he is superlatively bold by any means, but because he knows there is no risk  at least none to him. The proverb that Familiarity breeds contempt applies as truly to danger as to anything else; and well is it for the world that the majority of human beings are prone to familiarise themselves with danger in spite of those well-meaning but weak ones who have been born with a tendency to say perpetually, Take care, Dont run such risk, etcetera. Whatever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might; and man has echoed the sentiment in the proverb, Whatever is worth doing is worth doing well. Do you climb?  then do it well  do it in such circumstances that your spirit will get used to seeing profound depths below you without your heart melting into hot water and your nerves quaking. Do you leap?  then do it well  do it so that you may be able to turn it to some good account in the day of trial; do it so that you may know how to leap off a runaway carriage, for instance, without being killed. Learn to jump off high cliffs into deep water, so that, should the opportunity ever offer, you may be able to plunge off the high bulwarks of a vessel to save a sister, or mother, or child, with as little thought about yourself as if you were jumping off a sofa. Observe, we do not advocate recklessness. To leap off a cliff so high that you will be sure to be killed is not leaping well; but neither is it well to content yourself with a jump of three or four feet as your utmost attainment, because that is far short of many a leap which may have to be taken in this world to save even your own life, not to mention the lives of others. But enough of this disquisition, which, the reader will observe, has been entered upon chiefly in order to prove that we do not ascribe heroic courage to Alric when we say that, having been familiar with danger from his birth, he prepared to face a wolf of unknown size and ferocity with considerable coolness, if not indifference to danger.

Glumm meanwhile reached the other end of the ravine, and there, to his intense disappointment, found the track of the wolf leading away towards the open mountains beyond. Just where it left the ravine, however, the animal had run about so much that the track was crossed and recrossed in confusion. Glumm therefore had difficulty at first in following it up, but when he did so, great was his joy to find that it doubled back and re-entered the defile. Pressing quickly forward, he came to a broken part, near the centre, where, among a heap of grey, weather-worn rocks he perceived two sharp-pointed objects, like a pair of erect ears! To make certain, he hurled a stone towards the place. The objects instantly disappeared!

Immediately afterwards, a long grey back and a bushy tail were visible as the wolf glided among the rocks, making for the side of the precipice, with the intention, doubtless, of rushing past this bold intruder.

Glumm observed the movement, and promptly went in the same direction. The wolf noticed this, and paused abruptly  remaining still, as if uncertain what to do. The hunter at once put to flight his uncertainty by gliding swiftly towards him. Seeing this, the wolf abandoned the attempt at concealment and bounded into the centre of the ravine, where, with his bristles erect, his back slightly arched, and all his glittering teeth and blood-red gums exposed, he stood for a moment or two the very picture of intensified fury. The hunter advanced with his spear levelled, steadily, but not hastily, because there was sufficient space on either hand to render the meeting of the animal in its rush a matter of extreme difficulty, while at every step he took, the precipices on either side drew closer together. The brute had evidently a strong objection to turn back, and preferred to run the risk of passing its foe, for it suddenly sprang to one side and ran up the cliff as far as possible, like a cat, while it made for the upper end of the ravine.

The Norseman, whose powerful frame was by this time strung to intensity of action, leaped to the same side with the agility of a panther, and got in before it. The wolf did not stop, but with a ferocious growl it swerved aside, and bounded to the other side of the ravine. Again the hunter leaped across, and stood in its way. He bent forward to resist the animals weight and impetus, but the baffled wolf was cowed by his resolute front. It turned tail, and fled, followed by Glumm with a wild halloo!

When the first growl was heard by Alric, it strung him up to the right pitch instantly, and the next one caused the blood to rush to his face, for he heard the halloo which Glumm uttered as he followed in pursuit. The distance was short. Another moment and the boy saw the infuriated animal springing towards him, with Glumm rushing madly after it. Alric was already in the centre of the pass with the spear levelled, and his body bent in anticipation of the shock. The wolf saw him, but did not check its pace  with a furious Norseman bounding behind there was no room for hesitation. It lowered its head, increased its speed, and ran at the opening like a thunderbolt. When within three yards of the boy it swerved, and, leaping up, pawed the cliff on the left while in the air. Alric had foreseen this  his only doubt had been as to which side the brute would incline to. He sprang at the same moment, and met it full in the face as it came down. The point of his spear entered the wolfs chest, and penetrated deep into its body. A terrific yell followed. The spear handle broke in the middle, and the boy fell on his face, while the wolf went right over him, yelling and biting the spear, as, carried on by its impetus, it rolled head over heels for several yards among the rocks.

Alric jumped up unhurt, and, for want of a better weapon, seized a mass of stone, which he raised above his head, and hurled at the wolf, hitting it fairly on the skull. At the same moment Glumm ran up, intending to transfix the brute with his spear.

Hold thy hand, Glumm, gasped the boy.

Glumm checked himself.

In truth it needs no more, he said, bringing the butt of his weapon to the ground, and leaning on it, while he looked on at the last struggles of the dying wolf. Fairly done, lad, he added, with a nod of approval, this will make a man of thee.

The boy did not speak, but stood with his chest still heaving, his breath coming fast, and the expression of triumph on his countenance showing that for him a new era had opened up  that the days of boasting had ended, and those of manly action had fairly and auspiciously begun.




Chapter Eighteen.

Shows what some of the Men of Old could do in Cold Blood, and treats of Heathen Festivities at Haralds Court, mingled with Plot and Counter Plot.

Winter  with its frost and snow, its long nights and its short days, its feasts in the great halls, and its tales round the roaring wood fires  at length began to pass away, and genial spring advanced to gladden the land of Norway. The white drapery melted in the valleys, leaving brilliant greens and all the varied hues of rugged rocks to fill the eyes with harmonious colour. High on the mighty fells the great glaciers  unchanging, almost, as the everlasting hills  gleamed in the sunlight against the azure sky, and sent floods of water down into the brimming rivers. The scalds ceased, to some extent, those wild legendary songs and tales with which they had beguiled the winter nights, and joined the Norsemen in their operations on the farms and on the fiords. Men began to grow weary of smoked rafters and frequent festivities, and to long for the free, fresh air of heaven. Some went off to drive the cattle to the saeters or mountain pastures, others set out for the fisheries, and not a few sailed forth on viking cruises over the then almost unknown sea. Our friends of Horlingdal bestirred themselves, like others, in these varied avocations, and King Harald Fairhair, uprising from his winter lair in Drontheim like a giant refreshed, assembled his men, and prepared to carry out his political plans with a strong hand. But resolute men cannot always drive events before them as fast as they would wish. Summer was well advanced before the King was ready to take action.

There was a man of the Drontheim district named Hauskuld, who was noted for ferocity and wickedness. He was also very strong and courageous, so that King Harald made him one of his berserks.

One morning the King sent for this man, and said to him  

Hauskuld, I have a business for thee to do, which requires the heart of a brave fellow. There is a man near Horlingdal who has not only refused to submit to my will, but has gathered a band of seventy men or more about him, and threatens to raise the country against me. It does not suit me to go forth to punish this dog just now, for my preparations are not yet complete. Nevertheless it is important that he should be crushed, as he dwells in the heart of a disaffected district. It is therefore my purpose to send thee with a small body of picked men to do thy worst by him.

That suits me well, said Hauskuld; what is his name?

Atli, answered the King.

He is my foster-brother! said Hauskuld, with a peculiar and unpleasant smile.

The King looked a little perplexed.

Thou wilt not have much heart to the business if that be so, he said.

When you command, sire, it is my duty to obey, replied Hauskuld.

Nay, but I can find other stout men for this thing. There is Hake of Hadeland. Go, send him hither. I will not put this on thy shoulders.

Sire, you are considerate, said Hauskuld, but this foster-brother of mine I count an enemy, for reasons that I need not tell. Besides, he is said to be a warlock, and for my part I firmly believe that he is in league with Nikke, so that it would be a service to the gods to rid the world of him. If you will permit me, I will gladly go on this errand, and as this Atli is a stout man, it would be well to take Hake and a few of the berserkers along with me.

Do as thou wilt, replied the King, with a wave of his hand, as he turned away; only, what thou doest, see thou do it well and quickly.

The berserk shouldered his battle-axe and left the hall. As he walked away the King stood in the doorway looking after him with a mingled expression of admiration and dislike.

A stalwart knave, he muttered to himself, while a grim smile played on his large handsome features; a good fighting brute, no doubt, but, with such a spirit, a bad servant, I fear.

There are many such in your army, said a deep, stern voice behind him.

The King turned quickly round, with a look of anger, and fixed a searching glance on the huge form of Rolf Ganger, who stood leaning on the hilt of his sword with a quiet, almost contemptuous smile on his face.

It is well known that birds of a feather are fond of flying in company, said the King, with a flushed countenance; no doubt thou speakest from personal knowledge and experience.

It was now Rolfs turn to flush, but the King did him injustice, having no ground for such a speech, further than a knowledge that there existed between them mutual antipathy which neither was particularly careful to conceal.

Have I done aught to merit such words? demanded Rolf sternly.

Harald was on the point of making an angry rejoinder, but, placing a powerful restraint upon himself, he said  

It may be that thine actions are loyal, but, Rolf, thy words are neither wise nor true. It is not wise to attempt to shake my confidence in my followers, and it is not true that many of them are untrustworthy. But, if thou wouldst prove thyself a real friend, go, get thy longships ready with all speed, for we fare south a few days hence, and there will be work for the weapons of stout men ere long.

I go to prepare myself for the fight, King Harald, returned Rolf, but I have no occasion to give thee further proof of friendship. The world is wide enough for us both. My ocean steeds are on the fiord. Henceforth I will fight for my own hand.

For one moment the King felt an almost irresistible impulse to draw his sword and hew down the bold Rolf, but with characteristic self-restraint he crushed down his wrath at the time and made no reply, good or bad, as the other turned on his heel and left him. When he had gone some distance the King muttered between his set teeth  

Another good fighting brute and bad servant! Let him go! Better an open foe than an unwilling friend.

That night Hauskuld and Hake set sail southward with a small body of picked men; and Rolf Ganger, with a large body of devoted followers, left Haralds camp and travelled eastward. In the course of several days Hauskuld and his men arrived at the small fiord near the head of which stood the dwelling of Atli.

This Atli was an unusually intelligent man, a man of great influence in his district, and one who, like Erling the Bold, was determined to resist the tyranny of Harald Fairhair. A large force had been gathered by him towards the end of winter, and at the time of Hauskulds visit he was living in his own house with about seventy chosen men. Unfortunately for these, the peaceful winter had induced them to relax a little in vigilance. Knowing from the report of spies that the King was still feasting in the Drontheim district, they felt quite safe, and for some time past had neglected to set the usual night watch, which, in time of war, was deemed indispensable. Thus it happened that when Hauskuld and his men came upon them in the dead of a dark night, they found everything quiet, and went up to the door of the house unchallenged. On trying the latch they found it fast, but from the sounds within they knew that a great many men were sleeping there. Hauskuld and Hake had approached the house alone. They now returned to their companions, who were concealed in the deep shades of the neighbouring woods.

What dost thou advise? asked Hake of his brother berserk.

That we burn them all in their nest, replied Hauskuld.

What! foster-brother too? said the other.

Aye, wherefore not? He is a warlock. So are most of the men with him. Burning is their due.

There is wood enough here for that purpose, said Hake, with a grim smile.

Hauskuld immediately directed the greater part of his force to gather dry wood, and silently pile it all round the house, while he and Hake with a few men stood in front of the doors and windows to guard them. The work was accomplished in a much shorter time than might have been expected, for those who performed it were strong and active, and well accustomed to such deeds. In less than an hour the whole of Atlis house was surrounded by a thick pile of dry inflammable brushwood. When it was all laid the men completely surrounded the house, and stood with arrows fitted to the strings, and swords loosened in the sheaths. Then Hauskuld and several others applied lights to the brushwood at various points. For a few seconds there was an ominous crackling, accompanied by little flashes of flame, then a dense smoke rose up all round. Presently the rushing fire burst through the black pall with a mighty roar, and lit up the steading with the strength of the sun at noonday, while flame and smoke curled in curious conflict together over the devoted dwelling, and myriads of sparks were vomited up into the dark sky. At the same instant doors and windows were burst open with a crash, and a terrible cry arose as men, half clad and partly armed, leaped out and rushed through the circle of fire, with the flame kindling on their hair and garments.

Not less relentless than the fire was the circling foe outside. Whizzing arrows pierced the scorched breasts of some, and many fell dead. Others rushed madly on sword or spear point, and were thrust violently back into the fire, or fell fighting desperately for their lives. Some of the attacking party were killed, and a few wounded, but not one of the assailed succeeded in bursting through the line. Atli and all his followers perished there!

It is dreadful to think that such diabolical deeds were ever done; but still more dreadful is it to know that the spirit which dictated such atrocities still haunts the breast of fallen men, for the annals of modern warfare tell us all too plainly that unregenerate man is as capable of such deeds now as were the Norsemen in days of old.

Having fulfilled his mission, Hauskuld left the place as quickly as possible, and hastened back to Drontheim; not, however, without learning on the way that preparations were being secretly made all over that district to resist the King, and that, in particular, Solve Klofe was in the fiord at Horlingdal, with several ships of war, doing his best to fan the flame of discontent, which was already burning there briskly enough of its own accord!

On returning again to King Haralds quarters, Hauskuld found that energetic monarch engaged in celebrating one of the heathen feasts, and deemed it prudent for some hours to avoid his master, knowing that when heated with deep potations he was not in the best condition to receive or act upon exasperating news. He therefore went into the great hall, where the King and his guests were assembled, and quietly took his place at the lower end of one of the long tables near the door.

As is usual with men of inferior and debased minds, the berserk misunderstood and misjudged his master. He had counted on escaping notice, but the Kings eye fell on him the instant he entered the hall, and he was at once summoned before him, and bidden tell his tale. While he related the details of the dreadful massacre Hauskuld felt quite at ease, little dreaming that the Kings fingers twitched with a desire to cut him down where he stood; but when he came to speak of the widespread disaffection of the people in the south, he stammered a little, and glanced uneasily at the flushed countenance of the King, fearing that the news would exasperate him beyond endurance. Great, therefore, was his surprise when Harald affected to treat the matter lightly, made some jesting allusion to the potent efficacy of the sword in bringing obstinate people to reason, and ordered one of the waiting-girls to fetch the berserk a foaming tankard of ale.

There, drink, Hauskuld, my bold berserk! drink down to a deeper peg, man. After such warm work as thou hast had, that will serve to cool thy fiery spirit. Drink to the gods, and pray that thou mayest never come to die, like an old woman, in thy bed  drink, I say, drink deep!

The King laughed jovially, almost fiercely, in his wild humour, as he made this allusion to the well-known objection that the Norse warriors of old had to dying peacefully in bed; but for the life of him he could not resist the temptation, as he turned on his seat, to touch with his elbow the huge silver tankard which the berserk raised to his lips! The instantaneous result was that a cataract of beer flowed down Hauskulds face and beard, while the rafters rang with a shout of laughter from the Sea-kings and court-men who sat in the immediate neighbourhood of the Kings high seat. Of course Harald blamed himself for his clumsiness, but he too laughed so heartily that the masses of his fair hair shook all over his shoulders, while he ordered another tankard to be filled for his brave berserk. That brave individual, however, protested that he had had quite enough, and immediately retired with a very bad grace to drink his beer in comfort out of a horn cup among kindred spirits.

Immediately after he was gone the King sent for Hake, for whom he also ordered a silver tankard of ale; but to him the King spoke earnestly, and in a low whispering voice, while his courtiers, perceiving that he wished his converse with the berserk to be private, quaffed their liquor and talked noisily.

The young woman who filled Hakes tankard at the Kings bidding was no other than Gunhild, the unfortunate widow of Swart of the Springs. For some time after the death of her husband she had dwelt at Haldorstede, and had experienced much kindness at the hands of the family; but having taken a longing to visit her relatives, who belonged to the Drontheim district, she was sent thither, and had become a member of Haralds household, through the influence of King Hakon of Drontheim, the father of Ada of Horlingdal.

Hakon had from necessity, and much against his inclination, become one of Harald Fairhairs jarls. During the feast of which we write, he sat on the Kings left hand.

After filling Hakes tankard Gunhild retired, but remained within earshot.

Hake, said the King, leaning over the arm of his high seat, it is now time that we were moving south; and the news thou hast brought decides me to complete my arrangements without delay. It seems that Ulf of Romsdal and that fellow Erling the Bold, with his fierce father, are making great preparations for war?

Truly they are, said Hake. I saw as much with my own eyes.

But may this not be for the purpose of going on viking cruise?

Had that been so, mine ears would have guided me, and we had brought a different report, but when men talk loudly and ill of the King, and knit their brows, and wish for a south wind, it needs not the wisdom of a warlock to fathom their meaning. Moreover, he continued earnestly, I have heard that news has come from the southland that the people of Hordaland and Rogaland, Agder and Thelemark, are gathering, and bringing together ships, men, and arms  what can all this mean if it be not resistance to the King?

Right, said Harald thoughtfully. Now, Hake, I will tell thee what to do, and see thou waste not time about it. Most of my ships are ready for sea. A few days more will suffice to complete them for a cruise, and then will I sail forth to teach these proud men humility. Meanwhile do thou get ready the ships under thy charge, and send Hauskuld in a swift boat with a few chosen men south to Horlingdal fiord. There let him watch the proceedings of the people  particularly of that fellow Erling and his kin  and when he has seen enough let him sail north to give me warning of their movements. They shall be saved the trouble of coming here to meet me, for I will fare south and slay them all, root and branch. Let thy tongue be quiet and thy motions swift, and caution Hauskuld also to be discreet. Another draught of ale, Hake, and then  to thy duty.

These last words the King spoke aloud, and while the berserk was drinking he turned to converse with Hakon of Drontheim, but finding that that chief had left the board, he turned to one of the courtiers, and began to converse on the news recently brought from the south.

Gunhild meanwhile slipped out of the hall, and found King Hakon hasting to his house.

Ye heard what the King threatened? she said, plucking him by the sleeve.

I did, and will  but why dost thou speak to me on this subject? asked Hakon warily.

Because I know your daughter Ada is among the doomed and ye would not see her perish. My heart is in the house of Haldor the Fierce. Great kindness have I received there, therefore would I go and warn them of what is coming. I have friends here, and can get a swift cutter to bear me south. Shall I tell them to expect aid from you?

Hakon was glad to hear this, and told her to inform Haldor that he would soon be in the fiord with his longship, that he would aid the people of Horlingdal in resisting Harald, and that it was probable Rolf Ganger would also join them.

Bearing these tidings Gunhild left Drontheim secretly, and in a swift boat with a stout crew set off for the south a considerable time before Hauskuld sailed, although that worthy did his best to carry out his masters commands without delay. King Hakon also pushed forward his preparations, and that so briskly that he too was enabled to start before the berserk.

Meanwhile King Harald gave himself up entirely to festivity  laughed and talked with his courtiers, and seemed so light of heart that the greater part of his followers thought him to be a careless, hearty man, on whom the weighty matters of the kingdom sat very lightly. But Jarl Rongvold knew that this free-and-easy spirit was affected, and that the Kings mind was much troubled by the state of things in several parts of the kingdom. He also knew, however, that Harald had an iron will, which nothing could bend from its purpose, and he felt convinced that the course which his sovereign pursued would end either in his total overthrow or in the absolute subjection of Norway.

It happened that at this time one of the festivals of sacrifice was being celebrated by the people of the Drontheim country. It was an old custom that, when there was sacrifice, all the bonders should come to the spot where the heathen temple stood, and bring with them all that they required while the festival of the sacrifice lasted. The men were expected to bring ale with them, and all kinds of cattle as well as horses, which were to be slaughtered, boiled, and eaten.

In order to conciliate the people, the King on this occasion issued a proclamation that he meant to pay all the expenses of the festival. This had the double effect of attracting to the locality a vast concourse of people, and of putting them all in great good humour, so that they were quite ready to listen to, and fall in with, the plans of the King, whatever these might be. Of course there were many freeborn noble-spirited udallers who could not thus be tickled into the selling of their birthright; but Haralds tremendous energy and power, coupled with his rigorous treatment of all who resisted him, had the effect of reducing many of these to sullen silence, while some made a virtue of necessity, and accepted the fate which they thought it impossible to evade.

On the evening of the day of which we write, the fire was kindled in the middle of the floor of the temple, and over it hung the kettles. Full goblets were handed across the fire, and the King blessed the full goblets and all the meat of the sacrifice. Then, first, Odins goblet was emptied for victory and power to the King; thereafter Niords and Freyas goblets for peace and a good season. After that there was much feasting; and when the ale began to mount to the brains of the revellers, many of them stood up, and raising aloft the braga goblet  that over which vows were wont to be made  began, in more or less bombastic strains, to boast of what they meant to do in the future. Having exhausted all other sentiments, the guests then emptied the remembrance goblet to the memory of departed friends.

Soon the desire for song and story began to be felt, and there was a loud call for the scald. Whereupon, clearing his throat and glancing round on the audience with a deprecatory air  just as amateur scalds of the present day are wont to do  Thiodolph hinn Frode of Huina stood up to sing. His voice was mellow, and his music wild. The subject chosen showed that he understood how to humour both King and people, and if the song was short it was much to the point.

Song of the Scald.



Of cup and platter need has none,

The guest who seeks the generous one  

Harald the bounteous  who can trace

His lineage from the giant race;

For Haralds hand is liberal, free.

The guardian of the temple he.

He loves the gods, his open hand

Scatters his swords gains oer the land.

The scald sat down with the prompt energy of a man who believes he has said a good thing, and expects that it will be well received. He was not disappointed, for the rafters rang with the wild huzzas of the revellers as they leaped to their feet and shouted Victory to the King!

This was just what the King wanted, and he carefully fanned the flame which the scald had so judiciously kindled. The result was that when he afterwards called for men to go forth with him to do battle with the turbulent spirits of Horlingdal, hundreds of those who would otherwise have been malcontent, or lukewarm followers, busked themselves eagerly for the fight, and flocked to his standard. His longships were crowded with picked men, and war vessels of all sizes  from little boats to dragons with thirty banks of rowers  augmented his fleet. At length he sailed from Drontheim with perhaps the strongest armament that had ever swept over the northern sea.




Chapter Nineteen.

Tells something of the Doings of Solve Klofe and Others, and treats of a few of the Marvellous Adventures of Guttorm Stoutheart.

The scene is changed. It is night; yet how different from night in most other inhabited parts of the earth! The midnight sun is just sinking beneath the horizon, close to the spot whence, in about twenty minutes, he will rise, to repeat his prolonged course of nearly four-and-twenty hours through the northern sky. But if the darkness of night is absent, its deep quietude is there. The mighty cliffs that rise like giant walls to heaven, casting broad, heavy shadows over the sea, send forth no echoes, for the innumerable birds that dwell among them are silently perched like snowflakes on every crag, or nestled in every crevice, buried in repose. The sea resembles glass, and glides with but a faint sigh upon the shore. All is impressively still on mountain and fiord. Everything in nature is asleep, excepting the wakeful eye of day, the hum of distant rills, the boom of inland cataracts, and the ripple on the shore. These sounds, however, do but render the universal silence more profound by suggesting the presence of those stupendous forces which lie latent everywhere.

A white mist floats over the sea like a curtain of gauze, investing insignificant objects with grandeur, and clothing caverns, cliffs, and mountain gorges with unusual sublimity.

Only one object suggestive of man is visible through the haze. It is a ship  of the old, old-fashioned build  with high stem and stern, and monstrous figurehead. Its forefoot rests upon the strip of gravel in yonder bay at the foot of the cliff, whose summit is lost in the clouds. The hull reposes on its own reflected image, and the taper mast is repeated in a wavy but distinct line below. It is the longship; the war vessel; the sea horse of Solve Klofe, the son of King Hunthiof of Möre, whom Harald Fairhair slew.

Solve had, as we have before said, spent the winter in taking his revenge by herrying the coast in his longship, and doing all in his power to damage the Kings men, as well as those who were friendly to his cause. Among other things he had, early in spring, persuaded Haldor the Fierce to let him have the use of one of his warships, with a few of his best men, to accompany him on a viking cruise. Erling had resisted his pressing invitation to bear him company, because of important business, the nature of which he did not think it necessary to disclose. His friend Glumm the Gruff also declined from similar reasons. At all events, he was similarly pre-engaged and taciturn. Thorer the Thick, however, and Kettle Flatnose, and young Alric  the latter by special and importunate request  were allowed to accompany him on this expedition.

We do not intend to give the details of this foray, although it was unusually stirring and prolific of adventure. Suffice it to say, that they had several hard fights both with Swedish and Danish vikings, in all of which Alric distinguished himself for reckless daring, and would certainly have been carried home dead upon his own shield had not Kettle Flatnose watched over him with the solicitude of a father, and warded off many a blow that was aimed at his pugnacious head. We fear it must be added that Alric was not sufficiently impressed with his friends services in this way. The truth is that he entertained the firm belief that nobody could kill him, and that he could kill anybody  which was all very well as far as it went, but would not have carried him scathless through the cruise, had not the stout Irishman been at his back.

Immense and valuable booty was gained at this time, for one of the vessels which they captured had been cruising in southern lands, and was returning with a large quantity of gold and silver ornaments when Solve Klofe attacked it. A misfortune befell them, however. On their way home a storm drove Thorers vessel on the rocks in a fog, and it became a total wreck. The crew were all saved, however, and much of the lading, by Solve, who stowed the goods in his own ship, and brought home the men. They were within a days sail of Horlingdal, when they put ashore to take a few hours repose.

Three hours after midnight Solve Klofe, whose breathing up to that time had resembled that of an infant, gave vent to a prolonged bass snore, and opened his eyes. This was followed by the shutting of his mouth, and with one of those satisfactory stretchings of the body with which a sound sleeper is wont in the morning to dismiss repose and recall his energies. Having lain still a few moments to enjoy the result, Solve sat up, and stretching forth his hand, drew aside the curtain of the tent under which he slept, and looked out. The sight that gladdened his eyes was beautiful beyond description, for the sun was up in all his northern glory, and shone on the silver sea with dazzling light, while he scattered away the mists of morning. But the best sight of all to the bold viking was the splendid warship which, with painted sides and shields, and gilded masts and prow, glowed and glittered like a beautiful gem in a setting of the brightest azure blue.

Turning his eyes inside his tent again, Solve gazed with the expressionless aspect of a still drowsy man upon the countenance of Kettle, whose flat nose and open mouth gave vent to tones resembling those of a bassoon. Beside him, and nestling close to him, lay the youthful Alric, with his curly head resting on Kettles broad bosom; for the lad, albeit manly enough when awake, had sufficient of the child still about him to induce a tendency on his part, when asleep, to make use of any willing friend as a pillow. Thorer the Thick was also there, with his head on his arm, his body sprawling indescribably, his shield above him like a literal coverlet, and his right hand on his sword-hilt.

Ho! exclaimed Solve, in a tone that marvellously resembled the tones of modern men in similar circumstances.

Kettle and Thorer, however, sprang up to a sitting posture with very primitive alacrity, for in those days a mans life often depended on his being and keeping very wide-awake.

Poor Alric was tumbled somewhat unceremoniously to one side, but that failed to awaken him, for he was not yet sufficiently trained to sleep in the midst of alarms, and felt very naturally inclined to growl and bite when shaken or told to get up!

In a few minutes, however, his lethargy was overcome; the men were aroused; the tents were struck; the longship was pushed off, and, under the influence of thirty pair of oars, it crept like a monstrous insect away over the sea.

Those who had not to work at the oars sat at first quietly on the thwarts, or leaned over the gunwale gazing into the deep, or up at the sky, enjoying the warm air and their own fancies. But after a time talkative spirits began to loose their tongues, and ere long a murmur of quiet conversation pervaded the ship.

I wonder what news we shall hear at the stede when we arrive? said Thorer to Kettle, who with several others sat on the poop beside Solve.

I hope it wont be bad news, answered Kettle. Harald is not the man to sleep through the summer when there is work to be done. If it wasnt that I expect to give him the tooth-ache before I go, surely I should have been in Ireland long ago.

Whom didst thou serve under, Kettle, before we brought thee to Norway? asked Alric.

Under the King of Dublin, replied Kettle.

Was he a great king?

A great king? Aye, never was there a greater; and a great king he is yet, if hes alive, though I have my own fears on that point, for he was taking badly to ale when I left.

There was something pathetic yet humorous in the tone and expression with which Kettle said this which caused Alric to laugh. The Irishman started, and for an instant his huge countenance blazed with a look of wrath which was quite majestic, and overawed the boy, bold though he was. But it passed away in a moment, and was replaced by a sorrowful look as Kettle shook his head and said  

Ah! boy, your laugh reminded me of the laugh of the villain Haabrok who took the old kings throne at the time I was carried off, bound hand and foot. Lucky was it for him that my hands were not free then.  Well, well, this sounds like bragging, he added with a smile, which is only fit for boys and cowards.

Alric winced a little at this, for he was quite aware of his own tendency to boast, and for a moment he felt a strong inclination to stand up for boys, and assert, that although boasting was common enough with cowardly boys, it was not so with all boys; but on consideration he thought it best to hold his tongue, on that point, at least until he should have freed himself of the evil of boasting. To change the subject he said  

Was the old king fond of thee, Kettle?

Aye, as fond of me as of his own son.

Was he like my father? pursued the boy.

No; there are not many men like thy father, lad; but he was a stout and brave old man, and a great warrior in his day. Now I think of it, he was very like Guttorm Stoutheart.

Then he was a handsome man, said Solve Klofe with emphasis.

He was, continued Kettle, but not quite so desperate. Old Guttorm is the most reckless man I ever did see. Did I ever tell ye of the adventure I had with him when we went on viking cruise south to Valland?

No, said Solve; let us hear about it; but stay till I change the oarsmen.

He went forward and gave the order to relieve the men who had rowed from the land, and when the fresh men were on the benches he returned and bade Kettle go on.

Tis a fine country, said the Irishman, glancing round him with a glowing eye, and speaking in a low tone, as if to himself one to be proud of.

And in truth there was ground for his remark, for the mists had by that time entirely cleared away, leaving unveiled a sea so calm and bright that the innumerable islets off the coast appeared as if floating in air.

That is true, said Thorer. I sometimes wonder, Kettle, at thy longing to return to Ireland. I am in the same case with thyself  was taken from my home in Jemteland, laboured as a thrall, wrought out my freedom, and remained in Haldors service, but have never wished to return home.

Didst thou leave a wife and children behind thee? asked Kettle.

Nay; I was carried away while very young.

Is thy father alive, or thy mother?

No, they are both dead.

Then I wonder not that ye have no desire to return home. My father and mother are both alive  at least I have good reason to believe so  my wife and children are waiting for me. Canst wonder, man, that I long to behold once more the green hills of Ireland?

Nay, if that be so, I wonder not, replied Thorer.

Come, Kettle, thou forgettest that we wait for the story about old Guttorm Stoutheart, said Solve Klofe, arranging the corner of a sail so as to protect his back from the sun.

Tis an old story now in Horlingdal, said Kettle; but as thou hast not been in this quarter for a long time, no doubt it is new to thee. Thorer there knows it well; but I find that it bears telling more than once. Well, it was, as I have said, two years past that Guttorm went south to Valland on viking cruise. He called at Horlingdal in passing, and got some of the dalesmen. Among others, I was allowed to go. He and I got on very well together, and we were fortunate in getting much booty. One day we came to a part of the coast where we saw a strong castle of stone on the top of a hill a short way inland. We also saw plenty of cattle on a plain near the sea, so Guttorm ordered his longship to be steered for the shore, and we began to drive some of the cattle down to the beach, intending to slaughter them there, as our provisions were getting low. On seeing this, a party of men came out from the castle and bade us begone. We told them to be easy in their minds, for we only wanted a little food. We even went so far as to ask it of them civilly, but the men were such surly fellows that they refused to listen to reason, and attacked us at once. Of course we drove them back into their castle, but in doing so we lost one or two of our best men. This angered old Guttorm, who is not a quarrelsome man, as ye know. He would have gone away peaceably enough if he had been let alone to help himself to a few beasts; but his blood was set up by that time, so he ordered all the men on shore, and we pitched our tents and besieged the castle. Being made of stone, there was no chance of setting it on fire, and as the walls were uncommonly high, it was not possible to take it by assault. Well, we sat down before it, and for two days tried everything we could think of to take it, but failed, for there were plenty of men in it, and they defended the walls stoutly. Besides this, to say the truth, we had already lost a number of good men on the cruise and could ill afford to lose more.

On the third day some of our chief men advised Guttorm to give it up, but that made him so furious that no one dared speak to him about it for another two days. At the end of that time his nephew plucked up heart, and going to him, said  

Uncle, do you see the little birds that fly back and forward over the castle walls so freely, and build their nests in the thatch of the housetops?

I do, nephew, says Guttorm. What then?

My advice is, says the nephew, that you should order the men to make each a pair of wings like those the birds have, and then we shall all fly over the walls, for it seems to me that there is no other way of getting into the castle.

Thou art a droll knave, replies Guttorm, for he was ever fond of a joke; but thou art wise also, therefore I advise thee to make a pattern pair of wings for the men; and when they are ready

Here Guttorm stopped short, and fell to thinking; and he thought so long that his nephew asked him at last if he had any further commands for him.

Yes, boy, I have. There is more in this matter of the wings than thou dreamest of. Go quickly and order the men to make snares, and catch as many of these little birds as they can before sunset. Let them be careful not to hurt the birds, and send Kettle Flatnose and my house-carle hither without delay.

When I came to the old man I found him walking to and fro briskly, with an expression of eagerness in his eye.

Kettle, he said smartly, go and prepare two hundred pieces of cord, each about one foot long, and to the end of each piece tie a small chip of wood as long as the first joint of thy thumb, and about the size of a goose quill. Smear these pieces of wood over with pitch, and have the whole in my tent within three hours.

As I walked away to obey this order, wondering what it could all be about, I heard him tell his chief house-carle to have all the men armed and ready for action a little after sunset, as quietly as possible.

Before the three hours were out, I returned to the tent with the two hundred pieces of cord prepared according to orders, and found old Guttorm sitting with a great sack before him, and a look of perplexity on his face that almost made me laugh. He was half-inclined to laugh too, for the sack moved about in a strange way, as if it were alive!

Kettle, said he, when I came forward, I need thy help here. I have got some three hundred little birds in that sack, and I dont know how to keep them in order, for they are fluttering about and killing themselves right and left, so that I shall soon have none left alive for my purpose. My thought is to tie one of these cords to a leg of each bird, set the bit of stick on fire and let it go, so that when it flies to its nest in the thatch it will set the houses in the castle on fire. Now, what is thy advice?

Call as many of the men into the tent as it will hold, and let each catch a bird, and keep it till the cords are made fast; says I.

This was done at once, but we had more trouble than we expected, for when the mouth of the sack was opened, out flew a dozen of the birds before we could close it! The curtain of the tent was down, however, so, after a good deal of hunting, we caught them again. When the cords were tied to these the men were sent out of the tent, each with a little bird in his hand, and with orders to go to his particular post and remain there till further orders. Then another batch of men came in, and they were supplied with birds and cords like the others; but ye have no notion what trouble we had. I have seen a hundred viking prisoners caught and held fast with half the difficulty and less noise! Moreover, while some of the men squeezed the birds to death in their fear lest they should escape, others let theirs go in their anxiety not to hurt them, and the little things flew back to their nests with the cords and bits of chip trailing after them. At last, however, all was ready. The men were kept in hiding till after dark; then the little chips were set on fire all at the same time, and the birds were let go. It was like a shower of stars descending on the castle, for each bird made straight for its own nest; but just as we were expecting to behold the success of our plan, up jumped a line of men on the castle walls, and by shouting and swinging their arms scared the birds away. We guessed at once that the little birds which had escaped too soon with the strings tied to their legs had been noticed, and the trick suspected, for the men in the castle were well prepared. A few of the birds flew over their heads, and managed to reach the roofs, which caught fire at once; but wherever this happened, a dozen men ran at the place and beat the fire out. The thing was wisely contrived, but it was cleverly met and repelled, so we had only our trouble and the disappointment for our pains.

After this, continued Kettle, old Guttorm became like a wolf. He snarled at everyone who came near him for some time, but his passion never lasted long. He soon fell upon another plan.

There was a small river which ran at the foot of the mound on which the castle stood, and there were mudbanks on the side next to it, One night we were all ordered to go to the mudbanks as quiet as mice, with shovels and picks in our hands, and dig a tunnel under the castle. We did so, and the first night advanced a long way, but we had to stop a good while before day to let the dirt wash away and the water get clear again, so that they might not suspect what we were about. The next night we got under the castle wall, and on the fifth night had got well under the great hall, for we could hear the men singing and shouting as they sat at meat above us. We had then to work very carefully for fear of making a noise, and when we thought it ready for the assault we took our swords and shields with us, and Guttorm led the way. His chief house-carle was appointed to drive through the floor, while Guttorm and I stood ready to egg him on and back him up.

We heard the men above singing and feasting as usual, when suddenly there was a great silence, for one of the big stones over our heads was loosened, and they had evidently felt or seen it. Now was the time come; so, while the house-carle shovelled off the earth, some of us got our fingers in about the edge of the stone, and pulled with all our force. Suddenly down it came and a man along with it. We knocked him on the head at once, and gave a loud huzza as the house-carle sprang up through the hole, caught a shower of blows on his shield, and began to lay about him fiercely. Guttorm was very mad at the carle for going up before him, but the carle was light and the old man was heavy, so he could not help it. I was about to follow, when a man cut at my head with a great axe as I looked up through the hole. I caught the blow on my shield, and thrust my sword up into his leg, which made him give back; but just at that moment the earth gave way under our feet, and a great mass of stones and rubbish fell down on us, driving us all back into the passage through which we had come, except the house-carle, who had been caught by the enemy and dragged up into the hall. As soon as we could get on our feet we tried to make for the hole again, but it was so filled with earth and stones that we could not get forward a step. Knowing, therefore, that it was useless to stay longer there, we ran back to the entrance of the tunnel, but here we found a body of men who had been sent out of the castle to cut off our retreat. We made short work of these. Disappointment and anger had made every man of us equal to two, so we hewed our way right through them, and got back to the camp with the loss of only two men besides the house-carle.

Next morning when it was daylight, the enemy brought the poor prisoner to the top of the castle wall, where they lopped off his head, and, having cut his body into four pieces, they cast them down to us with shouts of contempt.

After this Guttorm Stoutheart appeared to lose all his fire and spirit. He sent for his chief men, and said that he was going to die, and that it was his wish to be left to do so undisturbed. Then he went into his tent, and no one was allowed after that to go near him except his nephew.

A week later we were told that Guttorm was dying, and that he wanted to be buried inside the castle; for we had discovered that the people were what they called Christians, and that they had consecrated ground there.

When this was made known to the priests in the castle they were much pleased, and agreed to bury our chief in their ground, if we would bring his body to a spot near the front gateway, and there leave it and retire to a safe distance from the walls. There was some objection to this at first, hit it was finally agreed to  only a request was made that two of the next of kin to Guttorm might be allowed to accompany the body to the burial-place, as it would be considered a lasting disgrace to the family if it were buried by strange hands when friends were near. This request was granted on the understanding that the two relations were to go into the castle unarmed.

On the day of the funeral I was summoned to Guttorms tent to help to put him into his coffin, which had been made for him after the pattern of the coffins used in that part of the country. When I entered I found the nephew standing by the side of the coffin, and the old Sea-king himself sitting on the foot of it.

Thou art not quite dead yet? says I, looking hard in his face.

Not yet, says he, and I dont expect to be for some time.

Are we to put you into the coffin? I asked.

Yes, says he, and see that my good axe lies ready to my hand. Put thy sword on my left side, nephew, that thou mayst catch it readily. They bury me in consecrated ground to-day, Kettle; and thou, being one of my nearest of kin, must attend me to the grave! Thou must go unarmed too, but that matters little, for thy sword can be placed on the top of my coffin, along with thy shield, to do duty as the weapons of the dead. When to use them I leave to thy well-known discretion. Dost understand?

Your speech is not difficult for the understanding to take in, says I.

Ha! especially the understanding of an Irishman, says he, with a smile. Well, help me to get into this box, and see that thou dost not run it carelessly against gate-posts; for it is not made to be roughly handled!

With that old Guttorm lay back in the coffin, and we packed in the nephews sword and shield with him, and his own axe and shield at his right side. Then we fastened down the lid, and two men were called to assist us in carrying it to the appointed place.

As we walked slowly forward I saw that our men were drawn up in a line at some distance from the castle wall, with their heads hanging down, as if they were in deep grief,  and so they were, for only a few were aware of what was going to be done; yet all were armed, and ready for instant action. The appointed spot being reached, we put the coffin on the ground, and ordered the two men, who were armed, to retire.

But dont go far away, lads, says I; for we have work for ye to do.

They went back only fifty ells or so, and then turned to look on.

At the same time the gate of the castle opened, and twelve priests came out dressed in long black robes, and carrying a cross before them. One of them, who understood the Norse language, said, as they came forward  

What meaneth the sword and shield?

I told him that it was our custom to bury a warriors arms along with him. He seemed inclined to object to this at first, but thinking better of it, he ordered four of his men to take up the coffin, which they did, shoulder high, and marched back to the castle, closely followed by the two chief mourners.

No sooner had we entered the gateway, which was crowded with warriors, than I stumbled against the coffin, and drove it heavily against one of the posts, and, pretending to stretch out my hands to support it, I seized my sword and shield. At the same moment the lid of the coffin flew into the air, the sides burst out, and old Guttorm dropped to the ground, embracing two of the priests so fervently in his descent that they fell on the top of him. I had only time to observe that the nephew caught up his sword and shield as they fell among the wreck, when a shower of blows from all directions called for the most rapid action of eye and limb. Before Guttorm could regain his feet and utter his war-cry, I had lopped off two heads, and the nephews sword was whirling round him like lightning flashes, but of course I could not see what he did. The defenders fought bravely, and in the first rush we were almost borne back; but in another moment the two men who had helped us to carry the coffin were alongside of us; and now, having a front of five stout men, we began to feel confident of success. This was turned into certainty when we heard, a minute later, a great rushing sound behind us, and knew that our men were coming on. Old Guttorm swung his battle-axe as if it had been a toy, and, uttering a tremendous roar, cut his way right into the middle of the castle. We all closed in behind him; the foe wavered  they gave way  at last they turned and fled; for remembering, no doubt, how they had treated the poor house-carle, they knew they had no right to expect mercy. In a quarter of an hour the place was cleared, and the castle was ours.

And what didst thou do with it? asked Alric, in much excitement.

Do with it? Of course we feasted in it till we were tired; then we put as much of its valuables into our ships as they could carry, after which we set the place on fire and returned to Norway.

Twas well done, and a lucky venture, observed Solve Klofe.

Alric appeared to meditate for a few minutes, and then said with a smile  

If Christian the hermit were here he would say it was ill done, and an unlucky venture for the men of the castle.

The hermit is a fool, said Solve.

That he is not, cried the boy, reddening. A braver and better man never drew bow. But he has queer thoughts in his head.

That may be so. It matters naught to me, retorted Solve, rising and going forward to the high prow of the ship, whence he looked out upon the island-studded sea. Come, lads, change hands again, and pull with a will. Methinks a breeze will fill our sails after we pass yonder point, and if so, we shall sleep to-night in Horlingdal.




Chapter Twenty.

In which the Sky again becomes Overcast  The War-token is sent out  Alric gets a Surprise, and a Berserk catches a Tartar.

Erling the Bold was very fond of salmon-fishing, and it was his wont, when the weather suited, and nothing of greater importance claimed his attention, to sally forth with a three-pronged spear to fish in the Horlingdal river, which swarmed with salmon in the summer season of the year.

One evening he left Haldorstede with his fishing-spear on his shoulder, and went up to the river, accompanied by one of the house-carles. They both wore shirts of mail, and carried shield and sword, for these were not times in which men could venture to go about unarmed. On reaching a place where the stream ran shallow among rocks, our hero waded in, and at the first dart of his spear struck a fish of about fifteen pounds weight, which he cast, like a bar of burnished silver, on the grassy bank.

That will be our supper to-night, observed the carle, as he disengaged the spear.

Erling made no reply, but in a few minutes he pulled out another fish, and said, as he threw it down  

That will do for a friend, should one chance to turn in to us to-night.

After that he tried again, but struck no more, although he changed his ground frequently; so he cast his eyes upwards as if to judge of the time of evening, and appeared to doubt whether or not he should persevere any longer.

Try the foss, suggested the house-carle; you seldom fail to get one there.

Well, I will try it. Do thou leave the fish under that bush, and follow me. It needs three big fish to make a good feast for my fathers household.

Besides, said the carle, there is luck in an odd number, as Kettle Flatnose is fond of telling us.

They were about to ascend the bank to the track which led to the waterfall, about half a mile farther up the river, when their attention was arrested by a shout; looking down the stream in the direction whence it came, they saw a figure approaching them at full speed.

That must be my brother Alric, said Erling, on hearing the shout repeated.

It looks like him, said the carle.

All doubt on the point was quickly set at rest by the lad, who ran at a pace which soon brought him near. Waving his cap above his head he shouted  

News! news! good news!

Out with thy news, then, said Erling, as Alric stood before him, panting violently, though I dare say the best news thou hast to give is that thou hast come back to us safe and well.

Hah! let me get wind! nay, I have better news than that, exclaimed Alric; Harald is coming  King Harald Haarfager  with a monstrous fleet of longships, cutters, dragons, and little boats, and a mighty host of men, to lay waste Horlingdal with fire and sword, and burn us all alive, perhaps eat us too, who knows!

Truly if this be good news, said Erling, with a laugh, I hope I may never hear bad news. But where got ye such news, Alric?

From the widow Gunhild, to be sure, who is true to us as steel, and comes all the way from Drontheim, out of love to thee, Erling, to tell it. But, I say, dont you think this good news? I always thought you would give your best battle-axe to have a chance of fighting Harald!

Aye, truly, for a chance of fighting Harald, but not for that chance coupled with the other chance of seeing Horlingdal laid waste with fire and sword, to say nothing of being eaten alive, which, I suppose, is thine own addition to the news, boy. But come, if this be so, we do not well to waste time chattering here. Fetch the two fish, carle. To-night we must be content with what luck lies in an even number in spite of the opinion of Kettle Flatnose.  Come, Alric, thou canst tell me more of this as we hasten home.

But I have more good news than that to tell, said the lad, as they hurried towards Haldorstede. Solve Klofe with his men have come back with us  indeed, I may rather say that we have come back with Solve, for our own ship has been wrecked and lost, but Kettle and I and Thorer and all the men were saved by Solve, with nearly everything belonging to us, and all the booty. It is not more than an hour since we sailed into the fiord, loaded to the shield-circle with, oh! such splendid things  gold, silver, cups, tankards, gems, shawls  and  and I know not what all, besides captives. It was just after we landed that a small boat came round the ness from the north with the widow Gunhild in it, and she jumped ashore, and told what she had seen and heard at Drontheim, and that we may expect Adas father, King Hakon, in his longship, to our aid; perhaps he may be coming into the fiord even now while we are talking. And  and, she said also that Rolf Ganger had left the King in a huff, and perhaps we might look for help from him too. So methinks I bring good news, dont I?

Good, aye, and stirring news, my boy, cried Erling striding onward at such a pace that the carle with the fish was left behind, and Alric was compelled to adopt an undignified trot in order to keep up with his huge brother. From this I see, continued Erling in a tone of deep seriousness, that the long-looked-for time is at last approaching. This battle that must surely come will decide the fate of freemen. King Harald Haarfager must now be crushed, or Norway shall be enslaved. Alric, my boy, thou hast been styled Lightfoot. If ever thou didst strive to merit that title, strive this night as ye have never striven before, for there is urgent need that every friendly blade in the land should assemble in the dale without delay. I will send thee forth with the split arrow as soon as I have seen and spoken with my father.  Ha! I see him coming. Go into the house, lad, and sup well and quickly, for no sleep shall visit thine eyelids this night.

Alrics breast swelled with gratification at being spoken to thus earnestly and made of such importance by his brother, whom he admired and loved with an intensity of feeling that no words can convey. Looking up in his face with sparkling eyes, he gave him a little nod. Erling replied with another little nod and a sedate smile, and the boy, turning away, dashed into the house, at which they had now arrived.

Hast heard the news, Erling? asked Haldor, as his son drew near.

Aye, Alric has told it me.

What thinkest thou?

That the game is about to be played out.

Haldor looked full in Erlings face, and his own noble countenance glowed with an expression of majesty which cannot be described, and which arose from the deep conviction that one of the most momentous eras in his life had arrived  a period in which his own fate and that of all he held most dear would in all probability be sealed. Death or victory, he felt assured, were now the alternatives; and when he reflected on the great power of the King, and the stern necessity there was for the exertion of not only the utmost bravery, but the most consummate skill, his whole being glowed with suppressed emotion, while his bearing betokened the presence, and bore the dignified stamp, of a settled purpose to do his best, and meet his fate, for weal or woe, manfully.

Come, said he, putting his arm within that of his stout son, let us turn into the wood awhile. I would converse with thee on this matter.

Alric is ready to start with the token, said Erling.

I know it, my son. Let him sup first; the women will care well for him, for they will guess the work that lies before him. The people of Ulfstede are with us to-night, and Glumm is here; but Glumm is not of much use as a counsellor just now, poor fellow. It were kind to let him be, until it is time to rouse him up to fight!

A quiet smile played on Haldors lips as he thus alluded to the impossibility of getting Glumm to think of anything but love or fighting at that time.

While the father and son strolled in the wood conversing earnestly, a noisy animated scene was presented in the great hall of Haldorstede; for in it were assembled, besides the ordinary household, the family from Ulfstede, a sprinkling of the neighbours, Gunhild and her men, Guttorm Stoutheart, and Solve Klofe, with Kettle Flatnose, Thorer the Thick, and the chief men who had arrived from the recent viking cruise; all of whom were talking together in the utmost excitement, while the fair Herfrida and her daughters and maids prepared a sumptuous meal.

In those days, and at such an establishment as that of Haldor the Fierce, it was not possible for friends to appear inopportunely. A dozen might have dropped in to breakfast, dinner, or supper, without costing Dame Herfrida an anxious thought as to whether the cold joint of yesterday would do, or something more must be procured, for she knew that the larder was always well stocked. When, therefore, a miniature army of hungry warriors made a sudden descent upon her, she was quite prepared for them  received them with the matronly dignity and captivating smile for which she was celebrated, and at once gave directions to her commissariat department to produce and prepare meat and drink suitable to the occasion.

The evening which had thus grown so unexpectedly big with present facts and future portents had begun in a very small way  in a way somewhat equivalent to the modern small tea party. Ulf of Romsdal, feeling a disposition to make a night of it, had propounded to Dame Astrid the idea of going up to Haldorstede for the evening. His wife, being amiably disposed, agreed. Hilda and Ada were equally willing, and Glumm, who by a mere chance happened to be there at the time, could not choose but accompany them!

The family at Haldorstede were delighted to see their friends. Dame Herfrida carried off Dame Astrid to her apartment to divest her of her hat and mantle. Ingeborg bore off Ada, and the younger girls of the household made away with Hilda, leaving Ulf to talk the politics of the day with Haldor, while Glumm pretended to listen to them, but listened, in reality, for Adas returning footsteps. In a short time the fair ones re-entered the hall, and there they had supper, or, more properly, an interlude supper  a sort of supperlet, so to speak, composed of cold salmon, scones, milk, and ale, which was intended, no doubt, to give them an appetite for the true supper that should follow ere long. Over this supperlet they were all very talkative and merry, with the exception, poor fellow, of Glumm, who sat sometimes glancing at, and always thinking of, Ada, and pendulating, as usual, between the condition of being miserably happy or happily miserable.

No mortal, save Glumm himself, could have told or conceived what a life Ada led him. She took him up by the neck, figuratively speaking, and shook him again and again as a terrier shakes a rat, and dropped him! But here the simile ceases, for whereas the rat usually crawls away, if it can, and evidently does not want more, Glumm always wanted more, and never crawled away. On the contrary, he crawled humbly back to the feet of his tormentor, and by looks, if not words, craved to be shaken again!

It was while Glumm was drinking this cup of mingled bliss and torment, and the others were enjoying their supperlet, that Solve Klofe and his men, and Kettle Flatnose, Thorer the Thick, and the house-carles, burst clamorously into the hall, with old Guttorm Stoutheart, who had met them on the beach. Scarcely had they got over the excitement of this first invasion when the widow Gunhild and her niece arrived to set the household ablaze with her alarming news. The moment that Haldor heard it he dispatched Alric in search of Erling, who, as we have seen, immediately returned home.

Shortly afterwards he and Haldor entered the hall.

Ho! my men, cried the latter, to arms, to arms! Busk ye for the fight, and briskly too, for when Harald Haarfager lifts his hand he is not slow to strike. Where is Alric?

Here I am, father.

Hast fed well, boy?

Aye, famously, answered Alric, wiping his mouth and tightening his belt.

Take the war-token, my son, and see that thou speed it well. Let it not fail for want of a messenger. If need be, go all the round thyself, and rest not as long as wind and limb hold out. Thy fighting days have begun early, he added in a softer tone, as he passed his large hand gently over the fair head of the boy, perchance they will end early. But, whatever betide, Alric, quit thee like a man  as thou art truly in heart if not in limb.

Such words from one who was not at any time lavish of praise might, a short time before, have caused the boy to hold up his head proudly, but the last year of his life had been fraught with many lessons. He listened with a heaving breast and beating heart indeed, but with his head bent modestly down, while on his flushed countenance there was a bright expression, and on his lips a glad smile which spoke volumes. His father felt assured, as he looked at him, that he would never bring discredit on his name.

Ye know the course, said Haldor; away!

In another minute Alric was running at full speed up the glen with the war-token in his hand. His path was rugged, his race was wild, and its results were striking. He merely shouted as he passed the windows of the cottages low down in the dale, knowing that the men there would be roused by others near at hand; but farther on, where the cottages were more scattered, he opened the door of each and showed the token, uttering a word or two of explanation during the brief moment he stayed to swallow a mouthful of water or to tighten his belt.

At first his course lay along the banks of the river, every rock and shrub of which he knew. Farther on he left the stream on the right, and struck into the mountains just as the sun went down.

High up on the fells a little cottage stood perched on a cliff. It was one of the saeters or mountain dairies where the cattle were pastured in summer long ago  just as they are at the present day. Alric ran up the steep face of the hill, doubled swiftly round the corner of the enclosure, burst open the door, and, springing in, held up the token, while he wiped the streaming perspiration from his face.

A man and his wife, with three stout sons and a comely daughter, were seated on a low bench eating their supper of thickened milk.

The war-token! exclaimed the men, springing up, and, without a moments delay, taking down and girding on the armour which hung round the walls.

King Harald is on his way to the dale, said Alric; we assemble at Ulfstede.

Shall I bear on the token? asked the youngest of the men.

Aye; but go thou with it up the Wolfs Den Valley. I myself will bear it round by the Eagle Crag and the coast.

That is a long way, said the man, taking his shield down from a peg in the wall.

Alric replied not, for he had already darted away, and was again speeding along the mountain side.

Night had begun to close in, for the season had not yet advanced to the period of endless daylight. Far away in an offshoot vale, a bright ruddy light gleamed through the surrounding darkness. Alrics eye was fixed on it. His untiring foot sped towards it. The roar of a mighty cataract grew louder on his ear every moment. He had to slacken his pace a little, and pick his steps as he went on, for the path was rugged and dangerous.

I wonder if Old Hans of the Foss is at home? was the thought that passed through his mind as he approached the door.

Old Hans himself answered the thought by opening the door at that moment. He was a short, thick-set, and very powerful man, of apparently sixty years of age, but his eye was as bright and his step as light as that of many a man of twenty.

The war-token, he said, almost gaily, stepping back into the cottage as Alric leaped in. What is doing, son of Haldor?

King Harald will be upon us sooner than we wish. Ulfstede is the meeting-place. Can thy son speed on the token in the next valley?

The old warrior shook his head sadly, and pointed to a low bed, where a young man lay with the wasted features and bright eyes that told of a deadly disease in its advanced stage.

An exclamation of regret and sympathy escaped from Alric. I cannot go, he said; my course lies to the left, by the Stor foss. Hast no one to send?

I will go, father, said a smart girl of fifteen, who had been seated behind her mother, near the couch of the sick man.

Thou, bairn?

Yes, why not? It is only a league to Hawksdal, where young Eric will gladly relieve me.

True, said the old warrior, with a smile, as he began to don his armour. Go; I need not tell thee to make haste!

Alric waited to hear no more, but darted away as the little maid tripped off in another direction.

Thus hour by hour the night passed by and Alric ran steadily on his course, rousing up all the fighting men in his passage through the district. As he advanced, messengers with war-tokens were multiplied, and, ere the mornings sun had glinted on the mountain peaks or lighted up the white fields of the Justedal glacier, the whole country was in arms, and men were crowding to the rendezvous.

Daylight had just commenced to illumine the eastern sky, when Alric, having completed his round, found himself once more on the cliffs above the sea. But he was still six or eight miles from Ulfstede, and the path to it along the top of the cliffs was an extremely rugged one. Earnestly then did the poor boy wish that he had remembered to put a piece of bread in his wallet before leaving home, but in his haste he had forgotten to do so, and now he found himself weary, foot-sore, and faint from exertion, excitement, and hunger, far from any human habitation. As there was no remedy for this, he made up his mind to take a short rest on the grass, and then set off for home as fast as possible.

With this end in view he selected a soft spot, on a cliff overlooking the sea, and lay down with a sigh of satisfaction. Almost instantly he fell into a deep slumber, in which he lay, perfectly motionless, for some hours. How long that slumber would have lasted it is impossible to say, for it was prematurely and unpleasantly interrupted.

In his cat-like creepings about the coast, Hauskuld the berserk, having obtained all the information that he thought would be of use to his royal master, landed for the last time to reconnoitre the position of Ulfstede, and see as much as he could of the doings of the people before turning his prow again to the north. The spot where he ran his boat ashore was at the foot of a steep cliff, up which he and a comrade ascended with some difficulty.

At the top, to his surprise, he found a lad lying on the grass sound asleep. After contemplating him for a few minutes, and whispering a few words to his comrade, who indulged in a broad grin, Hauskuld drew his sword and pricked Alric on the shoulder with it. An electric shock could not have been more effective. The poor boy sprang up with a loud cry, and for a few seconds gazed at the berserks in bewilderment. Then it flashed upon his awakening faculties that he was standing before enemies, so he suddenly turned round and fled, but Hauskuld sprang after him, and, before he had got three yards away, had caught him by the nape of the neck with a grip that made him gasp.

Ho, ho! my young fox, so ye thought to leave the hounds in the lurch? Come, cease thy kicking, else will I give thee an inch of steel to quiet thee. Tell me thy name, and what thou art about here, and I will consider whether to make use of thee or hurl thee over the cliffs.

By this time Alric had fully recovered his senses and his self-possession. He stood boldly up before the berserk and replied  

My name is Alric  son of Haldor the Fierce, out of whose way I advise thee to keep carefully, if thou art not tired of life. I have just been round with the war-token rousing the country.

A most proper occupation for an eaglet such as thou, said Hauskuld; that is to say, if the cause be a good one.

The cause is one of the best, said Alric.

Prithee, what may it be?

Self-defence against a tyrant.

Hauskuld glanced at his comrade, and smiled sarcastically as he asked  

And who may this tyrant be?

Harald Haarfager, tyrant King of Norway, replied the lad stoutly.

I thought so, said Hauskuld, with a grim twist of his features. Well, young eaglet, thou art worthy to be made mincemeat of to feed the crows, but it may be that the tyrant would like to dispose of thee himself. Say now, whether will ye walk down that cliff quietly in front of me, or be dragged down?

I would rather walk, if I must go.

Well, thou must go, therefore  walk, and see thou do it as briskly as may be, else will I apply the spur, which thou hast felt once already this morning. Lead the way, comrade; I will bring up the rear to prevent the colt from bolting.

As he knew that resistance would be useless, the boy promptly and silently descended the cliff with his captors, and entered the boat, which was immediately pushed off and rowed along-shore.

Now listen to me, Alric, son of Haldor, said Hauskuld, seating himself beside his captive: King Harald is not the tyrant you take him for; he is a good king, and anxious to do the best he can for Norway. Some mistaken men, like your father, compel him to take strong measures when he would fain take mild. If you will take me to a spot where I may safely view the valley of Horlingdal, and tell me all you know about their preparations for resistance, I will take you back to Drontheim, and speak well of you to the King, who will not only reward you with his favour, but make good terms, I doubt not, with your father.

The wily berserk had changed his tone to that of one who addresses a superior in rank while he thus tempted the boy; but he little guessed the spirit of his captive.

What! he exclaimed scornfully; wouldst thou have me turn traitor to my own father?

Nay, I would have you turn wise for the sake of your father and yourself. Think well of what I say, and all I ask of you is to guide me to a good point of observation. There is a cave, they say, near Ulfstede, with its mouth to the sea, and a secret entrance from the land. No doubt I could find it myself with a little trouble, but it would save time if you were to point it out.

Never! exclaimed Alric sternly.

Truly thou art a chip of the old tree, said Hauskuld, taking Alrics ear between his finger and thumb; but there are means to take which have been known to bend stouter hearts than thine. Say, wilt thou show me the cave?

He pinched the ear with gradually increasing force as he spoke, but Alric neither spoke nor winced, although the blood which rushed to his face showed that he felt the pain keenly.

Well, well, said the berserk, relaxing his grip, this is a torture only fit for very small boys after all. Hand me the pincers, Arne.

One of the men drew in his oar, and from a locker pulled out a pair of large pincers, which he handed to his chief, who at once applied them to the fleshy part at the back of Alrics arm, between the elbow and the shoulder.

When thou art willing to do as I bid thee, I will cease to pinch, said Hauskuld.

Poor Alric had turned pale at the sight of the pincers, for he knew well the use they would be put to; but he set his teeth tightly together, and determined to endure it. As the pain increased the blood rushed again to his face, but an extra squeeze of the instrument of torture sent it rushing back with a deadly chill to his heart. In spite of himself, a sharp cry burst from his lips. Turning suddenly round, he clenched his right hand, and hit his tormentor on the mouth with such force that his head was knocked violently against the steering oar, and two or three of his front teeth were driven out.

Thou dogs whelp! shouted Hauskuld, as soon as he could speak. Ill

He could say no more; but, grasping the boy by the hair of the head, he seized his sword, and would certainly have slain him on the spot, had not the man named Arne interposed.

The King will not thank thee for his slaying, said he, laying his hand on Hauskulds arm.

The latter made no reply except to utter a curse, then, dropping his sword, he struck Alric a blow on the forehead with his fist, which knocked him insensible into the bottom of the boat.

Yonder is the mouth of the cave, exclaimed one of the men.

It may be the one we look for, muttered Hauskuld. Pull into it.

So saying, he steered the boat into the cavern, and its keel soon grated on the gravelly beach inside. The sound aroused Alric, who at first could not see, owing to the gloom of the place, and the effects of the blow; but he was brought suddenly to a state of mental activity and anxiety when he recognised the sides of the well-known cave. Rising quickly but cautiously, he listened, and knew by the sounds that the boatmen, of whom there were eight, were searching for an outlet towards the land. He therefore slipped over the side of the boat, and hastened towards the darkest side of the cave, but Hauskuld caught sight of him.

Ha! is the little dog trying to get away? he shouted, running after him.

The lad formed his plan instantly. Come on, Hauskuld, he shouted, with a wild laugh; I will show thee the outlet, and get out before thee too.

He then ran to the inner part of the cave that was farthest from the secret opening, shouting as he ran, and making as much noise as possible. The berserk and his men followed. The instant he reached the extremity of the place Alric became as silent as a mouse, kicked off his shoes, and ran nimbly round by the intricate turnings of the inner wall, until he came to the foot of the dark natural staircase, which has been referred to at the beginning of our tale. Up this he bounded, and reached the open air above, while his pursuers were still knocking their shins and heads on the rocks at the wrong end of the cave below.

Without a moments pause the exulting boy dashed away towards Ulfstede. He had not run two hundred yards, however, when he observed three men standing on the top of the little mound to which the people of Ulfstede were wont to mount when they wished to obtain an uninterrupted view of the valley and the fiord. They hailed him at that moment, so he turned aside, and found, on drawing near, that they were his brother Erling, Glumm the Gruff, and Kettle Flat-nose.

Why, Alric! exclaimed Erling in surprise, on seeing the boys swelled and bloody face, what ails thee?

Quick, come with me, all of ye! There is work for your swords at hand. Lend me thy sword, Erling. It is the short one, and the axe will be enough for thee.

The excited lad did not wait for permission, but snatched the sword from his brothers side, and without further explanation, ran back towards the cliffs, followed closely by the astonished men. He made straight for the hole that led to the cave, and was about to leap into it when Hauskuld stepped out and almost received him in his arms. Before the berserk could plant his feet firmly on the turf, Alric heaved up his brothers sword and brought it down on Hauskulds head with right good will. His arm, however, had not yet received power to cleave through a steel helmet, but the blow was sufficient to give it such a dint that its wearer tumbled back into the hole, and went rattling down the steep descent heels over head into the cave. The boy leaped down after him, but Hauskuld, although taken by surprise and partially stunned, had vigour enough left to jump up and run down to the boat. His men, on hearing the noise of his fall, had also rushed to the boat, and pushed off. The berserk sprang into the water, and swam after them, just as his pursuers reached the cave. Seeing this, his men being safe beyond pursuit, lay on their oars and waited for him. But Hauskulds career had been run out. Either the fall had stunned him, or he was seized with a fit, for he suddenly raised himself in the water, and, uttering a cry that echoed fearfully in the roof of the cavern, he sank to the bottom. Still his men waited a minute or two, but seeing that he did not rise again, they pulled away.

It is unlucky that they should have escaped thus, said Alric, for they go to tell King Harald what they have seen.

Friends, said Erling, I have a plan in my head to cheat the King. I shall send Thorer round with my Swan to this cave, and here let it lie, well armed and provisioned, during the battle that we shall have to fight with Harald ere long. If ill luck should be ours, those of us who survive will thus have a chance of escaping with the women.

What need is there of that? said Glumm; we are sure to give him the tooth-ache!

We are sure of nothing in this world, replied Erling, save that the sun will rise and set and the seasons will come and go. I shall do as I have said, chiefly for the sake of the women, whom I should not like to see fall into the hands of King Harald; and I counsel thee to do the same with thy small ship the Crane. It can well be spared, for we are like to have a goodly force of men and ships, if I mistake not the spirit that is abroad.

Well, I will do it, said Glumm.

And Alric will not object, I dare say, to stand sentinel over the ships in the cave with two or three men till they are wanted, said Erling.

That will not I, cried Alric, who was delighted to be employed in any service rather than be left at home, for his father, deeming him still too young, had strictly forbidden him to embark in the fleet.

Well then, the sooner this is set about the better, said Erling, for there is no counting on the movements of the King.

Humph! ejaculated Glumm.

Ill luck to the tyrant! said Kettle Flatnose, as they turned and left the cave.




Chapter Twenty One.

Glumm gains a Great Private Victory  The Dalesmen assemble to fight for Freedom  The Foe appears, and the Signal of Battle is sounded.

Again we return to the mound near Ulfstede, the top of which was now bathed in the rays of the morning sun  for the day had only begun, the events narrated at the end of the last chapter having occurred within a period of less than three hours.

Here stood the fair Hilda and the volatile Ada, the former leaning on the arm of the latter, and both gazing intently and in silence on the heart-stirring scene before them. Once again Horlingdal with its fiord was the scene of an assembly of armed men, but this time the concourse was grander, because much greater, than on a previous occasion. Men had learned by recent events that momentous changes were taking place in the land. The news of the Kings acts had been carried far and wide. Everyone felt that a decisive blow was about to be struck somewhere, and although many hundreds had little or no opinion of their own as to what was best for the interests of the kingdom, they knew that a side must be taken, and were quite willing to take that which appeared to be the right, or which seemed most likely to win, while a large proportion of them were intelligently and resolutely opposed to the Kings designs. Thus, when the war-token was sent round, it was answered promptly. Those who dwelt nearest to the place of rendezvous were soon assembled in great numbers, and, from the elevated point on which the girls stood, their glittering masses could be seen on the shore, while they launched their longships and loaded them with stones  the ammunition of those days  or passed briskly to and fro with arms and provisions; while all up the valley, as far as the eye could see, even to the faint blue distance, in the haze of which the glaciers and clouds and mountain tops seemed to commingle, troops of armed men could be seen pouring down from gorge and glen, through wood and furze and fen. On the fiord, too, the same activity and concentration prevailed, though not quite to the same extent. Constantly there swept round the promontories to the north and south, boat after boat, and ship after ship, until the bay close below Ulfstede was crowded with war-craft of every size  their gay sails, and in some cases gilded masts and figureheads, glancing in the sunshine, and their shield-circled gunwales reflected clearly in the sea.

What a grand sight! exclaimed Ada with enthusiasm, as she listened to the deep-toned hum of the busy multitude below.

Would God I had never seen it! said her companion.

Out upon thee, Hilda! I scarce deem thee fit to be a free Norse maiden. Such a scene would stir the heart of stone.

It does stir my heart strangely, sister, replied Hilda, I scarcely can explain how. I feel exultation when I see the might of our district, and the bold bearing of our brave and brisk men; but my heart sinks again when I think of what is to come  the blood of men flowing like water, death sweeping them down like grain before the sickle; and for what? Ada, these go not forth to defend us from our enemies, they go to war with brothers and kindred  with Norsemen.

Ada beat her foot impatiently on the sod, and frowned a little as she said  

I know it well enough, but it is a grand sight for all that, and it does no good to peep into the future as thou art doing continually.

I do not peep, replied Hilda; the future stares me full in the face.

Well, let it stare, sister mine, said Ada, with a laugh, as she cleared her brow, and stare past its face at what lies before thee at present, which is beautiful enough, thou must allow.

At that moment there seemed to be increasing bustle and energy on the part of the warriors on the shore, and the murmur of their voices grew louder.

What can that mean, I wonder? said Ada.

Fresh news arrived, perhaps, replied her friend. The Christians God grant that this war may be averted!

Amen, if it be His will, said a deep voice behind the girls, who turned and found the hermit standing at their side. But, Hilda, he continued, God does not always answer our prayers in the way we expect  sometimes because we pray for the wrong thing, and sometimes because we pray that the right thing may come to us in the wrong way. I like best to end my petitions with the words of my dear Saviour Jesus Christ Thy will be done. Just now it would seem as if war were ordained to go on, for a scout has just come in to say that King Harald with his fleet is on the other side of yonder point, and I am sent to fetch thee down to a place of safety without delay.

Who sent thee? demanded Ada.

Thy foster-father.

Methinks we are safe enough here, she said, with a gesture of impatience.

Aye, if we win the day, but not if we lose it, said the old man.

Come, said Hilda, we must obey our father.

I have no intention of disobeying him, retorted the other, tossing her head.

Just then Alric ran up with a look of anxiety on his swelled and blood-stained face.

Come, girls, ye are in the way here. Haste  ah! here comes Erling  and Glumm too.

The two young men ran up the hill as he spoke.

Come with us quickly, cried Erling; we do not wish the Kings people to see anyone on this mound. Let me lead thee down, Hilda.

He took her by the hand and led her away. Glumm went forward to Ada, whose old spirit was evidently still alive, for she glanced at the hermit, and appeared as if inclined to put herself under his protection, but there was something in Glumms expression that arrested her. His gruffness had forsaken him, and he came forward with an unembarrassed and dignified bearing. Ada, he said, in a gentle but deliberate voice, while he gazed into her face so earnestly that she was fain to drop her eyes, thou must decide my fate now. To-day it is likely I shall fight my last battle in my fatherland. Death will be abroad on the fiord, more than willing to be courted by all who choose to woo him. Say, dear maid, am I to be thy protector or not?

Ada hesitated, and clasped her hands tightly together, while the tell-tale blood rushed to her cheeks. Glumm, ever stupid on these matters, said no other word, but turned on his heel and strode quickly away.

Stay! she said.

She did not say this loudly, but Glumm heard it, turned round, and strode back again. Ada silently placed her hand in his  it trembled as she did so  and Glumm led her down the hill.

The girls were escorted by their lovers only as far as Ulfstede. With all the other women of the place, and the old people, they were put under the care of the hermit, who conveyed them safely to Haldorstede, there to await the issue of the day.

Meanwhile, Haldor, Erling, Glumm, Hakon of Drontheim, Ulf, Guttorm Stoutheart, and all the other Sea-kings, not only of Horlingdal, but of the surrounding valleys, with a host of smaller bonders, unfreemen, and thralls, went down to the shores of the bay and prepared for battle.

It is needless to say that all were armed to the teeth  with coats of mail and shirts of wolf-skin; swords and battle-axes, bows and arrows, halberds and spears, morning stars and bills, scythes, javelins, iron-shod poles  and many other weapons.

The principal ships of the fleet were of course those belonging to Haldor, Ulf, and the wealthier men of the district. Some of these were very large  having thirty benches of rowers, and being capable of carrying above a hundred and fifty men. All of them were more or less decorated, and a stately brilliant spectacle they presented, with their quaint towering figureheads, their high poops, shield-hung sides, and numerous oars. Many proud thoughts doubtless filled the hearts of these Sea-kings as they looked at their ships and men, and silently wended their way down to the strand. In the case of Haldor and Erling, however, if not of others, such thoughts were tempered with the feeling that momentous issues hung on the fate of the day.

Well was it for all concerned that the men who led them that day were so full of forethought and energy, for scarcely had they completed their preparations and embarked their forces when the ships of Harald Fairhair swept round the northern promontory.

If the fleet of the small kings of Horlingdal and the south was imposing, that of the King of Norway was still more so. Besides, being stronger in numbers, and many of the warships being larger  his own huge vessel, the Dragon, led the van, appearing like a gorgeous and gigantic sea-monster.

The King was very proud of this longship. It had recently been built by him, and was one of the largest that had ever been seen in Norway. The exact dimensions of it are not now known, but we know that it had thirty-two banks for rowers, from which we may infer that it must have been of nearly the same size with the Long Serpent, a war vessel of thirty-four banks, which was built about the end of the tenth century, and some of the dimensions of which are given in the Saga of Olaf Tryggvesson. The length of her keel that rested on the grass, we are told, was about 111 feet, which is not far short of the length of the keel of one of our forty-two gun frigates. As these warships were long in proportion to their breadth, like our modern steamers, this speaks to a size approaching 400 tons burden. As we have said, the Dragon was a gorgeous vessel. It had a high poop and forecastle, a low waist, or middle part, and a splendidly gilt and painted stern, figurehead, and tail. The sides, which were, as usual, hung round with the red and white painted shields of the crew, were pierced for sixty-four oars, that is, thirty-two on each side, being two oars to each bank or bench, and as there were three men to each oar, this gave a total crew of 192 men; but in truth the vessel contained, including steersmen and supernumeraries, above 200 men. Under the feet of the rowers, in the waist, were chests of arms, piles of stones to be used as missiles, provisions, clothing, goods, and stores, all of which were protected by a deck of movable hatches. On this deck the crew slept at nights, sheltered by an awning or sail, when it was not convenient for them to land and sleep on the beach in their tents, with which all the vessels of the Norsemen were usually supplied. There was but one great mast, forty feet high, and one enormous square sail to this ship. The mast was tipped with gilding, and the sail was of alternate strips of red, white, and blue cloth. Each space between the banks served as the berth of six or eight men, and was divided into half berths  starboard and larboard  for the men who worked the corresponding oars. On the richly ornamented poop stood the King himself, surrounded by his bodyguard and chief men of the Court, including Jarl Rongvold and Thiodolph the scald. From the stem to the mid-hold was the forecastle, on which were stationed the Kings berserkers, under Hake of Hadeland. All the men of Hakes band were splendid fellows; for King Harald, having a choice of men from the best of every district, took into his house troop only such as were remarkable for strength, courage, and dexterity in the use of their weapons.

It must not be supposed that the rest of Haralds fleet was composed of small vessels. On the contrary, some of them were not far short of his own in point of size. Many of his jarls were wealthy men, and had joined him, some with ten or twenty, and others with thirty, or even forty, ships of various sizes. Many of them had from twenty to thirty banks for rowers, with crews of 100 or 150 men. There were also great numbers of cutters with ten or fifteen banks, and from thirty to fifty men in each, besides a swarm of lesser craft, about the size of our ordinary herring boats.

There were many men of note in this fleet, such as King Sigurd of Royer and Simuns sons; Onund and Andreas; Nicolas Skialdvarsson; Eindrid, a son of Mörnef, who was the most gallant and popular man in the Drontheim country, and many others; the whole composing a formidable force of seven or eight thousand warriors.

With Haldor the Fierce, on the other hand, there was a goodly force of men and ships; for the whole south country had been aroused, and they came pouring into the fiord continuously. Nevertheless they did not number nearly so large a force as that under King Harald. Besides those who have been already named, there were Eric, king of Hordaland; Sulke, king of Rogaland, and his brother Jarl Sote; Kiotve the Rich, king of Agder, and his son Thor Haklang; also the brothers Roald Ryg, and Hadd the Hard, of Thelemark, besides many others. But their whole number did not exceed four thousand men; and the worst of it all was that among these there were a great many of the smaller men, and a few of the chiefs whose hearts were not very enthusiastic in the cause, and who had no very strong objection to take service under Harald Fairhair. These, however, held their peace, because the greater men among them, and the chief leaders, such as Haldor and Ulf, were very stern and decided in their determination to resist the King.

Now, when the report was brought that Haralds fleet had doubled the distant cape beyond Hafurdsfiord, the people crowded to the top of the cliffs behind Ulfstede to watch it; and when it was clearly seen that it was so much larger than their own, there were a few who began to say that it would be wiser to refrain from resistance; but Haldor called a Thing together on the spot by sound of horn, and a great many short pithy speeches were made on both sides of the question. Those who were for war were by far the most able men, and so full of fire that they infused much of their own spirit into those who heard them. Erling in particular was very energetic in his denunciation of the illegality of Haralds proceedings; and even Glumm plucked up heart to leap to his feet and declare, with a face blazing with wrath, that he would rather be drowned in the fiord like a dog, or quit his native land for ever, than remain at home to be the slave of any man!

Glumm was not, as the reader is aware, famed for eloquence; nevertheless the abruptness of his fiery spirit, the quick rush of his few sputtered words, and the clatter of his arms, as he struck his fist violently against his shield, drew from the multitude a loud burst of applause. He had in him a good deal of that element which we moderns call go. Whatever he did was effectively done.

The last who spoke was Solve Klofe. That redoubtable warrior ascended the hill just as Glumm had finished his remarks. He immediately stood forward, and raised his hand with an impassioned gesture. Glumm is right, he cried. It is now clear that we have but one course to take; and that is to rise all as one man against King Harald, for although outnumbered, we still have strength enough to fight for our ancient rights. Fate must decide the victory. If we cannot conquer, at all events we can die. As to becoming his servants, that is no condition for us! My father thought it better to fall in battle than to go willingly into King Haralds service, or refuse to abide the chance of weapons like the Numedal kings.

That is well spoken, cried Haldor, after the shout with which this was received had subsided. The Thing is at an end, and now we shall make ready, for it can be but a short time until we meet. Let the people take their weapons, and every man be at his post, so that all may be ready when the war-horn sounds the signal to cast off from the land. (See note 1.) Then let us throw off at once, and together, so that none go on before the rest of the ships, and none lag behind when we row out of the fiord. When we meet, and the battle begins, let people be on the alert to bring all our ships in close order, and ready to bind them together. Let us spare ourselves in the beginning, and take care of our weapons, that we do not cast them into the sea, or shoot them away in the air to no purpose. But when the fight becomes hot, and the ships are bound together, then let each man show what spirit is in him, and how well he can fight for country, law, and freedom!

A loud ringing cheer was the answer to this speech, and then the whole concourse hurried down the hill and embarked; the vessels were quickly arranged in order according to their size; the war-horn sounded; thousands of oars dipped at the same moment, the blue waters of the fiord were torn into milky foam, and slowly, steadily, and in good order the fleet of the Sea-kings left the strand, doubled the cape to the north of Horlingfiord, and advanced in battle array to meet the foe.



Note 1. Signals by call of trumpet were well understood in those times. We read, in the ancient Sagas, of the trumpet-call to arm, to advance, to attack, to retreat, to land, and also to attend a Court Thing, a House Thing, a General Thing. These instruments were made of metal, and there were regular trumpeters.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Describes a Great Sea Fight and its Consequences.

Harald Fairhair stood on the poop of the great Dragon, and held the steering oar. When he saw the fleet of the Sea-kings approaching, he called Jarl Rongvold to him and said  

Methinks, jarl, that I now see the end of this war with the small kings. It is easy to perceive that the utmost force they are able to raise is here. Now, I intend to beat them to-day, and break their strength for ever. But when the battle is over, many of them will seek to escape. I would prevent that as much as may be.

The King paused, as if engaged in deep thought.

How do you propose to do it, sire?

By means of a boom, said the King. Go thou, summon hither the trustiest man in the fleet for such a purpose, let him detach as many men and ships as he deems needful, and go into yonder small fiord where there is a pine wood on the hillside. There let him make a long and strong boom of timber, while we are engaged in the fight. I will drive as many of the ships as I can into Horlingfiord, and when that is done let him come out and stretch the boom right across, so that none of them shall escape. And, harkee, see that the man thou choosest for this duty is an able man, and does it well, else shall his head be lopped off.

After issuing this command the King resigned the helm, and ordered his banner to be set up, which was done immediately. At the same time his opponents shook out their banners, and both fleets were put in order of battle.

As both were arrayed much in the same way, it will be sufficient to describe the arrangements made by Haldor the Fierce, who had been elected commander-in-chief of the small kings fleet.

When Haldor saw the Kings banner displayed, he unfurled his own in the centre of the fleet, and arranged his force for attack right against it. Alongside of him on the right was Ulf of Romsdal with thirty ships, and on his left was old Guttorm Stoutheart with twenty-five ships. These composed the centre of the line. Kettle Flatnose commanded the men on the forecastle in Ulfs longship, and Thorer the Thick was over those in Haldors vessel.

The right wing was commanded by Solve Klofe, under whom were Eric of Hordaland with fifteen ships; Sulke of Rogaland and his brother Sote with thirty ships, as well as Kiotve of Agder, and some others with many ships  all of large size.

The left wing was led by King Hakon of Drontheim, under whom were Roald Ryg and Hadd the Hard, and Thor Haklang, with a good many ships. Solve Klofe laid his ships against King Haralds left wing, which was under Eindrid, son of Mörnef, and Hakon laid his against King Sigurd of Royer, who led Haralds right wing. All the chiefs on either side laid their ships according as they were bold or well equipped. When all was ready, they bound the ships together by the stems, and advanced towards each other at the sound of the war-trumpet. But as the fleets were so large, many of the smaller vessels remained loose, and, as it were, went about skirmishing independently. These were laid forward in the fight, according to the courage of their commanders, which was very unequal.

Among these roving warriors were our heroes Erling and Glumm, each in one of his own small cutters, with about forty men.

As soon as the war-blast sounded the men rode forward to the attack, and soon narrowed the small space that lay between the hostile fleets. Then Haldor and the other commanders went down to the sides of their ships, where the men stood so thick that their shields touched all round, and encouraged them to fight well for the freedom of old Norway  to which they replied with loud huzzas. Immediately after the air was darkened with a cloud of arrows, and the fight began.

There were scalds in both fleets at that fight, these afterwards wrote a poem descriptive of it, part of which we now quote:

With falcon eye and courage bright,

Haldor the Fierce prepared for fight;

Hand up the arms to one and all!

He cries. My men, well win or fall!

Sooner than fly, heaped on each other,

Each man will fall across his brother!

Thus spake, and through his vessels throng

His mighty warship moved along.

He ran her gaily to the front,

To meet the coming battles brunt  

Then gave the word the ships to bind

And shake his banner to the wind.

Our oars were stowed, our lances high

Swung to and fro athwart the sky.

Haldor the Fierce went through the ranks,

Drawn up beside the rowers banks,

Where rows of shields seemed to enclose

The ships deck from the boarding foes,

Encouraging his chosen crew,

He tells his brave lads to stand true,

And rows against  while arrows sing  

The Dragon of the tyrant King.

With glowing hearts and loud huzzas,

His men lay on in freedoms cause.

The sea-steeds foam; they plunge and rock:

The warriors meet in battle shock;

The ring-linked coats of strongest mail

Could not withstand the iron hail.

The fire of battle raged around;

Odins steel shirts flew all unbound.

The pelting shower of stone and steel,

Caused many a Norseman stout to reel,

The red blood poured like summer rain;

The foam was scarlet on the main;

But, all unmoved like oak in wood,

Silent and grim fierce Haldor stood,

Until his axe could reach the foe  

Then  swift he thundered blow on blow.

And ever, as his axe came down,

It cleft or crushed another crown.

Elsewhere the chiefs on either side

Fought gallantly above the tide.

King Hakon pressed King Sigurd sore,

And Ulf made Hake the berserk roar,

And Kettle Flatnose dared to spring

On board the ship of Norways King.

Old Guttorm Stouthearts mighty shout

Above the din was heard throughout,

And Solve Klofe, gainst Mörnefs son,

Slew right and left till day was done.

While, all around the loose ships rowed  

Whereer they went the red stream flowed.

Chief among these was Erling bold

And Glumm the Gruff, of whom tis told

They rushed in thickest of the fray  

Whatever part the line gave way  

And twice, and thrice, retrieved the day.

But heart, and strength, and courage true,

Could not avail where one fought two.

King Harald, foremost in the fight,

With flashing sword, resistless might,

Pushed on and slew, and dyed with red

The bright steel cap on many a head.

Against the heros shield in vain,

The arrow-storm sends forth its rain.

The javelins and spear-thrusts fail

To pierce his coat of ringèd mail.

The King stands on the blood-stained deck;

Trampling on many a foemans neck;

And high above the dinning stound

Of helm and axe, and ringing sound

Of blade, and shield, and ravens cry

Is heard the shout of Victory!

In this poem the scald gives only an outline of the great fight. Let us follow more closely the action of those in whom we are peculiarly interested.

For more than two hours the battle raged with unabated fury  victory inclining to neither side; but as the day advanced, the energy with which Solve Klofe pushed the right wing began to tell, and the Kings men gave way a little at that part. Harald, however, was on the alert. He sent some of his loose ships to reinforce them, and so regained his position. A short time after that, some of Solves ships were boarded, but at that moment Erling and Glumm chanced to pass in their cutters  for they kept always close together  and they gave such a shout, while they turned and pulled to the rescue, that the men, who were wavering, took heart again and drove the foe overboard. Just then the ship on the right of Solve Klofes vessel was also boarded by the enemy. Seeing this, Erling called to Glumm that there was need of succour there, and they rowed swiftly to the spot.

Art thou hard pressed, Solve? asked Erling, as he ranged up to the stern of his friends ship.

Solve was so furious that he could not answer, but pointed to the ship next his, and sprang on the edge of his own, intending to leap into that of the enemy, and get to the forefront. At the same time Eindrid, son of Mörnef, stood up on the high foredeck of his ship with a large stone in his hand. He was a very powerful man, and hurled the stone with such force against Solves shield that it battered him down, and he fell back into his own ship much stunned. Seeing this, Erling bade two of his men follow him, leaped into Solves ship, and thence into the one where the fight was sharpest. Glumm followed him closely with his long two-handed sword, and these two fought so dreadfully that Eindrids men were driven back into their own ship again. Then Erling ran to the place where the high stern was wedged between two of the enemys ships, and sprang on the forecastle of Eindrids ship.

Thou art a bold man! said Eindrid, turning on him.

That may be as thou sayest, replied Erling, at the same time catching a thrust on his shield, which he returned with such interest with his axe that Eindrids head was nearly severed from his body. At the same moment Glumm cut down a famous berserk who ran at him, and in a few minutes they had cleared the deck of the ship, and taken possession of it. But this was scarcely accomplished when a cry arose that the left wing under King Hakon was giving way.

At once Erling and Glumm ran back to their cutters, and made towards that part of the line, followed by several of the loose ships. Here they found that King Hakon was very hard pressed by Sigurd of Royer, so they pushed in among the ships, and soon Erlings well-known war-cry was heard, and his tall form was seen sweeping men down before him with his great axe, like a mower cutting grass. Glumm, however, did not keep close to him this time, but made direct for Hakons ship, for he remembered that he was Adas father, and thought he might do him some service.

As he was coming near he saw Swankie, a famous berserk, fighting furiously on board Hakons ship, and roaring, as was the wont of berserkers sometimes, like a wild bull. Hakons men had formed a shield-circle round their chief, and were defending him bravely; but the berserk was an uncommonly stout man, very brisk and active, and exceedingly furious, as well as dexterous with his weapons. He slew so many men that the shield-circle was broken, and he made at Hakon just as Glumm leaped into the ship at the stern. King Hakon was a stout man and brave, but he was getting old, and not so active as he used to be. Nevertheless he met Swankie like a man, and dealt him a blow on his helmet which made him stagger. The berserk uttered a fearful roar, and struck at Hakon so fiercely that he split the upper part of his shield and cut open his helmet. Hakon fell, but before he could repeat the blow Glumm was upon him.

What! is it thou, Swankie? he cried. Dog, methought I had killed thee long ago!

That is yet to be done, cried the berserk, leaping upon Glumm with a sweeping blow of his sword. Glumm stooped quickly, and the blow passed over his head; then he fetched a sudden cut at Swankie, and split him down from the neck to the waist, saying, It is done now, methinks, as he drew out his sword. Glumm did not go forward, but let his men drive back the foe, while he turned and kneeled beside Hakon.

Has the dog hurt thee badly? he asked, raising the old warriors head on his knee, and speaking in a voice of almost womanly tenderness.

Hakon made an effort to speak, but for some time was unable to do so, and Glumm held his shield over him to keep off the stones and arrows which fell thickly around them. After a few moments Hakon wiped away the blood which flowed from a deep wound in his forehead, and looked up wildly in Glumms face. He tried again to speak, and Glumm, misunderstanding the few words he muttered, said: Thou art already avenged, King Hakon; Swankie the berserk is dead.

The dying man made another effort to speak, and was successful.

That concerns me little, Glumm. Thou lovest Ada, I know. This ring  take it to her, say her fathers last thoughts were of her. Be a good husband, Glumm. The brooch  see.

Which? asked Glumm, looking at several silver brooches with which the old warriors armour was fastened this one on thy breast?

Aye, take it  it was  her mothers.

The warriors spirit seemed to be relieved when he had said this. He sank down into a state resembling sleep. Once or twice afterwards he opened his eyes and gazed up into the bright sky with a doubtful yet earnest and enquiring gaze. Gradually the breathing became fainter, until it ceased altogether, and Glumm saw that the old man was dead.

Fastening the brooch on his own broad chest, and putting the ring on his finger, Glumm rose, seized his sword, and rushed again into the thick of the fight with tenfold more fury than he had yet displayed, and ere long the danger that threatened the left wing was for the time averted.

Meanwhile in the centre there was an equally uncertain and obstinate conflict  for the chiefs on either side were mighty men of valour. Wherever Old Guttorms voice was heard, there victory inclined. Haldor, on the other hand, did not shout, but he laid about him with such wild ferocity that many men quailed at the very sight of him, and wherever he went he was victorious. It was some time before he managed to get alongside of King Harald Fairhairs ship, but when he did so the fight became sharp in the extreme.

All the men in King Haralds ship, except the berserks, were clad in coats of ring mail, and wore foreign helmets, and most of them had white shields. Besides, as has been said, each man was celebrated for personal strength and daring, so that none of those who were opposed to them could make head against them. The arrows and spears fell harmless from their shields, casques, and coats of mail, and it was only now and then  as when a shaft happened to enter a mans eye  that any fell. When Haldors forecastle men attacked the berserkers on the high fore deck of the Dragon, the fighting was terrible, for the berserkers all roared aloud and fought with the wild fury of madmen, and so fierce was their onslaught that Haldors men were forced at first to give back. But Thorer the Thick guarded himself warily, and being well armed escaped injury for a time. When he saw the berserkers beginning to flag, he leaped forward like a lion, and hewed them down right and left, so that his men drove the enemy back into the Dragon. Some of them slipped on the gun-wales, and so did some of Haldors men, all of whom fell into the sea, and a few of them were drowned, while others were killed, but one or two escaped by swimming.

Ulfs ship was also pretty close to the Dragon, and he wished greatly to board it, but was so hard beset by the ship of Nicolas Skialdvarsson that he could not do so for a long time. Here Kettle Flatnose did prodigies of valour. He stood on the high fore-deck with his favourite weapon, the hook, and therewith pulled a great number of men off the enemys deck into the sea. At last he got a footing on their gunwale, dropped his hook, drew his sword, and soon cleared his way aft. Ulf leaped after him, drove the men into the waist, and then the most of them were slain, and lay in heaps one upon another. After that it was not difficult to clear the poop. Skialdvarsson defended it well, but he could not stand before Ulf, who finally cut off his head, and so the ship was won.

This vessel lay alongside that of King Harald; and although the King was fully engaged with Haldor at the time, he observed the conquest of Skialdvarsson by Ulf, and also perceived that Ulfs men were crowding the side of the vessel, and throwing grappling-irons into his own ship with a view to board it; for there was a space between the ships a little too wide for men to leap. Springing to the side, the King cut the grappling-irons with a sweep of his sword.

That was well tried, he said.

It shall be tried again, cried Ulf, heaving another iron, which nearly struck the King, but Haralds sword flashed through the air, and again the iron was cut.

At that moment Kettle Flatnose stepped back a few paces, and with a mighty rush leaped right over the space in all his war gear, and alighted on the Dragons deck within a yard of the King. It was a tremendous leap, and so nearly beyond the compass of Kettles powers that he was scarcely able to retain his foothold, but stood for a moment on the edge of the vessel with shield and sword upheaved, as he staggered to regain his balance. Thus exposed, he might have easily been slain; but the King, instead of using his sword, stepped forward, and with his left hand pushed the Irishman overboard. The cheer which greeted his daring leap had scarcely ceased to ring when he fell heavily into the sea.

A goodly man, and a bold attempt, said the King, with a smile, as he turned to Jarl Rongvold. Twould have been a pity to slay him outright. If he can swim he may yet live to fight another battle.

True, sire, replied the jarl, who was looking over the side at the place where Kettle fell; but methinks he has struck his head on an oar, and will never succeed in swimming towards a friendly hand.

This indeed seemed to be true; for Kettle lay with his arm over an oar, and his head hanging down in the water, like a dead man. Yet there was life in him, for his fingers moved. Ulf had witnessed all this, and was on the point of attempting to leap across to Haralds ship when Kettle fell. He paused, and, seeing that his comrade was apparently being drowned, at once dropped sword and shield, and sprang into the sea after him.

At that moment a number of the Kings boldest and best armed men observed that the two ships had drawn a little nearer to each other. In a moment they leaped across the intervening space, took their opponents by surprise, and quickly regained the ship.

While this had been going on at the poop, the fight on the forecastle had raged with extreme fury, for Haldor the Fierce had gained a footing on the Dragons deck, and was engaged in mortal combat with Hake the berserk, whom he was slowly but surely driving back. His son Erling the Bold, who observed what was going on, had run his cutter along the stern of his fathers ship, and was hastening to his aid, when King Harald became aware that his men were giving way, and rushed to their support. He went forward raging with anger, and as he ran he picked up a huge stone, which he hurled before him. Haldor was at the moment in the act of fetching a deadly cut at Hake, whom he had disarmed. The stone struck him full in the chest, and he fell backward just as Erling reached his side.

A great cheer arose at this time on the right; for there the wing of the Southland men was broken, and everywhere King Haralds men were victorious.

Hold thou them in check, Glumm, cried Erling to his friend, as he quickly raised his father in his arms and bore him away to his cutter.

Glumm, who had followed his friend like his shadow, sprang forward and engaged Hake, who had recovered his sword, and who found this new enemy little, if at all, less formidable than the other.

Erling placed his father carefully in the cutter.

Here, Thorer, he said, do thou guard my father, and hold thyself and the carles in readiness to push off. The day is lost, I see. I go to slay the King, and will return presently.

He leaped away as he spoke, and regained the foredeck of the Dragon, where Glumm and his men were still engaged with the berserkers, just as the King came to the front. The instant he saw Erling he leaped upon him with a fierce shout, and shook back his shaggy flaxen locks as a lion might shake his mane. Erling was not a whit behind him in anxiety to meet. He sprang upon him with a crashing blow of his great pole-axe, which rang loudly on the Kings shield, but did him no hurt. They were a well-matched pair. Harald was fully as stout, though not quite so tall as his opponent, whose fine silky hair was almost as bushy as that of the King, though neither so long nor so tangled.

Men drew back and stood aside when they heard the shock and shout of their onset, and suspended the fight around them, while they gazed on in silent awe. For a time it seemed doubtful which was the better man; for the Kings blade whirled incessantly around his head like flashing light, and rang on Erlings shield, which was ever upraised to meet it. At the same time the axe of our hero, if not so swift in its gyrations, was more tremendous in its action; more than once the King was seen to stagger beneath its thundering blows, and once he was beaten down on one knee. How long this might have lasted it is impossible to tell; but, seeing that the King was likely to get the worst of it, one of his men crept round by the outside of the ship, and coming suddenly up behind Erling, put out his hand and caught him by the leg, causing him to stagger backwards, so that he fell overboard. In falling our hero caught the man by the throat, and both fell into the sea together.

It was seen that Erling dived with his foe and dragged him down as if to force him to perish along with him, and everyone looked for a few moments at the water, expecting to see them rise. Glumm gazed among the rest; and he had leaped down into Haldors ship to be ready to lend a hand. But Erling did not rise again. Seeing this, Glumm sprang up with sudden fury and dashed at the enemy, but by this time they had recovered from their surprise, and now poured into the ship in such overwhelming numbers that the men were driven back and slain, or they leaped overboard and trusted to escape by swimming.

Meanwhile Erling the Bold having choked off his antagonist, dived under his fathers ship and came up at the stern of his own cutter, into which he speedily clambered by means of a rope which hung over the side. He found that his father was seated on the poop with his head resting on the gunwale, recovering consciousness slowly, and Thorer was engaged in the difficult task of preventing the men from leaving the vessel to succour their comrades.

Keep back, men, cried Erling in a voice which none dared to disobey. Stay where ye are and get out the oars.  Come, Thorer, follow me with a stout man, and keep them back while I rescue Glumm.

He jumped into Haldors ship, and ran to the fore part of the poop, where Glumm was fighting against overwhelming odds, with the blind desperation of a man who has resolved to sell his life as dearly as he can. Thorer and a tall stout man followed him, and instantly assailed King Haralds men with such fury that they gave back a little. At the same moment Erling seized Glumm by the neck; almost strangled him; dragged him violently to the stern, and half sprang, half tumbled with him into the cutter, where, despite his frantic struggles to rise, he held him down.

Now, my brisk lads, shouted Erling, who was gasping by this time, come back and jump in! Push off an ell or so. Steady!

Thorer and the other man heard the shout, and, turning at once, ran to the stern and leaped into the cutter, which was instantly thrust off, so that one or two of their opponents who ventured to jump after them were left floundering in the sea.

By this time King Haralds victory was complete. Both wings had been beaten for some time, and now the centre had given way  only one or two of the more desperate leaders were still keeping up the fight.

As Erling rowed towards the shore he could see that all the loose vessels of the fleet were flying up the fiord, pursued by a few of the loose vessels of the enemy. But the greater part of both fleets being tied together, could take no part in the chase until they were cut asunder.

The day is lost, father, said Erling, as he stood by the steering oar.

I know it, my son, replied Haldor, who was now able to sit up and look about him; Norway is henceforth enthralled.

He said this in a tone of such deep sadness that Erling forbore to continue the subject.

They are cutting asunder the fleet, observed Glumm, who had recovered self-possession, and stood looking back at the scene of the recent conflict; surely some of them are trying to escape.

As he spoke, one of the large vessels shot out from among the others, and rowed rapidly away. There was desperate fighting on board of it for a few minutes, and then a number of men were pushed or thrown overboard, and a loud cheer of victory arose.

Well done, Solve Klofe! cried Erling with enthusiasm. That is his shout. I should know it among a thousand. He at least is bent on being free!

Several of Haralds ships, which had been also cut loose, immediately gave chase, but Solves men pulled so well that they soon left them behind, and hoisting their sail to a light breeze which was blowing just off the mouth of the fiord, soon doubled the point and bore away to the south.

Is that someone swimming in the water? asked Erling, pointing as he spoke to an object which moved forward among the débris of oars, portions of clothing, and wreck, which was floating about everywhere.

One of the men at the bow oar stood up, and after a short glance, said that he thought it was a man.

Look out on the starboard bow. Mind your oars and be ready, someone, to lean over the waist and catch hold of him.

As he spoke, the cutter ranged up to the object, which appeared to be the dishevelled and blood-bespattered head of a man. He suddenly gave vent to a wild shout Come on, thou tyrant! Down with ye, dog  huzza! At the last shout a pair of arms were swung wildly in the air, and the next moment the mans voice was stifled in the water as he sank, while another head appeared beside him.

That is the voice of Kettle Flatnose, or his wraith, exclaimed Erling; pull gently, lads; hold water.

Why, Ulf, is it thou?

Truly, exclaimed Ulf, grasping the extended hand of Glumm, I dont feel quite sure! Haul gently, Glumm. Ive got Kettle here. Another hand or two. Now then, heave together!

Several stout men leaned over the side, and, acting in accordance with these instructions, hauled Ulf and Kettle out of the sea; the former in a state of great exhaustion, the latter almost dead, for his last dip had well-nigh choked him.

It has been a long swim, said Ulf, sitting down and leaning languidly against the bulwarks, while Glumm and Haldor proceeded to chafe the Irishman into a state of consciousness. Once or twice I sank under him, for he was very wild when he came to himself, after I got hold of him, and struggled to be up and fight the King; but I held him fast. Yet methought once or twice, added Ulf, with a smile, that I had at last got into Valhalla.

A horn of ale refreshed Ulf, and another of the same was shortly after given to Kettle, by which his wandering faculties were soon restored.

By this time they were drawing near the bay at Ulfstede, and Erling urged on the rowers, for they could see that Haralds ships were now cast loose, and giving chase to those that endeavoured to escape, while several of the largest, including the Dragon, made direct for the land.

Our whole effort now, said Haldor, must be to rescue the women.

That will not be easy, observed Ulf gloomily.

But it is not impossible, said Erling with decision. We shall have time to get into the woods, and so round to the cave. By the way, does anyone know aught of Hakon of Drontheim?

He is dead, said Glumm.

Dead!

At that moment Haldor started up with a wild exclamation, and pointed towards the spot on which his own dwelling stood, where, above the trees, there arose a cloud of dense black smoke. The truth was soon all too plain, for, on rounding the point which had hitherto concealed the bay from their view, several of the enemys largest ships were seen with their bows on the shore. It was evident that part of the left wing of the enemy, which was first victorious, had, unobserved by them, made for the shore, and landed a large force of men, who had hastened to Ulfstede, and, finding it deserted, had pushed on to Haldorstede, which they had set on fire.

Now indeed would death be welcome! cried Haldor, stamping fiercely on the deck, while every feature of his face blazed with wrath.

We need scarcely say that the hearts of all had sunk within them, but Erling said Death would be unwelcome yet, father. The men, no doubt, are killed, but be sure they will not hurt the women while King Harald is on his way to the stede. We may yet die in defending them, if we cannot save them.

True, my son, said Haldor, clasping his hands, and looking upwards with a solemnity of expression that was in strong contrast with his recent burst of passion; we may perchance save them, as thou sayest; but woe is me for poor Alric!

Alric is safe, I am certain, said Erling energetically, as he turned a meaning glance on Glumm.

How knowest thou that? asked Haldor.

Erling hesitated to reply, not wishing to raise hopes that after all might prove to be fallacious.

Before the question could be repeated the cutters keel grated on the sand of a small bay which was close to the large one, and concealed from it by a small rocky islet. Here they all jumped ashore  all except Kettle Flatnose, who, on attempting to rise, found himself so weak that he fell down again, and nearly fainted.

This is bad, said Erling. But come, we have no time to waste. Give me the chief command of our men, father; I have a plan in my head.

Do as thou wilt, said Haldor, with a strange mixture of despair, resignation, and ferocity in his tone.

Come then, form up, men, and follow me!

So saying, Erling lifted Kettle in his arms, and hurried away with him as if he had been no heavier than a little boy! He led the way to the secret entrance to the cave, where, true as steel to his trust, little Alric was found with a few men guarding the two warships of Erling and Glumm.




Chapter Twenty Three.

THE END of an Old Sea-King.

Haldor the Fierce said nothing when he heard Alrics blithe voice in the cavern, but he caught him up in his arms, and gave him a hug that almost made him cry out.

Why, father, what ails thee? asked the boy in surprise, when Haldor set him free.

Never mind, lad, interposed Erling, but lend a hand to keep Kettle in order. He is a little wild just now, and as I intend to leave him in thy charge we must restrain him a bit. Hand me that rope.

The boy obeyed in silence, but with much wonder depicted on his face while Erling lashed Kettles hands together, and, lifting him in a half-unconscious state into his ship, bound him in as comfortable a position as he could to one of the rowers banks.

Now, Alric, come aside with me, quick! I have only time for a few words. It is enough to tell thee that the day is lost. I go with our father and the men to save our mother and the other women, or to die. Thou wilt stay here with a few men to guard the ships, and be ready to cast off at a moments notice. If we return not before night, do thou creep out and try to ascertain what has become of us, and if ye have reason to think we are killed, cut Kettles bonds and let him do what he will, poor fellow. At present his head has got a knock that renders him a dangerous comrade, so he must remain tied. Of course, if the cave is attacked thou wilt set him free at once. There is a little boat at the stern of my Swan. Escape if thou canst. But be watchful. We may return in a few hours. If so, all shall yet be well. Dost understand me, boy?

I do, but methinks ill luck awaits us.

Erling made no reply, but, kissing Alrics forehead, he returned to his men, of whom there were about sixty, and led them out of the cave, leaving six with his little brother to guard the ships.

While our hero is thus hastening to the rescue, let us turn aside for a little to follow the course of Guttorm Stoutheart. That brave old Sea-king had escaped scathless throughout the whole of the disastrous day until near the end, when he received his death-wound from a javelin which pierced his thigh, and cut some important blood vessel, to stanch which defied the skill of his attendants. He immediately ordered his ship to be cut loose, and his was among the first to escape round the southern point of the fiord, just before the battle ended.

At first the men pulled as if their lives depended on it. So great was their haste that they did not take time to throw their dead comrades overboard, but left them lying in a ghastly heap on the lower deck. When, however, they got round the next point, and found that no pursuit was made, they slackened speed and began to heave out the dead, when Guttorm, who reclined near the helm, steering the vessel, ordered them to desist.

My men, said he, in a voice which had already lost much of its deep richness of tone, we will land on the next point. My days are run out. I go to Odins halls, and I am glad, for it becomes not an old warrior to die in his bed, which I had begun to fear was going to be my fate; besides, now that Norway is to be no longer a free land, it is time that the small kings should be going home. Ye will carry me to the top of yonder headland cliff, and leave me where I can see the setting sun, and the fords and fells of my native land. Would that my bones might have been burned, as those of my fathers were! but this may not be. Ye can lay beside me the comrades who have gone before, and then push off and leave me with the dead.

There was a low murmur among the men as they again dipped their oars, but not a word was spoken in reply. Just as they reached the point a vessel came in sight behind them under sail.

Too late! muttered Guttorm bitterly, as he looked back; we are pursued, and must hold on.

Not so, answered one of his chief men; that is Solve Klofes ship.

Is that so? cried Guttorm, while the colour mounted to his pale cheek, and the fire shone in his old eyes; then have I better luck than I had looked for. Quick, get to land! The breeze that brings Solve down will reach us soon. Get out your arms, and go hail Solve as he passes. Ye shall sail with him to-night. I will hie me out upon the sea.

He spoke somewhat like his former self for a moment, but soon his voice sank, for the life-blood was draining fast away.

Ere many minutes had passed, the breeze freshened into a squall of considerable force. It came off the land, and swept down the fiord, lashing its waters into seething waves. Solve answered the hail of Guttorms men, and landed.

What news? he asked: there is but short space for converse.

The men told him that old Guttorm was dying in his ship. He walked up the plank that lay from the shore to the gunwale, and found the old warrior lying on the poop beside the helm, wrapped in his mantle, and giving directions to his men, who were piling brushwood on the deck.

This is an ill sight, said Solve, with much feeling, as he knelt beside the dying chief, who received him with a smile, and held out his hand.

Ha! Solve, I am glad thou art here. My last battle has been fought, and it has been a good one, though we did get the tooth-ache. If it had only been a victory, I had recked little of this wound.

Can nothing be done for thee? asked Solve. Perchance I may be able to stop the bleeding.

Guttorm shook his head, and pointed to the blood which had already flowed from him, and lay in a deep pool in the sides of the ship.

No, no, Solve, my fighting days are over, and, as I have said, the last fight has been a good one! Ye see what I am about, and understand how to carry out my will. Go, relieve me of the trouble, and see that it is done well. I would rest now.

Solve pressed the hand of his friend in silence, and then went forward to assist actively in the preparations already referred to. The men heaped up the funeral pile round the mast, fastened the stern ropes to the shore, plied the dead upon the deck, and, when all was ready, hoisted sail. The squall had increased so that the mast bent, and the ship strained at her stern ropes like an impatient charger. Then the men went on shore, and Solve, turning to Guttorm, bent over him, and spoke a few words in a low, earnest tone, but the old mans strength was almost gone. He could only utter the single word Farewell, and wave his hand as if he wished to be left alone. Solve rose at once, and, applying a light to the pile, leaped ashore. Next moment the cables were cut; the brushwood crackled with a fierce noise as the fire leaped up and the ocean steed bounded away over the dark blue sea. Guttorm was still seated by the helm, his face pale as death, but with a placid smile on his mouth, and a strange, almost unearthly, fire in his eyes.

The longship rushed over the waves with the foam dashing on her bows, a long white track in her wake, and a dense black cloud curling overhead. Suddenly the cloud was rent by a fork of flame, which was as suddenly quenched, but again it burst upwards, and at last triumphed; shooting up into the sky with a mighty roar, while below there glowed a fierce fiery furnace, against which was strongly depicted the form of the grand old Sea-king, still sitting motionless at the helm. Swiftly the blazing craft dashed over the waves, getting more and more enveloped in smoke and flame. Ere long it could be seen in the far distance, a rushing ball of fire. Gradually it receded, becoming less and less, until at last it vanished, like a setting star, into the unknown waste of the great western sea.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Hopes and Fears  The Burning of Haldorstede, and Escape of the Family.

Meanwhile the family at Haldorstede had made a narrow escape, and some members of it were still in great peril. When Hilda and Ada were sent thither, with the females of Ulfstede, under the charge of Christian the hermit, as already related, they found Dame Herfrida and her maidens busily engaged in making preparations for a great feast.

I prithee, said Dame Astrid, in some surprise, who are to be thy guests to-night?

Who should be, replied Herfrida, with a smile, but the stout fellows who back my husband in the fight to-day! Among them thine own goodman, Dame Astrid, and his house-carles; for if no one is left at Ulfstede there can be no supper there for them; and as the poor lads are likely to be well worn out, we must have something wherewith to cheer them.

But what if ill luck betide us? suggested Astrid.

Ill luck never betides us, replied Herfrida, with an expression of bland assurance on her handsome face. Besides, if it does, we shall be none the worse for having done our part.

Some people are always forecasting evil, muttered Ingeborg, with a sour look, as she kneaded viciously a lump of dough which was destined to form cakes.

And some other people are always forecasting good, retorted Ada, with a smile, so that things are pretty well balanced after all. Come now, Ingeborg, dont be cross, but leave the dough, and let us go to thy room, for I want to have a little gossip with thee alone.

Ingeborg was fond of Ada, and particularly fond of a little gossip, either public or private. She condescended, therefore, to smile, as it were under protest, and, rubbing the dough from her fingers, accompanied her friend to her chamber, while the others broke into several groups, and chatted more or less energetically as they worked, or idled about the house.

Is there any fear of our men losing the day? asked Hilda of the hermit, who stood looking out of a window which commanded a view of the fiord, where the ships of the opposing fleets could be seen engaged in the battle, that had just begun.

Poor Hilda asked the question with a look of perplexity in her face; for hitherto she had been so much accustomed to success attending the expeditions of her warlike father and friends, that she had never given much thought to the idea of defeat and its consequences.

It is not easy to answer that question, replied the hermit; for the success or failure of thy fathers host depends on many things with which I am not acquainted. If the forces on both sides are about equal in numbers, the chances are in his favour; for he is a mighty man of valour, as well as his son, and also thy father. Besides, there are many of his men who are not far behind them in strength and courage; but they may be greatly outnumbered. If so, defeat is possible. I would say it is probable, did I not know that the Ruler of events can, if He will, give victory to the weak and disaster to the strong. Thy father deems his cause a righteous one  perhaps it is so.

Well, then, said Hilda, will not God, who, you say, is just and good, give victory to the righteous cause?

He may be pleased to do so; but He does not always do so. For His own good and wise ends He sometimes permits the righteous to suffer defeat, and wrongdoers to gain the victory. This only do I know for certain, that good shall come out of all things to His people, whether these things be grievous or joyful; for it is written, All things work together for good to them that love God, to them that are the called according to His purpose. This is my consolation when I am surrounded by darkness which I cannot understand, and which seems all against me. That things often pass my understanding does not surprise me; for it is written, His ways are wonderful  past finding out.

Past finding out indeed! said Hilda thoughtfully. Would that I had faith like thine, Christian; for it seems to enable thee to trust and rejoice in darkness as well as in sunshine.

Thou mayst have it, daughter, answered the hermit earnestly, if thou wilt condescend to ask it in the name of Jesus; for it is written, Faith is the gift of God; and again it is written, Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father in my name, He will give it you. One of our chief sins consists in our desire to produce, by means of our own will, that faith which God tells us we cannot attain to by striving after, but which He is willing to bestow as a free gift on those who ask.

The conversation was interrupted here by the old house-carle Finn the One-eyed, who said in passing that he was going down to the cliffs to see and hear what was doing, and would return ere long to report progress. For an hour after that, the people at Haldorstede continued to watch the fight with intense interest; but although they could see the motion of the ships on the fiord, and could hear the shout of war, as it came floating down on the breeze like a faint murmur, the distance was too great to permit of their distinguishing the individual combatants, or observing the progress of the fight. That it was likely to go ill with their friends, however, was soon made known by Finn, who returned in hot haste to warn them to prepare for flight.

Be sure, said Dame Herfrida, that there is no need to flee until Haldor or Erling come to tell us to get ready.

That may be so, said Finn; but if Haldor and Erling should chance to be slain, ill will it be for you if ye are not ready to fly.

Now it seems to me, said Dame Astrid, who was of an anxious temperament, that thou art too confident, Herfrida. It would be wise at all events to get ready.

Does anyone know where Alric is? asked Ingeborg.

As everyone professed ignorance on this point, his mother said that she had no doubt he was safe enough; for he was a bold little man, and quite able to take care of himself.

If he has had his own way, observed Ivor the Old, who came in at that moment, he is in the fleet for he is a true chip of the old tree; but we are not like to see him again, methinks, for I have seen the fleet giving back on the right wing, and hasted hither to tell ye.

This report had the effect of shaking Herfridas confidence to the extent of inducing her to give up her preparations for the feast, and assist the others in making arrangements for a hasty flight with such household valuables as could be easily carried about the person. Some time after they had begun this work, a young man, who was a cripple, and therefore a non-combatant, hobbled into the hall, and announced the fact that Haldors fleet was routed everywhere, and fleeing. He had seen it from the cliff behind the stede, and indeed it could partly be seen from the hall window.

Now, cried Finn the One-eyed bitterly, all is lost, and I must carry out Erlings last instructions. He told me, if the fight went against us, and the Kings men gained the day, I was to lead ye down by the forest path to the cave behind Ulfstede, where there is a ship big enough to carry the whole household. If alive, he and his friends are to meet us there. Come, we must make haste; some of the ships are already on the beach, and if they be the Kings men we shall soon see them here.

Everyone was now so thoroughly convinced of their desperate case that without reply each went to complete arrangements as fast as possible.

Wilt thou go with us? said Finn to the hermit, when all were assembled in front of the house at the edge of the forest.

I will, since God seems to order it so, said the hermit; but first I go to my hut for the rolls of the Book. As ye have to pass the bottom of the cliff on which my dwelling is perched, I will easily overtake you.

Let us go with him, said Hilda to Ada. There is a roll in the hut which Erling and I have been trying to copy; Christian may not be able to find it, as I hid it carefully away  and, she continued, blushing slightly, I should not like to lose it.

You had better go with us, said Finn gravely.

We will do what seems best to ourselves, replied Ada; go on, Christian, we follow.

The hermit advised the girls to go with Finn, but as they were self-willed he was fain to conduct them up the steep and narrow path that led to his hut upon the cliff, while Finn put himself at the head of a sad band of women, children, and aged retainers, who could advance but slowly along the rugged and intricate path which he thought it necessary to take through the forest.

Not twenty minutes after they had left Haldorstede the first band of King Haralds men came rushing up the banks of the river, enraged at having found Ulfstede deserted, and thirsting for plunder. They ran tumultuously into the house, sword in hand, and a yell of disappointment followed when they discovered that the inmates had fled. There is no doubt that they would have rushed out again and searched the woods, had not the feast which Herfrida had been preparing proved too attractive. The cold salmon and huge tankards of ale proved irresistible to the tired and thirsty warriors, who forthwith put the goblets to their bearded lips and quaffed the generous fluid so deeply that in a short time many of them were reeling, and one, who seemed to be more full of mischief than his fellows, set the house on fire by way of a joke.

It was the smoke which arose after the perpetration of this wanton act that had attracted the attention of Haldor and his friends, when they were making for the shore after the battle.

Of course the hermit and the two girls heard the shouts of the marauders, and knew that it was now too late to escape along with the baud under Finn, for the only practicable path by which they could join them passed in full view of Haldorstede, and it was so hemmed in by a precipice that there was no other way of getting into the wood  at least without the certainty of being seen. Their retreat up the river was also cut off, for the hermit, in selecting the spot for his dwelling, had chosen a path which ascended along the rugged face of a precipice, so that, with a precipice above and another below, it was not possible to get to the bank of the river without returning on their track. There was no alternative, therefore, but to ascend to the hut, and there wait patiently until the shades of night should favour their escape.

Finn pushed on as fast as was possible with a band in which there were so many almost helpless ones. He carried one of the youngest children in his arms, and Ivor the Old brought up the rear with a very old woman leaning on his arm. They were a long time in descending the valley, for the route Finn had chosen was circuitous, and the first part of it was extremely trying to the cripples, running as it did over a somewhat high spur of the mountain which extended down from the main ridge to the river. Gradually, however, they drew near to the coast, and Finn was in the act of encouraging them with the assurance that they had now only a short way to go, when the hearts of all sank within them at the sight of a band of armed men who suddenly made their appearance in their path.

The wail of despair which burst from some of them at sight of these, was, however, changed into an exclamation of joy when four of the band ran hastily towards them, and were recognised to be Haldor, Erling, Ulf, and Glumm!

Now thanks be to the gods, said Haldor, stooping to print a kiss on his wifes lips. But  but  where are Hilda and Ada?

Erling and Glumm, glancing quickly round the group with looks of intense disappointment and alarm, had already put this question to Finn, who explained the cause of their absence.

Now this is the worst luck of all, cried Glumm, grinding his teeth together in passion, and looking at Finn with a dark scowl.

Erling did not speak for a few minutes, but his heaving chest and dilated nostrils told of the storm that raged within him.

Art thou sure they went to the hermits hut? asked Ulf in a stern voice.

Quite sure, replied Finn. I cautioned them not to go, but

Enough, cried Erling. Father, wilt thou go back to the cave with the women, and a few of the men to guard them?

I will, my son, and then will I rejoin thee.

That do an it please thee. It matters little. Death must come sooner or later to all.  Come, men, we will now teach this tyrant that though he may conquer our bodies he cannot subdue our spirits. Up! and if we fail to rescue the girls, everlasting disgrace be to him who leaves this vale alive!

Haldor had already selected a small detachment of men, and turned back with the women and others, while Erling and his men went on as fast as they could run. A short time sufficed to bring them to the edge of the wood near Haldorstede. The old place was now a smoking ruin, with swarms of men around it, most of whom were busily engaged in trying to put out the fire, and save as much as possible from its fury. The man who had kindled it had already paid dearly for his jest with his life. His body was seen swinging to the limb of a neighbouring tree. Harald Fairhair himself, having just arrived, was directing operations.

There were by that time one or two thousand of the Kings men on the ground, while others were arriving every moment in troops  all bloodstained, and covered with marks of the recent conflict  and Erling saw at once he had no chance whatever of accomplishing his aim by an open attack with only fifty men. He therefore led his force silently by a path that he well knew to an adjacent cliff, over the edge of which they could see all that went on below, while they were themselves well concealed. Here the three leaders held a consultation.

What dost thou advise, Ulf? asked Erling.

My advice, interposed Glumm fiercely, is that we should make a sudden assault without delay, kill the King, and then sell our lives dearly.

And thus, observed Ulf, with something like a sneer, leave the girls without protectors, and without a chance of deliverance. No, he continued, turning to our hero, my advice is to wait here as patiently as we can until we ascertain where the girls are. Few, perhaps none, of our men are known to Haralds men; one of them we can send down to mingle with the enemy as a spy. Whatever we do must be done cautiously, for the sake of the girls.

That is good advice, said a voice behind them, which was that of the hermit, who had crept towards them on his hands and knees.

Why, Christian, whence comest thou? said Ulf.

From my own hut, replied the hermit, raising himself, where I have just left Hilda and Ada safe and well. We had deemed ourselves prisoners there till night should set us free; but necessity sharpens the wit even of an old man, and I have discovered a path through the woods, which, although difficult, may be traversed without much chance of our being seen, if done carefully. I have just passed along it in safety, and was on the point of returning to the hut when I came upon you here.

Lead us to them at once, cried Glumm, starting up.

Nay, said the hermit, laying his hand on the youths arm, restrain thine ardour. It would be easier to bring the girls hither, than to lead a band of armed men by that path without their being discovered. If ye will take the advice of one who was a warrior in his youth, there is some hope that, God permitting, we may all escape. Ye know the Crow Cliff? Well, the small boat is lying there. It is well known that men dare not swim down the rapid, unless they are acquainted with the run of the water and the formation of the rock. Thy men know it well, the Kings men know it not. With a boat the maidens may descend in safety. The men can leap into the river and escape before the enemy could come at them by the hill road.

Excellently planned, exclaimed Erling in an eager tone; but, hermit, how dost thou propose to fetch the maidens hither?

By going and conducting them. There is much risk, no doubt, but their case is desperate, for their retreat is certain to be discovered.

Away then, said Ulf, minutes are precious. We will await thee here, and, at the worst, if they should be captured, we can but die in attempting their rescue.

Without uttering another word the hermit rose, re-entered the underwood, sank down on his hands and knees, and disappeared with a cat-like quietness that had been worthy of one of the red warriors of America.




Chapter Twenty Five.

In which is Described a Desperate Attempt at Rescue, a Bold Leap for Freedom, and a Triumphant Escape.

The Crow Cliff, to which Christian had referred, was a high precipitous rock that jutted out into the river just below Haldorstede. It was the termination of the high ridge on the face of which Erling had posted his men, and could be easily reached from the spot where they lay concealed, as well as from the stede itself, but there was no possibility of passing down the river in that direction by land, owing to the precipitous nature of the ground. The ordinary path down the valley, which elsewhere followed the curvatures of the river, made at this point a wide détour into the woods, went in a zigzag form up the steep ascent of the ridge, descended similarly on the other side, and did not rejoin the river for nearly half a mile below. The waters were so pent up by the Crow Cliff that they rushed along its base in a furious rapid, which, a hundred yards down, descended in a perpendicular fall of about fifteen feet in depth. The descent of this rapid by a boat was quite possible, for there was a little bay at the lower end of Crow Cliff, just above the foss, into which it could be steered by a dexterous rower; but this mode of descent was attended with the imminent risk of being swept over the fall and dashed to pieces, so that none except the daring young spirits of the glen ever attempted it, while all the rest were content to cross the ridge by the longer and more laborious, but safe, path which we have just described. To descend this rapid by swimming was one of the feats which the youths of the place delighted to venture, and often had Erling and Glumm dared it together, while not a few of their companions had lost their lives in the attempt.

A few words from Erling gave the men to understand what was expected of them. It was arranged that while he, Ulf, Glumm, and the hermit should put the girls into the little boat and guide them down the rapid, the men were to leap into the water and swim down. All were to land in the little bay, and then make for the cave on the coast in a body, and fight their way thither, if need be; but it was believed there would be no occasion for that, because before the plan was carried out most of the Kings men would probably be assembled above the Crow Cliff at the stede. A few who could not swim were sent off at once by the track to warn Haldor. All these well-laid plans, however, were suddenly frustrated, for, while Erling was still consulting with Ulf and Glumm as to details, and peeping through the underwood, they beheld a sight which caused their hearts almost to stand still.

From the elevated spot where they lay they could see the hermit advancing rapidly towards them in a crouching attitude, closely followed by the maidens, while at the same time there advanced from the stede a large band of men under a chief, who was evidently commissioned to execute some order of the King. Erling and his friends could clearly see these two parties unwittingly approaching each other, at right angles, each making for a point where the two paths crossed, and where they were certain to meet. They could see their friends quietly but swiftly gliding towards the very fate they sought to avoid, and experienced all the agony of being unable to give a shout of warning, or to prevent the foe from capturing them; for, even if there had been time to rush upon them before the meeting, which there was not, Erling by so doing would have been obliged to place the whole of Haralds host between him and the boat at Crow Cliff. This consideration, however, would not have deterred him, but another idea had flashed upon his mind. What that was shall be seen presently.

Before the two parties met, the ears of the hermit, albeit somewhat dulled by age, became aware of the tramp of armed men, and at once he drew the girls hastily aside into the bushes; but the bushes at that part happened to be not very thick, and part of Adas dress, which was a gay one with a good deal of scarlet about it, caught the attention of a sharp-eyed warrior. The man uttered a shout and sprang towards them; several others joined in the pursuit, a loud scream from one of the girls was heard, and next moment the fugitives were captured!

Up and at them! cried Glumm, endeavouring to rise, but he found himself pinned to the earth by Erlings powerful arms.

Stay, Glumm, be quiet, I beseech thee, entreated Erling, as his comrade struggled violently but fruitlessly to escape from his powerful embrace. Do listen, Ulf; ye will spoil all by inconsiderate haste. I have a plan: listen  these men are not devils, but Norsemen, and will not hurt the girls; they will take them before the King. Hear me, and they shall yet be rescued!

While the power of Erlings muscles restrained Glumm, the deep-toned impassioned earnestness of his voice held back Ulf, who had leaped up and drawn his sword; but it was with evident reluctance that he paused and listened.

Now hear me, cried Erling; I and Glumm will go down and mingle with Haralds men. Our faces are doubtless not known to any of them; besides, we are so bespattered with the blood and dust of battle that even friends might fail to recognise us. We will go boldly about among the men, and keep near to the girls until a fitting opportunity offers, when we will seize them and bear them off. This will not be so difficult as ye may think.

Difficult! cried Glumm, grinding his teeth; I think nothing difficult except sitting still!

Because, continued Erling, the Kings men will be taken by surprise, and we shall be through the most of them before they are aware that there is need to draw their blades. But (and on this everything will depend) thou must be ready, Ulf, with all the men, to rush, in the twinkling of an eye, to our aid, the moment my shout is heard, for, if this be not done, we cannot fail to be overpowered by numbers. If thou dost but keep them well in play while we make for the boat, and then follow and leap into the river, we shall all escape.

Come along, then, cried Glumm, in desperate impatience.

Does the plan like thee, Ulf? asked Erling.

Not much, he replied, shaking his head, but it is the only chance left, so get thee gone. I will not fail thee in the moment of need  away! See, the girls are already being led before the King.

Erling and Glumm instantly pulled their helmets well down on their brows, wrapped their mantles round them so as to conceal their figures as much as possible, then entered the wood and disappeared.

Meanwhile, on the open space in front of Haldors ruined dwelling, King Harald Haarfager stood surrounded by his court men. He was still bespattered with the blood and dust of battle, and furiously angry at the escape of Haldor and the burning of the stede. His gilt helmet restrained the exuberance of his shaggy locks, and he stood on the top of a slight elevation or mound, from the base of which his men extended in a dense ring in front of him, eager to ascertain who it was that had been so unexpectedly captured. Erling and Glumm mingled with the crowd unnoticed, for so many of the men assembled there had been collected from various districts, that, to each, strange faces were the rule instead of the exception.

When the girls were led into the ring there was a murmur of admiration, and many complimentary remarks were made about them. The old hermit was dragged in after them, and excited a little attention for a few moments. He had experienced rough handling from his captors. His grey hair was dishevelled and his face bloodstained, for, although he had offered no resistance, some of the men who seized him were so much out of humour in consequence of the burning of the stede and the escape of its inmates, that they were glad to vent their anger on anyone.

Good-looking girls, both of them, remarked the King to Jarl Rongvold, as they were being led forward. Who are ye? he added, addressing them.

Ada looked round on the circle of men with a frightened glance, and cast down her eyes, but did not reply, while Hilda raised her eyes timidly to the Kings face, but lacked courage to speak.

Come, said the King sternly, let us have no false modesty. Ye are before Norways King, therefore speak, and to the point. Who art thou?

He addressed himself to Hilda, who replied  

I am Hilda, daughter of Ulf of Romsdal.

And thou? he added, turning to her companion.

My name is Ada. My father is Hakon of Drontheim.

Ha! exclaimed the King, with a bitter smile. Is it so? Thy father has met his desert, then, for he now lies at the bottom of the fiord.

Ada turned deadly pale, but made no reply.

Know ye where Haldor the Fierce is, and his insolent son Erling? asked the King.

Hilda flushed at this, and answered with some spirit that she did not know, and that if she did she would not tell.

Of course not, said the King; I might have guessed as much, and do but waste my time with ye.  Stand aside  bring forward yonder fellow.

The hermit was immediately led forward.

Who art thou? asked the King.

An old wanderer on the face of the earth, replied Christian.

That is easily seen, answered the King; but not too old, it would seem, to do a little mischief when the chance falls in thy way.

Methinks, sire, whispered Jarl Rongvold, that this fellow is one of those strange madmen who have taken up with that new religion, which I do not profess to understand.

Sayest thou so? exclaimed Harald, then will I test him.  Ho! fetch me a piece of horse flesh.

A piece of horse flesh was brought without delay, for some that had been sacrificed in the Drontheim temple had been packed up and carried off among other provisions when the expedition set forth.

Here, old man, eat thou a portion of that, said Harald, holding the flesh towards him.

I may not eat what has been sacrificed to idols, said the hermit.

Ho! ho! then thou art not a worshipper of Odin? Say, dog, what art thou?

I am a follower of the Lord Jesus Christ. He is my Saviour. To Him I live, and for Him I can die.

Can He save you from me? demanded Harald.

He can, answered the hermit earnestly, and will save you too, King Harald, from your sins, and all who now hear me, if they will but turn to Him.

Now will I test him, said the King. Stand forth, Hake of Hadeland, and hew me the old mans head from his body.

Spare him! O spare him! cried Hilda, throwing herself suddenly between Hake and his victim, who stood with the resigned air of a man who had made up his mind to die. He has twice saved my life, and has never done you evil in thought or deed.

Stand aside, my pretty maid. Nay, then, if thou wilt not, I must grant thy request; but it is upon one condition: that this Saviour shall either come himself or send a champion to deliver the old man.  Come, he added, turning fiercely to the hermit, pray that thy God shall send thee a champion now, for if He does not, as I live thou shalt die.

I may not pray at thy bidding, said the hermit calmly; besides, it needs not that I should, because I have already prayed  before dawn this morning  that He would grant me His blessing in the form that seemed best to Himself.

And hast thou got it?

I have  in that I possess a quiet spirit, and do not fear to die, now that His time has come.

Tis something this, I admit, returned the King; yet methinks tis but a poor blessing, after all, with death as the end of it.

Death is not the end of it, said the hermit, with a kindling eye, for after death is everlasting joy and glory with the Lord. Besides, King Harald, which were better, think you: to die with a willing spirit and bright hope, or to live full of restless ambition, disappointment, and rage, even although victorious and King of Norway?

The Kings countenance grew livid with anger as he turned to the berserk and said, in a voice of suppressed passion Go forward, Hake, and slay him!

Now  the time has come, whispered Erling to Glumm.

Get as near to Ada as thou canst; for the rest, may Christians God be with us!

As he spoke he sprang into the circle, sword in hand, and stood suddenly between the astonished Hake and the hermit.

There was a loud murmur of amazement at this unexpected apparition, and not a few of the spectators were awestricken, supposing that this was actually a champion sent from the spirit world.

Harald, cried Erling, for the berserk had shrunk back dismayed, I do now accept the challenge, and come here to champion the old man.

At the sound of his voice the Kings face lighted up with intelligence.

Ha! he exclaimed suddenly; has the old mans God sent Erling the Bold?

Truly I think he has, replied Erling; at all events it was not for this purpose that I came hither to-day. But now that I have come, and of mine own free will put myself in thy power, I claim the right to do battle for my old friend with thy stoutest man  so set him forth, King Harald.

What sayest thou, Hake? said the King, turning to his berserk with a smile; art willing to join issue with the Bold one?  bold enough, truly, and insolent as well.

Hake, who had recovered his self-possession the instant he recognised Erlings voice, and who was by no means wanting in courage, suddenly uttered one of his terrible roars, and rushed upon Erling like a thunderbolt.

Our hero was too well accustomed to the ways of his class to be caught off his guard. Although Hake rained blows upon him so fast that it was almost impossible for the spectators to follow the motions of his flashing sword, Erling received them all on his shield, or parried them with his short sword  which, as being more manageable in a mêlée, he had selected for his present enterprise. The instant, however, that the berserks furious onset began to slacken, Erling fetched him such a tremendous cut on the sword that the weapon was broken close off at the hilt. Disdaining to slay an unarmed foe, he leaped upon the berserk, and struck him a blow with the hilt of his sword, which drove the casque down upon his head and stretched him flat upon the sward.

Without waiting an instant Erling flung down his shield and walked to the place where Hilda stood, took her by the hand, and whispered, Courage! come with me and thou shalt be saved. At the same moment Glumm stepped to Adas side, and took her right hand in his left. No sword was drawn, for Glumm had not drawn his, and no one present had the faintest idea of what the young men intended to attempt. Indeed, they were all so amazed at the sudden termination of the fight, that the men of the inner part of the ring actually stood aside to let them pass, before the King had time to shout:  

Seize them!

In other circumstances, at Haralds word a thousand swords would have been drawn, and the doom of Erling and his friends at once been sealed; but the natural ferocity of the tyrants followers had been spellbound, and for the time paralysed by the calm bearing of old Christian and the prowess of his champion, whose opportune appearance had all the effect of a supernatural interposition, as it might well be deemed: and it will be readily believed that our hero and Glumm did not fail to use the advantage thus offered. Leading those whom they had come to rescue, and closely followed by the hermit, they passed completely through the circle of men. But at the repetition, in a voice of thunder, of the royal mandate, some hundreds of the Kings men surrounded them, and, notwithstanding their wondrous strength and skill, they were being gradually overpowered by numbers, when suddenly a tremendous shout was heard, and next moment Ulf with his fifty men in battle array rushed out of the forest.

King Harald endeavoured hastily to draw up his men in something like order. Hearing the cry in rear, the men in front of Erling and Glumm fell aside, so that they quickly cut down those who still stood in their way, and ran towards their friends, who opened their ranks to let them pass  then reclosed, and fell upon the Kings men with incredible fury. Although outnumbered by at least twenty to one, the disparity did not at first tell against them, owing to the confusion in the enemys ranks, and the confined space of ground on which they fought. They were thus enabled to act with great vigour, and, being animated by the spirit of desperate men, they actually for some time kept driving back the Kings forces.

But the continual assault of fresh foes began to tell, and several of Ulfs men had already fallen, when Erlings voice was heard ringing high above the din of battle. Instantly every man turned on his heel and fled towards the river madly pursued by the whole of the Kings host.

By this time Erling and Glumm had got the girls into the boat, and steered them safely down the rapid into the little bay, where they waited for their companions as patiently as they could.

Meanwhile Ulfs men reached the foot of the Crow Cliff and one by one sprang into the boiling rapid. Ulf was among the first there, but he stayed to see them all pass. Before the last could do so their enemies were upon them, but Ulf kept them at bay for a few moments; and when the last of his men took the water he retreated fighting, and leaped backwards into the flood. One or two of the Kings men followed, but they failed to catch him, were carried down stream, and, being ignorant of the dangers of the place, were swept over the foss and killed. Most of the host, however, turned suddenly, and set off at full speed to cross the ridge and pursue their enemies, by the path to which we have already referred. Before they had crossed it, Erling and his men were far on their way down the valley; and when the pursuers reached the coast there was no sign of the fugitives anywhere.

On reaching the cave Erling found that his father had got everything in readiness to start; so, assembling the people together without delay, he divided them into two bands, one of which he sent into the Swan, the other into Glumms vessel, the Crane.

Haldor also went in the Swan, along with Ulf of Romsdal, Thorer the Thick, Kettle Flatnose, Alric, and the hermit, besides Dames Herfrida and Astrid, and the widow Gunhild, Ingeborg, and all Haldors younger children. With Glumm there were also several women besides Ada. Ivor the Old and Finn the One-eyed also went with him; but most of the old and crippled hangers-on of both families, as well as Glumms mother, were taken by Erling into the Swan, as the accommodation there was better than on board the Crane.

Now, Glumm, said Erling, when all were on board, we must say farewell to Norway. Keep close in my wake. If they give chase we will do our best to escape, but if that may not be, we will fight and fall together. The friends shook hands; then, each getting into his ship, the stern ropes were cast off, the oars were dipped, and they shot out upon the blue fiord, which the sinking sun had left in a solemn subdued light, although his beams still glowed brightly on the snow-clad mountain peaks.

They had proceeded some distance down the fiord before their pursuers observed them. Then a mighty shout told that they were discovered; and the grinding of the heavy ships keels was distinctly heard upon the shore, as they were pushed off into deep water. Immediately after, the splash of hundreds of oars warned them to make haste.

Pull, my lads,  pull with heart, cried Erling; and let these slaves see how freemen can make their ocean steeds leap across the sea! Pull! I see a breeze just off the mouth of the fiord. If we reach that, we may laugh at the tyrant King.

What may yonder line on the water be? said Haldor, with an anxious look, as he pointed towards the mouth of the fiord.

Erling caught his breath, and the blood rushed to his temples as he gazed for a moment in silence.

Tis a boom, cried Kettle, who had recovered by this time, and who now leaped towards the fore deck with terrible energy.

All is lost! exclaimed Ulf, in a tone of bitterness which words cannot express.

Are ye sure it is a boom? cried Erling quickly. Everyone looked with intense earnestness at the black line that stretched completely across the mouth of the fiord, and each gave it as his opinion that it was a boom. There could not indeed be any doubt on the point. King Haralds berserk, although somewhat tardy, had fulfilled his orders but too well; and now a succession of huge logs, or tree trunks, joined together by thick iron chains, completely barred their progress seaward.

Surely we can burst through, suggested Kettle, returning to the poop, his huge frame quivering with contending emotions.

Impossible, said Haldor; I have tried it before, and failed. Of course we must make the attempt, but I have no hope except in this, he added, touching his sword, and not much in that either, now.

But I have tried it before, and did not fail, and Ill try it again, cried Erling heartily. Come aft, men, quick, all of ye; every man except the rowers. Women, children, and cripples, get ye into the waist. The stoutest men to the oars  jump!

These orders were obeyed at once. All the best men in the ship seized the oars, Erling himself, Kettle, and Haldor setting the example, while Thorer took the helm, and, hailing Glumm, bade him do as they did.

The effect of this was that the stern of the Swan was so weighed down with the weight of people on the poop, that her bows and a third of her keel were raised high out of the water, while the men, straining with every fibre of their muscles at the oars, sent her careering forward with trebled speed, and the foam rolled in milky billows in her wake.

When I give the word Forward, cried Erling, leap like lightning, all of ye, to the fore deck.

The pursuers, elated by this time with the certainty of success, pulled also with unwonted energy.

When the Swan came within about twenty yards of the boom, which floated almost on a level with the water, Thorer gave the word  

One stroke for freedom!

Ho! ho! shouted Erling and Haldor, straining until their oars cracked again. The foam hissed from the blades, and the Swan rushed as if she had been suddenly endued with true vitality.

Next moment she stuck fast  with the boom amidships beneath her!

Forward! shouted Erling.

All the unengaged men sprang instantly to the forecastle, and their weight sank it slowly down, but it seemed inclined for a moment to remain balanced on the boom. Hereupon the men at the oars jumped up and also ran forward. The bow dipped at once, the good ship slid over with a plunge, and glided out upon the sea!

A great shout or yell told that this had been noticed by their foes, who still rowed madly after them; but heedless of this, Erling backed water and waited for Glumm, who had made similar preparations, and was now close on the boom. His vessel went fairly on, and stuck halfway, as the other had done; but when she was balanced and about to turn over, there was a terrible rending sound in the hull, then a crash, and the Crane broke in two, throwing half of her crew into the sea on the inner side of the boom, and the other half outside.

Well was it for them all then that the Swan had waited! She was at once backed towards the scene of disaster, and as many as possible were picked up. Among the rescued was Glumm, with Ada in his arms. But many were drowned, and a few stuck to the boom, refusing to let go, or to make any attempt to reach the Swan.

Erling knew, however, that these were sure to be picked up by the Kings ships, so he once more ordered the rowers to give way, and the vessel sprang forth on her voyage some time before the pursuers reached the boom. When these did so, most of them attempted to leap it as the fugitives had done  for none of the Norsemen there lacked spirit. Some, however, failed to get on to it at all, others got on a short way and stuck fast, while two or three ships broke their backs, as Glumms had done, and threw their crews into the water  but not one got over.

The men then leaped on the boom, and the sound of axes was heard as they laboured to cut it through, or to dash away its iron fastenings. It was, however, a thoroughly well-executed piece of work, and for a long time resisted their utmost efforts. When at length it did give way, and the Kings ships passed through, the Swan was beyond pursuit  far away on the horizon, with all sail set, and running before a stiff breeze, while the shades of evening were closing in around her!

That night there was silence in the Norsemens little ship as she ploughed her adventurous course over the northern sea, for the thoughts of all were very sad at being thus rudely driven from their native land to seek a home where best they might in the wide world. Yet in the hearts of some of them there was also much happiness.

Hildas sanguine mind pictured many sweet and peaceful abodes, far from the haunts of warlike men. Alric was happy, because he was beginning, as he fondly hoped, a life of wild adventure. So was Kettle Flatnose, for he was now sailing westward, and he knew that Ireland was somewhere in that direction. But Glumm the Gruff was perhaps the happiest of all on board, for, besides the delight of having at last got possession of his bride, he enjoyed, for the first time in his life, the pleasure of comforting a woman in distress!

Adas wild spirit was  we dare not say eradicated, but  thoroughly subdued at last. When she thought of her father she laid her head on Glumms broad chest and wept bitterly.

Thus did those Sea-kings sail away from and forsake the land of Norway. On their voyage westward they fell in with many ships from other quarters containing countrymen, Sea-kings and vikings like themselves, who had also left their native land to seek new homes in Shetland, Orkney, and the other isles north of Scotland, rather than submit to the yoke of Harald Haarfager.

They joined company with these, and all sailed westward together.

Among them was a man named Frode, who was celebrated for daring and wisdom, especially for his knowledge of the stars, and his power of navigating the unknown ocean of the west. To this man was assigned the direction of the fleet, and all submitted to his guidance; but the Sea-kings invariably assembled together in council when it was intended to decide, what they should do or to what part of the world they should steer.

My advice is, said Kettle Flatnose, the first time they assembled thus in council, that we steer first to Ireland, where I can promise ye all a hearty welcome, for it is well known that the Irish are a hospitable people, and my father is a great man there.

I fall in with that, said Glumm, glancing at Ada, whose eyes had now become his guiding stars!

The advice is good, said Erling, for, wherever we may finally come to an anchor, we will be none the worse of getting some provisions on the way.

As Haldor, Ulf, Frode, and all the rest were of one mind on this point, the ships were steered to Ireland; and when they reached that country they put ashore in a small bay not far from Dublin, where was a log hut. To this Kettle went up with Erling and Glumm, and asked the man of the house how things were going on in Ireland.

As ill as can be in this district, said the man; there is nothing but vengeance in the hearts of the people.

That is a bad state, said Kettle, with a look of anxiety; what may be the cause of discontent? Is the old King hard on ye?

Thou must have been long away to ask that. The old King is dead, said the man.

At this Kettle uttered a great and bitter cry; but, restraining himself, asked eagerly if the old Queen were alive. The man replied that she was. Then Kettle asked how the King met his death.

With a dark frown the man replied that Haabrok the Black had murdered him and seized the throne. On hearing this Kettle became pale, but was very calm, and listened attentively while the man went on to say that Haabrok was such a tyrant that the whole district was ready to start up as one man and dethrone him, if they had only someone who was fit to lead them.

That they shall not long want for, said Kettle.

After some more earnest conversation he turned away, and went down to the shore.

Now, Erling and Glumm, said he, we must do a little fighting before I can offer ye the hospitality I spoke of. Will ye aid me in a venture I have in my mind?

That will we, they replied heartily.

Kettle thereupon explained his views, and said that he had learned from the man that his wife was still alive and well, but in the hands of the king of the district, who was a regicide and a tyrant. It was then arranged that the Swan should be rowed quietly up towards the town, and the men landed in the night at a spot where they could be ready to answer the summons of Kettle, Erling, Glumm, and Ulf, who were to go up unattended to the Kings house in Dublin, with no other arms than their short swords.

On drawing near, these four found the hall of the Kings house brilliantly lighted, for great festivities were going on there. No one interfered with them, because none guessed that so small a party would dare to go up half-armed for any other than peaceful purposes. They therefore went through the streets unmolested, and easily passed the guards, because Kettle plied them with a good deal of that which has since come to be known by the name of blarney.

When they got into the hall, Kettle went straight up to the high seat or throne on which Haabrok the Black was seated.

Ye are presumptuous knaves, said the tyrant, eyeing the strangers sternly; is it thus that ye have been taught to approach the King? What is your errand?

For the matter of that, thou well-named villain, said Kettle, our errand will but add to our presumption, for we have come to slay thee.

With that Kettle whipped out his sword and cut off Haabroks head, so that it went rolling over the floor, while the body fell back and spouted blood all over the horrified court men!

Instantly every man drew his sword; but Erling, Ulf, and Glumm leaped on the low platform of the throne, and presented such a bold front, that the bravest men there hesitated to attack them. At the same moment Kettle raised his sword and shouted, If there be yet a true man in this hall who loves his country and reveres the memory of the good old King whom this dead dog slew, let him come hither. It is the voice of the Kings son that calls!

Sure, tis Kettle; Id know his red head anywhere! exclaimed a shrivelled old woman near the throne.

Aye, nurse, it is Kettle himself  come back again, he said, glancing towards the old woman with a kindly smile.

A ringing cheer burst from the crowd and filled the hall; again and again it rose, as nearly all the men present rushed round the throne and waved their swords frantically over their heads, or strove to shake hands with the son of their old King. In the midst of the tumult a wild shriek was heard; and the crowd, opening up, allowed a beautiful dark-eyed woman to rush towards Kettle, with a stalwart boy of about five years of age clinging to her skirts.

We need scarcely pause to say who these were, nor who the handsome matron was who afterwards went and clung round Kettles neck, and heaped fervent blessings on the head of her long-lost son. It is sufficient to say that the feast of that night was not interrupted; that, on the contrary, it was prolonged into the morning, and extended into every loyal home in the city; and that Kettle Flatnose entertained his Norse friends right royally for several days, after which he sent them away laden with gifts and benedictions. They did not quit Ireland, however, until they had seen him happily and securely seated on the throne of Dublin.



Sailing northward, the fleet touched at the Orkney and Shetland Islands, where they found that a number of the expatriated Sea-kings had comfortably settled themselves. Here some of Haldors people would fain have remained, but Frode, who was a man of enterprise, resolved to penetrate farther into the great unknown sea, to lands which rumour said did certainly exist there. Accordingly they left Shetland, and went on until they came to the Faroe Islands. Here they thought of settling, but on landing they found that a few of the Sea-kings had taken up their abode there before them.

Now, said Frode, it is my great desire to break new ground. Shall we go and search farther to the west for that new island which has been lately discovered by Ingoll?

To this Haldor and Ulf said they were agreed. Hilda plucked Erling by the sleeve, and whispered in his ear, after which he said that he too was agreed. Glumm glanced at Ada, who, with a little blush and smile, nodded. A nod was as good as a word to Glumm, so he also said he was agreed, and as no one else made objection, the ships prows were again turned towards the setting sun.

North-westward they sailed over the world of waters, until they came one fine morning in sight of land. As they drew near they saw that it was very beautiful, consisting partly of snow-capped mountains, with green fertile valleys here and there, and streams flowing through them. They ran the vessels into a bay and landed, and the country looked so peaceful, and withal so desirable, that it was at once resolved they should make this place their abode. Accordingly, while most of the men set themselves to work to land the goods, put up the tents, and make the women and children comfortable, a select band, well armed, prepared to go on an expedition into the country, to ascertain whether or not it was inhabited. Before these set out, however, Christian the hermit stood up on a rising ground, and, raising his eyes and hands to heaven, prayed for Gods blessing on their enterprise.

Thereafter plots of land were marked out, houses were built, Things were held, a regular government was established, and the island  for such it proved to be  was regularly taken possession of.

The exploring party found that this was indeed the island which they were in search of. It had been discovered about the middle of the ninth century, and a settlement had been made on it by Ingoll in the year 874; but the band of immigrants under Frode and Haldor was by far the most important that had landed on it up to that time.

In this manner, and under these circumstances, was Iceland colonised by expatriated Norsemen about the beginning of the tenth century!



Good reader, our tale is told. Gladly would we follow, step by step, the subsequent career of Erling and Glumm, for the lives of such men, from first to last, are always fraught with interest and instruction; but this may not be. We have brought them, with the other chief actors in this little tale, to a happy point in their adventurous career, and there we feel that we ought to leave them in peace. Yet we would fain touch on one or two prominent points in their subsequent history before bidding them a final farewell.

Let it be recorded, then, that many years after the date of the closing scene of our tale, there might have been seen in Iceland, at the head of a small bay, two pretty cottages, from the doors of which there was a magnificent view of as sweet a valley as ever filled the eye or gladdened the heart of man, with a distant glimpse of the great ocean beyond. On the sward before these cottages was assembled a large party of young men and maidens, the latter of whom were conspicuous for the sparkle of their blue eyes and the silky gloss of their fair hair, while the former were notable because of the great size and handsome proportions of their figures; some, however, of the men and maidens were dark and ruddy. The youths were engaged in putting the stone and throwing the hammer; the maidens looked on with interest  as maidens were wont to do on manly pastimes in days of old, and as they are not unwilling to do occasionally, even in modern times. Around these romped a host of children of all ages, sizes, and shades.

These were the descendants of Erling the Bold and Glumm the Gruff. The two families had, as it were, fused into one grand compound, which was quite natural, for their natures were diverse yet sympathetic; besides, Glumm was dark, Erling fair; and it is well known that black and white always go hand in hand, producing that sweet-toned grey, which Nature would seem to cherish with a love quite as powerful as the abhorrence with which she is supposed to regard a vacuum.

Beside each other, leaning against a tree, and admiring the prowess of the young men, stood Erling and Glumm, old, it is true, and past the time when men delight to exercise their muscles, but straight and stalwart, and still noble specimens of manhood. The most interesting group, however, was to be seen seated on a rustic bench near the door. There, sometimes conversing gravely with a silver-haired old man at his side, or stooping with a quiet smile to caress the head of a child that had rushed from its playmates for a little to be fondled by the old one  sat Haldor the Fierce, with Christian the hermit on one side, and Ulf of Romsdal on the other. Their heads were pure white, and their frames somewhat bent, but health still mantled on the sunburnt cheeks, and sparkled in the eyes of the old Norse Sea-kings.

Within the house might have been seen two exceedingly handsome matrons  such as one may see in Norway at the present time  who called each other Hilda and Ada, and who vied with a younger Hilda and Ada in their attentions upon two frail but cheery old women whom they called Granny Heff and Granny Ast. How very unlike  and yet how like  were these to the Herfrida and Astrid of former days!

Between the old dames there sat on a low stool a man of gigantic proportions, who had scarcely reached middle age, and who was still overflowing with the fun and fire of youth. He employed himself in alternately fondling and chaffing the two old women, and he was such an exact counterpart of what Erling the Bold was at the age of thirty, that his own mother was constantly getting confused, and had to be reminded that he was Alric, and not Erling!

Alrics wife, a daughter of Glumm, was with the young people on the lawn, and his six riotous children were among the chief tormentors of old Haldor.

Ingeborg was there too, sharp as ever, but not quite so sour. She was not a spinster. There were few spinsters in those days! She had married a man of the neighbouring valley, whom she loved to distraction, and whom she led the life of a dog! But it was her nature to be cross-grained. She could not help it, and the poor man appeared to grow fonder of her the more she worried him!

As for Ivor the Old and Finn the One-eyed, they, with most of their contemporaries, had long been gathered to their fathers, and their bones reposed on the grassy slopes of Laxriverdale.

As for the other personages of our tale, we have only space to remark that King Harald Haarfager succeeded in his wish to obtain the undivided sovereignty of Norway, but he failed to perpetuate the change; for the kingdom was, after his death, redivided amongst his sons. The last heard of Hake the berserk was, that he had been seen in the midst of a great battle to have both his legs cut off at one sweep, and that he died fighting on his stumps! Jarl Rongvold was burnt by King Haralds sons, but his stout son, Rolf Ganger, left his native land, and conquered Normandy, whence his celebrated descendant, William the Conqueror, came across the Channel and conquered England.

Yes, there is perhaps more of Norse blood in your veins than you wot of, reader, whether you be English or Scotch; for those sturdy sea rovers invaded our lands from north, south, east, and west many a time in days gone by, and held it in possession for centuries at a time, leaving a lasting and beneficial impress on our customs and characters. We have good reason to regard their memory with respect and gratitude, despite their faults and sins, for much of what is good and true in our laws and social customs, much manly and vigorous in the British Constitution, of our intense love of freedom and fairplay, are pith, pluck, enterprise, and sense of justice that dwelt in the breasts of the rugged old Sea-kings of Norway!


LOST IN THE FOREST
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Chapter One.

At Sea  An Alarming Cry and a Rescue.

At sea once more! said Will Osten in a meditative mood.

Our hero made this remark one night to himself, which was overheard and replied to by his friend, Captain Dall, in a manner that surprised him.

Its my opinion, doctor, said the captain in a low voice, that this is the last time you or I will ever be at sea, or anywhere else, if our skipper dont look better after his men, for a more rascally crew I never set eyes on, and, from a word or two I have heard dropped now and then, I feel sure some mischief is in the wind. Come aft with me to a place where we aint so likely to be overheard by eavesdroppers, and Ill tell you all about it.

Will Osten was so much astonished at his friends remark, that he followed him to the after part of the ship without uttering a word, and there sat down on the taffrail to listen to what he had to communicate.

There was no moon in the clear sky, and the hosts of stars that studded the dark vault overhead did not shed any appreciable light on the waters of the Pacific, on which the Rover floated almost motionless. That beautiful and mysterious phosphorescence which sometimes illumines the sea was gleaming in vivid flashes in the vessels wake, and a glowing trail of it appeared to follow the rudder like a serpent of lambent fire.

It was one of those calm, peaceful nights in which God seems to draw nearer than usual to the souls of His creatures. The only sounds that broke the profound stillness were the pattering of reef-points on the sails as the vessel rose and sank gently on the oily swell; the measured tread of the officer of the watch, and the humming of the man at the wheel, as he stood idly at his post, for the vessel had scarcely steering-way.

Doctor, said Captain Dall in a low whisper, taking Will Osten by the button-hole and bending forward until his eyes were close to those of his young friend, I little thought when I set sail from England that, in a few weeks after, my good ship the Foam would come a wreck an sink to the bottom of the Pacific before my eyes. Still less did I think that I should be cast on a coral island, have to fight like a naked savage, and be saved at last by missionaries from being roasted and eaten. Yet all this has happened within a few months.

At any other time Will Osten would have smiled at the solemn manner in which this was said, but there was something in the hour, and also in the tone of his friends voice, which tended to repress levity and raise a feeling of anxiety in his mind.

Well, captain, he said, what has this to do with the present evil that you seem to apprehend?

To do with it, lad? nothing xcept that it reminds me that we little know what is in store for us. Here are we becalmed  three days sail from the coral island, where the niggers were so near converting us into cooked victuals, and I wouldnt at this minute give twopence in security for the life of any one on board the Rover.

Why, what mean you? asked Will, with increasing perplexity. Some of the crew are bad enough, no doubt, but many of them are evidently good men  what is it that you fear?

Fear! why, theres everything to fear, said the captain in a suppressed but excited whisper, drawing still closer to his friend. Ive often sailed in these seas, and I know that while some of the traders sailing between these islands and South America and other parts are decentish enough, others are as great cut-throats as ever deserved to swing at the yard-arm. But thats not the point. I have overheard, of late, some of the rascals plotting to murder the officers and take this ship. But I cannot point em out, for though I heard their voices I couldnt see their faces. I think I know who they are, but could not swear to em, and it would be worse than useless to denounce them till we have some evidence to go on. I therefore want you to help me with your advice and assistance, so that we may get up a counterplot to spoil their fun  for Im quite certain that if we fail to  hark! whats that?

Will did not answer, but both listened intently to the sound which had interrupted Captain Dalls discourse. It was evident that the officer and men of the watch had also heard it, for they, too, had ceased to walk to and fro, and their figures could be dimly seen in a listening attitude at the gangway.

For several minutes they listened without hearing anything  then a hoarse, guttural shout broke the stillness of the night for a few seconds and died away. The men looked at each other, and some of the more superstitious among them grew pale. Again the cry was repeated, somewhat nearer, and again all was still. Some of the oldest hands in the watch stood transfixed and powerless with terror. They would have faced death in any form manfully, but this mysterious sound unnerved them!

The officer of the watch went down to report it to Captain Blathers, who immediately came on deck. Just as he appeared, the cry was repeated and a slight splash was heard.

Some one in distress, cried Captain Blathers promptly; a crew for the starboard quarter-boat to pick him up. Stand by to lower. Be smart, lads!

These words, heartily uttered, put superstitious fears to flight at once. The men threw off their jackets; the boat was lowered, and in a few minutes was pulling about and searching in all directions. Our hero was one of the first to leap into her, and he pulled the bow oar. For some time they rowed about in vain. The night was intensely dark, and the cry was not repeated, so that they had nothing to guide them in their movements. A lantern was fixed in the ship half way up the mizzen rigging, but the lantern in the boat was concealed until the moment when it should be required, because it is easier for men to distinguish surrounding objects in comparative darkness than when a light is glaring near them. Presently Will Osten saw a dark object like a small canoe right ahead of the boat.

Back water  all! he shouted.

The men obeyed, but it was too late; the boat struck the object and overturned it. Will saw something like a human form roll into the water and heard a gurgling cry. Without a moments hesitation he leaped overboard, head foremost, and catching hold of the object, brought it to the surface. He remembered at that moment having heard of a fact which is worth stating here. The best way to save a drowning man is to approach him from behind, seize him under the armpits, and, then, getting on your back, draw him partly on to your breast and swim on your back to the shore, or to a place of safety. Thought is quicker than the lightning flash. Will could not, of course, carry out this plan fully, nevertheless the memory of it served him in good stead, for, the instant he caught the drowning man by the hair, he kept him at arms length, and thus avoided his death-clutch until he could grasp him under the armpits from behind, and thus render him powerless. He then rose and drew him gently upon his breast, at the same time striking out with his feet and shouting  

Bear a hand, lads  Ive got him!

A loud hurrah! burst from the men in the boat, and was re-echoed vehemently from the ship. They had overshot the spot only by a few yards. Instantly they pulled round: two strokes brought them to the spot where Will was swimming, and in another moment our hero and the rescued man were hauled into the boat. The men gave vent to another loud and prolonged cheer, which was again replied to from the ship.

The boat was soon alongside, and the rescued man, who proved to be a man of colour in a very emaciated and exhausted condition, was hoisted on board. His story was soon told. He was not a native of the islands, but had been living on one of them, and had gone off to fish in a canoe, when a gale sprang up and blew him out to sea. Four days and nights had he been exposed to the storm in his frail bark, without food or water, and was on the point of perishing when the ship chanced to pass near him. The utterance of the cry which had attracted attention was almost the last effort of which he was capable. He spoke a little broken English, having learnt it while serving on board of an English trading vessel. His name, he said, was Bunco, and a fine powerful-looking fellow he was, despite the sad condition to which he had been reduced. His shoulders, and indeed most parts of his body, were blistered by the continual washing of the sea over him, and when he was lifted on board his skin was icy cold. Had he not been a man of iron mould, he must certainly have perished. The poor fellow was at once taken into the cabin and carefully attended to. He was first bathed in fresh water, then rolled in blankets, and a tumbler of hot wine and water administered, which greatly revived him, and soon caused him to fall into a sound sleep.

Whether it was that this incident softened the hearts of the seamen for a time, or that their plans were not yet ripe for execution, we cannot tell, but certain it is that nothing whatever occurred to justify Captain Dalls suspicions for several weeks after that.




Chapter Two.

Describes a Mutiny, and shows that the Best of Friends may part sooner than they expect.

A wilful man will have his way. That this is a true proverb is almost universally admitted; indeed, there is reason to believe that it is equally true of women as of men; nevertheless, Captain Blathers did not believe it although he was himself a living illustration of its truth. He laughed at Captain Dall when that worthy warned him of the mutinous intentions of his crew, and when several weeks had passed away without any signs of disaffection appearing, he rallied him a good deal about what he styled his suspicious disposition, and refused to take any steps to guard against surprise. The consequence was, that when the storm did break, he was utterly unprepared to meet it.

Griffin, the second mate, was the leader of the conspiracy, but so ably did he act his villainous part, that no one suspected him. He was a tall, powerful, swarthy man, with a handsome but forbidding countenance.

One evening a little before sunset, while the captain was sitting at tea with those who usually messed in the cabin, Griffin looked down the skylight and reported a sail on the weather bow. The captain immediately rose and went on deck. The moment he appeared he was seized by Griffin. Captain Blathers was an active and powerful man, and very passionate. He clenched his fist and struck the second mate a blow on the chest, which caused him to stagger back, but, before he could repeat it, two sailors seized him from behind and held him fast. The noise of the scuffle at once brought up the first mate, who was followed by Will Osten, Captain Dall, and others, all of whom were seized by the crew and secured as they successively made their appearance.

Resistance was of course offered by each, but in vain, for the thing was promptly and thoroughly carried out. Four strong men stood at the head of the companion with ropes ready to secure their prisoners, while the greater part of the crew stood close by armed with pistols and cutlasses.

It is of no use resisting, Captain Blathers, said Griffin, when the former was pinioned; you see we are quite prepared, and thoroughly in earnest.

The captain looked round, and a glance sufficed to convince him that this was true. Not a friendly eye met his, because those of the crew who were suspected of being favourable to him, or who could not be safely relied on, had been seized by another party of mutineers at the same time that those in the cabin were captured, and among them were three friends of our hero  Mr Cupples the mate, Muggins, and Larry OHale, seamen belonging to the lost Foam to which Captain Dall had referred while conversing with Will.

For a few seconds Captain Blathers face blazed with wrath, and he seemed about to make a desperate attempt to break his bonds, but by a strong effort he restrained himself.

What do you intend to do? he asked at length, in a deep, husky voice.

To take possession of this ship, replied the second mate, with a slightly sarcastic smile. These men have taken a fancy to lead a free, roving life, and to make me their captain, and I am inclined to fall in with their fancy, and to relieve you of the command.

Scoundrel! exclaimed the captain, say rather that you have misled the men, and that

He checked himself, and then said sternly, And pray what do you intend to do with me?

I shall allow you a boat and provisions, Captain Blathers, for the use of yourself and your friends, and then bid you farewell. You see we are mercifully inclined, and have no desire to shed your blood. Ho! there  lower one of the quarter boats.

This order was obeyed with promptitude. Some provisions were thrown into the boat, and the captain was cast loose and ordered to get into it. He turned to make a last appeal to the crew, but Griffin presented a pistol at his head and ordered him peremptorily to get into the boat. It is probable that he would have made another effort, had not two of the men forced him over the side. Seeing this, Will Osten was so indignant and so anxious to quit the ship, that he stepped forward with alacrity to follow him.

No, no, my fine young fellow, said Griffin, thrusting him back, we want your help as a doctor a little longer. It may be that you are not inclined to serve us, but we can find a way of compelling you if youre not. Come, Mr Dall, be good enough to go next.

When Captain Dalls hands were loosed, he shook his fist in the second mates face, and said, Rascal, youll swing for this yet; mark my words, youll swing for it. Having relieved his feelings thus, he went over the side.

While this was going on, Larry OHale, Muggins, and Mr Cupples, with several others, were brought to the gangway. Griffin addressed these before ordering them into the boat.

My lads, he said, I have no objection to your remaining aboard, if you choose to take part with us.

I, for one, will have nothing to do with e, said Mr Cupples sternly.

Then you may go, said Griffin, with a sneer. Muggins, who, to use one of his own phrases, looked as sulky as a bear with a broken head, made no reply, but Larry OHale exclaimed, Sure, then, what better can I do than take part with yees? Its a heavenly raigin o the arth this, an good company. Put me down on the books, Capting Griffin, dear. Id niver desart ye in your troubles,  be no mains.

There was a slight laugh at this, and Larry was graciously cast loose, and permitted to remain. Both Will Osten and Muggins gazed at him, however, in amazement, for they had supposed that their comrade would rather have taken his chance in the captains boat. Suddenly an intelligent gleam shot athwart the rough visage of Muggins, and he said  

Of coorse Ill remain too. It would be madness for an old salt like me to go paddlin about the ocean in a cockleshell of a boat when he has the chance of sailin in a good ship. Put me down too, capting. Im game for anything amost, from pitch an toss to manslaughter.

So Muggins was added to the ships company, and poor Mr Cupples went over the side with a face almost as long as his thin body, because of what he deemed the depravity and desertion of his old shipmates. Several of the ships crew, who refused to join, also went into the boat, which was then cast loose, and dropped rapidly astern.

The whole of this exciting scene passed so quickly, that it was only when the boat was far away, like a speck on the sea, that Will Osten realised the fact that he had actually said farewell, perhaps for over, to his late comrades. But he had not much time given him for reflection, for the new captain, after changing the course of the ship, and making a few arrangements to suit the altered state of affairs, ordered him to go forward and do duty as a common seaman, telling him that he did not intend to have any land-lubbers or idlers aboard, and that he would be called to do doctors work when his services should be required.

That night our hero contrived to hold a whispering interview, in a dark corner of the forecastle, with his friends Larry OHale and Muggins. He found that the former had resolved to join the crew in order to be near himself; that Muggins had joined, because of his desire to share the fortunes of Larry; and that both had made up their minds to effect their escape on the first favourable opportunity.

Now, ye see, boys, said Larry, this is how it is

Dont open your bread-basket hatch so wide, growled Muggins, else youll be overheerd  thats wot it is.

This is how it is, repeated Larry, not bein fish, nor gulls, nor say sarpints, we havent the ghost of a chance of gettin away from this ship till were close to land, an even then we wont have much chance if its suspected that we want to escape. What then?  why, let us from this hour agree to give each other the cowld shoulder, and go at our work as if we liked it.

Youre right, Larry, said Will. If they see us much together, theyll naturally suspect that we are plotting, so

At this point a voice growled from an adjacent hammock  

Avast spinnin yarns there, will e!

Ay, its that sea-cook, Larry OHale, cried Muggins aloud; he was always over fond o talking.

Larry, who at the first sound had slipped away to his hammock, shouted from under the blankets, Ye spalpeen, its no more me than yersilf; sure Id have been draimin of ould Ireland if ye  hadnt  (snore) me grandmother  (yawn) or the pig

A prolonged snore terminated this sentence, and Muggins turned into his hammock, while Will Osten rose, with a quiet laugh, and went on deck.

One morning, some weeks after the conversation just related, our hero was leaning over the bulwarks near the fore-chains, watching the play of the clear waves as the ship glided quietly but swiftly through them before a light breeze. Will was in a meditative frame of mind, and had stood there gazing dreamily down for nearly half an hour, when his elbow was touched by the man named Bunco, who had long before recovered from his exposure in the canoe.

Will was a little surprised, for he had not had much intercourse with the man, and could not comprehend the confidential and peculiar look and tone with which he now addressed him.

Mister Osen, he said, in a low voice, after a few preliminary words, you be tink of escape?

Will was startled: Why do you think so? he asked, in some alarm.

Ha! said the man, with a broad grin, me keep eyes in head  me doos  not in pocket. Ho! ho! Yis, me see an hear berry well Muggins go too if hims can  and Larry OHale, ho yis. Now, me go too!

You too?

Yis. You save me life; me know dis here part ob the univarse,  bin bornded an riz here. Not far off from de land to-day. You let me go too, an me show you how you kin do

At this point Bunco was interrupted by a shout of Land ho! from the look-out at the masthead.

Where away? cried Griffin.

On the lee-bow, sir.

Instantly all eyes and glasses were turned in the direction indicated, where, in a short time, a blue line, like a low cloud, was faintly seen on the far-off horizon.




Chapter Three.

Describes a Tremendous but Bloodless Fight.

Proverbial philosophy tells us  and every one must have learned from personal experience  that there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip. Heroes in every rank of life are peculiarly liable to such slips, and our hero was no exception to the rule.

Finding that the vessel in which he sailed was now little, if at all, better than a pirate, he had fondly hoped that he should make his escape on the first point of South America at which they touched. Land was at last in sight. Hope was high in the breast of Will Osten, and expressive glances passed between him and his friends in captivity, when, alas! the land turned out to be a small island, so low that they could see right across it, and so scantily covered with vegetation that human beings evidently deemed it unworthy of being possessed.

Theres niver a sowl upon it, remarked Larry OHale, in a tone of chagrin.

Maybe not, said Griffin, who overheard the observation; but theres plenty of bodies on it if not souls, and, as we are short of provisions, I intend to lay-to, and give you a chance of seeing them. Get ready to go ashore; Im not afraid of you wandering too far!

Griffin wound up this speech with a low chuckle and a leer, which sent a chill to the heart not only of Will Osten but of Larry and Muggins also, for it convinced them that their new master had guessed their intention, and that he would, of course, take every precaution to prevent its being carried out. After the first depression of spirits, consequent on this discovery, the three friends became more than ever determined to outwit their enemy, and resolved to act, in the meantime, with perfect submission and prompt obedience  as they had hitherto done. Of course, each reserved in his own mind the right of rebellion if Griffin should require them to do any criminal act, and they hoped fervently that they should not fall in with any vessel that might prove a temptation to their new captain.

A few minutes after this, the order was given to lower one of the boats, and a crew jumped into her, among whom were Larry and Muggins. Will Osten asked permission to go, and Griffin granted his request with a grin that was the reverse of amiable.

Musha! what sort o bodies did the capting main? said Larry, when they had pulled beyond earshot of the ship.

Ha, paddy, replied one of the men, theyre pleasant fat bodies  amusin to catch and much thought of by aldermen;  turtles no less.

Ah! then, its jokin ye are.

Not I. I never joke.

Turthles is it  green fat an all?

Ay, an shells too.

Sure its for the coppers theyre wanted.

Just so, Larry, an if youll ship your oar an jump out wi the painter, well haul the boat up an show you how to catch em.

As the sailor spoke, the boats keel grated on the sand, and the Irishman sprang over the side, followed by his comrades, who regarded the expedition in the light of a good spree.

The party had to wait some time, however, for the anticipated sport. It was near sunset when they landed, but turtles are not always ready to deliver themselves up, even though the honour of being eaten by London aldermen sometimes awaits them! It is usually night before the creatures come out of the sea to enjoy a snooze on the beach. The men did not remain idle, however. They dragged the boat a considerable distance from the water, and then turned it keel up, supporting one gunwale on several forked sticks, so that a convenient shelter was provided. This look-out house was still further improved by having a soft carpet of leaves and grass spread beneath it.

When these preparations had been made, those men, who had never seen turtle-turning performed, were instructed in their duties by an experienced hand. The process being simple, the explanation was short and easy.

You see, lads, said the instructor, leaning against the boat and stuffing down the glowing tobacco in his pipe with the point of his (apparently) fireproof little finger You see, lads, this is ow it is. All that youve got for to do is to keep parfitly still till the turtles comes out o the sea, dye see?  then, as the Dook o Wellinton said at Waterloo  Up boys an at em! Wen, ov coorse, each man fixes his eyes on the turtle nearest him, runs out, ketches him by the rim of his shell an turns him slap over on his back  dye understand?

Clear as ditch wather, said Larry.

Humph! said Muggins.

Well, then, boys, continued the old salt with the fireproof little finger, yed better go an count the sand or the stars (when they comes out), for there wont be nothin to do for an hour to come.

Having delivered himself thus, he refilled his pipe and lay down to enjoy it under the boat, while the others followed his example, or sauntered along the shore, or wandered among the bushes, until the time for action should arrive.

Will Osten and his two friends availed themselves of the opportunity to retire and hold an earnest consultation as to their future prospects and plans. As this was the first time they had enjoyed a chance of conversing without the fear of being overheard, they made the most of it, and numerous were the projects which were proposed and rejected in eager earnest tones  at least on the part of Larry and Will. As for Muggins, although always earnest he was never eager. Tremendous indeed must have been the influence which could rouse him into a state of visible excitement! During the discussion the other two grew so warm that they forgot all about time and turtles, and would certainly have prolonged their talk for another hour had not one of the men appeared, telling them to clap a stopper on their potato-traps and return to the boat, as the sport was going to begin.

The moon had risen and commenced her course through a sky which was so clear that the planets shone like resplendent jewels, and the distant stars like diamond dust. Not a breath of air ruffled the surface of the sea; nevertheless, its slumbering energies were indicated by the waves on the outlying coral reef, which, approaching one by one, slowly and solemnly, fell with what can only be called a quiet roar, hissed gently for a moment on the sand, and then passed with a sigh into absolute silence.

Dont it seem as if the sea wor sleepin, whispered one of the men, while they all lay watching under the boat.

Ay, an snorin too, answered another.

Whisht! exclaimed a third, if old Neptune hears ye, hell wake up an change his tune.

Och, sure hes woke up already, whispered Larry, pointing with great excitement to a dark object which at that moment appeared to emerge from the sea.

Mums the word, boys, whispered the old salt who had charge of the party; the critters are comin, an England expecs every man for to do his dooty, as old Nelson said.

In the course of a few minutes several more dark objects emerged from the sea, and waddled with a kind of sigh or low grunt slowly up the beach, where they lay, evidently intending to have a nap! With breathless but eager interest, the sailors lay perfectly still, until fifteen of the dark objects were on the sands, and sufficient time was allowed them to fall into their first nap. Then the word Turn was given, and, leaping up, each man rushed swiftly but silently upon his prey! The turtles were pounced upon so suddenly that almost before they were wide awake they were caught; a bursting cheer followed, and instantly ten splendid animals were turned over on their backs, in which position, being unable to turn again, they lay flapping their flippers violently.

Thats the way to go it, shouted one of the men who, after turning his turtle, dashed after one of the other five which were now hastening back to the sea, with laborious but slow haste. His comrades followed suit instantly with a wild cheer. Now, to the uninitiated, this was the only moment of danger in that bloodless fight.

Being aware of his incapacity for swift flight, the turtle, when in the act of running away from danger, makes use of each flipper alternately in dashing the sand to an incredible height behind and around him, to the endangering of the pursuers eyes, if he be not particularly careful. Sometimes incautious men have their eyes so filled with sand in this way that it almost blinds them for a time, and severe inflammation is occasionally the result.

The old salt  Peter Grant by name, but better known among his shipmates as Old Peter  was well aware of this habit of the turtle; but, having a spice of mischief in him, he said nothing about it. The consequences were severe on some of the men, particularly on Muggins. Our sedate friend was the only one who failed to turn a turtle at the first rush. He had tripped over a stone at starting, and when he gathered himself up and ran to the scene of action, the turtles were in full retreat. Burning with indignation at his bad fortune, he resolved to redeem his character; and, with this end in view, made a desperate rush at a particularly large turtle, which appeared almost too fat for its own shell. It chanced that Larry OHale, having already turned two, also set his affections on this turtle, and made a rush at it; seeing which Muggins slyly ran behind him, tripped up his heels, and passed on.

Have a care, cried Will Osten, laughing, hell bite!

Bad luck to yez! shouted Larry, leaping up, and following hard on Muggins heels.

Just then the turtle began to use his flippers in desperation. Sand flew in all directions. The pursuers, nothing daunted though surprised, partially closed their eyes, bent down their heads, and advanced. Larry opened his mouth to shout  a shower of sand filled it. He opened his eyes in astonishment  another shower shut them both up, causing him to howl while he coughed and spluttered. But Muggins pressed on valorously.

One often reads, in the history of war, of brave and reckless heroes who go through storms of shot and shell almost scathless, while others are falling like autumn leaves around them. Something similar happened on the present occasion. While Larry and several of the other men were left behind, pitifully and tenderly picking the sand out of their eyes, the bold Muggins  covered with sand from head to foot, but still not mortally wounded  advanced singlehanded against the foe  rushed at the turtle; tripped over it; rose again; quailed for a second before the tremendous fire; burst through it, and, finally, catching the big creature by the rim, turned him on his back, and uttered a roar rather than a cheer of triumph.

This was the last capture made that night. Immediately after their victory the men returned to the boat, where they kindled an immense bonfire and prepared to spend the night, leaving the turtles to kick helplessly on their backs till the morning light should enable them to load the boat and return with their prizes to the ship. Meanwhile pipes were loaded and lit, and Doctor Will, as Old Peter called him, looked after the wounded.




Chapter Four.

In which Another Fight is recorded and an Escape is made, but whether Fortunate or the Reverse Remains to be seen.

The supply of fresh meat thus secured was very acceptable to the crew of the Rover, and their circumstances were further improved by the addition of a number of fresh cocoa-nuts which were collected on the island by Bunco, that individual being the only one on board who could perform, with ease, the difficult feat of climbing the cocoa-nut palms. After a couple of days spent at this island, the Rover weighed anchor and stood away for the coast of South America, which she sighted about two weeks afterwards.

Here, one evening, they were becalmed not far from land, and Griffin ordered a boat to be lowered, with a crew to go ashore. The captain had been in low spirits that day, from what cause was not known, and no one ever found out the reason, but certain it is that he was unusually morose and gruff. He was also rather absent, and did not observe the fact that Larry OHale, Muggins, and Will Osten were among the crew of the boat. The mate observed it, however, and having a shrewd suspicion of their intentions, ordered them to leave it.

What said you? asked Griffin of the mate, as he was about to go over the side.

I was about to change some of the crew, he replied confidentially. It would be as well to keep OHale and

Oh, never mind, said Griffin roughly, let em go.

The mate, of course, stepped back, and Griffin got into the boat, which was soon on its way to the land. On nearing the shore, it was found that a tremendous surf broke upon the beach  owing to its exposure to the long rolling swell of the Pacific. When the boat, which was a small one, entered this surf, it became apparent that the attempt to land was full of danger. Each wave that bore them on its crest for a second and then left them behind was so gigantic that nothing but careful steering could save them from turning broadside on and being rolled over like a cask. Griffin was a skilful steersman, but he evidently was not at that time equal to the occasion. He steered wildly. When they were close to the beach the boat upset. Every man swam towards a place where a small point of land caused a sort of eddy and checked the force of the undertow. They all reached it in a few minutes, with the exception of Griffin, who had found bottom on a sand-bank, and stood, waist deep, laughing, apparently, at the struggles of his comrades.

Youd better come ashore, shouted one of the men.

Griffin replied by another laugh, in the midst of which he sank suddenly and disappeared. It might have been a quicksand  it might have been a shark  no one ever could tell, but the unhappy man had gone to his account  he was never more seen!

The accident had been observed from the ship, and the mate at once lowered a boat and hastened to the rescue. Those on shore observed this, and awaited its approach. Before it was half way from the beach, however, Peter Grant said to his comrades  

Ill tell e wot it is, boys; seems to me that Providence has given us a chance of gittin away from that ship. I never was a pirate, an I dont mean for to become one, so, all who are of my way of thinkin come over here.

Will Osten and his friends were so glad to find that a shipmate had, unknown to them, harboured thoughts of escaping, that they at once leaped to his side, but none of the others followed. They were all determined, reckless men, and had no intention of giving up their wild course. Moreover, they were not prepared to allow their comrades to go off quietly. One of them, in particular, a very savage by nature, as well as a giant, stoutly declared that he not only meant to stick by the ship himself, but would compel the others to do so too, and for this purpose placed himself between them and the woods, which, at that part of the coast, approached close to the sea. Those who took his part joined him, and for a few moments the two parties stood gazing at each other in silence. There was good ground for hesitation on both sides, for, on the one hand, Will Osten and his three friends were resolute and powerful fellows, while, on the other, the giant and his comrades, besides being stout men, were eight in number. Now, it chanced that our hero had, in early boyhood, learned an art which, we humbly submit, has been unfairly brought into disrepute  we refer to the art of boxing. Good reader, allow us to state that we do not advocate pugilism. We never saw a prize-fight, and have an utter abhorrence of the ring. We not only dislike the idea of seeing two men pommel each others faces into a jelly, but we think the looking at such a sight tends to demoralise. There is a vast difference, however, between this and the use of the gloves, by means of which a man may learn the useful art of self-defence, and may, perhaps, in the course of his life, have the happiness of applying his knowledge to the defence of a mother, a sister, or a wife, as well as self. If it be objectionable to use the gloves because they represent the fist, then is it equally objectionable to use the foil because it represents the sword? But, pray, forgive this digression. Ten to one, in your case, reader, it is unnecessary, because sensible people are more numerous than foolish! Howbeit, whether right or wrong, Will Osten had, as we have said, acquired the by no means unimportant knowledge of where to hit and how to hit. He had also the good sense to discern when to hit, and he invariably acted on the principal that whatever is worth doing, is worth doing well.

On the present occasion Will walked suddenly up to the giant, and, without uttering a word, planted upon his body two blows, which are, we believe, briefly termed by the fancy one  two! We do not pretend to much knowledge on this point, but we are quite certain that number one lit upon the giants chest and took away his breath, while number two fell upon his forehead and removed his senses. Before he had time to recover either breath or senses, number three ended the affair by flattening his nose and stretching his body on the sand.

At this sudden and quite unexpected proceeding Larry OHale burst into a mingled laugh and cheer, which he appropriately concluded by springing on and flooring the man who stood opposite to him. Muggins and the old salt were about to follow his example, but their opponents turned and fled, doubling on their tracks and making for the boat. Larry, Muggins, and Old Peter, being thoroughly roused, would have followed them regardless of consequences, and undoubtedly would have been overpowered by numbers (for the boat had just reached the shore), had not Will Osten bounded ahead of them, and, turning round, shouted energetically  

Follow me, lads, if you would be free. Now or never!

Luckily the tone in which Will said this impressed them so much that they stopped in their wild career; and when they looked back and saw their young friend running away towards the woods as fast as his legs could carry him, and heard the shout of the reinforced seamen as they started from the waters edge to give chase, they hesitated no longer. Turning round, they also fled. It is, however, due to Larry OHale to say that he shook his fist at the enemy, and uttered a complex howl of defiance before turning tail!

Well was it for all of them that day that the woods were near, and that they were dense and intricate. Old Peter, although a sturdy man, and active for his years, was not accustomed to running, and had no wind for a race with young men.

His comrades would never have deserted him, so that all would have certainly been captured but for a fortunate accident. They had not run more than half a mile, and their pursuers were gaining on them at every stride  as they could tell by the sound of their voices  when Will Osten, who led, fell headlong into a deep hole that had been concealed by rank undergrowth. Old Peter, who was close at his heels, fell after him, and Larry, who followed Peter to encourage and spur him on, also tumbled in. Muggins alone was able to stop short in time.

Hallo, boys! he cried in a hoarse whisper, are yer timbers damaged?

Broke to smithereens, groaned Larry from the abyss.

Will Osten, who had scrambled out in a moment, cried hastily, Jump in, Muggins. Ill lead em off the scent. Stop till I return, boys, dye hear?

Ay, ay, said Larry.

Away went Will at right angles to their former course, uttering a shout of defiance, only just in time, for the mate of the Rover, who led the chase, was close on him. Soon the sounds told those in hiding that the ruse had been successful. The sounds died away in the distance and the deep silence of the forest succeeded  broken only now and then by the cry of some wild animal.

Meanwhile, our hero used his legs so well that he not only left his pursuers out of sight and hearing behind, but circled gradually around until he returned to the hole where his comrades lay. Here they all remained for nearly an hour, and then, deeming themselves safe, issued forth none the worse of their tumble. They commenced to return to the coast, having settled that this was their wisest course, and that they could easily avoid their late comrades by keeping well to the northward. This deviation, however, was unfortunate. Those who have tried it know well how difficult it is to find ones way in a dense forest. The more they attempted to get out of the wood the deeper they got into it, and at length, when night began to close in, they were forced to come to the conclusion that they were utterly lost  lost in the forest a livin example, as Larry OHale expressed it, of the babes in the wood!




Chapter Five.

Shows what the Lost Ones did, and how they were Found.

The condition of being lost is a sad one in any circumstances, but being lost in a forest  a virgin forest  a forest of unknown extent, in a vast continent such as that of South America, must be admitted to be a peculiarly severe misfortune. Nevertheless, we are bound to say that our hero and his friends did not appear to regard their lost condition in this light. Perhaps their indifference arose partly from their ignorance of what was entailed in being lost in the forest. The proverb says, that where ignorance is bliss tis folly to be wise. Whether that be true or not, there can be no question that it is sometimes an advantage to be ignorant. Had our lost friends known the extent of the forest in which they were lost, the number of its wild four-footed inhabitants, and the difficulties and dangers that lay before them, it is certain that they could not have walked along as light-heartedly as they did, and it is probable that they would have been less able to meet those difficulties and dangers when they appeared.

Be this as it may, Will Osten and Larry OHale, Muggins, and Old Peter, continued to wander through the forest, after discovering that they were lost, until the increasing darkness rendered further progress impossible; then they stopped and sat down on the stump of a fallen tree.

It is clear, said our hero, that we shall have to pass the night here, for there is no sign of human habitation, and the light is failing fast.

Thats so, said Muggins curtly.

Im afeard on it, observed Old Peter with a sigh.

Faix, I wouldnt mind spindin the night, said Larry, av it wornt that weve got no grub. It would be some comfort to know the name o the country were lost in.

I can tell you that, Larry, said Will Osten; we are in Peru; though what part of it I confess I do not know.

Peroo, is it? Well, thats a comfort  anyhow.

I dont xacly see where the comfort o that lies, said Muggins.

Thats cause yer intellects is obtoose, boy! retorted Larry; dont ye know that its a blissin to know where ye are, wotiver else ye dont know? Supposin, now, a stranger shud ax me, Where are ye, Paddy?  ov course I cud say at wance, In Peroo, yer honour; an if he shud go for to penetrate deeper into my knowledge o geography, sure I cud tell him that Peroo is in South Ameriky, wan o the five quarters o the globe, dye see?

But suppose, for the sake of argyment as Shikspur says, that the stranger wos to ax ye wot ye knowd about Peroo, what ud ye say to that, lad? asked Old Peter.

Wot would I say! Why, Id ax him with a look of offended dignity if he took me for a schoolmaster, an then may be Id ax him wot he knowd about it himself  an krekt him av he wos wrong.

I can tell you this much about it, at all events, said Will, with a laugh, that it is a Republic, and a celebrated country for gold mines.

And I can add to yer information, said Old Peter, that theres an oncommon lot o tigers an other wild beasts in it, and that if we would avoid bein eat up alive we must kindle a fire an go to sleep in a tree. By good luck Ive got my flint and steel with me.

By equal good luck I have two biscuits in my pocket, said Will; come, before we do anything else, let us inquire into our resources.

Each man at once turned his pockets inside out with the following result:  

Our hero, besides two large coarse sea-biscuits, produced one of those useful knives which contain innumerable blades, with pickers, tweezers, corkscrews, and other indescribable implements; also a note-book, a pencil, a small pocket-case of surgical instruments (without which he never moved during his wanderings), and a Testament  the one that had been given to him on his last birthday by his mother. Old Peter contributed to the general fund his flint, steel, and tinder  most essential and fortunate contributions  and a huge clasp-knife. Indeed we may omit the mention of knives in this record, for each man possessed one as a matter of course. It was by no means a matter of course, however, but a subject of intense gratification to at least three of the party, that Muggins had two pipes and an unusually large supply of tobacco. Larry also had a short black pipe and a picker, besides a crooked sixpence, which he always kept about him for luck, a long piece of stout twine, and a lump of cheese. The sum total was not great, but was extremely useful in the circumstances.

All this wealth having been collected together, it was agreed that the biscuits, cheese, tobacco, and pipes should be common property. They were accordingly divided with the utmost care by Will, who, by the way, did not require a pipe as he was not a smoker. We do not record this as an evidence of his superior purity! By no means. Will Osten, we regret to say, was not a man of strong principle. All the principle he had, and the good feelings which actuated him, were the result of his mothers teaching  not of his own seeking. He did not smoke because his mother had discouraged smoking, therefore  not having acquired the habit  he disliked it. Thousands of men might (and would) have been free from this habit to-day had they been affectionately dissuaded from it in early youth. So, too, in reference to his Testament  Will always carried it about with him, not because he valued it much for its own sake, or read it often, but because it was the last gift he received from his mother. It reminded him of her; besides, it was small and did not take up much room in his pocket. Blessed influence of mothers! If they only knew the greatness of their power, and were more impressed with the importance of using it for the glory of God, this would be a happier world!

The costume of these wanderers, like their small possessions, was varied. All wore white duck trousers and blue Guernsey or cotton shirts with sou-westers or straw hats, but the coats and cravats differed. Larry wore a rough pilot-cloth coat, and, being eccentric on the point, a scarlet cotton neckerchief. Old Peter wore a blue jacket with a black tie, loosely fastened, sailor fashion, round his exposed throat. Muggins wore the dirty canvas jacket in which he had been engaged in scraping down the masts of the Rover when he left her. Will Osten happened to have on a dark blue cloth shooting-coat and a white straw hat, which was fortunate, for, being in reality the leader of the party, it was well that his costume should accord with that responsible and dignified position. They had no weapons of any kind, so their first care was to supply themselves with stout cudgels, which each cut in proportion to his notions of the uses and capacities of such implements  that of Larry OHale being, of course, a genuine shillelah, while the weapon cut by Muggins was a close imitation of the club of Hercules, or of that used by the giant who was acquainted with the celebrated giant-killer named Jack!

Now, boys, if were goin to ait and slaip, the sooner we set about it the better, observed Larry, rising and commencing to collect sticks for a fire. The others immediately followed his example, and in a few minutes a bright blaze illuminated the dark recesses of the tangled forest, while myriads of sparks rose into and hung upon the leafy canopy overhead. There was something cheering as well as romantic in this. It caused the wanderers to continue their work with redoubled vigour. Soon a fire that would have roasted an ox whole roared and sent its forked tongues upwards. In the warm blaze of it they sat down to their uncommonly meagre supper of half a biscuit and a small bit of cheese each  which was washed down by a draught from a neighbouring stream.

They had finished this, and were in the act of lighting their pipes, when a roar echoed through the woods which caused them to pause in their operations and glance uneasily at each other.

Sure, its a tiger! exclaimed Larry.

Theres no tigers in them parts, said Muggins.

I dont know that, lad, observed Old Peter.

Ive heard that there are jaguars an critters o that sort, which is as big and as bad as tigers, an goes by the name, but praps

Old Peters observations were here cut short by the loud report of a gun close at hand. As if by instinct every man leaped away from the light of the fire and sheltered himself behind a tree. For some time they stood listening eagerly to every sound, but no foe appeared, nor was there a repetition of the shot. The longer they listened the more inclined were they to believe that their senses had deceived them, and Larry OHales heart was beginning to make a troublesome attack on his ribs, as he thought of ghosts  especially foreign ghosts  when all eyes were attracted to a human form which appeared to flit to and fro among the tree stems in the distance, as if to avoid the strong light of the fire.

Knowing that one man with a gun could make certain of shooting the whole party if he chose, and that he would not be more likely to attempt violence if trust in his generosity were displayed, Will Osten, with characteristic impetuosity, suddenly walked into the full blaze of the firelight and made signals to the stranger to approach. Larry and the others, although they disapproved of the rashness of their young leader, were not the men to let him face danger alone. They at once joined him, and awaited the approach of the apparition.

It advanced slowly, taking advantage of every bush and tree, and keeping its piece always pointed towards the fire. They observed that it was black and partially naked.

Suddenly Muggins exclaimed I do blieve its He paused.

Sure, its the nigger  och! av it isnt Bunco! cried Larry.

Bunco it was, sure enough, and the moment he perceived that he was recognised, he discarded all precaution, walked boldly into the encampment, and shook them all heartily by the hand.




Chapter Six.

Bunco becomes a Friend in Need and indeed, and Larry comes to Grief in a Small Way.

Sure yer face is a sight for sore eyes, though it is black and ugly, exclaimed Larry, as he wrung the hand of the good-humoured native, who grinned from ear to ear with delight at having found his friends.

Wot ever brought ye here? inquired Muggins.

Mine legses, replied Bunco, with a twinkle in his coal-black eyes.

Yer legses, eh? repeated Muggins in a tone of sarcasm so I supposes, for its on them that a man usually goeses; but what caused you for to desart the ship?

Cause I no want for be pyrit more nor yourself, Mister Muggles

Muggins, you lump of ebony  dont miscall me.

Well, dat be all same  only a litil bit more ogly, retorted Bunco, with a grin, an me no want to lose sight ob Doctor Osn here: me come for to show him how to go troo de forest.

Thats right, my good fellow, cried Will, with a laugh, slapping the native on the shoulder; you have just come in the nick of time to take care of us all, for, besides having utterly lost ourselves, we are quite ignorant of forest ways in this region  no better than children, in fact.

True for ye, boy, riglar babes in the wood, as I said before, added Larry OHale.

Well, that being the case, continued Will, you had better take command at once, Bunco, and show us how to encamp, for we have finished our pipes and a very light supper, and would fain go to sleep. Its a pity you did not arrive sooner, my poor fellow, for we have not a scrap of food left for you, and your gun will be of no use till daylight.

To this Bunco replied by displaying his teeth and giving vent to a low chuckle, while he lifted the flap of his pea-jacket and exhibited three fat birds hanging at the belt with which he supported his nether garments.

Hooray! shouted Larry, seizing one of the birds and beginning to pluck it; good luck to your black mug, well ait it right off.

Thats your sort, cried Muggins, whose mouth watered at the thought of such a delightful addition to his poor supper. Hand me one of em, Larry, and Ill pluck it.

Larry obeyed; Old Peter seized and operated on the last bird, and Bunco raked the embers of the fire together, while Will Osten looked on and laughed. In a very few minutes the three birds were plucked and cleaned, and Larry, in virtue of his office, was going to cook them, when Will suggested that he had better resign in favour of Bunco, who was doubtless better acquainted than himself with the best modes of forest cookery. To this Larry objected a little at first, but he was finally prevailed on to give in, and Bunco went to work in his own fashion. It was simple enough. First he cut three short sticks and pointed them at each end, then he split each bird open, and laying it flat, thrust a stick through it, and stuck it up before the glowing fire to roast. When one side was pretty well done he turned the other, and, while that was cooking, cut off a few scraps from the half-roasted side and tried them.

We need scarcely add that none of the party were particular. The birds were disposed of in an incredibly short time, and then the pipes were refilled for a second smoke.

How comes it, inquired Will, when this process was going on, that you managed to escape and to bring a gun away with you? We would not have left the ship without you, but our own escape was a sudden affair; we scarcely expected to accomplish it at the time we did. I suppose you had a sharp run for it?

Run! ductor, no, me no run  me walk away quite comfrabil an tooked what me please; see here.

As he spoke, Bunco opened a small canvas bag which no one had taken notice of up to that moment, and took from it a large quantity of broken biscuit, a lump of salt beef, several cocoa-nuts, a horn of gunpowder, and a bag of shot and ball  all of which he spread out in front of the fire with much ostentation. The satisfaction caused by this was very great, and even Muggins, in the fulness of his heart, declared that after all there were worse things than being lost in a forest.

Well, and how did you manage to get away? said Will, returning to the original question.

Git away? why, dis here wos de way. When me did see the rincumcoshindy goin on ashore, me say, Now, Bunco, you time come; look alive; so, wen de raskil called de fuss mate orders out de boat in great hurry, me slip into it like one fish. Then dey all land an go off like mad into de woods arter you  as you do knows. Ob coorse me stop to look arter de boat; you knows it would be very bad to go an leave de boat all by its lone, so wen deys gone into de woods, me take the mates gun and poodair an shot an ebbery ting could carry off  all de grub, too, but der wornt too moche of dat  and walk away in anoder drection. Me is used to de woods, you sees, so kep clear o de stoopid seamans, who soon tires der legses, as me knows bery well; den come round in dis drection; find you tracks; foller im up; shoots tree birds; sees a tiger; puts a ball in him skin, an sends him to bed wid a sore head  too dark for kill him  arter which me find you out, an here me is. Dere. Dats all about it.

A most satisfactory account of yourself, said Will Osten.

An purtily towld, observed Larry; where did ye larn English, boy, for ye have the brogue parfict, as me granmother used to say to the pig when she got in her dotage (me granmother, not the pig), only, says she, the words isnt quite distinc. Couldnt ye give us a skitch o yer life, Bunco?

Thus appealed to, the gratified native began without hesitation, and gave the following account of himself:  

Me dun know when me was born

Faix, it wasnt yesterday, said Larry, interrupting.

No, nor de day before to-morrow nother, retorted Bunco; but it was in Callyforny, anyhow. Me fadder him wos a Injin

Oh! come! interrupted Muggins in a remonstrative tone.

Yis, him wos a Injin, repeated Bunco stoutly.

Wos he a steam-ingine? inquired Muggins with a slight touch of sarcasm.

He means an Indian, Muggins, explained Will.

Then why dont he say wot he means? However, go ahead, Ebony.

Hims wos a Injin, resumed Bunco, ant me moder him wos a Spanish half-breed from dis yer country  Peru. Me live for years in de forests an plains an mountains ob Callyforny huntin an fightin. Oh, dem were de happy days! After dat me find a wife what I lub berry moche, den me leave her for short time an go wid tradin party to de coast. Here meet wid a capn of ship, wot wos a big raskil. Him tice me aboord an sail away. Short ob hands him wos, so him took me, an me never see me wife no more!

There was something quite touching in the tone in which the poor fellow said this, insomuch that Larry became sympathetic and abused the captain who had kidnapped him in no measured terms. Had Larry known that acts similar to this wicked and heartless one were perpetrated by traders in the South Seas very frequently, he would have made his terms of abuse more general!

How long ago was that? inquired Old Peter.

Tree year, sighed Bunco. Since dat day I hab bin in two tree ships, but nebber run away, cause why? wots de use ob run away on island? Only now me got on Sout Meriky, which me know is not far from Nord Meriky, an me bin here before wid me moder, so kin show you how to go  and speak Spanish too  me moder speak dat, you sees; but mesilf larn English aboord two tree ships, an, so, speak him fust rate now.

So ye do, boy, said Larry, whose sympathetic heart was drawn towards the unfortunate and ill-used native; an, faix, well go on travellin through this forest till we comes to Callyforny an finds your missus  so cheer up, Bunco, and let us see how were to go to roost, for it seems that we must slaip on a tree this night.

During the course of the conversation which we have just detailed, the wild denizens of the forest had been increasing their dismal cries, and the seamen, unused to such sounds, had been kept in a state of nervous anxiety which each did his utmost to conceal. They were all brave men; but it requires a very peculiar kind of bravery to enable a man to sit and listen with cool indifference to sounds which he does not understand, issuing from gloomy recesses at his back, where there are acknowledged, though unknown, dangers close at hand. Bunco, therefore, grinning good-humouredly as usual, rose and selected a gigantic tree as their dormitory.

The trunk of this tree spread out, a few feet above its base, into several branches, any one of which would have been deemed a large tree in England, and these branches were again subdivided into smaller stems with a network of foliage, which rendered it quite possible for a man to move about upon them with facility, and to find a convenient couch. Here,  the fire at the foot of the tree having been replenished,  each man sought and found repose.

It was observed that Larry OHale made a large soft couch below the tree on the ground.

Youre not going to sleep there, Larry? said Will Osten, on observing what he was about. Why, the tigers will be picking your bones before morning if you do.

Och! Im not afraid of em, replied Larry; howsever, I do main to slaip up the tree if I can.

That night, some time after all the party had been buried in profound repose, they were awakened by a crash and a tremendous howl just below them. Each started up, and, pushing aside the leaves, gazed anxiously down. A dark object was seen moving below, and Bunco was just going to point his gun at it, when a gruff voice was heard to say  

Arrah! didnt I know it? Its famous Ive bin, since I was a mere boy, for rowlin about in me slaip, an, sure, the branch of a tree is only fit for a bird after all. But, good luck to yer wisdom an foresight, Larry OHale, for yeve come down soft, anyhow, an if theres anythingll cure ye o this bad habit  slaipin on treesll do it in the coorse o time, I make no doubt wotiver!




Chapter Seven.

Wherein are recounted Dangers, Difficulties, and Perplexities faced and Overcome.

Next morning the travellers rose with the sun and descended from the tree in which they had spent the night  much refreshed and ready for anything.

It was well that they were thus prepared for whatever might befall them, for there were several incidents in store for them that day which tried them somewhat, and would have perplexed them sadly had they been without a guide. Perhaps we are scarcely entitled to bestow that title on Bunco, for he was as thoroughly lost in the forest as were any of his companions, in the sense, at least, of being ignorant as to where he was, or how far from the nearest human habitation: but he was acquainted with forest-life, knew the signs and symptoms of the wilderness, and could track his way through pathless wastes in a manner that was utterly incomprehensible to his companions, and could not be explained by himself. Moreover, he was a shrewd fellow, as well as bold, and possessed a strong sense of humour, which he did not fail at times to gratify at the expense of his friends.

This tendency was exhibited by him in the first mornings march, during which he proved his superiority in woodcraft, and firmly established himself in the confidence of the party. The incident occurred thus:  

After a hearty and hasty breakfast  for, being lost, they were all anxious to get found as soon as possible  they set forth in single file; Bunco leading, Old Peter, Muggins, and Larry following, and Will Osten bringing up the rear. During the first hour they walked easily and pleasantly enough through level and rather open woodland, where they met few obstacles worth mentioning, so that Larry and Muggins, whose minds were filled with the idea of wild beasts, and who were much excited by the romance of their novel position, kept a sharp lookout on the bushes right and left, the one shouldering his gigantic cudgel, the other flourishing his shillelah in a humorous free-and-easy way, and both feeling convinced that with such weapons they were more than a match for any tiger alive! When several hours had elapsed, however, without producing any sign or sound of game, they began to feel disappointment, and to regard their guide as an exaggerator if not worse; and when, in course of time, the underwood became more dense and their passage through the forest more difficult, they began to make slighting remarks about their dark-skinned friend, and to question his fitness for the duties of guide. In particular, Muggins  who was becoming fatigued, owing partly to the weight of his club as well as to the weight of his body and the shortness of his legs  at last broke out on him and declared that he would follow no further.

Why, said he gruffly, its as plain as the nose on yer nutmeg face, that yere steerin a wrong coorse. Youll never make the coast on this tack.

Oh yis, wees will, replied Bunco, with a quiet smile.

No, wees wont, ye lump o mahogany, retorted Muggins. Dont the coast run nor and by west here away?

Troo, assented Bunco with a nod.

Well, and aint we goin due north just now, so that the coast lies away on our left, an for the last three hours youve bin bearin away to the right, something like nor and by east, if its not nor east an by east, the coast being all the while on yer port beam, you grampus  thats so, aint it?

Yis, dats so, replied Bunco with a grin.

Then, shiver my timbers, why dont ye shove yer helm hard a starboard an lay yer right coorse? Come, lads, Ill go to the wheel now for a spell.

Will Osten was about to object to this, but Bunco gave him a peculiar glance which induced him to agree to the proposal; so Muggins went ahead and the rest followed.

At the place where this dispute occurred there chanced to be a stretch of comparatively open ground leading away to the left. Into this glade the hardy seamen turned with an air of triumph.

His triumph, however, was short-lived, for at a turn in the glade he came to a place where the underwood was so dense and so interlaced with vines and creeping plants that further advance was absolutely impossible. After yawing about for some minutes in search of a channel, as Larry expressed it, Muggins suddenly gave in and exclaimed, Im a Dutchman, boys, if we hant got embayed!

Its let go the anchor an take soundins ll be the nixt order, I spose, Captain Muggins? said Larry, touching his cap.

Or let the tother pilot take the helm, said Old Peter, hes all my fancy painted him, as Milton says in Paraphrases Lost.

Right, Peter, cried Will Osten, we must dethrone Muggins and reinstate Bunco.

Ha! yous willin for to do second fiddil now? said the native, turning with a grin to Muggins, as he was about to resume his place at the head of the party.

No, never, ye leather-jawed kangaroo, but Ive no objections to do the drum on yer skull, with this for a drumstick! He flourished his club as he spoke, and Bunco, bounding away with a laugh, led the party back on their track for a few paces, then, turning sharp to the right, he conducted them into a narrow opening in the thicket, and proceeded in a zig-zag manner that utterly confused poor Muggins, inducing him from that hour to resign himself with blind faith to the guidance of his conqueror. Well would it be for humanity in general, and for rulers in particular, if there were more of Mugginss spirit abroad inducing men to give in and resign cheerfully when beaten fairly!

If the sailors were disappointed at not meeting with any wild creatures during the first part of their walk, they were more than compensated by the experiences of the afternoon. While they were walking quietly along, several snakes  some of considerable length  wriggled out of their path, and Larry trod on one which twirled round his foot, causing him to leap off the ground like a grasshopper and utter a yell, compared to which all his previous shoutings were like soft music. Bunco calmed his fears, however, and comforted the party by saying that these snakes were harmless. Nevertheless, they felt a strong sensation of aversion to the reptiles, which it was not easy to overcome, and Muggins began to think seriously that being lost in the forest was, after all, a pleasure mingled considerably with alloy! Not long after the incident of the snake, strange sounds were heard from time to time in the bushes, and all the party, except Bunco, began to glance uneasily from side to side, and grasped their weapons firmly. Suddenly a frightful-looking face was observed by Larry peeping through the bushes right over Mugginss unconscious head. The horrified Irishman, who thought it was no other than a visitant from the world of fiends, was going to utter a shout of warning, when a long hairy arm was stretched out from the bushes and Mugginss hat was snatched from his head.

Och! ye spalpeen, cried Larry, hurling his cudgel at the ugly creature.

The weapon was truly aimed; it hit the monkey on the back, causing it to drop the hat and vanish from the spot  shrieking.

Well done, Larry! cried Will Osten; why didnt you warn us to expect visits from such brutes, Bunco?

Why, cause me tink you know all bout im. Hab larn im from Jo Gruffy.

From who?

From Jo Gruffy. Him as you was say, last night, do tell all bout de countries ob de world, and wot sort of treeses an hanimals in im. Der be plenty ob dem hanimals  (how you call im, mongkees?) in Peroo, big an leetil.

Well! exclaimed our hero with a laugh, possibly geography may refer to the fact; if so, I had forgotten it, but Im sorry to hear that they are numerous, for they are much too bold to be pleasant companions.

Dey do us no harm, said Bunco, grinning, only chok full ob fun!

Git along wid ye, cried Larry. Its my belaif theyre yer own relations, or ye wouldnt stick up for them.

Thus admonished, the native resumed the march, and led them through the jungle into deeper and darker shades. Here the forest was quite free from underwood, and the leafy canopy overhead was so dense that the sky could seldom be seen. Everything appeared to be steeped in a soft mellow shade of yellowish green, which was delightfully cool and refreshing in a land lying so very near to the equator. The howling and hoarse barking of wild beasts was now heard to an extent that fully satisfied Larry OHale and his friend Muggins. There were patches of dense jungle here and there, in which it was supposed the animals lay concealed, and each of these were carefully examined by our travellers. That there was need for caution became apparent from the fact that Bunco carried his gun at full cock in the hollow of his left arm, and had a stern, earnest expression of visage which was quite new to his nautical companions, and made a deep impression on them. Curious and interesting change of sentiment:  the man whom, while at sea, they had treated with good-humoured contempt, was ere long clung to and regarded almost with reverence!

Be quiet, boys, here, he said, an no make noise. Keep de eyes open.

After this he did not speak, but gave his directions by signs.




Chapter Eight.

In which Bunco displays Uncommon Valour, and Tigers come to Grief.

Advancing cautiously, the travellers arrived at the brink of a dark ravine, in the bottom of which there was a good deal of brushwood, with here and there several pools of water. They had remained a short time here on the top of the bank, listening to the various barks and cries of the wild animals around them, when their attention was arrested by several loud yelps, which sounded as if some creature were approaching them fast. Bunco signed to them to stoop and follow him. They did so, and had not advanced a hundred yards when the loud clatter of hoofs was heard. Bunco crouched instantly and held his gun in readiness, while his black eyes glittered and his expressive features seemed to blaze with eagerness. His followers also crouched among the bushes, and each grasped his club with a feeling that it was but a poor weapon of defence after all  though better than nothing!

They had not to wait long, for, in a few minutes, a beautiful black wild horse came racing like the wind along the clear part of the ravine in the direction of the place where they were concealed. The magnificent creature was going at his utmost speed, being pursued by a large tiger, and the steam burst from his distended nostrils, while his voluminous mane and tail waved wildly in the air. The tiger gained on him rapidly. Its bounds were tremendous; at each leap it rose several feet from the ground. The poor horse was all but exhausted, for he slipped and came down on his knees, when abreast of, and not thirty yards distant from, the place where the travellers lay. The tiger did not miss his opportunity. He crouched and ran along with the twisting motion of a huge cat; then he sprang a clear distance of twenty feet and alighted on the horses back, seizing him by the neck with a fearful growl. Now came Buncos opportunity. While the noble horse reared and plunged violently in a vain attempt to get rid of his enemy, the cautious native took a steady aim, and was so long about it that some of the party nearly lost patience with him. At last he fired, and the tiger fell off the horse, rolling and kicking about in all directions  evidently badly wounded. The horse meanwhile galloped away and was soon lost to view.

Instead of loading and firing again, Bunco threw down his gun, and, drawing a long knife, rushed in upon his victim. His comrades, who thought him mad, sprang after him, but he had closed with the tiger and plunged his knife into it before they came up. The creature uttered a tremendous roar and writhed rapidly about, throwing up clouds of dust from the dry ground, while Bunco made another dash at him and a plunge with his long knife, but he missed the blow and fell. His comrades closed in and brandished their clubs, but the rapid motions of man and beast rendered it impossible for them to strike an effective blow without running the risk of hitting the man instead of the tiger. In the midst of a whirlwind of dust and leaves, and a tempest of roars and yells, the bold native managed to drive his knife three times into the animals side, when it rolled over with a savage growl and expired.

Are ye hurt, Bunco? inquired Will Osten with much anxiety, when the man rose, covered with dust and blood, and stood before them.

No moche hurt, only scrash a bit.

Scratched a bit! exclaimed Larry, its torn to tatters ye ought to be for bein so venturesome.

Thats so, said Muggins; ye shouldnt ha done it, Bunco; what would have comed of us if yed bin killed, eh?

Oh, dat am noting, said Bunco, drawing himself up proudly; me hab kill lots of dem before; but dis one hims die hard.

Will Osten, who was anxious to ascertain whether the man had really escaped serious injury, put a stop to the conversation by hurrying him off to the nearest pool and washing his wounds. They proved, as he had said, to be trifling  only a slight bite on the shoulder and a few tears, by the animals claws, on the arms and thighs. When these were dressed, Bunco went to work actively to skin the tiger,  an operation which he performed with great expedition, and then, having rolled it into a convenient bundle and slung it on his back, he re-loaded his gun and again resumed his duties as guide. They had not gone far when a fierce growling behind them told that other wild animals, probably tigers, had scented out the carcass of the slain animal, and were already quarrelling over their meal.

Shortly after this they came suddenly and quite unexpectedly on a house or hut, which turned out to be the residence of a man who was half Spaniard half Indian. The man received them kindly, and, finding that Bunco could speak Spanish, offered them hospitality with great politeness and evident satisfaction.

Good luck to e, boy, said Larry, when their host invited them to partake of a substantial meal to which he had been about to sit down when they arrived, its myselfll be proud to welcome ye to ould Ireland if iver ye come that way.

Ask him, Bunco, said Will Osten, where we are, how far we are from the coast, and what is the name and distance of the nearest town.

To these questions the Spaniard replied that they were in the northern part of the Republic of Ecuador, and not, as they had supposed, in Peru, which lay some hundreds of miles to the southward; that a couple of days walking would bring them to the coast, and that in two days more they could reach the town of Tacames. This, being one of the few ports on the western coast of South America where vessels touched, was a place from which they might probably be able to make their way to California. He added that there was a rumour of gold having been discovered of late in that region, but, for his part, he didnt believe it, for he had heard the same rumour several times before, and nothing had ever come of it, at least as far as he knew.

Yere wrong there, intirely, mister whats-yer-name, said Larry OHale, pausing for a moment in the midst of his devotion to the good things spread before him. Sure its my own brother Ted as wos out there a year gone by, an he swore he picked up goold like stones an putt them in his pocket, but the capting o the ship he sailed in towld him it wos brass, an his mates laughed at him to that extint that he flung it all overboord in a passion. Faix, Ive made up my mind that there is goold in Callyforny and that wan Larry OHale is distined for to make his fortin there  so Ill throuble ye for another hunk o that pottimus, or wotiver ye call it. Prime prog it is, anyhow.

An earnest discussion here followed as to the probability of gold having been found in California and whether it was worth their while to try their fortune in that direction. During the course of the meal, the Spaniard incidentally mentioned that on the previous night a tiger had broken into his enclosure, and injured a bullock so badly that he had been obliged to kill it, and he had little doubt the same beast would pay him another visit that night.

This was good news to the travellers, all of whom were keen  though not all expert  sportsmen.

As evening had already set in, they begged to be allowed to rest for a little so as to be ready for the tiger when he came. Their host at once conducted them into a small room, where several hammocks were suspended from the walls. Into these they quickly jumped, and, in a few minutes, the concert played by their noses told a tale of sweet repose after a day of unusual toil.

For several hours they slept, and then the Spaniard awoke them with the information that the tiger was coming! Up they sprang, as a matter of course, and with considerable noise too, but Bunco soon impressed them with the necessity of being quiet. The Spaniard had only two guns, one of which he handed to Will Osten. The seamen were of necessity left to be spectators.

It is necessary here to describe the Spaniards hut, which was peculiar as to its architecture. It was a mere shed made of bamboo canes closely placed together, and roofed with large cocoa and other leaves. The floor was of rough boards covered with matting. The whole structure stood on the top of a number of strong posts about twelve or fourteen feet from the ground, and the entrance was gained by a ladder which could be drawn up at night. The object of this great elevation and the ladder, was protection from the nocturnal visit of wild beasts such as tigers or jaguars, as well as monkeys of a large size. In the door of this hut there was a hole of about two feet square, at which the host stationed himself with the muzzle of his gun thrust through it. Two smaller holes in the walls, which served for windows, were used on the present occasion as loopholes by Will Osten and Bunco.

Perfect silence was maintained for about half an hour. The sky was cloudless and the moon full. Not a breath of wind stirred a leaf of the forest that encircled the small clearing. The buzz of mosquitoes, or the flapping about of a huge bat alone disturbed the silence of the night, and the watchers were beginning to fear it would turn out to be a false alarm, when the cattle in the yard began to low in a quick yet mournful tone. They knew full well that their enemy was at hand! A few minutes, that appeared an age, of anxiety followed. Then some bullocks that had been purposely fastened near the hut began to bellow furiously. Another instant, and the tiger cleared the fence with a magnificent bound, alighted in the yard, and crouched for a spring. The moon shone full in his glaring eyeballs, making his head a splendid target. Three shots crashed out in one report, and with a roar that would have done credit to the monarch of the African wilderness, this king of the western forest fell down and died.

He was a full-grown tiger with a beautifully marked skin, which Bunco was not long in stripping from the carcass, while the Spaniard, who was highly delighted by this success, set about preparing breakfast. They were all too much excited to think of going to bed again; and, besides, it was within an hour of daybreak.

During the morning Will Osten persuaded his host to give him one of his old guns in exchange for a beautiful silver-mounted hunting knife, which was the only article of value that he happened to possess. With this useful addition to their arms, the travellers resumed their journey shortly after dawn, being convoyed several miles on their way by their amiable host. They parted from him, finally, with much regret and many professions of gratitude and esteem, especially from Larry, who, in the fulness of his impulsive nature, reiterated his pressing invitation to pay him a visit in his swait little cabin in the bog of Clonave, County Westmeath, ould Ireland!

We will not drag the reader through every step of the rough and adventurous journey which was accomplished by our travellers in the succeeding week, during which they became so familiar with tigers, that Muggins thought no more of their roaring than he did of the mewing of cats, while Larry actually got the length of kicking the sarpints out of his way, although he did express his conviction, now and then, that the counthry wos mightily in want of a visit from Saint Patrick. They travelled steadily and surely under the guidance of the faithful Bunco, through tangled brake, and wild morass, and dense forest, and many a mile of sandy plain, until at length they reached the small town and port of Tacames, into which they entered one sultry afternoon, footsore and weary, with their clothes torn almost to tatters, and without a single coin  of any realm whatever  in their pockets.

Well, here we are at last, said Will Osten, with a sigh.

True for ye, responded Larry.

Thats so, said Muggins.

Its all well as ends well, which wos Billy Cowpers opinion, observed Old Peter.

Bunco made no remark, but he gave a quiet grunt, which might have meant anything  or nothing  as they entered the town.




Chapter Nine.

Describes a Surgical Operation, and records the Deliberations of a Council.

The town of Tacames, in the republic of Ecuador, is not large, neither is it important to the world, but it appeared both large and important in the eyes of our hero and his comrades. In their circumstances any town would have been regarded as a city of refuge, and their joy on arriving was not much, if at all, marred by the smallness and the poor appearance of the town, which, at that time, consisted of about twenty houses. They were built on the top of posts about twelve or fourteen feet from the ground  like the hut of the Spaniard already described  because, being closely walled in by a dense jungle, tigers and huge monkeys were bold enough to pay the inhabitants nocturnal and unwelcome visits very frequently.

A curious-looking place, observed Will Osten, as they drew near.

So would the natives obsarve of London or Liverpool, said Old Peter.

With less cause, however, replied Will.

That depends on taste, retorted Old Peter.

Be no manes, put in Larry; it neither depinds on taste, nor smell, but feelin  see now, heres how it is. We being in Tickamis, feels it coorious; well av the natives here wos in London they would feel it coorious. Its all a matter o feelin dye see  wan o the five senses.

Wot a muddlehead you are, Larry, growled Muggins; ye dont even know that theres six senses.

Only five, said the Irishman firmly seein, hearin, tastin, smellin, and feelin; wots the sixth sense?

One that you are chock full of  its non-sense, replied Muggins.

Think o that, now! exclaimed Larry, with a broad grin; sure I wint an forgot it, an the sevinth wan, too, called common sense, of which, Muggins, you havent got no more in yer skull than a blue-faced baboon. Hallo! wots that? Is it a wild baist on its hind-legs or only a mad man?

He pointed as he spoke to a man who approached them from the town, and whose appearance as well as his actions were well calculated to surprise them. He was a fine-looking man of gigantic size, with a poncho over his shoulders and a Spanish-looking sombrero on his head, but the most curious thing about him was his gait. At one moment he sauntered, holding his face between both hands, next moment he bent double and appeared to stamp with his feet. Then he hurried forward a few paces but paused abruptly, bent down and stamped again. Presently he caught sight of the travellers. At once his antics ceased. He raised himself erect, and advancing quickly, lifted his sombrero and saluted them with the air of a prince.

Will Osten addressed him in English, and, to his surprise as well as gratification, the Spaniard replied in the same tongue, which he spoke, however, in a most remarkable way, having learned it chiefly from the skippers of those vessels that touched at the port.

I sall be happy to offer you hospitabilities, gentelmans, said Don Diego  (for so he styled himself). If you vill come to meen house you vill grub there.

The grin of unnatural ferocity which Don Diego put on while he spoke, surprised and perplexed the travellers not a little, but he suddenly explained the mystery by clutching his hair, setting his teeth and muttering wildly while he gave a quick stamp with his foot  

Skuse me, gentelmans, I got most desperable tack of toothick!

Will Osten attempted to console Don Diego by telling him that he was a surgeon, and that if he could only obtain a pair of pincers he would soon remedy that evil; but the Spaniard shook his head and assured him that there was a miserable man in the town calling himself a vendor of physic, who had already nearly driven him mad by attempting several times to pull the tooth, but in vain.

Indeed, said the Don, the last time he have try, I fraid I shut up won of his days light  it was so sore!

Will Osten ultimately persuaded the Spaniard, however, to consent to an operation, and the whole party accompanied him to his house, which was the most substantial in the town. Leaving his comrades there, Will went with Bunco in search of the apothecary, whom he soon found, and who readily lent him a pair of forceps, with which he returned to the residence of Don Diego. Considering his size, Will deemed it advisable to have Larry and Muggins standing by ready to hold him if he should prove obstreperous. This was a wise precaution, for, the moment Will began to pull at the obstinate grinder, the gigantic Don began to roar and then to struggle. The tooth was terribly firm. Will did not wonder that the native dentist had failed. The first wrench had no effect on it. The second  a very powerful one  was equally futile, but it caused Don Diego to roar hideously and to kick, so Will gave a nod to his assistants, who unceremoniously seized the big man in their iron gripe and held him fast. Then our hero threw all his strength into a final effort, and the tooth came out with a crash, and, along with it, a terrible yell from Don Diego, who sent Larry and Muggins staggering against the wall! The relief experienced by the poor man was almost instantaneous; as soon as he could speak he thanked Will in fervid Spanish, and with genuine gratitude.

It is interesting to observe how often matters of apparently slight moment in human affairs form turning-points which lead to important results. The incident which we have just related caused Don Diego to entertain such kindly feelings towards Will Osten, that he not only invited him to stay at his house with his companions during their residence in Tacames, but insisted on his accepting a very large fee for the service he had rendered him. Of course this was not objected to in the circumstances, but a still better piece of good fortune than this befell the wanderers. Will found that a number of the inhabitants had been attacked with dysentery, and that the ignorance of the vendor of physic was so great, that he could do nothing for them, except make a few daring experiments, which were eminently unsuccessful. To these poor invalids our embryo doctor was so useful, that after a few days dosing with proper medicine, their health and spirits began to improve rapidly, and their gratitude was such that they heaped upon him every delicacy that the place afforded, such as bananas, plantains, oranges, lemons, pumpkins, melons, sweet potatoes, beef, goats flesh, venison, and pork, besides filling his pockets with doubloons! Thus it came to pass, that from absolute destitution Will and his comrades suddenly leaped into a condition of comparative affluence.

At the end of a week a council was called, to discuss future proceedings. The council chamber was, as usual, the forest, and Spanish cigarettes assisted the deliberations. Will being called to the chair, which was a tree stump, opened the proceedings by propounding the question, What shall we do now, for of course we must not trespass too long on the hospitality of Don Diego?

I dont see why we shudnt, said Larry, praps hell have another touch o toothache, an ll want another grinder tuck out.

That may be, nevertheless it behoves us to fix our future plans without delay. As there are no vessels in port just now, and we cannot tell when any will arrive, it is worth while considering whether we cannot travel by land; also, we must decide whether California or England is to be our destination.

I vote for Callyforny, said Larry OHale with much energy. Goold for ever, is my motto! Make our fortunes right off, go home, take villas in ould Ireland, an kape our carriages, wid flunkeys an maid-servants an such like. Sure av we cant get by say, we can walk.

If I had wings, which is wot I havent, said Muggins, with slow precision of utterance, I might fly over the Andes, likewise the Atlantic, to England, or if I had legs ten fathoms long I might walk to Callyforny; but, havin only short legs, more used to the sea than to the land, I votes for stoppin where we are for some time, an, praps, a sail will heave in sight an take us off, dye see?

Ho! exclaimed Bunco, with a nod of approval, and wees kin go huntin for amoosement in de meaninwhiles.

Its my opinion, sir, observed Old Peter, that as were all dependent on the money earned by yourself, the least we can do is to leave you to settle the matter of when we start and where we go. What say you, mates?

A general assent being given to this, Will Osten decided that they should remain where they were for a week or a fortnight longer, in the hope of a vessel arriving, and that, in the meantime, as suggested by Bunco, they should amuse themselves by going on a hunting expedition.

In accordance with this plan they immediately set about making preparation for a start by borrowing from their host two small canoes, each made of the trunk of a large tree hollowed out. Bunco acted as steersman in one of these. Will Osten, after a few hours practice, deemed himself sufficiently expert to take the post of honour in the other, and then, bidding adieu to Don Diego, and embarking with their guns and a large supply of ammunition and provisions, they commenced the ascent of the river Tacames, little thinking that some of the party would never descend that river or see Don Diego again!




Chapter Ten.

Hunting in the Wilds of Ecuador.

There is something very delightful and exhilarating in the first start on a hunting expedition into a wild and almost unknown region. After one gets into the thick of it the thoughts are usually too busy and too much in earnest with the actual realities in hand to permit of much rambling into the regions of romance  we say much because there is always some rambling of this sort  but, during the first day, before the actual work has well begun, while the adventures are as yet only anticipated, and the mind is free to revel in imaginings of what is possible and probable, there is a wild exultation which swells the heart and induces an irresistible tendency to shout. Indeed, on the present occasion, some of the party did shout lustily in order to vent their feelings; and Larry OHale, in particular, caused the jungle to echo so loudly with the sounds of his enthusiasm that the affrighted apes and jaguars must have trembled in their skins if they were possessed of ordinary feelings.

The scenery, with its accompaniments, was most beautiful and interesting. The river, a narrow one, flowed through a dense and continuous forest; rich and lofty trees over-arched it, affording agreeable shade, and on the branches were to be seen great numbers of kingfishers, parrots, and other birds of rich plumage, which filled the air at least with sound, if not with melody. The concert was further swelled by the constant cries of wild beasts  such as the howl of a tiger or the scream of a monkey. But there is no pleasure without some alloy. On this river mosquitoes were the alloy! These tormenting creatures persecuted the hunters by night as well as by day, for they are amongst the few insects which indulge in the pernicious habit of never going to bed. We cannot indeed say, authoritatively, that mosquitoes never sleep, but we can and do say that they torment human beings, and rob them of their sleep, if possible, without intermission. Larry OHale being of a fiery nature, was at first driven nearly to distraction, and, as he said himself, he did little else than slap his own face day and night in trying to kill the little varmints. Muggins bore up stoically, and all of them became callous in course of time. Fish of many kinds were seen in the clear water, and their first success in the sporting way was the spearing of two fine mullet. Soon after this incident, a herd of brown deer were seen to rush out of the jungle and dash down an open glade, with noses up and antlers resting back on their necks. A shot from Buncos gun alarmed but did not hit them, for Bunco had been taken by surprise, and was in an unstable canoe. Before the deer had disappeared, two or three loud roars were heard.

Quick! go ashore, whispered Bunco, running his canoe in among the overhanging bushes, and jumping out.

Three tigers bounded at that moment from the jungle in pursuit of the deer. Bunco took rapid aim, but his old flint gun missed fire. Luckily, Will Osten, having followed his example, was ready. He fired, and one of the tigers fell, mortally wounded. Before he could wriggle into the jungle Bunco ran up and put a bullet into his brain.

This was a splendid beginning, and the hunters were loud in their congratulations of each other, while Bunco skinned the tiger. But the reader must not suppose that we intend to chronicle every incident of this kind. We record this as a specimen of their work during the following three weeks. They did not indeed shoot a tiger daily, but they bagged several within that period, besides a number of deer and other game. We must hasten, however, to tell of an event which put a sudden stop to our heros hunting at that time, and resulted in the breaking-up of that hitherto united and harmonious party.

One evening, a little before sunset, they came upon a small clearing, in the midst of which was a little house erected, in the usual way, upon wooden legs. The hunters found, to their surprise, that it was inhabited by an Englishman named Gordon, who received them with great hospitality and evident pleasure. He lived almost alone, having only one negro man-servant, whose old mother performed the duties of housekeeper. Here they passed the night in pleasant intercourse with a man, who, besides being a countryman  and therefore full of interest about England, from which he heard regularly but at long intervals  was remarkably intelligent, and had travelled in almost every quarter of the globe. As to his motive for secluding himself in such a wild spot, they did not presume to inquire, and never found it out.

Next day they bade their host adieu, promising to make a point of spending another night in his house on their return. Our hunters had not gone far when a growl in one of the bushes induced them to land and search for the growler. They found him in the person of a large tiger, which Will Osten caught a glimpse of sneaking away with the lithe motions of a gigantic cat. A hurried shot wounded the beast, which, instead of flying, turned round suddenly, and, with a bound, alighted on our heros shoulders. The shock hurled him violently to the ground. During the momentary but terrific struggle for life that followed, Will had presence of mind to draw his hunting-knife, and plunge it, twice, deep into the tigers side, but the active claws of the creature tore his thighs and arms; several large blood-vessels were injured; the light faded from the eyes of Wandering Will; his strong arm lost its cunning, and, in the midst of a loud report, mingled with a roar like thunder in his ears, he fainted away.

When Will recovered his senses he found himself stretched on his back on a low couch in a hut, with a man kneeling over him, and his comrades gazing into his face with expressions of deep anxiety. Will attempted to speak, but could not; then he tried to move, and, in doing so, fainted. On recovering consciousness, he observed that no one was near him except Larry OHale, who lay extended at his side, looking through the open doorway of the hut, while a series of the most seraphic smiles played on his expressive countenance!

It would have been an interesting study to have watched the Irishman on that occasion. Just before Will Osten opened his eyes, he was looking into his pale face with an expression that was ludicrously woe-begone. The instant he observed the slightest motion in his patient, however, he became suddenly abstracted, and gazed, as we have said, with a seraphic expression through the doorway. Poor Larry acted thus, in order to avoid alarming his patient by his looks, but, in spite of his utmost caution, Will caught him in the transition state, which so tickled his risible faculties that he burst into a laugh, which only got the length of a sigh, however, and nearly produced another fainting fit.

Ah, then, darlin! whispered Larry, with the tenderness of a woman, dont do it now. Sure yell go off again av ye do. Kape quiet, dear. Tis all right yell be in a day or two. Bad luck to the baist that did it!

This latter remark brought the scene of the tiger-hunt suddenly to Wills remembrance, and he whispered, for he had not strength to speak aloud  

Was he killed? Who saved me?

Kilt! cried Larry, forgetting his caution in his excitement; faix he was, an Bunco did it, too  blissins on his dirty face  putt the ball betune his two eyes an took the laist bit of skin off yer own nose, but the blood was spoutin from ye like wather, an if it hadnt bin that the cliver feller knowed all about tyin up an  there, honey, I wint an forgot  dont mind me  och! sure, hes off again!

This was true. Our hero had lost almost the last drop of blood that he could spare with the slightest chance of recovery, and the mere exertion of listening was too much for him.

For many weeks he lay in the hut of that hospitable Englishman, slowly but gradually returning from the brink of the grave, and during this period he found his host to be a friend in need, not only to his torn and weak body, but also to his soul.

Day after day Gordon sat beside his couch with unwearied kindness, chatting to him about the old country, telling him anecdotes of his former life, and gradually leading him to raise his thoughts from the consideration of time to eternity.

Will Osten, like every unconverted man, rebelled at this at first; but Gordon was not a man to be easily repulsed. He did not force religious thoughts on Will, but his own thoughts were so saturated, if we may say so, with religion, that he could not avoid the subject, and his spirit and manner were so winning that our hero was at last pleased to listen. Wills recovery was slow and tedious. Before he was able to leave Gordons cottage his independent spirit was subdued by the Spirit of God, and he was enabled to exchange slavery to Self for freedom in the service of Jesus Christ. For many a day after that did Will Osten lie helpless on his couch, perusing with deep interest the Testament given to him by his mother when he left home.

During this period his companions did not forsake him, but spent their time in hunting and conveying the proceeds to Tacames, where they disposed of them profitably. On one of these occasions they found that an English ship had touched at the port in passing, and, among other things, Larry brought a number of old newspapers to the invalid. Among the first that he opened Will read the announcement of the sudden death of his own father! No information was given beyond the usual and formal statement, with the simple addition of the words deeply regretted.

We need not say that this was a terrible shock to the poor wanderer  a shock which was rendered all the more severe when he reflected that he had parted from his father in anger. In his weak condition, Will could not bear up under the blow, and, for some days, he lay in such a depressed state of mind and body that his comrades began to fear for his life. But after that he rallied, and a sudden improvement took place in his health.

One day he called his companions round him, and said:  

Friends, I have resolved to leave you and return to Europe. You know my reasons. I am not a companion, but only a drag upon you; besides, my mother is left unprotected. You will excuse me if I decline to enter into a discussion on this point. I have not strength for it, and my resolve is fixed.

Will paused, and Larry OHale, with a leer on his countenance, asked by what road he meant to travel.

Across the Andes to the northern coast of South America, answered Will, smiling.

An you as waik as wather, with legs like the pins of a wather-wagtail!

That will soon mend, said Will, jumping up and pulling on his clothes; get ready to go out hunting with me, Larry, if you have a mind to!

Despite the remonstrances of his friend, Will Osten went out with his gun, trembling with weakness at every step. He was soon induced to return to the cottage, but his resolve was fixed. Next day he went out again, and, finally, in the course of a week or two, had recovered so much of his old vigour that he felt able to set out on his journey. Of course there were many disputings and arguings as to who should go with him, but it was finally agree that Larry and Bunco should be his companions. Indeed these two would take no denial, and vowed that if he declined to accept of them as comrades they would follow him as a rear-guard! Muggins and Old Peter decided that they would return to Tacames, and make their way thence to California.

Just before parting, Larry took Muggins aside and said, in as dismal a tone as his jovial spirit was capable of, Its little I thought, mate, that you an me would come for to part in this way, but ov coorse, I couldnt leave Mr Osten in such a fix, so, dye see, I must say farewell; but kape yer weather eye open, ould boy, for as sure as Larry OHale has got two legs, which makes a pair, youll see him in Callyforny yit, diggin for his fortin. In the main time, as I know yell want money, an as Ive made a lot more than you by huntin  becase of being a better shot, dye see  heres a small sum which I axes you to accept of as a testimoniyall of my ondyin friendship.

Muggins bluntly refused the leathern bag which Larry thrust into his hand, but he ultimately allowed him to force it into his pocket  and turned away with a sigh.

It was a lovely morning when Wandering Will sorrowfully bade his friends farewell, and, with his faithful followers, turned his face towards the snow-capped range of the mighty Andes.




Chapter Eleven.

Wandering Will travels, finds his Profession Profitable, and sees a Good Deal of Life in New Forms.

The first part of the journey was performed in a canoe on the Tacames river, up which they ascended with considerable speed. The scenery was delightfully varied. In some places the stream was wide, in others very narrow, fringed along the banks with the most luxuriant timber and brushwood, in which the concert kept up by birds and beasts was constant but not disagreeable to the ears of such enthusiastic sportsmen as Will Osten, Larry OHale, and Bunco. The only disagreeable objects in the landscape were the alligators, which hideously ugly creatures were seen, covered with mud, crawling along the banks and over slimy places, with a sluggish motion of their bodies and an antediluvian sort of glare in their eyes that was peculiarly disgusting. They were found to be comparatively harmless, however. If they had chanced to catch a man asleep they would have seized him no doubt, and dragged him into the water, but being arrant cowards, they had not the pluck to face even a little boy when he was in motion.

Towards the afternoon of the first day, the hunters came to a long bend in the river. Here Will Osten resolved to leave Bunco to proceed alone with the canoe, while he and Larry crossed the country in search of game. Their friend Gordon had given them an elaborate chart of the route up to the mountains, so that they knew there was a narrow neck of jungle over which they might pass and meet the canoe after it had traversed the bend in the river.

Have you got the tinder-box, Larry? inquired Will, as they were about to start.

Ay, an the powder an shot too, not to mintion the bowie-knife. Bad luck to the wild baists as comes to close quarters wid me, anyhow.

He displayed an enormous and glittering knife as he spoke, with which he made two or three savage cuts and thrusts at imaginary tigers before returning it to its sheath.

Cautioning Bunco to keep a good look-out for them on the other side of the neck of land, the hunters entered the forest. For several hours they trudged through bush and brake, over hill and dale, in jungle and morass, meadow and ravine, without seeing anything worth powder and shot, although they heard the cries of many wild creatures.

Och! theres wan at long last, whispered Larry, on coming to the edge of a precipice that overlooked a gorge or hollow, at the bottom of which a tiger was seen tearing to pieces the carcase of a poor goat that it had captured. It was a long shot, but Larry was impatient. He raised his gun, fired, and missed. Will Osten fired immediately and wounded the brute, which limped away, howling, and escaped. The carcass of the goat, however, remained, so the hunters cut off the best parts of the flesh for supper, and then hastened to rejoin the canoe, for the shades of night were beginning to fall. For an hour longer they walked, and then suddenly they both stopped and looked at each other.

I do belaive weve gone an lost ourselves again, said Larry.

I am afraid you are right, replied Will, with a half smile; come, try to climb to the top of yonder tree on the eminence; perhaps you may be able to see from it how the land lies.

Larry went off at once, but on coming down said it was so dark that he could see nothing but dense forest everywhere. There was nothing for it now but to encamp in the woods. Selecting, therefore, a large spreading tree, Larry kindled a fire under it, and his companion in trouble discharged several shots in succession to let Bunco know their position if he should be within hearing.

Neither Will nor Larry took troubles of this kind much to heart. As soon as a roaring fire was blazing, with the sparks flying in clouds into the trees overhead, and the savoury smell of roasting goats flesh perfuming the air, they threw care to the dogs and gave themselves up to the enjoyment of the hour, feeling assured that Bunco would never desert them, and that all should be well on the morrow. After supper they ascended the tree, for the howling of wild beasts increased as the night advanced, warning them that it would be dangerous to sleep on the ground. Here they made a sort of stage or platform among the branches, which was converted into a comfortable couch by being strewn six inches deep with leaves. Only one at a time dared venture to sleep, however, for creatures that could climb had to be guarded against. At first this was a light duty, but as time passed by it became extremely irksome, and when Larry was awakened by Will to take his second spell of watching, he vented his regrets in innumerable grunts, growls, coughs, and gasps, while he endeavoured to rub his eyes open with his knuckles.

Have a care, lad, said Will, with a sleepy laugh as he lay down; the tigers will mistake your noise for an invitation to

A snore terminated the speech.

Bad luck to them, yawned Larry, endeavouring to gaze round him. In less than a minute his chin fell forward on his breast, and he began to tumble backwards. Awaking with a start under the impression that he was falling off the tree, he threw out both his arms violently and recovered himself.

Come, Larry, he muttered to himself, with a facetious smile of the most idiotical description, dont give way like that, boy. Aint ye standin sintry? an its death by law to slaip at yer post. Och! but the eyes o me wont kape open. Lean yer back agin that branch to kape ye from fallin. There  now howld up like a man  like a  man  ould  booy. His words came slower and slower, until, at the last, his head dropped forward on his chest, and he fell into a profound sleep, to the immense delight of a very small monkey which had been watching his motions for some time, and which now ventured to approach and touch the various articles that lay beside the sleepers, with intense alarm, yet with fiendish glee, depicted on its small visage.

Thus some hours of the night were passed, but before morning the rest of the sleepers was rudely broken by one of the most appalling roars they had yet heard. They were up and wide awake instantly, with their guns ready and fingers on the triggers!

Its draimin we must have

A rustling in the branches overhead checked him, and next moment the roar was repeated. Larry, with an irresistible feeling of alarm, echoed it and fired right above his head  doing nothing more serious, however, than accelerating the flight of the already horrified monkey. The shot was followed by another roar, which ended in something like a hideous laugh.

Sure tis a hieena! exclaimed Larry, reloading in violent haste.

A hyena! exclaimed Will ay, and a black one, too! Come down, Bunco, you scoundrel, else Ill put a bullet in your thick skull.

At this invocation the rustling overhead increased, and Bunco dropped upon the platform, grinning from ear to ear at the success of his practical joke.

Och, ye blackymoor! cried Larry, seizing the native by the throat and shaking him; what dye mean be such doins, eh?

Me mean noting, said Bunco, still chuckling prodigiously; but it am most glorus fun for fright de bowld Irishesman.

Sit down, ye kangaroo, an tell us how ye found us out, cried Larry.

You heard our shots, I suppose? said Will. To this Bunco replied that he had not only heard their shots, but had seen them light their fire, and eat their supper, and prepare their couch, and go to sleep, all of which he enjoyed so intensely, in prospect of the joke he meant to perpetrate, that he was obliged to retire several times during the evening to a convenient distance and roar in imitation of a tiger, merely to relieve his feelings without betraying his presence. He added, that the canoe was about five minutes walk from where they sat, and somewhat mollified the indignation of his comrades by saying that he would watch during the remainder of the night while they slept.

Next morning at daybreak the party re-embarked in the canoe and continued their journey. Soon the character of the country changed. After a few days the thick forests had disappeared, and richly cultivated small farms took their place. Everywhere they were most hospitably entertained by the inhabitants, who styled Will Physico, because Bunco made a point of introducing him as a doctor. One evening they arrived at a little town with a small and rapid stream of water passing through it. There was a square in the centre of the town, surrounded by orange, lemon, and other trees, which formed an agreeable shade and filled the air with fragrance. Not only was there no doctor here, but one was seldom or never seen. Immediately, therefore, our Physico was besieged for advice, and his lancet, in particular, was in great request, for the community appeared to imagine that bloodletting was a cure for all the ills that flesh is heir to! Will of course did his best for them, and was surprised as well as pleased by the number of doubloons with which the grateful people fed him. After passing some days very pleasantly here, Will made preparations to continue his journey, when an express arrived bringing intelligence from several of the surrounding towns to the effect that a sort of revolution had broken out. It was fomented by a certain colonel in the employment of the State, who, finding that his services and those of his followers were not paid with sufficient regularity, took the simple method of recruiting his finances by a levy on the various towns in his neighbourhood. He was, in fact, a bandit. Some towns submitted, others remonstrated, and a few resisted. When it was ascertained that the colonel and his men were on their way to the town in which our travellers sojourned, preparations were at once made for defence, and of course Will Osten and his comrades could do no less than volunteer their services.




Chapter Twelve.

In which Terrible Things are treated of  The Andes are crossed, the Orinoco descended and the Book ended.

At the time of which we write it was not an uncommon thing, in the provinces on the western coast of South America, for dissatisfied military officers, with a number of malcontents, to get up miniature revolutions, which were generally put down after much plundering and bloodshed. These bands of armed men went about like regular banditti, disturbing the peace of the whole country. They were not much heard of in Europe, because intercommunication and telegraphy did not exist then as they do now, and insignificant affairs of the kind were not taken much notice of.

One effect of the threatened attack on the town about which we write was, that the people became desperately excited and tremendously vigorous in their preparations. Arms were sought out and distributed; chests were opened, and gold and silver  in quantities that amazed Will and his friends  taken out and buried in the woods. Pistols, guns, and swords were produced in abundance, with plenty of ammunition, and the manner in which the men handled these proved that they meant to make a determined stand. Trees were felled, and the roads leading to the town barricaded. As the express came along he spread the news around, and farmers came in from all quarters driving their cattle before them. All the arrangements for defence were made under the direction of Don Pedro, a retired officer, who proved to be quite equal to the occasion, posted his men judiciously, and sent out scouts on horseback. Will Osten, Larry, and Bunco were left to do as they pleased, so they armed themselves, procured horses, kept close together, and rode about the town observing the arrangements. The night passed without alarm, but early in the morning a horseman arrived with the news that the rebels were advancing. A few hours afterwards they appeared in full view. Some were mounted, but the majority were on foot, and a more villainous set of rascals could not well be imagined. They advanced irregularly, evidently not expecting opposition from so insignificant a town, but those who first approached the barricades were received with such a galling fire that several were killed, many wounded, and the rest driven back.

Their leader, a tall dark man on a powerful charger, rode to the front in a towering passion, and endeavoured to rally the men. At that moment a bold idea flashed upon Will Osten. He suddenly put spurs to his horse, galloped round to the lowest part of the barricade, leaped over it, and, drawing his sword, charged the leader of the rebels like a thunderbolt. The man faced him, and raised his sword, to defend himself, but Wills first cut was so powerful that it broke down his guard, cleft his helmet, and tumbled him out of the saddle.

The contending parties had scarce time to realise what was being done when the deed was completed, and a wild cheer burst from the townspeople, high above which there sounded a terrific hooroo! and next instant, Larry OHale, followed by Bunco, shot from the barricades, and charged the foe! The consternation caused by the suddenness and the unexpected nature of this onset made the banditti waver, and, when they beheld the townsmen pouring out from their defences and rushing at them with an evident determination to conquer or die, they turned and fled! The rout was complete, and for some time the people of the town continued to chase and slay the enemy, until the pursuit was suddenly stopped by an event as terrible as it was unexpected.

For some weeks previous to the day when the town was assaulted, the neighbourhood, and, indeed, the whole of the surrounding provinces, had been visited by a series of slight earthquakes. So common are these tremblings and heavings of the earth in South America, that unless very severe, not much notice is taken of them. At the time of which we write, the slight shocks had been so frequent that the people were comparatively indifferent to them. On the very day of the assault there had been several smarter shocks than usual, and some of the more thoughtful among the inhabitants remembered that it was on an unusually dry summer, similar to the one that was then passing, that a terrible earthquake had visited the province of Venezuela and entirely demolished the city of Caraccas. But the sudden attack of the rebels had for the time banished all thought of earthquakes.

It was while the people of the town were pursuing their enemies that another shock of the earthquake occurred, and it was so violent that many of the pursuers paused, while others turned at once and ran back to the town. Here they found the women and children in a state of consternation, for they had more thoroughly realised the force of the shock; and the dreadful scenes that had taken place in Caraccas, when upwards of ten thousand of the inhabitants perished, were still fresh in their memory. Another shock occurred just as Don Pedro, Will Osten, and his friends galloped into the principal square of the town. Here there were hundreds of cattle which had been driven there for safety, and crowds of people hurrying to and fro. The horsemen rode towards the principal church of the town, which had been made a place of temporary retreat for the women and children. They had got within a few hundred yards of it when there came a shock so terrible that it seemed as if the binding forces of nature were being dissolved. Hollow thunderings were heard deep in the bowels of the earth, which heaved and undulated almost as if it had been in a semi-liquid state, while great rents and fissures occurred here and there. Will Ostens horse stumbled into one of these and threw him, but he leaped up unhurt. Don Pedro and the others pulled up and dismounted hastily. Before they could make up their minds which way to turn or what to do, another shock occurred; the houses on either side of them began to sway to and fro, and one not far distant fell. Just then a terrible crash was heard, and Will Osten turned round in time to see the large church in the act of falling. Women and children were rushing out of it frantically, but those within were doomed. One wild and awful shriek mingled with the roar of the tumbling edifice, and five hundred souls were instantaneously buried in a common grave.

Terrible though this event was, much of the impression it was fitted to make on those who witnessed it was lost because of the danger that surrounded themselves. The shock or series of shocks continued for several minutes, during which time the houses were falling into ruins in all directions, and there was so much danger in remaining in any of the streets that most of the inhabitants who had escaped flocked, as with one consent, into the great square  many of them, however, being killed by falling masonry on their way thither. Others nearer the outskirts of the town fled into the woods.

When this shock ceased, the earthquake appeared to have terminated for that time, but even if it had continued, further damage could scarcely have been done, for the little town was reduced to a heap of ruins. The desolation was complete. Scarcely a house was left uninjured, and the greater part of the buildings were completely demolished. But the sights that met the eye were not more terrible than the sounds which filled the ear. Death and destruction reigned on every side. Groans of agony and frantic cries for deliverance were heard issuing from beneath the ruins, while men, women, and children were seen rushing about with dishevelled hair and bloodshot eyes, wildly searching for, and shouting the names of, their lost relatives and friends, or crying to God for mercy. It was a sickening and terrible sight  a sight in regard to which those who dwell in the more favoured parts of our sin-smitten world can form but a very faint conception.

At first all was disorder, but by degrees the spirits of the survivors began to calm down a little, and then systematic efforts were made to rescue those who had not been killed outright. It need scarcely be said that in this work our hero and his companions were conspicuously energetic. Will and Don Pedro organised the men into gangs and wherever cries or groans were heard, they tore up and removed the ruins so vigorously that the poor sufferers were speedily released; but in performing this work they uncovered the torn, crushed, and mangled bodies of hundreds of the dead.

Come here, Larry, said Will, in a low, sad tone, as he stood on a pile of rubbish digging towards a spot where he had heard a faint cry as if from a female. The Irishman leaped to his side and saw a small hand sticking out of the rubbish. It quivered convulsively, showing that life still remained. With desperate eagerness, yet tender care, the two men disentombed the poor creature, who proved to be a women with a child clasped tightly in her broken and lacerated right arm. The woman was alive, but the poor child was dead, the skull having been completely smashed and its brains scattered on its mothers bosom. As they carried them away, the woman also expired.

In the course of a few hours great numbers of wounded persons, young and old, were laid under the lemon-trees by the banks of the little stream that traversed the town. Some were slightly hurt, but by far the greater number were terribly crushed and lacerated  many of them past all hope of recovery. To these sufferers Will Osten now gave his undivided attention, washing and bandaging wounds, amputating limbs, and endeavouring by every means to relieve them and save their lives, while to the dying he tried, in the little Spanish he knew, to convey words of spiritual comfort, sometimes finding it impossible to do more than whisper the name of Jesus in a dying ear, while hurriedly passing from one to another. If earnest heart-expressive glances from eyes that were slowly fading conveyed any evidence of good having been done, Wills labour of love was not spent in vain.

Reader, a volume would not suffice to detail a tithe of the sights and scenes of thrilling and dreadful interest that occurred in that small South American town on the occasion of the earthquake. Yet, awful though these were, they were as nothing compared with the more stupendous calamities that have been caused by earthquakes in that land of instability, not only in times long past, but in times so very recent that the moss cannot yet have begun to cover, nor the weather to stain, the tombstones and monuments of those who perished.

For many weeks Will Osten remained there tending the sick and dying. Then he bade his kind unfortunate friends farewell, and, once more turning his face towards the Cordillera of the Andes, resumed his homeward journey with his faithful attendants.

There are times in the career of a man  especially of one who leads a wandering and adventurous life  when it seems as though the events of a lifetime were compressed into the period of a few months, or weeks, or even days. Such, at least, was the experience of our hero while he travelled in the equatorial regions of South America. Events succeeded each other with such rapidity, and accumulated on each other to such an extent, that when he looked back it appeared utterly incredible that he and his companions had landed on the coast of Peru only a few months before. It was natural, indeed, that in such a region, where the phenomena and the forces of nature are so wild and vast, one incident or adventure should follow quickly on the heels of another, but it did not seem to be altogether natural that each incident should be more singular or tremendous than its predecessor. In short, there seemed to be neither rhyme nor reason, as Larry said, in the fact that they should be continually getting out of the frying-pan into the fire. Yet so it was, and, now that they had left the low country and plunged into the magnificent recesses of the great Andes, the metaphor was still applicable, though not, perhaps, equally appropriate, for, whereas the valleys they had quitted were sweltering in tropical heat, the mountains they had now ascended were clothed in wintry snow.

Far down in the valleys Will Osten and his friends had left their canoe, and hired mules with an arriero or mule-driver to guide them over the difficult and somewhat dangerous passes of the Andes. They had reached the higher altitudes of the mountains when we again introduce them to the reader, and were urging their mules forward, in order to reach a somewhat noted pass, before the breaking out of a storm which the arriero knew, from certain indications in the sky, was rapidly approaching. The party consisted of four  Will, Larry, Bunco, and the arriero  with three baggage-mules.

On reaching an elevated position at a turn in the road whence they could see far in advance, they halted.

Why, I had supposed this was the pass, said Will Osten, turning to Bunco; ask the arriero how far off it is now.

Troth, its my belaif that theres no pass at all, said Larry, somewhat doggedly, as he shifted about uneasily in the saddle; havent we bin comin up to places all day that we thought was the pass,  but they wasnt; I dont think Mister Arryhairo knows it hisself, and this baist of a mule has blistered my hands an amost broke my arms with baitin of it  not to mintion other parts o me body. Och, but its a grand place, afther all  very nigh as purty as the Lakes of Killarney, only a bit bigger.

The country was indeed a little bigger! From the dizzy ledge on which they stood a scene of the wildest sublimity met their gaze, and, for a few minutes, the travellers regarded it in profound silence. Mountains, crags, gorges, snowy peaks, dark ravines, surrounded them, spread out below them, rose up above them everywhere in the utmost confusion. It was the perfection of desolation  the realisation of chaos. At their feet, far down in the gorge below, lay a lake so dark that it might have been ink; but it was clear and so very still that every rock in the cliffs around it was faithfully portrayed. High overhead rose one of the more elevated peaks of the Andes, which, being clothed in pure snow, looked airy  almost unreal  against the blue sky. The highest peak of the Andes (Chimborazo) is more than 21,000 feet above the sea. The one before them was probably a few hundred feet lower. Of living creatures, besides themselves, only one species was to be seen  the gigantic condor  the royal eagle of the Andes, which soars higher, it is said, than any other bird of its kind. Hundreds of condors were seen hovering above them, watching for their prey,  the worn-out and forsaken mules or cattle, which, while being driven over the pass, perished from exhaustion.

The ugly brutes! Is it a goat theyve got howld of there? said Larry, pointing to a place where several of these monstrous eagles were apparently disputing about some prize.

On reaching the place, the object in question was found to be the skeleton of a mule, from which every morsel of flesh had been carefully picked.

Hold my mule, Larry, whispered Will, throwing the reins to his comrade, and grasping a rifle with which one of his grateful patients who survived the earthquake had presented him. A condor had seated himself, in fancied security, on a cliff about two hundred yards off, but a well-aimed bullet brought him tumbling down. He was only winged, and when Will came up and saw his tremendous talons and beak, he paused to consider how he should lay hold of him.

Och, what claws! exclaimed Larry.

Ah! said Bunco, smiling, more teribuble for scratch than yoos grandmoder, eh?

Before they could decide how to proceed, the arriero came up, threw the noose of his lasso over the head of the magnificent bird, and secured it easily. He measured eight feet seven inches from tip to tip of the expanded wings.

Will Osten was anxious to skin this bird, and carry it away with him as a trophy, but the guide protested. He said that the pass was now really within a short distance of them, but that the thunder-storm would soon come on, and if it caught them in the pass they ran a chance of all being lost. Will, therefore, contented himself with cutting off the head and talons of the condor, and then resumed his toilsome upward journey.

According to the arrieros prophecy, the storm burst upon them in less than two hours, while they were still some distance from the top of the pass.

Although they had now reached the region of snow, the zig-zag track by which they ascended was tolerably visible, but as they proceeded dark clouds overspread the sky, and snow fell heavily, while peals of muttering thunder came from afar, echoing among the mountain peaks and betokening the rapid approach of the storm. The arriero looked anxious, and urged the mules on with whip and voice, turning his eyes furtively, now and then, in the direction of the dark clouds. Presently, on turning one of the bends in the track, they came upon a singular party travelling in the opposite direction. Their singularity consisted chiefly in this, that instead of mules they had a train of bullock-waggons, which were laden with ponderous mill-machinery. At their head rode a fine-looking man of middle age, who addressed Will in Spanish. Buncos services as interpreter being called into requisition, the traveller told them that the pass was pretty clear, but advised them to make haste, as the storm would soon break, and might render it impassable. On the same ground he excused himself for not staying to exchange news with them.

Your cargo is a strange one, said Will, as they were about to part.

The traveller admitted that it was, and explained that he meant to erect a flour-mill in his native town, towards which he was hastening.

At these words the arriero seemed peculiarly affected. He advanced to the traveller and said a few words. The latter started, turned pale, and asked a few hurried questions. While the arriero was replying, the pallor of the travellers countenance increased; a wild fire seemed to shoot from his eyes, and his hands clutched convulsively the poncho which covered his breast. Suddenly he returned to his followers and gave them a few hurried orders, then, without noticing any one, he put spurs to his mule, and galloping down the track like a madman, was out of sight in a moment. His men at once unharnessed the cattle and followed him, leaving the waggons and the ponderous machinery in the snow.

The first gust of the storm burst upon the travellers at this moment, and Will with his friends had to ride to a neighbouring cliff for shelter before he could ask the meaning of the peculiar conduct of the stranger. The guide soon cleared up the mystery by telling him, through Bunco, that the traveller was an inhabitant of the town which had been so recently destroyed by the earthquake. I happened to know him by name, continued the guide, and am aware that his wife with every member of his family was buried in the ruins. You saw how deeply he took it to heart, poor fellow.

Poor fellow indeed; God help him, said Will sadly, as he left the shelter of the cliff, and continued the ascent.

They never saw the unfortunate man again, but it is worthy of remark that, years after, Will Osten heard of him through a friend who happened to cross the Andes at the same point. The blow had been so severe that he never returned to claim his property; and there it lay for many a day on the wild mountain pass  perchance there it lies still  far from the abodes of men, and utterly useless, save as a ponderous monument and memorial of the terrible catastrophe which had robbed its owner of home, kindred, wealth, and earthly hope.

The storm had at last burst upon our travellers in all its fury  and very different is the storm in these weird altitudes, where earth and heaven seem to meet, than in the plains below. The wind came whistling down the gorges as if through funnels, driving before it not only snow, but sand and pebbles, so that for a time our travellers being unable to face it, were compelled to seek shelter under a ledge of rock. After the first burst there was a short lull, of which they availed themselves to push on. Will, being mounted on the best mule, went considerably ahead of his companions; but at last the falling snow became so thick as to render objects almost invisible. The track, too, which ran unpleasantly near the edge of a precipice, was almost obliterated, so he thought it best to wait for the others. Just then another squall came howling down the gorge at his right. His mule became restive and frightened, and, slipping on the snow, came down on its knees. The violence of the wind rendered it almost impossible to keep the saddle, so this decided Will. He slid off. Scarcely had he done so when there came a gust which fortunately threw him flat down; at the same time his mule staggered over the edge of the precipice. One moment Will saw the poor animal struggling to regain its footing  the next it was rolling down into the abyss, bounding from rock to rock, and he knew, although the swirling snow prevented him seeing it, that his steed was, in a few minutes, dashed to pieces in the gorge a thousand feet below. For some time Will did not dare to rise. The gale grew fiercer every moment, and the darkness  not of night, but of thick clouds  increased. As the snow accumulated over him he feared being buried alive, so he struggled out of the drift and looked around him. It was utter chaos  not a landmark was visible. Having turned round once or twice, he did not know how to direct his steps. While hesitating as to what he should do, another gust swept by, carried away his hat and poncho, tore his over-coat right up the back and compelled him to lie down again, in which position he remained until he felt benumbed with cold. Knowing that to remain much longer in that position would insure his death, our hero rose and staggered forward a few paces  he scarce knew whither. There was a lull in the gale at this time, and he continued to advance, when a voice behind arrested him.

Hooroo! doctor, whereabouts are ye?

Hallo! Larry, here I am, all right.

Faix, its well ye are that same, said Larry, looming through the drifting snow like a white spectre, for its all wrong with us. Wan o the poor baists wi the packs has gone clane over the cliffs an bin smashed to smithereens  more be token its the wan that carried the kittle an the salt beef, but the wan wi the biscuit an the fryin-pan is safe, an thats a comfort, anyhow.

Will expressed his regret at this, and was beginning to tell how his own mule had been killed, when Bunco suddenly made his appearance, and, seizing him by the collar, dragged him with extreme violence a few paces forward. For one brief instant a flush of anger mingled with Wills surprise at this unceremonious treatment; but all other feelings gave way to one of gratitude to God when, observing his faithful attendant point to the spot from which he had been dragged, he turned round and saw that he had been standing on the extreme verge of the precipice. Had he advanced one step after being arrested by the voice of his comrade, his mangled body would, in a few seconds, have been lying beside that of his poor mule!

There was no time to speak of these things, however, just then, for the storm, or rather the squall, burst forth again with increased violence, and the pass was still before them  so like the men of a forlorn hope who press up to the breach, they braced themselves to renew the conflict, and pushed on. The truth of the proverb, that fortune favours the brave, was verified on this occasion. The storm passed over almost as quickly as it had begun, the sky cleared up, and, before night set in, they had crossed the pass, and were rapidly descending the eastern side of the mountains towards the fertile plains and valleys of Columbia.

The transition from the wintry cold of the high regions of the Andes to the intense tropical heat of the plains and forests was rapidly made. In a few days the travellers were obliged to throw off their ponchos and warm garments, and at the end of a few weeks we find them stretched out lazily in the stern of a canoe, under the guidance of four Creoles, floating quietly down one of the numerous tributaries of the Orinoco. The change was not only sudden but also agreeable. In truth, our adventurers had been so long subjected by that time to excitement and exhausting toil  especially while crossing the mountains  that the most robust among them began to long for a little rest, both bodily and mental, and, now that they lay idly on their backs gazing at the passing scenery, listening to the ripple of the water and smoking cigarettes, it seemed as if the troubles of life had all passed away and nothing but peace lay around and before them.

Tis paradise intirely, observed Larry, removing his cigarette for a moment, and winking facetiously at a small monkey which happened to peep at him just then through the foliage overhead.

Him wont be long like dat, said Bunco.

Come, now, ye ill-omened spalpeen, dont be causin yer dirty clouds to come over this purty vision. Wots the use o cryin before yere hurt, or pretendin to know the futur whin ye knows nothin about it? Yere no better than a baboon, Bunco, as Ive fraiquintly had occasion to tell ye before now.

Bunco made no reply to this, but smiled slightly as he changed his position to one of greater comfort, and lit a fresh cigarette.

Larry, said Will Osten, did you remember to put the fresh meat in the canoe this morning?

Och! morther, cried the Irishman, starting up with a look of desperate annoyance on his expressive face; sure Ive wint an forgot it! Its hangin at this minit on the branch where I putt it last night for fear o the tigers  bad luck to them!

Ho, ho! ejaculated Bunco, paradise am gone aready!

Larry turned upon his friend with a look that betokened no good, and appeared to meditate an assault, when Will Osten said quietly, Never mind, Larry; I luckily observed your omission, and put it into the canoe myself.

Ah, then, doctor, its not right of e to trifle wid a poor mans feelins in that way, especially in regard to his stummick, which, wid me, is a tinder point. Howsever, its all right, so Ill light another o thim cigarettes. Theyre not bad things after all, though small an waik at the best for a man as was used to twist an a black pipe since he was two foot high.

The Irishman lay down and once more sought to recover his lost paradise, but was interrupted by an exclamation from one of the canoe-men, who pointed to a part of the rivers bank where no fewer than eight crocodiles were lying basking in the sun. They were of various sizes, from eight to twenty feet in length, and slept with their jaws wide open, and their formidable rows of teeth exposed to view.

Well, wots to do? asked Larry, half rising.

Oh! hums only want you to look to de brutes tink you hab never seed him fore to-day, said Bunco.

Tell him hes mistaken, then, replied Larry testily; weve often seed em before, an dont want to be roused up by such trifles.

Saying this, the Irishman once more sank into a recumbent state of felicity; but his peaceful tendency was doomed to frequent interruptions, not only on that day, but on many other occasions during the voyage down the Orinoco.

In the evening of that same day he had an adventure which induced him to suspect, more strongly even than Bunco, that terrestrial paradise was indeed still a long way off. The party landed at a small clearing, where they were hospitably received by a professional tiger-hunter, who, although nearly half-naked and almost black, was a very dignified personage, and called himself Don Emanuel. This Don invited them up to smoke and eat at his residence, which turned out to be a very large one  no less than the wild forest itself, for he disdained houses, and was wont to sling his hammock, nightly, between two trees. At his encampment they were introduced to his wife and two daughters, who were as wild and as lightly clad as himself, and the only evidence (if evidence it was) that the ladies belonged to the gentler sex was, that Donna Isabella  the elder sister  fondled a large cat, for which she appeared to entertain a strong affection. Having supped and smoked, the travellers slung their hammocks to the trees and went to sleep. In the middle of the night, several times, they were awakened by the cries of the denizens of the thickets. It was supposed that when any two of these took to fighting the others were stirred up to roar in sympathy! Be this as it may, the mingled cries, roars, and shrieks, of sapajous, alouates, jaguars, cougars, pacaris, sloths, curassows, parraquas, etcetera, broke forth from time to time with such fury, that sleep was almost unattainable; then a thunderstorm came on which wet them to the skin; after that a large vampire-bat bit Bunco on the nose, causing that worthy to add his noise to the general concert; and, finally, a soft hairy animal dropt from a branch into Larry OHales hammock. The Irishman received it with open arms and a yell of terror. He crushed it to his chest, which drew forth a responsive yell of agony from the animal, whose claws and teeth were instantly fixed in Larrys chin and cheeks. He caught it by the tail  the teeth and claws were at once transferred to his hands; then he seized it by the throat, from which there issued a gasping shriek as he hurled it high into the air, whence it descended into the embers of the expiring fire, and, bolting violently from that too-warm spot, sent up a shower of sparks which revealed the fact that the unfortunate man had all but annihilated Donna Isabellas favourite cat!

Thus they proceeded down the Orinoco, and, finally, reached the sea-coast, where they opportunely found a vessel ready to sail for Old England. It was not long, therefore, before they were once more out upon the wide sea, with the happy consciousness that they were actually homeward bound.

There are times in a mans career when realities appear to memory like the dim shadows of a dream, just as there are periods when dreams rise up with all the bold and startling vividness of reality. Our adventurers felt something of this when they had been a few days at sea, and began to think of and talk about their recent career in South America. It seemed to them as though their romantic life in the woods, their encounters with wild beasts, their adventures and misadventures in Ecuador, their dangers and difficulties in crossing the Andes, and their tranquil descent of the Orinoco, were a confused yet vivid vision; and often, while pacing the deck together, or sitting on the bulwarks of the ship in the dreamy idleness of passenger-life at sea, did they comment upon the difficulty they had in regarding as indubitable facts the events of the last few months.

Nevertheless, as Larry expressed it, there could be no doubt whatever that it was all true, and after all, according to his carefully formed estimate, worse luck might have befallen them than being cast away on the shores of Peroo an lost in the forest!
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Chapter One.

The Wreck in the Bay.

On a dark November afternoon, not many years ago, Captain Boyns sat smoking his pipe in his own chimney-corner, gazing with a somewhat anxious expression at the fire. There was cause for anxiety, for there raged at the time one of the fiercest storms that ever blew on the shores of England.

The wind was howling in the chimney with wild fury; slates and tiles were being swept off the roofs of the fishermens huts and whirled up into the air as if they had been chips of wood; and rain swept down and along the ground in great sheets of water, or whirled madly in the air and mingled with the salt spray that came direct from the English Channel; while, high and loud above all other sounds, rose the loud plunging roar of the mighty sea.

I fear there will be a call before long, Nancy, for the services of the new lifeboat, said Captain Boyns, rising and taking down an oilcloth coat and sou-wester, which he began to put on leisurely; Ill go down to the beach and see whats doin at the Cove.

The captain was a fine specimen of a British sailor. He was a massive man, of iron build, and so tall that his sou-wester almost touched the ceiling of his low-roofed parlour. His face was eminently masculine, and his usual expression was a compound of sternness, gravity, and good-humour. He was about forty years of age, and, unlike the men of his class at that time, wore a short curly black beard and moustache, which, with his deeply bronzed countenance, gave him the aspect of a foreigner.

God help those on the sea, said Mrs Boyns, in reply to her husbands remark; Im thankful, Dan, that you are on shore this night.

Nancy was a good-looking, lady-like woman of thirty-three or thereabouts, without anything particularly noteworthy about her. She was busy with her needle at the time we introduce her, and relapsed into silence, while her stalwart husband pulled on a pair of huge sea-boots.

Did you hear a gun, Nancy? cried the captain, as a terrific blast shook every timber in the cottage there! aint that it again?

Nancy listened intently, but could hear nothing save the raging of the storm. The captain completed his toilet, and was about to leave the room when the door suddenly burst open, and a lad of about fourteen years of age sprang in.

Father, he cried, his eyes flashing with excitement, theres a brig on the sands, and they are going to launch the new lifeboat!

Whereaway ist, lad? asked Boyns, as he buttoned up his coat.

To leeard of the breakwater.

Oh Harry, dont be too venturesome, cried Mrs Boyns earnestly, as her strapping boy was about to follow his father out into the pelting storm.

Harry, who was tall and strong for his age, and very like his father in many respects, turning round with a hearty smile, cried, No fear, mother, and next instant was gone.

The scene on the beach when father and son reached it was very impressive. So furious was the gale that it tore up sand and gravel and hurled it against the faces of the hardy men who dared to brave the storm. At times there were blasts so terrible that a wild shriek, as if of a storm-fiend, rent the air, and flakes of foam were whirled madly about. But the most awful sight of all was the seething of the sea as it advanced in a succession of great breaking rollers into the bay, and churned itself white among the rocks.

Out among these billows, scarce visible in the midst of the conflicting elements, were seen the dark hull, shattered masts, and riven sails of a large brig, over which the waves made clear breaches continually.

In the little harbour of the seaport, which was named Covelly, a number of strong men were engaged in hastily launching a new lifeboat, which had been placed at that station only three weeks before, while, clustering about the pier, and behind every sheltered nook along the shore, were hundreds of excited spectators, not a few of whom were women.

Much earnest talk had there been among the gossips in the town when the lifeboat referred to arrived. Deep, and nautically learned, were the discussions that had been held as to her capabilities, and great the longing for a stiffish gale in order that her powers might be fairly tested in rough weather, for in those days lifeboats were not so numerous as, happily, they now are. Many of the towns-people had only heard of such boats; few had seen, and not one had ever had experience of them. After her arrival the weather had continued tantalisingly calm and fine until the day of the storm above referred to, when at length it changed, and a gale burst forth with such violence that the bravest men in the place shook their heads, and said that no boat of any kind whatever could live in such a sea.

When, however, the brig before referred to was seen to rush helplessly into the bay and to strike on the sands where the seas ran most furiously, all lent a willing hand to launch the new lifeboat into the harbour, and a few men, leaping in, pulled her across to the stairs near the entrance, where a number of seamen were congregated, holding on under the lee of the parapet-wall, and gazing anxiously at the fearful scene outside.

Impossible! said one; no boat could live in such a sea for half a minute.

The moment she shows her nose outside the breakwater shell capsize, observed another.

Well have to risk it, anyhow, remarked a stout young fellow, for I see men in the foreshrouds of the wreck, and I, for one, wont stand by and see them lost while weve got a lifeboat by us. Why, wots the use o callin it a lifeboat if it cant do more than other boats?

As he spoke there came an unusually furious gust which sent a wave right over the pier, and well-nigh swept away one or two of them. The argument of the storm was more powerful than that of the young sailor  no one responded to his appeal, and when the boat came alongside the stairs, none moved to enter her except himself.

Thats right, Bob Gaston, cried one of the four men who had jumped into the boat when she was launched, I knowd you would be the first.

And I wont be the last either, said young Gaston, looking back at the men on the pier with a smile.

Right, lad! cried Captain Boyns, who came up at the instant and leaped into the boat. Come, lads, we want four more hands  no, no, Harry, he added, pushing back his son; your arms are not yet strong enough; come lads, weve no time to lose.

As he spoke, a faint cry was heard coming from the wreck, and it was seen that one of the masts had gone by the board, carrying, it was feared, several poor fellows along with it. Instantly there was a rush to the lifeboat! All thought of personal danger appeared to have been banished from the minds of the fishermen when the cry of distress broke on their ears. The boat was overmanned, and old Jacobs, the coxswain, had to order several of them to go ashore again. In another minute they were at the mouth of the harbour, and the men paused an instant as if to gather strength for the mortal struggle before quitting the shelter of the breakwater, and facing the fury of wind and waves.

Give way, lads! give way! shouted old Jacobs, as he stood up in the stern-sheets and grasped the steering oar.

The men bent to the oars with all their might, and the boat leaped out into the boiling sea. This was not one of those splendid boats which now line the shores of the United Kingdom; nevertheless, it was a noble craft  one of the good, stable, insubmergible and self-emptying kind which were known as the Greathead lifeboats, and which for many years did good service on our coasts. It sat on the raging waters like a swan, and although the seas broke over it again and again, it rose out of the water buoyantly, and, with the brine pouring from its sides, kept end-on to the seas, surmounting them or dashing right through them, while her gallant crew strained every muscle and slowly urged her on towards the wreck.

At first the men on shore gazed at her in breathless anxiety, expecting every moment to see her overturned and their comrades left to perish in the waves; but when they saw her reappear from each overwhelming billow, their hearts rose with a rebound, and loud prolonged huzzas cheered the lifeboat on her course. They became silent again, however, when distance and the intervening haze of spray and rain rendered her motions indistinct, and their feelings of anxiety became more and more intense as they saw her draw nearer and nearer to the wreck.

At last they reached it, but no one on the pier could tell with what success their efforts were attended. Through the blinding spray they saw her faintly, now rising on the crest of a huge wave, then overwhelmed by tons of water. At last she appeared to get close under the stern of the brig, and was lost to view.

Theyre all gone, said a fisherman on the pier, as he wiped the salt water off his face; I knowd that no boat that ever wos built could live in that sea.

Ye dont know much yet, Bill, bout anything amost, replied an old man near him. Why, Ive seed boats in the East, not much better than two planks, as could go through a worse surf than that.

May be so, retorted Bill, but I know  hallo! is that her coming off?

Thats her, cried several voices all right, my hearties.

Not so sure o that, observed another of the excited band of men who watched every motion of the little craft intently, there  why  I do believe there are more in her now than went out in her, what think ee, Dick?

Dick did not reply, for by that time the boat, having got clear of the wreck, was making for the shore, and the observers were all too intent in using their eyes to make use of their tongues. Coming as she did before the wind, the progress of the lifeboat was very different from what it had been when she set out. In a few minutes she became distinctly visible, careering on the crest of the waves towards the harbour mouth, and then it was ascertained beyond doubt that some at least, if not all, of the crew of the brig had been rescued. A short sharp Hurrah! burst from the men on the outlook when this became certain, but they relapsed into deep silence again, for the return of the boat was more critical than its departure had been. There is much more danger in running before a heavy sea than in pulling against it. Every roaring billow that came into the bay near the Cove like a green wall broke in thunder on the sands before reaching the wreck, and as it continued its furious career towards the beach it seemed to gather fresh strength, so that the steersman of the lifeboat had to keep her stern carefully towards it to prevent her from turning broadside on  or, as it is nautically expressed, broaching to. Had she done so, the death of all on board would have been almost inevitable. Knowing this, the men on the pier gazed with breathless anxiety as each wave roared under the boats stern, lifted it up until it appeared perpendicular; carried it forward a few yards with fearful velocity, and then let it slip back into the trough of the sea.

But the boat was admirably managed, and it was seen, as she drew near, that the steering oar was held in the firm grip of Captain Boyns. On it came before the gale with lightning speed towards the harbour mouth; and here a new danger had to be faced, for the entrance was narrow, and the seas were sweeping not into but athwart it, thereby rendering the danger of being dashed against the pier-end very great indeed.

Missed it! burst from several mouths as the boat flew round the head of the breakwater and was overwhelmed by a heavy sea which rendered her for one moment unmanageable, but almost as soon as filled she was again emptied through the discharging tubes in her floor.

No fear of father missing it, exclaimed young Harry Boyns, with a proud look and flashing eye as he saw the stalwart form of the captain standing firm in the midst of the foam with his breast pressed hard against the steering oar.

Back your starboard oars! Hold water hard! shouted several voices.

Shes round! hurrah! cried Harry, as the boat almost leaped out of the foam and sprang into the comparatively smooth water at the harbour mouth. The rowers gave vent to a short shout of triumph, and several worn, exhausted seamen in the bottom of the boat were seen to wave their hands feebly. At the same time, Captain Boyns shouted in a deep loud voice All saved, thank God! as they swept towards the land.

Then did there arise from the hundreds of people assembled on and near the pier a ringing cheer, the like of which had never been heard before in Covelly. Again and again it was repeated while the lifeboat shot up on the beach, and was fairly dragged out of the sea, high and dry, by many eager hands that were immediately afterwards extended to assist the saved crew of the brig to land.

Are all saved, father? asked Harry Boyns, who was first at the side of the boat.

Ay, lad, every one. Fifteen all told, includin a woman and a little girl. Lend a hand to get the poor things up to our house, Harry, said the captain, lifting the apparently inanimate form of a young girl over the side as he spoke; she aint dead  only benumbed a little with the cold.

Many hands were stretched out, but Harry thrust all others aside, and, receiving the light form of the child in his strong arms, bore her off to his fathers cottage, leaving his comrades to attend to the wants of the others.

Oh Harry! exclaimed Mrs Boyns, when her son burst into the house, is your father safe?

Ay, safe and well, he cried. Look sharp, mother  get hot blankets and things ready, for heres a little girl almost dead with cold. She has just been rescued from a wreck  saved by the new lifeboat!




Chapter Two.

Describes a merchant and his god, and concludes with a message from the sea.

A close-fisted, hard-hearted, narrow-minded, poor-spirited man was John Webster, Esquire, merchant and shipowner, of Ingot Lane, Liverpool. And yet he was not altogether without good points. Indeed, it might be said of him that if he had been reared under more favourable circumstances he might have been an ornament to society and a blessing to his country, for he was intelligent and sociable, and susceptible to some extent of tender influences, when the indulging of amiable feelings did not interfere with his private interests. In youth he had even gone the length of holding some good principles, and was known to have done one or two noble things  but all this had passed away, for as he grew older the hopeful springs were dried up, one by one, by an all-absorbing passion  the love of money  which ultimately made him what he was, a disgrace to the class to which he belonged, and literally (though not, it would seem, in the eye of law) a wholesale murderer!

At first he began by holding, and frequently stating, the opinion that the possession of much money was a most desirable thing; which undoubtedly was  and is, and will be as long as the world lasts  perfectly true, if the possession be accompanied with Gods blessing. But Mr Webster did not even pretend to look at the thing in that light. He scorned to make use of the worldly mans Oh, of course, of course, when that idea was sometimes suggested to him by Christian friends. On the contrary, he boldly and coldly asserted his belief that God, if there was a God at all, did not interfere in such matters, and that for his part he would be quite satisfied to let anybody else who wanted it have the blessing if he only got the money. And so it pleased God to give John Webster much money without a blessing.

The immediate result was that he fell in love with it, and, following the natural laws attached to that vehement passion, he hugged it to his bosom, became blind to everything else, and gave himself entirely up to it with a self-denying devotion that robbed him of much of his natural rest, of nearly all his graces, and most of his happiness  leaving him with no hope in this world, save that of increasing his stores of money, and with no hope for the world to come at all.

The abode of Mr Websters soul was a dingy little office with dirty little windows, a miserable little fireplace, and filthy little chairs and tables  all which were quite in keeping with the little occupant of the place. The abode of his body was a palatial residence in the suburbs of the city. Although Mr Websters soul was little, his body was large  much too large indeed for the jewel which it enshrined, and which was so terribly knocked about inside its large casket that its usual position was awry, and it never managed to become upright by any chance whatever.

To the former abode Mr Webster went, body and soul, one dark November morning. Having seated himself before his desk, he threw himself back in his chair and began to open his letters  gazing with a placid smile, as he did so, at the portrait of his deceased wifes father  a very wealthy old gentleman  which hung over the fireplace.

We omitted to mention, by the way, that Mr Webster had once been married. This trifling little event of his life occurred when he was about forty-eight years of age, and was a mercantile transaction of an extremely successful kind, inasmuch as it had brought him, after deducting lawyers fees, stamps, duties, lost time in courtship, wedding-tour expenses, doctors fees, deathbed expenses, etcetera, a clear profit of sixty thousand pounds. To be sure there were also the additional expenses of four years of married life, and the permanent board, lodging, and education of a little daughter; but, all things considered, these were scarcely worth speaking of; and in regard to the daughter  Annie by name  she would in time become a marketable commodity, which might, if judiciously disposed of, turn in a considerable profit, besides being, before she was sold, a useful machine for sewing on buttons, making tea, reading the papers aloud, fetching hats and sticks and slippers, etcetera. There had, however, been a slight drawback  a sort of temporary loss  on this concern at first, for the piece of goods became damaged, owing to her mothers death having weighed heavily on a sensitive and loving spirit, which found no comfort or sympathy at home, save in the devoted affection of an old nurse named Niven. When Annie reached the age of six years, the doctors ordered change of air, and recommended a voyage to the West Indies. Their advice was followed. Nothing was easier. Mr Webster had many ships on the sea. These were of two classes. The first class consisted of good, new, well found and manned ships, with valuable cargoes on board which were anxiously watched and longed for; the second class comprised those which were old, worn-out, and unseaworthy, and which, being insured beyond their value, might go to the bottom when they pleased.

One of the best of the first class was selected  the Water Lily, A1 on Lloyds  and in it Annie, with her nurse, was sent to sea for the benefit of her health. The parting was a somewhat important event in Mr Websters life, for it convinced him, to his own surprise, that his power to love a human being was not yet utterly gone! Annies arms clasped convulsively round his neck at the moment of parting  her sobbing Good-bye, darling papa, had stirred depths which had lain unmoved almost from the days of early manhood. But the memory of this passed away as soon as he turned again to gaze upon the loved countenance of his yellow mistress.

The voyage did Annie much good. The short residence in Demerara, while the vessel was discharging cargo and reloading, wrought wonders, and a letter, forwarded by a ship that sailed a short time after their arrival in foreign parts, told Mr Webster that he might expect to see his daughter home again, sound and well, in a month or two at the farthest.

But, to return from this digression to the abode of Mr Websters soul:  

Having looked at the portrait of his late wifes father for a moment and smiled, he glanced at the letter in his hand and frowned. Not because he was displeased, but because the writing was cramped and difficult to read. However, the merchant was accustomed to receive such letters from seafaring men on many subjects of interest; he therefore broke the seal and set himself patiently to decipher it. Immediately his countenance became ghastly pale, then it flushed up and became pale again, while he coughed and gasped once or twice, and started up and sat down abruptly. In fact Mr Webster exhibited all the signs of having received a severe shock, and an eye-witness might have safely concluded that he had just read the news of some great mercantile loss. So it was in one sense  but that was not the ordinary sense.

The letter in question was in the handwriting of a fussy officious bumble friend of the wealthy man, who dwelt in the town of Covelly. It ran as follows:

My dear Sir,  I write in great haste, and in much perturbation, having just heard from my servant of the wreck of your ship, the Water Lily, in Covelly Bay. She does not seem to be quite sure, however, of the name, and says that the only man who has been rescued is scarcely able to speak, so that I do sincerely hope my domestic, who is a stupid old woman, may turn out to be mistaken. I am on the point of hasting down to the shore to ascertain the truth for myself, but am obliged to write to you this brief and unsatisfactory account of what I have heard, in order to save the post, which is just being closed. You shall hear from me again, of course, by the next mail.  I remain, my dear sir, in much anxiety, your most obedient humble servant,

Joseph Dowler.

It chanced that at the moment the above letter was handed to the postmaster, and while the wax was being melted before the final sealing of the post-bag, a sailor lad, drenched to the skin and panting vehemently, dashed into the office.

Stop! stop! he cried, a letter  about the wreck  the Water Lily  to the owners  not too late, I hope?

No, no, just in time. Here, in with it. There, all right. Now, Jim, off with ee.

The postman jumped on his vehicle, the whip cracked, and in another minute the Royal Mail was gone. Thus it came to pass that two epistles reached Mr Webster that morning from Covelly. But in the extreme agitation of his spirit, he did not observe the other letter which lay among the usual morning mass that still awaited examination. After reading the letter twice, and turning it over with trembling hands, as if he wished there were more in it, he pronounced a deep malediction on his humble friend, and rang the bell for his confidential clerk, who was an unusually meek, mild, and middle-aged little man, with a bald head, a deprecatory expression of countenance, and a pen behind his ear.

Mr Grinder, said Mr Webster, putting strong constraint on himself, and pretending to be quite composed, a letter from Covelly informs me that it is feared the Water Lily has been wrecked in

The Water Lily, sir! exclaimed Grinder, starting as if he had received an electric shock.

I spoke audibly, did I not? said Mr Webster, turning with a sharp look on his confidential clerk.

Yees, sir, but, I  Miss An The poor man could get no further, being of a timid, nervous temperament, and Mr Webster, paying no attention to his remark, was going on to say that he intended to go by the mail to Covelly without delay to ascertain the truth for himself, when he was interrupted by the confidential clerk who exclaimed in a burst of agitation  

There were two letters, sir, from Covelly this morning  did you read

He stopped, for already his employer had sought for, found, and torn open the second epistle, which was written in a fair, legible hand. It ran thus:  

Sir,  My father, Captain Boyns, directs me to inform you that your daughter, Miss Annie, has been saved from the wreck of your brig, the Water Lily, which ran aground here this afternoon, and has become a total wreck. Your daughters nurse and the crew have also been rescued by our new lifeboat, which is a noble craft, and, with Gods blessing, will yet do good service on this coast. I have pleasure in adding, from myself, that it was my father who rescued your child. She fell into the sea when being passed from the wreck into the boat, and sank, but my father dived and brought her up in safety.

Much of the brigs cargo has been lost, I regret to say, but a good deal of it has been washed ashore and saved in a damaged state. The captain says that defective compasses were the cause of the disaster. There is not time to give you a more particular account, as it is close upon post-time. Miss Annie sends you her kindest love, and bids me say she is none the worse of what she has passed through.  I am, sir, your obedient servant,

Harry Boyns.

Thank God! exclaimed Mr Webster fervently. Why, what are you staring at, Mr Grinder? he added, on observing that his confidential servant was gazing at him with an expression of considerable surprise.

Excuse me, sir, stammered the unfortunate man, I  I  in fact  you have so often told me that you did not believe in God that I fancied  I  wondered

Really, Mr Grinder, I must beg of you to confine your remarks in future entirely to matters of business. The so-called religious observations which you sometimes venture to make in my presence are extremely distasteful, I assure you. In explanation of what I said, however, I may tell you that this letter informs me of my daughters safety, and I merely used the expression of satisfaction that is usual on such occasions. The phrase, as it is generally understood (except by weak men), commits me to nothing more. But enough of this. I find that the Water Lily has indeed been lost. It was fully insured, I believe?

Yes, sir, it was.

Very well; report the matter without delay. I will go to Covelly to-night, and shall probably be back to-morrow.

Saying this, Mr Webster left the office, and, on the evening of that day, found himself seated in Captain Boynss parlour, with little Annie on his knee. Her pretty head was on his shoulder, her fair curls straggled over his chest, and her round little arms tightly encircled his large body as far as they could reach, while she sobbed on his bosom and kissed him by turns.

This was quite a new experience in the life of the gold-lover. He had declined to submit to familiar caresses in former years, but on such an occasion as the present, he felt that common propriety demanded the sacrifice of himself to some extent. He therefore allowed Annie to kiss him, and found the operation  performed as she did it  much more bearable than he had anticipated; and when Annie exclaimed with a burst of enthusiasm, Oh, dear, dear papa, I did feel such a dreadful longing for you when the waves were roaring round us! and gave him another squeeze, he felt that the market price of the bundle of goods on his knee was rising rapidly.

Did you think you were going to be drowned, dear? said Mr Webster with the air of a man who does not know very well what to say.

Im not sure what I thought, replied Annie smiling through her tears. Oh, I was so frightened! You cant think, papa, how very dreadful it is to see the water boiling all round, and sometimes over you; and such awful thumping of the ship, and then the masts breaking; but what I feared most was to see the faces of the sailors, they were so white, and they looked as if they were afraid. Are men ever afraid, papa?

Sometimes, Annie; but a white face is not always the sign of fear  that may be caused by anxiety. Did any of them refuse to obey orders?

No; they were very obedient.

Did any of them get into the lifeboat before you and nurse!

Oh, no; they all refused to move till we were put into it, and some of them ran to help us, and were very very kind?

Then you may be quite sure they were not afraid, however pale their faces were; but what of yourself, Annie  were you afraid?

Oh, dreadfully, and so was poor nurse; but once or twice I thought of the text that  that  you know who was so fond of, Call upon me in the time of trouble and I will deliver thee, so I prayed and felt a little better. Then the lifeboat came, and, oh! how my heart did jump, for it seemed just like an answer to my prayer. I never felt any more fear after that, except when I fell into the sea; but even then I was not so frightened as I had been, for I felt somehow that I was sure to be saved, and I was right, you see, for dear Captain Boyns dived for me. I love Captain Boyns! cried Annie, and here again she kissed her father and held him so tight that he felt quite angry with Mrs Niven, who entered at the moment, and said, apologetically  

Oh! la, sir, I didnt know as Miss Annie was with you. I only came to say that everythink is ready, sir, for going ome.

We dont intend to go home, said Mr Webster; at least not for a day or two. I find that Captain Boyns can let us stay here while I look after the wreck, so you can go and arrange with Mrs Boyns.

During the few days that Mr Webster remained at Coral Cottage (Captain Boynss residence), Mrs Niven found, in the quiet, sympathetic Mrs Boyns, if not a congenial friend, at least a kind and sociable hostess, and Annie found, in Harry Boyns, a delightful companion, who never wearied of taking her to the cliffs, the shore, and all the romantic places of the neighbourhood, while Mr Webster found the captain to be most serviceable in connection with the wreck. One result of all this was that Mr Webster offered Captain Boyns the command of one of his largest vessels, an offer which was gladly accepted, for the captain had, at that time, been thrown out of employment by the failure of a firm, in the service of which he had spent the greater part of his nautical career.

Another result was, that Mr Webster, at Annies earnest solicitation, agreed to make Covelly his summer quarters next year, instead of Ramsgate, and Mrs Boyns agreed to lodge the family in Coral Cottage.

This having been all settled, Mr Webster asked Captain Boyns, on the morning of his departure for Liverpool, if he could do anything more for him, for he felt that to him his daughter owed her life, and he was anxious to serve him.

If you could give my son Harry something to do, sir, said Boyns, you would oblige me very much. Harry is a smart fellow and a good seaman. He has been a short time in the coasting trade; perhaps

Well, yes, Ill see to that, interrupted Mr Webster. You shall hear from me again as to it.

Now the fact is that Mr Webster did not feel attracted by young Boyns, and he would willingly have had nothing to do with him, but being unable to refuse the request after having invited it, he ultimately gave him a situation in one of his coasting vessels which plied between London and Aberdeen.

About a year after that, Captain Boyns sailed in the Warrior, a large new ship, for the Sandwich Islands and the Chinese seas.

True to his promise, Mr Webster spent the following summer with Annie and Mrs Boyns at Covelly, and young Boyns so managed matters that he got his captain to send him down to Covelly to talk with his employer on business. Of course, being there, it was natural that he should ask and obtain leave to spend a few days with his mother; and, of course, it was quite as natural that, without either asking or obtaining leave, he should spend the whole of these days in roaming about the shore and among the cliffs with Annie Webster.

It would be absurd to say that these two fell in love, seeing that one was only seven and the other fifteen; but there can be no doubt they entertained some sort of regard for each other, of a very powerful nature. The young sailor was wildly enthusiastic, well educated, manly, and good-looking  little wonder that Annie liked him. The child was winning in her ways, simple, yet laughter-loving, and very earnest  less wonderful that Harry liked her!

Another year fled, and again the Websters visited Covelly, and again Harry spent a few days with his mother; and although Mr Webster did not get the length of liking the youth, he at last came to the condition of not disliking him.

Year followed year, and still, each summer, Annie pressed her father to return to the old place, and he agreed, chiefly because it mattered little to him where he went. He regarded the summer trip in the light of a penance to be paid for the sin of being a member of society and the head of a household, and placed every minute so wasted to the debit of the profit and loss account in the mental ledger of his lifes affairs, for it must not be supposed that Mr Websters character was changed by the events which followed the rescue of his child from the sea. True, he had been surprised out of his habitual hardness for a short time, but he soon relapsed, if not quite back to the old position, at least so near to it that the difference was not appreciable.

As time ran on, men begun to look for the return of the Warrior, but that vessel did not make her appearance. Then they began to shake their heads and to grow prophetic, while those who were most deeply interested in the human beings who manned her became uneasy.

Dont fret over it, said Harry one day to his mother, in a kind, earnest tone; you may depend upon it father will turn up yet and surprise us. He never lost a ship in his life, and he has sailed in worse ones than the Warrior by a long way.

It may be so, replied Mrs Boyns, sadly; but it is a long, long time since he went away. Gods will be done. Whether He gives or takes away, I shall try to bless His name.

At last Harry gave over attempting to comfort his mother, for he began to fear that his fathers ship was destined to be placed on the dark, dreary list of those of which it is sometimes said, with terrible brevity, in the newspapers, She sailed from port on such and such a day, and has not since been heard of.

In course of time Harry made one or two trips to the East Indies as first mate of one of Mr Websters vessels, and ultimately obtained the command of one.

At last a day came when there appeared in a Welsh newspaper a paragraph, which ran thus: A Message from the Sea  A bottle, corked and sealed, was found by a woman on the beach, above Conway, North Wales. Inside was a letter containing the following:  

Latitude 44, longitude 15, off Tierra del Fuego. If this should ever reach the shores of England, it will announce to friends at home the sad fate of the ship Warrior, which sailed from Liverpool on 13th February 18 hundred and something, bound for China. We have been boarded by pirates: we have been all locked into the cabin, with the assurance that we shall be made to walk the plank in half an hour. Our last act is to put this in a bottle and drop it overboard. Farewell, for this world, my beloved wife and son.

Daniel Boyns, Captain.

This letter was forwarded to the owner, and by him was sent to poor Mrs Boyns.

Alas! how many sailors wives, in our sea-girt isle, have received similar messages from the sea, and lived under the dark cloud of never-ending suspense  hoping against hope that the dear lost ones might yet return!




Chapter Three.

Shows what some men will do and dare for money, and what sometimes comes of it.

We must now beg the readers permission to allow a few more years to elapse. Eight have come and gone since the dark day when poor Mrs Boyns received that message from the sea, which cast a permanent cloud over her life. Annie Webster has become a beautiful woman, and Harry Boyns a bronzed stalwart man.

But things have changed with time. These two seldom meet now, in consequence of the frequent absence of the latter on long voyages, and when they do meet, there is not the free, frank intercourse that there used to be. In fact, Mr Webster had long ago begun to suspect that his daughters regard for the handsome young sailor was of a nature that bade fair to interfere with his purposed mercantile transactions in reference to her, so he wisely sent him off on voyages of considerable length, hoping that he might chance to meet with the same fate as his father, and wound up by placing him in command of one of his largest and most unseaworthy East Indiamen, in the full expectation that both captain and vessel would go to the bottom together, and thus enable him, at one stroke, to make a good round sum out of the insurance offices, and get rid of a troublesome servant!

Gloating over these and kindred subjects, Mr Webster sat one morning in his office mending a pen, and smiling in a sardonic fashion to the portrait of his deceased wifes father, when a tap came to the door, and Harry Boyns entered.

I have come, sir, he said, to tell you that the repairs done to the Swordfish are not by any means sufficient. There are at least

Please do not waste time, Captain Boyns, by entering upon details, said Mr Webster, interrupting him with a bland smile: I am really quite ignorant of the technicalities of shipbuilding. If you will state the matter to Mr Cooper, whom I employ expressly for

But, sir, interrupted Harry, with some warmth, I have spoken to Mr Cooper, and he says the repairs are quite sufficient.

Well, then, I suppose they are so.

I assure you, sir, rejoined Harry, they are not; and as the lives of passengers as well as men depend upon the vessel being in a seaworthy condition, I do trust that you will have her examined by some one more competent to judge than Mr Cooper.

I have no doubt of Mr Coopers competence, returned Mr Webster; but I will order a further examination, as you seem so anxious about it. Meanwhile I hope that the ship is being got ready for sea as quickly as possible.

There shall be no delay on my part, sir, said Harry, rising; the ship has been removed from the Birkenhead Docks, in which you are aware she has lain for the last eight months, and is now lying in the Brunswick Dock, taking in cargo. But I think it a very serious matter, which demands looking into, the fact that she had no sooner grounded in the dock, than she sprang a leak which instantly let twenty-eight inches of water into her, and twice, subsequently, as much as forty inches have been sounded. Yet no repairs worthy of the name have been made. All that has been done is the pumping of her out daily by the stevedores men when their stowing work is finished.

Has the agent for the underwriters visited her? inquired Mr Webster.

He has, sir, but he seems to be of opinion that his responsibility is at an end because a surveyor from the Mersey Docks and Harbour Board had previously visited her, and directed that she should not be loaded deeper than twenty-one feet  chalking on the side amidships the six feet six inches clear beneath which she is not to be allowed to sink.

Well, well, said Mr Webster, somewhat impatiently, I will have the matter looked into. Good morning, Captain Boyns.

The captain bowed and left the office, and Mr Webster leant back in his chair, clasped his hands, twirled his thumbs, and smiled grimly at the old gentleman over the fireplace.

True to his word, however, he had an inspection made of the Swordfish. The inspector was of a kindred spirit with Mr Webster, so that his report was naturally similar to that of Mr Cooper. Nothing, therefore, was done to the vessel nothing being needed  and the loading went on in spite of the remonstrances of Captain Harry Boyns, who, with all the energy and persistency of his character, continued to annoy, worry, and torment every one who possessed the faintest right or power to interfere in the matter  but all to no purpose; for there are times when neither facts nor fancies, fair words nor foul, fire, fury, folly, nor philosophy, will avail to move some powers that be!

In a towering fit of indignation Harry Boyns resolved to throw up his situation; but it occurred to him that this would perhaps be deemed cowardice, so he thought better of it. Then he madly thought of going direct to the President of the Board of Trade and making a solemn protest, backed by a heart-stirring appeal; but gave up that idea on recalling to memory a certain occasion on which a deputation of grave, learned, white-haired gentlemen had gone to London expressly to visit that august functionary of the State, and beseech him, with all the earnestness that the occasion demanded, that he would introduce into Parliament a bill for the better regulation and supervision of ships, and for preventing the possibility of seamen and passengers being seduced on board unseaworthy vessels, carried off to sea, and there murderously drowned in cold blood, as well as in cold water; which deputation received for answer, that it was not the intention of Government, as at present advised, to introduce a measure for providing more stringent enactments as to the equipments, cargoes, and crews of passenger vessels!  a reply which was tantamount to saying that if the existing arrangements were inadequate to the ends desired, Government saw no way out of the difficulty, and people must just be left unprotected, and go to sea to be drowned or spared according as chance or the cupidity of shipowners might direct!

This was pretty resolute on the part of Government, considering that above a thousand lives were then, and above two thousand still are, lost annually on the shores of the United Kingdom; a very large number of which  if we may believe the argument of facts and the pretty unanimous voice of the press  are sacrificed because Government refuses to interfere effectively with the murderous tendencies of a certain class of the community!

When Harry Boyns thought of all this he sighed deeply, and made up his mind to remain by the Swordfish, and sink or swim with her. Had he been more of a man of business, perhaps he might have been more successful in finding out how to have prevented the evil he foresaw; but it was the interest of the owner to keep him in the dark as much as possible, for which end Mr Webster kept him out of the ships way as much as he could, and when that was impossible, he kept him so busily employed that he remained ignorant of a great deal that was said and done in regard to his vessel.

At length the Swordfish left the Brunswick Dock, six inches deeper than the surveyor had directed, and was towed to the Wellington Dock, where she took in 120 tons of coke, and sank still deeper. Harry also discovered that the equipment of the ship was miserably insufficient for the long voyage she was intended to make. This was too much for him to bear. He went at once to Mr Websters office and said that if a deaf ear was to be turned any longer to his remonstrances he would throw up his appointment.

Poor Harry could scarcely have taken a more effective step to insure the turning of the deaf ear to him.

Oh! replied Mr Webster, coolly, if you refuse to take charge of my vessel, Captain Boyns, I will soon find another to do it.

I certainly do refuse, said Harry, preparing to leave the office, and I think you will find some difficulty in getting any other man to go to sea in such a ship.

I differ from you, Captain Boyns. Good afternoon.

And if you do, and lives should be lost in consequence, added Harry, grasping the handle of the door, I warn you solemnly, that murder will have been committed by you, whatever the law may say on the subject.

Good afternoon, Captain Boyns.

Youve got a hard master, said Harry to Grinder as he passed through the outer office.

The confidential clerk shook his head in a deprecatory way, and smiled.

Next moment Harry Boyns found himself in the street  with nothing to do, and the wide world before him!

Meanwhile, the loading of the Swordfish went on  also the pumping of her. That same day she was visited by a surveyor from the Underwriters Association, who found her only five feet clear above water, and still taking in cargo. That gentleman called in another surveyor to a consultation, who agreed with him in pronouncing her overladen. She was represented as such to the local Underwriters Association for which the surveyor acted, but as the Swordfish was insured in London and not with them, the Liverpool underwriters did not consider themselves called upon to interfere. Their surveyor, however, visited the vessel again, a few days later, when he found her only four feet clear, and declared that, so far from going to Bombay, he should not like to attempt to cross to Dublin in her in anything like rough weather.

Now it must be observed that all these consultations and investigations took place in a quiet way. To the public eye all was fair and above board. Few among the thousands who visited the docks knew much about deep loading; still less about adequate equipping. They saw nought but a noble ship, well painted, washed, gilded, and varnished, taking merchandise into her insatiable hold, while the Yo-heave-ho of the seamen rang out cheerily to the rattling accompaniment of chains and windlass. Many other ships were there, similarly treated, equally beautiful, and quite as worthy of the titles good and noble as the whited sepulchre is to be styled pure.

A few days before the Swordfish was ready for sea, a new captain was sent down to her. This captain was not a bad man in the worst sense of that term  neither was he a good one. Vigour, courage, resolution when acting in accordance with his inclinations  these were among his characteristics. But he was a reckless man, in want of money, out of employment, and without an appreciable conscience. In the circumstances, he was glad to get anything to do, and had been so long ashore and in trouble, that he would probably have agreed to take command of and go to sea in a washing-tub if part paid beforehand for doing so.

Nevertheless, even this man (Captain Phelps by name) felt some degree of nervous anxiety on getting on board and examining the state of the ship. On further acquaintance with her, he was so dissatisfied that he also resolved to throw up his appointment. But he had obtained the berth through the influence of a friend who happened to be acquainted with Mr Webster. This friend wrote him a stern letter, saying, if he ventured to do as he proposed, he should never have a ship out of Liverpool again, as long as he (the friend?) could prevent it!

Captain Phelps was one of those angry men of iron mould, who appear to take pleasure in daring Fate to do her worst. On receipt of the letter, he swore with an awful oath that he would now go to sea in the Swordfish, even if he knew she would go to the bottom in twenty-four hours after weighing anchor. Accordingly, having intrenched himself behind a wall of moral adamant, he went about with quiet indifference, and let things take their course. He made no objection whatever when, in addition to the loading already in the ship, the agents added a deck cargo of some massive pieces of machinery, weighing thirty tons, and a supply of coals, the proper receptacle for which below had been filled with iron goods. Neither did he utter a word when  after the vessel had been taken out into the stream by the riggers  he and the owner, agents, pilot, and crew (only six of which last were A.B.s), were taken off to her in a tug and put on board with orders to sail immediately.

Only a few passengers were going. These were already on board, but some of their friends went off in the tug to bid them a last farewell.

This was a sad scene, but the captain regarded it with stoical indifference. There was a stout, hale old Indian officer going out on a pleasure trip to his beloved East, and a daughter of the same whom he hoped to get married offhand, comfortably there. There was a sick nephew of the old officer, going the voyage for the benefit of his health, on whose wan countenance consumption, if not death, had evidently set a deep mark. There were, also, a nurse and a ladys-maid, and two girls of ten or thirteen years of age  sisters  who were going to join their father and mother, besides one or two others. Earnest loving words passed kindly between these and their relatives and friends as the moment of parting drew near.

Dont forget to remember me to Coleman and the rest of ours, cried a stout elderly man, waving his hand as the tug moved off.

That I wont, and I shall expect to shake you by the hand again, old fellow, in a year or two.

Youll never see him again, thought Captain Phelps, as he stood with compressed lip and frowning eye on the quarter-deck.

Good-bye, darling Nelly, cried a lady to one of the sobbing girls from whom she was parting; remember the message to mamma.

Oh! yes, exclaimed the child, trying to look bright, and we wont be very long of coming back again.

Youll never come back again, thought the captain, and he sighed very slightly as the thought passed through his brain.

Look alive there, lads, exclaimed the pilot, as the tug sheared away.

Soon the anchor was at the bows, the sails were shaken out, and the Swordfish began her voyage.

Theres not a piece of spare rope aboard, sir, said the first mate, coming up to the captain with a blank look; we cant even get enough to cat and fish the anchor.

You can unreeve the topsl halyards, replied the captain, quietly.

This was done, and the anchor was secured therewith.

How much water in the hold? asked the captain.

Three feet, sir; the carpenter has just sounded. It seems that the riggers were at work on the pumps when we came out in the tug, but were stopped by the agents before we got alongside. I fear she is very leaky, sir, said the mate.

I know she is, replied the captain; keep the men at the pumps.

That night the weather became what sailors call dirty, and next morning it was found that the water had mounted to 4 feet 10 inches. The pumps had become almost unworkable, being choked with sand, and it became evident that the voyage thus inauspiciously begun would very soon be ended. During the day the dirty weather became gale, so that, although the wind was fair, Captain Phelps determined to run to the nearest port for shelter. With a good ship this might have been done easily enough  many a vessel does it during every gale that visits our stormy shores  but the Swordfish was by this time getting water-logged and unmanageable. She drifted helplessly before the gale, and the heavy seas broke over her continually, sweeping away everything moveable. Another night passed, and next morning  Sunday  it became plain that she was settling down so the captain gave orders to get out the long-boat, and told the passengers to get ready. Day had broken some time before this, but the weather was still so thick that nothing could be seen.

Take a cast of the lead, said the captain.

Ay, ay, sir, was the prompt reply, but before the order could be obeyed, the roar of breakers was heard above the howling of the storm, and the shout, Land on the port bow! was instantly followed by Down with the helm! and other orders hurriedly given by the captain and hastily obeyed by the men. All too late! The ship was embayed. As if to make their position more painful, the mists cleared partially away, and revealed the green fields and cottages on shore, with the angry sea  an impassable caldron of boiling foam  between.

Another instant and the ship struck with a convulsive quiver from stem to stern. The billows flew madly over her, the main-mast went by the board  carrying two of the men to their doom along with it  and the Swordfish, bound for Bombay, was cast, a total wreck, upon the coast of Cornwall.




Chapter Four.

The Rescue.

Fortunate is it for this land that those who war for evil and those who fight for good do so side by side; and well is it for poor humanity that the bane and the antidote grow together. The misanthrope sends his poisonous streams throughout the land, but the philanthropist erects his dams everywhere to stem the foul torrents and turn them aside. The Infidel plants unbelief with reckless hand far and wide, but the Christian scatters the Word broadcast over the land. The sordid shipowner strews the coast with wreck and murdered fellow-creatures; but, thank God, the righteous shipowner  along with other like-minded men  sends forth a fleet of lifeboats from almost every bay and cove along the shore to rob the deep of its prey, and rescue the perishing.

In the bay where the Swordfish was stranded there chanced to be a lifeboat. Most of her noble crew were, at the time the vessel struck, in chapel, probably engaged in singing the hymns of the great John Wesley, or listening to the preaching of the old, old story of the salvation of souls through faith in Jesus Christ. But there were bodies to be saved that day as well as souls, and the stout arms of the lifeboat crew were needed.

The cry was quickly raised, A wreck in the bay! The shout that naturally followed was, The lifeboat! A stalwart Cornish gentleman sprang from his pew to serve his Master in another field. He was the Honorary Local Secretary of the Lifeboat Institution  a man brimful of physical energy, and with courage and heart for every good work. No time was lost. Six powerful horses were procured so quickly that it seemed as if they had started ready harnessed into being. Willing hands dragged the lifeboat, mounted on its carriage, from its shed, the horses were attached, and a loud cheer arose as the huge craft was whirled along the road towards the bay. The scene of the wreck was a mile distant, and a large town had to be traversed on the way thither. Hundreds of worshippers were on the streets, returning home, with chastened thoughts and feelings perchance, from church and chapel. There was excitement, however, in their looks, for the echo of that cry, The lifeboat! had reached the ears of many, and eager inquiries were being made. Presently the lifeboat itself, with all its peculiar gear, came thundering through the town, rudely dispelling, for a few moments, the solemnity of the Sabbath day. Hundreds of men, women, and children followed in its train, and hundreds more joined at every turn of the main thoroughfare.

A wreck in the bay! Crew in the rigging! Mainmast gone! She cant hold long together in such a sea! Well be in time yet! Hurrah!

Such were some of the exclamations heard on all sides as the rescuers dashed along, and the excited multitude irresistibly followed. Even females ventured to join the throng, and, holding shawls tightly round their heads and shoulders, went down on the exposed sands and faced the pelting storm.

In less than half an hour after the alarm was given, the lifeboat swept down to the beach, the horses, obedient to the rein, flew round, the boats bow was presented to the sea, and the carriage thrust as far into the surf as was possible. Then hundreds of willing hands seized the launching ropes, and the boat, with her crew already seated, and the oars out, sprang from her carriage into the hissing flood.

A tremendous billow met her. Steady lads, give way! cried the coxswain, on whose steering everything depended at the first plunge. The short oars cracked as the men strained every muscle, and shot the boat, not over, but right through the falling deluge. Of course it was filled, but the discharging tubes freed it in a few seconds, and the cheers of the spectators had scarce burst forth when she rushed out to meet the succeeding breaker. There was another breathless moment, when hundreds of men, eager to vent their surcharged breast in another cheer, could only gaze and gasp  then a roar, a world of falling foam, and the lifeboat was submerged. But the gallant coxswain met the shock straight as an arrow, cleft the billow, and leaped onward  irresistibly onward  over, through, and in the teeth of raging wind and waves, until they were fairly out and dancing on the chaotic ocean.

But, just before this took place, the captain of the Swordfish, ignorant of the fact that the lifeboat was hastening to the rescue, unfortunately took a fatal step. Believing that no boat would venture to put off in such a gale, he ordered the ships launch to be lowered. This was done, but it was immediately upset and stove against the side. Then the jollyboat was lowered, and nine men and the captain got into it. The old Indian officer, with his daughter and all the women and children, were also, with great difficulty, put on board of it.

Captain Phelps was cool and self-possessed in that hour of danger. He steered the boat with consummate skill, and succeeded in keeping her afloat for some time. On she rushed, as if driven by an irresistible impulse, amid the cheers of the crowd, and the prayers of many that she might safely reach the land. The brave fellows who manned her struggled hard and well, but in vain. When the boat was little more three hundred yards from the shore an immense breaker overtook her.

Shell be swamped! Shes gone! God save her! and similar cries burst from those on shore. Next moment the wave had the boat in its powerful grasp, tossed her on its crest, whirled her round, and turned her keel up, leaving her freight of human beings struggling in the sea.

Oh! it was a terrible thing for the thousands on land to stand so close to those drowning men and women without the power of stretching out a hand to save! No one could get near them, although they were so near. They were tossed like straws on the raging surf. Now hurled on the crest of a wave, now sucked into the hollow beneath, and overwhelmed again and again. The frail ones of the hapless crew soon perished. The strong men struggled on with desperate energy to reach the shore. Three of them seized the keel of the boat, but three times were they driven from their hold by the force of the seas. Two or three caught at the floating oars, but most of them were soon carried away by the under-current. The captain, however, with five or six of the men, still struggled powerfully for life, and succeeded in swimming close to the beach.

Up to this point there was one of the spectators who had stood behind the shelter of a bush, surveying, with sorrowful countenance, the tragic scene. He was a short, but fine-looking and very athletic man  a champion Cornish wrestler, named William Jeff. He was a first-rate boatman, and a bold swimmer. Fortunately he also possessed a generous, daring heart. When this man saw Captain Phelps near the shore, he sprang forward, dashed into the surf, at the imminent risk of his life, and caught the captain by the hair. The retreating water well-nigh swept the brave rescuer away, but other men of the town, fearless like himself, leaped forward, joined hands, caught hold of Jeff, and hauled him safe ashore along with the captain, who was carried away in a state of insensibility. Again and again, at the risk of his life, did the champion wrestler wrestle with the waves and conquer them! Aided by his daring comrades he dragged three others from the jaws of death. Of those who entered the jolly-boat of the Swordfish, only five reached the land. These were all sailors, and one of them, Captain Phelps, was so much exhausted by his exertions that, notwithstanding all that cordials, rubbing, and medical skill could effect, he sank in a few minutes, and died.

But while this was occurring on the beach, another scene of disaster was taking place at the wreck. The lifeboat, after a severe pull of more than an hour, reached the vessel. As she was passing under her stern a great sea struck the boat and immediately capsized her. All on board were at once thrown out. The boat was, however, one of those self-righting crafts, which had just at that time been introduced. She immediately righted, emptied herself, and the crew climbed into her by means of the life-lines festooned round her sides; but the brave coxswain was jammed under her by some wreck, and nearly lost his life  having to dive three or four times before he could extricate himself. When at last dragged into the boat by his comrades he was apparently dead. It was then discovered that the man who had pulled the stroke oar had been swept overboard and carried away. His companions believed him to be lost, but he had on one of the cork life-belts of the Lifeboat Institution, and was by it floated to the shore, where a brave fellow swam his horse out through the surf and rescued him.

Meanwhile, the lifeboat men were so much injured and exhausted that they were utterly incapable of making any attempt to rescue those who remained of the crew of the Swordfish. It was as much as they could do to guide the boat again towards the shore, steered by the second coxswain, who, although scarcely able to stand, performed his duty with consummate skill.

Nothing of all this could be seen by the thousands on shore, owing to the spray which thickened the atmosphere, and the distance of the wreck. But when the lifeboat came in sight they soon perceived that something was wrong, and when she drew near they rushed to meet her. Dismay filled every breast when they saw the coxswain carried out apparently dead, with a stream of blood trickling from a wound in his temple, and learned from the worn-out and disabled crew that no rescue had been effected. Immediately the local secretary before mentioned, who had been all this time caring for those already rescued, and preparing for those expected, called for a volunteer crew, and the second coxswain at once shouted, Ill go again, sir! This mans bravery produced a wonderful moral effect. He was not permitted to go, being already too much exhausted, but his example caused volunteers to come forward promptly. Among them were men of the coastguard, a body to which the country is deeply indebted for annually saving many lives. Several gentlemen of the town also volunteered. With the new crew, and the chief officer of the coastguard at the helm, the noble boat was launched a second time.

The struggle which followed was tremendous, for they had to pull direct to windward in the teeth of wind and sea. Sometimes the boat would rise almost perpendicularly to the waves, and the spectators gazed with bated breath, fearing that she must turn over; then she would gain a yard or two, and again be checked. Thus, inch by inch, they advanced until the wreck was reached, and the sailors were successfully taken off. But this was not accomplished without damage to the rescuers, one of whom had three ribs broken, while others were more or less injured.

Soon the boat was seen making once more for the beach. On she came on the wings of the wind. As she drew near, the people crowded towards her as far as the angry sea would permit.

How many saved? was the anxious question.

As the boat rushed forward, high on the crest of a tumultuous billow, the bowman stood up and shouted, Nine saved! and in another moment, amid the ringing cheers of the vast multitude, the lifeboat leaped upon the sand with the rescued men!

Nine saved! A pleasant piece of news that was to be read next day in the papers by those who contributed to place that lifeboat on the coast; for nine souls saved implies many more souls gladdened and filled with unutterable gratitude to Almighty God.

But Twenty lost! A dismal piece of news this to those at whose door the murders will lie till the day of doom. Even John Webster, Esquire, grew pale when he heard of it, and his hard heart beat harder than usual against his iron ribs as he sat in the habitation of his soul and gazed at his deceased wifes father over the chimney-piece, until he almost thought the canvas image frowned upon him.

There was more, however, behind these twenty lost lives than Mr Webster dreamed of. The links in the chains of Providence are curiously intermingled, and it is impossible to say, when one of them gives way, which, or how many, will fall along with it, as the next chapter will show.




Chapter Five.

Things become shaky, so does Mr Webster, and the Results are an Illness and a Voyage.

The old Indian officer who was drowned, as we have seen, in the wreck of the Swordfish, was in no way connected with Mr John Webster. In fact, the latter gentleman read his name in the list of those lost with feelings of comparative indifference. He was very sorry indeed, as he himself expressed it, that so many human beings had been swept off the stage of time by that unfortunate wreck, but it did not add to his sorrow that an old gentleman, whom he had never seen or heard of before, was numbered with the drowned. Had he foreseen the influence that the death of that old officer was to have on his own fortunes, he might have looked a little more anxiously at the announcement of it. But Colonel Green  that was his name  was nothing to John Webster. What mattered his death or life to him? He was, no doubt, a rich old fellow, who had lived in the East Indies when things were conducted in a rather loose style, and when unscrupulous men in power had opportunities of feathering their nests well; but even although that was true it mattered not, for all Colonel Greens fortune, if thrown into the pile or taken from it, would scarcely have made an appreciable difference in the wealth of the great firm of Webster and Company. Not that Company had anything to do with it, for there was no Company. There had been one once, but he had long ago passed into the realms where gold has no value.

There was, however, a very large and important firm in Liverpool which was deeply interested in the life of Colonel Green, for he had long been a sleeping partner of the firm, and had, during a course of years, become so deeply indebted to it that the other partners were beginning to feel uneasy about him. Messrs Wentworth and Hodge would have given a good deal to have got rid of their sleeping partner, but Colonel Green cared not a straw for Wentworth, nor a fig for Hodge, so he went on in his own way until the Swordfish was wrecked, when he went the way of all flesh, and Wentworth and Hodge discovered that, whatever riches he, Colonel Green, might at one time have possessed, he left nothing behind him except a number of heavy debts.

This was serious, because the firm had been rather infirm for some years past, and the consequences of the colonels death were, that it became still more shaky, and finally came down. Now, it is a well understood fact that men cannot fall alone. You cannot remove a small prop from a large old tree without running the risk of causing the old tree to fall and carry a few of the neighbouring trees, with a host of branches, creeping plants, and parasites, along with it. Especially is this the case in the mercantile world. The death of Colonel Green was a calamity only to a few tradesmen, but the fall of Wentworth and Company was a much more serious matter, because that firm was an important prop to the much greater firm of Dalgetty and Son, which immediately shook in its shoes, and also went down, spreading ruin and consternation in the city. Now, it happened that Dalgetty and Son had extensive dealings with Webster and Company, and their fall involved the latter so deeply, that, despite their great wealth, their idolatrous head was compelled to puzzle his brain considerably in order to see his way out of his difficulties.

But the more he looked, the less he saw of a favourable nature. Some of his evil practices also had of late begun to shed their legitimate fruit on John Webster, and to teach him something of the meaning of those words, Be sure your sins shall find you out. This complicated matters considerably. He consulted his cash-books, bank-books, bill-books, sales-books, order-books, ledgers, etcetera, etcetera, again and again, for hours at a time, without arriving at any satisfactory result. He went to his diminutive office early in the morning, and sat there late at night; and did not, by so doing, improve his finances a whit, although he succeeded in materially injuring his health. He worried the life of poor meek Grinder to such an extent that that unfortunate man went home one night and told his wife he meant to commit suicide, begged her to go out and purchase a quart of laudanum for that purpose at the fishmongers, and was not finally induced to give up, or at least to delay, his rash purpose, until he had swallowed a tumbler of mulled port wine and gone to sleep with a bottle of hot water at his feet! In short, Mr Webster did all that it was possible for a man to do in order to retrieve his fortunes  all except pray, and commit his affairs into the hands of his Maker; that he held to be utterly ridiculous. To make use of Gods winds, and waves, and natural laws, and the physical and mental powers which had been given him, for the furtherance of his designs, was quite natural, he said; but to make use of Gods word and His promises  tut! tut! he said, that was foolishness.

However that may be, the end was, that Webster and Company became very shaky. They did not, indeed, go into the Gazette, but they got into very deep water; and the principal, ere long, having overwrought all his powers, was stricken with a raging fever.

It was then that John Webster found his god to be anything but a comforter, for it sat upon him like a nightmare; and poor Annie, who, assisted by Mrs Niven, was his constant and devoted nurse, was horrified by the terrible forms in which the golden idol assailed him. That fever became to him the philosophers stone. Everything was transmuted by it into gold. The counting of guineas was the poor mans sole occupation from morning till night, and the numbers to which he attained were sometimes quite bewildering; but he invariably lost the thread at a certain point, and, with a weary sigh, began over again at the beginning. The bed curtains became golden tissue, the quilt golden filigree, the posts golden masts and yards and bowsprits, which now receded from him to immeasurable distance, and anon advanced, until he cried out and put up his hands to shield his face from harm; but, whether they advanced or retired, they invariably ended by being wrecked, and he was left in the raging sea surrounded by drowning men, with whom he grappled and fought like a demon, insomuch that it was found necessary at one time to have a strong man in an adjoining room, to be ready to come in when summoned, and hold him down. Gold, gold, gold was the subject of his thoughts  the theme of his ravings  at that time. He must have read, at some period of his life, and been much impressed by, Hoods celebrated poem on that subject, for he was constantly quoting scraps of it.

Why dont you help me? he would cry at times, turning fiercely to his daughter. How can I remember it if I am not helped? I have counted it all up  one, two, three, on to millions, and billions, and trillions of gold, gold, gold, hammered and rolled, bought and sold, scattered and doled  there, Ive lost it again! You are constantly setting me wrong. All the things about me are gold, and the very food you gave me yesterday was gold. Oh! how sick I am of this gold! Why dont you take it away from me?

And then he would fall into some other train of thought, in which his god, as before, would take the reins and drive him on, ever in the same direction.

At last the crisis of the disease came and passed, and John Webster began slowly to recover. And it was now that he formed a somewhat true estimate of the marketable value of his daughter Annie, inasmuch as he came at length to the conclusion that she was priceless, and that he would not agree to sell her for any sum that could be named!

During this period of convalescence, Annies patience, gentleness, and powers of endurance were severely tried, and not found wanting. The result was that the conscience of the invalid began to awake and smite him; then his heart began to melt, and, ere long, became knit to that of his child, while she sought to relieve his pains and cheer his spirits she chatted, played, sang, and read to him. Among other books she read the Bible. At first Mr Webster objected to this, on the ground that he did not care for it; but, seeing that Annie was much pained by his refusal, he consented to permit her to read a few verses to him daily. He always listened to them with his eyes shut, but never by look or comment gave the least sign that they made any impression on him.

During the whole period of Mr Websters illness and convalescence, Captain Harry Boyns found it convenient to have much business to transact in Liverpool, and he was extremely regular in his calls to inquire after the health of his late employer. This was very kind of him, considering the way in which he had been treated! Sometimes on these visits he saw Annie, sometimes he saw Mrs Niven  according as the one or other chanced to be on duty at the time; but, although he was never permitted to do more than exchange a few sentences with either of them, the most careless observer could have told, on each occasion, which he had seen, for he always left the door with a lengthened face and slow step when he had seen Mrs Niven: but ran down the steps with a flushed countenance and sparkling eyes when he had met with Annie!

At last Mr Webster was so much restored that his doctor gave him leave to pay a short visit to his counting-room in the city.

How strangely Mr Webster felt, after his long absence, when he entered once more the temple of his god, and sat down in his old chair. Everything looked so familiar, yet so strange! There were, indeed, the old objects, but not the old arrangements, for advantage had been taken of his absence to have the office thoroughly cleaned! There was the same air of quiet, too, and seclusion; but the smells were not so musty as they used to be, and there was something terribly unbusinesslike in the locked desk and the shut books and the utter absence of papers. The portrait of his deceased wifes father was there, however, as grim, silent, and steadfast in its gaze as ever, so Mr Webster smiled, nodded to it, and rang a hand-bell for his confidential clerk, who entered instantly, having been stationed at the back of the door for full ten minutes in expectation of the summons.

Good morning, Mr Grinder. I have been ill, you see. Glad to get back, however. How has business been going on in my absence? The doctor forbade my making any inquiries while I was ill, so that I have been rather anxious.

Yes, sir, I am aware  I  in fact I was anxious to see you several times on business, but could not gain admittance.

Hm! not going on so well as might be desired, I suppose, said Mr Webster.

Well, not quite; in short, I might even say things are much worse than they were before you took ill, sir; but if a confidential agent were sent to Jamaica to  to  that is, if Messrs Bright and Early were seen by yourself, sir, and some arrangement made, we might  might  go on for some time longer, and if trade revives, I think

So bad as that! exclaimed Mr Webster, musing. Well, well, Grinder, we must do our best to pull through. Are any of our vessels getting ready for sea just now?

Yes, sir, the Ocean Queen sails for Jamaica about the end of this month.

Very well, Grinder, I will go in her. She is one of our best ships, I think. The doctor said something about a short voyage to recruit me, so thats settled. Bring me writing materials, and send a statement of affairs home to me to-night. I have not yet strength to go into details here.

Grinder brought the writing materials and retired. His employer wrote several letters; among them one to the doctor, apprising him of his intention to go to Jamaica, and another to the captain of the Ocean Queen, giving him the same information, and directing him to fit up the two best berths in the cabin for the reception of himself and his daughter, with a berth for an old female servant.

Three weeks thereafter he went on board with Annie and Mrs Niven, and the Ocean Queen, spreading her sails, was soon far out upon the broad bosom of the restless Atlantic.




Chapter Six.

Describes the Presentation of a New Lifeboat to Covelly, and treats of The Royal National Lifeboat Institution.

We must now change the scene, and beg our readers to accompany us once more to Covelly, where, not long after the events narrated in the last chapter, an interesting ceremony was performed, which called out the inhabitants in vast numbers. This was the presentation of a new lifeboat to the town, and the rewarding of several men who had recently been instrumental in saving life in circumstances of peculiar danger.

The weather was propitious. A bright sun and a calm sea rejoiced the eyes of the hundreds who had turned out to witness the launch. The old boat, which had saved our heroine years before, and had rescued many more since that day from the angry sea, was worn out, and had to be replaced by one of the magnificent new boats built on the self-righting principle, which had but recently been adopted by the Lifeboat Institution. A lady of the neighbourhood, whose only daughter had been saved by the old boat some time before, had presented the purchase-money of the new one (400 pounds) to the Institution; and, with the promptitude which characterises all the movements of that Society, a fine self-righting lifeboat, with all the latest improvements, had been sent at once to the port.

High on her carriage, in the centre of the town, the new lifeboat stood  gay and brilliant in her blue and white paint, the crew with their cork lifebelts on, and a brass band in front, ready to herald her progress to the shore. The mayor of the town, with all the principal men, headed the procession, and a vast concourse of people followed. At the shore the boat was named the Rescue by the young lady whose life had been saved by the old one, and amid the acclamations of the vast multitude, the noble craft was shot off her carriage into the calm sea, where she was rowed about for a considerable time, and very critically examined by her crew; for, although the whole affair was holiday-work to most of those who looked on, the character of the new boat was a matter of serious import to those who manned her, and who might be called on to risk their lives in her every time their shores should be lashed by a stormy sea.

Our hero, Harry Boyns, held the steering oar. He had been appointed by the parent Institution to the position of Local Secretary of the Covelly Lifeboat Branch, and, of course, was anxious to know the qualities of his vessel.

Harry, we may remark in passing, having lost his situation, and finding that his mothers health was failing, had made up his mind to stay on shore for a year or two, and seek employment in his native town. Being a well-educated man, he obtained this in the office of a mercantile house, one of the partners of which was related to his mother.

The rowing powers of the new boat were soon tested. Then Harry steered to the pier, where a tackle had been prepared for the purpose of upsetting her. This was an interesting point in the proceedings, because few there had seen a self-righting boat, and, as usual, there was a large sprinkling in the crowd of that class of human beings who maintain the plausible, but false, doctrine, that seeing is believing!

Considerable difficulty was experienced in getting the boat to overturn. The operation was slowly accomplished; and all through there appeared to be an unwillingness on the part of the boat to upset!  a symptom which gave much satisfaction to her future crew, who stood ready on her gunwale to leap away from her. At last she was raised completely on one side, then she balanced for a moment, and fell forward, keel up, with a tremendous splash, while the men, not a moment too soon, sprang into the sea, and a wild cheer, mingled with laughter, arose from the spectators.

If the upsetting was slow and difficult, the self-righting was magically quick and easy. The boat went right round, and, almost before one could realise what had occurred, she was again on an even keel. Of course she was nearly full of water at the moment of rising; but, in a few seconds, the discharging holes in her bottom had cleared the water completely away. The whole operation of self-righting and self-emptying, from first to last, occupied only seventeen seconds! If there was laughter mingled with the shouts when she overturned and threw her crew into the sea, there was nothing but deep-toned enthusiasm in the prolonged cheer which hailed her on righting, for then it was fully realised, especially by seafaring men, what genuine and valuable qualities the boat possessed, and the cheers became doubly enthusiastic when the crew, grasping the lifelines which were festooned round her sides, clambered on board again, and were reseated at the oars in less than two minutes thereafter.

This done, the boat was hauled up on her carriage, and conveyed to the house near the beach which had been prepared for her reception, there to wait, in constant readiness, until the storm should call her forth to display her peculiar qualities in actual service.

But another, and, if possible, a still more interesting ceremony remained to be performed. This was the presentation of the gold and silver medals of the Institution to several men of the town, who, in a recent storm, had rendered signal service in the saving of human life.

The zealous and indefatigable secretary of the Institution had himself come down from London to present these.

The presentation took place in the new town hall, a large building capable of containing upwards of a thousand people, which, on the occasion, was filled to overflowing.

The mayor presided, of course, and opened proceedings, as many chairmen do, by taking the wind out of the sails of the principal speaker! That is to say, he touched uninterestingly on each topic that was likely to engage the attention of the meeting, and stated many facts and figures in a loose and careless way, which every one knew the secretary would, as a matter of course, afterwards state much better and more correctly than himself. But the mayor was a respected, well-meaning man, and, although his speech was listened to with manifest impatience, his sitting down was hailed with rapturous applause.

At this point  the mayor having in his excitement forgotten to call upon the secretary to speak  a stout man on the platform took advantage of the oversight and started to his feet, calling from a disgusted auditor the expression, Oh, theres that bore Dowler! It was indeed that same Joseph who had, on a memorable occasion long past, signed himself the humble friend of Mr Webster. Before a word could escape his lips, however, he was greeted with a storm of yells and obliged to sit down. But he did so under protest, and remained watchful for another favourable opportunity of breaking in. Dowler never knew when he was out of order; he never felt or believed himself to be out of order! In fact, he did not know what out of order meant when applied to himself. He was morally a rhinoceros. He could not be shamed by disapprobation; could not be cowed by abuse; never was put out by noise  although he frequently was by the police; nor put down by reason  though he sometimes was by force; spoke everywhere, on all subjects, against the opinions (apparently) of everybody; and lived a life of perpetual public martyrdom and protest.

Silence having been obtained, the secretary of the Lifeboat Institution rose, and, after a few complimentary remarks on the enthusiasm in the good cause shown by the town, and especially by the lady who had presented the boat, he called Captain Harry Boyns to the platform, and presented him with the gold medal of the Institution in an able speech, wherein he related the special act of gallantry for which it was awarded  telling how that, during a terrible gale, on a dark night in December, the gallant young captain, happening to walk homewards along the cliffs, observed a vessel on the rocks, not twenty yards from the land, with the green seas making clean breaches over her; and how that  knowing the tide was rising, and that before he could run to the town, three miles distant, for assistance, the vessel would certainly be dashed to pieces  he plunged into the surf, at the imminent risk of his life, swam to the vessel, and returned to the shore with a rope, by which means a hawser was fixed to the cliffs, and thirty-nine lives were rescued from the sea!

Well did every one present know the minute details of the heroic deed referred to, but they were glad to hear the praises of their townsman re-echoed by one who thoroughly understood the merits of the case, and whose comments thereon brought out more clearly to the minds of many the extent of the danger which the gallant captain had run, so that, when Harry stepped forward to receive the medal, he was greeted with the most enthusiastic cheers. Thereafter, the secretary presented silver medals to two fishermen of the Cove, namely, Old Jacobs and Robert Gaston, both of whom had displayed unusual daring at the rescue of the young lady who was the donor of the lifeboat. He then touched on the value of lifeboats in general, and gave an interesting account of the origin of the Society which he represented; but as this subject deserves somewhat special treatment, we shall turn aside from the thread of our tale for a little, to regard the Work and the Boats of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, assuring our reader that the subject is well worthy the earnest consideration of all men.

The first lifeboat ever launched upon the stormy sea was planned and built by a London coach-builder, named Lionel Lukin, who took out a patent for it in November 1785, and launched it at Bamborough, where it was the means of saving many lives the first year. Although Lukin thus demonstrated the possibility of lives being saved by a boat which could live under circumstances that would have proved fatal to ordinary boats, he was doomed to disappointment. The Prince of Wales (George the Fourth) did indeed befriend him, but the Lords of Admiralty were deaf, and the public were indifferent. Lukin went to his grave unrewarded by man, but stamped with a nobility which can neither be gifted nor inherited, but only won  the nobility which attaches to the character of national benefactor.

The public were aroused from their apathy in 1789 by the wreck of the Adventure of Newcastle, the crew of which perished in the presence of thousands, who could do nothing to save them. Models of lifeboats were solicited, and premiums offered for the best. Among those who responded, William Wouldhave, a painter, and Henry Greathead, a boat-builder of South Shields, stood pre-eminent. The latter afterwards became a noted builder and improver of lifeboats, and was well and deservedly rewarded for his labours. In 1803 Greathead had built thirty-one boats  eighteen for England, five for Scotland, and eight for other countries. This was, so far, well, but it was a wretchedly inadequate provision for the necessities of the case. It was not until 1822 that a great champion of the lifeboat cause stood forth in the person of Sir William Hillary, Baronet.

Sir William, besides being a philanthropist, was a hero! He not only devised liberal things and carried them into execution, but he personally shared in the danger of rescuing life from the sea. He dwelt on the shores of the Isle of Man, where he established a Sailors Home at Douglas. He frequently embarked in the boats that went off to rescue lives from the wrecks that were constantly occurring on the island. Once he had his ribs broken in this service, and was frequently in imminent danger of being drowned. During his career he personally assisted in the saving of 305 human lives! He was the means of stirring up public men, and the nation generally, to a higher sense of their duty towards those who, professionally and otherwise, risk their lives upon the sea; and eventually, in conjunction with two Members of Parliament  Mr Thomas Wilson and Mr George Herbert  was the founder of The Royal National Institution for the Preservation of Life from Shipwreck. This Institution  now named The Royal National Lifeboat Institution  was founded on the 24th of March 1824, and has gone on progressively, doing its noble work of creating and maintaining a lifeboat fleet, rescuing the shipwrecked, and rewarding the rescuers, from that day to this. When life does not require to be saved, and when opportunity offers, the Society allows its boats to save property, of which we shall have something more to say presently.

At the founding of the Institution in 1824, the Archbishop of Canterbury of the day filled the chair; the great Wilberforce, Lord John Russell, and other magnates, were present; the Dukes of Kent, Sussex, and other members of the Royal family, became vice-patrons; the Duke of Northumberland its vice-president, and George the Fourth its patron. In 1850 the much-lamented Prince Albert  whose life was a continual going about doing good  became its vice-patron, and Her Majesty the Queen became, and still continues, a warm supporter and an annual contributor.

Now, this is a splendid array of names and titles; but it ought ever to be borne in remembrance that the Institution is dependent for its continued existence on the public  on you and me, good reader  for it is supported almost entirely by voluntary contributions. That it will always find warm hearts to pray for it, and open hands to give, as long as its boats continue, year by year, to pluck men, women, and children from the jaws of death, and give them back to gladdened hearts on shore, is made very apparent from the records published quarterly in The Lifeboat Journal of the Society, a work full of interesting information. Therein we find that the most exalted contributor is Queen Victoria  the lowliest, a sailors orphan child!

Here are a few of the gifts to the Institution selected very much at random:  One gentleman leaves it a legacy of 10,000 pounds. Some time ago a sum of 5000 pounds was sent anonymously by a friend. There comes 100 pounds as a second donation from a sailors daughter, and 50 pounds from a British admiral. Five shillings are sent as the savings of a child; 1 shilling, 6 pence from another little child, in postage-stamps; 15 pounds from three fellow-servants; 10 pounds from a shipwrecked pilot, and 10 shillings 6 pence from an old salt. Indeed, we can speak from personal experience on this subject, because, among others, we received a letter, one day, in a cramped and peculiar hand, which we perused with deep interest, for it had been written by a blind youth, whose eyes, nevertheless, had been thoroughly opened to see the great importance of the lifeboat cause, for he had collected 100 pounds for the Institution! On another occasion, at the close of a lecture on the subject, an old woman, who appeared to be among the poorest of the classes who inhabit the old town of Edinburgh, came to us and said, Hae, theres tippence for the lifeboat!

It cannot be doubted that these sums, and many, many others that are presented annually, are the result of moral influences which elevate the soul, and which are indirectly caused by the lifeboat service. We therefore hold that the Institution ought to be regarded as a prolific cause of moral good to the nation. And, while we are on this subject, it may be observed that our lifeboat influence for good on other nations is very considerable. In proof of this we cite the following facts:  Finland sends 50 pounds to our Institution to testify its appreciation of the good done by us to its sailors and shipping. The late President Lincoln of the United States, while involved in all the anxieties of the great civil war, found time to send 100 pounds to our Lifeboat Institution, in acknowledgement of the services rendered to American ships in distress. Russia and Holland send naval men to inspect our lifeboat management. France, in generous emulation of ourselves, starts a Lifeboat Institution of its own; and last, but not least, it has been said, that foreigners know when they are wrecked on the shores of Britain by the persevering and noble efforts that are made to save their lives!

But there are some minds which do not attach much value to moral influence, and to which material benefit is an all-powerful argument. Well, then, to these we would address ourselves, but, in passing, would remark that moral influence goes far to secure for us material advantage. It is just because so many hundreds of human living souls are annually preserved to us that men turn with glowing gratitude to the rescuers and to the Institution which organises and utilises the latent philanthropy and pluck of our coast heroes. On an average, 800 lives are saved every year; while, despite our utmost efforts, 600 are lost. Those who know anything about our navy, and our want of British seamen to man our ships, cannot fail to see that the saving of so many valuable lives is a positive material benefit to the nation. But to descend to the lowest point, we maintain that the value of the lifeboats to the nation, in the mere matter of saving property, is almost incredible. In regard to these things, it is possible to speak definitely.

For instance, during stormy weather, it frequently happens that vessels show signals of distress, either because they are so badly strained as to be in a sinking condition, or so damaged that they are unmanageable, or the crews have become so exhausted as to be no longer capable of working for their own preservation. In such cases, the lifeboat puts off with the intention, in the first instance, of saving life. It reaches the vessel in distress; the boats crew spring on board and find, perhaps, that there is some hope of saving the ship. Knowing the locality well, they steer her clear of rocks and shoals. Being fresh and vigorous, they work the pumps with a will, manage to keep her afloat, and finally steer her into port, thus saving ship and cargo as well as crew.

Now, let it be observed that what we have here supposed is not imaginary  it is not even of rare occurrence. It happens every year. Last year thirty-eight ships were thus saved by lifeboats. The year before, twenty-eight were saved. The year before that, seventeen. Before that, twenty-one. As surely and regularly as the year comes round, so surely and regularly are ships and property thus saved to the nation.

It cannot be too well understood that a wrecked ship is not only an individual, but a national loss. Insurance protects the individual, but insurance cannot, in the nature of things, protect the nation. If you drop a thousand sovereigns in the street, that is a loss to you, but not to the nation. Some lucky individual will find the money and circulate it. But if you drop it in the sea, it is lost, not only to you, but to the nation to which you belong  ay, lost to the world itself for ever! If a lifeboat, therefore, saves a ship worth 1000 pounds from destruction, it literally presents that sum as a free gift to the nation. We say a free gift, because the lifeboats are supported for the purpose of saving life, not property.

A few remarks on the value of loaded ships will throw additional light on this subject, and make more apparent the value of the Lifeboat Institution. Take, first, the case of a ship which was actually saved by a lifeboat. She was a large Spanish ship, which grounded on a bank off the south coast of Ireland. The captain and crew forsook her, and escaped to shore in their boats, but one man was inadvertently left on board. Soon after, the wind moderated and shifted, the ship slipped off the bank into deep water, and drifted to the northward. The crew of the Cahore lifeboat were on the look-out, observed the vessel passing, launched their boat, and after a long pull against wind and sea, boarded the vessel, and rescued the Spanish sailor. But they did more. Finding seven feet of water in the hold, they rigged the pumps, trimmed the sails, carried the ship into port, and handed her over to an agent for the owners. This vessel and cargo were valued at 20,000 pounds, and we think we are justified in saying that England, through the instrumentality of her Lifeboat Institution, presented that handsome sum to Spain upon that occasion!

But many ships are much more costly than that was. Some time ago a ship named the Golden Age was lost upon our shores; it was valued at 200,000 pounds. If that single ship had been one of the thirty-eight saved last year (and it might have been), the sum thus saved to the nation would have been more than sufficient to buy up all the lifeboats in the kingdom twice over! But that ship was not amongst the saved. It was lost. So was the Ontario of Liverpool, which was wrecked in October 1864, and valued at 100,000 pounds. Also the Assaye, wrecked on the Irish coast, and valued at 200,000 pounds. Here are 500,000 pounds lost for ever by the wreck of these three ships alone in one year! Do you know, reader, what such sums represent? Are you aware that the value of the Ontario alone is equal to the income for one year of the London Missionary Society, wherewith it supports its institutions at home and abroad, and spreads the blessed knowledge of gospel truth over a vast portion of the globe?

But we have only spoken of three ships  no doubt three of the largest size  yet only three of the lost. Couple the above figures with the fact that the number of ships lost, or seriously damaged, every year, on the shores of the United Kingdom is above two thousand, and you will have some idea of one of the reasons why taxation is so heavy; and if you couple them with the other fact, that, from twenty to thirty ships, great and small, are saved by lifeboats every year, you will perceive that, whatever amount may be given to the Lifeboat Institution, it gives back to the nation far more than it receives in material wealth, not to mention human lives at all.

Its receipts in 1868 from all sources were 31,668 pounds, and its expenditure 31,585 pounds. The lives saved by its own boats last year were 603, in addition to which other 259 were saved by shore boats, for which the Institution rewarded the crews with thirteen medals, and money to the extent of above 6573 pounds, for all services.

The Lifeboat Institution has a little sister, whom it would be unjust, as well as ungracious, not to introduce in passing, namely, the Shipwrecked Mariners Society. They do their blessed work hand in hand. Their relative position may be simply stated thus:  The Lifeboat Institution saves life. Having dragged the shipwrecked sailor from the sea, its duty is done. It hands him over to the agent of the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, who takes him by the hand, sees him housed, warmed, clad and fed, and sends him home rejoicing, free of expense, and with a little cash in his pocket. Formerly, shipwrecked sailors had to beg their way to their homes. At first they were sympathised with and well treated. Thereupon uprose a host of counterfeits. The land was overrun by shipwrecked-mariner-beggars, and as people of the interior knew not which was which, poor shipwrecked Jack often suffered because of these vile impostors. But now there is not a port in the kingdom without its agent of the Society. Jack has, therefore, no need to beg his way. The world knows this; the deceiver knows it too, therefore his occupation is gone! Apart from its benignant work, the mere fact that the little sister has swept such vagrants off the land entitles her to a strong claim on our gratitude. She, also, is supported by voluntary contributions.

Turning now to another branch of our subject, let us regard for a little the boats of the Lifeboat Institution.

What is a lifeboat? Wherein does it differ from other boats? are questions sometimes put. Let us attempt a brief reply.

A lifeboat  that is to say, the present lifeboat  differs from all other boats in four particulars:  1. It is almost indestructible. 2. It is insubmergible. 3. It is self-righting. 4. It is self-emptying. In other words, it can hardly be destroyed; it cannot be sunk; it rights itself if upset; it empties itself if filled. Let us illustrate these points in succession. Here is evidence on the first point.

On a terrible night in 1857 a Portuguese brig struck on the Goodwin Sands. The noble, and now famous, Ramsgate lifeboat was at once towed out when the signal-rocket from the lightship was seen, indicating a wreck on the sands. A terrific battle with the winds and waves ensued. At length the boat was cast off to windward of the sands, and bore down on the brig through the shoal water, which tossed her like a cork on its raging surface. They reached the brig and lay by her for some time in the hope of getting her off, but failed. The storm increased, the vessel began to break up, so her crew were taken into the boat, which  having previously cast anchor to windward of the wreck, and eased off the cable until it got under her lee  now tried to pull back to its anchor. Every effort was fruitless, owing to the shifting nature of the sands and the fury of the storm. At last nothing was left for it but to hoist the sail, cut the cable, and make a desperate effort to beat off the sands. In this also they failed; were caught on the crest of a breaking roller, and borne away to leeward. Water and wind in wildest commotion were comparatively small matters to the lifeboat, but want of water was a serious matter. The tide happened to be out. The sands were only partially covered, and over them the breakers swept in a chaotic seething turmoil that is inconceivable by those who have not witnessed it. Every one has seen the ripples on the seashore when the tide is out. On the Goodwins these ripples are great banks, to be measured by yards instead of inches. From one to another of these sand-banks this boat was cast. Each breaker caught her up, hurled her onward a few yards, and let her down with a crash that well-nigh tore every man out of her, leaving her there a few moments, to be caught up again and made sport with by the next billow. The Portuguese sailors, eighteen in number, clung to the thwarts in silent despair, but the crew of the boat did not lose heart. They knew her splendid qualities, and hoped that, if they should only escape being dashed against the portions of wreck which strewed the sands, all might yet be well. Thus, literally fathom by fathom, with a succession of shocks that would have knocked any ordinary boat to pieces, was this magnificent lifeboat driven, during two hours in the dead of night, over two miles of the Goodwin Sands! At last she drove into deep water on the other side; the sails were set, and soon after, through Gods mercy, the rescued men were landed safely in Ramsgate Harbour. So, we repeat, the lifeboat is almost indestructible.

That she is insubmergible has been proved by what has already been written, and our space forbids giving further illustration, but a word about the cause of this quality is necessary. Her floating power is due to air-chambers fitted round the sides under the seats and in the bow and stern; also to empty space and light wood or cork ballast under her floor. If thrust forcibly deep under water with as many persons in her as could be stowed away, she would, on being released, rise again to the surface like a cork.

The self-righting principle is one of the most important qualities of the lifeboat. However good it may be in other respects, a boat without this quality is a lifeboat only so long as it maintains its proper position on the water. If upset it is no better than any other boat. It is true that, great stability being one of the lifeboats qualities, such boats are not easily overturned. Nevertheless they sometimes are so, and the results have been on several occasions disastrous. Witness the case of the Liverpool boat, which in January 1865 upset, and the crew of seven men were drowned. Also the Point of Ayr lifeboat, which upset when under sail at a distance from the land, and her crew, thirteen in number, were drowned. Two or three of the poor fellows were seen clinging to the keel for twenty minutes, but no assistance could be rendered. Now, both of these were considered good lifeboats, but they were not self-righting. Numerous cases might be cited to prove the inferiority of the non-self-righting boats, but one more will suffice. In February 1858 the Southwold boat  a large sailing boat, esteemed one of the finest in the kingdom, but not self-righting  went out for exercise, and was running before a heavy surf with all sail set, when she suddenly ran on the top of a sea, broached-to and upset. The crew in this case being near shore, and having on cork lifebelts, were rescued, but three gentlemen who had gone off in her without lifebelts were drowned. This case, and the last, occurred in broad daylight.

In contrast to these we give an instance of the action of the self-righting lifeboat when overturned. It occurred on a dark stormy night in October 1858. On that night a wreck took place off the coast near Dungeness, three miles from shore. The small lifeboat belonging to that place put off to the rescue. Eight stout men of the coastguard composed her crew. She belonged to the National Lifeboat Institution  all the boats of which are now built on the self-righting principle. The wreck was reached soon after midnight, and found to have been deserted by her crew; the boat therefore returned to the shore. While crossing a deep channel between two shoals she was caught up and struck by three heavy seas in succession. The coxswain lost command of the rudder, and she was carried away before a sea, broached to and upset, throwing the men out of her. Immediately she righted herself, cleared herself of water, and the anchor having fallen out she was brought up by it. The crew, meanwhile, having on lifebelts, regained the boat, got into her by means of the lifelines hung round her sides, cut the cable, and returned to the shore in safety!

The means by which the self-righting is accomplished are  two large air-cases, one in the bow, the other in the stern, and a heavy iron keel. These air-cases are rounded on the top and raised so high that a boat, bottom up, resting on them, would be raised almost quite out of the water. Manifestly, to rest on these pivots is an impossibility; the overturned boat must fall on its side, in which position the heavy iron keel comes into play and drags the bottom down, thus placing the boat violently and quickly in her proper position. The simple plan here described was invented by the Reverend James Bremner, of Orkney, and exhibited at Leith, near Edinburgh, in the year 1800. Mr Bremners aircases were empty casks in the bow and stern, and his ballast was three hundredweight of iron attached to the keel.

This plan, however, was not made practically useful until upwards of fifty years later, when twenty out of twenty-four men were lost by the upsetting of the non-self-righting lifeboat of South Shields. After the occurrence of that melancholy event, the late Duke of Northumberland  who for many years was one of the warmest supporters and patrons of the Lifeboat Institution  offered a prize of 100 pounds for the best self-righting lifeboat. It was gained by Mr Beeching, whose boat was afterwards considerably altered and improved by Mr Peak.

The self-emptying principle is of almost equal importance with the self-righting, for, in every case of putting off to a wreck, a lifeboat is necessarily filled again and again with water  sometimes overwhelmed by tons of it; and a boat full of water, however safe it may be, is necessarily useless. Six large holes in the bottom of the boat effect the discharge of water. There is an air-tight floor to the lifeboat, which is so placed that when the boat is fully manned and loaded with passengers it is a very little above the level of the sea. On this fact the acting of the principle depends. Between this floor and the bottom of the boat, a space of upwards of a foot in depth, there is some light ballast of cork or wood, and some parts of the space are left empty. The six holes above mentioned are tubes of six inches diameter, which extend from the floor through the bottom of the boat. Now, it is one of natures laws that water must find its level. For instance, take any boat and bore large holes in its bottom, and suppose it to be held up in its ordinary floating position, so that it cannot sink, then fill it suddenly quite full of water, it will be found that the water inside will run out until it is on a level with the water outside. Water poured into a lifeboat will of course act in the same way, but when that which has been poured into it reaches the level of the water outside, it has also reached the floor: in other words, there is no more water left to run out.

Such are the principal qualities of the splendid lifeboat now used on our coasts, and of which it may be said that it has almost reached the state of absolute perfection.

The Lifeboat Institution, which has been the means in Gods hands of saving so many thousands of human lives, is now in a high state of efficiency and of well-deserved prosperity; both of which conditions are due very largely to the untiring exertions and zeal of its present secretary, Richard Lewis, Esquire, of the Inner Temple. Success is not dependent on merit alone. Good though the lifeboat cause unquestionably is, we doubt whether the Institution would have attained its present high position so soon, had it not been guided thereto by the judicious management of its committee  the members of which bestow laborious and gratuitous service on its great and national work  aided by the able and learned secretary and an experienced inspector of lifeboats (Captain J.R. Ward, R.N.) both whose judgement and discretion have often been the themes of deserved praise by the public.

That the claims of the Institution are very strong must be admitted by all who reflect that during upwards of forty years it has been engaged in the grand work of saving human lives. Up to the present date, it has plucked 18,225 human beings from the waves, besides an incalculable amount of valuable property. It is a truly national blessing, and as such deserves the support of every man and woman in the kingdom. (See footnote.)

But, to return from this prolonged yet by no means unnecessary digression,  let us remind the reader that we left him at the meeting in the town-hall of Covelly, of which, however, we will only say further, that it was very enthusiastic and most successful. That the mayor, having been stirred in spirit by the secretarys speech, redeemed himself by giving vent to a truly eloquent oration, and laying on the table a handsome contribution towards the funds of the Society. That many of the people present gladly followed his lead, and that the only interruption to the general harmony was the repeated attempts made by Mr Joseph Dowler  always out of order  to inflict himself upon the meeting; an infliction which the meeting persistently declined to permit!

Thereafter the new lifeboat was conveyed to its house on the shore, where, however, it had not rested many weeks before it was called into vigorous action.



For the sake of those who sympathise with us, and desire to give substantial evidence of their goodwill, we would suggest that contributions may be sent to the secretary, Richard Lewis, Esquire, 14 John Street, Adelphi, London.




Chapter Seven.

The Storm and the Wreck.

Listen, O ye who lie comfortably asleep, secure in your homes, oblivious of danger, when the tempest is roaring overhead! Come, let us together wing our flight to the seashore, and cast a searching glance far and near over the strand.

On a certain Friday morning in the year 18 hundred and something, a terrific gale broke over the east coast, and everywhere the lifeboat men went out to watch the raging sea, knowing full well that ere long there would be rough but glorious work for them to do. A tremendous sea ran high on the bar at Tynemouth, and rolled with tremendous force on the Black Middens  rocks that are black indeed, in their history as well as their aspect. A barque was seen making for the Tyne, towed by a steam-tug. A sudden squall struck them; the tug was forced to let the vessel go, and she went on the rocks. A few minutes had barely passed when another vessel was descried, a brig, which made for the harbour, missed it, and was driven on the same fatal rocks a few yards south of the barque. The alarm-gun was fired, and the members of the Tynemouth Volunteer Life Brigade were quickly at the scene of disaster. The rocket apparatus was fired, and a line passed over one of the vessels; but other anxious eyes had been on the look-out that night, and soon the salvage boat William was launched at North Shields, and the South Shields men launched the Tynemouth lifeboat. The Constant lifeboat also put off to the rescue. It was getting dark by that time, so that those on shore could not see the boats after they had engaged in strife with the raging sea. Meanwhile part of the crew of the barque were saved by the rocket apparatus, but those of the brig did not know how to use it, and they would certainly have perished had not the William got alongside and rescued them all. While this was going on a third vessel was driven ashore on the Battery Rock. The South Shields lifeboat made towards her, succeeded in getting alongside, and rescued the crew.

A mile west of Folkestone Harbour a brigantine, laden with rum and sugar, went ashore, broadside-on, near Sandgate Castle. The ever-ready coastguardsmen turned out. A Sandgate fisherman first passed a small grapnel on board, then the coastguard sent out a small line with a lifebuoy attached and one by one the crew were all saved  the men of the coastguard with ropes round their waists, standing in the surf as deep as they dared to venture, catching the men who dropped, and holding their heads above water until they were safe. But the gallant coastguardsmen had other work cut out for them that night. Besides saving life, it was their duty to protect property. The cargo was a tempting one to many roughs who had assembled. When the tide receded, these attempted to get on board the wreck and regale themselves. The cutlasses of the coastguard, however, compelled them to respect the rights of private property, and taught them the majesty of the law!

Elsewhere along the coast many vessels were wrecked, and many lives were lost that night, while many more were saved by the gallant lifeboat crews, the details of which, if written, would thrill many a sympathetic breast from John o Groats to the Lands End; but passing by these we turn to one particular vessel which staggered in the gale of that night, but which, fortunately for those on board, was still at some distance from the dangerous and dreaded shore.

It was the Ocean Queen. Mr Webster was seated in her cabin, his face very pale, and his hands grasping the arms of the locker tightly to prevent his being hurled to leeward. Annie sat beside him with her arms round his waist. She was alarmed and looked anxious, but evidently possessed more courage than her father. There was some reason for this, however, for she did not know that Mr Websters fortunes had got into such a desperate case, that for the retrieving of them he depended very much on the successful voyage of the Ocean Queen.

Dont be so cast down, father, said Annie; I heard the captain say that we shall be in sight of land to-morrow.

Heaven forbid, said Mr Webster. Better to be in mid-ocean than near land on such a night.

Annie was about to reply when the door opened, and the captain looked in. He wore a sou-wester, and was clad in oilcloth garments from head to foot, which shone like black satin with the dripping spray.

Were getting on famously, he said in a hearty tone, the wind has shifted round to the sou-west, and if it holds  we shall

Sprung a leak, sir! cried the first mate in a deep excited voice as he looked down the companion.

What! exclaimed the captain, rushing upon deck.

Plank must have started, sir, theres three foot water in

His voice was drowned by distance and the roaring of the gale, but Mr Webster and Annie had heard enough to fill them with alarm.

The Ocean Queen had indeed sprung a leak, and so bad was it that when all the pumps available were set a-going, they failed to reduce the depth of water in the hold. Still, by constantly changing hands and making strenuous exertions, they prevented it from increasing rapidly. All that night and next day they wrought with unflagging energy at the pumps. No man on board spared himself. The captain took his spell with the rest. Even Mr Webster threw off his coat and went to work as if he had been born and bred a coal-heaver. The work, however, was very exhausting, and when land appeared no one seemed to have any heart to welcome it except Annie and her old nurse Mrs Niven.

Towards evening of the next day the captain came up to Mr Webster, who was seated on the cabin skylight with his head resting wearily on his hands.

We cannot make the port of Liverpool, I find, he said. The pilot says that if we wish to save the ship we must run for the nearest harbour on the coast, which happens, unfortunately, to be the very small one of Covelly.

Then by all means run for it, said Mr Webster. Strange, he muttered to himself, that fate should lead me there.

The head of the Ocean Queen was at once turned towards the shore, and as they neared it Mr Webster stood talking to Annie about the time long, long ago, when she had been rescued by a lifeboat there, and remarking on the curious coincidence that she should happen to come to the same place in distress a second time.

The gale, although somewhat more moderate, was still blowing strong, and an ugly sea was rolling on the bank where the Swordfish had gone ashore many years before. This, however, mattered little, because the direction of the wind was such that they could steer well clear of it. But the channel leading to the harbour was very sinuous, and, as the pilot observed, required careful steering. In one part this channel was so crooked that it became necessary to go on the other tack a short distance. In ordinary circumstances the captain would have thought nothing of this, but he felt anxious just then, because some of the stores and cordage furnished by mistake to him had been intended for the Ruby. Now the Ruby was one of the vessels of Webster and Company which had been sent away with the hope, if not the intention, that it should be wrecked! The mistake had been discovered only after the Ocean Queen had set sail.

Ready about, cried the pilot.

The men leaped to their respective places.

Take another pull at that foresl sheet, said the pilot.

This was done. At sea this would not have been necessary, because the ship was lively and answered her helm well, but in the narrow channel things had to be done more vigorously. The extra pull was given. The tackle of the foresail sheet had been meant for the Ruby. It snapped asunder, and the ship missed stays and fell away.

Instantly all was desperate confusion. A hurried attempt was made to wear ship, then two anchors were let go, but almost before the startled owner was aware of what had occurred, the good ship received a shock which made her quiver from stem to stern. She lifted with the next wave, and in another minute was fast on the shoal which had proved fatal to the Swordfish, with the waves dashing wildly over her.

Long before this occurred, our hero, Harry Boyns, had been watching the vessel with considerable anxiety. He little knew who was on board of her, else would his anxiety have been infinitely increased. But Harry was one of those men who do not require the spur of self-interest to keep them alive to duty. He had observed that the ship was in distress, and, as the honorary secretary of the Lifeboat Branch, he summoned together the crew of his boat. Thus all was in readiness for action when the disaster occurred to the Ocean Queen.

Instantly the lifeboat was run down to the beach, where hundreds of willing hands were ready to launch her, for the people had poured out of the town on the first rumour of what was going on. The crew leaped into the boat and seized the oars. The launching-ropes were manned. A loud Huzzah was given, and the lifeboat shot forth on her voyage of mercy, cutting right through the first tremendous billow that met her.

At that time Old Jacob, the coxswain of the boat, happened to be unwell; Harry himself therefore took the steering-oar, and Bob Gaston was in the bow. Mr Joseph Dowler chanced to be among the spectators on shore. That fussy and conceited individual, conceiving it to be a fitting occasion for the exercise of his tremendous powers, stood upon an elevated rock and began a wildly enthusiastic speech to which nobody listened, and in which he urged the lifeboatmen to do their duty in quite a Nelsonian spirit. Fortunately a sudden gust of wind blew him off his perch. He fell on his head so that his hat was knocked over his eyes, and before he was thoroughly extricated from it, the lifeboat was far from shore, and the men were doing their duty nobly, even although Mr Dowlers appeal had failed to reach their ears!

It was a tough pull, for wind, waves, and tide combined to beat them back, but they combined in vain. Inch by inch they advanced, slowly and laboriously, although it was so bitterly cold that the men had little feeling in the benumbed hands with which they pulled so gallantly.

At last they reached the vessel, pulled well to windward, cast anchor, and eased off the cable, until they passed her stern and got under her lee. Just then Harry looked up and felt as if he had received a shock from electric fire, for he beheld the pale face of Annie Webster gazing at him with glowing eyes! No longer did he feel the chilling blast. The blood rushed wildly through his veins as he shouted  

Look alive, Bob,  heave!

Bob Gaston stood up in the bow, and, with a beautiful swing, cast a line on board, by means of which the boat was hauled alongside. Just at that moment the mainyard came down with a thundering crash upon the ships deck, fortunately injuring no one. At the same time a tremendous billow broke over the stern of the Ocean Queen, and falling into the lifeboat in a cataract completely sunk her. She rose like a cork, keel uppermost, and would have righted at once, but a bight of the mainsail, with some of the wreck, held her down. Her crew, one by one, succeeded in clambering upon her, and Harry shouted to the men in the ship to hand him an axe. One was thrown to him which he caught, and began therewith to cut the wreck of cordage.

Slit the sail with your knife, Bob Gaston, he cried, but Bob did not reply. All the other men were there; Bob alone was missing. The difficulty of acting in such turmoil is not to be easily estimated. Twenty minutes elapsed before the boat was cleared. When this was accomplished she righted at once, and Bob Gaston was found sticking to the bottom of her, inside, having found sufficient air and space there to keep him alive!

Another moment and Harry Boyns was on the deck of the wreck.

Perhaps the most earnest Thank God that ever passed his lips burst from them when he seized Annies hand and entreated her to go with him at once into the boat.

Stay! hold! cried Mr Webster, seizing Harry wildly by the sleeve and whispering to him in quick earnest tones, Can nothing be done to save the ship? All is lost if she goes!

Hold on a minute, lads, cried Harry to the men in the boat; are the pumps working free,  is your ground tackle good? he added, turning hastily to the captain.

Ay, but the men are used up  utterly exhausted.

Jump aboard, lads, cried Harry to his men.

The men obeyed, leaving four of their number in the boat to keep her off the ships side. Under Harrys orders some of them manned the pumps, while others went to the windlass.

Come, boys, make one more effort to save the ship, cried Harry to the fatigued crew; the tide will rise for another hour, well save her yet if you have pluck to try.

Thus appealed to they all set to work, and hove with such goodwill that the ship was soon hauled off the sands  an event which was much accelerated by the gradual abating of the gale and rising of the tide. When it was thought safe to do this, the sails were trimmed, the cables cut, and, finally, the Ocean Queen was carried triumphantly into port  saved by the Covelly Lifeboat.

Need we tell you, good reader, that Mr Webster and his daughter, and Mrs Niven, spent that night under the roof of hospitable Mrs Boyns? who  partly because of the melancholy that ever rested like a soft cloud on her mild countenance, and partly because the cap happened to suit her cast of features  looked a very charming widow indeed. Is it necessary to state that Mr Webster changed his sentiments in regard to young Captain Boyns, and that, from regarding him first with dislike and then with indifference, he came to look upon him as one of the best fellows that ever lived, and was rather pleased than otherwise when he saw him go out, on the first morning after the rescue above recorded, to walk with his daughter among the romantic cliffs of Covelly!

Surely not! It would be an insult to your understanding to suppose that you required such information.

It may be, however, necessary to let you know that, not many weeks after these events, widow Boyns received a letter telling her that Captain Daniel Boyns was still alive and well, and that she might expect to see him within a very short period of time!

On reading thus far, poor Mrs Boyns fell flat on the sofa in a dead faint, and, being alone at the time, remained in that condition till she recovered, when she eagerly resumed the letter, which went on to say that, after the bottle containing the message from the sea had been cast overboard, the pirates had put himself and his remaining companions  six in number  into a small boat, and left them to perish on the open sea, instead of making them walk the plank, as they had at first threatened. That, providentially, a whale-ship had picked them up two days afterwards, and carried them off on a three years cruise to the South Seas, where she was wrecked on an uninhabited island. That there they had dwelt from that time to the present date without seeing a single sail  the island being far out of the track of merchant vessels. That at last a ship had been blown out of its course near the island, had taken them on board, and, finally, that here he was, and she might even expect to see him in a few hours!

This epistle was written in a curiously shaky hand, and was much blotted, yet, strange to say, it did not seem to have travelled far, it being quite clean and fresh!

The fact was that Captain Boyns was a considerate man. He had gone into a public-house, not ten yards distant from his own dwelling, to pen this letter, fearing that the shock would be too much for his wife if not broken gradually to her. But his impatience was great. He delivered the letter at his own door, and stood behind it just long enough, as he thought, to give her plenty of time to read it, and then burst in upon her just as she was recovering somewhat of her wonted self-possession.

Over the scene that followed we drop the curtain, and return to Mr Webster, who is once again seated in the old chair in the old office, gazing contemplatively at the portrait of his deceased wifes father.




Chapter Eight.

Conclusion.

There are times in the lives, probably, of all men, when the conscience awakes and induces a spirit of self-accusation and repentance. Such a time had arrived in the experience of Mr John Webster. He had obtained a glimpse of himself in his true colours, and the sight had filled him with dismay. He thought, as he sat in the old chair in the old office, of the wasted life that was behind him, and the little of life that lay, perchance, before. His right hand, from long habit, fumbled with the coin in his trousers-pocket. Taking out a sovereign he laid it on the desk, and gazed at it for some time in silence.

For your sake, he murmured, I have all but sold myself, body and soul. For the love of you I have undermined my health, neglected my child, ruined the fortunes of hundreds of men and women, and committed m

He could not bring himself to say the word, but he could not help thinking it, and the thought filled him with horror. The memory of that dread hour when he expected every instant to be whelmed in the raging sea rushed upon him vividly. He passed from that to the period of his sickness, when he used to fancy he was struggling fiercely in the seething brine with drowning men  men whom he had brought to that pass, and who strove revengefully to drag him down along with them. He clasped his hands over his eyes as if he thought to shut out those dreadful memories, and groaned in spirit. Despair would have seized upon the gold-lover at that time, had not his guardian angel risen before his agonised mind. Annies soft tones recurred to him. He thought of the words she had spoken to him, the passages from Gods Word that she had read, and, for the first time in his long life, the sordid man of business exclaimed, God be merciful to me, a sinner!

No other word escaped him, but when, after remaining motionless for a long time, he removed his hands from his face, the subdued expression that rested there might have led an observer to believe that the prayer had been answered.

A knock at the office-door caused him to start and endeavour to resume his ordinary professional expression and composure as he said, Come in.

Harry Boyns, however, had not waited for the answer. He was already in the room, hat in hand.

Now, sir, he said, eagerly, are you ready to start? The train leaves in half an hour, and we must not risk losing it to-day.

Losing it! said Mr Webster, as he rose and slowly put on his greatcoat, assisted by Harry, why, it just takes me five minutes to walk to the station. How do you propose to spend the remaining twenty-five?  But I say, Harry, he added with a peculiar smile, how uncommonly spruce you are to-day!

Not an unusual condition for a man to be in on his wedding-day, retorted Harry; and I am sure that I can return you the compliment with interest!

This was true, for Mr Webster had got himself up that morning with elaborate care. His morning coat still smelt of the brown paper in which it had come home. His waistcoat was immaculately white. His pearl-grey trousers were palpably new. His lavender kid-gloves were painfully clean. His patent-leather boots were glitteringly black, and his tout ensemble such as to suggest the idea that a band-box was his appropriate and native home.

Dont be impatient, boy, he said, putting some books into an iron safe, I must attend to business first, you know.

You have no right to attend to business at all, after making it over to me, as you formally did yesterday, said Harry. If you come here again, sir, and meddle with my department, I shall be compelled to dissolve partnership at once!

Please, sir, said Mr Grinder, appearing suddenly at the door, in a costume which was remarkable for its splendour and the badness of its fit  for Grinders was a figure that no ordinary tailor could understand, Captain Daniel Boyns is at the door.

Send him in, said Webster.

He wont come, sir; hes afraid of being late for the train.

Well, well, said Webster, with a laugh, come along. Are you ready, Grinder?

Yes, sir.

Then, lock the office-door, and dont forget to take out the key.

So saying, the old gentleman took Harrys arm, and, accompanied by Grinder and Captain Boyns senior, hurried to the train; was whirled in due course to Covelly, and shortly after found himself seated at a wedding-breakfast, along with our hero Harry Boyns, and our heroine Annie Webster, who was costumed as a bride, and looked inexpressibly bewitching. Besides these there were present excellent Mrs Boyns  happily no longer a widow!  and Grinder, whose susceptible nature rendered it difficult for him to refrain from shedding tears; and a bevy of brides-maids, so beautiful and sweet that it seemed quite preposterous to suppose that they could remain another day in the estate of spinsterhood. Mr Joseph Dowler was also there, self-important as ever, and ready for action at a moments notice; besides a number of friends of the bride and bridegroom, among whom was a pert young gentleman, friend of Mr Dowler, and a Mr Crashington, friend of Mr Webster,  an earnest, enthusiastic old gentleman, who held the opinion that most things in the world were wrong, and who wondered incessantly why in the world people would not set to work at once to put them all right! Niven, the old nurse, was there too, of course all excitement and tears, and so was Bob Gaston, whose appearance was powerfully suggestive of the individual styled in the ballad, the jolly young waterman.

Now, it would take a whole volume, good reader, to give you the details of all that was said and done by that wedding-party before that breakfast was over. But it is not necessary that we should go into full details. You know quite well, that when the health of the happy couple was drunk, Annie blushed and looked down, and Harry tried to look at ease, but failed to do so, in consequence of the speech which had cost him such agonising thought the night before, which he had prepared with such extreme care, which contained such an inconceivable amount of sentimental nonsense, which he fortunately forgot every word of at the critical moment of delivery, and, instead thereof, delivered a few short, earnest, stammering sentences, which were full of bad grammar and blunders, but which, nevertheless, admirably conveyed the true, manly sentiments of his heart. You also know, doubtless, that the grooms-man rose to propose the health of the brides-maids, but you cannot be supposed to know that Dowler rose at the same time, having been told by his pert young friend that he was expected to perform that duty in consequence of the grooms-man being unaccustomed to public speaking! Dowler, although not easily put down, was, after some trouble, convinced that he had made a mistake, and sat down without making an apology, and with a mental resolve to strike in at the first favourable opportunity.

When these and various other toasts had been drunk and replied to, the health of Mr Crashington, as a very old friend of the brides family, was proposed. Hereupon Crashington started to his feet. Dowler, who was slightly deaf, and had only caught something about old friend of the family, also started up, and announced to the company that that was the happiest moment of his life; an announcement which the company received with an explosion of laughter so loud and long that the two old friends of the family stood gazing in speechless amazement at the company, and at each other for three or four minutes. At last silence was obtained, and Dowler exclaimed, Sir, to which Crashington replied, Sir, and several of the company cried, laughingly, Sit down, Dowler.

It is certain that Dowler would not have obeyed the order, had not his pert young friend caught him by the coat-tails and pulled him down with such violence that he sat still astonished!

Then Crashington, ignoring him altogether, turned to Mr Webster, and said vehemently  

Sir, and Ladies and Gentlemen, if this is not the happiest moment of my life, it is at least the proudest. I am proud to be recognised as an old friend of the family to which our beautiful bride belongs; proud to see my dear Annie wedded to a man who, besides possessing many great and good qualities of mind, has shown himself pre-eminently capable of cherishing and protecting his wife, by the frequency and success with which he has risked his own life to save the lives of others. But, Ladies and Gentlemen, things more serious than proposing toasts and paying compliments are before us to-day. I regard this as a lifeboat wedding, if I may be allowed the expression. In early life the blooming bride of to-day was saved by a lifeboat, and the brave man who steered that boat, and dived into the sea to rescue the child, now sits on my left hand. Again, years after, a lifeboat saved, not only the bride, but her father and her fathers ship; which last, although comparatively insignificant, was, nevertheless, the means of preventing the fortunes of the family from being utterly wrecked, and the man who steered the boat on that occasion, as you all know, was the bridegroom? But  to turn from the particular to the general question  I am sure, Ladies and Gentlemen, that you will bear with me while I descant for a little on the wrong that is done to society by the present state of our laws in reference to the saving of life from shipwreck. Despite the activity of our noble Lifeboat Institution; despite the efficiency of her splendid boats, and the courage of those who man them; despite the vigour and zeal of our coastguardmen, whose working of the rocket apparatus cannot be too highly praised; despite all this, I say, hundreds of lives are lost annually on our coasts which might be saved; and I feel assured that if the British public will continue their earnest support to our great National Institution, this death-roll must continue to be diminished. My friends sometimes tell me that I am a visionary  that many of my opinions are ridiculous. Is it ridiculous that I should regard the annual loss of nearly 600 lives, and above two millions of money, as being worthy of the serious attention of every friend of his country?

Excuse me if I refrain from inflicting on you my own opinions, and, instead, quote those of a correspondent of the Times...

Here the old gentleman hastily unfolded a newspaper, and read as follows:  

Why should not such an amount of information be obtained as will not only induce, but enable the Board of Trade immediately to frame some plain, practical measure, the enforcement of which would tend to lighten the appalling yearly death-list from shipwreck? The plan I would suggest is that the Board of Trade should prepare a chart of the British and Irish coasts, on which every lifeboat, rocket-apparatus, and mortar station should be laid down and along with this a sort of guide-book, with instructions giving every particular connected with them,  such as, their distances from each other, whether they are stationary or transportable, and the probable time that would elapse before one or the other could be brought to work with a view to the rescue of the shipwrecked crew. To illustrate my idea more plainly, I will take the eastern shore of Mounts Bay in Cornwall. A vessel has been driven on shore at Gunwalloe; the captain, having this chart, would find that there is a lifeboat at Mullion, on the south, and a transporting lifeboat at Porthleven, on the north of him, as well as a rocket-apparatus at each place. Referring to his book of instructions, he would find something like this: The Mullion lifeboat will drop down on you from Mullion Island. The Porthleven boat will most likely be launched from the beach opposite. All going well, one or other of the boats will be alongside in less than an hour and a half. Look out and get ready for the rocket lines in an hour after striking. The very knowledge even that the means of saving life are at hand would enable the captain to maintain a certain amount of discipline, while passengers and crew alike would retain in a great measure their presence of mind, and be prepared for every emergency. And again, as is often the case, if a captain is compelled to run his ship ashore, with the view of saving the lives intrusted to him, he would at once find from his chart and book of instructions the safest and nearest point from which he could obtain the desired assistance. It should be imperative (not optional, as at present) for every vessel to carry a certain number of lifebelts. The cork jacket recommended by the Royal National Institution is by far the best yet introduced, not only on account of its simplicity and cheapness, but because it affords, also, warmth and protection to the body.

Now, Ladies and Gentlemen, continued Crashington earnestly, here you have the opinions of a man with whom I entirely agree, for, while much is done by philanthropists, too little is done by Government to rescue those who are in peril on our shores. In conclusion, let me thank you, Ladies and Gentlemen, for drinking my health, and permit me also to reiterate my hope that the happy pair who have this day been united may long live to support the lifeboat cause, and never require the services of a lifeboat.

Although Crashingtons remarks were regarded by some of the wedding-party as being somewhat out of place, Mr John Webster listened to them with marked attention, and replied to them with deep feeling. After commenting slightly on the kind manner in which he had referred to the heroic deeds of his son-in-law, and expressing his belief and hope, that, now that he had married Annie, and become a member of the firm of Webster and Company, a life of usefulness and happiness lay before him, he went on to say  

I heartily sympathise with you, sir, in designating this a lifeboat-wedding, because, under God, my daughter and I owe our lives to the lifeboat. You are also right in stating that the lifeboat has been the means of preserving my fortunes from being wrecked, because the saving of the Ocean Queen was a momentous turning-point in my affairs. But a far higher and more blessed result has accrued to myself than the saving of life or fortune, for these events have been made the means of opening my eyes to the truth of God, and inducing me to accept the offer of free forgiveness held out to me by that blessed Saviour to whom my dear Annie has clung for many a year, while I was altogether immersed in business. I feel myself justified, therefore, in saying, with deep humility and gratitude, that I have been saved by the lifeboat  body and soul.
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Chapter One.

Treats of Our Heros Early Life, and Touches on Domestic Matters.

William Osten was a wanderer by nature. He was born with a thirst for adventure that nothing could quench, and with a desire to rove that nothing could subdue.

Even in babyhood, when his limbs were fat and feeble, and his visage was round and red, he displayed his tendency to wander in ways and under circumstances that other babies never dreamt of. He kept his poor mother in a chronic fever of alarm, and all but broke the heart of his nurse, long before he could walk, by making his escape from the nursery over and over again, on his hands and knees; which latter bore constant marks of being compelled to do the duty of feet in dirty places.

Baby Will never cried. To have heard him yell would have rejoiced the hearts of mother and nurse, for that would have assured them of his being near at hand and out of mischief  at least not engaged in more than ordinary mischief. But Baby Will was a natural philosopher from his birth. He displayed his wisdom by holding his peace at all times, except when very hard pressed by hunger or pain, and appeared to regard life in general in a grave, earnest, inquiring spirit. Nevertheless, we would not have it understood that Will was a slow, phlegmatic baby. By no means. His silence was deep, his gravity profound, and his earnestness intense, so that, as a rule, his existence was unobtrusive. But his energy was tremendous. What he undertook to do he usually did with all his might and main  whether it was the rending of his pinafore or the smashing of his drum!

We have said that he seldom or never cried, but he sometimes laughed, and that not unfrequently; and when he did so you could not choose but hear, for his whole soul gushed out in his laugh, which was rich, racy, and riotous. He usually lay down and rolled when he laughed, being quite incapable of standing to do it  at least during the early period of babyhood. But Will would not laugh at everything. You could not make him laugh by cooing and smirking and talking nonsense, and otherwise making an ass of yourself before him.

Maryann, the nurse, had long tried that in vain, and had almost broken her heart about it. She was always breaking her heart, more or less, about her charge, yet, strange to say, she survived that dreadful operation, and ultimately lived to an extreme old age!

Only think, she was wont to say to Jemima Scrubbins, her bosom friend, the monthly nurse who had attended Wills mother, and whose body was so stiff, thin, and angular, that some of her most intimate friends thought and said she must have been born in her skeleton alone Only think, Jemimar, I give it as my morial opinion that that hinfant asnt larfed once  no, not once  durin the last three days, although Ive chirruped an smiled an made the most smudgin faces to it, an heaped all sorts o blandishments upon it till  . Oh! you cant imagine; but nothinks of any use trying of wen you cant do it; as my usband, as was in the mutton-pie line, said to the doctor the night afore he died  my art is quite broken about it, so it is.

To which Jemima was wont to reply, with much earnestness  for she was a sympathetic soul, though stiff, thin, and angular You dont say so, Maryhann! Praps its pains.

Whereupon Maryann would deny that pains had anything to do with it, and Jemima would opine that it was, koorious, to say the least of it.

No, as we have said, Baby Will would not laugh at everything. He required to see something really worth laughing at before he would give way, and when he did give way, his eyes invariably disappeared, for his face was too fat to admit of eyes and mouth being open at the same time. This was fortunate, for it prevented him for a little from seeing the object that tickled his fancy, and so gave him time to breathe and recruit for another burst. Had it been otherwise, he would certainly have suffocated himself in infancy, and this, his veracious biography, would have remained unwritten!

To creep about the house into dangerous and forbidden places, at the risk of life and limb, was our heros chief delight in early childhood. To fall out of his cradle and crib, to tumble down stairs, and to bruise his little body until it was black and blue, were among his most ordinary experiences. Such mishaps never drew tears, however, from his large blue eyes. After struggling violently to get over the rail of his crib, and falling heavily on the floor, he was wont to rise with a gasp, and gaze in bewilderment straight before him, as if he were rediscovering the law of gravitation. No phrenologist ever conceived half the number of bumps that were developed on his luckless cranium.

We make no apology to the reader for entering thus minutely into the character and experiences of a baby. That baby is the hero of our tale. True, it is as a young man that he is to play his part; but a great philosopher has told us that he always felt constrained to look upon children with respect; and a proverb states that, the child is the father of the man.

Without either pinning our faith to the philosopher or the proverb, we think it both appropriate and interesting to note the budding genius of the wanderer whose footsteps we are about to follow.

Baby Wills mother was a gentle and loving, but weak woman. His father, William Horace Osten by name, was a large, hearty, affectionate, but coarse man. He appreciated his wifes gentle, loving nature, but could not understand her weakness. She admired her husbands manly, energetic spirit, but could not understand his roughness. He loved the baby, and resolved to make a man of him. She loved the baby, and wished to make him a good boy. In the furtherance of their designs the one tried to make him a lion, the other sought to convert him into a lamb. Which of the two would have succeeded can never be known. It is probable that both would have failed by counteracting each other, as is no uncommon experience when fathers and mothers act separately in such a matter. If the one had succeeded, he would have made him a bear. The other, if successful, would have made him a nincompoop. Fortunately for our hero, a higher power saved him, and, by training him in the school of adversity, made him both a lion and a lamb. The training was very severe and prolonged, however.

It was long before the lion would consent to lie down in the same breast with the lamb. Certainly it was not during the season of childhood. The lion appeared to have it all his own way during that interesting epoch, and the father was proportionately gratified, while the mother was dismayed.

Boyhood came, and with it an increased desire to rove, and a more fervent thirst for adventure. At school our hero obtained the name that stuck to him through life Wandering Will. The seaport town in the west of England in which he dwelt had been explored by him in all its ramifications. There was not a retired court, a dark lane, or a blind alley, with which he was unfamiliar. Every height, crag, cliff, plantation, and moor within ten miles of his fathers mansion had been thoroughly explored by Will before he was eight years of age, and his aspiring spirit longed to take a wider flight.

I want to go to sea, father, said he one evening after tea, looking in his fathers face with much more of the leonine gaze than the father had bargained for. His training up to that point had been almost too successful!

This was not the first time that the boy had stated the same wish; his gaze, therefore, did not quail when his father looked up from his newspaper and said sternly Fiddlesticks, boy! hold your tongue.

Father, repeated Will, in a tone that caused Mr Osten to lay down his paper, I want to go to sea.

Then the sooner you give up the idea the better, for I wont let you.

Father, continued Will, you remember the proverb that youve often told me has been your motto through life, Never venture never win?

Certainly; you know that I have often urged you to act on that principle at school. Why do you ask the question?

Because I mean to act on it now, and go to sea, replied Will firmly.

What? without permission, without clothes, and without money; for you shant have a six-pence from me?

Yes, replied Will.

Mr Osten was one of those stern, despotic men who cannot bear to be thwarted. He was a rich merchant, and almost the king of the little town in which he dwelt. His greatest ambition was to make his only son a thorough man of business. To be spoken to in such a tone by that rebellious son was too much for him. He lost his temper, leaped up, and, seizing Will by the collar, thrust him out of the room.

The boy ran to his own bedroom, and, seating himself in front of the dressing-table, hit that piece of furniture with his clenched fist so violently that all its contents leaped up and rattled.

Dear, dear Will, said a gentle voice at his side, while a loving hand fell on his shoulder, why do you frown so fiercely?

How can I help it, mother, when he treats me like that? He is harsh and unfair to me.

Not so unfair as you think, dear Will, said his mother.

We will not detail the arguments by which the good lady sought to combat her sons desires. Suffice it to say that she succeeded  as only mothers know how  in lulling the lion to sleep at that time, and in awakening the lamb. Wandering Will went back to school with a good grace, and gave up all idea of going to sea.




Chapter Two.

Records a Sudden Departure, and Maryanns Opinion Thereon.

There is a fallacy into which men and women of mature years are apt to fall  namely, that the cares and sorrows of the young are light.

How many fathers and mothers there are who reason thus Oh, the child will grow out of this folly. Tis a mere whim  a youthful fancy, not worthy of respect,  forgetting or shutting their eyes to the fact, that, light though the whim or fancy may be in their eyes, it has positive weight to those who cherish it, and the thwarting of it is as destructive of peace and joy to the young as the heavier disappointments of life are to themselves.

True, the cares and sorrows of the young are light in the sense that they are not usually permanent. Time generally blows them away, while the cares of later years often remain with us to the end. But they are not the less real, heavy, and momentous at the time on that account.

Those troubles cannot with propriety be called light which drive so many young men and women to rebellion and to destruction. Well would it have been for Mr Osten if he had treated his son like a rational being, instead of calling him a young fool, and commanding him to obey.

Will, however, was not an untractable young lion. He went through school and entered college, despite his unconquerable desire to go to sea, in obedience to his fathers wishes. Then he resolved to study medicine. Mr Osten regarded the time thus spent as lost, inasmuch as his son might have been better employed in learning the business to which he was destined; still he had no great objection to his son taking the degree of MD, so he offered no opposition; but when Will, at the age of eighteen, spoke to him of his intention to take a run to the north or south seas, as surgeon in a whaler, he broke out on him.

So, it seems that your ridiculous old fancy still sticks to you, said Mr Osten, in great wrath, for the recurrence of the subject was like the lacerating of an old sore.

Yes, father; it has never left me. If you will listen for a few moments to my reasons

No, boy, interrupted his father, I will not listen to your reasons. I have heard them often enough  too often  and they are foolish, false, utterly inconclusive. You may go to Jericho as far as I am concerned; but if you do go, you shall never darken my doors again.

When I was a boy, father, said Will earnestly, your speaking sharply to me was natural, for I was foolish, and acted on impulse. I am thankful now that I did not give way to rebellion, as I was tempted to do; but I am not now a boy, father. If you will talk calmly with me

Calmly! interrupted Mr Osten, growing still more angry at the quiet demeanour of his son; do you mean to insinuate that  that  . What do you mean, sir?

I insinuate nothing, father; I mean that I wish you to hear me patiently.

I wont hear you, cried Mr Osten, rising from his chair, Ive heard you till Im tired of it. Go if you choose, if you dare. You know the result.

Saying this he left the room hastily, shutting the door behind him with a bang.

A grave, stern expression settled on the youths countenance as he arose and followed him into the passage. Meeting his mother there, he seized her suddenly in his arms and held her in a long embrace; then, without explaining the cause of his strong emotion, he ran down stairs and left his fathers house.

In a dirty narrow street, near the harbour of the town, there stood a small public-house which was frequented chiefly by the sailors who chanced to be in the port, and by the squalid population in its immediate neighbourhood. Although small, the Red Lion Inn was superior in many respects to its surroundings. It was larger than the decayed buildings that propped it; cleaner than the locality that owned it; brighter and warmer than the homes of the lean crew on whom it fattened. It was a pretty, light, cheery, snug place of temptation, where men and women, and even children assembled at nights to waste their hard-earned cash and ruin their health. It was a place where the devil reigned, and where the work of murdering souls was carried on continually,  nevertheless it was a jolly place. Many good songs were sung there, as well as bad ones; and many a rough grasp of hearty friendship was exchanged. Few people, going into the house for a few minutes, could have brought themselves to believe that it was such a very broad part of the road leading to destruction: but the landlord had some hazy notion on that point. He sat there day and night, and saw the destruction going on. He saw the blear-eyed, fuddled men that came to drown conscience in his stalls, and the slatternly women who came and went. Nevertheless he was a rosy, jocund fellow who appeared to have a good deal of the milk of human kindness about him, and would have looked on you with great surprise, if not scorn, had you told him that he had a hand in murdering souls. Yes! the Red Lion might have been appropriately styled the Roaring Lion, for it drove a roaring trade among the poor in that dirty little street near the harbour.

The gas was flaring with attractive brilliancy in the Red Lion when Will Osten entered it, and asked if Captain Dall was within.

No, sir, answered the landlord; he wont be here for half-an-hour yet.

A pot of beer, said Will, entering one of the stalls, and sitting down opposite a tall, dark-countenanced man, who sat smoking moodily in a corner.

It was evident that our hero had not gone there to drink, for the beer remained untouched at his elbow, as he sat with his face buried in his hands.

The dark man in the corner eyed him steadily through the smoke which issued from his lips, but Will paid no attention to him. He was too deeply absorbed in his own reflections.

A fine night, stranger, he said at length, in a slightly nasal tone.

Still Will remained absorbed, and it was not until the remark had been twice repeated that he looked up with a start.

I beg pardon; did you speak? he said. Well, yes, drawled the dark man, puffing a long white cloud from his lips, I did make an observation regardin the weather. It looks fine, dont it?

It does, said Will.

Youre waitin for Captain Dall, aint you?

Why, how did you come to know that? said Will.

I didnt come to know it, I guessed it, said the dark man.

At that moment the door opened, and a short thick-set man, in a glazed hat and pea-jacket, with huge whiskers meeting under his chin, entered.

His eye at once fell upon the dark man, whom he saluted familiarly All ready, Mr Cupples?

All ready, sir, replied the other; its now more than half-flood; in three hours we can drop down the river with the first of the ebb, and if this breeze holds well be in blue water before noon to-morrow.

Hallo, doctor, is that yourself? said the captain, whose eye had for some moments rested on Will.

It is, said the youth, extending his hand, which the other grasped and shook warmly.

What! changed your mind  eh?

Yes, Im going with you.

The governor bein agreeable? inquired the captain.

Will shook his head.

Hope there aint bin a flare-up? said the captain earnestly.

Not exactly, said Will; but he is displeased, and will not give his consent, so I have come away without it.

At this the jovial skipper, who was styled captain by courtesy, sat down and shook his head gravely, while he removed his hat and wiped the perspiration from his bald forehead.

Its a bad business to run agin the wishes of ones parents, he said; it seldom turns out well; couldnt you come round him nohow?

Impossible. He wont listen to reason.

Ah, then, its of no manner of use, said the captain, with a pitying sigh, when a man wont listen to reason, whats the consequence? why hes unreasonable, which means bein destitoot of that which raises him above the brutes that perish. Such bein the case, give it up for a bad job, thats my advice. Come, Ill have a bottle o ginger-beer, not bein given to strong drink, an well talk over this matter.

Accordingly the beer was ordered, and the three sat there talking for a couple of hours in reference to a long, long voyage to the southern seas.

After that they rose, and, leaving the Red Lion, went down to the pier, where a boat was in waiting. It conveyed them to a large ship, whose sails were hanging in the loose condition peculiar to a vessel ready to set sail. An hour after that the anchor was raised, and wind and tide carried the ship gently down to the sea. There seemed to Will something very solemn and mysterious in the quiet way in which, during these still and dark hours of the night, the great ship was slowly moved towards her ocean cradle. At length she floated on the sea, and, soon after, the moon arose on the distant horizon, streaming across the rippling surface as if to kiss and welcome an old friend. The wind increased; the ship became submissive to the breeze, obedient to the helm, and ere long moved on the waters like a thing of life, leaving Old England far behind her.

It was then that young Osten, leaning over the taffrail and looking wistfully back at the point where he had seen the last glimpse of the chalk cliffs, began to experience the first feelings of regret. He tried to quiet his conscience by recalling the harsh and unjustifiable conduct of his father, but conscience would not be quieted thus, and faithful memory reminded him of the many acts of kindness he had experienced at his fathers hands, while she pointed to his gentle mother, and bade him reflect what a tremendous blow this sudden departure would be to her.

Starting up and shaking off such thoughts, sternly he went below and threw himself into his narrow cot, where conscience assailed him still more powerfully and vividly in dreams. Thus did Wandering Will leave his native land.

Commenting on his sudden departure, two days afterwards, Maryann said, in strict confidence, to her bosom friend Jemimar, that she knowd it would appen  or somethink simular, for, even wen a hinfant, he had refused to larf at her most smudgin blandishments; and that she knew somethink strange would come of it, though she would willingly have given her last shilling to have prevented it, but nothink was of any use tryin of wen one couldnt do it, as her usband, as was in the mutton-pie line, said to the doctor the night afore he died,  and that her art was quite broken about it, so it was.

Whereupon Jemima finished to the dregs her last cup of tea, and burst into a flood of tears.




Chapter Three.

Tells of the Sea, and some of the Mysteries Connected Therewith.

For many days and nights the good ship Foam sailed the wide ocean without encountering anything more than the ordinary vicissitudes and experiences of sea-life. Dolphins were seen and captured, sharks were fished for and caught, stiff breezes and calms succeeded each other, constellations in the far north began to disappear and new constellations arose in the southern skies. In fact, during many weeks the voyage was prosperous, and young Will Osten began to experience those peculiar feelings with which all travellers are more or less acquainted  he felt that the ship was home; that his cabin with its furniture, which had appeared so small and confined at first, was quite a large and roomy place; that all the things about him were positive realities, and that the home of his childhood was a shadow of the past  a sort of dream.

During all this time the young doctor led a busy life. He was one of those active, intelligent, inquiring spirits which cannot rest. To acquire information was with him not a duty, but a pleasure. Before he had been many days at sea he knew the name and use of every rope, sail, block, tackle, and spar in the ship, and made himself quite a favourite with the men by the earnestness with which he questioned them in regard to nautical matters and their own personal experiences. George Goff, the sail-maker, said he was a fust-rate feller; and Larry OHale, the cook, declared, he was a trump intirely, an ought to have been born an Irishman. Moreover, the affections of long Mr Cupples (as the first mate was styled by the men) were quite won by the way in which he laboured to understand the use of the sextant, and other matters connected with the mysteries of navigation; and stout Jonathan Dall, the captain, was overjoyed when he discovered that he was a good player on the violin, of which instrument he was passionately fond. In short, Will Osten became a general favourite on board the Foam, and the regard of all, from the cabin-boy to the captain, deepened into respect when they found that, although only an advanced student and, not quite a doctor, he treated their few ailments with success, and acted his part with much self-possession, gentleness, and precision.

Larry OHale was particularly eloquent in his praises of him ever after the drawing of a tooth which had been the source of much annoyance to the worthy cook. Why, messmates, he was wont to say, it bait everything the way he tuk it out. Open yer mouth, says he, an sure I opened it, an before I cud wink, off wint my head  so I thought  but faix it wor only my tuth  a real grinder wi three fangs no less  och! hes a cliver lad intirely.

But Will did not confine his inquiries to the objects contained within his wooden home. The various phases and phenomena of the weather, the aspects of the sky, and the wonders of the deep, claimed his earnest attention. To know the reason of everything was with him a species of mania, and in pursuit of this knowledge he stuck at nothing. Never venture never win, became with him as favourite a motto as it had been with his father, and he acted on it more vigorously than his father had ever done.

One calm evening, as he was leaning over the side of the ship near the bow, gazing contemplatively down into the unfathomable sea, he overheard a conversation between the cook and one of the sailors named Muggins. They were smoking their pipes seated on the heel of the bowsprit.

Larry, said Muggins, I think we have got into the doldrums.

Yere out there, boy, said Larry, for I heerd the capting say we wos past em a long way.

The men relapsed into silence for a time.

Then Muggins removed his pipe and said  

Wot ever caused the doldrums?

Thats more nor I can tell, said Larry; all I know about them is, that its aisy to git into them, but uncommon hard to git out again. If my ould grandmother was here, shed be able to tell us, I make no doubt, but shes in Erin, poor thing, mong the pigs and the taties.

Wot could she tell about the doldrums? said Muggins, with a look of contempt.

More nor ye think, boy; sure there isnt nothin in the univarse but she can spaik about, just like a book, an though she niver was in the doldrums as far as I knows, shes been in the dumps often enough; maybe its cousins they are. Anyhow shes not here, an so we must be contint with spekilation.

Whats that you say, Larry? inquired the captain, who walked towards the bow at the moment.

The cook explained his difficulty.

Why, theres no mystery about the doldrums, said Captain Dall. Ive read a book by an officer in the United States navy which explains it all, and the Gulf Stream, and the currents, an everything. Come, Ill spin you a yarn about it.

Saying this, the captain filled and lighted his pipe, and seating himself on the shank of the anchor, said  

You know the cause of ocean currents, I dare say?

Niver a taste, said Larry. Its meself is as innocent about em as the babe unborn; an as for Muggins there, he dont know more about em than my ould shoes

Or your old grandmother, growled Muggins.

Dont be irriverent, ye spalpeen, said Larry.

I ax her reverences pardon, but I didnt know she wos a priest, said Muggins. Go on, Capn Dall.

Well, continued the captain, you know, at all events, that theres salt in the sea, and I may tell you that there is lime also, besides other things. At the equator, the heat bein great, water is evaporated faster than anywhere else, so that there the sea is salter and has more lime in it than elsewhere. Besides that it is hotter. Of course, that being the case, its weight is different from the waters of the cold polar seas, so it is bound to move away an get itself freshened and cooled. In like manner, the cold water round the poles feels obliged to flow to the equator to get itself salted and warmed. This state of things, as a natural consequence, causes commotion in the sea. The commotion is moreover increased by the millions of shell-fish that dwell there. These creatures, not satisfied with their natural skins, must needs have shells on their backs, and they extract lime from the sea-water for the purpose of makin these shells. This process is called secretin the lime; coral insects do the same, and, as many of the islands of the south seas are made by coral insects, you may guess that a considerable lot of lime is made away with. The commotion or disturbance thus created produces two great currents  from the equator to the poles and from the poles to the equator. But there are many little odds and ends about the world that affect and modify these currents, such as depth, and local heat and cold, and rivers and icebergs, but the chief modifiers are continents. The currents flowin north from the Indian Ocean and southern seas rush up between Africa and America. The space bein narrow  comparatively  they form one strong current, on doublin the Cape of Good Hope, which flies right across to the Gulf of Mexico. Here it is turned aside and flows in a nor-easterly direction, across the Atlantic towards England and Norway, under the name of the Gulf Stream, but the Gulf of Mexico has no more to do with it than the man in the moon, xcept in the way of turnin it out of its natral course. This Gulf Stream is a river of warm water flowing through the cold waters of the Atlantic; it keeps separate, and wherever it flows the climate is softened. It embraces Ireland, and makes the climate there so mild that there is, as you know, scarcely any frost all the year round

Blissins on it, broke in Larry, sure that accounts for the purty green face of Erin, which bates all other lands in the world. Good luck to the Gulf Stream, say I!

Youre right, Larry, and England, Scotland, and Norway have reason to bless it too, for the same latitudes with these places in America have a rigorous winter extendin over more than half the year. But what I was comin to was this  there are, as you know, eddies and stagnant places in ornary rivers, where sticks, leaves, and other odds and ends collect and remain fixed. So, in this great ocean river, there are eddies where seaweed collects and stagnates, and where the air above also stagnates (for the air currents are very much like those of the sea). These eddies or stagnant parts are called sargasso seas. There are several of them, of various sizes, all over the ocean, but there is one big one in the Atlantic, which is known by the name of the Doldrums. It has bothered navigators in all ages. Columbus got into it on his way to America, and hundreds of ships have been becalmed for weeks in it since the days of that great discoverer. It is not very long since it was found out that, by keeping well out of their way, and sailing round em, navigators could escape the Doldrums altogether.

The captain paused at this point, and Larry OHale took the opportunity to break in.

Dye know, sir, said he, that same Gulf Strame has rose a lot o pecooliar spekilations in my mind, which, if I may make so bowld, Ill

Here the mates voice interrupted him gruffly with  

Shake out a reef in that top-galln sl; look alive, lads!

Larry and his comrades sprang to obey. When they returned to their former place in the bow, the captain had left it, so that the cooks pecooliar spekilations were not at that time made known.




Chapter Four.

A Storm and its Consequences.

In course of time the Foam, proceeding prosperously on her voyage, reached the region of Cape Horn  the cape of storms. Here, in days of old, Magellan and the early voyagers were fiercely buffeted by winds and waves. In later days Cook and others met with the same reception. In fact, the Cape is infamous for its inhospitality, nevertheless it shone with bright smiles when the Foam passed by, and a gentle fair-wind wafted her into the great Pacific Ocean. Never, since that eventful day when the adventurous Castilian, Vasco Nunez de Balboa, discovered this mighty sea, did the Pacific look more peaceful than it did during the first week in which the Foam floated on its calm breast. But the calm was deceitful. It resembled the quiet of the tiger while crouching to make a fatal spring.

Will Osten reclined against the top of the mainmast, to which he had ascended in order to enjoy, undisturbed, the quiet of a magnificent evening.

The sun was setting in a world of clouds, which took the form of mountains fringed with glittering gold and with shadows of pearly grey.

Oh what castles young Osten did build on these mountains, to be sure! Structures so magnificent that Eastern architects, had they seen them, would have hung their heads and confessed themselves outdone. But you must not imagine, reader, that the magnificence of all of these depended on their magnitude or richness. On the contrary, one of them was a mere cottage  but then, it was a pattern cottage. It stood in a palm-wood, on a coral island near the sea-shore, with a stream trickling at its side, and a lake full of wild fowl behind, and the most gorgeous tropical plants clustering round its open windows and door, while inside, seated on a couch, was a beautiful girl of fifteen (whom Will had often imagined, but had not yet seen), whose auburn hair shone like gold in the sun, contrasting well with her lovely complexion, and enhancing the sweetness of a smile which conveyed to the beholder only one idea  love. Many other castles were built in the clouds at that time by Will, but the cottage made the most lasting impression on his mind.

Sleepin? inquired Cupples, the mate, thrusting his head through that orifice in the main-top which is technically called the lubbers hole.

No, meditating, answered Will; Ive been thinking of the coral islands.

Humph, ejaculated the mate contemptuously, for Cupples, although a kind-hearted man, was somewhat cynical and had not a particle of sentiment in his soul. Indeed he showed so little of this that Larry was wont to say he didnt belave he had a sowl at all, but was only a koorious specimen of an animated body.

Its my opinion, doctor, that youd as well come down, for its goin to blow hard.

Will looked in the direction in which the mate pointed, and saw a bank of black clouds rising on the horizon. At the same moment the captains voice was heard below shouting Stand by there to reef topsails! This was followed by the command to close-reef. Then, as the squall drew rapidly nearer, a hurried order was giving to take in all sail. The squall was evidently a worse one than had at first been expected.

On it came, hissing and curling up the sea before it.

Mind your helm!  port a little, port!

Port it is, sir, answered the man at the wheel, in the deep quiet voice of a well-disciplined sailor, whose only concern is to do his duty.

Steady! cried the captain.

The words had barely left his lips, and the men who had been furling the sails had just gained the deck, when the squall struck them, and the Foam was laid on her beam-ends, hurling all her crew into the scuppers. At the same time terrible darkness overspread the sky like a pall. When the men regained their footing, some of them stood bewildered, not knowing what to do; others, whose presence of mind never deserted them, sprang to where the axes were kept, in order to be ready to cut away the masts if necessary. But the order was not given.

Captain Dall and Will, who had been standing near the binnacle, seized and clung to the wheel.

She will right herself, said the former, as he observed that the masts rose a little out of the sea.

Fortunately the good ship did so, and then, although there was scarcely a rag of canvas upon her, she sprang away before the hurricane like a sea-gull.

Terrible indeed is the situation of those who are compelled to scud under bare poles, when He who formed the great deep, puts forth His mighty power, causing them to stagger and be at their wits end. For hours the Foam rushed wildly over the sea, now rising like a cork on the crest of the billows, anon sinking like lead into the valleys between. She was exposed to double danger; that of being cast upon one of the numerous coral reefs with which the Pacific in some parts abounds, or being pooped and overwhelmed by the seas which followed her.

During this anxious period little was said or done except in reference to the working of the ship. Men snatched sleep and food at intervals as they best might. At length, after two days, the gale began to abate, and the sea to go down.

It was sharp while it lasted, captain, but it seems to have done us little harm, said Will Osten, on the evening of the second day.

True, said the captain heartily; well soon repair damages and make all snug.  Is there much water in the hold, Mr Cupples?

The mate answered gloomily that there was a good deal.

It must not be supposed that Mr Cupples gloominess arose from anxiety. Not at all. It was simply his nature to be gloomy. If it had been his duty to have proclaimed the approach of his own marriage, he would have done it as sadly as if it had been the announcement of his death. His thoughts were gloomy, and his tones were appropriate thereto. Even his jokes were grave, and his countenance was lugubrious.

It is gaining on us, sir, added Mr Cupples.

Then get all the spare hands to work with buckets immediately, said the captain, and send the carpenter here; we must have the leak discovered.

Yes, sir, sighed Mr Cupples, as if he had given way to despair; nevertheless, he went off actively to obey the order.

A strange man that, said the captain, turning to Will; he is a capital seaman, and a kind-hearted, honest fellow, yet he is melancholy enough to throw a man into the blues.

He and I get on famously notwithstanding, said Will, with a laugh. See, he is running aft  with bad news I fear, for his face is longer if possible than

Leaks increasing, sir, said the mate hurriedly; we must have started a plank.

This seemed to be too true. All hands were now plying pumps and buckets vigorously, and every effort was being made to discover the leak, but in vain. Hour by hour, inch by inch, the water gained on them, and it soon became apparent that the ship must sink.

It is difficult for those who have never been at sea to realise the feelings of men who are thus suddenly awakened to the awful fact that the vessel which has been their home for many weeks or months can no longer be counted on, and that, in a few hours, they shall be left in open boats, far from land, at the mercy of the wide and stormy sea. So terrible was the thought to those on board the Foam, that every man, from the captain to the cabin-boy, toiled for hours at the pumps in silent desperation. At last, when it was found that the water gained on them rapidly, and that there was no hope of saving the ship, the captain quietly left off working and put on his coat.

Avast pumping, my lads, said he, in a grave, earnest tone; the good ship is doomed, and now it behoves us to bow to the will of the Lord, and do the best we can to save our lives. Stand by to hoist out the boats. Get up bread and water, steward, and stow in them as much as you can with safety. Mr Cupples, see my orders carried out, and have the provisions properly divided among the boats. I want you, doctor, to come below, and help me to get up a few things that will be of use to us.

The prompt energy of the captain infused confidence into the men, who soon executed the orders given them. Ere long the boats were ready to be launched over the side, but this was a matter of the greatest difficulty and danger, for the sea was still running high, and the ship rolled heavily.

And now the great evil of not being provided with proper tackling to launch the boats became apparent. One of the quarter-boats was the first to be lowered; it was full of men. The order was given to lower, and it dropped on the water all right. Then the order to unhook the tackle was given. The man at the stern tackle succeeded in unhooking, but the man at the bow failed. The result was fatal and instantaneous. When the ship rose on the next wave, the boat was lifted by the bow out of the water until she hung from the davits, and a terrible cry was uttered as all the men were thrown out of her into the sea. Next moment the boat was plunged into the waves, the tackle snapt, and she was swept away.

Lower away the long-boat! shouted the captain.

This was eagerly and quickly done, and the mate with a number of men leaped into it. The lowering was successfully accomplished, but when they pulled to the spot where the quarter-boat had gone down, not one of those who had manned her could be found. All had perished.

The remaining four boats were lowered in safety, and all of them pulled away from the sinking ship, for latterly she had been settling down so deep that it was feared every pitch would be her last, and had she sunk while the boats were alongside, their destruction would have been inevitable. They were rowed, therefore, to a safe distance, and there awaited the end.

There was something inexpressibly sad in this. It seemed like standing at the death-bed of an old friend. The sea was still heaving violently; the gale, although moderated, was still pretty stiff, and the sun was setting in wild lurid clouds when the Foam rose for the last time  every spar and rope standing out sharply against the sky. Then she bent forward slowly, as she overtopped a huge billow. Into the hollow she rushed. Like an expert diver she went down head foremost into the deep, and, next moment, those who had so lately trod her deck saw nothing around them save the lowering sky and the angry waters of the Pacific Ocean.




Chapter Five.

Adrift on the Wide Ocean.

For some time after the disappearance of the ship, the men in the boats continued to gaze, in a species of unbelief, at the place where she had gone down. They evidently felt it difficult to realise the truth of what they had seen. The suddenness of the change and the extreme danger of their position might have shaken the stoutest hearts, for the sea still ran high and none of the boats were fitted to live in rough weather. They were, as far as could be judged, many hundreds of miles from land, and, to add to the horror of their circumstances, night was coming on.

My lads, said Captain Dall, sitting down in the stern of his boat, and grasping the tiller, it has pleased the Almighty to sink our ship and to spare our lives. Let us be thankful that we didnt go to the bottom along with her. To the best of my knowledge were a long way from land, and all of us will have to take in a reef in our appetites for some time to come. I have taken care to have a good supply of salt junk, biscuit, water, and lime-juice put aboard, so that if the weather dont turn out uncommon bad, we may manage, with Gods blessing, to make the land. In circumstances of this kind, mens endurance is sometimes tried pretty sharply, and men in distress are occasionally driven to forgetting their duty to their comrades. I tell you beforehand, lads, that I will do all that in me lies to steer you to the nearest port, and to make your lot as comfortable as may be in an open boat; but if any of you should take a fancy to having his own way, Ive brought with me a little leaden pill-box (here the captain drew aside the breast of his coat and exposed the handle of a revolver) which will tend to keep up discipline and prevent discord. Now, lads, ship your oars and hoist the foresail close-reefed, and look alive, for it seems to me that well have a squally night.

The effect of this speech was very striking. There is nothing that men dislike so much, in critical circumstances, where action is necessary, as uncertainty or want of decision on the part of their leader. The loss of their ship, and their forlorn, almost desperate condition, had sunk their spirits so much that an air of apathetic recklessness had, for a few minutes, crossed the countenances of some of the boldest among the sailors; but while the captain was speaking this expression passed away, and when he had finished they all gave one hearty cheer, and obeyed his orders with alacrity.

In a few minutes the sails, closely reefed, were hoisted, and the long-boat rushed swiftly over the waves. At first the four boats kept company  the other three having also made sail  but as darkness set in they lost sight of each other. The first mate had charge of the jolly-boat, and the second mate and carpenter had the two others. In the captains boat were Will Osten, Larry OHale, Goff, Muggins, and several of the best seamen.

Soon after the sails were set, a heavy sea broke inboard and nearly filled the boat.

Bail her out, lads, shouted the captain.

There was no occasion for the order, the men knew their danger well enough, and every one seized anything that came to hand and began to bail for life. There was only one bucket on board, and this was appropriated by the cook, who, being one of the strongest men in the boat, thought himself entitled to the post of honour, and, truly, the way in which Larry handled that bucket and showered the water over the side justified his opinion of himself.

We must rig up something to prevent that happening again, said Captain Dall; set to work, Goff, and cut a slice out of the tarpaulin, and nail it over the bows.

This was done without delay, and in less than an hour a sort of half-deck was made, which turned off the spray and rendered the task of bailing much lighter  a matter of considerable importance, for, in such a sea, there was no possibility of an open boat remaining afloat without constant bailing.

At first the men talked a good deal in comparatively cheerful tones while they worked, and the irrepressible Larry OHale even ventured to cut one or two jokes; but when night began to cover the deep with thick darkness, one after another dropped out of the conversation, and at last all were perfectly silent, except when it became necessary to give an order or answer a question, and nothing was heard save the whistling of the wind and the gurgling of the waves as they rushed past, their white crests curling over the edge of the boat as if greedy to swallow her, and gleaming like lambent fire all around.

This is a terrible situation, said Will Osten, in a low tone, with an involuntary shudder. Do you think there is much chance of our surviving, captain?

Thats not an easy question to answer, doctor, replied Captain Dall, in a tone so hearty that our hero was much cheered by it. You see, there is much in our favour as well as much against us. In the first place, this is the Pacific, and according to its name we have a right to expect more fine weather than bad, especially at this time of the year. Then we have the trade winds to help us, and our boat is a good one, with at least two weeks provisions aboard. But then, on the other hand, were a terrible long way off land, and we must count upon a gale now and then, which an open boat, however good, is not calclated to weather easily. See that now, added the captain, looking back over the stern, where, from out of the darkness, Osten could just see a huge wave, like a black mountain with a snowy top, rolling towards them. If we were only a little more down in the stern, that fellow would drop on board of us and send us to the bottom in half a minute.

Will felt that, although the captains tones were reassuring, his words were startling. He was ill at ease, and clutched the seat when the billow rolled under them, raising the stern of the boat so high that it seemed as if about to be thrown completely over, but the wave passed on, and they fell back into the trough of the sea.

Musha! but that was a wathery mountain no less, exclaimed Larry.

Youve heard of Captain Bligh, Larry, I suppose? said the captain, in a loud voice, with the intention of letting the men hear his remarks.

May be I have, replied Larry with caution, but if so I misremimber.

He was the captain of the Bounty, whose crew mutinied and turned him adrift in an open boat in the middle of the Pacific. What I was goin to tell ye was, that his circumstances were a trifle worse than ours, for he was full four thousand miles from the nearest land, and with short allowance of provisions on board.

An did he make out the voyage, sur? asked Larry.

He did, and did it nobly too, in the face of great trouble and danger, but its too long a yarn to spin just now; some day when the weathers fine Ill spin it to ee. He weathered some heavy gales, too, and what one man has done another man may do; so weve no reason to get down-hearted, for were nearer land than he was, and better off in every way. I wish I could say as much for the other boats.

The captains voice dropped a little in spite of himself as he concluded, for, despite the strength and buoyancy of his spirit, he could not help feeling deep anxiety as to the fate of his companions in misfortune.

Thus, talking at intervals in hopeful tones, and relapsing into long periods of silence, they spent that stormy night without refreshment and without rest. The minutes seemed to float on leaden wings, and the weary watchers experienced in its highest degree that dreary feeling  so common in the sick room  that morning would never come.

But morning came at length  a faint glimmer on the eastern horizon. It was hailed by Larry with a deep sigh, and the earnest exclamation  

Ah, then, theres the blessed sun at last, good luck to it!

Gradually the glimmer increased into grey dawn, then a warm tint brightened up the sky, and golden clouds appeared. At last the glorious sun arose in all its splendour, sending rays of warmth to the exhausted frames of the seamen and hope to their hearts. They much needed both, for want of sleep, anxiety, and cold, had already stamped a haggard look of suffering on their faces. As the morning advanced, however, this passed away, and by degrees they began to cheer up and bestir themselves,  spreading out their clothes to dry, and scanning the horizon at intervals in search of the other boats.

About eight oclock, as nearly as he could guess, the captain said  

Now, lads, lets have breakfast; get out the bread-can. Come, Larry, look alive! Youve no cooking to do this morning, but I doubt not that your teeth are as sharp and your twist as strong as ever.

Stronger than iver, sur, av ye plaze.

Im sorry to hear it, for youll have to go on short allowance, I fear.

Ochone! groaned the cook.

Never mind, Larry, said Will Osten, assisting to spread the sea-biscuit and salt junk on one of the thwarts; theres a good time coming.

Sure, sos Christmas, doctor, but its a long way off, said Larry.

Fetch me the scales; now then, doctor, hold em, said the captain, carefully weighing out a portion of biscuit and meat which he handed to one of the men. This process was continued until all had been supplied, after which a small quantity of water and lime-juice was also measured out to each.

The breakfast was meagre, but it was much needed, and as the sea had gone down during the night and the morning was beautiful, it was eaten not only in comfort, but with some degree of cheerfulness. While they were thus engaged, Goff looked up and exclaimed suddenly, Hallo! look here, boys!

Every one started up and gazed in the direction indicated, where they saw something black floating on the water. The captain, who had taken the precaution before leaving the ship to sling his telescope over his shoulder, applied it to his eye, and in a few seconds exclaimed, Its the jolly-boat capsized! Out with the oars, boys  be smart! Theres some of em clinging to the keel.

It need scarcely be said that the men seized the oars and plied them with all their might. Under the influence of these and the sail together they soon drew near, and then it was distinctly seen that three men were clinging to the boat  it followed, of course, that all the rest must have been drowned. Silently and swiftly they pulled alongside, and in a few minutes had rescued Mr Cupples and the steward and one of the sailors, all of whom were so much exhausted that they could not speak for some time after being taken on board. When they could tell what had happened, their tale was brief and sad. They had kept in sight of the long-boat while light enabled them to do so. After that they had run before the gale, until a heavy sea capsized them, from which time they could remember nothing, except that they had managed to get on the bottom of the upturned boat, to which they had clung for many hours in a state of partial insensibility.




Chapter Six.

Describes a Boat Voyage, and Touches on Coral Islands.

The gale moderated to a fresh breeze, and all that day the long-boat of the ill-fated Foam flew over the sea towards the west.

You see, said Captain Dall, in answer to a question put to him by Will Osten, I dont know exactly whereabouts we are, because there was a longish spell of dirty weather afore the Foam went down, and I hadnt got a sight o the sun for more than a week; but its my belief that we are nearer to some of the coral islands than to the coast of South America, though how near I cannot tell. Five hundred miles, more or less, perhaps.

A mere trifle, sure! said Larry, filling his pipe carefully  for his was the only pipe that had been rescued from the sinking ship, and the supply of tobacco was very small. Small as it was, however, the captain had taken the precaution to collect it all together, causing every man to empty his pockets of every inch that he possessed, and doled it out in small equal quantities. The pipe, however, could not be treated thus, so it had to be passed round  each man possessing it in turn for a stated number of minutes, when, if he had not consumed his portion, he was obliged to empty the pipe and give it up.

Its my turn, Larry, cried Muggins, holding out his hand for the coveted implement of fumigation.

No, ye spalpeen, its not, said Larry, continuing to press down the precious weed, owld Bob had it last, an ivery wan knows that I come after him.

Its the first time I ever heard ye admit that you comed after anybody, answered Muggins with a grin; ye ginerally go before us all  at least ye want to.

Not at all, retorted the cook; whin theres dirty work to be done, I most usually kape modestly in the background, an lets you go first, bekase its your natral callin. Arrah! the suns goin to set, boys, he added with a sigh, as he commenced to smoke.

This was true, and the knowledge that another long night of darkness was about to set in depressed the spirits which had begun to revive a little. Silence gradually ensued as they sat watching the waves or gazing wistfully towards the gorgeous mass of clouds in which the sun was setting. For a considerable time they sat thus, when suddenly Will Osten started up, and, pointing towards the horizon a little to the left of the sun, exclaimed  

Look there, captain; whats that?

Land ho! shouted Larry OHale at that moment, springing up on the thwart and holding on to the foremast.

All the rest leaped up in great excitement.

Its only a cloud, said one.

Its a fog-bank, cried another.

I never seed a fog-bank with an edge like that, observed old Bob, an Ive sailed the salt sea long enough to know.

Land it is, thank God, said the captain earnestly, shutting up his telescope. Get out the oars again, lads! We cant make it before dark, but the sooner we get there the better, for landing on these coral islands isnt always an easy job.

The oars were got out at once, and the men pulled with a will, but it was late at night before they drew near to the land and heard the roar of the surf on the coral reef that stood as a sentinel to guard the island.

Captain, said Will Osten, the wind has almost died away, yet it seems to me that the surf roars as violently as if a storm were raging.

That surf never goes down in those seas, doctor. Even in calm weather the swell of the big ocean gathers into a huge billow and bursts in foam upon the coral islands.

Surely, then, said Will, it must make landing both difficult and dangerous.

It is, sometimes, but not always, replied the captain; for a channel of safety has been provided, as you shall see, before long. Take the boat-hook, Goff, and look out in the bows.

The man rose and stood up with the boat-hook ready to fend off if necessary.

A word or two here about the coral islands  those wonderful productions of the coral insect  may perhaps render the position of the boat and her subsequent proceedings more intelligible.

They are of all sizes and shapes. Some are small and low, like emeralds just rising out of the ocean, with a few cocoa-nut palms waving their tufted heads above the sandy soil. Others are many miles in extent, covered with large forest trees and rich vegetation. Some are inhabited, others are the abode only of sea-fowl. In many of them the natives are naked savages of the most depraved character. In a few, where the blessed gospel of Jesus Christ has been planted, the natives are to be seen, clothed and in their right minds. Wherever the gospel has taken root, commerce has naturally sprung up, and the evils that invariably follow in her train have in too many cases been attributed to Christianity. Poor indeed must be that mans knowledge of the influence of Christianity, who would judge of its quality or value by the fruit of its professors. By their fruits ye shall know them, truly  them, but not Christianity. The world is an hospital, and life the period of convalescence. Christianity is the one grand and all-sufficient medicine. Shall we, the afflicted and jaundiced patients, still suffering from the virulence and effect of sin, condemn the medicine because it does not turn us out cured in a single day? Still, even to fruits we can appeal, mingled and confounded with crab-apples though they be.

Come, sceptic, make a trial of it. Go to the Fiji Islands; get yourself wrecked among them. Be cast into the stormy deep; buffet the waves manfully, and succeed in struggling exhausted to the shore. The savages there, if not Christianised, will haul you out of the sea, roast you, and eat you! They do this in compliance with a humane little law which maintains that all who are shipwrecked, and cast on shore, are thus to be disposed of. Ha! you need not smile. The record of this fact may be read, in unquestionable authorities, in every public library in the kingdom. Search and see.

On the other hand, go and get cast on one of the Fiji group where Christianity holds sway, and there, despite the errors, inconsistencies, and sins of its professors and enemies, the same natives will haul you out of the sea, receive you into their houses, feed and clothe you, and send you on your way rejoicing.

There is one peculiarity which applies to most of the coral islands  each is partially surrounded by a coral reef which lies at a distance from the shore varying from less than one to two miles. Outside of this reef the sea may heave tumultuously, but the lagoon within remains calm. The great breakers may thunder on the reef, and even send their spray over, for it is little above the level of the sea, and nowhere much more than a few yards in breadth, but inside all is peaceful and motionless. In this reef there are several openings, by which a ship of the largest size may enter and find a safe, commodious harbour. It is found that these openings occur usually opposite to any part of the islands where a stream flows into the sea; and the openings have frequently a little herbage, sometimes a few cocoa-nut palms growing on either side, which form a good natural land-mark to the navigator.

Towards one of these openings the long-boat of the Foam was rowed with all speed. The night was dark, but there was light sufficient to enable them to see their way. As they drew near they came within the influence of the enormous breakers, which rose like long gigantic snakes and rolled in the form of perpendicular walls to the reef, where they fell with a thunderous roar in a flood of milky foam.

Here it was necessary to exercise the utmost caution in steering, for if the boat had turned broadside on to one of these monstrous waves, it would have been rolled over and over like a cask.

Pull gently, lads, said the captain, as they began to get within the influence of the breakers. I dont quite see my way yet. When I give the word, pull with a will till I tell ye to hold on. Your lives depend on it.

This caution was necessary, for when a boat is fairly within the grasp of what we may term a shore-going wave, the only chance of safety lies in going quite as fast as it, if not faster. Presently the captain gave the word; the men bent to their oars and away they rushed on the crest of a billow, which launched them through the opening in the reef in the midst of a turmoil of seething foam. Next moment they were rowing quietly over the calm lagoon, and approaching what appeared to be a low-lying island covered with cocoa-nut trees; but the light rendered it difficult to distinguish objects clearly. A few minutes later the boats keel grated on the sand, and the whole party leaped on shore.

The first impulse of some of the men was to cheer, but the feelings of others were too deep for expression in this way.

Thanks be to God! murmured Captain Dall as he landed.

Amen! said Will Osten earnestly.

Some of the men shook hands, and congratulated each other on their escape from what all had expected would prove to be a terrible death.

As for Larry OHale, he fell on his knees, and, with characteristic enthusiasm, kissed the ground.

My best blissins on ye, said he with emotion. Och, whither ye be a coral island or a granite wan no matter; good luck to the insict that made ye, is the prayer of Larry OHale!




Chapter Seven.

Hopes, Fears, and Prospects on the Coral Island.

Few conditions of life are more difficult to bear than that which is described in the proverb, Hope deferred maketh the heart sick. Day after day, week after week passed by, and every morning the unfortunate men who had been cast on the coral island rose with revived hope to spend the day in anxiety, and to lie down in disappointment.

The island proved to be a low one, not more than four miles in length by about half a mile in breadth, on which nothing grew except a few cocoa-nut palms. These afforded the wrecked crew a scanty supply of food, which, with the provisions they had brought, enabled them to live, but the prospect of a residence on such a spot was so hopeless, that they would have left it immediately had not an accident happened which deprived them of their boat.

A few mornings after landing, several of the men rose early, and, without obtaining the captains permission, went to fish in the lagoon, intending to surprise their comrades by bringing a supply of fresh fish. They were unsuccessful, but, supposing that their chance would be better in the open sea, they rowed through the opening in the reef. They had, however, miscalculated the size and power of the breakers that continually thundered there. The boat was heavy and unmanageable except by a strong crew. She turned broadside to the breakers, and, in a few seconds, was hurled upon the reef and dashed to pieces. The men were saved almost by a miracle. They succeeded in landing on the reef, and afterwards, with the aid of broken pieces of the wreck, swam across the lagoon to the island.

The loss was irreparable, so that they had now no hope left except in the passing of a ship or a native canoe. This latter contingency they were led to hope for by the discovery, one very clear morning, of what appeared to be the mountain tops of a cluster of islands, barely visible on the horizon. But as day after day passed without the appearance of a canoe, they came to the conclusion that these islands were not inhabited. As weeks passed by and no sail appeared, their hearts began to fail them, for the small stock of provisions was rapidly diminishing.

One morning Captain Dall ascended to the highest point on the island, where he was wont to spend the greater part of each day on the lookout. He found Will Osten there before him.

Good-morning doctor, said the captain, with a dash of the old hearty spirit in his voice, for he was not easily depressed; anything in sight?

Nothing, replied Will, with a degree of energy in his tone that caused the captain to look at him in surprise.

Hallo, doctor, have you made a discovery, or have you made up your mind to swim off the island, that you speak and look so resolute this morning?

Yes, I have made a discovery. I have discovered that the provisions will not last us another week; that our vigour is not what it used to be; that a sort of apathy is stealing over us all; that the sands of life, in short, are running out while we are sitting idle here making no effort to help ourselves.

What can we do, lad? said the captain sadly, supposing that the youth was merely giving vent to a spirit of desperation.

Ill tell you what we can do, said Will, rising; we can cut down most of the trees and make a huge pile of them, which, with the broken pieces of the long-boat to kindle them, will create a blaze that will attract the attention of the people who live on yonder island  if there be any. I know the character of South Sea islanders, but it is better to live in captivity or die by the hand of savages than to perish of hunger and thirst. Come, Captain Dall, we must stir the men up to make a last effort. Rather than die here, I will make a raft and hoist a sail on it, and commit myself to the winds and waves. What say you? Shall we try?

There is something in what you say, doctor, replied the captain, pondering the subject; at all events, no harm can come of making the attempt. Ill go speak to the men.

In pursuance of this intention he left the place of outlook accompanied by Will, and the result of their consultation with the men was, that in a few minutes Larry OHale and Mr Cupples set to work with all the energy in their natures to fell trees with the two axes they possessed. When they were exhausted, Will Osten and Goff relieved them, and then the captain and old Bob took the axes. Thus the work went on all day, and in the evening a pile of logs was raised almost as large as a medium-sized cottage.

There was something hopeful in the mere act of working with a view to deliverance that raised the spirits of the men, and when the sun began to sink towards the western horizon, they sat down to their slight meal of biscuit and cocoa-nut milk with more appetite and relish than they had experienced for many days.

Ive bin thinkin, said Larry, pausing in the midst of his supper.

Well, wot have ee bin thinkin, lad? said Muggins, wiping his mouth with the sleeve of his coat and wishing for more food  but wishing in vain, for he had finished his allowance youre a good deal given to thinkin, but theres not much ever comes on it, xcept wind in the shape o words.

And whats words, retorted the cook, in supreme contempt, but the expression o sintiment, widout which there wouldnt have bin nuthin wotsomediver in the univarse? Sintiment is the mother of all things, as owld Father ODowd used to say to my grandmother whin he wanted to come the blarney over her. It was a philosopher sintimentilisin over a tay-kittle, Im towld, as caused the diskivery o the steam-ingine; it was a sintimintal love o country as indooced Saint Patrick to banish the varmin from Ireland, an it was religious sintiment as made Noah for to build the Ark, but for which nother you nor me would have bin born to git cast upon a coral island. Sintiment is iverything, Muggins, and of that same there isnt more in your whole body than I cud shove into the small end of a baccy-pipe. But to return to the pint: Ive bin thinkin as to whether it would be best to set a light to this here little pile in the daylight or in the dark, bekase, in the wan case its the smoke that would call attintion, an in the other case its the flame.

That is true, Larry, said the captain; Im inclined to think it would be better seen at night, fire being more powerful than smoke.

But theyre more likely to be asleep at night, and to miss seein it, observed Cupples, in a hollow tone.

It may be remarked in passing, that the mates voice had become much more sepulchral and his aspect more cadaverous since his arrival on the island.

True for ye, chimed in Larry; an who knows, if they did see it, but they might take it for the moon in a fog  or for a volkainy?

Wouldnt the best way to settle the matter be to kindle the fire just now, before it grows dark, suggested Will Osten, so that they will have a chance of seeing the smoke, and then, when it grows dark, the fire will be getting brighter?

Right, doctor, youre right. Come, well put the light to it at once, cried the captain, rising. Hand me the match-box, Mr Cupples; its in the head o the bread cask.

The whole party rose and went to the pile of timber, which was on the highest part of the islet and towered to a height of nearly twelve feet. Captain Dall applied a match to the tarry pieces of the long-boat, which had been placed at the foundation, and the flames at once leaped up and began to lick greedily round the timber, winding through the interstices and withering up the leaves. Soon a thick smoke began to ascend, for much of the timber in the pile was green, and before the sun had set a dense black cloud was rising straight up like a pillar and spreading out into the sky. As the fire gathered strength, a great tongue of flame flashed up ever and anon into the midst of the rolling cloud and rent it for a single instant; by degrees those tongues waged fierce war with the smoke. They shot through it more and more frequently, licked and twined round it  in and out  until they gained the mastery at last, and rose with a magnificent roar into the heavens. Then it was that Larry OHale gave vent to his excitement and admiration in an irrepressible shout, and his comrades burst into a mingled cheer and fit of laughter, as they moved actively round the blazing mass and stirred it into fiercer heat with boat-hooks and oars.

When night had closed in, the brilliancy of the bonfire was intense, and the hopes of the party rose with the flames, for they felt certain that any human beings who chanced to be within fifty miles of them could not fail to see the signal of distress.

So the greater part of the night was passed in wild excitement and energetic action. At last, exhausted yet hopeful, they left the bonfire to burn itself out and sat down to watch. During the first half-hour they gazed earnestly over the sea, and so powerfully had their hopes been raised, that they expected to see a ship or a boat approaching every minute. But ere long their hopes sank as quickly as they had been raised. They ceased to move about and talk of the prospect of speedy deliverance. The hearts of men who have been long exposed to the depressing influence of hope deferred, and whose frames are somewhat weakened by suffering and insufficient food, are easily chilled. One after another they silently crept under the sail, which had been spread out in the form of a tent to shelter them, and with a sigh lay down to rest. Weariness and exposure soon closed their eyes in kind Natures sweet restorer  balmy sleep, and the coral island vanished utterly from their minds as they dreamed of home, and friends, and other days. So, starving men dream of sumptuous fare, and captives dream of freedom.

Will Osten was last to give way to the feeling of disappointment, and last to lie down under the folds of the rude tent. He was young, and strong, and sanguine. It was hard for one in whose veins the hot blood careered so vigorously to believe in the possibility of a few days reducing him to the weakness of infancy  harder still for him to realise the approach of death; yet, when he lay meditating there in the silence of the calm night, a chill crept over his frame, for his judgment told him that if a merciful God did not send deliverance, the end was assuredly drawing very nigh.




Chapter Eight.

In which our Hero Suggests a Plan which gets the Party out of one Difficulty but Plunges them into Another.

How long Wandering Will would have lain in the midst of his slumbering comrades, indulging in gloomy reveries, it is impossible to say, for he was suddenly startled out of them by the appearance of a black object on the sea, at a considerable distance from the shore. Wills couch was near the open entrance to the tent, and from the spot where his head lay pillowed on his coat, he could see the lagoon, the opening in the reef, and the ocean beyond. He rose softly, but quickly, and went out to assure himself that his disturbed fancy had not misled him. No  there could be no doubt about it. Grey dawn was already breaking, and enabled him to see it distinctly  a dark moving speck on the sea far outside the reef. It could not be a gull or sea-bird, he felt persuaded; neither was it a ship, for his eye during the voyage had become a practised one in observing distant vessels. It might be a boat!

Full of this idea, and trembling with hope and anxiety, he returned to the tent, and gently awoke the captain.

Sh! dont speak, he whispered, laying his hand on the captains mouth.

Im convinced it is a boat, continued Will, as he stood beside the now smouldering fire, while the captain gazed long and earnestly through his telescope at the object on the sea.

Youre only half-right, said the other, with unusual seriousness, as he handed the glass to his companion; its a canoe  a large one, I think, and apparently full of men; but we shant be left long in doubt as to that; our fire has evidently attracted them, and now we must prepare for their reception.

Do you then doubt their friendliness? asked Will, returning the glass to the captain, who again examined the approaching canoe carefully.

Whether they shall turn out to be friends or foes, doctor, depends entirely on whether they are Christians or heathens. If the missionaries have got a footing amongst em, we are saved; if not  I wouldnt give much for our chance of seeing Old England again.

The captains voice dropped as he said this, and his face was overspread with an expression of profound gravity.

Do you really believe in all the stories we have heard of the blood-thirstiness of these savages, and their taste for human flesh? asked Will, with some anxiety.

Believe them! exclaimed the captain, with a bitter, almost ferocious laugh; of course I do. I have seen them at their bloody work, lad. Its all very well for shore-goin folk in the old country to make their jokes about Cold missionary on the sideboard, and to sing of the King of the Cannibal Islands; but, as sure as there is a sky over your head, and a coral island under your feet, so certainly do the South Sea savages kill, roast, and eat their enemies, and so fond are they of human flesh that, when they cant get hold of enemies, they kill and eat their slaves. Look, you can make out the canoe well enough now without the glass; shes makin straight for the opening in the reef. The sun will be up in half an hour, and theyll arrive about the same time. Come, let us rouse the men.

Hastening down to the tent, the captain raised the curtain, and shouted hoarsely  

Hallo, lads, turn out there  turn out. Heres a canoe in sight  look alive!

Had a bomb-shell fallen into the midst of the sleepers, it could scarcely have produced more commotion among them. Every one sprang up violently.

Hooroo! shouted Larry OHale, didnt I say so? Sure its mysilf was draimin of ould Ireland, an the cabin in the bog wi that purty little crature He stopped abruptly, and added, Och! captain dear, whats wrong?

Hold you tongue, Larry, for a little, and keep your cheerin till you have done fightin, for its my opinion we may have something to do in that way ere long.

Faix, its mysilf as can enjoy a taste o that too, said Larry, buttoning his jacket and turning up his cuffs.

By this time the canoe was approaching the passage in the reef, and the whole party hastened to the beach, where they held a hasty council of war, for it was now clear that the canoe was one of the largest size  capable of holding nearly a hundred men  and that it was quite full of naked savages. In a few words the captain explained to the men the character of the islanders, as ascertained by himself on previous voyages, and showed how hopeless would be their case if they turned out to be heathens.

Now, said he, we are fifteen in number, all told, with two muskets, one pistol, three or four cutlasses, and a small supply of ammunition. If these men prove to be enemies, shall we attack them, and try to take their canoe, or shall we at once lay down our arms and trust to their generosity? Peace or war, thats the question?

Larry at once declared for war, and several of the more fiery spirits joined him, among whom was Will Osten; for the young doctor shrank with horror from the idea of being roasted and eaten!

I vote for peace, said the mate gloomily.

Sure, Mr Cupples, exclaimed Larry, I wonder at that, for its little pace ye gave us aboord the Foam.

Its not possible, continued the mate  taking no notice of the cooks remark, nor of the short laugh which followed it its not possible for fifteen men, armed as we are, to beat a hundred savages, well supplied with clubs and spears  as I make no doubt they are  so I think we should trust to their friendliness.

Bah! whispered Larry to the man next him; he knows that hes too tough and dry for any savage in his siven sinses to ait him, cooked or raw, and so he hopes to escape.

Mr Cupples is right, lads, said the captain; wed have no chance in a fair fight, an though I make no doubt we should kill double our number in the scrimmage, what good would that do?

Some of the men here seconded the captain; the others began to waver, and it was finally decided that they should at least begin with pacific advances.

When the council broke up, the sailors went down to the waters edge and awaited her arrival. As she came nearer, it became apparent that she was a war-canoe fill with warriors. Steadily and swiftly she advanced to within a short distance of the shore. Then the paddlers suddenly ceased, and she was allowed to drift slowly in, while a splendid looking savage stood up in the bow with a shield on his left arm and a javelin in his right hand.

The chief, for such he evidently was, wore no clothing, except a piece of native cloth round his loins; but his whole body was elaborately tatooed with various devices; and this species of decoration, coupled with the darkness of his skin, did away very much with the appearance of nakedness. He seemed as if he had been clothed in a dark skin-tight dress. But the most conspicuous part about him was the top of his head, on which there seemed to be a large turban, which, on closer inspection, turned out to be his own hair curled and fizzed out artificially. Altogether he was an imposing and gigantic fellow.

When about fifty yards from the shore, the savages checked the canoes progress and stood up. Now was the time for action, so, according to previous arrangement, the sailors laid their weapons down on the beach, and held up their hands, at the same time making such signs of friendship as they thought would be understood. The savages, who were quick-witted fellows, at once ran the canoe ashore, leaped out, and hastened towards the white men.

As they did so, Captain Dall put his telescope to his eye for a moment, wishing to scan closely the features of the chief. Instantly the whole band turned with a howl, and, making towards the canoe, jumped in and pushed off.

Ha! exclaimed the captain, with a smile, these fellows have been fired at by Europeans before now. They evidently mistook my telescope for a musket.

The savages paused, and again faced about at a short distance from the beach, and the captain sought by every imaginable sign and gesticulation to remove the bad impression he had so innocently created. He succeeded. In a short time the natives again landed and advanced towards them. On drawing near, the chief stopped and made a short speech  which, of course, none of the white men understood. To this Captain Dall replied in a short speech  which, of course, none of the natives understood. Both parties looked very amiably, however, at each other, and by degrees drew closer together, when the natives began to manifest much curiosity in reference to the costume of the sailors. Soon they became more familiar, and the truth of the proverb, that, familiarity breeds contempt, was quickly illustrated by one of the savages seizing hold of the musket which Larry OHale carried. The hot blood of the Irishman instantly fired.

Let go, ye dirty bit o mahogany, he cried, holding the musket tight with his left hand, and clenching his right in a threatening manner.

Captain Dall, foreseeing what would be the result of a blow, sought to create a diversion by raising his telescope to his eye. The quick-sighted savage observed the motion, let go his hold of the musket and shrank behind his comrades, who, however, did not appear disposed to screen him, for they all began to dodge behind each other until the telescope was lowered.

The temporary distraction of attention which this incident caused emboldened another savage to pounce upon the other musket, which was carried by old Bob. He wrenched it out of the sailors hand and bounded away with a shout, swinging it over his head. Unfortunately his fingers touched the trigger and the piece exploded, knocking down the man who held it, and sending the ball close past the chiefs ear.

Instantly there followed a loud yell, clubs were brandished, cutlasses gleamed, and blood would certainly have been spilt had not Captain Dall suddenly seized the chief by the shoulders and rubbed noses with him. He knew this to be the mode of salutation among some of the South Sea tribes, and sought to make a last effort at conciliation. The act was reciprocated by the chief, who signed to his men to forbear.

Captain Dall now felt convinced that any undecided course of action would only render their case more desperate, so he turned to his men with a look of authority and said sternly  

My lads, we have only one hope left to us, and that is, submission. Throw down your weapons, and put your trust in the Almighty.

The men obeyed  some with hesitation and others sullenly; they flung their cutlasses on the sand and crossed their arms on their breasts. No sooner was this done than the savages rushed upon them in overwhelming numbers, and they were instantly overpowered. Larry OHale and Will Osten, with some of the younger men, struggled fiercely, and knocked down several of their opponents before they were subdued, but against such overwhelming odds they had no chance. It would have been better for them had they acted on the captains advice. Whatever is worth doing is worth doing well, and this truth is not less applicable to the act of submission than to that of resistance. The only result of their ill-timed display of valour was the tighter fastening of the cords with which the savages bound them hand and foot, and somewhat rough handling when they, with their comrades, were tossed into the bottom of the canoe.

After the sailors were secured, the natives collected the provisions that had been brought by them to the island, and stowed these also in the canoe. This occupied a considerable time, for they were so careful to avoid missing anything, that they ranged over the whole island, examining every part minutely, and leaving nothing behind that had the slightest appearance of value in their eyes. During all this time the white men were left lying in the water which had leaked into the canoe. Indeed, the valiant Larry would certainly have been drowned, but for the aid extended to him by our hero, for he chanced to have been thrown into the canoe with his face downwards near the stern, and as the water gradually settled down there from the prow, which was raised on the sand, it covered his mouth. Fortunately Will, who was near him, managed to assist the unfortunate man in his struggles so as to enable him to rest his head on the blade of a paddle!

When everything belonging to the crew of the Foam had been collected, the savages returned to their canoe, re-launched her, paddled out to sea, and ere long left the little coral island out of sight behind them.




Chapter Nine.

Contains an Account of the Desperate Circumstances of the Prisoners.

Five hours passed away, during which the savages continued to paddle almost without intermission, and our hero with his friends lay fast bound in the bottom of the canoe. They suffered great pain from the swelling of their limbs and the tightening of the cords that bound them; but although Larry OHale, in the exasperation of his spirit, gave vent to one or two howls, accompanied by expressions that were the reverse of complimentary, no attention was paid to them until the island towards which they steered was reached.

The instant the canoe touched the sand the captives were lifted out  their hands and feet were tied together in a bunch, and, each being slung on a stout pole as one might sling a bundle, they were carried up to a native village on the margin of a wood. On the way, Wandering Will could see that the beach swarmed with natives  a fact, however, of which his ears had already assured him, for the air was filled with yells of delight as the captives were successively lifted out of the canoe. He also observed that the island appeared to be a large one, for he got a glimpse of a huge mountain rising over the tree tops. Neither he nor any of his comrades, however, had time to make many observations, for they were hurried up the beach and into the village, where they were thrown down under a rudely built hut which was covered with broad leaves.

Here the cords that fastened them were unloosed; but if this for a moment raised the hope that they were about to be set free, they were quickly undeceived by the savages, who rebound their hands behind them. Our hero, Captain Dall, Mr Cupples, Larry OHale, and Muggins, were then fastened with cords of cocoa-nut fibre to the several posts of the hut in such a manner that they could stand up or lie down at pleasure. George Goff, old Bob, and the others were led away. Seeing that they were about to be separated, Captain Dall suddenly called out, Farewell, lads, in a tone so sad, that Goff looked back at him in surprise, but his captors forced him away before he could reply.

You think we wont see them again? said Osten, when they were left alone.

I think not. From what I know of those savages, I fear they have taken our comrades away to be sacrificed, and that our own time will soon come.

Something between a groan and a growl escaped from OHale when this was said.

Cudnt we break thim ropes, and run amuck amongst the murtherin blackguards, he exclaimed, seizing the rope that bound him with his teeth and endeavouring to tear it  an effort which it is needless to say was futile, and nearly cost him a tooth.

Its of no use, Larry, said the captain; we cant help ourselves. If the Lord dont help us, were dead men.

Although Will Osten was much depressed, not to say alarmed, by what he heard, he could not help wondering why the captain had so suddenly lost his buoyant spirit. At the time when a slow death by starvation had stared him in the face, he had not only retained his own heartiness of spirit, but had kept up wonderfully the spirits of his companions. Now, however  when, as Will thought, they had the chance of escaping by stratagem or by force from their captors, or, at the worst, of selling their lives dearly  his spirit seemed to have utterly forsaken him. Yet the captain was only despondent  not despairing. He had seen the deeds of savages in former years, and knew that with them there was seldom a long period between the resolve to kill and the accomplishment of the crime. He feared for the lives of his shipmates, and would have given his right hand at that moment to have been free to aid them, but the attempts of himself and his comrades to break their bonds were fruitless, so, after making one or two desperate efforts, they sat down doggedly to await their fate.

It might have been a curious study to have noted the different spirit in which these unfortunate men submitted to their unavoidable doom on that occasion. The captain sat down on a log of wood that chanced to be near him, folded his hands quietly on his knees, allowed his head to sink forward on his chest, and remained for a long time quite motionless. Will Osten, on the other hand, stood up at first, and, leaning his head on his arm against the wall of the hut, appeared to be lost in reverie. Doubtless he was thinking of home; perhaps reproaching himself for the manner and spirit in which he had quitted it  as many a poor wanderer has done before when too late! He quickly changed his thoughts, however, and, with them, his position: sat down and got up frequently, frowned, clenched his hands, shook his head, stamped his foot, bit his lips, and altogether betrayed a spirit ill at ease. Mr Cupples, whose soul had from the moment of their capture given way to the deepest possible dejection, lay down, and, resting his elbow on the floor and his head on his hand, gazed at his comrades with a look so dreadfully dolorous that, despite their anxiety, they could hardly suppress a smile. As for Muggins and OHale, the former, being a phlegmatic man and a courageous, sat down with his back against the wall, his hands thrust into his pockets, and a quid in his cheek, and shook his head slowly from side to side, while he remarked that every one had to die once, an when the time came no one couldnt escape and that was all about it! Poor Larry OHale could not thus calm his mercurial spirit. He twisted his hard features into every possible contortion, apostrophised his luck, and his grandmother, and ould Ireland in the most pathetic manner, bewailed his fate, and used improper language in reference to savages in general, and those of the South Seas in particular, while, at intervals, he leaped up and tried to tear his bonds asunder.

Thus several hours were spent. Evening approached, and darkness set in; still no one came near the prisoners. During this period, however, they heard the continual shouting and singing of the savages, and sometimes caught a glimpse of them through crevices between the logs of which the hut was built. It was not possible for them to ascertain what they were about, however, until night set in, when several large fires were lighted, and then it could be seen that they were feasting and dancing. Suddenly, in the midst of the din, an appalling shriek was heard. It was quickly succeeded by another and another. Then the yells of the revellers increased in fury, and presently a procession of them was observed approaching the hut, headed by four men bearing a sort of stage on their shoulders.

The shrieks had struck like a death-chill to the hearts of the prisoners. No one spoke, but each had recognised familiar tones in the terrible cries. For the first time some of them began to realise the fact that they were really in the hands of murderers, and that the bloody work had actually begun. Great drops of sweat rolled down the face of Muggins as he gazed in horror through one of the crevices, and his broad chest heaved convulsively as he exclaimed, God be merciful to us, its George Goff! This was too true. On the stage, carried by four natives, sat the unfortunate seaman. It required no second glance to tell that his spirit had fled, and that nothing but a corpse sat swaying there, supported by means of a pole, in a sitting posture. The cannibals were conveying it to their temple, there to cut it up and prepare it for that dreadful feast which is regarded as inexpressibly repulsive by all the human race except these islanders of the South Seas, who, incredible though it may appear, absolutely relish human flesh as a dainty morsel.

At sight of this, poor Will Osten, who had never quite believed in such terrible things, sank down on his knees with a deep groan, and, for the first time in his life, perhaps, prayed earnestly.

OHales spirit blazed up in ungovernable fury. Like a wild beast, he tore and wrenched at the rope which bound him, and then, finding his efforts unavailing, he flung himself on the ground, while deep sobs burst at intervals from his oppressed heart.

A few minutes elapsed; then there was a rush of footsteps without, accompanied by fierce yells and the waving of torches. The prisoners leaped up, feeling almost instinctively that there hour had come. A moment later and the hut was filled with natives. All were naked, with the exception of a small piece of cloth round their loins. They were tatooed, however, and painted nearly from head to foot.

The prisoners were instantly seized and overpowered, and preparations were being rapidly made to carry them away, when a shout was heard outside, and a remarkably tall, powerful, and thickly painted savage sprang in. He pushed the natives violently aside, and gave some stern orders to those who held the prisoners. The immediate result was, that the latter were released and allowed to rise, although their hands were still bound behind them. Meanwhile the tall savage, standing beside them, harangued his comrades with great energy of tone and action.

While this was going on, Larry OHale whispered excitedly to his companions  

Howld on, lads, a bit. Sure Ive burst the ropes at last. The moment I git howld o that blackguards knife Ill cut yer lashins. Stand by for a rush.

As Larry spoke, the tall savage drew the knife referred to from his girdle, and, glancing over his shoulder, said in English  

Keep quiet, lads. Ill do my best to save ee; but if you offer to fight, youre dead men all in five minutes.

Amazement, if no other feeling had operated, would have rendered the prisoners perfectly quiet after that. They waited in deep anxiety and wonder, while the tall savage continued his harangue, at the conclusion of which his hearers uttered an expressive grunt or growl, as if of assent, and then they all filed out of the hut, leaving the prisoners alone with their deliverer.




Chapter Ten.

Our Hero and his Comrades in Distress Become Savage Warriors for the Nonce.

Friend, said Captain Dall, taking the hand of the tall savage in his and speaking with some emotion, you have been sent as our deliverer, I know, but how a South Sea islander should happen to befriend us, and how you should come to speak English as well as ye do, is more than I can understand.

Onderstand! exclaimed Larry; its past belaif. It baits cock-fightin intirely.

A grim smile crossed the painted face of the savage, as he said somewhat hurriedly:  

Im no more a South Sea islander than you are, lads, but this is not the time for explanations. Its enough for you to know, in the meantime, that Im an Englishman, and will befriend you if you agree to obey me.

Obey ye! cried Larry with enthusiasm, blissins on yer painted mug, its warship ye we will, av ye only git us out o this scrape.

Thats so, said Muggins, nodding his head emphatically, while Mr Cupples, in tones of the most awful solemnity, and with a look that cannot be described, vowed eternal friendship.

Well, then, said the tall man, we have no time to waste, for you are in a greater fix just now than ye think for. About myself its enough to know that Im a runaway sailor; that I made my way among these fellers here by offering to join em and fight for em, and that I won their respect at first by knocking down, in fair stand-up fight, all the biggest men o the tribe. I dont think they would have spared me even after that, but I curried favour with the chief and married one of his daughters. Now Im a great man among them. I didnt hear of your having been brought here till half an hour ago, havin bin away with a war party in canoes. I returned just too late to save your comrades.

What! are they all dead? asked Will Osten.

Ay, all, and if you dont follow them it will only be by attending to what I tell you. My name is Buchanan, but the savages can only manage to make Bukawanga out o that. The word means fire, and aint a bad one after all!

The man smiled grimly as he said this, and then resumed, more rapidly and sternly than before:  

You have but one chance, and that is to join us. I have come to the village with the news that a neighbouring tribe is about to attack us. If you agree to help us to fight, I may manage to save you; if not your case is hopeless. There is no time for consideration. Ay or no, thats the word.

Sure Ill jine ye, Mr Bukkie Whangy, said Larry OHale, wid all the pleasure in life. Its always for fightin I am, at laist whin

I dont like to shed human blood, said Captain Dall, interrupting, where Ive no quarrel.

Then your own must be shed, said Bukawanga firmly.

Theres no help for it, captain, said Will Osten. Tis better to fight for these men than to be murdered by them. What say you, Mr Cupples?

War, replied the mate emphatically.

Ditto, said Muggins, nodding his head and buttoning his jacket.

Then strip, and well paint you right off, said Bukawanga; look alive, now!

He fastened the torch which he held in his hand to a beam of the hut, and cut the bonds of the prisoners; then, going to the door, he summoned two men, who came in with a basket made of leaves, in which were several cocoa-nut shells filled with red, white, and black earth, or paint.

What! exclaimed Will Osten, must we fight without clothing?

An wid painted skins? said Larry.

Yes, unless you would be a special mark for the enemy, replied Bukawanga; but you have no chance if you dont become in every way like one of us.

Seeing that the man was in earnest, they were fain to submit. After removing their clothes, the natives began diligently to paint them from head to foot, laying on the colours so thickly, and in such bold effective strokes, that ere long all appearance of nudity was removed. Man is a strange being. Even in the midst of the most solemn scenes he cannot resist giving way at times to bursts of mirth. Philosophy may fail to account for it, and propriety may shudder at it, but the fact is undeniable. With death hovering, they knew not how near, over them, and the memory of the fearful things they had just witnessed strong upon them, they were compelled, now and then, to smile and even to laugh aloud, as the process of painting went on. There was some variety in the adornment of each, but let that of Larry OHale serve as an example. First of all his legs were rubbed all over with white earth, and his body with yellow. Then, down each lower limb, behind, a palm-tree was drawn in red  the roots beginning at his heels, and the branches above spreading out on his calves. Various fanciful devices were drawn on his breast and arms, and some striking circles on his back. Last of all, one-half of his face was painted red, and the other half black, with a stripe of white extending from the root of his hair down to the point of his nose. It is needless to say that during the process the enthusiastic Irishman commented freely on the work, and offered many pieces of advice to the operator. Indeed, his tendency to improve upon existing customs had well-nigh put an end to the friendly relations which now subsisted between the white men and the natives, for he took a fancy to have a red stripe down each of his legs. Either the native did not understand him, or would not agree to the proposal, whereupon Larry took the brush and continued the work himself. At this the savage indignantly seized him by the arm and pinched him so violently that he lost temper, and, thrusting the red brush into the natives face, hurled him to the ground. There was a yell and a rush at once, and it is probable that blood would have been shed had not Bukawanga interposed.

When the painting was completed, their protector led the white men (now no longer white!) to the hut of the chief. Bukawanga was received somewhat coldly at first. The chief, a large, fine-looking old man, named Thackombau, with an enormous head of frizzled hair, looked askance at the newcomers, and was evidently disposed to be unfriendly. Observing this, and that the warriors around him scowled on them in a peculiarly savage manner, most of the prisoners felt that their lives hung, as it were, upon a thread. The aspect of things changed, however, when their friend stood up and addressed the assembly.

Bukawanga had not yet said a word about the cause of his sudden return from the war expedition. It was, therefore, with much concern that the chief and his men learned that a neighbouring and powerful tribe, with which they had always been at enmity, were actually on the way to attack them; and when Bukawanga talked of the needful preparations for defence, and, pointing to the prisoners, said that they were his countrymen, able to fight well, and willing to help them, there was a perceptible improvement in the looks of the party. Finally, Thackombau condescended to rub noses with them all, and they were ordered off to another hut to have supper. This latter arrangement was brought about by their deliverer, who knew that if they remained to sup with the natives they would be shocked, and, perhaps, roused to some act of desperate violence, by the horrible sight of portions of the bodies of their poor comrades, which, he knew, were to be eaten that night. He therefore sought to divert their thoughts from the subject by sitting down and relating many anecdotes connected with his own adventurous history, while they partook of a meal of which they stood much in need.

The dishes, although new to them, were by no means unpalatable. They consisted of baked pig and yams served on banana leaves, and soup in cocoa-nut shells. Also a dish made of taro-tops, and filled with a creamy preparation of cocoa-nut done in an oven. Bread-fruits were also served, and these tasted so like the crumb of wheaten loaf, that it was difficult to believe them to be the fruit of a tree. For drink they had the juice of the young cocoa  a liquid which resembles lemonade, and of which each nut contains about a tumblerful. There was also offered to them a beverage named ava, which is intoxicating in its nature, and very disgusting in its preparation. This, however, Bukawanga advised them not to touch.

Now, Mr Bukkie Whangy, said Larry, after having appeased his appetite, if I may make so bowld as to ax  how came ye here?

The story is short enough and sad enough, replied his new friend. The fact is, I came here in a sandal-wood traders ship; I was so disgusted with the captain and crew that I ran away from them when they touched at this island for water. Tis eight years ago now, and I have bin here ever since. I have regretted the step that I took, for the devilry that goes on here is ten times worse than I ever saw aboard ship. However, its too late for regret now.

Ah! too late, murmured Will Osten, and his thoughts leaped back to England.

The worst of it is, continued the runaway sailor, that I have no chance of gettin away, for the cruelty of sailors to the natives of this island has rendered them desperate, and they murder every white man they can get hold of. Indeed there would have been no chance for you but for the breaking out of war, and the fact that they are somewhat short of fightin men just now. Not long after I landed on the island, an American whaler sent her boats ashore for water. They quarrelled, somehow, with the natives, who drove them into their boats with tremendous hooting and yells and some hard blows, although no blood was spilt. Well, what did the scoundrels do but pulled aboard their ship, brought their big guns to bear on the people, and fired on several villages  killing and wounding a good many of em, women and children among the rest. Thats the way these fellows set the natives against white men. It was all I could do to prevent them from knocking out my brains after the thing happened.

While Bukawanga was speaking, a great commotion was heard outside.

Theyre gettin ready for action, he said, springing up. Now, lads, follow me. Ill get you weapons, and, hark-ee, he added, with a somewhat peculiar smile, I heerd some of ee say ye dont want to spill blood where ye have no quarrel. Well, theres no occasion to do so. Only act in self-defence, and thatll do well enough; dye understand?

The man gave vent to a short chuckle as he said this, and then, leading his countrymen from the hut, conducted them towards a temple, near to which a large band of warriors was busily engaged in making preparations for the approaching fight.




Chapter Eleven.

A Fight, which Results in a Mistake and a Hasty Flight.

The horrors of war are neither agreeable to write about nor to reflect upon. However much, therefore, it may disappoint those readers whose minds delight to wallow in the abominations of human cruelty, we will refrain from entering into the full particulars of the sanguinary fight that ensued just after the arrival of Wandering Will and his friends in the island. It is sufficient to say that many lives were lost. Of course the loss of life bore no proportion to that which occurs in civilised warfare. One roar from the throats of our terrific engines of destruction will sometimes send more souls into eternity in one moment than all the fierce fury of a hundred savages can accomplish in an hour. But what the savage lacks in power he more than makes up for in cruelty and brutality. During the few days in which the fight raged, the sights that met the eyes of the white men, and the appalling sounds that filled their ears, turned their hearts sick, and induced a longing desire to escape.

The war was carried on chiefly in the way of bush fighting. Our sailors found this mode of warfare convenient, for it enabled them to act very much as spectators. Passing over the details of the brief campaign, we touch only on those points which affected the subsequent movements of the whites.

Bukawanga, who virtually acted the part of commander-in-chief, although all the chiefs considered themselves above him, moved about actively at all times to make sure that the village was properly guarded at every point. While thus employed he had, on one occasion, to pass through a piece of scrub, or thick bush, in which he heard the shriek of a woman. Turning aside he came to an opening where a man was endeavouring to kill a little boy, whose mother was doing her best to defend him. He evidently wished to kill the child and to spare the woman, but she stooped over the child and warded off the blows with her arms so cleverly, that it was still uninjured, although the poor mother was bleeding profusely from many wounds. Bukawanga instantly rushed to the rescue, and raised his club to deal the savage a deadly blow. Unobserved by him, however, another savage had been attracted to the spot, and, seeing what was about to happen, he ran up behind Bukawanga and felled him with a blow of his club. During the scuffle the woman snatched up her boy and escaped. The two savages then began to dispute as to which had the best right to cut off the head of their fallen foe and carry it away in triumph. Both of them were much fatigued with fighting, so they sat down on the back of the prostrate seaman to conduct the discussion more comfortably. The point was still undecided when Bukawanga recovered consciousness, felt the heavy pressure on his back and loins, and heard part of the interesting dialogue!

It chanced, at this point, that Will Osten and Larry OHale, who, from natural affinity or some other cause, always kept together, came to the spot and peeped through the bushes. Seeing two men sitting on the body of a third and engaged in an animated dispute, they did not see cause to interfere, but remained for a few minutes almost amused spectators of the scene, being utterly ignorant, of course, as to the purport of their dispute. Suddenly, to their great surprise, they beheld the two men leap into the air; the supposed dead body sprang up, and, before either savage could use his weapons, each received a strong British fist between his eyes and measured his length on the sward, while the conqueror sprang over them into the bush and disappeared.

Man alive! exclaimed Larry, if it isnt Bukkie Whangy himself! Och, the murtherin daimons!

With that Larry leaped over the bushes flourishing his club and yelling like a very savage. But Will Osten was before him. Both savages had risen immediately after being knocked down, and now faced their new enemies. They were no match for them. Being expert in all athletic exercises, young Osten found no difficulty in felling the first of the men, while Larry disposed of the other with equal celerity. The Irishmans blood had fired at the thought of the narrow escape of his deliverer, and, still whirling his club round his head, he looked about eagerly as if desirous of finding another foe on whom to expend his fury. At that moment he caught sight of a pair of savage eyes gleaming at him from the bushes.

Hah! ye dirty polecat, he cried, throwing his club at the eyes with all his force.

Never was there a worse aim or a better shot! The club flew high into the air and would have fallen some fifty yards or more wide of the mark, had it not touched the limb of a tree in passing. It glanced obliquely down, and, striking the owner of the eyes between the shoulders felled him to the earth.

Larry sprang upon him with a yell of triumph, but the yell was changed into a howl of consternation when he made the discovery that he had knocked down, if not killed, one of the principal chiefs of the village! To say that poor OHale wrung his hands, and wished bad luck to fightin in general, and to himself in particular, gives but a feeble idea of the distress of his mind at this untoward event.

Dye think Ive kilt him intirely, doctor dear? he asked of Will Osten, who was on his knees beside the fallen chief examining his hurt.

No, not quite. See, he breathes a little. Come, Larry, the moment he shows symptoms of reviving we must bolt. Of course he knows who knocked him down, and will never forgive us.

Thats true, O murther! exclaimed Larry, with a mingled look of contrition and anxiety.

Depend upon it theyll kill us all, continued Osten.

And bake an ait us, groaned Larry.

Come, said Will, rising hastily as the stunned chief began to move, well go search for our comrades.

They hurried away, but not before the chief had risen on one elbow and shaken his clenched fist at them, besides displaying a terrible double row of teeth, through which he hissed an unintelligible malediction.

They soon found their comrades, and related what had occurred. A hurried council of war was held on the spot, and it was resolved that, as a return to the village would ensure their destruction, the only chance of life which remained to them was to take to the mountains. Indeed, so urgent was the necessity for flight, that they started off at once, naked though they were, and covered with blood, paint, and dust, as well as being destitute of provisions.

All that night they travelled without halt, and penetrated into the wildest fastnesses of the mountains of the interior. Bukawanga had already told them, during intervals in the fight when they had met and eaten their hasty meals together, that the island was a large, well wooded, and fruitful one  nearly thirty miles in diameter; and that the highest mountain in the centre was an active volcano. There were several tribes of natives on it, all of whom were usually at war with each other, but these tribes dwelt chiefly on the coast, leaving the interior uninhabited. The fugitives, therefore, agreed that they should endeavour to find a retreat amongst some of the most secluded and inaccessible heights, and there hide themselves until a ship should chance to anchor off the coast, or some other mode of escape present itself.

The difficulties of the way were greater than had been anticipated. There was no path; the rocks, cliffs, and gullies were precipitous; and the underwood was thick and tangled, insomuch that Mr Cupples sat down once or twice and begged to be left where he was, saying that he would take his chance of being caught, and could feed quite well on cocoa-nuts! This, however, was not listened to. Poor Cupples was dragged along, half by persuasion and half by force. Sailors, as a class, are not celebrated for pedestrian powers, and Cupples was a singularly bad specimen of his class. Muggins, although pretty well knocked up before morning, held on manfully without a murmur. The captain, too, albeit a heavy man, and fat, and addicted to panting and profuse perspiration, declared that he was game for anything, and would never be guilty of saying die as long as there was a shot in the locker. As for Larry OHale, he was a man of iron mould, one of those giants who seem to be incapable of being worn out or crushed by any amount of physical exertion. So far was he from being exhausted, that he threatened to carry Mr Cupples if he should again talk of falling behind. We need scarcely say that Wandering Will was quite equal to the occasion. Besides being a powerful fellow for his age, he was lithe, active, and hopeful, and, having been accustomed to hill-climbing from boyhood, could have left the whole party behind with ease.

Grey dawn found the fugitives far up the sides of the mountains  fairly lost, as Muggins said, in a waste howlin wilderness. It was sunrise when they reached the top of a high cliff that commanded a magnificent view of land and sea.

A good place this for us, said the captain, wiping his forehead as he sat down on a piece of rock. The pass up to it is narrow; two or three stout fellows could hold it against an army of savages.

Av there was only a cave now for to live in, said Larry, looking round him.

Wots that? exclaimed Muggins, pointing to a hole in the perpendicular cliff a short distance above the spot where they stood. Aint that a cave?

Will Osten clambered up and disappeared in the hole. Soon after he re-appeared with the gratifying intelligence that it was a cave, and a capital dry one; whereupon they all ascended, with some difficulty, and took possession of their new home.




Chapter Twelve.

Shows how South Sea Missionaries do their Work, and that if the Whites can Surprise the Natives the Latter can Sometimes Astonish the Whites!

For three months did Wandering Will and his friends remain concealed in the mountains. Of course they were pursued and diligently sought for by the natives, and undoubtedly they would have been discovered had the search been continued for any length of time, but to their great surprise, after the first week of their flight, the search was apparently given up. At all events, from that period they saw nothing more of the natives, and gradually became more fearless in venturing to ramble from the cave in search of food. They puzzled over the matter greatly, for, to say the least of it, there appeared to be something mysterious in the total indifference so suddenly manifested towards them by the savages; but although many were the guesses made, they were very far from hitting on the real cause.

During this period they subsisted on the numerous fruits and vegetables which grew wild in great abundance on the island, and spent their days in gathering them and hunting wild pigs and snaring birds. As Larry was wont to observe with great satisfaction, and, usually, with his mouth full of victuals  

Sure its the hoith o livin we have  what with cocky-nuts, an taros an bananas, an young pigs for the killin, an ginger-beer for the drinkin, an penny loaves growin on the trees for nothin, wid no end o birds, an pots ready bilin, night an day, to cook em in  och! it would be hiven intirely but for the dirty savages, bad luck to em!

There was more truth in Larrys remark than may be apparent at first sight. Vegetation was not only prolific and beautiful everywhere, but exceedingly fruitful. The bread-fruit tree in particular supplied them with more than they required of a substance that was nearly as palatable and nutritious as bread. Captain Dall fortunately knew the method of cooking it in an oven, for the uncooked fruit is not eatable. The milk of the young cocoa-nuts was what the facetious Irishman referred to under the name of ginger-beer; but his remark about boiling pots was literally correct. The summit of that mountainous island was, as we have already said, an active volcano, from which sulphurous fumes were constantly issuing  sometimes gently, and occasionally with violence.

Several of the springs in the neighbourhood were hot  a few being almost at the boiling point, so that it was absolutely possible to boil the wild pigs and birds which they succeeded in capturing, without the use of a fire! Strange to say, they also found springs of clear cold water not far from the hot springs.

There is a species of thin tough bark round the upper part of the stem of the cocoa-nut palm  a sort of natural cloth  which is much used by the South Sea islanders. Of this they fashioned some rude but useful garments.

It seems curious, doesnt it, said Will Osten to Captain Dall, one day, referring to these things and the beauty of the island, that the Almighty should make such a terrestrial paradise as this, and leave it to be used, or rather abused, by such devils in human shape?

Im not sure, answered the captain slowly, that we are right in saying that He has left it to be so abused. Im afraid that it is we who are to blame in the matter.

How so? exclaimed Will, in surprise.

You believe the Bible to be the Word of God, dont you? said Captain Dall somewhat abruptly, and that its tendency is to improve men?

Of course I do; how can you ask such a question?

Did you ever, continued the captain pointedly, hear of a text that says something about going and teaching all nations, and have, you ever given anything to send missionaries with the Bible to these islands?

I  I cant say I ever have, replied Will, with a smile and a slight blush.

No more have I, lad, said the captain, smiting his knee emphatically; the thought has only entered my head for the first time, but I do think that it is we who leave islands such as this to be abused by the human devils you speak of, and who, moreover, are not a whit worse  nay, not so bad  as many civilised human devils, who, in times not long past, and under the cloak of religion, have torn men and tender women limb from limb, and bound them at the stake, and tortured them on the rack, in order to make them swallow a false creed.

This was the commencement of one of the numerous discussions on religion, philosophy, and politics, with which the echoes of that cavern were frequently awakened after the somewhat fatiguing labours of each days chase were over, for a true Briton is the same everywhere. He is a reasoning (if you will, an argumentative) animal, and our little band of fugitives in those mountain fastnesses was no exception to the rule.

Meanwhile, two events occurred at the native village which require notice. Their occurrence was not observed by our friends in hiding, because the summit of the mountain completely shut out their view in that direction, and they never wandered far from their place of retreat.

The first event was very sad, and is soon told. One morning a schooner anchored off the village, and a party of armed seamen landed, the leader of whom, through the medium of an interpreter, had an interview with the chief. He wished to be permitted to cut sandal-wood, and an agreement was entered into. After a considerable quantity had been cut and sent on board, the chief wanted payment. This was refused on some trivial ground. The savages remonstrated. The white men threatened, and the result was that the latter were driven into their boats. They pulled off to their vessel, loaded a large brass gun that occupied the centre of the schooners deck, and sent a shower of cannister shot among the savages, killing and wounding not only many of the men, but some of the women and children who chanced to be on the skirt of the wood. They then set sail, and, as they coasted along, fired into several villages, the people of which had nothing to do with their quarrel.

Only a week after this event another little schooner anchored off the village. It was a missionary ship, sent by the London Missionary Society to spread the good news of salvation through Christ among the people. Some time before, a native teacher  one who, on another island, had embraced Christianity, and been carefully instructed in its leading truths  had been sent to this island, and was well received; but, war having broken out, the chief had compelled him to leave. A second attempt was now being made, and this time an English missionary with his wife and daughter were about to trust themselves in the hands of the savages.

They could not have arrived at a worse time. The islanders, still smarting under a sense of the wrong and cruelty so recently done them, rushed upon the little boat of the schooner, brandishing clubs and spears, the instant it touched the land, and it was with the utmost difficulty that the missionary prevailed on them to stay their hands and give him a hearing. He soon explained the object of his visit, and, by distributing a few presents, so far mollified the people that he was allowed to land, but it was plain that they regarded him with distrust. The tide was turned in the missionarys favour, however, by the runaway sailor, Buchanan, or Bukawanga. That worthy happened at the time to be recovering slowly from the effects of the wound he had received in the fight, which had so nearly proved to be his last. On hearing of the arrival of strangers he feared that the savages would kill them out of revenge, and hastened, weak and ill though he was, to meet, and, if possible, protect them. His efforts were successful. He managed to convince the natives that among Christians there were two classes  those who merely called themselves by the name, and those who really did their best to practise Christianity; that the sandal-wood traders probably did not even pretend to the name, but that those who had just arrived would soon give proof that they were of a very different spirit. The result of this explanation was, that the chiefs agreed to receive the missionary, who accordingly landed with his family, and with all that was necessary for the establishment of a mission.

Those who have not read of missionary enterprise in the South Seas can form no conception of the difficulties that missionaries have to contend with, and the dangers to which they are exposed on the one hand, and, on the other, the rapidity with which success is sometimes vouchsafed to them. In some instances, they have passed years in the midst of idolatry and bloody rites, the mere recital of which causes one to shudder, while their lives have hung on the caprice of a volatile chief; at other times God has so signally blessed their efforts that a whole tribe has adopted Christianity in the course of a few weeks. Misunderstand us not, reader. We do not say that they all became true Christians; nevertheless it is a glorious fact that such changes have occurred; that idolatry has been given up and Christianity embraced within that short period, and that the end has been the civilisation of the people; doubtless, also, the salvation of some immortal souls.

In about two months after their arrival a marvellous change had taken place in the village.

The natives, like very children, came with delight to be taught the use of the white mans tools, and to assist in clearing land and building a cottage. When this was finished, a small church was begun. It was this busy occupation that caused the savages to forget, for a time, the very existence of Wandering Will and his friends; and if Bukawanga thought of them, it was to conclude that they had taken refuge with one of the tribes on the other side of the island.

That which seemed to amuse and delight the natives most in the new arrivals was the clothing which was distributed among them. They proved very untractable, however, in the matter of putting it on. One man insisted on putting the body of a dress which had been meant for his wife on his own nether limbs  thrusting his great feet through the sleeves, and thereby splitting them to the shoulder. Another tied a tippet round his waist, and a woman was found strutting about in a pair of fishermans boots, and a straw bonnet with the back to the front!

One of the chiefs thus absurdly arrayed was the means of letting the fugitive white men have an idea that something strange had occurred at the village. This man had appropriated a scarlet flannel petticoat which had been presented to his mother, and, putting it on with the waist-band tied round his neck, sallied forth to hunt in the mountains. He was suddenly met by Larry OHale and Will Osten.

Musha! tis a ow-rangy-tang! cried the Irishman.

His companion burst into a fit of loud laughter. The terrified native turned to flee, but Larry darted after him, tripped up his heels, and held him down.

Kape quiet, wont ye? he said, giving the struggling man a severe punch on the chest.

The savage thought it best to obey. Being allowed to get on his legs he was blindfolded, and then, with Will grasping him on one side, and the Irishman on the other, he was led up to the mountain-cave, and introduced to the family circle there, just as they were about to sit down to their mid-day meal.




Chapter Thirteen.

Remarkable Changes For The Better.

It will not surprise the reader to be told that the savage with the red flannel petticoat tied round his neck was received with shouts of laughter by the inmates of the cave, and that his costume filled them with mingled feelings of astonishment and curiosity. The information obtained from him by signs did not enlighten them much, but it was sufficient to convince them that something unusual had occurred at the native village, and to induce Will Osten to act in accordance with his favourite motto.

I tell you what, comrades, said he, after a few minutes deliberation, I have made up my mind to go back to the village with this red-coated gentleman, and see whether they are all decked out in the same fashion. To tell the truth, I have been thinking for some time back that we have been living here to no purpose

Only hear that, now, said Larry OHale, interrupting; havent we bin livin like fightin cocks, an gettin as fat as pigs? Why, Mr Cupples hisself begins to throw a shadow on the ground whin the suns pretty strong; an as for Muggins there

You let Muggins alone, growled the seaman; if we are fatterer, praps itll only be for the good o the niggers when they come to eat us.

Well, well, said Will; at all events we shall never escape from this place by remaining here  (True for ye, said Larry)  therefore I shall go to the village, as I have said. If they receive me, well and good; I will return to you. If not  why, thats the end of me, and youll have to look out for yourselves.

As usual an energetic discussion followed this announcement. The captain said it was madness, Mr Cupples shook his head and groaned, Muggins thought that they should all go together and take their chance, and Larry protested that he would sooner be eaten alive than allow his comrade to go without him; but in time Will Osten convinced them all that his plan was best.

What would be the good of the whole of them being killed together, he said  better that the risk should fall on one, and that the rest should have a chance of escape. Besides, he was the best runner of the party, and, if he should manage to wriggle out of the clutches of the savages, would be quite able to outrun them and regain the cave. At length the youths arguments and determination prevailed, and in the afternoon he set off accompanied by his sable friend in female attire.

On nearing the village, the first thing that greeted the eyes of our hero was a savage clothed in a yellow cotton vest and a blue jacket, both of which were much too small for him; he also had the leg of a chair hung round his neck by way of ornament.

This turned out to be the principal chief of the village, Thackombau, and a very proud man he obviously was on that occasion. To refrain from smiling, and embrace this fellow by rubbing noses with him, was no easy matter, but Will Osten did it nevertheless. While they were endeavouring to converse by signs, Will was suddenly bereft of speech and motion by the unexpected appearance of a white man  a gentleman clothed in sombre costume  on whose arm leaned a pleasant-faced lady! The gentleman smiled on observing the young mans gaze of astonishment, and advancing, held out his hand.

Will Osten grasped and shook it, but still remained speechless.

Doubtless you are one of the party who escaped into the hills lately? said the gentleman.

Indeed I am, sir, replied Will, finding words at last, and bowing to the lady; but from what star have you dropt? for, when I left the village, there were none but savages in it!

I dropt from the Star of Hope, answered the gentleman, laughing. You have hit the mark, young sir, nearer than you think, for that is the name of the vessel that brought me here. I am a missionary; my name is Westwood; and I am thankful to say I have been successful in making a good commencement on this island. This is my wife  allow me to introduce you  and if you will come with me to my cottage

Cottage! exclaimed Will.

Ay, tis a good and pretty one, too, notwithstanding the short time we took to build it. The islanders are smart fellows when they have a mind to labour, and it is wonderful what an amount can be done when the Lord prospers the work. These good fellows, added the missionary, casting a glance at the two natives, who, as you see, are somewhat confused in their ideas about dress, have already done me much service in the building of the church

Church! echoed Will.

Again the missionary laughed, and, offering his arm to his wife, turned towards the village, saying  

Come, Mr Osten  you see I know your name, having heard of you from your friend Buchanan  come, I will show you what we have been about while you were absent; but first  tell me  how fares it with your comrades?

Will Osten at once entered into a full account of the doings of himself and his friends, and had just concluded, when he was once more rendered speechless by the sight of the missionarys cottage. It was almost the realisation of the waking dream which had captivated him so much on the evening when the storm arose that proved fatal to the Foam. He was still gazing at it in silent admiration, listening to an enthusiastic account of the zeal and kindness of the natives who helped to build it, when a young girl, apparently bordering on seventeen or eighteen years of age, with nut-brown curls, rosy cheeks, and hazel eyes, sprang out and hastened to meet them.

Oh, father, she exclaimed, while the colour of her face came and went fitfully, Im so glad you have come! The natives have been so  so

Not rude to you, Flora, surely? interrupted the missionary.

No, not exactly rude, but, but

Flora could not explain! The fact turned out to be that, never having seen any woman so wonderfully and bewitchingly beautiful before, the natives had crowded uninvited into the cottage, and there, seated on their hams round the walls, quietly gazed at her to their hearts content  utterly ignorant of the fact that they were violating the rules of polite society!

Will Osten, to his disgrace be it said, violated the same rules in much the same way, for he continued to gaze at Flora in rapt admiration until Mr Westwood turned to introduce her to him.

That same evening Bukawanga, accompanied by Thackombau, went to the mountain-cave, and, having explained to its occupants the altered state of things at the village, brought them down to the mission-house where they took up their abode.

It need scarcely be said that they were hospitably received. Mr Westwood had not met with countrymen for many months, and the mere sight of white faces and the sound of English voices were pleasant to him. He entertained them with innumerable anecdotes of his experiences and adventures as a missionary, and on the following morning took them out to see the church, which had just been begun.

Already, said Mr Westwood, as they were about to set forth after breakfast, my wife and Flora have got up a class of women and girls, to whom they teach needle-work, and we have a large attendance of natives at our meetings on the Sabbath. A school also has been started, which is managed by a native teacher who came with me from the island of Raratonga, and most of the boys in the village attend it.

But it does seem to me, sir, said Captain Dall, as they sauntered along, that needle-work and book-learning can be of no use to such people.

Not of much just now, captain, but these are only means to a great end. Already, you see, they are beginning to be clothed  fantastically enough at present, no doubt  and I hope ere long to see them in their right mind, through the blessed influence of the Bible. Look there, he added, pointing to an open space in the forest, where the four walls of a large wooden building were beginning to rise; there is evidence of what the gospel of Jesus Christ can do. The labourers at that building are, many of them, bitter enemies to each other. Only yesterday we succeeded in getting some of the men of the neighbouring village to come and help us. After much persuasion they agreed, but they work with their weapons in their hands, as you see.

This was indeed the case. The men who had formerly been enemies were seen assisting to build the same church. They took care, however, to work as far from each other as possible, and were evidently distrustful, for clubs and spears were either carried in their hands, or placed within reach, while they laboured.

Fortunately, however, they restrained their passions at that time, and it is due to them to add that before that church was finished their differences were made up, and they, with all the others, ultimately completed the work in perfect harmony, without thinking it necessary to bring their clubs or spears with them.

The reader must not suppose that all missionary efforts in the South Seas have been as quickly successful as this one. The records of that interesting region tell a very different tale; nevertheless there are many islands in which the prejudices of the natives were overcome almost at the commencement, and where heathen practices seemed to melt away at once before the light of the glorious gospel.

During two months, Wandering Will and the wrecked seamen remained here assisting the missionary in his building and other operations. Then an event occurred which sent them once more afloat, and broke the spell of their happy and busy life among the islanders.




Chapter Fourteen.

Contains more than one Surprise, and Touches on Loves Young Dream.

One quiet and beautiful Sabbath morning, the inhabitants of the South Sea Island village wended their way to the House of God which they had so recently erected. Among them were Will Osten and his friends, with the clergymans wife and daughter.

Poor Wandering Will was very unhappy. The sunshine was bright, the natives were blithe, and the birds were joyous, but our hero was despondent! The fact was that he had fallen head and ears in love with Flora Westwood, and he felt that he might as well have fallen in love with the moon  as far as any chance of getting married to her was concerned. Will was therefore very miserable, and, like all ardent and very youthful lovers, he hugged his misery to his bosom  rather enjoyed it, in fact, than otherwise. In short, if truth must be told, he took pleasure in being miserable for her sake! When he allowed himself to take romantic views of the subject, and thought of the heights of bliss that might be attained, he was, so to speak, miserably happy. When he looked the stern realities in the face, he was miserably sad.

That Sabbath morning poor Will felt more impressed than ever with the hopelessness of his case, as he walked slowly and silently to church beside the modest Flora and her mother. He also became impressed with the ridiculousness of his position, and determined to overcome his weakness. He therefore looked at Flora with the intention of cutting a joke of some sort, but, suddenly recollecting that it was Sunday, he checked himself. Then he thought of getting into a serious talk, and was about to begin, when his eye happened to fall on Thackombau, who, in honour of the day, had got himself up with unusual care, having covered his shoulders with a cotton jacket, his loins with a ladys shawl, and his head with a white night-cap  his dark tatooed legs forming a curious and striking contrast to the whole.

Before Will could think of another mode of opening the conversation, they had arrived at the church, and here, in front of the open door, there lay the most singular contribution that ever was offered to the cause of Christianity. Many dozens of church-door plates rolled into one enormous trencher would have been insufficient to contain it, for it was given not in money (of course) but in kind. There were a number of lengths of hollow bamboo containing cocoa-nut oil, various fine mats and pieces of native cloth, and sundry articles of an ornamental character, besides a large supply of fruits and vegetables, with four or five baked pigs, cold and ready for table! The entire pile was several feet in diameter and height, and was a freewill offering of the natives to the church  the beginning of a liberality which was destined in future years to continue and extend  a species of liberality which is by no means uncommon among the South Sea Islanders, for there are some of those who were savage idolators not many years ago who now give annually and largely to the support of the missions with which their churches are connected.

Larry OHale had just made a remark in reference to the plate which was not conducive to the gravity of his companions, when the echoes of the mountains were awakened by a cannon-shot, and a large ship was seen to round the point of land that stretched out to the westward of the island. Instantly the natives poured out of the church, rushed down to the shore, launched their canoes and paddled over the lagoon to meet the vessel, which, running before a stiff breeze, soon entered the natural gateway in the reef. The congregation having dispersed thus unceremoniously, the clergyman and his friends were compelled to postpone service for a time.

The ship which had created such a sensation in the village, was also the means of causing great disturbance in sundry breasts, as shall be seen. She had called for water. Being in a hurry, her captain had resolved not to waste time by conciliating the natives, but, rather, to frighten them away by a cannonade of blank cartridge, land a strong party to procure water while they were panic-stricken, and then up anchor and away. His surprise was great, therefore, when the natives came fearlessly off to him (for he had been warned to beware of them), and he was about to give them a warm reception, when he caught a glimpse of the small spire of the new church, which at once explained the cause of the change.

With rollicking good humour  for he was a strong healthy man with a sleeping conscience  Captain Blathers, on landing, swaggered up to the clergyman and shook him heartily and gratefully by the hand, exclaiming, with a characteristic oath, that he had not much opinion of religion in his own country, but he was bound to say it was a first-rate institootion in the South Seas.

Mr Westwood rebuked the oath and attempted to correct the erroneous opinion, but Captain Blathers laughed, and said he knew nothing about these matters, and had no time for anything but getting fresh water just then. He added that he had a batch of noosepapers, which hed send ashore for the use of all and sundry.

Accordingly, off he went about his business, and left the clergyman and natives to return to church, which they all did without delay.

That night the missionary went on board the ship to see the captain and preach to the crew. While he was thus engaged, our friends, Captain Dall, Mr Cupples, OHale, Muggins, and Wandering Will, in a retired part of the forest, held an earnest conversation as to whether they should avail themselves of the arrival of the ship to quit the island. Captain Dall had already spoken with Captain Blathers, who said he was quite willing to let them work their passage to England.

Now, you see, comrades, said Captain Dall, thrusting his right fist into his left palm, the only trouble is, that hes not goin direct home  got to visit the coast of South America and San Francisco first, an that will make it a long voyage.

But, sure, said Larry, it wont be so long as waitin here till next year for the missionary schooner, and then goin a viage among the islands before gettin a chance of boording a homeward-bound ship?

Thats so, said Muggins, with a nod of approval. I says go, ov coorse.

Mr Cupples also signified that this was his opinion.

And what says the doctor? asked Captain Dall, turning to Will Osten with an inquiring look.

Eh? well, ah! exclaimed Will, who had been in a reverie, I  I dont exactly see my way to  that is  if we only could find out if she is  is to remain here always, or hopes some day to return to England

Poor Will stopped in sudden confusion and blushed, but as it was very dark that did not matter much.

What does the man mean? exclaimed Captain Dall. How can she remain here always when shes to be off at daybreak  ?

True, true, interrupted Will hurriedly, not sorry to find that his reference to Flora was supposed to be to the ship. The fact is, I was thinking of other matters  of course I agree with you. Its too good an opportunity to be missed, so, good-night, for Ive enough to do to get ready for such an abrupt departure.

Saying this, he started up and strode rapidly away.

Halloo! shouted Larry after him; dont be late  be on the baich at daybreak. Arrah hes gone mad intirely.

Ravin, said Muggins, with a shake of his head as he turned the quid in his cheek.

Meanwhile Wandering Will rushed he knew not whither, but a natural impulse led him, in the most natural way, to the quiet bay, which he knew to be Floras favourite walk on moonlight nights! The poor youths brain was whirling with conflicting emotions. As he reached the bay, the moon, strange to say, broke forth in great splendour, and revealed  what!  could it be?  yes, the graceful figure of Flora! Never venture, thought Will, never

In another moment he was by her side; he seized her hand; she started, suppressed a scream, and tried to free her hand, but Will held it fast. Forgive me, Flora, dearest girl, he said in impassioned tones, I would not dare to act thus, but at daybreak I leave this island, perhaps for ever! yet I cannot go without telling you that I love you to distraction, that  that  oh! say tell me

At that moment he observed that Flora blushed, smiled in a peculiar manner, and, instead of looking in his face, glanced over his shoulder, as if at some object behind him. Turning quickly round, he beheld Thackombau, still decked out in his Sunday clothes, gazing at them in open-mouthed amazement.

Almost mad with rage, Will Osten rushed at him. The astonished savage fled to the woods, Will followed, and in a few minutes lost himself! How he passed that night he never could tell; all that he could be sure of was that he had wandered about in distraction, and emerged upon the shore about daybreak. His appointment suddenly recurring to him, he ran swiftly in the direction of the village. As he drew near he observed a boat pushing off from the shore.

Howld on! shouted a well-known voice; sure its himself after all.

Come along, young sir, youre late, and had well-nigh lost your passage, growled Captain Blathers.

Will jumped into the boat and in a few minutes found himself on board the Rover, which, by the time he reached it, was under weigh and making for the opening in the reef.

Another hour, and the island was a mere speck on the horizon. Gradually it faded from view; and the good ship, bending over to the freshening breeze, bounded lightly away over the billows of the mighty sea.

THE END
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Preface.

Note: Plan of this Miscellany.

There is a vast amount of interesting information, on almost all subjects, which many people, especially the young, cannot attain to because of the expense, and, in some instances, the rarity of the books in which it is contained.

To place some of this information, in an attractive form, within the reach of those who cannot afford to purchase expensive books, is the principal object of this Miscellany.

Truth is stranger than fiction, but fiction is a valuable assistant in the development of truth. Both, therefore, shall be used in these volumes. Care will be taken to insure, as far as is possible, that the facts stated shall be true, and that the impressions given shall be truthful.

As all classes, in every age, have proved that tales and stories, are the most popular style of literature, each volume of the series (with, perhaps, one or two exceptions) will contain a complete tale, the heroes and actors in which, together with the combination of circumstances in which they move, shall be more or less fictitious.

In writing these volumes, the author has earnestly endeavoured to keep in view the glory of God and the good of man.




Chapter One.

Describes Home-Coming, and shows that Matters whispered in the Drawing-Room are sometimes loudly proclaimed Below-Stairs.

It was late on a winter evening when our hero, William Osten, arrived in England, in company with his two friends and former messmates, Bunco and Larry OHale.

When a youth returns to his native land, after a long absence which commenced with his running away to sea, he may perhaps experience some anxieties on nearing the old home; but our hero was not thus troubled, because, his father having died during his absence, and his mother having always been tender-hearted and forgiving, he felt sure of a warm reception.

Our hero was so anxious to see his mother, that he resolved to travel by the night-coach to his native town of B  , leaving his companions to follow by the mail in the morning. Railways, although in use throughout the country, had not at that time cut their way to the town of B  . Travellers who undertook to visit that part of the land did so with feelings somewhat akin to those of discoverers about to set out on a distant voyage. They laid in a stock of provisions for the journey, and provided great supply of wraps for all weathers. When Will Osten reached the coach-office, he found that all the inside places were taken.

Youll have to go aloft, sir, said the coachman, a stout and somewhat facetiously inclined individual, who, observing something of the sailor in Wills costume and gait, suited his language to his supposed character; theres only one berth left vacant, on the fogsl longside o myself.

Well, Ill take it, said Will.

Five minutes afterwards the guard shouted all right, and they set off.

Do you happen to know many of the people in the town of B  ? said Will to the coachman, as they emerged from the suburbs and dashed out upon a long tract of moorland.

Know many of em, sir, said the man, tipping the off-leader on the flank by way of keeping his hand in; I should ope I does; its two year, this very day, since I came to this ere part o the country, and Ive got married in B  to a ooman as knows everythink and everybody, so, of course, I knows everythink and everybody, too.

Then you have heard of a Mrs Osten, no doubt, a widow lady? said Will.

Wot, the widder o that grumpy old genlman as died last year, leavin, they say, a big estate in furrin parts?

Will felt a tendency to seize the man by the throat, and tumble him off his box into the road, but on second thoughts he restrained himself and said  

She is the widow of a gentleman with whom I was intimately acquainted. I did not know anything about his having estates abroad.

I axe your pardon, sir, said the man, a little abashed by Wills grave manner; didnt know they wos friends of yours. No offence, I ope. The old lady is raither low since her husbands death  for it wos somewhat sudden  an they do say shes never got over the runnin away of her only son  at least so my wife says, an she ought to know, for shes bin intimate with the family for many years, an knows the ooman as nussed the boy

What, Maryann? exclaimed Will.

The same. You seems to know em all, sir.

Yes, I know them well. Is Maryann still with my  with Mrs Osten?

Yes, sir, she is, an wots more, she aint likely to quit in a urry. Wy, sir, that ooman as ad no fewer than six hoffers of marriage, an as refused em all for love of the old lady. My wife, she says to me the other night, when she wos a-washin of the baby in the big bread can  you see, sir, the washin tubs gone and sprung a leak, an so were redoosed to the bread can  Well, as I wos a-sayin, my wife says to me Richards, says she, its my belief that Marryhann will never marry, for her art an soul is set upon Mrs Osten, an shes got a strange feelin of sartinty that Master Will, as she calls the runaway boy, will come back to comfort is mother an look arter the furrin estates. No, Richards, mark my words, Maryhann will never marry.

It may be so, Jemimar, says I,  Did you speak, sir? said the coachman, turning sharp round on hearing Will utter an exclamation of surprise.

Is your wifes name Jemima?

Yes, it is; dyou appen to know her, too?

Well, I think I do, if she is the same person who used to attend upon Mrs Osten  a tall and  thin  and and  somewhat

Stiff sort of woman  hout with it, sir, youll not urt my feelins. I didnt marry Jemimar for her beauty, no, nor yet for her money nor her youth, for she aint young, sir  older than myself a long way. I took her for her worth, sir, her sterlin qualities. You know, sir, as well as I do, that it aint the fattest an youngest osses as is the best. Jemimar is a trump, sir, without any nonsense about her. Her capacity for fryin am, sir, an bilin potatoes is marvellous, an the way she do dress up the baby (weve only got one, sir) is the hadmiration of the neighbourood.

You said something just now about the deceased Mr Ostens estate. Can you tell me how he came by it?

No, sir, I cant. Thats the only thing that my wife as failed to fathom. Theres somethink mysterious about it, I think, for Missis Hosten she wont speak to Marryhann on the subjec, an all she knows about it is that the lawyer says theres an estate somewheres in furrin parts as needs lookin arter. The lawyer didnt say that to Maryhann, sir, of course, but shes got a abit of hairin er ears at keyoles an overears things now an then.

Further conversation on this point was here stopped by the arrival of the coach at the end of a stage, and when the journey was resumed with fresh horses, Will felt inclined to sleep. He therefore buttoned up his coat tight to the chin, fixed his hat well down on his brows, and put himself into one of those numerous attitudes of torture with which outsides were wont to beguile the weary hours of night in coaching days. When the sun rose next morning, Will was still in that state of semi-somnolence which causes the expression of the countenance to become idiotic and the eyes owlish. At last the chimneys of his native town became visible, and in a short time he found himself standing before the well-remembered house tapping at the old door, whose panels  especially near the foot  still bore the deep marks of his own juvenile toes.

It is not necessary to drag the reader through the affecting scene of meeting between mother and son. Two days after his arrival we find them both seated at tea in the old drawing-room drinking out of the old mug, with the name William emblazoned on it, in which, in days gone by, he was wont to dip his infantine lips and nose. Not that he had selected this vessel of his own free will, but his mother, who was a romantic old lady, insisted on his using it, in order to bring back to her more vividly the days of his childhood, and Will, in the fulness of his heart, said he would be glad to drink tea out of the coal-scuttle if that would give her pleasure. The good lady even sent to the lumber-room for the old arm-chair of his babyhood, but as neither ingenuity nor perseverance could enable him to squeeze his stout person into that, he was fain to content himself with an ordinary chair.

Now, dear mother, said Will, commencing the fifth slice of toast, under pressure (having eaten the fourth with difficulty), you have not yet told me about this wonderful estate which everybody seems to know of except myself.

Ah! darling Will, sighed Mrs Osten, I have avoided the subject as long as possible, for I know it is to be the cause of our being separated again. But there is no help for it, because I promised your dear father when he was dying that I would tell you his wishes in regard to it, and that I would not attempt to dissuade you from doing your duty. Well, you remember uncle Edward, I suppose?

His name  yes, said Will, but I never knew anything else about him. I had nothing to remember or to forget, except, indeed, that he got the name of being a wild scapegrace, something like myself!

Like yourself, darling, exclaimed the old lady, with a look of indignation no indeed! Have not you repented and come back, like a good prodigal son; and didnt the dear beautiful letter that you wrote from that awful island  whats its name  where you were all but eaten alive

The coral island, suggested Will.

Yes, the coral island  didnt that dear letter give more delight to your beloved father than any letter he ever received in his life, and more than made up to him for your running away, and cheered him to his last hour, whereas uncle Edward was wicked to the last  at least so it is said, but I dont know, and its not right to speak ill of the dead. Well, as I was going to say, uncle Edward died in some outlandish place in North America, I never can remember the name, but its in the papers, so youll see it  somewhere on the other side of the something mountains  I forget

Rocky, perhaps.

Yes, thats it, the Rocky Mountains, and I wish they were not so rocky, for your sake, darling, for youve got to go there and take possession (or serve yourself heir to, or something of that sort) of the property. Not that its large, so they say (I wish with all my heart it did not exist at all), but they tell me there is gold on it, though whether it is lying on the fields or down in holes Im sure I dont know, and oh dear, I dont care, for it entails your going away again, my darling boy.

Here the poor old lady broke down, and, throwing her arms round Wills neck  regardless of the fact that in so doing she upset and broke one of her best china tea-cups  wept upon his bosom.

Such was the manner of the announcement of the news in the drawing-room.

In the kitchen the same subject was being discussed by a select party, consisting of Maryann, Mr Richards the coachman, his spouse Jemima  formerly Scrubbins  the baby Richards  who has already been referred to as being reduced in the matter of his ablutions to a bread can  and Larry OHale with his faithful Indian friend Bunco.

To think, said Maryann, with a quiet laugh, as she handed a cup of tea to Bunco to think that I should ever come for to sit at tea with a live red Indian from Ameriky  not that hes red either, for Im sure that hany one with eyes in their ead could see that hes only brown.

Ah, my dear, thats cause hes changed colour, said Larry, pushing in his cup for more tea. He wasnt always like that. Sure, when I first knowd Bunco he was scarlet  pure scarlet, only he took a fancy one day, when he was in a wild mood, to run his canoe over the falls of Niagara for a wager, an, faix, when he came up out o the wather after it he was turned brown, ans bin that same ever since.

Gammon, exclaimed Maryann.

Sure ye dont misdoubt me word, Maryann, said Larry reproachfully; isnt it true, Bunco?

Yoos a norribable liar, Larry, answered Bunco with a broad grin.

Richards the coachman, who had been for some minutes too busy with the buttered toast and bacon to do more than listen and chuckle, here burst into a loud guffaw and choked himself partially. Jemima and Maryann also laughed, whereupon the baby, not to be outdone, broke suddenly into a tremendous crow, and waved its fat arms so furiously that it overturned a tea-cup and sent the contents into Buncos lap. This created a momentary confusion, and when calm was restored, Mrs Richards asked Maryann if hanythink noo ad turned up in regard to the estate? which she seemed to know so much about, but in regard to which she was, apparently, so unwilling to be communicative.

Not so, Jemimar, said Maryann, with a look of offended dignity, unwillin to speak I am not, though unable I may be  at least I was so until yesterday, but I have come to know a little more about it since Master Will came ome while I chanced to be near

Maryann hesitated a moment, and Richards, through a mouthful of toast, muttered the keyhole.

Did you speak, sir? said Maryann, bridling.

No, oh! no, not by no means, replied Richards, only the crust o this ere toast is rayther ard, and Im apt to growl wen thats so.

If the crust is ard, Mr Richards, your teeth is arder, so you ought to scrunch em without growling.

Brayvo, my dear, exclaimed Larry, coming to the rescue; youre more nor match for him, so be marciful, like a good sowl, an lets hear about this estate, for it seems to me, from what Ive heard, it must be somewhere in the neighbourhood of Buncos native place.

Maryann, darting a look of mingled defiance and triumph at Richards, who became more than ever devoted to the toast and bacon, proceeded  

Well, as I was a-sayin, I eard Mrs Osten say to Master Will that his uncle Edward  as was a scape somethin or other  had died an left a small estate behind the Rocky Mountains in Ameriky or Afriky, I aint sure which.

Ameriky, my dear, observed Larry.

An she said as ow they ad discovered gold on it, which could be picked up in andfuls, an it was somewhere near a place called Kally somethin

Calliforny? cried Larry.

Yes, that was it.

I towld ye that, Bunco! exclaimed the Irishman, becoming excited; go on, dear.

Well, it seems theres some difficulties in the matter, wich Im sure dont surprise me, for I never eard of things as ad to do with estates and law as didnt create difficulties, and Im thankful as Ive got nothin to do with none of such things. Well, the end of it all is that, wen master was dyin, he made missis swear as shed urge Master Will to go to see after things hisself, an missis, poor dear, she would rather let the estate and all the gold go, if she could only keep the dear boy at ome, but shes faithful to her promise, an advises him to go  the sooner the better  because that would let him come back to her all the quicker. Master Will, he vowed at first that he would never more leave her, and I blieve he was in earnest, but when she spoke of his fathers wish, he gave in an said he would go, if she thought it his dooty so for to do.

Hooray! shouted Larry, jumping up at this point, and performing a species of war-dance for a few moments, and then sitting down and demanding another supply of tea. Didnt I tell ye, Bunco, that the order would soon be up anchor an away again! Its Wanderin Will hes been named, an Wanderin Will hell remain, thats as plain as the nose on me face.

No doubt the nose on your face is very plain  the plainest I ever did see, said Maryann sharply, but youre quite wrong about Master Will, for hes very anxious to get married, I can tell you, an wants to settle down at ome, like a sensible man, though it does grieve my eart to think of the creetur as has took him in in furrin parts.

Get married! exclaimed Larry, Jemima, and Richards in the same breath.

Yes, get married, replied Maryann, very full of the importance of her keyhole discoveries, and not willing to make them known too readily.

How did you come to know that, Maryhann? asked Jemima; are you sure of it?

How I came for to know it, replied the other, is nobodys business (she paused a moment and looked sternly at Richards, but that sensible man continued to gaze steadfastly at his plate and to scrunch crusts with grave abstraction), and, as to its bein true, all I can say is I had it from his own lips. Master Will has no objection to my knowing what he tells his mother  as no more he shouldnt, for Jemimar, you can bear me witness that Ive been a second mother to him, an used to love him as if he were my own  though he was a aggrawatin hinfant, an used to bump his ead, an skin his knees, an tear his clothes, an wet his feet, in a way that often distracted me, though I did my very best to prevent it; but nothinks of any use tryin of wen you cant do it; as my usband, as was in the mutton-pie line, said to the doctor the night afore he died  my eart used to be quite broke about him, so it did; but thats all past an gone  well, as I was a-sayin, Master Will he told his mother as ow there was a young lady (so he called her) as ad won his art, an she was a cannibal as lived on a coal island in the Paphysic Ocean. Then he told her some stories about the coal island as made my blood run cold, and said his Flora behaved like a heroine in the midst of it all.

At this point Larry and Bunco exchanged meaning glances, and the former gave vent to a soft whistle, which he accompanied with a wink.

Im sure, continued Maryann, its past my comprehension; for instead of being dreadfully shocked, as I had expected, Mrs Osten threw her arms round Master Wills neck and blessed him and the cannibal, too, and said she hoped to be spared to see em united, though she wouldnt like them to remain on the coal island in the Paphysic. I do assure you, Jemimar, continued Maryann, putting the corner of her apron to her eyes, it quite gave me a turn, and I was nearly took bad wen I eard it. Master Will, he made his mother promise to keep it to herself, as, he said, not a soul in the world knew of it but him and her

Mr Richards coughed at this point, and appeared to be engaged in a severe conflict with an untractable crust, which caused Maryann to stop suddenly and look at him. But Larry again came to the rescue by saying  

Why, Maryann, my dear, yeve bin an mistook a good deal of what youve heard, intirely. This Flora Westwood is no cannibal, but wan o the purtiest bit craturs I iver had the good luck to set eyes on; as white as a lily, wid cheeks like the rose, not to spake of a smile an a timper of an angel. Shes a parsons daughter, too, an lives on a coral island in the Pacific Ocean, where the people is cannibals, no doubt, as Ive good raison to know, for they ait up a lot o me shipmates, and it was by good luck they didnt ait up myself and Master Will too  though I do belaive theyd have found me so tough that Id have blunted their teeth an soured on their stummicks, bad luck to them. But its surprised that I am to hear about this. Ah, then, Master Will, but yere a sly dog  more cunnin than I took ye for. Ye threw dust in the eyes of Larry OHale, anyhow.

Poor Maryann appeared much relieved by this explanation, although she felt it to be consistent with her dignity that she should throw considerable doubt on Larrys statement, cross-question him pretty severely, and allow herself to be convinced only after the accumulation of an amount of evidence that could not be resisted.

Well, now, that accounts for the way in which his mother received the news, said Maryann.

It is a strange story, remarked Jemima.

Uncommon, observed Richards.

Bunco said nothing, but he grinned from ear to ear.

At that moment, as if it were aware of the climax at which the party had arrived, the baby, without a single note of warning, set up a hideous howl, in the midst of which the bell rang, and Maryann rose to answer it.

Master Will wants to speak to you, Mr Hale, and to Mr Bunco, too, she said on returning.

Come along, Mister Bunco, said Larry, thatll be the order to trip our anchors.

My friends, said Will Osten, when the two were seated on the corners of their respective chairs in the drawing-room, I sent for you to say that circumstances have occurred which render it necessary that I should visit California. Do you feel inclined to join me in this trip, or do you prefer to remain in England?

Im yer man, said Larry.

Sos me, added Bunco.

I thought so, said Will, smiling; we have been comrades together too long to part yet. But I must start without delay, and mean to go by the plains and across the Rocky Mountains. Are you ready to set off on short notice?

In half an hour av ye plaze, sur, said Larry.

Bunco grinned and nodded his head.

The end of the week will do, said Will, laughing; so be off and make your preparations for a long and rough trip.

In pursuance of this plan, Will Osten and his two staunch followers, soon after the date of the above conversation, crossed the Atlantic, traversed the great Lakes of Canada to the centre of North America, purchased, at the town of Saint Pauls, horses, guns, provisions, powder, shot, etcetera, for a long journey, and found themselves, one beautiful summer evening, galloping gaily over those wide prairies that roll beyond the last of the backwood settlements, away into the wild recesses of the Western Wilderness.




Chapter Two.

Describes a Burst over the Western Prairie, and introduces a New Character, also a Hunt, and a Great Feast.

Wandering Will and his companions laid the reins on the necks of their half-tamed horses and galloped wildly away over the western prairie. Perhaps it was the feeling of absolute freedom from human restraints that excited them to the galloping and shouting condition of maniacs; perhaps it was the idea of sweeping over unbounded space in these interminable plains, or the influence of the fresh air around, the sunny blue sky overhead, and the flower-speckled sward underfoot  perhaps it was all these put together, but, whatever the cause, our three travellers commenced their journey at a pace that would have rendered them incapable of further progress in a few hours had they kept it up. Their state of mind was aptly expressed, at the end of one of these wild flights, by Larry, who exclaimed, as he reined in  

Ah, then, its flyin Ill be in a minit. Sure av I only had a pair o wings no bigger than a sparrows, I cud do it aisy.

Yoos a goose, Larry, observed Bunco.

Faix if I was its mesilf as would fly away an lave you to waller on the dirty earth ye belongs to, retorted the other.

Dirty earth! echoed Will Osten, gazing round on the plains of bright green grass that waved in the soft air with something like the gentle heavings of the sea. Come, lets have another!

They stretched out again at full gallop and swept away like the wind itself.

Hooroo! shouted Larry OHale, wildly throwing out both arms and rising in his stirrups; look here, Bunco, Im goin to fly, boy!

Larry didnt mean to do so, but he did fly! His horse put its foot in a badger-hole at that moment and fell. The rider, flying over its head, alighted on his back, and remained in that position quite motionless, while his alarmed comrades reined up hastily and dismounted.

Not hurt, I hope, said Will, anxiously.

Och! ha! gintly, doctor, take me up tinderly, gasped the poor man as they raised him to the perpendicular position, in which he stood for nearly a minute making very wry faces and slowly moving his shoulders and limbs to ascertain whether any bones were fractured.

I do belave Im all right, he said at length with a sigh of relief; have a care, Bunco, kape yer paws off, but take a squint at the nape o me neck an see if me back-bone is stickin up through me shirt-collar.

Me no can see him, said the sympathetic Bunco.

Thats a blissin anyhow. I only wish ye cud feel him, Bunco. Doctor, dear, did ye iver see stars in the day-time?

No, never.

Then yed better make a scientific note of it in yer book, for I see em at this good minit dancin about like will-o-the-wisps in a bog of Ould Ireland. There, help me on to the back o the baste  bad luck to the badgers, say I.

Thus muttering to himself and his comrades, half exasperated by the stunning effects of his fall, yet rather thankful to find that no real damage was done, Larry remounted, and all three continued their journey with not much less enjoyment, but with abated energy.

Thus much for the beginning. Availing ourselves of an authors privilege to annihilate time and space at pleasure, we change the scene. The three travellers are still riding over the same prairie, but at the distance of a hundred miles or so from the spot where the accident above described took place.

It was evening. The sun was gradually sinking in the west  far beyond that far west to which they had penetrated. The wanderers looked travel-stained, and appeared somewhat fatigued, while their horses advanced with slow steps and drooping heads. Two pack-horses, which had been procured by them with an additional supply of necessaries at a solitary fort belonging to the fur-traders of that region, were driven by Larry, whose voice and action seemed to indicate that he and they were actuated by different sentiments and desires.

Of all the lazy bastes, he exclaimed, giving one of the horses a tremendous cut over the flank that startled it into temporary life, I iver did see  but, och! whats the use  theres niver a dhrop o wather in this wilderness. We may as well lie down an die at wance.

Hush, Larry, said Will Osten, dont talk lightly of dying.

Lightly is it? Well, now, theres nothin light about me from the sole o me fut to the top o the tallest hair on me head, an the heaviest part about me is the heart, which feels like lead intirely. But cheer up, Larry, yer owld grandmother always said ye was born to be hanged, so of coorse ye cant be starved  thats a comfort, anyhow!

What think you, Bunco, said Will Osten, turning to his dark-skinned companion, shall we encamp on this arid part of the plain and go waterless as well as supperless to rest, or shall we push on? I fear the horses will break down if we try to force them much further.

Water not be far-off, said Bunco curtly.

Very well, we shall hold on.

In silence they continued to advance until the sun was descending towards the horizon, when there suddenly appeared, on the brow of an eminence, the figure of a solitary horseman. Sharply defined as he was against the bright sky, this horseman appeared to be of supernaturally huge proportions  insomuch that the three travellers pulled up by tacit consent, and glanced inquiringly at each other.

Its a ghost at last! muttered the superstitious Irishman, whose expression of countenance showed that he was not by any means in a jesting humour.

Ghost or not, we must be prepared to meet him, said Will, loosening a large hunting-knife in its sheath and examining the priming of his rifle.

The strange horseman had evidently observed the party, for he presently descended the rising ground and rode slowly towards them. In doing so he passed out of the strong light, and consequently assumed more ordinary proportions, but still when he drew near, it was evident that he was a man of immense size. He rode a black steed of the largest and most powerful description; was clad in the leathern hunting-shirt, belt, leggings, moccasins, etcetera, peculiar to the western hunter, and carried a short rifle in the hollow of his right arm.

Good-evening, strangers, he said, in a tone that savoured of the Yankee, but with an easy manner and good-humoured gravity that seemed to indicate English extraction. Goin far?

To California, said Will, smiling at the abrupt commencement of the conversation.

Hm, a longish bit. Come far?

From England.

Hm, a longish bit, too. Lost and starvin, I see.

Not exactly, but pretty nearly so, said Will. I had entertained the belief, presumptuous if you will, that I could find my way in any part of the wilderness by means of a sextant and pocket compass, and, to say truth, I dont feel quite sure that I should have failed, but before I had a sufficient opportunity of testing my powers, one of our baggage horses rolled down the bank of a creek and broke my sextant. In trying to save him I rolled down along with him and smashed my compass, so I have resigned the position of guide in favour of my friend here, who, being a native, seems to possess a mysterious power in the matter of finding his way.

From the other side of the mountains? asked the strange horseman, glancing at Bunco.

Yoos right, said Bunco, with a grin.

There was a slight touch of humour in the grave stern countenance of the stranger as he replied in a language which was quite unintelligible to Will and Larry, but which appeared to create wonderful sensations in the breast of Bunco, who for some minutes continued to talk with much volubility and eagerness.

You appear to be old friends? said Will, inquiringly, to the stranger.

Not xactly, he replied, but Ive trapped on the west side o the mountains, and the Redskin is excited a bit at meetin with a man who knows his nation and his name. Ive heard of him before. He was thought a brave warrior by his tribe, but it is so long since he disappeared from the face o the arth that theyve given him up for dead. His wife was alive last fall. I saw her myself, and she has steadily refused to marry any of the young braves  at least she had refused so to do up to the time I left; but theres no calclatin what these Redskins will do. However, Ive comforted this one wi the news.

With your leave, Mister Trapper, said Larry, breaking in impatiently at this point, may I suggest that when youre quite done talkin we should continue our sarch for grub an wather, for at present our stummicks is empty an our mouths is dry!

Have you no food? asked the trapper.

None, answered Will; we finished our last scrap of meat yesterday morning, and have been hoping and expecting to fall in with buffalo ever since, for the signs around show that they cannot be far distant.

You are right; I am even now followin their trail, for, like yourselves, Im well-nigh starvin. Not had a bite for three days.

Ye dont look like it! said Larry, gazing at the man in some surprise.

Perhaps not, nevertheless its a fact, so well push on an try to find em before sundown.

Saying this, the stalwart trapper gave the rein to his stead and galloped away over the plains, followed as close as possible by the wearied travellers.

The pace was hard on the horses, but there was need for haste, because the sun was close on the horizon, and as far as the eye could reach no buffalo were to be seen. Ere long the character of the prairie changed, the arid ground gave place to more fertile land, here and there clumps of willows and even a few small trees appeared, while, in the far distance, a line of low bushes ran across the country.

Water dere, said Bunco.

The Redskins right, observed the trapper, slackening his speed a little; tis his natur to know the signs o the wilderness. Does his hawk-eye see nothing more?

Bufflo! exclaimed Bunco, as he drew up and gazed intently at a particular spot in the wilderness.

Ay, lad, it is buffalo an no mistake. I knowd I should find em there, said the trapper, with a quiet chuckle, as he examined the priming of his rifle. Now, friends, well have to approach them quietly. Youd better catch up the halters o your pack-horses, Mister Irishman

Larry OHale at your sarvice, Mister Trapper.

Benjamin Hicks at yours, Mister OHale, but Im better known as Big Ben! And now, he continued, keep well in rear, all of you, an follow me down in the bottom there, between the ridges. Dont out o cooriosity go exposin yourselves to the buffalo. In the meantime keep quiet, and let your mouths water at the thought o fat steaks and marrow-bones.

Benjamin Hicks galloped along the bottom of the hollow for a considerable distance; then, dismounting, hobbled his horse by tying its two fore feet together with a piece of rope. Thus hampered, it could hop about in an awkward fashion and feed, while its master advanced on foot. With rapid strides he proceeded some distance further along the bottom, and then ascended the ridge in a stooping position. On nearing the summit he crept on hands and knees, and, on gaining it, he sank like a phantom into the grass and disappeared.

The party who followed him stopped on reaching the spot where the horse had been left, and for some time waited in excited and silent expectation, listening for the report of the hunters rifle. Despite the caution given them, however, they could not long refrain from attempting to see what was going on. After waiting a few minutes, Will Osten hobbled his horse and crept up the side of the ridge, which might be more correctly described as an undulating prairie-wave. Bunco and Larry followed his example. When they all lay flat among the grass on the summit and raised their heads cautiously, the sight that met their eyes sent a thrill of delight to their hearts.

It was still the boundless prairie, indeed, but its uniform flatness was broken by innumerable knolls and hillocks, of varied extent, which looked like islands in a green sea. Some were covered with clusters of white pines, others with low bushes. Rich grass waved gently in the evening breeze, giving to the whole scene an air of quiet motion. Not far distant flowed the little stream already referred to, and as this reflected the gorgeous golden clouds that were lit up by the setting sun, it appeared like a stream of liquid fire meandering over the plains, while, far, far away on the hazy and glowing horizon  so far that it seemed as if a whole world lay between  a soft blue line was faintly visible. It might have been mistaken for the distant sea, or a long low cloud of azure blue, but Will Osten knew that, however unlike to them it might appear, this was in reality the first glimpse of the Rocky Mountains! The pleasantest sight of all, however, was a group of ten or a dozen buffalo, which grazed, in all the lazy ease of fancied security, at the side of a knoll not more than three hundred yards distant. As our travellers lay, with bated breath and beating hearts, gazing at these animals, dreaming of feasting on fat things, and waiting for a shot, they became aware of a low murmuring sound somewhat resembling distant thunder, but softer and more continuous. On scanning the plains more intently they perceived that here and there were other scattered groups of buffalo, more or less concealed by knolls, while in the extreme distance a black line, which they had at first mistaken for bushes, proved to be an immense herd of living creatures, whose pawings and bellowings reached them like a faint murmur.

Suddenly the animals close to them sprang into the air as if they had received an electric shock. At the same instant a white cloudlet of smoke rose above the grass, and a few seconds later the sharp crack of the trappers rifle broke on their ears. The huge ungainly brutes bounded away, leaving one of their number behind. He writhed violently, and then lay gently down. A moment of suspense followed, for he might rise again and run beyond pursuit, as buffalo often do under a deadly wound! But no! he curled his tail, gasped once or twice, and rolled over on his side.

Knives were out in a moment, and the whole party rushed like wolves upon the prey. First, they rolled the animal upon his brisket, slit his hide along the spine, peeled it down one side, and cut off a piece large enough to form a wrapper for the meat. Next the flesh on each side of the spine was pared off, and the tongue cut out. The axe was then applied to his ribs  the heart, the fat, the tender loins and other parts were taken out; then the great marrow-bones were cut from his legs, and the whole being wrapped in the green hide, was slung on a pole, and carried by Will Osten and the trapper to the nearest suitable camping ground. This was on the edge of a grove of white pine by the side of the clear rivulet under the shade of a woody hill. Here, before darkness had completely set in, Will and his new friend kindled a great fire and prepared [image: img118.jpg]supper, while Larry and Bunco went off to fetch and tether the horses.

Now, reader, you must understand that it was no light duty which lay before the wanderers that evening. They had to make up for a good many missed meals. The word ravenous scarcely indicates their condition! They were too hungry to lose time, too tired to speak. Everything, therefore, was done with quiet vigour. Steaks were impaled on pieces of stick, and stuck up before the fire to roast. When one side of a steak was partially done, pieces of it were cut off and devoured while the other was cooking. At the expense of a little burning of the lips, and a good deal of roasting of the face, the severe pangs of hunger were thus slightly allayed, then each man sat down before the blaze with his back against a tree, his hunting-knife in one hand, a huge rib or steak in the other, and quietly but steadily and continuously devoured beef!

Och! when did I iver ait so much before? exclaimed Larry, dropping a peeled rib.

What! not goin to give in yet? said Big Ben, setting up another rib to roast; why, thatll never do. You must eat till daylight, if you would be fit to travel in the prairie. Our wild meat never pains one. You may eat as much as you can hold. Thats always the way we do in the far west. Sometimes we starve for six or eight days at a time, and then when we get plenty, we lay in good store and pack it well down, always beginnin wi the best pieces first, for fear that some skulkin Redskin should kill us before weve had time to enjoy them. See here, youve only had the first course; rest a bit while I prepare the second.

While he spoke, Ben was breaking up the marrow-bones with his hatchet, and laying bare the beautiful rolls of trappers butter within. Having extracted about a pound of marrow, he put it into a gallon of water, and, mixing along with it a quantity of the buffalos blood and a little salt, set it on the fire to boil. In a short time this savoury soup was ready. Turn not up your noses at it, ye gentlemen of England, who live at home at ease, (though, by the way, we doubt the reality of that ease, which causes so much dyspepsia amongst you that good food becomes unpalatable and strong food nauseous), but believe us when we tell you that the soup was super-excellent.

Musha! exclaimed Larry, when he tasted the first spoonful, I feel exactly as if I had ait nothin at all yit  only goin to begin! And with that he and his comrades attacked and consumed the soup until their faces shone again with grease and gladness.

Thatll do now, said Larry in a decided tone, as he rose and stretched himself, preparatory to filling his beloved pipe not a dhrop nor a bite more on any account.

Is you stuffed full? asked Bunco.

Pretty nigh, replied Larry, glancing at his friend with an inquiring look; seems to me that you have overdone it.

Me is pretty tight, said Bunco languidly.

Come, come, cried the trapper, dont shirk your victuals. Theres one more course, and then you can rest if you have a mind to.

So saying, the indefatigable man took up the intestines of the buffalo, which had been properly prepared for the purpose, turned them inside out, and proceeded to stuff them with strips of tender loin well salted and peppered. The long sausage thus hastily made was hung in festoons before the fire, and roasted until it was thoroughly browned. Portions were then cut off and set down before the company. When each thought of beginning he felt as though the swallowing of a single bite were utterly impossible, but when each had actually begun he could not stop, but continued eating until all was finished, and then wished for more, while Benjamin Hicks chuckled heartily to witness the success of his cookery and the extent of his friends powers.

Ah, it is all very well, reader, for you to say Humph! nonsense, but go you and wander for a year or two among the Rocky Mountains, acquire the muscles of a trapper and the digestion of an ostrich, then starve yourself for a few days, and get the chance of a feed such as we have feebly described, and see whether you wont come home (if you ever come home) saying, Well, after all, truth is strange, stranger than fiction!

It need scarcely be said that the solace of the pipe was sought immediately after the meal was concluded by Will, Larry, and Bunco; but Big Ben did not join them. He had starved longer than they, and intended, as he said, to eat all night!

Well, observed Larry, as he extended himself at full length before the blaze, and resting his right elbow on the ground and his head on his hand, smoked in calm felicity; Ive often found that theres nothin like tiredness to make a man enjoy rest, but, faix, its this night Ive larned, as I niver did before, that theres nothin like starvation to mak wan enjoy his victuals.

Eight, Larry, said Will Osten with a laugh; upon my word I think it would be worth while to live always on the plan of missing our meals each alternate day, in order to enjoy them more thoroughly on the other days.

If city men would go on that plan, observed the trapper, gravely tearing the flesh from a rib with his teeth, and speaking at the same time, there would be no use for doctors.

Ah, then, think of that now; wouldnt it be a rail hard case for the poor doctors? said Larry, with a sly glance at Will.

Bunco grinned at this, and observed that it was time for hims be go sleep. Whereupon he rolled his blanket about him and lay down with his feet to the fire. Will Osten also lay down and fell asleep almost immediately. Larry, too, stretched himself out in repose, leaving Big Ben still engaged with the buffalo beef.

The night was rather cold. In course of time Will Osten awoke, and called to the trapper to mend the fire, which he did, and then resumed his former occupation. Once or twice after that, one and another of the slumberers awoke, and, looking up sleepily for a few seconds, beheld the enduring man still hard at work. The last to lift his head that night was Larry. The puzzled Irishman gazed in mute amazement during the unusually long period of half a minute, for Benjamin Hicks still sat there, glittering in the light of the camp-fire, grave as a Redskin, and busy as ever with the bones!




Chapter Three.

Relates how Big Ben became a Travelling Companion, and how a Big Bear was Captured  Discussions and Misfortunes.

To the great satisfaction of Will Osten and his friends, it was discovered that Benjamin Hicks was a wandering trapper, whose avocations led him to whatever part of the wilderness was most likely to produce furs, and who had no particular objection to take a trip across the mountains with our adventurers. Indeed Big Ben thought no more of a ride of several hundreds of miles than most men do of an afternoon walk, and, if particular business did not prevent him, he was always ready to undertake a venture so long as it was, in his opinion, justifiable and likely to pay.

You see, sir, he said, as he and Will cantered together along the base of a low hill one evening, its not that Im of an unsettled natur, but Ive bin born to this sort o life, an it would be no manner o use in me tryin to change it. Once upon a time I used to think o settlin in one of the back settlements  that was when my poor old mother was alive. I used to live with her and take care of her after my fathers death. Then I married and thought I was fairly fixed down for life, but one night when I chanced to be out looking after my traps, a war-party o Injuns attacked the village and killed every soul in it. At least so it was said at the time, but afterwards I met a lad who had escaped, an he told me that he had seen my mother and wife killed, but that a few of the men escaped as well as him.

The trappers voice deepened as he spoke, and he paused.

Was it long ago? asked Will, in a tone of sympathy.

Ten years now, answered Ben, sadly though it seems to me but yesterday. For many a day after that I tried to find the trail o the Redskins that did it, but never succeeded, thank God. If I had, it would only have ended in the spillin of more blood, without any good comin of it. It is long now since I left off thirstin for revenge, but I suppose Ill never cease wishin that  that  well, well, Gods will be done, he added, as if rousing himself out of a sad reverie, Im not used to speak about this, but somehow whenever I meet with white men o the right sort in the plains or mountains, I always feel a kind o longin to let my tongue wag raither too free. However, as I was goin to say, Ive been a wanderer since then, goin where I think I can be o use to myself or others; and so, as you dont appear to be overly knowin about the trail across the mountains, Ill go with ee a bit o the way an pint it out, if you have no objections.

No objections! echoed Will; Ill be delighted to have your company, and would be only too glad if you could go all the way.

Who knows but I might be willin to go if I was asked, said the trapper, with a slight approach to a smile.

Are you in earnest? asked Will Big Ben not only admitted that he was in earnest, but said that he was quite ready to start at once, if they would only consent to diverge from their route about thirty miles to a small outpost belonging to the fur-traders, where he had deposited a lot of peltries, which he wished to convert into supplies for the journey. This was readily agreed to, and, accordingly, next day about noon, they came in sight of Rocky Mountain Fort  so-called because of its being situated in a somewhat wild glen, near the verge of one of the eastern spurs of the Rocky Mountains.

While the fort was still far distant, though in sight, Larry OHale uttered a sudden exclamation, and pointed to a black spot lying on the side of one of the numerous mounds with which the country was diversified.

A black bear, said the trapper, quietly.

Have at ye then! shouted Larry, as he drove his heels against the ribs of his steed and went off at full gallop.

Stay, Bunco, let him have all the glory to himself, cried Will, laughing.

Bunco, who had started to follow, reined up, and all three cantered to the top of a neighbouring height, whence they could clearly see the country for many miles in all directions.

Meanwhile the enthusiastic Larry had descended into a hollow, to leeward of the bear. Along this he trotted smartly, following its windings and keeping carefully out of sight, until he judged himself to be nearly opposite to the spot where the bear lay, then breaking into a gallop he turned at right angles to his former course, bounded over the ridge that had concealed him, and rushed furiously on his victim. The bear was a young one, but nearly full grown. On beholding the horseman it rose on its hind legs and showed all its formidable teeth.

Och! is it laughin ye are? exclaimed Larry, bringing forward the muzzle of his gun, its cryin yell be before long.

As he spoke the piece exploded. Whether it was that his finger had pressed the trigger too soon, or that the aim, owing to the pace, was unsteady, we know not, but Larry missed; the ball hit the ground just in front of the bear, and drove such a quantity of earth into his facs, eyes, and mouth, that he shook his head with a spluttering cough which ended in a savage growl, but, on beholding the wild Irishman charging down on him with the ferocity and thunder of a squadron of heavy dragoons, he dropt on his fore-legs, turned tail, and fled. Larry tried to re-load while pursuing, but, owing to the uneven nature of the ground, which required him to devote earnest attention to the badger-holes, he could not manage this. Without knowing very well what to do, he continued the chase, meditating as to whether it were better to try to ride over the bear, or to attempt the breaking of its skull with the butt end of his gun. As, however, it was all he could do to keep pace with the brute, he found either alternative impossible.

Ochone! whatll I do wid ye? cried the perplexed man, in despair.

The bear, as if in reply, glanced aside at him and grinned horribly.

I do belaive its laughin again at me! Git on, ye baist, (to his horse), sure yere four times as big, an ought to run faster.

Larry forgot to do his steed the justice to add that it carried fourteen stone weight on its back. The poor man tried hard to overtake the bear, but failed to gain an inch on him. To make matters worse, he observed that the brute was edging towards a wood which lay on his right. Seeing this he diverged a little, and, by making a dive into a hollow, he managed to cut off its retreat in that direction. Rocky Mountain Fort, which lay on his left, was now within half a mile of him, and he could see some of its inhabitants, who had observed the party coming from the plains, standing at the gate of the fort watching the chase with much interest. A glance over his shoulder showed him that his travelling companions were in view behind. Keenly alive to the fact that he should be overwhelmed with ridicule if he failed, the now desperate man conceived the bold idea of driving the bear into the fort! He felt that this feat was not beyond the bounds of possibility, for the bear was beginning to flag a little, while his hardy steed was still in good wind. He therefore applied the whip with greater energy, and soon came alongside of the bear, which attempted to turn to the right, but Paddy had become a good and alert horseman by that time, and was on his other side in an instant. Again the bear tried to double, and again his enemy checked him and urged him on. Thus they progressed until they drew near to the gate of the fort. This was now deserted, for the fur-traders soon understood the game that the wild horseman was playing, and made way for the entrance of the stranger. At last the bear came so close to the walls of the fort that it observed the open gateway. A way of escape was here  it evidently imagined  so it went through at full gallop! It was immediately met by a house. Turning quickly round, it was met by another house. Dashing aside, it was brought up by a wall. As a last resource it ran behind a pile of cut firewood and stuck its head into a hole, just as Larry OHale bounded through the gateway with a wild cheer of triumph. Will Osten, Big Ben, and Bunco quickly followed, and the gates were shut by the men of the fort.

But the victory was by no means completed. The question still remained, How was the enemy to be made prisoner? One of the fur-traders seized it by the tail and tried to draw it out. He failed to do more than draw forth a tremendous growl. Another fur-trader, aided by Larry, came to the assistance of the first, and, by their united power, plucked Bruin out of the hole like a cork out of a bottle. He turned with fury on his enemies, two of whom sprang back, overturning Larry in the act. At that moment one of the fur-traders, a stalwart Canadian, leaped upon the bear, grasped him by the throat, and tried to strangle him. One of the others, seeing this, caught at the brutes legs and tumbled him on his side, for which he was rewarded with a scratch which tore his right arm open from the elbow to the wrist. The hands of the stout Canadian were at the same time severely lacerated by the brutes claws. During the brief moments in which this struggle lasted, Big Ben had leaped from his steed; detached the stout line which always hung at his saddle-bow; made a noose as deftly as if he had been a British tar or a hangman, and passed it quickly over the bears muzzle. Drawing it tight he took a turn round its neck, another round its fore-legs, and a third round the body. After this the work of subjugation was easy, and Bruin was finally reduced to slavery.

We know not, good reader, what you may think of this incident, but we beg to assure you that, in its essence, it is a fact, and that that bear was afterwards sent to England to suck its paws in a menagerie, and delight the eyes and imaginations of an admiring public.

Again we change the scene to the heart of the Rocky Mountains, in which, after many days of toil and trouble, heat and cold, hunger and thirst, difficulty and danger, our travellers found themselves at the close of a bright and beautiful day.

I think, said Will Osten, reining up by the side of a copse which crowned the brow of an eminence, that this seems a good camping place.

There is not a better within ten mile of us, said Big Ben, dismounting. This is the spot I have been pushing on for all day, so let us to work without delay. We have a hard day before us to-morrow, and that necessitates a hard feed an a sound sleep to-night. Thems the trappers cure for all ills.

They cure many ills, doubtless, observed Will, as he removed the saddle from his jaded steed.

Larry, whose duty it was to cut firewood, remarked, as he administered his first powerful blow to a dead tree, that grub and slumber at night was the chief joys o life, and the only thing that could be compared to em was, slumber and grub in the mornin! To which sentiment Bunco grinned hearty assent, as he unloaded and hobbled the pack-horses.

Soon the camp was made. The fire roared grandly up among the branches of the trees. The kettle sent forth savoury smells and clouds of steam. The tired steeds munched the surrounding herbage in quiet felicity, and the travellers lay stretched upon a soft pile of brushwood, loading their pipes and enjoying supper by anticipation. The howling of a wolf, and the croaking of some bird of prey, formed an appropriate duet, to which the trickling of a clear rill of ice-cold water, near by, constituted a sweet accompaniment, while through the stems of the trees they could scan  as an eagle does from his eyrie high up on the cliffs  one of the grandest mountain scenes in the world, bathed in the soft light of the moon in its first quarter.

Tis a splendid view of Gods handiwork, said the trapper, observing the gaze of rapt admiration with which Will Osten surveyed it.

It is indeed most glorious, responded Will, a scene that inclines one to ask the question, If earth be so fair, what must heaven be?

It aint easy to answer that, said the trapper gravely, and with a slight touch of perplexity in a countenance which usually wore that expression of calm self-reliance peculiar to men who have thorough confidence in themselves. Seems to me that theres a screw loose in mens thoughts when they come to talk of heaven. The Redskins, now, think its a splendid country where the weather is always fine, the sun always shining, and the game plentiful. Then the men of the settlement seem to have but a hazy notion about its bein a place of happiness, but they cant tell why or wherefore in a very comprehensible sort o way, and, as far as I can see, theyre in no hurry to get there. It seems in a muddle somehow, an thats a thing that surprises me, for the works o the Almighty  hereaway in the mountains  are plain and onderstandable, so as a child might read em; but mans brains dont seem to be such perfect work, for, when he comes to talk o God and heaven, they appear to me to work as if they wor out o jint.

The trapper was a naturally earnest, matter-of-fact man, but knew little or nothing of the Christian religion, except what he had heard of it from the lips of men who, having neither knowledge of it nor regard for it themselves, gave a false report both of its blessed truths and its workings. He glanced inquiringly at our hero when he ceased to speak.

What is your own opinion about heaven? asked Will Big Ben looked earnestly at his companion for a few seconds and said  

Young man, I never was asked that question before, an so, of course, never made a straightforward reply to it. Nevertheless, I think I have a sort of notion on the pint, an can state it, too, though I cant boast of havin much larnin. Seems to me that the notion of the men of the settlements isnt worth much, for few o them can tell ye what they think or why they think it, except in a ramblin way, an they dont agree among themselves. Then, as for the Redskins, I cant believe that its likely there will be such work as shootin an fishin in heaven. So Im inclined to think that we know nothin about it at all, and that heaven will be nothin more nor less than bein with God, who, bein the Maker of the soul an body, knows whats best for both, and will show us that at the proper time. But there are mysteries about it that puzzle me. I know that the Almighty must be right in all He does, yet He permits men to murder each other, and do worse than that.

I agree with you, Ben, said Will Osten, after a moments reflection. That everything in heaven will be perfect is certain. That we dont at present see how this is to be is equally certain, and the most certain thing of all is, that the very essence of heaven will consist in being for ever with the Lord. I dont wonder at your being puzzled by mysteries. It would be strange indeed were it otherwise, but I have a book here which explains many of these mysteries, and shows us how we ought to regard those which it does not explain.

Here Will Osten drew a small volume from the breast-pocket of his coat.

The Bible? said the trapper.

Part of it at all events, said Will. It is the New Testament. Come, let us examine it a little.

The youth and the trapper sat down and began to read the New Testament together, and to discuss its contents while supper was being prepared by their comrades. After supper, they returned to it, and continued for several hours to bend earnestly over the Word of God.

In the wild remote part of the Rocky Mountains where their camp was made, neither trappers nor Indians were wont to ramble. Even wild beasts were not so numerous there as elsewhere, so that it was deemed unnecessary to keep watch during the night. But a war-party of Indians, out on an expedition against another tribe with whom they were at deadly feud, chanced to traverse the unfrequented pass at that time in order to make a short cut, and descend from an unusual quarter, and so take their enemies by surprise.

Towards midnight  when the rocky crags and beetling cliffs frowned like dark clouds over the spot where the travellers lay in deepest shade, with only a few red embers of the camp-fire to throw a faint lurid light on their slumbering forms  a tall savage emerged from the surrounding gloom, so stealthily, so noiselessly, and by such slow degrees, that he appeared more like a vision than a reality. At first his painted visage only and the whites of his glittering eyes came into view as he raised his head above the surrounding brushwood and stretched his neck in order to obtain a better view of the camp. Then slowly, inch by inch, almost with imperceptible motion, he crept forward until the whole of his gaunt form was revealed. A scalping-knife gleamed in his right hand. The camp was strewn with twigs, but these he removed one by one, carefully clearing each spot before he ventured to rest a knee upon it. While the savage was thus engaged, Larry OHale, who was nearest to him, sighed deeply in his sleep and turned round. The Indian at once sank so flat among the grass that scarcely any part of him was visible. Big Ben, who slept very lightly, was awakened by Larrys motions, but having been aroused several times already by the same restless individual, he merely glanced at his sleeping comrade and shut his eyes again.

Well aware that in such a camp there must assuredly be at least one who was acquainted with the ways and dangers of the wilderness, and who, therefore, would be watchful, the savage lay perfectly still for more than a quarter of an hour; then he raised his head, and, by degrees, his body, until he kneeled once more by the side of the unconscious Irishman. As he raised himself a small twig snapt under his weight. The face of the savage underwent a sudden spasmodic twitch, and his dark eye glanced sharply from one to another of the sleepers, while his fingers tightened on the hilt of his knife, but the rest of his body remained as rigid as a statue. There was no evidence that the sound had been heard. All remained as still and motionless as before, while the savage bent over the form of Larry OHale and gazed into his face.

But the snapping of that little twig had not been unobserved. The trappers eyes were open, and his senses wide awake on the instant. Yet, so tutored was he in the ways and warfare of the wilderness that no muscle of his huge frame moved, and his eyes were closed again so quickly that the glance of the savage, sharp though it was, failed to detect the fact of his having awakened. The busy mind of Big Ben was active, however, while he lay there. He saw that the savage was armed, but the knife was not yet raised to strike. He saw, also, that this man was in his war paint, and knew that others were certainly around him, perhaps close to his own back, yet he did not dare to look round or to make the slightest movement. His spirit was on fire with excitement, but his body lay motionless as if dead, while he rapidly considered what was to be done. Presently the savage removed a corner of the blanket which covered Larrys broad chest and then raised his knife. In another moment the trappers rifle sent forth its deadly contents, and the Indian fell across the Irishman in the agonies of death.

Instantly the other sleepers sprang to their feet and seized their arms, but before they had time to use them they were surrounded by the whole band of savages, and, amid a hurricane of whoops and yells, were overpowered and pinioned. Larry, with the fiery zeal of his countrymen, struggled like a madman, until one of the savages gave him a blow on the head with the flat of his tomahawk to quiet him, but the others, who knew that to struggle against overpowering odds would only make matters worse, at once surrendered.

It is all over with us now, exclaimed Will Osten, bitterly; if we had only had the chance of a good fight beforehand, it would have been some comfort!

When you have lived longer in the wilderness, lad, said Big Ben, youll not give way to despair so easily.

These remarks were made as they sat on the grass while the Indians were engaged in catching and saddling the horses. Soon after our travellers were assisted to mount, having their wrists tied behind their backs; and thus, with armed savages around them, they were led away prisoners  they knew not whither.




Chapter Four.

Shows that the Tables are turned, and that Good and Bad Fortune continue to Commingle.

One fortunate circumstance attending the capture of Wandering Will and his friends was that the Indians happened to follow the route which they had been pursuing, so that, whatever might be their ultimate fate, in the meantime they were advancing on their journey.

Big Ben took occasion to point this out to his comrades the next night, when, after a severe days ride, they were allowed to sit down and eat a scanty meal surrounded by the Indian warriors. No fire was lighted, for the savages knew they were now approaching their enemies country. Their food, which consisted of dried buffalo meat, was eaten cold. In order to enable the captives to feed themselves, their hands had been loosed and refastened in front instead of behind them, but this did not in any degree improve their chance of escape, for they were guarded with extreme vigilance.

You see, Mr Osten, said Big Ben, in a low tone, its a piece of good luck that theyve brought us this way, cause when we leave them we have nought to do but continue our journey.

Leave them! exclaimed Will in surprise. How shall we manage to leave them?

By escapin, answered the trapper. How it is to be gone about no man can tell, for man is only mortal an dont know nothin about the futur, but well find that out in good time.

I hope we may, returned Will sadly, as he gazed round on the stern faces of the savages, who ate their frugal meal in solemn silence; but it seems to me that our case is hopeless.

Faix, thats what meself thinks too, muttered Larry between his teeth, for these cords on me wrists would howld a small frigate, an theres a black thief just forenint me, who has never tuk his eyes off me since we wos catched. Ah, then, if I wor free I would make ye wink, ye ugly rascal. But how comes it, Mister Trapper, that ye seem to be so sure o escapin?

Im not sure, but Im hopeful, replied Big Ben, with a smile.

Hopeful! repeated the other, its disapinted yell be then. Havent ye often towld me that thim blackguards roast an tear and torture prisoners nowadays just as bad as they ever did?

I have.

Well,  dye think them Redskins look as if they would let us off, seein that weve shot wan of them already?

They dont.

Sure, then, yer hope stands on a bad foundation, an the sooner we make up our minds to be skivered the better, for sartin am I that our doom is fixed. Dont ee think so, Bunco?

The worthy appealed to was busily engaged in tearing to pieces and devouring a mass of dried buffalo meat, but he looked up, grinned, and nodded his head, as if to say that he believed Larry was right, and that in his opinion being roasted, torn, tortured, and skivered was rather a pleasant prospect than otherwise.

I have two reasons for bein hopeful, observed Big Ben, after a short silence. One is that I never got into a scrape in my life that I didnt get out of somehow or another, and the other reason is that I have observed signs on the trees that tell me the enemies, for whom the Redskins are seeking, are aware of their bein on the trail and will give them a warm reception, perhaps sooner than they expect.

What signs do you refer to? asked Will Osten. I see no sign of man having been here.

Perhaps not, and by good luck neither do the Injuns, for why, they cant read handwritin as is not meant for em, but I know somethin of the tribe they are after, an one or two small marks on the trees tell me that they are not far distant. No doubt they will attack the camp at night.

Ochone! groaned Larry, an wont they brain an scalp us wid the rest, an our hands tied so that we cant do nothin to help ourselves?

It is possible they may, returned the trapper; and if they do we cant help it, but let me warn you all, comrades, if we are attacked suddenly, let each man drop flat on the grass where he sits or stands. It is our only chance.

Poor Larry OHale was so overcome by the gloomy prospects before him that he dropped flat on his back then and there, and gave vent to a grievous sigh, after which he lay perfectly still, gazing up at the stars and thinking of Ould Ireland. Being possessed of that happy temperament which can dismiss care at the shortest possible notice, and being also somewhat fatigued, he soon fell sound asleep. His companions were about to follow his example when they heard a whizzing sound which induced them suddenly to sink down among the grass. At the same moment an appalling shriek rudely broke the silence of the night, and two of the sentinels fell, transfixed with arrows. One of these lay dead where he fell, but the other sprang up and ran quickly, with staggering gait, after his comrades, who at the first alarm had leaped up and bounded into the nearest underwood, followed by a shower of arrows. That these deadly messengers had not been sent after them in vain was evinced by the yells which succeeded their discharge. A moment after, several dark and naked forms glided swiftly over the camp in pursuit. One of these, pausing for one moment beside the dead Indian, seized him by the hair, passed his knife swiftly round the head so as to cut the skin all round, tore off the scalp, and stuck it under his girdle as he leaped on in pursuit.

Fortunately the prisoners were not observed. Larry on being awakened by the yell had half raised himself, but, recollecting Big Bens caution, dropped down again and remained perfectly still. The attacking party had, of course, seen the sentinels fall and the rest of the warriors spring up and dart away, and naturally supposing, doubtless, that no one would be so foolish as to remain in the camp, they had passed on without discovering the prisoners. When they had all passed, and the sounds of the fight were at a little distance, Big Ben leaped up and exclaimed:  

Comrades, look sharp, moments are golden. Theyll be back like a shot! Here, Larry, grip this in yer hand an stick the point of it agin that tree.

While he spoke in a cool, calm, almost jocular tone, the trapper acted with a degree of rapidity and vigour which showed that he thought the crisis a momentous one. With his fettered hands he plucked the knife from the girdle of the dead Indian and gave it to Larry OHale, who at once seized it with his right hand, and, as directed, thrust the point against the stem of a neighbouring tree. The trapper applied the stout cords that bound him to its edge, and, after a few seconds of energetic sawing, was free. He instantly liberated his companions.

Now, lads, said he, down the stream and into the water as fast as you can.

Our hero and Larry, being utterly ignorant of the manners and habits of the people amongst whom they were thrown, obeyed with the docility of little children  showing themselves, thereby, to be real men! Bunco, before darting away, seized an Indian gun, powder-horn, and shot-belt which had been left behind. The attack had been so sudden and unexpected that many of the savages had found it as much as they could do to save themselves, leaving their arms behind them. Of course, therefore, no one had thought of encumbering himself with the weapons of the prisoners. Big Ben had thought of all this. His wits had long been sharpened by practice. He also knew that his white comrades would think only of escaping, and that there was no time to waste in telling them to look after their weapons. Giving them, therefore, the general direction to rush down the banks of the stream and get into the water, he quietly but quickly seized his own piece and the guns of our hero and the Irishman, together with one of the large powder-horns and bullet-pouches of the war-party; also two smaller horns and pouches. The securing of these cost him only a few seconds. When Will Osten and Larry had run at full speed for several hundred yards down the stream which flowed near to the spot where the war-party had encamped, they stopped to take breath and receive further instructions. The active trapper and Bunco were at their heels in a moment.

You forgot your guns, said the trapper, with a quiet chuckle, handing one to Larry and the other to Will.

What nixt? asked Larry, with a strange mixture of determination and uncertainty in his tone  the former being founded on his character, the latter on his ignorance.

Follow me. Dont touch a twig or a blade o grass on the banks, an make as little noise as you can. Running water leaves no trail.

Saying this, Big Ben stepped into the stream, which was a small shallow one, and flowed for nearly half a mile through a sort of meadow among the mountains. Down this they all waded, carefully avoiding the banks, until they reached a narrow part where the stream tumbled over a precipice. Here the trapper paused, and was about to give some directions to his comrades, when the sound of constrained breathing was heard near to him. With a sudden demonstration of being about to fire, he turned and cocked his gun. The sharp click was no sooner heard than three Indians burst out from beneath the bushes which overhung the water, and, springing up the bank, fled for their lives. The trapper could not refrain from chuckling.

These, said he, are some of the rascals that caught us, making their escape by the same way that we are, but they dont know the ground as well as I do, and apparently have got perplexed at the top o the fall. Tis well. If the Redskins pursue, they will find the trail here as clear as a kings highway  see what a gap in the bushes they have made in their fright at the sound o my lock! Well, well, its not many men that have pluck to keep quiet wi that sound in their ears, and the muzzle pointed at their heads! All we have to do now is to descend the precipice without disturbing the shrubs, and then

A sound of horses galloping arrested him.

Hist! dont move!

At that moment about a dozen of the horses belonging to the war-party came thundering down along the banks of the stream. They had broken loose, and were flying from the Indians who had attempted to catch them. On nearing the precipice, over which the stream leaped with noisy petulance, the snorting steeds drew up in alarm, as if undecided which way to turn.

A rare chance! cried the trapper. Every man for himself  keep well up the hill, comrades? an hem them in.

Saying this, he ran up the bank, the others followed, and, in a few minutes, they drove the steeds into a corner, from which they made a sudden rush, but as the long halter of each was trailing at its side, no difficulty was experienced in securing several of them as they passed by. Next moment the fugitives were mounted and hastening away from the scene of their late adventure as fast as the rugged nature of the ground would permit.

It is not necessary that we should follow our adventurers in all their windings through the mighty fastnesses of the far West. Suffice it to say that they made good their escape from the Indians, and that, for many days, they travelled through scenes so beautiful and varied that they have been spoken of by those who know them well as a perfect paradise. Every description of lovely prospect met their admiring eyes in endless succession, but so wary were the lower animals, and so few the human inhabitants, that those realms were to all appearance absolute solitudes  created, apparently, for no end or purpose. Nevertheless, there was enough there to tell the Christian philosopher that God had made the deserts for the enjoyment of His creatures, for, although not always visible or audible, myriads of living beings were there  from the huge buffalo and grizzly bear to the sand-fly and mosquito  which rejoiced in the green pastures and luxuriated beside the sweet waters of the land.

One afternoon the travellers came upon a small plain, which reminded them somewhat of the prairies. The first glance showed them that it was crowded with buffalos. Instantly a sensation of wild excitement passed through their frames, and showed itself in various ways. The Irishman uttered a shout of delight, and suggested an immediate onslaught; but it is due to his wisdom to say that the shout was a subdued one, and the suggestion was humbly made. Our hero became restless and flushed, while the eyes of Bunco and Big Ben alone served as outlets to the fire which burned within. The plain was surrounded by low wooded hills, and had a lake on one side winding with many an inlet amongst the hills and into the plain, while here and there a tiny promontory, richly clothed with pines and aspens, stretched out into the water. Among the bluffs, or wooded islets of the plain, were to be seen several herds of bulls feeding about a mile off, and other bands in the distance.

Tighten your girths, said Big Ben, dismounting. The horse which the trapper had secured, though not his own, was almost equal to it in point of size and strength. He eyed it with evident satisfaction as he tightened the girth, saying that if it wasnt for the difference in colour he would have thought it was the old one. The others having also seen to their harness mounted, and the cavalcade advanced at a walking pace into the plain. When they arrived within quarter of a mile of the largest band, the buffalo began to move slowly off. The scattered groups, seeing the horsemen, drew together, and, soon forming a large band, went off at a slow lumbering canter. The trapper, breaking into a trot, led the way, taking care to increase his speed gently, so as to gain on them insensibly, until he had got within about two hundred yards of the nearest, when he went off at full speed with a wild hurrah! The others followed, brandishing their arms and cheering in the excitement of the moment, while they hammered the horses ribs violently with their unarmed heels. As they closed with them, the herd broke into separate bands, and each man, selecting the animal nearest to him, pursued it with reckless indifference to badger-holes. Fortunately for the riders, the horses, being accustomed to the work, knew the danger, and kept a sharp look-out on their own account. Soon several shots told that the slaughter had begun, but each hunter was quickly separated from the other, and none knew aught of the success of the rest until the pun was over.

There was something particularly ludicrous in the appearance of the bulls as they lumbered along in their heavy gallop; their small hindquarters, covered with short hair, being absurdly disproportioned to the enormous front with its hump and shaggy main. As they galloped along, their fringed dewlaps and long beards swayed from side to side, and their little eyes glanced viciously as they peeped from out a forest of hair at the pursuing foe. One of the bulls suddenly took it into his head to do more than peep! He raised his tail stiff in the air  a sign of wicked intentions  turned round, and received Larrys horse on his forehead. Larry described the segment of a pretty large circle in the air, and fell flat on his back; but he jumped up unhurt, caught his horse, which was only a little stunned, and, remounting, continued the pursuit of the bull and killed it. He then pulled up, and looked round to see how it fared with his companions. Ben and Bunco were not in sight, but he observed Will Osten in hot pursuit of a large wolf. With a wild cheer, he made after him, and, by making a détour, came in front of the wolf, and turned it. Will fired at it quite close, but missed. Larry, who had reloaded, also fired and missed. Then they loaded and fired again, without success; so they endeavoured to ride over the animal, which they succeeded in doing, as well as in running against each other violently more than once, but without hurting the wolf, which dodged between the horses legs, snarling viciously. This game went on until the horses began to get exhausted. Then the wolf made straight off over the plain, and gained the mountains, still hotly followed, however, until it became evident to the pursuers that their steeds were blown, and that the wolf was distancing them at every stride.

When they at length unwillingly pulled up, the shades of evening were beginning to descend on the scene, and neither buffalo nor comrades were within range of their vision.

Humph! weve got lost because of that rascal, grumbled Will Osten.

Bad luck to it! exclaimed his companion.

Have you any idea of the way back? asked Will, with a look of perplexity.

Not in the laste, said Larry; its always the way, when a man goes on a wild-goose chase hes sure to come to grief, an a wild-wolf chase seems to belong to the same family.

Will was too much vexed to reply, so he urged his steed to a gallop, and tried to retrace his way to the little plain, but the more they wandered the deeper did they appear to stray into the mountains.

Meanwhile, the trapper and Bunco, having cut off the best parts of the animals they had killed, made their encampment on the highest bluff they could find near the lake, and prepared supper; looking out now and then for their absent comrades. As the evening wore on they became anxious, and went out to search for them, but it was not till the following morning that they were discovered, almost falling out of their saddles from exhaustion, and wandering about they scarce knew whither. Conducting them to the camp, the trapper and Bunco gave them food, and then allowed them to sleep until the sun was high, after which, with recruited energies and spirits, they resumed their journey.

Thus they travelled for many a day  now scaling rugged mountain passes where it seemed doubtful whether the horses would be able to clamber, anon traversing rich meadows, and frequently meeting with and shooting deer, bears, Rocky Mountain goats, and the other wild inhabitants of the region. But, in course of time, they reached a particularly barren part of the mountains, to travel through which was a matter of extreme difficulty, while, to add to their hardships, game became very scarce.

One evening they met with an adventure of a rather warm description, through the carelessness of Larry, which well-nigh cost them their lives. They had reached a forest of small pines, through which they proceeded several miles, and then, finding that the trees grew so close together as to render progress very difficult, they resolved to encamp where they were, and, accordingly, cut down a clear space, in one part of which they fastened the horses, and at the other end made the camp. The weather had for a considerable time been hot and dry, and mosquitoes and gadflies were very troublesome. They therefore lighted a fire for the horses as well as for themselves, in order to let the poor creatures get the benefit of the smoke which, as long as it lasted, effectually cleared away the flies. It was Larrys duty that night to hobble and secure the horses, but Larry was fatigued, and particularly anxious to commence supper with as little delay as possible. He therefore fastened the horses so insecurely that one of them got loose, and, without being perceived, kicked about some of the blazing embers in his anxiety to get into the thickest of the smoke, and so find relief from his tormentors. These embers set fire to the dry moss. While the travellers were busy with supper, they were startled by a loud, crackling sound. Before any of them could jump up, they heard a roar, which was followed by a mighty illumination. One of the neighbouring pines had caught fire, and blazed up as if it had been gun-cotton. The moment was critical. The little wind there was blew from the burning tree towards the spot where they sat. They had scarcely realised what had occurred when another and another of the trees flashed up, for, although green, they burned like the driest timber. To unloose and drive the horses out of danger, and carry off their camp equipage in time, was impossible. Big Ben, seeing this at a glance, seized his axe and shouted to the others to assist. He sprang at the intervening trees, and, exerting his enormous strength to the uttermost, cut them down as if they had been willow-wands  fortunately they were small; some of them were lopped through with a single crashing blow. Our hero was not slow to emulate Ben, and, although not so expert, he did such good execution that in a few minutes there was a wide gap between the camp and the burning trees.

But the horses, meanwhile, were in danger of being suffocated, and the dry moss under foot was burning so fiercely that the fire threatened to spread in spite of their exertions. Seeing this, Bunco and Larry  first casting loose the horses  ran with their kettles and mugs to a neighbouring stream for water, which they poured on the moss. By this time they were nearly surrounded by fire and smoke; the flames roared with appalling fury; the horse that had done all the mischief got burnt about the legs, threw himself down in the very midst of the fire and rolled in agony. Axes and kettles were instantly dropped, and all sprang to the rescue; grasped the creature by the head and tail, but could not drag him out. In desperation, Larry seized a stick, and so belaboured him that he leaped up and rushed out of the smoke and flames, terribly singed, indeed, but not much hurt otherwise. After this the fire was again attacked, and gradually its progress was cut off, so that our travellers were ultimately enabled to remove to a place of safety. But the flames had only been checked; they soon spread again, and, away to leeward of them, set the whole region on fire. From their new encampment that night, they could see rolling clouds of smoke mingling with tongues of flame which shot up, ever and anon, above the trees, and brought out in strong relief, or cast into deep shadow, the crags, gorges, and caverns of the mountains  presenting a scene of terrible devastation and indescribable sublimity.




Chapter Five.

Describes a Quiet Nook, and shows how Larry came by a Double Loss, besides telling of Wonderful Discoveries of more Kinds than One.

We must guard the reader, at this point, from supposing that our adventurers were always tumbling out of frying-pans into fires, or that they never enjoyed repose. By no means. The duty which lies upon us, to recount the most piquant and stirring of the incidents in their journeying, necessitates the omission of much that is deeply interesting, though unexciting and peaceful.

For instance,  on one occasion, Larry and Bunco were deputed to fish for trout, while our hero and the trapper went after deer. The place selected by the anglers was a clear quiet pool in a small but deep rivulet, which flowed down the gentle slope of a wooded hill. The distant surroundings no doubt were wild enough, but the immediate spot to which we refer might have been a scene in bonnie Scotland, and would have gladdened the heart of a painter as being his beau idéal, perhaps, of a quiet nook. The day was quiet too; the little birds, apparently, were very happy, and the sun was very bright  so bright that it shone through the mirror-like surface of the pool right down to the bottom, and there revealed several large fat trout, which were teazed and tempted and even exhorted to meet their fate, by the earnest Larry. The converse on the occasion, too, was quiet and peaceful. It was what we may style a lazy sort of day, and the anglers felt lazy, and so did the fish, for, although they saw the baits which were held temptingly before their noses, they refused to bite. Trout in those regions are not timid. We speak from personal experience. They saw Larry and Bunco sitting astride the trunk of a fallen tree, with their toes in the water, bending earnestly over the pool, just as distinctly as these worthies saw the fish; but they cared not a drop of water for them! Larry, therefore, sought to beguile the time and entertain his friend by giving him glowing accounts of men and manners in the Green Isle. So this pleasant peaceful day passed by, and Pats heart had reached a state of sweet tranquillity, when, happening to bend a little too far over the pool, in order to see a peculiarly large trout which was looking at him, he lost his balance and fell into it, head first, with a heavy plunge, which scattered its occupants right and left! Bunco chuckled immensely as he assisted to haul him out, and even ventured to chaff him a little.

Yoos good for dive, me tink.

True for ye, lad, said Larry, smiling benignantly, as he resumed his seat on the tree-trunk, and squeezed the water out of his garments. I was always good at that an its so hot here that I took a sudden fancy to spaik to the fishes, but the dirty spalpeens are too quick for me. I do belaive theyre comin back! Look there at that wan  six pound av hes an ounce.

Not only did the six-pounder return to the pool almost immediately after Larry left it, but a large number of his brethren bore him company, and took up their former position as if nothing had happened. Nay, more, the surprise had apparently so far stirred them up and awakened them to a perception of their opportunities, that the six-pounder languidly swallowed Buncos hook and was in a moment whisked out of his native pool and landed on the bank,  for the anglers fished with stout cord and unbending rods!

Musha! but yeve got im, exclaimed Larry.

Yoos better take noder dive, suggested his friend.

Hooroo! shouted Larry, as he whipped another large fish out of the pool.

This, however, was the last for some time. The trout, ere long, appeared to have settled [image: img119.jpg]down into their former lazy condition, and the anglers hopes were sinking, when it suddenly occurred to the Irishman, that if the fish were stirred up with a pole they might be again roused to an appreciation of their advantages. Accordingly a pole was cut, the trout were judiciously stirred up, and several of them actually took the bait in the course of the afternoon  whether under the influence of the unwonted excitement we do not pretend to say, but certain it is that before sunset an excellent dish was secured for supper!

Equally peaceful and pleasant were the experiences of our hero and the trapper on that tranquil day. They wandered about in a state of silent happiness all the forenoon; then they shot a grizzly bear, the claws and teeth of which were claimed by Will, as he had drawn first blood. After that a deer chanced to come within range of the trapper, who brought it down, cut off the best parts of the meat, and, kindling a fire on the spot, sat down with his companion to a fat venison steak and a pipe.

This sort o life is what I calls happiness, said Big Ben, puffing out a cloud, through the hazy curls of which he gazed at a sunny landscape of unrivalled beauty.

So it is, assented Will Osten, with enthusiasm.

An yet, pursued Big Ben, thoughtfully, when I come to think ont, this sort o life would be no happiness to an old man, or to a weak one.

No, nor to a woman, added Will.

Not so sure o that, said the trapper; Ive knowd Injun women as was about as good hunters as their husbands, an enjoyed it quite as much.

That may be so, Ben, but women of the civilised world would scarcely think this a happy sort of life.

Praps not, returned Ben. Happiness is a queer thing, after all. Ive often thought that its neither huntin nor farmin, nor fair weather nor foul, that brings it about in the heart o man or woman, but that it comes natral to man, woman, and child, when they does what is best suited to their minds and bodies, and when they does it in the right way.

Which is very much like saying, observed Will, that happiness consists in obeying the laws of God, both natural and revealed.

Just so, assented the trapper, after a few moments consideration, though I never quite thought of it in that light before.

Thus they conversed  or, rather, in somewhat similar strains they chatted, for they did not pursue any subject long, but allowed their minds to rove where fancy led  until evening began to close; then they carried their meat into camp and closed the day with a sumptuous feast of fish, flesh, and fowl, round a blazing fire, while the stream, which formed their beverage, warbled sweet music in their ears.

This, reader, is a specimen of one of their quiet days, and many such they had; but as these days of peace bore no proportion to the days of toil and trouble, we must beg you to be content with the account of this one as a fair sample of the rest, while we carry you over the Rocky Mountains and bear you down their western slopes towards the Pacific Ocean.

The mountains being crossed, the future course of our travellers was down hill, but in some respects it was more toilsome than their uphill journey had been. The scenery changed considerably in respect of the character of its vegetation, and was even more rugged than heretofore, while the trees were larger and the underwood more dense. Many a narrow escape had Will and his friends during the weeks that followed, and many a wild adventure, all of which, however, terminated happily  except one, to which we now request attention.

They had reached the Fraser River  that celebrated stream of British Columbia which waters a country that was destined in after years to become one of the great gold-mining regions of the world. On the afternoon of which we write, the party rode with difficulty down the rugged banks of the river, which, roaring through a narrow valley, had overflowed its banks, so that the trail was completely covered, the horses being frequently up to the girths in water. In the course of the day they came to a place where the trail passed along the face of a lofty cliff of crumbling slate. The path was only just wide enough for the horses to pass. On the right rose a perpendicular precipice. On the left, a few yards below, the swollen waters of the Fraser roared and boiled down their rocky bed with tremendous velocity. On turning a projection they found the track barred by a huge rock which had recently slipped down the mountain side. As it was impossible to pass the obstacle either above or below, there was nothing for it but to cut down trees, use them as levers, and dislodge the mass. It was discovered, when they dismounted to undertake this task, that Larry OHale was amissing. Will Osten had just uttered an exclamation of surprise, and the others had not had time to reply to the question, Hallo! whats become of Larry? when that worthys voice was heard shouting in the distance, and his horses hoofs were heard clattering along the narrow track as he approached at full gallop.

Hooroo! howld on, doctor; hi Bunco an Ben, look here. Goold, avic, goold, Ive got it at long last, sure enough!

Youve got rid of your senses at last, said Will, as his comrade almost rode him down. Have a care, man! What makes you ride at such a pace?

Goold! goold! goold! cried the excited Irishman, plucking a little bag from his breast, leaping off his horse, and pouring the contents  a mass of glittering lumps and particles  on a flat stone. Didnt I tell ye I was born to make my fortin out o goold? Theres plenty more where that comed from. Come back an Ill show ee the place!

Im sorry to disappoint you, Larry, said Will, examining the so-called gold, but I have seen this stuff before, and I believe it to be a substance which is not worth its weight in brass. Many poor fellows have been deceived by it before now.

Larrys face elongated very much at this. What say you, Ben? he inquired.

I fear me that it ant worth picking up, replied the trapper, fingering the shining particles. Leastwise I once collected a bag o the same an showed it to a man in the settlements who got the credit o bein a knowin fellow in regard to metals. He told me it was somethin that I dont remember the name of, but worth nothing, so I heaved it away.

Thus doubly assured, Larry sighed deeply as he collected the shining metal into the bag, [image: img120.jpg]and stood eyeing it disconsolately. At this point Bunco chuckled.

Worse luck to it, cried Larry, starting and tossing the bag violently into the stream, where it sank and vanished for ever. Little did any of the party imagine, at that time, that they had actually cast away some hundred pounds worth of pure gold, yet such was actually the case!

As it left Larrys hand, the bag touched the nose of his horse, which shied, slipped over the bank, fell into the river, and was swept away. Instantly they all clapped their shoulders to the big stone, and pushed with such good-will that it slipped and went crashing into the stream, while the party went off at full speed after the horse. The poor animal was found at last stranded amid a mass of driftwood, with its saddle and baggage gone, but beyond this and the fright, no harm was done.

Misfortins niver come single. Tis always the way. Howsiver, niver say die; better luck nixt time; yell make yer fortin yit, av ye only parsevair an kape up yer heart, ould boy. Thus soliloquising, the unfortunate man remounted his wet and bare-backed steed, and rode away.

Time and tide are usually understood to wait for no man; we therefore decline to wait either for time or tide, but, sweeping onward in advance of both, convey our readers at once to the sea coast near Vancouvers Island, where our adventurers arrived after an unusual share of toil and trouble, and found a small craft about to sail for California  took passage in her, and, in due time, arrived at San Francisco. The gold-fever had just set in there. The whole town was in an uproar of confusion. Excitable men had given up their ordinary work, or shut their shops, and gone off to the diggings. Ships were lying idle in the bay, having been deserted by their crews, who had gone to the same point of attraction, and new arrivals were constantly swelling the tide of gold-seekers. Here Will Osten found his fathers agent  a staid old gentleman of Spanish extraction, who, being infirm as well as old, was fever-proof. Being somewhat taciturn, however, and rendered irritable by the upheavings of social life which were going on around him, he only vouchsafed the information that the estate which belonged to the late Mr Osten was near the goldfields; that it was not a rich one by any means, and that his advice to Will was to go and see it for himself. Accepting the advice, our hero expended the greater part of his remaining cash in purchasing provisions, etcetera, for the journey to the Sacramento River. By steamer they accomplished the first part of it, and on horseback progressed north-eastward until they drew near to the mighty mountain range named the Sierra Nevada.

On the way they had more than enough of company, for men of every clime and of all ages, between sixteen and fifty, were travelling on every description of horse and mule in the same direction. From most of these, however, they parted on reaching the entrance to the narrow valley in which the estate was said to lie.

Is it far up the valley? asked Will Osten of the landlord of the last ranche, or inn (a small hovel) in which they had passed the night.

Not far, replied the innkeeper, a shrewd intelligent Yankee, with a touch of the nasal tone for which the race is noted; guess its about three leagues off.

A wild gloomy sort o place, no doubt? asked Larry.

Rayther. Itll stand tamin a bit. Theres nobody lives in the whole valley xcept a band o miners who have been prospectin all over it an locatin themselves in the house without leave.

Locatin, is it? exclaimed Larry, faix, its vacatin it theyll be, widout so much as by yer lave, this night.

Have they found much gold, do you know? asked Will Osten.

Believe not, replied the innkeeper. Its not a likely place  though there may be some, for gold has been found below this, as you would see, I spose, when you passed the diggers on Cocktail Creek.

Bidding the host good-bye, our hero and his friends rode off to take possession of the estate. They were well armed, for, in these days, might, not right, was the law of the land.

It was evening before they reached the head of the valley where stood the house or wooden cottage which had been the abode of Wills eccentric old relative. The scenery was savage and forbidding in the extreme. Lofty mountains rose on every side, and only a small portion of the land in the neighbourhood of the dwelling had been brought under cultivation. The house itself was a low long-shaped building, and stood on the banks of a stream which gushed and tumbled furiously along its rocky bed, as if in hot haste to escape from the dark mountain gorges which gave it birth. A hut near by was the residence of an old native who had been the owners only servant, and a few cattle grazing in the meadow behind the house were tended by him with as much solicitude as though his late master had been still alive. The only cheering point in the scene was a gleam of ruddy light which shot from a window of the house and lost itself in the deepening gloom of evening.

A most lugubrious spot, said Will, surveying it sadly as he rode forward.

Faix, Id recommend ye to sell it to the miners for whativer itll fetch, said Larry, in a disappointed tone.

Theyre a jovial set of squatters, whatever else they may be, said Big Ben, as an uproarious chorus issued from the house. Hallo! Bunco, what dye hear, lad?

Buncos visage displayed at that moment a compound expression of surprise and deep attention. Again the chorus swelled out and came down on the breeze, inducing Bunco to mutter a few words to Big Ben in his native tongue.

What is it? inquired Will, eagerly, on beholding the huge frame of the trapper quivering with suppressed laughter.

Nothin, nothin, said Ben, dismounting, only the redskins ears are sharp, and he has heard surprisin sounds. Go with him on foot. Ill hold the horses.

Come long, foller me quick as you can, said Bunco, in a whisper no take gum?  no use for dem.

Filled with surprise and curiosity, Will and Larry followed their comrade, who went straight towards the window from which the light streamed. A voice was heard singing within, but it was not loud, and the air could not be distinguished until the chorus burst forth from, a number of powerful lungs:  

Hearts of oak are our ships, Jolly tars are our men

At the first note, Larry sprang past his companions, and peeped into the room. The sight that met his gaze was indeed well calculated to strike him dumb, for there, in a circle on the floor, with the remains of a roast of beef in the centre  red-shirted, long-booted, uncombed, and deeply bronzed  sat six old comrades, whom they had not seen for such a length of time that they had almost forgotten their existence  namely, Captain Dall, long David Cupples, old Peter, Captain Blathers, Muggins, and Buckawanga! They were seated, in every variety of attitude, round a packing-box, which did duty for a table, and each held in his hand a tin mug, from which he drained a long draught at the end of the chorus. The last shout of the chorus was given with such vigour that Larry OHale was unable to restrain himself. He flung open the door, leaped into the room with a cheer and a yell that caused every man to spring up and seize the nearest weapon, and Captain Dall, in a burst of fiery indignation, was in the act of bringing a huge mass of firewood down on the Irishmans skull when Will Osten sprang in and arrested his arm. At the same moment Muggins recognised his old messmate, and, rushing at him, seized him with a hug worthy of a black bear!

To describe the scene of surprise, confusion, and delight that followed were impossible. The questions put that were never answered; the answers given to questions never put; the exclamations; the cross purposes; the inextricable conglomeration of past, present, and future history  public, personal, and local; uttered, ejaculated and gasped, in short, or incomplete, or disjointed sentences  all this baffles description. After a few minutes, however, they quieted down, and, while the new arrivals attacked the roast of beef, their former messmates talked incessantly, and all at once!

Youre the laird of a splendid estate of rocks and scrub, said Captain Dall to Will.

Not to mention the river, replied Will, smiling.

Without fish in it, ha! groaned Cupples.

But lots o goold, suggested Larry, with a wink; give us a drop o yer grog, lads, its dry work meetin so many friends all at wanst.

Nothin but water here! said Muggins.

What! wos ye singin like that on cowld wather?

We wos! returned Muggins.

An whats more, said Old Peter, weve got used to it, an dont feel the want of grog at all. Whats in a name, as Jonathan Edwards says in his play of Have it yer own way, or somethin like that. Why, if you call it grog an make believe, it goes down like  like

Wather, suggested Larry; well, well, lets have a drop, whativer it is.

But how comes it to pass, inquired Will, that we should all meet here just as people are made to do in a novel, or at the end of the last scene in a play?

Nothing more natural, said Captain Blathers. You know, when we were cast adrift by the scoundrels that took my ship, Captain Dall, Mr Cupples, and I, made the coast, and got to San Francisco, where we remained, working at what we could, to scrape together a little money before leaving for England, as we had no heart for the goldfields. Some months after that we were surprised to see Old Peter and Muggins wandering about the town like beggars. They had come in a small craft from South America, and were very glad to join us. We were soon persuaded by them to go to the goldfields, and were about to start when we heard of this estate that had been left to a Mr Osten by his brother. I made inquiries, found it was your father it was left to, and, having heard from Muggins of your fathers death, I wrote a letter to let you know we were here, and to ask advice  which letter, by the way, is about half seas over to England by this time, if alls well. Then we agreed to come here, and prospect for gold all over the estate  the which we have done, but without much luck as yet, Im sorry to say.

But you have not yet accounted for the appearance of Buckawanga? said Will.

Oh, as to that, Muggins recognised him one day in the street. We found he had come over from them rascally Cannibal Islands, in the service of a missionary

What! exclaimed Will, dropping his knife and fork.

The missionary, you know, said Captain Dall; Mr Westwood, who

Is he  is his family  in San Francisco? asked Will, recovering himself and pretending to be busy with his supper.

Ay, he is on his way to England  waiting for a ship, I believe; but Buckawanga prefers the goldfields, and so, has come with us, as you see.

Are the Westwoods well  all of them?

So far as we know, they are. But in regard to the gold hereabouts

Ay, thats the thing, said Larry, who had glanced at our hero with twinkling eyes when reference was made to the Westwoods; nothin like goold to warm the heart of a poor man an gladden the eyes of a rich wan. Its that same asll interest the doctor most.

Well, resumed the captain, as I was about to say

Didnt I hear you say something about going to San Francisco for fresh supplies and more tools a few minutes ago? asked Will, abruptly.

You did; we are short of provender and hard up for tools. I meant to start to-morrow, but now that youve come Ill delay

Well not delay an hour, cried Will, with unusual energy. It will never do to waste time here when people are making fortunes all round us. The rest of the party can remain to prospect  but you and I, captain, will start for San Francisco to-morrow!

Ho, ho! said Larry to himself that night, as he smoked his pipe after retiring to rest; its neck or nothin is it  never ventur never win, is the word? Well, well, tis the way o the world. My blessin go wid ye, doctor. With this benediction on his lips he turned round, shook the ashes out of his pipe and went to sleep.




Chapter Six.

In which Will makes a Retrograde Movement, and things come to a Pretty Pass  A Sudden and Decisive Step.

Next morning, true to his word, Will Osten started off to retrace his steps to San Francisco, much to the regret as well as surprise of all his friends, except Larry OHale and Bunco, both of whom, being aware of his motive, chuckled mightily in their sleeves but wisely said nothing. Will was accompanied by Captain Dall and Mr Cupples, the former of whom gave him an account of his adventures since the period of their separation in the South Seas. As most of these adventures, however, were not particularly striking, and as they do not bear upon our tale, we will not inflict them on the reader, but merely refer to that part of the captains career which was mixed up with our heros new possessions in the Grizzly Bear Gulch, as his valley was named.

You see, doctor, said Captain Dall, as they cantered easily over the soft turf of a wide plain, which, a little beyond the entrance to the gulch, spread out for a considerable distance along the base of the Sierra Nevada, you see, when we discovered that this valley, or gulch, as they call it here, was yours  or your fathers, which I suppose means the same thing  Captain Blathers, Mr Cupples, Muggins, Old Peter, and I held a council of war, and came to the conclusion that we would go up an have a look at it, hopin to find gold, but first of all we went to the regular diggins on the Sacramento River to learn how to wash out the dirt an make enough to keep us goin. When we had done this an lined our pockets with enough of gold-dust to set us up, we started for Grizzly Bear Gulch, where we found nobody but Old Timothy, the native that had been your uncles servant.

Timothy, said Will, was that his name?

No, but he could not tell us his name, for the good reason that he does not understand a word of English, so we christened him Timothy, and he answers to it. The old man cut up rusty at first, and seemed disposed to drive us away, but by howling the name of Osten into his ears and giving him a little gold, we converted him into a friend, and got him to allow us to squat in the empty house. Then we went off prospecting, and found gold, sure enough, in the stream in front of the door, but there was not much in the places we tried  little more than enough to pay.

Then you dont think much of the property, I suppose, said Will, for it is evident that in regard to agriculture it is not worth a straw?

Im not so sure of that, returned the captain. What do you think, Mr Cupples?

The mate, whose melancholy tones and expressions had increased with his shore-going experiences, said that he did not know; that he was no judge of such matters, but that gold might be found in quantity, and, if so, the place would be worth something!

A safe conclusion, said the captain, laughing; but that is just the point. Gold has turned up in all directions near the valley, and why should we not find it there? Besides, there is a pretty fair bit of land under cultivation, and vegetables fetch fabulous prices at the diggins; in addition to which there are a good many cattle on the ground, and provisions of all kinds are as good as gold just now  so, you see, I think that even if we dont find more of the dust on it, there is some chance that you may raise the wind by the property if you act wisely.

Well, we shall see, said Will; at all events I intend to make the most of my opportunities  and, talking of that, Captain Dall, as I see that Mr Cupples is lagging behind, a word in your ear  Ill tell you a secret.

Hereupon our hero made the captain his confidant; told him of the object of his journey, and begged his advice and assistance, both of which the worthy man agreed to give him, to any extent, at any time, and under all circumstances  proving the sincerity of his assurances on the spot by at once offering several pieces of advice. One of these was, that Will should hasten on the consummation of his wishes without delay. This, as may be believed, was so consonant with Wills own opinion that he accepted it at once, and acted upon it then and there, as far as was possible, by plying whip and spur so vigorously that his steed skimmed over the plain more like a swallow than a quadruped.

Progressing thus they were not long in reaching the city of Sacramento, which was four or five days journey from Grizzly Bear Gulch. Here they embarked in a small schooner, and descended the noble Sacramento River, into which all the other rivers in California flow. Thence they coasted along the bay of San Francisco, which is a land-locked sea of more than forty miles in length, and, finally, anchored off the town of the same name. And a wonderful town it was! The news of the discovery of gold had drawn so many thousands of ships and men to the port, that the hamlet of former days had become a city of tents and iron and wooden edifices of every kind. Gold can indeed work wonders  and never was its power more wonderfully displayed than in the rapid growth of San Francisco.

But our hero took small note of such matters. He was bent on a mission which engrossed his whole soul and all his faculties, and the fear that the Westwoods had found a homeward-bound ship, and perhaps had already set sail, induced him to go about everything he did in feverish haste. During the few weeks that had passed since he last saw it, the town had so changed its features that Will could scarce find his way, but at last he managed to discover the office of the agent who had advised him to go and see his property. Mr Zulino, as he was named, received his visitor with his wonted crustiness mingled with surprise, which was somewhat increased when he found that Will could not give a very comprehensible reason for his sudden return to the city. He could give no information as to the Westwoods, knew nothing about them, but advised that Will should make inquiry at the principal hotels in the town and at the shipping office, adding that he believed one of the ships which had long been lying in the port, unable to sail for want of hands, had at last succeeded in getting up a crew, and was to sail in a day or two for England, but he did not know her name or anything about her.

It is plain we can make nothing out of Mr Zulino, said Will, with a look of chagrin, on quitting the office. Come, let us go hunt up the hotels.

Agreed, cried Captain Dall. Mr Cupples groaned his readiness to follow, so they set off.

All that day the three wandered about the city into every hotel and shipping office, and every public place they could find, until they were thoroughly exhausted, but without success.

Now, doctor, said the captain, wiping his heated brow, if we are to gain our ends, it is plain that we must feed. I feel like a ships hold without a cargo. See, here is a comfortable-looking inn; let us go and stow away something solid, have a pipe, and then turn in, so as to go at it fresh to-morrow morning early.

Very well, said Will, languidly; but I cannot rest, so do you go and order something while I try to cool myself by taking a stroll up this hill; Ill be back before supper is ready.

I will go with you, said Mr Cupples, gloomily.

Poor Will would have gladly gone alone, but as he had no good reason for declining the companionship of his tall and solemn friend, he merely said Very good, and walked away. Passing over the hill they came to a neat little cottage with a small garden in front, in which were a variety of flowers that evidently were well tended. The windows and doors of the cottage were invitingly open. As they passed the garden-gate a voice suddenly exclaimed, Walk in.

They stopped abruptly, looked at the open door, and then at each other in surprise.

Walk in, repeated the voice, louder than before.

Well, really, I dont see why we should refuse so pressing an invitation, said Will with a smile.

You may go in; Ill wait for you, said Mr Cupples.

In another minute our hero was in the lobby of the cottage, and then he discovered,  on the words walk in being reiterated very gruffly,  that it was a grey parrot which had been thus taught to use the language of hospitality! Will laughed, and was about to turn on his heel when he observed a female reclining on a couch in one of the rooms. She looked up quickly on hearing his step and laugh, and Will, hesitating for a moment, advanced with the intention of explaining and apologising.

Forgive my apparent intrusion, madam, he said, but your parrot deceived  what!  am I  Flora  Miss Westwood! he exclaimed in amazement, leaping forward and seizing her hand.

Mr Osten! said Flora, with a look of unfeigned surprise, can it be  I  I  did not know  really

Now, reader, it would be ungenerous were we to give you a detailed account of all the absurd things that were uttered at the commencement of the conversation. Suffice it to say that Will and Flora stammered and blushed, and grew hot and cold, and tried to look cool and failed, signally, and then, feeling how very awkward their position was, made a desperate effort to be commonplace, and so began to talk with intense solicitude about the weather! Will soon perceived, however, that in the circumstances this was utterly ridiculous, so he made another effort and asked about Floras father and mother, and then, happy thought, he suddenly remembered Buckawanga, and began to descant upon him, after which he naturally slid into ships and voyaging, and so came abruptly to the question:  

By the way, Miss Westwood, is it true that you are trying to secure a passage to England just now?

We have succeeded in securing one, said Flora, with a deep blush and a peculiar look. We sail to-morrow.

To-morrow! cried Will, in consternation.

There was for a moment a great swelling of something in our heros breast; then a sudden thought occurred, Never venture never  ; next instant he seized Floras hand. Oh, Miss West  Flora, dearest Flora  forgive  nay, do not turn away, I entreat, I beseech

Old rascal! exclaimed a stern voice at his back at that moment.

Will sprang up, burning with anger, and turning sharply round, observed the parrot gazing at him in mute surprise.

Walk in  old rascal, repeated the bird.

Will laughed, but there was a touch of bitterness in his tone as he turned again to Flora, who had risen from the couch.

This is an awkward interruption, Flo  Miss Westwood, but necessity constrains me. I must, I will speak now, if  bear with me, dear girl, I did not mean to be rude, but

A footstep was heard in the passage.

Supper will be cooling, I fear, said the hollow voice of Mr Cupples. Oh! I beg pardon. I did not know  I

Will turned, and rushed at his friend with savage intentions. At the same moment the figure of a man darkened the doorway. Mr Cupples vanished out of the house, Flora glided away, and Will Osten found himself face to face with Mr Westwood!

It might have been expected that the scene which followed would have been an embarrassing one, but such was not the case. Our hero had reached that point of nervous and mental turmoil and exasperation in which extremes meet. As the strong current of a river meets the rush of the rising tide, and at a certain point produces dead calm, so the conflicting currents in Wills bosom reached the flood, and he became desperately serene, insomuch that he held out his hand to Mr Westwood, and, with a smile of candour and a tone of deep earnestness, explained the situation, and made a clean breast of it. The result was, that Mr and Mrs Westwood received his advances favourably, but, being naturally cautious and solicitous about the happiness of their daughter, they pointed out that it was impossible to come to any conclusion at that time, because, in the first place, Will was, by his own showing, a poor wanderer with only the prospect of an income at his mothers death, and without professional practice; and, in the second place, as they were to set sail for England on the morrow, there was no time left even for consideration. Mr Westwood, therefore, said that he could not permit Will to see Flora again, except to bid her farewell, and advised him to have patience until he should return to England, where, he said frankly, he would be happy to see him. Will thereupon left the cottage, in a state of distraction, to lay his case before Captain Dall.

So you see, captain, he added, after detailing all the circumstances, there is only one course open to me, and that I am resolved to pursue. I shall sail for England in the  the whats the name of the ship the Westwoods are to sail in?

Dont know, answered the captain.

Of course not  no matter. We shall find out. She sails to-morrow at all events, and I go with her. You will go back with Mr Cupples to Grizzly Bear Gulch, work the gold, make what you can out of it, pay yourselves, and hold the estate for me. Ill get that legally arranged to-night. Youll tell my comrades how sorry I am to leave them so abruptly, but under the circumstances they will

Softly, interrupted Captain Dall; if all this is to be settled to-night, we had better set about it at once, and not waste time with words.

Right, captain. Let us off to search for the captain of the ship.

Leaving Mr Cupples to eat the supper alone, our hero and his friend went out in hot haste, and soon found themselves in the presence of the captain of the Roving Bess, which was to sail next day.

By the way, whispered Will to his friend, as they were entering the room in which the skipper sat, do you happen to have any cash? for I have only twenty pounds.

Not a rap, whispered the captain.

You are the captain of the Roving Bess, I am told? said Will, addressing a big rawboned man, who sat at a table solacing himself with a glass of spirits and water and a cigar.

Yaas, Capn Braaown, at yr sarvice.

Captain Brown drawled this out so slowly that one might have supposed he did it on principle, as a sort of general protest against the high-pressure speed and hurry that influenced every one around him.

You have passengers going, I understand?

Yaas. Reverend genlmn an two ladies.

Can you take another?

A dozen moar, if need be.

Then put my name down. How much is the passage fare?

Foagsl two hundred, cabin three hundred paounds.

What! exclaimed Will.

Captain Brown smiled. You see, said he, it caunt be done for less  ha Bliged to give fa-bu-lous wages to crew, and only too thankful to get em at any price. Provisions cost their weight, a-most, in gold.

Will you be here an hour hence? asked our hero.

Yaas, two hours hence, drawled Captain Brown, lighting a fresh cigar at the stump of the old one.

Will Osten linked his arm through that of Captain Dall, and hurried him into the street.

Now to the agent, he said. If he fails me, all is lost  stay! no; I can offer to work my passage. That did not occur to me till now. I shall keep it in reserve.

A few minutes more and they stood in the presence of Mr Zulino.

Is it possible, said Will, with an anxious expression of face, to sell the property in Grizzly Bear Gulch immediately?

The dry visage of the agent wrinkled into a sarcastic smile as he replied Ha! I see, you are like all the rest  wish to turn everything into gold. Well, it is possible to sell it, I make no doubt, because it is well situated and will increase in value; but what, do you mean by immediately?

To-night, said Will.

Impossible.

Whats to be done? cried our hero, turning to Captain Dall with a look of such perplexity and disappointment that even the hard heart of Mr Zulino was touched.

Why such haste? he inquired.

Because business of the most urgent kind requires that I should embark for England in a vessel which sails to-morrow, and I have not money enough to pay for my passage.

I can lend you some on the property, at a high rate of interest, said the agent.

Then do so, my dear sir, said Will earnestly, at any rate of interest you choose, and I will sign any papers you may require. My friend here, Captain Dall, will see that you are regularly paid. I assure you that I shall never forget the obligation.

Follow me, said Mr Zulino, rising and putting on his hat.

He led them to the office of a man who appeared to be connected with the law, and who drew up a paper which, being duly signed and witnessed, Mr Zulino put in his pocket, at the same time handing Will Osten a cheque for four hundred pounds.

Now, captain, said Will, with a deep sigh of relief, as they, once more issued into the street, well go and enjoy our supper.

Next morning Will Osten, with a small portmanteau containing his little all in his hand, and accompanied by Captain Dall and Mr Cupples, pushed his way through the crowded streets to the quay, where a boat awaited him.

Once more, Captain Dall, he said, turning round and grasping his friends hand, farewell! I am sorry  more so than I can tell  to leave you. May God prosper you wherever you go. Remember my messages to our friends at the gulch. Tell Larry and Bunco, and the trapper especially, that I feel almost like a criminal for giving them the slip thus. But how can I help it?

Of course, of course, said Captain Dall, returning the hearty squeeze of Wills hand, how could you? Love, like necessity, has no law  or, rather, itself is a law which all must obey. Good-bye, lad, and good luck attend ee.

Silently shaking hands with Mr Cupples, whose lugubrious expression seemed appropriate to the occasion, Will leaped into the boat and was soon rowing over the bay to the spot where the Roving Bess lay with her anchor tripped and her sails loose. On approaching, he saw that Mr Westwood and his wife were pacing the quarterdeck, but Flora was not visible, the reason being that that busy little woman was down in her fathers berth putting it to rights  arranging and re-arranging everything, and puzzling her brains with numerous little contrivances which were all meant to add to the comfort and snugness of the place  wonderfully ingenious contrivances, which could not have emanated from the brain of any woman but one who possessed a warm heart, an earnest soul, a sweet face, and a turned-up nose! She was a good deal dishevelled about the head, in consequence of her exertions, and rather flushed, and her eyes were a little moist. Perhaps she was sad at the thought of leaving San Francisco  but no  she was leaving no friends behind her there. That could not have been the cause!

The little round port-hole of the berth was open, and she stopped ever and anon in the midst of her operations to look out and listen to the variety of shouts and songs that came from the boats, vessels, and barges in the bay. Suddenly she stopped, turned her head the least bit to one side, and listened intently.

My dear, said Mr Westwood to his wife, standing on the deck and leaning over the bulwarks, exactly above the open port near to which Flora stood, can that be Mr Osten in yonder boat?

Floras bosom heaved, and her colour vanished.

I think it is  stay  no  it looks like  yes, it is he, said Mrs Westwood.

Floras face and neck became scarlet.

Presently the plash of oars were heard near the vessel, and next moment a boat approached, but not from such a quarter as to be visible from the port-hole.

Mind your starboard oar, said a deep voice, which caused Floras heart to beat against her chest, as if that dear little receptacle of good thoughts and warm feelings were too small to contain it, and it wanted to get out.

Good morning, Mr Osten, cried Mr Westwood, looking down.

Good morning, sir,  good morning, Mrs Westwood, answered Will, looking up.

It is very kind of you to take the trouble to come off to bid us good-bye, said Mr Westwood.

Flora trembled a little, and leaned upon the side of the berth.

I have not come to say good-bye, said Will (Floras eyes opened wide with astonishment), I am going  fend off, men, fend off, mind what you are about  I am going, he said, looking up with a smile, to sail with you to England.

A peculiar gleam shot from Floras eyes; the blood mantled again on her brow, and, sinking into a chair, she pressed her hands to her face and buried her head in her fathers pillow!




Chapter Seven.

Rambling Reminiscences of Absent Friends, and a Happy Termination.

On the evening of a cold December day  the last day of the year  many months after the occurrence of the events narrated in the last chapter, old Mrs Osten sat in her drawing-room, toasting her toes before a cheerful fire. The widow looked very happy, and, to say truth, she had good reason for being so, for her stalwart son had come home to her safe and sound, and was at that moment sitting by her side talking in a most amazing way about his Flora  referring to her as a sort of captive bird which had now no chance of escaping, saying that he meant to take her to Paris, and Switzerland, and Rome, and in summer to the English Lakes, and Killarney, and the Scotch Highlands.

In fact, mother, said Will, after that little event comes off, which is fixed to take place next week, I mean to act the part of Wandering Will over again under entirely new and much more interesting circumstances. Ah! mother, he continued with enthusiasm, how little did I think, when I was travelling through the wild regions of the far west, that I was being led to the spot where I should find such a wife!

Yes, dear, you were indeed led, said Mrs Osten, for that wild region was the very last place in the world to which you would have thought of going to look for a good wife, had you been guided by your own wisdom.

True, mother, most true. Gold is much more plentiful in that land than wives, either good or bad. I wonder how my old comrades are getting on there now. You remember Larry, mother, and Bunco. How I wish I could have had them all here at our wedding! You would have delighted in old Captain Dall, and Captain Blathers, too, hes not a bad fellow though rather wild, but Big Ben would have pleased you most  by the way, this is the last night of the year. I doubt not they will be remembering me to-night, and drinking my health in clear cold water from the crystal springs of the Sierra Nevada. Come, I will pledge them in the same beverage, said Will, seizing a glass of water that stood at his elbow; may success, in the highest sense of the word, attend them through life.

Amen, murmured the widow, as Will drained the glass; I hope they may get plenty of gold without catching the gold-fever, which is just another name for the love of gold, and that, you know, is the root of all evil. But go on telling me about your adventures, Will; I never tire of hearing you relate them.

Well, mother, Ill begin again, but if you will be for ever interrupting me with questions and remarks about Flora, I shall never get to the end of them. Now, then, listen.

Hereupon Will began to talk, and his mother to listen, with, we need scarcely say, intense interest.

Thus was the last night of that year passed in the drawing-room. Let us see how it was spent in the kitchen.

Yes, Jemimar, said Maryann, with her mouth full of buttered toast, I always said it, and I always thought it, and I always knowed it, that Master Will would come ome, and marry a sweet beautiful young lady, which as come true, if ever a profit spoke, since the day of Jackariah  let me fill your cup, my dear, praps youll and me the kettle, Richards.

The worthy coachman rose with alacrity to obey, and Jemima accepted the proffered cup of tea in the midst of a vain attempt to quiet the baby Richards, which happened to be unusually restive that night.

To think, too, continued Maryann with a laugh, that I should ave gone an mistook the dear creetur at first for a cannibal!

Maryhann, said Jemima, solemnly, I dont believe theres no such things as cannibals.

No more do I, Jemimar  did you speak, Mr Richards? inquired Maryann, with a sudden assumption of dignity.

The coachman, who was devotedly engaged with his fifth slice of buttered toast, protested solemnly that he had not spoken, but admitted that he had experienced a tendency to choke  owing to crumbs  just at the point when Maryann happened to allude to the cannibals. Maryann had a suspicion that the tendency to choke was owing to other causes than crumbs; but as she could not prove her point, and as the baby Richards took it into his head at that moment to burst into an unaccountable and vehement fit of laughter, she merely tossed her head, and resumed her observations.

No, Jemimar, nothing will ever convince me that there are any savages so depravated as to prefer a slice of uman flesh to a good beefsteak, an its my belief that that himperent Irishman, Larry OAle, inwented it all to gammon us.

I quite agree with you, Maryhann, said Jemima, who indeed always agreed with any proposition her friend chose to put forth; an I old that it is contrairy to uman reason to imagin such beastliness, much less to do it.

Here Richards had the temerity to observe that he wasnt quite sure that such things were never done; for, said he, I eard Mr Osten himself say as ow hed seen em do it, an surely he wouldnt go for to tell a lie. At which remark Jemima advised him to hold his tongue, and Maryann replied, with an expression of scorn, that she wondered to ear im. Did he suppose Master Will didnt sometimes indulge in a little armless jesting like other people? She would have added more, but unfortunately the crumbs got into Richards throat again, causing that sceptical man to grow red in the face, and give vent to sounds like mild choking.

Owever, observed Jemima, it dont matter now, as Mr William and is bride are safe ome again, and if Mr OAle also was fond of a joke, like other people, there is no arm in that. Poor fellow, I ope es well, an Mr Bunco too, though he is a Red Hindian.

Ear ear! said Richards, suddenly seizing his cup; let us drink their ealth, an the ealth of all their comrades, for this is the last night of the year, an by all accounts they wont likely be spendin it in the midst o such comforts an blessins as we does. Come, lasses, drink it merrily, fill yer glasses, let the teapot circle round.

The tone in which this proposal was made, and the fact that it was the last night of the year, induced Maryann to respond, with gracious condescension:  

Well, Richards, Im agreeable.

Here, then, said Richards, raising his cup on high, I give you the ealth of Mr Larry OAle, Mr Bunco, an all absent friends  wishin em luck, an lots o gold.

An a appy deliverance from these orrible countries, added Maryann.

I agree with you, Maryhann, said Jemima, draining her cup to the dregs in honour of the toast.

But how did Larry and his friends spend that last night of the year in the far-off golden land? Let Larry speak for himself, in a letter which was received by Will Osten, many months afterwards, and which we now give verbatim et literatim.

The letter in question was written in a remarkably cramped hand, on several very dirty sheets of blue ruled foolscap, folded with much care and crookedness, and fastened with a red wafer which bore the distinct impression of an extremely hard knuckle. It ran thus:  

Grizlie bar gultch first janooary.

Dear mister osten, i taik up my pen, the its litil i has to do wid sitch things, to let yoo no that this coms hopin your al wel as it leeves us  barrin bunko who overait hiself last nite at super but hees al rite again, yool be glad to larn that we hav diskivered lots o goold. wan day whin i wos up the straim i thowt id tri me luk in a hole, an faix didnt i turn up a nugit o puer goold as big as my hid. i tuk it down to the hous an didnt we spind a nite over it! its glad i was we had no likker for i do belaive weed have all got rorin drunk, as it was, sure we danced haf the nite to the myoosik of a kitle drum  an owld tin kitle it was, but we didnt mind that, niver a taist, for the nugit kep up our sperits. Wel, we wint an turned up the hole kuntry after that, an got heeps o goold. yool niver belaive it  there was nugits o all sises from a pay to a pitaity. Kaptin dal wint to sanfransisky last munth an hees paid of the det to mister zooleeno, interest an all, so yoor free, an theres a big sum in the bank, but i dont no ritely how much, but Kaptin dal is to rite yoo soon as to that an a good many other things, hes too much exited about the nugit just now to midle wid the pen, so hes maid me his depity, dee see, an its that saim im allways willin to be, for im at all times as kool as a kookumber, an had a first-rate eddikashun  good luk to the parish praist, anyhow  theres a good skreed to begin wid, an so as theres enuff in this part o me leter to kaip ye thinkin till dinner, ill just go out an have another dig in the straim an resoom me pen when i cum bak.

Wel, mister osten, as i wor saying, ive returned havin got nothin, bad skran to it, but a few small bits like a thimble, howsumeiver, that samell pay for sharpnin the tools, i now sit down to resoom me pen, as i said before i got up, but och! if ye heerd the row the other boys is goin on wid, yed find it as diffikilt to read this as i do to spel it. but niver mind, that saim dont mater much, for, as i said before, im allways kooll.

Wel  youve no notion what a work we hav wid the goold, bekais, dee see, weer pikin it up in handfulls, sumtimes wid a nugit, now an again, like yer fist, an the boys is raither exited, for ov koorse they kant al keep as kool as me  but let that pas. as I wor sayin, the row is diffinin for that blakgird Buckywangy is spinin a yarn as long as the mane yard o a sivinty-fore about wan o thim spalpeens in the kanible ilands as had his unkles darters waitin maid, as wor a slaiv, hashed up, wid two litle boys an a pig, into what hees got the face to call a Irish stu, an it didnt sit lit on the Kanibles stumick for the raisin they forgot the pepper  its not aisy to write wid sich blarny ringin in wans eers  an the boys larfin too as loud, amost as the nigers yel in the Kanible islands  be the way, that minds me o purty miss westwood as we met thair. its mistress osten sheel be by this no doubt, plaiz give her Larrys best respeks, an its wishin her good luck i am, an the saim to yersilf.

Yool be glad to heer that buncos found his wife, he wint away south for three or fore weeks, an brot her bak wid him, an she hadnt married nobody in his absence, the its urgin her purty hard they was. shees patchin a pair o me owld breeches at this minit while I write them lines, an is uncomon usful wid her needle, capn blathers says he had no notion before that wimin was so nisisary to man. but hees a dirty owld bachiler. the traper tawks o laivin us, im sory to say. hees a good harted man an a rail broth of a boy is big ben, but he dont take kindly to goold diggin, thats not to say he kant dig. hees made more nor most of us, an more be token he gave the most of it away to a poor retch of a feller as kaim hear sik an starvin on his way to sanfransisky. but big bens heart is in the roky mountins, i kan see that quite plain, i do belaiv he has a sowl above goold, an wood raither katch foxes an bars, he sais heel stop another month wid us an then make traks for his owld hants  just like the way we sailors long for the say after a spree on shore, the i must say non of us say-dogs have any longin as yit to smel salt water, big ben sais that this sort o work is nother good for body nor sowl  an, dee no, i half belaiv hees rite, for kool the i am i feels a litle feverish sometimes, i wos goin to tel ye a anikdot about mister cupples an a brown bar, but the boys are off to the straim again, so i must stop, but il resoom ritein after tay  hopin yool exkuse my fraquint interupshuns, mister ostin, il go.

Wel, heer i am again  just comed in wid a failin about my inside like a botimles pitt, but thats aisy kured. il taik up the pen after tay, only i want to tell ye weer in luk agin, i got fore nugits as big as walnuts, and heeps o smal wans, an the rest has got a dale o goold wan way or other, now for super.

There, the pitts fild up now. wel, whair was i. och! yes, it was about mister cupples an the brown bar. you must no that hees got the fever pritty bad, has mister cupples  the goold fever i mean, an goes off an owr or too before the rest of us waiks up of a mornin, but he dont make no more goold, which owld peter  yoo remimber owld peter, mister ostin  sais is a spechiel visitashun for his beein avaridgious. anyhow, he gits les slaip than the rest of us an no more goold. wel, as i wor sayin, he wint off wan mornin up the straim, an it so hapind that big ben and bunco wint in the saim direkshun. in the afternoon, as they was comin home, they turned off the trak an sot down to rest a bit. who shood they see comin along the trak soon arter but mister cupples. he was cumin along slow  meditatin like  for he always comed back slow from digin, as if he was loth to leav, but wint thair kuik enuff, anyhow, close behind him wos trotin a big brown bar. the bar didnt see him, by raisin that the trak was krookit and the skrub thik; but it was goin fast, and had almost overhawled mister cupples whin he wos cloas to the place whair the too men was hidin. heers fun, sais the traper, kokin his gun. bunco he grind, but didnt spaik. yool remimber, mister osten, bunco had a way of his own o grinin widout spaikin, but big ben sais his eyes more nor makes up for his tung. wel, just as he comes fornint the too men, mister cupples he heers a sound o futsteps behind him, an stops an turns round, heed no gun nor nothin wotsomiver wid him, havin left all the tools at the place he was digin. in a moment round the corner cums the bar ful swing, it was a sharp turn, and the site o the mate kuite took him aback, for he got up on his hind legs and showed al his grinders, mister cupples was also much took by surprise, but he suddently shook his fist in the bars face, an shoutid, ha, yoo raskal, as if he wor spaikin to a fellar creetur. whether it wos the length o the mates face, or not bein yoosed to convarsashun, no wan nos; but the bar he bout ship, clapt on all sail, and stood away up the gulch at the rait o 15 or 20 nots, while mister cupples he looked after him chuklin, an bunco and big ben too was larfin fit to bust their sides, the they larfed inside, like, for fear o diskiverin thimselves, but when big ben see the bar cleering off like that he up wid his gun, let drive, an put a bal kuite nate in the bak of his skul if mister cupples wasnt afeerd o the bar, he got a most awful frite by the shot, for yoo must no theres bin a dale o murtherin going on at the digins of lait, tho, be good luk, its not cum our way as yet, so he turned and run like al posesed. yoo no what long leggs hees got, faix, he cleerd the ground wid them like a peir o kumpasses, an he was out o site in no time, an cum heer pantin and blowin like a broken-winded steem-ingin. soon after that, big ben cum in wid the skin o the bar over his shoulder, and bunco caryin his too hams to smok, for bar hams ant bad aitin, let me tel yoo, if yoor hungry an not partickler. of koorse mister cupples hasnt had the life of a dog since, for the boys are for iver jokin him amost out of his siven sensis about that bar.

This is about all iv got to tell, mister osten, not but that i cud go on for paiges an paiges yit, given ee odds an ends o smal tawk an ginral nuse, for whin i wance begin wid the pen i niver no when to stop  its awthership il taik to, maybe, if iver i git into diffikultys  but its ov no yoos spinin out a yarn when its done, so il stop now, wishin ye all helth an hapines, wid the saim from all yer owld frinds at the grizlie bar gultch digins. they bid me say thail never forgit the hapy days theyve spent wid ye in the south says, an the forests of south ameriky an the roky mountins. but them days is all past an gon now. sure i sometimes feel as if the hole thing was a draim. dont you, mister osten. wid best wishes, yoors til deth.

Larry o hale.

p.s.  Plaze give my apologys to yoor muther for forgitin to send my respeks to her. also to maryan, whos a dasent woman av she wasnt so fond o fitein. also to richards an his beter haf gemima. Shees a good sowl too av she wasnt aflikted wid too ardint a desir to wair some of her husbands garmints. so no more at present from L.o.h.

We can add little to the record so graphically penned by Larry OHale, and it were well, perhaps, that, having spun our yarn out to the end, we should follow his example and write no more. But we feel that it would be unjust to the memory of our hero were we to dismiss him without a few words as to his subsequent career.

It happens sometimes, though we believe not frequently, that those who begin life with what may be called a wild burst settle down at last into quiet domestic men, whose chief delight it is to fight their battles oer again with sympathetic comrades, and to wander in dreams. Such was the case with Will Osten. Flora acted the part of a best-bower anchor to him all through life, and held him fast; but, if the whole truth must be told, it is our duty to add that Will did not strain hard at the cable! He rode easily in the calm harbour of home, which was seldom ruffled with gales  matrimonial or otherwise.

The success of his Californian estate was so great that, besides setting up in life the most of the comrades who had followed his fortunes, it placed himself beyond the necessity of working for his daily bread. Will did not, however, lead an idle life on that account. He recognised the great truth that he was answerable to his Creator for the management of his time and talents just as much as the man who has to earn his bread in the sweat of his brow, and he made it his chief aim in life to act the part of a faithful steward. That he did not succeed in this to the full extent of his wishes is certain, nevertheless his success must have been considerable if we are to believe the opinion of his friends, who used to say of him, with enthusiasm, that he was a blessing to the community in the midst of which he dwelt, for, in imitation of the Master whom he served, he went about continually doing good.

In process of time, several little boats (if we may be allowed the expression) appeared in the harbour and cast anchor alongside of Will; or, rather, attached themselves to the anchor which held him fast; and Flora was quite able to hold them all  though it must be admitted that she had infinitely more trouble with the little boats than she had with the big ship, for they had all wandering wills of their own, and, from the time of their first appearance, evinced a strong tendency to strain with tremendous vigour at their cables. Indeed, on several occasions, one or two of the boats attempted actually to cut their cables and make off, as the old ship had done before them, but Wills wisdom and Floras winning ways prevailed, and it was found that, having been trained in the way in which they should go from the commencement, they did not depart from that way when they grew old.

In reference to the early existence of this little flotilla, we may, with propriety, quote the opinion of Maryann  than whom there could not be a better witness, for she dwelt in Wills house, and nursed them all as she had nursed their father before them  superintended, of course, by old Mrs Osten, who dwelt in a cottage of her own hard by, and watched the rise and progress of her descendants for many a year with keen felicity. Maryann, in talking over matters with her faithful bosom friend, was wont to say:  

Yes, Jemimar, I never had two opinions about it, theyre the beautifulest an sweetest children I ever did ave had to do with  just as Master Will, their papa, was simularly so; but Im free to confess that they all has a surprisin sperrit. Theres Master William, now (I cant abear to call him Will, because that was the name as is father went by, and I old that in a sense it is sacred), theres Master William, though es only jist out o frocks an frilled trousers, and noo into blue tights an brass buttons, there e is, goin about the country on a pony as isnt much bigger than a Noofoundland dog, but goes over the edges an ditches in a way as makes my blood to curdle an my skin to creep, with that dear boy on is back and is tail flyin beind, an shoutin with a sort of wild delight that I do think is wicked  I do indeed, Jemimar, I give you my word I think it sinful, though, of course, e dont mean it so, poor child, and is father cheerin im on in a way that must sear is conscience wuss than a red ot iron, wich is mother echoes too! it is quite past my compreension. Then e comes ome sich a figur, with oles in is trousers an is ats squeezed flat an is jackets torn. But Master Charles aint a bit better. Though es scarcely able to walk e can ride like a jockey, an needs more mendin of is close than any six ordinary boys. Miss Flora, too, would be just as wild if she werent good and bidable, wich is er salvation; an the baby  oh! you wouldnt believe it! didnt I catch that hinfant, only the other day, tryin to throw a summerset in its bed, in imitation of Master William, an yesterday morning I caught Master Charles trying to teach it to ang on to the close-rope in the nursery by its toes! Its an awful trainin the poor things is gettin  an the only comfort I ave in em is, that their dear mother do constantly teach em the Bible  wich condemns all sich things,  an she do manage to make em fond o wisitin an considerin of the poor.

To which observations Jemima, holding up her hands and gazing at her bosom friend in sympathy, would reply that her own sentiments was hidentically simular, that things in general was to her most amazin, and that there was no accountin for nothin in this life, but that watever came of it she oped the family would live long an appy in a world, wich was, she must confess, a most perplexing mixture of good and evil, though of course she wasnt rightly able to understand or explain that, but she was sure of this anyhow, that, although she was by no means able to explain erself as well as she could wish, she knew that she wished well to every one who stuck to the golden rule like Mr and Mrs Osten.

With which sentiment, good reader, we shall conclude this chronicle of the life and adventures of Wandering Will, and respectfully bid you farewell.

THE END


UP IN THE CLOUDS
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Chapter One.

Balloon Voyages.

Treats of Early Efforts to Fly, etcetera.

It is mans nature to soar intellectually, and it seems to have been his ambition from earliest ages to soar physically.

Every one in health knows, or at some period of life must have known, that upward bounding of the spirit which induces a longing for the possession of wings, that the material body might be wafted upwards into those blue realms of light, which are so attractive to the eye and imagination of poor creeping man that he has appropriately styled them the heavens.

Man has envied the birds since the world began. Who has not watched, with something more than admiration, the easy gyrations of the sea-mew, and listened, with something more than delight, to the song of the soaring lark?

To fly with the body as well as with the mind, is a wish so universal that the benignant Creator Himself seems to recognise it in that most attractive passage in Holy Writ, wherein it is said that believers shall mount up with wings as eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they shall walk and not faint.

Of course man has not reached the middle of the nineteenth century without making numerous attempts to fly bodily up to the skies. Fortunately, however, such ambitious efforts have seldom been made except by the intellectually enthusiastic. Prosaic man, except in the case of the Tower of Babel, has remained content to gaze upwards with longing desire, and only a few of our species in the course of centuries have possessed temerity enough to make the deliberate effort to ride upon the wings of the wind.

Naturally, the first attempts were, like most beginnings, simple and imitative. The birds flew with wings, therefore man put on artificial wings and essayed to fly like the birds. It was not until many grievous disappointments and sad accidents had befallen him, that he unwillingly gave up wings in despair, and set to work to accomplish his ends by more cumbrous and complex machinery.

Very early in the worlds history, however, flying machines were made, some of which were doubtless intended by their honest inventors to carry men through the air, while others were mere shams, made by designing men, wherewith to impose upon the ignorant for wicked ends of their own; and some of these last were, no doubt, believed to be capable of the feats attributed to them.

The credulity of the ancients is not to be wondered at when we reflect on the magical illusions which science enables us to produce at the present day  illusions so vivid and startling that it requires the most elaborate explanations by adepts and philosophers to convince some among their audiences that what they think they see is absolutely not real! No wonder that the men of old had firm faith in the existence of all kinds of flying machines and creatures.

They believed that fiery dragons were created by infernal machination, which, although not what we may call natural creatures, were nevertheless supposed to rush impetuous through the sky, vomiting flames and scattering the seeds of pestilence far and wide. In those dark ages, writers even ventured to describe the method of imitating the composition of such terrific monsters! A number of large hollow reeds were to be bound together, then sheathed completely in skin, and smeared over with pitch and other inflammable matters. This light and bulky engine, when set on fire, launched during thick darkness from some cliff into the air, and borne along by the force of the wind, would undoubtedly carry conviction to the minds of the populace, whilst it would fill them with amazement and terror!

Sometimes, however, those who attempted to practise on the credulity of their fellows were themselves appalled by the results of their contrivances. Such was the case so late as the year 1750, when a small Roman Catholic town in Swabia was almost entirely burnt to ashes by an unsuccessful experiment made by some of the lowest order of priests for the astonishment, if not the edification, of their flocks. An attempt was made by them to represent the effigy of Martin Luther, whom the monks believed to be in league with Satan, under the form of a winged serpent with a forked tail and hideous claws. Unfortunately Martins effigy, when ignited, refused to fly, and, instead of doing what was required of it, fell against the chimney of a house to which it set fire. The flames spread furiously in every direction, and were not subdued until the town was nearly consumed.

In the early part of the sixteenth century a very determined attempt at flying was made by an Italian who visited Scotland, and was patronised by James the Fourth. He gained the favour of that monarch by holding out to him hopes of replenishing his treasury by means of the philosophers stone. The wily Italian managed, by his plausible address, to obtain a position which replenished, to some degree, his own empty purse, having been collated by royal favour to the abbacy of Tungland, in Galloway. Being an ingenious fellow, and somewhat, apparently, of an enthusiast, he spent some of his leisure time in fashioning a pair of huge wings of various plumage, with which he actually undertook to fly through the air from the walls of Stirling Castle to France! That he believed himself to be capable of doing so seems probable, from the fact that he actually made the attempt, but fell to the ground with such violence as to break his leg. He was sharp-witted, however, for instead of retiring crest-fallen at his failure, he coolly accounted for the accident by saying, My wings were composed of various feathers; among them were the feathers of dunghill fowls, and they, by a certain sympathy, were attracted to the dunghill; whereas, had my wings been composed of eagles feathers alone, the same sympathy would have attracted them to the region of the air!

About a century later a poor monk, whose boldness and enterprise were more conspicuous than his prudence, attempted a similar feat. He provided himself with a gigantic pair of wings, constructed on a principle propounded by the rector of the grammar school of Tubingen, in 1617, and, leaping from the top of a high tower, fell to the ground, broke both his legs, and lost his life.

It was long before men came to see and admit that in regard to this they were attempting to accomplish the impossible.

There can be no doubt that it is absolutely impossible for man to fly by the simple power of his own muscles, applied to any sort of machinery whatever. This is not an open question. That man may yet contrive to raise himself in the air by means of steam or electricity, or some other motive power, remains to be seen. It does not seem probable, but no one can say authoritatively that it is impossible. It is demonstrable, however, that to rise, or even to remain suspended, in the air by means of machinery impelled by human force alone is a feat which is as much an impossibility as it is for a man, by the strength of his own legs, to leap thirty or forty times his own length,  a grasshopper can do that easily, and a bird can fly easily, but a man cannot, and never will be able to do so, because his peculiar conformation forbids it.

This was first demonstrated by Borelli, an eminent Italian mathematician and philosopher, who lived in a fertile age of discovery, and was thoroughly acquainted with the true principles of mechanics and pneumatics. He showed, by accurate calculation, the prodigious force which in birds must be exerted and maintained by the pectoral muscles with which the all-wise Creator has supplied them, and, by applying the same principles to the structure of the human frame, he proved how extremely disproportionate was the strength of the corresponding muscles in man. In fact, the man who should attempt to fly like a bird would be guilty of greater folly and ignorant presumption than the little infant who should endeavour to perform the feats of a gladiator! It is well for man in all things to attain, if possible, to a knowledge of what certainly lies beyond his powers, for such knowledge prevents the waste and misdirection of energies, as well as saving from disappointment and other evil results.

But many of those enthusiasts, who have attempted at various periods of the worlds history to fly, did not fall into the error which we have attempted to point out. On the contrary, they went intelligently to work; their only aim being modestly to fly somewhat after the manner of a bird, but they all failed; nevertheless one philosopher, of modern times, stoutly continued to assert the opinion that there is no impossibility in man being able to fly apparently, though not really, like a bird. He did not hold that man could ever fly as high, or as far, or as fast, or in any degree as easily, as a bird. All that he ventured to say was, that he might perhaps fly somewhat like one.

As the plan of this philosopher is rather curious, we shall detail it.

It is well known that balloons, filled with appropriate gas, will rise. Big balloons and little ones are equally uppish in their tendencies. It is also known that rotundity of form is not essential to the successful rising of a balloon. Well, then, says this philosopher, what is to prevent a man making two balloons, flattish, and in the form of wings, which, instead of flying away with him, as ordinary balloons would infallibly do, should be so proportioned to his size and weight as that they would not do more than raise him an inch or so off the ground, and so keep him stotting and bobbing lightly about, something like the bright thin india-rubber balls with which children are wont to play now-a-days?

Having attained this position of, so to speak, readiness to fly, there is nothing to prevent him from propelling himself gently along the surface of the ground by means of fans, or, if you choose, small flexible cloth wings attached to the hands and arms. The legs might also be brought into play a little. It is obvious, however, that such wings would require to be mounted only in calm weather, for a breeze of wind would infallibly sweep the flyer off the face of the earth! We would only observe, in conclusion, that, however ridiculous this method of flying may appear in your eyes, this at least may be said in its favour, that whereas all other plans that have been tried have signally failed, this plan has never failed  never having been tried! We throw the idea before a discriminating public, in the hope that some aspiring enthusiast, with plenty of means and nerve, and no family to mourn his loss, may one day prove, to the confusion of the incredulous, that our plan is not a mere flight of imagination!

When men began to find that wings refused in any circumstances to waft them to the realms of ether, they set about inventing aerial machines in which to ascend through the clouds and navigate the skies.

In the fourteenth century a glimmering of the true principles on which a balloon could be constructed was entertained by Albert of Saxony, a monk of the order of Saint Augustin, but he never carried his theories into practice. His opinion was that, since fire is more attenuated than air, and floats above the region of our atmosphere, all that was necessary would be to enclose a portion of such ethereal substance in a light hollow globe which would thus be raised to a certain height, and kept suspended in the sky, and that by introducing a portion of air into the globe it would be rendered heavier than before, and might thus be made to descend. This was in fact the statement of the principles on which fire-balloons were afterwards constructed and successfully sent up, excepting that air heated by fire, instead of fire itself, was used.

Others who came after Albert of Saxony held the same theory, but they all failed to reduce it to practice, and most of these men coupled with their correct notions on the subject, the very erroneous idea that by means of masts, sails, and a rudder, a balloon might be made to sail through the air as a ship sails upon the sea. In this they seem to have confounded two things which are dissimilar, namely, a vessel driven through water, and a vessel floating in air.

The fallacy here may be easily pointed out. A ship is driven through water by a body in motion, namely, wind, while its rudder is dragged through a body comparatively at rest, namely, water; hence the rudder slides against or is pushed against the water, and according as it is turned to one side or the other, it is pushed to one side or the other, the stern of the ship going along with it, and the bow, of course, making a corresponding motion in the opposite direction. Thus the ship is turned or steered, but it is manifest that if the ship were at rest there would be no pushing of the rudder by the water  no steering. On the other hand, if, though the ship were in motion, the sea was also flowing at the same rate with the wind, there would be no flowing of water past the ship, the rudder would not be acted on, and the vessel could not be steered.

Now a balloon, carried by the wind, cannot be steered by a rudder, because it does not, like the ship, rest half in one medium which is in motion, and half in another medium which is at rest. There is no sliding of any substance past its side, no possibility therefore of pushing a rudder against anything. All floats along with the wind.

If, however, the balloon could be made to go faster than the wind, then steering would at once become possible; but sails cannot accomplish this, because, although wind can drive a ship faster than water flows, wind cannot drive a substance faster than itself flows.

The men of old did not, however, seem to take these points into consideration. It yet remains to be seen whether steam shall ever be successfully applied to aerial machines, but this may certainly be assumed in the meantime, that, until by some means a balloon is propelled faster than the wind through the atmosphere, sails will be useless, and steering, or giving direction, impossible.

It was believed, in those early times, when scientific knowledge was slender, that the dew which falls during the night is of celestial origin, shed by the stars, and drawn by the sun, in the heat of the day, back to its native skies. Many people even went the length of asserting that an egg, filled with the morning dew, would, as the day advanced, rise spontaneously into the air. Indeed one man, named Father Laurus, speaks of this as an observed fact, and gravely gives directions how it is to be accomplished. Take, says he, a gooses egg, and having filled it with dew gathered fresh in the morning, expose it to the sun during the hottest part of the day, and it will ascend and rest suspended for a few moments. Father Laurus must surely have omitted to add that a gooses brains in the head of the operator was an element essential to the success of the experiment!

But this man, although very ignorant in regard to the nature of the substances with which he wrought, had some quaint notions in his head. He thought, for instance, that if he were to cram the cavity of an artificial dove with highly condensed air, the imprisoned fluid would impel the machine in the same manner as wind impels a sail. If this should not be found to act effectively, he proposed to apply fire to it in some way or other, and, to prevent the machine from being spirited away altogether by that volatile element, asbestos, or some incombustible material, was to be used as a lining. To feed and support this fire steadily, he suggested a compound of butter, salts, and orpiment, lodged in metallic tubes, which, he imagined, would at the same time heighten the whole effect by emitting a variety of musical tones like an organ!

Another man, still more sanguine than the lest in his aerial flights of fancy, proposed that an ascent should be attempted by the application of fire as in a rocket to an aerial machine. We are not, however, told that this daring spirit ever ventured to try thus to invade the sky.

There can be no doubt that much ingenuity, as well as absurdity, has been displayed in the various suggestions that have been made from time to time, and occasionally carried into practice. One man went the length of describing a huge apparatus, consisting of very long tin pipes, in which air was to be compressed by the vehement action of fire below. In a boat suspended from the machine a man was to sit and direct the whole by the opening and shutting of valves.

Another scheme, more ingenious but not less fallacious, was propounded in 1670 by Francis Lana, a Jesuit, for navigating the air. This plan was to make four copper balls of very large dimensions, yet so extremely thin that, after the air had been extracted, they should become, in a considerable degree, specifically lighter than the surrounding medium. Each of his copper balls was to be about 25 feet in diameter, with the thickness of only the 225th part of an inch, the metal weighing 365 pounds avoirdupois, while the weight of the air which it should contain would be about 670 pounds, leaving, after a vacuum had been formed, an excess of 305 pounds for the power of ascension. The four balls would therefore, it was thought, rise into the air with a combined force of 1220 pounds, which was deemed by Lana to be sufficient to transport a boat completely furnished with masts, sails, oars, and rudders, and carrying several passengers. The method by which the vacuum was to be obtained was by connecting each globe, fitted with a stop-cock, to a tube of at least thirty-five feet long; the whole being filled with water; when raised to the vertical position the water would run out, the stop-cocks would be closed at the proper time, and the vacuum secured. It does not seem to have entered the head of this philosopher that the weight of the surrounding atmosphere would crush and destroy his thin exhausted receivers, but he seems to have been alarmed at the idea of his supposed discovery being applied to improper uses, such as the passing of desperadoes over fortified cities, on which they might rain down fire and destruction from the clouds!

Perhaps the grandest of all the fanciful ideas that have been promulgated on this subject was that of Galien, a Dominican friar, who proposed to collect the fine diffused air of the higher regions, where hail is formed, above the summit of the loftiest mountains, and to enclose it in a cubical bag of enormous dimensions  extending more than a mile every way! This vast machine was to be composed of the thickest and strongest sail-cloth, and was expected to be capable of transporting through the air a whole army with all their munitions of war!

There were many other devices which men hit upon, some of which embraced a certain modicum of truth mixed with a large proportion of fallacy. Ignorance, more or less complete, as to the principles and powers with which they dealt, was, in days gone by, the cause of many of the errors and absurdities into which men were led in their efforts to mount the atmosphere. Our space, however, forbids further consideration of this subject, which is undoubtedly one of considerable interest, and encircled with a good deal of romance.

Turning away from all those early and fanciful speculations, we now come to that period in the history of balloon voyaging, or aeronautics, when true theories began to be philosophically applied, and ascending into the skies became an accomplished fact.




Chapter Two.

The First Balloons.

The germ of the invention of the balloon lies in the discovery of Mr Cavendish, made in 1766, that hydrogen gas, called inflammable air, is at least seven times lighter than atmospheric air. Founding on this fact, Dr Black of Edinburgh proved by experiment that a very thin bag, filled with this gas, would rise to the ceiling of a room.

In Dr Thomsons History of Chemistry, an anecdote, related by Mr Benjamin Bell, refers to this as follows:  

Soon after the appearance of Mr Cavendishs paper on hydrogen gas, in which he made an approximation to the specific gravity of that body, showing that it was at least ten times lighter than common air, Dr Black invited a party of friends to supper, informing them that he had a curiosity to show them. Dr Hutton, Mr Clerk of Eldin, and Sir George Clerk of Penicuik, were of the number. When the company invited had arrived, he took them into a room where he had the allantois of a calf filled with hydrogen gas, and, upon setting it at liberty, it immediately ascended and adhered to the ceiling. The phenomenon was easily accounted for; it was taken for granted that a small black thread had been attached to the allantois, that the thread passed through the ceiling, and that some one in the apartment above, by pulling the thread, elevated it to the ceiling, and kept it in its position! This explanation was so plausible, that it was agreed to by the whole company, though, like many other plausible theories, it turned out wholly fallacious, for, when the allantois was brought down, no thread whatever was found attached to it. Dr Black explained the cause of the ascent to his admiring friends; but such was his carelessness of his own reputation, that he never gave the least account of this curious experiment even to his class, and several years elapsed before this obvious property of hydrogen gas was applied to the elevation of balloons.

Cavallo made the first practical attempts with hydrogen gas six years later, but he only succeeded in causing soap-bubbles to ascend.

At last the art of aerial navigation was discovered in France, and in 1782 the first ascent was made. The triumph was achieved by Stephen and Joseph Montgolfier, sons of a wealthy paper-maker who dwelt at Annonay, on the banks of a rivulet which flows into the Rhone, not far from Lyons.

These brothers were remarkable men. Although bred in a remote provincial town, and without the benefit of a liberal education, they were possessed in a high degree of ingenuity and the spirit of observation. They educated themselves, and acquired an unusually large stock of information, which their inventive and original minds led them to apply in new fields of speculation. They were associated in business with their father, a man who passed his quiet days like a patriarch amidst a large family and a numerous body of dependants, until he reached the advanced age of ninety-three.

Stephen devoted himself chiefly to the study of mathematics, Joseph to chemistry; and they were accustomed to form their plans in concert. It appears that they had long contemplated, with philosophical interest, the floating and ascent of clouds in the air, and when they heard of or read Cavendishs theories in regard to different kinds of air, it at once struck them that by enclosing some gas lighter than the atmosphere in a bag, a weight might be raised from the earth into the air.

The brothers Montgolfier were men of that vigorous stamp who act promptly on receiving their convictions. At once they set about experimenting, and constructed large bags of paper,  the substance which naturally came readiest to their hands, and which appeared to them to be best suited to their purpose. These were filled with hydrogen gas, which raised them to the ceiling; but, owing to the escape of the gas through the pores and cracks of the case, those embryo balloons descended in a few minutes. Instead of varnishing the paper to prevent the escape of the gas, and supposing, erroneously, that the fault lay in the latter, they sought about for a new gas more suitable to the paper. This they found, as they supposed, in the gas which resulted from the combustion of wet straw and wool, which had an upward tendency, they thought, on account of its electrical properties, which caused it to be repelled from the ground. It is scarcely necessary now to point out that the true cause of the upward tendency lay in the rarefaction of the air by the heat of the fire, and that hot air has a tendency to rise because its bulk is greatly increased beyond the same quantity of the surrounding cold air.

Although wrong in assigning the cause of the result, they were right in the application of it. While on a visit to Avignon Joseph Montgolfier procured a silk bag having a small opening at its lower end, and a capacity of about fifty cubic feet. Under the orifice some paper was burnt; the air inside was heated and expanded so as to fill the bag, which, when let go, soared rapidly up to the height of seventy or eighty feet, where it remained until the air cooled and allowed it to descend. Thus did the first balloon ascend in the month of November 1782.

Delighted with their success, the indefatigable brothers resolved to make further experiment on a larger scale. They procured a quantity of packcloth or coarse linen, formed it into a globe about ninety feet in circumference, lined it with paper, and lighted a fire under it in an iron choffer. This balloon went up with a force which they estimated as equivalent to 500 pounds.

After this the Montgolfiers appeared to have become ambitious of accomplishing greater things, and giving to their discoveries publicity; for we are told that, they invited the members of the provincial meeting of the states of the Vivarais, then assembled at Annonay, to witness the first public aerial ascent. On the 5th June 1783, amidst a very large concourse of spectators, the spherical bag or balloon, consisting of different pieces of linen, merely buttoned together, was suspended from cross poles. Two men kindled a fire under it, and kept feeding the flame with small bundles of chopped straw. The loose bag gradually swelled, assuming a graceful form, and in the space of five minutes it was completely distended, and made such an effort to escape that eight men were required to hold it down.

On a signal being given the stays were slipped, and the balloon instantly rose with an accelerating motion till it reached some height, when its velocity continued uniform, and carried it to an elevation of more than a mile. All was admiration and transport. Amidst the shouts of unbounded applause, the progress of the artificial cloud retiring from sight arrested every eye. It was hurried along by the wind; but its buoyant force being soon spent, it remained suspended only ten minutes, and fell gently in a vineyard at a distance of about a mile and a half from the place of its ascension. So memorable a feat lighted up the glow of national vanity, and the two Montgolfiers were hailed and exalted by the spontaneous impulse of their fellow-citizens.

This event created a sensation not only in France but over the whole of Europe. In Paris, particularly, the effect on all classes was so great that they determined to have the experiment repeated, set a subscription on foot, and appointed a scientific man named Charles, and two brothers of the name of Robert, to construct a balloon. This they did, but instead of applying the Montgolfier motive power  heated air  they used hydrogen gas, procured by the action of diluted sulphuric acid upon iron filings. Their balloon, which was made of thin silk, varnished with a solution of elastic gum, was a much nearer approach to the balloon of modern days than that of Montgolfier. It was a great success; it rose and remained suspended at a height of 100 feet, in which state it was conveyed with acclamation to the Place des Victoires, where it rested and underwent some repairs. At midnight it was conveyed in solemn procession by torchlight, and guarded by a detachment of horse, to the Champ de Mars, where, on the following day, the whole world of Paris turned out to witness another ascent. The balloon went up to the sound of cannon, and in two minutes reached a height of 3000 feet, when it was lost for a time in a dark cloud, but speedily reappeared still higher. After a flight of fifteen miles, performed in three-quarters of an hour, it sunk to the ground in a field near Ecouen, where it was secured by the peasants.

The Parisians now appeared to become balloon-mad. The Royal Academy of Sciences invited Joseph Montgolfier to repeat his experiments, and another balloon was prepared by him of coarse linen with a paper lining, which, however, was destroyed by incessant and violent rain before it could be tried. Undeterred by this, another was constructed by him, which ascended from Versailles on the 19th of September 1783.

This balloon deserves peculiar notice as being the first which carried up living creatures. A sheep, a cockerel, and a duck, were the first aeronauts! They ascended to a height of about 1500 feet; remained suspended for a time, and descended some two miles off in perfect safety  indeed we may say in perfect comfort, for the sheep was discovered to be quietly feeding when it returned to the earth!

The practicability of ballooning being now fairly established, men soon began to venture their own persons in the frail cars. A young and enthusiastic naturalist named Rozier leaped into the car of another of Montgolfiers balloons soon after this, and ascended in safety to an elevation of about 300 feet, but on this occasion the balloon was held down by ropes. The ice, however, was broken, and bolder attempts quickly followed.




Chapter Three.

Early Attempts at Aerial Navigation.

The first free and unfettered balloon voyage was performed very soon after the event mentioned at the end of the last chapter. It was a daring attempt, and attended with great danger.

A balloon made by Montgolfier was used. It was 75 feet high, 45 feet wide, and spheroidal in form  heated air being the motive power. The bold aeronauts, on this occasion, were the naturalist Rozier and the Marquis dArlandes, a major of infantry. From the gardens of the Château of Muetta they ascended on the 21st November 1783.

In the car there was a quantity of ballast, and a provision of straw to feed the fire. The balloon mounted at first with a majestic steady motion, gazed at in breathless wonder by thousands of spectators, who assembled not only in the neighbourhood of the Château, but clustered on every point of vantage in Paris.

When the daring voyagers reached a considerable height, they took off their hats and waved them to their friends below, and the multitude  realising, perhaps, that that which in former ages had been deemed the dream of visionaries, was at last an accomplished fact  responded with enthusiastic acclamations until the balloon passed upwards through the clouds and was lost to view.

It would seem that these first aeronauts were of different temperaments; for, after they had reached a height of nearly 3000 feet, and the earth was no longer distinguishable, the Marquis began to think that he had seen enough of the upper regions, would fain have descended, and murmured against his companion, who still kept feeding the fire. Apparently his alarm was justifiable, for Rozier continued recklessly to heap on fuel, until he almost set the balloon on fire. On hearing some cracks from the top, and observing some holes burning in its sides, the Marquis became so alarmed that he compelled his companion to desist, and with wet sponges stopped the conflagration, which had actually begun.

When the fire diminished, however, the balloon began to descend much quicker than was safe or agreeable, and the marquis himself began to throw fresh straw on the fire to enable them to clear the roofs of Paris. This they did very dexterously, considering that they were so unaccustomed to such navigation, throwing on just as much fuel as was sufficient for the purpose, and keeping clear of steeples and chimneys until they alighted in safety beyond the Boulevards. Their voyage lasted about half-an-hour, and they described a track of six miles around Paris, having ascended to a height of 3000 feet.

Thus was the first balloon voyage successfully accomplished by the French; and the Montgolfiers, besides enjoying the triumph which their persevering efforts deserved, were awarded the annual prize  six hundred livres  of the Academy of Sciences. The elder brother was invited to Court, decorated with the badge of Saint Michael, and received a patent of nobility; while the younger received a pension and a sum of forty thousand livres wherewith to prosecute his experiments with balloons.

The great success of the Montgolfier balloons naturally threw the efforts of Monsieur Charles and the brothers Robert into the shade. Nevertheless those gentlemen had got hold of a better principle than their rivals; and, knowing this, they resolved to convince the sceptical by constructing another balloon. They wisely began by obtaining subscriptions to enable them to carry out their designs, and finally succeeded in making a globe formed of tiffany, covered with elastic varnish, which was twenty-eight feet in diameter. This they filled with hydrogen gas. Some idea of their difficulties and expenses may be gathered from the fact that the mere filling of the balloon required an apparatus which cost about 400 pounds sterling, one-half of which was expended on the production of the gas alone.

The ascent of this balloon deserves to be regarded with special interest, because, besides being the first hydrogen balloon which carried up human beings, it was the first in which scientific observations were made and recorded. Monsieur Charles was a lecturer on natural philosophy, and, like our own great aeronaut, Mr Glaisher, does not seem to have been content to produce merely a spectacle, but went up to the realms of ether with an intelligent and scientific eye; for we read of him recording the indications of the thermometer and barometer at different heights and under various conditions.

There were many accidents and delays in the construction of this balloon; but at last, on the 1st December 1783, it was taken to the Tuileries and there filled with gas. The process was slow, as the gas had to be generated in large quantities by means of diluted sulphuric acid and iron filings put into wooden casks disposed round a large cistern, from which it was conveyed through water in long leaden pipes. To keep the impatient populace quiet, therefore, during the tedious operation, Montgolfier sent up one of his fire-balloons.

At last, when it was sufficiently filled, Messieurs Charles and Robert stepped into the car, which was ballasted with sandbags, and the ropes were let go. It went up with slow and solemn motion, at the rate of about five miles an hour. The car, writes a reporter of the day in language more inflated than the balloon itself, ascending amidst profound silence and admiration, allowed, in its soft and measured ascent, the bystanders to follow with their eyes and hearts two interesting men, who, like demigods, soared to the abode of the immortals, to receive the reward of intellectual progress, and carry the imperishable name of Montgolfier. After the globe had reached the height of 2000 feet, it was no longer possible to distinguish the aerial navigators; but the coloured pennants which they waved in the air testified their safety and their tranquil feelings. All fears were now dissipated; enthusiasm succeeded to astonishment; and every demonstration was given of joy and applause.

The period of flight was an hour and three-quarters, which, for those early days of the art, was a pretty long voyage. By throwing over ballast the voyagers ascended, and by letting off gas they descended at pleasure; and they observed that during an hour, while they were exposed to the suns rays, the gas was heated up to the temperature of fifty-five degrees of Fahrenheits scale, which had the effect of sensibly increasing the buoyancy of the balloon. They descended safely on the meadow of Nesle, about twenty-five miles from Paris.

But, not content with what he had accomplished, Monsieur Charles made a sudden resolve to have another flight alone. The shades of night were falling, and the sun had already set, when the enthusiastic aeronaut re-entered the car, and, casting off the grapnels, began his solitary night voyage. He was well rewarded. The balloon shot up with such celerity as to reach the height of about two miles in ten minutes, and the sun rose again to him in full orb! From his lofty station he watched it until it set again below the distant horizon. Probably Monsieur Charles was the first man in the world on whom the sun thus rose and set twice in the same day!

In such regions, at that romantic period of night, the aeronaut, as might have been expected, saw strange unearthly sights. Rising vapours concealed the lower world from view, and the moon shed her pale rays on accumulated masses of clouds, casting various hues over their fantastic and changing forms. No wonder that one thus surrounded by objects of awful grandeur and sublimity, left, as it were, more completely alone with God than any of his fellow-mortals, found it impossible to refrain from giving vent to his emotion in tears.

Monsieur Charles did not remain long at this elevation. As the cold was excessive, and night advancing, he deemed it prudent to descend; opened the safety-valve, out of which the gas rushed like a misty vapour with a whistling noise, and, after the lapse of a little more than half an hour, alighted in safety near the wood of Tour du Lay, having travelled about nine miles.

After this, balloon ascents became frequent. We cannot here give a particular account of each, even if it were desirable to do so, but, before passing to the consideration of the more recent voyages, we shall run over a few facts and incidents that occurred during the early period of aerial navigation.

The first lady who went up in a balloon was a Madame Thiblé. She ascended from Lyons on 28th June 1784 with a Monsieur Fleurant in a fire-balloon. This lady of Lyons mounted to the extraordinary elevation of 13,500 feet  at least so it was estimated. The flagstaff, a pole of fourteen pounds weight, was thrown out and took seven minutes to reach the ground. The thermometer dropped to minus 43 degrees Fahrenheit, and the voyagers felt a ringing sensation in their ears.

The first long voyage accomplished was about the same period, by a balloon constructed by Monsieur Robert, which was filled with hydrogen. It was 56 feet in height, and 36 in diameter. The Duke de Chartres ascended in it along with Robert and two others to a considerable height, and in five hours performed a voyage of 135 miles. This machine was furnished with a helm and four oars, for men still laboured under the erroneous belief that it was possible to direct the course of a balloon.

One of the most interesting balloon voyages of the last century was that of Monsieur Testu. He ascended from Paris on the 18th June 1786 in a balloon of glazed tiffany, 29 feet in diameter, which was constructed by himself. It was filled with hydrogen, and had wings as well as oars! When the aeronaut deemed it advisable to descend, he attempted to do so by using the wings. These had little or no power, but the gradual waste of gas lowered him until he alighted safely in a corn field in the plain of Montmorency. Here he began to collect stones without quitting the car; but while thus engaged, was seized by the proprietor of the field with a troop of peasants, who demanded indemnification for the damage alleged to have been done by him. Poor Testu assured them that his wings being broken, he was at their mercy, whereupon the stupid and ill-natured boors seized the stay of the balloon, which floated some height above the ground, and dragged him in triumph towards their village. Their triumph, however, was short-lived. Finding that the loss of his wings and some other articles had lightened him considerably, he quietly cut the cord and bade the clowns an abrupt farewell!

Testu then rose to the clouds, where he experienced the violence and witnessed the grandeur of a thunderstorm, the terrible nature of which was greatly increased when night closed in, while lightning flashed on all sides, thunder reverberated in the sky, and sleet fell copiously around him. On this voyage he saw some hunters in a field, and descended to observe them! He remained out all night, saw the sun set and rise, and finally alighted near the village of Campremi, about sixty-three miles from Paris.




Chapter Four.

The first Aerial Voyages made in Great Britain  Succeeding Ascents.

The credit of the first aerial voyage made in Great Britain has usually been given to Vincenzo Lunardi, an Italian. There is ground for believing, however, that the first balloon voyage was performed by a Scotchman, as the following extract from Chambers Book of Days will show:  

It is generally supposed that Lunardi was the first person who ascended by means of a balloon in Great Britain, but he certainly was not. A very poor man, named James Tytler, who then lived in Edinburgh, supporting himself and family in the humblest style of garret or cottage life by the exercise of his pen, had this honour. He had effected an ascent at Edinburgh on the 27th of August 1784, just nineteen days previous to Lunardi. Tytlers ascent, however, was almost a failure, by his employing the dangerous and unmanageable Montgolfier principle. After several ineffectual attempts, Tytler, finding that he could not carry up his fire-stove with him, determined, in the maddening desperation of disappointment, to go without this his sole sustaining power. Jumping into his car, which was no other than a common crate used for packing earthenware, he and the balloon ascended from Comely Garden, and immediately afterwards fell in the Restalrig Road. For a wonder, Tytler was uninjured; and though he did not reach a greater altitude than 300 feet, nor traverse a greater distance than half a mile, yet his name must ever be mentioned as that of the first Briton who ascended with a balloon, and the first man who ascended in Britain.

Tytler was the son of a clergyman of the Church of Scotland, and had been educated as a surgeon; but being of an eccentric and erratic genius, he adopted literature as a profession, and was the principal editor of the first edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Becoming embroiled in politics, he published a handbill of a seditious tendency, and consequently was compelled to seek a refuge in America, where he died in 1805, after conducting a newspaper at Salem, in New England, for several years.

The voyage of Vincenzo Lunardi was made in September 1784. His letters to a friend, in which he comments on the manners and customs of the English, are very amusing. His balloon was of the ordinary spherical shape, made of the best oiled silk, about 520 yards of which were used in its construction. It was filled with hydrogen gas, and provided with car, oars, and wings. The car consisted simply of a wooden platform surrounded by a breast high railing, and the oars and wings were intended, the one to check, by a vertical motion, the rapidity of descent, and the other to act as sails when becalmed in the upper regions of cloudland. He requested permission to make Chelsea Hospital the scene of his first aerial exploit, and the Governor, Sir George Howard, with the full approval of His Majesty King George the Third, gave his consent. He accordingly made all necessary arrangements for an ascent, and his fondest expectations seemed about to be realised. He was, however, doomed to disappointment, owing to the failure of a rival balloon. Writing to a friend at this time he says, The events of this extraordinary island are as variable as its climate. It was but lately everything relating to my undertaking wore a favourable and pleasing appearance, but I am at this moment overwhelmed with anxiety, vexation, and despair.

This rival balloon was constructed by a Frenchman named De Moret, who, having succeeded in attracting a concourse of fifty or sixty thousand people to see his ascent, failed in the primary part of his undertaking,  that of filling his balloon. The people, after waiting patiently for three hours, and supposing the whole affair an imposture, rushed in and tore it to pieces. In consequence of this failure, and the riots with which it was followed, the Governor forbade Signor Lunardi to make his ascent from Chelsea Hospital grounds. He writes again to his friend, The national prejudice of the English against France is supposed to have its full effect on a subject from which the literati of England expect to derive but little honour. An unsuccessful attempt has been made by a Frenchman, and my name being that of a foreigner, a very excusable ignorance in the people may place me among the adventurers of that nation, who are said to have sometimes distinguished themselves here by ingenious impositions. In vain did he try to obtain another place to launch his aerial ship; he was laughed at and ridiculed as an impostor, and the colleague of De Moret. At length, after much exertion, he obtained leave to ascend from the ground of the Honourable Artillery Company. By twelve oclock on the day fixed for the ascension, an immense mass of people had assembled, including the Prince of Wales. The filling of the balloon caused some delay, but, in order to keep the patience of the populace within control, it was only partially filled. At five minutes past two the balloon ascended amid the loud acclamations of the assembled multitudes, and Signor Lunardi had proved himself no impostor. He writes to his friend, The stillness, extent, and magnificence of the scene rendered it highly awful. My horizon seemed a perfect circle, the terminating line several hundred miles in circumference; this I conjectured from the view of London, the extreme points of which formed an angle only a few degrees. It was so reduced on the great scale before me that I can find no simile to convey an idea of it. I could distinguish Saint Pauls and other churches from the houses; I saw the streets as lines, all animated with beings whom I knew to be men and women, but which otherwise I should have had a difficulty in describing. It was an enormous bee-hive, but the industry of it was suspended. All the moving mass seemed to have no object but myself, and the transition from the suspicion, perhaps contempt, of the preceding hour, to the affectionate transport, admiration, and glory of the present moment, was not without its effect on my mind. It seemed as if I had left below all the cares and passions that molest mankind. I had not the slightest sense of motion in the machine; I knew not whether it went swiftly or slowly, whether it ascended or descended, whether it was agitated or tranquil, but by the appearance or disappearance of objects on the earth. The height had not the effect which a much less degree of it has near the earth, that of producing giddiness. The gradual diminution of objects, and the masses of light and shade, are intelligible in oblique and common prospects, but here everything wore a new appearance and had a new effect. The face of the country had a mild and permanent verdure to which Italy is a stranger. The variety of cultivation and the accuracy with which property is divided give the idea, ever present to the stranger in England, of good civil laws and an equitable administration. The rivulets meandering; the immense districts beneath me spotted with cities, towns, villages, and houses, pouring out their inhabitants to hail my appearance. You will allow me some merit in not having been exceedingly intoxicated with my situation. He descended at North Mimms about half-past three-oclock, but wishing to obtain a second triumph, he threw out the remainder of his ballast and provisions, landed a cat which he had taken up with him, and which had suffered severely from the cold, and again ascended to the regions above. This time his ascent was more rapid, the thermometer quickly fell to 29 degrees, and icicles were soon formed all round his machine. He descended at twenty minutes past four near Ware in Hertfordshire, and the balloon being properly secured, the gas was let out and nearly poisoned the whole neighbourhood by the disagreeable stench emitted. The success and triumph of this first attempt in aerial navigation in English air exceeded Signor Lunardis utmost expectations. Everywhere he was received with marks of approbation, and treated as a hero. My fame, he writes, has not been sparingly diffused by the newspapers (which in England are the barometers of public opinion; often erroneous, as other instruments are, in their particular information, but yielding the best that can be obtained). You will imagine the importance of these vehicles of knowledge when you learn that in London alone there are printed no less than 160,000 papers weekly, which, by a stamp on each paper, and a duty on advertisements, brings into the treasury of the nation upwards of 80,000 pounds a year. They are to the English constitution what the Censors were to those of ancient Rome. Ministers of State are checked and kept in awe by them, and they freely, and often judiciously, expose the pretensions of those who would harass Government merely to be taken into its service.

There were many other aeronauts who distinguished themselves after this period.

In 1785, Monsieur Blanchard, with Dr J. Jeffries, an American, crossed the channel between England and France in a balloon  starting from Dover, and descending in safety in the Forest of Guiennes. They had, however, a narrow escape, having been compelled to throw out all their ballast, and everything they could dispense with, to prevent their balloon from falling into the sea.

The first ascents for scientific purposes were made about the beginning of the present century. In 1803, Mr Robertson ascended from Saint Petersburg, for the purpose of making electrical, magnetical, and physiological experiments. Messieurs Gay-Lussac and Biot followed his example from Paris, in 1804. Gay-Lussac was an enthusiastic and celebrated aeronaut. He made several interesting ascents.

Two years afterwards, Brioschi, the Astronomer-Royal at Naples, endeavoured to ascend to a higher elevation than had been reached by Monsieur Gay-Lussac  namely, 22,977 feet. He was accompanied by Signor Andreani, the first Italian aeronaut. The balloon burst when at a great height, but the remnants were sufficient to check the descent so much that both gentlemen escaped with their lives. Brioschi, however, received injuries which afterwards resulted in his death.

In England one of the most famous aeronauts was Mr Green, who introduced coal gas for balloons, and made many hundreds of ascents. In the year 1836 he ascended from London in a coal-gas balloon, and with two other gentlemen made an aerial voyage to Weilburg in the grand Duchy of Nassau. It lasted eighteen hours, and extended over 500 miles.




Chapter Five.

Parachutes.

Of the other voyages which were made in balloons in our own country and in foreign lands about this period we shall say nothing, but, before describing the most interesting of recent ascents, give a short account of the parachute.

This contrivance has been considered by some a very important adjunct to the balloon; whether it be so or no, we do not pretend to determine, but certainly it is an interesting and curious machine, which merits notice.

The parachute may be described as a species of gigantic umbrella attached to the balloon below the car, which hangs in a loose form while ascending, but expands, of necessity, when cut adrift and allowed to descend. As the balloon has a car hung beneath it, so in like manner the parachute has a small car or basket, capable of holding one person, suspended from it. The word signifies a guard against falling  from the French parer, to ward off, and chute, a fall, and is allied to parasol, which means literally a warder off of the sun.

The parachute was introduced some years after a terrible accident which occurred to the celebrated aeronaut Rozier, who, desirous of emulating Blanchard and Jeffries by crossing the channel from France to England in a balloon, made an attempt, which cost him his life. Roziers balloon was about forty feet in diameter, and had attached to it, beneath, a smaller balloon on the Montgolfier principle. On the 15th of June 1785, he entered the car with Monsieur Romain, and ascended to the height of above three thousand feet, when it was observed by the spectators that the lower balloon had caught fire. With horror they saw that the fire spread  the whole apparatus was in a blaze  and in another minute it descended like a shattered meteor to the ground with a terrible crash. It fell near the sea-shore, about four miles from Boulogne, and of course the unfortunate voyagers were killed instantaneously. At a later period a Venetian nobleman and his lady fell with their balloon from a great height and were killed. It must be remarked, however, that cases of this kind were very rare, considering the rage which there was at that period for ballooning.

In order to provide aeronauts with a means of escape  a last resource in case of accident  the parachute was invented. It may be regarded as a balloons lifeboat, which will (perhaps!) bear the passengers in safety to the ground in case of balloon-wreck.

Doubtless the umbrella suggested the parachute. Every one knows the tremendous force that this implement exerts in a high wind if the unfortunate owner should happen to get turned round in the wrong direction. The men of the east have, it is said, turned this power to account by making use of an umbrella to enable them to leap from considerable heights. In particular, a native of Siam, who was noted for his feats of agility, was wont to amuse the King and his court by taking tremendous leaps, having two small umbrellas with long slender handles attached to his girdle. These eased him down in safety, but he was occasionally driven by the wind against trees or houses, and sometimes into a neighbouring river.

In case any adventurous individual should be tempted to make trial of the powers of himself and his umbrella in this way, we think it right, by way of caution, to tell him that the French General Bournonville, who was imprisoned in the fortress of Olmutz in 1793, became so desperate that he attempted to regain his freedom by leaping with an umbrella from his window, which was forty feet from the ground. He hoped that the umbrella would break his fall. Doubtless it did so to some extent, and saved him from being killed, but being a large heavy man, he came down with sufficient violence to break his leg, and was carried back to his dungeon.

The chief differences between a parachute and an umbrella lie in the great size of the former, and in the cords which stretch from the outer points of its ribs to the lower end of the handle. These cords give it strength, and prevent it from turning inside out. There is also a hole in the top of the parachute to allow some of the air to escape.

The first parachute was constructed by Blanchard in 1785, and a dog was the first living creature that descended in it, and reached the earth unhurt. Blanchard afterwards made a descent in person at Basle, and broke his leg in the fall.

The bold aeronaut Monsieur Garnerin next ventured to make the perilous descent. He visited London in 1802, and made several ascents in a balloon. During one of these, on the evening of the 2nd November, he cut himself adrift in his parachute when at a vast height. The parachute was made of white canvas, having thirty-two gores, which, when not in use, hung with its cords from a hoop near the top of the machine. When expanded, it formed a vast umbrella of twenty-three feet in diameter, with a small basket about four feet high, and two and a quarter wide, suspended below it. Monsieur Garnerin stood in this basket when his balloon mounted into the air from an enclosure near North Audley Street. The parachute hung like a curtain over his head, above it towered the balloon, beneath stood the anxious multitude.

Well might they gaze in breathless expectation! After floating for some time in the upper regions of the air, as if he dreaded to make the bold attempt, he cut the cord that fastened him to the balloon when at the height, probably, of about half a mile. At first the parachute remained closed and descended with frightful violence; then it burst open, and for some seconds tossed about to such an extent that the basket was sometimes thrown almost into a horizontal position. The wind carried it over Marylebone and Somerstown; it almost grazed some of the houses of Saint Pancras in passing, and finally came to the ground in a field with such violence that poor Garnerin was thrown on his face and severely cut and bruised. No wonder that we are told he received a terrible shock. He trembled violently, and blood flowed from his nose and ears. Nevertheless, the accident did not deter his daughter from afterwards making the descent several times  and in safety.

The cause of the irregularity and violence of Garnerins descent was the giving way of one of the stays, which had the effect of deranging the balance of the apparatus.

In 1837 Mr Cocking invented a new parachute, which he hoped would be free from the faults of the other. It may be described as being the reverse of that of Garnerin, being made in the form of an umbrella blown inside out. The resistance to the air, it was thought, would be sufficient to check the rapid descent, while its form would prevent the tendency to oscillate.

This parachute was 34 feet in diameter, and was distended by a strong hoop to prevent its closing. There was also a hole in the middle of it, about 6 feet in diameter. Mr Cocking started from Vauxhall Gardens on the 24th of July, and after ascending to a considerable height, cut himself loose from his balloon when over Blackheath. The parachute descended rapidly and vibrated with great violence; the large hoop broke, the machine collapsed, and the unfortunate aeronaut was killed, and his body dreadfully mutilated.

Fatal accidents of this kind were to be expected; nevertheless it is a fact that the disasters which have befallen aeronauts have been comparatively few, considering the extreme danger to which they are necessarily exposed, not only from the delicacy of the materials with which they operate and the uncertainty of the medium through which they move, but, particularly, because of the impossibility of giving direction to their air-ships, or to arrest their progress through space. Parachutes, however, are not so absolutely incapable of being directed as are balloons. Monsieur Nadar writes on this point as follows:  

Let us consider the action of the parachute.

A parachute is a sort of umbrella, in which the handle is replaced at its point of insertion by an opening intended to ease the excess of air, in order to avoid the strong oscillations, chiefly at the moment at which it is first expanded. Cords, departing symmetrically from divers points of the circumference, meet concentrically at the basket in which is the aeronaut. Above this basket, and at the entrance of the folded parachute, that is to say closed during the rise, a hoop of sufficient diameter is intended to facilitate, at the moment of the fall, the entrance of the air which, rushing in under the pressure, expands the folds more easily and rapidly.

Now the parachute, where the weight of the car, of the attaching cords, and the wrigglings of the aeronaut, is in equilibrium with the expansion  the parachute, which seems to have no other aim but to moderate the shock in falling  the parachute even has been found capable of being directed, and aeronauts who have practised it, take care not to forget it. If the current is about to drive the aeronaut over a place where the descent is dangerous  say a river, a town, or a forest  the aeronaut perceiving to his right, let us suppose, a piece of ground suitable for his purpose, pulls at the cords which surround the right side, and by thus imparting a greater obliquity to his roof of silk, glides through the air, which it cleaves obliquely, towards the desired spot. Every descent, in fact, is determined by the side on which the incline is greatest.

That these are not mere theoretical opinions or conjectures is certain from the fact that Mademoiselle Garnerin once wagered to guide herself with a parachute from the point of separation from her balloon to a place determined and very remote. By the combined inclinations which could be given to her parachute, she was seen in fact, very distinctly, to manoeuvre and tend towards the appointed place, and succeeded at length in alighting within a few yards of it.




Chapter Six.

Ascents by Messrs Glaisher and Coxwell.

We now come to that point in our subject where it is appropriate to give more detailed and graphic accounts of the recent doings of aeronauts. An extremely interesting description of a scientific balloon ascent is given by the celebrated aeronaut, Mr Glaisher, in a pamphlet, from which we shall make a few extracts. (See Note 1.) His description is illustrative of the subject of ballooning, and contains the salient points of several ascents.

He asks us to imagine the balloon somewhat more than half inflated, eager for flight, with only one link connecting it with earth, namely, a rope attached to an instrument, called a liberating iron catch. When all the ballast, instruments, etcetera, were placed in the car, Mr Coxwell brought the balloon to a nice and even balance, so that the addition of twenty pounds would have prevented it from rising.

As the moment for departure drew near, friends became impatient, and every one anxiously watched the final arrangements, which were made by Mr Coxwell, on whom was laid the important duty of letting go. His hand was on the catch, his countenance was fixed, and his expression stern, as he gazed up into the heavens. He was waiting for the right moment, for the sky was partially cloudy, and it was necessary to wait until the balloon was midway between the cloud that had just passed and the next that was approaching, so that the aeronauts might have a clear sky, and be able to see the earth they were about to quit for a time. Nor was this all; he knew that in every wind, however strong it might be, there are periods of calm. If he could start in one of these he would avoid much rotatory motion. The deciding, therefore, of the exact moment for making a fair start was not so easy a matter as one might suppose.

Some one at this critical time, with the characteristic eagerness of poor human nature to put its finger in the pie, cried out Now! and another shouted Pull! but Mr Coxwell, regardless of every one, decided for himself; and, just when the wind lulled and the sun shone bright, and the balloon stood proudly erect, he pulled the trigger and they were free.

But they were more than free. They were suddenly in profound repose, for  however high the wind may be, however agitated the balloon, swaying to and fro with sudden and violent action, despite the efforts of many hands that endeavour to restrain it,  no sooner do aeronauts quit their hold of earth, than, in an instant, all agitation ceases and they are in perfect stillness, without any sense of motion whatever; and this freedom continues throughout the entire flight  except, indeed, when they sink so low as to come into contact with mother earth, when the serenity of their flight is terribly and violently interrupted, as shall be seen in the case of another balloon voyage hereafter to be described.

They were now fairly away, but we pause to remark, before joining them in their voyage, that their object on this occasion was not merely amusement  scientific investigation and experiment were their aim. In order that the reader may have some idea of the nature of such, we subjoin Mr Glaishers list of the objects of his experiments:

The primary objects were, he says, to determine, at various heights, up to five miles  first, the pressure of the atmosphere; second, the temperature of the air; third, the hygrometrical (or moist-measured) states of the air.

The secondary objects were:

To compare the readings of an aneroid barometer with those of a mercurial barometer, up to five miles.

To determine the electrical state of the air.

To determine the oxygenic state of the atmosphere by means of ozone papers.

To determine the time of vibration of a magnet on the earth, and at different distances from it.

To determine the temperature of the dew point by Daniells dew point hygrometer and Regnaults condensing hygrometer, and by the use of the dry and wet bulb thermometers, as ordinarily used, and their use when under the influence of the aspirator, causing considerable volumes of air to pass over both their bulbs, at different elevations, as high as possible, but particularly up to heights where man may be resident, or where troops may be located, as in the high table-lands and plains of India; with the view of ascertaining what confidence may be placed in the use of the dry and wet bulb thermometers at those elevations, by comparison with Daniells and Regnaults hygrometers; and also to compare the results as found by the two hygrometers together.

To collect air at different elevations.

To note the height and kind of clouds, their density and thickness at different elevations.

To determine the rate and direction of different currents in the atmosphere if possible.

To make observations on sound.

To note atmospherical phenomena in general, and to make general observations.

With these objects in view the aeronauts left terra firma and soared into the skies.

Once away, says Mr Glaisher, we are both immediately at work; we have no time for graceful acknowledgments to cheering friends. Mr Coxwell must put the car in order, and accordingly looks to it, to his balloon, and to the course we are taking; and I must get my instruments in order, and without delay place them in their situations, adjust them, and take a reading as soon as possible.

In a few minutes we are from 1000 to 2000 feet high. Mr Coxwell looks intently upwards to see how the huge folds of the balloon fill into the netting. If we have started from a town, we now hear its busy hum, and the now fast fading cheers of our assembled friends naturally attract our attention. We behold at a glance the quickly-diminishing forms of the objects which we so lately left, and then resume our work.

Presently Mr Coxwell, who is always alive to the beauties of the ever-varying scene below, and to the opening landscape, fixes his eye upon me, and, just when a rural scene of surpassing beauty is lighted up in the west, he summons me to look and admire. I struggle against picturesque temptations, somewhat at variance with my duties, but cannot so quickly suppress them. A fine cloud rears its Alpine cap in close proximity to the car; Mr Coxwell looks as delighted as an artist when he displays a magnificent painting. I feel I must conquer such enchantment, and exclaim, Beautiful! grand indeed! and again resume my observations, with a cold philosophic resolve to pursue my readings without further interruption.

For a while I am quiet, the instruments affording indication that we are rising rapidly. Mr Coxwell again disturbs me just as we are approaching the clouds, and recommends a farewell peep at mother earth; and just as I take this, the clouds receive us, at first in a light gauze of vapour, and then in their chilly embrace, where I examine their structure, and note the temperature of the dew point particularly.

Shortly it becomes lighter, the light gradually increasing, till it is succeeded by a flood of light, at first striking, then dazzling, and we pass out of the dense cloud to where the clouds open out in bold and fantastic shapes, showing us light and shadow, and spectral scenes, with prismatic embellishments, disporting themselves around us in wild grandeur, till at length we break out into brilliant sunshine, and the clouds roll away in a perfect sea of vapour, obscuring the earth entirely; so that now in perfect silence I note the circumstances, and make my observations for some time uninterruptedly.

After a time Mr Coxwell directs my attention to the fact that the balloon is full, and that the gas is coming out from the safety-valve. I of course look, for this is an exciting moment. He then directs my attention to the fit and proportions of the netting. I find the gas, which was before cloudy and opaque, is now clear and transparent, so that I can look right up the balloon and see the meshes of the net-work showing through it, the upper valve with its springs and line reaching to the car, and the geometrical form of the balloon itself. Nor is this an idle examination. I have already said that, in passing through the cloud, the netting would gather moisture, augmenting the weight of the balloon. If this should not all have evaporated, the net-work would have become frozen, and be a wire-rope; so that, if the diamond shape of the netting when under tension, and the form of the crown of the balloon, be not symmetrical, the weight might not be equally distributed, and there would be danger of it cutting the balloon. A sense of security therefore follows such an examination.

A stream of gas now continually issues from the neck, which is very capacious, being fully two square feet in area, which is always left open. Presently I see Mr Coxwell, whose eye has been continually watching the balloon, pass his fingers over the valve-line, as if in readiness to pull the cord. I observe a slight gathering on his brow, and look inquiringly at him. He says, I have decided upon opening the large upper valve, and carefully explains why. The tension, he says, in the balloon is not greater than it would bear with safety in a warm stratum of air; but now that we are three miles up with a chilled balloon, it is better to allow some to escape at top, as well as a good deal from the neck. At once I see the force of the argument, and inwardly infer that I am in no way dependent upon chance, and not likely to suffer from carelessness with Mr Coxwell. We are now far beyond all ordinary sounds from the earth; a sea of clouds is below us, so dense that it is difficult to persuade ourselves that we have passed through them. Up to this time little or no inconvenience is met with; but on passing above four miles, much personal discomfort is experienced; respiration becomes difficult; the beating of the heart at times is audible; the hands and lips become blue, and at higher elevations the face also; and it requires the exercise of a strong will to make and record observations. Before getting to our highest point, Mr Coxwell counts the number of his sandbags, and calculates how much higher we can go, with respect to the reserve of ballast necessary to regulate the descent.

Then I feel a vibration in the car, and, on turning round, see Mr Coxwell in the act of lowering down the grapnel, then looking up at the balloon, then scanning the horizon, and weighing apparently in his mind some distant clouds through which we are likely to pass in going down.

A glance suffices to show that his mind is made up how much higher it is prudent to rise, and how much ballast it is expedient to preserve.

The balloon is now lingering, as it were, under the deep blue vault of space, hesitating whether to mount higher or begin its descent without further warning. We now hold a consultation, and then look around from the highest point, giving silent scope to those emotions of the soul which are naturally called forth by such a wide-spread range of creation.

Our course is now about to change. But here I interpose with No, no; stop; not yet; let us remain so long that the instruments are certain to take up the true temperature, and that no doubt can rest upon the observations here. When I am satisfied I shall say, Pull.

Then in silence  for here we respire with difficulty, and talk but little  in the centre of this immense space, in solitude, without a single object to interrupt the view for 200 miles or more all round, abstracted from the earth, upheld by an invisible medium, our mouths so dry that we cannot eat, a white sea below us, so far below, we see few, if any, irregularities. I watch the instruments; but, forcibly impelled, again look round from the centre of this vacuity, whose boundary-line is 1500 miles, commanding nearly 130,000 square miles, till I catch Mr Coxwells eye turned towards me, when I again direct mine to the instruments; and when I find no further changes are proceeding, I wave my hand and say, Pull.

A deep resonant sound is heard overhead; a second pull is followed by a second report, that rings as with shrill accompaniment down the very sides of the balloon. It is the working of the valve, which causes a loud booming noise, as from a sounding-board, as the springs force the shutters back.

But this sound in that solitary region, amid silence so profound that no silence on earth is equal to it,  a drum-like sound meeting the ear from above, from whence we do not usually hear sounds  strikes one forcibly. It is, however, one sound only; there is no reverberation, no reflection; and this is characteristic of all sounds in the balloon,  one clear sound continuing during its vibrations, then gone in a moment. No sound ever reaches the ear a second time. But though the sound from the closing of the valve in those silent regions is striking, it is also cheering,  it is reassuring; it proves all to be right, that the balloon is sound, that the colder regions have not frozen tight the outlet for gas, and that we are so far safe. We have descended a mile, and our feelings improve with the increase of air and warmth. But silence reigns supreme, and Mr Coxwell, I observe, turns his back upon me, scanning intently the cloudscape, speculating as to when and where we shall break through and catch sight of the earth. We have been now two hours without seeing terra firma. How striking and impressive is it to realise a position such as this; and yet as men of action, whose province it is to subordinate mere feelings, we refrain from indulging in sentiment. I say refrain, for presently Mr Coxwell breaks out, no longer able to contain himself: Here, Mr Glaisher, you must welcome another balloon. It is the counterpart of our own. This spectral balloon is charming to look upon, and presents itself under a variety of imposing aspects, which are magnified or diminished by the relative distance of our balloon from the clouds, and by its position in relation to the sun, which produces the shadow. At mid-day it is deep down, almost underneath; but it is more grandly defined towards evening, when the golden and ruby tints of the declining sun impart a gorgeous colouring to cloudland. You may then see the spectre balloon magnified upon the distant cloud-tops, with three beautiful circles of rainbow tints. Language fails utterly to describe these illuminated photographs, which spring up with matchless truthfulness and choice decoration.

Just before we enter the clouds, Mr Coxwell, having made all preparations for the descent, strictly enjoins me to be ready to put up the instruments, lest, when we lose the powerful rays of the sun, and absorb the moisture of the lower clouds, we should approach the earth with too great rapidity.

We now near the confines of the clouds, and dip swiftly into the thickest of them; we experience a decided chill, and hear the rustling of the collapsing balloon, which is now but one-third full, but cannot see it, so dense is the mass of vapour. One, two, three, or more minutes pass, and we are still in the cloud. How thick it must be, considering the rapidity of the descent! Presently we pass below, and the earth is visible. There is a high road intersecting green pastures; a piece of water looking like polished steel presents itself; a farmhouse, with stacks and cattle, is directly under us. We see the sea-coast, but at a distance. An open country lies before us. A shout comes up, and announces that we are seen, and all goes well, save the rapidity of our descent, which has been caused by that dark frowning cloud which shut us out from the suns rays, and bedewed us with moisture. Mr Coxwell, however, is counteracting it by means of the ballast, and streams out one bag, which appears to fly up instead of falling down; now another is cast forth, but still it goes up, up. A third reduces the wayward balloon within the bounds of moderation, and Mr Coxwell exultingly exclaims that he has it now under perfect command, with sand enough, and to spare.

Delighted to find the balloon is thus checked, as it is favourable to good readings of the several instruments at this elevation, I work as quickly as I can, noticing also the landscape below; rich mounds of green foliage, fields of various shades of green, like a tessellated pavement in motion; with roads, rivers, rivulets, and the undulatory nature of the ground varying the scene every instant. Should our passage be over a town, it is like a model in motion; and all is seen with a distinctness superior to that from the earth; the line of sight is through a purer and less dense medium; everything seems clearer, though smaller; even at the height of four miles above Birmingham we distinguished the New Street Station and the streets.

We have been descending slowly for a little time, when I am challenged to signify when I can close my observations, as yonder, about two miles distant, is a fine park, where Mr Coxwells eye seems to wander with something like a desire to enter it. I approve of the spot, as it is in every way suitable for a descent. The under-current, which is oftentimes stronger than the upper, is wafting us merrily in that direction. We are now only a few hundred feet above the surface. Put up your instruments, cries Mr Coxwell, and we will keep on this level until you are ready.

A little more sand is let out, and I pack up the instruments quickly in their wadded cases. Are you all right? inquires the aeronaut. All right, I respond; look out then, and hold fast by the ropes, as the grapnel will stop us in that large meadow, with the hedgerow in front.

There, sure enough, we land. The cattle stand at bay affrighted, their tails are horizontal, and they run wildly away. But a group of friends from among the gentry and villagers draws up near the balloon, and although some few question whether we belong to this planet, or whether we are just imported from another, yet any doubt upon this point is soon set at rest, and we are greeted with a hearty welcome from all when we tell our story, how we travelled the realms of space, not from motives of curiosity, but for the advancement of science, its applicability to useful purposes, and the good of mankind.

In commenting on the several ascents thus combined in one description, Mr Glaisher gives us various pieces of information which are highly interesting. The clouds, he says, on which the sun was shining brightly, each moment opened up to view deep ravines, and shining masses appeared like mountain ranges, some rising perpendicularly from rolling seas or plains, with summits of dazzling brightness, some pyramidal, others undulatory, with deep shadows between.

While passing over London on one occasion at night, at the height of about one mile, he heard the hum of the great city, and saw its lights. The river looked dull, but the bridges that spanned it, and the many miles of straight, intersecting, and winding streets were distinctly visible.

In referring to sound, he tells us that, on different occasions, at a height of 11,800 feet above the earth, a band was heard playing. At between four and five thousand feet a railway whistle and the shouting of people were heard, and at 10,070 feet the report of a gun. A dog was also heard barking at a height of two miles. At a height of 19,000 feet the hands and lips were observed, during one ascent, to be of a dark bluish colour. At four miles the palpitations of the heart were audible, and the breathing was affected. Considerable difficulty was experienced in respiration at higher elevations. From his various observations he found that the effect of high elevation is different upon the same individuals at different times, and believed that, up to heights less than three miles  to which persons of ordinary self-possession might ascend  delicate and accurate scientific observations might be made with ease, but at heights approaching to four miles, such observations could not be made so well, because of the personal distress of the observer, and on approaching to five miles above the earth it required the exercise of a strong will to take any observations at all.

The most wonderful and alarming of the experiences of Mr Glaisher appear to have occurred to him and his companion, Mr Coxwell, during an ascent made from Wolverhampton on the 5th September, when they reached the enormous elevation of between six and seven miles.

They felt no particular inconvenience until after passing above the fifth mile. When at a height of 26,000 feet, Mr Glaisher could not see the column of mercury in the tube; then the fine divisions on the scale of the instrument became invisible. Shortly afterwards he laid his arm on the table, and on attempting again to use it found that the limb was powerless. He tried to move the other arm, and found that it also was paralysed. He then tried to shake himself, and succeeded in shaking his body, but experienced the curious sensation of having no legs! While in this condition he attempted to look at the barometer, and, while doing so, his head fell on his left shoulder. Struggling to get out of this lethargic state, he found that he could still shake his body, although he could not move either arms or legs. He got his head upright for an instant, but it dropped again on his shoulder, and he fell backwards, his back resting against the side of the car, and his head on its edge.

In this position his eyes were directed to Mr Coxwell, who did not at first observe the state of his companion, in consequence of his having had to ascend into the ring of the balloon to disentangle the valve-line, which had become twisted. Hitherto Mr Glaisher had retained the power of moving the muscles of his back and neck, but suddenly this was lost to him. He saw Mr Coxwell dimly in the ring, and attempted to speak to him, but could not do so. A moment later intense black darkness surrounded him  the optic nerve had lost its power! He was still conscious, however, and with his brain as active as at other times. He fancied he had been seized with asphyxia, and that death would quickly ensue unless they descended without delay. Suddenly the power of thought ceased, and he became unconscious. All these extraordinary and alarming sensations, he calculated, must have taken place within five or six minutes.

While still powerless he heard the words temperature and observation, and knew that Mr Coxwell was in the car endeavouring to arouse him. Presently he heard him speak more emphatically, but could neither see, reply, nor move. Then he heard him say, Do try now, do, after which vision slightly returned, and in a short time he saw clearly again, rose from his seat, looked round, and said to Mr Coxwell, I have been insensible. His friend replied, You have, and I too very nearly. Mr Coxwell had lost the use of his hands, which were black; Mr Glaisher, therefore, poured brandy over them. His companion then told him that, on descending from the ring, he thought he had laid himself back to rest, but noticing that his legs projected, and his arms hung down by his side, it struck him there was something wrong, and he attempted to go to his assistance, but felt insensibility coming over himself. He tried to open the valve, so that they might descend, but, having lost the use of his hands, could not. In this critical moment he seized the cord with his teeth, dipped his head two or three times, and thus succeeded in opening the valve and descending from those dangerous regions of attenuated atmosphere!

At first they went down at the tremendous rate of twenty miles an hour, but after descending three miles in nine minutes, the balloons progress was checked, and they finally alighted safely in a grass field, where their appearance so terrified the country folk that it required a good deal of coaxing in plain English to convince them that the aeronauts were not inhabitants of another world!



Note 1. Exeter Hall Lectures  Scientific Experiments in Balloons, by James Glaisher, Esquire, F.R.S.  Published by James Nisbet and Company, London.




Chapter Seven.

Account of Nadars Balloon, Le Géant. First Ascent.

As the Giant is the largest balloon that has yet been made, and as its experiences on the occasions of its first and second ascents were not only peculiar but terrible, we shall give an account of it in detail  commencing with its construction, and ending with the thrilling termination of its brief but wild career.

Monsieur Nadar, a photographer of Paris, was the enthusiastic and persevering aeronaut who called it into being, and encountered the perils of its ascents, from which he did not emerge scatheless, as we shall see.

Besides being an experimental voyager in cloudland, Monsieur Nadar started a newspaper named LAéronaute, in which he gives an account of the Giant, and his reasons for constructing it.

These latter were peculiar. He is emphatic in asserting that the huge balloon was never intended by him to be an end, but a mere stepping-stone to an end  which end was the construction of an aeromotive  a machine which was to be driven by means of a screw, and which he intended should supersede balloons altogether, so that his own Giant was meant to be the last of its race!

In reference to this, Monsieur Nadar tells us that he was deeply impressed with the belief that the screw would ultimately become our aerial motor, but that, being ignorant of what it was likely the experiments of this first aeromotive would cost, he had resolved, instead of begging for funds to enable him to accomplish his great end, to procure funds for himself in the following manner:  

I shall, says he, make a balloon  the last balloon  in proportions extraordinarily gigantic, twenty times larger than the largest, which shall realise that which has never been but a dream in the American journals, which shall attract, in France, England, and America, the crowd always ready to run to witness the most insignificant ascent. In order to add further to the interest of the spectacle  which, I declare beforehand, without fear of being belied, shall be the most beautiful spectacle which it has ever been given to man to contemplate,  I shall dispose under this monster balloon a small balloon (balloneau), destined to receive and preserve the excess of gas produced by dilation, instead of losing this excess, as has hitherto been the case, which will permit my balloon to undertake veritable long voyages, instead of remaining in the air two or three hours only, like our predecessors. I do not wish to ask anything of any one, nor of the State, to aid me, even in this question of general, and also of such immense, interest. I shall endeavour to furnish myself the two hundred thousand francs necessary for the construction of my balloon. The said balloon finished, by public ascents and successive exhibitions at Paris, London, Brussels, Vienna, Baden, Berlin, New York, and everywhere, I know that I shall collect ten times the funds necessary for the construction of our first aeromotive.

This first aeromotive, however, has not yet made its appearance, whether from want of funds or of practicability we do not know, but Monsieur Nadar carried his designs triumphantly into effect with the monster balloon, which in course of time made its appearance, performed flights, attracted the wonder and admiration, as well as a good deal of the coin, of hundreds of thousands in France and England, even conveyed royalty up into the clouds, broke the bones of its originator, and was exhibited in the great transept (which it nearly filled) of the Crystal Palace at Sydenham. While there we had the good fortune to behold it with our own eyes!

The construction of this balloon merits particular notice; but first, it may be remarked that it is well worthy of being named a giant, seeing that its height was only forty-five feet less than that of the towers of Notre Dame Cathedral, namely 196 feet.

That Nadar had cut out for himself an arduous task will be readily believed. Touching on this, he writes thus:  

I have set myself to work immediately, and with difficulties, sleepless nights, vexations which I have kept to myself alone to this hour, and which some one of the days of this winter, the most urgent part of my task being finished, I shall in part make in confidence to my readers. I have succeeded in establishing my balloon, in founding at the same time this journal  indispensable moniteur to the aerial automotive  and in laying the basis of that which shall be, perhaps, the greatest financial operation of the age. Those who shall see and appreciate these labours, will please to pardon me, I hope, for having wiped my forehead with a little touch of pride, when at the end of a month  one month!  I have said to myself, it is done!

The Giant was composed of yellowish white silk, of which there were used 22,000 yards at about 5 shillings 4 pence a yard, so that the cost of the silk alone was 5,866 pounds. This was cut into 118 gores, which were entirely hand-sewed with a double seam, and some idea of the vastness of the work may be gathered from the fact that 200 women were employed during a month in the sewing of the gores. For the sake of greater strength the silk was doubled. In other words, there were two balloons of the same size, one within the other.

Directly beneath, and attached to its lower orifice, there was a small balloon called a compensator, the object of which was to receive and retain for use the surplus gas. When a balloon rises to the higher regions of the atmosphere, the gas within it expands, so that a large quantity of it is allowed to rush out at the open mouth beneath, or at the safety-valve above. Were this not the case, the balloon would certainly burst. This loss of gas, however, is undesirable, because when the balloon descends the gas contracts, and the loss is then felt to be a great one. By collecting the over-flow of gas in the compensator, this disadvantage is obviated.

The car, which was made chiefly of wicker-work, was actually a small cottage of two storeys (a ground-floor and platform or upper deck), with door and windows. Its height was about eight, and its length thirteen feet. The ground-floor contained a cruciform passage and six divisions. At one extremity was a captains cabin with a bed in it, and underneath a compartment for luggage. At the other was the passengers cabin, with three beds, one above the other. The four other divisions or rooms were a provision store, a lavatory, a place for conducting photographic operations, and a room for a small lithographic press, with which it was intended to print an account of the voyage, to be scattered about the localities over which they should pass!

In reference to this last, Monsieur Nadar writes:  

An English company a month ago (our neighbours are marvellous in not losing time), appreciating the bustle which the sight of a balloon always excites in every inhabited place, and judging rightly that papers would never be better received and more greedily read than those thrown overboard by us, despatched a messenger to propose to me to accept commercial prospectuses. We shall never have too much money for the construction of our first aeromotive. I have accepted and made a contract.

Besides many miscellaneous articles, such as grapnels, fowling-pieces, speaking-trumpets, etcetera, that were to be carried up in this cot, there were provisions of all sorts, instruments for scientific observations, games, means of defence in case of descent among an inhospitable people, and two cages of carrier-pigeons sent from Liège. The car and all it contained was secured by twenty cables traversing on and beneath its walls, interlaced with the fabric and fastened to a large hoop just below the neck, to which hoop was also attached the ropes of the net-work by which the balloon itself was enveloped. There were two axles and four wheels connected with the car, by means of which it could, when necessary, be drawn along an ordinary road. Canes, disposed to act as springs, were placed underneath and round the middle of it to protect it from concussions, besides which internal buoys and an immense girdle in compartments of inflated india-rubber, rendered it incapable of submersion in water.

Such was the giant balloon in which Monsieur Nadar and his friends made two ascents; of the first of which (4th October 1863) Galignani writes thus:  

The departure of this Leviathan of the airy regions attracted immense crowds to the Champ de Mars yesterday afternoon. Considering that the avenues encircling that vast space were filled to suffocation, so that we found it extremely difficult to force our way to the open ground reserved for tickets, and that all the housetops were occupied by spectators, we think the number of persons present may fairly be stated at 80,000. Ample precautions had been taken to prevent disasters,  a strong police force, supported by a company of infantry and some cavalry, being present to maintain order. The balloon, which is 90 yards in circumference, and has consumed upwards of 20,000 yards of silk in its manufacture, was held down, while filling, by about 100 men, and the weight of at least 200 sandbags. The car was of wicker-work, comprising an inner surface of about 54 square feet divided into three compartments or small rooms, surmounted by an open terrace, to which the balloon was braced. Outside grapnels, wheels, and fowling-pieces, four of each, besides two speaking-trumpets, were lashed to the sides of the car. (The wheels were intended to be put to the car after alighting, in order to convey it back with horses.) The preliminary operations took considerable time, putting the patience of the spectators to a severe trial, a circumstance which perhaps prevented them from cheering when the words Lâchez tout! were given, and the immense machine rose slowly and majestically into the air. We were rather surprised at the silence of the public, considering the very remarkable and interesting feat in aeronautics thus successfully performed. There were fifteen persons in the car, or rather cabin:  Monsieur Nadar, captain; Messieurs Marcel, Louis and Jules Godard, lieutenants; the Prince de Sayn-Wittgenstein, Count de Saint Martin, Monsieur Tournachon (Nadars brother), Messieurs Eugène Delessert, Thirion, Piallat, Robert Mitchell, Gabriel Morris, Paul de Saint Victor, de Villemessant, and one lady, the Princess de la Tour dAuvergne. The Princess was taking her usual drive to the Bois de Boulogne, when, observing an unusual movement in the neighbourhood of the Invalides, and having inquired the cause; she ordered her coach man to drive to the Champ de Mars. Having seen the balloon, she expressed a wish to make the ascent, and although Nadar had to the last moment refused to take any lady, and even his own wife, he could not resist the entreaty of the Princess. On starting, Monsieur Nadar climbed up the net-work and took off his hat to the spectators. The balloon took a north-easterly direction, and was visible for some time. At the moment of going to press, a communication has reached us, signed by the captain, Monsieur Nadar, and all those who had taken places in the balloon, stating that on alighting yesterday evening at nine oclock at Ibarcy, near Meaux (Seine-et-Marne), three severe shocks were experienced, which had the effect of completely capsizing the balloon, and inflicting on its occupants several rather severe contusions.

Interesting details of the ascent of the Nadar balloon, said to have been narrated by Prince Wittgenstein, are given by the France. The most extraordinary is, that at half-past eight, when the balloon attained the height of 1500 metres, the aeronauts saw the sun, which had set for the earth below upwards of two hours before. The effect of the light upon the balloon is described as something marvellous, and as having thrown the travellers into a sort of ecstasy. Although they met with no rain, their clothes were all dripping wet from the mist which they passed through. The descent was more perilous than at first reported. The car dragged on its side for nearly a mile, and the passengers took refuge in the ropes, to which they clung. Several were considerably bruised  though, as before stated, no one sustained any very serious injury. Everybody behaved well. Nadar, visibly uneasy about his fair charge, the young Princess de la Tour dAuvergne, was told by her to attend to his duty as captain. Every one at his post, said she; I will keep to mine. Notwithstanding all the shaking which the car underwent, the 37 bottles of wine provided for the journey were all found unbroken, and they were most joyously broached when the party got on terra firma. The rifles, the crockery, as well as a cake and 13 ices, presented to Nadar by Siraudin, of the Rue de la Paix, were all uninjured. When the descent was effected, the lights and the speaking-trumpets soon attracted a number of peasants, who brought carts and helped the party to the village of Barcy, where most of them passed the night; but Monsieur Nadar and the Prince de Wittgenstein, with two or three others, came to Paris by the first train from Meaux.

It is said that the descent was resolved upon in consequence of the advice of the brothers Godard, and contrary to the wish of Monsieur Nadar, who, as captain, had made every one of his companions sign an agreement to act upon his orders, even though the vote should be unanimously against him. He, however, yielded his opinion, in deference to that of these experienced aeronauts. A truly extraordinary statement is, that they fancied the wind was blowing them to the sea, and certain destruction, whereas they were going due east, with no sea at all before them nearer than the Caspian.

There was great disappointment in the receipts at the Champ de Mars, which are said to have realised only 27,000 francs, whereas 150,000 had been calculated upon. The papers say that the public broke down the barriers and got in for nothing, instead of paying their franc. It is quite certain that at the moment of the ascent there could not have been less than 50,000 people on the Champ de Mars, and on the terraces and heights around there must have been four times that number.

Monsieur Nadar, on his return to Paris, wrote as follows:  

Here, as briefly as possible, is the account which you asked me to send. Yesterday evening at nine oclock, the Giant was compelled to descend near the Barcy Marsh, two leagues from Meaux, after three violent shocks, the last of which completely turned everything in the car topsy-turvy, and it descended on its side. The rupture of our valve-pipe rope while travelling by night, forced us to throw out our anchors. One of the prongs of the first anchor having broken, the principal anchor fortunately took hold of the ground. We were able to let out the gas, notwithstanding the violence of the wind, and the car was set up at half-past one in the morning. Some slight contusions and a concussion of the knee of one of the passengers  that is our receipt in full. It is not too dear.

A. Nadar.

This bold and zealous aeronaut unfortunately paid dearer for his succeeding ascent as shall be seen in the next chapter.




Chapter Eight.

Second Ascent of Nadars Giant Balloon.

Before describing the second ascent, which was decidedly the more adventurous, we shall give the rules laid down for his party by Monsieur Nadar, which were remarkably stringent, and somewhat amusing:  

1. Every traveller on board the Géant must, before mounting, take knowledge of the present rules, and engage himself upon his honour to respect them, and to make them respected, both in the letter and in the spirit. He accepts and will obey this obligation until the descent.

2. From the departure to the return there shall be only one command, that of the captain. That command shall be absolute.

3. As legal penalty cannot be enforced, the captain, having the responsibility of the lives of the passengers, decides alone, and without appeal, in all circumstances, the means of assuring the execution of his orders with the aid of all under him. The captain can, in certain cases, take the advice of the crew, but his own authority is decisive.

4. Every passenger declares, at the time of ascending, that he carries with him no inflammable materials.

5. Every passenger accepts, by his simple presence on board, his entire part and perfect co-operation in all manoeuvres, and submits himself to all the necessities of the service; above all, to the command of the captain. On landing, he must not quit the balloon without permission duly acquired.

6. Silence must be absolutely observed when ordered by the captain.

7. Victuals and liquors carried up by the travellers must be deposited in the common canteen, of which the captain alone has the key, and who regulates the distribution thereof. Passengers have no claim to victuals and liquors, except when on board.

8. The duration of the journey is not limited. The captain alone decides the limitation; the same judgment decides, without appeal, the putting down of one or more travellers in the course of the voyage.

9. All gambling is expressly prohibited.

10. It is absolutely forbidden to any traveller to throw overboard ballast, or any packet whatever.

11. No passenger can carry up with him luggage exceeding thirty pounds in weight, and occupying more space than a travelling-bag.

12. Except in very rare cases, of which the captain alone shall be judge, it is absolutely forbidden to smoke on board, or on land within the vicinity of the balloon.

The second ascent took place on the 18th of October, when Monsieur Nadar, nothing daunted by his former experience, again went up in his Giant from the Champ de Mars. On this occasion preliminaries were managed with greater success than on the former, and the event was regarded with much more general interest. Soldiers kept the ground; the Emperor himself was present, and conversed with the bold aeronaut on the subject of his balloon; George the First of Greece was there also, and the crowd which assembled to witness the ascent surpassed all expectation.

There were two peculiar features in this second ascent. It had been doubted whether the balloon, which was said to be capable of raising four-and-a-half tons, could carry more than thirteen men. In order to set this question at rest, a short preliminary flight was made with a rope attached to restrain the Giant. About thirty soldiers were then put into the car, who mounted to the extent of the rope, and were pulled down again. The other feature was that a balloon of more ordinary dimensions was let fly along with the Giant, to give, by contrast, a better idea of its size. The balloon used for this purpose was the Godillot, which had been used by the Emperor in the Italian campaign for reconnoitring the enemy.

After the usual delays which are inseparable from such displays, Monsieur Nadar, with eight friends, stepped into the car, the rope was let go, and the Giant rose slowly towards the clouds, grew small by degrees and beautifully less, until it finally disappeared about night-fall  being wafted along by a gentle south-easterly breeze.

Nothing more was heard of the aeronauts for the next two days, and their friends were becoming naturally very anxious about them, when at last a telegram came from Bremen, dated the 21st, which ran as follows:  

Nadars balloon descended near Eystrup in Hanover. There were nine persons in it, of whom three were seriously, and two slightly injured.

Other telegrams quickly followed stating that Monsieur Nadar had both legs dislocated; Monsieur Saint Felix had sustained severe fractures and contusions; and that Madame Nadar had also been severely injured.

It was stated that the voyagers would probably all have perished if Jules Godard (a celebrated aeronaut, who, with his brother Louis, accompanied Nadar), had not, at the risk of his life, climbed up the net-work, and cut a hole in the silk with a hatchet, so as to allow the gas to escape. By so doing, he stopped the furious course of the balloon, which was making truly gigantic bounds of from forty to fifty yards over the ground, with a violence that would soon have knocked the car to pieces!

A full and graphic, but inflated and sentimental account of the voyage  which was one of real and thrilling interest  is given by one of the voyagers, Monsieur Eugène Arnould, a reporter of the French newspaper La Nation. Had Monsieur Arnould confined himself to a simple statement of facts, he would have greatly increased the interest and power of his description. However, we must take him as we find him, and as his account is the most complete  and correct in the main, although exaggerated in detail  we present it to the reader.

At nine oclock at night (the same night on which they started) we were at Erquelines; we passed over Malines, and towards midnight we were in Holland. We rose up very high, but it was necessary to come down to see where we were. Ignorant of that, our position was a critical one. Below, as far as we could see, were marshes, and in the distance we could hear the roar of the sea. We threw out ballast, and, mounting again, soon lost sight of the earth. What a night! Nobody slept, as you may suppose, for the idea of falling into the sea had nothing pleasant about it, and it was necessary to keep a look-out in order to effect, if necessary, a descent. My compass showed that we were going towards the east  that is to say, towards Germany. In the morning, after a frugal breakfast made in the clouds, we re-descended. An immense plain was beneath us; the villages appeared to us like childrens toys  rivers seemed like little rivulets  it was magical. The sun shone splendidly over all. Towards eight oclock we arrived near a great lake; there I found out our bearings, and announced that we were at the end of Holland, near the sea.

We passed I know not how much time in contemplating the enchanting scene around us; but at length we all felt the necessity of going downwards to see where we were. Presently the balloon came so near to the earth that we could readily distinguish the tall chimneys of a great many flaming furnaces. If we were to fall upon some of them, said Montgolfier anxiously. These furnaces told us very clearly that we were in Belgium, and, besides, the Flemish songs that continually reached our ears left no doubt upon the point. Godard, Nadar, all of us, called out frequently to the people below, Where are we? but we got no other answer than shouts of laughter. There were two bells in the car, and Yon and myself rang them as hard as we could, while Nadar roared through his speaking-trumpet. I had an opportunity of observing that the purity of the air in no degree attenuates the quantity of false notes lodged in the throats of certain individuals. Our aerial Charivari at length provoked a corresponding one on earth, and we could hear dogs barking, ducks quacking, men swearing, and women screaming. All this had a droll effect; but time went on, the wind blew hard, it was dark night, and our balloon drove on with prodigious rapidity, and we were not able to tell exactly where we were. I could not see my compass, and we were not allowed to light a lucifer match under any pretext whatsoever. From the direction in which we had passed over Lille, we judged that we must be going towards the sea; Louis Godard fancied that he could see lighthouses. We descended again to within 150 yards of the earth. Beneath us we saw a flat marshy country of sinister aspect, and indicating plainly the neighbourhood of the coast. Every one listened with all his ears, and many fancied they heard the murmurs of the sea. The further we went on the more desert the country became: there was no light whatever, and it became more and more difficult to guess where we were going. I am entirely out of my reckoning, exclaimed Louis Godard, and my opinion is that the only thing we have to do is to descend at once. What! here in the marshes! remonstrated all of us; and suppose we are driven into the sea? The balloon went driving on still. We cannot descend here, said Jules Godard; we are over water. Two or three of us looked over the edge of the car, and affirmed that we were not over water, but trees. It is water, Jules Godard persisted. Every one now looked out attentively; and, as the balloon descended a little, we saw plainly that there was no water, but without being able to say positively whether there were trees or not. At the moment when Jules Godard thought he saw water, Nadar exclaimed, I see a railway. It turned out that what Nadar took for a railway was a canal running towards the Scheldt, which we had passed over a few minutes before. Hurrah for balloons! They are the things to travel in; rivers, mountains, custom-houses,  all are passed without let or hindrance. But every medal has its reverse; and, if we were delighted at having safely got over the Scheldt, we by no means relished the prospect of going on to the Zuyder Zee. Shall we go down? asked Louis Godard. There was a moments pause. We consulted together. Suddenly I uttered a cry of joy; the position of the needle of my compass indicated that the balloon had made a half turn to the right, and was now going due east. The aspect of the stars confirmed this assertion. Forward! was now the cry. We threw out a little ballast, mounted higher, and started with renewed vigour with our backs turned to the depreciated Zuyder Zee. It was now three in the morning, and none of us had slept. Just as we began to try to sleep a little, my diabolical compass showed that the balloon was turning back again. Where are you going to take us to? cried out Yon to the immense mass of canvas which was oscillating above our heads. Louis Godard again proposed to descend; but we said, No! forward! forward! Two hours sped away without our being able to tell where we were. At five oclock day broke, and broad daylight came on with marvellous rapidity. It is true that we were at a height of 980 metres. Novel-writers and others have so much abused descriptions of sunrise, on mountains and on the ocean, that I shall say little about this one, although it is not a common thing to see the horizon on fire below the clouds. The finest Venetian paintings could alone give an idea of the luxuriant tones of the heaven that we saw. Such dazzling magnificence led me to wonder that there is no revival of sun worship, since men must necessarily have some material representation of the divinity. It is true that the sun is not made in mans image! We now had beneath us an immense plain, the same, probably, that we had passed over in the night. There is nothing more pleasant at first sight, nor more monotonous in the long-run, than the sort of country which forms at least one-third of Holland. There are miniature woods the size of bouquets, fields admirably cultivated and divided into little patches like gardens, rivers with extraordinary windings, microscopic roads, coquettish-looking villages, so white and so clean that I think the Dutch housewives must scour the very roofs of their houses every morning. In the midst of every village there is a jewel of a church with a shining steeple. While riding along at a height of 700 metres, we had beneath us a picture of Paul Potters fifty leagues square. All at once the tableaux became animated. The people below had perceived the balloon. We heard cries expressive of astonishment, fright, and even of anger; but the feeling of fright seemed to predominate. We distinctly saw women in their chemises look hurriedly out of windows and then rush back again. We saw chubby boys looking at us, and blubbering as if they were mad. Some men, more determined than the rest, fired off guns at us. I saw several mammas pointing us out to stubborn babies, with an attitude which seemed to say that our balloon was Old Bogy. Old women raised their hands against us, and at their signal many ran away, making the sign of the cross. It is evident that in some of these villages we were taken to be the devil in person. On this point it is apropos to cite a letter communicated to me which has been addressed to the Courrier de Hanovre. I translate it textually:  

This morning, at about six oclock, we saw passing over our heads, at a prodigious height, an immense round form, to which was suspended some thing which looked like a square house of a red colour. Some people pretend to have seen animated beings in this strange machine, and to have heard issuing from it superhuman cries. What think you, Mr Editor? The whole country is in a state of alarm, and it will be long before our people recover their equanimity.

At seven a.m. we crossed over a lake near Yssel; the wind then again pushed us in a new direction, nearly at right angles with that which we were taking before. In less than a quarter of an hour the balloon got into Westphalia near Renheim; then we crossed the great river Ems, the towns of Rheine and Ibbenbüren, and returned to Hanover a little above Osnabrück. We traversed, without deigning to take notice of them, a little chain of mountains, and by way, no doubt, of relaxation after so long a journey, went all round a lake which is called in German Dummersee. We then got into a great plain, through which runs a road. At this time the balloon became almost motionless. The reason of this was, that the heat of the sun had caused the gas to expand. The thermometer was then at 145 degrees (about 59 degrees Fahrenheit (No! editor)). Louis Godard was very uneasy about this dilation. After two or three oscillations, our aerial courser decided upon going off rapidly in an eastern direction, with about two degrees variation towards the north. This course would have taken us to Hamburg and the Baltic; but we were all so completely absorbed by the splendour of the tableau before us that we took little note of the change. Our hippogriff passed over Wagenfeld-Steyerberg, where there is a river which flows into the Weser. We came within sight of the great river and Nienburg, a considerable town on one of its banks. We saw a steamboat going down the river from the town. The view here was charming. A rustling of the silk of our balloon made us look upwards; the monster, under the influence of the sun, now very hot, was palpably swelling. As it would have been supremely ridiculous, after having made such a first-rate journey, to have treated the inhabitants of Nienburg with the spectacle of seeing us blown up  to say nothing of the consequences of such a catastrophe to our own limbs  we resolved to come down. The remaining bags of ballast were got in order, the ropes and the anchors prepared, and Godard opened the safety-valve. The monster is disgorging! exclaimed Thirion. And the balloon did vomit forth its gas with a tremendous noise, which may be compared to the snoring of some gigantic animal. While our companion made this observation, we were descending at the rate of two metres to the second. To the ropes! to the ropes!  hold on well! cried the brothers Godard, who seemed quite in their element, take care of the shock! Every one climbed up to the ropes which attach the car to the circular handles underneath the balloon. Madame Nadar, whose sang-froid was truly magnificent, grasped two large ropes with her delicate hands. Nadar did the like, but at the same time put his arms round his wife so as to protect her body. I was on one side towards the middle of the sort of hurdle which serves as a balcony. I was on my knees and clinging to two ropes. Montgolfier, Thirion, and Saint Felix were near me. The balloon descended so rapidly that it gave us the vertigo. The air, which we had left so calm above, became a violent wind as we neared the earth. We are going to throw down the anchors, said Godard, hold tight! Ah! the car struck the earth with tremendous violence. I cannot imagine how it was that my arms were not broken. After the first terrible shock the balloon went up again, but the safety-valve was opened  it again fell  and we suffered a second shock, if not more violent, at least more painful to us than the first. Up we went again; the balloon dragged its anchors. Several times we thought we should be thrown out. The anchors are broken, exclaimed Godard. The balloon beat the ground with its head, like a kite when it falls down. It was horrible. On we went towards Nienburg, at the rate of ten leagues an hour. Three large trees were cut through by the car, as clean as if by a woodmans hatchet. One small anchor still remained to us. We threw it down, and it carried away the roof of a house. If the balloon had dragged us through the town we should, inevitably, have been cut to pieces. But fortunately it rose a little and then bumped against the ground again with as much violence as before. Every one of these shocks wrenched our limbs; to complete our misfortunes the rope of the safety-valve got loose from us, and the safety-valve shutting up we lost all hope of the balloon emptying itself. It went on by bounds of twenty-five, thirty, and forty metres from the earth, and continued to fall upon its head. Everything that stood in the way of the car was dashed to pieces.

Jules Godard then tried, and accomplished, an act of sublime heroism. He clambered up into the netting, the shocks of which were so terrible that three times he fell on my head. At length he reached the cord of the valve, opened it, and the gas having a way of escape the monster ceased to rise but it still shot along in a horizontal line with prodigious rapidity. There were we squatting down upon the frail osier car. Take care! we cried, when a tree was in the way. We turned from it, and the tree was broken; but the balloon was discharging its gas, and if the immense plain we were crossing had yet a few leagues, we were saved. But suddenly a forest appeared in the horizon; we must leap out at whatever risk, for the car would be dashed to pieces at the first collision with those trees. I got down into the car, and raising myself I know not how,  for I suffered from a wound in my knees, my trousers were torn,  I jumped, and made I know not how many revolutions, and fell upon my head. After a minutes dizziness I rose. The car was then far off. By the aid of a stick I dragged myself to the forest, and having gone a few steps I heard some groans. Saint Felix was stretched on the soil frightfully disfigured; his body was one wound; he had an arm broken, the chest torn, and an ankle dislocated. The car had disappeared. After crossing a river I heard a cry. Nadar was stretched on the ground with a dislocated thigh; his wife had fallen into the river. Another companion was shattered. We occupied ourselves with Saint Felix, and Nadar and his wife. In trying to assist the latter I was nearly drowned, for I fell into the water and sank. They picked me up again, and I found the bath had done me good. By the assistance of the inhabitants the salvage was got together. Vehicles were brought; they placed us upon straw. My knees bled; my loins and head seemed to be like mince-meat; but I did not lose my presence of mind an instant, and for a second I felt humiliated at looking from the truss of straw at those clouds which in the night I had had under my feet. It was in this way we reached Rethem, in Hanover.

In seventeen hours we had made nearly 250 leagues. Our course infernale had covered a space of three leagues. Now that it is over I have some shudderings. It does not signify! we have made a good journey, and I marvel to see with what indifference we may regard the most frightful death, for, besides the prospect of being dashed about on our way, we had that of gaining the sea; and how long should we have lived then? I am glad to have seen this  happier yet at having to narrate it to you. These Germans who surround us are brave people, and we have been as well cared for as the resources of the little spot will allow.

P.S.  I have just reached Hanover with my companions, and re-open my letter to tell you so. The King has sent an aide-de-camp to us. Are we at the end of our reverses? At any rate, I am consoled to think they can no longer laugh at us in Paris. We have kept our promises, and more.

Making some allowance for the palpable exaggeration of small details, this excitable Frenchmans description of the ascent is the best that we have seen, therefore we have given it in full.

The accounts given by other members of the party corroborate most of it, and correct a few of its errors. For instance, where Monsieur Arnould represents the anchor as dragging off the roof of a house, another account states that it tore away one of the rafters; and while he tells us that large trees were cut through by the car as clean as if by a woodmans hatchet, Monsieur Godard says that they were knocked down or uprooted! But, upon the whole, after comparing the several narratives, we are of opinion that, with all his tendency to exaggeration and the use of inflated language, Monsieur Arnould has found it impossible to convey by means of words an adequate conception of this, perhaps, the most wonderful and thrilling balloon voyage on record.

Many dangerous voyages of thrilling interest have been undertaken since this ascent of Monsieur Nadar. We shall just give a brief account of two of these, which occurred at a comparatively recent date, to show the reader that men are not to be deterred by the misfortunes of predecessors from prosecuting inquiries and experiments in this field.

A fête was held some years ago in the park of Mr North, Basford, near Nottingham. Amongst the amusements, it was arranged that Mr Coxwell should make a balloon ascent. The balloon was almost new, but not of very large dimensions. After it had been fully inflated, Mr Coxwell tried it, and found there would be some difficulty in ascending in it, owing to its weight. At this juncture, a Mr James Chambers, of Nottingham, who had previously made many ascents, stepped forward and offered to go in his stead, saying that he was lighter than Mr Coxwell, and that he wished to make the ascent. After some conversation, it was agreed that Chambers should go up, but Mr Coxwell told him not to attempt an ascent unless he felt quite confident that he could manage the balloon. Chambers replied that he had no fear about managing it, and accordingly he was allowed to make the ascent. The balloon rose steadily, and was carried somewhat rapidly in a north-easterly direction towards Nottingham. It proceeded as far as Arno Vale, when it was seen suddenly to collapse, while still at a considerable altitude, and then to fall quickly in an unshapely mass. Some young men who were near the spot where the balloon fell, hastened to render assistance. The balloon dropped into the car as it descended, completely covering it, and ultimately both fell in a field near Scout Lane, three miles from Nottingham. The car struck the ground and rebounded several feet, and then fell again, when it was seized and stopped by the young men, who had followed it. At the bottom of the car lay stretched the body of the unfortunate aeronaut. He was lifted out and found to be breathing, but quite insensible. He was conveyed to the nearest dwelling, and means were adopted to restore animation, but without effect. Two medical gentlemen, named Robertson and Maltby, afterwards saw him, and it was discovered that his left thigh was fractured, and some of the ribs on his left side were broken, but they considered it very probable that the unfortunate man had died through suffocation, as a handkerchief, which had been found in his mouth, had probably been placed there by himself when he found that he was in danger of being stifled by the gas from the collapsing balloon.

On another occasion, still more recent, a perilous balloon voyage was accomplished by an aeronaut named Vouens. He ascended from the Bellevue Gardens, near Huddersfield, in a balloon which was capable of containing 20,000 cubic feet of gas. Its height was 50 feet, and it expanded to 100 feet in circumference. Away floated the balloon in a westerly direction, oscillating for a considerable distance in a most extraordinary and unusual manner. Mr Vouens experienced a stronger breeze than he had anticipated, and, the current changing rapidly, his energy and knowledge as an aeronaut were very severely taxed. A fresh current drove him to the east for a time, but presently another gust unexpectedly sent him in the direction of Halifax, and thence towards Bradford, in a northerly course. After the lapse of twenty minutes the balloon and its occupant pierced the clouds. Mr Vouens then began to make observations for the purpose of selecting a suitable site on which to descend; and in a few minutes concentrated his attention upon a field in which a fête was being held. The breeze, however, carried him some three miles further, and a second time Mr Vouens attempted to lower himself in a field adjoining some farm-houses at Denholme. Cautiously opening the escape-valve, he continued the journey downwards and threw out the grapnels. Impetuous blasts of wind increased the difficulty of bringing the balloon to anchor. A strong wind prevailing, it became unmanageable, and drifted over fields and stone walls with amazing velocity. The flukes of the grapnels penetrated the ground and uprooted the earth as they followed in the wake of the balloon, while the aerial chariot dashed onwards, making, in its career, wide gaps in several stone walls. Mr Vouens, preparing to encounter the worst fate, wrapped the end of the cord which opens the escape-valve round one of his wrists, and, burying himself in the car, permitted the balloon to proceed until the breeze subsided, when, after the car had been thrice capsized, and every article which it contained thrown out, Mr Vouens, who received no injuries, anchored, and completed a voyage of many miles, which occupied half-an-hour in its accomplishment.




Chapter Nine.

War-Balloons.

As the French were the first to teach mankind the art of navigating the air by means of balloons, so they were the first to set the example of applying them to the art of war.

It may not be generally known, perhaps, that balloons have actually been used in war. They were first introduced to this new field of action at Valenciennes in 1793, and the result of the experiment was a failure; not, however, owing to the fault of man, but to the unpropitious nature of the winds. The garrison, being hard pressed by the English and their allies, attached a letter, addressed to the National Assembly, to a small balloon, or parachute, and committed it to a breeze which blew in the direction of Paris. Towards evening the wind changed, and the faithless messenger fell into the enemys camp!

About the same time the subject of war-balloons was brought before the Committee of Public Safety, who commissioned a young captain of Engineers, named Coutelle, to make experiments, and report on the matter. He made a balloon twenty-seven feet in diameter, with a car to hold two persons, which, when filled with hydrogen gas, was capable of lifting about a quarter of a ton, and cost a little above 80 pounds. It was not intended that this balloon should go free. It was to be held down by two guy-ropes, each between four and five hundred yards in length, by which, when at the full length of its tether, the balloon was to be hauled about in any direction, pulled down, or allowed to rise in obedience to the wishes of the aeronaut, who was to communicate his orders by means of a system of signals. Reports of what he might be thus enabled to discover of the enemys position were to be written on slips of paper, put into small sandbags, and tossed overboard. Small coloured flags were attached to each bag, so that it might be easily observed in its descent.

After several satisfactory ascents to the height of above 500 feet had taken place  the balloon being held easily by ten men, five to each guy-rope  an order was given, in April 1794, for the formation of a company of military aeronauts  styled aerostiers, to which Coutelle was appointed captain-commandant. His company consisted of one lieutenant, one sergeant-major, one sergeant, two corporals, and twenty privates, who wore a dark blue uniform, with black velvet facings, and were armed with pistols and swords.

This new and peculiar company of aerostiers was very soon sent to join the army at Maubeuge, and was regarded with some ridicule and contempt by the rest of the army. Coutelle, however, took an effectual method of commanding respect. He begged that he and his men might be allowed to take part in a projected sortie. They were permitted, and went; an officer and private were wounded, and the corps behaved with such gallantry that it was from that time treated with becoming respect.

Ascents were made daily in the balloon for reconnoitring purposes, and the Austrians fired at their audacious and inquisitive enemy both with muskets and cannon, but without effect.

After a time the balloon was ordered to take the road, and join that part of the army which was marching on Charleroi. Its march through the country in leading-strings was curious to spectators and harassing to the aerostiers. The car, with all its appurtenances, was placed on a cart, over which the balloon was allowed to float at a height sufficient to admit of the passage of cavalry under it. Twenty men, marching in single file, held it down by twenty stays; but they had a sad time of it, for their charge was headstrong and restive, jerking and tugging at them continually, not only with its own inherent power of ascension, but with the irregular impetus derived from gusts and squalls of wind, which caused it to make sudden and violent charges against trees, houses, or whatever chanced to come in its way, and sometimes to beat its blunt forehead wildly on the ground as if it had been a monster in despair!

It reached Charleroi, however, on the 22nd of June, after a journey of three days, and took part in the battle of Fleurus on the 26th. A high wind rendered it necessary, on the day of battle, to fasten its guy-ropes to thirty horses  fifteen to each rope  and, thus secured, it remained in the air eight hours, passing from place to place, and making observations. Its services were so highly appreciated by the generals on that occasion that a second balloon was made and sent to the field of action. The first one, which was named lEntreprenant, met with accidents which rendered it necessary that it should be sent to Maubeuge for repair; but it afterwards rejoined the army and took part in the battle of Aldenhoven, at the capture of Bonn, and at the operations before Ehrenbreitstein, in all of which it escaped without a wound, although frequently exposed to a furious fire of musketry and shells from the exasperated Austrians.

Nevertheless, its natural enemy, the wind, did not allow it to escape scatheless, as Coutelle shows in one of his letters. He writes thus:

I received orders to make a reconnaissance of Mayence. I accordingly posted myself between our lines and the town, at about half cannon-shot distance. The wind was very high, so, to counteract its effects as far as lay in my power, I ascended alone, with two hundred pounds additional buoyancy. I was at a height of five hundred metres when three successive gusts dashed me to the ground with such violence that several portions of the car were smashed to bits. Each time the balloon darted up again with so much force that sixty-four men  thirty-two at each guy-rope  were dragged to some distance. Had the guys been made fast to grapnels, as had been suggested to me, they must infallibly have given way.

Notwithstanding this rough treatment, the aerial warrior managed, during a lull in the wind, to count the number of the enemys guns.

But the successes of these war-balloons were sadly intermingled with reverses of fortune and harassing difficulties. The aeronauts had, indeed, won the respect and admiration of the army, but this did not compensate for the terribly fatiguing work of holding on, with scarcely a moments intermission, to the ropes of the intractable monsters during long and frequent marches. The second balloon at length succeeded in breaking loose, and was so much damaged as to become unserviceable, and the first one was afterwards found riddled with balls  destroyed, it was supposed, by its own men, who had become tired of the hardships to which they were continually subjected. The balloon was repaired, but was taken prisoner at Wurtzburg in September 1796, after a short but brilliant, and, it is said, useful career.

After this the war-ballooning fell into disrepute. Some attempts have been made in modern times to revive it, but these are not worth mentioning.




Chapter Ten.

Aerial Locomotives, etcetera.

Having treated of the balloon in all its different aspects, it is both just and appropriate to conclude with an account of the theory and construction of that curious machine which is, according to some enthusiastic aeronauts, to supplant the balloon altogether, and enable us to accomplish that which has been one of the great aims and desires of mankind from the earliest ages, namely, the directing of our flight, or steering a course, not only through, but, if need were, in opposition to the winds.

Monsieur Nadar being, perhaps, the most zealous advocate of this machine, we draw our information chiefly from his writings. Of course the reader will understand that we do not support the views which we are about to set forth; neither, however, do we treat them lightly, because we have lived long enough to see proposals which, not many years ago, would have been deemed worthy of the most visionary of lunatics, carried out to a successful issue and reduced to sober facts.

When we hear of a flying machine which is to rise from the earth at the bidding of man, and, like the fabulous creations in the Arabian Nights Entertainment, dart through the air with passengers and luggage bound for definite localities, turning hither and thither, or alighting on the earth according to the will of a steersman  we confess to a feeling which is apt to wrinkle our visage with the smile of incredulity; but we sternly rebuke the smile, for we know that similar smiles wreathed the faces of exceedingly wise people when, in former days, it was proposed to drive ships and coaches by steam, and hold instantaneous converse with our friends across the Atlantic by means of electricity!

Let us therefore gravely consider the aerial locomotive.

Monsieur Nadar, as the reader already knows, scouts the idea of steering balloons.

In reference to this he states with truth that, a balloon which presents to the action of the atmosphere a volume of from 22,000 to 42,000 (cubic) feet of a gas from ten to fifteen times lighter than air, is, by its very nature, smitten with incapacity to struggle against the slightest current, no matter what may be the resisting motive force which may be imparted to it. Both by its constitution, and by the medium which drives it hither and thither at the pleasure of the winds, it can never become a vessel. It is a buoy, and remains a buoy.

Discarding, therefore, with contempt, the balloon as an aerial locomotive, he announces his belief that it is the screw which is destined to drive us, or clamber with us, into the blue vault above, and convey us from place to place. And here it is right to assure the reader that the theoretical power of the screw to accomplish the end in view is not a disputable question. It has been practically proved by models, and the only point that remains to be settled is the possibility of applying the power to machines large enough to carry human beings with a sufficient degree of safety to warrant risking the attempt.

Monsieur Nadar sets out with a statement which he deems self-evident, namely, that, in order to contend against the air, we must be specifically heavier than the air  a truth which was also, we are told, announced by the first Napoleon in the epigrammatic sentence, There can be no progress without resistance. From this the Frenchman proceeds to prove that, in order to command the air, it is necessary to support ones-self upon it, instead of being at its mercy; that we can only rest upon that which resists, and that the air itself furnishes us amply with the needful resistance  it being the same atmosphere which overturns walls, tears up by the root trees a century old, and enables ships to ascend impetuous currents. Glowing with the ardour of a man whose faith is refreshingly great, he tells us that the time has at last come when the atmosphere must yield to man. It is for man, he says, to restrain and subdue this insolent and abnormal rebellion, which has for so many years laughed at our vain efforts. We are in turn about to make it serve us as a slave, just as the water on which we launch the ship, as the solid earth on which we press the wheel!

There is a toy called the spiralifer, which is common enough in towns, and which is, doubtless, known to almost every one. It consists of four flat fans attached to a spindle somewhat after the manner of the arms of a windmill. It is placed in a hollow tube and made to spin violently by pulling a string wound round the spindle. The result is that the spiralifer leaps out of the hollow tube and ascends powerfully as long as the violent spinning motion continues. If properly constructed, this toy acts with great force and certainty, and if the spinning motion could only be kept up, by any means, the ascent would be continued. The principal here involved is precisely the same as that which causes a windmill to turn, a screw-propeller to drive a ship, and a cork-screw to enter a cork. It is pressure against a resisting medium. Air is the resisting medium in the case of the mill; water and cork respectively in the other cases. The only difference between the windmill and the spiralifer is, that the first is moved by the air pressing against it, the other by itself, in its rotatory action, pressing against the air. If you turn a bottle upside down, and, while in that position, send a cork-screw up into the cork, you set in motion the same force which is applied in the spiralifer. As the screw screws itself up into the cork, so the spiralifer screws itself up into the air. Of course the screw remains sticking there when the motive power ceases, because of the density of the medium through which it moves, while the spiralifer, when at rest, sinks, because of the fluidity of the air; but the principle of motion in each is the same. The screw-propeller of a ship is just a spiralifer placed horizontally, acting on water instead of air, and having a vessel placed in front of it.

Now, Monsieur Nadars aerial locomotive is a huge spiralifer, made strong enough to carry up a steam-engine which shall keep it perpetually spinning, and, therefore, perpetually ascending. Perhaps we should have said that his locomotive is a huge machine to which several spiralifers are attached, so that while one set raises or (by reversing the engine) depresses it, other sets drive it sideways. The theory is perfect, and the practice has been successfully attempted in models. Messieurs Ponton dAmécourt and de la Laudelle, we are told the one a man of the world, and the other a man of letters  engaged the services of two skilled mechanics, Messieurs Joseph of Arras and J. Richard, who constructed models of machines which ascended the atmosphere, carrying their motive power (springs) along with them.

Besides horizontal screws, it is proposed to furnish additional guiding power to the locomotive by means of inclined planes. These, by being arranged in various positions, while the machine is in motion, would act on the air, as do the wings of a bird, and give it direction.

No doubt, despite the simplicity of all this, difficulties will present themselves to most minds, some of which may perhaps bulk very large in the minds of mechanicians  such as the power of materials to withstand the violence of the forces to which they are to be applied, etcetera. We do not know; however, no difficulties seem to have afflicted Monsieur Nadar, who thus grandly waives them all aside, and revels in the contemplation of the triumphant flights that lie before him in the future:  

It will be understood, he writes, that it belongs not to us to determine at present either the mechanism or the necessary manoeuvres. Neither shall we attempt to fix even approximately the future velocity of the aerial locomotive. Let us rather attempt to calculate the probable velocity of a locomotive gliding through the air, without the possibility of running off the rails, without any oscillation, without the least obstacle. Let us fancy such locomotive encountering on its way, in the midst, one of those atmospheric currents which travel at the rate of forty leagues an hour, and following that current; add together these formidable data, and your imagination will recoil in adding still further to these giddy velocities, that of a machine falling through an angle of descent of from 12,000 to 15,000 feet in a series of gigantic zigzags, and making the tour of the globe in a succession of fantastic leaps.

Truly Monsieur Nadar seems to us to be right! There are few men or women, we suspect, who would not recoil from such fantastic leaps, and unless the prospect of a more sedate style of travelling be held out, it is not probable that aerial locomotives will receive much patronage from the general public.

Lord Carlingford, who mistook the sentiments of Monsieur Nadar in regard to the aerial locomotive, claimed for himself, in 1863, the honour of having previously invented and successfully launched an aerial chariot, weighing seventeen stone, which rose on the air without any assistance but that of the wind, and, having arrived at a horizontal position on the air, it remained stationary there until pulled down.

Monsieur Nadar, at the conclusion of a courteous letter in reply to this claim, gives his intentions and opinions on the subject pretty clearly as follows:  

In fine, and that there may be no possible mistake on the part of any one regarding what I am attempting, I desire to find the necessary resources for the constitution of a society, which shall be the centre of all hitherto isolated and therefore lost attempts to solve a question so profound, so vast, so complex that it does not seem to belong to a single individual to achieve it. I have my system, which I believe to be good, since it is mine; but I shall aid with all the strength of my will, and with all the energy of my perseverance, every system which shall be proved to be better than mine. The question to me is not at all who may have determined the great problem; it is that the solution may be found at last. The fruit is ripe; I long to see it plucked, no matter by whom; and this is the sole cause of the agitation which I have endeavoured to call forth, and which I am now pursuing.

A man who takes up a subject with such hearty enthusiasm, and in such a liberal spirit, is, we hold, entitled to the utmost respect. As we have, however, done our best to lay his case before the public, we feel entitled to express with all humility some of the doubts which have been suggested to our own mind while meditating on the subject.

No doubt the theory propounded is correct, and, as carried into practice with models, the aerial locomotive has been a great success. No doubt also it is pleasant to contemplate the possibility of traversing space like a bird, a meteor, or a comet, and the absolute impossibility of getting off the rails; but what, we would ask, would be the result of a hitch  ever so small  in the working of the steam-engine or of the spring motor?

If a railway engine breaks down, there are all sorts of chances of escape open to the traveller. The engine may not quit the rails, or it may bound off alone, snap the coupling chains and leave the carriages to run until they come to a gradual standstill; or, the concussion may be so modified that no serious injury may result; or, should it come to the worst, the traveller may be among the fortunate number who make miraculous escapes. But if a crank of an aerial machine should snap while it is careering through space, or even a screw get loose and cause a momentary stoppage of the motor, it is abundantly evident that escape from total and swift destruction would be miraculous indeed, for the whole affair would come to the ground like a thunderbolt, and leave not a wrack behind!

Probably it might be answered in reply that a parachute attached to the machine, or the inclined planes acting as a parachute, would moderate the descent. Well, there may be something in that; nevertheless, parachutes have not yet proved themselves to be very trustworthy,  and we are constrained to reiterate the fact, that while an accident causing the break-down of the motive power of a steamboat or a railway carriage does not necessarily involve fatal consequences, an accident which should stop the motive power in an aerial locomotive would almost to a certainty, result in a grand smash, which would involve machine and passengers in one inconceivable whirl of chaotic destruction.

Whether this machine shall ever be successfully completed or not, it is evident that it still engages the earnest attention of men, as we gather from the following paragraph recently published in the San Francisco Bulletin:  

At a meeting of the Aerial Navigation Company, held on Friday, July 24, 1869, in San Francisco, it was voted to raise the necessary funds to construct an improved avitor of large size. The opinion of the engineers of the company was unanimous as to success so far, and the feasibility and success of the projected flying-ship. It will be about 150 feet in length, 20 to 40 feet diameter of the gasometer, with propelling blades on each side of the centre, describing a radius of about 16 feet. The propellers are shaped like a steamships, with two blades, each very light. They will be driven by a steam-engine of five-horse power, weighing, with boiler connections and water, 430 pounds weight. The planes on each side for floating the machine will be about twenty feet wide at the centre of the machine, and made in sections, so that they can be depressed or elevated at pleasure with the rudder or tail. The gasometer will be made in sections, so that in the event of accident to one section, the remainder will be sufficient for all practical purposes; indeed, it is claimed that the ship can fly through the air with such speed that the sustaining power of the planes alone will be sufficient to maintain the avitor in mid-air. The gasometer will be made, probably, of thin muslin or silk, saturated with gutta-percha. It is to carry four persons, and will be ready for trial in sixty or ninety days. The result of this experiment will be looked for with great interest all over the country.

The Americans, with that vigour of conception and promptitude in action for which they are celebrated, have done a good deal in the cause of aerostation; but, as their doings and experiences have been in many respects similar to those men whose voyages have been already recounted or touched upon, it would involve too much repetition to detail them here. Some of their attempts, however, have outshone those of the men of the eastern hemisphere. For instance, Mr J. Wise, a noted aeronaut, has several times exploded his balloons while in the air, to show that the fragments with net-work form a sort of parachute which moderates the descent. He also, with Mr La Mountain and others, accomplished in 1859 the longest flight on record, namely, 1150 miles in less than twenty hours; and the latter gentleman did 300 miles in four hours in the same year. Another American, Mr Lowe, made an enormous balloon, with which he resolved to cross the Atlantic in about 48 hours. We await the accomplishment of this feat with much solicitude!

In conclusion, we may say that the subject of aerostation is still in its infancy, and that we have still to learn how to conduct ourselves properly when  Up in the Clouds.

THE END
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Chapter One.

A Hero who rose from the Ranks.

More than a hundred years ago, there lived a man who dwelt in a mud cottage in the county of York; his name was Cook. He was a poor, honest labourer  a farm servant. This man was the father of that James Cook who lived to be a captain in the British Navy, and who, before he was killed, became one of the best and greatest navigators that ever spread his sails to the breeze and crossed the stormy sea.

Captain Cook was a true hero. His name is known throughout the whole world wherever books are read. He was born in the lowest condition of life, and raised himself to the highest point of fame. He was a self-taught man too. No large sums of money or long years of time were spent upon his schooling. No college education made him what he was. An old woman taught him his letters, but he was not sent to school till he was thirteen years of age. He remained only four years at the village school, where he learned a little writing and a little figuring. This was all he had to start with. The knowledge which he afterwards acquired, the great deeds that he performed, and the wonderful discoveries that he made, were all owing to the sound brain, the patient persevering spirit, the modest practical nature, and the good stout arm with which the Almighty had blessed him. It is the glory of England that many of her greatest men have risen from the ranks of those sons of toil who earn their daily bread in the sweat of their brow. Among all who have thus risen, few stand so high as Captain Cook.

Many bold things he did, many strange regions he visited, in his voyages round the world, the records of which fill bulky volumes. In this little book we shall confine our attention to some of the interesting discoveries that were made by him among the romantic islands of the South Pacific  islands which are so beautiful that they have been aptly styled gems of ocean, but which, nevertheless, are inhabited by savage races so thoroughly addicted to the terrible practice of eating human flesh, that we have thought fit to adopt the other, and not less appropriate, name of the Cannibal Islands.

Before proceeding with the narrative, let us glance briefly at the early career of Captain James Cook. He was born in 1728. After receiving the very slight education already referred to, he was bound apprentice to a shopkeeper. But the roving spirit within him soon caused him to break away from an occupation so uncongenial. He passed little more than a year behind the counter, and then, in 1746, went to sea.

Young Cooks first voyages were in connection with the coasting trade. He began his career in a collier trading between London and Newcastle. In a very short time it became evident that he would soon be a rising man. Promotion came rapidly. Little more than three years after the expiry of his apprenticeship he became mate of the Friendship, but, a few years later, he turned a longing eye on the navy having, as he himself said, a mind to try his fortune that way. In the year 1755 he entered the Kings service on board the Eagle, a sixty-gun ship, commanded by Sir Hugh Palliser. This officer was one of Cooks warmest friends through life.

In the navy the young sailor displayed the same steady, thorough-going character that had won him advancement in the coasting trade. The secret of his good fortune (if secret it may be called) was his untiring perseverance and energy in the pursuit of one object at one time. His attention was never divided. He seemed to have the power of giving his whole soul to the work in hand, whatever that might be, without troubling himself about the future. Whatever his hand found to do he did it with all his might. The consequence was that he became a first-rate man. His superiors soon found that out. He did not require to boast or push himself forward. His work spoke for him, and the result was that he was promoted from the forecastle to the quarter-deck, and became a master on board the Mercury when he was about thirty years of age.

About this time he went with the fleet to the Gulf of Saint Lawrence, and took part in the war then raging between the British and French in Canada. Winter in that region is long and bitterly cold. The gulfs and rivers there are at that season covered with thick ice; ships cannot move about, and war cannot be carried on. Thus the fleet was for a long period inactive. Cook took advantage of this leisure time to study mathematics and astronomy, and, although he little thought it, was thus fitting himself for the great work of discovery which he afterwards undertook with signal success.

In this expedition to Canada Cook distinguished himself greatly  especially in his surveys of the Gulf of Saint Lawrence, and in piloting the fleet safely through the dangerous shoals and rocks of that inland sea. So careful and correct was he in all that he did, that men in power and in high places began to take special notice of him; and, finally, when, in the year 1767, an expedition of importance was about to be sent to the southern seas for scientific purposes, Cook was chosen to command it.

This was indeed a high honour, for the success of that expedition depended on the man who should be placed at its head. In order to mark the importance of the command, and at the same time invest the commander with proper authority, Cook was promoted to the rank of lieutenant in the Royal Navy. He had long been a gentleman in heart and conduct; he was now raised to the social position of one by the Kings commission.

From this point in his career Cooks history as a great navigator and discoverer began. We shall now follow him more closely in his brilliant course over the world of waters. He was about forty years of age at this time; modest and unassuming in manners and appearance; upwards of six feet high, and good-looking, with quick piercing eyes and brown hair, which latter he wore, according to the fashion of the time, tied behind in a pig-tail. It was not until the end of his first voyage that he was promoted to the rank of captain.




Chapter Two.

Shows what Men will do and dare in the Cause of Science.

Men who study the stars tell us strange and wonderful things  things that the unlearned find it hard to understand, and harder still to believe, yet things that we are now as sure of as we are of the fact that two and two make four!

There was a time when men said that the sun moved round the earth; and very natural it was in men to say so, for, to the eye of sense, it looks as if this were really the case. But those who study the stars have found out that the earth moves round the sun  a discovery which has been of the greatest importance to mankind  though the importance thereof cannot be fully understood except by scientific men.

Among other difficult things, these astronomers have attempted to measure the distance of the sun, moon, and stars from our earth. Moreover, they have tried to ascertain the exact size of these celestial lights, and they have, to a considerable extent, been successful in their efforts. By their complicated calculations, the men who study the stars can tell the exact day, hour, and minute when certain events will happen, such as an eclipse of the sun or of the moon.

Now, about the year 1768 the attention of the scientific world was eagerly turned to an event which was to take place in the following year. This was the passage of the planet Venus across the face of the sun. Astronomers term this the Transit of Venus. It happens very seldom: it occurred in 1769, but not again till 1874, and 1882. By observing this passage  this transit  of Venus across the sun from different parts of our earth, it was hoped that such information could be obtained as would enable us to measure not only the distance of the sun from the earth with greater accuracy than heretofore, but also the extent of the whole host of stars that move with our earth around the sun and form what is called our Solar System.

An opportunity occurring so seldom was not to be lost. Learned men were sent to all parts of the world to observe the event. Among others, Captain Cook was sent to the south seas  there, among the far-off coral isles, to note the passage of a little star across the suns face  an apparently trifling, though in reality important, event in the history of science.

So much for the object of Cooks first voyage. Let us now turn to the details thereof.

The vessel chosen by him for his long and dangerous voyage to unknown seas was a small one of only 370 tons burden. It was named the Endeavour. The crew consisted of forty-one seamen, twelve marines, and nine servants  these, with the officers and the scientific men of the expedition, made up a body of eighty-five persons.

The scientific men above mentioned were, Mr Green, an astronomer; Mr Banks, a naturalist, who afterwards became Sir Joseph Banks and a celebrated man; Doctor Solander, who was also a naturalist; and two draughtsmen, one of whom was skilled in drawing objects of natural history, the other in taking views of scenery.

The Endeavour was victualled for a cruise of eighteen months. She was a three-masted vessel of the barque rig, and carried twenty-two large guns, besides a store of small arms,  for the region of the world to which they were bound was inhabited by savages, against whom they might find it necessary to defend themselves.

When all was ready, Captain Cook hoisted his flag, and spread his sails, and, on the 26th of August 1768, the voyage began  England soon dropped out of sight astern, and ere long the blue sky above and the blue sea below were all that remained for the eyes of the navigators to rest upon.

It is a wonderful thought, when we come to consider it, the idea of going to sea! To sailors who are used to it, the thought, indeed, may be very commonplace, and to lazy minds that are not much given to think deeply upon any subject, the thought may not appear very wonderful; but it is so, nevertheless, to us, men of the land, when we calmly sit down and ponder the idea of making to ourselves a house of planks and beams of wood, launching it upon the sea, loading it with food and merchandise, setting up tall poles above its roof, spreading great sheets thereon, and then rushing out upon the troubled waters of the great deep, there, for days and nights, for weeks and months, and even years, to brave the fury of the winds and waves, with nothing between us and death except a wooden plank, some two or three inches thick!

It seems a bold thing for man to act in this fashion, even when he is accustomed to it, and when he knows all about the sea which he sails over; but when, like Cook, he knows very little about the far-off ocean to which he is bound, his boldness seems and really is, much greater. It is this very uncertainty, however, that charms the minds of enterprising men, and gives interest to such voyages.

The Bible says, They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters; these see the works of the Lord, and His wonders in the deep. Navigators in all ages have borne testimony to the truth of this. The very first pages in Cooks journal mention some of these wonders. He says that, while they were off the coast of Spain, Mr Banks and Dr Solander, the naturalists, had an opportunity of observing some very curious marine animals, some of which were like jelly, and so colourless that it was difficult to see them in the water except at night, when they became luminous, and glowed like pale liquid fire. One, that was carefully examined, was about three inches long, and an inch thick, with a hollow passing quite through it, and a brown spot at one end, which was supposed to be its stomach. Four of these, when first taken up out of the sea in a bucket, were found to be adhering together, and were supposed to be one animal; but on being put into a glass of water they separated and swam briskly about. Many of them resembled precious stones, and shone in the water with bright and beautiful colours. One little animal of this kind lived several hours in a glass of salt water, swimming about with great agility, and at every motion displaying a change of colours.

These Medusae, as they are called, have been spoken of by many travellers, who tell us that in some parts of the sea they are so numerous that the whole ocean is covered with them, and seems to be composed of liquid fire, usually of a pale blue or green colour. The appearance is described as being of great splendour. Even in the seas on our own coasts this beautiful light is often seen. It is called phosphoric light. Something of the same kind may be seen in the carcass of a decaying fish if taken into a dark room.

Not long after this, they saw flying-fish. Cook says that when seen from the cabin windows they were beautiful beyond imagination, their sides having the colour and brightness of burnished silver. When seen from the deck they did not look so beautiful, because their backs were of a dark colour. It must not be supposed that these fish could fly about in the air like birds. They can only fly a few yards at a time. They usually rise suddenly from the waves, fly as if in a great hurry, not more than a yard or two above the surface, and then drop as suddenly back into the sea as they rose out of it. The two fins near the shoulders of the fish are very long, so that they can be used as wings for these short flights. When chased by their enemy, the dolphin, flying-fish usually take a flight in order to escape. They do not, however, appear to be able to use their eyes when out of the water, for they have been seen to fly against ships at sea, get entangled in the rigging, and fall helpless on the deck. They are not quite so large as a herring, and are considered very good eating.

On drawing near to Cape Horn, on the extreme south of South America, the voyagers began to prepare for bad weather, for this Cape is notorious for its storms. Few mariners approach the Horn without some preparation, for many a good ship has gone to the bottom in the gales that blow there.

It was here that they first fell in with savages. The ship having approached close to that part of the land named Tierra del Fuego, natives were observed on shore. As Mr Banks and Dr Solander were anxious to visit them, a boat was lowered and sent ashore. They landed near a bay in the lee of some rocks where the water was smooth. Thirty or forty of the Indians soon made their appearance at the end of a sandy beach on the other side of the bay, but seeing that there were twelve Europeans in the boat they were afraid, and retreated. Mr Banks and Dr Solander then advanced about one hundred yards, on which two of the Indians returned, and, having advanced some paces, sat down. As soon as the gentlemen came up the savages rose and each threw away a small stick which he had carried in his hand. This was intended for a sign of peace. They then walked briskly towards their companions, who had halted about fifty yards behind them, and beckoned the gentlemen to follow, which they did. They were received with many uncouth signs of friendship, and, in return, gave the savages some beads and ribbons, which greatly delighted them.

A feeling of good-will having been thus established, the two parties joined and tried to hold converse by means of signs. Three of the Indians agreed to accompany them back to the ship, and when they got on board one of the wild visitors began to go through some extraordinary antics. When he was taken to any new part of the ship, or when he was shown any new thing, he shouted with all his force for some minutes, without directing his voice either to the people of the ship or to his companions.

Some beef and bread being given to them, they ate it, but did not seem to relish it much. Nevertheless, such of it as they did not eat they took away with them. But they would not swallow a drop either of wine or spirits. They put the glass to their lips, but, having tasted the liquor, they returned it with looks of disgust.

Cook says he was much surprised at the want of curiosity in these savages of the Cape, and seems to have formed a very low opinion of them. They were conducted all over the ship, yet, although they saw a vast number of beautiful and curious things that must have been quite new to them, they did not give vent to any expression of wonder or pleasure  for the howling above spoken of did not seem to be either,  and when they returned to land they did not seem anxious to tell what they had seen, neither did their comrades appear desirous of hearing anything about their visit to the ship. Altogether, they seemed a much lower race of people than the inhabitants of the South-Sea Islands whom Cook afterwards visited.




Chapter Three.

Describes an Adventure in the Mountains, and tells of Tierra Del Fuego.

One of the main objects that Mr Banks and Dr Solander had in view in going with Captain Cook on this voyage was to collect specimens of plants and insects in the new countries they were about to visit. The country near Cape Horn was at that time almost unknown: indeed, it is not much known even at the present day. The two naturalists of the expedition were therefore anxious to land and explore the shore.

Accordingly, early one fine morning a party went ashore to ascend one of the mountains. It consisted of Mr Banks and Dr Solander with their servants, two of whom were negroes; Mr Buchan, the draughtsman; Mr Monkhouse, the surgeon of the ship; and Mr Green, the astronomer. These set off to push as far as they could into the country, intending to return before night. They were accompanied by two seamen, who carried their baggage.

The hills, when viewed from a distance, seemed to be partly wooded; above the wood there was a plain, and beyond that bare rocks. Mr Banks hoped to get through the woods, and made no doubt that beyond it he would find new sorts of plants which no botanists had ever yet heard of. They entered the wood full of hope, and with much of the excitement that men cannot but feel when exploring a country that has never been trodden by the foot of a civilised man since the world began.

It took them, however, much longer to get through the pathless wood than they had expected. It was afternoon before they reached what they had taken for a plain, but which, to their great disappointment, they found to be a swamp covered with low bushes, which were so stubborn that they could not break through them, and were therefore compelled to step over them, while at every step they sank up to the ankles in mud  a mode of progress so fatiguing that they were all very soon exhausted. To make matters worse, the weather became gloomy and cold, with sudden blasts of piercing wind accompanied by snow.

They pushed on vigorously notwithstanding, and had well-nigh crossed the swamp when Mr Buchan was suddenly seized with a fit. This compelled a halt. As he could not go further, a fire was kindled, and those who were most fatigued were left behind to take care of him, while the rest continued to advance. At last they reached the summit of the mountain, and were rewarded for their toil by the botanical specimens discovered there. It was late in the day by that time, and as it was impossible to get back to the ship that night, they were obliged to make up their minds to bivouac on the mountain, a necessity which caused them no little uneasiness, for it had now become bitterly cold. Sharp blasts of wind became so frequent, however, that they could not remain on the exposed mountain-side, and were obliged to make for the shelter of the woods in the nearest valley.

Mr Buchan having recovered, and the whole party having reassembled, they set out to recross the swamp, intending, when they should get into the woods, to build a hut of leaves and branches, kindle a fire, and pass the night there as well as they could. But an overpowering torpor had now begun to seize hold upon some of the party, and it was with the greatest difficulty the others could prevent the drowsy ones from lying down to sleep in the snow. This almost irresistible tendency to sleep is common in cold countries. It is one of the effects of extreme cold upon exhausted men, and is a very dangerous condition, because those who fall into it cannot resist giving way to it, even though they know that if they do so they will certainly die.

Dr Solander, who had formerly travelled on the snow-topped mountains of Norway, was aware of the danger of giving way to this feeling, and strove to prevent his companions from falling into the fatal rest. Whoever sits down, said he, will sleep, and whoever sleeps will awake no more.

Strange to say, Dr Solander was the first to disregard his own warning. While they were still pushing across the naked side of the mountain, the cold became suddenly so intense that it increased the effect they dreaded so much. The doctor found the desire to rest so irresistible that he insisted on being suffered to lie down. Mr Banks tried to prevent him, but in vain. Down he lay upon the ground, covered though it was with snow, and all that his friends could do was to keep shaking him, and so prevent him from falling into the fatal sleep. At the same time one of the negro servants became affected in a similar manner. Mr Banks, therefore, sent forward five of the company with orders to get a fire ready at the first convenient place they could find, while himself with four others remained with the doctor and the negro, whom partly by entreaty and partly by force, they roused up and brought on for some little distance. But when they had got through the greatest part of the swamp they both declared they could go no further. Again Mr Banks tried to reason with the two unfortunate men, pointing out their extreme danger, and beseeching them to make an effort to advance. But all he could say had no effect.

When the negro was told that if he would not go on he must, in a short time, be frozen to death, he answered that he desired nothing but to be allowed to lie down and die. Dr Solander, on being told the same thing, replied that he was willing to go on but that he must first take some sleep, forgetting apparently that he had before told his comrades that to sleep was to perish.

As Mr Banks and his companions could not carry them, there was no help for it  they were suffered to sit down, being partly supported by the bushes. In a few minutes they were both sound asleep. Providentially, just at that time, some of the people who had been sent forward returned with the welcome news that a fire had been lighted not more than a quarter of a mile off. Renewed attempts were therefore made to rouse the sleepers. But the negro was past help. Every effort failed to awaken him. With Dr Solander they were more successful, yet, though he had not slept five minutes he had almost lost the use of his limbs, and the muscles were so shrunken that the shoes fell off his feet. Staggering and stumbling among the slush and snow, more dead than alive, he was half carried, half dragged by his comrades to the fire.

Meanwhile the other negro and a seaman were left in charge of the unfortunate black servant, with directions to stay by him and do what they could for him until help should be sent. The moment Dr Solander was got to the fire, two of the strongest of the party who had been refreshed were sent back to bring in the negro. In half an hour, however, they had the mortification to see these two men return alone. They had been unable to find their comrades. This at first seemed unaccountable, but when it was discovered that the only bottle of rum belonging to the party was amissing, Mr Banks thought it probable that it had been in the knapsack of one of the absent men, that by means of it the sleeping negro had been revived, that they had then tried to reach the fire without waiting for assistance, and so had lost themselves.

It was by this time quite dark, another heavy fall of snow had come on, and continued for two hours, so that all hope of seeing them again alive was given up, for it must be remembered that the men remaining by the fire were so thoroughly knocked up that had they gone out to try to save their comrades they would in all probability have lost their own lives. Towards midnight, however, a shout was heard at some distance. Mr Banks, with four others, went out immediately, and found the seaman who had been left with the two negroes, staggering along with just strength enough to keep on his legs. He was quickly brought to the fire, and, having described where the other two were, Mr Banks proceeded in search of them. They were soon found. The first negro, who had sunk down at the same time with Dr Solander, was found standing on his legs, but unable to move. The other negro was lying on the snow as insensible as a stone.

All hands were now called from the fire, and an attempt was made to carry them to it, but every man was so weak from cold, hunger, and fatigue that the united strength of the whole party was not sufficient for this. The night was extremely dark, the snow was very deep, and although they were but a short distance from the fire, it was as much as each man could do to make his way back to it, stumbling and falling as he went through bogs and bushes.

Thus the poor negroes were left to their sad fate, and some of the others were so near sharing that fate with them that they began to lose their sense of feeling. One of Mr Bankss servants became so ill, that it was feared he would die before he could be got to the fire.

At the fire, however, they did eventually arrive, and beside it passed a dreadful night of anxiety, grief, and suffering. Of the twelve who had set out on this unfortunate expedition in health and good spirits two were dead; a third was so ill that it was doubtful whether he would be able to go forward in the morning; and a fourth, Mr Buchan, was in danger of a return of his fits. They were distant from the ship a long days journey, while snow lay deep on the ground and still continued to fall. Moreover, as they had not expected to be out so long, they had no provisions left, except a vulture which chanced to be shot, and which was not large enough to afford each of them quarter of a meal.

When morning dawned nothing was to be seen, as far as the eye could reach, but snow, which seemed to lie as thick upon the trees as on the ground, and the wind came down in such sudden violent blasts, that they did not dare to resume their journey. How long this might last they knew not. Despair crept slowly over them, and they began gloomily to believe that they were doomed to perish of hunger and cold in that dreary waste. But the Almighty, who often affords help to man when his case seems most hopeless and desperate, sent deliverance in a way most agreeable and unexpected. He caused a soft, mild breeze to blow, under the influence of which the clouds began to clear away, the intense cold moderated, and the gladdening sun broke forth, so that with revived spirits and frames the wanderers were enabled to start on the return journey to the coast.

Before doing so, they cooked and ate the vulture, and it is probable that they devoured that meal with fully as much eagerness and satisfaction as the ravenous bird itself ever devoured its prey. It was but a light breakfast, however. After being skinned, the bird was divided into ten portions, and every man cooked his own as he thought fit, but each did not receive above three mouthfuls. Nevertheless it strengthened them enough to enable them to return to the ship, where they were received by their anxious friends with much joy and thankfulness.

The month of December is the middle of summer in the land at the extreme south of South America.

That land occupies much about the same position on the southern half of this world that we occupy on the northern half; so that, when it is winter with us, it is summer there. The climate is rigorous and stormy in the extreme, and the description given of the natives shows that they are a wretched and forlorn race of human beings. Captain Cook visited one of their villages before leaving the coast. It contained about a dozen dwellings of the poorest description. They were mere hovels; nothing more than a few poles set up in a circle and meeting together at the top, each forming a kind of cone. On the weather side each cone was covered with a few boughs and a little grass. The other side was left open to let the light in and the smoke out. Furniture they had none. A little grass on the floor served for chairs, tables, and beds. The only articles of manufacture to be seen among the people were a few rude baskets, and a sort of sack in which they carried the shell-fish which formed part of their food. They had also bows and arrows, which were rather neatly made  the arrows with flint heads cleverly fitted on.

The colour of those savages resembled iron-rust mixed with oil; their hair was long and black. The men were large but clumsy fellows, varying from five feet eight to five feet ten. The women were much smaller, few being above five feet. Their costume consisted of skins of wild animals. The women tied their fur cloaks about the waists with a thong of leather. One would imagine that among people so poor and miserably off there was not temptation to vain show, nevertheless they were fond of making themselves look fine! They painted their faces with various colours; white round the eyes, with stripes of red and black across the cheeks, but scarcely any two of them were painted alike. Both men and women wore bracelets of beads made of shells and bones, and, of course, they were greatly delighted with the beads which their visitors presented to them. Their language was harsh in sound; they seemed to have no form of government, and no sort of religion. Altogether they appeared to be the most destitute, as well as the most stupid, of all human beings.




Chapter Four.

Explains how Coral Islands are made.

Soon after this adventurous visit to the land of Tierra del Fuego, the Endeavour doubled Cape Horn  and entered the waters of the great Pacific Ocean; and now Cook began to traverse those unknown seas in which his fame as a discoverer was destined to be made. He sailed over this ocean for several weeks, however, before discovering any land. It was on Tuesday morning, the 10th of April, that he fell in with the first of the coral islands. Mr Bankss servant, Peter Briscoe, was the first to see it, bearing south, at the distance of about ten or twelve miles, and the ship was immediately run in that direction. It was found to be an island of an oval form, with a lake, or lagoon, in the middle of it. In fact, it was like an irregularly-formed ring of land, with the ocean outside and a lake inside. Coral islands vary a good deal in form and size, but the above description is true of many of them.

To this island the crew of the Endeavour now drew near with looks of eager interest, as may well be believed, for an unknown land necessarily excites feelings of lively curiosity in the breasts of those who discover it.

It was found to be very narrow in some places, and very low, almost on a level with the sea. Some parts were bare and rocky; others were covered with vegetation, while in several places there were clumps of trees  chiefly cocoa-nut palms. When the ship came within a mile of the breakers, the lead was hove, but no bottom was found with 130 fathoms of line! This was an extraordinary depth so near shore, but they afterwards found that most of the coral islands have great depth of water round them, close outside the breakers.

They now observed that the island was inhabited, and with the glass counted four-and-twenty natives walking on the beach. These all seemed to be quite naked. They were of a brown colour, and had long black hair. They carried spears of great length in their hands, also a smaller weapon, which appeared to be either a club or a paddle. The huts of these people were under the shade of some palm-trees, and Captain Cook says that to him and his men, who had seen nothing but water and sky for many long months, except the dreary shores of Tierra del Fuego, these groves appeared like paradise.

They called this Lagoon Island. As night came on soon after they reached it, however, they were compelled to sail away without attempting to land.

Not long afterwards another island was discovered. This one was in the shape of a bow, with the calm lake, or lagoon, lying between the cord and the bow. It was also inhabited, but Cook did not think it worth his while to land. The natives here had canoes, and the voyagers waited to give them an opportunity of putting off to the ship, but they seemed afraid to do so.

Now, good reader, you must know that these coral islands of the Pacific are not composed of ordinary rocks, like most other islands of the world, but are literally manufactured or built by millions of extremely small insects which merit particular notice. Let us examine this process of island-making which is carried on very extensively by the artisans of the great South-Sea Factory!

The coral insect is a small creature of the sea which has been gifted with the power of secreting or depositing a lime-like substance, with which it builds to itself a little cell or habitation. It fastens this house to a rock at the bottom of the sea. Like many other creatures the coral insect is sociable; it is fond of company, and is never found working except in connection with millions of its friends. Of all the creatures of earth it shows perhaps the best example of what mighty works can be accomplished by union. One man can do comparatively little, but hundreds of men, united in their work, can achieve wonders, as every one knows. They can erect palaces and cathedrals towering to the skies; they can cover hundred of miles of ground with cities, and connect continents with telegraphs, but, with all their union, all their wisdom, and all their power, men cannot build islands  yet this is done by the coral insect; a thing without hand or brain, a creature with little more than a body and a stomach. It is not much bigger than a pin-head, yet hundreds of the lovely, fertile islands of the Pacific Ocean are formed by this busy animalcule. Many of those islands would never have been there but for the coral insect!

When corallines (as they are called) set about building an island, they lay the foundation on the top of a submarine mountain. The ordinary islands of the sea are neither more nor less than the tops of those mountains which rise from the bottom of the sea and project above the surface. Some of these sea-mountains rise high above the surface and form large islands; some only peep, so to speak, out of the waves, thus forming small islands; others again do not rise to the surface at all  their highest peaks being several feet below the level of the ocean. It is on these water-covered mountain-tops that the coral insects lay the foundations of their islands. As few mountain-peaks are level, however, whether above or below water, the insect finds it more convenient to form a ring round the sides of the mountain-top than to build on the exact top itself. Then they set to work with the busy industry of bees. Their talents are few; apparently they have received only one, but they turn that one to good account. They fulfil the work for which they were created. No creature can do more!

They begin to build, and the work advances rapidly, for they are active little masons. The ring round the mountain-top soon begins to shoot upwards and extend outwards. As the labourers continue their work their families increase. It is a thriving and a united community. There are neither wars nor disputes  no quarrelling, no mis-spent time, no misapplied talents. There is unity of action and design, hence the work advances quickly, steadily, and well. In process of time the coral ring becomes a solid wall, which gradually rises above the highest peak of the submarine mountain, and at length approaches the surface of the sea. When it reaches this point the work is done. The coral insect can only work under water. When its delicate head rises above the waves it ceases to build, and, having done its duty, it dies. Those which reach the surface first, die first. The others that are still below water work on, widening and strengthening the wall until they too reach the fatal surface, peep for one moment as it were on the upper world and then perish. Thus the active builders go on adding to the width of the structure, and dying by successive relays; working with their little might during their brief existence, and knowing nothing of the great end which is to result from their modest busy lives.

With the death of the coral insects the foundation-stone of the island is laid, in the form of a ring just peeping out of the ocean. Thenceforth other creatures continue the work. The waves lash and beat upon the uppermost coral cells and break them up into fine white sand. Currents of ocean throw upon this beach pieces of sea-weed and drifting marine substances of various kinds. The winds convey the lighter seeds of land plants to it, and sea-birds that alight upon it to rest do the same thing. Thus, little by little, things accumulate on the top of the coral ring until the summit rises above the reach and fury of the waves. No sooner is this accomplished than the genial sun of those regions calls the seeds into life. A few blades of green shoot up. These are the little tokens of life that give promise of the luxuriance yet to come. Soon the island ring is clothed with rich and beautiful vegetation, cocoa-nut palms begin to sprout and sea-fowl to find shelter where, in former days, the waves of the salt sea alone were to be found. In process of time the roving South-Sea islanders discover this little gem of ocean, and take up their abode on it; and when such a man as Cook sails past it, he sees, perchance, the naked savage on the beach gazing in wonder at his big canoe, and the little children swimming like ducks in the calm waters of the lagoon or gambolling like porpoises among the huge breakers outside that roll like driven snow upon the strand.

During their formation, these islands are fraught with danger to ships, for sometimes, in parts of the ocean where charts show deep water, the sailor finds an unexpected coral reef, and, before he is aware, the good ship runs on this living wall and becomes a wreck. Many a noble vessel goes to sea well appointed and with a good brave crew, but never more returns;  who knows how many such have, when all on board thought themselves secure, been dashed to pieces suddenly, and lost upon the coral reefs of the Pacific?

These circular islets of coral never rise more than a few feet above the surface of the sea, but there are many other islands in the South Seas  some of which have been thrown up by the action of volcanoes, and are wild, rugged, mountainous, and of every conceivable shape and size.

The busy corallines before mentioned are so numerous in the South Seas that they build their coral walls everywhere. As they have an objection apparently to commence building in shallow water, they are obliged to keep off the shore a distance of a mile or more, so that when they reach the surface they enclose a belt of water of that width, which is guarded by the reef from the violence of the waves, and forms a splendid natural harbour. Almost every South-Sea island has its coral reef round it, and its harbour of still water between the reef and the shore.

It would seem as if the beneficent Creator had purposely formed those harbours for mans convenience, because narrow openings are found in all the reefs, without which, of course, the sheltered waters within could not have been entered. These openings are usually found to occur opposite valleys where the streams from the mountains enter the sea. It is therefore supposed that fresh water kills the coral insects at these places, thus preventing the reef from forming an unbroken circle. Low islets are usually formed on each side of the openings on which a few cocoa-nut trees grow; so that the mariner is thus furnished with a natural beacon by which to guide his vessel clear of the reef safely into the harbour.

One of the most interesting of the larger islands of the Pacific is Otaheite (now spelt and pronounced Tahiti), at which Captain Cook arrived on the 4th of April 1769. It had been discovered, however, nearly two years before the date of his visit  as the next chapter will show.




Chapter Five.

Discovery by Captain Wallis of Otaheite or Tahiti.

The beautiful island of Tahiti was discovered by Captain Wallis in the year 1767.

It was on a bright day in June when he first saw it from the deck, but when his vessel (the Dolphin) came close to it, a thick mist descended like a veil and shut it out from view of the impatient mariners, who were compelled to lie to until the mist should clear away. At length it rolled off, and disclosed one of the most lovely and delightful scenes that could be imagined.

The Dolphin being the first ship that ever touched at Tahiti, the natives, as we may well imagine, were filled with amazement at its vast size and curious shape. No sooner did the ship draw near than she was surrounded by hundreds of canoes, containing altogether nearly a thousand naked savages. At first the poor creatures were afraid to draw near. They sat in their little barks gazing at the big canoe in silent wonder or talking to each other about her in low eager tones, but never for a moment taking their eyes off this great sight!

At last, after consulting together, they began to paddle slowly round the ship, and make signs of peace and friendship, which those on board were not slow to return, endeavouring to induce some of them to come on deck. This they were naturally afraid to do, but at length one fellow took heart and began by making a speech, which lasted for full fifteen minutes. As none of the sailors understood a word of it, they were not much enlightened; but the savage, who held a branch of the plantain-tree in his hand during his oration, concluded by casting this branch into the sea. This was meant as a sign of friendship, for soon after, a number of similar branches were thrown on the ships deck, and then a few of the islanders ventured on board.

There was much talk, however, on the part of the savages, before they began to feel at ease. Trinkets of various kinds were now offered to them, and they gazed around them with great interest, gradually losing their fears under the kindness of Captain Wallis and his companions. This happy state of things, however, was suddenly interrupted by a goat belonging to the ship, which, not liking the appearance of the strangers, attacked one of them unceremoniously, and butted at him with its head. Turning quickly round, the savage was filled with terror on beholding a creature, the like of which he had never seen before, reared on its hind legs, and preparing to repeat the blow. Without a moments hesitation he rushed in consternation to the ships side, and plunged into the sea, whither he was followed by all his countrymen in the twinkling of an eye. A storm of musket bullets could not have cleared the deck more quickly than did the attack of that pugnacious goat!

In a short time they recovered from their terrors, the ill-behaved goat was removed, and some of the natives were again induced to return on board, where they were treated with the utmost kindness, and presented with such trifling gifts as beads and nails, etcetera, much to their delight. Notwithstanding this, however, the visit terminated inharmoniously in consequence of one of the natives snatching a gold-laced hat from an officers head, and jumping with it into the sea!

After this Wallis stood in-shore, intending to anchor, and sent his boats still closer to the land to take soundings. Here they were immediately surrounded by a great number of canoes, and the captain, suspecting the natives of hostile intentions, fired a nine-pounder over their heads. They were much startled by the unknown and terrible sound, but, seeing that no result followed, they proceeded to attack the boats, sending showers of stones into them, and wounding some of the men. It now became necessary to act in earnest, so a musket-shot was discharged at the savage who began the attack. The ball pierced his shoulder, whereupon the whole host paddled to the shore in great terror and confusion.

Notwithstanding this, the islanders soon returned to the ship with their boughs of peace: a speech was made by one of them. A few trinkets were given by the Europeans, and friendship was again restored; but next morning, when the boats were in-shore searching for fresh water, a second attack was made upon them. Three large canoes ran against the ships cutter, and stove in some of her upper planks. The natives were about to leap on board when a volley was fired into them, and two of their number fell into the sea. On seeing this they instantly retired, and the wounded men were dragged into the canoes.

Never having seen the effects of fire-arms before, the astonished savages apparently could not understand what was wrong with their comrades. They set them on their feet, but finding they could not stand, they tried to make them sit upright. One of them being only wounded, was able to remain in this position, but the other was dead, so they had to lay him in the bottom of their canoe. Once again they made peaceful signs, and Wallis, who was most anxious to avoid bloodshed, met them more than half-way. Traffic was speedily opened, and a considerable quantity of fruit, fowls, and hogs was obtained in exchange for scissors, knives, beads, and small trinkets of little value. But this did not last long. Warlike preparations were renewed by the natives, and many of their canoes were seen to be filled with large pebbles. At last an attack was made on the ship itself, and a regular battle was fought.

This happened early in the morning when the sailors were engaged trafficking with the people in the canoes that contained provisions. Captain Wallis observed, with some anxiety, that, besides those provision canoes, many others of large size and filled with stones were gradually crowding round the ship; he therefore kept part of the crew armed, and loaded his guns. More canoes were putting off from shore and crowding round until there were about three hundred of them, with upwards of two thousand men, some of whom sang a gruff sort of war-song, while others blew into a shell as if it were a trumpet, and some played on an instrument resembling a flute.

In the midst of these discordant noises one canoe, larger than the others, and with a canopy over it, pushed alongside, and a naked warrior handed up a bunch of red and yellow feathers. This was, of course, supposed to be a sign of peace, but such was not the case. Immediately afterwards the canoe pushed off and the leader threw into the air the branch of a cocoa-nut tree. This was the signal. A general shout burst from the savages; the canoes made for the ship, and showers of stones were thrown on board. Many of these stones were fully two pounds weight, and as they were thrown with great force, some of the sailors were severely wounded.

The crew of the Dolphin rushed to quarters. The watch on deck instantly opened a fire of musketry on those nearest the ship, and two of the quarter-deck swivel guns, which happened to be loaded with small-shot, were also discharged. This warm and vigorous reception checked the attack for a few minutes; but the courage of the savages was aroused. They quickly renewed the assault, coming on in all directions, and receiving constant reinforcements from the shore. But now the great guns of the ship were brought into play; the thunder of artillery echoed, for the first time, from the mountain-sides of Tahiti; and, as the heavy balls tore up the sea and crashed upon the shore, the terrified natives in the canoes nearest the ship took to flight.

Seeing this, the Captain at once ordered the fire to cease, being anxious to do as little harm as possible. This, however, had the effect of restoring confidence to the natives, who lay for some time gazing at the ship from a considerable distance. They had evidently profited by their short experience in this new style of warfare, for, observing that the terrible iron shower came thundering only from the sides of the ship, they made their next attack on the bow and stern  advancing with much daring, and throwing their stones with great violence and good aim, insomuch that some more of the men were severely hurt.

There is no saying what might have been the end of this fight, had not a lucky cannon-shot, fired from one of the great guns that had been run out at the bow, hit the canoe of the savage chief, and cut it in two. A result so tremendous had the effect of filling the hearts of the savages with terror. Every canoe turned tail and made for the shore in dire confusion, while the people who had crowded the beach took to their heels and ran over the hills in the utmost haste, as if they felt their only safety lay in placing the mountains between them and the terrible strangers in the big canoe. In half an hour not a single canoe was to be seen!

Captain Wallis now hoped that the natives would feel his immense superiority, and cease a useless contest, but he was mistaken. He was not yet done with them. They were a very determined set of men. Soon after this fight they were observed making preparations for a renewed attack. They could be seen pouring over the hills in all directions, and lurking in the thickets, while, round the point, numbers of war-canoes came paddling to the beach, where fresh warriors and bags of stones were embarked. It was evident that a grand attack was to be made; so Wallis prepared to repel it. Soon after, the bay was crowded with canoes as they paddled straight and swift toward the ship. At once the great guns opened with terrible effect, and so tremendous a fire was kept up that the entire flotilla was almost instantly dispersed. Many of the canoes were run ashore and deserted; others fled round the point, and the savages took to the woods. Into these the fire was then directed, and the natives, who doubtless imagined that no danger could penetrate from such a distance into the heart of their thick bushes, were driven, astonished and horrified, up a hill on which thousands of women and children had taken up their position to witness the fight.

Here they deemed themselves quite safe, but Captain Wallis resolved to show them that they were not so. He thought that the best thing he could do would be to inspire them with a wholesome dread of his tremendous artillery, so he ordered the guns to be fired at the crowded hill. The shots tore up the earth near a tree under which a dense crowd was collected. It need scarcely be added that the whole host fled on the wings of terror, and in less than two minutes not a man, woman, or child was to be seen.

The natives now at length submitted. Not many hours after the close of this fight, a few of them came down to the beach carrying green boughs which they stuck into the sand, and placed beside them a peace-offering of hogs and dogs and bundles of native cloth. Of course Wallis was right glad to accept it, and in return gave them presents of hatchets, nails, and other things. Peace was now thoroughly established, and the two parties engaged in amicable traffic with as much good-will as if they had neither quarrelled nor fought. The queen of the island visited the ship, and from that time till the Dolphin left everything went smoothly.

The ignorance of the natives as to the relative value of various metals was curiously shown one day. In order to find out what things they liked best, Captain Wallis spread before them a coin called a johannes, a guinea, a crown piece, a Spanish dollar, a few shillings, some new halfpence, and two large nails, and made a sign to them to help themselves. The nails were first seized with great eagerness, and then a few of the glittering new halfpence, but the silver and gold lay neglected!

The friendship thus established continued to increase as long as Wallis remained there, and when at length he took his departure the natives exhibited every sign of extreme regret  the queen especially was inconsolable, and wept bitterly when she bade them farewell.

Such were a few of the scenes that occurred at the discovery of Tahiti, an island which has since become famous as the scene of the residence of the mutineers of the Bounty, and the field of much earnest and deeply interesting missionary labour.




Chapter Six.

Captain Cooks Visit to Tahiti.

Less than two years after the discovery of Tahiti by Wallis, Captain Cook arrived in the Endeavour at the same island. He first saw its high mountains rise on the horizon on the 11th of June 1769, and soon afterwards a few canoes came off to the ship, but the natives were timid at first. They evidently had not forgotten the thundering guns and crashing shot of the Dolphin.

In every canoe there were young plantains and branches of trees, which latter were intended as tokens of peace and friendship. The people in one of the canoes ventured to the ship, and handed these branches up the side, making signals at the same time with great earnestness. At first the sailors were unable to make out their meaning, but at length, guessing that they wished those symbols to be placed in some conspicuous part of the ship, they immediately stuck them about the rigging, upon which the natives expressed the greatest satisfaction. Cook then purchased the cargoes of the canoes, consisting of cocoa-nuts and various kinds of fruits, which, after their long voyage, were most acceptable.

Next morning the Endeavour was safely anchored in a bay called by the natives Matavai. Here the visitors were received with much kindness. The natives regarded them with great respect and awe; the first man who approached them crouching so low that he almost crept on his hands and knees. Then two of the chiefs came forward, and each selected his friend. One chose Cook, and the other selected Mr Banks, and each, taking off the greater part of his clothes, put them solemnly on his chosen friend.

On visiting their houses afterwards, they passed through delightful groves of trees which were loaded with cocoa-nuts and bread-fruit. These were found to be most excellent food. Before becoming quite ripe the liquid inside the cocoa-nut is said to resemble lemonade, when riper it is more like milk; and the bread-fruit nut, when properly dressed, is like the crumb of wheaten bread; so that it may be said of those favoured regions, with some degree of truth, that the people find something like bread and milk growing on the trees! There is indeed little occasion there for men to work. The fruits of the earth grow luxuriantly in a wild state; hence the natives, although a strong and active race, are habitually indolent. It has been proved, however, that when the blessed influence of the Christian religion is brought to bear on them, the South-Sea islanders are, in mind and body, good specimens of mankind.

One of the houses visited by Cook, in company with Messrs Banks and Monkhouse, Dr Solander and others, on his first landing, was that of Tootahah, a middle-aged man, who seemed to be a person of rank. He received them hospitably, spread mats for the party, desired them to sit down by his side, and gave them an excellent dinner of bread-fruit, cocoa-nuts, plantains, and fish  the latter raw as well as dressed. Cook naturally preferred his fish cooked, but the natives seemed to relish it raw! Thereafter Tootahah presented Mr Banks and Captain Cook with a cock and hen, which curious gifts they accepted with many thanks, and in return gave Tootahah a laced silk neckcloth and a pocket handkerchief, in which he immediately dressed himself with immense satisfaction. Mr Banks seems to have been a favourite with the savage ladies, for they plied him earnestly with cocoa-nut milk. He, as well as Cook, received a further gift of native cloth, which, although rough in texture, was agreeably perfumed.

Beads and other ornaments were presented to the women, and altogether the new friends were becoming mutually delighted with each other when a sudden interruption to the harmonious meeting was caused by the discovery that some of the savages had acquired the art of picking pockets. A snuff-box belonging to Mr Monkhouse disappeared, and an opera-glass in a shagreen case, the property of Dr Solander, vanished. To pass over a first act of this kind lightly would have led to interminable pilferings and quarrellings. Mr Banks therefore started up angrily and struck the butt of his musket violently on the ground. Whereupon the most of the natives were panic-stricken, and darted out of the hut with the utmost precipitation. The chief endeavoured to appease the wrath of his guests by offering them gifts of cloth; but they were not thus to be silenced. They insisted on the restoration of the stolen articles, so the chief went out and shortly after returned with a beaming countenance  he had found them both; but his countenance fell when, on opening the case of the opera-glass, the glass itself was not there. With immense energy he resumed his detective duties, and was so fortunate as to recover the glass in a short time. Thus peace was restored, and the natives were taught to feel that their propensity to steal would prove a source of great annoyance and some danger to them, should they venture to give way to it in future.

Soon after this Cook selected a spot on the beach, not far from the ship, and, pitching his tent there, began to arrange for making the astronomical observations which had brought him to the South Seas. They had not remained long, however, before they found that the islanders were all addicted to stealing. Cook tells us that men and women of all ranks were the arrantest thieves upon the face of the earth, yet they seemed to feel that the act of theft was wrong, for if charged with being guilty when they were in reality innocent, they were often moved to passionate indignation.

One day, when a large number of natives visited the ship, the chiefs employed themselves in stealing what they could in the cabin, while their dependants were no less industrious in other parts of the ship. They snatched up everything that it was possible for them to secrete till they got on shore. Two knives had been lost on shore, one of them belonging to Mr Banks, who taxed a man named Tubourai Tamaide, whom he suspected, with the theft. The man denied it stoutly, but upon Mr Banks saying firmly that, no matter who had taken it, he was determined to have it back, another native, feeling alarmed for his own safety, stepped forward and produced a rag in which three knives were tied up. One belonged to Dr Solander, another to Captain Cook; the owner of the third was not known. Mr Banks continued to charge Tubourai Tamaide with the theft of his knife, and the poor man continued to deny it indignantly. Not long after, it was discovered to have been mislaid by Mr Bankss own servant, who at length found it. Upon this demonstration of his innocence, Tubourai expressed strong emotions of mind. The fellow was, doubtless, as great a thief as the rest of his comrades, but on this occasion he felt himself to be an injured innocent, and refused to be comforted until Mr Banks expressed great sorrow for his unjust accusation, and made him a few trifling presents, whereupon he immediately forgot his wrongs and was perfectly reconciled!

In his dealings with these natives Captain Cook invariably acted with the gentleness, firmness, and wisdom of a truly great man, and at all times treated evil-doers with impartial justice.

One day a chief came to the tent on the beach in a state of intense excitement, and, hastily seizing Mr Banks by the arm, made signs that he should follow him. Mr Banks immediately complied, and soon came to a place where they found the ships butcher with a reaping-hook in his hand. Here the chief stopped, and in a transport of rage explained, as well as he could by signs, that the butcher had threatened to cut his wifes throat with the hook. Mr Banks assured him that, if he could fully explain the offence, the man should be punished. Upon this he became calm, and explained that the offender, having taken a fancy to a stone hatchet which lay in his house, had offered to purchase it of his wife for a nail; that she having refused to part with it, he had seized it, and, throwing down the nail, threatened to cut her throat if she made any resistance. As the nail and hatchet were produced in proof of this charge, and the butcher had little to say in his defence, there was no reason to doubt its truth.

On the matter being reported to Cook, he took the opportunity of the chief and his wives with a number of natives being on board the ship, to call up the butcher, and, after repeating the charge and proof, he gave orders that the man should be punished. The natives looked on with fixed attention while the man was being stripped and tied up to the rigging, waiting in silent suspense for the event; but as soon as the first stroke was given they interfered with great agitation, earnestly entreating that he might be forgiven. Cook, however, did not think it advisable to agree to this. He would not consent, and, when they found that their entreaties were of no avail, they gave vent to their pity in tears.




Chapter Seven.

Shows what Vanity will induce Men and Women to do.

It fills one with wonder to think of the strange and absurd things that men, in all ages and in all parts of the world, have done to themselves in order to improve their personal appearance. The flat-head Indian of North America squeezes his forehead out of shape; the Eastern beauty blackens her teeth and nails; the Chinaman shaves the hair off his head, leaving a tuft on the top; the Englishman shaves the hair off his face, leaving a tuft on each cheek,  and all of these deluded mortals run thus deliberately in the face of nature, under the impression that by so doing they are improving their personal appearance!

Not to be behindhand, the South-Sea islanders tattoo themselves. In other words, they prick a multitude of little holes in their skins, and rub into these some colouring matter, which, when thoroughly fixed, cannot again be washed out. The ornamental devices with which they thus, more or less, cover their persons are sometimes very cleverly and tastefully done, and they would be really admirable if depicted on a piece of wood or a sheet of paper; but when applied to the human body they are altogether ridiculous.

The operation of tattooing is a very painful one; so much so, that a great deal of it cannot be done at one time, and it is said that persons sometimes die during the process. The inhabitants of nearly all the islands practise it. Usually it is commenced at the age of eight or ten, and continued at intervals till the individual is between twenty and thirty years of age.

So important and difficult is the art of tattooing, that men devote themselves to it professionally, and these professors are well paid for their work. Here is an account of the operation.

The professor, having his victim on the ground before him, takes up his instrument of torture. This consists of a small piece of stick with sharp bones of birds or fishes attached to it. Having previously sketched with a piece of charcoal the pattern intended to be tattooed, he dips the points of the sharp bones into a colouring matter (which is a beautiful jet black, procured from the kernel of the candle-nut), applies it to the surface of the skin, and strikes it smartly with a piece of stick held in his right hand. The skin is punctured in this way, and the dye injected. With the calmness of an operator, and the gravity of an artist, the professor proceeds as long as his patient can endure the pain. Then he ceases, and when the part is sufficiently recovered, the operation is continued until the device or pattern is finished.

These patterns vary among different islanders. They consist of circular and curving lines, and representations of palm-trees, animals, etcetera, on the face and body; and to such an extent is tattooing carried, that the whole body is sometimes covered so as nearly to conceal the original colour of the skin.

Mr Ellis, who wrote long after the gallant Cook was in his grave, tells us in his most interesting work on the South-Sea Islands, (Elliss Polynesian Researches), that the inhabitants of Tahiti were more simple in their tattooing, and displayed greater taste and elegance than some of the other islanders. Though some of the figures are arbitrary, such as stars, circles, lozenges, etcetera, the patterns are usually taken from nature, and are often some of the most graceful. A cocoa-nut tree is a favourite object; and I have often admired the taste displayed in the marking of a chiefs leg, on which I have seen a cocoa-nut tree correctly and distinctly drawn; its roots spreading at the heel, its elastic stalk pencilled as it were along the tendon, and its waving plume gracefully spread out on the broad part of the calf. Sometimes a couple of stems would be twined up from the heel and divide on the calf, each bearing a plume of leaves.

The ornaments round the ankle and upon the instep, make them often appear as if they wore the elegant Eastern sandal. The sides of the legs are sometimes tattooed from the ankle upward, which gives the appearance of wearing pantaloons with ornamental seams. From the lower part of the back, a number of straight, waved, or zigzag lines rise in the direction of the spine, and branch off regularly towards the shoulder. But, of the upper part of the body, the chest is the most tattooed. Every variety of figure is to be seen here,  cocoa-nut and bread-fruit trees, with convolvulus wreaths hanging round them, boys gathering fruit, men engaged in battle, in the manual exercise, triumphing over a fallen foe; or, as I have frequently seen it, they are represented as carrying a human sacrifice to the temple. Every kind of animal  goats, dogs, fowls, and fish  may at times be seen on this part of the body; muskets, swords, pistols, clubs, spears, and other weapons of war are also stamped upon their arms and chest.

These figures are not all crowded upon the same person, but each man makes a selection according to his fancy. The women also tattoo their persons, but not to such an extent as the men, and their designs and figures are usually more tasteful.

Cook says that Mr Banks saw this operation performed on the back of a girl about thirteen years old. The instrument used upon this occasion had thirty teeth; about a hundred strokes were given in the minute, and each stroke drew a little blood. The girl bore it bravely for about a quarter of an hour; but at the end of that time the pain of so many hundred punctures became unbearable. She first complained in murmurs, then wept, and at last burst into loud lamentations, earnestly beseeching the operator to stop. He, however, firmly refused, and when she began to struggle, she was held down by two women, who sometimes soothed and sometimes scolded her, and, now and then, when she became very unruly, gave her a smart blow. Mr Banks stayed in a neighbouring house an hour, and the operation was not over when he went away, yet it was performed only on one side of the back; the other had been tattooed some time before, and the loins had still to be done.

Tahiti is now one of the civilised islands of the South Seas. At the time of Cooks visit the natives were absolutely savages. They lived in a state of partial nakedness, and their manners and customs were of the grossest description. Their religion and superstitions were degrading in the extreme, and, until Christianity obtained a hold upon them, they delighted in war, and practised horrible cruelties on their enemies.

Yet, even in their low condition, there were good points about those islanders. Cook says that they were as large as the largest-sized Europeans. The men were tall, strong, well-limbed, and finely shaped. The tallest he saw, on a neighbouring island, was a man who measured six feet three inches and a half. The women of the superior rank were above our middle stature, but those of the inferior class rather below it. Their complexion was a kind of clear olive or brunette, and the skin of the women was smooth and soft. They had no colour in their cheeks, but their faces were comely; the cheekbones were not high, neither were the eyes hollow. Their eyes were sparkling and full of expression, and their teeth good, but their noses being flat did not correspond with his ideas of beauty. Their hair was black and coarse. The men had beards, which they wore in many fashions, always, however, plucking out great part of them, and keeping the rest perfectly clean and neat.

In most countries it is the custom of the men to wear short and the women long hair. Here, however, Cook found this custom reversed. The women cut it short round the ears, and the men  except the fishermen, who were almost continually in the water  suffered it to flow in large waves over their shoulders, or tied it up in a bunch on the top of their heads. They were in the habit of anointing it with cocoa-nut oil, which had the effect of rendering their heads very filthy; but in other respects the natives of Tahiti were remarkable for cleanliness.

Their clothing consisted of native-made cloth or matting, and was very scanty, but in many cases was tastefully put on and intermingled with flowers. Some of the men wore a feather in their hair; others wore a wig made of the hair of men and dogs. Both sexes wore ear-rings made of pieces of stones, shells, or berries, which were speedily exchanged, however, for the beads given them by the sailors, for, like all other savages, they delighted in gay ornaments.

The houses of these people were very simple. They consisted of nothing more than a thatched roof mounted upon pillars. They had no walls whatever, and were open to every wind of heaven, but in so warm a climate this was not considered a disadvantage. There were no rooms or partitions of any kind in them, and they were usually large. Some belonged to families, others were the public property of a district, and these last were sometimes two hundred feet long by thirty broad.

All the houses were built in the woods that lay between the sea and the mountains. No more ground was cleared for each house than was just sufficient to prevent the droppings of the branches from falling on the roof; so that the inhabitant could step at once from his cottage into the shade of the forest, which was the most delightful and romantic that could be imagined. It consisted of groves of bread-fruit and cocoa-nut trees without underwood, and paths led in all directions through it from one house to another. Only those travellers who have experienced the intense overpowering heat of tropical countries can form a just conception of the enjoyableness of a ramble through the shady groves of Tahiti.

The food eaten by the natives was chiefly vegetable. They had tame hogs, dogs, and poultry, but these were not plentiful, and the visit of Cooks ship soon diminished the numbers of animals very considerably. When a chief killed a hog it was divided almost equally amongst his dependants, and as these were numerous, the share of each individual at a feast was not large. Dogs and fowls fell to the lot of the lower classes. Cook says that he could not commend the flavour of their fowls, but he and his crew unanimously agreed that a South-Sea dog was little inferior to English lamb! He conjectured that their excellence was owing to the fact that they were fed exclusively upon vegetables.

Like everything else in Tahiti, the art of cooking was somewhat peculiar. The preparation of a dog for dinner is thus described:  

The dog, which was very fat, we consigned over to Tupia, who undertook to perform the double office of butcher and cook. He killed him by holding his hands close over his mouth and nose, an operation which continued above a quarter of an hour. While this was going on, a hole was made in the ground about a foot deep, in which a fire was kindled, and some small stones were placed in layers alternately with the wood to get heated. The dog was then singed by holding him over the fire, and by scraping him with a shell the hair came off as clean as if he had been scalded in hot water. He was then cut up with the same instrument, and his entrails being taken out, were sent to the sea, where, being carefully washed, they were put into cocoa-nut shells with what blood came from the body.

When the hole was sufficiently heated, the fire was removed, and some of the stones,  which were not so hot as to discolour anything that touched them,  being placed in the bottom, were covered with green leaves. The dog and the entrails were then placed upon the leaves, other leaves were placed above them, the whole was covered up with the remainder of the hot stones, and the mouth of the hole was closed with mould. In somewhat less than four hours it was again opened and the dog taken out excellently baked. Nearly all the fish and flesh eaten by the inhabitants is dressed in this way.

The sea in those regions affords the natives great variety of fish; the smaller of which they usually eat raw. They have also lobsters, crabs, and other shell-fish, all of which they are very fond of. Indeed, nothing seems to come amiss to them. They even eat what sailors call blubbers, though some of these are so tough that they have to allow them to become putrid before they can chew them.

Their chief vegetable, the bread-fruit, is so curious a plant that it merits particular notice. It costs them no more trouble or labour to procure it than the climbing of a tree. In regard to this tree Cook says that it does not indeed shoot up spontaneously, but if a man plants ten of them in his lifetime, which he may do in about an hour, he will sufficiently fulfil his duty to his own and to future generations. True, the bread-fruit is not always in season; but when its ready-made loaves are not to be had, the South-Sea islander has plenty of cocoa-nuts, bananas, plantains, and other fruits to supply its place.

The bread-fruit tree is large and beautiful. Its trunk, which is light-coloured and rough, grows to a height of twelve or twenty feet, and is sometimes three feet in diameter. Its leaves are broad, dark green, and a foot or eighteen inches long. The fruit, about the size of a childs head, is round, covered with a rough rind, and is at first of a light pea-green hue; subsequently it changes to brown, and when fully ripe, assumes a rich yellow colour. It hangs to the branches singly, or in clusters of two or three together. One of these magnificent trees, clothed with its dark shining leaves and loaded with many hundreds of large light green or yellowish fruit, is one of the most beautiful objects to be met with among the islands of the south.

The pulp of the bread-fruit between the rind and the core is all eatable. The core itself, which is about the size and shape of the handle of a knife, is uneatable. The bread-fruit is never eaten raw. The usual mode of dressing it is to remove the rind and the core, divide the pulp into three or four pieces, and bake it in an oven similar to the one just described. When taken out, in somewhat less than an hour, the outside of the fruit is nicely browned, and the inner part so strongly resembles the crumb of wheaten bread as to have suggested the name of the tree. It is not, however, quite so pleasant to the taste, being rather insipid and slightly sweet. Nevertheless it is extremely good for food, and is much prized by the natives, to whom it may almost be said to be the staff of life.

The tree on which this excellent fruit grows, besides producing two, and, in some cases, three crops in a year, furnishes a species of gum, or resin, which oozes from the bark when cut, and hardens when exposed to the sun. It is used for pitching the seams of canoes. The bark of the young branches is employed in making several varieties of native cloth. The wood of the tree is also valuable for building houses and canoes. There are nearly fifty varieties of the bread-fruit tree, for which the natives have distinct names, and as these varieties ripen at different times, there are few months in the year in which the fruit is not to be had.

Not less valuable to the natives of these islands is the cocoa-nut tree, the stem of which is three or four feet in diameter at the root, whence it tapers gradually without branch or leaf to the top, where it terminates in a beautiful tuft or plume of long green leaves which wave gracefully in every breeze.

One of the singular peculiarities of this tree is its power of flourishing in almost any soil. It grows equally well on the mountain-side, in the rich valleys beside the streams, and on the barren sea-beach of the coral reefs, where its only soil is sand, and where its roots are watered by the waves of every rising tide. Another peculiarity is, that fruit in every stage may be seen on the same tree at one time  from the first formation, after the falling of the blossom, to the ripe nut. As the tree is slow in growth, the nuts do not probably come to perfection until twelve months after the blossoms have fallen. The successive ripening of the nuts, therefore, seems to have been purposely arranged by our beneficent Creator, with a special view to the comfort of man. Each nut is surrounded by a tough husk, or shell, nearly two inches thick, and when it has reached its full size it contains a pint, or a pint and a half, of the juice usually called cocoa-nut milk.

The kernels of the tough outer husks, above referred to, are the cocoa-nuts which we see exposed for sale in this country, but these nuts give no idea of the delightful fruit when plucked from the tree. They are old and dry, and the milk is comparatively rancid. In the state in which we usually see cocoa-nuts they are never used by the natives except as seed, or for the extraction of oil.

Some varieties of this tree grow to a height of sixty or seventy feet. As all the nuts are at the top the gathering of them would be an extremely difficult matter were it not for an ingenious contrivance by which the natives manage to climb the trees; for it may be easily understood that to shin up an exceedingly rough pole of seventy feet high, with bare legs, would try the mettle of most men  civilised as well as savage. The plan is simple. The native strips off a piece of tough bark from a branch, and therewith ties his feet together, leaving them, however, several inches apart, grasping the trunk with his arms he presses his feet against each side of the tree so that the piece of bark between them catches in the roughnesses of the stem; this gives him a purchase by which he is enabled to leap or vault up like a monkey.

The wood of the tree is excellent. The natives make pillars for their houses and their best spears from it. A species of what we may call natural cloth is found, ready-made, on its leaves, with which they make sacks, and shirts, and jackets. Plaited leaflets form coverings for their floors. Baskets are made from the leaves, matting and cordage of the fibrous husk, and oil is extracted from the nut. Besides all this, the shells of the old nuts are used as water-bottles, and, when carved and highly polished, they form elegant drinking-cups.

The perfect adaptation of the bread-fruit and cocoa-nut trees to the varied wants of the South-sea islanders tells, more eloquently than could be told in words, of the wisdom and benevolence with which the Almighty cares for His creatures, even while those creatures are living in the habitual neglect of Himself, and in the violation of all His laws.




Chapter Eight.

Treats of Savage Warfare and some of its Consequences.

It has been said that the natives of the innumerable islands of the South Seas are fond of war.

All travellers to those regions bear witness to this fact. When Cook went there, the natives of all of them were absolute savages. At the present time a great number of the islands have been blessed with the light of Christianity, but some of them are still lying in the state of degradation in which they were first found.

At this moment, reader, while you ponder these lines, there are men of the South Seas who wander about in a state of nudity and idleness; who practise every species of abomination, and kill, roast, and eat each other, just as they did a hundred years ago.

The eating of human beings, or, as it is called, cannibalism, is no idle tale invented by travellers. Men of the highest character for truth, who have had ample opportunity for observation, from the time of Cook to the present day, have assured us that the natives of those lovely regions are cannibals: that they not only eat the bodies of enemies slain in war, but even kill and eat their own slaves. Of this you shall hear more anon; meanwhile, let us turn aside to see how these savage warriors go forth to battle.

When it has been decided that they shall go to war, the natives of the South-Sea islands commence their preparations with human sacrifices to the god of war. After many strange, bloody, and superstitious rites, the warriors arm themselves and prepare for the fight.

Their weapons, which they use with great dexterity, are slings for throwing heavy stones, pikes headed with the bones of sting-rays, and clubs about six or seven feet long, made of a very hard and heavy wood. In some instances these are richly carved. The chief of each district leads his own subjects to the field, and reports the number of his men to the leading chief. When all are assembled they sally forth. If the fight is to take place on land, it is sometimes begun by the celebrated warriors of each army marching to the front of their respective lines, and sitting down on the ground. Several of these then step forward, and boastfully challenge each other to combat. The challenge is usually accepted at once, and after taunting each other for some time, they engage in furious battle. When one falls, a man from his side rises and steps forward to fill his place and continue the fight. If either party gives way, then the main body of the army to which it belongs rushes forward to its support. The opposing army of course springs forward to meet them, and thus the fight becomes general. The main bodies advance in ranks four deep. In the first rank are the bravest men, armed with spears; in the second rank they are armed with clubs to defend the spearmen. The third row consists of young men with slings, and the fourth is composed of women, who carry baskets of stones for the slingers, and clubs and spears for the other combatants.

There is no science displayed in their mode of fighting. The opposing armies rush upon each other with terrible fury, dealing deadly blows and thrusts with their murderous weapons. The din and clamour of the fray is increased by a class of men whose duty it is to animate the troops by voice and gesture. These may be styled the orators of battle, and are usually men of commanding stature and well-tried courage. They mingle in the thickest of the fight; hurry to and fro, cheering the men with the passionate recital of heroic deeds, and, in every possible way, rousing their courage and urging them on to deeds of valour. Pressing through the host with flashing eyes and thundering voice, they shout such abrupt sentences as the following:  

Roll onward like the billows! Break on them with the oceans foam and roar when bursting on the reefs! Hang on them as the forked lightning plays above the foaming surf! Give out the vigilance; give out the anger  the anger of the devouring wild dog  till their line is broken; till they flow back like the receding tide!

Amid such cries, mingled with the shouts of maddened combatants, and the yells of stricken men, the fight goes on. They use no shields. Believing that the gods direct their weapons, they make no attempt to guard, but lay about them with fury. Blows do not often require to be repeated. Skulls are cleft or battered in; and hearts are pierced with one blow or thrust, and, when noted warriors fall on either side, shouts of triumph echo along the line and strike a panic through the enemys ranks.

The first wounded man who can be seized before being quite dead is offered in sacrifice by his foes. He is not taken to their temple for that purpose, but his head is bound round with sacred cinet brought from the temple, and he is then laid alive on a number of spears and borne on mens shoulders along the ranks, the priest of the god of war walking alongside and watching the writhings of the dying man. If a tear falls from his eye it is said he is weeping for his land. If he should clench his fist it is supposed to be a sign that his party will resist to the last.

If a great chief falls, the party to which he belongs retires a short distance, collects some of the bravest men, and then rushes with incredible fury and yells of vengeance upon the foe to clear away the blood. The shock is terrific when the contending parties meet, and numbers usually fall on both sides.

During the battle the armies sometimes separate a little distance for a time, leaving a space between them; then the slingers of stones advance. The most expert of these slingers are renowned warriors, and when they are recognised a shout arises from the opposite ranks, Beware! a powerful stone is such an one. At short range the stones about the size of a hens egg are thrown straight at the enemy with such force that it is almost impossible to avoid them, so that they do much execution. But soon again the lines close and the fight is renewed hand to hand.

At length one of the lines begins to waver. Seeing this, the others are encouraged to renewed efforts; their enemies at last break and fly, and then a scene of terrible carnage follows. The vanquished rush to their canoes, or fly to the strongholds of the mountains. The victors continue the pursuit, slaughtering men and women indiscriminately. A fallen warrior perchance cries for mercy, Spare me! may I live? says he. If the name of his conquerors chief or king is invoked, the request is sometimes granted; if not, the only reply is a taunt, followed by a thrust or a deadly blow. Thus the scene of murder and blood goes on until the fugitives have reached their strongholds, or until the shades of evening put an end to the pursuit.

Such were the scenes that took place in the days of Captain Cook, and such or similar scenes still occur frequently at the present time on the coral isles of the Pacific.

When their wars are conducted on the sea, the islanders embark in war-canoes, which are so large as to be able to carry from sixty to eighty and even a hundred men. Captain Cook tells us that the ingenuity of these people appears in nothing more than in their canoes. They are long and narrow. One that he measured was sixty-eight and a half feet long, five feet broad, and three feet and a half deep. The bottom was sharp, with straight sides like a wedge. Each side consisted of one entire plank sixty-three feet long, ten or twelve inches broad, and an inch and a quarter thick. The bottom part of the canoe was hollowed out, and these planks were lashed to it with strong plaiting. A grotesque ornament projected six feet beyond the head, and it had a sort of stern-post that rose to a height of about fourteen feet. Both the head and the stern-post were beautifully carved, and the canoe was propelled by means of short paddles, the men sitting with their faces in the direction in which they were going. The heads of many of the canoes were curious, in some cases it was the figure of a man with a face as ugly as can well be conceived, with a monstrous tongue thrust out of the mouth, and white shells stuck in for eyes.

In such canoes they went forth to war upon the water, and their sea-fights were not less sanguinary than those of the land. In one battle that was fought between the people of Huahine and those of Raiatea immense slaughter took place. The fleet of one side consisted of ninety war-canoes, each about a hundred feet long, and filled with men. They met near a place called Hooroto, when a most obstinate and bloody engagement ensued. Both parties lost so many men that, when piled up on the day after the battle, the dead bodies formed a heap as high as the young cocoa-nut trees.

The captives taken in these wars are usually murdered on the spot, unless reserved for slaves to their conquerors.

One of the results of these sanguinary fights is the existence of a number of what may be called wild men in the mountains of the islands. Ellis, in his Polynesian Researches, tells us that he once saw one of these men who had been caught in the mountains and was at that time comparatively tame, yet his appearance was very remarkable. He was about the middle size, large boned, but not fleshy. His features and countenance were strongly marked. His complexion was dark, and his aspect agitated and wild. His beard was long, and the hair of his head upwards of a foot and a half in length. It was parted on his forehead, but was matted and dishevelled. The colour of his hair was singular. At the roots it was black, six inches from his head it was light brown, and the extremities were light yellow. He was quite naked, with the exception of a maro or girdle round the loins. This poor creature had been driven to the mountains in time of war, and had remained in solitude for many years. Probably extreme terror had affected his mind, for he was gloomy, and seemed to take no interest in anything going on around him. Evidently those wild men were poor creatures whose misfortunes had driven them mad.

One of them was captured on another occasion by a party which had gone into the mountains to collect the bark of a certain tree which is used for dyeing cloth. On their way they perceived a man lying asleep on the ground. They surrounded him with as little noise as possible, but when they approached he awoke. Leaping up, he flung his wild locks over his shoulders and gazed at them with a startled look; then he darted into the woods, where he was caught by one of the men and secured. Had he not been enfeebled from recent illness, they could neither have caught nor retained this man.

On being taken he exhibited signs of extreme terror. It was in vain that his captors assured him they meant him no harm; he continued to exclaim, Ye are murderers, ye are murderers! do not murder me, do not murder me! Even after he had been taken to the settlement and treated with great kindness, he could not be prevailed on to say anything more than Do not kill me, and did not rest until he had made his escape into the woods!




Chapter Nine.

Touches on Cannibalism.

The cruelties inflicted on the wretched prisoners taken in these wars were inconceivably horrible and disgusting. Some of our readers may, perhaps, think we might have passed over the sickening details in silence, but we feel strongly that it is better that truth should be known than that the feelings of the sensitive should be spared.

Ellis tells us that the bodies of men slain in battle were usually left to be devoured by the hogs and wild dogs. This was doubtless the case in some of the groups of islands where cannibalism was perhaps not very much practised, but in other groups  especially among those known by the name of the Feejees  the slain were more frequently devoured by men and women than by hogs or dogs. The victors used to carry off the lower jaw-bones of the most distinguished among the slain as trophies, and also the bones of the arms and legs, from which they formed tools of various kinds and fish-hooks, and the skulls they converted into drinking-cups. The dead bodies were sometimes laid in rows along the beach, and used as rollers, over which the canoes were launched.

One of their practices with the dead was ludicrously horrible. Sometimes, when a man had slain his enemy, in order to gratify his revenge he would beat the body quite flat, and then, cutting a hole through the back and stomach, would pass his head through it and actually rush into the fight wearing the body round his neck, with the head and arms hanging down in front, and the legs behind!

The bodies of celebrated warriors and chiefs were hung by a rope to a tree, after the legs and arms had been broken; cords were attached to their feet, and then they were drawn up and down for the amusement of the spectators, while other dead bodies were beaten as drums, to make a hideous music to this horrible dance.

Other brutalities were practised upon the slain, which were of such a nature that decency forbids our doing more than merely alluding to them here. In order to show that many of the savages of the South Seas were as bad, only a few years ago, as they were in former times, we give the following account of a scene which is published and vouched for in a recent work, named the Journal of a Cruise among the Islands of the Western Pacific, by Captain Erskine of the Royal Navy.

About twenty years ago Bonavidongo, one of the chiefs of the Feejee Islands, paid a visit to another chief named Tuithakau, for the purpose of asking his assistance in quelling a disturbance that had arisen in a neighbouring island. The latter agreed; all the warriors of the island and the surrounding district were gathered together, and an army of two thousand men finally set forth on this expedition in forty war-canoes.

Among the people was an English sailor named Jackson. He was of a roving disposition; had been kidnapped at one of the islands, from which he escaped, and afterwards wandered for two years among the South-Sea Islands  learned the language of the natives, and wrote an account of his adventures, which Captain Erskine added to his volume in the form of an appendix.

Not being able to carry provisions for so large a body of men for any length of time, the Feejeeans made a short stay at a place called Rambe, for the purpose of refreshing the people. Here they procured immense quantities of yams and crabs, with which, after eating and drinking to their hearts content, they loaded the canoes and continued the voyage. From Rambe, as well as from other places along the route, they were joined by additional canoes and warriors, so that their numbers rapidly increased. Frequently they were obliged to sleep in the canoes instead of on shore, on which occasions they were jammed up in such a manner from want of space as to be actually lying in layers on the top of each other!

At one place where they called they could not obtain a sufficient supply of provisions for the whole party on account of its being small and containing but few inhabitants, so they made up the deficiency with dogs, cats, snakes, lizards, and the large white grubs with black heads that are found in decayed wood. The dogs and cats they knocked on the head, more for the purpose of stunning than killing, and threw them on a fire, and, after letting them lie five minutes or so on one side, turned them over on the other, then drew them from the fire and devoured them. The grubs they ate raw.

Jackson was much surprised at what he terms, this beastly way of feeding, because in his previous experience he had found the Feejeeans to be extremely particular in all preparations of food. On inquiring the cause of the change, however, he was informed, that they felt proud that they were able to endure such hard fare, and that it was essential to their warlike customs, as they could not expect to sleep as well in war-time as in peace, and that they must endure every inconvenience, and pay no attention whatever to comfort!

At length they arrived at the island of Mouta, where they landed to announce their arrival to the king, and to present him with a gift of whales teeth, which are much prized, and used on nearly all such occasions. In order to reach the town they had to proceed up a long, serpentine, narrow river, each bank of which was so thickly covered with mangrove trees that they overshadowed it completely  rendering it exceedingly dark and dismal. In the middle of the town stood the kings house, and directly opposite was the bure, or temple. The whole town contained about one hundred and fifty houses.

Having presented the whales teeth to his savage majesty, they related all that had happened on the voyage, detailing the minutest particulars, after which they went to the temple to do honour to the god of war; and here the story of the voyage was repeated to the priest, who replied in a long speech. This speech was listened to with the deepest attention, because it was considered prophetic. The priest finished off by encouraging all present to be obedient to the god of war, and to do their best to gratify his appetite, adding, that the success of the whole expedition depended on their obedience. He reminded them that the god was a great lover of animal food, especially of human flesh. Jackson afterwards found that the appetite of the priest was quite as peculiar and strong as that of the god in this respect, and that the king was a greater cannibal than the priest!

Next morning they re-embarked and started for Male, in the disturbed district. The inhabitants of Male lived on the top of a mountain shaped like a sugar-loaf, and having only one path leading up it. At the top this path could be easily defended by a small body of men against ten times their number, as they could roll down large stones upon their enemies while they approached. Knowing the strength of their position, the natives of this place had become the pest of the neighbourhood. They sallied forth and committed great depredations on the villages near them  carrying away the women into slavery, and killing the men for food!

On approaching the place the war-party saw that the natives, by their antics, were challenging and defying them. When they landed and could hear what they said, they made out their speech of defiance to be, We are extremely tired of waiting for you, especially as we have been expecting this visit so long: but as you have at last made your appearance, we are quite ready to begin at once. We would remind you, at the same time, that we are well supplied with stones, and, if these fail, we have also a good store of British sand (gunpowder), and plenty of pills (musket-balls), which we will bestow upon you very generously. We see that you have got the Feejees and Tongas with you, but we hope you will not have the folly and impudence to attack us until you have collected the whole world to help you!

To this contemptuous speech the war-party made a somewhat similar reply. After they had thus abused each other for some time, three of the people of the hill ventured half-way down the path, where they stood and dared any, or the whole, of their enemies to come up. As it was not, however, the intention of the war-party to assault the stronghold at that time, they declined the invitation, but, happening to possess several old muskets, which they had procured, no doubt, from traders, they fired a volley at the three challengers, killed them all on the spot, and, rushing up, caught the bodies as they rolled down the path.

The corpses were then fastened to a pole in a sitting posture, and placed in the canoe of the chief, who resumed his voyage, his warriors singing out, Satiko, satiko, (Good-bye, good-bye), and telling the people of Male that they would call again upon them shortly, as their place was so conveniently situated, and take a few more bodies, just enough at a time for the priest of the god of war  in short, that they would take them in the same way as a man kills his pigs; and they were to be sure to feed themselves well, for their chief was fond of fat meat!

With this supply of food they returned to Mouta. Here the bodies, which had been carefully painted with vermilion and soot, were handed out and placed, sitting up, in front of the kings house; but before proceeding to their loathsome banquet they enacted scenes in which there was a dreadful mingling of the ludicrous and the horrible.

The whole of the people being assembled, and dead silence secured, an old man advanced to the bodies, and, laying his hand upon each, began talking to it in a low tone, asking it, why he had been so rash in coming down the hill, and telling it, that he was extremely sorry to see him in such a predicament; and did he not feel ashamed of himself now that he was obliged to encounter the gaze of such a crowd. By degrees the old orator worked himself into a state of excitement, till at last he shouted at the full strength of his voice, and finally finished off by kicking the bodies down, amid bursts of laughter from the spectators, who then rushed forward, and, seizing each by a leg or an arm, dragged them over stones and dust and swamps for the general amusement of the people.

At last they pulled them up to a place at the back of the town which was used for the purpose of cutting up, cooking, and eating human flesh. In front of this dreadful place lay a heap of human bones bleached by the weather. Here the priest was seated, with his long beard hanging down on a little table before him. On this table were two skulls converted into drinking-cups, and several others were lying about the floor.

Without going further into the disgusting details, it may be sufficient to add that the three bodies were cut up by the priest and cooked in an oven heated by means of hot stones, after which they were devoured as a great treat, and with infinite relish, by the king and his chief men.

It was long before people in the civilised world would give credit to stories such as that just related; and even now there may be some who doubt the truth of them. But the number and the characters of the travellers who have visited these islands since the days of Cook, and who have brought home similar reports, put the matter beyond question. Men ought neither to doubt these shocking details because they seem incredible, nor turn away from them because they are disgusting. Like the surgeon who calmly and steadily examines the most hideous of wounds or sores that can affect the human body, so ought the Christian and the philanthropist to know and consider in detail the horrible deeds that are done by our fellow-men in the Cannibal Islands. It is good for us to be made acquainted with the truth in order that we may be filled with strong pity for the degraded savages, and in order, also, that our hearts and hands may be opened towards those noble missionaries who venture themselves into the midst of such awful scenes for the sake of souls, and in the name of Jesus Christ.




Chapter Ten.

Visit to New Zealand.

Captain Cook left Tahiti after a stay of three months. During the greater part of this period the sailors and natives had lived together in the most cordial friendship, and in the perpetual interchange of kindly acts. It must be borne in mind that, though the unchristianised natives of the South-Sea Islands are all degraded, cruel, and savage, all are not equally so. Those inhabiting the Feejee group are generally reported to be the worst in all respects. Those who inhabited Tahiti, on the other hand, were, at the time of Cooks visit, said to be comparatively amiable.

At all events, the departure of the Endeavour called forth a strong display of tender feeling on the part of the natives of that island. In writing of this Cook says  

On the next morning, Thursday, the 13th July, the ship was very early crowded with our friends, and surrounded by multitudes of canoes, which were filled with natives of an inferior class. Between eleven and twelve we weighed anchor, and as soon as the ship was under sail the Indians on board took their leave, and wept with a decent and silent sorrow, in which there was something very striking and tender. The people in the canoes, on the contrary, seemed to vie with each other in the loudness of their lamentations, which we considered rather as an affectation than grief. Tupia (a chief who had made up his mind to sail with us) sustained himself in this scene with a firmness and resolution truly admirable. He wept, indeed, but the effort that he made to conceal his tears concurred with them to do him honour. He sent his last present, a shirt, to a friend on shore, and then went to the mast-head, where he continued waving to the canoes as long as they were in sight.

Thus ended the visit of the great navigator to Tahiti, an island which afterwards became the scene of one of the most romantic incidents that was ever recorded in the annals of maritime adventure, namely, the mutiny of the men in H.M.S. Bounty, and the consequent colonisation of Pitcairn Island. Tahiti is now civilised, and under the protective government of the French. The produce of the island is bread-fruit, cocoa-nuts, bananas of thirteen sorts, plantains, a fruit not unlike an apple, which, when ripe, is very pleasant, sweet potatoes, yams, sugar-cane, which the natives eat raw, besides many other kinds of fruits, roots, and vegetables, all of which grew wild when Cook was there, or with so little culture that the islanders are almost altogether exempted from labour.

Setting sail from Tahiti, the Endeavour visited several other isles, and at length arrived at the celebrated island of New Zealand. This is one of the largest in the South Seas, and is now the site of several thriving British settlements. Flourishing cities have been built on its rich soil; large portions of it have been brought under cultivation; gold-mines have been discovered; churches and schools have been erected, and many of the natives have become partially civilised.

Very different indeed was the state of things when Captain Cook first drew near to its shores in the year 1769.

He cast anchor on the 8th of October in a bay near the mouth of a small river about half a league from shore. The sides of the bay were white cliffs of great height, and inland the hills rose one behind another, towering upwards until they terminated in a chain of mountains in the far distance. Some natives had been seen on the beach, so, when the ship was secured, Cook took two of his boats, and, accompanied by Mr Banks and Dr Solander, with a party of men, went on shore. They landed on the east side of the river, but finding it too deep to cross, and seeing some natives on the other side, they took one of the boats  the yawl  and went over, leaving the other boat  the pinnace  behind them.

When the navigators drew near to the place where the natives were assembled, the latter ran away. The sailors then landed, and, leaving four boys in charge of the boat, walked up to some huts which were two or three hundred yards from the beach. But they had not gone far from the water-side when four men, armed with long lances, rushed out of the woods, and ran to attack the boat. They would certainly have succeeded in overpowering the four boys and making off with the boat, had they not fortunately been seen by the people left in the pinnace, who called out to warn the boys of their danger, telling them to push off and drop down stream. The boys obeyed instantly. Being closely pursued by the savages, one of them fired a musket over their heads.

At this they stopped in surprise and looked round them, but in a few minutes renewed the pursuit, brandishing their lances in a threatening manner, as if about to cast them into the boat, which they could easily have done. The boys then fired a second shot over their heads, but of this they took no notice, and one of them lifted his spear with the intention of darting it; another musket was therefore fired, which shot the savage dead. When he fell the other three stood motionless for some time, as if petrified with astonishment. As soon as they recovered they went back to the woods, dragging the dead body, but they soon dropped it and fled when they saw Cook and his companions running to the rescue.

The dead body was examined, and found to be that of a man of middle size, with brown complexion and a tattooed face. He was covered with a kind of native cloth, and wore his hair tied up in a knot on the top of his head. Cook immediately returned to the ship, from the deck of which he could hear the voices of the natives on shore talking with great earnestness and in a very loud tone.

Being anxious to enter into friendly intercourse with these people, Cook renewed the attempt next morning. He ordered three boats to be manned with seamen and marines, and proceeded towards the shore, accompanied by Mr Banks and Dr Solander, also by Tupia, the Tahitan, to act as interpreter. About fifty natives came to the beach and sat down to await their landing. In order to prevent them taking fright, Cook landed first and advanced, accompanied only by the two gentlemen above named and Tupia. But they had not proceeded many paces before the savages started up, and every man produced either a long pike or a small weapon of green talc extremely well polished, about a foot long, and thick enough to weigh four or five pounds. Tupia endeavoured to appease them, but this could not be managed until a musket was fired wide of them. The ball struck the water, and on observing its effect they ceased their menaces.

Meanwhile the marines were landed and marched to a commanding position, where they were drawn up, while Captain Cook again advanced. When they came near enough, Tupia explained that they wanted provisions and water, for which they would give iron in exchange. He then asked them to lay down their arms, but they would not consent to do so. The river still lay between the two parties, and Cook invited the natives to come over and trade. They were unwilling at first, but in a short time one, bolder than the rest, stripped himself and swam over without his arms. He was immediately followed by two or three more, and soon after by most of the others. These last, however, brought their arms with them.

Presents of iron and beads were now made to the savages, but they seemed to care little for these things, and in a few minutes they attempted to snatch the arms out of the sailors hands. In this they failed, and Cook ordered Tupia to tell them that if they tried to do that again, he would be compelled to kill them. In a few minutes Mr Green, one of the gentlemen, happened to turn about; immediately one of them snatched away his sword and ran to a little distance, waving it round his head with a shout of triumph. Seeing this, the rest became extremely insolent, and more savages came to join them from the other side of the river. It therefore became necessary to check them, and Mr Banks fired with small-shot at the man who had taken the sword. The shot had only the effect of stopping his shouts and causing him to retire a little farther off, still flourishing the sword, however. Seeing this, Mr Monkhouse fired with ball, and the man dropt instantly. Upon this the main body of the natives, who had retired to a rock in the middle of the river, began to return. Two that were near the man who had been killed ran to the body, and one seized his weapon of green talc, while the other tried to secure the sword, but Mr Monkhouse ran up in time to prevent this. Three muskets loaded with small-shot were then fired at the party, which wounded several, and caused them to retire to the opposite side of the river, after which Cook returned to the ship.

This was a matter of great disappointment to the voyagers, because they were much in want of fresh water. Cook now resolved to seize some of the natives if possible, and prove to them, by kind treatment, that they had nothing to fear. Soon after he had an opportunity of trying this plan. Two canoes were seen coming in from sea; one under sail, the other worked by paddles. Taking three boats full of men he gave chase to them; but the people in the nearest canoe perceived them, and turning aside made with all possible haste for a point of land and escaped. The other canoe was intercepted, and Tupia called to them to come alongside and they would receive no harm; but they took down the sail, took to their paddles, and made off so quickly that the boats could not overtake them. Cook then ordered a musket-ball to be fired over them. On hearing the shots they stopped paddling and began to strip, intending, no doubt, to leap into the sea. But they quickly changed their minds and resolved not to fly but to fight. When the boats came up they began the attack with their paddles and with stones so vigorously, that the voyagers were obliged to fire at them in self-defence. Unhappily four were killed, and the three who remained leaped into the sea.

These were soon captured, and were found to be mere boys  the eldest about nineteen, and the youngest about eleven. Cook deeply regretted this unfortunate affair, and blamed himself for it, but remarked, in justification of himself, that, when the command has once been given to fire, no man can restrain its excess or prescribe its effect.

As soon as the poor wretches were taken out of the water into the boat they squatted down, expecting, no doubt, to be instantly put to death. But when they found that instead of being killed they were treated with kindness, they became exceedingly joyful. On reaching the ship they were offered some bread, which they devoured with a voracious appetite. They asked and answered a great many questions, and when the people sat down to dinner expressed a desire to touch and taste everything they saw. The food that pleased them most was salt pork. At night they made a hearty supper, and after they had each drunk above a quart of water, they lay down to sleep on a locker well pleased with their treatment.

During the night, however, their true condition as prisoners seemed to be impressed on them. Possibly they thought of their slain friends, for they began to moan dismally, and it was all Tupia could do to comfort them. Next morning they devoured an enormous breakfast, after which they were dressed, and adorned with bracelet, anklets, necklaces, etcetera, and sent on shore in the hope that they might carry a good report of the strangers to their friends. Nothing came of this, however, at the time. The natives still remained unfriendly, and Cook finally weighed anchor and set sail in search of a part of the coast where the people, it was hoped, would be more hospitable.

Soon after this a number of canoes came off to the ship, and the natives, to the number of fifty, came on board without fear, saying that they had heard such an account of the kindness of the sailors from the three boys, that they had come to trade with them. And they did trade with them, to such an extent that they parted with everything they had, even stripping off their clothes, and offering them in exchange for trinkets of little value!

About an hour before sunset, the canoes put off from the ship to return to shore, and then it was discovered that three natives had been left behind. Tupia hailed the canoes and told them of this, but they would not return; and what seemed more surprising, the three savages did not seem to care but remained on board eating and drinking, and entertaining the ships company with dancing and singing of a very remarkable kind, after which they had their suppers and went quietly to bed. But they were dreadfully horrified on awaking next morning to find that the ship was sailing swiftly away with them; and they remained in a state of consternation until a canoe happened to put off from shore, and after much persuasion came alongside and took them away. The men in the canoe were very timid about coming on deck, and they could not be got to do so until the three savages assured them that the white people did not eat men!

Cook then continued his voyage of discovery round New Zealand, making careful notes of the coast, and naming the various headlands as he went. As the island is fully as large as Great Britain, it took him some time to accomplish the survey. He had many adventures, and saw many strange things by the way, besides running considerable danger from the natives, who showed themselves extremely hostile.

On one occasion, while they were entangled among some shoals, the hurry on board in working the ship led the savages to suppose the voyagers were alarmed, so taking advantage of this, four large canoes full of armed men put off and came towards them with the intention, apparently, of making an attack. A musket was fired over them, but as it did no harm they continued to come on. A four-pounder, loaded with grape, was then fired a little to one side of them. This caused them all to start up with a shout of surprise, after which they returned quietly to the shore.

On all occasions Captain Cook exerted himself to the utmost to prevent bloodshed; but the natives were everywhere so warlike and treacherous, that this could not always be avoided.

One day several canoes full of armed men came alongside, and were induced to trade  exchanging native cloth and arms for the usual trinkets. Tupia, the interpreter, had a little son with him named Tayeto. This little fellow was employed to stand outside the bulwarks of the ship to hand down the things from the ship to the savages in the canoes. One of these rascals, watching his opportunity, suddenly seized the lad and dragged him down into the canoe. Two of them held him down in the fore part of it, and the others with great activity paddled off  the rest of the canoes following as fast as they could.

Upon this the marines were ordered to fire. The shot was directed to that part of the canoe which was farthest from the boy. One man dropped, upon which the others quitted their hold of the boy, who sprang nimbly into the water and swam towards the ship. A large canoe turned to recapture him, but some muskets and a great gun being fired at it, the rowers desisted from farther pursuit. The ship was immediately brought to, a boat was lowered, and poor Tayeto was picked up, very much terrified, but unhurt, and none the worse for his adventure.

After this the discoverers had the most convincing proof that the inhabitants of New Zealand were cannibals. One day Mr Banks, Dr Solander, Tupia, and others, went ashore and visited a party of natives who appeared to have just concluded a repast. The body of a dog was found buried in their oven, and many provision-baskets stood around. In one of these they observed two bones, pretty cleanly picked, which did not seem to be the bones of a dog. On nearer inspection they were found to be those of a human being. That the flesh belonging to them had been eaten was evident, for that which remained had manifestly been dressed by fire, and in the gristles at the ends were the marks of the teeth which had gnawed them. To put an end to doubt, Tupia asked what bones they were, and the natives answered without the least hesitation that they were the bones of a man, and they had eaten the flesh off them. Upon one of the visitors pretending not to believe this, and saying that they were the bones of a dog, a native seized his own forearm with his teeth and made a show of eating it with great relish. He also took one of the bones which Mr Banks held in his hand and bit and gnawed it, drawing it through his lips, and showing by signs that it afforded a delicious repast!

As if to relieve, somewhat, the feelings of disgust with which they were oppressed by such sights, the voyagers were regaled with the most delicious music on the following morning. About two oclock they were awakened by the sweet singing of birds, the number of which was incredible, and their energy so great that they appeared to strain their throats in emulation of each other. This wild melody was infinitely superior to anything they had ever heard of the same kind; it seemed to be like small bells most exquisitely tuned;  perhaps the distance of the ship from shore, and the water between, may have lent additional charms to the sound.

Ere long the birds ceased to sing, and the disagreeable subject of the previous day was recalled by the appearance of a small canoe, in which was an old man, who, on coming on deck, at once revived the conversation about eating human flesh.

But, said Tupia, after some minutes talk, I did not see any heads of your enemies; what do you do with them? do you not eat them too?

No, replied the old man, we only eat the brains, and the next time I come I will bring off some of them to convince you that what I have told you is true.

That same day some of the sailors found on shore near an oven three human hip-bones, which they brought on board, and Mr Monkhouse, the surgeon, discovered and took on board the hair of a mans head.

Here also they saw practised a remarkably simple and ingenious method of catching fish, which we think might be tried with advantage on our own coasts. Happening to observe a man in his canoe fishing, they rowed alongside and asked him to draw up his line, which he readily did. At the end of it they found a net of a circular form, extended by two hoops about seven or eight feet in diameter. The top was open, and sea-ears were fastened to the bottom as bait. This he let down so as to lie upon the ground until he thought fish enough had assembled over it. Then he drew it up by an extremely gentle and even motion, so that the fish rose with it, scarcely sensible (it is supposed) that they were being lifted, until near the surface of the water, when they were brought out in the net by a sudden pull!

The ingenuity of the New Zealanders appeared in nothing more than in their canoes, of which the following description is in Cooks own words:

They are long and narrow, and in shape very much resemble a New England whale-boat; the larger sort seem to be built chiefly for war, and will carry from forty to eighty or a hundred armed men. We measured one which lay ashore at Tolago. She was sixty-eight feet and a half long, five feet broad, and three feet and a half deep. The bottom was sharp, with straight sides like a wedge, and consisted of three lengths hollowed out to about two inches, or an inch and a half thick, and well fastened together with strong plaiting. Each side consisted of one entire plank sixty-three feet long, ten or twelve inches broad, and about an inch and a quarter thick, and these were fitted and lashed to the bottom part with great dexterity and strength. A considerable number of thwarts were laid from gunwale to gunwale, to which they were securely lashed on each side, as a strengthening to the boat. The ornament at the head projected five or six feet beyond the body, and was about four feet and a half high. The ornament at the stern was fixed upon that end as the stern-post of a ship is fixed upon its keel, and was about fourteen feet high, two feet broad, and an inch and a half thick. They both consisted of boards of carved work, of which the design was much better than the execution.

The smaller canoes, which were of one piece hollowed out by fire, usually had outriggers,  boards projecting from, and parallel to, the canoes  to prevent their overturning, and occasionally two canoes were joined together for the same purpose, as, if unsupported, they were extremely liable to upset.

The tools with which these canoes and their other implements and utensils were made consisted of axes and adzes made of a hard black stone, or of a green talc, which latter stone is not only hard but tough. They had chisels made of small fragments of jasper, and of human bones. These also served the purpose of augers for boring holes. Fish-hooks were of bone or shell; these, however, were not well made, but in the fabrication of most of their implements, canoes, war-clubs, baskets, etcetera, they displayed a considerable degree of taste, neatness of hand, and ingenuity.

Our space forbids us following Captain Cook very closely in his many voyages throughout the great archipelago of the South Seas. In this volume we have touched but lightly here and there on the immense variety of subjects which came under his observation. Those who wish for fuller information will find it in the work entitled The Voyages of Captain Cook round the World, which contains his own most interesting journals.

Passing over the years which intervene between the period of which we have been writing and the last voyage he ever made to the islands of the South Seas, we leap at once, in the next chapter, to the sad closing scenes of the great navigators career.




Chapter Eleven.

The Last Voyage and Sad End of the Great Discoverer.

In the spring of 1776 Captain Cook set sail on his last voyage, in command of the Resolution, accompanied by the Discovery under Captain Clerke, an able officer, who had been Cooks second lieutenant on board the Resolution in his second voyage round the world.

The expedition was well supplied with everything that might conduce to its success, or to the comfort of those engaged in it, and many useful articles were put on board to be given to the South-Sea islanders, with a view to improve their condition  among other things, some live-stock, which, it was hoped, would multiply on the islands  such as a bull, and two cows with their calves, and some sheep; besides a quantity of such European garden seeds as were likely to thrive in those regions.

It says much for the perseverance and energy of Captain Cook that, although his education had been so defective that he only began to study Euclid and Astronomy at the age of thirty-one, he was nevertheless competent to conduct, without the aid of a scientific man, the astronomical department of this voyage.

The vessels touched at the Cape of Good Hope in passing, and sailed thence on their voyage of discovery, which extended over three years, during which period they visited Van Diemens land, on the south of Australia, New Zealand, the Society Islands, Sandwich Islands, and other groups of the Pacific; also the western and northern coasts of North America, and saw new and beautiful regions, as well as strange and wonderful  in some cases terrible  sights, the mere enumeration of which, without going into detail, would fill many pages. We hasten, therefore, to that point in the narrative which describes the visit of the expedition to the island of Owhyhee, where its heroic commander terminated his brilliant career.

On January 1779 the Resolution and the Discovery put into a large bay named Karakakooa on the west of the island, for the purpose of refitting the ships and laying in an additional supply of water and provisions. They moored on the north side of the bay, about quarter of a mile from the shore. Here they were well received by the inhabitants, who at first were extremely hospitable. Captain King, in his journal of the transactions at this place, writes:  

As soon as the inhabitants perceived our intention of anchoring in the bay, they came off in astonishing numbers, and expressed their joy by singing and shouting, and exhibiting a variety of wild and extravagant gestures. The sides, the decks, and rigging of both ships were soon completely covered with them, and a multitude of women and boys, who had not been able to get canoes, came swimming round us in shoals; many of them not finding room on board, remained the whole day playing in the water!

Afterwards Captain Cook went ashore and was received with many extraordinary ceremonies, which bore a strong resemblance to religious worship, but in regard to this he and his companions could only form conjectures, and were very glad to find that their entertainers were so friendly. Next morning Captain King went ashore with a guard of eight marines to erect an observatory in such a situation as might best enable him to superintend and protect the waterers and other working parties that were to be on shore. The spot chosen was immediately marked off with wands by the friendly native priests, who thus consecrated the ground, or placed it under taboo  a sort of religious interdiction, which effectually protected it from the intrusion of the natives  for none ever ventured, during their stay, to enter within the tabooed space without permission.

Very different was it on board the ships. These, not being tabooed, were overwhelmed with visitors, particularly women, who flocked on board in such numbers that the men were obliged to clear the decks almost every hour in order to have room to attend to their duties  on which occasions two or three hundred women were frequently made to jump into the water at once, where they continued swimming and playing about until they could again obtain admittance!

While, however, the priests of the island were very attentive to their visitors  sending them gifts of pigs and vegetables with extreme liberality, and expecting nothing in return, the warrior chiefs were not so disinterested. They expected and received many gifts, and they were so much addicted to theft that a constant watch had to be kept upon them, while examples had occasionally to be made of those who were caught in the act. Soon after their arrival the ships were visited in state by the King of the island, whose name was Terreeoboo. Some of his chiefs accompanied him, and all of them were dressed in rich feathered cloaks and helmets, and armed with long spears and daggers. Along with them they brought their idols, which were gigantic busts made of wicker-work, curiously covered with small feathers. Their eyes were made of large pearl oysters, with a black nut fixed in the centre of each; double rows of dogs teeth ornamented their mouths, and their features were strangely distorted. The King and his friends were hospitably received. Presents were made, and expressions of good-will and friendship interchanged.

Thus everything went on prosperously. The refitting and provisioning were completed; games and ceremonies were witnessed; and finally the ships left the island with the good wishes of a people who had treated their visitors with singular kindness and hospitality during the whole period of their sojourn.

Unfortunately, soon afterwards, the Resolution was so much damaged in a gale, that it was found necessary to return to Karakakooa Bay for repairs. To the surprise of the voyagers their reception on this occasion was very different from what it had been at first. There was no shouting, no bustle, no coming off in shoals  only here and there a canoe was seen stealing along the solitary shore. On inquiry, they were told that King Terreeoboo was absent, and had laid the bay under taboo! This looked very suspicious. However, as there was no help for it, they landed their men with the foremast of one of the ships, which required repair, and for two or three days pushed forward their work busily, expecting that when the king returned and removed the interdict, the natives would flock round them with the same good feeling as before.

Things went on in their usual quiet way till the afternoon of the 13th of February. On the evening of that day the watering-party was interfered with by natives who had armed themselves with stones, and were becoming very insolent. On the appearance, however, of Captain King with one of the marines, they threw away the stones, and some of the chiefs drove the mob away. Captain Cook, on hearing of this, ordered the sentinels to load with ball, and to fire if the interference should be repeated. Soon after that the party on shore were alarmed by a fire of musketry from the Discovery. It was directed at a small canoe which was paddling to the shore in great haste, pursued by one of the ships boats. The canoe reached the shore first, and the natives, who had been stealing, made their escape. Captain Cook and Captain King pursued them into the woods for about three miles, but failed to overtake them.

During Cooks absence a serious difference occurred on the shore. One of the officers conceived it to be his duty to seize one of the native canoes. This chanced to belong to a great man named Pareea, who soon afterwards claimed his property. The officer refused to give it up, and a scuffle ensued, in which Pareea was knocked on the head with an oar. The natives immediately attacked the sailors with a shower of stones, which compelled them to retreat precipitately into the sea and swim off to a rock at some distance from the shore, leaving the pinnace in the hands of the natives, who at once ransacked it. They would probably have demolished it entirely had not Pareea, who soon recovered from his blow, come forward, and, with an admirable spirit of forgiveness, rescued it from their hands, returned it to the sailors, and afterwards rubbed noses with the officer who caused all the mischief, in token of his reconciliation!

During that night the cutter of the Discovery was stolen, and next morning Captain Cook, landing with nine marines, went up to the village. It had been his usual practice, whenever anything of importance was lost at any of the islands in that ocean, to get the king or some of the chief men on board, and keep them as hostages until the missing article should be restored. This method, which had been always attended with success, he meant to pursue on the present occasion. Meanwhile, the boats of both ships were ordered out, and well manned and armed.

Captain Cook then marched into the village, where he was received with the usual marks of respect  the people prostrating themselves before him, and bringing him their accustomed offerings of small hogs.

We cannot help remarking here that Cook was to be blamed for permitting the natives to treat him with a degree of ceremonious solemnity which was obviously meant as an act of worship. The only thing that can be said in his defence, we think, is, that in a region where many remarkable, and to him incomprehensible, customs prevailed, he could not certainly assure himself that the people were not paying to him the ordinary homage which they were accustomed to pay to every great chief who visited their island.

He found the old king just awakening from sleep, and, after a short conversation about the loss of the cutter, the captain invited him to return in the boat and spend the day on board the Resolution. The king readily consented, but while on his way to the beach one of his wives, who evidently suspected treachery, besought him with many tears not to go on board. At the same time, two of his chiefs laid hold of him, and, insisting that he should go no farther, forced him to sit down. The natives had by this time collected in prodigious numbers, and the Englishmen were so surrounded that it would have been impossible for them to use their arms if any occasion had required it. Captain Cook, therefore, was obliged to give up his efforts to induce the old king to go on board.

As yet the captain had not expected or feared any attempt at personal violence, and it is probable that he would have succeeded in coming off scatheless on this occasion, as he had done many a time before, had not an unfortunate incident occurred, which gave a fatal turn to the affair. The boats of the ship, which had been stationed across the bay, fired at some canoes that were attempting to escape, and unfortunately killed a chief of the first rank. The news of his death reached the village just as Captain Cook was leaving the king, and the excitement occasioned was very great. One evidence that the natives meant to be revenged was that all the women and children were immediately sent off, and they made their intention still more apparent by putting on their war-mats, and arming themselves with spears and stones. Just before this, however, the nine marines had been ordered to extricate themselves from the crowd and line the rocks along the shore.

One of the natives having a stone in one hand, and a long iron spike in the other, came up to the captain in a defiant manner, flourishing his weapon, and threatening to throw the stone. Cook told him to desist, but he persisted in his threatening actions, and at length provoked the captain to fire a charge of small-shot into him, having on his war-mat, however, it had no other effect than to stir up his wrath. Several stones were now thrown at the marines, and a native attempted to stab one of the party with his spear; in this, however, he failed, and was knocked down with the butt-end of a musket.

Captain Cook now felt that the safety of the party depended on prompt, decisive action, for the more he exercised forbearance the more did the savages threaten. He therefore fired his second barrel, which was loaded with ball, and killed one of the foremost.

A general attack with stones immediately followed. This was met by a discharge of muskets from the marines and the people in the boats. Contrary to expectation, the natives stood the fire with great firmness. From the accounts given of the transaction, it would appear that all the marines had discharged their muskets  none having reserved fire. This was a fatal mistake, because, before they had time to reload the natives rushed upon them in overwhelming numbers, and with fearful yells. Then followed a scene of indescribable horror and confusion.

Captain King, Cooks intimate friend, says, in regard to this closing scene, that four of the marines were cut off among the rocks in their retreat, and fell a sacrifice to the fury of the enemy; three more were dangerously wounded. The lieutenant, who had received a stab between the shoulders with a pahooa, having fortunately reserved his fire, shot the man who had wounded him just as he was going to repeat the blow. The unfortunate Captain Cook, when last seen distinctly, was standing at the waters edge, calling out to the men in the boats to cease firing and to pull in. If it be true, as some of those who were present have imagined, that the marines and boatmen had fired without his orders, and that he was desirous of preventing further bloodshed, it is not improbable that his humanity, on this occasion, proved fatal to him; for it was remarked that while he faced the natives none of them had offered him any violence, but that having turned about to give his order to the boats, he was stabbed in the back, and fell with his face into the water.

On seeing him fall the savages gave a great shout, rushed upon him, and dragged him on shore. They then surrounded him, and, snatching the daggers out of each others hands, showed a savage eagerness to have a share in his destruction.

Thus, continues King, fell our great and excellent commander! After a life of so much distinguished and successful enterprise, his death, as far as regards himself, cannot be reckoned premature, since he lived to finish the great work for which he seems to have been designed, and was rather removed from enjoyment than cut off from the acquisition of glory. How sincerely his loss was felt and lamented by those who had so long found their general security in his skill and conduct, and every consolation under their hardships in his tenderness and humanity, it is neither necessary nor possible for me to describe, much less shall I attempt to paint the horror with which we were struck, and the universal dejection and dismay which followed so dreadful and unexpected a calamity.

In commenting on Captain Cooks services, the same gentleman says:

Perhaps no science ever received greater additions from the labours of a single man than geography has done from those of Captain Cook. In his first voyage to the South Seas he discovered the Society Islands; determined the insularity of New Zealand, discovered the Straits which separate the two islands, and are called after his name, and made a complete survey of both. He afterwards explored the eastern coast of New Holland, hitherto unknown, to an extent of twenty-seven degrees of latitude, or upwards of two thousand miles. In succeeding years he settled the disputed point of the existence of a great southern continent traversing the ocean there between the latitudes of 40 degrees and 70 degrees in such a way as to show the impossibility of its existence, unless near the pole, and beyond the reach of navigation. (We may be permitted, in these days of general advancement, mental and physical, to doubt whether any part of the globe is absolutely beyond the reach of navigation!) He discovered also the islands of New Caledonia and Georgia, and the Sandwich Islands; explored the western coasts of North America into the frozen regions, and ascertained the proximity of the two great continents of Asia and America. In short,  to use the words of his biographer, which compress the nature and value of the great navigators services into a small and easily comprehended point if we except the sea of Amur and the Japanese Archipelago, which still remain imperfectly known to Europeans, he has completed the hydrography of the habitable globe.



Captain Cook has passed away, and the generation of men, with those whom he benefited and those who slew him, has gone to its account, but the coral islands remain as they were of old, resplendent with the beautiful works of God, though not, as of old, marred so terribly by the diabolical devices of man. Cannibal Islands some of them still are, without doubt, but a large proportion of them have been saved from heathen darkness by the light of Gods Truth as revealed in the Holy Bible, and many thousands of islanders  including the descendants of those who slew the great Captain of the last generation  have enrolled themselves under the banner of the Captain of our salvation, and are now, through Gods mercy, clothed and in their right mind.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Begins to Unfold the Tale of the Lions by Describing the Lion of the Tale.

We trust, good reader, that it will not cause you a feeling of disappointment to be told that the name of our hero is Brown  Tom Brown. It is important at the beginning of any matter that those concerned should clearly understand their position, therefore we have thought fit, even at the risk of throwing a wet blanket over you, to commence this tale on one of the most romantic of subjects by stating  and now repeating that our hero was a member of the large and (supposed to be) unromantic family of the Browns.

A word in passing about the romance of the family. Just because the Brown family is large, it has some to be deemed unromantic. Every one knows that two of the six green-grocers in the next street are Browns. The fat sedate butcher round the corner is David Brown, and the milkman is James Brown. The latter is a square-faced practical man, who is looked up to as a species of oracle by all his friends. Half a dozen drapers within a mile of you are named Brown, and all of them are shrewd men of business, who have feathered their nests well, and stick to business like burrs. You will certainly find that several of the hardest-working clergymen, and one or more of the city missionaries, are named Brown; and as to Doctor Browns, there is no end of them! But why go further? The fact is patent to every unprejudiced person.

Now, instead of admitting that the commonness of the name of Brown proves its owners to be unromantic, we hold that this is a distinct evidence of the deep-seated romance of the family. In the first place, it is probable that their multitudinosity is the result of romance, which, as every one knows, has a tendency to cause men and women to fall in love, and marry early in life. Brown is almost always a good husband and a kind father. Indeed he is a good, steady-going man in all the relations of life, and his name, in our mind at least, is generally associated with troops of happy children who call him daddy, and regard him in the light of an elephantine playmate. And they do so with good reason, for Brown is manly and thorough-going in whatever he undertakes, whether it be the transaction of business or romping with his children.

But, besides this, the multitudinosity of the Browns cuts in two directions. If there are so many of them green-grocers, butchers, and milkmen  who without sufficient reason are thought to be unromantic  it will be found that they are equally numerous in other walks of life; and wherever they walk they do so coolly, deliberately, good-humouredly, and very practically. Look at the learned professions, for instance. What a host of Browns are there. The engineers and contractors too, how they swarm in their lists. If you want to erect a suspension bridge over the British Channel, the only man who is likely to undertake the job for you is Adam Brown, C.E., and Abel Brown will gladly provide the materials. As to the army, here their name is legion; they compose an army of themselves; and they are all enthusiasts  but quiet, steady-going, not noisy or boastful enthusiasts. In fact, the romance of Brown consists very much in his willingness to fling himself, heart and soul, into whatever his hand finds to do. The man who led the storming party, and achieved immortal glory by getting himself riddled to death with bullets, was Lieutenant Brown  better known as Ned Brown by his brother officers, who could not mention his name without choking for weeks after his sad but so-called glorious fall. The other man who accomplished the darling wish of his heart  to win the Victoria Cross  by attaching a bag of gunpowder to the gate of the fortress and blowing it and himself to atoms to small that no shred of him big enough to hang the Victoria Cross upon was ever found, was Corporal Brown, and there was scarcely a dry eye in the regiment when he went down.

Go abroad among the barbarians of the earth, to China, for instance, and ask who is yonder thick-set, broad-chested man, with the hearty expression of face, and the splendid eastern uniform, and you will be told that he is Too Foo, the commander-in-chief of the Imperial forces in that department. If, still indulging curiosity, you go and introduce yourself to him, he will shake you heartily by the hand, and, in good English, tell you that his name is Walter Brown, and that he will be charmed to show you something of Oriental life if you will do him the favour to take a slice of puppy dog in his pagoda after the review! If there is a chief of a hill tribe in Hindustan in want of a prime minister who will be able to carry him through a serious crisis, there is a Brown at hand, who speaks not only his own language, but all the dialects and languages of Hindustan, who is quite ready to assume office. It is the same at the diggings, whether of Australia, California, or Oregon; and we are persuaded that the man whose habitation is nearest to the pole at this moment, whether north or south, is a Brown, if he be not a Jones, Robinson, or Smith!

Need more be said to prove that this great branch of the human family is truly associated with all that is wild, grand, and romantic? We think not; and we hope that the reader is now somewhat reconciled to the fact  which cannot be altered, and which we would not alter if we could  that our heros name is Tom Brown.

Tom was the son of a settler at the Cape of Good Hope, who, after leading the somewhat rough life of a trader into the interior of Africa, made a fortune, and retired to a suburban villa in Cape Town, there to enjoy the same with his wife and family. Having been born in Cape Town, our hero soon displayed a disposition to extend his researches into the unknown geography of his native land, and on several occasions lost himself in the bush. Thereafter he ran away from school twice, having been seized with a romantic and irresistible desire to see and shoot a lion! In order to cure his son of this propensity, Mr Brown sent him to England, where he was put to school, became a good scholar, and a proficient in all games and athletic exercises. After that he went to college, intending, thereafter, to return to the Cape, join his father, and go on a trading expedition into the interior, in order that he might learn the business, and carry it on for himself.

Tom Browns mother and sisters  there were six of the latter  were charming ladies. Everybody said what pleasant people the Browns were  that there was no nonsense about them, and that they were so practical, yet so lively and full of spirit. Mrs Brown, moreover, actually held the belief that people had souls as well as bodies, which required feeding in order to prevent starvation, and ensure healthy growth! On the strength of this belief she fed her children out of that old-fashioned, yet ever new, volume, the Bible, and the consequence was, that the Miss Browns were among the most useful members of the church to which they belonged, a great assistance to the clergymen and missionaries who waited those regions, and a blessing to the poor of the community. But we must dismiss the family without further remark, for our story has little or nothing to do with any member of it except Tom himself.

When he went to school in England, Tom carried his love for the lion along with him. The mere word had a charm for him which he could not account for. In childhood he had dreamed of lion-hunting; in riper years he played at games of his own invention which had for their chief point the slaying or capturing of lions. Zoological gardens and wild beast shows had for him attractions which were quite irresistible. As he advanced in years, Richard of the Lion-heart became his chief historical hero; Androcles and the lion stirred up all the enthusiasm of his nature. Indeed it might have been said that the lion-rampant was stamped indelibly on his heart, while the British lion became to him the most attractive myth on record.

When he went to college and studied medicine, his imagination was sobered down a little; but when he had passed his examinations and was capped, and was styled Dr Brown by his friends, and began to make preparations for going back to the Cape, all his former enthusiasm about lions returned with tenfold violence.

Toms father intended that he should study medicine, not with a view to practising it professionally, but because he held it to be very desirable that every one travelling in the unhealthy regions of South Africa should possess as much knowledge of medicine as possible.

One morning young Dr Brown received a letter from his father which ran as follows:  

My dear Tom,  A capital opportunity of letting you see a little of the country in which I hope you will ultimately make your fortune has turned up just now. Two officers of the Cape Rifles have made up their minds to go on a hunting excursion into the interior with a trader named Hicks, and want a third man to join them. I knew you would like to go on such an expedition, remembering your leaning in that direction in days of old, so I have pledged you to them. As they start three months hence, the sooner you come out the better. I enclose a letter of credit to enable you to fit out and start at once. Your mother and sisters are all well, and send love.  Your affectionate father, J.B.

Tom Brown uttered a wild cheer of delight on reading this brief and business-like epistle, and his curious landlady immediately answered to the shout by entering and wishing to know if he had called and if he wanted hanythink?

No, Mrs Pry, I did not call; but I ventured to express my feelings in regard to a piece of good news which I have just received.

La, sir!

Yes, Mrs Pry, Im going off immediately to South Africa to hunt lions.

You dont mean it, sir!

Indeed I do, Mrs Pry; so pray let me have breakfast without delay, and make up my bill to the end of the week; I shall leave you then. Sorry to part, Mrs Pry. I have been very comfortable with you.

I ope so, sir.

Yes, very comfortable; and you may be assured that I shall recommend your lodgings highly wherever I go  not that there is much chance of my recommendation doing you any good, for out in the African bush I shant see many men who want furnished lodgings in London, and wild beasts are not likely to make inquiries, being already well provided in that way at home. By the way, when you make up your bill, dont forget to charge me with the tumbler I smashed yesterday in making chemical experiments, and the tea-pot cracked in the same good cause. Accidents will happen, you know, Mrs Pry, and bachelors are bound to pay for em.

Certainly, sir; and please, sir, what am I to do with the cupboard full of skulls and uman bones downstairs?

Anything you choose, Mrs Pry, said Tom, laughing; I shall trouble my head no more with such things, so you may sell them if you please, or send them as a valuable gift to the British Museum, only dont bother me about them; and do take yourself off like a good soul, for I must reply to my fathers letter immediately.

Mrs Pry retired, and Tom Brown sat down to write a letter to J.B, in which he briefly thanked him for the letter of credit, and assured him that one of the dearest wishes of his heart was about to be realised, for that still  not less but rather more than when he was a runaway boy  his soul was set upon hunting the lions.




Chapter Two.

Sport Begins in Earnest.

Time, which is ever on the wing, working mighty changes in the affairs of man, soon transported our hero from Mrs Prys dingy little back parlour in London to the luxuriant wilds of Africa.

There, on the evening of a splendid day, he sat down to rest under the grateful shade of an umbrageous tree, in company with Major Garret and Lieutenant Wilkins, both of whom had turned out to be men after Tom Browns own heart. They were both bronzed strapping warriors, and had entered those regions not only with a view to hunting lions, but also for the purpose of making collections of the plants and insects of the country, the major being a persevering entomologist, while the lieutenant was enthusiastically botanical. To the delight of these gentlemen they found that Tom, although not deeply learned on these subjects, was nevertheless extremely intelligent and appreciative.

The major was very tall, thin; strong, wiry, and black-bearded. The lieutenant was very short, thickset, deep-chested, and powerful. Tom himself was burly, ruddy, broad, and rather above middle size.

Now this is what I call real felicity, observed the major, pulling out a pipe which he proceeded to fill. Tom Brown followed his example, and Bob Wilkins, who was not a smoker, and had a somewhat facetious disposition, amused himself by quizzing his comrades and carving a piece of wood with his penknife.

Does the real felicity, major, result from the tobacco or the surrounding circumstances? asked Wilkins.

From both, Bob, replied the other with a smile, and you need not spoil my felicity by repeating your well-known set of phrases about the evils of smoking, for I know them all by heart, and I dare say so does Tom.

Impossible, said Wilkins; I have not yet been two weeks in his company; he cannot, therefore, have heard a tithe of the irresistible arguments which I bring to bear on that pernicious practice, and which I hope some day to throw into shape and give to the public in the form of a bulky volume.

Which will end in smoke, interrupted the major.

In a literal sense, too, added Tom Brown, for it will be sold as waste-paper and be made up into matches.

We shall see, retorted Wilkins, cutting carefully round the right nostril of a baboons head which he had carved on the end of a walking-stick; meanwhile, major, as you are better acquainted than we are with this outlandish country, and have taken on yourself the leadership of the party, will you condescend to give Tom Brown and me some idea of your intended movements  that is, if smoke and felicity will permit you to do so?

With pleasure, my dear fellow, said the major puffing vigorously for a few moments to get his pipe well alight. It was my intention to make for Big Buffalos Village, or kraal as they call it here, and, getting the assistance of some of his sable Majestys subjects, hunt the country in his neighbourhood, but I heard from Hicks this morning, before we left the camp, that a band of traders, at a kraal not far from us, are about to start for the Zulu country, and it struck me that we might as well join forces and advance together, for I prefer a large party to a small one  there is generally more fun to be got out of it.

Would it be well to tie ourselves to any one? asked Tom Brown. I have always found that a small party is more manageable than a large one however, I do but throw out the suggestion in all humility.

He shall not necessarily be tied to them, replied the major, re-lighting his pipe, which had a bad habit of going out when he talked; we may keep company as long as we find it agreeable to do so, and part when we please. But what say you to the change of plan? I think it will bring us into a better hunting country.

Whatever you think best, major, will please me, said Tom, for Im ignorant of everything here and place myself entirely under your directions.

And I am agreeable, added Bob Wilkins.

You are neither agreeable nor grammatical, said the major.

Well, if you insist on it, Im agreed. But do put your pipe out, Tom, and let us resume our march, for we have a long way to go, and much work to do before reaching the camp to-night.

Thus admonished, Tom Brown made an extinguisher of the end of his forefinger, put his short clay pipe in his waistcoat pocket, and, shouldering his rifle, followed his companions into the forest, on the edge of which they had been resting.

The country through which they passed was extremely beautiful, particularly in the eyes of our hero, for whom the magnificence of tropical vegetation never lost its charms. The three sportsmen had that morning left their baggage, in a wagon drawn by oxen, in charge of Hicks the trader, who had agreed to allow them to accompany him on a trading expedition, and to serve them in the capacity of guide and general servant. They had made a détour through the forest with a party of six natives, under the guidance of a Caffre servant named Mafuta, and were well repaid for the time thus spent, by the immense variety of insects and plants which the naturalists found everywhere. But that which delighted them most was the animal life with which the whole region teemed. They saw immense herds of wolves, deer of various kinds, hyenas, elands, buffalo, and many other wild beasts, besides innumerable flocks of water-fowl of all kinds. But they passed these unmolested, having set their hearts that day on securing higher game. As Wilkins said, nothing short of a lion, an elephant, a rhinoceros, or hippopotamus would satisfy them and that they had some chance of securing one or more of these formidable brutes was clear, because their voices had been several times heard, and their footprints had been seen everywhere.

About an hour after resuming their walk, the major went off in hot pursuit of an enormous bee, which he saw humming round a bush. About the same time, Wilkins fell behind to examine one of the numerous plants that were constantly distracting his attention, so that our hero was left for a time to hunt alone with the natives. He was walking a considerable distance in advance of them when he came to a dense thicket which was black as midnight, and so still that the falling of a leaf might have been heard. Tom Brown surveyed the thicket quietly for a few seconds, and observing the marks of some large animal on the ground, he beckoned to the Caffre who carried his spare double-barrelled gun. Up to this date our hero had not shot any of the large denizens of the African wilderness, and now that he was suddenly called upon to face what he believed to be one of them, he acquitted himself in a way that might have been expected of a member of the Brown family! He put off his shoes, cocked his piece, and entered the thicket alone  the natives declining to enter along with him. Coolly and very quietly he advanced into the gloomy twilight of the thicket, and as he went he felt as though all the vivid dreams and fervid imaginings about lions that had ever passed through his mind from earliest infancy were rushing upon him in a concentrated essence! Yet there was no outward indication of the burning thoughts within, save in the sparkle of his dark brown eye, and the flush of his brown cheek. As he wore a brown shooting-coat, he may be said to have been at that time Brown all over!

He had proceeded about fifty yards or so when, just as he turned a winding in the path, he found himself face to face with an old buffalo-bull, fast asleep, and lying down not ten yards off. To drop on one knee and level his piece was the work of an instant, but unfortunately he snapped a dry twig in doing so. The eyes of the huge brute opened instantly, and he had half risen before the loud report of the gun rang through the thicket. Leaping up, Tom Brown took advantage of the smoke to run back a few yards and spring behind a bush, where he waited to observe the result of his shot. It was more tremendous then he had expected. A crash on his right told him that another, and unsuspected, denizen of the thicket had been scared from his lair, while the one he had fired at was on his legs snuffing the air for his enemy. Evidently the wind had been favourable, for immediately he made a dead-set and charged right through the bush behind which our hero was concealed. Tom leaped on one side; the buffalo-bull turned short round and made another dash at him. There was only the remnant of the shattered bush between the two; the buffalo stood for a few seconds eyeing him furiously, the blood streaming down its face from a bullet-hole between the two eyes, and its head garnished with a torn mass of the bush. Again it charged, and again Tom, unable to get a favourable chance for his second barrel, leaped aside and evaded it with difficulty. The bush was now trampled down, and scarcely formed a shadow of a screen between them; nevertheless Tom stood his ground, hoping to get a shot at the bulls side, and never for a single instant taking his eye off him. Once more he charged, and again our hero escaped. He did not venture, however, to stand another, but turned and fled, closely followed by the infuriated animal.

A few yards in front the path turned at almost right angles. Tom thought he felt the hot breath of his pursuer on his neck as he doubled actively round the corner. His enemy could neither diverge from nor check his onward career; right through a fearfully tangled thicket he went, and broke into the open beyond, carrying an immense pile of rubbish on his horns. Tom instantly threw himself on his back in the thicket to avoid being seen, and hoped that his native followers would now attract the bulls attention, but not one of them made his appearance, so he started up, and just as the disappointed animal had broken away over the plain, going straight from him, he gave him the second barrel, and hit him high up on the last rib on the off side, in front of the hip. He threw up his tail, made a tremendous bound in the air, dashed through bush-thorns so dense and close that it seemed perfectly marvellous how he managed it, and fell dead within two hundred yards.

Note. If the reader should desire fuller accounts of such battles, we recommend to him African Hunting, a very interesting work, by W.C. Baldwin, Esquire, to whom, with Dr Livingstone, Du Chaillu, and others, I am indebted for most of the information contained in this volume,  R.M.B.

The moment it fell the natives descended from the different trees in which they had taken refuge at the commencement of the fray, and were lavish in their compliments; but Tom, who felt that he had been deserted in the hour of need, did not receive these very graciously, and there is no saying how far he might have proceeded in rebuking his followers (for the Brown family is pugnacious under provocation) had not the majors voice been heard in the distance, shouting, Hallo! look out! a buffalo! where are you, Tom Brown, Wilkins?

Hallo! he added, bursting suddenly into the open where they were standing, whats this  a  buffalo? dead! Have ee killed him? why, I saw him alive not two minutes

His speech was cut short by a loud roar, as the buffalo he had been in chase of, scared by the approach of Wilkins, burst through the underwood and charged down on the whole party. They fled right and left, but as the brute passed, Wilkins, from the other side of the open, fired at it and put a ball in just behind the shoulder-blade. It did not fall, however, and the three hunters ran after it at full speed, Wilkins leading, Tom Brown next, and the major last. The natives kept well out of harms way on either side; not that they were unusually timid fellows, but they probably felt that where such able hands were at work it was unnecessary for them to interfere!

As the major went racing clumsily along  for he was what may be called an ill-jointed man, nevertheless as bold as a lion and a capital shot  he heard a clatter of hoofs behind him, and, looking over his shoulder, observed another buffalo in full career behind. He stopped instantly, took quick aim at the animals breast, and fired, but apparently without effect. There chanced to be a forked tree close at hand, to which the major rushed and scrambled up with amazing rapidity. He was knocked out of it again quite as quickly by the shock of the tremendous charge made by the buffalo, which almost split its skull, and rolled over dead at the tree-root, shot right through the heart.

Meanwhile Tom Brown and the lieutenant had overtaken and killed the other animal, so that they returned to camp well laden with the best part of the meat of three buffaloes.

Here, while resting after the toils of the day, beside the roaring camp-fires, and eating their well-earned supper, Hicks the trader told them that a native had brought news of a desperate attack by lions on a kraal not more than a days journey from where they lay.

Its not far out o the road, said Hicks, who was a white man  of what country no one knew  with a skin so weather-beaten by constant exposure that it was more like leather than flesh; if you want some sport in that way, Id advise ee to go there to-morrow.

Want some sport in that way! echoed Wilkins in an excited tone; why, what do you suppose we came here for? Of course well go there at once; that is, if my comrades have no objection.

With all my heart, said the major with a smile as he carefully filled his beloved pipe.

Tom Brown said nothing; but he smoked his pipe quietly, and nodded his head gently, and felt a slight but decided swelling of the heart, as he murmured inwardly to himself, Yes, Ill have a slap at the lions to-morrow.




Chapter Three.

In which Great Deeds are Done, and Tom Brown has a Narrow Escape.

But Tom was wrong. Either the report had been false, or the lions had a special intimation that certain destruction approached them; for our hunters waited two nights at the native kraal without seeing one, although the black king thereof stoutly affirmed that they had attacked the cattle enclosures nearly every night for a week past, and committed great havoc.

One piece of good fortune, however, attended them, which was that they unexpectedly met with the large party which the major had expressed his wish to join. It consisted of about thirty men, four of whom were sportsmen, and the rest natives, with about twenty women and children, twelve horses, seventy oxen, five wagons, and a few dogs; all under the leadership of a trader named Hardy.

Numerous though the oxen were, there were not too many of them, as the reader may easily believe when we tell him that the wagons were very large, clumsy, and heavily laden,  one of them, besides other things, carrying a small boat  and that it occasionally required the powers of twenty oxen to drag one wagon up some of the bad hills they encountered on the journey to the Zulu country.

The four sportsmen, who were named respectively Pearson, Ogilvie, Anson, and Brand, were overjoyed at the addition to the party of Tom Brown and his companions, the more so that Tom was a doctor, for the constitutions of two of them, Ogilvie and Anson, had proved to be scarcely capable of withstanding the evil effects of the climate. Tom prescribed for them so successfully that they soon regained their strength; a result which he believed, however, was fully as much due to the cheering effects of the addition to their social circle as to medicine.

Having rested at the kraal a few days, partly to recruit the travellers, and partly to give the lions an opportunity of returning and being shot, the whole band set forth on their journey to the Umveloose river, having previously rendered the king of the kraal and his subjects happy by a liberal present of beads, brass wire, blue calico, and blankets.

At the kraal they had procured a large quantity of provisions for the journey  amobella meal for porridge, mealies, rice, beans, potatoes, and water-melons; and, while there, they had enjoyed the luxury of as much milk as they could drink; so that all the party were in pretty good condition and excellent spirits when they left. But this did not last very long, for the weather suddenly changed, and rain fell in immense quantities. The long rank grass of those regions became so saturated that it was impossible to keep ones-self dry; and, to add to their discomforts, mosquitoes increased in numbers to such an extent that some of the European travellers could scarcely obtain a wink of sleep.

Oh dear! groaned poor Wilkins, one night as he lay between the major and Tom Brown on the wet grass under the shelter of a bullock-wagon covered with a wet blanket; how I wish that the first mosquito had never been born!

If the world could get on without rain, growled the major, my felicity would be complete. There is a particular stream which courses down the underside of the right shaft of the wagon, and meets with some obstruction just at the point which causes it to pour continuously down my neck. Ive shifted my position twice, but it appears to follow me, and I have had sensations for the last quarter of an hour which induce me to believe that a rivulet is bridged by the small of my back. Ha! have you killed him this time?

The latter remark was addressed to Tom Brown, who had for some time past been vigorously engaged slapping his own face in the vain hope of slaying his tormentors  vain, not only because they were too quick to be caught in that way, but also, because, if slain by hundreds at every blow, there would still have remained thousands more to come on!

No, replied Tom, with a touch of bitterness in his tone; hes not dead yet.

He? exclaimed Wilkins; do you mean to say that you are troubled by only one of the vile creatures?

Oh no! said Tom; there are millions of em humming viciously round my head at this moment, but one of them is so big and assiduous that I have come to recognise his voice  there! dyou hear it?

Hear it! cried Wilkins; how can you expect me to hear one of yours when I am engaged with a host of my own? Ah! but I hear that, he added, laughing, as another tremendous crack resounded from Tom Browns cheek; what a tough skin you must have, to be sure, to stand such treatment?

I am lost in admiration of the amiableness of your temper, Tom, remarked the major. If I were to get such a slap in the face as that, even from myself, I could not help flying in a passion. Hope the enemy is defeated at last?

I  I  think so, said Tom, in that meditative tone which assures the listener that the speaker is intensely on the qui vive; yes, I believe I have  eh  no  there he  oh!

Another pistol-shot slap concluded the sentence, and poor Toms companions in sorrow burst into a fit of laughter.

Let im bite, sir, growled the deep bass voice of Hardy, who lay under a neighbouring wagon; when hes got his beak well shoved into you, and begins to suck, he cant get away so quick, cause of havin to pull it out again! hit out hard and quick then, an youre sure of him. But the best ways to let em bite, an go to sleep.

Good advice; Ill try to take it, said Tom, turning round with a sigh, and burying his face in the blanket. His companions followed his example, and in spite of rain and mosquitoes were soon fast asleep.

This wet weather had a very depressing effect on their spirits, and made the region so unhealthy that it began ere long to tell on the weaker members of the sporting party; as for the natives, they, being inured to it, were proof against everything. Being all but naked, they did not suffer from wet garments; and as they smeared their bodies over with grease, the rain ran off them as it does off the ducks. However, it did not last long at that time. In a few days the sky cleared, and the spirits of the party revived with their health.

The amount of animal life seen on the journey was amazing. All travellers in Africa have borne testimony to the fact that it teems with animals. The descriptions which, not many years ago, were deemed fabulous, have been repeated to us as sober truth by men of unquestionable veracity. Indeed, no description, however vivid, can convey to those whose personal experience has been limited to the fields of Britain an adequate conception of the teeming millions of living creatures, great and small, four-footed and winged, which swarm in the dense forests and mighty plains of the African wilderness.

Of course the hunters of the party were constantly on the alert, and great was the slaughter done; but great also was the capacity of the natives for devouring animal food, so that very little of the sport could be looked upon in the light of life taken in vain.

Huge and curious, as well as beautiful, were the creatures bagged.

On one occasion Tom Brown went out with the rest of the party on horseback after some elephants, the tracks of which had been seen the day before. In the course of the day Tom was separated from his companions, but being of an easy-going disposition, and having been born with a thorough belief in the impossibility of anything very serious happening to him, he was not much alarmed, and continued to follow what he thought were the tracks of elephants, expecting every moment to fall in with, or hear shots from his friends.

During the journey Tom had seen the major, who was an old sportsman, kill several elephants, so that he conceived himself to be quite able for that duty if it should devolve upon him. He was walking his horse quietly along a sort of path that skirted a piece of thicket when he heard a tremendous crashing of trees, and looking up saw a troop of fifty or sixty elephants dashing away through a grove of mapani-trees. Tom at once put spurs to his horse, unslung his large-bore double-barrelled gun, and coming close up to a cow-elephant, sent a ball into her behind the shoulder. She did not drop, so he gave her another shot, when she fell heavily to the ground.

At that moment he heard a shot not far off. Immediately afterwards there was a sound of trampling feet which rapidly increased, and in a few moments the whole band of elephants came rushing back towards him, having been turned by the major with a party of natives. Not having completed the loading of his gun, Tom hastily rode behind a dense bush, and concealed himself as well as he could. The herd turned aside just before reaching the bush, and passed him about a hundred yards off with a tremendous rush, their trunks and tails in the air, and the major and Wilkins, with a lot of natives and dogs, in full pursuit. Tom was beginning to regret that he had not fired a long shot at them, when he heard a crash behind him, and looking back saw a monstrous bull-elephant making a terrific charge at him. It was a wounded animal, mad with rage and pain, which had caught sight of him in passing. Almost before he was aware of its approach it went crashing through the thicket trumpeting furiously, and tearing down trees, bushes, and everything before it.

Tom lay forward on the neck of his steed and drove the spurs into him. Away they went like the wind with the elephant close behind. In his anxiety Tom cast his eyes too often behind him. Before he could avoid it he was close on the top of a very steep slope, or stony hill, which went down about fifty yards to the plain below. To rein up was impossible, to go down would have been almost certain death to horse and man. With death before and behind, our hero had no alternative but to swerve, for the trunk of the huge creature was already almost over the haunch of his terrified horse. He did swerve. Pulling the horse on his haunches, and swinging him round at the same moment as if on a pivot, he made a bound to the left. The elephant passed him with a shriek like that of a railway engine, stuck out its feet before it, and went sliding wildly down the slope  as little boys are sometimes wont to do  sending dust, atones, and rubbish in a stupendous cloud before him. At the foot he lost his balance, and the last that Tom saw of him was a flourish of his stumpy tail as he went heels over head to the bottom of the hill. But he could not stop to see more; his horse was away with him, and fled over the plain on the wings of terror for a mile in the opposite direction before he consented to be pulled up.

Toms companions, meanwhile, had shot two elephants  one a cow, the other a pretty old calf, and on their way back to camp they killed a buffalo. The other hunters had been also successful, so that the camp resounded with noisy demonstrations of joy, and the atmosphere ere long became redolent of the fumes of roasting meat, while the black bodies of the natives absolutely glittered with grease.

On summing up the result of the days work, it was found that they had bagged six elephants, three elands, two buffaloes, and a variety of smaller game.

A good bag, observed the major as he sipped his tea; but I have seen better. However, we must rest content. By the way, Pearson, they tell me you had a narrow escape from a buffalo-bull.

So I had, replied Pearson, pausing in the midst of a hearty meal that he was making off a baked elephants foot; but for Anson there I believe it would have been my last hunt.

How did he help you? asked Tom Brown.

Come, tell them, Anson, you know best, said Pearson; I am too busy yet to talk.

Oh, it was simple enough, said Anson with a laugh. He and I had gone off together after a small herd of buffaloes; Ogilvie and Brand were away following up the spoor of an elephant. We came upon the buffaloes unexpectedly, and at the first shot Pearson dropped one dead  shot through the heart. We were both on foot, having left our horses behind, because the ground was too stony for them. After a hard chase of two hours we came up with the herd. Pearson fired at a young bull and broke its leg, nevertheless it went off briskly on the remaining three, so I fired and shot off its tail. This appeared to tickle his fancy, for he turned at once and charged Pearson, who dropped his gun, sprang into a thorn-tree and clambered out of reach only just in time to escape the brute, which grazed his heel in passing. Poor fellow, he got such a fright

False! cried Pearson, with his mouth full of meat.

That he fell off the tree, continued Anson, and the bull turned to charge again, so, out of pity for my friend, I stopped him with a bullet in the chest.

It was well done, Anson, Im your debtor for life, said Pearson, holding out his plate; just give me a little more of that splendid foot and youll increase the debt immeasurably; you see the adventure has not taken away my appetite.

As he said this a savage growl was heard close to the wagon beside which they were seated. It was followed by a howl from one of the dogs. They all sprang up and ran towards the spot whence the sound came, just in time to see a panther bounding away with one of the dogs. A terrific yell of rage burst from every one, and each hastily threw something or other at the bold intruder. Pearson flung his knife and fork at it, having forgotten to drop those light weapons when he leaped up. The major hurled after it a heavy mass of firewood. Hardy and Hicks flung the huge marrow bones with which they happened to be engaged at the time. Tom Brown swung a large axe after it, and Wilkins, in desperation, shied his cap at it! But all missed their mark, and the panther would certainly have carried off his prize had not a very tall and powerfully-built Caffre, named Mafuta, darted at it an assegai, or long native spear, which, wounding it slightly, caused it to drop its prey.

The poor dog was severely hurt about the neck; it recovered, however, soon afterwards. The same night on which this occurred, one of the oxen was killed by a lion, but although all the people were more or less on the alert, the monarch of the woods escaped unpunished.

At an early hour next morning the train of wagons got into motion, and the hunters went out to their usual occupation.




Chapter Four.

Tom Sees Wonderful Sights, and at last has his Dreams Fulfilled.

Thus the travellers advanced day by day  sometimes in sunshine, sometimes in rain, now successful in hunting and now unsuccessful  until they reached the Zulu country and the banks of the river Umveloose.

Here they called a halt for a time, and began to hunt vigorously in all directions, aiming at every species of game. Our heros first introduction to the river scenery was interesting, to himself at least, and singular. Having placed himself at the disposal of his friends to be appointed to whatever duty they pleased, he was sent off in the small boat belonging to the party with plenty of ammunition and provisions; Lieutenant Wilkins being his companion, and the tall Caffre, Mafuta, his guide and instructor in African warfare against the brute creation.

Between Tom Brown and this man Mafuta there had sprung up a species of friendship, which grew stronger the more they became acquainted with each other. Mafuta was an unusually honest, affectionate and straightforward Caffre, who had been much in the settlements, and could speak a little English. He first drew forth our heros regard by nursing him with almost womanly tenderness during a three-days severe illness at the beginning of the journey. Thereafter Tom gained his affection by repeated little acts of kindness, done in a quiet, offhand, careless way, as though he had pleasure in being kind, and did not care much whether the kindness were appreciated or not. He also excited his admiration by the imperturbable coolness and smiling good-humour with which he received every event in life; from the offer of an elephant steak to the charge of a black rhinoceros. Mafuta was also fond of Wilkins; but he worshipped Tom Brown.

On reaching the river the boat was launched on a part where there was nothing particularly striking to merit notice, so Tom said: Dyou know, Bob, Ive taken a fancy to ramble alone for an hour along the banks of this river; will you, like a good fellow, get into the boat with Mafuta, and let me go along the banks on foot for a few miles. As your work will only be dropping down stream, you wont find it hard.

By all means, Tom; a pleasant journey to you but see that you dont fall into the jaws of a lion or a crocodile!

Our hero smiled as he waved his hand to his companions, and, turning away, was soon lost to sight among the bushes.

Now the fact was that Tom Brown, so far from being the unromantic creature that his name is erroneously supposed to imply, had such a superabundance of romance in his composition that he had, for some time past, longed to get away from his companions, and the noise and bustle of the wagon train, and go off alone into the solitudes of the great African wilderness, there to revel in the full enjoyment of the fact that he was in reality far far away from the haunts of civilised men; alone with primeval Nature!

The day happened to be delightful. Not too hot for walking, yet warm enough to incline one of Toms temperament to throw open his vest and bare his broad bosom to any breeze that might chance to gambol through the forest. With characteristic nonchalance he pushed his wideawake off his forehead for the sake of coolness, and in so doing tilted it very much on one side, which gave him a somewhat rakish air. He carried his heavy double-barrelled gun on one of his broad shoulders with the butt behind him, and his right hand grasping the muzzle, while in his left he held a handkerchief, with which he occasionally wiped his heated brow. It was evident that Tom experienced the effects of the heat much, but he did not suffer from it. He perspired profusely, breathed heavily, and swaggered unwittingly, while a beaming smile played on his ruddy countenance, which told of peace with himself and with all mankind.

Not so, however, with brute kind, as became apparent after he had advanced about half a mile in a dreamy state down the banks of the quiet river, for, happening to observe something of a tawny yellow colour among the bushes, he brought his gun to the present with great precipitancy, cocked both barrels, and advanced with the utmost caution.

Up to this period he had not been successful in accomplishing his great wish  the shooting of a lion. Many a time had he heard the strong voices of the brutes, and once or twice had seen their forms dimly in the night sneaking round the bullocks wagons, but he had not yet managed to get a fair full view of the forest king, or a good shot at him. His heart now beat high with hope, for he believed that he was about to realise his ancient dream. Slowly, step by step, he advanced, avoiding the dense bushes, stepping lightly over the small ones, insinuating himself through holes and round stems, and conducting himself in a way that would have done credit to a North American Indian, until he gained a tree, close on the other side of which he knew the tawny object lay. With beating heart, but steady hand and frowning eye, he advanced another step and found  that the object was a yellow stone!

There was a sudden motion about Toms jaws, as if he had gnashed his teeth, and a short gasp issued from his mouth, but that was all. The compressed steam was off; a smile wrinkled his visage immediately after, and quietly uncocking his gun he threw it over his shoulder and resumed his march.

On rounding a point a few minutes after, he was again arrested by a scene which, while it charmed, amazed him. Often had he observed the multitudes of living creatures with which the Creator has peopled that great continent, but never before had he beheld such a concentrated picture as was presented at that moment. Before him lay a wide stretch of the river, so wide, and apparently currentless, that it seemed like a calm lake, and so perfectly still that every object on and around it was faithfully mirrored on its depths  even the fleecy clouds that floated in the calm sky were repeated far down in the azure vault below.

Every part of this beautiful scene teemed with living creatures of every sort and size, from the huge alligators that lay like stranded logs upon the mud-banks, basking in the sun, to the tiny plover that waded in cheerful activity among the sedges. There were tall reeds in many places, and among these were thousands of cranes, herons, flamingoes, and other members of that long-necked and long-legged family; some engaged in solemnly searching for food, while others, already gorged, stood gravely on one leg, as if that position assisted digestion, and watched with quiet satisfaction the proceedings of their companions. The glassy surface of the mirror was covered in places with a countless host of geese, widgeons, teals and other water-fowl either gambolling about in sport, or sleeping away a recent surfeit, and thousands of other small birds and beasts swarmed about everywhere, giving a sort of faint indication of the inconceivable numbers of the smaller creatures which were there, though not visible to the observer. But Toms interest was chiefly centred on the huge animals  the crocodiles and hippopotami  which sprawled or floated about.

Not far from the bush from behind which he gazed, two large crocodiles lay basking on a mudbank  rugged and rough in the hide as two ancient trees  the one using the back of the other as a pillow. A little beyond these three hippopotami floated in the water, only the upper parts of their heads and rotund bodies being visible. These lay so motionless that they might have been mistaken for floating puncheons, and the observer would have thought them asleep, had he not noticed an occasional turn of the whites of their small eyes, and a slight puff of steam and water from their tightly compressed nostrils.

Truly it was a grand sight; one calculated to awaken in the most unthinking minds some thoughts about the infinite power of Him who made them all. Toms mind did rise upwards for a little. Although not at that time very seriously inclined, he was, nevertheless, a man whose mind had been trained to think with reverence of his Creator. He was engaged in solemn contemplation of the scene before him, when a deep gurgling plunge almost under the bush at his feet aroused him. It was a hippopotamus which had been standing on the river-brink within six yards of the muzzle of his gun. Tom cocked and presented, but thinking that the position of the animal did not afford him a good chance of killing it, he waited, feeling sure, at all events, of securing one of the various huge creatures that were lying so near him.

It says much for Toms powers of wood-craft that he managed to advance as near as he did to these animals without disturbing them. Few hunters could have done it; but it must be remembered that our hero, like all other heroes, was a man of unusual and astonishing parts!

While he hesitated for a few moments, undecided whether to fire at the crocodiles or the hippopotami, one of the latter suddenly uttered a prolonged snort or snore, and opened a mouth of such awful dimensions that Toms head and shoulders would have easily found room in it. As he gazed into the dark red throat he felt that the wild fictions of untravelled men fell far short of the facts of actual life, in regard to grandeur and horribility, and it struck him that if the front half of a hippopotamus were sewed to the rear half of a crocodile there would be produced a monster incomparably more grand and horrible than the fiercest dragon St. George ever slew! While these ideas were passing quickly through his excited brain, the boat, which he had totally forgotten, came quietly round the bend of the river above him. But the sharp-eared and quick-eyed denizens of the wilderness were on the alert; it had scarcely shown its prow round the point of land, and the hippopotamus had not quite completed its lazy yawn, when the entire winged host rose with a rushing noise so thunderous, yet so soft and peculiar, that words cannot convey the idea of the sight and sound. At the same time, many grunts and snorts and heavy plunges told that sundry amphibious creatures had been disturbed, and were seeking safety in the clear stream.

Tom hesitated no longer. He aimed at the yawning hippopotamus and fired, hitting it on the skull, but at such an angle that the ball glanced off. If there was noise before, the riot and confusion now was indescribable! Water-fowl that had not moved at the first alarm now sprang in myriads from reeds and sedges, and darkened the very air. The two alligators just under Toms nose spun their tails in the air with a whirl of awful energy that seemed quite incompatible with their sluggish nature, and rushed into the river. The hippopotami dived with a splash that covered the water around them with foam, and sent a wave of considerable size to the shore. The sudden burst of excitement, noise, splutter, and confusion was not less impressive than the previous calm had been, but Tom had not leisure to contemplate it, being himself involved in the whirl. Four shots from the boat told him that his companions were also engaged. One of the crocodiles re-appeared suddenly as if to have another look at Tom, who discharged his second barrel at it, sent a ball into its brain, and turned it over dead. He reloaded in great haste, and was in the act of capping when he heard a loud shout in the direction of the boat, and looking up, observed that Wilkins was standing in the bow gesticulating violently. He listened for a moment, but could not make out what he said.

Hallo! he cried, shout louder; I dont hear you.

Again Wilkins shouted at the top of his voice, and waved his arms more frantically than before. Tom could not make out the words. He judged, however, that no man would put himself to such violent physical exertion without good reason, so he turned and looked cautiously around him. Presently he heard a crashing sound in the bushes, and a few moments afterwards observed three buffaloes tearing along the path in which he stood. It was these that Wilkins had seen from the boat when he attempted in vain to warn his friend. Tom jumped behind a bush, and as they passed tried to fire, but the foliage was so dense that he failed to get a good aim. Reserving his fire, therefore, he dashed after them at full speed. After running some distance the buffaloes stood still, and the nearest bull turned round and looked at Tom, who instantly sent a two ounce ball crashing into his shoulder. This turned them, and they all three made off at once, but the wounded one fell behind. Tom therefore stopped to reload, feeling pretty sure of him. Starting off in pursuit, he gained on the wounded animal at every stride, and was about to fire again, when his limbs were for a moment paralysed, and his heart was made almost to stand still at the sight of three full-grown lions which sprang at the unfortunate brute from a neighbouring thicket. They had no doubt gone there to rest for the day, but the sight of a lame and bleeding buffalo was a temptation too strong for them. The lions did not leap upon him, but, seizing him with their teeth and claws, stood on their hind legs and tried to tear him down with terrible ferocity.

Our hero, who, as we have said, was for a few moments bereft of the power of action, could do nothing but stand and gaze in amazement. All the dreams of his youth and manhood were as nothing to this! The poor buffalo fought nobly, but it had no chance against such odds, and would certainly have been torn to pieces and devoured had not Tom recovered his self-possession in a few minutes. Creeping up to within thirty yards he fired at one of the lions with such good aim that it fell dead almost on the spot, having time only to turn and seize a bush savagely with its teeth ere it died. The second barrel was discharged, but not with the same effect. Another of the lions was wounded, and sprang into the bushes with an angry roar. The third merely lifted his head, looked at Tom for a moment as if with indignant surprise, and then went on tearing at the carcass as hard as ever.

With a feeling of thankfulness that this particular king of the forest had treated him so contemptuously, Tom slunk behind a tree and recharged his gun, after which he advanced cautiously and sent a ball crashing through the lions shoulder. It ought to have killed him, he thought, but it did not, for he made off as fast as possible, just as Wilkins and Mafuta arrived, panting, on the scene of action.

What a magnificent fellow! exclaimed Wilkins going up to the dead lion. Bravissimo, Tom, youve done it at last.

Done it! cried Tom, as he loaded hastily, why, Ive all but done three. Follow up the trail, man, as fast as you can. Ill overtake you in no time!

Wilkins did not wait for more, but dashed into the thicket after Mafuta, who had preceded him.

Tom was quickly on their heels, and they had not gone far when one of the wounded lions was found lying on the ground quite dead. The other was not overtaken, but, as Wilkins said, two lions, a buffalo, and a hippopotamus, which latter he had shot from the boat, was not a bad beginning!

That night they encamped under the shelter of a spreading tree, and as they reclined at full length between two fires, which were kindled to keep off the wild beasts, enjoying a pipe after having feasted luxuriously on hippopotamus steaks and marrow bones, Tom Brown remarked: Well, my dream has been realised at last, and, upon my word, I have not been disappointed.




Chapter Five.

More about Lions!

As we have now introduced our readers to the lion, we think it but right to say something about his aspect and character, as given by some of our best authorities.

Dr Livingstone, that greatest of African travellers, seems to be of opinion that untravelled men are prone to overrate the lion, both as to his appearance and courage. From him we learn that when a lion is met with in the day-time  a circumstance by no means uncommon in Africa  the traveller will be disappointed with the appearance of the animal which they had been accustomed to hear styled noble and majestic; that it is somewhat larger than the largest-sized dog, partakes very strongly of the canine features, and does not much resemble our usual drawings of lions, which he condemns as bearing too strong a resemblance to old womens faces in nightcaps. The Doctor also talks slightingly of its roar, and says that having made particular inquiry as to the opinions of European travellers who have heard the roar of the lion and that of the ostrich, he found they invariably admitted that they could not detect any difference between the two when the animals were at a distance.

Now, really, although we are bound to admit that the Doctors opinion is of great weight, we cannot, without a humble protest, allow ourselves to be thus ruthlessly stripped of all our romantic notions in regard to the king of beasts! We suspect that the Doctor, disgusted with the twaddle that has undoubtedly been talked in all ages about the magnanimity of the noble lion and his terrific aspect, has been led unintentionally to underrate him. In this land we have opportunities of seeing and hearing the lion in his captive state; and we think that most readers will sympathise with us when we say that even in a cage he has at least a very grand and noble aspect; and that, when about to be fed, his intermittent growls and small roars, so to speak, have something very awful and impressive, which nothing like the bellowing of a bull can at all equal. To say that the roar of the ostrich is equal to that of the lion is no argument at all; it does not degrade the latter, it merely exalts the former. And further, in regard to aspect, the illustrations in Dr Livingstones own most interesting work go far to prove that the lion is magnificent in appearance.

Thus much we dare venture to say, because on these points we, with all men, are in a position to form a judgment for ourselves. We, however, readily believe the great traveller when he tells us that nothing he ever heard of the lion led him to ascribe to it a noble character, and that it possesses none of the nobility of the Newfoundland or St. Bernard Dogs. The courage of the lion, although not greater than that of most large and powerful animals, is, without doubt, quite sufficient! But he fortunately possesses a wholesome dread of man, else would he certainly long ere now have become king of Africa as well as of beasts. When encountered in the day-time, he usually stands a second or two gazing, then turns slowly round and walks leisurely away for a dozen paces or so, looking over his shoulder as he goes. Soon he begins to trot, and, when he thinks himself out of sight, bounds off like a greyhound. As a rule, there is not the smallest danger of a lion attacking man by day, if he be not molested, except when he happens to have a wife and young family with him. Then, indeed, his bravery will induce him to face almost any danger. If a man happens to pass to windward of a lion and lioness with cubs, both parents will rush at him, but instances of this kind ere of rare occurrence.

It would seem that light of any kind has a tendency to scare away lions. Bright moonlight is a safeguard against them, as well as daylight. So well is this understood, that on moonlight nights it is not thought necessary to tie up the oxen, which are left loose by the wagons, while on dark rainy nights it is deemed absolutely necessary to tether them, because if a lion chanced to be in the vicinity, he would be almost sure to attack, and perhaps kill, an ox, notwithstanding the vigilance of guards and the light of the camp-fires. He always approaches stealthily, like the cat, except when wounded; but anything having the appearance of a trap will induce him to refrain from making the last fatal spring. This is a peculiarity of the whole feline species. It has been found in India that when a hunter pickets a goat on a plain as a bait, a tiger has whipped it off so quickly by a stroke of his paw that it was impossible to take aim. To obviate this difficulty a small pit is dug, in the bottom of which the goat is picketed, with a small stone tied in its ear to make it cry the whole night. When the suspicious tiger sees the appearance of a trap he walks round and round the pit, thus giving the hunter in ambush a fair shot.

When a hungry lion is watching for prey, the sight of any animal will make him commence stalking it. On one occasion a man was very busy stalking a rhinoceros, when, happening to glance behind him, he found to his consternation that a lion was stalking him! he escaped by springing up a tree.

The strength of the lion is tremendous, owing to the immense mass of muscle around its jaws, shoulders, and forearms. What one hears, however, of his sometimes seizing an ox or a horse in his mouth and running away with it, as a cat does with a mouse, and even leaping hedges, etcetera, is nonsense. Dr Livingstone says that most of the feats of strength he has seen performed by lions consisted, not in carrying, but dragging or trailing the carcass along the ground.

He usually seizes his prey by the flank near the hind leg, or by the throat below the jaw. He has his particular likings and tit-bits, and is very expert in carving out the parts of an animal that please him best. An eland may be sometimes disembowelled by a lion so completely that he scarcely seems cut up at all, and the bowels and fatty parts of the interior form a full meal for the lion, however large or hungry he may be. His pert little follower the jackal usually goes after him, sniffing about and waiting for a share, and is sometimes punished for his impudent familiarity with a stroke of the lions paw, which of course kills him.

Lions are never seen in herds, but sometimes six or eight  probably one family  are seen hunting together. Much has been said and written about the courage of the lion, and his ability to attack and kill any other animal. His powers in this respect have been overrated. It is questionable if a single lion ever attacks a full-grown buffalo. When he assails a calf, the cow will rush upon him, and one toss from her horns is sufficient to kill him. The amount of roaring usually heard at night, when a buffalo is killed, seems to indicate that more than one lion has been engaged in the fight. They never attack any elephants, except the calves. Every living thing, writes Livingstone, retires before the lordly elephant, yet a full-grown one would be an easier prey to the lion than a rhinoceros. The lion rushes off at the mere sight of this latter beast!

When a lion grows too old to hunt game, he frequently retires to spend the decline of life in the suburbs of a native village, where he is well content to live by killing goats. A woman or a child happening to go out at night sometimes falls a prey also. Being unable, of course, to alter this style of life, when once he is reduced to it, he becomes habitually what is styled a man-eater, and from this circumstance has arisen the idea that when a lion has once tasted human flesh he prefers it to any other. In reality a man-eater is an old fellow who cannot manage to get anything else to eat, and who might perhaps be more appropriately styled a woman and child eater! When extreme old age comes upon him in the remote deserts, far from human habitations, he is constrained to appease the cravings of hunger with mice! The African lion is of a tawny colour, like that of some mastiffs. The mane in the male is large, and gives the idea of great power. In some the ends of the hair are black, and these go by the name of black-maned lions, but, as a whole, all of them look of a tawny yellow colour.

Having said thus much about his general character and appearance, we shall resume the thread of our story, and show how the lions behaved to Tom Brown and his friends the very night after the event narrated in the last chapter.

The hunters had got back to the wagons, and were about to turn in for the night, in order to recruit for the work of the following day, when the sky became overcast, and gave every indication of a coming storm. A buffalo bull had been shot by Pearson an hour before the arrival of our hero and his companions, and the Caffres were busily engaged on his carcass. A fire had been lighted, the animal cut up, and part of him roasted, and the natives alternately ate a lump of roasted flesh and an equal quantity of the inside raw! When the sky began to darken, however, they desisted for a time, and set about making preparations for the coming storm.

It burst upon them ere long with awful fury and grandeur, the elements warring with incredible vehemence. Rain fell in such floods that it was scarcely possible to keep the fires burning, and the night was so pitchy dark that the hand could scarcely be seen when held close to the eyes. To add to the horror of the scene, crashing peals of thunder appeared to rend the sky, and these were preceded by flashes of lightning so vivid that each left the travellers with the impression of being stone-blind.

After an hour or two the storm passed by, leaving them drenched to the skin. However, the fires were stirred up, and things made as comfortable as circumstances would admit of.

Just a little before daybreak they were all wakened by the bellowing of the oxen and the barking of dogs.

Something there, muttered Hicks, leaping up and seizing his gun.

The major, Tom Brown, Wilkins, Pearson, and the others were immediately on their feet and wide awake. There was just light enough to distinguish objects dimly when close at hand; but the surrounding woods resembled a wall of impenetrable darkness. Close to the wagon in which our hero lay the natives had erected a temporary hut of grass, about six feet high. On the top of this he saw a dark form, which, by the sound of his voice, he recognised to be that of a native named Jumbo, who was more noted for good nature and drollery than for courage. He was shouting lustily for a percussion-cap. Tom sprang on the top of the hut and supplied him with several caps, at the same time exclaiming:  

Hallo! Jumbo, dont make such a row. Youll scare everything away.

Ho! Me wish um could, said Jumbo, his teeth chattering in his head with fear as he listened to the dying groans of a poor ox, and heard the lions growling and roaring beside him. They were not more than fourteen yards off, but so dark was the night that they could not be seen. The ox, however, which was a black one, was faintly distinguishable; Tom Brown therefore aimed, as near as he could guess, about a foot above him and fired. No result followed. He had evidently missed. While he was re-loading, the major and Wilkins rushed forward and leaped on the hut, exclaiming eagerly, Where are they? have you hit? Immediately afterwards, Pearson, Brand, Ogilvie, and Anson rushed up and attempted to clamber on the hut.

No room here, cried the major, resisting them, quite full outside  inside not safe!

But theres no room on the wagon, pleaded Pearson; the niggers are clustering on it like monkeys.

Cant help it, replied the major, theres not an inch of

Here a tremendous roar interrupted him, and a loud report followed, as Jumbo and Wilkins, having caught sight of something near the carcass, fired simultaneously. Pearson and his companions in trouble vanished like smoke, while the major, failing to see anything, fired in the direction of the lions on chance. Tom also fired at what he felt convinced was the head of a lioness. Still the animals appeared to be unhurt and indifferent! The sportsmen were busy loading when Tom became aware, for one instant, that something was moving in the air. Next moment he was knocked backwards off the hut, head over heels, several times, having been struck full in the chest by a lions head. Half inclined to believe that he was killed he scrambled to his feet, still holding fast to his gun, however, like a true hunter, and rushed towards the wagon, where he found all the Caffres who could not get inside sticking on the outside, as Pearson had said, like monkeys. There was literally no room for more, but Tom cared not for that. He seized legs, arms, and hair indiscriminately, and in another moment was on the top of the living mass. He had leaped very smartly to this point of vantage, nevertheless he found Jumbo there before him, chattering worse than ever! The major and and Wilkins came up breathless next moment, clambered halfway up, slipped, and fell to the ground with a united roar; but making a second attempt, they succeeded in getting up. Wilkins at once presented in the direction of the lions and again fired. Whether any of them fell is a matter of dispute, but certain it is that Wilkins fell, for the recoil of the gun knocked him back, his footing being insecure, and he went down on the top of a tent which had been pitched on the other side of the wagon, and broke the pole of it. After this several more shots were fired, apparently without success. While they were reloading a lion leaped on a goat, which was tethered to the grass-hut, and carried it away before any one could fire. Not daring to descend from their places of security, there the whole party sat in the cold during the remainder of that night, listening to the growling of the lions as they feasted on their prey. It was not till grey dawn appeared that the enemy beat a retreat, and allowed the shivering travellers to get once more between the blankets. They had not lain long, however, when a double shot aroused them all, and they rushed out to find that Mafuta had killed a lioness! She was a splendid creature, and had succumbed to a bullet sent through her ribs. It was found on examination that another ball had hit her just behind the head, and travelling along the spine, had stuck near the root of the tail.

Me no hab fire at head, said Mafuta, with a disappointed look. Me hit him in ribs wid wan barl, an miss him wid tother.

What is that you say? cried Tom Brown examining the bullet-hole; ha! I claim that lioness, because I fired at her head last night, and there you have the bullet-hole.

Cut out the ball and see, said Hicks, drawing his knife.

When the ball was extracted it was indeed found to have been fired from Toms gun, so, according to sporting law in that region, which ordains that he who first draws blood claims the game, the lioness was adjudged to belong to Tom.

Our hero returned to his blankets once more, congratulating himself not a little on his good fortune, when his attention was arrested by two shots in succession at no great distance. Seizing his gun he ran to the place expecting to find that more game had been slain, but he only found Hardy standing over one of the oxen which was breathing its last. The lions had driven it mad with terror during the night, and the trader had been obliged to shoot it. This was a great misfortune, for it was about the best ox in the train.




Chapter Six.

Gives a Few Hints to Would-be Hunters, and a Friend in Need is Introduced.

In describing the principal incidents of a long journey, it is impossible to avoid crowding them together, so as to give a somewhat false impression of the expedition as a whole. The reader must not suppose that our hunters were perpetually engaged in fierce and deadly conflict with wild beasts and furious elements! Although travelling in Africa involves a good deal more of this than is to be experienced in most other parts of the world, it is not without its periods of calm and repose. Neither must it be imagined that the hunters  whom hitherto we have unavoidably exhibited in the light of men incapable of being overcome either by fatigues or alarms  were always in robust health, ready at any moment to leap into the grasp of a lion or the jaws of a crocodile. Their life, on the whole, was checkered. Sometimes health prevailed in the camp, and all went on well and heartily; so that they felt disposed to regard wagon-travelling  in the words of a writer of great experience  as a prolonged system of picnicking, excellent for the health, and agreeable to those who are not over-fastidious about trifles, and who delight in being in the open air. At other times, especially when passing through unhealthy regions, some of their number were brought very low by severe illness, and others  even the strongest  suffered from the depressing influence of a deadly climate. But they were all men of true pluck, who persevered through heat and cold, health and sickness, until, in two instances, death terminated their career.

It may not be out of place here to make a few remarks for the benefit of those ardent spirits who feel desperately heroic and emulative when reading at their own firesides, and who are tempted by descriptions of adventure to set their hearts on going forth to do and dare, as others have done and dared before them! All men are not heroes, and in many countries men may become average hunters without being particularly heroic. In Norway, for instance, and in North America, any man of ordinary courage may become a Nimrod; and even heroes will have opportunities afforded them of facing dangers of a sufficiently appalling nature, if they choose to throw themselves in their way; but in Africa a man must be really a hero if he would come off scatheless and with credit. We have proved this to some extent already, and more proof is yet to come. The dangers that one encounters in hunting there are not only very great and sufficiently numerous, but they are absolutely unavoidable. The writer before quoted says on this point: A young sportsman, no matter how great among foxes, pheasants, and hounds, would do well to pause before resolving to brave fever for the excitement of risking the terrific charge of the elephant. The step of that enormous brute when charging the hunter, though apparently not quick, is so long that the pace equals the speed of a good horse at a canter. Its trumpeting or screaming when infuriated is more like what the shriek of a French steam-whistle would be to a man standing on the dangerous part of a railroad than any other earthly sound. A horse unused to it will sometimes stand shivering instead of taking his rider out of danger. It has happened often that the poor animals legs do their duty so badly that he falls and exposes his rider to be trodden into a mummy; or losing his presence of mind, the rider may allow the horse to dash under a tree, and crack his cranium against a branch. As one charge of an elephant has often been enough to make embryo hunters bid a final adieu to the chase, incipient Nimrods would do well to try their nerves by standing on railways till the engines are within a few yards of them, before going to Africa!

Begging pardon for this digression, we return to our tale. While our sportsmen were advancing in company with the bullock-wagons one evening, at the close of a long and trying day, in which they had suffered a good deal from want of good water, they fell in with another party travelling in the opposite direction, and found that they belonged to the train of a missionary who had been on an expedition into the interior.

They gladly availed themselves of the opportunity thus afforded of encamping with a countryman, and called a halt for the night at a spot where a desert well existed.

As they sat round the fire that night, the missionary gave them some interesting and useful information about the country and the habits of the animals, as well as the condition of the natives.

Those who inhabit this region, said he, have always been very friendly to us, and listen attentively to instruction conveyed to them in their own tongue. It is, however, difficult to give an idea to an Englishman of the little effect produced by our teaching, because no one can realise the degradation to which their minds have sunk by centuries of barbarism and hard struggling for the necessaries of life. Like most other savages, they listen with respect and attention to our talk; but when we kneel down and address an unseen Being, the position and the act often appear to them so ridiculous, that they cannot refrain from bursting into uncontrollable laughter. After a short time, however, they get over this tendency. I was once present when a brother missionary attempted to sing in the midst of a wild heathen tribe of natives who had no music in their composition, and the effect on the risible faculties of the audience was such that the tears actually ran down their cheeks.

Surely, if this be so, said Tom Brown, it is scarcely worth your while to incur so much labour, expense, and hardship for the sake of results so trifling.

I have not spoken of results, but of beginnings, replied the missionary. Where our efforts have been long-continued we have, through Gods blessing, been successful, I sincerely believe, in bringing souls to the Saviour. Of the effects of long-continued instruction there can be no reasonable doubt, and a mere nominal belief has never been considered by any body of missionaries as a sufficient proof of conversion. True, our progress has been slow, and our difficulties have been great; but let me ask, my dear sir, has the slowness of your own journey to this point, and its great difficulty, damped your ardour or induced you to think it scarcely worth your while to go on?

Certainly not, replied Tom; I dont mean to give in yet. I confess that our bag is not at present very large  nothing compared to what some sportsmen have had; but then if we persevere for a few months we are almost certain to succeed, whereas in your case the labour of many years seems to have been very much in vain.

Not in vain, answered the other, our influence has been powerfully felt, although the results are not obviously clear to every one who casts a mere passing glance at us and our field of labour. But you speak of persevering labour in hunting as being almost certain of success, whereas we missionaries are absolutely certain of it, because the Word, which cannot err, tells us that our labour is not in vain in the Lord, and, besides, even though we had no results at all to point to, we have the command, from which, even if we would, we cannot escape, Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature.

Well, sir, said the major, with the air of a man who highly approves of the philanthropic efforts of all men, so long as they do not interfere with the even tenor of his own way, I am sure that your disinterested labours merit the gratitude of all good men, and I heartily wish you success. In the course of your remarks to-night you have happened to mention that peculiar bird the ostrich. May I ask if you have seen many of late?

The missionary smiled at this very obvious attempt to change the subject of conversation, but readily fell in with the majors humour, and replied  

Oh yes, you will find plenty of them in the course of a few days, if you hold on the course you are going.

Is it true that he goes at the pace of a railway locomotive? asked Wilkins.

It is not possible, replied the missionary, laughing, to give a direct answer to that question, inasmuch as the speed of the locomotive varies.

Well, say thirty miles an hour, said Wilkins.

His pace is not far short of that, answered the other. When walking, his step is about twenty-six inches long, but when terrified and forced to run, his stride is from twelve to fourteen feet in length. Once I had a pretty fair opportunity of counting his rate of speed with a stop-watch, and found that there were about thirty steps in ten seconds; this, taking his average stride at twelve feet, gives a speed of twenty-six miles an hour. Generally speaking, ones eye can no more follow the legs than it can the spokes of a carriage wheel in rapid motion.

I do hope we may succeed in falling in with one, observed the major.

If you do there is not much chance of your shooting it, said the missionary.

Why not?

Because he is so difficult to approach. Usually he feeds on some open spot where no one can approach him without being detected by his wary eye. However, you have this in your favour, that his stupidity is superior to his extreme caution. If a wagon should chance to move along far to windward of him, he evidently thinks it is trying to circumvent him, for instead of making off to leeward, as he might easily do, he rushes up to windward with the intention of passing ahead of the wagon, and sometimes passes so near the front oxen that one may get a shot at the silly thing. I have seen this stupidity of his taken advantage of when he was feeding in a valley open at both ends. A number of men would commence running as if to cut off his retreat from the end through which the wind came, and although he had the whole country hundreds of miles before him by going to the other end, he rushed madly on to get past the men, and so was speared, for it is one of his peculiarities that he never swerves from the course he has once adopted, but rushes wildly and blindly forward, anxious only to increase his speed. Sometimes a horseman may succeed in killing him by cutting across his undeviating course. It is interesting to notice a resemblance between this huge bird and our English wild duck or plover. I have several times seen newly-hatched young in charge of a cock-ostrich who made a very good attempt at appearing lame in order to draw off the attention of pursuers. The young squat down and remain immoveable, when too small to run far, but they attain a wonderful degree of speed when about the size of common fowls. It requires the utmost address of the bushmen, creeping for miles on their stomach, to stalk them successfully; yet the quantity of feathers collected annually shows that the numbers slain must be considerable, as each bird has only a few feathers in the wings and tail.

Well, observed the major, shaking the ashes out of his pipe, your account of the bird makes me hope that we shall fall in with him before our expedition is over.

Do you mean to be out long?

As long as we can manage, which will be a considerable time, answered the major, because we are well supplied with everything, except, I regret to say, medicine. The fact is that none of us thought much about that, for we have always been in such a robust state of health that we have scarce believed in the possibility of our being knocked down; but the first few weeks of our journey hither taught some of us a lesson when too late.

Ah, we are often taught lessons when too late, said the missionary; however, it is not too late on this occasion, for I am happy to say that I can supply you with all the physic you require.

The major expressed much gratification on hearing this, and indeed he felt it, for the country into which they were about to penetrate was said to be rather unhealthy.

You are very kind, sir, he said; my companions and I shall feel deeply indebted to you for this opportune assistance.

Are you quite sure, asked the missionary pointedly, that you are supplied with everything else that you require?

I think so, replied the major. Let me see  yes, I dont know that we need anything more, now that you have so kindly offered to supply us with physic, which I had always held, up to the period of my residence in Africa, was fit only to be thrown to the dog.

The missionary looked earnestly in the majors face, and said  

Excuse me, sir, have you got a Bible?

Well  a  really, my dear sir, he replied, somewhat confusedly, I must confess that I have not. The fact is, that it is somewhat inconvenient to carry books in such regions, and I did not think of bringing a Bible. Perhaps some one of our party may have one, however.

None of the party replied to the majors look except Tom Brown, who quietly said  

There is one, I believe, in the bottom of my trunk; one of my sisters told me she put it there, but I cannot say positively that I have seen it.

Will you accept of one? said the missionary, rising; we start at an early hour in the morning, and before going I would like to remind you, gentlemen, that eternity is near  nearer perchance than we suppose to some of us, and that medicine is required for the soul even more than for the body. Jesus Christ, the great Physician, will teach you how to use it, if you will seek advice from himself. I feel assured that you will not take this parting word ill. Good night, gentlemen. I will give the drugs to your guide before leaving, and pray that God may prosper you in your way and give you success.

There was a long silence round the camp-fire after the missionary had left. When night closed in, and the sportsmen had retired to rest, the minds of most of them dwelt somewhat seriously on the great truth which he had stated  that medicine is needed not only for the body but the soul.




Chapter Seven.

Describes River Hunting.

Well, major, what are your orders for the day? asked Tom Brown one fine morning after breakfast, while they were enjoying their usual pipe under the shade of a large umbrageous tree.

Youd better try the river that we have just come to, said the major.

Do you think me amphibious, that you should always assign me that work? asked Tom.

Not exactly, Tom, but I know you are fond of telling fibs, and perhaps the amphibious animals may afford you some scope in that way. At all events they are capable of such astonishing feats that if you merely relate the truth about them you will be sure to get credit in England for telling fibs  like poor Mungo Park, who was laughed at all his life for a notorious drawer of the long-bow, although there never was a more truthful man.

People wont judge us so harshly, major, said Wilkins; for so many African travellers have corroborated Mungo Parks stories that the truth is pretty well known and believed by people of average education. But pray is it your lordships pleasure that I should accompany Tom? You know he cannot take care of himself, and no one of the party can act so powerfully as a check on his inveterate propensity to inordinate smoking as myself.

You must have studied Johnsons dictionary very closely in your boyhood, said Tom, puffing a prolonged cloud as a termination to the sentence.

But, major, if you do condemn me to his company, please let us have Mafuta again, for Wilkins and I are like two uncongenial stones, and he acts as lime to keep us together.

Dont you think that Hicks had better be consulted before we make arrangements? suggested Pearson.

Hear, hear, cried Ogilvie; and I should like to know what is to be done with Brand and Anson, for they are both very much down with fever of some sort this morning.

Leave Jumbo with them, said Tom Brown; hes better at nursing than hunting. By the way, was it not he who nursed the native that died last night in the kraal?

It was, and they say he killed the poor nigger by careless treatment, said Pearson.

What nigger do you refer to? asked Ogilvie.

The one who died  but, I forgot, you were out after that hyena when it happened, and so I suppose have not heard of it, said Pearson. We had a funeral in the village over there last night, and they say that our fellow Jumbo, who it seems was once a friend of the sick man, offered to sit up with him last night. There is a rumour that he was an enemy of Jumbos, and that our cowardly scoundrel made this offer in order to have an opportunity of killing him in a quiet way. Hicks even goes the length of saying he is sure that Jumbo killed him, for when he saw the sick man last he was under the impression what he had got the turn, and gave him a powder that would have been certain to cure

Or kill, interrupted Tom Brown; Ive no faith in Hickss skill as a practitioner.

Of course not, said Wilkins, proverbial philosophy asserts and requires that doctors should disagree.

Be that as it may, continued Pearson, the native did die and was buried, so thats an end of him, and yonder sits Jumbo eating his breakfast at the camp-fire as if he had done a most virtuous action. The fact is, I dont believe the reports. I cannot believe that poor Jumbo, coward though he is, would be guilty of such an act.

Perhaps not, said the major, rising, but theres no possibility of settling the question now, and here comes Hicks, so Ill go and make arrangements with him about the days proceedings.

They have a primitive mode of conducting funerals here, said Tom Brown when the major had left. I happened to be up at the kraal currying favour with the chief man, for he has the power of bothering us a good deal if he chooses, and I observed what they did with this same dead man. I saw that he was very low as I passed the hut where he lay, and stopped to look on. His breath was very short, and presently he fell into what either might have been a profound sleep, or a swoon, or death; I could not be quite sure which, not being used to black fellows. I would have examined the poor man, but the friends kicked up a great row and shoved me off. Before the breath could have been well out of his body, they hoisted him up and carried him away to burial. I followed out of mere curiosity, and found that the lazy rascals had shoved the body into an ant-eaters hole in order to save the trouble of digging a grave.

While Tom and his friends were thus conversing over their pipes, their attention was attracted by a peculiar cry or howl of terror, such as they had never heard from any animal of those regions. Starting up they instinctively grasped their guns and looked about them. The utterer of the cry was soon obvious in the person of Jumbo, who had leaped up suddenly  overturning his breakfast in the act  and stood gazing before him with his eyes starting out of their sockets, his teeth rattling together like a pair of castanets, his limbs quivering, and in fact his whole person displaying symptoms of the most abject terror of which the human frame is capable.

The major and Hicks, who stood not far from him, were both unusually pale in the face, as they gazed motionless before them.

The fixedness of their looks directed the eyes of Tom Brown and his comrades towards a neighbouring thicket, where they beheld an object that was well calculated to inspire dread. It appeared to be a living skeleton covered with a black skin of the most ghastly appearance, and came staggering towards them like a drunken man. As it drew nearer Jumbos limbs trembled more and more violently and his face became of a leaden blue colour. At last he became desperate, turned round, dashed right through the embers of the fire, and fled wildly from the spot with a howl that ended in a shriek of terror.

No wonder hes terrified, observed Tom Brown to his alarmed comrades; I felt more than half certain the nigger was not dead last night, and now it is beyond question that they had buried him alive. Jumbo evidently thinks its his ghost!

Wont he give his friend a fright? said Wilkins, on observing that the poor man went staggering on in the direction of the kraal.

He will, said Hicks, laughing; but theyll make up for their haste by taking good care of him now. I declare I thought for a moment or two that it was a real ghost! Come now, gentlemen, if you want good sport youve got the chance before you to-day. The last party that passed this way left an old boat on the river. I dare say it wont be very leaky. Some of you had better take it and go after the potimusses. Theres plenty of buffalo and elephants in this region also, and the natives are anxious to have a dash at them along with you. Divide yourselves as you choose, and Ill go up to make arrangements with the old chief.

In accordance with the traders advice the party was divided. Tom Brown, Wilkins, and Mafuta, as on a former occasion, determined to stick together and take to the boat. The others, under the major, went with Hicks and the natives after elephants.

Another capital stream, remarked Tom to his companion as they emerged from the bushes on the banks of a broad river, the surface of which was dotted here and there with log-like hippopotami, some of which were floating quietly, while others plunged about in the water.

Capital! exclaimed Wilkins, now for the boat! According to directions we must walk upstream till we find it.

As they advanced, they came suddenly on one of the largest crocodiles they had yet seen. It was lying sound asleep on a mud-bank, not dreaming, doubtless, of the daring bipeds who were about to disturb its repose.

Hallo! exclaimed Wilkins, cocking and levelling his gun, what a splendid chance!

It was indeed a splendid chance, for the brute was twenty feet long at least; the rugged knobs of its thick hide showed here and there through a coat of mud with which it was covered, and its partially open jaws displayed a row of teeth that might have made the lion himself shrink. The mud had partially dried in the sun, so that the monster, as it lay sprawling, might have been mistaken for a dead carcass, had not a gentle motion about the soft parts of his body given evidence of life.

Before Wilkins could pull the trigger, Mafuta seized him by the arm with a powerful grip.

Hold on! he cried with a look of intense anxiety, what you go do? Fright all de potimus away for dis yer crackodl. Oh fy! go away.

Thats true, Bob, said Tom Brown, who, although he had prepared to fire in case of need, intended to have allowed his friend to take the first shot; twould be a pity to lose our chance of a sea-cow, which is good for food, for the sake of a monster which at the best could only give us a fine specimen-head for a museum, for his entire body is too big to haul about through the country after us.

Well, be it so, said Wilkins, somewhat disappointed, but Im determined to kick him up anyhow.

Saying this he advanced towards the brute, but again the powerful hand of Mafuta seized him.

What you do? want git kill altogidder? You is a fool! (the black had lost temper a little). Him got nuff strong in hims tail to crack off de legs of oo like stem-pipes. Yis, kom back?

Wilkins felt a strong tendency to rebel, and the Caffre remonstrated in so loud a voice that the crocodile awoke with a start, and immediately convinced the obstinate hunter that he had at least been saved broken bones by Mafuta, for he never in his life before had seen anything like the terrific whirl that he gave his tail, as he dashed into the water some fifteen yards ahead. Almost immediately afterwards he turned round, and there, floating like a log on the stream, took a cool survey of the disturbers of his mornings repose!

Its hard to refuse such an impudent invitation to do ones worst, said Wilkins, again raising his gun.

No, you mustnt, cried Tom Brown, grasping his friends arm; come along, I see the bow of the boat among the rushes not far ahead of us, and yonder is a hippopotamus, or sea-cow as they call it here, waiting to be shot.

Without further delay they embarked in the boat, which, though small, was found to be sufficiently tight, and rowed off towards the spot where the hippopotamus had been seen. Presently his blunt ungainly head rose within ten feet of them. Wilkins got such a start that he tripped over one of the thwarts in trying to take aim, and nearly upset the boat. He recovered himself, however, in a moment, and fired  sending a ball into the brute which just touched the brain and stunned it. He then fired his second barrel, and while he was loading Tom put two more balls into it. It proved hard to kill, however, for they fired alternately, and put sixteen bullets  seven to the pound  into different parts of its head before they succeeded in killing it.

They towed their prize to the shore, intending to land and secure it, when a calf hippopotamus shoved its blunt nose out of the water close at hand, gazed stupidly at them and snorted. Tom at once shot it in the head, and it commenced to bellow lustily. Instantly the mothers head cleft the surface of the water as she came up to the rescue and rushed at the boat, the gunwale of which she seized in her mouth and pulled it under.

Quick! shouted Tom, as he fired his second barrel into her ear.

Wilkins did not require to be urged, as the water was flowing into the boat like a deluge. He delivered both shots into her almost simultaneously, and induced her to let go! Another shot from Tom in the back of her neck entered the spine and killed her.

By this time a large band of natives had collected, and were gazing eagerly on the proceedings. They had come down from the kraal to enjoy the sport and get some of the meat, of which they are particularly fond. They were not disappointed in their expectations, for the hippopotami were very numerous in that place, and the sportsmen shot well. Four other animals fell before their deadly guns before another hour had passed, and as the bay was shallow the natives waded in to drag them ashore.

This was a very amusing scene, because crocodiles were so numerous that it was only possible for them to accomplish the work safely by entering the water together in large numbers, with inconceivable noise, yelling and splashing, in order to scare them away. They would not have ventured in singly, or in small numbers, on any account whatever; but on the present occasion, being numerous, they were very courageous, and joining hands, so as to form a line from the shore to the floating animals, soon dragged them out.

As the carcasses belonged to Hicks the trader, these black fellows knew well enough that they were not at liberty to do with them as they pleased, so they waited as patiently as they could for the glorious feast which they fondly hoped was in store for them.

When the sportsmen at last landed to look after their game, they found four fine sea-cows and the calf drawn up on the banks, side by side, with upwards of a hundred Caffres gazing at them longingly! Nothing could be more courteous than the behaviour of these savages when Mafuta cut off such portions as his party required; but no sooner was the remainder of the spoil handed over to them than there ensued a scene of indescribable confusion. They rushed at the carcasses like vultures, with assegais, knives, sticks, and axes, hallooing, bellowing, shoving, and fighting, in a manner that would have done credit to the wildest of the wild beasts by which they were surrounded! Yet there was a distinct sense of justice among them. It was indeed a desperate fight to obtain possession, but no one attempted to dispossess another of what he had been fortunate enough to secure. The strongest savages got at the carcasses first, and cut off large lumps, which they hurled to their friends outside the struggling circle. These caught the meat thus thrown, and ran with it, each to a separate heap, on which he deposited his piece and left it in perfect security.

In order to introduce a little more fair play, however, for the benefit of the weaker brethren, Mafuta dashed in among them with a terrible sjambok, or whip, of rhinoceros hide, which he laid about him with wonderful effect. In a very short time the whole of the meat was disposed of, not a scrap being left large enough to satisfy the cravings of the smallest conceivable crocodile that ever dwelt in that river!

The effects of this upon the native mind was immediate and satisfactory. That night the sportsmen received from the kraal large and gratifying gifts of eggs, bread, rice, beer, pumpkins, and all the produce of the land.

But we must not forestall. Before these dainties were enjoyed that night the other members of the expedition had to come in with the result of their days hunt. Let us therefore turn for a little to follow their footsteps.




Chapter Eight.

Shows that too High a Price is Sometimes Paid for Success in Hunting.

The successful commencement of this part of the days hunt was somewhat curiously brought about by the major.

Most people have a distinct and strong antipathy for some creature which has the power of inspiring them with a species of loathing, amounting almost to terror. Some who would face a mad bull coolly enough spring with disgust from a cockroach or a centipede. Others there are who would permit a mouse to creep about their person with indifference, but would shudder at the bare idea of a frog happening to get under their bedclothes. Now Major Garrets peculiar horror was a serpent. He was a daring man by nature, and experience had made him almost foolhardy. He would have faced a lion, or an enraged elephant, any day without flinching, and cared nothing for a buffalo-bull, however mad, provided he had a trustworthy gun in his hand; but a serpent would cause him to leap into the air like a kangaroo, and if it chanced to come at him unawares he would fly from it like the wind, in a paroxysm of horror  if not fear!

There was no lack of serpents in that region to trouble the worthy major. Numbers of them, of all kinds and sizes, were to be seen. One in particular, which Mafuta killed with an assegai, was eight feet three inches long, and so copiously supplied with poison that one of the dogs which attacked it, and was bitten, died almost instantaneously, while another died in about five minutes. Tom Brown, on another occasion, knocked over one of the same species, and it continued to distil pure poison from the fangs for hours after its head was cut off. Besides these there were the puff-adders, which were very dangerous; and several vipers, as well as many other kinds which were comparatively harmless. But the poor majors horror was so great as to cause him to regard the whole family in one light. He never paused to observe whether a serpent was poisonous. Enough for him that it was one of the hated race, to be killed in a violent hurry or fled from in tremendous haste!

This being the case, it is not to be regarded as a wonder that, when the party, early in the day, were passing a thicket out of which glided a very large serpent, the major should give a shout and incontinently discharge both barrels at it simultaneously. It chanced to be a python of great size, full fifteen feet long, and thicker than a mans thigh, but a really harmless species of serpent. The major, however, did not know this, or did not care. His shots, although fired at random, hit the creature in the spine; nevertheless it retained power to raise its head fully five feet in the air, and to open its mouth in a very threatening manner within a few feet of the majors face. This was more than he could bear. He turned, dropped his gun, and fled like a maniac, while his comrades, who had recognised the species of serpent, stood laughing at him heartily. He did not stop until he dashed headlong into a thicket, far away to the right of their line of march. Here the wait-a-bit thorns effectually checked his progress.

Now it chanced that in this very thicket, which would have been passed by unnoticed but for the python, there was a portly young female elephant with a very stout little daughter. Amazed at the very sudden and reckless intrusion of the sportsman, this anxious mother at once sounded her war-trumpet and charged. The major turned and fled back to his friends as fast as he had run away from them. The elephant did not follow, but the hunters, having discovered her retreat, were not slow to follow and attack her.

As they drew near, the mother elephant set herself on the danger side of her little one, and putting her proboscis over it, as if to assure it of protection, urged it to run, which it did pretty smartly. But neither of them galloped; their quickest pace was only a sharp walk, which, however, was quick enough to oblige the pursuers to run at full speed. The big one frequently glanced back, apparently to see if she were gaining ground, and then looked at her young one and ran after it, sometimes sideways, as if her feelings were divided between anxiety to protect her offspring and desire to revenge the temerity of her persecutors. The hunters kept about a hundred yards in her rear, and as they were pretty sure of securing her, the European sportsmen held back, in order to have an opportunity of witnessing the method of attack practised by the band of natives who were with them.

Presently they came to a rivulet, and the time spent by the elephants in descending and getting up the opposite bank enabled the natives to get within twenty yards of them, when they discharged their spears at them. The old one received the most of these in various parts of her body, for she did her best to shield the young one; but the latter received a few notwithstanding. After the first discharge the old ones sides ran down with blood, and in a short time she bristled all over with spears like a monstrous porcupine. She soon seemed to give up all thought of defending her young, and began to flee for her life, so that the calf was quickly killed; but no sooner did the mother observe this, than all fear forsook her; she stopped in her career, turned round, and, with a shriek of rage, charged her pursuers, who fled right and left like a band of huge black monkeys. The elephant ran straight on and went right through the whole party, but came near no one. She then continued her flight, in the course of which she crossed several rivulets, and at each of these received fresh spears. Several times she turned and charged, but never in any ease did she run more than a hundred yards.

Gradually she grew weak from loss of blood, which poured from her like rain; and at last, when she was making a charge, she staggered round and sank down dead in a kneeling posture.

The natives were overjoyed of course at their success, and at the prospect of a baked elephants foot for supper, and Hicks was much pleased with the tusks, which were large and valuable. He surveyed them with a complacent smile, and observed that he had much need of a little ivory like that, for the expenses of a trading expedition were very heavy.

But you have reason to expect a good deal in this part of the country, said the major, if all that is rumoured be true.

No doubt there is some truth in what is reported; we shall see. Meanwhile, yonder goes something to encourage us.

He pointed towards an opening in a thicket close at hand, where an elephant was seen running towards them as if ignorant of their presence.

Some one must be after that fellow, said Hicks. About a dozen natives emerged from the thicket as he spoke. They were evidently driving the elephant, which was a large bull, towards the hunters for the purpose of letting them have a good shot; so the latter at once hid themselves. When the elephant drew near it seemed to suspect danger ahead, for it burned to the right when at a distance of about a hundred yards. This was a great disappointment, so the major, rather than be balked altogether, tried a long shot and broke the animals fore-leg. Then, running after him at a pace which even the supple natives could not equal, he got close up and sent a ball into his head, which stunned him; but it took four additional shots to kill him.

This was an unusually fortunate case, for elephants are not easily killed. The African elephant is in many respects different from that of India, and is never killed, like the Ceylon elephant, by a single ball in the brain. Dr Livingstone tells us that on one occasion, when he was out with a large party of natives, a troop of elephants were attacked by them, and that one of these, in running away, fell into a hole, and, before he could extricate himself, an opportunity was allowed for all the men to throw their spears. When the elephant rose he was like a huge porcupine, for each of the seventy or eighty men had discharged more than one spear at him. As they had no more, they sent for the Doctor to shoot him. He, anxious to put the animal at once out of pain, went up to within twenty yards, rested his gun on an ant-hill, so as to take steady aim; but though he fired twelve two-ounce bullets, all he had, into different parts, he could not kill it. As it was getting dark, they were obliged to leave it standing there, intending to return in the morning in the full expectation of finding it dead; but though they searched all that day, and went over more than ten miles of ground, they never saw it again!

The female elephant killed by our hunters at this time was a comparatively small one. Its height was eight feet eight inches. Many of those which were afterwards killed were of much greater height. Indian elephants never reach to the enormous size of the African elephant, which is distinguished from that of India by a mark that cannot be mistaken, namely, the ear, which in the African species is enormously large. That of the female just killed measured four feet five inches in length and four feet in breadth. A native has been seen to creep under an elephants ear so as to be quite covered from the rain. The African elephant has never been tamed at the Cape, nor has one ever been exhibited in England.

But to return to our hunters. Before that day had closed, the major and his friends had made good bags. The total result of the days hunt by both parties was, five sea-cows, four elephants, two buffaloes, a giraffe, and a number of birds of various kinds.

Of course this set the natives of the kraal into a ferment of joyous festivity, and the sportsmen rose very high in their estimation, insomuch that they overwhelmed them with gifts of native produce. Our hero was an especial favourite, because, on several occasions, he turned his medical and surgical knowledge to good account, and afforded many of them great relief from troubles which their own doctors had failed to cure or charm away.

Some time after this, when they were travelling through a comparatively dry district, they encamped near a pool of water, and the sights they saw there were most amazing; for all the animals in the neighbourhood flocked to the pool to slake their burning thirst.

After supper, instead of going to rest, Tom Brown and most of the party resolved to go and watch this pool  the moon being bright at the time. They had not lain long in ambush beside it when a troop of elephants came rushing into it, and began to drink with great avidity, spirting the water over each other and shrieking with delight. For some hours the hunters remained on the watch there, and saw animals of all kinds come down to drink  antelopes, zebras, buffaloes, etcetera, in great numbers.

Thus they passed through the country, enjoying themselves, and adding considerably to Hickss stock of ivory, when an incident occurred which threw a deep gloom over the party for some time.

One day they went out after some elephants which were reported to be near to their encampment, and about noon rested a little to refresh themselves. They had set out as a united party on this occasion accompanied by a large band of natives armed with spears. Just after leaving the spot where they rested, the major discovered that he had left his knife behind him, and went back to look for it, in company with Tom Brown. As it was only quarter of a mile off, or less, they foolishly left their guns behind them. On nearing the spot, Tom stopped a few moments, and bent down to examine a beautiful flower. The major walked on, but had not gone many paces when three lions walked out of a thicket not twenty paces off. Tom had risen, and saw the lions, and, for the first time in his life, felt a sensation about the heart which is popularly known as the blood curdling in the vein. The major, being totally unarmed, stopped, and stood motionless like a statue. The lions stopped also, being evidently taken by surprise at the sudden and unexpected apparition of a man! Had the major turned and fled, it is almost certain that his fate would have been sealed, but he stood firm as a rock, and Tom observed that he did not even change colour as he gazed with a fixed glassy stare at the lions.

Unused to such treatment, the animals winced under it. Their own glances became uneasy; then they turned slowly round and slunk away, with the air of creatures which know that they have been doing wrong! In a few moments they bounded off at full speed, their pace being accelerated by the terrible yell which burst simultaneously from Tom and the major, who found intense relief in this violent expression of their pent-up feelings!

But this, good reader, is not the gloomy incident to which we have referred. It was just after the occurrence of this minor episode in the proceedings of the day, that the party came upon fresh tracks of a troop of elephants, and set off in pursuit. The Englishmen were on horseback, having obtained steeds from a trader whom they had met farther south, but the natives  a very large band  were on foot.

While they were advancing through a somewhat open part of the country, four lions were seen on the top of a low sandhill, which was covered with bushes and a few stunted trees. It was at once resolved that they should be surrounded. Accordingly, the natives were ordered to form a wide ring round the hill.

Now, said Hicks, who assumed command of the party in virtue of his superior knowledge, we must separate and advance from different directions, and be sure, gentlemen, that you dont shoot the niggers. Look well before you. That hollow is a very likely place for one of them to run along, therefore the best shot among you had better go up there. Who is the best shot?

The trader smiled knowingly, for he knew that the major esteemed himself the best.

I think I am, said Wilkins, with an air of great simplicity.

There was a general laugh at this, for it was well known that Wilkins was the worst shot of the party.

Well, now, said he with a good-natured smile, since you have insulted me so grossly, I think myself entitled to name the best man; I therefore suggest Tom Brown.

Right, said Pearson.

The others being all agreed, Tom consented, with becoming modesty, to take the post of honour and of danger.

Are we to ride or walk? he asked.

Walk, of course, said Hicks. The ground is much too rough for horses.

And I trust, Tom, said Wilkins, that you will permit me to follow you. I am the worst shot, you know, and the worst and best should go together on the acknowledged principle that extremes meet.

This being arranged, the sportsmen dismounted, fastened their horses to trees, and separated.

The circle of men gradually closed in and ascended the hill pretty near to each other. Presently Tom Brown observed one of the lions get upon a piece of rock. The major also saw him, and being anxious to secure the first shot, fired somewhat hastily and hit the rock on which the magnificent brute was standing, as if it had got up there to take a cool survey of the field. He bit at the spot struck, as a dog bites at a stick or stone thrown at him. Next moment Tom Brown sent a bullet straight into his heart, and his tail made a splendid flourish as he fell off his pedestal!

Almost immediately after two of the other lions broke cover, dashed towards the circle of men, went right through them and escaped. The courage of the natives proved unequal to the danger of facing such a charge. A great shout  partly, no doubt, of disappointment  was given when the lions escaped. This had the effect of causing the fourth lion to break cover and leap upon a rock as the first had done. The hunter nearest to him was Pearson, who was not farther off than shout thirty yards. He took good aim, fired both barrels at him, and tumbled him off the rock into a small bush beside it.

He is wounded, cried Hicks, but not killed. Have a care!

Pearson was loading his gun as fast as possible, when he heard a loud shout, and cries of Look out! Take care! Starting, and turning half round, he saw the animal in the act of springing on him. Before he could move he was struck on the head, and next moment the lion and he went down together. Growling horribly, the enraged brute seized poor Pearson and shook him as a terrier dog shakes a rat. Although stunned, he was able to turn a little to relieve himself of its weight, for the lion had placed one paw on the back of his head. Instantly the major, Tom Brown, and Hicks ran up and fired six shots into him almost simultaneously, and at a few yards distance. With a terrific roar he left Pearson, and, springing on Hicks, caught him by the leg. Mafuta immediately rushed at him with a spear, but was caught by the lion on the shoulder, and dragged down. Seeing this, Tom Brown caught up the spear and plunged it deep into the chest of the brute, which seized it savagely in his teeth and snapped it in two like a twig, throwing Tom down in the act; but another bullet from Wilkins, and the effects of the previous shots, caused him to drop down suddenly quite dead.

It was found on examination that the injuries received by poor Pearson were mortal. As could just speak, but could not move. A litter was therefore hastily prepared for him, and one also for Hicks, whose leg was severely injured, though fortunately not broken. Mafutas hurts were trifling, and Tom Brown had only received one or two scratches in his fall. In a short time the litters were ready, and the party returned to their encampment.

That night Pearson expressed a strong desire to have the Bible read to him, and Tom Brown, who had done all that professional skill could accomplish to relieve his comrades suffering body, sought out from the bottom of his box that precious book which the missionary had told him contained medicine for the soul. The dying man was very anxious. As gave Tom no rest, but questioned him eagerly and continuously during the whole night about the things which concerned his soul. His doctor could not assist him much, and keenly did he feel, at that time, how awful it is to postpone thoughts of eternity to a dying hour. As did his best, however, to comfort his friend, by reading passage after passage from the sacred book, dwelling particularly on, and repeating, this text The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, cleanseth from all sin. Towards morning Pearson fell into a lethargic sleep, out of which he never awoke. Next day they buried him under the shade of a spreading tree, and left him there  alone in the wilderness.




Chapter Nine.

The Last.

From this period everything like good fortune seemed to forsake the hunters. The traders wound became so painful that he resolved to return to the settlements, and accordingly their faces were turned southward.

But the way was toilsome, the heat intense, and the water scarce  more so than it had been on the outward journey. To add to their troubles, fever and ague attacked most of the white men, and one of them (Ogilvie) died on the journey.

At last Tom Brown, who had up to that time been one of the strongest of the party, broke down, and it was found to be necessary to leave him behind at a native village, for it would have been certain death to the others to have remained with him, and their doing so could have done him no good.

I cannot tell you, Tom, said the major, as he sat beside his friends couch the night before they parted, how deeply it grieves me to leave you in this way, but you see, my dear fellow, that the case is desperate. You are incapable of moving. If we remain here the most of us will die, for I find that it is all I can do to drag one leg after the other, and I have grave doubts as to whether I shall ever get out of this rascally country alive. As to poor Bob Wilkins, he is in a worse condition than myself. Now, our intention is to leave you all the physic, push on as fast as possible to the nearest settlement, where we shall get more for ourselves, and send out a party of natives under some trustworthy trader to fetch you out of the country.

You are very kind, major, said Tom languidly, but I cannot allow you to leave me all the physic. Your own life may depend on having some of it, and

There, dont exhaust yourself, Tom, with objections, for Bob and I have made up our minds to do it. The very fact that every day we are getting nearer the habitable parts of the world will keep our spirits up and give us strength, and you may depend upon it, my poor fellow, that we wont waste time in sending help to you.

The majors voice trembled a little, for he had become very weak, and had secret misgivings that he would never see his friend again.

We are going to leave Mafuta with you, he added quickly.

Thats right, exclaimed Tom, with an expression of satisfaction. If any one is able to pull me through this bout, Mafuta is the man. By the way, major, will you do me the favour to open my portmanteau and fetch me the Bible you will find there. I mean to read it. Do you know I have been thinking that we are great fools to keep calling ourselves Christians when we have scarcely any of the signs of Christianity about us, and particularly in putting off the consideration of our souls interests to a time like this?

Upon my word, Tom, I agree with you, said the major.

Well, then, said Tom, like a good fellow, get the Bible for me, and let me advise you as a friend to make use of the one the missionary gave you. I mean to turn over a new leaf. My only fear is that if I get well I shall become as indifferent as I was before.

No fear of that, Tom, you are much too honest-hearted to be so changeable.

Hm, I dont know, said Tom, with an attempt at a smile; I should not be easy if my salvation depended on the honesty of my heart. I rather fear, major, that your method of comforting me is not what the missionary would call orthodox. But good night, old fellow; I feel tired, and find it wonderfully difficult not only to speak but to think, so Ill try to sleep.

Saying this our hero turned on his side and soon fell into a quiet slumber, out of which he did not awake until late the following morning.

The major, meanwhile, sought for and found the Bible in his portmanteau, and laid it on his pillow, so that he might find it there on awaking. For a long time he and Wilkins sat by the sick mans side next morning, in the hope of his awaking, that they might bid him good-bye; but Tom did not rouse up, so, being unwilling to disturb him, they left without having the sad satisfaction of saying farewell.

When Tom Brown awoke, late in the day, he found Mafuta sitting at his feet with a broad grin on his dusky countenance.

What are you laughing at, you rascal? demanded Tom, somewhat sternly.

Me laffin at yous face!

Indeed, is it then so ridiculous?

Yis, oh yis, yous bery riclous. Jist no thicker dan de edge ob hatchet.

Tom smiled. Well, Im not fat, thats certain; but I feel refreshed. Dyou know, Mafuta, I think I shall get well after all.

Ho, yis, said Mafuta, with a grin, nodding his woolly head violently, and displaying a magnificent double row of teeth; yous git well; you had slep an swet mos bootiful. Me wish de major see you now.

The major; is he gone?

Yis, hoed off dis morrownin.

And Mr Wilkins?

Hoed off too.

Tom Brown opened his eyes and stared silently for a few minutes at his companion.

Then we are all alone, you and I, he said suddenly.

Yis, all alone, sept de two tousand Caffres ob de kraal; but dey is nobody  only black beasts.

Tom laughed to hear his attendant talk so scornfully of his countrymen, and Mafuta laughed to see his master in such good spirits; after which the former became grave, and, feeling a slight twinge of hunger, made a sudden demand for food. Mafuta rose and left the tent, and Tom, turning on his side, observed the Bible lying on the pillow. He opened it, but forgot to read, in consequence of his attention being arrested by the extreme thinness of his hands. Recovering himself, he turned to the twenty-first psalm, but had only read the first verse when the book dropt from his fingers, and he again fell sound asleep.

This was the turning-point in his illness. He began to mend a little, but so slowly, that he almost lost heart once or twice; and felt convinced that if he did not make an attempt to get out of the unhealthy region, he should never regain strength.

Acting on this belief, he left the native village on foot, carrying nothing but his rifle, which seemed to him, in his weak condition, to be as heavy as a small cannon. Mafuta went on in advance, heavily laden with the blankets, a small tent, provisions, ammunition, etcetera, necessary for the journey.

At first Tom could scarcely walk a mile without sitting down several times to rest, on which occasions Mafuta endeavoured to cheer him up by threatening to leave him to his fate! This was a somewhat singular mode of stimulating, but he deemed it the wisest course, and acted on it. When Tom lay down under the shade of a tree, thoroughly knocked up, the Caffre would bid him farewell and go away; but in a short time he would return and urge him to make another attempt!

Thus Tom Brown travelled, day after day, under the broiling sun. During that period  which he afterwards described as the most dreadful of his life  fever and ague reduced him to a state of excessive weakness. In fact it was a battle between the dire disease and that powerful constitution for which the Brown family is celebrated. For a considerable time it appeared very doubtful how the battle would end.

One morning Tom was awakened by his faithful attendant to resume his weary journey. He got up with a heavy sigh, and almost fell down again from weakness.

I think, Mafuta, said Tom gravely, that Im pretty nearly used up. Youll have to leave me, I fear, and make the best of your way out of this wretched country alone.

Dis a fuss-rate kontry, said the Caffre quietly.

Ah, true, Mafuta, I forgot for a moment that it is your native land. However, I am bound to admit that it is a first-rate country for sport  also for killing Englishmen. I dont feel able to move a step.

Tom sat down as he said this, and, uttering a sort of groan, leaned his back against a tree.

Wat, yous no go fadder?

No, said Tom, with some asperity, for he felt too much exhausted to speak.

Berry good, me say good-bye.

Mafuta nodded his head as he spoke, and, gravely shouldering his load, marched away.

Tom looked after him with a melancholy smile; for he quite understood the ruse by this time, and knew that he would return, although the simple native sincerely believed that his motives and intentions had been concealed with deep wisdom. Tom was not sorry to get a respite, and threw himself flat down, in order to make the most of it, but Mafuta was more anxious than usual about his companion that morning. He returned in ten minutes or so, having sat for that period behind a neighbouring tree to brood over his circumstances.

Yous come on now, eh? he said gently, regarding Tom with an anxious expression of countenance.

Well, well, replied our hero, getting up with a sort of desperate energy, lets push on; I can at all events walk till my legs refuse to carry me, and then it will not be I who shall have given in, but the legs!  eh, Mafuta?

Smiling languidly at this conceit, Tom walked on, almost mechanically, for nearly twenty miles that day, with scarcely any shelter from the sun.

At night he reached a native village, the chief of which considerately let him rest in an old hut. When Tom flung himself down in a corner of this, he felt so ill that he called his servant and bade him fetch the package which contained his slender stock of medicine.

Open it, Mafuta, and lets see what we have left. Im resolved to make some change in myself for better or worse, if I should have to eat up the whole affair. Better be poisoned at once than die by inches in this way.

No more kineen, said the Caffre, as he kneeled by his masters side, turning over the papers and bottles.

No more quinine, repeated Tom sadly; no more life, that means.

Noting more bot tree imuttics, an small drop ludnum, said Mafuta.

Three emetics, said Tom, and some laudanum; come, Ill try these. Mix the whole of em in a can, and be quick, like a good fellow; Ill have one good jorum whatever happens.

Bot yous vil bost, said Mafuta remonstratively.

No fear. Do as I bid you.

The Caffre obeyed, and Tom swallowed the potion. The result, however, was unsatisfactory, for, contrary to what was anticipated, they produced no effect whatever. To make matters worse, the hut in which they lay was overrun with rats, which were not only sleepless and active, but daring, for they kept galloping round the floor all night, and chasing one another over Toms body and face. After a time he became desperate.

Here, Mafuta, he cried, strike a light, and get me a long feather of some sort out of a birds wings.

The wondering native got up and did as he was commanded.

Now, Mafuta, shove the feather down my throat. Dont be afraid. Ill give you a dig in the ribs if you go too far.

The result of this operation was speedy and complete. The sick man was relieved. In a short time he fell into a deep sleep, which lasted for several hours. After this he awoke much refreshed, and having obtained some rice from the native chief, ate a little with relish.

Next day they resumed their journey, and travelled till four in the afternoon, when the fit of ague prostrated Tom for a couple of hours, as it had been in the habit of doing regularly at the same hour for some time past, leaving him in a very exhausted state of body, and much depressed in spirits.

In the course of a week, however, this extreme depression passed away, and he managed to get along; painfully, it is true, but creditably. They were fortunate enough, soon after, to meet with a trader, from whom our hero purchased two stout horses, and thenceforward the journey became more agreeable  at least Toms returning strength enabled him to enjoy it; for it could not be said that the fatigues or privations of the way had decreased; on the contrary, in some respects they had increased considerably.

One day, while Tom was ambling along the margin of a belt of thick wood, with his sable guide riding in advance, he came suddenly in sight of a herd of giraffes. He had been short of fresh meat for a couple of days, because, although there was no lack of game, his arm had not become sufficiently steady to enable him to take a good aim; and, being unwilling to resign the office of hunter to his attendant until reduced to the last extremity, he had taken all the chances that occurred, and had missed on every occasion!

Being determined not to miss this opportunity, he at once put spurs to his steed, and dashed after the giraffes at a breakneck pace. The ground was very rocky, uneven, and full of holes and scrubby bushes. The long-necked creatures at once set off at a pace which tried Toms steed, although a good one, to the utmost. There was a thick forest of makolani trees about a mile away to the left, towards which the giraffes headed, evidently with the intention of taking refuge there. Tom observed this, and made a détour in order to get between them and the wood. This made it necessary to put on a spurt to regain lost distance, but on such ground the speed was dangerous. He neared one of the animals, however, and was standing up in his stirrups, intent on taking a flying shot, when his horse suddenly put his foot in a hole, and fell so violently that he rolled heels over head several times like a hare shot in full career. Fortunately his rider was sent out of the saddle like a rocket, and fell a considerable distance ahead, and out of the way of the rolling horse. A friendly bush received him and saved his neck, but tore his coat to tatters. Jumping up, he presented at the giraffe, which was galloping off about two hundred yards ahead. In the fall the barrel of his rifle had been so covered with dead leaves and dust that he could not take aim. Hastily wiping it with his sleeve, he presented again and fired. The ball hit the giraffe on the hip, but it failed to bring him down. A second shot, however, broke his leg, and the stately animal rolled over. Before Tom reached him he was dead.

Thus the travellers were supplied with a sufficiency of meat for some days, and they pushed steadily forward without paying attention to the game, which happened to be very plentiful in that district, as their great desire was to get out of the unhealthy region as quickly as possible. Sometimes, however, they were compelled to shoot in self-defence.

Upon one occasion, while Mafuta was looking for water in the bush, he was charged by a black rhinoceros, and had a very narrow escape. Tom Brown was within sight of him at the time, engaged also in looking for water. He heard the crash of bushes when the monster charged, and looking hastily round, saw Mafuta make a quick motion as if he meant to run to a neighbouring tree, but the rhinoceros was so close on him that there was no time.

Quick, man! shouted Tom, in an agony of alarm as he ran to the rescue, for the Caffre had no gun.

But Mafuta, instead of taking this advice, suddenly stood stock still, as if he had been petrified!

Tom threw forward his rifle, intending, in desperation, to try the effect of a long shot, although certain that it was impossible to kill the rhinoceros even if he should hit, while the risk of killing his faithful servant was very great. Before he had time to fire, however, the animal ran past the motionless Caffre without doing him any injury!

Whether it is owing to the smallness of its eyes, or to the horns on its nose being in the way, we cannot tell, but it is a fact that the black rhinoceros does not see well, and Mafuta, aware of this defect, had taken advantage of it in a way what is sometimes practised by bold men. Had he continued to run he would certainly have been overtaken and killed; but, standing perfectly still, he was no doubt taken for a tree stump by the animal. At all events it brushed past him, and Mafuta, doubling on his track, ran to a tree, up which he vaulted like a monkey.

Meanwhile Tom Brown got within range, and sent a ball crashing against the animals hard sides without doing it any injury. The second barrel was discharged with no better result, except that a splinter of its horn was knocked off. Before he could reload, the rhinoceros was gone, and Tom had to content himself with carrying off the splinter as a memorial of the adventure.

That night the travellers made their encampment at the foot of a tree, on the lower branches of which they hung up a quantity of meat. Tom lay in a small tent which he carried with him, but Mafuta preferred to sleep by the fire outside.

During the day they had seen and heard several lions. It was therefore deemed advisable to picket the horses close to the tent, between it and the fire.

Mafuta, said Tom Brown, as he lay contemplating the fire on which the Caffre had just heaped fresh logs, give me some more tea, and cook another giraffe steak. Dyou know I feel my appetite coming back with great force?

Dat am good, said Mafuta.

Yes, that is undoubtedly good, said Tom. I never knew what it was to have a poor appetite until I came to this wonderful land of yours, and I assure you that I will not pay it another visit in a hurry  although, upon the whole, Im very well pleased to have hunted in it.

Wat for you come because of? asked Mafuta.

Well, I came for fun, as the little boys in my country say. I came for change, for variety, for amusement, for relaxation, for sport. Do you understand any of these expressions?

Me not onderstan moch, answered Mafuta with great simplicity of manner; bot why you want for change? Me nivir wants no change?

Ah, Mafuta, replied Tom with a smile, youre a happy man? The fact is, that we civilised people lead artificial lives, to a large extent, and, therefore, require a change sometimes to recruit our energies  that is, to put us right again, whereas you and your friends live in a natural way, and therefore dont require putting right. Dyou understand?

Not moch, answered the Caffre, gazing into the fire with a puzzled look. You say we lives natral life an dont need be put right; berry good, why you not live natral life too, an no need be put right  be always right?

Tom laughed at this.

Its not easy to answer that question, Mafuta. We have surrounded ourselves with a lot of wants, some of which are right and some wrong. For instance, we want clothes, and houses, and books, and tobacco, and hundreds of other things, which cost a great deal of money, and in order to make the money we must work late and early, which hurts our health, and many of us must sit all day instead of walk or ride, so that we get ill and require a change of life, such as a trip to Africa to shoot lions, else we should die too soon. In fact, most of our lives consists in a perpetual struggle between healthy constitutions and false modes of living.

Dat berry foolish, said Mafuta, shaking his head. Me onderstan dat baccy good, berry good, bot what de use of cloes; why you not go nakit? spose cause you not black, eh?

Well, not exactly. The fact is

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the low murmuring growl of the lion. The two men gazed at one another earnestly and listened. Tom quietly laid his hand on his rifle, which always lay ready loaded at his side, and Mafuta grasped the handle of the knife that hung at his girdle. For some minutes they remained silent and motionless, waiting for a repetition of the sound, while the camp-fire glittered brightly, lighting up the expressive countenance of our hero, and causing the whites of Mafutas eyes to glisten. Again they heard the growl much nearer than before, and it became evident that the lion was intent on claiming hospitality. The horses pricked up their ears, snuffed the night air wildly, and showed every symptom of being ill at ease. Tom Brown, without rising, slowly cocked his rifle, and Mafuta, drawing his knife, showed his brilliant white teeth as if he had been a dog.

Gradually and stealthily the king of the forest drew near, muttering to himself, as it were, in an undertone. He evidently did not care to disturb the horses, having set his heart upon the meat which hung on the tree, and the anxious listeners in the tent heard him attempting to claw it down.

Tom Brown was hastily revolving in his mind the best mode of killing or scaring away this presumptuous visitor, when the lion, in its wanderings round the tree, tripped over one of the lines of the tent, causing it to vibrate. He uttered a growl of dissatisfaction, and seized the cord in his teeth.

Look out, Mafuta! exclaimed Tom, as he observed the shadow of the beast against the curtain.

He fired as he spoke.

A terrific roar followed, the canvas was instantly torn open, and the whole tent fell in dire confusion on the top of its inmates.

Tom Brown did not move. He always acted on the principle of letting well alone, and, feeling that he was unhurt, lay as still as a mouse, but Mafuta uttered a wild yell, sprang through the rent canvas, and bounded up the tree in violent haste. There he remained, and Tom lay quietly under the tent for full ten minutes without moving, almost without breathing, but as no sound was heard, our hero at last ventured to raise his head. Then he got slowly upon his knees, and, gently removing the incumbent folds of canvas, looked out. The sight that he beheld was satisfactory. An enormous lion lay stretched out at the font of the tree quite dead! His half random shot at the shadow had been most successful, having passed right through the lions heart.



Not long after this, Tom Brown reached the settlements, where he found the major and Wilkins, who had quite recovered from the effects of their excursion into the interior, and from whom he learned that a party had been sent off in search of himself.

Thereafter he went to the Cape, where he joined his father in business. He did not, however, give up hunting entirely, for he belonged to a family which, as we have said elsewhere, is so sternly romantic and full of animal life that many of its members are led to attempt and to accomplish great things, both in the spiritual and physical worlds, undamped by repeated rebuffs and failures. Moreover, he did not forget his resolutions, or his Bible, after he got well; but we are bound to add that he did forget his resolve never again to visit the African wilderness, for if report speaks truth, he was seen there many a time, in after years, with Mafuta, hunting the lions.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Touches on our Heros Early Life, Experiences, and Adventures.

Bill Bowls was the most amiable, gentle, kindly, and modest fellow that ever trod the deck of a man-of-war. He was also one of the most lion-hearted men in the Navy.

When Bill was a baby  a round-faced, large-eyed, fat-legged baby, as unlike to the bronzed, whiskered, strapping seaman who went by the name of Fighting Bill as a jackdaw is to a marlinespike  when Bill was a baby, his father used to say he was just cut out for a sailor; and he was right, for the urchin was overflowing with vigour and muscular energy. He was utterly reckless, and very earnest  we might almost say desperately earnest. Whatever he undertook to do he did with a will. He spoke with a will, listened with a will, laughed, yelled, ate, slept, wrought, and fought with a will. In short, he was a splendid little fellow, and therefore, as his father wisely said, was just cut out for a sailor.

Bill seemed to hold the same opinion, for he took to the water quite naturally from the very commencement of life. He laughed with glee when his mother used to put him into the washtub, and howled with rage when she took him out. Dancing bareheaded under heavy rain was his delight, wading in ponds and rivers was his common practice, and tumbling into deep pools was his most ordinary mishap. No wonder, then, that Bill learned at an early age to swim, and also to fear nothing whatever, except a blowing-up from his father. He feared that, but he did not often get it, because, although full of mischief as an egg is full of meat, he was good-humoured and bidable, and, like all lion-hearted fellows, he had little or no malice in him.

He began his professional career very early in life. When in after years he talked to his comrades on this subject, he used to say  

Yes, mates, I did begin to study navigation wen I was about two foot high  more or less  an I tell e what it is, theres nothin like takin old Father Time by the forelock. I was about four year old when I took my first start in the nautical way; and praps ye wont believe it, but its a fact, I launched my first ship myself; owned her; commanded and navigated her, and was wrecked on my first voyage. It happened this way; my father was a mill-wright, he was, and lived near a small lake, where I used to splutter about a good deal. One day I got hold of a big plank, launched it after half an hour o the hardest work I ever had, got on it with a bit of broken palm for an oar, an shoved off into deep water. It was a splendid burst! Away I went with my heart in my mouth and my feet in the water tryin to steady myself, but as ill luck would have it, just as I had got my ship on an even keel an was beginnin to dip my oar with great caution, a squall came down the lake, caught me on the starboard quarter, and threw me on my beam-ends. Of coorse I went sowse into the water, and had only time to give out one awful yell when the water shut me up. Fortnitly my father heard me; jumped in and pulled me out, but instead of kicking me or blowin me up, he told me that I should have kept my weather-eye open an met the squall head to wind. Then he got hold of the plank and made me try it again, and didnt leave me till I was able to paddle about on that plank almost as well as any Eskimo in his skin canoe. My good old dad finished the lesson by tellin me to keep always in shoal water till I could swim, and to look out for squalls in future! It was lucky for me that I had learned to obey him, for many a time I was capsized after that, when nobody was near me, but bein always in shoal water, I managed to scramble ashore.

As Bill Bowls began life so he continued it. He went to sea in good earnest when quite a boy and spent his first years in the coasting trade, in which rough service he became a thorough seaman, and was wrecked several times on various parts of our stormy shores. On reaching mans estate he turned a longing eye to foreign lands, and in course of time visited some of the most distant parts of the globe, so that he may be said to have been a great traveller before his whiskers were darker than a ladys eyebrows.

During these voyages, as a matter of course, he experienced great variety of fortune. He had faced the wildest of storms, and bathed in the beams of the brightest sunshine. He was as familiar with wreck as with rations; every species of nautical disaster had befallen him; typhoons, cyclones, and simooms had done their worst to him, but they could not kill him, for Bill bore a sort of charmed life, and invariably turned up again, no matter how many of his shipmates went down. Despite the rough experiences of his career he was as fresh and good-looking a young fellow as one would wish to see.

Before proceeding with the narrative of his life, we shall give just one specimen of his experiences while he was in the merchant service.

Having joined a ship bound for China, he set sail with the proverbial light heart and light pair of breeches, to which we may add light pockets. His heart soon became somewhat heavier when he discovered that his captain was a tyrant, whose chief joy appeared to consist in making other people miserable. Bill Bowlss nature, however was adaptable, so that although his spirits were a little subdued, they were not crushed. He was wont to console himself, and his comrades, with the remark that this state of things couldnt last for ever, that the voyage would come to an end some time or other, and that men should never say die as long as there remained a shot in the locker!

That voyage did come to an end much sooner than he or the tyrannical captain expected!

One evening our hero stood near the binnacle talking to the steersman, a sturdy middle-aged sailor, whose breadth appeared to be nearly equal to his length.

Tom Riggles, said Bill, somewhat abruptly, were goin to have dirty weather.

Thats so, lad, Im not goin to deny it, replied Tom, as he turned the wheel a little to windward:

Most landsmen would have supposed that Bills remark should have been, We have got dirty weather, for at the time he spoke the good ship was bending down before a stiff breeze, which caused the dark sea to dash over her bulwarks and sweep the decks continually, while thick clouds, the colour of pea-soup, were scudding across the sky; but seafaring men spoke of it as a capful of wind, and Bills remark was founded on the fact that, for an hour past, the gale had been increasing, and the appearance of sea and sky was becoming more threatening.

That night the captain stood for hours holding on to the weather-shrouds of the mizzen-mast without uttering a word to any one, except that now and then, at long intervals, he asked the steersman how the ships head lay. Dark although the sky was, it did not seem so threatening as did the countenance of the man who commanded the vessel.

Already the ship was scudding before the wind, with only the smallest rag of canvas hoisted, yet she rose on the great waves and plunged madly into the hollows between with a violence that almost tore the masts out of her. The chief-mate stood by the wheel assisting the steersman; the crew clustered on the starboard side of the forecastle, casting uneasy glances now at the chaos of foaming water ahead, and then at the face of their captain, which was occasionally seen in the pale light of a stray moonbeam. In ordinary circumstances these men would have smiled at the storm, but they had unusual cause for anxiety at that time, for they knew that the captain was a drunkard, and, from the short experience they had already had of him, they feared that he was not capable of managing the ship.

Had we not better keep her a point more to the southard, sir? said the mate to the captain, respectfully touching his cap; reefs are said to be numerous here about.

No, Mister Wilson, answered the captain, with the gruff air of a man who assumes and asserts that he knows what he is about, and does not want advice.

Keep her a point to the west, he added, turning to the steersman.

There was a cry at that moment  a cry such as might have chilled the blood in the stoutest heart  

Rocks ahead!

Port! port! hard-a-port! shouted the men. Their hoarse voices rose above the gale, but not above the terrible roar of the surf, which now mingled with the din of the storm.

The order was repeated by the mate, who sprang to the wheel and assisted in obeying it. Round came the gallant ship with a magnificent sweep, and in another moment she would have been head to wind, when a sudden squall burst upon her broadside and threw her on her beam-ends.

When this happened the mate sprang to the companion-hatch to get an axe, intending to cut the weather-shrouds so that the masts might go overboard and allow the ship to right herself, for, as she then lay, the water was pouring into her. Tom Riggles was, when she heeled over, thrown violently against the mate, and both men rolled to leeward. This accident was the means of saving them for the time, for just then the mizzen rigging gave way, the mast snapped across, and the captain and some of the men who had been hastening aft were swept with the wreck into the sea.

A few minutes elapsed ere Tom and the mate gained a place of partial security on the poop. The scene that met their gaze there was terrible beyond description. Not far ahead the sea roared in irresistible fury on a reef of rocks, towards which the ship was slowly drifting. The light of the moon was just sufficient to show that a few of the men were still clinging to the rail of the forecastle, and that the rigging of the main and foremasts still held fast.

Have you got the hatchet yet? asked Tom of the mate, who clung to a belaying-pin close behind him.

Ay, but what matters it whether we strike the rocks on our beam-ends or an even keel?

The mate spoke in the tones of a man who desperately dares the fate which he cannot avoid.

Here! let me have it! cried Tom.

He seized the hatchet as he spoke and clambered to the gangway. A few strokes sufficed to cut the overstrained ropes, and the mainmast snapped off with a loud report, and the ship slowly righted.

Hold on! shouted Tom to a man who appeared to be slipping off the bulwarks into the sea.

As no reply was given, the sailor boldly leapt forward, caught the man by the collar, and dragged him into a position of safety.

Why, Bill, my boy, ist you? exclaimed the worthy man in a tone of surprise, as he looked at the face of our hero, who lay on the deck at his feet; but poor Bill made no reply, and it was not until a glass of rum had been poured down his throat by his deliverer that he began to recover.

Several of the crew who had clung to different parts of the wreck now came aft one by one, until most of the survivors were grouped together near the wheel, awaiting in silence the shock which they knew must inevitably take place in the course of a few minutes, for the ship, having righted, now drifted with greater rapidity to her doom.

It was an awful moment for these miserable men! If they could have only vented their feelings in vigorous action it would have been some relief, but this was impossible, for wave after wave washed over the stern and swept the decks, obliging them to hold on for their lives.

At last the shock came. With a terrible crash the good ship struck and recoiled, quivering in every plank. On the back of another wave she was lifted up, and again cast on the cruel rocks. There was a sound of rending wood and snapping cordage, and next moment the foremast was in the sea, tossing violently, and beating against the ships side, to which it was still attached by part of the rigging. Three of the men who had clung to the shrouds of the foremast were swept overboard and drowned. Once more the wreck recoiled, rose again on a towering billow, and was launched on the rocks with such violence that she was forced forward and upwards several yards, and remained fixed.

Slight although this change was for the better, it sufficed to infuse hope into the hearts of the hitherto despairing sailors. The dread of being instantly dashed to pieces was removed, and with one consent they scrambled to the bow to see if there was any chance of reaching the shore.

Clinging to the fore-part of the ship they found the cook, a negro, whose right arm supported the insensible form of a woman  the only woman on board that ship. She was the wife of the carpenter. Her husband had been among the first of those who were swept overboard and drowned.

Hold on to her, massa, exclaimed the cook; my arm amost brok.

The mate, to whom he appealed, at once grasped the woman, and was about to attempt to drag her under the lee of the caboose, when the vessel slipped off the rocks into the sea, parted amidships, and was instantly overwhelmed.

For some minutes Bill Bowls struggled powerfully to gain the shore, but the force of the boiling water was such that he was as helpless as if he had been a mere infant; his strength, great though it was, began to fail; several severe blows that he received from portions of the wreck nearly stunned him, and he felt the stupor that preceded death overpowering him, when he was providentially cast upon a ledge of rock. Against the same ledge most of his shipmates were dashed by the waves and killed, but he was thrown upon it softly. Retaining sufficient reason to realise his position, he clambered further up the rocks, and uttered an earnest Thank God! as he fell down exhausted beyond the reach of the angry waves.

Soon, however, his energies began to revive, and his first impulse, when thought and strength returned, was to rise and stagger down to the rocks, to assist if possible, any of his shipmates who might have been cast ashore. He found only one, who was lying in a state of insensibility on a little strip of sand. The waves had just cast him there, and another towering billow approached, which would infallibly have washed him away, had not Bill rushed forward and dragged him out of danger.

It proved to be his friend Tom Riggles. Finding that he was not quite dead, Bill set to work with all his energy to revive him, and was so successful that in half-an-hour the sturdy seaman was enabled to sit up and gaze round him with the stupid expression of a tipsy man.

Come, cheer up, said Bill, clapping him on the back; youll be all right in a short while.

Wots to do? said Tom, staring at his rescuer.

Youre all right, repeated Bill. One good turn deserves another, Tom. You saved my life a few minutes ago, and now Ive hauled you out o the water, old boy.

The sailors faculties seemed to return quickly on hearing this. He endeavoured to rise, exclaiming  

Any more saved?

I fear not, answered Bill sadly, shaking his head.

Lets go see, cried Tom, staggering along the beach in search of his shipmates; but none were found; all had perished, and their bodies were swept away far from the spot where the ship had met her doom.

At daybreak it was discovered that the ship had struck on a low rocky islet on which there was little or no vegetation. Here for three weeks the two shipwrecked sailors lived in great privation, exposed to the inclemency of the weather, and subsisting chiefly on shell-fish. They had almost given way to despair, when a passing vessel observed them, took them off, and conveyed them in safety to their native land.

Such was one of the incidents in our heros career.




Chapter Two.

Commences the Story.

About the beginning of the present century, during the height of the war with France, the little fishing village of Fairway was thrown into a state of considerable alarm by the appearance of a ship of war off the coast, and the landing therefrom of a body of blue-jackets. At that time it was the barbarous custom to impress men, willing or not willing, into the Royal Navy. The more effective, and at the same time just, method of enrolling men in a naval reserve force had not occurred to our rulers, and, as a natural consequence, the inhabitants of sea-port towns and fishing villages were on the constant look-out for the press-gang.

At the time when the man-of-wars boat rowed alongside of the little jetty of Fairway, an interesting couple chanced to be seated in a bower at the back of a very small but particularly neat cottage near the shore. The bower was in keeping with its surroundings, being the half of an old boat set up on end. Roses and honeysuckle were trained up the sides of it, and these, mingling their fragrance with the smell of tar, diffused an agreeable odour around. The couple referred to sat very close to each other, and appeared to be engaged in conversation of a confidential nature. One was a fair and rather pretty girl of the fishing community. The other was a stout and uncommonly handsome man of five-and-twenty, apparently belonging to the same class, but there was more of the regular sailor than the fisherman in his costume and appearance. In regard to their conversation, it may be well, perhaps, to let them speak for themselves.

I tell ee wot it is, Nelly Blyth, said the man, in a somewhat stern tone of voice; it wont suit me to dilly-dally in this here fashion any longer. Youve kept me hanging off and on until I have lost my chance of gettin to be mate of a Noocastle collier; an here I am now, with nothin to do, yawin about like a Dutchman in a heavy swell, an feelin ashamed of myself.

Dont be so hasty, Bill, replied the girl, glancing up at her lovers face with an arch smile; what would you have?

What would I have? repeated the sailor, in a tone of mingled surprise and exasperation. Well, I never  no, I never did see nothin like you women for bamboozlin men. It seems to me youre like ships without helms. One moment youre beatin as hard as you can to windard; the next you fall off all of a sudden and scud away right before the breeze; or, whew! round you come into the winds eye, an lay to as if youd bin caught in the heaviest gale that ever blowd since Admiral Noah cast anchor on Mount Ararat. Didnt you say, not three weeks gone by, that youd be my wife? and now you ask me, as cool as an iceberg, what I would have! Why, Nelly, I would have our wedding-day fixed, our cottage looked after, our boat and nets bought; in fact, our home and business set a-goin. And why not at once, Nelly? Surely you have not repented

No, Bill Bowls, said Nelly, blushing, and laying her hand on the arm of her companion, I have not repented, and never will repent, of having accepted the best man that ever came to Fairway; but

The girl paused and looked down.

There you go, cried the sailor: the old story. I knew you would come to that but, and that youd stick there. Why dont you go on? If I thought that you wanted to wait a year or two, I could easily find work in these times; for Admiral Nelson is glad to get men to follow him to the wars, an Tom Riggles and I have been talkin about goin off together.

Dont speak of that, Bill, said the girl earnestly. I dread the thought of you going to the wars; but  but  the truth is, I cannot make up my mind to quit my mother.

You dont need to quit her, said Bill; bring her with you. Ill be glad to have her at my fireside, for your sake, Nell.

But she wont leave the old house.

Hm! well, that difficulty may be got over by my comin to the old house, since the old ooman wont come to the noo one. I can rent it from her, and buy up the furniture as it stands; so that there will be no occasion for her to move out of her chair.  Why, whats the objection to that plan? he added, on observing that Nelly shook her head.

She would never consent to sell the things,  not even to you, Bill; and she has been so long the head of the house that I dont think she would like to  to

To play second fiddle, put in the sailor. Very good, but I wont ask to play first fiddle. In fact, she may have first, second, and third, and double bass and trombone, all to herself as far as I am concerned. Come, Nelly, dont let us have any more buts; just name the day, and Ill bear down on the parson this very afternoon.

Leaving them to continue the discussion of this interesting point, we will turn into the cottage and visit the old woman who stood so much in the way of our heros wishes.

Mrs Blyth was one of those unfortunates who, although not very old, have been, by ill-health, reduced to the appearance of extreme old age. Nevertheless, she had been blessed with that Christian spirit of calm, gentle resignation, which is frequently seen in aged invalids, enabling them to bear up cheerfully under heavy griefs and sufferings. She was very little, very thin, very lame, very old-looking (ninety at least, in appearance), very tremulous, very subdued, and very sweet. Even that termagant gossip, Mrs Hard-soul, who dwelt alone in a tumble-down hut near the quay, was heard upon one occasion to speak of her as dear old Mrs Blyth.

Beside Mrs Blyth, on a stool, engaged in peeling potatoes, sat a young woman who was in all respects her opposite. Bessy Blunt was tall, broad, muscular, plain-looking, masculine, and remarkably unsubdued. She was a sort of maid-of-all-work and companion to the old woman. Mrs Blyth lived in the hope of subduing her attendant  who was also her niece  by means of kindness.

Who came into the garden just now? asked Mrs Blyth in a meek voice.

Who would it be but William Bowls? sure he comes twice every day, sometimes oftener, replied Bessy; but whats the use? nothing comes of it.

Something may come of it, Bessy, said Mrs Blyth, if William settles down steadily to work, but I am anxious about him, for he seems to me hasty in temper. Surely, Bessy, you would not like to see our Nell married to an angry man?

I dont know about that, replied the girl testily, as she cut a potato in two halves with unnecessary violence; all I know is that I would like to see her married to Bill Bowls. Hes an able, handsome man. Indeed, I would gladly marry him myself if he asked me!

Mrs Blyth smiled a little at this. Bessy frowned at a potato and said Humph! sternly.

Now it happened just at that moment that the press-gang before referred to arrived in front of the cottage. Bessy chanced to look through the window, and saw them pass. Instantly she ran to the back door and screamed Press-gang, as a warning to Bill to get out of the way and hide himself as quickly as possible, then, hastening back, she seized one of old Mrs Blyths crutches, ran to the front door, and slammed it to, just as the leader of the gang came forward.

Meanwhile William Bowls, knowing that if he did not make his escape, his hopes of being married speedily would be blasted, turned to leap over the garden wall, but the leader of the press-gang had taken care to guard against such a contingency by sending a detachment round to the rear.

Its all up with me! cried Bill, with a look of chagrin, on observing the men.

Come, hide in the kitchen; quick! I will show you where, cried Nelly, seizing his hand and leading him into the house, the back door of which she locked and barred.

There, get in, cried the girl, opening a low door in the wall, which revealed the coal-hole of the establishment.

Bills brow flushed. He drew back with a proud stern look and hesitated.

Oh, do! for my sake, implored Nell.

A thundering rap on the front door resounded through the cottage; the sailor put his pride in his pocket, stooped low and darted in. Nelly shut the door, and leaned a baking-board against it.

Let us in! said a deep voice outside.

Never! replied Bessy, stamping her foot.

You had better, dear, replied the voice, in a conciliatory tone; we wont do you any harm.

Go along with you  brutes! said the girl.

Well have to force the door if you dont open it, my dear.

Youd better not! cried Bessy through the keyhole.

At the same time she applied her eye to that orifice, and instantly started back, for she saw the leader of the gang retire a few paces preparatory to making a rush. There was short time for action, nevertheless Bessy was quick enough to fling down a large stool in front of the door and place herself in an attitude of defence. Next moment the door flew open with a crash, and a sailor sprang in, cutlass in hand. As a matter of course he tripped over the stool, and fell prostrate at Bessys feet, and the man who followed received such a well-delivered blow from the crutch that he fell on the top of his comrade. While the heroine was in the act of receiving the third she felt both her ankles seized by the man who had fallen first. A piercing yell followed. In attempting to free herself she staggered back and fell, the crutch was wrenched from her grasp, and the whole gang poured over her into the kitchen, where they were met by their comrades, who had just burst in the back door.

Search close, cried one of these; theres a big fellow in the house; we saw him run into it.

You may save yourselves the trouble; theres no man in this house, cried Bessy, who had risen and followed her conquerors, and who now stood, with dishevelled locks, flushed countenance, and gleaming eyes, vowing summary vengeance on the first man she caught off his guard!

As the men believed her, they took care to keep well on their guard while engaged in the search. Poor old Mrs Blyth looked absolutely horror-stricken at this invasion of her cottage, and Nelly stood beside her, pale as marble and trembling with anxiety.

Every hole and corner of the house was searched without success; the floors were examined for trap-doors, and even the ceilings were carefully looked over, but there was no sign of any secret door, and the careless manner in which the bake-board had been leaned against the wall, as well as its small size, prevented suspicion being awakened in that direction. This being the case, the leader of the gang called two of his men aside and engaged in a whispered conversation.

Its quite certain that he is here, said one, but where they have stowed him is the puzzle.

Well, it is indeed a puzzle, replied the leader, but Ive thought of a plan. He may be the father, or brother, or cousin of the household, dye see, and it strikes me if we were to pretend to insult the women, that would draw him out!

But I dont half like that notion, said one of the men.

Why not? asked the other, who wore a huge pair of whiskers, its only pretence, you know. Come, Ill try it.

Saying this he went towards old Mrs Blyth and whispered to Nelly Dont be frightened, my ducky, were only a-goin to try a dodge, dye see. Stand by, we wont do you no harm.

The man winked solemnly several times with the view of reassuring Nelly, and then raising his voice to a loud pitch exclaimed  

Come now, old ooman, its quite plain that theres a feller in this here house, an as we cant find him nowheres, weve come to the conclusion he must be under your big chair. In coorse we must ask you to git up, an as ye dont seem to be able to do that very well, well have to lift you. So here goes.

The man seized the old womans chair and shuffled with his feet as though he were about to lift it. Nelly screamed. Bessy uttered a howl of indignation, and rushed upon the foe with teeth and nails ready, but being arrested by a powerful man in the rear, she vented her wrath in a hideous yell.

The success of the scheme was great  much greater, indeed, than had been anticipated. The bake-board fell flat down, the door of the coal-hole burst open, and our hero, springing out, planted a blow on the nose of the big-whiskered man that laid him flat on the floor. Another blow overturned the man who restrained Bessy, and a third was about to be delivered when a general rush was made, and Bill Bowls, being overpowered by numbers, was finally secured.

Now, my fine fellow, said the leader of the gang, you may as well go with us quietly, for ye see resistance is useless, an it only frightens the old woman.

This latter part of the remark had more effect on the unfortunate Bill than the former. He at once resigned himself into the hands of his captors. As he was about to be led away, he turned towards Mrs Blyth, intending to speak, but the poor old woman had fainted, and Nellys fears for her lover were lost for the moment in her anxiety about her mother. It was not until the party had left the room that the poor girl became fully aware of what was going on.

Uttering a loud cry she rushed towards the outer door. Bill heard the cry, and, exerting himself to the utmost, almost succeeded in overturning the five men who held him.

Make your mind easy, said one of them; no harm will come to the women. We aint housebreakers or thieves. All fair an above board we are  true-blue British tars, as would rather swing at the yard-arm than hurt the feelins of a woman, pretty or ugly, young or old. Its all in the way of dooty, dye see? The Kings orders, young man so belay heavin about like that, else well heave ye on your beam-ends, lash you hand and futt to a handspike, and carry you aboord like a dead pig.

Hold on! cried the man with the big whiskers, who, after having been knocked down, had become emphatically the man with the big nose, Ill go back an comfort them a bit: dont you take on so. I know all about it  see through it like a double patent hextromogriphal spy-glass. Only goin on a short cruise, dye see? Come back soon with lots o prize-money; get spliced right off, buy a noo gown with big flowers all over it for the old mother, pension off the stout gal wi the crutch  all straight; thats the thing aint it?

Dont, dont, entreated Bill earnestly; dont go for to  to

No fear, young man, replied the sailor, seeing that Bill hesitated; Ben Bolter aint the man to do anything that would bring discredit on His Majestys service, and I bear you no grudge for this, he added, pointing to his swelled nose; it was given in a good cause, and received in the reglar way o business.

Saying this Ben Bolter ran back to the cottage, where he tried to comfort the women to the best of his power. How he accomplished his mission does not remain on record, but it is certain that he rejoined his party, in little more than five minutes, with sundry new marks of violence on his huge honest face, and he was afterwards heard to remark that some creatures of the tiger species must have been born women by mistake, and that stout young females who had a tendency to use crutches, had better be pensioned off  or, drownded if possible.

Thus was William Bowls impressed into the Royal Navy. On hearing that his old shipmate had been caught, Tom Riggles at once volunteered into the service, and they were both sent on board a man-of-war, and carried off to fight the battles of their country.




Chapter Three.

Bill is Initiated into the Duties of his new Station.

At the time of which we write, Englands battles and troubles were crowding pretty thick upon one another. About this period, Republican France, besides subduing and robbing Switzerland, Italy, Sardinia, and other States, was busily engaged in making preparation for the invasion of England,  Napoleon Bonaparte being in readiness to take command of what was styled the army of England. Of course great preparations had to be made in this country to meet the invading foe. The British Lion was awakened, and although not easily alarmed or stirred up, he uttered a few deep-toned growls, which showed pretty clearly what the Frenchmen might expect if they should venture to cross the Channel. From John o Groats to the Lands End the people rose in arms, and in the course of a few weeks 150,000 volunteers were embodied and their training begun.

Not satisfied with threatening invasion, the Directory of France sought by every means to corrupt the Irish. They sent emissaries into the land, and succeeded so well that in May 1798 the rebellion broke out. Troops, supplies, and munitions of war were poured into Ireland by France; but the troops were conquered and the rebellion crushed.

Finding at length that the invasion of England could not be carried out, this pet projection was abandoned, and Napoleon advised the Directory to endeavour to cripple her resources in the East. For the accomplishment of this purpose, he recommended the establishment on the banks of the Nile of a French colony, which, besides opening a channel for French commerce with Africa, Arabia, and Syria, might form a grand military depôt, whence an army of 60,000 men could be pushed forward to the Indus, rouse the Mahrattas to a revolt, and excite against the British the whole population of those vast countries.

To an expedition on so grand a scale the Directory objected at first, but the master-spirit who advised them was beginning to feel and exert that power which ultimately carried him to the throne of the Empire. He overcame their objections, and the expedition to Egypt was agreed to.

With characteristic energy and promptitude Napoleon began to carry out his plans, and Great Britain, seeing the storm that was brewing, commenced with equal energy to thwart him. Accordingly, the great Sir Horatio Nelson, at that time rear-admiral, was employed with a squadron to watch the movements and preparations of the French in the Mediterranean.

Such was the state of matters when our hero, Bill Bowls, was conveyed on board the Waterwitch, a seventy-four gun frigate, and set to work at once to learn his duty.

Bill was a sensible fellow. He knew that escape from the service, except in a dishonourable manner, was impossible, so he made up his mind to do his duty like a man, and return home at the end of the war (which he hoped would be a short one), and marry Nelly Blyth. Poor fellow, he little imagined what he had to go through before  but hold, we must not anticipate the story.

Well, it so happened that Bill was placed in the same mess with the man whose nose he had treated so unceremoniously on the day of his capture. He was annoyed at this, but the first time he chanced to be alone with him, he changed his mind, and the two became fast friends. It happened thus:  

They were standing on the weather-side of the forecastle in the evening, looking over the side at the setting sun.

You dont appear to be easy in your mind, observed Ben Bolter, after a prolonged silence.

You wouldnt be if you had left a bride behind you, answered Bill shortly.

How dye know that? said Ben; praps I have left one behind me. Anyhow, Ive left an old mother.

Thats nothin uncommon, replied Bill; a bride may change her mind and become another mans wife, but your mother cant become your aunt or your sister by any mental operation that I knows of.

Im not so sure o that, now, replied Ben, knitting his brows, and gazing earnestly at the forebrace, which happened to be conveniently in front of his eyes; see here, spose, for the sake of argiment, that youve got a mothers an she marries a second time  which some mothers is apt to do, you know,  and her noo husband has got a pretty niece. Nothin more natral than that you should fall in love with her and get spliced. Well, wot then? why, your mother is her aunt by vartue of her marriage with her uncle, and so your mother is your aunt in consikence of your marriage with the niece  dye see?

Bill laughed, and said he didnt quite see it, but he was willing to take it on credit, as he was not in a humour for discussion just then.

Very well, said Ben, but, to return to the pint  which is, if I may so say, a pint of distinkshun between topers an argifiers, for topers are always returnin to the pint, an argifiers are for ever departin from it  to return to it, I say: youve no notion of the pecoolier sirkumstances in which I left my poor old mother. It weighs heavy on my heart, I assure ye, for its only three months since I was pressed myself, an the feelins aint had time to heal yet. Come, Ill tell e how it was. You owe me some compensation for that crack on the nose you gave me, so stand still and listen.

Bill, who was becoming interested in his messmate in spite of himself, smiled and nodded his head as though to say, Go on.

Well, you must know my old mother is just turned eighty, an Im thirty-six, so, as them that knows the rule o three would tell ye, she was just forty-four when I began to trouble her life. I was a most awful wicked child, it seems. So they say at least; but Ive no remembrance of it myself. Howsever, when I growed up and ran away to sea and got back again an repented  mainly because I didnt like the sea  I tuk to mendin my ways a bit, an tried to make up to the old ooman for my prewious wickedness. I do believe I succeeded, too, for I got to like her in a way I never did before; and when I used to come home from a cruise  for, of course, I soon went to sea again  I always had somethin for her from furrin parts. An she was greatly pleased at my attentions an presents  all except once, when I brought her the head of a mummy from Egypt. She couldnt stand that at all  to my great disappointment; an what made it wuss was, that after a few days they had put it too near the fire, an the skin it busted an the stuffin began to come out, so I took it out to the back-garden an gave it decent burial behind the pump.

Howsever, as I wos goin to say, just at the time I was nabbed by the press-gang was my mothers birthday, an as I happened to be flush o cash, I thought Id give her a treat an a surprise, so off I goes to buy her some things, when, before I got well into the town  a sea-port it was  down comed the press-gang an nabbed me. I showed fight, of course, just as you did, an floored four of em, but they was too many for me an before I knowed where I was they had me into a boat and aboord this here ship, where Ive bin ever since. Im used to it now, an rather like it, as no doubt you will come for to like it too; but it was hard on my old mother. I begged an prayed them to let me go back an bid her good-bye, an swore I would return, but they only laughed at me, so I was obliged to write her a letter to keep her mind easy. Of all the jobs I ever did have, the writin of that letter was the wust. Nothin but dooty would iver indooce me to try it again; for, you see, I didnt get much in the way of edication, an writin never came handy to me.

Howsever, continued Ben, I took so kindly to His Majestys service that they almost look upon me as an old hand, an actooally gave me leave to be the leader o the gang that was sent to Fairway to take you, so that I might have a chance o sayin adoo to my old mother.

What! exclaimed Bowls, is your mother the old woman who stops at the end o Cow Lane, where Mrs Blyth lives, who talks so much about her big-whiskered Ben?

That same, replied Ben, with a smile: she was always proud o me, specially after my whiskers comed. I thought that praps ye might have knowed her.

I knows her by hearsay from Nelly Blyth, but not bein a native of Fairway, of course I dont know much about the people.  Hallo! Riggles, whats wrong with e to-day? said Bill, as his friend Tom came towards him with a very perplexed expression on his honest face, not repenting of havin joined the sarvice already, I hope?

No, I aint troubled about that, answered Riggles, scratching his chin and knitting his brows; but Ive got a brother, dye see

Nothin uncommon in that, said Bolter, as the other paused.

Praps not, continued Tom Riggles; but then, you see, my brothers such a preeplexin sort o feller, I dont know wot to make of him.

Let him alone, then, suggested Ben Bolter.

That wont do neither, for hes got into trouble; but its a long story, an I dessay you wont care to hear about it.

Youre out there, Tom, said Bowls; come, sit down here and lets have it all.

The three men sat down on the combings of the fore-hatch, and Tom Riggles began by telling them that it was of no use bothering them with an account of his brother Sams early life.

Not unless theres somethin partikler about it, said Bolter.

Well, there aint nothin very partikler about it, xcept that Sam was partiklerly noisy as a baby, and wild as a boy, besides bein uncommon partikler about his wittles, specially in the matter o havin plenty of em. Moreover, he ran away to sea when he was twelve years old, an was partiklerly quiet after that for a long time, for nobody knowd where hed gone to, till one fine mornin my mother she gets a letter from him sayin he was in China, drivin a great trade in the opium line. We niver felt quite sure about that, for Sam wornt over partikler about truth. He was a kindly sort o feller, howsever, an continued to write once or twice a year for a long time. In these letters he said that his life was pretty wariable, as no doubt it was, for he wrote from all parts o the world. First, he was clerk, he said, to the British counsel in Penang, or some sich name, though where that is I dont know; then he told us hed joined a man-o-war, an took to clearin the pirates out o the China seas. He found it a tough job appariently, an got wounded in the head with a grape-shot, and half choked by a stink-pot, after which we heard no more of him for a long time, when a letter turns up from Californy, sayin he was there shippin hides on the coast; and after that he went through Texas an the States, where he got married, though he hadnt nothin wotever, as I knows of, to keep a wife upon

But he may have had somethin for all you didnt know it, suggested Bill Bowls.

Well, praps he had. Howsever, the next we heard was that hed gone to Canada, an tuk a small farm there, which was all well enough, but now weve got a letter from him sayin that hes in trouble, an dont see his way out of it very clear. Hes got the farm, a wife, an a sarvant to support, an nothin to do it with. Moreover, the sarvant is a boy what a gentleman took from a Reformation-house, or somethin o that sort, where they put little thieves, as has only bin in quod for the fust time. They say that many of em is saved, and turns out well, but this feller dont seem to have bin a crack specimen, for Sams remarks about him aint complimentary. Heres the letter, mates, continued Riggles, drawing a soiled epistle from his pocket; itll give e a better notion than I can wot sort of a fix hes in, Will you read it, Bill Bowls?

No, thankee, said Bill; read it yerself, an for any sake dont spell the words if ye can help it.

Thus admonished, Tom began to read the following letter from his wild brother, interrupting himself occasionally to explain and comment thereon, and sometimes, despite the adjuration of Bill Bowls, to spell. We give the letter in the writers own words:  

My dear mother (its to mother, dye see; he always writes to her, an she sends the letters to me),  My dear mother, here we are all alive and kicking. My sweet wife is worth her weight in gold, though she does not possess more of that precious metal than the wedding-ring on her finger  mores the pity for we are sadly in want of it just now. The baby, too, is splendid. Fat as a prize pig, capable of roaring like a mad bull, and, it is said, uncommonly like his father. We all send our kind love to you, and father, and Tom. By the way, where is Tom? You did not mention him in your last. I fear he is one of these roving fellows whom the Scotch very appropriately style neer-do-weels. A bad lot they are. Humph! youre one of em, Mister Sam, if ever there was, an my only hope of ye is that youve got some soft places in your heart.

Go on, Tom, said Ben Bolter; dont cut in like that on the thread of any mans story.

Well, continued Riggles, reading with great difficulty, Sam goes on for to say

We thank you for your good wishes, and trust to be able to send you a good account of our proceedings ere long. (You see Sam was always of a cheery, hopeful natur, he was.) We have now been on the place fifteen days, but have not yet begun the house, as we can get no money. Two builders have, however, got the plans, and we are waiting for their spspif oh! spiflication; why, wot can that be?

It aint spiflication, anyhow, said Bolter. Spell it right through.

Oh! Ive got him, its specification, cried Riggles; well

Specification. Many things will cost more than we anticipated. We had to turn the family out who had squatted here, at two days notice, as we could not afford to live at Kinmonday  thats the nearest town, I spose. How they managed to live in the log cabin I do not know, as, when it rained  and it has done so twice since we came, furiously  the whole place was deluged, and we had to put an umbrella up in bed. We have had the roof raised and newly shingled, and are as comfortable as can be expected. Indeed, the hut is admirably adapted for summer weather, as we can shake hands between the logs.

The weather is very hot, although there has been much more rain this season than usual. There can be no doubt that this is a splendid country, both as regards soil and climate, and it seems a pity to see such land lying waste and unimproved for so many years. It far surpasses my expectations, both in natural beauty and capabilities. We have a deal of work to do in the way of fencing, for at present everybodys livestock is running over a large part of our land; but we havent got money to buy fencing! Then we ought to have two horses, for the boy that was sent to me from the Reformatory can plough; but again, we havent a rap wherewith to buy them. One reason of this is that in a new place a fellow is not trusted at first, and the last two hundred dollars we had went in tools, household furniture, utensils, etcetera. We have been living on credit for an occasional chicken or duck from our neighbours, which makes but a poor meal for three  not to mention baby, being very small  and George, thats the boy, having a tremendous appetite!

I walked into town twice to try to get some meat, but although there are ostensibly two butchers, I failed to get any. They actually wanted payment for it! Heigho! how I wish that money grew on the trees  or bread. By the way, that reminds me that there are bread-fruit trees in the South Sea Islands. I think Ill sell the farm and go there. One day I had the good luck to rescue a fine young chicken from the talons of a big hawk, upon which we all made a good meal. I really dont know what we should have done had it not been for the great abundance of blackberries here. They are fine and large, and so plentiful that I can gather a bucketful in an hour. We have made them into jam and pies, and are now drying them for winter use. We have also hazel-nuts and plums by the cart-load, and crab-apples in numbers almost beyond the power of figures to express. There is also a fruit about the size of a lime, which they call here the May apple, but which I have named omnifruct, as it combines the flavour of apples, pears, peaches, pine-apples, gooseberries, strawberries, rasps  in fact, it is hard to tell what it does not resemble. But after all, this is rather light food, and although very Eden-like living  minus the felicity  it does not quite satisfy people who have been used most part of their lives to beefsteak and stout.

George came to me a week ago. The little rascal would have been here sooner, but first of all the stage-coach upset, and then he fell asleep and was carried ten miles beyond our clearing, and had to walk back as best he could with a big bundle on his shoulder. He is an uncommonly silent individual. We can hardly get him to utter a word. He does what he is told, but I have first to show him how, and generally end by doing it myself. He appears to be a remarkably dead boy, but my excellent wife has taken him in hand, and will certainly strike some fire out of him if she cant put it into him! She has just gone into town on a foraging expedition, and I fondly hope she may succeed in making a raise of some edibles.

I have distinguished myself lately by manufacturing a sideboard and dresser, as well as a table and bench for the female authority, and expect to accomplish a henhouse and a gate next week. You see we work in hope. I fervently wish we could live on the same. However, Im pretty jolly, despite a severe attack of rheumatism, which has not been improved by my getting up in the night and rushing out in my shirt to chase away trespassing cows and pigs, as we have not got a watch-dog yet.

When my wife shuts her eyes at night her dreams are of one invariable subject  blackberries! She cannot get rid of the impression, and I have serious fears that we shall all break out in brambles. There are not so many mosquitoes here as I had expected; just enough to keep us lively. How I shall rejoice when we have got a cow! It will be a great saving in butter and milk to our neighbours, who at present supply us with such things on credit! We can raise here wheat, oats, Indian corn, etcetera. The only difficulties are the want of seed and money! But it is unkind in me writing to you, mother, in this strain, seeing that you cant help me in my difficulties. However, dont take on about me. My motto is, Never give in. Give our love to father, also to Tom. Hes a good-hearted fellow is Tom, though I fear hell never come to much good.  Believe me, your affectionate son, Sam. Riggles.

There, said Tom, folding up the letter; what dye think o that, mates?

Tom did not at that time get an answer to his question, for just as he spoke the order was given to beat to quarters for exercise, and in a few minutes the decks were cleared, and every man at his post.

But the order which had been given to engage in mimic warfare, for the sake of training the new hands, was suddenly changed into the command to clear for action in earnest, when the look-out reported a French vessel on the weather-bow. Sail was immediately crowded on the Waterwitch, and all was enthusiasm and expectation as they gave chase to the enemy.




Chapter Four.

Our Hero and his Friends see Service.

The Waterwitch was commanded at this time by Captain Ward, a man possessed of great energy and judgment, united to heroic courage. He had received orders to join that portion of the British fleet which, under Nelson, was engaged in searching for the French in the Mediterranean, and had passed Cape St. Vincent on his way thither, when he fell in with the French vessel.

During the morning a thick fog had obscured the horizon, concealing the enemy from view. When the rising sun dispersed it he was suddenly revealed. Hence the abrupt order on board the Waterwitch to prepare for action. As the fog lifted still more, another French vessel was revealed, and it was soon found that the English frigate had two Frenchmen of forty-four guns each to cope with.

Just as it should be! remarked Captain Ward, when this was ascertained. There would have been no glory in conquering one Frenchman equal to my own ship in size!

The Waterwitch was immediately steered towards the ship that was nearest, in the expectation that she would show fight at once, but the French commander, probably wishing to delay the engagement until his other vessel could join him, made sail, and bore down on her. Captain Ward, on perceiving the intention, put on a press of canvas, and endeavoured to frustrate the enemys design. In this he was only partially successful.

Surely, said Bill Bowls to his friend Ben Bolter, with whom he was stationed at one of the starboard guns on the main deck, surely we are near enough now to give em a shot.

No, we aint, said Tom Riggles, who was also stationed at the same gun; an depend on it Capn Ward is not the man to throw away his shot for nothin.

Ben Bolter and some of the other men at the gun agreed with this opinion, so our hero, whose fighting propensities were beginning to rouse up, had to content himself with gazing through the port-hole at the flying enemy, and restrained his impatience as he best could.

At last the order was given to fire, and for an hour after that a running fight was maintained, but without much effect. When, however, the two ships of the enemy succeeded in drawing sufficiently near to each other, they hove to, and awaited the advance of the Waterwitch, plying her vigorously with shot as she came on.

Captain Ward only replied with his bow chasers at first. He walked the deck with his hands behind his back without speaking, and, as far as his countenance expressed his feelings, he might have been waiting for a summons to dinner, instead of hastening to engage in an unequal contest.

Capn Ward niver growls much before he bites, said Patrick Flinn, an Irishman, who belonged to Bowlss mess. He minds me of a spalpeen of a dog I wance had, as was uncommon fond o fightin but niver even showed his teeth till he was within half a yard of his inemy, but, och! he gripped him then an no mistake. Youll see, messmates, that we wont give em a broadside till were within half pistol-shot.

Dont take on ye the dooties of a prophet, Paddy, said Ben Bolter, for the last time ye tried it ye was wrong.

When was that? demanded Flinn.

Why, no longer ago than supper-time last night, when ye said ye had eaten such a lot that ye wouldnt be able to taste another bite for a month to come, an didnt I see ye pitchin into the wittles this mornin as if ye had bin starvin for a week past?

Git along wid ye, retorted Flinn; yer jokes is as heavy as yerself, an worth about as much.

An how much may that be? asked Ben, with a grin.

Faix, its not aisy to tell. I would need to work it out in a algibrabical calkilation, but if ye divide the half o what ye know by the double o what ye dont know, an add the quarter o what ye might have knowd  redoocin the whole to nothin, by means of a compound o the rule o three and sharp practice, praps youll

Flinns calculation was cut short at that moment by the entrance of a round shot, which pierced the ships side just above his head, and sent splinters flying in all directions, one of which killed a man at the next gun, and another struck Bill Bowls on the left arm, wounding him slightly.

The exclamations and comments of the men at the gun were stopped abruptly by the orders to let the ship fall off and fire a broadside.

The Waterwitch trembled under the discharge, and then a loud cheer arose, for the immediate result was that the vessel of the enemy which had hit them was partially disabled  her foretopmast and flying jibboom having been shot away.

The Waterwitch instantly resumed her course and while Bill Bowls was busily employed in assisting to reload his gun, he could see that the two Frenchmen were close on their lee bow.

Passing to windward of the two frigates, which were named respectively La Gloire and the St. Denis, Captain Ward received a broadside from the latter, without replying to it, until he had crossed her bow within musket range, when he delivered a broadside which raked her from stem to stern. He then wore ship, and, passing between the two, fired his starboard broadside into the Gloire, and, almost immediately after, his port broadside into the St. Denis.

The effect on the two ships was tremendous.

Their sails and rigging were terribly cut up, and several of the yards came rattling down on their decks. The Gloire, in particular, had her rudder damaged. Seeing this, and knowing that in her crippled state she could do him no further damage, Captain Ward passed on, sailed round the stern of the St. Denis, and, when within six yards of her, sent a broadside right in at her cabin windows. Then he ranged alongside and kept up a tremendous fire.

The Frenchmen stuck to their guns admirably, but the British fired quicker. At such close quarters every shot told on both sides. The din and crash of such heavy artillery was terrific; and it soon became almost impossible to see what was going on for smoke.

Up to this point, although many of the men in the Waterwitch had been killed or wounded, only one of those who manned the gun at which Bill Bowls served had been hit.

Its too hot to last long, observed Flinn, as he thrust home a ball and drew out the ramrod; run her out, boys.

The men obeyed, and were in the act of pulling at the tackle, when a shot from the enemy struck the gun on the muzzle, tore it from its fastenings, and hurled it to the other side of the deck.

Strange to say, only one of the men who worked it was hurt by the gun; but in its passage across the deck it knocked down and killed three men, and jammed one of the guns on the other side in such a way that it became for a time unserviceable. Ben Bolter and his comrades were making desperate efforts to clear the wreck, when they heard a shout on deck for the boarders. The bowsprit of the Waterwitch had by that time been shot away; her rigging was dreadfully cut up, and her wheel smashed; and Captain Ward felt that, if the St. Denis were to get away, he could not pursue her. He therefore resolved to board.

Come along, lads, cried Tom Riggles, on hearing the order; lets jine em.

He seized his cutlass as he spoke, and dashed towards the ladder, followed by Bowls, Bolter, Flinn, and others; but it was so crowded with men carrying the wounded down to the cockpit that they had to pause at the foot.

At that moment a handsome young midshipman was carried past, apparently badly wounded.

Och! exclaimed Flinn, in a tone of deep anxiety, its not Mister Cleveland, is it? Ah! dont say hes kilt!

Not quite, answered the midshipman, rousing himself, and looking round with flashing eyes as he endeavoured to wave his hand in the air. Ill live to fight the French yet.

The poor boy almost fainted from loss of blood as he spoke; and the Irishman, uttering a wild shout, ran towards the stern, intending to gain the deck by the companion-hatch, and wreak his vengeance on the French. Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter followed him. As they passed the cabin door Bowls said hastily to Bolter, I say, Ben, here, follow me; Ill show ye a dodge.

He ran into the cabin as he spoke and leaped out upon the quarter gallery, which by that time was so close to the quarter of the St. Denis that it was possible to jump from one to the other.

Without a moments hesitation he sprang across, dashed in one of the windows, and went head foremost into the enemys cabin, followed by Bolter. Finding no one to oppose them there, they rushed upon deck and into the midst of a body of marines who were near the after-hatchway.

Down with the frog-eaters! cried Ben Bolter, discharging his pistol in the face of a marine with one hand, and cleaving down another with his cutlass.

The frog-eaters, however, were by no means despicable men; for one of them clubbed his musket and therewith hit Ben such a blow on the head that he fell flat on the deck. Seeing this, Bill Bowls bestrode his prostrate comrade, and defended him for a few seconds with the utmost fury.

Captain Ward, who had leaped into the mizzen chains of the enemy, leading the boarders, beheld with amazement two of his own men on the quarter-deck of the St. Denis attacking the enemy in rear. Almost at the same moment he observed the fall of one of them. His men also saw this, and giving an enthusiastic cheer they sprang upon the foe and beat them back. Bill Bowls was borne down in the rush by his friends, but he quickly regained his legs. Ben Bolter also recovered and jumped up. In five minutes more they were masters of the ship  hauled down the colours, and hoisted the Union Jack at the Frenchmans peak.

During the whole course of this action the Gloire, which had drifted within range, kept up a galling fire of musketry from her tops on the deck of the Waterwitch. Just as the St. Denis was captured, a ball struck Captain Ward on the forehead, and he fell dead without a groan.

The first lieutenant, who was standing by his side at the moment, after hastily calling several men to convey their commander below, ordered the starboard guns of the prize to be fired into the Gloire. This was done with such effect that it was not found necessary to repeat the dose. The Frenchman immediately hauled down his colours, and the fight was at an end.

It need scarcely be said that the satisfaction with which this victory was hailed was greatly modified by the loss of brave Captain Ward, who was a favourite with his men, and one who would in all probability have risen to the highest position in the service, had he lived. He fell while his sun was in the zenith, and was buried in the ocean, that wide and insatiable grave, which has received too many of our brave seamen in the prime of life.

The first lieutenant, on whom the command temporarily devolved, immediately set about repairing damages, and, putting a prize crew into each of the French ships, sailed with them to the nearest friendly port.

The night after the action Bill Bowls, Ben Bolter, and Tom Riggles sat down on the heel of the bowsprit to have a chat.

Not badly hit? asked Ben of Bill, who was examining the bandage on his left arm.

Nothin to speak of, said Bill; only a scratch. Im lucky to have got off with so little; but I say, Ben, how does your head feel? That Mounseer had a handy way o usin the handspike. I do believe he would have cracked any mans skull but your own, which must be as thick as the head of an elephant. I seed it comin, but couldnt help ye. Howsever, I saved ye from a second dose.

It wos pritty hardish, said Ben, with a smile, an made the stars sparkle in my brain for all the world like the rory borailis, as Ive seed so often in the northern skies; but its all in the way o trade, so I dont grumble; the only thing as bothers me is that I cant git my hat rightly on by reason of the bump.

Youve no cause to complain  neither of ye, said Tom Riggles, whose left hand was tied up and in a sling, for youve lost nothin but a little blood an a bit o skin, whereas Ive lost the small finger o my right hand.

Not much to boast of, that, said Ben Bolter contemptuously; why, just think of poor Ned Summers havin lost an arm and Edwards a leg  not to mention the poor fellows that have lost their lives.

A finger is bad enough, growled Tom.

Well, so it is, said Bowls. By the way, I would advise you to try a little of that wonderful salve invented by a Yankee for such cases.

Wot salve wos that? asked Tom gruffly, for the pain of his wound was evidently pretty severe.

Why, the growin salve, to be sure, replied Bill. Everybody must have heard of it.

I never did, said Tom. Did you, Ben?

No, never; wot is it?

Its a salve for growin on lost limbs, said Bill. The Yankee tried it on a dog that had got its tail cut off. He rubbed a little of the salve on the end of the dog, and a noo tail growd on next mornin!

Gammon! ejaculated Tom Riggles.

True, I assure ye, as was proved by the fact that he afterwards rubbed a little of the salve on the end of the tail, and a noo dog growed on it in less than a week!

Hm! I wonder, said Tom, if he was to rub some of it inside o your skull, whether he could grow you a noo set o brains.

I say, Bill, interposed Ben Bolter, did you hear the first lieutenant say where he intended to steer to?

I heard somethin about Gibraltar, but dont know that he said we was goin there. Its clear, howsever, that we must go somewhere to refit before we can be of any use.

Ay; how poor Captain Ward would have chafed under this delay! said Bill Bowls sadly. He would have been like a caged tiger. Thats the worst of war; it cuts off good and bad men alike. Theres not a captain in the fleet like the one we have lost, Nelson alone excepted.

Well, I dont know as to that, said Ben Bolter; but theres no doubt that Admiral Nelson is the man to lick the French, and I only hope that he may find their fleet, and that I may be there to lend a hand.

Ditto, said Bill Bowls.

Do, added Tom Riggles.

Having thus expressed their sentiments, the three friends separated. Not long afterwards the Waterwitch sailed with her prizes into Gibraltar.

Here was found a portion of the fleet which had been forwarded by Earl St. Vincent to reinforce Nelson. It was about to set sail, and as there was every probability that the Waterwitch would require a considerable time to refit, some of her men were drafted into other ships. Among others, our friends Bill Bowls, Ben Bolter, and Tom Riggles, were sent on board the Majestic, a seventy-four gun ship of the line, commanded by Captain Westcott, one of Englands most noted captains.

This vessel, with ten line-of-battle ships, set sail to join Nelson, and assist him in the difficult duty of watching the French fleet.




Chapter Five.

Nelson Hunts the French.

At this time Sir Horatio Nelson had been despatched to the Mediterranean with a small squadron to ascertain the object of the great expedition which was fitting out, under Napoleon Bonaparte, at Toulon.

Nelson had for a long time past been displaying, in a series of complicated and difficult operations in the Mediterranean, those splendid qualities which had already won for him unusual honours and fame, and which were about to raise him to that proud pinnacle which he ultimately attained as Englands greatest naval hero. His address and success in matters of diplomacy had filled his superiors and the Government with sentiments of respect; his moral courage in risking reputation and position, with unflinching resolution, by disobeying orders when by so doing the good and credit of his country could be advanced, made him an object of dread to some, of admiration to others, while his lion-like animal courage and amiability endeared him to his officers and men. Sailors had begun to feel that where Nelson led the way victory was certain, and those who were ordered to join his fleet esteemed themselves most fortunate.

The defeat of the French armament was considered by the English Government a matter of so great importance, that Earl St. Vincent, then engaged in blockading the Spanish fleet, was directed, if he thought it necessary, to draw off his entire fleet for the purpose, and relinquish the blockade. He was, however, told that, if he thought a detachment sufficient, he was to place it under the command of Sir Horatio Nelson. The Earl did consider a detachment sufficient, and had already made up his mind to give the command to Nelson, being thoroughly alive to his great talents and other good qualities. He accordingly sent him to the Mediterranean with three ships of the line, four frigates, and a sloop of war.

This force was now, by the addition to which we have referred, augmented so largely that Nelson found himself in possession of a fleet with which he might not only watch the enemy, but, if occasion should offer, attack him.

He was refitting after a storm in the Sardinian harbour of St. Pietro, when the reinforcements hove in sight. As soon as the ships were seen from the masthead of the Admirals vessel, Nelson immediately signalled that they should put to sea. Accordingly the united fleet set sail, and began a vigorous search for the French armament, which had left Toulon a short time before.

The search was for some time unsuccessful. No tidings could be obtained of the destination of the enemy for some time, but at length it was learned that he had surprised Malta.

Although his fleet was inferior in size to that of the French, Nelson  and indeed all his officers and men  longed to meet with and engage them. The Admiral, therefore, formed a plan to attack them while at anchor at Gozo, but he received information that the French had left that island the day after their arrival. Holding very strongly the opinion that they were bound for Egypt, he set sail at once in pursuit, and arrived off Alexandria on the 28th of June 1798.

There, to his intense disappointment, he found that nothing had been seen or heard of the enemy. Nelsons great desire was to meet with Napoleon Bonaparte and fight him on the sea. But this wish was not to be gratified. He found, however, that the governor of Alexandria was endeavouring to put the city in a state of defence, for he had received information from Leghorn that the French expedition intended to proceed against Egypt after having taken Malta.

Leaving Alexandria, Nelson proceeded in various directions in search of the French, carrying a press of sail night and day in his anxiety to fall in with them, but being baffled in his search, he was compelled to return to Sicily to obtain fresh supplies in order to continue the pursuit.

Of course Nelson was blamed in England for his want of success in this expedition, and Earl St. Vincent was severely censured for having sent so young an officer on a service so important. Anticipating the objection, that he ought not to have made so long a voyage without more certain information, Nelson said, in vindication of his conduct:  

Who was I to get such information from? The Governments of Naples and Sicily either knew not, or chose to keep me in ignorance. Was I to wait patiently until I heard certain accounts? If Egypt were their object, before I could hear of them, they would have been in India. To do nothing was disgraceful; therefore I made use of my understanding. I am before your lordships judgment; and if, under all circumstances, it is decided that I am wrong, I ought, for the sake of our country, to be superseded; for at this moment, when I know the French are not in Alexandria, I hold the same opinion as off Cape Passaro  that, under all circumstances, I was right in steering for Alexandria; and by that opinion I must stand or fall.

It was ere long proved that Nelson was right, and that Earl St. Vincent had made no mistake in sending him on a service so important; for we now know that in all the British fleet there was not another man so admirably adapted for the duty which was assigned to him, of finding, fighting, and conquering, the French, in reference to whom he wrote to the first lord of the Admiralty, Be they bound to the antipodes, your lordship may rely that I will not lose a moment in bringing them to action!

Re-victualled and watered, the British fleet set sail on the 25th of July from Syracuse. On the 28th, intelligence was received that the enemy had been seen about four weeks before, steering to the South East from Candia.

With characteristic disregard of the possible consequences to his own fame and interest, in his determination to do the right, Nelson at once resolved to return to Alexandria. Accordingly, with all sail set, the fleet stood once more towards the coast of Egypt.

Perseverance was at length rewarded. On the 1st of August 1798, about ten in the morning, they sighted Alexandria, and saw with inexpressible delight that the port was crowded with the ships of France.

And here we venture to say that we sympathise with the joy of the British on this occasion, and shall explain why we do so.

Not every battle that is fought  however brilliant in military or naval tactics it may be, or in exhibitions of personal prowess  deserves our sympathy. Only that war which is waged against oppression is entitled to respect, and this, we hold, applies to the war in which the British were engaged at that time.

France, under the Directory, had commenced a career of unwarrantable conquest, for the simple purpose of self-aggrandisement, and her great general, Bonaparte, had begun that course of successful warfare in which he displayed those brilliant talents which won for him an empire, constituted him, in the ordinary acceptation of the word, a hero, and advanced France to a high position of tyrannical power. But brilliant talents and success could not free him from the charge of being a wholesale murderer.

To oppose such pretentions and practices was a bounden duty on the part of those who loved justice, just as much as it is the duty of every one who has the power to thwart the designs of, and forcibly overcome, a highwayman or a pirate.

Observe, reader, that we do not intend here to imply an invidious comparison. We have no sympathy with those who hold that England was and always is in favour of fair play, while France was bent on tyranny. On the contrary, we believe that England has in some instances been guilty of the sin which we now condemn, and that, on the other hand, many Frenchmen of the present day would disapprove of the policy of France in the time of Napoleon the First. Neither do we sympathise with the famous saying of Nelson that one Englishman is equal to three Frenchmen! The tendency to praise ones-self has always been regarded among Christian nations as a despicable, or at least a pitiable, quality, and we confess that we cannot see much difference between a boastful man and a boastful nation. Frenchmen have always displayed chivalrous courage, not a whit inferior to the British, and history proves that in war they have been eminently successful. The question whether they could beat us or we could beat them, if tested in a fair stand-up fight with equal numbers, besides being an unprofitable one, is not now before us. All that we are concerned about at present is, that in the war now under consideration the British did beat the French, and we rejoice to record the fact solely on the ground that we fought in a righteous cause.

With these remarks we proceed to give an account of one of the greatest naval victories ever achieved by British arms.




Chapter Six.

The Battle of the Nile.

After Napoleon Bonaparte had effected his landing in Egypt, the French fleet was permitted to remain at Alexandria for some time, and thus afforded Nelson the opportunity he had sought for so long.

For many previous days he had been almost unable, from anxiety, to take sleep or food, but now he ordered dinner to be served, while preparations were being made for battle, and when his officers rose to leave the table, he said to them:  

Before this time to-morrow, I shall have gained a peerage or Westminster Abbey.

The French had found it impossible to enter the neglected and ruined port of Alexandria. Admiral Brueys had, by command of Napoleon, offered a reward of 10,000 livres to any native pilot who would safely convey the squadron in, but not one was found who would venture to take charge of a single vessel that drew more than twenty feet. The gallant admiral was compelled, therefore, to anchor in Aboukir Bay, and chose the strongest position that was possible in the circumstances. He ranged his ships in a compact line of battle, in such a manner that the leading vessel lay close to a shoal, while the remainder of the fleet formed a curve along the line of deep water so that it was thought to be impossible to turn it by any means in a South Westerly direction, and some of the French, who were best able to judge, said that they held a position so strong that they could bid defiance to a force more than double their own. The presumption was not unreasonable, for the French had the advantage of the English in ships, guns, and men, but they had omitted to take into their calculations the fact that the English fleet was commanded by one whose promptitude in action, readiness and eccentricity of resource, and utter disregard of consequences when what he deemed the path to victory lay before him, might have been equalled; but certainly could not have been surpassed, by Bonaparte himself.

The French force consisted of thirteen ships of the line and four frigates, carrying in all 1196 guns and 11,230 men. The English had thirteen ships of the line and a fifty-gun ship, carrying in all 1012 guns and 8068 men. All the English line-of-battle ships were seventy-fours. Three of the French ships carried eighty-eight guns, and one, LOrient, was a monster three-decker with 120 guns.

In order to give the reader a better idea of the forces engaged on both sides, we give the following list of ships. It is right, however, to add that one of those belonging to the English (the Culloden) ran aground on a shoal when about to go into action, and took no part in the fight.

English Ships.



Names

Commanders

Guns

Men



1.

Vanguard

Admiral Nelson, Captain Berry

74

595



2.

Minotaur

Thos. Louis

74

640



3.

Theseus

R.W. Millar

74

590



4.

Alexander

A.J. Ball

74

590



5.

Swiftsure

B Hallowell

74

590



6.

Audacious

D Gould

74

590



7.

Defence

J Peyton

74

590



8.

Zealous

S Hood

74

590



9.

Orion

Sir James Saumarez

74

590



10.

Goliath

Thomas Foley

74

590



11.

Majestic

G.B. Westcott

74

590



12.

Bellerophon

H.D.E. Darby

74

590



13.

Culloden

T Trowbridge

74

590

Not engaged



14.

Leander

T.B. Thomson

50

343





15.

La Mutine, Brig











French Ships.



Names

Commanders

Guns

Men



1.

LOrient

Admiral Brueys

120

1010

Burnt



2.

Le Franklin



80

800

Taken



3.

Le Tonnant



80

800

Taken



4.

Le Guillaume Tell



80

800

Escaped



5.

Le Conquerant



74

700

Taken



6.

Le Spartiate



74

700

Taken



7.

LAquilon



74

700

Taken



8.

Le Souverain Peuple



74

700

Taken



9.

LHeureux



74

700

Taken



10.

Le Timoleon



74

700

Burnt



11.

Le Mercure



74

700

Taken



12.

Le Genereux



74

700

Escaped



13.

Le Guerrier



74

600

Taken



14.

La Diane (Frigate)



48

300

Escaped



15.

La Justice (Frigate)



44

300

Escaped



16.

LArtemise (Frigate)



36

250

Burnt



17.

La Serieux (Frigate)



36

250

Dismasted, sunk



Such were the forces that met to engage in deadly conflict on the 1st of August 1798, with not only national but world-wide interest pending on the issue, for the battle of the Nile was one of the leading battles of the world.

When Nelson perceived the position of the enemy, his fertile and active mind at once evolved a characteristic course of action. Where there was room, he said, for an enemys ship to swing, there was room for one of his to anchor. He therefore at once formed the plan of doubling on the French ships, stationing one of his ships on the bow and another on the quarter of each of the enemy.

Nelson immediately explained his intended course to his officers. It had been his custom during the whole time he was engaged in searching for the French fleet, to have his captains as frequently as possible on board the Vanguard, when he explained to them his opinions as to the best mode of attack in all the various positions in which it was possible or probable that the enemy might be found. Hence they knew their commanders tactics so well, that when the hour for action arrived, no time was lost in the tedious operation of signalling orders. He had such confidence in all his officers, that after thoroughly explaining his intended plan of attack, he merely said to them, Form as is most convenient for mutual support, and anchor by the stern. First gain the victory, and then make the best use of it you can.

When Captain Berry, perceiving the boldness of the plan, said, If we succeed, what will the world say? Nelson replied, There is no if in the case; that we shall succeed is certain: who may live to tell the story is a very different question!

Nelson possessed in an eminent degree the power of infusing into his men the irresistible confidence that animated his own bosom. There was probably not a man in the British fleet who did not sail into Aboukir Bay on that memorable day with a feeling of certainty that the battle was as good as gained before it was begun. The cool, quiet, self-possessed manner in which the British tars went to work at the beginning must have been very impressive to the enemy; for, as they advanced, they did not even condescend to fire a shot in reply to the storm of shot and shell to which the leading ships were treated by the batteries on an island in the bay, and by the broadsides of the whole French fleet at half gunshot-range, the men being too busily engaged in furling the sails aloft, attending to the braces below, and preparing to cast anchor!

Nelsons fleet did not all enter the bay at once, but each vessel lost no time in taking up position as it arrived; and as, one after another, they bore down on the enemy, anchored close alongside, and opened fire, the thunder of the French fleet was quickly and increasingly augmented by the British, until the full tide of battle was reached, and the shores of Egypt trembled under the incessant rolling roar of dreadful war; while sheets of flame shot forth and rent the thick clouds which enwrapped the contending fleets, and hung incumbent over the bay.

An attempt was made by a French brig to decoy the English ships towards a shoal before they entered Aboukir Bay, but it failed because Nelson either knew the danger or saw through the device.

It seemed as if the Zealous (Captain Hood) was to have the honour of commencing the action, but Captain Foley passed her in the Goliath, and successfully accomplished that feat which the French had deemed impossible, and had done their best to guard against. Instead of attacking the leading ship  the Guerrier  outside, he sailed round her bows, passed between her and the shore, and cast anchor. Before he could bring up, however, he had drifted down to the second ship of the enemys line  the Conquerant  and opened fire. It had been rightly conjectured that the landward guns of the enemy would not be manned, or even ready for action. The Goliath, therefore, made short and sharp work of her foe. In ten minutes the masts of the Conquerant were shot away! The Zealous was laid alongside the Guerrier, and in twelve minutes that vessel was totally disabled. Next came the Orion (Sir J. Saumarez), which went into action in splendid style. Perceiving that a frigate lying farther inshore was annoying the Goliath, she sailed towards her, giving the Guerrier a taste of her larboard guns as long as they would bear upon her, then dismasted and sunk the frigate, hauled round towards the French line, and anchoring between the Franklin and the Souverain Peuple, received and returned the fire of both.

In like manner the Audacious (Captain Gould) justified her name by attacking the Guerrier and Conquerant at once, and, when the latter struck passed on to the Souverain Peuple.

The unfortunate Guerrier was also worthy of her title, for she bore the brunt of the battle. Every ship that passed her appeared to deem it a duty to give her a broadside before settling down to its particular place in the line, and finding its own special antagonist or antagonists  for several of the English ships engaged two of the enemy at once. The Theseus (Captain Miller), after bringing down the main and mizzen-masts of the Guerrier, anchored inside the Spartiate and engaged her.

Meanwhile, on the other side of this vessel, Nelsons ship, the Vanguard, bore down on the foe with six flags flying in different parts of the rigging, to guard against the possibility of his colours being shot away! She opened a tremendous fire on the Spartiate at half pistol-range. The muscular British tars wrought with heroic energy at the guns. In a few minutes six of these guns, which stood on the fore-part of the Vanguards deck, were left without a man, and three times afterwards were these six guns cleared of men  so terrific was the fire of the enemy.

Other four of the British vessels sailed ahead of the Vanguard and got into action. One of these  the Bellerophon (Captain Darby)  engaged the gigantic LOrient, which was so disproportionately large that the weight of ball from her lower deck alone exceeded that from the whole broadside of her assailant. The result was that the Bellerophon was overpowered, 200 of her men were killed or wounded, all her masts and cables were shot away, and she drifted out of the line. Her place, however, was taken by the Swiftsure, which not only assailed the LOrient on the bow, but at the same time opened a steady fire on the quarter of the Franklin.

Before this time, however, the shades of night had fallen on the scene. The battle began at half-past six in the evening  half-an-hour afterwards daylight was gone, and the deadly fight was lighted only by the lurid and fitful flashing of the guns.

Those vessels of the English squadron which happened to be in rear were some leagues astern when the fight began, and it was so dark when they entered that extreme difficulty was experienced in getting in. One of these  the Culloden (Captain Trowbridge)  sounded carefully as she went, but got aground, where she remained helpless during the action, despite the efforts of the Leander and La Mutine brig to get her off. She served, however, as a beacon to the Alexander and Swiftsure.

The latter ship, on entering the bay, fell in with the drifting and disabled Bellerophon, which was at first supposed to be one of the enemy, because she did not show the signal ordered by Nelson to be hoisted by his ships at the mizzen peak. This arose, of course, from the masts having been shot away. Captain Hallowell wisely refrained from firing on her, saying that, if she was an enemy, she was too much disabled to escape. He passed on, therefore, and, as we have said, took the station and the duty from which the other had been driven.

The huge LOrient was now surrounded. Captain Ball, in the Alexander, anchored on her larboard quarter, and, besides raking her with his guns, kept up a steady fire of musketry on her decks. Captain Thomson also, in the Leander, took up such a position that he could fire into her and the Franklin at the same time.

Standing in the midst of death and destruction, the hero of the Nile did not escape scathless. He remained unhurt, however, until he knew that victory was certain. The first and second ships of the enemys line were disabled, as we have said, at the commencement of the action, and the third, fourth, and fifth were taken between eight and nine; so that Nelson could not have much, if any, doubt as to the issue of the battle.

Suddenly he received a wound on the head from a piece of langridge shot, and fell into the arms of Captain Berry. A large flap of skin was cut from the bone and fell over his sound eye,  the other having been lost in a previous engagement. The flow of blood was very great, and, being thus totally blinded, he thought that he had received a mortal wound. He was immediately carried down to the cockpit.

The cockpit of a man-of-war lies in that part of the ship which is below water, and is never visited by the light of day. Being safe also from the visitation of shot or shell, it has been selected as the place to which the wounded are conveyed during an action to have their wounds dressed and limbs amputated by the surgeons  whose hands at such seasons are, as may easily be supposed, much too full. No pen can describe adequately the horrors of that dimly-lighted place, with its flickering lights, glittering knives, bloody tables and decks, and mangled men, whose groans of agony burst forth in spite of their utmost efforts to repress them. Here, in the midst of dead, dying, and suffering men, the great Admiral sat down to wait his turn.

The surgeon was engaged in dressing the wounds of a sailor when he was brought down. On learning who it was that required his services, he quitted the man who was under his hands. No, said Nelson, refusing his proffered assistance, no; I will take my turn with my brave fellows. Accordingly, there he remained, persistently refusing aid, until every man who had been previously wounded had been attended to! When his turn came, it was found that his wound was merely superficial and heartfelt was the joy expressed by the wounded men and the crew of the Vanguard when this was made known.

But before this had been ascertained, and while he believed himself to be dying, Nelson called the chaplain, and gave him his last remembrance to Lady Nelson, appointed a successor to Captain Berry, who was to go to England with the news of the victory, and made other arrangements in anticipation of his death. But his hour had not yet come. When the surgeon pronounced his hurt to be superficial, he refused to take the rest which was recommended, and at once sent for his secretary to write despatches.

While he was thus engaged, a cry was heard which rose above the din of battle, proclaiming that the LOrient was on fire. In the confusion that followed, Nelson found his way upon deck unassisted, and, to the astonishment of every one, appeared on the quarter-deck, and gave orders to lower the boats, and send relief to the enemy.

But before describing the scene that followed, we shall turn aside for a little to watch more closely the proceedings of Captain Westcott in the Majestic, and the personal deeds of Bill Bowls and his messmates.




Chapter Seven.

Battle of the Nile  continued.

The Majestic was one of the four ships which sailed into action in the wake of the Admiral. Our hero, Bill Bowls, and his friend Ben Bolter, were stationed at one of the guns on the larboard side of the main deck. Flinders stood near them. Everything was prepared for action. The guns were loaded, the men, stripped to the waist, stood ready, and the matches were lighted, but as yet no order had been given to fire. The men on the larboard side of the ship stood gazing anxiously through the portholes at the furious strife in which they were about to engage.

Ah, then! but its hot work is goin on, said Flinders, turning to Ben Bolter just after a crash of artillery somewhat louder than usual.

Its hotter work yell see soon, when the Admiral gits into action, said Ben.

True for ye, answered Flinders; hes a broth of a boy for fightin. Its an Irishman he should have been born. Hooroo, my hearties! look out!

This latter exclamation was drawn forth by the crashing of a stray shot, which entered the ship close to the spot where they stood, and passed out on the starboard side, sending splinters of wood flying in all directions, without hurting any one.

There goes the first! said Bill Bowls, looking up at the ragged hole that was left.

Faix, but its not the last! cried Flinders, as another stray shot hit the ship, wounding one of the men, and sending a splinter so close past the Irishman that it grazed his cheek. Hooroo, boys! come on, the more the merrier! Sure its death or victory well be havin in half-an-hour.

At this moment of intense excitement and expectation, when every mans nerves tingled to be called into vigorous action, Ben Bolter saw fit to give Flinders a lecture.

Ye shouldnt ought to speak misrespectful of death, boy, said he gravely. Hes a rough customer when he gits hold of e, an is sartin sure to have the upper hand. Its my opinion that hell pay this ship a pretty stiff visit to-night, so youd better treat him with respect, an belay yer jokin  of which yer countrymen are over fond.

To this Flinders listened with a humorous expression about the corners of his eyes, while he stroked his chin, and awaited a pause in order to make a suitable reply, but an exclamation from Bill Bowls changed the subject abruptly.

Ho! boys, he cried, there goes the Admiral.

A tremendous crash followed his words, and the Vanguard was seen to pour a broadside into the Spartiate  as before related.

The men of the Majestic gazed eagerly at the Admirals ship, which was almost enveloped in thick smoke as they passed ahead, but an order from Captain Westcott to be ready for action called the attention of every man on his duty. Whatever might have been, at that moment, the thoughts of the hundreds of men on board the Majestic, the whole soul and body of every man appeared to be concentrated on his own gun, as he awaited in stern silence the order to act.

It came at last, but somewhat differently from what had been expected. A sudden and peculiar motion was felt in the ship, and it was found that she had got entangled with the main rigging of one of the French vessels astern of the LOrient. Instantly men were sent aloft to cut clear, but before this could be accomplished a perfect storm of shot and shell was sent into them from the towering sides of the three-decker. Men fell on all sides before they had an opportunity of firing a shot; again and again the crushing shower of metal came; spars and masts fell; the rigging was cut up terribly, and in a short time the Majestic would certainly have been sunk had she not fortunately managed to swing clear. A moment afterwards Captain Westcott, finding himself close alongside the Heureux  the ninth ship of the enemys line  gave the word to open fire, and Bill Bowls had at last the satisfaction of being allowed to apply a light to the touch-hole of his gun. Seventy-four men had for some time past felt their fingers itching with an almost irresistible desire to do this, and now upwards of thirty of them were allowed to gratify their wish. Instantly the good ship received a shock that caused her to quiver from the trucks to the keel, as her broadside went crashing into the Heureux.

No longer was there impatient inaction on board the Majestic, for not only did the Heureux reply vigorously, but the Tonnant  the eighth of the enemys line  opened fire on their other side. The Majestic therefore fought on both sides. Throughout the whole ship the stalwart, half-naked men heaved at the huge guns. Everywhere, from stem to stern, was exhibited in full swing the active processes of sponging out, passing along powder and ball, ramming home the charges, running out, working the handspikes, stepping aside to avoid the recoil  and the whole operation of working the guns, as only British seamen know how to work them! All this was done in the midst of smoke, flame, crashing shot, and flying splinters, while the decks were slippery with human blood, and strewn with dead men, from amongst whom the wounded were raised as tenderly as the desperate circumstances in which they were placed would admit of, and carried below. Many of those who were thus raised never reached the cockpit, but again fell, along with those who bore them.

One of the men at the gun where Bill Bowls was at work was in the act of handing a round shot to Bill, when a ball entered the port-hole and hit him on the head, scattering his brains over the gun. Bill sprang forward to catch him in his arms, but slipped on the bloody deck and fell. That fall saved his life, for at the same moment a musket ball entered the port and passed close over his head, shattering the arm of a poor boy  one of those brave little fellows called powder-monkeys  who was in the act of carrying a cartridge to Ben Bolter. Ben could not delay the loading of the piece to assist the little fellow, who used his remaining strength to stagger forward and deliver the cartridge before he fell, but he shouted hastily to a passing shipmate  

Here, Davis, carry this poor little chap to the cockpit.

Davis turned and took the boy in his arms. He had almost reached the main hatchway when a shell entered the ship and burst close to him. One fragment killed the boy, and another almost cut Davis in two. They fell and died together.

For a long time this terrible firing at short range went on, and many men fell on both sides. Among others, Captain Westcott was killed. He was the only captain who fell in that battle, and was one who, had his life been spared, would certainly have risen to the highest rank in the service. He had risen from the ranks, having been the son of a baker in Devonshire, and gained the honourable station in which he lost his life solely through his conspicuous abilities and courage.

Up to this point none of those who are principally concerned in this tale had received any hurt, beyond a few insignificant scratches, but soon after the death of the little boy, Tom Riggles received a severe wound in the leg from a splinter. He was carried below by Bill and Ben.

Its all over with me, he said in a desponding tone as they went slowly down the ladders; I knows itll be a case o ampitation.

Dont you go for to git down-hearted, Tom, said Ben earnestly. Youre too tough to be killed easy.

Well, I is tough, but wotll toughness do for a feller agin iron shot. I feels just now as if a red-hot skewer wos rumblin about among the marrow of my back-bone, an Ive got no feelin in my leg at all. Depend upon it, messmates, its a bad case.

His comrades did not reply, because they had reached the gloomy place where the surgeons were engaged at their dreadful work. They laid Tom down on a locker.

Good-bye, lads, said Tom, as they were about to turn away, praps Ill not see ye again, so give us a shake o yer flippers.

Bill and Ben silently squeezed their comrades hand, being unable to speak, and then hastened back to their stations.

It was about this time that the LOrient caught fire, and when Bill and his friend reached the deck, sheets of flame were already leaping out at the port-holes of the gigantic ship. The sides of the LOrient had been recently painted, and the paint-buckets and oil-jars which stood on the poop soon caught, and added brilliancy to the great conflagration which speedily followed the first outbreak of fire. It was about nine oclock when the fire was first observed. Before this the gallant French Admiral had perished. Although three times wounded, Brueys refused to quit his post. At length a shot almost cut him in two, but still he refused to go below, and desired to be left to die on his quarter-deck. He was spared the pain of witnessing the destruction of his vessel.

Soon the flames got the mastery, and blazing upward like a mighty torch, threw a strong and appropriate light over the scene of battle. The greater part of the crew of the LOrient displayed a degree of courage which could not be surpassed, for they stuck to their guns to the very last; continuing to fire from the lower deck while the fire was raging above them, although they knew full well the dire and instantaneous destruction that must ensue when the fire reached the magazine.

The position and flags of the two fleets were now clearly seen, for it was almost as light as day, and the fight went on with unabated fury until about ten oclock, when, with a terrific explosion, the LOrient blew up. So tremendous was the shock that it seemed to paralyse the combatants for a little, for both fleets ceased to fire, and there ensued a profound silence, which continued for some time. The first sound that broke the solemn stillness was the splash of the falling spars of the giant ship as they descended from the immense height to which they had been shot!

Of the hundreds of human beings who manned that ship, scarcely a tithe were saved. About seventy were rescued by English boats. The scattered and burning fragments fell around like rain, and there was much fear lest these should set some of the neighbouring vessels on fire. Two large pieces of burning wreck fell into the Swiftsure, and a port fire into the Alexander, but these were quickly extinguished.

On board the Majestic also, some portions of burning material fell. While these were being extinguished, one of the boats was ordered out to do all that was possible to save the drowning Frenchmen. Among the first to jump into this boat were Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter. Bill took the bow oar, Ben the second, and in a few moments they were pulling cautiously amid the débris of the wreck, helping to haul on board such poor fellows as they could get hold of. The work was difficult, because comparative darkness followed the explosion, and as the fight was soon resumed, the thunder of heavy guns, together with the plunging of ball, exploding of shell, and whizzing of chain-shot overhead, rendered the service one of danger as well as difficulty.

It was observed by the men of the Majestics boat that several French boats were moving about on the same errand of mercy with themselves, and it was a strange as well as interesting sight to see those who, a few minutes before, had been bent on taking each others lives, now as earnestly engaged in the work of saving life!

Back your starboard oars, shouted Ben, just as they passed one of the French boats; theres a man swimming on the port bow  thats it; steady; lend a hand, Bill; now then, in with him.

A man was hoisted over the gunwale as he spoke, and the boat passed onward. Just then a round shot from one of the more distant ships of the fleet  whether English or French they could not tell  struck the water a few yards from them, sending a column of spray high into the air. Instead of sinking, the shot ricochetted from the water and carried away the bow of the boat in passing, whirling it round and almost overturning it. At the same moment the sea rushed in and swamped it, leaving the crew in the water.

Our hero made an involuntary grasp at the thing that happened to be nearest him. This was the head of his friend Ben Bolter, who had been seated on the thwart in front of him. Ben returned the grasp promptly, and having somehow in the confusion of the plunge, taken it into his head that he was in the grasp of a Frenchman, he endeavoured to throttle Bill. Bill, not being easily throttled, forthwith proceeded to choke Ben, and a struggle ensued which might have ended fatally for both, had not a piece of wreck fortunately touched Ben on the shoulder. He seized hold of it, Bill did the same, and then they set about the fight with more precision.

Come on, ye puddock-eater! cried Ben, again seizing Bill by the throat.

Hallo, Ben!

Why, wot  ist you, Bill? Well, now, if I didnt take e for a Mounseer!

Before more could be said a boat was observed rowing close past them. Ben hailed it.

Ho! cried a voice, as the men rested on their oars and listened.

Lend a hand, shipmates, cried Ben, on yer port bow.

The oars were dipped at once, the boat ranged up, and the two men were assisted into it.

Its all well as ends well, as Ive heerd the play-actors say, observed Ben Bolter, as he shook the water from his garments. I say, lads, what ship do you belong to?

Ve has de honair to blong to Le Guillaume Tell, replied one of the men.

Hallo, Bill! whispered Ben, its a French boat, an were nabbed. Prisoners o war, as sure as my names BB! Wots to be done?

Ill make a bolt, sink or swim, whispered our hero.

You vill sit still, said the man who had already spoken to them, laying a hand on Bills shoulder.

Bill jumped up and made a desperate attempt to leap overboard, but two men seized him. Ben sprang to the rescue instantly, but he also was overpowered by numbers, and the hands of both were tied behind their backs. A few minutes later and they were handed up the side of the French ship.

When day broke on the morning of the 2nd of August, the firing still continued, but it was comparatively feeble, for nearly every ship of the French fleet had been taken. Only the Guillaume Tell and the Genereux  the two rear ships of the enemy  had their colours flying.

These, with two frigates, cut their cables and stood out to sea. The Zealous pursued, but as there was no other British ship in a fit state to support her, she was recalled; the four vessels, therefore, escaped at that time, but they were captured not long afterwards. Thus ended the famous battle of the Nile, in regard to which Nelson said that it was a conquest rather than a victory.

Of thirteen sail of the line, nine were taken and two burnt; and two of their four frigates were burnt. The British loss in killed and wounded amounted to 896; that of the French was estimated at 2000.

The victory was most complete. The French fleet was annihilated. As might be supposed, the hero of the Nile was, after this, almost worshipped as a demigod. It is worthy of remark here that Nelson, as soon as the conquest was completed, sent orders through the fleet that thanksgiving should be returned, in every ship, to Almighty God, for the victory with which He had blessed His Majestys arms.




Chapter Eight.

Our Hero and his Messmate get into Trouble.

On the night after the battle, Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter were sent on board a French transport ship.

As they sat beside each other, in irons, and securely lodged under hatches, these stout men of war lamented their hard fate thus  

I say, Bill, this is wot I calls a fix!

Thats so, Ben  a bad fix.

There was silence for a few minutes, then Ben resumed  

Now, dye see, this here war may go on for ever so long  years it may be  an here we are on our way to a French prison, where well have the pleasure, mayhap, of spendin our youth in twirlin our thumbs or bangin our heads agin the bars of our cage.

There aint a prison in France asll hold me, said Bill Bowls resolutely.

No? how dye xpect to git out  seein that the walls and doors aint made o butter, nor yet o turnips? inquired Ben.

Ill go up the chimbley, said Bill savagely, for his mind had reverted to Nelly Blyth, and he could not bear to think of prolonged imprisonment.

But wot if theyve got no chimbleys?

Ill try the winders.

But if the winders is tight barred, wot then?

Why, then, Ill bust em, or Ill bust myself, thats all.

Humph! ejaculated Ben.

Again there was a prolonged silence, during which the friends moodily meditated on the dark prospects before them.

If we could only have bin killed in action, said Bill, that would have been some comfort.

Not so sure o that, messmate, said Ben. Theres no sayin wot may turn up. Praps the war will end soon, an thats not onlikely, for weve whipped the Mounseers on sea, an it wont be difficult for our lobsters to lick em on land. Praps therell be an exchange of prisoners, an we may have a chance of another brush with them one o these days. If the wust comes to the wust, we can try to break out o jail and run a muck for our lives. Never say die is my motto.

Bill Bowls did not assent to these sentiments in words, but he clenched his fettered hands, set his teeth together, and gave his comrade a look which assured him that whatever might be attempted he would act a vigorous part.

A few days later the transport entered a harbour, and a guard came on board to take charge of the prisoners, of whom there were about twenty. As they were being led to the jail of the town, Bill whispered to his comrade  

Look out sharp as ye go along, Ben, an keep as close to me as ye can.

All right, my lad, muttered Ben, as he followed the soldiers who specially guarded himself.

Ben did not suppose that Bill intended then and there to make a sudden struggle for freedom, because he knew that, with fettered wrists, in a strange port, the very name of which they did not know, and surrounded by armed enemies, such an attempt would be utterly hopeless; he therefore concluded, correctly, that his companion wished him to take the bearings (as he expressed it) of the port, and of the streets through which they should pass. Accordingly he kept his weather-eye open.

The French soldiers who conducted the seamen to prison, although stout athletic fellows, and, doubtless, capable of fighting like heroes, were short of stature, so that the British tars looked down on them with a patronising expression of countenance, and one or two even ventured on a few facetious remarks. Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter, who both measured above six feet in their stockings, towered above the crowd like two giants.

Its a purty place intirely, said an Irish sailor, with a smiling countenance, looking round upon the houses, and nodding to a group of pretty girls who were regarding the prisoners with looks of pity. What may be the name of it, av I may make bowld to inquire?

The question was addressed to the soldier on his right, but the man paid no attention. So the Irishman repeated it, but without drawing forth a reply.

Sure, yer a paltry thing that cant give a civil answer to a civil question.

He dont understand Irish, Pat, try him with English, said Ben Bolter.

Ah, then, said Pat, yed better try that yersilf, only yer so high up there he wont be able to hear ye.

Before Ben had an opportunity of trying the experiment, however, they had arrived at the jail. After they had passed in, the heavy door was shut with a clang, and bolted and barred behind them.

It is probable that not one of the poor fellows who heard the sound, escaped a sensation of sinking at the heart, but certain it is that not one condescended to show his feelings in his looks.

They were all put into a large empty room, the window of which looked into a stone passage, which was itself lighted from the roof; the door was shut, locked, bolted, and barred, and they were left to their meditations.

They had not remained long there, however, when the bolts and bars were heard moving again.

What say e to a rush, lads? whispered one of the men eagerly.

Agreed, said Bill Bowls, starting forward; Ill lead you, boys.

No man can fight with his hands tied, growled one of the others. Youll only be spoilin a better chance, mayhap.

At that moment the last bolt was withdrawn, and the door swung open, revealing several files of soldiers with muskets, and bayonets fixed, in the passage. This sight decided the question of a rush!

Four of the soldiers entered with the turnkey. The latter, going up to Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter, said to them in broken English:  

You follows de soldat.

Much surprised, but in silence, they obeyed the command.

As they were going out, one of their comrades said, Good-bye, mates: its plain theyve taken ye for admirals on account o yer size!

Niver a taste, said the Irishman before mentioned, tis bein led, they are, to exekooshion

The remainder of this consolatory suggestion was cut off by the shutting of the door.

After traversing several passages, the turnkey stopped before a small door studded with iron nails, and, selecting one of his huge keys, opened it, while the soldiers ranged up on either side.

The turnkey, who was a tall, powerful man, stepped back, and, looking at Bill, pointed to the cell with his finger, as much as to say, Go in.

Bill looked at him and at the soldiers for a moment, clenched his fists, and drew his breath short, but as one of the guard quietly brought his musket to the charge, he heaved a sigh, bent his head, and, passing under the low doorway, entered the cell.

Are we to stop long here, Mister Turnkey? asked Ben, as he was about to follow.

The man vouchsafed no reply, but again pointed to the cell.

Ive always heered ye wos a purlite nation, said Ben, as he followed his messmate; but theres room for improvement.

The door was shut, and the two friends stood for a few minutes in the centre of their cell, gazing in silence around the blank walls.

The appearance of their prison was undoubtedly depressing, for there was nothing whatever in it to arrest the eye, except a wooden bench in one corner, and the small grated window which was situated near the top of one of the walls.

What dye think o this? asked Ben, after some time, sitting down on the bench.

I think I wont be able to stand it, said Bill, flinging himself recklessly down beside his friend, and thrusting his hands deep into his trouser pockets.

Dont take on so bad, messmate, said Ben, in a reproving tone. Gittin sulky with fate aint no manner o use. As our messmate Flinders used to say, Be aisy, an if ye cant be aisy, be as aisy as ye can. Theres wot I calls sound wisdom in that.

Very true, Ben; nevertheless the sound wisdom in that wont avail to get us out o this.

No doubt, but itll help us to bear this with equablenimity while were here, an set our minds free to think about the best way o makin our escape.

At this Bill made an effort to throw off the desperate humour which had taken possession of him, and he so far succeeded that he was enabled to converse earnestly with his friend.

Wot are we to do? asked Bill gloomily.

To see, first of all, what lies outside o that there port-hole, answered Ben. Git on my shoulders, Bill, an see if ye can reach it.

Ben stood against the wall, and his friend climbed on his shoulders, but so high was the window, that he could not reach to within a foot of it. They overcame this difficulty, however, by dragging the bench to the wall, and standing upon it.

I see nothin, said Bill, but the sky an the sea, an the prison-yard, which appears to me to be fifty or sixty feet below us.

Thats not comfortin, observed Ben, as he replaced the bench in its corner.

Whats your advice now? asked Bill.

That we remain on our good behaviour a bit, replied Ben, an see wot they means to do with us, an whether a chance o some sort wont turn up.

Well, thats a good plan  anyhow, its an easy one to begin with  so well try it for a day or two.

In accordance with this resolve, the two sailors called into play all the patience, prudence, and philosophy of which they were possessed, and during the three days that followed their incarceration, presented such a meek, gentle, resigned aspect; that the stoniest heart of the most iron-moulded turnkey ought to have been melted; but the particular turnkey of that prison was made of something more or less than mortal mould, for he declined to answer questions,  declined even to open his lips, or look as if he heard the voices of his prisoners, and took no notice of them farther than to fetch their food at regular intervals and take away the empty plates. He, however, removed their manacles; but whether of his own good-will or by order they did not know.

Now, Ben, said Bill on the evening of the third day, as they sat beside each other twirling their thumbs, this here sort o thing will never do. I mean for to make a dash when the turnkey comes in the mornin; will you help me?

Im yer man, said Ben; but how dye mean to set about it?

Well, somewhat in this fashion:  Wenever he opens the door Ill clap my hand on his mouth to stop his pipe, and youll slip behind him, throw yer arms about him, and hold on till I tie a handkerchief over his mouth. Arter that well tie his hands and feet with whatever we can git hold of  his own necktie, mayhap  take the keys from him, and git out the best way we can.

Hm; but wot if we dont know the right turnins to take, an run straight into the jaws of other turnkeys, praps, or find other doors an gates that his bunch o keys wont open?

Why, then, well just fail, thats all; an if they should scrag us for it, no matter.

Its a bad look-out, but Ill try, said Ben.

Next morning this plan was put in execution. When the turnkey entered the cell, Bill seized him and clapped his hand on his mouth. The man struggled powerfully, but Ben held him in a grasp so tight that he was as helpless as an infant.

Keep yer mind easy, Mounseer, we wont hurt e, said Ben, while his comrade was busy gagging him.

Now, then, lift him into the corner, whispered Bill.

Ben and he carried the turnkey, whom they had tied hand and foot with handkerchiefs and neckties, into the interior of the cell, left him there, locked the door on him, and immediately ran along the passage, turned a corner, and came in sight of an iron grating, on the other side of which sat a man in a dress similar to that of the turnkey they had left behind them. They at once drew back and tried to conceal themselves, but the man had caught sight of them, and gave the alarm.

Seeing that their case was desperate, Bill rushed at the grating with all his force and threw himself heavily against it. The whole building appeared to quiver with the shock; but the caged tiger has a better chance of smashing his iron bars than poor Bill Bowls had. Twice he flung his whole weight against the barrier, and the second time Ben helped him; but their efforts were in vain. A moment later and a party of soldiers marched up to the grating on the outside. At the same time a noise was heard at the other end of the passage. Turning round, the sailors observed that another gate had been opened, and a party of armed men admitted, who advanced with levelled muskets.

Seeing this, Bill burst into a bitter laugh, and flung down the keys with a force that caused the long passage to echo again, as he exclaimed  

Its all up with us, Ben. We may as well give in at once.

Thats so, said Ben sadly, as he suffered himself to be handcuffed, after which he and his companion in misfortune were conducted back to their cell.




Chapter Nine.

Bill and Ben set their Brains to Steep with Unconquerable Perseverance.

In its slow but steady revolution, the wheel of fortune had now apparently brought Bill Bowls and Ben Bolter to the lowest possible point; and the former of these worthies consoled himself with the reflection that, as things could scarcely get worse with them, it was probable they would get better. His friend disputed this point.

Its all very well, said Ben, crossing his legs and clasping his hands over his knees, as he swayed himself to and fro, to talk about havin come to the wust; but weve not got to that pint by a long way. Why, suppose that, instead o bein here, sound in wind and limb, though summat unfortnate in regard to the matter o liberty,  suppose, I say, that we wos lyin in hospital with our right legs an mayhap our left arms took off with a round shot.

Oh, if you go for to supposin, said Bill, you may suppose anything. Why not suppose at once that we was lyin in hospital with both legs and arms took off by round shot, an both eyes put out with canister, an our heads an trunks carried away by grape-shot?

I didnt suppose that, said Ben quietly, because that would be the best instead o the wust state we could come to, seein that wed know an care nothin about it. Howsever, here we are, low enough, an havin made an assault on the turnkey, its not likely well get much favour at the hands of the Mounseers; so it comes to this, that we must set our brains to steep, an see if we cant hit upon some dodge or other to escape.

Thats what we must do, assented Bill Bowls, knitting his brows, and gazing abstractedly at the blank wall opposite. To git out o this here stone jug is what Ive set my heart on, so the sooner we set about it the better.

Just so, said Ben. Well, then, lets begin. Wot dye propose fust?

To this Bill replied that he must think over it. Accordingly, he did think over it, and his comrade assisted him, for the space of three calendar months, without any satisfactory result. But the curious thing about it was that, while these men revolved in their minds every conceivable plan with unflagging eagerness, and were compelled to give up each, after brooding over it for a considerable time, finding that it was unworkable, they were not dispirited, but rather became more intense in their meditations, and ingenious as well as hopeful in their devisings.

If we could only git hold of a file to cut a bar o the winder with, an a rope to let ourselves down with, I think we could manage to git over the walls somehow.

If we was to tear our jackets, trousers, vests, and shirts into strips, an make a rope of em, it might be long enough, suggested Bill.

Thats so, boy, but as we would be stark naked before we got it finished, I fear the turnkey would suspec there wos somethin wrong somehow.

Ben Bolter sighed deeply as he spoke, because at that moment a ray of sunshine shot through the little window, and brought the free fresh air and the broad blue sea vividly to his remembrance. For the first time he experienced a deep sinking of the heart, and he looked at his comrade with an expression of something like despair.

Cheer up, said Bill, observing and thoroughly understanding the look. Never say die, as long as theres a  shot  in

He was too much depressed and listless to finish the sentence.

I wonder, resumed Ben, if the Mounseers treat all their prisoners of war as bad as they treat us.

Dont think they do, replied Bill. Ive no doubt its cause we sarved em as we did when they first put us in quod.

Oh, if they would only give us summat to do! exclaimed Ben, with sudden vehemence.

It seemed as if the poor fellows prayer were directly answered, for at that moment the door opened, and the governor, or some other official of the prison, entered the cell.

You must vork, he said, going up to Bill.

Well be only too glad to work, yer honour, if youll give us work to do.

Ver good; fat can you vork?

We can turn handy to amost anything, yer honour, said Ben eagerly.

It turned out, however, after a considerable amount of talk, that, beyond steering a ship, reefing topsails, splicing ropes, tying every species of complex knot, and other nautical matters, the two seamen could not claim to be professionally acquainted with any sort of handicraft. Somewhat discomfited, Ben at last said with a perplexed air  

Well, yer honour, well try anything ye choose to put us at. I had a brother once who was a sort of tinker to trade, an great at mendin pots, pans, old umbrellas, and the like. I wos used to help him when a boy. Praps if yer honour, now, has got a old umbrella as wants refittin, I might try my hand on that.

The governor smiled. Vell, I do tink I have von old omberilla. You sall try for to mend him.

Next day saw Bill and Ben surrounded by tools, scraps of wood and whalebone, bits of brass and tin, etcetera, busy as bees, and as happy as any two children who have invented a new game.

Ben mended the umbrella admirably. At the same time, Bill fashioned and carved two or three paper-knives of wood with great neatness. But when it was discovered that they could sew sail-cloth expeditiously and well, a quantity of that material was given to them, and they were ordered to make sacks. They set to work accordingly, and made sack after sack until they grew so wearied of the monotonous work that Ben said it made him wish to sit down in sackcloth and ashes; whereupon Bill remarked that if the Mounseers would only give them the sack altogether, it would be very much to their credit.

Soon the imprisoned mariners began again to plot and plan their escape. Of course they thought of making ropes of the sail-cloth and twine with which they wrought, but as the turnkey took the material away every night, and brought it back every morning, they gave up this idea, as they had given up many other ideas before.

At last, one afternoon, Bill looked up from his work, hit his thigh a slap which produced a pistol-shot crack that echoed up into the high ceiling of the cell, as he exclaimed, Ive got it!

I hope youll give us a bit of it, then, said Ben, if its worth havin.

Ill give you the benefit of it, anyhow, said Bill, throwing down his tools and eagerly beginning to expound the new plan which had struck him and caused him to strike his thigh. It was to this effect:  

That they should beg the turnkey to let them have another old umbrella to work at by way of recreation, as the sack-making was rather monotonous; that, if they should be successful in prevailing on him to grant their request, they should work at the umbrella very slowly, so as to give them time to carry out their plan, which was to form a sort of parachute by adding sail-cloth round the margin of the umbrella so as to extend it to twice its circumference. After it should be finished they were to seize a fitting opportunity, cut the bars of their window, and, with the machine, leap down into the yard below.

Wot! exclaimed Ben, jump together!

Ay, why not, Ben? Sink or swim, together, boy.

Very true, but Ive got my doubts about flyin together. Better do it one at a time, and send the umbrella up by means of a piece of twine.

Well, we might do it in that way, said Bill; but what dye think o the plan?

Fuss rate, said Ben, well try it at once.

In accordance with this resolution, Ben made his petition that night, very humbly, to the turnkey, who at first turned a deaf ear to him, but was finally prevailed on to fetch them one of his own umbrellas to be repaired. It happened to be a very large one of the good old stout and bulgy make, and in this respect was the better suited to their purpose. All the tools necessary for the work of repair were supplied except a file. This, however, was brought to them, when Ben pointed out, with much earnestness, that if he had such an implement he could clean up and beautify the ivory handle to such an extent that its owner would not recognise it.

This device of improving the ivory handle turned out to be a happy hit, for it enabled Ben to keep the umbrella much longer by him than would otherwise have been possible, for the purpose of covering it with elaborate and really beautiful carving, the progress of which was watched by the turnkey with much interest from day to day.

Having gained their end the sailors wrought with indefatigable zeal, and resolutely overcame the difficulties that met them from time to time. Each day they dragged the bench under the window. Ben got upon it, and Bill climbed on his shoulders, by which means he could just reach the iron grating of the window, and there, for half-an-hour at a time, he cautiously used the file. They thought this enough of time to bestow on the work, because the bars could be easily filed through before the parachute was ready.

In the preparation of the umbrella, the first difficulty that met them was how they were to conceal their private work when the turnkey came in the evenings to take away their materials for sack-making. After some examination they discovered a plank in the floor, in the corner where they were wont to sleep, which was loose and easily forced up with one of Bills unfinished paper-knives, which he made very strong for this special purpose! Beneath there was sufficient room to stow away the cloth with which they fashioned the additional breadth to the umbrella. To have cabbaged at one time all the sail-cloth that was required would have risked discovery; they therefore appropriated small scraps each day, and sewed these neatly together until they had enough. Soon they had a ring of canvas formed, into the centre of which the umbrella fitted exactly, and this ring was so cut and sewn in gores that it formed a continuation of the umbrella, which was thus made to spread out and cover a space of about nine or ten feet in diameter. All round the extremity or margin of the ring, cords of twisted twine were fixed, at intervals of about six inches. There were about sixty of these cords or stays, all of which met and were fastened at the end of the handle. A stout line, made of four-ply twine, was fastened at the top of the umbrella, and passing through a small hole in it was tied round the whalebones inside, and twisted down the stick to the handle, to which it was firmly secured. By this means the whole machine was, as it were, bound together.

All these additionals and fixings had, however, to be so constructed that they could be removed, or affixed with some rapidity, for there was always before the sailors the chance that the turnkey might look in to observe how their work was progressing.

Indeed one afternoon they were almost discovered at work on the parachute. The turnkey was heard coming along the passage when Ben was in the act of fitting on the new appendages, and the key was actually in the door before the last shred of them was thrust into the hole in the floor, and the loose plank shut down! Ben immediately flung several of the sacks over the place, and then turning suddenly round on his comrade began to pommel him soundly by way of accounting for the flushed condition of his countenance.

Thus taken by surprise, Bill returned the blows with interest, and the combatants were separated by the turnkey when in a rather breathless condition!

If you do so more agin, you sall go separate, said the turnkey.

The mere thought of separation at such a moment struck like a chill to the hearts of the sailors, who forthwith shook hands, and vowed earnestly that they would never do it again. In order to conciliate the man, Ben took up the umbrella, and pointing to the beautifully carved handle said  

You see its all but finished, and Im very anxious to git it done, so if youll let me keep it by me all to-night, Ill work as long as I can see, and be at it the first thing in the morning.

The man, pleased at the unusual interest which Ben took in the worn-out piece of goods, agreed to let him keep it by him. After carrying away all the other materials, and looking round to see that all was right, he locked them up for the night.

Left to themselves, they at once began to prepare for action. They drew forth all the different parts of the parachute (for such it really was, although the machine so named had never been seen, but only heard of, by the seamen), and disposed them in such a manner beside the hole in the floor as to be ready at a moments notice, either to be fitted on to the umbrella or thrust back into the place of concealment.

Their manacles had been taken off at the time they began to work, so that these were no longer impediments in the way.

Now, Bill, are the bars sure to give way, dye think?

Sartin sure, said Bill; theyre holdin by nothin thicker than a pin.

Very good, then, lets go to work. In an hour or so it will be dark enough to try our flyin machine, and then good-bye to France  or to the world. Its neck or nothin, dye see?

All right, answered Bill.

They sat down to work in good earnest. The spreading rim of canvas, instead of being tagged on as on former occasions, was now sewn securely to the umbrella, and when the latter was expanded, the canvas hung down all round it, and the numerous stays hung quite loose. Ben expected that the rapidity of the descent would suddenly expand this appendage, and check the speed. The ends of the loose cords were gathered up and fastened to the handle, as was also the binding-cord before referred to  all of which was done with that thoroughness of workmanship for which sailors are celebrated.

Then a stout cord was fastened to one of the stanchions of the window, which had been left uncut for the purpose.

When everything was ready the adventurous sailors began to experience all the anxiety which is inseparable from an action involving much danger, liability to frustration, and requiring the utmost caution combined with energy.

They waited until they thought the night was at its darkest. When all sounds around them had ceased, they took off their shoes and carefully lifted the bench to the wall under the window. Ben went up first by mounting on Bills shoulders. With one powerful wrench he pulled the iron framework of the window into the room, and handed it down to Bill, who stooped a little and placed it gently against the wall. His comrade then thrust his head and shoulders out at the window, and while in that awkward position spread his jacket over the sill. This was intended to protect the cord which was fastened to the top of the umbrella, and by which it was to be drawn up after his descent.

When this was done, Bill clambered up by the cord which hung from the uncut stanchion, and pushed the umbrella past Bens body until he got hold of the end of it, and drew it out altogether. Bill then descended into the cell, having the small cord in his hand, and watched the motions of his comrade with intense anxiety.

The window was so small that Ben could barely get his head and shoulders through it. There was no possibility of his getting on his feet or his knees to make a leap. The only course that remained for him, therefore, was to expand the umbrella, hold on tight, and then wriggle out until he should lose his balance and fall head foremost! It was an awful position. Bold though the seaman was, and desperate the circumstances, his strong frame quivered when he gazed down and felt himself gradually toppling. The height he knew to be little short of sixty feet, but in the dark night it appeared an abyss of horrible profundity. A cold sweat broke out upon him, and for one moment he felt an almost irresistible tendency to let go the umbrella and clutch the window-sill, but he was too late. Like lightning he shot down for a couple of yards; then the parachute expanded and checked him with such violence, as he swung round, that he nearly lost his hold and was thrown into a horizontal position  first on one side, then on the other. Finally, he reached the ground with a shock that almost took away his breath. He sat still for a moment or two, then rose slowly and shook himself, to ascertain whether he were still alive and sound! Immediately after he examined the parachute, found it all right, and gave his comrade the signal  a couple of tugs at the cord  to haul up.

Bill was scarcely less agitated than his friend. He had seen Bens legs disappear with a suddenness that told eloquently of his having taken flight, and stood in the cell above listening intently, while large drops of perspiration coursed down his face. On feeling the tug at the string, a mountain appeared to be lifted off his chest. Carefully he pulled up the umbrella. When it showed its point above the window-sill he clambered up and went through the same terrible ordeal. He was not, however, so fortunate as his friend, for, when he jumped, three of the stays gave way, which had the effect of slightly deranging the motion of the umbrella, and he came to the ground with such violence that he lay stunned and motionless, leading his horrified comrade to fear that he was killed. In a few minutes, however, he revived, and, on examination, found that no bones had been broken.

Now, Ben, what next? said Bill, getting up, and giving himself a shake.

The wall, said Ben, cant be far from where we stand. If there wos only a bit of moonshine it would help us.

Better as it is, whispered Bill, groping about, for the night was so intensely dark that it was scarcely possible to see a yard. I knows the way to the harbour, if we only manage to get out.  Ah, heres the wall, but its an oncommon high one!

This was indeed too true. The top of the wall was faintly visible like a black line across the dark sky, and when Ben mounted on Bills shoulders, it was found that he could only reach to within three feet of the bristling iron spikes with which it was surmounted. For half-an-hour they groped about, and made the discovery that they were in a small enclosure with bare walls of fifteen feet in height around them, and not a projection of any kind large enough for a mouse to lay hold of! In these circumstances many men would have given way to despair; but that was a condition of mind which neither of our tars ever thought of falling into. In the course of their explorations they came against each other, and immediately began an animated conversation in whispers, the result of which was that they groped for the umbrella, and, having found it, cut off all the cords about it, with which they proceeded to plait a rope strong enough to bear their weight. They sat down in silence to the work, leaning against the prison wall, and wrought for a full hour with the diligence of men whose freedom depends on their efforts. When finished, the rope was found to be about a yard too short for their purpose; but this defect was remedied by means of the canvas of their parachute, which they tore up into strips, twisted into an additional piece of rope, and spliced it to the other. A large loop was made on the end of it. Going once more to the wall, Ben mounted on Bills shoulders, and threw the loop over the top of the wall; it caught, as had been expected, on one of the iron spikes. Ben then easily hauled himself up, hand over hand, and, getting hold of two spikes, raised himself so that he could see over the wall. Immediately after he descended.

I sees nothin, Bill, so we must just go over and take our chance.

Bill agreed. Ben folded his coat, and ascending again, spread it over the spikes, so that he could lean on them with his chest without being pierced. Having re-ascended, Bill followed; the rope was then hauled up, and lowered on the other side. In another moment they slipped down, and stood on the ground.

Now, the question is, where are we! whispered Bill. Praps were only in another yard after all.

The sound of footsteps pacing slowly towards them was heard at that moment.

I do believe, whispered Bill, in an excited tone, that weve got into the street, an thats the sentry. Lets bolt.

We cant bolt, said Ben, cause, if I took my bearins right, hes between us an the shore, an it would be of no manner o use boltin into the country to be hunted down like a couple of foxes.

Then well floor him to begin with, whispered Bill.

Thats so, said Ben.

The sentry approached, and the sailors drew up close against the wall. Presently his dark form became faintly visible. Bill rushed at him at once, and delivered a blow that might have felled an ox at the spot where he supposed his chest was, sending the man back almost heels over head, while his arms rattled on the pavement. Instantly there were heard the sounds of opening locks, bolts, and bars. The two friends fled, and shouts were heard behind them, while lights flashed in various directions.

This way, Bill, cried Ben, turning down a narrow lane to avoid a lamp which came in sight when they turned a corner. A couple of belated and drunken French fishermen happened to observe them, and gave chase. Hold on, Ben, lets drop, and trip em up, said Bill.

All right, replied Ben; down with e.

They stopped suddenly, and squatted as low as possible. The lane was very narrow; the fishermen were close behind; they tumbled right over them, and fell heavily on their faces. While they were rising, our heroes knocked them both insensible, and hastily appropriating their coats and red caps put them on as they ran. By this time a crowd of fishermen, sailors, and others, among whom were a few soldiers and turnkeys with lanterns, were pursuing the fugitives as fast as was possible in so dark a night. Bill suggested that they should turn into a dark corner, and dodge them. The suggestion was acted on at once. They dashed round the first corner they came to, and then, instead of continuing their flight, turned sharp to the left, and hid in a doorway. The pursuers came pouring round the corner, shouting wildly. When the thickest of the crowd was opposite their place of concealment, Bill and Ben rushed into the midst of them with a shout, imitating the tones of the Frenchmen as nearly as possible, but taking care to avoid the use of word, and thus they joined in the pursuit! Gradually they fell behind, as if out-run, and, when they found themselves in rear, turned about, and made off in the opposite direction, then, diverging to the left, they headed again towards the shore, ran down to the beach, and leaped into the first boat they came to.

It happened to be a very small one,  a sort of dinghy. Ben thought it was too small, and was about to leap out and search for a larger, when lights suddenly appeared, and the shouts of the pursuers  who had discovered the ruse  were heard as they approached.

Shove off, Ben!

Hurrah, my hearties! cried the seaman with a stentorian shout as he seized an oar.

Next moment the little boat was flying over the smooth water of the port, the silence of which was now broken by exclamations and cries from the shipping in reply to those from the shore; while the splashing of oars were heard in all directions as men leaped into boats and rowed about at random. Darkness favoured the Englishmen, but it also proved the cause of their being very nearly re-captured; for they were within two yards of the battery at the mouth of the harbour before they observed it, and swerved aside just in time to avoid a collision. But they had been seen, and a random discharge of musketry followed. This was succeeded by the sudden blaze of a blue light, which revealed the whole port swarming with boats and armed men,  a sight which acted so powerfully on the warlike spirits of the sailors that they started up simultaneously, flung their red caps into the air, and gave vent to a hearty British cheer, which Ben Bolter followed up as they resumed the oars, with Old England for ever! farewell, Mounseers!

The blue light went out and left everything in darkness thicker than ever, but not before a rapid though ineffective discharge of musketry had been made from the battery. Another blue light, however, showed that the fugitives were getting rapidly out to sea beyond the range of musketry, and that boats were leaving the port in chase. Before the light expired a cloud of smoke burst from the battery, and the roar of a heavy gun rushed over the sea. An instant later and the water was torn up by grape-shot all round the little boat; but not a ball touched them save one, which struck Bill Bowls on the left hand and cut off his thumb.

I think theres a mast and sail in the bottom of the boat, and here comes a breeze, said Ben; give me your oar, and try to hoist it, Bill.

Without mentioning his wound, our hero did as he was bid; and not until the boat was leaping over the ruffled sea did he condescend to bind up the wounded hand with his necktie. Soon they were beyond the range of blue lights and artillery.

Have e any notion what course were steerin? inquired Bill.

None wotsomediver, answered Ben.

Soon after that, however, the sky cleared a little, and Bill got sight of part of the constellation of the Great Bear. Although the pole-star was not visible, he guessed pretty nearly its position, and thus ascertained that the breeze came from the south-west. Trimming the lug-sail accordingly, the tars turned the prow of the little craft to the northward, and steered for the shores of old England.



About a year after this stirring incident, a remarkably noisy party was assembled at tea in the prim little parlour of Mrs Blyths cottage in Fairway. Besides the meek old soul herself, there were present on that occasion our old friends Ben Bolter and Tom Riggles, the latter of whom flourished a wooden stump instead of a right leg, and wore the garb of a Greenwich pensioner. His change of circumstances did not appear to have decreased his love for tobacco. Ben had obtained leave of absence from his ship for a day or two, and, after having delighted the heart of his old mother by a visit, had called at the cottage to pay his respects to his old messmate, little thinking that he would find Tom Riggles there before him. Miss Bessy Blunt was also present; and it was plain, from the expression of her speaking countenance, that she had not forgiven Ben, but tolerated him under protest. Our hero and sweet Nelly Blyth were not of the party, however, because they happened just then to prefer a quiet chat in the summer-house in the back-garden. We will not presume to detail much of the conversation that passed between them. One or two of the concluding sentences must suffice.

Yes, Bill, said Nelly, in reply to something that her companion had whispered in her ear, you know well enough that I am glad to-morrow is our wedding-day. I have told you so already, fifty times at least.

Only thrice, Nell, if so often, said Bill. Well, that was the luckiest shot the Frenchmen ever fired at me; for if I hadnt had my thumb took off I couldnt have left the sarvice, dye see; and that would have delayed my marriage with you, Nell. But now, as the old song says  

No more Ill roam
Away from home,
Across the stormy sea.
Ill anchor here,
My Nelly dear,
And live for love and thee.
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Preface.

This tale, reader  if you read it through  will give you some insight into the condition, value, and vicissitudes of the light-vessels, or floating lighthouses, which guard the shores of this kingdom, and mark the dangerous shoals lying off some of our harbours and roadsteads. It will also convey to you  if you dont skip  a general idea of the life and adventures of some of the men who have manned these interesting and curious craft in time past, as well as give you some account of the sayings and doings of several other personages more or less connected with our coasts. May you read it with pleasure and profit, and may your shadow never be less.

I gratefully express my acknowledgment and tender my best thanks to the Elder Brethren of the Trinity House, to whose kindness I am indebted for having been permitted to spend a week on board the Gull-stream light-vessel, one of the three floating-lights which mark the Goodwin Sands; and to Robin Allen, Esquire, Secretary to the Trinity House, who has kindly furnished me with valuable books, papers, and information. I have also gratefully to tender my best thanks to Captain Valle, District Superintendent under the Trinity House at Ramsgate, for the ready and extremely kind manner in which he afforded me every facility for visiting the various light-vessels and buoys of his district, and for observing the nature and duties of the service.

To the master of the Gull, whose bunk I occupied while he was on shore  to Mr John Leggett, the mate, who was in command during the period of my visit  and to the men of the Floating-light I have to offer my heartfelt thanks for not only receiving me with generous hospitality, but for treating me with hearty goodwill during my pleasant sojourn with them in their interesting and peculiar home.

My best thanks, for much useful and thrilling information, are due to Mr Isaac Jarman, the coxswain, and Mr Fish, the bowman, of the Ramsgate Lifeboat-men who may be said to carry their lives continually in their hands, and whose profession it is to go out at the call of duty and systematically grapple with Death and rob him of his prey. To the Harbour Master, and Deputy Harbour Master at Ramsgate, I am also indebted for information and assistance, and to Mr Reading, the master of the Aid steam-tug, which attends upon, and shares the perils of, the Lifeboat.

R.M. Ballantyne.

Edinburgh, 1870.




Chapter One.

Particular Inquiries.

A light  clear, ruddy and brilliant, like a huge carbuncle  uprose one evening from the deep, and remained hovering about forty feet above the surface, scattering its rays far and wide, over the Downs to Ramsgate and Deal, along the coast towards Dover, away beyond the North Foreland, across the Goodwin Sands, and far out upon the bosom of the great North Sea.

It was a chill November evening, when this light arose, in the year  well, it matters not what year. We have good reasons, reader, for shrouding this point in mystery. It may have been recently; it may have been long, long ago. We dont intend to tell. It was not the first time of that lights appearance, and it certainly was not the last. Let it suffice that what we are about to relate did happen, sometime or other within the present century.

Besides being cold, the evening in question was somewhat stormy gusty, as was said of it by a traveller with a stern visage and remarkably keen grey eyes, who entered the coffee-room of an hotel which stood on the margin of Ramsgate harbour facing the sea, and from the upper windows of which the light just mentioned was visible.

It is, sir, said the waiter, in reply to the gusty observation, stirring the fire while the traveller divested himself of his hat and greatcoat.

Think its going to blow hard? inquired the traveller, planting himself firmly on the hearth-rug, with his back to the fire, and his thumbs hooked into the armholes of his waistcoat.

It may, sir, and it may not, answered the waiter, with the caution of a man who has resolved, come what may, never to commit himself. Sometimes it comes on to blow, sir, wen we dont look for it; at other times it falls calm wen we least expects it. I dont pretend to understand much about the weather myself, sir, but I shouldnt wonder if it was to come on to blow ard. It aint an uncommon thing at Ramsgate, sir.

The traveller, who was a man of few words, said Humph! to which the waiter dutifully replied Yessir, feeling, no doubt, that the observation was too limited to warrant a lengthened rejoinder.

The waiter of the Fortress Hotel had a pleasant, sociable, expressive countenance, which beamed into a philanthropic smile as he added  

Can I do anything for you, sir?

Yes  tea, answered the traveller with the keen grey eyes, turning, and poking the fire with the heel of his boot.

Anything with it, sir? asked the waiter with that charmingly confident air peculiar to his class, which induces one almost to believe that if a plate of elephants foot or a slice of crocodiles tail were ordered it would be produced, hot, in a few minutes.

Dyou happen to know a man of the name of Jones in the town? demanded the traveller, facing round abruptly.

The waiter replied that he had the pleasure of knowing at least seven Joneses in the town.

Does one of the seven deal largely in cured fish and own a small sloop? asked the traveller.

Yessir, he do, but he dont live in Ramsgate; he belongs to Yarmouth, sir, comes ere only now and then.

Dyou know anything about him?

No, sir, he dont frequent this otel.

The waiter said this in a tone which showed that he deemed that fact sufficient to render Jones altogether unworthy of human interest; but I believe, he added slowly, that he is said to ave plenty of money, bears a bad character, and is rather fond of his bottle, sir.

You know nothing more?

Nothing, sir.

Ham and eggs, dry toast and shrimps, said the keen-eyed traveller in reply to the reiterated question.

Before these viands were placed on the table the brief twilight had passed away and darkness en-shrouded land and sea. After they had been consumed the traveller called for the latest local paper, to which he devoted himself for an hour with unflagging zeal  reading it straight through, apparently, advertisements and all, with as much diligence as if it were a part of his professional business to do so. Then he tossed it away, rang the bell, and ordered a candle.

I suppose, he said, pointing towards the sea, as he was about to quit the room, that that is the floating light?

It is one of em, sir, replied the waiter. There are three lights on the sands, sir; the Northsan ead, the Gull-stream, and the Southsan ead. That one, sir, is the Gull.

How far off may it be?

About four miles, sir.

What is the mates name?

Welton, sir, John Welton.

Is he aboard just now?

Yessir, its the masters month ashore. The master and mate ave it month an month about, sir  one month afloat, next month ashore; but it seems to me, sir, that they have arder work wen ashore than they ave wen afloat  lookin after the Trinity stores, sir, an goin off in the tender to shift and paint the buoys an such like; but then you see, sir, wen its their turn ashore they always gits home to spend the nights with their families, sir, wich is a sort of compensation, as it were,  thats where it is, sir.

Humph! dyou know what time it is slack water out there in the afternoon just now?

About three oclock, sir.

Call me at nine to-morrow; breakfast at half-past; beefsteaks, coffee, dry toast. Good-night.

Yessir  good-night, sir  Number 27, sir, first floor, left-hand side.

Number 27 slammed his door with that degree of violence which indicates a stout arm and an easy conscience. In less than quarter of an hour the keen grey eyes were veiled in slumber, as was proved unmistakably to the household by the sounds that proceeded from the nose to which these eyes belonged.

It is not unfrequently found that strength of mind, vigour of body, high colour, and a tremendous appetite are associated with great capacity for snoring. The man with the keen grey eyes possessed all these qualities, as well as a large chin and a firm mouth, full of very strong white teeth. He also possessed the convenient power of ability to go to sleep at a moments notice and to remain in that felicitous condition until he chose to awake. His order to be called in the morning had reference merely to hot water; for at the time of which we write men were still addicted to the ridiculous practice of shaving  a practice which, as every one knows, is now confined chiefly to very old men  who naturally find it difficult to give up the bad habit of a lifetime  and to little boys, who erroneously suppose that the use of a sharp penknife will hasten Natures operations.

Exactly at nine oclock, a knock at the door and Ot water, sir, sounded in the ears of Nunber 27. At half-past nine precisely Number 27 entered the coffee-room, and was so closely followed by the waiter with breakfast that it seemed as if that self-sacrificing functionary had sat up all night keeping the meal hot in order to testify, by excessive punctuality, the devotion of his soul to duty.

The keen-eyed man had a keen appetite, if one might judge from appearances in such a matter. A thick underdone steak that overwhelmed his plate appeared to melt away rapidly from before him. Potatoes he disposed of in two bites each; small ones were immolated whole. Of mustard he used as much as might have made a small-sized plaster; pepper he sowed broadcast; he made no account whatever of salt, and sugar was as nothing before him. There was a peculiar crash in the sound produced by the biting of his toast, which was suggestive at once of irresistible power and thorough disintegration. Coffee went down in half-cup gulps; shrimps disappeared in shoals, shells and all; and  in short, his proceedings might have explained to an intelligent observer how it is that so many men grow to be exceedingly fat, and why it is that hotel proprietors cannot afford to lower their apparently exorbitant charges. The waiter, standing modestly by, and looking on with solemn interest, mentally attributed the travellers extraordinary powers and high health to the fact that he neither smoked nor drank. It would be presumptuous in us to hazard a speculation on this subject in the face of an opinion held by one who was so thoroughly competent to judge.

Breakfast over, the keen-eyed man put on his hat and overcoat and sallied forth to the harbour, where he spent the greater part of the forenoon in loitering about, inspecting the boats  particularly the lifeboat  and the shipping with much interest, and entering into conversation with the boatmen who lounged upon the pier. He was very gracious to the coxswain of the lifeboat  a bluff, deep-chested, hearty, neck-or-nothing sort of man, with an intelligent eye, almost as keen as his own, and a manner quite as prompt. With this coxswain he conversed long about the nature of his stirring and dangerous duties. He then made inquiry about his crew: how many men he had, and their circumstances; and, by the way, whether any of them happened to be named Jones. One of them was so named, the coxswain said  Tom Jones. This led the traveller to ask if Tom Jones owned a small sloop. No, he didnt own a sloop, not even a boat. Was there any other Jones in the town who owned a small sloop and dealt largely in cured fish? Yes there was, and he was a regular gallows-bird, if all reports were true, the coxswain told him.

The traveller did not press the subject long. Having brought it up as it were incidentally, he dismissed it carelessly, and again concentrated his attention and interest on the lifeboat.

To all the men with whom he conversed this bluff man with the keen grey eyes put the same question, and he so contrived to put it that it seemed to be a matter of comparatively little interest to him whether there was or was not a man of the name of Jones in the town. Nevertheless, he gained all the information about Jones that he desired, and then, hiring a boat, set out for the floating light.

The weather, that had appeared threatening during the night, suddenly became calm and fine, as if to corroborate the statement of the waiter of the Fortress Hotel in regard to its uncertainty; but knowing men in oilcloth souwesters and long boots gave it as their opinion that the weather was not to be trusted. Fortunately for the traveller, it remained trustworthy long enough to serve his purpose. The calm permitted his boat to go safely alongside of the light-ship, and to climb up the side without difficulty.

The vessel in which he found himself was not by any means what we should style clipper-built  quite the reverse. It was short for its length, bluff in the bows, round in the stern, and painted all over, excepting the mast and deck, of a bright red colour, like a great scarlet dragon, or a gigantic boiled lobster. It might have been mistaken for the first attempt in the ship-building way of an infatuated boy, whose acquaintance with ships was founded on hearsay, and whose taste in colour was violently eccentric. This remarkable thing had one immense mast in the middle of it, supported by six stays, like the Norse galleys of old, but it had no yards; for, although the sea was indeed its home, and it incessantly braved the fury of the storm, diurnally cleft the waters of flood and ebb-tide, and gallantly breasted the billows of ocean all the year round, it had no need of sails. It never advanced an inch on its course, for it had no course. It never made for any port. It was never either homeward or outward bound. No streaming eyes ever watched its departure; no beating hearts ever hailed its return. Its bowsprit never pointed either to Greenlands icy mountains, or Indias coral strand, for it had no bowsprit at all. Its helm was never swayed to port or starboard, although it had a helm, because the vessel turned submissive with the tides, and its rudder, being lashed hard and fast amidships  like most weather-cocks  couldnt move. Its doom was to tug perpetually, day and night, from year to year, at a gigantic anchor which would not let go, and to strain at a monster chain-cable which would not snap  in short, to strive for ever, like Sisyphus, after something which can never be attained.

A sad destiny, some may be tempted to exclaim. No, reader, not so sad as it appears. We have presented but one side of the picture. That curious, almost ridiculous-looking craft, was among the aristocracy of shipping. Its important office stamped it with nobility. It lay there, conspicuous in its royal colour, from day to day and year to year, to mark the fair-way between the white cliffs of Old England and the outlying shoals  distinguished in daylight by a huge ball at its mast-head, and at night by a magnificent lantern with argand lamps and concave reflectors, which shot its rays like lightning far and wide over the watery waste, while, in thick weather, when neither ball nor light could be discerned, a sonorous gong gave its deep-toned warning to the approaching mariner, and let him know his position amid the surrounding dangers. Without such warnings by night and by day, the world would suffer the loss of thousands of lives and untold millions of gold. Indeed the mere absence of such warnings for one stormy night would certainly result in loss irreparable to life and property. As well might Great Britain dispense with her armies as with her floating lights! That boiled-lobster-like craft was also, if we may be allowed to say so, stamped with magnanimity, because its services were disinterested and universal. While other ships were sailing grandly to their ports in all their canvas panoply, and swelling with the pride of costly merchandise within, each unmindful of the other, this ship remained floating there, destitute of cargo, either rich or poor, never in port, always on service, serene in all the majesty of her one settled self-sacrificing purpose  to guide the converging navies of the world safely past the dangerous shoals that meet them on their passage to the worlds greatest port, the Thames, or to speed them safely thence when outward-bound. That unclipperly craft, moreover, was a gallant vessel, because its post was one of danger. When other ships fled on the wings of terror  or of storm trysails  to seek refuge in harbour and roadstead, this one merely lengthened her cable  as a knight might shake loose the reins of his war-horse on the eve of conflict  and calmly awaited the issue, prepared to let the storm do its worst, and to meet it with a bold front. It lay right in the Channel, too, i the imminent deadly breach, as it were, prepared to risk encounter with the thousands of ships, great and small, which passed to and fro continually;  to be grazed and fouled by clumsy steersmen, and to be run into at night by unmanageable wrecks or derelicts; ready for anything in fact  come weal come woe, blow high blow low  in the way of duty, for this vessel was the Floating Light that marked the Gull-stream off the celebrated and fatal Goodwin Sands.




Chapter Two.

The Floating Light Becomes the Scene of Floating Surmises and Vague Suspicions.

It must not be supposed, from what has been said, that the Gull Lightship was the only vessel of the kind that existed at that time. But she was a good type of the class of vessels (numbering at present about sixty) to which she belonged, and, both as regarded her situation and duties, was, and still is, one of the most interesting among the floating lights of the kingdom.

When the keen-eyed traveller stepped upon her well-scrubbed deck, he was courteously received by the mate, Mr John Welton, a strongly-built man above six feet in height, with a profusion of red hair, huge whiskers, and a very peculiar expression of countenance, in which were united calm self-possession, coolness, and firmness, with great good-humour and affability.

You are Mr Welton, I presume? said the traveller abruptly, touching his hat with his forefinger in acknowledgment of a similar salute from the mate.

That is my name, sir.

Will you do me the favour to read this letter? said the traveller, selecting a document from a portly pocket-book, and presenting it.

Without reply the mate unfolded the letter and quietly read it through, after which he folded and returned it to his visitor, remarking that he should be happy to furnish him with all the information he desired, if he would do him the favour to step down into the cabin.

I may set your mind at rest on one point at once, observed the stranger, as he moved towards the companion-hatch, my investigations have no reference whatever to yourself.

Mr Welton made no reply, but a slight look of perplexity that had rested on his brow while he read the letter cleared away.

Follow me, Mr Larks, he said, turning and descending the ladder sailor-fashion  which means crab-wise.

Do you happen to know anything, asked Mr Larks, as he prepared to follow, about a man of the name of Jones? I have come to inquire particularly about him, and about your son, who, I am told

The remainder of the sentence was lost in the cabin of the floating light. Here, with the door and skylight shut, the mate remained closeted for a long time in close conference with the keen-eyed man, much to the surprise of the two men who constituted the watch on deck, because visitors of any kind to a floating light were about as rare as snowflakes in July, and the sudden advent of a visitor, who looked and acted mysteriously, was in itself a profound mystery. Their curiosity, however, was only gratified to this extent, that they observed the stranger and the mate through the skylight bending earnestly over several newspapers spread out before them on the cabin table.

In less than an hour the keen-eyed man re-appeared on deck, bade the mate an abrupt good-bye, nodded to the men who held the ropes for him, descended into the boat, and took his departure for the shore whence he had come.

By this time the sun was beginning to approach the horizon. The mate of the floating light took one or two turns on the deck, at which he gazed earnestly, as if his future destiny were written there. He then glanced at the compass and at the vessels bow, after which he leant over the side of the red-dragon, and looked down inquiringly at the flow of the tide. Presently his attention was fixed on the shore, behind which the sun was about to set, and, after a time, he directed a stern look towards the sky, as if he were about to pick a quarrel with that part of the universe, but thinking better of it, apparently, he unbent his brows, let his eyes fall again on the deck, and muttered to himself, Hm! I expected as much.

What it was that he expected, Mr John Welton never told from that day to this, so it cannot be recorded here, but, after stating the fact, he crossed his arms on his broad chest, and, leaning against the stern of his vessel, gazed placidly along the deck, as if he were taking a complacent survey of the vast domain over which he ruled.

It was an interesting kingdom in detail. Leaving out of view all that which was behind him, and which, of course, he could not see, we may remark that, just before him stood the binnacle and compass, and the cabin skylight. On his right and left the territory of the quarter-deck was seriously circumscribed, and the promenade much interfered with, by the ships boats, which, like their parent, were painted red, and which did not hang at the davits, but, like young lobsters of the kangaroo type, found shelter within their mother, when not at sea on their own account. Near to them were two signal-carronades. Beyond the skylight rose the bright brass funnel of the cabin chimney, and the winch, by means of which the lantern was hoisted. Then came another skylight, and the companion-hatch about the centre of the deck. Just beyond this stood the most important part of the vessel  the lantern-house. This was a circular wooden structure, above six feet in diameter, with a door and small windows. Inside was the lantern  the beautiful piece of costly mechanism for which the light-ship, its crew, and its appurtenances were maintained. Right through the centre of this house rose the thick unyielding mast of the vessel. The lantern, which was just a little less than its house, surrounded this mast and travelled upon it. Beyond this the capital of the kingdom, the eye of the monarch was arrested by another bright brass funnel, which was the chimney of the galley-fire, and indicated the exact position of the abode of the crew, or  to continue our metaphor  the populace, who, however, required no such indicator to tell of their existence or locality, for the chorus of a nigger melody burst from them, ever and anon, through every opening in the decks, with jovial violence, as they sat, busily engaged on various pieces of work below. The more remote parts of this landscape  or light-scape, if we may be allowed the expression  were filled up with the galley-skylight, the bitts, and the windlass, above which towered the gong, and around which twined the two enormous chain cables. Only one of these, however, was in use  that, with a single mushroom-anchor, being sufficient to hold the ship securely against tide and tempest.

In reference to this we may remark in passing that the cable of a floating light is frequently renewed, and that the chafing of the links at the hawse-hole is distributed by the occasional paying out or hauling in of a few yards of chain  a process which is styled easing the nip.

Horroo! me hearty, yere as clain as a ladys watch, exclaimed a man of rugged form but pleasant countenance, as he issued from the small doorway of the lantern-house with a bundle of waste in one hand and an oil-can in the other.

This was one of the lamplighters of the light-ship  Jerry MacGowl  a man whose whole soul was, so to speak, in that lantern. It was his duty to clip and trim the wicks, and fill the lamps, and polish the reflectors and brasses, and oil the joints and wheels (for this was a revolving  in other words a flashing light), and clean the glasses and windows. As there were nine lights to attend to, and get ready for nightly service, it may be easily understood that the lamplighters duty was no sinecure.

The shout of Jerry recalled the king from his contemplation of things in general to the lantern in particular.

All ready to hoist, Jerry? inquired Mr Welton, going forward.

All ready, sir, exclaimed the man, looking at his handiwork with admiration, and carefully removing a speck of dust that had escaped his notice from one of the plate-glass windows; Ant she a purty thing now?  baits the best Ginaiva watch as iver was made. Ye might ait yer supper off her floor and shave in the reflictors.

Thats a fact, Jerry, with no end of oil to your salad too, said Mr Welton, surveying the work of the lamplighter with a critical eye.

True for ye, replied Jerry, an as much cotton waste as ye like without sinful extravagance.

The sun will be down in a few minutes, said the mate, turning round and once more surveying the western horizon.

Jerry admitted that, judging from past experience, there was reason to believe in the probability of that event; and then, being of a poetical temperament, he proceeded to expatiate upon the beauty of the evening, which was calm and serene.

Dye know, sir, he said, gazing towards the shore, between which and the floating light a magnificent fleet of merchantmen lay at anchor waiting for a breeze  each vessel reflected clearly in the water along with the dazzling clouds of gold that towered above the setting sun Dye know, sir, I niver sees a sky like that but it minds me o the blissid green hills an purty lakes of owld Ireland, an fills me buzzum wid a sort of inspiration till it feels fit amost to bust.

You should have been a poet, Jerry, observed the mate, in a contemplative tone, as he surveyed the shipping through his telescope.

Just what Ive often thought mesilf, sir, replied Jerry, wiping his forehead with the bunch of waste many a time Ive said to mesilf, in a thoughtful mood  

Wan little knows what dirty cloes

May kiver up a poet;

What fires may burn an flout an skurn,

An no wan iver know it.

Thats splendid, Jerry; but whats the meanin of skurn?

Sorrow wan of me knows, sir, but it conveys the idee somehow; dont it, now?

Im not quite sure that it does, said the mate, walking aft and consulting his chronometer for the last time, after which he put his head down the hatchway and shouted, Up lights! in a deep sonorous voice.

Ay, ay, sir, came the ready response from below, followed by the prompt appearance of the other lamplighter and the four seamen who composed the crew of the vessel Jerry turned on his heel, murmuring, in a tone of pity, that the mate, poor man, had no soul for poethry.

Five of the crew manned the winch; the mate and Jerry went to a block-tackle which was also connected with the lifting apparatus. Then the order to hoist was given, and immediately after, just as the sun went down, the floating light went up,  a modest yet all-important luminary of the night. Slowly it rose, for the lantern containing it weighed full half a ton, and caused the hoisting chain and pulleys to groan complainingly. At last it reached its destination at the head of the thick part of the mast, but about ten or fifteen feet beneath the ball. As it neared the top, Jerry sprang up the chain-ladder to connect the lantern with the rod and pinion by means of which, with clockwork beneath, it was made to revolve and flash once every third of a minute.

Simultaneously with the ascent of the Gull light there arose out of the sea three bright stars on the nor-eastern horizon, and another star in the south-west. The first were the three fixed lights of the lightship that marked the North sandhead; the latter was the fixed light that guarded the South sandhead. The Goodwin sentinels were now placed for the night, and the commerce of the world might come and go, and pass those dreaded shoals, in absolute security.

Ere long the lights of the shipping in the Downs were hung out, and one by one the lamps on shore shone forth  those which marked the entrance of Ramsgate harbour being conspicuous for colour and brilliancy  until the water, which was so calm as to reflect them all, seemed alive with perpendicular streams of liquid fire; land and sea appearing to be the subjects of one grand illumination. A much less poetical soul than that of the enthusiastic lamp-lighter might have felt a touch of unwonted inspiration on such a night, and in such a scene. The effect on the mind was irresistibly tranquillising. While contemplating the multitudes of vessels that lay idle and almost motionless on the glassy water, the thought naturally arose that each black hull en-shrouded human beings who were gradually sinking into rest  relaxing after the energies of the past day  while the sable cloak of night descended, slowly and soothingly, as if God were spreading His hand gently over all to allay the fever of mans busy day-life and calm him into needful rest.

The watch of the floating light having been set, namely, two men to perambulate the deck  a strict watch being kept on board night and day  the rest of the crew went below to resume work, amuse themselves, or turn in as they felt inclined.

While they were thus engaged, and darkness was deepening on the scene, Welton stood on the quarterdeck observing a small sloop that floated slowly towards the lightship. Her sails were indeed set, but no breath of wind bulged them out; her onward progress was caused by the tide, which had by that time begun to set with a strong current to the northward. When within about a cables length, the rattle of her chain told that the anchor had been let go. A few minutes later, a boat was seen to push off from the sloop and make for the lightship. Two men rowed it and a third steered. Owing to the force of the current they made the vessel with some difficulty.

Heave us a rope, cried one of the men, as they brushed past.

No visitors allowed aboard, replied Mr Welton sternly; catching up, nevertheless, a coil of rope.

Hallo! father, surely youve become very unhospitable, exclaimed another voice from the boat.

Why, Jim, is that you, my son? cried the mate, as he flung the coil over the side.

The boatmen caught it, and next moment Jim stood on the deck  a tall strapping young seaman of twenty or thereabouts  a second edition of his father, but more active and lithe in his motions.

Why you creep up to us, Jim, like a thief in the night. What brings you here, lad, at such an hour? asked Mr Welton, senior, as he shook hands with his son.

Ive come to have a talk with ee, father. As to creeping like a thief, a man must creep with the tide when theres no wind, dye see, if he dont come to an anchor. Tis said that time and tide wait for no man; that bein so, I have come to see you now that Ive got the chance. Thats where it is. But I cant stay long, for old Jones will

What! interrupted the mate with a frown, as he led his son to the forepart of the vessel, in order to be out of earshot of the watch, have ee really gone an shipped with that scoundrel again, after all Ive said to ee?

I have, father, answered the young man with a perplexed expression; it is about that same that Ive come to talk to ee, and to explain

You have need to explain, Jim, said the mate sternly, for it seems to me that you are deliberately taking up with bad company; and I see in you already one o the usual consequences; you dont care much for your fathers warnings.

Dont say that, father, exclaimed the youth earnestly, I am sure that if you knew  stay; Ill send back the boat, with orders to return for me in an hour or so.

Saying this he hurried to the gangway, dismissed the boat, and returned to the forepart of the vessel, where he found his father pacing the deck with an anxious and somewhat impatient air.

Father, said Jim, as he walked up and down beside his sire, I have made up my mind that it is my duty to remain, at least a little longer with Jones, because

Your duty! interrupted the mate in surprise. James! he added, earnestly, you told me not long ago that you had taken to attending the prayer-meetings at the sailors chapel when you could manage it, and I was glad to hear you say so, because I think that the man who feels his need of the help of the Almighty, and acts upon his feeling, is safe to escape the rocks and shoals of life  always supposin that he sails by the right chart  the Bible; but tell me, does the missionary, or the Bible, teach that it is any ones duty to take up with a swearing, drinking scoundrel, who is going from bad to worse, and has got the name of being worthy of a berth in Newgate?

We cannot tell, father, whether all thats said of Morley Jones be true. We may have our suspicions, but we cant prove tem; and theres no occasion to judge a man too soon.

That may be so, Jim, but that is no reason why you should consort with a man who can do you no goods and, will certainly do ee much harm, when youve no call for to do so. Why do ee stick by him  thats what I want to know  when everybody says hell be the ruin of you? And why do ee always put me off with vague answers when I git upon that subject? You did not use to act like that, Jim. You were always fair an above-board in your young days. But whats the use of askin? Its plain that bad company has done it, an my only wonder is, how you ever come to play the hypocrite to that extent, as to go to the prayer-meeting and make believe youve turned religious.

There was a little bitterness mingled with the tone of remonstrance in which this was said, which appeared to affect the young man powerfully, for his face crimsoned as he stopped and laid his hand on his fathers shoulder.

Whatever follies or sins I may have committed, he said, solemnly, I have not acted a hypocrites part in this matter. Did you ever yet find me out, father, tellin you a lie?

Well, I cant say I ever did, answered the mate with a relenting smile, xcept that time when you skimmed all the cream off the milk and capsized the dish and said the cat done it, although you was slobbered with it from your nose to your toes  but you was a very small fellow at that time, you was, and hadnt got much ballast aboard nor begun to stow your conscience.

Well, father, resumed Jim with a half-sad smile, you may depend upon it I am not going to begin to deceive you now. My dear mothers last words to me on that dreary night when she died, Always stick to the truth, Jim, whatever it may cost you,  have never been forgotten, and I pray God they never may be. Believe me when I tell you that I never join Morley in any of his sinful doings, especially his drinking bouts. You know that I am a total abstainer

No, youre not, cried Mr Welton, senior; you dont abstain totally from bad company, Jim, and its that I complain of.

I never join him in his drinking bouts, repeated Jim, without noticing the interruption; and as he never confides to me any of his business transactions, I have no reason to say that I believe them to be unfair. As I said before, I may suspect, but suspicion is not knowledge; we have no right to condemn him on mere suspicion.

True, my son; but you have a perfect right to steer clear of him on mere suspicion.

No doubt, replied Jim, with some hesitation in his tone, but there are circumstances

There you go again with your circumstances, exclaimed Welton senior with some asperity; why dont you heave circumstances overboard, rig the pumps and make a clean breast of it? Surely its better to do that than let the ship go to the bottom!

Because, father, the circumstances dont all belong to myself. Other peoples affairs keep my tongue tied. I do assure you that if it concerned only myself, I would tell you everything; and, indeed, when the right time comes, I promise to tell you all  but in the meantime I  I

Jim, said Mr Welton, senior, stopping suddenly and confronting his stalwart son, tell me honestly, now, isnt there a pretty girl mixed up in this business?

Jim stood speechless, but a mantling flush, which the rays of the revolving light deepened on his sunburnt countenance, rendered speech unnecessary.

I knew it, exclaimed the mate, resuming his walk and thrusting his hands deeper into the pockets of his coat, it never was otherwise since Adam got married to Eve. Whatever mischief is going youre sure to find a woman underneath the very bottom of it, no matter how deep you go! If it wasnt that the girls are at the bottom of everything good as well as everything bad, Id be glad to see the whole bilin of em made fast to all the sinkers of all the buoys along the British coast and sent to the bottom of the North Sea.

I suspect that if that were done, said Jim, with a laugh, youd soon have all the boys on the British coast making earnest inquiries after their sinkers! But after all, father, although the girls are hard upon us sometimes, you must admit that we couldnt get on without em.

True for ye, boy, observed Jerry MacGowl, who, coming up at that moment, overheard the conclusion of the sentence. Its mesilf as superscribes to that same. Havent the swate creeturs led me the life of a dog; turned me inside out like an owld stockin, trod me in the dust as if I was benaith contimpt an riven me heart to mortial tatters, but I couldnt get on widout em nohow for all that. As the pote might say, av he only knowd how to putt it in proper verse:  

Och, woman dear, ye darlin,

Its I would iver be

Yer praises caterwaulin

In swaitest melodee!

Mind your own business, Jerry, said the mate, interrupting the flow of the poets inspiration.

Sure its that same Im doin, sir, replied the man, respectfully touching his cap as he advanced towards the gong that surrounded the windlass and uncovered it. Dont ye see the fog a-comin down like the wolf on the fold, an aint it my dooty to play a little tshune for the benefit o the public?

Jerry hit the instrument as he spoke and drowned his own voice in its sonorous roar. He was driven from his post, however, by Dick Moy, one of the watch, who, having observed the approaching fog had gone forward to sound the gong, and displayed his dislike to interference by snatching the drumstick out of Jerrys hand and hitting him a smart blow therewith on the top of his head.

As further conversation was under the circumstances impossible, John Welton and his son retired to the cabin, where the former detailed to the latter the visit of the strange gentleman with the keen grey eyes, and the conversation that had passed between them regarding Morley Jones. Still the youth remained unmoved, maintaining that suspicion was not proof, although he admitted that things now looked rather worse than they had done before.

While the father and son were thus engaged, a low moaning wail and an unusual heave of the vessel caused them to hasten on deck, just as one of the watch put his head down the hatch and shouted, A squall, sir, brewing up from the nor-east.




Chapter Three.

A Disturbed Night; a Wreck and an Unexpected Rescue.

The aspect of the night had completely changed. The fog had cleared away; heavy clouds rolled athwart the sky; a deeper darkness descended on the shipping at anchor in the Downs, and a gradually increasing swell caused the Gull to roll a little and tug uneasily at her cable. Nevertheless the warning light at her mast-head retained its perpendicular position in consequence of a clever adaptation of mechanism on the principle of the universal joint.

With the rise of the swell came the first rush of the squall.

If they dont send the boat at once, youll have to spend the night with us, Jim, said the mate, looking anxiously in the direction of the sloop belonging to Morley Jones, the dark outlines of which could just be seen looming of a deeper black against the black sky.

Its too late even now, returned Jim in an anxious tone; the boat, like everything else about the sloop, is a rotten old thing, and would be stove against the side in this swell, slight though it be as yet. But my chief trouble is, that the cables are not fit to hold her if it comes on to blow hard.

For some time the wind increased until it blew half a gale. At that point it continued steady, and as it gave no indication of increasing, John Welton and his son returned to the cabin, where the latter amused himself in glancing over some of the books in the small library with which the ship was furnished, while the sire busied himself in posting up the ships log for the day.

For a considerable time they were silent, the one busily engaged writing, the other engrossed with a book. At last Mr Welton senior heaved a deep sigh, and said, while he carefully dotted an i and stroked a t  

It has always been my opinion, Jim, that when boys are bein trained for the sea, they should be taught writing in a swing or an omnibus, in order to get em used to do it in difficult circumstances. There she goes again, he added, referring to a lurch of the vessel which caused the tail of a y to travel at least two inches out of its proper course. Now, that jobs done. Ill turn in for a spell, and advise you to do the same, lad.

No, Ill go on deck and have a talk with Dick Moy. If the gale dont increase Ill perhaps turn in, but I couldnt sleep just now for thinkin o the sloop.

Please yourself, my son, an youll please me, replied the mate with a smile which ended in a yawn as he opened the door of a small sleeping berth, and disappeared into its recesses.

James Welton stood for a few minutes with his back to the small fireplace, and stared meditatively at the cabin lamp.

The cabin of the floating light was marvellously neat and immaculately clean. There was evidence of a well-ordered household in the tidiness with which everything was put away in its proper place, even although the fair hand of woman had nothing to do with it, and clumsy man reigned paramount and alone! The cabin itself was very small  about ten feet or so in length, and perhaps eight in width. The roof was so low that Jim could not stand quite erect because of the beams. The grate resembled a toy, and was of brass polished so bright that you might have used it for a looking-glass; the fire in it was proportionately small, but large enough for the place it had to warm. A crumb or speck of dust could scarce have been found on the floor with a microscope,  and no wonder, for whenever John Welton beheld the smallest symptom of such a blemish he seized a brush and shovel and swept it away. The books in the little library at the stern were neatly arranged, and so were the cups, plates, glasses, salt-cellars, spoons, and saucers, in the little recess that did duty as a cupboard. In short, order and cleanliness reigned everywhere.

And not only was this the case in the cabin, but in every department of the ship. The bread-lockers, the oil-room next to the cabin, the galley where the men lived  all were scrupulously clean and everything therein was arranged with the method and precision that one is accustomed to expect only on board a man-of-war. And, after all, what is a floating light but a man-of-war? Its duty is, like that of any three-decker, to guard the merchant service from a dangerous foe. It is under command of the Trinity Corporation  which is tantamount to saying that it is well found and handled  and it does battle continually with the storm. What more could be said of a man-of-war? The only difference is that it does its work with less fuss and no noise!

After warming himself for a short time, for the night had become bitterly cold, Jim Welton put on one of his sires overcoats and went on deck, where he had a long walk and talk with Dick Moy, who gave it as his opinion that it was a wery cold night, and said that he wouldnt be surprised if it wor to come on to blow arder before mornin.

Dick was a huge man with a large expanse of good-natured visage, and a tendency to make all his statements with the solemnity of an oracle. Big and little men, like large and small dogs, have usually a sympathetic liking for each other. Dick Moys chief friend on board was little Jack Shales, who was the life of the ship, and was particularly expert, as were also most of his mates, in making, during hours of leisure, beautiful workboxes and writing-desks with inlaid woods of varied colours, which were sold at a moderate price on shore, in order to eke out the monthly wage and add to the comforts of wives and little ones at Ramsgate. It may be added that Jack Shales was unquestionably the noisiest man on board. He had a good voice; could sing, and did sing, from morning till night, and had the power of uttering a yell that would have put to shame the wildest warrior among the Cherokee savages!

Jack Shales kept watch with Moy that night, and assisted in the conversation until a sudden snow storm induced young Welton to bid them good-night and retire below.

Good-night, said Shales, as Jims head was disappearing down the hatchway, stir up the fire and keep yourself warm.

Thats just what I mean to do, replied Jim; sorry I cant communicate some of the warmth to you.

But you can think of us, cried Jack, looking down the hatchway, you can at least pity us poor babes out here in the wind and snow!

Shut up, Jack! said Moy with a solemn growl, wot a tremendous jaw youve got wen you let loose! Why, wot are ee starin at now? Ave ee seed a ghost?

No, Dick, said Shales, in a tone of voice from which every vestige of jocularity had disappeared; look steady in the direction of the South sandhead light and  see! aint that the flash of a gun?

It looks like it. A wreck on the sand, I fear, muttered Dick Moy, putting up both hands to guard his eyes from the snow-flakes that were driven wildly about by the wind, which had by that time increased to a furious gale.

For a few minutes the two men stood gazing intently towards the south-west horizon. Presently a faint flash was seen, so faint that they could not be certain it was that of a signal-gun. In a few minutes, however, a thin thread of red light was seen to curve upwards into the black sky.

No mistake now, cried Jack, leaping towards the cabin skylight, which he threw up, and bending down, shouted South sandhead light is firing, sir, and sending up rockets!

The mate, who was at the moment in the land of dreams, sprang out of them and out of his bunk, and stood on the cabin floor almost before the sentence was finished. His son, who had just drawn the blanket over his shoulders, and given vent to the first sigh of contentment with which a man usually lays his head on his pillow for the night, also jumped up, drew on coat, nether garments, and shoes, as if his life depended on his speed, and dashed on deck. There was unusual need for clothing that night, for it had become bitterly cold, a coat of ice having formed even on the salt-water spray which had blown into the boats. They found Dick Moy and Jack Shales already actively engaged  the one loading the lee gun, the other adjusting a rocket to its stick. A few hurried questions from the mate elicited all that it was needful to know. The flash of the gun from the South sandhead lightship, about six miles off, had been distinctly seen a third time, and a third rocket went up just as Welton and his son gained the deck, indicating that a vessel had struck upon the fatal Goodwin Sands. The report of the gun could not be heard, owing to the gale carrying the sound to leeward, but the bright line of the rocket was distinctly visible. At the same moment the flaring light of a burning tar-barrel was observed. It was the signal of the vessel in distress just on the southern tail of the sands.

By this time the gun was charged and the rocket in position.

Look alive, Jack, fetch the poker! cried the mate as he primed the gun.

Jack Shales dived down the companion-hatch, and in another moment returned with a red-hot poker, which the mate had thrust into the cabin fire at the first alarm. He applied it in quick succession to the gun and rocket. A blinding flash and deafening crash were followed by the whiz of the rocket as it sprang with a magnificent curve far away into the surrounding darkness.

This was their answer to the South sandhead light, which, having fired three guns and sent up three rockets to attract the attention of the Gull, then ceased firing. It was also their first note of warning to the look-out on the pier of Ramsgate harbour. Of the three light-ships that guarded the sands, the Gull lay nearest to Ramsgate; hence, whichever of the other two happened to send up signals, the Gull had to reply and thenceforward to continue repeating them until the attention of the Ramsgate look-out should be gained, and a reply given.

Thats a beauty, cried the mate, referring to the rocket; fetch another, Jack; sponge her well out, Dick Moy, well give em another shot in a few minutes.

Loud and clear were both the signals, but four and a half miles of distance and a fresh gale neutralised their influence. The look-out on the pier did not observe them. In less than five minutes the gun and rocket were fired again. Still no answering signal came from Ramsgate.

Load the weather gun this time, cried the mate, theyll have a better chance of seeing the flash of that.

Jack obeyed, and Jim Welton, having nothing to do but look on, sought shelter under the lee of the weather bulwarks, for the wind, according to Dick Moy, was blowin needles and penknives.

The third gun thundered forth and shook the floating light from stem to stern, but the rocket struck the rigging and made a low wavering flight. Another was therefore sent up, but it had scarcely cut its bright line across the sky when the answering signal was observed  a rocket from Ramsgate pier!

Thats all right now; our dutys done, said the mate, as he went below, and, divesting himself of his outer garments, quietly turned in, while the watch, having sponged out and re-covered the guns, resumed their active perambulation of the deck.

James Welton, however, could not calm down his feelings so easily. This was the first night he had ever spent in a light-ship; the scene was therefore quite new to him, and he could not help feeling somewhat disappointed at the sudden termination of the noise and excitement. He was told that the Ramsgate lifeboat could not be out in less than an hour, and it seemed to his excited spirit a terrible thing that human lives should be kept so long in jeopardy. Of course he began to think, Is it not possible to prevent this delay? but his better sense whispered to him that excited spirits are not the best judges in such matters, although it cannot be denied that they have an irresistible tendency to judge. There was nothing for it, however, but to exercise philosophic patience, so he went below and turned in, as sailors have it, all standing, to be ready when the lifeboat should make its appearance.

The young sailors sleep was prompt and profound. It seemed to him but a few minutes after he had laid his head on the pillow when Jack Shales voice again resounded in the cabin  

Lifeboat close alongside, sir. Didnt see her till this moment. She carries no lights.

The Weltons, father and son, sprang out of their bunks a second time, and, minus coat, hat, and shoes, scrambled on deck just in time to see the Broadstairs lifeboat rush past before the gale. She was close under the stern, and rendered spectrally visible by the light of the lantern.

What are you firing for? shouted the coxswain of the boat.

Ship on the sands, bearing south, roared Jack Shales at the full pitch of his stentorian voice.

There was no time for more, for the boat did not pause in her meteor-like flight. The question was asked and answered as she passed with a magnificent rush into darkness. The reply had been heard, and the lifeboat shot, straight as an arrow, to the rescue.

Reader, we often hear and read of such scenes, but we can tell you from experience that vision is necessary to enable one to realise the full import of all that goes on. There was a strange thrill at the heart of young Welton when he saw the familiar blue-and-white boat leaping over the foaming billows. Often had he seen it in model and in quiescence in its boat-house, ponderous and almost ungainly; but now he saw it for the first time in action, as if endued with life. So, we fancy, warriors might speak of our heavy cavalry as we see them in barracks and as they saw them at Alma.

Again all was silent and unexciting on board the Gull; but, not many minutes later, the watch once more shouted down the skylight  

Tugs in sight, sir.

It was afterwards ascertained that a mistake had been made in reference to the vessel that had signalled. Some one on shore had reported that the guns and rockets had been seen flashing from the North sandhead vessel, whereas the report should have been, from the vessel at the South sandhead. The single word was all-important. It had the effect of sending the steam-tug Aid (which always attends upon the Ramsgate lifeboat) in the wrong direction, involving much loss of time. But we mention this merely as a fact, not as a reproof. Accidents will happen, even in the best regulated families. The Ramsgate lifeboat service is most admirably regulated; and for once that an error of this kind can be pointed out, we can point to dozens  ay, hundreds  of cases in which the steamer and lifeboat have gone, straight as the crow flies, to the rescue, and have done good service on occasions when all other lifeboats would certainly have failed; so great is the value of steam in such matters.

On this occasion, however, the tug appeared somewhat late on the scene, and hailed the Gull. When the true state of the case was ascertained, her course was directed aright, and full steam let on. The Ramsgate boat was in tow far astern. As she passed, the brief questions and answers were repeated for the benefit of the coxswain, and Jim Welton observed that every man in the boat appeared to be crouching down on the thwarts except the coxswain, who stood at the steering tackles. No wonder. It is not an easy matter to sit up in a gale of wind, with freezing spray, and sometimes green seas, sweeping over one! The men were doubtless wideawake and listening, but, as far as vision went, that boat was manned by ten oilskin coats and souwesters!

A few seconds carried them out of sight, and so great was the power of steam that, despite the loss of time, they reached the neighbourhood of the wreck as soon as the Broadstairs boat, and found that the crew of the stranded vessel had already been saved, and taken ashore by the Deal lifeboat.

It may be as well to observe here, that although in this case much energy was expended unnecessarily, it does not follow that it is frequently so expended. Often, far too often, all the force of lifeboat service on that coast is insufficient to meet the demands on it. The crews of the various boats in the vicinity of the Goodwin Sands are frequently called out more than once in a night, and they are sometimes out all night, visiting various wrecks in succession. In all this work the value of the steam-tug is very conspicuous, for it can tow its boat again and again to windward of a wreck, and renew the effort to save life in cases where, devoid of such aid, lifeboats would be compelled to give in after the failure of their first attempt, in consequence of their being driven helplessly to leeward.

But we have forestalled our narrative. The drama, as far as the Gull-Light was concerned, ended that night with the disappearance of the tug and lifeboat. It was not until several days afterwards that her crew learned the particulars of the wreck in connection with which they had acted so brief but so important a part.

Meanwhile, Dick Moy, who always walked the deck with a rolling swagger, with his huge hands thrust deep into his breeches pockets when there was nothing for them to do, said to Jim Welton, hed advise im to go below an clap the dead-lights on is peepers.

Jim, approving the advice, was about to descend to the cabin, when he was arrested by a sharp cry that appeared to rise out of the waves.

Wot iver is that? exclaimed Dick, as they all rushed to the port bow of the vessel and looked over the side.

Something in the water, cried Jack Shales, hastily catching up a coil of rope and throwing it overboard with that promptitude which is peculiar to seamen.

Why, he cant kitch hold on it; its only a dog, observed Dick Moy.

All uncertainty on this point was cleared away, by a loud wail to which the poor animal gave vent, as it scraped along the ships hull, vainly endeavouring to prevent itself from being carried past by the tide.

By this time they were joined by the mate and the rest of the crew, who had heard the unwonted sounds and hurried on deck. Each man was eagerly suggesting a method of rescue, or attempting to carry one into effect, by means of a noose or otherwise, when Mr Welton, senior, observed that Mr Welton, junior, was hastily tying a rope round his waist.

Hallo! Jim, he cried, surely you dont mean to risk your life for a dog?

Theres no risk about it, father. Why should I leave a poor dog to drown when it will only cost a ducking at the worst? You know I can swim like a cork, and I aint easily cooled down.

You shant do it if I can prevent, cried the mate, rushing at his reckless son.

But Jim was too nimble for him. He ran to the stern of the vessel, leaped on the bulwarks, flung the end of the coil of rope among the men, and shouting, Hold on taut, boys! sprang into the sea.

The men did hold on most powerfully; they did more, they hauled upon the rope, hand over hand, to a Yo-heave-ho! from Jerry MacGowl, which put to shame the roaring gale, and finally hauled Jim Welton on board with a magnificent Newfoundland dog in his arms, an event which was greeted with three enthusiastic cheers!




Chapter Four.

A New Character Introduced.

The gale was a short-lived one. On the following morning the wind had decreased to a moderate breeze, and before night the sea had gone down sufficiently to allow the boat of Mr Joness sloop to come alongside of the floating light.

Before Jim Welton bade his friends good-bye, he managed to have an earnest and private talk with each of them. Although he had never been connected with the Gull, he had frequently met with the men of that vessel, and, being one of those large-hearted sympathetic men who somehow worm themselves into the affection and confidence of most of their friends and comrades, he had something particular to say to each, either in reference to wives and families on shore, or to other members of that distracting section of the human family which, according to Mr Welton senior, lay at the foundation of all mischief.

But young Welton did not confine himself to temporal matters. It has already been hinted that he had for some time been in the habit of attending prayer-meetings, but the truth was that he had recently been led by a sailors missionary to read the Bible, and the precious Word of God had been so blessed to his soul, that he had seen his own lost condition by nature, and had also seen, and joyfully accepted, Jesus Christ as his all-sufficient Saviour. He had come to know the truth, and the truth had set him free; free, not only from spiritual death and the power of sin, but free from that unmanly shame which, alas! too often prevents Christians from taking a bold stand on the Lords side.

The young sailor had, no doubt, had severe inward conflicts, which were known only to God and himself, but he had been delivered and strengthened, for he was not ashamed of Christ in the presence of his old comrades, and he sought by all the means in his power to draw them to the same blessed Saviour.

Well, good-bye, Jim, said Mr Welton, senior, as his son moved towards the gangway, when the boat came alongside, all Ive got to say to ee, lad, is, that youre on dangerous ground, and you have no right to shove yourself in the way of temptation.

But I dont shove myself, father; I think I am led in that way. I may be wrong, perhaps, but such is my belief.

Youll not forget that message to my mother, whispered a sickly-looking seaman, whose strong-boned frame appeared to be somewhat attenuated by disease.

Ill not forget, Rainer. Its likely that we shall be in Yarmouth in a couple of days, and you may depend upon my looking up the old woman as soon after I get ashore as possible.

Hallo! hi! shouted a voice from below, wots all the hurry? cried Dick Moy, stumbling hastily up on deck while in the act of closing a letter which bore evidence of having been completed under difficulties, for its form was irregular, and its back was blotted. Here you are, putt that in the post at Yarmouth, will ee, like a good fellow?

Why, youve forgotten the address, exclaimed Jim Welton in affected surprise.

No, I avent. There it is hall right on the back.

What, that blot?

Ay, thats wot stands for Mrs Moy, said Dick, with a good-natured smile.

Sure now, observed Jerry MacGowl, looking earnestly at the letter, it do seem to me, for all the world, as if a cat had drawed his tail across it after stumblin over a ink-bottle.

Dont Mrs Moy live in Ramsgate? inquired Jim Welton.

Of course she do, replied Dick.

But Im not going there; Im goin to Yarmouth, said Jim.

Wot then? retorted Dick, dee suppose the clerk o the post-office at Yarmouth aint as well able to read as the one at Ramsgate, even though the writin do be done with a cats tail? Go along with ee.

Thus dismissed, Jim descended the side and was quickly on board the sloop Nora to which he belonged.

On the deck of the little craft he was received gruffly by a man of powerful frame and stern aspect, but whose massive head, covered with shaggy grey curling hair, seemed to indicate superior powers of intellect. This was Morley Jones, the master and owner of the sloop.

A pretty mess youve made of it; I might have been in Yarmouth by this time, he said, testily.

More likely at the bottom of the sea, answered Jim, quietly, as he went aft and looked at the compass  more from habit than from any desire to receive information from that instrument.

Well, if I had been at the bottom o the sea, what then? Whos to say that I maynt risk my life if I see fit? Its not worth much, he said, gloomily.

You seem to forget that in risking your own life you risk the lives of those who sail along with you, replied Jim, with a bold yet good-humoured look at the skipper.

And what if I do risk their lives?  they aint worth much, either, Im sure?

Not to you, Morley, but worth a good deal to themselves, not to mention their wives and families and friends. You know well enough that if I had wished ever so much to return aboard last night your boat could not have got alongside the Gull for the sea. Moreover, you also know that if you had attempted to put to sea in such weather, this leaky tub, with rotten sails and running gear, would have been a wreck on the Goodwin sands before now, and you and I, with the two men and the boy, would have been food for the gulls and fishes.

Not at all, retorted Jones, theres not much fear of our lives here. The lifeboat crews are too active for that; and as to the sloop, why, shes insured you know for her full value  for more than her value, indeed.

Jones said this with a chuckle and a sly expression in his face, as he glanced meaningly at his companion.

I know nothing about your insurance or your cargo, and, whats more, I dont want to know, said Jim, almost angrily. Youve been at Square-Tom again, he added, suddenly laying his hand upon the shoulder of his companion and looking earnestly into his eyes.

It was now Joness turn to be angry, yet it was evident that he made an effort to restrain his feelings, as he replied, Well, what if I have? Its one thing for you to advise me to become a teetotaller, and its quite another thing for me to agree to do it. I tell you again, as Ive often told you before, Jim Welton, that I dont mean to do it, and Im not going to submit to be warned and reasoned with by you, as if you was my grandfather. I know that drink is the curse of my life, and I know that it will kill me, and that I am a fool for giving way to it, but it is the only thing that makes me able to endure this life; and as for the next, I dont care for it, and I dont believe in it.

But your not believing in it does not make it less certain, replied Jim, quietly, but without any approach to solemnity in his tone or look, for he knew that his companion was not in a mood just then to stand such treatment. You remember the story of the ostrich that was run down? Finding that it could not escape, it stuck its head in the sand and thought that nobody saw it. You may shut your eyes, Morley, but facts remain facts for all that.

Shutting my eyes is just what I am not doing, returned Jones, flinging round and striding to the other side of the deck; then, turning quickly, he strode back, and added, with an oath, have I not told you that I see myself, my position, and my prospects, as clearly as you do, and that I intend to face them all, and take the consequences?

Jim Welton flushed slightly, and his eyes dilated, as he replied  

Have you not the sense to see, Morley Jones, that my remonstrances with you are at least disinterested? What would you think if I were to say to you, Go, drink your fill till death finds you at last wallowing on the ground like a beast, or worse than a beast; I leave you to your fate?

I would think that Jim Welton had changed his nature, replied Jones, whose anger disappeared as quickly as it came. I have no objection to your storming at me, Jim. You may swear at me as much as you please, but, for any sake, spare me your reasonings and entreaties, because they only rouse the evil spirit within me, without doing an atom of good; and dont talk of leaving me. Besides, let me tell you, you are not so disinterested in this matter as you think. There is some one in Yarmouth who has something to do with your interest in me.

The young man flushed again at the close of this speech, but not from a feeling of anger. He dropt his eyes before the earnest though unsteady gaze of his half-tipsy companion, who burst into a loud laugh as Jim attempted some stammering reply.

Come, he added, again assuming the stern aspect which was natural to him, but giving Jim a friendly slap on the shoulder, dont let us fall out, Jim you and I dont want to part just now. Moreover, if we have a mind to get the benefit of the tide to-night, the sooner we up anchor the better, so we wont waste any more time talking.

Without waiting for a reply, Mr Jones went forward and called the crew. The anchor was weighed, the sails were set, and the sloop Nora  bending over before the breeze, as if doing homage in passing her friend the Gull-Light  put to sea, and directed her course for the ancient town and port of Yarmouth.




Chapter Five.

More New Characters Introduced.

If it be true that time and tide wait for no man, it is equally true, we rejoice to know, that authors and readers have a corresponding immunity from shackles, and are in nowise bound to wait for time or tide.

We therefore propose to leave the Gull-stream light, and the Goodwin sands, and the sloop Nora, far behind us, and, skipping a little in advance of Time itself proceed at once to Yarmouth.

Here, in a snug parlour, in an easy chair, before a cheerful fire, with a newspaper in his hand, sat a bluff little elderly gentleman, with a bald head and a fat little countenance, in which benignity appeared to hold perpetual though amicable rivalry with fun.

That the fat little elderly gentleman was eccentric could scarcely be doubted, because he not only looked over his spectacles instead of through them, but also, apparently, read his newspaper upside down. A closer inspection, however, would have shown that he was not reading the paper at all, but looking over the top of it at an object which accounted for much of the benignity, and some of the fun of his expression.

At the opposite side of the table sat a very beautiful girl, stooping over a book, and so earnestly intent thereon as to be evidently quite oblivious of all else around her. She was at that interesting age when romance and reality are supposed to be pretty equally balanced in a well-regulated female mind  about seventeen. Although not classically beautiful  her nose being slightly turned upward  she was, nevertheless, uncommonly pretty, and, as one of her hopeless admirers expressed it, desperately love-able. Jet black ringlets  then in vogue  clustered round an exceedingly fair face, on which there dwelt the hue of robust health. Poor Bob Queeker, the hopeless admirer above referred to, would have preferred that she had been somewhat paler and thinner, if that had been possible; but this is not to be wondered at, because Queeker was about sixteen years of age at that time, and wrote sonnets to the moon and other celestial bodies, and also indulged in lines to various terrestrial bodies, such as the lily or the snowdrop, or something equally drooping or pale. Queeker never by any chance addressed the sun, or the red-rose, or anything else suggestive of health and vigour. Yet his melancholy soul could not resist Katie,  which was this angels name,  because, although she was energetic, and vigorous, and matter-of-fact, not to say slightly mischievous, she was intensely sympathetic and tender in her feelings, and romantic too. But her romance puzzled him. There was something too intense about it for his taste. If he had only once come upon her unawares, and caught her sitting with her hands clasped, gazing in speechless adoration at the moon, or even at a street-lamp, in the event of its being thick weather at the time, his love for her would have been without alloy.

As it was, Queeker thought her desperately love-able, and in his perplexity continued to write sonnets without number to the moon, in which efforts, however, he was singularly unsuccessful, owing to the fact that, after he had gazed at it for a considerable length of time, the orb of night invariably adopted black ringlets and a bright sunny complexion.

George Durant  which was the name of the bald fat little elderly gentleman  was Katies father. Looking at them, no one would have thought so, for Katie was tall and graceful in form; and her countenance, except when lighted up with varying emotion, was grave and serene.

As Mr Durant looked at it just then, the gravity had deepened into severity; the pretty eyebrows frowned darkly at the book over which they bent, and the rosy lips represented a compound of pursing and pouting as they moved and muttered something inaudibly.

What is it that puzzles you, Katie? asked her father, laying down the paper.

Sh! whispered Katie, without lifting her head; seventeen, twenty-two, twenty-nine, thirty-six,  one pound sixteen;  no, I cant get it to balance. Did you ever know such a provoking thing?

She flung down her pencil, and looked full in her fathers face, where fun had, for the time, so thoroughly conquered and overthrown benignity, that the frown vanished from her brow, and the rosy lips expanded to join her sire in a hearty fit of laughter.

If you could only see your own face, Katie, when you are puzzling over these accounts, you would devote yourself ever after to drawing it, instead of those chalk-heads of which you are so fond.

No, I wouldnt, papa, said Katie, whose gravity quickly returned. Its all very well for you to joke about it, and laugh at me, but I can tell you that this account wont balance; there is a two-and-sixpence wrong somewhere, and you know it has to be all copied out and sent off by the evening post to-morrow. I really cant understand why we are called upon to make so many copies of all the accounts and papers for that ridiculous Board of Trade; Im sure they have plenty of idle clerks of their own, without requiring us to slave as we do  for such a wretched salary, too!

Katie shook her curls indignantly, as she thought of the unjust demands and inadequate remuneration of Government, and resumed her work, the frowning brows and pursed coral lips giving evidence of her immediate and total absorption in the accounts.

Old Mr Durant, still holding the newspaper upside down, and looking over the top of it and of his spectacles at the fair accountant, thought in his heart that if the assembled Board, of which his daughter spoke in such contemptuous terms, could only behold her labouring at their books, in order to relieve her father of part of the toil, they would incontinently give orders that he should be thenceforth allowed a salary for a competent clerk, and that all the accounts sent up from Yarmouth should be bound in cloth of gold!

Here it is, papa, Ive got it! exclaimed Katie, looking up with enthusiasm similar to that which might be expected in a youthful sportsman on the occasion of hooking his first salmon. It was the two-and-sixpence which you told me to give to

At that moment the outer door bell rang.

Theres cousin Fanny, oh, Im so glad! exclaimed Katie, shutting up her books and clearing away a multitude of papers with which the table was lumbered; she has promised to stay a week, and has come in time to go with me to the singing class this afternoon. Shes a darling girl, as fond of painting and drawing almost as I am, and hates cats. Oh, I do so love a girl that doesnt like cats. Eh, pussy, shall I tread on your tail?

This question was put to a recumbent cat which lay coiled up in earthly bliss in front of the fire, and which Katie had to pass in carrying her armful of books and papers to the sideboard drawer in which they were wont to repose. She put out her foot as if to carry her threat into execution.

Dare! exclaimed Mr Durant, with whom the cat was a favourite.

Well, then, promise that if Mr Queeker comes to-night you wont let him stay to spoil our fun, said Katie, still holding her foot over the cats unconscious tail.

As she spoke, one of the rather heavy account-books (which ought to have been bound in cloth of gold) slipped off the pile, and, as ill luck would have it, fell on the identical tail in question, the cat belonging to which sprang up with a fierce caterwaul in rampant indignation.

Oh, papa, you know I didnt mean it.

Mr Durants eyes twinkled with amusement as he beheld the sudden change of poor Katies expression to intense earnestness, but before he could reply the door was thrown open; cousin Fanny rushed in, the cat rushed out, the two young ladies rushed into each others arms, and went in a species of ecstatic waltz up-stairs to enjoy the delights of a private interview, leaving Mr Durant to sink into the arms of his easy chair and resume his paper  this time with the right side up!

Let it be understood that the old gentleman was employed in Yarmouth under one of the departments of the Board of Trade. We refrain from entering into particulars as to which department, lest the vindictive spirit which was accredited to that branch of the Government by Miss Katie  who being a lady, must of course have been right  should induce it to lay hold of our estimable friend and make an example of him for permitting his independent daughter to expose its true character. In addition to his office in this connection Mr Durant also held the position of a retired merchant and ship-owner, and was a man of considerable wealth, although he lived in a quiet unostentatious way. In fact, his post under Government was retained chiefly for the purpose of extending his influence in his native town  for he counted himself a bloater  and enabling him to carry out more vigorously his schemes of Christian philanthropy.

Cousin Fanny Hennings was a darling girl in Katies estimation, probably because she was her opposite in many respects, though not in all. In good-humour and affection they were similar, but Fanny had none of Katies fire, or enthusiasm, or intellect, or mischief; she had, however, a great appreciation of fun, and was an inordinate giggler. Fat, fair, and fifteen, with flaxen curls, pink cheeks, and blue eyes, she was the beau-idéal of a wax-doll, and possessed about as much self-assertion as may be supposed to belong to that class of the doll-community which is constructed so as to squeak when squeezed. As Katie Durant squeezed her friend pretty often, both mentally and physically, cousin Fanny squeaked a good deal more than usual during her occasional visits to Yarmouth, and even after her return home to Margate, where she and her widowed mother dwelt  as Queeker poetically said in a cottage by the sea. It was usually acknowledged by all her friends that Fanny had increased her powers amazingly while absent, in so much that she learned at last to squeak on her own account without being squeezed at all.

After the cousins had talked in private until they had made themselves almost too late for the singing-class, they issued from the house and betook themselves to the temple of music, where some amazing pieces were performed by some thirty young vocalists of both sexes to their own entire satisfaction, and to the entire dissatisfaction, apparently, of their teacher, whose chief delight seemed to be to check the flow of gushing melody at a critical point, and exclaim, Try it again! Being ignorant of classical music we do not venture to give an opinion on these points, but it is important to state, as bearing on the subject in a sanitary point of view, that all the pupils usually left the class in high spirits, with the exception of Queeker, who had a voice like a cracked tea-kettle, knew no more about music than Katies cat  which he adored because it was Katies  and who went to the class, which was indebted for its discord chiefly to him, wholly and solely because Katie Durant went to it, and thus afforded him an opportunity of occasionally shaking hands with her.

On the present evening, however, being of a shy disposition, he could not bring himself to face cousin Fanny. He therefore left the hall miserable, and went home with desperate intentions as to the moon. Unfortunately that luminary was not visible, the sun having just set, but from his bedroom window, which commanded a view of the roadstead, he beheld the lantern of the Saint Nicolas Gatt floating-light, and addressed the following lines to it with all the fervour incident to a hopeless affection:  

Why blaze, ye bright benignant beaming star,

Guiding the homebound seaman from afar,

Lighting the outbound wandrer on his way,

With all the lightsome perspicuity of day?

Why not go out at once! and let be hurld

Dark, dread, unmitigated darkness oer the world?

Why should the heavenly constellations shine?

Why should the weather evermore be fine?

Why should this rolling ball go whirling round?

Why should the noise of mirth and music sound?

Why should the sparrow chirp, the blackbird sing,

The mountains echo, and the valleys ring,

With all thats cheerful, humorous, and glad,

Now that my heart is smitten and my brain gone mad?

Queeker fetched a long deep-drawn sigh at this point, the agony of intense composition being for a moment relaxed. Then, catching his breath and glaring, he went on in a somewhat gentler strain  

Forgive me, Floating-light, and you, ye sun,

Moon, stars, and elements of Nature, every one;

I did but vent my misery and spleen

In uttring words of fury that I hardly mean.

At least I do in part  but hold! why not?

Oh! cease ye fiendish thoughts that rage and plot

To bring about my ruin. Hence! avaunt!

Or else in pity tell me what you want.

I cannot live, and yet I would not die!

My hopes are blighted! Where, oh whither shall I fly?

Tis past! Ill cease to daily with vain sophistry,

And try the virtue of a calm philosophy.

The effect of composition upon Queeker was such that when he had completed his task he felt greatly tranquillised, and, having shut up his portfolio, formed the sudden resolution of dropping in upon the Durants to tea.

Meantime, and before the love-sick youth had begun the lines above quoted, Katie and her cousin walked home by a road which conducted them close past the edge of those extensive sandy plains called the Denes of Yarmouth. Here, at the corner of a quiet street, they were arrested by the sobbing of a little boy who sat on a railing by the roadside, swaying himself to and fro in an agony of grief.

Katies sympathetic heart was instantly touched. She at once went up to the boy, and made earnest inquiries into the cause of his distress.

Please, maam, said the boy, Ive lost a shillin, and I cant find it nowheres. Oh, wot ever shall I do? My mother gave it me to give with two other bobs to my poor sick brother whom Ive comed all this way to see, and there Ive gone an lost it, an Ill ave to lay out all night in the cold, for I dursnt go to see im without the money  boo, hoo!

Oh, how very unfortunate! exclaimed Katie with real feeling for the boy, whose soul was thus steeped to all appearance in woe unutterable, was very small, and very dirty and ragged, and had an extremely handsome intelligent face, with a profusion of wild brown curls. But I can make that up to you, poor boy, she added, drawing out her purse, here is a shilling for you. Where do you live?

At Ramsgate, maam.

At Ramsgate? exclaimed Katie in surprise, why, how did you manage to get here?

I come in a lugger, maam, as blongs to a friend o ourn. Weve just arrived, an we goes away agin to-morrow.

Indeed! That will give you little time to see your sick brother. What is the matter with him?

Oh, hes took very bad, maam. Im sorry to say hes bad altogether, maam. Bin an rund away from ome. Amost broke his mothers eart, he has, an falld sick here, he did.

The small boy paused abruptly at this point, and looked earnestly in Katies kind and pitiful face.

Where does your brother live? asked Katie.

The small boy looked rather perplexed, and said that he couldnt rightly remember the name of the street, but that the owner of the lugger knowd it. Whereat Katie seemed disappointed, and said she would have been so glad to have visited him, and given him such little comforts as his disease might warrant.

Oh, maam, exclaimed the small boy, looking wistfully at her with his large blue eyes, wot a pity Ive forgot it! The doctor ordered im wine too  it was as much as is life was worth not to ave wine,  but of course they couldnt afford to git im wine  even cheap wine would do well enough, at two bob or one bob the bottle. If you was to give me two bob  shillins I mean, maam  Id git it for im to-night.

Katie and her cousin conversed aside in low tones for a minute or two as to the propriety of complying with this proposal, and came to the conclusion that the boy was such a nice outspoken honest-like fellow, that it would do no harm to risk that sum in the circumstances. Two shillings were therefore put into the boys dirty little hand, and he was earnestly cautioned to take care of it, which he earnestly, and no doubt honestly, promised to do.

What is your name, boy? asked Katie, as she was about to leave him.

Billy  Billy Towler, maam, answered the urchin, pulling his forelock by way of respectful acknowledgment, but my friends they calls me Walleye, chiefly in consikence o my bein wery much the rewerse of blind, maam, and niver capable of bein cotched in a state o slumber at no time.

This reply had the effect of slightly damaging the small boys character for simplicity in Katies mind, although it caused both herself and her companion to laugh.

Well, Billy, she said, opening her card-case, here is my card  give it to your sick brother, and when he sends it to me with his address written on the back of it Ill call on him.

Thankee, maam, said the small boy.

After he had said this, he stood silently watching the retiring figure of his benefactress, until she was out of sight, and then dashing round the corner of a bye-street which was somewhat retired, he there went off into uncontrollable fits of laughter  slapped his small thighs, held his lean little sides with both hands, threw his ragged cap into the air, and in various other ways gave evidence of ecstatic delight. He was still engaged in these violent demonstrations of feeling when Morley Jones  having just landed at Yarmouth, and left the sloop Nora in charge of young Welton  came smartly round the corner, and, applying his heavy boot to the small boys person, kicked him into the middle of the road.




Chapter Six.

The Tempter and the Tempted.

What are ye howlin there for, an blockin up the Queens highway like that, you precious young villain? demanded Morley Jones.

An wot are you breakin the Queens laws for like that? retorted Billy Towler, dancing into the middle of the road and revolving his small fists in pugilistic fashion. You big hairy walrus, I dont know whether to ave you up before the beaks for assault and battery or turn to an give ee a good lickin.

Mr Jones showed all his teeth with an approving grin, and the small boy grinned in return, but still kept on revolving his fists, and warning the walrus to look hout and defend hisself if he didnt want his daylights knocked out or his bows stove in!

Youre a smart youth, you are, said Jones.

Ha! youre afraid, are you? an wants to make friends, but I wont ave it at no price. Come on, will you?

Jones, still grinning from ear to ear, made a rush at the urchin, who, however, evaded him with such ease that the man perceived he had not the smallest chance of catching him.

I say, my lad, he asked, stopping and becoming suddenly grave, where dyou come from?

I comes from where I blongs to, and where Im agoin back to wen it suits me.

Very good, retorted Jones, and I suppose you dont object to earn a little money in an easy way?

Yes, I do object, replied Billy; it aint worth my while to earn a little money in any way, no matter how easy; I never deals in small sums. A fi pun note is the lowest figur as I can stoop to.

Youll not object, however, to a gift, I daresay, remarked Jones, as he tossed a half-crown towards the boy.

Billy caught it as deftly as a dog catches a bit of biscuit, looked at it in great surprise, tossed it in the air, bit its rim critically, and finally slid it into his trousers pocket.

Well, you know, he said slowly, to obleege a friend, Im willin to accept.

Now then, youngster, if Im willing to trust that half-crown in your clutches, you may believe I have got something to say to ee worth your while listenin to; for you may see Im not the man to give it to ee out o Christian charity.

Thats true, remarked Billy, who by this time had become serious, and stood with his hands in his pockets, still, however, at a respectful distance.

Well, the fact is, said Mr Jones, that Ive bin lookin out of late for a smart lad with a light heart and a light pocket, and that aint troubled with much of a conscience.

Thats me to a tee, said Billy promptly; my arts as light as a feather, and my pocket is as light as a maginstrates wisdom. As for conscience, the last beak as I wos introdooced to said I must have bin born without a conscience altogether; an pon my honour I think he wos right, for I never felt it yet, though Ive often tried xcept once, wen Id cleaned out the pocket of a old ooman as was starin in at a shop winder in Cheapside, and she fainted dead away wen she found it out, and her little grand-darter looked so pale and pitiful that I says to myself, Hallo! Walleye, youve bin to the wrong shop this time; go an put it back, ye young dog; so I obeyed orders, an slipped back the purse while pretendin to help the old ooman. It wos risky work, though, for a bobby twigged me, and it was only my good wind and tough pair o shanks that saved me. Now, continued the urchin, knitting his brows as he contemplated the knotty point, Ive had my doubts whether that wos conscience, or a sort o natral weakness pecooliar to my constitootion. Ive half a mind to call on the Bishop of London on the point one o these days.

So, youre a city bird, observed Jones, admiringly.

Ah, and I can see that youre a provincial one, replied Billy, jingling the half-crown against the silver in his pocket.

What brings you so far out of your beat, Walleye? inquired Jones.

Oh, Im on circuit just now, makin a tower of the provinces. I tried a case just before you came up, an made three shillins out of it, besides no end o promises  which, unfortnately, I cant awail myself of  from a sweet young lady, with such a pleasant face, that I wished I could adopt her for a darter. But thats an expensive luxury, you see; cant afford it yet.

Well, youngster, said Jones, assuming a more grave yet off-hand air, if you choose to trust me, Ill put you in the way of makin some money without much trouble. It only requires a little false swearing, which I daresay you are used to.

No, I aint, retorted the urchin indignantly; I never tells a lie xcept wen I cant help it. Then, of course, a feller must do it!

Just so, Walleye, thems my sentiments. Have you got a father?

No, nor yet a mother, replied Billy. As far as Im aweer of, I wos diskivered on the steps of a city workus, an my first impressions in this life wos the knuckles of the old woman as banged me up. The governor used to talk a lot o balderdash about our bein brought up; but I knows better. I wos banged up; banged up in the mornins, banged to meals, and banged to bed; banged through thick and thin, for everything an for nothin, until I banged myself out o the door one fine mornin, which I banged arter me, an ave bin bangin about, a genlemn at large, ever since.

Ha! got no friends and nothin to do? said Morley Jones.

Jis so.

Well, if you have a mind to take service with me, come along an have a pot o beer.

The man turned on his heel and walked off to a neighbouring public-house, leaving the small boy to follow or not as he pleased, and apparently quite indifferent as to what his decision might be.

Billy Towler  alias Walleye  looked after him with an air of uncertainty. He did not like the look of the man, and was about to decide against him, when the jingle of the half-crown in his pocket turned the scale in his favour. Running after him, he quietly said, Im your man, and then began to whistle, at the same time making an abortive effort to keep step with his long-limbed employer, who said nothing in reply, but, entering a public-house, ordered two pots of beer. These, when produced, he and his little companion sat down to discuss in the most retired box in the place, and conversed in low tones.

What was it brought you to Yarmouth, Walleye? asked Mr Jones.

Call me Billy, said the boy, I like it better.

Well, Billy  and, by the way, you may call me Morley  my names Jones, but, like yourself, I have a preference. Now, then, what brought you here?

Hm, that involves a story  a hanecdote, if I may so speak, replied this precocious youngster with much gravity. You see, some time arter I runnd away from the workus, I felld in with an old genlemn with a bald head an a fat corpus. Do ee happen to know, Mr Morley, ow it is that bald heads an fat corpuses amost always go together?

Morley replied that he felt himself unable to answer that difficult question; but supposed that as good-humour was said to make people fat, perhaps it made them bald also.

I dun know, continued Billy; anyhow, this old genlemn he tookd a fancy to me, an tookd me home to his otel; for he didnt live in London  wos there only on a wisit at the time he felled in love with me at first sight. Well, he give me a splendacious suit of noo cloes, an ad me put to a school, where I soon larned to read and write; an I do blieve wos on the highroad to be Lord Mayor of London, when the old schoolmaster died, before Id bin two year there, an the noo un wos so fond o the bangin system that I couldnt stand it, an so bid em all a tender farewell, an took to the streets agin. The old genlemn he comed three times from Yarmouth, where he belonged, for to see me arter I wos put to the school, an I had a sort o likin for him, but not knowin his name, and only been aweer that he lived at Yarmouth, I thought Id have no chance o findin him. Over my subsikint career Ill draw a wail; its enough to say I didnt like either it or my pals, so I made up my mind at last to go to Yarmouth an try to find the old genlemn as had adopted me  thats what he said hed done to me. Wen Id prigged enough o wipes to pay my fare down, I comed away,  an here I am.

Have you seen the old gentleman? asked Morley, after a pause.

No, only just arrived this arternoon.

And you dont know his name, nor where he lives?

No.

And how did you expect to escape bein nabbed and put in limbo as a vagrant? inquired Morley.

By gittin employment, of coorse, from some respectable genlemn like yourself, an then runnin away from im wen Id diskivered the old chap wi the bald head.

Morley Jones smiled grimly.

Well, my advice to you is, he said, to fight shy of the old chap, even if you do discover him. Depend upon it the life you would lead under his eye would be one of constant restraint and worry. Hed put you to school again, no doubt, where youd get banged as before  a system I dont approve of at all  and be made a milksop and a flunkey, or something o that sort  whereas the life youll lead with me will be a free and easy rollikin manly sort o life. Half on shore and half at sea. Do what you like, go where you will,  when business has bin attended to  victuals and clothing free gratis, and pocket-money enough to enable you to enjoy yourself in a moderate sort of way. You see Im not goin to humbug you. It wont be all plain sailin, but what is a man worth if he aint fit to stand a little rough-and-tumble? Besides, rough work makes a fellow take his ease with all the more zest. A life on the ocean wave one week, with hard work, and a run on shore the next week, with just enough to do to prevent one wearyin. Thats the sort o thing for you and me, Billy, eh boy? exclaimed the tempter, growing garrulous in his cups, and giving his small victim a pat on the shoulder, which, although meant to be a facetious touch, well-nigh unseated him.

Billy Towler recovered himself, however, and received it as it was meant, in perfect good humour. The beer had mounted to his own little brain, and his large eyes glowed with more than natural light as he sat gazing into his companions rugged face, listening with delight to the description of a mode of life which he thought admirably suited to his tastes and capabilities. He was, however, a shrewd little creature. Sad and very rough experience of life had taught him to be uncommonly circumspect for his years.

Whats your business, Morley? he demanded eagerly.

Ive a lot of businesses, said Mr Jones with a drunken leer, but my principal one is fishcuring. Im a sort of shipowner too. Leastwise Ive got two craft  one bein a sloop, the other a boat. Moreover, I charter no end of vessels, an do a good deal in the insurance way. But youll understand more about these things all in good time, Billy. I live, while Im at home, in Gravesend, but Ive got a daughter and a mother livin at Yarmouth, so I may say Ive got a home at both places. Its a convenient sort o thing, you see,  a town residence and a country villa, as it were. Come, Ill take you to the villa now, and introduce ee to the women.

So saying, this rascal paid for the poison he had been administering in large doses to himself and his apprentice, and, taking Billys dirty little hand in his large horny fist, led him towards the centre of the town.

Poor Billy little knew the nature of the awful gulf of sin and misery into which he was now plunging with a headlong hilarious vivacity peculiarly his own. He was, indeed, well enough aware of the fact that he was a thief, and an outcast from society, and that he was a habitual breaker of the laws of God and man, but he was naturally ignorant of the extent of his guilt, as well as of the certain and terrible end to which it pointed, and, above all, he had not the most remote conception of the almost hopeless slavery to which he was doomed when once fairly secured in the baleful net which Morley Jones had begun to twine around him.

But a higher Power was leading the poor child in a way that he knew not  a way that was little suspected by his tempter  a way that has been the means of snatching many and many a little one from destruction in time past, and that will certainly save many more in time to come  as long as Christian men and women band together to unite their prayers and powers for the rescue of perishing souls.

Traversing several streets with unsteady gait  for he was now much the worse of drink  Mr Jones led his willing captive down one of those innumerable narrow streets, or passages, termed rows, which bear some resemblance to the closes of the Scottish capital. In width they are much the same, but in cleanliness there is a vast difference, for whereas the closes of the northern capital are notorious for dirt, the rows of Yarmouth are celebrated for their neat tidy aspect. What the cause of the neatness of the latter may be we cannot tell, but we can bear the testimony of an eye-witness to the fact that  considering the class of inhabitants who dwell in them, their laborious lives and limited means  the rows are wondrously clean. Nearly all of them are paved with pebbles or bricks. The square courts opening out of them on right and left, although ridiculously small, are so thoroughly scoured and swept that one might roll on their floors with white garments and remain unsoiled. In each court may be observed a water-bucket and scrubbing-brush wet, usually, from recent use, also a green painted box-garden of dimensions corresponding to the court, full of well-tended flowers. Almost every door has a wooden or stone step, and each step is worn and white with repeated scrubbings  insomuch that one is irresistibly led to suspect that the Bloaters must have a strong infusion of the Dutch element in their nature.

Emerging at the lower end of the row, Mr Jones and his small companion hastened along the centre of a narrow street which led them into one of much wider dimensions, named Friars Lane. Proceeding along this for some time, they diverged to the right into another of the rows not far from the old city-wall, at a place where one of the massive towers still rears its rugged head as a picturesque ruin. The moon sailed out from under a mass of clouds at this point, giving to objects the distinctness of daylight. Hitherto Billy Towler had retained some idea of the direction in which he was being led, but this last turn threw his topographical ideas into utter confusion.

A queer place this, he remarked, as they emerged from the narrowest passage they had yet traversed into a neat, snug, and most unexpected little square, with a garden in the middle of it, and a flagstaff in one corner.

Adam-and-Eve gardens, they call it, said Mr Jones; were pretty nigh home now.

I wonder they didnt call it Eden at once, observed Billy; it would have been shorter and comes to the same thing.

Here we are at last, said Mr Jones, stumbling against a small door in one of the network of rows that surrounded this Yarmouth paradise. Hope the women are in, he added, attempting to lift the latch, but, finding that the door was locked, he hammered at it with foot and fist violently.

Hallo! shouted the deep voice of a man within.

Hallo, indeed! Who may you be? growled Mr Jones with an angry oath. Open the door, will you?

The door was opened at once by James Welton, who stood aside to let the other pass.

Oh! its you, is it? said Mr Jones. Didnt recognise your voice through the door. I thought you couldnt have got the sloop made snug so soon. Well, lass, how are ee; and hows the old ooman?

As the man made these inquiries in a half-hearty voice, he advanced into a poorly-furnished apartment, so small and low that it seemed a couple of sizes too small for him, and bestowed a kiss first upon the cheek of his old mother, who sat cowering over the fire, but brightened up on hearing his voice, and then upon the forehead of his daughter Nora, the cheerfulness of whose greeting, however, was somewhat checked when she observed the intoxicated state of her father.

Nora had a face which, though not absolutely pretty, was intensely winsome in consequence of an air of quiet womanly tenderness which surrounded it as with a halo. She was barely eighteen, but her soft eyes possessed a look of sorrow and suffering which, if not natural to them, had, at all events, become habitual.

Who is this little boy, father? she said, turning towards Billy Towler, who still stood in the doorway a silent but acute observer of all that went on.

Oh, that? why  a  thats my noo prentice just come down from Gravesend. Hes been helpin for some time in the hang (by which Mr Jones meant the place where his fish were cured), and Im goin to take him to sea with me next trip. Come in, Billy, and make yourself at home.

The boy obeyed with alacrity, and made no objection to a cup of tea and slice of bread and butter which Nora placed before him  supper being just then in progress.

Youd better get aboard as soon as may be, said Jones to Jim Welton somewhat sternly. I didnt expect you to leave the sloop tonight.

And I didnt intend to leave her, replied Jim, taking no notice of the tone in which this was said; but I thought Id come up to ask if you wished me to begin dischargin early to-morrow morning.

No, were not going to discharge, returned Jones.

Not going to discharge! echoed Jim in surprise. No. I find that its not worth while discharging any part of the cargo here. On the contrary, I mean to fill up with bloaters and run over with them to the coast of France; so you can go and stow the top tier of casks more firmly, and get ready for the noo ones. Good-night.

The tone in which this was said left no excuse for Jim to linger, so he bade the household good-night and departed.

He had not gone far, however, when he was arrested by the sound of a light footstep. It was that of Nora, who had followed him.

Nora! exclaimed the young sailor in surprise, returning quickly and taking one of the girls hands in both of his.

Oh, Jim! said Nora, with a look and tone of earnest entreaty, dont, dont forsake him just now  if the love which you have so often professed for me be true, dont forsake him, I beseech you.

Jim protested in the most emphatic terms that he had no intention of forsaking anybody, and made a great many more protestations, in the midst of which there were numerous ardent and more or less appropriate references to hearts that never deserted their colours, sheet-anchors that held on through thick and thin, and needles that pointed, without the smallest shadow of variation, to the pole.

But what makes you think Im going to leave him? he asked, at the end of one of those flights.

Because he is so rough to ee, Jim, replied the girl, leaning her head on her lovers shoulder; he spoke so gruff even now, and I thought you went away huffed. Oh, Jim, you are the only one that has any influence over him

Not the only one, returned Jim, quietly smoothing the fair girls hair with his hard strong hand.

Well, the only man, at any rate, continued Nora, especially when he is overcome with that dreadful drink. Dear Jim, you wont forsake him, will you, even though he should insult, even though he should strike you?

No, never! Because he is your father, Nora, Ill stick by him in spite of all he can say or do to me, and try, God helping me, to save him. But I cannot stick by him if

If what? asked the girl anxiously, observing that he hesitated.

If he does anything against the laws, said Jim in a low voice. It isnt that Im afraid of my good name  Id even let that go, for your sake, if by so doing I could get him out of mischief; and as long as I know nothing against him for certain, Ill stand by him. But if he does fall, and I come to know it, I must leave him, Nora, because I wont be art and part in it. I could no longer go on my knees to pray for him if I did that, Nora. Moreover, if anything o that sort should happen, I must leave the country, because hed be sure to be caught and tried, and I will never stand witness against your father if I can avoid it by fair means.

Poor Nora hung her head as she asked in a low voice if Jim really thought her father was engaged in illegal practices.

I cant say that I do, replied the youth earnestly. Come, cheer up, dearest Nora. After all, it is chiefly through reports that my suspicions have been aroused, and we all know how easy it is for an enemy to raise an evil report. But, Nora, I wish you had not bound me to secrecy as to my reason for sticking by your father. Why should I not say boldly that its all for love of you?

Why should you wish to give any reason at all, Jim, and above all, that reason? asked Nora, looking up with a blush.

Because, said the youth, with a perplexed look, my secrecy about the matter has puzzled my father to such an extent that his confidence in me is entirely shaken. I have been all my life accustomed to open all my heart to him, and now, without rhyme or reason, as he thinks, I have suddenly gone right round on the other tack, and at the same time, as he says, I have taken up with doubtful company. Now, if

The sound of approaching footsteps here brought the interview to an abrupt close. Nora ran back to her poor home, and Jim Welton, directing his steps towards the harbour, returned on board the little sloop which had been named after the girl of his heart.




Chapter Seven.

Treats of Queeker and Others  also of Youthful Jealousy, Love, Poetry, and Confusion of Ideas.

Returning, now, to the moon-struck and Katie-smitten Queeker, we find that poetic individual walking disconsolately in front of Mr George Durants mansion.

In a previous chapter it has been said that, after composing his celebrated lines to the lantern of the floating light, he resolved to drop in upon the Durants about tea-time  and well did Queeker know their tea-time, although, every time he went there uninvited, the miserable hypocrite expressed surprise at finding them engaged with that meal, and said he had supposed they must have finished tea by that time!

But, on arriving at the corner of the street, his fluttering heart failed him. The thought of the cousin was a stumbling-block which he could not surmount. He had never met her before; he feared that she might be witty, or sarcastic, or sharp in some way or other, and would certainly make game of him in the presence of Katie. He had observed this cousin narrowly at the singing-class, and had been much impressed with her appearance; but whether this impression was favourable or unfavourable was to him, in the then confused state of his feelings, a matter of great uncertainty. Now that he was about to face her, he felt convinced that she must be a cynic, who would poison the mind of Katie against him, and no power within his unfortunate body was capable of inducing him to advance and raise the knocker.

Thus he hung in torments of suspense until nine oclock, when  in a fit of desperation, he rushed madly at the door and committed himself by hitting it with his fist.

His equanimity was not restored by its being opened by Mr Durant himself.

Queeker! exclaimed the old gentleman in surprise; come in, my dear sir; did you stumble against the door? I hope you havent hurt yourself?

Not at all  a  no, not at all; the fact is, I ran up the steps rather hastily, and  how do you do, Miss Durant? I hope you are quite well?

Poor Queeker said this and shook hands with as much earnestness as if he had not seen Katie for five years.

Quite well, thank you. My cousin, Fanny Hennings  Mr Queeker.

Fanny bowed and Mr Queeker bowed, and, with a flushed countenance, asked her about the state of her health with unnatural anxiety.

Thank you, Mr Squeeker, I am very well, replied Fanny.

The unhappy youth would have corrected her in regard to his name, but hesitated and missed the opportunity, and when, shortly afterwards, while engaged in conversation with Mr Durant, he observed Fanny giggling violently in a corner by herself, he felt assured that Katie had kindly made the correction for him.

The announcement of supper relieved him slightly, and he was beginning to calm down over a piece of bread and cheese when the door-bell rang. Immediately after a heavy foot was heard in the passage, the parlour door was flung open, the maid announced Mr Hall, and a tall elegant young man entered the room. His figure was slender, but his chest was deep and his shoulders were broad and square. An incipient moustache of fair hair floated like a summer cloud on his upper lip, which expanded with a hearty smile as he advanced towards Mr Durant and held out his hand.

You have forgotten me, I fear, he said.

Forgotten you! exclaimed the old gentleman, starting up and seizing the young mans hand, which he shook violently forgotten Stanley Hall  little Stanney, as I used to call you? Man, how you are grown, to be sure. What a wonderful change!

For the worse, I fear! exclaimed the youth, laughing.

Come, no fishing for compliments, sir. Let me introduce you to my daughter Katie, my niece Fanny Hennings, and my young friend Queeker. Now, then, sit down, and make yourself at home; youre just in time; weve only just begun; ring the bell for another plate, Katie. How glad I am to see you, Stanney, my boy  I cant call you by any other than the old name, you see. How did you leave your father, and what brings you here? Come, out with it all at once. I declare you have quite excited me.

Well was it for poor Queeker that every one was too much occupied with the newcomer to pay any attention to him, for he could not prevent his visage from betraying something of the feelings which harrowed up his soul. The moment he set eyes on Stanley Hall, mortal jealousy  keen, rampant, virulent jealousy of the worst type  penetrated every fibre of his being, and turned his heart to stone! We cannot afford space to detail the various shades of agony, the degrees of despair, through which this unfortunate young man passed during that evening. A thick volume would not suffice to contain it all. Language is powerless to express it. Only those who have similarly suffered can conceive it.

Of course, we need scarcely add that there was no occasion for jealousy. Nothing was further from the mind of Stanley than the idea of falling in love with Katie. Nevertheless, politeness required that he should address himself to her occasionally. At such times, Queekers soul was stabbed in an unutterable manner. He managed to command himself, notwithstanding. To his credit, be it said, that he refrained from using the carving-knife. He even joined with some show of interest (of course hypocritical) in the conversation.

Stanley Hall was not only good-looking, but good-humoured, and full of quiet fun and anecdote, so that he quickly ingratiated himself with all the members of the family.

Dyou know it makes me feel young again to hear these old stories about your fathers college-life, said Mr Durant. Have some more cheese, Stanney  you look like a man who ought to have a good appetite  fill your glass and pass the bottle  thanks. Now, how comes it that you have turned up in this out-of-the-way part of the world? By-the-bye, I hope you intend to stay some time, and that you will take up your quarters with me? You cant imagine how much pleasure it would give me to have the son of my old companion as a guest for some time. Im sure that Katie joins me heartily in this hope.

Queekers spirit sank with horror, and when Katie smilingly seconded her fathers proposal, his heart stood still with dismay. Fanny Hennings, who had begun to suspect that there was something wrong with Queeker, put her handkerchief to her mouth, and coughed with what appeared to be unreasonable energy.

I regret, said Stanley (and Queekers breath came more freely), that my stay must necessarily be short. I need not say that it would afford me the highest pleasure to accept your kind invitation (he turned with a slight bow to Katie, and Queeker almost fainted), but the truth is, that I have come down on a particular piece of business, in regard to which I wish to have your advice, and must return to London to-morrow or next day at furthest.

Queekers heart resumed its office.

I am sorry to hear that  very sorry. However, you shall stay to-night at all events; and you shall have the best advice I can give you on any subject you choose to mention. By the way talking of advice, youre an M.D. now, I fancy?

Not yet, replied Stanley. I am not quite fledged, although nearly so, and I wish to go on a voyage before completing my course.

Quite right, quite right  see a little of life first, eh? But how comes it, Stanney, that you took kindly to the work at last, for, when I knew you first you could not bear the idea of becoming a doctor?

Ones ideas change, I suppose, replied the youth, with a smile, probably my making the discovery that I had some talent in that direction had something to do with it.

Hm; how did you make that discovery, my boy? asked the old gentleman.

That question cant easily be answered except by my inflicting on you a chapter of my early life, replied Stanley, laughing.

Then inflict it on us without delay, my boy. I shall delight to listen, and so, I am sure, will Katie and Fanny. As to my young friend Queeker, he is of a somewhat literary turn, and may perhaps throw the incidents into verse, if they are of a sufficiently romantic character!

Katie and Fanny declared they would be charmed to hear about it, and Queeker said, in a savagely jesting tone, that he was so used to things being inflicted on him, that he didnt mind  rather liked it than otherwise!

But you must not imagine, said Stanley, that I have a thrilling narrative to give you, I can merely relate the two incidents which fixed my destiny in regard to a profession. You remember, I daresay, that my heart was once set upon going to sea. Well, like most boys, I refused to listen to advice on that point, and told my father that I should never make a surgeon  that I had no taste or talent for the medical profession. The more my father tried to reason me out of my desire, the more obstinate I became. The only excuse that I can plead is that I was very young, very ignorant, and very stupid. One day, however, I was left in the surgery with a number of dirty phials to wash  my father having gone to visit a patient at a short distance, when our servant came running in, saying that there was a cab at the door with a poor boy who had got his cheek badly cut. As I knew that my father would be at home in less than quarter of an hour, I ordered him to be brought in. The poor child  a little delicate boy  was very pale, and bleeding profusely from a deep gash in the cheek, made accidentally by a knife with which he had been playing. The mouth was cut open almost to the ear. We laid him on a sofa, and I did what I could to stop the flow of blood. I was not sixteen at the time, and, being very small for my age, had never before felt myself in a position to offer advice, and indeed I had not much to offer. But one of the bystanders said to me while we were looking at the child,  

What do you think should be done, sir?

The mere fact of being asked my opinion gratified my vanity, and the respectful sir with which the question concluded caused my heart to beat high with unwonted emotion. It was the first time I had ever been addressed gravely as a man; it was a new sensation, and I think may be regarded as an era in my existence.

With much gravity I replied that of course the wound ought to be sewed up.

Then sooner its done the better, I think, said the bystander, for the poor child will bleed to death if it is allowed to go on like that.

A sudden resolution entered into my mind. I stroked my chin and frowned, as if in deep thought, then, turning to the man who had spoken, said, It ought certainly to be done with as little delay as possible; I expect my father to return every minute; but as it is an urgent case, I will myself undertake it, if the parents of the child have no objection.

Seems to me, lad, remarked a country fellow, who had helped to carry the child in, that it beant a time to talk o parients objectin wen the cheelds bloodn to deth. Yed better fa to work at once  if ee knows how.

I cast upon this man a look of scorn, but made no reply. Going to the drawer in which the surgical instruments were kept, I took out those that suited my purpose, and went to work with a degree of coolness which astonished myself. I had often seen my father sew up wounds, and had assisted at many an operation of the kind, so that, although altogether unpractised, I was not ignorant of the proper mode of procedure. The people looked on with breathless interest. When I had completed the operation, I saw my father looking over the shoulders of the people with an expression of unutterable surprise not unmingled with amusement. I blushed deeply, and began some sort of explanation, which, however, he cut short by observing in an off-hand manner, that the thing had been done very well, and the child had better be carried into my bedroom and left there to rest for some time. He thus got the people out of the surgery, and then, when we were alone, told me that I was a born surgeon, that he could not have done it much better himself, and, in short, praised me to such an extent that I felt quite proud of my performance.

Queeker, who had listened up to this point with breathless attention, suddenly said  

Dyou mean to say that you really did that?

I do, replied Stanley with an amused smile.

Sewed up a mouth cut all the way to the ear?

Yes.

With a  a

With a needle and thread, said Stanley.

Queekers powers of utterance were paralysed. He looked at the young doctor with a species of awe-stricken admiration. Jealousy, for the time, was in abeyance.

This, then, was the beginning of your love for the profession? said Mr Durant.

Undoubtedly it was, but a subsequent event confirmed me in my devotion to it, and induced me to give up all thoughts of the sea. The praise that I had received from my father  who was not usually lavish of complimentary remarks  made me ambitious to excel in other departments of surgery, so I fixed upon the extraction of teeth as my next step in the profession. My father had a pretty large practice in that way. We lived, as you remember, in the midst of a populous rural district, and had frequent visits from farm servants and labourers with heads tied up and lugubrious faces.

I began to fit myself for duty by hammering big nails into a block of wood, and drawing them out again. This was a device of my own, for I wished to give my father another surprise, and did not wish to betray what I was about, by asking his advice as to how I should proceed. I then extracted the teeth from the jaw-bones of all the sheeps-heads that I could lay hands on; after a good deal of practice in this way, I tried to tempt our cook with an offer of five shillings to let me extract a back tooth which had caused her a great deal of suffering at intervals for many months; but she was a timid woman, and would not have allowed me for five guineas, I believe, even to look into her mouth. I also tried to tempt our small stable-boy with a similar sum. He was a plucky little fellow, and, although there was not an unsound tooth in his head, agreed to let me draw one of the smallest of his back teeth for seven and sixpence if it should come out the first pull, and sixpence for every extra rug! I thought the little fellow extravagant in his demands, but, rather than lose the chance, submitted. He sat down quite boldly on our operating chair, but grew pale when I advanced with the instrument; when I tried to open his mouth, he began to whimper, and finally, struggling out of my grasp, fled. I afterwards gave him sixpence, however, for affording me, as I told him, so much pleasurable anticipation.

After this I cast about for another subject, but failed to procure a live one. It occurred to me, however, that I might try my hand on two skeletons that hung in our garret, so I got their heads off without delay, and gradually extracted every tooth in their jaws. As there were about sixty teeth, I think, in each pair, I felt myself much improved before the jaws were toothless. At last, I resolved to take advantage of the first opportunity that should offer, during my fathers absence, to practise on the living subject. It was not long before I had a chance.

One morning my father went out, leaving me in the surgery, as was his wont. I was deeply immersed in a book on anatomy, when I heard a tremendous double rap  as if made with the head of a stick  at the outer door, and immediately after the question put in the gruff bass voice of an Irishman, Is the dactur within?

A tremendous growl of disappointment followed the reply. Then, after a pause, Is the assistant within? This was followed by a heavy tread in the passage and, next moment; an enormous man, in very ragged fustian, with a bronzed hairy face, and a reaping-hook under his arm, stood in the surgery, his head almost touching the ceiling.

Sure its niver the dacturs assistant ye are? he exclaimed, with a look of surprise.

I rose, drew myself up, and, endeavouring to look very solemn, said that I was, and demanded to know if I could do anything for him.

Ah, then, its a small assistant ye are, anyhow, he remarked; but stopped suddenly and his huge countenance was convulsed with pain, as he clapped his hand to his face, and uttered a groan, which was at least three parts composed of a growl.

Hooroo! whirrrhach! musha, but its like the cratur o Vesoovious all alive-o  in me head. Av it dont split up me jaw  there  ha  och!

The giant stamped his foot with such violence that all the glasses, cups, and vials in the room rang again, and, clapping both hands over his mouth, he bent himself double in a paroxysm of agony.

I felt a strange mixture of wild delight and alarm shoot through me. The chance had come in my way, but in anticipating it I had somehow always contemplated operating on some poor boy or old woman. My thoughts had never depicted such a herculean and rude specimen of humanity. At first, he would not believe me capable of extracting a tooth; but I spoke with such cool self-possession and assurance  though far from feeling either  that he consented to submit to the operation. For the sake of additional security, I seated him on the floor, and took his head between my knees; and I confess that when seated thus, in such close proximity to his rugged as well as massive head, gazing into the cavern filled with elephantine tusks, my heart almost failed me. Far back, in the darkest corner of the cave, I saw the decayed tooth  a massive lump of glistening ivory, with a black pit in the middle of it. Screwing up my courage to the utmost, I applied the key. The giant winced at the touch, but clasped his hard hands together  evidently prepared for the worst. I began to twist with right good-will. The man roared furiously, and gave a convulsive heave that almost upset myself and the big chair, and disengaged the key!

Oh, come, said I, remonstratively, you ought to stand it better than that! why, the worst of it was almost over.

Was it, though? he inquired earnestly, with an upward glance, that gave to his countenance in that position a hideous aspect. Sure it had need be, for the worst baits all that iver I drained of. Go at it again, me boy.

Resolving to make sure work of it next time, I fixed the key again, and, after getting it pretty tight  at which point he evidently fancied the worst had been again reached  I put forth all my strength in one tremendous twist.

I failed for a moment to draw the tusk, but I drew forth a prolonged roar, that can by no means be conceived or described. The Irishman struggled. I held on tight to his head with my knees. The chair tottered on its legs. Letting go the hair of his head, I clapped my left hand to my right, and with both arms redoubled the strain. The roar rose into a terrible yowl. There was a crash like the rending of a forest tree. I dropped the instrument, sprang up, turned the chair on the top of the man, and cramming it down on him rushed to the door, which I threw open, and then faced about.

There was a huge iron pestle lying on a table near my hand. Seizing it, I swayed it gently to and fro, ready to knock him down with it if he should rush at me, or to turn and fly, as should seem most advisable. I was terribly excited, and a good deal alarmed as to the possible consequences, but managed with much difficulty to look collected.

The big chair was hurled into a corner as he rose sputtering from the floor, and holding his jaws with both hands.

Och! ye spalpeen, is that the way ye trait people?

Yes, I replied in a voice of forced calmness, we usually put a restraint on strong men like you, when theyre likely to be violent.

I saw the corners of his eyes wrinkle a little, and felt more confidence.

Arrah, but its the jawbone yeve took out, ye goormacalluchscrowl!

No, it isnt, its only the tooth, I replied, going forward and picking it up from the floor.

The amazement of the man is not to be described. I gave him a tumbler of water, and, pointing to a basin, told him to wash out his mouth, which he did, looking at me all the time, however, and following me with his astonished eyes, as I moved about the room. He seemed to have been bereft of the power of speech; for all that he could say after that was, Och! av yer small yer cliver!

On leaving he asked what was to pay. I said that Id ask nothing, as he had stood it so well; and he left me with the same look of astonishment in his eyes and words of commendation on his lips.

Well, that was a tremendous experience to begin with, said Mr Durant, laughing; and so it made you a doctor?

It helped. When my father came home I presented him with the tooth, and from that day to this I have been hard at work; but I feel a little seedy just now from over-study, so I have resolved to try to get a berth as surgeon on board a ship bound for India, Australia, China, or South America, and, as you are a shipowner and old friend, I thought it just possible you might be not only willing but able to help me to what I want.

And you thought right, Stanney, my boy, said the old gentleman heartily; I have a ship going to sail for India in a few weeks, and we have not yet appointed a surgeon. You shall have that berth if it suits you.

At this point they were interrupted by the entrance of a servant maid with the announcement that there was a man in the lobby who wished to see Mr Durant.

Ill be back shortly, said the old gentleman to Stanley as he rose; go to the drawing-room, girls, and give Mr Hall some music. Youll find that my Katie sings and plays very sweetly, although she wont let me say so. Fanny joins her with a fine contralto, I believe, and Queeker, too, he sings  a  a what is it, Queeker?  a bass or a baritone  eh?

Without waiting for a reply, Mr Durant left the room, and found Morley Jones standing in the lobby, hat in hand.

The old gentlemans expression changed instantly, and he said with much severity  

Well, Mr Jones, what do you want?

Morley begged the favour of a private interview for a few minutes. After a moments hesitation, Mr Durant led him into his study.

Another loan, I suppose? said the old gentleman, as he lit the gas.

I had expected to have called to pay the last loan, sir, replied Mr Jones somewhat boldly, but one cant force the market. I have my sloop down here loaded with herrings, and if I chose to sell at a loss, could pay my debt to you twice over; but surely it can scarcely be expected of me to do that. I hear there is a rise in France just now, and mean to run over there with them. I shall be sure to dispose of em to advantage. On my return, Ill pay your loan with interest.

Morley Jones paused, and Mr Durant looked at him attentively for a few seconds.

Is this all you came to tell me?

Why, no sir, not exactly, replied Jones, a little disconcerted by the stern manner of the old gentleman. The sloop is not quite filled up, she could stow a few more casks, but I have been cleaned out, and unless I can get the loan of forty or fifty pounds

Ha! I thought so. Are you aware, Mr Jones, that your character for honesty has of late been called in question?

I am aware that I have got enemies, replied the fish-merchant coldly. If their false reports are to be believed to my disadvantage, of course I cannot expect

It is not my belief in their reports, replied Mr Durant, that creates suspicion in me, but I couple these reports with the fact that you have again and again deceived me in regard to the repayment of the loans which you have already received at various times from me.

I cant help ill-luck, sir, said Morley with a downcast look. If mens friends always deserted them at the same time with fortune there would be an end of all trade.

Mr Jones, said the other decidedly, I tell you plainly that you are presumptuous when you count me one of your friends. Your deceased brother, having been an old and faithful servant of mine, was considered by me a friend, and it is out of regard to his memory alone that I have assisted you. Even now, I will lend you the sum you ask, but be assured it is the last you shall ever get from me. I distrust you, sir, and I tell you so  flatly.

While he was speaking the old gentleman had opened a desk. He now sat down and wrote out a cheque, which he handed to his visitor, who received it with a grim smile and a curt acknowledgment, and instantly took his leave.

Mr Durant smoothed the frown from his brow, and returned to the drawing-room, where Katies sweet voice instantly charmed away the memory of the evil spirit that had just left him.

The table was covered with beautiful pencil sketches and chalk-heads and water-colour drawings in various stages of progression  all of which were the production of the same fair, busy, and talented little hand that copied the accounts for the Board of Trade, for love instead of money, without a blot, and without defrauding of dot or stroke a single i or t!

Queeker was gazing at one of the sketches with an aspect so haggard and savage that Mr Durant could not refrain from remarking it.

Why, Queeker, you seem to be displeased with that drawing, eh? Whats wrong with it?

Oh, ah! exclaimed the youth, starting, and becoming very red in the face no, not with the drawing, it is beautiful  most beautiful, but I  in  fact I was thinking, sir, that thought sometimes leads us into regions of gloom in which  where  one cant see ones way, and ignes fatui mislead or  or

Very true, Queeker, interrupted the old gentleman, good-humouredly; thought is a wonderful quality of the mind  transports us in a moment from the Indies to the poles; fastens with equal facility on the substantial and the impalpable; gropes among the vague generalities of the abstract, and wriggles with ease through the thick obscurities of the concrete  eh, Queeker? Come, give us a song, like a good fellow.

I never sing  I cannot sing, sir, said the youth, hurriedly.

No! why, I thought Katie said you were attending the singing-class.

The fat cousin was observed here to put her handkerchief to her mouth and bend convulsively over a drawing.

Queeker explained that he had just begun to attend, but had not yet attained sufficient confidence to sing in public. Then, starting up he suddenly pulled out his watch, exclaimed that he was quite ashamed of having remained so late, shook hands nervously all round, and, rushing from the house, left Stanley Hall in possession of the field!

Now, the poor youths state of mind is not easily accounted for. Stanley, being a close observer, had at an early part of the evening detected the cause of Queekers jealousy, and, being a kindly fellow, sought, by devoting himself to Fanny Hennings, to relieve his young friend; but, strange to say, Queeker was not relieved! This fact was a matter of profound astonishment even to Queeker himself, who went home that night in a state of mind which cannot be adequately described, sat down before his desk, and, with his head buried in his hands, thought intensely.

Can it be, he murmured in a sepulchral voice, looking up with an expression of horror, that I love them both? Impossible. Horrible! Perish the thought  yes. Seizing a pen:  

Perish the thought

Which never ought

To be,

Let not the thing.

Thing  wing  bing  ping  jing  ring  ling  ting  cling  dear me! what a lot of words with little or no meaning there are in the English language!  what will rhyme with  ah! I have it  sting

Let not the thing

Reveal its sting

To me!

Having penned these lines, Queeker heaved a deep sigh  cast one long lingering gaze on the moon, and went to bed.




Chapter Eight.

The Sloop Nora  Mr Jones Becomes Communicative, and Billy Towler, for the First Time in his Life, Thoughtful.

A dead calm, with a soft, golden, half-transparent mist, had settled down on Old Father Thames, when, early one morning, the sloop Nora floated rather than sailed towards the mouth of that celebrated river, bent, in the absence of wind, on creeping out to sea with the tide.

Jim Welton stood at the helm, which, in the circumstances, required only attention from one of his legs, so that his hands rested idly in his coat pockets. Morley Jones stood beside him.

So you managed the insurance, did you? said Jim in a careless way, as though he put the question more for the sake of saying something than for any interest he had in the matter.

Mr Jones, whose eyes and manner betrayed the fact that even at that early hour he had made application to the demon-spirit which led him captive at its will, looked suspiciously at his questioner, and replied  

Well, yes, Ive managed it.

For how much? inquired Jim.

For 300 pounds.

Jim looked surprised. Dye think the herring are worth that? he asked.

No, they aint, but theres some general cargo besides asll make it up to that, includin the value o the sloop, which Ive put down at 100 pounds. Moreover, Jim, I have named you as the skipper. They required his name, dye see, and as Im not exactly a seafarin man myself, an wanted to appear only as the owner, I named you.

But that was wrong, said Jim, for Im not the master.

Yes, you are, replied Morley, with a laugh. I make you master now. So, pray, Captain Welton, attend to your duty, and be civil to your employer. Theres a breeze coming that will send you foul o the Maplin light if you dont look out.

Whats the name o the passenger that came aboard at Gravesend, and what makes him take a fancy to such a craft as this? inquired Jim.

I can answer these questions for myself, said the passenger referred to, who happened at that moment to come on deck. My name is Stanley Hall, and I have taken a fancy to the Nora chiefly because she somewhat resembles in size and rig a yacht which belonged to my father, and in which I have had many a pleasant cruise. I am fond of the sea, and prefer going to Ramsgate in this way rather than by rail. I suppose you will approve my preference of the sea? he added, with a smile.

I do, indeed, responded Jim. The sea is my native element. I could swim in it as soon amost as I could walk, and I believe that  one way or other, in or on it  I have had more to do with it than with the land.

You are a good swimmer, then, I doubt not? said Stanley.

Pretty fair, replied Jim, modestly.

Pretty fair! echoed Morley Jones, why, hes the best swimmer, Ill be bound, in Norfolk  ay, if he were brought to the test I do blieve hed turn out to be the best in the kingdom.

On the strength of this subject the two young men struck up an acquaintance, which, before they had been long together, ripened into what might almost be styled a friendship. They had many sympathies in common. Both were athletic; both were mentally as well as physically active, and, although Stanley Hall had the inestimable advantage of a liberal education, Jim Welton possessed a naturally powerful intellect, with a capacity for turning every scrap of knowledge to good use.

Their conversation was at that time, however, cut short by the springing up of a breeze, which rendered it necessary that the closest attention should be paid to the management of the vessel among the numerous shoals which rendered the navigation there somewhat difficult.

It may be that many thousands of those who annually leave London on voyages, short and long  of profit and pleasure  have very little idea of the intricacy of the channels through which they pass, and the number of obstructions which, in the shape of sandbanks, intersect the mouth of the Thames at its junction with the ocean. Without pilots, and an elaborate well-considered system of lights, buoys, and beacons, a vessel would be about as likely to reach London from the ocean, or vice versa, in safety, as a man who should attempt to run through an old timber-yard blindfold would be to escape with unbroken neck and shins. Of shoals there are the East and West Barrows, the Nob, the Knock, the John, the Sunk, the Girdler, and the Long sands, all lying like so many ground-sharks, quiet, unobtrusive, but very deadly, waiting for ships to devour, and getting them too, very frequently, despite the precautions taken to rob them of their costly food.

These sand-sharks (if we may be allowed the expression) separate the main channels, which are named respectively the Swin or Kings channel, on the north, and the Princes, the Queens, and the South channels, on the south. The channel through which the Nora passed was the Swin, which, though not used by first-class ships, is perhaps the most frequented by the greater portion of the coasting and colliery vessels, and all the east country craft. The traffic is so great as to be almost continuous; innumerable vessels being seen in fine weather passing to and fro as far as the eye can reach. To mark this channel alone there was, at the time we write of, the Mouse light-vessel, at the western extremity of the Mouse sand; the Maplin lighthouse, on the sand of the same name; the Swin middle light-vessel, at the western extremity of the Middle and Heaps sand; the Whittaker beacon, and the Sunk light-vessel on the Sunk sand  besides other beacons and numerous buoys. When we add that floating lights and beacons cost thousands and hundreds of pounds to build, and that even buoys are valued in many cases at more than a hundred pounds each, besides the cost of maintenance, it may be conceived that the great work of lighting and buoying the channels of the kingdom  apart from the light-house system altogether  is one of considerable expense, constant anxiety, and vast national importance. It may also be conceived that the Elder Brethren of the Corporation of Trinity House  by whom, from the time of Henry VIII down to the present day, that arduous duty has been admirably performed  hold a position of the highest responsibility.

It is not our intention, however, to trouble the reader with further remarks on this subject at this point in our tale. In a future chapter we shall add a few facts regarding the Trinity Corporation, which will doubtless prove interesting; meanwhile we have said sufficient to show that there was good reason for Jim Welton to hold his tongue and mind his helm.

When the dangerous navigation was past, Mr Jones took Billy Towler apart, and, sitting down near the weather gangway, entered into a private and confidential talk with that sprightly youngster.

Billy, my boy, he said, with a leer that was meant to be at once amiable and patronising, you and I suit each other very well, dont we?

Billy, who had been uncommonly well treated by his new master, thrust his hands into the waistband of his trousers, and, putting his head meditatively on one side, said in a low voice  

Hm  well, yes, you suit me pretty well.

The respectable fish-curer chuckled, and patted his protégé on the back. After which he proceeded to discuss, or rather to detail, some matters which, had he been less affected by the contents of Square-Tom, he might have hesitated to touch upon.

Yes he said, youll do very well, Billy. Youre a good boy and a sharp one, which, you see, is exactly what I need. There are a lot o small matters that I want you to do for me, and that couldnt be very well done by anybody else; cause, dye see, there aint many lads o your age who unite so many good qualities.

Very true, remarked Billy, gravely nodding his head  which, by the way, was now decorated with a small straw hat and blue ribbon, as was his little body with a blue Guernsey shirt, and his small legs with white duck trousers of approved sailor cut.

Now, among other things, resumed Morley, I want you to learn some lessons.

Billy shook his head with much decision.

That wont go down, Mister Jones. I dont mean for to larn no more lessons. Ive ad more than enough o that. Fact is I consider myself edicated raither igher than usual. Cant I read and write, and do a bit o cypherin? Moreover, I knows that the world goes round the sun, wich is contrairy to the notions o the haincients, wot wos rediklous enough to suppose that the sun went round the world. And dont I know that the earth is like a orange, flattened at the poles? though I dont blieve there is no poles, an dont care a button if there was. Thats enough o jogrify for my money; wen I wants more Ill ax for it.

But it aint that sort o lesson I mean, Billy, said Mr Jones, who was somewhat amused at the indignant tone in which all this was said. The lesson I want you to learn is this: I want you to git off by heart what you and I are doin, an going to do, so that if you should ever come to be questioned about it at different times by different people, you might always give em the same intelligent answer,  dye understand?

Whew! whistled the boy, opening his eyes and showing his teeth; beaks an maginstrates, eh?

Just so. And remember, my boy, that you and I have been doin one or two things together of late that makes it best for both of us to be very affectionate to, and careful about, each other. Dye understand that?

Billy Towler pursed his little red lips as he nodded his small head and winked one of his large blue eyes. A slight deepening of the red on his cheeks told eloquently enough that he did understand that.

The tempter had gone a long way in his course by that time. So many of the folds of the thin net had been thrown over the little thoughtless victim, that, light-hearted and defiant though he was by nature, he had begun to experience a sense of restraint which was quite new to him.

Now, Billy, continued Jones, let me tell you that our prospects are pretty bright just now. I have effected an insurance on my sloop and cargo for 300 pounds, which means that Ive been to a certain great city that you and I know of, and paid into a company  we shall call it the Submarine Insurance Company  a small sum for a bit of paper, which they call a policy, by which they bind themselves to pay me 300 pounds if I should lose my ship and cargo. You see, my lad, the risks of the sea are very great, and theres no knowing what may happen between this and the coast of France, to which we are bound after touching at Ramsgate. Dye understand?

Billy shook his head, and with an air of perplexity said that he wasnt quite up to that dodge  didnt exactly see through it.

Supposin, said he, you does lose the sloop an cargo, why, wot then?  the sloop an cargo cost somethin, I dessay?

Ah, Billy, youre a smart boy  a knowing young rascal, replied Mr Jones, nodding approval; of course they cost something, but therein lies the advantage. The whole affair, sloop an cargo, aint worth more than a few pounds; so, if I throw it all away, it will be only losing a few pounds for the sake of gaining three hundred. What think you of that, lad?

I think the Submarine Insurance Company must be oncommon green to be took in so easy, replied the youngster with a knowing smile.

They aint exactly green either, boy, but they know that if they made much fuss and bother about insuring they would soon lose their customers, so they often run the risk of a knowin fellow like me, and take the loss rather than scare people away. You know, if a grocer was in the habit of carefully weighing and testing with acid every sovereign he got before he would sell a trifle over the counter,  if he called every note in question, and sent up to the bank to see whether it wasnt a forgery, why, his honest customers wouldnt be able to stand it. Theyd give him up. So he just gives the sovereign a ring and the note a glance an takes his chance. So it is in some respects with insurance companies. They look at the man and the papers, see that alls right, as well as they can, and hope for the best. Thats how it is.

Ha! they must be jolly companies to have to do with. Id like to transact some business with them submarines, said the boy, gravely.

And so you shall, my lad, so you shall, cried Mr Jones with a laugh; all in good time. Well, as I was saying, the cargo aint worth much; it dont extend down to the keel, Billy, by no means; and as for the sloop  shes not worth a ropes-end. Shes as rotten as an old coffin. Its all Ive been able to do to make her old timbers hold together for this voyage.

Billy Towler opened his eyes very wide at this, and felt slightly uncomfortable.

If she goes down in mid-channel, said he, it strikes me that the submarines will get the best of it, cause it dont seem to me that youre able to swim eight or ten miles at a stretch.

We have a boat, Billy, we have a boat, my smart boy.

Mr Jones accompanied this remark with a wink and a slight poke with his thumb in the smart boys side, which, however, did not seem to have the effect of reassuring Billy, for he continued to raise various objections, such as the improbability of the sloop giving them time to get into a boat when she took it into her head to go down, and the likelihood of their reaching the land in the event of such a disaster occurring during a gale or even a stiff breeze. To all of which Mr Jones replied that he might make his mind easy, because he (Jones) knew well what he was about, and would manage the thing cleverly.

Now, Billy, heres the lesson that youve got to learn. Besides remembering everything that I have told you, and only answering questions in the way that I have partly explained, and will explain more fully at another time, you will take particular note that we left the Thames to-day all right with a full cargo  Jim Welton bein master, and one passenger bein aboard, whom we agreed to put ashore at Ramsgate. That you heard me say the vessel and cargo were insured for 300 pounds, but were worth more, and that I said I hoped to make a quick voyage over and back. Besides all this, Billy, boy, youll keep a sharp look-out, and wont be surprised if I should teach you to steer, and get the others on board to go below. If you should observe me do anything while you are steering, or should hear any noises, youll be so busy with the tiller and the compass that youll forget all about that, and never be able to answer any questions about such things at all. Have I made all that quite plain to you?

Yes, captain; hall right.

Billy had taken to styling his new employer captain, and Mr Jones did not object.

Well, go forard and take a nap. I shall want you to-night perhaps; it may be not till to-morrow night.

The small boy went forward, as he was bid, and, leaning over the bulwark of the Nora, watched for a long time the rippling foam that curled from her bows and slid quietly along her black hull, but Billys thoughts were not, like his eyes, fixed upon the foam. For the first time in his life, perhaps, the foundling outcast began to feel that he was running in a dangerous road, and entertained some misgivings that he was an uncommonly wild, if not wicked, fellow. It is not to be supposed that his perceptions on this subject were very clear, or his meditations unusually profound, but it is certain that, during the short period of his residence in the school of which mention has been made, his conscience had been awakened and partially enlightened, so that his precociously quick intelligence enabled him to arrive at a more just apprehension of his condition than might have been expected,  considering his years and early training.

We do not say that Billys heart smote him. That little organ was susceptible only of impressions of jollity and mischief. In other respects  never having been appealed to by love  it was as hard as a small millstone. But the poor boys anxieties were aroused, and the new sensation appeared to add a dozen years to his life. Up to this time he had been accustomed to estimate his wickednesses by the number of days, weeks, or months of incarceration that they involved a wipe, he would say, was so many weeks, a silver sneezing-box, or a gold ticker, in certain circumstances, so many more; while a crack, i.e. a burglary (to which, by the way, he had only aspired as yet) might cost something like a trip over the sea at the Queens expense; but it had never entered into the head of the small transgressor of the law to meditate such an awful deed as the sinking of a ship, involving as it did the possibility of murder and suicide, or hanging if he should escape the latter contingency.

Moreover, he now began to realise more clearly the fact that he had cast in his lot with a desperate man, who would stick at nothing, and from whose clutches he felt assured that it would be no easy matter to escape. He resolved, however, to make the attempt the first favourable opportunity that should offer; and while the resolve was forming in his small brain his little brows frowned sternly at the foam on the Noras cutwater. When the resolve was fairly formed, fixed, and disposed of, Billys brow cleared, and his heart rose superior to its cares. He turned gaily round. Observing that the seaman, who with himself and Jim Welton composed the crew of the sloop, was sitting on the heel of the bowsprit half asleep, he knocked his cap off, dived down the fore-hatch with a merry laugh, flung himself into his berth, and instantly fell asleep, to dream of the dearest joys that had as yet crossed his earthly path  namely, his wayward wanderings, on long summer days, among the sunny fields and hedgerows of Hampstead, Kensington, Finchley, and other suburbs of London.




Chapter Nine.

Mr Jones Takes Strong Measures to Secure his Ends, and Introduces Billy and his Friends to some New Scenes and Moments.

Again we are in the neighbourhood of the Goodwin sands. It is evening. The sun has just gone down. The air and sea are perfectly still. The stars are coming out one by one, and the floating lights have already hoisted their never-failing signals.

The Nora lies becalmed not far from the Goodwin buoy, with her sails hanging idly on the yards. Bill Towler stands at the helm with all the aspect and importance of a steersman, but without any other duty to perform than the tiller could have performed for itself. Morley Jones stands beside him with his hands in his coat pockets, and Stanley Hall sits on the cabin skylight gazing with interest at the innumerable lights of the shipping in the roadstead, and the more distant houses on shore. Jim Welton, having been told that he will have to keep watch all night, is down below taking a nap, and Grundy, having been ordered below to attend to some trifling duty in the fore part of the vessel, is also indulging in slumber.

Long and earnestly and anxiously had Morley Jones watched for an opportunity to carry his plans into execution, but as yet without success. Either circumstances were against him, or his heart had failed him at the push. He walked up and down the deck with uncertain steps, sat down and rose up frequently, and growled a good deal  all of which symptoms were put down by Stanley to the fact that there was no wind.

At last Morley stopped in front of his passenger and said to him  

I really think youd better go below and have a nap, Mr Hall. Its quite clear that we are not goin to have a breeze till night, and it may be early morning when we call you to go ashore; so, if you want to be fit for much work to-morrow, youd better sleep while you may.

Thank you, I dont require much sleep, replied Stanley; in fact, I can easily do without rest at any time for a single night, and be quite able for work next day. Besides, I have no particular work to do to-morrow, and I delight to sit at this time of the night and watch the shipping. Im not in your way, am I?

Oh, not at all, not at all, replied the fish-merchant, as he resumed his irregular walk.

This question was prompted by the urgency with which the advice to go below had been given.

Seeing that nothing was to be made of his passenger in this way, Morley Jones cast about in his mind to hit upon another expedient to get rid of him, and reproached himself for having been tempted by a good fare to let him have a passage.

Suddenly his eye was attracted by a dark object floating in the sea a considerable distance to the southward of them.

Thats lucky, muttered Jones, after examining it carefully with the glass, while a gleam of satisfaction shot across his dark countenance; could not have come in better time. Nothing could be better.

Shutting up the glass with decision, he turned round, and the look of satisfaction gave place to one of impatience as his eye fell on Stanley Hall, who still sat with folded arms on the skylight, looking as composed and serene as if he had taken up his quarters there for the night. After one or two hasty turns on the deck, an idea appeared to hit Mr Jones, for he smiled in a grim fashion, and muttered, Ill try that, if the breeze would only come.

The breeze appeared to have been waiting for an invitation, for one or two cats-paws ruffled the surface of the sea as he spoke.

Mind your helm, boy, said Mr Jones suddenly; let her away a point; so, steady. Keep her as she goes; and, harkee (he stooped down and whispered), when I open the skylight do you call down, breeze freshenin, sir, and has shifted a point to the westard.

By the way, Mr Hall, said Jones, turning abruptly to his passenger, you take so much interest in navigation that I should like to show you a new chart Ive got of the channels on this part of the coast. Will you step below?

With pleasure, replied Stanley, rising and following Jones, who immediately spread out on the cabin table one of his most intricate charts,  which, as he had expected, the young student began to examine with much interest,  at the same time plying the other with numerous questions.

Stay, said Jones, Ill open the skylight  dont you find the cabin close?

No sooner was the skylight opened than the small voice of Billy Towler was heard shouting  

Breeze freshenin, sir, and has shifted a pint to the westard.

All right, replied Jones; excuse me, sir, Ill take a look at the sheets and braces and see that alls fast  be back in a few minutes.

He went on deck, leaving Stanley busy with the chart.

Youre a smart boy, Billy. Now do as I tell ee, and keep your weather eye open. Dye see that bit o floating wreck a-head? Well, keep straight for that and run right against it. Ill trust to ee, boy, that ye dont miss it.

Billy said that he would be careful, but resolved in his heart that he would miss it!

Jones then went aft to a locker near the stern, whence he returned with a mallet and chisel, and went below. Immediately thereafter Billy heard the regular though slight blows of the mallet, and pursed his red lips and screwed up his small visage into a complicated sign of intelligence.

There was very little wind, and the sloop made slow progress towards the piece of wreck although it was very near, and Billy steered as far from it as he could without absolutely altering the course.

Presently Jones returned on deck and replaced the mallet and chisel in the locker. He was very warm and wiped the perspiration frequently from his forehead. Observing that the sloop was not so near the wreck as he had expected, he suddenly seized the small steersman by the neck and shook him as a terrier dog shakes a rat.

Billy, said he, quickly, in a low but stern voice, its of no use. I see what you are up to. Your steerin clear o that wont prevent this sloop from bein at the bottom in quarter of an hour, if not sooner! If you hit it you may save yourself and me a world of trouble. Its so much for your own interest, boy, to hit that bit of wreck, that Ill trust you again.

So saying, Jones went down into the cabin, apologised for having kept Stanley waiting so long, said that he could not leave the boy at the helm alone for more than a few minutes at a time, and that he would have to return on deck immediately after he had made an entry on the log slate.

Had any one watched Morley Jones while he was making that entry on the log slate, he would have perceived that the strong mans hand trembled excessively, that perspiration stood in beads upon his brow, and that the entry itself consisted of a number of unmeaning and wavering strokes.

Meanwhile Billy Towler, left in sole possession of the sloop, felt himself in a most unenviable state of mind. He knew that the crisis had arrived, and the decisive tone of his tyrants last remark convinced him that it would be expedient for himself to obey orders. On the other hand, he remembered that he had deliberately resolved to throw off his allegiance, and as he drew near the piece of wreck, he reflected that he was at that moment assisting in an act which might cost the lives of all on board.

Driven to and fro between doubts and fears, the poor boy kept changing the course of the sloop in a way that would have soon rendered the hitting of the wreck an impossibility, when a sudden and rather sharp puff of wind caused the Nora to bend over, and the foam to curl on her bow as she slipped swiftly through the water. Billy decided at that moment to miss the wreck when he was close upon it, and for that purpose deliberately and smartly put the helm hard a-starboard.

Poor fellow, his seamanship was not equal to his courage! So badly did he steer, that the very act which was meant to carry him past the wreck, thrust him right upon it!

The shock, although a comparatively slight one, was sufficiently severe to arouse the sleepers, to whom the unwonted sensation and sound carried the idea of sudden disaster. Jim and Grundy rushed on deck, where they found Morley Jones already on the bulwarks with a boat-hook, shouting for aid, while Stanley Hall assisted him with an oar to push the sloop off what appeared to be the topmast and cross-trees of a vessel, with which she was entangled.

Jim and Grundy each seized an oar, and, exerting their strength, they were soon clear of the wreck.

Well, observed Jim, wiping his brow with the sleeve of his coat, its lucky it was but a light topmast and a light breeze, it cant have done us any damage worth speaking of.

I dont know that, said Jones. There are often iron bolts and sharp points about such wreckage that dont require much force to drive em through a ships bottom. Take a look into the hold, Jim, and see that alls right.

Jim descended into the hold, but immediately returned, exclaiming wildly  

Why, the sloops sinkin! Lend a hand here if you dont want to go down with her, he cried, leaping towards the boat.

Stanley Hall and Grundy at once lent a hand to get out the boat, while the fish-merchant, uttering a wild oath, jumped into the hold as if to convince himself of the truth of Jims statement. He returned quickly, exclaiming  

She must have started a plank. Its rushing in like a sluice. Look alive, lads; out with her!

The boat was shoved outside the bulwarks, and let go by the run; the oars were flung hastily in, and all jumped into her as quickly as possible, for the deck of the Nora was already nearly on a level with the water. They were not a minute too soon. They had not pulled fifty yards from their late home when she gave a sudden lurch to port and went down stern foremost.

To say that the party looked aghast at this sudden catastrophe, would be to give but a feeble idea of the state of their minds. For some minutes they could do nothing but stare in silence at the few feet of the Noras topmast which alone remained above water as a sort of tombstone to mark her ocean grave.

When they did at length break silence, it was in short interjectional remarks, as they resumed the oars.

Mr Jones, without making a remark of any kind, shipped the rudder; the other four pulled.

Shall we make for land? asked Jim Welton, after a time.

Not wi the tide running like this, answered Jones; well make the Gull, and get em to take us aboard till morning. At slack tide we can go ashore.

In perfect silence they rowed towards the floating light, which was not more than a mile distant from the scene of the disaster. As the ebb tide was running strong, Jim hailed before they were close alongside Gull, ahoy! heave us a rope, will you?

There was instant bustle on board the floating light, and as the boat came sweeping past a growl of surprise was heard to issue from the mates throat as he shouted, Look out!

A rope came whirling down on their heads, which was caught and held on to by Jim.

All right, father, he said, looking up.

All wrong, I think, replied the sire, looking down. Why. Jim, you always turn up like a bad shilling, and in bad company too. Where ever have you come from this time?

From the sea, father. Dont keep jawin there, but help us aboard, and youll hear all about it.

By this time Jones had gained the deck, followed by Stanley Hall and Billy. These quickly gave a brief outline of the disaster, and were hospitably received on board, while Jim and Grundy made fast the tackles to their boat, and had it hoisted inboard.

You wont require to pull ashore to-morrow, said the elder Mr Welton, as he shook his sons hand. The tender will come off to us in the morning, and no doubt the captain will take you all ashore.

So much the better, observed Stanley, because it seems to me that our boat is worthy of the rotten sloop to which she belonged, and might fail to reach the shore after all!

Her owner is rather fond of ships and boats that have got the rot, said Mr Welton, senior, looking with a somewhat stern expression at Morley Jones, who was in the act of stooping to wring the water out of the legs of his trousers.

If he is, said Jones, with an equally stern glance at the mate, he is the only loser  at all events the chief one  by his fondness.

Youre right, retorted Mr Welton sharply; the loss of a kit may be replaced, but there are some things which cannot be replaced when lost. However, you know your own affairs best. Come below, friends, and have something to eat and drink.

After the wrecked party had been hospitably entertained in the cabin with biscuit and tea, they returned to the deck, and, breaking up into small parties, walked about or leaned over the bulwarks in earnest conversation. Jack Shales and Jerry MacGowl took possession of Jim Welton, and, hurrying him forward to the windlass, made him there undergo a severe examination and cross-questioning as to how the sloop Nora had met with her disaster. These were soon joined by Billy Towler, to whom the gay manner of Shales and the rich brogue of MacGowl were irresistibly attractive.

Jim, however, proved to be much more reticent than his friends deemed either necessary or agreeable. After a prolonged process of pumping, to which he submitted with much good humour and an apparent readiness to be pumped quite dry, Jerry MacGowl exclaimed  

Och, it aint of no use trying to git no daiper. Sure weve sounded im to the bottom, an found nothin at all but mud.

Ay, hes about as incomprehensible as that famous poet youre for ever givin us screeds of. Whats is name  somebodys son?

Tennys son, av coorse, replied Jerry; but he aint incomprehensible, Jack; hes only too daip for a man of ornary intellick. His thoughts is so awful profound sometimes that the longest deep-sea lead line as ever was spun cant reach the bottom of em. Its only such oncommon philosophers as Dick Moy there, or a boardin-school miss (for extremes meet, you know, Jack), that can rightly make him out.

Wots that youre sayin about Dick Moy? inquired that worthy, who had just joined the group at the windlass.

He said you was a philosopher, answered Shales. Youre another, growled Dick, bluntly, to MacGowl.

Faix, thats true, replied Jerry; theres two philosophers aboord of this here light, an the luminous power of our united intellicks is so strong that Ive had it in my mind more than wance to suggest that if they wos to hoist you and me to the masthead together, the Gull would git on first-rate without any lantern at all.

Not a bad notion that, said Jack Shales. Ill mention it to the superintendent to-morrow, when the tender comes alongside. Praps hell report you to the Trinity House as being willin to serve in that way without pay, for the sake of economy.

No, not for economy, mate, objected Dick Moy. We cant afford to do dooty as lights without increased pay. Just think of the intellektooal force required for to keep the lights agoin night after night.

Ay, and the amount of the doctors bill, broke in MacGowl, for curin the extra cowlds caught at the mast-head in thick weather.

But we wouldnt go up in thick weather, stoopid, said Moy, wot ud be the use? Aint the gong enough at sich times?

Och, to be sure. Didnt I misremember that? What a thing it is to be ready-witted, now! And since we are makin sich radical changes in the floating-light system, what would ye say, boys, to advise the Boord to use the head of Jack Shales instead of a gong? It would sound splendiferous, for there aint no more in it than an empty cask. The last gong they sint us down was cracked, you know, so I fancy thats considered the right sort; and if so, Jacks head is cracked enough in all conscience.

I suppose, Jerry, said Shales, if my head was appointed gong, youd like that your fist should git the situation of drumstick.

Stop your chaffin, boys, and lets catch some birds for to-morrows dinner, said one of the men who had been listening to the conversation. Theres an uncommon lot of em about to-night, an it seems to me if the fog increases we shall have more of em.

Hooo!

Sich a gittin up stairs, and

A playin on the fiddle,

Sang Jack Shales, as he sprang up the wire-rope ladder that led to the lantern, round which innumerable small birds were flitting, as if desirous of launching themselves bodily into the bright light.

What is that fellow about? inquired Stanley Hall of the mate, as the two stood conversing near the binnacle.

Hes catching small birds, sir. We often get a number in that way here. But they aint so numerous about the Gull as Ive seen them in some of the other lightships. You may find it difficult to believe, but I do assure you, sir, that I have caught as many as five hundred birds with my own hand in the course of two hours.

Indeed! what sort of birds?

Larks and starlings chiefly, but there were other kinds amongst em. Why, sir, they flew about my head and round the lantern like clouds of snowflakes. I was sittin on the lantern just as Shales is sittin now, and the birds came so thick that I had to pull my sou-wester down over my eyes, and hold up my hands sometimes before my face to protect myself, for they hit me all over. I snapped at em, and caught em as fast as I could use my hands  gave their heads a screw, and crammed em into my pockets. In a short time the pockets were all as full as they could hold  coat, vest, and trousers. I had to do it so fast that many of em wasnt properly killed, and some came alive agin, hopped out of my pockets, and flew away.

At that moment there arose a laugh from the men as they watched their comrade, who happened to be performing a feat somewhat similar to that just described by the mate.

Jack Shales had seated himself on the roof of the lantern. This roof being opaque, he and the mast, which rose above him, and its distinctive ball on the top, were enveloped in darkness. Jack appeared like a man of ebony pictured against the dark sky. His form and motions could therefore be distinctly seen, although his features were invisible. He appeared to be engaged in resisting an attack from a host of little birds which seemed to have made up their minds to unite their powers for his destruction; the fact being that the poor things, fascinated by the brilliant light, flew over, under, and round it, with eyes so dazzled that they did not observe the man until almost too late to sheer off and avoid him. Indeed, many of them failed in this attempt, and flew right against his head, or into his bosom. These he caught, killed, and pocketed, as fast as possible, until his pockets were full, when he descended to empty them.

Hallo! Jack, mind your eye, cried Dick Moy, as his friend set foot on the deck, theres one of em agoin off with that crooked sixpence youre so fond of.

Jack caught a starling which was in the act of wriggling out of his coat pocket, and gave it a final twist.

Hold your hats, boys, he cried, hauling forth the game. Talk of a Scotch moor  theres nothin equal to the top of the Gull lantern for real sport!

I say, Jack, cried Mr Welton, who, with Stanley and the others, had crowded round the successful sportsman, there are some strange birds on the ball. Gulls or crows, or owls. If you look sharp and get inside, you may perhaps catch them by the legs.

Billy Towler heard this remark, and, looking up, saw the two birds referred to, one seated on the ball at the mast-head, the other at that moment sailing round it. Now it must be told, and the reader will easily believe it, that during all this scene Billy had looked on not only with intense interest, but with a wildness of excitement peculiar to himself, while his eyes flashed, and his small hands tingled with a desire to have, not merely a finger, but, all his ten fingers, in the pie. Being only a visitor, however, and ignorant of everybody and everything connected with a floating light, he had modestly held his tongue and kept in the background. But he could no longer withstand the temptation to act. Without uttering a word, he leaped upon the rope-ladder of the lantern, and was half way up it before any one observed him, determined to forestall Jack Shales. Then there was a shouting of Hallo! what is that scamp up to? Come down, you monkey! Hell break his neck! Serve him right! Hi! come down, will ee? and similar urgent as well as complimentary expressions, to all of which Billy turned a deaf ear. Another minute and he stood on the roof of the lantern, looking up at the ball and grasping the mast, which rose  a bare pole  twelve or fifteen feet above him.

Och! av the spalpeen tries that, exclaimed Jerry MacGowl, itll be the ind of im intirely.

Billy Towler did try it. Many a London lamp-post had he shinned up in his day. The difference did not seem to him very great. The ball, he observed, was made of light bands or lathes arranged somewhat in the form of lattice-work. It was full six feet in diameter, and had an opening in the under part by which a man could enter it. Through the lozenge-shaped openings he could see two enormous ravens perched on the top. Pausing merely for a second or two to note these facts and recover breath, he shinned up the bare pole like a monkey, and got inside the ball.

The spectators on deck stood in breathless suspense and anxiety, unable apparently to move; but when they saw Billy clamber up the side of the ball like a mouse in a wire cage, put forth his hand, seize one of the ravens by a leg and drag it through the bars to him, a ringing cheer broke forth, which was mingled with shouts of uncontrollable laughter.

The operation of drawing the ill-omened bird through the somewhat narrow opening against the feathers, had the double effect of ruffling it out to a round and ragged shape, very much beyond its ordinary size, and of rousing its spirit to ten times its wonted ferocity, insomuch that, when once fairly inside, it attacked its captor with claw, beak, and wing furiously. It had to do battle, however, with an infant Hercules. Billy held on tight to its leg, and managed to restrain its head and wings with one arm, while with the other he embraced the mast and slid down to the lantern; but not before the raven freed its head and one of its wings, and renewed its violent resistance.

On the lantern he paused for a moment to make the captive more secure, and then let his legs drop over the edge of the lantern, intending to get on the rounds of the ladder, but his foot missed the first one. In his effort to regain it he slipped. At that instant the bird freed his head, and with a triumphant caw! gave Billy an awful peck on the nose. The result was that the poor boy fell back. He could not restrain a shriek as he did so, but he still kept hold of the raven, and made a wild grasp with his disengaged hand. Fortunately he caught the ladder, and remained swinging and making vain efforts to hook his leg round one of the ropes.

Let go the bird! shouted the mate, rushing underneath the struggling youth, resolved at all hazards to be ready to break his fall if he should let go.

Howld on! yelled Jerry MacGowl, springing up the ladder  as Jack Shales afterwards said  like a Chimpanzee maniac, and clutching Billy by the neck.

Ye may let go now, ye spalpeen, said Jerry, as he held the upper half of Billys shirt, vest, and jacket in his powerful and capacious grasp, Ill howld ye safe enough.

At that moment the raven managed to free its dishevelled wings, the fierce flapping of which it added to its clamorous cries and struggles of indignation. Feeling himself safe, Billy let go his hold, and used the freed hand to seize the ravens other leg. Then the Irishman descended, and thus, amid the riotous wriggles and screams of the dishevelled bird, and the cheers, laughter, and congratulations of his friends, our little hero reached the deck in safety.

But this was not the end of their bird-catching on that memorable occasion. It was, indeed, the grand incident of the night  the culminating point, as it were, of the battle  but there was a good deal of light skirmishing afterwards. Billys spirit, having been fairly roused, was not easily allayed. After having had a piece of plaister stuck on the point of his nose, which soon swelled up to twice its ordinary dimensions, and became bulbous in appearance, he would fain have returned to the lantern to prosecute the war with renewed energy. This, however, Mr Welton senior would by no means permit, so the youngster was obliged to content himself with skirmishing on deck, in which he was also successful.

One starling he found asleep in the fold of a tarpaulin. Another he discovered in a snug corner under the lee of one of the mens coats, and both were captured easily. Then Dick Moy showed him a plan whereby he caught half a dozen birds in as many minutes. He placed a small hand-lantern on the deck, and spread a white handkerchief in front of it. The birds immediately swarmed round this so vigorously, that they even overturned the lantern once or twice. Finally, settling down on the handkerchief, they went to sleep. It was evident that the poor things had not been flying about for mere pleasure. They had been undoubtedly fascinated by the ships glaring light, and had kept flying round it until nearly exhausted, insomuch that they fell asleep almost immediately after settling down on the handkerchief, and were easily laid hold of.

During the intervals of this warfare Mr George Welton related to Billy Towler and Stanley Hall numerous anecdotes of his experience in bird-catching on board the floating lights. Mr Welton had been long in the service, and had passed through all the grades; having commenced as a seaman, and risen to be a lamplighter and a mate  the position he then occupied. His office might, perhaps, be more correctly described as second master, because the two were never on board at the same time, each relieving the other month about, and thus each being in a precisely similar position as to command, though not so in regard to pay.

There was one occasion, said the mate, when I had a tough set-to with a bird, something like what you have had to-night, youngster. I was stationed at the time in the Newarp light-vessel, off the Norfolk coast. It happened not long after the light had gone up. I observed a very large bird settle on the roof of the lantern, so I went cautiously up, hopin it would turn out a good one to eat, because you must know we dont go catchin these birds for mere pastime. Were very glad to get em to eat; and I can assure you the larks make excellent pies. Well, I raised my head slowly above the lantern and pounced on it. Instantly its claws went deep into my hands. I seized its neck, and tried to choke it; but the harder I squeezed, the harder it nipped, until I was forced to sing out for help. Leavin go the neck, in order to have one hand free, I descended the ladder with the bird hanging to the other hand by its claws. I found I had no occasion to hold tight to it, for it held tight to me! Before I got down, however, it had recovered a bit, let go, and flew away, but took refuge soon after in the lantern-house on deck. Here I caught it a second time, and once more received the same punishment from its claws. I killed it at last, and then found, to my disgust, that it was a monster sparrow-hawk, and not fit for food!

Somethink floatin alongside, sir, said Dick Moy, running aft at that moment and catching up a boat-hook, with which he made a dart at the object in question, and struck, but failed to secure it.

What is it, Moy? asked Mr Welton.

Ony a bit o wreck, I think. It looked like a corp at first.

Soon after this most of the people on board the Gull went below and turned in, leaving the deck in charge of the regular watch, which, on that occasion, consisted of Dick and his friend Jack Shales. Jerry MacGowl kept them company for a time, being, as he observed, sintimentally inclined that night.

Stanley Hall, attracted by the fineness of the night, also remained on deck a short time after the others were gone.

Do you often see dead bodies floating past? he asked of Dick Moy.

Not wery often, sir, but occasionally we does. You see, were so nigh the Goodwin sands, where wrecks take place in the winter months pritty constant, that poor fellers are sometimes washed past us; but they aint always dead. One night we heard loud cries not far off from us, but it was blowin a gale, and the night was so dark we could see nothin. We could no more have launched our boat than we could ave gone over the falls o Niagary without capsizin. When next the relief comed off, we heard that it was three poor fellers gone past on a piece of wreck.

Were they lost? inquired Stanley.

No, sir, they warnt all of em lost. A brig saw em at daylight, but just as they wos being picked up, one wos so exhausted he slipped off the wreck an wos drownded. Nother time, continued Moy, as he paced slowly to and fro, we seed a corp float past, and tried to ook it with the boat-ook, but missed it. It wos on its face, and we could see it ad on a belt and sheath-knife. There wos a bald spot on the ead, and the gulls wos peckin at it, so we knowd it wos dead  wery likely a long time.

Theres a tight little craft, remarked Shales, pointing to a vessel which floated at no great distance off.

Wich dye mean? asked Dick; for there were so many vessels, some at anchor and some floating past with the tide, like phantom ships, that it was not easy to make out which vessel was referred to; the one wi the shoulder-o-mutton mainsl?

No; that schooner with the raking masts an topsail?

Ah, thats a purty little thing from owld Ireland, returned Jerry MacGowl. Id know her anywhere by the cut of her jib. Av she would only spaik, shed let ye hear the brogue.

Since ye know her so well, Paddy, praps you can tell us whats her cargo? said Jack Shales.

Of coorse I can  its fruit an timber, replied Jerry.

Fruit and timber! exclaimed Stanley with a laugh; I was not aware that such articles were exported from Ireland.

Ah, sure they are, yer honour, replied Jerry. No doubt the English, with that low spirit of jealousy thats pecooliar to em, would say it was brooms an taties, but we calls it fruit and timber!

After that, Jerry, I think it is time for me to turn in, so I wish you both a good-night, lads.

Good-night, sir, good-night, replied the men, as Stanley descended to his berth, leaving the watch to spin yarns and perambulate the deck until the bright beams of the floating light should be rendered unnecessary by the brighter beams of the rising sun.




Chapter Ten.

Treats of Tender Subjects of a Peculiar Kind, and Shows how Billy Towler got into Scrapes and out of Them.

The fact that we know not what a day may bring forth, receives frequent, and sometimes very striking, illustration in the experience of most people. That the day may begin with calm and sunshine, yet end in clouds and tempest  or vice versa  is a truism which need not be enforced. Nevertheless, it is a truism which men are none the worse of being reminded of now and then. Poor Billy Towler was very powerfully reminded of it on the day following his night-adventure with the ravens; and his master was taught that the best-laid plans of men, as well as mice, are apt to get disordered, as the sequel will show.

Next morning the look-out on board the Gull lightship reported the Trinity steam-tender in sight, off the mouth of Ramsgate harbour, and the ensign was at once hoisted as an intimation that she had been observed.

This arrangement, by the way, of hoisting a signal on board the floating lights when any of the Trinity yachts chance to heave in sight, is a clever device, whereby the vigilance of light-ship crews is secured, because the time of the appearing of these yachts is irregular, and, therefore, a matter of uncertainty. Every one knows the natural and almost irresistible tendency of the human mind to relax in vigilance when the demand on attention is continual  that the act, by becoming a mere matter of daily routine, loses much of its intensity. The crews of floating lights are, more than most men, required to be perpetually on the alert, because, besides the danger that would threaten innumerable ships should their vessels drift from their stations, or any part of their management be neglected, there is great danger to themselves of being run into during dark stormy nights or foggy days. Constant vigilance is partly secured, no doubt, by a sense of duty in the men; it is increased by the feeling of personal risk that would result from carelessness; and it is almost perfected by the order for the hoisting of a flag as above referred to.

The superintendent of the district of which Ramsgate is head-quarters, goes out regularly once every month in the tender to effect what is styled the relief,  that is, to change the men, each of whom passes two months aboard and one month on shore, while the masters and mates alternately have a month on shore and a month on board. At the same time he puts on board of the four vessels of which he has charge  namely, the Goodwin, the Gull, the South-sandhead, and the Varne light-ships,  water, coal, provisions, and oil for the month, and such stores as may be required; returning with the men relieved and the empty casks and cans, etcetera, to Ramsgate harbour. Besides this, the tender is constantly obliged to go out at irregular intervals  it may be even several times in a week  for the purpose of replacing buoys that have been shifted by storms  marking, with small green buoys, the spot where a vessel may have gone down, and become a dangerous obstruction in the fair way  taking up old chains and sinkers, and placing new ones  painting the buoys  and visiting the North and South Foreland lighthouses, which are also under the district superintendents care.

On all of these occasions the men on duty in the floating lights are bound to hoist their flag whenever the tender chances to pass them within sight, on pain of a severe reprimand if the duty be neglected, and something worse if such neglect be of frequent occurrence. In addition to this, some of the Elder Brethren of the Trinity House make periodical visits of inspection to all the floating lights round the coasts of England; and this they do purposely at irregular times, in order, if possible, to catch the guardians of the coast napping; and woe betide the watch on duty if these inspecting Brethren should manage to get pretty close to any light-ship without having received the salute of recognition! Hence the men of the floating lights are kept ever on the alert, and the safety of the navigation, as far as human wisdom can do it, is secured. Hence also, at whatever time any of our floating lights should chance to be visited by strangers, they, like our lighthouses, will invariably be found in perfect working order, and as clean as new pins, except, of course, during periods of general cleaning up or painting.

Begging pardon for this digression, we return to Billy Towler, whose delight with the novelty of his recent experiences was only equalled by his joyous anticipations of the stirring sea-life that yet lay before him.

The satisfaction of Mr Jones, however, at the success of his late venture, was somewhat damped by the information that he would have to spend the whole day on board the tender. The district superintendent, whose arduous and multifarious duties required him to be so often afloat that he seemed to be more at home in the tender than in his own house ashore, was a man whose agreeable manners, and kind, hearty, yet firm disposition, had made him a favourite with every one in the service. Immediately on his boarding the Gull, he informed the uninvited and unfortunate guests of that floating light that he would be very glad to take them ashore, but that he could not do so until evening, as, besides effecting the relief, he meant to take advantage of the calm weather to give a fresh coat of paint to one or two buoys, and renew their chains and sinkers, and expressed a hope that the delay would not put them to much inconvenience.

Stanley Hall, between whom and the superintendent there sprang up an intimate and sympathetic friendship almost at first sight, assured him that so far from putting him to inconvenience it would afford him the greatest pleasure to spend the day on board. Billy Towler heard this arrangement come to with an amount of satisfaction which was by no means shared by his employer, who was anxious to report the loss of the Nora without delay, and to claim the insurance money as soon as possible. He judged it expedient, however, to keep his thoughts and anxieties to himself, and only vented his feelings in a few deep growls, which, breaking on the ears of Billy Towler, filled the heart of that youthful sinner with additional joy.

Wot a savage he is! said Dick Moy, looking at Jones, and addressing himself to Billy.

Ah, aint he just! replied the urchin.

Has he not bin good to ee? asked the big seaman, looking down with a kindly expression at the small boy.

Middlin, was Billys cautious reply. I say, Neptune, he added, looking up into Dicks face, wots yer name?

It aint Neptune, anyhow, replied Dick. Thats wot weve called the big black Noofoundland dog you sees over there a-jumping about Jim Welton as if he had falled in love with him.

Why is it so fond of him? asked Billy.

Dick replied to this question by relating the incident of the dogs rescue by Jim.

Werry interestin. Well, but wot is your name? said Billy, returning to the point.

Dick.

Of course I know that; Ive heerd em all call ye that often enough, but I spose youve got another?

Moy, said the big seaman.

Moy, eh? cried Billy, with a grin, that is a funny name, but there aint enough of it for my taste.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the superintendent, who, having been for many years in command of an East Indiaman, was styled Captain. He ordered the mate and men whose turn it was to be relieved to get into the tender along with the strangers. Soon afterwards the vessel steamed away over the glassy water, and Billy, who had taken a fancy to the big lamplighter, went up to him and said  

Well, Dick Moy, where are we agoin to just now?

Dick pointed to a black speck on the water, a considerable distance ahead of them.

Were agoin to that there buoy, to lift it and put down a noo un.

Oh, thats a boy, is it? and are them there boys too? asked Billy, looking round at the curious oval and conical cask-like things, of gigantic proportions, which lumbered the deck and filled the hold of the tender.

Ay, theyre all buoys.

None of em girls? inquired the urchin gravely.

No, none of em, replied Dick with equal gravity, for to him the joke was a very stale one.

No? thats stoopid now; Id ave ad some of em girls for varietys sake  wots the use of em? asked the imp, who pretended ignorance, in order to draw out his burly companion.

To mark the channels, replied Dick. We puts a red buoy on one side and a checkered buoy on tother, and if the vessels keeps atween em they goes all right  if not, they goes ashore.

Hm, thats just where it is now, said Billy. If I had had the markin o them there channels Id ave put boys on one side an girls on tother all the way up to London  made a sort o country dance of it, an all the ships would ave gone up the middle an down agin, dye see?

Port, port a little, said the captain at that moment.

Port it is, sir, answered Mr Welton, senior, who stood at the wheel.

The tender was now bearing down on one of the numerous buoys which mark off the channels around the Goodwin sands, and it required careful steering in order to avoid missing it on the one hand, or running into it on the other. A number of men stood on the bow of the vessel, with ropes and boat-hooks, in readiness to catch and make fast to it. These men, with the exception of two or three who formed the permanent crew of the tender, were either going off to relieve their comrades and take their turn on board the floating lights, or were on their way to land, having been relieved  such as George Welton the mate, Dick Moy, and Jerry MacGowl. Among them were several masters and mates belonging to the light-vessels of that district  sedate, grave, cheerful, and trustworthy men, all of them  who had spent the greater part of their lives in the service, and were by that time middle-aged or elderly, but still, with few exceptions, as strong and hardy as young men.

Jerry, being an unusually active and powerful fellow, took a prominent part in all the duties that devolved on the men at that time.

That these duties were not light might have been evident to the most superficial observer, for the buoys and their respective chains and sinkers were of the most ponderous and unwieldy description.

Referring to this, Stanley Hall said, as he stood watching the progress of the work, Why, captain, up to this day I have been in the habit of regarding buoys as trifling affairs, not much bigger or more valuable than huge barrels or washing-tubs, but now that I see them close at hand, and hear all you tell me about them, my respect increases wonderfully.

It will be increased still more, perhaps, replied the captain, when I tell you the cost of some of them. Now, then, MacGowl, look out  are you ready?

All ready, sir.

Port a little  steady.

Steady! replied Mr Welton.

Arrah! howld on  och! stiddy  heave  hooray! cried the anxious Irishman as he made a plunge at the buoy which was floating alongside like a huge iron balloon, bumping its big forehead gently, yet heavily, against the side of the tender, and, in that simple way conveying to the mind of Stanley an idea of the great difficulty that must attend the shifting of buoys in rough weather.

The buoy having been secured, an iron hook and chain of great strength were then attached to the ring in its head. The chain communicated with a powerful crane rigged up on the foremast, and was wrought by a steam windlass on deck.

You see we require stronger tackle, said the captain to Stanley, while the buoy was being slowly raised. That buoy weighs fully three-quarters of a ton, and cost not less, along with its chain and sinker, than 150 pounds, yet it is not one of our largest. We have what we call monster buoys, weighing considerably more than a ton, which cost about 300 pounds apiece, including a 60-fathom chain and a 30-hundred-weight sinker. Those medium-sized ones, made of wood and hooped like casks, cost from 80 pounds to 100 pounds apiece without appendages. Even that small green fellow lying there, with which I intend to mark the Nora, if necessary, is worth 25 pounds, and as there are many hundreds of such buoys all round the kingdom, you can easily believe that the guarding of our shores is somewhat costly.

Indeed it must be, answered Stanley; and if such insignificant-looking things cost so much, what must be the expense of maintaining floating lights and lighthouses?

I can give you some idea of that too, said the captain  

Look out! exclaimed the men at that moment.

Och! be aisy, cried Jerry, ducking as he spoke, and thus escaping a blow from the buoy, which would have cracked his head against the vessels side like a walnut.

Heave away, lad!

The man at the windlass obeyed. The irresistible steam-winch caused the huge chain to grind and jerk in its iron pulley, and the enormous globular iron buoy came quietly over the side, black here and brown there, and red-rusted elsewhere; its green beard of sea-weed dripping with brine, and its sides grizzled with a six-months growth of barnacles and other shell-fish.

It must not be supposed that, although the engine did all the heavy lifting, the men had merely to stand by and look on. In the mere processes of capturing the buoy and making fast the chains and hooks, and fending off, etcetera, there was an amount of physical effort  straining and energising  on the part of the men, that could scarcely be believed unless seen. Do not fancy, good reader, that we are attempting to make much of a trifle in this description. Our object is rather to show that what might very naturally be supposed to be trifling and easy work, is, in truth, very much the reverse.

The buoy having been lifted, another of the same size and shape, but freshly painted, was attached to the chain, tumbled over the side, and left in its place. In this case the chain and sinker did not require renewing, but at the next (one) visited it was found that buoy, chain, and sinker had to be lifted and renewed.

And here again, to a landsman like Stanley, there was much to interest and surprise. If a man, ignorant of such matters, were asked what he would do in the event of his having to go and shift one of those buoys, he might probably reply, Well, I suppose I would first get hold of the buoy and hoist it on board, and then throw over another in its place; but it is not probable that he would reflect that this process involved the violent upturning of a mass of wood or metal so heavy that all the strength of the dozen men who had to struggle with it was scarce sufficient to move gently even in the water; that, being upturned, an inch chain had to be unshackled  a process rendered troublesome, owing to the ponderosity of the links which had to be dealt with, and the constrained position of the man who wrought,  and that the chain and sinker had to be hauled out of the sand or mud into which they had sunk so much, that the donkey-engine had to strain until the massive chains seemed about to give way, and the men stood in peril of having their heads suddenly cut open.

Not to be too prolix on this subject, it may be said, shortly, that when the chain and sinker of the next buoy were being hauled in, a three-inch rope snapped and grazed the finger of a man, fortunately taking no more than a little of the skin off, though it probably had force enough to have taken his hand off if it had struck him differently. Again they tried, but the sinker had got so far down into the mud that it would not let go. The engine went at last very slowly, for it was applying almost the greatest strain that the chains could bear, and the bow of the tender was hauled considerably down into the sea. The men drew back a little, but, after a few moments of suspense, the motion of the vessel gradually loosened the sinker and eased the strain.

There she goes, handsomely, cried the men, as the engine again resumed work at reasonable speed.

We sometimes lose chains and sinkers altogether in that way, remarked Dick Moy to Billy, who stood looking on with heightened colour and glowing eyes, and wishing with all the fervour of his small heart that the whole affair would give way, in order that he might enjoy the tremendous crash which he thought would be sure to follow.

Would it be a great loss? he asked.

It would, a wery great un, said Dick; that there chain an sinker is worth nigh fifty or sixty pound.

While this work was being done, the captain was busy with his telescope, taking the exact bearings of the buoy, to ascertain whether or not it had shifted its position during the six months conflict with tide and tempest that it had undergone since last being overhauled. Certain buildings on shore coming into line with other prominent buildings, such as steeples, chimneys, and windmills, were his infallible guides, and these declared that the buoy had not shifted more than a few feet. He therefore gave the order to have the fresh buoy, with its chain and sinker, ready to let go.

The buoy in question,  a medium one about eight feet high, five feet in diameter, and conical in shape  stood at the edge of the vessel, like an extinguisher for the biggest candle that ever was conceived in the wildest brain at Rome. Its sinker, a square mass of cast-iron nearly a ton in weight, lay beside it, and its two-inch chain, every link whereof was eight or ten inches long, and made of the toughest malleable iron, was coiled carefully on the main-hatch, so that nothing should impede its running out.

All ready? cried the captain, taking a final glance through the telescope.

All ready, sir, replied the men, several of whom stood beside the buoy, prepared to lay violent hands on it, while two stood with iron levers under the sinker, ready to heave.

Stand here, Billy, an youll see it better, said Dick Moy, with a sly look, for Dick had by this time learned to appreciate the mischievous spirit of the urchin.

Let go! cried the captain.

Let go! echoed the men.

The levers were raised; the thrust was given. Away went the sinker; overboard went the buoy; out went the chain with a clanging roar and a furious rush, and up sprang a column of white spray, part of which fell in-board, and drenched Billy Towler to the skin!

As well might Dick Moy have attempted to punish a pig by throwing it into the mud as to distress Billy by sousing him with water! It was to him all but a native element. In fact, he said that he believed himself to be a hamphiberous hanimal by nature, and was of the opinion that he should have been born a merman.

Hooray! shower-baths free, gratis, for nothink! he yelled, as soon as he had re-caught his breath. Any more o that sort comin? he cried, as he pulled off his shirt and wrung it.

Plenty more wery like it, said Dick, chuckling, and to be had wery much on the same terms.

Ah, if youd only jine me  it would make it so much more pleasant, retorted the boy; but it would take a deal more water to kiver yer huge carcase.

That boy will either make a first-rate man, or an out-and-out villain, observed the captain to Stanley, as they stood listening to his chaffing remarks.

Hell require a deal of taming, said Jim Welton, who was standing by; but hes a smart, well-disposed little fellow as far as I know him.

Morley Jones, who was seated on the starboard bulwarks not far off; confided his opinion to no one, but he was observed to indulge in a sardonic grin, and to heave his shoulders as if he were agitated with suppressed laughter when this last remark was made.

The steamer meanwhile had been making towards another of the floating lights, alongside of which some time was spent in transferring the full water-casks, receiving the empties, etcetera, and in changing the men. The same process was gone through with the other vessels, and then, in the afternoon, they returned towards Ramsgate harbour. On the way they stopped at one of the large buoys which required to be painted. The weather being suitable for that purpose, a boat was lowered, black and white paint-pots and brushes were put into her, and Jack Shales, Dick Moy, and Jerry MacGowl were told off to perform the duty. Stanley Hall also went for pastime, and Billy Towler slid into the boat like an eel, without leave, just as it pushed off.

Get out, ye small varmint! shouted Jerry; but the boy did not obey; the boat was already a few feet off from the vessel, and as the captain either did not see or did not care, Billy was allowed to go.

Youll only be in the way, an git tired of yer life before were half done, said Dick Moy.

Never mind, he shall keep me company, said Stanley, laughing. We will sit in judgment on the work as it proceeds  wont we, Billy?

Well, sir, replied the boy, with intense gravity, that depends on whether yer fine-hart edication has bin sufficiently attended to; but Ive no objection to give you the benefit o my adwice if you gits into difficulties.

A loud laugh greeted this remark, and Billy, smiling with condescension, said he was gratified by their approval.

A few minutes sufficed to bring them alongside the buoy, which was one of the largest size, shaped like a cone, and painted in alternate stripes of white and black. It rose high above the heads of the men when they stood up beside it in the boat. It was made of timber, had a wooden ring round it near the water, and bore evidence of having received many a rude buffet from ships passing in the dark.

A nice little buoy this, said Billy, looking at it with the eye and air of a connoisseur; wots its name?

The North Goodwin; cant ee read? dont ee see its name up there on its side, in letters as long as yerself? said Jack Shales, as he stirred up the paint in one of the pots.

Ah, to be sure; well, it might have bin named the Uncommon Good-win, said Billy, for it seems to have seen rough service, and to have stood it well. Come, boys, look alive, mix yer colours an go to work; England expecks every man, you know, for to do his dooty.

Wot a bag of impudence it is! said Dick Moy, catching the ring-bolt on the top of the buoy with the boat-hook, and holding the boat as close to it as possible, while his mates dipped their brushes in the black and white paint respectively, and began to work with the energy of men who know that their opportunity may be cut short at any moment by a sudden squall or increasing swell.

Indeed, calm though the water was, there was enough of undulation to render the process of painting one of some difficulty, for, besides the impossibility of keeping the boat steady, Dick Moy found that all his strength could not avail to prevent the artists being drawn suddenly away beyond reach of their object, and as suddenly thrown against it, so that their hands and faces came frequently into contact with the wet paint, and gave them a piebald appearance.

For some time Billy contented himself with looking on and chaffing the men, diversifying the amusement by an occasional skirmish with Stanley, who had armed himself with a brush, and was busy helping.

Its raither heavy work, sir, to do all the judgment business by myself; he said. Theres that feller Shales, as dont know how a straight line should be drawd. Couldnt ye lend me your brush, Jack? or praps Dick Moy will lend me his beard, as he dont seem to be usin it just now.

Here, Dick, cried Stanley, giving up his brush, youve had enough of the holding-on business; come, Ill relieve you.

Ay, thats your sort, said Billy; muscle to the boat-ook, an brains to the brush.

Hold on tight, sir, cried Shales, as the boat gave a heavy lurch away from the buoy, while the three painters stood leaning as far over the gunwale as was consistent with safety, and stretching their arms and brushes towards the object of their solicitude.

Stanley exerted himself powerfully; a reactionary swell helped him too much, and next moment the three men went, heads, hands, and brushes, plunging against the buoy!

Och! morther! cried Jerry, one of whose black hands had been forced against a white stripe, and left its imprint there. Look at that, now!

All right, cried Shales, dashing a streak of white over the spot.

Theres no preventing it, said Stanley, apologetically, yet laughing in spite of himself.

I say, Jack, this is igh art, this is, observed Moy, as he drew back to take another dip, but Im free to confess that Id raither go courtin the girls than painting the buoys.

Oh! Dick, you borrowed that from me, cried Billy; for shame, sir!

Well, well, observed Jerry, its many a time Ive held on to a painter, but I niver thought to become wan. What would ye call this now  a landscape or a portrait?

I would call it a marine piece, said Stanley.

How much, sir? asked Dick Moy, who had got upon the wooden ring of the buoy, and was standing thereon attempting, but not very successfully, to paint in that position.

A mareeny-piece, you noodle, cried Billy; dont ye onderstand the genelmn wots a sittin on judgment on ee? A mareeny-piece is a piece o mareeny or striped kaliko, wich is all the same, and wery poor stuff it is too. Come, Ill stand it no longer. I hold ye in sich contempt that I must look down on ee.

So saying, the active little fellow seized the boat-hook, and swung himself lightly on the buoy, the top of which he gained after a severe scramble, amid the indignant shouts of the men.

Well, since you have gone up there, well keep you there till we are done.

All right, my hearties, retorted Billy, in great delight and excitement, as the men went on with their work.

Just then another heave of the swell drew the boat away, obliging the painters to lean far over the side as before, pointing towards their pictur, as Jerry called it, but unable to touch it, though expecting every moment to swing within reach again. Suddenly Billy Towler  while engaged, no doubt, in some refined piece of mischief  slipped and fell backwards with a loud cry. His head struck the side of the boat in passing, as he plunged into the sea.

Ah, the poor craitur! cried Jerry MacGowl, immediately plunging after him.

Now, it happened that Jerry could not swim a stroke, but his liking for the boy, and the suddenness of the accident, combined with his reckless disposition, rendered him either forgetful of or oblivious to that fact. Instead of doing any good, therefore, to Billy, he rendered it necessary for the men to give their undivided attention to hauling his unwieldy carcase into the boat.

The tide was running strong at the time. Billy rose to the surface, but showed no sign of life. He was sinking again, when Stanley Hall plunged into the water like an arrow, and caught him by the hair.

Stanley was a powerful swimmer, but he could make no headway against the tide that was running to the southward at the time, and before the men had succeeded in dragging their enthusiastic but reckless comrade into the boat, Billy and his friend had been swept to a considerable distance. As soon as the oars were shipped, however, they were quickly overtaken and rescued.

Stanley was none the worse for his ducking, but poor Billy was unconscious, and had a large cut in his head, which looked serious. When he was taken on board the tender, and restored to consciousness, he was incapable of talking coherently. In this state he was taken back to Ramsgate and conveyed to the hospital.

There, in a small bed, the small boy lay for many weeks, with ample leisure to reflect upon the impropriety of coupling fun  which is right  with mischief  which is emphatically wrong, and generally leads to disaster. But Billy could not reflect, because he had received a slight injury to the brain, it was supposed, which confused him much, and induced him, as his attentive nurse said, to talk nothing but nonsense.

The poor boys recently-made friends paid him all the attention they could, but most of them had duties to attend to which called them away, so that, ere long, with the exception of an occasional visit from Mr Welton of the Gull light, he was left entirely to the care of the nurses and house-surgeons, who were extremely kind to him.

Mr Morley Jones, who might have been expected to take an interest in his protégé, left him to his fate, after having ascertained that he was in a somewhat critical condition, and, in any case, not likely to be abroad again for many weeks.

There was one person, however, who found out and took an apparently deep interest in the boy. This was a stout, hale gentleman, of middle age, with a bald head, a stern countenance, and keen grey eyes. He came to the hospital, apparently as a philanthropic visitor, inquired for the boy, introduced himself as Mr Larks, and, sitting down at his bedside, sought to ingratiate himself with the patient. At first he found the boy in a condition which induced him to indulge chiefly in talking nonsense, but Mr Larks appeared to be peculiarly interested in this nonsense, especially when it had reference, as it frequently had, to a man named Jones! After a time, when Billy became sane again, Mr Larks pressed him to converse more freely about this Mr Jones, but with returning health came Billys sharp wit and caution. He began to be more circumspect in his replies to Mr Larks, and to put questions, in his turn, which soon induced that gentleman to discontinue his visits, so that Billy Towler again found himself in what might with propriety have been styled his normal condition  absolutely destitute of friends.

But Billy was not so destitute as he supposed himself to be  as we shall see.

Meanwhile Morley Jones went about his special business. He reported the loss of the sloop Nora; had it advertised in the Gazette; took the necessary steps to prove the fact; called at the office of the Submarine Insurance Company, and at the end of three weeks walked away, chuckling, with 300 pounds in his pocket!

In the satisfaction which the success of this piece of business induced, he opened his heart and mind pretty freely to his daughter Nora, and revealed not only the fact of Billy Towlers illness, but the place where he then lay. Until the money had been secured he had kept this a secret from her, and had sent Jim Welton on special business to Gravesend in order that he might be out of the way for a time, but, the motive being past, he made no more secret of the matter.

Nora, who had become deeply interested in the boy, resolved to have him brought up from Ramsgate to Yarmouth by means of love, not being possessed of money. The moment, therefore, that Jim Welton returned, she issued her commands that he should go straight off to Ramsgate, find the boy, and, by hook or crook, bring him to the Garden of Eden, on pain of her utmost displeasure.

But the thing ant possible, said Jim, I havent got money enough to do it.

Then you must find money somehow, or make it, said Nora, firmly. That dear boy must be saved. When he was stopping here I wormed all his secrets out of his little heart, bless it

I dont wonder! interrupted Jim, with a look of admiration.

And what do you think? continued the girl, not noticing the interruption, he confessed to me that he had been a regular London thief! Now I am quite sure that God will enable me to win him back, if I get him here  for I know that he is fond of me  and I am equally sure that he will be lost if he is again cast loose on the world.

God bless you, Nora; Ill do my best to fetch him to ee, even if I should have to walk to Ramsgate and carry him here on my shoulders; but dont you think it would be as well also to keep him  forgive me, dear Nora, I must say it  to keep him out of your fathers way? He might teach him to drink, you know, if he taught him no worse, and thats bad enough.

Noras face grew pale as she said  

Oh, Jim, are you sure there is nothing worse that he is likely to teach him? My father has a great deal of money just now, I  I hope that

Why, Nora, you need not think he stole it, said Jim hurriedly, and with a somewhat confused look; he got it in the regular way from the Insurance Company, and I couldnt say that theres anything absolutely wrong in the business; but

The young sailor stopped short and sighed deeply. Noras countenance became still more pale, and she cast down her eyes, but spoke not a word for some moments.

You must bring the boy to me, Jim, she resumed, with a sudden start. He may be in danger here, but there is almost certain ruin before him if he is left to fall back into his old way of life.

We need not trouble the reader with a detailed account of the means by which Jim Welton accomplished his object. Love prevailed  as it always did, always does, and always will  and ere many days had passed Billy Towler was once more a member of the drunkards family, with the sweet presence of Nora ever near him, like an angels wing overshadowing and protecting him from evil.




Chapter Eleven.

The Ancient Corporation of Trinity House of Deptford Strond.

As landmarks  because of their affording variety, among other reasons  are pleasant objects of contemplation to the weary traveller on a long and dusty road, so landmarks in a tale are useful as resting-places. We purpose, therefore, to relieve the reader, for a very brief period, from the strain of mingled fact and fiction in which we have hitherto indulged  turn into a siding, as it were  and, before getting on the main line again, devote a short chapter to pure and unmitigated fact.

So much has been said in previous chapters, and so much has yet to be said, about the lights, and buoys, and beacons which guard the shores of Old England, that it would be unpardonable as well as ungracious were we to omit making special reference to the ancient Corporation of Trinity House of Deptford Strond, under the able management of which the whole of the important work has been devised and carried into operation, and is now most efficiently maintained.

It cannot be too urgently pressed upon un-nautical  especially young  readers, that the work which this Corporation does, and the duties which it performs, constitute what we may term vital service.

It would be too much, perhaps, to say that the life of the nation depends on the faithful and wise conduct of that service, but assuredly our national prosperity is intimately bound up with it. The annual list of ships wrecked and lives lost on the shores of the kingdom is appalling enough already, as every observant reader of the newspapers must know, but if the work of the Trinity House  the labours of the Elder Brethren  were suspended for a single year  if the lights, fixed and floating, were extinguished, and the buoys and beacons removed, the writer could not express, nor could the reader conceive, the awful crash of ruin, and the terrific cry of anguish that would sweep over the land from end to end, like the besom of destruction.

We leave to hard-headed politicians to say what, or whether, improvements of any kind might be made in connection with the Trinity Corporation. We do not pretend to be competent to judge whether or not that work might be better done. All that we pretend to is a certain amount of competency to judge, and right to assert, that it is well done, and one of the easiest ways to assure ones-self of that fact is, to go visit the lighthouses and light-vessels on the coast, and note their perfect management; the splendid adaptation of scientific discoveries to the ends they are designed to serve; the thoroughness, the cleanliness, the beauty of everything connected with the matériel employed; the massive solidity and apparent indestructibility of the various structures erected and afloat; the method everywhere observable; the perfect organisation and the steady respectability of the light-keepers  observe and note all these things, we say, and it will be impossible to return from the investigation without a feeling that the management of this department of our coast service is in pre-eminently able hands.

Nor is this to be wondered at, when we reflect that the Corporation of Trinity House is composed chiefly (the acting part of it entirely) of nautical men  men who have spent their youth and manhood on the sea, and have had constantly to watch and guard against those very rocks and shoals, and traverse those channels which it is now their duty to light and buoy. (See note 1.)

It has been sagely remarked by some philosopher, we believe  at least it might have been if it has not  that everything must have a beginning. We agree with the proposition, and therefore conclude that the Corporation of Trinity House must have had a beginning, but that beginning would appear to be involved in those celebrated mists of antiquity which unhappily obscure so much that men would give their ears to know now-a-days.

Fire  which has probably been the cause of more destruction and confusion than all of the other elements put together  was the cause of the difficulty that now exists in tracing this ancient Corporation to its origin, as will be seen from the following quotation from a little Memoir, drawn up the present Deputy-Master, and printed for private distribution, which was kindly lent to us by the present secretary of the House, and from which most of our information has been derived.

The printed information hitherto extant (in regard to the Corporation of Trinity House) is limited to the charter of confirmation granted by James the Second (with the minor concession, by Charles the Second, of Thames Ballastage) and a compilation from the records of the Corporation down to 1746, by its then secretary, Mr Whormby, supplemented by a memoir drawn up, in 1822, by Captain Joseph Cotton, then Deputy-master. But the data of these latter are necessarily imperfect, as the destruction by fire, in 1714, of the house in Water Lane had already involved a disastrous loss of documentary evidence, leaving much to be inferentially traced from collateral records of Admiralty and Navy Boards. These, however, sufficiently attest administrative powers and protective influence scarcely inferior to the scope of those departments.

More than a hundred years before the date of its original charter (1514) the Corporation existed in the form of a voluntary association of the shipmen and mariners of England, to which reference is made in the charter as being an influential body of long standing even at that time, which protected maritime interests, and relieved the aged and indigent among the seafaring community, for which latter purpose they had erected an almshouse at Deptford, in Kent, where also were their headquarters. This society had inspired confidence and acquired authority to establish regulations for the navigation of ships and the government of seamen, which, by general consent, had been adopted throughout the service. It was, therefore, of tested and approved capacity, which at length resulted in the granting to it of a charter by Henry VIII in 1514.

From this date the history proper of the Corporation of Trinity House of Deptford Strond begins. In the charter referred to it is first so named, and is described as The Guild or Fraternity of the most glorious and undividable Trinity of Saint Clement. The subsequent charter of James I, and all later charters, are granted to The Master, Wardens, and Assistants of the Guild, Fraternity, or Brotherhood of the most glorious and undivided Trinity, and of Saint Clement, in the parish of Deptford, in the county of Kent. The grant of Arms to the Corporation is dated 1573, and includes the motto, Trinitas in Unitate.

No reason can now be assigned for the application of its distinctive title. The mere fact that the constitution of the guild included provision for the maintenance of a chaplain, and for the conduct of divine service in the parish church, is not, we think, sufficient to account for it.

In the house or hall at Deptford, adjoining the almshouses, the business of the Corporation was first conducted. Afterwards, for the sake of convenient intercourse with shipowners and others, in a house in Ratcliffe; next at Stepney, and then in Water Lane, Tower Street. The tenement there falling into decay  after having been twice burnt and restored  was forsaken, and an estate was purchased on Tower Hill, on which the present Trinity House was built, from designs by Wyatt, in 1798.

A good idea of the relative antiquity of the Corporation may be gathered from the fact that about the year 1520  six years after the date of the first charter  the formation of the Admiralty and Navy Boards was begun, and on the consequent establishment of dockyards and arsenals, the Deptford building-yard was confided to the direction of the Trinity House, together with the superintendence of all navy stores and provisions. So closely, indeed, were the services related, that the first Master of the Corporation, under the charter, was Sir Thomas Spert, commander of the Henry Grace-à-Dieu, (our first man-of-war), and sometime Controller of the Navy. The Corporation thus became, as it were, the civil branch of the English Maritime Service, with a naval element which it preserves to this day.

Government records show that the Trinity Brethren exercised considerable powers, at an early period, in manning and outfitting the navy; that they reported on ships to be purchased, regulated the dimensions of those to be built, and determined the proper complement of sailors for each, as well as the armament and stores. Besides performing its peaceful duties, the Corporation was bound to render service at sea if required, but, in consideration of such liability, the Brethren and their subordinates were exempted from land service of every kind. They have been frequently called upon to render service afloat, and notably upon two occasions  during the mutiny at the Nore in 1797, when the Elder Brethren, almost in view of the mutinous fleet, removed or destroyed every beacon and buoy that could guide its passage out to sea; and again in 1803, when a French invasion was imminent, they undertook and carried out the defences of the entrance to the Thames by manning and personally officering a cordon of fully-armed ships, moored across the river below Gravesend, with an adequate force of trustworthy seamen, for destruction, if necessary, of all channel marks that might guide an approaching enemy.

We cannot afford space to enter fully into the history of the Trinity Corporation. Suffice it to say that it has naturally been the object of a good deal of jealousy, and has undergone many searching investigations, from all of which it has emerged triumphantly. Its usefulness having steadily advanced with all its opportunities for extension, it received in 1836 the culminating recognition of an Act of Parliament, empowering its executive to purchase of the Crown, and to redeem from private proprietors, their interests in all the coast-lights of England, thus bringing all within its own control. By Crown patents, granted from time to time, the Corporation was enabled to raise, through levy of tolls, the funds necessary for erection and maintenance of these national blessings; ... and all surplus of revenue over expenditure was applied to the relief of indigent and aged mariners, their wives, widows, and orphans. About 1853, the allowance to out-pensioners alone amounted to upwards of 30,000 pounds per annum, and nearly half as much more of income, derived from property held in trust for charitable purposes, was applied to the maintenance of the almshouses at Deptford and Mile-end, and to other charitable uses for the benefit of the maritime community.

The court or governing body of the Corporation is now composed of thirty-one members, namely, the Master, four Wardens, eight Assistants, and eighteen Elder Brethren. The latter are elected out of those of the class of younger Brethren who volunteer, and are approved as candidates for the office. Eleven members of this court of thirty-one are men of distinction  members of the Royal Family, Ministers of State, naval officers of high rank, and the like. The remainder  called Acting Brethren  are chiefly officers of the mercantile marine, with a very few  usually three  officers of Her Majestys navy. The younger Brethren  whose number is unlimited  are admissible at the pleasure of the court. They have no share in the management, but are entitled to vote in the election of Master and Wardens.

The duties of the Corporation, as described in their charters generally, were to treat and conclude upon all and singular articles anywise concerning the science or art of mariners. A pretty wide and somewhat indefinite range! At the present time these duties are, as follows:  

To maintain in perfect working order all the lighthouses, floating lights, and fog-signal stations on the coasts of England; and to lay down, maintain, renew, and modify all the buoys, beacons, and sea-signals; to regulate the supply of stores, the appointment of keepers, and constantly to inspect the stations  a service which entails unremitting attention upon the members, some of whom are always on duty, either afloat in the steam-vessels or on land journeys.

To examine and license pilots for a large portion of our coasts; and to investigate generally into all matters relative to pilotage.

To act as nautical advisers with the Judge of the High Court of Admiralty, a duty which frequently engages some of the Brethren for considerable periods of time on intricate causes of the greatest importance.

To survey and inspect the channels of the Thames and the shoals of the North Sea, and other points of the coast at which shifting, scouring, growth or waste of sand may affect the navigation, and require to be watched and notified.

To supply shipping in the Thames with ballast.

The Elder Brethren have also to perform the duty of attending the Sovereign on sea-voyages.

In addition to all this, it has to superintend the distribution of its extensive charities, founded on various munificent gifts and legacies, nearly all given or left for the benefit of poor Jack and his relatives; and to manage the almshouses; also the affairs of the House on Tower Hill, and the engineering department, with its superintendence of new works, plans, drawings, lanterns, optical apparatus, etcetera  the whole involving, as will be obvious to men who are acquainted with business, a mass of detail which must be almost as varied as it is enormous.

The good influence of the operations of the Trinity louse might be shown by many interesting instances. Here is one specimen; it has reference to ballast-heaving:  

Formerly the ballast, when laid in barge or lighter alongside the ship to be supplied, was heaved on board by men who were hired and paid by various waterside contractors, and subjected to great hardships, not only from the greed of their employers, but from a demoralising system of payment through publicans and local harpies. These evils were altogether removed by the establishment of a Heavers Office under control of the Trinity House, where men could attend for employment, and where their wages could be paid with regularity, and free from extortionate deduction.

Many more examples might be given, but were we to indulge in this strain our chapter would far exceed its proper limits.

The light-vessels belonging to the Corporation are 43 in number: 38 in position and 5 in reserve to meet casualties. (See note 2.) Of lighthouses there are 76; sixty-one of which, built of brick, stone, or timber, are on shore; eleven, of granite, are on outlying rocks; and four, on iron piles, are on sandbanks. There are 452 buoys of all shapes and sizes on the coast, and half as many more in reserve, besides about 60 beacons of various kinds, and 21 storehouses in connection with them. Also 6 steam-vessels and 7 sailing tenders maintained for effecting the periodical relief of crews and keepers, shifting and laying buoys, etcetera.

The working staff which keeps the whole complex machinery in order, consists of 7 district superintendents, 11 local agents, 8 buoy-keepers, 21 storekeepers, watchmen, etcetera; 177 lighthouse-keepers, 427 crews of floating lights, 143 crews of steam and sailing vessels, and 6 fog-signal attendants  a total of 800 men.

Among the great and royal personages who have filled the office of Master of the Corporation of Trinity House, we find, besides a goodly list of dukes and earls  the names of (in 1837) the Duke of Wellington, (1852) H.R.H. Prince Albert, (1862) Viscount Palmerston, and (1866) H.R.H. the Duke of Edinburgh. The last still holds office, and H.R.H. the Prince of Wales heads the list of a long roll of titled and celebrated honorary Brethren of the Corporation.

We make no apology for the interpolation of this chapter, because if the reader has skipped it no apology is due, and if he has not skipped it, we are confident that no apology will be required.



Note 1. The service which the Corporation of Trinity House renders to the coasts of England, is rendered to those of Scotland by the Commissioners of Northern Lights, and to those of Ireland by the Commissioners of Irish Lights  both, to some extent, under the supervision of the Trinity House.



The floating lights of England are illuminated by means of lamps with metallic reflectors, on what is styled the catoptric system. The dioptric system, in which the rays of light are transmitted through glass, has been introduced into the floating lights of India by the Messrs Stevenson, C.E., of Edinburgh. The first floating light on this system in India was shown on the Hoogly in 1865. Since then, several more dioptric lights have been sent to the same region, and also to Japan in 1869, and all reports agree in describing these lights as being eminently successful.




Chapter Twelve.

Strange Sights and Scenes on Land and Sea.

The river Hoogly. Off Calcutta. Tropical vegetation on the shore. Glittering sunshine on the water. Blue sky and fleecy clouds overhead. Equally blue sky and fleecy clouds down below. A world of sky and water, with ships and boats, resting on their own inverted images, in the midst. Sweltering heat everywhere. Black men revelling in the sunshine. White men melting in the shade. The general impression such, that one might almost entertain the belief that the world has become white-hot, and the end of time is about to be ushered in with a general conflagration.

Such is the scene, reader, to which we purpose to convey you.

The day was yet young when a large vessel shook out her topsails, and made other nautical demonstrations of an intention to quit the solid land ere long, and escape if possible from the threatened conflagration.

I wonder when those brutes will be sent off, said the first mate of the ship to the surgeon, who stood on the poop beside him.

What brutes do you refer to? asked the surgeon, who was no other than our young friend Stanley Hall.

Why, the wild beasts, to be sure. Have you not heard that we are to have as passengers on the voyage home two leopards, an elephant, and a rhinoceros?

Pleasant company! I wonder what Neptune will say to that? said Stanley, with a laugh, as he walked forward to ask the opinion of the owner of the said Neptune. I say, Welton, we are to have an elephant, a rhinoceros, and two leopards, on this voyage.

Indeed?

Yes, what will Neptune say to it?

Oh, he wont mind, sir, replied Jim, patting the head of the large Newfoundland dog with grey paws which stood beside him.

Jim and Stanley had taken a fancy to each other when on board the Nora. The former had carried out a plan of going to sea, in order to be out of the way if he should happen to be wanted as a witness at the trial of Morley Jones, which event he felt certain must take place soon. He had made application to Stanley, who spoke to Mr Durant about him,  the result being that Jim obtained a berth on board the ship Wellington, which stood A1 at Lloyds. Hence we find him in the Hoogly.

Neptune is a wise dog, sir, continued Jim; he dont feel much put out by curious company, and is first-rate at taking care of himself. Besides, there is no jealousy in his nature. I suppose he feels that nobody can cut him out when he has once fairly established a friendship. I dont grudge the dive off the bulwarks of the old Gull, when I saved Neptune, I assure you.

He was worth saving, remarked Stanley, stooping to pat the meek head of the dog.

Yes, I heard last night of the expected passengers, pursued Jim, and am now rigging up tackle to hoist em on board. I meant to have told you of em last night, but we got into that stiff argument about teetotalism, which put it completely out of my head.

Ah, Welton, youll never convince me that teetotalism is right, said Stanley, with a good-humoured laugh. Not that I care much about wine or spirits myself, but as long as a man uses them in moderation they can do him no harm.

So I thought once, sir, returned Jim, but I have seen cause to change my mind. A healthy man cant use them in moderation, because use is abuse. Stimulants are only fit for weaklings and sick folk. As well might a stout man use crutches to help him to walk, as beer or brandy to help him to work; yet there are some strong young men so helpless that they cant get on at all without their beer or grog!

Come, Ill join issue with you on that point, said Stanley, eagerly, for he was very fond of an argument with Jim, who never lost his temper, and who always paid his opponent the compliment of listening attentively to what he had to say.

Not just now, replied Jim, pointing towards the shore; for yonder comes a boat with some of the passengers we were talking of.

Is that tackle rigged, Welton? shouted the mate.

It is, sir, replied Jim.

Then stand by, some of you, to hoist these leopards aboard.

When the little boat or dinghy came alongside, it was observed that the animals were confined in a large wooden cage, through the bars of which they glared savagely at the half-dozen black fellows who conveyed them away from their native land. They seemed to be uncommonly irate. Perhaps the injustice done them in thus removing them against their will had something to do with it. Possibly the motion of the boat had deranged their systems. Whatever the cause, they glared and growled tremendously.

Are you sure that cage is strong enough? asked the mate, casting a dubious look over the side.

Oh yes, massa  plenty strong. Hould a Bengal tiger, said one of the black fellows, looking up with a grin which displayed a splendid double row of glittering teeth.

Very well, get the slings on, Welton, and look sharp, bosn, for more company of the same kind is expected, said the mate.

The bosn  a broad, short, burly man, as a boatswain always is and always ought to be, with, of course, a terrific bass voice, a body outrageously long, and legs ridiculously short  replied, Ay, ay, sir, and gave some directions to his mates, who stood by the hoisting tackles.

At the first hoist the appearance of the cage justified the mates suspicions, for the slings bent it in so much that some of the bars dropped out.

Avast heaving, roared the boatswain. Lower! Down went the cage into the dinghy. The bars were promptly replaced, and the slings fastened in better position.

Try it again, bosn, said the mate.

The order to hoist was repeated, and up went the cage a second time, but it bent as before, so that several bars again slipped out, leaving the leopards sufficient space to jump through if they chose.

Lower! yelled the mate.

The men obeyed promptly  rather too promptly! The cage went down by the run into the boat, and with a crash fell asunder.

Cut the rope! cried the mate.

Jim Welton jumped into the chains, cut the painter, and the boat was swept away by the tide, which was running strong past the ship. At the same moment the black fellows went over the sides into the water like six black eels radiating from a centre, and away went the dinghy with the leopards in possession, mounted on the débris of their prison, lashing their sides with their tails, and looking round in proud defiance of all mankind!

The crew of the boat, each of whom could swim like a frog, were soon picked up. Meanwhile, all on board the Wellington who had telescopes applied them to their eyes, and watched the progress of the dinghy.

It chanced that the current set with considerable force towards the opposite side of the river, where lay an island on which was a public garden. There ladies and gentlemen in gay costume, as well as many natives and children, were promenading the shady walks, chatting pleasantly, listening to the sweet strains of music, enjoying the fragrance of scented flowers, with the jungle and its inhabitants very far indeed from their thoughts  except, perchance, in the case of a group surrounding a young officer, who was, no doubt, recounting the manner in which he had potted a tiger on the occasion of his last day out with the Rajah of Bangalore, or some such dignitary!

Straight to the shores of this Eden-like spot the dinghy drifted, and quietly did the leopards abide the result  so also did the deeply interested crew of the Wellington, who, of course, were quite unable to give any note of warning.

The little boat was seen to touch the shore, and the leopards were observed to land leisurely without opposition from the enemy. Immediately after, something resembling a sensation was apparent in the garden. The distance was too great to permit of sound travelling to the observers, but it lent enchantment to the view to the extent of rendering the human beings there like moving flowers of varied hue. Presently there was a motion, as if a tornado had suddenly burst upon the flower-beds and scattered them right and left in dire confusion  not a few appearing to have been blown up into the trees!

That same day the crack shots and sportsmen of Calcutta went down to the usually peaceful islet and engaged in all the wild work of a regular hunt, and at eve the two leopards were seen, by interested observers in the Wellington, being conveyed away in triumph on a litter.

But, long before this happy consummation of the days sport in the garden, the remainder of the expected company had arrived alongside the Wellington, and the undaunted bosn  who declared himself ready on the shortest notice to hoist any living creature on board, from a sperm whale to a megatherium  tackled the elephant. The ponderous brute allowed itself to be manipulated with the utmost good-humour, and when carefully lowered on the deck it alighted with as much softness as if it had been shod with India-rubber, and walked quietly forward, casting a leer out of its small eyes at the mate, as if it were aware of its powers, but magnanimously forbore to use them to the disadvantage of its human masters. In passing it knocked off the bosns hat, but whether this was done by accident or design has never been ascertained. At all events the creature made no apology.

If this passenger was easy-going and polite, the rhinoceros, which came next, was very much the reverse. That savage individual displayed a degree of perverse obstinacy and bad feeling which would have been deemed altogether inexcusable even in a small street-boy.

In the whites of its very small grey eyes wickedness sat enthroned. The end of its horns  for it had two on its nose  appeared to be sharpened with malignity, its thick lips quivered with anger, and its ridiculously small tail wriggled with passionate emotion, as if that appendage felt its insignificance, yet sought to obtrude itself on public notice.

To restrain this passenger was a matter of the utmost difficulty. To get him into the slings might have perplexed Hercules himself, but nothing could appal the bosn. The slings were affixed, the order to hoist was given by the mate, who had descended from the poop, and stood near the gangway. Up went the monster with a grunt, and a peculiar rigidity of body, which evidently betokened horror at his situation.

Being fully five tons in weight, this passenger had to be received on board with caution.

Lower away, was given.

Hold on, was added.

Both orders were obeyed, and the huge animal hung within three inches of the deck.

Stand clear there, lads.

There was no occasion for that order. It had been anticipated.

Lower, was again given.

The moment the feet of the creature touched the deck he dashed forward with ungovernable fury, broke the slings, overturned the bosn, who fortunately rolled into the port scuppers, and took possession of the ship, driving the men into the chains and up the rigging.

Jump up! shouted Jim Welton to the bosn.

Here he comes aft! yelled several of the men.

There was no need to warn the boatswain. He heard the thunder of the monsters feet, and sprang into the main rigging with an amount of agility that could hardly have been excelled by a monkey.

Why, what are you all afraid of? asked the captain of the ship, who had come on board with a number of passengers just before the occurrence of this incident.

Come down here, sir, and youll see, replied the mate, who was in the main-chains.

The captain declined with a smile, and advised the use of a lasso.

Immediately every man of the ships crew became for the nonce a Mexican wild-horse tamer! Running nooses were made, and Jack, albeit unused to taking wild cattle on the prairies of America, was, nevertheless, such an adept at casting a coil of rope that he succeeded beyond the most sanguine expectation. The bosn was the first to throw a loop over the creatures front horn  cast a hitch over its foremast as he styled it  amid a deafening cheer. He was immediately pulled out of the rigging, and a second time lay wallowing in the port scuppers; but he cared nothing for that, being upheld by the glory of having succeeded in fixing the first noose. Soon after that Stanley Hall threw a noose over the creatures head, and Jim Welton fixed one on its second horn  or, as the bosn said, round his mizzen. In the course of half-an-hour the rhinoceros was so completely entangled in the twisted ropes that he seemed as though he were involved in a net. He was finally captured, and led to a ponderous stall that had been prepared for him between the fore and main masts.

Soon afterwards the last of the human passengers came on board. There were many of them. Officers and their wives and children  some in health, some in sickness. Old warriors returning home to repose on their laurels. Young warriors returning home to recruit their health, or to die. Women who went out as wives returning as widows, and women who went out as widows returning as wives. Some returning with fortunes made, a few returning with fortunes broken; but all, old and young, healthy and sick, rich and poor, hopeful and hopeless, glad at the prospect of leaving the burning skies of India behind, and getting out among the fresh breezes of the open sea. Then the sails were set, and with a light evening breeze the Wellington began her voyage  homeward bound...

Once again the scene changes. Blue skies are gone. Grey clouds preponderate. In the Atlantic, tossed by the angry billows, a large ship scuds before the wind as though she were fleeing from the pursuit of a relentless enemy. She has evidently seen rough and long service. Her decks have been swept by many a heavy sea; her spars have been broken and spliced. The foremast is sprung, the main-topgallant mast is gone, and the mizzen has been snapped off close by the deck. Her bulwarks are patched here and there, and her general appearance bears evidence of the tremendous power of Ocean.

It would be difficult in that weatherworn hull to recognise the trim full-rigged ship that left the Hoogly many months before.

It was not a recent gale that had caused all this damage. In the South Atlantic, several weeks before, she had encountered one of those terrific but short-lived squalls which so frequently send many of mans stoutest floating palaces to the bottom. Hence her half-wrecked condition.

The passengers on board the Wellington did not, however, seem to be much depressed by their altered circumstances. The fact was, they had become so used to rough weather, and had weathered so many gales, and reached their damaged condition by such slow degrees, that they did not realise it as we do, turning thus abruptly from one page to another. Besides this, although still some weeks sail from the white cliffs of old England, they already began to consider the voyage as good as over, and not a few of the impatient among them had begun to pack up so as to be ready for going ashore. And how carefully were those preparations for landing made! With what interest the sandal-wood fans, and inlaid ivory boxes and elaborately carved chess-men and curious Indian toys, and costly Indian shawls were re-examined and repacked in more secure and carefully-to-be-remembered corners, in order that they might be got at quickly when eager little hands at home Well, well, it is of no use to dwell on what was meant to be, for not one of those love-tokens ever reached its destination. All were swallowed up by the insatiable sea.

But let us not forestall. The elephant and rhinoceros were the only members of the community that had perished on the voyage. At first the elephant had been dreaded by many, but by degrees it won the confidence and affection of all. Houses innumerable had been built for it on deck, but the sagacious animal had a rooted antipathy to restraint. No sort of den, however strongly formed, could hold him long. The first structures were so ridiculously disproportioned to his strength as to be demolished at once. On being put into the first house that Jack built, he looked at it demurely for at least five minutes, as if he were meditating on the probable intentions of the silly people who put him there, but neither by look nor otherwise did he reveal the conclusions to which he came. His intentions, however, were not long of being made known. He placed his great side against the den; there was a slow but steady rending of timbers, as if the good ship herself were breaking up, a burst of laughter from the men followed, and Sambo was free. When the succeeding houses were built so strong that his side availed not, he brought his wonderful patience and his remarkable trunk to bear on them, and picked them to pieces bit by bit. Then ropes were tried, but he snapped weak ropes and untied strong ones.

At last he was permitted to roam the decks at perfect liberty, and it was a point of the greatest interest to observe the neat way in which he picked his steps over the lumbered decks, without treading upon anything  ay, even during nights when these decks in the tropical regions were covered with sleeping men!

Everybody was fond of Sambo. Neptune doted on him, and the children  who fed him to such an extent with biscuits that the bosn said he would be sartin sure to die of appleplexy  absolutely adored him. Even the gruff, grumpy, unsociable rhinoceros amiably allowed him to stroke its head with his trunk.

Sambo troubled no one except the cook, but that luxurious individual was so constantly surrounded by a halo, so to speak, of delicious and suggestive odours that the elephant could not resist the temptation to pay him frequent visits, especially when dinner was being prepared. One of his favourite proceedings at such times was to put his trunk into the galley, take the lid off the coppers, make a small coil of the end of his proboscis, and therewith at one sweep spoon out a supply of potatoes sufficient for half-a-dozen men! Of course the cook sought to counteract such tendencies, but he had to be very circumspect, for Sambo resented insults fiercely.

One day the cook caught his enemy in the very act of clearing out the potato copper. Enraged beyond endurance, he stuck his tormentors into the animals trunk. With a shriek of rage Sambo dashed the potatoes in the mans face, and made a rush at him. The cook fled to his sanctum and shut the door. There the elephant watched him for an hour or more. The united efforts, mental and physical, of the ships crew failed to remove the indignant creature, so they advised the cook to remain where he was for some time. He hit on the plan, however, of re-winning the elephants friendship. He opened his door a little and gave him a piece of biscuit. Sambo took it. What his feelings were no one could tell, but he remained at his post. Another piece of biscuit was handed out. Then the end of the injured proboscis was smoothed and patted by the cook. Another large piece of biscuit was administered, and by degrees the cure was affected. Thus successfully was applied that grand principle which has accomplished so much in this wicked world, even among higher animals than elephants  the overcoming of evil with good!

Eventually Sambo sickened. Either the cold of the north told too severely on a frame which had been delicately nurtured in sunny climes, or Sambo had surreptitiously helped himself during the hours of night to something deleterious out of the paint or pitch pots. At all events he died, to the sincere regret of all on board  cook not excepted  and was launched overboard to glut the sharks with an unwonted meal, and astonish them with a new sensation.

Very dissimilar was the end of the rhinoceros. That bumptious animal retained its unamiable spirit to the last. Fortunately it did not possess the powers or sagacity of the elephant. It could not untie knots or pick its cage to pieces, so that it was effectually restrained during the greater part of the voyage; but there came a tempest at last, which assisted him in becoming free  free, not only from durance vile, but from the restraints of this life altogether. On the occasion referred to, the rudder was damaged, and for a time rendered useless, so that the good ship Wellington rolled to an extent that almost tore the masts out of her. Everything not firmly secured about the decks was washed overboard. Among other things, the rhinoceros was knocked so heavily against the bars of his crib that they began to give way.

At last the vessel gave a plunge and roll which seemed to many of those on board as though it must certainly be her last. The rhinoceros was sent crashing through the dislocated bars; the ropes that held his legs were snapped like the cords wherewith Samson was bound in days of old, and away he went with the lurch of a tipsy man against the long-boat, which he stove in.

Hold on! roared the bosn.

Whether this was advice to the luckless animal, or a general adjuration to everybody and everything to be prepared for the worst, we know not; but instead of holding on, every one let go what he or she chanced to be holding on to at the moment, and made for a place of safety with reckless haste. The rhinoceros alone obeyed the order. It held on for a second or two in a most remarkable manner to the mainmast, but another lurch of the vessel cast it loose again; a huge billow rolled under the stern; down went the bow, and the brute slid on its haunches, with its fore legs rigid in front, at an incredible pace towards the galley. Just as a smash became imminent, the bow rose, the stern dropt, and away he went back again with equal speed, but in a more sidling attitude, towards the quarter-deck.

Before that point was reached, a roll diverted him out of course and he was brought up by the main hatch, from which he rebounded like a billiard ball towards the starboard gangway. At this point he lost his balance, and went rolling to leeward like an empty cask. There was something particularly awful and impressive in the sight of this unwieldy monster being thus knocked about like a pea in a rattle, and sometimes getting into attitudes that would have been worthy of a dancer on the tightrope, but the consummation of the event was not far off. An unusually violent roll of the ship sent him scrambling to starboard; a still more vicious roll checked and reversed the rush and dashed him against the cabin skylight. He carried away part of this, continued his career, went tail-foremost through the port bulwarks like a cannon-shot into the sea. He rose once, but, as if to make sure of her victory, the ship relentlessly fell on him with a weight that must have split his skull, and sent him finally to the bottom.

Strange to say, the dog Neptune was the only one on board that appeared to mourn the loss of this passenger. He howled a good deal that night in an unusually sad tone, and appeared to court sympathy and caresses more than was his wont from Jim Welton and the young people who were specially attached to him, but he soon became reconciled, alas! to the loss of his crusty friend.

The storms ceased as they neared the shores of England. The carpenter and crew were so energetic in repairing damages that the battered vessel began to wear once more something of her former trim aspect, and the groups of passengers assembled each evening on the poop, began to talk with ever-deepening interest of home, while the children played beside them, or asked innumerable questions about brothers, sisters, and cousins, whose names were as familiar as household words, though their voices and forms were still unknown.

The weather was fine, the sky was clear; warm summer breezes filled the sails, and all nature seemed to have sunk into a condition so peaceful as to suggest the idea that storms were past and gone for ever, when the homeward-bound ship neared the land. One evening the captain remarked to the passengers, that if the wind would hold as it was a little longer, they should soon pass through the Downs, and say good-bye to the sea breezes and the roll of the ocean wave.




Chapter Thirteen.

Bob Queeker Comes out Very Strong Indeed.

It is both curious and interesting to observe the multitude of unlikely ways in which the ends of justice are ofttimes temporarily defeated. Who would have imagined that an old pump would be the cause of extending Morley Joness term of villainy, of disarranging the deep-laid plans of Mr Larks, of effecting the deliverance of Billy Towler, and of at once agonising the body and ecstatifying the soul of Robert Queeker? Yet so it was. If the old pump had not existed  if its fabricator had never been born  there is every probability that Mr Joness career would have been cut short at an earlier period. That he would, in his then state of mind, have implicated Billy, who would have been transported along with him and almost certainly ruined; that Mr Queeker would  but hold. Let us present the matter in order.

Messrs Merryheart and Dashope were men of the law, and Mr Robert Queeker was a man of their office  in other words, a clerk  not a confidential one, but a clerk, nevertheless, in whose simple-minded integrity they had much confidence. Bob, as his fellow-clerks styled him, was sent on a secret mission to Ramsgate. The reader will observe how fortunate it was that his mission was secret, because it frees us from the necessity of setting down here an elaborate and tedious explanation as to how, when, and where the various threads of his mission became interwoven with the fabric of our tale. Suffice it to say that the only part of his mission with which we are acquainted is that which had reference to two men  one of whom was named Mr Larks, the other Morley Jones.

Now, it so happened that Queekers acquaintance, Mr Durant, had an intimate friend who dwelt near a beautiful village in Kent. When Queeker mentioned the circumstance of the secret mission which called him to Ramsgate, he discovered that the old gentleman was on the point of starting for this village, in company with his daughter and her cousin Fanny.

Youll travel with us, I hope, Queeker; our roads lie in the same direction, at least a part of the way, you know, said the hearty little old gentleman, with good-nature beaming in every wrinkle, from the crown of his bald head to the last fold of his treble chin; it will be such a comfort to have you to help me take care of the girls. And if you can spare time to turn aside for a day or two, I promise you a hearty welcome from my friend  whose residence, named Jenkinsjoy, is an antique paradise, and his hospitality unbounded. He has splendid horses, too, and will give you a gallop over as fine a country as exists between this and the British Channel. You ride, of course?

Queeker admitted that he could ride a little.

At least, he added, after a pause, I used frequently to get rides on a cart-horse when I was a very little boy.

So it was arranged that Queeker should travel with them. Moreover, he succeeded in obtaining from his employers permission to delay for three days the prosecution of the mission  which, although secret, was not immediately pressing  in order that he might visit Jenkinsjoy. It was fortunate that, when he went to ask this brief holiday, he found Mr Merryheart in the office. Had it been his mischance to fall upon Dashope, he would have received a blunt refusal and prompt dismissal  so thoroughly were the joys of that gentleman identified with the woes of other people.

But, great though Queekers delight undoubtedly was on this occasion, it was tempered by a soul-harassing care, which drew forth whole quires of poetical effusions to the moon and other celestial bodies. This secret sorrow was caused by the dreadful and astonishing fact, that, do what he would to the contrary, the weather-cock of his affections was veering slowly but steadily away from Katie, and pointing more and more decidedly towards Fanny Hennings! It is but simple justice to the poor youth to state that he loathed and abhorred himself in consequence.

There am I, he soliloquised, on the evening before the journey began, a monster, a brute, a lower animal almost, who have sought with all my strength to gain  perchance have gained  the innocent, trusting heart of Katie Durant, and yet, without really meaning it, but, somehow, without being able to help it, I am  not falling in love; oh! no, perish the thought! but, but  falling into something strangely, mysteriously, incomprehensibly, similar to  Oh! base ingrate that I am, is there no way; no back-door by which  ?

Starting up, and seizing a pen, at this point of irrepressible inspiration, he wrote, reading aloud as he set down the burning thoughts  

Oh for a postern in the rear,

Where wretched man might disappear;

And never more should seek her!



Fly, fly to earths extremest bounds,  

Bounds, mounds, lounds, founds, kounds, downds, rounds, pounds, zounds!  hounds  ha! hounds  I have it  

Fly, fly to earths extremest bounds,

With huntsmen, horses, horns, and hounds

And die!  dejected Queeker.

I wonder, thought Queeker, as he sat biting the end of his quill  his usual method of courting inspiration, I wonder if there is anything prophetic in these lines! Durant said that his friend has splendid horses. They may, perhaps, be hunters! Ha! my early ambition, perchance, youths fond dream, may yet be realised! But let me not hope. Hope always tells a false as well as flattering tale to me. She has ever been, in my experience (he was bitter at this point) an incorrigible li  ahem! story-teller.

Striking his clenched fist heavily on the table, Queeker rose, put on his hat, and went round to Mr Durants merely to inquire whether he could be of any service  not that he could venture to offer assistance in the way of packing, but there might be something such as roping trunks, or writing and affixing addresses, in regard to which he might perhaps render himself useful.

Why, Miss Durant, he said, on entering, you are always busy.

Am I? said Katie, with a smile, as she rose and shook hands.

Yes, I  I  assure you, Miss Durant, said Queeker, bowing to Fanny, on whose fat pretty face there was a scarlet flush, the result either of the suddenness of Queekers entry, or of the suppression of her inveterate desire to laugh, I assure you that it quite rouses my admiration to observe the ease with which you can turn your hand to anything. You can write out accounts better than any fellow in our office. Then you play and sing with so much ease, and I often find you making clothes for poor people, with pounds of tea and sugar in your pockets, besides many other things, and now, here you are painting like  like  one of the old masters!

This was quite an unusual burst on the part of Queeker, who felt as though he were making some amends for his unfaithfulness in thus recalling and emphatically asserting the unquestionably good qualities of his lady-love. He felt as if he were honestly attempting to win himself back to his allegiance.

You are very complimentary, said Katie, with a glance at her cousin, which threw that young lady into silent convulsions.

Not at all, cried Queeker, forcing his enthusiasm up to white heat, and seizing a drawing, which he held up before him, in the vain attempt to shut Fanny out of his sight.

Now, I call this most beautiful, he said, in tones of genuine admiration. I never saw anything so sweet before.

Indeed! said Katie, who observed that the youth was gazing over the top of the drawing at her cousin. I am so glad you like it, for, to say truth, I have felt disappointed with it myself, and papa says it is only so-so. Do point out to me its faults, Mr Queeker, and the parts you like best.

She rose and looked over Queekers shoulder with much interest, and took hold of the drawing to keep it firmly in its position.

There was an excessively merry twinkle in Katies eyes as she watched the expression of Queekers face when he exclaimed  

Faults, Miss Durant, there are no  eh! why, what

Oh you wicked, deceptive man, youve got it upside down! said Katie, shaking her finger at the unhappy youth, who stammered, tried to explain  to apologise  failed, broke down, and talked unutterable nonsense, to the infinite delight of his fair tormentor.

As for Fanny, that Hebe bent her head suddenly over her work-basket, and thrust her face into it as if searching with microscopic intensity for something that positively refused to be found. All that we can safely affirm in regard to her is, that if her face bore any resemblance to the scarlet of her neck, the fact that her workbox did not take fire is little short of a miracle!

Fortunately for all parties Queeker inadvertently trod on the cats tail, which resulted in a spurt so violent as to justify a total change of subject. Before the storm thus raised had calmed down, Mr Durant entered the room.

At Jenkinsjoy Queeker certainly did meet with a reception even more hearty than he had been led to expect. Mr Durants friend, Stoutheart, his amiable wife and daughters and strapping sons, received the youthful limb of the law with that frank hospitality which we are taught to attribute to Merrie England in the olden time. The mansion was old-fashioned and low-roofed, trellis-worked and creeper-loved; addicted to oak panelling, balustrades, and tapestried walls, and highly suitable to ghosts of a humorous and agreeable tendency. Indeed it was said that one of the rooms actually was haunted at that very time; but Queeker did not see any ghosts, although he afterwards freely confessed to having seen all the rooms in the house more or less haunted by fairy spirits of the fair sex, and masculine ghosts in buckskins and top-boots! The whole air and aspect of the neighbourhood was such that Queeker half expected to find a May-pole in the neighbouring village, sweet shepherdesses in straw hats, pink ribbons, and short kirtles in the fields, and gentle shepherds with long crooks, playing antique flageolets on green banks, with innocent-looking dogs beside them, and humble-minded sheep reposing in Arcadian felicity at their feet.

Where does the meet take place to-day, Tom? asked Mr Stoutheart senior of Mr Stoutheart junior, while seated at breakfast the first morning after their arrival at Jenkinsjoy.

At Curmersfield, replied young Stoutheart.

Ah, not a bad piece of country to cross. You remember when you and I went over it together, Amy?

We have gone over it so often together, papa, replied Amy, that I really dont know to which occasion you refer.

Why, that time when we met the hounds unexpectedly; when you were mounted on your favourite Wildfire, and appeared to have imbibed some of his spirit, for you went off at a tangent, crying out, Come along, papa! and cleared the hedge at the roadside, crossed Slappertons farm, galloped up the lane leading to Curmersfield, took the ditch, with the low fence beyond at Cumitstrongs turnip-field, in a flying leap  obliging me to go quarter of a mile round by the gate  and overtook the hounds just as they broke away on a false scent in the direction of the Neckornothing ditch.

Oh yes, I remember, replied Amy with a gentle smile; it was a charming gallop. I wished to continue it, but you thought the ground would be too much for me, though I have gone over it twice since then in perfect safety. You are far too timid, papa.

Queeker gazed and listened in open-mouthed amazement, for the young girl who acknowledged in an offhand way that she had performed such tremendous feats of horsemanship was modest, pretty, unaffected, and feminine.

I wonder, thought Queeker, if Fan  ah, I mean Katie  could do that sort of thing?

He looked loyally at Katie, but thought, disloyally, of her cousin, accused himself of base unfaithfulness, and, seizing a hot roll, began to eat violently.

Would you like to see the meet, Mr Queeker? said Mr Stoutheart senior; I can give you a good mount. My own horse, Slapover, is neither so elegant nor so high-spirited as Wildfire, but he can go over anything, and is quite safe.

A sensitive spring had been touched in the bosom of Queeker, which opened a floodgate that set loose an astonishing and unprecedented flow of enthusiastic eloquence.

I shall like it of all things, he cried, with sparkling eyes and heightened colour. It has been my ambition ever since I was a little boy to mount a thoroughbred and follow the hounds. I assure you the idea of crossing country, as it is called, I believe, and taking hedges, ditches, five-barred gates and everything as we go, has a charm for me which is absolutely inexpressible

Queeker stopped abruptly, because he observed a slight flush on Fannys cheeks and a pursed expression on Fannys lips, and felt uncertain as to whether or not she was laughing at him internally.

Well said, Queeker, cried Mr Stoutheart enthusiastically; its a pity you are a town-bred man. Such spirit as yours can find vent only in the free air of the country!

Amy, dear, said Katie, with an extremely innocent look at her friend, do huntsmen in this part of England usually take everything as they go? I think Mr Queeker used that expression.

Nnot exactly, replied Amy, with a smile and glance of uncertainty, as if she did not quite see the drift of the question.

Ah! I thought not, returned Katie with much gravity. I had always been under the impression that huntsmen were in the habit of going round stackyards, and houses, and such things  not over them.

Queeker was stabbed  stabbed to the heart! It availed not that the company laughed lightly at the joke, and that Mr Stoutheart said that he (Queeker) should realise his young dream, and reiterated the assurance that his horse would carry him over anything if he only held tightly on and let him go. He had been stabbed by Katie  the gentle Katie  the girl whom he had adored so long  ha! there was comfort in the word had; it belonged to the past; it referred to things gone by; it rhymed with sad, bad, mad; it suggested a period of remote antiquity, and pointed to a hazy future. As the latter thought rushed through his heated brain, he turned his eyes on Fanny, with that bold look of dreadful determination that marks the traitor when, having fully made up his mind, he turns his back on his queen and flag for ever! But poor Queeker found little comfort in the new prospect, for Fanny had been gently touched on the elbow by Katie when she committed her savage attack; and when Queeker looked at the fair, fat cousin, she was involved in the agonies of a suppressed but tremendous giggle.

After breakfast two horses were brought to the door. Wildfire, a sleek, powerful roan of large size, was a fit steed for the stalwart Tom, who, in neatly-fitting costume and Hessian boots, got into the saddle like a man accustomed to it. The other horse, Slapover, was a large, strong-boned, somewhat heavy steed, suitable for a man who weighed sixteen stone, and stood six feet in his socks.

Now then, jump up, Queeker, said Mr Stoutheart, holding the stirrup.

If Queeker had been advised to vault upon the ridge-pole of the house, he could not have looked more perplexed than he did as he stood looking up at the towering mass of horse-flesh, to the summit of which he was expected to climb. However, being extremely light, and Mr Stoutheart senior very strong, he was got into the saddle somehow.

Where are the stirrups? said Queeker, with a perplexed air, trying to look over the side of his steed.

Why, theyve forgot to shorten em, said Mr Stoutheart with a laugh, observing that the irons were dangling six inches below the riders toes.

This was soon rectified. Queekers glazed leather leggings  which were too large for him, and had a tendency to turn round  were put straight; the reins were gathered up, and the huntsman rode away.

All youve to do is to hold on, shouted Mr Stoutheart, as they rode through the gate. He is usually a little skittish at the start, but quiet as a lamb afterwards.

Queeker made no reply. His mind was brooding on his wrongs and sorrows; for Katie had quietly whispered him to take care and not fall off, and Fanny had giggled again.

I must cure him of his foolish fancy, thought Katie as she re-entered the house, for Fannys sake, if for nothing else; though I cannot conceive what she can see to like in him. There is no accounting for taste!

I can at all events die;  thought Queeker, as he rode along, shaking the reins and pressing his little legs against the horse as if with the savage intention of squeezing the animals ribs together.

There was prophetic inspiration in the lines!  yes, he continued, repeating them  

Fly, fly, to earths extremest bounds,

With huntsmen, horses, horn, and hounds,

And die  dejected Queeker!

Ill change that  it shall be rejected Queeker now.

For some time Tom Stoutheart and Queeker rode over hill and dale  that is to say, they traversed four miles of beautiful undulating and diversified country at a leisurely pace, having started in good time.

Your father, observed Queeker, as they rode side by side down a green lane, said, I think, when we started, that this horse was apt to be skittish at the start. Is he difficult to hold in?

Oh no, replied Tom, with a reassuring smile. He is as quiet and manageable as any man could wish. He does indeed bounce about a little when we burst away at first, and is apt then to get the bit in his teeth; but youve only to keep a tight rein and hell go all right. His only fault is a habit of tossing his head, which is a little awkward until you get used to it.

Yes, I have discovered that fault already, replied Queeker, as the horse gave a practical illustration of it by tossing his enormous head back until it reached to within an inch of the point of his riders nose. Twice he has just touched my forehead. Had I been bending a little forward I suppose he would have given me an unpleasant blow.

Rather, said Stoutheart junior. I knew one poor fellow who was struck in that way by his horse and knocked off insensible. I think he was killed, but dont feel quite sure as to that.

He has no other faults, I hope? asked Queeker.

None. As for refusing his leaps  he refuses nothing. He carries my father over anything he chooses to run him at, so its not likely that hell stick with a light-weight.

This was so self-evident that Queeker felt a reply to be unnecessary; he rode on, therefore, in silence for a few minutes, comforting himself with the thought that, at all events, he could die!

I dont intend, said Queeker, after a few minutes consideration, to attempt to leap everything. I think that would be foolhardy. I must tell you, Mr Stoutheart, before we get to the place of meeting, that I can only ride a very little, and have never attempted to leap a fence of any kind. Indeed I never bestrode a real hunter before. I shall therefore content myself with following the hounds as far as it is safe to do so, and will then give it up.

Young Stoutheart was a little surprised at the modest and prudent tone of this speech, but he good-naturedly replied  

Very well, Ill guide you through the gates and gaps. You just follow me, and you shall be all right, and when youve had enough of it, let me know.

Queeker and his friend were first in the field, but they had not been there many minutes when one and another and another red-coat came cantering over the country, and ere long a large cavalcade assembled in front of a mansion, the lawn of which formed the rendezvous. There were men of all sorts and sizes, on steeds of all kinds and shapes  little men on big horses, and big men on little horses; men who looked like bloated aristocrats before the bloating process had begun, and men in whom the bloating process was pretty far advanced, but who had no touch of aristocracy to soften it. Men who looked healthy and happy, others who looked reckless and depraved. Some wore red-coats, cords, and tops  others, to the surprise and no small comfort of Queeker, who fancied that all huntsmen wore red coats, were habited in modest tweeds of brown and grey. Many of the horses were sleek, glossy, and fine-limbed, like racers; others were strong-boned and rough. Some few were of gigantic size and rugged aspect, to suit the massive men who bestrode them. One of these in particular, a hearty, jovial farmer  and a relative of Toms  appeared to the admiring Queeker to be big and powerful enough to have charged a whole troop of light dragoons single-handed with some hope of a successful issue. Ladies were there to witness the start, and two of the fair sex appeared ready to join the hunt and follow the hounds, while here and there little boys might be seen bent on trying their metal on the backs of Shetland ponies.

It was a stirring scene of meeting, and chatting, and laughing, and rearing, and curvetting, and fresh air, and sunshine.

Presently the master of the hounds came up with the pack at his heels. A footman of the mansion supplied all who desired it with a tumbler of beer.

Have some beer? said young Stoutheart, pointing to the footman referred to.

No, thank you, said Queeker. Will you?

No. I have quite enough of spirit within me. Dont require artificial stimulant, said the youth with a laugh. Come now  were off.

Queekers heart gave a bound as he observed the master of the hounds ride off at a brisk pace followed by the whole field.

I wont die yet. Its too soon, he thought, as he shook the reins and chirped to his steed.

Slapover did not require chirping. He shook his head, executed a mild pirouette on his left hind leg, and made a plunge which threatened first to leave his rider behind, and then to shoot him over his head. Queeker had been taken unawares, but he pressed his knees together, knitted his brows, and resolved not to be so taken again.

Whew! what a rush there was as the two or three hundred excited steeds and enthusiastic riders crossed the lawn, galloped through an open gate, and made towards a piece of rough ground covered with low bushes and bracken, through which the hounds were seen actively running as if in search of something. The bodies of the hounds were almost hidden, and Queeker, whose chief attention was devoted to his horse, had only time to receive the vague impression, as he galloped up, that the place was alive with white and pointed tails.

That first rush scattered Queekers depression to the winds. What cared he for love, either successful or unrequited, now? Katie was forgotten. Fanny was to him little better than a mere abstraction. He was on a hunter! He was following the hounds! He had heard, or imagined he had heard, something like a horn. He was surprised a little that no one cried out Tally-ho! and in the wild excitement of his feelings thought of venturing on it himself, but the necessity of holding in Slapover with all the power of his arms, fortunately induced him to restrain his ardour.

Soon after he heard a shout of some sort, which he tried to believe was Tally-ho! and the scattered huntsmen, who had been galloping about in all directions, converged into a stream. Following, he knew not and cared not what or whom, he swept round the margin of a little pond, and dashed over a neighbouring field.

From that point Queekers recollection of events became a train of general confusion, with lucid points at intervals, where incidents of unusual interest or force arrested his attention.

The first of these lucid points was when, at the end of a heavy burst over a ploughed field, he came to what may be styled his first leap. His hat by that time had threatened so frequently to come off, that he had thrust it desperately down on his head, until the rim behind rested on the back of his neck. Trotting through a gap in a hedge into a road, young Stoutheart sought about for a place by which they might clamber up into the next field without going round by the gate towards which most of the field had headed.

Dyou think you could manage that? said Tom, pointing with the handle of his whip to a gap in the hedge, where there was a mound and a hollow with a chevaux-de-frise of cut stumps around, and a mass of thorn branches sufficiently thin to be broken through.

Queeker never looked at it, but gazing steadily in the face of his friend, said  

Ill follow!

Stoutheart at once pushed his horse at it. It could not be called a leap. It was a mere scramble, done at the slowest possible pace. Wildfire gave one or two little bounds, and appeared to walk up perpendicularly on his hind legs, while Tom looked as if he were plastered against him with some adhesive substance; then he appeared to drop perpendicularly down on the other side, his tail alone being visible.

All right, come along, shouted Tom.

Queeker rode up to the gap, shut his eyes, gave a chirp, and committed himself to fate and Slapover. He felt a succession of shocks, and then a pause. Venturing to open his eyes, he saw young Stoutheart, still on the other side of the fence, laughing at him.

You shouldnt hold so tight by the reins, he cried; youve pulled him back into the road. Try it again.

Queeker once more shut his eyes, slacked the reins, and, seizing the pommel of the saddle, gave another chirp. Again there was a shock, which appeared to drive his body up against his head; another which seemed to have all but snapped him off at the waist; then a sensation about his hat, as if a few wild-cats were attempting to tear it off, followed by a drop and a plunge, which threw him forward on his chargers neck.

Dear me! he exclaimed, panting, as he opened his eyes, I had no idea the shock would have been so  so  shocking!

Tom laughed; cried Well done! and galloped on. Queeker followed, his cheeks on fire, and perspiration streaming from his brow.

Now, then, here is an easy fence, cried Stoutheart, looking back and pointing to a part of the field where most of the huntsmen were popping over a low hedge, will you try it?

Queekers spirit was fairly up.

Ill try it! he said, sternly.

Come on then.

Stoutheart led the way gallantly, at full speed, and went over like an india-rubber ball. Queeker brought the handle of his riding-whip whack down on the flank of his astonished horse, and flew at the fence. Slapover took it with a magnificent bound. Queeker was all but left behind! He tottered, as it were, in the saddle; rose entirely out of it; came down with a crash that almost sent him over the horses head, and gave him the probable sensations of a telescope on being forcibly shut up; but he held on bravely, and galloped up alongside of his companion, with a tendency to cheer despite his increased surprise at the extreme violence of the shocks to which his unaccustomed frame was being exposed.

After this our enthusiastic Nimrod went at everything, and feared nothing! Well was it for him that he had arranged to follow Tom Stoutheart, else assuredly he would have run Slapover at fences which would have taxed the temerity even of that quadruped, and insured his destruction. Tom, seeing his condition, considerately kept him out of danger, and yet, being thoroughly acquainted with the country, managed to keep him well up with the hounds.

Towards the afternoon Queekers fire began to abate. His aspect had become dishevelled. His hat had got so severely thrust down on his head, that the brim in front reposed on the bridge of his nose, as did the brim behind on the nape of his neck. His trousers were collected in folds chiefly about his knees, and the glazed leggings had turned completely round, presenting the calves to the front. But these were matters of small moment compared with the desperate desire he had to bring his legs together, if even for a moment of time! Sensations in various parts of his frame, which in the earlier part of the day had merely served to remind him that he was mortal, had now culminated into unquestionable aches and pains, and his desire to get off the back of Slapover became so intense, that he would certainly have given way to it had he not felt that in the event of his doing so there would be no possibility of his getting on again!

Where are they all away to? he asked in surprise, as the whole field went suddenly off helter-skelter in a new direction.

I think theyve seen the fox, replied Stoutheart.

Seen the fox! why, I forgot all about the fox! But  but havent we seen it before? havent we been after it all day?

No, weve only got scent of if once or twice.

Well, well, exclaimed Queeker, turning up his eyes, I declare we have had as good fun as if we had been after the fox in full sight all the time!

Here is a somewhat peculiar leap, said Stoutheart, reining up as they approached a fence, on the other side of which was a high-road, Ill go first, to show you the way.

The peculiarity of the leap lay in the fact that it was a drop of about four feet into the road, which was lower, to that extent, than the field, and that the side of the road into which the riders had to drop was covered with scrubby bushes. To men accustomed to it this was a trifle. Most of the field had already taken it, though a few cautious riders had gone round by a gate.

When Queeker came to try it he felt uneasy  sitting as he did so high, and looking down such a precipice as it seemed to him. However, he shut his eyes, and courageously gave the accustomed chirp, and Slapover plunged down. Queeker held tight to the saddle, and although much shaken, would have come out of the ordeal all right, had not Slapover taken it into his head to make a second spring over a low bush which stood in front of him. On the other side of this bush there was an old pump. Queeker lost his balance, threw out his arms, fell off, was hurled violently against the old pump, and his right leg was broken!

A cart was quickly procured, and on trusses of straw the poor huntsman was driven sadly and slowly, back to Jenkinsjoy, where he was tenderly put to bed and carefully nursed for several weeks by his hospitable and sympathising friends.

Queeker bore his misfortune like a Stoic, chiefly because it developed the great fact that Fanny Hennings wept a whole night and a day after its occurrence, insomuch that her fair face became so swollen as to have lost much of its identity and all its beauty  a fact which filled Queeker with hopes so high that his recovery was greatly hastened by the contented, almost joyous, manner in which he submitted to his fate.

Of course Queekers secret mission was, for the time being, at an end;  and thus it came to pass that an old pump, as we said at the beginning of this chapter, was the cause of the failure of several deep-laid plans, and of much bodily anguish and mental felicity to the youthful Nimrod.

Queekers last observation before falling into a feverish slumber on the first night after his accident, was to the effect that fox-hunting was splendid sport  magnificent sport,  but that it appeared to him there was no occasion whatever for a fox. And ever after that he was wont to boast that his first and last day of fox-hunting, which was an unusually exciting one, had been got though charmingly without any fox at all. It is even said that Queeker, descending from poetry,  his proper sphere,  to prose, wrote an elaborate and interesting paper on that subject, which was refused by all the sporting papers and journals to which he sent it;  but, this not being certified, we do not record it as a fact.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Lamplighter at Home, and Threatening Appearances.

We turn now to a very different scene  the pier and harbour of Ramsgate. The storm-fiend is abroad. Thick clouds of a dark leaden hue drive athwart a sky of dingy grey, ever varying their edges, and rolling out limbs and branches in random fashion, as if they were fleeing before the wind in abject terror. The wind, however, is chiefly in the sky as yet. Down below there are only fitful puffs now and then, telling of something else in store. The sea is black, with sufficient swell on it to cause a few crested waves here and there to gleam intensely white by contrast. It is early in the day, nevertheless there is a peculiar darkness in the atmosphere which suggests the approach of night. Numerous vessels in the offing are making with all speed for Ramsgate harbour, which is truly and deservedly named a harbour of refuge, for already some two dozen ships of considerable size, and a large fleet of small craft, have sought and found shelter on a coast which in certain conditions of the wind is fraught with danger. About the stores near the piers, Trinity men are busy with buoys, anchors, and cables; elsewhere labourers are toiling, idlers are loafing, and lifeboat  men are lounging about, leaning on the parapets, looking wistfully out to sea, with and without telescopes, from the sheer force of habit, and commenting on the weather. The broad, bronzed, storm-battered coxswain of the celebrated Ramsgate lifeboat, who seems to possess the power of feeding and growing strong on hardship and exposure, is walking about at the end of the east pier, contemplating the horizon in the direction of the Goodwin Sands with the serious air of a man who expects ere long to be called into action.

The harbour-master  who is, and certainly had need be, a man of brain as well as muscle and energy, to keep the conflicting elements around him in order  moves about actively, making preparation for the expected gale.

Early on the morning of the day referred to, Nora Jones threaded her way among the stalls of the marketplace under the town-hall, as if she were in search of some one. Not succeeding in her search, she walked briskly along one of the main thoroughfares of the town, and diverged into a narrow street, which appeared to have retired modestly into a corner in order to escape observation. At the farther end of this little street, she knocked at the door of a house, the cleanly appearance of which attested the fact that its owner was well-doing and orderly.

Nora knocked gently; she did everything gently!

Is Mrs Moy at home? she asked, as a very bright little girls head appeared.

No sooner was Noras voice heard than the door was flung wide open, and the little girl exclaimed, Yes, shes at ome, and daddy too. She followed up this assurance with a laugh of glee, and, seizing the visitors hand, dragged her into the house by main force.

Hallo, Nora, ow are ee, gal? cried a deep bass voice from the neighbourhood of the floor, where its owner appeared to be smothered with children, for he was not to be seen.

Nora looked down and beheld the legs and boots of a big man, but his body and head were invisible, being completely covered and held down by four daughters and five sons, one of the former being a baby, and one of the latter an infant.

Dick Moy, who was enjoying his month on shore, rose as a man might rise from a long dive, flung out his great right arm, scattered the children like flecks of foam, and sat up with a beaming countenance, holding the infant tenderly in his left arm. The baby had been cast under the table, where it lay, helpless apparently, and howling. It had passed the most tender period of life, and had entered on that stage when knocks, cuts, yells, and bruises are the order of the day.

Glad to see you, Nora, said the man of the floating light, extending his huge hand, which the girl grasped and shook warmly. Youll excuse me not bein more purlite. Im oppressed with childn, as you see. It seems to me as if Id gone an got spliced to that there ooman in the story-book wot lived in the shoe, an had so many childn she didnt know wot to do. If so, she knows wot to do now. Shes only got to hand em over to poor Dick Moy, an leave him to suffer the consickences.  Ah, ere she comes.

Dick rose as he spoke, and handed a chair to Nora at the moment that his better, but lesser, half entered.

It must not be supposed that Dick said all this without interruption. On the contrary, he bawled it out in the voice of a bosns mate, while the four daughters and five sons, including the baby and the infant, crawled up his legs and clung to his pockets, and enacted Babel on a small scale.

Mrs Moy was a very pretty, tidy, cheerful little woman, of the fat, fair, and forty description, save that she was nearer thirty-five than forty. It was clear at a glance that she and Dick had been made for each other, and that, had either married anybody else, each would have done irreparable damage to the other.

Sit down, Nora. Im so glad to see you. Come to breakfast, I hope? were just going to have it.

Mrs Moy said this as if she really meant it, and would be terribly disappointed if she met with a refusal. Nora tried to speak, but Babel was too much for her.

Silence! burst from Dick, as if a small cannon had gone off in the room.

Babel was hushed.

Mums the word for three minutes, said Dick, pointing to a huge Yankee clock which stood on the chimney-piece, with a model frigate in a glass case, and a painted sea and sky on one side of it, and a model light-vessel in a glass case, and a painted sea and sky on the other.

There was profound wisdom in this arrangement. If Dick had ordered silence for an indefinite space of time, there would have been discontent, approximating to despair, in Babels bosom, and, therefore, strong temptation to rebellion. But three minutes embraced a fixed and known period of time. The result was a desperate effort at restraint, mingled with gleeful anticipation. The elder children who could read the clock stared eagerly at the Yankee time-piece; the younger ones who couldnt read the clock, but who knew that the others could, stared intently at their seniors, and awaited the signal. With the exception of hard breathing, the silence was complete; the baby being spell-bound by example, and the feeble remarks of the infant  which had been transferred to the arms of the eldest girl  making no impression worth speaking of.

You are very kind, said Nora, Ill stay for breakfast with pleasure. Grandmother wont be up for an hour yet, and fathers not at home just now.

Werry good, said Dick, taking a short black pipe out of his coat-pocket, thats all right. And ow do ee like Ramsgate, Nora, now youve had a fair trial of it?

I think I like it better than Yarmouth; but perhaps that is because we live in a more airy and cheerful street. I would not have troubled you so early, Mr Moy  (Taint no trouble at all, Nora; werry much the reverse) but that I am anxious to hear how you got on with poor Billy

At this point Babel burst forth with redoubled fury. Dick was attacked and carried by storm; the short black pipe was seized, and an old hat was clapped on his head and thrust down over his eyes! He gave in at once, and submitted with resignation. He struck his colours, so to speak, without firing a shot, and for full five minutes breasted the billows of a sea of children manfully, while smart Mrs Moy spread the breakfast-table as quietly as if nothing were going on, and Nora sat and smiled at them.

Suddenly Dick rose for the second time from his dive, flung off the foam, tossed aside the baby, rescued the infant from impending destruction, and thundered Silence! mums the word for three minutes more.

Thats six, daddy! cried the eldest boy, whose spirit of opposition was growing so strong that he could not help indulging it, even against his own interests.

No, said Dick sternly.

It was three minutes last time, urged the boy; an you said three minutes more this time; three minutes more than three minutes is six minutes, aint it?

Three minutes, repeated Dick, holding up a warning finger.

Babel ceased; the nine pair of eyes (excepting those of the infant) became fixed, and Nora proceeded  

I wanted to hear how you got on with Billy. Did they take him in at once? and what sort of place is the Grotto? You see I am naturally anxious to know, because it was a terrible thing to send a poor boy away from his only friend among strangers at such an age, and just after recovering from a bad illness; but you know I could not do otherwise. It would have been his ruin to have

She paused.

To have stopped where he was, I spose you would say? observed Dick. Well, I aint sure o that, Nora. Its quite true that the bad company hed ave seen would ave bin against im; but to ave you for his guardian hangel might ave counteracted that. It would ave bin like the soda to the hacid, a fizz at first and all square arterwards. Howsever, that dont signify now, cos hes all right. I tuk him to the Grotto, the werry first thing arter Id bin to the Trinity Ouse, and seed him cast anchor there all right, and

Again Babel burst forth, and riot reigned supreme for five minutes more. At the end of that time silence was proclaimed as before.

Now then, said Dick, breakfast bein ready, place the chairs.

The three elder children obeyed this order. Each member of this peculiar household had been told off, as Dick expressed it, to a special duty, which was performed with all the precision of discipline characteristic of a man-of-war.

Thats all right; now go in and win, said Dick. There was no occasion to appeal to the Yankee clock now. Tongues and throats as well as teeth and jaws were too fully occupied. Babel succumbed for full quarter of an hour, during which period Dick Moy related to Nora the circumstances connected with a recent visit to London, whither he had been summoned as a witness in a criminal trial, and to which, at Noras earnest entreaty, and with the boys unwilling consent, he had conveyed Billy Towler. We say unwilling, because Billy, during his long period of convalescence, had been so won by the kindness of Nora, that the last thing in the world he would have consented to bear was separation from her; but, on thinking over it, he was met by this insurmountable difficulty  that the last thing in the world he would consent to do was to disobey her! Between these two influences he went unwillingly to London  for the sake of his education, as Nora said to him  for the sake of being freed from the evil influence of her fathers example, as poor Nora was compelled to admit to herself.

The Grotto, said Dick, speaking as well as he could through an immense mouthful of bacon and bread, is an institootion which I ave reason for to believe desarves well of its country. It is an institootion sitooate in Paddington Street, Marylebone, where homeless childn, as would otherwise come to the gallows, is took in an saved  saved not only from sin an misery themselves, but saved from inflictin the same on society. I do assure you, said Dick, striking the table with his fist in his enthusiasm, so that the crockery jumped, and some of the children almost choked by reason of their food going down what they styled their wrong throats I do assure you, that it would ave done yer art good to ave seed m, as I did the day I went there, so clean and comfrable and appy  no mistake about that. Their appiness was genooine. Wot made it come ome to me was, that I seed there a little boy as I appened to know was one o the dirtiest, wickedest, sharpest little willains in London  a mere spider to look at, but with mischief enough to fill a six-fut man to bustin  an there ee was, clean an jolly, larnin his lessons like a good un  an no sham neither, cos ed got a good spice o the mischief left, as was pretty clear from the way ee gave a sly pinch or pull o the hair now an again to the boys next him, an drawed monkey-faces on his slate. But that spider, I wos told, could do figurin like one oclock, an could spell like Johnsons Dictionairy.

Well, continued Dick, after a few moments devotion to a bowl of coffee, I anded Billy Towler over to the superintendent, tellin im ee wos a omeless boy as adnt got no parients nor relations, an wos werry much in need o bein looked arter. So ee took im in, an I bade him good-bye.

Dick Moy then went on to tell how that the superintendent of the Grotto showed him all over the place, and told him numerous anecdotes regarding the boys who had been trained there; that one had gone into the army and become a sergeant, and had written many long interesting letters to the institution, which he still loved as being his early and only home; that another had become an artilleryman; another a man-of-wars man; and another a city missionary, who commended the blessed gospel of Jesus Christ to those very outcasts from among whom he had himself been plucked. The superintendent also explained to his rugged but much interested and intelligent visitor that they had a flourishing Ragged School in connection with the institution; also a Sunday-school and a Band of Hope  which latter had been thought particularly necessary, because they found that many of the neglected young creatures that came to them had already been tempted and taught by their parents and by publicans to drink, so that the foundation of that dreadful craving disease had been laid, and those desires had begun to grow which, if not checked, would certainly end in swift and awful destruction. One blessed result of this was that the children had not only themselves joined, but had in some instances induced their drunken parents to attend the weekly addresses.

All this, and a great deal more, was related by Dick Moy with the wonted enthusiasm and energy of his big nature, and with much gesticulation of his tremendous fist  to the evident anxiety of Nora, who, like an economical housewife as she was, had a feeling of tenderness for the crockery, even although it was not her own. Dick wound up by saying that if he was a rich man, eed give some of is superfloous cash to that there Grotto, he would.

Perhaps you wouldnt, said Nora. Ive heard one rich man say that the applications made to him for money were so numerous that he was quite annoyed, and felt as if he was goin to become bankrupt!

Nora, said Dick, smiting the table emphatically, Im not a rich man myself, an wots more, I never xpect to be, so I cant be said to ave no personal notions at all, dye see, about wot they feels; but Ive also heerd a rich man give is opinion on that pint, and Ive no manner of doubt that my rich man is as good as yourn  better for the matter of that; anyway he knowed wot was wot. Well, says ee to me, wen I went an begged parding for axin im for a subscription to this ere werry Grotto  which, by the way, is supported by woluntary contribootions ee says, Dick Moy, says ee, youve no occasion for to ax my parding, says ee. Eres ow it is. Ive got so much cash to spare out of my hincome. Werry good; I goes an writes down a list of all the charities. First of all comes the church  which aint a charity, by the way, but a debt owin to the Lord  an the missionary societies, an the Lifeboat Institootion, an the Shipwrecked Mariners Society, and such like, which are the great National institootions of the country that every Christian ought to give a helpin and to. Then theres the poor among ones own relations and friends; then the hospitals an various charities o the city or town in which one dwells, and the poor of the same. Well, arter thats all down, says ee, I consider wich o them ere desarves an needs most support from me; an so I claps down somethin to each, an adds it all up, an wot is left over I holds ready for chance applicants. If their causes are good I give to em heartily; if not, I bow em politely out o the ouse. Thats were it is, says ee. An do you know, Dick Moy, says ee, the first time I tried that plan, and put down wot I thought a fair liberal sum to each, I wos amazed  I wos stunned for to find that the total wos so small and left so werry much of my spare cash yet to be disposed of, so I went over it all again, and had to double and treble the amount to be given to each. Ah, Dick, says my rich man, if people who dont keep cashbooks would only mark down wot they think they can afford to give away in a year, an wot they do give away, they would be surprised. Its not always unwillingness to give thats the evil. Often its ignorance o what is actooally given  no account bein kep.

Wot dye think, Dick, my rich man goes on to say, there are some churches in this country which are dependent on the people for support, an the contents o the plates at the doors o these churches on Sundays is used partly for cleanin and lightin of em; partly for payin their precentors, and partly for repairs to the buildins, and partly for helpin out the small incomes of their ministers; an wot dye think most o the people  not many but most of em  gives a week, Dick, for such important purposes?

I don know, sir, says I.

One penny, Dick, says ee, which comes exactly to four shillins and fourpence a year, says ee. An they aint paupers; Dick! If they wos paupers, it wouldnt be a big sum for em to give out o any pocket-money they might chance to git from their pauper friends, but theyre well-dressed people, Dick, and they seems to be well off! Four an fourpence a year! think o that  not to mention the deduction wen they goes for a month or two to the country each summer. Four an fourpence a year, Dick! Some of em even goes so low as a halfpenny, which makes two an twopence a year  7 pounds, 11 shillings, 8 pence in a seventy-year lifetime, Dick, supposin their liberality began to flow the day they wos born!

At this my rich man fell to laughing till I thought eed a busted hisself; but he pulled up sudden, an axed me all about the Grotto, and said it was a first-rate institootion, an gave me a ten-pun note on the spot. Now, Nora, my rich man is a friend o yours  Mr Durant, of Yarmouth, who came to Ramsgate a short time ago for to spend the autumn, an I got introdooced to him through knowin Jim Welton, who got aboord of one of his ships through knowin young Mr Stanley Hall, dye see? Thats where it is.

After this somewhat lengthened speech, Dick Moy swallowed a slop-bowlful of coffee at a draught  he always used a slop-bowl  and applied himself with renewed zest to a Norfolk dumpling, in the making of which delicacy his wife had no equal.

I believe that Mr Durant is a kind good man, said Nora, feeding the infant with a crust dipped in milk, and I am quite sure that he has got the sweetest daughter that ever a man was blessed with  Miss Katie; you know her, I suppose?

Avent seed er yet, was Dicks curt reply.

Shes a dear creature, continued Nora  still doing her best to choke the infant she found out where I lived while she was in search of a sick boy in Yarmouth, who, she said, was the brother of a poor ragged boy named Billy Towler, she had once met with. Of course I had to tell her that Billy had been deceiving her and had no brother. Oh! you should have seen her kind face, Dick, when I told her this. I do think that up to that time she had lived under the belief that a young boy with a good-looking face and an honest look could not be a deceiver.

Poor thing, said Dick, with a sad shake of the head, as if pitying her ignorance.

Yes, continued Nora  still attempting to choke the infant she could not say a word at that time, but went away with her eyes full of tears. I saw her often afterwards, and tried to convince her there might be some good in Billy after all, but she was not easily encouraged, for her belief in appearances had got a shake that she seemed to find it difficult to get over. That was when Billy was lying ill in hospital. I have not seen much of her since then, she and her father having been away in London.

Hm, Im raither inclined to jine her in thinkin that no goodll come o that young scamp. Hes too sharp by half, said Dick with a frown. Depend upon it, Nora, wen a boy as gone a great length in wickedness theres no chance o reclaimin him.

Dick, exclaimed Nora, with sudden energy, depend upon it that thats not true, for it does not correspond with the Bible, which says that our Lord came not to call the righteous but sinners to repentance.

Theres truth in that, anyhow, replied Dick, gazing thoughtfully into Noras countenance, as if the truth had come home to him for the first time. What his further observations on the point might have been we know not, as at that moment the door opened and one of his mates entered, saying that he had come to go down with him to the buoy-store, as the superintendent had given orders that he and Moy should overhaul the old North Goodwin buoy, and give her a fresh coat of paint. Dick therefore rose, wiped his mouth, kissed the entire family, beginning with the infant and ending with the missis, after which he shook hands with Nora and went out.

The storm which had for some time past been brewing, had fairly brewed itself up at last, and the wild sea was covered with foam. Although only an early autumn storm, it was, like many a thing out of season, not the less violent on that account. It was one of the few autumn storms that might have been transferred to winter with perfect propriety. It performed its work of devastation as effectively as though it had come forth at its proper season. On land chimney stacks and trees were levelled. At sea vessels great and small were dismasted and destroyed, and the east coast of the kingdom was strewn with wreckage and dead bodies. Full many a noble ship went down that night! Wealth that might have supported all the charities in London for a twelvemonth was sent to the bottom of the sea that night and lost for ever. Lives that had scarce begun and lives that were all but done, were cut abruptly short, leaving broken hearts and darkened lives in many a home, not only on the sea-coast but inland, where the sound of the great seas roar is never heard. Deeds of daring were done that night,  by men of the lifeboat service and the coast-guard,  which seemed almost beyond the might of human skill and courage  resulting in lives saved from that same great sea  lives young and lives old  the salvation of which caused many a heart in the land, from that night forward, to bless God and sing for joy.

But of all the wide-spread and far-reaching turmoil; the wreck and rescue, the rending and relieving of hearts, the desperate daring, and dread disasters of that night we shall say nothing at all, save in regard to that which occurred on and in the neighbourhood of the Goodwin Sands.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Night of Wreck and Disaster  The Gull Comes to Grief.

When the storm began to brew that night, George Welton, the mate of the floating light, walked the deck of his boiled-lobster-like vessel, and examined the sky and sea with that critical expression peculiar to seafaring men, which conveys to landsmen the reassuring impression that they know exactly what is coming, precisely what ought to be done, and certainly what will be the result of whatever happens!

After some minutes spent in profound meditation, during which Mr Welton frowned inquiringly at the dark driving clouds above him, he said, Itll be pretty stiff.

This remark was made to himself, or to the clouds, but, happening to be overheard by Jerry MacGowl, who was at his elbow, it was answered by that excellent man.

True for ye; itll blow great guns before midnight. The sands is showin their teeth already.

The latter part of this remark had reference to brilliant white lines and dots on the seaward horizon, which indicated breakers on the Goodwin sands.

Luk at that now, said Jerry, pointing to one of those huge clumsy vessels that are so frequently met with at sea, even in the present day, as to lead one to imagine that some of the shipbuilders in the time of Noah must have come alive again and gone to work at their old trade on the old plans and drawings. Luk at that, now. Did iver ye see sitch a tub  straight up and down the side, and as big at the bow as the stern.

Shes not clipper built, answered the mate; they make that sort o ship by the mile and sell her by the fathom,  cuttin off from the piece just what is required. It dont take long to plaster up the ends and stick a mast or two into em.

Its in luck she is to git into the Downs before the gale breaks, and its to be hoped she has good ground-tackle, said Jerry.

The mate hoped so too in a careless way, and, remarking that he would go and see that all was made snug, went forward.

At that moment there came up the fore-hatch a yell, as if from the throat of a North American savage. It terminated in the couplet, tunefully sung  

Oh my! oh my!

O mammy, dont you let the baby cry!

Jack Shales, following his voice, immediately after came on deck.

Have ee got that work-box done? asked Jerry as his mate joined him.

Not quite done yet, boy, but Ill get it finished after the lights are up. Duty first, pleasure afterwards, you know.

Come now, Jack, confess that youre makin it for a pretty girl.

Well, so I am, but it aint for my own pretty girl. Its for that sweet little Nora Jones, who came lately to live in Ramsgate. You see I know shes goin to be spliced to Jim Welton, and as Jim is a good sort of fellow, I want to make this little gift to his future bride.

The gift referred to was a well-made work-box, such as the men of the floating light were at that time, and doubtless still are, in the habit of constructing in leisure hours. It was beautifully inlaid with wood of various kinds and colours, and possessed a mark peculiarly characteristic of floating-light boxes and desks, namely, two flags inlaid on the lid  one of these being the Union Jack. Most of the men on board displayed much skill and taste in the making of those boxes and desks, although they were all self-taught, and wrought with very simple tools in a not very commodious workshop.

A great change from yesterday in the look o things, Jerry, observed Shales, surveying the Downs, where, despite the stiff and ever increasing breeze amounting almost to a gale, numerous little pilot-boats were seen dancing on the waves, showing a mere shred of canvas, and looking out for a job. Yesterday was all sunshine and calm, with pleasure-boats round us, and visitors heaving noospapers aboard. To-day its all gloom, with gales brewin and pilots bobbin about like Mother Carys chickens.

Thats true, Jack, replied Jerry, whose poetic soul was fired by the thought:  

Timpest an turmoil to-day,

With lots a salt-wather an sorrow.

Blue little waves on the say,

An sunny contintment to-morrow.

Thats how it is, Jack, me boy, all the world over  even in owld Ireland hersilf; an sure if theres pace to be found on earth its there its to be diskivered.

Right, Jerry, peace is to be discovered there, but Im afraid its in a very distant future as yet, said Jack with a laugh.

All in good time, retorted Jerry.

Up lights! called the mate down the hatchway.

Ay, ay, sir, came in chorus from below.

Desks and boxes were thrust aside, the winch was manned, and the weighty lantern mounted slowly to its nocturnal watch-tower.

Its red eye flashed upon a dark scene. The gloom of approaching night was deepened by the inky clouds that obscured the sky. Thick fog banks came sweeping past at intervals; a cold north-easterly gale conveyed a wintry feeling to the air. Small thick rain fell in abundance, and everything attested the appropriateness of Jerry MacGowls observation, that it was dirty weather intirely.

The floating light was made snug  in other words, prepared for action  by having a good many more fathoms of her chain veered out, in order that she might strain less and swing more freely. Loose articles were secured or stowed away. Hatches were battened down, and many other little nautical arrangements made which it would require a seaman to understand as well as to describe in detail.

As the evening advanced the gale increased in violence tenfold, and darkness settled down like an impenetrable pall over land and sea. The roar of breakers on the Goodwin Sands became so loud that it was sometimes heard on board the Gull-light above the howling of the tempest. The sea rose so much and ran so violently among the conflicting currents caused by wind, tide, and sand-banks, that the Gull plunged, swooped, and tore at her cable so that the holding of it might have appeared to a landsman little short of miraculous. Hissing and seething at the opposition she offered, the larger waves burst over her bows, and swept the deck from stem to stern; but her ample scuppers discharged it quickly, and up she rose again, dripping from the flood, to face and fight and foil each succeeding billow.

High on the mast, swaying wildly to and fro, yet always hanging perpendicular by reason of a simple mechanism, the lantern threw out its bright beams, involving the vessel and the foam-clad boiling sea in a circle of light which ended in darkness profound, forming, as it were, a bright but ghostly chamber shut in with walls of ebony, and revealing, in all its appalling reality, the fury of the sea. What horrors lay concealed in the darkness beyond no one could certainly know; but the watch on board the Gull could form from past experience a pretty good conception of them, as they cowered under the lee of the bulwarks and looked anxiously out to windward.

Anxiously! Ay, there was cause for anxiety that night. The risk of parting from their cable was something, though not very great; but the risk of being run down by passing or driving ships during intervals of fog was much greater, and the necessity of looking out for signals of distress was urgent.

It was a night of warfare, and the battle had begun early. Mr Weltons record of the earlier part of that day in the log ran thus:  

At 4 a.m. calm, with misty rain; at 8, wind south-east, light breeze. At noon, west-south-west, fresh breeze and rain. At 4 p.m., wind south-west, fresh gale and heavy rain. A large fleet anchored in the Downs. A schooner was seen to anchor in a bad place about this time. At 7, wind still increasing. The watch observed several vessels part from their 7 anchors and proceed to Margate Roads. At 7:30 the wind flew into the nor-nor-west, and blew a hurricane.

These were the first mutterings of the fight that had begun.

It was now about a quarter to eight p.m. Jerry and his friend Shales were cowering behind the bulwark on the starboard bow, gazing to windward, but scarce able to keep their eyes open owing to wind and spray. Suddenly a large object was seen looming into the circle of light.

Stand by! roared Jerry and Jack, with startling vigour, as the one leaped towards the tiller, the other to the companion-hatch; a vessel bearing down on our hawse!

The mate and men rushed on deck in time to see a large ship pass close to the bow of the Gull. Jack had cast loose the tiller, because, although in ordinary circumstances the helm of a light-vessel is of no use, this was one of the few occasions in which it could be of service. The rush of the tide past a ship at anchor confers upon it at all times, except during slack water (i.e., when the tide is on the turn), the power of steering, so that she can be made to sheer swiftly to port or starboard, as may be required. But for this power, floating lights would undoubtedly be run into more frequently than they are.

The danger being over, the helm was again made fast amidships, but as several vessels were soon after seen sweeping past  two or three of them burning tar-barrels and flare-lights for assistance, it became evident that there would be little or no rest for any one on board that night. The mate put on his oiled coat, trousers, boots, and souwester, and remained on deck.

Between eight and nine oclock a schooner was seen approaching. She came out of surrounding darkness like a dim phantom, and was apparently making the attempt to go to windward of the floating light. She failed, and in a moment was bearing down with terrible speed right upon them.

Starboard your helm! shouted the mate, at the same moment springing to the tiller of his own vessel.

The steersman of the driving vessel fortunately heard and obeyed the order, and she passed  but shaved the bow of the Gull so closely that one of the men declared he could easily have jumped aboard of her.

Again, at nine oclock, there was a stir on board the floating light, for another vessel was seen driving towards her. This one was a brig. The foremast was gone, and the remains of a tar-barrel were still burning on her deck, but as none of the crew could be seen, it was conjectured that some other ship must have run foul of her, and they had escaped on board of it. All hands were again called, the tiller was cast loose, a wide sheer given to the Gull, and the brig went past them at about the distance of a ship-length. She went slowly by, owing, it was afterwards ascertained, to the fact that she had ninety fathoms of cable trailing from her bows. She was laden with coal, and when the Deal boatmen picked her up next day, they found the leg of a man on her deck, terribly mutilated, as if it had got jambed somehow, and been wrenched off! But no one ever appeared to tell the fate of that vessels crew.

Shortly before ten, two tar-barrels were observed burning in a north-easterly direction. These proved to be the signals of distress from a ship and a barque, which were dragging their anchors. They gradually drove down on the north part of the sands; the barque struck on a part named the Goodwin Knoll, the ship went on the North sandhead.

Now the time for action had come. The Goodwin light-vessel, being nearest to the wrecks, fired a signal-gun and sent up a rocket.

There goes the Goodwin! cried the mate; load the starboard gun, Jack.

He ran down himself for a rocket as he spoke, and Jerry ran to the cabin for the red-hot poker, which had been heating for some time past in readiness for such an event.

A gun and a flare to the south-eastard, sir, close to us, shouted Shales, who had just finished loading, as the mate returned with the rocket and fixed it in position.

Where away, Jack? asked the mate hastily, for it now became his duty to send the rocket in the direction of the new signals, so as to point out the position of the wreck to the lifeboat-men on shore.

Due south-east, sir; there they go again, said Jack, not so close as I thought. South sandhead vessel signalling now, sir.

There was no further need for questions. The flash of the gun was distinctly seen, though the sound was not heard, owing to the howling of the hurricane, and the bright flare of a second tar-barrel told its own tale, while a gun and rocket from the floating light at the South sandhead showed that the vessel in distress had been observed by her.

Fire! cried the mate.

Jerry applied the poker to the gun, and the scene which we have described in a former chapter was re-enacted;  the blinding flash, the roar, and the curved line of light across the black sky; but there was no occasion that night to repeat the signals. Everywhere along the coast the salvors of life and property were on the alert  many of them already in action, out battling in midnight darkness with the raging sea. The signal was at once replied to from Ramsgate.

Truly it was a dreadful night; one of those tremendous hurricanes which visit our shores three or four times it may be in a century, seeming to shake the world to its foundations, and to proclaim with unwonted significance the dread power of Him who created and curbs the forces of nature.

But the human beings who were involved in the perils of that night had scant leisure, and little inclination, perchance, to contemplate its sublimity. The crew of the Gull light were surrounded by signals of disaster and distress. In whichever direction they turned their eyes burning tar-barrels and other flaring lights were seen, telling their dismal tale of human beings in urgent need of assistance or in dire extremity.

Little more than an hour before midnight another craft was observed driving down on the hawse of the Gull. There was greater danger now, because it happened to be near the turn of the tide, or slack water, so that the rudder could not be used to advantage. All hands were once more turned out, and as the vessel drew near Mr Welton hailed her, but got no reply.

Let go the rudder-pendants! cried the mate as he shipped the tiller.

The order was promptly obeyed, and the helm shoved hard a-port, but there was no responsive sheer. The sea was at the time currentless. Another moment and the vessel, which was a large deserted brig, struck the floating light on the port-bow, and her fore shrouds caught the fluke of the spare anchor which projected from the side.

An axe, Jerry; look alive!

Jerry required no spur; he bounded forward, caught up an axe, and leaped with it into the chains of the vessel, which had already smashed part of the Gulls bulwarks and wrenched the iron band off the cat-head.

Cut away everything, cried the mate, who observed that the decks of the brig were full of water, and feared that she might be in a sinking condition.

The other men of the Gull were busy with boat-hooks, oars, and fenders, straining every nerve to get clear of this unwelcome visitor, while Jerry dealt the shrouds a few telling blows which quickly cut them through, but, in sweeping past, the main-topsail yard-arm of the brig went crashing into the lantern. Instantly the lamps were extinguished, and the bright beams of the floating light were gone! The brig then dropt astern and was soon lost to view.

This was a disaster of the most serious nature  involving as it did the absence of a light, on the faithful glow of which the fate of hundreds of vessels might depend. Fortunately, however, the extreme fury of the gale had begun to abate; it was therefore probable that all the vessels which had not already been wrecked had found ports of shelter, or would now be able to hold on to their anchors and weather the storm.

But floating-lights are not left without resource in a catastrophe such as this. In the book of Regulations for the Service it is ordered that, in circumstances of this kind, two red lights are to be shown, one at the end of the davit forward, the other on a stanchion beside the ensign staff aft, and likewise a red flare light is to be shown every quarter of an hour. Accordingly, while some of the men lit and fixed up the red lanterns, Jerry MacGowl was told off to the duty of showing the red flares, or, as he himself expressed it, settin off a succession o fireworks, which wos mightily purty, no doubt, an would have bin highly entertainin if it had been foin weather, and a time of rejoycin!

Meanwhile the lantern was lowered, and it was found that the only damage done had been the shattering of one of its large panes of glass. The lamps, although blown out, had not been injured. The men therefore set vigorously to work to put in a spare pane, and get the light once more into working order.

Leaving them, then, at this important piece of work, let us turn aside awhile and follow the fortunes of the good ship Wellington on that terrible night of storm and disaster.

When the storm was brewing she was not far from the Downs, but the baffling winds retarded her progress, and it was pitch dark when she reached the neighbourhood of the Goodwin sands. Nevertheless those on board of her did not feel much uneasiness, because a good pilot had been secured in the channel.

The Wellington came bowling along under close-reefed topsails. Stanley Hall and Jim Welton stood leaning over the taffrail, looking down into the black foam-streaked water. Both were silent, save that now and then Jim put down his hand to pat a black muzzle that was raised lovingly to meet it, and whispered, We shall be home to-morrow, Neptune,  cheer up, old boy!

But Jims words did not express all his thoughts. If he had revealed them fully he would have described a bright fireside in a small and humble but very comfortable room, with a smiling face that rendered sunshine unnecessary, and a pair of eyes that made gaslight a paltry flame as well as an absolute extravagance. That the name of this cheap, yet dear, luminary began with an N and ended with an a, is a piece of information with which we think it unnecessary to trouble the reader.

Stanley Halls thoughts were somewhat on the same line of rail, if we may be allowed the expression; the chief difference being that his luminary beamed in a drawing-room, and sang and played and painted beautifully  which accomplishments, however, Stanley thought, would have been sorry trifles in themselves had they not been coupled with a taste for housekeeping and domestic economy, and relieving as well as visiting the poor, and Sabbath-school teaching; in short, every sort of good work, besides an unaccountable as well as admirable penchant for pitching into the Board of Trade, and for keeping sundry account-books in such a neat and methodical way that there remains a lasting blot on that Board in the fact of their not having been bound in cloth of gold!

Ever since his first visit to Yarmouth, Stanley had felt an increasing admiration for Katie Durants sprightly character and sterling qualities, and also increasing pity for poor Bob Queeker, who, he thought, without being guilty of very egregious vanity, had no chance whatever of winning such a prize. The reader now knows that the pity thus bestowed upon that pitiful fox-hunting turncoat was utterly thrown away.

I dont like these fogs in such dangerous neighbourhood, observed Jim Welton, as a fresh squall burst upon the ship and laid it over so much that many of the passengers thought she was going to capsize. We should be getting near the floating lights of the Goodwin sands by this time.

Dont these lights sometimes break adrift? asked Stanley, and thus become the cause of ships going headlong to destruction?

Not often, replied Jim. Considering the constancy of their exposure to all sorts of weather, and the number of light-vessels afloat, it is amazin how few accidents take place. There has been nothing of the kind as long as I can remember anything about the service, but my father has told me of a case where one of the light-vessels that marked a channel at the mouth of the Thames once broke adrift in a heavy gale. She managed to bring up again with her spare anchor, but did not dare to show her light, being out of her proper place, and therefore, a false guide. The consequence was that eight vessels, which were making for the channel, and counted on seeing her, went on the sands and were lost with nearly all hands.

If that be so it were better to have lighthouses, I think, than lightships, said Stanley.

No doubt it would, where it is possible to build em, replied Jim, but in some places it is supposed to be impossible to place a lighthouse, so we must be content with a vessel. But even lighthouses are are not perfectly secure. I know of one, built on piles on a sand-bank, that was run into by a schooner and carried bodily away. Accidents will happen, you know, in the best regulated families; but it seems to me that we dont hear of a floating-light breakin adrift once in half a century  while, on the other hand, the good that is done by them is beyond all calculation.

The young men relapsed into silence, for at that moment another fierce gust of wind threw the ship over almost on her beam-ends. Several of the male passengers came rushing on deck in alarm, but the captain quieted them, and induced them to return to the cabin to reassure the ladies, who, with the children, were up and dressed, being too anxious to think of seeking repose.

It takes courts of inquiry,  formed of competent men, who examine competent witnesses and have the counsel of competent seamen,  many days of anxious investigation to arrive at the precise knowledge of the when, how, and wherefore of a wreck. We do not, therefore, pretend to be able to say whether it was the fault of the captain, the pilot, the man at the lead, the steersman, the look-out, or the weather, that the good ship Wellington met her doom. All that we know for certain is, that she sighted the southern light-vessel some time before midnight during the great gale, that she steered what was supposed to be her true course, and that, shortly after, she struck on the tail of the sands.

Instantly the foremast went by the board, and the furious sea swept over the hull in blinding cataracts, creating terrible dismay and confusion amongst nearly all on board.

The captain and first mate, however, retained their coolness and self-possession. Stanley and Jim also, with several of the officers on board, were cool and self-possessed, and able to render good service. While Stanley loaded a small carronade, young Welton got up blue lights and an empty tar-barrel. These were quickly fired. The South sandhead vessels immediately replied, the Gull, as we have seen, was not slow to answer, and thus the alarm was transmitted to the shore while the breakers that rushed over the Goodwins like great walls of snow, lifted the huge vessel like a cork and sent it crashing down, again and again, upon the fatal sands.




Chapter Sixteen.

Getting Ready for Action.

Let us turn back a little at this point, and see how the watchers on Ramsgate pier behaved themselves on that night of storm and turmoil. At the end of the east pier of Ramsgate harbour there stands a very small house, a sort of big sentry-box in fact, of solid stone, which is part and parcel of the pier itself  built not only on it but into it, and partially sheltered from the full fury of wind and sea by the low parapet-wall of the pier. This is the east pier watch-house; the marine residence, if we may so express it, of the coxswain of the lifeboat and his men. It is their place of shelter and their watch-tower; their nightly resort, where they smoke the pipe of peace and good fellowship, and spin yarns, or take such repose as the nature of their calling will admit of. This little stone house had need be strong, like its inmates, for, like them, it is frequently called upon to brave the utmost fury of the elements  receiving the blast fresh and unbroken from the North Sea, as well as the towering billows from the same.

This nocturnal watch-tower for muscular men and stout hearts, small though it be, is divided into two parts, the outer portion being the sleeping-place of the lifeboat men. It is a curious little box, full of oilskin coats and souwester caps and sea-boots, and bears the general aspect of a house which had been originally intended for pigmies, but had got inhabited by giants, somehow, by mistake. Its very diminutive stove stands near to its extremely small door, which is in close proximity to its unusually little window. A little library with a scanty supply of books hangs near the stove-pipe, as if the owners thereof thought the contents had become somewhat stale, and required warming up to make them more palatable. A locker runs along two sides of the apartment, on the coverings of which stand several lanterns, an oil-can, and a stone jar, besides sundry articles with an extremely seafaring aspect, among which are several pairs of the gigantic boots before referred to  the property of the coxswain and his mates. The cork lifebelt, or jacket of the coxswain, hangs near the door. The belts for use by the other men are kept in an outhouse down among the recesses of the pier near the spot to which the lifeboat is usually brought to embark her crew. Only five of the lifeboat men, called harbour boatmen, keep watch in and around the little stone house at nights. The rest are taken from among the hardy coast boatmen of the place, and the rule is first come first served  when the boat is called out. There is never any lack of able and willing hands to man the Ramsgate lifeboat.

Near the low ceiling of the watch-house several hammocks are slung, obliging men to stoop a little as they move about. It is altogether a snug and cozy place, but cannot boast much of the state of its atmosphere when the fire is going, the door shut, and the men smoking!

On the night of the storm that has already been described in our last chapter, the coxswain entered the watch-house, clad in his black oilskin garments, and glittering with salt-water from top to toe.

There will be more work for us before long, Pike, he said, flinging off his coat and sou-wester, and taking up a pipe, which he began to fill; it looks blacker than ever in the nor-east.

Pike, the bowman of the boat, who was a quiet man, vigorous in action, but of few words, admitted that there was much probability of their services being again in demand, and then, rising, put on his cap and coat, and went out to take a look at the night.

Two other men sat smoking by the little stove, and talking in lazy tones over the events of the day, which, to judge from their words, had been already stirring enough.

Late the night before  one of them said, for the information of the other, who appeared to have just arrived, and was getting the news  the steam-tug and lifeboat had gone out on observing signals from the Gull, and had been told there was a wreck on the sands; that they had gone round the back of the sands, carefully examining them, as far as the east buoy, encountering a heavy ground swell, with much broken sea, but saw nothing; that they had then gone closer in, to about seven fathoms of water, when the lifeboat was suddenly towed over a log  as he styled it, a baulk  of timber, but fortunately got no damage, and that they were obliged to return to harbour, having failed to discover the wreck, which probably had gone to pieces before they got out to the sands; so they had all their trouble for nothing. The man  appealing by look to the coxswain, who smoked in silence, and gazed sternly and fixedly at the fire, as if his mind were wandering far away  went on to say, further, that early that morning they had been again called out, and were fortunate enough to save the crew of a small schooner, and that they had been looking out for and expecting another call the whole day. For the truth of all which the man appealed again by look to the coxswain, who merely replied with a slight nod, while he continued to smoke in silence, leaning his elbows on his knees, with his strong hands clasped before him, sailor fashion, and gazing gravely at the fire. It seemed as if he were resting his huge frame after the recent fatigues to which it had been exposed, and in anticipation of those which might be yet in store.

Just then the little door opened quickly, and Pikes dripping head appeared.

I think the Gull is signalling, he said, and vanished.

The coxswains souwester and coat were on as if by magic, and he stood beside his mate at the end of the pier, partly sheltered by the parapet wall.

They both clung to the wall, and gazed intently out to sea, where there was just light enough to show the black waves heaving wildly up against the dark sky, and the foam gleaming in lurid patches everywhere. The seas breaking in heavy masses on the pier-head drenched the two men as they bent their heads to resist the roaring blast. If it had been high water, they could not have stood there for a moment. They had not been there long before their constant friend, the master of the steam-tug, joined them. Straining their eyes intently in the direction of the floating-light, which appeared like a little star tossed on the far-off horizon, they observed a slight flash, and then a thin curved line of red fire was seen to leap into the chaos of dark clouds.

There she goes! cried the coxswain.

An no mistake, said Pike, as they all ran to get ready for action.

Few and to the point were the words spoken. Each man knew exactly what was to be done. There was no occasion to rouse the lifeboat men on such a night. The harbour-master had seen the signal, and, clad in oilskins like the men, was out among them superintending. The steam-tug, which lies at that pier with her fires lighted and banked up, and her water hot, all the year round, sounded her shrill whistle and cast loose. Her master and mate were old hands at the perilous work, and lost no time, for wreck, like fire, is fatally rapid. There was no confusion, but there was great haste. The lifeboat was quickly manned. Those who were most active got on the cork lifebelts and leaped in; those who were less active, or at a greater distance when the signal sounded, had to remain behind. Eleven stalwart men, with frames inured to fatigue and cold, clad in oiled suits, and with lifebelts on, sat on the thwarts of the lifeboat, and the coxswain stood on a raised platform in her stern, with the tiller-ropes in his hands. The masts were up, and the sails ready to hoist. Pike made fast the huge hawser that was passed to them over the stern of the steam-tug, and away they went, rushing out right in the teeth of the gale.

No cheer was given,  they had no breath to spare for sentimental service just then. There was no one, save the harbour-master and his assistant with a few men on duty, to see them start, for few could have ventured to brave the fury of the elements that night on the spray-lashed pier. In darkness they left; into darkness most appalling they plunged, with nothing save a stern sense of duty and the strong hope of saving human life to cheer them on their way.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Battle.

At first the men of the lifeboat had nothing to do but hold on to the thwarts, with the exception, of course, of the coxswain, whose energies were taxed from the commencement in the matter of steering the boat, which was dragged through the waves at such a rate by the powerful tug that merely to hold on was a work of some difficulty. Their course might much more truly be said to have been under than over the waves, so constantly did these break into and fill the boat. But no sooner was she full than the discharging tubes freed her, and she rose again and again, buoyant as a cork.

Those who have not seen this desperate work can form but a faint conception of its true character. Written or spoken words may conjure up a pretty vivid picture of the scene, the blackness of the night, and the heaving and lashing of the waves, but words cannot adequately describe the shriek of the blast, the hiss and roar of breakers, and they cannot convey the feeling of the weight of tons of falling water, which cause the stoutest crafts of human build to reel and quiver to their centres.

The steam-tug had not to contend with the ordinary straightforward rush of a North Sea storm. She was surrounded and beset by great boiling whirlpools and spouting cross-seas. They struck her on the bow, on the side, on the quarter, on the stern. They opened as if to engulf her. They rushed at as if to overwhelm her. They met under her, thrusting her up, and they leaped into her, crushing her down. But she was a sturdy vessel; a steady hand was at the wheel, and her weather-beaten master stood calm and collected on the bridge.

It is probable that few persons who read the accounts of lifeboat service on the Goodwin sands are aware of the importance of the duties performed and the desperate risks run by the steam-tug. Without her powerful engines to tow it to windward of the wrecks the lifeboat would be much, very much, less useful than it is. In performing this service the tug has again and again to run into shallow water, and steer, in the blackest nights, amid narrow intricate channels, where a slight error of judgment on the part of her master  a few fathoms more to the right or left  would send her on the sands, and cause herself to become a wreck and an object of solicitude to the lifeboat crew. Honour to whom honour is due is a principle easy to state, but not always easy to carry into practice. Every time the steam-tug goes out she runs her full share of the imminent risk;  sometimes, and in some respects, as great as that of the lifeboat herself, for, whereas, a touch upon the sand, to which it is her duty to approach as near as possible, would be the death-warrant of the tug, it is, on the other hand, the glorious prerogative of the lifeboat to be almost incapable of destruction, and her peculiar privilege frequently to go slap on and right over the sands with slight damage, though with great danger. That the death-warrant just referred to has not been signed, over and over again, is owing almost entirely to the courage and skill of her master and mate, who possess a thorough and accurate knowledge of the intricate channels, soundings, and tides of those dangerous shoals, and have spent many years in risking their lives among them. Full credit is usually given to the lifeboat, though not too much by any means, but there is not, we think, a sufficient appreciation of the services of the steam-tug. She may be seen in the harbour any day, modestly doing the dirty work of hauling out the dredge-boats, while the gay lifeboat floats idly on the water to be pointed out and admired by summer visitors  thus unfairly, though unavoidably, are public favours often distributed!

Observe, reader, we are far from holding up these two as rivals. They are a loving brother and sister. Comparatively little could be done in the grand work of saving human life without the mighty strength of the big brother; and, on the other hand, nothing at all could be done without the buoyant activity and courage of the little sister. Observe, also, that although the lifeboat floats in idleness, like a saucy little duck, in time of peace, her men, like their mates in the big brother, are hard at work like other honest folk about the harbour. It is only when the sands show their teeth, and the floating lights send up their signals, and the storm-blast calls to action, that the tug and boat unite, and the men, flinging down the implements of labour, rise to the dignity of heroic work with all the pith and power and promptitude of heroes.

As they ploughed through the foam together, the tug was frequently obliged to ease-steam and give herself time to recover from the shock of those heavy cross seas. Suddenly a bright flaring light was observed in the vicinity of a shoal called the Break, which lies between the Goodwins and the shore. It went out in a few seconds, but not before the master of the tug had taken its bearings and altered his course. At the same time signal-guns and rockets were observed, both from the North sandhead light-vessel and the Gull, and several flaring lights were also seen burning on or near the Goodwin sands.

On nearing the Middle Break, which was easily distinguishable from the surrounding turmoil by the intensity of its roar as the seas rolled over it, the coxswain of the lifeboat ordered the sail to be hoisted and the tow-rope slipped. Pike, who was a thoroughly intelligent and sympathetic bowman, had all in readiness; he obeyed the order instantly, and the boat, as if endued with sudden life, sprang away on its own account into the broken water.

Broken water! who but a lifeboat-man can conceive what that means?  except, indeed, those few who have been saved from wreck. A chaos of white water, rendered ghostly and grey by darkness. No green or liquid water visible anywhere; all froth and fury, with force tremendous everywhere. Rushing rivers met by opposing cataracts; bursting against each other; leaping high in air from the shock; falling back and whirling away in wild eddies,  seeking rest, but finding none! Vain indeed must be our attempt to describe the awful aspect, the mad music, the fearful violence of broken water on the Break!

In such a sea the boat was tossed as if she were a chip; but the gale gave her speed, and speed gave her quick steering power. She leaped over the foam, or dashed through it, or staggered under it, but always rose again, the men, meanwhile, holding on for life. Pike was ready in the bow, with an arm tightly embracing the bollard, or strong post, round which the cable runs. The coxswains figure, towering high in the stern, with the steering tackles in his hands, leaned forward against a strong strap or band fixed across the boat to keep him in position.

They made straight for the spot where the flare light had been seen. At first darkness and thick spray combined prevented them from seeing anything, but in a few minutes a dark object was seen looming faintly against the sky, and the coxswain observed with anxious concern that it lay not to leeward, but to windward of him.

Out oars! down with the sail! he shouted.

His voice was very powerful, but it was swept away, and was only heard by those nearest to him. The order was instantly obeyed, however; but the gale was so heavy and the boat so large that headway could not be made. They could see that the wreck was a small vessel on her beam-ends. Being to leeward, they could hear despairing cries distinctly, and four or five human beings were seen clinging to the side. The lifeboat-men strained till their sinews well-nigh cracked; it seemed doubtful whether they had advanced or not, when suddenly an unusually large wave fell in thunder on the Break; it rushed over the shallows with a foaming head, caught the boat on its crest and carried it far away to leeward.

Sail was again made. A box near the coxswain a feet was opened, and a blue-light taken out. There was no difficulty in firing this. A sharp stroke on its butt lighted the percussion powder within, and in a moment the scene was illumined by a ghastly glare, which brought out the blue and white boat distinctly, and gave corpse-like colour to the faces of the men. At the same time it summoned the attendant steamer.

In a few minutes the tug ran down to her; the tow-rope was taken on board, and away went the brother and sister once more to windward of the wreck; but now no wreck was to be seen! They searched round the shoal in all directions without success, and finally were compelled to come to the conclusion that the same sea which had carried the boat to leeward had swept the wreck away.

With sad hearts they now turned towards the Goodwins, but the melancholy incident they had just witnessed was soon banished from their minds by the urgent signals for aid still seen flaring in all directions. For the nearest of these they made at full speed. On their way, a dark object was seen to sweep past them across their stern as if on the wings of the wind. It was the Broadstairs lifeboat, which had already done good service that night, and was bent on doing more. Similarly occupied were the lifeboats of Deal, Walmer, and other places along the coast. A Deal lugger was also seen. The hardy beachmen of Kent fear no storm. They run out in all weathers to succour ships in distress, and much good service do they accomplish, but their powers are limited. Like the steam-tugs, they can hover around the sands in heavy gales, and venture gingerly near to them; but thus far, and no farther, may they go. They cannot, like the noble lifeboats, dash right into the caldron of surf, and dare the sands and seas to do their worst!

The lifeboat men felt cheered, no doubt, to know that so many able hands were fighting around them in the same battle, but they had little time to think on such things; the work in hand claimed their exclusive attention  as it must now claim ours.

One vessel was seen burning three very large flare lights. Towards this the steamer hastened, and when as near as prudence would permit her to approach the Goodwin sands  something less than quarter of a mile  the hawser was again slipped, sail was made on the lifeboat, and she once more entered the broken water alone.

Here, of course, being more exposed, it was still more tremendous than on the Break. It was a little after midnight when they reached the sands, and made the discovery that they were on the wrong hide of them. The tide was making, however, and in a short time there was sufficient water to enable the boat to run right over; she struck many times, but, being tough, received no serious damage. Soon they drew near the wreck, and could see that she had sunk completely, and that the crew were clinging to the jibboom.

When about fifty yards to windward, the anchor was let go, the lifeboat veered down towards the wreck, and with much difficulty they succeeded in taking off the whole crew of seven men. Signalising the tug with another blue-light, they ran to leeward into deep water, and were again taken in tow; the saved men being with some difficulty put on board the tug. They were Dutchmen; and the poor master of the lost vessel could find no words sufficiently forcible to express his gratitude to the coxswain of the lifeboat. When he afterwards met him on shore, he wrung his hand warmly, and, with tears in his eyes, promised never to forget him. Me never tinks of you, said he (meaning the reverse), so longs I live; me tell the King of Holland!

It is but just to add that the poor fellow faithfully redeemed his ill-expressed promise, and that the coxswain of the lifeboat now possesses a medal presented to him by the King of Holland in acknowledgment of his services on that occasion.

But the great work of that night still remained to be done. Not far from the light-vessel a flare-light was seen burning brightly. It seemed to be well tended, and was often renewed. Towards this the tug now steered with the little sister in tow. They soon came near enough to observe that she was a large ship, going to pieces on the sands.

Slipping the cable once more, the lifeboat gallantly dashed into the thickest of the fight, and soon got within hail of the wreck.

Then it was that, for the first time, a ray of hope entered the hearts of the passengers of the luckless Wellington, and then it was that Jim Welton and Stanley Hall, with several young officers, who had kept the tar-barrels burning so briskly for so many hours, despite the drenching seas, sent up a loud thrilling cheer, and announced to the terror-stricken women and children that the lifeboat was in sight!

What a cry for those who had been for three hours dashing on the sands, expecting every moment that the ship would break up! The horrors of their situation were enhanced by the novelty of their sensations! All of us can realise to some extent, from hearsay and from paintings, what is meant by billows bursting high over ships mast-heads and washing everything off the decks, but who that has not experienced it can imagine what it is to see gigantic yards being whipped to and fro as a light cane might be switched by a strong man, to see top-masts snapping like pipe-stems, to hear stout ropes cracking like pliant whipcord, and great sails flapping with thunder-claps or bursting into shreds? Above all, who can realise the sensation caused by ones abode being lifted violently with every surge and dropped again with the crashing weight of two thousand tons, or being rolled from side to side so that the floor on which one stands alternates between the horizontal and perpendicular, while ones frame each time receives a shock that is only too much in dread harmony with the desperate condition of the mind?

The lifeboat in sight! Who at such a time would not pray Gods best blessing on the lifeboat, on the stalwart men who man it, and on the noble Society which supports it?

Certain it is that many a prayer of this kind was ejaculated on board the Wellington that night, while the passengers re-echoed the good news, and hurriedly went on deck. But what an awful scene of dreary desolation presented itself when they got there! The flares gave forth just enough light to make darkness visible  ropes, masts, yards, sails, everything in indescribable confusion, and the sea breaking over all with a violence that rendered it extremely difficult to maintain a footing even in the most sheltered position.

Fortunately by this time the vessel had been beaten sufficiently high on the shoal to prevent the terrible rolling to which she had been at first subjected; and as the officers and seamen vied with each other in attentions to the women and children, these latter were soon placed in comparative security, and awaited with breathless anxiety the arrival of the boat.

In order to keep the flare-lights burning all kinds of materials had been sacrificed. Deluged as they were continually by heavy seas, nothing but the most inflammable substances would burn. Hence, when their tar-barrels were exhausted, Stanley Hall and his assistants got hold of sheets, table-cloths, bedding, and garments, and saturated these with paraffine oil, of which, fortunately, there happened to be a large quantity on board. They now applied themselves with redoubled diligence to the construction and keeping alight of these flares, knowing well that the work which remained to be done before all should be rescued, was of a nature requiring time as well as care and courage.

On rushed the lifeboat through the broken water. When almost within hail, the coxswain heard the roar of an unusually heavy sea rushing behind him.

Let go the fore-sheet, he shouted, and hold on for your lives.

The wave  a billow broken to atoms, yet still retaining all its weight and motive force  overwhelmed the boat and passed on. Before she had quite recovered, another sea of equal size engulfed her, and as she had been turned broadside on by the first, the second caught her in its embrace and carried her like the wind bodily to leeward. Her immense breadth of beam prevented an upset, and she was finally launched into shallower water, where the sand had only a few feet of sea above it. She had been swept away full quarter of a mile in little more than a minute! Here the surf was like a boiling caldron, but there was not depth enough to admit of heavy seas.

The same sea that swept away the boat carried the fore and main masts of the Wellington by the board, and extinguished all her lights.

The boat drove quite two miles to leeward before the tug got hold of her again. To have returned to the wreck against wind and tide alone, we need scarcely repeat, would have been impossible, but with the aid of the tug she was soon towed to her old position and again cast loose.

Once more she rushed into the fight and succeeded in dropping anchor a considerable distance to windward of the wreck, from which point she veered down under her lee, but so great was the mass of broken masts, spars, and wreckage  nothing being now left but parts of the mizzen and bowsprit  that the coxswain was obliged to pay out 117 fathoms of cable to keep clear of it all.

The difficulty and danger of getting the boat alongside now became apparent to the people on the wreck, many of whom had never dreamed of such impediments before, and their hopes sank unreasonably low, just as, before, they had been raised unduly high.

With great difficulty the boat got near to the port quarter of the ship, and Pike stood up ready in the bow with a line, to which was attached a loaded cane, something like a large life-preserver.

Heave! shouted the coxswain.

The bowman made a deliberate and splendid cast; the weighted cane fell on the deck of the ship, and was caught by Jim Welton, who attached a hawser to it. This was drawn into the boat, and in a few seconds she was alongside. But she was now in great danger! The wild waters that heaved, surged, and leaped under the vessels lee threatened to dash the boat in pieces against her every moment, and it was only by the unremitting and strenuous exertions of the men with boat-hooks, oars, and fenders that this was prevented. Now the boat surged up into the chains as if about to leap on board the ship; anon it sank into a gulf of spray, or sheered wildly to leeward, but by means of the hawser and cable, and a spring attached to the latter, she was so handled that one and another of the crew of the wreck were taken into her.

The first saved was a little child. It was too small and delicate to be swung over the side by a rope, so the captain asked Jim Welton, as being the most agile man in the ship and possessed of superabundant animal courage, to take it in his arms and leap on board. Jim agreed at once, handed over the care of his flare-lights to one of the men, and prepared for action. The poor child, which was about a year old, clung to its mothers neck with terror, and the distracted woman  a soldiers widow  could scarce be prevailed on to let the little one out of her arms.

Oh, let me go with him, she pleaded most earnestly, he is all that is left to me.

You shall follow immediately; delay may be death, said the captain, kindly, as he drew the child gently but firmly from her grasp.

It was securely bound to Jims broad bosom by means of a shawl. Watching his opportunity when the boat came surging up on the crest of a billow almost to his feet, and was about to drop far down into the trough of the sea, the young sailor sprang from the side and was caught in the outstretched arms of the lifeboat men.

It had occurred to Stanley Hall, just before this happened, that there was every probability of some of the passengers falling overboard during the process of being transferred to the boat. Stanley was of a somewhat eccentric turn of mind, and seldom allowed his thoughts to dissipate without taking action of some kind. He therefore got into the mizzen chains and quietly fastened a rope round his waist, the other end of which he tied to a stanchion.

Youll get crushed by the boat there, cried the captain, who observed him.

Perhaps not, was the reply.

He stood there and watched Jim Welton as he leaped. The mother of the child, unable to restrain herself, climbed on the bulwarks of the vessel. Just as she did so the boat surged up again,  so close that it required but a short step to get into her. Some of the passengers availed themselves of the chance  the poor widow among them. She sprang with a cry of joy, for she saw her childs face at the moment as they unbound him from Jims breast, but she sprang short. Little wonder that a woman should neglect to make due allowance for the quick swooping of the boat! Next moment she was in the boiling foam. A moment later and she was in Stanley Halls grasp, and both were swept violently to leeward, but the rope brought them up. Despite darkness and turmoil the quick-eyed coxswain and his mate had noted the incident. Pike payed out the hawser, the coxswain eased off the spring; away went the boat, and next moment Pike had Stanley by the hair. Short was the time required for their strong arms to pull him and his burden in-board; and, oh! it was a touching sight to witness the expressions of the anxious faces that were turned eagerly towards the boat, and glared pale and ghastly in the flaring light, as her sturdy crew hauled slowly up, hand over hand, and got once more under the vessels lee.

No sooner were they within reach than another impatient passenger leaped overboard. This was Jims faithful dog Neptune! Watching his time with the intelligence of a human being, he sprang, with much greater precision and vigour than any human being could have done, and, alighting on Pikes shoulders, almost drove that stout boatman into the bottom of the boat.

Soon the boat was as full as it could hold. All the women and children had been got into her, and many of the male passengers, so that there was no room to move; still there remained from twenty to thirty people to be rescued. Seeing this, Jim seized Neptune by the neck and flung him back into the wreck. Catching a rope that hung over the side, he also swung himself on board, saying, You and I must sink or swim together, Nep! Shove off, lads, and come back as soon as you can.

The hawser was slipped as he spoke; the lifeboat was hauled slowly but steadily to windward up to her anchor. Tons of water poured over her every moment, but ran through her discharging tubes, and, deeply loaded though she was, she rose buoyant from each immersion like an invincible sea-monster.

When the anchor was reached, a small portion of the foresail was set, and then, cutting the cable with one blow of a hatchet, away they went like the scudding foam right over the boiling shallows on the spit of sand.

Hand out a blue-light there, cried the coxswain. A sharp blow caused the blue-fire to flare up and shed a light that fell strong as that of the full moon on the mingled grave, pale, stern, and terrified faces in the lifeboat.

Safe! muttered one of the crew.

Safe? was echoed in surprise, no doubt, from several fluttering hearts.

As well might that have been said to the hapless canoe-man rushing over the Falls of Niagara as to the inexperienced ones there, while they gazed, horror-struck, on the tumult of mad waters in that sudden blaze of unearthly light. Their faith in a trustworthy and intelligent boatman was not equal to their faith in their own eyes, backed by ignorance! But who will blame them for lack of faith in the circumstances? Nevertheless, they were safe. The watchful master of the tug,  laying-to off the deadly banks, now noting the compass, now casting the lead, anon peering into the wild storm,  saw the light, ran down to it, took the rescued ones on board, and, having received from the coxswain the information that there were more coming, sent them down into his little cabin, there to be refreshed and comforted, while the lifeboat sheered off again, and once more sprang into the broken water. So might some mighty warrior spur from the battle-field charged with despatches of the highest import bearing on the fight, and, having delivered his message, turn on his heel and rush back into the whirling tide of war to complete the victory which had been so well begun!

Once more they made for the wreck, which was by that time fast breaking up. Running right before the wind in such an awful gale, it was necessary to make the men crowd aft in order to keep the boats head well out of the water. On this occasion one or two of the seamen of the Wellington, who had been allowed inadvertently to remain in the boat, became alarmed, for the seas were rolling high over the gunwale on each side, and rushing into her with such force as to make it a difficult matter to avoid being washed out. It was a new sensation to these men to rush thus madly between two walls of foam eight or ten feet high! They glanced backward, where another wall of foaming water seemed to be curling over the stern, as if about to drop inboard. The coxswain observed their looks, and knew their feelings. He knew there was no lack of courage in them, and that a little experience would change their minds on this point.

Never look behind, lads, he cried; look ahead; always look right ahead.

Ay, Geordy, remarked one of the men,  a Scotchman,  to his mate, its rum sailin this is. I thocht we was a gaun to the bottom; but nae doot the coxn kens best. Its a wonderfu boat!

Having so said, the sedate Scot dismissed his anxieties, and thereafter appeared to regard the surrounding chaos of water with no other feelings than philosophic interest and curiosity.

On nearing the wreck the second time, it was found that the tide had fallen so low that they could scarcely get alongside. Three times they struck on the shoal; on the third occasion the mizzen-mast and sail were blown out of the boat. They managed to drop anchor, however, and to veer down under the port bow of the Wellington, whence the anxious survivors threw ropes to them, and, one after another, leaped or swung themselves into the boat. But they were so long about it that before all had been got out the coxswain was obliged to drop to leeward to prevent being left aground. In spite of this, the boat got fast, and now they could neither advance to the wreck for the nine men who still remained in her, nor push off to rejoin the tug.

The space between the boat and vessel was crossed by such a continuous rush of broken water that for a time it was impossible to attempt anything, but as the tide fell the coxswain consulted with his bowman, and both agreed to venture to wade to the wreck, those on board having become so exhausted as to be unable or unwilling to make further effort to save themselves.

Acting on this resolve they with one of their men sprang into the raging surf and staggered to the wreck, where they induced two of the crew to leap overboard and brought them safely to the boat. Others of the lifeboat crew then joined them and four more were rescued. (See note 1.)

The tide had been at its lowest when this desperate work was begun,  before it was finished it had turned. This, coupled with the fact that they had all been nearly swept away during the last effort; and that there was a fresh burst of violence in the gale, induced them to wait until the tide should rise. When it did so sufficiently, they hauled and shoved the boat alongside, and the captain, who was one of the three remaining men, made a desperate spring, but missed the boat and was whirled away. Pike made a grasp at him but missed. The coxswain seized a life-buoy and hurled it towards him. It fell within his reach, and it was supposed that he had caught it, but they could not be certain. The boat was now afloat and bumping violently. If they had cut the cable in order to rescue the captain, which they could by no means make sure of doing, the improbability of being able to return in time to save the two remaining men would have been very great. It seemed to be life or death in either case, so they stuck by the wreck.

It was grey dawn now, and the wreckage was knocking against and around them to such an extent that the coxswain began to fear for the safety of his boat. Yet he was loath to leave the men to perish.

Jump now, lads! he cried, sheering up alongside, its your last chance. Its death to all of us if we stop longer here!

The men sprang together. One gained the side of the boat and was saved, the other was swept away. He made frantic efforts to gain the boat, but before his companion had been got inboard he was out of sight, and although the cable was promptly cut and the sail set he could not be found. The boat was then run down along the sands in search of the captain. The coxswain knew well from experience that he must certainly have been swept by the current in the same direction as the wreckage. He therefore followed this, and in a short time had the inexpressible satisfaction and good fortune to find the captain. He had caught the life-buoy, and having managed to get it under his arms had floated about for the greater part of an hour. Though nearly dead he was still sensible, and, after being well chafed and refreshed with a little rum from the coxswains case-bottle  provided for occasions of this sort  he recovered.

The great work of the lifeboat had now been accomplished, but they could not feel that it had been thoroughly completed without one more effort being made to save the lost man. They therefore ran still farther down the sand in the direction where he had been last seen. They followed the drift of wreckage as before. Presently the bowman uttered a thrilling shout, for, through the turmoil of dashing spray, he saw the man clinging to a spar!

So unexpected was this happy event that the whole crew involuntarily gave vent to a ringing cheer, although, in the circumstances, and considering the nature of their exhausting work and the time they had been exposed to it, one might have supposed them incapable of such a burst of enthusiasm.

In a few moments he was rescued, and now, with light hearts, they ran for the tug, which was clearly visible in the rapidly increasing daylight. They did not put off time in transferring the saved men to the steamer. The big hawser,  their familiar bond of attachment,  was made fast to them, and away went that noble big brother and splendid little sister straight for Ramsgate harbour. (See note 2.)

But the work of that wild night was not yet finished. On their way home they fell in with a schooner, the foretopmast and bowsprit of which were gone. As she was drifting towards the sands they hailed her. No reply being made, the lifeboat was towed alongside, and, on being boarded, it was found that she was a derelict. Probably she had got upon the sands during the night, been forsaken by her crew in their own boat  in which event there was small chance of any being saved  and had drifted off again at the change of the tide.

Be that as it might, six lifeboat men were put on board. Finding no water in her, they slipt her two cables, which were hanging from the bow, a rope was made fast to the steamer, and she was taken in tow.

It was drawing towards noon when they neared the harbour. Very different indeed was the aspect of things there then from what it had been when they went out on their errand of mercy thirteen hours before. Although the gale was still blowing fresh it had moderated greatly. The black clouds no longer held possession of the sky, but were pierced, scattered, and gilded, as they were rolled away, by the victorious sun. The sea still raged and showed its white teeth fiercely, as if its spirit had been too much roused to be easily appeased; but blue sky appeared in patches everywhere; the rain had ceased, and the people of the town and visitors swarmed out to enjoy the returning sunshine, inhale the fresh sea-breeze, and await, anxiously, the return of the lifeboat  for, of course, every one in the town was aware by that time that she had been out all night.

When, at length, the smoke of the big brother was observed drawing near, the people flocked in hundreds to the piers and cliffs.  Wherever a point of vantage was to be had, dozens of spectators crowned it. Wherever a point of danger was to be gained, daring spirits  chiefly in the shape of small boys  took it by storm, in absolute contempt of the police. Jacobs Ladder  the cliff staircase  was crowded from top to bottom. The west pier was rendered invisible to its outer extremity by human beings. The east pier, as far as it was dry, was covered by the fashion and beauty  as well as by the fishy and tarry  of the town. Beyond the point of dryness it was more or less besieged by those who were reckless, riotous, and ridiculously fond of salt-water spray. The yards and shrouds of the crowded and much damaged shipping in the harbour were manned, and the windows of the town that commanded the sea were filled with human faces. An absolute battery of telescopes, like small artillery, was levelled at the approaching tug. Everywhere were to be seen and heard evidences of excitement, anxiety, and expectation.

It was not long before it was announced that flags were seen flying at the mast-heads of the tug and lifeboat  a sure evidence that a rescue had been successfully accomplished. This caused many a burst of cheering from the crowds, as the fact and its import became gradually known. But these were as nothing compared with the cheers that arose when the steamer, with the lifeboat and the schooner in tow, drew near, and it could be seen that there were many people on board  among them women and children. When they finally surged past the pier-head on the crest of a tremendous billow, and swept into the harbour under a vast shower of spray that burst over the pier and rose above the mast-heads of the shipping within  as if to pour a libation on the gallant crews  then a succession of cheers, that cannot be described, welcomed the victors and re-echoed from the chalk-cliffs, to be caught up and sent out again and again in thrilling cadence on the mad sea, which had thus been plundered of its booty and disappointed of its prey!

Scarfs and hats and kerchiefs and hands were waved in wild enthusiasm, strangely mingled with tender pity, when the exhausted women and children and the worn-out and battered lifeboat-men were landed. Many cheered, no doubt, to think of the strong hearts and invincible courage that dwelt in the breasts of Britains sons; while others,  tracing things at once to their true source,  cheered in broken tones, or were incompetent to cheer at all, when they thought with thankfulness of Britains faith in the Word of God, which, directly or indirectly, had given that courage its inspiration, and filled those hearts with fire.



Note 1. The coxswain  Mr Isaac Jarman  who has rendered heroic service in the Ramsgate Lifeboat during the last ten years, has been personally instrumental in saving between four and five hundred lives.



Note 2. If the reader should desire to know something more of the history of the celebrated Ramsgate lifeboat, which, owing to its position, opportunities, and advantages, has had the most stirring career of all the lifeboat fleet, we advise the perusal of a work (at present in the press, if it be not already published) named Storm Warriors, or the Ramsgate Lifeboat and the Goodwin Sands, by the Reverend John Gilmore, whose able and thrilling articles on the lifeboat-service in Macmillans Magazine are well known.




Chapter Eighteen.

Shows that there are no Effects without Adequate Causes.

There were not a few surprising and unexpected meetings that day on Ramsgate pier. Foremost among the hundreds who pressed forward to shake the lifeboat-men by the hand, and to sympathise with and congratulate the wrecked and rescued people, was Mr George Durant. It mattered nothing to that stout enthusiast that his hat had been swept away into hopeless destruction during his frantic efforts to get to the front, leaving his polished head exposed to the still considerable fury of the blast and the intermittent violence of the sun; and it mattered, if possible, still less that the wreck turned out to be one of his own vessels; but it was a matter of the greatest interest and amazement to him to find that the first man he should meet in the crowd and seize in a hearty embrace, was his young friend, Stanley Hall.

What, Stanney! he exclaimed in unmitigated surprise; is it  can it be? Prodigious sight!

The old gentleman could say no more, but continued for a few seconds to wring the hands of his young friend, gaze in his face, and vent himself in gusts of surprise and bursts of tearful laughter, to the great interest and amusement of the bystanders.

Mr Durants inconsistent conduct may be partly accounted for and excused by the fact that Stanley had stepped on the pier with no other garments on than a pair of trousers and a shirt, the former having a large rent on the right knee, and the latter being torn open at the breast, in consequence of the violent removal of all the buttons when its owner was dragged into the lifeboat. As, in addition to this, the young mans dishevelled hair did duty for a cap, and his face and hands were smeared with oil and tar from the flare-lights which he had assisted to keep up so energetically, it is not surprising that the first sight of him had a powerful effect on Mr Durant.

Why, Stanney, he said at length, you look as if you were some strange sea-monster just broke loose from Neptunes menagerie!

Perhaps this idea had been suggested by the rope round Stanleys waist, the cut end of which still dangled at his side, for Mr Durant took hold of it inquiringly.

Ay, sir, put in the coxswain, who chanced to be near him, that bit of rope is a scarf of honour. He saved the life of a soldiers widow with it.

There was a tendency to cheer on the part of the bystanders who heard this.

God bless you, Stanney, my boy! Come and get dressed, said the old gentleman, suddenly seizing his friends arm and pushing his way through the crowd, come along; oh, dont talk to me of the ship. I know that its lost; no matter  you are saved. And do you come along with us Wel  Wel  whats the name of  ? Ah! Welton  come; my daughter is here somewhere. I left her near the parapet. Never mind, she knows her way home.

Katie certainly was there, and when, over the heads of the people  for she had mounted with characteristic energy on the parapet, assisted by Queeker and accompanied by Fanny Hennings  she beheld Stanley Hall in such a plight, she felt a disposition to laugh and cry and faint all at once. She resisted the tendency, however, although the expression of her face and her rapid change of colour induced Queeker with anxious haste to throw out his arms to catch her.

Ha! exclaimed Queeker, I knew it!

What Queeker knew he never explained. It may have had reference to certain suspicions entertained in regard to the impression made by the young student on Katie the night of their first meeting; we cannot tell, but we know that he followed up the exclamation with the muttered remark, It was fortunate that I pulled up in time.

Herein Queeker exhibited the innate tendency of the human heart to deceive itself. That furious little poetical fox-hunter had, by his own confession, felt the pangs of a guilty conscience in turning, just because he could not help it, from Katie to Fanny, yet here he was now basely and coolly taking credit to himself for having pulled up in time!

Oh, look at the dear little children! exclaimed Fanny, pointing towards a part of the crowd where several seamen were carrying the rescued and still terrified little ones in their strong arms, while others assisted the women along, and wrapped dry shawls round them.

How dreadful to think, said Katie, making a hard struggle to suppress her agitation, that all these would have been lost but for the lifeboat; and how wonderful to think that some of our own friends should be among them!

Ay, there be many more besides these saved last night, miss, remarked a sturdy old boatman who chanced to be standing beside her. All along the east coast the lifeboats has bin out, miss, you may be sure; and they dont often shove off without bringin somethin back to show for their pains, though they dont all ave steamers for to tug em out. Theres the Broadstairs boat, now; Ive jist heerd she was out all night an saved fifteen lives; an the Walmer and Deal boats has fetched in a lot, I believe, though we hant got particklers yet.

Besides those whom we have mentioned as gazing with the crowd at the arrival of the lifeboat, Morley Jones, and Nora, and Billy Towler were there. Jones and Billy had returned from London together the night before the storm, and, like nearly every one else in the town, had turned out to witness the arrival of the lifeboat.

Dick Moy also was there, and that huge lump of good-nature spent the time in making sagacious remarks and wise comments on wind and weather, wrecks and rescues, in a manner that commanded the intense admiration of a knot of visitors who happened to be near him, and who regarded him as a choice specimen  a sort of type  of the British son of Neptune.

This is wot I says, observed Dick, while the people were landing so long as theres ope, old on. Never say die, and never give in; thems my sentiments. Cause why? no one never knows wot may turn up. If your ship goes down; wy, wot then? Strike out, to be sure. Praps you may be picked up afore long. If sharks is near, praps you may be picked down. You can never tell. If you gets on a shoal, wot then? wy, stick to the ship till a lifeboat comes off to ee. Dont never go for to take to your own boats. If you do  capsize, an Davy Joness locker is the word. If the lifeboat cant git alongside; wy, wait till it can. If it cant; wy, it can only be said that it couldnt. No use cryin over spilt milk, you know. Not that I cares for milk. It dont keep at sea, dye see; ans only fit for babbys. If the lifeboat capsizes; wy, then, owin to her parfection o build, she rights again, an you, avin on cork jackets, praps, gits into er by the lifelines, all handy. If you avent got no cork jackets on, wy, them that hasll pick ee up. If not, its like enough youll go down. But no matter, youve did yer best, an man, woman, or child can do no more. You can only die once, dye see?

Whether the admiring audience did or did not see the full force of these remarks, they undoubtedly saw enough in the gigantic tar to esteem him a marvel of philosophic wisdom. Judging by their looks that he was highly appreciated, it is just possible that Dick Moy might have been tempted to extend his discourse, had not a move in the crowd showed a general tendency towards dispersion, the rescued people having been removed, some to the Sailors Home, others to the residences of hospitable people in the town.

Now, it must not be imagined that all these characters in our tale have been thus brought together, merely at our pleasure, without rhyme or reason, and in utter disregard of the law of probabilities. By no means.

Mr Robert Queeker had started for Ramsgate, as the reader knows, on a secret mission, which, as is also well known, was somewhat violently interrupted by the sporting tendencies of that poetical law-clerk; but no sooner did Queeker recover from his wounds than  with the irresistible ardour of a Wellington, or a Blucher, or a bull-dog, or a boarding-school belle  he returned to the charge, made out his intended visit, set his traps, baited his lines, fastened his snares, and whatever else appertained to his secret mission, so entirely to the satisfaction of Messrs Merryheart and Dashope, that these estimable men resolved, some time afterwards, to send him back again to the scene of his labours, to push still further the dark workings of his mission. Elate with success the earnest Queeker prepared to go. Oh, what joy if she would only go with him!

And why not? cried Queeker, starting up when this thought struck him, as if it had struck him too hard and he were about to retaliate, Why not? That is the question.

He emphasised that as if all other questions, Hamlets included, sank into insignificance by contrast.

Only last night, continued Queeker to himself, still standing bolt upright in a frenzy of inspiration, and running his fingers fiercely through his hair, so as to make it stand bolt upright too only last night I heard old Durant say he could not make up his mind where to go to spend the autumn this year. Why not Ramsgate? why not Ramsgate?

Its chalky cliffs, and yellow sand,

And rides, and walks, and weather,

Its windows, which a view command

Of everything together.



Its pleasant walks, and pretty shops,

To fascinate the belles,

Its foaming waves, like washing-slops,

To captivate the swells.



Its boats and boatmen, brave and true,

Who lounge upon the jetty,

And smile upon the girls too  

At least when they are pretty.



Oh! Ramsgate, where in all the earth,

Beside the lovely sea,

Can any town of note or worth

Be found to equal thee?

Nowhere! said Queeker, bringing his fist down on the table with a force that made the ink leap, when he had finished these verses  verses, however, which cost him two hours and a profuse perspiration to produce.

It was exactly a quarter to eight p.m. by the Yarmouth custom-house clock, due allowance being made for variation, when this Nowhere! was uttered, and it was precisely a quarter past nine p.m. that day week when the Durants drove up to the door of the Fortress Hotel in Ramsgate, and ordered beds and tea,  so powerful was the influence of a great mind when brought to bear on Fanny Hennings, who exercised irresistible influence over the good-natured Katie, whose power over her indulgent father was absolute!

Not less natural was the presence, in Ramsgate, of Billy Towler. We have already mentioned that, for peculiarly crooked ends of his own, Morley Jones had changed his abode to Ramsgate  his country abode, that is. His headquarters and town department continued as before to flourish in Gravesend, in the form of a public-house, which had once caught fire at a time, strange to say, when the spirit and beer casks were all nearly empty, a curious fact which the proprietor alone was aware of, but thought it advisable not to mention when he went to receive the 200 pounds of insurance which had been effected on the premises a few weeks before! It will thus be seen that Mr Joness assurance, in the matter of dealing with insurance, was considerable.

Having taken up his temporary abode, then, in Ramsgate, and placed his mother and daughter therein as permanent residents, Mr Jones commenced such a close investigation as to the sudden disappearance of his ally Billy, that he wormed out of the unwilling but helpless Nora not only what had become of him, but the name and place of his habitation. Having accomplished this, he dressed himself in a blue nautical suit with brass buttons, took the morning train to London, and in due course presented himself at the door of the Grotto, where he requested permission to see the boy Towler.

The request being granted, he was shown into a room, and Billy was soon after let in upon him.

Hallo! young Walleye, why, what ever has come over you? he exclaimed in great surprise, on observing that Billys face was clean, in which condition he had never before seen it, and his hair brushed, an extraordinary novelty; and, most astonishing of all, that he wore unragged garments.

Billy, who, although outwardly much altered, had apparently lost none of his hearty ways and sharp intelligence, stopped short in the middle of the room, thrust both hands deep into his trousers pockets, opened his eyes very wide, and gave vent to a low prolonged whistle.

What game may you be up to? he said, at the end of the musical prelude.

You are greatly improved, Billy, said Jones, holding out his hand.

Im not aweer, replied the boy, drawing back, as Ive got to thank you for it.

Come, Billy, this aint friendly, is it, after all Ive done for you? said Jones, remonstratively; I only want you to come out an ave a talk with me about things, an Ill give ee a swig o beer or whatever you take a fancy to. You aint goin to show the white feather and become a milksop, are you?

Now, look here, Mister Jones, said the boy, with an air of decision that there was no mistaking, as he retreated nearer to the door; I dont want for to have nothin more to do with you. Ive seed much more than enough of ee. You knows me pretty well, an you knows that wotiver else I may be, I aint a hippercrite. I knows enough o your doins to make you look pretty blue if I like, but for reasons of my own, wot youve got nothink to do with, I dont mean to peach. All I ax is, that you goes your way an let me alone. Thats where it is. The people here seem to ave got a notion that Ive got a soul as well as a body, and that it aint xactly sitch a worthless thing as to be never thought of, and throwd away like an old shoe. They may be wrong, and they may be right, but Im inclined to agree with em. Let me tell ee that you ave did more than anybody else to show me the evil of wicked ways, so you neednt stand there grinnin like a rackishoot wi the toothache. Ive jined the Band of Hope, too, so I dont want none o your beer nor nothin else, an if you offers to lay hands on me, Ill yell out like a she-spurtindeel, an bring in the guvnor, wots fit to wollop six o you any day with his left hand.

This last part of Billys speech was made with additional fire, in consequence of Morley Jones taking a step towards him in anger.

Well, boy, he said, sternly, hypocrite or not, youve learned yer lesson pretty pat, so you may do as you please. Its little that a chip like you could do to get me convicted on anything youve seen or heard as yet, an if ye did succeed, it would only serve to give yourself a lift on the way to the gallows. But it wasnt to trouble myself about you and your wishes that I came here for (the wily rascal assumed an air and tone of indifference at this point); if you had only waited to hear what Id got to say, before you began to spit fire, you might have saved your breath. The fact is that my Nora is very ill  so ill that I fear she stands a poor chance o gittin better. Im goin to send her away on a long sea voyage. Praps that may do her good; if not, its all up with her. She begged and prayed me so earnestly to come here and take you down to see her before she goes, that I could not refuse her  particularly as I happened to have business in London anyhow. If Id known how you would take it, I would have saved myself the trouble of comin. However, Ill bid you good-day now.

Jones, said the boy earnestly, thats a lie.

Very good, retorted the man, putting on his hat carelessly, Ill take back that message with your compliments  eh?

No; but, said Billy, almost whimpering with anxiety, is Nora really ill?

I dont wish you to come if you dont want to, replied Jones; you can stop here till doomsday for me. But do you suppose Id come here for the mere amusement of hearing you give me the lie?

Ill go! said Billy, with as much emphasis as he had previously expressed on declining to go.

The matter was soon explained to the manager of the Grotto. Mr Jones was so plausible, and gave such unexceptionable references, that it is no disparagement to the penetration of the superintendent of that day to say that he was deceived. The result was, as we have shown, that Billy ere long found his way to Ramsgate.

When Mr Jones introduced him ceremoniously to Nora, he indulged in a prolonged and hearty fit of laughter. Nora gazed at Billy with a look of intense amazement, and Billy stared at Nora with a very mingled expression of countenance, for he at once saw through the deception that had been practised on him, and fully appreciated the difficulty of his position  his powers of explanation being hampered by a warning, given him long ago by his friend Jim Welton, that he must be careful how he let Nora into the full knowledge of her fathers wickedness.




Chapter Nineteen.

Confidences and Cross Purposes.

Katie Durant, sitting with a happy smile on her fair face, and good-will in her sweet heart to all mankind  womankind included, which says a good deal for her  was busy with a beautiful sketch of a picturesque watermill, meditating on the stirring scene she had so recently witnessed, when a visitor was announced.

Who can it be? inquired Katie; papa is out, you know, and no one can want me.

The lodging-house keeper, Mrs Cackles, smiled at the idea of no one wanting Katie, knowing, as she did, that there were at least twenty people who would have given all they were worth in the world to possess her, either in the form of wife, sister, daughter, friend governess, or companion.

Well, miss, she do wants you, and says as no one else will do.

Oh, a lady, please show her in, Mrs Cackles.

Well, she aint a lady, either, though Ive seen many a lady as would give their weight in gold to be like her.

So saying the landlady departed, and in a few seconds introduced Nora.

Miss Jones! cried Katie, rising with a pleased smile and holding out her hand; this is a very unexpected pleasure.

Thank you, Miss Durant. I felt sure you would remember me, said Nora, taking a seat, and I also feel sure that you will assist me with your advice in a matter of some difficulty, especially as it relates to the boy about whose sick brother you came to me at Yarmouth some time ago  you remember?

Oh! Billy Towler, exclaimed Katie, with animation; yes, I remember; you are right in expecting me to be interested in him. Let me hear all about it.

Hereupon Nora gave Katie an insight into much of Billy Towlers history, especially dwelling on that part of it which related to his being sent to the Grotto, in the hope of saving him from the evil influences that were brought to bear upon him in his intercourse with her father.

Not, she said, somewhat anxiously, that I mean you to suppose my dear father teaches him anything that is wicked; but his business leads him much among bad men  and  they drink and smoke, you know, which is very bad for a young boy to see; and many of them are awful swearers. Now, poor Billy has been induced to leave the Grotto and to come down here, for what purpose I dont know; but I am so disappointed, because I had hoped he would not have got tired of it so soon; and what distresses me most is, that he does not speak all his mind to me; I can see that, for he is very fond of me, and did not use to conceal things from me  at least I fancied not. The strange thing about it too is, that he says he is willing to return to the Grotto immediately, if I wish it.

I am very very sorry to hear all this, said Katie, with a troubled air; but what do you propose to do, and how can I assist you?  only tell me, and I shall be so happy to do it, if it be in my power.

I really dont know how to put it to you, dear Miss Durant, and I could not have ventured if you had not been so very kind when I met you in Yarmouth; but  but your father owns several vessels, I believe, and  and  you will excuse me referring to it, I know  he was so good as to get a situation on board of the Wellington  which has so unfortunately been wrecked  for a young  a  a young  man; one of those who was saved

Yes, yes, said Katie, quickly, thinking of Stanley Hall, and blushing scarlet; I know the young gentleman to whom you refer; well, go on.

Well, continued Nora, thinking of Jim Welton, and blushing scarlet too, that young man said to me that he felt sure if I were to make application to Mr Durant through you, he would give Billy a situation in one of his ships, and so get him out of harms way.

He was right, said Katie, with a somewhat puzzled expression; and you may rely on my doing what I can for the poor boy with papa, who is always happy to help in such cases; but I was not aware that Mr Hall knew either you or Billy.

Mr Hall! exclaimed Nora, in surprise.

Did you not refer to him just now?

No, miss; I meant James Welton.

Oh! exclaimed Katie, prolonging that monosyllable in a sliding scale, ranging from low to high and back to low again, which was peculiarly suggestive; I beg your pardon, I quite misunderstood you; well, you may tell Mr Welton that I will befriend Billy to the utmost of my power.

The door opened as she spoke, and cousin Fanny entered.

Katie, Ive come to tell you that Mr Queek She stopped short on observing Nora, who rose hastily, thanked Katie earnestly for the kind interest she had expressed in her little friend, and took her leave.

This is a very interesting little incident, Fan, said Katie with delight when they were alone; quite a romancelet of real life. Let me see; here is a poor boy  the boy who deceived us, you remember  whom bad companions are trying to decoy into the wicked meshes of their dreadful net, and a sweet young girl, a sort of guardian angel as it were, comes to me and asks my aid to save the boy, and have him sent to sea. Isnt it delightful? Quite the ground-work of a tale  and might be so nicely illustrated, added Katie, glancing at her drawings. But forgive me, Fan; I interrupted you. What were you going to tell me?

Only that Mr Queeker cannot come to tea tonight, as he has business to attend to connected with his secret mission, replied Fanny.

How interesting it would be, said Katie, musing, if we could only manage to mix up this mission of Mr Queekers in the plot of our romance; wouldnt it? Come, I will put away my drawing for to-day, and finish the copy of papas quarterly cash-account for those dreadful Board of Trade people; then we shall go to the pier and have a walk, and on our way we will call on that poor old bedridden woman whom papa has ferreted out, and give her some tea and sugar. Isnt it strange that papa should have discovered one so soon? I suppose you are aware of his penchant for old women, Fan?

No, I was not aware of it, said Fan, smiling.

Whatever Fan said, she accompanied with a smile. Indeed a smile was the necessary result of the opening of her little mouth for whatever purpose  not an affected smile, but a merry one  which always had the effect, her face being plump, of half shutting her eyes.

Yes, continued Katie, with animation, papa is so fond of old women, particularly if they are very old, and very little, and thin; they must be thin, though. I dont think he cares much for them if they are fat. He says that fat people are so jolly that they dont need to be cared for, but he dotes upon the little thin ones.

Fanny smiled, and observed that that was curious. So it is, observed Katie; now my taste lies in the direction of old men. I like to visit poor old men much better than poor old women, and the older and more helpless they are the more I like them.

Fanny smiled again, and observed that that was curious too.

So it is, said Katie, very odd that papa should like the old women and I should like the old men; but so it is. Now, Fan, well get ready and  oh how provoking! That must be another visitor! People find papa out so soon wherever we go, and then they give him no rest.

A boy wishes to see you, miss, said Mrs Cackles.

Me? exclaimed Katie in surprise.

Yes, miss, and he says he wants to see you alone on important business.

Katie looked at Fanny and smiled. Fanny returned the smile, and immediately left the room.

Show him in, Mrs Cackles.

The landlady withdrew, and ushered in no less a personage than Billy Towler himself, who stopped at the door, and stood with his hat in his hand, and an unusually confused expression in his looks. Please, miss, said Billy, you knows me, I think?

Katie admitted that she knew him, and, knowing in her heart that she meant to befriend him, it suddenly occurred to her that it would be well to begin with a little salutary severity by way of punishment for his former misdeeds.

Last time I saw you, miss, I did you, said Billy with a slight grin.

You did, replied Katie with a slight frown, and I hope you have come to apologise for your naughty conduct.

Well, I cant xactly say as I have come to do that, but I dessay I may as well begin that way. Im very sorry, miss, for havin did you, an Ive called now to see if I cant do you again.

Katie could not restrain a laugh at the impudence of this remark, but she immediately regretted it, because Billy took encouragement and laughed too; she therefore frowned with intense severity, and, still remembering that she meant ultimately to befriend the boy, resolved to make him in the meantime feel the consequences of his former misdeeds.

Come, boy, she said sharply, dont add impertinence to your wickedness, but let me know at once what you want with me.

Billy was evidently taken aback by this rebuff. He looked surprised, and did not seem to know how to proceed. At length he put strong constraint upon himself, and said, in rather a gruff tone  

Well, miss, I  a  the fact is  you know a gal named Nora Jones, dont you? Anyhow, she knows you, an has said to me so often that you was a parfect angel, that  that

That you came to see, interrupted Katie, glancing at her shoulders, whether I really had wings, or not, eh?

Katie said this with a still darker frown; for she thought that the urchin was jesting. Nothing was further from his intention. Knowing this, and, not finding the angelic looks and tones which he had been led to expect, Billy felt still more puzzled and inclined to be cross.

Seems to me that theres a screw loose somewheres, said Billy, scratching the point of his nose in his vexation. Howsever, I came here to ax your advice, and although you cernly dont ave wings nor the style o looks wots usual in eavenly wisiters, Ill make a clean breast of it  so here goes.

Hereupon the poor boy related how he had been decoyed from the Grotto  of which establishment he gave a graphic and glowing account  and said that he was resolved to have nothing more to do with Morley Jones, but meant to return to the Grotto without delay  that evening if possible. He had a difficulty, however, which was, that he could not speak freely to Nora about her father, for fear of hurting her feelings or enlightening her too much as to his true character, in regard to which she did not yet know the worst. One evil result of this was that she had begun to suspect there was something wrong as to his own affection for herself  which was altogether a mistake. Billy made the last remark with a flush of earnest indignation and a blow of his small hand on his diminutive knee! He then said that another evil result was that he could not see his way to explain to Nora why he wished to be off in such a hurry, and, worst of all, he had not a sixpence in the world wherewith to pay his fare to London, and had no means of getting one.

And so, said Katie, still keeping up her fictitious indignation, you come to beg money from me?

Not to beg, Miss  to borrer.

Ah! and thus to do me a second time, said Katie.

It must not be supposed that Katies sympathetic heart had suddenly become adamantine. On the contrary, she had listened with deep interest to all that her youthful visitor had to say, and rejoiced in the thought that she had given to her such a splendid opportunity of doing good and frustrating evil; but the little spice of mischief in her character induced her still to keep up the fiction of being suspicious, in order to give Billy a salutary lesson. In addition to this, she had not quite got over the supposed insult of being mistaken for an angel! She therefore declined, in the meantime, to advance the required sum  ten-and-sixpence  although the boy earnestly promised to repay her with his first earnings.

No, she said, with a gravity which she found it difficult to maintain, I cannot give you such a sum until I have seen and consulted with my father on the subject; but I may tell you that I respect your sentiments regarding Nora and your intention to forsake your evil ways. If you will call here again in the evening I will see what can be done for you.

Saying this, and meditating in her heart that she would not only give Billy the ten-and-sixpence to enable him to return to the Grotto, but would induce her father to give him permanent employment in one of his ships, she showed Billy to the door, and bade him be a good boy and take care of himself.

Thereafter she recalled Fanny, and, for her benefit, re-enacted the whole scene between herself and Billy Towler, in a manner so graphic and enthusiastic, as to throw that amiable creature into convulsions of laughter, which bade fair to terminate her career in a premature fit of juvenile apoplexy.




Chapter Twenty.

Mysterious Doings.

Disappointed, displeased, and sorely puzzled, Billy Towler took his way towards the harbour, with his hands thrust desperately into his pockets, and an unwonted expression of discontent on his countenance. So deeply did he take the matter to heart, that he suffered one small boy to inquire pathetically, if ed bin long in that state o grumps? and another to suggest that, if e couldnt be appier than that, ed better go an drown hisself, without vouchsafing a retort, or even a glance of recognition.

Passing the harbour, he went down to the beach, and there unexpectedly met with Mr Morley Jones.

Hallo! my young bantam, exclaimed Morley, with a look of surprise.

Well, old Cochin-china, wots up? replied Billy, in a gruff tone. Drunk as usual, I see.

Being somewhat desperate, the boy did not see, or did not mind the savage glance with which Mr Jones favoured him. The glance was, however, exchanged quickly for an idiotic smile, as he retorted  

Well, I aint so drunk but I can see to steer my course, lad. Come, Ive got a noo boat, what dye say to go an have a sail? The fact is, Billy, I was just on my way up to the house to ax you to go with me, so its good luck that I didnt miss you. Will ee go, lad?

At any other time the boy would have refused; but his recent disappointment in regard to the angelic nature of Katie still rankled so powerfully in his breast, that he swung round and said Get along, then  Im your man  its all up now  never say die  in for a penny in for a pound, and a variety of similar expressions, all of which tended to convince Mr Jones that Billy Towler happened to be in a humour that was extremely suitable to his purposes. He therefore led him towards his boat, which, he said, was lying on the beach at Broadstairs all ready to shove off.

The distance to Broadstairs was about two miles, and the walk thither was enlivened by a drunken commentary on the fallacy of human hopes in general on the part of Mr Jones, and a brisk fire of caustic repartee on the part of Master Towler.

A close observer might have noticed that, while these two were passing along the beach, at the base of the high cliffs of chalk running between Ramsgate and Broadstairs, two heads were thrust cautiously out of one of the small caverns or recesses which have been made in these cliffs by the action of the waves. The one head bore a striking resemblance to that of Robert Queeker, Esquire, and the other to that of Mr Larks.

How these two came to be together, and to be there, it is not our business to say. Authors are fortunately not bound to account for everything they relate. All that we know is, that Mr Queeker was there in the furtherance, probably, of his secret mission, and that Mr Larks missions appeared to be always more or less secret. At all events, there they were together; fellow-students, apparently, of the geology or conchology of that region, if one might judge from the earnest manner in which they stooped and gazed at the sands, and picked up bits of flint or small shells, over which they held frequent, and, no doubt, learned discussions of an intensely engrossing nature.

It might have been also noticed by a close observer, that these stoopings to pick up specimens, and these stoppages to discuss, invariably occurred when Mr Jones and Master Billy chanced to pause or to look behind them. At last the boat was reached. It lay on the beach not far from the small harbour of Broadstairs, already surrounded by the rising tide. About the same time the geological and conchological studies of Messrs Queeker and Larks coming to an end, these scientific men betook themselves suddenly to the shelter of a small cave, whence they sat watching, with intense interest, the movements of the man and boy, thus proving themselves gifted with a truly Baconian spirit of general inquiry into simple facts, with a view to future inductions.

Jump in, Billy, said Jones, and dont wet your feet; I can easily shove her off alone.

Billy obeyed.

Hallo! wot have ee got here? he cried, touching a large tarpaulin bag with his foot.

Only some grub, answered Jones, putting his shoulder to the bow of the boat.

And a compass too! cried Billy, looking round in surprise.

Ay, it may come on thick, you know, said Jones, as the boats keel grated over the sand.

I say, stop! cried Billy; youre up to some mischief; come, let me ashore.

Mr Jones made no reply, but continued to push off the boat. Seeing this, the boy leaped overboard, but Jones caught him. For one instant there was a struggle; then poor Billy was lifted in the strong mans arms, and hurled back into the boat. Next moment it was afloat, and Jones leaped inboard. Billy was not to be overcome so easily, however. He sprang up, and again made a leap over the gunwale, but Jones caught him by the collar, and, after a severe struggle, dragged him into the boat, and gave him a blow on the head with his clenched fist, which stunned him. Then, seizing the oars, he pulled off. After getting well away from the beach he hoisted a small lug-sail, and stood out to sea.

All this was witnessed by the scientific men in the cave through a couple of small pocket-telescopes, which brought the expression of Joness and Billys countenances clearly into view. At first Mr Queeker, with poetic fervour, started up, intent on rushing to the rescue of the oppressed; but Mr Larks, with prosaic hardness of heart, held him forcibly back, and told him to make his mind easy, adding that Mr Jones had no intention of doing the boy any further harm. Whereupon Queeker submitted with a sigh. The two friends then issued from the cave, shook hands, and bade each other goodbye with a laugh  the man with the keen grey eyes following the path that led to Broadstairs, while the lawyers clerk returned to Ramsgate by the beach.

Meanwhile the sun went down, and the lanterns of the Goodwin, the Gull, and the South sandhead floating lights went up. The shades of evening fell, and the stars came out  one by one at first; then by twos and threes; at last by bursts of constellations, until the whole heavens glowed with a galaxy of distant worlds. During all this time Mr Jones sat at the helm of his little boat, and held steadily out to sea. The wind being light, he made small progress, but that circumstance did not seem to trouble him much.

Youd better have a bit supper, lad, said Jones in a careless way. Of course youre welcome to starve yourself if ee choose, but by so doin youll only make yourself uncomfortable for nothing. Youre in for it now, an cant help yourself.

Billy was seated on one of the thwarts, looking very savage, with his right eye nearly closed by the blow which had caused him to succumb.

Praps I maynt be able to help myself, he replied, but I can peach upon you, anyhow.

So you can, my lad, if you want to spend eight or ten years in limbo, retorted Jones, spitting out his quid of tobacco, and supplying its place with a new one. You and I are in the same boat, Billy, whether ashore or afloat; we sink or swim together.

No more was said for some time. Jones knew that the boy was in his power, and resolved to bide his time. Billy felt that he had at least the chance of being revenged if he chose to sacrifice himself, so he nursed his wrath to keep it warm.

About an hour afterwards a squall struck the boat, and nearly capsized it; but Jones, who was quite sobered by that time, threw her head quickly into the wind, and Billy, forgetting everything else, leaped up with his wonted activity, loosened the sail, and reefed it. The squall soon passed away, and left them almost becalmed, as before.

That was well done, Billy, said Jones, in a cheerful tone; youd make a smart sailor, my lad.

Billy made no reply; and, despite his efforts to the contrary, felt highly flattered. He also felt the pangs of hunger, and, after resisting them for some time, resolved to eat, as it were, under protest. With a reckless, wilful air, therefore, he opened the tarpaulin bag, and helped himself to a large hunk of bread and a piece of cheese. Whereupon Mr Jones smiled grimly, and remarked that there was nothing like grub for giving a man heart  except grog, he added, producing a case-bottle from his pocket and applying it to his mouth.

Have a pull, lad? No! well, please yourself. I aint goin to join the temperance move myself yet, said Jones, replacing the bottle in his pocket.

The short squall having carried the boat nearer to the Gull lightship than was desirable, Mr Jones tried to keep as far off from her as possible, while the tide should sweep them past; but the wind having almost died away, he did not succeed in this; however, he knew that darkness would prevent recognition, so he thought it best not to take to the oars, but to hold on, intending to slip quietly by, not supposing that Billy would think it of any use to hail the vessel; but Billy happened to think otherwise.

Gull ahoy! hoy! he shouted at the top of his shrill voice.

Boat ahoy! responded Jack Shales, who happened to be on duty; but no response was given to Jack, for the good reason that Jones had instantly clapped his hand on Billys mouth, and half-choked him.

Thats odd, remarked Jack, after repeating his cry twice. I could swear it was the voice of that sharp little rascal Billy Towler.

If it wasnt it was his ghost, replied Jerry MacGowl, who chanced to be on deck at the time.

Sure enough its very ghost-like, said Shales, as the boat glided silently and slowly out of the circle of the lanterns light, and faded from their vision.

Mr Jones did not follow up his act with further violence. He merely assured Billy that he was a foolish fellow, and that it was of no use to struggle against his fate.

As time wore on, poor Billy felt dreadfully sleepy, and would have given a good deal for some of the grog in his companions case-bottle, but, resolving to stand upon his dignity, would not condescend to ask for it. At length he lay down and slept, and Jones covered him with a pilot-coat.

No soft spot in the scoundrels heart induced him to perform this act of apparent kindness. He knew the poor boys temperament, and resolved to attack him on his weakest point.

When Billy awoke the day was just breaking. He stretched himself, yawned, sat up, and looked about him with the confused air of one not quite awake.

Hallo! he cried gaily, where on earth am I?

You aint on earth, lad; youre afloat, replied Jones, who still sat at the helm.

At once the boy remembered everything, and shrank within himself. As he did so, he observed the pilot-coat which covered him, and knew that it must have been placed where it was by Jones. His resolution to hold out was shaken; still he did not give in.

Mr Jones now began to comment in a quiet good-natured way upon the weather and the prospects of the voyage (which excited Billys curiosity very much), and suggested that breakfast would not be a bad thing, and that a drop o rum might be agreeable, but took care never to make his remarks so pointed as to call for an answer. Just as the sun was rising he got up slowly, cast loose the stays and halyards of mast and sail, lifted the mast out of its place, and deliberately hove the whole affair overboard, remarking in a quiet tone that, having served his purpose, he didnt want mast or sail any longer. In the same deliberate way he unshipped the rudder and cast it away. He followed this up by throwing overboard one of the oars, and then taking the only remaining oar, he sculled and steered the boat therewith gently.

Billy, who thought his companion must be either drunk or mad, could contain himself no longer.

I say, old fellow, he remarked, youre comin it pretty strong! Wot on earth are you up to, and where in all the world are ee goin to?

Oh come, you know, answered Jones in a remonstrative tone, I may be an easy-goin chap, but I cant be expected to tell all my secrets except to friends.

Well, well, said Billy, with a sigh, its no use tryin to hold out. Ill be as friendly as I can; only. I tells you candid, Ill mizzle whenever I gits ashore. Im not agoin to tell no end o lies to please you any longer, so I give ee fair warning, said Billy stoutly.

All right, my lad, said the wily Jones, who felt that having subdued the boy thus far, he would have little difficulty in subduing him still further, in course of time, and by dint of judicious treatment; I dont want ee to tell lies on my account, an Ill let you go free as soon as ever we get ashore. So now, lets shake hands over it, and have a glass o grog and a bit o breakfast.

Billy shook hands, and took a sip out of the case-bottle, by way of clenching the reconciliation. The two then had breakfast together, and, while this meal was in progress, Jones informed his little friend of the nature of the game he was engaged in playing out.

You must know, my lad, said Mr Jones, that you and I have been wrecked. We are the only survivors of the brig Skylark, which was run down in a fog by a large three-masted screw steamer on the night of the thirteenth  thats three nights ago, Billy. The Skylark sank immediately, and every soul on board was lost except you and me, because the steamer, as is too often the case in such accidents, passed on and left us to our fate. You and I was saved by consequence of bein smart and gettin into this here small boat  which is one o the Skylarks boats  only just in time to save ourselves; but she had only one oar in her, and no mast, or sail, or rudder, as you see, Billy; nevertheless we managed to keep her goin with the one oar up to this time, and no doubt, said Mr Jones with a grin, well manage to keep her goin till were picked up and carried safe into port.

Billys eyes had opened very wide and very round as Mr Joness description proceeded; gradually, as his surprise increased, his mouth also opened and elongated, but he said never a word, though he breathed hard.

Now, Billy, my boy, pursued Mr Jones, I tell ee all this, of course, in strict confidence. The Skylark, you must know, was loaded with a valuable cargo of fine herrings, worth about 200 pounds. There was 780 barrels of em, and 800 boxes. The brig was worth 100 pounds, so the whole affair was valued at 300 pounds sterling.

You dont mean to tell me, said Billy, catching his breath, that there warnt never no such a wessel as the Skylark?

Never that I know of, replied Jones with a smile, except in my brain, and on the books o several insurance companies.

Billys eyes and mouth grew visibly rounder, but he said nothing more, and Mr Jones, renewing his quid, went on  

Well, my lad, before this here Skylark left the port of London for Cherbourg, I insured her in no fewer than five insurance Companies. Youll understand that that aint regular, my boy, but at each office I said that the vessel was not insured in any other, and they believed me. You must know that a good deal of business is done by these Companies in good faith, which gives a chance to smart fellows like me and you to turn an honest penny, dye see? They are pretty soft, luckily.

Mr Jones happened to be mistaken in this opinion, as the sequel will show, but Billy believed him at the time, and wondered that they were so green.

Yes, continued Jones, counting on his fingers, Im in for 300 pounds with the Advance Company, and 300 pounds with the Tied Harbours Company, and 225 pounds with the Home and Abroad Company, and 200 pounds with the Submarine Company, and 300 pounds with the Friend-in-need Company  the whole makin a snug little sum of 1325 pounds. In for a penny, in for a pound, is my motto, you see; so, lad, you and I shall make our fortunes, if all goes well, and you only continue game and clever.

This last remark was a feeler, and Mr Jones paused to observe its effect, but he could scarce refrain from laughter for Billys eyes and mouth now resembled three extremely round Os with his nose like a fat mark of admiration in the midst.

A gusty sigh was all the response he gave, however, so Mr Jones continued  

Weve been out about thirty hours, starvin in this here little boat, you and I, so now its about time we wos picked up; and as I see a vessel on our larboard-beam that looks like a foreigner, well throw the grub overboard, have another pull at the grog, bottle, and hoist a signal of distress.

In pursuance of these intentions Jones applied the case-bottle to his lips, and took a long pull, after which he offered it to Billy, who however declined. He then threw the bread-bag into the sea, and tying his handkerchief to the oar after the manner of a flag, set it up on end and awaited the result.

The vessel alluded to was presently observed to alter its course and bear down on the boat, and now Billy felt that the deciding time had come. He sat gazing at the approaching vessel in silence. Was he to give in to his fate and agree to tell lies through thick and thin in order to further the designs of Mr Jones, or was he to reveal all the moment he should get on board the vessel, and take the consequences? He thought of Katie, and resolved to give up the struggle against evil. Then Nora rose up in his minds eye, and he determined to do the right. Then he thought of transportation for a prolonged term of years, with which Jones threatened him, and he felt inclined to turn again into the wrong road to escape from that; presently he remembered the Grotto, and the lessons of truth to God and man that he had learned there, and he made up his mind to fight in the cause of truth to the last gasp.

Mr Jones watched his face keenly, and came to the conclusion that he had quelled the boy, and should now find him a willing and useful tool, but in order to make still more sure, he employed the few minutes that remained to him in commenting on the great discomfort of a convicts life, and the great satisfaction that accrued from making ones fortune at a single stroke.

This talk was not without its effect. Billy wavered. Before he could make up his mind they were alongside the strange vessel, and next moment on her deck. Mr Jones quickly explained the circumstances of the loss of the Skylark to the sympathetic captain. Billy listened in silence, and, by silence, had assented to the falsehood. It was too late now to mend matters, so he gave way to despair, which in him frequently, if not usually, assumed the form of reckless joviality.

While this spirit was strong upon him he swore to anything. He not only admitted the truth of all that his tempter advanced, but entertained the seamen with a lively and graphic account of the running down of the Skylark, and entered into minute particulars  chiefly of a comical nature  with such recklessness that the cause of Mr Jones bade fair to resemble many a roast which is totally ruined by being overdone. Jones gave him a salutary check, however, on being landed next day at a certain town on the Kentish coast, so that when Billy was taken before the authorities, his statements were brought somewhat more into accord with those of his tempter.

The wily Mr Jones went at once with Billy to the chief officer of the coast-guard on that station, and reported the loss of his vessel with much minuteness of detail  to the effect that she had sailed from London at noon of a certain date, at the quarter ebb tide, the sky being cloudy and wind sou-west; that the casualty occurred at five p.m. on the day following near the North Foreland Light, at half flood tide, the sky being cloudy and wind west-sou-west; that the vessel had sunk, and all the crew had perished excepting himself and the boy. This report, with full particulars, was sent to the Board of Trade. Mr Jones then went to the agent for the Shipwrecked Mariners Society and related his pitiful tale to him. That gentleman happening to be an astute man, observed some discrepancies in the accounts given respectively by Billy and his master. He therefore put a variety of puzzling questions, and took down a good many notes. Mr Jones, however, had laid his plans so well, and gave such a satisfactory and plausible account of himself, that the agent felt constrained to extend to him the aid of the noble Society which he represented, and by which so much good is done to sailors directly, and indirectly to the community at large. He paid their passage to London, but resolved to make some further inquiries with a view either to confirming or allaying his suspicions.

These little matters settled, and the loss having been duly advertised in the newspapers, Mr Jones set out for London with the intention of presenting his claims to the Insurance Companies.

In the train Billy had time to reflect on the wickedness of which he had been guilty, and his heart was torn with conflicting emotions, among which repentance was perhaps the most powerful. But what, he thought, was the use of repentance now? The thing was done and could not be undone.

Could it not? Was it too late to mend? At the Grotto he had been taught that it was never too late to mend  but that it was sinful as well as dangerous to delay on the strength of that fact; that now was the accepted time, now the day of salvation. When Billy thought of these things, and then looked at the stern inexorable face of the man by whom he had been enslaved, he began to give way to despair. When he thought of his good angel Nora, he felt inclined to leap out of the carriage window and escape or die! He restrained himself, however, and did nothing until the train arrived in London. Then he suddenly burst away from his captor, dived between the legs of a magnificent railway guard, whose dignity and person were overthrown by the shock, eluded the ticket-collector and several policemen, and used his active little legs so well that in a few minutes his pursuers lost him in a labyrinth of low streets not far distant from the station.

From this point he proceeded at a rapid though less furious pace direct to the Grotto, where he presented himself to the superintendent with the remark that he had come back to make a clean breast of it.




Chapter Twenty One.

On the Scent.

Let us change the scene and put back the clock. Ah, how many hearts would rejoice if it were as easy to return on the track of Time in real life as it is to do so in a tale!

It was the evening of the day in which Jones and Billy went to sea in the little boat. Ramsgate, Mr Durants supper-table, with Stanley Hall and Robert Queeker as guests.

They were all very happy and merry, for Stanley was recounting with graphic power some of the incidents of his recent voyage. Mr Durant was rich enough to take the loss of his vessel with great equanimity  all the more so that it had been fully insured. Mr Queeker was in a state of bliss in consequence of having been received graciously by Fanny, whose soul was aflame with sentiment so powerful that she could not express it except through the medium of a giggle. Only once had Fanny been enabled to do full justice to herself, and that was when, alone with Katie in the mysterious gloom of a midnight confabulation, she suddenly observed that size and looks in men were absolutely nothing  less than nothing  and that in her estimation heart and intellect were everything!

In the midst of his mirth Mr Durant suddenly turned to Queeker and said  

By the way, what made you so late of coming to-night, Queeker? I thought you had promised to come to tea.

Well, yes, but  a  that is, stammered Queeker in confusion, in fact I was obliged to keep an appointment in connection with the  the particular business

The secret mission, in short, observed Katie, with a peculiar smile.

Well, secret mission if you choose, laughed Queeker; at all events it was that which prevented my getting here sooner. In truth, I did not expect to have managed to come so soon, but we came to the boat

Queeker stopped short and blushed violently, feeling that he had slightly, though unintentionally, committed himself.

Fanny looked at him, blushed in sympathy, and giggled.

Oh, theres a boat in the secret mission, is there? cried Stanley; come, let us make a game of it. Was it an iron boat?

No, replied Queeker, laughing, for he felt that at all events he was safe in answering that question.

Was it a wooden one? asked Katie.

Well  ye

Was it a big one? demanded Mr Durant, entering into the spirit of the game.

No, it was a little one, said Queeker, still feeling safe, although anxious to evade reply.

Was there a man in it? said Katie.

Queeker hesitated.

And a boy? cried Stanley.

The question was put unwittingly, but being so put Queeker stammered, and again blushed.

Katie on the contrary turned pale, for her previously expressed hope that there might be some connection between Queekers mission and Billy Towlers troubles flashed into her mind.

But was there a boy in it? she said, with a sudden earnestness that induced every one to look at her in surprise.

Really, I pray  I must beg, said Queeker, that you wont make this a matter of even jocular inquiry. Of course I know that no one here would make improper use of any information that I might give, but I have been pledged to secrecy by my employers.

But, continued Katie in the same anxious way as before, it will not surely be a breach of confidence merely to tell me if the boy was a small, active, good-looking little fellow, with bright eyes and curly hair.

I am bound to admit, said Queeker, that your description is correct.

To the amazement, not to say consternation, of every one, Katie covered her face with her hands and burst into tears, exclaiming in an agony of distress that she knew it; she had feared it after sending him away; that she had ruined him, and that it was too late now to do anything.

No, not too late, perhaps, she repeated, suddenly raising her large beautiful eyes, which swam in tears; oh papa, come with me up-stairs, I must speak with you alone at once.

She seized her astonished father by the hand and led him unresisting from the room.

Having hurriedly related all she knew about Billy Towler, Morley Jones, and Nora, she looked up in his face and demanded to know what was to be done.

Done, my dear child, he replied, looking perplexed, we must go at once and see how much can be undone. You tell me you have Noras address. Well, well go there at once.

But  but, said Katie, Nora does not know the full extent of her fathers wickedness, and we want to keep it from her if possible.

A very proper desire to spare her pain, Katie, but in the circumstances we cannot help ourselves; we must do what we can to frustrate this mans designs and save the boy.

So saying Mr Durant descended to the dining-room. He explained that some suspicious facts had come to his daughters knowledge which necessitated instant action; said that he was sorry Mr Queeker felt it incumbent on him to maintain secrecy in regard to his mission, but that he could not think of pressing him to act in opposition to his convictions, and, dismissing his guests with many apologies, went out with Katie in search of the abode of Nora Jones.

Stanley Hall, whose curiosity was aroused by all that had passed, went down to take a walk on the pier by way of wearing it off in a philosophical manner. He succeeded easily in getting rid of this feeling, but he could not so easily get rid of the image of Katie Durant. He had suspected himself in love with her before he sailed for India; his suspicions were increased on his return to England, and when he saw the burst of deep feeling to which she had so recently given way, and heard the genuine expressions of remorse, and beheld her sweet face bedewed with tears of regret and pity, suspicion was swallowed up in certainty.

He resolved then and there to win her, if he could, and marry her! Here a touch of perplexity assailed him, but he fought it off nobly.

He was young, no doubt, and had no money, but what then?  he was strong, had good abilities, a father in a lucrative practice, with the prospect of assisting and ultimately succeeding him. That was enough, surely.

The lodging which he had taken for a few days was retaken that night for an indefinite period, and he resolved to lay siege to her heart in due form.

But that uncertainty which is proverbial in human affairs stepped within the circle of his life and overturned his plans. On returning to his rooms he found a telegram on the table. His father, it informed him, was dangerously ill. By the next train he started for home, and arrived to find that his father was dead.

A true narrative of any portion of this worlds doings must of necessity be as varied as the world itself, and equally abrupt in its transitions. From the lively supper-table Stanley Hall passed to the deathbed of his father. In like manner we must ask the reader to turn with us from the contemplation of Stanleys deep sorrow to the observation of Queekers poetic despair.

Maddened between the desire to tell all he knew regarding the secret mission to Mr Durant, and the command laid on him by his employers to be silent, the miserable youth rushed frantically to his lodgings, without any definite intentions, but more than half inclined to sink on his knees before his desk, and look up to the moon, or stars, or; failing these, to the floating light for inspiration, and pen the direful dirge of something dreadful and desperate! He had even got the length of the first line, and had burst like a thunderbolt into his room muttering  

Great blazing wonder of illimitable spheres,

when he became suddenly aware of the fact that his chair was occupied by the conchological friend with whom he had spent the earlier part of that day, who was no other than the man with the keen grey eyes.

What! still in the poetic vein? he said, with a grave smile.

Why  I  thought you were off to London! exclaimed Queeker, with a very red face.

I have seen cause to change my plan, said Mr Larks quietly.

Im very glad of it, replied Queeker, running his fingers through his hair and sitting down opposite his friend with a deep sigh, because Im in the most horrible state of perplexity. It is quite evident to me that the boy is known to Miss Durant, for she went off into such a state when I mentioned him and described him exactly.

Indeed, said Mr Larks; hm! I know the boy too.

Do you? Why didnt you tell me that?

There was no occasion to, said the imperturbable Mr Larks, whose visage never by any chance conveyed any expression whatever, except when he pleased, and then it conveyed only and exactly the expression that he intended. But come, he continued, lets hear all about it, and dont quote any poetry till you have done with the facts.

Thus exhorted Queeker described the scene at the supper-table with faithful minuteness, and, on concluding, demanded what was to be done.

Hm! grunted Mr Larks. Theyve gone to visit Nora Jones, so you and I shall go and keep them company. Come along.

He put on his hat and went out, followed by his little friend.

In a lowly ill-furnished room in one of the poorest streets of the town, where rats and dogs and cats seemed to divide the district with poverty-stricken human beings, they found Nora sitting by the bedside of her grandmother, who appeared to be dying. A large Family Bible, from which she had been reading, was open on her knee.

Mr Larks had opened the door and entered without knocking. He and Queeker stood in the passage and saw the bed, the invalid, and the watcher through an inner door which stood ajar. They could hear the murmurings of the old womans voice. She appeared to wander in her mind, for sometimes her words were coherent, at other times she merely babbled.

O Morley, Morley, give it up, she said, during one of her lucid intervals; it has been the curse of our family. Your grandfather died of it; your father  ah! he was a man, tall and straight, and so kind, till he took to it; oh me! how it changed him! But the Lord saved his soul, though he let the body fall to the dust. Blessed be His holy name for that. Give it up, Morley, my darling boy; give it up, give it up  oh, for Gods sake give it up!

She raised her voice at each entreaty until it almost reached a shriek, and then her whole frame seemed to sink down into the bed from exhaustion.

Why dont ee speak to me, Morley? she resumed after a short time, endeavouring to turn her head round.

Dearest granny, said Nora, gently stroking one of her withered hands, which lay on the counterpane, father is away just now. No doubt he will be back ere long.

Ay, ay, hes always away; always away, she murmured in a querulous tone; always coming back too, but he never comes. Oh, if he would give it up  give it up

She repeated this several times, and gradually dwindled off into unintelligible mutterings.

By this time Mr Larks had become aware of whispering voices in a part of the room which he could not see. Pushing the door a little farther open he entered softly, and in a darkened corner of the apartment beheld Mr Durant and Katie in close conversation with James Welton. They all rose, and Nora, seeing that the old woman had fallen into a slumber, also rose and advanced towards the strangers. Mr Durant at once explained to her who Queeker was, and Queeker introduced Mr Larks as a friend who had come to see them on important business.

I think we know pretty well what the business is about, said Jim Welton, advancing and addressing himself to Mr Larks, but you see, he added, glancing towards the bed, that this is neither the time nor place to prosecute your inquiries, sir.

Mr Larks, who was by no means an unfeeling man, though very stern, said that he had no intention of intruding; he had not been aware that any one was ill in the house, and he would take it as a favour if Mr Welton would go outside and allow him the pleasure of a few words with him. Of course Jim agreed, but before going took Nora aside.

Ill not be back to-night, dearest, he said in a low whisper. To-morrow, early, Ill return.

You will leave no stone unturned? said Nora.

Not one. Ill do my best to save him.

And you have told me the worst  told me all? asked Nora, with a look of intense grief mingled with anxiety on her pale face.

I have, said Jim, in a tone and with a look so earnest and truthful that Nora required no further assurance. She gave him a kindly but inexpressibly sad smile, and returned to her stool beside the bed. Her lover and Mr Larks went out, followed by Queeker.

We wont intrude on you longer to-night, said Katie, going up to Nora and laying her hand quietly on her shoulder.

Your visit is no intrusion, said Nora, looking up with a quiet smile. It was love that brought you here, I know. May our dear Lord bless you and your father for wishing to comfort the heart of one who needs it so much  oh, so much. She put her hands before her face and was silent. Katie tried in vain to speak. The tears coursed freely down her cheeks, but never a word could she utter. She put her arm round the neck of the poor girl and kissed her. This was a language which Nora understood;  many words could not have expressed so much; no words could have expressed more.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Mr Jones is Outwitted, and Nora is left Desolate.

When Morley Jones found himself suddenly deserted by his ally Billy Towler, he retired to the privacy of a box in a low public-house in Thames Street, and there, under the stimulus of a stiff glass of grog, consulted with himself as to the best mode of procedure under the trying circumstances in which he found himself placed. He thought it probable, after half an hour of severe meditation, that Billy would return to the Grotto, but that, for his own sake, he would give a false account of his absence, and say nothing about the loss of the Skylark. Feeling somewhat relieved in mind by his conclusions on this head, he drank off his grog, called for another glass, and then set himself to the consideration of how far the disappearance of the boy would interfere with his obtaining payment of the various sums due by the Insurance Offices. This point was either more knotty and difficult to unravel than the previous one, or the grog began to render his intellect less capable of grappling with it. At all events it cost him an hour to determine his course of action, and required another glass of grog to enable him to put the whole matter fairly before his mental vision in one comprehensive view. This, however, accomplished, he called for a fourth glass of grog for luck, and reeled out of the house to carry out his deep-laid plans.

His first act was to proceed to Greenwich, where a branch of his fish-curing business existed, or was supposed to exist. Here he met a friend who offered to treat him. Unfortunately for the success of his schemes he accepted this offer, and, in the course of a debauch, revealed so much of his private affairs that the friend, after seeing him safely to his lodging, and bidding him an affectionate farewell, went up to London by the first boat on the following morning, and presented himself to the managers of various Insurance Companies, to whom he made revelations which were variously received by these gentlemen; some of them opening their eyes in amazement, while others opened their mouths in amusement, and gave him to understand that he was very much in the position of a man who should carry coals to Newcastle  they being then in possession of all the information given, and a great deal more besides.

The manager of the Submarine Insurance Company was the most facetious among these gentlemen on hearing the revelations of Mr Joness friend.

Can you tell me, said that gentleman, when he had pumped the friend dry, which of us is likely to receive the distinguished honour of the first visit from Mr Jones?

He said summat about your own office, sir, replied the informer; leastwise I think he did, but I aint quite sartin.

Hm! not unlikely, observed the manager; we have had the pleasure of paying him something before to-day. Come here, I will introduce you to an acquaintance of Mr Jones, who takes a deep interest in him. He has just arrived from Ramsgate.

Opening a door, the manager ushered the informer into a small room where a stout man with peculiarly keen grey eyes was warming himself at the fire.

Allow me to introduce you, Mr Larks, to a friend of Mr Jones, who may be of some use. I will leave you together for a little, said the manager, with a laugh, as he retired and shut the door.

It is not necessary that we should enter into details as to how Mr Jones went about the business of drawing his nets ashore  so to speak,  and how those who took a special interest in Mr Jones carefully assisted him, and, up to a certain point, furthered all his proceedings. It is sufficient to say that, about a fortnight after his arrival in London  all the preliminary steps having been taken  he presented himself one fine forenoon at the office of the Submarine Insurance Company.

He was received very graciously, and, much to his satisfaction, was told that the claim could now be settled without further delay. Former experience had taught him that such a piece of business was not unusually difficult of settlement, but he was quite charmed by the unwonted facilities which seemed to be thrown in his way in regard to the present affair. He congratulated himself internally, and the manager congratulated him externally, so to speak, by referring to his good fortune in having insured the vessel and cargo to the full amount.

Even the clerks of the establishment appeared to manifest unwonted interest in the case, which gratified while it somewhat surprised Mr Jones. Indeed, the interest deepened to such an extent, and was so obtrusive, that it became almost alarming, so that feelings of considerable relief were experienced by the adventurous man when he at length received a cheque for 300 pounds and left the office with it in his pocket.

In the outer lobby he felt a touch on his arm, and, looking round, met the gaze of a gentleman with peculiarly keen grey eyes. This gentleman made some quiet remarks with reference to Mr Jones being wanted, and when Mr Jones, not relishing the tone or looks of this gentleman, made a rush at the outer glass door of the office, an official stepped promptly in front of it, put one hand on the handle, and held up the other with the air of one who should say, Excuse me, there is no thoroughfare this way. Turning abruptly to the left, Mr Jones found himself confronted by another grave gentleman of powerful frame and resolute aspect, who, by a species of magic or sleight of hand known only to the initiated, slipped a pair of steel bracelets on Mr Joness wrists, and finally, almost before he knew where he was, Mr Jones found himself seated in a cab with the strong gentleman by his side, and the keen grey-eyed gentleman in front of him.

Soon afterwards he found himself standing alone in the midst of an apartment, the chief characteristics of which were, that the furniture was scanty, the size inconveniently little, and the window unusually high up, besides being heavily barred, and ridiculously small.

Here let us leave him to his meditations.

One fine forenoon  many weeks after the capture of Morley Jones  Dick Moy, Jack Shales, and Jerry MacGowl were engaged in painting and repairing buoys in the Trinity store on the pier at Ramsgate. The two former were enjoying their month of service on shore, the latter was on sick-leave, but convalescent. Jack was painting squares of alternate black and white on a buoy of a conical shape. Dick was vigorously scraping sea-weed and barnacles off a buoy of a round form. The store, or big shed, was full of buoys of all shapes; some new and fresh, others old and rugged; all of them would have appeared surprisingly gigantic to any one accustomed to see buoys only in their native element. The invalid sat on the shank of a mushroom anchor, and smoked his pipe while he affected to superintend the work.

Sure I pity the poor craturs as is always sick. The mouth o man can niver tell the blessedness of bein well, as the pote says, observed Jerry, with a sigh, as he shook the ashes out of his pipe and proceeded to refill it. Come now, Jack Shales, he added, after a short pause, ye dont call that square, do ee?

Ill paint yer nose black if you dont shut up, said Jack, drawing the edge of a black square with intense caution, in order to avoid invading the domain of a white one.

Ah! you reminds me of the owld proverb that says somethin about asses gittin impudent an becomin free with their heels when lions grow sick.

Well, Jerry, retorted Jack, with a smile, as he leaned back and regarded his work with his head very much on one side, and his eyes partially closed, after the manner of knights of the brush, Im not offended, because Im just as much of an ass as you are of a lion.

I say, mates, remarked Dick Moy, pausing in his work, and wiping his brow, are ee aweer that the capn has ordered us to be ready to start wi the first o the tide at half after five to-morrow?

I knows it, replied Jack Shales, laying down the black brush and taking up the white one.

I knows it too, said Jerry MacGowl, but it dont make no manner of odds to me, cause I means to stop ashore and enjoy meself. I mean to amoose meself with the trial o that black thief Morley Jones.

Dick Moy resumed his work with a grunt, and said that Jerry was a lucky fellow to be so long on sick-leave, and Jack said he wished he had been called up as a witness in Joness case, for he would have cut a better figure than Jim Welton did.

Ay, boy, said Dick Moy, but there wos a reason for that. You know the poor feller is in love wi Joness daughter, an he didnt like for to help to convict his own father-in-law to be, dye see? Thats where it is. The boy Billy Towler was amost as bad. Hes got a weakness for the gal too, an no wonder, for shes bin as good as a mother to im. They say that Billy nigh broke the hearts o the lawyers, he wos so stoopid at sometimes, an so oncommon cute at others. But it warnt o no use. Jims father was strong in his evidence agin him, an that Mr Larks, as comed aboard of the Gull, you remember, he had been watching an ferreting about the matter to that extent that he turned Joness former life inside out. It seems hes bin up to dodges o that kind for a long time past.

No! has he? said Jack Shales.

Arrah, didnt ye read of it? exclaimed Jerry MacGowl.

No, replied Jack drily; not bein on the sick-list I hant got time to read the papers, dye see?

Well, resumed Dick Moy, it seems he has more than once set fire to his premises in Gravesend, and got the insurance money. Howsever, he has got fourteen years transportation now, an thatll take the shine pretty well out of him before he comes back.

How did the poor gal take it? asked Jack.

Dick replied that she was very bad at first, but that she got somewhat comforted by the way her father behaved to her and listened to her readin o the Bible after he was condemned. It might be that the death of his old mother had softened him a bit, for she died with his name on her lips, her last words being, Oh Morley, give it up, my darling boy, give it up; its your only chance to give it up, for you inherit it, my poor boy; the passion and the poison are in your blood; oh, give it up, Morley, give it up!

They do say, continued Dick, that Jones broke down altogether wen he heard that, an fell on his gals neck an cried like a babby. But for my part I dont much believe in them deathbed repentances  for its much the same thing wi Jones now, he bein as good as dead. Its not wot a man says, but how a man lives, asll weigh for or against him in the end.

An what more did he say? asked Jerry MacGowl, stopping down the tobacco in his pipe with one of his fire-proof fingers; you see, havin bin on the sick-list so long, I havent got up all the details o this business.

He didnt say much more, replied Dick, scraping away at the sea-weed and barnacles with renewed vigour, only he made his darter promise that shed marry Jim Welton as soon after he was gone as possible. She did nothing but cry, poor thing, and wouldnt hear of it at first, but he was so strong about it, saying that the thought of her being so well married was the only thing as would comfort him wen he was gone, that she gave in at last.

Sure then shell have to make up her mind, said Jerry, to live on air, which is too light food intirely for any wan excep hummin-birds and potes.

Shell do better than that, mate, returned Dick, for Jim as got appointed to be assistant-keeper to a lightouse, through that fust-rate genleman Mr Durant, who is and an glove, Im told, wi the Elder Brethren up at the Trinity Ouse. Its said that they are to be spliced in a week or two, but, owin to the circumstances, the weddin is to be kep quite priwate.

Good luck to em! cried Jerry. Talkin of the Durants, I spose yeve heard that theres goin to be a weddin in that family soon?

Oh, yes, Ive heard on it, cried Dick; Miss Durant  Katie, they calls her  shes agoin to be spliced to the young doctor that was wrecked in the Wellington. A smart man that. They say ee has stepped into is fathers shoes, an is so much liked that ees had to git an assistant to help him to get through the work o curin people  or killin of em. I never feel rightly sure in my own mind which it is that the doctors does for us.

Och, dont ye know? said Jerry, removing his pipe for a moment, they keeps curin of us as long as weve got any tin, an when thats done they kills us off quietly. If it warnt for the doctors wed all live to the age of Methoosamel, excep, of coorse, wen we was cut off by accident or drink.

Well, I dont know as to that, said Jack Shales, in a hearty manner; but Im right glad to hear that Miss Durant is gettin a good husband, for shes the sweetest gal in England, I think, always exceptin one whom I dont mean for to name just now. Hasnt she been a perfect angel to the poor  especially to poor old men  since she come to Ramsgate? and didnt she, before goin back to Yarmouth, where she blongs to, make a beautiful paintin o the lifeboat, and present it in a gold frame, with tears in her sweet eyes, to the coxswain o the boat, an took his big fist in her two soft little hands, an shook an squeezed it, an begged him to keep the pictur as a very slight mark of the gratitude an esteem of Dr Hall an herself  that was after they was engaged, you know? Ah! there aint many gals like her, said Jack, with a sigh, always exceptin one.

Humph! said Dick Moy, I wouldnt give my old ooman for six dozen of er.

Just so, observed Jerry, with a grin, an Ive no manner of doubt that Dr Hall wouldnt give her for sixty dozen o your old ooman. Its human natur, lad,  thats where it is, mates. But what has come o Billy Towler? Has he gone back to the whats-is-name  the Cavern, eh?

The Grotto, you mean, said Jack Shales.

Well, the Grotto tant much differ.

Hes gone back for a time, said Dick; but Mr Durant has prowided for him too. He has given him a berth aboord one of his East-Indiamen; so if Billy behaves hisself his fortins as good as made. Leastwise he has got his futt on the first round, an the ladders all clear before him.

By the way, whats that Ive heard, said Jack Shales, about Mr Durant findin out that hed knowd Billy Towler some years ago?

I dont rightly know, replied Dick. Ive eerd it said that the old gentleman recognised him as a beggar boy ed tuck a fancy to an putt to school long ago; but Billy didnt like the school, it seems, an runnd away  wich I dont regard as wery surprisin  an Mr Durant could never find out where ed run to. Thats how I eerd the story, but wots true of it I dun know.

There goes the dinner-bell! exclaimed Jack Shales, rising with alacrity on hearing a neighbouring clock strike noon.

Jerry rose with a sigh, and remarked, as he shook the ashes out of his pipe, and put it into his waistcoat pocket, that his appetite had quite left him; that he didnt believe he was fit for more than two chickens at one meal, whereas he had seen the day when he would have thought nothing of a whole leg of mutton to his own cheek.

Ah, remarked Dick Moy, Irish mutton, I spose. Well, I dont know ow you feels, but I feels so hungry that I could snap at a ring-bolt; and I know of a lot o childn, big an small, as wont look sweet on their daddy if he keeps em waitin for dinner, so come along, mates.

Saying this, Dick and his friends left the buoy-store, and walked smartly off to their several places of abode in the town.

In a darkened apartment of that same town sat Nora Jones, the very personification of despair, on a low stool, with her head resting on the side of a poor bed. She was alone, and perfectly silent; for some sorrows, like some thoughts, are too deep for utterance. Everything around her suggested absolute desolation. The bed was that in which not long ago she had been wont to smooth the pillow and soothe the heart of her old grandmother. It was empty now. The fire in the rusty grate had been allowed to die out, and its cold grey ashes strewed the hearth. Among them lay the fragments of a black bottle. It would be difficult to say what it was in the peculiar aspect of these fragments that rendered them so suggestive, but there was that about them which conveyed irresistibly the idea that the bottle had been dashed down there with the vehemence of uncontrollable passion. The little table which used to stand at the patients bedside was covered with a few crumbs and fragments of a meal that must, to judge from their state and appearance, have been eaten a considerable time ago; and the confusion of the furniture, as well as the dust that covered everything, was strangely out of keeping with the character of the poor girl, who reclined by the side of the bed, so pale and still that, but for the slight twitching movement of her clasped hands, one might have supposed she had already passed from the scene of her woe. Even the old-fashioned timepiece that hung upon a nail in the wall seemed to be smitten with the pervading spell, for its pendulum was motionless, and its feeble pulse had ceased to tick.

A soft tap at the door broke the deathlike silence. Nora looked up but did not answer, as it slowly opened, and a man entered. On seeing who it was, she uttered a low wail, and buried her face in the bed-clothes. Without speaking, or moving from her position, she held out her hand to Jim Welton, who advanced with a quick but quiet step, and, going down on his knees beside her, took the little hand in both of his. The attitude and the silence were suggestive. Without having intended it the young sailor began to pray, and in a few short broken sentences poured out his soul before God.

A flood of tears came to Noras relief. After a few minutes she looked up.

Oh! thank you, thank you, Jim. I believe that in the selfishness of my grief I had forgotten God; but oh! I feel as if my heart was crushed beyond the power of recovery. She is gone (glancing at the empty bed), and he is gone  gone  for ever.

Jim wished to comfort her, and tried to speak, but his voice was choked. He could only draw her to him, and laying her head on his breast, smooth her fair soft hair with his hard but gentle hand.

Not gone for ever, dearest, he said at length with a great effort. It is indeed along long time, but

He could not go further, for it seemed to him like mockery to suggest by way of comfort that fourteen years would come to an end.

For some minutes the silence was broken only by an occasional sob from poor Nora.

Oh! he was so different once, she said, raising herself and looking at her lover with tearful, earnest eyes; you have seen him at his worst, Jim. There was a time,  before he took to

She stopped abruptly, as if unable to find words, and pointed, with a fierce expression, that seemed strange and awful on her gentle face, to the fragments of the broken bottle on the hearth. Jim nodded. She saw that he understood, and went on in her own calm voice:  

There was a time when he was kind and gentle and loving; when he had no drunken companions, and no mysterious goings to sea; when he was the joy as well as the support of his mother, and so fond of me  but he was always that; even after he had

Again Nora paused, and, drooping her head, uttered the low wail of desolation that went like cold steel to the young sailors heart.

Nora, he said earnestly, he will get no drink where he is going. At all events he will be cured of that before he returns home.

Oh, I bless the Lord for that, said Nora, with fervour. I have thought of that before now, and I have thought, too, that there are men of God where he is going, who think of, and pray for, and strive to recover, the souls of those who  that is; but oh, Jim, Jim, it is a long, long, weary time. I feel that I shall never see my father more in this world  never, never more!

We cannot tell, Nora, said Jim, with a desperate effort to appear hopeful. I know well enough that it may seem foolish to try to comfort you with the hope of seein him again in this life; and yet even this may come to pass. He may escape, or he may be forgiven, and let off before the end of his time. But come, cheer up, my darling. You remember what his last request was?

How can you talk of such a thing at such a time? exclaimed Nora, drawing away from him and rising.

Be not angry, Nora, said Jim, also rising. I did but remind you of it for the purpose of sayin that as you agreed to what he wished, you have given me a sort of right or privilege, dear Nora, at least to help and look after you in your distress. Your own unselfish heart has never thought of telling me that you have neither money nor home; this poor place being yours only till term-day, which is to-morrow; but I know all this without requiring to be told, and I have come to say that there is an old woman  a sort of relation of mine  who lives in this town, and will give you board and lodging gladly till I can get arrangements made at the lighthouse for our  that is to say  till you choose, in your own good time, to let me be your rightful protector and supporter, as well as your comforter.

Thank you, Jim. It is like yourself to be so thoughtful. Forgive me; I judged you hastily. It is true I am poor  I have nothing in the world, but, thanks be to God, I have health. I can work; and there are some kind friends, she added, with a sad smile, who will throw work in my way, I know.

Well, we will talk about these things afterwards, Nora, but you wont refuse to take advantage of my old friends offer  at least for a night or two?

No, I wont refuse that, Jim; see, I am prepared to go, she said, pointing to a wooden sea-chest which stood in the middle of the room; my box is packed. Everything I own is in it. The furniture, clock, and bedding belong to the landlord.

Come then, my own poor lamb, said the young sailor tenderly, let us go.

Nora rose and glanced slowly round the room. Few rooms in Ramsgate could have looked more poverty-stricken and cheerless, nevertheless, being associated in her mind with those whom she had lost, she was loath to leave it. Falling suddenly on her knees beside the bed, she kissed the old counterpane that had covered the dead form she had loved so well, and then went hastily out and leaned her head against the wall of the narrow court before the door.

Jim lifted the chest, placed it on his broad shoulders and followed her. Locking the door behind him and putting the key in his pocket, he gave his disengaged arm to Nora, and led her slowly a way.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Tells of an Unlooked-for Return, and Describes a Great Feast.

If, as we have elsewhere observed in this narrative, time and tide wait for no man, it is not less true that time and tide work wonderful changes in man and his affairs and fortunes. Some of those changes we will now glance at, premising that seven years have passed away since the occurrence of the events recorded in our last chapter.

On the evening of a somewhat gloomy day in the month of sunny showers, four men of rough aspect, and clad in coarse but not disreputable garments, stopped in front of a public-house in one of the lowest localities of London, and looked about them. There was something quite peculiar in their aspect. They seemed to be filled with mingled curiosity and surprise, and looked somewhat scared, as a bird does when suddenly set free from its cage.

Two of the men were of an extremely low type of humanity  low-browed and scowling  and their language betokened that their minds were in keeping with their faces. The other two were better-looking and better-spoken, one of them having evidently been a handsome man in his day. His hair was blanched as white as snow although it still retained the curls of youth. His figure was much bent, and he appeared like one who had been smitten with premature old age.

Well, uncommon queer changes bin goin on here, said one of the men, gazing round him.

One of the others admitted that there certainly had been wonderful changes, and expressed a fear that if the change in himself was as great, his old pals wouldnt know him.

Howsever, observed he who had spoken first, they wont see such a difference as they would have seen if wed got the whole fourteen. Good luck to the ticket-of-leave system, say I.

The others laughed at this, and one of them suggested that they should enter the public-house and have a glass of grog in memory of old times. Three of the men at once agreed to this proposal, and said that as it would not be long before they were in the stone jug again it behoved them to make the most of their freedom while it lasted. The man with white hair, however, objected, and it was not until his companions had chaffed and rallied him a good deal that he consented to enter the house, observing, as he followed them slowly, that he had not tasted a drop for seven years.

Well, well, replied one of the others, it dont matter; youll relish it all the more now, old feller. Itll go down like oil, an call up the memory of old times

The memory of old times! cried the white-haired man, stopping short, with a sudden blaze of ferocity which amazed his companions.

He stood glaring at them for a few moments, with his hands tightly clenched; then, without uttering another word, he turned round and rushed from the house.

Mad! exclaimed one of the other three, looking at his companions when they had recovered from their surprise, mad as a March hare. Howsever, that dont consarn us. Come along, my hearties.  Hallo! landlord, fetch drink here  your best, and plenty of it. Now, boys, fill up and Ill give ee a toast.

Saying this the man filled his glass, the others followed his example  the toast was given and drunk  more toasts were given and drunk  the three men returned to their drink and their old ways, and haunts and comrades, as the sow returns to her wallowing in the mire.

Meanwhile the white-haired man wandered away as if he had no settled purpose. Day after day he moved on through towns and villages and fields, offering to work, but seldom being employed, begging his bread from door to door, but carefully avoiding the taverns; sleeping where he could, or where he was permitted  sometimes in the barn of a kindly farmer, sometimes under a hay-stack, not unfrequently under a hedge  until at last he found himself in the town of Ramsgate.

Here he made inquiries of various people, and immediately set forth again on his travels through the land until he reached a remote part of the coast of England, where he found his further progress checked by the sea, but, by dint of begging a free passage from fishermen here and there, he managed at last to reach one of our outlying reefs, where, on a small islet, a magnificent lighthouse reared its white and stately column, and looked abroad upon the ocean, with its glowing eye. There was a small village on the islet, in which dwelt a few families of fishermen. They were a hard-working community, and appeared to be contented and happy.

The lighthouse occupied an elevated plateau above the cliffs at the sea-ward extremity of the isle, about quarter of a mile distant from the fishing village. Thither the old man wended his way. The tower, rising high above shrubs and intervening rocks, rendered a guide unnecessary. It was a calm evening. The path, which was narrow and rugged, wound its serpentine course amid grey rocks, luxuriant brambles, grasses, and flowering shrubs. There were no trees. The want of shelter on that exposed spot rendered their growth impossible. The few that had been planted had been cut down by the nor-west wind as with a scythe.

As he drew near to the lighthouse, the old man observed a woman sitting on a stool in front of the door, busily engaged with her needle, while three children  two girls and a boy  were romping on the grass plat beside her. The boy was just old enough to walk with the steadiness of an exceedingly drunk man, and betrayed a wonderful tendency to sit down suddenly and gaze  astonished! The girls, apparently though not really twins, were just wild enough to enjoy their brothers tumbles, and helped him to accomplish more of them than would have resulted from his own incapacity to walk.

A magnificent black Newfoundland dog, with grey paws and a benignant countenance, couched beside the woman and watched the children at play. He frequently betrayed a desire to join them in their gambols, but either laziness or a sense of his own dignity induced him to sit still.

Nora, called the mother, who was a young and exceedingly beautiful mother, Nora, come here; go tell your father that I see a stranger coming up the path. Quick, darling.

Little Nora bounded away like a small fairy, with her fair curls streaming in the wind which her own speed created.

Katie, said the mother, turning to her second daughter, dont rumple him up quite so violently. You must remember that he is a tiny fellow yet, and cant stand such rough treatment.

But he likes it, ma, objected Katie, with a look of glee, although she obeyed the order at once. Dont you, Morley?

Little Morley stopped in the middle of an ecstatic laugh, scrambled upon his fat legs and staggered towards his mother, with his fists doubled, as if to take summary vengeance on her for having stopped the fun.

Oh, baby boy; my little Morley, what a wild fellow you are! cried the mother, catching up her child and tossing him in the air.

The old man had approached near enough to overhear the words and recognise the face. Tears sprang to his eyes and ran down his cheeks, as he fell forward on the path with his face in the dust.

At the same moment the lighthouse-keeper issued from the door of the building. Running towards the old man, he and his wife quickly raised him and loosened his neckcloth. His face had been slightly cut by the fall. Blood and dust besmeared it and soiled his white locks.

Poor old man! said the keeper, as his mate, the assistant light-keeper, joined him. Lend a hand, Billy, to carry him in. He aint very heavy.

The assistant  a strapping young fellow, with a powerful, well-made frame, sparkling eyes and a handsome face, on which at that moment there was a look of intense pity  assisted his comrade to raise the old man. They carried him with tender care into the lighthouse and laid him on a couch which at that time, owing to lack of room in the building, happened to be little Noras bed.

For a few moments he lay apparently in a state of insensibility, while the mother of the family brought a basin of water and began carefully to remove the blood and dust which rendered his face unrecognisable. The first touch of the cold sponge caused him to open his eyes and gaze earnestly in the womans face  so earnestly that she was constrained to pause and return the gaze inquiringly.

You seem to know me, she said.

The old man made no reply, but, slowly clasping his hands and closing his eyes, exclaimed Thank God! fervently.



Let us glance, now, at a few more of the changes which had been wrought in the condition and circumstances of several of the actors in this tale by the wonder-working hand of time.

On another evening of another month in this same year, Mr Robert Queeker  having just completed an ode to a star which had been recently discovered by the Astronomer-Royal  walked from the door of the Fortress Hotel, Ramsgate, and, wending his way leisurely along Harbour Street, directed his steps towards Saint Jamess Hall.

Seven years had wrought a great change for the better in Mr Robert Queeker. His once smooth face was decorated with a superb pair of light-brown whiskers of the stamp now styled Dundreary. His clothes fitted him well, and displayed to advantage a figure which, although short, was well made and athletic. It was evident that time had not caused his shadow to grow less. There was a jaunty, confident air about him, too, which might have been thought quite in keeping with a red coat and top-boots by his friends in Jenkinsjoy, and would have induced hospitable Mr Stoutheart to let him once more try his fortune on the back of Slapover without much anxiety as to the result; ay, even although the sweet but reckless Amy were to be his leader in the field! Nevertheless there was nothing of the coxcomb about Queeker  no self-assertion; nothing but amiableness, self-satisfaction, and enthusiasm.

Queeker smiled and hummed a tune to himself as he walked along drawing on his gloves, which were lavender kid and exceedingly tight.

It will be a great night, he murmured; a grand, a glorious night.

As there was nothing peculiarly grand in the aspect of the weather, it is to be presumed that he referred to something else, but he said nothing more at the time, although he smiled a good deal and hummed a good many snatches of popular airs as he walked along, still struggling with the refractory fingers of the lavender kid gloves.

Arrived at Saint Jamess Hall, he took up a position outside the door, and remained there as if waiting for some one.

It was evident that Mr Queekers brief remark had reference to the proceedings that were going on at the hall, because everything in and around it, on that occasion, gave unquestionable evidence that there was to be a great night there. The lobby blazed with light, and resounded with voices and bustle, as people streamed in continuously. The interior of the hall itself glowed like a red-hot chamber of gold, and was tastefully decorated with flowers and flags and evergreens; while the floor of the room was covered with long tables, which groaned under the glittering accessories of an approaching feast. Fair ladies were among the assembling company, and busy gentlemen, who acted the part of stewards, hurried to and fro, giving directions and keeping order. A large portion of the company consisted of men whose hard hands, powerful frames, and bronzed faces, proclaimed them the sons of toil, and whose manly tones and holiday garments smacked of gales and salt water.

What be goin on here, measter? inquired a country fellow, nudging Mr Queeker with his elbow.

Queeker looked at his questioner in surprise, and told him that it was a supper which was about to be given to the lifeboat-men by the people of the town.

An who be the lifeboat-men, measter?

Shades of the mighty dead; not to mention the glorious living! exclaimed Queeker, aghast; have you never heard of the noble fellows who man the lifeboats all round the coasts of this great country, and save hundreds of lives every year? Have you not read of their daring exploits in the newspapers? Have you never heard of the famous Ramsgate lifeboat?

Well, now ee mention it, I doos remember summat about loifboats, replied the country fellow, after pondering a moment or two; but, bless ee, I never read nothin about em, not bein able to read; an as Ive lived all my loif fur inland, an ony comed here to-day, it aint to be thowt as I knows much about yer Ramsgate loifboats. Be there mony loifboat men in Ramsgate, measter?

My good fellow, said Queeker, taking the man by the sleeve, and gazing at him with a look of earnest pity, there are dozens of em. Splendid fellows, who have saved hundreds of men, women, and children from the raging deep; and they are all to be assembled in this hall to-night, to the number of nearly a hundred  for there are to be present not only the men who now constitute the crew of the Ramsgate boat, but all the men who have formed part of her crew in time past. Every man among them is a hero, continued Queeker, warming as he went on, and shaking the country fellows arm in his earnestness, and every man to-night will

He stopped short abruptly, for at that moment a carriage drove up to the door, and a gentleman jumping out assisted a lady to alight.

Without a word of explanation to the astonished country fellow, Queeker thrust him aside, dashed forward, presented himself before the lady, and, holding out his hand, exclaimed  

How do you do, Miss Hennings? Im so glad to have been fortunate enough to meet you.

Mr Quee  Queeker, exclaimed Fanny, blushing scarlet; I  I was not aware  so very unexpected  I thought  dear me!  but, pardon me  allow me to introduce my uncle, Mr Hemmings. Mr Queeker, uncle, whom you have often heard mamma speak about.

Mr Hennings, a six-feet-two man, stooped to shake Queeker by the hand. An impatient cabman shouted, Move on. Fanny seized her uncles arm, and was led away. Queeker followed close, and all three were wedged together in the crowd, and swept towards the banquet-hall.

Are you one of the stewards? asked Fanny, during a momentary pause.

How exquisite she looks! thought Queeker, as she glanced over her shoulder at him. He felt inclined to call her an angel, or something of that sort, but restrained himself, and replied that he was not a steward, but a guest  an honoured guest  and that he would have no objection to be a dishonoured guest, if only, by being expelled from the festive board, he could manage to find an excuse to sit beside her in the ladies gallery.

But that may not be, he said, with a sigh. I shall not be able to see you from my allotted position. Alas! we separate here  though  though  lost to sight, to memory dear!

The latter part of this remark was said hurriedly and in desperation, in consequence of a sudden rush of the crowd, rendering abrupt separation unavoidable. But, although parted from his lady-love, and unable to gaze upon her, Queeker kept her steadily in his minds eye all that evening, made all his speeches to her, sang all his songs to her, and finally  but hold! we must not anticipate.

As we have said  or, rather, as we have recorded that Queeker said  all the lifeboat men of the town of Ramsgate sat down to that supper, to the number of nearly one hundred men. All sturdy men of tried courage. Some were old, with none of the fire that had nerved them to rescue lives in days gone by, save that which still gleamed in their eyes; some were young, with the glow of irrepressible enthusiasm on their smooth faces, and the intense wish to have a chance to dare and do swelling their bold hearts; others were middle-aged, iron-moulded; as able and as bold to the full as the younger men, with the coolness and self-restraint of the old ones; but all, old, middle-aged, and young, looking proud and pleased, and so gentle in their demeanour (owing, no doubt, to the presence of the fair sex), that it seemed as if a small breeze of wind would have made them all turn tail and run away,  especially if the breeze were raised by the women!

That the reception of these lion-like men (converted into lambs that night) was hearty, was evinced by the thunders of applause which greeted every reference to their brave deeds. That their reception was intensely earnest, was made plain by the scroll, emblazoned on a huge banner that spanned the upper end of the room, bearing the words. God bless the Lifeboat Crews.

We need not refer to the viands set forth on that great occasion. Of course they were of the best. We may just mention that they included baccy and grog! We merely record the fact. Whether buns and tea would have been equally effective is a question not now under consideration. We refrain from expressing an opinion on that point here.

Of course the first toast was the Queen, and as Jack always does everything heartily, it need scarcely be said that this toast was utterly divested of its usual formality of character. The chairmans appropriate reference to her Majestys well-known sympathy with the distressed, especially with those who had suffered from shipwreck, intensified the enthusiasm of the loyal lifeboat-men.

A band of amateur Christy Minstrels (the genuine original amateur band, of course) enlivened the evening with appropriate songs, to the immense delight of all present, especially of Mr Robert Queeker, whose passionate love for music, ever since his attendance at the singing-class, long long ago, had strengthened with time to such an extent that language fails to convey any idea of it. It mattered not to Queeker whether the music were good or bad. Sufficient for him that it carried him back, with a gush, to that dear temple of music in Yarmouth where the learners were perpetually checked at critical points, and told by their callous teacher (tormentor, we had almost written) to try it again! and where he first beheld the perplexing and beautiful Fanny.

When the toast of the evening was given Success to the Ramsgate Lifeboat,  it was, as a matter of course, received with deafening cheers and enthusiastic waving of handkerchiefs from the gallery in which the fair sex were accommodated, among which handkerchiefs Queeker, by turning his head very much round, tried to see, and believed that he saw, the precious bit of cambric wherewith Fanny Hennings was accustomed to salute her transcendental nose. The chairman spoke with enthusiasm of the noble deeds accomplished by the Ramsgate lifeboat in time past, and referred with pride, and with a touch of feeling, to the brave old coxswain, then present (loud cheers), who had been compelled, by increasing years, to resign a service which, they all knew better than he did, taxed the energies, courage, and endurance of the stoutest and youngest man among them to the uttermost. He expressed a firm belief in the courage and prowess of the coxswain who had succeeded him (renewed cheers), and felt assured that the success of the boat in time to come would at the least fully equal its successes in time past. He then referred to some of the more prominent achievements of the boat, especially to a night which all of them must remember, seven years ago, when the Ramsgate boat, with the aid of the steam-tug, was the means of saving so many lives  not to mention property  and among others the life of their brave townsman, James Welton (cheers), and a young doctor, the friend, and now the son-in-law, of one whose genial spirit and extensive charities were well known and highly appreciated  he referred to Mr George Durant (renewed cheers), whose niece at that moment graced the gallery with her presence.

At this there was a burst of loud and prolonged applause which terminated in a roar of laughter, owing to the fact that Mr Queeker, cheering and waving his hands in a state of wild enthusiasm, knocked the neck off a bottle of wine and flooded the table in his immediate vicinity! Covered with confusion, Queeker sat down amid continued laughter and rapturous applause.

The chairman then went on to say that the event to which he had referred  the rescue of the crew and passengers of the Wellington on the night of the great storm  had been eclipsed by some of the more recent doings of the same boat; and, after touching upon some of these, said that, although they had met there to do honour to the crews of their own lifeboat, they must not forget other and neighbouring lifeboats, which did their work nobly  the brave crews of which were represented by the coxswains of the Margate and Broadstairs lifeboats, who sat at that board that night as honoured guests (loud cheers, during which several of the men nearest to them shook hands with the coxswains referred to). He could not  the chairman went on to say  sit down without making special reference to the steam-tug, without which, and the courage as well as knowledge of her master, mate, and crew (renewed cheers), the lifeboat could not overtake a tenth part of the noble work which she annually accomplished. He concluded by praying that a kind Providence would continue to watch over and bless the Ramsgate lifeboat and her crew.

We need scarcely add that this toast was drunk with enthusiastic applause, and that it was followed up by the amateur minstrels with admirable effect.

Many songs were sung, and many toasts were proposed that night, and warm was the expression of feeling towards the men who were ever so ready to imperil their lives in the hope of saving those of their fellow-creatures, and who had already, oftentimes, given such ample proof that they were thoroughly able to do, as well as to dare, almost anything. Several singers with good, and one or two with splendid, voices, gave a variety of songs which greatly enhanced the brilliancy of the evening, and were highly appreciated in the gallery; and a few bad singers with miserable voices (who volunteered their songs) did really good service by impressing upon the audience very forcibly the immense differences between good and bad music, and thus kindly acted as shadows to the vocal lights of the evening  as useful touches of discord in the general harmony which by contrast rendered the latter all the sweeter.

But of all the solos sung that night none afforded such delight as a national melody sung by our friend Jerry MacGowl, in a voice that rang out like the voices of three first-class bosns rolled into one. That worthy son of the Emerald Isle, and Dick Moy, and Jack Shales, happened to be enjoying their month on shore when the supper to the lifeboat-men was planned, and they were all there in virtue of their having been instrumental in saving life on more than one occasion during their residence in Ramsgate. Jerrys song was, as we have said, highly appreciated, but the applause with which it was greeted was as nothing compared with the shouts and cheers that shook the roof of Saint Jamess Hall, when, on being asked to repeat it, Jerry modestly said that he would prefer to give them a duet  perhaps it was a trayo  av his mates Jack Shales and Dick Moy would only strike in wid bass and tenor.

The men of the floating light then sang The Minute-Gun at Sea magnificently, each taking the part that suited him best or struck his fancy at the moment, and Jerry varying from tenor to bass and bass to treble according to taste.

Now, Mister Chairman, said the bold Jerry MacGowl, when the cheers had subsided, its my turn to call for a song, so I ax Mr Queeker to favour the company wid Thunders of applause drowned the remainder of the sentence.

Poor Queeker was thrown into great confusion, and sought to explain that he could not sing, even in private  much less in public.

Oh yes, you can, sir. Try it, sir, no fear of ee. Sure its yourself as can do it, an no mistake, were the remarks with which his explanation was interrupted.

I assure you honestly, cried Queeker, that I cannot sing, but (here breathless silence ensued) if the chairman will kindly permit me, I will give you a toast.

Loud cheers from all sides, and a good-humoured nod from the chairman greeted this announcement.

Mr Chairman and Friends, said Queeker, the ladies have A perfect storm of laughter and cheers interrupted him for at least two minutes.

Yes, resumed Queeker, suddenly blazing up with enthusiasm, I repeat  the ladies

Thats the girls, blissins on the swate darlints, murmured Jerry in a tone which set the whole table again in a roar.

I echo the sentiment; blessings on them, said Queeker, with a good-humoured glance at Jerry. Yes, as I was going to say, I propose the Ladies, who are, always were, and ever will be, the solace of mans life, the sweet drops in his otherwise bitter cup, the lights in his otherwise dark dwelling, the jewels in his  in his  crown, and the bright stars that glitter in the otherwise dark firmament of his destiny (vociferous cheering). Yes, continued Queeker, waxing more and more energetic, and striking the table with his fist, whereby he overturned his neighbours glass of grog, yes, I re-assert it  the ladies are all that, and much more! (Hear, hear.) I propose their health  and, after all, I may be said to have some sort of claim to do so, having already unintentionally poured a whole bottle of wine on the tablecloth as a libation to them! (Laughter and applause.) What, I ask, continued Queeker, raising his voice and hand at the same moment, and setting his hair straight upon end, what, I ask, would man be without the ladies? (What indeed? said a voice near the foot of the table, which called forth another burst of laughter.) Just try to think, my friends, what would be the hideous gloom of this terrestrial ball if there were no girls! Oh woman! softener of mans rugged nature! What  in the words of the poet. He carefully refrained from saying what poet!

What were earth and all its joys;

what were wealth with all its toys;

what the life of men and boys

But for lovely woman?



What if mothers were no more;

If wives and sisters fled our shore,

And left no sweethearts to the fore  

No sign of darling woman?



What dreary darkness would ensue  

what moral wastes devoid of dew  

If no strong hearts of men like you

Beat for charming woman?



Who would rise at dutys call;

Who would fight to win or fall;

Who would care to live at all,

Were it not for woman?

Prolonged and rapturous cheers greeted this effusion, in the midst of which the enthusiastic Jerry MacGowl sprang to his feet, waved his glass above his head  spilling half of its contents on the pate of a bald skipper who sat next to him  and cheered lustily.

Men of the Ramsgate lifeboat, shouted Queeker, I call on you to pledge the ladies  with all the honours!

It is unnecessary to say that the call was responded to with a degree of enthusiasm that threatened, as Dick Moy said to Jack Shales, to smash all the glasses an blow the roof off. In the midst of the noise and confusion Queeker left the hall, ascended to the gallery, and sat himself down beside Fanny Hennings, with an air of intense decision.

Oh, Mr Queeker! exclaimed Fanny.

Listen, Fanny, said the tall uncle at that moment, they are giving one of the most important toasts of the evening  The Royal National Lifeboat Institution.

Fanny tried to listen, and had caught a few words, when she felt her hand suddenly seized and held fast. Turning her head quickly, she beheld the face of Queeker turned to bright scarlet.

What more she heard or saw after that it would be extremely difficult to tell. Perhaps the best way of conveying an idea of it is to lay before the reader the short epistle which Fanny penned that same night to her old friend Katie Hall. It ran thus:  

Ramsgate.

Oh, Katie! Darling Katie!  He has done it at last! Dear fellow! And so like himself too  so romantically, so poetically! They were toasting the Lifeboat Institution at the time. He seized my hand. Fanny, he said, in the deep manly tones in which he had just made the most brilliant speech of the evening, Fanny, my love  my life  my lifeboat  will you have me? will you save me? There was a dreadful noise at the time  a very storm of cheering. The whole room seemed in a whirl. My head was in a whirl too; and oh! how my heart beat! I dont know what I said. I fear I burst into a fit of laughter, and then cried, and dear uncle carried me out  but its all over now. That darling Lifeboat Institution, I shall never forget it; for they were sounding its praises at the very moment when my Queeker and I got into the same boat  for life!  Your happy Fanny.

To this the next post brought the following reply:  

Yarmouth.

My Dearest Fanny,  Is it necessary for me to say that your last short letter has filled my heart with joy? It has cleared up a mystery too! On Tuesday last, in the forenoon, Mr Queeker came by appointment to take lunch with us, and Stanley happened to mention that a supper was to be given to the Ramsgate lifeboat-men, and that he had heard you were to be there. During lunch, Mr Queeker was very absent and restless, and appeared to be unhappy. At last he started up, made some hurried apology about the train for the south, and having urgent business to transact, looked at his watch, and rushed out of the house! We could not understand it at the time, but I knew that he had only a few minutes left to catch the train for the south, and I now know that he caught it  and why! Ah, Fanny, did I not always assure you that he would do it in desperation at last! My earnest prayer is, that your wedded life may be as happy as mine has hitherto been.

When your honeymoon is over, you must promise to pay us a visit. You know that our villa is sufficiently far out of town to warrant your regarding us in the light of country friends; and Stanley bids me say that he will take no denial. Papa  who is at present romping round the room with my eldest boy on his shoulders, so that I scarce know what I write  bids me tell you, with his kind love and hearty congratulations, that he thinks you are not throwing yourself away, for that Queeker is a first-rate little fellow, and a rising man! Observe, please, that I quote papas own words.

I must stop abruptly, because a tiny cry from the nursery informs me that King Baby is awake, and demands instant attention!  With kindest love and congratulations, your ever affectionate, Katie Hall.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Conclusion.

Once again, and for the last time, we visit the floating light.

It was a calm sunny evening, about the end of autumn, when the Trinity tender, having effected the relief of the old Gull, left her in order to perform the same service for her sister light-vessels.

Good-bye, Welton, good-bye, lads, cried the superintendent, waving his hand as the tenders boat pushed off and left them, for another period of duty, in their floating home.

Good-bye, sir, replied the mate and men, touching their caps.

Now, sir, said Dick Moy to the mate, shortly after, when they were all, except the watch, assembled below round the galley stove, are you goin to let us ave a bit o that there letter, accordin to promise?

What letter? inquired Jack Shales, who having only accomplished half of his period of service on board  one month  had not come off with his comrades, and knew little or nothing of what had occurred on shore.

A letter from the lighthouse from Jim, said the mate, lighting his pipe, received it this forenoon just as we were gettin ready to come off.

All well and hearty, I hope? asked Jerry MacGowl, seating himself on a bench, and rolling some tobacco between his palms, preparatory to filling his pipe.

All well, replied the mate, pulling out the letter in question, and regarding the address with much interest; an strange news in it.

Well, then, lets ear wot its all about, said Dick Moy; theres time to read it afore sunset, an it aint fair to keep fellers in all the hagonies of hexpectation.

Thats true enough, said Jerry with a grin. Arrah! its bustin I am already wid kooriosity. Heave ahead, sir, an be marciful.

Thus entreated, Mr Welton glanced at his watch, sat down, and, opening his letter, read as follows:  

Dear Father,  Here we are, thank God, comfortably settled in the new lighthouse, and Nora and I both agree that although it is more outlandish, it is much more cheerful in every way than our last abode, although it is very wild-like, and far from the mainland. Billy Towler, my assistant,  who has become such a strapping fellow that youd scarce know him,  is also much pleased with it. The children, too, give a decided opinion in favour of the place, and even the baby, little Morley, seems to know that he has made a change for the better!

Babys name brings me to the news that Ive got to tell you. Morley Jones has come back! Youll be surprised to hear that, I daresay, but its a fact. He got a ticket-of-leave, and never rested till he found out where Nora was. He came to us one evening some time ago, and fell down in a sort of fit close to the lighthouse-door, while Nora was sitting in front of it, and the children were romping with Neptune beside her. Poor fellow! he was so changed, so old, and so white-haired and worn, that we did not know him at first; but after we had washed the blood off his face  for he had cut himself when he fell  I recognised the old features.

But he is changed in other respects too, in a way that has filled my dear wifes heart with joy. Of course you are aware that he got no drink during the seven years of his imprisonment. Now that he is free he refuses to let a drop of anything stronger than water pass his lips. He thinks it is his only chance, and I believe he is right. He says that nothing but the thought of Nora, and the hope of one day being permitted to return to ask her forgiveness on his knees, enabled him to endure his long captivity with resignation. I do assure you, father, that it almost brings tears to my eyes to see the way in which that man humbles himself before his daughter. Noras joy is far too deep for words, but it is written plainly in her face. She spent all her spare time with him at first, reading the Bible to him, and trying to convince him that it was not the thought of her, but Gods mercy and love that had put it into his heart to repent, and desire to reform. He does not seem quite inclined to take that view of it, but he will come to it, sooner or later, for we have the sure promise that the Lord will finish the good work He has begun. We have hired a room for him in a little village within half a mile of us. It is small, but comfortable enough, and he seems to be quite content with it  as well he may be, with Nora and the children going constantly about him!

I tell you what, father, the longer I live with Nora, the more I feel that I have got the truest-hearted and most loveable wife in all the wide world! The people of the village would go any length to serve her; and as to their children, I believe they worship the ground she walks on, as Jerry MacGowl used to say.

Och, the idolatrous haythens! growled Jerry.

And the way she manages our dear youngsters, continued the mate, reading on, without noticing Jerrys interruption, would do your heart good to see. It reminds me of Dick Moys wife, who is about the best mother I ever met with  next to Nora, of course!

Humph! said Dick, with a grim smile; wery complimentary. I wonder wot my old ooman will say to that?

Shell say, no doubt, that shell expect you to take example by Jim Welton when speaking of your wife, observed Jack Shales. I wonder, Dick, what ever could have induced Mrs Moy to marry such a fellow as you?

I spose, retorted Dick, lighting his pipe, that it was to escape the chance o bein tempted, in a moment of weakness, to marry the likes o you.

Hear, hear, cried MacGowl, thats not unlikely, Dick. An, sure, she might have gone farther an fared worse. Youre a good lump of a man, anyhow; though you havent much to boast of in the way of looks. Howsever, it seems to me that looks dont go far wid sensible girls. Faix, the uglier a man is, its the better chance he has o gittin a purty wife. I have a brother, myself, whos a dale uglier than the figurhead of an owld Dutch galliot, an hes married the purtiest little girl in Ireland, he has.

If ye want to hear the end of Jims letter, boys, youd better shut up your potato-traps, interposed Mr Welton.

Thats true  fire away, said Shales.

The mate continued to read.

Youll be glad to hear that the old dog Neptune is well and hearty. He is a great favourite here, especially with the children. Billy Towler has taught him a number of tricks  among other things he can dive like a seal, and has no objection whatever to let little Morley choke him or half punch out his eyes. Tell mother not to be uneasy on that point, for though Neptune has the heart of a lion he has the temper of a lamb.

There is an excellent preacher, belonging to the Wesleyan body, who comes here occasionally on Sundays, and has worship in the village. He is not much of a preacher, but hes an earnest, God-fearing man, and has made the name of Jesus dear to some of the people here, who, not long ago, were quite careless about their souls. Careless about their souls! Oh, father, how often I think of that, now. How strange it seems that we should ever be thus careless! What should we say of the jeweller who would devote all his time and care to the case that held his largest diamond, and neglect the gem itself? Nora has got up a Sunday school at the village, and Billy helps her with it. The Grotto did wonders for him  so he says himself.

I must close this letter sooner than I intended, for I hear Noras voice, like sweet music in the distance, singing out that dinner is ready; and if I keep the youngsters waiting long, theyll sing out in a sharper strain of melody!

So now, father, good-bye for the present. We all unite in sending our warmest love to dear mother and yourself. Kindest remembrances also to my friends in the floating light. As much of my heart as Nora and the children can spare is on board of the old Gull. May God bless you all.  Your affectionate son, James Welton.

The sun will be down in a few minutes, sir, said the watch, looking down the hatchway, while the men were engaged in commenting on Jims letter.

I know that, replied the mate, glancing at his timepiece, as he went on deck.

The upper edge of the sun was just visible above the horizon, gleaming through the haze like a speck of ruddy fire. The shipping in the Downs rested on a sea so calm that each rope and mast and yard was faithfully reflected. Ramsgate  with the exception of its highest spires  was overshadowed by the wing of approaching night. The Goodwin Sands were partially uncovered; looking calm and harmless enough, with only a snowy ripple on their northern extremity, where they were gently kissed by the swell of the North Sea, and with nothing, save a riven stump or a half-buried stem-post, to tell of the storms and wrecks with which their name is so sadly associated.

All around breathed of peace and tranquillity when the mate, having cast a searching glance round the horizon, leaned over the hatchway and shouted Lights up!

The customary Ay, ay, sir, was followed by the prompt appearance of the crew. The winch was manned, the signal given, and, just as the sun went down, the floating light went up, to scatter its guiding and warning beams far and wide across the darkening waste of water.

May our little volume prove a truthful reflector to catch up a few of those beams, and, diverting them from their legitimate direction, turn them in upon the shore to enlighten the mind and tickle the fancy of those who dwell upon the land  and thus, perchance, add another thread to the bond of sympathy already existing between them and those whose lot it is to battle with the winds, and live upon the sea.
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Chapter One.

Treats of the Engine-Drivers House and Household.

Talk of earthquakes! not all the earthquakes that have rumbled in Ecuador or toppled over the spires and dwellings of Peru could compare, in the matter of dogged pertinacity, with that earthquake which diurnally and hourly shocked little Gerties dwelling, quivered the white dimity curtains of little Gerties bed and shook little Gerties frame. A graceful, rounded little frame it was; yet strong, and firmly knit  perhaps in consequence of its having been from infancy so constantly and so well shaken together.

Her neat little body was surmounted by a head which no sculptor in search of an antique model would have chosen. Gerties profile was not Grecian; her features were not classic  but they were comely, and rosy, and so sweet that most people wanted to kiss them, and many people did. Gertie did not object. Probably, being only six, she imagined that this was the ordinary and natural method of salutation. Yet it was observable that the child did not reciprocate kisses except in one or two special cases. She had evidently a mind of her own, a fact which was displayed most strikingly, in the passionate manner in which she reciprocated the embraces of John Marrot, her father, when that large hairy individual came in of an evening, and, catching her in his long arms, pressed her little body to his damp pilot-cloth-coated breast and her chubby face to his oily, smoke-and-soot begrimed countenance, forgetful for the moment of the remonstrance from his wife that was sure to follow:  

Now then, John, there you go again. You aint got no more power of subjewin your feelings than one of your own ingines, wich is the schreechinist, fizzinist, crashinist, bustin things I ever ad the misfortune to ave to do with. Theres a clean frock just put on this mornin only fit for the wash-tub now?

But John was an easy-going man. He was mild, kind, sedate, undemonstrative by nature, and looked upon slight matrimonial breezes as being good for the health. It was only Gertie who could draw him into demonstrations of feeling such as we have described, and, as we have said, she always reciprocated them violently, increasing thereby the wash-tub necessity tenfold.

It would have been strange indeed if John Marrot could have been much put about by a small matrimonial breeze, seeing that his life was spent in riding on an iron monster with white-hot lungs and boiling bowels which carried him through space day and night at the rate of fifty miles an hour! This, by the way, brings us back to our text  earthquakes.

Gerties house  or Gerties fathers house, if you prefer it  stood close to the embankment of one of our great arterial railways  which of them, for reasons best known to ourself, we dont intend to tell, but, for the readers comfort, we shall call it the Grand National Trunk Railway. So close did the house stand to the embankment that timid female passengers were known occasionally to scream as they approached it, under the impression that the train had left the rails and was about to dash into it  an impression which was enhanced and somewhat justified by the circumstance that the house stood with one of its corners; instead of its side, front, or back; towards the line; thereby inducing a sudden sensation of wrongness in the breasts of the twenty thousand passengers who swept past it daily. The extreme edge of its most protruding stone was exactly three yards four inches  by measurement  from the left rail of the down line.

Need we say more to account for the perpetual state of earthquakedom, in which that house was involved?

But the tremors and shocks to which it was exposed  by night and by day  was not all it had to bear. In certain directions of the wind it was intermittently enveloped in clouds of mingled soot and steam, and, being situated at a curve on the line where signalling became imminently needful, it was exposed to all the varied horrors of the whistle from the sharp screech of interrogation to the successive bursts of exasperation, or the prolonged and deadly yell of intimidation, with all the intermediate modulations  so that, what with the tremors, and shocks, and crashes, and shrieks, and thunderous roar of trains, Gerties fathers house maintained an upright front in circumstances that might have been equalled but could not have been surpassed by those of the Eddystone Lighthouse in the wildest of winter storms, while it excelled that celebrated building in this, that it faced a storm which knew no calm, but raged furiously all the year round.

John Marrot was an engine-driver on the Grand National Trunk Railway. This is equivalent to saying that he was a steady, sober, trustworthy man. None but men of the best character are nowadays put in so responsible a position. Nearly all the drivers on the line were of this kind  some better than others, no doubt, but all good. Of course there are exceptions to every rule. As in the best regulated families accidents will happen, so, on the best conducted lines, an occasional black sheep will get among the drivers, but this is the exception that proves the rule. The rule in the Grand National Trunk Railway was  get the best drivers and pay them well. The same may be said of the firemen, whose ambition was ultimately to drive the iron chargers which they fed. Besides being all that we have said, John was a big, burly, soft-hearted, hard-headed man, who knew that two and two in ordinary circumstances made four, and who didnt require to be told that his left foot was not his right one.

It was generally supposed that John Marrot had no nerves, and that his muscles had imbibed some of the iron of which his engine was composed. This was a mistake, though there was some truth in both suppositions.

Johns family consisted of himself when at home, which, although often, was never for long; his wife  fat and fair, capable of being roused, but, on the whole, a good, sensible, loving woman; his eldest daughter, Lucy or Loo  nineteen, dark, pretty, and amiable; his youngest daughter, Gertrude, alias Gertie  six, sunny and serious, at least as serious as was possible for one so young, so innocent, so healthy, and so happy as she; his son Bob, aged twelve, who was a lamp-boy at the great station not far off, and of whom it may be briefly said that he was no better than he should be, and, lastly, the baby  not yet at the walking period of life, with a round head, round body, round eyes, and a round dozen at least  if not more  of hairs standing straight up on the top of his bald pate, suggesting the idea that he must at some period of his life have been singed by a passing locomotive  an event not by any means beyond the bounds of possibility, for it may be written, with more truth of this, than of any other infant, that he had been born and nurtured amid thunder, smoke, and blazes.

As might have been expected in the circumstances, he was a powerful baby. We cannot afford space for a full description, but it would be wrong to omit mention of the strength of his lungs. The imitative tendency of children is proverbial. Clearly the locomotive was baby Marrots pattern in many things. No infant that ever drew breath equalled this one at a yell. There was absolutely a touch of sublimity in the sound of the duet  frequently heard  when baby chanced to be performing a solo and his fathers engine went shrieking past with a running accompaniment! It is a disputed point to this day which of the two beat the other; and it is an admitted fact that nothing else could equal either.

There were two other inmates of John Marrots house  not members of the family. One was his fireman, William Garvie, who lodged with him, the other a small servant or maid-of-all-work who led a rugged existence, but appeared to enjoy it, although it kept her thin. Her name was Ann Stocks, familiarly known as Nanny.

We are thus particular in describing the engine-drivers household because, apart from other reasons, a group of human beings who could live, and thrive, and eat, and sleep, and love, and learn, and so forth, in such circumstances is noteworthy.

It was quite a treat  believe it, reader  to see little Gertie and the baby slumber while the engines were apparently having a night of it outside! Come with us and behold. It is 10:30 p.m. Father is crossing country on the limited mail at any pace you choose between fifty and eighty miles an hour, time having been lost at the last station, owing to the unaccountable disappearance of a first-class passenger, and time having to be made up by fair means or otherwise. His mate stands beside him. In the family mansion pretty Loo sleeps like a good angel, as she is, in a small room farthest from the corner next the line, but with her we have nothing to do at present. Nanny, also sound asleep, lies in some place of profound obscurity among the coals in the lower regions of the house, laying in that store of health and vigour which will enable her to face the rugged features of the following day. We dismiss her, also, with the hope that she may survive the coal-dust and the lack of oxygen, and turn to the chief room of the house  the kitchen, parlour, dining-room, drawing-room, nursery, and family bedroom all in one. Engine-drivers are not always so badly off for space in their domiciles, but circumstances which are not worth mentioning have led John Marrot to put up with little. In this apartment, which is wonderfully clean and neat, there are two box-beds and a sort of crib. Baby sleeps  as only babies can  in perfect bliss in the crib; Gertie slumbers with her upturned sweet little face shaded by the white dimity curtains in one bed; Mrs Molly Marrot snores like a grampus in the other. It is a wide bed, let deep into the wall, as it were, and Mrs Ms red countenance looms over the counterpane like the setting sun over a winter fog-bank.

Hark? A rumble in the far distance  ominous and low at first, but rapidly increasing to the tones of distant thunder. It is the night express for the North  going at fifty miles an hour. At such a rate of speed it might go right round the world in twenty-one days! While yet distant the whistle is heard, shrill, threatening, and prolonged. Louder and louder; it is nearing the curve now and the earth trembles  the house trembles too, but Gerties parted lips breathe as softly as before; babys eyes are as tight and his entire frame as still as when he first fell asleep. Mrs Marrot, too, maintains the monotony of her snore. Round the curve it comes at last, hammer and tongs, thundering like Olympus, and yelling like an iron fiend. The earthquake is on! The embankment shudders; the house quivers; the doors, windows, cups, saucers, and pans rattle. Outside, all the sledge-hammers and anvils in Vulcans smithy are banging an obbligato accompaniment to the hissing of all the serpents that Saint Patrick drove out of Ireland as the express comes up; still Gerties rest is unbroken. She does indeed give a slight smile and turn her head on the other side, as if she had heard a pleasant whisper, but nothing more. Baby, too, vents a prolonged sigh before plunging into a profounder depth of repose. Mrs Marrot gives a deprecatory grunt between snores, but it is merely a complimentary Hallo! s that you? sort of question which requires no answer.

As the rushing storm goes by a timid and wakeful passenger happens to lower the window and look out. He sees the house. Its all over? are his last words as he falls back in his seat and covers his face with his hands. He soon breathes more freely on finding that it is not all over, but fifteen or twenty miles lie between him and the house he expected to annihilate, before his nervous system has quite recovered its tone.

This, reader, is a mere sample of the visitations by which that family was perpetually affected, though not afflicted. Sometimes the rushing masses were heavy goods trains, which produced less fuss, but more of earthquake. At other times red lights, intimating equally danger and delay, brought trains to a stand close to the house, and kept them hissing and yelling there as if querulously impatient to get on. The uproar reached its culminating point about 12:45, on the night of which we write, when two trains from opposite directions were signalled to wait, which they did precisely opposite John Marrots windows, and there kept up such a riot of sound as feeble language is impotent to convey. To the accustomed ears the whistle and clank of a checked and angry pilot-engine might have been discerned amid the hullabaloo; but to one whose experience in such matters was small, it might have seemed as though six or seven mad engines were sitting up on end, like monster rabbits on a bank, pawing the air and screaming out their hearts in the wild delirium of unlimited power and ungovernable fury. Still, although they moved a little, the sleepers did not awake  so potent is the force of habit! However, it did not last long. The red lights removed their ban, the white lights said Come on, the monster rabbits gave a final snort of satisfaction and went away  each with its tail of live-stock, or minerals, or goods, or human beings, trailing behind it.

The temporary silence round the house was very intense, as may well be believed  so much so that the heavy foot-fall of a man in the bypath that led to it sounded quite intrusive.

He was a tall broad-shouldered man in a large pilot coat, cap and boots, and appeared to walk somewhat lame as he approached the door. He tried the handle. It was locked, of course.

I thought so, he muttered in a low bass voice; so much for a bad memory.

He rapped twice on the door, loudly, with his knuckles and then kicked it with his boot. Vain hope! If a burglar with a sledge-hammer had driven the door in, he would have failed to tickle the drum of any ear there. The man evidently was aware of this, for, changing his plan, he went round to a back window on the ground-floor, and opened it at the top with some difficulty. Peeping in he gazed for some time intently, and then exclaimed under his breath, Ha! its open by good luck. Gathering a handful of gravel, he threw it into the house with considerable force.

The result proved that he had not aimed at random, for the shower entered the open door of Nannys sleeping-cellar and fell smartly on her face.

It is well-known that sailors, although capable of slumbering through loud and continuous noises, can be awakened by the slightest touch, so likewise Nanny. On receiving the shower of gravel she incontinently buried her head in the blankets, drew an empty coal-scuttle over her shoulders and began to shout thieves! and murder! at the top of her voice. Having taken such pains to muffle it, of course no one heard her cries. The man, if a burglar, had evidently a patient philosophical turn of mind, for he calmly waited till the damsel was exhausted, and when she at length peeped out to observe the effect of her heroic efforts at self-preservation he said quietly, Nanny, lass, dont be a fool! Its me; open the door; Ive gone an forgot my latch-key.

Oh la! master, it aint you, is it? It aint thieves and robbers, is it?

No, no. Open the door like a good girl.

And it aint an accident, is it? continued Nanny partially dressing in haste. Oh, I knows its a accident, Missus always prophesied as a accident would come to pass some day, which has come true. Youre not maimed, master?

No, no; be quick, girl!

Nor Willum aint maimed, is he? He aint dead? Oh dont say Willum is

Bill Garvies all right, said the engine-driver, as he brushed past the girl and went up-stairs.

Now, although Mrs Marrots ears were totally deaf to locomotives they were alert enough to the sound of her husbands voice. When, therefore, he entered the kitchen, he found her standing on the floor with an ample shawl thrown round her.

Nothing wrong? she inquired anxiously.

Nothing, Molly, my dear, only I got a slight bruise on the leg in the engine-shed to-day, and I had to go up an show it to the doctor, dye see, before comin home, which has made me later than usual.

Are you sure its not a back hurt, father? asked Loo, coming in at the moment  also enveloped in a shawl, and looking anxious.

Sure? ay, Im sure enough; its only a scratch. See here.

Saying this he removed one of his boots, and pulling up his trousers displayed a bandaged leg.

Well, but we cant see through the bandages, you know, said Mrs Marrot.

Let me take them off, father, and Ill replace

Take em off! exclaimed John, pulling down the leg of his trouser and rising with a laugh. No, no, Loo; why, its only just bin done up all snug by the doctor, whod kick up a pretty shindy if he found I had undid it. Theres one good will come of it anyhow, I shall have a day or two in the house with you all; for the doctor said I must give it a short rest. So, off to bed again, Loo. This is not an hour for a respectable young woman to be wanderin about in her night-dress. Away with you!

Was any one else hurt, father? said Loo. She asked the question anxiously, but there was a slight flush on her cheek and a peculiar smile which betrayed some hidden feeling.

No one else, returned her father. I tell ee it wasnt an accident at all  it was only a engine that brushed up agin me as I was comin out o the shed. Thats all; so I just came home and left Will Garvie to look after our engine. There, run away.

Loo smiled, nodded and disappeared, followed by Mrs Marrot, who went, like a sensible woman, to see that her alarmed domestic was all right. While she was away John went to the crib and kissed the rosy cheek of his sleeping boy. Then he bent over the bed with the white dimity curtains to Miss Gerties forehead, for which purpose he had to remove a mass of curly hair with his big brown hand.

Bless you, my darling, he said in silent speech, you came near bein fatherless this night  nearer than you ever was before. He kissed her again tenderly, and a fervent thank the Lord! rose from his heart to heaven.

In less than half-an-hour after this the engine-drivers family sank into profound repose, serenaded by the music of a mineral train from the black country, which rushed laboriously past their dwelling like an over-weighted thunderbolt.




Chapter Two.

The Driver Visits a Little Elderly Gentlewoman and Prepares the Iron Horse for Action.

Next day John Marrot spent the brief period of repose accorded by the doctor to his leg in romping about the house with the baby in his arms. Being a large man, accustomed to much elbow-room and rapid motion, and the house being small, John may be said to have been a dangerous character in the family on such occasions. Apart from baby, no elephant was ever more sluggish in his motions; but when coupled  professionally speaking  to his own tender infant, John knew no bounds, his wife knew no rest and his baby knew no higher earthly bliss.

Sometimes it was on his shoulder, sometimes on his head and often on his foot, riding with railway speed to Banbury Cross. Again it was on its back in the crib or on the bed being tickled into fits of laughter, which bid fair at times to merge into fits of convulsion, to the horror of little Gertie, who came in for a large share of that delightful holidays enjoyment, but whose spirit was frequently harrowed with alarm at the riotous conduct of her invalid father. In his glee the man might have been compared to a locomotive with a bad driver, who was constantly shutting off the steam and clapping on the brakes too soon or too late, thus either falling short of or overshooting his mark. What between the door and the dresser, the fire, the crib, the window, and the furniture, John showed himself a dreadfully bad pilot and was constantly running into or backing out of difficulties. At last towards the afternoon of that day, while performing a furious charge round the room with baby on his head, he overturned the wash-tub, which filled the baby with delirious joy, and Gertie with pleasurable alarm.

As for Mrs Marrot, she was too happy to have her husband at home for a whole day to care much about trifles, nevertheless she felt it her duty to reprove him, lest the children should learn a bad lesson.

There now, John, I knew youd do it at last. Youre much too violent, and you shouldnt ought to risk the babys neck in that way. Such a mess! How can you expect me to keep things tidy if you go on so?

John was very penitent. He did not reply at first, but putting baby into the crib  where it instantly drowned with a great yell the shriek of a passing train  he went down on his knees and began to swab up the water with a jack-towel. Loo ran laughingly from the corner where she had been sewing, and insisted on doing it for him.

Youll hurt your leg, father, if you bend it so, and Im sure it must be swelled and pained enough already with so much romping.

Not a bit, Loo, objected John. It was me as caused the mess, an justice requires that I should swab it up. There, go sew that sentiment into a sampler an hang it up over yer bed.

But Loo would not give in. While they were still engaged in the controversy the door opened, and young Bob Marrot stood before them with his eyes wide open and his hair straight up on end, as if he had recently seen a ghost. This aspect, however, was no sign of alarm, being his normal condition.

Ha! seems to me, somehow, that somebodys bin up to somethin.

Right Bob, replied his father, rising from his knees and throwing the jack-towel at him.

The lad easily evaded the shot, being well accustomed to elude much more deadly missiles, and, picking up the towel, quietly set to work to perform the duty in dispute.

Youre wanted, he said, looking up at his father while he wrung the towel over a tin basin.

Eh! Where?

Up at the shed.

Im on sick leave, said John.

Cant help that. The 6:30 p.m. passenger train must be drove, and theres nobody left but you to drive it. Jones is away with a goods train owin to Maxwell having sprained his ankle, and Long Thompson is down with small-pox, so youll have to do it. I offered em my services, but the manager he said that intelligent lads couldnt be spared for such menial work, and told me to go and fetch you.

Maxwell had no business to sprain his ankle, said John Marrot. Howsever, he added cheerfully, Ive had a rare good holiday, an the legs all but right again, so, Molly, lets have an early tea; Ill give it a good rest for another half-hour and then be ready for the 6:30 p.m-ers. Cut off your steam, will you?

This last observation was made to the baby, and was accompanied by a shake and a toss towards the ceiling which caused him to obey instantly, under the impression, no doubt that the fun was to be renewed. Being, however, consigned to the care of Gertie he again let on the steam and kept it up during the whole time the family were at tea  which meal they enjoyed thoroughly, quite regardless of the storm.

He was asleep when his father rose at last and buttoned his heavy coat up to the chin, while Mrs Marrot stood on tiptoe to arrange more carefully the woollen shawl round his neck.

Now, dont stand more than you can help on your hurt leg, John.

Certainly not, duckie, said John, stooping to kiss the upturned face; Ill sit on the rail as much as I can, like a Merican racoon. By the way, he added, turning suddenly to Loo, you delivered that note from young Mr Tipps to his mother?

Yes, immediately after I got it from you; and I waited to see if there was an answer, but she said there wasnt. It must have contained bad news, I fear, for she turned pale while she read it.

Hm, well, said John, putting on his cap, dont know nothin about what was in it, so its no bizzness o mine.

With a hearty good-evening to all, and a special embrace to Gertie, the engine-driver left his home, accompanied by Bob his hopeful son.

Mr Sharp, said Bob, as they walked along, has bin makin oncommon partikler inquiries among us about some o the porters. I raither think theyre a bad lot.

Not at all, replied his father severely. Theyre no more a bad lot than the drivers, or, for the matter of that, than the clerks or the directors, or the lamp-boys. You ought to be gittin old enough by this time, Bob, to know that every lot o fish in this world, however good, has got a few bad uns among em. As a rule railway directors and railway clerks, and railway porters and railway officials of all sorts are good  more or less  the same may be said of banks an insurances, an all sorts of things  but, do what ye may, a black sheep or two will git in among em, and, of course, the bigger the consarn, the more numerous the black sheep. Even the clergy aint free from that uniwersal law of natur. But whats Mr Sharp bin inquiring arter?

Ah  wot indeed! replied Bob; ow should I know? Mr Sharp aint the man to go about the line with a ticket on his back tellin wot hes arter. By no means. Plice superintendents aint usually given to that; but hes arter somethin partickler.

Well, that aint no bizzness of ours, Bob, so we dont need to trouble our heads about it. Theres nothin like mindin yer own bizzness. Same time, added John after a short pause, thats no reason why, as a sea-farin friend o mine used to say, a man shouldnt keep his weather-eye open, dye see?

Bob intimated that he did see, by winking with the eye that chanced to be next his parent; but further converse between father and son was interrupted at a turn in the road, where they were joined by a stout, broad-shouldered young man, whose green velveteen jacket vest, and trousers bespoke him a railway porter.

Evenin, Sam, said our driver with a friendly nod; goin on night dooty, eh?

Yes, worse luck, replied Sam, thrusting his powerful hands into his pockets.

Why so, Sam, you aint used to mind night dooty?

No more I do, said Sam testily, but my missus is took bad, and theres no one to look after her properly  for that old ooman we got aint to be trusted. Tis a hard thing to have to go on night dooty when a higher dooty bids me stay at home.

There was a touch of deep feeling in the tone in which the latter part of Sam Natlys remark was uttered. His young wife, to whom he had been only a year married, had fallen into bad health, and latterly the doctors had given him little encouragement to hope for her recovery.

Sam, said John Marrot stopping, Ill go an send a friend, as I knows of, to look after yer wife.

A friend? said Sam; you cant mean any o your own family, John, for you havent got time to go back that length now, and

Well, never mind, Ive got time to go where Im agoin. You run on to the shed, Bob, and tell Garvie that Ill be there in fifteen minutes.

The engine-driver turned off abruptly, and, increasing his pace to a smart walk, soon stood before the door of one of those uncommonly small neat suburban villas which the irrigating influence of the Grand National Trunk Railway had caused to spring up like mushrooms around the noisy, smoky, bustling town of Clatterby  to the unspeakable advantage of that class of gentlefolk who possess extremely limited incomes, but who, nevertheless, prefer fresh air to smoke.

Is your missus at ome? he inquired of the stout elderly woman who answered to his modest summons  for although John was wont to clatter and bang through the greater part of his daily and nightly career, he was tender of touch and act when out of his usual professional beat.

Yes; do you wish to see her?

I does, my dear. Sorry I avent got a card with me, but if youll just say that its John Marrot, the engine-driver, I dessay thatll do for a free pass.

The elderly woman went off with a smile, but returned quickly with an anxious look, and bade the man follow her. He was ushered into a small and poorly furnished but extremely neat and clean parlour, where sat a thin little old lady in an easy-chair, looking very pale.

Evnin, maam, said John, bowing and looking rougher and bigger than usual in such a small apartment.

You  you  dont bring bad news, I hope!  my son Joseph

Oh no, Mrs Tipps, not by no means, said Marrot, hasting to relieve the timid old ladys feelings, Mr Joseph is all right  nothing wotiver wrong with him  nor likely to be, maam. Leastwise he wos all right wen I seed im last.

And when might that be? asked the timid old lady with a sigh of relief as she clasped her hands tightly together.

Wy, let me see, said John, touching his forehead, it was yesterday evenin wen I came up with the northern express.

But many accidents might have happened since yesterday evening, said Mrs Tipps, still in an anxious tone.

Thats true, maam. All the engines on the Grand Trunk from the Pentland Firth to the Channel might have busted their bilers since that time  but it aint likely, replied John, with a bland smile.

And  and what was my son doing when you passed him? Did you speak to him?

Speak to him! Bless your heart, maam, said John, with another benignant smile, I went past Langrye station at sixty mile an hour, so we hadnt much chance to speak to each other. It would have been as much as we could have managed, if wed tried it, to exchange winks.

Dreadful! exclaimed Mrs Tipps in a low tone. Is that the usual rate of travelling on your railway?

Oh dear no, maam. Its only my express train as goes at that rate. Other expresses run between forty and fifty miles, an ornary trains average about thirty miles an hour  goods, they go at about twenty, more or less; but they varies a good deal. The train I drives is about the fastest in the kingdom, wich is pretty much the same as sayin its the fastest in the world, maam. Sometimes Im obleeged to go as high as nigh seventy miles an hour to make up time.

The fastest mail-coaches in my young days, said Mrs Tipps, used to go at the rate of ten miles an hour, I believe.

Pretty much so, said John. They did manage a mile or two more, Im told, but that was their average of crawlin with full steam on.

And you sometimes drive at sixty or seventy miles an hour?

Yes, maam.

With people in the carriages?

Cernly, maam.

How I wish that I had lived a hundred years ago! sighed poor Mrs Tipps.

Youd have bin a pretty old girl by this time if you had, thought the engine-driver, but he was too polite to give utterance to the thought.

And what was my son doing when you passed him at that frightful speed  you could see him, I suppose?

Oh yes, maam, I could see him well enough. He was talkin an laughin, as far as I could make out, with an uncommon pretty girl.

Indeed! exclaimed Mrs Tipps, flushing slightly  for she was extremely sensitive,  and evidently much relieved by this information. Well, my good man, what do you wish me to do for you? anything that is in my power to

Thankee, maam, but I dont want you to do nothin for me.

Then what have you to say to me? added the old lady with a little smile that was clearly indicative of a kind little heart.

Ive come to take the liberty, maam, of askin you to do one of my mates a favour.

Most willingly, said Mrs Tipps with animation. I shall never forget that you saved my dear Josephs life by pulling him off the line when one of your dreadful engines was going straight over him. Anything that I am capable of doing for you or your friends will be but a poor return for what you have done for me. I have often asked you to allow me to make me some such return, Mr Marrot, and have been grieved at your constant refusal. I am delighted that you come to me now.

Youre very good to say so, maam. The fact is that one o my friends, a porter on the line, named Sam Natly, has a young wife who is, I fear, far gone wi consumption; shes worse to-night an poor Sams obliged to go on night dooty, so he cant look arter her, an the old ooman theyve got aint worth nothin. So I thought Id make bold, maam, to ask you to send yer servant to git a proper nurse to take charge of her to-night, it would be

Ill go myself! exclaimed Mrs Tipps, interrupting, and starting up with a degree of alacrity that astonished the engine-driver. Here, write down the address on that piece of paper  you can write, I suppose?

Yes, maam, replied John, modestly, as he bent down and wrote the address in a bold flowing hand, I raither think I can write. I write notes, on a paper Ive got to fill up daily, on the engine; an wen a mans trained to do that, maam, its my opinion hes fit to write in any circumstances whatsomedever. Why, youd hardly believe it, maam, but I do assure you, that I wrote my fust an last love-letter to my missus on the engine. I was drivin the Lightenin at the time  thats the name o my engine, maam, an they calls me Jack Blazes in consikence  well, Id bin courtin Molly, off-an-on, for about three months. She blonged to Pinchley station, you must know, where we used to stop to give her a drink

What! to give Molly a drink?

No, maam, replied John, with a slight smile, to give the ingine a drink. Well, she met me nigh every day xcept Sundays at that station, and as wed a pretty long time there  about five minutes  we used to spend it beside the pump, an made the most of it. But somehow I took it into my head that Molly was playin fast an loose with me, an I was raither cool on her for a time. Howsever, her father bein a pointsman, she wos shifted along with him to Langrye station  thats where your son is, maam  an as we dont stop there we was obleeged to confine our courtship to a nod an a wave of a handkerchief. Leastwise she shook out a white handkerchief an I flourished a lump o cotton-waste. Well, one day as we was close upon Langrye station  about two miles  I suddenly takes it into my head that Id bring the thing to a pint, so I sings out to my mate  that was my fireman, maam  says I, look out Jim, an I draws out my pencil an bends my legs  you must always bend your legs a little, maam, wen you writes on a locomotive, it makes springs of em, so to speak  an I writes on the back of a blank time-bill, Molly, my dear, no more shilly-shallyin with me. Times up. If youll be tender, Ill be locomotive. Only say the word and were coupled for life in three weeks. A white handkerchief means yes, a red un, no. If red, youll see a noo driver on the 10:15 a.m. express day after to-morrow. John Marrot. I was just in time to pitch the paper crumpled up right into her bosom, continued the driver, wiping his forehead as if the deep anxiety of that eventful period still affected him, an let me tell you, maam, it requires a deal o nice calculation to pitch a piece o crumpled paper true off a locomotive goin between fifty and sixty miles an hour; but it went all straight  I could see that before we was gone.

And what was the result? asked the little old lady as earnestly as if that result were still pending.

Wy, the result wos as it should be! My letter was a short un, but it turned out to be a powerful brake. Brought her up sharp  an we was coupled in less than six weeks.

Amazing phase of human life! observed Mrs Tipps, gazing in admiration at the stalwart giant who stood deferentially before her.

Well, it was a raither coorious kind o proposal, said Marrot with a smile, but it worked uncommon well. Ive never wanted to uncouple since then.

Pardon me, Mr Marrot, said Mrs Tipps, with little hysterical laugh  knowing that she was about to perpetrate a joke may I ask if there are any  any little tenders?

Oh, lots of em, replied John, quite a train of em; four livin an three gone dead. The last was coupled on only a short time ago. Youll excuse me now, maam, he added, pulling out and consulting the ponderous chronometer with which the company supplied him, I must go now, havin to take charge o the 6:30 p.m. train,  it aint my usual train, but Im obleeged to take it to-night owin to one of our drivers havin come by an accident. Evenin, maam.

John bowed, and retired so promptly that poor Mrs Tipps had no time to make further inquiry into the accident referred to  at the very mention of which her former alarm came back in full force. However, she wisely got the better of her own anxieties by throwing herself into those of others. Putting on her bonnet she sallied forth on her errand of mercy.

Meanwhile John Marrot proceeded to the engine-shed to prepare his iron horse for action. Here he found that his fireman, Will Garvie, and his cleaner, had been attending faithfully to their duty. The huge locomotive, which looked all the more gigantic for being under cover, was already quivering with that tremendous energy  that artificial life  which rendered it at once so useful and so powerful a servant of man. Its brasses shone with golden lustre, its iron rods and bars, cranks and pistons glittered with silvery sheen, and its heavier parts and body were gay with a new coat of green paint. Every nut and screw and lever and joint had been screwed up, and oiled, examined, tested, and otherwise attended to, while the oblong pit over which it stood when in the shed  and into which its ashes were periodically emptied  glowed with the light of its intense furnace. Ever and anon a little puff issued from its safety-valve, proving to John Marrot that there was life within his fiery steed sufficient to have blown the shed to wreck with all its brother engines, of which there were at the time two or three dozen standing  some disgorging their fire and water after a journey, and preparing to rest for the night; some letting off steam with a fiendish yell unbearably prolonged; others undergoing trifling repairs preparatory to starting next day, and a few, like that of our engine-driver, ready for instant action and snorting with impatience like war-horses scenting the battle from afar. The begrimed warriors, whose destiny it was to ride these iron chargers, were also variously circumstanced. Some in their shirt sleeves busy with hammer and file at benches hard by; others raking out fire-boxes, or oiling machinery; all busy as bees, save the few, who, having completed their preparations, were buttoning up their jackets and awaiting the signal to charge.

At last that signal came to John Marrot  not in a loud shout of command or a trumpet-blast, but by the silent hand of Time, as indicated on his chronometer.

But how, it may be asked, does John Marrot know precisely the hour at which he has to start, the stations he has to stop at, the various little acts of coupling on and dropping off carriages and trucks, and returning with trains or with empties within fixed periods so punctually, that he shall not interfere with, run into, or delay, the operations of the hundreds of drivers whose duties are as complex, nice, important, and swift as his own.

Reader, we reply that John knows it all in consequence of the perfection of system attained in railway management. Without this, our trains and rails all over the kingdom would long ago have been smashed up into what Irishmen expressively name smithereens.

The duty of arranging the details of the system devolves on the superintendents of departments on the line, namely, the passenger, goods, and locomotive superintendents, each of whom reigns independently and supreme in his own department, but of course, like the members of a well-ordered family, they have to consult together in order that their trains may be properly horsed, and the time of running so arranged that there shall be no clashing in their distinct though united interests. When the number of trains and time of running have been fixed, and finally published by the passenger superintendent  who is also sometimes the Out-door superintendent, and who has duties to perform that demand very considerable powers of generalship,  it is the duty of the locomotive superintendent to supply the requisite engines. This officer, besides caring for all the plant or rolling-stock, new and old, draws out periodically a schedule, in which is detailed to a nicety every minute act that has to be done by drivers  the hour at which each engine is to leave the shed on each day of the week, the number of each engine, its driver and fireman, and the duties to be performed; and this sheet contains complete daily (nay, almost hourly) directions for passenger, goods, and pilot-engines.

In order to secure attention to these regulations, each engineman is fined one shilling for every minute he is behind time in leaving the shed. The difficulty of making these runnings of trains dovetail into each other on lines where the traffic is great and constant, may well be understood to be considerable, particularly when it is remembered that ordinary regular traffic is interfered with constantly by numerous excursion, special, and other irregular trains, in the midst of which, also, time must be provided for the repair and renewal of the line itself, the turning of old rails, laying down of new ones, raising depressed sleepers, renewing broken chairs, etcetera,  all which is constantly going on, and that, too, at parts of the line over which hundreds of trains pass in the course of the twenty-four hours.

Besides the arrangements for the regular traffic, which are made monthly, a printed sheet detailing the special traffic, repairs of lines, new and altered signals, working arrangements, etcetera, is issued weekly to every member of the staff; particularly to engine-drivers and guards. We chance to possess one of these private sheets, issued by one of our principal railways. Let us peep behind the scenes for a moment and observe how such matters are managed.

The vacation has come to an end, and the boys of Rapscallion College will, on a certain day, pour down on the railway in shoals with money in hand and a confident demand for accommodation. This invading army must be prepared for. Ordinary trains are not sufficient for it. Delay is dangerous on railways; it must not be permitted; therefore the watchful superintendent writes an order which we find recorded as follows:  

Wednesday, 26th April,  Accommodation must be provided on this day in the 3:10 and 6:25 p.m. Up, and 2:25 and 6:10 p.m. Down Trains, for the Cadets returning to Rapscallion College. By the Trains named, Rapscallion College tickets will be collected at Whitewater on the Down journey, and at Smokingham on the Up journey. Oldershot to send a man to Whitewater to assist in the collection of these tickets.

Again  a Relief Train has to be utilised. It wont pay to run empty trains on the line unnecessarily, therefore the superintendent has his eye on it, and writes:  

April 23rd.  An Empty Train will leave Whiteheath for Woolhitch at about 8:10 p.m., to work up from Woolhitch at 9:05 p.m., calling at Woolhitch Dockyard and Curlton, and forming the 9:15 p.m. Up Ordinary Train from Whiteheath. Greatgun Street to provide Engines and Guards for this service.

This is but a slight specimen of the providing, dovetailing, timing, and guarding that has to be done on all the lines in the kingdom. In the same sheet from which the above is quoted, we find notes, cautions, and intimations as to such various matters as the holding of the levers of facing points when trains are passing through junctions; the attention required of drivers to new signals; the improper use of telegraph bells; the making search for lost passes; the more careful loading of goods waggons; the changes in regard to particular trains; the necessity of watchfulness on the part of station-masters, robberies having been committed on the line; the intimation of dates when and places where ballast trains are to be working on the line; the times and, places when and where repairs to line are to take place during the brief intervals between trains of the ordinary traffic; and many other matters, which naturally lead one to the belief that superintendents of railways must possess the eyes of Argus, the generalship of Wellington, and the patience of Job.

Being carefully hedged in, as we have shown, with strict rules and regulations, backed by fines in case of the slightest inattention, and the certainty of prompt dismissal in case of gross neglect or disobedience, with the possibility of criminal prosecution besides looming in the far distance, our friend, John Marrot, knowing his duties well, and feeling perfect confidence in himself and his superiors, consulted his chronometer for the last time, said, Now, then, Bill! and mounted his noble steed.

Will Garvie, who was putting a finishing drop of oil into some part of the machinery, took his station beside his mate and eased off the brake. John let off two sharp whistles (an imperative duty on the part of every driver before starting an engine) and let on the steam. The first was a very soft pulsation  a mere puff  but it was enough to move the ponderous engine as if it had been a cork, though its actual weight with tender was fifty-three tons. Another puff, and slowly the iron horse moved out of its stable. There was a gentle, oily, gliding, effect connected with its first movements that might have won the confidence even of timid Mrs Captain Tipps. Another puff of greater strength shot the engine forward with a sudden grandeur of action that would certainly have sent that ladys heart into her throat. In a few seconds it reached and passed the place where the siding was connected with the main line, and where a pointsman stood ready to shift the points. Here the obedient spirit of the powerful steed was finely displayed. Will Garvie reversed the action of the engines by a process which, though beautifully simple and easily done, cannot be easily described. John let on a puff of steam, and the engine glided backwards as readily as it had run forward. A few seconds afterwards it moved slowly under the magnificent arch of Clatterby station, and its buffers met those of the train it was destined to draw as if with a gentle touch of friendly greeting.

At the station all was bustle and noise; but here we must venture to do what no human being could accomplish in reality, compel the 6:30 p.m. train to wait there until it shall be our pleasure to give it the signal to start! Meanwhile we shall put back the clock an hour or so, ask the reader to return to Mrs Tipps residence and observe what transpired there while John Marrot was in the shed getting his iron steed ready for action.




Chapter Three.

In which the Widow holds Converse with a Captain, makes the Acquaintance of a Young Man, and receives a Telegraphic Shock, which ends in a Railway Journey.

Mrs Captain Tipps was, as we have said, a thin old lady of an excessively timid temperament. She was also, as we have shown, impulsively kind in disposition. Moreover, she was bird-like in aspect and action. We would not have it supposed, however, that her features were sharp. On the contrary, they were neat and rounded and well formed, telling of great beauty in youth, but her little face and mouth were of such a form that one was led irresistibly to expect to hear her chirp; she fluttered rather than walked and twittered rather than talked. Altogether she was a charming little old lady, with a pair of bead-like eyes as black as sloes. Happy that captain  a sea-captain, by the way, long since dead  round whom she had fluttered in days gone bye, and happy that son Joseph round whom, when at home, she fluttered now.

But Joseph was not often at home at the time we write of. He was an honest soul  a gentle, affectionate man with a handsome face, neat dapper little frame, something like his mother in many ways, yet not unmanly. He was too earnest, simple, unassuming, and unaffected to be that. He was a railway clerk, and had recently been appointed to Langrye station, about fifty miles from Clatterby, which necessitated his leaving his mothers roof; but Mrs Tipps consoled herself with the intention of giving up her little villa and going to live at Langrye.

Poverty, after the captains death, had seized upon the widow, and held her tightly down during the whole of that period when Joseph and his only sister Netta were being educated. But Mrs Tipps did her duty bravely by them. She was a practically religious woman, and tried most earnestly to rule her life in accordance with the blessed Word of God. She trained up her children in the way that they should go, in thorough reliance on the promise that they would not depart from it when they were old. She accepted the command, owe no man anything but to love one another, as given to herself as well as to the world at large  hence she kept out of debt, and was noted for deeds of kindness wherever she went.

But she was pinched during this period  terribly pinched  no one knew how severely save her daughter Netta, to whom she had been in the habit of confiding all her joys and sorrows from the time that the child could form any conception of what joy or sorrow meant. But Mrs Tipps did not weep over her sorrows, neither did she become boisterous over her joys. She was an equable, well-balanced woman in everything except the little matter of her nervous system. Netta was a counterpart of her mother. As time went on expenses increased, and living on small means became more difficult, so that Mrs Tipps was compelled to contemplate leaving the villa, poor and small though it was, and taking a cheaper residence. At this juncture a certain Captain Lee, an old friend of her late husband  also a sea-captain, and an extremely gruff one  called upon the widow, found out her straitened circumstances, and instantly offered her five hundred pounds, which she politely but firmly refused.

But madam, said the excitable captain on that memorable occasion, I must insist on your taking it. Excuse me, I have my own reasons,  and they are extremely good ones,  for saying that it is my duty to give you this sum and yours to take it. I owe it to your late husband, who more than once laid me under obligations to him.

Mrs Tipps shook her little head and smiled.

You are very kind, Captain Lee, to put it in that way, and I have no doubt that my dear husband did, as you say, lay you under many obligations because he was always kind to every one, but I cannot I assure you

Very well, interrupted the captain, wiping his bald head with his pocket-handkerchief angrily, then the money shall go to some charity  some  some ridiculous asylum or hospital for teaching logarithms to the Hottentots of the Cape, or something of that sort. I tell you, madam, he added with increased vehemence, seeing that Mrs Tipps still shook her head, I tell you that I robbed your husband of five hundred pounds!

Robbed him! exclaimed Mrs Tipps, somewhat shocked. Oh, Captain Lee, impossible!

Yes I did, replied the captain, crossing his arms and nodding his head firmly, robbed him. I laid a bet with him to that extent and won it.

That is not usually considered robbery, Captain Lee, said Mrs Tipps with a smile.

But that ought to be considered robbery, replied the captain, with a frown. Betting is a mean, shabby, contemptible way of obtaining money for nothing on false pretences. The man who bets says in his heart, I want my friends money without the trouble of working for it, therefore Ill offer to bet with him. In so doing Ill risk an equal sum of my own money. Thats fair and honourable! Is that logic? demanded the captain, vehemently, It is not! In the first place it is mean to want, not to speak of accepting, another mans money without working for it, and it is a false pretence to say that you risk your own money because it is not your own, it is your wifes and your childrens money, who are brought to poverty, mayhap, because of your betting tendencies, and it is your bakers and butchers money, whose bread and meat you devour (as long as theyll let you) without paying for it, because of your betting tendencies, and a proportion of it belongs to your church, which you rob, and to the poor, whom you defraud, because of your betting tendencies; and if you say that when you win the case is altered, I reply, yes, it is altered for the worse, because, instead of bringing all this evil down on your own head you hurl it, not angrily, not desperately, but, worse, with fiendish indifference on the head of your friend and his innocent family. Yes, madam, although many men do not think it so, betting is a dishonourable thing, and Im ashamed of having done it. I repent, Mrs Tipps, the money burns my fingers, and I must return it.

Dear me! exclaimed the old lady, quite unable to reply at once to such a gush. But Captain Lee, did you not say that it is mean to accept money without working for it, and yet you want me to accept five hundred pounds without working for it?

Oh! monstrous sophistry, cried the perplexed man, grasping desperately the few hairs that remained on his polished head, is there no difference then between presenting or accepting a gift and betting? Are there not circumstances also in which poverty is unavoidable and the relief of it honourable as well as delightful? not to mention the courtesies of life, wherein giving and receiving in the right spirit and within reasonable limits, are expressive of good-will and conducive to general harmony. Besides, I do not offer a gift. I want to repay a debt; by rights I ought to add compound interest to it for twenty years, which would make it a thousand pounds. Now, do accept it, Mrs Tipps, cried the captain, earnestly.

But Mrs Tipps remained obdurate, and the captain left her, vowing that he would forthwith devote it as the nucleus of a fund to build a collegiate institute in Cochin-China for the purpose of teaching Icelandic to the Japanese.

Captain Lee thought better of it, however, and directed the fund to the purchase of frequent and valuable gifts to little Joseph and his sister Netta, who had no scruples whatever in accepting them. Afterwards, when Joseph became a stripling, the captain, being a director in the Grand National Trunk Railway, procured for his protégé a situation on the line.

To return to our story after this long digression:  

We left Mrs Tipps in the last chapter putting on her bonnet and shawl, on philanthropic missions intent. She had just opened the door, when a handsome, gentlemanly youth, apparently about one or two and twenty, with a very slight swagger in his gait stepped up to it and, lifting his hat said  

Mrs Tipps, I presume? I bring you a letter from Clatterby station. Another messenger should have brought it, but I undertook the duty partly for the purpose of introducing myself as your sons friend. I  my name is Gurwood.

What!  Edwin Gurwood, about whom Joseph speaks so frequently, and for whom he has been trying to obtain a situation on the railway through our friend Captain Lee? exclaimed Mrs Tipps.

Yes, replied the youth, somewhat confused by the earnestness of the old ladys gaze, but pray read the letter  the telegram  I fear

He stopped, for Mrs Tipps had torn open the envelope, and stood gazing at it with terrible anxiety depicted on her face.

There is no cause for immediate fear, I believe, began Edwin, but Mrs Tipps interrupted him by slowly reading the telegram.

From Joseph Tipps, Langrye station, to Mrs Tipps, Eden Villa, Clatterby. Dear Mother, Netta is not very well  nothing serious, I hope  dont be alarmed  but youd better come and nurse her. She is comfortably put up in my lodgings.

Mrs Tipps grew deadly pale. Young Gurwood, knowing what the message was, having seen it taken down while lounging at the station, had judiciously placed himself pretty close to the widow. Observing her shudder, he placed his strong arm behind her, and adroitly sinking down on one knee received her on the other, very much after the manner in which, while at school, he had been wont to act the part of second to pugilistic companions.

Mrs Tipps recovered almost immediately, sprang up, and hurried into the house, followed by Gurwood.

Youll have time to catch the 6.30 train, he said, as Mrs Tipps fluttered to a cupboard and brought out a black bottle.

Thank you. Yes, Ill go by that. You shall escort me to it. Please ring the bell.

The stout elderly female  Nettas nurse  answered.

Come here, Durby, said the widow quickly; I want you to take this bottle of wine to a poor sick woman. I had intended to have gone myself, but am called away suddenly and shant be back to-night. You shall hear from me to-morrow. Lock up the house and stay with the woman to look after her, if need be  and now, Mr Gurwood.

They were gone beyond recall before Mrs Durby could recover herself.

I never did see nothink like my poor missus, she muttered, there must be somethink wrong in the ead. But shes a good soul.

With this comforting reflection Mrs Durby proceeded to obey her missuss commands.

On reaching the station Mrs Tipps found that she had five minutes to wait, so she thanked Gurwood for escorting her, bade him good-bye, and was about to step into a third-class carriage when she observed Captain Lee close beside her, with his daughter Emma, who, we may remark in passing, was a tall, dark, beautiful girl, and the bosom friend of Netta Tipps.

Oh, there is Captain Lee. How fortunate, exclaimed Mrs Tipps, he will take care of me. Come, Mr Gurwood, I will introduce you to him and his daughter.

She turned to Gurwood, but that youth did not hear her remark, having been forced from her side by a noiseless luggage truck on India-rubber wheels. Turning, then, towards the captain she found that he and his daughter had hastily run to recapture a small valise which was being borne off to the luggage van instead of going into the carriage along with them. At the same moment the guard intervened, and the captain and his daughter were lost in the crowd.

But Edwin Gurwood, although he did not hear who they were, had obtained a glance of the couple before they disappeared, and that glance, brief though it was, had taken deadly effect! He had been shot straight to the heart. Love at first sight and at railway speed, is but a feeble way of expressing what had occurred. Poor Edwin Gurwood, up to this momentous day woman-proof, felt, on beholding Emma, as if the combined powers of locomotive force and electric telegraphy had smitten him to the hearts core, and for one moment he stood rooted to the earth, or  to speak more appropriately  nailed to the platform. Recovering in a moment he made a dash into the crowd and spent the three remaining minutes in a wild search for the lost one!

It was a market-day, and the platform of Clatterby station was densely crowded. Sam Natly the porter and his colleagues in office were besieged by all sorts of persons with all sorts of questions, and it said much for the tempers of these harassed men, that, in the midst of their laborious duties, they consented to be stopped with heavy weights on their shoulders, and, while perspiration streamed down their faces, answered with perfect civility questions of the most ridiculous and unanswerable description.

Wheres my wife? frantically cried an elderly gentleman, seizing Sam by the jacket.

I dont know, sir, replied Sam with a benignant smile.

There she is, shouted the elderly gentleman, rushing past and nearly overturning Sam.

What a bo-ar it must be to the poatas to b wearied so by stoopid people, observed a tall, stout, superlative fop with sleepy eyes and long whiskers to another fop in large-check trousers.

Ya-as, assented the checked trousers.

Take your seats, gentlemen, said a magnificent guard, over six feet high, with a bushy beard.

O-ah! said the dandies, getting into their compartment.

Meanwhile, Edwin Gurwood had discovered Emma. He saw her enter a first-class carriage. He saw her smile ineffably to her father. He heard the guard cry, Take your seats; take your seats, and knew that she was about to be torn from him perhaps for ever. He felt that it was a last look, because, how could he hope in a populous city to meet with her again? Perhaps she did not even belong to that part of the country at all, and was only passing through. He did not even know her name! What was he to do? He resolved to travel with her, but it instantly occurred to him that he had no ticket. He made a stride or two in the direction of the ticket office, but paused, remembering that he knew not her destination, and that therefore he could not demand a ticket for any place in particular.

Doors began to slam, and John Marrots iron horse let off a little impatient steam. Just then the late passenger arrived. There is always a late passenger at every train. On this occasion the late passenger was a short-sighted elderly gentleman in a brown top-coat and spectacles. He was accompanied by a friend, who assisted him to push through the crowd of people who had come to see their friends away, or were loitering about for pastime. The late passenger carried a bundle of wraps; the boots of his hotel followed with his portmanteau.

All right sir; plenty of time, observed Sam Natly, coming up and receiving the portmanteau from boots. Which class, sir?

Eh  oh  third; no, stay, second, cried the short-sighted gentleman, endeavouring vainly to open his purse to pay boots. Here, hold my wraps, Fred.

His friend Fred chanced at that moment to have been thrust aside by a fat female in frantic haste and Edwin Gurwood, occupying the exact spot he had vacated, had the bundle thrust into his hand. He retained it mechanically, in utter abstraction of mind. The bell rang, and the magnificent guard, whose very whiskers curled with an air of calm serenity, said, Now then, take your seats; make haste. Edwin grew desperate. Emma smiled bewitchingly to a doting female friend who had nodded and smiled bewitchingly to Emma for the last five minutes, under the impression that the train was just going to start, and who earnestly wished that it would start, and save her from the necessity of nodding or smiling any longer.

Am I to lose sight of her for ever? muttered Gurwood between his teeth.

The magnificent guard sounded his whistle and held up his hand. Edwin sprang forward, pulled open the carriage door, leaped in and sat down opposite Emma Lee! The iron horse gave two sharp responsive whistles, and sent forth one mighty puff. The train moved, but not with a jerk; it is only clumsy drivers who jerk trains; sometimes pulling them up too soon, and having to make a needless plunge forward again, or overrunning their stopping points and having to check abruptly, so as to cause in timorous minds the impression that an accident has happened. In fact much more of ones comfort than is generally known depends upon ones driver being a good one. John Marrot was known to the regular travellers on the line as a first-rate driver, and some of them even took an interest in ascertaining that he was on the engine when they were about to go on a journey. It may be truly said of John that he never started his engine at all. He merely as it were insinuated the idea of motion to his iron steed, and so glided softly away.

Just as the train moved, the late passenger thrust head and shoulders out of the window, waved his arms, glared abroad, and shouted, or rather spluttered  

My bbbundle!  wraps!  rug!  lost!

A smart burly man, with acute features, stepped on the footboard of the carriage, and, moving with the train, asked what sort of rug it was.

Eh! a bbblue one, wiwi

With, interrupted the man, black outside and noo straps?

Yeyeyes  yes!

All right, sir, you shall have it at the next station, said the acute-faced man, stepping on the platform and allowing the train to pass. As the guards van came up he leaped after the magnificent guard into his private apartment and shut the door.

Hallo! Davy Blunt, somethin up? asked the guard.

Yes, Joe Turner, there is somethin up, replied the acute man, leaning against the brake-wheel. You saw that tall good-lookin feller wi the eyeglass and light whiskers?

I did. Seemed to me as if his wits had gone on wi the last train, an he didnt know how to overtake em.

I dont know about his wits, said Blunt, but it seems to me that hes gone on in this train with somebody elses luggage.

The guard whistled  not professionally, but orally.

You dont say so?

The acute man nodded, and, leaning his elbows on the window-sill, gazed at the prospect contemplatively.

In a few minutes the 6:30 p.m. train was flying across country at the rate of thirty-five or forty miles an hour.




Chapter Four.

A Double Dilemma and its Consequences.

Meanwhile, the tall good-looking fellow with the eyeglass and light whiskers sat quaking opposite Emma Lee. The extreme absurdity, not to say danger, of his position as a traveller to nowhere without a ticket, flashed upon him when too late, and he would have cheerfully given fifty pounds, had he possessed such a sum, if the boards under his feet would have opened and let him drop between the rails. In fact he felt so confused and guilty that  albeit not naturally a shy youth  he did not dare to look at Emma for some time after starting, but sat with downcast eyes, revolving in his mind how he was to get out of the dilemma; but the more he revolved the matter the more hopeless did his case appear. At length he ventured to look at Emma, and their eyes encountered. Of course Gurwood looked pointedly out at the window and became fascinated by the landscape; and of course Emma, looked out at the other window, and became equally interested in the landscape. Feeling very unhappy; Edwin soon after that took out a newspaper and tried to read, but failed so completely that he gave it up in despair and laid the paper on the seat beside him.

Just then a happy thought flashed into his mind. He would go on to Langrye station, get out there, and make a confidant of his friend Joseph Tipps, who, of course, could easily get him out of his difficulty. He now felt as if a mighty load were lifted off his heart, and, his natural courage returning, he put up his eyeglass, which had been forgotten during the period of his humiliation, and gazed at the prospect with increasing interest  now through the right window, and then through the left  taking occasion each time to glance with still greater interest at Emma Lees beautiful countenance.

The captain, whose disposition was sociable, and who had chatted a good deal with his daughter while their vis-à-vis was in his agony, soon took occasion to remark that the scenery was very fine. Edwin, gazing at the black walls of a tunnel into which they plunged, and thinking of Emmas face, replied that it was  extremely. Emerging from the tunnel, and observing the least possible approach to a smile on. Emmas lips, Edwin remarked to the captain that railway travelling presented rather abrupt changes and contrasts in scenery. The captain laughingly agreed with this, and so, from one thing to another, they went on until the two got into a lively conversation  Captain Lee thinking his travelling companion an extremely agreeable young fellow, and Edwin esteeming the captain one of the jolliest old boys he had ever met! These are the very words he used, long after, in commenting on this meeting to his friend Joseph Tipps.

During a pause in the conversation, Emma asked her father to whom a certain villa they were passing belonged.

I dont know, replied the captain; stay, let me see, I ought to know most of the places hereabouts  no, I cant remember.

I rather think it belongs to a Colonel Jones, said Gurwood, for the first time venturing to address Emma directly. A friend of mine who is connected with this railway knows him, and has often spoken to me about him. The colonel has led an extremely adventurous life, I believe.

Indeed!

There was not much apparently in that little word, but there must have been something mysterious in it, for it caused Edwins heart to leap as it had never leapt before. On the strength of it he began to relate some of Colonel Joness adventures, addressing himself now partly to the captain and partly to Emma. He had a happy knack of telling a story, and had thoroughly interested his hearers when the train slowed and stopped, but as this was not the station at which he meant to get out  Langrye being the next  he took no notice of the stoppage. Neither did he pay any regard to a question asked by the acute man, whose face appeared at the window as soon as the train stopped.

Is that your bundle, sir? repeated Mr Blunt a little louder.

Eh? yes, yes  all right, replied Edwin, annoyed at the interruption, and thinking only of Emma Lee, to whom he turned, and went on Well, when Colonel Jones had scaled the first wall

Come, sir, said Blunt, entering the carriage, and laying his hand on Edwins shoulder, its not all right. This is another mans property.

The youth turned round indignantly, and, with a flushed countenance, said, What do you mean?

I mean that you are travelling with another mans property, said Blunt, quietly pointing to the strapped rug.

That is not my property, said Edwin, looking at it with a perplexed air, I never said it was.

Didnt you though? exclaimed Blunt, with an appealing look to the captain. Didnt you say, when I asked you, Yes, its all right. Moreover, young man, if its not yours, why did you bring it into the carriage with you?

I did not bring it into the carriage, said Edwin, firmly, and with increasing indignation. I came down to this train with a lady, who is now in it, and who can vouch for it that I brought no luggage of any kind with me. I

At this moment the elderly gentleman with brown top-coat and spectacles bustled up to the carriage, recognised his rug, and claimed it, with a good deal of fuss and noise.

Where are you travelling to? demanded Blunt, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone.

Poor Gurwoods countenance fell. He became somewhat pale, and said, in a much less resolute voice, You have no right to ask that question; but since you suspect me, I may tell you that I am going to Langrye.

Show your ticket, said the guard, looking in at that moment.

A glance showed the unhappy youth that Captain Lee was regarding him with surprise and Emma with intense pity. Desperation gave him courage. He turned abruptly to the captain, and said  

I regret deeply, sir, that we part with such a foul suspicion hanging over me. Come, he added sternly to Blunt, I will go with you, and shall soon prove myself innocent.

He leaped to the platform, closely accompanied by Blunt.

Where do you intend to take me? he asked, turning to his guardian, whom he now knew to be a detective.

Here, step this way, said Blunt, leading his prisoner towards the rear of the train.

Such a nice-looking young man, too, whod ave thought it! whispered one of the many heads that were thrust out at the carriage-windows to look at him as he passed.

Get in here, said Blunt, holding open the door of an empty second-class compartment of the same train; we shant want a ticket for this part of the journey.

But the lady I mentioned, said poor Edwin, she can

You can see her at Langrye, young man; come, get in, said Blunt, sternly, the trains just starting.

Edwins blood boiled. He turned to smite the acute-visaged man to the earth, but encountering the serene gaze of the magnificent guard who stood close beside him, he changed his mind and sprang into the carriage. Blunt followed, the door was banged and locked, the signal was given and the train moved on.

Why do you take me to Langrye instead of back to town? asked Edwin, after proceeding some distance in silence.

Because we have an hour to wait for the up train, and its pleasanter waiting there than here, replied Blunt; besides, I have business at Langrye; I want to see one of my friends there who is looking after light-fingered gentry.

As this was said significantly Edwin did not deign a reply, but, leaning back in a corner, gazed out at the window and brooded over his unhappy fate. Truly he had something to brood over. Besides being in the unpleasant position which we have described, he had quite recently lost his only relative, a rich uncle, as he was called, who had brought Edwin up and had led him to believe that he should be his heir. It was found, however, on the examination of the old gentlemans affairs, that his fortune was a myth, and that his house, furniture, and personal effects would have to be sold in order to pay his debts. When all was settled, Edwin Gurwood found himself cast upon his own resources with good health, a kind but wayward disposition, a strong handsome frame, a middling education, and between three and four hundred pounds in his pocket. He soon found that this amount of capital melted with alarming rapidity under the influence of a good appetite and expensive tastes, so he resolved at once to commence work of some kind. But what was he to turn to? His uncle had allowed him to do as he pleased. Naturally it pleased the energetic and enthusiastic boy to learn very little of anything useful, to read an immense amount of light literature, and to indulge in much open-air exercise.

Bitterly did he now feel, poor fellow, that this course, although somewhat pleasing at the time, did not fit him to use and enjoy the more advanced period of life. He had disliked and refused to sit still even for an hour at a time in boyhood; it now began to dawn upon him that he was doomed for life to the greatest of all his horrors, the top of a three-legged stool! He had hated writing and figures, and now visions of ledgers, cash-books, invoice-books and similar literature with endless arithmetical calculations began to float before his mental vision. With intense regret he reflected that if he had only used reasonably well the brief period of life which as yet lay behind him, he might by that time have been done with initial drudgery and have been entering on a brilliant career in one of the learned professions. As to the army and navy, he was too old to get into either, even if he had possessed interest, which he did not. Sternly did he reproach his departed uncle when he brooded over his wrongs, and soliloquised thus: You ought to have known that I was a fool, that I could not be expected to know the fact, or to guide myself aright in opposition to and despite of my own folly, and you ought to have forced me to study when I declined to be led  bah! its too late to say all this now. Come, if there is any manhood in me worthy of the name, let me set to work at once and make the most of what is left to me!

Edwin reflected with complacency on the fact that one part of what was left to him was a tall strong frame and broad shoulders, but his judgment told him that though these were blessings not to be despised, and for which he had every reason to be thankful, he ought not to plume himself too much on them, seeing that he shared them in common with numerous prize-fighters and burglars, besides which they could not prove of very much value professionally unless he took to mining or coal-heaving. He also reflected sadly on the fact that beyond the three Rs, a little Latin and French, and a smattering of literary knowledge, he was little better than a red Indian. Being, as we have said, a resolute fellow, he determined to commence a course of study without delay, but soon found that the necessity of endeavouring to obtain a situation and of economising his slender fortune interfered sadly with his efforts. However, he persevered.

In the time of his prosperity, young Gurwood had made many friends, but a touch of pride had induced him to turn aside from these  although many of them would undoubtedly have been glad to aid him in his aims  to quit the house of his childhood and betake himself to the flourishing town of Clatterby, where he knew nobody except one soft amiable little school-fellow, whom in boyish days he had always deemed a poor, miserable little creature, but for whom nevertheless he entertained a strong affection. We need scarcely say that this was Joseph Tipps, the clerk at Langrye station.




Chapter Five.

An Accident and its Consequences.

Locomotives and telegraphy are mere snails compared to thought. Let us therefore use our advantage, reader, stride in advance of the 6:30 p.m. train (which by the way has now become a 7:45 p.m. train), and see what little Joseph Tipps is doing.

There he stands  five feet four in his highest-heeled boots  as sterling and warm-hearted a little man as ever breathed. He was writing at a little desk close to a large window, which, owing to the station being a temporary one and its roof low, was flimsy, and came nearer to the ground than most windows do.

Mr Tipps wrote somewhat nervously. He inherited his mothers weakness in this respect; and, besides, his nerves had been a little shaken, by the sudden illness, with which his sister had been seized that day, at his lodgings.

Outside on the platform a few people lounged, waiting the arrival of the expected train. Among them was one whose bulky frame and firm strongly-lined countenance spoke of much power to dare and do. He was considerably above the middle height and somewhere about middle age. His costume was of that quiet unobtrusive kind which seems to court retirement, and the sharp glance of his eyes seemed to possess something of the gimblet in their penetrating power. This was no less a personage than Mr Sharp, the inspector of police on the Grand National Trunk Railway. Mr Inspector Sharp had evidently an eye for the beautiful, for he stood at the farther extremity of the platform gazing in rapt attention at the sun, which just then was setting in a flood of golden light. But Mr Sharp had also a peculiar faculty for observing several things at once. Indeed, some of his friends, referring to this, were wont to remark that he was a perfect Argus, with eyes in his elbows and calves and back of his head. It would seem, indeed, that this, or something like it, must really have been the case, for he not only observed and enjoyed the sunset but also paid particular attention to the conversation of two men who stood not far from him, and at the same time was cognisant of the fact that behind him, a couple of hundred yards or more up the line, a goods engine was engaged in shunting trucks.

This process of shunting, we may explain for the benefit of those who dont know, consists in detaching trucks from trains of goods and shoving them into sidings, so that they may be out of the way, until their time comes to be attached to other trains, which will convey them to their proper destination, or to have their contents, if need be, unloaded and distributed among other trucks. Shunting is sometimes a tedious process, involving much hauling, pushing, puffing, and whistling, on the part of the engine, and uncoupling of trucks and shifting of points on the part of pointsmen and porters. There is considerable danger, too, in the process,  or rather there was danger before the introduction of the block system, which now, when it is adopted, renders accidents almost impossible,  of which system more shall be said hereafter. The danger lies in this, that shunting has frequently to be done during intervals between the passing of passenger-trains, and, on lines where passenger and goods traffic is very great, these intervals are sometimes extremely brief. But, strange to say, this danger is the mother of safety, for the difficulty of conducting extensive traffic is so great, that a combination of all but perfect systems of signalling, telegraphing, and organisation is absolutely needful to prevent constant mishap. Hence the marvellous result that, in the midst of danger, we are in safety, and travelling by railway is really less dangerous than travelling by stage-coach used to be in days of old. Yes, timid reader, we assure you that if you travel daily by rail your chances of coming to grief are very much fewer than if you were to travel daily by mail coach. Facts and figures prove this beyond all doubt, so that we are entitled to take the comfort of it. The marvel is, not that loss of life is so great, but that it is so small.

Do you doubt it, reader? Behold the facts and figures  wonder, be thankful and doubt no more! A Blue Book (Captain Tylers General Report to the Board of Trade on Railway Accidents during the year 1870) tells us that the number of passengers killed on railways last year was ninety. The number of passenger journeys performed was 307 millions, which gives, in round numbers, one passenger killed for every three and a half millions that travelled. In the best mail and stage-coaching days the yearly number of travellers was about two millions. The present railway death-rate applied to this number amounts to a little more than one-half of a unit! Will any one out of Bedlam have the audacity to say that in coaching days only half a passenger was killed each year? We leave facts to speak for themselves, and common-sense to judge whether men were safer then than they are now.

But to return. When Mr Sharp was looking at the distant waggons that were being shunted he observed that the engine which conducted the operation was moved about with so much unnecessary fuss and jerking that he concluded it must be worked by a new, or at all events a bad, driver. He shook his head, therefore, pulled out his watch, and muttered to himself that it seemed to him far too near the time of the arrival of a train to make it safe to do such work.

The calculations, however, had been made correctly, and the train of trucks would have been well out of the way, if the driver had been a smarter man. Even as things stood, however, there should have been no danger, because the distant signal was turned to danger, which thus said to any approaching train, Stop! for your life. But here occurred one of these mistakes, or pieces of carelessness, or thoughtlessness, to which weak and sinful human nature is, and we suppose always will be, liable. Perhaps the signalman thought the goods train had completed its operation, or fancied that the express was not so near as it proved to be, or he got confused  we cannot tell; there is no accounting for such things, but whatever the cause, he turned off the danger-signal half a minute too soon, and set the line free.

Suddenly the down train came tearing round the curve. It was at reduced speed certainly, but not sufficiently reduced to avoid a collision with the trucks on a part of the line where no trucks should be.

Our friend John Marrot was on the look-out of course, and so was his mate. They saw the trucks at once. Like lightning John shut off the steam and at the same instant touched his whistle several sharp shrieks, which was the alarm to the guard to turn on his brakes. No men could have been more prompt or cool. Joe Turner and Will Garvie had on full brake-power in a second or two. At the same time John Marrot instantly reversing the engine, let on full steam  but all in vain. Fire flew in showers from the shrieking wheels  the friction on the rails must have been tremendous, nevertheless the engine dashed into the goods train like a thunderbolt with a stunning crash and a noise that is quite indescribable.

The police superintendent, who was all but run over, stood for a few seconds aghast at the sight and at the action of the engine. Not satisfied with sending one of its own carriages into splinters, the iron horse made three terrific plunges or efforts to advance, and at each plunge a heavy truck full of goods was, as it were, pawed under its wheels and driven out behind, under the tender, in the form of a mass of matchwood  all the goods, hard and soft, as well as the heavy frame of the truck itself being minced up together in a manner that defies description. It seemed as though the monster had been suddenly endued with intelligence, and was seeking to vent its horrid rage on the thing that had dared to check its pace. Three loaded trucks it crushed down, over-ran, and scattered wide in this way, in three successive plunges, and then, rushing on a few yards among chaotic débris, turned slowly on its side, and hurled the driver and fireman over the embankment.

The shock received by the people at the station was tremendous. Poor Tipps, standing at his desk, was struck  nervously  as if by electricity. He made one wild involuntary bolt right through the window, as if it had been made of tissue paper, and did not cease to run until he found himself panting in the middle of a turnip-field that lay at the back of the station. Turning round, ashamed of himself, he ran back faster than he had run away, and leaping recklessly among the débris, began to pull broken and jagged timber about, under the impression that he was rescuing fellow-creatures from destruction!

Strange to say no one was killed on that occasion  no one was even severely hurt, except the driver. But of course this was not known at first and the people who were standing about hurried, with terrible forebodings, to lend assistance to the passengers.

Mr Sharp seemed to have been smitten with feelings somewhat similar to those of Tipps, for, without knowing very well how or why, he suddenly found himself standing up to the armpits in débris, heaving might and main at masses of timber.

Hallo! lift away this beam, will you? shouted a half-smothered voice close beside him.

It came from beneath the carriage that we have described as having been broken to splinters.

Sharp was a man of action. He hailed a porter near him and began with energy and power to tear up and hurl aside the boards. Presently on raising part of the broken framework of the carriage a man struggled to his feet and, wiping away the blood that flowed from a wound in his forehead, revealed the countenance of Edwin Gurwood to the astonished Tipps.

What! Edwin! he exclaimed.

Ay  dont stand there, man. Your mother is in the train.

Poor Tipps could not speak  he could only gasp the word, Where?

In a third-class, behind  there, it is safe, I see.

His friend at once leaped towards the vehicle pointed out, but Edwin did not follow, he glanced wildly round in search of another carriage.

You are hurt  Mr Gurwood, if I mistake not,  lean on me, said Mr Sharp.

Its nothing  only a scratch. Ha! thats the carriage, follow me, cried Edwin, struggling towards a first-class carriage, which appeared considerably damaged, though it had not left the rails. He wrenched open the door, and, springing in, found Captain Lee striving in vain to lift his daughter, who had fainted. Edwin stooped, raised her in his arms, and, kicking open the door on the opposite side, leaped down, followed by the captain. They quickly made their way to the station, where they found most of the passengers, hurt and unhurt, already assembled, with two doctors, who chanced to be in the train, attending to them.

Edwin laid his light burden tenderly on a couch and one of the doctors immediately attended to her. While he was applying restoratives Mr Blunt touched Edwin on the elbow and requested him to follow him. With a feeling of sudden anger Gurwood turned round, but before he could speak his eye fell on Mrs Tipps, who sat on a bench leaning on her sons breast, and looking deadly pale but quite composed.

My dear Mrs Tipps, exclaimed the youth, stepping hastily forward, I hope  I trust

Oh, Edwin  thank you, my dear fellow, cried Joseph, grasping his hand and shaking it. She is not hurt, thank God  not even a scratch  only a little shaken. Fetch a glass of water, youll find one in the booking-office.

Gurwood ran out to fetch it. As he was returning he met Captain Lee leading his daughter out of the waiting-room.

I sincerely hope that your daughter is not hurt, he said, in earnest tones. Perhaps a little water might

No, thank you, said the captain somewhat stiffly.

The carriage is waiting, sir, said a servant in livery, coming up at the moment and touching his hat.

Emma looked at Edwin for a second, and, with a slight but perplexed smile of acknowledgment, passed on.

Next moment the carriage drove away, and she was gone. Edwin at the same time became aware of the fact that the pertinacious Blunt was at his side. Walking quickly into the waiting-room he presented the glass of water to Mrs Tipps, but to his surprise that eccentric lady rose hastily and said, Thank you, Mr Gurwood, many thanks, but I am better. Come, Joseph  let us hasten to our darling Netta. Have you sent for a fly?

There is one waiting, mother  take my arm. Many, many thanks for your kindness in coming with her, Gurwood, said Tipps. I cant ask you to come with me just now, I

The rest of his speech was lost in consequence of the impatient old lady dragging her son away, but what had been heard of it was sufficient to fill Mr Blunt with surprise and perplexity.

Well, Blunt, said Mr Superintendent Sharp, coming up at that moment, what has brought you here?

The detective related his story privately to his superior, and remarked that he began to fear there must be some mistake.

Yes, there is a mistake of some sort, said Sharp, with a laugh, for Ive met him frequently at Clatterby station, and know him to be a friend of Mr Tipps; but you have done your duty, Blunt, so you can now leave the gentleman to me, saying which he went up to Edwin and entered into an under-toned conversation with him, during which it might have been observed that Edwin looked a little confused at times, and Mr Sharp seemed not a little amused.

Well, its all right, he said at last, we have telegraphed for a special train to take on the passengers who wish to proceed, and you can go back, if you choose, in the up train, which is about due. It will be able to get past in the course of half-an-hour. Fortunately the rails of the up-line are not damaged and the wreck can soon be cleared.

Just then the dandy with the sleepy eyes and long whiskers sauntered up to the porter on duty, with an unconcerned and lazy air. He had received no further injury than a shaking, and therefore felt that he could afford to affect a cool and not-easy-to-be-ruffled demeanour.

Aw  po-taw, said he, twirling his watch-key, wen dyou expect anotha twain to take us on?

Dont know, sir, probably half-an-hour.

Aw! Dooced awkwad. My fwend has got the bwidge of his nose damaged, besides some sort of internal injuway, and wont be able to attend to business to-night, I fear  dooced awkwad.

Dyou hear that? whispered Sharp to Gurwood, as the fwend in question  he with the checked trousers  sauntered past holding a handkerchief to his nose. I know by the way in which that was said that there will be something more heard some day hence of our fop in checks. Just come and stand with me in the doorway of the waiting-room, and listen to what some of the other passengers are saying.

Very hard, observed a middle-aged man with a sour countenance, who did not present the appearance of one who had sustained any injury at all, very hard this. I shall miss meeting with a friend, and perhaps lose doin a good stroke of business to-night.

Be thankful you havent lost your life, said Will Garvie, who supported the head of his injured mate.

Mayhap I have lost my life, young man, replied the other sharply. Internal injuries from accidents often prove fatal, and dont always show at first. Ive had a severe shake.

Here the sour-faced man shook himself slightly, partly to illustrate and partly to prove his point.

Youre quite right, sur, remarked an Irishman, who had a bandage tied round his head, but who did not appear to be much, if at all, the worse of the accident. Its a disgrace intirely that the railways should be allowed to trait us in this fashion. If theyd only go to the trouble an expense of havin proper signals on lines, there would be nothing o this kind. And if Government would make a law to have an arm-chair fitted up in front of every locomotive and a director made to travel with sich train, wed hear of fewer accidents. But its meself ll come down on em for heavy damages for this.

He pointed to his bandaged head, and nodded with a significant glance at the company.

A gentleman in a blue travelling-cap, who had hitherto said nothing, and who turned out to have received severer injuries than any other passenger, here looked up impatiently, and said  

It appears to me that there is a great deal of unjust and foolish talk against railway companies, as if they, any more than other companies, could avoid accidents. The system of signalling on a great part of this line is the best that has been discovered up to this date, and it is being applied to the whole line as fast as circumstances will warrant; but you cant expect to attain perfection in a day. What would you have? How can you expect to travel at the rate you do, and yet be as safe as if you were in one of the old mail-coaches?

Right, sir; youre right, cried John Marrot energetically, raising himself a little from the bench on which he lay, right in sayin we shouldnt ought to expect parfection, but wrong in supposin the old mail-coaches was safer. Wy, railways is safer. They wont stand no comparison. Here ave I bin drivin on this ere line for the last eight year an only to come to grief three times, an killed no more than two people. There aint a old coach goin, or gone, as could say as much. An wen you come to consider that in them eight years Ive bin goin more than two-thirds o the time at an average o forty mile an hour  off an on  all night amost as well as all day, an run thousands and thousands o miles, besides carryin millions of passengers, more or less, it do seem most rediklous to go for to say that coaches was safer than railways  the revarse bein the truth. Turn me round a bit, Bill; so, thatll do. Its the bad leg I come down on, else I shouldnt have bin so hard-up. Yes, sir, as you truly remark, railway companies aint fairly dealt with, by no means.

At this point the attention of the passengers was attracted by a remarkably fat woman, who had hitherto lain quietly on a couch breathing in a somewhat stertorous manner. One of the medical men had been so successful in his attention to her as to bring her to a state of consciousness. Indeed she had been more or less in this condition for some time past, but feeling rather comfortable than otherwise, and dreamy, she had lain still and enjoyed herself. Being roused, however, to a state of activity by means of smelling-salts, and hearing the doctor remark that, except a shaking, she appeared to have sustained no injury, this stout woman deemed it prudent to go off into hysterics, and began by uttering a yell that would have put to shame a Comanchee Indian, and did more damage, perhaps, to the nerves of her sensitive hearers than the accident itself. She followed it up by drumming heavily on the couch with her heels.

Singularly enough her yell was replied to by the whistle of the up train, that had been due for some time past. She retorted by a renewed shriek, and became frantic in her assurances that no power yet discovered  whether mechanical, moral, or otherwise  could or would, ever persuade her to set foot again in a railway train! It was of no use to assure her that no one meant to exert such a power, even if he possessed it; that she was free to go where she pleased, and whenever she felt inclined. The more that stout woman was implored to compose herself, the more she discomposed herself, and everybody else; and the more she was besought to be calm, the more, a great deal, did she fill the waiting-room with hysterical shrieks and fiendish laughter, until at last every one was glad to go out of the place and get into the train that was waiting to take them back to Clatterby. Then the stout woman became suddenly calm, and declared to a porter  who must have had a heart of stone, so indifferent was he to her woes  that she would be, glad to proceed to the nearest otel if e would be good enough to fetch her a fly.

Hm! said Mr Sharp, as he and young Gurwood entered a carriage together, after having seen John Marrot placed on a pile of rugs on the floor of a first-class carriage; theres been work brewin up for me to-night.

How? What do you mean? asked Edwin.

I mean that, from various indications which I observed this evening, we are likely to have some little correspondence with the passengers of the 6:30 p.m. train. However, were used to it; perhaps well get not to mind it in course of time. We do all that we can to accommodate the public  fit up our carriages and stations in the best style compatible with giving our shareholders a small dividend  carry them to and fro over the land at little short of lightning speed, every day and all day and night too, for extremely moderate fares, and with excessive safety and exceeding comfort; enable them to live in the country and do business in the city, as well as afford facilities for visiting the very ends of the earth in a few days; not to mention other innumerable blessings to which we run them, or which we run to them, and yet no sooner does a rare accident occur (as it will occur in every human institution, though it occurs less on railways than in most other institutions) than down comes this ungrateful public upon us with indignant cries of disgraceful! and, in many cases, unreasonable demands for compensation.

Such is life, said Gurwood with a smile.

On the rail, added Mr Superintendent Sharp with a sigh, as the whistle sounded and the train moved slowly out of the station.




Chapter Six.

History of the Iron Horse.

Having gone thus far in our tale, permit us, good reader, to turn aside for a little to make a somewhat closer inspection of the Iron Horse and his belongings.

Railways existed long before the Iron Horse was born. They sprang into being two centuries ago in the form of tramways, which at first were nothing more or less than planks or rails of timber laid down between the Newcastle-on-Tyne collieries and the river, for the purpose of forming a better way over which to run the coal-trucks. From simple timber-rails men soon advanced to planks having a strip of iron nailed on their surface to prevent too rapid tear and wear, but it was not till the year 1767 that cast-iron rails were introduced. In order to prevent the trucks from slipping off the line the rails were cast with an upright flange or guide at one side, and were laid on wooden or stone sleepers.

This form of rail being found inconvenient, the flange was transferred from the rails to the wheels, and this arrangement, under various modifications has been ever since retained.

These innocent railroads  as they have been sometimes and most appropriately named, seeing that they were guiltless alike of blood and high speed  were drawn by horses, and confined at first to the conveyance of coals. Modest though their pretensions were, however, they were found to be an immense improvement on the ordinary roads, insomuch that ten horses were found to be capable of working the traffic on railroads, which it required 400 horses to perform on a common road. These iron roads, therefore, began to multiply, and about the beginning of the present century they were largely employed in the coal-fields and mineral districts of the kingdom. About the same time thoughtful men, seeing the immense advantage of such ways, began to suggest the formation of railways, or tramways, to run along the side of our turnpike-roads  a mode of conveyance, by the way, in regard to towns, which thoughtful men are still, ever at the present day of supposed enlightenment, endeavouring to urge upon an unbelieving public  a mode of conveyance which we feel very confident will entirely supersede our cumbrous and antiquated bus in a very short time. What, we ask, in the name of science and art and common-sense, is to prevent a tramway being laid from Kensington to the Bank, or elsewhere, which shall be traversed by a succession of roomy carriages following each other every five minutes; which tramway might be crossed and recrossed and run upon, or, in other words, used by all the other vehicles of London except when the rightful carriages were in the way? Nothing prevents, save that same unbelief which has obstructed the development of every good thing from the time that Noah built the ark! But we feel assured that the thing shall be, and those who read this book may perhaps live to see it!

But to return. Among these thoughtful and far-seeing men was one Dr James Anderson, who in 1800 proposed the formation of railways by the roadsides, and he was so correct in his views that the plans which he suggested of keeping the level, by going round the base of hills, or forming viaducts, or cutting tunnels, is precisely the method practised by engineers of the present day. Two years later a Mr Edgeworth announced that he had long before, formed the project of laying iron railways for baggage waggons on the great roads of England, and, in order to prevent tear and wear, he proposed, instead of conveying heavy loads in one huge waggon, to have a train of small waggons. With the modesty of true genius, which never over-estimates or forms wildly sanguine expectations, he thought that each waggon might perhaps carry one ton and a half! Edgeworth also suggested that passengers might travel by such a mode of conveyance. Bold man! What a goose many people of his day must have thought him. If they had been alive now, what geese they might have thought themselves. The Society of Arts, however, were in advance of their time. They rewarded Edgeworth with their gold medal.

This man seems to have been a transcendent genius, because he not only devised and made (on a small scale) iron railways, but proposed to take ordinary vehicles, such as mail-coaches and private carriages, on his trucks, and convey them along his line at the rate of six or eight miles an hour with one horse. He also propounded the idea of the employment of stationary steam-engines (locomotives not having been dreamed of) to drag the trains up steep inclines.

Another semi-prophetic man of these days was Thomas Gray, of Leeds, who in 1820 published a work on what he styled a General Iron Railway, or Land Steam Conveyance, to supersede the necessity of Horses in all public vehicles, showing its vast superiority in every respect over the present pitiful Methods of Conveyance by Turnpike-Roads and Canals. Gray, whose mind appears to have been unusually comprehensive, proposed a system of railway communication between all the important cities and towns in the kingdom, and pointed out the immense advantage that would be gained to commerce by such a ready and rapid means of conveying fish, vegetables, and other perishable articles from place to place. He also showed that two post deliveries in the day would become possible, and that fire insurance companies would be able to promote their interests by keeping railway fire-engines, ready to be transported to scenes of conflagration without delay.

But Gray was not esteemed a prophet. His suggestions were not adopted nor his plans acted on, though unquestionably his wisdom and energy gave an impulse to railway development, of which we are reaping the benefit to-day. His labours were not in vain.

Horse railways soon began to multiply over the country. The first authorised by Act of Parliament was the Surrey Railway in 1801. Twenty years later twenty lines of railway were in operation.

About this time, too, another man of note and of great scientific and mechanical sagacity lent his powerful aid to advance the interests of the railway cause. This was Charles Maclaren, of Edinburgh, editor of the Scotsman newspaper for nearly thirty years. He had long foreseen, and boldly asserted his belief in, the certain success of steam locomotion by rail, at a time when opinions such as his were scouted as wild delusive dreams. But he did more, he brought his able pen to bear on the subject, and in December 1825 published a series of articles in the Scotsman on the subject of railways, which were not only extensively quoted and republished in this country and in America, but were deemed worthy of being translated into French and German, and so disseminated over Europe. Mr Maclaren was thus among the foremost of those who gave a telling impulse to the cause at that critical period when the Iron horse was about to be put on the rail  the right horse in the right place  for it was not many years afterwards that that auspicious event took place. Mr Maclaren not only advocated generally the adoption of railways, but logically demonstrated the wonderful powers and capacities of the steam locomotive, arguing, from the experiments on friction made more than half a century before by Vince and Colomb, that by the use of steam-power on railroads a much more rapid and cheaper transit of persons as well as merchandise might be confidently anticipated. He leaped far ahead of many of even the most hopeful advocates of the cause, and with almost prophetic foresight wrote, there is scarcely any limit to the rapidity of movement these iron pathways will enable us to command. And again, We have spoken of vehicles travelling at twenty miles an hour; but we see no reason for thinking that, in the progress of improvement, a much higher velocity might not be found practicable; and in twenty years hence a shopkeeper or mechanic, on the most ordinary occasion, may probably travel with a speed that would leave the fleetest courser behind. Wonderful words these! At a first glance we may not deem them so, being so familiar with the ideas which they convey, but our estimate of them will be more just if we reflect that when they were penned railways had scarcely sprung into being, steam locomotives had only just been born, and not only men in general, but even many learned, scientific and practical men regarded the statement of all such opinions as being little short of insanity. Nevertheless, many deep-thinking men thought differently, and one contemporary, reviewing this subject in after years, said of Mr Maclarens papers, that, they prepared the way for the success of railway projectors.

We have said that the steam locomotive  the material transformer of the world  our Iron Horse, had just been born. It was not however born on the rails, but on the common road, and a tremendous baby-giant it was, tearing up its cradle in such furious fashion that men were terrified by it, and tried their best to condemn it to inactivity, just as a weak and foolish father might lock up his unruly boy and restrain him perforce, instead of training him wisely in the way in which he should go.

But the progenitors of the Iron Horse were, like their Herculean child, men of mettle. They fought a gallant fight for their darlings freedom, and came off victorious!

Of course, many men and many nations were anxious to father this magnificent infant, and to this day it is impossible to say precisely who originated him. He is said by some to have sprung from the brains of Englishmen, others assert that brains in France and Switzerland begat him, and we believe that brother Jonathan exercised his prolific brain on him, before the actual time of his birth. The first name on record in connexion with this infant Hercules is that of Dr Robison, who communicated his ideas to Watt in 1759. The latter thereupon made a model locomotive, but entertained doubts as to its safety. Oliver Evans, of Philadelphia, patented a steam waggon in 1782. William Murdoch, the friend and assistant of Watt, made a model in 1787 which drew a small waggon round a room in his house in Cornwall. In the same year Symington exhibited a model locomotive in Edinburgh, and in 1795 he worked a steam-engine on a turnpike-road in Lanarkshire. Richard Trevethick, who had seen Murdochs model, made and patented a locomotive in 1802. It drew on a tramway a load of ten tons at the rate of five miles an hour. Trevethick also made a carriage to run on common roads, and altogether did good service in the cause.

Blenkinsop, of Middleton Colliery, near Leeds, made locomotives in 1811 which hauled coals up steep ascents by means of a toothed rail, with a toothed propelling wheel working into it. This unnatural infant, however, turned out to be not the true child. It was found that such a powerful creature did not require teeth at all, that he could bite quite well enough by means of his weight alone,  so the teeth were plucked out and never allowed to grow again.

After this, in 1813, came Brunton of Butterley, with a curious contrivance in the form of legs and feet, which were attached to the rear of his engine and propelled it by a sort of walking motion. It did not walk well, however, and very soon walked off the field of competition altogether.

At last, in the fulness of time there came upon the scene the great railway king, George Stephenson, who, if he cannot be said to have begotten the infant, at all events brought him up and effectually completed his training.

George Stephenson was one of our most celebrated engineers, and the father of the railway system. He may truly be said to have been one of mankinds greatest benefactors. He was a self-taught man, was born near Newcastle in 1781, began life as a pit-engine boy with wages at two-pence a day, and ultimately rose to fame and fortune as an engineer.

In 1814 he made a locomotive for the Killingworth Colliery Railway. It drew thirty tons at the rate of four miles an hour, and was regarded as a great success. In 1825 an engine of the same kind was used on the Stockton and Darlington Railway, of which Stephenson had been made engineer.

But the great crowning effort of Stephenson, and the grand impulse to the railway cause, which carried it steadily and swiftly on to its present amazing degree of prosperity, did not occur till the year 1829.

Previous to that date the Manchester and Liverpool Railway was being constructed, and so little was known as to the capabilities of railways and the best mode of working them, that the directors and engineers had some difficulty in deciding whether the line should be worked by fixed engines or by locomotives. It was ultimately decided that the latter should be used, and a premium of 500 pounds was offered for the best locomotive that could be produced, in accordance with certain conditions. These were  That the chimney should emit no smoke  that the engine should be on springs  that it should not weigh more than six tons, or four-and-a-half tons if it had only four wheels  that it should be able to draw a load of twenty tons at the rate of ten miles an hour, with a pressure of fifty pounds to the square inch in the boiler, and should not cost more than 500 pounds.

The Iron Horse was now at last about to assume its right position. It was no longer an infant, but a powerful stripling  though still far from its full growth; as far as six tons is from sixty!

Four iron steeds were entered to compete for the prize. It was in October 1829 that this celebrated trial came off, and great was the interest manifested on the occasion, for not only did the public entertain doubts as to the capabilities of locomotives, but very few even of the engineers of the country would admit the possibility of a locomotive engine attaining a speed greater than ten miles an hour! First came the Novelty of Braithwaite and Ericson; then the Sans pareil of Hawkworth; the Perseverance of Burstall; and, lastly, the Rocket of Stephenson. Of the first three we shall merely say that the Novelty, being weak in the wheels, broke down; the Sans pareil burst one of her cylinders; and the Perseverance turned out to be too heavy to comply with the conditions of the trial.

The Rocket advanced, and was harnessed to a train of waggons weighing thirteen tons; the fire was lighted, and the steam got up. The valves lifted at the stipulated fifty pounds pressure, and away it went with its load at an average speed of fifteen, and a maximum speed of twenty-nine miles an hour! Thus triumphantly the Rocket won the prize of 500 pounds, and the Iron Horse was fairly and finally married to the Iron Road. One of the important elements of Stephensons success lay in the introduction of numerous tubes into his boiler, through which the fire, and heat passed, and thus presented a vast amount of heating surface to the water. Another point was his allowing the waste steam to pass through the chimney, thus increasing the draught and intensifying the combustion; for heat is the life of the locomotive, and without much of this, high rates of speed could not be attained.

The difference between the first locomotive and those now in use is very great  as may be seen any day in London, by any one who chooses to visit one of our great railway stations, and go thence to the Kensington Museum, where the Rocket is now enshrined  a memorial of Stephensons wisdom, and of the beginning of our magnificent railway system. Yet though the difference be great it is wonderful how complete the Rocket was, all things considered. The modern improvements made on locomotives consist chiefly in clothing the boiler with wood, felt, and other non-conductors to increase the life-giving heat; in heating the feed-water, coupling the driving-wheels, working the cylinders horizontally, economising steam by cutting off the supply at any part of the stroke that may be required, and economising fuel by using raw coal instead of coke, and consuming the smoke, besides many other minor contrivances, but all the great principles affecting the locomotive were applied by George Stephenson, and illustrated in the Rocket.

It is no wonder that the first Iron Horse was clumsy in appearance and somewhat grotesque, owing to the complication of rods, cranks, and other machinery, which was all exposed to view. It required years of experience to enable our engineers to construct the grand, massive, simple chargers which now run off with our monster-trains as if they were feathers. When the iron horse was first made, men were naturally in haste to ascertain his power and paces. He was trotted out, so to speak, in his skeleton, with his heart and lungs and muscles exposed to view in complex hideosity! Now-a-days he never appears without his skin well-groomed and made gay with paint and polished brass and steel.

We have said that the Rocket drew thirteen tons at nearly thirty miles an hour. Our best engines can now draw hundreds of tons, and they can run at the rate of above sixty miles an hour at maximum speed. The more ordinary speed, however, for passenger-trains is from thirty to forty-five miles an hour. The weight of the Rocket was six tons. That of some of our largest engines with tenders is from forty to above fifty tons.

From the time of the opening of the old Manchester and Liverpool Railway in 1830 to the present day  a period of little more than forty years  railway construction has gone forward throughout the land  and we may add the world  with truly railway speed, insomuch that England has become covered from end to end with an absolute network of iron roads, and the benefit to our country has been inconceivably great. It would require a large volume to treat of these and correlative subjects, as they deserve.

Two hundred years ago the course of post between London and Edinburgh was one month; before an answer could be received two months had to elapse! About a hundred years later there was one stage-coach between the two cities, which did the distance in a fortnight, rendering communication and reply possible once in each month. In those days roads were uncommonly bad. One writer tells us that, while travelling in Lancashire, a county now traversed by railways in all directions, he found one of the principal roads so bad that there were ruts in it, which he measured, four feet deep, and that the only mending it received was the tumbling of stones into these holes to fill them up. The extremely limited goods traffic of the country was conducted by the slow means of carts and waggons. Enterprising men, however, then as now, were pushing the world forward, though they were by no means so numerous then as now. In 1673 it took a week to travel between London and Exeter, and cost from forty to forty-five shillings. About the same period a six-horse coach took six days to perform the journey between Edinburgh and Glasgow and back. To accomplish fifty miles or thereabouts in two days with a six-horse stage-coach, was considered good work and high speed about the beginning of last century. Near the middle of it (1740) travelling by night was for the first time introduced, and soon after that a coach was started with a wicker-basket slung behind for outside passengers! Some years afterwards an enterprising individual started a flying coach drawn by eight horses, which travelled between London and Dover in a day  the fare being one guinea. Even at the beginning of the present century four miles an hour was deemed a very fair rate of travelling for a stage-coach.

With the improvement of roads by the famous Macadam in 1816, began improved travelling and increased speed. The process was rapid. Mail-coaches began to overrun the country in all directions at the then remarkable pace of from eight to ten miles an hour,  and, let us remark in passing, there was a whirl and dash about these stage-coaches which railway trains, with all their velocity can never hope to attain to, except when they dash into each other! Man is but a weak creature in some senses. Facts are scarcely facts to him unless they touch his eye or ear. The smooth run of a train at twenty or even thirty miles an hour, with its gradual start and gentle pull up, has but a slight effect on him now compared with the splendid swing of the well-appointed mail coach of old as it swept round the bend of a road, and, with red-coated driver and guard, cracking whip, flying dust and stones, and reeking foam-flecked horses, dashed into town and pulled up, while at nearly full speed, amid all the glorious crash and turmoil of arrival! No doubt the passing of an express train within a yard of your nose is something peculiarly awful, and if you ever get permission to ride on the engine of an express, the real truth regarding speed, weight, momentum, will make a profound impression on you, but in ordinary circumstances the arrival of a train cannot for a moment compare with the dash, the animal spirit, the enthusiasm, the romance of the mail coach of days gone by.

About the time that the day of slow speed was drawing to a close (1837) licenses were granted to 3026 stage-coaches, of which 1507 went to and from London, besides 103 mail-coaches. And it has been estimated that the number of passengers carried in the year about that time was two millions. In regard to the merchandise traffic of the kingdom, we cannot give statistics, but we ask the reader to bear in mind that it was all conducted by means of heavy waggons and slow-going canal barges.

Now, let us contrast this state of things with the condition and influence of railways up to the present time. As we have said, the iron horse began his career in 1830 on the Liverpool and Manchester line  long since become part of the London and North-Western Railway  at that time thirty-one miles long. Eight years later, Liverpool, Manchester, and Birmingham were completely connected with London by railway. Then, as success attended the scheme, new lines were undertaken and opened at a still more rapid rate until, in 1843  despite the depression caused for a time by over-speculating  there were nearly 2000 miles of railway open for traffic. In 1850 there were above 6000 miles open; in 1860, above 10,000. In 1864 the railways of the kingdom employed upwards of 7200 locomotives, 23,470 passenger carriages, and 212,900 goods and mineral waggons. In that one year about five million passengers and goods trains ran 130 millions of miles  a distance that would encircle the earth 5221 times  the earth being 24,896 miles in circumference. In 1866 the gross receipts of railways was about forty millions of pounds sterling. At the present date (1871) above 14,000 miles of railway are open in the United Kingdom. This mileage is divided amongst about 430 companies, but a considerable number of these have been incorporated with the larger companies, such as the London and North west, the Great Western, etcetera.

All the lines carried in one year (1870) somewhere about 307 millions of passengers  in other words, that number of passenger journeys were performed on them. The mail and stage-coaches in their best days only conveyed, as we have said, two millions! See note at end of chapter.

It is almost overwhelming to consider what a vast change in the condition and habits of the people of this country is implied in these figures. Forty years ago none travelled but the comparatively rich, and that only to an extent equal to about two-thirds of the present population of London. Now-a-days the poorest artisan can, and does, afford to travel, and the number of journeys performed each year on all our British railways is equal to more than the entire population of Europe! which, in Stewarts Modern Geography, is set down at 285 millions. From this of course it follows, that as many thousands of men, women, and children never travel at all, many others must have undertaken numerous journeys in that year.

The facilities afforded by railways are altogether innumerable. If so disposed you may sup one night in the south of England and the next night in the north of Scotland. Thousands of families dwell in the country, while the heads thereof go to their business in town by rail every morning and return home every evening. Huntsmen, booted and spurred, are whirled off, horses and all, to distant fields, whence, after crossing country all day, they return to the railway and are whirled back to town in time for dinner. Navvys and artisans are conveyed to their work at a penny a mile, and monster-trains carry thousands of excursionists to scenes of rural delight that our fathers never dreamed of in their wildest flights of fancy.

One of the most remarkable and interesting facts in connexion with all this is, that although mail-coaches have been beaten off the field, there are actually more horses employed in this country now than there were in 1837, while canals are doing more business than they ever did, and are making higher profits too. In 1865 the carriage of cattle by railway amounted to between fourteen or fifteen million head of all kinds. The consumption of coal, in the same year, by our railways amounted to four million tons, and the quantity of that and other minerals carried by rail continually is enormous.

The benefit derived by the post-office also from our railways is incalculable. We cannot afford space to enter into details, but it may be truly said that but for railways the Post-Office Savings Bank system could not have existed; and of course, also, our frequent deliveries of letters and rapid as well as cheap communication with all parts of the kingdom would have been impossible. The railway service of the Post-Office is over 60,000 miles a day, and the gross sum paid by the Post-Office to railways in one year was 570,500 pounds.

These are but a few of the amazing statistics connected with our railway system, which, if fully enlarged upon, would fill a bulky volume. If our readers desire more there are several most interesting and instructive works on the subject, which are well worthy of perusal. See note 2 at the end of the chapter.

Before closing this perhaps too statistical chapter, we shall say a few words as to the construction of a railway. No one who has not looked pretty closely into the subject can form any adequate conception of the difficulties that beset an engineer-in-chief in the formation of a line of railway. We will suppose that all the Parliamentary battles have been fought, opposition overcome, the heavy expenses connected therewith paid, and the work begun.

The engineer has walked again and again over the country through which the railway is to be carried and selected the best route, his assistants having meanwhile taken for him flying levels and cross levels. Too frequently prejudice, ignorance, and selfishness interpose to prevent the best route being taken, and immense sums that might have been saved are spent in constructing the line on the next best route. As soon as the course of a line is fixed, accurate surveys are made by the assistant engineers, copies of which are placed, according to Act of Parliament, with the various clerks of the peace of the counties, through which the line is to pass, with the Commissioners of Railways and others, besides which there has to be prepared for each parish its proportion, and for each landholder a section showing the greatest depth of cutting or embankment in any of his fields.

As soon as all this has been done, and the Act of Parliament authorising the line obtained, an accurate plan and section of the whole line is made, from which the engineer ascertains and lays down its gradients, in other words its ascents and descents, determines the number and size of the bridges and viaducts to be made, calculates the quantity of embankments required to fill up hollows, and the number of cuttings to level obstructions, in which latter calculations he estimates that the cutting down of elevations will be made subservient as far as may be, to the elevation of depressions. All this involves very nice and exact calculation as to quantity of material, masonry, etcetera, and the sinking of trial shafts to ascertain the nature of the various strata to be excavated or tunnelled. Then the cost of all the works has to be estimated in detail, apportioned into lengths and advertised for execution by contract. To each section of the line thus apportioned  forty or fifty miles  an experienced engineer is appointed, having under him sub-assistants, who superintend from ten to fifteen miles each, and these again are assisted by inspectors of masonry, mining, earth-work and permanent way, to each of whom a district is assigned.

These managing and guiding men having been appointed, the physical workers are then called into action, in the form of bands of navvies. As the steam and mechanism of the locomotive are useless except in regulated combination, so brain and muscle can achieve nothing without wise and harmonious union. If boys and men would reflect more deeply on this great truth, pride, boasting, and the false separation of classes would be less rife. We say false, because there is a separation of classes which is natural and unavoidable. No one ever complains of that. If ill-advised or angry navvies were to refuse to work, what could directors and engineers do? If, on the other hand, ill-advised or angry directors and engineers refused to pay, what could navvies do? Antagonism is an unhealthy condition of things. There is far too much of it between employers and employed in this world. Agree with thine adversary quickly is a command which applies to bodies of men quite as much as to individuals, and the word is agree, not coerce or force. If we cannot agree, let us agree to differ; or, if that wont do in our peculiar circumstances, then let us agree to separate. Fighting, save in self-defence, is only fit for fools.

But to return. When bone and muscle have been for the time welded to brain, then the work of construction goes on full swing. Difficulties and obstructions are overcome in a way that appears to the unskilled eye nothing less than miraculous. But the work is often hindered and rendered greatly more expensive by the sudden appearance of evils against which no amount of human wisdom or foresight could have guarded.

The Kilsby tunnel of the London and North west Railway is a case in point. When that tunnel was proposed, it was arranged that it should be about 3000 yards long, and 160 feet below the surface, with two great ventilating shafts 60 feet in diameter. It was a gigantic work. The engineer examined the ground in the usual way, with much care, and then advertised for tenders. The various competing contractors also examined the ground minutely, and the offer of one of them to work it for 99,000 pounds was accepted. Forthwith the contractor went to work, and all went well and busily for some time, until it was suddenly discovered that a hidden quicksand extended 400 yards into the tunnel, which the trial shafts had just passed without touching. This was a more tremendous blow to the contractor than most readers may at first thought suppose, for he believed that to solidify a quicksand was impossible. The effect on him was so great that he was mentally prostrated, and although the company generously and justly relieved him from his engagement, the reprieve came too late, for he died. It then came to be a question whether or not the tunnel should be abandoned. Many advised that it should. At this juncture Mr Robert Stephenson, son of the great George, came forward and undertook the work. He placed his chief dependence on the steam-engine to keep the water down while the work was in progress. At first he was successful, but one day, while the men were busy laying their bricks in cement one of them drove into the roof, and a deluge of water burst in on them, and although they tried to continue their work on a raft the water prevailed and at last drove them out. They escaped with difficulty up one of the air-shafts. The water having put an effectual stop to the work, the directors felt disposed to give it up, but Stephenson begged for a fortnight more. It was granted. By means of thirteen steam-engines, the amazing quantity of 1800 gallons of water per minute was pumped out of the quicksand night and day for eight months. With the aid of 1250 men and 200 horses the work was finally completed, having occupied altogether thirty months from the laying of the first brick.

Two very singular accidents occurred during the course of the construction of this tunnel. On one occasion a man who had been working in it was being hauled up one of the shafts, when his coat caught in an angular crevice of the partition, that separated the pumps from the passage for the men, and became so firmly jammed that he was compelled to let go the rope, and was left there dangling in the air, about a hundred feet from the bottom, until his horrified comrades went down and rescued him by cutting away the piece of his coat. This piece of cloth was long preserved in the engineers office as a memorial of the event! On another occasion some men were at work on a platform, half-way down the shaft, executing some repairs, when a huge navvy, named Jack Pierson, fell from the surface, went right through the platform, as if it had been made of paper, and fell to the bottom. Fortunately there was water to receive him there, else he had been killed on the spot. The men, whom of course he had narrowly missed in his fall, began to shout for a rope to those above, and they hallooed their advice down the shaft in reply. In the midst of the confusion Jack Pierson himself calmly advised them to make less noise and pull him out, which they very soon did, and the poor man was carried home and put to bed. He lay there for many weeks unable to move, but ultimately recovered.

What we have said of the Kilsby tunnel gives a slight glimpse of some of the expenses, difficulties, and dangers that occasionally attend the construction of a railway.

Of course these difficulties and expenses vary according to the nature of the ground. In some places the gradients are slight, bridges few, and cuttings, etcetera, insignificant; but in other places the reverse is emphatically the case, and costly laborious works have to be undertaken.

One such work, which occurred at the very opening of our railway system in 1828, was the bridging of the Chat Moss, on the Liverpool and Manchester line. George Stephenson, the constructer of the Rocket, was also the hero of the Chat Moss. This moss was a great swamp or bog, four miles in extent, which was so soft that it could not be walked on with safety, and in some places an iron rod laid on the surface would sink by its own weight. Like many other difficulties in this world, the solidification of the Chat Moss was said to be impossible, but the great engineer scarce admitted the propriety of allowing the word impossible to cumber our dictionaries. He began the work at once by forming an embankment twenty feet high, which he carried some distance across the treacherous soil, when the whole affair sank down one day and disappeared! Undismayed, Stephenson began again, and went on steadily depositing thousands on thousands of tons of earth, which were greedily swallowed up, until at last a solid foundation was obtained over the greater part of the bog. But there was a particularly soft part of it, known by the name of the flow moss, which was insatiable. Over this hurdles interwoven with heath were spread, and on these earth and gravel were laid down. When this road showed a tendency to sink below the level, Stephenson loaded the moss beyond the track to balance it; when water oozed through, he invented a new kind of drain-pipe formed of old tallow casks, headed into each other, and ballasted to keep them down, and at last the feat was accomplished  the railway was run over the wet quaking moss on firm dry land.

It was in the formation of this, the true beginning of railways, that the British navvy was called into being. To perform the laborious work, Stephenson employed the men called inland navigators, in other words, the canal excavators. This body of strong navigators or navvies formed the nucleus, which gathered recruits from all parts of the kingdom. As the work of railway making, which thenceforward grew fast and furious, was unusually severe, only men who were unusually powerful were suited for the navvy ranks, so that they became a distinct class of gigantic men, whose capacity for bread and beef was in accordance with their muscular development and power to toil. Splendid fellows they were, and are; somewhat rugged and untamed, no doubt, with a tendency to fight occasionally, and a great deal of genuine kindness and simplicity. That they are capable of being imbued with refined feeling, noble sentiment, and love to God, has been shown by the publications of Miss Marsh, which detail that ladys interesting and earnest labours to bring the unbelievers among these men to our Saviour.

Another celebrated piece of railway engineering is the Britannia Bridge over the Menai Straits, which separates Caernarvonshire from the island of Anglesey. This was the first bridge ever built on the tubular principle. The importance of crossing the strait was very great, as it lay in the direct route to Holyhead and Ireland. Telford, the engineer, daringly resolved to span the strait with a suspension bridge 100 feet above the water. He began it in 1818, and on the last day of January 1826 the London mail coach passed over the estuary. The bridge remains to this day a vast and beautiful monument of engineering skill. But when railways began to play, something more ponderous and powerful became necessary. A bridge with arches was talked of, but this was considered likely to be obstructive to the navigation of the strait, therefore another plan was demanded. At this juncture Robert Stephenson came forward with a plan. Pounding his opinion on the known fact that hollow columns are stronger than solid ones; that hollow beams are better than solid beams, he leaped to the bold conclusion that a hollow iron beam, or tube, could be made large enough to allow a train to pass through it! As usual there sprang up a host of cold-waterers, but thanks to British enterprise, which can dare anything, there were found enough of men willing to promote the scheme. It was no sooner resolved on than begun. Massive abutments of stone were raised on each shore to the height of 100 feet above high-water. The width of the strait between these abutments is nearly 500 yards. Midway across is the Britannia Rock, just visible at half tide. The engineer resolved to found one of his towers on that rock. It was done; but the distance being too great for a single span of tube, two other towers were added. The centre towel rises 35 feet higher than the abutments, thus giving to the tube a very slight arch, which, however, is barely perceptible.

The tubes were rectangular, with double top and bottom made of plates of wrought-iron, from three-eighths to three-quarters of an inch thick, and varying in length according to their position  the whole when put together forming a single tube about 500 yards long. The two centre ones were the largest and most difficult to manage, each having to be built on shore, floated off on barges, and lifted by hydraulic power a height of about 100 feet. Some idea of what this implied may be gathered from the following fact. Each tube weighed 1800 tons  the weight of a goodly-sized ocean steamer! A perfect army of men worked at the building of the tubes; cutting, punching, fitting, riveting, etcetera, and as the place became the temporary abode of so many artificers and labourers, with their wives and children, a village sprang up around them, with shops, a school, and a surgery. Two fire-engines and large tanks of water were kept in constant readiness in case of fire, and for many months rivet-making machines, punching machines, shearing machines, etcetera, were in full work. There were two million rivets used altogether, and the quantity of three-quarter-inch iron rod used in making them measured 126 miles. The total weight of iron used was nearly 12,000 tons. The bridge was strengthened by eighty-three miles of angle iron. For many months the outlay in wages alone was 6000 pounds a week, and the cost for the whole of the works more than 600,000 pounds. A curious fact connected with this enormous mass of iron is, that arrangements had to be made to permit of shrinkage and expansion. The tubes were placed on a series of rollers and iron balls, and it was afterwards found that in the hottest part of summer they were twelve inches longer than in winter  a difference which, if not provided for, would have caused the destruction of the towers by a constant and irresistible pull and thrust! The Menai Bridge was begun in 1846 and opened for traffic in March 1850.

Space would fail us were we to attempt even a slight sketch of the great engineering works that railways have called into being. We can merely point to such achievements as the high-level bridges at Newcastle-on-Tyne, Berwick-on-Tweed, and at Saltash, over the Tamar. There are viaducts of great height, length, and beauty in all parts of the kingdom; there are terminal stations so vast and magnificent as to remind one of the structures of Eastern splendour described in the Arabian Nights Entertainments; and there are hundreds of miles of tunnelling at the present time in the United Kingdom.

The Metropolitan Railway is the most important and singular of these tunnels  for it is entitled to be regarded as a gigantic tunnel  which burrows under the streets of London.

This stupendous work was undertaken in order to relieve the traffic in the streets of London. The frequent blocks that used to occur not many years ago in the main thoroughfares of the Metropolis, had rendered relief absolutely necessary. When the increase of railways began to pour human beings and goods from all parts of the kingdom into London in a continuous and ever-increasing stream, it became obvious that some new mode of conveyance must be opened up. After much deliberation as to the best method, it was finally resolved that an underground railway should be made, encircling the Metropolis, so that travellers arriving from all points of the compass might find a ready and sufficient means of conveyance into the central parts of the city. There was opposition to the scheme, of course; but, through the persevering energy of the solicitor to the undertaking and others, the work was at length begun, and the line opened for traffic in January 1863. Its extraordinary success soon proved the wisdom of its promoters.

At first it was thought that the chief revenues would be derived from the conveyance of goods from the west to the eastern districts of London, but its enormous passenger traffic eventually became the chief cause of its great prosperity. In the very first year of its opening the number of passengers who travelled by it between Farringdon Street and Bishops Road, Paddington, amounted to nearly nine and a half millions of individuals, which is more than three times the entire population of London  also, let us add, more than three times the entire population of Scotland!

The number of trains which are constantly following each other in quick succession (at times every two or three minutes) on this magnificent railway has rendered a most perfect system of signalling necessary, as well as a working staff of superior intelligence and activity. The drivers are all picked men, and indeed it is obvious to every one who travels by it that the porters, and guards, and all employed on the line are unusually smart men. The engineering difficulties connected with the Metropolitan railway were very great as may easily be believed, seeing that it had to be formed under streets whose foundations were unavoidably shaken, and amongst an infinite ramification of gas and water-pipes and sewers whose separate action had to be maintained intact while the process of construction was going on. Some of the stations are most ingeniously lighted from the streets above by bright reflecting tile-work, while others, too deep for such a method, or too much overtopped with buildings to admit of it, are lit perpetually with gas. The whole of the works are a singular instance of engineering skill, reflecting great credit on Mr Fowler, the engineer-in-chief. Despite its great length of tunnelling the line is perfectly dry throughout.

At first fears were entertained that human beings could not with safety travel through such tunnels as were here formed, but experience has proved those fears, like many others, to have been groundless, and a very thorough analysis of the atmosphere of the line in all circumstances, and by the most competent men of the day, has demonstrated that the air of the Metropolitan railway is not injurious to health. The excellent general health of the employés also affords additional and conclusive testimony to this fact even although it is unquestionably true that there is at times a somewhat sulphurous smell there.

This thorough ventilation, of course, could only have been achieved by ingenious arrangements and a peculiar construction of the engines, whereby the waste steam and fumes of the furnaces should be prevented from emitting their foul and sulphurous odours. The carriages are brilliantly lighted with gas, contained in long india-rubber bags on their roofs, and the motion of the trains is much gentler than that of ordinary railways, although they travel at the rate of from fifteen to twenty miles an hour, including stoppages,  a rate, be it observed, which could not have been ventured on at all but for the thorough and effective system of telegraphic and semaphore signalling employed, to indicate from station to station the exact state of the line  as to trains  at all times. On the whole the Metropolitan Railway has proved one of the most useful and successful undertakings of modern times. See Note 3 at the end of the chapter.

In reference to foreign railways, we have only space to say that there are works as grand, and as worthy of note, as any of which we can boast; and it is with much regret that we feel constrained to do no more than point to such magnificent undertakings as the Mont Cenis Railway, which ascends and tunnels through the Alps; and that stupendous line, the Union Pacific Railroad, 3000 miles in length, formed by the daring and enterprising Americans, by means of which the prairies and the Rocky Mountains are made of no account and New York is brought within seven days of San Francisco! The engineering works on the Sömmering Railway, between Vienna and Trieste; the mighty Victoria Tubular Bridge at Montreal; the railway bridge over Niagara; the difficulties encountered and overcome in India; the bold achievements of railway engineers amid the dizzy heights and solitudes of the Andes  all these subjects must be passed over in silence, else our readers will, we fear, come to the conclusion that we have lost command of the Iron Horse altogether, allowed him to take the bit in his teeth and fairly run away.



Note 1. Many readers may find it difficult to form an adequate conception of such a vast number as 307 millions. It may help one to some idea of it to know that, if a man were to devote himself to count it, one by one,  sitting down after breakfast counting at the rate of one every moment, and working without intermission for eight hours every day, excepting Sundays,  he would not conclude his task until the thirty-fifth year.



Note 2. We would refer them particularly to Messrs W. and R. Chambers comprehensive and popularly written work on Railways, Steamer, and Telegraphs; Moneys Rambles on Railways, which bristles with figures and swarms with anecdote; Stokers and Pokers, by Sir Francis Head, a capital and very full work, though somewhat old; W.B. Adams Roads and Rails, and Bremrers Industries of Scotland.



Note 3. We had intended to devote much larger space to this most interesting line, but the nature of our book forbids it. We quit the subject regretfully; referring the reader, who may desire to know more, to an able notice of the Metropolitan Railway in The Shops and Companies of London, edited by Henry Mayhew.




Chapter Seven.

Little Gertie comes out in a New Light, and Bob Receives Good News.

Poor little earnest curly-haired Gertie had been so thoroughly reared in the midst of crashing sounds and dire alarms without any mischance resulting, that she had come to feel at last as if the idea of danger or disaster were a mere fiction. It was therefore a new and terrible shock which she received, when she saw her father carried to his cottage by four railway porters and tenderly laid in his bed; and it went to her heart with an unaccountable thrill when she heard her fathers usually loud hearty voice say, in soft, womanly tones, Thank ee, lads; thank ee. Ill be all right soon, please God. Good-night and thank ee kindly.

Good-night  good-night, Jack, they replied in various tones of cheeriness; for these hard-muscled men had soft hearts, and although they entertained fears for their friend, they were anxious, by the hearty tones of their voices, to keep up his spirits.

You mustnt take on like that, Missis, whispered one of them as they were leaving the cottage door; the doctor said for sartin that there warnt no bones broken, and e didnt think there was nothink internal.

It aint that Im afeard of, whimpered poor Mrs Marrot, but it does go to my art so, to ear my John speak in that voice. I never eard him do it except once before, when he was very low with fever, an thought himself a-dyin.

But e aint agoin to die this time, returned the kindly porter; so cheer up, Missis. Good-night.

Mrs Marrot returned to the room where her husband lay, evidently suffering severe pain, for he was very pale and his lips were compressed. He was anxious not to alarm Gertie and Loo who stood at the bedside. The former could not speak, and the blood had so completely fled from her face and her small tightly-clasped hands that she resembled a creature of wax.

Can I do nothing to relieve the pain, dear father? said Loo, as she wiped the perspiration from his brow.

Nothin, nothin, dear lass, said John, with some of his wonted heartiness, except git me a cup o tea. Mayhap thatll do me good; but the doctorll be here soon, and hell put me all to rights in no time.

The idea of a cup of tea was a deep device on the part of John, who meant thereby to give Loo some active work to do and thus take her attention off himself.

And dont you be uneasy, Molly, he added, turning to his wife, it aint a bad hurt, Im told, an it aint hard for a man to suffer a bit o pain now an agin when its the Lords will. Come, thats the doctors knock. Dont keep him waitin. I knew hed be here soon, cause Mr Able said hed send him without delay.

A prolonged and somewhat painful examination of Johns injuries ensued, during which time little Gertie, with clasped hands, parted lips, and eager eyes, watched the doctors countenance intently. After it was over, the doctor turned to Mrs Marrot, and said  

Im happy to tell you, that your husbands injuries, although severe and painful, are not serious. No bones are broken, but he has been severely bruised, and will require careful nursing for some time  and, he added, turning with a smile to the patient, no more rushing about the country at sixty miles an hour for several weeks to come.

Little Gertie began to breathe freely again. Her hands unclasped, and the colour came slowly back, as she crept quietly to the bedside, and, taking her fathers large horny hand, laid her cheek softly upon it.

Are you easier now, daddy? she asked.

Ay, much easier, God bless you, Gertie. The doctor has made things much more comfortable. Theyve got a wonderful knack o puttin things right  these doctors have. Wy, it minds me o my ingine after a longish run; she looks dirty an all out o sorts; but wen I gits her into the shed, and gives her an overhaul, youd scarce know er again.

At this moment baby Marrot who had been sleeping when his father was brought in, became suddenly conscious of internal vacuity, and forthwith set up a lusty howl, whereupon Mrs Marrot pounced upon and throttled him  to some extent.

Dont stop him, Molly, my dear; you

The remainder of the sentence was drowned by the night express which rushed past, joining baby Marrot in a yell, as the latter freed his throat from his mothers grip.

Dont stop him, Molly, repeated John; you dont suppose that after drivin a locomotive for eight years Im agoin to be disturbed by the small pipe of our own youngster. Let him yell, Molly; it does him good, and it dont do me no harm.

It was now arranged that Gertie was to be head nurse on this trying occasion  not that the appointment was considered appropriate, but it was unavoidable, seeing that Gertie wanted it intensely, and her father was pleased to have it so.

Gertie had never before been called upon to do anything in the nursing way more serious than to look after baby when he had eaten too much or scalded himself  nevertheless, the way in which she went about her nursing would have done credit to an hospital training. She evidently possessed a natural aptitude for the work, and went about it with a sense of the importance of the trust that was quite charming. She was at that tender age when such work becomes barely possible, and the performance of it seems quite miraculous! Her father gazed at her in bewilderment while she went about gravely smoothing his pillow and tucking in corners of blankets, and bringing cups, and tumblers, and spoons, and handkerchiefs, and sundry other articles, to a chair at his bedside, so as to be within reach of his hand. Molly and Loo, besides being highly interested, were intensely amused. It is a matter of dispute even to this day whether baby did not perceive the marvellous aptitude of Gertie, for he continued for a prolonged period to gaze at her as if in solemn wonder. Mrs Marrot declared babys gaze to be one of admiration, but John held that it was owing to the state of exhaustion that resulted from an unusually long fit of yelling. While he stared thus, Gertie, having completed a number of little operations and put the finishing touches or pats to them, became suddenly aware that every one was laughing quietly.

What is it? she asked, relaxing the severity of her brow and brightening up.

They all laughed still more at this, and Gertie, looking round for an explanation, encountered babys glaring eyes, whereupon, supposing that she had found out the cause, she laughed too. But she quickly dismissed her levity and recurred to her work with renewed diligence.

It was well for the engine-driver that he had been trained in a rough school, for his powers of endurance were severely tested that night, by the attentions of his numerous friends who called to inquire for him, and in some cases insisted on seeing him.

Among others came one of the directors of the company, who, seeing how matters stood, with much consideration said that he would not sit down, but had merely looked in for a moment, to tell John Marrot that an appointment had been found for his son Robert in the Works, and that if he would send him over in the morning he would be introduced to the locomotive superintendent and initiated into the details of his new sphere of action.

This was very gratifying to the engine-driver of course, but much more so to Bob himself, whose highest earthly ambition was to become, as he styled it, an engineer. When that aspiring youth came home that night after cleaning his lamps, he wiped his oily hands on a bundle of waste, and sat down beside his sire to inquire considerately into his state of body, and to give him, as he expressed it, the noos of the line.

You see, daddy, he said, the doctor tells me youre to be kep quiet, an not allowed to talk, so in course youve got nothin to do but lie still an listen while I give ee the noos. So ere goes. An dont you sit too near baby, mother, else youll wake im up, an well have a yell asll put talkin out o the question. Well then

Bob, said Loo, interrupting her brother as she sat down opposite, and began to mend one of babys pinafores  which by the way was already so mended and patched as to have lost much of its original form and appearance Bob, Mr Able has been here, and

Whos Mr Able? demanded Bob.

One of the directors,  dont you know?

How should I know? retorted Bob; you dont suppose that the drectors is all my partikler friends, do you? Theres only two or three of em as has the honer of my acquaintance.

Well, resumed Loo with a laugh, you ought to consider Mr Able one of your particular friends at all events, for he has been here this evening making kind inquiries after father, and telling him that he has got you appointed to the works that youve been so long hankering

What! interrupted Bob in great excitement; you dont mean that, Loo?

Yes, I do.

To the great Clatterby Works, where the big hammer is?

Well, I suppose it is to these works, said Loo.

Ay, Bob, to the Clatterby Works, lad; so youre a made man if you only behave yourself and do your dooty, said John Marrot in reply to his sons look of inquiry.

In the strength of his satisfaction the boy rose, and, taking Loo round the neck, kissed her pretty mouth heartily, after which he bestowed the same favour on his mother and little Gertie, and looked as if he meant to do it to baby too, but he thought better of it.

Why, mother, he said, resuming his seat at the bedside, these are the works where theyve got the big hammers  so big, mother; oh! youve no notion how big they are, and heavy. Why, one of em is full five tons in weight  think o that! equal to five carts of coals, mother, all rolled into one.

Nonsense! said Mrs Marrot.

But its true, said Bob, earnestly.

Nonsense! repeated Mrs Marrot; wy, what would be the use of a hammer as no one could lift?

Steam lifts it, mother, said Bob, as easy  yes, as easy as you lift the rollin pin.

The unbelieving woman still shook her head, smiled, and said, Nonsense!

Moreover, continued Bob, waxing enthusiastic on his favourite topic, Im told, for I havent seen em yet, that theyve got a pair o scissors there as can cut cold iron as easy as you can cut paper  they could cut through, said Bob, pausing and looking round, they could cut through the poker and tongs and shovel, all at one go, as easy as if they was straws.

Gammon! said Mrs Marrot.

Isnt it a fact, daddy? cried Bob.

Quite true, Molly, my dear. I must take you over to see the works some day and convince you, said John with a faint smile. But whats the news you were goin to give us, Bob? he added.

The noos?  ah; that good noos drove it all out o my ead. Well, as I wos agoin to say, theres a great to-do down at the shed, cause its said that an awful lot o thefts has bin goin on of late at Bingly station, and its bin reported that some of the drivers or firemen are consarned in it. An dee know, father, continued Bob, suddenly becoming grave and very earnest, I heard one o the men say that Will Garvie is suspected.

There was a momentary deep silence, as if every one had received a shock; then Mrs Marrot exclaimed What say ee, boy?

At the same time her husband demanded sternly, Who said that?

I dont know, father. I was passing through the shed at the time and didnt see who spoke, I only heerd im.

Father, said Leo, over whose face a deep crimson flush had spread, surely you dont for a moment believe it?

Believe it, replied John, believe that my mate, Will Garvie, is a thief? Id as soon believe that my Molly was a murderer!

The energetic driver here struck his fist so violently on the bed as to cause his wounded side an acute twinge of pain. It had scarcely passed away when the door opened and Will Garvie himself entered.

Well, Jack, he said, going up to his friends couch and taking his hand, how dyou feel now  better?

The frank open countenance of the young man  albeit begrimed with smoke, and his clear laughing blue eyes, were such a flat contradiction to the charge which had been made against him that John looked up in his face and laughed.

Well, you must be better, if thats the way you answer me!

Oh, Im all right, said John, quietly; leastwise Im on the rails agin, an only shunted on to a sidin to be overhauled and repaired a bit. Youve heard the noos, I fancy?

What of Bobs appointment? said Will, glancing at Loo; for he knew that anything that was for Bobs advantage gave her intense delight, and he liked to watch her countenance in such circumstances of course Ive heard of that. Moreover, Ive bin to the locomotive superintendent and got leave to go over with him to-morrow and show him through the works, along with any of his family that might want to go. I made a special request for this, thinkin that mayhap

He looked pointedly at Loo, and Loo looked pointedly at the pinafore which suddenly claimed her undivided attention. Bob, before Will could finish his sentence, broke in with  

Now, aint that a sucumstance? wy, we was just talkin of havin mother over to see the works, an lettin her be convinced by her own eyes that there is a hammer there of five ton weight, drove by steam, an a pair o scissors as can cut cold iron an inch thick. Youll go mother, wont you?

Well, I dessay it would be amoosin; yes, Ill go, Bob, if fathers better.

Accordingly, much to Will Garvies disappointment it was arranged that Mrs Marrot was to accompany him and Bob to the great railway Works on the following day.




Chapter Eight.

Mrs Marrot and Bob Visit the Great Clatterby Works.

We cannot presume to say what sort of a smiddy Vulcans was, but we feel strongly inclined to think that if that gentleman were to visit the works of the Grand National Trunk Railway, which are about the finest of the kind in the kingdom, he would deem his own old shop a very insignificant affair!

The stupendous nature of the operations performed there; the colossal grandeur of the machinery employed; the appalling power of the forces called into action; the startling chiaro scuro of the furnaces; the Herculean activity of the 3500 hands; the dread pyrotechnic displays; the constant din and clangour  pshaw! the thing is beyond conception. Why then, you will say, attempt description? Because, reader, of two evils we always choose the less. Description is better than nothing. If you cannot go and see and hear for yourself, there is nothing left for you but to fall back on description.

But of all the sights to be seen there, the most interesting, perhaps, and the most amusing, was the visage of worthy Mrs Marrot as she followed Will Garvie and her son, and gazed in rapt amazement at the operations, and listened to the sounds, sometimes looking all round with a half-imbecile expression at the rattling machinery, at other times fixing her eyes intently down on one piece of mechanism in the vain hope of penetrating its secrets to the core. Bob was not much less amazed than his mother, but he had his sharp wits about him, and was keenly alive to the delight of witnessing his mothers astonishment.

The works covered several acres of ground, and consisted of a group of huge buildings which were divided into different departments, and in these the railway company manufactured almost every article used on the line  from a locomotive engine to a screw-nail.

Here, as we have said, above 3500 men and boys were at work, and all sorts of trades were represented. There were draughtsmen to make designs, and, from these, detailed working drawings. Smiths to forge all the wrought-iron-work, with hammermen as assistants. Pattern-makers to make wooden patterns for castings. Moulders, including loam, dry-sand and green-sand moulders and brass-founders. Dressers to dress the rough edges off the castings when brought from the foundry. Turners in iron and brass. Planers and nibblers, and slotters and drillers. Joiners and sawyers, and coach-builders and painters. Fitters and erecters, to do the rougher and heavier part of fitting the engines together. Boiler-makers, including platers or fitters, caulkers and riveters. Finishers to do the finer part of fitting  details and polishing. In short almost every trade in the kingdom concentrated in one grand whole and working harmoniously, like a vast complex machine, towards one common end  the supply of railway rolling-stock, or plant to the line.

All these were busy as bees, for they were engaged on the equitable system of piece-work,  which means that each man or boy was paid for each piece of work done, instead of being paid by time, which of course induced each to work as hard as he could in order to make much as possible  a system which suited both masters and men. Of course there are some sorts of employment where it would be unjust to pay men by the amount of work done  as, for instance, in some parts of tin-mines, where a fathom of rock rich in tin is as difficult to excavate as a fathom of rock which is poor in tin  but in work such as we are describing the piece-work system suits best.

Like a wise general, Will Garvie began with the department in which the less astonishing operations were being performed. This was the timber and sawing department.

Here hard wood, in all sizes and forms, was being licked into shape by machinery in a way and with an amount of facility that was eminently calculated to astonish those whose ideas on such matters had been founded on the observation of the laborious work of human carpenters. The very first thing that struck Bob Marrot was that the tools were so heavy, thick, and strong that the biggest carpenter he had ever seen would not have been able to use them. Bobs idea of a saw had hitherto been a long sheet of steel with small teeth, that could be easily bent like a hoop  an implement that went slowly through a plank, and that had often caused his arm to ache in being made to advance a few inches; but here he saw circular steel-discs with fangs more than an inch long, which became invisible when in a state of revolution.

What is that? said Mrs Marrot concentrating herself on one of these implements, after having indulged in a stare of bewildered curiosity round the long shed.

Thats a circular saw, replied Will Garvie; one of the large ones,  about four feet in diameter.

A saw! exclaimed Mrs Marrot, in surprise. Wy, Will, its round. How can a round thing saw? An it hant got no andle! How could any man lay old of it to saw?

The carpenter here dont require no handles, replied Will. Hes a queer fellow is the carpenter of this shop, as well as powerful. He works away from morning till night with the power of more than a hundred horses, an does exactly what hes bid without ever making any mistakes or axin any questions. Hes a steam-carpenter, Missis, but indeed hes a jack-of-all-trades, and carries em on all at the same time. See, theyre goin to set him to work now  watch and you shall see.

As he spoke, two men approached the circular saw bearing a thick log of oak. One of them fitted it in position, on rollers, with its edge towards the saw; then he seized a handle, by means of which he connected the steam-carpenter with the saw, which instantly revolved so fast that the teeth became invisible; at the same time the plank advanced rapidly and met the saw. Instantly there was a loud hissing yet ringing sound, accompanied by a shower of sawdust, and, long before Mrs Marrot had recovered from her surprise, the log was cut into two thick substantial planks.

After two or three more had been cut up in this way in as many minutes, Will Garvie said  

Now, lets see what they do with these planks. Come here.

He led them to a place close beside the saw, where there was a strong iron machine, to one part of which was attached a very large chisel  it might have been equal to two or three dozen of the largest ordinary chisels rolled into one. This machine was in motion, but apparently it had been made for a very useless purpose, for it was going vigorously up and down at the time cutting the atmosphere!

Its like a lot of people as I knows of, observed Mrs Marrot, very busy about nothin.

Itll have somethin to do soon, mother, said Bob, who was already beginning to think himself very knowing.

Bob was right. One of the oak-planks had been measured and marked for mortice-holes in various ways according to pattern, and was now handed over to the guardian of the machine, who, having had it placed on rollers, pushed it under the chisel and touched a handle. Down came the implement, and cut into the solid wood as if it had been mere putty. A dozen cuts or so in one direction, then round it went  for this chisel could be turned with its face in either direction without stopping it for the purpose  another dozen cuts were made, and an oblong hole of three or four inches long by two broad and three deep was made in the plank in a few seconds.

Even Mrs Marrot had sufficient knowledge of the arts to perceive that this operation would have cost a human carpenter a very much greater amount of time and labour, and that therefore there must have been a considerable saving of expense. Had she been aware of the fact that hundreds of such planks were cut, marked, morticed, and turned out of hands every week all the year round, and every year continuously, she would have had a still more exalted conception of the saving of time, labour, and expense thus effected.

The guardian of the chisel having in a few minutes cut the requisite half dozen or so of holes, guided the plank on rollers towards a pile, where it was laid, to be afterwards carried off to the carriage-builders, who would fit it as one side of a carriage-frame to its appropriate fellow-planks, which had all been prepared in the same way.

Not far from this machine the visitors were shown another, in which several circular saws of smaller dimensions than the first were at work in concert, and laid at different angles to each other, so that when a plank was given into their clutches it received cuts and slices in certain parts during its passage through the machine, and came out much modified and improved in form  all that the attendants had to do merely being to fit the planks in their places and guide them safely through the ordeal. Elsewhere Mrs Marrot and Bob beheld a frame  full of gigantic saws cut a large log into half a dozen planks, all in one sweep, in a few minutes  work which would have drawn the sweat from the brows of two saw-pit men for several hours. One thing that attracted the attention of Bob very strongly was the simple process of hole-boring. Of course, in forming the massive frames of railway carriages, it becomes necessary to bore numerous holes for large nails or bolts. Often had Bob, at a neighbouring seaport, watched the heavy work and the slow progress of ship-carpenters as they pierced the planks of ships with augers; but here he beheld what he called, augers and drills gone mad!  augers small and great whirling furiously, or, as Bob put it, like all possessed. Some acting singly, others acting together in rows of five or six; and these excited things were perpetually whirling, whether at work or not, ready for service at a moments notice. While Bob was gazing at one huge drill  probably an inch and a half broad, if not more  a man came up to it with a plank, on the surface of which were several dots at various distances. He put the plank under the drill, brought it down on a dot, whizz went the drill, and straightway there was a huge round hole right through almost before Bob had time to wink,  and Bob was a practised hand at winking. Several holes were bored in this way, and then the plank was carried to another machine, where six lesser holes were drilled at one and the same time by six furious little augers; and thus the planks passed on from one machine to another until finished, undergoing, in the course of a few minutes, treatment that would have cost them hours of torture had they been manipulated by human hands, in addition to which the work was most beautifully, and perfectly, and regularly done.

Many other operations did the visitors behold in this department  all more or less interesting and, to them, surprising  so that Mrs Marrot was induced at last to exclaim  

Wy, Willum, it seems to me that if you go on improvin things at this rate there wont be no use in a short time for uman ands at all. Well just ave to sit still an let machinery do our work for us, an all the trades-people will be throwd out of employment.

How can you say that, Missis, said Will Garvie, you bein old enough to remember the time wen there wasnt five joiners shops in Clatterby, with prhaps fifty men and boys employed, and now theres hundreds of joiners, and other shops of all kinds in the town, besides these here railway works which, as you know, keeps about 3500 hands goin all the year round?

Thats so, Willum, assented Mrs Marrot in a meditative tone.

Thus meditating, she was conducted into the smiths department.

Here about 140 forges and 400 men were at work. Any one of these forges would have been a respectable smiddy in a country village. They stood as close to each other as the space would allow,  so close that their showers of sparks intermingled, and kept the whole shed more or less in the condition of a chronic eruption of fireworks. To Bobs young mind it conveyed the idea of a perpetual keeping of the Queens birthday. To his mother it was suggestive of singed garments and sudden loss of sight. The poor woman was much distressed in this department at first, but when she found, after five minutes or so, that her garments were unscathed, and her sight still unimpaired, she became reconciled to it.

In this place of busy vulcans  each of whom was the beau-idéal of the village blacksmith, all the smaller work of the railway was done. As a specimen of this smaller work, Will Garvie drew Mrs Marrots attention to the fact that two vulcans were engaged in twisting red-hot iron bolts an inch and a half thick into the form of hooks with as much apparent ease as if they had been hair-pins. These, he said, were hooks for couplings, the hooks by which railway carriages were attached together, and on the strength and unyielding rigidity of which the lives of hundreds of travellers might depend.

The bending of them was accomplished by means of a powerful lever. It would be an endless business to detail all that was done in this workshop. Every piece of comparatively small iron-work used in the construction of railway engines, carriages, vans, and trucks, from a door-hinge to a coupling-chain, was forged in that smithy. Passing onward, they came to a workshop where iron castings of all kinds were being made; cylinders, fire-boxes, etcetera,  and a savage-looking place it was, with numerous holes and pits of various shapes and depths in the black earthy floor, which were the moulds ready, or in preparation, for the reception of the molten metal. Still farther on they passed through a workroom where every species of brass-work was being made. And here Bob Marrot was amazed to find that the workmen turned brass on turning-lathes with as much facility as if it had been wood. Some of the pieces of brazen mechanism were very beautiful and delicate  especially one piece, a stop-cock for letting water into a boiler, the various and complex parts of which, when contrasted with the huge workmanship of the other departments, resembled fine watch-work.

As they passed on, Bob observed a particularly small boy, in whom he involuntarily took a great and sudden interest  he looked so small, so thin, so intelligent, and, withal, so busy.

Ah, you may well look at him, said Will Garvie, observing Bobs gaze. That boy is one of the best workers of his age in the shop.

What is e doin? inquired Bob.

Hes preparin nuts for screws, replied Will, and gets one penny for every hundred. Most boys can do from twelve to fourteen hundred a day, so, you see, they can earn from six to seven shillins a week; but that little feller  they call him Tomtit Dorkin  earns a good deal more, I believe, and he has much need to, for he has got an old granny to support. Thats the work that you are soon to be set to, lad.

Is it? said Bob, quite pleased at the notion of being engaged in the same employment with Tomtit; Im glad to ear it. You see, mother, when you gits to be old an elpless, youll not need to mind, cause Ill support you.

The next place they visited was the great point of attraction to Bob. It was the forge where the heavy work was done, and where the celebrated hammer and terrific pair of scissors performed their stupendous work.

At the time the visitors entered this department the various hammers chanced to be at rest, nevertheless even Mrs Marrots comparatively ignorant mind was impressed by the colossal size and solidity of the iron engines that surrounded her. The roof of the shed in which they stood had been made unusually high in order to contain them.

Well, I spose the big ammer that Bob says is as eavy as five carts of coals must be ereabouts? observed Mrs Marrot looking round.

Yes, there it is, said Will, pointing in front of him.

Were? I dont see no ammer.

Why there, that big thing just before you, he said, pointing to a machine of iron, shaped something like the letter V turned upside down, with its two limbs on the earth, its stem lost in the obscurity of the root and having a sort of tongue between the two limbs, which tongue was a great square block of solid iron, apparently about five feet high and about three feet broad and deep. This tongue, Will Garvie assured his companion, was the hammer.

No, no, Willum, said Mrs Marrot, with a smile, you mustnt expect me for to believe that. I may believe that the moon is made of green cheese, but I wont believe that thats a ammer.

No: but is it, Bill? asked Bob, whose eyes gleamed with suppressed excitement.

Indeed it is; you shall see presently.

Several stalwart workmen, with bare brawny arms, who were lounging before the closed mouth of a furnace, regarded the visitors with some amusement. One of these came forward and said  

Youd better stand a little way back, maam.

Mrs Marrot obediently retreated to a safe distance. Then the stalwart men threw open the furnace door. Mrs Marrot exclaimed, almost shrieked, with surprise at the intense light which gushed forth, casting even the modified daylight of the place into the shade. The proceedings of the stalwart men thereafter were in Mrs Marrots eyes absolutely appalling  almost overpowering,  but Mrs M was tough both in mind and body. She stood her ground. Several of the men seized something inside the furnace with huge pincers, tongs, forceps  whatever you choose to call them  and drew partly out an immense rudely shaped bar or log of glowing irons thicker than a mans thigh. At the same time a great chain was put underneath it, and a crane of huge proportions thereafter sustained the weight of the glowing metal. By means of this crane it was drawn out of the furnace and swung round until its glowing head or end came close to the tongue before mentioned. Then some of the stalwart men grasped several iron handles, which were affixed to the cool end of the bar, and prepared themselves to act. A signal was given to a man who had not hitherto been noticed, he was so small in comparison with the machine on which he stood  perhaps it would be better to say to which he stuck, because he was perched on a little platform about seven or eight feet from the ground, which was reached by an iron ladder, and looked down on the men who manipulated the iron bar below.

On receiving the signal, this man moved a small lever. It cost him no effort whatever, nevertheless it raised the iron tongue about six feet in the air, revealing the fact that it had been resting on another square block of iron embedded in the earth. This latter was the anvil. On the anvil the end of the white-hot bar was immediately laid. Another signal was given, and down came the five-carts-of-coals weight with a thud that shook the very earth, caused the bar partially to flatten as if it had been a bit of putty, and sent a brilliant shower of sparks over the whole place. Mrs Marrot clapped both hands on her face, and capped the event with a scream. As for Bob, he fairly shouted with delight.

Blow after blow was given by this engine, and as each blow fell the stalwart men heaved on the iron handles and turned the bar this way and that way, until it was pounded nearly square. By this time Mrs Marrot had recovered so far as to separate her fingers a little, and venture to peep from behind that protecting screen. By degrees the unwieldy mass of misshapen metal was pounded into a cylindrical form, and Will Garvie informed his friends that this was the beginning of the driving-axle of a locomotive. Pointing to several of those which had been already forged, each having two enormous iron projections on it which were afterwards to become the cranks, he said  

Youll see how these are finished, in another department.

But Mrs Marrot and Bob paid no attention to him. They were fascinated by the doings of the big hammer, and especially by the cool quiet way in which the man with the lever caused it to obey his will. When he moved the lever up or down a little, up or down went the hammer a little; when he moved it a good deal the hammer moved a good deal; when he was gentle, the hammer was gentle; when he gave a violent push, the hammer came down with a crash that shook the whole place. He could cause it to plunge like lightning to within a hairs-breadth of the anvil and check it instantaneously so that it should not touch. He could make it pat the red metal lovingly, or pound it with the violence of a fiend. Indeed, so quick and sympathetic were all the movements of that steam-hammer that it seemed as though it were gifted with intelligence, and were nervously solicitous to act in prompt obedience to its masters will. There were eleven steam-hammers of various sizes in this building, with a staff of 175 men to attend to them, half of which staff worked during the day, and half during the night  besides seven smaller steam-hammers in the smiths shops and other departments.

With difficulty Will Garvie tore his friends away from the big hammer; but he could not again chain their attention to anything else, until he came to the pair of scissors that cut iron. With this instrument Mrs Marrot at first expressed herself disappointed. It was not like a pair of scissors at all, she said, and in this she was correct, for the square clumsy-looking blunt-like mass of iron, about five feet high and broad, which composed a large portion of it, was indeed very unlike a pair of scissors.

Why, mother, exclaimed Bob, you didnt surely expect to see two large holes in it for a giants thumb and fingers, did you?

Well, but, said Mrs Marrot, it aint got no blades that I can see.

Ill let ee see em, Missis, in a minute, said a workman who came up at that moment with a plate of iron more than a quarter of an inch thick. Turn it on, Johnny.

A small boy turned on the steam, the machine moved, and Will Garvie pointed out to Mrs Marrot the fact that two sharp edges of steel in a certain part of it crossed each other exactly in the manner of a pair of scissors.

Well, remarked Mrs M, after contemplating it for some time, it dont look very like scissors, but Im free to confess that them two bits of iron do act much in the same way.

And with the same result, Missus, observed the machine-man, putting the plate between the clippers, which, closing quietly, snipped off about a foot of iron as if it had been paper. There was, however, a crunching sound which indicated great power, and drew from Mrs Marrot an exclamation of surprise not altogether unmingled with alarm.

The man then seized a bit of iron about as thick as his own wrist  full an inch and a half in diameter  which the scissors cut up into lengths of eighteen inches or so as easily as if it had been a bar of lead or wood.

Didnt I say it could cut through the poker, mother? cried Bob with a look of triumph.

The poker, boy! it could cut poker, tongs, shovel, and fender, all at once! replied Mrs Marrot well, I never! can it do anything else?

In reply to this the man took up several pieces of hard steel, which it snipped through as easily as it had cut the iron.

But if Mrs Marrots surprise at the scissors was great, not less great was it at the punching machine, which punched little buttons the size of a sixpence out of cold iron full half-an-inch thick. This vicious implement not only punched holes all round boiler-plates so as to permit of their being riveted together, but it cut patterns out of thick iron plates by punching rows of such holes so close to each other that they formed one long cutting, straight or crooked, as might be required. In short, the punching machine acted the part of a saw, and cut the iron plates in any shape that was desired. Here also they saw the testing of engine springs  those springs which to most people appear to have no spring in them whatever  so very powerful are they. One of these was laid on an iron table, with its two ends resting against an iron plate. A man approached and measured it exactly. Then a hydraulic ram was applied; and there was something quite impressive in the easy quiet way, in which the ram shoved a spring, which the weight of a locomotive can scarcely affect, quite flat against the iron plate, and held it there a moment or two! Being released, the spring resumed its proper form. It was then re-measured; found not to have expanded a hairs-breadth, and, therefore,  as Will Garvie took care to explain,  was passed as a sound well-tempered spring; whereat Bob remarked that it would need to be a good-tempered spring, to suffer such treatment without grumbling.

It seemed to Mrs Marrot now as if her capacity for surprise had reached its limit; but she little knew the wealth of capacity for creating surprise that lay in these amazing works of the Grand National Trunk Railway.

The next place she was ushered into was a vast apartment where iron in every shape, size, and form was being planed and turned and cut. The ceiling of the building, or rather the place where a ceiling ought in ordinary circumstances to have been, was alive with moving bands and whirling wheels. The first thing she was called on to contemplate was the turning of the tyre or rim of one of the driving-wheels of a locomotive. Often had Mrs Marrot heard her husband talk of tyres and driving-wheels, and many a time had she seen these wheels whirling, half-concealed, in their appropriate places, but never till that day had she seen the iron hoop, eight feet in diameter, elevated in bare simplicity on a turning-lathe, where its size impressed her so much that she declared, she never could ave imagined engine-wheels was so big, and asked, ow did they ever manage to get em lifted up to were they was?

To which an overseer kindly replied by pointing out a neat little crane fitted on a tail, which, when required, ran along the apartment like a strong obedient little domestic servant, lifting wheels, etcetera, that a man could scarcely move, and placing them wherever they were wanted. Mrs Marrot was then directed to observe the rim of the wheel, where she saw a small chisel cutting iron curls off it just as easily, to all appearance, as a turner cuts shavings off wood  and these iron curls were not delicate; they were thick, solid, unpliant ringlets, that would have formed a suitable decoration for the fair brow of a locomotive, or, perhaps, a chignon  supposing that any locomotive could have been prevailed on to adopt such a wild monstrosity!

This same species of chisel, applied in different ways, reduced masses of iron in size, planed down flat surfaces, enlarged holes, made cylinders true and smooth inside, besides doing a variety of other things.

After seeing the large tyre turned, Mrs Marrot could not be induced to pay much regard to the various carriage and truck wheels which were being treated in a similar manner in that department, but she was induced to open her ears, and her eyes too, when the overseer informed her that the works turned out complete no fewer than one hundred and thirty pairs of locomotive, carriage, and waggon wheels a week.

How many did you say? she asked.

A hundred and thirty pair of wheels in the week, repeated the overseer.

Every week? asked Mrs Marrot.

Yes; every week. Sometimes more, sometimes less; but altogether, pretty well on for 6000 pairs of wheels every year.

Wy, what do you make of em all?

Oh, we make good use of em, replied the overseer, laughing. We wear them out so fast that it keeps us working at that rate to meet our necessities. But that, he continued, is only a small part of what we do. We turn out of the works 156 first-class carriages besides many seconds and thirds, and about 1560 trucks every year; besides three engines, new and complete, every fortnight.

Three noo engines every fortnight! echoed Mrs Marrot; how manys that in the year, Bob?

Seventy-eight, replied Bob, promptly. Bob was a swift mental calculator, and rather proud of it.

Where ever do they all go to? murmured Mrs Marrot.

Why, replied Will Garvie, they go to all the stations on the line, of course; some of em go to smash at once in cases of accidents, and all of em goes to destruction, more or less, in about fifteen or twenty years. We reckon that to be the life of a locomotive. See, theres a drivin axle, such as you saw forged by the big hammer, being turned now, and cut to shape and size by the same sort of machine that you saw cuttin the tyres.

They passed on, after looking at the axle for a few minutes, until they came to a part of the building where rails were being forged. This also, although not done by hammer, was a striking process. The place was so hot owing to the quantity of uncooled metal on the floor, that it was not possible to remain long; they therefore took a rapid survey. In one place several men were in the act of conveying to the steam-hammer a mass of shapeless white-hot iron, which had just been plucked from a furnace with a pair of grippers. They put it below the hammer for a few minutes, which soon reduced it to a clumsy bar; then they carried it to a pair of iron rollers driven by steam. The end of the bar being presented to these, it was gripped, dragged in between them, and passed out at the other side, flat and very much lengthened, as well as thinned. Having been further reduced by this process, it was finally passed through a pair of rollers, which gave it shape, and sent it out a complete rail, ready to be laid down on the line.

Here Garvie took occasion to explain that steel rails, although very expensive, were now being extensively used in preference to iron rails, because they lasted much longer. For instance, he said, steel costs about 12 pounds a ton and iron only costs about 7 pounds; but then, dye see, steel rails will last two years and more, whereas iron rails get wore out, and have to be renewed every six weeks in places where theres much traffic.

Now, I cant stand no more o this, said Mrs Marrot, down whose face the perspiration was streaming; Im amost roasted alive, an dont understand your explanations one bit, Willum, so come along.

Oh, mother, do hold on a moment, pleaded Bob, whose mechanical soul was in a species of paradise.

Youd better come, Bob, interposed Garvie, else we wont have time to see the department where the engines are fitted.

This was sufficient for Bob, who willingly followed.

The fitting shed at that time contained several engines in various stages of advancement. In one place men were engaged in fitting together the iron framework or foundation of a locomotive, with screws, and bolts, and nuts, and rivets. Others were employed near them, on an engine more advanced, in putting on the wheels and placing the boilers and fire-boxes, while another gang were busy covering the boiler of a third engine with a coating of wood and felt, literally for the purpose of keeping it warm, or preventing its heat from escaping. Farther on, three beautiful new engines, that had just been made and stood ready for action, were receiving a few finishing touches from the painters. Fresh, spotless, and glittering, these were to make their début on the morrow, and commence their comparatively brief career of furious activity  gay things, doomed emphatically to a fast life! Beyond these young creatures lay a number of aged and crippled engines, all more or less disabled and sent there for repair; one to have a burst steam-pipe removed and replaced, another to have a wheel, or a fire-box or a cylinder changed; and one, that looked as if it had recently run a-muck against all the other engines on the line, stood sulkily grim in a corner, evidently awaiting its sentence of condemnation,  the usual fate of such engines being to be torn, bored, battered, chiselled, clipt, and otherwise cut to pieces, and cast into the furnaces.

While gazing round this apartment, Mrs Marrots eyes suddenly became transfixed.

Wots the matter now? demanded Bob, in some alarm.

I do believe  wy  theres a locomotive in the air! said Mrs Marrot in an undertone.

So it is! exclaimed Bob.

And, reader, so it was. In that shed they had a crane which rested on a framework overhead, and ran on wheels over the entire shop. It was capable of lifting above fifty tons weight and as a large locomotive, ponderous though it be, is not much over twenty tons, of course this giant crane made short work of such. When the men have occasion to remove a wheel from the iron horse, not being able to make it lift up its leg, so to speak, to have it taken off, they bring it under the crane, swing it up as a little boy might swing a toy-cart, and operate on it at their leisure.

Mrs Marrot felt an unpleasant sensation on beholding this. As the wife of an engine-driver, she had long felt the deepest respect, almost amounting to reverence, for locomotives, in regard to the weight, speed, and irresistible power of which she had always entertained the most exalted ideas. To see one of the race  and that too, of the largest size  treated in this humiliating fashion was too much for her, she declared that she had seen enough of the works, and wouldnt on any account remain another minute!

But you wont go without seein the carriage and truck department, surely? said Bob.

Well, Ill just take a look to please you, said the amiable woman.

Accordingly, to the truck and van department they went, and there Bob, whose mind was sharp as a needle, saw a good many pieces of mechanism, which formerly he had only seen in a transition state, now applied to their ultimate uses. The chiselled, sawn, and drilled planks seen in the first department, were here being fitted and bolted together in the form of trucks, while the uses of many strange pieces of iron, which had puzzled him in the blacksmiths department, became obvious when fitted to their appropriate woodwork. Here, also, he saw the internal machinery of railway carriages laid bare, especially the position and shape of the springs that give elasticity to the buffers, which, he observed, were just the same in shape as ordinary carriage springs, placed so that the ends of the buffer-rods pressed against them.

But all this afforded no gratification to Mrs Marrot, whose sensitive mind dwelt uneasily on the humiliated locomotive, until she suddenly came on a row of new first-class carriages, where a number of people were employed stuffing cushions.

Well, I declare, she exclaimed, if here aint cushion-stuffing going on! I expect we shall come to coat-and-shift-making for porters and guards, next!

No, we havent got quite that length yet, laughed Will Garvie; but if you look along youll see gilding, and glazing, and painting going on, at that first-class carriage. Still farther along, in the direction were going, is the infirmary.

The infirmary, Willum!

Ay, the place where old and damaged trucks and carriages are sent for repair. Theyre all in a bad way, you see,  much in need o the doctors sarvices.

This was true. Looking at some of these unfortunates, with crushed-in planks, twisted buffers and general dismemberment, it seemed a wonder that they had been able to perform their last journey, or crawl to the hospital. Some of the trucks especially might have been almost said to look diseased, they were so dirty, while at the corners, where address cards were wont to be affixed, they appeared to have broken out in a sort of small-pox irruption of iron tackets.

At last Mrs Marrot left the works, declaring that her brain was whirling worser than was the wheels and machinery they had just left, while Bob asseverated stoutly that his appetite for the stupendous had only been whetted. In this frame of mind the former went home to nurse her husband, and the latter was handed over to his future master, the locomotive superintendent of the line.

Reader, it is worth your while to visit such works, to learn what can be done by the men whom you are accustomed to see, only while trooping home at meal hours, with dirty garments and begrimed hands and faces  to see the grandeur as well as the delicacy of their operations, while thus labouring amongst din and dust and fire, to provide you with safe and luxurious locomotion. We cannot indeed, introduce you to the particular works we have described; but if you would see something similar, hie thee to the works of our great arterial railways,  to those of the London and North-Western, at Crewe; the Great Western, at Swindon; the South-eastern, at Ashford; the Great Northern, at Doncaster; the North British, at Cowlairs; the Caledonian, at Glasgow, or any of the many others that exist throughout the kingdom, for in each and all you will see, with more or less modification, exactly the same amazing sights that were witnessed by worthy Mrs Marrot and her hopeful son Bob, on that never-to-be-forgotten day, when they visited the pre-eminently great Clatterby works of the Grand National Trunk Railway.



Note. The foregoing description is founded on visits paid to the locomotive works of the Great Western, at Swindon, and those of the North British, near Glasgow  to the General Managers and Superintendents of both which railways we are indebted for much valuable information.  R.M. Ballantyne.




Chapter Nine.

Concerning Domestic Economy and Difficulties  Surprises and Explanations.

How to make the two ends meet, is a question that has engaged the attention and taxed the brains of hundreds and thousands of human beings from time immemorial, and which will doubtless afford them free scope for exercise to the end of time.

This condition of things would appear to arise from a misconception on the part of those who are thus exercised as to the necessities of life. They seem to imagine, as a rule, that if their income should happen to be, say three hundred pounds a year, it is absolutely impossible by any effort of ingenuity for them to live on less than two hundred and ninety-nine pounds nineteen shillings and eleven-pence three farthing. They therefore attempt to regulate their expenditure accordingly, and rather plume themselves than otherwise on the fact that they are firmly resolved to save and lay bye the farthing. They fail in this attempt as a matter of course, and hence the difficulty of making the two ends meet. If these unfortunates had been bred to the profession of engineering or contracting, they would have known that it is what we may style a law of human nature to under-estimate probable expenses. So thoroughly is this understood by the men of the professions above referred to, that, after they have formed an estimate,  set down every imaginable expense, and racked their brains in order to make sure that they have provided for every conceivable and inconceivable item, they coolly add to the amount a pretty large sum as a margin to cover unexpected and unthought-of contingencies. But anything of this sort never seems to enter into the calculations of the people who are so much tormented with those obstinate two ends that wont meet. There is one sure and easy mode of escape for them, but they invariably hold that mode to be ridiculous, until in dire extremity they are forced to adopt it. This is simply to make ones calculations for living considerably within ones income!

We make no apology for going into the minutiae of this remarkable phase of human existence, because it is necessary, in order to the correct appreciation of the circumstances and feelings of good little Mrs Tipps, when, several weeks after the accident described in a previous chapter, she sat down in her little parlour to reconsider the subject of her annual expenditure.

Netta sat beside her looking somewhat pale, for she had not quite recovered from the effects of her recent illness.

My darling, said Mrs Tipps, how can you charge me with having made an error somewhere? Have I not got it all down here on black and white, as your dear father used to say? This is the identical paper on which I made my calculations last year, and I have gone over them all and found them perfectly correct. Look there.

Mrs Tipps held up in triumph, as if it were an incontestable evidence of the rectitude of her calculations, a sheet of note-paper so blotted and bespattered with figures, that it would have depressed the heart even of an accountant, because, besides the strong probability that it was intrinsically wrong, it was altogether illegible.

Dear mamma, remonstrated Netta, with a twinkle of her eye, I do not call in question the correctness of your calculations, but I suggest that there may perhaps be an error of some sort somewhere. At all events the result would seem to indicate  to imply  that  that everything was not quite right, you know.

Quite true, darling, replied Mrs Tipps, who was a candid though obtuse soul; the result is unsatisfactory, eminently so; yet I cannot charge myself with careless omissions. See  here it is; on one side are my receipts. Your dear father always impressed it so earnestly on me that I should keep the receipts of money on one side of the accounts, and the payments on the other. I never could remember, by the way, on which side to put the receipts, and on which the payments, until he hit on the idea of making me contradict myself, and then I should be sure to keep right. He used to say (how well I remember it), Now, darling, this is the way: Whenever you receive a sum of money to enter in your cash-book, always say to yourself, What side shall I put it on? If your mind suggests on the right, at once say No  because that would be wrong  right being wrong in this case, and he did use to laugh so over that little pleasantry.

Mrs Tipps gravity deepened as she recalled these interesting lessons in book-keeping.

Yes, she continued, with a sigh, and then he would go on to say, that if it was wrong to go to the right, of course it must be right to go the other way. At first I used to be a good deal puzzled, and said, But suppose my mind, when I receive a sum of money, should suggest putting it on the left, am I to contradict myself then? Oh no! he would say, with another laugh, in that case you will remember that your mind is to be left alone to carry out its suggestion. I got to understand it at last, after several years of training, but I never could quite approve of it for it causes so much waste of paper. Just look here! she said, holding up a little account-book, here are all the right pages quite filled up, while all the left pages are blank. It takes only four lines to enter my receipts, because you know I receive my money only once a quarter. Well, that brings me back to the point. Here are all the receipts on one side; my whole income, deducting income-tax  which, by the way, I cannot help regarding as a very unjust tax  amounts to two hundred and fifty pounds seventeen shillings and two-pence. Then here you have my paper of calculations  everything set down  rent, taxes, water rates, food, clothing, coals, gas, candles, sundries (sundries, my darling, including such small articles as soap, starch, etcetera); nothing omitted, even the cats food provided for, the whole mounting to two hundred and forty-five pounds. You see I was so anxious to keep within my income, that I resolved to leave five pounds seventeen shillings and two-pence for contingencies. But how does the case actually stand? Here poor Mrs Tipps pointed indignantly to her account-book, and to a pile of papers that lay before her, as if they were the guilty cause of all her troubles. How does it stand? The whole two hundred and fifty pounds seventeen shillings spent  only the two-pence left  and accounts to tradesmen, amounting to fifty pounds, remaining unpaid!

And have we nothing left to pay them? asked Netta, in some anxiety.

Nothing, my love, replied Mrs Tipps, with a perplexed look, except, she added, after a moments thought, the tuppence!

The poor lady whimpered as she said this, seeing which Netta burst into tears; whereupon her mother sprang up, scattered the accounts right and left, and blaming herself for having spoken on these disagreeable subjects at all, threw her arms round Nettas neck and hugged her.

Dont think me foolish, mamma, said Netta, drying her eyes in a moment; really it almost makes me laugh to think that I should ever come to cry so easily; but you know illness does weaken one so, that sometimes, in spite of myself, I feel inclined to cry. But dont mind me; there, its past now. Let us resume our business talk.

Indeed I will not, protested Mrs Tipps.

Then I will call nurse, and go into the subject with her, said Netta.

Dont be foolish, dear.

Well, then, go on with it, mamma. Tell me, now, is there nothing that we could sell?

Nothing. To be sure there is my gold watch, but that would not fetch more than a few pounds; and my wedding-ring, which I would sooner die than part with.

Netta glanced, as she spoke, at an unusually superb diamond ring, of Eastern manufacture, which adorned her own delicate hand. It was her fathers last gift to her a few days before he died.

What are you thinking of, darling? inquired Mrs Tipps.

Of many things, replied Netta slowly. It is not easy to tell you exactly what

Here she was saved the necessity of further explanation by the entrance of Joseph Tipps, who, after kissing his mother and sister heartily, threw his hat and gloves into a corner, and, rubbing his hands together as he sat down, inquired if Edwin Gurwood had been there.

No, we have neither seen nor heard of him, said Netta.

Then you shall have him to luncheon in half-an-hour, or so, said Joseph, consulting his watch. I got leave of absence to-day, and intend to spend part of my holiday in introducing him to Captain Lee, who has promised to get him a situation in the head office. Youve no idea what a fine hearty fellow he is, continued Tipps enthusiastically, so full of humour and good sense. But what have you been discussing? Not accounts, surely! Why, mother, whats the use of boring your brains with such things? Let me have em, Ill go over them for you. What dyou want done? The additions checked, eh?

On learning that it was not the accounts so much as the discrepancy between the estimate and the actual expenditure that puzzled his mother, Tipps seized her book, and, turning over the leaves, said, Here, let me see, Ill soon find it out  ah, well, rent yes; taxes, hm; wine to Mrs Natly, you put that, in your estimate, under the head of food, I suppose?

Nno, I think not.

Under physic, then?

No, not under that. I have no head for that.

What! no head for physic? If youd said you had no stomach for it I could have understood you; but  well  what did you put it under; sundries, eh?

Im afraid, Joseph, that I have not taken note of that in my extract  your dear father used to call the thing he did with his cash-book at the end of the year an extract  I think Ive omitted that.

Just so, said Tipps, jotting down with a pencil on the back of a letter. Ill soon account to you for the discrepancy. Here are six bottles of wine to Mrs Natly, the railway porters wife, at three-and-six  one pound one  not provided for in your estimate. Any more physic, I wonder? Hm, subscription for coals to the poor. Half-a-guinea  no head for charities in your estimate, I suppose?

Of course, pleaded Mrs Tipps, in making an estimate, I was thinking only of my own expenses, you know  not of charities and such-like things; but when poor people come, you know, what is one to do?

Well not discuss that just now, mother. Hallo! ten guineas doctors fee! Of course you have not that in the estimate, seeing that you did not know Netta was going to be ill. Whats this? five pounds for twenty wax dolls  naked  (to be dressed by  )

Really, Joseph, the book is too private to be read aloud, said Mrs Tipps, snatching it out of her sons hand. These dolls were for a bazaar in aid of the funds of a blind asylum, and I dressed them all myself last winter.

Well, well, mother, said Tipps, laughing, I dont want to pry into such secrets; but here, you see, we have seventeen pounds odd of the discrepancy discovered already, and Ive no doubt that the remainder could soon be fished up.

Yes, sighed Mrs Tipps, sadly, I see it now. As the poet truly says, Evil is wrought by want of thought as well as want of heart. I have been assisting the poor at the expense of my trades-people.

Mother, exclaimed Tipps, indignantly, you have been doing nothing of the sort. Dont imagine that I could for a moment insinuate such a thing. You have only made a little mistake in your calculations, and all that you have got to do is to put down a larger sum for contingencies next time. What nonsense you talk about your trades-people! Every one of them shall be paid to the last farthing

Here Tipps was interrupted by the entrance of Edwin Gurwood, who at once began with much interest to inquire into the health of Mrs Tipps, and hoped that she had not suffered in any way from her recent accident.

Mrs Tipps replied she was thankful to say that she had not suffered in any way, beyond being a little shaken and dreadfully alarmed.

But railways have suffered, said Tipps, laughing, for mother is so strongly set against them now that she would not enter one for a thousand pounds.

They have suffered in worse ways than that, said Gurwood, if all that I hear be true, for that accident has produced a number of serious compensation cases.

Hereupon Gurwood and his friend plunged into an animated conversation about railway accidents and their consequences, to the intense interest and horror of Mrs Tipps.

Meanwhile Netta left the room, and went to her old nurses apartment.

Nurse, she said, hurriedly, when did you say you proposed paying your brother in London a visit  about this time, was it not?

Yes, dear, said old Mrs Durby, taking off her tortoise-shell spectacles and laying down her work, I thought of going next week, if it is quite convenient.

It is quite convenient, nurse, continued Netta, in a somewhat flurried manner; it would be still more convenient if you could go to-morrow or next day.

Deary me  whats wrong? inquired Mrs Durby, in some surprise.

Listen, I have not time to explain much, said Netta, earnestly, sitting down beside her faithful nurse and putting her hand on her shoulder. We have got into difficulties, nurse  temporary difficulties, I hope  but they must be got over somehow. Now, I want you to take this diamond ring to London with you  pawn it for as much as you can get, and bring me the money.

Me pawn it, my dear! I never pawned a thing in my life, and dont know how to go about it.

But your brother knows how to do it, suggested Netta. Now, you wont refuse me this favour, dear nurse? I know it is an unpleasant business, but what else can be done? The ring is my own; besides, I hope to be able to redeem it soon. I know no more about pawning than yourself, but I do know that a considerable time must elapse before the ring shall be lost to me. And, you know, our bills must be paid.

Good Mrs Durby did not require much persuasion. She consented to set off as soon as possible, if she should obtain permission from Mrs Tipps, who was aware that she had intended to visit her brother about that time. She received the precious ring, which, for security, was put into a pill-box; this was introduced into an empty match-box, which Netta wrapped in a sheet of note-paper and put Mrs Durbys name on it. For further security Mrs Durby enlarged the parcel by thrusting the match-box into an old slipper, the heel of which she doubled over the toe, and then wrapped the whole in several sheets of brown paper until the parcel assumed somewhat the shape and size of her own head. It was also fastened with strong cords, but Mrs Durbys powers of making a parcel were so poor that she left several uncouth corners and ragged ends of paper sticking out here and there. She wrote on it in pencil the simple name  Durby.

Meanwhile Joseph and his friend, having finished luncheon, prepared to set out on their visit to Captain Lee. As they quitted the house, Tipps ran back to the door and called his sister out of the parlour.

I say, Netta, what about this fifty pounds that mother was talking of? he said. Do you mean to say that you are really short of that sum, and in debt?

We are, but I see a way out of the difficulty. Dont distress yourself, Joe; we shall have everything squared up, as you call it in a few days.

Are you quite sure of that? asked Tipps, with a doubting look. You know I have got an uncommonly cheap lodging, and a remarkably economical landlady, who manages so splendidly that I feed on a mere trifle a week. Seventy-five pounds a year, you know, is more than I know what to do with. I can live on thirty-five or so, and the other forty is

We dont require it Joe, said Netta, laughing. There, go away, you are giving me cold by keeping me in the passage, and your friend is getting impatient.

She pushed him out, nodded, and shut the door. Tipps hastened after his friend, apologised for the delay, and, stepping out smartly, they were soon ushered into Captain Lees drawing-room. The captain was writing. Emma was seated near the window sewing.

Ha! Tipps, my fine fellow, glad to see you; why, I was just thinking of you, said the captain, extending his hand.

I have called, began Tipps, bowing to Emma and shaking the captains hand, to introduce my  my  eh!  ah, my  whats the matter?

There was some reason for these exclamations, for Captain Lee stood gazing in mute amazement at young Gurwood, while the latter returned the compliment with his eyebrows raised to the roots of his hair. The similarity of their expressions did not, however, last long, for Edwin became gradually confused, while the captain grew red and choleric-looking.

So, said the latter at length, in a very stern voice, this is your friend, Mr Tipps?

Sir, exclaimed Edwin, flushing crimson, you ought not to condemn any one unheard.

I do not condemn you, sir, retorted the captain.

By word, no, but by look and tone and gesture you do.

Captain Lee, exclaimed Tipps, who had stood perfectly aghast with amazement at this scene, what do you mean?  surely.

I mean, said the captain, that this youth was taken up by one of our own detectives as a thief, some weeks ago, and was found travelling in a first-class carriage without a ticket.

Young Gurwood, who had by this time recovered his self-possession, turned to his friend and said, Explain this matter, Tipps, you know all about it. The only point that can puzzle you is, that I did not know the name of Captain Lee when I travelled with him, and therefore did not connect him with the gentleman to whom you said you meant to introduce me.

Tipps drew a long breath.

Oh, said he, I see it all now. Why, Captain Lee, my friend is perfectly innocent. It was quite a mistake, I assure you; and the best proof of it is that he is a personal friend of our police superintendent, who was on the spot at the time the accident occurred, but we were all thrown into such confusion at the time, that I dont wonder things were not cleared up.

Tipps hereupon went into a detailed account of the matter as far as he knew it, at first to the surprise and then to the amusement of Captain Lee. Fortunately for Gurwood, who would have found it difficult to explain the circumstance of his travelling without a ticket, the captain was as prompt to acknowledge his erroneous impression as he had been to condemn. Instead of listening to Tipps, he stopped him by suddenly grasping Gurwoods hand, and thanking him heartily for the prompt and able assistance he had rendered in rescuing his daughter from her perilous position on the day of the accident.

Of course Edwin would not admit that rescue was the proper term to apply to his action, and refused to admit that Miss Lee was in the slightest degree indebted to him, at the same time assuring her and her father that it had afforded him the highest possible pleasure to have been of the slightest service to them. The end of it was that they all became extremely good friends, and the captain in particular became quite jocular in reference to mistakes in general and stealing in particular, until Tipps, pulling out his watch, declared that procrastination was the thief of time, and that as he happened to have business to transact with the police superintendent in reference to the very accident which had caused them all so much trouble, he must unwillingly bid them adieu.

Stay, Tipps, exclaimed the captain, rising, I shall accompany you to the station, and introduce our friend Gurwood to the scene of his future labours, where, continued the captain, turning with a hearty air and patronising smile to Edwin, I hope you will lay the foundation of a career which will end in a managers or secretarys situation, or some important post of that sort. Good-bye, Emma Ill not be back till dinner-time.

Emma bowed to the young men, and said good-bye to her father with a smile so ineffably captivating, that Edwin resolved then and there to lay the foundation of a career which would end in a wife with nut-brown hair and large lustrous eyes.

Poor Edwin! He was not the first man whose wayward spirit had been chained, his impulses directed to good ends and aims, and his destiny fixed, by the smile of an innocent, loving, pretty girl. Assuredly, also, he was not the last!




Chapter Ten.

Sharp Practice.

Standing with his back to the fireplace, his legs slightly apart, his hands in his pockets, and his eyes fixed on the ceiling, Mr Sharp, Police Superintendent of the Grand National Trunk Railway, communed with himself and dived into the future.

Mr Sharps powers of diving were almost miraculous. He had an unusually keen eye for the past and the present, but in regard to the future his powers were all but prophetic. He possessed a rare capacity for following up clues; investigating cases; detecting falsehoods, not only of the lip, but of the eye and complexion; and, in a word, was able to extract golden information out of the most unpromising circumstances. He was also all but ubiquitous. Now tracking a suspicion to its source on his own line in one of the Midland counties; anon comparing notes with a brother superintendent at the terminus of the Great Western, or Great Northern, or South-Eastern in London. Sometimes called away to give evidence in a county court; at other times taking a look in at his own home to kiss his wife or dandle his child before dashing off per express to follow up a clue to John OGroats or the Lands End. Here, and there, and everywhere  calm, self-possessed, and self-contained, making notes in trains, writing reports in his office, making discoveries and convictions, and sometimes making prisoners with his own hands by night and day, with no fixed hours for work, or rest, or meals, and no certainty in anything concerning him, save in the uncertainty of his movements, Mr Sharp with his myrmidons was the terror of evil doers, and, we may truly add, the safeguard of the public.

Little did that ungrateful public know all it owed to the untiring watchfulness and activity of Mr Sharp and his men. If he and his compeers were to be dismissed from our lines for a single week, the descent of a host of thieves and scoundrels to commit wide-spread plunder would teach the public somewhat severely how much they owe to the efficient management of this department of railway business, and how well, constantly and vigilantly  though unobtrusively  their interests are cared for.

But to return. Mr Sharp, as we have said stood communing with himself and diving into the future. Apparently his thoughts afforded him some amusement, for his eyes twinkled slightly, and there was a faintly humorous twist about the corners of his mouth.

David Blunt sat at a desk near him, writing diligently. Against the wall over his head hung a row of truncheons. Besides the desk, a bench, two or three wooden chairs, and a chest, there was little furniture in the room.

Blunts busy pen at length ceased to move, and Sharp looked at him.

Well, Blunt, he said, I see nothing for it but to make a railway porter of you.

By all means, sir, said Blunt, with a smile, laying down his pen.

Gorton station, continued Sharp, has become a very nest of thieves. It is not creditable that such a state of things should exist for a week on our line. They have managed things very cleverly as yet. Five or six bales of cloth have disappeared in the course of as many days, besides several loaves of sugar and half-a-dozen cheeses. I am pretty sure who the culprits are, but cant manage to bring it home to them, so, as I have said, we must convert you into a porter. You have only been once engaged on this part of the line  that was at the accident when you were so hard on poor Mr Gurwood, so that none of the Gorton people will know you. I have arranged matters with our passenger superintendent. It seems that Macdonell, the station-master at Gorton, has been complaining that he is short-handed and wants another porter. That just suits us, so we have resolved to give you that responsible situation. You will get a porters uniform from

At this point Mr Sharp was interrupted by the door opening violently, and a detective in plain clothes entering with a stout young man in his grasp.

Who have we here? asked Mr Sharp.

Man travelling without a ticket sir, replied the detective, whose calm demeanour was in marked contrast to the excitement of his prisoner.

Ha! come here; what have you to say for yourself? demanded the superintendent of the man.

Hereupon the man began a violent exculpation of himself, which entailed nearly half-an-hour of vigorous cross-questioning, and resulted in his giving a half-satisfactory account of himself, some trustworthy references to people in town, and being set free.

This case having been disposed of, Mr Sharp resumed his conversation with Blunt.

Having been changed, then, into a railway porter, Blunt, you will proceed to Gorton to discharge your duties there, and while doing so you will make uncommonly good use of your eyes, ears, and opportunities.

Mr Sharp smiled and Blunt chuckled, and at the same time Joseph Tipps entered the room.

Good-evening, Mr Sharp, he said. Well, anything more about these Gorton robberies?

Nothing more yet, Mr Tipps, but we expect something more soon, for a new porter is about to be sent to the station.

Tipps, who was a very simple matter-of-fact man in some ways, looked puzzled.

Why, how will the sending of a new porter to the station throw light on the matter?

You shall know in the course of time, Mr Tipps, replied the superintendent. We have wonderful ways of finding out things here.

Indeed you have, said Tipps; and, by the way, that reminds me that they have some wonderful ways of finding out things on the Continent as well as here. I have just heard of a clever thing done by a German professor. It seems that on one of the lines  I forget which  a large box full of silver-plate was despatched. It had a long way to go, and before reaching its destination the plate was stolen, and the box filled up with sand. On this being discovered, of course every sort of investigation was set on foot, but without success. At last the thing came to the ears of a professor of chemistry  or the police went to him, I dont know which  and it occurred to him that he might get a clue to the thieves by means of the sand in the box. You see the great difficulty the police had, was to ascertain at which of the innumerable stations on the long line, it was likely that the theft had taken place. The professor ordered samples of the sand at all the stations on the line to be sent to him. These he analysed and examined with the microscope, and found that one of the samples was precisely similar in all respects to the sand in the box. The attention of the police was at once concentrated on the station from which that sand had been gathered, and in a short time the guilty parties were discovered and the theft brought home to them. Now, wasnt that clever?

Very good, very good, indeed, said Mr Sharp, approvingly, and rather peculiar. I had a somewhat peculiar case myself last week. You know some time ago there was a quantity of cloth stolen on this line, for which, by the way, we had to pay full compensation. Well, I could not get any clue to the thieves, but at last I thought of a plan. I got some patterns of the cloth from the party that lost it, and sent one of these to every station on the line where it was likely to have been stolen. Just the other day I got a telegram from Croon station stating that a man had been seen going about in a new suit exactly the same as the pattern. Off I went immediately, pounced on the man, taxed him with the theft, and found the remainder of the cloth in his house.

Capital, exclaimed Tipps, that was smartly managed. And, by the way, wasnt there something about a case of stealing muffs and boas lately?

Yes, and we got hold of that thief too, the day before yesterday, replied Mr Sharp. I felt sure, from the way in which the theft was committed, that it must be one of our own men, and so it turned out. He had cut open a bale and taken out several muffs and boas of first-rate sable. One set of em he gave to his sweetheart, who was seen wearing them in church on Sunday. I just went to her and said I was going to put a question to her, and warned her to speak the truth, as it would be worse for all parties concerned if she attempted to deceive me. I then asked her if she had got the muff and boa from Jim Croydon, the porter. She blushed scarlet, and admitted it at once, but said, poor thing, that she had no idea they had been stolen, and I believe her. This case occurred just after I had watched the milk-truck the other night for three hours, and found that the thief who had been helping himself to it every morning for some weeks past was the watchman at the station.

I fear there are a great many bad fellows amongst us, said Tipps, shaking his head.

You are quite mistaken, replied the superintendent. There were a good many bad fellows, but I flatter myself that there are very few now in proportion to the number of men on the line. We are constantly winnowing them out, purifying the ore, as it were, so that we are gradually getting rid of all the dross, and leaving nothing but sterling metal on the line. Why, Mr Tipps, you surely dont expect that railways are to be exempted from black sheep any more than other large companies. Just look at the army and navy, and see what a lot of rascals have to be punished and drummed out of the service every now and then. Same everywhere. Why, when I consider that we employ over twenty thousand men and boys, and that these men and boys are tempted, more almost than any other class of people, by goods lying about constantly in large quantities in the open air, and in all sorts of lonely and out-of-the-way places, my surprise is that our bad men are so few. No doubt we shall always have one or two prowling about, and may occasionally alight on a nest of em, but we shall manage to keep em down  to winnow them out faster, perhaps, than they come in. I am just going about some little pieces of business of that sort now, added Mr Sharp; putting on his hat. Did you wish to speak with me about anything in particular, Mr Tipps?

Yes; I wished to ask you if that fat woman, Mrs  , whats her name?

You mean Mrs Podge, I suppose? suggested Sharp; she who kicked her heels so vigorously at Langrye after the accident.

Ah! Mrs Podge  yes. Does she persist in her ridiculous claim for damages?

She does, having been urged to do so by some meddling friend; for Im quite sure that she would never have thought of doing so herself, seeing that she received no damage at all beyond a fright. Im going to pay her a visit to-day in reference to that very thing.

Thats all right; then I wont detain you longer. Good-bye, Mr Sharp, said Tipps, putting on his hat and quitting the office.

Not long afterwards, Mr Sharp knocked at the door of a small house in one of the suburbs of Clatterby, and was ushered into the presence of Mrs Podge. That amiable lady was seated by the fire knitting a stocking.

Good afternoon, Mrs Podge, said Mr Sharp, bowing and speaking in his blandest tones. I hope I see you quite well?

Mrs Podge, charmed with the strangers urbanity, wished him good afternoon, admitted that she was quite well, and begged him to be seated.

Thank you, Mrs Podge, said Mr Sharp, complying. I have taken the liberty of calling in regard to a small matter of business  but pardon me, he added, rising and shutting the door, I inadvertently left the door open, which is quite inexcusable in me, considering your delicate state of health. I trust that

My delicate state of health! exclaimed Mrs Podge, who was as fat as a prize pig, and rather piqued herself on her good looks and vigour of body.

Yes, continued Mr Sharp, in a commiserating tone; I have understood, that since the accident on the railway your

Oh, as to that, laughed Mrs Podge, Im not much the worse of  but, sir, she said, becoming suddenly grave, you said you had called on business?

I did. My business is to ask, said Mr Sharp, with a very earnest glance of his penetrating eyes, on what ground you claim compensation from the Grand National Trunk Railway?

Instantly Mrs Podges colour changed. She became languid, and sighed.

Oh, sir  damages  yes  my nerves! I did not indeed suffer much damage in the way of cuts or bruises, though there was a good piece of skin torn off my elbow, which I could show you if it were proper to  but my nerves received a terrible shock. They have not yet recovered. Indeed, your abrupt way of putting it has quite  thrown a

As Mrs Podge exhibited some symptoms of a hysterical nature at this point Mr Sharp assumed a very severe expression of countenance, and said  

Now, Mrs Podge, do you really think it fair or just, to claim damages from a company, from whom you have absolutely received no damage?

But sir, said Mrs Podge, recovering, my nerves did receive damage.

I do not doubt it Mrs Podge, but we cannot compensate you for that. If you had been laid up, money could have repaid you for lost time, or, if your goods had been damaged, it might have compensated for that but money cannot restore shocked nerves. Did you require medical attendance?

Nno! said Mrs Podge, reddening. A friend did indeed insist on my seeing a doctor, to whom, at his suggestion, I gave a fee of five shillings, but to say truth I did not require him.

Ha! was it the same friend who advised you to claim compensation?

Yees! replied Mrs Podge, a little confused.

Well, Mrs Podge, from your own admission I rather think that there seems something like a fraudulent attempt to obtain money here. I do not for a moment hint that you are guilty of a fraudulent intention, but you must know, maam, that the law takes no notice of intentions  only of facts.

But have I not a right to expect compensation for the shock to my nervous system? pleaded Mrs Podge, still unwilling to give in.

Certainly not, maam, if the shock did not interfere with your ordinary course of life or cause you pecuniary loss. And does it not seem hard on railways, if you can view the subject candidly, to be so severely punished for accidents which are in many eases absolutely unavoidable? Perfection is not to be attained in a moment. We are rapidly decreasing our risks and increasing our safeguards. We do our best for the safety and accommodation of the public, and as directors and officials travel by our trains as frequently as do the public, concern for our own lives insures that we work the line in good faith. Why, maam, I was myself near the train at the time of the accident at Langrye, and my nerves were considerably shaken. Moreover, there was a director with his daughter in the train, both of whom were severely shaken, but they do not dream of claiming damages on that account. If you could have shown, Mrs Podge, that you had suffered loss of any kind, we should have offered you compensation promptly, but as things stand

Well, well, exclaimed Mrs Podge, testily. I suppose I must give it up, but I dont see why railway companies should be allowed to shock my nerves and then refuse to give me any compensation!

But we do not absolutely refuse all compensation, said Mr Sharp, drawing out his purse; if a sovereign will pay the five shilling fee of your doctor, and any other little expenses that you may have incurred, you are welcome to it.

Mrs Podge extended her hand, Mr Sharp dropped the piece of gold into it, and then, wishing her good afternoon, quitted the house.

The superintendent of police meditated, as he walked smartly away from Mrs Podge, on the wonderful differences that were to be met with in mankind, as to the matter of acquisitiveness, and his mind reverted to a visit he had paid some time before, to another of the passengers in the train to which the accident occurred. This was the commercial traveller who had one of his legs rather severely injured. He willingly showed his injured limb to our superintendent, when asked to do so, but positively declined to accept of any compensation whatever, although it was offered, and appeared to think himself handsomely treated when a few free passes were sent to him by the manager.

Contrasting Mrs Podge unfavourably with this rare variety of the injured human race, Mr Sharp continued his walk until he reached a part of the line, not far from the station, where a large number of vans and waggons were shunted on to sidings,  some empty, others loaded,  waiting to be made up into trains and forwarded to their several destinations.




Chapter Eleven.

Sharp Practice  Continued.

Mr Sharp had several peculiarities, which, at first sight, might have puzzled a stranger. He was peculiar in his choice of routes by which to reach a given spot appearing frequently to prefer devious, difficult, and unfrequented paths to straight and easy roads. In the time of his visits to various places, too, he was peculiarly irregular, and seemed rather to enjoy taking people by surprise.

On the present occasion his chief peculiarity appeared to be a desire to approach the station by a round-about road. In carrying out his plans he went round the corner of a house, from which point of view he observed a goods train standing near a goods-shed with an engine attached. In order to reach it he had the choice of two routes. One of these was through a little wicket-gate, near to which a night-watchman was stationed  for the shades of evening were by that time descending on the scene, the other was through a back yard, round by a narrow lane and over a paling, which it required more than an average measure of strength and agility to leap. Mr Sharp chose the latter route. What were palings and narrow lanes and insecure footing in deepening gloom to him! Why, he rejoiced in such conditions! He didnt like easy work. He abhorred a bed of roses  not that he had ever tried one, although it is probable that he had often enjoyed a couch of grass, straw, or nettles. Rugged circumstances were his glory. It was as needful for him to encounter such  in his winnowing processes  as it is for the harrow to encounter stones in preparing the cultivated field. Moving quietly but swiftly round by the route before mentioned Mr Sharp came suddenly on the night-watchman.

Good-evening, Jim.

Evenin, sir.

Keep your eyes open to-night, Jim. We must find out who it is that has taken such a fancy to apples of late.

I will, sir; Ill keep a sharp look-out.

It was Jims duty to watch that locality of the line, where large quantities of goods of all descriptions were unavoidably left to wait for a few hours on sidings. Such watchmen are numerous on all lines; and very necessary, as well as valuable, men most of them are  fellows who hold the idea of going to rest at regular hours in quiet contempt; men who sleep at any time of the night or day that chances to be most convenient, and who think no more of a hand-to-hand scuffle with a big thief or a burglar than they do of eating supper. Nevertheless, like every other class of men in this wicked world, there are black sheep amongst them too.

Is that train going up to the station just now, Jim? asked Mr Sharp, pointing to the engine, whose gentle simmering told of latent energy ready for immediate use.

I believe so, sir.

Ill go up with her. Good-night.

Mr Sharp crossed the line, and going towards the engine found that the driver and fireman were not upon it. He knew, however, that they could not be far off  probably looking after something connected with their train  and that they would be back immediately; he climbed up to the foot-plate and sat down on the rail. He there became reflective, and recalled, with some degree of amusement as well as satisfaction, some of the more recent incidents of his vocation. He smiled as he remembered how, not very far from where he sat, he had on a cloudy evening got into a horse-box, and boring a hole in it with a gimlet, applied his eye thereto,  his satellite David Blunt doing the same in another end of the same horse-box, and how, having thus obtained a clear view of a truck in which several casks of wine were placed, he beheld one of the servants on the line in company with one of his friends who was not a servant on the line, coolly bore a hole in one of the wine casks and insert a straw, and, by that means, obtain a prolonged and evidently satisfactory draught  which accounted at once for the fact that wine had been leaking in that locality for some time past, and that the said servant had been seen more than once in a condition that was deemed suspicious.

Mr Sharp also reflected complacently  and he had time to reflect, for the driver and fireman were rather long of coming  on another case in which the thieves were so wary that for a long time he could make nothing of them, although their depredations were confined to a train that passed along the line at a certain hour, but at last were caught in consequence of his hitting on a plan of having a van specially prepared for himself. He smiled again  almost laughed when he thought of this van  how it was regularly locked and labelled on a quiet siding; how a plank was loosened in the bottom of it, by which means he got into it, and was then shunted out, and attached to the train, so that neither guard, nor driver, nor fireman, had any idea of what was inside; how he thereafter bored several small gimlet holes in the various sides of the van and kept a sharp look-out from station to station as they went along; how at last he came to the particular place  not a station, but a place where a short pause was made  where the wary thieves were; how he saw them  two stout fellows  approach in the gloom of evening and begin their wicked work of cutting tarpaulings and abstracting goods; how he thereupon lifted his plank and dropped out on the line, and how he powerfully astonished them by laying his hands on their collars and taking them both in the very act!

At last Mr Sharps entertaining reflections were interrupted by the approach of the driver of the engine, who carried a top-coat over his left arm.

As he drew near and observed who stood upon his engine, the man gave an involuntary and scarcely perceptible start.

There must have been something peculiarly savage and ungenerous in the breast of Mr Sharp, one would have thought, to induce him to suspect a man whose character was blameless. But he did suspect that man on the faith of that almost imperceptible touch of discomposure, and his suspicion did not dissipate although the man came boldly and respectfully forward.

Ho-ho! thought Mr Sharp, there is more chaff here to be winnowed than I had bargained for. His only remark, however, was  

Good-evening; I suppose you start for the station in a few minutes?

Yes, sir, said the man, moving towards the rear of the tender.

Youd better get up at once, then, said Mr Sharp, descending quickly what have you got there, my good man?

My top-coat sir, said the driver, with a confused look.

Ah, let us see  eh! whats all this? A salmon! a brace of grouse! and a pair of rabbits! Well, you seem to have provided a good supper for to-night. There dont appear to be very stringent game-laws where you come from!

The man was so taken aback that he could not reply. As the fireman came out of the neighbouring goods-shed at that moment, Mr Sharp ordered the driver to mount to his place, and then waiting beside the engine received the fireman with an amiable Good-night.

This man also had a top-coat over his arm, betrayed the same uneasiness on observing Mr Sharp, went though precisely the same examination, and was found to have made an identically similar provision for his supper.

Almost immediately after him the guard issued from the shed, also burdened with a top-coat! Mr Sharp muttered something about, birds of a feather, and was about to advance to meet the guard when that individuals eyes fell on him. He turned back at once, not in a hurry, but quietly as though he had forgotten something. The superintendent sprang through the open door, but was too late. The guard had managed to drop his booty. Thereupon Mr Sharp returned to the engine, ordered the steam to be turned on, and the driver drove himself and his friends to the station and to condign punishment.

Having disposed of this little incidental case, Mr Sharp  after hearing and commenting upon several matters related to him by the members of his corps, and having ordered David Blunt to await him in the office as he had a job for him that night,  returned towards the locality which he had so recently quitted. In doing this he took advantage of another goods train, from which he dropped at a certain hole-and-corner spot, while it was slowly passing the goods-shed before mentioned. From this spot he took an observation and saw the pipe of Jim, the night-watchman, glowing in the dark distance like a star of the first magnitude.

Ha! thought Mr Sharp, smoking! Youll have to clear your eyes of smoke if you hope to catch thieves to-night, my fine fellow; but I shall try to render you some able assistance.

So thinking, he moved quietly about among the vans and trucks, stooping and climbing as occasion required, and doing it all so noiselessly that, had the night permitted him to be visible at all, he might have been mistaken for a stout shadow or a ghost. He went about somewhat like a retriever snuffing the air for game. At last he reached a truck, not very far from the place where Jim paced slowly to and fro, watching, no doubt, for thieves. Little did he think how near he was to a thief at that moment!

The truck beside which Mr Sharp stood sent forth a delicious odour of American apples. The superintendent of police smelt them. Worse than that  he undid a corner of the thick covering of the track, raised it and smelt again  he put in a hand. Evidently his powers of resistance to temptation were small, for both hands went in  he stooped his head, and then, slowly but surely, his whole body went in under the cover and disappeared. Infatuated superintendent! While he lay there gorging himself, no doubt with the dainty fruit, honest Jim paced slowly to and fro until, a very dark and quiet hour of the night having arrived, he deemed it time to act, put out his pipe, and moved with stealthy tread towards the apple-truck. There were no thieves about as far as he could see. He was placed there for the express purpose of catching thieves. Ridiculous waste of time and energy  he would make a thief! He would become one; he would detect and catch himself; repay himself with apples for his trouble, and enjoy himself consumedly! Noble idea! No sooner thought than carried into effect. He drew out a large clasp-knife, which opened and locked with a click, and cut a tremendous slash about two feet long in the cover of the truck  passing, in so doing, within an inch of the demoralised superintendents nose. Thieves, you see, are not particular, unless, indeed, we may regard them as particularly indifferent to the injuries they inflict on their fellow-men  but, what did we say? their fellow-men?  a railway is not a fellow-man. Surely Jims sin in robbing a railway must be regarded as a venial one. Honest men do that every day and appear to think nothing of it! Nobody appears to think anything of it. A railway would seem to be the one great unpardonable outlaw of the land, which does good to nobody, and is deemed fair game by everybody who can catch it  napping. But it is not easily caught napping. Neither was Mr Superintendent Sharp.

Jims hand came through the hole in the covering and entered some sort of receptacle, which must have been broken open by somebody, for the hand was quickly withdrawn with three apples in it. Again it entered. Mr Sharp might have kissed it easily, but he was a man of considerable self-restraint  at least when others were concerned. He thought it advisable that there should be some of the stolen goods found in Jims pockets! He did not touch the hand, therefore, while it was drawn back with other three apples in it. You see it was a large hand, and could hold three at a time. A third time it entered and grasped more of the forbidden fruit.

Theres luck in odd numbers, thought Mr Sharp, as he seized the wrist with both of his iron hands, and held it fast.

The appalling yell which Jim uttered was due more to superstitious dread than physical fear, for, on discovering that the voice which accompanied the grip was that of Mr Sharp, he struggled powerfully to get free. After the first violent effort was over, Mr Sharp suddenly slid one hand along Jims arm, caught him by the collar, and, launching himself through the hole which had been cut so conveniently large, plunged into Jims bosom and crushed him to the earth.

This was quite sufficient for Jim, who got up meekly when permitted, and pleaded for mercy. Mr Sharp told him that mercy was a commodity in which he did not deal, that it was the special perquisite of judges, from whom he might steal it if they would not give or sell it to him, and, bidding him come along quietly, led him to the station, and locked him up for the night.

Not satisfied with what he had already accomplished, Mr Sharp then returned to his office, where he found the faithful Blunt awaiting him, to whom he related briefly what he had done.

Now, said he, in conclusion, if we can only manage to clear up that case of the beer-cask, we shall have done a good stroke of business to-day. Have you found out anything in regard to it?

The case to which Mr Sharp referred was that of a cask of beer which had been stolen from the line at a station not three miles distant from Clatterby.

Yes, sir, said David Blunt with a satisfied smile, I have found out enough to lead to the detection of the thief.

Indeed, who dye think it is?

One of the men at the station, sir. There have been two about it but the other is a stranger. You see, sir, continued Blunt, with an earnest look, and in a business tone of voice, when you sent me down to investigate the case I went drect to the station-master there and heard all he had to say about it  which wasnt much;  then off I goes to where the truck was standin, from which the cask had bin taken and pottered about there for some time. At last I tried on the Red Indian dodge  followed up tracks and signs, till at last I came upon a mark as if somethin had bin rolled along the bank, and soon traced it to a gap broken through a hedge into a field. I followed it up in the field, and in a short time came on the cask itself. Of course I made a careful examination of the locality, and found very distinct foot-prints, particularly one of em on a piece of clay as sharp as if it had been struck in wax. While thus engaged I found a shoe

Ha! exclaimed Mr Sharp.

And here it is, said Blunt taking the shoe from under his chair and laying it on the table.

The superintendent took it up, examined it and then replaced it on the table with a nod, saying, Proceed.

Well, sir, of course I looked well for the other shoe, but didnt find it; so I came away with what I had got, takin care to place a lump of a stone over the foot-print in the clay, so as to guard but not touch it,  for it wasnt the print of this shoe, sir, though somewhat like it.

Ha! exclaimed Mr Sharp again.

After revolving the matter in his mind for some minutes, and consulting with his satellite, Mr Sharp resolved to go down at once to the place and watch the beer-cask.

It is not very late yet, he said, and these thirsty boys will be sure to want a drop of beer to their supper to-night. What makes you so sure that Bill Jones is the thief?

Because, answered Blunt, I observed that he was the only man at the station that had on a pair of new shoes!

Well, come along, said Sharp, smiling grimly, we shall find out before long.

They soon reached the scene of the robbery, and were able to examine the place by the light of the moon, which had just managed to pierce the thick veil of clouds that had covered it during the earlier part of that night. Then they retired to a shady cavern, or hole, or hollow at the foot of the embankment, near to the gap in the hedge, and there they prepared to pass the night, with a heap of mingled clods and stones for their couch, and an overhanging bank of nettles for their canopy.

It was a long weary watch that began. There these patient men sat, hour after hour, gazing at the moon and stars till they almost fell asleep, and then entering into animated, though softly uttered, conversation until they roused themselves up. It was strange converse too, about struggles and fights with criminals and the detection of crime. But it was not all on such subjects. No, they forsook the professional path occasionally and strayed, as pleasantly as other men do, into the flowery lanes of social life  talking of friends, and wives, and children, and home, with as much pathos and tenderness as if their errand that night had been to succour some comrade in distress, instead of to watch like wolves, and pounce on unawares, and half throttle if need be, and bear off to punishment, an erring fellow-mortal.

But no fellow-mortal came that night to be thus pounced on, throttled, and borne off. When it became obvious that there was no use in remaining longer, Mr Sharp and his satellite returned to the office, and the former bade the latter go home for the night.

The satellite, thus set free, went home and set immediately  in his bed. The luminary himself postponed his setting for a time, put the thiefs shoe in his pocket and went straight to the residence of Bill Jones, which he reached shortly after the grey dawn had appeared. Here he found Bill in bed; but being peremptory in his demand for admission, Bill arose and let him in.

You look rather pale this morning, Bill?

Bin at work late, sir, said Bill uneasily, observing that the superintendent was casting an earnest glance all round his room.

Jones was a bachelor, so there wasnt much of any kind to look at in the room.

Youve been treating yourself to a new pair of shoes, I see, Jones, what have you done with the old ones?

I  theyre worn-out, sir  I

Yes, I see  ah! here is one of them, said Mr Sharp, drawing an old shoe out of a corner; you dont require to look for the other, Ive got it here, he added, drawing its fellow from his pocket.

Jones stood aghast.

Look here, Jones, said Mr Sharp, gazing sternly into the culprits face, you neednt trouble yourself to deny the theft. I havent yet looked at the sole of this shoe, but Ill engage to tell how many tackets are in it. We have discovered a little lump of clay down near the station, with a perfect impression of a sole having fifteen tackets therein,  three being wanting on the right, side, two on the left, and one at the toe  now, let us see, he said, turning it up, am I not a good prophet eh?

Bill gave in at once! He not only made a clean breast of it, but also gave information that led to the capture of his accomplice before that days sun went down, and before Mr Sharp allowed himself to go to bed.

Thus did our superintendent winnow the chaff from the wheat continually.

Now, dear reader, do not say, From all this it would appear that railway servants must be a bad lot of men! It would be a thousand pities to fail into such an error, when we are labouring to prove to you the very reverse, namely, that the bad ones being continually and well looked after, none but the good are left. Our aim necessarily involves that we should dilate much on evil, so that the evil unavoidably bulks large in your eyes; but if we were capable of laying before you all the good that is done, felt and said by the thousands of our true-hearted men-of-the-line, the evil that is mingled with them would shrink into comparative insignificance.

The truth is, that in writing these details we desire to reassure ourself, as well as to comfort you, O timid railway traveller, by asserting and illustrating the unquestionable fact, that if our dangers on the line are numerous and great, our safeguards at all points are far more numerous and much greater.




Chapter Twelve.

Loos Garden.

The plans of nurses, not less than those of mice and men, are apt to get into disorder. Mrs Durby having packed up the diamond ring in the careful manner which we have described in a previous chapter, essayed to get ready for her important journey to London on pawning purposes intent, but she found that there were so many little preparations to make, both in regard to her own toilette and to the arrangements of Mrs Tipps establishment, in prospect of its being left without its first mate for a time, that a considerable period elapsed before she got her anchor tripped and herself ready to set sail with the first fair wind. Worthy Mrs Durby, we may observe, was fond of quoting the late captains phraseology. She was an affectionate creature, and liked to recall his memory in this somewhat peculiar fashion.

In anticipation of this journey, Netta went one evening, in company with Emma Lee, to pay Mrs John Marrot a friendly visit, ostensibly for the purpose of inquiring after the health of baby Marrot, who, having recently fallen down-stairs, swallowed a brass button and eaten an unknown quantity of shoe-blacking, had been somewhat ailing. The real object of the visit however, was to ask Mrs Marrot to beg of her husband to take a special interest in Mrs Durby on her journey, as that excellent nurse had made up her mind to go by the train which he drove, feeling assured that if safety by rail was attainable at all, it must be by having a friend at court  a good and true man at the helm, so to speak.

But la, Miss! said Mrs Marrot, sitting on the bed and patting the baby, whose ruling passion, mischief, could not be disguised even in distress, seeing that it gleamed from his glassy eyes and issued in intermittent yells from his fevered throat, if your nurse is of a narvish temperment shed better not go with my John, cause he usually drives the Flyin Dutchman.

Indeed! said Netta, with a puzzled smile; and pray, what is the Flyin Dutchman?

A yell and a glare from baby interrupted the reply. At the same instant the 7:45 p.m. express flew past with a roar, which was intensified by the whistle into a shriek as it neared the station. The house trembled as usual. Netta, not unnaturally, shuddered.

Dont be alarmed, Miss, its only the express.

Do expresses often pass your cottage in that way? asked Netta, with a touch of pity.

Bless you, yes, Miss; theyre always passin day and night continooly; but we dont think nothink of it. Weve got used to it now.

Does it not disturb you at night? asked Emma Lee in some surprise.

No, Miss, it dont  not in the least. No doubt it sometimes do influence our dreams, if I may say so. As my son Bob says  hes a humorous boy is my Bob, Miss  he says, says he, the trains cant awaken us, but they do awaken noo trains of ideas, especially wen they stops right opposite the winder an blows off steam, or whistles like mad for five minutes at a time. I sometimes think that Bob is right, an thats wy baby have took to yellin an mischief with such a igh and. They do say that a man is knowd by the company he keeps, and Im sure its no wonder that baby should screech an smash as he do, considerin the example set im day an night by them ingines.

Here another yell from baby gave, as it were, assent to these opinions.

But, as I was sayin, continued Mrs Marrot, the Flyin Dutchman is the name that my usbands train goes by, cause it is the fastest train in the kingdom  so they say. It goes at the rate of over sixty miles an hour, an aint just quite the train for people as is narvish  though my usband do say it aint more dangerous than other trains  not smuch so, indeed, wich I believe myself, for there aint nothink appened to my John all the eight years he have drove it.

Is sixty miles an hour very much faster than the rate of ordinary trains? asked Emma.

Wy, yes, Miss. Ornary trains they run between twenty and forty miles an hour, though sometimes in goin down inclines they git up to fifty; but my usband averages sixty miles an hour, an on some parts o the line e gits up the speed to sixty-five an siventy. For my own part Im quite hignorant of these things. To my mind all the ingines seem to go bangin an rushin an yellin about pretty much in the same furious way; but Ive often eard my usband explain it all, an he knows all about it Miss, just as if it wor A, B, C.

Having discussed such matters a little longer, and entered with genuine sympathy into the physical and mental condition of baby, Netta finally arranged that her old nurse should go by the Flying Dutchman, seeing that she would be unable to distinguish the difference of speed between one train and another, while her mind would be at rest, if she knew herself to be under the care of a man, in whom she could trust.

Well, Miss, I dessay it wont much matter, said Mrs Marrot, endeavouring to soothe the baby, in whom the button or the blacking appeared to be creating dire havoc; but of course my usband cant attend to er isself, not bein allowed to attend to nothink but is ingine. But hell put er in charge of the guard, who is a very andsome man, and uncommon polite to ladies. Stay, Ill speak to Willum Garvie about it now, said Mrs Marrot, rising; hes in the garding beind.

Pray dont call him in, said Netta, rising quickly; we will go down to him. I should like much to see your garden.

Youll find my Loo there, too, said Mrs Marrot with a motherly smile, as she opened the door to let her visitors out. Youll excuse me not goin hout. I dursnt leave that baby for a minute. Hed be over the  there he

The sentence was cut short by a yell, followed by a heavy bump, and the door shut with a bang, which sent Emma and her friend round the corner of the house in a highly amused frame of mind.

John Marrots garden was a small one  so small that the break-van of his own Flyin Dutchman could have contained it easily  but it was not too small to present a luxuriance, fertility, and brilliance of colour that was absolutely magnificent! Surrounded as that garden was by ballast from the embankment, broken wheels and rail, bricks and stones, and other miscellaneous refuse and débris of the line, it could only be compared to an oasis in the desert, or a bright gem on a rugged warriors breast. This garden owed its origin to Lucy Marrots love for flowers, and it owed much of its magnificence to Will Garvies love for Lucy; for that amiable fireman spent much of his small wage in purchasing seed and other things for the improvement of that garden, and spent the very few hours of his life, not claimed by the inexorable iron horse, in assisting to cultivate the same.

We use the word assisting advisedly, because Loo would not hear of his taking this sort of work out of her hands. She was far too fond of it to permit that, but she had no objection whatever to his assistance. There never was, so Will and Loo thought, anything like the love which these two bore to each other. Extremes meet, undoubtedly. Their love was so intensely matter of fact and earnest that it rose high above the region of romance, in which lower region so many of our race do delight to coo and sigh. There was no nonsense about it. Will Garvie, who was naturally bold  no wonder, considering his meteor-like style of life  saw all the flowers in the garden as well as any other man, and admired them more than most men, but he said gravely that he wouldnt give the end of a cracked boiler-tube for the whole garden, if she were not in the midst of it. At which Loo laughed heartily, and blushed with pleasure, and made no other reply.

It was quite delightful to observe the earnestness with which these two devoted themselves to the training of honeysuckle and jessamine over a trellis-work porch in that preposterously small garden, in which there was such a wealth of sweet peas, and roses, and marigolds, and mignonette, and scarlet geraniums, and delicately-coloured heliotropes, that it seemed as though they were making love in the midst of a glowing furnace. Gertie was there too, like a small female Cupid nestling among the flowers.

A miniature paradise, whispered Emma, with twinkling eyes, as they approached the unconscious pair.

Yes, with Adam and Eve training the flowers, responded Netta quite earnestly.

Adam making love in the fustian costume of the fireman of the Flying Dutchman was an idea which must have struck Emma in some fashion, for she found it difficult to command her features when introduced to the inhabitants of that little Eden by her friend.

I have called to tell Mrs Marrot, said Netta, that my old nurse, Mrs Durby, is going to London soon, and that I wished your father to take a sort of charge of her, more for the sake of making her feel at ease than anything else.

Im quite sure he will be delighted to do that, said Loo; wont he, Will?

Why, yes, replied the fireman, your father is not the man to see a woman in distress and stand by. Hell give her in charge of the guard, for you see, maam, hes not allowed to leave his engine. Will addressed the latter part of his remarks to Netta.

That is just what Mrs Marrot said, and that will do equally well. Would you like to travel on the railway, Gertie? said Netta, observing that the child was gazing up in her face with large earnest eyes.

No, answered Gertie, with decision.

No; why not?

Because it takes father too often away, and once it nearly killed him, said Gertie.

Ah, that was the time that my own dear mother received such a shock, I suppose?

No, maam, said Will Garvie, Gertie is thinkin of another time, when Jack Marrot was drivin an excursion train  not three years gone by, and he ran into a lot of empty trucks that had broke loose from a train in advance. They turned the engine off the rails, and it ran down an embankment into a ploughed field, where it turned right over on the top of Jack. Fortunately he fell between the funnel and the steam-dome, which was the means of savin his life; but he got a bad shake, and was off duty some six or eight weeks. The fireman escaped without a scratch, and, as the coupling of the leading carriage broke, the train didnt leave the metals, and no serious damage was done to any one else. I think our Gertie, continued Will, laying his big strong hand gently on the childs head, seems to have taken an ill-will to railways since then.

Im not surprised to hear it, observed Emma Lee, as she bent down and kissed Gerties forehead. I have once been in a railway accident myself, and I share your dislike; but I fear that we couldnt get on well without them now, so you and I must be content to tolerate them, Gertie.

I spose so, was Gerties quiet response, delivered, much to the amusement of her audience, with the gravity and the air of a grown woman.

Well, good-evening, Gertie, good-evening, said Netta, turning to Garvie; then I may tell my nurse that the engine-driver of the express will take care of her.

Yes, maam, you may; for the matter o that, the fireman of the express will keep an eye on her too, said the gallant William, touching his cap as the two friends left that bright oasis in the desert and returned to Eden Villa.




Chapter Thirteen.

Treats of Railway Literature, Sleepy Porters, Crowded Platforms, Foolish Passengers, Dark Plotters, Lively Shawls, and Other Matters.

John Marrot was remarkably fond of his iron horse. No dragoon or hussar that we ever read of paid half so much attention to his charger. He not only rubbed it down, and fed and watered it at stated intervals, but, when not otherwise engaged, or when awaiting the signal to start a train, he was sure to be found with a piece of waste rubbing off a speck of dust here or a drop of superfluous oil there, or giving an extra polish to the bright brasses, or a finishing touch to a handle or lever in quite a tender way. It was evidently a labour of love!

On the day which Mrs Durby had fixed for her journey to London, John and his fireman went to the shed as usual one hour before the time of starting, being required to do so by the Rules and Regulations of the company, for the purpose of overhauling the iron horse.

And, by the way, a wonderful and suggestive volume was this book of Rules and Regulations for the guidance of the officers and servants of the Grand National Trunk Railway. It was a printed volume of above two hundred pages, containing minute directions in regard to every department and every detail of the service. It was printed for private circulation; but we venture to say that, if the public saw it, their respect for railway servants and railway difficulties and management would be greatly increased, the more so that one of the first rules enjoined was, that each servant should be held responsible for having a knowledge of all the rules  those relating to other departments as well as to his own. And it may not be out of place, certainly it will not be uninteresting, to mention here that one of the rules, rendered prominent by large black capitals, enjoined that The Public Safety Must Be The First And Chief Care of every officer and servant of the company. We have reason to believe that all the railways in the kingdom give this rule equal prominence in spirit  probably also in type. In this little volume it was likewise interesting to note, that civility to the public was strictly enjoined; and sure we are that every railway traveller will agree with us in the opinion that railway agents, guards, and porters, all, in short with whom the public come in contact, obey this rule heartily, in the spirit and in the letter.

The particular rules in the book which affected our engine-driver were uncommonly stringent, and very properly so, seeing that the lives of so many persons depended on the constancy of his coolness, courage, and vigilance. John Marrot, like all the engine-drivers on the line, was a picked man. In virtue of his superior character and abilities he received wages to the extent of 2 pounds, 10 shillings per week. Among other things, he was enjoined by his rules and regulations, very strictly, to give a loud whistle before starting, to start his train slowly and without a jerk, and to take his orders to start only from the guard; also, to approach stations or stopping places cautiously, and with the train well under control, and to be guided in the matter of shutting off steam, by such considerations as the number of vehicles in the train, and the state of the weather and rails, so as to avoid violent application of the brakes. Moreover, he was bound to do his best to keep to his exact time, and to account for any loss thereof by entering the cause of delay on his report-ticket. He was also earnestly enjoined to use every effort which might conduce to the safety of the public, and was authorised to refuse to proceed with any carriage or waggon which, from hot axles or otherwise, was in his opinion unfit to run. These are but a few specimens culled from a multitude of rules bearing on the minutest details of his duty as to driving, shunting, signalling, junction and level crossing, etcetera, with all of which he had to become not merely acquainted, but so intimately familiar that his mind could grasp them collectively, relatively, or individually at any moment, so as to act instantaneously, yet coolly, while going like a giant bomb-shell through the air  with human lives in the balance to add weight to his responsibilities.

If any man in the world needed a cool clear head and a quick steady hand, with ample nightly as well as Sabbath rest, that man was John Marrot, the engine-driver. When we think of the constant pressure of responsibility that lay on him, and the numbers in the kingdom of the class to which he belonged, it seems to us almost a standing miracle that railways are so safe and accidents so very rare.

While our engine-driver was harnessing his iron steed, another of the railway servants, having eaten his dinner, felt himself rather sleepy, and resolved to have a short nap. It was our friend Sam Natly, the porter, who came to this unwise as well as unfair resolution. Yet although we are bound to condemn Sam, we are entitled to palliate his offence and constrained to pity him, for his period of duty during the past week had been fifteen hours a day.

Shameful! exclaims some philanthropist.

True, but who is to take home the shame? Not the officers of the company, who cannot do more than their best with the materials laid to their hands; not the directors, who cannot create profits beyond the capacity of their line  although justice requires us to admit that they might reduce expenses, by squabbling less with other companies, and ceasing unfair, because ruinous as well as ungenerous, competition. Clearly the bulk of the shame lies with the shareholders, who encourage opposition for the sake of increasing their own dividends at the expense of their neighbours, and who insist on economy in directions which render the line inefficient  to the endangering of their own lives as well as those of the public. Economy in the matter of railway servants  in other words, their reduction in numbers  necessitates increase of working hours, which, beyond a certain point, implies inefficiency and danger. But the general public are not free from a modicum of this shame, and have to thank themselves if they are maimed and killed, because they descend on railways for compensation with a ruthless hand; (shame to Government here, for allowing it!) and still further, impoverish their already over-taxed coffers. Compensation for injury is just, but compensation as it is, and has been claimed and awarded, is ridiculously unfair, as well as outrageously unwise.

Fortunately Sam Natlys wicked resolve to indulge in undutiful slumber did not result in evil on this occasion, although it did result in something rather surprising. It might have been far otherwise had Sam been a pointsman!

In order to enjoy fully the half-hour which he meant to snatch from duty, Sam entered a first-class carriage which stood on a siding, and, creeping under a seat, laid himself out at full length, pillowing his head on his arm. Tired men dont require feather-beds. He was sound asleep in two minutes. It so happened that, three-quarters of an hour afterwards, an extra first-class carriage was wanted to add to the train which John Marrot was to horse on its arrival at Clatterby. The carriage in which Sam lay was selected for the purpose, drawn out, and attached to the train. Tired men are not easily awakened. Sam knew nothing of this change in his sleeping apartment.

Meanwhile Clatterby station became alive with travellers. The train drew up to the platform. Some passengers got out; others got in. The engine which brought it there, being in need of rest, coal, and water, moved off to the shed. John Marrot with his lieutenant, Garvie, moved to the front on his iron horse, looking as calm and sedate in his conscious power as his horse looked heavy and unyielding in its stolidity. Never did two creatures more thoroughly belie themselves by their looks. The latent power of the iron horse could have shot it forth like an arrow from a bow, or have blown the whole station to atoms. The smouldering fires in Johns manly breast could have raised him from a begrimed, somewhat sluggish, driver to a brilliant hero.

Some of the characters who have already been introduced at Clatterby station were there on this occasion also. Mr Sharp was there, looking meditative as usual, and sauntering as though he had nothing particular to do. Our tall superlative fop with the sleepy eyes and long whiskers was also there with his friend of the checked trousers. Mr Sharp felt a strong desire to pommel these fops, because he had found them very difficult to deal with in regard to compensation, the fop with the checked trousers having claimed, and finally obtained, an unreasonably large sum for the trifling injury done to his eye on the occasion of the accident at Langrye station. Mr Sharp could not however, gratify his desire. On the contrary, when the checked trousers remarked in passing that it was vewy disagweeable weather, he felt constrained to admit, civilly enough, that it was.

The two fops had a friend with them who was not a fop, but a plain, practical-looking man, with a forbidding countenance, and a large, tall, powerful frame. These three retired a little apart from the bustle of the station, and whispered together in earnest tones. Their names were the reverse of romantic, for the fop with the checked trousers was addressed as Smith, he with the long whiskers as Jenkins, and the large man as Thomson.

Are you sure he is to go by this train? asked Thomson, somewhat gruffly.

Quite sure. There can be no mistake about it, replied Jenkins, from whose speech, strange to say, the lisp and drawl had suddenly disappeared.

And how are you sure of knowing him, if, as you say, you have never seen him? asked Thomson.

By the bag, of course, answered Smith, whose drawl had also disappeared unaccountably; we have got a minute description of the money-bag which he has had made peculiarly commonplace and shabby on purpose. It is black leather but very strong, with an unusually thick flat handle.

Hes very late, observed Thomson, moving uneasily, and glancing at the clock as the moment of departure drew near.

Mr Sharp observed the consulting party, and sauntered idly towards them, but they were about as sharp as himself, in practice if not in name. The lisps and drawls returned as if by magic, and the turf became the subject of interest about which they were consulting.

Just then a shriek was heard to issue from a female throat, and a stout elderly woman was observed in the act of dashing wildly across the line in the midst of moving engines, trucks and vans. Even in these unwonted circumstances no one who knew her could have mistaken Mrs Durbys ponderous person for a moment. She had come upon the station at the wrong side, and, in defiance of all printed regulations to the contrary  none of which she could read, being short-sighted  she had made a bold venture to gain her desired position by the most direct route. This involved crossing a part of the line where there were several sidings and branch lines, on which a good deal of pushing of trucks and carriages to and fro  that is shunting  was going on.

Like a reckless warrior, who by a bold and sudden push sometimes gains single-handed the centre of an enemys position before he is discovered and assailed on every side, straight forward Mrs Durby ran into the very midst of a brisk traffic, before any one discovered her. Suddenly a passenger-train came up with the usual caution in such circumstances, nevertheless at a smart rattling pace, for usual caution does not take into account or provide for the apparition of stout elderly females on the line. The driver of the passenger engine saw her, shut off steam, shouted, applied the brakes and whistled furiously.

We have already hinted that the weather was not fine. Mrs Durbys umbrella being up, hid the approaching train. As for screaming steam-whistles, the worthy woman had come to regard intermittent whistling as a normal condition of railways, which, like the crying of cross babies, meant little or nothing, and had only to be endured. She paid no attention to the alarm. In despair the driver reversed his engine; fire flew from the wheels, and the engine was brought to a stand, but not until the buffers were within three feet of the nurses shoulder. At that moment she became aware of her danger, uttered a shriek, as we have said, that would have done credit to the whistle of a small engine, and, bending her head with her umbrella before her, rushed frantically away on another line of rails. She did not observe, poor soul, that a goods train was coming straight down that line towards her,  partly because her mental vision was turned in terror to the rear, and partly because the umbrella obscured all in advance. In vain the driver of the goods engine repeated the warnings and actions of the passenger engine. His had more speed on and was heavier; besides, Mrs Durby charged it at the rate of full five miles an hour, with the umbrella steadily in front, and a brown paper parcel swinging wildly on her arm, as if her sole desire on earth was to meet that goods engine in single combat and beat out its brains at the first blow. Certain it is that Mrs Durbys career would have been cut short then and there, if tall Joe Turner, the guard, had not been standing at the tail of his own train and observed her danger. In the twinkling of an eye he dropped his slow dignified air, leaped like a panther in front of the goods engine, caught Mrs Durby with both hands  any how  and hurled her and himself off the line,  not a moment too soon, for the buffer of the engine touched his shoulder as they fell together to the ground.

A lusty cheer was given by those on the platform who witnessed this bold rescue, and more than one sympathetic hand grasped the massive fist of Joe Turner as he assisted Mrs Durby to a carriage.

Why, exclaimed Will Garvie, hurrying forward at that moment, its Mrs Durby, the woman we promised to take care of! Youll look after her, Joe?

All right, said the guard, as Will hurried back to his engine; this way, maam. Got your ticket?

Nno! gasped the poor nurse, leaning heavily on her protectors arm.

Here, Dick, cried Joe, hailing a porter, run to the booking-office and get her a ticket for London, first-class; shes got a bad shake, poor thing. No doubt the company will stand the difference; if not, well make it up amongst us.

Hereupon a benevolent old gentleman drew out his purse, and insisted on paying the whole of the fare himself, a point which no one seemed inclined to dispute, and Mrs Durby was carefully placed by Joe in a carriage by herself.

There were two gentlemen  also known to the reader  who arrived just in time to witness this incident: the one was Captain Lee, the other Edwin Gurwood. They both carried bags and rugs, and were evidently going by that train. The captain, who happened to have a bad cold at the time, was muffled up to the eyes in a white worsted comforter, and had a fur travelling-cap pulled well down on his forehead, so that little of him, save the point of his nose, was visible.

The moment that the two fops caught sight of Captain Lee, they whispered to Thomson  

Thats our man.

Sure? demanded Thomson.

Quite, replied Smith. Thats about the size and make of the man as described to me. Of course they could not tell what sort of travelling gear he would appear in, but theres no mistaking the bag  old, stout leather, with flat handle-strap.

All right, said Thomson; but whos the young fellow with him?

Dont know, replied Smith; yet I think Ive seen his face before. Stay, Jenkins, wasnt he in the accident at Langrye station?

Perhaps he was; but its of no consequence to us.

It will be of consequence to us if he goes with the old gentleman, retorted Smith, for hes a stout fellow, and wouldnt be easy to manage.

Ill manage him, no fear, said Thomson, looking at the unconscious Edwin with a dark sinister smile.

What if they get into a carriage thats already nearly full? suggested the dubious Smith.

They wont do that, replied Jenkins with a laugh. It seems to be against the laws of human nature to do that. As long as there are empty carriages in a train, so long will men and women pass every carriage that has a soul in it, until they find an empty one for themselves. We have nothing to do but follow them, and, when they have pitched on a carriage, get in after them, and fill it up, so we shall have it all to ourselves.

Come along, then; its time to stop talking and to act, said Thomson, testily, as he moved towards the carriages.

That even the wisest of men (in his own conceit) may make mistakes now and then is a fact which was beautifully illustrated on this occasion. We may here let the reader into the secret of Jenkins, Smith, and Thomson. They were men who lived by their wits. They had ascertained that a partner of a certain house that dealt in jewellery meant to return to London by that particular train, with a quantity of valuables that were worth running some risk for. On the journey there was one stoppage quite close to London. The run immediately before that was a clear one of seventy-five miles without a halt, at full express speed, which would afford them ample opportunity for their purpose, while the slowing of the train on approaching the stopping place would give them opportunity and time to leap out and make off with their booty. They had been told that their intended victim was a stout resolute man, but that would avail nothing against numbers.

Having obtained all requisite information they had proceeded thus far with their villainous design, apparently with success. But at this point a hitch occurred, though they knew it not. They had not taken sufficiently into account the fact that black leather bags may be both stout and peculiar, and in some degree similar without being identical. Hence Smith and Jenkins in their self-confidence had settled, as we have seen, that Captain Lee was their man, whereas their man was comfortably seated in another carriage, and by his side the coveted bag, which was similar in some points to that of the captain, but different in size and in several small details.

Following the wrong scent, therefore, with wonted pertinacity, the three men sauntered behind Captain Lee and Edwin, who, true to the laws with which Jenkins had credited human nature, passed one carriage after another until they found an empty one.

Here is one, Gurwood, said the captain.

He was about to step into it, when he observed Mrs Durby sitting in the next compartment.

Hallo! nurse, he exclaimed, getting in and sitting down opposite to her; why, surely it wasnt you, was it, that had such a narrow escape?

Indeed it was, Capting Lee, replied Mrs Durby in a half whimper, for albeit a woman of strong character, she was not proof against such rough treatment as she had experienced that day.

Not hurt, I trust? asked the Captain sympathetically.

Oh dear no, sir; only shook a bit.

Are you alone? asked Edwin, seating himself beside his friend.

Yes, sir; but la, sir, I dont think nothink of travellin alone. Im used to it, sir.

As she said this the guards voice was heard desiring passengers to take their seats, and the three men, who had grouped themselves close round the door, thus diverging one or two passengers into the next compartment, entered, and sat down.

At the same moment Mr Sharps earnest countenance appeared at the window. He made a few remarks to Captain Lee and Edwin Gurwood, and took occasion to regard the three adventurers with much attention. They evidently understood him, for they received his glances with bland smiles.

It was quite touching to note Mr Sharps anxiety to lay hold of these men. He chanced to know nothing about them, save in connexion with the Langrye accident, but his long experience in business had given him a delicate power of perception in judging of character, which was not often at fault. He, as it were, smelt the presence of fair game, although he could not manage to lay immediate hold of it, just as that celebrated giant did, who, once upon a time, went about his castle giving utterance to well-known words  

Fee, fo, fa, fum, I smell the smell of an Englishman.

Joe, he whispered, as the guard came up to lock the door, just keep an eye on these three fellows, will you? Id lay my life on it that theyre up to mischief to-day.

Joe looked knowing, and nodded.

Show your tickets, please, he said, touching his cap to his director and Edwin.

The tickets were produced  all right. Mrs Durby, in getting out hers, although, of course, having got it for her, Joe did not require to see it, dropped her precious brown paper parcel. Picking it up again hastily she pressed it to her bosom with such evident anxiety, that men much less sharp-witted than our trio, would have been led to suspect that it contained something valuable. But they aimed at higher booty just then, and apparently did not notice the incident.

A rapid banging of doors had now set in  a sure precursor of the starting whistle. Before it was quite completed, the inevitable late passenger appeared in the distance. This time it was a lady, middle-aged and stout, and short of wind, but with an iron will, as was clearly evinced by the energy with which she raced along the platform, carrying a large bundle of shawls in one arm, and a travelling-bag in the other, which she waved continuously as she shouted, Stop! stop! stop the traiiiin! Im coming!

The guard, with the whistle already half-way to his lips, paused and glanced at his watch. There was a fraction of a moment left. He stepped to a carriage and threw open a door.

Make haste, maam; make haste, please, was said in urgent, though respectful tones.

The late passenger plunged in  she might, as far as appearances went, be said to have taken a header into the carriage  and the door was shut.

The guards whistle sounded. The engine-drivers whistle gave prompt reply, and next instant the train moved. No one could conceive of such a thing as a train starting when John Marrot drove!

As the carriages glided by, Mr Sharp cast a passing glance on the late passenger. He observed that her bundle of shawls moved of its own accord, and, for one whole minute after the train had left, he stood motionless, meditating on that curious phenomenon. He had often heard of table-turning, but never until now had he seen inanimate matter move of its own accord. Can we feel surprised that he was both astonished and perplexed? Proceeding to the booking-office he held a brief conversation with the clerks there; then he sauntered into the telegraph-office and delivered a message, after which he left the station with a quiet smile on his sedate countenance.




Chapter Fourteen.

Which is too Full of Varied Matter to be Briefly Described.

Meanwhile let us fly through space with greater than railway speed and overtake the Flying Dutchman.

It has got up full speed by this time. About one mile a minute  sixty miles an hour! Sometimes it goes a little faster, sometimes a little slower, according to the nature of the ground; for a railway is by no means a level-way, the ascents and descents being occasionally very steep. Those who travel in the carriages form but a faint conception of the pace. To realise it to the full you must stand on the engine with John Marrot and Will Garvie. Houses, fields, trees, cattle, human beings, go by in wild confusion  they appear only to vanish. Wind is not felt in the carriages. On the Lightning you are in a gale. It reminds one of a storm at sea. The noise, too, is terrific. We once had the good fortune to ride on the engine of the Flying Dutchman, and on that occasion had resolved to converse with the driver, and tried it. As well might we have tried to converse amid the rattling of ten thousand tin kettles! John Marrot put his mouth to our ear and roared. We heard him faintly. We tried to shout to him; he shook his head, put his hand to his ear, and his ear to our mouth.

Does  it  not  injure  your  hearing?

No  sir  not  at  all. Its  worst  on  our  legs.

We subsided into silence and wonderment.

We had also resolved to take notes, and tried it. Egyptian hieroglyphics are not more comprehensible than the notes we took. We made a discovery, however, near the end of the journey  namely, that by bending the knees, and keeping so, writing became much more possible  or much less impossible! We learnt this from John, who had to fill up in pencil a sort of statement or report-ticket on the engine. It was interesting and curious to note the fact that of the sentences thus written, one word was pencilled in the grounds of the Earl of Edderline, the next opposite the mansion of Lord Soberly, the third in the midst of Langly Moor, the fourth while crashing through the village of Efferby, and a full stop was added at the mouth of the great Ghostly Tunnel. Think of that, ye teachers of penmanship in twelve lessons, and hide your diminished heads.

John Marrots engine, of which we have said much, and of which we mean to say still more, was not only a stupendous, but a complex creation. Its body consisted of above 5,400 pieces, all of which were almost as delicately fashioned, and put together with as much care, as watch-work. It was a confirmed teetotaller, too. The morning draught which John had given it before starting, to enable it to run its seventy-seven miles, was 800 gallons of cold water. He also gave it a good feed to begin with, and laid in for its sustenance on the trip one ton of coals. Its power to act vigorously may be gathered from the fact that one morning, some years before, John had got the fire up with unwonted rapidity, and no sooner had the minimum of steam necessary to move it been created, than it quietly advanced and passed out of its shed through a brick wall fourteen inches thick with as much ease as it would have gone through a sheet of brown paper. This being its power when starting at what we may regard as a quiet walk, some conception may be formed of its capacity when flying down an incline at sixty-five miles an hour with a heavy train of carriages at its back. In such circumstances it would go through an ordinary house, train and all, as a rifle-bullet would go through a cheese. It was an eight-wheeled engine, and the driving-wheels were eight feet in diameter. The cylinder was eighteen inches, with a piston of two feet stroke, and the total weight of engine and tender was fifty-three tons. The cost of this iron horse with its tender was about 3000 pounds.

Having fairly started, John took his stand opposite his circular window in the protecting screen or weather-board and kept a sharp look-out ahead. Will Garvie kept an eye chiefly on the rear to note that all was well in that direction. And much cause was there for caution! To rush through space at such a rate, even on a straight line and in clear weather, was trying enough, but when it is remembered that the day was wet, and that their course lay through sundry deep cuttings and tunnels, and round several curves where it was not possible to foresee obstruction, the necessity for caution will be more apparent.

All went well, however, as usual. After clearing the first thirty-six miles John Marrot consulted his watch, and observed to Will that they had done it in thirty-eight and a half minutes. He then put on a spurt, and went for some time at a higher rate of speed. Observing that something at the head of the engine required looking after, Will Garvie went out along the side of it, and while doing this piece of work his hair and jacket were blown straight back by the breeze which the engine had created for itself. He resembled, in fact, a sailor going out to work on the sails in a stiff breeze.

This artificial breeze, sweeping round the sides of the screen, caused an eddy which sent up a cloud of coal-dust, but neither John nor his mate appeared to care for this. Their eyes were evidently coal-proof.

Presently they approached a canal over which they rushed, and, for one moment, glanced down on the antipodal mode of locomotion  a boat going three miles an hour with its steersman half asleep and smoking at the helm! Next moment they were passing under a bridge; the next over a town, and then rushed through a station, and it was interesting to note as they did so, that the people on the platform shrank back and looked half-terrified, although they were in no danger whatever, while those in the train  who might at any moment have been hurled into eternity  looked calm and serene, evidently untroubled by thoughts of danger; so difficult is it for man to realise his true condition in such circumstances. Just beyond the station a dog was observed to have strayed on the line, and ran barking before the engine. It was overtaken and passed in a few seconds, and Will looked over the side but saw nothing of it. As no yell was heard, it is probable that the poor thing escaped. Soon after that, two navvies were observed walking coolly and slowly on the line in front of the engine. John frowned and laid his hand on the whistle, but before it could sound, the reckless men had heard the train, looked round with horrified faces, sprang like jumping-jacks off the line, right and left, and were gone!

Soon after this, on approaching the distant signal of one of the stations, they observed that the arms were extended, indicating that the line was blocked  that is, that another train being in advance they must check speed or perhaps stop. This was a species of insult to the Flying Dutchman, whose way ought to have been kept perfectly clear, for even a check of speed would inevitably cause the loss of several minutes. With an indignant grumble John Marrot cut off steam, but immediately the signals were lowered and he was allowed to go on. Again, in a few minutes, another signal checked him.

Theyve let a train on before us, growled John, sternly, and praps we may be checked all the way to London  but some one shall hear of this, an have to account for it.

John was wrong to some extent. While he yet spoke the signal to go on was given, and a few minutes later the Flying Dutchman flashed past the obstructing train, which had been shunted on to a siding, and from its windows hundreds of passengers were gazing at the express which passed them like a meteor  perhaps they were congratulating themselves, as well they might, for, but for the block system, their danger would have been tremendous; almost equal to that of a man endeavouring to run away from a cannon-shot. This may be somewhat better understood when we explain that the Flying Dutchman could not have been stopped in a shorter space than one mile and a half.

At length the iron horse came suddenly on an obstruction which filled its driver with deep anxiety and alarm. Daily had John driven that train, but never before had he met with a similar danger. At a level crossing, less than a mile in advance of him, he observed a horse and a loaded cart standing right across the line. Either the horse was a run-away, or the driver had left it for a little and it had strayed. Whatever the cause of its being there Johns alert mind saw at once that a collision was inevitable. He shut off steam, and was about to whistle for the guard to apply the brakes, while Will Garvie, who also saw the danger, was already turning on the brakes of the tender.

John reflected that it would be impossible to come to a stand within the space that lay between him and the cart and that a partial concussion would be almost certain to throw his engine off the rails. Less than a minute remained to him.

Let her go, mate, he shouted quickly.

Will Garvie obeyed at once. John put on full steam, the Flying Dutchman leaped forward with increased velocity. Then followed a slight shock, and; next moment, the cart and horse were smashed to atoms  all but annihilated!

It was a great risk that had been run; but of two evils John Marrot had chosen the less and came off in triumph with only a slight damage to his buffers.

Let us now quit the engine for a little, and, retracing our steps in regard to time, visit some of the carriages behind it.

When the late passenger recovered her breath and equanimity, and found herself fairly on her journey, she unfolded her bundle of shawls and disclosed a fat glossy lap-dog, which seemed to enjoy its return to fresh air and daylight, and acknowledged, with sundry wags of its tail and blinks of its eyes the complimentary assurance that it was the dearest, sweetest, pittiest ittle darling that ever was born, and that, it wouldnt be allowed to pay a nasty fare to a mean railway company that let all kinds of ugly parrots and cats and babies travel free!

A timid little lady, the only other occupant of the carriage, ventured to suggest that the dog travelling free was against the rules of the company.

I am quite aware of that, said the late passenger somewhat sharply, but if people choose to make unjust and oppressive rules I dont mean to submit to them. Just think of a parrot, a horrid shrieking creature that every one acknowledges to be a nuisance, being allowed to travel free, or a baby, which is enough to drive one distracted when it squalls, as it always does in a railway carriage, while my sweet little pet that annoys nobody must be paid for, forsooth!

It does indeed seem unreasonable, responded the timid little old lady; but dont you think that the company has a perfect right to make whatever rules it pleases, and that we are bound to obey them when we make use of their line?

No, I dont! said the late passenger tartly.

The timid little lady thought it advisable to change the subject and did so by remarking that the dog was a very pretty creature. Upon which the late passenger thawed at once, admitted that it was a very pretty creature, and asserted in addition that it was a perfect darling.

Their conversation became miscellaneous and general after this point, and not worth reporting, therefore we shall get out at the window and pass along the foot-boards to the carriage occupied by Mrs Durby and her friends.

Immediately after the train had started, as before described, Captain Lee entered into an animated conversation with the nurse as to the health of the Tipps family. Edwin, who was much interested in them, listened and put in a word now and then, but neither he nor the captain, after the first glance, paid any attention to the other occupants of the carnage.

Meanwhile Thomson, Jenkins and Company spent a short time in taking a quiet observation of the state of affairs. The former had placed himself opposite to Edwin and eyed him over critically as a wrestler might eye his opponent; Jenkins had seated himself opposite the captain, who had been apportioned to him in the coming conflict, and Smith, who, although a stout enough fellow, was the smallest of the three, kept his eye on the coveted bag, and held himself in readiness to act as might be advisable. The scoundrels were not long in taking action.

As soon as they were quite clear of the suburbs of Clatterby, Jenkins suddenly hit Captain Lee a tremendous blow on the head, which was meant to fell him at once; but the captains head was harder than he had expected it to be; he instantly grappled with Jenkins. Edwins amazement did not prevent his prompt action; but at the moment he sprang to the rescue, he received a blow from Thomson, who leaped on him, and seized him by the throat with a vice-like gripe. At the same moment Smith also sprang upon him.

Thomson soon found that he had miscalculated young Gurwoods strength. Strong though his grasp was, Edwins was stronger. Almost as quick as thought he threw his left arm round Thomsons waist, grasped his hair with his right hand, and almost broke his back. There is no question that he would have overcome him in a few seconds if Smith had not hampered him. As it was, he disengaged his right arm for a moment and, hitting a familiar and oft-tried blow straight out from the shoulder planted his knuckles just above the bridge of Smiths nose. He fell as if he had been shot but the momentary relief thus afforded to Thomson enabled that scoundrel to get into a better position for continuing the struggle. Meanwhile Jenkins, although bravely and stoutly opposed by the veteran Lee, quickly rendered his adversary insensible, and at once sprang upon Edwin, and turned the scale in favour of his comrade, who at the moment was struggling in the youths grasp with savage though unavailing ferocity. At the same time Smith, who had only been stunned, recovered, and seizing Edwin by the legs endeavoured to throw him down, so that it went hard with our young hero after that despite his activity, strength and courage.

During this scene, which was enacted in a very few minutes, poor Mrs Durby sat drawn up into the remotest corner of the carriage, her face transfixed with horror, and a terrific yell bursting occasionally from her white lips. But neither the sound of her cries nor the noise of the deadly struggle could overtop the clatter of the express train. Those in the next compartment did indeed hear a little of it but they were powerless to render assistance, and there was at that time no means of communicating with the guard or driver. Poor Edwin thought of Captain Lee, who lay bleeding on the floor, and of Emma, and the power of thought was so potential that in his great wrath he almost lifted the three men in the air; but they clung to him like leeches, and it is certain that they would have finally overcome him, had he not in one of his frantic struggles thrust his foot below one of the seats and kicked the still slumbering Sam Natly on the nose!

That over-wrought but erring porter immediately awoke to the consciousness of being oppressed with a sense of guilt and of being in a very strange and awkward position. Quickly perceiving, however, by the wild motion of the feet and an occasional scream from Mrs Durby, that something serious was going on, he peeped out, saw at a glance how matters stood, got to his feet in a moment, and dealt Jenkins such a blow on the back of the head that he dropped like a stone. To deal Smith two similar blows, with like result, was the work of two seconds. Thus freed, Edwin rose like a giant, crushed Thomson down into a seat, and twisted his neckcloth until his eyes began to glaze and his lips to turn blue.

Sam Natly was a man of cool self-possession.

Seeing that Edwin was more than a match for his adversary, he left him, and proceeded to attend to the captain, who showed symptoms of revival; but happening to glance again at Edwin, and observing the condition of Thomson, Sam turned and put his hand on the youths arm.

I think, sir, he said quietly, it would be as well to leave enough of him to be hanged. Besides, it might be raither awkward, sir, to do Jack Ketchs dooty without the benefit of judge, jury, witnesses, or clergy.

Edwin released his hold at once, and Thomson raised himself in the seat, clenching his teeth and fists as he did so. He was one of those savage creatures who, when roused, appear to go mad, and become utterly regardless of consequences. While Sam was engaged in extemporising handcuffs for Jenkins and Smith out of a necktie and a pocket-handkerchief, Thomson sat perfectly still, but breathed very hard. He was only resting a little to recover strength, for in a moment, without a sound or warning of any kind, he hit Edwin with all his force on the temple. Fortunately the youth saw the coming blow in time to partially give way to it, and in another moment the struggle was renewed, but terminated almost as quickly, for Edwin gave Thomson a blow that stunned him and kept him quiet for the next quarter of an hour.

During this period Edwin examined Captain Lees hurts, which turned out to be less severe than might have been expected. He also assisted Sam to secure Thomsons wrists with a handkerchief, and then devoted some time to soothing the agitated spirits of poor Mrs Durby, whose luckless shins had not escaped quite scatheless during the mêlée.

Oh, sir, sobbed Mrs Durby, glancing with horror at the dishevelled and blood-stained prisoners, I always thought railways was bad things, but I never, no I never, imagined they was as bad as this.

But, my good woman, said Edwin, unable to restrain a smile, railways are not all, nor always, as bad as this. We very seldom hear of such a villainous deed as has been attempted to-day; thanks to the energy and efficiency of their police establishments.

Quite true, Gurward, quite true, said Captain Lee, glancing sternly at the prisoners, and stanching a cut in his forehead with a handkerchief as he spoke; our police arrangements are improving daily, as scoundrels shall find to their cost.

Jenkins and Smith did not raise their eyes, and Thomson continued to frown steadily out at the window without moving a muscle.

Im sure I dont know nothink about your plice, an whats more, I dont care, said Mrs Durby; all that I know is that railways is dreadful things, and if I was the Queen, which Im not, Id have em all put down by Acts of Parlingment, so I would. But never, never, never,  as long as Im able to manidge my own  ah!

Mrs Durby terminated here with one of her own appalling shrieks, for it was at this precise moment that John Marrot happened, as already described, to have occasion to knock a cart and horse to atoms. The shock, as we have said, was very slight, nevertheless it was sufficient to overturn the poor nurses nervous system, which had already been wrought up to a high pitch of tension.

Thats somethin gone, sir, said Sam, touching his cap to Captain Lee.

What is it, Edwin? inquired the captain as the youth let down the window and looked out.

I can see nothing, said Edwin, except that the guard and fireman are both looking back as if they wanted to see something on the line. We are beginning to slow, however, being not far from the station now.

About a mile and three-quarters from the station, in the suburbs of London, where the tickets were to be collected, John Marrot stopped the pulse of his iron horse, for so terrific was his speed that he was able to run the greater part of that distance by means of the momentum already acquired. By degrees the mighty engine began to slow. Trees and houses instead of rushing madly past began to run hastily by, and then to glide behind at a rate that was more in keeping with the dignity of their nature. From sixty miles an hour the train passed by a rapid transition to ordinary express speed, then to ordinary speed, then to twenty miles an hour. Then Thomson felt that his opportunity had come. He suddenly wrenched his wrists from their fastening, leaped head foremost out of the window, fell on the embankment in a heap, and rolled to the bottom, where he lay extended on his back as if dead.

Thus much Mrs Durby saw in one horrified glance and then fainted dead away, in which condition she remained, to the great anxiety and distress of Captain Lee, until the Flying Dutchman, after doing seventy-eight miles in one hour and a half, glided as softly up to the platform of the station in the great Metropolis as if it were a modest young train which had yet to win its spurs, instead of being a tried veteran which had done its best for many years past to annihilate space and time. But, after all, it resembled all other tried veterans in this respect.

Generally speaking, engine-drivers are little  far too little  thought of after a journey is over. Mankind is not prone to be wise or discriminating, in giving credit to whom credit is due. We remember waiters after having eaten a good dinner, but who, in any sense of the word, remembers the cook? So in like manner we think of railway porters and guards at the end of our journeys, and talk of their civility mayhap, but who thinks or talks of the driver and fireman as they lean on the rails of their iron horse, wet and weary perchance  smoke and dust and soot begrimed for certain  and calmly watch the departure of the multitudes whom they have, by the exercise of consummate coolness, skill, and courage, brought through dangers and hairbreadth escapes that they neither knew nor dreamed of?

On this particular occasion, however, the tables were turned for once. The gentlemen in the train hurried to the guard to ask what had caused the slight shock which they had felt. Joe Turner had been called aside for a moment by a clerk, so they went direct to John Marrot himself, who modestly related what had happened in a half apologetic tone, for he did not feel quite sure that he had done the best in the circumstances. His admiring audience had no doubt on the point, however.

Youre a brick, John! exclaimed an enthusiastic commercial traveller.

Thats true, said another. If we had more men like him, there would be fewer accidents.

Lets give him something, whispered a third.

The suggestion was eagerly acted on. A subscription was made on the spot, and in three minutes the sum of about ten pounds was thrust into Johns huge dirty hand by the enthusiastic commercial traveller. But John firmly refused to take it.

Whats to be done with it, then? demanded the traveller, I cant keep it, you know, and Im not going to sit down here and spend half-an-hour in returning the money. If you dont take it John, I must fling it under the engine or into the furnace.

Well, said the driver, after a moments consideration, while he closed his hand on the money and thrust it into his breeches pocket, Ill take it. It will help to replace the cart we smashed, if I can find the owner.

While this was going on near the engine, the robbers were being removed from their carriage to receive the due reward of their deeds. Three tall and strong-boned men had been on the platform for some time awaiting the arrival of the Flying Dutchman. Swift though John Marrots iron horse was, a swifter messenger had passed on the line before him. The electric spark  and a fast volatile, free-and-easy, yet faithful spark it is  had been commissioned to do a little service that day. Half-an-hour after the train had left Clatterby a detective, wholly unconnected with our friend Sharp, had called and sent a message to London to have Thomson, Jenkins, and Smith apprehended, in consequence of their connexion with a case of fraud which had been traced to them. The three tall strong-boned men were there in virtue of this telegram. But, accustomed though these men were to surprising incidents, they had scarcely expected to find that the three culprits had added another to their many crimes, and that one of them had leaped out of the train and out of their clutches  in all probability out of the world altogether! Two of the strong men went off immediately in search of him, or his remains, while the other put proper manacles on Jenkins and Smith and carried them off in a cab.

Meanwhile Joe Turner saw that all the other passengers were got carefully out of the train. He was particularly polite in his attentions, however, to the late passenger!

You have forgot, maam, he said politely, to give up your dog-ticket.

Dog-ticket! exclaimed the lady, blushing; what do you mean? I have no dog-ticket.

Not for the little poodle dog, maam, that you carry under your shawl?

The lady blushed still deeper as she admitted that she had no ticket for the dog, but said that she was quite willing to pay for it.

This having been done, her curiosity got the better of her shame at having been caught, and she asked  

How did you know I had a dog with me, guard?

Ah, maam, replied Joe with a smile, weve got a remarkably sharp-sighted police force on our line, besides the telegraph. We find the telegraph very useful, I assure you, at times. The gentlemen who were removed in handcuffs a few minutes ago were also stopped in their little game by the telegraph, maam.

The guard turned away to attend to some one else, and the late passenger, blushing a still deeper scarlet to find that she was classed with criminals, hurried away to reflect, it is to be hoped, on the fact that dishonesty has no variety in character  only in degree.

When the guard left the late passenger, he found that his assistance was required to get Mrs Durby and her belongings out of the railway carriage and into a cab.

The poor nurse was in a pitiable state of mind. A railway journey had always been to her a thing of horror. The reader may therefore form some conception of what it was to her to have been thus suddenly called away from quiet suburban life to undertake not only a railway journey, but to be shut up with a gang of would-be murderers and encounter a sort of accident in addition! By the time she had reached London she had become quite incapable of connected thought. Even the precious parcel, which at first had been an object of the deepest solicitude, was forgotten; and although she had hugged it to her breast not two minutes before, she suffered it to drop under the seat as she was led from the train to the cab.

Drive to the Clarendon, said Captain Lee, as he and Gurwood followed the nurse into the cab; we will take care of her, he added to Edwin, till she is better able to take care of herself.

Mrs Durby gave vent to a hysterical sob of gratitude.

Arrived at the Clarendon they alighted, the captain paid the fare, and the cab was dismissed. Just at that moment Mrs Durby became a temporary maniac. She shrieked, Oh! my parcel! and rushed towards the door.

The captain and waiter restrained her.

Its in the cab! she yelled with a fervour there was no resisting.

Edwin, comprehending the case, dashed down the steps and followed the cab; but he might as well have followed the proverbial needle in the haystack. Hundreds of cabs, carts, busses, and waggons were passing the Clarendon. He assaulted and stopped four wrong cabs, endured a deal of chaff, and finally returned to the hotel discomfited.

Thus suddenly was Mrs Durby bereft of her treasure and thrown into abject despair. While in this condition she partially unbosomed herself to Captain Lee, and, contrary to strict orders, revealed all she knew about the embarrassments of Mrs Tipps, carefully concealing, however, the nature of the contents of her lost parcel, and the real object of her journey to London.

One more paragraph in regard to this eventful trip of the Flying Dutchman ere we have done with the subject.

Having finished his journey, John Marrot took his iron steed to the stable. Usually his days work terminated at Clatterby; but, owing to the horse being in need of extra rest he had to stop in London that night. And no wonder that the Lightning was sometimes fatigued, for even an ordinary express engine on the Grand National Trunk Railway was wont to run over 270 miles of ground in a day, at the rate of about forty-five miles an hour, and with a dead weight of 120 tons, more or less, at her tail. This she did regularly, with two shed-days, or days of rest, in the week for cleansing and slight repairs. Such an engine was considered to do good service if it ran 250 days in the year. But the engine of the Flying Dutchman was more highly favoured than other engines  probably on the ground of the principle taught by the proverb, It is the pace that kills. Its regular run was 1,544 miles in the day, and assuredly it stood in need of repose and refreshment quite as much as ordinary horses do. Its joints had become relaxed with severe labour, its bolts had been loosened, its rubbing surfaces, despite the oil poured so liberally on them by Will Garvie, had become heated. Some of them, unequally expanded, strained and twisted; its grate-bars and fire-box had become choked with clinkers, and its tubes charged with coke.

John therefore ran it into the huge shed or stable prepared for the reception of twenty-four iron horses, and handed it over to a set of cleaners or grooms. These immediately set to work; they cleaned out its fire-box, scraped its grate-bars, tightened all its bolts and rivets, greased the moving parts, and thoroughly cleansed it, outside and in. Thus washed, cooled down, and purified, it was left to repose for five or six hours preparatory to a renewal of its giant energies on the following day.

Although we have somewhat exalted our pet locomotive of the Flying Dutchman, justice requires us to state that goods engines are more gigantic and powerful, though they are not required to run so fast. These engines are the heavy dray-horses of the line, express engines being the racers. The latter can carry a light load of some seventy or ninety tons on a good roadway at the rate of fifty miles an hour or upwards. Goods engines of the most powerful class, on the other hand, run at a much slower pace, but they drag with ease a load of from 300 to 350 tons, with which they can ascend steep gradients.

But whether light or heavy, strong or weak, all of them are subject to the same laws. Though powerfully, they are delicately framed, and like man himself, appear to be incapable of perfect action without obtaining at the least one day of rest in the week.




Chapter Fifteen.

Treats of Mrs Durbys Lost Parcel in Particular, and of Lost-Luggage in General.

We need scarcely say that Edwin Gurwood took a good deal of trouble to find poor Mrs Durbys lost parcel. Had he known what its contents were he might perhaps have done more. As she positively asserted that she had carried it into the cab with her and had not left it in the train, immediate application was not made at the station for it, but Edwin drove her in a cab to Scotland Yard, and there introduced her to the police officials whose duty it is to take charge of articles left in cabs. Here she was asked to describe the appearance of her parcel, which she did, by saying that it was a roundish one in brown paper, fastened with a piece of string, and having the name of Durby written on it in pencil, without any address.

Not feeling quite sure however of the fidelity of the nurses memory, Edwin then went to the station and made inquiries there, but on application to the lost-luggage office no such parcel had been deposited there. The reader may perhaps be surprised at this, as it is well-known that every train is searched by the porters on its arrival at a terminus, and all forgotten articles are conveyed at once to the lost-luggage office. In the ordinary course of things Mrs Durbys parcel would have been found and restored to her on application, but it happened that a careless porter searched the Flying Dutchman that day, and had failed to observe the parcel which lay in a dark corner under the seat. When the carriage therefore was shunted the parcel was left to repose in it all night as well as all next day, which happened to be Sunday.

The parcel had a longish excursion on its own account after that. The carriage in which it lay happened to be a through one, and belonged to another company, to whose line it was accordingly forwarded on the following Monday. It reached a remote station in the west of England that night and there the parcel was discovered. It lay all night there, and next day was forwarded to the lost-luggage office of that line. Here it was examined; the various pieces of paper were unrolled one by one and the doubled-up slipper was discovered; this was examined, and the little parcel found; the name of Durby having been noted and commented on, the covering of note-paper was removed, and the match-box revealed, from the inside of which was produced the pill-box, which, when opened, disclosed to the astonished gaze of the officials an antique gold ring set with diamonds! As the name Mrs Durby written in pencil did not furnish a clue to the owner, the ring was given into the charge of the custodier of the lost-luggage office, and a description of it with a note of all particulars regarding it, was forwarded to the Clearing-House in London.

The lost-luggage office, we may remark in passing, was a wonderful place  a place in which a moralist might find much material for mental mastication. Here, on an extensive series of shelves, were deposited in large quantities the evidences of mans defective memory; the sad proofs of human fallibility. There were caps and comforters and travelling-bags in great abundance. There were shawls and rugs, and umbrellas and parasols, and sticks and hat-boxes in such numbers as to suggest the idea that hundreds of travellers, smitten with irresistible feelings of gratitude, had left these articles as a trifling testimony of respect to the railway company. There were carpet-bags here not only in large numbers but in great variety of form and size. Smelling-bottles, pocket-handkerchiefs, flasks, pocket-books, gun-cases, portmanteaux, books, cigar cases, etcetera, enough to have stocked a gigantic curiosity shop, and there were several articles which one could not account for having been forgotten on any other supposition than that the owners were travelling maniacs. One gentleman had left behind him a pair of leathern hunting-breeches, a soldier had forgotten his knapsack, a cripple his crutches! a Scotchman his bagpipes; but the most amazing case of all was a church door! We do not jest, reader. It is a fact that such an article was forgotten, or left or lost, on a railway, and, more amazing still, it was never claimed, but after having been advertised, and having lain in the lost goods office the appointed time, it was sold by auction with other things. Many of the articles were powerfully suggestive of definite ideas. One could not look upon those delicate kid gloves without thinking of the young bride, whose agitated soul was incapable of extending a thought to such trifles. That Mrs Gamp-like umbrella raised to mental vision, as if by magic, the despair of the stout elderly female who, arriving unexpectedly and all unprepared at her journeys end, sought to collect her scattered thoughts and belongings and launch herself out on the platform, in the firm belief that a minutes delay would insure her being carried to unknown regions far beyond her destination, and it was impossible to look at that fur travelling-cap with ear-pieces cocked knowingly on a sable muff, without thinking of the bland bald-headed old gentleman who had worn it during a night journey, and had pulled it in all ways about his head and over his eyes, and had crushed it into the cushions of his carriage in a vain endeavour to sleep, and had let it fall off and temporarily lost it and trod upon it and unintentionally sat upon it, and had finally, in the great hurry of waking suddenly on arrival, and in the intense joy of meeting with his blooming girls, flung it off, seized his hat and bag and rug, left the carriage in a whirlwind of greeting, forgot it altogether, and so lost it for ever.

Nay, not lost, we hear some one saying; he would surely call at the lost-luggage office on discovering his loss and regain his property.

Probably he might, but certainly he would only act like many hundreds of travellers if he were to leave his property there and never call for it at all.

True, much that finds its way to the lost-luggage office is reclaimed and restored, but it is a fact that the quantity never reclaimed is so large on almost any railway that it forms sufficient to warrant an annual sale by auction which realises some hundreds of pounds. One years sale of lost-luggage on the Grand National Trunk Railway amounted to 500 pounds! and this was not more than an average years sale. Every possible effort is of course made to restore lost-luggage before such a sale takes place. In the first place, everything bearing a name and address is returned at once to the owner, but of course there are multitudes of small articles which have neither name nor address. Such of these as are locked or tied up are suffered to remain for a short time in an office, where they may be readily reclaimed; but if not claimed soon they are opened, and if addresses are found inside are sent to their owners. In the event of no addresses being found they are retained for a year, then advertised for sale by public auction, and the proceeds go to reduce that large sum  perhaps 16,000 poundss or more  which the company has to pay annually as compensation for lost and damaged goods. On one railway where the lost-luggage was allowed to lie a considerable time before being examined a singular case occurred. A hat-box was opened and found to contain Bank of England notes to the amount of 65 pounds, with two letters, which led to its being restored to its owner after having lain for more than a year. The owner had been so positive that he had left the hat-box at a hotel that he had made no inquiry for it at the railway office.

A sale-catalogue of left and unclaimed property on one of our chief railways, which now lies before us, presents some curious lots. Here are some of them: 70 walking-sticks, 30 silk umbrellas, and there are eleven similar lots, besides innumerable parasols  50 muffs and boas  a crate containing 140 billycocks and hats  24 looking-glasses  160 packets of cloth buttons  15 frying-pans and 18 ploughshares  3 butter machines  2 gas-meters, 2 shovels, and a pair of spectacles  a box of sanitary powder and a 15-horse power horizontal steam-engine! How some of these things, especially the last, could come to be lost at all, is a mystery which we have been quite unable to fathom. Of these lots the catalogue contains 404, and the sale was to occupy two days.

After having failed to obtain any information as to the missing brown paper parcel, Mrs Durby felt so overwhelmed with distress and shame that she took the whole matter into serious consideration, and, resolving to forego her visit to her brother, returned straight to Clatterby, where, in a burst of tears, she related her misadventures to Netta. It need scarcely be said that Netta did not blame her old and faithful nurse. Her disposition was of that mild sympathetic nature which induces one,  when an accident occurs, such as the breaking of a valuable piece of china,  to hasten to excuse rather than to abuse the unhappy breaker, who, in nine cases out of ten, is far more severely punished by his or her own conscience than the sin deserves! Instead, therefore, of blaming the nurse, Netta soothed her; said that it did not matter much; that the ring was valuable to her only as a gift from her father; that no doubt some other means of paying their debts would soon be devised; that it would have been an absolute miracle, if nurse had retained her self-possession, in the terrible circumstances, in which she had been placed, and in fact tried so earnestly and touchingly to comfort her, that she unintentionally heaped coals of intensest fire on the poor womans head, and caused Mrs Durby not only to blame herself more than ever, but to throw her arms round Nettas neck, and all but fall down on her knees and worship her.

Thereafter the subject was dismissed, and in a short time almost forgotten.




Chapter Sixteen.

Describes Engineering Difficulties, a Perplexing Case, and a Harmonious Meeting.

Captain Lees object in visiting London was twofold. He went there primarily to attend the half-yearly general meeting of the Grand National Trunk Railway, and secondarily, to accompany his friend Edwin Gurwood to the Railway Clearing-House, in which establishment he had been fortunate enough to secure for him a situation.

The various circumstances which contributed to the bringing about of an intimacy between Captain Lee and young Gurwood are partly known to the reader. It was natural that the captain should feel some sort of regard for one who had twice shown himself so ready to spring to his assistance in the hour of danger; but that which weighed still more strongly with the old sailor  who had been a strict disciplinarian and loved a zealous man  was the energy, with which Edwin threw himself into the work of the department of the railway, in which he had first been placed. Perhaps if the captain had known the motives and the hopes which actuated the youth he might have regarded him with very different feelings! We know not  and it matters little now.

As a clerk in the Engineers office, Edwin had, in a few weeks, evinced so much talent and aptitude for the work as to fill his patrons heart with delight. He possessed that valuable quality which induces a man  in Scripture language  to look not only on his own things but on the things of others. He was not satisfied with doing his own work thoroughly, but became so inquisitive as to the work of his companions in the office that he acquired in a short time as much knowledge as some of these companions had acquired in several years.

The engineers department of a railway is one which involves some of the most important operations connected with the line. But indeed the same may be said of all the departments  passenger, goods, locomotive, and police, each of which is independent, yet connected. They are separate wheels, as it were, which work harmoniously together in one grand system, and the gentlemen at the head of these departments must be men of experience; of acknowledged talent and power, each supreme in his own department, but all subject to the general manager.

The engineer-in-chief, who was Edwin Gurwoods superior, had charge of the entire railway, which was something over one thousand miles in extent. This vast line was divided into four divisions  namely, the northern, southern, western, and eastern; each division being under the superintendence of a resident engineer, who was, of course, subject to the engineer-in-chief. Each division was about 250 miles long, and was subdivided into districts varying from thirty to seventy miles. These were under the charge of inspectors, whose duty it was to travel constantly over their lengths  almost daily  partly on foot and partly by train, to see that the line was kept in perfect working order. The travelling inspectors had under them a large body of surface-men or plate-layers, men whose duty it was to perform the actual work of keeping the line in order. They worked in squads of four or five  each squad having a foreman or gaffer, who was held responsible for the particular small portion of the line that he and his squad had to attend to. The average number of surface-men was about two to the mile  so that the entire staff of these men on the line numbered over two thousand. Their business was to go over the entire line twice a day, drive tight the wooden keys which held the rails in their chairs, lift and re-lay broken or worn-out rails and chairs, raise or depress sleepers wherever these required alteration, so as to make the line level, and, generally, to keep in thorough repair the permanent way. Again, each of the four divisions had an inspector of signals and an inspector of buildings, the former being responsible for the perfect working order of all signals, and the latter, who had a few masons, joiners, slaters, blacksmiths, and others under him, having charge of all the stations, sheds, and other buildings on the line. Every month each division engineer sent in to the head office a statement of material used, and of work done; also a requisition for material required for future use.

From all this it can easily be understood that Edwin had a fair opportunity of finding scope for his talents; and he had indeed already begun to attract notice as an able, energetic fellow, when Captain Lee, as we have said, procured for him an appointment in the Clearing-House. On the occasion of the change being made, he invited his young friend to spend a few days at his residence in Clatterby, and thereafter, as we have seen, they travelled together to London.

It need scarcely be said that Edwin did not neglect this golden opportunity to try to win the heart of Emma. Whether he had succeeded or not he could not tell, but he unquestionably received a strong additional impulse in his good resolves  to achieve for himself a position and a wife!

Gurwood, said Captain Lee, after Mrs Durby had taken her departure, I want you to aid me in a little difficulty I have about our mutual friend, Mrs Tipps. She is ridiculously determined not to accept of assistance from me, and I find from that excellent nurse that they are actually up to the lips in poverty  in fact, on the point of going down. I think from what she said, or, rather from what she didnt say, but hinted, that her errand to London had something to do with their poverty, but I cant make it out. Now, I have made up my mind to help them whether they will or no, and the question I wish to lay before you is,  how is the thing to be done? Come, you have had some experience of engineering, and ought to be able to cope with difficulties.

True, replied Edwin, with a smile, but to bend a womans will surpasses any mans powers of engineering!

Come, sir, said the captain, that is a most ungallant speech from one so young. You deserve to die an old bachelor. However, I ask you not to exercise your skill in bending a womans will, but in bridging over this difficulty  this Chat Moss, to speak professionally.

Could you not procure for my friend, Joseph Tipps, a more lucrative appointment? said Edwin eagerly, as the idea flashed upon him.

The captain shook his head.

Wont do, sir; I have thought of that; but, in the first place, I have not such an appointment to give him at present; in the second place, if I had, he could not draw his salary in advance, and money is wanted immediately; and, in the third place, he would not if he had it be able to spare enough out of any ordinary clerks salary, because the debts due by Mrs Tipps amount to fifty pounds  so Mrs Durby said.

It is indeed perplexing, said Edwin. Would it not be a good plan to send them a cheque anonymously?

Again the captain shook his head.

Wouldnt do. The old lady would guess who sent it at once. Come, I will leave it to you to devise a plan. Never could form a plan all my life, and have no time just now, as Im going off to the meeting in ten minutes. I constitute you my agent in this matter, Gurwood. You know all the circumstances of the case, and also about my bet of five hundred pounds with the late Captain Tipps. Your fee, if you succeed, shall be my unending gratitude. There, I give you carte-blanche to do as you please  only see that you dont fail.

Saying this, the captain put on his hat and went out, leaving Edwin much amused and not a little perplexed. He was not the man, however, to let difficulties stand in his way unassailed. He gave the subject half-an-hours consideration, after which he formed a plan and immediately went out to put it into execution.

Meanwhile Captain Lee went to the head offices of the Grand National Trunk Railway, and entered the large room, where the directors and shareholders of the Company were already assembled in considerable numbers to hold a half-yearly general meeting.

It was quite a treat to see the cordial way in which the captain was received by such of his brother directors as sat near him, and, when he had wiped his bald head and put on his spectacles, and calmly looked round the hall, his bland visage appeared to act the part of a reflector, for, wherever his eyes were turned, there sunshine appeared to glow. In fact several of the highly sympathetic people present  of whom there are always a few in every mixed meeting  unconsciously smiled and nodded as his eye passed over their locality, even although they were personal strangers to him.

Very various are the feelings which actuate the directors and shareholders of different railways at these half-yearly gatherings. Doubtless some directors go to the place of meeting with the feelings of men who go to execution, and the shareholders go with the feelings of executioners, if not worse; while other directors and shareholders unquestionably go to hold something like a feast of reason and a flow of soul.

The half-yearly meeting we write of was imbued with the latter spirit. Wisdom and conscientious care had steered the ship and swayed the councils of the Grand National Trunk Railway, so that things were in what the captain called a highly flourishing condition. One consequence was, that the directors wore no defensive armour, and the shareholders came to the ground without offensive weapons.

Sir Cummit Strong having taken the chair, the secretary read the advertisement convening the meeting.

The chairman, who was a tall, broad-browed, and large-mouthed man, just such an one as might be expected to become a railway king, then rose, and, after making a few preliminary observations in reference to the report, which was assumed to have been read, moved, that the said report and statement of accounts be received and adopted.

He-ar, he-ar! exclaimed a big vulgar man, with an oily fat face and a strong voice, who was a confirmed toady.

I am quite sure, the chairman continued, that I have the sympathy of all in this meeting when I say that the half-year which has just come to a close has been one of almost unmixed success

He-ar, he-ar! from the toady.

And, continued the chairman, with pointed emphasis, and a glance at the toady, which was meant to indicate that he had put in his oar too soon, but which the toady construed into a look of gratitude and of very great satisfaction to those whom you have appointed to the conducting of your affairs.

He-ar, he-ar!

Captain Lee, who sat immediately behind the toady and felt his fingers and toes tingling, lost a good deal of what followed, in consequence of falling into a speculative reverie, as to what might be the legal consequences, if he were to put his own hat on the toadys head, and crush it down over his eyes and mouth.

Gentlemen, continued the chairman, there are three points on which we have reason to congratulate ourselves to-day, namely, the safety, the efficiency, and the economy with which our railway has been worked. As regards the first, I find that ten millions of journeys have been performed on our line during the half-year with hardly a detention, with very few late trains, at high speeds, and with only one accident, which was a comparatively slight one, and was unattended with loss of life or serious damage to any one.

He-ar, he-ar! from the toady.

At this point a wag in the distance got up and suggested, in a very weak voice, that if the toady would say, he-ar, he-ar! less frequently, perhaps they would he-ar much better  a suggestion which was received with a burst of laughter and a round of applause. It effectually quelled the toady and rendered him innocuous for a considerable time.

Now, resumed the chairman, some people appear to think that it is an easy thing to work a railway in safety, but I can assure you that such is not the case. Intelligence, care, foresight, and the strictest discipline, are necessary to secure this result; and, remember, we have not the advantage of anything so powerful as military discipline to help us. We have nothing to appeal to save the hopes and fears of our staff; and we feel it to be our great difficulty, as it is our principal duty, to be most careful in the selection of the thousands of men who, in their various positions and vocations, have to be employed in the conduct of your enterprise.

I know well, continued Sir Cummit Strong, how men shudder when statistics are mentioned in their ears! Nevertheless, I shall venture to give you a few statistics that will, I am quite sure, prove interesting  all the more so that the figures which I quote apply to several other railways  and, therefore, will serve to give those of you who may chance to be unlearned on railway matters, some idea of the vast influence which railways have on our land.

We run on this railway (I use round numbers) about 700 trains a day. In addition to which we have spare engines and empty trains, which perhaps ought to be added to the number given. Now, just consider for a moment the operations which have to be performed daily in the ordinary working and running of your passenger traffic. These 700 trains stop about 5000 times in the twenty-four hours, and of course they start the same number of times. The empty trains and engines have also to stop and start. We have on the line upwards of 1000 signals, including the telegraphic signals and auxiliaries. Those signals have to be raised and lowered 10,000 times in the twenty-four hours. There are on our line 1700 pairs of points, which have to be opened and shut, to be cleaned, oiled, and attended to, above 5000 times in the day. In addition to all this there are the operations of shunting, carriage-examining, greasing, and other things in connexion with trains which involve operations amounting to nearly 6000 in number. So that  apart from repairs to the line and to vehicles  there are above 30,000 individual operations which have to be performed every twenty-four hours in the conduct of this enormous passenger traffic.

All this information I have obtained from our able and excellent passenger-superintendent, than whom there is not a more important officer in the Companys service, unless, indeed, (here the chairman turned with a smile and a slight bow to the gentlemen who sat on his right hand) I may except the general manager and secretary.

Well, now, gentlemen, I put it to you, is it surprising that the 6000 men who have to perform these 30,000 operations in the day  amounting to the vast total of ten millions of operations in the year  is it surprising, I say, that these 6000 men should now and then fall into some error of judgment, or make some mistake, or even be guilty of some negligence? Is it not, on the contrary, most surprising that accidents are not far more numerous; and does it not seem almost miraculous that where duties are so severe, the demands made by the public so great  speed, punctuality, numberless trains by day and night  there should be only one accident to report this half-year, while last half-year there were no accidents at all? And does it not seem hard that the public should insist that we shall be absolutely infallible, and, when the slightest mistake occurs, should haul us into court and punish us with demands for compensation for accidents which no human ingenuity or foresight could prevent?

Before leaving this subject allow me to direct your attention to the fogs which occurred this half-year. There were thirty days in which during a part, if not the whole, of the twenty-four hours we had out our fog-signal men; that is to say, an additional staff of 300 men, each with his flag and detonating signals, placed within sight, or within sound of one another, to assist the ordinary signalmen in the safe conduct of the traffic. During these fogs the omnibuses had to be withdrawn from the roads, the steamers had to be moored on the river, and the traffic on the streets was almost at a standstill, nevertheless we carried through the fog, in and out of London, above one million six hundred thousand passengers without accident!

The hear, hear, which burst from the audience at this point might have satisfied even the toady himself!

And yet, continued the chairman, with emphasis, if a single mishap had occurred owing to the mistake of any of our half-blinded men, we should probably have been let in for compensation to the extent perhaps of 20,000 pounds! Is this fair? If it be so, then one may be tempted to ask why does not the same sauce suit shipowners, many of whom are notorious for sending to sea unseaworthy craft, and who consign above one thousand human beings to an untimely grave every year without being punished in any way or being asked for a farthing of compensation?

I have already said so much on this point gentlemen, that I shall make but a few remarks on the other two subjects. Well, then, as to efficiency. Our carrying ten millions of passengers in safety and comfort is one proof of that  and, I may remark in passing, that our receipts for the conveyance of these ten millions amounts to nearly half a million of money. Another proof of our efficiency lies in the fact that all the compensation we have had to pay for loss or detention of luggage has been only 100 pounds. Then as to goods. For merchandise carried we have received about 150,000 pounds, and the total compensation for the half-year amounts to only about 660 pounds. Surely I may say with truth that such facts speak to the regularity and efficiency of your service.

If the public only knew the anxiety and care with which its interests are looked after both by night and by day by our excellent passenger and goods-managers they would perhaps present each of these gentlemen with a testimonial piece of plate, and would for evermore lay aside that wicked and ungrateful idea that railway companies are fair game, to be plundered by every one who receives, or fancies he has received, the slightest possible amount of damage to limb or property. Railway companies are not perfect any more than other companies. There are certain faults, it may be, and weak points, which all of us deplore, and which are being remedied as fast as experience and the progress of human knowledge will admit, but I hold, gentlemen, that the management of railway companies is above the average management of many other companies. We have much more work  more dangerous work  to do than other companies, and we do it with much less proportional loss to life, limb, and property.

He-ar, he-ar! burst from the toady in spite of his recent rebuke; but as it was drowned in a round of hearty applause no one was the wiser or the worse of his note of approval.

When I think, continued the chairman, of the condition this country was in before the days of railways  which probably most of those present remember  the ingratitude of the public seems to me utterly unaccountable. I can only understand it on the supposition that they have somehow obtained false notions as to the great value of railways and the great blessing they are to the community.

Why, our goods-manager informs me that there is a certain noble lord, whom of course I may not name in public, who has a farm at a considerable distance out of town. He has a fancy that the milk and cream produced on his own farm is better than Metropolitan milk and cream  (laughter). He therefore resolves to have fresh milk and cream sent in from his farm every morning, and asks us to carry it for him. We agree; but he further insists that the milk and cream shall be delivered at his residence punctually at nine a.m. To this we also agree, because the thing can be done; yet it is sharp practice, for it is only by the train arriving at its time, punctually to a minute, and by our horse and van being in readiness to start the instant it is loaded, that the thing can be accomplished. Now, gentlemen, it is owing to the extreme care and vigorous superintendence of our goods  I had almost said our good-manager that that noble lord has never missed his milk or cream one morning during the last six months. And the same punctuality attends the milk-delivery of Brown, Jones, and Robinson, for railways, as a rule, are no respecters of persons. Should not this, I ask, infuse a little of the milk of human kindness into the public heart in reference to railways?

Then, consider other advantages. In days not long gone by a few coaches carried a few hundreds of the more daring among our population over the land at a high cost and at the truly awful rate of ten miles an hour. In some cases the break-neck speed of twelve was attained. Most people preferred to remain at home rather than encounter the fatigues, risks, and expense of travelling. What are the facts now? Above three hundred millions of separate journeys are undertaken by rail in the United Kingdom in one year. Our sportsmen can breakfast in London on the 11th of August, sup the same night in Scotland, and be out on the moors on the morning of the 12th. On any afternoon any lady in England may be charmed with Sir Walter Scotts Lady of the Lake, and, if so minded, she may be a lady on the veritable lake itself before next evening! Our navvies now travel for next to nothing in luxurious ease at thirty miles an hour, and our very beggars scorn to walk when they can travel at one penny a mile. But all this is nothing compared with our enormous increase of goods traffic throughout the kingdom. I have not time, nor is this the place, to enlarge on such a subject, but a pretty good commentary on it exists in the simple fact that on your line alone, which is not, as you know, the largest of the railways of this land, the receipts for goods, minerals, and live-stock carried amounted to 500,000 pounds in the last half-year, as you will see from the report.

There is one point to which I would now direct your attention  namely, the great facilities which we give to residential and season-ticket holders. I think it a wise and just course to afford the public such facilities, because it tends to produce a permanent source of traffic by tempting men, who would otherwise be content to live within walking or bus distance of their offices, to go down into the country and build villas there, and if you extend that sort of arrangement largely, you cause villages at last to grow into towns, and towns to spread out with population and with manufactures. I regard our course of action in regard to season-tickets, therefore, as a sowing of the seed of permanent and enduring income. The receipts from this source alone, I am happy to say, amounts to 84,000 pounds.

Captain Lees spirit had, at the bare mention of season-tickets, gone careering down the line to Clatterby, in the beautiful suburbs of which he had the most charming little villa imaginable, but he was abruptly recalled by a he-ar, he-ar, from the toady, who was gradually becoming himself again, and a round of applause from the audience, in which, having an amiable tendency to follow suit, he joined.

After this the chairman expatiated at some length on the economical working of the line and on various other subjects of great importance to the shareholders, but of little interest to the general reader; we will therefore pass them all by and terminate our report of this meeting with the chairmans concluding remark, which was, that, out of the free revenue, after deduction of the dividends payable on guaranteed and preference stocks and other fixed charges, the directors recommended the payment of a dividend on the ordinary stock of six and a half per cent.

It need scarcely be said that this latter statement was received with hearty applause and with an irrepressible he-ar, he-ar! from the toady, which was not only tolerated by the meeting, but echoed by the wag in the distance, who, though his words that day had been few, had done the shareholders good service nevertheless, inasmuch as he had quelled, to some extent the propensities of a self-sufficient bore.

Lest the reader should regard us as a statistical bore, we shall bring this chapter to a close.




Chapter Seventeen.

Gertie is Mysteriously cared for  Sam Natly Dines under Difficulties in Connexion with the Block System.

One day, not long after the half-yearly meeting described in the last chapter, Mrs Marrot  being at the time engaged with the baby  received a visit from an elderly gentleman, who introduced himself as a lawyer, and said that he had been sent by a client to make a proposal to her  

Of course, he said, with a bland smile, I do not refer to a matrimonial proposal.

Mrs Marrot felt and looked surprised, but waited for more in silence.

To come to the point at once, continued the elderly gentleman, my client, who is rather eccentric, has taken a great fancy, it seems, to your little daughter Gertrude  Gertie he calls her  and is desirous of giving her a good education, if you have no objection.

Mrs Marrot, being under the impression that this would involve Gerties being taken away from her, and being put to a boarding-school, at once looked her objections so plainly, that her visitor hastened to explain that his client did not wish Gertie to quit her parents house, but merely to go for a few hours each day to the residence of a teacher in the neighbourhood  a governess  whom he should provide.

This altered the case so much that Mrs Marrot expressed herself quite ready to allow Gertie to undergo that amount of education, and hoped it would do her good, though, for her part she did not believe in education herself, seeing that she had got on in life perfectly well without it. She also expressed some curiosity to know who was so good as to take such an interest in her child.

That, my good woman, I cannot tell, for two reasons; first because my client has enjoined me to give no information whatever about him; and, secondly, because I do not myself know his name, his business with me having been transacted through a young friend of mine, who is also a friend of his. All I can say is, that his intentions towards your child are purely philanthropic, and the teacher whom he shall select will not be appointed, unless you approve. That teacher, I may tell you, is Miss Tipps.

What! Miss Netta teach my Gertie? exclaimed Mrs Marrot in great surprise never!

My good woman, said the lawyer with a perplexed look, what is your objection to Miss Tipps?

Objection? Ive no objection to Miss Netta, but she will have some objection to me and Gertie.

I thought, said the lawyer, that Miss Tipps had already taught your child, to some extent, gratuitously.

So she has, God bless her; but that was in the Sunday-school, where she teaches a number of poor peoples children for the sake of our dear Lord  but that is a very different thing from giving ornary schoolin to my Gertie.

That may be, rejoined the lawyer; but you are aware that Miss Tipps already teaches in order to increase her mothers small income, and she will probably be glad to get another pupil. We mean to pay her well for the service, and I suppose that if she has no objection you will have none.

Cernly not! replied Mrs Marrot with much emphasis.

Whenever Mrs Marrot said anything with unusual emphasis, baby Marrot entertained the unalterable conviction that he was being scolded; no sooner, therefore, did he observe the well-known look, and hear the familiar tones, than he opened wide his mouth and howled with injured feeling. At the same moment a train rushed past like an average earthquake, and in the midst of this the man of law rose, and saying that he would communicate with Mrs Marrot soon, took his leave.

Next evening Mrs Tipps was seated at tea with Netta, planning with anxious care how to make the two ends meet, but, apparently, without much success.

It is dreadful, Netta, said Mrs Tipps; I was never before brought to this condition.

It is very dreadful, responded Netta, but that renders it all the more imperative that we should take some decided step towards the payment of our debts.

Yes, the liquidation of our debts, said Mrs Tipps, nodding slowly; that was the term your dear father was wont to use.

You know, mamma, at the worst we can sell our furniture  or part of it  and pay them off, and then, with a system of rigid economy

A postmans knock cut short the sentence, and in a few seconds Mrs Durby  careworn and subdued  presented a letter to her mistress and retired.

My  my dear! exclaimed Mrs Tipps, ththis is positively miraculous. Here is a cheque for fifty pounds, and  but read for yourself.

Netta seized the letter and read it aloud. It ran thus:  

Clarendon Hotel, London.

Dear Madam,  There is a little girl living in your neighbourhood, in whose father I have a deep interest. I am particularly anxious to give this child, Gertrude Marrot by name, a good plain education. Understanding that your daughter has had considerable experience in teaching the young, and is, or has been, engaged in tuition, I venture to propose that she should undertake the training of this child, who will attend at your daughters residence for that purpose at any hours you may deem most suitable. In the belief that your daughter will have no objection to accept of this trust I enclose a cheque for 50 pounds  the first years salary  in advance. I am, dear madam, your very obedient servant,

Samuel Tough.

Although the above can scarcely be considered a brilliant achievement of Edwin Gurwood, it nevertheless accomplished its purpose; for the letter was, in all respects, so very unlike Captain Lee, that neither Mrs Tipps nor her daughter suspected him for an instant. On the contrary, they took it in good faith. Netta wrote a reply by return of post agreeing to the proposal, and on the day following began her pleasant task, to the inexpressible delight of Gertie, who would joyfully, on any terms whatever, have been Nettas slave  not to mention pupil.

A considerable time after this happy arrangement had been made, Mrs Durby, in a moment of confidential weakness, related to little Gertie the circumstances attending the loss of the diamond ring. Gertie, on returning home, communicated the matter to Loo, and gave it as her opinion that it was a pity such a valuable ring had been lost.

Couldnt father find out about it somehow? she asked with a hopeful look  hopeful because she believed her father capable of doing anything he chose to set his mind to.

Perhaps he could, but he wont be home to-night, replied Loo, thoughtfully.

I think Sam Natly could tell us how to find it. Suppose I go and ask him, said Gertie.

Loo laughed, and said she thought Sam couldnt help them much. The child was, however, a resolute little thing, and, having taken up the idea, determined to go and see Sam forthwith, as he was on duty not far from John Marrots cottage.

Sam had recently been advanced from the position of a porter, to the responsible office of a signalman. The great sin he had committed in going to sleep in a first-class carriage, when unable to keep his eyes open, had been forgiven, partly because it was his first offence, partly because of the good and opportune service he had rendered on the day of the attempted robbery, and partly on account of his being one of the steadiest and most intelligent men on the line. Sams wife, under the care of Mrs Tipps and Mrs Durby, had made a marvellous recovery, and Sams gratitude knew no bounds. Mrs Tipps happened to refer to him one day when conversing with Captain Lee, and the latter was much pleased to discover that the man in whom Mrs Tipps felt so much interest, was the same man who had come to his help in the hour of his extremity. He therefore made inquiry about him of the station-master at Clatterby. That gentleman said that Sam was a first-rate man, a stout, hard-working, modest fellow, besides being remarkably intelligent, and clear-headed and cool, especially in the midst of danger, as had been exemplified more than once in cases of accident at the station, in addition to which Sam was a confirmed abstainer from strong drink. All these facts were remembered, and when the block system of signalling was introduced on that part of the line Sam was made a signalman.

The scene of his new labours was an elevated box at the side of the line, not far from Gerties home. As this box was rather curious we shall describe it. It was a huge square sentry-box, with three of its sides composed of windows; these commanded a view of the line in all directions. On the fourth side of the box hung a time-piece and a framed copy of signal regulations. There was a diminutive stove in one corner, and a chest in another. In front of the box facing the clock were two telegraphic instruments, and a row of eight or ten long iron levers, which very much resembled a row of muskets in a rack. These levers were formidable instruments in aspect and in fact, for they not only cost Sam a pretty strong effort to move them, but they moved points and signals, on the correct and prompt movements of which depended the safety of the line, and the lives of human beings.

Just before little Gertie reached the station, Sam happened to be engaged in attempting to take his dinner. We use the word attempting advisedly, because our signalman had not the ghost of a chance to sit down, as ordinary mortals do, and take his dinner with any degree of certainty. He took it as it were, disjointedly in the midst of alarms. That the reader may understand why, we must observe that the block system of signalling, which had recently been introduced on part of the line, necessitated constant attention, and a series of acts, which gave the signalman no rest, during certain periods of his watch, for more than two minutes at a time, if so long. The block system is the method of protecting trains by blocking the line; that is, forbidding the advance of trains until the line is clear, thus securing an interval of space between trains, instead of the older and more common method of an interval of time. The chief objection to the latter system is this, that one accident is apt to cause another. Suppose a train despatched from a station; an interval of say quarter of an hour allowed and then another sent off. If the first train should break down, there is some chance of the second train overtaking and running into it. With the block system this is impossible. For instance, a train starts from any station, say A, and has to run past stations B and C. The instant it starts the signalman at A rings a telegraph bell to attract Bs attention, at the same time he indicates on another telegraphic instrument Train on line, locks his instruments in that position, and puts up the stop signal, or, blocks the line. B replies, acknowledging the signal, and telegraphs to C to be ready. The moment the train passes Bs station, he telegraphs to C, Train on line, and blocks that part of the line with the semaphore, Stop, as A had done, he also telegraphs back to A, Line clear, whereupon A lets a second train on, if one is ready. Very soon C sends Line clear to B, whereupon B is prepared to let on that second train, when it comes up, and so on ad infinitum. The signals, right and left are invariably repeated, so that there is no chance of mistake though the failure of the telegraph instruments, because if any of these should fail, the want of a reply would at once induce a telegram through the speaking instrument with which each station is furnished, and which is similar to the telegraph instruments used at most railway stations, and the line would remain blocked until a satisfactory answer set it free. The working of the semaphore signals, which are familiar to most people as tall posts with projecting moveable arms, is accomplished by the mechanical action of the levers before mentioned. There are two distant signals and one home signal to be worked by each man. Besides these there are levers for working the various points around the station which lead to sidings, and when these levers are in action, i.e. placed for the shunting of a goods train, they self-lock the levers that block the line, so that while this operation of shunting (which just means shoving a train to one side out of the way) is going on, the signalman could not make the mistake of letting a train pass the distant signal  the thing is rendered impossible.

From this it will be seen that the signalman has entire control of the line, and if we consider that shunting of waggons, carriages, and trains is a pretty constant and lively operation at some stations, we can easily conceive that the office of signalman can only be filled by a very able and trustworthy man.

As we have said, just before Gerties arrival Sam Natly chanced to be attempting to dine. The telegraph needles pointed to Line clear on both sides of him. Dinner consisted of a sort of Irish stew cooked in a little square iron pan that fitted into the small stove. Being a placid, good-humoured man, not easily thrown off his balance either mentally or physically, Sam smiled slightly to himself as he put the first bit of meat into his mouth. He thought of his wife, wished that she was there to assist in the eating of it and shut his lips on the savoury morsel. A piece of potato was arrested by the sharp telegraph bell  one beat  of warning. The potato followed the meat as he was in the act of rising. Sam touched his telegraphic bell in reply to his signal-friend on the right, and Train on line was marked by a telegraphic needle pointing to these words. As the train was yet a great way off, at least as to distance, he sat down again and disposed of bit number two. Number three followed, and he had made some approach to engulfing number four when a shrill whistle struck his ear. Up he sprang, glanced at the time-piece, wiped his mouth, and went to the levers. He touched his bell  a single note of warning to his signal-friend on the left and received a reply, one beat, meaning Ready. The train appeared, came up like a rocket and went past like a thunderbolt. When Sam saw its red tail-light, and thus knew that all the train was there,  that none of the tail carriages or trucks had broken loose and been left behind,  he gave a mighty pull to one of the levers, which turned up the arms of his distant signal, and thus blocked the line to all other trains. The needle was now pegged down or fixed at Train on line, so that there could be no mistake about it, and no trusting to memory. Having accomplished this, he went to a large book which lay open on a desk in a corner, glanced at the time-piece, recorded the passage of the train  a passenger one, and once more sat down to dinner.

The distance between his station and the next to the left was somewhat greater than that on the right, so that at least three mouthfuls in succession, of the Irish stew, were disposed of before the wicked little bell summoned him again. He rose as before with alacrity, rung his bell in reply, and unstopped his needle. The friend on his left at once pointed it to Line clear, whereupon Sam again went to his levers, and lowered the obstructing arms on his right. Having thus a clear line on right and left, he sat down for the third time to dinner, with a clear head and a clear conscience.

But he was interrupted sooner than before, indeed he had barely got one mouthful deposited when he was rung up by the friend on his right, with two beats of the bell, to pass a heavy goods train, which, with something like the impatience of stout people in crossing dangerous roads, was anxious to get on and out of the way as fast as possible, for it knew that a limited mail was tearing after it, at a fearfully unlimited pace. Sam knew this too  indeed he knew, and was bound to know, every train that had to pass that station, up and down, during his period of duty. He therefore replied, sat down, had a bite or two, and sprang up when the whistle of the train was audible. There was longer delay this time, for the goods train had to stop, and be shunted, at this station. Moreover, another goods train that had quietly, but impatiently, been biding its time in a siding, thought it would try to take advantage of this opportunity, and gave an impatient whistle. Sam opened one of his sliding windows and looked out.

Couldnt you let me shunt over a truck tother side now, Sam? asked its driver remonstratively.

Sam glanced at his time-piece with an earnest thoughtful look, and said  

Well, yes; but look sharp.

He had already pulled the lever of the home signal, and now, with two mighty pulls, blocked both up and down lines with the distant signals. At the same time he pulled other levers, and shifted the points, so as to let the plethoric goods train just arrived, and the goods train in waiting, perform their respective evolutions. It required nearly all Sams strength to pull over several of those levers, because, besides being somewhat heavy to work, even at their best, several of them had got slightly out of order  wanted oiling, perhaps. It was quite evident to the meanest capacity that there was room for improvement in this department of the Grand National Trunk Railway. In performing this last operation Sam locked all the semaphores, and so rendered his part of the line absolutely impregnable. There was so much vigorous action and whistling here, and such puffing and backing and pushing on the part of the engines, that a superficial observer might have supposed there was a great deal of movement and confusion to no purpose, but we need scarcely say that such was not the case. Several trucks of goods were dropped by both trains, to be carried on by other trains, and several trucks that had been left by other trains, were taken up, and thus in a few minutes a part of the enormous traffic of the line was assorted.

Sam had judged his time well. He had got a good piece of work advanced, and both trains well out of the way, just before the bell again intimated the approach of the limited mail. He replied, set the line free, booked the passage of the goods train, and sat down once more to dinner, just as the door of his box opened and the pretty face of Gertie peeped in.

We are not sure that such a visit would be permitted in these days of stringent rules; at that time they may not have been very particular as to visitors, or perhaps Gertie, being one of themselves, as it were, was privileged. Be this as it may, there she was with a laughing face.

May I come in, Sam?

May a cherub from the skies come in  yes, replied Sam, rising and lifting Gertie in his strong arms until he could print a kiss on her forehead without stooping. All well at home, Gertie?

Very well, thank you. We expect father home to tea.

I know that, said Sam, sitting down at his small table and attempting dinner once again.

How do you know that? asked Gertie in surprise.

Cause Ive got to pass him up wi the express in half-an-hour, replied Sam, with his mouth full, and, of course, he dont prefer takin tea on the Lightenin with his mate Bill Garvie, wen hes got a chance o takin it wi his wife and a little angel, like you.

I wish youd not talk nonsense, Sam, remonstrated Gertie with a serious look.

That aint nonsense, said Sam, stoutly.

Yes, it is, said Gertie; you know angels are good.

Well, and aint you good? demanded the signalman, filling his mouth with a potato.

Mother says I am, and I feel as if I was, replied Gertie with much simplicity, but you know angels are very very good, and, of course, Im not near so good as them.

You are, said Sam, with an obstinate snap at a piece of meat; youre better than any of em. You only want wings to be complete.

Gertie laughed, and then remarked that Sam dined late, to which Sam replied that he did, that he preferred it, and that he didnt see why gentlefolk should have that sort of fun all to themselves.

Whats that? exclaimed Gertie, as Sam dropped his knife and fork, rang his electric bell, and laid hold of a lever.

The limited mail, my dear, said Sam, as the train rushed by.

Oh, how it shakes the house! I wonder it dont fall, exclaimed the child.

Its made to be well shaken, like a bottle o bad physic, replied Sam, as he went through the various processes already described, before sitting down to finish his oft-interrupted meal.

Do you always take your dinner in that uncomfortable way? asked Gertie, sitting down on the chest and looking earnestly into the manly countenance of her friend.

Mostly, said Sam, at last finishing off with a draught of pure water, and smacking his lips.

Sometimes its all I can do to get it eaten  other times Im not so hard pressed, but its never got over without interruption, more or less.

Are breakfast and tea as bad?

Not quite, replied Sam with a laugh; about breakfast time the traffic aint quite so fast and furious, and I takes tea at home.

How long are you here at a time? asked the inquisitive Gertie.

Twelve hours, my dear, and no time allowed for meals.

Surely you must be very tired?

Sometimes, but they talk of shortening the hours soon. Theres a want of signalmen just now, thats how it is. But what good fortune has sent you here this evenin, Gertie?

I want to ask you about a ring, Sam.

A ring! What! you aint goin to get married already, are you?

Gertie replied by bursting into a hearty fit of laughter; when she had sufficiently recovered her gravity, she revealed her troubles to the sympathising signalman.

Well, it is a perplexin business. What was the old woman doin wi such a ring tied up in such a queer way?

I dont know, said Gertie.

Well, it aint no business of mine, but we must try to git hold of it somehow. Ill be off dooty at six, and your dadll be passin in a few minutes. After Im free, Ill go up to the shed and have a palaver with im. There he is.

As he spoke the bell was rung by his signal-friend on the left replied to in the usual way, and in a few minutes the chimney of the Lightning was seen over the top of the embankment that hid a bend of the up-line from view.

Put your head out here at this window, and be ready to wave your hand, Gertie, said Sam, placing the child.

The Flying Dutchman came on in its wonted wild fashion, and for a few seconds Gertie saw her fathers bronzed and stern face as he looked straight ahead with his hand on the regulator. John Marrot cast one professional glance up, and gave a professional wave of his right hand to the signalman. At that instant his whole visage lighted up as if a beam of sunshine had suffused it, and his white teeth, uncovered by a smile, gleamed as he flew past and looked back. Gertie waved frantically with her kerchief, which flew from her hand and for some distance followed the train. In another moment the Flying Dutchman was a speck in the distance  its terrific crash suddenly reduced by distance to a low rumble.

Evenin, Jack, said Sam, as his successor or comrade on the night-shift entered the box, Come along now, Gertie. Well go and see your father. Hell be up at the station in no time, and wont take long to run back to the shed.

So saying, Sam Natly assisted Gertie down the long iron ladder, by which his nest was reached, and walked with her to the engine-shed, which they soon reached. They had not waited long before John Marrots iron horse came panting slowly into its accustomed stable.

As there were at least twelve iron horses there in all stages of being-put-to-bedism, and some, like naughty boys, were blowing off their steam with absolutely appalling noise, it was next to impossible for Gertie and Sam to make known their difficulty to John. They therefore waited until he had seen his satellites in proper attendance upon his charger, and then left the shed along with him.

When the case was made known to John, he at once said, Why didnt they apply to the Clearin House, I wonder?

Ah, why not? said Sam.

Nurse doesnt know about that place, I think, suggested Gertie.

Very likely not; but if shed only gone an seen any one as knowd anything about the line, shed have found it out. However, the parcels pretty sure to be somewhere, so Ill set some inquiries a-foot wen I goes up to town to-morrow. Good-night, Sam.

Good-night, John, answered the signalman, as he turned off in the direction of his own dwelling, while the engine-driver and his little daughter pursued the footpath that led to their cottage.

Sam Natlys residence was a very small one, for house-rent was high in that neighbourhood. There were only two rooms in it, but these two bore evidence of being tended by a thrifty housewife; and, truly, when Sams delicate, but partially recovered, wife met him at the door that night, and gave him a hearty kiss of welcome, no one with an atom of good taste could have avoided admitting that she was a remarkably pretty, as well as thrifty, little woman.

Youre late to-night, Sam, said little Mrs Natly.

Yes, Ive had to go to the shed to see John Marrot about a diamond ring.

A diamond ring! exclaimed his wife.

Yes, a diamond ring.

Hereupon Sam related all he knew about the matter, and you may be sure the subject was quite sufficient to furnish ground for a very lively and speculative conversation, during the preparation and consumption of as nice a little hot supper, as any hard-worked signalman could desire.

Youre tired, Sam, said his little wife anxiously.

Well, I am a bit. Its no wonder, for its a pretty hard job to work them levers for twelve hours at a stretch without an interval, even for meals, but Im gittin used to it  like the eels to bein skinned.

Its a great shame of the Company, cried Mrs Natly with indignation.

Come, come, cried Sam, no treason! It aint such a shame as it looks. You see the Company have just bin introducin a noo system of signallin, an they hant got enough of men who understand the thing to work it, dye see; so of course weve got to work double tides, as the Jack-tars say. If they continue to keep us at it like that Ill say its a shame too, but we must give em time to git things into workin order. Besides, theyre hard-up just now. Theres a deal o money throwd away by companies fightin an opposin one another  cuttin their own throats, I calls it  and theyre awful hard used by the public in the way o compensation too. Its nothin short o plunder and robbery. If the public would claim moderately, and juries would judge fairly, an directors would fight less, shareholders would git higher dividends, the public would be better served, and railway servants would be less worked and better paid.

I dont care two straws, Sam, said little Mrs Natly with great firmness, not two straws for their fightins, an joories, and davydens  all I know is that theyve no right whatever to kill my usband, and its a great shame!

With this noble sentiment the earnest little woman concluded the evenings conversation, and allowed her wearied partner to retire to rest.




Chapter Eighteen.

A Soirée Wildly Interrupted, and Followed up by Surprising Revelations.

One afternoon Captain Lee and Emma called on Mrs Tipps, and found her engaged in earnest conversation with Netta. The captain, who was always in a boiling-over condition, and never felt quite happy except when in the act of planning or carrying out some scheme for the increase of general happiness, soon discovered that Netta was discussing the details of a little treat which she meant to give to the boys and girls of a Sunday-school which she and her mother superintended. With all his penetration he did not, however, find out that the matter which called most for consideration was the financial part of the scheme  in other words, how to accomplish the end desired with extremely limited means. He solved the question for them, however, by asserting that he intended to give all the scholars of all the Sunday-schools in the neighbourhood a treat, and of course meant to include Nettas school among the rest  unless, of course, she possessed so much exclusive pride as to refuse to join him.

There was no resisting Captain Lee. As well might a red-skin attempt to stop Niagara. When once he had made up his mind to go in for something, no mortal power could stop him. He might indeed be turned. Another object of interest, worthy of pursuit and judiciously put before him, might perhaps induce him to abandon a previous scheme; but once his steam was up, as John Marrot used to say, you could not get him to blow it off into the air. He was unlike the iron horse in that respect, although somewhat like him in the rigour of his action. Accordingly the thing was fixed. Invitations were sent out to all the schools and to all who took an interest in them, and the place fixed on was a field at the back of Mrs Tippss villa.

The day came, and with it the children in their best array. The weather was all that could be wished  a bright sun and a clear sky,  so that the huge tent provided in case of rain, was found to be only required to shade the provisions from the sun. Besides the children there were the teachers  many of them little more than children as to years, but with a happy earnestness of countenance and manner which told of another element in their breasts that evidently deepened and intensified their joy. There were several visitors and friends of Captain Lee and Mrs Tipps. Emma was there, of course, the busiest of the busy in making arrangements for the feast which consisted chiefly of fruit, buns, and milk. Netta and she managed that department together. Of course little Gertie was there and her sister Loo, from which we may conclude that Will Garvie was there in spirit, not only because that would have been natural, but because he had expressly told Loo the day before that he meant to be present in that attenuated condition. Bodily, poor fellow, he was on the foot-plate of the Lightning, which is as much as to say that he was everywhere by turns, and nowhere long. Mrs Marrot was there too, and baby, with Nanny Stocks as his guardian. Miss Stockss chief employment during the evening appeared to be to forget herself in the excess of her delight, and run babys head against all sorts of things and persons. Perhaps it was as well she did so, because it tended to repress his energy. She acted the part of regulator and safety-valve to that small human engine, by controlling his actions and permitting him good-naturedly to let off much of his superfluous steam on herself. Indeed she was a species of strong buffer in this respect, receiving and neutralising many a severe blow from his irrepressible feet and fists. Bob Marrot was also there with his bosom friend Tomtit Dorkin, whose sole occupation in life up to that time had been to put screws on nuts; this must have been nuts to him, as the Yankees have it, because, being a diligent little fellow, he managed to screw himself through life at the Clatterby Works to the tune of twelve shillings a week. Joseph Tipps, having got leave of absence for an evening, was also there,  modest amiable, active and self-abnegating. So was Mrs Natly, who, in consideration of her delicate health, was taken great care of, and very much made of, by Mrs Tipps and her family  conspicuously by Mrs Durby, who had become very fond of her since the night she nursed her. Indeed there is little doubt that Mrs Durby and the bottle of wine were the turning-point of Mrs Natlys illness, and that but for them, poor Sam would have been a widower by that time. Mr Able, the director, was also there, bland and beaming, with a brother director who was anything but bland or beaming, being possessed of a grave, massive, strongly marked and stern countenance; but nevertheless, owning a similar spirit and a heart which beat high with philanthropic desires and designs  though few who came in contact with him, except his intimate friends, would believe it. There were also present an elderly clergyman and a young curate  both good, earnest men, but each very different in many respects from the other. The elder clergyman had a genial, hearty countenance and manner, and he dressed very much like other gentlemen. The young curate might have breakfasted on his poker, to judge from the stiffness of his back, and appeared to be afraid of suffering from cold in the knees and chest, to judge from the length of his surtout and the height of his plain buttonless vest.

When all were assembled on the green and the viands spread, the elder clergyman gave out a hymn; and the curate, who had a capital voice, led off, but he was speedily drowned by the gush of song that rose from the childrens lips. It was a lively hymn, and they evidently rejoiced to sing it. Then the elder clergyman made the children a short speech. It was amazingly brief, insomuch that it quite took the little ones by surprise  so short was it, indeed and so much to the point, that we will venture to set it down here.

Dear children, he said, in a loud voice that silenced every chattering tongue, we have met here to enjoy ourselves. There is but one of your Sunday lessons which I will remind you of to-day. It is this, Whether ye eat or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God. Before beginning, then, let us ask Gods blessing.

Thereupon he asked a blessing, which was also so brief, that, but for the all-prevailing name of Jesus, with which he closed it, some of those who heard him would scarce have deemed it a prayer at all. Yet this elderly clergyman was not always brief.

He was not brief, for instance, in his private prayers for himself, his friends, and his flock. Brevity did not mark his proceedings when engaged in preparing for the Sabbath services. He was not brief when, in his study, he pleaded with some awakened but unbelieving soul to cast itself unreservedly on the finished work of our Saviour. He was a man who carried his tact and common-sense into his religious duties; who hated formalism, regarding it as one of the great stumbling-blocks in the progress of Christianity, and who endeavoured at all times to suit his words and actions to the circumstances of the occasion.

The children regarded him with a degree of affection that was all but irrepressible, and which induced them, at his earnest request, to sit still for a considerable time while his young brother gave them a short address. He was almost emphatic on the word short, but the young curate did not appear to take the hint, or to understand the meaning of that word either in regard to discourses or surtouts. He asserted himself in his surtouts and vests, without of course having a shadow of reason for so doing, save that some other young curates asserted themselves in the same way; and he asserted himself then and there in a tone of voice called sermonising, to which foolish young men are sometimes addicted, and which, by the way, being a false, and therefore irreligious tone, is another great stumbling-block in the way of Christianity. And, curiously enough, this young curate was really an earnest, though mistaken and intensely bigoted young man. We call him bigoted, not because he held his own opinions, but because he held by his little formalities with as much apparent fervour as he held by the grand doctrines of his religion, although for the latter he had the authority of the Word, while for the former he had merely the authority of man. His discourse was a good one, and if delivered in a natural voice and at a suitable time, might have made a good impression. As it was, it produced pity and regret in his elder brother, exasperation in Captain Lee, profound melancholy in Joseph Tipps, great admiration in Miss Stocks and the baby, and unutterable ennui in the children. Fortunately for the success of the day, in the middle of it, he took occasion to make some reference, with allegorical intentions, to the lower animals, and pointed to a pig which lay basking in the sunshine at no great distance, an unconcerned spectator of the scene. A rather obtuse, fat-faced boy, was suddenly smitten with the belief that this was intended as a joke, and dutifully clapped his hands. The effect was electrical  an irresistible cheer and clapping of hands ensued. It was of no use to attempt to check it. The more this was tried the more did the children seem to think they were invited to a continuance of their ovation to the young curate, who finally retired amid the hearty though unexpressed congratulations of the company.

By good fortune, the arrival of several more friends diverted attention from this incident; and, immediately after, Captain Lee set the children to engage in various games, among which the favourite was blindmans-buff.

One of the new arrivals was Edwin Gurwood, who had come, he said, to introduce a gentleman  Dr Noble  to Mrs Tipps.

Oh, the hypocrite! thought Mrs Tipps; he has come to see Emma Lee, and he knows it.

Of course he knew it, and he knew that Mrs Tipps knew it, and he knew that Mrs Tipps knew that he knew it, yet neither he nor Mrs Tipps showed the slightest symptom of all that knowledge. The latter bowed to Dr Noble, and was expressing her happiness in making his acquaintance, when a rush of laughing children almost overturned her, and hurled Dr Noble aside. They were immediately separated in the crowd, and, strange to say, Edwin at once found himself standing beside Emma Lee, who, by some curious coincidence, had just parted from Netta, so that they found themselves comparatively alone. What they said to each other in these circumstances it does not become us to divulge.

While all parties were enjoying themselves to the full, including the young curate, whose discomfiture was softened by the kind attentions of Mrs Tipps and her daughter, an incident occurred which filled them with surprise and consternation. Dr Noble was standing at the time near the large tent looking at the games, and Nanny Stocks was not far from him choking the baby with alternate sweetmeats and kisses, to the horror of Joseph Tipps, who fully expected to witness a case of croup or some such infantine disease in a few minutes, when suddenly a tall man with torn clothes, dishevelled hair and bloodshot eyes, sprang forward and confronted Dr Noble.

Ha! he exclaimed with a wild laugh, have I found you at last, mine enemy?

Dr Noble looked at him with much surprise, but did not reply. He appeared to be paralysed.

I have sought you, continued the man, trembling with ill-suppressed passion, over land and sea, and now Ive found you. Youve got the casket  you know you have; you took it from my wife the night she died; you shall give it up now, or you die!

He spluttered rather than spoke the last words between his teeth, as he made a spring at the doctor.

Edwin Gurwood had seen the man approach, and at once to his amazement recognising the features of Thomson, his old opponent in the train, he ran towards him, but was not near enough to prevent his first wild attack. Fortunately for Dr Noble this was thwarted by no less a personage than Joseph Tipps, who, seeing what was intended, sprang promptly forward, and, seizing the man by the legs adroitly threw him down. With a yell that sent a chill of horror to all the young hearts round, the madman, for such he plainly was, leaped up, but before he could renew his attack he was in the powerful grasp of his old enemy, Edwin Gurwood. A terrific struggle ensued, for both men, as we have said before, were unusually powerful; but on this occasion madness more than counterbalanced Edwins superior strength. For some time they wrestled so fiercely that none of the other gentlemen could interfere with effect. They dashed down the large tent and went crashing through the débris of the feast until at length Thomson made a sudden twist freed himself from Edwins grasp, leaving a shred of his coat in his hands, and, flying across the field, leaped at a single bound the wall that encompassed it. He was closely followed by Edwin and by a constable of the district, who happened to arrive upon the scene, but the fugitive left them far behind, and was soon out of sight.

This incident put an end to the evenings enjoyment but as the greater part of it had already passed delightfully before Thomson came on the ground to mar the sport, the children returned home much pleased with themselves and everybody else, despite the concluding scene.

Meanwhile Mrs Tipps invited her friends who had assembled there to take tea in Eden Villa, and here Dr Noble was eagerly questioned as to his knowledge of his late assailant, but he either could not or would not throw light on the subject. Some of the guests left early and some late, but to Mrs Tippss surprise the doctor remained till the last of them had said good-night, after which, to her still greater surprise, he drew his chair close to the table, and, looking at her and Netta with much earnestness, said  

Probably you are surprised, ladies, that I, a stranger, have remained so long to-night. The truth is, I had come here to have some conversation on private and very important matters, but finding you so lively, and, I must add, so pleasantly engaged, I deemed it expedient to defer my conversation until you should be more at leisure.

He paused as if to collect his thoughts, and the ladies glanced at each other uneasily, and in some surprise, but made no reply. In truth, remembering the scene they had just witnessed, they began to suspect that another style of madman had thought fit to pay them a visit.

He resumed, however, with every appearance of sanity  

How the madman who assaulted me this evening found me out I know not. I was not aware until this day that he had been tracking me, but, judging from what he said, and from what I know about him, I now see that he must have been doing so for some years. Here is the explanation, and, let me add, it intimately concerns yourselves.

Mrs Tipps and Netta became more interested as Dr Noble proceeded.

You must know, he said, that when in India some years ago I made several coasting voyages with a certain sea-captain as surgeon of his ship, at periods when my health required recruiting. I received from that gentleman every attention and kindness that the heart of a good man could suggest. On one of these voyages we had a native prince on board. He was voyaging, like myself, for the benefit of his health, but his case was a bad one. He grew rapidly worse, and before the end of the voyage he died. During his illness the captain nursed him as if he had been his own child; all the more tenderly that he thought him to be one of those unfortunate princes who, owing to political changes, had been ruined, and had lost all his wealth along with his station. It was quite touching, I assure you, madam, to listen to the earnest tones of that captains voice as he read passages from the Word of God to the dying prince, and sought to convince him that Jesus Christ, who became poor for our sakes, could bestow spiritual wealth that neither the world, nor life, nor death could take away. The prince spoke very little, but he listened most intently. Just before he died he sent a sailor lad who attended on him, for the captain, and, taking a small box from beneath his pillow, gave it to him, saying briefly, Here, take it, you have been my best friend, I shall need it no more.

After he was dead the box was opened, and found to contain a most superb set of diamonds  a necklace, brooch, ear-rings, bracelets, and a ring, besides a quantity of gold pieces, the whole being worth several thousands of pounds.

As the prince had often said that all his kindred were dead, the captain had no conscientious scruples in retaining the gift. He locked it away in his cabin. When the voyage was finished  at Calcutta  the men were paid off. The captain then be-thought him of placing his treasure in some place of security in the city. He went to his chest and took out the box  it was light  he opened it hastily  the contents were gone! Nothing was left to him of that splendid gift save the ring, which he had placed on his finger soon after receiving it, and had worn ever since.

From some circumstances that recurred to our memories, we both suspected the young man who had been in attendance on the prince, but, although we caused the most diligent search to be made, we failed to find him. My friend and I parted soon after. I was sent up to the hills, and never saw or heard of him again.

Several years after that I happened to be residing in Calcutta, and was called one night to see the wife of an Englishman who was thought to be dying. I found her very ill  near her end. She seemed to be anxious to communicate something to me, but appeared to be afraid of her husband. I thought, on looking at him attentively, that I had seen him before, and said so. He seemed to be annoyed, and denied ever having met with me. I treated the matter lightly, but took occasion to send him out for some physic, and, while he was away, encouraged the woman to unburden her mind. She was not slow to do so. Oh, sir, she said, I want to communicate a secret, but dared not while my husband was by. Long ago, before I knew him, my husband stole a box of diamonds from a Captain Tipps

My husband! exclaimed the widow.

You shall hear, said Dr Noble. I often heard him tell the story, and boast of it, continued the sick woman, quietly, and I resolved to obtain possession of the box, and have it returned, if possible, to the rightful owner. So I carried out my purpose  no matter how  and led him to suppose that the treasure had been stolen; but I have often fancied he did not believe me. This Captain Tipps was a friend of yours, sir. I know it, because my husband has told me. He remembers you, although you dont remember him. I wish you to return the box to Captain Tipps, sir, if he is yet alive. It lies here she drew me close to her, and whispered in my ear the exact spot, under a tree, where the jewels were hid.

Youll be sure to remember the place? she asked, anxiously.

Remember what place? demanded her husband, sternly, as he returned with the medicine.

No answer was given. The woman fell back on hearing his voice, but, although she lived for nearly an hour, never spoke again.

The man turned on me, and asked again what place she had been speaking of. I said that it was idle to repeat what might prove to be only the ravings of a dying woman. He seized a bludgeon, and, raising it in a threatening manner, said, I know you, Dr Noble; you shall tell me what I want to know, else you shall not quit this room alive.

I know you, too, Thomson, said I, drawing a small sword from a stick which I always carried. If you proceed to violence, it remains to be seen who shall quit this room alive.

I opened the door and walked quietly out, leaving him glaring like a tiger after me.

Going to the place described, I found the diamonds; and from that day to this I have not ceased to try to discover my old friend, but have not yet succeeded. Knowing that he might be dead, I have made inquiry of every one possessing your name, Mrs Tipps, in the hope of discovering his widow or children; and, although your name is an uncommon one, madam, you would be surprised if you knew how many I have ferreted out in the course of years. Unfortunately, my friend never mentioned his family, or the place of his residence in England, so I have had no clue to guide me save one. I have even found two widows of the name of Tipps besides yourself, and one of these said that her husband was a sailor captain, but her description of him was not that of my friend. The other said her husband had been a lawyer, so of course he could not be the man of whom I was in search.

But, sir, said Mrs Tipps, in some perplexity, if you are to depend on description, I fear that you will never attain your end, for every one knows that descriptions given of the same person by different people never quite agree.

That is true, madam; and the description given to me this evening of your late husband is a case in point; for, although it agrees in many things  in most things  there is some discrepancy. Did your husband never give you the slightest hint about a set of diamonds that he had once lost?

Never; but I can account for that by the fact, that he never alluded to anything that had at any time given him pain or displeasure, if he could avoid it.

There is but the one clue, then, that I spoke of, namely, the ring that belonged to the set of diamonds. Did your husband ever possess

The ring! exclaimed Mrs Tipps and Netta in the same breath. Yes, he had a diamond ring

They stopped abruptly, and looked at each other in distress, for they remembered that the ring had been lost.

Pray, what sort of ring is it? Describe it to me, said Dr Noble.

Netta carefully described it and, as she did so, the visitors countenance brightened.

Thats it; thats it exactly; that must be it for I remember it well, and it corresponds in all respects with  my dear ladies, let me see the ring without delay.

Alas! sir, said Mrs Tipps, sadly, the ring is lost!

A look of blank dismay clouded poor Dr Nobles visage as he heard these words, but he quickly questioned the ladies as to the loss, and became more hopeful on bearing the details.

Come, he said at last, as he rose to take leave, things dont look quite so bad as they did at first. From all I have heard I am convinced that my friends widow and daughter are before me  a sight of the ring would put the question beyond all doubt. We must therefore set to work at once and bend all our energies to the one great point of recovering the lost ring.




Chapter Nineteen.

A Run-away Locomotive.

Being, as we have had occasion to remark before, a communicative and confiding little woman, Netta Tipps told the secret of the ring in strict confidence to her old nurse. Mrs Durby, in a weak moment as on a former occasion, related the history of it to Gertie, who of course told Loo. She naturally mentioned it to her lover, Will Garvie, and he conveyed the information to John Marrot. Thus far, but no further, the thing went, for John felt that there might be danger in spreading the matter, and laid a strict injunction on all who knew of it to keep silence for a time.

While at the station the day following, just after having brought in the Flying Dutchman, he was accosted by the superintendent of police, who chanced to be lounging there with, apparently, nothing to do. Never was there a man who was more frequently called on to belie his true character. It was a part of Mr Sharps duty to look lazy at times, and even stupid, so as to throw suspicious men off their guard.

A fine day, John, he said, lounging up to the engine where John was leaning on the rail, contemplating the departure of the passengers whose lives had been in his hands for the last hour and a half, while Will Garvie was oiling some of the joints of the iron horse.

John admitted that it was a fine day, and asked what was the noos.

Nothing particular doing just now, said Mr Sharp. Youve heard, I suppose, of the mad fellow who caused such a confusion among Miss Tippss Sunday-school children last night?

Oh yes, I heard o that.

And did you hear that he turns out to be the man who jumped out of your train on the day of the attempted robbery?

Yes, Ive heard o that too. They havent got him yet, I believe?

No, not yet; but I think we shall have him soon, said Mr Sharp with a knowing glance; Ive heard rumours that lead me to think it would not be very surprising if we were to see him hanging about this station to-day or to-morrow. Ive got a sort of decoy-duck to attract him, continued Mr Sharp, chuckling, in the shape of a retired East India doctor, who agrees to hang about on the condition that we keep a sharp eye on him and guard him well from any sudden attack.

You dont mean that? said the engine-driver in an earnest undertone.

Instead of replying, the superintendent suddenly left him and sauntered leisurely along the platform, with his eyes cast down and softly humming a popular air.

The act was so brusque and unlike Mr Sharps naturally polite character that John knew at once, as he said, that something was up, and looked earnestly along the platform, where he saw Thomson himself walking smartly about as if in search of some one. He carried a heavy-headed stick in his hand and looked excited; but not much more so than an anxious or late passenger might be.

Mr Sharp went straight towards the madman  still sauntering with his head down, however; and John Marrot could see that another man, whom he knew to be a detective, was walking round by the side of the platform, with the evident intention of taking him in rear. The moment Thomson set eyes on the superintendent he recognised him, and apparently divined his object in approaching, for he started, clenched his teeth, and grasped his stick. Mr Sharp instantly abandoned all attempt at concealment and ran straight at him. Thomson, probably deeming discretion the better part of valour, turned and fled. He almost ran into the arms of the detective, who now made sure of him, but he doubled like a hare and sprang off the platform on to the rails. Here one or two of the men who were engaged in washing or otherwise looking after empty carriages, seeing what was going on, at once sought to intercept the madman, but he evaded two or three, knocked down another, and, finding himself alongside of a detached engine which stood there with steam up ready to be coupled to its train, he leaped upon it, felled the driver who was outside the rail, oiling some of the machinery, seized the handle of the regulator and turned on full steam.

The driving-wheels revolved at first with such tremendous rapidity that they failed to bite and merely slipped on the rails. Thomson was engineer enough to understand why, and at once cut off part of the steam. Next moment he shot out of the station, and, again letting on full steam, rushed along the line like an arrow!

It chanced that the passenger-superintendent was on the platform at the time. That gentleman had everything connected with the traffic by heart. He saw that the points had been so set as to turn the run-away engine on to the down line, and in his minds eye saw a monster excursion train, which had started just a few minutes before, labouring slowly forward, which the light engine would soon overtake. A collision in a few minutes would be certain. In peculiar circumstances men are bound to break through all rules and regulations, and act in a peculiar way. Without a moments hesitation he ran to John Marrot and said in an earnest hurried voice  

Give chase, John! cross over to the up-line, but dont go too far.

All right, sir, said John, laying his hand on the regulator.

Even while the superintendent was speaking Will Garvies swift mind had appreciated the idea. He had leaped down and uncoupled the Lightning from its train. John touched the whistle, let on steam and off they went crossed to the up-line (which was the wrong line of rails for any engine to run in that direction), and away he went at forty, fifty, seventy miles an hour! John knew well that he was flying towards a passenger-train, which was running towards him at probably thirty-five or forty miles an hour. He was aware of its whereabouts at that time, for he consulted his watch and had the time-table by heart. A collision with it would involve the accumulated momentum of more than a hundred miles an hour! The time was short, but it was sufficient; he therefore urged Will to coal the furnace until it glowed with fervent heat and opened the steam valve to the uttermost. Never since John Marrot had driven it had the Lightning so nearly resembled its namesake. The pace was increased to seventy-five and eighty miles an hour. It was awful. Objects flew past with flashing speed. The clatter of the engine was deafening. A stern chase is proverbially a long one; but in this case, at such a speed, it was short. In less than fifteen minutes John came in view of the fugitive  also going at full speed, but, not being so powerful an engine and not being properly managed as to the fire, it did not go so fast; its pace might have been forty or forty-five miles an hour.

Will, shouted John in the ear of his stalwart fireman, youll have to be sharp about it. It wont do, lad, to jump into the arms of a madman with a fire-shovel in his hand. Wen I takes a shot at im with a lump of coal, thens yer chance  go in an win, lad  and, whatever  ye do, keep cool.

Will did not open his compressed lips, but nodded his head in reply.

Youll have to do it all alone, Bill; I cant leave the engine, shouted John.

He looked anxiously into his mates face, and felt relieved to observe a little smile curl slightly the corners of his mouth.

Another moment and the Lightning was up with the tender of the run-away, and John cut off steam for a brief space to equalise the speed. Thomson at that instant observed for the first time that he was pursued. He looked back with a horrible glare, and then, uttering a fierce cheer or yell, tugged at the steam handle to increase the speed, but it was open to the utmost. He attempted to heap coals on the fire, but being inexpert, failed to increase the heat. Another second and they were abreast John Marrot opened the whistle and let it blow continuously, for he was by that time drawing fearfully near to the train that he knew was approaching.

Seeing that escape was impossible, Thomson would have thrown the engine off the rails if that had been possible, but, as it was not, he brandished the fire-shovel and stood at the opening between the engine and tender, with an expression of fiendish rage on his countenance that words cannot describe.

Now, Bill, look out! said John.

Will stood like a tiger ready to spring. John beside him, with a huge mass of coal in one hand concealed behind his back. There was a space of little more than two feet between the engines. To leap that in the face of a madman seemed impossible.

Suddenly John Marrot hurled the mass of coal with all his might. His aim was to hit Thomson on the head, but it struck low, hitting him on the chest, and driving him down on the foot-plate. At the same instant Will Garvie bounded across and shut off the steam in an instant. He turned then to the brake-wheel, but, before he could apply it, Thomson had risen and grappled with him. Still, as the two strong men swayed to and fro in a deadly conflict, Wills hand, that chanced at the moment to be nearest the brake-wheel, was seen ever and anon to give it a slight turn.

Thus much John Marrot observed when he saw a puff of white steam on the horizon far ahead of him. To reverse the engine and turn full steam on was the work of two seconds. Fire flew in showers from the wheels, and the engine trembled with the violent friction, nevertheless it still ran on for a considerable way, and the approaching train was within a comparatively short distance of him before he had got the Lightning to run backwards. It was not until he had got up speed to nigh forty miles an hour that he felt safe, looked back with a grim smile and breathed freely. Of course the driver of the passenger-train, seeing an engine on the wrong line ahead, had also reversed at full speed and thus prevented a collision, which would inevitably have been very disastrous.

John now ran back to the crossing, and, getting once more on the down line, again reversed his engine and ran cautiously back in the direction of the run-away locomotive. He soon came in sight of it, reversed again, and went at such a pace as allowed it to overtake him gradually. He saw that the steam was still cut off, and that it had advanced that length in consequence of being on an incline, but was somewhat alarmed to receive no signal from his mate. The moment the buffers of the Lightning touched those of the other engines tender he applied the brakes and brought both engines to a stand. Then, leaping off, he ran to see how it had fared with Will Garvie.

The scene that met his eyes was a very ghastly one. On the floor-plate lay the two men, insensible and covered with blood and coal-dust. Each grasped the other by the throat but Will had gained an advantage from having no neckcloth on, while his own strong hand was twisted into that of his adversary so firmly, that the madmans eyes were almost starting out of their sockets. John Marrot at once cut the kerchief with his clasp-knife, and then, feeling that there was urgent need for haste, left them lying there, ran back to his own engine, coupled it to the other, turned on full steam, and, in a short space of time, ran into Clatterby station.

Here the men were at once removed to the waiting-room, and a doctor  who chanced to be Dr Noble  was called in. It was found that although much bruised and cut as well as exhausted by their conflict, neither Will nor Thomson were seriously injured. After a few restoratives had been applied, the former was conveyed home in a cab, while the latter, under the charge of Mr Sharp and one of his men, was carried off and safely lodged in an asylum.




Chapter Twenty.

A Nest Harried.

Having thus seen one criminal disposed of, Mr Sharp returned to his office to take measures for the arrest of a few more of the same class.

Since we last met with our superintendent, he had not led an idle life by any means. A brief reference to some of his recent doings will be an appropriate introduction to the little entertainment which he had provided for himself and his men on that particular evening.

One day he had been informed that wine and spirits had been disappearing unaccountably at a particular station. He visited the place with one of his men, spent the night under a tarpaulin in a goods-shed, and found that one of the plate-layers was in the habit of drawing off spirits with a syphon. The guilty man was handed over to justice, and honest men, who had felt uneasy lest they should be suspected, were relieved.

On another occasion he was sent to investigate a claim made by a man who was in the accident at Langrye Station. This man, who was an auctioneer, had not been hurt at all  only a little skin taken off his nose,  but our fop with the check trousers advised him to make a job of it, and said that he himself and his friend had intended to make a claim, only they had another and more important game in hand, which rendered it advisable for them to keep quiet. This was just before the attack made on Mr Lee in the train between Clatterby and London. The auctioneer had not thought of such a way of raising money, but jumped readily at the idea; went to Glasgow and Dundee, where he consulted doctors  showed them his broken nose, coughed harshly in their ears, complained of nervous affections, pains in the back, loins, and head, and, pricking his gums slightly, spit blood for their edification; spoke of internal injuries, and shook his head lugubriously. Doctors, unlike lawyers, are not constantly on the watch for impostors. The mans peeled and swelled nose was an obvious fact; his other ailments might, or might not, be serious, so they prescribed, condoled with him, charged him nothing, and dismissed him with a hope of speedy cure. Thereafter the auctioneer went down the Clyde to recruit his injured health, and did a little in the way of business, just to keep up his spirits, poor fellow! After that he visited Aberdeen for similar purposes, and then sent in a claim of 150 pounds damages against the Grand National Trunk Railway.

Mr Sharps first proceeding was to visit the doctors to whom the auctioneer had applied, then he visited the various watering-places whither the man had gone to recruit and ascertained every particular regarding his proceedings. Finally, he went to the north of Scotland to see the interesting invalid himself. He saw and heard him, first, in an auction-room, where he went through a hard days work even for a healthy man; then he visited him in his hotel and found him, the picture of ruddy health, drinking whisky punch. On stating that he was an agent of the railway company, and had called to have some conversation regarding his claim, some of the auctioneers ruddy colour fled, but being a bold man, he assumed a candid air and willingly answered all questions; admitted that he was better, but said that he had lost much time; had for a long period been unable to attend to his professional duties, and still suffered much from internal injuries. Mr Sharp expressed sympathy with him; said that the case, as he put it, was indeed a hard one, and begged of him to put his statement of it down on paper. The auctioneer complied, and thought Mr Sharp a rather benignant railway official. When he had signed his name to the paper, his visitor took it up and said, Now, Mr Blank, this is all lies from beginning to end. I have traced your history step by step, down to the present time, visited all the places you have been to, conversed with the waiters of the hotels where you put up, have heard you to-day go through as good a days work as any strong man could desire to do, and have seen you finish up with a stiff glass of whisky toddy, which I am very sorry to have interrupted. Now, sir, this is very like an effort to obtain money under false pretences, and, if you dont know what that leads to, you are in a very fair way to find out. The Company which I have the honour to represent, however, is generous. We know that you were in the Langrye accident, for I saw you there, and in consideration of the injury to your nerves and the damage to your proboscis, we are willing to give you a five-pound note as a sort of sticking-plaster at once to your nose and your feelings. If you accept that, good; if not you shall take the consequences of this! The superintendent here held up the written statement playfully, and placed it in his pocket-book. The auctioneer was a wise, if not an honest, man. He thankfully accepted the five pounds, and invited Mr Sharp to join him in a tumbler, which, however, the superintendent politely declined.

But this was a small matter compared with another case which Mr Sharp had just been engaged investigating. It was as follows:  

One afternoon a slight accident occurred on the line by which several passengers received trifling injuries. At the time only two people made claim for compensation, one for a few shillings, the other for a few pounds. These cases were at once investigated and settled, and it was thought that there the matter ended. Six months afterwards, however, the company received a letter from the solicitors of a gentleman whose hat it was said, had been driven down on the bridge of his nose, and had abraded the skin; the slight wound had turned into an ulcer, which ultimately assumed the form of permanent cancer. In consequence of this the gentleman had consulted one doctor in Paris and another in Rome, and had been obliged to undergo an operation  for all of which he claimed compensation to the extent of 5000 pounds. The company being quite unable to tell whether this gentleman was in the accident referred to or not, an investigation was set on foot, in which Mr Sharp bore his part. At great expense official persons were sent to Paris and to Rome to see the doctors said to have been consulted, and in the end  nearly two years after the accident  the Company was found liable for the 5000 pounds!

While we are on this subject of compensation, it may not be uninteresting to relate a few curious cases, which will give some idea of the manner in which railway companies are squeezed for damages  sometimes unjustly, and too often fraudulently. On one occasion, a man who said he had been in an accident on one of our large railways, claimed 1000 pounds. In this case the company was fortunately able to prove a conspiracy to defraud, and thus escaped; but in many instances the companies are defeated in fraudulent claims, and there is no redress. The feelings of the juries who try the cases are worked on; patients are brought into Court exhibiting every symptom of hopeless malady, but these same patients not unfrequently possess quite miraculous powers of swift recovery, from what had been styled incurable damage. One man received 6000 pounds on the supposition that he had been permanently disabled, and within a short period he was attending to his business as well as ever. A youth with a salary of 60 pounds a year claimed and got 1200 pounds on the ground of incurable injury  in other words he was pensioned for life to the extent of 60 pounds a year  and, a year afterwards, it was ascertained that he was dancing at balls, and had joined his father in business as if there was nothing the matter with him.

A barmaid who, it was said, received injuries to the spine of a permanent character, was paid a sum of 1000 pounds as  we were about to write  compensation, but consolation would be the more appropriate term, seeing that she had little or nothing to be compensated for, as she was found capable of dancing at the Licensed Victuallers Ball soon after the accident and eventually she married! To oblige railways to compensate for loss of time, or property, or health, to a limited extent, seems reasonable, but to compel them to pension off people who have suffered little or nothing, with snug little annuities of 50 pounds or 60 pounds, does really seem to be a little too hard; at least so it appears to be in the eyes of one who happens to have no interest whatever in railways, save that general interest in their immense value to the land, and their inestimable comforts in the matter of locomotion.

The whole subject of compensation stands at present on a false footing. For the comfort of those who wish well to railways, and love justice, we may add in conclusion, that proposals as to modifications have already been mooted and brought before Government, so that in all probability, ere long, impostors will receive a snubbing, and shareholders will receive increased dividends!

But let us return to Mr Sharp. Having, as we have said, gone to his office, he found his faithful servant Blunt there.

Why, Blunt, he said, sitting down at the table and tearing open a few letters that awaited him, what a good-looking porter you make!

So my wife says, sir, replied Blunt with a perfectly grave face, but with a twinkle in his eye.

She must be a discriminating woman, Blunt. Well, what news have you to-night? You seemed to think you had found out the thieves at Gorton Station the last time we met.

So I have, sir, and there are more implicated than we had expected. The place is a perfect nest of them.

Not an uncommon state of things, observed Mr Sharp, for it is well-known that one black sheep spoils a flock. We must weed them all out, Blunt, and get our garden into as tidy a condition as possible; it is beginning to do us credit already, but that Gorton Station has remained too long in a bad state; we must harrow it up a little. Well, lets hear what you have found out. They never suspected you, I suppose?

Never had the least suspicion, replied Blunt with a slight approach to a smile. Ive lived with em, now, for a considerable time, and the general opinion of em about me is that Im a decent enough fellow, but too slow and stupid to be trusted, so they have not, up to this time, thought me worthy of being made a confidant. However, that didnt matter much, cause I managed to get round one o their wives at last, and she let out the whole affair  in strict confidence, of course, and as a dead secret!

In fact I have just come from a long and interesting conversation with her. She told me that all the men at the station, with one or two exceptions, were engaged in it, and showed me two of the missing bales of cloth  the cloth, you remember, sir, of which there was such a large quantity stolen four weeks ago, and for which the company has had to pay. I find that the chief signalman, Davis, is as bad as the rest. It was his wife that gave me the information in a moment of over-confidence.

Indeed! exclaimed Sharp, in some surprise; and what of Sam Natly and Garvie?

Theyre both of em innocent, sir, said Blunt. I did suspect em at one time, but I have seen and heard enough to convince me that they have no hand in the business. Natly has been goin about the station a good deal of late, because the wife of one of the men is a friend of his wife, and used to go up to nurse her sometimes when she was ill. As to Garvie, of course he knows as well as everybody else that some of the men there must be thieves, else goods would not disappear from that station as they do, but his frequent visits there are for the purpose of reclaiming Davis, who, it seems, is an old playmate of his.

Reclaiming Davis! exclaimed Sharp.

Yes, an its my opinion that itll take a cleverer fellow than him to reclaim Davis, for hes one of the worst of the lot; but Garvie is real earnest. I chanced to get behind a hedge one day when they were together, and overheard em talkin about these robberies and other matters, and you would have thought, sir, that the fireman was a regular divine. He could quote Scripture quite in a stunnin way, sir; an did seem badly cut up when his friend told him that it was of no use talkin, for it was too late for him to mend.

Has Garvie, then, been aware all this time that Davis is one of the thieves, and kept it secret? asked Sharp.

No, sir, replied Blunt. Davis denied that he had any hand in the robberies when Garvie asked him. It was about drink that he was pleadin with him so hard. You know we have suspected him of that too, of late; but from what I heard he must be a regular toper. Garvie was tryin to persuade him to become a total abstainer. Says he to him, You know, Davis, that whatever may be true as to the general question of abstaining from strong drink, your only chance of bein delivered lies in total abstinence, because the thing has become a disease. I know and believe that Christianity would save you from the power of drink, but, depend upon it, that it would do so in the way of inducin you of your own free will to touch not, taste not, handle not, that which you will perish by the using. Seems to me as if there was something in that, sir? said Blunt, inquiringly.

Sharp nodded assent.

Then Garvie does not suspect him of being connected with the robberies? he asked.

No, replied Blunt; but hes a deep file is Davis, and could throw a sharper man than Garvie off the scent.

After a little further conversation on the subject Mr Sharp dismissed the pretended porter to his station, and called upon the superintendent of the police force of Clatterby, from whom he received an addition to his force of men.

That night he led his men to Gorton station, and when he thought a suitable hour had arrived, he caused them to surround the block of buildings in which the men of the station resided. Then, placing Blunt and two or three men in front of Daviss house, he went up to the door alone and knocked.

Mrs Davis opened it. She gave the least possible start on observing by the light of her lobby lamp who her visitor was  for she knew him well. Mr Sharp took note of the start!

Good-evening, Mrs Davis, he said.

Good-evening, sir; this is an unexpected pleasure, Mr Sharp.

Most of my visits are unexpected, Mrs Davis, but it is only my friends who count them a pleasure. Is your husband within?

He is, sir; pray, walk this way; Im sure he will be delighted to see you. Can you stay to supper with us? we are just going to have it.

No, thank you, Mrs Davis, Im out on duty to-night, said Sharp, entering the parlour, where Davis was engaged in reading the newspaper. Good-evening, Mr Davis.

Davis rose with a start. Mr Sharp took note of that also.

Good-evening, Mr Sharp, he said; sit down, sir; sit down.

Thank you, I cant sit down. Im on duty just now. The fact is, Mr Davis, that I am come to make a search among your men, for we have obtained reliable information as to who are the thieves at this station. As, no doubt, some of the men are honest, and might feel hurt at having their houses searched, I have thought that the best way to prevent any unpleasant feeling is to begin at the top of the free and go downwards. They cant say that I have made fish of one and flesh of another, if I begin, as a mere matter of form, Mr Davis, with yourself.

Oh, certainly  certainly, Mr Sharp, by all means, replied Davis.

He spoke with an air of candour, but it was quite evident that he was ill at ease.

Calling in one of his men, Mr Sharp began a rigorous search of the house forthwith. Mr Davis suggested that he would go out and see that the men were in their residences; but Mr Sharp said that there was no occasion for that, and that he would be obliged by his remaining and assisting in the search of his own house.

Every hole and corner of the ground-floor was examined without any discovery being made. Mrs Davis, observing that her visitors were particular in collecting every shred of cloth that came in their way, suddenly asked if it was cloth they were in search of. Mr Sharp thought the question and the tone in which it was put told of a guilty conscience, but he replied that he was in search of many things  cloth included.

Immediately after, and while they were busy with a dark closet, Mrs Davis slipped quietly out of the room. Mr Sharp was stooping at the time with his back towards her, but the two back buttons of his coat must have been eyes, for he observed the movement and at once followed her, having previously ordered Mr Davis to move a heavy chest of drawers, in order to keep him employed. Taking off his shoes he went up-stairs rapidly, and seeing an open door, peeped in.

There he saw a sight that would have surprised any man except a superintendent of police. Mrs Davis was engaged in throwing bales of cloth over the window with the energy of a coal-heaver and the haste of one whose house is on fire! The poor woman was not robust, yet the easy way in which she handled those bales was quite marvellous.

Being a cool and patient man, Sharp allowed her to toss over five bales before interrupting her. When she was moving across the room with the sixth and last he entered. She stopped, turned pale, and dropped the bale of cloth.

You seem to be very busy to-night Mrs Davis he observed, inquiringly; can I assist you?

Oh, Mr Sharp! exclaimed Mrs Davis, covering her face with her hands.

She could say no more.

Mr Sharp took her gently by the arm and led her down-stairs. They reached the room below just in time to see Blunt enter, holding the ejected bales with both arms to his bosom. Blunt had happened to take his stand just underneath the window of Mrs Daviss bedroom, and when that energetic woman tossed the bales out she pitched them straight into Blunts willing arms. The accommodating man waited until he had received all that appeared likely to be delivered to him, and then with a quiet chuckle bore them, as we have seen, into Daviss parlour.

This is a bad business, Davis, said Sharp, as he slipped a pair of manacles on his prisoner.

Davis made no reply. He was very pale, but looked defiant. Mrs Davis sat down on a chair and sobbed.

Leaving them in charge of Blunt, Mr Sharp then paid a visit to all the men of the place, and ere long succeeded in capturing all who had been engaged in the recent robberies, with the various proofs of their guilt  in the shape of cloth, loaves of sugar, fruit, boxes of tea, etcetera, in their apartments.

It had cost Mr Sharp and his men many weary hours of waiting and investigation, but their perseverance was at length well rewarded, for the nest was thoroughly harried; the men were dismissed and variously punished, and that portion of the Grand National Trunk Railway was, for the time, most effectually purified.




Chapter Twenty One.

The Diamond Ring and the Railway Clearing-House.

Let us turn now, for a brief space, to Edwin Gurwood. He is seated before a desk in one of the rooms of that large building in Seymour Street, Euston Square, London, where a perfect army of clerks  about a thousand  clear up many of the mysteries, and overcome a number of the difficulties, incident to the railway traffic of the kingdom.

At the particular time we write of, Edwin was frowning very hard at a business-book and thinking of Emma Lee. The cause of his frown, no doubt, was owing to the conflict between duty and inclination that happened to rage in his bosom just then. His time belonged to the railways of the United Kingdom; to Emma belonged his heart. The latter was absent without leave, and the mind, thus basely forsaken, became distracted, and refused to make good use of time.

That day Edwin met with a coincidence, he made what he believed to be a discovery, and almost at the same moment received an inquiry as to the subject of that discovery. While endeavouring, without much success, to fix his attention on a case of lost-luggage which it was his duty to investigate, and frowning as we have said, at the business-book, his eye was suddenly arrested by the name of Durby.

Durby! he muttered. Surely that name is familiar? Durby! why, yes  thats the name of Tippss old nurse.

Reading on, he found that the name of Durby was connected with a diamond ring.

Well, now, that is strange! he muttered to himself. At the first glance I thought that this must be the brown paper parcel that I made inquiry about at the station of the Grand National Trunk Railway long ago, but the diamond ring puts that out of the question. No nurse, in her senses, would travel with a diamond ring tied up in a brown paper parcel the size of her head.

We may remind the reader here that, when the brown paper parcel was found and carried to the lost-luggage office of one of our western railways, a note of its valuable contents was sent to the Clearing-House in London. This was recorded in a book. As all inquiries after lost property, wheresoever made throughout the kingdom, are also forwarded to the Clearing-House, it follows that the notes of losses and notes of inquiries meet, and thus the lost and the losers are brought together and re-united with a facility that would be impracticable without such a central agency. In the case of our diamond ring, however, no proper inquiry had been made, consequently there was only the loss recorded on the books of the Clearing-House.

While Edwin was pondering this matter, a note was put into his hands by a junior clerk. It contained an inquiry after a diamond ring which had been wrapped up in a large brown paper parcel, with the name Durby written on it in pencil, and was lost many months before between Clatterby and London. The note further set forth, that the ring was the property of Mrs Tipps of Eden Villa, and enclosed from that lady a minute description of the ring. It was signed James Noble, M.D.

Wonderful! exclaimed Edwin. The most singular coincidence I ever experienced.

Having thus delivered himself, he took the necessary steps to have the ring sent to London, and obtained leave (being an intimate friend of the Tipps family) to run down by train and deliver it.

While he is away on this errand, we will take the opportunity of mounting his stool and jotting down a few particulars about the Clearing-House, which are worth knowing, for that establishment is not only an invaluable means of effecting such happy re-unions of the lost and the losers, as we have referred to, but is, in many other ways, one of the most important institutions in the kingdom.

The Railway Clearing-House is so named, we presume, because it clears up railway accounts that would, but for its intervention, become inextricably confused, and because it enables all the different lines in the country to interchange facilities for through-booking traffic, and clears up their respective accounts in reference to the same.

Something of the use and value of the Clearing-House may be shown at a glance, by explaining that, before the great schemes of amalgamation which have now been carried out, each railway company booked passengers and goods only as far as its own rails went, and at this point fresh tickets had to be taken out and carriages changed, with all the disagreeable accompaniments and delays of shifting luggage, etcetera. Before through-booking was introduced, a traveller between London and Inverness was compelled to renew his ticket and change luggage four times; between Darlington and Cardiff six times. In some journeys no fewer than nine or ten changes were necessary! This, as traffic increased, of course became intolerable, and it is quite certain that the present extent of passenger and goods traffic could never have been attained if the old system had continued. It was felt to be absolutely necessary that not only passengers, but carriages and goods, must be passed over as many lines as possible, at straight through to their destinations, with no needless delays, and without breaking bulk. But how was this to be accomplished? There were difficulties in the way of through-booking which do not appear at first sight. When, for instance, a traveller goes from London to Edinburgh by the East Coast route, he passes over three different railways of unequal length, or mileage. The Great Northern furnishes his ticket, and gives him station accommodation besides providing his carriage, while the North-Eastern and North British permit him to run over their lines; and the latter also furnishes station accommodation, and collects his ticket. To ascertain precisely how much of that travellers fare is due to each company involves a careful and nice calculation. Besides this, the whole fare is paid to the Great Northern, and it would be unjust to expect that that company should be saddled with the trouble of making the calculation, and the expense of remitting its share to each of the other companies. So, too, with goods  one company furnishing the waggon and tarpaulin, besides undertaking the trouble of loading and furnishing station-accommodation and the use of its line, while, it may be, several other companies give the use of their lines only, and that to a variable extent. In addition to all this, the company providing its carriages or waggons is entitled to demurrage for every day beyond a certain time that these are detained by the companies to which they do not belong.

Now, if all this be unavoidable even in the case of a single fare, or a small parcel, it must be self-evident that in lines where the interchange of through-traffic is great and constant, it would have been all but impossible for the railway companies to manage their business, and the system would have given rise to endless disputes.

In order to settle accounts of this description, it was soon seen to be absolutely necessary that some sort of arrangement must be come to, and, accordingly, the idea of a central office was conceived, and a system established without delay, which, for minute detail and comprehensive grasp, is unrivalled by any other institution. At first only a few of the railway companies united in establishing the Clearing-House in 1842, but by degrees, as its immense value became known, other companies joined, and it now embraces all the leading companies in the kingdom. It is said to be not inferior to the War Office, Colonial Office, and Admiralty in regard to the amount of work it gets through in a year! Its accounts amount to some twelve millions sterling, yet they always must, and do, balance to a fraction of a farthing. There must never be a surplus, and never a deficiency, in its funds, for it can make no profits, being simply a thoroughly honest and disinterested and perfectly correct go-between, which adjusts the mutual obligations of railways in a quick and economical manner. Its accounts are balanced every month, and every pound, shilling, and penny can be accounted for. It annually receives and dispenses a revenue greater than that of many European kingdoms. In 1847 its gross receipts were only 793,701 pounds. In 1868 they had risen to above eleven millions.

Each line connected with the Clearing-House has a representative on the committee to look after its interests, and bears its proportion of the expenses of the establishment.

Before showing the manner in which the work is performed for the railway companies, it may be well to premise that one great good which the Clearing-House system does to the public, is to enable them to travel everywhere with as much facility as if there were only one railway and one company in the kingdom.

To avoid going too much into detail, we may say, briefly, that in regard to goods, statements of through-traffic despatched are sent daily from thousands of stations to the Clearing-House, also separate statements of through-traffic received. These are compared. Of those that are found to agree, each company is debited or credited, as the case may be, with the proportion due to or by it. Where discrepancies occur, correspondence ensues until the thing is cleared up, and then the distribution to the accounts of the several companies takes place. As discrepancies are numerous and constant, correspondence is necessarily great. So minutely correct and particular are they at the Clearing-House, that a shilling is sometimes divided between four companies. Even a penny is deemed worthy of being debited to one company and credited to another!

As it is with goods, so is it with passengers. Through-tickets are sent from all the stations to the Clearing-House, where they are examined and compared with the returns of the tickets issued, and then sent back to their respective companies. As these tickets amount to many thousands a day, some idea may be formed of the amount of labour bestowed on the examination of them. The proportions of each ticket due to each company are then credited, and statements of the same made out and forwarded to the several companies daily. From the two sets of returns forwarded to the Clearing-House, statements of the debit and credit balances are made out weekly.

Parcels are treated much in the same way as the goods.

Mileage is a branch of the service which requires a separate staff of men. There are hundreds of thousands of waggons, loaded and empty, constantly running to and fro, day and night, on various lines, to which they do not belong. Each individual waggon must be traced and accounted for to the Clearing-House, from its start to its arrival and back again; and not only waggons, but even the individual tarpaulins that cover them are watched and noted in this way, in order that the various companies over whose lines they pass may get their due, and that the companies owning them may get their demurrage if they be improperly detained on the way. For this purpose, at every point where separate railways join, there are stationed men in the pay of the Clearing-House, whose duty it is to take the numbers of all passenger carriages and goods, waggons and tarpaulins, and make a daily statement of the same to the Clearing-House.

As daily returns of all foreign carriages arriving and departing from all Clearing-House stations are forwarded to the same office, they are thus in a position to check the traffic, detect discrepancies, and finally make the proper entries as to mileage and demurrage in the accounts of the respective companies. Frequently the charge of one-tenth of a penny per mile for a tarpaulin is divided among several companies in various proportions. For a waggon or carriage from Edinburgh to London, mileage and demurrage accounts are sent out by the Clearing-House to four companies. Formerly, before demurrage was introduced, carriages were frequently detained on lines to which they did not belong, for weeks, and even months, until sometimes they were lost sight of altogether!

Once a month the balances are struck, and the various railways, instead of having to pay enormous sums to each other, obtain settlement by means of comparatively small balances.

For example, the London and North-Western railway sends its through passengers over the Caledonian line. The mileage charged for its foreign carriages is three farthings per mile. Small though that sum is, it amounts at the end of a month perhaps to 5000 pounds. This little bill is sent to the Clearing-House by the Caledonian against the London and North-Western. But during the same period the latter company has been running up a somewhat similar bill against the former company. Both accounts are sent in to the Clearing-House. They amount together to perhaps some fifteen or twenty thousand pounds, yet when one is set off against the other a ten or twenty pound note may be all that is required to change hands in order to balance the accounts.

The total mileage of lines under the jurisdiction of the Clearing-House, and over which it exercises complete surveillance on every train that passes up or down night or day, as far as regulating the various interests of the companies is concerned, amounts to more than 14,000. The Times, at the conclusion of a very interesting article on this subject, says, Our whole railway system would be as nothing without the Clearing-House, which affords another illustration of the great truth that the British railway public is the best served railway public in the world, and, on the whole, the least grateful. We hope and incline to believe that in the latter remark, the great Thunderer is wrong, and that it is only a small, narrow-minded, and ignorant section of the public which is ungrateful.

Disputed claims between railways are referred to the arbitration of the committee of the Clearing-House, from whose decision there is no appeal.

The trouble taken in connexion with the lost-luggage department is very great; written communications being sent to almost innumerable stations on various lines of rails for every inquiry that is made to the House after lost-luggage.

It is a striking commentary at once on the vast extent of traffic in the kingdom, and the great value in one important direction of this establishment, the fact that, in one year, the number of articles accounted for to the Clearing-House by stations as left by passengers, either on the platforms or in carriages, amounted to 156,769 trunks, bags and parcels, and of these nearly ninety-five in every hundred were restored, through the Clearing-House, to their owners. It is probable that the property thus restored would amount to half a million of money.

This reminds us that we left Edwin Gurwood on his way to restore Mrs Tipps her lost ring, and that, therefore, it is our duty to resume the thread of our story, with, of course, a humble apology to the patient reader for having again given way to our irresistible tendency to digress!




Chapter Twenty Two.

Mrs Tipps goes on a Journey, and meets a Gentleman who, with much Assurance, comments freely on Insurance.

On a particular holiday, it was advertised that a great excursion train would start from the Clatterby station at a certain hour. At the appointed time the long line of carriages was pushed up to the platform by our friend John Marrot, who was appointed that day to drive the train.

Bill, remarked John to his mate, itll be a biggish train. Theres an uncommon lot o people on the platform.

Theyre pretty thick, replied Will Garvie, wiping his countenance with a piece of waste, which, while it removed the perspiration, left behind a good deal of oil, and streaked his nose with coal-dust. But Will was not particular!

The excursionists were indeed unusually numerous. It chanced to be a fine day, and the platform was densely crowded with human beings, many of whom moved, when movement was possible, in groups, showing that there were various sections that had a common aim and interest, and meant to keep together as much as possible. There were men there who had evidently made up their minds to a thoroughly enjoyable day, and women whose aspect was careworn but cheerful, to whom a holiday was probably a memorable event in the year. Of young people there was of course a considerable sprinkling, and amongst the crowd could be seen a number of individuals whose amused expression of countenance and general aspect bespoke them ordinary travellers, who meant to avail themselves of a cheap train. All classes and conditions of men, women, and children were hustling each other in a state of great excitement; but the preponderating class was that which is familiarly though not very respectfully styled the masses.

Mrs Marrot was there too  much against her will  and little Gertie. A sister of the former, who lived about twenty miles from Clatterby, had, a short time before, made her husband a present of a fine fat pugilistic boy, and Mrs M felt constrained to pay her a visit.

John was on the look-out for his wife and child, so was Will Garvie. The former waved a piece of cotton-waste to her when she arrived; she caught sight of him and gave him a cheerful nod in reply; and an unexpressed blessing on his weather-beaten face arose in her heart as Garvie pushed through the crowd and conducted her and Gertie to a carriage.

Timid little Mrs Tipps was also there. It is probable that no power on earth, save that of physical force, could have induced Mrs Tipps to enter an excursion train, for which above all other sorts of trains she entertained a species of solemn horror. But the excitement consequent on the unexpected recovery of the diamond ring, and the still more unexpected accession of wealth consequent thereon, had induced her to smother her dislike to railways for a time, and avail herself of their services in order to run down to a town about twenty miles off for the purpose of telling the good news to Netta, who chanced to be on a short visit to a friend there at the time. When Mrs Tipps reached the station, her ignorance of railway matters, and the confused mental state which was her normal condition, prevented her from observing that the train was an excursion one. She therefore took out a first-class ticket and also an insurance ticket for 500 pounds, for which latter she paid sixpence! Her ignorance and perturbation also prevented her from observing that this rate of insurance was considerably higher than she was accustomed to pay, owing to the fact of the train being an excursion one. If she had been going by an ordinary train, she could have insured 1000 pounds, first-class, for 3 pence; half that sum, second-class, for 2 pence; and 200 pounds, third-class, for the ridiculously small sum of one penny!

Good Mrs Tipps held the opinion so firmly that accident was the usual, and all but inevitable, accompaniment of railway travelling, that she invariably insured her life when compelled to undertake a journey. It was of no avail that her son Joseph pointed out to her that accidents were in reality few and far between, and that they bore an excessively small proportion to the numbers of journeys undertaken annually; Mrs Tipps was not to be moved. In regard to that subject she had, to use one of her late husbands phrases, nailed her colours to the mast, and could not haul them down even though she would. She therefore, when about to undertake a journey, invariably took out an insurance ticket, as we have said,  and this, solely with a views to Nettas future benefit.

We would not have it supposed that we object, here, to the principle of insuring against accident. On the contrary, we consider that principle to be a wise one, and, in some cases, one that becomes almost a duty.

When Mrs Tipps discovered that Mrs Marrot and Gertie were going by the same train, she was so much delighted at the unlooked-for companionship that she at once entered the third-class, where they sat, and began to make herself comfortable beside them, but presently recollecting that she had a first-class ticket she started up and insisted on Mrs Marrot and Gertie going first-class along with her, saying that she would pay the difference. Mrs Marrot remonstrated, but Mrs Tipps, strong in her natural liberality of spirit which had been rather wildly set free by her recent good fortune, would not be denied.

You must come with me, Mrs Marrot, she said. Im so frightened in railways, you have no idea what a relief it is to me to have any one near me whom I know. I will change your tickets; let me have them, quick; we have no time to lose  there  now, wait till I return. Oh! I forgot your insurance tickets.

Wy, bless you, maam, we never insures.

You never insure! exclaimed Mrs Tipps in amazement; and it only costs you threepence for one thousand pounds.

Well, I dont know nothink as to that said Mrs Marrot.

Before she could finish the sentence Mrs Tipps was gone.

She returned in breathless haste, beckoned Mrs Marrot and Gertie to follow her, and was finally hurried with them into a first-class carriage just as the train began to move.

Their only other companion in the carriage was a stout little old gentleman with a bright complexion, speaking eyes, and a countenance in which benevolence appeared to struggle with enthusiasm for the mastery. He was obviously one of those men who delight in conversation, and he quickly took an opportunity of engaging in it. Observing that Mrs Tipps presented an insurance ticket to each of her companions, he said  

I am glad to see, madam, that you are so prudent as to insure the lives of your friends.

I always insure my own life, replied Mrs Tipps with a little smile, and feel it incumbent on me at least to advise my friends to do the same.

Quite right, quite right, madam, replied the enthusiastic little man, applying his handkerchief to his bald pate with such energy that it shone like a billiard ball, quite right, madam. I only wish that the public at large were equally alive to the great value of insurance against accident. Wy, maam, its a duty, a positive duty, (here he addressed himself to Mrs Marrot) to insure ones life against accident.

Oh la! sir, is it? said Mrs Marrot, quite earnestly.

Yes, it is. Why, look here  this is your child?

He laid his hand gently on Gerties head.

Yes, sir, she is.

Well, my good woman, suppose that you are a widow and are killed, (Mrs Marrot looked as if she would rather not suppose anything of the sort), what I ask, what becomes of your child?  Left a beggar; an absolute beggar!

He looked quite triumphantly at Mrs Tipps and her companions, and waited a few seconds as if to allow the idea to exert its full force on them.

But, sir, observed Mrs Marrot meekly, supposin that there do be an accident, (she shivered a little), that ticket wont prevent me bein killed, you know?

No, maam, no; but it will prevent your sweet daughter from being left a beggar  that is, on the supposition that you are a widow.

Wich I aint sir, Im happy to say, remarked Mrs Marrot; but, sir, supposin we was both of us killed

She paused abruptly as if she had committed a sin in merely giving utterance to the idea.

Why, then, your other children would get the 500 pounds  or your heirs, whoever they may be. Its a splendid system that, of insurance against accident. Just look at me, now. He spread out his hands and displayed himself, looking from one to the other as if he were holding up to admiration something rare and beautiful. Just look at me. Im off on a tour of three months through England, Scotland, and Ireland  not for my health, madam, as you may see  but for scientific purposes. Well, what do I do? I go to the Railway Passengers Assurance Companys Office, 64 Cornhill, London, (I like to be particular, you see, as becomes one who professes to be an amateur student of the exact sciences), and I take out what they call a Short Term Policy of Insurance against accidents of all kinds for a thousand pounds  1000 pounds, observe  for which I pay the paltry sum of 30 shillings  1 pound, 10 shillings. Well, what then? Away I go, leaving behind me, with perfect indifference, a wife and two little boys. Remarkable little boys, madam, I assure you. Perfect marvels of health and intelligence, both of em  two little boys, madam, which have not been equalled since Cain and Abel were born. Every one says so, with the exception of a few of the cynical and jaundiced among men and women. And, pray, why am I so indifferent? Just because they are provided for. They have a moderately good income secured to them as it is, and the 1000 pounds which I have insured on my life will render it a competence in the event of my being killed. It will add 50 pounds a year to their income, which happens to be the turning-point of comfort. And what of myself? Why, with a perfectly easy conscience, I may go and do what I please. If I get drowned in Loch Katrine  what matter? If I break my neck in the Gap of Dunloe  what matter? If I get lost and frozen on the steeps of Ben Nevis or Goatfell  what matter? If I am crushed to death in a railway accident, or get entangled in machinery and am torn to atoms  still I say, what matter? 1000 pounds must at once be paid down to my widow and children, and all because of the pitiful sum of 30 shillings.

But suppose, continued the enthusiastic man, deepening his tone as he became more earnest, suppose that I am not killed, but only severely injured and mangled so as to be utterly unfit to attend to my worldly affairs  what then?

Mrs Tipps shuddered to think of what then.

Why, continued the enthusiastic gentleman, I shall in that case be allowed from the company 6 pounds a week, until recovered, or, in the event of my sinking under my injuries within three months after the accident, the whole sum of 1000 pounds will be paid to my family.

Mrs Tipps smiled and nodded her head approvingly, but Mrs Marrot still looked dubious.

But, sir, she said, supposin you dont get either hurt or killed?

Why then, replied the elderly gentleman, Im all right of course, and only 50 shillings out of pocket, which, you must admit, is but a trifling addition to the expenses of a three months tour. Besides, have I not had three months of an easy mind, and of utter regardlessness as to my life and limbs? Have not my wife and boys had three months of easy minds and indifference to my life and limbs also! Is not all that cheaply purchased at 30 shillings? while the sum itself, I have the satisfaction of knowing, goes to increase the funds of that excellent company which enables you and me and thousands of others to become so easy-minded and reckless, and which, at the same time, pays its fortunate shareholders a handsome dividend.

Really, sir, said Mrs Tipps, laughing, you talk so enthusiastically of this Insurance Company that I almost suspect you to be a director of it.

Madam, replied the elderly gentleman with some severity, if I were a director of it, which I grieve to say I am not, I should only be doing my simple duty to it and to you in thus urging it on your attention. But I am altogether uninterested in it, except as a philanthropist. I see and feel that it does good to myself and to my fellow-men, therefore I wish my fellow-men to appreciate it more highly than they do, for it not only insures against accident by railway, but against all kinds of accidents; while its arrangements are made to suit the convenience of the public in every possible way.

Why, madam, he continued, kindling up again and polishing his head violently, only think, for the small sum of 4 pounds paid annually, it insures that you shall have paid to your family, if you chance to be killed, the sum of 1000 pounds, or, if not killed, 6 pounds a week while you are totally laid up, and 1 pound, 10 shillings a week while you are only partially disabled. And yet, would you believe it, many persons who see the value of this, and begin the wise course of insurance, go on for only a few years and then foolishly give it up  disappointed, I presume, that no accident has happened to them! See, here is one of their pamphlets!

He pulled a paper out of his pocket energetically, and put on a pair of gold spectacles, through which he looked when consulting the pamphlet, and over which he glanced when observing the effect of what he read on Mrs Tipps.

What do I find  eh? ha  yes  here it is  a Cornish auctioneer pushed back a window shutter  these are the very words, madam  what more he did to that shutter, or what it did to him, is not told, but he must have come by some damage, because he received 55 pounds. A London clerk got his eye injured by a hair-pin in his daughters hair  how suggestive that is, madam! what a picture it calls up of a wearied toil-worn man fondling his child of an evening  pressing his cheek to her fair head  and what a commentary it is (he became very stern here) on the use of such barbarous implements as hair-pins! I am not punning, madam; I am much too serious to pun; I should have used the word savage instead of barbarous.

Now, what was the result? This company gave that clerk compensation to the extent of 26 pounds. Again, a medical practitioner fell through the floor of a room. It must have been a bad, as it certainly was a strange, fall  probably he was heavy and the floor decayed  at all events that fall procured him 120 pounds. A Cardiff agent was bathing his feet  why, we are not told, but imagination is not slow to comprehend the reason, when the severity of our climate is taken into account; he broke the foot-pan  a much less comprehensible thing  and the breaking of that foot-pan did him damage, for which he was compensated with 52 pounds, 16 shillings. Again, a merchant of Birkenhead was paid 20 pounds for playing with his children!

Dear me, sir! exclaimed Mrs Marrot in surprise, surely

Of course, my good woman, said the elderly gentleman, you are to understand that he came by some damage while doing so, but I give you the exact words of the pamphlet. It were desirable that a little more information had been given just to gratify our curiosity. Now, these that I have read are under the head of Accidents at Home. Under other Heads, we find a farmer suffocated by the falling in of a sand-pit, for which his representatives received 1000 pounds. Another thousand is paid to the heirs of a poor dyer who fell into a vat of boiling liquor; while, in regard to smaller matters, a warehouseman, whose finger caught in the cog-wheel of a crane, received 30 pounds. And, again, here is 1000 pounds to a gentleman killed in a railway accident, and 100 pounds to a poor woman. The latter had insured for a single trip in an excursion train at a charge of two-pence, while the former had a policy of insurance extending over a considerable period, for which he probably paid twenty or thirty shillings. These are but samples, madam, of the good service rendered to sorrowing humanity by this assurance company, which, you must observe, makes no pretensions to philanthropic aims, but is based simply on business principles. And I find that the total amount of compensation paid in this manner daring one year by this Company amounts to about 72,000 pounds.

As Mrs Marrot yawned at this point and Mrs Tipps appeared somewhat mystified, the enthusiastic gentleman smiled, put away his pamphlet, and wisely changed the subject. He commented on the extreme beauty of the weather, and how fortunate this state of things was for the people who went to the country for a days enjoyment. Thus pleasantly he whiled away the time, and ingratiated himself with Gertie, until they arrived at the station where Mrs Tipps and Mrs Marrot had to get out, and where many of the excursionists got out along with them. While the former went their several ways, arranging to meet in the evening and return together by the same train, the latter scattered themselves over the neighbouring common and green fields, and, sitting down under the hedgerows among the wild-flowers, pic-nicked in the sunshine, or wandered about the lanes, enjoying the song of birds and scent of flowers, and wishing, perchance, that their lot had been cast among the green pastures of the country, rather than amid the din and smoke and turmoil of the town.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Details a Terrible Accident.

In due time that holiday came to a close, and the excursionists returned to the station where their train awaited them. Among the rest came Mrs Tipps and Mrs Marrot, but they did not arrive together, and therefore, much to their annoyance, failed to get into the same carriage.

The weather, which up to that time had kept fine, began to lower, and, just as the train started, a smart thunder-shower fell, but, being under cover, the holiday-makers heeded it not. Upon the whole they were an orderly band of excursionists. Some of the separate groups were teetotallers, and only one or two showed symptoms of having sought to increase their hilarity by the use of stimulants.

When the shower began, John Marrot and his mate put on their pilot-cloth coats, for the screen that formed their only protection from the weather was a thin flat one, without roof or sides, forming only a partial protection from wind and rain.

Night had begun to descend before the train left the station, and as the lowering clouds overspread the sky, the gloom rapidly increased until it became quite dark.

We are going to have a bad night of it, observed John Marrot as his mate examined the water-gauge.

Looks like it, was Garvies curt reply.

The clatter of the engine and howling of the wind, which had by that time risen to a gale, rendered conversation difficult; the two men therefore confined themselves to the few occasional words that were requisite for the proper discharge of their duties. It was not a night on which the thoughts of an engine-driver were likely to wander much. To drive an excursion train in a dark night through a populous country over a line which was crowded with traffic, while the rain beat violently on the little round windows in the screen, obscuring them and rendering it difficult to keep a good look-out was extremely anxious work, which claimed the closest and most undivided attention. Nevertheless, the thoughts of John Marrot did wander a little that night to the carriage behind him in which were his wife and child, but this wandering of thought caused him to redouble rather than to relax his vigilance and caution.

Will Garvie consulted the water-gauge for a moment and then opened the iron door of the furnace in order to throw in more coal. The effect would have stirred the heart of Rembrandt. The instantaneous blinding glare of the intense fire shot through the surrounding darkness, lighting up the two men and the tender as if all were made of red-hot metal; flooding the smoke and steam-clouds overhead with round masses and curling lines of more subdued light, and sending sharp gleams through the murky atmosphere into dark space beyond, where the ghostly landscape appeared to rush wildly by.

Now it chanced that at the part of the line they had reached, a mineral train which preceded them had been thrown off the rails by a bale of goods which had fallen from a previous goods train. Carelessness on the part of those who had loaded the truck, from which the bale had fallen, led to this accident. The driver and fireman of the mineral train were rather severely hurt, and the guard was much shaken as well as excited, so that they neglected to take the proper precaution of sending back one of their number to stop the train that followed them. This would have been a matter of little consequence had the line been worked on the block system, because, in that case, the danger-signal would have been kept up, and would have prevented the excursion train from entering on that portion of the line until it was signalled clear; but the block system had been only partially introduced on the line. A sufficient interval of time had been allowed after the mineral train had passed the last station, and then, as we have seen, the excursion train was permitted to proceed. Thus it came to pass that at a part of the line where there was a slight curve and a deep cutting, John Marrot looking anxiously through his circular window, saw the red tail-light of the mineral train.

Instantly he cried, Clap on the brakes, Bill!

Almost at the same moment he reversed the engine and opened the whistle to alarm the guard, who applied his brakes in violent haste. But it was too late. The speed could not be checked in time. The rails were slippery, owing to rain. Almost at full speed they dashed into the mineral train with a noise like thunder. The result was appalling. The engine was smashed and twisted in a manner that is quite indescribable, and the tender was turned completely over, while the driver and fireman were shot as if from a cannons mouth, high into the air. The first two carriages of the passenger-train, and the last van of the mineral, were completely wrecked; and over these the remaining carriages of the passenger-train were piled until they reached an incredible height. The guards van was raised high in the air, with its ends resting on a third-class carriage, which at one end was completely smashed in by the van.

At the time of the concussion  just after the terrible crash  there was a brief, strange, unearthly silence. All was still for a few seconds, and passengers who were uninjured gazed at each other in mute and horrified amazement. But death in that moment had passed upon many, while others were fearfully mangled. The silence was almost immediately broken by the cries and groans of the wounded. Some had been forcibly thrown out of the carriages, others had their legs and arms broken, and some were jammed into fixed positions from which death alone relieved them. The scenes that followed were heart-rending. Those who were uninjured, or only slightly hurt, lent willing aid to extricate their less fortunate fellow-travellers, but the howling of the wind, the deluging rain, and the darkness of the night, retarded their efforts, and in many cases rendered them unavailing.

John Marrot, who, as we have said, was shot high into the air, fell by good fortune into a large bush. He was stunned at first, but otherwise uninjured. On regaining consciousness, the first thoughts that flashed across him were his wife and child. Rising in haste he made his way towards the engine, which was conspicuous not only by its own fire, but by reason of several other fires which had been kindled in various places to throw light on the scene. In the wreck and confusion, it was difficult to find out the carriage in which Mrs Marrot had travelled, and the people about were too much excited to give very coherent answers to questions. John, therefore, made his way to a knot of people who appeared to be tearing up the débris at a particular spot. He found Joe Turner, the guard, there, with his head bandaged and his face covered with blood.

Ive bin lookin for ee everywhere, John, said Joe. Shes there! he added, pointing to a mass of broken timbers which belonged to a carriage, on the top of which the guards van had been thrown, crushing it almost flat.

John did not require to ask the meaning of his words. The guards look was sufficiently significant. He said not a word, but the deadly pallor of his countenance showed how much he felt. Springing at once on the broken carriage, and seizing an axe from the hand of a man who appeared exhausted by his efforts, he began to cut through the planking so as to get at the interior. At intervals a half-stifled voice was heard crying piteously for John.

Keep up heart, lass! said John, in his deep, strong voice. Ill get thee out before long  God helping me.

Those who stood by lent their best aid, but anxious though they were about the fate of those who lay buried beneath that pile of rubbish, they could not help casting an occasional look of wonder, amounting almost to awe, on the tall form of the engine-driver, as he cut through and tore up the planks and beams with a power that seemed little short of miraculous.

Presently he stopped and listened intently for a moment, while the perspiration rolled in big drops from his brow.

Dost hear me, Mary? he asked in a deeply anxious tone.

If any reply were uttered it was drowned by the howling of the wind and the noise of the workmen.

Again he repeated the question in an agonising cry.

His wife did not reply, but Gerties sweet little voice was heard saying faintly  

I think mother is dead. Oh, take us out, dear father, take us out,  quick!

Again John Marrot bowed himself to the task, and exerting his colossal strength to the utmost, continued to tear up and cast aside the broken planks and beams. The people around him, now thoroughly aroused to the importance of haste, worked with all their might, and, ere long, they reached the floor of the carriage, where they found mother and child jammed into a corner and arched over by a huge mass of broken timber.

It was this mass that saved them, for the rest of the carriage had been literally crushed into splinters.

Close beside them was discovered the headless trunk of a young man, and the dead body of a girl who had been his companion that day.

Gertie was the first taken out. Her tender little frame seemed to have yielded to the pressure and thus escaped, for, excepting a scratch or two, she was uninjured.

John Marrot did not pause to indulge in any expression of feeling. He sternly handed her to the bystanders, and went on powerfully but carefully removing the broken timbers and planks, until he succeeded in releasing his wife. Then he raised her in his arms, staggered with her to the neighbouring bank and laid her down.

Poor Mrs Marrot was crushed and bruised terribly. Her clothes were torn, and her face was so covered with blood and dust as to be quite unrecognisable at first. John said not a word, but went down on his knees and began carefully to wipe away the blood from her features, in which act he was assisted by the drenching rain. Sad though his case was, there was no one left to help him. The cries of the unfortunate sufferers still unextricated, drew every one else away the moment the poor woman had been released.

Ere long the whole scene of the catastrophe was brilliantly illuminated by the numerous fires which were kindled out of the débris, to serve as torches to those who laboured might and main for the deliverance of the injured. Troops of people from the surrounding district quickly made their appearance on the scene, and while some of these lent effective aid in the work of rescue, others brought blankets, water, and spirits, to cover and comfort those who stood so much in need of help. As the wounded were got out, and laid upon the banks of the line, several surgeons busied themselves in examining and binding their wounds, and the spot bore some resemblance to a battle-field after the tide of war had passed over it. Seventeen dead and one hundred and fifty injured already lay upon the wet ground, while many of the living, who went about with blanched, solemn faces, yet with earnest helpful energy, were bruised and cut badly enough to have warranted their retiring from the spot, and having their own cases considered. Meanwhile a telegram had been sent to Clatterby, and, in a short time, a special train arrived with several of the chief men of the line, and a gang of a hundred surface-men to clear away the wreck and remove the dead and injured.

Many of those unhurt had made singularly narrow escapes. One man was seated in a third-class carriage when the concussion took place. The side of the carriage fell out, and he slid down on the rails just as the other carriages and vans piled up on the place he had left, killing or wounding all his fellow-travellers. Beneath the rubbish next the tender, a mother and child were buried and several others. All were dead save the mother and child when the men began to dig them out and before they succeeded in their labours the mother had died also, but the child survived. In another carriage, or rather under it, a lad was seen lying with a womans head crushed down on his breast and an infant beside her. They had to saw the carriage asunder before these could be extricated. The woman died almost immediately on being released, but the lad and infant were uninjured. Elsewhere a young girl, who had attracted attention by the sweet expression of her face, had been strangled, and her face rendered perfectly black. In another case the surface-men attempted to extricate a woman, by sawing the broken carriage, under which she lay, but the more they sawed the more did the splinters appear to cling round her, and when at last they got her out she was dead, while another passenger in the same carnage escaped without a scratch.

We would not prolong a painful description which may, perhaps, be thought too long already  yet within certain limits it is right that men should know what their fellows suffer. After all the passengers had been removed to the special train  the dead into vans and horse-boxes and the living into carriages  the surface-men set to work to clear the line.

Poor Mrs Tipps was among the rescued, and, along with the others, was sent on to the Clatterby station by the special train.

While the people were being placed in this train, John Marrot observed Edwin Gurwood in the crowd. He chanced to be at Clatterby when the telegram of the accident arrived, and ran down in the special train to render assistance.

Im glad to see you, sir, he said in a low, earnest voice. My mate, Bill Garvie, must be badly hurt, for hes nowhere to be found. He must be under the wreck somewheres. I wouldnt leave the spot till I found him in ornary circumstances; but my Mary

He stopped abruptly.

I hope Mrs Marrot is not hurt? said Edwin anxiously.

John could not reply at first. He shook his head and pointed to a carriage near at hand.

Shes there, sir, with Gertie.

Gertie! exclaimed Edwin.

Ay, poor thing, Gertie is all right, thank the good Lord for that; but

Again he stopped, then with an effort continued  

I couldnt quit them, you know, till Ive got em safe home. But my mind will be easy, Mr Gurwood, if youll look after Bill. We was both throwd a good way from the ingine, but I couldnt rightly say where. Youll not refuse

My dear Marrot, said Edwin, interrupting him, and grasping his hand, you may rely on me. I shall not leave the ground until he is found and cared for.

Thank ee, sir, thank ee, said John, in something of his wonted hearty tone, as he returned Edwins squeeze of the hand, and hastened to the train, which was just ready to start.

Edwin went at once to the spot where the surface-men were toiling at the wreck in the fitful light of the fires, which flared wildly in the storm and, as they had by that time gathered intense heat, bid defiance to the rain. There were several passengers, who had just been extricated, lying on the ground, some motionless, as if dead, others talking incoherently. These he looked at in passing, but Garvie was not among them. Leaving them under the care of the surgeons, who did all that was possible in the circumstances for their relief, he ran and joined the surface-men in removing the broken timbers of a carriage, from beneath which groans were heard. With some difficulty a woman was extricated and laid tenderly on the bank. Just then Edwin observed a guard, with whom he was acquainted, and asked him if the fireman had yet been found.

Not yet sir, I believe, said the man. They say that he and the driver were flung to one side of the line.

Edwin went towards the engine, and, judging the probable direction and distance to which a man might be thrown in such an accident, went to a certain spot and sought carefully around it in all directions. For some time he sought in vain, and was on the point of giving up in despair, when he observed a cap lying on the ground. Going up to it, he saw the form of a man half-concealed by a mass of rubbish. He stooped, and, raising the head a little, tried to make out the features, but the light of the fires did not penetrate to the spot. He laid him gently down again, and was about to hasten away for assistance when the man groaned and said faintly, Is that you, Jack?

No, my poor fellow, said Edwin, stooping down. Are you badly hurt? I am just going to fetch help to

Mr Gurwood, said the man, interrupting, you dont seem to know me! Im Garvie, the fireman. Where am I? Surely there is something wrong with my left arm. Oh! I remember now. Is Jack safe? And the Missis and Gertie? Are they

Dont exert yourself, interrupted Edwin, as Will attempted to rise. You must keep quiet until I fetch a doctor. Perhaps youre not much hurt, but it is well to be careful. Will you promise me to be still?

All right sir, said Will, promptly.

Edwin hastened for assistance, and in a short time the fireman was carried to a place of comparative shelter and his wounds examined.

Almost immediately after the examination Edwin knelt at his side, and signed to those around him to retire.

Garvie, he said, in a low kind voice, Im sorry to tell you that the doctors say you must lose your left arm.

Will looked intently in Edwins face.

Is there no chance of savin it? he asked earnestly; it might never be much to speak of, sir, but Id rather run some risk than lose it.

Edwin shook his head. No, he said sadly, they tell me amputation must be immediate, else your life may be sacrificed. I said I would like to break it to you, but it is necessary, my poor fellow, that you should make up your mind at once.

Gods will be done, said Will in a low voice; Im ready, sir.

The circumstances did not admit of delay. In a few minutes the firemans left arm was amputated above the elbow, the stump dressed, and himself laid in as sheltered a position as possible to await the return of the train that was to convey the dead and wounded, more recently extricated, to Clatterby.

When that train arrived at the station it was touching to witness the pale anxious faces that crowded the platform as the doors were opened and the dead and sufferers carried out; and to hear the cries of agony when the dead were recognised, and the cries of grief, strangely, almost unnaturally, mingled with joy, when some who were supposed to have been killed were carried out alive. Some were seen almost fondling the dead with a mixture of tender love and abject despair. Others bent over them with a strange stare of apparent insensibility, or looked round on the pitying bystanders inquiringly, as if they would say, Surely, surely, this cannot be true. The sensibilities of some were stunned, so that they moved calmly about and gave directions in a quiet solemn voice, as if the great agony of grief were long past, though it was painfully evident that it had not yet begun, because the truth had not yet been realised.

Among those who were calm and collected, though heart-stricken and deadly pale, was Loo Marrot. She had been sent to the station by her father to await the arrival of the train, with orders to bring Will Garvie home. When Will was carried out and laid on the platform alive, an irresistible gush of feeling overpowered her. She did not give way to noisy demonstration, as too many did, but knelt hastily down, raised his head on her knee, and kissed his face passionately.

Bless you, my darling, said Will, in a low thrilling voice, in which intense feeling struggled with the desire to make light of his misfortune; God has sent a cordial that the doctors havent got to give.

O William! exclaimed Loo, removing the hair from his forehead  but Loo could say no more.

Tell me, darling, said Garvie, in an anxious tone, is father safe, and mother, and Gertie?

Father is safe, thank God, replied Loo, with a choking voice, and Gertie also, but mother

She is not dead? exclaimed the fireman.

No, not dead, but very very much hurt. The doctors fear she may not survive it, Will.

No more was said, for at that moment four porters came up with a stretcher and placed Garvie gently upon it. Loo covered him with her shawl, a piece of tarpaulin was thrown over all, and thus he was slowly borne away to John Marrots home.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Results of the Accident.

Years passed away  as years inevitably must  and many important changes took place in the circumstances and the management of the Grand National Trunk Railway, but the results of that terrible accident did not quickly pass away. As we have said, it cost Will Garvie an arm, and nearly cost Mrs Marrot her life. We have much pleasure, however, in recording, that it did not make the full charge in this matter. A small, a very small modicum of life was left in that estimable woman, and on the strength of that, with her wonted vigour of character and invincibility of purpose, she set to work to draw out, as it were, a new lease of life. She succeeded to admiration, so much so, in fact, that but for one or two scars on her countenance, no one could have known that she had come by an accident at all. Bob Marrot was wont to say of her, in after years, that, if it had bin his mother who had lost an arm instead of Will Garvie, he was convinced that her firmness, amountin amost to obstinacy, of purpose, would have enabled her to grow on a noo arm as good as the old un, if not better. We need scarcely add that Bob was an irreverent scamp!

Poor Will Garvie! his was a sad loss, yet, strange to say, he rejoiced over it. Wy, you see, he used to say to Bob Marrot  Bob and he being great and confidential friends you see, Bob, if it hadnt bin for that accident, I never would have bin laid up and brought so low  so very nigh to the grave  and I would never have knowd what it was to be nursed by your sister too; and so my eyes might have never bin opened to half her goodness an tenderness, dye see? No, Bob, I dont grudge havin had my eyes opened by the loss of an arm; it was done cheap at the price. Of course I know Loo pretty well by this time, for a few years of married life is apt to clear a good deal of dust out of ones eyes, but I do assure you, Bob, that I never could have knowd her properly but for that accident, which was the luckiest thing that ever happened to me; an then, dont ee see, Im just as able to work these there points with one arm as with two.

To which Bob would reply, Youre a queer fish, Bill; howsever, every mans got a right to his own opinions.

Will Garvie was a pointsman now. On recovering from his prolonged illness, during which he had been supported out of the Provident Fund of the railway  to which he and all the other men on the line contributed  he was put to light work at first at the station of Clatterby. By degrees his strength returned, and he displayed so much intelligence, and such calmness of nerve and coolness of courage, that he was made a pointsman at the station, and had a sentry-box sort of erection, with windows all round it, apportioned to his daily use. There he was continually employed in shifting the points for the shunting of trains, none of which dared to move, despite their mighty power and impatience, until Will Garvie gave them leave.

To John Marrot, the accident although not severe at first, had proved more damaging in the long-run. No bones had been broken, or limbs lost, but John had received a shake so bad that he did not resume his duties with the same vigour as heretofore. He continued to stick to his post, however, for several years, and, before giving it up, had the pleasure of training his son Bob in the situation which Garvie had been obliged to resign. Bobs heart you see, had been all along set on driving the Lightning; he therefore gladly left the Works when old enough,  and when the opportunity offered,  to fill the preliminary post of fireman.

During this period Edwin Gurwood rose to a responsible and sufficiently lucrative situation in the Clearing-House. At the same time he employed much of his leisure in cultivating the art of painting, of which he was passionately fond. At first he painted for pleasure, but he soon found, on exhibiting one or two of his works, that picture-dealers were willing to purchase from him. He therefore began to paint for profit, and succeeded so well that he began to save and lay by money, with a view to that wife with the nut-brown hair and the large lustrous eyes, who haunted his dreams by night and became his guiding-star by day.

Seeing him thus wholly immersed in the acquisition of money, and not knowing his motive, his faithful little friend Joe Tipps one day amazed, and half-offended him, by reminding him that he had a soul to be cared for as well as a body. The arrow was tenderly shot, and with a trembling hand, but Joe prayed that it might be sent home, and it was. From that date Edwin could not rest. He reviewed his life. He reflected that everything he possessed, or hoped for, came to him, or was to come, from God; yet as far as he could make out he saw no evidence of the existence of religion in himself save in the one fact that he went regularly to church on Sundays. He resolved to turn over a new leaf. Tried  and failed. He was perplexed, for he had tried honestly.

Tipps, he said, one day, you are the only man I ever could make a confidant of. To say truth Im not given to being very communicative as to personal matters at any time, but I must tell you that the remark you made about my soul the other day has stuck to me, and I have tried to lead a Christian life, but without much success.

Perhaps, said Tipps, timidly, it is because you have not yet become a Christian.

My dear fellow! exclaimed Edwin, is not leading a Christian life becoming a Christian?

Dont you think, said Tipps, in an apologetic tone, that leading a Christian life is rather the result of having become a Christian? It seems to me that you have been taking the plan of putting yourself and your doings first, and our Saviour last.

We need not prolong a conversation referring to the old, old story, which ran very much in the usual groove. Suffice it to say that Edwin at last carefully consulted the Bible as to the plan of redemption; and, in believing, found that rest of spirit which he had failed to work out. Thenceforward he had a higher motive for labouring at his daily toil, yet the old motive did not lose but rather gained in power by the change  whereby he realised the truth that, godliness is profitable for the life that now is as well as that which is to come.

At last the painting became so successful that Edwin resolved to trust to it alone  said good-bye to the Clearing-House with regret  for he left many a pleasant companion and several intimate friends behind him  and went to Clatterby, in the suburbs of which he took and furnished a small villa.

Then it was that he came to the conclusion that the time had arrived to make a pointed appeal to the nut-brown hair and lustrous eyes. He went off and called at Captain Lees house accordingly. The captain was out  Miss Lee was at home. Edwin entered the house, but he left all his native courage and self-possession on the doorstep outside!

Being ushered into the drawing-room he found Emma reading. From that moment  to his own surprise, and according to his own statement  he became an ass! The metamorphosis was complete. Ovid, had he been alive, would have rejoiced in it! He blushed more than a poor boy caught in his first grievous offence. The very straightforwardness of his character helped to make him worse. He felt, in all its importance, the momentous character of the step he was about to take, and he felt in all its strength the love with which his heart was full, and the inestimable value of the prize at which he aimed. No wonder that he was overwhelmed.

The reader will observe that we have not attempted to dilate in this book on the value of that prize. Emma, like many other good people, is only incidental to our subject. We have been obliged to leave her to the readers imagination. After all, what better could we have done? Imagination is more powerful in this matter than description. Neither one nor other could, we felt, approach the reality, therefore imagination was best.

Emma! he said, sitting down on the sofa beside her, and seizing her hand in both of his.

Mr Gurwood! she exclaimed in some alarm.

Beginning, from the mere force of habit, some half-delirious reference to the weather, Edwin suddenly stopped, passed his fingers wildly through his hair, and again said, with deep earnestness, Emma.

Emma looked down, blushed, and said nothing.

Emma, he said again, my good angel, my guiding-star  by night and by day  for years I have

At that moment Captain Lee entered the room.

Edwin leaped up and stood erect. Emma buried her face in the sofa cushions.

Edwin  Mr Gurwood! exclaimed Captain Lee.

This was the beginning of a conversation which terminated eventually in the transference of the nut-brown hair and lustrous eyes to the artists villa in Clatterby. As there was a good garden round the villa, and the wife with nut-brown hair was uncommonly fond of flowers, Edwin looked out for a gardener. It was at this identical time that John Marrot resolved to resign his situation as engine-driver on the Grand National Trunk Railway. Edwin, knowing that he had imbibed a considerable amount of knowledge of gardening from Loo, at once offered to employ him as his gardener; John gladly closed with the offer, and thus it came about that he and his wife removed to the villa and left their old railway-ridden cottage in possession of Will and Loo  or, to be more correct, Mr and Mrs Garvie, and all the young Garvies.

But what of timid Mrs Tipps? The great accident did little for her beyond shaking her nervous system, and confirming her in the belief that railways were unutterably detestable; that she was not quite sure whether or not they were sinful; that, come what might, she never would enter one again; and that she felt convinced she had been born a hundred years too late, in which latter opinion most of her friends agreed with her, although they were glad, considering her loveable disposition, that the mistake had occurred. Netta did not take quite such an extreme view, and Joseph laughed at and quizzed them both, in an amiable sort of fashion, on their views.

Among all the sufferers by that accident few suffered so severely  with the exception: of course, of those who lost their lives  as the Grand National Trunk Railway itself. In the course of the trials that followed, it was clearly shown that the company had run the train much more with the view of gratifying the public than of enriching their coffers, from the fact that the utmost possible sum which they could hope to draw by it was 17 pounds, for which sum they had carried 600 passengers upwards of twenty miles. The accident took place in consequence of circumstances over which the company had no control, and the results were  that twenty persons were killed and about two hundred wounded! that one hundred and sixty claims were made for compensation  one hundred and forty of which, being deemed exorbitant or fraudulent, were defended in court; and that, eventually, the company had to pay from seventy to eighty thousand pounds! out of which the highest sum paid to one individual was 6750 pounds! The risks that are thus run by railway companies will be seen to be excessive, especially when it is considered that excursion trains afford but slight remuneration, while many of them convey enormous numbers of passengers. On the occasion of the first excursion from Oxford to London, in 1851, fifty-two of the broad-gauge carriages of the Great Western were employed, and the excursionists numbered upwards of three thousand five hundred  a very town on wheels! Truly the risks of railway companies are great, and their punishments severe.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Last.

A certain Christmas-day approached. On the morning of the day preceding, Will Garvie  looking as broad and sturdy as ever; a perfect man, but for the empty sleeve  stood at his post near his sentry-box. His duties that day were severe. At that season of the year there is a great increase of traffic on all railways, and you may be sure that the Grand National Trunk Railway had its full share.

On ordinary occasions about three hundred trains passed Will Garvies box, out and in, during the twelve hours, but that day there had been nearly double the number of passengers, and a considerable increase in the number of trains that conveyed them, while goods trains had also increased greatly in bulk and in numbers.

Garvies box abutted on a bridge, and stood in the very midst of a labyrinth of intricate crossing lines, over which trains and pilot-engines were constantly rushing and hissing, backing and whistling viciously, and in the midst of which, Will moved at the continual risk of his life, as cool as a cucumber (so Bob Garvie expressed it), and as safe as the bank.

Although thus situated in the midst of smoke, noise, dust, iron, and steam, Will Garvie managed to indulge his love for flowers. He had a garden on the line  between the very rails! It was not large, to be sure, only about six feet by two  but it was large enough for his limited desires. The garden was in a wooden trough in front of his sentry-box. It contained mignonette, roses, and hearts-ease among other things, and every time that Will passed out of or into his box in performing the duties connected with the station, he took a look at the flowers and thought of Loo and the innumerable boys, girls, and babies at home. We need not say that this garden was beautifully kept. Whatever Will did he did well  probably because he tended well the garden of his own soul.

While he was standing outside his box during one of the brief intervals between trains, an extremely beautiful girl came on the platform and called across the rails to him.

Hallo! Gertie  what brings you here? he asked, with a look of glad surprise.

To see you, replied Gertie, with a smile that was nothing short of bewitching.

How I wish you were a flower, that I might plant you in my garden, said the gallant William, as he crossed the rails and reached up to shake Gerties hand.

What a greedy man you are! said Gertie. Isnt Loo enough for you?

Quite enough, replied Will, I might almost say more than enough at times; but come, lass, this aint the place for a palaver. You came to speak with me as well as to see me, no doubt.

Yes, Will, I came with a message from Mrs Tipps. You know that the railway men are going to present father with a testimonial to-night; well, Mrs Tipps thinks that her drawing-room wont be large enough, so she sent me to ask you to let the men know that it is to be presented in the schoolroom, where the volunteer rifle band is to perform and make a sort of concert of it.

Indeed! said Will.

Yes; and Mrs Tipps says that Captain Lee is going to give them what she calls a cold collation, and brother Bob calls a blow-out.

You dont say so! exclaimed Will.

Yes, I do; wont it be delightful? said Gertie.

Splendid, replied Will, Ill be sure to be up in good time. But, I say, Gertie, is young Dorkin to be there?

Gertie blushed, but was spared the necessity of a reply in consequence of a deafening whistle which called Will Garvie to his points. Next moment, a passenger-train intervened, and cut her off from further communication.

According to promise, Will was at the schoolroom in good time that evening, with some thirty or forty of his comrades. Loo was there too, blooming and matronly, with a troop of boys and girls, who seemed to constitute themselves a body-guard round John Marrot and his wife, who were both ignorant at that time of the honour that was about to be done them. John was as grave, sturdy, and amiable as ever, the only alteration in his appearance being the increased number of silver locks that mingled with his black hair. Time had done little to Mrs Marrot, beyond increasing her bulk and the rosiness of her countenance.

It would be tedious to comment on all our old friends who assembled in the schoolroom on that memorable occasion. We can only mention the names of Captain Lee (alias Samuel Tough), and Mr Abel, and Mrs Tipps, and Dr Noble, and Mr Sharp, and David Blunt, and Joe Turner, and Mrs Durby, with all of whom time seemed to have dealt as leniently as with John Marrot and his wife. Sam Natly was also there, with his invalid wife restored to robust health, and supported on either side by a blooming boy and girl. And Edwin Gurwood was there with his wife and son and three daughters; and so was Joseph Tipps, looking as if the world prospered with him, as, indeed, was the case. And, of course, Netta Tipps was there, and the young curate, who, by the way, was much stouter and not nearly so stiff as when we first met him. He was particularly attentive to Netta, and called her my dear, in a cool free-and-easy way, that would not have been tolerated for a moment, but for the fact that they had been married for the last three months. Bob Marrot was there also  as strapping a young blade as one could wish to see, with a modest yet fearless look in his eye, that was quite in keeping with his occupation as driver of the Flying Dutchman.

There was there, also, a tall, slim, good-looking youth, who seemed to be on very intimate terms with Bob Marrot. He was well-known as one of the most rising men at the Clatterby works, who bade fair to become an overseer ere long. Bob called him Tomtit, but the men of the line styled him Mister Dorkin. He had brought with him an extremely wrinkled, dried-up old woman, who appeared to have suffered much, and to have been dragged out of the lowest depths of poverty. To judge from appearances she had been placed in a position of great comfort. Such was in truth the case, and the fine young fellow who had dragged her out and up was that same Mister Dorkin, who may be said to have been all but stone-blind that evening, because, from first to last, he saw but one individual there, and that individual was Gertie. He was almost deaf too, because he heard only one voice  and that voice was Gerties.

And Nanny Stocks was there, with the baby, but not the baby Marrot! That baby  now a stout well-grown lad  was seated beside his mother, paying her all sorts of delicate attentions, such as picking up her handkerchief when she dropped it, pushing her bonnet on her head when, in her agitation, it fell back on her neck, and beating her firmly on the back when she choked, as she frequently did that evening from sheer delight. No doubt in this last operation he felt that he was paying off old scores, for many a severe beating on the back had Mrs Marrot given him in the stormy days of his babyhood.

The baby of whom Nanny Stocks was now the guardian was baby Gurwood, and a strong resemblance it bore to the old baby in the matters of health, strength, fatness, and self-will. Miss Stocks was one of those human evergreens which years appear to make no impression on at all. From her shoe-latchet to her topmost hair-pin she was unalterably the same as she had been in days gone by. She treated the new baby, too, as she had treated the old  choked it with sweetmeats and kisses, and acted the part of buffer to its feet and fists.

It would take a volume to give the full details of all that was said and done, and played and sung, on that Christmas-eve. We can only touch on these things. The brass band of the volunteers surpassed itself. The songs  volunteered or called for  were as good as songs usually are on festive occasions, a few of them being first-rate, especially one which was sung by a huge engine-driver, with shoulders about a yard broad, and a beard like the inverted shako of a guardsman. It ran thus  

Song of the Engine-Driver.

Oh  down by the river and close by the lake

We skim like the swallow and cut though the brake;

Over the mountain and round by the lea,

Though the black tunnel and down to the sea.

Clatter and bang by the wild riven shore,

We mingle our shriek with the oceans roar.

We strain and we struggle, we rush and we fly  

Were a terrible pair, my steed and I.



Chorus  Whistle and puff the whole day round,

Over the hills and underground.

Rattling fast and rattling free  

Oh! a life on the line is the life for me.



With our hearts a-blazing in every chink,

With coals for food and water to drink,

We plunge up the mountain and traverse the moor,

And startle the grouse in our daily tour.

We yell at the deer in their lonely glen,

Shoot past the village and circle the Ben,

We flash through the city on viaducts high,

As straight as an arrow, my steed and I.



Chorus  Whistle and puff, etcetera.



The Norseman of old, when quaffing his mead,

Delighted to boast of his ocean steed;

The British tar, in his foaming beer,

Drinks to his ship as his mistress dear.

The war-horse good is the troopers theme  

But what are all these to the horse of steam?

Such a riotous, rollicking roadster is he  

Oh!  the Iron Horse is the steed for me!



Chorus  Whistle and puff, etcetera.

The collation also, or, according to Bob Marrot, the blow-out, was superb. Joseph Tipps declared it to be eminently satisfactory, and the men of the line evidently held the same opinion, if we may judge from the fact that they consumed it all, and left not a scrap behind.

The speeches, also, were excellent. Of course the great one of the evening was the best being, delivered by Mr Abel, who not unnaturally made a remarkably able oration.

When that gentleman rose with a beautiful silver model of a locomotive in his hand, which he had been deputed by the men of the line to present as a mark of their regard, admiration, and esteem, to John Marrot, he took the worthy ex-engine-driver very much by surprise, and caused Mrs Marrot to be seized with such a fit of choking that the baby (not the new one, but the old) found it as hard work to beat her out of it, as she had formerly found it to beat him out of a fit of wickedness. When she had been restored, Mr Abel launched off into a glowing oration, in the course of which he referred to John Marrots long services, to his faithful and unwearied attention to his arduous duties, and to the numerous instances wherein he had shown personal courage and daring, amounting almost to heroism, in saving the lives of comrades in danger, and in preventing accidents on the line by coolness and presence of mind.

In conclusion, said Mr Abel, winding up, let me remark that the gift which is now presented might have been of a more useful character, but could not have been more appropriate; because the wish of those who desire to testify their regard for you this evening, Mr Marrot, is not to give you an intrinsically valuable or useful present, but to present you with a characteristic ornament which may grace your dwelling while you live, and descend, after you are gone, to your childrens children (here he glanced at Loo and her troop), to bear witness to them that you nobly did your duty in driving that great iron horse, whereof this little silver pony is a model and a memorial. To perform ones duty well in this life is the highest ambition that any man can have in regard to temporal things. Nelson, our greatest naval hero, aimed at it, and, on the glorious day of Trafalgar, signalled that England expected every man to do it. Wellington, our greatest soldier, made duty his guiding-star. The effectual and earnest performance of duty stamps with a nobility which is not confined to great men  a nobility which kings can neither give nor take away  a nobility which is very, very difficult to attain unto, but which is open alike to the prince and the peasant, and must be wrought hard for and won  or lost with shame,  for, as the poet happily puts it  

Honour and shame from no condition rise;

Act well your part,  there all the honour lies.

For myself I can only say that John Marrot has won this nobility, and I couple his name with a sentiment with which all here, I doubt not, will heartily sympathise.  Prosperity to the men of the line, and success to the Iron Horse!

Reader, we can do no better than echo that sentiment, and wish you a kind farewell.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Curtain Rises and the Play Begins.

One fine autumn evening, between eight and nine hundred years ago, two large hairy creatures, bearing some resemblance to polar bears, might have been seen creeping slowly, and with much caution, toward the summit of a ridge that formed a spur to one of the ice-clad mountains of Greenland. The creatures went on all-fours. They had long bodies, short legs, shorter tails, and large round heads.

Having gained the top of the ridge they peeped over and beheld a hamlet nestled at the foot of a frowning cliff; and at the head of a smiling inlet. We use these terms advisedly, because the cliff, being in deep shadow, looked unusually black and forbidding, while the inlet, besides being under the influence of a profound calm, was lit up on all its dimples by the rays of the setting sun.

The hamlet consisted of one large cottage and half a dozen small cots, besides several sheds and enclosures wherein were a few sleepy-looking sheep, some lean cattle, and several half-starved horses. There was active life there also. Smoke issued from the chimneys; fresh-looking women busied themselves about household work; rosy children tumbled in and out at the doors, while men in rough garments and with ruddy countenances mended nets or repaired boats on the shore. On a bench in front of the principal cottage sat a sturdy man, scarcely middle-aged, with shaggy fair and flowing locks. His right foot served as a horse to a rapturous little boy, whose locks and looks were so like to those of the man that their kinship was obvious  only the man was rugged and rough in exterior; the boy was round and smooth. Tow typified the hair of the man; floss silk that of the boy.

Everything in and around the hamlet bore evidence of peace and thrift. It was a settlement of Norsemen  the first Greenland settlement, established by Eric the Red of Iceland about the year 986  nearly twenty years before the date of the opening of our tale  and the hairy creatures above referred to had gone there to look at it.

Having gazed very intently over the ridge for a considerable time, they crept backwards with extreme caution, and, on getting sufficiently far down the hill-side to be safe from observation, rose on their hind-legs and began to talk; from which circumstance it may be concluded that they were human beings. After talking, grinning, and glaring at each other for a few minutes, with gestures to correspond, as though on the point of engaging in mortal combat, they suddenly wheeled about and walked off at a rapid pace in the direction of a gorge in the mountains, the head of which was shut in by and filled up with cliffs and masses and fields of ice that overtopped the everlasting hills, and rested like a white crest on the blue sky. Vast though it seemed, this was merely a tongue of those great glaciers of the mysterious North which have done, and are still doing, so much to modify the earths economy and puzzle antiquarian philosophy; which form the fountain-head of influences that promote the circulation of the great deep, and constitute the cradle of those ponderous icebergs that cover the arctic seas.

From out that gloomy gorge a band of more than a hundred hairy creatures issued with wild shouts and upraised arms to welcome back the adventurous two. They surrounded them, and forthwith the nation  for the entire nation was evidently there  held a general assembly or parliament on the spot. There was a good deal of uproar and confusion in that parliament, with occasional attempts on the part of several speakers to obtain a hearing at one and the same time  in which respects this parliament bore some resemblance to civilised assemblies of the present day. There was also an immense amount of gesticulation and excitement.

At last there uprose a man clad in garments that had once belonged to a seal, and with a face that was quite as round and nearly as flat as a frying-pan. He stood fully half a foot higher than the tallest of his fellows. Like the adventurous two he had a tail  a very short tail  to his coat; but indeed this might be said of all the men of the tribe. The womens tails, however, were long. Perhaps this was meant as a mark of distinction, for their costume was so very similar to that of the men that their smaller size and longer tails alone marked the difference. To be sure there was additional presumptive evidence of their sex in the fact that most of them carried babies in their hoods; which hoods were made preposterously large for the express purpose of containing the babies.

To the tall man with the flat face the assembly listened with eager looks, bated breath, and open mouths. What he said  who can tell? His language was unintelligible to civilised ears. Not so, however, his actions, which were vigorous and full of meaning, and comprehensible by all nations. If there be any significance in signs at all he began by saying, Hold your stupid tongues and I will speak. This drew forth loud and prolonged applause  as consummate impudence usually does. When he pointed with both hands to the women and children, and spoke in tender tones, instantly thereafter growling in his speech, gnashing his teeth, glaring fiercely, waving one hand at the surrounding hills and shaking the other, clenched, at the unoffending sea  he was obviously stating his grievances, namely, that the white men had come there to wrest from him his native hills and glaciers, and rob him of his wife and children, and that he defied them to come on and do their worst, seeing that, in regard to the whole assembled white world in arms he did not care a button  or a walrus-tusk, for buttons were unknown to these creatures at that time. When, suddenly changing his manner and tone, he seized a spear, hissed his sentiments through his teeth with great volubility, and made a furious plunge that caused the assembly to gasp, and the man nearest the spear point to shrivel up  what could be his meaning save that nothing short of a hole right through the body of a Norseman could appease the spirit of indignation that caused his blood to boil? And when, finally, he pointed to the setting sun, traced a line with his finger from it downward to the centre of the earth under his feet, then shook his spear wrathfully toward the sea and wound up with a tremendous Ho! that would have startled the echoes of the place had there been any there, it was plain to the meanest capacity that an attack  impetuous and overwhelming  was to be made on the strangers at midnight.

Whatever were his sentiments, the assembly heartily appreciated, applauded, and approved them. They cheered and shouted Hear, hear, after their own fashion, and then the whole band rushed back into the mountain gorge,  doubtless with the intent to gorge themselves with raw blubber, prepare their weapons, and snatch a little repose before issuing forth to battle.

But let us return to the Norsemen, over whose innocent heads such awful prospects were impending.

The sturdy man with the fair shaggy locks was Leif, the son of Eric the Red of Iceland. The boy with the silken curls, who rode on his foot so joyously, was his son Olaf.

Eric had died several years before the date on which our tale opens, and Leif inherited his cottage and property at Brattalid in Ericsfiord, on the west coast of Greenland  the hamlet which we have already described.

Come now, Olaf, said Leif, flinging the child from his foot to his knee, and thence to the ground, give me your hand; we shall go see how the boats and nets get on.  Hey! there goes a puff of wind. We shall have more presently. He paused and scanned the seaward horizon with that intent abstracted gaze which is peculiar to seafaring men. So long did he gaze, and so earnestly, that the child looked up in his face with an expression of surprise, and then at the horizon, where a dark blue line indicated the approach of a breeze.

What do you see, father? asked Olaf.

Methinks I see two ships, replied Leif.

At this there came a sweet musical voice from the cottage: Ships, brother! Did I not tell you that I had a dream about two ships, and said I not that I was sure something was going to happen?

The speaker appeared in the doorway, drying her hands and arms on a towel,  for she had been washing dishes. She was a fair comely young woman, with exceedingly deep blue eyes, and a bright colour in her cheeks,  for women of the richer class were remarkably healthy and well-made in those days. They did a great deal of hard work with their hands, hence their arms were strong and well developed without losing anything of their elegance.

You are always dreaming, widow Gudrid, said Leif, with a quiet smile,  for he was no believer in dreams or superstitions, in which respect he differed much from the men and women of his time; nevertheless, I am bound to admit that you did tell me that something was going to happen, and no one can deny that something is about to occur just now. But your dream happened a month or six weeks ago, and the something, which you are pleased to assume is these two ships, is only happening to-day. See, now, I can be a more definite prophet than thou: I will prophesy that Yule is coming,  and it will surely come if you only wait long enough!

You are an unbeliever, brother-in-law, retorted Gudrid, with a laugh; but I have not time to reason with you. These ships will bring strangers, and I must prepare to show them hospitality.  Come, Olaf, help me to put the house in order.

Thus summoned, Olaf followed Gudrid into the house with alacrity, for he was passionately fond of his pretty aunt, who stood in the place of a mother to him, his own mother having died when he was an infant.

But, aunt, said Olaf, checking himself in the doorway and looking wistfully back, I want to see the ships come in.

You shall see that, my son; I will not keep you too long.

This was quite sufficient. Olaf thoroughly believed in his aunts truthfulness and wisdom. He set to work to assist in clearing away the confusion  part of which, in the shape of toys and chips  was of his own creating  and became so busy that he almost forgot the ships  at least if he did remember them they did not weigh heavily on his mind.

Now, Olaf, said Gudrid, going to the window when the preparations were nearly completed, you may run down to the shore, for the ships will soon be on the strand.

The boy waited no second bidding, you may be sure. He flew out of the house, and to his great surprise beheld the two ships  which so lately had appeared like sea-birds on the horizon  coming grandly up the fiord, their great square sails bulging out before a smart breeze.

All the men of the little colony were assembled on the shore  all, at least, who chanced to be at home at the time; but many of the inhabitants were absent  some fishing, some gone to Iceland, and others on viking-cruise. There were probably about thirty men on the sands, besides a good many women and children.

It must not be supposed, however, that this was the whole of that Greenland colony. It was only the part of it that had settled at Brattalid in Ericsfiord. There was another portion, a few miles distant, named Heriulfness, nearly as large as that of Ericsfiord, which had been founded by Heriulf a friend and companion of Eric the Red. Heriulf had soon followed his friend Eric to the grave, leaving the management of the colony of Heriulfness to his son Biarne.

Biarne had not been present when the two sails were first observed, but he chanced to come over to Brattalid just before their arrival.

What, ho! Biarne, shouted Leif, as the son of Heriulf went down to the beach, come up hither.

Leif stood on an elevated rock apart, and Biarne, a good deal excited, went up to him.

Why, what ails thee? asked Leif.

Nothing, replied Biarne, but I think I know whose ship that first one is.

Ay! is it the ship of a friend or a foe?

A friend, replied Biarne at least he was a friend when I knew him in Norway, nigh twenty summers past, and I did not think him changeable. You and I, Leif, have often sailed these northern seas together and apart, but I do not think that in all our wanderings either of us has met before or since a finer man than Karlsefin, though he was a mere stripling when I knew him.

The Norsemans eyes flashed as he spoke of his friend, for, besides being a strong and handsome man, he possessed a warm enthusiastic heart. Indeed, he had been noted in the settlement for the strength of his affection for his father Heriulf, and his dutiful conduct towards him as long as the old man lived.

Karlsefin, repeated Leif, musing; I know him not.

Yet he knows you, said Biarne; when I met him in Norway I told him all about your discovery of Vinland.

Nay, thine own discovery of it, said Leif.

Not so, replied the other, with a blush, in which a frown mingled; I did but look upon the land  you went ashore and took possession.

Well, if I did so I have not retained it, replied Leif, with a laugh; but say, how know you that this is Karlsefins ship?

I know by the cut of her figure-head and the colour of her sails. Karlsefin was always partial to stripes of white and blue.

Well, it may be as you say; we shall soon know. Thus saying, Leif descended to the beach as the vessels approached and ran their keels straight on the sandy shores of the bay. There was great bustle on board, and there were many men, besides some women, who could be seen looking over the bulwarks with keen interest, while Leifs men brought planks with which to make a gangway from the ship to the shore.

The ships which had thus come to Greenland were of the quaint build peculiar to the Norse vessels of those days  a peculiarity of build, by the way, which has not altogether disappeared, for to this day the great central mast, huge square sail, and high prow may be seen in the fiords of Norway.

Each of the vessels which now lay beached in Ericsfiord had a high forecastle and poop, with figure-heads on stem and stern-posts that towered higher still. The ships were only half-decked, with benches for numerous rowers, and each had a crew of sixty men.

When the gangway was laid to the leading ship the first man who descended to the shore was of striking appearance. It was not so much that he was tall and strong enough to have been a worthy foeman to the stoutest colonist in Ericsfiord, as that his demeanour was bland and courtly, while there was great intellectuality in his dark handsome countenance. Unlike most Norsemen, his hair and beard were black and close-curling, and his costume, though simple, was rich in quality.

The moment he landed, Biarne stepped forward, exclaiming, Karlsefin!

The strangers face lighted up with surprise and pleasure.

Biarne! he said, seizing his hand, I thought you were in Iceland.

So I was, but now I am in Greenland, and right glad to be the first to welcome my friend.

Hereupon the two shook hands fervently; but, not content with this, they seized each other in an embrace, and their bearded mouths met with a hearty masculine smack that did credit to their hearts, and which it might have gratified the feelings of an affectionate walrus to behold.




Chapter Two.

Strong Emotions are Succeeded by Supper, and Followed by Discussions on Discovery, which End in a Wild Alarm!

When Karlsefin had been introduced to Leif Ericsson, the former turned round and presented to him and Biarne his friend Thorward, the captain of the other ship. Thorward was not a tall man, but was very broad and stout, and had a firm yet pleasing cast of countenance. Both Thorward and Karlsefin were men of about thirty-five years of age.

Are you not on viking-cruise? asked Leif as they walked up to the house together, while the male members of his household and the men of the settlement assisted the crews to moor the ships.

No; my friend Thorward and I are not men of war. We prefer the peaceful occupation of the merchant, and, to say truth, it is not unprofitable.

I would that more were of your way of thinking, said Leif. I do not love the bloody game of war, and glad am I that we have got into a quiet corner here in Greenland, where there is small occasion for it. Biarne, too, is of our way of thinking, as no doubt you already know.

He has often told me so, and, if I mistake not, has feathered his nest well by merchanting.

He has, answered Biarne for himself, with a laugh.

While they thus advanced, talking, little Olaf had kept walking in front of the tall stranger, looking up into his face with unbounded admiration. He had never before seen any man so magnificent. His father and Biarne, whom he had hitherto regarded as perfect specimens of mankind, were quite eclipsed. Looking backward and walking forward is an unsafe process at any time. So Olaf found it on the present occasion, for he tripped over a stone and in falling hit his little nose with such violence that it soon became a big nose, and bled profusely.

Karlsefin picked him up and set him on his legs. My poor boy, dont cry, he said.

No fear of him crying, observed Leif; he never cries,  save when his feelings are hurt. When you touch these he is addicted to blubbering.  Run, lad, and Gudrid will wash you.

Olaf bounded into the house, where he was carried off to a sleeping-room and there carefully sponged by the sympathetic Gudrid. Oh! he exclaimed, while his face was being washed.

Does it pain you much, dear? said the pretty aunt, interrupting him.

Oh! he continued, enthusiastically, I never did see such a splendid man before.

What splendid man, child?

Why, Karlsefin.

And who is Karlsefin?

The stranger who has come across the sea from Norway.

Indeed, said Gudrid.

Whether it was the sound of the strangers voice in the adjoining room, or anxiety to complete her hospitable preparations, that caused Gudrid to bring her operations on Olaf to an abrupt termination, we cannot tell, but certain it is that she dried him rather quickly and hastened into the outer hall, where she was introduced to the two strangers in due form as widow Gudrid.

She had no difficulty in distinguishing which was Olafs splendid man! She looked at Karlsefin and fell in love with him on the spot, but Gudrid was modest, and not sentimental. It is only your mawkishly sentimental people who are perpetually tumbling into love, and out of it, and cant help showing it. Cupid shot her right through the heart with one powerful dart, and took her unawares too, but she did not show the smallest symptom of having been even grazed. She neither blushed nor stammered, nor looked conscious, nor affected to look unconscious. She was charmingly natural!

But this was not all: Karlsefin also fell in love on the spot,  over head and ears and hair, and hat to boot; neither did he show sign of it! After the trifling ceremonies usual on an introduction were over, he turned to continue his conversation with Leif and paid no further attention to Gudrid, while she busied herself in preparing supper. It is true that he looked at her now and then, but of course he looked at everybody, now and then, in the course of the evening. Besides, it is well-known what is said about the rights of the feline species in reference to royalty. At supper Gudrid waited on the guests, Karlsefin therefore, necessarily paid her somewhat more attention in accepting her civilities, but Thorward was quite as attentive as he, so that the most sharp-witted match-maker in the world would have failed to note any symptom of anything whatever in regard to either of them.

Gudrid felt this a little, for she was accustomed to admiration from the young men of Ericsfiord and Heriulfness, and, you know, people dont like to want what they are accustomed to. What Karlsefin thought, he did not show and never mentioned, therefore we cannot tell.

Now, good reader, pray do not run away with the notion that this love affair is the plot on which the story is to hinge! Nothing of the kind. It ran its course much more rapidly, and terminated much more abruptly, than you probably suppose  as the sequel will show.

During supper there was not much conversation, for all were hungry, but afterwards, when cans of home-brewed ale were handed round, the tongues began to move. Leif soon observed that Karlsefin merely sipped his beer, but never once drank.

You do not drink, he said, pushing a large silver tankard towards him; come, fill up.

Thanks, I drink but sparingly, said Karlsefin, taking up the large tankard and admiring the workmanship.

In good sooth ye do, cried Biarne, with a laugh; a mouse could hardly slake his thirst with all that you have yet imbibed.

I have been so long at sea, rejoined Karlsefin, smiling, that I have lost my relish for beer. We had nothing but water with us. Where got you this tankard, Leif, it is very massive and the workmanship such as one seldom meets with save in kings houses?

It belonged to a king! replied Leif, with a look of pride. Good King Olaf Tryggvisson gave it to me on an occasion when I chanced to do him some small service. Many winters have passed since then.

Indeed, Leif! then you must be a favourite with King Olaf, exclaimed Karlsefin, for I am the bearer of another gift to you from his royal hand.

To me?

Ay. Hearing that I meant to sail over to Greenland this summer, he asked me to bear you his remembrances, and gave me two slaves to present to you in token of his continued friendship.

Leifs face beamed with satisfaction, and he immediately filled and quaffed a bumper of ale to King Olafs health, which example was followed by Biarne and the guests, as well as by the house-carls who sat on benches in various parts of the hall drinking their ale and listening to the conversation. Even little Olaf  who had been named after the king of Norway  filled his tankard to the brim with milk, and quaffed it off with a swagger that was worthy of a descendant of a long line of sea-kings, who could trace their lineage back to Odin himself.

The slaves, continued Karlsefin, are from the land of the Scots. Wouldst like to see a Scotsman, Gudrid? he added, turning to the widow who sat near him.

I should like it much. I have heard of the Scots in Iceland. Tis said they are a well-favoured race, stout warriors, and somewhat fond of trading.

Leif and Biarne both laughed loud and long at this.

In good truth they are a stout race, and fight like very wild-cats, as Biarne and I can testify; as to their being well-favoured, there can be no question about that; though they are rather more rugged than the people farther south, and  yes, they are good traders, and exceedingly cautious men. They think well before they speak, and they speak slowly  sometimes they wont speak at all. Ha! ha! Here, I drink to the land of the Scot. It is a grand good land, like our own dear old Norway.

Brother-in-law, exclaimed Gudrid, reproachfully, do you forget that you are an Icelander?

Forget! exclaimed Leif, tossing back his yellow locks, and raising the tankard again to pledge his native land; no, I shall only forget Iceland when I forget to live; but I dont forget, also, that it is only about 130 years since my great-grandfather and his companions came over from Norway to Iceland. Before that it was an unpeopled rock in the Northern Sea, without name or history. (Iceland was colonised by Norsemen about the year 874.) Twas as little known then as Vinland is known now.

By the way, Biarne, said Karlsefin, turning to his friend, the mention of Vinland reminds me that, when you and I met last, you did not give me a full account of that discovery, seeing that you omitted to mention your own share in it. Tell me how was it, and when and where was it? Nay, have I unintentionally touched on a sore point? he added, on observing a slight shade of annoyance pass over Biarnes usually cheerful countenance.

He is a little sore about it, said Leif, laughing. Come, Biarne, dont be thin-skinned. You know the saying, A dutiful son makes a glad father. You had the best of reasons for acting as you did.

Ay, but people dont believe in these best of reasons, retorted Biarne, still annoyed, though somewhat mollified by Leifs remarks.

Never mind, tis long past now. Come, give us the saga. Tis a good one, and will bear re-telling.

Oh yes, exclaimed Olaf, with sparkling eyes, for the boy dearly loved anything that bore the faintest resemblance to a saga or story, tell it, Biarne.

Not I, said Biarne; Leif can tell it as well as I, if he chooses.

Well, Ill try, said Leif, laying his huge hand on the table and looking earnestly at Karlsefin and Thorward. The latter was a very silent man, and had scarcely uttered a word all the evening, but he appeared to take peculiar interest in Vinland, and backed up the request that Leif would give an account of its discovery.

About twenty summers ago, said Leif, my father, Eric the Red, and his friend Heriulf, Biarnes father, came over here from Iceland. (A.D. 986.) Biarne was a very young man at the time  little more than a boy  but he was a man of enterprise, and fond of going abroad, and possessed a merchant-ship of his own with which he gathered wealth, and, I will say it, reputation also  though perhaps I should not say that to his face.

He was a good son, and used to be by turns a year abroad and a year with his father. He chanced to be away in Norway when Heriulf and my father Eric came over to Greenland. On returning to Iceland he was so much disappointed to hear of his fathers departure that he would not unload his ship, but resolved to follow his old custom and take up his winter abode with his father. Who will go with me to Greenland? said he to his men. We will all go, replied the men. Our expedition, said Biarne, will be thought foolish, as none of us have ever been on the Greenland sea before. We mind not that, said the men  so away they sailed for three days and lost sight of Iceland. Then the wind failed; after that a north wind and a fog set in, and they knew not where they were sailing to; and this lasted many days. At length the sun appeared. Then they knew the quarters of the sky, and, after sailing a day and a night, made the land.

They saw that it was without mountains, was covered with wood, and that there were small hills inland. Biarne saw that this did not answer to the description of Greenland; he knew he was too far south, so he left the land on the larboard side, and sailed two days and nights before they got sight of land again. The men asked Biarne if this was Greenland, but he said it was not, For on Greenland, he says, there are great snowy mountains, but this is flat and covered with trees. Here the wind fell and the men wanted to go ashore, Because, said they, we have need of wood and water. Biarne replied, Ye are not in want of either; and the men blamed him for this,  but the season was far spent, he knew not how long it might take him to find Greenland, so he had no time to spare.  Was it not so? said Leif, appealing to his friend.

It was so, replied Biarne, nodding gravely.

Well then, continued Leif, it must be told that he ordered them to hoist the sail, which they did, and, turning the bow from the land, kept the sea for three days and nights, with a fine breeze from the south-west, when a third time land was seen, with high snowy mountains. Still Biarne would not land, for it was not like what had been reported of Greenland. They soon found it to be an island, and, turning from it, stood out to sea, when the breeze increased to a gale, forcing them to take in a reef; so they sailed for three days and nights more, and made land the fourth time. This turned out to be Greenland, and quite close to Heriulfs dwelling at Heriulfness. Biarne then gave up seafaring, and dwelt with his old father as long as he lived; but since his death he has been sometimes at sea and sometimes at home. Now, these lands which Biarne discovered, were what I have since called Vinland.

Yes, exclaimed Biarne, with a look of indignation; and when I afterwards fared to Norway they blamed me for not going on shore and exploring these lands  as if I, at the end of autumn, could afford to put off time in explorations, when it was all I could do to make my port before the winter set in! He finished off by striking the table with his fist, seizing his tankard, and draining it to the bottom.

I have often observed, said Karlsefin, quietly, that people who sit by their firesides at home, and do nothing, are usually very severe and noisy in their remarks on those who fare abroad and do great things; but that arises not so much from ill-will as ignorance.

But what of your own doings, Leif? said Thorward, breaking in here impatiently.

Well, I didnt do much, replied Leif. I only took possession, and didnt keep it. This was the way of it. Fourteen years after this voyage of Biarne, (about the year A.D. 1000) I was seized with a desire to see these new lands. I bought Biarnes ship from him, set sail with a good crew, and found the lands, just as Biarne had described them, far away to the south of Greenland. I landed and gave names to some places. At the farthest south point we built huts and spent the winter, but returned home in spring. I called this part Vinland, and this is the reason why: We had a German with us named Tyrker, who is with me here still. One day Tyrker was lost; I was very anxious about him, fearing that he had been killed by wild beasts or Skraelingers, (Esquimaux or savages, probably Indians,) so I sent out parties to search. In the evening we found him coming home in a state of great excitement, having found fruit which, he said, was grapes. The sight and taste of the fruit, to which he was used in his own land, had excited him to such an extent that we thought he was drunk, and for some time he would do nothing but laugh and devour grapes, and talk German, which none of us understood. At last he spoke Norse, and told us that he had found vines and grapes in great abundance. We found that this was true  at least we found a berry which was quite new to us. We went off next day, and, gathering enough to load our boat, brought them away with us. From this circumstance I called it Vinland. Two years after that my brother Thorwald went to Vinland, wintered three years there, was killed by the Skraelingers, and his men returned to Greenland. Then my youngest brother, Thorstein, who was Gudrids husband, went off to Vinland to fetch home the body of our brother Thorwald, but was driven back by stress of weather. He was taken ill soon after that, and died. Since then Gudrid has dwelt with my household, and glad we are to have her. This is the whole story of Vinland; so if you want to know more about it you must een go on a voyage of discovery for yourself.

I should like nothing better, replied Karlsefin, if I could only

At that moment the door was burst violently open, and a man with bloodshot eyes and labouring breath rushed in exclaiming, The Skraelinger! the Skraelinger are upon us!




Chapter Three.

Dark War-Clouds Lower, but Clear away without a Shower  Voices and Legs do Good Service.

Up, carls, buckle on your war-gear! cried Leif, rising hastily on hearing the announcement with which the last chapter ended.

Run, Thorward, call out our men, whispered Karlsefin; I will stay to learn what Leif means to do. Bring them all up to the door.

Thorward was gone almost before the sentence was finished. Leif and his house-carls, of whom there were ten present at the time, did not take long to busk them for the fight. The Norse of old were born, bred, and buried  if they escaped being killed and cut to pieces  in the midst of alarms. Their armour was easily donned, and not very cumbrous. Even while Leif was giving the first order to his men, Gudrid had run to the peg on which hung his sword and helmet, and brought him these implements of war.

My men and I shall be able to render you some service, Leif, said Karlsefin; what do you intend to do?

Do! exclaimed Leif with a grim laugh, as he buckled on his sword, why, I shall give the Skraelingers a tremendous fright, that is all. The rascals! They knew well that we were short-handed just now, and thought to take advantage of us; but hah! they do not seem to be aware that we chance to have stout visitors with us to-night. So, lads, follow me.

Biarne, meanwhile, had darted out on the first alarm, and assembled all the men in the settlement, so that when Leif, Karlsefin, and the housemen issued out of the cottage they found about a dozen men assembled, and others running up every moment to join them. Before these were put in array most of the men of Karlsefins ship, numbering forty, and those belonging to Thorward, numbering thirty, came up, so that when all were mustered they were little if at all short of one hundred stout warriors.

The moon came out brightly at the time, and Leif chuckled as he watched Biarne put the men hastily into marching order.

Methought you said that war was distasteful, observed Karlsefin, in some surprise.

So it is, so it is, friend, replied Leif, still laughing in a low tone; but there will be no war to-night. Leave your bows behind you, lads, he added, addressing the men; you wont want them; shield and sword will be enough. For the matter of that, we might do without both. Now, lads, follow my leading, and do as I bid you; advance with as little noise as may be.

So saying, Leif led the way out of the little hamlet towards the extremity of the ridge or spur of the mountains that sheltered Ericsfiord from the north-west.

Towards that same extremity another band of men were hastening on the other side of the ridge. It was a band of our hairy friends whom the Norsemen called Skraelingers.

Truly there was something grand in the look and bearing of the tall man with the flat face, as he led his band to attack the warlike Norsemen, and there was something almost sublime in the savage, resolute aspect of the men who followed him  each being armed with a large walrus spear, and each being, moreover, an adept in the use of it.

Flatface (in default of a better, let that name stick to him) had ascertained beyond a doubt that the entire available force of Norsemen in Ericsfiord had, in consequence of fishing and other expeditions, been reduced to barely thirty fighting men. He himself could muster a band of at least one hundred and fifty good men and true  not to mention hairy, a hundred and fifty seals having unwillingly contributed their coats to cover these bloodthirsty Skraelingers. The Norsemen, Flatface knew, were strong men and bold, besides being large, but he resolved to take them by surprise, and surely (he argued with himself) a hundred and fifty brave men with spears will be more than a match for thirty sleepy men unarmed and in bed!

Flatface had screwed himself up with such considerations; made a few more inflammatory speeches to his men, by way of screwing them up also, and then, a little before midnight, set forth on his expedition.

Now it chanced that there was a man among the Norsemen who was a great hunter and trapper. His name was Tyrker  the same Tyrker mentioned by Leif as being the man who had found grapes in Vinland. Leif said he was a German, but he said so on no better authority than the fact that he had originally come to Norway from the south of Europe. It is much more probable that he was a Turk, for, whereas the Germans are known to be a well-sized handsome race of fair men, this Tyrker was an ugly little dark wiry fellow, with a high forehead, sharp eyes, and a small face; but he was extremely active, and, although an elderly man, few of the youths in Ericsfiord could beat him at feats requiring dexterity.

But, whether German or Turk, Tyrker was an enthusiastic trapper of white, or arctic foxes. These creatures being very numerous in that part of Greenland, he was wont to go out at all hours, late and early, to visit his traps. Hence it happened that, on the night in question, Tyrker found himself in company with two captured arctic foxes at, the extremity of the mountain spur before referred to.

He could see round the corner of the spur into the country beyond, but as the country there was not attractive, even at its best, he paid no attention to it. He chanced, however, to cast upon it one glance after setting his traps, just as he was about to return home. That glance called forth a steady look, which was followed by a stare of surprise, and the deep guttural utterance of the word zz-grandimaghowl! which, no doubt, was Turkish, at that ancient date, for hallo!

It was the band of hairy creatures that had met his astonished sight. Tyrker shrank behind the spur and peeped round it for a few seconds to make quite sure. Then, turning and creeping fairly out of sight, he rose and bounded back to the hamlet, as though he had been a youth of twenty. As we have seen, he arrived, gasping, in time to warn his friends.

Between the hamlet and the spur where Tyrkers traps were set there were several promontories, or projections from the cliffs, all of which had to be passed before the spur came in view. Leif led his men past the first and second of these at a run. Then, believing that he had gone far enough, he ordered his band to draw close up under the cliffs, where the shadow was deepest, saying that he would go alone in advance to reconnoitre.

And mark me, lads, he said, when I give a loud sneeze, do you give vent to a roar that will only stop short of splitting your lungs; then give chase, and yell to your hearts content as you run; but see to it that ye keep together and that no man runs past me. There is plenty of moonlight to let you see what youre about. If any man tries to overshoot me in the race Ill hew off his head.

This last remark was no figure of speech. In those days men were but too well accustomed to hewing off heads. Leif meant to have his orders attended to, and the men understood him.

On reaching the second projection of cliff after leaving his men, Leif peeped round cautiously and beheld the advancing Skraelingers several hundred yards off. He returned at once to his men and took up a position at their head in the deep shadow of the cliffs.

Although absolutely invisible themselves, the Norsemen could see the Skraelingers quite plainly in the moonlight, as they came slowly and with great caution round each turn of the footpath that led to the hamlet. There was something quite awe-inspiring in the manner of their approach. Evidently Flatface dreaded a surprise, for he put each leg very slowly in advance of the other, and went on tiptoe, glancing quickly on either side between each step. His followers  in a compact body, in deep silence and with bated breath  followed his steps and his example.

When they came to the place where the men crouched in ambush, Leif took up a large stone and cast it high over their heads. So quietly was this done that none even of his own party heard him move or saw the stone, though they heard it fall with a thud on the sand beyond.

The Skraelingers heard it too, and stopped abruptly  each man on one leg, with the other leg and his arms more or less extended, just as if he had been suddenly petrified. So in truth he had been  with horror!

To meet an open enemy, however powerful, would have been a pleasure compared with that slow nervous advance in the midst of such dead silence! As nothing followed the sound, however, the suspended legs began to descend slowly again towards the ground, when Leif sneezed!

If Greenlands icy mountains had become one monstrous polar bear, whose powers of voice, frozen for prolonged ages, had at last found vent that night in one concentrated roar, the noise could scarcely have excelled that which instantly exploded from the Norsemen.

The effect on the Skraelingers was almost miraculous. A bomb-shell bursting in the midst of a hundred and fifty Kilkenny cats could not have been more effective, and the result would certainly have borne some marks of resemblance. Each hairy creature sprang nearly his own height into the air, and wriggled while there, as if impatient to turn and fly before reaching the ground. Earth regained, the more active among them overshot and overturned the clumsy, whereby fifty or sixty were instantly cast down, but these rose again like spring-jacks and fled, followed by a roar of laughter from their foes, which, mingled as it was with howls and yells, did infinitely more to appal the Skraelingers than the most savage war-cry could have done.

But they were followed by more than laughter. The Norsemen immediately gave chase  still yelling and roaring as they ran, for Leif set the example, and his followers remembered his threat.

Karlsefin and Biarne kept one on each side of Leif, about a pace behind him.

If they fight as well as they run, observed the former, they must be troublesome neighbours.

They are not bad fighters, replied Leif; but sometimes they deem it wise to run.

Not unlike to other people in that respect, said Biarne; but it seems to me that we might overhaul them if we were to push on.

He shot up to Leif as he spoke, but the latter checked him.

Hold back, Biarne; I mean them no harm, and wish no bloodshed  only they must have a good fright. The lads, no doubt, would like to run in and make short work of them; but I intend to breathe the lads, which will in the end do just as well as fighting to relieve their feelings.  Enough. It is ill talking and running.

They were silent after that, and ran thus for fully an hour, at nearly the top of their speed. But Leif sometimes checked his men, and sometimes urged them on, so that they fancied he was chasing with full intent to run the Skraelingers down. When the fugitives showed signs of flagging, he uttered a tremendous roar, and his men echoed it, sending such a thrill to the hearts of the Skraelingers that they seemed to recover fresh wind and strength; then he pushed after them harder than ever, and so managed that, without catching or killing one, he terrified them almost out of their wits, and ran them nearly to death.

At last they came to a place where there was an abrupt bend in the mountains. Here Leif resolved to let them go. When they were pretty near the cliff round which the path turned, he put on what, in modern sporting phraseology, is termed a spurt, and came up so close with the flying band that those in rear began to glance despairingly over their shoulders. Suddenly Leif gave vent to a roar, into which he threw all his remaining strength. It was taken up and prolonged by his men. The horror-struck Skraelingers shrieked in reply, swept like a torrent round the projecting cliff, and disappeared!

Leif stopped at once, and held up his hand. All his men stopped short also, and though they heard the Skraelingers still howling as they fled, no one followed them any farther. Indeed, most of the Norsemen were panting vehemently, and rather glad than otherwise to be allowed to halt.

There were, however, two young men among them  tall, strong-boned, and thin, but with broad shoulders, and grave, earnest, though not exactly handsome countenances  who appeared to be perfectly cool and in good wind after their long run. Leif noticed them at once.

Yonder youths seem to think little of this sort of thing, he said to Karlsefin.

You are right, Leif; it is mere childs play to them. These are the two Scots  the famous runners  whom I was charged by King Olaf to present to you. Why, these men, Ill engage to say, could overtake the Skraelingers even yet, if they chose.

Say you so? cried Leif. Do they speak Norse?

Yes; excellently well.

Their names?

The one is Heika, the other Hake.

Ho! Hake and Heika, come hither, cried Leif, beckoning to the men, and hastening round the point, where the Skraelingers could be seen nearly a mile off, and still running as if all the evil spirits of the North were after them.

See there, carls; think you that ye could overtake these rascals?

The Scots looked at each other, nodded, smiled, and said they thought they could.

Do it, then. Let them see how you can use your legs, and give them a shout as you draw near; but have a care: do them no hurt, and see that they do no injury to you. Take no arms; your legs must suffice on this occasion.

The Scots looked again at each other, and laughed, as if they enjoyed the joke; then they started off like a couple of deer at a pace which no Norseman legs had ever before equalled, or even approached.

Leif, Biarne, and the men gazed in speechless wonder, much to the amusement of Karlsefin and Thorward, while Hake and Heika made straight for the flying band and came up with them. They shouted wildly as they drew near. The Skraelingers looked back, and seeing only two unarmed men, stopped to receive them.

As the saying goes, remarked Biarne, a stern chase is a long one; but to-night proves the truth of that other saying, that there is no rule without an exception.

What are they doing now? cried Leif, laughing. See  they are mad!

Truly it seemed as if they were; for, after separating and coursing twice completely round the astonished natives, the two Scots performed a species of war-dance before them, which had a sort of fling about it, more easily conceived than described. In the middle of this they made a dart at the group so sudden and swift that Hake managed to overturn Flatface with a tremendous buffet, and Heika did the same to his second in command with an energetic cuff. The Skraelingers were taken so thoroughly by surprise that the Scots had sheered off and got out of reach before a spear could be thrown.

Of course a furious rush was made at them, but the hairy men might as well have chased the wind. After tormenting and tantalising them a little longer, the Scots returned at full speed to their friends, and the Skraelingers, glad to be rid of them, hastened to seek the shelter of the gloomy gorge from which they had originally issued, like a wolf on the fold.




Chapter Four.

Important Events Transpire, which end in a Voyage of Discovery.

Some weeks afterwards, Karlsefin and Gudrid went down to walk together on the sea-beach. It would appear that lovers were as fond of rambling together in those olden times as they are in these modern days. It was evening when they went to ramble thus  another evidence of similarity in taste between the moderns and ancients.

Karlsefin, said Gudrid, stopping at the margin of the fiord, and looking pensively towards the horizon, where golden clouds and air and sea appeared to mingle harmoniously, I wonder that you, with good ships and many stout men and plenty of means, should choose to remain in this barren spot, instead of searching out the famous Vinland and making a settlement there.

This barren spot is very bright to me, Gudrid; I have no desire to leave it yet a while. Since you and I were betrothed the ocean has lost its attractions. Besides, would you have me set out on a voyage of discovery at the beginning of winter.

Nay; but you do not even talk about going when spring comes round.

Because I have other things to talk of, Gudrid.

I fear me that you are a lazy man, returned the widow, with a smile, and will prove but a sorry husband. Just think, she added, with sudden animation, what a splendid country it must be; and what a desirable change for all of us. Thick and leafy woods like those of old Norway, instead of these rugged cliffs and snow-clad hills. Fields of waving grass and rye, instead of moss-covered rocks and sandy soil. Trees large enough to build houses and merchant-ships, instead of willow bushes that are fit for nothing except to save our poor cattle from starvation when the hay crop runs out; besides, longer sunshine in winter and more genial warmth all the year round, instead of howling winds and ice and snow. Truly I think our adopted home here has been woefully misnamed.

And yet I love it, Gudrid, for I find the atmosphere genial and the sunshine very bright.

Foolish man! said Gudrid, with a little laugh. And then, she added, recurring to her theme, there are grapes,  though, to be sure, I know not what these are, never having tasted them. Biarne says they are very good  do you think so too?

They are magnificent, answered Karlsefin. In southern lands, where Tyrker comes from, they have a process whereby they can make a drink from grapes, which maddens youth and quickens the pulse of age,  something like our own beer.

It does not please me to hear that, replied Gudrid gravely; some of our carls are too fond of beer. When old Heriulf was sick, a little of it did him good, and when Eric the Red was in his last days he seemed to gather a little strength and comfort from beer; but I never could perceive that it ever did anything to young men except make them boast, and talk nonsense, and look foolish,  or, what is worse, quarrel and fight.

Right, Gudrid, right, said Karlsefin; my opinion at least is the same as yours, whether it be right or wrong. There is some reason in applying heat to cold, but it seems to me unnecessary to add heat to warmth, artificial strength to natural vigour, and it is dangerous sometimes to add fuel to fire. I am glad you think as I think on this point, for it is well that man and wife should be agreed in matters of importance.  But to return to Vinland: I have been thinking much about it since I came here, though saying little,  for it becomes a man to be silent and circumspect in regard to unformed plans. My mind is to go thither next spring, but only on one condition.

And what may that be? asked Gudrid, looking up with a little surprise, and some interest.

That you shall go with me, Gudrid; for which end it will be needful that you and I should wed this winter.

Gudrid could not help blushing a little and looking down, for Karlsefin, despite his suavity, had a way with him, when thoroughly in earnest, that was very impressive. She did not hesitate, however, but answered with straightforward candour, I will not say nay to that if my brother Leif is willing.

It is settled then, replied Karlsefin decisively, for Leif has already told me that he is willing if you are, and so

At this interesting point in the conversation they were interrupted by a loud merry laugh not very far from them, and next moment little Olaf, starting out from behind a bush, ran shouting into Gudrids extended arms. Oh, what do you think? he exclaimed, aunt Freydissa has come over from Heriulfness, and is in such a rage because Biarne has told her that Thorward has been making love to his cousin Astrid, and

Hush, boy, said Gudrid, covering his mouth with her hand, you should not talk so of your aunt. Besides, you know that it is an evil thing to get the name of a tale-bearer.

I did not think it was tale-bearing, replied the lad, somewhat abashed, for it is no secret. Leif was there, and Astrid herself, and all the house-carls in the hall must have heard her, for she spoke very loud. And oh! you should have seen her give Thorward the cold shoulder when he came in!

Well, well, Olaf, hold your noisy tongue, said Gudrid, laughing, and come, tell me how would you like to go to Vinland?

Like to go to Vinland! echoed the boy, turning an ardent gaze full on Karlsefin, are you going there, sir? Will you take me?

Karlsefin laughed, and said, You are too quick in jumping to conclusions, child. Perhaps I may go there; but you have not yet answered Gudrids question  would you like to go?

I would like it well, replied Olaf, with a bright look of hopeful expectation that said far more than words could have expressed.

Just then Thorward was seen approaching along the beach. His brows were knit, his lips pursed, and his eyes fixed on the ground. He was so engrossed with his thoughts that he did not perceive his friends.

Here he comes, said Karlsefin in the blues evidently, for he does not see us.

We had better leave you to his company, said Gudrid, laughing; a man i the blues is no pleasure to a woman.  Come, Olaf, you and I shall to the dairy and see how the cattle fare.

Olafs capacity for imbibing milk and cream being unlimited, he gladly accepted this invitation, and followed his aunt, while Karlsefin advanced to meet his friend.

How now, Thorward, methinks an evil spirit doth possess thee!

An evil spirit! echoed Thorward, with a wrathful look; nay, a legion of evil spirits possess me! A plague on that fellow Biarne: he has poisoned the ears of Freydissa with lies about that girl Astrid, to whom I have never whispered a sweet word since we landed.

I trust you have not whispered sour words to her, said Karlsefin, smiling.

And Freydissa, forsooth, gives me the cold shoulder, continued the exasperated Norseman, not noticing the interruption, as if I were proved guilty by the mere assertion.

It is my advice to you, Thorward, that you return the compliment, and give the cold shoulder to Freydissa. The woman has a shrewish temper; she is a very vixen, and will lead you the life of a dog if you marry her.

I had rather, said Thorward between his teeth, and stamping, live a dogs life with Freydissa than live the life of a king without her!

Karlsefin laughed at this, and Thorward, taking offence, said fierily, and with some scorn Thinkest thou that because thy Gudrid is so smooth-tongued she is an angel?

That is what I am inclined to think, answered Karlsefin, with a smile that still further exasperated his friend.

Perchance you may find yourself mistaken, said Thorward. Since you are so free with your warnings, let me remind you that although the course of your courtship runs smooth, there is an old proverb  descended from Odin himself, I believe  which assures us that true love never did so run.

Then I recall my words, Thorward, and congratulate you on your true love  for assuredly your courtship runs in an uncommonly rugged course.

At this Thorward turned on his heel and walked away in a towering passion.

It so happened that, on drawing near to Brattalid, he met Biarne coming in the opposite direction. Nothing could have pleased him better  for in the state of his mind at the time he would have turned savagely on himself, had that been possible, in order to relieve his feelings.

So! he cried, confronting Biarne, well met! Tell me, Biarne, didst thou poison the ears of Freydissa by telling her that I had been courting thy cousin Astrid?

Biarne, who was not aware of the consequences of what he had said in jest, felt inclined to laugh, but he checked himself and flushed somewhat, not being accustomed to be addressed in such haughty tones. Instead of explaining the matter, as he might otherwise have done, he merely said, I did.

Liar! exclaimed Thorward fiercely, for he was a very resolute man when roused; go, tell her that the assertion was a falsehood. Go now, and come back to tell me thou hast done it, else will I chop thy carcase into mince-meat. Go; I will await thee here.

He laid his hand upon his sword, but Biarne said quietly, I go, sir; and, turning round, hastened up to the hamlet.

Thorward could scarcely believe his eyes, for Biarne was fully as stout as himself, and somewhat taller, besides having the look of a courageous man. He had issued his imperative mandate more as a defiance and challenge than anything else, so that he gazed after the retreating Biarne with mingled feelings of surprise, contempt, and pity; but surprise predominated. He had not long to wait, however, for in about ten minutes Biarne returned.

Well, have you told her?

I have, replied Biarne.

Hah! exclaimed Thorward, very much perplexed, and not knowing what to say next.

But, Thorward, said Biarne, after a momentary pause, methinks that you and I must fight now.

With all my heart, answered Thorward, much relieved, and again grasping his sword.

Nay, not with such weapons, said Biarne, stepping up to him, but with the weapons of friendship.

With that he bestowed such a hearty buffet on Thorwards left ear that it turned the irascible man head over heels, and laid him at full length on the sand.

Thorward rose slowly, being somewhat stunned, with a confused impression that there was something wrong with his head. Before he had quite recovered, Biarne burst into a laugh and seized him by the hand.

Freydissa bids me tell you he said, and paused.

The pause was intentional. He saw that Thorward was on the point of snatching away his hand and returning the blow or drawing his sword; but he restrained himself in order to hear Freydissas message.

She bids me tell you, repeated Biarne, that you are a goose.

This was not calculated to soothe an angry man, but Thorward reflected that the epithet was figurative, and bore a peculiar signification when uttered by a woman; he therefore continued his self-restraint and waited for more.

She also said, added Biarne, that she never for a moment believed my statement (which, by the way, was only made in jest), and that she thinks you deserve a good buffet on the ear for taking the thing up so hotly. Agreeing with her entirely in this, I have fulfilled her wish and given you your deserts. Moreover, she expects you to accompany her to Heriulfness to-night. So now, said Biarne, releasing Thorwards hand and touching his sword-hilt, if you are still inclined  .

Well, well, said Thorward, whose visage, while his friend was speaking, had undergone a series of contortions indicative of a wild conflict of feelings in his breast, well, well, I am a goose, and deserved the buffet. After all, I did call you a liar, so we are quits, Biarne  tit for tat. Come, let us shake hands and go up to Leifs cottage. You said Freydissa was there, I think.

During that winter Karlsefin married Gudrid and Thorward Freydissa, and, in the following spring, they embarked in Karlsefins ship  with a large party of men, women, children, and cattle  and set sail for Vinland.




Chapter Five.

Freydissa Shows Her Temper and a Whale Checks it  Poetical and Other Touches.

The expedition which now set out for Vinland was on a much larger scale than any of the expeditions which had preceded it. Biarne and Leif had acted the part of discoverers only  not colonisers  and although previous parties had passed several winters in Vinland, they had not intended to take up a permanent abode there  as was plain from the fact that they brought neither women nor flocks nor herds with them. Karlsefin, on the contrary, went forth fully equipped for colonisation.

His ship, as we have said, was a large one, with a decked poop and forecastle, fitted to brave the most tempestuous weather  at least as well fitted to do so as were the ships of Columbus  and capable of accommodating more than a hundred people. He took sixty men with him and five women, besides his own wife and Thorwards. Thorward himself, and Biarne, accompanied the expedition, and also Olaf  to his inexpressible joy, but Leif preferred to remain at home, and promised to take good care of Thorwards ship, which was left behind. Astrid was one of the five women who went with this expedition; the other four were Gunhild, Thora, Sigrid, and Bertha. Gunhild and Sigrid were wives to two of Biarnes men. Thora was handmaiden to Gudrid; Bertha handmaid to Freydissa. Of all the women Bertha was the sweetest and most beautiful, and she was also very modest and good-tempered, which was a fortunate circumstance, because her mistress Freydissa had temper enough, as Biarne used to remark, for a dozen women. Biarne was fond of teasing Freydissa; but she liked Biarne, and sometimes took his pleasantries well  sometimes ill.

It was intended that, when the colony was fairly established, the ship should be sent back to Greenland to fetch more of the mens wives and children.

A number of cattle, horses, and sheep were also carried on this occasion to Vinland. These were stowed in the waist or middle of the vessel, between the benches where the rowers sat when at work. The rowers did not labour much at sea, as the vessel was at most times able to advance under sail. During calms, however, and when going into creeks, or on landing  also in doubling capes when the wind was not suitable  the oars were of the greatest value. Karlsefin and the principal people slept under the high poop. A number of the men slept under the forecastle, and the rest lay in the waist near the cattle  sheltered from the weather by tents or awnings which were called tilts.

It may perhaps surprise some readers to learn that men could venture in such vessels to cross the northern seas from Norway to Iceland, and thence to Greenland; but it is not so surprising when we consider the small size of the vessels in which Columbus afterwards crossed the Atlantic in safety, and when we reflect that those Norsemen had been long accustomed, in such vessels, to traverse the ocean around the coasts of Europe in all directions  round the shores of Britain, up the Baltic, away to the Faroe Islands, and up the Mediterranean even as far as the Black Sea. In short, the Norsemen of old were magnificent seamen, and there can be no question that much of the ultimate success of Britain on the sea is due, not only to our insular position, but also to the insufficiently appreciated fact that the blood of the hardy and adventurous vikings of Norway still flows in our veins.

It was a splendid spring morning when Karlsefin hoisted his white-and-blue sail, and dropped down Ericsfiord with a favouring breeze, while Leif and his people stood on the stone jetty at Brattalid, and waved hats and shawls to their departing friends.

For Olaf, Thora, and Bertha it was a first voyage, and as the vessel gradually left the land behind, the latter stood at the stern gazing wistfully towards the shore, while tears flowed from her pretty blue eyes and chased each other over her fair round face  for Bertha left an old father behind her in Greenland.

Dont cry, Bertha, said Olaf, putting his fat little hand softly into that of the young girl.

Oh! I shall perhaps never see him again, cried Bertha, with another burst of tears.

Yes, you will, said Olaf, cheerily. You know that when we get comfortably settled in Vinland we shall send the ship back for your father, and mine too, and for everybody in Ericsfiord and Heriulfness. Why, were going to forsake Greenland altogether and never go back to it any more. Oh! I am so glad.

I wish, I wish I had never come, said Bertha, with a renewed flow of tears, for Olafs consolations were thrown away on her.

It chanced that Freydissa came at that moment upon the poop, where Karlsefin stood at the helm, and Gudrid with some others were still gazing at the distant shore.

Freydissa was one of those women who appear to have been born women by mistake  who are always chafing at their unfortunate fate, and endeavouring to emulate  even to overwhelm  men; in which latter effort they are too frequently successful. She was a tall elegant woman of about thirty years of age, with a decidedly handsome face, though somewhat sharp of feature. She possessed a powerful will, a shrill voice and a vigorous frame, and was afflicted with a short, violent temper. She was decidedly a masculine woman. We know not which is the more disagreeable of the two  a masculine woman or an effeminate man.

But perhaps the most prominent feature in her character was her volubility when enraged,  the copiousness of her vocabulary and the tremendous force with which she shot forth her ideas and abuse in short abrupt sentences.

Now, if there was one thing more than another that roused the ire of Freydissa, it was the exhibition of feminine weakness in the shape of tears. She appeared to think that the credit of her sex in reference to firmness and self-command was compromised by such weakness. She herself never wept by any chance, and she was always enraged when she saw any other woman relieve her feelings in that way. When, therefore, she came on deck and found her own handmaid with her pretty little face swelled, or, as she expressed it, begrutten, and heard her express a wish that she had never left home, she lost command of herself  a loss that she always found it easy to come by  and, seizing Bertha by the shoulder, ordered her down into the cabin instantly.

Bertha sobbingly obeyed, and Freydissa followed. Dont be hard on her, poor soul, murmured Thorward.

Foolish fellow! How difficult it is for man  ancient or modern  to learn when to hold his tongue! That suggestion would have fixed Freydissas determination if it had not been fixed before, and poor Bertha would certainly have received a hearing, or a blowing-up, or a setting down, such as she had not enjoyed since the date of Freydissas marriage, had it not been for the fortunate circumstance that a whale took it into its great thick head to come up, just then, and spout magnificently quite close to the vessel.

The sight was received with a shout by the men, a shriller shout by the women, and a screech of surprise and delight by little Olaf, who would certainly have gone over the side in his eagerness, had not Biarne caught him by the skirts of his tunic.

This incident happily diverted the course of Freydissas thoughts. Curiosity overcame indignation, and Bertha was reprieved for the time being. Both mistress and maid hastened to the side of the ship; the anger of the one evaporated and the tears of the other dried up when they saw the whale rise not more than a hundred yards from the ship. It continued to do this for a considerable time, sometimes appearing on one side, sometimes on the other; now at the stern, anon at the bow. In short it seemed as if the whale had taken the ship for a companion, and were anxious to make its acquaintance. At last it went down and remained under water so long that the voyagers began to think it had left them, when Olaf suddenly gave a shriek of delight and surprise: Oh! Oh! OH! he exclaimed, looking and pointing straight down into the water, here is the whale  right under the ship!

And sure enough there it was, swimming slowly under the vessel, not two fathoms below the keel  its immense bulk being impressively visible, owing to the position of the observers, and its round eyes staring as if in astonishment at the strange creature above. (The author has seen a whale in precisely similar circumstances in a Norwegian fiord.) It expressed this astonishment, or whatever feeling it might be, by coming up suddenly to the surface, thrusting its big blunt head, like the bow of a boat, out of the sea, and spouting forth a column of water and spray with a deep snort or snore  to the great admiration of the whole ships crew, for, although most of the men were familiar enough with whales, alive and dead, they had never, in all probability, seen one in such circumstances before.

Four or five times did the whale dive under the vessel in this fashion, and then it sheered off with a contemptuous flourish of its tail, as if disgusted with the stolid unsociable character of the ship, which seen from a submarine point of view must have looked uncommonly like a whale, and quite as big!

This episode, occurring so early in the voyage, and trifling though it was, tended to create in the minds of all  especially of the women and the younger people  a feeling of interest in the ocean, and an expectation of coming adventure, which, though not well defined, was slightly exciting and agreeable. Bertha, in particular, was very grateful to that whale, for it had not only diverted her thoughts a little from home-leaving and given her something new to think and talk about, but it had saved her from Freydissa and a severe scold.

The first night at sea was fine, with bright moonlight, and a soft wind on the quarter that carried them pleasantly over the rippling sea, and everything was so tranquil and captivating that no one felt inclined to go to rest. Karlsefin sat beside the helm, guiding the ship and telling sagas to the group of friends who stood, sat, or reclined on the deck and against the bulwarks of the high poop. He repeated long pieces of poetry, descriptive of the battles and adventures of their viking forefathers, and also gave them occasional pieces of his own composing, in reference to surrounding circumstances and the enterprise in which they were then embarked,  for Karlsefin was himself a skald or poet, although he pretended not to great attainments in that way.

From where they sat the party on the poop could see that the men on the high forecastle were similarly engaged, for they had gathered together in a group, and their heads were laid together as if listening intently to one of their number who sat in the centre of the circle. Below, in the waist of the ship, some humorous character appeared to be holding his mates enchained, for long periods of comparative silence  in which could be heard the monotonous tones of a single voice mingled with occasional soft lowing from the cattle  were suddenly broken by bursts of uproarious laughter, which, however, quickly subsided again, leaving prominent the occasional lowing and the prolonged monotone. Everything in and around the ship, that night, breathed of harmony and peace  though there was little knowledge among them of Him who is the Prince of Peace. We say little knowledge, because Christianity had only just begun to dawn among the Norsemen at that time, and there were some on board of that discovery-ship who were tinged with the first rays of that sweet light which, in the person of the Son of God, was sent to lighten the world and to shine more and more unto the perfect day.

Now, said Karlsefin, at the conclusion of one of his stories, that is the saga of Halfdan the Black  at least it is part of his saga; but, friends, it seems to me that we must begin a saga of our own, for it is evident that if we are successful in this venture we shall have something to relate when we return to Greenland, and we must all learn to tell our saga in the same words, for that is the only way in which truth can be handed down to future generations, seeing that when men are careless in learning the truth they are apt to distort it so that honest men are led into telling lies unwittingly. They say that the nations of the south have invented a process whereby with a sharp-pointed tool they fashion marks on skins to represent words, so that once put down in this way a saga never changes. Would that we Norsemen understood that process! said Karlsefin meditatively.

It seems to me, said Biarne, who reclined on the deck, leaning against the weather-bulwarks and running his fingers playfully through Olafs fair curls, It seems to me that it were better to bestow the craft of the skald on the record of our voyage, for then the measure and the rhyme would chain men to the words, and so to the truth  that is, supposing they get truth to start with! Come, Karlsefin, begin our voyage for us.

All present seemed to agree to that proposal, and urged Karlsefin to begin at once.

The skipper  for such indeed was his position in the ship  though a modest man, was by no means bashful, therefore, after looking round upon the moonlit sea for a few minutes, he began as follows:  

When western waves were all unknown,

And western fields were all unsown,

When Iceland was the outmost bound

That roving viking-keels had found  

Gunbiorn then  Ulf Krakas son  

Still farther west was forced to run

By furious gales, and there saw land

Stretching abroad on either hand.

Eric of Iceland, called the Red,

Heard of the news and straightway said  

This western land Ill go and see;

Three summers hence look out for me.

He went; he landed; stayed awhile,

And wintered first on Erics Isle;

Then searched the coast both far and wide,

Then back to Iceland oer the tide.

A wondrous land is this, said he,

And called it Greenland of the sea.

Twenty and five great ships sailed west

To claim this gem on Oceans breast.

With man and woman, horn and hoof,

And bigging for the homestead roof.

Some turnèd back  in heart but mice  

Some sank amid the Northern ice.

Half reached the land, in much distress,

At Ericsfiord and Heriulfness.

Next, Biarne  Heriulfs doughty son  

Sought to trace out the aged one. (His father.)

From Norway sailed, but missed his mark;

Passed snow-topped Greenland in the dark;

And came then to a new-found land  

But did not touch the tempting strand;

For winter winds oppressed him sore

And kept him from his fathers shore.

Then Leif, the son of Eric, rose

And straightway off to Biarne goes,

Buys up his ship, takes all his men,

Fares forth to seek that land again.

Leif found the land; discovered more,

And spent a winter on the shore;

Cut trees and grain to load the ship,

And pay them for the lengthened trip.

Named Hella-land and Markland too,

And saw an island sweet with dew!

And grapes in great abundance found,

So named it Vinland all around.

But after that forsook the shore,

And north again for Greenland bore.

And now  we cross the moonlit seas

To search this land of grapes and trees

Biarne, Thorward, Karlsefin  

Go forth this better land to win,

With men and cattle not a few,

And household gear and weapons too;

And, best of all, with women dear,

To comfort, counsel, check, and cheer.

Thus far weve made a prosprous way,

God speed us onward every day!

They all agreed that this was a true account of the discovery of Vinland and of their own expedition as far as it had gone, though Gudrid said it was short, and Freydissa was of opinion that there was very little in it.

But hold! exclaimed Biarne, suddenly raising himself on his elbows; Karlsefin, you are but a sorry skald after all.

How so? asked the skipper.

Why, because you have made no mention of the chief part of our voyage.

And pray what may that be?

Stay, I too am a skald; I will tell you.

Biarne, whose poetical powers were not of the highest type, here stretched forth his hand and said:  

When Biarne, Thorward, Karlsefin,

This famous voyage did begin,

They stood upon the deck one night,

And there beheld a moving sight.

It made the very men grow pale,

Their shudder almost rent the sail!

For lo! they saw a mighty whale!

It drew a shriek from Olaf brave,

Then plunged beneath the briny wave,

And, while the women loudly shouted,

Up came its blundering nose and spouted.

Then underneath our keel it went,

And glared with savage fury pent,

And round about the ship it swum,

Striking each man and woman dumb.

Stay  one there was who found a tongue

And still retained her strength of lung.

Freydissa, beauteous matron bold,

Resolved to give that whale a scold!

But little cared that monster fish

To gratify Freydissas wish;

He shook his tail, that naughty whale,

And flourished it like any flail,

And, ho! for Vinland he made sail!

Now, friends, was not that a great omission on the part of Karlsefin?

If the whale had brought his flail down on your pate it would have served you right, Biarne, said Freydissa, flushing, yet smiling in spite of herself.

I think it is capital, cried Olaf, clapping his hands quite as good as the other poem.

Some agreed with Olaf, and some thought that it was not quite in keeping with Karlsefins composition, but, after much debate, it was finally ruled that it should be added thereto as part and parcel of the great Vinland poem. Hence it appears in this chronicle, and forms an interesting instance of the way in which men, for the sake of humorous effect, mingle little pieces of fiction with veritable history.

By the time this important matter was settled it was getting so late that even the most enthusiastic admirer among them of moonlight on a calm sea became irresistibly desirous of going to sleep. They therefore broke up for the night; the women retired to their cabin, and none were left on deck except the steersman and the watch. Long before this the saga-tellers on the forecastle had retired; the monotone and the soft lowing of the cattle had ceased; man and beast had sought and found repose, and nothing was heard save the ripple of the water on the ships sides as she glided slowly but steadily over the sleeping sea.




Chapter Six.

Changes in Wind and Weather Produce Changes in Temper and Feeling  Land Discovered, and Freydissa Becomes Inquisitive.

There are few things that impress one more at sea than the rapidity of the transitions which frequently take place in the aspect and the condition of vessel, sea, and sky. At one time all may be profoundly tranquil on board; then, perhaps, the necessity for going about ship arises, and all is bustle; ropes rattle, blocks clatter and chirp, yards creak, and seamens feet stamp on the deck, while their voices aid their hands in the hauling of ropes; and soon all is quiet as before. Or, perhaps, the transition is effected by a squall, and it becomes more thorough and lasting. One moment everything in nature is hushed under the influence of what is appropriately enough termed a dead calm. In a few seconds a cloud-bank appears on the horizon and one or two cats-paws are seen shooting over the water. A few minutes more and the sky is clouded, the glassy sea is ruffled, the pleasant light sinks into a dull leaden grey, the wind whistles over the ocean, and we are  as far as feeling is concerned  transported into another, but by no means a better, world.

Thus it was with our adventurers. The beautiful night merged into a dirty morning, the calm into a breeze so stiff as to be almost a gale, and when Olaf came out of the cabin, holding tight to the weather-bulwarks to prevent himself from being thrown into the lee-scuppers, his inexperienced heart sank within him at the dreary prospect of the grey sky and the black heaving sea.

But young Olaf came of a hardy seafaring race. He kept his feelings to himself; and staggered toward Karlsefin, who still stood at his post. Olaf thought he had been there all night, but the truth was that he had been relieved by Biarne, had taken a short nap, and returned to the helm.

Karlsefin was now clad in a rough-weather suit. He wore a pair of untanned sealskin boots and a cap of the same material, that bore a strong resemblance in shape and colour to the sou-westers of the present day, and his rough heavy coat, closed up to the chin, was in texture and form not unlike to the pilot-cloth jackets of modern seamen  only it had tags and loops instead of buttons and button-holes. With his legs wide apart, he stood at the tiller, round which there was a single turn of a rope from the weather-bulwarks to steady it and himself. The boy was clad in miniature costume of much the same cut and kind, and proud was he to stagger about the deck with his little legs ridiculously wide apart, in imitation of Thorward and Biarne, both of whom were there, and had, he observed, a tendency to straddle.

Come hither, Olaf; and learn a little seamanship, said Karlsefin, with a good-humoured smile.

Olaf said he would be glad to do that, and made a run towards the tiller, but a heavy plunge of the ship caused him to sheer off in quite a different direction, and another lurch would have sent him head-foremost against the lee-bulwarks had not Biarne, with a laugh, caught him by the nape of the neck and set him against Karlsefins left leg, to which he clung with remarkable tenacity.

Ay, hold on tight to that, boy, said the legs owner, and youll be safe. A few days will put you on your sea-legs, lad, and then you wont want to hold on.

Always hold your head up, Olaf, when you move about aboard ship in rough weather, said Biarne, pausing a minute in his perambulation of the deck to give the advice, and look overboard, or up, or away at the horizon  anywhere except at your feet. You cant see how the ships going to roll, you know, if you keep looking down at the deck.

Olaf acted on this advice at once, and then began to question Karlsefin in regard to many nautical matters which it is not necessary to set down here, while Biarne and Thorward leaned on the bulwarks and looked somewhat anxiously to windward.

Already two reefs of the huge sail had been taken in, and Biarne now suggested that it would be wise to take in another.

Let it be done, said Karlsefin.

Thorward ordered the men to reef; and the head of the ship was brought up to the wind so as to empty the sail while this was being done.

Before it was quite accomplished some of the women had assembled on the poop.

This is not pleasant weather, observed Gudrid, as she stood holding on to her husband.

We must not expect to have it all plain sailing in these seas, replied Karlsefin; but the dark days will make the bright ones seem all the brighter.

Gudrid smiled languidly at this, but made no reply.

Freydissa, who scorned to receive help from man, had vigorously laid hold of the bulwarks and gradually worked her way aft. She appeared to be very much out of sorts  as indeed all the women were. There was a greenish colour about the parts of their cheeks that ought to have been rosy, and a whitey blue or frosted appearance at the points of their noses, which damaged the beauty of the prettiest among them. Freydissa became positively plain  and she knew it, which did not improve her temper. Astrid, though fair and exceedingly pretty by nature, had become alarmingly white; and Thora, who was dark, had become painfully yellow. Poor Bertha, too, had a washed-out appearance, though nothing in the way of lost colour or otherwise could in the least detract from the innocent sweetness of her countenance. She did not absolutely weep, but, being cold, sick, and in a state of utter wretchedness, she had fallen into a condition of chronic whimpering, which exceedingly exasperated Freydissa. Bertha was one of those girls who are regarded by some of their own sex with a species of mild contempt, but who are nevertheless looked upon with much tenderness by men, which perhaps makes up to them for this to some extent. Gudrid was the least affected among them all by that dire malady, which appears to have been as virulent in the tenth as it is in the nineteenth century, and must have come in with the Flood, if not before it.

Why dont you go below, said Freydissa testily, instead of shivering up here?

I get so sick below, answered Bertha, endeavouring to brighten up, that I thought it better to try what fresh air would do for me.

Hm! it doesnt appear to do much for you, retorted Freydissa.

As she spoke a little spray broke over the side of the ship and fell on the deck near them. Karlsefin had great difficulty in preventing this, for a short cross-sea was running, and it was only by dint of extremely good and careful steering that he kept the poop-deck dry. In a few minutes a little more spray flew inboard, and some of it striking Bertha on the head ran down her shoulders. Karlsefin was much grieved at this, but Freydissa laughed heartily.

Instead of making Bertha worse, however, the shock had the effect of doing her a little good, and she laughed in a half-pitiful way as she ran down below to dry herself.

It serves you right, cried Freydissa as she passed; I wish you had got more of it.

Now Karlsefin was a man whose temper was not easily affected, and he seldom or never took offence at anything done or said to himself; but the unkindness of Freydissas speech to poor Bertha nettled him greatly.

Get behind me, Gudrid, he said quickly.

Gudrid obeyed, wondering at the stern order, and Karlsefin gave a push to the tiller with his leg. Next moment a heavy sea struck the side of the ship, burst over the bulwarks, completely overwhelmed Freydissa, and swept the deck fore and aft  wetting every one more or less except Gudrid, who had been almost completely sheltered behind her husband. A sail which had been spread over the waist of the ship prevented much damage being done to the men, and of course all the water that fell on the forecastle and poop ran out at the scupper-holes.

This unexpected shower-bath at once cleared the poop of the women. Fortunately Thora and Astrid had been standing to leeward of Biarne and Thorward, and had received comparatively little of the shower, but Freydissa went below with streaming hair and garments,  as Biarne remarked,  like an elderly mermaid!

You must have been asleep when that happened, said Thorward to Karlsefin in surprise.

He must have been sleeping, then, with his eyes open, said Biarne, with an amused look.

Karlsefin gazed sternly towards the ships head, and appeared to be attending with great care to the helm, but there was a slight twinkle in his eye as he said Well, it was my intention to wash the decks a little, but more spray came inboard than I counted on. Tis as dangerous to play with water, sometimes, as with fire.

There is truth in that, said Biarne, laughing; and I fear that this time water will be found to have kindled fire, for when Freydissa went below she looked like the smoking mountain of Iceland  as if there was something hot inside and about to boil up.

Karlsefin smiled, but made no reply, for the gale was increasing every moment, and the management of the ship soon required the earnest attention of all the seamen on board.

Fortunately it was a short-lived gale. When it had passed away and the sea had returned to something like its former quiescent state, and the sun had burst through and dissipated the grey clouds, our female voyagers returned to the deck and to their wonted condition of health.

Soon after that they came in sight of land.

Now, Biarne, said Karlsefin, after the look-out on the forecastle had shouted Land ho! come, give me your opinion of this new land that we have made.  Do you mind the helm, Thorward, while we go to the ships head.

The two went forward, and on the forecastle they found Olaf; flushed with excitement, and looking as if something had annoyed him.

Ho, Olaf! youre not sorry to see land, are you? said Biarne.

Sorry! no, not I; but Im sorry to be cheated of my due.

How so, boy?

Why, I discovered the land first, and that fellow there, pointing to the man on look-out, shouted before me.

But why did you not shout before him? asked Karlsefin, as he and Biarne surveyed the distant land with keen interest.

Just because he took me unawares, replied the boy indignantly. When I saw it I did not wish to be hasty. It might have turned out to be a cloud, or a fog-bank, and I might have given a false alarm; so I pointed it out to him, and asked what he thought; but instead of answering me he gaped with his ugly mouth and shouted Land ho! I could have kicked him.

Nay, Olaf; that is not well said, observed Karlsefin, very gravely; if you could have kicked him you would have kicked him. Why did you not do it?

Because he is too big for me, answered the boy promptly.

So, then, thy courage is only sufficient to make thee kick those who are small enough, returned Karlsefin, with a frown. Perhaps if you were as big as he you would be afraid to kick him.

That would not I, retorted Olaf.

It is easy for you to say that, boy, when you know that he would not strike you now, and that there is small chance of your meeting again after you have grown up to prove the truth of what you say. It is mere boasting, Olaf; and, mark me, you will never be a brave man if you begin by being a boastful boy. A truly brave and modest man  for modesty and bravery are wont to consort together  never says he will strike until he sees it to be right to do so. Sometimes he does not even go the length of speaking at all, but, in any case, having made up his mind to strike, he strikes at once, without more ado, let the consequences be what they will. But in my opinion it is best not to strike at all. Do you know, Olaf; my boy, some of the bravest men I ever knew have never struck a blow since they came to manhood, excepting, of course, when compelled to do so in battle; and then they struck such blows as made shields and helmets fly, and strewed the plain with their foes.

Did these men never boast when they were boys? asked Olaf; with a troubled air.

Karlsefin relaxed into a smile as he said, Only when they were very little boys, and very foolish; but they soon came to see how contemptible it is to threaten and not perform; so they gave up threatening, and when performance came to be necessary they found that threats were needless. Now, Olaf, I want you to be a bold, brave man, and I must lull you through the foolish boasting period as quickly as possible, therefore I tell you these things. Think on them, my boy.

Olaf was evidently much relieved by the concluding remarks. While Karlsefin was speaking he had felt ashamed of himself; because he was filled with admiration of the magnificent skipper, and wanted to stand well in his opinion. It was therefore no small comfort to find that his boasting had been set down to his foolishness, and that there was good reason to hope he might ultimately grow out of it.

But Olaf had much more of the true metal in him than he himself was aware of. Without saying a word about it, he resolved not to wait for the result of this slow process of growth, but to jump, vault, or fly out of the boastful period of life, by hook or by crook, and that without delay. And he succeeded! Not all at once, of course. He had many a slip; but he persevered, and finally got out of it much sooner than would have been the case if he had not taken any trouble to think about the matter, or to try.

Meanwhile, however, he looked somewhat crestfallen. This being observed by the look-out, that worthy was prompted to say Im sure, Olaf; you are welcome to kick me if that will comfort you, but there is no occasion to do so, because I claim not the honour of first seeing the land  and if I had known the state of your mind I would willingly have let you give the hail.

You may have been first to discover it at this time, Olaf; said Biarne, turning round after he had made up his mind about it, and no doubt you were, since the look-out admits it; nevertheless this is the land that I discovered twenty years ago. But we shall make it out more certainly in an hour or two if this breeze holds.

The breeze did hold, and soon they were close under the land.

Now am I quite certain of it, said Biarne, as he stood on the poop, surrounded by all his friends, who gazed eagerly at the shore, to which they had approached so close that the rocks and bushes were distinctly visible; that is the very same land which I saw before.

What, Vinland? asked Freydissa.

Nay, not Vinland. Are you so eager to get at the grapes that ye think the first land we meet is Vinland?

A truce to your jesting, Biarne; what land is it?

It is the land I saw last when leaving this coast in search of Greenland, so that it seems not unnatural to find it first on coming back to it. Leif; on his voyage, went on shore here. He named it Helloland, which, methinks, was a fitting name, for it is, as you see, a naked land of rocks.

Now, then, said Karlsefin, lower the sail, heave out the anchor, and let two men cast loose the little boat. Some of us will land and see what we shall see; for it must not be said of us, Biarne, as it was unfairly said of you, that we took no interest in these new regions.

The little boat was got ready. The Scottish brothers, Hake and Heika, were appointed to row. Karlsefin, Biarne, Thorward, Gudrid, Freydissa, and Olaf embarked and proceeded to the shore.

This land, on which the party soon stood, was not of an inviting aspect. It was sterile, naked, and very rocky, as Biarne had described it, and not a blade of grass was to be seen. There was a range of high snow-capped mountains in the interior, and all the way from the coast up to these mountains the land was covered with snow. In truth, a more forbidding spot could not easily have been found, even in Greenland.

It seems to me, said Freydissa, that your new land is but a sorry place  worse than that we have left. I wonder at your landing here. It is plain that men see with flushed eyes when they look upon their own discoveries. Cold comfort is all we shall get in this place. I counsel that we return on board immediately.

You are too hasty, sister, said Gudrid.

Oh! of course, always too hasty, retorted Freydissa sharply.

And somewhat too bitter, growled Thorward, with a frown.

Thorward was not an ill-natured man, but his wifes sharp temper tried him a good deal.

Your interrupting me before you heard all I had to say proves you to be too hasty, sister, said Gudrid, with a playful laugh. I was about to add that it seems we have come here rather early in the spring. Who knows but the land may wear a prettier dress when the mantle of winter is gone? Even Greenland looks green and bright in summer.

Not in those places where the snow lies all the summer, objected Olaf.

Thats right, Olaf; said Biarne; stick up for your sweet aunt. She often takes a stick up for you, lad, and deserves your gratitude.  But come, lets scatter and survey the land, for, be it good or bad, we must know what it is, and carry with us some report such as Karlsefin may weave into his rhymes.

This land would be more suitable for your rhymes, Biarne, than for mine, said Karlsefin, as they started off together, because it is most dismal.

After that the whole party scattered. The three leaders ascended the nearest heights in different directions, and Gudrid with Olaf went searching among the rocks and pools to ascertain what sort of creatures were to be found there, while Freydissa sat down and sulked upon a rock. She soon grew tired of sulking, however, and, looking about her, observed the brothers, who had been left in charge of the boat, standing as if engaged in earnest conversation.

She had not before this paid much attention to these brothers, and was somewhat struck with their appearance, for, as we have said before, they were good specimens of men. Hake, the younger of the two, had close-curling auburn hair, and bright blue eyes. His features were not exactly handsome, but the expression of his countenance was so winning that people were irresistibly attracted by it. The elder brother, Heika, was very like him, but not so attractive in his appearance. Both were fully six feet high, and though thin, as has been said, their limbs were beautifully moulded, and they possessed much greater strength than most people gave them credit for. In aspect, thought, and conversation, they were naturally grave, and very earnest; nevertheless, they could be easily roused to mirth.

Going up to them, Freydissa said Ye seem to have earnest talk together.

We have, answered Heika. Our talk is about home.

I am told that your home is in the Scottish land, said Freydissa.

It is, answered Hake, with a kindling eye.

How come you to be so far from home? asked Freydissa.

We were taken prisoners two years ago by vikings from Norway, when visiting our father in a village near the Forth fiord.

How did that happen? Come, tell me the story; but, first, who is your father?

He is an earl of Scotland, said Heika.

Ha! and I suppose ye think a Scottish earl is better than a Norse king?

Heika smiled as he replied, I have never thought of making a comparison between them.

Well  how were you taken?

We were, as I have said, on a visit to our father, who dwelt sometimes in a small village on the shores of the Forth, for the sake of bathing in the sea  for he is sickly. One night, while we slept, a Norse long-ship came to land. Those who should have been watching slumbered. The Norsemen surrounded my fathers house without awaking anyone, and, entering by a window which had not been securely fastened, overpowered Hake and me before we knew where we were. We struggled hard, but what could two unarmed men do among fifty? The noise we made, however, roused the village and prevented the vikings from discovering our fathers room, which was on the upper floor. They had to fight their way back to the ship, and lost many men on the road, but they succeeded in carrying us two on board, bound with cords. They took us over the sea to Norway. There we became slaves to King Olaf Tryggvisson, by whom, as you know, we were sent to Leif Ericsson.

No doubt ye think, said Freydissa, that if you had not been caught sleeping ye would have given the Norsemen some trouble to secure you.

They both laughed at this.

We have had some thoughts of that kind, said Hake brightly, but truly we did give them some trouble even as it was.

I knew it, cried the dame rather sharply; the conceit of you men goes beyond all bounds! Ye always boast of what valiant deeds you would have done if something or other had been in your favour.

We made no boast, replied Heika gravely.

If you did not speak it, ye thought it, I doubt not.  But, tell me, is your land as good a land as Norway?

We love it better, replied Heika.

But is it better? asked Freydissa.

We would rather dwell in it than in Norway, said Hake.

We hope not. But we would prefer to be in our own land, replied the elder brother, sadly, for there is no place like home.

At this point Karlsefin and the rest of the party came back to the shore and put an end to the conversation. Returning on board they drew up the anchor, hoisted sail, and again put out to sea.




Chapter Seven.

Songs and Sagas  Vinland at Last!

In days of old, just as in modern times, tars, when at sea, were wont to assemble on the focsle, or forecastle, and spin yarns  as we have seen  when the weather was fine and their work was done.

One sunny afternoon, on the forecastle of Karlsefins ship  which, by the way, was called The Snake, and had a snakes head and neck for a figure-head  there was assembled a group of seamen, among whom were Tyrker the Turk, one of Thorwards men named Swend, who was very stout and heavy, and one of Karlsefins men called Krake, who was a wild jocular man with a peculiar twang in his speech, the result of having been long a prisoner in Ireland. We mention these men particularly, because it was they who took the chief part in conversations and in story-telling. The two Scots were also there, but they were very quiet, and talked little; nevertheless, they were interested and attentive listeners. Olaf was there also, all eyes and ears,  for Olaf drank in stories, and songs, and jests, as the sea-sand drinks water  so said Tyrker; but Krake immediately contradicted him, saying that when the sea-sand was full of water it drank no more, as was plain from the fact that it did not drink up the sea, whereas Olaf went on drinking and was never satisfied.

Come, sing us a song, Krake, cried Tyrker, giving the former a slap on the shoulder; let us hear how the Danish kings were served by the Irish boys.

Not I, said Krake, firmly. Ive told ye two stories already. Its Hakes turn now to give us a song, or what else he pleases.

But youll sing it after Hake has sung, wont you, Krake? pleaded several of the men.

Ill not say No to that.

Hake, who possessed a soft and deep bass voice of very fine quality, at once acceded to the request for a song. Crossing his arms on his chest, and looking, as if in meditation, towards the eastern horizon, he sang, to one of his national airs, The Land across the Sea.

The deep pathos of Hakes voice, more than the words, melted these hardy Norsemen almost to tears, and for a few minutes effectually put to flight the spirit of fun that had prevailed.

Thats your own composin, Ill be bound, said Krake, an sure its not bad. Its Scotland you mean, no doubt, by the land across the sea. Ah! Ive heard much of that land. The natives are very fond of it, they say. It must be a fine country. Ive heard Irishmen, who have been there, say that if it wasnt for Ireland theyd think it the finest country in the world.

No doubt, answered Hake with a laugh, and I dare say Swend, there, would think it the finest country in the world after Norway.

Ha! Gamle Norge, (Old Norway) said Swend with enthusiasm, there is no country like that under the sun.

Except Greenland, said Olaf, stoutly.

Or Iceland, observed Biarne, who had joined the group. Where can you show such mountains  spouting fire, and smoke, and melted stones,  or such boiling fountains, ten feet thick and a hundred feet high, as we have in Iceland?

Thats true, observed Krake, who was an Icelander.

Oh! exclaimed Tyrker, with a peculiar twist of his ugly countenance, Turkey is the land that beats all others completely.

At this there was a general laugh.

Why, how can that be? cried Swend, who was inclined to take up the question rather hotly. What have you to boast of in Turkey?

Eh! What have we not, is the question. What shall I say? Ha! we have grapes there; and we do make such a drink of them  Oh!

Here Tyrker screwed his face and figure into what was meant for a condition of ecstasy.

Twere well that they had no grapes there, Tyrker, said Biarne, for if all be true that Karlsefin tells us of that drink, they would be better without it.

I wish I had it! remarked Tyrker, pathetically.

Well, it is said that we shall find grapes in Vinland, observed Swend, and as we are told there is everything else there that man can desire, our new country will beat all the others put together,  so hurrah for Vinland!

The cheer was given with right good-will, and then Tyrker reminded Krake of his promise to sing a song. Krake, whose jovial spirits made him always ready for anything, at once struck up to a rattling ditty:  

The Danish Kings.



One night when one o the Irish Kings

Was sleeping in his bed,

Six Danish Kings  so Sigvat sings  

Came an cut off his head.

The Irish boys they heard the noise,

And flocked unto the shore;

They caught the kings, and put out their eyes,

And left them in their gore.



Chorus  Oh! this is the way we served the kings,

An spoiled their pleasure, the dirty things,

When they came to harry and flap their wings

Upon the Irish shore-ore,

Upon the Irish shore.



Next year the Danes took terrible pains

To wipe that stain away;

They came with a fleet, their foes to meet,

Across the stormy say.

Each Irish carl great stones did hurl

In such a mighty rain,

The Danes went down, with a horrible stoun,

An never came up again!



Oh! this is the way, etcetera.

The men were still laughing and applauding Krakes song when Olaf, who chanced to look over the bow of the vessel, started up and shouted Land, ho! in a shrill voice, that rang through the whole ship.

Instantly, the poop and forecastle were crowded, and there, on the starboard bow, they saw a faint blue line of hills far away on the horizon. Olaf got full credit for having discovered the land first on this occasion; and for some time everything else was forgotten in speculations as to what this new land would turn out to be; but the wind, which had been getting lighter every hour that day, died away almost to a calm, so that, as there was no prospect of reaching the land for some hours, the men gradually fell back to their old places and occupation.

Now, then, Krake, said Tyrker, tell us the story about that king you were talking of the other day; which was it? Harald

Ay, King Harald, said Krake, and how he came to get the name of Greyskin. Well, you must know that its not many years ago since my father, Sigurd, was a trader between Iceland and Norway. He went to other places too, sometimes  and once to Ireland, on which occasion it was that I was taken prisoner and kept so long in the country, that I became an Irishman. But after escaping and getting home I managed to change back into an Icelander, as ye may see! Well, in my fathers younger days, before I was born  which was a pity! for he needed help sorely at that time, and I would have been just the man to turn myself handy to any sort of work; however, it wasnt my fault,  in his younger days, my father one summer went over from Iceland to Norway,  his ship loaded till she could hardly float, with skins and peltry, chiefly grey wolves. Its my opinion that the reason she didnt go down was that they had packed her so tight there was no room for the water to get in and sink her. Anyway, over the sea she went and got safe to Norway.

At that time King Harald, one of the sons of Eric, reigned in Norway, after the death of King Hakon the Good. He and my father were great friends, but they had not met for some time; and not since Harald had come to his dignity. My father sailed to Hardanger, intending to dispose of his pelts there if he could. Now, King Harald generally had his seat in Hordaland and Bogaland, and some of his brothers were usually with him; but it chanced that year that they went to Hardanger, so my father and the king met, and had great doings, drinking beer and talking about old times when they were boys together.

My father then went to the place where the greatest number of people were met in the fiord, but nobody would buy any of his skins. He couldnt understand this at all, and was very much annoyed at it, and at night when he was at supper with the king he tells him about it. The king was in a funny humour that night. He had dashed his beard with beer to a great extent, and laughed heartily sometimes without my father being able to see what was the joke. But my father was a knowing man. He knew well enough that people are sometimes given to hearty laughter without troubling themselves much about the joke  especially when they are beery,  so he laughed too, out of friendliness, and was very sociable.

When my father went away the king promised to pay him a visit on board of his ship next day, which he did, sure enough; and my father took care to let it be known that he was coming, so there was no lack of the principal people thereabouts. They had all come down together, by the merest chance, to the place where the ship lay, just to enjoy the fresh air  being fresher there that day than at most other places on the fiord, no doubt!

King Harald came with a fully-manned boat, and a number of followers. He was very condescending and full of fun, as he had been the night before. When he was going away he looked at the skins, and said to my father, Wilt thou give me a present of one of these wolf-skins?

Willingly, says my father, and as many more as you please.

On this, the king wrapped himself up in a wolf-skin and went back to his boat and rowed away. Immediately after, all the boats in his suite came alongside and looked at the wolf-skins with great admiration, and every man bought just such another wolf-skin as the king had got. In a few days so many people came to buy skins, that not half of them could be served with what they wanted, and the upshot was that my fathers vessel was cleared out down to the keel, and thereafter the king went, as you know, by the name of Harald Greyskin.

But here we are, comrades, continued Krake, rising, drawing near to the land,  Ill have a look at it.

The country off which they soon cast anchor was flat and overgrown with wood; and the strand far around consisted of white sand, and was very low towards the sea. Biarne said that it was the country to which Leif had given the name of Markland, because it was well-wooded; they therefore went ashore in the small boat, but finding nothing in particular to attract their interest, they soon returned on board and again put to sea with an onshore wind from the north-east. (Some antiquaries appear to be of opinion that Helloland must have been Newfoundland, and Markland some part of Nova Scotia.)

For two days they continued their voyage with the same wind, and then made land for the third time and found it to be an island. It was blowing hard at the time, and Biarne advised that they should take shelter there and wait for good weather. This they did, and, as before, a few of them landed to explore the country, but there was not much to take note of. Little Olaf, who was one of the explorers, observed dew on the grass, and, remembering that Leif had said that the dew on one of the islands which he met with was sweet, he shook some into the hollow of his hand and tasted it, but looked disappointed.

Are you thirsty, Olaf? asked Karlsefin, who, with Biarne, walked beside him.

No, but I wondered if the dew would be sweet. My father said it was, on one of the islands he came to.

Foolish boy, said Biarne, laughing; Leif did but speak in a figure. He was very hot and tired at the time, and found the dew sweet to his thirsty spirit as well as refreshing to his tongue.

Thus you see, Olaf, observed Karlsefin, with a sly look at Biarne, whenever you chance to observe your father getting angry, and hear him say that his beer is sour, you are not to suppose that it is really sour, but must understand that it is only sour to his cross spirit as well as disagreeable to his tongue.

Olaf received this with a loud laugh, for, though he was puzzled for a moment by Biarnes explanation, he saw through the jest at once.

Well, Biarne, returned Olaf; whether the dew was sweet to my fathers tongue or to his spirit I cannot tell, but I remember that when he told us about the sweet dew, he said it was near to the island where he found it that the country he called Vinland lay. So, if this be the sweet-dew island, Vinland cannot be far off.

The boy is sharp beyond his years, said Karlsefin, stopping abruptly and looking at Biarne; what thinkest thou of that?

I think, replied the other, that Olaf will be a great discoverer some day, for it seems to me not unlikely that he may be right.

Come, we shall soon see, said Karlsefin, turning round and hastening back to the boat.

Biarne either had not seen this particular spot on his former visit to these shores, which is quite probable, or he may have forgotten it, for he did not recognise it as he had done the first land they made; but before they left Ericsfiord, Leif had given them a very minute and careful description of the appearance of the coast of Vinland, especially of that part of it where he had made good his landing and set up his booths, so that the explorers might be in a position to judge correctly when they should approach it. Nevertheless, as every one knows, regions, even when well defined, may wear very different aspects when seen by different people, for the first time, from different points of view. So it was on this occasion. The voyagers had hit the island a short distance further south than the spot where Leif came upon it, and did not recognise it in the least. Indeed they had begun to doubt whether it really was an island at all. But now that Olaf had awakened their suspicions, they hastened eagerly on board the Snake, and sailed round the coast until they came into a sound which lay between the Island and a cape that jutted out northward from the land.

Tis Vinland! cried Biarne in an excited tone.

Dont be too sure of that, said Thorward, as a sudden burst of sunshine lit up land and sea.

I cannot be too sure, cried Biarne, pointing to the land. See, there is the ness that Leif spoke of going out northwards from the land; there is the island; here, between it and the ness, is the sound, and yonder, doubtless, is the mouth of the river which comes out of the lake where the son of Eric built his booths. Ho! Vinland! hurrah! he shouted, enthusiastically waving his cap above his head.

The men were not slow to echo his cheer, and they gave it forth not a whit less heartily.

Tis a noble land to look upon, said Gudrid, who with the other females of the party had been for some time gazing silently and wistfully towards it.

Perchance it may be a great land some day, observed Karlsefin.

Who knows? murmured Thorward in a contemplative tone.

Ay, who knows? echoed Biarne; time and luck can work wonders.

Gods blessing can work wonders, said Karlsefin, impressively; may He grant it to us while we sojourn here!

With that he gave orders to prepare to let go the anchor, but the sound, over which they were gliding slowly before a light wind, was very shallow, and he had scarcely ceased speaking when the ship struck with considerable violence, and remained fast upon the sand.




Chapter Eight.

A Chapter of Incidents and Exploration, in which a Bear and a Whale Play Prominent Parts.

Although arrested thus suddenly and unexpectedly in their progress toward the shore, these resolute Norsemen were not to be balked in their intention of reaching the land that forenoon  for it was morning when the vessel stuck fast on the shallows.

The tide was ebbing at the time, so that Karlsefin knew it would be impossible to get the ship off again until the next flood-tide. He therefore waited till the water was low enough, and then waded to the land accompanied by a large band of men. We need scarcely say that they were well-armed. In those days men never went abroad either by land or sea without their armour, which consisted of swords, axes, spears and bows for offence, with helmets and shields for defence. Some of the men of wealth and position also wore defensive armour on their breasts, thighs, and shins, but most of the fighting men were content to trust to the partial protection afforded by tunics of thick skin.

They were not long of reaching the mouth of the river which Biarne had pointed out, and, after proceeding up its banks for a short distance, were convinced that this must be the very spot they were in search of.

Now, Biarne, said Karlsefin, stopping and sitting down on a large stone, I have no doubt that this is Leifs river, for it is broad and deep as he told us, therefore we will take our ship up here. Nevertheless, before doing so, it would be a satisfaction to make positively certain that we are in the right way, and this we may do by sending one or two of our men up into the land, who, by following the river, will come to the lake where Leif built his booths, and so bring us back the news of them. Meanwhile we can explore the country here till they return.

Biarne and Thorward thought this advice good, and both offered to lead the party to be sent there.

For, said Thorward, they may meet with natives, and if the natives here bear any resemblance to the Skraelingers, methinks they wont receive us with much civility.

I have thought of that, returned Karlsefin with a smile, but I like not your proposal. What good would it do that either you or Biarne should lead so small a party if ye were assaulted by a hundred or more savages, as might well be the case?

Why, we could at all events retreat fighting, retorted Thorward in a slightly offended tone.

With fifty, perhaps, in front, to keep you in play, and fifty detached to tickle you in rear.

Thorward laughed at this, and so did Biarne. Well, if the worst came to the worst, said the latter, we could at any rate sell our lives dearly.

And, pray, what good would that do to us? demanded Karlsefin.

Well, well, have it your own way, skipper, said Biarne; it seems to me, nevertheless, that if we were to advance with the whole of the men we have brought on shore with us, we should be in the same predicament, for twenty men could not easily save themselves from a hundred  or, as it might be, a thousand  if surrounded in the way you speak of.

Besides that, added Thorward, it seems to me a mean thing to send out only one or two of our men without a leader to cope with such possible dangers, unless indeed they were possessed of more than mortal powers.

Why, what has become of your memories, my friends? exclaimed Karlsefin. Are there none of our men possessed of powers that are, at all events, more than those of ordinary mortals?

O-ho! Hake and Heika! I forgot them, cried Biarne; the very men for the work, to be sure!

No doubt of it, said Karlsefin. If they meet with natives who are friendly, well and good; if they meet with no natives at all,  better. If they meet with unfriendly natives, they can show them their heels; and I warrant you that, unless the natives here be different from most other men, the best pair of savage legs in Vinland will fail to overtake the Scottish brothers.

Thorward agreed that this was a good plan, but cautioned Karlsefin to give the brothers strict injunctions to fly, and not upon any account to fight; for, said he, these doughty Scots are fiery and fierce when roused, and from what I have seen of them will, I think, be much more disposed to use their legs in running after their foes than in running away from them.

This having been settled, the brothers were called, and instructed to proceed into the woods and up the bank of the river as quickly as possible, until they should come to a lake on the margin of which they would probably see a few small huts. On discovering these they were to turn immediately and hasten back. They were also particularly cautioned as to their behaviour in the event of meeting with natives, and strictly forbidden to fight, if these should be evil disposed, but to run back at full speed to warn their friends, so that they might be prepared for any emergency.

Nevertheless, said Karlsefin, in conclusion, ye may carry weapons with you if ye will.

Thanks, replied Heika. As, however, you appear to doubt our powers of self-restraint, we will relieve your mind by going without them.

Thus instructed and warned, the brothers tightened their belts, and, leaping nimbly into the neighbouring brake, disappeared from view.

A pair of proper men, said Karlsefin. And now, comrades, we will explore the neighbourhood together, for it is advisable to ascertain all we can of the nature of our new country, and that as quickly as may be. It is needful, also, to do so without scattering, lest we be set upon unexpectedly by any lurking foe. This land is not easily surveyed like Iceland or Greenland, being, as you see, covered with shrubs and trees, which somewhat curtail our vision, and render caution the more necessary.

While the Norsemen were engaged in examining the woods near the coast, the two Scots held on their way into the interior. There was something absolutely exhilarating, as Krake once remarked, in the mere beholding of these brothers movements. They had been famed for agility and endurance even in their own country. They did not run, but trotted lightly, and appeared to be going at a moderate pace, when in reality it would have compelled an ordinary runner to do his best to keep up with them. Yet they did not pant or show any other symptom of distress. On the contrary, they conversed occasionally in quiet tones, as men do when walking. They ran abreast as often as the nature of the ground would allow them to do so, taking their leaps together when they came to small obstructions, such as fallen trees or brooks of a few feet wide; but when they came to creeks of considerable width, the one usually paused to see the other spring over, and then followed him.

Just after having taken a leap of this kind, and while they were running silently side by side along the margin of the river, they heard a crash among the bushes, and next instant a fine deer sprang into an open space in front of them. The brothers bent forward, and, flying like the wind, or like arrows from a bow, followed for a hundred yards or so  then stopped abruptly and burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

Ah! Heika, exclaimed the younger, that fellow would be more than a match for us if we could double our speed. We have no chance with four-legged runners.

While he was speaking they resumed the jog-trot pace, and soon afterwards came to a rocky ridge, that seemed to traverse the country for some distance. Here they were compelled to walk, and in some places even to clamber, the ground being very rugged.

Here also they came to a small branch or fork of the river that appeared to find its way to the sea through another channel. It was deep, and although narrow in comparison with the parent stream, was much too broad to be leaped over. The pioneers were therefore obliged to swim. Being almost as much at home in the water as otters, they plunged in, clothes and all, without halting, and in a few seconds had gained the other side.

When they reached the top of the ridge they stopped and gazed in silent admiration, for there lay stretched out before them a vast woodland scene of most exquisite beauty. Just at their feet was the lake of which they were in search; some parts of it bright as the blue sky which its unruffled breast reflected; other parts dark almost to blackness with the images of rocks and trees. Everywhere around lay a primeval wilderness of wood and water which it is beyond the power of mortal pen adequately to describe; and while all was suffused with the golden light of an early summer sun, and steeped in the repose of an absolutely calm day, the soft and plaintive cries of innumerable wild-fowl enlivened, without disturbing, the profound tranquillity of the scene.

Does it not remind you of our own dear land? said Heika in a low soft voice.

Ay, like the lowlands on the shores of the Forth fiord, replied Hake, in the same low tone, as if he feared to break the pleasing stillness; and there, surely, are the booths we were to search for  see, in the hollow, at the head of yonder bay, with the gravelly beach and the birch-trees hanging from the rocks as if they wished to view themselves in the watery mirror.

True  there are three of them visible. Let us descend and examine.

Hist! Some one appears to have got there before us, said Hake, laying his hand on his brothers shoulder and pointing in the direction of the huts.

It is not a human visitor, methinks, observed Heika.

More like a bear, returned Hake.

In order to set the question at rest the brothers hastened round by the woods to a spot immediately behind the huts. There was a hill there so steep as to be almost a precipice. It overlooked the shores of the lake immediately below where the huts were, and when the pioneers came to the crest of it and peeped cautiously over, they beheld a large brown bear not far from the hut that stood nearest to the hill, busily engaged in devouring something.

Now it is a pity, whispered Heika, that we brought no arms with us. Truly, little cause have we men to be proud of our strength, for yonder beast could match fifty of us if we had nothing to depend on save our fists and feet and fingers.

Why not include the teeth in your list, brother? asked Hake, with a quiet laugh; but it is a pity, as you say. What shall

He stopped abruptly, for a large boulder, or mass of rock, against which he leaned, gave way under him, made a sudden lurch forward and then stuck fast.

Ha! a dangerous support, said Hake, starting back; but, hist! suppose we shove it down on the bear?

A good thought, replied Heika, if we can move the mass, which seems doubtful; but let us try. Something may be gained by trying  nothing lost.

The boulder, which had been so balanced on the edge of the steep hill that a gentle pressure moved it, was a mass of rock weighing several tons, the moving of which would have been a hopeless task for twenty men to attempt, but it stood balanced on the extreme edge of the turn of the hill, and the little slip it had just made rendered its position still more critical; so that, when the young men lay down with their backs against a rock, placed their feet upon it and pushed with all their might, it slowly yielded, toppled over, and rolled with a tremendous surge through a copse which lay immediately below it.

The brothers leaped up and gazed in breathless eagerness to observe the result. The bear, hearing the crash, looked up with as much surprise as the visage of that stupid creature is capable of expressing. The thing was so suddenly done that the bear seemed to have no time to form an opinion or get alarmed, for it stood perfectly still, while the boulder, bounding from the copse, went crashing down the hill, cutting a clear path wherever it touched, attaining terrific velocity, and drawing an immense amount of débris after it. The direction it took happened to be not quite straight for the animal, whose snout it passed within six or eight feet  causing him to shrink back and growl  as it rushed smoking onward over the level bit of sward beneath, through the mass of willows beyond, across the gravelly strand and out to the lake, into which it plunged and disappeared amid a magnificent spout of foam. But the avalanche of earth and stones which its mad descent had created did not let Bruin off so easily. One after another these latter, small and large, went pattering and dashing against him,  some on his flank, some on his ribs, and others on his head. He growled of course, yet stood the fire nobly for a few seconds, but when, at last, a large boulder hit him fairly on the nose, he gave vent to a squeal which terminated in a passionate roar as he turned about and made for the open shore, along which for some distance he ran with the agility of a monstrous wild-cat, and finally leaped out of sight into his forest home!

The brothers looked at each other with sparkling eyes, and next moment the woods resounded with their merriment, as they held their sides and leaned for support against a neighbouring cliff.

Heika was first to recover himself.

Hold, brother, he exclaimed, we laugh loud enough to let Bruin know who it was that injured him, or to bring all the savages in these woods down upon us. Peace, man, peace, and let us return to our friends.

As soon as ye please, brother, said Hake, still laughing as he tightened his belt, but was it not rare fun to see Bruin stand that stony rain so manfully until his tender point was touched? And then how he ran! Twas worth coming here to see a bear leave off his rolling gait so and run like a very wild-cat.  Now Im ready.

Without staying to make further examination of Leifs old huts  for from the place where they stood all the six of them could be clearly seen  the young pioneers started on their return to the coast. They ran back with much greater speed than they had pushed forward  fearing that their companions might be getting impatient or alarmed about them. They did not even converse, but with heads up, chests forward, and elbows bent, addressed themselves to a quick steady run, which soon brought them to the branch of the river previously mentioned. Here they stopped for a moment before plunging in.

Suppose that we run down its bank, suggested Hake, and see whether there be not a shallow crossing.

Surely ye have not grown afraid of water, Hake?

No, not I, but I should like to see whither this branch trends, and what it is like; besides, the divergence will not cost us much time, as we can cross at any point we have a mind to, and come at the main river again through the woods.

Well, I will not balk you  come on.

They accordingly descended the smaller streams and found it to be broken by various little cascades and rapids, with here and there a longish reach of pebbly ground where the stream widened into a shallow rippling river with one or two small islands in it. At one of these places they crossed where it was only knee-deep in the centre, and finally stopped at the end of a reach, where a sudden narrowing of the banks produced a brawling rapid. Below this there was a deep pool caused by a great eddy.

Now, we go no further, said Heika. Here we shall cross through the woods to the main branch.

Tis a pretty stream, observed Hake when they were about to leave it.

As he spoke a large salmon leaped high out of the pool below, flashed for one moment in the sunshine like a bar of living silver, and fell back into the water with a sounding splash. Hake caught his breath and opened wide his eyes!

Truly that is a good sight to the eyes of a Scotsman, said Heika, gazing with interest at the place where the fish had disappeared; it reminds me of my native land.

Ay, and me of my dinner, observed Hake, smacking his lips.

Out upon thee, man! cried Heika, how can ye couple our native land with such a matter-o-fact thought as dinner?

Why, it would be hard to uncouple the thought of dinner from our native land, returned Hake, with a laugh, as they entered the forest; for every man  not to mention woman  within its circling coast-line is a diner, and so by hook or crook must daily have his dinner.  But say, brother, is it not matter of satisfaction, as well as matter of fact, that the waters of this Vinland shall provide us with abundance of food not less surely than the land? If things go on as they have begun I shall be well content to stay here.

Ye do not deserve the name of Scot, Hake, said the other gravely. My heart is in Scotland; it is not here.

True, I know it, replied Hake, with a touch of feeling; in a double sense, too, for your betrothed is there. Nevertheless, as I did not leave my heart behind me; surely there is no sin in taking some pleasure in this new land. But heed not my idle talk, brother. You and I shall yet live to see the bonny hills of  . Ha! here we are on the big stream once more, sooner than I had expected, and, if I mistake not, within hail of our comrades.

Hake was right. The moment they emerged from the woods upon the open bank of the large river they saw a party of men in the distance approaching them, and, an instant later, a loud halloo assured them that these were their friends.

When the pioneers had related all that they had seen and done, the whole party returned to the shore and hailed the ship, for, the tide having risen, they could not now reach it by wading. A boat was immediately sent for them, and great was the interest manifested by all on board to learn the news of Vinland. They had time to give an account of all that had been done and seen, because it still wanted an hour of flood-tide, and the ship still lay immoveable.

While they were thus engaged, Gudrid happened to cast her eyes over the stern of the ship, and thought she saw an object moving in the water.

What is that I see? she said, pointing towards it.

The great sea-serpent! exclaimed Biarne, shading his eyes with his hand.

Or his ghost, remarked Krake.

From which observations, coupled together, it would appear that the famous monster referred to was known by repute to the Norsemen of the eleventh century, though he was to some extent regarded as a myth!

Be this as it may, the object which now attracted the attention and raised the eyebrows of all on board the Snake evidently possessed life, for it was very active  wildly so  besides being large. It darted hither and thither, apparently without aim, sending the water in curling foam before it. Suddenly it made straight for the ship, then it turned at a tangent and made for the island; anon it wheeled round, and rushed, like a mad creature, to the shore.

Then arose a deafening shout from the men  

A whale! an embayed whale!

And so in fact it was; a large whale, which, as whales will sometimes do  blind ones, perhaps  had lost its way, got entangled among the sandbanks lying between the island and the shore, and was now making frantic efforts to escape.

Need we say that a scene of the wildest excitement ensued among the men! The two boats  one of which was, as we have said, a large one  were got ready, barbed spears and lances and ropes were thrown into them, as many men as they could hold with safety jumped in, and pulled away, might and main, after the terrified whale.

You may be sure, reader, that little Olaf was there, fast by the side of his friend and hero Karlsefin, who took charge of the large boat, with Thorward in the bow to direct him how to steer. Biarne was there too as a matter of course, in charge of the little boat, with Krake as his bowman and Tyrker pulling the stroke-oar. For Tyrker was strong, though little, ugly, and old, and had a peculiar talent for getting involved in any fighting, fun, or mischief that chanced to be in hand. Men said that he was afraid of dying in his bed, and had made up his mind to rush continually into the jaws of danger until they should close upon and crush him; but we are of opinion that this was a calumny. Those of the men who were necessarily left in the ship could scarce be prevented from swimming after the boats as they shot away, and nothing but the certainty of being drowned restrained them from making the mad attempt. As it was, they clambered upon the figure-head and up the rigging, where, with gaping mouths and staring eyes, they watched the movements of their more fortunate companions.

Meanwhile the whale had made what appeared to be a grand and final neck-or-nothing rush in the direction of the shore. Of course he was high, although not dry, in a few seconds. That is to say, he got into water so shallow that he stuck fast, with his great head and shoulders raised considerably out of the sea, in which position he began to roll, heave, spout, and lash his mighty tail with a degree of violence that almost approached sublimity.

He was in these circumstances when the Norsemen came up; for though too shallow for the whale, the water was quite deep enough for the boats.

Being light, the small boat reached the scene of action first. Krake stood up in the bow to be ready. He held in his hand a curious wooden spear with a loose barb tipped with the tusk of a walrus. It had been procured from one of the Greenland Skraelingers. A rope was attached to it.

As they drew near, the whale stopped for an instant, probably to recover breath. Krake raised his spear  the fish raised his tail. Whizz! went the spear. Down came the tail with a thunderclap, and next moment mud, sand, water, stones, foam, and blood, were flying in cataracts everywhere as the monster renewed its struggles.

Back! back oars! shouted Biarne, as they were almost swamped by the flood.

The men obeyed with such good-will that Krake was thrown head-foremost over the bow.

Hold fast! yelled Krake on coming to the surface.

If ye had held fast ye wouldnt have been there, said Biarne; where are ye?

He rose again out of the foam, yelled, and tossed up his arms.

Can the man not swim? cried Biarne, in alarm; pull, boys, pull!

The men were already pulling with such force that they almost went over the man. As they rubbed past him Hake dropped his oar and caught him by the hair, Biarne leaned over the side and got him by the breeches, and with a vigorous heave they had him inboard.

Why, Krake, I thought you could swim! said Biarne.

Ay, so I can, but who could swim with a coil of rope round his neck and legs?

The poor man had indeed been entangled in the rope of the spear, so that he could not use his limbs freely.

No more was said, however, for they were still in dangerous proximity to the tail of the struggling fish, and had to pull out of its way.

Meanwhile the large boat, profiting by the experience of the small one, had kept more towards the whales head, and, before Krake had been rescued, Thorward sent a Skraelinger spear deep into its shoulder. But this only acted as a spur to the huge creature, and made it heave about with such violence that it managed to slew right round with its head offshore.

At this the men could not restrain a shout of alarm, for they knew that if the whale were to succeed in struggling again into water where it could swim, it would carry away spears and ropes; or, in the event of these holding on, would infallibly capsize and sink the boats.

Come, drive in your spears! shouted Karlsefin in a voice of thunder, for his usually quiet spirit was now deeply stirred.

Thorward and one of the men threw their spears, but the latter missed and the former struck his weapon into a part that was too thick to do much injury, though it was delivered with great force and went deep.

This will never do! cried Karlsefin, leaping up; here, Swend, take the helm. Ho! hand me that spear, quick! Now, lads, pull, pull, with heart and limb!

As he spoke he sprang like a roused giant into the bow of the boat and caught up a spear. The men obeyed his orders. The boat rushed against the whales side, and, with its impetus added to his own Herculean strength, Karlsefin thrust the spear deep down into the monsters body just behind the shoulder fin.

The crimson stream that immediately gushed forth besprinkled all in the boat and dyed the sea around.

That is his life-blood, said Karlsefin, with a grim smile; you may back off now, lads.

This was done at once. The small boat was also ordered to back off, and those in it obeyed not a moment too soon, for immediately after receiving the deadly wound the whale went into a violent dying struggle. It soon subsided. There were one or two mighty heavings of the shoulder; then a shudder ran through the huge carcase, and it rolled slowly over in a relaxed manner which told significantly that the great mysterious life had fled.




Chapter Nine.

The First Night in Vinland.

The prize which had thus fallen into the hands of the Norsemen was of great importance, because it furnished a large supply of food, which thus enabled them to go leisurely to work in establishing themselves, instead of, as would otherwise have been the case, spending much of their time and energy in procuring that necessity of life by hunting and fishing.

It was also exceedingly fortunate that the whale had been killed a little before the time of high water, because that enabled them to fasten ropes through its nose and row with it still farther in to the shore. This accomplished, the boats made several trips back to the ship and landed all the men, and these, with a number of ropes, hauled up the carcase foot by foot as the tide rose. After reaching a certain point at high water they could get it up no farther, and when the tide turned all the men twice doubled could not have budged it an inch. The ropes were therefore tied together and lengthened until they reached a strong tree near the beach, to which they were fastened.

Leaving their prize thus secured they hastened back to the ship, hauled up the anchor, and made for the mouth of the river, but they had lost so much of the flood-tide, in consequence of their battle with the whale, and the evening was so far advanced, that they resolved to delay further proceedings until the following day.

The ship was therefore hauled close in to the land at the rivers mouth and allowed to take the ground on a spit of sand. Here the men landed and soon built up a pile of stones, between which and the ship a gangway was made. The women were thus enabled to walk comfortably ashore. And here, on a grassy spot, they pitched their tents for the first time in Vinland.

Provisions were now brought on shore and large fires were kindled which blazed up and glared magnificently as the night drew on, rendering the spit of sand with the grassy knoll in the centre of it quite a cheerful and ruddy spot. A few trees were cut down and stretched across the spit at its neck on the land side, and there several sentinels were placed as a precaution  for which there seemed little occasion.

Karlsefin then set up a pole with a flag on it and took formal possession of this new land, after which the whole colony sat down on the grass  some under the tents, others under the starry sky  to supper. The cattle, it may here be noted, were not landed at this place, as they were to be taken up the river next day, but their spirits were refreshed with a good supply of new-mown grass, so that it is to be hoped, and presumed, they rejoiced not less than their human companions in the satisfactory state of things.

In the largest tent, Karlsefin, Biarne, Thorward, Gudrid, Freydissa, Astrid, and Olaf, sat down to a sumptuous repast of dried Greenland-fish and fresh Vinland-whale, besides which they had soup and beer. Being healthy and hungry, they did full justice to the good things. Bertha and Thora served and then joined in the repast.

This is pleasant, isnt it, Freydissa? asked Biarne, with his mouth full.

Freydissa, with her mouth not quite so full, admitted that it was, for she happened to be in an amiable humour  as well she might!

Come, let us pledge the new land in a can of beer, cried Biarne, pouring the beverage out of an earthenware jar into a squat old Norse flagon of embossed silver. Thorward, fill up!

I will join you heartily in that, cried Thorward, suiting the action to the word.

And I, said Karlsefin, raising an empty flagon to his lips, will pledge it in a wish. I wish  prosperity to Vinland!

Come, Karlsefin, remonstrated Biarne, forego austerity for once, and drink.

Not I, returned the skipper, with a laugh.

Wherefore not?

First, because a wish is quite as potent as a drink in that respect; second, because our beer is nearly finished, and we have not yet the means to concoct more, so that it were ill-advised to rob you, Biarne, by helping to consume that which I do not like; and, last of all, I think it a happy occasion this in which to forswear beer altogether!

Have thy way, said Biarne, helping himself to another whale-steak of large dimensions. You are too good a fellow to quarrel with on such trifling ground. Here, pass the jar, Thorward; I will drink his portion as well as my own.

And I will join you both, cried little Olaf with a comical turn of his eyebrows. Here, I wish prosperity to Vinland, and drink it, too, in water.

We can all join thee in that, Olaf, said Gudrid I with an approving nod and laugh. Come, girls, fill up your cups and pledge to Vinland.

Stop! shouted Biarne in sudden anxiety.

They all paused with the cups half-way to their lips.

You must not drink, Freydissa, he continued seriously. Gudrid did call upon the girls to join her: surely ye dont

He was cut short by Freydissa throwing her cup of water in his face.

With a burst of laughter Biarne fell backwards, and, partly to avoid the deluge, partly for fun, rolled out of the tent, when he got up and dried his dripping beard.

No more of that, fair girl, I beseech thee, he said, resuming his place and occupation. I will not again offend  if thou wilt not again misunderstand!

Freydissa made no reply to this, silence being her usual method of showing that she condescended to be in good humour  and they were all very merry over their evening meal. From the noise and laughter and songs around them, it was evident that the rest of the company were enjoying their first night on shore to the full, insomuch that Olaf was led, in the height of his glee, to express a wish that they could live in that free-and-easy fashion for ever.

Tis of no use wishing it, observed Karlsefin; if you would insure success you must, according to Biarne, drink it in beer.

I cry you mercy, skipper, said Biarne; if you persecute me thus I shall not be able to drink any more to-night. Hand me the jar, Thorward, and let me drink again before I come to that pass.

Hark! exclaimed Gudrid, there must be something going to happen, for all the men have become suddenly quiet.

They listened intently for a moment or two, when Krakes voice broke the deep silence: Come, now, dont think so long about it, as if ye were composing something new. Every one knows, sure, that its about sweet Scotland youre going to sing.

Right, Krake, right, replied a rich deep voice, which it required no sight to tell belonged to Hake, the young Scot; but there are many songs about sweet Scotland, and I am uncertain which to choose.

Let it be lively, said Krake.

No, no, no, chorussed some of the men; let it be slow and sad.

Well well, laughed the half-Irishman  as he was fond of styling himself have it your own way. If ye wont be glad, by all means be sad.

A moment after, Hakes manly tones rose on the still air like the sound of an organ, while he sang one of the ancient airs of his native land, wherein, like the same airs of modern days, were sounded the praises of Scotlands heather hills and brawling burns  her bonny daughters and her stalwart sons.

To those in the large tent who had listened, with breathless attention and heads half averted, it was evident that song, sentiments, and singer were highly appreciated, from the burst of hearty applause at the conclusion, and the eager demand for another ditty. But Hake protested that his ruling motto was fair play, and that the songs must circle round.

So let it be, cried Swend. Krake, it is your turn next.

I wont keep ye waiting, said that worthy, though I might do it, too, if I was to put off time selecting from the songs of old Ireland, for its endless they are  and in great variety. Sure, I could give ye songs about hills and streams that are superior to Scotlands burns and braes any day  almost up to those of Gamle Norge if they were a bit higher  the hills I mean, not the songs, which are too high already for a man with a low voice  and I could sing ye a lament that would make ye shed tears enough to wash us all off the spit of land here into the sea; but thats not in my way. Im fond of a lively ditty, so here you are.

With that Krake struck up an air in which it was roundly asserted that Ireland was the finest country in the world (except Iceland, as he stopped in his song to remark); that Irish boys and girls lived in a state of perpetual hilarity and good-will, and that the boys displayed this amiable and pleasant condition chiefly in the way of kissing the girls and cracking each others crowns.

After that, Swend was called on to sing, which he did of Norway with tremendous enthusiasm and noise but little melody. Then another man sang a love-ditty in a very gruff voice and much out of tune, which, nevertheless, to the mans evident satisfaction, was laughingly applauded. After him a sentimental youth sang, in a sweet tenor voice, an Icelandic air, and then Tyrker was called on to do his part, but flatly refused to sing. He offered to tell a saga instead, however, which he did in such a manner that he made the sides of the Norsemen ache with laughter  though, to say truth, they laughed more at the teller than the tale.

Thus with song and saga they passed the first hours of the night, while the camp-fires blazed ruddily on their weather-beaten faces, and the heavenly constellations shone, not only on the surrounding landscape, but appeared to light up another world of cloudland beneath the surface of the sleeping sea.

At last Karlsefin went out to them.

Now, lads, said he, it is high time that you laid your heads on your pillows. Men who do not sleep well cannot labour well. To-morrow we have hard work before us in taking possession and settling our new home. God has prospered us thus far. We have made a good beginning in Vinland. May it be the foretaste of a happy ending. Away, then, and get you to rest before the night is older, and let your sleep be sound, for I will see to it that the sentinels posted round the camp are vigilant.

The men received this brief speech with a murmur of willing acquiescence, and at once obeyed the order; though Krake observed that he fell in with the custom merely out of respect to the opinions of his comrades, having himself long ago learned to do without sleep in Ireland, where the lads were in the habit of working  or fighting  all day, dancing all night, and going home with the girls in the morning! Each Norseman then sought a spot upon the grassy knoll suited to his taste; used his arm, or a hillock, or stone, for a pillow, or anything else that came conveniently to hand, and with his sword or axe beside him, and his shield above him as a coverlet, courted repose, while the bright stars twinkled him to sleep, and the rippling wavelets on the shore discoursed his lullaby.




Chapter Ten.

Taking Possession of the New Home, an Event which is Celebrated by an Explosion and a Reconciliation.

Every one knows  at least a well-known proverb assures us  that early to bed and early to rise conduces to health, wealth, and wisdom. The Norsemen of old would appear to have been acquainted with the proverb and the cheering prospect it holds out; perhaps they originated it; at all events, that they acted on it, and probably experienced the happy results, is evident from the fact that Karlsefin and his men not only went to bed in good time at night  as related in the last chapter  but were up and doing by daybreak on the following morning.

Having roused the women, relieved the sentinels, struck the tents, and carried everything safely on board the Snake, they manned the oars, or large sweeps, with the stoutest of the crew, and prepared to row their vessel up the river into the lake on the shores of which they designed to fix their future home. Previous to this, however, a party of men were told off to remain behind and cut up the whale, slice the lean portions into thin layers, and dry them in the sun for winter use.

See that you make a good job of it, said Karlsefin to Swend, who was left behind as the leader of the whale-party  because he was fat, as Krake said, and, therefore, admirably suited for such work and be careful not to let sand get amongst the meat. Cut out the whalebone too, it will be of use to us; and dont forget that there may be enemies lurking in the woods near you. Keep your windward eye uncovered, and have your weapons always handy.

Swend promised to attend to these orders, and, with twenty men, armed with axes, scythes, and large knives, besides their swords, shields, bows and arrows, stood on the ness and cheered their comrades as they rowed away.

The force of the current was not great, so that the Snake made rapid progress, and in a few hours reached the place where the small stream forked off from the main river. This they named Little River. Above that point the current was more rapid, and it became necessary to send a large party of men on shore with a tracking-rope, by means of which and the oars they at last overcame all obstacles, and finally swept out upon the bosom of the beautiful sheet of water which had afforded such delight to the eyes of the two Scots.

Here, then, we have got home at last, said Karlsefin, as they rowed over the still water to a spit, or natural landing-place, near Leifs old booths.

It is very beautiful, said Gudrid, but I find it difficult to call it home. It seems so strange, though so pleasant.

You were always difficult to please, Gudrid, said Freydissa; surely you dont think Greenland  cold, windy, bleak, nasty Greenland  a better home than this?

Nay, sister, I made no comparison. I did but say that it seemed strange, and Im sure that Bertha agrees with me in that  dont you, Bertha?

Indeed I do, replied the maiden; strange the land is, but beautiful exceedingly.

Of course shell agree with what you say, cried Freydissa, testily. I would that she agreed as readily with me. It is a wonder that she is not weeping, as she is always so ready to do on the smallest provocation, or without any provocation at all.

I only wept on leaving my father, remonstrated Bertha with a winning smile. Im sure you have not seen me shed a tear since then. Besides, I do agree with you in this case, for I think Vinland will be a pleasant home. Dont you too? she added, turning round to Thora, who had been standing at her side, but Thora had moved away, and her place had been taken by Hake, the Scot.

Bertha blushed on meeting the youths gaze, and the blush deepened when Hake said in a quiet undertone, that Vinland could not but be a pleasant home to him, and added that Greenland, Iceland, Norway,  anywhere,  would be equally pleasant, if only she were there!

Poor Bertha was so taken aback by the cool and sudden boldness of this unexpected reply, that she looked hastily round in alarm lest it had been overheard; but Hake, not intending that it should be overheard, had addressed it to her ear, and fortunately at the moment the grating of the keel upon the pebbly shore drew the attention of all to the land.

Now, then, jump ashore, lads, cried Biarne, and get out the gangway. Make it broad, for our cattle must not be allowed to risk their limbs by tumbling off.

While Biarne superintended the gangway, Thorward prepared the live stock for their agreeable change, and Karlsefin went up to examine the state of the huts. They were found to be in excellent condition, having been well built originally, and the doors and windows having been secured against the weather by those who had used them last.

No natives can have been here, observed the leader of the party to those who accompanied him, because every fastening is secured, apparently, as it was left.

Nevertheless, Sigrid and I have seen footprints in the sand, remarked the woman Gunhild, coming up at that moment.

Show them to me, said Karlsefin, with much interest.

Yonder they are, replied the woman, pointing towards a sandy spot on her left, and he who made them must have been a giant, they are so large.

Truly, a dangerous giant to meet with, observed Karlsefin, laughing, when he reached the place, these are none other, Gunhild, than the footprints of the bear that the two Scots sent away with the toothache. But come, we will open these huts and have them put in order and made comfortable against supper-time. So, get to work all of you and see how active you can be.

While some of the party were busily engaged in sweeping out and arranging the huts, others shouldered their axes and went into the woods to cut down a few dead trees for firewood, and when the gangway between the ship and the shore was completed the live stock was driven on shore.

There was something quite impressive in this part of the landing. There was a deliberate slowness in the movements of most of the animals that gave to it quite the air of a solemn procession, and must have been a good illustration, on a small scale, of the issuing of the beasts from Noahs Ark on the top of Ararat!

The first creature which, appropriately enough, led the van, was a lordly black bull. Little Olaf, whose tastes were somewhat peculiar, had made a pet of this bull during the voyage, and by feeding it, scratching it behind the ears, patting its nose, giving it water, and talking to it, had almost, if not altogether, won its affections. He was therefore permitted to superintend the landing of it.

Come, get on, Blackie, cried Olaf, giving the bull a push on the flank as it stood on the gangway with its head high, tail slightly raised, nostrils expanded, and eyes flashing. It glanced from side to side as if to take a general survey of its new domains.

Olaf advised it to get on again, but Blackie deigned to take no further notice than by a deep-toned internal rumbling.

Not unlike Mount Hecla when it is going to explode, said Biarne, laughing.

Come back, boy, he will do you a mischief, cried Gudrid in some alarm.

Why, Olaf, said Karlsefin, your pet is going to be disobedient. Speak louder to him.

Instead of speaking louder Olaf quietly grasped the brutes tail and gave it a twist.

The effect was wonderful and instantaneous. The huge animal rushed wildly along the gangway, leaped across the beach, making the pebbles fly as he went, scampered over the green turf and plunged into the forest, kicking up his heels, flourishing his tail and bellowing in frantic delight!

Most of the cows went slowly and placidly along the gangway, and landed with easy-going satisfaction expressed in their patient faces, to the supreme contempt of Freydissa, who said she wished that they had all been bulls. There was one young heifer amongst them, however, which proved an exception to the rule. It glared savagely round, as if in imitation of the bull, refused point-blank to land, swerved from side to side of the gangway, backed right into the ship at the risk of its neck and limbs, attempted to charge the men, created dire confusion and alarm among the poultry, and finally fell off the gangway into the water, and scrambled on shore in a way that must have thrilled Freydissas heart with admiration  although she did not say so, but maintained a grim silence all the time.

Next came the sheep, which, owing perhaps to sea-sickness, or home-sickness, or some other cause, looked remarkably sheepish, and walked on shore with as much solemnity as if each had been attending the funeral of the rest. There were about twenty of these, and after them came a dozen or so of Icelandic ponies, which, although somewhat more active than the sheep, were evidently suffering in their spirits from the effects of the recent voyage. One of them, however, on feeling the soft turf under his feet, attempted to neigh, without much success, and another said something that sounded more like a horse-laugh than anything else.

Then followed the fowls, some of which walked, some flew, and others fluttered, according to their varying moods, with an immense deal of fuss and cackling, which was appropriately capped by the senior cock mounting on one of the huts and taking possession of the land with an ecstatic crow.

The procession was brought up by the ducks, which waddled out of the ship, some with an expression of grave surprise, some with quacks of an inquiring nature, others with dubious steps and slow, while a few, with an eye to the main chance made ineffectual dabs at little roughnesses in their pathway, in the hope that these might turn out to be edible.

At last all were landed and driven up into the woods, where they were left without any fear being entertained as to their going astray, seeing that they were guarded by several fine dogs, which were too much associated with the men as companions to be included in the foregoing list of the lower animals.

Shall we set the nets? said Hake, going up to Karlsefin, who was busy arranging the principal hut, while the men were bringing their goods and chattels on shore. You know we saw a salmon leap from a pool on Little River. Doubtless they are in the lake also.

Try it, Hake, by all means. Go with your brother in the little boat and set them where you think best. Fresh salmon for supper would be a rare treat just now. Are you sure it was a salmon you saw, and not a large trout?

Sure? Ay, as sure as I am that a horse is not a cow, replied Hake, smiling.

Go then, and luck go with you.

The nets were soon set in the bay, near the point of the ness on which the huts were built, and near to which a small mountain-stream entered the lake.

Suddenly a shrill angry voice was heard issuing from one of the smaller huts near the lake. It was Freydissa storming at poor Bertha. There was an occasional bass growl intermingled with it. That was Thorward remonstrating.

Poor Bertha, said Karlsefin to Biarne, who was standing beside him at the time, she has a hard mistress.

Poor Thorward, said Biarne, he has a tough wife.

Thorward will cure or kill her, rejoined Karlsefin, with a laugh. He is a long-suffering man, and very tender to women withal, but he is not made of butter.

Biarne shook his head. He evidently had not much opinion of Thorwards resolution when opposed by the will and passion of such a termagant as Freydissa.

How much better twould have been, said he, if Thorward had married her maid  the sweet little fair-haired blue-eyed Bertha.

Why, Biarne, methinks that thou art somewhat like to try that plan, said his friend, looking at him in surprise, for he had spoken with much enthusiasm.

Not I, man, returned Biarne, with a smile and a shake of the head. It is long since my heart was buried in Iceland. I am doomed to be an old bachelor now.

They both listened at this point, for the domestic brawl in the small hut seemed to be waxing furious. Thorwards voice was not heard so often, but when it did sound there was an unusually stern tone in it, and Freydissas became so loud that her words were audible.

It has been killed, I tell you, Bertha, by sheer carelessness. If you had fed it properly it would have been as well as the others. Dont say you did your best for it. You didnt. You know you didnt. Youre a smooth-faced vixen. You are. Dont speak. Dont speak back, I say. Hold your tongue. You killed that kitten by carelessness.

If you dont hold your tongue, wife, said Thorward, in a loud stern voice, Ill kill the cat too.

There was a pause here, as if the threat had taken away Freydissas breath.

Oho! thats the poor little kitten, whispered Karlsefin to Biarne, referring to one of a litter that had been born at sea, that was nigh eaten by one of the dogs. Bertha had no hand in its death. I wonder it lived so long.

Kill the cat? shrieked Freydissa, stamping her foot.

This was instantly followed by an unearthly caterwaul and the sudden appearance of a dark object in the air, which, issuing from the door of the hut, flew upwards like a sky-rocket, described a wide curve, and fell heavily about fifty yards out into the lake. Next moment Freydissa sprang from the hut and stood with clasped hands on the shore in speechless horror. Thorward immediately after came forth with a dark frown on his face, and walked away into the forest. Freydissa stood like a statue for some minutes, and then, seeing that the cat lay quite motionless, she turned, and, with a face that was deadly pale, re-entered the hut.

It was cruel, observed Karlsefin sadly.

But salutary, perhaps, said Biarne.

It may be so, rejoined the other; but even if Thorwards end be a good one, a right end does not justify a wrong action.  Ah! here comes sunshine. How goes it, Gudrid?

Gudrid, who came forward at the moment, and knew nothing of what had occurred, said that she wanted Karlsefins help, if he could spare time, in order to arrange some of the fixtures in their new home.

Assuring her that she herself was the most valuable fixture in the house, Karlsefin left his work and the two walked off together, while Biarne went down to the ship.

Meanwhile Thorward returned to his hut, where he found Freydissa alone, sitting on a box with her face buried in her hands. She did not move, so he sat down beside her with a subdued look.

Freydissa, he said, Im sorry I did that. Twas cruel, twas hard; but it is done now, and cant be undone. Forgive me, lass, if you can.

She raised her head suddenly, and gazed at him with a flushed countenance.

Thorward, she said with energy, if you had come with any other tone or word I would have hated you with all the power of my heart

And thats a strong power, Freydissa.

It is. But now

She threw her arms round her husbands neck and kissed him. Thorward returned the kiss with the vigour of a man who is wont to give back more than he gets.

Thanks, my girl, said he, rising, thanks. That puts my heart at ease. As for the poor cat, shes beyond the influence of anger or repentance now; but trust me, Freydissa, I shall fetch you the handsomest cat that can be had for love or money in all Greenland, or Iceland; ay, even if I should have to make a special voyage to get hold of it.

Thus did Thorward and Freydissa fall out, and thus were they reconciled, on the first day in their new home in Vinland.

Talking this matter over with Thorward next day, Karlsefin took occasion to give his friend some sage advice.

Depend upon it, Thorward, said he, no good ever comes of quarrelling or violence, but, on the contrary, much evil. Tis well that you confessed your fault to her, else had she ever after held you in light esteem; because, although she deserved reproof, the cat did not deserve to be killed.

Beshrew me!

Nay, interrupted Karlsefin, with a laugh, that is the last thing you ought to say, seeing that you have had so much beshrewing already.

Well, well, said Thorward, thou art wonderfully smart at giving good advice.

Would that I could say thou wert equally smart at taking it! However, I have hope of thee, Thorward. Come, let us go see what the nets have produced. I observe Hake and Heika rowing to land.

It was found that the fishermen had loaded their boat with magnificent trout of all sizes  some above five or six pounds weight  besides a large quantity of excellent fish of other kinds, but not a single salmon had been taken. Nevertheless they had good reason to be content with their success, for the supply was sufficient to provide a hearty supper for the whole party, so that the first night in the new home,  like the first night in the new land,  was a merry one.




Chapter Eleven.

Settling Down  Hake Proves that his Arms, as well as his Legs, are Good  A Wonderful Fishing Incident, which Ends in a Scene Between Freydissa and Krake.

The little hamlet on the Vinland lake, which had been so long silent and deserted, resounded from that time forth with the voices and activities of energetic labourers, for these adventurous Norsemen had much to do before their new home could be made comfortable.

The forest and undergrowth around had to be cleared; the huts, of which there were six, had to be cleaned out, fitted up with new parchment in the windows  for there was no glass in those days  and new thatch on the roofs, besides being generally repaired; additional huts had to be built for the people, pens for the sheep, and stabling for the cattle, all of which implied felling and squaring timber, while the smaller articles of household furniture and fittings kept the people generally in full occupation. Of course a party had to be told off as hunters for the community, while another party were set to attend to the nets in the lake, and a third, under the special charge of Karlsefin, went out at intervals to scour the woods, with the double purpose of procuring food and investigating the character and resources of the new land.

In regard to this last these settlers had every reason to be satisfied. The country appeared to be boundless in extent, and was pleasantly diversified in form; the waters teemed with fish, the land was rich with verdure, and the forests swarmed with game, large and small.

One day Karlsefin and Biarne, attended by Hake and several men, went out for a ramble of exploration in the direction of the small river, or branch of the large river, mentioned in a previous chapter. Some of the party were armed with bows and arrows, others had spears, the leader and his friend carried short spears or javelins. All wore their swords and iron head-pieces, and carried shields. Indeed, no party was ever allowed to go beyond the neighbourhood of the settlement without being fully armed, for although no natives had yet been seen, it was quite possible, nay, highly probable, that when they did appear, their arrival would be sudden and unexpected.

As they advanced, they heard a rustle of leaves behind a knoll, and next instant a large deer bounded across their path. Karlsefin hurled his spear with sudden violence, and grazed its back. Biarne flung his weapon and missed it. There was an exclamation of disappointment among the men, which, however, was turned into a cheer of satisfaction when Hake let fly an arrow and shot it through the heart. So forcibly was the shaft sent that it passed quite through the animal, and stood, bloodstained and quivering, in the stem of a tree beyond, while the deer leaped its own height into the air, and fell stone-dead upon the sward.

A brave shot  excellently done! exclaimed Karlsefin, turning to the young Scot with a look of admiration; and not the first or second time I have seen thee do something of the same sort, from which I conclude that it is not chance, but that your hand is always quick, and your eye generally true. Is it not so?

I never miss my mark, said Hake.

How now? you never miss your mark? It seems to me, young man, that though your air is modest, your heart and words are boastful.

I never boast, replied Hake gravely.

Say you so? cried Karlsefin energetically, glancing round among the trees. Come, clear yourself in this matter. See you yonder little bird on the topmost branch of that birch-tree that overhangs the stream? It is a plain object, well defined against the sky. Touch it if you can.

That little bird, said Hake, without moving, is not my mark. I never make a mark of the moon, nor yet of an object utterly beyond the compass of my shafts.

Well, it is considerably out of range, returned Karlsefin, laughing; but come, I will test you. See you the round knot on the stem of yonder pine? It is small truly, so small that I can barely see it, nevertheless it is not more than half a bow-shot off. Do you object to make that your mark?

The words had scarcely left his lips when an arrow stood quivering in the knot referred to.

With an exclamation and look of surprise Karlsefin said it must have been a chance, and Biarne seemed inclined to hold the same opinion; but while they were yet speaking, Hake planted another arrow close by the side of the first.

Once more, Hake, said Krake, who stood close behind the archer; theres a saying in Ireland that theres good fortune in odd numbers: try it again.

The Scot readily complied, and sent a third shaft into the knot, with its head touching the heads of the other two arrows.

Enough, enough, your arms are as good as your legs, said Karlsefin. Ye are a valuable thrall, Hake, and Leif Ericsson has reason to be grateful to King Olaf of Norway for his gift.  Here, two of you, sling that deer on a pole and bear it to Gudrid. Tell her how deftly it was brought down, and relate what you have seen just now. And hark ee, he added, with a peculiar smile, there is no occasion to say anything about what occurred before the successful shot. It always adds to the value of a good story that it be briefly as well as pithily told, and disencumbered from unnecessary details. A wise tongue is that which knows when to wag and when to lie still.  Come, Biarne, we will proceed in our examination of this stream.

Leaving behind them the two men who were to return to the huts with the deer, they proceeded down the banks of Little River, until they came to the pool where Hake and his brother had seen the salmon leap. On the way down, however, the leader had been convinced of the fact that many salmon were there, having seen several rise, and observed others passing over some of the pebbly shallows.

It was here, was it not, asked Biarne, that you and your brother saw the salmon leaping on the occasion of your first visit?

It was, replied Hake.

At what part of the pool?

Just below the tail of the island, where the water is deep, and rolls with numberless oily ripples.

Ha! a likely spot, said Karlsefin.

At that moment a salmon leaped out of the pool, as if to assure him that Hakes statement was true, and immediately afterwards another fish rose and flourished its fan-like tail, as if to make assurance doubly sure.

For some time they went about examining that part of the river, which, the reader will remember, has been described as being divided for some distance by a long island into two streams, which again united after spreading out into a broad rippling shallow. Here Biarne was very silent and very close in his inspection of the bed of the river, particularly at the top and lower end of the island.

It appears to me as if some plan were rolling in your head, Biarne, said Karlsefin; what may it be?

Truly a plan is forming in my brain. Simple enough too, only the details require consideration.

Well, we must now return home, so we can discuss it on the way.

You know of our custom in Iceland, said Biarne, as they retraced their steps, in regard to a river which is similar to this in the matter of having two channels  they shut off the water from one channel and catch the fish when the bed is dry.

Know it? Ay, I know it well; why, man, how comes it that this did not occur to me before? We will have it tried, and that without delay. What is worth doing at all is worth doing at once, unless it can be clearly shown that there shall be distinct gain by delay. As this cannot be shown on the present occasion we will begin to-morrow.

Accordingly, in pursuance of this resolve, Karlsefin went down to the island on Little River with a large party of men, and set to work. Biarne undertook to superintend what may be termed the engineering operations, and Thorward, who was a handy fellow, directed the mechanical details.

First of all, Biarne fixed on the spot at the top of the island where a dam was to be thrown across the right branch of the stream  that being the channel which was to be run dry  and planned the direction in which it was to be placed and the form it was to take. Then strong stakes were driven into the bed of the river all across the head of that branch. While this was being done Thorward marked off some tall straight trees in the forest, and set men to cut them down, while Karlsefin directed, and with his own hands aided, a party appointed to collect large piles of earth, sand, stones, mud, and branches, on the rivers bank.

Although the men were numerous and active, the work was so extensive that it was sunset before all the stakes were driven, the first of the heavy logs laid down in the bed of the stream, and the rest of the material collected in readiness on the banks. Having completed these preparations they returned to the huts and made arrangements for a grand effort on the following day.

Early in the morning nearly the whole body of the people set off to Little River, leaving the settlement in charge of one or two men who chanced at that time to be sick. Of course Olaf was with them, armed with a huge iron hook fastened to the end of a stout pole. All the women also went, being quite as anxious as the men to witness the sport.

The island reached, Karlsefin divided his party into two bands. The smaller body, numbering about twenty-five, were stationed in the water at the lower end of the channel, at equal distances from each other, so as to extend from the tail of the island to the right bank of the stream. These carried strong poles about seven feet long, and were placed there to frighten back any fish that might attempt to rush down the river. The rest of the men went in a body to the dam, and there awaited orders.

When all was ready Karlsefin said to them My lads, if we would act well we must act together. Here is the plan on which you are to proceed. On getting the word from Biarne to begin, you will all set to work to dam up the water, right across from this bank to the head of the island. You see that we have already done the work in part, so that it only requires to be completed, and to have the centre gap stopped up. That will be the difficult point, for the great rush of water will be there, and you will have to do it quickly  to heave in the logs and stones and rubbish, not forgetting the branches and the turf, which will keep all together  as if your very lives depended on your speed. A certain number of you, who shall be told off presently, will do your best at the same time to deepen the channel of the other branch of the stream. When this is done you will have a little breathing space, for doubtless the water will take a little time to run off. You will take advantage of this time to get your hooks and poles and landing-nets in readiness. For the rest your own sense will guide you.  Now, Biarne, tell off the men and go to work.

Reader, you should have seen the countenance of little Olaf Ericsson when all this was being said and done! Many a time had he seen nets hauled and fish taken, and often had he dreamt of netting whales and other sea-monsters, but never before had he imagined such a thing as laying the bed of a river dry; and his exuberant fancy depicted to him scenes which it is not possible to describe. His visage glowed, and his large blue eyes glared with excitement, while his little bosom heaved and his heart beat high with expectation.

This condition of course increased tenfold when he saw the men cast off more or less of their upper garments and spring to the work with the energy of lunatics. In his own small way he carried logs and branches and mud and stones till he was as dirty and dishevelled as the best of them; and when Gudrid looked horrified at him, and said that it would be next to impossible to clean him, he burst into such a fit of laughter that he lost his balance, fell head over heels into the river, which was only knee-deep at the place, and came out more than half-washed in a moment!

You see it wont be so difficult as you think, he cried, laughing and gasping when he emerged; another plunge like that would make me quite clean, aunty.

Ho! Olaf, were you after a salmon? cried Swend, as he passed with a large log on his shoulder.

Not I, Swend; it was a whale I was after.

You dont say that, boy? cried Krake, in a tone of admiration. Was he a big one?

Oh! frightful  so big that  that  I couldnt see him all.

Couldnt see him at all? Ah, then, he was a big one, sure. The things we cant see at all are always the most wonderful.

Foolish boy, said Gudrid; come, I will wring the water out of your clothes.

Tis hardly worth while, aunty, said Olaf, coming on shore; Ill be as wet, as ever in a few minutes.

The careful Gudrid nevertheless wrung as much water out of his dripping garments as was possible without taking them off. By the time this was done the dam had been completed, and the men stood on the banks of the river wiping off and wringing out the superabundant mud and water from their clothes, besides getting ready hooks, nets, and staves. Some of the nets were several fathoms in length. Others were small bags fastened to wooden rings at the end of long poles.

Presently a shout was heard from the men at the lower end of the pool, and they were seen to use their staves smartly several times, as some of the fish, alarmed no doubt at the strange doings above, endeavoured to shoot down the river. Ere long the stony ground on which these men stood became a rippling shallow, and, soon afterwards, a neck of land connecting the lower end of the island with the shore. They therefore abandoned it and rejoined their comrades higher up. The fish were now imprisoned in a pool, retreat having been effectually cut off above and below, and the whole river diverted into the bed of its left branch.

As the water lowered it became obvious that the pool thus isolated was absolutely swarming with salmon, for they could be seen darting hither and thither in shoals, making for the deeper parts of the pool, and jostling one another under stones. Gradually little islets began to appear as the water continued to sink, and then the fish seemed to be seized with a panic. They shot like silver arrows from bank to bank  up the pool and down again, as if enjoying a piscatorial country dance, or, in blind flight, rushed clear out upon the pebbly islets, in half dozens at a time, where they leaped, slid, twirled, and bounded frantically, in what bore some resemblance to a piscatorial reel. Then, slipping into the water again, and recovering their fins and tails, they shot away to encounter similar misfortune elsewhere, or to thrust their noses under stones, and  entertaining the same delusive notions that are said to characterise the ostrich  imagine that they were not seen!

By degrees the islets enlarged until they joined here and there, and, finally, the state of things being inverted, the bed of the stream became a series of little ponds, which were absolutely boiling with fish  not unlike, as Krake remarked, to the boiling springs of Iceland, only that those boiled with heat instead of with living fish.

And now commenced a scene such as, unquestionably, had not been witnessed there since Vinland was created. The Norsemen were half mad with excitement. The women ran up and down the banks clapping their hands and shouting with delight, while Freydissa, unable to contain herself, cast appearances to the dogs, leaped among the men, and joined in the fray.

The big pool first; this way, lads! shouted Karlsefin, as he seized the end of a long net and dragged it towards the pool in question.

Twenty willing hands assisted. The net encircled the pool and was thrust in; men with poles forced one side of it down to the bottom, and the two ends were hauled upon might and main. At the same moment, other men went with hand nets to smaller pools, and, scooping up the fish, sent them writhing and struggling through the air towards the bank, where Gudrid, Thora, Astrid, Gunhild, Sigrid, and even timid Bertha, sought in vain to restrain their struggles and prevent them from wriggling back into the almost dry bed of the stream.

Haul away with heart, men! shouted Biarne, who was at one end of the large net.

Already the stout ropes were strained to the uttermost  at last the net came out bursting with salmon; more hands were hailed; it was run over the pebbles, up the bank, and onwards to a flat open spot, where, with a shout, it was emptied on the greensward.

Talk of silver bars! The simile is wretched. No simile is of any avail here. The brightest and freshest silver bars ever cast might shine as much as these salmon did, but they could not glitter so, for they could not wriggle and spring and tumble. They could not show that delicate pink which enhanced the silvery sheen so wondrously. They could not exhibit that vigorous life which told of firm flakes  suggestive of glorious meals for many a day to come. Pooh! even their intrinsic value could not suggest anything in this case,  for all the silver bars that ever were coined on earth could not have purchased the appetites which made the mouths of these Norsemen to water, as they gazed in admiration on that vast hecatomb of splendid salmon! They absolutely danced round the fish  it might almost be said they danced with them  in triumphant glee!

Come, come, cried Karlsefin loudly; to work! to work! Ye may dance after that is done. Here, sweep this pool also.

With a cheer the men ran down the bank, and little Olaf followed, having already used his hook with such effect that he had pulled six large fish out of various holes and added them to the general pile.

Take care, Olaf, that you dont fall in and get drowned, cried Biarne as he ran past.

Hurrah! shouted Olaf, with a flourish of his weapon, which made the narrowest possible miss of cleeking Tyrker by the nose.

Have a care! roared the Turk.

Youve much need to say that, replied Olaf, with a laugh, for Tyrker at that moment set his heel upon a salmon, fell, and rolled heavily down the bank. But Tyrker was tough. He rose with a growl and a grin and ran on to join his comrades.

A second pool was netted, and with the like result. As the net was being dragged forth, Olaf saw that several fish had escaped. He struck in his hook at random, for the pools, being by that time a thick compound of mud and water, could not be seen into.

Oh! Ive got him! he shouted, struggling with the handle of his hook, which jerked so violently that the sturdy little fellow was almost thrown to the ground.

Hold on! cried Thorward, running to his aid.

Why, Olaf, whats this? Have a care. Not too fast. There. Hallo!  an eel.

And so it was  an enormous eel, that went twirling round the pole in wondrous fashion until it freed itself, and, after twisting round the limbs of Olaf and Thorward, who in vain sought to hold it fast, made off over the wet stones as if they were its native element, and slid into another large pool, where it disappeared.

Never mind, Olaf, cried Thorward, with a laugh, youll catch hold of it again. Hook away at it, lad. Dont give.

A tremendous shriek arose from the women on the bank at this juncture.

Oh! look! look at Freydissa! cried Gunhild, pointing wildly to the river bed.

And there Freydissa stood  up to the arm-pits in mud and salmon!

Whether she had fallen in or been pushed in no one could tell, but unquestionably she was in, having gone in, too, head-foremost, so that, although she had struggled right-end up she reappeared coated with mud to an extent that might have suggested a sculptors clay model  had sculptors been known to the Norsemen of those days.

There was an irresistible roar of laughter at first, and then loud expressions of condolence and sympathy, while a dozen strong, but wet and dirty, hands were stretched forth to the rescue.

Here, lay hold of my hand, poor thing, cried Krake; there, now, dont cry; it would only be wasting tears, with so much water on your face already.

If anything could have made Freydissa cry it would have been that remark, for it implied that she was inclined to weep, while nothing was further from her thoughts at that time.

She did, however, grasp Krakes hand, but instead of aiding herself by it to get out of the hole, she gave it such a vigorous and hearty pull that Krake went souse into the mud beside her. Before he could recover himself Freydissa had put her knee on his body, and, using him as a foot-rest, thrust him deeper down as she stepped out.

The delight with which this was hailed is beyond description, and many a year passed after that before men grew tired of twitting Krake about the pleasant mud-bath that had been given him by Freydissa on the occasion of the celebrated take of salmon at Little River in Vinland.




Chapter Twelve.

Sage Converse Between Hake And Bertha  Biarne Is Outwitted  A Monster is Slain, and Savages Appear on the Scene.

Not long after this an event occurred which produced great excitement in the new settlement; namely, the appearance of natives in the woods. It occurred under the following circumstances.

One morning Karlsefin gave orders for one of the exploring parties to be got ready to go out immediately. Karlsefins plan from the beginning had been to class his men in two divisions. One half stayed at home to work, the other half searched the land,  always taking care, however, not to travel so far but that they could return home in the evening. They were careful also not to wander far from each other. Sometimes Karlsefin went with the exploring party, at other times stayed at home to superintend the work there, while Biarne or Thorward filled his place. On the occasion in question Biarne was in charge.

Soon after the party had started, Hake, who was one of them, observed a female figure disappear round a copse near the shores of the lake. At that part they were about to strike off into the thick woods, so Hake went up to Biarne and asked leave to go along by the borders of the lake, saying that he could overtake the party again before they had reached the Willow Glen, a well-known rendezvous of the hunters and explorers of the colony.

Go as thou wilt, Hake, replied Biarne; only see to it that ye overtake us before noon, as I intend to go on a totally new path to-day.

The youth left with a light step, and, on overtaking the female, found, as he had expected, that it was Bertha.

You wander far from home to-day, he said, with a deferential salutation, for Hakes bondage had not robbed him of his breeding.

I love to wander, answered Bertha, blushing.

Poor Bertha, she could not help blushing. It was her unfortunate nature to do so. When her feelings were touched  ever so little  she blushed, and then she blushed because she had blushed, and blushed again to think herself so silly!

I fear it may be somewhat dangerous to wander far, said Hake, stopping, for Bertha had stopped and seated herself on the stump of a fallen tree.

Dangerous! Why so?

Why, because Skraelingers may find us out any day, and if they should come upon you unawares so far from home they might carry you off, and no one would be aware that you were gone until too late to pursue.

I never thought of that, returned Bertha, with a slightly troubled look. Well, I shall be more careful in future. But how come you to be wandering here alone, Hake? did I not hear your name called this morning among those appointed to go forth and search out what is good and beautiful and useful in the land?

Most true, Bertha, and I have gone forth, and not gone far, and yet have found something both good and beautiful and useful in the land.

And pray what may that be? asked the maiden, with a look of surprise.

Hake did not answer, but the expression of his eyes was more eloquent than speech.

Nay, then, said Bertha, looking hastily away, and again blushing  as a matter of course! I am no reader of riddles; and I hate riddles  they perplex me so. Besides, I never could find them out. But, Hake, has your party gone yet?

Yes, some time ago.

And are you left behind?

No, I have leave to go by the margin of the lake.

Then if you put off time talking with me you will not find it easy to overtake them; but I forgot: I suppose you count it an easy matter to overtake ordinary men?

I shall not find it difficult, replied the youth briefly; and then, perceiving that Bertha felt uneasy  apparently at the tenor of the conversation  he quietly changed it by remarking that he preferred to walk by the lake for several reasons, one of which was that it reminded him of Scotland.

Ah, you profess to love Scotland very much, said Bertha archly, but your brother evidently loves it more than you do.

With good reason, too, replied Hake, for it has given him a bride, and it had no such favours for me.

Indeed! what is her name? asked the maiden, with much interest.

Emma.

Poor Emma, sighed Bertha; but I hope that Heika will be freed one day and return to his native land to wed Emma. Perchance by that time Scotland may smile upon you too, and give you cause to love it better.

I love it well already, said Hake, with enthusiasm, yet am I content to stay here.

For shame, Hake! you do not deserve to be a Scot if you mean what you say.

I mean what I say, yet do I deserve to be a Scot.

Come, tell me, then, what this Scotland of yours is like. I suppose you deem it more beautiful than Iceland?

The youth smiled. It is not more wonderful than Iceland. I can say that with truth  but it is passing fair to look upon. It is a land of mountain and flood, of heath-clad braes and grassy knowes. Its mountain peaks rise bare and rugged to the skies, where lordly eagles soar. Its brawling burns in their infancy dash down these rugged steeps, but as they grow older flow on through many a hazel dell, where thrush and blackbird fill the woods with melody  through many flowering pastures, where cattle browse and lambkins skip on the sunny braes. Wild-fowl breed on its reedy lochs, and moor-fowl dwell on its heather hills. Its waters teem with the spotted trout and the royal salmon. Temperate breezes fan its cheeks, and beauty, in form and colour, revels everywhere. Its sons are lovers of their native land, and its daughters are wondrous fair.

And yet it would seem, said Bertha, that not one is fair enough for you?

Nay, Bertha, thy speech is hardly fair. The heart cannot command its affection, said Hake, with a smile, but I regret it not.

And where does Emma dwell? asked Bertha.

Beside my father, near the shores of Forth, not far from a noted town and castle that stand on the summit of a rocky ridge. It is named after Edwin, a Northumbrian king. A sweet romantic spot  my own dear native town. Beside it stands a mountain, which, those who have travelled in far southern lands tell us, bears some resemblance to a couching lion. But I never saw a lion, and know not what truth there is in that.

You almost make me wish to see that land, said Bertha, with a sigh.

I would you might see it and that it were my fortune to show it to you.

That is not likely, said Bertha, with a little laugh.

I know not. The most unlikely things happen, and often those that seem most likely do not come to pass. What more unlikely than that Karlsefin should forsake the religion of his fathers? Yet Karlsefin is now a Christian.

Do you know, Hake, much about the nature of this new religion that has come amongst us, and made so many people change? asked Bertha, with sudden earnestness.

To say truth I dont know much about it. Only this do I know, that Karlsefin says the foundation of it is God and man united in Jesus Christ, and that the guiding principle of it is love. If so, it must be a sweet religion, and, as far as Karlsefin is concerned, it seems both good and true; but there are some of its professors whom I know whose guiding star is self  not love  which goes rather against it, methinks.

You do not reason well, Hake; that is against the professors, not against the religion.

True; but this religion is said to change those who profess it  what if they are not changed?

Why, then, they are false professors, said Bertha, with a smile.

It may be so; I know not. But if you would have further light on the point, Karlsefin will gladly give it you.

Well, I will go find him and inquire, said Bertha, rising; I have kept you too long already from your comrades.  Farewell.

Farewell, Bertha, replied the youth, gazing after her as she tripped lightly away and disappeared behind a thicket. Then, turning into the woods, he went off at his utmost speed in the direction of the Willow Glen.

Just in time, Hake, said Biarne, as the Scot approached; we are about to start off westward to-day, and go as far inland as we can before dark. I have long had a desire to search out the land in that direction. From the distance of these blue ridges, the size of our lake and river, and other signs, I am of opinion that this is a great land  not an island.

It may be so, replied Hake, looking round on the vast and beautiful landscape; I should like well to traverse it. If a thrall may be permitted to remark, I would say that a spirited chief would explore somewhat farther than a days march from home.

Perchance a spirited chief might see fit to have his homestead put well in order before undertaking explorations for his amusement, replied Biarne, who was not much pleased with Hakes speech.

The Scot made no answer, and after that the party advanced to the westward, sometimes clearing their way through dense thickets, sometimes walking under the branching canopy of large trees, and frequently coming to more open places, in many of which there were little ponds swarming with wild-fowl.

Towards the afternoon they came to a rocky ridge which was crowned with trees. On the other side of it was a deep gorge, near the end of which some large animal was observed sitting on its haunches.

Hist! a brown bear! whispered Biarne.

The bear looked up and growled, for it had heard the approach of the party. Nevertheless it appeared to be in a sluggish as well as a sulky humour, for it gave no indication of any intention either to attack or run away, but sat still on its haunches swaying its huge head and shoulders to and fro, and glowering  as Krake said  horribly.

A fierce monster truly! observed Hake, fitting an arrow to his bow.

Biarne laid his hand on Hakes arm.

Hast seen such a brute before? he inquired.

Not I, replied Hake.

Wouldst like to see how the Skraelingers of Greenland treat the white bears of their land, when so few as only two men chance to meet one in this fashion?

I should like it well.

Good  I will show you; but first I must explain the manner of it. When two Skraelingers see a bear they go up to him with spears. On approaching him they separate. One settles that he is to kill him, the other agrees to distract his attention. He who is to kill approaches on the side next the heart. His comrade goes up and pricks the bear on the other side. The bear turns full on him who wounds, exposes his heart-side, and is instantly thrust through by him who is to kill. Dost understand?

Perfectly, replied Hake.

Perhaps you would like to join me in such an adventure, though of course there is some danger, said Biarne, who was very anxious to punish Hake for his late advice by giving him a good fright.

Hake smiled in a grim fashion, and taking a short spear from one of his comrades, looked at Biarne, pointed to the bear, and said:

Come!

They advanced together, Biarne also carrying a short spear, while their comrades stood on the ridge and looked on with much interest.

When Bruin saw the two men approach, he got up and showed himself to be an uncommonly large bear indeed, insomuch that Biarne glanced at Hake with some anxiety, and asked if he felt sure of himself, and wasnt frightened.

Hake laughed lightly, but made no other reply.

Well, then, have a care, and see that ye be prompt in action. I will go to the left side and kill, being used to such work. Do you separate from me here and give him the prick on the right side. Dont get flurried. We must approach and act together. He seems inclined to meet us half-way, and must not be trifled with; and, harkee, prick him well, for methinks his hide will prove a tough one.

Hake nodded, and separated from his companion. Seeing this the bear stopped. It had been advancing with a rapidly increasing step, growling all the way, and with an extremely savage aspect, but this movement of the enemy perplexed it. Looking first on one side, and then on the other, it remained in a state of uncertainty as to which of the two it should attack. The enemy took advantage of this  both men ran in upon it. As they did so the bear rose on its hind-legs, still glancing savagely from one side to the other, and in this position appearing a larger monster than it had seemed before.

Give it him sharply! cried Biarne, delaying his death-thrust till the proper time.

Hake stepped close up to the bear, and plunged his spear into its side with such vigorous good-will that it went straight through its heart, and came out at the other side just under the shoulder.

With a tremendous roar it fell and writhed on the ground in a dying state, while a loud cheer burst from the men on the ridge.

Why did ye that? cried Biarne fiercely, stepping up to Hake as though he would strike him. Was it not arranged that I should kill him?

The Fates arranged it otherwise, answered the Scot. I felt afraid that my fears might weaken my arm. To make sure, I gave him a good thrust. Besides, did you not tell me that his hide was tough, and advise me to prick him well?

Hake looked so innocent, and spoke so gently, that Biarne, who was a good-natured fellow, laughed in spite of himself as he said  

Truly thou didst prick him to some purpose. Well, I do not grudge thee the honour, and unquestionably it was deftly done.  Here, two of you, stay behind and skin this fellow. Cut off the best parts of the meat also. Bears of this kind are not bad for food, I dare say. We will go on a little farther, and return to you in a short time.

Saying this Biarne resumed his march, followed by the rest of the men.

They had not gone far, however, when one of the party uttered a sudden exclamation, and pointed to footprints on a soft part of the ground.

Perhaps the bears footprints, said one.

Too small and narrow for that, remarked another.

We shall trace them till we come to soft ground and make certain, said Biarne.

They did so, and after walking a hundred yards or so came to a sandy piece, where the footprints were so clearly defined that there remained no doubt they were those of a man. That the marks had not been made by any wandering member of their own band, was evident also from the form of the sole of the shoe, as indicated by the prints.

Now must we be ready to meet with men who may be foes, although I hope they shall turn out to be friends, said Biarne. Come, Hake, there may be need for haste, therefore do you hie back before us and inform Karlsefin what we have seen. We will follow as swiftly as may be, and fetch your bear along with us.

Hake started off at a smart run without a word of reply, and never paused a moment until he reached the hamlet, which he found in a considerable state of confusion and excitement.

What now? demanded Karlsefin as Hake came forward.

Strange footprints have been seen, and

Strange footprints! exclaimed Karlsefin. Why, man, strange men have been seen by us, so I have stranger news to tell than thou. Biarne is returning, of course?

He is, with all the men, as fast as he can.

Thats well. Now, Hake, get your weapons ready and help the men to make preparations for the reception of the strangers. I go to set the ship in order.

Hake found, on inquiry, that one of a wood-cutting party having strayed a little way beyond his fellows, but not far from the hamlet, had come suddenly on a native who was crouching behind a rock and gazing intently at the woodcutters. He was at the moment fitting an arrow to the string of a short bow which he carried, and was so absorbed that he did not at first observe the Norseman. The instant he saw him, however, he sprang up and discharged an arrow, which the other avoided. The savage immediately turned to fly, but the Norseman sprang after him and struck him to the ground. At the same instant a dozen or more savages rushed from the woods to the rescue, and the Norseman immediately ran back to his comrades. More savages appeared, and the Norsemen, seeing that they were greatly outnumbered, retreated to the hamlet. They were not followed by the savages, but there could be no doubt that now the colony had been discovered they were certain to receive a visit from them. Whether that visit was likely to be amicable or otherwise remained to be seen.

Meanwhile Karlsefin and his men did their best to put the place in a state of defence. A breastwork of large trees, which had been long ago thrown all round the hamlet, was repaired and strengthened before dark, and sentinels were posted around in all directions, so that when Biarne arrived, somewhat late at night, he was amused as well as gratified to find that unseen though well-known voices challenged him several times as he drew near home, and that, finally, a rude but effectual barrier stopped him altogether, until a friend from within conducted him to the proper entrance.

Thus the night passed away without anything transpiring, and at last the longed-for dawn appeared.




Chapter Thirteen.

A Great but Comparatively Bloodless Fight, Which Ends Peculiarly, and with Singular Results.

When the sun rose above the trees next day, Karlsefin began to think that the natives had left the place, for there was no sign of them anywhere, and he was about to issue from behind his defences and go out to reconnoitre, when a man came running from the ship shouting Skraelingers!

It is probable that by that term he meant savages generally, because the men who had been seen bore very little resemblance to the hairy savages of Greenland. They were taller, though not stouter, and clothed in well-dressed skins of animals, with many bright colours about them. But whatever they were, the sensation they created among the Norsemen was considerable, for it was found, on going to the margin of the lake, that they were now approaching in canoes by water. This at once accounted for the delay in their appearance.

That their intentions were hostile was plain from the fact that the canoes came on abreast of each other in regular order, while the men shouted fiercely and brandished their weapons. There could not have been fewer than three or four hundred of them.

Karlsefin saw at once that his only chance of saving the ship was to go on board of it and fight on the water.

Get on board all of you, he cried to those who stood beside him. Away, Biarne, Thorward, call in the outposts and have them on board without delay. Here, Swend, Heika, Tyrker, station the men as they arrive. Get up the war-screens round the sides of the ship; and, harkee, give orders that the men use their weapons as little as possible, and spare life. I shall want you on the poop, Hake. See that no one throws down the gangway or loosens the ropes till the order is given. I will see to the women.  Away!

Each man ran with speed to obey, for the case was urgent.

Karlsefin found the women, with Olaf, assembled in the large house waiting for orders.

Come, he cried; not a moment to be lost. Give me your hand, Gudrid.

He seized it as he spoke, and hurried down to the ship, where the men were already trooping on board as fast as they could. The women were soon put under cover out of the reach of missiles, and in a few minutes more all were on board. Of course the cattle, and live stock generally, being scattered about the hamlet, were left to their fate. Then the ropes were cast loose, the gangway was thrown down, the ship was pushed out into the bay, and the anchor let go.

All this had barely been accomplished when the canoes came sweeping round the nearest point of land and made straight for the ship, with the foam curling at their bows.

Then Karlsefins voice rose loud and clear as he issued his final commands.

My lads, he cried, remember my orders about using your weapons as little as possible. Be careful to throw only the smaller stones. Kill no one if you can avoid it, but give as many of them the toothache as you can. We must be friends with these people if we are to live in peace here, and that wont be possible if we kill many of them.

The men answered with a great shout, mingled with some laughter, which latter was such a strange sound to hear on the eve of an engagement, that the savages stopped short for a moment. But soon they came on again with redoubled impetuosity.

No sooner were they within range than the Norsemen rose up in a body and hurled a shower of stones at them. They were evidently not prepared for such artillery, for they again stepped short, but after a brief pause once more advanced. Three times did they receive a shower of stones before getting alongside. These hurt many, but disabled none, for, according to orders, no heavy stones were used. When within a few yards of the ship the canoes surrounded her and lay still while the savages began to discharge arrows in abundance. The Norsemen kept well behind the shields, which formed a screen round the ship, and replied with stones, only a few of the best marksmen using arrows, when they saw a chance to wound without killing any of the foe.

Karlsefin stood exposed on the high poop with Hake and Heika beside him. All three wore iron helmets, and the leader protected himself with his shield. Heika devoted his attention to warding off missiles from his brother, who, having to use his bow, could not manage a shield.

Presently the savages made a grand assault. But the moment they came to close quarters they found that they had to cope with a formidable foe, for the Norsemen, using only bludgeons, knocked them down whenever they came within reach, and one or two of the boldest among them who succeeded in clambering up the sides were seized by the legs and arms and hurled back into the lake as if they had been mere puppets.

Thus beaten off they continued the arrow shower, and some of the Norsemen were wounded.

All this time Karlsefin stood close to the helm, looking sharply about him, and whenever he saw a savage who was bolder and stouter than his fellows, he made Hake send an arrow through his right hand. In this way most of the best men among them were sent off howling with pain, and for the time disabled. Suddenly a very tall active savage succeeded in clambering up by the rudder unobserved, and leaping on the poop, stood behind Karlsefin with uplifted club. Karlsefin, without turning quite round, gave him a back-handed slap under the left ear and sent him flying overboard. He fell into a canoe in his descent and sank it.

At this juncture a number of the canoes were detached from the fight, and Karlsefin observed, with much anxiety, that the savages were going to ransack the houses.

Would that I were on shore with twenty of my best men! he said bitterly. Send a shaft, Hake, at yonder fellow who leads. It is out of range, I fear, but  ha! well hit! he exclaimed, on seeing an arrow from Hakes prompt hand strike the man full in the back. The savage fell, and his comrades crowded round him.

By that time others of the canoes had put ashore, and their owners ran up to the crowd who surrounded the fallen leader.

At this moment an incident occurred which put a most unexpected termination to the fight.

For a considerable time Olafs huge pet, Blackie, had viewed the fight with calm indifference from the heart of a thicket close by, in which he chanced to be cooling himself at the time. Now, it happened that one of the many arrows which were discharged by the savages on the offshore side of the ship glanced from a neighbouring tree and hit the bull on the flank. Associating the pain resulting therefrom with the group of savages before him, Blackie at once elevated his tail, lowered his head, and, with a bellow that would have shamed a thousand trumpets, charged furiously down upon the foe.

Horror-struck is but a feeble word to indicate the feelings of that foe! Although, no doubt, some of them might have heard of, perhaps seen, the ponderous and comparatively quiet bison of the Western prairies, none of them had ever imagined anything so awful as a little black bull with tremendous horns, blood-red nostrils, flashing eyes, and cat-like activity. One awe-struck look they gave it, and then fled howling into the woods. The sounds were so startling that those of the enemy still round the ship were panic-stricken and made off by water as fast as their fellows had escaped by land, leaving the Norsemen victorious!

Hurrah for Blackie! shouted Olaf, who was wild with excitement and delight.

The cheer thus claimed was given with intense enthusiasm, and then the ship was rowed back to the shore.

Here a great prize was found, in the shape of twenty canoes, which had been left by the party that had fled to the woods. These were carried carefully up to the hamlet and placed in security. On the way up another prize was found, which afterwards turned out to be of the utmost importance. This was the wounded savage, who had been forsaken by his friends when the bull charged, and who only escaped from the horns of that infuriated animal by lying quite motionless beside a log which fortunately chanced to be near him.

Take care, Krake; lift him gently, said Biarne, as he came up and found that worthy turning the poor savage over as if he had been already a dead carcase. Let me see; the arrow does not seem to have gone far in. Hell recover, perhaps. Come, Hake and Swend, lift his shoulders, and run, Olaf, tell Astrid or one of the other women to  ha! Bertha, well met. Here is a subject for your care. You are a good nurse, Im told.

I try to be, replied Bertha.

She who tries to be is sure to be, returned Biarne; nursing, like fighting, is an art, and must be acquired; though, to say truth, some folk seem born to learn more rapidly than others, whether as regards nursing or fighting. Have the poor fellow into the house, and do your best for him, Bertha.

While this was being said the native was lying on his back, looking very stern, but pale. It is probable that the poor wretch expected to be taken off summarily to have his eyes punched out, or to be roasted alive,  for the natives of Vinland, no doubt, expected from their foes, in those days, the same treatment that they accorded to them  although the Saga says nothing to that effect. When, therefore, he was put into a comfortable bed, had his wound dressed, and an agreeable though strange drink given to him by the fair hands of Bertha, the expression of his countenance seemed to imply that he believed himself to have passed from earth and got into the happy hunting-grounds of his fathers. If so, the increasing pain of his wound must have perplexed him not a little. However, it is due to him to say that he bore his surprises and pains with the uncomplaining resignation of a Stoic.

Karlsefin employed the remainder of that day in strengthening his defences and connecting them in such a way with that part of the shore where his vessel lay, that there would be no possibility of surrounding him in the event of future hostilities.

This accomplished, he organised his men into three bands, which were to be commanded respectively by Biarne, Thorward, and himself. These were appointed to particular localities and duties in the little fortress  for it was now almost entitled to such an appellation. When night drew on, sentinels were posted as before. But there was no alarm during the night. The savages appeared to have had enough of fighting for that time, and next mornings sun arose, as it was wont to do, on a peaceful scene.

Do you think they will attack us again? asked Gudrid as she sat at breakfast.

I think not, replied her husband. They cannot but know that we are troublesome fellows to deal with, even when taken unawares.

I hope they wont go off without giving us a chance to show that we desire to be friendly, observed Thorward.

No fear of that, said Biarne; we have got one of their chiefs  at least I think he is so, for he looks like one  and that is as good as a string tied to their great toe.

By the way, how is the chief, Bertha? asked Karlsefin.

Much better this morning. He slept well, and is even now sitting up on his bed. He looked so well, indeed, that I took the precaution to fasten the door on the outside when I left him just now.

Ha! Didst fasten the window, wench? cried Thorward, starting up and hastening from the room.

Truly, no, remarked the girl, with a somewhat confused look; I never thought of the window.

Thorward returned a minute later with a peculiar smile.

Hes all safe, said he; I peeped through a small shot-hole in the parchment, and saw him sitting there meditating as deeply as if he hoped to meditate himself out of his prison.

Not a difficult thing to do that, said Karlsefin. I suspect that most prisoners manage to free themselves in that way pretty often! But who comes here in such hot haste? Why, Swend, whats i the wind now?

The Skraelingers are coming, said he. They come unarmed, and only ten of them.

Oho! good, exclaimed Karlsefin, rising. Come, methinks I see my way out of this difficulty. Fetch me nine of our smartest men, Biarne. I will go forth with them unarmed, to meet those messengers of peace. You and Thorward will keep the defences, to be ready for any emergency. Let the Scottish brothers be among the nine.

When the selected men had assembled, their leader took them aside and conferred with them for a few minutes, after which he led them towards that part of the defences nearest the woods, when they saw the ten natives approaching holding up their empty hands and making other demonstrations of a peaceful nature. Far away on the heights in the background the whole army of savages could be seen watching the proceedings of their messengers.

When these latter had come within about a hundred yards of the hamlet, they selected a low grassy knoll in an open spot, in full view of both parties. Here they sat down in a row and made signs to the Norsemen to approach.

Now, lads, we will accept their invitation, said Karlsefin; follow me.

With that he passed through the opening in the defences, holding up his hands as he went to show that he was unarmed, his followers doing the same. Karlsefin went up to the native who appeared to be the chief of the band, and, with a bland smile, took his hand gently and shook it.

If the savage did not understand the shake of the hand, he evidently understood the smile, for he returned it and sat down again. Karlsefin and his men did the same, and for a few moments the two rows of men sat looking benignantly at one another in silence. The savage chief then spoke. Of course Karlsefin shook his head and touched his ear, brow, and lips, by way of intimating that he heard, but could neither understand nor reply. He then spoke Norse, with similar results. After that the savage leader rose up, touched his back, and fell down as if badly wounded. Upon this one of his comrades rose, pointed to the hamlet, lifted the wounded man in his arms, carried him behind his companions, and laid him down exclaiming Utway! whereupon another savage took a small bundle of beautiful furs from the ground, and laid them at the feet of Karlsefin with much humility.

Sure he wants to buy back the wounded chief with these furs, said Krake, who found it difficult to conceal his amusement at all this dumb show.

No doubt of it, and I suppose Utway is his name, replied Karlsefin; but my object is to get them inside the defences, in order to show them that when we have them in our power we will treat them well. If I let their chief go for these furs nothing will have been gained.

Karlsefin now did his best, by means of signs and encouraging looks, to induce the ten natives to enter the hamlet, but no persuasion would induce them to do this. They held stoutly to their original proposition, and kept constantly pointing to the bundle of furs and going through the pantomime with the wounded man. At last Karlsefin appeared to agree to their proposal.

Now, Heika and Hake, said he, nothing remains to be done but to try the plan I have described to you. Up, and bring the wounded chief hither without delay.

The two men obeyed, and in a few minutes were seen re-issuing from the fortress bearing a litter between them, on which lay the wounded chief with a blanket thrown over him, only his head being visible. Carrying him towards the row of natives, the brothers laid the burden at their feet as they sat still on the ground looking on with great interest. Karlsefin removed the blanket, and revealed the chief bound hand and foot. Something covered by another blanket lay at his side. Karlsefin took hold of this. As he did so the Norsemen rose. The blanket was cast off, and ten naked swords were revealed, which were instantly grasped by ten stalwart arms, and flashed with the speed of light over the ten native heads!

Taken thus by surprise they remained seated, and, supposing that to move would be the signal for instant death, they were perfectly motionless, though the colour of their countenances revealed to some extent the state of their feelings.

A terrific yell from the distant heights told that the deed had been noticed and understood. It was answered by a shout from the Norsemen as they issued from their fortress, secured their prisoners, and carried them within the defences. In a few minutes thereafter not a man was to be seen on the heights, and the region became as silent and apparently as deserted as it had been before the advent of the savages.

Now then, Biarne, get the things ready. Is the kettle boiling? said Karlsefin.

All is prepared, answered Biarne.

Tis well. We must carry out our plan as quickly as may be, rejoined Karlsefin. We may be sure that these fellows have only retired behind the heights to hold a council of war, and, in their present humour, it wont be long before they come on to make an effort to retaliate upon us for our supposed treachery.

The ten men were conveyed to the largest house in the hamlet, and there ranged in a row against the wall. They looked very grave, but were firm and stern. Evidently they imagined that death by torture was to be their doom, and had braced themselves up to die like brave men in the presence of their foes.

Karlsefin hastened to relieve them from this state of mind as quickly as possible. He placed before them ten plates of splendid boiled salmon. They regarded this proceeding with some surprise, but shook their heads and refused to eat. Doubtless their appetites were not good at the time!

Fetch the wounded chief hither, said Karlsefin, and tell Bertha that she is wanted.

When the wounded man was carried in and seated opposite to his comrades, a box being placed for him to lean against, Karlsefin said to Bertha Now, lass, do thy best to induce the chief to show his friends how to eat. He has had some experience of you, and will doubtless understand.

With a winning smile that would have compelled any susceptible man to eat or drink, or do anything else that he was bid whether inclined or not, Bertha put a plate of salmon before the chief and made signs to him to eat. He smiled in return, and began at once. Then Bertha patted him on the shoulder, pointed to the ten prisoners, and made signs again. The chief smiled intelligently, and spoke to his companions. He evidently said more than was necessary to order them to eat, for their faces brightened perceptibly, and they commenced dinner in these peculiar circumstances without delay.

It was clear that their appetites had not been much impaired by alarm, for the salmon disappeared in a twinkling. Then Karlsefin ordered ten plates of fried venison to be placed before them, which was done, and they applied themselves to the consumption of this with equal relish. Having concluded the repast, each man received a can of warm water and milk, highly sweetened with sugar. At first they took a doubtful sip of this, and looked at each other in surprise. It was a new sensation! One of them smacked his lips; the rest said Waugh! nodded their heads, and drained their cans to the bottom at a single draught; after which, observing that there was some sediment left, they scraped it out with their fingers and sucked them.

So far that is satisfactory, said Karlsefin, with a smile. Now, Biarne  the gifts.

A wooden tray was now brought, on which lay a variety of silver brooches, rings, and other baubles. These were distributed to the prisoners. Last of all, each received a yard of bright-coloured cloth, and then they were ordered by signs to rise.

They obeyed with alacrity, and were led out of the house, at the door of which they found a litter similar to the one which they had seen before. It was simply a blanket fastened to two long poles, and rolled round them so as to form a couch of about a yard in width. On this the wounded chief was laid, and two of the natives were ordered to grasp the ends of the poles and raise him. They did so, and were conducted by the Norsemen in single file out into the forest. Here, to their intense surprise, Karlsefin shook hands with them all very kindly, and then, going back with his men to the fortress, left them to return to their kindred!

Karlsefin remarked quietly to Biarne, as he went along, that one of the precepts of the new religion, which he had remembered well, because it seemed to him so very wise, was, that men should always try to overcome evil with good.

Thus was established a warm friendship between the natives of Vinland and the Norsemen; a friendship which might have lasted for ever  to the great modification, no doubt, of American history  had not unfortunate circumstances intervened to break it up. As it was, it lasted for a considerable time.




Chapter Fourteen.

The First American Fur Traders  Strange Devices  Anxious Times and Pleasant Discoveries.

The business of the colony progressed admirably after this. A large house was erected, with a central hall and numerous sleeping-rooms or closets off it, where all the chief people dwelt together, and a number of the men messed daily. Grass was found in abundance, and a large quantity of this was cut and stacked for winter use, although there was good reason to believe that the winter would be so mild that the cattle might be left out to forage for themselves. Salmon were also caught in great numbers, not only in Little River but in the main stream, and in the lake at their very doors. What they did not consume was dried, smoked, and stored. Besides this, a large quantity of fine timber was felled, squared, cut into lengths, and made suitable for exportation. Eggs were found on the islands offshore, and feathers collected, so that early in the summer they had more than enough wherewith to load the ship. Among other discoveries they found grain growing wild. The Saga-writers have called it wheat, but it is open to question whether it was not wild rice, of which large quantities grow in the uninhabited parts of America at the present time. They also found a beautiful kind of wood, called massurwood, of which samples were sent to Greenland and Norway; but what this wood really was we cannot tell.

Meanwhile an extensive traffic in valuable furs was commenced with the natives, who were more than satisfied with the scraps of bright cloth, beads, and other trifling ornaments they received in exchange for them. Some of the natives wanted to purchase weapons with their furs, but Karlsefin would not allow this. At first the Norsemen gave their cloth and other wares in exchange with liberal hand, cutting the bright cloth into stripes of three or four inches in breadth; but they soon found that at this rate their supplies would become exhausted too early in the year. They therefore reduced their prices, and began to give stripes of cloth only two inches in width, and at last reduced the measure to one inch, for furs that had previously fetched four. But the unsophisticated natives were quite content with the change, and appeared to enjoy nothing so much as to twist these stripes of cloth into their long black hair.

One day Karlsefin said to Gudrid that he had a new plan in his head.

What is that? said she.

I think that our goods are going away too fast, so I mean to try if these Skraelingers will give their furs for dairy produce. We have a good deal of that, and can spare some.

I dont know how Astrid will like that, she said, laughing. You know she has charge of the dairy, and is very proud of it.

That is well, Gudrid, for Astrid will be all the more pleased to have her produce turned to such good account. Milk is pleasant to the throat, and cream delights the tongue. Methinks these fellows will be tempted by it.

Would they not like beer better?

Beer! cried Karlsefin, with a shout of laughter. You should have seen the faces they made, and the way they spat it out, the only time they were asked to taste it. Biarne was very keen to let them try it, and I did not object, for I partly expected some such result. No, no, a man must learn to like beer. Nature teaches him to like milk. But go, tell Astrid to fill twenty cans with milk, and twenty small cups with good cream. Let her also set out twenty cakes, with a pat of fresh butter and a lump of cheese on each. Let her spread all on the table in the great hall, and see that she does it speedily. I will go and fetch the company to this feast.

He left the room as he spoke, and in less than an hour his orders had been executed. When he entered the hall a short time afterwards, followed by twenty natives, he found everything prepared according to his directions.

That he was correct in his expectation was clearly proved ere many minutes had passed, for the twenty natives raised their forty eyes, and looked on each other with rapturous delight when they tasted the good things. They finished them in a twinkling, and then wished for more; but it is only justice to their good-breeding and self-restraint to add that they did not ask for more! From that day nothing would please them but that they should have dairy produce for their furs.

Some time after this Karlsefin was walking, one afternoon, on the shores of the lake with Thorward. He suddenly asked him how he should like to take a trip to Greenland.

I should like it well, replied Thorward.

Then if you will go in charge of the Snake I should be pleased, said the other, for we have collected more than enough of merchandise to fill her, and if you set sail at once you will have time to bring back a cargo of such things as we need before autumn comes to an end.

I will go, said Thorward, to-morrow, if you choose.

Nay, not quite so fast. The ship is only half loaded yet; but in a day or two she will be ready. There are two things I am anxious you should manage. One is to persuade Leif Ericsson to come and visit us,  if he will not come to stay with us. The other is to tempt as many married men as you can to come over and join us  especially those men who chance to have a good many daughters, for we would be the better of a few more busy little hands, fair faces, and silvery tones in this beautiful Vinland of ours.

I will do what I can, replied Thorward, and I would advise that Olaf should go with me, that his glowing descriptions may tempt his father to come.

Nay; that would spoil all, objected Karlsefin, for, having had a sight of his son he would be content to let him come back alone. No, no; we will keep Olaf here as a bait to tempt him. But go now and make your arrangements, for you set sail as soon as the ship is ready.

Not long after that the Snake left her anchorage with a full cargo, rowed down the river, hoisted sail, and bore away for Greenland.

While she was gone an event of deep and absorbing interest occurred in Vinland.

One fine morning in autumn the heart of the entire hamlet was moved by the sound of a new voice! It was not a musical voice  rather squawky, indeed, than otherwise  and it was a feeble voice, that told of utter helplessness. In short, a son had been born to Karlsefin and Gudrid, and they called him Snorro. We record it with regret  for it went a long way to prove that, in regard to sweet sounds, Karlsefin and his wife were destitute of taste. It is our business, however, to record facts rather than to carp at them, therefore we let Snorro pass without further comment.

The little body that was attached to the little voice, although far from beautiful at first, was an object of intense affection to the parents, and of regard, almost amounting to veneration, to the rugged men by whom it was surrounded. Bertha declared enthusiastically that it was perfectly lovely, although it was obvious to all unprejudiced eyes that it resembled nothing so much as a piece of wrinkled beef of bad colour! Astrid declared that it had such a wise look, despite the evident fact that its expression was little short of idiotical! Karlsefin said nothing, but he smiled a good deal, and chucked it under the place where its chin ought to have been with his great forefinger in a timid way.

But when Snorro was deemed sufficiently far advanced in life to be handed out for public exhibition, then it was that the greatest number of falsehoods were uttered, with the quietest deliberation, although, to say truth, the greater number of the men said nothing, but contented themselves with taking the infant in their big rough hands as delicately as if they thought it was a bubble, and feared that it might burst and leave nothing to be handed back to Thora, who acted the part of nurse. Others merely ventured to look at it silently with their hairy lips parted and their huge eyes gazing in blank admiration.

Perhaps Krake made the most original remark in reference to the newcomer. Ah, said he quite seriously, touching its cheek as softly as though he half feared it would bite, only to think that myself was like that once!

This was received with a shout of laughter, so loud that little Snorro was startled.

Ah, then, cried Krake, with a look of great alarm, what is it going to do?

This question was occasioned by the sudden change on the infants countenance, which became, if possible, redder than before, and puckered up into such a complicated series of wrinkles that all semblance to humanity was well-nigh lost. Suddenly a hole opened on the surface and a feeble squall came forth!

Oh, you wicked men! cried Thora, snatching the infant indignantly from them and hurrying back into the house.

Tis a sweet child, observed Swend tenderly, as he and his comrades sauntered away.

You must have a good opinion of yourself, Krake, said Tyrker, to fancy that you were once like it.

So I have, replied Krake. Its what my father had before me. It lies in the family, you see, and with good reason too, for we were the best of company, not to mention fighting. It was always said that we were uncommonly fine infants, though a trifle big and noisy for the peace of our neighbourhood  quite like Turks in that way, I believe!

I doubt it not, Krake, said Biarne, who came up in time to hear the concluding remark; and since you are such a noisy fellow I am going to send you on an expedition in search of these vines, that seem to me to have rooted themselves out of the land and fled, from mere spite, since Leif named it Vinland. There is but one quarter that I can think of now which has not yet been explored; you may take a party of men, and let Tyrker go too; as he discovered them on his first visit, the stupid fellow ought to have re-discovered them long before now. You can discuss by the way the little matter you have in hand,  only see that you dont fall out about it.

Thus instructed, Krake organised a party, and set off to search for the celebrated vines, which, as Biarne said, had not up to that time been found.

That day they searched far and wide without success. Then they sat down to rest and eat. While thus engaged, Krake and Tyrker returned to the subject of the reported noisiness of Turks, and the former became so caustic in his jests that the irascible little Tyrker lost temper, much to the amusement of his comrades.

After refreshing themselves, the explorers again set out and came to a part of the country which was broken up and beautifully diversified by rocky eminences crowned with trees, and shady hollows carpeted with wild-flowers. It was difficult here to decide as to which of the innumerable valleys or hollows they should traverse; they therefore sat down again for a little to consult, but the consultation soon became a discussion, and Krake, whose spirit of fun had got the better of him, gradually edged the talk round until it came again, quite in a natural way, to the Turks. At last Tyrker became so angry that he started up, declared he would follow the party no longer, plunged into a thicket and disappeared.

He was followed by a shout of laughter, and then the others, rising, resumed their search, not doubting that their irate companion would ere long rejoin them.

But Tyrker did not join them, and when evening drew on apace they became anxious, gave up the search for vines, and went about looking for him. At last it became too dark for them to continue the search, and they were obliged to return home without their comrade.

On leaving them Tyrker had no definite idea what he meant to do or where he meant to go. He just walked straight before him in high dudgeon, taking no notice of the route by which he journeyed, or the flight of time. At length he awoke from his absent condition of mind and looked up. A vast amphitheatre of wooded hills surrounded him, and there, in the heart of a secluded dell, under a clump of trees, were the long sought and much-desired vines!

For some time Tyrker stood gazing at them in silent admiration and delight. He rubbed his eyes and looked again. Yes; there could be no question as to their reality. There hung the rich purple clusters such as he had seen on his first visit to Vinland, and such as he had been wont to see in his own land in days long gone by. He pinched himself, pulled his hair, punched his eyeballs, but no  all that failed to awaken him; from which circumstance he naturally came to the conclusion that he was awake already. He then uttered a wild, probably a Turkish, cheer, and rushed upon the spoil.

Filling both hands with the fruit he crammed his mouth full. Then he raised his eyes upwards in ecstasy and did it again. He repeated it! After which he paused to sigh, and leaped up to cheer and sat down again to  guzzle! Pardon the word, good reader, it is appropriate, for there is no disguising the fact that Tyrker was a tremendous glutton, and did not care a fig  or a grape  for appearances.

After eating for a long time he was satisfied and sat down to rest. By that time the shades of evening were falling. They proved to be soporific, for he gradually reclined backwards on the green turf and fell asleep, surrounded by and partially covered with grapes, like a drunken and disorderly Bacchus.

Now Tyrker was a man in robust health; full of energy and high spirits. Sleep therefore was to him a process which, once begun, continued till morning. Even the puckered little Snorro did not rest more soundly in his kneading-trough crib than did Tyrker on the greensward under his vinous canopy.

When next he opened his eyes, groaned, rolled over, sat up, and yawned, the sun was beginning to peep above the eastern sea.

Ho! exclaimed Tyrker. I have forgot myself. To refresh his memory he scratched his head and shook it; then he raised his eyes, saw the grapes, leaped up and burst into a fit of joyous laughter.

Thereafter he again sat down and breakfasted, after which he filled his cap, his wallet, his various pockets, the breast of his coat  every available compartment, in fact, outside as well as in  with grapes, and hastened homeward at his utmost speed in order to communicate the joyful news to his comrades.

Now the disappearance of Tyrker had caused no small amount of anxiety to his friends at the hamlet, especially to Karlsefin, who was very fond of him, and who feared that his strength might have given way, or that he had fallen into the hands of savages or under the paws of bears. He sat up the greater part of the night watching and hoping for his return, and when the first grey light of dawn appeared he called up a number of the men, and, dividing them into several bands, organised a systematic search.

Placing himself at the head of one band he went off in the direction in which, from Krakes account of what had taken place, it seemed most probable that Tyrker might be found. They advanced so rapidly that when the sun rose they had got to within a mile or so of the spot where Krake and his party had given up their search on the previous evening. Thus it came to pass that before the red sun had ascended the eastern sky by much more than his own height, Karlsefin and Tyrker met face to face in a narrow gorge.

They stopped and gazed at each other for a few moments in silence, Karlsefin in astonishment as well  and no wonder, for the figure that stood before him was a passing strange one. To behold Tyrker thus dishevelled and besmeared was surprising enough, but to see him with grapes and vine-leaves stuffed all about him and twined all round him was absolutely astounding. His behaviour was little less so, for, clapping his hands to his sides, he shut his eyes, opened his big mouth, and burst into an uproarious fit of laughter.

The men who came up at that moment did so also for laughter is catching.

Why, Tyrker, where have you been? demanded Karlsefin.

Grapes! shouted Tyrker, and laughed again.

Are these grapes? asked Karlsefin, regarding the fruit with much interest.

Ay, grapes! vines! Vinland! hurrah!

But are you sure?

Instead of answering, Tyrker laughed again and began to talk, as he always did when greatly moved, in Turkish. Altogether he was so much excited that Krake said he was certainly drunk.

Drunk! exclaimed Tyrker, again using the Norse language; no, that is not possible. A man could not get drunk on grapes if he were to eat a ship-load of them. I am only joyful  happy, happy as I can be. It seems as if my young days had returned again with these grapes. I am drunk with old thoughts and memories. I am back again in Turkey!

Ye couldnt be in a worse place if all accounts be true, said Krake, with a grin. Come, dont keep all the grapes to yourself; let us taste them.

Ay, let us taste them, said Karlsefin, advancing and plucking a bunch from Tyrkers shoulders.

The others did the same, tasted them, and pronounced the fruit excellent.

Now, lads, we will make the strong drink from the grapes, said Tyrker. I dont know quite how to do it, but we will soon find out.

That you certainly shall not if I can prevent it, said Karlsefin firmly.

Tyrker looked a little surprised, and asked why not.

Because if the effect of eating grapes is so powerful, drinking the strong drink of the grape must be dangerous. Why do you wish to make it?

Why? because  because  it does make one so happy.

You told us just now, returned Karlsefin, that you were as happy as you could be, did you not? You cannot be happier than that  therefore, according to your own showing, Tyrker, there is no need of strong drink.

Thats for you, whispered Krake to Tyrker, with a wink, as he poked him in the side. Go to sleep upon that advice, man, and itll do ye good  if it dont do ye harm!

Ease him of part of his load, boys, and we shall go back the way we came as fast as may be.

Each man relieved Tyrker of several bunches of grapes, so that in a few minutes he resumed his own ordinary appearance. They then retraced their steps, and soon afterwards presented to the women the first grapes of Vinland. Karlsefin carried a chosen bunch to Gudrid, who, after thanking him heartily, stuffed a grape into the hole in Snorros puckered visage and nearly choked him. Thus narrowly did the first Yankee (for such one of his own countrymen has claimed him to be) escape being killed by the first-fruits of his native land!




Chapter Fifteen.

Greenland Again  Flatface Turns up, Also Thorward, who Becomes Eloquent and Secures Recruits for Vinland.

Who has not heard of that solitary step which lies between the sublime and the ridiculous? The very question may seem ridiculous. And who has not, at one period or another of life, been led to make comparisons to that step? Why then should we hesitate to confess that the step in question has been suggested by the brevity of that other step which lies between the beautiful and the plain, the luxuriant and the barren, the fruitful and the sterile  which step we now call upon the reader to take, by accompanying us from Vinlands shady groves to Greenlands rocky shores.

Leif Ericsson is there, standing on the end of the wharf at Brattalid  bold, stalwart, and upright, as he was when, some years before, he opened up the way to Vinland. Flatface the Skraelinger is there too  stout, hairy, and as suggestive of a frying-pan as he was when, on murderous deeds intent, not very long before, he had led his hairy friends on tiptoe to the confines of Brattalid, and was made almost to leap out of his oily skin with terror.

But his terror by this time was gone. He and the Norsemen had been reconciled, very much to the advantage of both, and his tribe was, just then, encamped on the other side of the ridge.

Leif had learned a little of the Skraelinger tongue; Flatface had acquired a little less of the Norse language  and a pretty mess they made of it between them! As we are under the necessity of rendering both into English, we beg the readers forbearance and consideration.

So you are going off on a sealing expedition, are you? said Leif, turning from the contemplation of the horizon, and regarding the Skraelinger with a comical smile.

Yis, yo, ha, hooroo! said Flatface, waving his arms violently to add force to his reply.

And when do you go? asked Leif.

Wen? E go skrumch en cracker smorrow.

Just so, replied Leif, only I cant quite make that cracker out unless you mean to-morrow.

Yis, yo, ha! exclaimed the hairy man. Kite right, kite right, smorrow, yis, to-morrow.

Youre a wonderful man, remarked Leif, with a smile. Youll speak Norse like a Norseman if you live long enough.

Eh! exclaimed the Skraelinger, with a perplexed look.

When are you to be back? asked Leif.

Flatface immediately pointed to the moon, which, although it was broad daylight at the time, showed a remarkably white face in the blue sky, and, doubling his fist, hit himself four blows on the bridge of his nose, or rather on the spot where the bridge of that feature should have been, but where, as it happened, there was only a hollow in the frying-pan, with a little blob below it.

Ha, four months. Very good. It will be a good riddance; for, to say truth, Im tired of you and your noisy relations.

Leif said this more as a soliloquy than a remark, for he had no intention of hurting the feelings of the poor savage, who, he was aware, could not understand him. Turning again to him, he said You know the kitchen, Flatface? Flatface said nothing, but rolled his eyes, nodded violently, and rubbed that region which is chiefly concerned with food.

Go, said Leif, tell Anders to give you food  food  food!

At each mention of the word Flatface retreated a step and nodded. When Leif stopped he turned about, and with an exclamation of delight, trundled off to the kitchen like a good-natured polar bear.

For full half an hour after that Leif walked up and down the wharf with his eyes cast down; evidently he was brooding over something. Presently Anders came towards him.

Anders was a burly middle-aged Norseman, with a happy-looking countenance; he was also cook, steward, valet, and general factotum to Leif.

Well, Anders, hast had a visit from Flatface? asked Leif.

Ay  he is in the kitchen now.

Hast fed him?

Ay, gorged him, replied Anders, with a grin.

Good, said Leif, laughing; he goes off to-morrow, it seems, for four months, which Im right glad to hear, for we have had him and his kindred long enough beside us for this time. I am sorry on account of the Christian teachers, however, because they were making some progress with the language, and this will throw them back.

Leif here referred to men who had recently been sent to Greenland by King Olaf Tryggvisson of Norway, with the design of planting Christianity there, and some of whom appeared to be very anxious to acquire the language of the natives. Leif himself had kept somewhat aloof from these teachers of the new faith. He had indeed suffered himself to be baptized, when on a visit to Norway, in order to please the King; but he was a very reserved man, and no one knew exactly what opinions he held in regard to religion. Of course he had been originally trained in the Odin-worship of his forefathers, but he was a remarkably shrewd man, and people said that he did not hold by it very strongly. No one ever ventured to ask him what he held until the teachers above mentioned came. When they tried to find out his opinions he quietly, and with much urbanity, asked to be informed as to some of the details of that which they had come to teach, and so managed the conversation that, without hurting their feelings, he sent them away from him as wise as they came. But although Leif was silent he was very observant, and people said that he noted what was going on keenly  which was indeed the case.

I know not what the teachers think, said Anders, with a careless air, but it is my opinion that they wont make much of the Skraelingers, and the Skraelingers are not worth making much of.

There thou art wrong, Anders, said Leif, with much gravity; does not Flatface love his wife and children as much as you love yours?

I suppose he does.

Is not his flesh and blood the same as thine, his body as well knit together as thine, and as well suited to its purposes?

Doubtless it is, though somewhat uglier.

Does he not support his family as well as thou dost, and labour more severely than thou for that purpose? Is he not a better hunter, too, and a faster walker, and fully as much thought of and prized by his kindred?

All that may be very true, replied Anders carelessly.

Then, pursued Leif, if the Skraelingers be apparently as good as thou art, how can ye say that they are not worth making much of?

Truly, on the same ground that I say that I myself am not worth making much of. I neither know nor care anything about the matter. Only this am I sure of, that the Skraelingers do not serve you, master, as well as I do.

Anders, thou art incorrigible! said Leif, smiling; but I admit the truth of your last remark; so now, if ye will come up to the house and do for me, to some extent, what ye have just done to Flatface, ye will add greatly to the service of which thou hast spoken.

I follow, master, said Anders; but would it not be well, first, to wait and see which of our people are returning to us, for, if I mistake not, yonder is a boats sail coming round the ness.

A boats sail! exclaimed Leif eagerly, as he gazed at the sail in question; why, man, if your eyes were as good as those of Flatface, ye would have seen that yonder sail belongs to a ship. My own eyes have been turned inward the last half hour, else must I have observed it sooner.

It seems to me but a boat, said Anders.

I tell thee it is a ship! cried Leif; ay, and if my eyes do not deceive, it is the ship of Karlsefin. Go, call out the people quickly, and see that they come armed. There is no saying who may be in possession of the ship now.

Anders hastened away, and Leif, after gazing at the approaching vessel a little longer, walked up to the house, where some of his house-carls were hastily arming, and where he received from the hands of an old female servant his sword, helmet, and shield.

The people of Brattalid were soon all assembled on the shore, anxiously awaiting the arrival of the ship, and an active boy was sent round to Heriulfness, to convey the news to the people there  for in Greenland the arrival of a ship was of rare occurrence in those days.

As the ship drew near, all doubt as to her being Karlsefins vessel was removed, and, when she came close to land, great was the anxiety of the people to make out the faces that appeared above the bulwarks.

That is Karlsefin, said one. I know his form of face well.

No, it is Biarne, cried another. Karlsefin is taller by half a foot.

Tis Thorward, said a third. Id know his face among a thousand.

There seem to be no women with them, observed Anders, who stood at the end of the wharf near his master.

Does any one see Olaf? asked Leif.

No  no, replied several voices.

When the ship was near enough Leif shouted Is Olaf on board?

No! replied Thorward, in a stentorian voice.

Leifs countenance fell.

Is all well in Vinland? he shouted.

All is well, was the reply.

Leifs countenance brightened, and in a few minutes he was shaking Thorward heartily by the hand.

Why did ye not bring my son? said Leif, somewhat reproachfully, as they went up to the house together.

We thought it best to try to induce you to go to him rather than bring him to you, answered Thorward, smiling. You must come back with me, Leif. You cannot conceive what a splendid country it is. It far surpasses Iceland and Norway. As to Greenland, it should not be named in the same breath.

Leif made no reply at that time, but seemed to ponder the proposal.

Now we shall feast, Thorward, said Leif, as he entered the hall. Ho! lay the tables, good woman.  Come, Anders, see that ye load it well. Have all the house-carls gathered; I will go fetch in our neighbours, and we shall hear what Thorward has to say of this Vinland that we have heard so much about of late.

Leifs instructions were promptly and energetically carried out. The tables were spread with all the delicacies of the season that Greenland had to boast of, which consisted chiefly of fish and wild-fowl, with seals flesh instead of beef, for nearly all the cattle had been carried off by the emigrants, as we have seen, and the few that were left behind had died for want of proper food. The banquet was largely improved by Thorward, who loaded the table with smoked salmon. After the dishes had been removed and the tankards of beer sent round, Thorward began to relate his story to greedy ears.

He was very graphic in his descriptions, and possessed the power of detailing even commonplace conversations in such a way that they became interesting. He had a great deal of quiet humour, too, which frequently convulsed his hearers with laughter. In short, he gave such a fascinating account of the new land, that when the people retired to rest that night, there was scarcely a man, woman, or child among them who did not long to emigrate without delay. This was just what Thorward desired.

Next day he unloaded the ship, and the sight of her cargo fully confirmed many parts of his story. The upshot of it was that Leif agreed to go and spend the winter in Vinland, and a considerable number of married men made up their minds to emigrate with their wives and families.

Having discharged cargo and taken in a large supply of such goods as were most needed at the new colony, Thorward prepared for sea. Leif placed Anders in charge of his establishment, and, about grey dawn of a beautiful morning, the Snake once again shook out her square sail to the breeze and set sail for Vinland.




Chapter Sixteen.

Joyful Meetings and Hearty Greetings.

Need we attempt to describe the joy of our friends in Vinland, when, one afternoon towards the end of autumn, they saw their old ship sweep into the lake under oars and sail, and cast anchor in the bay? We think not.

The reader must possess but a small power of fancy who cannot, without the aid of description, call up vividly the gladsome faces of men and women when they saw the familiar vessel appear, and beheld the bulwarks crowded with well-known faces. Besides, words cannot paint Olafs sparkling eyes, and the scream of delight when he recognised his father standing in sedate gravity on the poop.

Suffice it to say that the joy culminated at night, as human joys not unfrequently do, in a feast, at which, as a matter of course, the whole story of the arrival and settlement in Vinland was told over again to the newcomers, as if it had never been told before. But there was this advantage in the telling, that instead of all being told by Thorward, each man gave his own version of his own doings, or, at all events, delegated the telling to a friend who was likely to do him justice. Sometimes one or another undertook that friendly act, without having it laid upon him. Thus, Krake undertook to relate the discovery of the grapes by Tyrker, and Tyrker retaliated by giving an account of the accident in connexion with a mud-hole that had happened to Krake. This brought out Biarne, who went into a still more minute account of that event with reference to its bearing on Freydissa, and that gentle woman revenged herself by giving an account of the manner in which Hake had robbed Biarne of the honour of killing a brown bear, the mention of which ferocious animal naturally suggested to Olaf the brave deed of his dear pet the black bull, to a narrative of which he craved and obtained attention. From the black bull to the baby was an easy and natural transition  more so perhaps than may appear at first sight  for the bull suggested the cows, and the cows the milk, which last naturally led to thoughts of the great consumer thereof.

It is right to say here, however, that the baby was among the first objects presented to Leif and his friends after their arrival; and great was the interest with which they viewed this first-born of the American land. The wrinkles, by the way, were gone by that time. They had been filled up so completely that the place where they once were resembled a fair and smooth round ball of fresh butter, with two bright blue holes in it, a knob below them, and a ripe cherry underneath that.

Snorro happened to be particularly amiable when first presented to his new friends. Of course he had not at that time reached the crowing or smiling age. His goodness as yet was negative. He did not squall; he did not screw up his face into inconceivable formations; he did not grow alarmingly red in the face; he did not insist on having milk, seeing that he had already had as much as he could possibly hold  no, he did none of these things, but lay in Gudrids arms, the very embodiment of stolid and expressionless indifference to all earthly things  those who loved him best included.

But this state of goodness did not last long. He soon began to display what may be styled the old-Adamic part of his nature, and induced Leif, after much long-suffering, to suggest that that would do, and that he had better be taken away!

The effervescence of the colony caused by this infusion of new elements ere long settled down. The immigrants took part in the general labour and duties. Timber-cutting, grape-gathering, hay-making, fishing, hunting, exploring, eating, drinking, and sleeping, went on with unabated vigour, and thus, gradually, autumn merged into winter.

But winter did not bring in its train the total change that these Norsemen had been accustomed to in their more northern homes. The season was to them comparatively mild. True, there was a good deal of snow, and it frequently gave to the branches of the trees that silvery coating which, in sunshine, converts the winter forest into the very realms of fairyland; but the snow did not lie deep on the ground, or prevent the cattle from remaining out and finding food all the winter. There was ice, also, on the lake, thick enough to admit of walking on it, and sledging with ponies, but not thick enough to prevent them cutting easily through it, and fishing with lines and hooks, made of bone and baited with bits of fat, with which they caught enormous trout, little short of salmon in size, and quite as good for food.

Daring the winter there was plenty of occupation for every one in the colony. For one thing, it cost a large number of the best men constant and hard labour merely to supply the colonists with firewood and food. Then the felling of timber for export was carried on during winter as easily as in summer, and the trapping of wild animals for their furs was a prolific branch of industry. Sometimes the men changed their work for the sake of variety. The hunters occasionally took to fishing, the fishers to timber felling and squaring, the timber-cutters to trapping; the trappers undertook the work of the firewood-cutters, and these latter relieved the men who performed the duties of furniture-making, repairing, general home-work and guarding the settlement. Thus the work went on, and circled round.

Of course all this implied a vast deal of tear and wear. Buttons had not at that time been invented, but tags could burst off as well as buttons, and loops were not warranted to last for ever, any more than button-holes. Socks were unknown to those hardy pioneers, but soft leather shoes, not unlike mocassins, and boots resembling those of the Esquimaux of the present day, were constantly wearing out, and needed to be replaced or repaired; hence the women of the colony had their hands full, for, besides these renovating duties which devolved on them, they had also the housekeeping  a duty in itself calling for an amount of constant labour, anxiety, and attention which that ridiculous creature man never can or will understand or appreciate  at least so the women say, but, being a man, we incline to differ from them as to that!

Then, when each days work was over, the men returned to their several abodes tired and hungry. Arrangements had been made that so many men should dwell and mess together, and the women were so appointed that each mess was properly looked after. Thus the men found cheerful fires, clean hearths, spread tables, smoking viands, and a pleasant welcome on their return home; and, after supper, were wont to spend the evenings in recounting their days experiences, telling sagas, singing songs, or discussing general principles  a species of discussion, by the way, which must certainly have originated in Eden after the Fall!

In Karlsefins large hall the largest number of men and women were nightly assembled, and there the time was spent much in the same way, but with this difference, that the heads of the settlement were naturally appealed to in disputed matters, and conversation frequently merged into something like orations from Leif and Biarne Karlsefin and Thorward, all of whom were far-travelled, well-informed, and capable of sustaining the interest of their audiences for a prolonged period.

In those days the art of writing was unknown among the Norsemen, and it was their custom to fix the history of their great achievements, as well as much of their more domestic doings, in their memories by means of song and story. Men gifted with powers of composition in prose and verse undertook to enshrine deeds and incidents in appropriate language at the time of their occurrence, and these scalds or poets, and saga-men or chroniclers, although they might perhaps have coloured their narratives and poems slightly, were not likely to have falsified them, because they were at first related and sung in the presence of actors and eye-witnesses, to attempt imposition on whom would have been useless as well as ridiculous. Hence those old songs and sagas had their foundation in truth. After they were once launched into the memories of men, the form of words, doubtless, tended to protect them to some extent from adulteration, and even when all allowance is made for mans well-known tendency to invent and exaggerate, it still remains likely that all the truth would be retained, although surrounded more or less with fiction. To distinguish the true from the false in such cases is not so difficult a process as one at first sight might suppose. Men with penetrating minds and retentive memories, who are trained to such work, are swift to detect the chaff amongst the wheat, and although in their winnowing operations they may frequently blow away a few grains of wheat, they seldom or never accept any of the chaff as good grain.

We urge all this upon the reader, because the narratives and poems which were composed and related by Karlsefin and his friends that winter, doubtless contained those truths which were not taken out of the traditionary state, collected and committed to writing by the Icelandic saga-writers, until about one hundred years afterwards, at the end of the eleventh or beginning of the twelfth century.

On these winter evenings, too, Karlsefin sometimes broached the subject of the new religion, which had been so recently introduced into Greenland. He told them that he had not received much instruction in it, so that he could not presume to explain it all to them, but added that he had become acquainted with the name and some of the precepts of Jesus Christ, and these last, he said, seemed to him so good and so true that he now believed in Him who taught them, and would not exchange that belief for all the riches of this world, for, said he, the world we dwell in is passing away  that to which we go shall never pass away. His chief delight in the new religion was that Jesus Christ was described as a Saviour from sin, and he thought that to be delivered from wicked thoughts in the heart and wicked deeds of the body was the surest road to perfect happiness.

The Norsemen listened to all this with profound interest, for none of them were so much wedded to their old religion as to feel any jealousy of the new; but although they thought much about it, they spoke little, for all were aware that the two religions could not go together  the acceptance of the one implied the rejection of the other.

Frequently during the winter Karlsefin and Leif had earnest conversations about the prospects of the infant colony.

Leif, said Karlsefin, one day, my mind is troubled.

That is bad, replied Leif; what troubles it?

The thoughts that crowd upon me in regard to this settlement.

I marvel not at that, returned Leif, stopping and looking across the lake, on the margin of which they were walking; your charge is a heavy one, calling for earnest thought and careful management. But what is the particular view that gives you uneasiness?

Why, the fact that it does not stand on a foundation which is likely to be permanent. A house may not be very large, but if its foundation be good it will stand. If, however, its foundation be bad, then the bigger and grander it is, so much the worse for the house.

That is true. Go on.

Well, it seems to me that the foundation of our settlement is not good. It is true that some of us have our wives here, and there is, besides, a sprinkling of young girls, who are being courted by some of the men; nevertheless it remains a stubborn truth that far the greater part of the men are those who came out with Thorward and me, and have left either wives or sweethearts in Norway and in Iceland. Now these may be pleased to remain here for a time, but it cannot be expected that they will sit down contentedly and make it their home.

There is truth in what you say, Karlsefin. Have any of your men spoken on that subject?

No, none as yet; but I have not failed to note that some of them are not so cheerful and hearty as they used to be.

What is to prevent you making a voyage to Iceland and Norway next spring, said Leif, and bringing out the wives and families, and, if you can, the sweethearts of these men?

Karlsefin laughed heartily at this suggestion. Why, Leif, he said, has your sojourn on the barren coast of Greenland so wrought on your good sense, or your feelings, that you should suppose thirty or forty families will agree at once to leave home and kindred to sail for and settle in a new land of the West that they have barely,  perhaps never  heard of; and think you that sweethearts have so few lovers at home that they will jump at those who are farthest away from them? It is one thing to take time and trouble to collect men and households that are willing to emigrate; it is another thing altogether to induce households to follow men who have already emigrated.

Nay, but I would counsel you to take the men home along with you, so that they might use their persuasions, returned Leif; but, as you say, it is not a likely course to take, even in that way. What, then, do you think, is wisest to be done?

I cannot yet reply to that, Leif. I see no course open.

Tell me, Karlsefin, how is it with yourself? asked Leif, looking earnestly at his friend. Are you content to dwell here?

Karlsefin did not reply for a few seconds.

Well, to tell you the truth, he said at length, I do not relish the notion of calling Vinland home. The sea is my home. I have dwelt on it the greater part of my life. I love its free breezes and surging waves. The very smell of its salt spray brings pleasant memories to my soul. I cannot brook the solid earth. While I walk I feel as if I were glued to it, and when I lie down I am too still. It is like death. On the sea, whether I stand, or walk, or lie, I am ever bounding on. Yes; the sea is my native home, and when old age constrains me to forsake it, and take to the land, my home must be in Iceland.

Truly if that be your state of mind, said Leif, laughing, there is little hope of your finally coming to an anchor here.

But, continued Karlsefin, less energetically, it would not be right in me to forsake those whom I have led hither. I am bound to remain by and aid them as long as they are willing to stay  at least until they do not require my services.

That is well spoken, friend, said Leif. Thou art indeed so bound. Now, what I would counsel is this, that you should spend another year, or perhaps two more years, in Vinland, and at the end of that time it will be pretty plain either that the colony is going to flourish and can do without you, or that it is advisable to forsake it and return home. Meanwhile I would advise that you give the land a fair trial. Put a good face on it; keep the men busy  for that is the way to keep them cheerful and contented, always being careful not to overwork them  provide amusements for their leisure hours if possible, and keep them from thinking too much of absent wives and sweethearts  if you can.

If I can, repeated Karlsefin, with a smile; ay, but I dont think I can. However, your advice seems good, so I will adopt it; and as I shall be able to follow it out all the better with your aid, I hope that you will spend next winter with us.

I agree to that, said Leif; but I must first visit Greenland in spring, and then return to you. And now, tell me what you think of the two thralls King Olaf sent me.

Karlsefins brow clouded a little as he replied that they were excellent men in all respects  cheerful, willing, and brave.

So should I have expected of men sent to me by the King, said Leif, but I have noticed that the elder is very sad. Does he pine for his native land, think ye?

Doubtless he does, answered Karlsefin; but I am tempted to think that he, like some others among us, pines for an absent sweetheart.

Not unlikely, not unlikely, observed Leif, looking gravely at the ground. And the younger lad, Hake, what of him? He, I think, seems well enough pleased to remain, if one may judge from his manner and countenance.

There is reason for that, returned Karlsefin, with a recurrence of the troubled expression. The truth is that Hake is in love with Bertha.

The thrall? exclaimed Leif.

Ay, and he has gone the length of speaking to her of love; I know it, for I heard him.

What! does Karlsefin condescend to turn eavesdropper? said Leif, looking at his friend in surprise.

Not so, but I chanced to come within earshot at the close of an interview they had, and heard a few words in spite of myself. It was in summer. I was walking through the woods, and suddenly heard voices near me in the heart of a copse through which I must needs pass. Thinking nothing about it I advanced and saw Hake and Bertha partially concealed by the bushes. Suddenly Hake cried passionately, I cannot help it, Bertha. I must tell you that I love you if I should die for it; to which Bertha replied, It is useless, Hake; neither Leif nor Karlsefin will consent, and I shall never oppose their will. Then Hake said, You are right, Bertha, right  forgive me  . At this point I felt ashamed of standing still, and turned back lest I should overhear more.

He is a thrall  a thrall, murmured Leif sternly, as if musing.

And yet he is a Scottish earls son, said Karlsefin. It does seem a hard case to be a thrall. I wonder if the new religion teaches anything regarding thraldom.

Leif looked up quickly into his friends face, but Karlsefin had turned his head aside as if in meditation, and no further allusion was made to that subject by either of them.

Do you think that Bertha returns Hakes love? asked Leif, after a few minutes.

There can be no doubt of that, said Karlsefin, laughing; the colour of her cheek, the glance of her eye, and the tones of her voice, are all tell-tale. But since the day I have mentioned they have evidently held more aloof from each other.

That is well, said Leif, somewhat sternly. Bertha is free-born. She shall not wed a thrall if he were the son of fifty Scottish earls.

This speech was altogether so unlike what might have been expected from one of Leifs kind and gentle nature that Karlsefin looked at him in some astonishment and seemed about to speak, but Leif kept his frowning eyes steadily on the ground, and the two friends walked the remainder of the road to the hamlet in perfect silence.




Chapter Seventeen.

Treats of the Friendship and Adventures of Olaf and Snorro, and of Sundry Surprising Incidents.

We must now pass over a considerable period of time, and carry our story forward to the spring of the third year after the settlement of the Norsemen in Vinland.

During that interval matters had progressed much in the same way as we have already described, only that the natives had become a little more exacting in their demands while engaged in barter, and were, on the whole, rather more pugnacious and less easily pleased. There had been a threatening of hostilities once or twice, but, owing to Karlsefins pacific policy, no open rupture had taken place.

During that interval, too, Leif had made two trips to Greenland and back; a considerable amount of merchandise had been sent home; a few more colonists had arrived, and a few of the original ones had left; Thorwards ship had been also brought to Vinland; and last, but not least, Snorro had grown into a most magnificent baby!

Things were in this felicitous condition when, early one beautiful spring morning, Snorro resolved to have a ramble. Snorro was by that time barely able to walk, and he did it after a peculiar fashion of his own. He had also begun to make a few desperate efforts to talk; but even Gudrid was forced to admit that, in regard to both walking and talking, there was great room for improvement.

Now, it must be told that little Olaf was particularly fond of Snorro, and, if one might judge from appearances, Snorro reciprocated the attachment. Whenever Snorro happened to be missed, it was generally understood that Olaf had him. If any one chanced to ask the question, Where is Snorro? the almost invariable reply was, Ask Olaf. In the event of Olaf not having him, it was quite unnecessary for any one to ask where he was, because the manner in which he raged about the hamlet shouting, howling, absolutely yelling, for Oaf! was a sufficient indication of his whereabouts.

It was customary for Olaf not only to tend and nurse Snorro, in a general way, when at home, but to take him out for little walks and rides in the forest  himself being the horse. At first these delightful expeditions were very short, but as Snorros legs developed, and his mother became more accustomed to his absences, they were considerably extended. Nevertheless a limit was marked out, beyond which Olaf was forbidden to take him, and experience had proved that Olaf was a trustworthy boy. It must be remembered here, that although he had grown apace during these two years, Olaf was himself but a small boy, with the clustering golden curls and the red chubby cheeks with which he had left Greenland.

As we have said, then, Snorro resolved to have a walk one fine spring morning of the year one thousand and ten  or thereabouts. In the furtherance of his design he staggered across the hall, where Gudrid had left him for those fatal few minutes during which children of all ages and climes have invariably availed themselves of their opportunity! Coming to a serious impediment in the shape of the door-step, he paused, plucked up heart, and tumbled over it into the road. Gathering himself up, he staggered onward through the village shouting his usual cry, Oaf! Oaf! OAF! O-o-o! with his wonted vigour.

But Oaf was deaf to the touching appeal. He chanced to have gone away that morning with Biarne and Hake to visit a bear-trap. A little black bear had been found in it crushed and dead beneath the heavy tree that formed the drop of the trap. This bear had been slung on a pole between the two men, and the party were returning home in triumph at the time that Snorro set up his cry, but they were not quite within earshot.

Finding that his cries were not attended to, Snorro staggered out of the village into the forest a short way, and there, standing in the middle of the path, began again, Oaf! Oaf! OAF! O-o-o!

Still there was no reply; therefore Snorro, stirred by the blood which had descended to him through a long line of illustrious and warlike sea-kings, lost his temper, stamped his feet, and screeched with passion.

Nothing resulting, he changed his mood, shouted Oaf! once more, in heartrending accents, and  with his eyes half-shut and mouth wide open, his arms and hands helplessly pendent, his legs astraddle, and his whole aspect what is expressively styled in the Norse tongue begrutten  howled in abject despair!

In this condition he was found by the bear party not many minutes later, and in another moment he was sobbing out his heart and sorrows into the sympathetic bosom of his dearly-loved friend.

What is it, Snorrie? Whats the matter? inquired Olaf tenderly.

Hik!  Me  hup!  O!  want  hif!  wak, replied the sobbing child.

It wants to walk, does it? So it shall, my bold little man. There, dry its eyes and get on my back, hup!  now, away we go! Ill be back soon, he said to Biarne, who stood laughing at them. Be sure that you keep the claws of the bear for me.  Now, Snorrie, off and away! hurrah!

Hooah! echoed Snorro, as, holding tight with both his fat arms round Olafs neck, he was borne away into the wilderness.

Olafs usual mode of proceeding was as follows:

First he dashed along the track of the woodcutters for about half a mile. It was a good broad track, which at first had been cleared by the axe, and afterwards well beaten by the constant passage of men and horses with heavy loads of timber. Then he stopped and set Snorro on his legs, and, going down on his knees before him, laughed in his face. You may be sure that Snorro returned the laugh with right good-will.

Whereaway next, Snorrie?

Away! a-way! shouted the child, throwing up his arms, losing his balance, and falling plump  in sedentary fashion.

Ay, anywhere you please; that means, no doubt, up to the sun or moon, if possible! But come, it must walk a bit now. Give me its hand, old man.

Snorro was obedient to Olaf  and, reader, that was an amazing triumph of love, for to no one else, not even to his mother, did he accord obedience. He quietly took his guides hand, trotted along by his side, and listened wonderingly while he chatted of trees, and flowers, and birds, and squirrels, and wild beasts, just as if he understood every word that Olaf said.

But Snorros obedience was not perfect. Olafs pace being regulated by his spirits, Snorro soon began to pant, and suddenly pulled up with a violent Top!

Ho! is it tired? cried Olaf, seizing him and throwing him over his shoulder into the old position. Well, then, off we go again!

He not only went off at a run, but he went off the track also at this point, and struck across country straight through the woods in the direction of a certain ridge, which was the limit beyond which he was forbidden to go.

It was an elevated ridge, which commanded a fine view of the surrounding country, being higher than the tree-tops, and was a favourite resort of Olaf when he went out to ramble with Snorro. Beyond it lay a land that was unknown to Olaf, because that part of the forest was so dense that even the men avoided it in their expeditions, and selected more open and easier routes. Olaf, who was only allowed to accompany the men on short excursions, had never gone beyond the ridge in that direction. He longed to do so, however, and many a time had he, while playing with Snorro on the ridge, gazed with ever increasing curiosity into the deep shades beyond, and wondered what was there! To gaze at a forbidden object is dangerous. We have already said that Olaf was a trustworthy boy, but he was not immaculate. He not only sometimes wished to have his own way, but now and then took it. On this particular occasion he gave way, alas! to temptation.

Snorro, said he, after sitting under a tree for a considerable time basking in the checkered sunshine with the child beside him, Snorro, why should not you and I have a peep into that dark forest?

Eh? said Snorro, who understood him not.

It would be great fun, pursued Olaf. The shade would be so pleasant in a hot day like this, and we would not go far. What does it think?

Ho! said Snorro, who thought and cared nothing at all about it, for he happened to be engaged just then in crushing a quantity of wild-flowers in his fat hands.

I see it is not inclined to talk much to-day. Well, come, get on my back, and we shall have just one peep  just one run into it  and then out again.

Error number one. Smelling forbidden fruit is the sure prelude to the eating of it!

He took the child on his back, descended the hill, and entered the thick forest.

The scene that met his gaze was indeed well calculated to delight a romantic boy. He found that the part of the woods immediately around him consisted of tall straight trees with thick umbrageous tops, the stems of which seemed like pillars supporting a vast roof; and through between these stems he could see a vista of smaller stems which appeared absolutely endless. There was no grass on the ground, but a species of soft moss, into which he sank ankle-deep, yet not so deep as to render walking difficult. In one direction the distance looked intensely blue, in another it was almost black, while, just before him, a long way off, there was a bright sunny spot with what appeared to be the glittering waters of a pond in the midst of it.

The whole scene was both beautiful and strange to Olaf, and would have filled him with intense delight, if he could only have got rid of that uncomfortable feeling about its being forbidden ground! However, having fairly got into the scrape, he thought he might as well go through with it.

Error number two. Having become impressed with the fact that he had sinned, he ought to have turned back at once. In for a penny, in for a pound, is about the worst motto that ever was invented. Interpreted, it means, Having done a little mischief, Ill shut my eyes and go crashing into all iniquity. As well might one say, Having burnt my finger, Ill shove my whole body into the fire!

But Olaf did not take time to think. He pushed boldly forward in the direction of the lake. As he drew near he found the moss becoming softer and deeper, besides being rather wet. Going a few steps further, he found that it changed into a swamp.

Ho! Snorrie, this is dangerous ground, he said, turning back; well take a round-about and try to get to the lake by a drier way.

He did so, but the more he diverged towards dry ground the more did the swamp force him to one side, until it compelled him to go out of sight of the pond altogether.

Now, isnt that vexin? he said, looking about him.

Iss, replied Snorro, who was becoming sleepy, and had laid his head on his friends shoulder.

Well, as we cant get to the lake, and as this is rather a wild place, well just turn back now and get out of it as fast as we can.

Iss, murmured Snorro, with a deep sigh.

Olaf turned back and made for the edge of the wood. He was so long of coming to it that he began to be somewhat surprised, and looked about him a little more carefully, but the tall straight stems were all so much alike that they afforded him no clue to his way out of the wood. Young though he was, Olaf knew enough of woodcraft to be able to steer his course by the sun; but the sky had become clouded, and the direction of the sun could not be ascertained through the dense foliage overhead. He now became seriously alarmed. His heart beat against his ribs as if it wanted to get out, and he started off at a run in the direction in which, he felt sure, the ridge lay. Becoming tired and still more alarmed, he changed his course, eagerly advanced for a short time, hesitated, changed his course again, and finally stopped altogether, as the terrible fact flashed upon him that he was really lost in the woods. He set Snorro on the ground, and, sitting down beside him, burst into tears.

We need scarcely say that poor Olaf was neither a timid nor an effeminate boy. It was not for himself that he thus gave way. It was the sudden opening of his eyes to the terrible consequences of his disobedience that unmanned him. His quick mind perceived at once that little Snorro would soon die of cold and hunger if he failed to find his way out of that wilderness; and when he thought of this, and of the awful misery that would thus descend on the heads of Karlsefin and Gudrid, he felt a strange desire that he himself might die there and then.

This state of mind, however, did not last long. He soon dried his eyes and braced himself up for another effort. Snorro had gone to sleep the instant he was laid on the ground. As his luckless guide raised him he opened his eyes slightly, murmured Oaf, and again went off to the land of Nod.

Olaf now made a more steady and persevering effort to get out of the wood, and he was so far successful that he came to ground that was more open and broken  more like to that through which he had been accustomed to travel with the men. This encouraged him greatly, for, although he did not recognise any part of it, he believed that he must now be at all events not far distant from places that he knew. Here he again looked for the sun, but the sky had become so thickly overcast that he could not make out its position. Laying Snorro down, he climbed a tall tree, but the prospect of interminable forest which he beheld from that point of vantage did not afford him any clue to his locality. He looked for the ridge, but there were many ridges in view, any of which might have been his ridge, but none of which looked precisely like it.

Nevertheless, the upward bound which his spirits had taken when he came to the more open country did not altogether subside. He still wandered on manfully, in the hope that he was gradually nearing home.

At last evening approached and the light began to fade away. Olaf was now convinced that he should have to spend the night in the forest. He therefore wisely resolved, while it was yet day, to search for a suitable place whereon to encamp, instead of struggling on till he could go no farther. Fortunately the weather was warm at the time.

Ere long he found a small hollow in a sand-bank which was perfectly dry and thickly overhung with shrubs. Into this he crept and carefully laid down his slumbering charge. Then, going out, he collected a large quantity of leaves. With these he made a couch, on which he laid Snorro and covered him well over. Lying down beside him he drew as close to the child as he could; placed his little head on his breast to keep it warm; laid his own curly pate on a piece of turf, and almost instantly fell into a profound slumber.

The sun was up and the birds were singing long before that slumber was broken. When at last Olaf and his little charge awoke, they yawned several times and stretched themselves vigorously; opened their eyes with difficulty, and began to look round with some half-formed notions as to breakfast. Olaf was first to observe that the roof above him was a confused mass of earth and roots, instead of the customary plank ceiling and cross-beams of home.

Where am I? he murmured lazily, yet with a look of sleepy curiosity.

He was evidently puzzled, and there is no saying how long he might have lain in that condition had not a very small contented voice close beside him replied:

Yous here, Oaf; an sos me.

Olaf raised himself quickly on his elbow, and, looking down, observed Snorros large eyes gazing from out a forest of leaves in quiet satisfaction.

Isnt it nice? continued Snorro.

Nice! exclaimed Olaf in a voice of despair, when the whole truth in regard to their lost condition was thus brought suddenly to his mind. Nice! No, Snorrie, my little man, it isnt nice. Its dread-ful! Its awful! Its  but come, I must not give way like a big baby as I did yesterday. We are lost, Snorrie, lost in the woods.

Lost! Whats lost? asked Snorro, sitting up and gazing into his friends face with an anxious expression  not, of course, in consequence of being lost, which he did not understand, but because of Olafs woeful countenance.

Oh! you cant understand it, Snorrie; and, after all, Im a stupid fellow to alarm you, for that can do no good. Come, my mannie, you and I are going to wander about in the woods to-day a great long way, and try to get home; so, let me shake the leaves off you. There now, we shall start.

Dat great fun! cried Snorro, with sparkling eyes; but, Oaf, me want mik.

Milk  eh? Well, to be sure, but

Olaf stopped abruptly, not only because he was greatly perplexed about the matter of breakfast thus suggested to him, but because he chanced at that moment to look towards the leafy entrance of the cave, and there beheld a pair of large black eyes glaring at him.

To say that poor Olafs heart gave a violent leap, and then apparently ceased to beat altogether, while the blood fled from his visage, is not to say anything disparaging to his courage. Whether you be boy or man, reader, we suspect that if you had, in similar circumstances, beheld such a pair of eyes, you might have been troubled with somewhat similar emotions. Cowardice lies not in the susceptibility of the nervous system to a shock, but in giving way to that shock so as to become unfit for proper action or self-defence. If Olaf had been a coward, he would, forgetting all else, have attempted to fly, or, that being impossible, would have shrunk into the innermost recesses of the cave. Not being a coward, his first impulse was to start to his feet and face the pair of eyes; his second, to put his left arm round Snorro, and, still keeping his white face steadily turned to the foe, to draw the child close to his side.

This act, and the direction in which Olaf gazed, caused Snorro to glance towards the caves mouth, where he no sooner beheld the apparition, than shutting his own eyes tight, and opening his mouth wide, he gave vent to a series of yells that might have terrified the wildest beast in the forest!

It did not, however, terrify the owner of the eyes, for the bushes were instantly thrust aside, and next instant Snorros mouth was violently stopped by the black hand of a savage.

Seeing this, Olafs blood returned to its ordinary channels with a rush. He seized a thick branch that lay on the ground, and dealt the savage a whack on the bridge of his nose, that changed it almost immediately from a snub into a superb Roman! For this he received a buffet on the ear that raised a brilliant constellation in his brain, and laid him flat on the ground.

Rising with difficulty, he was met with a shower of language from the savage in a voice which partook equally of the tones of remonstrance and abuse, but Olaf made no reply, chiefly because, not understanding what was said, he could not. Seeing this plainly indicated on his face, the savage stopped speaking and gave him a box on the other ear, by way of interpreting what he had said. It was not quite so violent as the first, and only staggered Olaf, besides lighting up a few faint stars. Very soon little Snorro became silent, from the combined effects of exhaustive squeezes and horror.

Having thus promptly brought matters to what he seemed to consider a satisfactory condition, the savage wiping his Roman nose, which had bled a little, threw Snorro over his shoulder and, seizing Olaf by the collar of his coat, so as to thrust him on in advance, left the cavern with rapid strides.

Words cannot describe the condition of poor Olafs mind, as he was thus forced violently along through the forest, he knew not whither. Fearful thoughts went flashing swiftly through his brain. That the savage would take him and Snorro to his home, wherever that might be, and kill, roast, and eat him, was one of the mildest of these thoughts. He reflected that the hatred of the savage towards him must be very intense, in consequence of his recent treatment of his nose, and that the pain of that feature would infallibly keep his hatred for a long time at the boiling-point; so that, in addition to the roasting and eating referred to, he had every reason to expect in his own case the addition of a little extra torture. Then he thought of the fact, that little Snorro would never more behold his mother, and the torture of mind resulting from this reflection is only comparable to the roasting of the body; but the worst thought of all was, that the dreadful pass to which he and Snorro had come, was the consequence of his own wilful disobedience! The anguish of spirit that filled him, when he reflected on this, was such that it caused him almost to forget the pain caused by savage knuckles in his neck, and savage prospects in the future.

Oh how he longed for a knife! With what fearful gloating did he contemplate the exact spot in the savage groin into which he would have plunged it until the haft should have disappeared! And this, not so much from a feeling of revenge  though that was bad enough  as from an intense desire to rescue Snorro ere it should be too late.

Several times he thought of a final dying effort at a hand-to-hand struggle with his captor, but the power of the grip on the back of his neck induced him to abandon that idea in despair. Then he thought of a sudden wrench and a desperate flight, but as that implied the leaving of Snorro to his fate, he abandoned that idea too in disdain. Suddenly, however, he recurred to it, reflecting that, if he could only manage to make his own escape, he might perhaps find his way back to the settlement, give the alarm, and lead his friends to Snorros rescue. The power of this thought was so strong upon him, that he suddenly stooped and gave his active body a twist, which he considered absolutely awful for strength, but, much to his astonishment, did not find himself free. On the contrary, he received such a shake, accompanied by such a kick, that from that moment he felt all hope to be gone.

Thus they proceeded through the woods, and out upon an open space beyond, and over a variety of ridges, and down into a number of hollows, and again through several forests not unlike the first, until poor Olaf began to wonder whether they had not passed the boundaries of the world altogether and got into another region beyond  until his legs, sturdy though they were, began to give way beneath him  until the noon-day sun shone perpendicularly down through the trees, and felt as if it were burning up his brain. Then they came to a rivulet, on the banks of which were seen several tents of a conical form, made of skins, from the tops of which smoke was issuing.

No sooner did the savage come in sight of these tents than he uttered a low peculiar cry. It was responded to, and immediately a band of half-naked savages, like himself, advanced to meet him.

There was much gesticulation and loud excited talking, and a great deal of pointing to the two captives, with looks expressive of surprise and delight, but not a word could Olaf understand; and the gestures were not definite in their expression.

When Snorro was placed sitting-wise on the ground  nearly half dead with fatigue, alarm, and hunger  he crept towards Olaf, hid his face in his breast, and sobbed. Then did Olafs conscience wake up afresh and stab him with a degree of vigour that was absolutely awful  for Olafs conscience was a tender one; and it is a strange, almost paradoxical, fact, that the tenderer a conscience is the more wrathfully does it stab and lacerate the heart of its owner when he has done wrong!

There was, however, no uncertainty as to the disposition of the savages, when, after a thorough inspection of the children, they took them to the tents and set before them some boiled fish and roast venison.

Need we remark that, for the time, Olaf and Snorro forgot their sorrow? It would scarcely be an exaggeration to say that Snorro was as ravenous as any wolf in Vinland. From the day of his birth that well-cared-for child had, four times a day, received regular nutriment in the form of milk, bread, eggs, and other substances, and never once had he been permitted to experience the pangs of hunger, though the intimations thereof were familiar. No wonder, then, that after an evening, a night, and half a day of abstinence, he looked with a longing gaze on victuals, and, when opportunity offered, devoured them desperately. Olaf, though trained a little in endurance, was scarcely less energetic, for his appetite was keen, and his fast had been unusually prolonged.

When they had eaten as much as they could  to the delight of the natives, excepting, of course, the man with the temporary Roman nose  they were ordered by signals, which even Snorro understood, to remain still and behave themselves. Thereafter the natives struck their tents, packed up their goods and chattels, embarked in sixteen large canoes, and descended the rivulet a hundred yards or so to the spot where it flowed into a large river. Here they turned the canoes upstream, and silently but swiftly paddled away into the interior of the land.




Chapter Eighteen.

Anxious Times  A Search Organised and Vigorously Carried Out.

It is not easy to conceive the state of alarm that prevailed in the settlement of the Norsemen when it came to be known that little Snorro and Olaf were lost. The terrible fact did not of course break on them all at once.

For some hours after the two adventurers had left home, Dame Gudrid went briskly about her household avocations, humming tunefully one of her native Icelandic airs, and thinking, no doubt, of Snorro. Astrid, assisted by Bertha, went about the dairy operations, gossiping of small matters in a pleasant way, and, among other things, providing Snorros allowance of milk. Thora busied herself in the preparation of Snorros little bed; and Freydissa, whose stern nature was always softened by the sight of the child, constructed, with elaborate care, a little coat for Snorros body. Thus Snorros interests were being tenderly cared for until the gradual descent of the sun induced the remark, that Olaf must surely have taken a longer walk than usual that day.

I must go and meet them, said Gudrid, becoming for the first time uneasy.

Let me go with you, said Bertha.

Come, child, returned Gudrid.

In passing the spot where the little bear had been cut up and skinned, they saw Hake standing with Biarne.

Did you say that Olaf took the track of the woodcutters? asked Gudrid.

Ay, that was their road at starting, answered Biarne. Are they not later than usual?

A little. We go to meet them.

Tell Olaf that I have kept the bears claws for him, said Biarne.

The two women proceeded a considerable distance along the woodcutters track, chatting, as they went, on various subjects, but, not meeting the children, they became alarmed and walked on in silence.

Suddenly Gudrid stopped.

Bertha, said she, let us not waste time. If the dear children have strayed a little out of the right road, it is of the utmost importance to send men to search and shout for them before it begins to darken. Come, we will return.

Being more alarmed than she liked to confess, even to herself, Gudrid at once walked rapidly homewards, and, on approaching the huts, quickened her pace to a run.

Quick, Swend, Hake, Biarne! she cried; the children must have lost their way  haste you to search for them before the sun goes down. Shout as ye go. It will be ill to find them after dark, and if they have to spend the night in the woods, I fear me they will

Dont fear anything, Gudrid, said Biarne kindly. We will make all haste, and doubtless shall find them rambling in the thickets near at hand.  Go, Hake, find Karlsefin, and tell him that I will begin the search at once with Swend, while he gets together a few men.

Cheered by Biarnes hearty manner, Gudrid was a little comforted, and returned to the house to complete her preparation of Snorros supper, while Hake gave the alarm to Karlsefin, who, accompanied by Leif and a body of men, at once went off to scour the woods in every direction.

Of course they searched in vain, for their attention was at first directed to the woods near home, in which it was naturally enough supposed that Olaf might have lost his way in returning. Not finding them there, Karlsefin became thoroughly alive to the extreme urgency of the case, and the necessity for a thorough and extended plan of search.

Come hither, Hake, said he. This may be a longer business than we thought for. Run back to the huts, call out all the men except the home-guards. Let them come prepared for a night in the woods, each man with a torch, and one meal in his pouch at least

Besides portions for the twenty men already out, suggested Hake.

Right, right, lad, and tell them to meet me at the Pine Ridge.  Away! If ever thy legs rivalled the wind, let them do so now.

Hake sprang off at a pace which appeared satisfactory even to the anxious father.

In half an hour Karlsefin was joined at the Pine Ridge by all the available strength of the colony, and there he organised and despatched parties in all directions, appointing the localities they were to traverse, the limits of their search, and the time and place for the next rendezvous. This last was to be on the identical ridge whence poor Olaf had taken his departure into the unknown land. Karlsefin knew well that it was his favourite haunt, and intended to search carefully up to it, never dreaming that the boy would go beyond it after the strict injunctions he had received not to do so, and the promises he had made.

Im not so sure as you seem to be that Olaf has not gone beyond the ridge, observed Leif to Karlsefin, after the men had left them.

Why not? asked the latter. He is a most trustworthy boy.

I know it  who should know it so well as his own father? returned Leif; but he is very young. I have known him give way to temptation once or twice before now. He may have done it again.

I trust not, said Karlsefin; but come, let us make direct for the ridge, while the others continue the search; we can soon ascertain whether he has wandered beyond it. I know his favourite tree. Doubtless his footsteps will guide us.

Already it had begun to grow dark, so that when they reached the ridge it was necessary to kindle the torches before anything could be ascertained.

Here are the footsteps, cried Karlsefin, after a brief search.

Leif, who was searching in another direction, hurried towards his friend, torch in hand.

See, there is Olafs footprint on that soft ground, said Karlsefin, moving slowly along, with the torch held low, but there is no sign of Snorros little feet. Olaf always carried him  yet  ah! here they are on this patch of sand, look. They had halted here  probably to rest; perhaps to change Snorros position. Ive lost them again  no! here they are, but only Olafs. He must have lifted the child again, no doubt.

Look here, cried Leif, who had again strayed a little from his friend. Are not these footsteps descending the ridge?

Karlsefin hastily examined them.

They are, he cried, and then they go down towards the wood  ay, into it. Without doubt Olaf has broken his promise; but let us make sure.

A careful investigation convinced both parents that the children had entered that part of the forest, and that therefore all search in any other direction was useless. Karlsefin immediately re-ascended the ridge, and, putting both hands to his mouth, gave the peculiar halloo which had been agreed upon as the signal that some of the searchers had either found the children or fallen upon their tracks.

Youll have to give them another shout, said Leif.

Karlsefin did so, and immediately after a faint and very distant halloo came back in reply.

Thats Biarne, observed Karlsefin, as they stood listening intently. Hist! there is another.

A third and fourth halloo followed quickly, showing that the signal had been heard by all; and in a very short time the searchers came hurrying to the rendezvous, one after another.

Have you found them? was of course the first eager question of each, followed by a falling of the countenance when the reply No was given. But there was a rising of hope again when it was pointed out that they must certainly be in some part of the tract of dense woodland just in front of them. There were some there, however  and these were the most experienced woodsmen  who shook their heads mentally when they gazed at the vast wilderness, which, in the deepening gloom, looked intensely black, and the depths of which they knew must be as dark as Erebus at that hour. Still, no one expressed desponding feelings, but each spoke cheerfully and agreed at once to the proposed arrangement of continuing the search all night by torchlight.

When the plan of search had been arranged, and another rendezvous fixed, the various parties went out and searched the live-long night in every copse and dell, in every bush and brake, and on every ridge and knoll that seemed the least likely to have been selected by the lost little ones as a place of shelter. But the forest was wide. A party of ten times their number would have found it absolutely impossible to avoid passing many a dell and copse and height and hollow unawares. Thus it came to pass that although they were once or twice pretty near the cave where the children were sleeping, they did not find it. Moreover, the ground in places was very hard, so that, although they more than once discovered faint tracks, they invariably lost them again in a few minutes. They shouted lustily, too, as they went along, but to two such sleepers as Olaf and Snorro in their exhausted condition, their wildest shouts were but as the whisperings of a sick mosquito.

Gradually the searchers wandered farther and farther away from the spot, until they were out of sight and hearing.

We say sight and hearing, because, though the children were capable of neither at that time, there was in that wood an individual who was particularly sharp in regard to both. This was a scout of a party of natives who chanced to be travelling in that neighbourhood at the time. The man  who had a reddish-brown body partially clad in a deer-skin, glittering black eyes, and very stiff wiry black hair, besides uncommonly strong and long white teeth, in excellent order  chanced to have taken up his quarters for the night under a tree on the top of a knoll. When, in the course of his slumbers, he became aware of the fact that a body of men were going about the woods with flaring torches and shouting like maniacs, he awoke, not with a start, or any such ridiculous exclamation as Ho! Ha! or Hist! but with the mild operation of opening his saucer-like eyes until they were at their widest. No evil resulting from this cautious course of action, he ventured to raise his head an inch off the ground  which was his rather extensive pillow  then another inch and another, until he found himself resting on his elbow and craning his neck over a low bush. Being almost black, and quite noiseless, he might have been mistaken for a slowly-moving shadow.

Gradually he gained his knees, then his feet, and then, peering into space, he observed Biarne and Krake, with several others, ascending the knoll.

For the shadow to sink again to its knees, slope to its elbows, recline on its face, and glide into the heart of a thick bush and disappear, did not seem at all difficult or unnatural. At any rate that is what it did, and there it remained observing all that passed.

Ho! hallo! Olaf! Snorro! hi-i-i! shouted Biarne on reaching the summit of the knoll.

Hooroo! yelled Krake, in a tone that must have induced the shadow to take him for a half-brother.

Nothing here, said Biarne, holding up the torch and peering round in all directions.

Nothing whatever, responded Krake.

He little knew at the time that the shadow was displaying his teeth, and loosening in its sheath a long knife or dagger made of bone, which, from the spot where he lay, he could have launched with unerring certainty into the heart of any of those who stood before him. It is well for man that he sometimes does not know what might be!

After a brief inspection of the knoll, and another shout or two, they descended again into the brake and pushed on. The shadow rose and followed until he reached a height whence he could see that the torch-bearers had wandered far away to the westward. As the friends and relatives for whom he acted the part of scout were encamped away to the eastward, he returned to his tree and continued his nap till daybreak, when he arose and shook himself, yawned and scratched his head. Evidently he pondered the occurrences of the night, and felt convinced that if so many strange men went about looking for something with so much care and anxiety, it must undoubtedly, be something that was worth looking for. Acting on this idea he began to look.

Now, it must be well-known to most people that savages are rather smart fellows at making observations on things in general and drawing conclusions therefrom. The shouts led him to believe that lost human beings were being sought for. Daylight enabled him to see little feet which darkness had concealed from the Norsemen, whence he concluded that children were being sought for. Following out his clue, with that singular power of following a trail for which savages are noted, he came to the cave, and peered through the bushes with his great eyes, pounced upon the sleepers, and had his pug nose converted into a Roman  all as related in the last chapter.

Sometime after sunrise the various searching parties assembled at the place of rendezvous  fagged, dispirited, and hungry.

Come, said Karlsefin, who would not permit his feelings to influence his conduct, we must not allow ourselves to despond at little more than the beginning of our search. We will breakfast here, lads, and then return to the ridge where we first saw their footsteps. Daylight will enable us to track them more easily. Thank God the weather is warm, and I daresay if they kept well under cover of the trees, the dear children may have got no harm from exposure. They have not been fasting very long, so  let us to work.

Leif and Biarne both fell in with Karlsefins humour, and cheered the spirits of the men by their tone and example, so that when the hurried meal was finished they felt much refreshed, and ready to begin the work of another day.

It was past noon before they returned to the ridge and began the renewed search. Daylight now enabled them to trace the little footsteps with more certainty, and towards the afternoon they came to the cave where the children had slept.

Here have they spent the night, said Leif, with breathless interest, as he and Karlsefin examined every corner of the place.

But they are gone, returned the other, and it behoves us to waste no time. Go, Biarne, let the men spread out  stay!  Is not this the foot of a man who wears a shoe somewhat different from ours?

Tis a savage, said Biarne, in a tone of great anxiety.

Karlsefin made no reply, and the party being now concentrated, they followed eagerly on, finding the prints of the feet quite plain in many places.

Unquestionably they have been captured by a savage, said Leif.

Ay, and he must have taken Snorro on his shoulder, and made poor Olaf walk alongside, observed Biarne.

Following the trail with the perseverance and certainty of blood-hounds, they at last came to the deserted encampment on the banks of the rivulet. That it had been forsaken only a short time before was apparent from the circumstance of the embers of the fires still smoking. They examined the place closely and found the little foot-marks of the children, which were quite distinguishable from those of the native children by the difference in the form of the shoes. Soon they came to marks on the bank of the stream which indicated unmistakeably that canoes had been launched there. And now, for the first time, the countenances of Leif and Karlsefin fell.

You think there is no hope? asked the latter.

I wont say that, replied Leif; but we know not what course they have taken, and we cannot follow them on foot.

True, observed Karlsefin, in bitter despondency.

The case is not so bad, observed Heika, stepping forward at this point. You know we have a number of canoes captured from the savages; some of us have become somewhat expert in the management of these. Let a few of us go back and fetch them hither on our shoulders, with provisions for a long journey, and we shall soon be in a position to give chase. They cannot have gone far yet, and we shall be sure to overtake them, for what we lack in experience shall be more than made up by the strength of our arms and wills.

Thou art a good counsellor, Heika, said Karlsefin, with a sad smile; I will follow that advice. Go thou and Hake back to the huts as fast as may be, and order the home-guard to make all needful preparation. Some of us will follow in thy steps more leisurely, and others will remain here to rest until you return with the canoes.

Thus directed the brothers turned their powers of speed to good account, so that, when some of their comrades returned foot-sore and jaded for want of rest, they not only found that everything was ready for a start, but that a good meal had been prepared for them.

While these remained in the settlement to rest and protect it, the home-guards were ordered to get ready for immediate service. Before night had closed in, the brothers, with torches in their hands, headed a party of fresh men carrying three canoes and provisions on their shoulders. They reached the encampment again in the early morning, and by daybreak all was ready for a start. Karlsefin, Thorward, and Heika acted as steersmen; Krake, Tyrker, and Hake filled the important posts of bowmen. Besides these there were six men in each canoe, so that the entire party numbered twenty-four strong men, fully armed with bow and arrow, sword and shield, and provisioned for a lengthened voyage.

Farewell, friends, said Karlsefin to those who stood on the banks of the little stream. It may be that we shall never return from this enterprise. You may rest assured that we will either rescue the children or perish in the attempt. Leif and Biarne have agreed to remain in charge of the settlement. They are good men and true, and well able to guide and advise you. Tell Gudrid that my last thoughts shall be of her  if I do not return. But I do not anticipate failure, for the God of the Christians is with us.  Farewell.

Farewell, responded the Norsemen on the bank, waving their hands as the canoes shot out into the stream.

In a few minutes they reached the great river, and, turning upstream, were soon lost to view in the depths of the wide wilderness.




Chapter Nineteen.

New Experiences  Difficulties Encountered and Overcome  Thorward and Tyrker Make a Joint Effort, with Humbling Results.

It may be as well to remark here, that the Norsemen were not altogether ignorant of the course of the great river on which they had now embarked. During their sojourn in those regions they had, as we have said, sent out many exploring parties, and were pretty well acquainted with the nature of the country within fifty miles or so in all directions. These expeditions, however, had been conducted chiefly on land; only one of them by water.

That one consisted of a solitary canoe, manned by four men, of whom Heika was steersman, while Hake managed the bow-paddle, these having proved themselves of all the party the most apt to learn the use of the paddle and management of the canoe. During the fight with the savages, recorded in a previous chapter, the brothers had observed that the man who sat in the bow was of quite as much importance in regard to steering as he who sat in the stern; and when they afterwards ascended the river, and found it necessary to shoot hither and thither amongst the surges, cross-currents, and eddies of a rapid, they then discovered that simple steering at one end of their frail bark would not suffice, but that it was necessary to steer, as it were, at both ends. Sometimes, in order to avoid a stone, or a dangerous whirlpool, or a violent shoot, it became necessary to turn the canoe almost on its centre, as on a pivot, or at least within its own length; and in order to accomplish this, the steersman had to dip his paddle as far out to one side as possible, to draw the stern in that direction, while the bowman did the same on the opposite side, and drew the bow the other way  thus causing the light craft to spin round almost instantly. The two guiding men thus acted in unison, and it was only by thoroughly understanding each other, in all conceivable situations, that good and safe steering could be achieved.

The canoes which had been captured from the savages were frail barks in the most literal sense of these words. They were made of the bark of the birch-tree, a substance which, though tough, was very easily split insomuch that a single touch upon a stone was sufficient to cause a bad leak. Hence the utmost care was required in their navigation. But although thus easily damaged they were also easily repaired, the materials for reparation  or even, if necessary, reconstruction  being always at hand in the forest.

Now although Heika and his brother were, as we have said, remarkably expert, it does not follow that those were equally so who managed the other two canoes of the expedition. On the contrary, their experience in canoeing had hitherto been slight. Karlsefin and his bowman Krake were indeed tolerably expert, having practised a good deal with the Scottish brothers, but Thorward turned out to be an uncommonly bad canoe-man; nevertheless, with the self-confidence natural to a good seaman, and one who was expert with the oar, he scouted the idea that anything connected with fresh-water voyaging could prove difficult to him, and resolutely claimed and took his position as one of the steersmen of the expedition. His bowman, Tyrker, as ill luck would have it, turned out to be the worst man of them all in rough water, although he had shown himself sufficiently good on the smooth lake to induce the belief that he might do well enough.

But their various powers in this respect were not at first put to the test, because for a very long way the river was uninterrupted by rapids, and progress was therefore comparatively easy. The scenery through which they passed was rich and varied in the extreme. At one part the river ran between high banks, which were covered to the waters edge with trees and bushes of different kinds, many of them being exceedingly brilliant in colour. At another part the banks were lower, with level spaces like lawns, and here and there little openings where rivulets joined the river, their beds affording far-reaching glimpses of woodland, in which deer might occasionally be seen gambolling. Elsewhere the river widened occasionally into something like a lake, with wooded islets on its calm surface, while everywhere the water, earth, and air teemed with animal life  fish, flesh, fowl, and insect. It was such a sight of Gods beautiful earth as may still be witnessed by those who, leaving the civilised world behind, plunge into the vast wildernesses that exist to this day in North America.

Beautiful though it was, however, the Norsemen had small leisure and not much capacity to admire it, being pre-occupied and oppressed by anxiety as to the fate of the children. Still, in spite of this, a burst of admiration would escape them ever and anon as they passed rapidly along.

The first night they came to the spot where the natives had encamped the night before, and all hands were very sanguine of overtaking them quickly. They went about the encampment examining everything, stirring up the embers of the fires, which were still hot, and searching for little footprints.

Hakes unerring bow had supplied the party with fresh venison and some wild-geese. While they sat over the fires that night roasting steaks and enjoying marrow-bones, they discussed their prospects.

They have got but a short start of us, said Karlsefin, looking thoughtfully into the fire, before which he reclined on a couch of pine-branches, and if we push on with vigour, giving ourselves only just sufficient repose to keep up our strength, we shall be sure to overtake them in a day or two.

It may be so, said Thorward, with a doubtful shake of the head; but you know, brother, that a stern chase is usually a long one.

Thorward was one of those unfortunate men who get the credit of desiring to throw wet blankets and cold water upon everything, whereas, poor man, his only fault was a tendency to view things critically, so as to avoid the evil consequences of acting on the impulse of an over-sanguine temperament. Thorward was a safe adviser, but was not a pleasant one, to those who regard all objection as opposition, and who dont like to look difficulties full in the face. However, there is no question that it would have been better for him, sometimes, if he had been gifted with the power of holding his tongue!

His friend Karlsefin, however, fully appreciated and understood him.

True, said he, with a quiet smile, as you say, a stern chase is a long one; nevertheless we are not far astern, and that is what I count on for shortening the chase.

That is a just remark, said Thorward gravely, applying a marrow-bone to his lips, and drinking the semi-liquid fat therefrom as if from a cup; but I think you might make it (this is most excellent marrow!) a still shorter chase if you would take my advice.  Ho! Krake, hand me another marrow-bone. It seems to me that Vinland deer have a peculiar sweetness, which is not so obvious in those of Norway, though perchance it is hunger which gives the relish; and yet can I truly say that I have been hungered in Norway. However, I care not to investigate reasons too closely while I am engaged in the actual practice of consumption.

Here he put another marrow-bone to his lips, and sucked out the contents with infinite gusto.

And what may your advice be? asked his friend, laughing.

Ill wager that Hake could tell you if his mouth were not too full, replied Thorward, with a smile.

Say, thou thrall, before refilling that capacious cavern, what had best be done in order to increase our speed?

Hake checked a piece of wild-fowl on its passage to his mouth, and, after a moments consideration, replied that in his opinion lightening the load of the canoe was the best thing to be done.

And say, continued Thorward, beginning to (eat) a large drumstick, how may that be done?

By leaving our provisions behind, answered Hake.

Ha! did not I say that he could tell you? growled Thorward between his teeth, which were at that moment conflicting with the sinewy part of the drumstick.

There is something in that, remarked Karlsefin.

Something in it! exclaimed Thorward, resting for a moment from his labours in order to wash all down with a cataract of water; why, there is everything in it. Who ever heard of a man running a race with a full stomach  much less winning it? If we would win we must voyage light; besides, what need is there to carry salt salmon and dried flesh with us when the woods are swarming with such as these, and when we have a man in our company who can bring down a magpie on the wing?

And thats true, if anything ever was, observed Krake, who had been too busy up to that point to do more than listen.

Hake nodded his approval of the sentiment, and Karlsefin said that he quite agreed with it, and would act upon the advice next day.

Just take a very little salmon, suggested Tyrker, with a sigh, for fear this good fortune should perhaps come suddenly to an end.

There was a general laugh at Tyrkers caution, and Karlsefin said he was at liberty to fill his own pockets with salmon for his own use, if he chose.

Sure it would be much better, cried Krake, to eat a weeks allowance all at once, and so save time and trouble.

If I had your stomach, Krake, I might try that, retorted Tyrker, but mine is not big enough.

Well, now, returned Krake, if you only continue to over-eat for a week or two, as youre doing just now, youll find it big enough  and more!

We must sleep to-night, and not talk, said Karlsefin gravely, for he saw that the dispute was likely to wax hot. Come, get you all to rest. I will call you two hours hence.

Every man of the expedition was sound asleep in a few minutes after that, with the exception of their leader, who was to keep the first half-hour watch  Thorward, Heika, and Hake being appointed to relieve him and each other in succession.

The moon was shining brightly when the two hours had elapsed. This was very fortunate, because they expected to arrive at the rapids ere long, and would require light to ascend them. Owing to recent heavy rains, however, the current was so strong that they did not reach the rapids till sunrise. Before starting, they had buried all their provisions in such a way that they might be dug up and used, if necessary, on their return.

Tis as well that we have daylight here, observed Karlsefin, as he, Thorward, and Hake stood on a rocky part of the bank just below the rapids, and surveyed the place before making the attempt.

It might have been observed that Thorwards face expressed some unusual symptoms of feeling, as he looked up the river, and saw there nothing but a turbulent mass of heaving surges dashing themselves wildly against sharp forbidding rocks, which at one moment were grinning like black teeth amidst the white foam, and the next were overwhelmed by the swelling billows.

You dont mean to say we have to go up that maelstrom? he said, pointing to the river, and looking at Hake.

I would there were any other road, answered Hake, smiling, but truly I know of none. The canoes are light, and might be carried by land to the still water above the rapids, but, as you see, the banks here are sheer up and down without foothold for a crow, and if we try to go round by the woods on either side, we shall have a march of ten miles through such a country that the canoes will be torn to pieces before the journey is completed.

Have you and Heika ever ascended that mad stream? cried Thorward.

Ay  twice.

Without overturning?

Yes  without overturning.

Again Thorward bestowed on the river a long silent gaze, and his countenance wore an expression of blank surprise, which was so amusing that Karlsefin forgot for a moment the anxiety that oppressed him, and burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

Ye have little to laugh at, said Thorward gravely. It is all very well to talk of seamanship  and, truly, if you will give me a good boat with a stout pair of oars, and the roughest sea you ever saw, I will show you what I can do  but who ever heard of a man going afloat in an egg-shell on a monstrous kettle of boiling water?

Why, Hake says he has done it, said Karlsefin.

When I see him do it I will believe it, replied Thorward doggedly.

You will not, I suppose, object to follow, if I lead the way? asked Hake.

Go to, thrall! Dost think I am afraid? said Thorward sternly; and then, as if he thought such talk trifling, turned on his heel with a light laugh, and was about to descend the bank of the river to the spot where the men stood in a group near the canoes, when Karlsefin called him back.

Softly, not so fast, Thorward. Although no doubt we are valiant sailors  and woe betide the infatuated man who shall venture to deny it!  yet must we put our pride in our pouches for once, and accept instruction from Hake. After all, it is said that wise men may learn something from babes  if so, why may not sea-kings learn from thralls?  unless, indeed, we be not up to the mark of wise men.

I am all attention, said Thorward.

This, then, said Hake, pointing to a large rock in the middle of the stream, is the course you must pursue, if ye would reach the upper end of the rapid in a dry skin. See you yonder rock  the largest  where the foam breaks most fiercely, as if in wrath because it cannot overleap it? Well, that is our first resting-place. If you follow my finger closely, you will see, near the foot of the rapid, two smaller rocks, one below the other; they only show now and then as the surges rise and fall, but each has an eddy, or a tail of smooth water below it. Do you see them?

I see, I see, cried Thorward, becoming interested in spite of himself; but, truly, if thou callest that part of the river smooth and a tail, I hope I may never fall into the clutches of the smooth animal to which that tail belongs.

It is smooth compared with the rest, continued Hake, and has a back-draught which will enable us to rest there a moment. You will observe that the stone above has also a tail, the end of which comes quite down to the head of the tail below. Well, then, you must make such a bold dash at the rapid that you shall reach the lower eddy. That gained, the men will rest a space and breathe, but not cease paddling altogether, else will you be carried down again. Then make a dash into the stream and paddle might and main till you reach the eddy above. You will thus have advanced about thirty yards, and be in a position to make a dash for the long eddy that extends from the big rock.

That is all very plain, observed Thorward; but does it not seem to you, Hake, that the best way to explain matters would be to go and ascend while we look on and learn a lesson through our eyes?

I am ready, was the youths brief reply; for he was a little hurt by the seamans tone and manner.

Thorward is right, Hake, said Karlsefin. Go, take your own canoe up. We will watch you from this spot, and follow if all goes well.

The young Scot at once sprang down the bank, and in a few minutes his canoe with its six men, and Heika steering, shot out from the bank towards the rapid.

All tendency to jest forsook Thorward as he stood beside his friend on the cliff with compressed lips and frowning brow, gazing upon the cork-like vessel which danced upon the troubled waters. In a minute it was at the foot of the broken water. Then Heikas voice rose above the roar of the stream, as he gave a shout and urged on his men. The canoe sprang into the boiling flood. It appeared to remain stationary, while the men struggled might and main.

Tis too strong for them! cried Thorward, becoming excited.

No; they advance! said Karlsefin in a deep, earnest tone.

This was true, but their progress was very small. Gradually they overcame the power of the stream and shot into the first eddy, amid the cheers of their comrades on shore. Here they waited only a moment or two, and then made a dash for the second eddy. There was a shout of disappointment from the men, because they swept down so fast that it seemed as if all the distance gained had been lost; but suddenly the canoe was caught by the extreme tail of the eddy, the downward motion of its bow was stopped, it was turned straight upstream, and they paddled easily towards the second rock. Another brief pause was made here, and then a dash was made for the eddy below the large rock. This was more easily gained, but the turbulence of the water was so great that there was much more danger in crossing from one eddy to the other than there had been before.

Under the large rock they rested for a few minutes, and then, dashing out into the rapid, renewed the struggle. Thus, yard by yard, taking advantage of every available rock and eddy, they surmounted the difficulty and landed at the head of the rapids, where they waved their caps to their friends below.

Its Krake that wishes he was there! observed that worthy, wiping the perspiration from his brow and drawing a long deep breath; for the mere sight of the struggle had excited him almost as much as if he had engaged in it.

Tis Krake that will soon be there if all goes well, remarked Karlsefin, with a laugh, as he came forward and ordered his canoe to be pushed off. I will be ready to follow, but you had better go first, Thorward. If anything befalls you I am here to aid.

Well, come along, lads, cried Thorward. Get into the bow, Tyrker, and see that you do your duty like a man. Much depends on you  mores the pity! He added the last words in a low voice, for Thorward, being a very self-reliant man, would like to have performed all the duties himself, had that been possible.

Shove off!

They shot from the bank and made for the rapid gallantly. Thorwards shout quite eclipsed that of Heika on taking the rapid. Truly, if strength of lung could have done it, he might have taken his canoe up single-handed, for he roared like a bull of Bashan when Tyrker missed a stroke of his paddle, thereby letting the bow sweep round so that the canoe was carried back to the point whence it had started.

Tremendous was the roar uttered by Thorward when they faced the rapid the second time, and fierce was the struggle of the men when in it, and anxious was Tyrker to redeem his error  so anxious, in fact, that he missed another stroke and well-nigh fell overboard!

It is said that Fortune favours the brave. There was no lack of bravery in Tyrker  only lack of experience and coolness  and Fortune favoured him on this occasion. If he had not missed a stroke and fallen forward, his miscalculation of aqueous forces would have sent the canoe past the mark in the opposite direction from the last time; but the missed stroke was the best stroke of all, for it allowed the canoe to shoot into the first eddy, and converted a terrific roar of wrath from Thorward into a hearty cheer.

Resting a few moments, as Heika and his crew had done, they then addressed themselves to the second part of the rapid. Here Thorward steered so well that the canoe took the stream at the proper angle; but Tyrker, never having perceived what the right angle was, and strongly impressed with the belief that the bow was pointing too much up the river, made a sudden stroke on the wrong side! The canoe instantly flew not only to the tail of the eddy, but right across it into the wild surges beyond, where it was all but upset, first to one side then to the other, after which it spun round like a teetotum, and was carried with fearful violence towards one of those rocky ridges which we have described as being alternately covered and uncovered by the foam. On the crest of a bulging cascade they were fortunately borne right over this ridge, which next moment showed its black teeth, as if grinning at the dire mischief it might have done if it had only chosen to bite! Next instant the canoe overturned, and left the men to flounder to land, while it went careering down towards the gravelly shallows below.

Now Karlsefin had anticipated this, and was prepared for it. In the first place, he had caused the arms, etcetera, to be removed from Thorwards canoe before it set out, saying that he would carry them up in his canoe, so that his friends might go light. Then, having his vessel ready and manned, he at once pushed out and intercepted the other canoe before it reached the gravelly shallows, where it would have been much damaged, if not dashed to pieces.

That is bad luck, observed Thorward, somewhat sulkily, as, after swimming ashore, he wrung the water from his garments.

Not worse than might have been expected on a first trial, said Karlsefin, laughing. Besides, that rascal Tyrker deceived me. Had I known he was so bad, you should have had Krake.

Poor Tyrker, very much crestfallen, kept carefully away from the party, and did not hear that remark.

Now it is my turn, continued Karlsefin. If we get up safely I will send Heika down to take the bow of your canoe.

Karlsefin, as we said, was somewhat more expert than most of the men in managing canoes, and Krake, besides having had more experience than many of his fellows, had once before visited and ascended this rapid. They therefore made the ascent almost as well as the Scots had done.

Arrived at the upper end, Hake and Heika were ordered to remove everything out of their canoe, and, with a full crew, to run down to the aid of their friends. Karlsefin himself went with them as one of the crew, so that he might take the steering paddle when Heika should resign it in order to act as Thorwards bowman. Thus manned, the second attempt was crowned with success, and, not long afterwards the three canoes swept into a smooth reach of the river above the rapids, and proceeded on their way.

But a great deal of time had been lost in this way, and Karlsefin felt that it must be made up for by renewed diligence and protracted labour.




Chapter Twenty.

Remarkable Experiences of Olaf and Snorro  The Former Suffers the Pangs of Remorse.

A camp of savages is, in some respects, exceedingly unattractive. Indeed, it may truly be said to be in many respects repulsive. There are usually odours in such a camp which are repellent to the nose, dishes that are disgusting to the taste, sights that are disagreeable to the eyes, sounds that are abhorrent to the ear, and habits that are uncongenial to the feelings.

Nevertheless there is much in such a camp that is deeply interesting. The student of nature, the mental and moral philosopher, the anthropologist, and the philanthropist  ay, even the cynic  might each find much food here suited to his particular tastes and powers of mental digestion. At present, however, we have chiefly to do, good reader, with that which interests you and me  namely, Olaf and Snorro, who were prisoners of war in a savage camp.

The camp referred to was not the small affair already described as having taken sudden flight from the rivulet which flowed into the great river, where we have left the Norsemen doing battle with the waters. It was the great parent, of which that little camp was but an offshoot  the head-quarters of a whole tribe of savages, who dwelt in it to the extent of many hundreds. Yet it was not a fixed camp. It was a moving village of leathern tents, or wigwams, pitched without any regard to order, on the margin of what appeared to be a small lake, but which was in reality a mere widening of the great river.

Hither Olaf and Snorro were brought by their captors, and immediately conveyed to the tent of the chief, who was an aged and white-haired though vigorous and strong-boned savage. Whitepow, for such, curiously enough, was his name, opened his eyes uncommonly wide when he saw the children of the Norsemen, and, sitting up on the couch of furs on which he had been reclining, gazed at them for about five minutes without speaking, almost without winking.

Snorro did not appear to relish this, for he crept close to Olafs side and tried to turn away his eyes, but found this to be impossible, for a sort of fascination kept them riveted on the countenance of the aged Whitepow.

At last the savage chief opened his mouth as well as his eyes, and spoke to the savage who had brought the children into the royal presence. That worthy rapidly related the circumstances of the capture  at least so it is to be presumed, but no one can now tell for certain  after which Whitepow turned to Olaf and said something which as near as possible resembled the words:

Whardeekum froyoul ittlsiner?

I dont understand you, answered Olaf humbly. Whitepow repeated the words, and Olaf reiterated his assurance that he could make nothing of them whatever.

This concluded the interview at that time, and Whitepow gave an order which resulted in the children being conveyed to a tent where there were several women, old and young, to whom they were handed over with a message which we cannot record, not knowing what it was.

The reception which they met with from these native women was flattering, if not in all respects pleasant. First, they were placed in the centre of the group and gazed at in wondering admiration. Then they were seized and kissed and hugged all round the circle. Then they were examined carefully all over, and under as well, their white skins being as much a matter of interest as their clothing. After that their fair hair was smoothed and parted by not untender hands, and they were hugged again  just as two new dolls might have been by a group of sisters on first making their acquaintance.

Of course there was an immense deal of talking and chatting and commenting, also no small amount of giggling, and once or twice one of the women addressed Olaf; but Olaf shook his head and stuck to his first assurance that their words were incomprehensible.

All this was borne by the captives with wonderful equanimity, because neither was old enough to be much affected by dirtiness of person or garments, and both were thoroughly able to appreciate kindness.

Finally, a stout and not bad-looking young woman took possession of Snorro, and robbed her own offspring in order to bestow on him a very acceptable drink of milk. This last act quite reconciled him to his fate, and Olaf, though not so easily won over, was somewhat mollified by a kindly old woman, who placed him at her side, and set before him a dish of dried berries.

When this feeding process was concluded, and the first blush of novelty began to wear off, the children were turned out in front of the womens tent, where, seated together on a bit of wood, they underwent the inspection of the whole tribe, old and young, male and female. This was a much more trying ordeal, but in about an hour an order was issued which resulted in the dispersion of every one save a few boys, who were either privileged individuals or rebellious subjects, for they not only came back to gaze at the children, but ventured at length to carry them off to play near the banks of the river.

Olaf was so far reconciled to his new friends that he did not object to witness and take an interest in their games, though he resolutely refused to join, fearing that if he did so his little charge might be spirited away while he was not watching.

At last one of the boys, whose head was very small and round, and whose name appeared to be Powlet, came forward with a little red paint, and offered to apply it to Olafs face. All the boys faces were, we may observe, more or less painted with black, red, white, and blue colours, and their heads were decorated more or less with feathers. Indeed, these feathers constituted, with the exception of a trifling shred of leather about the loins, and some feathers in their hair, all the clothing they wore at that season of the year.

Olaf refused to be painted, whereupon Powlet rubbed the red paint on the point of his own nose, an operation which so tickled the fancy of Snorro, that he burst into a hearty fit of laughter, to Olafs ineffable joy.

Thats right, Snorrie, he cried, setting the child on his knee, laugh again; do it heartily; it will cheer us both.

It am so fun-ny, Oaf, said Snorro, repeating the laugh as he looked at the native boy.

Observing the success of his efforts to please, Powlet put a spot of the red paint under each eye, and Snorro laughed so much at this that all the other boys came crowding round to ascertain and enjoy the joke.

Powlet now offered to anoint Snorro in the same way, but Snorro objected, and, pointing to his protector said, with a look of glee  

Do Oaf.

Nothing else would have induced Olaf to submit, but Snorros wish was law to him. He therefore consented at once, and Powlet, dipping his finger in the red paint which he carried in the hollow of his hand, drew a thick stroke from Olafs forehead down to the point of his nose, where he made it terminate in a large, round spot.

There was a tremendous shout at this, not only from Snorro, but from all the other boys; and Olaf was so pleased to see Snorro happy, that he turned to Powlet, pointed to his face, and nodded his head by way of inviting further decoration.

Powlet was an intelligent boy. He understood him at once, and went on with his work, a boy coming up at the moment with some white paint in his hand, and another with some blue. A white diamond was immediately planted on each cheek, and a blue circle under each eye, with a red spot in the centre of each. So far, the work was very striking and suggestive, but when Powlet finished off by drawing a series of blue, red, and white lines over Olafs eyes, in the forms that usually indicate astonishment, added a red oval to the chin, with a blue spot in the middle of it, and stuck some feathers in his hair, the effect was absolutely tremendous, for it caused the native boys to yell with delight, and Snorro almost to fall off his protectors knee in a fit of juvenile hysterics.

Dont overdo it, Snorrie, said Olaf in some alarm.

Oh! Oaf, oo is so fun-ny! he cried again, giving way to mirth till the tears ran down his cheeks.

At this point a tall savage came rushing out of the chiefs tent with glaring eyes, and made for the spot where the boys were assembled. They seemed to know at once what was his errand, for, with one consent, they scattered and fled. The tall savage singled out Powlet, caught him, punched his head, and flung him into the river, after which he turned, and, without taking any notice of the captives further than to gaze at them, returned leisurely to the regal tent.

Meanwhile Powlet came to the surface, swam like an otter to the shore, and, clambering up the bank, ran into the woods, seemingly none the worse of his bath.

Thus left alone, Olaf put Snorro on his back and sauntered away into the woods along the banks of the river. Forgetting his ridiculous appearance, he began to think of home and to feel very sad, while his charge, overcome with his late exertions, fell asleep on his back. The longer he walked the sadder he grew, and at last he groaned rather than said, What shall I do?

Suddenly it occurred to him, that as the savages appeared to be very careless about watching him, he might run away. It could do no harm to try, and he would not be in a much worse position than when lost in the woods before. Under the influence of this thought he stopped and looked cautiously round in all directions. No one was to be seen. He breathed hard, turned off the track on tiptoe until he had got into what appeared to him to be a very dense and sequestered part of the woods, then suddenly took to his heels and ran for his life!

A loud laugh sounded in the bushes in front of him, and he stopped short just as Powlet appeared, wagging his small head and laughing inordinately.

Poor Olaf guessed at once that the boy had been set to watch him; he therefore wheeled about and walked back to the river, where, going out on a spit of land that he might not be overheard, he sat down on the ground and communed bitterly with himself.

Oh why, why did I break my promise? he murmured in deep despondency.

After a long silence he began to think aloud.

It all comes of disobedience! he muttered.

Father used to say, If you love me, obey me. If you want to prove that you love Gudrid, obey her. Thats it, Olaf. Its there that the sin lies. He told me never to pass the ridge, and I did pass the ridge, even though I had promised not to; and so, owing to that little bit of disobedience, here you are, Olaf  and Snorrie too  poor Snorrie  and were likely to remain here for ever, as far as I can see. Oh that I had not done it! But what good can wishing do now? If I had loved father better, perhaps I would have obeyed him better.

It would almost seem as if Olaf had heard of such a word as this If ye love me, keep my commandments!

After a few minutes he broke forth again Yes, I know that I did not intend to disobey; nevertheless I did it. And I did not think such awful things would follow  but that does not mend the matter. What shall I do? Snorrie, I think I could gladly lay down my life, if I could give you back once more to your mother.

Snorro heard not the remark. He was as sound as a top, and Olaf looked sadly at the little head that lay on his shoulder. Then it struck him that it was high time to have the child put to bed, so he rose and hurried back to the womens tent, where he was received with as much kindness as before.

Very soon Snorros little head reposed upon a pillow of rabbit-skins, and not long after that Olaf went to rest beside him on a deer-skin couch, where, lying on his back, he could see the sky through the hole in the top of the tent whence the smoke of the fire escaped. As he lay there the burden of his thoughts was ever the same Oh why did I do it? Why did I disobey? Thus the poor boy lay, self-condemned, and gazed upwards and pondered, until sweet sleep came and carried heart and brain to the blessed refuge of oblivion.




Chapter Twenty One.

Reinforcements Sent off to Karlsefin  Foes Discovered in the Woods  A Night Attack, and other Warlike Matters.

We must return now for a little to the settlement of the Norsemen, which, by the way, had by this time come to be called by the name of Leifsgaard.

Here, from Thorwards house, there issued tones which indicated the existence of what is popularly known as a breeze. Human breezes are usually irregular, and blow after the manner of counter-currents; but in Thorwards habitation the breezes almost invariably blew in one direction, and always issued from the lungs of Freydissa, who possessed a peculiar knack of keeping and enjoying all the breeze to herself, some passive creature being the butt against which it impinged.

On the present occasion that butt was Bertha. Indeed, Bertha was a species of practising-butt, at which Freydissa exercised herself when all other butts failed, or when she had nothing better to do.

Dont say to me that you cant help it! she cried, in her own amiably shrill tones. You can help it well enough if you choose. You are always at it, morning, noon, and night; Im quite sick of you, girl; Im sorry I brought you here; Id send you back to Greenland to-morrow if I could. If the ship sank with you on the passage, Id rejoice  I would! There! dont say it again, now; youre going to  I can see that by your whimpering look. Dont say you cant help it. Dont! dont! Do you hear?

Indeed, indeed I cant

There! I knew you would, shrieked Freydissa, as she raised herself from the wash-tub in which she had been manipulating some articles of clothing as if she were tearing Bertha to pieces why cant you?

It isnt easy to help weeping, whimpered Bertha, as she continued to drive her spinning-wheel, when one thinks of all that has passed, and poor

Weeping! weeping! cried Freydissa, diving again into the tub; do you call that weeping? I call it downright blubbering. Why, your face is as much begrutten as if you were a mere baby.

This was true, for what between her grief at the sudden disappearance of Olaf and Snorro, and the ceaseless assaults of her mistress, who was uncommonly cross that morning, Berthas pretty little face was indeed a good deal swelled and inflamed about the eyes and cheeks. She again took refuge in silence, but this made no difference to Freydissa, or rather it acted, if anything, as a provocative of wrath. Speak, you hussy! was usually her irate manner of driving the helpless little handmaid out of that refuge.

What were you going to say? Poor what? she asked sharply, after a few minutes silence.

I was going to say that poor Snorro and

Oh! its all very well to talk of poor Snorro, interrupted her mistress; you know quite well that you took to snivelling long before Snorro was lost. Youre thinking of Hake, you are. You know you are, and you darent deny it, for your red face would give you the lie if you did. Hake indeed! Even though he is a thrall, hes too good for such a silly thing as you. There, be off with you till you can stop your weeping, as you call it. Go!

Freydissa enforced her command by sending a mass of soapy cloth which she had just wrung out after the retreating Bertha. Fortunately she was a bad shot. The missile flew past its intended object, and, hitting a hen, which had ventured to intrude, on the legs, swept it with a terrific cackle into the road, to the amazement, not to say horror, of the cock and chickens.

As Bertha disappeared Biarne entered the room Hallo! Freydissa, stormy weather  eh?

You can go outside and see for yourself, answered Freydissa angrily.

So I mean to, returned Biarne, with a smile, for the weather is pleasanter outside than in; but I must first presume to put the question that brought me here. Do you chance to know where Leif is this morning?

How should I know?

By having become acquainted with the facts of the case somehow, suggested Biarne.

Well, then, I dont know; so you can go study the weather.

Oho! mistress: I see that it is time we sent to Iceland for another cat!

This allusion to her husbands former treatment of her pet was almost the only thing that could calm  or at least restrain  the storm! Freydissa bit her lips and flushed as she went on with her washing, but she said nothing more.

Well, good-morning, said Biarne as he left the house to search for Leif.

He found him busily engaged in executing some repairs on board the Snake.

I have a thought in my head, said Biarne.

Out with it then, replied Leif, wiping his brow, because thoughts, if kept long in the brain, are apt to hatch, and the chicken-thoughts are prone to run away at the moment of birth, and men have a tendency to chase the chickens, to the utter forgetting of the original hens! What is thy thought, Biarne?

That I should take as many of the men as you can spare, he replied, and go off by water to reinforce Karlsefin.

That is strange, said Leif. I sometimes think that there must be a mysterious influence which passes between mind and mind. The very same thought came into my head this morning when I was at work on this oar, and I had intended to talk with you on the subject. But why do you think this course of action needful?

Just because the party of savages may turn out to be larger than we imagined, or they may be joined by others, and it has occurred to me that the force which is out with Karlsefin is barely sufficient to make a good stand against heavy odds. With a small party heavy odds against you is a serious matter; but with a large party heavy odds on the side of the enemy makes little weight  unless, indeed, their men are willing to come on and be killed in large numbers, which my experience of savages assures me that they are never willing to do.

Your reasons, Biarne, are very much the same as my own; therefore, being of one mind, we shall go about the business without delay, for if our aid is to reach them at all it must be extended at once. Go, then, select and collect your men; I will be content to guard the place with the half of those that are now here; and make haste, Biarne, the more I think of it the more I fear delay.

Biarne was not slow to act. In a remarkably brief space of time he had selected his men, prepared the canoes, loaded them with arms and food, and got everything ready; so that before the afternoon had far advanced he was enabled to set off with four canoes and thirty-two men.

Meanwhile Leif had set those that remained to complete a small central point of defence  a sort of fortalice  which had been for some time in preparation as a last refuge for the colonists in the event of their ever being attacked by overwhelming numbers.

Karlsefin had long seen the propriety of building some such stronghold; but the friendly relations that had existed for a considerable period between the Norsemen and the natives had induced him to suspend building operations, until several annoying misunderstandings and threats on the part of the savages had induced him to resume the work. At the time of which we write it was almost completed.

This fortress was little more than a strong palisade of stout planks about twelve feet high, placed close together, with narrow slits on every side for the discharge of arrows, and a platform all round the top inside, on which men could stand to repel an assault or discharge stones and other missiles over the wall. But the chief strength of the place lay in its foundation, which was the summit of a small isolated rocky mound in the centre of the hamlet. The mound was not more than thirty feet high, but its sides were so steep that the top could not be reached without difficulty, and its area was so small that the little fortification embraced the whole of it. It was large enough, however, to contain the whole population of the place, exclusive of the cattle.

To the completion, then, of this place of refuge, Leif addressed himself with all the energy of his nature. A large shed was erected in one corner of it, with a strong plank roof, to protect the women from stones, arrows, and javelins, which were the only projectiles in vogue at that period of the worlds history. Another shed was built just under the fortalice, on the lake side, for the safe housing of the live stock. Arrows were made in great numbers by some of the men, while others gathered and stored an immense supply of heavy ammunition in the shape of stones. Besides this a large quantity of dried provisions was stored in the womens shed, also a supply of water; but in regard to the last, being near the lake, and within easy bow-shot of their vessel, they trusted to bold night-sallies for additional supplies of the indispensable fluid. Finally, the work was carried on with such vigour that eight days after Biarnes departure it was finished.

Finished  and not a moment too soon! At the time when Biarne started on his voyage, the woods were, unknown to the Norsemen, alive with savages. Fortunately these had not observed the departure of the canoes, the whole of them being engaged at the time deep within the woods, holding a council of war, in which it was resolved to attack the white invaders of their land, kill them all, and appropriate their property.

Leif committed a slight mistake in not sending out scouts at this time to guard against surprise, but he was so eager to have the works completed that he grudged sending away any of his small body of men.

On the day when everything had been got ready, he sent a man named Hengler, who was an expert bowman, to procure some venison. In less than an hour Hengler was seen running towards the hamlet at break-neck speed, with his eyes almost starting out of his head, his hair streaming in the breeze, and two savages close on his heels.

To arms, men! shouted Leif, as he snatched up a bow, and, without waiting to put on helmet or sword, ran out to meet Hengler.

Seeing this, the savages stopped, hastily fitted arrows to their bowstrings and discharged them, the one at Hengler, the other at Leif. The first just grazed the flying Norsemans ear; the other fell short, but before a second discharge was possible Leif had sent an arrow whizzing at the first savage. It pierced his thigh. Uttering a fierce yell, he plucked the shaft out of the wound, and turning round fled back to the woods followed by his companion.

Not a moment to lose, gasped Hengler, as he ran into the hamlet. There are hundreds of them everywhere.

Coming towards us? asked Leif.

Not when I saw them, but doubtless when these two return they will come down like a mountain foss.

Quick, get into the fort, lads!  Stay, Hengler, assist me with the women.

Do you think they really mean to attack us? asked Gudrid, who, with Bertha and Freydissa, came forward at the moment.

Assuredly they do, answered Leif; come, follow Hengler to the fort. Whatever they intended before, the arrow in that fellows leg will settle the question. Where are Thora and Astrid?

In the dairy, replied Gudrid.

Away, then; I go to fetch them.

Would that I were a man! exclaimed Freydissa, catching up a spear and shaking it as she strode along with the rest. Id teach them to think twice before coming here to disturb peaceable folk!

Peaceable, thought Leif, with a grim smile, as he hurried towards the dairy; but he said nothing, for he deemed that to be a time for silence and action.

In a few minutes nearly all the population of the place had taken refuge in the fort, and soon afterwards the livestock was driven into the shed beside the rock. The gate was then shut and the men mounted the battlements, or breastwork, to watch for the expected foe.

But no foe made his appearance. Hour after hour passed away; the sun descended behind the tree-tops and below the horizon; the grey mantle of evening overspread the scene; still the watchers stood on the battlements and gazed intently into the forest  still there was not the slightest sound or symptom of an enemy in the vast sleeping wilderness.

Now this is passing strange, observed Hengler, who had been appointed second in command, and stood beside Leif.

Not so strange as ye suppose, replied Leif. Many a time have I fought with men in the mountains of Norway and on the plains of Valland, and invariably have I found that a surprise is never attempted save in the night.

True, returned Hengler, but when a very strong foe stands before a very weak one, it seems to me childish to delay the assault.

Thine ignorance of war must be great, Hengler, returned Leif, regarding the man with a smile, if thou hast yet to learn that a body of men weak in numbers becomes passing strong when posted behind good walls, with plenty of missiles and provender.

My knowledge of war is not great, said the man, who was quite a youth, but methinks it is like to improve now.

I fear it is, returned Leif sadly, but now I will give thee a job to perform that is necessary. From my experience of such matters I feel well assured that the savages intend an assault during the night, when they doubtless expect that their numbers will more easily cope with and overcome us; but in my judgment it is likely that they understand nothing of this fort-work, therefore I shall give them a surprise, instead of receiving one at their hands. Go thou, then, with six of the most active among the men, and slip as quietly as may be into the forest; gather there as many pine cones as shall fill your shields to overflowing, and bring them hither, along with a quantity of birch bark. If ye are attacked fight your way back, and we will cover your retreat from the ramparts.

While Hengler and six men were absent on this duty, another small party was sent to fetch into the fort a log about eighteen feet long, which lay on the ground close at hand; at the same time they were ordered to run down to the lake and bring up three or four old planks which had lain for a long time in the water, and were quite sodden. These things were all secured and carried into the fortress in the course of a few minutes. The log was then set up on end and sunk deep into a hole in the ground, so that it remained standing in the centre of the fort with the top just reaching a little above the walls. Pegs were driven into it all the way up, so that a man could easily ascend it. On the top of this pole was affixed a platform made of the soaked planks, about six feet square, with a hole left near the head of the pole through which a man could thrust himself. These Norsemen were smart in using their hands and axes. The contrivance which we have taken so long to describe was erected in a very few minutes. It was well-nigh completed when Hengler and his party returned with the pine cones and birch bark, both of which substances are exceedingly resinous and inflammable. Leif made the men carry them to the top of the pole, and pile them on the platform. He then ordered a small fire to be kindled in a corner of the fort, but to be kept very low and small, so that the tiny wreath of smoke which arose from it might be dissipated before it reached the battlements. After that he called all the men to him.

Now, my lads, said he, it is likely that these savages will try to take us by surprise. This they will not find it easy to do. From what I know of them they will come like the fox  slily  and try to pounce upon us. We will let them come; we will let them pounce, and not show face until such time as I give the word  then ye will know how to quit you like men. Away, all of you, to rest  each man with his shield above him and his sword by his side. I myself will do the part of sentinel.

The men quietly obeyed this order. Leif did not think it necessary to say more to them, but to Hengler and two others who had been selected as leaders he revealed more minutely the intended plan of action before they lay down.

Leaving Hengler for a few minutes to guard the walls, he entered the shed where the women were seated.

You must keep well under cover, Gudrid, he said, for it is likely that these fellows will shower some arrows upon us  perhaps something heavier; but we are well prepared to receive them.

Are our enemies numerous? asked Gudrid anxiously.

So it is said, but that will do them little service so long as we are behind these walls.

I wish I had my fingers in their chiefs hair! muttered Freydissa between her teeth.

I echo the wish you expressed not long ago, said Leif laughing. Would that thou wert a man, Freydissa, for assuredly a spirit like thine is invaluable on the field of battle.

Thankful am I that there are other fields besides battle-fields where women may be useful, observed Bertha, who was seated on a box beside Astrid, with her arm round her waist.

Freydissa merely cast on her handmaid a look of scorn, for she was aware that neither the time nor place was suited to the exercise of her peculiar talents.

I just looked in to assure you that all goes well, said Leif, addressing the women generally, and that you have nothing to fear.

We fear nothing! said Freydissa, answering for the rest.

The somewhat flippant remark, Speak for yourself, might have been appropriately made by some of her sisterhood, but they were all too anxious about the impending danger to heed what she said.

When Leif rejoined Hengler on the walls, the shades of night had fallen on the forest. He advised his lieutenant to lie down, but Hengler begged and obtained permission to share his vigil.

There was no moon that night, and it became extremely dark  just such a night as was suited to the purpose of the natives. Leif stood motionless, like a statue, leaning on his spear. His man sat on the rampart; both gazed and listened with painful intensity.

At last Leif pointed to what appeared to be a moving object on the space of cleared ground that intervened between the slight wall of the hamlet and the edge of the forest.

Awake the men, he whispered, and let not a sound of voice or clank of sword be heard.

Hengler made no reply, but glided silently away. One by one the men came up with the light tread of cats, and manned the walls, keeping well under cover of the parapet  each taking his appointed station beside his particular pile of stones and sheaf of arrows, which lay on the platform, while below a man with a bow was stationed at every slit.

Suddenly there arose on the night air a yell so fierce, so prolonged, and so peculiar, that it made even the stout hearts of the Norsemen quail for a moment  it was so unearthly, and so unlike any war-cry they had ever before heard. Again and again it was repeated, then a rushing sound was heard, and hundreds of dark objects were indistinctly seen leaping over the slight wall of felled trees that surrounded the hamlet.

With furious shouts the savages surrounded the houses, burst open the doors, and rushed in; but they rushed out again almost immediately, and their yells were exchanged for exclamations of surprise as they went about searching in the dark for their concealed enemies. Of course they came to the rock-fortress almost immediately after, and another war-cry was uttered as they surrounded the place in hundreds, but as there was still no sound or appearance of their expected foe, they became suddenly silent, as if under the impression that there was something mysterious in the affair which was not in accordance with their past experiences.

They nevertheless clambered to the top of the rock, and began to feel round the bottom of the wooden palisades for a door.

At that moment, while they were clustering thick as bees round the base of the building, Leif gave a preconcerted signal. One of the men applied a light to the pile of bark and fir-cones, and a bright flash of flame shot upward as Leif said, Up, lads! in deep stern tones.

Instantly a shower of heavy stones descended on the pates of the savages, who rolled down the steep sides of the mound with shrieks and cries and yells very different indeed from those which had characterised their assault. From all directions the savages now concentrated on the fortress. At the same time the fire suddenly shot up with such a glare that the whole scene was made nearly as light as day, and from the parapets and every loop-hole of the fortress a very hail of arrows poured forth into the midst of them, while their own shafts either quivered in the palisade or fell harmless from the shields and helmets of the Norsemen.

Even in that hour of extreme danger, Leifs desire to spare life, with a view to future proposals of peace, was exemplified in his ordering the men to draw their bows slightly, so as to wound without killing, as much as possible, and to aim as well as they could at the legs of the foe! One result of this was, that the wounded men were soon very numerous, and, as they fled away, filled the woods with such howls of agony that their still unhurt comrades were more alarmed than they would probably have been if the ground had been strewn with the dead.

At this point a vigorous sally from the fortress, and a deep-toned Norse cheer, settled the question for the time being. The entire army of dark-skinned warriors turned and fled into its native wilderness!

There was not, it may be well to remark here, so much danger in this sally as we moderns might suppose, for, even though the savages had not run, but had faced and surrounded their enemy, these Norsemen, with their massive limbs, sweeping swords, large shields, and defensive armour, could have cut their way back again to the fort through hundreds of such half-naked foes.

Of course Leif had expected them to fly, and had no intention of retiring immediately to the fort. He merely went the length of the outer wall, and then, with half of his men, kept up a vigorous shouting to expedite the flight of the foe, while the other half picked up as many arrows as they could find. Leif was glad to learn, on returning to the fort, that only two dead men had been discovered on the ground.

But the savages had not given in by any means, as became pretty clear from the noise they made in the woods soon afterwards. This continued all night, and Leif ordered the fire to be extinguished, lest they should be tempted by its light to send a flight of arrows among them, which might wound some of his people when off their guard.

When the first grey light of dawn appeared, it became evident to the beleaguered Norsemen what the savages had been about. Not very far from the fortress an enormous pile of dry timber had been raised, and, although it was within easy bow-shot, the savages managed, by dodging from tree to tree, to get under its shelter with fresh logs on their shoulders, and thus increased the pile continually.

They mean to burn us out! exclaimed Hengler anxiously.

Rather to smoke us out, observed one of the men. Fire can never reach us from that distance.

Leif, who was very grave, shook his head and said:  

If they make the pile very big it may reach us well enough. They have plenty of hands and no lack of wood. See, they are piling it to windward. God grant that the breeze may not increase, else shall we have to forsake the fortress. Nevertheless our good ship is at hand, he added, in a more cheerful tone, and they will find us tough to deal with when we get upon the water.  Come, lads, we will at all events harass if we cannot stop them.

So saying, Leif ordered the men to keep up a constant discharge of arrows whenever they obtained a glimpse of the savages, and he himself headed a sally and drove them back to the woods. But as soon as he and his men had returned to the fortress, out came the savages again like a swarm of bees, and continued their work vigorously.

Thus the morning passed away, and the pile of the intended bonfire, despite the arrows and the frequent sallies of the Norsemen, continued slowly but steadily to grow.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Hake Makes a Bold Venture, but does not Win  The Norsemen Find that There is Many a Slip twixt the Cup and the lip.

When Karlsefin and his men had surmounted the rapid, as before described, they found their future advance unimpeded, and, in the natural course of things  or of the river  arrived, not long after the children, at the lake-like expansion on the shores of which the native village stood.

This village, it must be understood, was not a permanent one. The natives were nomads. Their tents were merely poles cut as required from the neighbouring woods, tied together at the top, spread out in a circle at the base, and covered with leather, which coverings were the only parts of their habitations the natives deigned to carry about with them. They were here to-day and away to-morrow, stopping a longer or shorter time in each encampment according to fancy, or to the measure of their success in procuring food. The particular tribe of natives which had captured the Norsemens children had only just come to the locality; they therefore knew nothing of the arrival of the white strangers in their land, except what they had recently learned from their scouts, as we have seen.

Karlsefins canoe led the way; hence, on turning sharp round a point of rock that jutted out into the stream, Krake was the first who caught sight of the smoke that rose above the tree-tops.

Hist! hold on, he exclaimed in a hoarse whisper, looking over his shoulder as he backed-water suddenly. Karlsefin and the men instantly did the same, and sent the canoe back under the shelter of the point. The other canoes of course followed suit.

The Skraelingers! whispered Krake. I saw the smoke of their fires.

Did you see tents? asked the leader.

No; there was scarce time to see anything before we got back here.

What do you advise? asked Karlsefin, looking at Thorward.

Go ashore and attack them at once, he replied.

Ay, thats it, theres nothing like fighting it out at once! muttered Krake in an undertone.

My advice, said Karlsefin, is, that we cross the river and get on yonder height, which from its position must needs overlook the camp of the savages, and there reconnoitre and form our plans.

Well, I daresay your advice is best after all, rejoined Thorward, with a smile. You were always a cautious and peaceful man; though Im bound in fairness to admit that you can fight passing well when it comes to that.

Thanks for your good opinion, said Karlsefin, laughing quietly. So now, lads, turn about and follow me closely. Keep silence, and dip your paddles as lightly as may be.

Saying this, he returned a considerable way down the river; keeping very close in to the banks, which were overhung with bushes, until he reached a point where it seemed likely that the party could cross without being observed. There was a slight rapid at the place, so that they had only to enter it at an angle with the bank and were swept across in a few moments, almost without requiring to use their paddles.

Landing at the edge of a dense thicket, they hauled the canoes out of the water, secreted them carefully, and then, taking their arms, made a détour through the forest in the direction of the cliff before referred to by Karlsefin. In less than half an hour they reached it, and found, as had been anticipated, that it commanded a view of the native encampment, which to their dismay they now discovered was an immense one, filled with many hundreds of men, besides women and children.

Here, prone on their breasts, and scarce venturing to raise their heads above the grass, the two leaders held a consultation, while their men kept well in the background.

This is an unfortunate business, said Karlsefin.

Truly it is, replied Thorward; but the question is, can this be the set of rascals who carried off the children? It seems to me that, being a small band, as we know, they did not belong to the same set.

That may be so, Thorward;  but I incline to the belief that the small party was but an offshoot from the large one, and that our dear little ones are even now with the people before us.

As if to put the matter beyond doubt, Olaf, with Snorro on his back, issued at that moment from the woods on the opposite side of the river, and went out upon the identical spit of sand where, on the previous evening, he had held such bitter communings with his own spirit. The Norseman leaders recognised the children at once, being almost within hail of them, and it was with difficulty they restrained the impulse to spring to their feet and shout.

Thanks be to God for the sight of them at all events, said Karlsefin fervently; see, the dear boy has brought my darling there to amuse him.  Ah! little dost thou know, Olaf, the hold that thy kindness has given thee of his fathers heart!

Twould be well if he had a hold of the fathers hand just at this time, drily observed Thorward, who was not gifted with much of a sentimental temperament.

That is not easy of accomplishment, returned the other. Even you would scarcely, methinks, advise so small a band of men to make an open attack on five or six hundred savages.

I would not advise it, replied Thorward; nevertheless, if it came to the worst I would do it. But what, then, is your advice?

Why, until it comes to the worst we must try strategy, answered Karlsefin. I will call Hake to our council; the youth, I have observed, is a deep thinker, and clear-sighted.

When Hake was summoned, and had laid himself down beside his leaders, he remained for some time silently gazing on the busy scene below, where some men in canoes were spearing fish in the bay, and others were skinning and cutting up deer near the edge of the woods, while women were cooking and engaged in other domestic duties at the doors of the tents, and children and dogs were romping about everywhere.

Could we not get into our canoes, suggested Thorward, make a dash at the spit of sand, and carry off the children at a swoop before the brown-skinned rascals were well aware of us?

They would see us before we got half-way to the spit, replied Karlsefin, carry the children into the woods, and then be ready to receive us in hundreds on shore.  What think you, Hake; can you suggest any plan of outwitting these savages?

I have a plan, answered the Scot, but I fear you will deem it foolish.

Out with it, man, foolish or otherwise, said Thorward, who was beginning to chafe under difficulties that appeared to be insurmountable, even by his favourite method  force of arms.

If ye approve of it, returned Hake, I will cross the river alone and unarmed, and walk straight to the spot where the children are now seated. Much of the way is concealed by shrubs, and when I saunter across the open part, it may be that I shall scarce be noticed until I am near them. If I be, then will I make a dash, catch them up, make for the rapid, plunge in, and, on gaining the opposite bank, run to meet you. We can then hasten to the canoes  fight our way to them if need be  and sweep down the river. We shall probably get a fair start; and if so, it will go hard but we reach Leifsgaard before they overtake us. If not, why

Hake touched the hilt of his sword by way of completing the sentence.

A rare plan! said Thorward with a suppressed chuckle; and how, my bold youth, if thou art observed and caught before getting hold of the children?

I will then set my wits to devise some other plan. It may be of some advantage to them that I should be a captive along with the children, and at most it is but one man lost to the expedition.

Ay, but that would be a heavy loss, said Karlsefin; nevertheless the plan seems to me not so unlikely  only there are one or two points about which I have my doubts. In the first place, although your legs are marvellously good, I fear that with the additional weight of Olaf and Snorro on them, the fleet runners among the savages, of whom there must be many, would soon overtake thee.

With Olaf on my back, Snorro under my left arm, and the right arm free to swing  I think not, replied Hake, quietly but decidedly.

Then as to crossing: how do you

I would swim, replied Hake.

What! with the weight and drag of wet garments to cumber you! exclaimed Thorward; besides making it clear to the savages, if they caught you, that you had come from the opposite bank of the river, where your friends might be expected to be waiting for you!

I would tie my clothes in a tight bundle on the top of my head, said Hake. Many a time have I crossed the streams of my native land in this manner.

Well, ye have a ready answer for everything, returned Thorward; nevertheless I like not the plan.

If you cannot suggest a better, I am disposed to let Hake try it, said Karlsefin.

Thorward had no better plan to suggest. Indeed, the more he thought of it the more did he feel inclined to make a tremendous onslaught, cut as many men to pieces as he could before having his own life taken, and so have done with the whole affair for ever. Fortunately for Olaf and Snorro his counsels were not followed.

In a few minutes Hake was ready. His brother was ordered to lead the men back to the canoes, there to keep in close hiding and await further orders. Meanwhile Karlsefin remained on the cliff to watch the result.

Hake felt it to be a desperate venture, but he was possessed of that species of spirit which rejoices in such, and prefers danger to safety. Besides, he saw at a glance that there would be no chance whatever of success if his leaders made up their minds to attempt an open attack against such fearful odds.

With a light step the young Scot descended to the river, thinking of Bertha as he went. A few minutes afterwards he was seen  or rather his head with a bundle on it  was seen crossing the river by the watchers on the cliff. A few minutes later, and he was on the opposite shore rapidly putting on his light garments. Thereafter he entered the bushes, and a glimpse could be caught of him ever and anon as he glided swiftly, like the panther towards his prey.

When the last point capable of affording concealment was gained, Hake assumed a careless air, and, with his head down, as if in meditation, sauntered towards the spit of land where Olaf and Snorro were still playing.

Well done! exclaimed Thorward, with a look of admiration; cleverly, bravely done!

There is no doubt that such was the case, and that Hake would have reached the children unobserved by the natives had not Olaf chanced to notice him while he was yet about fifty yards off. He recognised him at once, and, with a shout of joy, ran to meet him.

Hake dashed past him, sprang toward Snorro, whom he caught up, and, stooping, cried Up, Olaf! up for your life!

Olaf understood at once, sprang on his back, and held on tight, while Hake, bending low, sped away at a pace that defied pursuit, though by that time a hundred savages were almost at his heels!

It was obvious from the first that the lithe Scot was well able to achieve his purpose. He was already nearing the rapid. His pursuers were far behind, and Karlsefin could scarcely restrain a shout of exultation as he rose to run round to his canoes, when he observed that a party of more than a dozen natives, who chanced to be ascending the rivers bank on foot, met the fugitive. Observing that he was a stranger, and pursued by natives, they crossed his path at once.

Hake stopped abruptly, glanced at the bushes, then turned to the river, and was on the point of plunging in, when a canoe, with four savages in it, shot out from the bank just below him.

He saw at once that escape was impossible. Feeling intuitively that submission was his best policy, he set the children on the ground and quietly suffered himself to be taken prisoner.

I knew it! I said it! growled Thorward between his teeth, as he sprang up, drew his sword, and slashed down two small trees at a single stroke in his wrath, then rushing through the woods, he made for the canoes.

Karlsefin followed in a state of mind almost as furious. It was such a bitter disappointment to fail so signally on the very eve of success!

The canoes were already in the water and manned when the leaders reached them, for Heika, who had been left in charge, knew well that whatever might be the result of the enterprise, prompt action would be necessary.

Quick, shove off! cried Karlsefin, taking his place, and driving his paddle into the water with such force that the light craft shot from the bank like an arrow.

The men were not slow to obey. The fierce spirit of their leader seemed to be catching, and the foam curled from their respective bows, leaving a long white track behind, as they rushed up the river and swept out upon the broad expanse above.

Of course they had been seen before reaching that point, and the savages immediately lined the banks with armed men. They did not, however, go out upon the spit of sand where Olaf and Snorro had first been observed by their friends. That point was so high up the stream, that it did not seem to be considered by any one as worthy of attention. This Karlsefin observed at once, and formed his plans accordingly. He advanced as if he were about to land below the spit, but made no hostile demonstrations of any kind, and paddled so quietly on nearing the shore, that the savages did not seem to understand him, and, although ready with their arrows for instant action, they remained passive.

When within a short distance of the land, Karlsefin suddenly, but still quietly, turned the head of his canoe up the stream, and made for the spit of sand. The other canoes followed. The natives, perceiving the intention of the strangers, uttered a wild shout, and made for the same place along the shore, but before they reached it Karlsefin had landed with all his men, and, with their stalwart figures and strange arms, presented such an imposing front that the natives stopped short.

At this point the crowd opened a little to let some one pass, and Whitepow came to the front. Judging him to be the chief, Karlsefin at once laid down his sword, and, stepping a few paces in front of his men, held up his hands and made demonstrations of a peaceful kind.

But Whitepow was not peacefully inclined. Although aged, he was a sturdy fellow, stood erect, and carried a heavy club on his shoulder. To the Norsemans demonstrations he replied by frowning fiercely and shaking his head savagely, as though to intimate that he was much too old a bird to be taken in with such chaff. Then, turning to those beside him, he gave an order, which resulted in Hake being led to the front with his arms tightly bound to his sides.

Ah! thought Karlsefin, if you had only brought the children to that spot, I would have rescued them at all hazards.

He did not, however, think it wise to make so desperate an attempt merely to rescue Hake, while the children were still concealed and at the mercy of the savages. He therefore put on his blandest looks and manner, and again invited confidence, but Whitepow again shook his head, pointed backwards as if in reference to the two children, and then at Hake, after which he flung his club with such violence and precision at Karlsefins head that the stout Norseman would certainly have measured his length on the sand, if he had not been very much on the alert. As it was, he received the missile on his shield, from which it glanced with a loud clang, and went hissing into the river.

Karlsefin smiled, as if that sort of thing rather amused him than otherwise, and again held up his hands, and even advanced a step or two nearer, while the concourse of savages gave vent to a shout of surprise. It is probable that Whitepow was a hero whose artillery had hitherto been the messenger of certain death to foes. The failure of the club seemed to exasperate the old savage beyond endurance, for he instantly seized a bow, and let fly an arrow at the Norseman leader. It was well aimed, but was also caught on the shield, and fell broken to the ground.

Seeing this, some of the Norsemen hastily drew their bows, but Karlsefin, anticipating something of the kind, turned about and bade them forbear.

Meanwhile Whitepow had ordered his warriors to remove Hake, and to fall back a little. This they did, and appeared to be awaiting further orders from their chief, who had gone up towards the tents. The movement puzzled Karlsefin, who rejoined his men.

It is my advice, said Thorward, that we hesitate no longer. Stand or fall, we are in for a fight now, so the sooner we begin the better. No doubt the odds are great, but they dont seem to be able for much  at least if that old chap gave us a good specimen of their powers.

Most of the Norsemen appeared to agree with this advice, but Karlsefin did not.

You forget, said he, that this would not be a mere trial of strength. If we once begin, and chance to fail, every man of us must die, and our colony, thus left so weak, would stand a small chance of surviving in the midst of so many savages. Besides  the children would be lost for ever! It is my opinion that we should wait a little to see what this movement implies. Perhaps that white-haired old savage may have recovered his temper and senses by this time, and is making up his mind to have peace instead of war. God grant that it may be so.

Instead of replying Thorward frowned darkly, and with something of a savage sneer on his lip pointed to a bend in the river above them, round which, at that moment, a hundred canoes swept, and came swiftly towards them.

Looks that like peace? he said bitterly.

Karlsefins countenance fell.

All is lost! he muttered, in a tone that was rather sad than fierce. Oh my tender little child!

Crushing down his feelings with a mighty effort, he turned to the men, and quietly but quickly arranged them in a circle, with their faces outwards, so that they presented a front in all directions.

Now, ye men of Norway and Iceland, he said, the day has come at last when ye must prove yourselves worthy descendants of a noble race. Our cause this day is a right cause, and God is with the right, whether it please Him to send death or victory. Quit you like men, and let us teach these Skraelingers how to fight  if need be, how to die.

Taking his stand on the landward side of his men, and ordering Thorward to do the same in the direction of the water, he calmly awaited the onset.

And now, indeed, it seemed as if a fierce and bloody battle were about to begin, for when the canoes of their comrades swept round the point of land, as already described, the savages on shore, constantly reinforced by new arrivals, began to move steadily down in an overwhelming mass towards the spit of sand, and the heroes who stood there, though comparatively so few in number, were, with their superiority of weapons and courage, certain to make a fearfully prolonged and bloody resistance.

Affairs had reached this critical point, when a sudden and loud shout was heard down the river. All eyes were turned in that direction, and there several canoes were seen coming round the bend of the river, full of armed men. The descent of the native fleet was checked. The Norsemen at once recognised their comrades, and greeted their approach with a lusty cheer. In another minute the newcomers had leaped upon the sand.

Welcome, welcome, Biarne! exclaimed Thorward, seizing and wringing his friends hand in great delight. Why, man, we had all but taken leave of each other, but we shall have another tale to tell now.

May God bless you, Biarne, for coming so opportunely, said Karlsefin. Let your men join and extend the circle. There, spread it out wider; that will do. I wont trouble you with questions just now, Biarne, as to what made you think of coming. We have more pressing work on hand.

Thus saying, the leader busied himself in arranging his reinforcements, while the savages held back, and awaited the result of a consultation between Whitepow and the chief men of the tribe.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Difficulties Regarding Intercommunication  The Power of Finery Displayed  Also the Power of Song and Sentiment.

The additional force thus opportunely gained by the Norsemen, although hailed with so much enthusiasm, did not very materially alter their position. True, they now formed a company of above fifty stout and well-armed men, who, in the hour of extremity, could make a formidable resistance to any foe, however numerous; but what chance had they of ultimately escaping from upwards of a thousand savages, every man of whom was an adept at bush-warfare; could dart from tree to tree, and harass and cut off in detail an enemy whom he would not dare, or did not care, to face in the open field  which latter mode of warfare was more natural and congenial to the Norsemen?

This truth soon began to force itself upon Karlsefins understanding; but as he feared to damp the spirits of his less thoughtful comrades, he kept his anxieties to himself, and made the best disposition of his force that was possible in the circumstances.

Very soon there was a movement among the savages on shore, and its object was not long of being apparent, for presently a fleet of canoes was seen ascending the river. At the same time the other fleet renewed its advance from above, while the men on shore moved once more towards the spit of sand.

They mean to attack on all sides at once, said Biarne.

Let them come, growled Thorward. Tis death or victory now, lads.

No one spoke, but the eagle glances of the men, and their firm grasp of sword and spear, told that they were ready; and once more it seemed as if the bloody fight were about to begin, when again it was interrupted by a shout. This time the shout came from the woods, from which, a few minutes later, a solitary savage was seen to issue. He appeared to be in haste, and ran through the crowd of warriors, who made way for him, straight towards the white-haired chief, to whom he appeared to speak with great fervour and many gesticulations, though he was too far off to be heard, or his countenance to be distinctly seen, by the Norsemen.

That fellow brings news of some sort or other. I should say, remarked Biarne.

Whatever his news may be, replied Karlsefin, I dont think it will be likely to do much for us.

The rascals figure seems not unfamiliar to me, said Thorward.

At that moment the crowd of chiefs around Whitepow shouted the word Ho! apparently in approbation of something that he had just remarked, and immediately after the man whom Thorward had styled a rascal began to talk and gesticulate again more violently than ever.

What is the man after now? said Thorward. It seems to me that he is mad.

The savage did indeed appear to be slightly deranged, for, in the midst of his talk, he took an arrow and went through the pantomime of discharging it; then he applied the point of it to his own back, and fell down as if wounded; whereupon he rose quietly and kneeled with a tender air, as if in the act of succouring a wounded man; and thereafter went on to perform other pantomimic acts, which at last induced Thorward to open his eyes very wide and whistle, as he exclaimed Why, tis Utway, that fellow who was half killed in our first brush with the Skraelingers.

Ay, and who was so tenderly nursed by Bertha, added Biarne.

There can be no doubt of it, said Karlsefin, in a cheerful voice; and now have I some hope of a peaceful end to this affair, for what else can he be doing but pleading our cause?

Im not so sure of that, replied Thorward. He may just as likely be telling them what lots of good things might be got by killing us all and taking possession of Leifsgaard.

The question will soon be settled, Thorward, for here comes the savage, said Biarne.

This was true. Having finished his talk, whatever it was, and heard a brief reply from Whitepow, Utway turned round and ran fearlessly towards the Norsemen.

I will go meet him, said Karlsefin.

There may be danger in that, suggested Biarne.

Greater danger in showing distrust, replied Karlsefin. Confidence should beget confidence.

Without more words he flung down sword and shield, and advanced unarmed to meet the savage, whom he shook warmly by the hand  a style of salutation which Utway thoroughly understood, having learned it while lying wounded in Leifsgaard.

They could not of course make use of speech, but Utway was such a powerful gesticulator that it was not difficult to make out his meaning. After shaking hands he put his hand on his heart, then laid it on Karlsefins breast, and pointed towards the old chief with an air that would have done credit to a courtier.

Karlsefin at once took the hand of the savage, and walked with him through the midst of the native chiefs, above whose heads he towered conspicuously, until he stood before Whitepow. Taking off his iron helmet he bowed to the old chief, an act which appeared to afford that worthy much satisfaction, for, although he did not venture to return the bow, he exclaimed Ho! with solemn emphasis.

This was all very pleasant, but it was not much. Karlsefin, therefore, tried his hand at a little gesticulation, while the natives gazed at him with speechless interest. Whitepow and Utway then replied with a variety of energetic demonstrations, some of which the Norseman understood, while of others he could make nothing at all, but the result of it all was, that Utway made a final proposal, which was very clear, to the effect that the Norsemen should approach the savages, mingle with them, and be friends.

To this Karlsefin returned a decided negative, by shaking his head and frowning portentously. At the same time he stooped and held his hand about two feet from the ground, as if to indicate something that stood pretty nearly that height. Then he tenderly patted the top of the imaginary thing, whatever it was, and took it up in his arms, kissed it, and laid it on his breast. After that he indicated another thing somewhat higher, which he also patted on the top. Thereafter he pressed his arms close to his side and struggled as if to get loose from something, but could not until he had taken hold of an imaginary knife, cut the something which bound him, and set his arms free.

All this was apparently understood and immensely relished by the natives, who nodded to each other and vociferated Ho! to such an extent that the repetition caused it to sound somewhat like a fiendish laugh. But here Whitepow put in his veto, shook his head and appeared inexorable, whereupon Karlsefin crossed his arms on his breast and looked frowningly on the ground.

Things had just reached this uncomfortable pass, when Karlsefins eye chanced to fall on the end of a piece of bright scarlet cloth with which Gudrid had smilingly ornamented his neck before he set out on this expedition,  just as a young wife might, in chivalrous ages, have tied a scarf to her knights arm before sending him off to the wars.

A sudden idea flashed upon him. He unfastened the strip of cloth, and, advancing, presented it to Whitepow, with a bland smile.

The aged chief was not proof against this. He gazed at the brilliant cloth with intense admiration, and expressed as much delight at receiving it as if he had been a child  which, by the way, he was, in regard to such fabrics and in his inability to restrain his feelings.

Rejoiced to observe the good effect thus produced, Karlsefin did his best to assure the chief that there was plenty more of the same in his possession, besides other things  all of which Utway corroborated,  and signified that he, Whitepow, should have large quantities thereof if he would restore the captives to their friends. In order to add force to what he said, he drew from his pouch or wallet several small metal ornaments strung together like beads, and presented these also to Whitepow, as well as to several of the chiefs who stood nearest to him. At the same time he uncovered, as if inadvertently, a magnificent silver brooch which hung round his neck, under his leathern war-shirt.

This brooch was by no means a trifling bauble. It was massive, beautifully carved, and hung round with little silver cups and diamond-shaped pieces of silver about the size of a mans thumb-nail. It was much prized by its owner on account of being an heirloom of his family, having been carried to Iceland by his forefathers when they were expatriated from Norway by King Harald Fairhair.

Whitepows eye at once fell on the brooch, and he expressed a strong desire to possess it.

Karlsefin started as if in alarm, seized the brooch with both hands, held it aloft, and gazed at it in a species of veneration, then, clasping it to his breast, shook his head by way of an emphatic No!

Of course Whitepow became doubly anxious to have it; whereupon Karlsefin again stooped, and, placing his hand about two feet from the ground, patted the top of the thing indicated, and said that he might have the brooch for that and the other things previously referred to.

Whitepow pondered a few minutes, and Utway said something very seriously to him, which resulted in his giving an order to two of his chiefs, who at once left the group. They quickly returned, leading Hake and the children between them  the former being still bound at the elbows.

There was something quite startling in the shout of surprise that Olaf gave on observing Karlsefin. It was only equalled by the shriek of glee that burst from Snorro when he recognised his father.

Olaf instantly seized Snorro and ran towards him. Karlsefin met them more than half-way, and, with an expression of deep thankfulness, caught up his little one and strained him to his heart, while Olaf tightly embraced his leg!

But, recollecting himself instantly, he set Snorro down, removed the silver brooch from his neck and placed it in the hand of the old chief. At the same time he pointed to Hakes bonds. Whitepow understood him, and, drawing his stone knife, cut these asunder.

Make no haste, Hake, said his leader, but take Snorro in your arms and Olaf by the hand, and walk slowly but steadily towards your comrades. If any one offers to intercept you, resist not, but turn and come back hither.

Hake made no reply, but did as he was bid, and was soon in the midst of his comrades. Meanwhile Karlsefin, whose joy almost prevented him from maintaining the dignity that was appropriate to the occasion, took off every scrap in the shape of ornament that he possessed and presented all to Whitepow, even to the last bauble in the bottom of his wallet, and he tried to make the old man understand that all his men had things of a similar kind to bestow, which would be brought to him if he would order the great mass of his people to retire to a considerable distance, retaining only about his person a party equal in numbers to the Norsemen.

To this the chief seemed inclined to object at first, but again Utways eloquence and urgency prevailed. The old man stood up, shouted an order in the voice of a Stentor, and waved his hand. The whole multitude at once fell back to a considerable distance, leaving only a few of the principal men around their chief.

The active Scot instantly bounded towards him  not less with desire to serve his deliverer than with delight at finding himself once more free!

Go back, Hake, and tell the men to come quietly hither in a compact body, leaving their bows and spears behind them, only carrying each man his sword and shield. Let a strong guard stay with the weapons and the children, and see that Biarne and Thorward also remain with them. Quietly place the children in a canoe, and do you and Heika stand ready to man it.

That has already been done, said Hake.

By whose orders? demanded Karlsefin.

At my suggestion, replied Hake.

Thou art a wise man, Hake. I thank thee. Go; I need not explain that two canoes at least would require to accompany you, so as to repel attack by water, and, if it be necessary, to flee, while we guard the retreat.

That has already been arranged, said Hake.

Good, good. Then, whatever betide us, the dear children are like to be safe. Get you gone, Hake; and, harkee, if we should not return, be sure thou bear my love to Gudrid.  Away.

Hake bowed in silence and retired. In a few minutes the greater part of the Norsemen stood before the old chief, and, by Karlsefins command, every man who chanced to have any trifling ornament of any kind about him took it off and presented it to the savages.

Whitepow, in return, ordered a package of furs to be brought, and presented each man with a beautiful sable. Karlsefin then made Utway explain that he had seen much valuable cloth and many ornaments in the Norsemens camp, and that these would be given in exchange for such furs,  a piece of news which seemed to gratify the savages, for they possessed an immense number of furs, which were comparatively of little value to them.

Thus amicable relations were established; but when Whitepow invited the Norsemen to accompany him to his village and feast, Karlsefin intimated that he intended to sup and pass the night on the spit of sand, and that in the early morning he would return to his home, whither he hoped the savages would soon follow him with their furs. That, meanwhile, a small number might accompany him, if they chose, to view his habitation and take back a report. This was agreed to, and thus happily the conferences ended.

That night the Norsemen held high carousal on the spit of sand, partly because they were rejoiced at the successful issue of the expedition as far as it had gone, and partly because they wished to display a free-and-easy spirit to the savages. They drew a line at the narrowest part of the neck of land, and there posted armed sentinels, who resolutely refused to let any one pass. On the outward edge of the spit, other sentinels were placed, who checked all tendency to approach by water, and who  in one or two instances, when some obstinate natives attempted to force a landing  overturned the canoes and left the occupants to swim ashore the best way they could.

The only exception to this rule was made in favour of Utway and Whitepow, with the grandson of the latter, little Powlet. These three came down to the spit after the Norsemen had kindled a magnificent bonfire of dry logs, round which they sat and ate their supper, told sagas, sang songs, cracked jokes, and drank to absent friends in cans of pure water, with an amount of dash, fervour, and uproarious laughter that evidently raised quite a new idea in the savage minds, and filled them with amazement unutterable, but not inexpressible, for their glaring eyes, and lengthened jaws, and open mouths were the material embodiment of surprise. In fact, the entire population sat on the surrounding banks and heights nearly the whole night, with their hands and chins resting on their knees, listening and gazing in silent admiration at the proceedings of the Norsemen, as a vast audience might witness the entertainments of an amphitheatre.

The utmost hospitality was of course extended by the Norsemen to their three visitors, who partook of the food set before them with much relish. Fortunately some of the men who had been left to guard the arms still possessed a few trinkets and pieces of bright cloth, so that Karlsefin was again enabled to gratify his new friends with a few more presents.

Snorro, said Karlsefin, who sat beside Whitepow in front of the fire with the child on his knee, are you glad to see your father again?

Iss, said Snorro, responding slightly to the tender embrace which he received.

We are afraid that truth requires us to state, that Snorro had not quite reached the age of reciprocal attachment  at least in regard to men. Of course we do not pretend to know anything about the mysterious feelings which he was reported to entertain towards his mother and nurse! All we can say is, that up to this point in his history the affections of that first-born of Vinland appeared to centre chiefly in his stomach  who fed him best he loved most! It is but simple justice to add, however, that Olaf was, in Snorros eye, an exception to the rule. We really believe that if Olaf had starved and beaten him during the first half of a day, by way of experiment, Snorro would have clung to him and loved him throughout the other half!

Come hither, Olaf, take this bit of cloth in your hand, and present it to that little boy, said Karlsefin, pointing to Powlet. He seems fond of Snorro, and deserves something.

Fond of him! exclaimed Olaf, laughing, as he presented the cloth according to orders, and then returned to Snorros side. You should have seen the way he made Snorro laugh one day by painting my face.

Here Olaf went into a minute account of the operation referred to, and told it with so much humour that the Norsemen threw back their wild heads and shook their shaggy beards in fits of uproarious laughter, which awakened the echoes of the opposite cliffs, and caused the natives to think, no doubt, that the very rocks were merry.

After this Krake told a story and sang a rollicking song, and of course Hake was made to sing, which he readily did, giving them one of his native airs with such deep pathos, that the very savages  unused though they were to music  could not refrain from venting a murmur of admiration, which rose on the night air like a mysterious throb from the hearts of the dark concourse.

Immediately after Hakes song the old chief and his friends took their leave. The sentinels were now changed and doubled, the fire was extinguished, each Norseman lay down with his hand on his sword-hilt, and his shield above him, and the vast multitude of savages melted away to their respective places of repose.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Burning on the Fortress  A Threatened Fight Ends in a Feast, Which Leads to Friendship  Happy Reunion and Proposed Desertion.

Next morning, according to arrangement, the Norsemen were up and away by daybreak; but they did not start off alone. A much larger fleet than they had bargained for accompanied them. Karlsefin, however, made no objection, partly because objection would have been unavailing, and partly because the natives were so genuinely well-disposed towards him, that he felt assured there was no reason to distrust them or to fear their numbers.

Little did Karlsefin think, as they proceeded happily and leisurely down the stream at that time, the urgent need there was for haste, or the dire extremity to which his friends at Leifsgaard had been reduced. Knowing, of course, nothing about this, they descended by easy stages and encamped in good time at night, in order to have their fires lighted and food cooked before daylight had quite disappeared, so that they might have the more time to sit chatting by the light of the camp-fires and enjoying the fine summer weather.

On the other hand, had Leif only known how soon his friends were to return, he might have held the fortress longer than he did, by continuing his desperate sallies to check the raising of the pile that was meant to burn him out; but not being aware of this, and finding that the necessity for constant vigilance and frequent sallies was wearing out his men, he resolved to abandon the castle to its fate and take to the ship.

Watching his opportunity, he had everything portable collected, and, during the darkest hour of a dark night, quietly issued from the little fortress, descended to the beach, and got on board the Snake, with all the women and men, without the savages being aware of the movement.

Once on board, he fortified the vessel as well as he could, and hung the shields round the bulwarks.

Curiously enough, the savages had fixed on that very night for setting fire to their pile of timber, which by that time towered to a height that made it almost equal to the fortress it was about to consume. At grey dawn the torch was applied to it. At the very same hour Karlsefin and his men, accompanied by their savage friends, launched their canoes and left the encampment of the previous night.

The leader of the fleet had purposely encamped when not very far from the settlement, preferring, with such a large and unexpected party, rather to arrive in the morning than at night.

Great then was the surprise of the Norsemen when, soon after starting, they saw a dense cloud of smoke rising in the far distance, and deep was their anxiety when they observed that this cloud not only spread abroad and increased in density, but appeared to float exactly over the place where the settlement lay.

Give way, lads! push on! There is something wrong at the gaard, shouted Karlsefin when he became thoroughly alive to the fact.

There was little necessity for urging the men. Each man became an impulsive volcano and drove his paddle into the water with such force and fury that the canoes almost leaped out of the river as well as over it.

Meanwhile the sun rose in splendour, and with it rose the mighty flames of the bonfire, which soon caught the neighbouring trees and licked them up as if they had been stubble. Such intense heat could not be long withstood. The wooden fortress was soon in flames, and then arose a yell of triumph from the savages, which sent dismay to the hearts of those who were approaching, and overawed the little band that still lay undiscovered on board the Snake.

But when it was ascertained that there was no one in the fortress, a cry of fury followed the shout of triumph, and the whole band, at once suspecting that their enemies had taken to their vessel, rushed down to the shores of the lake.

There they found the Norsemen ready to receive them; but they found more than they had expected, for, just then, Karlsefin and his men swept round the point above the bay with a tremendous cheer, and were followed by a continuous stream of the canoes of their savage friends whom they had outstripped in the mad race.

Karlsefin did not wait to ascertain how affairs stood. Enough for him that the village seemed to be in flames. Observing, as he passed, that his comrades and the women were safe on board the Snake, he ran the canoes high and dry on the beach and leaped ashore. Drawing quickly up into a compact line, the Norsemen rushed with wild shout upon the foe. The natives did not await the onset. Surprise alone had kept them waiting there as long as they did. With one consent, and a hideous yell, they turned and fled like autumn leaves before the wind.

Returning to the friendly savages, who had looked on at all this in some surprise and with no little concern, Karlsefin looked very sternly at them, pointed to the woods into which his enemies had vanished, shook his fist, and otherwise attempted by signs to indicate his displeasure, and to advise the instant interference of the friendly savages in the way of bringing about peaceful relations.

The natives were intelligent enough and prompt in action. A party of them at once started off to the woods, while Karlsefin went on board the Snake, where he found Leif and his friends right glad to meet him, and the women, in a state of the wildest delight, almost devouring Olaf and Snorro, who had been sent direct to the vessel when the men landed to attack the savages.

Tis good for the eyes to see thy sweet face, Gudrid, he said, giving his wife a hearty kiss, and I am quite sure that Snorro agrees with me in that.

He does, he does, cried Gudrid, hugging the child, who clung round her neck with a tenacity that he had never before exhibited, having learned, no doubt, that absence makes the heart grow fonder.

Oh! I am so happy, and so thankful. My sweet bairn! Where did you find him? How did you rescue him? I felt sure you would do it. How did he look when he saw you? and

Hold, Gudrid, cried Karlsefin, laughing, joy has upset thy judgment. I can answer but one question at a time.

Gudrid made no reply; indeed she did not seem to expect an answer to her queries, for she had turned again to Snorro and Olaf, whom she overwhelmed with embraces, endearing epithets, and questions, in all which she was ably assisted by Bertha, Astrid, and Thora. Even Freydissa became soft for once; kissed Olaf and Snorro several times in a passionate manner, and was unusually gracious to Thorward.

Ye came in the nick of time, said Leif, as he and his friends retired to the poop for a brief consultation.

So it would seem, said Biarne, but it was more by good fortune than good planning, for I left you weak-handed; and if good luck had not brought us here just at the time we did, methinks there would have been heavy hearts among us.

A higher Power than good luck brought us hither in time, said Karlsefin.

That is true, said Leif, with a nod and an earnest look at his friend.

I doubt it not, returned Biarne, and the same Power doubtless led me to start off with a reinforcement in time to help you in the hour of need, Karlsefin. But it is my advice now that we go ashore and put the huts in a state of defence as quickly as may be.

That is just my opinion, replied Karlsefin, for it may be that the friendly natives will find it easier to be converted into foes than to turn our enemies into friends. What is your advice, Leif?

That we land and do as Biarne suggests without delay.

And what if these villains come down in such overwhelming numbers  as they now can easily do  that they shall carry all before them and drive us into the lake? asked Thorward.

Why, man, cried Biarne, with a touch of ire, if I did not know thee well I would say that thou wert timid.

Knowing me well; then, as ye say, returned Thorward, and reserving the matter of timidity for future discussion, what reply have ye to make to my question?

That we must make up our minds to be drowned, like Freydissas cat, replied Biarne.

Nay, not quite that, said Leif, with a smile; we can at least have the comfort of leaving our bones on the land to mingle with those of as many savages as we can slay.

The thought of that would prove a great comfort to the women, no doubt, when they were carried off by the savages, returned Thorward, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone.

I see what you mean, said Karlsefin; that we should have the Snake ready to fall back on if we chance to be beaten; but, to say truth, the idea of being beaten by such miserable savages never entered my head.

The consideration of your heads thickness, then, said Thorward, would be an additional element of comfort, no doubt, to the women in case of things going against us.

At this Karlsefin laughed, and asked Thorward what he would advise.

My advice is, said he, that we not only get the Snake ready for a long voyage, but that we haul round my ship also,  which by good fortune is here just now  and get her ready. There is no need to put our goods and chattels on board, for if things went ill with us we could no doubt keep the savages at bay long enough to accomplish that by means of placing Biarne at the post of danger with orders to die rather than give in; but I would leave the women and children on board at any rate to keep them out of harms way

And it is my advice, cried Freydissa, coming up at the moment, that ye set about it at once without more talk, else the women and children will have to set you the example.

There was a general laugh at the tone and manner in which this was said, and the four chiefs left the poop to carry out their plans. Meanwhile an immense concourse of natives assembled on the neighbouring heights, and for a long time carried on a discussion, which, to judge from the violence of their gesticulations, must have been pretty hot. At last their meeting came to an abrupt close, and a large band was seen to separate from the rest and move down towards the hamlet.

Before they reached it the Norsemen had manned the defences and awaited them.

They come on a peaceful errand, I think, said Karlsefin, who stood at the principal opening. At least it seems to me that they carry no arms. What say you, Hake? Your eyes are sharp.

They are unarmed, replied Hake.

This was found to be the case; and when they had approached to within a long bow-shot of the defences, all doubt as to their intention was removed by their holding up their hands and making other peaceful demonstrations.

Judging it wise to meet such advances promptly and without suspicion, Karlsefin at once selected a number of his stoutest men, and causing them to lay aside their arms, issued forth to meet the savages. There was, as on a former occasion, a great deal of gesticulation and talking with the eyes, the upshot of which was, that the brown men and the white men vowed eternal friendship, and agreed to inaugurate the happy commencement thereof with a feast  a sort of picnic on a grand scale  in which food was to be supplied by both parties, arms were to be left at home on both sides, and the scene of operations was to be a plot of open ground near to, but outside, the hamlet.

It is easy to record all this briefly, but it must not therefore be supposed that it was easy of arrangement, on the part of the high contracting parties, whose tongues were unavoidably useless in the consultation.

Krake proved himself to be the most eloquent speaker in sign-language, and the manner in which he made his meaning intelligible to the savages was worthy of philosophic study. It is, however, quite beyond the powers of description; a great deal of it consisting not only of signs which might indeed be described, but of sounds  guttural and otherwise  which could not be spelt. We are constrained, therefore, to leave it to the readers imagination.

At the feast an immense quantity of venison and salmon was consumed, as you may easily believe, and a great number of speeches were made by both parties  the men of each side approving and applauding their own speakers, and listening to those of the other side with as much solemnity of attention as if they understood every word.

There were two points of great interest connected with this feast, which we must not omit to mention. One was, the unexpected arrival, in the middle of it, of the old chief, Whitepow, in a canoe, with Utway and a few of his principal men, and his grandson Powlet. These were hailed by both parties with great delight, because they formed an additional bond of union between them.

It had been arranged by Karlsefin, for the sake of security, that the savages and Norsemen should not intermingle, but that they should sit in two distinct groups opposite to each other. Whitepow, however, ignorant of, or indifferent to such arrangements, passed over at once to the Norsemen on his arrival, and went through the ceremony, which he had so recently acquired, of shaking hands all round. Powlet also followed his example, and so did Utway. They then sat down, and the latter did good service in the cause of peace by making an enthusiastic speech, which the Norsemen could see, from his pantomimic motions, related to his own good treatment at their hands in time past.

Powlet also unwittingly aided in the same good cause, by running up to Olaf and bestowing on him a variety of attentions, which were all expressive of good-will and joy at meeting with him again. He also shouted the name of Snorro several times with great energy, but Olaf could only reply by shaking his head and pointing towards the hamlet where Snorro and the women had been left under a strong and trusty guard.

The other point of interest to which we have alluded was, that a number of the savages became particularly earnest and eager, when the eating was concluded, in their endeavours to impress something on their new friends, which they could not for a long time be made to understand even by the most graphic and energetic signs.

I fear, Krake, that you have eaten too much, or by some other means have spoilt your powers of interpretation, said Leif with a laugh, as the puzzled interpreter shook his head for the fifth time at an energetic young savage with a red spot on his chin, and a blue stripe on his nose, who had been gesticulating  we might almost say agonising  before him for some time.

Tis beyond my powers entirely, said Krake. Try it again, Bluenose, he added, turning once more to the savage with resolute intensity of concentration; drive about your limbs and looks a little harder. Ill make ye out if its in the power of man.

Thus adjured, the young savage opened his mouth wide, pointed with his finger down his throat, then up at the sky, spread both hands abroad in a vague manner, and exclaimed ho! as though to say, thats plain enough, surely!

Oh, for shame! Is it eaten too much ye have? Is that what ye want to say?

That was evidently not what he wanted to say, for the poor savage looked round with quite a disconsolate aspect.

Come hither, Powlet, cried Biarne; youre a smart boy; see if you can make the matter somewhat plainer.

Powlet at all events understood his name, and Biarnes beckoning finger, for he rose and went to him. Biarne confronted him with the young savage, and told the two to talk with each other by means of signs, which consisted in his touching the lips of both and thrusting their heads together.

The young savage smiled intelligently and spoke to Powlet, who thereupon turned to Biarne, and, rolling his eyes for a few seconds, uttered a low wail.

Sure it isnt pains youre troubled with? asked Krake, in a voice of pity.

I do believe it must be that they refer to some one whom we have wounded during the fight, suggested Leif, and that they think we have him concealed in the hamlet.

It seems to me, said Thorward, that if they were troubled about a wounded or missing comrade, they would have asked for him sooner.

That is true, replied Leif. I wish we knew what it is they would communicate, for they appear to be very anxious about it.

As he spoke, a tall savage, with an unusually grave countenance, stalked from among his fellows, thrust Powlet and the young man whom Krake had styled Bluenose aside, and seated himself on the ground in imitation of the free-and-easy manner of the Norsemen. Suddenly his face lighted up. He clapped both hands to his chest and breathed hard, then raised his hands aloft, looked enthusiastically up at the sky, rolled his eyes in a fearful manner, opened his mouth wide, and gave utterance to a series of indescribable howls. Checking himself in the midst of one of these, he suddenly resumed his grave aspect, looked straight at Krake, and said Ho!

That he thought he had hit the mark, and conveyed the meaning of himself and his friends precisely, was made evident by the other savages, who nodded their heads emphatically, and exclaimed Ho! with earnestness.

Hm! tis easy to say Ho! replied Krake, more perplexed than ever, and if Ho would be a satisfactory answer, Id give ye as much as ye liked of that; but I cant make head or tail of what it is ye would be at.

Stay, exclaimed Hake, stepping quickly forward, I think I know what they want.

Saying this, he looked earnestly at the grave savage, and ran over one or two notes of a song.

No words in any language could convey such a powerful meaning as did the beam of intelligence and delight which overspread the faces of these sons of the wilderness. The ho! ho! hos! and noddings were repeated with such energy, that Krake advised them to stop that, lest their heads should come off altogether!

I thought so, said Hake, turning away from them; they want you to give them a song, Krake.

They shall have that, and welcome, cried the jovial Norseman, striking up the Danish Kings at once, with all the fire of his nature.

The natives sat in rapt solemnity, and when the Norsemen joined laughingly in the chorus, they allowed a faint smile to play for a moment on their faces, and murmured their satisfaction to each other when the song was done. But it was evident that they wanted something more, for they did not seem quite satisfied until one of their number rose, and going up to Hake touched his lips with his finger.

Ha! I thought so! exclaimed Krake in contempt. Its bad taste ye have to want a song from him after hearing me! But what else could we expect from ye?

Hake willingly complied with their wish, and it then became evident that the savages had gained their point at last, for they listened with half-closed eyes, and more than half-opened mouths, while he was singing, and heaved a deep sigh when he had finished.

Thus pleasantly was the feast concluded, and thus they sealed their friendship.

But there was something still more satisfactory in store for the Norsemen, for it was soon afterwards discovered that the savages possessed a large quantity of beautiful furs, with which, of course, they were willing to part for the merest trifle, in the shape of a shred of brilliant cloth or an ornamental bauble.

This was not only fortunate, as affording an opportunity for the Norsemen to procure full and valuable cargoes for both their ships, but as creating a busy and interesting occupation, which would prevent the natives from growing weary of inaction, and, perhaps, falling into those forms of mischief which proverbially lie ready to idle hands.

It seems to me, friends, said Leif one evening, shortly after the feast just described, while he was seated in the chief hall, polishing his iron headpiece, and occasionally watching the active hands of Gudrid and Thora as they busied themselves about domestic affairs, while Bertha sat beside him dandling Snorro on her knee, It seems to me that we have got together such a rich cargo that the sooner we send our ships to Greenland the better. They can then return with fresh supplies of such things as are needed in good time. For myself, I will go with the ships, and overlook the loading of them in Greenland.

Oh! may I go with you? exclaimed Bertha, looking up suddenly with much eagerness.

Hake, who was seated at the lower end of the hall, busily engaged in making a bow, paused abruptly in his work, but did not raise his head.

I have no objection, if Freydissa has none, answered Leif.

Freydissa will be only too glad to get rid of her, replied that amiable woman, who was engaged in the manufacture of a leathern tunic for Snorro; she is tired of milk-and-water.

And yet milk-and-water is more likely to agree with you than anything resembling beer, said Biarne, with a laugh.

I should be sorry to leave Vinland, returned Bertha, but I am very very anxious to see my dear father again. Besides  I can return hither.

Hakes hand was suddenly released, and resumed its occupation.

If you go, Leif, asked Karlsefin, will you return and spend the winter with us?

I will not promise that, replied Leif with a smile.

There was silence for some minutes, which was broken at length by a very small voice saying:  

Norro go to Geenland too?

Poor Snorro was as regardless of the S in his own name as he was of the l in Olafs!

Norro may go, if Gudrid will allow him, answered Leif, patting the childs curly pate.

And Oaf too? added Snorro.

Of course I must go if Snorrie goes, cried Olaf who had just entered the hall. We could not live separate  could we, Snorrie? He caught up the child and placed him on his back in his wonted fashion. Just think, he continued, what would it do in Greenland without Oaf to give it rides and take it out for long walks?

Ay, and go lost with it in the woods, added Biarne.

Olaf blushed, but replied promptly That would be impossible, Biarne, for there are no woods in Greenland.

If Snorro goes so must I, said Thora. He could not get on without his nurse.

Methinks we had better all go together to Greenland, said Astrid, who was busy preparing supper.

Not bad advice, observed Biarne, somewhat seriously.

Do you mean what you say? asked Karlsefin.

I half mean it, replied Biarne.

There was a pause here. Karlsefin then said It seems to me, friends, that our minds are all jumping together. I have thought for a long time of leaving Vinland, for it is plain to me that as we stand just now we cannot make much headway. Many of our men are longing to get back to their families, some to their sweethearts, and some to their native land; while, from what you have said, it would seem that none of us are very anxious to remain.

Do not speak for all, said Thorward.

Well, dost thou wish to stay?

It may be that I do. At any rate, we have had much trouble in coming hither and settling ourselves, and it would be a pity to lose all our labours unless we cant help it. There may be others of my way of thinking in the colony. It is my advice that before we discuss such a matter we had better call a Thing, (an assembly for discussion) and do it in an orderly way.

By all means, said Karlsefin, let us discuss the matter for decision in a Thing; yet our discussing here for amusement is not disorderly.

After a little more conversation it was finally arranged that a Thing, or general assembly of the people, should be called on the following day, to discuss and decide on the propriety of forsaking Vinland and returning home.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The First Congress and the Last Farewell.

At the gathering of the Vinland colonists next day a number of able speeches were made by various individuals; for the Norsemen of old were accustomed to the free discussion of public affairs, at a time when nearly all Europe was crushed under the yoke of feudalism. Some of the speeches were humorous, and some had a good deal of sound about them without much weight of matter  a peculiarity, by the way, which marks many of the speeches made in the national and general assemblies of mankind in the present day, not less, perhaps rather more, than in the olden time.

All the men of the colony were entitled to raise their voices in the council except the thralls, so that the brothers Hake and Heika took no part in the discussion. These two therefore held a private confabulation of their own on the margin of the lake.

Thorward was among the first speakers at the assembly.

It is my opinion, he said, in the tone of a man who expects to have his opinion opposed, that we have not yet given Vinland a fair trial. We are only just beginning to discover the value of the land. Ye know now that it is not a small island, as was at first supposed, but a vast country of unknown extent. Who knows but that it may be as large as Norway? This lake and river on which we dwell do not owe their birth to an insignificant country; any man with half the vision of one eye remaining may see that! The woods supply all that man can desire; the waters swarm with fish; the climate is delightful; our ships are even now loaded to the bulwarks with costly furs, and the natives are friendly. What would ye more? It seems to me that we might, if we chose, lay the foundation of a new nation that would rival Iceland, perchance equal old Norway itself, if we take advantage of the great opportunities that have fallen to our hands. But if we get frightened at the yell of every savage that makes his appearance, or grow weary of good, vigorous, hard work, and begin to sigh like children for home, then there is small chance of our doing anything, and it will doubtless be the fate of a bolder race of men to people this land at some future time.

There was a good deal of applause from some of the people when Thorward finished this speech, which was uttered with great decision, but it was observable that those who thought with him, though noisy, were not numerous.

The moment Thorward sat down Krake started up and said somewhat warmlyTis all very well for Thorward to speak in this way, and ask What would ye more? seeing that he has got in his house a handsome and sweet-tempered wife; but I will tell him of something more that I want, and that I havent got just now, and am not likely to get as long as I remain in Vinland. There is a comely little woman in Iceland, who was born in that best of countries, Ireland, and who forsook the land, and her father and mother, and kith and kin, all for the sake of a red-headed thrall  for he was no better at that time  called Krake. Now, I want that sweet little Irishwoman! Moreover, theres a stout curly-headed boy in Iceland whos an elegant chip of the ancient tree, and the born image of his mother  I want that curly-headed boy! Then there are six other curly-headed boys in Iceland  only that three of them are girls, and the youngest had the curls in prospect when I saw it last, bein as bare on the head as the palm of my hand  all of them descending in size, one after another, from the first curly-headed boy  I want these. Besides which there is a sweet little hut in Iceland at the edge of a swamp, with the spouting waters not far off, and the boilin waters quite handy to cook your dinner without firin, and a lovely prospect of the burnin hill behind  I want all that; and I want to know how Thorward would feel if he wanted all that and couldnt get it, and was advised to go on wantin it, and if he couldnt keep himself easy, to try his best to keep as easy as he could!

There was some laughter and great applause at this point.

Moreover, continued Krake, with increasing energy, it dont give me a scrap of comfort to be told that this is a vast country, full of all thats desirable and the best of livin, when I cant enjoy it along with my sweet little Kathleen and the curly-headed boys and girls before mentioned. What does Krake care for stuffing his own ugly carcase full when mayhap the wife and bairns are dyin for want  anyhow dyin to see their husband an father? And what does Krake care to be the beginning of a new nation? No more than he does to be the middle of it, and if left to himself hed far sooner be the end of it by not beginning it at all! As for being frightened by the yells of savages, its not worth my while to mention that, but when Thorward talks about beginning to sigh like children for home, he misses his mark entirely. Its not sighing I am for home, but roaring, bellowing, howling for it in my wearied spirit, and its my opinion, comrades, as I gaze round upon your speaking faces, that theres a good many here howling along with me.

There could be no doubt that Krakes sentiments were largely entertained and appreciated, for his speech was followed by prolonged and enthusiastic applause, in which the Norsemen not only raised their voices, but rattled their arms on their shields by way of emphasis. Thorward smiled grimly and shrugged his shoulders, but made no reply.

After several others had spoken in various strains  a few in favour of Thorwards opinion, but many more in sympathy with Krake,  Leif made a short speech, advising immediate return to Greenland, Biarne followed suit, and Karlsefin wound up with a few remarks, in which he urged, among other things, that although the savages were friendly just then, it was not likely they would remain so very long, and in the event of a quarrel it was certain, considering their great numbers, that the infant colony would be kept in perpetual hot water, if not actual warfare. He suggested, moreover, that the proper way to establish a colony, that would have some chance to survive and flourish, would be to organise it thoroughly in Iceland or Norway, and induce so many married men with their families to emigrate, that they would be able to feel at home in the new land, and thus wish to remain. He concluded by saying that those who now desired to remain in Vinland might join together and devote their energies to the getting up of such a band of colonists if so disposed. For his own part, since the majority were evidently in favour of returning home, he was free to confess that he had no taste for colonising. The ocean was his home, and when that failed him he hoped that God might permit him to end his days and lay his bones in Iceland.

It was finally agreed that the country should be abandoned, and that, having made up their minds, they should set about preparations without delay.

We have said that the Scottish brothers had gone to the margin of the lake to hold a little consultation by themselves, while the affairs of the nation were being settled in the grand parliament.

What think you? Will these men of Iceland decide to return home or to remain here? said Hake, seating himself on a bank of wild-flowers, which he began to pluck and scatter with an absent air.

They will decide to forsake Vinland, answered Heika.

You appear to be very sure, brother.

I am; because I have been watching the men for some time past, and occasionally leading them on to talk about the matter.

Which way do you hope they will decide? asked Hake.

I hope they will leave.

Do you? For my part I care but little. It seems to me that we have as small a chance of escaping from Greenland as from this land.

Brother, ye think in this way because you are content to remain where Bertha dwells. If Bertha were with Emma in bonny Scotland, your wits would be sharp enough to perceive that the voyage from Vinland to Scotland, with an unknown sea between, would be a more hazardous venture than a voyage from Greenland to Scotland, with Iceland between.

That may be true, brother, but methinks my wits are sharp enough to perceive that neither voyage concerns us, seeing that we have no ship, and are not likely to succeed in persuading a whale to carry us over.

Nevertheless, replied Heika, I mean to go over to Scotland this summer if I can.

Hake looked earnestly in his brothers face.

From your tones and words, said he, I know that you have some plan in your head.

That have I, rejoined Heika firmly, yet with a look of sadness. Listen, Hake: the thought that I shall never more see Emma or my father is more than I can bear. I will now make the effort to escape from Greenland  for well assured am I that we shall soon be there again  or die in the attempt. Of what value is a thralls life? The plan that I have in my head is this. You know that when in Greenland we were often sent out beyond the fiord to fish and to hunt the walrus and the seal  sometimes in large, sometimes in small, boats. The boats on Erics fiord are numerous now. The absence of one for a time would not be much noticed. There is a man there whose life I saved not long before we set sail for Vinland. He has a good boat, which I will borrow, take it round to the western skerries, to which our men seldom go, and there quietly fit it out for a long voyage. When a fitting time arrives I will set sail for Scotland.

Hake shook his head.

What wild thoughts are these, brother? Who ever heard of a man crossing the ocean in a small boat?

The thing may be done, replied Heika. It is risky, no doubt; but is not everything more or less risky? Besides, I had rather die than remain in thraldom.

He paused, and Hake gazed at the ground in silence.

I see, he continued sadly, you do not like my project, and will not aid me in the enterprise. After all, how could I expect that you would be willing to forsake Bertha and face so great a danger?

Hake still continued to gaze in silence, and with a strangely perplexed air, at the ground.

Well, well, Hake, resumed the other, in a tone of reproach, I did not expect that ye would go with me on this venture, but truly I had counted on your sympathy and counsel as well as your aid.

Ye do wrong me, cried Hake, suddenly starting up and seizing his brothers hand; I not only sympathise with you, but I will go with you. It is not easy all at once to make up ones mind on a point of such importance. Forsake Bertha I never will as long as one drop of Scottish blood flows in my veins, for I know that she loves me, though her sense of duty keeps her aloof  for which I love her all the more. Nevertheless, I will leave her for a time. I will make this venture with you. If we perish, we perish. If we succeed I will return to Greenland with a force that will either induce or compel the surrender of my bride.

Thou art a bold lover, said Heika, smiling. What! wilt thou carry her off whether she will or no?

Not so; but I will carry her off whether Leif or Karlsefin, or Biarne or Thorward, or all Greenland put together, will or no!

Nay, brother, that may not be. It were the maddest venture of all. I will run this risk alone.

For some time the brothers disputed upon this point and held out against each other pretty stoutly. At length Heika reluctantly gave in, and it was finally agreed that Hake should join him in the proposed attempt to regain his liberty.

It did not take long to make the necessary arrangements for leaving Vinland. The little colony had not struck its roots very deeply into the soil. They were easily torn out without damage to the feelings of any one, for little Snorro, as Krake said, was the only creature that had to bid farewell to his native land  always excepting some of the cattle and chickens  and he was too young to take it much to heart.

In a few weeks the Snake, and Thorwards ship, the Dragon, were loaded with everything that was of value in the colony, including much even of the rude furniture of the huts.

Before leaving, Karlsefin resolved to give a last grand feast to the savages. He therefore called them together and explained, as he best could, that he and his friends were going to leave them, but that perhaps some of them might return again with large supplies of the gay cloth and ornaments they were so fond of, and he recommended them in the meantime to make as large a collection of furs as they could, in order to be ready to trade when the white men returned. He then spread before them the most sumptuous feast the land could provide, including a large quantity of dairy produce, which the savages regarded as the most luxurious of fare.

After the feast he presented Whitepow, Utway, and Powlet with a large quantity of bright-coloured cloth and a few silver and iron ornaments, to be distributed among the members of the tribe as they should see fit after helping themselves. He also gave them a few cattle and domestic fowls, after which, weighing anchors, putting out the oars, and hoisting their sails, the Norsemen bade farewell to Leifsgaard. As they swept round the point which shut it out from view, they gave vent to one vigorous parting cheer, which was replied to by the savages with a feeble imitation and a waving of arms.

Dropping down the river, they passed the spit of sand where the first night in Vinland had been spent so pleasantly; caught an offshore breeze that carried them swiftly beyond the island betwixt which and the shore they had captured the whale, and finally leaped out upon the swell of the great ocean.

Aha! now am I at home, exclaimed Karlsefin, with heightened colour and sparkling eyes, as he stood at the helm, and glanced from the bulging sail to the heaving swell, where Thorwards Dragon was bending over to the breeze about a cables length to leeward, Now am I at home once more!

So am not I, murmured poor Bertha, whose white face betrayed the miserable emotions  or commotions  within.

All the women, we may remark, had expressed a desire to keep together during the voyage, hence they had embarked in the Snake, which was a better sea-boat than Thorwards vessel.

Of course you are not at home. You are never contented or at home anywhere! cried Freydissa sharply.

Hake wished with all his heart that Bertha was at home in Scotland, and that her home was his; and Snorro, who was seated on Olafs knee, said  

Never mind, Berta, oos be a tome soon.

There was a general laugh at this consolatory remark; even Bertha smiled faintly as she patted Snorros head, while Astrid and Thora  not to mention Gudrid  agreed between themselves that he was the dearest, sweetest, and in every way the most delightful Vinlander that had ever been born.

Of that there can be no doubt, said Leif, with a laugh, since he is the only white Vinlander that ever was born.

But although the party assembled on the poop indulged at first in a few humorous remarks, they soon became silent and sad, for they were fast leaving behind them a spot which, with all its drawbacks, had been a pleasant and happy home for upwards of three years.

As they stood leaning on the rails that guarded the poop, and gazed regretfully on the lessening hills, each recalled many pleasant or stirring incidents which had occurred there, incidents which would remain  however far or long that land might be left behind  for ever engraven on their memories. And, long after twilight and distance had concealed the coast from view, the Norsemen continued to strain their vision towards the horizon, mentally bidding a long and last farewell to Vinland.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Changes in Brattalid  The Scots Continue to Plot and Plan.

Greenland again! Flatface standing on the wharf at Brattalid; Anders beside him; groups of Norse men, women, and children, and Skraelingers, around and scattered along the bay.

What a commotion there was in the colony, to be sure, when it was discovered that two large ships were sailing up the fiord; and what a commotion it created in the breasts of those on board these ships when it was discovered that two other large ships were already at anchor in the harbour!

It is not necessary to detain the reader with the details of question and reply, by which the truth was at last elicited on both sides. Suffice it to say that the two ships were found to be merchant-vessels from Iceland, and that, among other colonists, they had brought out several men whose purpose was to teach and plant the new religion. Already a small building had been set up, with a short tower on the roof, which the Norsemen were told was a church, and in which some of the services of the Christian religion were performed. Elsewhere several new houses had been built, and everywhere there were signs of increasing population and prosperity.

Leif was half pleased, half disappointed at all this. It was gratifying to find things prospering so well, but it was not pleasant to see the old place so greatly changed, and to have much of the old home-feeling done away.

However, little was said on the subject. The Vinland colonists were too busy at first, meeting with relations and old companions, and being introduced to new friends, to say or think much about the matter. After a few days they became reconciled to the change, and settled down into a regular busy life.

One evening Heika went to the house of his friend Edwinsson, who owned the boat that he wished to become possessed of. He found that the man was not at home, but there was a serving-woman in the house.

Edwinsson no longer lives here, said the girl. He has gone to live with old Haraldson and manage his boats, for the old man is not able for that work now.

Do you mean Berthas father? asked Heika.

Yes; Haraldson is Berthas father.

Heika went at once to search for his friend. By the way he chanced to meet with his brother.

Come, Hake, said he, I want you to go with me to find Edwinsson.

With all my heart, said Hake.

They soon came to old Haraldsons house, which lay at the extreme west of Brattalid; and when Heika opened the door, there he saw the old man seated in a large chair, propped up with eider-down pillows. Bertha was seated on a stool at his feet holding one of his hands.

Come in, Heika, she cried, springing up and hasting forward with pleasure. I have been trying to tell dear father about the whale you killed in Vinland.

She stopped abruptly on observing that Hake was behind his brother. Recovering herself quickly, however, she welcomed him also with a slight blush.

I want you, Heika, she continued, to tell the story to my father.

Ay, sit down here, young man, and tell it me, said Haraldson, in a tremulous voice. I love to hear anything about Vinland, especially what pleases Bertha. Dear Bertha! I have become very frail since she went away  very frail; and it has been a weary time  a weary time. But come, tell me about the whale.

Gladly would I do that, said Heika; but I have business with your man Edwinsson  business which I want to put out of hands at once. But Hake will tell the story of the whale. He is a better sagaman than I.

Let Hake tell it, then, returned the old man. You will find Edwinsson somewhere about among my boats.

Hake gladly sat down beside Bertha, and began the story of the whale, while his brother went down to the beach, where he found his friend.

Edwinsson, said Heika, after some conversation had passed between them, you have a good boat near Leifs wharf. Will you lend it to me?

Right willingly, replied his friend.

But I am bound on an excursion that may chance to end in the wreck of the boat, said Heika. Will you hold me responsible if I lose it?

Twill be difficult to hold thee responsible, returned Edwinsson, laughing, if ye lose your life along with it. But that matters not. I gift thee the boat if thou wilt have it. I count it a small gift to the man who saved my life.

Thanks, Edwinsson  thanks. I accept the gift, and, if my venture is successful, I shall try to let you share the benefit in some way or other.

Hast discovered a new fishing-ground, Heika? What venture do ye intend? asked the other.

That I will keep secret just now, said Heika, laughing carelessly. I dont want to be followed at first. Ye shall know all about it soon. But hearken, friend, make no mention of it. One does not like to be laughed at if one fails, you know.

So saying, Heika went off to Leifs wharf, loosed the boat which he found there, hoisted the sail, and dropped down with the tide to the mouth of the fiord. Here a light breeze was blowing, under the influence of which he soon ran round the point of land that divided Ericsfiord from Heriulfness. In the course of another hour he reached the western skerries.

The skerries or islets in question were little better than bare rocks, which lay about fifty yards from the mainland, along which they formed a sort of breakwater for a distance of nearly a quarter of a mile. Within this breakwater there were several narrow and well-sheltered inlets. Into one of these Heika ran his boat, and made it fast in a place which was so well overshadowed by rocks, that the boat could neither be seen from the land nor from the sea.

On the landward side this inlet could be reached by a path, which, though it appeared somewhat rugged, was nevertheless easy to traverse. Up this path Heika hastened after making the boat fast, intending to return to Brattalid by land. The distance over land was much shorter than by water, so that he could soon reach Leifs house, and his brief absence would attract no attention.

Just as the Scot issued from behind the rocks which concealed the path to the inlet, he was suddenly bereft almost of the power to move by the unexpected sight of Leif himself advancing towards him!

Poor Heikas heart died within him. He felt that all his long-cherished and deeply-laid plans were crushed, just as they were about to be carried into effect, and a feeling of fierce despair prompted him, for a moment, to commit some wild deed of violence, but he observed that Leifs head was bent forward and his eyes rested on the ground, as he advanced slowly, like one who meditates. Heika drew swiftly back behind the rock, from the shelter of which he had barely passed, and breathed freely again when Leif passed by, without showing any symptom of having observed him. Waiting till he had sauntered beyond the next turn in the path, he started at his utmost speed, and was soon beyond the reach of Leifs eyes, and back in Brattalid with a relieved mind.

Had the Scot waited to observe the motions of his master after passing the turn in the path above mentioned, he would not have experienced so much mental relief; for no sooner had Leif got behind a small but thick bush than he turned abruptly, raised his head with an intelligent smile, lay down behind the bush, and looked quietly through its foliage. He saw Heika issue from behind the rock, observed his cautious glances from side to side, and, with something like a chuckle, witnessed his rapid flight in the direction of the settlement.

Hem! something i the wind, muttered Leif, rising and walking towards the spot whence his thrall had issued.

He found the rugged path, descended to the inlet, discovered the boat, and stood looking at it with a perplexed air for full ten minutes. Thereafter he shook his head once or twice, smiled in a grave manner, and slowly sauntered home absorbed in meditation.

Hake, whispered Heika to his brother that night, as they sat down together in the little sleeping-closet off Leifs hall, that had been allotted to their use, all my hopes and plans were on the point of being ruined to-day.

Ruined! brother. How was that?

Heika related to him all that had occurred at the inlet near the western skerries.

Art thou sure he saw thee not? asked Hake earnestly.

There can be no doubt of that, replied Heika, for he had no cause to suspect that anything was wrong; and if he had seen me as I first stood before him, motionless with surprise, he would doubtless have hailed me. No, no; something was working very hard in his brain, for he passed on without the least sign of having seen me.

That is well, brother, yet I do not feel easy, for it is well-known that Leif is a shrewd man, with great command over his feelings. But now, tell me how best I shall aid you in this enterprise.

That is best done by using your bow well, for we shall require a large supply of dried meat for the voyage, and we must work diligently as well as secretly during our few hours of leisure, if we would get ready in time to sail before the rough winds of autumn set in. There are some tight casks in Leifs old store which I mean to take possession of, at the last, for water. Our service will more than pay for these and any other trifles we may find it needful to appropriate.

Hake thought in his heart that the enterprise was a wild and foolish one, but, having promised to engage in it, he resolved not to cast the slightest hindrance in the way, or to say a single word of discouragement. He therefore approved of all that Heika suggested, and said that he would give his aid most vigorously.

Moreover, he continued, I have had some consolation to-day which will spur me on, for I have got Bertha to admit that she loves me, and to promise that if I can obtain my freedom she will wed me. She even gave me to understand that she would wed me as a thrall, if only Leif and Karlsefin would give their consent. But that shall not be. Bertha shall never be a thralls bride. I will return and claim her, as I have said.

Heika made no reply, but continued to gaze at the floor in silence.

Methinks ye are perplexed by something, brother, said Hake.

I am thinking, replied Heika, that it is a pity we cannot use those curious marks made on skins, wherewith, we are told, men can communicate one with another when they are absent from each other.

What causes the regret just now?

I grudge to quit Leif without a parting word, returned Heika, looking at his brother with peculiar earnestness; it seems so ungrateful, so unkind to one who has ever treated us well.

I think with you in that, brother, said Hake.

It would be so easy too, continued Heika, to have some method of letting him know what I think, if we could only agree about the signs or signals beforehand.

Hake laughed softly.

That would not be easy; for we could scarcely go to him and say, Leif, when you see these particular marks on a certain stone, you are to understand that we take leave of you for ever with hearty good-will! I fear that his suspicions might be aroused thereby.

Nay, but I only express regret that we have not some such mode of intercourse, returned Heika, smiling. Ye know the sign of the split arrow which tells of war. Why might we not multiply such signs? For instance, by laying a billet of firewood across a mans bed, one might signify that he bade him farewell with tender affection and goodwill!

Why, brother, said Hake, laughing, ye look at me as earnestly as if you had said something smart; whereas I regard your idea as but a clumsy one. A billet of wood laid across your friends bed might more fitly suggest that you wanted to knock out his brains, or damage his skin, or burn him alive!

Heika laughed heartily, and said that he feared he had nothing of the spirit of the skald about him, and that his power of invention was not great.

But I have more news to give thee, brother, besides that regarding Bertha, said Hake. Do you know there is a countryman of ours on board of one of the ships that brought out the men of the new religion, and he has but lately seen our father and Emma?

Heika started and laid his hand on his brothers arm, while he gazed earnestly into his face.

It is ill jesting on such a subject, he said somewhat sternly.

So think I, brother; therefore I recommend you not to jest, returned Hake gravely.

Nay, but is it true?

Ay, true as that the sky is over our heads. I have had a long talk with him, and when he found I was a countryman he gave me a hug that made my ribs bend. His name is Sawneysson, a very giant of a man, with hair that might have grown on the back of a Greenland bear, only that it is red instead of white. He told me that he knew our father well by sight, and last saw him taking a ramble on Dunedin hill, whither he had walked from our village on the Forth, which shows that the old mans vigour has improved. Emma was with him too, so Sawneysson said, looking beautiful, but somewhat sad.

How knew he her name? asked Heika.

He knew it not, replied Hake. He did but say that a fair maiden walked with our father, and I knew at once from his description that it was Emma. But you can inquire for yourself at his own mouth, for this countryman of ours is an enthusiastic fellow, and fond of talking about home.

Brother, said Heika, with a sad but earnest look, I must give this man the cold shoulder.

Nay, then, disappointment must have changed thee much, said Hake, in surprise, for that is the last thing I had expected thee to say.

It is not disappointment but caution that makes me speak and think as I do. If we seem to be too eager about our native land it may tend to make Leif more watchful of us, which of all things would be the greatest misfortune that could befall us just at this time.

There is something in that, returned Hake; but will it not suffice to exercise a little caution and self-restraint, without giving our countryman the cold shoulder?

I know not, replied Heika, with a troubled air; but I would that he had not turned up just now, though I confess it gladdens me to hear of our father and Emma.  Now, Hake, we must to bed if we would be up betimes to secure a little leisure for the carrying out of our enterprise.

Without further conversation the brothers threw off their coats and shoes, and lay down together with the rest of their clothing on, so as to be ready for an early start. The shield and helmet of each hung on the wall just over the bed, and their two swords leaned against the bed itself, within reach of their hands, for thus guardedly did men deem it necessary to take their rest in the warlike days of old.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Disappointment Terminates in Unlooked-for Success, and the Saga Comes to an End.

During some weeks after the events narrated in the last chapter, the Scottish brothers continued quietly, stealthily, and steadily to collect provisions and all things necessary for the projected voyage across the Atlantic.

During the same period the general business of the settlement was prosecuted with activity. The Christian missionaries not only instructed the people in the new faith, and baptised those that believed, but assisted and guided them in the building of huts and houses, the planning of wharves and the laying out of townships; (see Note at end of Chapter) while the crews of the two recently arrived ships, having found it necessary to make up their minds to winter in Greenland, busied themselves in collecting fats, oil, skins, feathers, etcetera, to be packed and got ready for shipment in the following spring.

Karlsefin also made preparations for a voyage in spring to Iceland, and Thorward, Biarne, Krake, and the other Vinland heroes assisted in that work, or in some other of the multifarious duties that had to be attended to in the colony, while Olaf undertook the responsible duty of superintending the education, mental and physical, of that rampant little Vinlander, Snorro, the son of Karlsefin.

Leif Ericsson exercised a sort of general superintendence of the whole colony. It seemed to be tacitly agreed on and admitted that he was the national chief or governor, and as no one was disposed to dispute his claim to that position all was peace and harmony.

Nevertheless there was something unusual in Leifs manner at that time which rather perplexed his friends, and quite puzzled Anders, his major-domo.

That free and easy individual could not understand the dreamy moods into which his master fell, still less could he comprehend the gleams of quiet humour and expressions of intense seriousness, with other contradictory appearances, which occasionally manifested themselves in Leifs visage and demeanour. It was plain that there was much on his mind, and that much of that was gay as well as grave. Anders made several attempts to find out what was the matter, but was met at one time with grave evasion, at another with quiet jocularity, which left him as wise as before.

Towards the Scottish brothers Leif maintained an unvarying aspect of reserve, which filled them with uneasiness; but with the female members of his household, and the children, he was all gentleness, and often playful.

Leif, said Karlsefin to him one day, it appears to me that something weighs on your mind, or else ye have left some of your wits in Vinland.

Think ye not that the cares of such a large and growing colony are sufficient to account for any new wrinkles that may appear on my brow? replied Leif, with a peculiar smile, and a glance from the corner of his eye.

Well, I daresay that might account for it, and yet things are swimming on so well that these cares do not seem to be much increased.

Sometimes domestic cares trouble a man more than public ones, Karlsefin. Look at thy friend Thorward, now. Tis little that he would care for a mountain of outside troubles on his broad shoulders if he might only drop them when he crossed the threshold of his own door.

That is true, returned the other; if a man have not peace in his own house, there is no peace for him on earth. Nevertheless my friend Thorward is not in such a bad case. Freydissa has improved vastly of late, and Thorward has also grown more amiable and less contradictions  add to which, he and she love each other dearly. But, Leif, there can be no domestic troubles in your case, for your household is well ordered.

Thank God there are none, said Leif seriously. It was the first time that Leif had used that expression, and his friend heard it with some surprise and pleasure, but said nothing.

Still, continued Leif, I am not destitute of troubles. Has not that thrall Hake overturned the peace of my sweet kinswoman Bertha? The girl loves the thrall  I can see that, as plain as I can see the vane on yonder mast-head  and there is no cure for love!

Karlsefin looked earnestly at his friend as if about to speak, but observing the stern frown on Leifs countenance, he forbore.

In a minute or so Karlsefin remarked quietly that Hake was a faithful thrall.

Im not so sure of that as ye seem to be, returned Leif, with increasing sternness, but, whether faithful or not, no thrall shall ever wed Bertha.

What is that you say about Bertha? asked Biarne, coming up just then.

Nothing of moment, replied Leif. What news bring you, Biarne? for that ye bring news is plain by the glance of your eye.

My eye is an incorrigible tell-tale, cried Biarne, laughing. However, it has not much to tell at present. Only that you are about to receive a visit from some old friends, and that Anders will have to keep his kettles full for some time to come. A band of Skraelingers are  . But here they come to speak for themselves.

At that moment a troop of the Greenland savages came round the point  the identical point where they had received such a terrible shock some years before  with Flatface dancing joyously in front of them.

Flatface had heard of their coming, had gone out to meet them, had found several of his relations among them, and was now returning, scarce able to contain himself with delight, as he made their mouths water by dilating at great length on the delicious things contained in Anderss capacious kettles.

While Leif and the others went to meet the Skraelingers, Heika and his brother sat in their own sleeping-closet, talking in a low tone, and making the final arrangements for their flight.

Now are ye sure that all is on board  nothing omitted? asked Hake, for it will be hard to obtain anything once we are out on the sea, and we cant well return to fetch what we have forgotten.

All is ready, answered Heika sadly. I cannot tell how much it grieves me to go away in this fashion; but freedom must be regained at any price. Now remember, meet me exactly when the moon shows its upper edge above the sea to-night. Not later, and not sooner, for the longer ye can remain about the hall the less likely will any one be to inquire after me.

I will be sure not to fail you; but, Heika, is that not a little too late? The flood-tide will be past, and if there is any sea on, it will be ill passing the skerries, many of which are but little covered, even at high water.

Trust me, Hake; it will not be too late. Be sure that ye come no sooner  else evil may ensue.

My heart sinks when I think of Bertha, said Hake, with a deep sigh. It will seem so cold, so hard, so unaccountable, to leave her without one word, one farewell.

Think better of it, brother, said Heika eagerly; I am prepared to start alone even now!

Never! exclaimed Hake, flushing, What? shall I draw back like a coward at the last moment, after pledging my word to go? and shall I leave you to face this enterprise alone? Nay, Heika, we have suffered for many years together, we shall triumph now together  or perish.

My poor brother, said Heika, grasping Hakes hand, and kissing it with deep feeling. But go now to the hall, and leave me; I hear them laying the tables for supper. The window is easily removed; I will hasten at once and get things ready. Take good care not to re-enter this closet after leaving it, for the carls are moving about the hall, and may chance to observe that it is empty. Be circumspect, brother.

They squeezed hands again, and Hake went into the hall, where he mingled with the house-carls, and chatted carelessly about the events of the day.

The instant he was gone Heika rose and removed the parchment window, took a billet of firewood and laid it across the bed, then, leaping out, he walked smartly towards the west end of the village.

It was beginning to grow dark, and few of the people were about. To those whom he passed Heika nodded familiarly, but did not stop. The moment he had rounded the cliff which hid Brattalid from view, he ran westward at full speed.

Meanwhile supper was laid in the hall, and all were awaiting the entrance of the master of the house and Karlsefin, but there was no appearance of either. After a quarter of an hour had passed, and they were beginning to wonder what had become of them, the door opened and Biarne entered, saying that Leif had sent him to say that as he had business which would keep him out late, they were not to wait supper for him.

Hake began to feel somewhat uneasy at this, and when supper was finished he resolved to leave the house a little before the appointed time. For that purpose he entered the sleeping-closet, intending to pass out by the window.

The first thing that caught his eye was the billet of firewood lying across the bed! His heart almost stood still at the sight, for this, coupled with Heikas display of deep feeling, and their recent conversation about signs, caused the truth to flash upon him.

With one bound he passed through the window and flew westward like the wind-round the point, over the ridge, and down towards the appointed rendezvous at the skerries.

But, to return to Heika. When he neared the inlet he changed his pace to a rapid walk, and glanced cautiously from side to side, to make quite sure that he was not observed by any one who might chance to have wandered in that direction.

Now, it is a well-known fact in the affairs of this world, that many strange things occur in a most unaccountable manner. Who can tell how it was, or why it was that, just a few minutes before Heika approached the inlet from the landward side, a small boat entered it from the seaward side, out of which stepped Leif Ericsson and Karlsefin? They drew their boat into a corner in deep shadow, and then, going to another corner, also in deep shadow, sat down on a ledge of rock without uttering a single word.

They had never been in that inlet before; had never seen it, probably never thought of it before, yet there they were, quietly seated in it  and, just in the nick of time!

From the place where they sat neither their own boat nor Leifs could be seen  only the landward opening of the inlet.

Presently approaching footsteps were heard. The two friends rose. A moment later and Heika stood before them. He stopped abruptly on beholding them, and his eyes blazed with astonishment, rage, and despair. Suddenly he looked round as if in search of a weapon, or of a way of escape.

Be wise, lad, said Leif, kindly yet very gravely; no evil will come of it if ye are wise, and take your misfortunes like a man.

Heika was subdued by the gentle tone. He crossed his arms on his heaving chest, and stood erect before them with his head slightly drooped, and a look of profound sadness, rather than disappointment, on his countenance.

Come hither, Heika, said Leif, pointing seaward, I have somewhat to show thee.

They went down the beach till they stood beside the boat, which was ready for sea.

This is a strange sight, he continued; here is an excellent boat, well found, well loaded, well busked in every way for a long voyage. Knowest thou aught in regard to it, Heika?

I know, answered the Scot, bitterly, that if ye had come hither only half-an-hour later, that boat would have been on its way with me to Scotland.

What, with you alone?

Ay  with me alone.

That is strange, said Leif, somewhat perplexed; I had fancied that you brothers loved each other passing well; but I suppose that a man who can be guilty of ingratitude is not to be much depended on in the matter of affection.

Heika winced at these words  not that the charge of ingratitude affected him, but he could not submit calmly to the unjust supposition that in his contemplated flight he had been actuated by selfish indifference to his brother. At the same time he would not condescend to give any explanation of his conduct. Drawing himself up, he looked Leif full in the face.

Norseman, he said, small is the gratitude I owe to thee. Tis true, ye have treated me and my brother kindly since we came hither, and for that I owe thee thanks, and would gladly have paid this debt before leaving, had such been consistent with flight; but kindness, however great, is not a worthy price for liberty, and when King Olaf Tryggvisson sent me to thee, I made no promise to sell my liberty at such a price. But in regard to Hake

Ay, in regard to Hake, go on; why dost thou stop? said Leif, in a stern tone. There is some truth in what ye say about gratitude; but what of Hake?

The Scot still remained silent, with his lips compressed, and dropped his eyes sternly on the ground.

This seems to me a bad business, said Karlsefin, who had hitherto listened with an expression of anxiety and disappointment gradually deepening on his countenance. I had thought better of thee, Heika. Surely Hakes longing to be free and in his own native land must be to the full as strong as thine. I am puzzled, moreover, for two were better than one in the mad voyage ye thought to undertake.

Heika smiled at this.

Truly, he said, my brother loves his native land and freedom, nevertheless he prefers bondage to freedom, and Greenland to his native land. And yet would he fain have sacrificed his preference, and resigned his bondage out of love to me, if I would have allowed him.

Resigned his bondage, Heika! exclaimed Leif. Ye speak in riddles, man; what mean you?

Instead of replying the Scot looked at Leif with an intelligent smile, and held up his forefinger as if to call attention. At the same moment the sound as if of some one running at full speed was heard faintly in the distance.

Leif and Karlsefin looked at the Scot in surprise.

It is my brother, he said, sadly.

In a few seconds the steps were close at hand. Leif seized Karlsefin by the arm, and dragged him swiftly under the deep shadow of the cliffs just as Hake came through the narrow opening with such a rush that on seeing Heika he could not avoid plunging violently into his extended arms.

Was this right in thee, brother? he cried, laying his hand on Heikas shoulder, on recovering himself; was it wise to treat me thus like a child?

It was kindly meant, said Heika, much perplexed as to how he should act in existing circumstances.

Kindly meant! exclaimed Hake, vehemently. Ay, well do I know that, yet it was not wisely kind to forsake me after promising to take me with you, when ye knew that I did but leave Bertha for a time, and meant to come back and win or demand her from  .

Hush! brother, hush! cried Heika, laying his hand on the others mouth. Whatever I thought or meant to do matters little now, for I have found it impossible to undertake this voyage after all.

Impossible! echoed Hake; why, what craven spirit has come over thee? Is not the boat ready? am not I ready, and is not the opportunity favourable?

All is ready, no doubt, replied Heika, hesitating, but

But the truth is, cried Leif, as he and Karlsefin issued from their place of concealment, laughing heartily, the truth is, that the opportunity is not favourable, for I have some objection to either of you leaving me at present  though the objection is not so strong but that it might give way if ye desired it greatly. Come hither, all of you.

He went a few steps towards the boat, and pointing to it, said Tell me, Hake, for thou art not a bad counsellor at need, dost think that vessel there is a sufficiently large one to venture a voyage in it on these northern seas at this time of year?

It is large enough for men who would be free, replied Hake moodily, for his astonishment on first beholding his master had given place to deep mortification, now that he perceived his brothers hopes and plans were frustrated.

Nay, as to being free, returned Leif, with a laugh, thy brother hinted not long ago something about thy preference for thraldom, in regard to which I now perceive some glimmering of reason; but I ask thee for a matter-of-fact opinion. Dost think there would be much risk in the voyage thy brother contemplated?

There would be some risk, doubtless, yet not so much but that we would have run it for the sake of freedom.

Hm! In my opinion it would have been a mad venture, rejoined Leif. What say you, Karlsefin?

A useless venture, as well as mad, he replied; for death, not freedom, would have been the end of it.

So I think, returned Leif, and that is my only objection to your undertaking it, Hake. Nevertheless if you and Heika are still willing to venture, ye may do so. There lies the boat; a fair wind is blowing outside; get on board, shove off, hoist the sail and away to bonny Scotland if you will, for I grant you freedom to go!

It is ill to jest with thralls, said Heika, looking sternly at his master.

Nay, I do not jest  nor are ye thralls, replied Leif, assuming a look and tone of unwonted seriousness. Give me your attention, friends; and thou, Karlsefin, take note of what I say, for I care not to talk much on this subject until my mind is more clear upon it. My opinion is that this new religion which we hear so much of just now, is true. It is of God  not of man, and I believe that Jesus Christ, my Lord, has come in the flesh to save His people from their sins. Many things have led me to this opinion, in regard to which I will not speak. I have thought and heard much for some years past, and woefully have I been staggered, as well as helped on, by the men who have been sent to Greenland with the Good News. Some have, by their conduct squaring with their profession, led me to believe. Others have, by their conduct belying their profession, hindered me. But the Lord Himself has led me into a certain measure of light; and there is one law of His in particular, which just now comes home to me with much power, namely this Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so unto them. This law, I am persuaded, is of God. Long have I lived, and never before have I seen it acted on till these Christians came amongst us. They do not, indeed, always practise as they teach; but they are imperfect, therefore they cannot practise fully as they teach, because they teach perfection. This law I shall henceforth follow as I best can. I follow it to-day. If I were in thraldom to you, Heika, just now, I would wish you to set me free, therefore I now set you and your brother free. The rule is very simple of application. It only wants a willing spirit. And let me add  ye have to thank the Lord, not me, for your freedom.

The brothers stood speechless with surprise on hearing this, but Karlsefin grasped Leifs hand and said very earnestly Ye have done well, brother. Long have I thought to urge thee to this, and frequently have I asked of Him that it might be as it has turned out. Now, my prayer is answered. But what say Heika and Hake to this?

Never mind what they say, returned Leif brusquely. Doubtless their thoughts interfere with their speech at present. And hark ee, all; as I said before, I desire to have no further talk at present on this point. Ye are welcome to tell whom ye please what I have said, and what I have done, and why I have done it  there let the matter rest. So now, Heika and Hake, he added, in a gay tone, I mean what I say. There lies the boat, and ye are free to go if it please you. Only, if ye will accept my advice you will make up your minds to spend this winter in Greenland as my guests, and in spring there will be better weather and a more fitting craft to carry you over the sea to Scotland. Meanwhile Hake will have ample opportunity to woo, win, and wed  without demanding  the fair Bertha!

Need we say that the brothers gladly accepted this generous invitation, and endeavoured, in spite of Leifs prohibition, to express their gratitude in a few earnest though broken sentences.

Great was the surprise that night in Brattalid, when it was made known that Leif Ericsson had given freedom to his thralls out of regard to the Christian religion. Leif afterwards told his friends that it was out of regard to the Founder of that religion, but it was long before many of the people could see a distinction in that. Numerous were the theological discussions, too, which this act of emancipation called forth in every household, and great was the joy which it created in one or two hearts.

To say nothing of the young Scots themselves, it caused the heart of timid little Bertha to sing for joy, while Gudrid, Astrid, and Thora rejoiced sympathetically, and looked forward with pleasant anticipation to the approaching marriage. Even Freydissa opened out in a new light on the occasion, and congratulated her handmaiden heartily, telling her with real sincerity that marriage was the only thing she was fit for!

But it was Olaf who displayed the greatest amount of feeling on the occasion, and it was Snorro on whom he expended himself!

On the morning after the great event, he hoisted Snorro on his back with his wonted care and tenderness, and hurried off with him to the solitude of the sea-shore  for, alas! there were no umbrageous solitudes in Greenland. There, not far from the spot where Flatface and his friends had once been made to wriggle their coat-tails with terror, he set Snorro down, and, sitting on a rock beside him, said  

Now, old man, it is going to have a talk with me.

Iss, replied Snorro, very contentedly.

Does it know what has happened to Hake and Heika?

Snorro shook his head.

Well, my father has set them both free.

Bof fee? repeated Snorro, with a puzzled look.

Yes, both.

Wats fee? asked Snorro.

Olaf was greatly perplexed, for he knew not how to convey an idea of the meaning of that word to his little friend. He made various attempts, however, by means of simple illustrations and words, to explain it, but without success  as was made plain by Snorros usually intelligent countenance remaining a perfect blank.

At last he seized the child by both wrists and held him fast for a few seconds.

Snorro, he said, you are not free while I hold you. Now, he added, releasing the wrists, you are free.

Snorros countenance was no longer blank, but, on the contrary, extremely perplexed.

Leif, he said, no hold Heika an Hake by e hands!

No, replied Olaf, but he holds them by the spirit.

Wats spiwit? asked Snorro.

Olaf was in despair!

Well, well, he cried, after stroking his chin and pulling his nose, and knuckling his forehead in the vain hope of hitting on some other mode of explaining his meaning; it dont matter, old man. They are free, and that has made them very happy; and oh! I am very glad, because I am so fond of Hake. Dont you remember how he came to save us from the Skraelingers, and nearly did it too? And he is going to be married to Bertha. Isnt that nice? It knows what married means, dont it?

No, said Snorro.

Well, no matter; its what seems to make everybody very happy; and Bertha is very happy, and so am I, for Im fond of Bertha, as well as of Hake; and so is Snorro, isnt he?

Iss, replied Snorro, with a very decided nod.

Well, thats all very pleasant, continued Olaf, running on with the subject until it led him into another subject, which led him into a third and fourth, and so on, with the ever-varying moods of his gay and fanciful mind, until he was led in spirit to Vinland, where he and Snorro remained lost in the woods, perfectly contented and happy, for the remainder of the day.

And now, patient reader, we must lead you in spirit away from the scenes on which we have dwelt so long, across the wide ocean to Scotland.

There, on the heights of a lion-like hill, stand Heika and Hake. A precipitous crag rises behind them. In front towers a rock, from which Edwins castle frowns down on the huts of an embryo city. The undulating woodland between resounds with the notes of the huntsmans horn. Away in the distance lie the clear waters of the fiord of Forth, and the background of Scotias highland hills mingling with the sky.

The brothers stand in rapt and silent admiration of the scene, as well they may, for it is surpassingly beautiful. But they do not stand alone. Bertha leans on Hakes arm, and a tall girl with dark hair leans on Heikas. Beside them stands a fine-looking though somewhat delicate old man; whose benignant gaze seems to be more attracted by the young people than the scenery.

Need we say that this is the Scottish Earl, the father of our fleet-footed thralls, and that the dark-haired girl is Emma? We will not violate your sense of propriety, gentle reader, by talking of Mrs Heika; nor will we venture to make reference to the little Heikas left at home!

But these are not all the party. Karlsefin, Biarne, and Thorward are there  on a visit to the Earl  with Gudrid and Freydissa; and away on the fiord they can see their two Norse galleys towering like quaint giants at rest among the small craft that ply and skim about there.

Shall we listen to what our friends say? We think not. Too long already have we caused them to break the silence which they have maintained for the last eight hundred years. Let us rather bid their shades depart with a kind farewell.

But before the memory of them is quite gone, let us say a word or two in conclusion.

Whether the Norsemen ever returned again to Vinland is a matter of uncertainty, for the saga is silent on that point; and it is to be feared that Snorro, the first American, did not return to take possession of his native land, for when the great continent was re-discovered about five hundred years later, only red-skins were found there; and the Pilgrim Fathers make no mention of having met with descendants of any colony of white men.

What ultimately became of Snorro and Olaf is, we regret to say, unknown. This, however, is certain, that Karlsefin, according to his oft-expressed intention, retired to Iceland, where he dwelt happily with Gudrid, Leif, Biarne, and Thorward for many years. It is therefore probable that Snorro and Olaf took to a seafaring life, which was almost the only life open to enterprising men in those days. If they did, they distinguished themselves  there can be no doubt whatever upon that point.

As to the other personages who have figured in our tale, we can only surmise  at least hope  that they lived long and happily, for the saga relates nothing as to the end of their respective careers. But of this we are quite sure, that wherever they went, or however long they lived, they never failed to retain a lively recollection of that romantic period of their lives when they sojourned in the pleasant groves of Vinland  that mighty continent which, all unsuspected by these men of old, was destined, in the course of time, to play such a grand and important part in the worlds history.

Thus ends all that we have got to tell of the adventures of the Norsemen in the West, and the Discovery of America before Columbus.

THE END
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Preface.

Sir Alexander Mackenzie was one of the most energetic and successful of the discoverers who have traversed the vast wilderness of British America. He did his work single-handed, with slender means, and slight encouragement, at a time when discovery was rare and the country almost terra incognita. The long and difficult route, so recently traversed by the Red River Expedition, was, to Sir Alexander, but the small beginning of his far-reaching travels. He traced the great river which bears his name to its outlet in the Polar Sea, and was the first to cross the Rocky Mountains in those latitudes and descend to the Pacific ocean.

Being a man of action, and not particularly enamoured of the pen, his journal (For a sight of which apply to the British Museum, London, or the Advocates Library, Edinburgh)  full though it be of important and most interesting facts  is a bare and unadorned though valuable record of progress made, of work done, which is unsuited to juvenile minds, besides being bulky and scarce.

Having spent some years in Ruperts Land, and seen something of Red Indian and fur-trading life, I have ventured to weave the incidents of Sir Alexanders narratives into a story which, it is hoped, may prove interesting to the young  perchance, also, to the old.

I take this opportunity of acknowledging myself deeply indebted to Sir Alexanders daughter, Miss Mackenzie, and to his two sons, for kindly placing at my disposal all the information in their possession.

R.M.B.

Edinburgh, 1872.


Chapter One.

Shows how it began.

The world is round, said somebody in ancient times to somebody else.

Not at all; it is flat  flat as a pancake, replied somebody else to somebody; and if you were to travel far enough you might get to the end of it and tumble over the edge, if so disposed.

Ever since the commencement of this early geographical controversy, men have been labouring with more or less energy and success to ascertain the form and character of the earth; a grand, glorious labour it has been; resulting in blessings innumerable to mankind  blessings both spiritual and temporal.

We have heard some people object to geographical discovery, especially in the inclement parts of the earth, on the ground that it could be of no use, and involved great risk to life and limb. Of no use! Who can tell what discoveries shall be useful and what useless? The works of God are great, sought out of all those that have pleasure therein, saith the Scripture. There is no reference here to usefulness, but the searching out of Gods works, without limitation, is authorised; and those who take pleasure therein, will be content to leave the result of their labours in the hands of Him who sent them forth. As to risk,  why, a carpenter cannot ascend to the top of a house to put the rafters thereon without risk; a chemist cannot investigate the properties of certain fumes without risk; you cannot even eat your dinner without risk. Only this are we sure of  that, if man had never undertaken labour except when such was obviously useful and devoid of risk, the world would still be in the darkness of the Middle Ages.

Reuben Guff held these sentiments, or something like them; and Reuben was a man who had seen a great deal of life in his day, although at the time we introduce him to public notice he had not lived more than six-and-thirty summers. He was a bronzed, stalwart Canadian. His father had been Scotch, his mother of French extraction; and Reuben possessed the dogged resolution of the Scot with the vivacity of the Frenchman. In regard to his tastes and occupation we shall let him speak for himself.

Sitting under a pine-tree, in the wild wilderness that lies to the north of Canada with the drumstick of a goose in one hand and a scalping-knife in the other; with a log-fire in front of him, and his son, a stripling of sixteen, by his side, he delivered himself of the following sentiments:  

I tell ee what it is, Lawrence, (the lad was named after the great river on the banks of which he had been reared), I was born to be a pioneer. Ever since I was the height of a three-fut rule Ive had a skunner at the settlements and a love for the wilderness that I couldnt overcome nohow. Moreover, I wouldnt overcome it if I could, for its my opinion that He who made us knows what He wants us to do, an has given us sitch feelins and inclinations as will lead us to do it, if we dont run mad after notions of our own, as the folk in the settlements are raither apt to do.

Here some of the notions referred to appeared to tickle the fancy of the backwoodsman, for he paused to indulge in a quiet chuckle which wrinkled up all the lines of good-humour and fun in his rough countenance. After applying himself for a few seconds with much energy to the drumstick,  he resumed his discourse in a slow, deliberate style of speech which was peculiar to him:  

Yes, Lawrence, my lad, Ive made it my business ever since I was fifteen to explore this here wilderness, livin by my gun and guidin the fur-traders on their vyages, or consorting with the Injins, as you know very well; and, now that weve come to the big lake it is needful to tell ee that Im still bent on followin out my callin. Im goin away to the norard to explore, and youll have to make up your mind to-night whether you will be my steersman or whether Im to lay that dooty on Swiftarrow. I neednt say which Id like best.

The hunter finished the drumstick at this point, threw the bone into the fire, lighted his pipe, and awaited his sons answer in silence.

But the son appeared to be in no hurry to reply; for, after giving his father a glance and nod, which were meant to say, I hear and Ill consider, but Im too much engaged just now to speak, he continued his occupation of devouring venison steaks, the sauce to which was evidently hunger.

Having finished his supper and lighted his pipe he became more communicative.

Father, he said, you have always advised me to think well before speaking.

I have, lad; its the natur of our forefathers an a very good natur too. Id be sorry to see it go out of the family.

Well, then; Ive thought my best about goin with ee on this trip, returned the youth, an Ive resolved to go on one condition  that Swiftarrow goes with us.

Why so, my son? we dont need him.

Perhaps not, but I like him; for he has taught me all that I know of woodcraft, and Im certain that if you and I both leave him hell be sure to return to the new settlement at the south end of Ontario, and you know what the end of that would be.

Death by drinkin, replied Reuben Guff shaking his head slowly, while he watched the upward flight of a ring of white smoke that had just issued from his lips.

Well, I wont leave him to that, continued the youth, with sudden energy of manner and look, as long as my name is Lawrence. You know that nothin would please me more than goin to explore the wilderness with you, father; but if Swiftarrow is to be left behind, there shall be no pioneering for me. Besides, three are better than two on such a trip, and the Injin will be sure to keep the pot full, no matter what sort o country we may have to pass through, for hes a dead shot wi the gun as well as wi the bow.

I daresay youre right, lad, replied Reuben, in a tone of one who muses. Theres room in the canoe for three, and its not unlikely that the Injin would go south to the settlement, for he is a lonely man since his poor mother died. I do believe that it was nothin but his extraornar love for that old ooman that kep him from goin to the dogs. Leastwise it was that kep him from goin to the settlement, which is much the same thing, for Swiftarrow cant resist fire-water. Yes, lad, youre right  so well take him with us. As you say, three are better than two on such a vyage.

Some weeks after the foregoing conversation the pioneers arrived at the northern end of that great inland sea, Lake Superior, which, being upwards of four hundred miles long, and one hundred and seventy-five miles broad, presents many of the features of Ocean itself. This end of the lake was, at the time we write of, and still is, an absolute wilderness, inhabited only by scattered tribes of Indians, and almost untouched by the hand of the white man, save at one spot, where the fur-traders had planted an isolated establishment. At this point in the wild woods the representatives of the fur-traders of Canada were wont to congregate for the settlement of their affairs in the spring of every year, and from this point also trading-parties were despatched in canoes into the still more remote parts of the great northern wilderness, whence they returned with rich cargoes of furs received from the red men in exchange for powder and shot, guns, hatchets, knives, cloth, twine, fish-hooks, and such articles as were suited to the tastes and wants of a primitive and wandering people.

Here Reuben Guff and his son found Swiftarrow, as they had expected, and proposed to him that he should accompany them on their voyage north,  a proposal which he accepted with pleasure,  for the strong-boned Indian had an adventurous spirit as well as a healthy frame.

Swiftarrow was a brave and powerful Indian, and was esteemed one of the best hunters of his tribe; but no one seeing him in camp in a quiescent state would have thought him to be possessed of much energy, for he was slow and deliberate in his movements, and withal had a lazy look about his eyes. But the sight of a bear or moose-deer had the effect of waking him up in a way that caused his dark eyes to flash and his large frame to move with cat-like activity.

When Reuben Guff discovered him on the shore of Lake Superior, he was seated at the door of his skin lodge, anointing his hair, which was long and black, with bears grease  the genuine article, without even the admixture of a drop of scent!  so pure, in fact, that the Indian basted his steaks and anointed his hair with grease from the same box.

Hallo! Swiftarrow, exclaimed Reuben, as he sauntered up to the savage, with his gun on his shoulder, ye seem to be beautifyin yerself to-day  not goin to get married, eh?

Swiftarrow, whose long hair hung over his face like a glossy curtain, tossed aside his locks and gazed earnestly at the hunter. A slight smile and a pleasant gleam lighted up his dark countenance as he wiped his greasy right hand on his legging and extended it, exclaiming, watchee! by which he meant, what cheer?

What cheer? what cheer? replied Reuben, with a broad but quiet grin, as he shook his friends hand heartily.

Each man understood the others language perfectly; but each appeared to prefer to talk in his own tongue; for while Reuben addressed the red man in English, Swiftarrow replied in Indian. This had been an understood arrangement between them ever since the time when, as lads, they had first met and formed a close friendship, on the shores of Lake Huron.

Is my brothers trail to be through the woods or on the waters? Does he go hunting or trading? inquired the Indian, after the first salutations were over.

Well, I may say that Im neither goin a-huntin or tradin  here, fill yer pipe wi baccy from my pouch; its better than yours, Ill be bound. In a manner, too, Im goin both to hunt an trade in a small way; but my main business on this trip is to be diskivery.

The Indian uttered a sound, which meant that he did not understand.

Im goin to sarch out new lands, explained Reuben, away to the far north. Ive heard it said by Injins that have wandered to the norard that theyve met in with red-skins, who said that there is a big river flowin out o a great lake in the direction o the north pole, an that it runs into the sea there. They may be tellin truth, or they may be tellin lies; I dun know; anyhow, Im koorious to know somethin about it, so Im goin north to see for myself, and Ive comed to ask if Swiftarrow will go with me.

The hunter paused, but the Indian remained silently smoking his long stone-headed pipe, or calumet, with a countenance so grave and expressionless, that no idea of his sentiments could be gathered from it. After a brief pause, Reuben continued  

It wont be altogether a trip of diskivery neither, for Ive got some bales of goods with me, and as we go in a small birch canoe, well travel light; but I hope to come back sunk to the gunwale with furs, for the red-skins of the far north are like enough to have plenty of pelts, and they wont ask much for them. As to grub, you and I could manage to supply ourselves wi lots o that anywheres, and Ive got plenty of powder and lead. Moreover, my boy Lawrence is goin with me.

During the foregoing remarks, the Indians countenance betrayed no sign of feeling until the name of Lawrence was mentioned, when a gleam of satisfaction shot from his eyes. Removing the pipe from his lips, he puffed a volume of smoke through his nostrils, and said:  

Swiftarrow will go.

Backwoodsmen seldom take long to mature their plans, and are generally prompt to carry them into execution. Two days after the brief conversation above narrated, the three friends pushed off in their little birch-bark canoe and paddled up the stream which leads to the Kakabeka Falls on the Kamenistaquoia River. Surmounting this obstacle by the simple process of carrying the canoe and her lading past the falls by land, and relaunching on the still water above, they continued their voyage day by day, encamping under the trees by night, until they had penetrated far and deep into the heart of the northern wilderness, and had even passed beyond the most distant establishments of the adventurous fur-traders.

The world of forest, swamp, lake, and river, that still, however, lay between them and the land which they sought to reach, was very wide. Weeks, and even months, would certainly elapse before they could hope to approach it; one day, therefore, they buried their goods and stores in a convenient place, intending to dig them up on their return, and meanwhile turned aside into a country which promised to afford them a good supply of fresh provisions for the voyage north.

Here an adventure befell them which brought their voyage of discovery, at that time, to an abrupt close.




Chapter Two.

Terrible Discoveries and Altered Plans.

Ho! ejaculated Swiftarrow.

Smoke! exclaimed Reuben Guff.

Both men spoke at the same moment,  their discovery having been simultaneous. At the same time Lawrence pointed with the blade of his paddle to a thin line of smoke which rose above the tree-tops into the blue sky, and was faithfully mirrored in the lake on which they floated.

Injins! said Reuben, resting his steering paddle across the canoe for a few seconds.

Swiftarrow assented with another Ho, and Lawrence moved his gun into a handy position to be ready for an emergency; but there was no other sign of mans presence than the wreath of smoke. All was perfectly silent. The air too was quite still, and the surface of the lake resembled a sheet of glass.

Strange, observed Reuben, red-skins aint usually so shy. If they mean mischief they dont ever let smoke be seen, an when they dont mean mischief they generally show themselves. Come, push on, lads; well go see whats i the wind.

Ill show them the muzzle, father, said Lawrence, laying down his paddle and taking up his gun: it may be well to let em see that we have arms.

No need for that, boy. If they know anything at all, they know that white men dont go about in the wilderness empty-handed. Put down the piece, and use your paddle.

Thus reproved, Lawrence flushed slightly, but obeyed the order and resumed paddling.

In a few minutes they were on shore. Still all was silent as the grave. Hauling the bow of the canoe on the beach to keep it fast, the three men took their weapons, and, entering the woods in single file, walked cautiously but swiftly in the direction of the smoke. They soon reached the spot, and the scene which met their eyes was one which, while it accounted for the silence that reigned around, filled their minds with sadness and horror.

In an open space, where a number of trees had been cut down, stood about a dozen skin tents or Indian lodges, some with the curtain-doors closed, others open, exposing the interiors, on the floors of which the dead bodies of Indian men, women, and children, lay in every attitude and in all stages of decomposition. Outside of the tents other corpses lay strewn on the ground, and most of these bore evidence of having been more or less torn by wolves. The travellers knew at a glance that these unfortunate people had fallen before that terrible disease, small-pox, which had recently attacked and almost depopulated several districts of the Indian country.

How the disease was introduced among the Indians at the time of which we write, it is impossible to say and useless to conjecture. The fact of its desolating effects is unquestionable. One who dwelt in the country at the time writes: (See Sir Alexander Mackenzies Voyages, page 14.) The fatal infection spread around with a baneful rapidity which no flight could escape, and with a fatal effect that nothing could resist. It destroyed with its pestilential breath whole families and tribes; and the horrid scene presented, to those who had the melancholy opportunity of beholding it, a combination of the dead, the dying, and such as, to avoid the fate of their friends around them, prepared to disappoint the plague of its prey by terminating their own existence. To aggravate the picture, if aggravation were possible, the carcases were dragged forth from the huts by the wolves, or were mangled within them by the dogs, which thus sought to satisfy their hunger with the putrid remains of their masters. It was not uncommon at this time for the father of a family, whom the infection had not reached, to call his household around him, represent the terrible sufferings and fate that awaited them, which he believed was owing to the influence of an evil spirit who desired to extirpate the race, and incited them to baffle death with all its horrors by at once killing themselves  at the same time offering to perform the deed of mercy with his own hand if their hearts should fail them.

That some of the dead before our pioneers had acted in this way was evident, for while most of the corpses bore marks of having been smitten with the disease, others were there which showed nothing to account for death save a knife wound over the region of the heart.

It was a sad and sickening sight, and drew forth one or two low-toned sorrowful remarks from Reuben, as he moved slowly towards the tent from which smoke still issued.

The three men paused before it because a sound came from within, and they felt reluctant to disturb the awful silence. The pause, however, was but momentary. Reuben lifted the covering and opened it wide. A small fire still burned on the hearth in the centre of the lodge; around it lay the bodies of dead men, women, and children. Only one figure, that of an old woman, remained in a half-reclining position, but she was motionless, and they thought her dead also. This, however, was not the case. The flood of light which streamed in on her appeared to rouse her, for she raised her grey head, and, gazing anxiously at the figures which darkened the entrance of the lodge, asked in a tremulous voice: Is that you, my son?

No, mother, but it is a friend, said Swiftarrow, who understood her language.

A friend, repeated the old woman, shaking her head slowly, I dont want a friend. The Master of Life is my friend. My people said that an evil spirit was slaying them; but I know better. It was the Great Spirit who came to us. We have been very wicked. We needed punishment. But why has He spared me? I was the worst of them all.

There was something terrible in the tone and manner in which this was uttered, as if the breast of the speaker were torn with conflicting feelings.

She must have met wi the missionaries some time or other, whispered Reuben.

Is the old woman the only one of all the tribe left alive? asked Swiftarrow.

Ay, the only one  no, not the only one; my son is yet alive. He went to set a bear-trap not very long since; but he should have come back before now. He will be back soon.

The deep sigh which followed proved that the poor old woman was hoping against hope.

How long ist since he left you, mother? asked Lawrence eagerly.

Two suns have risen and set since he left, and he had not far to go.

Father, Ill go seek for this man, said Lawrence; something may have befallen him.

Reuben made no objection, and the youth set off immediately in a direction which was pointed out by the old woman.

After he was gone his father and the Indian shifted one of the cleanest looking of the empty tents to a considerable distance from the spot where the terrible work of death had been done, and removing the old woman from the neighbourhood of the pestilential atmosphere, placed her therein, kindled a fire and cooked her a little food, of which she evidently stood much in need.

Meanwhile Lawrence sped through the pathless forest with the light step of a strong youth and the precision of a practised hunter. About four miles from the Indian camp he came upon the track of a bear, the footprints of which proved that it was an unusually large one. He followed it up closely, and was led by it to a spot where some trees had been cut down, and not far from which he saw what appeared to him to be the remains of a trap. Almost at the same moment of his making this discovery he heard a growl, and saw the bear itself  a monster of the brown species, which differs from the ordinary black bear of America in being more carnivorous and much larger, as well as more savage and bold. No sooner did it see the youth than it rushed upon him with great fury. A piece of broken line was drawn tight round its neck, and another piece round its fore-leg, while four arrows stuck in its shoulder and side, showing plainly that it had broken loose from a snare and had been attacked by man. But Lawrence had no time to think on these things. He had barely time to throw forward and cock his gun when the bear was upon him. It rose on its hind-legs, and in doing so towered high above the youth, who, whatever his feelings might have been, looked undismayed. With an unflinching eye he took aim at the monsters heart, and shot it dead. So close was it to him that he singed the hair on its breast and had to leap to one side to avoid being struck as it fell.

Reloading quickly, the young hunter advanced towards the trap, where his worst fears were realised, for near to it he found the body of an Indian torn limb from limb, and mostly eaten, except the head, which remained entire. It was evident that the poor man, having set several snares for bears, had gone to visit them, and found this brown bear caught by the head and leg. He seemed to have tried to kill it with arrows, but must have been afraid to go near enough to use his weapons with effect, and the enraged animal, having broken the snare, flew upon him and tore him to pieces.

Brown bears of this kind are very powerful. One traveller in these regions saw the footprints of a large one, which, having seized a moose-deer in a river, dragged it for a quarter of a mile along the sandy banks, and afterwards devoured it all except part of the hind-quarters; and the moose which had been treated in this unceremonious way, judging from the size and hardness of the bones, must have been upwards of a year old, when it would weigh as much as an ox of the same age.

Collecting the scattered remnants of the unfortunate Indian, who was no other than the old womans son, Lawrence covered them over with leaves and sticks. He then skinned the bear and cut off its claws, which he carried away as trophies, along with one or two choice steaks cut from the creatures flank. He also collected the weapons and part of the dress of the Indian, with which he returned to the camp.

Heyday! Lawrence, what have you got there, lad? said Reuben, as his son came up and threw the bundle on the ground.

A brown bear, father.

Well done! exclaimed Reuben, with a look of pride, for although his son had shot many a black bear in the forest, he had never before stood face to face with such a monster as that whose skin and claws now lay at his feet.

It would have been well, father, said Lawrence gravely, if the man who first saw this had owned a gun. His arrows were no better than needles in such a hide. See here!

He drew from his breast the bloody portions of dress which had belonged to the slaughtered Indian.

The son of the old woman has gone to the happy hunting-grounds, said Swiftarrow, referring to the heaven of the Indian, as he lifted and examined the dress.

Ay, ay, said Reuben sadly, tis the chances of the wilderness. Youd better tell the poor old creetur, Swiftarrow; you understand her ways and lingo better than me.

Silently the Indian went to the old woman, and laid the bloody garments before her. At first she did not understand what had happened. Suddenly the truth flashed upon her, and she looked quickly up into the grave countenance of the Indian, but death and sorrow appeared to have already done their worst on her, for she neither spoke nor wept for some time. She took up the shreds of cloth and turned them over tenderly; but neither sign nor groan escaped her. Evidently she had been already so stunned by the horrors which had surrounded her for some time, that this additional blow did not tell  at least, not at first  but Reuben observed, while trying to comfort her some time afterwards, that a few tears were coursing slowly down her withered cheeks.

That night, round the camp-fire, the pioneers held earnest counsel, and resolved, sadly but firmly, that their projected journey must be given up for that season.

Its a hard thing to do, said Reuben, as he lay at full length before the fire after supper, to give up our plans after comin so far; but it aint possible to carry that old ooman along with us an its not to be thought of to leave her behind to starve, so theres nothin for it but to go back an take her wi us to the settlements. I would feel like a murderer if I was to leave one o Gods creeturs to perish in the wilderness. What think you, Lawrence?

I think you are right, father, replied the youth, with a deep sigh.

An what says Swiftarrow?

Go back, was the Indians prompt and laconic answer.

Well, then, were all agreed, so well turn back on our trail to-morrow; but I shall try again next year if Im above ground. I once knowd a Yankee who had what he called a motto, an it was this, Never give in, xcept wen yer wrong. I think Ill take to that motto. It seems to me a good un.

In proof, we presume, of his sincerity, Reuben Guff rolled himself in his blanket, stretched his feet towards the fire, pillowed his head on a bundle of moss, and at once gave in to the seductive influences of sleep; an example which was so irresistible that his companions followed it without delay.




Chapter Three.

Introduces the King of Pioneers.

Discarding space and ignoring time, we seize you by the hand, reader, and bound away with you still deeper into the northern wilderness, away into that remote region which, at the time we write of, was the ultima thule of the fur-traders of Canada,  beyond which lay the great unknown world, stretching to the pole. Here, amid the grand scenery of the Rocky Mountains, lies the Athabasca Lake, also styled the Lake of the Hills. We prefer the latter name, as being more romantic.

This is no pretty pond such as we in England are wont to visit and delight in during our summer holidays. It is a great sheet of water; a grand fresh-water sea, 200 miles long and 15 miles broad  a fitting gem for the bosom of the mighty region on which it glitters.

A year has fled since the period of our last chapter, and here, in a birch-bark canoe on the waters of the Lake of the Hills, we find our pioneers  Reuben Guff, his son Lawrence, and his Indian friend Swiftarrow. There is also a young Indian woman in the canoe  Swiftarrows wife.

The kind-hearted red man adopted the old woman who had been rescued on their previous trip, but, not finding her a good substitute for his own mother, he bethought him of adding a young squaw to his establishment. While he meditated on this step, the old woman died. About the same time Reuben Guff made proposals to him to join him on a second vyage of diskivery. The Indian agreed; got married off-hand, and took his bride along with him. We now find them all four at the Lake of the Hills.

It may be as well to observe, in passing, that Indian brides are usually more robust than those of civilised communities. They are quite competent to follow their lords on the most arduous canoe voyages, and, besides being able to wield the paddle with great dexterity, are exceedingly useful in managing what may be styled the domestic matters of the camp. They also keep up a constant supply of the Indians indispensable foot-gear  moccasins  which are so slender in their nature that a pair may be completely worn-out in a single day of hard hunting.

The brown bride, therefore, was not a hindrance to the party, but a useful member of it, as well as a pleasant companion. True, her companionship consisted chiefly in answering yes and no when spoken to, and in smiling pleasantly at all times; but this was sufficient to satisfy the moderate demands of her male friends upon her intellectual resources.

Fort Chipewyan at last, said Reuben, resting his paddle across the canoe and looking earnestly towards the horizon; I hope we aint too late after all our pushin on. It would be hard to find that Monsieur Mackenzie had started.

Too much ice in the lake, said Swiftarrow. He has not gone yet.

Im not so sure o that, observed Lawrence. If reports be true, Monsieur Mackenzie is not the man to wait until the ice is all off the lakes and nothin but plain sailin lies before him.

Thats true, lad, replied Reuben, resuming his paddle. I wonder, he murmured to himself, as he gazed wistfully towards the unknown north, I wonder if the big river is really there, an if it do jine the sea?

That same question was put to himself that same evening  though not for the first time  by one of the inhabitants of Fort Chipewyan. The fort was a mere group of two or three log-huts. In the largest of these huts sat a man whose strongly-marked handsome countenance gave evidence of a bold enterprising spirit and a resolute will. He pored over a map for some time, carefully tracing a few pencil-lines into the blank spaces on the paper, and then murmured, in words which were almost identical with those of Reuben Guff, I wonder if it joins the Polar Sea?

This man was the true pioneer, or, rather, the king of pioneers, to whom Guff gave place without a murmur, for Reuben was a modest man; and the moment he heard that one of the gentlemen of the Canadian fur-trading company had taken up his favourite hobby, and meant to work out the problem, he resolved, as he said, to play second fiddle, all the more that the man who thus unwittingly supplanted him was a mountaineer of the Scottish Highlands.

Its of no manner of use, you see, he said to Swiftarrow, when conversing on the subject, for me to go off on a vyage o diskivery wen a gentleman like Monsieur Mackenzie, with a good edication an scienteefic knowledge and the wealth of a fur company at his back, is goin to take it in hand. No; the right thing for Reuben Guff to do in the circumstances is to jine him an play second fiddle  or third, if need be.

Alexander Mackenzie  while seated in the lowly hut of that solitary outpost poring over his map, trying to penetrate mentally into those mysterious and unknown lands which lay just beyond him  saw, in imagination, a great river winding its course among majestic mountains towards the shores of the ice-laden polar seas. He also saw the lofty peaks and snow-clad ridges of that mighty range which forms the back-bone of the American continent, and  again in imagination  passed beyond it and penetrated the vast wilderness to the Pacific, thus adding new lands to the British Crown, and opening up new sources of wealth to the fur company of which he was one of the most energetic members. He saw all this in imagination, we say, but he did not, at that time, see his name attached to one of the largest American rivers, classed with the names of the most noted discoverers of the world, and himself knighted. Still less, if possible, did he see, even in his wildest flights of fancy, that the book of travels which he was destined to write, would be translated into French by the order of Napoleon the First, for the express purpose of being studied by Marshal Bernadotte, with the view of enabling that warrior to devise a roundabout and unlooked-for attack on Canada  in rear, as it were  from the region of the northern wilderness  a fact which is well worthy of record! (See Appendix for an interesting letter on the subject.)

None of these things loomed on the mind of the modest though romantic and enterprising man, for at that time he was only at the beginning of his career of discovery.

It may not be out of place here to say a word or two as to the early career of the hero whose footsteps we are about to follow.

He was a Highlander, to begin with; and possessed all the fire and determination peculiar to that race. At an early period of life he was led to engage in commercial enterprises in the country north-west of Lake Superior, joined the North-West Fur Company of Canada in 1784, and went into the Indian country the following spring. It is not necessary to say more than that Alexander Mackenzie proved himself to be a first-rate fur-trader at a time when the fur-trade was carried on under great difficulties and amid severe privations. For many years he was in charge of Fort Chipewyan, the remote establishment to which we have just conducted our reader. Seven years before his coming on the scene, the Lake of the Hills had not been visited by white men, and was known only through Indian report. When Mackenzie became ruler of the district, all beyond the lake was terra incognita. His spirit was one which thirsted to explore the unknown. He was eminently fitted both to hold an advanced post and to invade new regions, being robust in constitution, powerful in frame, inquisitive in mind, and enterprising in spirit. Frequently had he arrived at Fort Chipewyan with ninety or a hundred men without any provision for their sustenance for the winter save their fishing-nets and guns. He was therefore accustomed to live from hand to mouth, and to depend on his own exertions and resources in a country where the winter is upwards of eight months long and the severity of the climate extreme.

It was in June 1789 that he made preparations to start on his first voyage of discovery.

Rising from the table at which he had been studying his projected route, Mackenzie turned, with the air of a man who has made up his mind, and said to a clerk who was smoking beside the fireplace  

Le Roux, if we cannot prevail on these Indians to accompany us, I have determined to start without them. Has the small canoe been gummed?

It has, answered Le Roux, but I would advise delay for a day or two. If we give them time, the Indians may change their minds; besides, the ice has not yet sufficiently cleared away.

Mackenzie paced the room impatiently, and his eyes flashed for one moment with impatience. They were deep blue eyes that could beam with melting tenderness or sparkle with suppressed passion  it is but just to add that passion in his case was usually suppressed, for he was a lover of peace, as most truly great and powerful men usually are:

Let us see now, he said, sitting down in front of Le Roux, how our resources stand. In my canoe there will be the four Canadians and the German. Then theres our Indian friend, English Chief and his two wives, who will embark in the second-sized canoe. The two young Indians whom we want to accompany us with their wives must make up their minds to-night, else I will start without them. Your own canoe with goods for trade and provisions, will not be fully loaded; I shall therefore place in it the provisions that we cant carry, and when we come to the place where you are to stop and trade, and where I shall bid you farewell, we shall doubtless have eaten our lading down sufficiently to take the whole on board. See, by the way, that the goods and trinkets to be given in presents as we go along are not placed in the wrong canoe.

They are already laid with the other goods, and also the nets and ammunition by themselves, said Le Roux, rising and laying down his pipe.

At that moment Reuben Guff entered with his friends. The surprise of Mackenzie was great on beholding them, but greater still was his delight when he learned their errand. The young Indians were forthwith told that their services would not now be required, and our friends  including Swiftarrows wife, Darkeye  were at once added to the exploring party.

Next day the expedition set forth from Fort Chipewyan and swept over the broad breast of the Lake of the Hills.

We will not trace their course over known ground. Suffice it to say that their troubles began at once. Soon after leaving the lake they came to a rapid part of the river which flows out of it, where they were obliged to land and carry canoes and goods to the still water further down, but here the ice was still unthawed on the banks, rendering the process of reloading difficult. Soon after they came to a place called the Portage dEmbarras, which is occasioned by driftwood filling up the channel of the river. There they entered the Slave River, where there is a portage or carrying-place named the Mountain, the landing at which is very steep and close to the fall. Below this fall there is a mile of dangerous rapids  and here they met with their first disaster.

Reuben and Swiftarrow having landed with part of the cargo of the small canoe, had left it in charge of Darkeye,  so named because of her large and lustrous eyes, which, however, were the only good points about her, for she was ill-favoured and clumsy, though strong of frame and a diligent worker. While she was moving from one point of rock to another that appeared to her more convenient for landing, the canoe was caught by an eddy and swept in a moment out into the strong current, down which it sped with fearful velocity towards the falls. Darkeye was quite collected and cool, but she happened to dip her paddle on the edge of a sunk rock with such vigour that the canoe overturned. Upon the heights above her husband saw the accident, and stood rooted for a moment in helpless dismay to the spot. It chanced that Lawrence Guff was at the time the only man near the unfortunate woman, who, although she swam like an otter, could not gain the bank. Seeing this, the youth sprang towards a jutting rock that almost overhung the fall, and entering the rushing stream so deeply that he could barely retain his foothold, caught the woman by the hair of the head as she was sweeping towards the edge of the fall. The two swayed for a few seconds on the verge of destruction; then Swiftarrow came bounding down the bank like a deer, and, catching Lawrence by the hand, dragged them both out of danger; but before they were fairly landed the canoe was carried over the falls, dashed to pieces, and in a few seconds its shreds were tossed wildly on the surging rapids far down the river.

This accident caused them little loss beyond the canoe, which was soon replaced by another, purchased from a party of Indians, with whom they fell in that same evening.

Passing through Slave River, they swept out on the bright waters of Great Slave Lake. Over these they sped during several days. This lake is one of the largest fresh-water oceans of the continent, about 250 miles long and 50 broad.

And here the work of exploration fairly began. Great Slave Lake was at that time imperfectly known from Indian report; and the river of which they were in search flowed, it was supposed, out of its western extremity. Here also Monsieur Le Roux was to be left behind with a party of men to prosecute the fur-trade.




Chapter Four.

Vicissitudes of the Voyage  Indians Met with, etcetera.

We have passed over the first three weeks of the voyage rapidly, but it must not be supposed that therefore it was all plain sailing. On the contrary, the travellers were delayed by thunderstorms, and heavy rains, and gales, and impeded by ice, which, even in the middle of June lay thick on the waters in some parts. They were also tormented by hosts of mosquitoes, and at times they found difficulty in procuring food  despite the ability of our friends Reuben, Swiftarrow, and Lawrence, who were constituted hunters to the expedition. At other times, however, the supply of food was abundant and varied. On one occasion the hunters brought in seven geese, a beaver, and four ducks, besides which a large supply of excellent trout and other fish was obtained from the nets; and on another occasion they procured two swans, ten beavers, and a goose. But sometimes they returned empty-handed, or with a single bird or so, while the nets produced nothing at all. Deer were also shot occasionally, and they found immense numbers of wild cranberries, strawberries, rasps, and other berries, besides small spring onions; so that, upon the whole, they fared well, and days of abstinence were more than compensated by days of superabundance.

One evening while they were coasting along this great lake, some Indians were discovered on the shore, and the travellers landed to make inquiries of them as to the nature of the country beyond. There were three lodges belonging to the Red-knife Indians, who were so named because their knifes were made of the copper found in that region. To the leading man of these, English Chief, being interpreter, addressed himself.

English Chief, we may remark in passing, was one of the followers of the chief who conducted Hearne on his expedition to the Coppermine River; since which event he had been a principal leader of his countrymen who were in the habit of carrying furs to the English fur-traders at Churchill, on Hudsons Bay, and was much attached to the interest of the Hudson Bay Company, which, at that time, was in opposition to the Canadian or Nor-West Company. These circumstances procured him the title of the English Chief. An able, active, but self-sufficient and somewhat obstinate chief he was, and caused Mackenzie a good deal of anxiety and much trouble to keep him with the party.

In answer to his queries, the principal man of the Red-knife Indians said that there were many more of his tribe a short distance off, and that he would send a man to fetch them. He also said that the explorers should see no more of them at that time, because the Slave and Beaver Indians, as well as others of the tribe, were about to depart, and would not be in that region again till the time when the swans cast their feathers.

Ask him, said Mackenzie, if he and his friends have many furs to dispose of.

To this the Indian replied by at once producing upwards of eight large packs of good beaver and marten skins; and added the information that his friends had plenty more.

Now, then, Le Roux, said Mackenzie, turning to his clerk, here you and I shall part. This seems a good spot and a good opportunity for opening up the trade with these Indians. When the rest of them arrive we shall have a palaver, and then you shall remain to look after them, so, open up your packs, and get ready a few small presents without delay.

That day was spent in considerable bustle and excitement; the Indians being overjoyed that the white traders had at last penetrated into their country; and their joy being increased by the distribution of such trifling, but much-prized, gifts as glass beads, knives, small looking-glasses, etcetera. It rained in torrents all the time but this did not damp their spirits; and as for their bodies  they were used to it! In the afternoon Mackenzie assembled the whole tribe, and made them the following speech, which was translated by English Chief in a very pompous manner, for that excellent red-skin was fully alive to the dignity of his position.

My friends, began our explorer, I am glad to meet with you. The white man and the Indians are always glad to meet  they can benefit each other mutually. Each has got what the other requires. I have come for the purpose of opening up trade with you. It is true that I myself will take my departure to-morrow, because I am in search of new lands; but some of my people will remain on the spot, and if you bring in a sufficient quantity of furs to make it answer, my men will return to Fort Chipewyan for more goods, and will spend the winter here. They will build a fort and continue to dwell among you as long as you shall be found to deserve it.

At this point the speaker paused, and the dark-skinned audience gave vent to a loud Ho! which was equivalent to the British Hear, hear!

In regard to my own work, continued Mackenzie, I intend to search for, and find the great river, which, it is said, flows out of this lake, and follow its current to the sea  or, as you call it, the great salt lake. Do my brothers know anything about this river? If so, let them speak.

Hereupon an old chief, with hair like small iron wire, and a skin like shoe-leather, got up, and delivered himself as follows  

We are glad to hear what our white brother says. It encourages us to know that you will make a trading fort in our country, for we have need of one. Hitherto we have had to travel far  very far  with our furs; or if, to save trouble, we intrusted our furs to the Chipewyans, they often pillaged us, or, at most, gave us very little for the fruits of our toil. For a long time we have been so discouraged that we had no motive to pursue the beaver, except to obtain a sufficiency of food and clothing. Now if you come to us, we shall be happy  wauch!

The last word was equivalent to the expression There, think o that! The old man paused as if to give his audience time for reflection.

As to the great river, he continued sententiously, we know of its existence; but none of our tribe has ever followed its course down to the great salt lake. We earnestly advise our brother not to go there, for it is a dreadful river. It is said that there are two impassable falls in its course; and it is so long that old age will come upon you before the time of your return. You will also encounter monsters of horrid shapes and awful strength on the land and in the water  wauch!

The old chief began to glare solemnly at this point, and the whole tribe followed his example.

It is said, he continued, that there are bears which eat the trees as if they were grass; whose cubs, even at their birth, are strong enough to kill the stoutest man. There are monsters in the river so big that a canoe full of men would be but a mouthful to them. There are so few animals or fish fit for food, that you will all certainly be starved. And, besides all this, evil spirits dwell there, whose chief delight lies in attacking, killing, roasting, and devouring men  wauch!

Here the Indian sat down with the decision of a man who has given unanswerable arguments for the overturning of foolish plans; nevertheless, Mackenzies plans remained unaltered. Not so, however, those of a young Indian, who had been engaged to guide the explorers to the other end of the lake, in order to save them from the loss of time which would be occasioned by the necessity of coasting round its numerous bays. The imagination of this youth  Coppernose, as Lawrence Guff facetiously styled him  was so wrought upon by the dreadful description of the great river, that he manifested a strong desire to draw back; but by the timely addition of a small kettle, an axe, a knife, and a few beads to the gifts already bestowed on him, he was eventually persuaded to venture.

Before departing, poor Coppernose took a ceremonious leave of his family. He cut off a lock of his hair, and divided it into three parts. One of these he fastened to the top of his wifes head, and blew on it three times with the utmost violence, at the same time uttering certain cabalistic words. The other two portions he fastened with the same formalities to the heads of his two children.

Even at the last he hesitated, and was finally made to enter the canoe more by force than by persuasion!

A few days later, and our pioneers were fairly embarked on the great river, whose course to the mouth it was their object to explore.

The expedition was now somewhat reduced, owing to Monsieur Le Roux having been left behind. It consisted of three canoes  the large one with Mackenzie and five men; a small one, with English Chief and his two wives, and Coppernose; and another small one, containing Reuben, his son, Swiftarrow, and Darkeye. Two of the Canadians were also attended by their wives; so that the party numbered sixteen souls, five of whom were women. They all kept company as much as possible, but English Chief was frequently left behind by the large canoe; while Reuben and his friends, being the hunters as we have said, were necessarily absent for considerable periods in search of game.

One evening as they were descending a beautiful sweep of the river under sail in grand style, the English Chief  leaning composedly back in his canoe, while his right hand slightly moved the steering paddle, and his teeth grasped his beloved pipe  said quietly to Coppernose, of course in the Indian tongue  

A pretty guide you are, not to know something more about a river so near to your own wigwam.

Coppernose, who was a humble-minded man, smiled slightly, and shook his head as he said  

All red men are not so adventurous as the English Chief. I never had occasion to travel in this direction, and do not know the way.

Boo! ejaculated English Chief; meaning, no doubt, fiddlededee!

But I know of a river, continued Coppernose, which falls into this one from the north, and comes from the Horn Mountain that we passed at the end of Great Slave Lake; it is the country of the Beaver Indians. My relations meet me frequently on that river. There are great plains on both sides of that river, which abound in buffaloes and moose-deer.

I dont believe it  wauch! said English Chief. As this was a discouraging reception of his remarks, Coppernose relapsed into silence.

Soon afterwards the large canoe was observed to make for a low grassy point; and as it was about the usual camping time, English Chief made for the same place. The hunters reached it about ten minutes later, and bore into camp two reindeer, four geese, and a swan, besides a large quantity of berries gathered by the fair (or brown) hands of Darkeye.

There is plenty of game everywhere, said Reuben, in answer to a query from his leader, we might have killed much more if wed had more time  but enough is as good as a feast, as the sayin goes in my country.

In your country? said Mackenzie, with a smile.

Ay, I claim to be a Scotchman  though I was born and raised in Canada  my father hailed from the land o cakes.

Does Lawrence claim the same nationality on the same ground, Reuben?

He does not! answered Lawrence for himself, while busy cleaning his fathers gun.

The lad loves the Canadians, replied Reuben, with a chuckle; besides, he couldnt claim it on the same ground, seein that I am fully half a Scot, while he is at least three-quarters a Canadian.

More the better luck for him, said one of the Canadians, who had already kindled a fire, before which one of his comrades was busily engaged setting up juicy venison steaks to roast.

Oui, observed another; vraiment, Canada beats Scottish land altogeder.

Ha! Faderland ees more best, den all ze vorld, said the German, quaffing a can of water with as much zest as if it had been his own native Rhine wine.

I warrant me, said Mackenzie with a laugh, that our trusty guide, Coppernose, would not give the wilderness here for Canada, Scotland, and Faderland put together. What say you, lad?

Coppernose looked gravely at his questioner, but made no reply.

Boo! said English Chief; regarding his countryman with a look of contempt; hims no onerstan Eengleesh.

He understands how to eat a rumpsteak of venison, however, said Mackenzie, with a laugh, as Coppernose at that moment coolly appropriated a mass of half-roasted meat, and began to devour it. Youd better follow his example, lads.

The men were not slow to take this advice. In a short time all were more or less busily engaged with venison steaks, marrow-bones, goose drum-sticks, and fish; and comparative silence prevailed while the cravings of nature were being appeased. After supper, pipes were lighted, and conversation became animated for some time; but they were all too much fatigued to prolong this period, interesting though it was. One after another they spread their blankets under a convenient bush or tree, and, ere long, the whole party was in the land of Nod.




Chapter Five.

Describes a Literal Wild-Goose Chase and Other Matters.

Time sped on its proverbially rapid wing; the summer advanced, and still Mackenzie and his men continued to descend the mighty river of the far north, encountering dangers and vicissitudes enough undoubtedly, but happily escaping those terrified monsters of the forest and the flood, which had been described by the Copper Indians of Great Slave Lake, and the thought of which caused poor Coppernose himself to grow terrified and desperate by turns. Fain would that unhappy son of the forest have bid the party farewell, and returned to his own wigwam alone; but this might not be, for his services were of some importance, and the leader of the expedition kept on him constantly an eye, which excelled in intense watchfulness the glare of the fiercest of those creatures which filled his imagination. He submitted, therefore, with the best grace he could assume; but, what between being watched by Mackenzie, haunted by ghosts, and bullied by English Chief, poor Coppernose had a sad time of it. He possessed, however, a naturally elastic and jovial spirit, which tended greatly to ameliorate his condition; and as time passed by without any serious mishap, or the appearance of any unusually dreadful creature, he became gradually reconciled to his position.

One day  perhaps we should rather say one night, for it was approaching midnight, although the sun was still above the horizon, owing to the high northern latitude to which they had attained, rendering the whole twenty-four hours round a continuous day  one day (or night) as the canoes were sweeping down a reach of the broad river, they saw a few wreaths of smoke rising above the tree-tops. The spot was very beautiful, being thickly wooded and backed by high land, on the slopes of which the trees and bushes hung like delicate fringes of green among masses of silvery grey rock.

That looks like the smoke of an Indian wigwam, Louis, said Mackenzie to his bowman.

No, monsieur, it is the wood burning, replied Louis, dipping his vermilion-painted paddle with great vigour.

Louis was right, for soon afterwards they turned a point which disclosed to their view a considerable tract of woodland which had been recently destroyed by fire. Several tracts of this kind had been already passed, some of which had been consumed long before, and forests of young poplars had grown up in their places  a curious circumstance this, which Mackenzie remarks on, namely, That wherever land covered with spruce, pine, and white birch had been laid waste with fire, there poplars, and nothing else, were found to grow, even though none of that species of tree had existed there before.

Passing this desolated tract they came to a part of the river which was studded with several islands, on one of which reindeer were seen.

Theres your chance, said Mackenzie to his hunters, who happened to range up alongside in their small canoe at that moment.

Weve seed em, monsieur, said Reuben, but we must have some more ammunition afore startin after them, for the powder-horns of Lawrence and Swiftarrow are both empty.

As soon as the horns were replenished, Reuben and his friends pushed out into the stream and made for the island. The other canoes continued to advance. They seldom waited for the hunters, for the latter being comparatively light, could act as a sort of flying artillery, falling behind, turning aside, or pushing ahead, as the case might require, in pursuit of game, and almost always returning to the main body about the camping hour, or soon after it. On this evening, however, the canoes reached a snug camping-ground before the usual time; they therefore determined to stop there and set the nets, as well as to overhaul the canoes, which stood much in need of repair. The cold of the ice-laden waters, through which they had recently passed, had cracked the gum off the seams, and collisions with the ice itself had made some ugly slits in the birch-bark of which the canoes were made.

That evening the nets, which were set in four fathoms water, produced an abundant supply of carp, whitefish, and trout.

Now, lads, said Mackenzie, when the canoe brought ashore the welcome provisions, set the women to work to make pemmican, for we must leave a supply concealed here against our return.

Louis Blanc superintended the making of this pemmican, which consisted of fish dried in the sun and pounded between two stones. Pemmican is also made of meat, in which case the pounded meat is put into a bag made of the raw hide of the animal; the bag is then filled with melted fat and the mouth sewed up with raw sinews. This style of pemmican will keep fresh for years.

Where did English Chief go when we landed? asked Mackenzie.

Dont know, monsieur, replied Louis.

After game, probably, observed the leader, as he sat down on the stump of a fallen tree and began to make notes in his journal.

Some time thereafter, Reubens canoe returned laden with two deer, besides two swans, a number of ducks and hares, and several brace of ptarmigan, which latter were quite grey at that season, with the exception of one or two pure white feathers in the tail. They said that wild-fowl were innumerable among the islands; but this, indeed, was obvious to all, for everywhere their plaintive and peculiar cries, and the whirring or flapping of their wings, were heard even when the leafy screen over the encampment hid themselves from view. Darkeye also contributed her share to the general supplies, in the shape of several large birch-baskets full of gooseberries, cranberries, juniper-berries, rasps, and other wild berries, which, she said, grew luxuriantly in many places.

Meanwhile, the night (as regards time) advanced, although the daylight did not disappear, or even much diminish, but English Chief, with Coppernose and his two squaws, did not return, and their prolonged absence became at length a cause of no little anxiety to the leader of the expedition. The fact was that English Chief was fond of a little fun, and despite the dignified position which he held, and the maturity of his years, he could not resist availing himself of any little chance that came in his way of having what is more pithily than elegantly styled a spree.

It happened to be the particular period at which the wild-fowl of those regions begin to cast their feathers. Knowing this, English Chief quietly slipped off with his canoe when Mackenzie landed, and soon found a colony of swans afflicted with that humiliating lack of natural clothing, which is the cause, doubtless, of their periodically betaking themselves to the uttermost ends of the earth in order to hide in deep solitude their poverty, and there renew their garments. Judge then, reader, if you can, the consternation with which these once graceful creatures discovered that their retreat had been found out by that inquisitive biped, man  that they were actually caught in the act of moulting!

Uttering a terrific hoozoo! or some such equally wild Red-Indian hunting cry, English Chief dashed his paddle into the water; squaws and comrade followed suit; the canoe shot in among the rushes, and the whole party leaped on shore. Thus taken by surprise the swans bounced up, extended their miserable wings, uttered a trumpet-blast of alarm, and sought to fly. Of course they failed, but although they could not fly, they fled on the wings of terror, and with straight necks, heads low, legs doing double duty, and remnants of wings doing what they could, they made for the interior of the island at a pace which at first defied pursuit.

The higher part of the island was level and open, with here and there a few stunted bushes.

Arrived here the trumpeting crew scattered, like wise troops when pursued. English Chief set his heart and eyes on a particularly large bird, and dashed after it with upraised paddle. The swan made a desperate détour, apparently bent on gaining the water; it ran round a bush, and was almost caught in the arms of the younger squaw, who, leaving her senior in the canoe, had joined in the pursuit. A shriek from the squaw sent it off at a tangent to the left, pinions aloft, and terror depicted on its visage. English Chief also doubled, but a crooked stump caught his foot and sent him headlong into the bush. At that instant, Coppernose, having foiled a swan with a well-directed sweep of his paddle, came up and gave chase. English Chief, nettled at the interference, sprung up, followed and overtook him just as the hard-pushed swan turned at bay. Both men came upon it at the same moment, stumbled over it, and turned their wrath upon each other. The swan, recovering, ran wildly and blindly back towards the young squaw, who was so much alarmed by its look that she fairly turned and fled; but hearing the shouts of the Indians as they struggled, she turned towards them. Meanwhile, the elder squaw having landed, met the retreating swan just as it gained the rushes. Stooping down she allowed it to approach to within a yard of her  like a true heroine  and then, rising, hit it a neat blow on the back of the head and laid it low for ever.

After this she joined her sister-wife (if we may be allowed the expression) in trying to tear the Indians asunder. This was accomplished after a few seconds, but the two men still glared at each other. Fortunately they could do little more, having left their knives in the canoe. While they were still in a state of indecision, an unfortunate swan, which had taken refuge behind a bush, so far recovered its breath as to think it advisable to get still further away from such company. It was observed and followed as wildly as before by English Chief. This time Coppernose had the sense to confine his attentions to another part of the field, where, while prosecuting the chase, he suddenly came upon a flock of geese in the same helpless circumstances as the swans. Soon the swans were routed out of their places of concealment, and the cries of men, women, and birds again resounded in the air. The way in which those swans behaved was quite marvellous. They dodged the blows aimed at them, and jinked round the bushes as if they had been trained to such work in a regular public school for human bipeds, and they struck out with their pinions, too, so deftly and with such force that the pursuers had to become extremely cautious as well as bold in their approaches.

At last, when the Indians were thoroughly exhausted, they gave up the chase. On conveying the fruits of their exertions to the canoe, they found that they had killed five swans and a like number of geese. With these they returned in triumph to camp, to the great relief of Mackenzie, who had began to fear either that an accident had befallen them, or that they had deserted him.

At this place two bags of pemmican were concealed on an island, and here one of their leads was lost in taking soundings. The current of the river also was so violent that Mackenzie concluded they must be approaching the rapids, of which some of the natives had made mention. The strength of the current may be estimated from the fact that, when the lead just referred to caught on the bottom and held on, they attempted to clear it by paddling up stream; yet although they had eight paddles, and were held by the line, the strength of which was equal to four paddles, they were borne down with such force that the line snapped asunder.

Here the weather became very bad. They had frequent thunderstorms accompanied with violent rain, and, although it was at that time the beginning of July, ice lay in great quantities all along the banks of the river. On shore, the earth was thawed only to a depth of about fourteen inches. Indeed, the soil of those regions never thaws completely. At the hottest season of the year, if you were to dig down a few feet, you would come to a subsoil which is locked in the embrace of perpetual frost. Some signs of natives were discovered here, and, from the appearance of the cut trees, it was evident that they possessed no iron tools.

Push forward, was Mackenzies watchword more perhaps than it had been of any previous discoverer in Ruperts Land. The Indians began ere long to complain bitterly of his perseverance. They were not accustomed to such constant and severe exertion, and it was with great difficulty that he prevailed on them to continue the voyage.

As they advanced, fresh signs of natives were observed, and at last, one evening, they came in sight of an encampment of them. It was at a place where the current of the great river was so strong that it was in actual ebullition, and produced a hissing noise like a kettle of water in a moderate boiling state. The region was mountainous, and just before them they perceived a high ridge covered with snow.

Theyre evidently not much used to visitors, said Mackenzie, on observing that the natives were running about in great confusion, some making for the woods, and others hurrying to the canoes.

They is used to be tacked by inimis, said English Chief, who was rather proud of his knowledge of the English language.

Hail them in the Chipewyan tongue, said Mackenzie, as the canoes touched the beach. English Chief and the hunters landed first, and addressed the few natives who had ventured to remain, but they were so terrified as to be unable to reply. Seeing this, Mackenzie quietly landed, and gave orders for the pitching of the tents. While this was being done, the natives grew calm; they found that they understood Chipewyan; a few words relieved them of their apprehensions, and soon they not only came down to the tents, but were so gratified with their reception that they sent for those members of their tribe who had fled. Thus friendly relations were established.

There were five families, consisting of about thirty persons of two different tribes  the Slave and the Dog-rib Indians.




Chapter Six.

Indians met with, and the Mouth of the Great River Reached.

Heroes are not perfect. We deem it necessary to make this observation, because many modern biographers seem to imagine that their heroes are perfect, and even attempt to prove them to be so. We therefore feel it necessary to disclaim any such imagination or intention in regard to our hero. Alexander Mackenzie was indeed a hero, and a very fine specimen of a man  mentally as well as physically  if we are to credit the report of those who knew him best; but he was not perfect.

For instance, he evidently acted sometimes on the fallacious notion that whatever gave pleasure to himself must necessarily give pleasure to all other men. Acting on this idea in the present instance, he sought to delight the hearts of these Slave and Dog-rib Indians by presenting them with pipes and tobacco, and inducing them to smoke. To the credit of humanity be it recorded that they received the gift with marked dislike, although they were too polite to absolutely refuse it. Slaves though one section of them were in name, they were not slaves to tobacco; and the other section being Dog-ribs, had, we presume, too little of Adams rib in them to find pleasure in smoke. Of course, they knew something about smoke, but it was chiefly as a nuisance, which was very troublesome to the eyes, and which usually issued from the tops of their wigwams  not from human lips. It must also be recorded that those estimable savages entertained a strong antipathy to grog when it was produced. Their hearts were reached, however, and their souls gladdened, when knives, beads, awls, firesteels, flints, and hatchets were presented to them; and we can fancy how animated and earnest would be their converse over the wigwam fires, for weeks and months, if not for years, afterwards, when they brought out, for the thousandth time, and feasted their wondering eyes on, those delightfully useful implements, which had been left by the mysterious white beings who had dropped upon them so suddenly, as if from the skies, and whom they felt half inclined at first to reverence as gods.

Having won their confidence and esteem, Mackenzie proceeded to question them as to that portion of the great river which yet lay before him. Their account was an exaggerated echo of that previously obtained from the Indians of Great Slave Lake. Being, therefore, of little or no value, our hero was obliged to advance, and solve the question for himself. As before, the effect of the Indian stories on the Indians of his party was very marked and discouraging. With great difficulty Mackenzie overcame their objections to proceed, and even succeeded in persuading one of the Dog-rib Indians to accompany him by the potent influence of a small kettle, an axe, a knife, and a few other gifts. This man was a stout young fellow, in a very dirty deerskin coat and leggings, with a double blue line tattooed on his cheeks from the ears to the nose, on the bridge of which it met in a blue spot. Hence Lawrence, following the natural bent of his mind, which he had already displayed in naming Coppernose, immediately addressed this new recruit as Bluenose.

These poor savages, although exemplary in the matters of grog and tobacco, were, we are constrained to admit, a very filthy set of creatures; very poor also, because utterly destitute of such wealth as the fur-traders had carried to many of the less remote tribes of Indians. Nevertheless they possessed a considerable number of implements of their own manufacture, some of wood and others of bone, etcetera, which proved them to be possessed of much ingenuity and taste. The description of their weapons reminds one of those remains of prehistoric man which we find treasured in our museums, for they had arrows barbed with horn, flint, iron, and copper, spears shod with bone, daggers of horn and bone, and axes made of brown or grey stone. The latter were from six to eight inches long and two thick, having the inside flat and the outside round, and tapering to an edge, and were fastened by the middle to wooden handles with a cord of raw skin. They kindled fires by striking together a piece of white or yellow pyrites and a flint stone over a piece of touch-wood, and boiled water in water-tight baskets, by putting a succession of red-hot stones into them.

From these Indians the explorers learned that they had passed, on their voyage down the river, large bodies of Indians who inhabit the mountains.

Hell never make up his mind to go, observed Reuben, as, when about to set forth again, he looked at the pale countenance of the Dog-rib who had agreed to join the party.

Mackenzie had already had a severe argument with him in order to induce him to fulfil his engagement, and had left him under the impression that he had been successful; but when the poor man had said farewell to the tribe, and was on the point of entering the canoe, his courage failed, and he drew back. Seeing this, Lawrence suddenly seized him by the nape of the neck, and exclaiming, Come, look sharp, Bluenose, get in with ee, gave him a lift that put the matter at rest by sending him sprawling on board. Next moment they were off, and shooting down the rapid current of the river.

That night they encamped, amid heavy squalls of wind and rain, at the foot of a rocky hill, on the top of which their new guide said that it blew a gale every day of the year! Here the Dog-rib became very unhappy, and pretended to be ill, but a strict watch was kept on him so that he could not escape. The country around them was very wild and rugged, and they were informed by their guide that great numbers of bears and small white buffaloes (musk-oxen?) frequented the mountains; also some tribes of Indians. Here some of the party attempted to ascend a steep hill, but were almost suffocated and fairly driven back by clouds of mosquitoes.

Natives were sometimes seen and spoken with, although their first impulse on beholding the voyagers was almost invariably to flee. On one occasion a whole tribe fled save one old man, who came boldly forward and said that he was too old to run or to care much about the short time that yet remained to him of this life. At the same time he pulled out his grey hair by handfuls, and distributed them among the party, imploring their favour for himself and his relations. His mind was quickly relieved by Swiftarrow, who seemed to have a special desire, as well as talent, for comforting aged persons of both sexes.

Some of these tribes were named the Hare Indians  hares and fish being their principal means of support. While spending a night with these people a storm of thunder and rain came on, in the midst of which the Dog-rib, Bluenose, managed to make his escape. As it was important to have a guide, Mackenzie compelled a Hare Indian to fill his place; and, after carrying him off, took great pains to conciliate him  in which efforts he was happily successful.

Next day they observed natives on the east shore of the river, and directed their course towards them. Their new guide began to call to them in an incomprehensible manner, and said that the natives did not belong to his tribe, but were a very wicked people, who would beat them cruelly, and pull out their hair, and maltreat them in various ways. Despite this warning Mackenzie advanced, and soon found them to be quite as willing to accept of gifts as other tribes. He found that they understood their guide, and that English Chief clearly comprehended one of themselves, although he could not make himself understood. Here the joyful information was obtained that in three days more they should meet with the Esquimaux, and in ten days at furthest reach the great salt lake  or the sea.

These natives were very superior to those whom the travellers had last met with, and one of them was engaged to take the place of Bluenose. This man, who was clad in a shirt made of the skins of the musk-rat, after which he was named, was a very lively individual. He sang the songs not only of his own tribe, but also those of the Esquimaux, with whom his tribe had been formerly at war, but were now at peace. He also undertook to perform an Esquimaux dance in Mackenzies canoe, and would infallibly have upset that conveyance had he not been violently restrained. He commented on the tribe to which Bluenose belonged with great contempt, calling them by the strong names of cowards and liars.

During these brief visits to the natives our discoverer was not only troubled by the thievish propensities of the natives, but had to guard against the same tendencies in his own men, some of whom were much confused as to the true course of rectitude in regard to mine and thine; in addition to which he had to contend with a general propensity on the part of his men to quarrel not only with each other, but with the weather, the journey, and the decrees of fate generally. By a judicious mixture, however, of firmness and suavity, severity and kindness, he managed to keep the several parts of his discordant band together; and, in so doing, proved himself an able general for the highest generalship consists in making the most of existing circumstances and materials.

The river here ran through various channels formed by islands, some of which were without a tree, while others were covered with spruce, fir, and other trees. The banks, which were about six feet above the surface of the river, displayed a face of solid ice intermixed with veins of black earth, and as the heat of the sun melted the ice, the trees frequently fell into the river. The variety of channels in the river rendered it difficult to decide which should be followed. Muskrat, the new guide, recommended that which ran to the east; but his leader, not feeling sure of his wisdom or knowledge, preferred the middle channel.

Here Mackenzie put ashore and proceeded to engage in some cabalistic pursuits which utterly confounded Muskrat.

What is he doing? asked the savage of English Chief.

Taking the sun, replied the interpreter, with immense pomposity.

What does that mean? asked the savage.

English Chief tried to explain, but failed for this good reason  that he himself was totally ignorant of the subject beyond the phrase, which he had picked up after the manner of a parrot.

It was found that the latitude was 67 degrees 47 minutes north. This was further north than Mackenzie had expected to make it, but the difference was owing to the variation of the compass. From this it became evident that the river emptied itself into the Polar Sea. Not satisfied, however, with the apparent certainty of this, our pioneer resolved to have ocular demonstration  to push on to the mouth of the river, even although, by so doing, he should risk not being able to return to Fort Chipewyan for want of provisions.

But now his men became so much discouraged that they did their utmost to induce him to turn back, and he felt convinced that if they had had it in their power, some of them would have left him to his fate. As Columbus did of old, in somewhat similar circumstances, he assured them that he would now advance only a specified number of days  seven, adding that if he did not then reach the sea he would return. Indeed the low state of their provisions alone formed a sufficient security for the maintenance of his engagement.

That evening (the 11th July) they pitched their tents near to a spot where there had been three encampments of the Esquimaux, and here Mackenzie sat up all night to observe the sun, being now in that realm of bright unchanging day, which in winter becomes a region of continuous night.

At half-past twelve he called up Reuben Guff and his son and Swiftarrow, who were the most intelligent members of his party, to view a spectacle which they had never before seen. They thought, on observing the sun so high, that it was the signal to embark, and were about to rouse their comrades, when Mackenzie checked them, and it was with difficulty he persuaded them that the sun had not descended nearer to the horizon, and that it was then but a short time past midnight!

It is but justice to Reuben and his party to say that they offered no opposition to their leader during the whole voyage. In regard to this, one speech made by Reuben will suffice to describe the spirit that animated him.

It dont do, Lawrence, said he, to go for to interfere wi them as leads. Be they wise or be they foolish it ony makes matters wus to interfere wi leaders, my lad; therefore its best always to hold your tongue an do yer dooty. What Monsieur Mackenzie is, it aint for the likes of you and me to pretend for to judge. He seems to me an able, brave, and wise man, so my colours is nailed to the mast, dye see  as was said by the immortal Lord Nelson  an Ive made up my mind to follow him to the end, through thick and thin. Its little right I would have to claim to be a pioneer if I didnt hold them sentiments.

Them sentiments, we need scarcely add, were heartily echoed by his Indian friend and his son.

The appearance of deserted native encampments still further confirmed Mackenzie in his belief that he had at length reached the land of the Esquimaux. Round their fireplaces were found scattered pieces of whalebone, and spots were observed where train-oil had been spilt. The deserted huts also corresponded in construction with those which were known to be built elsewhere by the denizens of the far north. Several runners of sledges were also found, and the skulls of a large animal, which was conjectured to be the walrus. Here the land was covered with short grass and flowers, though the earth was not thawed above four inches from the surface; beneath that all was frozen hard.

The pioneers had now at last reached the entrance of what appeared to be a lake, which was in the neighbourhood of the Polar Sea, if not that sea itself; but the variety of channels, the strength of currents, the shallowness of the water and quantity of ice with which it was beset, with the ignorance of their guide, rendered it impossible to make any further advance that season. The object of the expedition, however, had been accomplished. The largest northern river of America, estimated at 2000 miles in length, had been traced from its source to its outlet in the Polar Sea; the nature of the country and its inhabitants had been ascertained; coal and copper ore had been discovered; the region had been wrenched from the realms of terra incognita, and the energetic pioneer fixed the position of his most northerly discoveries in 69 degrees 7 minutes north latitude. Another fact which proved that they were within the influence of the sea was the rise and fall of the water, which could be nothing else than the tide.

They caught a fish, also, resembling a herring, which none of the party had ever seen except English Chief who declared it to be of a kind that abounds in Hudsons Bay, and finally they beheld what settled the question, a shoal of white whales, which their Indian guide said was the principal food of the Esquimaux.

It was no wonder that the discoverers found the navigation very intricate, because that great river, now named the Mackenzie, is known to empty its waters into the Polar Sea by innumerable mouths which form a delta of about forty miles in width. Storms, rain, and fogs, threw additional hindrances in their way. There was, therefore, nothing left for it but to erect a post and take possession of the land in the name of the King.

Homeward! after that, was the order of the day. But what a mighty distance off that home was! And, after all, when reached it was but a log-hut or two in a part of the vast wilderness which, regarded from a civilised-land point of view, was itself the very confines of the known world. Our space forbids us to follow Mackenzie and his men on their arduous and interesting return voyage. Suffice it to say that they dragged the canoes by means of lines against the strong current for a large portion of the way; and, after incurring innumerable dangers from natives, rapids, storms, and starvation, they reached the Lake of the Hills and landed at Fort Chipewyan on the 12th of September 1789, having been absent for the long period of one hundred and two days.

That our hero was not content to rest upon the laurels thus gathered in the far north, but longed to act the part of pioneer over the Rocky Mountains into the far west, shall be made plain in our next chapter.




Chapter Seven.

A Voyage of Discovery to the Far West Planned and Begun.

Three years passed away, during which period Mackenzie, being busily occupied with his arduous duties as a fur-trader, could not carry out the more noble purposes of discovery on which his heart was set. But a time at length arrived when circumstances permitted him to turn his eyes once more with a set purpose on the unknown wilderness of the West. Seated one fine morning about the beginning of spring, in his wooden residence at Fort Chipewyan, he observed Reuben Guff passing the window with an axe on his shoulder, that worthy, with his son and Swiftarrow, having engaged in the service of the fur-traders at the end of the late expedition. Opening the door, Mackenzie called him in.

Where are you bound for just now, Reuben?

To dinner, monsieur.

Reuben, said Mackenzie, with a peculiar look, has all your pioneering enthusiasm oozed out at your finger ends?

No, monsieur, replied the man, with a slight smile, but Lawrence and I have bin thinkin of late that as Monsieur Mackenzie seems to have lost heart, we must undertake a vyage o diskivery on our own account!

Good. Then you are both ready, doubtless, to begin your discoveries with a canoe journey of some extent on short notice?

At once, monsieur, if it please you.

Nay, Reuben, not quite so fast as that, said Mackenzie, with a laugh; you may have your dinner first. But to-morrow you shall become a genuine pioneer by preceding me towards the far west. You know the position of our most distant settlements on the Peace River?

Perfectly, said Reuben, whose eye kindled as he began to see that his master was in earnest.

Well, I intend to visit these settlements this fall, and push on towards the Rocky Mountains. It will take me to the end of the season to accomplish this, so that our real voyage of discovery will not begin until the following spring. Now, there is a certain locality beyond our most distant outpost, which I shall describe to you afterwards, where I intend to build a fort and spend next winter, so as to be on the spot ready to begin the moment the ice breaks up. Preparations must be made there for the building of the fort. Timber must be felled, cut, and squared for the houses and palisades, and two able and willing, as well as experienced men, must go there to begin this work without delay. It occurs to me that the two best men I have for such work are Reuben Guff and his son. Are they prepared for this duty, think you?

Say the word, monsieur, was Reubens laconic but significant reply.

Well, then, it is said. Come back here after dinner with Lawrence, and I will give you instructions: you shall start to-morrow at daybreak.

Reuben bowed and left the hall with a light step. Next day he and his son started on their journey in a small birch-bark canoe; on the 10th of October Mackenzie followed in a canoe of larger dimensions. He visited several establishments of the district of which he had charge; ascended the Peace River towards its unknown sources, gave good advice to the several bands of Indians whom he met with by the way, and generally strengthened the hearts and hands of his agents. Passing the last outpost on the river, he pushed on, until, finally, he reached his intended winter-quarters on the 1st of November  not a day too soon, for the river was already being covered with its winter coat of ice.

Here he found Reuben and Lawrence, bronzed and hardened with toil and exposure. They had done good service during the previous summer, for all the timber was prepared, a space marked out for the fort, and a deep trench dug for the palisades. Here also were found a band of natives, amounting to about seventy men, anxiously awaiting the arrival of the Chief, as they styled Mackenzie, and thirsting especially for tobacco and rum, both of which  unlike the natives of the far north  they were particularly fond of.

To build a fort in a few weeks, consisting of a dwelling-house and several stores, with palisades eighteen feet high, in the midst of frost so intense that their axes sometimes became as brittle as glass, and living in tents the while, exposed to the storms of wind and snow peculiar to a hyperborean clime, was a feat which, if detailed, would fill a volume. We are constrained to dismiss the subject in a line. Thus curtly, also, must we treat the winter. Yet some points we cannot forbear to touch on, illustrative as they are of some curious experiences of the fur-traders.

The Indians there were unusually ignorant of medical science, and when ill applied to Mackenzie, believing, with childlike simplicity, that he certainly knew everything and could do anything!

One woman came to him with a swelled breast, which her friends had lacerated with flints in order to cure it; this failing, they had blown on it, but with similar want of success. Mackenzie knew not what to do, but, bringing common sense to bear on the case, he made the poor creature keep it clean (she was naturally dirty), poulticed it several times, and anointed it with healing salve. In a short time a perfect cure was effected. After that an Indian while at work in the woods was attacked with a sudden pain near the first joint of his thumb, which disabled him. He appealed to Mackenzie, who, to his surprise, found a narrow red inflamed stripe about an inch wide, extending from the mans thumb to his shoulder. The pain was very violent, and accompanied with chilliness and shivering. Mackenzie admits that the case was quite beyond his skill; but as it was necessary to relieve the Indians mind, he attempted a cure. He prepared a kind of volatile liniment of rum and soap, with which he ordered the arm to be rubbed. The success of this treatment was doubtful, because at first it drove the man mad, and the red stripe not only increased but extended in the form of several blotches on the body, and was accompanied by pains in the stomach. Seeing this, our amateur doctor fell back on the old plan of bleeding, an operation which he had never before performed. The result was marvellous. The following night the man was much better, and ere long was restored to his former health, and filled with gratitude.

Again, on another occasion, a young Indians gun burst and maimed his hand so that the thumb hung by a mere strip of flesh. When he came to the fort his wound was in a very offensive state. His friends had done their best for him, but as their panacea for everything consisted in singing or howling, and blowing on the affected part, he was not perceptibly the better for their exertions. The youths life being in danger, Mackenzie once more tried his skill. He applied to it a poultice of bark stripped from the roots of the spruce fir, having first washed the wound with the juice of the bark. This proved to be a very painful dressing, but it cleaned the wound effectually. He then cut off the pendent thumb, and applied a dressing of salve composed of Canadian balsam, wax, and tallow dropped from a burning candle into the water. As before, the treatment was successful, insomuch that the young red-skin was soon in the hunting-field again, and brought an elks tongue as a fee to his benefactor.

During the winter he was visited by a few Rocky Mountain Indians, who gave him some important information; namely, that the Peace River in the mountain districts was interrupted by numerous bad rapids and falls, and that, towards the mid-day sun, there was another great river whose current ran in an opposite direction, the distance between the sources of the two rivers being short.

The winter, with its dreary storms and bitter colds, at length passed away, and genial spring returned. As soon as the ice broke up, preparations were made for an immediate start. Their large birch-bark canoe had been overhauled and repaired. Her dimensions were twenty-five feet long inside, two feet two inches deep, and four feet nine inches wide. She carried goods for presents, provisions, arms, ammunition, baggage, etcetera, to the extent of three thousand pounds weight, with a crew of ten men, including their chief; yet she was so light that two men could carry her when empty for three or four miles without resting. They had no small canoe on this voyage. Their hopes, and, it may be truly said, their lives, were dependent on this solitary and frail conveyance.

As we have said, Mackenzie took nine men with him on this occasion, our friends Reuben, Lawrence, and Swiftarrow being among the number, and two of them being young Indian hunters of that region, who were supposed to be acquainted with at least part of the route they were about to pursue, and who were to act as interpreters. English Chief had long before left his former master, and no women were allowed to go with the party  even Darkeye was left behind! There was one other member of the party whom we must not omit to mention  namely, a large dog named Wolf.

On the 9th of May 1793, Mackenzie left the fort in charge of his interpreter, pushed off into the waters of the Peace River, turned the canoes bow westward, and the voyage of discovery began.

A few days afterwards they passed through scenery which all confessed was the most beautiful they had ever beheld.

Tis like a glimpse o paradise, exclaimed Reuben, as the whole party rested on their paddles for a few minutes to gaze upon it.

Ho! exclaimed Swiftarrow, with a nod to his friend, which evidently was meant for assent.

Betterer nor the Hudson, said Ducette, one of the Canadians, with a look of admiration.

Does it beat Scottisland, monsieur? asked Lawrence, with a somewhat sly expression.

Well, ahem, replied Mackenzie with hesitation, its not exactly  that is, it is vastly different and truly magnificent  they wont compare, Lawrence; they wont compare!

The region did indeed merit all that could be said in its praise. The ground on the west side of the river  which was wide and full of lovely wooded islets  rose at intervals to a considerable height, and stretched inwards to a great distance; at the foot of every slope there was a soft, grassy lawn, broken here and there by abrupt precipices, which were fringed with exuberant verdure. Shrubs and trees of every kind, in clumps and in groves, crested the heights or nestled in the hollows: among them were groves of poplar, with the white spruce and soft birch, and other trees; while the banks abounded with alders and willows. Those that bore blossom were just opening their bright buds, and the setting sun cast a rich golden light over all, as though the glory of the beneficent Creator were shining on His gorgeous handiwork. But that beautiful wilderness did not blossom and bloom in solitude. It was tenanted and enjoyed by countless numbers of living creatures. Wherever the travellers turned their eyes, vast herds of elk and buffaloes were to be seen, the latter sporting with their young ones on the plains, the former preferring to browse on the slopes and uplands; and innumerable birds of all shapes and sizes enlivened the scene with their varied gyrations, and filled the air with melody.

It seemed, indeed, a species of paradise; but not far from it the travellers were painfully reminded of its terrestrial nature by the sight of a wide-spread conflagration, which carried fierce destruction over the whole plain, and left black ruin behind; and still further on Mackenzie was robbed of the pleasurable feelings due to the influence of sweet scenery, by the baleful influence of man in the shape of a chief of the Beaver Indians with a hunting-party. He tried to push on past these Indians, but they kept up with the canoe, running along shore, and when night approached he was compelled to encamp with them. The consequence was, as he had feared, that these people attempted to terrify his young Indian interpreters with dreadful accounts of the land beyond, and succeeded so far that it was with the utmost difficulty that they could be persuaded to remain with the expedition.

Next night they encamped at a spot where a stream fell into the Peace River from the north.

Voilà! wat is dis? exclaimed Ducette, as he leaped on shore.

The fut-print of a grizzly bar, said Reuben, stooping to examine and measure the mark; an oncommon big un, too  full nine inches wide. I wouldnt like to embrace that bar.

The den, or place where this monster or some of its kindred had spent the winter, was also found not far-off. It was ten feet deep, horizontally, five feet high, and six feet wide.

I wish we could find him, said Lawrence as he kindled the camp-fire.

Ha! Swiftarrow has found something better, said Mackenzie, as the Indian strode into camp laden with the tongue, marrow-bones, and other choice portions of an elk which he had killed a short distance down the river.

Lawrence had his wish next day, for they found a grizzly bear so fierce-looking and large that it was well for him he was in the canoe struggling with rapids at the time, for he was reckless enough to have attacked it single-handed  a very dangerous proceeding, and a thing that the Indians never do. They appear to think that at least three men are necessary to the destruction of this much and justly feared monster of the mountains.

Lawrence looked at Bruin with a feeling of bloodthirsty desire; Bruin looked at Lawrence with an expression of stupid curiosity; and then slowly, not to say sulkily, retired into his native forest. Next day they beheld a more gratifying sight,  namely, the snow-capped Rocky Mountains themselves, within the rugged portals of which their canoe passed not long afterwards. Here, as was to be expected, the river became narrower and more turbulent, and ere long the explorers had to face dangers and difficulties which tested their courage and endurance to the uttermost.




Chapter Eight.

Difficulties and Dangers Faced and Overcome.

Their entrance on the difficult navigation of the mountains was inaugurated by an accident to the canoe. It was a slight one, however,  a rub against a rock which cracked the bark, and compelled them to land and spend an hour or so in mending it.

The current here was very strong, and creeping up along the banks was dangerous, owing to the masses of rock that frequently fell from the cliffs.

At one turn of the river in particular, a loud noise was heard, Look out! cried Mackenzie.

Before any one could well understand what danger threatened them, an enormous mass of rock was seen to bound down the banks right abreast of them, crashing through trees and bushes, and sending down showers of smaller stones. The men paddled with all their might, but the rock came straight at them, struck a flat piece of the cliff; and bursting like a bombshell, descended round them in a shower of small pieces, none of which, however, touched them, although many fell very near.

Coming one afternoon to a place where the current was stronger than usual, Mackenzie landed with Reuben, Lawrence, and Ducette, in order to lighten the canoe. They ascended the hills, which were covered with cypress, and but little encumbered with underwood. Here they found a beaten path, made either by Indians or wild animals. After walking a mile along it, they fell in with a herd of buffaloes with their young ones.

Hist! whispered Reuben, throwing forward the muzzle of his gun with the instinct of a hunter.

Dont fire, said Mackenzie, arresting his arm; it may alarm the natives, if any should chance to be within earshot. Send Wolf at them, Ducette.

Wolf, who belonged to Ducette, and had followed his master, was a splendid fellow,  not unlike the animal after which he had been named. He was well trained too, and kept foot and tongue equally under command, until his masters wishes were made known. Hearing his name mentioned, he cocked his ears and gazed up in Ducettes face.

Allons donc, Wolf, said Ducette.

Instantly the dog made a magnificent rush into the midst of the herd, which scattered right and left, and seized a young calf by the nose! The creature, though young, was powerful, and for some time struggled bravely; but the hound held on with deadly firmness, and worried the calf  to such an extent that in a short time Ducette was able to run in and despatch it.

To skin and dismember the carcase was a matter of little difficulty to these hunters, who were all expert butchers. They had just completed the work, and were congratulating each other on this accession of veal to the larder when a shot was heard in the direction of the canoe. It was immediately followed by another.

The signal to recall us, said Mackenzie. Gather up the meat, lads; come, be smart. Give them a couple of shots, Reuben, in reply.

The shots were fired, and, pushing down the hill through very close underwood, they soon came upon the canoe at the foot of a rapid which it was deemed impossible to ascend. What seemed impossible to some of his men, however, was by no means impossible to Mackenzie himself. He surveyed their position, saw that the succession of rapids above were indeed impracticable on that side of the river, but observed that on the other side it seemed possible to continue the ascent. The chief danger lay in attempting to cross with a heavily-laden canoe; but the attempt was made, and proved successful.

The dangers and mishaps which now assailed them in succession were enough to have damped the ardour of the most resolute pioneer; but there are some natures which cannot be quelled, whose motto in all circumstances seem to be Victory or death! Of such a spirit was Alexander Mackenzie, although some of his men would fain have turned back. Indeed, the overcoming of their objection to proceed sometimes cost him more trouble than overcoming the difficulties of the navigation.

On reaching the other side of the river, they towed the canoe along an island, and advanced well enough till they reached the extremity of it, when the line had to be exchanged for the paddles. In attempting to clear the point of the island, they were driven with great violence on a stony shore, and the frail canoe received considerable injury. To land and unload was the work of a few minutes; but it took a long time to repair the damage, by fitting in new pieces of bark and re-gumming the exposed seams. Part of the cargo, also, had to be opened and dried. This accomplished, they carried the whole across the point which had damaged them, reloaded and embarked. But it was now seen that it was not possible to advance farther up that side of the river either by paddling, hauling with the line, or pushing with poles. There remained only the alternative, therefore, of returning by the way they had come, or recrossing the river despite the strength of the current and the fact that there were several cascades just below them, to get into which would have involved canoe and men in certain destruction.

Ve can nevair do it. Monsieur dare not! whispered Ducette to Reuben, as they floated for a few moments in an eddy.

Reuben glanced at his leader, who stood up in the canoe surveying the boiling rapids with a stern, intent gaze, and said quietly, Hell try.

Now, my lads, shove out with a will  ho! said Mackenzie, sitting down.

Lawrence, who was steering, dipped his paddle vigorously, the men followed suit, the canoe shot into the stream, and in a moment gained the sheltering eddy below an island, which was shaped somewhat like a table with a thick centre leg  or a mushroom. There were several such islands of solid rock in the river. They had been formed apparently by the action of the current  doubtless also of ice  cutting away their lower part, and leaving the mushroom-like tops, on which numbers of geese found a convenient breeding-place. From one to another of these islands the canoe shot in this way, thus decreasing the width of the final traverse. They paused a little longer at the last island, then shot into the stream, and, with a splendid sweep, gained the other side.

But here their case was little improved, for the current was almost as violent as that from which they had escaped. The craggy banks being low enough, however, to admit of the tracking-line being used, the men landed and towed the canoe till they came to the foot of the most rapid cascade they had yet seen. To ascend being impossible, they unloaded and carried everything over a rocky point; relaunched, reloaded, and continued to track with the line: but the dangers attending this operation had now seriously increased, for stones both small and great came continually rolling down the bank, and the steepness of the ground was such that the risk of the men slipping and falling into the water became imminent; besides which they had frequently to pass outside of trees which overhung the precipices; at such times a false step or a slip might have proved fatal. Presently they came to a sheer impassable precipice, where the men had to embark and take to poling up the stream; but ere long they got into water too deep for the poles, and recourse was again had to the tracking-line. Coming to another precipice, they were again checked; but Mackenzie, finding that the rock was soft, cut steps in it for the distance of about twenty feet, and thus passing along, leaped, at the risk of his life, on a small rock below, where he received those who followed him on his shoulders. Thus four of them passed, and managed to drag up the canoe, though they damaged her in doing so. They had now reached a spot where the canoe could be repaired, and fortunately found a dead tree which had fallen from the cliffs above. But for this, fire could not have been kindled there, as no wood was to be procured within a mile of the place; in which case the repairs could not have been accomplished.

Thus yard by yard these hardy pioneers advanced by means of the line, the paddle, or the pole, sometimes carrying the lading, sometimes the canoe as well, and often within a hairbreadth of destruction. Indeed, nothing but the coolness, courage, and skill of all concerned could, under God, have brought them safely through the fatigues and dangers of that tremendous day.

But they had not yet done with it. Having surmounted these and many other difficulties, they reached a place where it became absolutely necessary to make a traverse across an unusually strong current. Here the men silently showed their estimate of the danger by stripping themselves to their shirts, that they might be the better prepared to swim for their lives, in case of accident to the canoe! Fortunately the traverse was made successfully, and then at noon Mackenzie stopped and went ashore to take an altitude. While he was thus engaged, the men fastened the canoe and left it; but so insecure was the fastening that the current sheered her off, and if it had not happened that one of the men had remained in her and held on to the line, they would then and there have been deprived of every means of advancing or returning, as well as of present subsistence!

Despite the alarming nature of this incident, and the interference of a cloud that sought to neutralise the sun, our persevering traveller completed his observations, and proved the luckless spot to be situated in 56 degrees north latitude.

The rapidity of the current increased so much here, that in the distance of two miles they were compelled to unload four times and carry everything except the canoe; and even when thus light they found it difficult to prevent her being dashed to pieces against the rocks by the violence of the eddies.

The last danger they encountered was the worst. They came to a place where the river was nothing less than one continuous rapid, and they took everything out of the canoe, intending to tow her up with the line, only a few of the men being left in her. At length, however, the tumultuous heaving of the water was so great that a wave struck the canoes bow and broke the line. The dismay of those on shore may be imagined, for now it seemed as if nothing could save their comrades from destruction; and certainly no human power did save them on that occasion; for, while they grasped the sides of the canoe helplessly, another wave drove them with a wild surge out of the tumbling water; so that the men were enabled to thrust her ashore; and, strange to say, though the frail vessel had been carried by tossing swells over rocks which were left naked a moment later, she had received no material injury.

This last accident, coupled with the fact that the river as far as they could see was a sheet of white foaming water, induced the leader of the band to give up all idea of advancing farther at that point by water.

But do not imagine, good reader, that this implied the desertion of the canoe. On the contrary, that accommodating vessel having hitherto carried our pioneers, they now proposed to carry it  as shall be related presently.

Mackenzie met the grumbling discontent of his men with an order to ascend the hill and encamp there for the night.

Vraiment  it all very easy to say go up dere and camp for de noit,  mais I will go not farder! growled Ducette, as he threw a heavy bag of provisions on his back and trudged sulkily up the hill.

The two young Indians evidently approved of this sentiment, and one or two of the other men seemed inclined to echo it; but Reuben and Lawrence laughed as they each shouldered a burden,  and the former said it was his firm conviction that nothing would, could, or should stop Monsieur Mackenzie but the Pacific Ocean.

The precipitous bank of the river, or hill, up which they were desired to carry the tents, provisions, etcetera, necessary for their encampment, was so steep and encumbered with wood and scrub, that it might of itself have formed a sufficiently disheartening obstacle to men less accustomed to hardships; nevertheless, they braced themselves to it with wonted vigour, pushed through the scrub, felled trees to facilitate their ascent, and climbed like monkeys by the stems, until they gained the summit, where very soon a roaring fire was covered with bubbling kettles and broiling steaks and marrow-bones.

Meanwhile Mackenzie, accompanied by Swiftarrow, went off on foot to survey the river ahead. He walked as long as daylight permitted, but found that there seemed to be no end to the rapids and cascades, and returned to camp with worn-out moccasins and wounded feet. During the excursion he came on several old encampments of the Knisteneaux Indians, which must have been formed during war expeditions, a decided proof, he thought, of the savage and bloodthirsty nature of that people, seeing that their natural hunting-grounds were very far removed from those almost inaccessible regions.

It now became too apparent to the leader of the expedition that the mountain at this place must be crossed on foot, with the canoe and its heavy lading on the shoulders of himself and his men; but before deciding on this course, he resolved to despatch Reuben and three men with the two Indian interpreters to proceed along the line of the river until they should reach a navigable part of it. Accordingly, next day this party set out. Mackenzie remained in camp to superintend the repairing of the canoe and take observations. He was successful in obtaining correct time, and found the latitude to be 56 degrees 8 minutes.

At sunset the exploring party returned. They had penetrated the thick woods, ascended hills, descended valleys, and had finally got above the rapids, a distance of about three leagues; but their account of the difficulties in the way of advancing was very discouraging indeed. Mackenzie had foreseen this, and had made suitable preparations to counteract the evil effects thereof. In their absence he had prepared for them an enormous kettle of wild rice highly sweetened with sugar. When the tired, hungry, and footsore men sat down to this they became quite willing to listen to their leaders arguments in favour of a bold advance, and when the hearty supper was washed down with a liberal allowance of rum, and finished off with a pipe, they avowed themselves ready to face anything! In this satisfactory state of mind they retired to rest, while their leader sat up in the hope of obtaining an observation of Jupiter and his first satellite, which laudable aim was frustrated by cloudy weather.




Chapter Nine.

Deeper and Deeper into the Unknown Wilderness.

Next day the arduous work of cutting a road through the forest and up the mountainside was begun.

At daybreak their leader assembled the men. Now, my lads, said he, the work before us for the next two or three days will be very stiff, but it would be a disgrace to us if after having come so far, we were so soon  only a little beyond the middle of May  to give in because of a few difficulties. Besides, I am strongly of opinion that we cannot now be far from the height of land, and you know well enough that the moment we set foot on the other side of the topmost ridge of the mountains it will be all down stream. Let us set to work, then, with a will. Take your axes and cut your way through everything. The trees here are, as you see, of small growth. Cut those of them that stand conveniently in such a way as that they shall fall parallel with the intended road, but dont sever them quite through so that they make a sort of railing on each side. Come, Lawrence, Im glad to see that you are ready to begin, like a good pioneer  show them an example.

Lawrence, who was the only one of the listening band who chanced to have his axe on his shoulder, smiled when thus addressed, and, turning round, exclaimed Voilà! as he swayed the axe aloft and sent it sweeping at one stroke through a young tree, which fell with a crash and covered half of the party with its branches.

A general laugh followed, and immediately the whole band set to work with their axes, headed by Mackenzie himself.

From early morning till sunset they toiled during the next three days, almost without cessation, except for meals. They cut their way from the margin of the river, where the rocks and ground shelved so steeply that one false step of any of the men would have been followed by a headlong plunge into the water. Over the ridge, and down into a hollow beyond, and up the mountain farther on, they hewed a broad track, by which they conveyed the baggage and then carried up the canoe. This latter was an extremely difficult operation at the first part of the road, requiring the united efforts of the whole party. Being lifted on the shoulders of some of the men, the tracking-rope was fastened to the bow, and others of the party went in advance and took a couple of turns of the rope round a stump. The bearers then advanced steadily up the steep side of the mountain till they reached those who, by holding on to the rope, relieved them of any downward weight. The rope was then shifted to a stump farther up, and the advance was continued. Thus they may be said to have warped the canoe up the mountain! By two in the afternoon everything was got to the summit. Then Mackenzie, axe in hand, led the way forward. The progress was slow, the work exhausting. Through every species of country they cut their way. Here the trees were large and the ground encumbered with little underwood; there, the land was strewn with the trunks of fallen timber, where fire had passed with desolating power years before, and in its place had sprung up extensive copses of so close a growth, and so choked up with briars, that it was all but impossible to cut through them. Poplar, birch, cypress, red-pine, spruce, willow, alder, arrow-wood, red-wood, hard, and other trees,  all fell before the bright axes of the voyageurs, with gooseberry-bushes, currant-bushes, briars, and other shrubs innumerable. It must not be supposed that they did this heavy work with absolute impunity. No, there was many a bruise and blow from falling trees, and even the shrubs were successful not only in tearing trousers and leggings, but also in doing considerable damage to skin and flesh. So toilsome was the labour, that at the close of one of the days they had advanced only three miles.

On the afternoon of the third day they finally came out in triumph on the banks of the river above the cascades, having cut a road of about nine miles in extent.

Once again, then, behold them afloat and paddling up stream  still westward  with hopes animated and fortune smiling, or, as Reuben put it, with a gale of luck blowin right astarn. Reuben, be it observed, had consorted with sailors in his day down the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and had picked up a little of their slang.

But their good fortune never lasted long at a time. Their progress being very slow, it was found advisable to send the young Indian interpreters on shore to lighten the canoe and to hunt as they advanced. They frequently killed elk and other game. On one of these occasions Swiftarrow was nearly killed. He had been sent to fetch the choice parts of an elk which they had shot, when a big rock fell from the cliffs above, and was dashed to pieces at his very feet. Just after this incident a violent fall of rain took place, obliging them to remain in camp for a day. Then driftwood barred the river, and an opening had to be forced through it. Then more cascades appeared to check their advance; and, worst of all, just as they began to hope that the height of land was gained, an opening in the hills revealed a range of blue mountains far ahead of them, running south and north as far as the eye could reach. To add to their perplexities, they came to a fork in the river, one branch running due west, the other in a southerly direction.

Follow the westerly branch, said one; that must be the right one.

Not so sure o that, observed Reuben; the end of a track dont needsesarly pint out the ginral run of it.

You are right, Reuben, said Mackenzie; besides, I have been warned of this very branch by an old Indian whom I met last winter, and who said he had been up here in his youth. Therefore, though appearances are against it, I shall follow the southern branch.

Mackenzie was right in this determination, as it afterwards proved, but most of his men grumbled very much at the time, because the southerly branch, besides appearing to be the wrong one, was a very rapid and dangerous stream. They knew by that time, however, that nothing could bend their leaders will, so they submitted, though with a bad grace.

Here an immense number of beaver were seen, and a gladsome sight it was to the fur-trader, because beaver skins at that time were in great repute  silk hats not having, as yet, beaten them off the field and reduced their value to almost nothing. In some places these sagacious and busy animals had cut down several acres of large poplars. At this place, too, they had an alarm, some of the men declaring that they had heard shots fired by Indians in the woods. A whole night was therefore spent on the qui vive, although it turned out to be a false alarm.

One morning, the weather being fine and the river more manageable than usual, Mackenzie landed with Reuben and the two Indians, to ascend an adjacent mountain, telling his men to proceed in the canoe diligently, and directing them to fire two shots if they should require his return, agreeing that he would do the same if he should wish them to wait for him. Nothing was gained by this attempt to obtain a better prospect. On descending to the river they fired two shots, as agreed on, but no answer was received. Again they tried it, but the deep silence was only broken by an echo and by the rushing of the river.

Theyre behind us, suggested Reuben.

Theyve overshot us, said the Indians.

Again two shots were fired, but still no reply came. Mackenzies mind was at once filled with anxious fears lest some accident should have befallen his canoe, while he reproached himself for having left them even for a brief period in such dangerous navigation.

In these circumstances he turned to consult with his men.

Its my opinion, said Reuben, that theyve diskivered more rapids than they bargained for, and are out of earshot behind us; so wed better make tracks down stream till we find em.

Not so, said the elder of the Indians; without doubt the canoe is dashed to pieces, and our comrades are even now with their forefathers. We shall see them no more; and my advice is that we construct a raft and try to return on it to the lands whence we came.

Anxious though he was, Mackenzie could scarce refrain from laughing at the prompt way in which the red man had consigned his comrades to destruction. Come, said he, we wont give them up quite so readily as you seem inclined to. We shall make at least one effort to find them.

It was now arranged that Reuben and one of the Indians should remain at the spot where they then were, kindle a large fire, and send branches down the stream from time to time, as a signal to their comrades if they chanced to be below, and that Mackenzie with the other Indian should walk up the bank of the river several miles. This was done; but they returned after some hours to the fire, having seen nothing of the canoe.

As evening was now approaching, they became thoroughly alarmed, and a more rigorous plan of search was instituted. Reuben was sent off with one Indian to proceed down the river as far as he could go before night came on, with directions to continue the journey in the morning as far as to the place where they had encamped the preceding evening. Mackenzie with the other Indian again went off up the river, intending to make a thorough search in that direction. They had no food with them, but, having their guns and the means of making fire, they had no anxiety on that score, except in regard to an immediate meal, for game was scarcer than usual at that particular spot.

It was agreed that if both should fail of success, they were to return to the place where they then separated. But their anxieties were brought to an end sooner than they had hoped for. Not very long after parting, Mackenzie heard a very far-off shot, and then another, and in a few minutes an answering double shot at a still greater distance. These being the concerted signals, he knew that the canoe party must have been discovered by Reuben; he therefore retraced his steps with a light heart, despite the fact that he had worn the moccasins off his feet, and was completely drenched with rain. It turned out that the delay had been occasioned by the breaking of the canoe, and the consequent necessity of landing to repair damages. Indeed, the sorely-battered craft had become almost a wreck. As a fitting climax to this disastrous day, the night finished off with thunder, lightning, and rain.

While thus forcing their way to the head-waters of the river, they met with a small party of miserable-looking natives, who received them at first with violent demonstrations of an intention to immolate them on the spot if they should dare to land. It was evident that the poor creatures had been subjected to bad treatment and deception by other and more powerful tribes, because they remained in a state of great suspicion and anxiety even after the interpreter had stated earnestly that the intentions of the white men were friendly, and after gifts had been presented to them. By degrees, however, they became more confident, and as their anxieties diminished their curiosity increased.

I do believe, said Lawrence, that the critters have never seen white folk before.

To most people it might have seemed ridiculous to have heard that bronzed voyageur calling himself and his brown-faced, smoke-dried, weather-worn companions, by the title of white people; but Lawrence referred to the natural colour of the race to which he belonged.

They do seem rather koorious, observed Reuben, as one of the Indians timidly touched his arm and looked wonderingly up into his blue eyes.

It was found, however, that these natives had heard of white people, though they had not seen them; moreover, they displayed a number of knives and iron implements which they said had been procured from people inhabiting the banks of a river which might be reached over a carrying-place of eleven days in length, and which river flowed in an opposite direction from the Peace River. These people, they said, travelled during a moon to get to the country of another tribe who dwelt in houses, and these again extended their journeys to the sea, or, as they called it, the Stinking Lake, where they exchanged their furs with white people, like our pioneers, who came to the coast of that lake in canoes as big as islands!

Here, then, at last, was definite information, and the enterprising discoverer was not long in availing himself of it. After gratifying his new friends with sundry little gifts, a feed of pemmican, which they relished amazingly, and a taste of sugar to tickle their palates, he gained their confidence so much as to induce one of them to be his guide, and immediately pushed forward.

In the course of the following week they gained the much-longed-for height of land, and found two lakelets within a quarter of a mile of each other, from one of which the waters find their way through Peace River, on the east side of the mountains, into the Arctic Sea, while from the other the waters flow south and west through the great River Columbia to the Pacific Ocean.

But the succession of disasters that befell them here, and the difficulties of the route  for it could not be called navigation  threw all their previous experiences into the shade. One day, having made a portage, they relaunched the canoe and began the well-nigh forgotten process of descending stream. They had not gone far when they struck a rock and were driven down sideways with great violence, Mackenzie, followed by his men, jumped into the shallow to turn the canoe straight, but in a moment the water deepened and they had to scramble inboard again hurriedly. Swiftarrow by some mischance was left behind to struggle on shore as best he might. Before they could resume their paddles they struck again; the stem of the canoe was shattered like an egg-shell and hung only by the gunwales, so that Lawrence, who was steering, had to quit his place. The violence of the stroke drove them to the opposite side of the river, where the bow met with the same fate. At that moment Reuben seized the branches of a small overhanging tree in a desperate hope of checking the canoe, but the tree proved so elastic that he was jerked on shore in an instant as if by magic, and the canoe swept over a cascade, where several holes were broken in her bottom and nearly all the bars started. At the same moment the wreck fell flat on the water; all the men jumped out, and Ducette, whose courage forsook him, shouted, Save yourselves!

Not so! Hold on to the canoe, men, cried Mackenzie sternly. The men obeyed, and thus prevented the total loss of everything. Yard by yard, on the verge of destruction they waded down the rapid, and guided the wreck into shallow water, where some held her fast while the others, who were quickly joined by Reuben and Swiftarrow, carried the lading safely ashore. On this occasion several things were lost, the chief of these being their whole stock of bullets, but they had plenty of shot left from which ball could be made.

One might have thought this was at last sufficient to have turned them back  so at least thought most of the men, who began to look rebellious  but Mackenzie partly compelled, partly encouraged them to advance. The canoe was dragged ashore and repaired, or rather reconstructed, and eventually through indescribable difficulties he reached the navigable stream which forms the head-waters of the Columbia River. This he descended a considerable distance, and met with many of the natives, who told him that the country below abounded with game and the river with fish; but as the course of the latter ran towards the south, and the distance by it to the sea was described as being extremely great, he deemed it advisable to retrace his course a short way and then strike westward overland to the Pacific.

The old canoe being now little better than a wreck, birch-bark was procured and a new canoe built, after which the stream was ascended until a spot was reached where the natives were in the habit of starting overland for the sea coast. Here the canoe was hidden, an Indian guide procured, and then these indomitable pioneers prepared to cross the wilderness on foot.




Chapter Ten.

The Last.

We follow our travellers now over the last portion of their trying journey. Well would it have been for them if they could have followed their route as easily as you and I, reader, follow them in imagination. Over mountain and swamp, through forest and brake, in heat and in cold, sunshine and rain, they plodded wearily but resolutely on towards the far west, until they reached the farthest west of all, where the great continent dips into the greater Pacific.

At starting on this overland route they buried some provisions, and putting in a place of security their canoe and such stores as they did not require or could not carry, they set out, each man laden with a burden varying from forty-five to ninety pounds weight, besides arms and ammunition. They were led by an Indian guide with several of his relations, and followed by their dog Wolf. This guide was deemed necessary, not so much to show the way as to introduce them to the various tribes through whose territory they should have to pass.

It takes a large portion of a quarto volume to recount their interesting adventures by the way. How then, can we presume to attempt a fair narrative in a few pages? The thing is impossible. We can but refer our readers to Mackenzies ponderous journal, in which, embedded amongst a mass of important details, will be found a record of one of the most interesting voyages ever undertaken.

As a matter of course difficulties assailed them at the outset. This would seem to be the universal experience of pioneers. Game latterly had begun to grow scarce, so that, their provisions being low, they were obliged to go on short allowance  two meals a day. Their food, being pemmican, required no cooking. Mingled heat, mosquitoes, sandflies, and a rugged country, with short commons, and danger, as well as worry from savages, was the beginning  and pretty much the middle and end  of their experience. They were soon joined by an elderly man and three other natives, and not only did these three Indians, but all the others along the route, harass them by their caprice, unfaithfulness, and childish petulance, and self-will.

One day their guide resolved to leave them; then, without being solicited to stay, he changed his mind and went on with them. Again, one night, at a time when they were anxious not to lose him, Mackenzie, who knew he meant to take leave quietly, asked him to sleep with him. He willingly consented, the white mans cloak being a snug covering, and thus was he guarded! but his guardian suffered severe consequences owing to the filthy state of the Indian, whose garments were indescribable, his body being smeared with red earth, and his hair with fish-oil!

Coming to a lake they observed the sky grow very black. A thunder-storm brewin, suggested Reuben.

Encamp, and up with the tent, boys, said Mackenzie.

The tent! It was a misnomer, their only shelter being a sheet of thin oiled cloth and the overhanging trees. Down came a deluge that kept them very close for a time; then, on resuming the march, the guide was requested to go in advance and brush the water off the bushes, but he coolly declined. Mackenzie himself therefore undertook the duty. During this storm the ground was rendered white with hailstones as large as a musket ball. The third day they met natives who received them well. These were going to the great river to fish, and seemed  unlike many other tribes  to venerate age, for they carried on their backs by turns a poor old woman who was quite blind and infirm. Farther on they met other Indians on their way to the same great river, which abounded with salmon. These told them that they would soon reach a river, neither large nor long, which entered an arm of the sea, and where a great wooden canoe with white people was said to be frequently seen!

Here is encouragement for us; let us push on, said Mackenzie. Push on, echoed Reuben and Lawrence and some of the other men; but some grumbled at the hardships they had to endure, and the short allowance of provisions, while the Indians threatened to desert them.

Mackenzie must have had something very peculiar in his look and manner, for he seemed to possess the faculty of saying little in reply to his men, and yet of constraining them to follow him. Doubtless, had some one else written his journal we should have learned the secret. It seems as if, when rebellion was looking blackest and the storm about to burst, instead of commanding or disputing, he calmly held his tongue and went off to take an observation of the sun, and on that process being completed, he almost invariably found his men in a more tractable condition! Occasionally we read of quiet remonstrance or grave reasoning, and frequently of hearty encouragement and wise counsel, but never of violence, although he was sorely tried. Perchance they knew that he was dangerous to trifle with! We cannot tell, but certainly he seems to have been a splendid manager of men.

At last they reached an Indian village where they were hospitably entertained, and presented with as much roasted salmon as they required. These people lived almost exclusively on fish and berries; were more cleanly than other tribes, and apparently less addicted to war or hunting. Here two new guides were obtained, and the people conciliated with gifts of beads, knives, and other trinkets.

Leaving them they spent a wretched night on the shores of a lake, deluged with rain and tormented with sandflies and mosquitoes  the former being perhaps the greatest pests of the country. Soon the guides grew tired of their mode of travelling, and the allowance of provisions had to be still further reduced. Fearing that they might run short altogether, Mackenzie ordered Reuben and his son to fall behind, bury some pemmican in reserve for their return, and make a fire over the spot to conceal the fact that it had been dug into. They were now on two-thirds of their regular allowance. Soon afterwards they came to a river too deep to ford, but one of their guides swam across and brought over a raft that lay on the other side. This ferried most of them over, but Swiftarrow and some of the others preferred to swim across.

At length, after many days of suffering and toil they crossed the last range of mountains and began to descend. Here magnificent cedars and other trees were seen, some of the former being fully eighteen feet in circumference. The natives whom they met with were sometimes stern, sometimes kind, but always suspicious at first. The soothing effects of gifts, however, were pretty much the same in all. Still the party had several narrow escapes.

On one occasion Mackenzie, when alone, was surrounded and seized, but he soon freed himself, and just at that moment when his life seemed to hang on a hair, Reuben Guff happened to come up, and the natives took to flight. Some of these natives were very expert canoe-men, caught salmon by means of weirs, dwelt in wooden houses elevated on poles, boiled their food in water-tight baskets by putting red-hot stones into them, made cakes of the inner rind of the hemlock sprinkled with oil, and seemed to have a rooted antipathy to flesh of every kind. Some of the salmon they caught were fully forty pounds weight. The chief of one tribe said that, ten years before, he had gone down to the sea in a large canoe, and there had met with two large vessels full of white men who treated him very kindly. These, Mackenzie concluded, must have been the ships of Captain Cook, an opinion which was strengthened by the discovery that the chiefs canoe was ornamented with sea-otters teeth, which bear some resemblance to human teeth, for which they had been mistaken by the great navigator. At last, on the 20th of July, the heroic perseverance of Mackenzie met with its reward. On that day he obtained a canoe, and descending a river, entered an arm of the Pacific! He did not himself, indeed, deem the object of the expedition attained until he had battled on for a couple of days longer  in the face of the opposition of his own men and hostility of the natives  and had obtained reliable observations which settled beyond all dispute, his exact position on the globe. But to all intents and purposes he had accomplished his great object on that day,  namely, the crossing of the American Wilderness to the Pacific Ocean.

Even in the midst of his triumph this long-enduring man was worried by petty trials, for one of the Indian guides took it into his head to desert. As he was the son of a chief, and, it was to be feared, might prejudice the natives against them, Reuben Guff was directed to pursue him. That worthy took with him Swiftarrow, and exerting his long sinewy legs to the utmost, soon overtook the fugitive and brought him back. But it was no part of Mackenzies plan to tyrannise over men. He received the deserter kindly, gave him a pair of moccasins, some provisions, a silk handkerchief, and some good advice, and then sent him back to his friends. The other Indian who remained with them succeeded about the same time in killing a large porcupine, which was very acceptable to all  especially to its captor, who ate so largely of it as to be obliged to undergo a prolonged period of repose in order to sleep it off.

At length, being in a state of semi-starvation, with a leaky canoe, and unfriendly natives around, Mackenzie took a last observation, which gave 52 degrees 20 minutes 48 second North latitude and 128 degrres 2 minutes West longitude.

Then he turned his face eastward. Before quitting the coast, however, a smooth rock was selected and thereon was written, in large letters, with a mixture of melted grease and vermilion, this brief memorial Alexander Mackenzie, from Canada, by land, the twenty-second of July, one thousand seven hundred and ninety-three.

The return journey was scarcely less arduous than the outward, but they undertook it with the knowledge that every step carried them nearer home, and with the exhilarating consciousness that their labours had been crowned with success. Besides this, they now knew what lay before them each day  as far as the route was concerned  and at the various places where provisions had been secreted the party was strengthened and enabled to advance with greater vigour. On arriving at the Great River they found their canoe, goods, and provisions just as they had left them about five weeks before. Here they made preparations for proceeding to the head-waters of the Columbia River, crossing over to those of the Peace River, and so returning by the way they had come. In order to mark this happy point in the expedition, Mackenzie treated himself and men to a dram, but,  observe that I quote his words, reader, we had been so long without tasting any spirituous liquor, that we had Lost all relish for it! Rejoice in that testimony, ye teetotallers. Think of it, ye topers. Put it in your pipes, ye smokers  and make the most of it!

Nearing home at last, boys, said Mackenzie many weeks afterwards, as, having descended the turbulent Peace River, they rounded a point of land and came in sight of their old winter-quarters; shake out the flag, and give them a volley and a cheer.

The men obeyed, and were in such high spirits, and made such active use of their paddles, that they reached the landing-place before the two men who had been left there in the spring, could recover their senses sufficiently to answer their questions! But this was not home yet. Some days had still to elapse ere these toil-worn men could lay aside their paddles and rest their wearied limbs.

At last, after an absence of eleven months, they reached Fort Chipewyan, where their leader resumed the duties of the fur-trade, and Swiftarrow once more kissed the brown cheek of Darkeye, who filled his heart with grim delight by placing in his paternal arms a soft, round, fat, little brown female baby, with eyes as dark and bright as her own, and a nose which was a miniature facsimile of its fathers.

One week after their arrival, Reuben and Lawrence, Swiftarrow and Darkeye, entered Mackenzies room to bid him farewell.

Im sorry you are bent on leaving me, said their former leader; but you have the satisfaction of knowing that you have contributed greatly to the success of our two expeditions. You have indeed proved yourselves able pioneers.

Thankee, sir, said Reuben, while a quiet smile of satisfaction lighted up his grave features. It was all along a hobby o mine, an of Lawrence too, to do a bit o diskivery; an now were content  for it aint possible, I fancy, to do much more in that line than push your canoe into the Frozen Sea on the one hand, or the Pacific on the other. Its harder work than I thowt it would be  though I didnt expect childs play neither; an its our opinion, sir, that you are the only man in the country as could have done it at all. We intend now to go back to the settlements. As for the red-skin, he added, glancing at Swiftarrow, he hant got no ambition one way or another as to diskivery; but hes a good and true man, nevertheless, youll allow. And now, sir, farewell. May a blessing from above rest on you and yours.

Saying this the bold backwoodsman shook Mackenzie by the hand and left the room. Every one in the fort was on the bank to bid them farewell. Silently they stepped into their canoe, and in a few minutes had paddled out of sight into the great wilderness of wood and water.

Reader, our tale, if such it may be styled, is told. As for the hero whose steps for a time we have so closely followed, he became one of the most noted traders, as he was now one of the most celebrated discoverers, in North America. He afterwards became for a time the travelling companion in America of the Duke of Kent, father of Queen Victoria; was knighted in acknowledgment of his great and important achievements; married one of Scotlands fair daughters; and finally died in the midst of his native Highland hills, leaving behind him a volume which  as we said at the beginning  proves him to have been one of the most vigorous, persevering, manly, and successful pioneers that ever traversed the continent of North America.


Chapter Eleven.

Extract of Letter Referred to on Page 85.

From William Mackenzie, Esquire, of Gairloch, to George Mackenzie, Esquire, of Avoch, dated Leamington, 24th May 1856.

When in Stockholm in 1824, Lord Blomfield, our Minister there, did me the honour of presenting me to the King, Bernadotte, father of the present King of Sweden.

At the Kings special request, the audience was a private one, and I was further especially requested to oblige by coming in my full Highland dress. The audience lasted fully an hour. Such an interest did Napoleons first and most fortunate Marshal take in everything that was Highland, not even the skiandhu escaped him.

I now come to your family portion of the audience.

As we chatted on, old Bernadotte (leaning familiarly upon my OKeachan claymore) was pleased to say in that suaviter in modo for which his eagle eye so fitted him, Yes, I repeat it, you Highlanders are deservedly proud of your country. Your forefathers and your people are a race apart, distinct from all the rest of Britain in high moral as well as martial bearing, and long, I hope, may you feel and show it outwardly by this noble distinction in dress. But allow me to observe, Sir, that in your family name, in the name of Mackenzie, there is a very predominant lustre, which shall never be obliterated from my mind. Pray, are you connected in any way with Sir Alexander Mackenzie, the celebrated North American traveller, whose name and researches are immortalised by his discoveries in the Arctic Ocean, and of the river which since then does honour to his name? I informed His Majesty that as a boy I had known him well, and that our family and his were nearly connected. This seemed to give me still greater favour with him, for, familiarly putting his hand on my shoulder-brooch, he replied that on that account alone his making my acquaintance gave him greater satisfaction. He then proceeded to tell Lord Blomfield and me how your fathers name had become familiar to him, and so much valued in his eyes. He said that at one time Napoleon had arranged to distract the affairs of Britain by attacking her in her Canadian possessions  not by a direct descent upon them, but by a route which men expected would take England quite by surprise and prove infallible.

That route was to be up the Mississippi, Ohio, etcetera, up to our Canadian border lakes. For this arrangements were to be made with America, New Orleans occupied as a pied à terre by France, etcetera, etcetera. The organisation and command of this gigantic enterprise, as Bernadotte said, was given to me by the Emperor, with instructions to make myself master of every work which could bear upon it, and the facilities the nature of the country afforded. Foremost amongst these the work of your namesake (Sir Alexander Mackenzie) was recommended, but how to get at it, with all communications with England interdicted, all knowledge of English unknown to me, seemed a difficulty not easily to be got over. However, as every one knows, my then master, lEmpereur, was not the man to be overcome by such small difficulties. The book, a huge quarto, was procured through the smugglers, and in an inconceivably short space of time most admirably translated into French for my especial use. (A copy of this translation was found in Napoleons library at St. Helena.) I need hardly say with what interest I perused and reperused that admirable work, till I had made myself so thoroughly master of it that I could almost fancy myself, this he said laughing heartily, taking your Canadas en revers from the upper waters; and ever since I have never ceased to look upon the name and think of the author with more than ordinary respect and esteem.

After a short pause and a long-drawn breath, almost amounting to a sigh, accompanied by a look at Blomfield and a most expressive Ah, milord, que de changes depuis ces jours-là, Bernadotte concluded by saying that the Russian campaign had knocked that of Canada on the head until Russia was crushed! but it had pleased God to ordain it otherwise, et maintenant me voilà Roi de Suède  his exact words as he concluded these compliments to your father.
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Chapter One.

Wet, worn and weary  with water squeaking in his boots, and a mixture of charcoal and water streaking his face to such an extent that, as a comrade asserted, his own mother would not have known him  a stout young man walked smartly one morning through the streets of London towards his own home.

He was tall and good-looking, as well as stout, and, although wet and weary, had a spring in his step which proved beyond all question that he was not worn-out. As the comrade above referred to would have said, there was plenty of go in him still. His blue and belted coat, sailors cap, and small hatchet, with the brass helmet swinging by its chin strap on his left arm, betokened him a member of The Red Brigade,  a London fireman  one of those dare-anything characters who appear to hold their lives remarkably cheap, for they carry these lives in their hands, as the saying goes, night and day; who seem to be able to live in smoke as if it were their native element; who face the flames as if their bodies were made of cast iron; and whose apparent delight in fire is such that one is led to suspect they must be all more or less distantly connected with the family of Salamander.

The young mans expression of countenance, as far as it could be discerned through the charcoal and water, was hearty, and his name  Dashwood  was in keeping with his profession. The comrade, whose opinion we have already quoted, was wont to say that he ought to change it to Dashwater, that being his chief occupation in life. We need scarcely say that this comrade was rather fond of his joke.

Arrived at a small street, not far from the Regent Circus, young Dashwood entered a fire-station there, and found the comrade above referred to in the act of disposing himself on a narrow tressel-bed, on which there was no bedding save one blanket. The comrade happened to be on duty that night. It was his duty to repose on the tressel-bedstead, booted and belted, ready at a moments notice to respond to calls. Another fireman lay sleeping at his side, on another tressel-bed, similarly clothed, for there were always two men on duty all night at that station. The guard-room, or, as it was styled, the lobby, in which they lay, was a very small room, with a bright fire in the grate, for it was winter; a plain wooden desk near the window; a plain deal table near the door, on which stood four telegraphic instruments; and having the walls ornamented with a row of Wellington boots on one side, and a row of bright brass helmets on the other, each helmet having a small hatchet suspended by a belt below it.

The comrade, who looked very sleepy, glanced at a small clock, whose tick was the only sound that fell upon the ear, and whose hands indicated the hour of half-past two.

On hearing the door open, the comrade, whose name was Bob Clazie, raised himself on one elbow.

Ah, Joe,  that you? he said, with a somewhat violent yawn.

All thats left of me, anyhow, replied Joe Dashwood, as he hung up his helmet and axe on his own particular peg. Bin much doin, Bob?

Not much, growled Bob; but they dont give a poor fellow much chance of a sleep with them telegraphs. Roused me four times already within the last hour  stops for chimbleys.

Ha! very inconsiderate of em, said Dashwood, turning towards the door. Its time I had a snooze now, so Ill bid ee good night, Bob.

Just as he spoke, one of the sharp little telegraphic bells rang viciously. He waited to ascertain the result while Clazie rose  quickly but not hurriedly  and went to read the instrument with sleepy eyes.

Another stop for a chimbley, he muttered, with a remonstrative growl. By this he meant that the head office in Watling Street had telegraphed that a chimney had gone on fire in some part of London; that it was being looked after, and that he and his comrades were to stop where they were and pay no attention to it, even although some one should rush into the office like a maniac shouting that there was a fire in that particular place. This use of the telegraph in thus stopping the men of the Brigade from going out in force to trifling fires, is of the greatest service, because it not only prevents them from being harassed, the engines from being horsed, and steam got up needlessly, but it prevents rascals from running from station to station, and getting several shillings, instead of the one shilling which is due to the first intimator of any fire.

Having acknowledged the message, Bob Clazie lay down once more, gave another expostulatory grunt, and drew his blanket over him; while Joe Dashwood went home.

Joes home consisted of a small apartment round the corner of the street, within a few seconds run of the station. Off the small apartment there was a large closet. The small apartment was Dashwoods drawing-room, dining-room, and kitchen; the large closet was his bed-room.

Dashwood had a wife, as tight a little craft, with as pretty a figurehead, he was wont to say, as you could find in a days walk through London. That was saying a good deal, but there was some truth in it. When Joe entered, intending to go to bed for the night, he found that Mary had just got up for the day. It was washing-day, or something of that sort, with Mary, which accounted for her getting up at about three in the morning.

Hallo, lass, up already! exclaimed the strapping fireman as he entered the room, which was a perfect marvel of tidiness, despite washing-day.

Yes, Joe, theres plenty to do, an little May dont give me much time to do it, replied Mary, glancing at a crib where little May, their first-born, lay coiled up in sheets like a rosebud in snow.

Joe, having rubbed the water and charcoal from his face with a huge jack-towel, went to the wash-tub, and imprinted a hearty kiss on Marys rosy lips, which she considerately held up for the purpose of being saluted. He was about to do the same to the rosebud, when Mary stopped him with an energetic Dont!

Wy not, Molly? asked the obedient man.

Cause youll wake her up.

Thus put down, Joe seated himself humbly on a sea-chest, and began to pull off his wet boots.

Its bin a bad fire, I think, said Mary, glancing at her husband.

Rather. A beer-shop in Whitechapel. House of five rooms burnt out, and the roof off.

You look tired, Joe, said Mary.

I am a bit tired, but an hours rest will put me all to rights. Thats the third fire Ive bin called to to-night; not that I think much about that, but the last one has bin a stiff one, an I got a fall or two that nigh shook the wind out o me.

Have something to eat, Joe, said Mary, in a sympathetic tone.

No thankee, lass; I need sleep more than meat just now.

A glass of beer, then, urged Mary, sweeping the soap suds off her pretty arms and hands, and taking up a towel.

The fireman shook his head, as he divested himself of his coat and neckcloth.

Do, Joe, entreated Mary; Im sure it will do you good, and no one could say that you broke through your principles, considerin the condition youre in.

Foolish Mary! she was young and inexperienced, and knew not the danger of tempting her husband to drink. She only knew that hundreds of first-rate, sober, good, trustworthy men took a glass of beer now and then without any evil result following, and did not think that her Joe ran the slightest risk in doing the same. But Joe knew his danger. His father had died a drunkard. He had listened to earnest men while they told of the bitter curse that drinking had been to thousands, that to some extent the tendency to drink was hereditary, and that, however safe some natures might be while moderately indulging, there were other natures to which moderate drinking was equivalent to getting on those rails which, running down a slight incline at first  almost a level  gradually pass over a steep descent, where brakes become powerless, and end at last in total destruction.

I dont require beer, Molly, said Dashwood with a smile, as he retired into the large closet; at my time o life a man must be a miserable, half-alive sort o critter, if he cant git along without Dutch courage. The sight o your face and Mays there, is better than a stiff glass o grog to me any day. It makes me feel stronger than the stoutest man in the brigade. Good night, lass, or good mornin. I must make the most o my time. Theres no sayin how soon the next call may come. Seems to me as if people was settin their houses alight on purpose to worry us.

The tones in which the last sentences were uttered, and the creaking of the bedstead indicated that the fireman was composing his massive limbs to rest, and scarcely had Mrs Dashwood resumed her washing, when his regular heavy breathing proclaimed him to be already in the land of Nod.

Quietly but steadily did Mrs Dashwood pursue her work. Neat little under-garments, and fairy-like little socks, and indescribable little articles of Lilliputian clothing of various kinds, all telling of the little rosebud in the crib, passed rapidly through Marys nimble fingers, and came out of the tub fair as the driven snow. Soon the front of the fire-place became like a ship dressed with flags, with this difference, that the flags instead of being gay and parti-coloured, were white and suggestive of infancy and innocence. The gentle noise of washing, and the soft breathing of the sleepers, and the tiny ticking of the clock over the chimney-piece, were the only audible sounds, for London had reached its deadest hour, four oclock. Rioters had exhausted their spirits, natural and artificial, and early risers had not begun to move.

Presently to these sounds were added another very distant sound which induced Mary to stop and listen. A late cab, she whispered to herself. The rumbling of the late cab became more distinct, and soon proved it to be a hurried cab. To Marys accustomed ear this raised some disagreeable idea. She cast a look of anxiety into the closet, wiped her hands quickly, and taking up a pair of dry boots which had been standing near the fire, placed them beside her husbands coat. This was barely accomplished when the hurried cab was heard to pull up at the neighbouring fire-station. Only a few seconds elapsed when racing footsteps were heard outside. Mary seized her husbands arm  

Up, Joe, up, she cried and darted across the room, leaped on a chair, and laid violent hands on the tongue of the door-bell, thereby preventing a furious double ring from disturbing the rosebud!

At the first word up, the bed in the closet groaned and creaked as the fireman bounded from it, and the house shook as he alighted on the floor. Next moment he appeared buttoning his braces, and winking like an owl in sunshine. One moment sufficed to pull on the right boot, another moment affixed the left. Catching up his half-dried coat with one hand, and flinging on his sailors cap with the other, he darted from the house, thrust himself into his coat as he ran along and appeared at the station just as four of his comrades drew the fire-engine up to the door, while two others appeared with three horses, which they harnessed thereto  two abreast, one in front  with marvellous rapidity. The whole affair, from the Up, Joe, up, of Mrs Dashwood, to the harnessing of the steeds, was accomplished in less than five minutes. By that time Joe and several of his mates stood ready belted, and armed with brass helmets on their heads, which flashed back the rays of the neighbouring street lamp and the engine lanterns.

There was wonderfully little noise or fuss, although there was so much display of promptitude and energy; the reason being that all the men were thoroughly drilled, and each had his particular duty to perform; there was, therefore, no room for orders, counter-orders, or confusion.

The moment the call was given, Bob Clazie, having received no telegraphic stop, had at once run to ring up the men, who, like Dashwood, had been sleeping close at hand. He rang up the driver of the engine first. At the same moment his comrade on duty had run round to the stable, where the horses stood ready harnessed, and brought them out. Thus the thing was done without a moments delay. The driver, when roused, flung on his coat and helmet, and ran to the engine. It was a steam fire-engine; that is, the pumps were worked by steam instead of by hand. The firing was ready laid, and the water kept nearly at the boiling point by means of a jet of gas. He had scarcely applied a light to the fire and turned off the gas, when four comrades ran into the shed, seized the red-painted engine, and dragged her out, as we have seen.

Much shorter time did it take to do all this than is required to describe it.

When the driver mounted his box, the others sprang on the engine. Crack! went the whip, fire flew from the paving-stones, fire poured from the furnace, the spirited steeds tore round the corner into Regent Street, and off they went to the fire, in the dark winter morning, like a monster rocket or a vision of Roman gladiators whirled away by a red fiery dragon!

Mrs Dashwood heard them go, and turned with a little sigh to her washing-tub. She was very proud of Joe, and she had good reason to be, for he was one of the best men in the Red Brigade, and, what was of more importance to her, he was one of the best husbands in the world. Perhaps this was largely owing to the fact that she was one of the best of wives! His career as a fireman had been short, but he had already become known as one of the daring men, to whom their Chief looked when some desperate service had to be performed. On several occasions he had, while in charge of the fire-escape, been the means of saving life. Upon the whole, therefore, it is not surprising that Mary was proud of her husband  almost as proud of him as she was of the little rosebud; but in regard to this she was never quite sure of the exact state of her mind.

Meditating on Joe, and giving an occasional glance at May, whose sweet upturned face seemed nothing short of angelic, Mrs Dashwood continued energetically to scrub the fairy-like habiliments, and make the soapsuds fly.

Meanwhile, the red engine whirled along its fiery course at full gallop, like a horrible meteor, clattering loudly in the deserted streets of the great city. So it would have sped in its wild career even if it had been broad day, for the loss of a single moment in reaching a fire is important; but in this case the men, instead of sitting like brazen-headed statues, would have stood up and increased the din of their progress by shouting continuously to clear the crowded thoroughfares. As it was, they had it all to themselves. Sometimes the corner of a window-blind was hastily lifted, showing that some wakeful one had curiosity enough to leap out of bed to see them pass. Here and there a policeman paused, and followed them with his eye as long as the tail of sparks from the furnace was visible. Occasionally a belated toper stopped in his staggering progress to gaze at them, with an idiotical assumption of seriousness and demand, Wash ey makin sh a orrible row for? Now and then a cat, with exploratory tendencies, put up its back and greeted them with a glare and a fuff, or a shut-out cur gave them a yelping salute; but the great mass of the London population let them go by without notice, as they would have treated any other passing thunderbolt with which they had nothing to do.

And yet they had something to do with that engine, or, rather, it had to do with them. But for it, and the rest of the Red Brigade, London would have long ago been in ashes. It is only by unremitting vigilance and incessant action that the London fires can be kept within bounds. There are nearly two thousand fires in the year in the metropolis, and the heroic little army which keeps these in check numbers only three hundred and seventy-eight men. That this force is much too small for the work to be done is proved by the fact, that the same men have sometimes to turn out three, four or five times in a night, to work of the most trying and dangerous nature. There is no occupation in which the lives of the men employed are so frequently risked, and their physical endurance so severely tried, as that of a London fireman. As there are, on the average, five fires every night all the year round, it follows that he is liable to be called out several times every night; and, in point of fact, this actually takes place very often. Sometimes he has barely returned from a fire, and put off his drenched garments, when he receives another call, and is obliged to put them on again, and go forth weary  it may be fasting  to engage in another skirmish with the flames. In all weathers and at all seasons  hot or cold, wet or dry  he must turn out at a moments notice, to find himself, almost before he is well awake, in the midst of stifling smoke, obliged to face and to endure the power of roasting flames, to stand under cataracts of water, beside tottering walls and gables, or to plunge through smoke and flames, in order to rescue human lives. Liability to be called occasionally to the exercise of such courage and endurance is severe enough; it is what every soldier is liable to in time of war, and the lifeboat-man in times of storm; but to be liable to such calls several times every day and night all round the year is hard indeed, and proves that the Red Brigade, although almost perfect in its organisation and heroic in its elements, is far too small. Paris has about seven hundred fires a year; New York somewhere about three hundred; yet these cities have a far larger body of firemen than London, which with little short of two thousand fires a year, does her work of extinction with only three hundred and seventy-eight men!

She succeeds because every man in the little army is a hero, not one whit behind the Spartans of old. The London fireman, Ford, who, in 1871, at one great fire rescued six lives from the flames, and perished in accomplishing the noble deed, is a sample of the rest. All the men of the Brigade are picked men  picked from among the strapping and youthful tars of the navy, because such men are accustomed to strict discipline; to being turned out at all hours and in all weathers, and to climb with cool heads in trying circumstances, besides being, as a class, pre-eminently noted for daring anything and sticking at nothing. Such men are sure to do their work well, however hard; to do it without complaining, and to die, if need be, in the doing of it. But ought they to be asked to sacrifice so much? Surely Londoners would do well to make that complaint, which the men will never make, and insist on the force being increased, not only for the sake of the men, but also for the sake of themselves; for, although there are three hundred and seventy-eight heroes who hold the fiery foe so well in check, there are limits to heroic powers of action, and it stands to reason that double the number would do it better.

But we are wandering from our point. The engine has been tearing all this time at racing speed along the Bayswater Road. It turns sharp round a corner near Notting Hill Gate  so sharp that the feat is performed on the two off wheels, and draws from Bob Clazie the quiet remark, Pretty nigh on our beam-ends that time, Joe. A light is now seen glaring in the sky over the house-tops; another moment, and the engine dashes into Ladbroke Square, where a splendid mansion is in a blaze, with the flames spouting from the windows of the second floor.

The engine pulls up with a crash; the reeking horses are removed and led aside. Look alive, lads! is the only word uttered, and the helmeted heroes, knowing their work well, go into action with that cool promptitude which is more than half the battle in attacking the most desperate odds or the fiercest foe.




Chapter Two.

The house on fire was, as we have said, an elegant mansion  one of those imposing edifices, with fresh paint outside, and splendid furniture within, which impress the beholder with the idea of a family in luxurious circumstances.

No one could tell how the fire originated. In the daily report of fires, made next day by the chief of the Red Brigade, wherein nine fires were set down as having occurred within the twenty-four hours, the cause of this fire in Ladbroke Square was reported unknown. Of the other eight, the supposed causes were, in one case, escape of gas, in another, paraffin-lamp upset, in another intoxication, in another, spark from fire, in another, candle, in another, children playing with matches, and so on; but in this mansion none of these causes were deemed probable. The master of the house turned off the gas regularly every night before going to bed, therefore it could not have been caused by escape of gas. Paraffin-lamps were not used in the house. Candles were; but they were always carefully handled and guarded. As to intoxication, the most suspicious of mortals could not have dreamed of such a cause in so highly respectable a family. The fires were invariably put out at night, and guards put on in every room, therefore, no spark could have been so audacious as to have leaped into being and on to the floor. There were, indeed, matches in the house, but there were no children, except one old lady, who, having reached her second childhood, might perhaps have been regarded as a child. It is true there was a certain Betty, a housemaid, whose fingers were reported by the cook to be all thumbs, and who had an awkward and incurable tendency to spill, and break, and drop, and fall over things, on whom suspicion fastened very keenly at first; but Betty, who was young and rather pretty, asserted so earnestly that she had been unusually happy that night in having done nothing whatever of a condemnable nature, and backed her asseverations with such floods of tears, that she was exonerated, and, as we have said, the cause was reported unknown.

It was not, however, so completely unknown as was at first supposed. There was a certain grave, retiring, modest individual who knew the gentleman of the house and his doings a little more thoroughly than was agreeable to the said gentleman, and who had become aware, in some unaccountable way, which it is impossible to explain, that he, the said gentleman, had very recently furnished the house in a sumptuous style, and had insured it much beyond its value. The said individuals knowledge ultimately resulted in the said gentleman being convicted and transported for arson!

But with all this we have nothing to do. Whatever the uncertainty that afterwards arose as to the cause of the fire, there could be no uncertainty as to the fire itself at the time. It blazed and roared so furiously, that the inside of the house resembled a white-hot furnace. Flames spouted from the windows and chimneys, glaring fiercely on the spectators, who assembled rapidly from all quarters, as if defying them all, and daring the firemen to do their worst. Sparks enough to have shamed all the Roman candles ever made in or out of Rome were vomited forth continuously, and whirled away with volumes of dense black smoke into the wintry sky.

Its well alight, observed a chimney-sweep to a policeman.

The policeman made no reply, although it did seem as if it would have been quite safe, even for a policeman, to admit that the sweep was thoroughly correct. It was well alight, so well, that it seemed absolutely ridiculous to suppose that the firemen could make any impression on it at all.

But the firemen did not appear to think the attempt ridiculous. Never give in was, or might have been, their motto. It was their maxim to attack the enemy with promptitude and vigour, no matter what his strength might be. When he crept out like a sneaking burglar from under a hearth-stone, or through an over-heated flue, they would have at him with the hand-pumps and quench him at once. When he came forth like a dashing party of skirmishers, to devastate a wood-yard, or light up a music-hall with unusual brilliancy, they sent an engine or two against him without delay, and put him down in an hour or two. When he attacked in force, they despatched engine after engine  manuals and steamers  to the front, until he was quelled, and if the prey already seized could not be wrenched from his grasp, they, at all events, killed him before he could destroy more. When he boldly and openly declared war, attacking the great combustible warehouses of Tooley Street, threatening a descent on the shipping, and almost setting the Thames on fire, they sent out the whole available army from every quarter of the metropolis with all their engines of war  manuals, steamers, and floating batteries, or spouteries, and fought him tooth and nail, till he gave in. They might be terribly over-matched  as in the case of the great fire when the gallant Braidwood fell  they might lose men, and might have to fight day and night for weeks, but they would never say die, until the enemy had died and left them, tired and torn, but still tough and triumphant victors on the field of battle.

Before the engine from Regent Street came on the ground, two manual engines from Kensington and Notting Hill had arrived, and opened water on the foe. At first their shot fell harmlessly on the roaring furnace; but by the time the steamer had got ready for action, some little effect was beginning to be produced. When this great gun, so to speak, began to play, and sent a thick continuous stream through the windows, like an inexhaustible water mitrailleuse, clouds of white steam mingled with the black smoke, and varied the aspect of the fire, but did not appear to lessen its fury in any degree. Just then another manual engine dashed into the square at full gallop, and formed up. Before it had well taken a position, another steamer, with three horses, came swinging round the corner, and fell into the ranks. The panting steeds were unharnessed, the bold charioteers leaped down, the suction-pipe was dipped into the water-trough, and the hose attached. As two engines cannot drink at the same plug, a canvas trough with an iron frame is put over the plug, having a hole in its bottom, which fits tightly round the plug. It quietly fills, and thus two or more engines may do their work convivially  dip in their suction-pipes, and drink simultaneously at the same fountain.

Down with her! shouted the man who held the branch, or nozzle, at the end of the hose.

A steam whistle gives a shrill, short reply; the engine quivers under the power of mans greatest servant, and another battery opens on the foe.

But London firemen are not content to play at long bowls. While the artillery goes thus vigorously into action, the helmets of the men are seen gleaming and glancing everywhere amid the smoke, searching for weak points, turning the enemys flanks, and taking him in rear. Hose are dragged through neighbouring houses, trailing their black coils like horrid water snakes, through places were such things were never meant to be. If too short, additional lengths are added, again and again, till the men who hold the branches gain points of vantage on adjoining roofs or outhouses, until, at last from below, above, in front, and behind, cataracts of water dash into the glowing furnace.

The fire-escape had been first to reach the ground after the alarm was given, this being the instrument nearest to the scene of conflagration. It happened that night to be in charge of David Clazie, a brother of Comrade Bob. Being a smart young fellow, David, had  with the assistance of two early risers who chanced to be at hand, and the policeman on the beat  run up his escape, and put it in position before the fire had gained its full force. The gentleman of the house had already got out, and fled in his night garments; but the fire had rendered the staircase impassable, so that the cook, the many-thumbed Betty, and the old lady, who was the gentlemans mother, were imprisoned in the upper floor.

David Clazie did not learn this from the gentleman, however. That amiable character had received such a fright, that he had taken himself off, no one  except the individual aforementioned  knew whither. Fortunately, Betty announced the fact of her existence by rushing to a window and shrieking. David ran his escape towards the window, mounted the ladder, carried the damsel down, bore her, kicking, into a neighbouring house, and left her in fits. Meanwhile the cook rushed to the same window, shrieked, and fell back half-suffocated with the smoke which just then surrounded her. A policeman gallantly ran up the escape, jumped into the room, gathered up the cook with great difficulty  for she was unusually fat and the smoke very suffocating  carried her down, bore her to the same house where Betty lay, and left her there in violent hysterics.

As neither of them could answer questions, it could not be ascertained whether there were any more people in the burning house. David therefore explored it as far as was possible in the circumstances, and much more than was safe for himself, but found no one. After nearly choking himself, therefore, he drew aside the escape to prevent its being burned.

When the engines came up, however, it was again brought into play, to enable the firemen to get up with their branches to the upper windows.

Try that window, Dashwood, said the officer of the station to which Joe belonged, pointing to a window on the second floor. There aint much smoke coming out.

Before he had done speaking, Joe and a comrade had pushed the escape towards the window in question. He ascended and leaped into the room, but could scarcely see for the smoke. Knowing that the air in a burning house is clearer near the floor, he stooped as low as possible, and went round the room guiding himself by the walls. Coming to a door he seized the handle and tried to open it, but found it locked, and the handle so hot that he was forced to let go abruptly. He seized a chair, tried to burst it open with a blow, and shivered the chair to atoms, but did not force the door. A powerful effort with his foot also failed. Rushing to the window he got out on the escape, and shouted:  

The axe, lads, look sharp and pass up the hose. Well get at it here.

A large heavy axe was handed up by one fireman, while another let down a rope, to which the end of the hose was attached and hauled up.

Joe seized the axe, returned to the door, and, with one blow, dashed it open.

Flames leaped upon him, as if they had been eagerly awaiting the opportunity, licked hungrily round his legs, and kissed his whiskers  of which, by the way, he was rather proud; and with good reason, for they were very handsome whiskers. But Joe cared no more for them at that moment than he did for his boots. He was forced to retreat, however, to the window, where Bob Clazie had already presented his branch and commenced a telling discharge on the fire.

Thats the way to do it, muttered Bob, as he directed the branch and turned aside his head to avoid, as much as possible, the full volume of the smoke.

Lets get a breath o fresh air, gasped Joe Dashwood, endeavouring to squeeze past his comrade through the window.

At that moment a faint cry was heard. It appeared to come from an inner room.

Some one there, Joe, said Bob Clazie in a grave tone, but without diverting his attention for an instant from the duty in which he was engaged.

Joe made no reply, but at once leaped back into the room, and, a second time, felt his way round the walls. He came on another door. One blow of the ponderous axe dashed it in, and revealed a bed-room not quite so densely filled with smoke as the outer room. Observing a bed looming through the smoke, he ran towards it, and struck his head against one of the posts so violently that he staggered. Recovering he made a grasp at the clothes, and felt that there was a human being wrapped tightly up in them like a bundle. A female shriek followed. Joe Dashwood was not the man to stand on ceremony in such circumstances. He seized the bundle, straightened it out a little, so as to make it more portable, and throwing it over his shoulder, made a rush towards the window by which he had entered. All this the young fireman did with considerable energy and haste, because the density of the smoke was increasing, and his retreat might be cut off by the flames at any moment.

Clear the way there! he gasped, on reaching the window.

All right, replied Bob Clazie, who was still presenting his branch with untiring energy at the flames.

Joe passed out, got on the head of the escape, and, holding the bundle on his shoulder with one hand, grasped the rounds of the ladder with the other. He descended amid the cheers of the vast multitude, which had by this time assembled to witness the fire.

As Joe hurried towards the open door of the nearest house, Betty, with the thumbs, rushed frantically out, screaming, Missis! oh! my! shell be burnt alive! gracious! help! fire! back room! first floor! oh, my!

Be easy, lass, cried Joe, catching the flying domestic firmly by the arm, and detaining her despite her struggles.

Let me go; missis! I forgot her!

Here she is, cried Joe, interrupting, all safe. You come and attend to her.

The reaction on poor Bettys feelings was so great that she went into fits a second time, and was carried with her mistress into the house, where the cook still lay in violent hysterics.

Joe laid the bundle gently on the bed, and looked quickly at the bystanders. Observing several cool and collected females among them, he pointed to the bundle, which had begun to exhibit symptoms of life, and said briefly, Shes all right, look after her, and vanished like a wreath of that smoke into which in another moment he plunged.

He was not a moment too soon, for he found Bob Clazie, despite his fortitude and resolution, on the point of abandoning the window, where the smoke had increased to such a degree as to render suffocation imminent.

Cant stand it, gasped Bob, scrambling a few paces down the ladder.

Give us the branch, Bob, I saw where it was in fetchin out the old woman, said Joe in a stifled voice.

He grasped the copper tube from which the water spouted with such force as to cause it to quiver and recoil like a living thing, so that, being difficult to hold, it slipped aside and nearly fell. The misdirected water-spout went straight at the helmet of a policeman, which it knocked off with the apparent force of a cannon shot; plunged into the bosom of a stout collier, whom it washed whiter than he had ever been since the days of infancy, and scattered the multitude like chaff before the wind. Seeing this, the foreman ordered Number 3 engine, (which supplied the particular branch in question), to cease pumping.

Joe recovered the erratic branch in a moment, and dragged it up the escape, Bob, who was now in a breatheable atmosphere, helping to pass up the hose. The foreman, who seemed to have acquired the power of being in several places at one and the same moment of time, and whose watchful eye was apparently everywhere, ordered Bobs brother David and another man named Ned Crashington, to go up and look after Joe Dashwood.

Meanwhile Joe shouted, Down with Number 3; by which he meant, up with as much water as possible from Number 3, and as fast as you can! and sprang into the room from which he had just rescued the old woman. In passing out with her he had observed a glimmer of flame through the door which he had first broken open, and which, he reflected while descending the escape, was just out of range of Bob Clazies branch. It was the thought of this that had induced him to hurry back so promptly; in time, as we have seen, to relieve his comrade. He now pointed the branch at the precise spot, and hit that part of the fire right in its heart. The result was that clouds of steam mingled with the smoke. But Joe was human after all. The atmosphere, or, rather, the want of atmosphere, was too much for him. He was on the point of dropping the branch, and rushing to the window for his life, when Ned Crashington, feeling his way into the room, tumbled over him.

Speech was not required in the circumstances. Ned knew exactly what to do, and Joe knew that he had been sent to relieve him. He therefore delivered the branch to Ned, and at once sprang out on the escape, where he encountered David Clazie.

Go in, Davy, he cant stand it long, gasped Joe.

No fears of im, replied Davy, with a smile, as he prepared to enter the window; Ned can stand hanythink amost. But, I say, send up some more ands. It takes two on us to old that ere branch, you know.

The brass helmets of more hands coming up the escape were observed as he spoke, for the foreman saw that this was a point of danger, and, like a wise general, had his reserves up in time.

David Clazie found Ned standing manfully to the branch. Ned was noted in the Red Brigade as a man who could stand amost anything, and who appeared to cherish a martyr-like desire to die by roasting or suffocation. This was the more surprising that he was not a boastful or excitable fellow, but a silent, melancholy, and stern man, who, except when in action, usually seemed to wish to avoid observation. Most of his comrades were puzzled by this compound of character, but some of them hinted that Crashingtons wife could have thrown some light on the subject. Be this as it may, whenever the chief or the foreman of the Brigade wanted a man for any desperate work, they invariably turned to Ned Crashington. Not that Ned was one whit more courageous or willing to risk his life than any of the other men, all of whom, it must be remembered, were picked for courage and capacity for their special work; but he combined the greatest amount of coolness with the utmost possible recklessness, besides being unusually powerful, so that he could be depended on for wise as well as desperate action. Joe Dashwood was thought to be almost equal to Ned  indeed, in personal activity he was superior; but there was nothing desperate in Joes character. He was ever ready to dare anything with a sort of jovial alacrity, but he did not appear, like Ned, to court martyrdom.

While Ned and David subdued the flames above, Joe descended the escape, and being by that time almost exhausted, sat down to rest with several comrades who had endured the first shock of battle, while fresh men were sent to continue the fight.

Have a glass, Joe? said one of the firemen, coming round with a bottle of brandy.

No, thank ee, said Joe, I dont require it.

Hand it here, said a man who stood leaning against the rails beside him, my constitution is good, like the British one, but its none the worse for a drop o brandy after such tough work.

There was probably truth in what the man said. Desperate work sometimes necessitates a stimulant; nevertheless, there were men in the Red Brigade who did their desperate work on nothing stronger than water, and Joe was one of these.

In three hours the fire was subdued, and before noon of that day it was extinguished. The report of it, as published by the chief of the Fire-Brigade next morning, recorded that a house in Ladbroke Square, occupied by Mr Blank, a gentleman whose business was private  in other words, unknown  had been set on fire by some unknown cause, that the whole tenement had been burnt out and the roof off, and that the contents of the building were insured in the Phoenix.

Some of the firemen were sent home about daybreak, when the flames first began to be mastered.

Joe was among these. He found Mary ready with a cup of hot coffee, and the rosebud, who had just awakened, ready with a kiss. Joe accepted the second, swallowed the first, stretched his huge frame with a sigh of weariness, remarked to Mary that he would turn in, and in five minutes thereafter was snoring profoundly.




Chapter Three.

One pleasant afternoon in spring David Clazie and Ned Crashington sat smoking together in front of the fire in the lobby of the station, chatting of hair-breadth escapes by flood and fire.

Its cold enough yet to make a fire a very pleasant comrade  wen es inside the bars, observed David.

Hm, replied Crashington.

As this was not a satisfactory reply, David said so, and remarked, further, that Ned seemed to be in the blues.

Wotever can be the matter wi you, Ned, said David, looking at his companion with a perplexed air; youre a young, smart, ealthy fellar, in a business quite to your mind, an with a good-lookin young wife at ome, not to mention a babby. Wy wot more would you ave, Ned? You didnt ought for to look blue.

Praps not, replied Ned, re-lighting his pipe, and puffing between sentences, but a man may be in a business quite to his mind and have a good-looking wife, and a babby, and health to boot, without bein exactly safe from an attack of the blues now and then, dye see? It aint all gold that glitters. Youve heard o that proverb, no doubt?

Well, yes, replied Clazie.

Ah. Then theres another sayin which mayhap youve heard of too: every mans got a skeleton in the cupboard.

Ive heard o that likewise, said Clazie, but it aint true; leastways, I have got no skeleton in none o my cupboards, an, wots more, if I ad, Id pitch him overboard.

But what if he was too strong for you? suggested Ned.

Why, then  I dont know, said Clazie, shaking his head.

Before this knotty point could be settled in a satisfactory manner, the comrades were interrupted by the entrance of a man. He was a thick-set, ill-favoured fellow, with garments of a disreputable appearance, and had a slouch that induced honest men to avoid his company. Nevertheless, Ned Crashington gave him a hearty good afternoon, and shook hands.

My brother-in-law, Clazie, said Ned, turning and introducing him, Mr Sparks.

Clazie was about to say he was appy to, etcetera, but thought better of it, and merely nodded as he turned to the grate and shook the ashes out of his pipe.

Youll come and have a cup of tea, Phil? Maggie and I usually have it about this time.

Phil Sparks said he had no objection to tea, and left the station with Ned, leaving David Clazie shaking his head with a look of profound wisdom.

Youre a bad lot, you are, growled David, after the man was gone, a werry bad lot, indeed!

Having expressed his opinion to the clock, for there was no one else present, David thrust both hands into his pockets, and went out to take an observation of the weather.

Meanwhile Ned Crashington led his brother-in-law to his residence, which, like the abodes of the other firemen, was close at hand. Entering it he found his skeleton waiting for him in the shape of his wife. She was anything but a skeleton in aspect, being a stout, handsome woman, with a fine figure, an aquiline nose, and glittering black eyes.

Oh, youve come at last, she said in a sharp, querulous tone, almost before her husband had entered the room. Full ten minutes late, and I expected you sooner than usual to-night.

I didnt know you expected me sooner, Maggie. Heres Phil come to have tea with us.

Oh, Phil, how are you? said Mrs Crashington, greeting her brother with a smile, and shaking him heartily by the hand.

Ah, if youd only receive me with a smile like that, how different it might be, thought Ned; but he said nothing.

Now, then, stoopid, cried Mrs Crashington, turning quickly round on her husband, as if to counteract the little touch of amiability into which she had been betrayed, how long are you going to stand there in peoples way staring at the fire? What are you thinking of?

I was thinking of you, Maggie.

Hm! thinking no good of me, I dare say, replied Maggie, sharply.

Did your conscience tell you that? asked Ned, with a heightened colour.

Maggie made no reply. One secret of her bad temper was that she had all her life been allowed to vent it, and now that she was married she felt the necessity of restraining it very irksome. Whenever she had gone far enough with Ned, and saw that he was not to be trifled with, she found that she possessed not only power to control her temper, but the sense, now and then, to do so! On the present occasion she at once busied herself in preparing tea, while Ned sat down opposite his brother-in-law, and, taking Fred, his only child, a handsome boy of about five years of age, on his knee, began to run his fingers through his jet black curly hair.

Did you get your tasks well to-day, Fred? asked Ned.

No, father.

No? repeated Ned in surprise; why not?

Because I was playin with May Dashwood, father.

Was that a good reason for neglecting your dooty? demanded Ned, shaking his head reproachfully, yet smiling in spite of himself.

Iss, father, replied the boy boldly.

Youre wrong, Fred. No doubt you might have had a worse reason, but play is not a good reason for neglect of dooty. Only think  what would be said to me if I was called to a fire, and didnt go because I wanted to play with May Dashwood?

But I was sent for, pleaded Fred. Mrs Dashwood had a big  oh, such a big washin, an sent to say if I might be let go; an mother said I might, so I went.

Ah, that alters the case, Fred, replied his father, patting the boys head. To help a woman in difficulties justifies amost anything. Dont it, Phil?

Thus appealed to, Phil said that he didnt know, and, what was more, he didnt care.

Now dont sit talkin nonsense, but sit in to tea, said Mrs Crashington.

The stout firemans natural amiability had been returning like a flood while he conversed with Fred, but this sharp summons rather checked its flow; and when he was told in an exasperating tone to hand the toast, and not look like a stuck pig, it was fairly stopped, and his spirit sank to zero.

Have you got anything to do yet? he asked of Phil Sparks, by way of cheering up a little.

No, nothin, replied Sparks; leastways nothin worth mentionin.

I knew his last application would fail, observed Maggie, in a quietly contemptuous tone.

His last application had been made through Neds influence and advice, and that is how she came to know it would fail.

Ned felt a rising of indignation within him which he found it difficult to choke down, because it was solely for his wifes sake that he had made any effort at all to give a helping hand to surly Phil Sparks, for whom he entertained no personal regard. But Ned managed to keep his mouth shut. Although a passionate man, he was not ill-tempered, and often suffered a great deal for the sake of peace.

London, growled Sparks, in a tone of sulky remonstrance, aint a place for a man to git on in. If youve the luck to have friends who can help you, an are willin, why its well enough; but if you havent got friends, its o no manner o use to try anything, except pocket-pickin or house-breakin.

Come, Phil, said Ned, laughing, as he helped himself to a huge round of buttered toast, I ope you hant made up your mind to go in for either of them professions, for they dont pay. They entail hard work, small profits, an great risk  not to mention the dishonesty of em. But I dont agree with you about London neither.

You never agree with nobody about anythink, observed Mrs Crashington, in a low tone, as if the remark were made to the teapot; but Ned heard it, and his temper was sorely tried again, for, while the remark was utterly false as regarded himself, it was particularly true as regarded his wife. However, he let it pass, and continued  

You see, Phil, London, as you know, is a big place, the population of it being equal to that of all Scotland  so Im told, though it aint easy to swallow that. Now it seems to me that where theres so many people an so much doin, it ought to be the very place for smart, stout fellows like you. If I was you, Id

Yes, but you aint him, interrupted Mrs Crashington, testily, so it wont do him much good to tell what you would or wouldnt do.

Ive heard of wives, Maggie, who sometimes tried to be agreeable, said Ned, gravely.

If I dont suit you, why did you marry me? demanded Maggie.

Ah, why indeed? said Ned, with a frown. At this critical point in the conversation, little Fred, who was afraid that a storm was on the point of bursting forth, chanced to overturn his tin mug of tea. His mother was one of those obtuse women who regard an accident as a sin, to be visited by summary punishment. Her usual method of inflicting punishment was by means of an open-handed slap on the side of the head. On this occasion she dealt out the measure of justice with such good-will, that poor little Fred was sent sprawling and howling on the floor.

This was too much for Ned, who was a tender-hearted man. The blood rushed to his face; he sprang up with such violence as to overturn his chair, seized his cap, and, without uttering a word, dashed out of the room, and went downstairs three steps at a time.

What Ned meant to do, or where to go, of course no one could tell, for he had no definite intentions in his own mind, but his energies were unexpectedly directed for him. On rushing out at the street door, he found himself staggering unexpectedly in the arms of Bob Clazie.

Hullo! Bob, whats up?

Turn out! said Bob, as he wheeled round, and ran to the next firemans door.

Ned understood him. He ran smartly to the station, and quickly put on helmet, belt, and axe. Already the engine was out, and the horses were being harnessed. In two minutes the men were assembled and accoutred; in three they were in their places  the whip cracked, and away they went.

It was a good blazing, roaring, soul-stirring fire  a dry-salters warehouse, with lots of inflammable materials to give it an intense heart of heat, and fanned by a pretty stiff breeze into ungovernable fury  yet it was as nothing to the fire that raged in Neds bosom. If he had hated his wife, or been indifferent to her, he would in all probability, like too many husbands, have sought for congenial society elsewhere, and would have been harsh to her when obliged to be at home. But Ned loved his wife, and would have made any sacrifice, if by so doing, he could have smoothed her into a more congenial spirit. When, therefore, he found that his utmost efforts were of no avail, and that he was perpetually goaded, and twitted, and tweaked for every little trifle, his spirit was set alight  as he at last remarked in confidence to David Clazie  and all the fire-engines in Europe, Asia, Africa and America couldnt put it out.

The dry-salters premises seemed to have been set on fire for poor Neds special benefit that night. They suited his case exactly. There was more than the usual quantity of smoke to suffocate, and fire to roast, him. There was considerable danger too, so that the daring men of the brigade were in request  if we may say that of a brigade in which all the men were daring  and Ned had congenial work given him to do. The proverbial meeting of Greek with Greek was mere childs play to this meeting of fire with fire. The inflamed Ned and the blazing dry-salter met in mortal conflict, and the result was tremendous! It made his brother firemen stand aghast with awful admiration, to observe the way in which Ned dashed up tottering staircases, and along smoke-choked passages, where lambent flames were licking about in search of oxygen to feed on, and the way in which he hurled down brick walls and hacked through wood partitions, and tore up fir-planking and seized branch and hose, and, dragging them into hole-and-corner places, and out upon dizzy beams, and ridge poles, dashed tons of water in the fires face, until it hissed again. It was a fine example of the homoeopathic principle that like cures like; for the fire in Neds bosom did wonders that night in the way of quenching the fire in the dry-salters warehouse.

When this had gone on for an hour, and the fire was at its height, Ned, quite exhausted, descended to the street, and, sitting down on the pavement, leaned against a rail.

If you goes on like that, Ned, said Bob Clazie, coming up to him, youll bust yourself.

I wish I could, said Ned.

At that moment, Bobs brother David came towards them with the brandy bottle.

Have a glass, Ned, you need it, said David.

Ned, although not a teetotaller, was one of the men who did not require spirits, and therefore seldom took more than a sip, but he now seized the glass, and drained it eagerly.

Another, he cried, holding it up.

David refilled it with a look of some surprise.

Ned drained it a second time.

Now, said he, springing up, and tightening his belt, Im all right, come along, Bob!

With that he rushed into the burning house, and in a few seconds was seen to take the branch from a fireman on one of the upper floors, and drag it out on a charred beam that overhung the fire. The spot on which they stood was brilliantly illuminated, and it was seen that the fireman remonstrated with Ned, but the latter thrust him away, and stepped out on the beam. He stood there black as ebony, with a glowing background of red walls and fire, and the crowd cheered him for his unwonted courage; but the cheer was changed abruptly into a cry of alarm as the beam gave way, and Ned fell head foremost into the burning ruins.

The chief of the brigade  distinguishable everywhere by his tall figure  observed the accident, and sprang towards the place.

If hes not killed by the fall, hes safe from the fire, for it is burnt out there, he remarked to David Clazie, who accompanied him. Before they reached the place, Joe Dashwood and two other men had rushed in. They found Ned lying on his back in a mixture of charcoal and water, almost buried in a mass of rubbish which the falling beam had dragged down along with it. In a few seconds this was removed, and Ned was carried out and laid on the pavement, with a coat under his head.

Theres no cut anywhere that I can see, said Joe Dashwood examining him.

His fall must have been broke by goin through the lath and plaster o the ceilin below, suggested Bob Clazie.

At that moment, there was a great crash, followed by a loud cry, and a cheer from the multitude, as the roof fell in, sending up a magnificent burst of sparks and flame, in the midst of which Ned Crashington was borne from the field of battle.

While this scene was going on, Mrs Crashington and her brother were still seated quietly enjoying their tea  at least, enjoying it as much as such characters can be said to enjoy anything.

When Ned had gone out, as before mentioned, Phil remarked:  

I wouldnt rouse him like that, Mag, if I was you.

But hes so aggravatin, pleaded Mrs Crashington.

He aint half so aggravatin as you are, replied Phil, gruffly. I dont understand your temper at all. You take all the hard words I give you as meek as a lamb, but if he only offers to open his mouth you fly at him like a turkey-cock. However, its no business o mine, and now, he added, rising, I must be off.

So, you wont tell me before you go, what sort of employment youve got?

No, replied Phil, shortly.

Why not, Phil?

Because I dont want you to know, and I dont want your husband to know.

But I wont tell him, Phil.

Ill take good care you cant tell him, returned Phil, as he fastened a worsted comforter round his hairy throat. Its enough for you to know that I aint starvin and that the work pays, though it aint likely to make my fortin.

Saying this, Mr Sparks condescended to give his sister a brief nod and left the house.

He had not been gone much more than a couple of hours, when Mrs Crashington, having put little Fred to sleep, was roused from a reverie by the sound of several footsteps outside, followed by a loud ring at the bell; she opened the door quickly, and her husband was borne in and laid on his bed.

Not dead? exclaimed the woman in a voice of agony.

No, missus, not dead, said David Clazie, but hardly better, I fear.

When Maggie looked on the poor bruised form, with garments torn to shreds, and so covered with charcoal, water, lime, and blood, as to be almost an indistinguishable mass, she could not have persuaded herself that he was alive, had not a slight heaving of the broad chest told that life still remained.

Its a orrible sight, that, missus, said David Clazie, with a look that seemed strangely stern.

It is  oh it is  terrible! said Mrs Crashington, scarce able to suppress a cry.

Ah, youd better take a good look at it, added Clazie, for its your own doing, missus.

Maggie looked at him in surprise, but he merely advised her to lend a hand to take the clothes off, as the doctor would be round in a minute; so she silently but actively busied herself in such duties as were necessary.

Meanwhile Phil Sparks went about the streets of London attending to the duties of his own particular business. To judge from appearances, it seemed to be rather an easy occupation, for it consisted mainly in walking at a leisurely pace through the streets and thoroughfares, with his hands in his pockets and a pipe in his mouth.

Meditation also appeared to be an important branch of this business, for Phil frequently paused in front of a large mansion, or a magnificent shop, and gazed at it so intently, that one might have almost fancied he was planning the best method of attempting a burglary, although nothing was farther from Phils intentions. Still, his meditations were sometimes so prolonged, that more than one policeman advised him, quite in a friendly way, to move on.

Apparently, however, Phil turned over no profit, on this business, and was about to return home supperless to bed, when he suddenly observed smoke issuing from an upper window. Rare and lucky chance! He was the first to observe it. He knew that the first who should convey the alarm of fire to a fire-station would receive a shilling for his exertions. He dashed off at once, had the firemen brought to the spot in a few minutes, so that the fire was easily and quickly overcome. Thus honest Phil Sparks earned his supper, and the right to go home and lay his head on his pillow, with the happy consciousness of having done a good action to his fellow-men, and performed a duty to the public and himself.




Chapter Four.

It is probable that there is not in all the wide world a man  no matter how depraved, or ill-favoured, or unattractive  who cannot find some sympathetic soul, some one who will be glad to see him and find more or less pleasure in his society. Coarse in body and mind though Philip Sparks was, there dwelt a young woman, in one of the poorest of the poor streets in the neighbourhood of Thames Street, who loved him, and would have laid down her life for him.

To do Martha Reading justice, she had fallen in love with Sparks before intemperance had rendered his countenance repulsive and his conduct brutal. When, perceiving the power he had over her, he was mean enough to borrow and squander the slender gains she made by the laborious work of dress-making  compared to which coal-heaving must be mere childs play  she experienced a change in her feelings towards him, which she could not easily understand or define. Her thoughts of him were mingled with intense regrets and anxieties, and she looked forward to his visits with alarm. Yet those thoughts were not the result of dying affection; she felt quite certain of that, having learned from experience that, many waters cannot quench love.

One evening, about eight oclock, Phil Sparks, having prosecuted his business up to that hour without success, tapped at the door of Marthas garret and entered without waiting for permission; indeed, his tapping at all was a rather unwonted piece of politeness.

Come in, Phil, said Martha, rising and shaking hands, after which she resumed her work.

You seem busy to-night, remarked Sparks, sitting down on a broken chair beside the fireless grate, and taking out his bosom companion, a short black pipe, which he began to fill.

I am always busy, said Martha, with a sigh.

An it dont seem to agree with you, to judge from your looks, rejoined the man.

This was true. The poor girls pretty face was thin and very pale and haggard.

I was up all last night, she said, and feel tired now, and theres not much chance of my getting to bed to-night either, because the lady for whom I am making this must have it by to-morrow afternoon at latest.

Here Mr Sparks muttered something very like a malediction on ladies in general, and on ladies who must have dresses in particular.

Your fires dead out, Martha, he added, poking among the ashes in search of a live ember.

Yes, Phil, its out. I cant afford fire of an evening; besides it aint cold just now.

You can afford matches, I suppose, growled Phil; ah, here they are. Useful things matches, not only for lightin a fellers pipe with, but also for  well; so she must have it by to-morrow afternoon, must she?

Yes, so my employer tells me.

An shell not take no denial, wont she?

I believe not, replied Martha, with a faint smile, which, like a gleam of sunshine on a dark landscape, gave indication of the brightness that might have been if grey clouds of sorrow had not overspread her sky.

Whats the ladys name, Martha?

Middleton.

And were abouts may she live?

In Conway Street, Knightsbridge.

The number?

Number 6, I believe; but why are you so particular in your inquiries about her? said Martha, looking up for a moment from her work, while the faint gleam of sunshine again flitted over her face.

Why, you see, Martha, replied Phil, gazing through the smoke of his pipe with a sinister smile, it makes a feller feel koorious to hear the partiklers about a lady wot must have things, an wont take no denial! If I was you, now, Id disappoint her, an see how shed take it.

He wound up his remark, which was made in a bantering tone, with another malediction, which was earnest enough  savagely so.

Oh! Phil, cried the girl, in an earnest tone of entreaty; dont, oh, dont swear so. It is awful to think that God hears you, is near you  at your very elbow  while you thus insult Him to his face.

The man made no reply, but smoked with increasing intensity, while he frowned at the empty fire-place.

Well, Martha, he said, after a prolonged silence, Ive got work at last.

Have you? cried the girl, with a look of interest.

Yes; it aint much to boast of, to be sure, but it pays, and, as it ties me to nothin an nobody, it suits my taste well. Im wot you may call a appendage o the fire-brigade. I hangs about the streets till I sees a fire, wen, off I goes full split to the nearest fire-station, calls out the engine, and gits the reward for bein first to give the alarm.

Indeed, said Martha, whose face, which had kindled up at first with pleasure, assumed a somewhat disappointed look; I  I fear you wont make much by that, Phil?

You dont seem to make much by that, retorted Phil, pointing with the bowl of his pipe to the dress which lay in her lap and streamed in a profusion of rich folds down to the floor.

Not much, assented Martha, with a sigh. Well, then, continued Phil, re-lighting his pipe, and pausing occasionally in his remarks to admire the bowl, that bein so, you and I are much in the same fix, so if we unites our small incomes, of course thatll make em just double the size.

Phil, said Martha, in a lower voice, as she let her hands and the work on which they were engaged fall on her lap, I think, now, that it will never be.

Whatll never be? demanded the man rudely, looking at the girl in surprise.

Our marriage.

What! are you going to jilt me?

Heaven forbid, said Martha, earnestly. But you and I are not as we once were, Phil, we differ on many points. I feel sure that our union would make us more miserable than we are.

Come, come, cried the man, half in jest and half in earnest. This kind of thing will never do. You mustnt joke about that, old girl, else Ill have you up for breach of promise.

Mr Sparks rose as he spoke, knocked the ashes out of his pipe, put it in his waistcoat pocket, and prepared to go.

Martha, he said, Im goin off now to attend to my business, but I havent made a rap yet to-day, and its hard working on a empty stomach, so I just looked in to light my pipe, and enquire if you hadnt got a shillin about you, eh!

The girl looked troubled.

Oh, very well, cried Sparks, with an offended air, if you dont want to accommodate me, never mind, I can get it elsewhere.

Stop! cried Martha, taking a leathern purse from her pocket.

Well, it would have been rather hard, he said, returning and holding out his hand.

There, take it, said Martha, You shouldnt judge too quickly. You dont know why I looked put out. It is my

She stopped short, and then said hurriedly, Dont drink it, Phil.

No, I wont. Im hungry. Ill eat it. Thankee.

With a coarse laugh he left the room, and poor Martha sat down again to her weary toil, which was not in any degree lightened by the fact that she had just given away her last shilling.

A moment after, the door opened suddenly and Mr Sparks looked in with a grin, which did not improve the expression of his countenance.

I say, I wouldnt finish that dress to-night if I was you.

Why not, Phil? asked the girl in surprise.

Cause the lady wont want it to-morrow arternoon.

How do you know that?

No matter. Its by means of a kind of second-sight Ive got, that I find out a-many things. All I can say is that Ive got a strong suspicion  a what dye call it  a presentiment that Mrs Middleton, of Number 6, Conway Street, Knightsbridge, wont want her dress to-morrow, so I advise you to go to bed to-night.

Without waiting for a reply Mr Sparks shut the door and descended to the street. Purchasing and lighting a cheroot at the nearest tobacco shop with part of Marthas last shilling, he thrust his hands into his pockets, and sauntering along various small streets and squares, gave his undivided attention to business.

For a man whose wants were rather extensive and urgent, the business did not seem a very promising one. He glanced up at the houses as he sauntered along, appearing almost to expect that some of them would undergo spontaneous combustion for his special accommodation. Occasionally he paused and gazed at a particular house with rapt intensity, as if he hoped the light which flashed from his own eyes would set it on fire; but the houses being all regular bricks refused to flare up at such a weak insult.

Finding his way to Trafalgar Square, Mr Sparks threw away the end of his cheroot, and, mending his pace, walked smartly along Piccadilly until he gained the neighbourhood of Knightsbridge. Here he purchased another cheroot, and while lighting it took occasion to ask if there was a street thereabouts named Conway Street.

Yes, sir, there is, said a small and exceedingly pert crossing-sweeper, who chanced to be standing near the open door of the shop, and overheard the question. Ill show you the way for a copper, sir, but silver preferred, if youre so disposed.

Whereabouts is it? asked Mr Sparks of the shopman, regardless of the boy.

Round the corner to your right, and after that second turning to your left.

Oh, thats all wrong, cried the boy. Wy, ow should ee know hanythink about streets? Never goes nowheres, does nothink but sell snuff an pigtail, mornin, noon, and night. Ee should have said, right round the corner to your right, and ee should have added sir, for thats right wen a genlmns spoke to, arter wich, wen youve left this ere street, take second turnin to your left, if youre left-anded, an then you come hall right. Thats ow ee ought to have said it, sir.

In the midst of this flow of information, Mr Sparks emerged into the street.

Ill show you the way for love, sir, if you aint got no money, said the boy in a tone of mock sincerity, stepping up and touching his cap.

Let im alone, Bloater, cried another and smaller boy, dont you see ees one of the swell mob, an dont want to ave too much attention drawed to him?

No ee aint, Little Jim, ees only a genlmn in disguise, replied the Bloater, sidling up to Mr Sparks, and urgently repeating, show you the way for a copper, sir, only a copper.

Mr Sparks, being, as we have said, an irascible man, and particularly out of humour that evening, did not vouchsafe a reply, but, turning suddenly round, gave the Bloater a savage kick that turned him head over heels into the road.

The Bloater, whose proper name was Robert Herring, from which were derived the aliases, Raw Herring and the Bloater, immediately recovered himself and rushed at Mr Sparks with his broom. He was a strong, resolute, passionate boy, yet withal good-humoured and placable. In the first burst of indignation he certainly meant to commit a violent assault, but he suddenly changed his mind. Perhaps the look and attitude of his antagonist had something to do with the change; perhaps the squeaky voice of Little Jim, shouting hooray, Bloater, go in an win, may have aroused his sense of the ludicrous, which was very strong, and helped to check him. At all events, instead of bringing his broom down on the head of Mr Sparks, Bloater performed an impromptu war-dance round him and flourished his weapon with a rapidity that was only surpassed by the rapid flow of his language.

Now then, Gunpowder, come on; wot do you mean by it  eh? You low-minded son of a pepper-castor! Who let you out o the cruet-stand? Wot dee mean by raisin yer dirty foot agin a honest man, wch you aint, an never was, an never will be, an never could be, seein that both your respected parients was anged afore you was born. Come on, I say. You aint a coward, air you? If so, Ill and you over to Little Jim ere, an stand by to see fair play!

During this outburst, Mr Sparks had quietly faced the excited boy, watching his opportunity to make a dash at him, but the appearance of a policeman put a sudden termination to the riot by inducing the Bloater and Little Jim to shoulder their brooms and fly. Mr Sparks, smiling grimly, (he never smiled otherwise), thrust his hands into his pockets, resumed his cheroot, and held on the even tenor of his way.

But he had not yet done with the Bloater. That volatile and revengeful youth, having run on in advance, ensconced himself behind a projection at the corner of the street close to which Sparks had to pass, and from that point of vantage suddenly shot into his ear a yell so excruciating that it caused the man to start and stagger off the pavement; before he could recover himself, his tormentor had doubled round the corner and vanished.

Growling savagely, he continued his walk. One of the turns to the left, which he had to make, led him through a dark and narrow street. Here, keeping carefully in the middle of the road for security, he looked sharply on either side, having his hands out of his pockets now, and clenched, for he fully expected another yell. He was wrong, however, in his expectations. The Bloater happened to know of a long ladder, whose nightly place of repose was on the ground in a certain dark passage, with its end pointing across that street. Taking up a position beside this ladder, with Little Jim  who followed him, almost bursting with delight  he bided his time and kept as quiet as a mouse. Just in the nick of time the ladder was run out, and Mr Sparks tripping over it, fell violently to the ground. He sprang up and gave chase, of course, but he might as well have followed a will-o-the-wisp. The young scamps, doubling like hares, took refuge in a dark recess under a stair with which they were well acquainted, and from that position they watched their enemy. They heard him go growling past; knew, a moment or two later, from the disappointed tone of the growl, that he had found the opening at the other end of the passage; heard him return, growling, and saw him for a moment in the dim light of the entrance as he left the place. Then, swiftly issuing from their retreat, they followed.

I say, Bloater, whispered Little Jim, ees got such an ugly mug that I do blieve ees up to some game or other.

Praps ee is, returned the Bloater, meditatively; well let im alone an foller im up.

The prolonged season of peace that followed, induced Mr Sparks to believe that his tormentors had left him, he therefore dismissed them from his mind, and gave himself entirely to business. Arrived at Conway street, he found that it was one of those semi-genteel streets in the immediate neighbourhood of Kensington Gardens, wherein dwell thriving tradespeople who know themselves to be rising in the world, and unfortunate members of the upper ten, who know that they have come down in the world, but have not ceased the struggle to keep up appearances. It was a quiet, unfrequented street, in which the hum of the surrounding city sounded like the roar of a distant cataract. Here Mr Sparks checked his pace  stopped  and looked about him with evident caution.

Ho, ho! whispered Little Jim.

Weve tracked im down, replied the Bloater with a chuckle.

Mr Sparks soon found Number 6. On the door a brass plate revealed Mrs Middleton.

Ha! she must have it, must she, an wont take no denial, muttered the man between his teeth.

Mr Sparks observed that one of the lower windows was open, which was not to be wondered at, for the weather was rather warm at the time. He also observed that the curtains of the window were made of white flowered muslin, and that they swayed gently in the wind, not far from a couple of candles which stood on a small table. There was no one in the room at the time.

Strange, muttered Mr Sparks, with a grim smile, that people will leave lights so near muslin curtains!

Most ordinary people would have thought the candles in question at a sufficiently safe distance from the curtains, but Mr Sparks apparently thought otherwise. He entertained peculiar views about the danger of fire.

From the position which the two boys occupied they could not see the man while he was thus engaged in examining and commenting on Number 6, Conway Street, but they saw him quite well when he crossed the street, (which had only one side to it, a wall occupying the other), and they saw him still better in the course of a few seconds when a bright light suddenly streamed towards him, and illumined his villainous countenance, and they heard as well as saw him, the next instant, when he shouted fire  fire! and rushed frantically away.

Hallo! exclaimed the Bloater, and dashed off at full speed. Little Jim echoed the sentiment and followed.

Robert, alias Raw Herring, was a sharp-witted lad. He understood the case, (partly at least), in a moment, and proceeded to appropriate action. Being intimately acquainted with that part of London, he took a short cut, overshot Mr Sparks, and was first to give the alarm at the fire-station. When, therefore, Mr Sparks ran in, panting and shouting fire! great was his surprise to find the men already roused, and the horses being attached to the engine.

Where away? inquired one of the firemen, supposing that Sparks, perhaps, brought information of another fire.

Number 6, Conway Street, he gasped.

All right, weve got the noos already. The boys brought it.

The Bloater, with a mouth extending from ear to ear and all his teeth displayed, uttered the single word sold! as Mr Sparks turned his eyes on him. One glance was enough. The man became very pale, and suddenly left the station amid a shout of laughter from the firemen, as they leaped on the engine and drove away, followed by the two boys whose spirits were already excited to the highest pitch of ecstasy by a fire.

It was early morning before the fire was subdued, and Number 6 left the blackened skeleton of a house. Long before that, the Bloater and Little Jim had sought repose in the cart-shed of a neighbouring stable. Long before that Mr Philip Sparks had retired to rest, growling anathemas on the heads of boys in general, and crossing-sweepers in particular; and not very long before that poor Martha Reading had put in the last stitch of her work, and fallen into a profound sleep in her chair.

Mr Sparks turned out to be a true prophet. Mrs Middleton did not insist on having her dress home that afternoon, and when Martha, true to her promise, conveyed it to Number 6, Conway Street, she found no one there to receive it except a few drenched men of the Red Brigade, and the police.




Chapter Five.

Mr Philip Sparks, though not naturally fond of society, was, nevertheless, obliged to mingle occasionally with that unpleasant body, for the purpose of recruiting his finances. He would rather have remained at home and enjoyed his pipe and beer in solitude, but that was not possible in the circumstances. Owing, no doubt, to the selfishness of the age in which he lived, people would not go and pour money into his pockets, entreat him to accept of the same, and then retire without giving him any farther trouble. On the contrary, even when he went out and took a great deal of trouble to obtain money  much more trouble than he would have had to take, had he been an honest working man  people refused to give it to him, but freely gave him a good deal of gratuitous advice instead, and sometimes threatened the donation of other favours which, in many instances, are said to be more numerous than hapence.

Things in general being in this untoward condition, Mr Sparks went out one morning and entered into society. Society did not regard him with a favourable eye, but Sparks was not thin-skinned; he persevered, being determined, come what might, to seek his fortune. Poor fellow, like many a man in this world who deems himself a most unlucky fellow, he had yet to learn the lesson that fortunes must be wrought for, not sought for, if they are to be found.

Finding society gruffer than usual that morning, and not happening to meet with his or anybody elses fortune in any of the streets through which he passed, he resolved to visit Martha Readings abode; did so, and found her not at home. With despairing disgust he then went to visit his sister.

Mrs Crashington was obviously at home, for she opened the door to him, and held up her finger.

Hallo, Mag! exclaimed Sparks, a little surprised.

Hush! said Mrs Crashington, admitting him, speak low.

Thus admonished, Mr Sparks asked in a hoarse whisper, what was up?

Neds had a bad fall, Phil, whispered Mrs Crashington, in a tremulous tone that was so unlike her usual voice as to make Sparks look at her in surprise not unmingled with anxiety.

You dont mean to say, Mag, that hes a-goin to  to  knock under?

I hope not, Phil, but  the doctor

Here the poor woman broke down altogether, and sobbed quietly as she led her brother through the house, and into the little bed-room where the injured fireman lay.

Neds bruised, burned, and lacerated frame was concealed under a patchwork coverlet. Only his face was visible, but that, although the least injured part of his body, was so deadly pale that even Mr Sparks was solemnised by the supposition that he was in the presence of Death.

Oh, Ned, Ned! exclaimed Maggie, unable to repress her grief, can you  can you ever forgive me?

She laid her hand on the firemans broad breast, and passionately kissed his brow.

He opened his eyes, and whispered with difficulty, Forgive you, Maggie? God for ever bless you. He could say no more, owing to excessive weakness.

Come, missus, you mustnt disturb him, said David Clazie, emerging from behind the curtains at the foot of the bed. The doctors orders was strict  to keep im quiet. Youd better go into the other room, an your brother likewise. Praps you might send im to tell Joe Dashwood to be ready.

David Clazie, who was more a man of action than of words, quietly, but firmly, ejected the brother and sister from the little room while he was speaking, and, having shut the door, sat down at his post again as a guard over his sick comrade.

Seems to me its all up with im, observed Sparks, as he stood gazing uneasily into the fire.

As Mrs Crashington replied only by sobbing, he continued, after a few minutes  

Does the doctor say its all up, Mag?

No, oh no, replied the poor woman, he dont quite say so; but I cant git no comfort from that. Ned has lost such a quantity of blood, it seems impossible for him to git round. Theyre goin to try a operation on im to-day, but I cant understand it, an dont believe in it. They talk of puttin noo blood into im! An that reminds me that the doctor is to be here at twelve. Do run round, Phil, to the Dashwoods, and tell Joe to be here in good time.

Whats Joe wanted for?

Never mind, but go and tell him that. I cant talk just now, she said, pushing her brother out of the room.

Tapping at Joe Dashwoods door, Phil received from a strong, deep voice permission to come in. He entered, and found a very different state of things from that which he had just left. A bright room, and bright, happy faces. The windows were bright, which made the light appear brighter than usual; the grate was bright; the furniture was bright; the face of the clock, whose interior seemed about to explode on every occasion of striking the hour, was bright  almost to smiling; and the pot-lids, dish-covers, etcetera, were bright  so bright as to be absolutely brilliant. Joe Dashwood and his little wife were conversing near the window, but, although their faces were unquestionably bright by reason of contentment, coupled with a free use of soap and the jack-towel, there was, nevertheless, a shade of sadness in their looks and tones. Nothing of the sort, however, appeared on the countenances of the Rosebud and young Fred Crashington. These gushing little offshoots of the Red Brigade were too young to realise the danger of Neds condition, but they were quite old enough to create an imaginary fire in the cupboard, which they were wildly endeavouring to extinguish with a poker for a branch and a bucket for a fire-engine, when Mr Sparks entered.

Oh! kik, Feddy, kik; put it out kik, or itll bun down all e house, cried little May, eagerly, as she tossed back a cataract of golden curls from her flushed countenance, and worked away at the handle of the bucket with all her might.

All right! shouted Fred, who had been sent to play with the Rosebud that he might be out of the way. Down with Number 1; thats your sort; keep er goin; hooray!

He brought the poker down with an awful whack on the cupboard at this point, causing the crockery to rattle again.

Hallo! youngster, mind what youre about, cried Joe, else there will be more damage caused by the engine than the fire  not an uncommon thing, either, in our practice!

It was at this point that he replied to Mr Sparkss knock.

Come in, Mr Sparks, youve heard of your poor brother-in-laws accident, I suppose?

Yes, Ive just comed from his house with a message. Youre wanted to be there in good time.

All right, Ill be up to time, said Joe, putting on his coat and cap, and smiling to his wife, as he added, Its a queer sort o thing to do. Well be blood-relations, Ned and I, after this. Look after these youngsters, Molly, else theyll knock your crockery to bits. Good-day. Mr Sparks.

Good-day, replied Sparks, as Joe went out. Then, turning to Mrs Dashwood, What sort of operation is it theyre goin to perform on Ned?

Did you not hear? Its a very curious one. Ned has lost so much blood from a deep cut in his leg that the doctors say he cant recover, no matter how strong his constitution is, unless he gits some blood put into him, so theyre goin to put some o my Joes blood into him.

What! exclaimed Sparks, take blood out o your husband and put it hot and livin into Ned? No, no, Ive got a pretty big swallow, but I cant git that down.

If you cant swallow it youll have to bolt it, then, for its a fact, returned Mary, with a laugh.

But how do they mean to go about it? asked Sparks, with an unbelieving expression of countenance.

Well, I aint quite sure about that, replied Mary; they say that the doctor cuts a hole in a vein of the arms of both men, and puts a pipe, or something of that sort, into the two veins, and so lets the blood run from the one man into the other. I dont half believe it myself, to say truth; but its quite true that theyre goin to try it on Ned. The doctor says it has bin tried before with great success, and that the main thing is to get a stout, healthy young man to take the blood from. They thought, at first, to get a healthy youth from the country, but my Joe begged so hard to let him supply his friend and comrade with what they wanted, that they agreed, and now hes off to have it done. Aint it funny?

Funny! exclaimed Sparks, well, it is, just. But Im not such a fool as to believe that they can pump the blood out o one man into another in that fashion.

I hope they can for poor Neds sake, said Mary, in a sad tone, as she stirred a large pot which stood simmering on the fire.

There was a short silence after that, for Mary was thinking of the strange operation that was probably going on at that moment, and Phil Sparks was debating with himself as to the propriety of attempting to induce Mrs Dashwood to lend him a shilling or two. He could not easily make up his mind, however; not because he was ashamed to ask it, but, because he was afraid of receiving a rebuke from the pretty little woman. He knew that she and Martha Reading were intimate friends, and he had a suspicion that Mrs Dashwood was aware of Marthas fondness for him, and that she bore him no good will in consequence. Besides, although one of the sweetest tempered women in London, Mary was one whose indignation could be roused, and whose clear blue eye had something overawing in it, especially to scoundrels. He therefore sat there more than an hour, conversing on various subjects, while Mary busied herself in household matters; which she occasionally left off in order to assist in extinguishing the fire in the cupboard!

At last Sparks resolved to make the attempt, and thought he would begin by trying to propitiate Mary by commenting on her child.

Thats a pretty little girl of yours, missis, he remarked in a casual way.

That she is, cried Mary, catching up the child and kissing her rosy face all over; and shes better than pretty  shes good, good as gold.

Oh top, ma. Let May down, kik! Fire not out yit!

Thats right, never give in, May. Wot a jolly fireman youd make! cried Fred, still directing all his energies to the cupboard.

Thats a queer sort o helmet the boys got on, said Sparks, alluding to a huge leathern headpiece, of a curious old-fashioned form, which was rolling about on the boys head, being much too large for him.

It was bought for him by my Joe, in an old curiosity shop, said Mary.

Ha! replied Sparks. Well, Missis Dashwood, Ill have to be goin, though I havent got no business to attend to  still, a man must keep movin about, you know, specially wen hes had no breakfast, an hant got nothin to buy one.

Thats a sad condition, said Mary, pursing her lips, for she knew the man.

It is, missis. You couldnt lend me half-a-crown, could you?

No, I couldnt, replied the little woman with decision, while her cheeks reddened; moreover, I wouldnt if I could. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Mr Sparks; its a disgrace for a man of your strength and years to be goin about borrowing as youre in the habit of doin; and you have got the impudence, too, to be running after poor Martha Reading, but you shall never get her if I can prevent it.

Mr Sparks was much nettled by the first part of Mrs Dashwoods speech. The last part put him in a towering passion. He started up, but had the wisdom to restrain himself to some extent.

Perhaps, he said, between his teeth, you cant prevent it, missis.

Perhaps not, but I shall try.

At that moment, Master Fred Crashington chanced to stumble in his energetic attempts to extinguish the fire in the cupboard, which the Rosebud assured him, in excited tones, was not out yit; gittin wus an wus! In falling, the old-fashioned helmet flew off, and the comb of it hit Mr Sparks a severe blow on the shin-bone. In the heat of the moment he dealt Fred a violent slap on the cheek, which sent him tumbling and howling on the floor. At that moment the door opened and Joe Dashwood entered.

He had heard the noise before entering, and now stood with a stern frown on his face as he gazed at his wife and her visitor.

Did you do that? he demanded of Sparks, pointing to the little boy.

He did, Joe, said Mary; but

Joe waited for no more. He seized Mr Sparks by the nape of the neck with a grip that almost choked him  strong though he was  and thrust him out of the room, down the stairs, and out into the street, where he gave him a final kick, and shut the door.

Oh, dear Joe! exclaimed Mary, on his return, you shouldnt have been so violent to im.

Wy not, Molly? Surely you would not have me stand by and look on while he insulted you and knocked down the boy?

No, but it would have been a better rebuke if you had ordered him off quietly. No good ever comes of violence, Joe, and hes such a spiteful, vindictive man that he will never forgive you  perhaps hell do you a mischief if he ever gets the chance.

I hope he will never get the chance, replied Joe. I hope not, but I fear him, said Mary. But tell me, Joe, how has the operation succeeded?

First-rate, Molly. Ned and I are blood-relations now! I dont know how much they took out o me, but it dont signify, for I am none the worse, an poor Ned seems much the better.

Here Joe entered into a minute detail of all that had been done  how a puncture had been made in one of the veins of his arm, and another in one of the veins of Neds arm; and how the end of a small tube with a bulb in the middle of it had been inserted into his puncture, and the other end into Neds puncture, and the blood pumped, as it were, from the full-blooded man into the injured man until it was supposed that he had had enough of it; and how Ned had already shown signs of revival while he, (Joe), didnt feel the loss at all, as was made abundantly evident by the energetic manner in which he had kicked Mr Sparks out of his house after the operation was over.

To all this Mary listened with wide open eyes, and Fred Crashington listened with wider open eyes; and little Rosebud listened with eyes and mouth equally open  not that she understood anything of it, but because the others were in that condition.

Now, May, my pet, cried the fireman, catching up his little one and tossing her in the air, Ned, that is so fond of you, is a blood-relation, so you may call him uncle next time he comes  uncle Ned!

Unkil Ned, lisped the Rosebud.

And me cousin, chimed in Fred.

Iss  cuzn, responded May.

Just so, cried Joe, seizing Fred round the waist and tossing him on his right shoulder  Rosebud being already on his left come, Ill carry you down the fire-escape now; hurrah! down we go.

How long Joe would have gone on playing with the children we cannot say, for he was interrupted by the entrance of Bob and David Clazie.

Come along, Joe, said the latter, its your turn to go along with us to drill.

Its ard work to ave to go playin at fires doorin the day, an puttin of em out doorin the night, Joe; aint it? said Bob Clazie.

So tis Bob, but it must be done, you know. Duty first, pleasure afterwards, replied Joe, with a laugh. Besides, the green hands could never learn how to do it if they hadnt some of the old uns to show em the way.

Hall right, replied Bob; come along.

They left the room with a hearty good-day to Mrs Dashwood, and a nod to the children.

Putting on the round sailors caps which replaced the helmets when they were not on actual service, the three firemen took their way towards the city, and finally reached a large piece of open ground, where a number of very old houses had been partly pulled down, to be soon replaced by new ones. The Fire-Brigade had obtained permission to perform their drill there until the ground should be required.

It was a curious waste place in the heart of the great city, with rubbish cumbering the ground in front of the half demolished houses. Here several ungainly fire-escapes leaned against the ruined walls, and thrust their heads through broken windows, or stood on the ground, rampant, as if eager to have their heads crammed into smoke and flames. Here also were several manual engines, with their appropriate gearing and hose, and near to these were grouped a band of as fine, fresh, muscular young fellows as one could wish to see. These were the new hands of the brigade  the young men, recently engaged, who were undergoing drill. Each was a picked, and, to some extent, a proved man. The lightest and least powerful among these men was a sturdy, courageous fellow. He, like the others, had been tried at an old fire-escape which stood in a corner of the yard, and which was unusually large and cumbrous. If he had failed to work various portions of that escape single-handed, without assistance, he would have been pronounced physically unfit for the service. Courage and strength alone would not have been sufficient. Weight, to a certain extent, was essential.

Among these youths were several of the older hands, and one or two officers of the brigade, the latter being distinguished by brass ornaments or brasses on their shoulders. They were there to superintend and direct. In the midst of them stood their chief, explaining the minutiae of the work they had to do.

When our three firemen reached the drill-ground the chief was showing his recruits how to coil several lengths of the hose, so as to avoid a twist or kink, which might endanger its bursting when the water was turned suddenly on by the powerful steamers. He then pointed to the tall empty buildings beside him and ordered his recruits to go into the third floor of the premises, drag up the hose, and bring the branch to bear on the back rooms, in which fire was supposed to be raging.

Look alive, now, he said, see how quickly youll manage it.

Instantly the active youths sprang to their work. Some got the hose out of the box of an engine and uncoiled it length by length towards the house, others screwed the lengths together at the same time that the water-trough was being set up and the suction-pipe attached. Meanwhile, some had run up into the building, and from an upper window let down a rope so as to be ready to drag up the hose when it was made long enough to reach them. Thus they practised during the forenoon the mimic warfare with the flames which they should have to carry into actual operation at night. In another part of the yard a foreman was instructing some recruits in the use of the fire-escape. Under a neighbouring archway stood a small group of idlers looking on at these stirring operations, one of these was Philip Sparks, another was the Bloater. The interests of the first had taken him there, the second had been led to the scene by his affections. Sparks did not observe the Bloater, but the Bloater being unusually sharp, had observed Sparks, and, with a look of surprise and glee at the unexpected sight, set himself to watch and listen.

Thats him, growled Sparks in a low whisper, pointing to Joe Dashwood as he entered the yard.

This was said to a dark-skinned, ill-looking, powerful man who stood at his elbow. The man nodded in reply.

Take a good look at him, Jeff; youll know him again?

Jeff nodded and guessed that he would.

Well, then, West-End; Friday, at 12 p.m. Number 5, close to the fire-station. You wont forget? whispered Sparks, as he and his ill-looking friend slunk away.

I say, observed the Bloater, poking Little Jim in the ribs, and looking down at him with one eye shut, you and I shall form an engagement for Friday night  shant we.

Little Jim opened his eyes very wide, pressed his mouth very tight, and nodded his head violently.

Well then, continued the Bloater, repeating Sparkss words in a deep stage whisper, West-End; Friday, at 12 p.m. Number 5, close to the fire-station. You wont forget?

Little Jim again nodded his head, and uttered a little shriek of delight. This attracted the notice of a policeman, who hinted, as delicately as possible, that the boys had better move on.

They took the hint, and retired precipitately.




Chapter Six.

Oh! but it was an interesting occupation to watch the expression of Little Jims countenance, as the Bloater watched it, while the two boys were on their way to the West-End that evening, bent on doing duty as amateur watchmen on Number 5, close to the fire-station.

Your face aint cherubic, observed the Bloater, looking down at his little friend. If anythink, I should say it partakes of the diabolic; so youve got no occasion to make it wus than it is by twistin it about like that. Wotever do you do it for?

Little Jim replied by a sound which can only be represented by the letters sk, pronounced in the summit of the nose.

That aint no answer, said the Bloater, with a knowing smile, the knowingness of which consisted chiefly in the corners of the mouth being turned down instead of up. This peculiarity, be it carefully observed, was natural to the Bloater, who scorned every species of affectation. Many of his young friends and admirers were wont to imitate this smile. If they could have seen the inconceivably idiotic expressions of their countenances when they tried it, they would never have made a second effort!

Wot a jolly lark! said Little Jim, prefacing the remark with another sk.

Ha! replied the Bloater, with a frown that implied the pressure of weighty matters on his mind.

After a few minutes silence, during which the cherubic face of Little Jim underwent various contortions, the Bloater said  

If I aint mistaken, Jim, you and I are sound of wind and limb?

Jim looked up in surprise, and nodded assent.

Besides which, continued the Bloater, were rayther fleet than otherwise.

Again Jim nodded and grinned.

No Bobby as ever stuck is hignorant hinsolent ead into a elmet ever could catch us.

Sk! ejaculated Jim, expanding from ear to ear.

Well, then, continued the Bloater, becoming more grave and confidential, its my opinion, Jim, that you and I shall ave a run for it to-night. Its quite plain that our hamiable friend who seems so fond o fire-raisin is goin to pay is respects to Number 5. Avin got it well alight it is just within the bounds o the possible  not to say probble  that ell give em leg-bail  make tracks, as the Yankees say  cut and run for it. Well, in course it would never do to let im go off alone, or with only a eavy stoopid, conceited slow-coach of a Bobby at is tail.

No, no, responded Little Jim; that would never do. Quite out of the question. Ighly himproper.

Therefore, said the Bloater, with emphasis, you and I shall ave to keep our heyes on im, shant we?

He put this concluding question with a wink of such astounding significance, that Little Jim could only reply with another sk! as he stopped for a few moments to hug himself.

At the fire-station close to Number 5, the firemen lounged about that evening with the air of men who, although they chanced to be idle at the moment, were nevertheless on the alert and ready for action at a moments notice. Their large folding-doors stood open with an air of off-hand hospitality. A couple of engines stood within, glittering from excessive polish and cleanliness. Coils of hose and buckets, etcetera, were seen here and there in readiness, while in an interior room a glimpse might be had of gleaming brass helmets, which hung in a row on the wall, each with an axe pendant below it; and, opposite to these, a row of dry boots arranged on pegs with their soles to the ceiling.

The two boys lingered about the station admiring all this, and commenting in their own peculiar fashion on men and things, sometimes approvingly, often critically, and now and then disparagingly. They sometimes ventured to address a remark or two to any of the men who chanced to look at them with a sufficiently good-humoured expression, and even went the length of asking Bob Clazie if, in the event of the Thames going on fire, e thought e could manage to put it hout! to which Bob replied that he thought he could if cheek were a fire-extinguisher, and he only had a brigade of boys equal to the Bloater to help him.

As the night advanced the firemen devoted themselves to pipes, draughts, and miscellaneous conversation in their back room, in which they were occasionally interrupted by the tingle of the telegraphic bell, to inform them that there was a chimney on fire in Holborn, to which they need pay no attention, even though called by an excited informer, because it was already being attended to, and didnt merit farther notice; or to let them know that there was a fire raging in Whitechapel, which, although being most energetically looked after by the men of the brigade in its immediate neighbourhood, would be the better of aid, nevertheless, from one man from that station.

On such distant duty, Bob Clazie and his brother David were successively sent out in different directions during the first part of the night; but they returned in the course of an hour or so  Bob considerably dirtied and moistened in consequence of having had to go vigorously into action at the tail end of a fire, while David returned as he went, having found that his fire had been effectually got under before his arrival.

Only once during the night did a regular call reach the station. It was about eleven oclock. Our youthful watchmen, feeling that the appointed hour was drawing nigh, had retired to the shade of a neighbouring court to avoid observation, when a man came tearing round the corner, dashed into the fire-station, tumbled over a bucket into the midst of the men, and yelled, Fire!

In three minutes the engine was out, the horses were attached, the men in their places, and away they went.

Oh! lets follow, cried Little Jim, enthusiastically, while his eyes glittered as if they, too, were on fire.

The more sedate Bloater laid his hand heavily on his little friends shoulder.

No, Jim, no. Business fust, pleasure arterwards. Weve got business on hand to-night.

Little Jim felt the force of the observation, and made what we may call a mighty effort  considering that he was such a mite of a thing  to restrain himself. His heroism was rewarded, for, in less than half an hour, the engine came rattling back again, its services not having been required! The fire had occurred close to the fire-escape, of which one of the men of that station had the charge that night. He had run to the fire with his escape at the first alarm, and had brought to bear on it the little hand fire-engine with which all the escapes are now provided. At that early stage in the fire, its little stream was more effectual than the flood from a powerful steamer would have been at a later period. The consequence was that the fire was got under at once, and, as we have said, the engine was not required.

Wirtoo, observed the Bloater, sententiously, is its own reward.

He pointed to the returning engine, and looked at Little Jim with solemnity; whereupon Jim displayed all his teeth, nodded approval of the sentiment, and sk!

Little Jim, continued the Bloater, shaking his head gravely, they do say  them as knows best, or thinks they does, which is all the same  that theres wit in silence; if so, it appears to me that you tries to be too witty at times.

I dun know, Bob, replied Jim, with a meditative look, much about wit bein in silence. I only wish there was wittles in it. Oh! wouldnt I old my tongue, just, till I was fit to bust!

But there aint wittles in it, Jim, nor nothin else worth avin, so dont try it on too much to-night. You see, Im a bit down-earted about the thoughts o this ere black business, an feel the want of a cheerin word now and agin to keep up my droopin spirits, dye see; so dont stand grinnin there like a Cheshire cat, else Ill

The Bloater terminated the sentence in action, by squeezing Little Jims cap over his eyes. He was still engaged in this act of pleasantry when Mr Sparks and his friend Jeff appeared on the other side of the street. They walked smartly past the door of the fire-station, which was shut by that time, the men having retired to their various domiciles for the night, with the exception of the two on night duty. They stopped at the corner of the street, looked back, and stood as if conversing casually with each other. Meanwhile, the two boys shrank out of sight, and gazed at them like weasels peeping out of a hole. The street, being a small back one, was quite deserted at that hour. After talking in low tones for a few seconds, and making sure, as Jeff said, that the coast was clear, the incendiaries shrunk round the corner and disappeared.

Now, Jim, whispered the Bloater, theyve gone to Number 5; lets foller.

They were uncommonly active and sly little fellows, but, despite their utmost efforts, they failed to gain a position of vantage from which to observe the enemy without being seen. They did, indeed, manage to make out that the two men were for some time busily and stealthily engaged in the neighbourhood of Joe Dashwoods dwelling, but what they were doing could not be ascertained. After repeated and desperate efforts to overcome his difficulties, at the risk of his neck and to the detriment of his shins, the Bloater at last sat down on a doorstep within a dark passage, and feigned to tear his hair.

Now aint it wexin? he whispered, appealing to his small friend.

Aggrawatin beyond endoorance, replied Jim, with looks of sympathy.

Wot is to be done? demanded the Bloater.

Invite a Bobby to come an help us, suggested Jim.

Hm! an stop em in their game, praps, at a pint were nobody could prove nothink against em, besides bringin on ourselves the purlite inquiry, Wot are you up to ere?

Little Jim looked disconsolate and said nothing, which, as the Bloater testily remarked, was another of his witty rejoinders.

Well, then, said Jim, we must just wait till the fire breaks out an then bust upon em all of a eap.

Hm! much theyd care for your bustin on em. No, Jim, we must risk a little. Never wenter, never win, you know. Just you go round by the other end of the street and creep as close as you can; youre small, you know, an wont be so easy seen as me. Try to make out wot theyre up to and then

Then wot?

Wy, come back an let me know. Away! said the Bloater, waving his hand with the air of a field-marshal.

Jim disappeared at once and was absent about ten minutes, during which Master Robert Herring sat in the dark passage biting his nails and feeling really uncomfortable, as is usually the case with energetic spirits when reduced to unavoidable inaction. Presently Little Jim returned with, as his friend and patron remarked, his eyes like two saucers, and his face as white as a sheet.

Hallo, Jim, wots up?

Oh, Bob! gasped Jim.

Speak! exclaimed the Bloater, seizing him by the shoulders and shaking him violently.

Theyve got the ouse choke full o combustibles, gasped Jim in an excited whisper. I see em stuffin straw and pitch, an I dun know wot all, through a small back winder.

So  nows the time for a Bobby, observed the Bloater, leaping up.

No, taint, said Jim, detaining him. I eard em speak. Oh, theyre sly dogs! They aint a-goin to run away arter settin it alight. Theyre goin to run to the station, rouse up the men, an help to put it out! an one of em says, Jeff, says e, larfin, wont we lend em a good and to put it hout neither! And the other grinned, an says, Yes, Phil, well do our best, an itll go hard if I cant in the middle o the smoke an flames, git a chance at Joe to  . E didnt say no more, but e drewed is finger across is throat; but the one as e called Phil said, No, Jeff, no, Ill split on you if you do. Its quite enough to give im a rap over the ead! I didnt wait to ear no more arter that.

Theyre safe not to go off, then, observed the Bloater; nevertheless, we must take a Bobby into our confidence now, for the case begins to look ugly.

While these things were transpiring in the dark and silent night outside of Number 5, the inmates of that modest mansion were buried in profound repose. Joe Dashwood, on leaving the station for the night, and going home, had found that Molly had already retired, and was asleep in the inner room with the Rosebud in her bosom.

After contemplating this pleasant sight for a few minutes he returned to the outer or kitchen-dino-drawing-room, where he found a cot extemporised out of four chairs and a baking-board, on which reposed the sturdy little figure of Fred Crashington. That enthusiastic amateur fireman had been invited to take up his quarters at Number 5, until his father should be out of danger, and having devoted his energies during the entire day, along with the Rosebud, in a futile effort to extinguish that obstinate fire in the cupboard, had at length been persuaded to retire exhausted to the baking-board, where he lay with a happy smile on his parted lips, and his right arm embracing the quaint old helmet, with which he was wont to extinguish his little head.

Being unusually tired that night, but not sleepy, Joe resolved to solace himself with a pipe before lying down. He threw off his coat, vest, and braces, pulled up his flannel shirt, so as to let it hang comfortably loose over the waistband of his trousers, sat down in an armchair in front of the fire, filled his pipe, and began to smoke. His intention was to take a few whiffs and then turn in, but the influence of the tobacco appeared to be soporific, for he soon began to nod; then he removed his pipe, stared earnestly at the fire, and established quite a nodding acquaintance with it. Presently he dropped his chin on his broad chest and snored steadily.

From this condition of repose he was awakened by a sensation as if of suffocation by smoke. This was such an extremely natural, not to say habitual, state of things with Joe, that he was at least a couple of seconds in realising the fact that there was unusual cause for haste and vigorous action. Like a giant refreshed Joe leaped to his work. Every fibre of his huge frame was replete with energy, and his heart beat strong, but it beat steadily; not a vestige of a flutter was there, for his head was clear and cool. He knew exactly what to do. He knew exactly what was being done. Surprise did, indeed, fill him when he reflected that it was his own house which had caught fire, but that did not for a moment confuse him as to the certainty that the engine must be already out, and his comrades rushing to his assistance.

He strode to the door and opened it. A volume of dense black smoke, followed by sheets of flame drove him back. At the same moment loud shouts were heard outside, and a shriek came from the inner room. Joe dashed towards it. In passing, he pulled Fred off the baking-board, and at the same moment seized the curious old helmet, and almost instinctively clapped it on his own head. There was a back door to the house. Joe grasped his wife, and the Rosebud, and the bedclothes in one mighty embrace, and bore the whole bundle towards this back door. Before he reached it it was dashed open by Bob Clazie, who sprang in with the branch. Bob, having been roused to a fire so near at hand, had not taken time to go through the usual process of putting on his uniform. He, like Joe, was in dishabille.

Here, take care of em. Let go the branch; Ill look after it. Foul play here. Let the police look out.

Joe said this sharply as he thrust the bundle containing his wife into Bobs arms, and, picking up the Rosebud, who had slipped out, clapped her on Bobs back. Bob made for the back staircase, while Joe picked up the branch, and turning his head in the direction of the open door, shouted in the voice of a stentor, Down with er! Meanwhile, Fred, who had a vague impression that the fire in the cupboard had got to a powerful head at last, picked up the hose and looked on with a sleepy smile.

Obedient to the order, the water rushed on, filled and straightened the hose, threw Fred on his back on the floor, and caused the nozzle to quiver as Joe directed it to the fire.

Just then a man dashed into the room.

Lend a hand here, cried Joe glancing round.

He saw in a moment by the mans look that he meant mischief. Instantly he turned the nozzle full in his face. Jeff, for it was he, fell as if he had been shot, and was partly washed, partly rolled down the back staircase, at the foot of which a policeman was prepared to receive him, but Jeff sprang up, knocked down the policeman, and fled. Seeing this, Mr Sparks took alarm, and was about to follow when the Bloater suddenly sprang at his throat and Little Jim caught him by the legs. He quickly disengaged himself, however, and ran off at full speed, closely followed by his young tormentors and two policemen, besides a miscellaneous crowd of hooting and yelling lads and boys.

It was an exciting chase that ensued. The two policemen were young and strong, and for some time kept pretty near the fugitive, but gradually they fell behind, and, by doubling through several narrow streets, Sparks threw them off the scent. As for the crowd, the greater part of those who composed it gave in after a short run. But the Bloater and Little Jim were not thus to be got rid of. They were fleet of foot and easily kept Mr Sparks in view, though he made desperate efforts to catch them, as well as to get away from them. The two boys were so persevering that they followed him all the way to Thames Street, and, just when the unhappy man thought he had at length eluded them, they set up the cry of Stop thief! and gave chase again with a new force of policemen and roughs at their heels.

Turning abruptly into a dark passage, Sparks rushed upstairs, burst open a door and fell exhausted on the floor of the cheerless room occupied by poor Martha Reading. Almost at the same moment the two boys, who were at least a hundred yards in advance of the other pursuers, sprang into the room.

Ha! run you down at last, have we? gasped the Bloater.

Poor startled Martha, leaping at once to the conclusion that he was pursued, fell on her knees, and, in a voice of agonising entreaty, begged the boys to have mercy on him!

Eh! hallo! what? exclaimed the Bloater, taken by surprise. Then, under a sudden impulse, he dashed out of the room followed by Little Jim, and rushed into the street just as the first of the crowd came up.

This way! Straight on! hooray! he shouted, leading off the crowd in the direction of the river. The crowd followed. The Bloater led them into a maze of intricate back streets; shot far ahead of them, and then, doubling, like a hare, into a retired corner, stood chuckling there while the shouting crowd swept by.

For a few minutes, Little Jim was utterly bereft of speech, owing to a compound of amazement, delight, excitement and exhaustion. After a little time he said  

Well, this is a lark! But, I say, Bloater, dye think it was right to let im off like that?

Whos let im off, stoopid? retorted the Bloater.

Dont I know is name  at least part of it; an the abitation of is wife, or sweet-eart, or sister, or suthin o that sort?

Oh, ah, werry true, replied Little Jim, with a terminating sk!

Well, that bein ow it is, we hant let im off just yet, dye see? So, now well go an turn in.

With that observation the Bloater and Little Jim went away to search for and appropriate some convenient place of repose for the night.




Chapter Seven.

Seated by the fire-side of Joe Dashwoods new abode  for the old one, although not quite burnt out, was uninhabitable  Bob Clazie chatted and smoked his pipe contentedly. At the conclusion of a remark, he looked up in Mrs Dashwoods puzzled face, and said, Thats ow it is, dye see?

No, I dont see, replied Mary, with a smile.

No? well, now, that is koorious. Wy, its as plain as the nose on my face. See here. As the law now stands, there is no public authority to inwestigate the cause o fires in London; well, wots the consikence, wy, that there are regular gangs of scoundrels who make it their business to arrange fires for their own adwantage.

Now, thats just what I dont understand, said Mary, knitting her pretty brows; what advantage can it be to any one to set fire to a house, except to pick-pockets who may get a chance of doing business in the crowd?

Well, that of itself is enough to endooce some blackguards to raise a fire, and likewise to get the shillin for bringin the first noose to the station; which, by the way, was the chief okipation of that willain Phil Sparks, Im pretty sure. But heres ow it is. The swindlers I speak of, go an take ouses  the further from fire-stations the better. Then they furnishes the ouses, arter which they insures em. In the course of a short time they removes most of the furniture in a quiet way, and then set the ouses alight, themselves escapin, praps, in nothin but their night clothes. So, you see, they gits the insurance, which more than pays for all the furniture they had bought, besides which they ave a good deal of the furniture itself to sell or do wot they please with. Thats one way in which fires are raised,  aint it Joe?

Joe, who sat smoking in silence on the other side of the fire, nodded, and, turning his head round, advised Fred Crashington and little May to make less row.

But we cant put it out widout a row! remonstrated the Rosebud.

What! have you found a fire in this cupboard, as well as in the one o the old house? asked Joe, with a laugh.

Iss, iss; an its a far wuss fire than the last one!

Thats your sort! cried Fred; now then, May, dont stand jawin there, but down with number two. Look alive!

Ha! chips o the old blocks, I see, said Bob Clazie, with a grin. Well, as I was sayin, theres another class o men, not so bad as the first, but bad enough, who are indooced to go in for this crime of fire-raisin  arson they calls it, but why so is beyond me to diskiver. A needy tradesman, for instance, when at his wits-end for money, cant help thinkin that a lucky spark would put him all right.

But how could the burning of his goods put him all right? demanded Mary.

Wy, e dont want goods, you know, e wants to sell is goods an so git money; but nobody will buy, so e cant sell, nor git money, yet money must be ad, for creditors wont wait. Wot then? All the goods are insured against fire. Well, make a bonfire of em, redoose em all to hashes, an of coorse the insurance companies is bound to pay up, so e gits rid of the goods, gits a lot o ready money in and, pays off is creditors, and praps starts fresh in a noo business! Now, a public officer to inwestigate such matters would mend things to some extent, though e mightnt exactly cure em. Some time ago the Yankees, Im told, appointed a officer they called a fire-marshal in some of their cities, and its said that the consikence was a sudden an extraornary increase in the conwictions for arson, followed by a remarkable decrease in the number o fires! Theyve got some-thin o the same sort in France, an over all the chief towns o Europe, I blieve, but we dont need no such precautions in London. Were rich, you know, an can afford to let scamps burn right an left. It aint worth our while to try to redooce the number of our fires. Weve already got an average of about five fires every twenty-four hours in London. Why should we try to make em less, wen they furnishes ealthy work to such fine fellows as Joe and me and the police  not to mention the fun afforded to crossin-sweepers and other little boys, whose chief enjoyment in life would be gone if there was no fires.

If I had the making of the laws, exclaimed Mary, flushing with indignation as she thought of her own recent risks and losses in consequence of fire-raising, Id have every man that set light to his house hanged!

Ah; an if e could also be drawd and quartered, added Bob, and ave the bits stuck on the weathercocks of Saint Pauls, or atop of Temple Bar, it would serve im right.

We must have you into Parliament some day, Molly, said Joe, with a smile. Women are tryin hard, I believe, to get the right to vote for members; wy not go the whole hog and vote themselves in?

Theyd make splendid firemen too, said Clazie, at least if they were only half as vigorous as your little May. By the way, Joe, continued Bob, has Sparks been took yet?

Not yet. It is rumoured that the crossin-sweeper who chased him down so smartly, suddenly favoured his escape at last, from some unaccountable cause or other. I suppose that Sparks bribed him.

Youre sure it was Sparks, are you? inquired Bob.

Quite sure. It is true I only saw his confederate, but one of the men who had often seen Sparks in company with Crashington, his brother-in-law, knew him at once and saw him run off, with the boys after him. Hes a bad lot, but I hope hell escape for poor Mrs Crashingtons sake.

And I hope he wont escape, for poor Martha Readings sake! said Mary with much decision of tone.

Thats his sweet-eart  a friend of Mollys! said Joe to Bob in explanation.

At this point in the conversation, Master Fred Crashington, in his frantic efforts to reach an elevated part of the cupboard, fell backwards, drawing a shelf and all its contents on the top of himself and May. Neither of them was hurt, though both were much frightened.

I think that must have put the fire out at last, said Joe, with a laugh, as he took the panting rosebud on his knee and smoothed her soft little head. Well sit quiet now and have a chat.

A knock at the outer door here called Mrs Dashwood from the room.

Fire! exclaimed May, holding up her finger and listening with eager expectation.

No, little woman, said Joe, they would ring loud if it was fire.

Meanwhile Mrs Dashwood opened the door and found herself confronted by a boy, with his hands in his pockets and his cap thrown in a reckless way half on the side and half on the back of his head.

Oh, I suppose you are the boy Herring, sent here by Miss Reading, said Mrs Dashwood.

Well, as to that, maam, you must be guided by taste. Ive eard of men of my years an standin bein styled obble-de-oys. My name, likewise, is open to question. Some of my friends calls me Erring  others of em, Raw Erring  others, again, the Bloater. But Im in no wise partikler, I did come from Miss Reading to ave an interview with Mrs Dashwood  whom  I presoom

Here the Bloater laid his hand on his heart and made a courtly bow.

Mrs Dashwood laughed, and said, come in, boy.

I have a pal, maam  a chum  a  in fact a friend  may I

Without finishing his sentence or waiting for a reply, the Bloater gave a sharp whistle, and Little Jim stood by his side as if by magical influence, looking the embodiment of united innocence and impudence.

Come in, both of you, and make haste, said Mary, ushering them into a small empty room. Now, boy

Bloater, maam, if you ave no objection.

Well, Bloater, our communication with each other must be brief and to the point, because

Yes, maam  sharp and short, interrupted the Bloater reasons not required.

Smiling in spite of herself, Mrs Dashwood said  

You know Mr Sparks, and can  can  in short, give him into the hands of justice.

If I knowed were justice was, said the Bloater, sternly, praps I might give Mr Sparks into is ands, but I dont. Its my opinion that justice aint finished yet. Theyve made is ands no doubt  and pretty strong ones they are too  but they avent give im brains yet. Owsever, to make a long story short, as Amlet said to is fathers ghost, wich was prince of Timbuctoo, I do know Mr Sparks, and I can give im into the ands of the plice  wot then?

Do it! said Mrs Dashwood, with sudden intensity of feeling and manner, Do it, boy (Bloater, murmured the lad), do it, Bloater. Oh! you have no idea what a blessing it would be to  to  to  a poor, dear girl who is mad  infatuated and, and  then, he is such a scoundrel; such a fire-raiser, deceiver, villain

You dont appear to like im yourself, remarked the Bloater.

He said this so quietly and with an air of calmness which contrasted so strongly with Mrs Dashwoods excitement, that Little Jim gave vent to an irresistible sk and blew his nose violently to distract attention from it.

Will you not consent to give up a thorough scoundrel, who every one condemns? demanded Mrs Dashwood, with sudden indignation.

Well, that depends

Bloater, said Mary, with increasing earnestness, I cannot bribe you  I have not the means even if I had the will; but I would not if I could. I scorn bribery. If you will not aid me for the sake of a poor, helpless, infatuated girl, who is on the brink of ruin

Missis Dashwood, said the Bloater, with a look of serio-comic dignity, I scorns bribery as much as you does. No bribery, no cruptons, no Popery, thems my mottoes  besides a few more that theres no occasion to mention. Wether or not I gives im up depends on circumstances. Now, I spose you wants im took an bagged, cause e aint fit for your friend Martha Reading  well drop the Miss if you please. Well, wot I want to know is, does Martha think as you does?

Of course not, boy. No doubt she knows that he is an unworthy scoundrel, but she cant prevail on herself to forsake him; so, you see, I want to help her a little.

Ah, I see  yes  I see. Well, missis, Ill take it into consideration. Come along, Jim.

Without waiting for a reply, the Bloater quitted the house abruptly, followed by his friend. He walked very fast towards the City  so fast that Jim was compelled to trot  and was unusually silent. He went straight to the abode of Martha Reading, and found her sewing and weeping.

Ha! hes bin with you, I see, said the Bloater. Did e ask you to let im ide ere?

Yees; said Martha, hesitating; but I refused to do it. God knows how willing  how willing  I would be to shelter and save him if I could!

Would you shelter a guilty man? demanded the Bloater, sternly.

I dont know that he is guilty, said Martha, evasively. But, tell me, what did Mrs Dashwood want with you?

Thats a private matter, said the Bloater, frowning. You cant turn me off the scent like that. I ask you, aint it right to and a guilty man over to justice?

It is, replied Martha, wiping her eyes, but it is also right to temper justice with mercy.

I say, thats drawin it rather fine, aint it? said the Bloater, screwing up one eyebrow and turning towards Little Jim; but that small youth was so touched with the poor girls sorrow and so attracted by her countenance, that he had quite forgotten his patron for the moment. Going towards her, he laid his dirty little hand on her knee, and looked up in her face.

God bless you, dear boy, she said, patting him on the head, you are the first that has given me a look of sympathy for many

She broke down suddenly, burst into a flood of tears, and, seizing the child in her arms, absolutely hugged him!

Hallo! hallo! cried the Bloater, when Little Jim was released. I say, you know, come, this sort o thing will never do. Wy, its houtrageous. Come along with you.

Saying which he seized Little Jim by the collar, dragged him out into the street, and hurried him along. Presently he released him, but without slackening his pace, and said, Now, Jim, you an I shall go and pay another wisit.

They traversed several small streets, which seemed to be influenced by a tendency to gravitate towards the Thames; while the river, as if in sympathy, appeared to meet them more than half way in the shape of mud. As they proceeded, huge warehouses frowned above, having doors high up on their blank faces where windows ought to have been, with no steps leading thereto, but in some cases with huge block tackles pendent therefrom, suggestive of the idea that the owners were wont to drop the enormous hooks and fish for passers-by. These streets naturally became more nautical in some respects as they neared the river. Old bits of timber lay here and there among old cordage in little yards, where the owners appeared to deal in small-coal and miscellaneous filth. Elsewhere, worn-out anchors held tenaciously to the mud, as if afraid of being again pressed into service and carried off to sea. Everything was cold, dismal, dreary, disreputable; and here, in the dirtiest corner of the smallest possible yard, the Bloater found a half-concealed door that might have been the portal to a dog-kennel or pig-sty. Opening it he entered, and Little Jim followed.

The aspect of things inside was not attractive. Dirt, damp, and rubbish prevailed in the room, which was just big enough to permit of a tall man lying down, but not high enough to admit of his standing up. An uncommonly small four-post bed almost filled the apartment, at the foot of which, on the floor and half-reclining against one of the posts, lay Phil Sparks, either dead-drunk or asleep, or both.

The Bloater glanced back at Little Jim with a look of satisfaction, and held up his finger to enjoin silence. Peering round the room, which was lighted by a farthing candle stuck in the neck of a pint bottle, he observed a piece of rope lying among some rubbish.

Ha! thisll do, he whispered, as he took it up, and, with wonderful rapidity, made a loop on it.

Now, Jim, you be ready to cut and run if he should waken before I ave im fast. Dont mind me; Ill look arter myself. An wotever you do, dont holler for the bobbies. Mind that, else Ill strangle you.

With this advice and caution, the Bloater advanced toward the recumbent man, and passed the rope softly round his body, including his arms and the bedpost in the coil. Drawing it suddenly tight, he hastily made it fast; but there was no occasion for haste, for the sleep of the man was so profound that the action did not awake him.

Hall right  fus rate, said the Bloater aloud, as he wound the rope round and round Sparks, so as to make him doubly secure. Nothin could be better. Now, Jim, Im goin for to preach a sermon to-night  a sort o discoorse. You never heard me preach, did you?

Little Jim, who, despite his love of mischief, was somewhat alarmed at the strange proceedings of his friend and patron, looked at him with a mingled expression of fear and glee, and shook his head.

Well, you shall ear. Moreover, I ope that youll profit by wot you ears.

Saying this, he advanced his hand towards the sleeping mans face, and, causing his thumb to act as a trigger to his middle finger, gave him such a flip on the point of his nose, that he awoke with a tremendous roar. Suddenly he became pale as death  supposing, no doubt, that he had betrayed himself  and glanced towards the door with a bewildered stare.

Oh, you neednt alarm yourself, said the Bloater, placing a stool in front of his victim, and sitting down thereon, with a hand on each knee, it aint the bobbies. If you keep quiet, theres no fear of them in this neighbourhood. I can call em wen I wants em. Theres nobody but me and Little Jim ere  your friends, you know.

Becoming suddenly convinced of the truth of this, Phil Sparks, who was very drunk, made so desperate an effort to free himself that he nearly overturned the bed.

Oh, you are anxious to see the bobbies, are you? Well, go an call em in, Jim.

Jim rose to obey, and the man became instantly quiet.

Ho! youre reasonable now, are you? Thats well. You neednt call em in yet, Jim. Well grant im a reprieve. Fetch that stool, an sit down beside me  there. Now, Mr Sparks, alias Blazes, no doubt youre a precious specimen of hinnocent unmanity, aint you?

Sparks made no reply, but scowled at the boy with a look of deadly hatred.

Well, upon my word, resumed the Bloater, with a smile, if I kep a menagerie, Id offer you five undred a year to represent a Tasmanian devil. But look ere, now, Ive no time to waste with you; I come ere to give you a bit of my mind. Youre a fire-raiser, you are. Ah! you may well wince an grow wite. Youd grow witer still, with a rope round your neck, if you wos left to my tender mercies, you wite livered villain! for I knows you; Ive watched you; Ive found you hout; an Ive only got to old up my little finger to cut your pretty little career prematoorly short. You dont seem to like that? No, I didnt expect you would. This young man, whose art is big, if is bodys small, knows as much about you as I do. Two witnesses, you see; but you aint left to our tender mercies; and if you wants to know who delivered you from us, and from the maginstrates, and Jack Ketch, alias Calcraft, I replies, Martha Reading. Ha! you look surprised. Quite natral. Youve deserved very different treatment from that young ooman, an didnt expect that shed return good for evil, I spose. Thats because you dont know er; you dont understand er, you miserable lump of selfish stoopidity. Owsever, as I said before, I aint a-goin to waste no more time with you. But let me, before biddin you adoo, give you a caution. Remember, that Ive got my eye on you. Just one word more. Wen you thinks of me, dont think of one as as got any tender mercies, for I aint got none; not a scrap of em, nor nothin of the sort. Wen you wants to know the true cause of your bein let off, just think of two words  Martha Reading! She knows nothin o wot Im doin, nevertheless, shes done it! Let er name ring in your ears, an thunder in your brain, and burn in your art, till it consooms your witals or your willany! Now, Jim, concluded the Bloater, rising and opening a large clasp-knife, you go to the door, open it wide, an stan by to cut, and run. This genlmn aint to be trusted wen free. Are you ready?

Hall ready, replied Jim.

The Bloater cut the cord that bound Phil Sparks, and darted from the room. Before the man could disentangle himself from its coils, the boys were safe from pursuit, quietly wending their way through the crowded thoroughfares of the great city.




Chapter Eight.

Several months passed away. During this period Phil Sparks kept in close hiding, because, although the Bloater, true to his promise, refrained from giving information against him, there were others who knew and suspected him, and who had no visions of an imploring Martha to restrain them in their efforts to deliver him into the hands of justice.

During this period, also, Ned Crashington recovered his wonted health and vigour, while his wife, to some extent, recovered her senses, and, instead of acting as an irritant blister on her husband, began really to aim at unanimity. The result was, that Neds love for her, which had only been smothered a little, burst forth with renewed energy, and Maggie found that in peace there is prosperity. It is not to be supposed that Maggie was cured all at once. She was not an angel  only an energetic and self-willed woman. She therefore broke out now and then in her old style; but, on the whole, she was much improved, and the stalwart fireman no longer sought martyrdom in the flames.

During this period, too, the men of the Red Brigade held on the even tenor of their furious fiery way; not, indeed, scatheless, but with a much smaller amount of damage to life and limb than might have been expected in a service where the numerical strength was so low  only about 380 men  and where the duty, night and day, was so severe and hazardous.

About this time, their Chiefs Report for the past year was issued, and it revealed a few facts which are worthy of record. It stated that there had been altogether 1946 fires in London during the past twelve months; that is, an average of a little more than five fires every twenty-four hours. Of these 1670 had been slight, while 276 were serious. In these fires 186 persons had been seriously endangered, of whom 153 were rescued by the men of the Red Brigade, while 33 perished, despite the most gallant efforts to save them. The Report showed, further, that there were in London at that time, (and it is much the same still), 50 fire-engine stations, 25 land steam fire-engines, 85 manual fire-engines, 2 floating steam fire-engines on the Thames, and 104 fire-escapes. The number of journeys made by the fire-engines during the year was 8127, and the total distance run was 21,914 miles. This, the reader will observe, implies an enormous amount of labour performed by the 380 heroes who constitute the Red Brigade, and who, although thus heavily overtaxed, were never heard to murmur or complain. That they suffered pretty frequently and severely might have been expected. In truth, it is a marvel that they did not suffer more. The Report showed that, among them all in the course of the year, they had received 36 contusions, dislocations, fractures, and such like injuries; 22 incised, lacerated, and punctured wounds; 18 injuries to eyes, head, and arms; 2 internal injuries; 22 sprains, and, strange to say, only 4 burns and scalds, making 104 injuries altogether, but no deaths.

Things being in this condition, the brigade lay on its oars, so to speak, awaiting a call, one bleak evening in November, when everything in London looked so wet, and cold, and wretched, that some people went the length of saying that a good rousing fire would be quite a cheering sight for the eyes to rest upon.

In the West-End station, to which we have directed attention more than once in this tale, Joe Dashwood, and Ned Crashington, and Bob Clazie, with his brother David, and some more of the men, were seated in the inner lobby, discussing the news of the day, and settling the affairs of the nation to their own entire satisfaction. The Bloater and Little Jim were also there, hanging about the door. These fire-eating youths had become so fond of the locality and of the men, that they had taken to sweeping a crossing in the neighbourhood, and were wont to cheer their spirits, during intervals of labour, by listening to, or chaffing, the firemen, and following them, when possible, to fires.

Suddenly the rattle of the telegraphic bell roused the men. This was so common an occurrence, that it scarcely called forth a passing remark. One of them, however, rose with alacrity, and, replying to the signal, read off the message. We cannot give the precise words of the telegram, but it was to the effect that a fire had broken out at Saint Katharines Docks, and that all available force was to be sent out at once.

On hearing this there was unusual promptitude in the movements of the firemen. At all times they are bound, on pain of a heavy fine, to turn out in three minutes after receiving the call to a fire. Sometimes they succeed in turning out in less. It was so on the present occasion. Mention of a fire anywhere near the docks has much the same effect on the Red Brigade as the order to march to the field of Waterloo had on the British army. The extreme danger; the inflammable nature of the goods contained in the huge and densely-packed warehouses; the proximity to the shipping; the probability of a pitched battle with the flames; the awful loss of property, and perhaps of life, if the fire should gain the mastery, and the urgent need there is for hurrying all the disposable force in London to the spot without delay, if the victory is to be gained  all these circumstances and considerations act as an unusually sharp spur to men, who, however, being already willing at all times to do their utmost, can only force themselves to gain a few additional moments of time by their most strenuous exertions.

In less than three minutes, then, our West-End engine sprang off, like a rocket, at full gallop, with a crack of the whip, a snort from the steeds, a shout from the men to clear the way, and a cheer from the bystanders.

Two of these bystanders started off alongside of the engine, with glittering eyes and flushed cheeks. The Bloater and Little Jim had heard the telegraph read off, had caught the words, Fire  Saint Katharines Docks, and knew well what that implied. They resolved to witness the fight, and ran as if their lives depended on the race. It need scarcely be said that the engine quickly left them out of sight behind, not only because the horses were fleet, but also because various pedestrians, into whose bosoms the boys plunged in their blind haste, treated them rather roughly, and retarded their progress a good deal. But nothing short of a knock-down blow could have put a full stop to the career of those imps of the broom. After innumerable hair-breadth escapes from bobbies and others, by agile bounds and desperate plunges among horses legs and carriage-wheels, they reached the scene of action not very long after the engine with which they had set out.

It was night. The fire had been raging for some time with terrible fury, and had already got full possession of two large warehouses, each five or six floors in height, all connected by means of double iron folding-doors, and stored from basement to roof with spirits, tallow, palm-oil, cotton, flax, jute, and other merchandise, to the extent of upwards of two millions sterling in value. The dock fire-engines had been brought to bear on the flames a few minutes after the fire was discovered. The two floating-engines were paddled at once to the spot, and their powerful hydrants poured continuous streams on the flames; while, every few minutes, another and another of the land-engines came rattling up, until all the available force of the Red Brigade was on the spot, each man straining, like the hero of a forlorn hope, regardless of life and limb, to conquer the terrible foe. The Brompton and Chelsea volunteer fire-brigade, and several private engines, also came up to lend a helping hand. But all these engines, brave hearts, and vigorous proceedings, appeared at first of no avail, for the greedy flames shot out their tongues, hissed through water and steam, and licked up the rich fuel with a deep continuous roar, as if they gloated over their unusually splendid banquet, and meant to enjoy it to the full, despite mans utmost efforts to oppose them.

The excitement at this time was tremendous. Every available spot of ground or building from which the most limited view of the fire could be obtained, was crowded to excess by human beings, whose upturned faces were lighted more or less ruddily according to their distance from the fire.

No doubt the greater proportion of the vast multitude beheld the waste of so much property with anxiety and regret. Doubtless, also, many thoughtless ones were there who merely enjoyed the excitement, and looked on it as a pyrotechnic display of unwonted splendour. But there was yet another class of men, aye, and women, whose view of the matter was fitted to cause anxiety in the breasts of those who talk of elevating the masses, and this was by far the largest class. The greater part of them belonged to the lowest class of labourers, men willing to work for their living, but who got little to do. Amongst these not one expression of regret was to be heard, though the women sometimes asked anxiously whether any one was likely to be hurt. But let a few of these speak for themselves.

Ah, said an old woman, with an unintellectual style of countenance, now there will be plenty of work for poor men.

Yes, responded a rough, with a black eye, thats true. My blissin, as Paddy says, on a fire; it warms the cockles o yer heart an kapes yer hands busy.

Theyve much need to be kep busy, sure enough, remarked another man, for mine have been pretty idle for more than a week.

I wish, exclaimed another, with a bitter curse on mankind in general, that the whole Thames would go a-fire, from Westminster to Gravesend.

The energy with which this was said caused a general laugh and a good deal of chaff, but there was no humour in the man who spoke. He was one of those of whom it is said by a periodical which ought to know, that hundreds of such may be seen day by day, year by year, waiting at the different gates of the docks, in stolid weariness, for the chance of a days work  the wage of which is half-a-crown. When a foreman comes to a gate to take on a few such hands, the press of men, and the faces, hungry and eager beyond description, make one of the saddest of the sad sights to be seen even at the east end of London.

In another part of the crowd, where the street was narrow, a scene of a most fearful kind was being enacted. All scoundreldom appeared to have collected in that spot. For two or three hours robbery and violence reigned unchecked in the very face of the police, who, reduced to inaction by the density of the crowd, could render little or no assistance to the sufferers. Scarcely one respectably dressed person was unmolested. Hats were indiscriminately smashed over the brows of their wearers, coats were torn off their backs, and watches and purses violently wrested from their owners. In many cases there was no attempt at secrecy, men were knocked down and plundered with all the coolness and deliberation with which we commonly pursue our lawful calling.

By degrees the perseverance and heroism of the firemen were rewarded. The fire began to succumb to the copious floods with which it was deluged, and, towards midnight, there was a perceptible diminution in the violence of the flames. There were, however, several temporary outbursts from time to time, which called for the utmost watchfulness and promptitude on the part of the Brigade.

During one of these a block of private dwellings nearest to the conflagration was set on fire. So intent was every one on the great fire that this incidental one was not observed until it had gained considerable headway. The buildings were very old and dry, so that, before an engine could be detached from the warehouses, it was in a complete blaze. Most of the inhabitants escaped by the chief staircase before it became impassable, and one or two leaped from the lower windows.

It chanced that Joe Dashwoods engine was nearest to this house at the time, and was run up to it.

Now then, lads, look alive, said Joe, as the men affixed the hose and suction-pipe.

Out o the way! cried Ned Crashington to two boys who appeared to be rather curious about the operations of the firemen.

I say, exclaimed the Bloater in great excitement, why  thats the ouse were Martha lives!

Whos Martha? asked Ned, without interrupting his operation of screwing on an additional length of hose.

Wy, the friend o Joe Dashwoods wife  Martha  Martha Reading, you know.

Eh! exclaimed Ned, looking up.

At that moment Martha herself appeared at a window in the upper storey, waving her arms and shrieking wildly for help. Men were seen endeavouring to bring forward a fire-escape, but the crowd was so dense as to render this an unusually difficult and slow operation.

Without uttering a word, Ned Crashington dashed up the blazing staircase. For a moment he was lost to view, but quickly reappeared, attempting to cross a half-charred beam which overhung a yawning gulf of fire where the first and second floors had just fallen in. Suddenly a dense mass of smoke surrounded him. He staggered, threw up his arms, and was seen to fall headlong into the flames. A deep groan, or cry of horror, arose from the crowd, and wild shouts of fetch a ladder, bring up the escape, were heard, while poor Martha got out on the window-sill to avoid the flames, which were rapidly drawing towards and almost scorching her.

Just then a man was seen to dash furiously through the crowd, he fought his way madly  knocking down all who opposed him. Gaining the door of the burning house he sprang in.

I say, whispered Little Jim, in an excited voice, its Phil Sparks!

Im glad to hear it, observed a quiet, broad-shouldered man, who stood near two policemen, to whom he winked knowingly.

The Bloater attempted to move off, but one of the policemen detained him. The other detained Little Jim.

Meanwhile the crowd looked for Phils reappearance on the beam from which poor Ned Crashington had fallen, but Phil knew the house better than Ned. He gained the upper floor by a back stair, which was not quite impassable; seized Martha in his arms, just as she was about to leap into the street, and dragged her back into the smoke and flames. It appeared almost certain that both must have perished; but in a few seconds the man was seen to descend the lower stair with the woman in his arms, and in another moment a wild enthusiastic cheer burst from the vast multitude as he leaped into the street.

Laying Martha gently down on a doorstep, Sparks bent over her, and whispered in her ear. She appeared to have swooned, but opened her eyes, and gazed earnestly in the face of her deliverer.

The Lord must have sent you to save me, Phil; He will save you also, if you will trust Him.

Forgive me, Martha, I was hard on you, but

God bless you, Phil

Clear the way there, cried a commanding voice; here, doctor, this way.

The crowd opened. A medical man came forward and examined Martha, and pronounced her to be only slightly injured. Several men then raised her and carried her towards a neighbouring house. Phil Sparks was about to follow, but the quiet man with the broad shoulders touched him gently on the arm, and said that he was wanted.

Sorry to interrupt you in such a good work, but it cant be helped. Other people can take care of her now, you know; come along.

Sparks first impulse was to knock the quiet man down and fly, but he felt a restraining power on his other arm, and, looking round, observed a tall policeman at his side. As if by magic, another tall policeman appeared in front of him, and a third behind him. He suddenly bent down his head and suffered himself to be led away. Seeing this, the Bloater and Little Jim wrenched themselves from the grasp of their respective captors, dived between the legs of the bystanders, as eels might do among sedges, and vanished, to their own inexpressible delight and the total discomfiture of the bobbies. They met a few minutes later at a well-known rendezvous.

I wish e adnt bin took, said the Bloater with a look of regret on his expressive though dirty countenance.

Poor Martha! said Little Jim, almost crying as he thought of her. Ow much dyou think ell get, Bloater?

Twenty years at least; praps go for life; you see its an aggrawated case. Ive bin makin partikler inquiries, and I finds es bin raisin no end o fires doorin the last six months  kep the Red Brigade trottin about quite in a surprisin way. I rather fear that ell be let in for ever an a day.

The Bloater was not quite correct in his guess. When the trial came on, to the surprise of all, especially of his pals, Phil Sparks pleaded guilty! Partly in consideration of this, and partly on account of his last courageous act in saving the girl, he was let off with fifteen years penal servitude.

But, to return from this episode. The great fire at the docks, after gutting several warehouses, was finally subdued. And what of the loss? A hundred thousand pounds did not cover it, and every insurance office in London suffered! In addition to this, several persons lost their lives, while the Red Brigade, besides having some of their number more or less severely injured, lost one of its best and bravest men.

Gallant Ned Crashingtons fighting days were over. His mangled remains were gathered up next morning, and, a few days later, were conveyed by his comrades to their last resting-place.

It is no easy matter to move the heart of London. That vast nation-in-a-city has too many diverse interests to permit of the eyes of all being turned, even for a moment, upon one thing. Nevertheless the firemans funeral seemed to cause the great cord to vibrate for a little. Hundreds of thousands of people turned out to witness the cortège. Neds coffin was drawn, military fashion, on one of the engines peculiar to his profession, with his helmet and hatchet placed upon the lid. The whole of the force of the brigade that could be spared followed him in uniform, headed by their chief, and accompanied by a large detachment of the police force. The procession was imposing, and the notices that appeared next day in all the papers were a touching tribute of respect to the self-sacrificing fireman, who, as one of these papers said, left a widow and son, in poor circumstances, to mourn his early death.

Ah, these things were soon forgotten in the rush of the worlds business by all save that widow and son, and one or two bosom friends. Even the men of the Red Brigade appeared to forget the fallen hero very soon. We say appeared, because there were some among them who mourned Ned as a dear brother, chief among whom was Joe Dashwood. But whatever the feelings of the firemen might have been, theirs was a warfare that allowed no time for the undue indulgence or exhibition of grief. The regular calls and duties went on steadily, sternly, as if nothing had occurred, and before Neds remains had lain a night in their last resting-place, many of his old comrades were out again doing fierce battle with the restless and untameable flames.




Chapter Nine.

Years passed away, and with them many old things vanished, while many novelties appeared, but the Red Brigade remained much as it was, excepting that it was, if possible, smarter and more energetic than ever.

In the lobby of our West-end station one pleasant summer evening, the men sat and stood about the open door beside the trim engines and matériel of their profession, chatting heartily as men are wont to do when in high health and spirits. There were new faces among them, but there were also several that had long been familiar there. The stalwart form of Joe Dashwood was there, so little altered by time that there was nothing about him to tell that he was passing the period of middle-age, save a few grey hairs that mingled here and there with the dark curls on his temples. Bob Clazie was there also, but he had not stood the trials of his profession so well as Joe  probably his constitution was not so strong. A disagreeable short cough harassed him, though he made light of it. Frequent scorching, smoking, and partial suffocation had increased his wrinkles and rendered his eyelids permanently red. Nevertheless, although nearly fifty years old, Bob Clazie was still one of the best men in the Brigade.

Joe Dashwood wore a pair of brass epaulettes on his shoulders, which indicated that he had attained to the highest rank in the service, short of the chief command.

He was giving directions to one of the younger men of the force, when a tall strapping young man, with a plain but open and singularly pleasing countenance entered, and going up to him shook him warmly by the hand.

Well, Bob, whats the news? you seem excited this evening, said Joe.

So I am, Joe; and with good reason too, for several pleasant things have happened to-day. In the first place, my friend and patron

Thats the old gentleman with the ruddy face and the bald head? interrupted Joe.

Yes, and with the kind heart. Dont ever omit the kind heart, Joe, in your description of him, else youll only have painted half the portrait.

Well, but the kind heart aint quite so visible at first sight as the ruddy face and bald head, you know.

Perhaps not; but if you watched him long enough to see him act, youd perceive the kind heart as plain as if it hung at his button-hole, and beat like a sixty-horse-power steam-engine outside his ribs instead of inside, said the strapping young man with quite a glow of enthusiasm. Oh, if you could only see how that old gentleman labours, and strives, and wears himself out, in his desire to rescue what they call our Street Arabs, you couldnt help loving him as I do. But Im wandering from the pleasant things Ive got to tell about. Through his influence my friend Jim has obtained a good appointment on the Metropolitan Railway, which gives him a much better salary than he had in Skrimps office, and opens up a prospect of promotion; so, although it sends him underground before his natural time, he says he is quite content to be buried alive, especially as it makes the prospect of his union with a very small and exceedingly charming little girl with black eyes not quite so remote as it was. In the second place, youll be glad to hear that the directors of the insurance office with which I am connected have raised my salary, influenced thereto by the same old gentleman with the ruddy face, bald head, and kind heart

Coupled with your own merits, Bob, suggested Joe.

I know nothing about that, replied the strapping young man with a smile, but these pleasant pieces of good fortune have enabled me and Jim to carry out a plan which we have long cherished  to lodge together, with Martha Reading as our landlady. In truth, anticipating some such good fortune as has been sent to us, we had some time ago devoted part of our savings to the purpose of rescuing poor Martha from that miserable needlework which has been slowly killing her so long. We have taken and furnished a small house, Martha is already installed as the owner, and we go there to-night for the first time, as lodgers.

You dont say so! exclaimed Joe, laughing; why, Bob, you and your friend act with as much promptitude as if you had been regularly trained in the Fire-Brigade.

We received much of our training from it, if not in it, returned the strapping young man with the plain but pleasant countenance. Dont you remember, Joe, how perseveringly we followed you in former days when I was the Bloater and he was Little Jim?

Remember it! I should think I do, replied Joe. How glad my Mary will be when she hears what you have done.

But thats not all my news, continued the Bloater, (if we may presume to use the old name). Last, but not least, Fred has asked me to be his grooms-man. He wrote me a very pathetic letter about it, but omitted to mention the day  not to be wondered at in the circumstances. Poor Fred, his letter reminded me of the blotted copies which I used to write with such trouble and sorrow at the training school to which my patron sent me.

Theres reason for the blotted letter besides the excitement of his approaching marriage, said Joe. He hurt his hand the last fire he attended, and its in a sling just now, so he must have taken it out, for temporary duty when he wrote to you. The truth is that Fred is too reckless for a fireman. Hes scarcely cool enough. But I can inform you as to the day; it is Thursday next. See that you are up to time, Bob.

No fear of me being late, replied the Bloater. By the way, have you heard of that new method of putting out fires that somebody has invented?

I did hear of some nonsensical plan, replied Joe, with a slight expression of contempt, but I dont think it worth while to pay attention to things o this sort. Theres nothin can beat good cold water.

Im not so sure of that, Joe, replied his friend gravely. I have been reading an account of it in the Insurance Guardian, and it seems to me that there is something worth attending to in the new plan. It looks as if there was life in it, for a company is to be got up called the Fire and Water Company.

But what is this new plan? asked Joe, sending forth a violent puff from his pipe, as if to indicate that it would all end in smoke.

Well, Im not sure that Ive got a correct notion of it myself, but my impression is that carbonic acid gas is the foundation-principle of it. Fire cannot exist in the presence of this gas  wherever it goes extinction of fire is instantaneous, which is more than you can say for water, Joe; for as you know well, fire, when strong enough, can turn that into steam as fast as you can pour it on, and after getting rid of it in this way, blaze up as furious as ever. What this company proposes to do is to saturate water with this carbonic acid gas mixed with nitrogen, and then pour that prepared water on fires. Of course, if much water were required, such a plan would never succeed, but a very small quantity is said to be sufficient. It seems that some testing experiments of a very satisfactory kind have been made recently  so you see, Joe, it is time to be looking out for a new profession!

Hm. Ill stick to the old brigade, at all events till the new company beats us from the field. Perhaps when that happens theyll enrol some of us to work the  what dye call em?  soda-water engines. Theyll have engines of course, I suppose?

Of course, replied the Bloater; moreover, they mean to turn their prepared water to good account when there are no fires to put out. It is said that the proportions of the mixture can be so varied that, with one kind, the pump may be used for the clarification of beer, oils, treacle, quicksilver, and such like, and for the preservation of fruit, meat, milk, etcetera, and with another mixture they propose to ventilate mines and tunnels; water gardens; kill insects on trees and flowers; soften water for domestic uses, and breweries, and manufacture soda-water, seltzer water, and other aerated beverages

Oh, I say, Bob, hold on, cried Joe; you seem to forget that my capacity for swallowing is limited.

Well, perhaps youll get it enlarged enough before long, to swallow all that and a deal more, said the Bloater, with a half serious air. Meanwhile Ill continue to wish all success and prosperity to the Red Brigade  though you do cause a tremendous amount of damage by your floods of water, as we poor insurance companies know. Why, if it were not for the heroes of the salvage corps we should be ruined altogether. Its my opinion, Joe, that the men of the salvage corps run quite as much risk as your fellows do in going through fire and smoke and working among falling beams and tumbling walls in order to cover goods with their tarpaulins and protect them from water.

I admit that the salvage men do their work like heroes, said Joe; but if you would read our chiefs report for last year, you would see that we do our best to put out fires with the smallest possible amount of water. Why, we only used about eleven million gallons in the last twelve months  a most insignificant quantity that, for the amount of work done!

A tinkle of the telegraph bell here cut short the conversation. Fire, in the Mall, Kensington, was the signal.

Get her out, lads! cried Joe, referring to the engine.

Helmets and hatchets were donned and buckled on in the old style, and quiet jokes or humorous and free-and-easy remarks were uttered in slow, even sleepy tones, while the men acted with a degree of prompt celerity that could not have been excelled had their own lives depended on their speed. In three minutes, as usual, they were off at full gallop. The Bloater  who still longed to follow them as of old, but had other business on hand  wished them good luck, and proceeded at a smart pace to his new lodgings.

We must change the scene now, for the men of the Red Brigade do not confine their attentions exclusively to such matters as drilling, fighting, suffering, conquering, and dying. They sometimes marry! Let us look in at this little church where, as a passer-by remarks, something appears to be going on.

A tall handsome young man leads to the altar a delicate, beautiful, blooming bride, whose bent head and blushing cheek, and modest mien and dependent air, contrast pleasantly with the gladsome firm countenance, stalwart frame, and self-reliant aspect of the bridegroom.

Looking at them as they stood then, no one could have entertained for a moment the idea that these two had ever united in the desperate and strenuous attempt to put out a fire! Yet so it was. They had, once upon a time, devoted themselves to the extinction of a fire in a cupboard with such enthusiasm that they had been successful not only in putting that fire out, but in lighting another fire, which nothing short of union for life could extinguish!

Joe Dashwood gave away the bride, and he could not help remarking in a whisper to the Bloater, (who was also there in sumptuous attire), that if ever a man was the born image of his father that man was Fred Crashington  an opinion which was heartily responded to by Mrs Maggie Crashington, who, then in the period of life which is described as fat, fair, and forty, looked on at the proceedings with intense satisfaction. Mary Dashwood  also fat, fair, and forty  was there too, and if ever a woman congratulated herself on a rosebud having grown into a full blown blush-rose, that woman was Mary.

Besides a pretty large company of well-dressed people, with white favours in their breasts, there was a sprinkling of active men with sailor-like caps, who hung about the outskirts of the crowd, and among these were two or three stout fellows with brass helmets and dirty hands and faces, and wet garments, who had returned from a recent fire just in time to take a look at their comrade and his fair bride.

Poor Ned, how his kind heart would have rejoiced to see this day! murmured Joe, brushing his cheek hastily as he retired from the altar.

So, the wedding party left the church, and the firemen returned to their posts of watchfulness and duty.

About the same period that this wedding took place, there was another wedding in the great metropolis to which we would draw the readers attention. Not that it was a great one or a splendid one; on the contrary, if it was marked by any unusual peculiarities, these were shabbiness and poverty. The wedding party consisted of only two, besides the bride and bridegroom, and everything was conducted with such quietness, and gravity, and absence of excitement, that it might almost have been mistaken for a funeral on a small scale by any one unacquainted with the ceremonial appertaining thereto.

The happy pair, besides looking very sad, were past the meridian of life. Both were plainly dressed, and each appeared desirous of avoiding observation. The man, in particular, hung his head and moved awkwardly, as if begging forgiveness generally for presuming to appear in the character of a bridegroom. His countenance had evidently never been handsome, but there was a sad subdued look about it  the result, perhaps, of prolonged suffering  which prevented it from being repulsive. He looked somewhat like an invalid, yet his powerful frame and the action of his strong muscular hands were not in keeping with that idea.

The bride, although careworn and middle-aged, possessed a singularly sweet and attractive countenance  all the more attractive that it wore a habitual expression of sadness. It was a sympathetic face, too, because it was the index to a loving, sympathetic, Christian soul, and its ever-varying indications of feeling, lightened and subdued and modified, but never quite removed, the sadness.

The two who composed the remainder of this wedding party were young men, apparently in a higher position of life than the principals. The one was tall and strapping, the other rather small, but remarkably active and handsome. It was evident that they were deeply interested in the ceremony in which they took part, and the smaller of the two appeared to enjoy some humorous reminiscences occasionally, to judge from the expression of his face when his glance chanced to meet that of his tall friend.

As they were leaving the altar, the bridegroom bent down and murmured in a deep soft voice  

Its like a dream, Martha. It aint easy to believe that such good luck should come to the likes o me.

The bride whispered something in reply, which was inaudible to those who followed.

Yes, Martha, yes, returned the bridegroom; no doubt it is as you put it. But after all, theres only one of His sayins that has gone right home to me. Ive got it by heart now I came not to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance. Twould have bin all up with me long ago but for that, Martha.

They reached the door at this point, got into a cab, and drove away. The remainder of the wedding party left the little church on foot.

The same evening on which this event took place, the strapping young man and the little active youth sat together at the open window of a comfortable though small parlour, enjoying a cup of tea. The view from the window was limited, but it possessed the charm of variety; commanding as it did, a vista of chimney-pots of every shape and form conceivable  many of which were capped with those multiform and hideous contrivances with which foolish man vainly endeavours to cure smoke.

Well, Jim, asked the strapping youth, as he gazed pensively on this prospect, what dyou think of it?

What do you refer to, Bob  our view or the wedding?

The wedding, of course.

Its hard to say, replied Jim, musing. He seemed to be such an unmitigated scoundrel when we first made his acquaintance that it is difficult to believe he is a changed man now.

By which you mean to insinuate, Jim, that the Gospel is not sufficient for out-and-out blackguards; that it is only powerful enough to deal with such modified scoundrels as you and I were.

By no means, replied Jim, with a peculiar smile; but, dyou know, Bloater, I never can feel that we were such desperate villains as you make us out to have been, when we swept the streets together.

Just listen to him! exclaimed the Bloater, smiting his knee with his fist, you cant feel!  what have feelings to do with knowledge? Dont you know that we were fairly and almost hopelessly in the current, and that we should probably have been swept off the face of the earth by this time if it had not been for that old gentleman with the bald head and the kindly

There, now, Bloater, dont let us have any more of that, you become positively rabid when you get upon that old gentleman, and you are conceited enough, also, to suppose that all the gratitude in the world has been shovelled into your own bosom. Come, let us return to the point, what do I think of the wedding  well, I think a good deal of it. There is risk, no doubt, but there is that in everything sublunary. I think, moreover, that the marriage is founded on true love. He never would have come to his present condition but for true love to Martha, which, in Gods providence, seems to have been made the means of opening his mind to Marthas message, the pith of which message was contained in his last remark on leaving the church. Then, as to Martha, our own knowledge of her would be sufficient to ease our minds as to her wisdom, even if it were not coupled with the reply she made to me when I expressed wonder that she should desire to marry such a man. Many waters, she said, cannot quench love!

Ha! you know something of that yourself, remarked Bob with a smile.

Something, replied Little Jim, with a sigh.

Well, dont despond, said the Bloater, laying his hand on Jims shoulder. I have reason to know that the obstacles in your way shall soon be removed, because that dear old gentleman with the

He was cut short by a loud, gruff shouting in the street below, accompanied by the rattling of wheels and the clatter of horses hoofs.

Ah, there they go! cried Jim, his eyes glistening with enthusiasm as he and his friend leaned out of the window, and strove to gain a glimpse of the street between the forest of chimneys, driving along, hammer and tongs, neck or nothing, always at it night and day. A blessing on them!

Amen, said the Bloater, as he and Jim resumed their seats and listened to the sound of the wheels, voices, and hoofs dying away in the distance.

Reader, we re-echo the sentiment, and close our tale with the remark that there are many rescued men and women in London who shall have cause, as long as life shall last, to pray for a blessing on the overwrought heroes who fill the ranks, and fight the battles of the Red Brigade.
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After writing The Gorilla Hunters and The Red Eric, Ballantyne continued to be interested in Africa, sharing a Victorian preoccupation with slavery in Africa and activism against the slave trade; this was the theme of his 1873 novel Black Ivory. 
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Preface.

In writing this book, my aim has been to give a true picture in outline of the Slave Trade as it exists at the present time on the east coast of Africa.

In order to do this I have selected from the most trustworthy sources what I believe to be the most telling points of the trade, and have woven these together into a tale, the warp of which is composed of thick cords of fact; the woof of slight lines of fiction, just sufficient to hold the fabric together. Exaggeration has easily been avoided, because  as Dr Livingstone says in regard to the slave-trade exaggeration is impossible.

If the readers taste should be offended by finding the tragic and comic elements in too close proximity I trust that he will bear in remembrance that such is life, and that the writer who would be true to life must follow, not lead, nature.

I have to acknowledge myself indebted to Dr Ryan, late Bishop of Mauritius; to the Rev. Charles New, interpreter to the Livingstone Search Expedition; to Edward Hutchinson, Esquire, Lay Secretary to the Church Missionary Society, and others, for kindly furnishing me with information in connexion with the slave trade.

Besides examining the Parliamentary Blue-books which treat of this subject, I have read or consulted, among others, the various authoritative works to which reference is made in the foot-notes sprinkled throughout this book,  all of which works bear the strongest possible testimony to the fact that the horrible traffic in human beings is in all respects as bad at the present time on the east coast of Africa as it ever was on the west coast in the days of Wilberforce.

I began my tale in the hope that I might produce something to interest the young (perchance, also, the old) in a most momentous cause,  the total abolition of the African slave-trade. I close it with the prayer that God may make it a tooth in the file which shall eventually cut the chains of slavery, and set the black man free.

R.M. Ballantyne.
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Chapter One.

Shows that a Good Beginning may Sometimes be Followed by a Bad Ending.

Six feet water in the hold, sir!

That would not have been a pleasant announcement to the captain of the Aurora at any time, but its unpleasantness was vastly increased by the fact that it greeted him near the termination of what had been, up to that point of time, an exceedingly prosperous voyage.

Are you sure, Davis? asked the captain; try again.

He gave the order under the influence of that feeling which is styled hoping against hope, and himself accompanied the ships carpenter to see it obeyed.

Six feet two inches, was the result of this investigation.

The vessel, a large English brig, had sprung a leak, and was rolling heavily in a somewhat rough sea off the east coast of Africa. It was no consolation to her captain that the shores of the great continent were visible on his lee, because a tremendous surf roared along the whole line of coast, threatening destruction to any vessel that should venture to approach, and there was no harbour of refuge nigh.

Shes sinking fast, Mr Seadrift, said the captain to a stout frank-looking youth of about twenty summers, who leant against the bulwarks and gazed wistfully at the land; the carpenter cannot find the leak, and the rate at which the water is rising shows that she cannot float long.

What then do you propose to do? inquired young Seadrift, with a troubled expression of countenance.

Abandon her, replied the captain.

Well, you may do so, captain, but I shall not forsake my fathers ship as long as she can float. Why not beach her somewhere on the coast? By so doing we might save part of the cargo, and, at all events, shall have done the utmost that lay in our power.

Look at the coast, returned the captain; where would you beach her? No doubt there is smooth water inside the reef, but the channels through it, if there be any here, are so narrow that it would be almost certain death to make the attempt.

The youth turned away without replying. He was sorely perplexed. Just before leaving England his father had said to him, Harold, my boy, heres your chance for paying a visit to the land youve read and talked so much about, and wished so often to travel through. I have chartered a brig, and shall send her out to Zanzibar with a cargo of beads, cotton cloth, brass wire, and such like: what say you to go as supercargo? Of course you wont be able to follow in the steps of Livingstone or Mungo Park, but while the brig is at Zanzibar you will have an opportunity of running across the channel, the island being only a few miles from the main, and having a short run up-country to see the niggers, and perchance have a slap at a hippopotamus. Ill line your pockets, so that you wont lack the sinews of war, without which travel either at home or abroad is but sorry work, and I shall only expect you to give a good account of ship and cargo on your return.  Come, is it fixed?

Need we say that Harold leaped joyfully at the proposal? And now, here he was, called on to abandon the Aurora to her fate, as we have said, near the end of a prosperous voyage. No wonder that he was perplexed.

The crew were fully aware of the state of matters. By the captains orders they stood ready to lower the two largest boats, into which they had put much of their worldly goods and provisions as they could hold with safety.

Port, port your helm, said the captain to the man at the wheel.

Port it is, sir, replied the man at the wheel, who was one of those broad-shouldered, big-chested, loose-garmented, wide-trousered, bare-necked, free-and-easy, off-hand jovial tars who have done so much, in years gone by, to increase the wealth and prosperity of the British Empire, and who, although confessedly scarce, are considerately allowed to perish in hundreds annually on our shores for want of a little reasonable legislation. But cheer up, ye jolly tars! There is a glimmer of sunrise on your political horizon. It really does seem as if, in regard to you, there were at last a good time coming.

Port, port, repeated the captain, with a glance at the compass and the sky.

Port it is, sir, again replied the jovial one.

Steady! Lower away the boat, lads.  Now, Mr Seadrift, said the captain, turning with an air of decision to the young supercargo, the time has come for you to make up your mind. The water is rising in the hold, and the ship is, as you see, settling fast down. I need not say to you that it is with the utmost regret I find it necessary to abandon her; but self-preservation and the duty I owe to my men render the step absolutely necessary. Do you intend to go with us?

No, captain, I dont, replied Harold Seadrift firmly. I do not blame you for consulting your own safety, and doing what you believe to be your duty, but I have already said that I shall stick by the ship as long as she can float.

Well, sir, I regret it but you must do as you think best, replied the captain, turning away Now, lads, jump in.

The men obeyed, but several of those who were last to quit the ship looked back and called to the free-and-easy man who still stood at the wheel Come along, Disco; well have to shove off directly.

Shove off wen you please, replied the man at the wheel, in a deep rich voice, whose tones were indicative of a sort of good-humoured contempt; wot I means for to do is to stop where I am. Itll never be said of Disco Lillihammer that he forsook the owners son in distress.

But youll go to the bottom, man, if you dont come.

Well, wot if I do? Id raither go to the bottom with a brave man, than remain at the top with a set o fine fellers like you!

Some of the men received this reply with a laugh, others frowned, and a few swore, while some of them looked regretfully at their self-willed shipmate; for it must not be supposed that all the tars who float upon the sea are of the bold, candid, open-handed type, though we really believe that a large proportion of them are so.

Be this as it may, the boats left the brig, and were soon far astern.

Thank you, Lillihammer, said Harold, going up and grasping the horny hand of the self-sacrificing sea-dog. This is very kind of you, though I fear it may cost you your life. But it is too late to talk of that; we must fix on some plan, and act at once.

The werry thing, sir, said Disco quietly, that wos runnin in my own mind, cos its werry clear that we haint got too many minits to spare in confabilation.

Well, what do you suggest?

Arter you, sir, said Disco, pulling his forelock; you are capting now, an ought to give orders.

Then I think the best thing we can do, rejoined Harold, is to make straight for the shore, search for an opening in the reef, run through, and beach the vessel on the sand. What say you?

As theres nothin else left for us to do, replied Disco, thats zactly wot I think too, an the sooner we does it the better.

Down with the helm, then, cried Harold, springing forward, and Ill ease off the sheets.

In a few minutes the Aurora was surging before a stiff breeze towards the line of foam which indicated the outlying reef, and inside of which all was comparatively calm.

If we only manage to get inside, said Harold, we shall do well.

Disco made no reply. His whole attention was given to steering the brig, and running his eyes anxiously along the breakers, the sound of which increased to a thunderous roar as they drew near.

There seems something like a channel yonder, said Harold, pointing anxiously to a particular spot in the reef.

I see it, sir, was the curt reply.

A few minutes more of suspense, and the brig drove into the supposed channel, and struck with such violence that the foremast snapped off near the deck, and went over the side.

God help us, were lost! exclaimed Harold, as a towering wave lifted the vessel up and hurled her like a plaything on the rocks.

Stand by to jump, sir, cried Disco. Another breaker came roaring in at the moment, overwhelmed the brig, rolled her over on her beam-ends, and swept the two men out of her. They struggled gallantly to free themselves from the wreck, and, succeeding with difficulty, swam across the sheltered water to the shore, on which they finally landed.

Harolds first exclamation was one of thankfulness for their deliverance, to which Disco replied with a hearty Amen! and then turning round and surveying the coast, while he slowly thrust his hands into his wet trouser-pockets, wondered whereabouts in the world they had got to.

To the east coast of Africa, to be sure, observed the young supercargo, with a slight smile, as he wrung the water out of the foot of his trousers, the place we were bound for, you know.

Werry good; so here we are  come to an anchor! Well, I only wish, he added, sitting down on a piece of driftwood, and rummaging in the pockets before referred to, as if in search of something I only wish Id kep on my weskit, cause all my baccys there, and it would be a rael comfort to have a quid in the circumstances.

It was fortunate for the wrecked voyagers that the set of the current had carried portions of their vessel to the shore, at a considerable distance from the spot where they had landed, because a band of natives, armed with spears and bows and arrows, had watched the wreck from the neighbouring heights, and had hastened to that part of the coast on which they knew from experience the cargo would be likely to drift. The heads of the swimmers being but small specks in the distance, had escaped observation. Thus they had landed unseen. The spot was near the entrance to a small river or creek, which was partially concealed by the formation of the land and by mangrove trees.

Harold was the first to observe that they had not been cast on an uninhabited shore. While gazing round him, and casting about in his mind what was best to be done, he heard shouts, and hastening to a rocky point that hid part of the coast from his view looked cautiously over it and saw the natives. He beckoned to Disco, who joined him.

They havent a friendly look about em, observed the seaman, and theyre summat scant in the matter of clothin.

Appearances are often deceptive, returned his companion, but I so far agree with you that I think our wisest course will be to retire into the woods, and there consult as to our future proceedings, for it is quite certain that as we cannot live on sand and salt water, neither can we safely sleep in wet clothes or on the bare ground in a climate like this.

Hastening towards the entrance to the creek, the unfortunate pair entered the bushes, through which they pushed with some difficulty, until they gained a spot sufficiently secluded for their purpose, when they observed that they had passed through a belt of underwood, beyond which there appeared to be an open space. A few steps further and they came out on a sort of natural basin formed by the creek, in which floated a large boat of a peculiar construction, with very piratical-looking lateen sails. Their astonishment at this unexpected sight was increased by the fact that on the opposite bank of the creek there stood several men armed with muskets, which latter were immediately pointed at their breasts.

The first impulse of the shipwrecked friends was to spring back into the bushes  the second to advance and hold up their empty hands to show that they were unarmed.

Hold on, exclaimed Disco, in a free and easy confidential tone; were friends, we are; shipwrecked mariners we is, so ground arms, my lads, an make your minds easy.

One of the men made some remark to another, who, from his Oriental dress, was easily recognised by Harold as one of the Arab traders of the coast. His men appeared to be half-castes.

The Arab nodded gravely, and said something which induced his men to lower their muskets. Then with a wave of his hand he invited the strangers to come over the creek to him.

This was rendered possible by the breadth of the boat already mentioned being so great that, while one side touched the right bank of the creek, the other was within four or five feet of the left.

Without hesitation Harold Seadrift bounded lightly from the bank to the half-deck of the boat, and, stepping ashore, walked up to the Arab, closely followed by his companion.

Do you speak English? asked Harold.

The Arab shook his head and said, Arabic, Portuguese.

Harold therefore shook his head;  then, with a hopeful look, said French? interrogatively.

The Arab repeated the shake of his head, but after a moments thought said, I know littil Engleesh; speak, where comes you?

We have been wrecked, began Harold (the Arab glanced gravely at his dripping clothes, as if to say, I had guessed as much), and this man and I are the only survivors of the crew of our ship  at least the only two who swam on shore, the others went off in a boat.

Come you from man-of-war? asked the Arab, with a keen glance at the candid countenance of the youth.

No, our vessel was a trader bound for Zanzibar. She now lies in fragments on the shore, and we have escaped with nothing but the clothes on our backs. Can you tell us whether there is a town or a village in the neighbourhood? for, as you see, we stand sadly in need of clothing, food, and shelter. We have no money, but we have good muscles and stout hearts, and could work our way well enough, I doubt not.

Young Seadrift said this modestly, but the remark was unnecessary, for it would have been quite obvious to a man of much less intelligence than the Arab that a youth who, although just entering on the age of manhood, was six feet high, deep-chested, broad-shouldered, and as lithe as a kitten, could not find any difficulty in working his way, while his companion, though a little older, was evidently quite as capable.

There be no town, no village, for fifty miles from where you stand, replied the Arab.

Indeed! exclaimed Harold in surprise, for he had always supposed the East African coast to be rather populous.

Thats a blue look-out anyhow, observed Disco, for it necessitates starvation, unless this good gentleman will hire us to work his craft. It aint very ship-shape to be sure, but anything of a seagoin craft comes more or less handy to an old salt.

The trader listened with the politeness and profound gravity that seems to be characteristic of Orientals, but by no sign or expression showed whether he understood what was said.

I go to Zanzibar, said he, turning to Harold, and will take you,  so you wish.

There was something sinister in the mans manner which Harold did not like, but as he was destitute, besides being in the Arabs power, and utterly ignorant of the country, he thought it best to put a good face on matters, and therefore thanked him for his kind offer, and assured him that on reaching Zanzibar he would be in a position to pay for his passage as well as that of his friend.

May I ask, continued Harold, what your occupation is?

I am trader.

Harold thought he would venture another question:  

In what sort of goods do you trade?

Ivory. Some be white, an some be what your contrymans do call black.

Black! exclaimed Harold, in surprise.

Yees, black, replied the trader. White ivory do come from the elephant  hims tusk; Black Ivory do come,  he smiled slightly at this point from the land everywheres. It bees our chef artikil of trade.

Indeed! I never heard of it before.

No? replied the trader; you shall see it much here. But I go talk with my mans. Wait.

Saying this, in a tone which savoured somewhat unpleasantly of command, the Arab went towards a small hut near to which his men were standing, and entered into conversation with them.

It was evident that they were ill pleased with what he said at first for there was a good deal of remonstrance in their tones, while they pointed frequently in a certain direction which seemed to indicate the coast-line; but by degrees their tones changed, and they laughed and chuckled a good deal, as if greatly tickled by the speech of the Arab, who, however, maintained a look of dignified gravity all the time.

I dont like the looks o them fellers, remarked Disco, after observing them in silence for some time. Theyre a cut-throat set, Im quite sure, an if youll take my advice, Mister Seadrift, well give em the slip, an try to hunt up one o the native villages. I shouldnt wonder, now, if that chap was a slave-trader.

The same idea has occurred to myself, Disco, replied Harold, and I would willingly leave him if I thought there was a town or village within twenty miles of us; but we are ignorant on that point and I have heard enough of the African climate to believe that it might cost us our lives if we were obliged to spend a night in the jungle without fire, food, or covering, and with nothing on but a wet flannel shirt and pair of canvas breeches. No, no, lad, we must not risk it. Besides, although some Arabs are slave-traders, it does not follow that all are. This fellow may turn out better than he looks.

Disco Lillihammer experienced some sensations of surprise on hearing his young friends remarks on the climate, for he knew nothing whatever about that of Africa, having sailed chiefly in the Arctic Seas as a whaler,  and laboured under the delusion that no climate under the sun could in any degree affect his hardy and well-seasoned frame. He was too respectful, however, to let his thoughts be known.

Meanwhile the Arab returned.

I sail this night, he said, when moon go down. That not far before midnight. You mus keep by boat here  close. If you go this way or that the niggers kill you. They not come here; they know I is here. I go look after my goods and chattels  my Black Ivory.

Maynt we go with ee, mister  whats your name?

My name?  Yoosoof, replied the Arab, in a tone and with a look which were meant to command respect.

Well, Mister Yoosoof, continued Disco, if we may make bold to ax leave for to go with ee, we could lend ee a helpin hand, dye see, to carry yer goods an chattels down to the boat.

There is no need, said Yoosoof, waving his hand, and pointing to the hut before mentioned. Go; you can rest till we sail. Sleep; you will need it. There is littil rice in hut  eat that, and make fire, dry youselfs.

So saying, the Arab left them by a path leading into the woods, along which his men, who were Portuguese half-castes, had preceded him.

Make fire indeed! exclaimed Disco, as he walked with his companion to the hut; one would think, from the free-and-easy way in which he tells us to make it, that hes in the habit himself of striking it out o the point o his own nose, or some such convenient fashion.

More likely to flash it out of his eyes, I should think, said Harold; but, see here, the fellow knew what he was talking about. There is fire among these embers on the hearth.

Thats true, replied Disco, going down on his knees, and blowing them carefully.

In a few minutes a spark leaped into a flame, wood was heaped on, and the flame speedily became a rousing fire, before which they dried their garments, while a pot of rice was put on to boil.

Scarcely had they proceeded thus far in their preparations, when two men, armed with muskets, were seen to approach, leading a negro girl between them. As they drew nearer, it was observable that the girl had a brass ring round her neck, to which a rope was attached.

A slave! exclaimed Disco vehemently, while the blood rushed to his face; lets set her free!

The indignant seaman had half sprung to his legs before Harold seized and pulled him forcibly back.

Be quiet man, said Harold quickly. If we could free her by fighting, I would help you, but we cant. Evidently we have got into a nest of slavers. Rashness will only bring about our own death. Be wise; bide your time, and we may live to do some good yet.

He stopped abruptly, for the new comers had reached the top of the winding path that led to the hut.

A look of intense surprise overspread the faces of the two men when they entered and saw the Englishmen sitting comfortably by the fire, and both, as if by instinct threw forward the muzzles of their muskets.

Oh! come in, come in, make your minds easy, cried Disco, in a half-savage tone, despite the warning he had received; were all friends here  leastwise we cant help ourselves.

Fortunately for our mariner the men did not understand him, and before they could make up their minds what to think of it, or how to act Harold rose, and, with a polite bow, invited them to enter.

Do you understand English? he asked.

A frown, and a decided shake of the head from both men, was the reply. The poor negro girl cowered behind her keepers, as if she feared that violence were about to ensue.

Having tried French with a like result, Harold uttered the name, Yoosoof, and pointed in the direction in which the trader had entered the woods.

The men looked intelligently at each other, and nodded.

Then Harold said Zanzibar, and pointed in the direction in which he supposed that island lay.

Again the men glanced at each other, and nodded. Harold next said Boat  dhow, and pointed towards the creek, which remark and sign were received as before.

Good, he continued, slapping himself on the chest, and pointing to his companion, I go to Zanzibar, he goes, she goes, (pointing to the girl), you go, and Yoosoof goes  all in the dhow together to Zanzibar  to-night  when moon goes down. Dee understand? Now then, come along and have some rice.

He finished up by slapping one of the men on the shoulder, and lifting the kettle off the fire, for the rice had already been cooked and only wanted warming.

The men looked once again at each other, nodded, laughed, and sat down on a log beside the fire, opposite to the Englishmen.

They were evidently much perplexed by the situation, and, not knowing what to make of it, were disposed in the meantime to be friendly.

While they were busy with the rice, Disco gazed in silent wonder, and with intense pity, at the slave-girl, who sat a little to one side of her guardians on a mat, her small hands folded together resting on one knee, her head drooping, and her eyes cast down. The enthusiastic tar found it very difficult to restrain his feelings. He had heard, of course, more or less about African slavery from shipmates, but he had never read about it, and had never seriously given his thoughts to it, although his native sense of freedom, justice, and fair-play had roused a feeling of indignation in his breast whenever the subject chanced to be discussed by him and his mates. But now, for the first time in his life, suddenly and unexpectedly, he was brought face to face with slavery. No wonder that he was deeply moved.

Why, Mister Seadrift, he said, in the confidential tone of one who imparts a new discovery, I do honestly confess to ee that I think thats a pretty girl!

I quite agree with you, replied Harold, smiling.

Ay, but I mean really pretty, you know. Ive always thought that all niggers had ugly flat noses an thick blubber lips. But look at that one: her lips are scarce a bit thicker than those of many a good-looking lass in England, and they dont stick out at all, and her nose aint flat a bit. Its quite as good as my Nancys nose, an thats sayin a good deal, I tell ee. Moreover, she aint black  shes brown.

It is but justice to Disco to say that he was right in his observations, and to explain that the various negro tribes in Africa differ very materially from each other; some of them, as we are told by Dr Livingstone, possessing little of what, in our eyes, seems the characteristic ugliness of the negro  such as thick lips, flat noses, protruding heels, etcetera,  but being in every sense handsome races of humanity.

The slave-girl whom Disco admired and pitied so much belonged to one of these tribes, and, as was afterwards ascertained, had been brought from the far interior. She appeared to be very young, nevertheless there was a settled expression of meek sorrow and suffering on her face; and though handsomely formed, she was extremely thin, no doubt from prolonged hardships on the journey down to the coast.

Here, have somethin to eat, exclaimed Disco, suddenly filling a tin plate with rice, and carrying it to the girl, who, however, shook her head without raising her eyes.

Youre not hungry, poor thing, said the seaman, in a disappointed tone; you look as if you should be. Come, try it, he added, stooping, and patting her head.

The poor child looked up as if frightened, and shrank from the seamans touch, but on glancing a second time in his honest face, she appeared to feel confidence in him. Nevertheless, she would not touch the rice until her guardians said something to her sternly, when she began to eat with an appetite that was eloquent.

Come, now, tell us what your name is, lass, said Disco, when she had finished the rice.

Of course the girl shook her head, but appeared to wish to understand the question, while the Portuguese laughed and seemed amused with the Englishmans eccentricities.

Look here, now, resumed the tar, slapping his own chest vigorously, Disco, Disco, Disco, thats me  Disco. And this man, (patting his companion on the breast) is Harold, Harold, thats him  Harold. Now, then, he added, pointing straight at the girl, you  whats you name, eh?

A gleam of intelligence shot from the girls expressive eyes, and she displayed a double row of beautiful teeth as in a low soft voice she said Azinté.

Azinté? come, thats not a bad name; why, its a capital one. Just suited to ee. Well, Azinté, my poor girl, said Disco, with a fresh outburst of feeling, as he clenched his horny right hand and dashed it into the palm of his left, if I only knew how to set you free just now, my dear, Id do it  ay, if I was to be roasted alive for so doin. I would!

Youll never set anybody free in this world, said Harold Seadrift, with some severity, if you go on talking and acting as you have done to-day. If these men had not, by good fortune, been ignorant of our language, its my opinion that they would have blown our brains out before this time. You should restrain yourself, man, he continued, gradually dropping into a remonstrative and then into an earnestly confidential tone; we are utterly helpless just now. If you did succeed in freeing that girl at this moment, it would only be to let her fall into the hands of some other slave-owner. Besides, that would not set free all the other slaves, male and female, who are being dragged from the interior of Africa. You and I may perhaps do some small matter in the way of helping to free slaves, if we keep quiet and watch our opportunity, but we shall accomplish nothing if you give way to useless bursts of anger.

Poor Lillihammer was subdued.

Youre right Mister Seadrift, youre right, sir, and Im a ass. I never could keep my feelings down. Its all along of my havin bin made too much of by my mother, dear old woman, wen I was a boy. But Ill make a effort, sir; Ill clap a stopper on em  bottle em up and screw em down tight, werry tight indeed.

Disco again sent his right fist into the palm of his left hand, with something like the sound of a pistol-shot to the no small surprise and alarm of the Portuguese, and, rising, went out to cool his heated brow in the open air.




Chapter Two.

Yoosoofs Black Ivory.

When Yoosoof entered the woods, as before stated, for the purpose of looking after his property, he followed a narrow footpath for about half a mile, which led him to another part of the same creek, at the entrance of which we introduced him to the reader. Here, under the deep shadow of umbrageous trees, floated five large Arab boats, or dhows, similar to the one which has been already referred to. They were quite empty, and apparently unguarded, for when Yoosoof went down the bank and stood on a projecting rock which overlooked them, no one replied to his low-toned hail. Repeating it once, and still receiving no answer, he sat quietly down on the rocks, lighted a small pipe, and waited patiently.

The boats, as we have said, were empty, but there were some curious appliances in them, having the appearance of chains, and wristlets, and bars of iron running along and fixed to their decks, or rather to the flooring of their holds. Their long yards and sails were cleared and ready for hoisting.

After the lapse of ten or fifteen minutes, Yoosoof raised his head  for he had been meditating deeply, if one might judge from his attitude  and glanced in the direction of an opening in the bushes whence issued a silent and singular train of human beings. They were negroes, secured by the necks or wrists  men, women, and children,  and guarded by armed half-caste Portuguese. When a certain number of them, about a hundred or so, had issued from the wood, and crowded the banks of the creek, they were ordered to stand still, and the leader of the band advanced towards his master.

These were some of Yoosoofs goods and chattels, his cattle, his black ivory.

You have been long in coming, Moosa, said the Arab trader, as the man approached.

I have, replied Moosa, somewhat gruffly, but the road was rough and long, and the cattle were ill-conditioned, as you see.

The two men spoke in the Portuguese tongue, but as the natives and settlers on that coast speak a variety of languages and dialects, we have no alternative, good reader, but to render all into English.

Make the more haste now, said Yoosoof; get them shipped at once, for we sail when the moon goes down. Pick out the weakest among the lot, those most likely to die, and put them by themselves in the small dhow. If we must sacrifice some of our wares to these meddling dogs the English, we may as well give them the refuse.

Without remark, Moosa turned on his heel and proceeded to obey orders.

Truly, to one unaccustomed to such scenes, it would have appeared that all the negroes on the spot were most likely to die, for a more wretched, starved set of human beings could scarcely be imagined. They had just terminated a journey on foot of several hundreds of miles, with insufficient food and under severe hardships. Nearly all of them were lean to a degree,  many so reduced that they resembled nothing but skeletons with a covering of black leather. Some of the children were very young, many of them mere infants, clinging to the backs of the poor mothers, who had carried them over mountain and plain, through swamp and jungle, in blistering sunshine and pelting rain for many weary days. But prolonged suffering had changed the nature of these little ones. They were as silent and almost as intelligently anxious as their seniors. There were no old pieces of merchandise there. Most were youthful or in the prime of life; a few were middle-aged.

Difficult though the task appeared to be, Moosa soon selected about fifty men and women and a few children, who were so fearfully emaciated that their chance of surviving appeared but small. These were cast loose and placed in a sitting posture in the hold of the smallest dhow, as close together as they could be packed.

Their removal from the bank made room for more to issue from the wood, which they did in a continuous stream. Batch after batch was cast loose and stowed away in the manner already described, until the holds of two of the large boats were filled, each being capable of containing about two hundred souls. This was so far satisfactory to Yoosoof, who had expended a good deal of money on the venture  satisfactory, even although he had lost a large proportion of the goods  four-fifths at least if not more, by death and otherwise, on the way down to the coast; but that was a matter of little consequence. The price of black ivory was up in the market just at that time, and the worthy merchant could stand a good deal of loss.

The embarkation was effected with wonderful celerity, and in comparative silence. Only the stern voices of the half-caste Portuguese were heard as they ordered the slaves to move, mingled with the occasional clank of a chain, but no sounds proceeded from the thoroughly subdued and worn-out slaves louder than a sigh or a half-suppressed wail, with now and then a shriek of pain when some of the weaker among them were quickened into activity by the lash.

When all had been embarked, two of the five boats still remained empty, but Yoosoof had a pretty good idea of the particular points along the coast where more cattle of a similar kind could be purchased. Therefore, after stationing some of his men, armed with muskets, to guard the boats, he returned with the remainder of them to the hut in which the Englishmen had been left.

There he found Azinté and her guardians. He seemed angry with the latter at first, but after a few minutes thought appeared to recover his equanimity, and ordered the men to remove the ropes with which the girl was tethered; then bidding her follow him he left the hut without taking any notice of the Englishmen further than to say he would be back shortly before the time of sailing.

Yoosoofs motions were usually slow and his mien somewhat dignified, but, when occasion required, he could throw off his Oriental dignity and step out with the activity of a monkey. It was so on this occasion, insomuch that Azinté was obliged occasionally to run in order to keep up with him. Proceeding about two miles in the woods along the shore without halt, he came out at length on the margin of a bay, at the head of which lay a small town. It was a sorry-looking place, composed of wretchedly built houses, most of which were thatched with the leaves of the cocoa-nut palm.

Nevertheless, such as it was, it possessed a mud fort, an army of about thirty soldiers, composed of Portuguese convicts who had been sent there as a punishment for many crimes, a Governor, who was understood to be honourable, having been placed there by his Excellency the Governor-General at Mozambique, who had been himself appointed by His Most Faithful Majesty the King of Portugal.

It was in quest of this Governor that Yoosoof bent his rapid steps. Besides all the advantages above enumerated, the town drove a small trade in ivory, ebony, indigo, orchella weed, gum copal, cocoa-nut oil, and other articles of native produce, and a very large (though secret) trade in human bodies and  we had almost written  souls, but the worthy people who dwelt there could not fetter souls, although they could, and very often did, set them free.

Senhor Francisco Alfonso Toledo Bignoso Letotti, the Governor, was seated at the open window of his parlour, just before Yoosoof made his appearance, conversing lightly with his only daughter, the Senhorina Maraquita, a beautiful brunette of about eighteen summers, who had been brought up and educated in Portugal.

The Governors wife had died a year before this time in Madrid, and the Senhorina had gone to live with her father on the east coast of Africa, at which place she had arrived just six weeks previous to the date of the opening of our tale.

Among the various boats and vessels at anchor in the bay, were seen the tapering masts of a British war-steamer. The Senhorina and her sire were engaged in a gossiping criticism of the officers of this vessel when Yoosoof was announced. Audience was immediately granted.

Entering the room, with Azinté close behind him, the Arab stopped abruptly on beholding Maraquita, and bowed gravely.

Leave us, my child, said the Governor, in Portuguese; I have business to transact with this man.

And why may not I stay to assist you, father, in this wonderful man-mystery of transacting business? asked Maraquita, with an arch smile.

Whenever you men want to get rid of women you frighten them away with business! If you wish not to explain something to us, you shake your wise heads, and call it business! Is it not so?  Come, Arab, she added, turning with a sprightly air to Yoosoof, you are a trader, I suppose; all Arabs are, I am told. Well, what sort of wares have you got to sell?

Yoosoof smiled slightly as he stepped aside and pointed to Azinté.

The speaking countenance of the Portuguese girl changed as if by magic. She had seen little and thought little about slavery during the brief period of her residence on the coast, and had scarcely realised the fact that Sambo, with the thick lips  her fathers gardener  or the black cook and house-maids, were slaves. It was the first entrance of a new idea with something like power into her mind when she saw a delicate, mild-looking, and pretty negro girl actually offered for sale.

Before she could bethink herself of any remark the door opened, and in walked, unannounced, a man on whose somewhat handsome countenance villainy was clearly stamped.

Ha! Marizano, exclaimed Senhor Letotti, rising, you have thought better of it, I presume?

I have, and I agree to your arrangement, replied Marizano, in an off-hand, surly tone.

There is nothing like necessity, returned the Governor, with a laugh. Twere better to enjoy a roving life for a short time with a lightish purse in ones pocket, than to attempt to keep a heavy purse with the addition of several ounces of lead in ones breast! How say you?

Marizano smiled and shrugged his broad shoulders, but made no reply, for just then his attention had been attracted to the slave-girl.

For sale? he inquired of the Arab carelessly.

Yoosoof bowed his head slightly.

How much?

Come, come, gentlemen, interposed the Governor, with a laugh and a glance at his daughter, you can settle this matter elsewhere. Yoosoof has come here to talk with me on other matters.  Now, Maraquita dear, you had better retire for a short time.

When the Senhorina had somewhat unwillingly obeyed, the Governor turned to Yoosoof: I presume you have no objection to Marizanos presence during our interview, seeing that he is almost as well acquainted with your affairs as yourself?

As Yoosoof expressed no objection, the three drew their chairs together and sat down to a prolonged private and very interesting palaver.

We do not mean to try the readers patience by dragging him through the whole of it; nevertheless, a small portion of what was said is essential to the development of our tale.

Well, then, be it as you wish, Yoosoof, said the Governor, folding up a fresh cigarette; you are one of the most active traders on the coast, and never fail to keep correct accounts with your Governor. You deserve encouragement but I fear that you run considerable risk.

I know that; but those who make much must risk much.

Bravo! exclaimed Marizano, with hearty approval; nevertheless those who risk most do not always make most. Contrast yourself with me, now. You risk your boats and cattle, and become rich. I risk my life, and behold! I am fleeced. I have little or nothing left, barely enough to buy yonder girl from you  though I think I have enough for that.

He pointed as he spoke to Azinté, who still stood on the spot where she had been left near the door.

Tell me, resumed Senhor Letotti, how do you propose to elude the English cruiser? for I know that her captain has got wind of your whereabouts, and is determined to watch the coast closely  and let me tell you, he is a vigorous, intelligent man.

You tell me he has a number of captured slaves already in his ship? said Yoosoof.

Yes, some hundreds, I believe.

He must go somewhere to land these, I presume? rejoined the Arab.

Yoosoof referred here to the fact that when a British cruiser engaged in the suppression of the slave-trade on the east coast of Africa has captured a number of slaves, she is under the necessity of running to the Seychelles Islands, Aden, or some other British port of discharge, to land them there as free men, because, were she to set them free on any part of the coast of Africa, belonging either to Portugal or the Sultan of Zanzibar, they would certainly be recaptured and again enslaved. When therefore the cruisers are absent  it may be two or three weeks on this duty, the traders in human flesh of course make the most of their opportunity to run cargoes of slaves to those ports in Arabia and Persia where they always find a ready market.

On the present occasion Yoosoof conceived that the captain of the Firefly might be obliged to take this course to get rid of the negroes already on board, who were of course consuming his provisions, besides being an extremely disagreeable cargo, many of them being diseased and covered with sores, owing to their cruel treatment on board the slave-dhows.

He wont go, however, till he has hunted the coast north and south for you, so he assures me, said the Governor, with a laugh.

Well, I must start to-night, therefore I shall give him a small pill to swallow which will take him out of the way, said Yoosoof, rising to leave the room.

I wish you both success, said the Governor, as Marizano also rose to depart, but I fear that you will find the Englishman very troublesome.  Adieu.

The Arab and the half-caste went out talking earnestly together, and followed by Azinté, and immediately afterwards the Senhorina Maraquita entered hurriedly.

Father, you must buy that slave-girl for me. I want a pretty slave all to myself, she said, with unwonted vehemence.

Impossible, my child, replied the Governor kindly, for he was very fond as well as proud of his daughter.

Why impossible? Have you not enough of money?

Oh yes, plenty of that, but I fear she is already bespoken, and I should not like to interfere

Bespoken! do you mean sold? cried Maraquita, seizing her fathers hands, not sold to that man Marizano?

I think she must be by this time, for hes a prompt man of business, and not easily thwarted when he sets his mind to a thing.

The Senhorina clasped her hands before her eyes, and stood for a moment motionless, then rushing wildly from the room she passed into another apartment the windows of which commanded a view of a considerable part of the road which led from the house along the shore. There she saw the Arab and his friend walking leisurely along as if in earnest converse, while Azinté followed meekly behind.

The Senhorina stood gazing at them with clenched hands, in an agony of uncertainty as to what course she ought to pursue, and so wrapt up in her thoughts that she failed to observe a strapping young lieutenant of H.M.S. steamer Firefly, who had entered the room and stood close to her side.

Now this same lieutenant happened to be wildly in love with Senhorina Maraquita. He had met her frequently at her fathers table, where, in company with his captain, he was entertained with great hospitality, and on which occasions the captain was assisted by the Governor in his investigations into the slave-trade.

Lieutenant Lindsay had taken the romantic plunge with all the charming enthusiasm of inexperienced youth, and entertained the firm conviction that, if Senhorina Maraquita did not become his, life would thenceforth be altogether unworthy of consideration; happiness would be a thing of the past, with which he should have nothing more to do, and death at the cannons mouth, or otherwise, would be the only remaining gleam of comfort in his dingy future.

Something distresses you, I fear, began the lieutenant, not a little perplexed to find the young lady in such a peculiar mood.

Maraquita started, glanced at him a moment, and then, with flashing eyes and heightened colour, pointed at the three figures on the road.

Yes, Senhor, she said; I am distressed  deeply so. Look! do you see yonder two men, and the girl walking behind them?

I do.

Quick! fly after them and bring them hither  the Arab and the girl I mean  not the other man. Oh, be quick, else they will be out of sight and then she will be lost; quick, if you  if  if you really mean what you have so often told me.

Poor Lindsay! It was rather a sudden and severe test of fidelity to be sent forth to lay violent hands on a man and woman and bring them forcibly to the Governors house, without any better reason than that a self-willed girl ordered him so to do; at the same time, he perceived that, if he did not act promptly, the retreating figures would soon turn into the town, and be hopelessly beyond his power of recognition.

But  but he stammered, if they wont come  ?

They must come. Threaten my fathers high displeasure.  Quick, Senhor, cried the young lady in a commanding tone.

Lindsay flung open the casement and leapt through it as being the shortest way out of the house, rushed with undignified speed along the road, and overtook the Arab and his friend as they were about to turn into one of the narrow lanes of the town.

Pardon me, said the lieutenant laying his hand on Yoosoofs shoulder in his anxiety to make sure of him, will you be so good as to return with me to the Governors residence?

By whose orders? demanded Yoosoof with a look of surprise.

The orders of the Senhorina Maraquita.

The Arab hesitated, looked somewhat perplexed, and said something in Portuguese to Marizano, who pointed to the slave-girl, and spoke with considerable vehemence.

Lindsay did not understand what was said, but, conjecturing that the half-caste was proposing that Azinté should remain with him, he said: The girl must return with you  if you would not incur the Governors displeasure.

Marizano, on having this explained to him, looked with much ferocity at the lieutenant and spoke to Yoosoof in wrathful tones, but the latter shook his head, and the former, who disliked Marizanos appearance excessively, took not the least notice of him.

I do go, said Yoosoof, turning back. Motioning to Azinté to follow, he retraced his steps with the lieutenant and the slave  while Marizano strode into the town in a towering rage.

We need scarcely say that Maraquita, having got possession of Azinté, did not find it impossible to persuade her father to purchase her, and that Yoosoof, although sorry to disappoint Marizano, who was an important ally and assistant in the slave-trade, did not see his way to thwart the wishes of the Governor, whose power to interfere with his trade was very great indeed, and to whom he was under the necessity of paying head-money for every slave that was exported by him from that part of the coast.

Soon after Azinté had been thus happily rescued from the clutches of two of the greatest villains on the East African coast  where villains of the deepest dye are by no means uncommon  Lindsay met Captain Romer of the Firefly on the beach, with his first lieutenant Mr Small, who, by the way, happened to be one of the largest men in his ship. The three officers had been invited to dine that day with the Governor, and as there seemed no particular occasion for their putting to sea that night, and a fresh supply of water had to be taken on board, the invitation had been accepted, all the more readily, too, that Captain Romer thought it afforded an opportunity for obtaining further information as to the movements of certain notorious slavers who were said to be thereabouts at that time. Lieutenant Lindsay had been sent ashore at an earlier part of the day, accompanied by one of the sailors who understood Portuguese, and who, being a remarkably intelligent man, might, it was thought, acquire some useful information from some of the people of the town.

Well, Mr Lindsay, has Jackson been of any use to you? inquired the captain.

Not yet, replied the lieutenant; at least I know not what he may have done, not having met him since we parted on landing; but I have myself been so fortunate as to rescue a slave-girl under somewhat peculiar circumstances.

Truly, a most romantic and gallant affair, said the captain, laughing, when Lindsay had related the incident, and worthy of being mentioned in despatches; but I suspect, considering the part that the Senhorina Maraquita played in it and the fact that you only rescued the girl from one slaveholder in order to hand her over to another, the less that is said about the subject the better!  But here comes Jackson. Perhaps he may have learned something about the scoundrels we are in search of.

The seaman referred to approached and touched his cap.

What news? demanded the captain, who knew by the twinkle in Jacks eye that he had something interesting to report.

Ive diskivered all about it sir, replied the man, with an ill-suppressed chuckle.

Indeed! come this way. Now, lets hear what you have to tell, said the captain, when at a sufficient distance from his boat to render the conversation quite private.

Well, sir, began Jackson, wen I got up into the town, arter leavin Mr Lindsay, who should I meet but a man as had bin a messmate o mine aboard of that there Portuguese ship were I picked up a smatterin o the lingo? Of course we hailed each other and hove-to for a spell, and then we made sail for a grog-shop, where we spliced the main-brace. After a deal o tackin and beatin about, which enabled me to find out that hed left the sea an taken to business on his own account, which in them parts seems to mean loafin about doin little or nothin, I went slap into the subject that was uppermost in my mind, and says I to him, says I, they does a deal o slavin on this here coast, it appears  Black Ivory is a profitable trade, aint it? Wy, sir, you should have seen the way he grinned and winked, and opened out on em. Black Ivory! says he, wy, Jackson, theres more slaves exported from these here parts annooally than would fill a good-sized city. I could tell you  but, says he, pullin up sudden, you wont split on me, messmate? Honour bright, says I, if ye dont call tellin my captain splittin. Oh no, says he, with a laugh, its little I care what he knows, or does to the pirates  for thats their true name, and murderers to boot  but dont let it come to the Governors ears, else Im a ruined man. I says I wouldnt and then he goes on to tell me all sorts of hanecdots about their doins  that they does it with the full consent of the Governor, who gets head-money for every slave exported; that nearly all the Governors on the coast are birds of the same feather, and that the Governor-General himself, (See Consul McLeods Travels in Eastern Africa, volume one page 306.) at Mozambique, winks at it and makes the subordinate Governors pay him tribute. Then he goes on to tell me more about the Governor of this here town, an says that, though a kind-hearted man in the main, and very good to his domestic slaves, he encourages the export trade, because it brings him in a splendid revenue, which he has much need of, poor man, for like most, if not all, of the Governors on the coast, he do receive nothin like a respectible salary from the Portuguese Government at home, and has to make it up by slave-tradin. (See McLeods Travels, volume one page 293.)

It must be explained here that British cruisers were, and still are, kept on the east coast of Africa, for the purpose of crushing only the export slave-trade. They claim no right to interfere with domestic slavery, an institution which is still legal in the dominions of the Sultan of Zanzibar and in the so-called colonies of Portugal on that coast.

But that is not the best of it, sir, continued Jackson, with a respectful smile, after wed had our jaw out I goes off along the road by the beach to think a bit what Id best do, an have a smoke  for thats wot usually sets my brain to work full-swing. Bein hot I lay down in the lee of a bush to excogitate. You see, sir, my old messmate told me that there are two men here, the worst characters he ever knowd  ashore or afloat. One they calls Yoosoof  an Arab he is; the other Marizano  hes a slave-catcher, and an outlaw just now, havin taken up arms and rebelled against the Portuguese authorities. Nevertheless these two men are secretly hand and glove with the Governor here, and at this moment there are said to be a lot o slaves ready for shipment and only waitin till the Firefly is out of the way. More than this my friend could not tell, so thats wy I went to excogitate.  I beg parding, sir, for being so long wi my yarn, but I aint got the knack o cuttin it short, sir, thats were it is.

Never mind, lad; go on to the end of it, replied the captain. Did you excogitate anything more?

I cant say as I did, sir, but it was cooriously enough excogitated for me. Wen I was lying there looking through the bush at the bay, I sees two men comin along, arm in arm. One of em was an Arab. Wen they was near I saw the Arab start; I thought hed seen me, and didnt like me. No more did I like him or his comrade. However, I was wrong, for after whisperin somethin very earnest-like to his friend, who laughed very much; but said nothin, they came and sat down not far from the bush where I lay. Now, thinks I, it aint pleasant to be an eavesdropper, but as Im here to find out the secrets of villains, and as these two look uncommon like villains, Ill wait a bit; if they broach business as dont consarn me or her Majesty the Queen, Ill sneeze an let em know Im here, before theyre properly under weigh; but if they speaks of wot I wants to know, Ill keep quiet. Well, sir, to my surprise, the Arab  he speaks in bad English, whereby I came to suppose the other was an Englishman, but, if he is, the climate must have spoiled him badly, for I never did see such a ruffian to look at. But he only laughed, and didnt speak, so I couldnt be sure. Well, to come to the pint, sir, the Arab said hed got hold of two shipwrecked Englishmen, whom he meant to put on board of his dhow, at that time lyin up a river not three miles off, and full of slaves, take em off the coast, seize em when asleep, and heave em overboard; the reason bein that he was afraid, if they was left ashore here, theyd discover the town, which they are ignorant of at present, and give the alarm to our ship, sir, an so prevent him gettin clear off, which he means to attempt about midnight just after the moon goes down.

This unexpected information was very gratifying to Captain Romer, who immediately gave orders to get steam up and have everything in readiness to start the moment he should make his appearance on board, at the same time enjoining absolute silence on his lieutenants and Jackson, who all returned to the Firefly, chuckling inwardly.

If they had known that the Arabs information, though partly true, was a ruse; that Jackson had indeed been observed by the keen-eyed Oriental, who had thereupon sat down purposely within earshot, and after a whispered hint to his companion, gave forth such information as would be likely to lead the British cruiser into his snares  speaking in bad English, under the natural impression that the sailor did not understand Portuguese, to the immense amusement of Marizano, who understood the ruse, though he did not understand a single word of what his companion said  had they known all this, we say, it is probable that they would have chuckled less, and  but why indulge in probabilities when facts are before us? The sequel will show that the best-laid plans may fail.




Chapter Three.

Relates the Further Adventures of Harold and Disco, and Lifts the Curtain a Little Higher in Regard to the Slave-Trade.

So Captain Romer and his lieutenants went to dine with the worthy Governor Senhor Francisco Alfonso Toledo Bignoso Letotti, while Yoosoof returned to the creek to carry out his deep-laid plans.

In regard to the dinner, let it suffice to observe that it was good, and that the Governor was urbane, hospitable, communicative, and every way agreeable. It is probable that if he had been trained in another sphere and in different circumstances he might have been a better man. As things stood, he was unquestionably a pleasant one, and Captain Romer found it hard to believe that he was an underhand schemer.

Nothing could exceed the open way in which Senhor Letotti condemned the slave-trade, praised the English for their zeal in attempting to suppress it, explained that the King of Portugal and the Sultan of Zanzibar were equally anxious for its total extinction, and assured his guests that he would do everything that lay in his power to further their efforts to capture the guilty kidnappers, and to free the poor slaves!

But, my dear sir, said he, at the conclusion of an emphatic declaration of sympathy, the thing is exceedingly difficult. You are aware that Arab traders swarm upon the coast, that they are reckless men, who possess boats and money in abundance, that the trade is very profitable, and that, being to some extent real traders in ivory, palm-oil, indigo, and other kinds of native produce, these men have many ruses and methods  what you English call dodges  whereby they can deceive even the most sharp-sighted and energetic. The Arabs are smart smugglers of negroes  very much as your people who live in the Scottish land are smart smugglers of the dew of the mountain  what your great poet Burns speaks much of  I forget its name  it is not easy to put them down.

After dinner, Senhor Letotti led the officers into his garden, and showed them his fruit-trees and offices, also his domestic slaves, who looked healthy, well cared for, and really in some degree happy.

He did not, however, tell his guests that being naturally a humane man, his slaves were better treated than any other slaves in the town. He did not remind them that, being slaves, they were his property, his goods and chattels, and that he possessed the right and the power to flay them alive if so disposed. He did not explain that many in the town were so disposed; that cruelty grows and feeds upon itself; that there were ladies and gentlemen there who flogged their slaves  men, women, and children  nearly to the death; that one gentleman of an irascible disposition, when irritated by some slight oversight on the part of the unfortunate boy who acted as his valet, could find no relief to his feelings until he had welted him first into a condition of unutterable terror, and then into a state of insensibility. Neither did he inform them that a certain lady in the town, who seemed at most times to be possessed of a reasonably quiet spirit, was roused once to such a degree by a female slave that she caused her to be forcibly held, thrust a boiling hot egg into her mouth, skewered her lips together with a sail-needle, and then striking her cheeks, burst the egg, and let the scalding contents run down her throat. (See Consul McLeods Travels, volume two page 32.)

No, nothing of all this did the amiable Governor Letotti so much as hint at. He would not for the world have shocked the sensibilities of his guests by the recital of such cruelties. To say truth, the worthy man himself did not like to speak or think of them. In this respect he resembled a certain class among ourselves, who, rather than submit to a little probing of their feelings for a few minutes, would prefer to miss the chance of making an intelligently indignant protest against slavery, and would allow the bodies and souls of their fellow-men to continue writhing in agony through all time.

It was much more gratifying to the feelings of Senhor Letotti to convey his guests to the drawing-room, and there gratify their palates with excellent coffee, while the graceful, and now clothed, Azinté brought a Spanish guitar to the Senhorina Maraquita, whose sweet voice soon charmed away all thoughts of the cruel side of slavery. But duty ere long stepped in to call the guests to other scenes.

What a sweet girl the Senhorina is! remarked Captain Romer, while on his way to the beach.

Ay, and what a pretty girl Azinté is, black though she be, observed Lieutenant Small.

Call her not black; she is brown  a brunette, said the captain.

I wonder how we should feel, said Lindsay, if the tables were turned, and our women and children, with our stoutest young men, were forcibly taken from us by thousands every year, and imported into Africa to grind the corn and hoe the fields of the black man. Poor Azinté!

Do you know anything of her history? inquired Mr Small.

A little. I had some conversation in French with the Senhorina just before we left

Yes, I observed that, interrupted the captain, with a quiet smile.

And, continued Lindsay, she told me that she had discovered, through an interpreter, that the poor girl is married, and that her home is far away in the interior. She was caught, with many others, while out working in the fields one day several months ago, by a party of slave-traders, under an Arab named Yoosoof and carried off. Her husband was absent at the time; her infant boy was with its grandmother in their village, and she thinks may have escaped into the woods, but she has not seen any of them again since the day of her capture.

It is a sad case, said the captain, and yet bad though it be, it might be far worse, for Azintés master and mistress are very kind, which is more than can be said of most slave-owners in this region.

In a few minutes the captains gig was alongside the Firefly, and soon afterwards that vessel quietly put to sea. Of course it was impossible that she should depart unobserved, but her commander took the precaution to run due south at first, exactly opposite to the direction of his true course, intending to make a wide sweep out to sea, and thus get unobserved to the northward of the place where the slavers dhow was supposed to be lying, in time to intercept it.

Yoosoof, from a neighbouring height watched the manoeuvre, and thoroughly understood it. When the vessel had disappeared into the shades of night that brooded over the sea, he smiled calmly, and in a placid frame of mind betook himself to his lair in the creek beside the mangrove trees.

He found Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer in the hut, somewhat impatient of his prolonged absence, and a dozen of his men looking rather suspiciously at the strangers.

Is all ready, Moosa? he inquired of a powerful man, half-Portuguese, half-negro in appearance, who met him outside the door of the hut.

All ready, replied the half-caste, in a gruff tone of voice, but what are you going to do with these English brutes?

Take them with us, of course, replied Yoosoof.

For what end?

For our own safety. Why, dont you see, Moosa, that if we had set them free, they might have discovered the town and given information to the cruiser about us, which would have been awkward? We might now, indeed, set them free, for the cruiser is gone, but I still have good reason for wishing to take them with me. They think that we have but one boat in this creek, and I should like to make use of them for the purpose of propagating that false idea. I have had the good luck while in the town to find an opportunity of giving one of the sailors of the cruiser a little information as to my movements  some of it true, some of it false  which will perhaps do us a service.

The Arab smiled slightly as he said this.

Do these men know our trade? asked Moosa.

I think they suspect it, answered Yoosoof.

And what if they be not willing to go with us? demanded Moosa.

Can twelve men not manage two? asked the Arab. Dark though the night had become by that time, there was sufficient light to gleam on the teeth that Moosa exposed on receiving this reply.

Now, Moosa, we must be prompt, continued Yoosoof; let some of you get round behind the Englishmen, and have the slave-chains handy. Keep your eye on me while I talk with them; if they are refractory, a nod shall be the signal.

Entering the hut Yoosoof informed Harold that it was now time to set sail.

Good, we are ready, said Harold, rising, but tell me one thing before my comrade and I agree to go with you,  tell us honestly if you are engaged in the slave-trade.

A slight smile curled the Arabs thin lip as he replied If I be a slave-trader, I cannot speak honestly, so you Engleesh think. But I do tell you  yes, I am.

Then, I tell you honestly, said Harold, that I wont go with you. Ill have nothing to do with slavers.

Thems my sentiments to a tee, said Disco, with emphasis, thumping his left palm as usual with his right fist, by way of sheating his remark home  to use his own words.

But you will both perish on this uninhabited coast, said Yoosoof.

So be it, replied Harold; I had rather run the risk of starving than travel in company with slave-traders. Besides, I doubt the truth of what you say. There must be several villages not very far off, if my information in regard to the coast be not altogether wrong.

Yoosoof waited for no more. He nodded to Moosa, who instantly threw a noose round Harolds arms, and drew it tight. The same operation was performed for Disco, by a stout fellow who stood behind him, and almost before they realised what had occurred, they were seized by a number of men.

It must not be supposed that two able-bodied Englishmen quietly submitted at once to this sort of treatment. On the contrary, a struggle ensued that shook the walls of the little hut so violently as almost to bring it down upon the heads of the combatants. The instant that Harold felt the rough clasp of Moosas arms, he bent himself forward with such force as to fling that worthy completely over his head, and lay him flat on the floor, but two of the other slavers seized Harolds arms, a third grasped him round the waist, and a fourth rapidly secured the ropes that had been thrown around him. Discos mode of action, although somewhat different was quite as vigorous. On being grasped he uttered a deep roar of surprise and rage, and, raising his foot, struck out therewith at a man who advanced to seize him in front. The kick not only tumbled the man over a low bench and drove his head against the wall, but it caused the kicker himself to recoil on his foes behind with such force that they all fell on the floor together, when by their united weight the slavers managed to crush the unfortunate Disco, not, indeed, into submission, but into inaction.

His tongue, however, not being tied, continued to pour forth somewhat powerful epithets, until Harold very strongly advised him to cease.

If you want to retain a whole skin, he said, you had better keep a quiet tongue.

Praps youre right sir, said Disco, after a moments consideration, but it aint easy to shut up in the succumstances.

After they had thoroughly secured the Englishmen, the traders led them down the bank of the creek to the spot where the dhow was moored. In the dark it appeared to Harold and his companion to be the same dhow, but this was not so. The boat by which they had crossed the creek had been removed up the water, and its place was now occupied by the dhow into which had been put the maimed and worn-out slaves of the band whose arrival we have described. The hold of the little vessel was very dark, nevertheless there was light enough to enable the Englishmen to guess that the rows of black objects just perceptible within it were slaves. If they had entertained any uncertainty on this point, the odour that saluted them as they passed to the stern would have quickly dispelled their doubts.

It was evident from the manner of the slavers that they did not now fear discovery, because they talked loudly as they pushed off and rowed away. Soon they were out of the creek, and the roar of breakers was heard. Much caution was displayed in guiding the dhow through these, for the channel was narrow, and darkness rendered its position almost indiscernible. At last the sail was hoisted, the boat bent over to a smart breeze, and held away in a north-easterly direction. As the night wore on this breeze became lighter, and, most of the crew being asleep, deep silence prevailed on board the slave-dhow, save that, ever and anon, a pitiful wail, as of a sick child, or a convulsive sob, issued from the hold.

Harold and Disco sat beside each other in the stern, with an armed half-caste on each side, and Yoosoof in front. Their thoughts were busy enough at first, but neither spoke to the other. As the night advanced both fell into an uneasy slumber.

When Harold awoke, the grey dawn was beginning to break in the east and there was sufficient light to render objects dimly visible. At first he scarcely recollected where he was, but the pain caused by the ropes that bound him soon refreshed his memory. Casting his eyes quickly towards the hold, his heart sank within him at the sight he there beheld. Yoosoofs Black Ivory was not of the best quality, but there was a good deal of it, which rendered judicious packing necessary. So many of his gang had become worthless as an article of trade, through suffering on the way down to the coast, that the boat could scarce contain them all. They were packed sitting on their haunches in rows each with his knees close to his chin, and all jammed so tightly together that none could rise up or lie down. Men, women, and little children sat in this position with an expression of indescribable hopelessness and apathy on their faces. The infants, of which there were several, lay motionless on their mothers shrunken breasts. God help them! they were indeed utterly worthless as pieces of merchandise. The long journey and hard treatment had worn all of them to mere skin and bone, and many were suffering from bad sores caused by the slave-irons and the unmerciful application of the lash. No one knew better than Yoosoof that this was his damaged stock  hopelessly damaged, and he meant to make the best use he could of it.

The sun arose in all its splendour, and revealed more clearly to the horrified Englishmen all the wretchedness of the hold, but for a considerable time they did not speak. The circumstances in which they found themselves seemed to have bereft them of the faculty of speech. The morning advanced, and Yoosoof with his men, took a frugal breakfast, but they did not offer any to Harold or Disco. As these unfortunates had, however, supped heartily, they did not mind that. So much could not have been said for the slaves. They had received their last meal of uncooked rice and water, a very insufficient one, about thirty-six hours before, and as they watched the traders at breakfast, their glaring eyes told eloquently of their sufferings.

Had these been Yoosoofs valuable stock, his undamaged goods, he would have given them a sufficiency of food to have kept them up to condition as long as he possessed them; but being what they were, a very little drop of water and a few grains of raw rice at noon was deemed sufficient to prevent absolute starvation.

How can you have the heart, said Harold at last turning to Yoosoof, to treat these poor creatures so cruelly?

Yoosoof shrugged his shoulders.

My fader treat them so; I follow my faders footsteps.

But have you no pity for them? Dont you think they have hearts and feelings like ourselves? returned Harold earnestly.

No, replied the Arab coldly. They have no feelings. Hard as the stone. They care not for mother, or child, or husband. Only brutes  cattle.

Harold was so disgusted with this reply that he relapsed into silence.

Towards the afternoon, while the dhow was running close in-shore, a vessel hove in sight on the horizon. A few minutes sufficed to show that it was a steamer. It was of course observed and closely watched by the slave-dealers as well as by Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer, who became sanguinely hopeful that it might turn out to be a British man-of-war. Had they known that Yoosoof was equally anxious and hopeful on that point they would have been much surprised; but the wily Arab pretended to be greatly alarmed, and when the Union Jack became clearly visible his excitement increased. He gave some hurried orders to his men, who laughed sarcastically as they obeyed them.

Yoosoof, said Harold, with a slight feeling of exultation, your plans seem about to miscarry!

No, they not miscarry yet, replied the Arab, with a grim smile.

Tell me, Yoosoof, resumed Harold, prompted by strong curiosity, why have you carried us off bound in this fashion?

Another smile, more grim than the former, crossed the Arabs visage as he replied Me carry you off cause that sheep, pointing to the steamer, lie not two mile off, near to town of Governor Letotti, when I first met you. We not want you to let thems know bout us, so I carry you off, and I bind you cause you strong.

Ha! thats plain and reasonable, returned Harold, scarce able to restrain a laugh at the mans cool impudence. But it would appear that some one else has carried the news; so, you see, you have been outwitted after all.

Perhaps. We shall see, replied the Arab, with something approaching to a chuckle.

Altering the course of the boat, Yoosoof now ran her somewhat off the shore, as if with a view to get round a headland that lay to the northward. This evidently drew the attention of the steamer  which was none other than the Firefly  for she at once altered her course and ran in-shore, so as to intercept the dhow. Seeing this, Yoosoof turned back and made for the land at a place where there was a long line of breakers close to the shore. To run amongst these seemed to be equivalent to running on certain destruction, nevertheless the Arab held on, with compressed lips and a frowning brow. Yoosoof looked quite like a man who would rather throw away his life than gratify his enemy, and the Englishmen, who were fully alive to their danger, began to feel rather uneasy  which was a very pardonable sensation, when it is remembered that their arms being fast bound, rendered them utterly unable to help themselves in case of the boat capsizing.

The Firefly was by this time near enough to hold converse with the dhow through the medium of artillery. Soon a puff of white smoke burst from her bow, and a round-shot dropped a few yards astern of the boat.

Thats a broad hint, my lad, so youd better give in, said Lillihammer, scarce able to suppress a look of triumph.

Yoosoof paid not the slightest attention to the remark, but held on his course.

Surely you dont intend to risk the lives of these poor creatures in such a surf? said Harold anxiously; weak and worn as they are, their doom is sealed if we capsize.

Still the Arab paid no attention, but continued to gaze steadily at the breakers.

Harold, turning his eyes in the same direction, observed something like a narrow channel running through them. He was enough of a seaman to understand that only one who was skilled in such navigation could pass in safety.

Theyre lowering a boat, said Disco, whose attention was engrossed by the manoeuvres of the Firefly.

Soon the boat left the side of the vessel, which was compelled to check her speed for fear of running on the reef. Another gun was fired as she came round, and the shot dropped right in front of the dhow, sending a column of water high into the air. Still Yoosoof held on until close to the breakers, when, to the surprise of the Englishmen, he suddenly threw the boats head into the wind.

You can steer, he said sternly to Disco. Come, take the helm an go to your ship; or, if you choose, go on the breakers.

He laughed fiercely as he said this, and next moment plunged into the sea, followed by his crew.

Disco, speechless with amazement, rose up and sprang to the helm. Of course he could not use his bound hands, but one of his legs answered almost as well. He allowed the boat to come round until the sail filled on the other tack, and then looking back, saw the heads of the Arabs as they swam through the channel and made for the shore. In a few minutes they gained it, and, after uttering a shout of defiance, ran up into the bushes and disappeared.

Meanwhile the Fireflys boat made straight for the dhow, and was soon near enough to hail.

Heave-to, cried an interpreter in Arabic.

Speak your own mother tongue and Ill answer ye, replied Disco.

Heave-to, or Ill sink you, shouted Mr Small, who was in charge.

Im just agoin to do it, sir, replied Disco, running the dhow into the wind until the sail shook.

Another moment and the boat was alongside. Jump aboard and handle the sail, lads; I cant help ee no further, said Disco.

The invitation was unnecessary. The moment the two boats touched, the blue-jackets swarmed on board, cutlass in hand, and took possession.

Why, what!  where did you come from? asked the lieutenant, looking in profound astonishment at Harold and his companion.

We are Englishmen, as you see, replied Harold, unable to restrain a smile; we have been wrecked and caught by the villains who have just escaped you.

I see  well, no time for talking just now; cut them loose, Jackson. Make fast the sheet  now then.

In a few minutes the dhow ranged up alongside the Firefly, and our heroes, with the poor slaves, were quickly transferred to the man-of-wars deck, where Harold told his tale to Captain Romer.

As we have already stated, there were a number of slaves on board the Firefly, which had been rescued from various Arab dhows. The gang now received on board made their numbers so great that it became absolutely necessary to run to the nearest port to discharge them.

We have already remarked on the necessity that lies on our cruisers, when overladen with rescued slaves, to run to a distant port of discharge to land them; and on the readiness of the slave-traders to take advantage of their opportunity, and run north with full cargoes with impunity when some of the cruisers are absent; for it is not possible for a small fleet to guard upwards of a thousand miles of coast effectually, or even, in any degree, usefully. If we possessed a port of discharge  a British station and settlement  on the mainland of the east coast of Africa, this difficulty would not exist. As it is, although we place several men-of-war on a station, the evil will not be cured, for just in proportion as these are successful in making captures, will arise the necessity of their leaving the station for weeks at a time unguarded.

Thus it fell out on the occasion of which we write. The presence of the large slave-freight on board the man-of-war was intolerable. Captain Romer was compelled to hurry off to the Seychelles Islands. He sailed with the monsoon, but had to steam back against it. During this period another vessel, similarly freighted, had to run to discharge at Aden. The seas were thus comparatively clear of cruisers. The Arabs seized their opportunity, and a stream of dhows and larger vessels swept out from the various creeks and ports all along the East African coast, filled to overflowing with slaves.

Among these were the four large dhows of our friend Yoosoof. Having, as we have seen, made a slight sacrifice of damaged and unsaleable goods and chattels, in order to clear the way, he proceeded north, touching at various ports where he filled up his living cargo, and finally got clear off, not with goods damaged beyond repair, but with thousands of the sons and daughters of Africa in their youthful prime.

In the interior each man cost him about four yards of cotton cloth, worth a few pence; each woman three yards, and each child two yards, and of course in cases where he stole them, they cost him nothing. On the coast these would sell at from 8 pounds to 12 pounds each, and in Arabia at from 20 pounds to 40 pounds.

We mention this to show what strong inducement there was for Yoosoof to run a good deal of risk in carrying on this profitable and accursed traffic.

But you must not fancy, good reader, that what we have described is given as a specimen of the extent to which the slave-trade on that coast is carried. It is but as a specimen of the manner thereof. It is certainly within the mark to say that at least thirty thousand natives are annually carried away as slaves from the east coast of Africa.

Sir Bartle Frere, in addressing a meeting of the chief native inhabitants of Bombay in April 1873, said, Let me assure you, in conclusion, that what you have heard of the horrors of the slave-trade is in no way exaggerated. We have seen so much of the horrors which were going on that we can have no doubt that what you read in books, which are so often spoken of as containing exaggerations, is exaggerated in no respect. The evil is much greater than anything you can conceive. Among the poorer class of Africans there is nothing like security from fathers and mothers being put to death in order that their children may be captured;  and, referring to the east coast alone, he says that thirty thousand, or more, human beings, are exported every year from Africa.

Dr Livingstone tells us that, on the average, about one out of every five captured human beings reaches the coast alive. The other four perish or are murdered on the way, so that the thirty thousand annually exported, as stated by Sir Bartle Frere, represents a loss of 150,000 human beings annually from the east coast alone, altogether irrespective of the enormous and constant flow of slaves to the north by way of the White Nile and Egypt.

Yoosoofs venture was therefore but a drop in the vast river of blood which is drained annually from poor Africas veins  blood which flows at the present time as copiously and constantly as it ever did in the days of old  blood which cries aloud to God for vengeance, and for the flow of which we, as a nation, are far from blameless.




Chapter Four.

In Which Our Heroes See Strange Sights at Zanzibar, and Resolve Upon Taking a Bold Step.

Before proceeding to the Seychelles, the Firefly touched at the island of Zanzibar, and there landed our hero Harold Seadrift and his comrade in misfortune, Disco Lillihammer.

Here, one brilliant afternoon, the two friends sat down under a palm-tree to hold what Disco called a palaver. The spot commanded a fine view of the town and harbour of Zanzibar.

We repeat that the afternoon was brilliant, but it is right to add that it required an African body and mind fully to appreciate the pleasures of it. The suns rays were blistering, the heat was intense, and the air was stifling. Harold lay down and gasped, Disco followed his example, and sighed. After a few minutes spent in a species of imbecile contemplation of things in general, the latter raised himself to a sitting posture, and proceeded slowly to fill and light his pipe. Harold was no smoker, but he derived a certain dreamy enjoyment from gazing at Disco, and wondering how he could smoke in such hot weather.

Well get used to it I spose, like the eels, observed Disco, when the pipe was in full blast.

Of course we shall, replied Harold; and now that we have come to an anchor, let me explain the project which has been for some days maturing in my mind.

All right; fire away, sir, said the sailor, blowing a long thin cloud from his lips.

You are aware, said Harold, that I came out here as supercargo of my fathers vessel, (Disco nodded), but you are not aware that my chief object in coming was to see a little of the world in general, and of the African part of it in particular. Since my arrival you and I have seen a few things, which have opened up my mind in regard to slavery; we have now been a fortnight in this town, and my fathers agent has enlightened me still further on the subject, insomuch that I now feel within me an intense desire to make an excursion into the interior of Africa; indeed, I have resolved to do so, for the purpose of seeing its capabilities in a commercial point of view, of observing how the slave-trade is conducted at its fountain-head, and of enjoying a little of the scenery and the sport peculiar to this land of Ham.

Wy, you speaks like a book, sir, said Disco, emitting a prolonged puff, an it aint for the likes me to give an opinion on that there; but if I may make bold to ax, sir, how do you mean to travel  on the back of a elephant or a ry-noceris?  for it seems to me that there aint much in the shape o locomotives or busses hereabouts  not even cabs.

I shall go in a canoe, replied Harold; but my reason for broaching the subject just now is, that I may ask if you are willing to go with me.

Theres no occasion to ax that sir; Im your man  north or south, east or west, its all the same to me. Ive bin born to roll about the world, and it matters little whether I rolls ashore or afloat  though I prefers the latter.

Well, then, thats settled, said Harold, with a look of satisfaction; I have already arranged with our agent here to advance me what I require in the way of funds, and shall hire men and canoes when we get down to the Zambesi

The Zam-wot, sir?

The Zambesi; did you never hear of it before?

Never, nor dont know wot it is, sir.

It is a river; one of the largest on the east coast, which has been well described by Dr Livingstone, that greatest of travellers, whose chief object in travelling is, as he himself says, to raise the negroes out of their present degraded condition, and free them from the curse of slavery.

Thats the man to my mind, said Disco emphatically; good luck to him.  But wen dyou mean to start for the Zambizzy, sir?

In a few days. It will take that time to get everything ready, and our money packed.

Our money packed! echoed the sailor, with a look of surprise, wy, wot dye mean!

Just what I say. The money current in the interior of Africa is rather cumbrous, being neither more nor less than goods. Youll never guess what sort  try.

Rum, said Disco.

No.

Pipes and baccy.

Harold shook his head.

Never could guess nothin, said Disco, replacing the pipe, which he had removed for a few moments from his lips; I gives it up.

What would you say to cotton cloth, and thick brass wire, and glass beads, being the chief currency in Central Africa? said Harold.

You dont mean it, sir?

Indeed I do, and as these articles must be carried in large quantities, if we mean to travel far into the land, there will be more bales and coils than you and I could well carry in our waistcoat pockets.

Thats true, sir, replied Disco, looking earnestly at a couple of negro slaves who chanced to pass along the neighbouring footpath at that moment, singing carelessly. Them poor critters dont seem to be so miserable after all.

That is because the nigger is naturally a jolly, light-hearted fellow, said Harold, and when his immediate and more pressing troubles are removed he accommodates himself to circumstances, and sings, as you hear. If these fellows were to annoy their masters and get a thrashing, youd hear them sing in another key. The evils of most things dont show on the surface. You must get behind the scenes to understand them. You and I have already had one or two peeps behind the scenes.

We have indeed, sir, replied Disco, frowning, and closing his fists involuntarily, as he thought of Yoosoof and the dhow.

Now, then, said Harold, rising, as Disco shook the ashes out of his little black pipe, and placed that beloved implement in the pocket of his coat, let us return to the harbour, and see what chance there is of getting a passage to the Zambesi, in an honest trading dhow  if there is such a thing in Zanzibar.

On their way to the harbour they had to pass through the slave-market. This was not the first time they had visited the scene of this iniquitous traffic, but neither Harold nor Disco could accustom themselves to it. Every time they entered the market their feelings of indignation became so intense that it was with the utmost difficulty they could control them. When Disco saw handsome negro men and good-looking girls put up for public sale,  their mouths rudely opened, and their teeth examined by cool, calculating Arabs, just as if they had been domestic cattle  his spirit boiled within him, his fingers tingled, and he felt a terrible inclination to make a wild attack, single-handed, on the entire population of Zanzibar, though he might perish in the execution of vengeance and the relief of his feelings! We need scarcely add that his discretion saved him. They soon reached the small square in which the market was held. Here they saw a fine-looking young woman sold to a grave elderly Arab for a sum equal to about eight pounds sterling. Passing hastily on, they observed another lot, a tall stalwart man, having his various points examined, and stopped to see the result. His owner, thinking, perhaps, that he seemed a little sluggish in his movements, raised his whip and caused it to fall upon his flank with such vigour that the poor fellow, taken by surprise, leaped high into the air, and uttered a yell of pain. The strength and activity of the man were unquestionable, and he soon found a purchaser.

But all the slaves were not fine-looking or stalwart like the two just referred to. Many of them were most miserable objects. Some stood, others were seated as if incapable of standing, so emaciated were they. Not a few were mere skeletons, with life and skin. Near the middle of the square, groups of children were arranged  some standing up to be inspected, others sitting down. These ranged from five years and upwards, but there was not one that betrayed the slightest tendency to mirth, and Disco came to the conclusion that negro children do not play, but afterwards discovered his mistake, finding that their exuberant jollity at home was not less than that of the children of other lands. These little slaves had long ago been terrified, and beaten, and starved into listless, apathetic and silent creatures.

Further on, a row of young women attracted their attention. They were ranged in a semicircle, all nearly in a state of nudity, waiting to be sold. A group of Arabs stood in front of them, conversing. One of these women looked such a picture of woe that Disco felt irresistibly impelled to stop. There were no tears in her eyes; the fountain appeared to have been dried up, but, apparently, without abating the grief which was stamped in deep lines on her young countenance, and which burst frequently from her breast in convulsive sobs. Our Englishmen were not only shocked but surprised at this womans aspect, for their experience had hitherto gone to show that the slaves usually became callous under their sufferings. Whatever of humanity might have originally belonged to them seemed to have been entirely driven out of them by the cruelties and indignities they had so long suffered at the hands of their captors. (See Captain Sulivans Dhow-chasing in Zanzibar Waters, page 252.)

Wots the matter with her, poor thing? asked Disco of a half-caste Portuguese, dressed in something like the garb of a sailor.

Oh, notting, answered the man in broken English, with a look of indifference, she have lose her chile, dat all.

Lost her child? how  wot dee mean?

Dey hab sole de chile, replied the man; was good fat boy, bout two-yer ole. Spose she hab carry him for months troo de woods, an over de hills down to coast, an tink she keep him altogether. But she mistake. One trader come here bout one hour past. He want boy  not want modder; so he buy de chile. Modder fight a littil at first, but de owner soon make her quiet. Oh, it notting at all. She cry a littil  soon forget her chile, an get all right.

Come, I cant stand this, exclaimed Harold, hastening away.

Disco said nothing, but to the amazement of the half-caste, he grasped him by the collar, and hurled him aside with a degree of force that caused him to stagger and fall with stunning violence to the ground. Disco then strode away after his friend, his face and eyes blazing with various emotions, among which towering indignation predominated.

In a few minutes they reached the harbour, and, while making inquiries as to the starting of trading dhows for the south, they succeeded in calming their feelings down to something like their ordinary condition.

The harbour was crowded with dhows of all shapes and sizes, most of them laden with slaves, some discharging cargoes for the Zanzibar market, others preparing to sail, under protection of a pass from the Sultan, for Lamoo, which is the northern limit of the Zanzibar dominions, and, therefore, of the so-called domestic slave-trade.

There would be something particularly humorous in the barefacedness of this august Sultan of Zanzibar, if it were connected with anything less horrible than slavery. For instance, there is something almost amusing in the fact that dhows were sailing every day for Lamoo with hundreds of slaves, although that small town was known to be very much overstocked at the time. It was also quite entertaining to know that the commanders of the French and English war-vessels lying in the harbour at the time were aware of this, and that the Sultan knew it, and that, in short, everybody knew it, but that nobody appeared to have the power to prevent it! Even the Sultan who granted the permits or passes to the owners of the dhows, although he professed to wish to check the slave-trade, could not prevent it. Wasnt that strange  wasnt it curious? The Sultan derived by far the largest portion of his revenue from the tax levied on the export of slaves  amounting to somewhere about 10,000 pounds a year  but that had nothing to do with it of course not, oh dear no! Then there was another very ludicrous phase of this oriental, not to say transcendental, potentates barefacedness. He knew, and probably admitted, that about 2000, some say 4000, slaves a year were sufficient to meet the home-consumption of that commodity, and he also knew, but probably did not admit, that not fewer than 30,000 slaves were annually exported from Zanzibar to meet this requirement of 4000! These are very curious specimens of miscalculation which this barefaced Sultan seems to have fallen into. Perhaps he was a bad arithmetician. (See Captain Sulivans Dhow-chasing in Zanzibar Water; page 111.) We have said that this state of things was so at the time of our story, but we may now add that it still is so in this year of grace 1873. Whether it shall continue to be so remains to be seen!

Having spent some time in fruitless inquiry, Harold and Disco at last to their satisfaction, discovered an Arab dhow of known good character, which was on the point of starting for the Zambesi in the course of a few days, for the purpose of legitimate traffic. It therefore became necessary that our hero should make his purchases and preparations with all possible speed. In this he was entirely guided by his fathers agent, a merchant of the town, who understood thoroughly what was necessary for the intended journey.

It is not needful here to enter into full details, suffice it to say that among the things purchased by Harold, and packed up in portable form, were a number of bales of common unbleached cotton, which is esteemed above everything by the natives of Africa as an article of dress  if we may dignify by the name of dress the little piece, about the size of a moderate petticoat, which is the only clothing of some, or the small scrap round the loins which is the sole covering of other, natives of the interior! There were also several coils of thick brass wire, which is much esteemed by them for making bracelets and anklets; and a large quantity of beads of various colours, shapes, and sizes. Of beads, we are told, between five and six hundred tons are annually manufactured in Great Britain for export to Africa.

Thus supplied, our two friends embarked in the dhow and set sail. Wind and weather were propitious. In few days they reached the mouths of the great river Zambesi, and landed at the port of Quillimane.

Only once on the voyage did they fall in with a British cruiser, which ordered them to lay-to and overhauled them, but on the papers and everything being found correct, they were permitted to pursue their voyage.

The mouths of the river Zambesi are numerous; extending over more than ninety miles of the coast. On the banks of the northern mouth stands  it would be more appropriate to say festers  the dirty little Portuguese town of Quillimane. Its site is low, muddy, fever-haunted, and swarming with mosquitoes. No man in his senses would have built a village thereon were it not for the facilities afforded for slaving. At spring or flood tides the bar may be safely crossed by sailing vessels, but, being far from land, it is always dangerous for boats.

Here, then, Harold and Disco landed, and remained for some time for the purpose of engaging men. Appearing in the character of independent travellers, they were received with some degree of hospitality by the principal inhabitants. Had they gone there as simple and legitimate traders, every possible difficulty would have been thrown in their way, because the worthy people, from the Governor downwards, flourished,  or festered,  by means of the slave-trade, and legitimate commerce is everywhere found to be destructive to the slave-trade.

Dr Livingstone and others tell us that thousands upon thousands of negroes have, of late years, gone out from Quillimane into slavery under the convenient title of free emigrants, their freedom being not quite equal to that of a carters horse, for while that animal, although enslaved, is usually well fed, the human animal is kept on rather low diet lest his spirit should rouse him to deeds of desperate violence against his masters. All agricultural enterprise is also effectually discouraged here. When a man wants to visit his country farm he has to purchase a permit from the Governor. If he wishes to go up the river to the Portuguese towns of Senna or Tette, a pass must be purchased from the Governor. In fact it would weary the reader were we to enumerate the various modes in which every effort of man to act naturally, legitimately, or progressively, is hampered, unless his business be the buying and selling of human beings.

At first Harold experienced great difficulty in procuring men. The master of the trading dhow in which he sailed from Zanzibar intended to remain as short a time as possible at Quillimane, purposing to visit ports further south, and as Harold had made up his mind not to enter the Zambesi by the Quillimane mouth, but to proceed in the dhow to one of the southern mouths, he felt tempted to give up the idea of procuring men until he had gone further south.

You see, Disco, said he, in a somewhat disconsolate tone, it wont do to let this dhow start without us, because I want to get down to the East Luavo mouth of this river, that being the mouth which was lately discovered and entered by Dr Livingstone; but Im not sure that we can procure men or canoes there, and our Arab skipper either cant or wont enlighten me.

Ah! observed Disco, with a knowing look, he wont  thats where it is, sir. Ive not a spark o belief in that man, or in any Arab on the coast. Hes a slaver in disguise, he is, an sos every mothers son of em.

Well, continued Harold, if we must start without them and take our chance, we must; there is no escaping from the inevitable; nevertheless we must exert ourselves to-day, because the dhow does not sail till to-morrow evening, and there is no saying what luck may attend our efforts before that time. Perseverance, you know, is the only sure method of conquering difficulties.

Thats so, said Disco; thems my sentiments xactly. Never say die  Stick at nothing  Nail yer colours to the mast: thems the mottoes that I goes in for  always sposin that youre in the right.

But what if youre in the wrong, and the colours are nailed? asked Harold, with a smile.

Wy then, sir, of course Id have to tear em down.

So that perhaps, it would be better not to nail them at all, unless youre very sure  eh?

Oh, of course, sir, replied Disco, with solemn emphasis. You dont suppose, sir, that I would nail em to the mast except I was sure, wery sure, that I wos right? But, as you wos a sayin, sir, about the gittin of them ere men.

Disco had an easy way of changing a subject when he felt that he was getting out of his depth.

Well, to return to that. The fact is, I would not mind the men, for its likely that men of some sort will turn up somewhere, but I am very anxious about an interpreter. Without an interpreter we shall get on badly, I fear, for I can only speak French, besides a very little Latin and Greek, none of which languages will avail much among niggers.

Disco assumed a severely thoughtful expression of countenance.

Thats true, he said, placing his right fist argumentatively in his left palm, and Im afeard I cant help you there, sir. If it wos to steer a ship or pull a oar or man the fore-topsl yard in a gale o wind, or anything else in the seafarin line, Disco Lillihammers your man, but I couldnt come a furrin lingo at no price. I knows nothin but my mother tongue,  nevertheless, though I says it that shouldnt, I does profess to be somewhat of a dab at that. Once upon a time I spent six weeks in Dublin, an havin a quick ear for moosic, I soon managed to get up a strong dash o the brogue; but praps that wouldnt go far with the niggers.

About two hours after the above conversation, while Harold Seadrift was walking on the beach, he observed his faithful ally in the distance grasping a short thickset man by the arm, and endeavouring to induce him to accompany him, with a degree of energy that fell little short of main force. The man was evidently unwilling.

As the pair drew nearer, Harold overheard Discos persuasive voice: Come now, Antonio, dont be a fool; its the best service you could enter. Good pay and hard work, and all the grub thats goin  what could a man want more? Its true theres no grog, but we dont need that in a climate where youve only got to go out in the sun without yer hat an youll be as good as drunk in ten minutes, any day.

No, no, not possibil, remonstrated the man, whose swarthy visage betrayed a mixture of cunning, fun, and annoyance. He was obviously a half-caste of the lowest type, but with more pretensions to wealth than many of his fellows, inasmuch as he wore, besides his loin-cloth, a white cotton shooting-coat, very much soiled, beneath the tails of which his thin black legs protruded ridiculously.

Here you are, sir, cried Disco, as he came up; heres the man for lingo: knows the native talkee, as well as Portuguese, English, Arabic, and anything else you like, as far as I know. Antonios his name. Come, sir, try him with Greek, or somethin o that sort!

Harold had much ado to restrain a smile, but, assuming a grave aspect, he addressed the man in French, while Disco listened with a look of profound respect and admiration.

Wy, wots wrong with ee, man, exclaimed Disco, on observing the blank look of Antonios countenance; dont ee savay that?

I thought you understood Portuguese? said Harold in English.

So me do, replied Antonio quickly; but dat no Portigeese  dat Spanaish, me spose.

What can you speak, then? demanded Harold sternly.

Portigeese, Arbik, Fengleesh, an two, tree, four, nigger lungwiches.

It was very obvious that, whatever Antonio spoke, he spoke nothing correctly, but that was of no importance so long as the man could make himself understood. Harold therefore asked if he would join his party as interpreter, but Antonio shook his head.

Why not man  why not? asked Harold impatiently, for he became anxious to secure him, just in proportion as he evinced disinclination to engage.

Speak up, Antonio, dont be ashamed; youve no need to, said Disco. The fact is, sir, Antonio tells me that he has just bin married, an he dont want to leave his wife.

Very natural, observed Harold. How long is it since you were married?

Von veek since I did bought her.

Bought her! exclaimed Disco, with a broad grin; may I ax wot ye paid for her?

Paid! exclaimed the man, starting and opening his eyes very wide, as if the contemplation of the vast sum were too much for him; lat me zee  me pay me vifes pairyints sixteen yard ob cottin clothe, an for mes hut four yard morer.

Ye dont say that? exclaimed Disco, with an extended grin. Is she young an good-lookin?

Yonge! replied Antonio; yis, ver yonge; not mush more dan baby, an exiquitely bootiful.

Then, my good feller, said Disco, with a laugh, the sooner you leave her the better. A week is a long time, an absence, you know, as the old song says, makes the heart grow fonder; besides, Mr Seadrift will give you enough to buy a dozen wives, if ee want em.

Yes, Ill pay you well, said Harold; that is, if you prove to be a good interpreter.

Antonio pricked up his ears at this.

How mush vill oo gif? he asked.

Well, let me think; I shall probably be away three or four months. What would you say, Antonio, to twenty yards of cotton cloth a month, and a gun into the bargain at the end, if you do your work well?

The pleased expression of Antonios face could not have been greater had he been offered twenty pounds sterling a month. The reader may estimate the value of this magnificent offer when we say that a yard of cotton cloth was at that time sevenpence-halfpenny, so that Antonios valuable services were obtained for about 12 shillings, 6 pence a month, and a gun which cost Harold less than twenty shillings in Zanzibar.

We may remark here that Antonio afterwards proved to be a stout, able, willing man, and a faithful servant, although a most arrant coward.

From this time Harolds difficulties in regard to men vanished. With Antonios able assistance nine were procured, stout, young, able-bodied fellows they were, and all more or less naked. Two of these were half-caste brothers, named respectively José and Oliveira; two were half-wild negroes of the Somali tribe named Nakoda and Conda; three were negroes of the Makololo tribe, who had accompanied Dr Livingstone on his journey from the far interior of Africa to the East Coast, and were named respectively Jumbo, Zombo, and Masiko; and finally two, named Songolo and Mabruki, were free negroes of Quillimane. Thus the whole band, including Disco and the leader, formed a goodly company of twelve stout men.

Of course Harold armed them all with guns and knives. Himself and Disco carried Enfield rifles; besides which, Harold took with him a spare rifle of heavy calibre, carrying large balls, mingled with tin to harden them. This latter was intended for large game. Landing near the East Luavo mouth of the Zambesi, our hero was fortunate enough to procure two serviceable canoes, into which he transferred himself, his men, and his goods, and, bidding adieu to the Arab skipper of the dhow, commenced his journey into the interior of Africa.




Chapter Five.

In which the Travellers Enjoy Themselves Extremely, and Disco Lillihammer Sees Several Astonishing Sights.

Behold our travellers, then, fairly embarked on the waters of the great African river Zambesi, in two canoes, one of which is commanded by Harold Seadrift, the other by Disco Lillihammer.

Of course these enterprising chiefs were modest enough at first to allow two of the Makololo men, Jumbo and Zombo, to wield the steering-oars, but after a few days practice they became sufficiently expert, as Disco said, to take the helm, except when strong currents rendered the navigation difficult, or when the weather became so piping hot that none but men clad in black skins could work.

We must however guard the reader here from supposing that it is always piping hot in Africa. There are occasional days when the air may be styled lukewarm, when the sky is serene, and when all nature seems joyful and enjoyable,  days in which a man opens his mouth wide and swallows down the atmosphere; when he feels his health and strength, and rejoices in them, and when, if he be not an infidel, he also feels a sensation of gratitude to the Giver of all good.

On such a day, soon after entering the East Luavo mouth of the Zambesi, the explorers, for such we may almost venture to style them, ascended the smooth stream close to the left bank, Harold leading, Disco following closely in his wake.

The men rowed gently, as if they enjoyed the sweet calm of early morning, and were unwilling to disturb the innumerable flocks of wild-fowl that chuckled among the reeds and sedges everywhere. Harold sat in the stern, leaning back, and only dipping the steering-oar lazily now and then to keep the canoe from running on the bank, or plunging into a forest of gigantic rushes. Disco, having resolved to solace himself with a whiff of his darling pipe, had resigned the helm to Jumbo, and laid himself in a position of comfort which admitted of his resting his head on the gunwale in such a manner that, out of the corners of his eyes, he could gaze down into the water.

The part of the river they had reached was so perfectly still that every cloud in the sky, every mangrove, root and spray, and every bending bulrush, was perfectly reproduced in the reflected world below. Plaintive cries of wild-fowl formed appropriate melody, to which chattering groups of monkeys and croaking bull-frogs contributed a fine tenor and bass.

Hallo, Disco! exclaimed Harold in a subdued key, looking over his shoulder.

Ay, ay, sir? sighed the seaman, without moving his position.

Range up alongside; I want to speak to you.

Ay, ay, sir.  Jumbo, you black-faced villain, dee hear that? give way and go longside.

Good-humoured Jumbo spoke very little English, but had come to understand a good deal during his travels with Dr Livingstone. He wrinkled his visage and showed his brilliant teeth on receiving the order. Muttering a word to the men, and giving a vigorous stroke, he shot up alongside of the leaders canoe.

You seem comfortable, said Harold, with a laugh, as Discos vast visage appeared at his elbow.

I is.

Isnt this jolly? continued Harold.

No, sir, taint.

Why, what dyou mean?

I means that jolly aint the word, by a long way, for to express the natur o my feelins. There aint no word as I knows on as ud come up to it. If I wor a fylosipher, now, Id coin a word for the occasion. Praps, continued Disco, drawing an unusually long whiff from his pipe, praps, not bein a fylosipher, I might nevertheless try to coin one. Wots the Latin, now, for heaven?

Caelum, replied Harold.

Sailum, eh? An wots the arth?

Terra.

Terra? well now, wot rediklous names to give to em, said Disco, shaking his head gravely, I cant see why the ancients couldnt ha bin satisfied with the names that wed given em. Howsever, thats neither here nor there. My notion o the state o things that weve got into here, as they now stand, is, that they are sailumterracious, which means heaven-upon-earth, dee see?

As Disco pronounced the word with a powerful emphasis on the u-m part of it the sound was rather effective, and seemed to please him.

Right; youre right, or nearly so, replied Harold; but dont you think the word savours too much of perfection, seeing that breakfast would add to the pleasure of the present delightful state of things, and make them even more sailumterracious than they are?

No, sir, no; the word aint too parfect, replied Disco, with a look of critical severity; part of it is arth, and arth is imparfect, bein susceptible of a many improvements, among which undoubtedly is breakfast, likewise dinner an supper, to say nothin of lunch an tea, which is suitable only for babbies an wimen; so I agrees with you, sir, that the state o things will be sailumterraciouser if we goes ashore an has breakfast.

He tapped the head of his very black little pipe on the edge of the canoe, and heaved a sigh of contentment as he watched the ash-ball that floated away on the stream; then, rousing himself, he seized the steering-oar and followed Harold into a small creek, which was pleasantly overshadowed by the rich tropical foliage of that region.

While breakfast was being prepared by Antonio, whose talents as chef-de-cuisine were of the highest order, Harold took his rifle and rambled into the bush in search of game  any kind of game, for at that time he had had no experience whatever of the sport afforded by the woods of tropical Africa, and, having gathered only a few vague ideas from books, he went forth with all the pleasurable excitement and expectation that we may suppose peculiar to discoverers.

Disco Lillihammer having only consumed his first pipe of tobacco, and holding it to be a duty which he owed to himself to consume two before breakfast, remained at the camp-fire to smoke and chaff Antonio, whose good-nature was only equalled by his activity.

Wot have ee got there? inquired Disco, as Antonio poured a quantity of seed into a large pot.

Dis? vy, hims be mapira, replied the interpreter, with a benignant smile. Hims de cheef food ob dis konterie.

It must be remarked here that Antonios English, having been acquired from all sorts of persons, in nearly every tropical part of the globe, was somewhat of a jumble, being a compound of the broken English spoken by individuals among the Germans, French, Portuguese, Arabs, and Negroes, with whom he had at various times associated, modified by his own ignorance, and seasoned with a dash of his own inventive fancy.

Is it good? asked Disco.

Goot! exclaimed Antonio. Being unable to find words to express himself, the enthusiastic cook placed his hand on the region which was destined ere long to become a receptacle for the mapira, and rolled his eyes upwards in rapture. Hah! oo sall see behind long.

Before long, you mean, observed the seaman.

Dat all same ting, slongs you onerstand him, replied Antonio complacently. Bring vatter now, Jumbo. Put him in careful. Not spill on de fire  zo  goot.

Jumbo filled up the kettle carefully, and a broad grin overspread his black visage, partly because he was easily tickled into a condition of risibility by the cool off-hand remarks of Disco Lillihammer, and partly because, having acquired his own small smattering of English from Dr Livingstone, he was intelligent enough to perceive that in regard to Antonios language there was something peculiar.

Now, go fitch noder kittle  queek.

Yis, sar  zo  goot, replied Jumbo, mimicking the interpreter, and going off with a vociferous laugh at his little joke, in which he was joined by his sable clansmen, Masiko and Zombo.

Hims got nuff of impoodidence, said the interpreter, as he bustled about his avocations.

Hes not the only one thats got more than enough impoodidence, said Disco, pushing a fine straw down the stem of his cutty, to make it draw better. I say, Tony, (our regardless seaman had already thus mutilated his name), you seem to have plenty live stock in them parts.

Plenty vat? inquired the interpreter, with a perplexed expression.

Why, plenty birds and beasts,  live stock we calls it, meanin thereby livin creeturs. He pointed towards an opening in the mangroves, through which were visible the neighbouring mud and sand flats, swarming with wild-fowl, and conspicuous among which were large flocks of pelicans, who seemed to be gorging themselves comfortably from an apparently inexhaustible supply of fish in the pools left by the receding tide.

Ho, yis, me perceive; yis, plenty bird and beast  fishes too, and crawbs  look dare.

He pointed to a part of the sands nearest to their encampment which appeared to be alive with some small creatures.

Thats coorious, said Disco, removing his pipe, and regarding the phenomenon with some interest.

No, taint koorous, its crawbs, replied Antonio.

Crabs, is it? said Disco, rising and sauntering down to the sands; for he possessed an inquiring mind, with a special tendency to investigate the habits (pranks, as he called them) of the lower animals, which, in other circumstances, might have made him a naturalist.

Muttering to himself  he was fond of muttering to himself, it felt companionable, coorious, very coorious, quite stroanary, he crept stealthily to the edge of the mangroves, and there discovered that the sands were literally alive with myriads of minute crabs, which were actively engaged  it was supposed by those who ought to know best  in gathering their food. The moment the tide ebbed from any part of the sands, out came these crablets in swarms, and set to work, busy as bees, ploughing up the sand, and sifting it, apparently for food, until the whole flat was rendered rough by their incessant labours. Approaching cautiously, Disco observed that each crab, as he went along sidewise, gathered a round bit of moist sand at his mouth, which was quickly brushed away by one of his claws, and replaced by another, and another, as fast as they could be brushed aside.

Eatin sand they are! muttered Disco in surprise; but presently the improbability of sand being very nutritious food, even for crabs, forced itself on him, and he muttered his conviction that they was scrapin for wittles.

Having watched the crabs a considerable time, and observed that they frequently interrupted their labours to dart suddenly into their holes and out again  for the purpose, he conjectured, of havin a drop o summat to wet their whistles,  Disco thrust the cutty into his vest pocket, and walked a little further out on the flat in the hope of discovering some new objects of interest. Nor was he disappointed. Besides finding that the pools left by the tide swarmed with varieties of little fish  many of them being coorious,  he was fortunate enough to witness a most surprising combat.

It happened thus:  Perceiving, a little to his right, some small creature hopping about on the sand near to a little pool, he turned aside to observe it more closely. On his drawing near, the creature jumped into the pool. Disco advanced to the edge, gazed intently into the water, and saw nothing except his own reflected image at the bottom. Presently [image: img123.jpg]the creature reappeared. It was a small fish  a familiar fish, too  which he had known in the pools of his native land by the name of blenny. As the blenny appeared to wish to approach the edge of the pool, Disco retired, and, placing a hand on each knee, stooped, in order to make himself as small as possible. He failed, the diminution in his height being fully counterbalanced by the latitudinal extension of his elbows!

Presently the blenny put its head out of the water, and looked about. We speak advisedly. The blenny is altogether a singular, an exceptional fish. It can, and does, look sidewise, upwards and downwards, with its protruding eyes, as knowingly, and with as much vivacity, as if it were a human being. This power in a fish has something of the same awesome effect on an observer that might possibly result were a horse to raise its head and smile at him.

Seeing that the coast was clear, for Disco stood as motionless as a mangrove tree, blenny hopped upon the dry land. The African blenny is a sort of amphibious animal, living nearly as much out of the water as in it. Indeed its busiest time, we are told, (See Dr Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 843.) is at low water, when, by means of its pectoral fins it crawls out on the sand and raises itself into something of a standing attitude, with its bright eyes keeping a sharp look-out for the light-coloured flies on which it feeds.

For several seconds Disco gazed at the fish, and the fish gazed around, even turning its head a little, as well as its eyes, on this side and on that. Presently a small fly, with that giddy heedlessness which characterises the race, alighted about two inches in front of blennys nose. Instantly the fish leaped that vast space, alighted with its underset mouth just over the fly, which immediately rose into it and was entombed.

Brayvo! passed through Discos brain, but no sound issued from his lips.

Presently another of the giddy ones alighted in front of blenny about a foot distant. This appeared to be much beyond his leaping powers, for, with a slow, stealthy motion, like a cat, he began deliberately to stalk his victim. The victim appeared to be blind, for it took no notice of the approaching monster. Blenny displayed marvellous powers of self-control, for he moved on steadily without accelerating his speed until within about two inches of his prey  then he leapt as before, and another fly was entombed.

Well done! exclaimed Disco, mentally, but still his lips and body were motionless as before.

At this point an enemy, in the shape of another blenny, appeared on the scene. It came up out of a small pool close at hand, and seemed to covet the first blennys pool, and to set about taking possession of it as naturally as if it had been a human being; for, observing, no doubt, that its neighbour was busily engaged, it moved quietly in the direction of the coveted pool. Being a very little fish, it was not observed by Disco, but it was instantly noticed by the first blenny, which, being rather the smaller of the two, we shall style the Little one.

Suddenly Big Blenny threw off all disguise, bounded towards the pool, which was about a foot square, and plunged in. No mortal blenny could witness this unwarrantable invasion of its hearth and home without being stirred to indignant wrath. With eyes that seemed to flash fire, and dorsal fin bristling up with rage, Little Blenny made five tremendous leaps of full three inches each, and disappeared. Another moment and a miniature storm ruffled the pool: for a few seconds the heavings of the deep were awful; then, out jumped Big Blenny and tried to flee, but out jumped Little Blenny and caught him by the tail; round turned the big one and caught the other by the jaw.

Hallo, Disco! breakfasts ready  where are you? shouted Harold from the woods.

Disco replied not. It is a question whether he heard the hail at all, so engrossed was he in this remarkable fight.

Brayvo! he exclaimed aloud, when Little Blenny shook his big enemy off and rolled over him.

Cleverly done! he shouted, when Big Blenny with a dart took refuge in the pool.

I knowed it, he cried approvingly, when Little Blenny forced him a second time to evacuate the premises, Go in an win, little un, thought Disco.

Thus the battle raged furiously, now in the water, now on the sand, while the excited seaman danced round the combatants  both of whom appeared to have become deaf and blind with rage  and gave them strong encouragement, mingled with appropriate advice and applause. In fact Discos delight would have been perfect, had the size of the belligerents admitted of his patting the little blenny on the back; but this of course was out of the question!

At last having struck, worried, bitten, and chased each other by land and sea for several minutes, these pugnacious creatures seized each other by their respective throats, like two bull-dogs, and fell exhausted on the sand.

Its a draw! exclaimed Disco, rather disappointed.

No, taint, he said, as Little Blenny, reviving, rose up and renewed the combat more furiously than ever; but it was soon ended, for Big Blenny suddenly turned and fled to his own pool. Little Blenny did not crow; he did not even appear to be elated. He evidently felt that he had been called on to perform a disagreeable but unavoidable duty, and deemed it quite unnecessary to wave banners, fire guns, or ring bells in celebration of his victory, as he dived back into his pool amid the ringing cheers of Disco Lillihammer.

Upon my word, if you have not gone stark mad, you must have had a sunstroke, said Harold, coming forward, whats the matter?

Too late! too late! cried Disco, in a mingled tone of amusement and regret.

Dye think it is? Are you incurable already? asked his friend.

Too late to see the most a-stonishin scrimmage I ever did behold in my life, said Disco.

The description of this scrimmage gave the worthy seaman a subject for conversation and food for meditation during the greater part of the time spent over the morning meal, and there is no saying how long he would have kept referring to and chuckling over it  to the great admiration and sympathy of the black fellows, who are, as a race, excessively fond of jocularity and fun  had not another of the denizens of the mangrove jungle diverted his attention and thoughts rather suddenly.

This was a small monkey, which, seated on a branch overhead, peered at the breakfast-party from among the leaves, with an expression of inquiry and of boundless astonishment that it is quite impossible to describe. Surprise of the most sprightly nature, if we may say so, sat enthroned on that small monkeys countenance, an expression which was enhanced by the creatures motions, for, not satisfied with taking a steady look at the intruders from the right side of a leaf, it thrust forward its little black head on the left side of it, and then under it, by way of variety; but no additional light seemed to result from these changes in the point of observation, for the surprise did not diminish.

In one of its intent stares it caught the eye of Disco. The seamans jaws stopped, as if suddenly locked, and his eyes opened to their widest.

The monkey seemed to feel uneasily that it had attracted attention, for it showed the smallest possible glimpse of its teeth. The action, coupled with the leafy shadows which fell on its countenance, had the effect of a smile, which caused Disco to burst into a loud laugh and point upwards. To bound from its position to a safer retreat, and thence stare at Disco with deep indignation, and a threatening display of all its teeth and gums, in addition to its looks of surprise, was the work of a moment on the part of the small monkey, whereat Disco burst into a renewed roar of laughter, in which he was joined by the whole party.

Are there many o them fellows hereabouts? inquired the seaman of Antonio.

Ho, yis, lots ob em. Tousands ebery whars; see, dare am morer.

He pointed to another part of the umbrageous canopy overhead, where the face of a still smaller monkey was visible, engaged, like the previous one, in an earnest scrutiny of the party, but with a melancholy, rather than a surprised, expression of visage.

Wot a miserable, broken-hearted thing! said Disco, grinning, in which act he was immediately copied by the melancholy monkey, though from different motives.

Disco was very fond of monkeys. All his life he had felt a desire to pat and fondle those shivering creatures which he had been accustomed to see on barrel-organs in his native land, and the same strong impulse came over him now.

Wot a pity the creeturs smell so bad, and aint cleanly, he remarked, gazing affectionately up among the leaves, theyd make such capital pets; why, theres another.

This remark had reference to a third monkey, of large dimensions and fierce countenance, which at that moment rudely thrust the melancholy monkey aside, and took its place. The latter, with a humble air and action, took up a new position, somewhat nearer to the fire, where its sad countenance was more distinctly seen.

Well, it does seem a particularly sorrowful monkey, that, said Harold, laughing, as he helped himself to another canful of tea.

The most miserable objic I ever did see, observed Disco.

The negroes looked at each other and laughed. They were accustomed to monkeys, and took little notice of them, but they were mightily tickled by Discos amusement, for he had laid down his knife and fork, and shook a good deal with internal chuckling, as he gazed upwards.

One would suppose, now, he said softly, that it had recently seen its father and mother, and all its brothers and sisters, removed by a violent death, or sold into slavery.

Ha! they never see that, said Harold; the brutes may fight and kill, but they never enslave each other. It is the proud prerogative of man to do that.

Thats true, sir, worse luck, as Paddy says, rejoined Disco. But look there: wots them coorious things round the creeturs waist  a pair o the werry smallest hands  and, hallo! a face no bigger than a button! I do believe that its

Disco did not finish the sentence, but he was right. The small melancholy monkey was a mother!

Probably that was the cause of its sorrow. It is a touching thought that anxiety for its tiny offspring perhaps had furrowed that monkeys visage with the wrinkles of premature old age. That danger threatened it on every side was obvious, for no sooner had it taken up its new position, after its unceremonious ejection by the fierce monkey, than the sprightly monkey, before referred to, conceived a plot which it immediately proceeded to carry into execution. Observing that the tail of the sad one hung down in a clear space below the branch on which it sat, the sprightly fellow quickly, but with intense caution and silence, crept towards it, and when within a yard or so sprang into the air and caught the tail!

A wild shriek, and what Disco styled a scrimmage, ensued, during which the mother monkey gave chase to him of the lively visage, using her arms, legs, and tail promiscuously to grasp and hold on to branches, and leaving her extremely little one to look out for itself. This it seemed quite capable of doing, for no limpet ever stuck to a solid rock with greater tenacity than did that infant to the maternal waist throughout the chase. The hubbub appeared to startle the whole monkey race, revealing the fact that troops of other monkeys had, unobserved, been gazing at the strangers in silent wonder, since the time of their landing.

Pleasant however, though this state of things undeniably was, it could not be expected to last. Breakfast being concluded, it became necessary that Disco should tear himself from the spot which, having first solaced himself with a pipe, he did with a good grace, remarking, as he re-embarked and took the helm of his canoe, that he had got more powerful surprises that morning than he had ever before experienced in any previous twelvemonth of his life.

Before long he received many more surprises, especially one of a very different and much less pleasant nature, an account of which will be found in the next chapter.




Chapter Six.

Describes Several New and Surprising Incidents, which must be Read to be Fully Appreciated.

To travel with ones mouth and eyes opened to nearly their utmost width in a state of surprised stupefaction, may be unavoidable, but it cannot be said to be either becoming or convenient. Attention in such a case is apt to be diverted from the business in hand, and flies have a tendency to immolate themselves in the throat.

Nevertheless, inconvenient though the condition was, our friend Disco Lillihammer was so afflicted with astonishment at what he heard and saw in this new land, that he was constantly engaged in swallowing flies and running his canoe among shallows and rushes, insomuch that he at last resigned the steering-oar until familiarity with present circumstances should tone him down to a safe condition of equanimity.

And no wonder that Disco was surprised; no wonder that his friend Harold Seadrift shared in his astonishment and delight, for they were at once, and for the first time in their lives, plunged into the very heart of jungle life in equatorial Africa! Those who have never wandered far from the comparatively tame regions of our temperate zone, can form but a faint conception of what it is to ramble in the tropics, and therefore can scarcely be expected to sympathise fully with the mental condition of our heroes as they ascended the Zambesi. Everything was so thoroughly strange; sights and sounds so vastly different from what they had been accustomed to see and hear, that it seemed as though they had landed on another planet. Trees, shrubs, flowers, birds, beasts, insects, and reptiles, all were unfamiliar, except indeed, one or two of the more conspicuous trees and animals, which had been so imprinted on their minds by means of nursery picture-books that, on first beholding them, Disco unconsciously paid these books the compliment of saying that the animals wos uncommon like the picturs.

Discos mental condition may be said, for the first two or three days, to have been one of gentle ever-flowing surprise, studded thickly with little bursts of keen astonishment.

The first part of the river ran between mangrove jungle, in regard to which he remarked that them there trees had legs like crabs, in which observation he was not far wrong, for, when the tide was out, the roots of the mangroves rose high out of the mud, forming supports, as it were, for the trees to stand on.

But it was the luxuriance of the vegetation that made the most powerful impression on the travellers. It seemed as if the various groups and families of the vegetable kingdom had been warmed by the sun into a state of unwonted affection, for everything appeared to entertain the desire to twine round and embrace everything else. One magnificent screw-palm in particular was so overwhelmed by affectionate parasites that his natural shape was almost entirely concealed. Others of the trees were decked with orchilla weed. There were ferns so gigantic as to be almost worthy of being styled trees, and palm-bushes so sprawling as to suggest the idea of huge vegetable spiders. Bright yellow fruit gleamed among the graceful green leaves of the mangroves; wild date-palms gave variety to the scene, if that had been needed, which it was not, and masses of umbrageous plants with large yellow flowers grew along the banks, while, down among the underwood, giant roots rose in fantastic convolutions above ground, as if the earth were already too full, and there wasnt room for the whole of them. There was an antediluvian magnificence, a prehistoric snakiness, a sort of primeval running-to-seedness, which filled Harold and Disco with feelings of awe, and induced a strange, almost unnatural tendency to regard Adam and Eve as their contemporaries.

Animal life was not wanting in this paradise. Frequently did our seaman give vent to Hallo! There they go! Look out for the little un wi the long tail! and similar expressions, referring of course to his favourite monkeys, which ever and anon peered out upon the strangers with looks of intensity, for whatever their expression might be  sadness, grief, interrogation, wrath, surprise  it was always in the superlative degree. There were birds also, innumerable. One, styled the king-hunter, sang wild exultant airs, as if it found king-hunting to be an extremely exhilarating occupation, though what sort of kings it hunted we cannot tell. Perhaps it was the king of beasts, perhaps the kingfisher, a bright specimen of which was frequently seen to dart out from the banks, but we profess ignorance on this point. There were fish-hawks also, magnificent fellows, which sat in regal dignity on the tops of the mangrove trees, and the glossy ibis, with others of the feathered tribe too numerous to mention.

Large animals also were there in abundance, though not so frequently seen as those which have been already mentioned. Disco occasionally made known the fact that such, or something unusual, had transpired, by the sudden and violent exclamation of Whats that? in a voice so loud that that, whatever it might be, sometimes bolted or took to flight before any one else caught sight of it.

Hallo! he exclaimed, on one such occasion, as the canoes turned a bend of the river.

What now? demanded Harold, looking at his companion to observe the direction of his eyes.

Im a Dutchman, exclaimed Disco in a hoarse whisper that might have been heard half a mile off, if its not a zebra!

So it is; my rifle  look sharp! said Harold eagerly.

The weapon was handed to him, but before it could be brought to bear, the beautiful striped creature had tossed its head, snorted, whisked its tail, kicked up its heels, and dashed into the jungle.

Give way, lads; lets after him, shouted Disco, turning the canoes bow to shore.

Hold on, cried Harold; you might as well go after a needle in a haystack, or a locomotive.

So I might, admitted Disco, with a mortified air, resuming his course; but it aint in reason to expect a feller to keep quiet wen he sees one o the very picturs of his childood, so to speak, come alive an kick up its heels like that.

Buffaloes were also seen in the grassy glades, but it proved difficult to come within range of them; also wart-hogs, and three different kinds of antelope.

Of these last Harold shot several, and they were found to be excellent food.

Human beings were also observed, but those first encountered fled at the sight of the white men, as if they had met with their worst foes; and such was in very truth the case,  if we may regard the Portuguese half-castes of that coast as white men,  for these negroes were runaway slaves, who stood the chance of being shot, or drowned, or whipped to death, if recaptured.

Other animals they saw  some queer, some terrible, nearly all strange  and last, though not least, the hippopotamus.

When Disco first saw this ungainly monster he was bereft of speech for some minutes. The usual Hallo! stuck in his throat and well-nigh choked him. He could only gasp, and point.

Ay, there goes a hippopotamus, said Harold, with the easy nonchalance of a man who had been to the Zoological Gardens, and knew all about it. Nevertheless it was quite plain that Harold was much excited, for he almost dropped his oar overboard in making a hasty grasp at his rifle. Before he could fire, the creature gaped wide, as if in laughter, and dived.

Unfortunate! said Harold, in a philosophically careless tone; never mind, we shall see lots more of them.

Ugliness embodied! said Disco, heaving a deep sigh.

But hims goot for eat, said Antonio, smacking his lips.

Is he? demanded Disco of Jumbo, whose enjoyment of the sailors expressive looks was so great, that, whenever the latter opened his lips, the former looked back over his shoulder with a broad grin of expectation.

Ho yis; de hiputmus am fust-rate grub for dis yer boy, replied the negro, rolling his red tongue inside his mouth suggestively.

He never eats man, does he? inquired Disco.

Nevair, replied Antonio.

He looks as if he might, returned the seaman; anyhow, hes got a mouth big enough to do it. Youre quite sure he dont, I spose?

Kite sure an sartin; but me hab seen him tak mans, said Antonio.

Tak mans, wot dee mean by that?

Tak him, repeated Antonio. Go at hims canoe or boat  bump with hims head  dash in de timbers  capsize, sos man hab to swim shore  all as got clear ob de crokidils.

While Disco was meditating on this unpleasant trait of character in the hippopotamus, the specimen which they had just seen, or some other member of his family, having compassion, no doubt, on the seamans ignorance, proceeded to illustrate its method of attack then and there by rising suddenly under the canoe with such force, that its head and shoulders shot high out of the water, into which it fell with a heavy splash. Harolds rifle being ready, he fired just as it was disappearing.
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Whether he hit or not is uncertain, but next moment the enraged animal rose again under Discos canoe, which it nearly lifted out of the water in its efforts to seize it in its mouth. Fortunately the canoe was too flat for its jaws to grip; the monsters blunt teeth were felt, as well as heard, to grind across the planks; and Disco being in the stern, which was raised highest, was almost thrown overboard by the jerk.

Rising about two yards off, the hippopotamus looked savagely at the canoe, and was about to dive again when Harold gave it a second shot. The large gun being fortunately ready, had been handed to him by one of the Makololo men. The heavy ball took effect behind the eye, and killed the animal almost instantaneously. The hippopotamus usually sinks when shot dead, but in this case they were so near that, before it had time to sink, Zombo, assisted by his friend Jumbo, made a line fast to it, and it was finally dragged to the shore. The landing, however, was much retarded by the crocodiles, which now showed themselves for the first time, and kept tugging and worrying the carcase much as a puppy tugs and worries a ladies muff; affording Disco and his friend strong reason to congratulate themselves that the canoe had not been overturned.

The afternoon was pretty well advanced when the landing was accomplished on a small sandy island, and as the spot was suitable for encamping, they determined to remain there for the night, and feast.

There are many points of resemblance between savage and civilised festivities. Whether the performers be the black sons of Africa, or the white fathers of Europe, there is the same powerful tendency to eat too much, and the same display of good-fellowship; for it is an indisputable fact that feeding man is amiable, unless, indeed, he be dyspeptic. There are also, however, various points of difference. The savage, owing to the amount of fresh air and exercise which he is compelled to take, usually eats with greater appetite, and knows nothing of equine dreams or sleepless nights. On the whole, we incline to the belief that, despite his lack of refinement and ceremony, the savage has the best of it in this matter.

Disco Lillihammers visage, during the progress of that feast, formed a study worthy of a physiognomist. Every new achievement, whether trifling or important, performed by the Makololo triad, Jumbo, Zombo, and Masiko  every fresh hippopotamus steak skewered and set up to roast by the half-caste brothers José and Oliveira  every lick bestowed on their greasy fingers by the Somali negroes Nakoda and Conda, and every sigh of intense satisfaction heaved by the so-called freemen of Quillimane, Songolo and Mabruki, was watched, commented on, and, if we may say so, reflected in the animated countenance of the stout seaman, with such variety of expression, and such an interesting compound of grin and wrinkle, that poor Jumbo, who gazed at him over hippopotamus ribs and steaks, and tried hard not to laugh, was at last compelled to turn away his eyes, in order that his mouth might have fair-play.

But wonderful, sumptuous, and every way satisfactory though that feast was, it bore no comparison whatever to another feast carried on at the same time by another party, about fifty yards off, where the carcase of the hippopotamus had been left half in and half out of the water  for, of course, being fully more than a ton in weight, only a small portion of the creature was appropriated by the canoe-men. The negroes paid no attention whatever to this other festive party; but in a short time Disco turned his head to one side, and said Wy, wots that splashin I hears goin on over there?

I suspect it must be some beast or other that has got hold of the carcase, replied Harold, who was himself busy with a portion of the same.

Yis, dat am krokidils got im, said Antonio, with his mouth full  very full.

You dont say so? said Disco, washing down the steak with a brimming cup of tea.

No one appeared to think it worth while to asseverate the fact, for it was self-evident. Several crocodiles were supping, and in doing so they tore away at the carcase with such violence, and lashed the water so frequently with their powerful tails, as to render it clear that their feast necessitated laborious effort, and seemed less a recreation than a duty. Moreover, they sat at their meat like insatiable gourmands, so long into the night that supper became transmuted into breakfast, and Harolds rest was greatly disturbed thereby. He was too sleepy and lazy, however, to rise and drive them away.

Next morning the travellers started early, being anxious to pass, as quietly as possible, a small Portuguese town, near to which it was said a party of runaway slaves and rebels against the Government were engaged in making depredations.

When grey dawn was beginning to rise above the tree-tops, they left their encampment in profound silence, and rowed up stream as swiftly as possible. They had not advanced far, when, on turning a point covered with tall reeds, Zombo, who was bowman in the leading canoe, suddenly made a sign to the men to cease rowing.

Whats the matter? whispered Harold.

The negro pointed through the reeds, and whispered the single word Canoe.

By this time the other canoe had ranged up alongside, and after a brief consultation between Harold and Disco, it was decided that they should push gently into the reeds, and wait till the strange canoe should pass; but a few seconds sufficed to show that the two men who paddled it did not intend to pass down the river, for they pushed straight out towards the deepest part of the stream. They were, however, carried down so swiftly by the current that they were brought quite near to the point of rushes where our travellers lay concealed  so near that their voices could be distinctly heard. They talked in Portuguese.

Antonio muttered a few words, and Harold observed that there was a good deal of excitement in the looks of his men.

Whats the matter? he asked anxiously.

Antonio shook his head. Dat nigger goin to be drownded, he said; bad nigger  obstropolous nigger, suppose.

Wot! exclaimed Disco in a whisper, goin to be drownded! wot dee mean?

Antonio proceeded to explain that it was a custom amongst the Portuguese slave-owners there, when they found any of their slaves intractable or refractory, to hire some individuals who, for a small sum, would bind and carry off the incorrigible for the purpose of making away with him. One method of effecting this was to tie him in a sack and throw him into the river, the crocodiles making quite sure that the unfortunate being should never again be seen, either alive or dead. But before Antonio had finished his brief explanation he was interrupted by an exclamation from the horrified Englishmen, as they beheld the two men in the canoe raise something between them which for a moment appeared to struggle violently.

Shove off! give way! shouted Harold and Disco in the same breath, each thrusting with his paddle so vigorously that the two canoes shot out like arrows into the stream.

At the same instant there was a heavy plunge in the water beside the strange canoe, and the victim sank. Next moment one end of the sack rose to the surface. Both Harold and Disco made straight towards it, but it sank again, and the two murderers paddled to the shore, on which they drew up their canoe, intending to take to the bush, if necessary, for safety.

Once again the sack rose not more than three yards from Discos canoe. The bold seaman knew that if it disappeared a third time there would be little chance of its rising again. He was prompt in action, and daring to recklessness. In one moment he had leaped overboard, dived, caught the sack in his powerful grasp, and bore it to the surface. The canoe had been steered for him. The instant he appeared, strong and ready hands laid hold of him and his burden, and dragged them both inboard.

Cut the lashins and give him air, cried Disco, endeavouring to find his clasp-knife; but one of the men quickly obeyed the order, and opened the sack.

A groan of horror and pity burst from the seaman when he beheld the almost insensible form of a powerful negro, whose back was lacerated with innumerable ragged cuts, and covered with clotted blood.

Where are the

He stopped short on looking round, and, observing that the two men were standing on the shore, seized a double-barrelled gun. The stream had carried the canoe a considerable distance below the spot where the murder had been attempted, but they were still within range. Without a moments hesitation Disco took deliberate aim at them and fired.

Fortunately for him and his party Disco was a bad shot  nevertheless the bullet struck so close to the feet of the two men that it drove the sand and pebbles into their faces. They turned at once and fled, but before they reached the cover of the bushes the second barrel was fired, and the bullet whistled close enough over their heads greatly to accelerate their flight.

The negroes opened their great round eyes, and appeared awe-struck at this prompt display of a thirst for vengeance on the part of one who had hitherto shown no other disposition than hilarity, fun, and good-humour.

Harold was greatly relieved to observe Discos failure, for, if he had hit either of the fugitives, the consequences might have been very disastrous to their expedition.

On being partially revived and questioned, it turned out that the poor fellow had been whipped almost to death for refusing to be the executioner in whipping his own mother. This was a refinement in cruelty on the part of these professedly Christian Portuguese, which our travellers afterwards learned was by no means uncommon.

We are told by those who know that region well, and whose veracity is unquestionable, that the Portuguese on the east coast of Africa live in constant dread of their slaves rising against them. No wonder, considering the fiendish cruelties to which they subject them! In order to keep them in subjection they underfeed them, and if any of them venture to steal cocoa-nuts from the trees the owners thereof are at liberty to shoot them and throw them into the sea. Slaves being cheap there, and plentiful, are easily replaced, hence a cruel owner never hesitates. If a slave is refractory, and flogging only makes him worse, his master bids the overseer flog him until he will require no more. Still further to keep them in subjection, the Portuguese then endeavour to eradicate from them all sympathy with each other, and all natural affection, by the following means. If a woman requires to be flogged, her brother or son is selected to do it. Fathers are made to flog their daughters, husbands their wives, and, if two young negroes of different sexes are observed to show any symptoms of growing attachment for each other, these two are chosen for each others executioners. (See Travels in Eastern Africa, by Lyons McLeod, Esquire, FRGS, and late Her Britannic Majestys Consul at Mozambique, volume one pages 274 to 277, and volume two page 27.)

The poor wretch whom we have just described as having been saved from death, to which he had been doomed for refusing to become the executioner of his own mother, was placed as tenderly and comfortably as circumstances would admit of in the bottom of the canoe, and then our travellers pushed on with all haste  anxious to pass the town before the two fugitives could give the alarm.

They were successful in this, probably because the two men may have hid themselves for some time in the jungle, under the impression that the exasperated Englishmen might be searching for them on shore.

Giving themselves time only to take a hurried meal in the middle of the day, our travellers rowed continuously till sunset when, deeming it probable that pursuit, if undertaken at all, must have been abandoned, they put ashore on the right bank of the river and encamped.

When the sufferer had been made as comfortable as circumstances would allow  for he was much weakened by loss of blood as well as agonised with pain  and after he had been refreshed with food and some warm tea, Harold questioned him, through the interpreter, as to his previous history.

At first the man was brusque in his manner, and inclined to be sulky, for a long course of cruelty had filled him with an intense hatred of white men. Indeed, an embittered and desperate spirit had begun to induce callous indifference to all men, whether white or black. But kind treatment, to which he was evidently unaccustomed, and generous diet, which was obviously new to him, had a softening influence, and when Harold poured a small glass of rum into his tea, and Antonio added a lump of sugar, and Disco pressed him tenderly to drink it off  which he did  the effect was very decided; the settled scowl on his face became unsettled, and gradually melting away, was replaced by a milder and more manly look. By degrees he became communicative, and, bit by bit, his story was drawn from him. It was brief, but very sorrowful.

His name, he said, was Chimbolo. He belonged to a tribe which lived far inland, beyond the Manganja country, which latter was a country of hills. He was not a Manganja man, but he had married a Manganja woman. One night he, with his wife and mother, was paying a visit to the village of his wifes relations, when a band of slave-hunters suddenly attacked the village. They were armed with guns, and at once began to murder the old people and capture the young. Resistance was useless. His relatives were armed only with bows and spears. Being taken by surprise, they all fled in terror, but were pursued and few escaped. His wife, he said  and a scowl of terrible ferocity crossed Chimbolos face as he said it  was about to become a mother at the time. He seized her in his arms on the first alarm, and fled with her into the bush, where he concealed her, and then hurried back to aid his relations, but met them  old and young, strong and feeble  flying for their lives. It was not possible to rally them; he therefore joined in the flight. While running, a bullet grazed his head and stunned him. Presently he recovered and rose, but in a few minutes was overtaken and captured. A slave-stick was put on his neck, and, along with a number of Manganja men, women, and children, he was driven down to the coast, and sold, with a number of other men and women, among whom was his own mother, to a Portuguese merchant on the coast, near the East Luavo mouth of the Zambesi. There he was found to be of a rebellious spirit, and at last on positively refusing to lash his mother, his master ordered him to be whipped to death, but, changing his mind before the order had been quite carried out he ordered him to be bound hand and foot and taken away in a sack. As to his wife, he had never heard of her since that night which was about two years past. He knew that she had not been found, because he had not seen her amongst the other captives. If they had found her they would have been sure to carry her off, because  here Chimbolos visage again grew diabolical  she was young, he said, and beautiful.

When all this had been translated into bad English by Antonio, Harold asked if Chimbolo thought it probable that his wife was still alive in the Manganja highlands. To this the former said that he thought it likely.

Wy, then, said Disco, giving his right thigh a powerful slap, which was his favourite method of emphasising a remark, wot dye say, sir, to lay our course for these same highlands, and try for to find out this poor critter?

Just what was running in my own mind, Disco, said Harold, musing over his supper. It does not make much difference what part of this country we go to, being all new to us; and as Antonio tells me the Manganja highlands are up the Shire river, which was explored by Dr Livingstone not long ago, and is not distant many days journey from this, I think we cant do better than go there. We shall have a good as well as a definite object in view.

Wery good, sir; Im agreeable, returned Disco, reaching forth his pewter plate; another hunk o that pottimus, Jumbo; its better than salt-junk any day; and I say, Jumbo, dont grin so much, else yell enlarge yer pretty little mouth, which ud be a pity.

Yis, saar, replied Jumbo, becoming very grave all of a sudden, but on receiving a nod and an expressive wink from the seaman, he exploded again, and rolled backward on the grass, in the performance of which act he capsized Zombos can of tea, whereupon Zombo leaped upon him in wrath, and Masiko, as in duty bound, came to the rescue.

Clap a stopper on yer noise, will ee? cried Disco sternly, else youll be bringin all the wild beasts in these parts down on us to see wot its all about.

That reminds me, said Harold, when quiet was restored, that we must now organise ourselves into something of a fighting band  a company, as it were, of soldiers,  and take our regular spell of watching by night, for, from all that I hear of the disturbed state of the country just now, with these runaway slaves and rebels, it will be necessary to be on our guard. Of course, he added, smiling, I suppose I must be captain of the company, and you, Disco, shall be lieutenant.

Not at all, replied the seaman, shaking his head, and frowning at Jumbo, whose brilliant teeth at once responded to the glance, not at all, none of your sodgerin for me. I never could abide the lobsters. Fust-mate, sir, thats wot I am, if Im to be expected to do my dooty.

Well then, first-mate be it, rejoined Harold, and Antonio shall be serjeant-major

Bosn  bosn, suggested Disco; keep up appearances wotiver ye do, an dont let the memory of salt water go down.

Very good, said Harold, laughing; then you shall be boatswain, Antonio, as well as cook, and I will instruct you in the first part of your duty, which will be to keep watch for an hour while the rest of us sleep. My first-mate will teach you the whistling part of a boatswains duty, if that should be required

Ah, and the roar, interrupted Disco, a bosn would be nothin without his roar

At that moment the woods around them were filled with a tremendous and very unexpected roar, which caused the whole party to spring up, and induced the new bosn to utter a yell of terror that would have done credit to the whistle of the most violent bosn on the sea. Next moment the travellers were surrounded by a large and excited band of armed negroes.




Chapter Seven.

Enemies are Changed into Friends  Our Travellers Penetrate into the Interior of the Land.

To possess the power of looking perfectly calm and unconcerned when you are in reality considerably agitated and rather anxious, is extremely useful in any circumstances, but especially so when one happens to be in the midst of grinning, gesticulating, naked savages.

Our hero, Harold Seadrift possessed that power in an eminent degree, and his first-mate, Disco Lillihammer, was not a whit behind him. Although both had started abruptly to their legs at the first alarm, and drawn their respective revolvers, they no sooner found themselves surrounded by overwhelming numbers than they lowered their weapons, and, turning back to back, faced the intruders with calm countenances.

Sit down, men, every one of you except Antonio, said Harold, in a quiet, but clear and decided voice.

His men, who, having left their guns in the canoe, were utterly helpless, quietly obeyed.

Who are you, and what do you want? demanded Antonio, by Harolds order.

To this a tall negro, who was obviously the leader of the band, replied in the native tongue, It matters little who we are; you are in our power.

Not quite, said Harold, slightly moving his revolver. Tell him that he may overcome us, but before he does so my friend and I carry the lives of twelve of his men in our pistols.

The negro chief, who quite understood the powers of a revolver, replied Tell your master, that before he could fire two shots, he and his friend would have each twelve bullets in his body. But I have not time to palaver here. Who are you, and where are you going?

We are Englishmen, travelling to see the country, replied Harold.

The chief looked doubtfully at him, and seemed to waver, then suddenly making up his mind, he frowned and said sternly No; that is a lie. You are Portuguese scoundrels. You shall all die. You have robbed us of our liberty, our wives, our children, our homes; you have chained, and tortured, and flogged us!  he gnashed his teeth at this point, and his followers grew excited. Now we have got free, and you are caught. We will let you know what it is to be slaves.

As the negro chief stirred up his wrath by thus recounting his wrongs, and advanced a step, Harold begged Disco, in a low, urgent voice, not to raise his pistol. Then looking the savage full in the face, without showing a trace of anxiety, he said You are wrong. We are indeed Englishmen, and you know that the English detest slavery, and would, if they could, put a stop to it altogether.

Yes, I know that, said the chief. We have seen one Englishman here, and he has made us to know that not all men with white faces are devils  like the Portuguese and Arabs. But how am I to know you are English?

Again the chief wavered a little, as if half-inclined to believe Harolds statement.

Here is proof for you, said Harold, pointing to Chimbolo, who, being scarcely able to move, had remained all this time beside the fire leaning on his elbow and listening intently to the conversation. See, he continued, that is a slave. Look at him.

As he said this, Harold stepped quickly forward and removed the blanket, with which he had covered his lacerated back after dressing it.

A howl of execration burst from the band of negroes, who pointed their spears and guns at the travellers breasts, and would have made a speedy end of the whole party if Antonio had not exclaimed Speak, Chimbolo, speak!

The slave looked up with animation, and told the rebels how his Portuguese owner had ordered him to be flogged to death, but changed his mind and doomed him to be drowned,  how that in the nick of time, these white men had rescued him, and had afterwards treated him with the greatest kindness.

Chimbolo did not say much, but what he did say was uttered with emphasis and feeling. This was enough. Those who would have been enemies were suddenly converted into warm friends, and the desperadoes, who would have torn their former masters, or any of their race, limb from limb, if they could have got hold of them, left our adventurers undisturbed in their bivouac, after wishing them a prosperous journey.

It was nevertheless deemed advisable to keep watch during the night. This was done faithfully and conscientiously as far as it went. Harold took the first hour by way of example. He sat over the fire, alternately gazing into its embers while he meditated of home, and round upon the dark forest while he thought of Africa. True to time, he called Disco, who, equally true to his sense of duty, turned out at once with a deep Ay, ay, sir. The self-styled first-mate placed his back against a tree, and, endeavouring to believe it to be a capstan, or binnacle, or any other object appertaining to the sea, stared at the ghostly stems of the forest-trees until they began to dance hornpipes for his special gratification, or glowered at the shadows until they became instinct with life, and all but induced him to rouse the camp twenty times in the course of his hours vigil. True to time also, like his predecessor, Disco roused Antonio and immediately turned in.

The vivacious chef de cuisine started up at once, took up his position at the foot of the tree which Disco had just left, leaned his back against it, and straightway went to sleep, in which condition he remained till morning, leaving the camp in unprotected felicity and blissful ignorance.

Fortunately for all parties, Disco awoke in time to catch him napping, and resolved to punish him. He crept stealthily round to the back of the tree against which the faithless man leaned, and reached gently round until his mouth was close to Antonios cheek, then, collecting all the air that his vast lungs were capable of containing, he poured into Antonios ear a cumulative roar that threw the camp and the denizens of the wilderness far and near into confusion, and almost drove the whole marrow in Antonios body out at his heels. The stricken man sprang up as if earth had shot him forth, uttered a yell of terror such as seldom greets the ear, and rushed blindly forward. Repeating the roar, Disco plunged after him. Antonio tumbled over the fire, recovered himself, dashed on, and would certainly have plunged into the river, if not into the jaws of a crocodile, had not Jumbo caught him in his arms, in the midst of a chorus of laughter from the other men.

How dare ee go to sleep on dooty? demanded Disco, seizing the culprit by the collar, eh! we might have bin all murdered by rebels or eaten by lions, or had our eyes picked out by gorillas, for all that you would have done to prevent it  eh? giving him a shake.

Oh, pardon, forgif. Nevair doot more again, exclaimed the breathless and trembling Antonio.

Youd better not! said Disco, giving him another shake and releasing him.

Having done so, he turned on his heel and bestowed a quiet look, in passing, on Jumbo, which of course threw that unfortunate man into convulsions.

After this little incident a hasty breakfast was taken, the canoes were launched, and the voyage was continued.

It is not necessary to trace the course of our explorers day by day as they ascended the Zambesi, or to recount all the adventures or misadventures that befell them on their journey into the interior. It is sufficient for the continuity of our tale to say that many days after leaving the coast they turned into the Shire river, which flows into the Zambesi about 150 miles from the coast.

There are many fountain-heads of slavery in Africa. The region of the interior, which gives birth to the head-waters of the Shire river, is one of the chief of these. Here lies the great lake Nyassa, which was discovered and partly explored by Dr Livingstone, and hence flows a perennial stream of traffic to Kilwa, on the coast  which traffic, at the present time, consists almost exclusively of the two kinds of ivory, white and black, the former (elephants tusks) being carried by the latter (slaves), by which means the slave-trade is rendered more profitable.

Towards this populous and fertile region, then, our adventurers directed their course, when they turned out of the great river Zambesi and began to ascend the Shire.

And here, at the very outset of this part of the journey, they met with a Portuguese settler, who did more to open their eyes to the blighting and withering influence of slavery on the land and on its people than anything they had yet seen.

Towards the afternoon of the first day on the Shire, they landed near the encampment of the settler referred to, who turned out to be a gentleman of a Portuguese town on the Zambesi.

Harold found, to his delight, that he could speak English fluently, and was, moreover, an exceedingly agreeable and well-informed man. He was out at the time on a hunting expedition, attended by a party of slaves.

Harold spent the evening in very pleasant intercourse with Senhor Gamba, and at a later hour than usual returned to his camp, where he entertained Disco with an account of his new acquaintance.

While thus engaged, he was startled by the most appalling shrieks, which proceeded from the neighbouring encampment. Under the impression that something was wrong, both he and Disco leaped up and ran towards it. There, to his amazement and horror, Harold beheld his agreeable friend Senhor Gamba thrashing a young slave unmercifully with a whip of the most formidable character. Only a few lashes from it had been given when Harold ran up, but these were so powerful that the unhappy victim dropped down in a state of insensibility just as he reached the spot.

The Portuguese gentleman turned away from the prostrate slave with a scowl, but betrayed a slight touch of confusion on meeting the gaze of Harold Seadrift.

Senhor! exclaimed the latter sternly, with mingled remonstrance and rebuke in his tone, how can you be so cruel? What has the boy done to merit such inhuman chastisement?

He has neglected my orders, answered the Portuguese, as though he resented the tone in which Harold spoke.

But surely, surely, said Harold, the punishment is far beyond the offence. I can scarcely believe the evidence of my own eyes and ears when they tell me that you have been guilty of this.

Come, returned Senhor Gamba, softening into a smile, you English cannot understand our case in this land. Because you do not keep slaves, you take the philanthropic, the religious view of the question. We who do keep slaves have a totally different experience. You cannot understand, you cannot sympathise with us.

No, truly, we can not understand you, said Harold earnestly, and God forbid that we should ever sympathise with you in this matter. We detest the gross injustice of slavery, and we abhor the fearful cruelties connected with it.

That is because, as I said, you are not in our position, rejoined the Senhor, with a shrug of his shoulders. It is easy for you to take the philanthropic view, which, however, I admit to be the best, for in the eyes of God all men are equal, and though the African be a degraded man, I know enough of him to be sure that he can be raised by kindness and religion into a position not very inferior to our own; but we who keep slaves cannot help ourselves we must act as we do.

Why so?  is cruelty a necessity? asked Harold.

Yes, it is, replied the Senhor decidedly.

Then the abolition of slavery is a needcessity too, growled Disco, who had hitherto looked on and listened in silent wonder, debating with himself as to the propriety of giving Senhor Gamba, then and there, a sound thrashing with his own whip!

You see, continued the Portuguese, paying no attention to Discos growl, You see, in order to live out here I must have slaves, and in order to keep slaves I must have a whip. My whip is no worse than any other whip that I know of. I dont justify it as right, I simply defend it as necessary. Wherever slavery exists, discipline must of necessity be brutal. If you keep slaves, and mean that they shall give you the labour of their bodies, and of their minds also, in so far as you permit them to have minds, you must degrade them by the whip and by all other means at your disposal until, like dogs, they become the unhesitating servants of your will, no matter what that will may be, and live for your pleasure only. It will never pay me to adopt your philanthropic, your religious views. I am here. I must be here. What am I to do? Starve? No, not if I can help it. I do as others do  keep slaves and act as the master of slaves. I must use the whip. Perhaps you wont believe me, continued Senhor Gamba, with a sad smile, but I speak truth when I say that I was tender-hearted when I first came to this country, for I had been well nurtured in Lisbon; but that soon passed away  it could not last. I was the laughing-stock of my companions. Just to explain my position, I will tell you a circumstance which happened soon after I came here. The Governor invited me to a party of pleasure. The party consisted of himself, his daughters, some officers, and others. We were to go in boats to a favourite island resort, several miles off. I took one of my slaves with me, a lad that I kept about my person. As we were going along, this lad fell into the river. He could not swim, and the tide was carrying him fast away to death. Dressed as I was, in full uniform, I plunged in after him and saved him. The wish alone to save the boys life prompted me to risk my own. And for this I became the jest of the party; even the ladies tittered at my folly. Next evening the Governor had a large dinner-party. I was there. Having caught cold, I coughed slightly; this drew attention to me. Remarks were made, and the Governor alluded in scoffing terms to my exploit, which created much mirth. Were you drunk? said one. Had you lost your senses, to risk your life for a brute of a negro? said another. Rather than spoil my uniform, I would have knocked him on the head with a pole, said a third; and it was a long time before what they termed my folly was forgotten or forgiven. You think I am worse than others. I am not; but I do not condescend to their hypocrisy. What I am now, I have been made by this country and its associates. (These words are not fictitious. The remarks of Senhor Gamba were actually spoken by a Portuguese slave-owner, and will be found in The Story of the Universities Mission to Central Africa, pages 64-5-6.)

Senhor Gamba said this with the air of one who thinks that he has nearly, if not quite, justified himself. I am no worse than others, is an excuse for evil conduct, not altogether unknown in more highly favoured lands, and is often followed by the illogical conclusion, therefore I am not to blame, but although Harold felt pity for his agreeable chance acquaintance, he could not admit that this explanation excused him, nor could he get over the shock which his feelings had sustained; it was, therefore, with comparatively little regret that he bade him adieu on the following morning, and pursued his onward way.

Everywhere along the Shire they met with a more or less hospitable reception from the natives, who regarded them with great favour, in consequence of their belonging to the same nation which had sent forth men to explore their country, defend them from the slave-dealer, and teach them about the true God. These men, of whom mention is made in another chapter, had, some time before this, been sent by the Church of England to the Manganja highlands, at the suggestion of Dr Livingstone, and laid, we believe, the foundation-stone of Christian civilisation in the interior of Africa, though God saw fit to arrest them in the raising of the superstructure.

Among other pieces of useful knowledge conveyed by them to the negroes of the Shire, was the fact that Englishmen are not cannibals, and that they have no special longings after black man steaks!

It may perchance surprise some readers to learn that black men ever entertain such a preposterous notion. Nevertheless, it is literally true. The slavers  Arabs and Portuguese  find it in their interest to instil this falsehood into the minds of the ignorant tribes of the interior, from whom the slaves are gathered, in order that their captives may entertain a salutary horror of Englishmen, so that if their dhows should be chased by our cruisers while creeping northward along the coast and run the risk of being taken, the slaves may willingly aid their captors in trying to escape. That the lesson has been well learnt and thoroughly believed is proved by the fact that when a dhow is obliged to run ashore to avoid capture, the slaves invariably take to the woods on the wings of terror, preferring, no doubt to be re-enslaved rather than to be roasted and eaten by white fiends. Indeed, so thoroughly has this been engrained into the native mind, that mothers frequently endeavour to overawe their refractory offspring by threatening to hand them over to the dreadful white monster who will eat them up if they dont behave!




Chapter Eight.

Relates Adventures in the Shire Valley, and Touches on One or Two Phases of Slavery.

Everything depends upon taste, as the monkey remarked when it took to nibbling the end of its own tail! If you like a thing, you take one view of it; if you dont like it, you take another view. Either view, if detailed, would be totally irreconcilable with the other.

The lower part of the river Shire, into which our travellers had now entered, is a vast swamp. There are at least two opinions in regard to that region. To do justice to those with whom we dont sympathise, we give our opponents view first. Our opponent, observe, is an honest and competent man; he speaks truly; he only looks at it in another light from Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer.

He says of the river Shire, It drains a low and exceedingly fertile valley of from fifteen to twenty miles in breadth. Ranges of wooded hills bound this valley on both sides. After the first twenty miles you come to Mount Morambala, which rises with steep sides to 4000 feet in height. It is wooded to the top, and very beautiful. A small village peeps out about half-way up the mountain. It has a pure, bracing atmosphere, and is perched above mosquito range. The people on the summit have a very different climate and vegetation from those on the plains, and they live amidst luxuriant vegetation. There are many species of ferns, some so large as to deserve the name of trees. There are also lemon and orange trees growing wild, and birds and animals of all kinds. Thus far we agree with our opponent but listen to him as he goes on:  

The view from Morambala is extensive, but cheerless past description. Swamp, swamp-reeking, festering, rotting, malaria-pregnant swamp, where poisonous vapours for several months in the year are ever bulging up and out into the air,  lies before you as far as the eye can reach, and farther. If you enter the river at the worst seasons of the year, the chances are you will take the worst type of fever. If, on the other hand, you enter it during the best season, when the swamps are fairly dried up, you have everything in your favour.

Now, our opponent gives a true statement of facts undoubtedly, but his view of them is not cheering.

Contrast them with the view of Disco Lillihammer. That sagacious seaman had entered the Shire neither in the best nor the worst of the season. He had chanced upon it somewhere between the two.

Git up your steam an go longside, he said to Jumbo one afternoon, as the two canoes were proceeding quietly among magnificent giant-reeds, sedges, and bulrushes, which towered high above them  in some places overhung them.

I say, Mister Harold, aint it splendid?

Magnificent! replied Harold with a look of quiet enthusiasm.

I does enjoy a swamp, continued the seaman, allowing a thin cloud to trickle from his lips.

So do I, Disco.

Theres such a many outs and ins an roundabouts in it. And such powerful reflections o them reeds in the quiet water. Wy, sir, I do declare wen I looks through em in a dreamy sort of way for a long time I get to fancy theyre palm-trees, an that were sailin through a forest without no end to it; an when I looks over the side an sees every reed standin on its other self, so to speak, an follers the under one down till my eyes git lost in the blue sky an clouds below us, I do sometimes feel as if wed got into the middle of fairy-land,  was fairly afloat on the air, an off on a voyage through the univarse! But its them reflections as I like most. Every leaf, an stalk, an flag is just as good an real in the water as out of it. An just look at that there frog, sir, that one on the big leaf which has swelled hisself up as if he wanted to bust, with his head looking up hopefully to the  ah! hes down with a plop like lead, but he wos sittin on his own image which wos as clear as his own self. Then theres so much variety, sir  thats where it is. You never know wot youre comin to in them swamps. It may be a openin like a pretty lake, with islands of reeds everywhere; or it may be a narrow bit like a canal, or a river; or a bit so close that you go scrapin the gunles on both sides. An the life, too, is most amazin. Never saw nothin like it nowhere. All kinds, big an little, plain an pritty, queer an orrible, swarms here to sitch an extent that Ive got it into my head that this Shire valley must be the great original nursery of animated nature.

It looks like it, Disco.

The last idea appeared to furnish food for reflection, as the two friends here relapsed into silence.

Although Discos description was quaint, it could scarcely be styled exaggerated, for the swamp was absolutely alive with animal life. The principal occupant of these marshes is the elephant, and hundreds of these monster animals may be seen in one herd, feeding like cattle in a meadow. Owing to the almost impenetrable nature of the reedy jungle, however, it is impossible to follow them, and anxious though Disco was to kill one, he failed to obtain a single shot. Buffaloes and other large game were also numerous in this region, and in the water crocodiles and hippopotami sported about everywhere, while aquatic birds of every shape and size rendered the air vocal with their cries. Sometimes these feathered denizens of the swamp arose, when startled, in a dense cloud so vast that the mighty rush of their wings was almost thunderous in character.

The crocodiles were not only numerous but dangerous because of their audacity. They used to watch at the places where native women were in the habit of going down to the river for water, and not unfrequently succeeded in seizing a victim. This, however, only happened at those periods when the Shire was in flood, when fish were driven from their wonted haunts, and the crocodiles were reduced to a state of starvation and consequent ferocity.

One evening, while our travellers were proceeding slowly up stream, they observed the corpse of a negro boy floating past the canoe; just then a monstrous crocodile rushed at it with the speed of a greyhound, caught it and shook it as a terrier does a rat. Others dashed at the prey, each with his powerful tail causing the water to churn and froth as he tore off a piece. In a few seconds all was gone. (Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 452.) That same evening Zombo had a narrow escape. After dusk he ran down to the river to drink. He chanced to go to a spot where a crocodile was watching. It lay settled down in the mud with its head on a level with the water, so that in the feeble light it could not be seen. While Zombo was busy laving the water into his mouth it suddenly rushed at him and caught him by the hand. The limb of a bush was fortunately within reach, and he laid hold of it. There was a brief struggle. The crocodile tugged hard, but the man tugged harder; at the same time he uttered a yell which brought Jumbo to his side with an oar, a blow from which drove the hideous reptile away. Poor Zombo was too glad to have escaped with his life to care much about the torn hand, which rendered him hors de combat for some time after that.

Although Disco failed to get a shot at an elephant, his hopeful spirit was gratified by the catching of a baby elephant alive. It happened thus:  

One morning, not very long after Zombos tussle with the crocodile, Discos canoe, which chanced to be in advance, suddenly ran almost into the midst of a herd of elephants which were busy feeding on palm-nuts, of which they are very fond. Instantly the whole troop scattered and fled. Disco, taken completely by surprise, omitted his wonted Hallo! as he made an awkward plunge at his rifle, but before he could bring it to bear, the animals were over the bank of the river and lost in the dense jungle. But a fine little elephant, at that period of life which, in human beings, might be styled the toddling age, was observed to stumble while attempting to follow its mother up the bank. It fell and rolled backwards.

Give way for your lives! roared Disco.

The boat shot its bow on the bank, and the seaman flew rather than leaped upon the baby elephant!

The instant it was laid hold of it began to scream with incessant and piercing energy after the fashion of a pig.

Queek! come in canoe! Modder come back for im, cried Jumbo in some anxiety.

Disco at once appreciated the danger of the enraged mother returning to the rescue, but, resolved not to resign his advantage, he seized the vicious little creature by the proboscis and dragged it by main force to the canoe, into which he tumbled, hauled the proboscis inboard, as though it had been the bite of a cable, and held on.

Shove off! shove off! and give way, lads! Look alive!

The order was promptly obeyed, and in a few minutes the baby was dragged into the boat and secured.

This prize, however, was found to be more of a nuisance than an amusement and it was soon decided that it must be disposed of. Accordingly, that very night, much to the regret of the men who wanted to make a meal of it, Disco led his baby squealing into the jungle and set it free with a hearty slap on the flank, and an earnest recommendation to make all sail after its venerable mother, which it did forthwith, cocking its ears and tail, and shrieking as it went.

Two days after this event they made a brief halt at a poor village where they were hospitably received by the chief, who was much gratified by the liberal quantity of calico with which the travellers paid for their entertainment. Here they met with a Portuguese half-caste who was reputed one of the greatest monsters of cruelty in that part of the country. He was, however, not much more villainous in aspect than many other half-castes whom they saw. He was on his way to the coast in a canoe manned by slaves. If Harold and Disco had known that this was his last journey to the coast they would have regarded him with greater interest. As it was, having learned his history from the chief through their interpreter, they turned from him with loathing.

As this half-castes career illustrates the depths to which humanity may fall in the hot-bed of slavery, as well as, to some extent, the state of things existing under Portuguese rule on the east coast of Africa, we give the particulars briefly.

Instead of the whip, this man used the gun, which he facetiously styled his minister of justice, and, in mere wantonness, he was known to have committed murder again and again, yet no steps were taken by the authorities to restrain, much less to punish him. Men heard of his murders, but they shrugged their shoulders and did nothing. It was only a wild beast of a negro that was killed, they said, and what was that! They seemed to think less of it than if he had shot a hippopotamus. One of his murders was painfully notorious, even to its minutest particulars. Over the female slaves employed in a house and adjacent lands there is usually placed a head-woman, a slave also, chosen for such an office for her blind fidelity to her master. This man had one such woman, one who had ever been faithful to him and his interests, who had never provoked him by disobedience or ill-conduct, and against whom, therefore, he could have no cause of complaint. One day when half drunk he was lying on a couch in his house; his forewoman entered and made herself busy with some domestic work. As her master lay watching her, his savage disposition found vent in a characteristic joke: Woman, said he, I think I will shoot you. The woman turned round and said, Master, I am your slave; you can do what you will with me. You can kill me if you like; I can do nothing. But dont kill me, master, for if you do, who is there to look after your other women? they will all run away from you.

She did not mean to irritate her master, but instantly the mans brutal egotism was aroused. The savage jest became a fearful reality, and he shouted with rage:  

Say you that! say you that! fetch me my gun. I will see if my women will run away after I have killed you.

Trained to implicit obedience, the poor woman did as she was bid. She brought the gun and handed him powder and ball. At his command she knelt down before him, and the wretch fired at her breast. In his drunken rage he missed his mark  the ball went through her shoulder. She besought him to spare her. Deaf to her entreaties, he ordered her to fetch more powder and ball. Though wounded and in agony, she obeyed him. Again the gun was loaded, again levelled and fired, and the woman fell dead at his feet. (The above narrative is quoted almost verbatim from The Story of the Universities Mission to Central Africa, pages 78 and 79, the author of which vouches for its accuracy.)

The facts of this case were known far and wide. The Portuguese Governor was acquainted with them, as well as the ministers of justice, but no one put forth a hand to punish the monster, or to protect his slaves.

But vengeance overtook him at last. On his way down the Zambesi he shot one of his men. The others, roused to irresistible fury, sprang upon him and strangled him.

Then, indeed, the Governor and Magistrates were roused to administer justice! They had allowed this fiend to murder slaves at his will, but no sooner had the slaves turned on and killed their master than ceaseless energy and resolution were displayed in punishing those who slew him. Soldiers were sent out in all directions; some of the canoe-men were shot down like wild beasts, the rest were recaptured and publicly whipped to death!

Reader, this is domestic slavery. This is what Portugal and Zanzibar claim the right to practise. This is what Great Britain has for many years declined to interfere with. This is the curse with which Africa is blighted at the present day in some of her fairest lands, and this is what Portugal has decreed shall not terminate in what she calls her African dominions for some years to come. In other words, it has been coolly decreed by that weakest of all the European nations, that slavery, murder, injustice, and every other conceivable and unmentionable vice and villainy shall still, for some considerable time, continue to be practised on the men, women, and children of Africa!

Higher up the Shire river, the travellers saw symptoms of recent distress among the people, which caused them much concern. Chimbolo, in particular, was rendered very anxious by the account given of the famine which prevailed still farther up the river, and the numerous deaths that had taken place in consequence.

The cause of the distress was a common one, and easily explained. Slave-dealers had induced the Ajawa, a warlike tribe, to declare war against the people of the Manganja highlands. The Ajawa had done this before, and were but too ready to do it again. They invaded the land, captured many of the young people, and slew the aged. Those who escaped to the jungle found on their return that their crops were destroyed. Little seed remained in their possession, and before that was planted and grown, famine began to reduce the ranks, already thinned by war.

Indications of this sad state of things became more numerous as the travellers advanced. Few natives appeared to greet them on the banks of the river as they went along, and these few resembled living skeletons. In many places they found dead bodies lying on the ground in various stages of decomposition, and everywhere they beheld an aspect of settled unutterable despair on the faces of the scattered remnant of the bereaved and starving people.

It was impossible, in the circumstances, for Harold Seadrift to give these wretched people more than very slight relief. He gave them as much of his stock of provisions as he could spare, and was glad when the necessity of continuing the journey on foot relieved him from such mournful scenes by taking him away from the rivers bank.

Hiring a party of the strongest men that he could find among them, he at length left his canoes, made up his goods, food, and camp-equipage into bundles of a shape and size suitable to being carried on the heads of men, and started on foot for the Manganja highlands.

Seems to me, sir, observed Disco, as they plodded along together on the first morning of the land journey seems to me, sir, that Chimbolo dont stand much chance of findin his wife alive.

Poor fellow, replied Harold, glancing back at the object of their remarks, I fear not.

Chimbolo had by that time recovered much of his natural vigour, and although not yet able to carry a mans load, was nevertheless quite capable of following the party. He walked in silence, with his eyes on the ground, a few paces behind Antonio, who was a step or two in rear of his leader, and who, in virtue of his position as bosn to the party, was privileged to walk hampered by no greater burden than his gun.

We must keep up his sperrits, tho, poor chap, said Disco, in the hoarse whisper with which he was wont to convey secret remarks, and which was much more fitted to attract attention than his ordinary voice. It ud never do to let his sperrits down; cause wy? hes weak, an if he knowd that his wife was dead, or took off as a slave, hed never be able to go along with us, and we couldnt leave him to starve here, you know.

Certainly not, Disco, returned Harold. Besides, his wife may be alive, for all we know to the contrary.  How far did he say the village was from where we landed, Antonio?

Bout two, tree days, answered the bosn.

That night the party encamped beside the ruins of a small hamlet where charred sticks and fragments of an African households goods and chattels lay scattered on the ground.

Chimbolo sat down here on the ground, and, resting his chin on his knees, gazed in silence at the ruin around him.

Come, cheer up, old fellow, cried Disco, with rather an awkward effort at heartiness, as he slapped the negro gently on the shoulder; tell him, Antonio, not to let his heart go down. Didnt he say that what-dee-call-the-place  his village  was a strong place, and could be easily held by a few brave men?

True, replied Chimbolo, through the interpreter, but the Manganja men are not very brave.

Well, well, never mind, rejoined the sympathetic tar, repeating his pat on the back, theres no sayin. Praps they got courage wen it came to the scratch. Praps it never came to the scratch at all up there. Mayhap youll find em all right after all. Come, never say die slong as theres a shot in the locker. Thats a good motto for ee, Chimbolo, and ought to keep up your heart even tho ye are a nigger, cause it wos inwented by the great Nelson, and shouted by him, or his bosn, just before he got knocked over at the glorious battle of Trafalgar. Tell him that, Antonio.

Whether Antonio told him all that, is extremely doubtful, although he complied at once with the order, for Antonio never by any chance declined at least to attempt the duties of his station, but the only effect of his speech was that Chimbolo shook his head and continued to stare at the ruins.

Next morning they started early, and towards evening drew near to Zomba.

The country through which, during the previous two days, they had travelled, was very beautiful, and as wild as even Disco could desire  and, by the way, it was no small degree of wildness that could slake the thirst for the marvellous which had been awakened in the breast of our tar, by his recent experiences in Africa. It was, he said  and said truly  a real out-and-out wilderness. There were villages everywhere, no doubt but these were so thickly concealed by trees and jungle that they were not easily seen, and most of them were at that time almost depopulated. The grass was higher than the heads of the travellers, and the vegetation everywhere was rankly luxuriant. Here and there open glades allowed the eye to penetrate into otherwise impenetrable bush. Elsewhere, large trees abounded in the midst of overwhelmingly affectionate parasites, whose gnarled lower limbs and twining tendrils and pendant foliage gave a softness to the landscape, which contrasted well with the wild passes and rugged rocks of the middle distance, and the towering mountains which rose, range beyond range, in the far distance.

But as the party approached the neighbourhood of Zomba mountains, few of them were disposed to give much heed to the beauties of nature. All being interested in Chimbolo, they became more or less anxious as to news that awaited him.

On turning a spur of one of the mountains which had hitherto barred their vision, they found themselves suddenly face to face with a small band of Manganja men, whose woe-begone countenances told too eloquently that the hand of the destroyer had been heavy upon them.

Of course they were questioned by Chimbolo, and the replies they gave him were such as to confirm the fears he had previously entertained.

The Ajawa, they said, had, just the day before, burnt their villages, stolen or destroyed their property, killed many of their kinsmen, and carried off their wives and children for slaves. They themselves had escaped, and were now on their way to visit their chief, who was at that time on the banks of the Zambesi, to beg of him to return, in order that he might bewitch the guns of the Ajawa, and so render them harmless!

Has a woman of your tribe, named Marunga, been slain or captured? asked Chimbolo eagerly.

To this the men replied that they could not tell. Marunga, they said, was known well to them by name and sight. They did not think she was among the captives, but could not tell what had become of her, as the village where she and her little boy lived had been burnt, and all who had not been killed or captured had taken to the bush. Marungas husband, they added, was a man named Chimbolo  not a Manganja man, but a friend of the tribe  who had been taken by the slavers, under command of a Portuguese half-caste named Marizano, about two years before that time.

Chimbolo winced as though he had been stung when Marizanos name was mentioned, and a dark frown contracted his brows when he told the Manganja men that he was Chimbolo, and that he was even then in search of Marunga and her little boy.

When all this had been explained to Harold Seadrift he told the men that it was a pity to waste time in travelling such a long way to see their chief, who could not, even if he wished, bewitch the guns of the Ajawa, and advised them to turn back and guide him and his men to the place where the attack had been made on the Manganja, so that a search might be made in the bush for those of the people who had escaped.

This was agreed to, and the whole party proceeded on their way with increased speed, Chimbolo and Harold hoping they might yet find that Marunga had escaped, and Disco earnestly desiring that they might only fall in with the Ajawa and have a brush with them, in which case he assured the negroes he would show them a way of bewitching their guns that would beat their chiefs bewitchment all to sticks and stivers!

The village in which Marunga had dwelt was soon reached. It was, as they had been told by their new friends, a heap of still smouldering ashes; but it was not altogether destitute of signs of life. A dog was observed to slink away into the bush as they approached.

The moment Chimbolo observed it he darted into the bush after it.

Hallo! exclaimed Disco in surprise; that nigger seems to have took a sudden fancy to the cur?  Eh, Antonio, wots the reason of that, think ee?

Dunno; spose where dog be mans be?

Ah! or womans, suggested Disco.

Or womans, assented Antonio.

Just then they heard Chimbolos shout, which was instantly followed by a succession of female shrieks. These latter were repeated several times, and sounded as though the fugitives were scattering.

Hims find a nest of womins! exclaimed Jumbo, throwing down his load and dashing away into the bush.

Every individual of the party followed his example, not excepting Harold and Disco, the latter of whom was caught by the leg, the moment he left the track, by a wait-a-bit thorn  most appropriately so-called, because its powerful spikes are always ready to seize and detain the unwary passer-by. In the present instance it checked the seamans career for a few seconds, and rent his nether garments sadly; while Harold, profiting by his friends misfortune, leaped over the bush, and passed on. Disco quickly extricated himself, and followed.

They were not left far behind, and overtook their comrades just as they emerged on an open space, or glade, at the extremity of which a sight met their eyes that filled them with astonishment, for there a troop of women and one or two boys were seen walking towards them, with Chimbolo in front, having a child on his left shoulder, and performing a sort of insane war-dance round one of the women.

Hes catched her! exclaimed Disco, with excited looks, just as if Chimbolo had been angling unsuccessfully for a considerable time, and had hooked a stupendous fish at last.

And Disco was right. A few of the poor creatures who were so recently burnt out of their homes, and had lost most of those dearest to them, had ventured, as if drawn by an irresistible spell, to return with timid steps to the scene of their former happiness, but only to have their worst fears confirmed. Their homes, their protectors, their children, their hopes, all were gone at one fell swoop. Only one among them  one who, having managed to save her only child, had none to mourn over, and no one to hope to meet with  only one returned to a joyful meeting. We need scarcely say that this was Marunga.

The fact was instantly made plain to the travellers by the wild manner in which Chimbolo shouted her name, pointed to her, and danced round her, while he showed all his glistening teeth and as much of the whites of his eyes as was consistent with these members remaining in their orbits.

Really it was quite touching, in spite of its being ludicrous, the way in which the poor fellow poured forth his joy like a very child,  which he was in everything except years; and Harold could not help remembering, and recalling to Discos memory, Yoosoofs observations touching the hardness of negroes hearts, and their want of natural affection, on the morning when his dhow was captured by the boat of the Firefly.

The way in which, ever and anon, Chimbolo kissed his poor but now happy wife, was wondrously similar to the mode in which white men perform that little operation, except that there was more of an unrefined smack in it. The tears which would hop over his sable cheeks now and then sparkled to the full as brightly as European tears, and were perhaps somewhat bigger; and the pride with which he regarded his little son, holding him in both hands out at arms-length, was only excelled by the joy and the tremendous laugh with which he received a kick on the nose from that undutiful sons black little toes.

But Yoosoof never chanced to be present when such exhibitions of negro feeling and susceptibility took place. How could he, seeing that men and women and children  if black  fled from him, and such as he, in abject terror? Neither did Yoosoof ever chance to be present when women sat down beside their blackened hearths, as they did that night, and quietly wept as though their hearts would burst at the memory of little voices and manly tones  not silent in death, but worse than that  gone, gone for ever! Doubtless they felt though they never heard of, and could not in words express, the sentiment  

Oh for the touch of a vanished hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still.

Yoosoof knew not of, and cared nothing for, such feelings as these. We ask again, how could he? His only experience of the negro was when cowering before him as a slave, or when yelling in agony under his terrible lash, or when brutalised and rendered utterly apathetic by inhuman cruelty.

Harold learned, that night on further conversation with the Manganja men, that a raid had recently been made into those regions by more than one band of slavers, sent out to capture men and women by the Portuguese half-castes of the towns of Senna and Tette, on the Zambesi, and that they had been carrying the inhabitants out of the country at the rate of about two hundred a week.

This however was but a small speck, so to speak, of the mighty work of kidnapping human beings that was going on  that is still going on in those regions. Yoosoof would have smiled  he never laughed  if you had mentioned such a number as being large.

But in truth he cared nothing about such facts, except in so far as they represented a large amount of profit accrueing to himself.

The result of Harold Seadrifts cogitations on these matters was that he resolved to pass through as much of the land as he could within a reasonable time, and agreed to accompany Chimbolo on a visit to his tribe, which dwelt at some distance to the north of the Manganja highlands.




Chapter Nine.

In Which a Savage Chief Astonishes a Savage Animal.

There is something exceedingly pleasant in the act of watching  ourselves unseen  the proceedings of some one whose aims and ends appear to be very mysterious. There is such a wide field of speculation opened up in which to expatiate, such a vast amount of curious, we had almost said romantic, expectation created; all the more if the individual whom we observe be a savage, clothed in an unfamiliar and very scanty garb, and surrounded by scenery and circumstances which, albeit strange to us, are evidently by no means new to him.

Let us  you and me, reader,  quitting for a time the sad subject of slavery, and leaping, as we are privileged to do, far ahead of our explorers Harold Seadrift and his company, into the region of Central Africa; let you and me take up a position in a clump of trees by the banks of yonder stream, and watch the proceedings of that negro  negro chief let me say, for he looks like one,  who is engaged in some mysterious enterprise under the shade of a huge baobab tree.

The chief is a fine, stately, well-developed specimen of African manhood. He is clothed in black tights manufactured in natures loom, in addition to which he wears round his loins a small scrap of artificial cotton cloth. If an enthusiastic member of the Royal Academy were in search of a model which should combine the strength of Hercules with the grace of Apollo, he could not find a better than the man before us, for, you will observe, the more objectionable points about our ideal of the negro are not very prominent in him. His lips are not thicker than the lips of many a roast-beef-loving John Bull. His nose is not flat, and his heels do not protrude unnecessarily. True, his hair is woolly, but that is scarcely a blemish. It might almost be regarded as the crisp and curly hair that surrounds a manly skull. His skin is black  no doubt about that, but then it is intensely black and glossy, suggestive of black satin, and having no savour of that dirtiness which is inseparably connected with whitey-brown. Tribes in Africa differ materially in many respects, physically and mentally, just as do the various tribes of Europe.

This chief, as we have hinted, is a savage; that is to say, he differs in many habits and points from civilised people. Among other peculiarities, he clothes himself and his family in the fashion that is best suited to the warm climate in which he dwells. This display of wisdom is, as you know, somewhat rare among civilised people, as any one may perceive who observes how these over-clothe the upper parts of their children, and leave their tender little lower limbs exposed to the rigours of northern latitudes, while, as if to make up for this inconsistency by an inconsistent counterpoise, they swathe their own tough and mature limbs in thick flannel from head to foot.

It is however simple justice to civilised people to add here that a few of them, such as a portion of the Scottish Highlanders, are consistent inasmuch as the men clothe themselves similarly to the children.

Moreover, our chief, being a savage, takes daily a sufficient amount of fresh air and exercise, which nine-tenths of civilised men refrain from doing, on the economic and wise principle, apparently, that engrossing and unnatural devotion to the acquisition of wealth, fame, or knowledge, will enable them at last to spend a few paralytic years in the enjoyment of their gains. No doubt civilised people have the trifling little drawback of innumerable ills, to which they say (erroneously, we think) that flesh is heir, and for the cure of which much of their wealth is spent in supporting an army of doctors. Savages know nothing of indigestion, and in Central Africa they have no medical men.

There is yet another difference which we may point out: savages have no literature. They cannot read or write therefore, and have no permanent records of the deeds of their forefathers. Neither have they any religion worthy of the name. This is indeed a serious evil, one which civilised people of course deplore, yet, strange to say, one which consistency prevents some civilised people from remedying in the case of African savages, for it would be absurdly inconsistent in Arab Mohammedans to teach the negroes letters and the doctrines of their faith with one hand, while with the other they lashed them to death or dragged them into perpetual slavery; and it would be equally inconsistent in Portuguese Christians to teach the negroes to read Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them, while domestic slavery is, in their so-called African territories, claimed as a right and the traffic connected with it sanctioned.

Yes, there are many points of difference between civilised people and savages, and we think it right to point this out very clearly, good reader, because the man at whom you and I are looking just now is a savage.

Of course, being capable of reading this book, you are too old to require to be told that there is nothing of our nursery savage about him. That peculiar abortion was born and bred in the nursery, and dwells only there, and was never heard of beyond civilised lands  although something not unlike him, alas! may be seen here and there among the lanes and purlieus where our drunkards and profligates resort. No; our savage chief does not roar, or glare, or chatter, or devour his food in its blood like the giant of the famous Jack. He carries himself like a man, and a remarkably handsome man too, with his body firm and upright, and his head bent a little forward, with his eyes fixed on the ground, as if in meditation, while he walks along.

But a truce to digressive explanation. Let us follow him.

Reaching the banks of the river, he stops, and, standing in an attitude worthy of Apollo, though he is not aware that we are looking at him, gazes first up the stream and then down. This done, he looks across, after which he tries to penetrate the depths of the water with his eye.

As no visible result follows, he wisely gives up staring and wishing, and apparently resolves to attain his ends by action. Felling a small tree, about as thick as his thigh, with an iron hatchet he cuts off it a length of about six feet. Into one end of this he drives a sharp-pointed hard-wood spike, several inches long, and to the other end attaches a stout rope made of the fibrous husk of the cocoa-nut. The point of the spike he appears to anoint  probably a charm of some kind,  and then suspends the curious instrument over a forked stick at a considerable height from the ground, to which he fastens the other end of the rope. This done, he walks quietly away with an air of as much self-satisfaction as if he had just performed a generous deed.

Well, is that all? Nay, if that were all we should owe you a humble apology. Our chief, savage though he be, is not insane. He has an object in view  which is more than can be said of everybody.

He has not been long gone, an hour or two, when the smooth surface of the river is broken in several places, and out burst two or three heads of hippopotami. Although, according to Disco Lillihammer, the personification of ugliness, these creatures do not the less enjoy their existence. They roll about in the stream like puncheons, dive under one another playfully, sending huge waves to the banks on either side. They gape hideously with their tremendous jaws, which look as though they had been split much too far back in the head by a rude hatchet  the tops of all the teeth having apparently been lopped off by the same clumsy blow. They laugh too, with a demoniacal Ha! ha! ha! as if they rejoiced in their excessive plainness, and knew that we  you and I, reader  are regarding them with disgust, not unmingled with awe.

Presently one of the herd betakes himself to the land. He is tired of play, and means to feed. Grass appears to be his only food, and to procure this he must needs go back from the river a short way, his enormous lips, like an animated mowing-machine, cutting a track of short cropped grass as he waddles along.

The form of that part of the bank is such that he is at least inclined, if not constrained, to pass directly under the suspended beam. Ha! we understand the matter now. Most people do understand, when a thing becomes obviously plain. The hippopotamus wants grass for supper; the savage chief wants hippopotamus. Both set about arranging their plans for their respective ends. The hippopotamus passes close to the forked stick, and touches the cord which sustains it in air like the sword of Damocles. Down comes the beam, driving the spike deep into his back. A cry follows, something between a grunt, a squeak, and a yell, and the wounded animal falls, rolls over, jumps up, with unexpected agility for such a sluggish, unwieldy creature, and rumbles, rushes, rolls, and stumbles back into the river, where his relatives take to flight in mortal terror. The unfortunate beast might perhaps recover from the wound, were it not that the spike has been tipped with poison. The result is that he dies in about an hour. Not long afterwards the chief returns with a band of his followers, who, being experts in the use of the knife and hatchet, soon make mince-meat of their game  laden with which they return in triumph to their homes.

Let us follow them thither.




Chapter Ten.

Describes African Domesticity, and Many Other Things Relative Thereto, Besides Showing that Alarms and Flights, Surprises and Feasts, are not Confined to Particular Places.

When our negro chief  whose name, by the way, was Kambira  left the banks of the river, followed by his men bearing the hippopotamus-flesh, he set off at a swinging pace, like to a man who has a considerable walk before him.

The country through which they passed was not only well wooded, but well watered by numerous rivulets. Their path for some distance tended upwards towards the hills, now crossing over mounds, anon skirting the base of precipitous rocks, and elsewhere dipping down into hollows; but although thus serpentine in its course, its upward tendency never varied until it led them to the highest parts of a ridge from which a magnificent prospect was had of hill and dale, lake, rivulet and river, extending so far that the distant scenery at the horizon appeared of a thin pearly-grey colour, and of the same consistency as the clouds with which it mingled.

Passing over this ridge, and descending into a wide valley which was fertilised and beautified by a moderately-sized rivulet, Kambira led his followers towards a hamlet which lay close to the stream, nestled in a woody hollow, and, like all other Manganja villages, was surrounded by an impenetrable hedge of poisonous euphorbia  a tree which casts a deep shade, and renders it difficult for bowmen to aim at the people inside.

In the immediate vicinity of the village the land was laid out in little gardens and fields, and in these the people  men, women, and children,  were busily engaged in hoeing the ground, weeding, planting, or gathering the fruits of their labour.

These same fruits were plentiful, and the people sang with joy as they worked. There were large crops of maize, millet beans, and ground-nuts; also patches of yams, rice, pumpkins, cucumbers, cassava, sweet potatoes, tobacco, cotton, and hemp, which last is also called bang, and is smoked by the natives as a species of tobacco.

It was a pleasant sight for Kambira and his men to look upon, as they rested for a few minutes on the brow of a knoll near a thicket of bramble bushes, and gazed down upon their home. Doubtless they thought so, for their eyes glistened, so also did their teeth when they smilingly commented on the scene before them. They did not, indeed, become enthusiastic about scenery, nor did they refer to the picturesque grouping of huts and trees, or make any allusion whatever to light and shade; no, their thoughts were centred on far higher objects than these. They talked of wives and children, and hippopotamus-flesh; and their countenances glowed  although they were not white  and their strong hearts beat hard against their ribs  although they were not clothed, and their souls (for we repudiate Yoosoofs opinion that they had none), their souls appeared to take quiet but powerful interest in their belongings.

It was pleasant also, for Kambira and his men to listen to the sounds that floated up from the valley,  sweeter far than the sweetest strains of Mozart or Mendelssohn,  the singing of the workers in the fields and gardens, mellowed by distance into a soft humming tone; and the hearty laughter that burst occasionally from men seated at work on bows, arrows, fishing-nets, and such-like gear, on a flat green spot under the shade of a huge banyan-tree, which, besides being the village workshop, was the village reception-hall, where strangers were entertained on arriving,  also the village green, where the people assembled to dance, and sing, and smoke bang, to which last they were much addicted, and to drink beer made by themselves, of which they were remarkably fond, and by means of which they sometimes got drunk;  in all which matters the intelligent reader will not fail to observe that they bore a marked resemblance to many of the civilised European nations, except, perhaps, in their greater freedom of action, lightness of costume, and colour of skin.

The merry voices of children, too, were heard, and their active little black bodies were seen, while they engaged in the play of savages  though not necessarily in savage play. Some romped, ran after each other, caught each other, tickled each other, occasionally whacked each other  just as our own little ones do. Others played at games, of which the skipping-rope was a decided favourite among the girls, but the play of most of the older children consisted in imitating the serious work of their parents. The girls built little huts, hoed little gardens, made small pots of clay, pounded imaginary corn in miniature mortars, cooked it over ideal fires, and crammed it down the throats of imitation babies; while the boys performed deeds of chivalric daring with reed spears, small shields, and tiny bows and arrows, or amused themselves in making cattle-pens, and in sculpturing cows and crocodiles. Human nature, in short, was powerfully developed, without anything particular to suggest the idea of savage life, or to justify the opinion of Arabs and half-caste Portuguese that black men are all cattle.

The scene wanted only the spire of a village church and the tinkle of a Sabbath bell to make it perfect.

But there was a tinkle among the other sounds, not unlike a bell which would have sounded marvellously familiar to English ears had they been listening. This was the ringing of the anvil of the village blacksmith. Yes, savage though they were, these natives had a blacksmith who wrought in iron, almost as deftly, and to the full as vigorously, as any British son of Vulcan. The Manganja people are an industrious race. Besides cultivating the soil extensively, they dig iron-ore out of the hills, and each village has its smelting-house, its charcoal-burners, its forge with a pair of goatskin bellows, and its blacksmith  we might appropriately say, its very blacksmith! Whether the latter would of necessity, and as a matter of course, sing bass in church if the land were civilised enough to possess a church, remains to be seen! At the time we write of he merely hummed to the sound of the hammer, and forged hoes, axes, spears, needles, arrow-heads, bracelets, armlets, necklets, and anklets, with surprising dexterity.

Pity that he could not forge a chain which would for ever restrain the murderous hands of the Arabs and half-caste Portuguese, who, for ages, have blighted his land with their pestilential presence!

After contemplating the picture for a time, Kambira descended the winding path that led to the village. He had not proceeded far when one of the smallest of the children  a creature so rotund that his body and limbs were a series of circles and ovals, and so black that it seemed an absurdity even to think of casting a shadow on him  espied the advancing party, uttered a shrill cry of delight, and ran towards them.

His example was followed by a dozen others, who, being larger, outran him, and, performing a war-dance round the men, possessed themselves, by amicable theft, of pieces of raw meat with which they hastened back to the village. The original discoverer of the party, however, had other ends in view. He toddled straight up to Kambira with the outstretched arms of a child who knows he will be welcomed.

Kambira was not demonstrative, but he was hearty. Taking the little ball of black butter by the arms, he whirled him over his head, and placed him on his broad shoulders, with a fat leg on each side of his neck, and left him there to look after himself. This the youngster did by locking his feet together under the mans chin, and fastening his fat fingers in his woolly hair, in which position he bore some resemblance to an enormous chignon.

Thus was he borne crowing to the chiefs hut, from the door of which a very stout elderly woman came out to receive them.

There was no one else in the hut to welcome them, but Yohama, as the chief styled her, was sufficient; she was what some people call good company. She bustled about making preparations for a feast, with a degree of activity that was quite surprising in one so fat  so very fat  asking questions the while with much volubility, making remarks to the child, criticising the hippopotamus-meat, or commenting on things in general.

Meanwhile Kambira seated himself in a corner and prepared to refresh himself with a pipe of bang in the most natural and civilised fashion imaginable; and young Obo  for so Yohama called him  entered upon a series of gymnastic exercises with his father  for such Kambira was  which partook of the playfulness of the kitten, mingled with the eccentricity and mischief of the monkey.

It would have done you good, reader, if you possess a spark of sympathy, to have watched these two as they played together. The way in which Obo assaulted his father, on whose visage mild benignity was enthroned, would have surprised you. Kambira was a remarkably grave, quiet and reserved man, but that was a matter of no moment to Obo, who threatened him in front, skirmished in his rear, charged him on the right flank with a reed spear, shelled him on the left with sweet potatoes, and otherwise harassed him with amazing perseverance and ingenuity.

To this the enemy paid no further attention than lay in thrusting out an elbow and raising a knee, to check an unusually fierce attack, or in giving Obo a pat on the back when he came within reach, or sending a puff of smoke in his face, as if to taunt and encourage him to attempt further deeds of daring.

While this was going on in the chiefs hut, active culinary preparations were progressing all over the village  the women forsook their hoes and grinding-mortars, and the looms on which they had been weaving cotton cloth, the men laid down various implements of industry, and, long ere the sun began to descend in the west, the entire tribe was feasting with all the gusto, and twenty times the appetite, of aldermen.

During the progress of the feast a remarkably small, wiry old negro, entertained the chief and his party with a song, accompanying himself the while on a violin  not a European fiddle, by any means, but a native production  with something like a small keg, covered with goatskin, for a body, a longish handle, and one string which was played with a bow by the Spider. Never having heard his name, we give him one in accordance with his aspect.

Talk of European fiddlers! No Paganini, or any other nini that ever astonished the Goths and Vandals of the north, could hold a candle  we had almost said a fiddle  to this sable descendant of Ham, who, squatted on his hams in the midst of an admiring circle, drew forth sounds from his solitary string that were more than exquisite,  they were excruciating.

The song appeared to be improvised, for it referred to objects around, as well as to things past, present, and to come; among others, to the fact that slave parties attacked villages and carried off the inhabitants.

At such points the minstrels voice became low and thrilling, while his audience grew suddenly earnest, opened their eyes, frowned, and showed their teeth; but as soon as the subject was changed the feeling seemed to die away. It was only old memories that had been awakened, for no slavers had passed through their country for some time past, though rumours of an attack on a not very distant tribe had recently reached and greatly alarmed them.

Thus they passed the afternoon, and when the cool of the evening drew on a dance was proposed, seconded, and carried unanimously.

They were about to begin when a man was seen running down the path leading to the village at a speed which proved him to be the bearer of tidings. In a few minutes he burst into the midst of them with glaring eyeballs and labouring chest  for he had run fast, though not far, and told his news in rapid short sentences  to the effect that a band of slavers, led by Portuguese, were on their way to the valley, within a mile or so of it, even while he spoke; that he thought the leader was Marizano; and that they were armed with the loud-sounding guns!

The consternation consequent on this news was universal, and there was good ground for it, because Marizano was a well-known monster of cruelty, and his guns had rendered him invincible hitherto, wherever he went, the native spear and bow being utterly useless in the hands of men who, however courageous, were shot down before they could come within arrow-range of their enemies.

It is the custom of the slave-dealers, on going into the interior for the purpose of procuring slaves, to offer to buy them from such tribes as are disposed to sell. This most of the tribes are willing to do. Fathers do not indeed, sell their own children, or husbands their wives, from preference, but chiefs and head-men are by no means loath to get rid of their criminals in this way  their bad stock, as it were, of black ivory. They also sell orphans and other defenceless ones of their tribes, the usual rate of charge being about two or three yards of calico for a man, woman, or child.

But the Arab slave-dealer sometimes finds it difficult to procure enough of cattle in this way to make up a band sufficiently large to start with for the coast because he is certain to lose four out of every five, at the lowest estimate, on his journey down. The drove, therefore, must be large. In order to provide it he sends out parties to buy where they can, and to steal when they have the chance. Meanwhile he takes up his quarters near some tribe, and sets about deliberately to produce war. He rubs up old sores, foments existing quarrels, lends guns and ammunition, suggests causes of dispute, and finally gets two tribes to fight. Of course many are slaughtered, fearful barbarities and excesses are committed, fields are laid waste and villages are burnt, but this is a matter of no consequence to our Arab. Prisoners are sure to be taken, and he buys the prisoners; for the rest,  there are plenty of natives in Africa!

When all else fails, not being very particular, he sends off a party under some thorough-going scoundrel, well-armed, and with instructions to attack and capture wherever they go.

No wonder, then, that the rumoured approach of Marizano and his men caused the utmost alarm in Kambiras village, and that the women and children were ordered to fly to the bush without delay. This they required no second bidding to do, but, oh! it was a sad sight to see them do it. The younger women ran actively, carrying the infants and leading the smaller children by the hands, and soon disappeared; but it was otherwise with the old people. These, men and women, bowed with age, and tottering as much from terror as decrepitude, hobbled along, panting as they went, and stumbling over every trifling obstruction in their path, being sometimes obliged to stop and rest, though death might be the consequence; and among these there were a few stray little creatures barely able to toddle, who had probably been forgotten or forsaken by their mothers in the panic, yet were of sufficient age to be aware, in their own feeble way, that danger of some sort was behind them, and that safety lay before. By degrees all  young and old, strong and feeble  gained the shelter of the bush, and Kambira was left with a handful of resolute warriors to check the invaders and defend his home.

Well was it at that time for Kambira and his men that the approaching band was not Marizano and his robbers.

When the head of the supposed enemys column appeared on the brow of the adjacent hill, the Manganja chief fitted an arrow to his bow, and, retiring behind a hut, as also did his followers, resolved that Marizano should forfeit his life even though his own should be the penalty. Very bitter were his thoughts, for his tribe had suffered from that villain at a former period, and he longed to rid the land of him.

As he thought thus he looked at his followers with an expression of doubt for he knew too well that the Manganja were not a warlike tribe, and feared that the few who remained with him might forsake him in the hour of need. Indeed, much of his own well-known courage was to be attributed to the fact, that his mother had belonged to a family more or less nearly connected with the Ajawa, who are very warlike  too much so, in truth, for it is they who, to a large extent are made use of by the slave-dealers to carry on war with the neighbouring tribes. Kambiras men, however, looked resolute, though very grave.

While he was thus meditating vengeance, he observed that one of the approaching band advanced alone without arms, and making signs of peace. This surprised him a little, but dreading treachery, he kept under the shelter of a hut until the stranger was close to the village; then, observing that the party on the hill had laid down their arms and seated themselves on the grass, he advanced, still, however, retaining his weapons.

The stranger was a little man, and appeared timid, but seeing that the chief evidently meant no mischief, and knowing that the guns of his friends had him within range, he drew near.

Where come you from? demanded Kambira.

To this Antonio  for it was he  replied that his party came from the coast; that they wanted to pass through the land to see it, and to find out what it produced and what its people had to sell; that it was led by two Englishmen, who belonged to a nation that detested slavery  the same nation that sent out Dr Livingstone, who, as everybody knew, had passed through that land some years before. They were also, he said, countrymen of the men of God who had come out to teach the Manganja the Truth, who had helped them in their troubles, delivered them from the slave-traders, and some of whom had died in their land. He added that there were Manganja men and women in their company.

The men of God to whom Antonio referred, and to whom he had been expressly told by Harold Seadrift to refer, were those devoted missionaries mentioned in a previous chapter, who, under the leadership of the amiable and true-hearted Bishop Mackenzie, established a mission among these very Manganja hills in the year 1861. By a rare combination of Christian love and manly courage under very peculiar circumstances, they acquired extraordinary power and influence over the natives in the space of a few months, and laid the foundation of what might have been  perhaps may yet be  true Christianity in Central Africa. But the country was unhappily involved at the time in one of the wars created by the Portuguese and Arab slave-traders. The region was almost depopulated by man-stealers, and by the famine that resulted from the culture of the land having been neglected during the panic. The good bishop and several of his devoted band sank under the combined effects of climate and anxiety, and died there, while the enfeebled remnant were compelled, sorrowfully, to quit the field, to the deep regret of the surviving Manganja. (The Story of the Universities Mission to Central Africa, by the Reverend Henry Rowley.  We can heartily recommend this to the young  ay, and to the old  as being, next to the Adventures of Williams in the South Seas, one of the most interesting records of missionary enterprise that we ever read.)

When, therefore, Antonio mentioned Bishop Mackenzie and Dr Livingstone, a gleam of intelligent interest lit up Kambiras swarthy countenance, and he was about to speak, but suddenly checked himself, and a stern frown chased the gleam away.

The Manganja, he said, after a few moments silence, during which poor Antonio eyed him with some distrust, know well that these men of God were not of the same country as the Arab and the Portuguese; that they hated slavery and loved the Manganja, and that the graves of some of them are with us now; but we know also that some white men are great liars. How am I to make sure that your leaders are English? Why did you not bring down the Manganja men and women you say are with you?

The women were footsore, and fell behind with their men, answered Antonio, and we thought it best not to wait for them.

Go, rejoined Kambira, waving his hand; if you be true men let the Englishmen come to me, and also the Manganja, without guns, then I will believe you.  Go.

The peremptory manner in which this was said left no room for reply. Antonio therefore returned to his friends, and the chief to his cover.

On consultation and consideration it was agreed that Kambiras advice should be acted on, For, said Disco, removing the pipe with which he had been solacing himself during Antonios absence, we can plant our fellers on the knoll here with a blunderbuss each, and arrange a signal so that, if there should be anything like foul play, wed have nothin to do but hold aloft a kercher or suthin o that sort, an theyd pour a broadside into em afore they could wink  dee see?

Not quite clearly, replied Harold, smiling, because some of our fellows cant take an aim at all, much less a good one, so theyd be as likely to shoot us as them.

Disco pondered this a little, and shook his head, then shook the ashes out of his pipe, and said that on the whole he was willing to risk it  that they could not expect to travel through Afriky without risking summat.

As Chimbolo with his wife and the rest of the party came up at that moment the case was put before him. He at once advised compliance with Kambiras request saying that the presence of himself and his friends would be quite sufficient to put the chiefs mind at rest.

In a few minutes the plan was carried out and Kambira satisfied of the good faith of his visitors. Nevertheless he did not at once throw open his arms to them. He stood upon his dignity; asked them a good many questions, and answered a good many more, addressing himself always to Antonio as the spokesman, it being a point of etiquette not to address the principal of the party. Then, presents were exchanged, in the management of which a considerable time was spent. One of the warriors having in the meantime been despatched to recall the fugitives, these began to pour out of the woods, the frail old people and forsaken toddlers being the last to return, as they had been the last to fly.

After this, fires were kindled, fowls were chased, caught, slain, plucked, roasted, and boiled; hippopotamus-flesh was produced, the strangers were invited to make themselves at home, which they very soon did. Beer and bang were introduced; the celebrated fiddler was reinstated, the dance, which had been so long delayed, was at last fairly begun, and, as if to make the picture perfect and felicity complete, the moon came out from behind a thick cloud, and clothed the valley with a flood of silver light.




Chapter Eleven.

Reveals Discos Opinions about Savages, and the Savages Opinions of Disco, and Other Weighty Matters.

As two or three of Harolds people were not very well just at that time, he resolved to remain at Kambiras village for a few days to give them rest, and afterwards to push on to the country of his friend Chimbolo.

This arrangement he came to the more readily that he was short of provisions, and Kambira told him that a particular part of the country near the shores of a lake not far distant abounded with game of all sorts.

To Disco Lillihammer he explained his plans next day, while that worthy, seated under the shade of a banyan-tree, was busily engaged with what he styled his mornin dooties  namely, the filling and smoking of his cutty-pipe.

You see, Disco, he said, it wont do to knock up the men with continuous travel, therefore I shall give them a spell of rest here. Kambira tells me that there is plenty of game, large and small, to be had not far off, so that we shall be able to replenish our stock of meat and perchance give the niggers a feast such as they have not been accustomed to of late, for it is not too much to expect that our rifles will do more execution, at all events among lions and elephants, than native spears. Besides, I wish to see something of the people, who, being what we may call pure out-and-out savages

Savages! interrupted Disco, removing his pipe, and pointing with the stem of it to the village on an eminence at the outskirts of which they were seated; dee call them folk savages?

Harold looked at the scene before him, and paused for a few moments; and well he might, for not fifty yards off the blacksmith was plying his work energetically, while a lad sat literally between a pair of native bellows, one of which he blew with his left hand, the other with his right and, beyond these, groups of men and women wrought at their primitive looms or tilled their vegetable gardens and patches of land.

Savages! repeated Disco, still pointing to the village with the stem of his pipe, and gazing earnestly at his companion, humph!

It is probable that Disco might have said more, but he was an accurate judge of the precise moment when a pipe is about to go out, and delay will prove fatal. He therefore applied himself diligently to suck and cherish the dying spark. Having revived its powers to such an extent that clouds enveloped his visage, and his nose, being red, loomed luridly through them, he removed the pipe, and again said, Humph! They aint a bit more savages, sir, than you or me is.

Perhaps not, replied Harold. To say truth, it would be difficult to point out any peculiarity that justifies the name, except the fact that they wear very little clothing, and neither go to school nor church.

They wears no clothin, rejoined Disco, cause they dont need for to do so; an they dont go to church or school, cause they haint got none to go to  that same bein not the fault o the niggers, but o them as knows better.

Theres truth in what you say, Disco, returned Harold, with a smile, but come, you must admit that there is something savage in the custom they have of wearing these hideous lip-rings.

The custom to which he referred is one which prevails among several of the tribes of Africa, and is indeed so utterly hideous and outrageous that we should be justified in refusing to believe it, were we not assured of the fact by Dr Livingstone and other missionaries and travellers of unquestionable integrity. The ring is worn in the upper lip, not hanging from it but fitted into a hole in it in such a manner as to thrust the lip straight and far out from the face. As the ring is about the size of an ordinary napkin-ring, it may be easily believed, that time is required for the formation of the deformity. At an early age the middle of the upper lip of a girl is pierced close to the nose, and a small pin introduced to prevent the hole closing up. After it is healed the pin is taken out and a larger one forced into its place, and so for weeks, months, and years the process of increasing the size of the lip goes on, until a ring of two inches in diameter can be introduced. Nearly all the women in these parts use this ring, or, as it is called, pelele. Some make them of bamboo, others of ivory or tin. When a wearer of the pelele smiles, the action of the cheek muscles draws the lip tight which has the effect of raising the ring towards the eyebrows, so that the nose is seen in the middle of it, and the teeth are exposed, a revelation which shows that the latter have been chipped to sharp points so as to resemble the teeth of a cat or crocodile.

No doubt, said Disco, in reply to Harolds remark, the lip-rings are uncommon ugly, but the principle o the thing, sir, thats were it is, the principle aint no wuss than ear-rings. The savages, as we calls em, bores holes in their lips an sticks rings into em. The civilised folk, as we calls ourselves, bores holes in their ears an sticks rings into em. Weres the difference? thats wot I want to know.

Theres not much difference in principle, said Harold, laughing, but there is a great difference in appearance. Ear-rings hang gracefully; lip-rings stick out horribly.

Hm! it appears to me that thats a matter o taste, now. Howsoever, I do admit that lip-rings is wuss than ear-rings; moreover it must make kissin somewhat difficult, not to say onpleasant, but, as I said before, so I says again, Its all in the principle were it lies. Wy, look here, sir,  savages, as we call em, wear brass rings round their necks, our women wear gold and brass chains. The savages wear anklets, we wear bracelets. They have no end o rings on their toes, we have em on our fingers. Some savages shave their heads, some of us shaves our faces. Their women are raither given to clothin which is too short and too narrer, ours come out in toggery far too wide, and so long sometimes, that a feller darent come within a fathom of em astarn without runnin the risk o trampin on, an carrying away some o the canvas. The savage women frizzes out their hair into most fantastical shapes, till the very monkeys has to hold their sides sittin in the trees larfin at em  and wot do we do in regard to that? Wy, some of our women puts on a mixture o hairy pads, an combs, an pins, an ribbons, an flowers, in a bundle about twice the size o their heads, all jumbled together in such a way as to defy description; an if the monkeys was to see them, theyd go off into such fits that theyd bust altogether an the race would become extinct in Afriky. No, sir; its my opinion that there aint no such thing as savages  or, if you choose to put it the tother way, were all savages together.

Disco uttered the last part of his speech with intense energy, winding it up with the usual slap on the thigh, delivered with unusual fervour, and then, becoming aware that the vital spark of the cutty had all but fled, he applied himself to its resuscitation, in which occupation he found relief to his feelings, and himself formed a brilliant illustration of his remarks on savage customs.

Harold admitted that there was much truth in what he said, but rather inclined to the opinion that of the two sets of savages the uncivilised were, if anything, the wildest. Disco however, contrary to his usual habits, had nailed his colours to the mast on that point and could not haul them down. Meanwhile Harolds opinion was to some extent justified by the appearance of a young man, who, issuing from the jungle close at hand, advanced towards them.

Most of the men at the village displayed a good deal of pride, if not taste, in the arrangement of their hair. Some wore it long and twisted into a coil which hung down their backs; others trained and stiffened it in such a way that it took the form of buffalo horns, while some allowed it to hang over the shoulders in large masses, and many shaved it either entirely, or partially in definite patterns. But the young dandy who now approached outdid all others, for he had twisted his hair into innumerable little tails, which, being stiffened by fillets of the inner bark of a tree, stuck straight out and radiated from the head in all directions. His costume otherwise was simple enough, consisting merely of a small kilt of white calico. He was accompanied by Antonio.

Weve be come from Kambira, said the interpreter, to tell you for come to feast.

All right, said Disco, rising; always ready for wittles if you only gives us an hour or two between times.  I say, Tony, (he had by that time reduced the interpreters name to this extent), ask this feller what he means by makin sitch a guy of hisself.

Hims say it look well, said Antonio, with a broad grin.

Looks well  eh? and ask him why the women wear that abominable pelele.

When this question was put to the black dandy, he looked at Disco evidently in surprise at his stupidity. Because it is the fashion, he said.

They wear it for beauty, to be sure! Men have beards and whiskers; women have none, and what kind of creature would woman be without whiskers, and without a pelele? She would have a mouth like a man, and no beard!

The bare idea of such a state of things tickled the dandy so much that he went into roars of laughter, insomuch that all the radiating tails of his head quivered again. The effect of laughter and tails together was irresistible. Harold, Disco, and Antonio laughed in sympathy, till the tears ran down their cheeks, and then returned to the village where Kambira and his chief men awaited them.

While enjoying the feast prepared for them, Harold communicated his intentions and desires to the chief, who was delighted at the prospect of having such powerful allies on a hunting expedition.

The playful Obo meanwhile was clambering over his fathers person like a black monkey. He appeared to be particularly fond of his father, and as love begets love, it is not surprising that Kambira was excessively fond of Obo. But Obo, becoming obstreperous, received an amicable punch from his father, which sent him headlong into a basket of boiled hippopotamus. He gave a wild howl of alarm as Disco snatched him out of the dish, dripping with fat, and set him on his knee.

There, there, dont blubber, said the seaman, tenderly wiping off the fat while the natives, including Kambira, exploded with laughter. You aint burnt, are you?

As Obo could not reply, Disco put his finger into the gravy from which the urchin had been rescued, and satisfied himself that it was not hot enough to have done the child injury. This was also rendered apparent by his suddenly ceasing to cry, struggling off Discos knee, and renewing his assaults on his easy-going father.

Accepting an egg which was offered him by Yohama, Harold broke it, and entered into conversation with Kambira through the medium of Antonio.

Is your boys mother a  Hollo! theres a chick in this egg, he exclaimed, throwing the offensive morsel into the fire.

Jumbo, who sat near the place where it fell, snatched it up, grinned, and putting it into his cavernous mouth, swallowed it.

Dems betterer wid chickies, he said, resuming his gravity and his knife and fingers,  forks being held by him in light esteem.

Ask him, Antonio, if Obos mother is alive, said Harold, trying another egg, which proved to be in better condition.

The interpreter, instead of putting the question without comment, as was his wont, shook his head, looked mysterious, and whispered No better ask dat. Hims lost hims wife. The slave-hunters cotch her some time ago, and carry her off when hims away hunting. Hims awful mad, worser dan mad elerphint when hims speak to bout her.

Harold of course dropped the subject at once, after remarking that he supposed Yohama was the childs grandmother.

Yis, said Antonio; she be Kambiras moder, an Obos granmoder  bof at once.

This fact was, we may almost say, self-evident for Obos attentions and favours were distributed exclusively between Yohama and Kambira, though the latter had unquestionably the larger share.

During the course of the feast, beer was served round by the little man who had performed so deftly on the violin the previous evening.

Drink, said Kambira hospitably; I am glad to see my white brothers here; drink, it will warm your hearts.

Ay, an it wont make us drunk, said Disco, destroying Jumbos peace of mind by winking and making a face at him as he raised the calabash to his lips. Heres long life to you, Kambira, an death to slavery.

There can be no doubt that the chief and his retainers would have heartily applauded that sentiment if they had understood it, but at the moment Antonio was too deeply engaged with another calabash to take the trouble to translate it.

The beer, which was pink, and as thick as gruel, was indeed too weak to produce intoxication unless taken in very large quantities; nevertheless many of the men were so fond of it that they sometimes succeeded in taking enough to bring them to the condition which we style fuddled. But at that time the particular brew was nearly exhausted, so that temperance was happily the order of the day.

Having no hops in those regions, they are unable to prevent fermentation, and are therefore obliged to drink up a whole brewing as quickly as possible after it is made.

Man, why dont ye wash yer face? said Disco to the little fiddler as he replenished his calabash; its awful dirty.

Jumbo laughed, of course, and the small musician, not understanding what was said, followed suit out of sympathy.

Wash hims face! cried Antonio, laughing, him would as soon cut off hims head. Manganja nevair wash. Ah me! You laugh if you hear de womans ask me yesterday Why you wash? dey say, our men nevair do. Ho! ho! dey looks like it too.

Im sure that cannot be said of Kambira or any of his chief men, said Harold.

Perhaps not, retorted Antonio, but some of um nevair wash. Once pon a time one man of dis tribe foller a party me was with. Not go way for all we tell um. We said we shoot um. No matter, hims foller still. At last we say, You scounrel, we wash you! Ho! how hims run! Jist like zebra wid lion at ums tail. Nevair see um after dat  nevair more!

Wot a most monstrous ugly feller that is sittin opposite Kambira, on the other side o the fire  the feller with the half-shaved head, said Disco in an undertone to Harold during a temporary pause in eating.

A well-made man, however, replied Harold. I say, Disco, he added, with a peculiar smile, you think yourself rather a good-looking fellow, dont you, now?

The worthy seaman, who was indeed an exceptionally good-looking tar, modestly replied Well now, as you have put it so plump I dont mind if I do confess that Ive had some wild suspicions o that sort now and then.

Then you may dismiss your suspicions now, for I can assure you that you are regarded in this land as a very monster of ugliness, said Harold, laughing.

In the estimation of niggers your garments are hideous; your legs they think elephantine, your red beard frightful, and your blue eyes savage  savage! think of that.

Well, well, retorted Disco, your own eyes are as blue as mine, an I dont suppose the niggers think more of a yaller beard than a red one.

Too true, Disco; we are both ill-favoured fellows here, whatever we may be elsewhere; however, as we dont intend to take Manganja wives it wont matter much. But what think you of our plan, now that Kambira is ready to fall in with it?

It seems a good one. When do we start?

To-morrow, said Harold.

Wery good, replied Disco, Im agreeable.

The morrow came, and with the early light all the people turned out to witness the departure of the hunters. Scouts had been previously sent out in all directions to make sure that no enemies or slave-traders were at that time in their immediate neighbourhood, and a strong force of the best warriors was left to guard the village.

Of Harolds band, two half-castes, José and Oliveira, volunteered to stay in camp with the guard, and two, Songolo and Mabruki, the freemen of Quillimane, remained in the village to recruit their health, which had failed. Chimbolo likewise remained, the wounds on his back not having healed sufficiently to admit of the hard labour of hunting. All the rest accompanied the hunters, and of these the three Makololo men, Jumbo, Zombo, and Masiko, were incomparably the best and bravest. Of course the volatile Antonio also went, being indispensable.

On setting out  each man with his sleeping-mat on his back and his little wooden pillow hung at his neck,  there was a great deal of shouting and ho-ho-ing and well-wishing on the part of those who remained behind, but above all the noise there arose a shrill cry of intense and agonising despair. This proceeded from the small windpipe of little Obo, who had not until the last moment made the appalling discovery that Kambira was going away without him!

There was something very touching in the cry of the urchin, and something which brought vividly to the minds of the Englishmen the infantine community of their own land. There was the same sudden gaze of horror on realising the true position of affairs,  the same sharp shriek and frantic struggle to escape from the grasp of those who held him back from following his father,  the same loud cry of agony on finding that his efforts were vain, and then, the wide-open mouth, the close-shut eyes, and the awful, prolonged silence  suggestive of fits  that betokens the concentration of mind, heart, and lungs into that tremendous roar of unutterable significance which appears to be the safety-valve of the human family, black and white, at that tender period of life.

Poor Obo! his sobs continued to burst out with steam-engine power, and his eyes to pour cataracts of tears into Yohamas sympathetic bosom, long after the hunting party had left the hills behind them, and advanced into the almost impenetrable jungles of the low grounds.




Chapter Twelve.

Describes a Hunting Expedition which was both Exciting and Successful.

Down by the reedy margin of a pretty large lake  where wild-fowl innumerable made the air vocal with their cries by day, and frogs, in numbers inconceivable, chirped and croaked a lullaby to men who slept, and a symphony to beasts that howled and growled and prowled at night in bush and brake  Kambira pitched his camp.

He did not indeed, select the moist level of the fever-breeding marshes, but he chose for his temporary habitation the dry summit of a wooded hill which overlooked the lake.

Here the natives of the neighbourhood said that elephants had been lately seen, and buffaloes, zebras, etcetera, were at all times numerous.

After two long days march they had reached the spot, and encamped late in the evening. Next morning early the business of the expedition began. Various parties of natives, armed with bows and arrows and spears, were sent out in different directions, but the principal band was composed of Kambira and his chief men, with Harold and his party.

They did not go far before game was found. Guinea-fowl were numerous, and those who were aimed with bows soon procured a goodly supply of these, but our travellers did not waste their energies or powder on such small game. Besides these, monkeys peeped inquisitively at the hunters from among the trees, and myriads of turtle-doves were seen in the covers. As they advanced, wild pigs, elands, waterbucks, koodoos, and other creatures, were seen in herds, and the natives dropped off, or turned aside in pursuit of these, so that ere long the band remaining with Kambira was reduced to about forty men.

Coming to a small river in which were a number of deep pools and shallows, they saw several hippopotami lying asleep, their bodies nearly all out of the water, appearing like masses of black rock in the stream. But at the same place they discovered fresh traces of elephants and buffaloes, therefore the hippopotami were left unmolested, save that Harold sent a bullet amongst them, partly to let the natives hear the report of his gun, and partly to see how the animals would take it.

They all started to their feet at once, and stared around them with looks of stolid surprise that were almost equal to the looks of the natives, to whom fire-arms were little known, except by report. Another shot sent the whole herd with a heavy plunge into deep water.

Its a queer country, observed Disco when they had resumed their march. Just look at them there lizards with red and blue tails running about among the rocks an eatin up the white ants like one oclock.

Disco might have said like twelve oclock, if numbers would have added to the force of his remark, for the little creatures referred to were miraculously active in pursuit of their food.

But I spose, continued Disco, the niggers would think our country a queerer place than this.

Undoubtedly they would, replied Harold; just fancy what would be the feelings of Kambira if he were suddenly transported into the heart of London.

Hallo! exclaimed Disco, stopping suddenly and pointing to one of the men in advance, who had crouched and made signals to his friends to halt, breakers ahead  eh?

More likely buffaloes, whispered Harold, as he cocked his rifle and advanced quickly with Kambira, who carried a short spear or javelin.

On reaching an opening in the bushes, a small herd of zebras was observed not much more than a hundred yards in advance.

Will the white mans gun kill so far? asked the chief, turning to Antonio.

The interpreter made no reply, but pointed to Harold, who was in the act of taking aim. The loud report was followed by the fall of the nearest zebra. Disco also fired and wounded another, which bounded away in wild alarm with its fellows.

The natives yelled with delight, and Disco cheered in sympathy.

Youve hit him, said Harold, as he reloaded.

Ay, but I hant disabled him. Better luck next time. I think I took him somewhere on the port bow.

If by that you mean the left shoulder, returned Harold, with a laugh, its likely he wont run far. What does Kambira think of the white mans gun? he added, turning round.

The tall chief nodded approvingly, and said, with a grave countenance Good, good; it is good  better than this, shaking his short spear.

At that moment a small antelope, which had been startled and put to flight by some of the other bands of hunters, came crashing wildly towards them, ignorant of the enemy in its front until within about thirty yards. It turned at a sharp angle and plunged into the jungle, but the spear which Kambira had shaken whizzed though the air and pierced its heart before it had time to disappear.

A splendid heave! cried Disco, with enthusiasm; why, man alive, youd make yer fortin as a harpooner if ye was to go to the whale-fishin.  Hallo! theres somethin else; wy, the place is swarmin. Its for all the world like a zoological gardings let loose.

As he spoke, the hoofs of a herd of ponderous animals were heard, but the rank grass and underwood concealed them entirely from view. The whole party rushed to the nearest opening, and were just in time to see the tail of an irate buffalo make a magnificent flourish in the air as its owner plunged into cover.

There was no further attempt at conversation after this. The near presence of large game was too exciting, so that merely a word of advice, direction, or inquiry, passed as the party advanced rapidly  one or two of the most active going before as pioneers.

While Disco was striding along with flashing eyes, rifle ready, and head turning from side to side in momentary expectation of something bounding suddenly out of somewhere, he chanced to cast his eyes upwards, and, to his horror, beheld two huge serpents coiled together among the branches of a tree close to his head.

Uttering a yell of alarm  for he entertained an almost superstitious dread of serpents  he fired blindly upwards, and dashed to one side so violently that he tumbled himself and Harold into a bush of wait-a-bit thorns, out of which the laughing natives found it difficult to extract them.

What is the matter, man? said Harold somewhat testily.

Have a care! look! Avast! A bitell be death, an no mistake! cried Disco, pointing to the reptiles.

Harold fired at once and brought them both down, and the natives, attacking them with sticks, soon killed them.

No fear, said Antonio, with a chuckle. Dem not harm nobody, though ums ugly an big enough.

This was true. They were a couple of pythons, and the larger of the two, a female, was ten feet long; but the python is a harmless creature.

While they were talking, smoke was observed to rise from an isolated clump of long grass and bushes not far from the banks of the river, much to the annoyance of Kambira, who feared that the fire might spread and scare away the game. It was confined, however, to the place where it began, but it had the effect of driving out a solitary buffalo that had taken refuge in the cover. Jumbo chanced to be most directly in front of the infuriated animal when it burst out, and to him exclusively it directed its attentions.

Never since Jumbo was the size of Obo had that laughter-loving savage used his lithe legs with greater energy than on this occasion. An ostrich might have envied him as he rushed towards the river, into which he sprang headlong when the buffalo was barely six feet behind him.

Of course Harold fired, as well as Disco, and both shots told, as also a spear from Kambira, nevertheless the animal turned abruptly on seeing Jumbo disappear, and charged furiously up the bank, scattering its enemies right and left. Harold fired again at little more than fifty yards off, and heard the bullet thud as it went in just behind the shoulder, yet strange to say, it seemed to have no other effect than to rouse the brute to greater wrath, and two more bullets failed to bring him down.

This toughness of the buffalo is by no means uncommon, but different animals vary much in their tenacity of life. Some fall at once to the first well-directed shot; others die hard. The animal the hunters were now in pursuit of, or rather which was in pursuit of the hunters, seemed to be of the latter class. Harold fired another shot from behind a tree, having loaded with a shell-bullet, which exploded on hitting the creatures ribs. It fell, much to the satisfaction of Disco, of whom it happened to be in pursuit at the time. The seaman at once stopped and began to reload, and the natives came running forward, when Antonio, who had climbed a tree to be out of harms way, slipped down and ran with great bravery up to the prostrate animal.

Just as he reached it the buffalo sprang up with the activity of a cat, and charged him. Antonio turned and ran with such rapidity that his little legs became almost invisible, like those of a sparrow in a hurry. He gained a tree, and had just time to climb into it when the buffalo struck it like a battering-ram, hard enough almost to have split both head and tree. It paused a few seconds, drew back several paces, glared savagely at Antonio, and then charged again and again, as if resolved either to shake him out of the tree, or give itself a splitting headache, but another shell from Harold, who could hardly take aim for laughing, stretched the huge animal dead upon the ground. Altogether, it took two shells and five large solid rifle-balls to finish him.

That wos a pretty good spurt, said Disco, panting, as he joined Harold beside the fallen beast. Its well-known that a starn chase is a long un, but this would have been an exception to the rule if you hadnt shot him, sir. He pretty nigh made short work o me. He was amost aboard of me wen you fired.

True, said Harold; and had that tree not grown where it stands, and grown tough, too, I suspect he would have made short work of Antonio too.

Bah! said the interpreter, with affected carelessness, him was but a slow brute, after all.

Disco looked at Jumbo, who was none the worse of his ducking, and shut his right eye smartly. Jumbo opened his cavernous mouth, and exploded so violently that his double row of brilliant teeth must have been blown out and scattered on the ground, had they not been miraculously strong.

Come, now, said Kambira, who had just given orders to some of his followers to remain behind and look after the carcase, we go to find elephants.

Have we much chance of findin them? inquired Disco.

Kambira thought they had, because fresh traces had been recently seen in the neighbourhood, whereupon Disco said that he would prefer to go after lions, but Kambira assured him that these animals were not so easy to find, and much more dangerous when attacked. Admitting the force of this, though still asserting his preference of lions to elephants, the bloodthirsty son of Neptune shouldered his rifle and followed his leader.

While the main party of hunters were thus successfully pushing along, the other bands were not idle, though, possessing no fire-arms, they were less noisy. In fact their proceedings were altogether of the cat-catty. One fellow, as black as a coal, as lithe as an eel, and as long  according to Discos standard  as a fathom of pump-water, having come upon a herd of buffalo unseen by them, and being armed with a small bow and quiver of arrows, suddenly dropped on all-fours and began to glide through the long grass.

Now there is a particular little bird in those regions which calls for special notice here. It is a very singular bird, inasmuch as it has constituted itself the guardian of the buffalo. It frequently sits upon that animals back, and, whenever it sees the approach of man, or any other danger, it flaps its wings and screams to such an extent, that the buffalo rushes off without waiting to inquire or see what is the matter; and the small guardian seems to think itself sufficiently rewarded with the pickings it finds on the back of its fat friend. So vigilant is this little creature, that it actually renders the approach of the hunter a matter of great difficulty in circumstances when, but for it, he might approach with ease. (See Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 200.)

Our wary native was, however, aware of this little fellows propensities, and took precautions to outwit the bird rather than the beast. It may perhaps cause some surprise to be told that a small bow and arrows were a sufficiently powerful species of artillery to bring to bear against such noble game, but the surprise will vanish when we state that the arrows were poisoned.

Having crawled to within range, the fathom of black pump-water suddenly arose and let fly an arrow. The missile went deep into the side of a majestic bull. The little bird fluttered and screamed too late. The bull at once dashed away at full speed, starting off the whole herd in alarm. The black fathom followed at the top of his speed, and was joined by a number of other black fathoms, who were quite aware of what had been done. The buffaloes were soon out of sight, but the fathoms followed the trail with the unerring pertinacity of fate. After a long run they came up with the stricken bull, which had fallen behind its fellows, and waited patiently until the poison took full effect. In a short time the animal fell, and the successful hunters fell to work upon his carcase with their knives.

Leaving them thus employed, we will return to Kambira and his friends.

They had not gone far when a fine water-buck was observed feeding beside a creek.

Kambira laid his hand on Harolds shoulder and pointed to it with a smile, which might have been interpreted, Now, then, theres a chance for you!

Harold fired, and the water-buck dropped.

Good, said Kambira.

Hallo! exclaimed Disco.

And well he might, for at that moment an enormous crocodile, which had evidently been watching the water-buck, seized and dragged it into the water. It was not deep, however, and the wounded animal made a desperate plunge, hauled the crocodile several yards, and tore itself out of its hideous jaws. It then jumped into the stream and was swimming across when another crocodile made a dash at it, but Harold sent a ball into its ugly head, which appeared to make it change its mind. It disappeared, and the water-buck turning, made for the bank from which it had started. Just as it reached it the vital spark fled  the fine head dropped and the body turned over.

It will be seen from what has been told, that on this occasion the rifles did most of the work. The natives who followed Harold had nothing to do but look on exultingly, glare, dance, show their teeth and gums, and secure the game. We cannot perhaps, expect the good-natured reader to follow us through all the details of that days work; but it would be unpardonable were we to close the chapter without referring to the principal event of the day, which occurred a couple of hours after the shooting of the water-buck.

It happened thus:  When the hunters began to grow tired, and the prospect of falling in with large game became less hopeful, the chief determined to return to camp; but Disco felt so disappointed at not having seen an elephant or a lion, that he expressed a wish to continue the chase with a small select party. Harold laughed at the idea of the seaman leading such a party, but offered no objection, although he did not care to accompany his friend, having, as he said, had enough of it, and being desirous of having a long chat with the chief in camp.

You see, sir, said Disco, patting the stock of his rifle with his right hand, we chance to have got, so to speak, into the heart of a shoal o big fish, an theres no sayin how soon they may take it into their heads to up anchor, and make sail for other grounds. Therefore, says I, blaze away at em while youve got the chance.

But you may have as good a chance to-morrow, or next day, suggested Harold.

We aint sure o that sir. To-morrow, they say, never comes, returned Disco. Its my ambition to let fly a broadside at a lion or a elephant so I means for to go on; an wot I says is, Who wolunteers to sail in company?

When the party were given to understand what wolunteers meant, the three Makololo joined the tar with alacrity, also the Somali negroes Nakoda and Conda, and about a dozen of the natives, armed with spears. Discos own men were armed with their guns. Antonio, being necessary to Harold, returned to camp; but this was a matter of little importance, as Jumbo and his fellow-countrymen knew enough of English to act as interpreters.

Every one who has had a few years experience of life knows the truth of the proverb which asserts that fortune favours the brave. Its truth was exemplified on the present occasion not more than an hour after the little band of heroes had set out.

Disco led the way, as a matter of course, holding, as he said, that no nigger could possibly be equal to a white sailor in the matter of steering, whether ashore or afloat. He steered by the sun, and directed his course to nowhere in particular, being influenced chiefly by the form of the ground and the appearance of the jungle.

Jumbo grinned a good deal at the sententious gravity with which the leader delivered his orders, and the self-important strides with which he passed over the land. He would have grinned still more, perhaps have laughed outright if he had understood that the occasional off-hand kicks which Disco bestowed on a thick bush here and there, were given in the hope that a lion might thereby be set up, as one dislodges a rabbit or a hare!

At last on reaching the crest of a mound which was comparatively free of underwood, Disco beheld a sight which caused him to drop on his hands and knees as though he had been shot.

Not more than fifty yards off a herd of cow elephants and their calves were seen feeding quietly on tall heavy-seeded grass in the plain below.

Avast! said Disco, in a hoarse whisper, at the same time crouching behind a bush, and making frantic signals to the rest of the party to advance with extreme caution.

Wat um see? inquired Jumbo in a low whisper, creeping up to his excited leader.

There was no need for a reply. A glance over the top of the bush sufficed.

Be quiet as mice now, lads, said Disco, when all the members of his party had crept around him, and become aware of the presence of elephants. Get your guns laid, and if any one of you dares to pull a trigger till I give the word, Ill keel-haul him.

This, or something distantly resembling it, having been explained to the men who carried guns, they lay down and took aim.

The noise made by the hunters attracted the attention of the nearest elephant, and, with true motherly instinct she placed her young one between her fore-legs for protection.

We fire right in de middel ob de lot? inquired Zombo hastily.

Not at all, whispered Disco; let every man point at the nearest one  the one that lays broadside on to us, wi the little un under her bows. Now  ready  present  fire!

Bang went the seven guns with a degree of precision that might have put to shame any corps of volunteer riflemen in England; up went the trunks and tails of the elephants, little and big, and away rushed the whole herd in dire alarm. But the wounded animal suddenly stumbled and fell on its knees, then leaped up and ran on heavily.

Meanwhile Disco, who had discharged only one barrel of his heavy gun, leaped over the bushes, and rushed forward at a pace which for a few seconds enabled him to keep ahead even of the fleet natives. The elephants, however, easily left them all behind, and it appeared as if the affair were about to end in disappointment, when the wounded beast again stumbled.

Hold on! halt! cried Disco in a voice of thunder.

He kneeled at the same time, took aim, and fired.

Whether it was this last shot or the effects of previous loss of blood, we cannot tell; but after receiving it, the ponderous animal rolled over on its side, and died.

To say that the natives became temporarily insane would give but a feeble idea of what now took place, because few readers are likely to be aware of the amazing power of the negro to give expression to the vagaries of insanity. We shall therefore content ourselves by saying that they cheered, laughed, howled, shouted, danced, and yelled  and leave the rest to imagination.

Now, then, boys, avast howlin. Clap a stopper on your bellows, will ee? said Disco, in a boatswains roar, that effectually quelled the tumult. Cut off to camp, every mothers son of you, an bring up Kambira an all the boys, with as many knives and dishes as ye can muster, for this mountain of flesh aint to be cut up in a hurry, an the sun wont be long o goin to bed. Away with ee! Lets see how you can wag yer black legs, an Ill keep watch over the carcase. If anything comes to have a look at it  a lion, for instance,  so much the worse for the lion!

It was in vain that Jumbo explained there was no necessity for sending more than one of the party to the camp. Disco was a strict disciplinarian, and, having given the order, enforced it in a manner which admitted of no disobedience. They therefore departed, leaving the seaman seated on the elephant, smoking his pipe with his gun beside him.
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But Jumbo did not go far. He soon turned aside from his companions, and returned to the scene of the hunt, resolved if possible to give his leader a fright. Gaining the skirts of the jungle which surrounded the open space where Disco kept watch, he crept cautiously as near to him as possible.

Disco still sat smoking and eyeing the elephant with a smile of satisfaction. Presently he rose,  retreated a few yards from the carcase, and stood admiring it with his head on one side, as if it were a picture and he a connoisseur. He had in this act approached somewhat nearer to Jumbo, who saluted him with a most awful growl.

No monkey in Africa could have dropped its pipe, had it been a smoker, or sprung to seize its gun, had it been a sportsman, with greater agility than did Disco Lillihammer on that trying occasion! Getting on the other side of the dead elephant he faced round, cocked both barrels, and prepared to receive whatever might come.

Jumbo, lying very low behind a bank of earth for safety, gave another low growl. Disco started and half raised his piece. Jumbo then threw a large stone towards a neighbouring bush, which it struck and caused to rustle.

This was enough for Disco, who took a quick aim, and let fly the contents of both barrels into the bush.

Jumbo noiselessly but swiftly crept back into the woods, chuckling as he went, leaving Disco to reload in wild haste. But his haste was uncalled for. There was no more growling; no more rustling in the bushes.

Ive done for him, muttered Disco, after waiting patiently at the ready for some time. But it wont do for me to ventur up to it all by myself. Praps its a lion, an they do say that its chancy work to go near a wounded lion. To be sure the growl wasnt so loud as Id have expected o the king o the forest, but then they dont always growl loud. Anyhow Ill keep a bright look-out an wait till the niggers return.

Philosophising thus, the bold seaman mounted guard over the elephant.

Meanwhile Jumbo, having got out of earshot of his friend, indulged in a loud laugh and made after his friends, but, observing the visage of a small yellow-coloured monkey among the leaves overhead, a thought flashed into his mind and induced him to change his plans.

Throwing his spear dexterously he transfixed the monkey and brought it down. Returning with great caution to the bush into which Disco had fired, and gliding with the noiseless motion of a snake the latter part of the way, he placed the dead monkey on the ground and left it there.

It was by that time too late to overtake his comrades. He therefore waited until they returned, and then joined the party in rear, as though he had followed them from the camp.

The same wild exhibition of delight was about to be enacted when the party came trooping up, but Disco quickly checked it by the astounding announcement that he thought he had shot a lion, or somethin o that sort!

You dont mean it! said Harold, rather excited.

All I know is, said Disco, that I heerd somethin uncommon like a lion growl twice in yonder bush, an saw the bush move too, so I fired a broadside that seemed to finish him at once, for there was no more rustlin after that.

An no more growlin? asked Jumbo, with much simplicity of countenance.

Not a growl, nor nothin else, answered Disco.

Well, get your guns ready, lads, said Harold, and stand by to fire while we go and search the bush.

So saying, Harold and Disco advanced together with their rifles ready, while the natives, who were more or less alarmed, according to their respective degrees of courage, scattered in a semicircle well in rear. Kambira, armed with a spear, kept close to Harold, and Jumbo, with unwonted bravery, walked alongside of Disco. Antonio, quietly retiring, took refuge in a tree.

Yoos sure you hit um? inquired Jumbo in a whisper.

Cant say Im sure, replied Disco, but well soon see.

Was ums growl very bad? asked Jumbo.

Hold yer long tongue! said Disco testily, for he was becoming excited.

Look! see dere! exclaimed Jumbo in an energetic whisper.

What? where?

Look! right troo de bush. Dis way. Dar, don you zee ums skin,  tother side? Fire!

Why, eh! exclaimed Disco, peering keenly through the leaves, yellow hair! yes  its

Stopping abruptly he pointed his gun at the bush and poured the contents of both barrels into it. Then, clubbing his weapon and brandishing it in the air, he uttered a wild cry  went crashing through the bush, and next moment stood aghast before the yellow monkey, whose little carcase he had almost blown to atoms.

We wont chronicle the roars of laughter, the yells of delight that followed,  the immense amount of chaffing, the innumerable witticisms and criticisms that ensued  no, no! regard for the gallant seaman constrains us to draw a veil over the scene and leave it, as we have left many things before, and shall leave many things yet to come, to the readers vivid imagination.

Fortunately for Disco, the superior attractions of the dead elephant soon drew off attention from this exploit. The natives proceeded to cut up the huge mass of meat, and this was indeed an amazing spectacle. At first the men stood round the carcase in dead silence, while Kambira delivered a species of oration, in which he pointed out minutely the particular parts of the animal which were to be apportioned to the head-men of the different fires of which the camp was composed,  the left hind-leg and the parts around the eyes being allotted to his English visitors. These points settled, the order was given to cut up, and immediately the excitement which had been restrained burst forth again with tenfold violence. The natives seemed to be quite unable to restrain their feelings of delight, as they cut away at the carcase with spears and knives. They screamed as well as danced with glee. Some attacked the head, others the flanks, jumping over the animal or standing on it the better to expedite their operations; some ever and anon ran off screaming with masses of bloody meat, threw it on the grass and went back for more, while others, after cutting the carcase open, jumped inside and wallowed about in their eagerness to reach and cut out the precious fat  all talking and shouting at the utmost pitch of their voices.

Well, now, said Disco to Harold, with a grin of amusement, the likes o that I never did see nowheres. Cuttin up a Greenland whale is nothin to it.

Come, come, said Harold, checking his laughter and seizing an excited negro by the shoulder, no fighting allowed.

This had reference to two who chanced to have taken a fancy for the same mass of meat, and were quarrelling so violently over it that blows seemed on the point of following, but having let off part of their superabundant energy in words, they rushed back to expend the remainder on their dead friend.

Suddenly a sharp agonised yell was heard inside the carcase. Next moment Zombo jumped out all bloody and furious, holding up his right hand. While groping about inside, one of his too eager comrades outside had laid about rather incautiously with his knife, drove it through the meat and sliced Zombos left hand. He was easily soothed, however; Harold bound up the cut with a piece of rag, and Zombo went to work as recklessly as ever.

In a marvellously short time tons of meat were cut up and divided amongst the band, and, before daylight had quite disappeared, the hunters were on their way back to camp, while a troop of hyenas and other carnivora were gorging themselves with the elephants remains.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Encampment and the Supper  Discussions, Political and Otherwise  Kambira Receives a Shock, and our Wanderers are Thrown into Perplexity.

Turn we now to a more peaceful scene. The camp is almost quiet, the stars are twinkling brightly overhead, the fires are glimmering fitfully below. The natives, having taken the edge off their appetites, have stretched their dusky forms on their sleeping-mats, and laid their woolly heads on their little wooden pillows. The only persons moving are Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer  the first being busy making notes in a small book, the second being equally busy in manufacturing cloudlets from his unfailing pipe, gazing the while with much interest at his note-making companion.

They was pretty vigorous wen they wos at it, sir, said Disco, in reference to supper, observing that his companion looked up from his book, but they wos sooner done than I had expected.

Yes, they werent long about it, replied Harold, with an abstracted air, as he resumed his writing.

Lest the reader should erroneously imagine that supper is over, it is necessary here to explain what taking the edge off a free Africans appetite means.

On reaching camp after the cutting up of the elephant, as detailed in the last chapter, the negroes had set to work to roast and boil with a degree of vigour that would have surprised even the chefs de cuisine of the worlds first-class hotels. Having gorged themselves to an extent that civilised people might perhaps have thought dangerous, they had then commenced an uproarious dance, accompanied by stentorian songs, which soon reduced them to the condition of beings who needed repose. Proceeding upon the principle of overcoming temptation by giving way to it, they at once lay down and went to sleep.

It was during this stage of the nights proceedings that Disco foolishly imagined that supper had come to a close. Not many minutes after the observation was made, and before the black cutty-pipe was smoked out, first one and then another of the sleepers awoke, and, after a yawn or two, got up to rouse the fires and put on the cooking-pots. In less than a quarter of an hour the whole camp was astir, conversation was rife, and the bubbling of pots that had not got time to cool, and the hissing of roasts whose fat had not yet hardened, mingled with songs whose echoes were still floating in the brains of the wild inhabitants of the surrounding jungle. Roasting, boiling, and eating were recommenced with as much energy as if the feast had only just begun.

Kambira, having roused himself, gave orders to one of his men, who brought one of the elephants feet and set about the cooking of it at Harolds fire. Kambira and Disco, with Antonio and Jumbo, sat round the same fire.

There was a hole in the ground close beside them which contained a small fire; the embers of this were stirred up and replenished with fuel. When the inside was thoroughly heated, the elephants foot was placed in it, and covered over with hot ashes and soil, and another fire kindled above the whole.

Harold, who regarded this proceeding with some surprise, said to Kambira  through Antonio Who are you cooking that for?

For my white guests, replied the chief.

But we have supped already, said Harold; we have already eaten as much as we can hold of the elephants trunk and tongue, both of which were excellent  why prepare more?

This is not for to-night, but for to-morrow, returned Kambira, with a smile. The foot takes all night to cook.

This was a sufficient explanation, and in truth the nature of the dish required that it should be well done. When, on the morrow, they were called to partake of it they found that it was, according to Discos estimation, fust-rate! It was a whitish mass, slightly gelatinous and sweet, like marrow, and very palatable. Nevertheless, they learned from experience that if the effect of bile were to be avoided, a long march was necessary after a meal of elephants foot!

Meanwhile the proceedings of the natives were food enough for our travellers for the time being. Like human creatures elsewhere, they displayed great variety of taste. Some preferred boiled meat, others roast; a few indulged in porridge made of mapira meal. The meal was very good, but the porridge was doubtful, owing to the cookery. It would appear that in Africa, as in England, woman excels in the culinary art. At all events, the mapira meal was better managed by them, than by the men. On the present occasion the hunters tumbled in the meal by handfuls in rapid succession as soon as the water was hot, until it became too thick to be stirred about, then it was lifted off the fire, and one man held the pot while another plied the porridge-stick with all his might to prevent the solid mass from being burnt. Thus it was prepared, and thus eaten, in enormous quantities. No wonder that dancing and profuse perspiration were esteemed a necessary adjunct to feeding!

At the close of the second edition of supper, which went into four or five editions before morning, some of the men at the fire next to that of Kambira engaged in a debate so furious, that the curiosity of Disco and Harold was excited, and they caused Antonio to translate much of what was said. It is not possible to give a connected account of this debate as translated by Antonio. To overcome the difficulty we shall give the substance of it in what Disco styled Antonios lingo.

There were about a dozen natives round the fire, but two of them sustained the chief part in the debate. One of these was a large man with a flat nose; the other was a small man with a large frizzy head.

Hold oos tongue, said Flatnose (so Antonio named him); tongue too long  far!

Boh! oos brains too short, retorted Frizzyhead contemptuously.

An immense amount of chattering by the others followed these pithy remarks of the principals.

The question in debate was, Whether the two toes of the ostrich represented the thumb and forefinger in man, or the little and ring fingers? But in a few minutes the subject changed gradually, and somehow unaccountably, to questions of a political nature,  for, strange to say, in savage Africa, as in civilised England, politics are keenly discussed, doubtless at times with equal wisdom in the one land as in the other.

What dat oo say? inquired Flatnose, on hearing some muttered remarks of Frizzyhead in reference to the misgovernment of chiefs. Of course there, as here, present company was understood to be excepted.

Chiefs ob no use  no use at all! said Frizzyhead so vehemently that the men at several of the nearest fires ceased to talk, and began to listen.

Ob no use? cried Flatnose, with vehemence so superior that the attention of the whole camp was arrested.

No! replied Frizzyhead, still more energetically, ob no use at all. We could govern ourselves betterer, so what de use of um? The chief ums fat an hab plenty wife, but we, who do all de hard work, hab hunger, an only one wife, prehaps none at all. Dis is bad, unjust, wrong.

There was a general shout of eehee! from all quarters, which was equivalent to our hear, hear.

Oo know noting at all, retorted Flatnose, who was a loyal subject. Is not de chief de fader of de peepil? Can dere be peepil widout a fader  eh? God made de chief  who says dat chief is not wise? He is wise, but ums childn am big fools!

Kambira nodded his head and smiled at this, and there was a general inclination on the part of most of the audience to applaud, for there, as elsewhere, men have a tendency to be blown about by every wind of doctrine.

It was amusing to observe the earnestness and freedom with which men of the lowest grade assaulted the opinions of their betters on this occasion. Unable at other times, or in any other way, to bring themselves into importance, they were glad of the opportunity to do so with their tongues, and, like their civilised types, they assumed an air of mock modesty.

Oh! cried one of these, in reply to Flatnose, we is littil infants; we is still holdin on to de boosums ob our moders; we not able to walk alone; we knows notin at all; but on dis point, we knows that you old men speak like de ignorint peepil. We nebber hear such nonsense  nebber!

No notice was taken of this, but Frizzyhead, whose passion was rising to white heat in consequence of the glibness of his opponents tongue, cried outOo cannot prove wat ou says?

Oh yes, can prove it well nuff, replied Flatnose, but oos no got brain for onerstand.

This last was too much for poor Frizzyhead, who leaped up, stuttered, and cried Can oo outrun me, then?

Ye  ye  yes! gasped Flatnose, springing up.

Away they went like two hunted springboks, and ran for a mile, then turned and came back into camp streaming with perspiration, little Frizzyhead far ahead of the big man, and rejoicing in the fact that he could beat his opponent in a race, if not in an argument. Thus was peace restored. Pity that civilised arguments cannot be terminated in the same way!

While these discussions were going on, Disco observed that hyenas were occasionally to be seen prowling near the verge of the bushes around them, as if anxious to join in the feast, which no doubt was the case.

Dont they do mischief sometimes? he inquired of Antonio.

No; him a cowardly beast. Him come at mans when sleepin or dyin, but not at oder time. Oo like see me catch um?

Why, yes, if ee can do it, answered Disco, with a slight look of contempt at his friend, who bore too much resemblance in some points to the hyena.

Come here, den.

They went together into the jungle a little distance, and halted under the branch of a large tree. To this Antonio suspended a lump of raw flesh, at such a height from the ground that a hyena could only reach it by leaping. Directly underneath it he planted a short spear in the earth with its point upward.

Now, come back to fire, he said to Disco; ou soon hear sometin.

Antonio was right. In a short time afterwards a sharp yell was heard, and, on running to the trap, they found a hyena in its death-agonies. It had leaped at the meat, missed it, and had come down on the spear and impaled itself.

Well, of all the fellers I ever knowd for dodges, said Disco, on reseating himself at the fire, the men in these latitudes are the cleverest.

By this time dancing was going on furiously; therefore, as it would have been impossible to sleep, Disco refilled his pipe and amused himself by contemplating the intelligent countenance of Kambira, who sat smoking bang out of a huge native meerschaum on the other side of the fire.

I wonder, said Harold, who lay stretched on a sleeping-mat, leaning on his right arm and gazing contemplatively at the glowing heart of the fire; I wonder what has become of Yoosoof?

Was ee thinkin that he deserved to be shoved in there? asked Disco, pointing to the fire.

Not exactly, replied Harold, laughing; but I have frequently thought of the scoundrel, and wondered where he is and what doing now. I have sometimes thought too, about that girl Azinté, poor thing. She

He paused abruptly and gazed at Kambira with great surprise, not unmixed with alarm, for the chief had suddenly dropped his pipe and glared at him in a manner that cannot be described. Disco observed the change also, and was about to speak, when Kambira sprang over the fire and seized Harold by the arm.

There was something in the movement, however, which forbade the idea of an attack, therefore he lay still.

What now, Kambira? he said.

Antonio, cried the chief, in a voice that brought the interpreter to his side in a twinkling; what name did the white man speak just now?

Azinté, said Harold, rising to a sitting posture.

Kambira sat down, drew up his knees to his chin, and clasped his hands round them.

Tell me all you know about Azinté, he said in a low, firm voice.

It was evident that the chief was endeavouring to restrain some powerful feeling, for his face, black though it was, indicated a distinct degree of pallor, and his lips were firmly compressed together. Harold therefore, much surprised as well as interested, related the little he knew about the poor girl,  his meeting with her in Yoosoofs hut; Discos kindness to her, and her subsequent departure with the Arab.

Kambira sat motionless until he had finished.

Do you know where she is gone? he inquired.

No. I know not; but she was not in the boat with the other slaves when we sailed, from which I think it likely that she remained upon the coast.  But why do you ask, Kambira, why are you so anxious about her?

She is my wife, muttered the chief between his teeth; and, as he said so, a frown that was absolutely diabolical settled down on his features.

For some minutes there was a dead silence, for both Harold and Disco felt intuitively that to offer consolation or hope were out of the question.

Presently Kambira raised his head, and a smile chased the frown away as he said You have been kind to Azinté, will you be kind to her husband?

We should be indeed unworthy the name of Englishmen if we said no to that, replied Harold, glancing at Disco, who nodded approval.

Good. Will you take me with you to the shores of the great salt lake? said Kambira, in a low, pathetic tone, will you make me your servant, your slave?

Most gladly will I take you with me as a friend, returned Harold. I need not ask why you wish to go, he added, you go to seek Azinté?

Yes, cried the chief, springing up wildly and drawing himself up to his full height, I go to seek Azinté. Ho! up men! up! Ye have feasted enough and slept enough for one night. Who knows but the slavers may be at our huts while we lie idly here? Up! Let us go!

The ringing tones acted like a magic spell. Savage camps are soon pitched and sooner raised. In a few minutes the obedient hunters had bundled up all their possessions, and in less than a quarter of an hour the whole band was tracking its way by moonlight through the pathless jungle.

The pace at which they travelled home was much more rapid than that at which they had set out on their expedition. Somehow, the vigorous tones in which Kambira had given command to break up the camp, coupled with his words, roused the idea that he must have received information of danger threatening the village, and some of the more anxious husbands and fathers, unable to restrain themselves, left the party altogether and ran back the whole way. To their great relief, however, they found on arriving that all was quiet. The women were singing and at work in the fields, the children shouting at play, and the men at their wonted occupation of weaving cotton cloth, or making nets and bows, under the banyan-trees.

Perplexity is not a pleasant condition of existence, nevertheless, to perplexity mankind is more or less doomed in every period of life and in every mundane scene  particularly in the jungles of central Africa, as Harold and his friends found out many a time to their cost.

On arriving at the native village, the chief point that perplexed our hero there was as to whether he should return to the coast at once, or push on further into the interior. On the one hand he wished very much to see more of the land and its inhabitants; on the other hand, Kambira was painfully anxious to proceed at once to the coast in search, of his lost wife, and pressed him to set off without delay.

The chief was rather an exception in regard to his feelings on this point. Most other African potentates had several wives, and in the event of losing one of them might have found consolation in the others. But Kambira had never apparently thought of taking another wife after the loss of Azinté, and the only comfort he had was in his little boy, who bore a strong resemblance, in some points, to the mother.

But although Harold felt strong sympathy with the man, and would have gone a long way out of his course to aid him, he could not avoid perceiving that the case was almost, if not altogether, a hopeless one. He had no idea to what part of the coast Azinté had been taken. For all he knew to the contrary, she might have been long ago shipped off to the northern markets, and probably was, even while he talked of her, the inmate of an Arab harem, or at all events a piece of goods  a chattel  in the absolute possession of an irresponsible master. Besides the improbability of Kambira ever hearing what had become of his wife, or to what part of the earth she had been transported, there was also the difficulty of devising any definite course of action for the chief himself, because the instant he should venture to leave the protection of the Englishmen he would be certain to fall into the hands of Arabs or Portuguese, and become enslaved.

Much of this Harold had not the heart to explain to him. He dwelt, however, pretty strongly on the latter contingency, though without producing much effect. Death, the chief replied, he did not fear, and slavery could easily be exchanged for death.

Alas! not so easily as you think, said Harold, pointing to Chimbolo, whose sad story he had heard; they will try every kind of torture before they kill you.

Chimbolo nodded his head, assenting, and ground his teeth together fiercely when this was said.

Still Kambira was unmoved; he did not care what they did to him. Azinté was as life to him, and to search for her he would go in spite of every consideration.

Harold prevailed on him, however, to agree to wait until he should have spent another month in visiting Chimbolos tribe, after which he promised faithfully to return and take him along with his party to the coast.

Neither Harold nor Disco was quite at ease in his mind after making this arrangement, but they both agreed that no other course could be pursued, the former saying with a sigh that there was no help for it, and the latter asserting with a grunt that the thing wos unawoidable.

On the following day the journey of exploration was resumed. Kambira accompanied his friends a few miles on the road, and then bade them farewell. On the summit of an elevated ridge the party halted and looked back. Kambiras manly form could be seen leaning on his spear. Behind him the little village lay embosomed in luxuriant verdure, and glowing in the bright sunshine, while songs and sounds of industry floated towards them like a sweet melody. It was with a feeling of keen regret that the travellers turned away, after waving their hands in reply to a parting salute from the stalwart chief, and, descending to the plain, pushed forward into the unknown wilderness beyond.




Chapter Fourteen.

Camping, Travelling, Shooting, Dreaming, Poetising, Philosophising, and Surprising, in Equatorial Africa.

At sunset the travellers halted in a peculiarly wild spot and encamped under the shelter of a gigantic baobab tree.

Two rousing fires were quickly kindled, round which the natives busied themselves in preparing supper, while their leaders sat down, the one to write up his journal, the other to smoke his pipe.

Well, sir, said Disco, after a few puffs delivered with extreme satisfaction, you do seem for to enjoy writin. You go at that log of yours every night, as if it wos yer last will and testament that ye couldnt die happy without exikootin an signin it with yer blood.

A better occupation, isnt it, replied Harold, with a sly glance, than to make a chimney-pot of my mouth?

Come, sir, returned Disco, with a deprecatory smile, dont be too hard on a poor fellers pipe. If you cant enjoy it, thats no argiment against it.

How dyou know I cant enjoy it?

Why? cos I spose youd take to it if you did.

Did you enjoy it when you first began? asked Harold.

Well, I cant zactly say as I did.

Well, then, if you didnt, that proves that it is not natural to smoke, and why should I acquire an unnatural and useless habit?

Useless! why, sir, ony think of wot you loses by not smokin  wot a deal of enjoyment!

Well, I am thinking, replied Harold, affecting a look of profound thoughtfulness, but I cant quite make it out  enjoyment? let me see. Do I not enjoy as good health as you do?

O, cernly, sir, cernly. Youre quite up to the mark in that respect.

Well then, I enjoy my food as well, and can eat as much, cant I?

No doubt of it, replied Disco, with a grin; I was used to be considered raither a dab at wittles, but I must say I knocks under to you, sir.

Very good, rejoined Harold, laughing; then as to sleep, I enjoy sleep quite as soundly as yourself; dont I?

I cant say as to that, replied Disco. You see, sir, as I never opens my eyes arter shuttin of em till the bosn pipes all hands ahoy, Ive no means of knowin wot you accomplish in that way.

On the whole, then, it seems that I enjoy everything as much as you do, and

No, not everything; you dont enjoy baccy, you know.  But please, sir, dont go for to moralise; I cant stand it. Youll spile my pipe if ye do!

Well, I shall spare you, said Harold, all the more that I perceive supper is about

At that moment Antonio, who had gone down to a streamlet which trickled close at hand, gave utterance to a hideous yell, and came rushing into camp with a face that was pea-green from terror.

Ach! he gasped, a lion! queek! your guns! Every one leaped up and seized his weapon with marvellous alacrity on receiving an alarm so violent and unlooked-for.

Where away? inquired Disco, blazing with excitement, and ready at a moments notice to rush into the jungle and fire both barrels at whatever should present itself.

No, no, don go, cried Antonio in alarm; be cautionous.

The interpreters caution was enforced by Chimbolo, who laid his hand on Discos arm, and looked at him with such solemnity that he felt it necessary to restrain his ardour.

Meanwhile Antonio with trembling steps led Harold to a point in the thicket whence he beheld two bright phosphoric-looking objects which his companion said were the lions eyes, adding that lions eyes always shone in that way.

Harold threw forward his rifle with the intention of taking aim, but lowered it quickly, for he felt convinced that no lion could possibly have eyes so wide apart unless its head were as large as that of an elephant.

Nonsense, Antonio! he said, laughing; that cannot be a lion.

Ho, yis, hims a lion, for sure, Antonio returned, positively.

We shall see.

Harold raised his rifle and fired, while Antonio turned and fled, fully expecting the wounded beast to spring. Harold himself half looked for some such act, and shrank behind a bush by way of precaution, but when the smoke cleared away, he saw that the two glowing eyes were gazing at him as fixedly as ever.

Pooh! exclaimed Disco, brushing past; I knows wot it is. Many a time Ive seed em in the West Injies.

Saying which, he went straight up to the supposed lion, picked up a couple of glow-worms, and brought them to the camp-fires, much to the amusement of the men, especially of Jumbo, and greatly to the confusion of the valorous interpreter, who, according to his invariable custom when danger threatened, was found to have sought refuge in a tree.

This incident furnished ground for much discussion and merriment during supper, in which Antonio, being in no wise ashamed of himself, joined noisily; and Chimbolo took occasion to reprove Disco for his rashness, telling him that it was impossible to kill lions in the jungle during the darkness of night, and that, if they did pay them a visit, it would be wise to let them be, and trust to the camp-fires keeping them at a respectful distance. To which Disco retorted that he didnt believe there was any lions in Afriky, for hed heard a deal about em an travelled far, but had not yet heard the sound of their woices, an, wot was more, didnt expect to.

Before that night was far advanced, Disco was constrained to acknowledge himself in error, for a veritable lion did actually prowl down to the camp, and salute them with a roar which had a wonderfully awe-inspiring effect on every member of the party, especially on those who heard it for the first time in their lives.

Just before the arrival of this nocturnal visitor, one of the men had been engaged in some poetic effusions, which claim preliminary notice here, because they were rudely terminated by the lion.

This man was one of Kambiras people, and had joined the party by permission. He was one of those beings who, gifted with something like genius, or with superior powers of some sort, have sprung up in Africa, as elsewhere, no doubt from time immemorial, to dazzle their fellows for a little, and then pass away, leaving a trail of tradition behind them. The existence there, in time past, of men of mind far in advance of their fellows, as well as of heroes whose physical powers were marvellous, may be assumed from the fact that some such exist at the present time, as well as from tradition. Some of these heroes have excited the admiration of large districts by their wisdom, others by their courage or their superior dexterity with the spear and bow, like William Tell and Robin Hood, but the memory of these must soon have been obliterated for want of literature. The man who had joined Harold was a poet and a musician. He was an improvvisatore, composed verses on the incidents that occurred as they travelled along, and sang them with an accompaniment on an instrument called the sansa, which had nine iron keys and a calabash for a sounding-board.

The poets name was Mokompa. With the free and easy disposition of his race, he allowed his fancy to play round the facts of which he sang, and was never at a loss, for, if the right word did not come readily, he spun out the measure with musical sounds which meant nothing at all.

After supper was over, or rather when the first interval of repose occurred, Mokompa, who was an obliging and hearty little fellow, was called on for a song. Nothing loath, he seized his sansa and began a ditty, of which the following, given by Antonio, may be regarded as a remarkably free, not to say easy, translation:  

Mokompas Song.



Kambira goes to hunt,

Yo ho!

Hims spear am nebber blunt,

Yo ho!

Him kill de bufflo quick,

An lub de porridge thick;

Him chase de lion too,

An stick um troo an troo.

De potimus as well,

An more dan me can tell,

Hab down before um fell,

Yo ho!

De English come to see,

Yo ho!

Dat werry good for we,

Yo ho!

No take us way for slaves,

Nor put us in our graves,

But set de black mans free,

Wen cotch um on de sea.

Dem splendid shooters, too,

We knows what dey can do

Wid boil an roast an stew,

Yo ho!

One makes ums gun go crack,

Yo ho!

An elephant on ums back,

Yo ho!

De drefful lion roar,

De gun goes crack once more,

De bullet fly an splits

One monkey into bits,

Yo ho!

De glow-worm next arise,

De Englishman likewise

Wid werry much surprise,

An hit um tween de eyes,

Hooray! hooray! um cries,

An run to fetch ums prize  

Yo ho!

The last Yo ho! was given with tremendous energy, and followed by peals of laughter.

It was at this point that the veritable lion thought proper to join in, which he did, as we have said, with a roar so tremendous that it not only put a sudden stop to the music, but filled the party with so much alarm that they sprang to their arms with surprising agility.

Mindful of Chimbolos previous warning, neither Harold nor Disco sought to advance, but both looked at their savage friend for advice.

Now, in some parts of Africa there exists a popular belief that the souls of departed chiefs enter into lions and render them sacred, and several members of Harold Seadrifts party entertained this notion. Chimbolo was one of these. From the sounds of growling and rending which issued from the thicket, he knew that the lion in question was devouring part of their buffalo-meat which had been hung on the branch of a neighbouring tree, not, however, near enough to the fires to be visible. Believing that the beast was a chief in disguise, Chimbolo advanced a little towards the place where he was, and, much to our travellers amusement, gave him a good scolding.

You call yourself a chief, do you  eh? he said sternly. What kind of a chief can you be, to come sneaking about in the dark like this, trying to steal our buffalo-meat! Are you not ashamed of yourself? A pretty chief, truly; you are like the scavenger-beetle, and think of yourself only; you have not the heart of a chief. Why dont you kill your own beef? You must have a stone in your chest, and no heart at all.

Thats werry flowery lingo, but it dont seem to convince him, said Disco, with a quiet smile, as the lion, which had been growling continuously over its meal all the time, wound up Chimbolos speech with another terrific roar.

At this point another believer in transmigration of souls, a quiet man who seldom volunteered remarks on any subject, stepped forward and began seriously to expostulate with the lion.

It is very wrong of you, he said, to treat strangers in this fashion. You might have more respect for Englishmen who have come to see your land, and never did you any harm. We are travelling peaceably through the country; we never kill anybody, and never steal anything; the buffalo-meat is ours, not yours, and it ill becomes a great chief like you to be prowling about in the dark, like a hyena, trying to steal the meat of strangers. Surely you can hunt for yourself  there is plenty of meat in the forest. (See Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 160.)

As the lion was equally deaf to this mans reasoning, Harold thought it right to try a more persuasive plan. He drew up in a line all the men who had guns, and at a word of command they fired a volley of balls into the jungle, in the direction whence the sounds issued. A dead silence followed, but it was deemed advisable not to venture in to see the effect, as men had frequently lost their lives by so doing. A watch, however, was kept during the night, and the fires were well replenished, for they knew that the king of the forest usually shrinks from doing his evil deeds in the light of a strong camp-fire. We say usually  because they are not always thus shy. Authentic instances are on record of lions having leaped into the centre of a bivouac, and carried off one of the men in spite of being smitten in the face with flaming firebrands. Fortunately the lion of which we write thought discretion the better part of valour. He retired peaceably, nevertheless Disco and his friend continued to dream of him all night so vividly that they started up several times, and seized their rifles, under the impression that he had roared his loudest into their very ears, and after each of these occasions they crept back into their sleeping bags to re-dream of the lion!

The bag which formed each mans couch was made simply of two mats sewed together, and left open, not at one of the ends but at one of the sides, so that a man could roll out of or into it more easily than he could have slid, feet first, into a sack. It was large enough also for two to sleep inside together, always supposing that the two were of accommodating dispositions!

That they had now reached a land which swarmed with wild animals was intimated to some extent by the running past, within fifty yards of their bivouac, of a troop of elephants. It was daybreak at the time, so that, having been thus rudely aroused, they did not deem it necessary to return to rest but after taking a hasty mouthful of food, set forth on their journey.

The usual mode of proceeding on the march was as follows:  They rose about five oclock, or soon after the appearance of dawn, and swallowed a cup of tea, with a bit of biscuit, then some of the men folded up the blankets and stowed them away in the bags, others tied up the cooking utensils, etcetera, in bundles, and hung them at the ends of carrying-sticks, which they bore upon their shoulders. The process did not take long. They were soon on the march, either in single file, if the path were narrow, or in groups, according to fancy, where the ground admitted of their spreading out. About nine, a convenient spot was chosen for a halt to breakfast, which meat, although not eaten the night before in order to save time in the morning, was at all events cooked on the previous evening for the same end, so that it only needed warming up. Then the march was resumed; a short rest was allowed in the heat of the day, when, of course, Disco had a pipe and much sagacious intercourse with his fellows, and they finally encamped for the remainder of the day and night early in the afternoon. Thus they travelled five or six hours at a stretch, and averaged from twelve to fifteen miles a day, which is about as much as Europeans can stand in a hot climate without being oppressed. This Disco called taking it easy, and so it was when compared with the custom of some travellers, whose chief end would appear to be the getting over as much ground as possible in a given time, in order that they may afterwards boast of the same, and for the accomplishment of which they are obliged to abuse and look ferocious at the blacks, cock their pistols, and flourish their whips, in a manner which is only worthy of being styled contemptible and cowardly. We need not say that our friends Harold and Disco had no such propensities. They had kindly consideration for the feelings of their niggers, coupled with great firmness; became very sociable with them, and thus got hearty, willing work out of them. But to return from this digression.

During the day, the number of animals of all sorts that were seen was so great as to induce Disco to protest, with a slap of his thigh, that the whole land, from stem to stern, seemed to him to be one prodigious zoological garden  it did, an no mistake about it.

Disco was not far wrong. He and Harold having started ahead of the party, with Chimbolo as their guide, came on a wonderful variety of creatures in rapid succession. First, they fell in with some large flocks of guinea-fowl, and shot a few for dinner. As they advanced, various birds ran across their path, and clouds of turtle-doves filled the air with the blatter of their wings as they rose above the trees. Ducks, geese, and francolins helped to swell the chorus of sounds.

When the sun rose and sent a flood of light over a wide and richly wooded vale, into which they were about to descend, a herd of pallahs stood gazing at the travellers in stupid surprise, and allowed them to approach within sixty yards before trotting leisurely away. These and all other animals were passed unmolested, as the party had sufficient meat at the time, and Harold made it a point not to permit his followers to shoot animals for the mere sake of sport, though several of them were uncommonly anxious to do so. Soon afterwards a herd of waterbucks were passed, and then a herd of koodoos, with two or three magnificently-horned bucks amongst them, which hurried off to the hillsides on seeing the travellers. Antelopes also were seen, and buffaloes, grazing beside their path.

Ere long they came upon a small pond with a couple of elephants standing on its brink, cooling their huge sides by drawing water into their trunks and throwing it all over themselves. Behind these were several herds of zebras and waterbucks, all of which took to flight on getting the wind of man. They seemed intuitively to know that he was an enemy. Wild pigs, also, were common, and troops of monkeys, large and small, barked, chattered, grinned, and made faces among the trees.

After pitching the camp each afternoon, and having had a mouthful of biscuit, the two Englishmen were in the habit of going off to hunt for the daily supply of fresh meat accompanied by Chimbolo as their guide and game-carrier, Antonio as their interpreter, and Mokompa as their poet and jester. They did not indeed, appoint Mokompa to that post of honour, but the little worthy took it upon himself, for the express purpose of noting the deeds of the white men, in order to throw his black comrades into convulsions over supper by a poetic recital of the same.

It pleases them, an it dont hurt us, was Discos observation on this head.

On the afternoon, then, of which we write, the party of four went out to hunt, while the encampment was being prepared under the superintendence of Jumbo, who had already proved himself to be an able manager and cook, as also had his countrymen Masiko and Zombo.

What a rich country! exclaimed Harold, looking round in admiration from the top of a small hillock on as fine a scene as one could wish to behold, and what a splendid cotton country it might be if properly cultivated!

So it is, said Disco, an I shouldnt wonder if there wos lots of gold too, if we only knew where to look for it.

Gold! exclaimed Antonio, who sat winking placidly on the stump of a fallen tree; dere be lots ob gold near Zambesi  an oder ting too.

Lets hear wot are some of the other things, said Disco.

What are dere?  oh, let me see: der be coal, lots ob coal on Zambesi, any amount ob it, an it burn fuss-rate, too. Dere be iron-ore, very much, an indigo, an sugar-cane, an ivory; you hab hear an see yooself about de elephants an de cottin, an tobacco. (See Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 52.) Oh! great plenty ob eberyting eberywhere in dis yere country, but, said Antonio, with a shrug of his shoulders, no can make noting out ob it on account ob de slave-trade.

Then I spose ee dont approve of the slave-trade? said Disco.

No, dat am true, replied Antonio; de country very good for slave-trader, but no good for man like me what want to trade proper.

Hm! Ive more respect for ee than I had, said Disco. I spose youve bin up in these parts before now, have ee?

No, nevah, but I hab sister what marry one nigger, one slave, what sold himself, an him tell me much bout it. Hims bin up here many time.

Sold himself! repeated Harold in surprise. What do you mean?

Mean dat, returned Antonio. Him was a black free-man  call him Chibanti; him was all alone in de world, lose fader, moder, broder, sister, wife, eberyting by slave-trader, who steal dem all away or murder dem. So Chibanti him say, What de use of be free? So him go to one master, who berry good to hims niggers  gib dem plenty to eat an little to do  an sole hisself to him.

An wot did he get for himself? asked Disco.

Got ninety yard ob cottin cloth.

Did he consider himself cheap or dear at that? inquired Disco.

Oh, dear  awful dear!

What has come of him now? asked Harold.

Dunno, answered Antonio. After him got de cloth, hims master send him to Quillimane wid cargo ob ivory, an gib him leave to do leetil trade on hims own account; so him bought a man, a woman, an a boy, for sixty yard ob cottin, an wid de rest hired slaves for de voyage down, an drove a mos wonerful trade. But long time since me hear ob him. Praps hims good master be dead, an him go wid de rest of de goods an chattels to a bad master, who berry soon make him sorry him sole hisself.

Pushing forward for several days in the manner which we have attempted to describe, our travellers passed through many varied scenes, which, however, all bore one mark in common, namely, teeming animal and vegetable life. Human beings were also found to be exceedingly numerous, but not so universally distributed as the others, for, although many villages and hamlets were passed, the inhabitants of which were all peacefully inclined and busy in their fields, or with their native cotton, iron, and pottery manufactures, vast expanses of rich ground were also traversed, which, as far as man was concerned, appeared to be absolute solitudes.

Entering upon one of these about noon of a remarkably fine day, Harold could not help remarking on the strange stillness which pervaded the air. No sound was heard from beast, bird, or insect; no village was near, no rippling stream murmured, or zephyr stirred the leaves; in short, it was a scene which, from its solitude and profound silence, became oppressive.

Wy, sir, said Disco, whose face was bathed in perspiration, it do seem to me as if wed got to the fag-end of the world altogether. There aint nothin nowhere.

Harold laughed, and said it looked like it. But Disco was wrong. It was only the hour when animals seem to find a siesta indispensable, and vegetables as well as air had followed their example. A few minutes sufficed to prove their mistake, for, on entering a piece of woodland, a herd of pallahs, and another of water-bucks, appeared, standing as quiet and still as if they were part of a painted landscape. Then, in passing a thick clump of thorns, they could see, through openings in the bushes, the dim phantom-like forms of buffaloes, with heads lowered and eyes glaring at them, ready to charge, if need be, though too lazy from heat, apparently, to begin the fray, and willing to act on the principle of let be for let be. Still farther on, a native was observed keeping at a respectful distance. He had seen the travellers from afar, and come with noiseless tread to get a nearer view.

Halting to rest the party for a few minutes in a shady hollow, Harold threw himself at full length on the grass, but Disco, who, strange to say, did not feel inclined to smoke at the moment  probably because he had only just finished his fifth pipe a few minutes previously  sauntered on alone to the top of the next ridge.

He had barely reached the summit when Harold, who chanced to be looking after him, observed that he crouched suddenly behind a bush, and, after gazing steadfastly for a few seconds over the hill, turned and ran back, making excessively wild demonstrations with head and arms, but uttering no sound.

Of course the whole party sprang up and ran towards the excited mariner, and soon were near enough to understand that his violent actions were meant to caution them to make no noise.

Hush! he said eagerly, on coming near enough to be heard; keep quiet as mice. Theres a slave-gang, or somethin uncommon like it, goin along on right athwart us.

Without a word of reply, the whole party hurried forward and gained a point of observation behind the low bushes which crowned the ridge.




Chapter Fifteen.

Shows Some of the Effects of the Slave-Trade at the Fountain-Head.

Down in a gorge, just below the spot where Harold Seadrift and his men lay concealed, a strange sight met the eyes of the two Englishmen, in regard to which, despite all that they had heard and seen, and were prepared to see, they were as much shocked as if it had never been presented even to their imaginations up to that moment.

It was a gang of slaves winding its way slowly but steadily through the gorge.

The head of the dusky procession was just emerging on the open ground beyond the gorge when the travellers first came upon it. The slaves advanced towards the spot where they lay, passing under it so closely that they could see the very expressions on the faces of the men, women, and children who composed the gang. These expressions were varied and very terrible. Our travellers had now reached the fountain-head whence the perennial stream of Black Ivory flows out of Africa. The process of manufacture, although considerably advanced, had not yet reached that perfection of callous subjection and settled despair which had struck our Englishmen so forcibly in the slave-market of Zanzibar. There was anxiety not unmingled with faint hope in the faces of some of the women; and a few of the more stalwart and courageous among the men wore a fierce, determined aspect which told of manhood not yet absolutely prostrated in the dust of abject servility, while, in regard to some of the children, surprise at the peculiar circumstances of their surroundings had not yet been swallowed up in a condition of chronic terror.

They marched in a long line, fastened to each other by chains and ropes and heavy gorees or slave-sticks. The latter implements were poles from six to seven feet long, with a fork at the end of each, in which the necks of the men were fitted and secured by means of an iron bolt, passing across the throat and riveted at both ends. To render marching possible with such encumbrances, the men went in couples, one behind the other, so that the slave-stick of the leading man could be tied to the stick of his fellow behind, which was slewed round to the front for the purpose. Their wrists were also tied, some in front, others behind their backs. Secured thus, Hercules himself might [image: img126.jpg]have been reduced to obedience, especially if he had felt the frequent sting of the cruel lash that was laid on these captives, a lash whose power was made manifest by the numerous seams and scars which crossed and recrossed their backs and limbs. The women and children were deemed sufficiently secure by being fastened to each other with ropes and iron rings round their necks. All were naked, with the exception of a little piece of cloth round the loins, and some of the women had infants of a few weeks old strapped to their backs by means of this shred of cloth, while others carried baskets on their heads containing meal for the sustenance of the party during their journey.

In advance of the line marched a tall, powerfully-built half-caste, armed with a musket and small axe, and clad in a loose coat, short drawers reaching the knees, and straw hat. He was obviously the commander of the band. Behind him came several negroes, also armed with muskets, and with thick wands for the purpose of flagellation. These wore loin-cloths and turbans or red caps, but nothing more. They laughed, talked and strutted as they went along, forming a marked contrast to the silent and depressed slaves.

At intervals along the line, and in rear, there were stationed one or two of these drivers, who urged on their cattle with more or less cruelty, according to their individual impulses or natures.

We need scarcely say that this sight filled Harold and Disco not only with feelings of horror and pity, but with sensations of towering indignation that almost suffocated them. Those who only read of such things at home can form but a faint conception of what it is actually to behold them.

We must fight! muttered Harold between his teeth.

Disco could not speak, but he looked at his companion, and gave a nod that plainly indicated the state of his feelings.

Sh! hissed Chimbolo, creeping up at that moment and laying his hand, which trembled violently, on Harolds shoulder, Marizano!

What! the scoundrel in advance?

Chimbolo pointed to the leader of the slave-gang, and almost foamed at the mouth with suppressed rage.

At that moment their attention was attracted to a woman who walked immediately behind the slavers. She was a young and, according to African ideas, a comely girl, but was apparently very weak  so weak that she panted and stumbled as she went along, a circumstance which was accounted for by the little infant tied to her back, which could not have been more than a couple of weeks old. Stumbling against the fallen branch of a tree, she fell at last with a low wail to the ground, and made no effort, as on previous occasions, to recover herself.

The whole gang stopped, and Marizano, turning back, pushed the woman with his foot.

A fine-looking young man, who was the leader in a couple secured by a slave-stick, seemed to regard this woman with a degree of interest that argued near relationship. He started forward half involuntarily when the Portuguese half-caste kicked her. He had forgotten for an instant his fellow in rear, as well as the bar of the goree across his throat, which checked him violently; at the same time one of the drivers, who had observed the movement, laid a supple wand across his bare back so sharply as to draw forth a terrific yell of agony.

This was too much for Disco Lillihammer. Unable to restrain himself, he leaped up, seized his rifle by the muzzle with both hands, and, swinging it round his head, rushed upon Marizano with a bursting shout of rage and defiance.

It is probable that the half-caste leader, who was by no means destitute of courage, would have stood his ground had his assailant been a man of colour, but this unexpected apparition of a white man with a fiery countenance and blue eyes that absolutely flashed as he rushed forward with irresistible fury, was too much for him. Firing hastily, and with bad aim, Marizano turned and fled into the woods, followed by all his men. There was however a large band of Ajawa savages in rear, armed with bows and poisoned arrows. When he encountered these the Portuguese chief halted, and, rallying his men, took shelter behind trees and began to fire at the advancing enemy.

Seeing this, Harold drew his men together and made them fire a united volley, which had the effect of utterly routing the slavers. Disco meanwhile, finding that he could not overtake Marizano, at last did what he ought to have done at first  kneeled down, took deliberate aim at him, and fired. His agitation prevented accuracy of aim; nevertheless he succeeded in sending a bullet through the fleshy part of the mans arm, above the elbow, which effectually put him to flight.

Returning to the slaves, who had been left standing where they were first stopped, in a state of great surprise and perplexity, he assisted his companions in freeing them. This was easy enough in regard to the women and children, but the gorees on the men were very difficult to remove. Being riveted, as we have said, it became necessary to split the forks with hatchets, an operation which endangered the heads of the poor captives and hurt their galled necks considerably. It was accomplished however in the midst of a deal of excitement and hurried conversation, while Jumbo and his comrades kindled fires, and Harold bade the women cook the meal  which they had hitherto carried  for themselves and their children. They seemed to consider this too good news to be true, but on being encouraged, began with alacrity.

Dont be afeared, lass, cried Disco, patting a young woman on the head, eat as much as ee like. You need it, poor thing, an stuff the childer till they cant hold no more. Bust em if ee can. The slavers wont come back here in a hurry. Ha! I only wish they would, an let us have a brush with em. But theres no such luck. Cowards never fight xcept wen theyre sure to win.  Now, piccaninny, here you are, he said, stuffing some raw mapira meal into the open mouth of a thin little girl of about six or seven, who was gazing at him in open-eyed surprise; dont put off time, youre half-starved already!

The little black skeleton began to chew the dry meal with evident satisfaction, but without taking her eyes off her deliverer.

Who are you? asked a somewhat older girl of Harold, whom she regarded with looks of reverence and wonder.

Of course Harold did not understand her, but he immediately called Antonio, who translated.

Who are you? she said; the other people tied and starved us, but you cut the ropes and tell us to eat; what sort of people are you? Where did you come from?

To this Harold replied briefly that he was an Englishman, who hated slavers and slavery, but he said nothing more at that time, as he intended to have a palaver and explanation with the freed captives after their meal was over.

There was a great clapping of hands among the slaves, expressive of gratitude, on hearing that they were free.

About a hundred sat down to that meal, most of whom were women and children, and the manner in which they devoured the food set before them, told eloquently of their previous sufferings. At first they timidly held back, scarce venturing to believe that their new captors, as they thought them, were in earnest. But when their doubts and fears were removed, they attacked the mapira porridge like ravening wolves. Gradually the human element began to reappear, in the shape of a comment or a smile, and before long the women were chatting together, and a few of the stronger among the young children were making feeble attempts to play.

When the oldest man of the party, who appeared to be between twenty and thirty, was brought forward and questioned, he gave some interesting and startling information.

Tell him, said Harold to Antonio, that we are Englishmen; that we belong to the same nation as the great white man Dr Livingstone, who travelled through this land some years ago  the nation which hates slavery because the Great God hates it, and would have all men to be free, to serve each other in love, and to do to other people as they would have other people do to them. Ask him, also, where he comes from, and who captured him and his companions.

To this the negro replied What the white man says may be true, but the white men seem to tell lies too much. The men who killed our warriors, burned our villages, and took our women and children away, came to us saying that they were friends; that they were the servants of the same people as the white man Livingstone, and wanted to trade with us. When we believed and trusted them, and were off our guard, they fired on us with their guns. We know not what to think or to believe.

Harold was much perplexed by this reply, for he knew not what evidence to cite in proof that he, at least was not a deceiver.

Tell him, he said at length, that there are false white men as well as true, and that the best proof I can give him that I am one of the true is, to set him and his friends at liberty. They are now as free to go where they please as we are.

On receiving this assurance the negro retired to consult with his friends. Meanwhile Antonio, who seemed to have been touched by the unvarying kindness with which he had been treated by his employers, opened his mind to them, and gave them a good deal of information, of which the substance is as follows:  

At that time the merchants of the Portuguese inland town of Tette, on the Zambesi, were carrying on the slave-trade with unusual vigour, for this reason, that they found it difficult to obtain ivory except in exchange for slaves. In former years they had carried on a trade in ivory with a tribe called the Banyai, these Banyai being great elephant-hunters, but it happened that they went to war with another tribe named the Matabele, who had managed to steal from them all their women and children. Consequently, the forlorn Banyai said to the Tette merchants, when they went to trade with them as they had been accustomed to do, We do not want your merchandise. Bring us women and children, and you shall have as much ivory as you wish.

These good people of Tette  being chiefly half-caste Portuguese, and under Portuguese government, and claiming, as they do, to be the possessors of that region of Africa  are so utterly incapable of holding their own, that they are under the necessity of paying tribute to a tribe of savages who come down annually to Tette to receive it, and who, but for that tribute, would, as they easily could, expel them from the land. These merchants of Tette, moreover, in common with all the Portuguese in Africa, are by the laws of Portugal prohibited from engaging in the export slave-trade. They are not, however, forbidden to engage temporarily in the domestic slave-trade, hence they had sent out slaving parties  in other words, robbers, kidnappers, murderers  who hired the warlike Ajawa tribe to aid them in killing the Manganja men, and robbing them of their wives and little ones, by which means they were enabled to supply the demand for such cattle among the Banyai, and thus obtained the desired supply of ivory! So vigorously had this slave traffic been carried on, at the time of which we write, that no fewer than two hundred people  mostly women and children  were carried out of the hill-country every week. (See The Universities Mission to Central Africa, page 112.)

In a short time the negro returned to the place where Harold and Disco were seated, and said that he believed his white deliverers were true men, but added that he and his people had no home to go to; their village having been burnt, and all the old people and warriors killed or dispersed by Marizano, who was a terribly cruel man. In proof of this assertion he said that only the day before, Marizano had shot two of the women for attempting to untie their thongs; a man had been killed with an axe because he had broken-down with fatigue; and a woman had her infants brains dashed out because she was unable to carry it, as well as the load assigned to her.

It is difficult to decide what one should do in these circumstances, said Harold to Disco. You know it would never do to leave these helpless people here to starve; but if we take them on with us our progress will be uncommonly slow.

Wed better take em back, said Disco.

Back! Where to?

Wy, to the last village wot we passed through. It aint more than a days march, an Im sure the old feller as is capting of it would take care o the lot.

There is good advice in that, yet I grudge to go back, said Harold; if there were a village the same distance in advance, I would rather take them on.

But there aint, returned Disco. Hallo! I say, wots wrong with Tony?

The interpreter came forward with a look of much excitement as he spoke.

What now, Antonio?

Oh! its drefful, replied the interpreter. Dey tells me have hear Marizano speak ob anoder slaving party what go straight to Kambiras village for attack it.

Who told you that? Are they sure? asked Harold hastily.

Two, tree mans tole me, replied Antonio. All say same ting. Too late to help him now, mes fraid.

Never say too late, cried Disco, starting up; never say die while theres a shot in the locker. It may be time enough yet if we only look sharp. I votes that we leave nearly all the provisions we have with these poor critters here; up anchor, bout ship, clap on all sail, and away this werry minit.

Harold agreed with this advice heartily, and at once acted on it. The arrangements were quickly made, the provisions distributed, an explanation made, and in less than an hour the travellers were retracing their steps in hot haste.

By taking a straight line and making forced marches, they arrived in sight of the ridge where they had last seen Kambira, on the evening of the third day. As they drew near Harold pushed impatiently forward, and, outrunning his companions, was first to reach the summit. Discos heart sank within him, for he observed that his companion stood still, bowed his head, and covered his face with both hands. He soon joined him, and a groan burst from the seamans breast when he saw dense volumes of smoke rising above the spot where the village had so recently lain a picture of peaceful beauty.

Even their followers, accustomed though they were, to scenes and deeds of violence and cruelty, could not witness the grief of the Englishmen unmoved.

Praps, said Disco, in a husky voice, theres some of em left alive, hidin in the bushes.

It may be so, replied Harold, as he descended the slope with rapid strides. God help them!

A few minutes sufficed to bring them to the scene of ruin, but the devastation caused by the fire was so great that they had difficulty in recognising the different spots where the huts had stood. Kambiras hut was, however, easily found, as it stood on a rising ground. There the fight with the slavers had evidently been fiercest, for around it lay the charred and mutilated remains of many human bodies. Some of these were so far distinguishable that it could be told whether they belonged to man, woman, or child.

Look here! said Disco, in a deep, stern voice, as he pointed to an object on the ground not far from the hut.

It was the form of a woman who had been savagely mangled by her murderers. The upturned and distorted face proved it to be Yohama, the grandmother of little Obo. Near to her lay the body of a grey-haired negro, who might to judge from his position, have fallen in attempting to defend her.

Oh! if the people of England only saw this sight! said Harold, in a low tone; if they only believed in and realised this fact, there would be one universal and indignant shout of No toleration of slavery anywhere throughout the world!

Look closely for Kambira or his son, he added, turning to his men.

A careful search among the sickening remains was accordingly made, but without any discovery worth noting being made, after which they searched the surrounding thickets. Here sad evidence of the poor fugitives having been closely pursued was found in the dead bodies of many of the old men and women, and of the very young children and infants; also the bodies of a few of the warriors. All these had been speared, chiefly through the back. Still they were unsuccessful in finding the bodies of the chief or his little boy.

Its plain, said Disco, that they have either escaped or been took prisoners.

Here is some one not quite dead, said Harold, Ah! poor fellow!

He raised the unfortunate mans head on his knee, and recognised the features of the little man who had entertained them with his tunes on the native violin.

It was in vain that Antonio tried to gain his attention while Disco moistened his lips with water. He had been pierced in the chest with an arrow. Once only he opened his eyes, and a faint smile played on his lips, as if he recognised friends, but it faded quickly and left the poor musician a corpse.

Leaving, with heavy hearts, the spot where they had spent such pleasant days and nights, enjoying the hospitality of Kambira and his tribe, our travellers began to retrace their steps to the place where they had left the rescued slaves, but that night the strong frame of Disco Lillihammer succumbed to the influence of climate. He was suddenly stricken with African fever, and in a few hours became as helpless as a little child.

In this extremity Harold found it necessary to encamp. He selected the highest and healthiest spot in the neighbourhood, caused his followers to build a rude, but comparatively comfortable, hut and set himself diligently to hunt for, and to tend, his sick friend.




Chapter Sixteen.

Treats of Love, Hatred, and Sorrow, and Proves that Slavery and its Consequences are not Confined to Black Men and Women.

We must now change the scene to the garden of that excellent Governor, Senhor Francisco Alfonso Toledo Bignoso Letotti, and the date to three months in advance of the period in which occurred the events related in the last chapter.

Maraquita, I am sorry to find that you still persist in encouraging that morbid regret for the loss of one who cannot now be recovered.

Thus spoke the Governor in tones that were unusually petulant for one who idolised his child.

Father, why did you sell her without saying a word to me about your intention? It was very, very, very unkind  indeed it was.

Poor Maraquitas eyes were already red and swollen with much weeping, nevertheless she proceeded to increase the redness and the swelling by a renewed burst of passionate distress.

The worthy Governor found it difficult to frame a reply or to administer suitable consolation, for in his heart he knew that he had sold Azinté, as it were surreptitiously, to Marizano for an unusually large sum of money, at a time when his daughter was absent on a visit to a friend. The noted Portuguese kidnapper, murderer, rebel and trader in black ivory, having recovered from his wound, had returned to the town, and, being well aware of Azintés market value, as a rare and remarkably beautiful piece of ivory of extra-superfine quality, had threatened, as well as tempted, Governor Letotti beyond his powers of resistance. Marizano did not want the girl as his own slave. He wanted dollars, and, therefore, destined her for the markets of Arabia or Persia, where the smooth-tongued and yellow-skinned inhabitants hold that robbery, violence, and cruelty, such as would make the flesh of civilised people creep, although horrible vices in themselves, are nevertheless, quite justifiable when covered by the sanction of that miraculous talisman called a domestic institution. The British Government had, by treaty, agreed to respect slavery in the dominions of the Sultan of Zanzibar, as a domestic institution with which it would not interfere!

Governor Letottis heart had smitten him at first for he really was an amiable man, and felt kindly disposed to humanity at large, slaves included. Unfortunately the same kindliness was concentrated with tenfold power on himself, so that when self-interest came into play the amiable man became capable of deeds that Marizano himself might have been proud of. The only difference, in fact, between the two was that the Governor, like the drunkard, often felt ashamed of himself, and sometimes wished that he were a better man, while the man-stealer gloried in his deeds, and had neither wish nor intention to improve.

Maraquita, said Senhor Letotti, still somewhat petulantly, though with more of remonstrance in his tone, how can you speak so foolishly? It was out of my power you know, to speak to you when you were absent about what I intended to do. Besides, I was, at the time, very much in need of some ready money, for, although I am rich enough, there are times when most of my capital is what business men called locked up, and therefore not immediately available. In these circumstances, Marizano came to me with a very tempting offer. But there are plenty of good-looking, amiable, affectionate girls in Africa. I can easily buy you another slave quite as good as Azinté.

As good as Azinté! echoed Maraquita wildly, starting up and gazing at her father with eyes that flashed through her tears, Azinté, who has opened her heart to me  her bursting, bleeding heart  and told me all her former joys and all her present woes, and who loves me as she loves  ay, better than she loves  her own soul, merely because I dropped a few tears of sympathy on her little hand! Another as good as Azinté! she cried with increasing vehemence; would you listen with patience to any one who should talk to you of another as good as Maraquita?

Nay, but, remonstrated the Governor, you are now raving; your feelings towards Azinté cannot be compared with my love for you.

If you loved me as I thought you did, you would not  you could not  have thus taken from me my darling little maid. Oh! shame, shame on you, father

She could say no more, but rushed from the room to fling herself down and sob out her feelings in the privacy of her own chamber, where she was sought out by the black cook, who had overheard some of the conversation, and was a sympathetic soul. But that amiable domestic happened to be inopportunely officious; she instantly fled from the chamber, followed by the neatest pair of little slippers imaginable, which hit her on the back of her woolly head,  for Maraquita, like other spoilt children, had made up her mind not to be comforted.

Meanwhile the Governor paced the floor of his drawing-room with uneasy feelings, which, however, were suddenly put to flight by the report of a gun. Hastening to the window, he saw that the shot had been fired by a war-steamer which was entering the bay.

Ha! the Firefly; good! exclaimed the Governor, with a gratified look; this will put it all right.

He said nothing more, but left the room hastily. It may however be as well to explain that his remark had reference to the mutual affection which he was well aware existed between his daughter and the gallant Lieutenant Lindsay. He had not, indeed, the most remote intention of permitting Maraquita to wed the penniless officer, but he had no objection whatever to their flirting as much as they pleased; and he readily perceived that nothing would be more likely to take the Senhorinas thoughts off her lost maid than the presence of her lover.

There was a bower in a secluded corner of the Governor Letottis garden, a very charming bower indeed, in which Lieutenant Lindsay had been wont at times when duty to the Queen of England permitted, to hold sweet converse with the queen of his soul. What that converse was it neither becomes us to say nor the reader to inquire. Perhaps it had reference to astronomy, perchance to domestic economy. At all events it was always eminently satisfactory to both parties engaged, save when the Senhorina indulged in a little touch of waywardness, and sent the poor officer back to his ship with a heavy heart, for the express purpose of teaching him the extent of her power and the value of her favour. She overclouded him now and then, just to make him the more ardently long for sunshine, and to convince him that in the highest sense of the word he was a slave!

To this bower, then, the Senhorina returned with a sad heart and swollen eyes, to indulge in vain regrets. Her sorrows had overwhelmed her to such an extent that she failed to observe the Fireflys salute. It was therefore with a look of genuine surprise and agitation that she suddenly beheld Lieutenant Lindsay, who had availed himself of the first free moment, striding up the little path that led to the bower.

Maraquita! he exclaimed, looking in amazement at the countenance of his lady-love, which was what Norsemen style begrutten.

But Maraquita was in no mood to be driven out of her humour, even by her lover.

I am miserable, she said with vehemence, clenching one of her little fists as though she meditated an assault on the lieutenant utterly, absolutely, inconsolably miserable.

If Lindsay had entertained any doubt regarding the truth of her assertion, it would have been dispelled by her subsequent conduct, for she buried her face in a handkerchief and burst into tears.

Beloved, adorable, tender, delicious Maraquita, were words which leapt into the lieutenants mind, but he dare not utter them with his lips. Neither did he venture to clasp Maraquitas waist with his left arm, lay her pretty little head on his breast and smooth her luxuriant hair with his right hand, though he felt almost irresistibly tempted so to do  entirely from feelings of pity, of course,  for the Senhorina had hitherto permitted no familiarities beyond a gentle pressure of the hand on meeting and at parting.

It is unnecessary to repeat all that the bashful, though ardent, man of war said to Maraquita, or all that Maraquita said to the man of war; how, ignoring the celestial orbs and domestic economy, she launched out into a rhapsodical panegyric of Azinté; told how the poor slave had unburdened her heart to her about her handsome young husband and her darling little boy in the far off interior, from whom she had been rudely torn, and whom she never expected to see again; and how she, Maraquita, had tried to console Azinté by telling her that there was a heaven where good people might hope to meet again, even though they never met on earth, and a great deal more besides, to all of which the earnest lieutenant sought to find words wherewith to express his pity and sympathy, but found them not, though he was at no loss to find words to tell the queen of his soul that, in the peculiar circumstances of the case, and all things considered, his love for her (Maraquita) was tenfold more intense than it had ever been before!

Foolish boy, said the Senhorina, smiling through her tears, what is the use of telling me that? Can it do any good to Azinté?

Not much, Im afraid, replied the lieutenant. Well, then, dont talk nonsense, but tell me what I am to do to recover my little maid.

It is impossible for me to advise, said the lieutenant with a perplexed look.

But you must advise, said Maraquita, with great decision.

Well, I will try. How long is it since Azinté was taken away from you?

About two weeks.

You say that Marizano was the purchaser. Do you know to what part of the coast he intended to convey her?

How should I know? I have only just heard of the matter from my father.

Well then, you must try to find out from your father all that he knows about Marizano and his movements. That is the first step. After that I will consider what can be done.

Yes, Senhor, said Maraquita, rising suddenly, you must consider quickly, and you must act at once, for you must not come here again until you bring me news of Azinté.

Poor Lindsay, who knew enough of the girls character to believe her to be thoroughly in earnest, protested solemnly that he would do his utmost.

All that Maraquita could ascertain from her father was, that Marizano meant to proceed to Kilwa, the great slave-depôt of the coast, there to collect a large cargo of slaves and proceed with them to Arabia, whenever he had reason to believe that the British cruisers were out of the way. This was not much to go upon, but the Senhorina was as unreasonable as were the Egyptians of old, when they insisted on the Israelites making bricks without straw.

He was unexpectedly helped out of his dilemma by Captain Romer, who called him into his cabin that same evening, told him that he had obtained information of the movements of slavers, which induced him to think it might be worth while to watch the coast to the northward of Cape Dalgado, and bade him prepare for a cruise in charge of the cutter, adding that the steamer would soon follow and keep them in view.

With a lightened heart Lindsay went off to prepare, and late that night the cutter quietly pulled away from the Fireflys side, with a well-armed crew, and provisioned for a short cruise.

Their object was to proceed as stealthily as possible along the coast, therefore they kept inside of islands as much as possible, and cruised about a good deal at nights, always sleeping on board the boat, as the low-lying coast was very unhealthy, but landing occasionally to obtain water and to take a survey of the sea from convenient heights.

Early one morning as they were sailing with a very light breeze, between two small islands, a vessel was seen looming through the haze, not far from shore.

Jackson, one of the men, who has been introduced to the reader at an earlier part of this narrative, was the first to observe the strangers.

Its a brig, he said; I can make out her royals.

No, its a barque, said the coxswain.

A little midshipman, named Midgley, differed from both, and said it was a large dhow, for he could make out the top of its lateen sail.

Whatever it is, well give chase, said Lindsay, ordering the men to put out the oars and give way, the sail being of little use.

In a few minutes the haze cleared sufficiently to prove that Midgley was right. At the same time it revealed to those on board the dhow that they were being chased by the boat of a man-of-war. The little wind that blew at the time was insufficient to enable the dhow to weather a point just ahead of her, and the cutter rowed down on her so fast that it was evidently impossible for her to escape.

Seeing this, the commander of the dhow at once ran straight for the shore. Before the boat could reach her she was among the breakers on the bar, which were so terrible at that part of the coast as to render landing in a small boat quite out of the question. In a few minutes the dhow was hurled on the beach and began to break up, while her crew and cargo of slaves swarmed into the sea and tried to gain the shore. It seemed to those in the boat that some hundreds of negroes were struggling at one time in the seething foam.

We must risk it, and try to save some of the poor wretches, cried Lindsay; give way, lads, give way!

The boat shot in amongst the breakers, and was struck by several seas in succession, and nearly swamped ere it reached the shore. But they were too late to save many of the drowning. Most of the strongest of the slaves had gained the shore and taken to the hills in wild terror, under the impression so carefully instilled into them by the Arabs, that the only object the Englishmen had in view was to catch, cook, and eat them! The rest were drowned, with the exception of two men and seven little children, varying from five to eight years of age, who were found crawling on the beach, in such a state of emaciation that they could not follow their companions into the bush. They tried, however, in their own feeble, helpless way, to avoid capture and the terrible fate which they thought awaited them.

These were soon lifted tenderly into the boat.

Here, Jackson, cried Lindsay, lifting one of the children in his strong arms, and handing it to the sailor, carry that one very carefully, she seems to be almost gone. God help her, poor, poor child!

There was good cause for Lindsays pity, for the little girl was so thin that every bone in her body was sticking out  her elbow and knee-joints being the largest parts of her shrunken limbs, and it was found that she could not rise or even stretch herself out, in consequence, as was afterwards ascertained, of her having been kept for many days in the dhow in a sitting posture, with her knees doubled up against her face. Indeed, most of the poor little things captured were found to be more or less stiffened from the same cause.

An Arab interpreter had been sent with Lindsay, but he turned out to be so incapable that it was scarcely possible to gain any information from him. He was either stupid in reality, or pretended to be so. The latter supposition is not improbable, for many of the interpreters furnished to the men-of-war on that coast were found to be favourable to the slavers, insomuch that they have been known to mislead those whom they were paid to serve.

With great difficulty the cutter was pulled through the surf. That afternoon the Firefly hove in sight, and took the rescued slaves on board.

Next day two boats from the steamer chased another dhow on shore, but with even less result than before, for the whole of the slaves escaped to the hills. On the day following, however, a large dhow was captured, with about a hundred and fifty slaves on board, all of whom were rescued, and the dhow destroyed.

The dhows which were thus chased or captured were all regular and undisguised slavers. Their owners were openly engaged in what they knew was held to be piracy alike by the Portuguese, the Sultan of Zanzibar, and the English. They were exporting slaves from Africa to Arabia and Persia, which is an illegal species of traffic. In dealing with these, no difficulty was experienced except the difficulty of catching them. When caught, the dhows were invariably destroyed and the slaves set free  that is to say, carried to those ports where they might be set free with safety.

But there were two other sorts of traffickers in the bodies and souls of human beings, who were much more difficult to deal with.

There were, first the legal slave-traders, namely, the men who convey slaves by sea from one part of the Sultan of Zanzibars dominions to another. This kind of slavery was prosecuted under the shelter of what we have already referred to as a domestic institution! It involved, as we have said before, brutality, injustice, cruelty, theft, murder, and extermination, but, being a domestic institution of Zanzibar, it was held to be legal, and the British Government have recognised and tolerated it by treaty for a considerable portion of this century!

It is, however, but justice to ourselves to say, that our Government entered into the treaty with the view of checking, limiting, and mitigating the evils of the slave-trade. We have erred in recognising any form of slavery, no matter how humane our object was  one proof of which is that we have, by our interference, unintentionally increased the evils of slavery instead of abating them.

It is worth while remarking here, that slavery is also a domestic institution in Arabia and Persia. If it be right that we should not interfere with the Zanzibar institution, why should we interfere with that of Arabia or Persia? Our treaty appears to have been founded on the principle that we ought to respect domestic institutions. We maintain a squadron on the east coast of Africa to stop the flow of Africans to the latter countries, while we permit the flow by treaty, as well as by practice, to the former. Is this consistent? The only difference between the two cases is one of distance, not of principle.

But to return to our point  the legal traders. In consequence of the Sultans dominions lying partly on an island and partly on the mainland, his domestic institution necessitates boats, and in order to distinguish between his boats and the pirates, there is a particular season fixed in which he may carry his slaves by sea from one part of his dominions to another; and each boat is furnished with papers which prove it to be a legal trader. This is the point on which the grand fallacy of our interference hinges. The domestic institution would be amply supplied by about 4000 slaves a year. The so-called legal traders are simply legalised deceivers, who transport not fewer than 30,000 slaves a year! It must be borne in mind that these 30,000 represent only a portion  the Zanzibar portion  of the great African slave-trade. From the Portuguese settlements to the south, and from the north by way of Egypt, the export of negroes as slaves is larger. It is estimated that the total number of human beings enslaved on the east and north-east coast of Africa is about 70,000 a year. As all authorities agree in the statement that, at the lowest estimate, only one out of every five captured survives to go into slavery, this number represents a loss to Africa of 350,000 human beings a year. They leave Zanzibar with full cargoes continually, with far more than is required for what we may term home-consumption. Nevertheless, correct papers are furnished to them by the Sultan, which protects them from British cruisers within the prescribed limits, namely, between Cape Dalgado and Lamoo, a line of coast about 1500 miles in extent. But it is easy for them to evade the cruisers in these wide seas and extensive coasts, and the value of Black Ivory is so great that the loss of a few is but a small matter. On reaching the northern limits the legal traders become pirates. They run to the northward, and take their chance of being captured by cruisers.

The reason of all this is very obvious. The Sultan receives nearly half a sovereign a head for each slave imported into Zanzibar, and our Governments, in time past, have allowed themselves to entertain the belief, that, by treaty, the Sultan could be induced to destroy this the chief source of his revenue!

Surely it is not too much to say, that Great Britain ought to enter into no treaty whatever in regard to slavery, excepting such as shall provide for the absolute, total, and immediate extirpation thereof by whatsoever name called.

Besides these two classes of slavers,  the open, professional pirates, and the sneaking, deceiving domestic slavers,  there are the slave-smugglers. They are men who profess to be, and actually are, legal traders in ivory, gum, copal, and other produce of Africa. These fellows manage to smuggle two or three slaves each voyage to the Black Ivory markets, under pretence that they form part of the crew of their dhows. It is exceedingly difficult, almost impossible, for the officers of our cruisers to convict these smugglers  to distinguish between slaves and crews, consequently immense numbers of slaves are carried off to the northern ports in this manner. Sometimes these dhows carry Arab or other passengers, and when there are so many slaves on board that it would be obviously absurd to pretend that they formed part of the crew, the owner dresses the poor wretches up in the habiliments that come most readily to hand, and passes them off as the wives or servants of these passengers. Any one might see at a glance that the stupid, silent, timid-looking creatures, who have had almost every human element beaten out of them, are nothing of the sort, but there is no means of proving them other than they are represented to be. If an interpreter were to ask them they would be ready to swear anything that their owner had commanded; hence the cruisers are deceived in every way  in many ways besides those now mentioned  and our philanthropic intentions are utterly thwarted; for the rescuing and setting free of 1000 or 2000 negroes a year out of the 30,000 annually exported, is not an adequate result for our great expense in keeping a squadron on the coast, especially when we consider that hundreds, probably thousands, of slaves perish amid horrible sufferings caused by the efforts of the man-stealers to avoid our cruisers. These would probably not lose their lives, and the entire body of slaves would suffer less, if we did not interfere at all.

From this we do not argue that non-interference would be best, but that as our present system of repression does not effectively accomplish what is aimed at, it ought to be changed. What the change should be, many wise and able men have stated. Their opinion we cannot quote here, but one thing taught to us by past experience is clear, we cannot cure the slave-trade by merely limiting it. Our motto in regard to slavery ought to be  Total and immediate extinction everywhere.




Chapter Seventeen.

Strong Measures Lead to Unexpected Discoveries.

Im terribly worried and perplexed, said Lieutenant Lindsay one afternoon to Midshipman Midgley, as they were creeping along the coast in the neighbourhood of Cape Dalgado.

Why so? inquired the middy.

Because I can learn nothing whatever about the movements of Marizano, replied the Lieutenant. I have not spoken to you about this man hitherto, because  because  that is to say  the fact is, it wasnt worth while, seeing that you know no more about him than I do, perhaps not so much. But I cant help thinking that we might have learned something about him by this time, only our interpreter is such an unmitigated ass, he seems to understand nothing  to pick up nothing.

Indeed! exclaimed the midshipman; Im surprised to hear you say so, because I heard Suliman whispering last night with that half-caste fellow whom we captured along with the other niggers, and I am confident that he mentioned the name of Marizano several times.

Did he? Well now, the rascal invariably looks quite blank when I mention Marizanos name, and shakes his head, as if he had never heard of it before.

Couldnt you intimidate him into disgorging a little of his knowledge? suggested Midgley, with an arch look.

I have thought of that, replied Lindsay, with a frown. Come, its not a bad idea; Ill try! Hallo! Suliman, come aft, I want you.

Lieutenant Lindsay was one of those men who are apt to surprise people by the precipitancy of their actions. He was not, indeed, hasty; but when his mind was made up he was not slow in proceeding to action. It was so on the present occasion, to the consternation of Suliman, who had hitherto conceived him to be rather a soft easy-going man.

Suliman, he said, in a low but remarkably firm tone of voice, you know more about Marizano than you choose to tell me. Now, he continued, gazing into the Arabs cold grey eyes, while he pulled a revolver from his coat-pocket and cocked it, I intend to make you tell me all you know about him, or to blow your brains out.

He moved the pistol gently as he spoke, and placed his forefinger on the trigger.

I not know, began Suliman, who evidently did not believe him to be quite in earnest; but before the words had well left his lips the drum of his left ear was almost split by the report of the pistol, and a part of his turban was blown away.

You dont know? very well, said Lindsay, recocking the pistol, and placing the cold muzzle of it against the Arabs yellow nose.

This was too much for Suliman. He grew pale, and suddenly fell on his knees.

Oh! stop! no  no! not fire! me tell you bout im.

Good, get up and do so, said the Lieutenant, uncocking the revolver, and returning it to his pocket; and be sure that you tell me all, else your life wont be worth the value of the damaged turban on your head.

With a good deal of trepidation the alarmed interpreter thereupon gave Lindsay all the information he possessed in regard to the slaver, which amounted to this, that he had gone to Kilwa, where he had collected a band of slaves sufficient to fill a large dhow, with which he intended, in two days more, to sail, in company with a fleet of slavers, for the north.

Does he intend to touch at Zanzibar? inquired Lindsay.

Me tink no, replied the interpreter; got many pritty garls  go straight for Persia.

On hearing this the Lieutenant put the cutter about, and sailed out to sea in search of the Firefly, which he knew could not at that time be at any great distance from the shore.

He found her sooner than he had expected; and, to his immense astonishment as well as joy, one of the first persons he beheld on stepping over the side of his ship was Azinté.

You have captured Marizano, sir, I see, he said to Captain Romer.

Not the scoundrel himself, but one of his dhows, replied the Captain. He had started for the northern ports with two heavily-laden vessels. We discovered him five days ago, and, fortunately, just beyond the protected water, so that he was a fair and lawful prize. The first of his dhows, being farthest out from shore, we captured, but the other, commanded by himself, succeeded in running ashore, and he escaped; with nearly all his slaves  only a few of the women and children being drowned in the surf. And now, as our cargo of poor wretches is pretty large, I shall run for the Seychelles. After landing them I shall return as fast as possible, to intercept a few more of these pirates.

To the Seychelles! muttered the Lieutenant to himself as he went below, with an expression on his countenance something between surprise and despair.

Poor Lindsay! His mind was so taken up with, and confused by, the constant and obtrusive presence of the Senhorina Maraquita that the particular turn which affairs had taken had not occurred to him, although that turn was quite natural, and by no means improbable. Marizano, with Azinté on board of one of his piratical dhows, was proceeding to the north. Captain Romer, with his war-steamer, was on the look-out for piratical dhows. What more natural than that the Captain should fall in with the pirate? But Lieutenant Lindsays mind had been so filled with Maraquita that it seemed to be, for the time, incapable of holding more than one other idea  that idea was the fulfilment of Maraquitas commands to obtain information as to her lost Azinté. To this he had of late devoted all his powers, happy in the thought that it fell in with and formed part of his duty, to his Queen and country, as well as to the Queen of his soul. To rescue Azinté from Marizano seemed to the bold Lieutenant an easy enough matter; but to rescue her from his own Captain, and send her back into slavery! Ass! that I am, he exclaimed, not to have thought of this before. Of course she can never be returned to Maraquita, and small comfort it will be to the Senhorina to be told that her favourite is free in the Seychelles Islands, and utterly beyond her reach, unless she chooses to go there and stay with her.

Overwhelmed with disgust at his own stupidity, and at the utter impossibility of doing anything to mend matters, the unfortunate Lieutenant sat down to think, and the result of his thinking was that he resolved at all events to look well after Azinté, and see that she should be cared for on her arrival at the Seychelles.

Among the poor creatures who had been rescued from Marizanos dhow were nearly a hundred children, in such a deplorable condition that small hopes were entertained of their reaching the island alive. Their young lives, however, proved to be tenacious. Experienced though their hardy rescuers were in rough and tumble work, they had no conception what these poor creatures had already gone through, and, therefore, formed a mistaken estimate of their powers of endurance. Eighty-three of them reached the Seychelles alive. They were placed under the care of a warm-hearted missionary, who spared no pains for their restoration to health; but despite his utmost efforts, forty of these eventually died  their little frames had been whipped, and starved, and tried to such an extent, that recovery was impossible.

To the care of this missionary Lieutenant Lindsay committed Azinté, telling him as much of her sad story as he was acquainted with. The missionary willingly took charge of her, and placed her as a nurse in the temporary hospital which he had instituted for the little ones above referred to. Here Azinté proved herself to be a most tender, affectionate, and intelligent nurse to the poor children, for whom she appeared to entertain particular regard, and here, on the departure of the Firefly shortly afterwards, Lindsay left her in a state of comfort, usefulness, and comparative felicity.




Chapter Eighteen.

Describes Some of the Doings of Yoosoof and His Men in Procuring Black Ivory from the Interior of Africa.

A dirty shop, in a filthy street in the unhealthy town of Zanzibar, is the point to which we now beg leave to conduct our reader  whom we also request to leap, in a free and easy way, over a few months of time!

It is not for the sake of the shop that we make this leap, but for the purpose of introducing the two men who, at the time we write of, sat over their grog in a small back-room connected with that shop. Still the shop itself is not altogether unworthy of notice. It is what the Americans call a store  a place where you can purchase almost every article that the wants of man have called into being. The prevailing smells are of oil, sugar, tea, molasses, paint, and tar, a compound which confuses the discriminating powers of the nose, and, on the principle that extremes meet, removes the feeling of surprise that ought to be aroused by discovering that these odours are in close connexion with haberdashery and hardware. There are enormous casks, puncheons, and kegs on the floor; bales on the shelves; indescribable confusion in the corners; preserved meat tins piled to the ceiling; with dust and dirt encrusting everything. The walls, beams, and rafters, appear to be held together by means of innumerable cobwebs. Hosts of flies fatten on, without diminishing, the stock, and squadrons of cockroaches career over the earthen floor.

In the little back-room of this shop sat the slave-dealer Yoosoof, in company with the captain of an English ship which lay in the harbour.

Smoke from the captains pipe filled the little den to such an extent that Yoosoof and his friend were not so clearly distinguishable as might have been desired.

Youre all a set of false-hearted, wrong-headed, low-minded, scoundrels, said the plain-spoken captain, accompanying each asseveration with a puff so violent as to suggest the idea that his remarks were round-shot and his mouth a cannon.

The Briton was evidently not in a complimentary mood. It was equally evident that Yoosoof was not in a touchy vein, for he smiled the slightest possible smile and shrugged his shoulders. He had business to transact with the captain which was likely to result very much to his advantage, and Yoosoof was not the man to let feelings stand in the way of business.

Moreover, pursued the captain, in a gruff voice, the trade in slaves is illegally conducted in one sense, namely, that it is largely carried on by British subjects.

How you make that out? asked Yoosoof.

How? why, easy enough. Arent the richest men in Zanzibar the Banyans, and dont these Banyans, who number about 17,000 of your population, supply you Arabs with money to carry on the accursed slave-trade? And aint these Banyans Indian merchants  subjects of Great Britain?

Yoosoof shrugged his shoulders again and smiled.

And dont these opulent rascals, continued the Briton, love their ease as well as their money, and when they want to increase the latter without destroying the former, dont they make advances to the like of you and get 100 per cent out of you for every dollar advanced?

Yoosoof nodded his head decidedly at this, and smiled again.

Well, then, aint the whole lot of you a set of mean scoundrels? said the captain fiercely.

Yoosoof did not smile at this; he even looked for a moment as if he were going to resent it, but it was only for a moment. Self-interest came opportunely to his aid, and made him submissive.

What can we do? he asked after a short silence. You knows what the Sultan say, other day, to one British officer, If you stop slave-trade you will ruin Zanzibar. We mus not do that. Zanzibar mus not be ruin.

Why not? demanded the captain, with a look of supreme contempt, what if Zanzibar was ruined? Look here, now, Yoosoof, your dirty little island  the whole island observe  is not quite the size of my own Scotch county of Lanark. Its population is short of 250,000 all told  scarce equal to the half of the population of Lanark  composed of semi-barbarians and savages. Thats one side of the question. Heres the other side: Africa is one of the four quarters of the earth, with millions of vigorous niggers and millions of acres of splendid land, and no end of undeveloped resources, and you have the impudence to tell me that an enormous lump of this land must be converted into a desert, and something like 150,000 of its best natives be drawn off annually  for what?  for what? repeated the sailor, bringing his fist down on the table before him with such force that the glasses danced on it and the dust flew up; for what? I say; for a paltry, pitiful island, ruled by a sham sultan, without army or navy, and with little money, save what he gets by slave-dealing; an island which has no influence for good on the world, morally, religiously, or socially, and with little commercially, though it has much influence for evil; an island which has helped the Portuguese to lock up the east coast of Africa for centuries; an island which would not be missed  save as a removed curse  if it were sunk this night to the bottom of the sea, and all its selfish, sensual, slave-dealing population swept entirely off the face of the earth.

The captain had risen and dashed his pipe to atoms on the floor in his indignation as he made these observations. He now made an effort to control himself, and then, sitting down, he continued Just think, Yoosoof; youre a sharp man of business, as I know to my cost. You can understand a thing in a commercial point of view. Just try to look at it thus: On the one side of the worlds account you have Zanzibar sunk with all its Banyan and Arab population; we wont sink the niggers, poor wretches. Well suppose them saved, along with the consuls, missionaries, and such-like. Well, thats a loss of somewhere about 83,000 scoundrels,  a gain we might call it, but for the sake of argument well call it a loss. On the other side of the account you have 30,000 niggers  fair average specimens of humanity  saved from slavery, besides something like 150,000 more saved from death by war and starvation, the results of the slave-trade; 83,000 from 150,000 leaves 67,000! The loss, you see, would be more than wiped off, and a handsome balance left at the worlds credit the very first year! To say nothing of the opening up of legitimate commerce to one of the richest countries on earth, and the consequent introduction of Christianity.

The captain paused to take breath. Yoosoof shrugged his shoulders, and a brief silence ensued, which was happily broken, not by a recurrence to the question of slavery, but by the entrance of a slave. He came in search of Yoosoof for the purpose of telling him that his master wished to speak with him. As the slaves master was one of the wealthy Banyans just referred to, Yoosoof rose at once, and, apologising to the captain for quitting him so hurriedly, left that worthy son of Neptune to cool his indignation in solitude.

Passing through several dirty streets the slave led the slaver to a better sort of house in a more salubrious or, rather, less pestilential, part of the town. He was ushered into the presence of an elderly man of quiet, unobtrusive aspect.

Yoosoof, said the Banyan in Arabic, I have been considering the matter about which we had some conversation yesterday, and I find that it will be convenient for me to make a small venture. I can let you have three thousand dollars.

On the old terms? asked Yoosoof.

On the old terms, replied the merchant. Will you be ready to start soon?

Yoosoof said that he would, that he had already completed the greater part of his preparations, and that he hoped to start for the interior in a week or two.

That is well; I hope you may succeed in doing a good deal of business, said the merchant with an amiable nod and smile, which might have led an ignorant onlooker to imagine that Yoosoofs business in the interior was work of a purely philanthropic nature!

There is another affair, which, it has struck me, may lie in your way, continued the merchant. The British consul is, I am told, anxious to find some one who will undertake to make inquiries in the interior about some Englishmen, who are said to have been captured by the black fellows and made slaves of.

Does the consul know what tribe has captured them? asked Yoosoof.

I think not; but as he offers five hundred dollars for every lost white man who shall be recovered and brought to the coast alive, I thought that you might wish to aid him!

True, said Yoosoof, musing, true, I will go and see him.

Accordingly, the slave-dealer had an interview with the consul, during which he learned that there was no absolute certainty of any Englishmen having been captured. It was only a vague rumour; nevertheless it was sufficiently probable to warrant the offer of five hundred dollars to any one who should effect a rescue; therefore Yoosoof, having occasion to travel into the interior at any rate, undertook to make inquiries.

He was also told that two Englishmen had, not long before, purchased an outfit, and started off with the intention of proceeding to the interior by way of the Zambesi river, and they, the consul said, might possibly be heard of by him near the regions to which he was bound; but these, he suggested, could not be the men who were reported as missing.

Of course Yoosoof had not the most remote idea that these were the very Englishmen whom he himself had captured on the coast, for, after parting from them abruptly, as described in a former chapter, he had ceased to care or think about them, and besides, was ignorant of the fact that they had been to Zanzibar.

Yoosoofs own particular business required a rather imposing outfit. First of all, he purchased and packed about 600 pounds worth of beads of many colours, cloth of different kinds, thick brass wire, and a variety of cheap trinkets, such as black men and women are fond of, for Yoosoof was an honest trader, and paid his way when he found it suitable to do so. He likewise hired a hundred men, whom he armed with guns, powder, and ball, for Yoosoof was also a dishonest trader, and fought his way when that course seemed most desirable.

With this imposing caravan he embarked in a large dhow, sailed for the coast landed at Kilwa, and proceeded into the interior of Africa.

It was a long and toilsome journey over several hundred miles of exceedingly fertile and beautiful country, eminently suited for the happy abode of natives. But Yoosoof and his class who traded in black ivory had depopulated it to such an extent that scarce a human being was to be seen all the way. There were plenty of villages, but they were in ruins, and acres of cultivated ground with the weeds growing rank where the grain had once flourished. Further on in the journey, near the end of it, there was a change; the weeds and grain grew together and did battle, but in most places the weeds gained the victory. It was quite evident that the whole land had once been a rich garden teeming with human life  savage life, no doubt still, not so savage but that it could manage to exist in comparative enjoyment and multiply. Yoosoof  passed through a hundred and fifty miles of this land; it was a huge grave, which, appropriately enough, was profusely garnished with human bones. (See Livingstones Tributaries of the Zambesi, page 391.)

At last the slave-trader reached lands which were not utterly forsaken.

Entering a village one afternoon he sent a present of cloth and beads to the chief, and, after a few preliminary ceremonies, announced that he wished to purchase slaves.

The chief, who was a fine-looking young warrior, said that he had no men, women or children to sell, except a few criminals to whom he was welcome at a very low price,  about two or three yards of calico each. There were also one or two orphan children whose parents had died suddenly, and to whom no one in the village could lay claim. It was true that these poor orphans had been adopted by various families who might not wish to part with them; but no matter, the chiefs command was law. Yoosoof might have the orphans also for a very small sum,  a yard of calico perhaps. But nothing would induce the chief to compel any of his people to part with their children, and none of the people seemed desirous of doing so.

The slave-trader therefore adopted another plan. He soon managed to ascertain that the chief had an old grudge against a neighbouring chief. In the course of conversation he artfully stirred up the slumbering ill-will, and carefully fanned it into a flame without appearing to have any such end in view. When the iron was sufficiently hot he struck it  supplied the chief with guns and ammunition, and even, as a great favour, offered to lend him a few of his own men in order that he might make a vigorous attack on his old enemy.

The device succeeded to perfection. War was begun without any previous declaration; prisoners were soon brought in  not only men, but women and children. The first were coupled together with heavy slave-sticks, which were riveted to their necks; the latter were attached to each other with ropes; and thus Yoosoof, in a few days, was enabled to proceed on his journey with a goodly drove of black cattle behind him.

This occurred not far from Lake Nyassa, which he intended should be his headquarters for a time, while his men, under a new leader whom he expected to meet there, should push their victorious arms farther into the interior.

On reaching the shores of the noble lake, he found several birds of the same feather with himself  Arabs engaged in the same trade. He also found his old friend and trusty ally, Marizano. This gratified him much, for he was at once enabled to hand over the charge of the expedition to his lieutenant, and send him forth on his mission.

That same evening  a lovely and comparatively cool one  Yoosoof and the half-caste sauntered on the margin of the lake, listening to the sweet melody of the free and happy birds, and watching the debarkation, from a large boat, of a band of miserable slaves who had been captured or purchased on the other side.

Now, Marizano, said Yoosoof, addressing the half-caste in his native tongue, I do not intend to cumber you with cloth or beads on this expedition. I have already spent a good deal in the purchase of slaves, who are now in my barracoon, and I think it will be both cheaper and easier to make up the rest of the gang by means of powder and lead.

It is lighter to carry, and more effectual, remarked Marizano, with a nod of approval.

True, returned Yoosoof, and quicker. Will a hundred men and guns suffice?

Eighty are enough to conquer any of the bow and spear tribes of this region, replied the half-caste carelessly.

Good! continued Yoosoof. Then you shall start to-morrow. The tribes beyond this lake are not yet afraid of us  thanks to the mad Englishman, Livingstone, who has opened up the country and spread the information that white men are the friends of the black, and hate slavery. (Livingstone tells us that he found, on ascending the Shire river, that the Portuguese slave-traders had followed closely in the footsteps of his previous discoveries, and passed themselves off as his friends, by which means they were successful in gaining the confidence of the natives whom they afterwards treacherously murdered or enslaved.)

You may try to pass yourself off as a white man, though your face is not so white as might be desired; however, you can comfort yourself with the knowledge that it is whiter than your heart!

The Arab smiled and glanced at his lieutenant. Marizano smiled, bowed in acknowledgment of the compliment, and replied that he believed himself to be second to no one except his employer in that respect.

Well, then, continued Yoosoof, you must follow up the discoveries of this Englishman; give out that you are his friend, and have come there for the same purposes; and, when you have put them quite at their ease, commence a brisk trade with them  for which purpose you may take with you just enough of cloth and beads to enable you to carry out the deception. For the rest I need not instruct; you know what to do as well as I.

Marizano approved heartily of this plan, and assured his chief that his views should be carried out to his entire satisfaction.

But there is still another point, said Yoosoof, on which I have to talk. It appears that there are some white men who have been taken prisoners by one of the interior tribes  I know not which  for the finding of whom the British consul at Zanzibar has offered me five hundred dollars. If you can obtain information about these men it will be well. If you can find and rescue them it will be still better, and you shall have a liberal share of the reward.

While the Arab was speaking, the half-castes visage betrayed a slight degree of surprise.

White men! he said, pulling up his sleeve and showing a gun-shot wound in his arm which appeared to be not very old. A white man inflicted that not long ago, and not very far from the spot on which we stand. I had vowed to take the life of that white man if we should ever chance to meet, but if it is worth five hundred dollars I may be tempted to spare it!

He laughed lightly as he spoke, and then added, with a thoughtful look, But I dont see how these men  there were two of them, if not more  can be prisoners, because, when I came across them, they were well-armed, well supplied, and well attended, else, you may be sure, they had not given me this wound and freed my slaves. But the scoundrels who were with me at the time were cowards.

You are right, said Yoosoof. The white men you met I heard of at Zanzibar. They cannot be the prisoners we are asked to search for. They have not yet been long enough away, I should think, to have come by any mischance, and the white men who are said to be lost have been talked about in Zanzibar for a long time. However, make diligent inquiries, because the promise is, that the five hundred dollars shall be ours if we rescue any white man, no matter who he may chance to be. And now I shall show you the cattle I have obtained on the way up.

The barracoon, to which the Arab led his lieutenant, was a space enclosed by a strong and high stockade, in which slaves were kept under guard until a sufficient number should be secured to form a gang, wherewith to start for the coast. At the entrance stood a savage-looking Portuguese half-caste armed with a gun. Inside there was an assortment of Yoosoofs Black Ivory. It was in comparatively good condition at that time, not having travelled far, and, as it was necessary to keep it up to a point of strength sufficient to enable it to reach the coast, it was pretty well fed except in the case of a few rebellious articles. There were, however, specimens of damaged goods even there. Several of the orphans, who had become Yoosoofs property, although sprightly enough when first purchased, had not stood even the short journey to the lake so well as might have been expected. They had fallen off in flesh to such an extent that Yoosoof was induced to remark to Marizano, as they stood surveying them, that he feared they would never reach the coast alive.

That one, now, he said, pointing to a little boy who was tightly wedged in the midst of the group of slaves, and sat on the ground with his face resting on his knees, is the most troublesome piece of goods I have had to do with since I began business; and it seems to me that I am going to lose him after all.

Whats the matter with him? asked the half-caste.

Nothing particular, only he is a delicate boy. At first I refused him, but he is so well-made, though delicate, and such a good-looking child, and so spirited, that I decided to take him; but he turns out to be too spirited. Nothing that I can do will tame him,  oh, that wont do it, said Yoosoof, observing that Marizano raised the switch he carried in his hand with a significant action; I have beaten him till there is scarcely a sound inch of skin on his whole body, but its of no use. Ho! stand up, called Yoosoof, letting the lash of his whip fall lightly on the boys shoulders.

There was, however, no response; the Arab therefore repeated the order, and laid the lash across the childs bare back with a degree of force that would have caused the stoutest man to wince; still the boy did not move. Somewhat surprised, Yoosoof pushed his way towards him, seized him by the hair and threw back his head.

The Arab left him immediately and remarked in a quiet tone that he should have no more trouble with him  he was dead!

Whats the matter with that fellow? asked Marizano, pointing to a man who was employed in constantly rolling up a bit of wet clay and applying it to his left eye.

Ah, hes another of these unmanageable fellows, replied Yoosoof. I have been trying to tame him by starvation. The other morning he fell on his knees before the man who guards the barracoon and entreated him to give him food. The guard is a rough fellow, and had been put out of temper lately by a good many of the slaves. Instead of giving him food he gave him a blow in the eye which burst the ball of it, and of course has rendered him worthless; but he wont trouble us long.

In another place a woman crouched on the ground, having something wrapped in leaves which she pressed to her dried breast. It was the body of a child to which she had recently given birth in that place of woe.

Leaving his cringing and terrified goods to the guardian of the barracoon, the Arab returned to his tent beside the beautiful lake, and there, while enjoying the aroma of flowers and the cool breeze, and the genial sunshine, and the pleasant influences which God has scattered with bountiful hand over that luxuriant portion of the earth, calmly concerted with Marizano the best method by which he could bring inconceivable misery on thousands of its wretched inhabitants.




Chapter Nineteen.

Tells of Misfortunes that Befell Our Wanderers; of Familiar Toys Under New Aspects, Etcetera.

When Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer were stopped in their journey, as related in a former chapter, by the sudden illness of the bold seaman, an event was impending over them which effectually overturned their plans. This was the sudden descent of a band of armed natives who had been recently driven from their homes by a slaving party. The slavers had taken them by surprise during the night, set their huts on fire, captured their women and children, and slaughtered all the men, excepting those who sought and found safety in flight. It was those who had thus escaped that chanced to come upon the camp of our travellers one evening about sunset.

Disco was recovering from his attack of fever at the time, though still weak. Harold was sitting by his couch of leaves in the hut which had been erected for him on the first day of the illness. Jumbo was cutting up a piece of flesh for supper, and Antonio was putting the kettle on the fire. The rest of the party were away in the woods hunting.

No guard was kept; consequently the savages came down on them like a thunderbolt, and found them quite unprepared to resist even if resistance had been of any use.

At first their captors, bitterly infuriated by their recent losses, proposed to kill their prisoners, without delay, by means of the most excruciating tortures that they could invent, but from some unknown cause, changed their minds; coupled Harold and Disco together by means of two slave-sticks; tied Antonio and Jumbo with ropes, and drove them away.

So suddenly was the thing done, and so effectually, that Disco was far from the camp before he could realise that what had occurred was a fact, and not one of the wild feverish dreams that had beset him during his illness.

The natives would not listen to the earnest explanation of Antonio that Harold and Disco were Englishmen, and haters of slavery. They scowled as they replied that the same had been said by the slavers who had attacked their village; from which remark it would seem that Yoosoof was not quite the originator of that device to throw the natives off their guard. The Portuguese of Tette on the Zambesi had also thought of and acted on it!

Fortunately it was, as we have said, near sunset when the capture was made, and before it became quite dark the band encamped, else must poor Disco have succumbed to weakness and fatigue. The very desperation of his circumstances, however, seemed to revive his strength, for next morning he resumed his journey with some hope of being able to hold out. The continued protestations and assurances of Antonio, also, had the effect of inducing their captors to remove the heavy slave-sticks from the necks of Harold and Disco, though they did not unbind their wrists. Thus were they led further into the country, they knew not whither, for several days and nights, and at last reached a large village where they were all thrust into a hut, and left to their meditations, while their captors went to palaver with the chief man of the place.

This chief proved to be a further-sighted man than the men of the tribe who had captured the Englishmen. His name was Yambo. He had heard of Dr Livingstone, and had met with men of other tribes who had seen and conversed with the great traveller. Thus, being of a thoughtful and inquiring disposition, he had come to understand enough of the good white mans sentiments to guard him from being imposed on by pretended Christians.

Yambos name signified how are you? and was probably bestowed on him because of a strongly benevolent tendency to greet friend and stranger alike with a hearty how dee do? sort of expression of face and tone of voice.

He was a tall grave man, with a commanding firm look, and, withal, a dash of child-like humour and simplicity. On hearing his visitors remarks about their captives, he at once paid them a visit and a few leading questions put to Harold through Antonio convinced him that the prisoners were true men. He therefore returned to his black visitors, told them that he had perfect confidence in the good faith of the white men, and said that he meant to take charge of them. He then entertained his black brothers hospitably, gave them a few presents, and sent them on their way. This done he returned to his guests and told them that they were free, that their captors were gone, and that they might go where they pleased, but that it would gratify him much if they would consent to spend some time hunting with him in the neighbourhood of his village.

Now, said Disco, after Yambo left them, this is wot I call the most uncommon fix that ever wos got into by man since Adam an Eve began housekeepin in the garden of Eden.

Im not quite sure, replied Harold, with a rueful look, that it is absolutely the worst fix, but it is bad enough. The worst of it is that this Yambo has let these rascals off with all our fire-arms and camp-equipage, so that we are absolutely helpless  might as well be prisoners, for we cant quit this village in such circumstances.

Wots wuss than that to my mind, sir, is, that here we are at sea, in the heart of Afriky, without chart, quadrant, compass, or rudder, an no more idea of our whereabouts than one o them spider monkeys that grins among the trees. Howsever, were in luck to fall into the hands of a friendly chief, so, like these same monkeys, we must grin an bear it; only I cant help feelin a bit cast down at the loss of our messmates. I fear theres no chance of their findin us.

Not the least chance in the world, I should say, returned Harold. They could not guess in which direction we had gone, and unless they had hit on the right road at first, every step they took afterwards would only widen the distance between us.

Its lucky I was beginnin to mend before we was catched, said Disco, feeling the muscles of his legs; true, I aint much to boast of yet but Im improvin.

That is more than I can say for myself, returned Harold, with a sigh, as he passed his hand across his forehead; I feel as if this last push through the woods in the hot sun, and the weight of that terrible slave-stick had been almost too much for me.

Disco looked earnestly and anxiously into the face of his friend.

Wot, asked he, does you feel?

I can scarcely tell, replied Harold, with a faint smile. Oh, I suppose Im a little knocked up, thats all. A nights rest will put me all right.

So I thought myself, but I wos wrong, said Disco. Lets hear wot your feelins is, sir; Im as good as any doctor now, I am, in regard to symptoms.

Well, I feel a sort of all-overishness, a kind of lassitude and sleepiness, with a slight headache, and a dull pain which appears to be creeping up my spine.

Youre in for it sir, said Disco. Its lucky you have always carried the physic in your pockets, cause youll need it, an its lucky, too, that I am here and well enough to return tit for tat and nurse you, cause youll have that ere pain in your spine creep up your back and round your ribs till it lays hold of yer shoulders, where itll stick as if it had made up its mind to stay there for ever an a day. Arter that youll get cold an shivering like ice  oh! doesnt I know it well  an then hot as fire, with heavy head, an swimming eyes, an twisted sight, an confusion of

Hold! hold! cried Harold, laughing, if you go on in that way I shall have more than my fair share of it! Pray stop, and leave me a little to find out for myself.

Well, sir, take a purge, and turn in at once, thats my advice. Ill dose you with quinine to-morrow mornin, first thing, said Disco, rising and proceeding forthwith to arrange a couch in a corner of the hut, which Yambo had assigned them.

Harold knew well enough that his follower was right. He took his advice without delay, and next morning found himself little better than a child, both physically and mentally, for the disease not only prostrated his great strength  as it had that of his equally robust companion  but, at a certain stage, induced delirium, during which he talked the most ineffable nonsense that his tongue could pronounce, or his brain conceive.

Poor Disco, who, of course, had been unable to appreciate the extent of his own delirious condition, began to fear that his leaders mind was gone for ever, and Jumbo was so depressed by the unutterably solemn expression of the mariners once jovial countenance, that he did not once show his teeth for a whole week, save when engaged with meals.

As for Antonio, his nature not being very sympathetic, and his health being good, he rather enjoyed the quiet life and good living which characterised the native village, and secretly hoped that Harold might remain on the sick-list for a considerable time to come.

How long this state of affairs lasted we cannot tell, for both Harold and Disco lost the correct record of time during their respective illnesses.

Up to that period they had remembered the days of the week, in consequence of their habit of refraining from going out to hunt on Sundays, except when a dearth of meat in the larder rendered hunting a necessity. Upon these Sundays Harolds conscience sometimes reproached him for having set out on his journey into Africa without a Bible. He whispered, to himself at first, and afterwards suggested to Disco, the excuse that his Bible had been lost in the wreck of his fathers vessel, and that, perhaps, there were no Bibles to be purchased in Zanzibar, but his conscience was a troublesome one, and refused to tolerate such bad reasoning, reminding him, reproachfully, that he had made no effort whatever to obtain a Bible at Zanzibar.

As time had passed, and some of the horrors of the slave-trade had been brought under his notice, many of the words of Scripture leaped to his remembrance, and the regret that he had not carried a copy with him increased. That touch of thoughtlessness, so natural to the young and healthy  to whom life has so far been only a garden of roses  was utterly routed by the stern and dreadful realities which had been recently enacted around him, and just in proportion as he was impressed with the lies, tyranny, cruelty, and falsehood of man, so did his thoughtful regard for the truth and the love of God increase, especially those truths that were most directly opposed to the traffic in human flesh, such as love your enemies, seek peace with all men, be kindly affectioned one to another, whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them. An absolute infidel, he thought, could not fail to perceive that a most blessed change would come over the face of Africa if such principles prevailed among its inhabitants, even in an extremely moderate degree.

But to return, the unfortunate travellers were now at sea altogether in regard to the Sabbath as well as the day of the month. Indeed their minds were not very clear as to the month itself!

Howsever, said Disco, when this subject afterwards came to be discussed, it dont matter much. Wot is it that the Scriptur says, Six days shalt thou labour an do all that thou hast to do, but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God. In it thou shalt do no work. I wos used always to stick at that pint wen my poor mother was a-teachin of me. Never got past it. But its enough for present use anyhow, for the orders is, work six days an dont work the seventh. Werry good, well begin to-day an call it Monday; well work for six days, an wen the seventh day comes well call it Sunday. If it aint the right day, we cant help it; moreover, wots the odds? Its the seventh day, so that to us itll be the Sabbath.

But we anticipate. Harold was still  at the beginning of this digression  in the delirium of fever, though there were symptoms of improvement about him.

One afternoon one of these symptoms was strongly manifested in a long, profound slumber. While he slept Disco sat on a low stool beside him, busily engaged with a clasp-knife on some species of manufacture, the nature of which was not apparent at a glance.

His admirer, Jumbo, was seated on a stool opposite, gazing at him open-mouthed, with a countenance that reflected every passing feeling of his dusky bosom.

Both men were so deeply absorbed in their occupation  Disco in his manufacture, and Jumbo in staring at Disco  that they failed for a considerable time to observe that Harold had wakened suddenly, though quietly, and was gazing at them with a look of lazy, easy-going surprise.

The mariner kept up a running commentary on his work, addressed to Jumbo indeed, but in a quiet interjectional manner that seemed to imply that he was merely soliloquising, and did not want or expect a reply.

Its the most strornary notion, Jumbo, between you and me and the post, that I ever did see. Now, then, this here bullet-head wants a pair o eyes an a nose on it; the mouthll do, but its the mouth as is most troublesome, for you niggers have got such wappin muzzles  its quite a caution, as the Yankees say,  (a pause) on the whole, however, the nose is very difficult to manage on a flat surface, cause wy?  if I leaves it quite flat, it dont look like a nose, an if I carves it out ever so little, its too prominent for a nigger nose. There, aint that a good head, Jumbo?

Thus directly appealed to, Jumbo nodded his own head violently, and showed his magnificent teeth from ear to ear, gums included.

Disco laid down the flat piece of board which he had carved into the form of a human head, and took up another piece, which was rudely blocked out into the form of a human leg  both leg and head being as large as life.

Now this limb, Jumbo, continued Disco, slowly, as he whittled away with the clasp-knife vigorously, is much more troublesome than I would have expected; for you niggers have got such abominably ill-shaped legs below the knee. Theres such an unnatral bend forard o the shin-bone, an such a rediklous sticking out o the heel astarn, dee see, that a feller with white man notions has to make a study of it, if he sets up for a artist; in course, if he dont set up for a artist any sort o shapell do, for it dont affect the jumpin. Ha! there they go, he exclaimed, with a humorous smile at a hearty shout of laughter which was heard just outside the hut, enjoyin the old un; but its nothin to wot the noo unll be wen its finished.

At this exhibition of amusement on the countenance of his friend, Jumbo threw back his head and again showed not only his teeth and gums but the entire inside of his mouth, and chuckled softly from the region of his breast-bone.

Im dreaming, of course, thought Harold, and shut his eyes.

Poor fellow! he was very weak, and the mere act of shutting his eyes induced a half-slumber. He awoke again in a few minutes, and re-opening his eyes, beheld the two men still sitting, and occupied as before.

It is a wonderfully pertinacious dream, thought Harold. Ill try to dissipate it.

Thinking thus, he called out aloud, I say, Disco!

Hallo! thats uncommon like the old tones, exclaimed the seaman, dropping his knife and the leg of wood as he looked anxiously at his friend.

What old tones? asked Harold.

The tones of your voice, said Disco.

Have they changed so much of late? inquired Harold in surprise.

Have they? I should think they have, just. Wy, you havent spoke like that, sir, for  but, surely  are you better, or is this ony another dodge o yer madness? asked Disco with a troubled look.

Ah! I suppose Ive been delirious, have I? said Harold with a faint smile.

To this Disco replied that he had not only been delirious, but stark staring mad, and expressed a very earnest hope that, now he had got his senses hauled taut again, hed belay them an make all fast for, if he didnt, it was his, Discos opinion, that another breeze o the same kind would blow em all to ribbons.

Moreover, continued Disco, firmly, youre not to talk. I once nursed a messmate through a fever, an I remember that the doctor wos werry partikler wen he began to come round, in orderin him to hold his tongue an keep quiet.

You are right Disco. I will keep quiet, but you must first tell me what you are about, for it has roused my curiosity, and I cant rest till I know.

Well, sir, Ill tell you, but dont go for to make no obsarvations on it. Just keep your mouth shut an yer ears open, an Ill do all the jawin. Well, you must know, soon after you wos took bad, I felt as if Id like some sort o okipation wen sittin here watchin of you  Jumbo an mes bin takin the watch time about, for Antony isnt able to hold a boy, much less you wen you gits obstropolous  Well, sir, I had took a sort o fancy for Yambos youngest boy, for hes a fine, brave little shaver, he is, an I thought Id make him some sort o toy, an it struck me that the thing as ud please him most ud be a jumpin-jack, so I set to an made him one about a futt high.

You never see such a face o joy as that youngster put on, sir, wen I took it to him an pulled the string. He give a little squeak of delight he did, tuk it in his hands, an ran home to show it to his mother. Well, sir, wot dee think, the poor boy come back soon after, blubberin an sobbin, as natral as if hed bin an English boy, an says he to Tony, says he, Fathers bin an took it away from me! I wos surprised at this, an went right off to see about it, an wen I come to Yambos hut wot does I see but the chief pullin the string o the jumpin-jack, an grinnin an sniggerin like a blue-faced baboon in a passion  his wife likewise standin by holdin her sides wi laughin. Well, sir, the moment I goes in, up gits the chief an shouts for Tony, an tells him to tell me that I must make him a jumpin-jack! In course I says Id do it with all the pleasure in life; and he says that I must make it full size, as big as hisself! I opened my eyes at this, but he said he must have a thing that was fit for a man  a chief  so there was nothin for it but to set to work. An it wornt difficult to manage neither, for they supplied me with slabs o timber an inch thick an I soon blocked out the body an limbs with a hatchet an polished em off with my knife, and then put em together. Wen the big jack wos all right Yambo took it away, for hed watched me all the time I wos at it, an fixed it up to the branch of a tree an set to work.

I never, no I never, did, continued Disco, slapping his right thigh, while Jumbo grinned in sympathy, see sitch a big baby as Yambo became wen he got that monstrous jumpin-jack into action  with his courtiers all round him, their faces blazin with surprise, or conwulsed wi laughter. The chief hisself was too hard at work to laugh much. He could only glare an grin, for, big an strong though he is, the jack wos so awful heavy that it took all his weight an muscle haulin on the rope which okipied the place o the string that were used to.

Haul away, my hearty, thought I, wen I seed him heavin, blowin, an swettin at the jacks halyards, youll not break that rope in a hurry.

But I was wrong, sir, for, although the halyards held on all right, I had not calkilated on such wiolent action at the joints. All of a sudden off comes a leg at the knee. It was goin the upard kick at the time, an went up like a rocket, slap through a troop o monkeys that was lookin on aloft, which it scattered like foam in a gale. Yambo didnt seem to care a pinch o snuff. His blood was up. The sweat was runnin off him like rain. Hi! cries he, givin another most awful tug. But it wasnt high that time, for the other leg came off at the hip-jint on the down kick, an went straight into the buzzum of a black warrior an floored him wuss than he ever wos floored since he took to fightin. Yambo didnt care for that either. He gave another haul with all his might, which proved too much for jack without his legs, for it threw his arms out with such force that they jammed hard an fast, as if the poor critter was howlin for mercy!

Yambo looked awful blank at this. Then he turned sharp round and looked at me for all the world as if he meant to say wot dee mean by that? eh!

He shouldnt ought to lick into him like that, says I to Tony, the figure aint made to be druv by a six-horse power steam-engine! But tell him Ill fix it up with jints thatll stand pullin by an elephant, and Ill make him another jack to the full as big as that one an twice as strong.

This, added Disco in conclusion, taking up the head on which he had been engaged, is the noo [image: img127.jpg]jack. The old uns outside working away at this moment like a win-mill. Listen; dont ee hear em?

Harold listened and found no difficulty in hearing them, for peals of laughter and shrieks of delight burst forth every few minutes, apparently from a vast crowd outside the hut.

I do believe, said Disco, rising and going towards the door of the hut that you can see em from where you lay.

He drew aside the skin doorway as he spoke, and there, sure enough, was the gigantic jumping-jack hanging from the limb of a tree, clearly defined against the sky, and galvanically kicking about its vast limbs, with Yambo pulling fiercely at the tail, and the entire tribe looking on steeped in ecstasy and admiration.

It may easily be believed that the sight of this, coupled with Discos narrative, was almost too much for Harolds nerves, and for some time he exhibited, to Discos horror, a tendency to repeat some antics which would have been much more appropriate to the jumping-jack, but, after a warm drink administered by his faithful though rough nurse, he became composed, and finally dropped into a pleasant sleep, which was not broken till late the following morning.

Refreshed in body, happy in mind, and thankful in spirit he rose to feel that the illness against which he had fought for many days was conquered, and that, although still very weak, he had fairly turned the corner, and had begun to regain some of his wonted health and vigour.




Chapter Twenty.

Harold Appears in a New Character, and Two Old Characters Reappear to Harold.

The mind of Yambo was a strange compound  a curious mixture of gravity and rollicking joviality; at one time displaying a phase of intense solemnity; at another exhibiting quiet pleasantry and humour, but earnestness was the prevailing trait of his character. Whether indulging his passionate fondness for the jumping-jack, or engaged in guiding the deliberations of his counsellors, the earnest chief was equally devoted to the work in hand. Being a savage  and, consequently, led entirely by feeling, which is perhaps the chief characteristic of savage, as distinguished from civilised, man,  he hated his enemies with exceeding bitterness, and loved his friends with all his heart.

Yambo was very tender to Harold during his illness, and the latter felt corresponding gratitude, so that there sprang up between the two a closer friendship than one could have supposed to be possible, considering that they were so different from each other, mentally, physically, and socially, and that their only mode of exchanging ideas was through the medium of a very incompetent interpreter.

Among other things Harold discovered that his friend the chief was extremely fond of anecdotes and stories. He, therefore, while in a convalescent state and unable for much physical exercise, amused himself, and spent much of his time, in narrating to him the adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Yambos appetite for mental food increased, and when Crusoes tale was finished he eagerly demanded more. Some of his warriors also came to hear, and at last the hut was unable to contain the audiences that wished to enter. Harold, therefore, removed to an open space under a banyan-tree, and there daily, for several hours, related all the tales and narratives with which he was acquainted, to the hundreds of open-eyed and open-mouthed negroes who squatted around him.

At first he selected such tales as he thought would be likely to amuse, but these being soon exhausted, he told them about anything that chanced to recur to his memory. Then, finding that their power to swallow the marvellous was somewhat crocodilish, he gave them Jack the Giant-killer, and Jack of Beanstalk notoriety, and Tom Thumb, Cinderella, etcetera, until his entire nursery stock was exhausted, after which he fell back on his inventive powers; but the labour of this last effort proving very considerable, and the results not being adequately great, he took to history, and told them stories about William Tell, and Wallace, and Bruce, and the Puritans of England, and the Scottish Covenanters, and the discoveries of Columbus, until the eyes and mouths of his black auditors were held so constantly and widely on the stretch, that Disco began to fear they would become gradually incapable of being shut, and he entertained a fear that poor Antonios tongue would, ere long, be dried up at the roots.

At last a thought occurred to our hero, which he promulgated to Disco one morning as they were seated at breakfast on the floor of their hut.

It seems to me, Disco, he said, after a prolonged silence, during which they had been busily engaged with their knives and wooden spoons, that illness must be sent sometimes, to teach men that they give too little of their thoughts to the future world.

Werry true, sir, replied Disco, in that quiet matter-of-course tone with which men generally receive axiomatic verities; we is raither given to be swallered up with this world, which aint surprisin neither, seein that weve bin putt into it, and are surrounded by it, mixed up with it, steeped in it, so to speak, an cant werry well help ourselves.

That last is just the point Im not quite so sure about, rejoined Harold. Since Ive been lying ill here, I have thought a good deal about forgetting to bring a Bible with me, and about the meaning of the term Christian, which name I bear; and yet I cant, when I look honestly at it, see that I do much to deserve the name.

Well, I dont quite see that, sir, said Disco, with an argumentative curl of his right eyebrow; you doesnt swear, or drink, or steal, or commit murder, an a many other things o that sort. Aint that the result o your being a Christian.

It may be so, Disco, but that is only what may be styled the dont side of the question. What troubles me is, that I dont see much on the do side of it.

You says your prayers, sir, dont you? asked Disco, with the air of a man who had put a telling question.

Well, yes, replied Harold; but what troubles me is that, while in my creed I profess to think the salvation of souls is of such vital importance, in my practice I seem to say that it is of no importance at all, for here have I been, for many weeks, amongst these black fellows, and have never so much as mentioned the name of our Saviour to them, although I have been telling them no end of stories of all kinds, both true and fanciful.

Theres something in that sir, admitted Disco. Harold also thought there was so much in it that he gave the subject a great deal of earnest consideration, and finally resolved to begin to tell the negroes Bible stories. He was thus gradually led to tell them that old, old story of God the Saviours life and death, and love for man, which he found interested, affected, and influenced the savages far more powerfully than any of the tales, whether true or fanciful, with which he had previously entertained them. While doing this a new spirit seemed to actuate himself, and to influence his whole being.

While Harold was thus led, almost unconsciously, to become a sower of the blessed seed of Gods Word, Marizano was working his way through the country, setting forth, in the most extreme manner, the ultimate results of mans sinful nature, and the devils lies.

One of his first deeds was to visit a village which was beautifully situated on the banks of a small but deep river. In order to avoid alarming the inhabitants, he approached it with only about thirty of his men, twenty of whom were armed. Arrived at the outskirts, he halted his armed men, and advanced with the other ten, calling out cheerfully, We have things for sale! have you anything to sell? The chief and his warriors, armed with their bows and arrows and shields, met him, and forbade him to pass within the hedge that encircled the village, but told him to sit down under a tree outside. A mat of split reeds was placed for Marizano to sit on; and when he had explained to the chief that the object of his visit was to trade with him for ivory  in proof of which he pointed to the bales which his men carried,  he was well received, and a great clapping of hands ensued. Presents were then exchanged, and more clapping of hands took place, for this was considered the appropriate ceremony. The chief and his warriors, on sitting down before Marizano and his men, clapped their hands together, and continued slapping on their thighs while handing their presents, or when receiving those of their visitors. It was the African thank you. To have omitted it would have been considered very bad manners.

Soon a brisk trade was commenced, in which the entire community became ere long deeply and eagerly absorbed.

Meanwhile Marizanos armed men were allowed to come forward. The women prepared food for the strangers; and after they had eaten and drunk of the native beer heartily, Marizano asked the chief if he had ever seen fire-arms used.

Yes, replied the chief, but only once at a great distance off. It is told to me that your guns kill very far off  much further than our bows. Is that so?

It is true, replied Marizano, who was very merry by this time under the influence of the beer, as, indeed, were also his men and their entertainers. Would you like to see what our guns can do? asked the half-caste. If you will permit me, I shall let you hear and see them in use.

The unsuspecting chief at once gave his consent. His visitors rose; Marizano gave the word; a volley was poured forth which instantly killed the chief and twenty of his men. The survivors fled in horror. The young women and children were seized; the village was sacked  which means that the old and useless members of the community were murdered in cold blood, and the place was set on fire  and Marizano marched away with his band of captives considerably augmented, leaving a scene of death and horrible desolation behind him. (See Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, pages 201, 202.)

Thus did that villain walk through the land with fire and sword procuring slaves for the supply of the domestic institution of the Sultan of Zanzibar.

By degrees the murderers drove of black cattle increased to such an extent that when he approached the neighbourhood of the village in which Harold and Disco sojourned, he began to think that he had obtained about as many as he could conveniently manage, and meditated turning his face eastward, little dreaming how near he was to a thousand dollars worth of property, in the shape of ransom for two white men!

He was on the point of turning back and missing this when he chanced to fall in with a villager who was out hunting, and who, after a hot chase, was captured. This man was made much of, and presented with some yards of cloth as well as a few beads, at the same time being assured that he had nothing to fear; that the party was merely a slave-trading one; that the number of slaves required had been made up, but that a few more would be purchased if the chief of his village had any to dispose of.

On learning from the man that his village was a large one, fully two days march from the spot where he stood, and filled with armed men, Marizano came to the conclusion that it would not be worth his while to proceed thither, and was about to order his informant to be added to his gang with a slave-stick round his neck, when he suddenly bethought him of inquiring as to whether any white men had been seen in these parts. As he had often made the same inquiry before without obtaining any satisfactory answer, it was with great surprise that he now heard from his captive of two white men being in the very village about which he had been conversing.

At once he changed his plan, resumed his march, and, a couple of days afterwards, presented himself before the astonished eyes of Harold Seadrift and Disco Lillihammer, while they were taking a walk about a mile from the village.

Disco recognised the slave-trader at once, and, from the troubled as well as surprised look of Marizano, it was pretty evident that he remembered the countenance of Disco.

When the recollection of Marizanos cruelty at the time of their first meeting flashed upon him, Disco felt an almost irresistible desire to rush upon and strangle the Portuguese, but the calm deportment of that wily man, and the peaceful manner in which he had approached, partly disarmed his wrath. He could not however, quite restrain his tongue.

Ha! said he, you are the blackguard that we met and pretty nigh shot when we first came to these parts, eh? Pity we missed you, you black-hearted villain!

As Marizano did not understand English, these complimentary remarks were lost on him. He seemed, however, to comprehend the drift of them, for he returned Discos frown with a stare of defiance.

Whatever he was, or whatever he is, interposed Harold, we must restrain ourselves just now, Disco, because we cannot punish him as he deserves, however much we may wish to, and he seems to have armed men enough to put us and our entertainers completely in his power. Keep quiet while I speak to him.

Jumbo and Antonio, armed with bows and arrows,  for they were in search of small game wherewith to supply the pot  came up, looking very much surprised, and the latter a good deal frightened.

Ask him, Antonio, said Harold, what is his object in visiting this part of the country.

To procure slaves, said Marizano, curtly.

I thought so, returned Harold; but he will find that the men of this tribe are not easily overcome.

I do not wish to overcome them, said the half-caste. I have procured enough of slaves, as you see, (pointing to the gang which was halted some hundred yards or so in rear of his armed men), but I heard that you were prisoners here, and I have come to prove to you that even a slave-trader can return good for evil. You did this, he said, looking at Disco, and pointing to his old wound in the arm; I now come to deliver you from slavery.

Having suppressed part of the truth, and supplemented the rest of it with this magnificent lie, Marizano endeavoured to look magnanimous.

I dont believe a word of it, said Disco, decidedly.

I incline to doubt it too, said Harold; but he may have some good reason of his own for his friendly professions towards us. In any case we have no resource left but to assume that he speaks the truth.

Turning to Marizano, he said:  

We are not prisoners here. We are guests of the chief of this village.

In that case, replied the half-caste, I can return to the coast without you.

As he said this a large band of the villagers, having discovered that strangers had arrived, drew near. Marizano at once advanced, making peaceful demonstrations, and, after the requisite amount of clapping of hands on both sides, stated the object for which he had come. He made no attempt to conceal the fact that he was a slave-trader, but said that, having purchased enough of slaves, he had visited their village because of certain rumours to the effect that some white men had been lost in these regions, and could not find their way back to the coast. He was anxious, he said, to help these white men to do so, but, finding that the white men then at the village were not the men he was in search of, and did not want to go to the coast, he would just stay long enough with the chief to exchange compliments, and then depart.

All this was translated to the white men in question by their faithful ally Antonio, and when they retired to consult as to what should be done, they looked at each other with half amused and half perplexed expressions of countenance.

Werry odd, said Disco, how contrairy things turns up at times!

Very odd indeed, assented Harold, laughing. It is quite true that we are, in one sense, lost and utterly unable to undertake a journey through this country without men, means, or arms; and nothing could be more fortunate than that we should have the chance, thus suddenly thrown in our way, of travelling under the escort of a band of armed men; nevertheless, I cannot bear the idea of travelling with or being indebted to a slave-trader and a scoundrel like Marizano.

Thats were it is, sir, said Disco with emphasis, I could stand anything amost but that.

And yet, pursued Harold, it is our only chance. I see quite well that we may remain for years here without again having such an opportunity or such an escort thrown in our way.

Theres no help for it, I fear, said Disco. We must take it like a dose o nasty physic  hold our nobs, shut our daylights, an down with it. The only thing I aint sure of is your ability to travel. You aint strong yet.

Oh, Im strong enough now, or very nearly so, and getting stronger every day. Well, then, I suppose its settled that we go?

Humph! Im agreeable, an the whole business werry disagreeable, said Disco, making a wry face.

Marizano was much pleased when the decision of the white men was made known to him, and the native chief was naturally much distressed, for, not only was he about to lose two men of whom he had become very fond, but he was on the point of being bereft of his story-teller, the opener up of his mind, the man who, above all others, had taught him to think about his Maker and a future state.

He had sense enough, however, to perceive that his guests could not choose but avail themselves of so good an opportunity, and, after the first feeling of regret was over, made up his mind to the separation.

Next day Harold and Disco, with feelings of strong revulsion, almost of shame, fell into the ranks of the slave-gang, and for many days thereafter marched through the land in company with Marizano and his band of lawless villains.

Marizano usually walked some distance ahead of the main body with a few trusty comrades. Our adventurers, with their two followers, came next in order of march, the gang of slaves in single file followed, and the armed men brought up the rear. It was necessarily a very long line, and at a distance resembled some hideous reptile crawling slowly and tortuously through the fair fields and plains of Africa.

At first there were no stragglers, for the slaves were as yet, with few exceptions, strong and vigorous. These exceptions, and the lazy, were easily kept in the line by means of rope and chain, as well as the rod and lash.

Harold and Disco studiously avoided their leader during the march. Marizano fell in with their humour and left them to themselves. At nights they made their own fire and cooked their own supper, as far removed from the slave camp as was consistent with safety, for they could not bear to witness the sufferings of the slaves, or to look upon their captors. Even the food that they were constrained to eat appeared to have a tendency to choke them, and altogether their situation became so terrible that they several times almost formed the desperate resolution of leaving the party and trying to reach the coast by themselves as they best might, but the utter madness and hopelessness of such a project soon forced itself on their minds, and insured its being finally abandoned.

One morning Marizano threw off his usual reserve, and, approaching the white men, told them that in two hours they would reach the lake where his employer was encamped.

And who is your master? asked Harold.

A black-faced or yellow-faced blackguard like himself, I doubt not, growled Disco.

Antonio put Harolds question without Discos comment, and Marizano replied that his master was an Arab trader, and added that he would push on in advance of the party and inform him of their approach.

Soon afterwards the lake was reached. A large dhow was in readiness, the gang was embarked and ferried across to a place where several rude buildings and barracoons, with a few tents, indicated that it was one of the inland headquarters of the trade in Black Ivory.

The moment our travellers landed Marizano led them to one of the nearest buildings, and introduced them to his master.

Yoosoof! exclaimed Disco in a shout of astonishment.

It would have been a difficult question to have decided which of the three faces displayed the most extreme surprise. Perhaps Discos would have been awarded the palm, but Yoosoof was undoubtedly the first to regain his self-possession.

You be surprised, he said, in his very broken English, while his pale-yellow visage resumed its placid gravity of expression.

Undoubtedly we are, said Harold.

Bustin! exclaimed Disco.

You would be not so mush surprised,  did you know dat I comes to here every year, an dat Engleesh consul ask me for quire about you.

If that be so, how comes it that you were surprised to see us? asked Harold.

Cause why, I only knows dat some white mans be loss theirselfs  not knows what mans  not knows it was you.

Well now, cried Disco, unable to restrain himself as he turned to Harold, did ever two unfortnits meet wi sitch luck? Here have we bin obliged for days to keep company with the greatest Portugee villian in the country, an now were needcessitated to be under a obligation to the greatest Arab scoundrel in Afriky.

The scoundrel in question smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

Yoosoof, cried Disco, clenching his fist and looking full in the traders eyes, when I last saw yer ugly face, I vowed that if ever I seed it again Id leave my mark on it pretty deep, I did; and now I does see it again, but I havent the moral courage to touch sitch a poor, pitiful, shrivelled-up package o bones an half-tanned leather. Moreover, Im goin to be indebted to ee! Ha! ha! (he laughed bitterly, and with a dash of wild humour in the tone), to travel under yer care, an eat yer accursed bread, and  and  oh! there aint no sitch thing as shame left in my corpus. Im a low mean-spirited boastful idiot, thats wot I am, an I dont care the fag-end of a hunk o gingerbread who knows it.

After this explosion the sorely tried mariner brought his right hand down on his thigh with a tremendous crack, turned about and walked away to cool himself.




Chapter Twenty One.

Progress of the Slave-Run  The Deadly Swamp, and the Unexpected Rescue.

We will now leap over a short period of time  about two or three weeks  during which the sable procession had been winding its weary way over hill and dale, plain and swamp.

During that comparatively brief period, Harold and Disco had seen so much cruelty and suffering that they both felt a strange tendency to believe that the whole must be the wild imaginings of a horrible dream. Perhaps weakness, resulting from illness, might have had something to do with this peculiar feeling of unbelief, for both had been subject to a second, though slight, attack of fever. Nevertheless, coupled with their scepticism was a contradictory and dreadful certainty that they were not dreaming, but that what they witnessed was absolute verity.

It is probable that if they had been in their ordinary health and vigour they would have made a violent attempt to rescue the slaves, even at the cost of their own lives. But severe and prolonged illness often unhinges the mind as well as the body, and renders the spirit all but impotent.

One sultry evening the sad procession came to a long stretch of swamp, and prepared to cross it. Although already thinned by death, the slave-gang was large. It numbered several hundreds, and was led by Marizano; Yoosoof having started some days in advance in charge of a similar gang.

Harold and Disco were by that time in the habit of walking together in front of the gang, chiefly for the purpose of avoiding the sight of cruelties and woes which they were powerless to prevent or assuage. On reaching the edge of the swamp, however, they felt so utterly wearied and dis-spirited that they sat down on a bank to rest, intending to let the slave-gang go into the swamp before them and then follow in rear. Antonio and Jumbo also remained with them.

You should go on in front, said Marizano significantly, on observing their intention.

Tell him well remain where we are, said Disco sternly to Antonio.

Marizano shrugged his shoulders and left them.

The leading men of the slave-gang were ordered to advance, as soon as the armed guard had commenced the toilsome march over ground into which they sank knee-deep at every step.

The first man of the gang hesitated and heaved a deep sigh as though his heart failed him at the prospect  and well it might, for, although young, he was not robust, and over-driving, coupled with the weight and the chafing of the goree, had worn him to a skeleton.

It was not the policy of the slave-traders to take much care of their Black Ivory. They procured it so cheaply that it was easier and more profitable to lose or cast away some of it, than to put off time in resting and recruiting the weak.

The moment it was observed, therefore, that the leading man hesitated, one of the drivers gave him a slash across his naked back with a heavy whip which at once drew blood. Poor wretch; he could ill bear further loss of the precious stream of life, for it had already been deeply drained from him by the slave-stick. The chafing of that instrument of torture had not only worn the skin off his shoulders, but had cut into the quivering flesh, so that blood constantly dropped in small quantities from it.

No cry burst from the mans lips on receiving the cruel blow, but he turned his eyes on his captors with a look that seemed to implore for mercy. As well might he have looked for mercy at the hands of Satan. The lash again fell on him with stinging force. He made a feeble effort to advance, staggered, and fell to the ground, dragging down the man to whom he was coupled with such violence as almost to break his neck. The lash was again about to be applied to make him rise, but Disco and Harold rose simultaneously and rushed at the driver, with what intent they scarcely knew; but four armed half-castes stepped between them and the slave.

You had better not interfere, said Marizano, who stood close by.

Out of the way! cried Harold fiercely, in the strength of his passion hurling aside the man who opposed him.

You shant give him another cut, said Disco between his teeth, as he seized the driver by the throat.

We dont intend to do so, said Marizano coolly, while the driver released himself from poor Discos weakened grasp, he wont need any more.

The Englishmen required no explanation of these words. A glance told them that the man was dying.

Cut him out, said Marizano.

One of his men immediately brought a saw and cut the fork of the stick which still held the living to the dying man, and which, being riveted on them, could not otherwise be removed.

Harold and Disco lifted him up as soon as he was free, and carrying him a short distance aside to a soft part of the bank, laid him gently down.

The dying slave looked as if he were surprised at such unwonted tenderness. There was even a slight smile on his lips for a few moments, but it quickly passed away with the fast ebbing tide of life.

Go fetch some water, said Harold. His lips are dry.

Disco rose and ran to fill a small cocoa-nut-shell which he carried at his girdle as a drinking-cup. Returning with it he moistened the mans lips and poured a little of the cool water on the raw sores on each side of his neck.

They were so much engrossed with their occupation that neither of them observed that the slave-gang had commenced to pass through the swamp, until the sharp cry of a child drew their attention to it for a moment; but, knowing that they could do no good, they endeavoured to shut their eyes and ears to everything save the duty they had in hand.

By degrees the greater part of the long line had got into the swamp and were slowly toiling through it under the stimulus of the lash. Some, like the poor fellow who first fell, had sunk under their accumulated trials, and after a fruitless effort on the part of the slavers to drive them forward, had been kicked aside into the jungle, there to die, or to be torn in pieces by that ever-watchful scavenger of the wilderness, the hyena. These were chiefly women, who having become mothers not long before were unable to carry their infants and keep up with the gang. Others, under the intense dread of flagellation, made the attempt, and staggered on a short distance, only to fall and be left behind in the pestilential swamp, where rank reeds and grass closed over them and formed a ready grave.

The difficulties of the swamp were, however, felt most severely by the children, who, from little creatures of not much more than five years of age to well-grown boys and girls, were mingled with and chained to the adults along the line. Their comparatively short legs were not well adapted for such ground, and not a few of them perished there; but although the losses here were terribly numerous in one sense, they after all bore but a small proportion to those whose native vigour carried them through in safety.

Among the men there were some whose strength of frame and fierce expression indicated untameable spirits  men who might have been, probably were, heroes among their fellows. It was for men of this stamp that the goree, or slave-stick, had been invented, and most effectually did that instrument serve its purpose. Samson himself would have been a mere child in it.

There were men in the gang quite as bold, if not as strong, as Samson. One of these, a very tall and powerful negro, on drawing near to the place where Marizano stood superintending the passage, turned suddenly aside, and, although coupled by the neck to a fellow-slave, and securely bound at the wrists with a cord, which was evidently cutting into his swelled flesh, made a desperate kick at the half-caste leader.

Although the slave failed to reach him, Marizano was so enraged that he drew a hatchet from his belt and instantly dashed out the mans brains. He fell dead without even a groan. Terrified by this, the rest passed on more rapidly, and there was no further check till a woman in the line, with an infant on her back, stumbled, and, falling down, appeared unable to rise.

Get up! shouted Marizano, whose rage had rather been increased than abated by the murder he had just committed.

The woman rose and attempted to advance, but seemed ready to fall again. Seeing this, Marizano plucked the infant from her back, dashed it against a tree, and flung its quivering body into the jungle, while a terrible application of the lash sent the mother shrieking into the swamp. (See Livingstones Zambesi and its Tributaries, page 857; and for a record of cruelties too horrible to be set down in a book like this, we refer the reader to McLeods Travels in Eastern Africa, volume two page 26. Also to the Appendix of Captain Sulivans Dhow-Chasing in Zanzibar Waters, which contains copious and interesting extracts from evidence taken before the Select Committee of the House of Commons.)

Harold and Disco did not witness this, though they heard the shriek of despair, for at the moment the negro they were tending was breathing his last. When his eyes had closed and the spirit had been set free, they rose, and, purposely refraining from looking back, hurried away from the dreadful scene, intending to plunge into the swamp at some distance from the place, and push on until they should regain the head of the column.

Better if wed never fallen behind, sir, said Disco, in a deep, tremulous voice.

True, replied Harold. We should have been spared these sights, and the pain of knowing that we cannot prevent this appalling misery and cruelty.

But surely it is to be prevented somehow, cried Disco, almost fiercely. Many a war that has cost mints o money has been carried on for causes that aint worth mentionin in the same breath with this!

As Harold knew not what to say, and was toiling knee-deep in the swamp at the moment he made no reply.

After marching about half an hour he stopped abruptly and said, with a heavy sigh, I hope we havent missed our way?

Hope not sir, but it looks like as if we had.

Ive bin so took up thinkin o that accursed traffic in human beins that Ive lost my reckonin. Howsever, we cant be far out, an, with the sun to guide us, well

He was stopped by a loud halloo in the woods, on the belt of the swamp.

It was repeated in a few seconds, and Antonio, who, with Jumbo, had followed his master, cried in an excited tone  

Me knows dat sound!

Wot may it be, Tony? asked Disco.

There was neither time nor need for an answer, for at that moment a ringing cry, something like a bad imitation of a British cheer, was heard, and a band of men sprang out of the woods and ran at full speed towards our Englishmen.

Why, Zombo! exclaimed Disco, wildly.

Oliveira! cried Harold.

Masiko! Songolo! shouted Antonio and Jumbo.

An José, Nakoda, Chimbolo, Mabruki!  the whole bun of em, cried Disco, as one after another these worthies emerged from the wood and rushed in a state of frantic excitement towards their friends Hooray!

Hooroo-hay! replied the runners.

In another minute our adventurous party of travellers was re-united, and for some time nothing but wild excitement, congratulations, queries that got no replies, and replies that ran tilt at irrelevant queries, with confusion worse confounded by explosions of unbounded and irrepressible laughter not unmingled with tears, was the order of the hour.

But wat! yoos ill? cried Zombo suddenly, looking into Discos face with an anxious expression.

Well, I aint xacly ill, nor I aint xacly well neither, but Im hearty all the same, and werry glad to see your black face, Zombo.

Ho! hooroo-hay! sos me for see you, cried the excitable Zombo; but come, not good for talkee in de knees to watter. Fall in boy, ho! sholler ums  queek mash!

That Zombo had assumed command of his party was made evident by the pat way in which he trolled off the words of command formerly taught to him by Harold, as well as by the prompt obedience that was accorded to his orders. He led the party out of the swamp, and, on reaching a dry spot, halted, in order to make further inquiries and answer questions.

How did you find us, Zombo? asked Harold, throwing himself wearily on the ground.

Yoos ill, said Zombo, holding up a finger by way of rebuke.

So I am, though not so ill as I look. But come, answer me. How came you to discover us? You could not have found us by mere chance in this wilderness?

Chanz; wat am chanz? asked the Makololo.

There was some difficulty in getting Antonio to explain the word, from the circumstance of himself being ignorant of it, therefore Harold put the question in a more direct form.

Oh! ve comes here look for yoo, cause peepils dreck ums  show de way. Ves been veeks, monts, oh! days look for yoo. Travil far  grong road  turin bak  try agin  fin yoo now  hooroo-hay!

You may say that, indeed. Id have it in my heart, said Disco, to give three good rousin British cheers if it warnt for the thoughts o that black-hearted villain, Marizano, an his poor, miserable slaves.

Marizano! shouted Chimbolo, glaring at Harold.

Marizano! echoed Zombo, glaring at Disco.

Harold now explained to his friends that the slave-hunter was close at hand  a piece of news which visibly excited them,  and described the cruelties of which he had recently been a witness. Zombo showed his teeth like a savage mastiff, and grasped his musket as though he longed to use it, but he uttered no word until the narrative reached that point in which the death of the poor captive was described. Then he suddenly started forward and said something to his followers in the native tongue, which caused each to fling down the small bundle that was strapped to his shoulders.

Yoo stop here, he cried, earnestly, as he turned to Harold and Disco. Ves com bak soon. Ho! boys, sholler ums! queek mash!

No trained band of Britons ever obeyed with more ready alacrity. No attention was paid to Harolds questions. The queek mash carried them out of sight in a few minutes, and when the Englishmen, who had run after them a few paces, halted, under the conviction that in their weak condition they might as well endeavour to keep up with race-horses as with their old friends, they found that Antonio alone remained to keep them company.

Wheres Jumbo? inquired Harold.

Gon way wid oders, replied the interpreter.

Examining the bundles of their friends, they found that their contents were powder, ball, and food. It was therefore resolved that a fire should be kindled, and food prepared, to be ready for their friends on their return.

Im not so sure about their return, said Harold gravely. They will have to fight against fearful odds if they find the slavers. Foolish fellows; I wish they had not rushed away so madly without consulting us.

The day passed; night came and passed also, and another day dawned, but there was no appearance of Zombo and his men, until the sun had been up for some hours. Then they came back, wending their way slowly  very slowly  through the woods, with the whole of the slave-gang, men, women, and children, at their heels!

Where is Marizano? inquired Harold, almost breathless with surprise.

Dead! said Zombo.

Dead?

Ay, dead, couldnt be deader.

And his armed followers?

Dead, too  some ob ums. Ve got at um in de night. Shotted Marizano all to hatoms. Shotted mos ob um follerers too. De res all scatter like leaves in de wind. Me giv up now, added Zombo, handing his musket to Harold. Boys! orrer ums! mees Capitin not no more. Now, Capitin Harol, yoos once more look afer us, an take care ob all ums peepil.

Having thus demitted his charge, the faithful Zombo stepped back and left our hero in the unenviable position of a half broken-down man with the responsibility of conducting an expedition, and disposing of a large gang of slaves in some unknown part of equatorial Africa!

Leaving him there, we will proceed at once to the coast and follow, for a time, the fortunes of that archvillain, Yoosoof.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Describes Black Ivory at Sea.

Having started for the coast with a large gang of slaves a short time before Marizano, as we have already said, and having left the Englishmen to the care of the half-caste, chiefly because he did not desire their company, although he had no objection to the ransom, Yoosoof proceeded over the same track which we have already described in part, leaving a bloody trail behind him.

It is a fearful track, of about 500 miles in length, that which lies between the head of Lake Nyassa and the sea-coast at Kilwa. We have no intention of dragging the reader over it to witness the cruelties and murders that were perpetrated by the slavers, or the agonies endured by the slaves. Livingstone speaks of it as a land of death, of desolation, and dead mens bones. And no wonder, for it is one of the main arteries through which the blood of Africa flows, like the water of natural rivers, to the sea. The slave-gangs are perpetually passing eastward through it  perpetually dropping four-fifths of their numbers on it as they go. Dr Livingstone estimates that, in some cases, not more than one-tenth of the slaves captured reach the sea-coast alive. It is therefore rather under than over-stating the case to say that out of every hundred starting from the interior, eighty perish on the road.

Yoosoof left with several thousands of strong and healthy men, women, and children  most of them being children  he arrived at Kilwa with only eight hundred. The rest had sunk by the way, either from exhaustion or cruel treatment, or both. The loss was great; but as regards the trader it could not be called severe, because the whole gang of slaves cost him little  some of them even nothing!  and the remaining eight hundred would fetch a good price. They were miserably thin, indeed, and exhibited on their poor, worn, and travel-stained bodies the evidence of many a cruel castigation; but Yoosoof knew that a little rest and good feeding at Kilwa would restore them to some degree of marketable value, and at Zanzibar he was pretty sure of obtaining, in round numbers, about 10 pounds a head for them, while in the Arabian and Persian ports he could obtain much more, if he chose to pass beyond the treaty-protected water at Lamoo, and run the risk of being captured by British cruisers. It is piracy to carry slaves north of Lamoo. South of that point for hundreds of miles, robbery, rapine, murder, cruelty, such as devils could not excel if they were to try, is a domestic institution with which Britons are pledged not to interfere!

Since the above was written Sir Bartle Frere has returned from his mission, and we are told that a treaty has been signed by the Sultan of Zanzibar putting an end to this domestic slavery. We have not yet seen the terms of this treaty, and must go to press before it appears. We have reason to rejoice and be thankful, however, that such an advantage has been gained. But let not the reader imagine that this settles the question of East African slavery. Portugal still holds to the domestic institution in her colonies, and has decreed that it shall not expire till the year 1878. Decreed, in fact, that the horrors which we have attempted to depict shall continue for five years longer! And let it be noted, that the export slave-trade cannot be stopped as long as domestic slavery is permitted. Besides this, there is a continual drain of human beings from Africa through Egypt. Sir Samuel Bakers mission is a blow aimed at that; but nothing, that we know of, is being done in regard to Portuguese wickedness. If the people of this country could only realise the frightful state of things that exists in the African Portuguese territory, and knew how many thousand bodies shall be racked with torture, and souls be launched into eternity during these five years, they would indignantly insist that Portugal should be compelled to stop it at once. If it is righteous to constrain the Sultan of Zanzibar, is it not equally so to compel the King of Portugal?

The arch robber and murderer, Yoosoof  smooth and oily of face, tongue, and manner though he was  possessed a bold spirit and a grasping heart. The domestic institution did not suit him. Rather than sneak along his villainous course under its protecting pass, he resolved to bid defiance to laws, treaties, and men-of-war to boot  as many hundreds of his compeers have done and do  and make a bold dash to the north with his eight hundred specimens of Black Ivory.

Accordingly, full of his purpose, one afternoon he sauntered up to the barracoons in which his cattle were being rested and fed-up.

Moosa, his chief driver, was busy among them with the lash, for, like other cattle, they had a tendency to rebel, at least a few of them had; the most of them were by that time reduced to the callous condition which had struck Harold and Disco so much on the occasion of their visits to the slave-market of Zanzibar.

Moosa was engaged, when Yoosoof entered, in whipping most unmercifully a small boy whose piercing shrieks had no influence whatever on his tormentor. Close beside them a large strong-boned man lay stretched on the ground. He had just been felled with a heavy stick by Moosa for interfering. He had raised himself on one elbow, while with his right hand he wiped away the blood that oozed from the wound in his head, and appeared to struggle to recover himself from the stunning blow.

What has he been doing? asked Yoosoof carelessly, in Portuguese.

Oh, the old story, rebelling, said Moosa, savagely hurling the boy into the midst of a group of cowering children, amongst whom he instantly shrank as much as possible out of sight. That brute, pointing to the prostrate man, was a chief, it appears, in his own country, and has not yet got all the spirit lashed out of him. But it cant last much longer; either the spirit or the life must go. He has carried that little whelp the last part of the way on his back, and now objects to part with him,  got fond of him, I fancy. If you had taken my advice you would have cast them both to the hyenas long ago.

You are a bad judge of human flesh, Moosa, said Yoosoof, quietly; more than once you have allowed your passion to rob me of a valuable piece of goods. This man will fetch a good price in Persia, and so will his son. I know that the child is his son, though the fool thinks no one knows that but himself, and rather prides himself on the clever way in which he has continued to keep his whelp beside him on the journey down. Bah! what can one expect from such cattle? Dont separate them, Moosa. They will thrive better together. If we only get them to market in good condition, then we can sell them in separate lots without risking loss of value from pining.

In a somewhat sulky tone, for he was not pleased to be found fault with by his chief, the slave-driver ordered out the boy, who was little more than five years old, though the careworn expression of his thin face seemed to indicate a much more advanced age.

Trembling with alarm, for he expected a repetition of the punishment, yet not daring to disobey, the child came slowly out from the midst of his hapless companions, and advanced. The man who had partly recovered rose to a sitting position, and regarded Moosa and the Arab with a look of hatred so intense that it is quite certain he would have sprung at them, if the heavy slave-stick had not rendered such an act impossible.

Go, you little whelp, said Moosa, pointing to the fallen chief, and at the same time giving the child a cut with the whip.

With a cry of mingled pain and delight poor Obo, for it was he, rushed into his fathers open arms, and laid his sobbing head on his breast. He could not nestle into his neck as, in the days of old, he had been wont to do,  the rough goree effectually prevented that.

Kambira bent his head over the child and remained perfectly still. He did not dare to move, lest any action, however inoffensive, might induce Moosa to change his mind and separate them again.

Poor Kambira! How different from the hearty, bold, kindly chief to whom we introduced the reader in his own wilderness home! His colossal frame was now gaunt in the extreme, and so thin that every rib stood out as though it would burst the skin, and every joint seemed hideously large, while from head to foot his skin was crossed and recrossed with terrible weals, and scarred with open sores, telling of the horrible cruelties to which he had been subjected in the vain attempt to tame his untameable spirit. There can be no question that, if he had been left to the tender mercies of such Portuguese half-caste scoundrels as Moosa or Marizano, he would have been brained with an axe or whipped to death long ago. But Yoosoof was more cool and calculating in his cruelty; he had more respect for his pocket than for the gratification of his angry feelings. Therefore Kambira had reached the coast alive.

Little had the simple chief imagined what awaited him on that coast, and on his way to it, when, in the fulness of his heart, he had stated to Harold Seadrift his determination to proceed thither in search of Azinté. Experience had now crushed hope, and taught him to despair. There was but one gleam of light in his otherwise black sky, and that was the presence of his boy. Life had still one charm in it as long as he could lay hold of Obos little hand and hoist him, not quite so easily as of yore, on his broad shoulders. Yoosoof was sufficiently a judge of human character to be aware that if he separated these two, Kambira would become more dangerous to approach than the fiercest monster in the African wilderness.

We must sail to-night and take our chance, said Yoosoof, turning away from his captives; the time allowed for our trade is past and I shall run straight north without delay.

The Arab here referred to the fact that the period of the year allowed by treaty for the lawful slave-trade of the Zanzibar dominions had come to an end. That period extended over several months, and during its course passes from the Sultan secured domestic slavers against the British cruisers. After its expiration no export of slaves was permitted anywhere; nevertheless a very large export was carried on, despite non-permission and cruisers. Yoosoof meant to run the blockade and take his chance.

How many dhows have you got? asked Yoosoof.

Three, replied Moosa.

That will do, returned the Arab after a few minutes thought; it will be a tight fit at first, perhaps, but a few days at sea will rectify that. Even in the most healthy season and favourable conditions we must unfortunately count on a good many losses. We shall sail to-morrow.

The morrow came, and three dhows left the harbour of Kilwa, hoisted their lateen sails, and steered northwards.

They were densely crowded with slaves. Even to the eye of a superficial observer this would have been patent, for the upper deck of each was so closely packed with black men, women, and children, that a square inch of it could not anywhere be seen.

They were packed very systematically, in order to secure economical stowage. Each human being sat on his haunches with his thighs against his breast, and his knees touching his chin. They were all ranged thus in rows, shoulder to shoulder, and back to shin, so that the deck was covered with a solid phalanx of human flesh. Change of posture was not provided for: it was not possible. There was no awning over the upper deck. The tropical sun poured its rays on the heads of the slaves all day. The dews fell on them all night. The voyage might last for days or weeks, but there was no relief to the wretched multitude. For no purpose whatever could they move from their terrible position, save for the one purpose of being thrown overboard when dead.

But we have only spoken of the upper deck of these dhows. Beneath this there was a temporary bamboo deck, with just space sufficient to admit of men being seated in the position above referred to. This was also crowded, but it was not the Black Hole of the vessel. That was lower still. Seated on the stone ballast beneath the bamboo deck there was yet another layer of humanity, whose condition can neither be described nor conceived. Without air, without light, without room to move, without hope; with insufferable stench, with hunger and thirst, with heat unbearable, with agony of body and soul, with dread anticipations of the future, and despairing memories of the past, they sat for days and nights together  fed with just enough of uncooked rice and water to keep soul and body together.

Not enough in all cases, however, for many succumbed, especially among the women and children.

Down in the lowest, filthiest, and darkest corner of this foul hold sat Kambira, with little Obo crushed against his shins. It may be supposed that there was a touch of mercy in this arrangement. Let not the reader suppose so. Yoosoof knew that if Kambira was to be got to market alive, Obo must go along with him. Moosa also knew that if the strong-minded chief was to be subdued at all, it would only be by the most terrible means. Hence his position in the dhow.

There was a man seated alongside of Kambira who for some time had appeared to be ill. He could not be seen, for the place was quite dark, save when a man came down with a lantern daily to serve out rice and water; but Kambira knew that he was very ill from his groans and the quiverings of his body. One night these groans ceased, and the man leaned heavily on the chief  not very heavily, however, he was too closely wedged in all round to admit of that. Soon afterwards he became very cold, and Kambira knew that he was dead. All that night and the greater part of next day the dead man sat propped up by his living comrades. When the daily visitor came down, attention was drawn to the body and it was removed.

Moosa, who was in charge of this dhow (Yoosoof having command of another), gave orders to have the slaves in the hold examined, and it was discovered that three others were dead and two dying. The dead were thrown overboard; the dying were left till they died, and then followed their released comrades.

But now a worse evil befell that dhow. Smallpox broke out among the slaves.

It was a terrible emergency, but Moosa was quite equal to it. Ordering the infected, and suspected, slaves to be brought on deck, he examined them. In this operation he was assisted and accompanied by two powerful armed men. There were passengers on board the dhow, chiefly Arabs, and a crew, as well as slaves. The passengers and crew together numbered about thirty-four, all of whom were armed to the teeth. To these this inspection was of great importance, for it was their interest to get rid of the deadly disease as fast as possible.

The first slave inspected, a youth of about fifteen, was in an advanced stage of the disease, in fact, dying. A glance was sufficient and at a nod from Moosa, the two powerful men seized him and hurled him into the sea. The poor creature was too far gone even to struggle for life. He sank like a stone. Several children followed. They were unquestionably smitten with the disease, and were at once thrown overboard. Whether the passengers felt pity or no we cannot say. They expressed none, but looked on in silence.

So far the work was easy, but when men and women were brought up on whom the disease had not certainly taken effect, Moosa was divided between the desire to check the progress of the evil, and the desire to save valuable property.

The property itself also caused some trouble in a few instances, for when it became obvious to one or two of the stronger slave-girls and men what was going to be done with them, they made a hard struggle for their lives, and the two strong men were under the necessity of using a knife, now and then, to facilitate the accomplishment of their purpose. But such cases were rare. Most of the victims were callously submissive; it might not be beyond the truth, in some cases, to say willingly submissive.

Each day this scene was enacted, for Moosa was a very determined man, and full forty human beings were thus murdered, but the disease was not stayed. The effort to check it was therefore given up, and the slaves were left to recover or die where they sat. See account of capture of dhow by Captain Robert B. Cay, of H.M.S. Vulture, in the Times of India, 1872.

While this was going on in the vessel commanded by Moosa, the other two dhows under Yoosoof and a man named Suliman had been lost sight of. But this was a matter of little moment, as they were all bound for the same Persian port, and were pretty sure, British cruisers permitting, to meet there at last. Meanwhile the dhow ran short of water, and Moosa did not like to venture at that time to make the land, lest he should be caught by one of the hated cruisers or their boats. He preferred to let the wretched slaves take their chance of dying of thirst  hoping, however, to lose only a few of the weakest, as water could be procured a little farther north with greater security.

Thus the horrible work of disease, death, and murder went on, until an event occurred which entirely changed the aspect of affairs on board the dhow.

Early one morning, Moosa directed the head of his vessel towards the land with the intention of procuring the much needed water. At the same hour and place two cutters belonging to H.M.S. Firefly, armed with gun and rocket, twenty men, and an interpreter, crept out under sail with the fishing boats from a neighbouring village. They were under the command of Lieutenants Small and Lindsay respectively. For some days they had been there keeping vigilant watch, but had seen no dhows, and that morning were proceeding out rather depressed by the influence of hope deferred, when a sail was observed in the offing  or, rather, a mast, for the sail of the dhow had been lowered  the owners intending to wait until the tide should enable them to cross the bar.

Out oars and give way, lads, was the immediate order; for it was necessary to get up all speed on the boats if the dhow was to be reached before she had time to hoist her huge sail.

I hope the haze will last, earnestly muttered Lieutenant Small in the first cutter.

Oh that they may keep on sleeping for five minutes more, excitedly whispered Lieutenant Lindsay in the second cutter.

These hopes were coupled with orders to have the gun and rocket in readiness.

But the haze would not last to oblige Mr Small, neither would the Arabs keep on sleeping to please Mr Lindsay. On the contrary, the haze dissipated, and the Arabs observed and recognised their enemies when within about half a mile. With wonderful celerity they hoisted sail and stood out to sea in the full-swing of the monsoon.

There was no little probability that the boats would fail to overhaul a vessel with so large a sail, therefore other means were instantly resorted to.

Fire! said Mr Small.

Fire! cried Mr Lindsay.

Bang went the gun, whiz went the rocket, almost at the same moment. A rapid rifle-fire was also opened on the slaver  shot, rocket, and ball bespattered the sea and scattered foam in the air, but did no harm to the dhow, a heavy sea and a strong wind preventing accuracy of aim.

Give it them as fast as you can, was now the order; and well was the order obeyed, for blue-jackets are notoriously smart men in action, and the gun, the rocket, and the rifles kept up a smart iron storm for upwards of two hours, during which time the exciting chase lasted.

At last Jackson, the linguist who was in the stern of Lindsays boat, mortally wounded the steersman of the dhow with a rifle-ball at a distance of about six hundred yards. Not long afterwards the rocket-cutter, being less heavily weighted than her consort, crept ahead, and when within about a hundred and fifty yards of the slaver, let fly a well-directed rocket. It carried away the parrell which secured the yard of the dhow to the mast and brought the sail down instantly on the deck.

Hurra! burst irresistibly from the blue-jackets.

The Arabs were doubly overwhelmed, for besides getting the sail down on their heads, they were astonished and stunned by the shriek, smoke, and flame of the war-rocket. The gun-cutter coming up at the moment the two boats ranged alongside of the slaver, and boarded together.

As we have said, the crew and passengers, numbering thirty-four, were armed to the teeth, and they had stood by the halyards during the chase with drawn creases, swearing to kill any one who should attempt to shorten sail. These now appeared for a moment as though they meditated resistance, but the irresistible dash of the sailors seemed to change their minds, for they submitted without striking a blow, though many of them were very reluctant to give up their swords and knives.

Fortunately the Firefly arrived in search of her boats that evening, and the slaves were transferred to her deck. But who shall describe the harrowing scene! The dhow seemed a very nest of black ants, it was so crowded, and the sailors, who had to perform the duty of removing the slaves, were nearly suffocated by the horrible stench. Few of the slaves could straighten themselves after their long confinement. Indeed some of them were unable to stand for days afterwards, and many died on board the Firefly before they reached a harbour of refuge and freedom. Those taken from the hold were in the worst condition, especially the children, many of whom were in the most loathsome stages of smallpox, and scrofula of every description. They were so emaciated and weak that many had to be carried on board, and lifted for every movement.

Kambira, although able to stand, was doubled up like an old man, and poor little Obo trembled and staggered when he attempted to follow his father, to whom he still clung as to his last and only refuge.

To convey these poor wretches to a place where they could be cared for was now Captain Romers chief anxiety. First however, he landed the crew and passengers, with the exception of Moosa and three of his men. The filthy dhow was then scuttled and sunk, after which the Firefly steamed away for Aden, that being the nearest port where the rescued slaves could be landed and set free.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Remedy.

Reader, we will turn aside at this point to preach you a lay sermon, if you will lend an attentive ear. It shall be brief, and straight to the point. Our text is,  Prevention and Cure.

There are at least three great channels by which the life-blood of Africa is drained. One trends to the east through the Zanzibar dominions, another to the south-east through the Portuguese dependencies, and a third to the north through Egypt. If the slave-trade is to be effectually checked, the flow through these three channels must be stopped. It is vain to rest content with the stoppage of one leak in our ship if two other leaks are left open.

Happily, in regard to the first of these channels, Sir Bartle Frere has been successful in making a grand stride in the way of prevention. If the Sultan of Zanzibar holds to his treaty engagements, domestic slavery in his dominions is at an end. Nevertheless, our fleet will be required just as much as ever to prevent the unauthorised, piratical, slave-trade, and this, after all, is but one-third of the preventive work we have to do. Domestic slavery remains untouched in the Portuguese dependencies, and Portugal has decreed that it shall remain untouched until the year 1878! It is well that we should be thoroughly impressed with the fact that so long as slavery in any form is tolerated, the internal  we may say infernal  miseries and horrors which we have attempted to depict will continue to blight the land and brutalise its people. Besides this, justice demands that the same constraint which we lay on the Sultan of Zanzibar should be applied to the King of Portugal. We ought to insist that his domestic slavery shall cease at once. Still further, as Sir Bartle Frere himself has recommended, we should urge upon our Government the appointment of efficient consular establishments in the Portuguese dependencies, as well as vigilance in securing the observance of the treaties signed by the Sultans of Zanzibar and Muscat.

A recent telegram from Sir Samuel Baker assures us that a great step has been made in the way of checking the tide of slavery in the third  the Egyptian  channel, and Sir Bartle Frere bears testimony to the desire of the Khedive that slavery should be put down in his dominions. For this we have reason to be thankful; and the appearance of affairs in that quarter is hopeful, but our hope is mingled with anxiety, because mankind is terribly prone to go to sleep on hopeful appearances. Our nature is such, that our only chance of success lies, under God, in resolving ceaselessly to energise until our ends be accomplished. We must see to it that the Khedive of Egypt acts in accordance with his professions, and for this end efficient consular agency is as needful in the north-east as in the south-east.

So much for prevention, but prevention is not cure. In order to accomplish this two things are necessary. There must be points or centres of refuge for the oppressed on the mainland of Africa, and there must be the introduction of the Bible. The first is essential to the second. Where anarchy, murder, injustice, and tyranny are rampant and triumphant, the advance of the missionary is either terribly slow or altogether impossible. The life-giving, soul-softening Word of God, is the only remedy for the woes of mankind, and, therefore, the only cure for Africa. To introduce it effectually, and along with it civilisation and all the blessings that flow therefrom, it is indispensable that Great Britain should obtain, by treaty or by purchase, one or more small pieces of land, there to establish free Christian negro settlements, and there, with force sufficient to defend them from the savages, and worse than savages,  the Arab and Portuguese half-caste barbarians and lawless men who infest the land  hold out the hand of friendship to all natives who choose to claim her protection from the man-stealer, and offer to teach them the blessed truths of Christianity and the arts of civilisation. Many of the men who are best fitted to give an opinion on the point agree in holding that some such centre, or centres, on the mainland are essential to the permanent cure of slavery, although they differ a little as to the best localities for them. Take, for instance, Darra Salaam on the coast, the Manganja highlands near the river Shire, and Kartoum on the Nile. Three such centres would, if established, begin at once to dry up the slave-trade at its three fountain-heads, while our cruisers would check it on the coast. In these centres of light and freedom the negroes might see exemplified the blessings of Christianity and civilisation, and, thence, trained native missionaries might radiate into all parts of the vast continent armed only with the Word of God, the shield of Faith, and the sword of the Spirit in order to preach the glad tidings of salvation through Jesus Christ our Lord.

In brief, the great points on which we ought as a nation, to insist, are the immediate abolition of the slave-trade in Portuguese dependencies; the scrupulous fulfilment of treaty obligations by the Sultans of Zanzibar and Muscat, the Shah of Persia, and the Khedive of Egypt; the establishment by our Government of efficient consular agencies where such are required; the acquisition of territory on the mainland for the purposes already mentioned, and the united action of all Christians in our land to raise funds and send men to preach the Gospel to the negro. So doing we shall, with Gods blessing, put an end to the Eastern slave-trade, save equatorial Africa, and materially increase the commerce, the riches, and the happiness of the world.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Tells of Sad Sights, and Sudden Events, and Unexpected Meetings.

In the course of time, our hero, Harold Seadrift, and his faithful ally, Disco Lillihammer, after innumerable adventures which we are unwillingly obliged to pass over in silence, returned to the coast and, in the course of their wanderings in search of a vessel which should convey them to Zanzibar, found themselves at last in the town of Governor Letotti. Being English travellers, they were received as guests by the Governor, and Harold was introduced to Senhorina Maraquita.

Passing through the market-place one day, they observed a crowd round the flag-staff in the centre of the square, and, following the irresistible tendency of human nature in such circumstances, ran to see what was going on.

They found that a slave was about to be publicly whipped by soldiers. The unhappy man was suspended by the wrists from the flag-staff, and a single cord of coir round his waist afforded him additional support.

Come away, we can do no good here, said Harold, in a low, sorrowful tone, which was drowned in the shriek of the victim, as the first lash fell on his naked shoulders.

Praps hes a criminal, suggested Disco, as he hurried away, endeavouring to comfort himself with the thought that the man probably deserved punishment. Its not the whippin I think so much of, he added; that is the only thing as will do for some characters, but its the awful cruelties that goes along with it.

Returning through the same square about an hour later, having almost forgotten about the slave by that time, they were horrified to observe that the wretched man was still hanging there.

Hastening towards him, they found that he was gasping for breath. His veins were bursting, and his flesh was deeply lacerated by the cords with which he was suspended. He turned his head as the Englishmen approached, and spoke a few words which they did not understand; but the appealing look of his bloodshot eyes spoke a language that required no interpreter.

At an earlier period in their career in Africa, both Harold and Disco would have acted on their first impulse, and cut the man down; but experience had taught them that this style of interference, while it put their own lives in jeopardy, had sometimes the effect of increasing the punishment and sufferings of those whom they sought to befriend.

Acting on a wiser plan, they resolved to appeal to Governor Letotti in his behalf. They therefore ran to his residence, where Maraquita, who conversed with Harold in French, informed them that her father was in the Geresa, or public palaver house. To that building they hastened, and found that it was in the very square they had left. But Senhor Letotti was not there. He had observed the Englishmen coming, and, having a shrewd guess what their errand was, had disappeared and hid himself. His chief-officer informed them that he had left the town early in the morning, and would not return till the afternoon.

Harold felt quite sure that this was a falsehood, but of course was obliged to accept it as truth.

Is there no one to act for the Governor in his absence? he asked, anxiously.

No, there was no one; but after a few minutes the chief-officer appeared to be overcome by Harolds earnest entreaties, and said that he could take upon himself to act, that he would suspend the punishment till the Governors return, when Harold might prefer his petition to him in person.

Accordingly, the slave was taken down. In the afternoon Harold saw the Governor, and explained that he did not wish to interfere with his province as a magistrate, but that what he had witnessed was so shocking that he availed himself of his privilege as a guest to pray that the mans punishment might be mitigated.

Governor Letottis health had failed him of late, and he had suffered some severe disappointments in money matters, so that his wonted amiability had been considerably reduced. He objected, at first, to interfere with the course of justice; but finally gave a reluctant consent, and the man was pardoned. Afterwards, however, when our travellers were absent from the town for a day, the wretched slave was again tied up, and the full amount of his punishment inflicted; in other words, he was flogged to death. (For the incident on which this is founded we are indebted to the Reverend Doctor Ryan, late Bishop of the Mauritius.)

This incident had such an effect on the mind of Harold, that he resolved no longer to accept the hospitality of Governor Letotti. He had some difficulty, however, in persuading himself to carry his resolve into effect, for the Governor, although harsh in his dealing with the slave, had been exceedingly kind and amiable to himself; but an unexpected event occurred which put an end to his difficulties. This was the illness and sudden death of his host.

Poor, disconsolate Maraquita, in the first passion of her grief, fled to the residence of the only female friend she had in the town, and refused firmly to return home. Thus it came to pass that Harolds intercourse with the Senhorina was cut short at its commencement, and thus he missed the opportunity of learning something of the fortunes of Azinté; for it is certain that, if they had conversed much together, as would probably have been the case had her father lived, some mention of the slave-girls name could not fail to have been made, and their mutual knowledge of her to have been elicited and interchanged.

In those days there was no regular communication between one point and another of the east coast of Africa and the neighbouring islands. Travellers had frequently to wait long for a chance; and when they got one were often glad to take advantage of it without being fastidious as to its character. Soon after the events above narrated, a small trading schooner touched at the port. It was bound for the Seychelles, intending to return by Zanzibar and Madagascar, and proceed to the Cape. Harold would rather have gone direct to Zanzibar, but, having plenty of time on his hands, as well as means, he was content to avail himself of the opportunity, and took passage in the schooner for himself, Disco, and Jumbo. That sable and faithful friend was the only one of his companions who was willing to follow him anywhere on the face of the earth. The others received their pay and their discharge with smiling faces, and scattered to their several homes  Antonio departing to complete his interrupted honeymoon.

Just before leaving, Harold sought and obtained permission to visit Maraquita, to bid her good-bye. The poor child was terribly overwhelmed by the death of her father, and could not speak of him without giving way to passionate grief. She told Harold that she meant to leave the coast by the first opportunity that should offer, and proceed to the Cape of Good Hope, where, in some part of the interior, lived an old aunt, the only relative she now had on earth, who, she knew, would be glad to receive her. Our hero did his best to comfort the poor girl, and expressed deep sympathy with her, but felt that his power to console was very small indeed. After a brief interview he bade her farewell.

The voyage which our travellers now commenced was likely to be of considerable duration, for the Seychelles Islands lie a long way to the eastward of Africa, but as we have said, time was of no importance to Harold, and he was not sorry to have an opportunity of visiting a group of islands which are of some celebrity in connexion with the East African slave-trade. Thus, all unknown to himself or Disco, as well as to Maraquita, who would have been intensely interested had she known the fact, he was led towards the new abode of our sable heroine Azinté.

But alas! for Kambira and Obo,  they were being conveyed, also, of course, unknown to themselves or to any one else, further and further away from one whom they would have given their hearts blood to meet with and embrace, and it seemed as if there were not a chance of any gleam of light bridging over the ever widening gulf that lay between them, for although Lieutenant Lindsay knew that Azinté had been left at the Seychelles, he had not the remotest idea that Kambira was Azintés husband, and among several hundreds of freed slaves the second lieutenant of the Firefly was not likely to single out, and hold converse with a chief whose language he did not understand, and who, as far as appearances went, was almost as miserable, sickly, and degraded as were the rest of the unhappy beings by whom he was surrounded.

Providence, however, turned the tide of affairs in favour of Kambira and his son. On reaching Zanzibar Captain Romer had learned from the commander of another cruiser that Aden was at that time somewhat overwhelmed with freed slaves, a considerable number of captures having been recently made about the neighbourhood of that great rendezvous of slavers, the island of Socotra.

The captain therefore changed his mind, and once more very unwillingly directed his course towards the distant Seychelles.

On the way thither many of the poor negroes died, but many began to recover strength under the influence of kind treatment and generous diet. Among these latter was Kambira. His erect gait and manly look soon began to return, and his ribs, so to speak, to disappear. It was otherwise with poor Obo. The severity of the treatment to which he had been exposed was almost too much for so young a frame. He lost appetite and slowly declined, notwithstanding the doctors utmost care.

This state of things continuing until the Firefly arrived at the Seychelles, Obo was at once conveyed to the hospital which we have referred to as having been established there.

Azinté chanced to be absent in the neighbouring town on some errand connected with her duties as nurse, when her boy was laid on his bed beside a number of similar sufferers. It was a sad sight to behold these little ones. Out of the original eighty-three children who had been placed there forty-seven had died in three weeks, and the remnant were still in a pitiable condition. While on their beds of pain, tossing about in their delirium, the minds of these little ones frequently ran back to their forest homes, and while some, in spirit, laughed and romped once more around their huts, thousands of miles away on the banks of some African river, others called aloud in their sufferings for the dearest of all earthly beings to them  their mothers. Some of them also whispered the name of Jesus, for the missionary had been careful to tell them the story of our loving Lord, while tending their poor bodies.

Obo had fevered slightly, and in the restless half-slumber into which he fell on being put to bed, he, too, called earnestly for his mother. In his case, poor child, the call was not in vain.

Lieutenant Lindsay and the doctor of the ship, with Kambira, had accompanied Obo to the hospital.

Now, Lindsay, said the doctor, when the child had been made as comfortable as circumstances would admit of, this man must not be left here, for he will be useless, and it is of the utmost consequence that the child should have some days of absolute repose. What shall we do with him?

Take him on board again, said Lindsay. I daresay we shall find him employment for a short time.

If you will allow me to take charge of him, interposed the missionary, who was standing by them at the time, I can easily find him employment in the neighbourhood, so that he can come occasionally to see his child when we think it safe to allow him.

That will be the better plan, said the doctor, for as long as

A short sharp cry near the door of the room cut the sentence short.

All eyes were turned in that direction and they beheld Azinté gazing wildly at them, and standing as if transformed to stone.

The instant Kambira saw his wife he leaped up as if he had received an electric shock, bounded forward like a panther, uttered a shout that did full credit to the chief of a warlike African tribe, and seized Azinté in his arms.

No wonder that thirty-six little black heads leaped from thirty-six little white pillows, and displayed all the whites of seventy-two eyes that were anything but little, when this astonishing scene took place!

But Kambira quickly recovered himself, and, grasping Azinté by the arm, led her gently towards the bed which had just been occupied, and pointed to the little one that slumbered uneasily there. Strangely enough, just at the moment little Obo again whispered the word mother.

Poor Azintés eyes seemed ready to start from their sockets. She stretched out her arms and tried to rush towards her child, but Kambira held her back.

Obo is very sick, he said, you must touch him tenderly.

The chief looked into his wifes eyes, saw that she understood him, and let her go.

Azinté crept softly to the bed, knelt down beside it and put her arms so softly round Obo that she scarcely moved him, yet she gradually drew him towards her until his head rested on her swelling bosom, and she pressed her lips tenderly upon his brow. It was an old familiar attitude which seemed to pierce the slumbers of the child with a pleasant reminiscence, and dissipate his malady, for he heaved a deep sigh of contentment and sank into profound repose.

Good! said the doctor, in a low tone, with a significant nod to Lindsay, when an interpreter had explained what had been already guessed by all present, that Kambira and Azinté were man and wife; Obo has a better chance now of recovery than I had anticipated; for joy goes a long way towards effecting a cure. Come, we will leave them together.

Kambira was naturally anxious to remain, but like all commanding spirits, he had long ago learned that cardinal virtue, obedience to whom obedience is due. When it was explained to him that it would be for Obos advantage to be left alone with his mother for a time, he arose, bowed his head, and meekly followed his friends out of the room.

Exactly one week from that date little Obo had recovered so much of his former health that he was permitted to go out into the air, and, a few days later, Lieutenant Lindsay resolved to take him, and his father and mother, on board the Firefly, by way of a little ploy. In pursuance of this plan he set off from the hospital in company with Kambira, followed at a short distance by Azinté and Obo.

Poor Lindsay! his heart was heavy, while he did his best to convey in dumb show his congratulations to Kambira, for he saw in this unexpected re-union an insurmountable difficulty in the way of taking Azinté back to her former mistress  not that he had ever seen the remotest chance of his being able to achieve that desirable end before this difficulty arose, but love is at times insanely hopeful, just as at other times  and with equally little reason  it is madly despairing.

He had just made some complicated signs with hands, mouth, and eyebrows, and had succeeded in rendering himself altogether incomprehensible to his sable companion, when, on rounding a turn of the path that led to the harbour, he found himself suddenly face to face with Harold Seadrift, Disco Lillihammer, and their follower, Jumbo, all of whom had landed from a schooner, which, about an hour before, had cast anchor in the bay.

Mr Lindsay! Mr Seadrift! exclaimed each to the other simultaneously, for the reader will remember that they had met once before when our heroes were rescued from Yoosoof by the Firefly.

Kambira! shouted Disco.

Azinté! cried Harold, as our sable heroine came into view.

Obo! roared the stricken mariner.

Jumbo could only vent his feelings in an appalling yell and an impromptu war-dance round the party, in which he was joined by Disco, who performed a hornpipe with Obo in his arms, to the intense delight of that convalescent youngster.

Thus laughing, questioning, shouting, and dancing, they all effervesced towards the shore like a band of lunatics just escaped from Bedlam!




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Last.

How comes it, said Lieutenant Lindsay to Harold, on the first favourable opportunity that occurred after the meeting described in the last chapter; how comes it that you and Kambira know each other so well?

I might reply by asking, said Harold, with a smile, how comes it that you are so well acquainted with Azinté? but, before putting that question, I will give a satisfactory answer to your own.

Hereupon he gave a brief outline of those events, already narrated in full to the reader, which bore on his first meeting with the slave-girl, and his subsequent sojourn with her husband.

After leaving the interior, continued our hero, and returning to the coast, I visited various towns in order to observe the state of the slaves in the Portuguese settlements, and, truly, what I saw was most deplorable  demoralisation and cruelty, and the obstruction of lawful trade, prevailed everywhere. The settlements are to my mind a very pandemonium on earth. Every one seemed to me more or less affected by the accursed atmosphere that prevails. Of course there must be some exceptions. I met with one, at the last town I visited, in the person of Governor Letotti.

Letotti! exclaimed Lindsay, stopping abruptly.

Yes! said Harold, in some surprise at the lieutenants manner, and a most amiable man he was

Was!  was! What do you mean? Is  is he dead? exclaimed Lindsay, turning pale.

He died suddenly just before I left, said Harold.

And Maraquita  I mean his daughter  what of her? asked the lieutenant, turning as red as he had previously turned pale.

Harold noted the change, and a gleam of light seemed to break upon him as he replied:  

Poor girl, she was overwhelmed at first by the heavy blow. I had to quit the place almost immediately after the event.

Did you know her well? asked Lindsay, with an uneasy glance at his companions handsome face.

No; I had just been introduced to her shortly before her fathers death, and have scarcely exchanged a dozen sentences with her. It is said that her father died in debt, but of course in regard to that I know nothing certainly. At parting, she told me that she meant to leave the coast and go to stay with a relative at the Cape.

The poor lieutenants look on hearing this was so peculiar, not to say alarming, that Harold could not help referring to it, and Lindsay was so much overwhelmed by such unexpected news, and, withal, so strongly attracted by Harolds sympathetic manner, that he straightway made a confidant of him, told him of his love for Maraquita, of Maraquitas love for Azinté, of the utter impossibility of his being able to take Azinté back to her old mistress, now that she had found her husband and child, even if it had been admissible for a lieutenant in the British navy to return freed negroes again into slavery, and wound up with bitter lamentations as to his unhappy fate, and expressions of poignant regret that fighting and other desperate means, congenial and easy to his disposition, were not available in the circumstances. After which explosion he subsided, felt ashamed of having thus committed himself, and looked rather foolish.

But Harold quickly put him at his ease. He entered on the subject with earnest gravity.

It strikes me, Lindsay, he said thoughtfully, after the lieutenant had finished, that I can aid you in this affair; but you must not ask me how at present. Give me a few hours to think over it, and then I shall have matured my plans.

Of course the lieutenant hailed with heartfelt gratitude the gleam of hope held out to him, and thus the friends parted for a time.

That same afternoon Harold sat under a palm-tree in company with Disco, Jumbo, Kambira, Azinté, and Obo.

How would you like to go with me to the Cape of Good Hope, Kambira? asked Harold abruptly.

Whar dat? asked the chief through Jumbo.

Far away to the south of Africa, answered Harold. You know that you can never go back to your own land now, unless you want to be again enslaved.

Him say him no want to go back, interpreted Jumbo; got all him care for now  Azinté and Obo.

Then do you agree to go with me? said Harold.

To this Kambira replied heartily that he did.

Wy, wot do ee mean for to do with em? asked Disco, in some surprise.

I will get them comfortably settled there, replied Harold. My father has a business friend in Cape Town who will easily manage to put me in the way of doing it. Besides, I have a particular reason for wishing to take Azinté there.  Ask her, Jumbo, if she remembers a young lady named Senhorina Maraquita Letotti.

To this Azinté replied that she did, and the way in which her eyes sparkled proved that she remembered her with intense pleasure.

Well, tell her, rejoined Harold, that Maraquita has grieved very much at losing her, and is very anxious to get her back again  not as a slave, but as a friend, for no slavery is allowed in English settlements anywhere, and I am sure that Maraquita hates slavery as much as I do, though she is not English, so I intend to take her and Kambira and Obo to the Cape, where Maraquita is living  or will be living soon.

Ye dont stick at trifles, sir, said Disco, whose eyes, on hearing this, assumed a thoughtful, almost a troubled look.

My plan does not seem to please you, said Harold.

Please me, sir, wy shouldnt it please me? In course you knows best; I was only a little puzzled, thats all.

Disco said no more, but he thought a good deal, for he had noted the beauty and sprightliness of Maraquita, and the admiration with which Harold had first beheld her; and it seemed to him that this rather powerful method of attempting to gratify the Portuguese girl was proof positive that Harold had lost his heart to her.

Harold guessed what was running in Discos mind, but did not care to undeceive him, as, in so doing, he might run some risk of betraying the trust reposed in him by Lindsay.

The captain of the schooner, being bound for the Cape after visiting Zanzibar, was willing to take these additional passengers, and the anxious lieutenant was induced to postpone total and irrevocable despair, although, Maraquita being poor, and he being poor, and promotion in the service being very slow, he had little reason to believe his prospects much brighter than they were before,  poor fellow!



Time passed on rapid wing  as time is notoriously prone to do  and the fortunes of our dramatis personae varied somewhat.

Captain Romer continued to roam the Eastern seas, along with brother captains, and spent his labour and strength in rescuing a few hundreds of captives from among the hundreds of thousands that were continually flowing out of unhappy Africa. Yoosoof and Moosa continued to throw a boat-load or two of damaged cattle in the way of the British cruisers, as a decoy, and succeeded on the whole pretty well in running full cargoes of valuable Black Ivory to the northern markets. The Sultan of Zanzibar continued to assure the British Consul that he heartily sympathised with England in her desire to abolish slavery, and to allow his officials, for a consideration, to prosecute the slave-trade to any extent they pleased! Portugal continued to assure England of her sympathy and co-operation in the good work of repression, and her subjects on the east coast of Africa continued to export thousands of slaves under the protection of the Portuguese and French flags, styling them free engagés. British-Indian subjects  the Banyans of Zanzibar,  continued to furnish the sinews of war which kept the gigantic trade in human flesh going on merrily. Murders, etcetera, continued to be perpetrated, tribes to be plundered, and hearts to be broken  of course legally and domestically, as well as piratically  during this rapid flight of time.

But nearly everything in this life has its bright lights and half-tints, as well as its deep shadows. During the same flight of time, humane individuals have continued to urge on the good cause of the total abolition of slavery, and Christian missionaries have continued, despite the difficulties of slave-trade, climate, and human apathy, to sow here and there on the coasts the precious seed of Gospel truth, which we trust shall yet be sown broad-cast by native hands, throughout the length and breadth of that mighty land.

To come more closely to the subjects of our tale:

Chimbolo, with his recovered wife and child, sought safety from the slavers in the far interior, and continued to think with pleasure and gratitude of the two Englishmen who hated slavery, and who had gone to Africa just in the nick of time to rescue that unhappy slave who had been almost flogged to death, and was on the point of being drowned in the Zambesi in a sack. Mokompa, also, continued to poetise, as in days gone by, having made a safe retreat with Chimbolo, and, among other things, enshrined all the deeds of the two white men in native verse. Yambo continued to extol play, admire, and propagate the life-sized jumping-jack to such an extent that, unless his career has been cut short by the slavers, we fully expect to find that creature a domestic institution when the slave-trade has been crushed, and Africa opened up  as in the end it is certain to be.

During the progress and continuance of all these things, you may be sure our hero was not idle. He sailed, as proposed, with Kambira, Azinté, Obo, Disco, and Jumbo for Zanzibar, touched at the town over which poor Senhor Francisco Alfonso Toledo Bignoso Letotti had ruled, found that the Senhorina had taken her departure; followed, as Disco said, in her wake; reached the Cape, hunted her up, found her out and presented to her, with Lieutenant Lindsays compliments, the African chief Kambira, his wife Azinté, and his son Obo!

Poor Maraquita, being of a passionately affectionate and romantic disposition, went nearly mad with joy, and bestowed so many grateful glances and smiles on Harold that Discos suspicions were confirmed, and that bold mariner wished her, Maraquita, at the bottom of the sea! for Disco disliked foreigners, and could not bear the thought of his friend being caught by one of them.

Maraquita introduced Harold to her aunt, a middle-aged, leather-skinned, excessively dark-eyed daughter of Portugal. She also introduced him to a bosom friend, at that time on a visit to her aunt. The bosom friend was an auburn-haired, fair-skinned, cheerful-spirited English girl. Before her, Harold Seadrift at once, without an instants warning, fell flat down, figuratively speaking of course, and remained so  stricken through the heart!

The exigencies of our tale require, at this point, that we should draw our outline with a bold and rapid pencil.

Disco Lillihammer was stunned, and so was Jumbo, when Harold, some weeks after their arrival at the Cape, informed them that he was engaged to be married to Alice Gray, only daughter of the late Sir Eustace Gray, who had been M.P. for some county in England, which he had forgotten the name of, Alice not having been able to recall it, as her father had died when she was four years old, leaving her a fortune of next-to-nothing a year, and a sweet temper.

Being incapable of further stunning, Disco was rather revived than otherwise, and his dark shadow was resuscitated, when Harold added that Kambira had become Maraquitas head-gardener, Azinté cook to the establishment, and Obo page-in-waiting  more probably page-in-mischief  to the young Senhorina. But both Disco and Jumbo had a relapse from which they were long of recovering, when Harold went on to say that he meant to sail for England by the next mail, take Jumbo with him as valet, make proposals to his father to establish a branch of their house at the Cape, come back to manage the branch, marry Alice, and reside in the neighbourhood of the Senhorina Maraquita Letottis dwelling.

You means wot you say, I spose? asked Disco.

Of course I do, said Harold.

An yer goin to take Jumbo as yer walley?

Yes.

Hm; Ill go too as yer keeper.

My what?

Yer keeper  yer strait-veskit buckler, for if you aint a loonatic ye ought to be.

But Disco did not go to England in that capacity. He remained at the Cape to assist Kambira, at the express command of Maraquita; and continued there until Harold returned, bringing Lieutenant Lindsay with him as a partner in the business; until Harold was married and required a gardener for his own domain; until the Senhorina became Mrs Lindsay; until a large and thriving band of little Cape colonists found it necessary to have a general story-teller and adventure-recounter with a nautical turn of mind; until, in short, he found it convenient to go to England himself for the gal of his heart who had been photographed there years before, and could be rubbed off neither by sickness, sunstroke, nor adversity.

When Disco had returned to the colony with the original of the said photograph, and had fairly settled down on his own farm, then it was that he was wont at eventide to assemble the little colonists round him, light his pipe, and, through its hazy influence, recount his experiences, and deliver his opinions on the slave-trade of East Africa. Sometimes he was pathetic, sometimes humorous, but, however jocular he might be on other subjects, he invariably became very grave and very earnest when he touched on the latter theme.

Theres only one way to cure it, he was wont to say, and that is, to bring the Portuguese and Arabs to their marrow-bones; put the fleet on the east coast in better workin order; have consuls everywhere, with orders to keep their weather-eyes open to the slave-dealers; start two or three British settlements  ports o refuge  on the mainland; hoist the Union Jack, and, last but not least, send em the Bible.

We earnestly commend the substance of Discos opinions to the reader, for there is urgent need for action. There is death where life should be; ashes instead of beauty; desolation in place of fertility, and, even while we write, terrible activity in the horrible traffic in Black Ivory.

THE END


FORT DESOLATION

[image: img128.png]

RED INDIANS AND FUR TRADERS OF RUPERTS LAND

CONTENTS

Chapter One.

Chapter Two.

Chapter Three.

Chapter Four.

Chapter Five.

Chapter Six.

Chapter Seven.

Chapter Eight.

Chapter Nine.

Chapter Ten.




Chapter One.

The Outskirter.

To some minds solitude is depressing, to others it is congenial. It was the former to our friend John Robinson; yet he had a large share of it in his chequered life. John  more familiarly known as Jack  was as romantic as his name was the reverse. To look at him you would have supposed that he was the most ordinary of common-place men, but if you had known him, as we did, you would have discovered that there was a deep, silent, but ever-flowing river of enthusiasm, energy, fervour  in a word, romance  in his soul, which seldom or never manifested itself in words, and only now and then, on rare occasions, flashed out in a lightning glance, or blazed up in a fiery countenance. For the most part Jack was calm as a mill-pond, deep as the Atlantic, straightforward and grave as an undertakers clerk and good-humoured as an unspoilt and healthy child.

Jack never made a joke, but, certes, he could enjoy one; and he had a way of showing his enjoyment by a twinkle in his blue eye and a chuckle in his throat that was peculiarly impressive.

Jack was a type of a large class. He was what we may call an outskirter of the world. He was one of those who, from the force of necessity, or of self-will, or of circumstances, are driven to the outer circle of this world to do as Adam and Eves family did, battle with Nature in her wildest scenes and moods; to earn his bread, literally, in the sweat of his brow.

Jack was a middle-sized man of strong make. He was not sufficiently large to overawe men by his size, neither was he so small as to invite impertinence from big bullies, of whom there were plenty in his neighbourhood. In short, being an unpretending man and a plain man, with a good nose and large chin and sandy hair, he was not usually taken much notice of by strangers during his journeyings in the world; but when vigorous action in cases of emergency was required Jack Robinson was the man to make himself conspicuous.

It is not our intention to give an account of Jacks adventurous life from beginning to end, but to detail the incidents of a sojourn of two months at Fort Desolation, in almost utter solitude, in order to show one of the many phases of rough life to which outskirters are frequently subjected.

In regard to his early life it may be sufficient to say that Jack, after being born, created such perpetual disturbance and storm in the house that his worthy father came to look upon him as a perfect pest, and as soon as possible sent him to a public school, where he fought like a Mameluke Bey, learned his lessons with the zeal of a philosopher, and, at the end of ten years ran away to sea, where he became as sick as a dog and as miserable as a convicted felon.

Poor Jack was honest of heart and generous of spirit, but many a long hard year did he spend in the rugged parts of the earth ere he recovered, (if he ever did recover), from the evil effects of this first false step.

In course of time Jack was landed in Canada, with only a few shillings in his pocket; from that period he became an outskirter. The romance in his nature pointed to the backwoods; he went thither at once, and was not disappointed. At first the wild life surpassed his expectations, but as time wore on the tinsel began to wear off the face of things, and he came to see them as they actually were. Nevertheless, the romance of life did not wear out of his constitution. Enthusiasm, quiet but deep, stuck to him all through his career, and carried him on and over difficulties that would have disgusted and turned back many a colder spirit.

Jacks first success was the obtaining of a situation as clerk in the store of a general merchant in an outskirt settlement of Canada. Dire necessity drove him to this. He had been three weeks without money and nearly two days without food before he succumbed. Having given in, however, he worked like a Trojan, and would certainly have advanced himself in life if his employer had not failed and left him, minus a portion of his salary, to try again.

Next, he became an engineer on board one of the Missouri steamers, in which capacity he burst his boiler, and threw himself and the passengers into the river  the captain having adopted the truly Yankee expedient of sitting down on the safety-valve while racing with another boat!

Afterwards, Jack Robinson became clerk in one of the Ontario steam-boats, but, growing tired of this life, he went up the Ottawa, and became overseer of a sawmill. Here, being on the frontier of civilisation, he saw the roughest of Canadian life. The lumbermen of that district are a mixed race  French-Canadians, Irishmen, Indians, half-castes, etcetera,  and whatever good qualities these men might possess in the way of hewing timber and bush-life, they were sadly deficient in the matters of morality and temperance. But Jack was a man of tact and good temper, and played his cards well. He jested with the jocular, sympathised with the homesick, doctored the ailing in a rough and ready fashion peculiarly his own, and avoided the quarrelsome. Thus he became a general favourite.

Of course it was not to be expected that he could escape an occasional broil, and it was herein that his early education did him good service. He had been trained in an English school where he became one of the best boxers. The lumberers on the Ottawa were not practised in this science; they indulged in that kicking, tearing, pommelling sort of mode which is so repugnant to the feelings of an Englishman. The consequence was that Jack had few fights, but these were invariably with the largest bullies of the district; and he, in each case, inflicted such tremendous facial punishment on his opponent that he became a noted man, against whom few cared to pit themselves.

There are none so likely to enjoy peace as those who are prepared for war. Jack used sometimes to say, with a smile, that his few battles were the price he had to pay for peace.

Our hero was unlucky. The saw-mill failed  its master being a drunkard. When that went down he entered the lumber trade, where he made the acquaintance of a young Scotchman, of congenial mind and temperament, who suggested the setting up of a store in a promising locality and proposed entering into partnership. Murray and Robinson was forthwith painted by the latter, (who was a bit of an artist), over the door of a small log-house, and the store soon became well known and much frequented by the sparse population as well as by those engaged in the timber trade.

But the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong. There must have been a screw loose somewhere, for bad debts accumulated and losses were incurred which finally brought the firm to the ground, and left its dissevered partners to begin the world over again!

After this poor Jack Robinson fell into low spirits for a time, but he soon recovered, and bought a small piece of land at a nominal price in a region so wild that he had to cut his own road to it, fell the trees with his own hand, and, in short, reclaim it from the wilderness on the margin of which it lay. This was hard work, but Jack liked hard work, and whatever work he undertook he always did it well. Strange that such a man could not get on! yet so it was, that, in a couple of years, he found himself little better off than he had been when he entered on his new property. The region, too, was not a tempting one. No adventurous spirits had located themselves beside him, and only a few had come within several miles of his habitation.

This did not suit our heros sociable temperament, and he began to despond very much. Still his sanguine spirit led him to persevere, and there is no saying how long he might have continued to spend his days and his energies in felling trees and sowing among the stumps and hoping for better days, had not his views been changed and his thoughts turned into another channel by a letter.




Chapter Two.

The Letter, and its Consequences.

One fine spring morning Jack was sitting, smoking his pipe after breakfast, at the door of his log cabin, looking pensively out upon the tree-stump-encumbered field which constituted his farm. He had facetiously named his residence the Mountain House, in consequence of there being neither mountain nor hill larger than an inverted wash-hand basin, within ten miles of him! He was wont to defend the misnomer on the ground that it served to keep him in remembrance of the fact that hills really existed in other parts of the world.

Jack was in a desponding mood. His pipe would not draw that morning; and his mind had been more active than usual for a few days past, revolving the past, the present, and the future. In short, Jack was cross. There could be no doubt whatever about it; for he suddenly, and without warning, dashed his pipe to pieces against a log, went into the house for another, which he calmly filled, as he resumed his former seat, lit, and continued to smoke for some time in sulky silence. We record this fact because it was quite contrary to Jacks amiable and patient character, and showed that some deep emotions were stirring within him.

The second pipe drew well. Probably it was this that induced him to give utterance to the expression  

I wonder how long this sort of thing will last?

Just as long as youve a mind to let it, and no longer, answered a man clad in the garb of a trapper, whose mocassin foot had given no indication of his approach until he was within a couple of paces of the door.

Is that you, Joe? said Jack, looking up, and pointing to a log which served as a seat on the other side of the doorway.

Its all thats of me, replied Joe.

Sit down and fill your pipe out of my pouch, Joe. Its good baccy, youll find. Any news? I suppose not. There never is; and if there was, what would be the odds to me?

In the blues? remarked the hunter, regarding Jack with a peculiar smile through his first puff of smoke.

Rather! said Jack.

Grog? inquired Joe.

Havent tasted a drop for months, replied Jack.

All square here? inquired the hunter, tapping his stomach.

Could digest gun-flints and screw nails!

The two smoked in silence for some time; then Joe drew forth a soiled letter, which he handed to his companion, saying  

Its bin lying at the post-office for some weeks, and as the postmaster knowd I was comin here he asked me to take it. Ive a notion it may be an offer to buy your clearin, for Ive heerd two or three fellows speakin about it. Now, as I want to buy it myself, if yer disposed to sell it, I hereby make you the first offer.

Jack Robinson continued to smoke in silence, gazing abstractedly at the letter. Since his mother had died, a year before the date of which we write, he had not received a line from any one, insomuch that he had given up calling at the post-office on his occasional visits to the nearest settlement. This letter, therefore, took him by surprise, all the more that it was addressed in the handwriting of his former partner, Murray.

Breaking the seal, he read as follows:

Fort Kamenistaquoia, April the somethingth:  

Dear Jack,  Youll be surprised to see my fist, but not more surprised than I was to hear from an old hunter just arrived, that you had taken to farming. Its not your forte, Jack, my boy. Be advised. Sell off the farm for what it will fetch, and come and join me. My antecedents are not in my favour, I grant; but facts are stubborn things, and it is a fact that I am making dollars here like stones. Im a fur-trader, my boy. Have joined a small company, and up to this time have made a good thing of it. You know something of the fur trade, if I mistake not. Do come and join us; we want such a man as you at a new post we have established on the coast of Labrador. Shooting, fishing, hunting, ad libitum. Eating, drinking, sleeping, ad infinitum. What would you more? Come, like a good fellow, and be happy!

Ever thine, J. Murray.

Ill sell the farm, said Jack Robinson, folding the letter.

You will? exclaimed Joe. Whats your price?

Come over it with me, and look at the fixings, before I tell you, said Jack.

They went over it together, and looked at every fence and stump and implement. They visited the live stock, and estimated the value of the sprouting crop. Then they returned to the house, where they struck a bargain off-hand.

That evening Jack bade adieu to the Mountain House, mounted his horse, with his worldly goods at the pommel of the saddle, and rode away, leaving Joe, the trapper, in possession.

In process of time our hero rode through the settlements to Montreal, where he sold his horse, purchased a few necessaries, and made his way down the Saint Lawrence to the frontier settlements of the bleak and almost uninhabited north shore of the gulf. Here he found some difficulty in engaging a man to go with him, in a canoe, towards the coast of Labrador.

An Irishman, in a fit of despondency, at length agreed; but on reaching a saw-mill that had been established by a couple of adventurous Yankees, in a region that seemed to be the out-skirts of creation, Paddy repented, and vowed hed go no farther for love or money.

Jack Robinson earnestly advised the faithless man to go home, and help his grandmother, thenceforth, to plant murphies; after which he embarked in his canoe alone, and paddled away into the dreary north.

Camping out in the woods at night, paddling all day, and living on biscuit and salt pork, with an occasional duck or gull, by way of variety; never seeing a human face from morn till night, nor hearing the sound of any voice except his own, Jack pursued his voyage for fourteen days. At the end of that time he descried Fort Kamenistaquoia. It consisted of four small log-houses, perched on a conspicuous promontory, with a flag-staff in the midst of them.

Here he was welcomed warmly by his friend John Murray and his colleagues, and was entertained for three days sumptuously on fresh salmon, salt pork, pancakes, and tea. Intellectually, he was regaled with glowing accounts of the fur trade and the salmon fisheries of that region.

Now, Jack, said Murray, on the third day after his arrival, while they walked in front of the fort, smoking a morning pipe, it is time that you were off to the new fort. One of our best men has built it, but he is not a suitable person to take charge, and as the salmon season has pretty well advanced we are anxious to have you there to look after the salting and sending of them to Quebec.

What do you call the new fort? inquired Jack.

Well, it has not yet got a name. Weve been so much in the habit of styling it the New Fort that the necessity of another name has not occurred to us. Perhaps, as you are to be its first master, we may leave the naming of it to you.

Very good, said Jack; I am ready at a moments notice. Shall I set off this forenoon?

Not quite so sharp as that, replied Murray, laughing. To-morrow morning, at day-break, will do. There is a small sloop lying in a creek about twenty miles below this. We beached her there last autumn. Youll go down in a boat with three men, and haul her into deep water. There will be spring tides in two days, so, with the help of tackle, youll easily manage it. Thence you will sail to the new fort, forty miles farther along the coast, and take charge.

The three men you mean to give me know their work, I presume? said Jack.

Of course they do. None of them have been at the fort, however.

Oh! How then shall we find it? inquired Jack.

By observation, replied the other. Keep a sharp look out as you coast along, and you cant miss it.

The idea of mists and darkness and storms occurred to Jack Robinson, but he only answered, Very good.

Can any of the three men navigate the sloop? he inquired.

Not that Im aware of, said Murray; but you know something of navigation, yourself, dont you?

No! nothing!

Pooh! nonsense. Have you never sailed a boat?

Yes, occasionally.

Well, its the same thing. If a squall comes, keep a steady hand on the helm and a sharp eye to windard, and youre safe as the Bank. If its too strong for you, loose the halyards, let the sheets fly, and down with the helm; the easiest thing in the world if you only look alive and dont get flurried.

Very good, said Jack, and as he said so his pipe went out; so he knocked out the ashes and refilled it.

Next morning our hero rowed away with his three men, and soon discovered the creek of which his friend had spoken. Here he found the sloop, a clumsy tub of about twenty tons burden, and here Jacks troubles began.

The Fairy, as the sloop was named, happened to have been beached during a very high tide. It now lay high and dry in what once had been mud, on the shore of a land-locked bay or pond, under the shadow of some towering pines. The spot looked like an inland lakelet, on the margin of which one might have expected to find a bear or a moose-deer, but certainly not a sloop.

Oh! ye shall nevair git him off, said François Xavier, one of the three men  a French-Canadian  on beholding the stranded vessel.

Well try, said Pierre, another of the three men, and a burly half-breed.

Try! exclaimed Rollo, the third of the three men  a tall, powerful, ill-favoured man, who was somewhat of a bully, who could not tell where he had been born, and did not know who his father and mother had been, having been forsaken by them in his infancy. Try? you might as well try to lift a mountain! Ive a mind to go straight back to Kamenistaquoia and tell Mr Murray that to his face!

Have you? said Jack Robinson, in a quiet, peculiar tone, accompanied by a gaze that had the effect of causing Rollo to look a little confused. Come along, lads, well begin at once, he continued, it will be full tide in an hour or so. Get the tackle ready, François; the rest of you set to work, and clear away the stones and rubbish from under her sides.

Jack threw off his coat, and began to work like a hero  as he was. The others followed his example; and the result was that when the tide rose to its full height the sloop was freed of all the rubbish that had collected round the hull; the block tackle was affixed to the mast; the rope attached to a tree on the opposite side of the creek; and the party were ready to haul. But although they hauled until their sinews cracked, and the large veins of their necks and foreheads swelled almost to bursting, the sloop did not move an inch. The tide began to fall, and in a few minutes that opportunity was gone. There were not many such tides to count on, so Jack applied all his energies and ingenuity to the work. By the time the next tide rose they had felled two large pines, and applied them to the side of the vessel. Two of the party swung at the ends of these; the other two hauled on the block-tackle. This time the sloop moved a little at the full flood; but the moment of hope soon passed, and the end was not yet attained.

The next tide was the last high one. They worked like desperate men during the interval. The wedge was the mechanical power which prevailed at last. Several wedges were inserted under the vessels side, and driven home. Thus the sloop was canted over a little towards the water. When the tide was at the full, one man hauled at the tackle, two men swung at the ends of the levers, and Jack hammered home the wedges at each heave and pull; thus securing every inch of movement. The result was that the sloop slid slowly down the bank into deep water.

It is wonderful how small a matter will arouse human enthusiasm! The cheer that was given on the successful floating of the Fairy was certainly as full of fervour, if not of volume, as that which followed the launching of the Great Eastern.

Setting sail down the gulf they ran before a fair breeze which speedily increased to a favouring gale. Before night a small bay was descried, with three log-huts on the shore. This was the new fort. They ran into the bay, grazing a smooth rock in their passage, which caused the Fairy to tremble from stem to stern, and cast anchor close to a wooden jetty. On the end of this a solitary individual, (apparently a maniac), was seen capering and yelling wildly.

What fort is this? shouted Jack.

Sorrow wan o me knows, cried the maniac; its niver been christened yet. Faix, if its a fort at all, Id call it Fort Disolation. Och! but its lonesome Ive been these three days  niver a wan here but meself an the ghosts. Come ashore, darlints, and comfort me!

Fort Desolation, indeed! muttered Jack Robinson, as he looked round him sadly; not a bad name. Ill adopt it. Lower the boat, lads.

Thus Jack took possession of his new home.




Chapter Three.

Domestic and Personal Matters.

Jack Robinsons first proceeding on entering the new fort and assuming the command, was to summon the man, (supposed to be a maniac), named Teddy ODonel, to his presence in the Hall.

Your name is Teddy ODonel? said Jack.

The same, sir, at your sarvice, said Teddy, with a respectful pull at his forelock. They was used to call me Mister ODonel when I was in the army, but Ive guv that up long ago an dropped the title wid the commission.

Indeed: then you were a commissioned officer? inquired Jack, with a smile.

Be no manes. It was a slight longer title than that I had. They called me a non-commissioned officer. I niver could find in me heart to consociate wid them consaited commissioners  though there was wan or two of em as was desarvin o the three stripes. But I niver took kindly to sodgerin. It was in the Howth militia I was. Good enough boys they was in their way, but I couldnt pull wid them no how. They made me a corpral for good conduct, but, faix, the great review finished me; for I got into that state of warlike feeling that I loaded me muskit five times widout firin, an there was such a row round about that I didnt know the dirty thing had niver wint off till the fifth time, when she bursted into smithereens an wint off intirely. No wan iver seed a scrag of her after that. An the worst was, she carried away the small finger of Bob Rileys left hand. Bob threw down his muskit an ran off the ground howlin, so I picked the wipon up an blazed away at the inimy; but, bad luck to him, Bob had left his ramrod in, and I sint it right through the flank of an owld donkey as was pullin an apple and orange cart. Oh! how that baste did kick up its heels, to be sure! and the apples and oranges they was flyin like  Well, well  the long and the short was, that I wint an towld the colonel I couldnt stop no longer in such a regiment. So I guv it up an comed out here.

And became a fur-trader, said Jack Robinson, with a smile.

Just so, sur, an fort-builder to boot; for, being a jiner to trade and handy wid the tools, Mr Murray sent me down here to build the place and take command, but I spose Im suppersheeded now!

Well, I believe you are, Teddy; but I hope that you will yet do good service as my lieutenant.

The beaming smile on Teddys face showed that he was well pleased to be relieved from the responsibilities of office.

Sure, said he, the throuble I have had wid the min an the salvages for the last six weeks  its past belavin! An thin, whin I sint the men down to the river to fush  more nor twinty miles off  an whin the salvages wint away and left me alone wid only wan old salvage woman!  och! Id not wish my worst inimy in me sitivation.

Then the savages have been giving you trouble, have they?

They have, sur, but not so much as the min.

Well, Teddy, said Jack, go and fetch me something to eat, and then you shall sit down and give me an account of things in general. But first give my men food.

Sure theyve got it, replied Teddy, with a broad grin. That spalpeen they calls Rollo axed for meat the first thing, in a voice that made me think hed ait me up alive av he didnt git it. So I guv em the run o the pantry. Whatll yer plaze to dhrink, sur?

What have you got?

Tay and coffee, sur, not to mintion wather. Theres only flour an salt pork to ait, for this is a bad place for game. Ive not seed a bird or a bear for three weeks, an the seals is too cute for me. But Ill bring ye the best that weve got.

Teddy ODonel hastened to the kitchen, a small log-hut in rear of the dwelling-house, and left Jack Robinson alone in the Hall.

Jack rose, thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and walked to the window. It was glazed with parchment, with the exception of the centre square, which was of glass.

Pleasant, uncommonly pleasant, he muttered, as he surveyed the landscape.

In front lay a flat beach of sand with the gulf beyond, the horizon being veiled in mist. Up the river there was a flat beach with a hill beyond. It was a black iron-looking hill, devoid of all visible verdure, and it plunged abruptly down into the sea as if it were trying fiercely to drown itself. Down the river there was a continuation of flat beach, with, apparently, nothing whatever beyond. The only objects that enlivened the dreary expanse were, the sloop at the end of the wooden jetty and a small flagstaff in front of the house, from which a flag was flying in honour of the arrival of the new governor. At the foot of this flagstaff there stood an old iron cannon, which looked pugnacious and cross, as if it longed to burst itself and blow down all visible creation.

Jack Robinsons countenance became a simple blank as he took the first survey of his new dominions. Suddenly a gleam of hope flitted across the blank.

Perhaps the back is better, he muttered, opening the door that led to the rear of the premises. In order to get out he had to pass through the kitchen, where he found his men busy with fried pork and flour cakes, and his lieutenant, Teddy, preparing coffee.

What is that? inquired Jack, pointing to a small heap of brown substance which Teddy was roasting in a frying-pan.

Sure its coffee, said the man.

Eh? inquired Jack.

Coffee, sur, repeated Teddy with emphasis.

What is it made of? inquired Jack.

Bread-crumbs, sur. Im used to make it of pais, but it takes longer, dye see, for Ive got to pound em in a cloth after theyre roasted. The crumbs is amost as good as the pais, an quicker made whin yer in a hurry.

Jacks first impulse was to countermand the crumbs and order tea, but he refrained, and went out to survey the back regions of his new home.

He found that the point selected for the establishment of the fort was a plain of sand, on which little herbage of any kind grew. In rear of the house there was a belt of stunted bushes, which, as he went onward into the interior, became a wood of stunted firs. This seemed to grow a little more dense farther inland, and finally terminated at the base of the distant and rugged mountains of the interior. In fact, he found that he was established on a sandbank which had either been thrown up by the sea, or at no very remote period had formed part of its bed. Returning home so as to enter by the front door, he observed an enclosed space a few hundred yards distant from the fort. Curious to know what it was, he walked up to it, and, looking over the stockade, beheld numerous little mounds of sand with wooden crosses at the head of them. It was the burial-ground of the establishment. Trade had been carried on here by a few adventurous white men before the fort was built. Some of their number having died, a space had been enclosed as a burying-ground. The Roman Catholic Indians afterwards used it, and it was eventually consecrated with much ceremony by a priest.

With a face from which every vestige of intelligence was removed, Jack Robinson returned to the fort and sat down in solitary state in the hall. In the act of sitting down he discovered that the only arm-chair in the room was unsteady on its legs, these being of unequal length. There were two other chairs without arms, and equally unsteady on their legs. These, as well as everything in the room, were made of fir-wood  as yet unpainted. In the empty fire-place Jack observed a piece of charcoal, which he took up and began, in an absent way, to sketch on the white wall. He portrayed a raving maniac as large as life, and then, sitting down, began insensibly to hum  

I dreamt that I dwelt in marble halls.

In the midst of which he was interrupted by the entrance of his lieutenant with a tray of viands.

Ah, yer a purty creatur, exclaimed Teddy, pausing with a look of admiration before the maniac.

Come, Teddy, sit down and lets have the news. What have we here? said Jack, looking at three covered plates which were placed before him.

Salt pork fried, said Teddy removing the cover.

And here?

Salt pork biled, said the man, removing the second cover; an salt pork cold, he added, removing the third. You see, sur, I wasnt sure which way yed like it, an ye was out whin I come to ax; so I just did it up in three fashions. Heres loaf bread, an its not bad, though I say it that made it.

As Jack cut down into the loaf, he naturally remembered those lines of a well-known writer:

Who has not tasted home-made bread,

A heavy compound of putty and

lead!

Are these cakes? he said, as Teddy presented another plate with something hot in it.

Ay, pancakes they is, made of flour an wather fried in grease, an the best of aitin, as yell find;  but, musha! theyve all stuck together from some raison I hant yet diskivered: but theyll be none the worse for that, and theres plenty of good thick molasses to wash em down wid.

And this, said Jack, pointing to a battered tin kettle, is the  the

Thats the coffee, sur.

Ah! well, sit down, Teddy, I have seen worse fare than this. Lets be thankful for it. Now, then, let me hear about the fishery.

Nothing pleased Teddy ODonel so much as being allowed to talk. He sat down accordingly and entertained his master for the next hour with a full, true, and particular account of every thing connected with Fort Desolation. We will not, however, inflict this on the reader. Reduced to its narrowest limits, his information was to the following effect:  

That the Indians, generally, were well disposed towards the traders, though difficult to please. That a good many furs had been already obtained, and there was a report of more coming in. That the salmon fishery was situated on a river twenty miles below the fort, and was progressing favourably; but that the five men engaged there were a quarrelsome set and difficult to keep in order. Teddy thought, however, that it was all owing to one of the men, named Ladoc, a bully, who kept the other four in bad humour.

But the point on which poor Teddy dilated most was his solitude. For some time he had been living with no other companions than an old Indian woman and her half-caste daughter, and they having left him, during the last three days he had been living entirely alone among the ghosts, many of which he described minutely.

This intelligence was brought to an abrupt close by a row among the men in the kitchen. Rollo had been boasting of his walking powers to such an extent, that Pierre had become disgusted and spoke contemptuously of Rollo; whereupon the bully, as usual, began to storm, and his wrath culminated when Pierre asserted that, Mr Robinson would bring him to his marrow-bones ere long.

Jack Robinson! exclaimed Rollo with contempt; Id walk him blind in two hours.

Just at that moment the door opened, and Jack stood before them.

You are too noisy, men, said he, in a quiet voice, (Jack almost always spoke in a soft voice); remember that this kitchen is within hearing of the hall. Rollo, go down to the beach and haul up the sloops boat, I see the tide is making on her.

Rollo hesitated.

You hear? said Jack, still in a quiet tone, but with a look  not a fierce look, or a threatening look, but  a peculiar look, which instantly took effect.

One has often observed a cat when about to spring. It makes many pauses in its prowling towards its prey, and occasional motions that lead one to expect a spring. But the motion which precedes the actual spring is always emphatic. It may not be violent; it may be as slight as all the previous motions, but there is that in it which tells irresistibly, somehow, of a fixed purpose. So is it, doubtless, with tigers; so was it with Jack Robinson. His first remark to the men was a prowl; his order to Rollo was a pause, with an intention; his you hear? softly said, had a something in it which induced Rollo to accord instant obedience!

On returning to the hall, Jack paced up and down indignantly. So there are two bullies in the camp, he soliloquised; I must cure them both;  but softly, Jack. It wont do to fight if you can secure peace by other means. Let blows be the last resource. Thats my motto. Hell walk me blind! Well, we shall see, to-morrow!




Chapter Four.

Taming a Bully.

The morrow came, and Jack Robinson rose with the sun. Long before his men were astir he had inspected the few books and papers of the establishment, had examined the condition of the fur and goods store, and had otherwise made himself acquainted with the details of the fort; having gone over its general features with Teddy the day before.

When the lieutenant arose, he found indications of his new master having been everywhere before him, and noted the fact! As Teddy was by no means a man of order  although a good and trustworthy man  there was enough to be done before breakfast. Jack purposely put Rollo into the kitchen to prepare the morning meal, this being comparatively light work. He himself worked with the other men in the stores. There was necessarily a great deal of lifting and shifting and clearing, in all of which operations he took the heaviest part of the work, and did his work better and more thoroughly than any of the others. Teddy observed this also, and noted the fact!

At breakfast there was naturally a good deal of talk among the men, and special mention was of course made of the energy of their master.

Breakfast over, Jack assembled the men and apportioned to each his days work.

I myself, said he, mean to walk down to the fishery to-day, and I leave ODonel in charge; I shall be back to-morrow. Rollo, you will prepare to accompany me.

Yes, sir, answered the man, not knowing very well how to take this. The others glanced at each other intelligently as they departed to their work.

A few minutes sufficed for preparation, and soon Jack stood with his rifle on his shoulder in front of the house. Rollo quickly made his appearance with an old trading gun.

You can leave that, we wont require it, said Jack; besides I want to walk fast, so it is well that you should be as light as possible.

No fear but Ill keep up with you, sir, said the man, somewhat piqued.

I do not doubt it, replied Jack, but one gun is enough for us, so put yours by and come along.

Rollo obeyed, and resolved in his heart that he would give his new master a taste of his powers.

Jack started off at a good rattling pace, somewhat over four miles an hour. For the first mile Rollo allowed him to lead, keeping about a foot behind. Then he thought to himself, Now, my friend, Ill try you, and ranged up beside him, keeping a few yards to one side, however, in order to avoid the appearance of racing. After a few minutes he pushed the pace considerably, and even went ahead of his companion; but, ere long, Jack was alongside and the pace increased to nearly five miles an hour.

Only those who have tried it know, or can fully appreciate, what is meant by adding a mile an hour to ones pace. Most active men go at four miles an hour when walking at a good smart pace. Men never walk at five miles an hour except when in the utmost haste, and then only for a short distance. Anything beyond that requires a run in order to be sustained.

It was curious to watch the progress of these two men. The aim of each was to walk at his greatest possible speed, without allowing the slightest evidence of unwonted exertion to appear on his countenance or in his manner.

They walked on the sands of the shore  there being no roads there  and at first the walking was good, as the tide was out and the sand hard. But before they had got half way to the fishery the sea came in and drove them to the soft sand, which, as nearly every one knows, is terribly fatiguing and difficult to walk in.

Up to this point the two men had kept abreast, going at a tremendous pace, yet conversing quietly and keeping down every appearance of distress; affecting, in fact, to be going at their usual and natural pace! Many a sidelong glance did Rollo cast, however, at his companion, to see if he were likely to give in soon. But Jack was as cool as a cucumber, and wore a remarkably amiable expression of countenance. He even hummed snatches of one or two songs, as though he were only sauntering on the beach. At last he took out his pipe, filled it, and began to smoke, without slackening speed. This filled Rollo with surprise, and for the first time he began to entertain doubts as to the result of the struggle.

As for Jack, he never doubted it for a moment. When they were compelled to take to the heavy sand and sank above the ankles at every step, he changed his tactics. Putting out his pipe, he fell behind a few paces.

Ha! thought Rollo, done up at last; now Ill give it you.

The thought that he was sure of victory infused such spirit into the man that he braced himself to renewed exertion. This was just what Jack wanted. He kept exactly a foot behind Rollo, yet when the other ventured to slacken his pace, (which was now too great to be kept up), he pushed forward just enough to keep him at it, without disheartening him as to result. In the midst of this they both came to a full stop on discovering a box made of birch bark, which seemed to have been dropped by some passing Indians.

Hallo! what have we here? cried Jack, stooping down to examine it.

My blessin ont whatever it is, thought Rollo, to whom the momentary relief from walking was of the greatest consequence. Jack knew this, and hastened his inspection. It was a box of bears fat.

Come, not a bad thing in times like these, observed Jack; will you carry this or the rifle, my man? See, the rifle is lighter, take that.

Again they stepped out, and the sand seemed to grow softer and deeper as they advanced. They were now five miles from the end of their journey, so Jack began to exert himself. He pushed on at a pace that caused Rollo to pant and blow audibly. For some time Jack pretended not to notice this, but at last he turned round and said  

You seem to be fatigued, my man, let me carry the rifle.

Rollo did not object, and Jack went forward with the box and rifle more rapidly than before. He was perspiring, indeed, at every pore profusely, but wind and limb were as sound as when he started.

He finally left Rollo out of sight, and arrived at the fishery without him!

Half an hour afterwards Rollo arrived. He was a stout fellow, and by taking a short rest, had recovered sufficiently to come in with some degree of spirit; nevertheless, it was evident to all that he was used up, for, it is not the distance but the pace that kills! He found the fishermen at dinner, buttering their cakes with the bears grease that had been discovered on the way down. Jack Robinson was sitting in the midst of them, chatting quietly and smoking his pipe beside the fire-place of the hut.

Jack introduced him as one of the new men, but made no reference to the walk from Fort Desolation. He felt, however, that he had conquered the man, at least for that time, and hoped that further and more violent methods would not be necessary. In this he was disappointed, as the sequel will show.

That night Jack slept on a bed made of old salmon-nets, with a new salmon-net above him for a blanket. It was a peculiar and not a particularly comfortable bed; but in his circumstances he could have slept on a bed of thorns. He gazed up at the stars through the hole in the roof that served for a chimney, and listened to the chirping of the frogs in a neighbouring swamp, to which the snoring of the men around him formed a rough-and-ready bass. Thus he lay gazing and listening, till stars and strains alike melted away and left him in the sweet regions of oblivion.




Chapter Five.

The Salmon Fishery.

Next morning, Jack Robinson went out at daybreak to inspect the salmon fishery.

The river, up which the fish went in thousands, was broad, deep, and rapid. Its banks were clothed with spruce-fir and dense underwood. There was little of the picturesque or the beautiful in the scenery. It was a bleak spot and unattractive.

Two of the four men who conducted the fishery were stationed at the mouth of the river. The other two attended to the nets about six miles farther up, at a place where there was a considerable fall terminating in a long, turbulent rapid.

With his wonted promptitude and energy, Jack began to make himself master of his position long before the men were stirring. Before Ladoc, who was superintendent, had lighted his first pipe and strolled down to the boat to commence the operations of the day, Jack had examined the nets, the salt boxes, the curing-vats, the fish in pickle, the casks, and all the other matériel of the fishery, with a critical eye. From what he saw, he was convinced that Ladoc was not the best manager that could be desired, and, remembering that Ladoc was a bully, he was strengthened in an opinion which he had long entertained, namely, that a bully is never a trustworthy man.

He was in the act of forming this opinion, when Ladoc approached.

Good morning, Ladoc, said he; you rise early.

Oui, sair; mais, you gits up more earlier.

Yes, I am fond of morning air. The fishery prospers, I see.

It doos, monsieur, said Ladoc, accepting the remark as a compliment to himself; ve have catch fifteen casks already, and they is in most splendid condition.

Hum! ejaculated Jack, with a doubtful look at a cask which was evidently leaking, hum! yes, you are getting on pretty well, but

Here Jack hummed again, and looked pointedly at one of the large vats, which was also leaking, and around which there was a great deal of salt that had been scattered carelessly on the ground. Raising big eyes to the roof of the low shed in which the salt-boxes stood, he touched with his stick a torn piece of its tarpaulin covering, through which rain had found its way in bad weather. He hummed again, but said nothing, for he saw that Ladoc was a little disconcerted.

After some minutes Jack turned to his companion with a bland smile, and said  

The next station is  how many miles did you say?

Six, monsieur.

Ah, six! well, let us go up and see it. You can show me the way.

Breakfast be ready ver soon, said Ladoc, monsieur vill eat first, praps?

No, we will breakfast at the upper station. Ho, Rollo! here, I want you.

Rollo, who issued from the hut at the moment, with a view to examine the weather and light his pipe, came forward.

I am going with Ladoc to the upper station, said Jack; you will take his place here until we return.

Very well, sir, replied Rollo, fixing his eyes upon Ladoc. At the same moment Ladoc fixed his eyes on Rollo. The two men seemed to read each others character in a single glance, and then and there hurled silent defiance in each others teeth through their eyes! Ladoc was annoyed at having been silently found fault with and superseded; Rollo was aggrieved at being left behind; both men were therefore enraged  for it is wonderful how small a matter is sufficient to enrage a bully  but Jack ordered Ladoc to lead the way, so the rivals, or enemies, parted company with another glance of defiance.

That day, Jack Robinson had a somewhat rough and remarkable experience of life.

He began by overhauling the nets at the mouth of the river, and these were so prolific that the small flat-bottomed boat used by the fishermen was soon half filled with glittering salmon, varying from ten to fifteen pounds in weight. In order to avoid having his mocassins and nether garments soiled, Jack, who pulled the sculls, sat with bare feet and tucked-up trousers. In less than an hour he rowed back to the landing-place, literally up to the knees in salmon! Among these were a few young seals that had got entangled in the nets, while in pursuit of the fish, and been drowned. These last were filled with water to such an extent, that they resembled inflated bladders!

Breakfast is ready, sir, said one of the men, as the boat-party leaped ashore.

Very good, replied Jack; turning to Ladoc, now, my man, are you ready to start for the upper fishery?

Eh? ah  oui, monsieur.

There was a titter amongst the men at the expression of their big comrades face, for Ladoc was ravenously hungry, and felt inclined to rebel at the idea of being obliged to start on a six-miles walk without food; but as his young master was about to do the same he felt that it was beneath his dignity to complain. Besides, there was a something peculiar about Jacks manner that puzzled and overawed the man.

The fact was, that Jack Robinson wanted to know what his bullies were made of, and took rather eccentric methods of finding it out. He accordingly set off at his best pace, and pushed Ladoc so hard, that he arrived at the upper fishery in a state of profuse perspiration, with a very red face, and with a disagreeably vacuous feeling about the pit of his stomach.

They found the men at the station just landing with a boat-load of fish. They were all clean-run, and shone in the bright sunshine like bars of burnished silver.

Now, Ladoc, said Jack, get breakfast ready, while I look over matters here.

It need not be said that the man obeyed most willingly. His master went to examine into details. Half-an-hour sufficed to make him pretty well acquainted with the state of matters at the station, and, during breakfast, he soon obtained from the men all the knowledge they possessed about the fishery, the natives, and the region.

One of the men was a half-caste, a fine-looking, grave, earnest fellow, who spoke English pretty well. His name was Marteau.

The seals and the bears are our worst enemies, sir, said Marteau, in the course of conversation.

Indeed! and which of the two are worst? inquired Jack. Another slice of pork, Ladoc, your appetite appears to be sharp this morning; thank you, go on, Marteau, you were saying something about the bears and seals.

Its not easy to say which of them is worst, sir. I think the bears is, for the seals eat the bits that they bite out o the fish, and so get some good of it; but the bears, they goes to the vats and pulls out the salt fish with their claws, for you see, sir, they cant resist the smell, but when they tries to eat em  ah, you should see the faces they do make! You see, they cant stand the salt, so they dont eat much, but they hauls about and tears up an uncommon lot of fish.

It must make him ver tirsty, observed Ladoc, swallowing a can of tea at a draught.

It makes one thirsty to think of it, said Jack, imitating Ladocs example; now, lads, well go and overhaul the nets.

Just as he spoke, Ladoc sprang from his seat, seized Jacks gun, which leant against the wall, shouted, A bear! and, levelling the piece through the open doorway, took aim at the bushes in front of the hut.

At the same moment Jack leaped forward, struck up the muzzle of the gun just as it exploded, and, seizing Ladoc by the collar, hurled him with extraordinary violence, considering his size, against the wall.

Make yourself a better hunter, said he, sternly, before you presume to lay hands again on my gun. Look there!

Jack pointed, as he spoke, in the direction in which the man had fired, where the object that had been mistaken for a bear appeared in the form of a man, crawling out of the bushes on all-fours. He seemed to move unsteadily, as if he were in pain.

Running to his assistance, they found that he was an Indian, and, from the blood that bespattered his dress and hand, it was evident that he had been wounded. He was a pitiable object, in the last stage of exhaustion. When the party ran towards him, he looked up in their faces with lustreless eyes, and then sank fainting on the ground.

Poor fellow! said Jack, as they carried him into the hut and placed him on one of the low beds; he must have met with an accident, for there is no warfare in this region among the Indians to account for his being wounded.

Tis a strange accident, said Marteau, when the mans clothes were stripped off and the wounds exposed. An accident sometimes puts one bullet through a man, but seldom puts two!

True, said Jack, this looks bad, here is a hole clean through the fleshy part of his right arm, and another through his right thigh. An enemy must have done this.

On farther examination it was found that the bone of the mans leg had been smashed by the bullet, which, after passing through to the other side of the limb, was arrested by the skin. It was easily extracted, and the wounds were dressed by Jack, who, to his many useful qualities, added a considerable knowledge of medicine and surgery.

When the Indian recovered sufficiently to give an account of himself to Marteau, who understood his language perfectly, he told him, to the surprise of all, that his double wound was indeed the result of an accident, and, moreover, that he had done the deed with his own hand. Doubtless it will puzzle the reader to imagine how a man could so twist himself, that with an unusually long gun he could send a bullet at one shot through his right arm and right thigh. It puzzled Jack and his men so much, that they were half inclined to think the Indian was not telling the truth, until he explained that about a mile above the hut, while walking through the bushes, he tripped and fell. He was carrying the gun over his shoulder in the customary Indian fashion, that is, by the muzzle, with the stock behind him. He fell on his hands and knees; the gun was thrown forward and struck against a tree so violently, that it exploded; in its flight it had turned completely round, so that, at the moment of discharge, the barrel was in a line with the mans arm and leg, and thus the extraordinary wound was inflicted.

To crawl from the spot where the accident occurred took the poor fellow nearly twelve hours, and he performed this trying journey during the night and morning over a rugged country and without food.

The surgical operation engaged Jacks attention the greater part of the forenoon. When it was completed and the Indian made as comfortable as possible, he went out with the men to visit the nets which were set at the rapids about two miles higher up the river.




Chapter Six.

Jack has a Desperate Encounter.

We never can tell what a day or an hour may bring forth. This is a solemn fact on which young and old might frequently ponder with advantage, and on which we might enlarge to an unlimited extent; but our space will not admit of moralising very much, therefore we beg the reader to moralise on that, for him  or herself. The subject is none the less important, that circumstances require that it should be touched on in a slight, almost flippant, manner.

Had Jack Robinson known what lay before him that evening, he would  he would have been a wiser man! Nothing more appropriate than that occurs to us at this moment. But, to be more particular:  

When the party reached the nets, Jack left them to attend to their work, and went off alone to the vats, some of which, measuring about six feet in diameter, were nearly full of fish in pickle.

As he walked along the slight track which guided him towards them, he pondered the circumstances in which he then found himself, and, indulging in a habit which he had acquired in his frequent and prolonged periods of solitude, began to mutter his thoughts aloud.

So, so, Jack, you left your farm because you were tired of solitude, and now you find yourself in the midst of society. Pleasant society, truly!  bullies and geese, without a sympathetic mind to rub against. Humph! a pleasant fix youve got into, old fellow.

Jack was wrong in this to some extent, as he afterwards came to confess to himself, for among his men there were two or three minds worth cultivating, noble and shrewd, and deep, too, though not educated or refined. But at the time of which we write, Jack did not know this. He went on to soliloquise:

Yes, youve got a pretty set to deal with; elements that will cause you enough of trouble before you have done with them. Well, well, dont give in, old chap. Never say die. If solitude is to be your lot, meet it like a man. Why, they say that solitude of the worst kind is to be found where most people dwell. Has it not been said, that in the great city of London itself a man may be more solitary than in the heart of the wilderness? Ive read it, but I cant very well believe it. Yet, there may be something in it. Humph! Well, well, Jack, youre not a philosopher, so dont try to go too deep; take it easy, and do the best you can.

At this point Jack came suddenly in sight of the vats. They stood in the centre of a cleared space in the forest. On the edge of the largest vat was perched an object which induced our hero to throw forward his fowling-piece hastily. It was a black bear, or rather the hind-quarters of a black bear, for the head and one paw and shoulder of the animal were far down in the vat. He was holding firmly to its edge by the hind legs and one fore-leg, while with the other he was straining his utmost to reach the fish.

Jacks first impulse was to fire, but reflecting that the portion of the bear then in view was not a very vulnerable part, he hesitated, and finally crept behind a tree to consider, feeling confident that whatever should occur he would be pretty sure of getting a favourable opportunity to fire with effect.

Quite unconscious of his danger, bruin continued to reach down into the vat with unwearied determination. His efforts were rewarded with success, for he presently appeared on the edge of the vat with a fine salmon in his embrace. Now was Jacks opportunity. He raised his piece, but remembering Marteaus remark about the bears difficulty in eating salt salmon, he postponed the fatal shot until he should have studied this point in natural history.

His forbearance met with a reward, for the bear kept him during the next five minutes in such a state of suppressed laughter, that he could not have taken a steady aim to have saved his life. Its sense of smell was evidently gratified, for on leaping to the ground it took a powerful snuff, and then began to devour the salmon with immense gusto. But the first mouthful produced an expression of countenance that could not be misunderstood. It coughed, spluttered, and sneezed, or at least gave vent to something resembling these sounds, and drew back from the fish with a snarl; then it snuffed again. There was no mistaking the smell. It was delicious! Bruin, disbelieving his sense of taste, and displaying unwise faith in his sense of smell, made another attempt. He had tried the head first; with some show of reason he now tried the tail. Faugh! it was worse than the other; as salt as fire, as we have heard it sometimes expressed. The spluttering at this point became excessive, and it was clear that the bear was getting angry. Once again, with an amount of perseverance that deserved better fortune, the bear snuffed heartily at the fish, tore it to shreds with his claws, and then tried another mouthful, which it spat out instantly. Displaying all its teeth and gums, it shut its eyes, and, raising its head in the air, fairly howled with disappointment.

Jack now deemed it prudent to bring the scene to a close, so, calming himself as well as he could, he took a steady aim, and, watching his opportunity, fired.

The bear did not fall. It faced round in a moment, and, uttering a fierce growl, very unlike to its previous tones, rushed upon its enemy, who fired his second barrel at the creatures breast. Whether it was that Jacks fit of laughter had shaken his nerves so as to render him incapable of taking a good aim, is a matter of uncertainty, but although both shots took effect, the bear was not checked in his career. On it came. Jack had no time to load. He turned to run, when his quick eye observed a branch of a tree over his head within reach. Dropping his gun he bounded upwards and caught it, and, being unusually powerful in the arms, drew himself up and got astride of it just as the bear reached the spot. But bruin was not to be baulked so easily. He was a black bear and a good climber. Finding that he could not at his utmost stretch obtain a nibble at Jacks toes, he rushed at the trunk of the tree and began to ascend rapidly. Jack at once moved towards the end of the branch, intending to drop to the ground, recover his gun and run for it; but the movement broke the branch off suddenly, and he came down with such a crash, that the bear stopped, looked round, and, seeing his enemy on the ground, began to descend.

Although somewhat stunned by the fall, our hero was able to spring up and run in the direction of the hut. The bear was so close on his heels, however, that he had no chance of his reaching it. He felt this, and, as a last resource, doubled on his track like a hare and made for the banks of the river, which were twenty feet high at the place, intending to leap into the rapid and take his chance.

In this, too, he was foiled. His fall from the tree had partially disabled him, and he could not run with his wonted agility. About ten yards from the edge of the bank the bear overtook him, and it seemed as if poor Jack Robinsons troubles were at last about to be brought to an abrupt close. But Jack was self-possessed and brave as steel. On feeling the bears claws in his back, he drew his knife, wheeled round, fell into its embrace, and plunged the knife three or four times in its side. The thing was done in a moment, and the two, falling together, rolled over the edge of the steep bank, and went crashing down through the bushes amid a cloud of dust and stones into the raging flood below. At the foot of the rapid, Marteau and one of the men happened to be rowing ashore with a load of fish.

Hallo! whats that? cried Marteau.

Eh! exclaimed his comrade.

A bear! shouted Marteau, backing his oar.

And a man! What! I say!

Pull! pull!

Next moment the boat was dancing on the foam, and Marteau had hold of the bears neck with one hand, and Jacks hair with the other.

They were soon hauled to land, the bear in its dying agonies and Jack in a state of insensibility; but it took the united strength of the two men to tear him from the tremendous grasp that he had fastened on the brute, and his knife was found buried to the handle close alongside of bruins heart!




Chapter Seven.

Solitude.

On the day of his encounter with the bear, Jack Robinson sent Rollo up to the fort to fetch down all the men except ODonel, in order that the fishery might be carried on with vigour.

Of course it is unnecessary to inform the reader that Jack speedily recovered from the effects of his adventure. It would be absurd to suppose that anything of an ordinary nature could kill or even do much damage to our hero. Beyond five deep punctures on his back and five on his breast, besides a bite in the shoulder, Jack had received no damage, and was able to return on foot to Fort Desolation a few days after the event.

On arriving, he found his man, Teddy ODonel, sitting over the kitchen fire in the last stage of an attack of deep depression and home sickness. Jacks sudden appearance wrought an instantaneous cure.

Ah! said he, grasping his masters hand and wringing it warmly; its a blessed sight for sore eyes! Sure Ive bin all but dead, sur, since ye wint away.

Youve not been ill, have you? said Jack, looking somewhat earnestly in the mans face.

Ill? No, not i the body, if thats what ye mane, but Ive been awful bad i the mind. Its the intellect as kills men more nor the body. The sowl is what does it all. (Here Teddy passed his hand across his forehead and looked haggard.) Ah! Mr Robinson, its myself asll niver do to live alone. I do belave that all the ghosts as iver lived have come and took up there abode in this kitchen.

Nonsense! said Jack, sitting down on a stool beside the fire and filling his pipe; youre too superstitious.

Supperstitious, is it? exclaimed the man, with a look of intense gravity. Faix, if ye seed them yed change yer tune. Its the noses of em as is wust. Of all the noses for length and redness and for blowin like trumpets I ever did see  well, well, its no use conjicturin, but I do wonder sometimes what guv the ghosts sitch noses.

I suppose they knows that best themselves, observed Jack.

Praps they does, replied Teddy with a meditative gaze at the fire.

But I rather suspect, continued Jack, that as your own nose is somewhat long and red, and as youve got a habit of squinting, not to mention snoring, Teddy, we may be justified in accounting for the

Ah! its no use jokin, interrupted ODonel; yell niver joke me out o my belaif in ghosts. Its no longer agone than last night, after tay, I laid me down on the floor beside the fire in sitch a state o moloncholly weakness, that I really tried to die. Its true for ye; and I belave Id have done it, too, av I hadnt wint off to slape by mistake, an whin I awoke, I was so cowld and hungry that I thought Id pusspone dyin till after supper. I got better after supper, but, och! its a hard thing to live all be yer lone like this.

Have no Indians been here since I left?

Not wan, sur.

Well, Teddy, I will keep you company now. We shall be alone here together for a few weeks, as I mean to leave all our lads at the fishery. Meanwhile, bestir yourself and let me have supper.

During the next few weeks Jack Robinson was very busy. Being an extremely active man, he soon did every conceivable thing that had to be done about the fort, and conceived, as well as did, a good many things that did not require to be done. While rummaging in the stores, he discovered a hand-net, with which he waded into the sea and caught large quantities of small fish, about four inches in length, resembling herrings. These he salted and dried in the sun, and thus improved his fare,  for, having only salt pork and fresh salmon, he felt the need of a little variety. Indeed, he had already begun to get tired of salmon, insomuch that he greatly preferred salt pork.

After that, he scraped together a sufficient number of old planks, and built therewith a flat-bottomed boat  a vessel much wanted at the place. But, do what he would, time hung very heavy on his hands, even although he made as much of a companion of Teddy ODonel, as was consistent with his dignity. The season for wild fowl had not arrived, and he soon got tired of going out with his gun, with the certainty of returning empty-handed.

At last there was a brief break in the monotony of the daily life at Fort Desolation. A band of Indians came with a good supply of furs. They were not a very high type of human beings, had little to say, and did not seem disposed to say it. But they wanted goods from Jack, and Jack wanted furs from them; so their presence during the two days and nights they stayed shed a glow of moral sunshine over the fort that made its inhabitants as light-hearted and joyful as though some unwonted piece of good fortune had befallen them.

When the Indians went away, however, the gloom was proportionally deeper, Jack and his man sounded lower depths of despair than they had ever before fathomed, and the latter began to make frequent allusions to the possibility of making away with himself. Indeed, he did one evening, while he and Jack stood silently on the shore together, propose that they should go into the bush behind the fort, cover themselves over with leaves, and perish at wance, like the babes in the wood.

Things were in this gloomy condition, when an event occurred, which, although not of great importance in itself, made such a deep impression on the dwellers at Fort Desolation, that it is worthy of a chapter to itself.




Chapter Eight.

Horrors.

One morning the sun rose with unwonted splendour on the broad bosom of the Saint Lawrence. The gulf was like a mirror, in which the images of the seagulls were as perfect as the birds themselves, and the warm hazy atmosphere was lighted up so brightly by the sun, that it seemed as though the world were enveloped in delicate golden gauze.

Jack Robinson stood on the shore, with the exile of Erin beside him. Strange to say, the effect of this lovely scene on both was the reverse of gladdening.

Its very sad, said Jack, slowly.

True for ye, observed the sympathising Teddy, supposing that his master had finished his remark.

Its very sad, repeated Jack, to look abroad upon this lovely world, and know that thousands of our fellow-men are enjoying it in each others society, while we are self-exiled here.

An so it is, said Teddy, not to mintion our fellow-women an our fellow-childers to boot.

To be sure we have got each others society, ODonel, continued Jack, and the society of the gulls

An the fush, interposed Teddy.

And the fish, assented Jack; for all of which blessings we have cause to be thankful; but its my opinion that you and I are a couple of egregious asses for having forsaken our kind and come to vegetate here in the wilderness.

Thats just how it is, sur. Were both on us big asses, an its a pint for investigation which on us is the biggest  you, who ought to have knowd better, or me, as niver knowd anything, amost, to spake of.

Jack smiled. He was much too deeply depressed to laugh. For some minutes they stood gazing in silent despondency at the sea.

Whats that? exclaimed Jack, with sudden animation, pointing to an object which appeared at the moment near the extremity of a point of rocks not far from the spot where they stood a canoe?

Two of em! cried ODonel, as another object came into view.

The change which came over the countenances of the two men, as they stood watching the approach of the two canoes, would have been incomprehensible to any one not acquainted with the effect of solitude on the human mind. They did not exactly caper on the beach, but they felt inclined to do so, and their heaving bosoms and sparkling eyes told of the depth of emotion within.

In about a quarter of an hour the canoes were within a short distance of the landing-place, but no shout or sign of recognition came from the Indians who paddled them. There was an Indian in the bow and stern of each canoe, and a woman in the middle of one of them.

Well, boys, what cheer? said Jack, using a well-known backwoods salutation, as the men landed.

The Indians silently took the proffered hand of the trader and shook it, replying in a low voice, Wachee, as the nearest point they could attain to the pronunciation of What cheer?

There was something so unusually solemn in the air and manner of the savages, that Jack glanced at the canoe in which the woman sat. There he saw what explained the mystery. In the bottom lay an object wrapped up in pieces of old cloth and birchbark, which, from its form, was evidently a human body. A few words with the Indians soon drew from them the information that this was one of their wives who had been ailing for a long time, and at length had died. They were Roman Catholic converts, and had come to bury the body in the graveyard of the fort which had been consecrated by a priest.

To whatever pitch of excitement Jack and his man had risen at the unexpected appearance of the Indians, their spirits fell to an immeasurably profounder depth than before when their errand was made known.

Everything connected with this burial was sad and repulsive, yet Jack and his man felt constrained, out of mere sympathy, to witness it all.

The Indians were shabby and squalid in the extreme, and, being destitute of the means of making a coffin, had rolled the corpse up in such wretched materials as they happened to possess. One consequence of this was, that it was quite supple. On being lifted out of the canoe, the joints bent, and a sort of noise was emitted from the mouth, which was exceedingly horrible. Had the dead face been visible, the effect would not have been so powerful, but its being covered tended to set the imagination free to conceive things still more dreadful.

The grave was soon dug in the sand inside the graveyard, which was not more than a hundred yards on one side of the fort. Here, without ceremony of any kind, the poor form was laid and covered over. While being lowered into the grave, the same doubling-up of the frame and the same noise were observed. After all was over, the Indians returned to their canoe and paddled away, silently, as they had come; not before Jack, however, had gone to the store for a large piece of tobacco, which he threw to them as they were pushing off.

During the remainder of that day, Jack Robinson and his man went about their vocations with hearts heavy as lead. But it was not till night that this depression of spirits culminated. For the first time in his life Jack Robinson became superstitiously nervous. As for Teddy ODonel, he had seldom been entirely free from this condition during any night of his existence; but he was much worse than usual on the present occasion!

After sunset, Jack had his tea alone in the hall, while ODonel took his  also, of course, alone  in the kitchen. Tea over, Jack sat down and wrote part of a journal which he was in the habit of posting up irregularly. Then he went into the kitchen to give Teddy his orders for the following day, and stayed longer than usual. Thereafter, he read parts of one or two books which he had brought with him from the civilised world. But, do what he would, the image of the dead woman lying so near him invariably came between him and the page, and obtruded itself on his mind obstinately. Once he was so exasperated while reading, that he jumped violently off his chair, exclaiming, This is childish nonsense! In doing so he tilted the chair over, so that it balanced for an instant on its hind legs, and then fell with an awful crash, which caused him to leap at least three feet forward, clench his fists, and wheel round with a look of fury that would certainly have put to flight any real ghost in creation.

Jack gasped, then he sighed, after which he smiled and began to pace the hall slowly. At last he said, half aloud, I think Ill smoke my pipe to-night with that poor fellow, ODonel. He must be lonely enough, and I dont often condescend to be social.

Taking up his pipe and tobacco-pouch, he went towards the kitchen.

Now, while his master was enduring those uncomfortable feelings in the hall, Teddy was undergoing torments in the kitchen that are past description. He had had a grandmother  with no nose to speak of, a mouth large enough for two, four teeth, and one eye  who had stuffed him in his youth with horrible stories as full as a doll is of sawdust. That old ladys influence was now strong upon him. Every gust of wind that rumbled in the chimney sent a qualm to his heart. Every creak in the beams of his wooden kitchen startled his soul. Every accidental noise that occurred filled him with unutterable horror. The door, being clumsily made, fitted badly in all its parts, so that it shook and rattled in a perfectly heartrending manner.

Teddy resolved to cure this. He stuck bits of wood in the opening between it and the floor, besides jamming several nails in at the sides and top. Still, the latch would rattle, being complicated in construction, and not easily checked in all its parts. But Teddy was an ingenious fellow. He settled the latch by stuffing it and covering it with a mass of dough! In order further to secure things, he placed a small table against the door, and then sat down on a bench to smoke his pipe beside the door.

It was at this point in the evening that Jack resolved, as we have said, to be condescending.

As he had hitherto very seldom smoked his pipe in the kitchen, his footstep in the passage caused ODonels very marrow to quake. He turned as pale as death and became rigid with terror, so that he resembled nothing but an Irish statue of very dirty and discoloured marble.

When Jack put his hand on the latch, Teddy gasped once  he was incapable of more! The vision of the poor Indian woman rose before his mental eye, and he  well, its of no use to attempt saying what he thought or felt!

The obstruction in the latch puzzled Jack not a little. He was surprised at its stiffness. The passage between the hall and kitchen was rather dark, so that he was somewhat nervous and impatient to open the door. It happened that he had left the door by which he had quitted the hall partially open. A gust of wind shut this with a bang that sent every drop of blood into his heart, whence it rebounded into his extremities. The impulse thus communicated to his hand was irresistible. The door was burst in; as a matter of course the table was hurled into the middle of the kitchen, where it was violently arrested by the stove. Poor Teddy ODonel, unable to stand it any longer, toppled backwards over the bench with a hideous yell, and fell headlong into a mass of pans, kettles, and firewood, where he lay sprawling and roaring at the full power of his lungs, and keeping up an irregular discharge of such things as came to hand at the supposed ghost, who sheltered himself as he best might behind the stove.

Hold hard, you frightened ass! shouted Jack as a billet of wood whizzed over his head.

Eh! what? Its you, sur? O, musha, av I didnt belave it was the ghost at last!

I tell you what, my man, said Jack, who was a good deal nettled at his reception, I would advise you to make sure that it is a ghost next time before you shie pots and kettles about in that way. See what a smash you have made. Why, what on earth have you been doing to the door?

Sure I only stuffed up the kayhole to keep out the wind.

Humph! and the ghosts, I suppose. Well, see that you are up betimes to-morrow and have these salmon nets looked over and repaired.

So saying, Jack turned on his heel and left the room, feeling too much annoyed to carry out his original intention of smoking a pipe with his man. He spent the evening, therefore, in reading a pocket copy of Shakespeare, and retired to rest at the usual hour in a more composed frame of mind, and rather inclined to laugh at his superstitious fears.

It happened, unfortunately, that from his window, as he lay on his bed, Jack could see the graveyard. This fact had never been noticed by him before, although he had lain there nightly since his arrival, and looked over the yard to the beach and the sea beyond. Now, the night being bright moonlight, he could see it with appalling distinctness. Sleep was banished from his eyes, and although he frequently turned with resolution to the wall and shut them, he was invariably brought back to his old position as if by a species of fascination.

Meanwhile Teddy ODonel lay absolutely quaking in the kitchen. Unable to endure it, he at last rose, opened the door softly, and creeping up as near us he dared venture to his masters door, sat down there, as he said, for company. In course of time he fell asleep.

Jack, being more imaginative, remained awake. Presently he saw a figure moving near the churchyard. It was white  at least the upper half of it was.

Pshaw! this is positive folly; my digestion must be out of order, muttered Jack, rubbing his eyes; but the rubbing did not dissipate the figure which moved past the yard and approached the fort. At that moment Teddy ODonel gave vent to a prolonged snore. Delivered as it was against the wooden step on which his nose was flattened, it sounded dreadfully like a groan. Almost mad with indignation and alarm, Jack Robinson leaped from his bed and pulled on his trousers, resolved to bring things to an issue of some sort.

He threw open his chamber door with violence and descended the staircase noisily, intending to arouse his man. He did arouse him, effectually, by placing his foot on the back of his head and crushing his face against the steps with such force as to produce a roar that would have put to shame the war-whoop of the wildest savage in America.

In endeavouring to recover himself, Jack fell upon Teddy and they rolled head-over-heels down the steps together towards the door of the house, which was opened at that instant by Ladoc, who had walked up to the fort, clad only in his shirt and trousers, (the night being warm), to give a report of the condition of things at the fishery, where he and Rollo had quarrelled, and the men generally were in a state of mutiny.




Chapter Nine.

The Bully receives a Lesson.

We regret to be compelled to chronicle the fact, that Jack Robinson lost command of his temper on the occasion referred to in the last chapter. He and Teddy ODonel rolled to the very feet of the amazed Ladoc, before the force of their fall was expended. They sprang up instantly, and Jack dealt the Irishman an open-handed box on the ear that sent him staggering against one of the pillars of the verandah, and resounded in the still night air like a pistol-shot. Poor Teddy would have fired up under other circumstances, but he felt so deeply ashamed of having caused the undignified mishap to his master, that he pocketed the affront, and quietly retired towards his kitchen. On his way thither, however, he was arrested by the tremendous tone in which Jack demanded of Ladoc the reason of his appearance at such an untimely hour.

There was a slight dash of insolence in the mans reply.

I come up, monsieur, said he, to tell you if there be two masters at fishery, I not be one of em. Rollo tink he do vat him please, mais I say, no; so ve quarrel.

And so, you take upon you to desert your post, thundered Jack.

Vraiment, oui, coolly replied Ladoc.

Jack clenched his fist and sprang at the man as a bull-terrier might leap on a mastiff. Almost in the act of striking he changed his mind, and, instead of delivering one of those scientific blows with which he had on more than one occasion in his past history terminated a fight at its very commencement, he seized Ladoc by the throat, tripped up his heels, and hurled him to the ground with such force, that he lay quite still for at least half a minute! Leaving him there to the care of ODonel, who had returned, Jack went up to his bedroom, shut the door, thrust his hands into his pockets, and began to pace the floor rapidly, and to shake his head. Gradually his pace became slower, and the shaking of his head more sedate. Presently he soliloquised in an undertone.

This wont do, John Robinson. Youve let off too much steam. Quite against your principles to be so violent  shame on you, man. Yet after all it was very provoking to be made such a fool of before that insolent fellow. Poor Teddy  I wish I hadnt hit you such a slap. But, after all, you deserved it, you superstitious blockhead. Well, well, its of no use regretting. Glad I didnt hit Ladoc, though, its too soon for that. Humph! the time has come for action, however. Things are drawing to a point. They shall culminate to-morrow. Let me see.

Here Jacks tones became inaudible, and he began to complete his toilette. His thoughts were busy  to judge from his knitted brows and compressed lips. The decision of his motions at last showed that he had made up his mind to a course of action.

It was with a cleared brow and a self-possessed expression of countenance that he descended, a few minutes later, to the hall, and summoned ODonel.

That worthy, on making his appearance, looked confused, and began to stammer out  

I beg parding, sur, but  but raally, you know  it, it was all owin to them abominable ghosts.

Jack smiled, or rather, tried to smile, but owing to conflicting emotions the attempt resulted in a grin.

Let bygones be bygones, he said, and send Ladoc here.

Ladoc entered with a defiant expression, which was evidently somewhat forced.

Jack was seated at a table, turning over some papers. Without raising his head, he said  

Be prepared to start for the fishery with me in half-an-hour, Ladoc.

Monsieur? exclaimed the man, with a look of surprise.

Jack raised his head and looked at him. It was one of his peculiar looks.

Did you not understand me? he said, jumping up suddenly.

Ladoc vanished with an abrupt, Oui, monsieur, and Jack proceeded, with a real smile on his good-humoured face, to equip himself for the road.

In half an hour the two were walking silently side by side at a smart pace towards the fishery, while poor Teddy ODonel was left, as he afterwards said, all be his lone wid the ghost and the newly buried ooman, in a state of mental agony, which may, perhaps, be conceived by those who possess strong imaginations, but which cannot by any possibility be adequately described.




Chapter Ten.

Strangers and Strange Events.

The monotony of the night march to the fishery was enlivened by the unexpected apparition of a boat. There was just enough of moonlight to render it dimly visible a few hundred yards from the shore.

Indians! exclaimed Ladoc, breaking silence for the first time since they set out.

The stroke is too steady and regular for Indians, said Jack. Boat ahoy!

Shore ahoy! came back at once in the ringing tones of a seamans voice.

Pull in; theres plenty of water! shouted Jack.

Ay, ay, was the response. In a few seconds the boats keel grated on the sand, and an active sailor jumped ashore. There were five other men in the boat.

Where have you dropped from? enquired Jack. Well, the last place we dropped from, answered the seaman, was the port quarter davits of the good ship Ontario, Captain Jones, from Liverpool to Quebec, with a general cargo; that was last night, and ten minutes afterwards, the Ontario dropped to the bottom of the sea.

Wrecked! exclaimed Jack.

Just so. Leastwise, sprung a leak and gone to the bottom.

No hands lost, I hope?

No, all saved in the boats; but we parted company in the night, and havent seen each other since. Is there any port hereabouts, where we could get a bit o summat to eat?

There is, friend. Just pull six miles farther along shore as you are going, and youll come to the place that I have the honour and happiness to command  we call it Fort Desolation. You and your party are heartily welcome to food and shelter there, and youll find an Irishman in charge who will be overjoyed, I doubt not, to act the part of host. To-morrow night I shall return to the fort.

The shipwrecked mariners, who were half-starved, received this news with a cheer, and pushing off, resumed their oars with fresh vigour, while Jack and his man continued their journey.

They reached the fishery before dawn, and, without awakening the men, retired at once to rest.

Before breakfast, Jack was up, and went out to inspect the place. He found that his orders, about repairing the roof of the out-house and the clearing up, had not been attended to. He said nothing at first, but, from the quiet settled expression of his face, the men felt convinced that he did not mean to let it pass.

He ordered Ladoc to repair the roof forthwith, and bade Rollo commence a general clearing-up. He also set the other men to various occupations, and gave each to understand, that when his job was finished he might return to breakfast. The result of this was, that breakfast that morning was delayed till between eleven and twelve, the fishery speedily assumed quite a new aspect, and that the men ate a good deal more than usual when they were permitted to break their fast.

After breakfast, while they were seated outside the door of their hut smoking, Jack smoked his pipe alone by the margin of the river, about fifty yards off.

Monsieur be meditating of something this morning, observed little François Xavier, glancing at Rollo with a twinkle in his sharp grey eye.

He may meditate on what he likes, for all that I care, said Rollo with a scornful laugh. Hell find it difficult to cow me, as Ill let him know before long.

Ladoc coughed, and an unmistakable sneer curled his lip as he relighted his pipe. The flushed face of Rollo showed what he felt, but, as nothing had been said, he could not with propriety give vent to his passion.

At that moment Jack Robinson hailed Ladoc, who rose and went towards him. Jack said a few words to him, which, of course, owing to the distance, could not be heard by the men. Immediately after, Ladoc was seen to walk away in the direction of an old Indian burying-ground, which lay in the woods about a quarter of a mile from the fishery.

Five minutes later Jack hailed Rollo, who obeyed the summons, and after a few words with his master, went off in the same direction as Ladoc. There seemed something mysterious in these movements. The mystery was deepened when Jack hailed François Xavier, and sent him after the other two, and it culminated when Jack himself, after allowing five minutes more to elapse, sauntered away in the same direction with a stout cudgel under his arm. He was soon lost to view in the woods.

Each of the three men had been told to go to the burying-ground, and to wait there until Jack himself should arrive. Ladoc was surprised on receiving the order, but, as we have seen, obeyed it. He was more than surprised, however, when he saw Rollo walk into the enclosure, and still more astonished when François followed in due course. None of the three spoke. They felt that Jack would not keep them long in suspense, and they were right. He soon appeared  smoking calmly.

Now, lads, said he, come here. Stand aside, François. I have brought you to this place to witness our proceedings, and to carry back a true report to your comrades. Ladoc and Rollo, (here Jacks face became suddenly very stern; there was something intense, though not loud, in his voice), you have kept my men in constant hot water by your quarrelling since you came together. I mean to put an end to this. You dont seem to be quite sure which of you is the best man. You shall settle that question this day, on this spot, and within this hour. So set to, you rascals! Fight or shake hands. I will see fair play!

Jack blazed up at this point, and stepped up to the men with such a fierce expression, that they were utterly cowed.

Fight, I say, or shake hands, or Here Jack paused, and his teeth were heard to grate harshly together.

The two bullies stood abashed. They evidently did not feel inclined to come to the scratch. Yet they saw by the peculiar way in which their master grasped his cudgel, that it would be worse for both of them if they did not obey.

Well, said Ladoc, turning with a somewhat candid smile to Rollo, Is willin to shake hands if you be.

He held out his hand to Rollo, who took it in a shamefaced sort of way and then dropped it.

Good, said Jack; now you may go back to the hut; but, walk arm in arm. Let your comrades see that you are friends. Come, no hesitation!

The tone of command could not be resisted; the two men walked down to the river arm in arm, as if they had been the best of friends, and little François followed  chuckling!

Next day a man arrived on foot with a letter to the gentlemen in charge of Fort Desolation. He and another man had conveyed it to the fort in a canoe from Fort Kamenistaquoia.

What have we here? said Jack Robinson, sitting down on the gunwale of a boat and breaking the seal.

The letter ran as follows:  

Fort Kamenistaquoia, etcetera, etcetera.

My Dear Jack,

I am sorry to tell you that the business has all gone to sticks and stivers. We have not got enough of capital to compete with the Hudsons Bay Company, and I may remark, privately, that if we had, it would not be worth while to oppose them on this desolate coast. The trade, therefore, is to be given up, and the posts abandoned. I have sent a clerk to succeed you and wind up the business, at Fort Desolation, as I want you to come here directly, to consult as to future plans.

Your loving but unfortunate friend,

J. Murray.

On reading this epistle, Jack heaved a deep sigh.

Adrift again! he muttered.

At that moment his attention was arrested by the sound of voices in dispute. Presently the door of the mens house was flung open, and Rollo appeared with a large bundle on his shoulders. The bundle contained his little all. He was gesticulating passionately to his comrades.

Whats wrong now? said Jack to François, as the latter came towards him.

Rollo he go way, said François. There be an Indian come in hims canoe, and Rollo make up his mind to go off vid him.

Oh! has he? said Jack, springing up and walking rapidly towards the hut.

Now it must be told here that, a few days before the events we are describing, Jack had given Rollo a new suit of clothes from the Companys store, with a view to gain his regard by kindness, and attach him to the service, if possible. Rollo was clad in this suit at the time, and he evidently meant to carry it off.

Jack crushed back his anger as he came up, and said in a calm, deliberate voice, What now, Rollo?

Im going off, said the man fiercely. Ive had enough of you.

There was something supernaturally calm and bland in Jacks manner, as he smiled and said  

Indeed! Im very glad to hear it. Do you go soon?

Ay, at once.

Good. You had better change your dress before going.

Eh? exclaimed the man.

Your clothes belong to the company; put them off! said Jack. Strip, you blackguard! he shouted, suddenly bringing his stick within three inches of Rollos nose, Strip, or Ill break every bone in your carcase.

The man hesitated, but a nervous motion in Jacks arm caused him to take off his coat somewhat promptly.

Ill go into the house, said Rollo, humbly.

No! said Jack, sternly, Strip where you are. Quick!

Rollo continued to divest himself of his garments, until there was nothing left to remove.

Here, François, said Jack, take these things away. Now, sir, you may go.

Rollo took up his bundle and went into the hut, thoroughly crestfallen, to re-clothe himself in his old garments, while Jack strolled into the woods to meditate on his strange fortunes.

That was the end of Rollo. He embarked in a canoe with an Indian and went off  no one knew whither. So, the wicked and useless among men wander about this world to annoy their fellows for a time  to pass away and be forgotten. Perhaps some of them, through Gods mercy, return to their right minds. We cannot tell.

According to instructions, Jack made over the charge of his establishment that day to the clerk who had been sent down to take charge, and next morning set out for Fort Kamenistaquoia, in the boat with the shipwrecked seamen.

Misfortune attended him even to the last minute. The new clerk, who chanced to be an enthusiastic young man, had resolved to celebrate his own advent and his predecessors departure by firing a salute from an old carronade which stood in front of the fort, and which might, possibly, have figured at the battle of the Nile. He overcharged this gun, and, just as the boat pushed off, applied the match. The result was tremendous. The gun burst into a thousand pieces, and the clerk was laid flat on the sand! Of course the boat was run ashore immediately, and Jack sprang out and hastened to the scene of the disaster, which he reached just as the clerk, recovering from the effects of the shock, managed to sit up.

He presented a wonderful appearance! Fortunately, none of the flying pieces of the gun had touched him, but a flat tin dish, full of powder, from which he had primed the piece, had exploded in his face. This was now of a uniform bluish-black colour, without eyelashes or eyebrows, and surmounted by a mass of frizzled material that had once been the unfortunate youths hair.

Beyond this he had received no damage, so Jack remained just long enough to dress his hurts, and make sure that he was still fit for duty.

Once more entering the boat, Jack pushed off. Good-bye, boys! said he, as the sailors pulled away. Farewell, Teddy, mind you find me out when you go up to Quebec.

Bad luck to me av I dont, cried the Irishman, whose eyes became watery in spite of himself.

And dont let the ghosts get the better of you! shouted Jack.

ODonel shook his head. Ah, theyre a bad lot, sur  but sorrow wan o them was iver so ugly as him!

He concluded this remark by pointing over his shoulder with his thumb in the direction of the house where the new clerk lay, a hideous, though not severely injured, spectacle, on his bed.

A last farewell floated over the water, as the boat passed round a point of land. Jack waved his hand, and, a moment later, Fort Desolation vanished from his eyes for ever.

Readers, it is not our purpose here to detail to you the life and adventures of Jack Robinson.

We have recalled and recounted this brief passage in his eventful history, in order to give you some idea of what outskirters, and wandering stars of humanity sometimes see, and say, and go through.

Doubtless Jacks future career would interest you, for his was a nature that could not be easily subdued. Difficulties had the effect of stirring him up to more resolute exertions. Opposition had the effect of drawing him on, instead of keeping him back. Cold water warmed him. Wet blankets, when thrown on him, were dried and made hot! His energy was untiring, his zeal red hot, and when one effort failed, he began another with as much fervour as if it were the first he had ever made.

Yet Jack Robinson did not succeed in life. It would be difficult to say why. Perhaps his zeal and energy were frittered away on too many objects. Perhaps, if he had confined himself to one purpose and object in life, he would have been a great man. Yet no one could say that he was given to change, until change was forced upon him. Perchance want of judgment was the cause of all his misfortunes; yet he was a clever fellow: cleverer than the average of men. It may be that Jacks self-reliance had something to do with it, and that he was too apt to trust to his own strength and wisdom, forgetting that there is One, without whose blessing mans powers can accomplish no good whatever. We know not. We do not charge Jack with this, yet this is by no means an uncommon sin, if we are to believe the confessions of multitudes of good men.

Be this as it may, Jack arrived at Fort Kamenistaquoia in due course, and kindly, but firmly, refused to take part with his sanguine friend, J Murray, who proposed  to use his own language the getting-up of a great joint-stock company, to buy up all the sawmills on the Ottawa!

Thereafter, Jack went to Quebec, where he was joined by Teddy ODonel, with whom he found his way to the outskirt settlements of the far west. There, having purchased two horses and two rifles, he mounted his steed, and, followed by his man, galloped away into the prairie to seek his fortune.

THE END
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Chapter One.

What the Ocean has to Say  Its Whispers  Its Thunders  Its Secrets.

There is a voice in the waters of the great sea. It calls to man continually. Sometimes it thunders in the tempest, when the waves leap high and strong and the wild winds shriek and roar, as if to force our attention. Sometimes it whispers in the calm, and comes rippling on the shingly beach in a still, small voice, as if to solicit our regard. But whether that voice of ocean comes in crashing billows or in gentle murmurs, it has but one tale to tell,  it speaks of the love, and power, and majesty of Him who rides upon the storm, and rules the wave.

Yes, the voice of ocean tells but one tale; yet there are many chapters in that wonderful story. The sea has much to say; far more than could possibly be comprehended in one volume, however large. It tells us of the doings of man on its broad bosom, from the day in which he first ventured to paddle along shore in the hollow trunk of a tree, to the day when he launched his great iron ship of 20,000 tons, and rushed out to sea, against wind and tide, under an impulse equal to the united strength of 11,500 horses. No small portion of the oceans tale this, comprising many chapters of deeds of daring, blood, villainy, heroism, and enterprise. But with this portion of its story we have nothing to do just now. It tells us, also, of Gods myriad and multiform creatures, that dwell in its depths, from the vast whale, whose speed is so great, that it might, if it chose, circle round the world in a few days, to the languid zoophyte, which clings to the rock, and bears more resemblance to a plant than to a living animal.

The sea has secrets, too, some of which it will not divulge until that day when its Creator shall command it to give up its dead; while others it is willing to part with to those who question it closely, patiently, and with intelligence.

Among the former kind of secrets are those foul deeds that have been perpetrated, in all ages, by abandoned men; when no human ears listened to the stifled shriek, or the gurgling plunge; when no human eyes beheld the murderous acts, the bloody decks, the blazing vessels, or the final hiss of the sinking wrecks.

Among the latter kind of secrets are the lives and habits of the creatures of the deep, and the causes and effects of those singular currents of air and water, which, to the eye of ignorance, seem to be nothing better than irregularity and confusion; but which, to the minds of those who search them out, and have pleasure therein, are recognised as a part of that wonderful, orderly, and systematic arrangement of things that we call Nature: much of which we now know, more of which we shall certainly know, as each day and year adds its quota to the sum of human knowledge; but a great deal of which will, doubtless, remain for ever hidden in the mind of natures God, whose ways are wonderful, and past finding out. It is the latter class of secrets to which we purpose directing the readers attention in the following pages.

On approaching so vast a subject, we feel like the traveller who, finding himself suddenly transported into the midst of a new and magnificent region, stands undecided whither to direct his steps in the endlessly varied scene. Or, still more, like the visitor to our great International Exhibition of 1862, who,  entering abruptly that gigantic palace, where were represented the talent, the ingenuity, time wealth, and industry of every people and clime,  attempts, in vain, to systematise his explorations, or to fix his attention. It is probable that, in each of these supposed cases, the traveller and visitor, resigning the desire to achieve what is impossible, would give themselves up to the agreeable guidance of a wandering and wayward fancy.

Let us, reader, act in a somewhat similar manner. Let us touch here, and there, and everywhere, on the wonders of the sea, and listen to such notes of the Oceans Voice as strike upon our ears most pleasantly.




Chapter Two.

Composition of the Sea  Its Salts  Power and Uses of Water  Advantage and Disadvantage of Salts  Anecdote  Deep-Sea Soundings  Brookes Apparatus  Importance of the Search after Truth  Illustrations  Discoveries Resulting from Deep-Sea Soundings.

Before proceeding to the consideration of the wonders connected with and contained in the sea, we shall treat of the composition of the sea itself and of its extent, depth, and bottom.

What is the sea made of? Salt water, is the ready reply that rises naturally to every lip. But to this we add the question,  What is salt water? or, as there are many kinds of salt water, of what sort of salt water does the sea consist? To these queries we give the following reply, which, we doubt not, will rather surprise some of our readers.

Fresh water, as most people are aware, is composed of two gases  oxygen and hydrogen. Sea water is composed of the same gases, with the addition of muriate of soda, magnesia, iron, lime, sulphur, copper, silex, potash, chlorine, iodine, bromine, ammonia, and silver. What a dose! Let bathers think of it next time they swallow a gulp of sea water.

Most of these substances, however, exist in comparatively small quantity in the sea, with the exception of muriate of soda, or common table salt; of which, as all bathers know from bitter experience, there is a very considerable quantity. The quantity of silver contained in sea water is very small indeed. Nevertheless, small though it be, the ocean is so immense, that, it has been calculated, if all the silver in it were collected, it would form a mass that would weigh about two hundred million tons!

The salt of the ocean varies considerably in different parts. Near the equator, the great heat carries up a larger proportion of water by evaporation than in the more temperate regions; and thus, as salt is not removed by evaporation, the ocean in the torrid zone is salter than in the temperate or frigid zones.

The salts of the sea, and other substances contained in it, are conveyed thither by the fresh-water streams that pour into it from all the continent of the world. Maury, in his delightful work, The Physical Geography of the Sea, tells us that water is Natures great carrier. With its currents it conveys heat away from the torrid zone, and ice from the frigid; or, bottling the caloric away in the vesicle of its vapour, it first makes it impalpable, and then conveys it by unknown paths to the most distant parts of the Earth. The materials of which the coral builds the island, and the sea-conch its shell, are gathered by this restless leveller from mountains, rocks, and valleys, in all latitudes. Some it washes down from the Mountains of the Moon in Africa, or out of the gold-fields of Australia, or from the mines of Potosi; others from the battle-fields of Europe, or from the marble quarries of ancient Greece and Rome. The materials thus collected, and carried over falls and down rapids, are transported to the sea.

Here, as these substances cannot be evaporated, they would accumulate to such a degree as to render the ocean uninhabitable by living creatures, had not God provided against this by the most beautiful compensation. He has filled the ocean with innumerable animals and marine plants, whose special duty it is to seize and make use of the substances thus swept from the land, and reconvert them into solids. We cannot form an adequate conception of the extent of the great work carried on continually in this way; but we see part of it in the chalk cliffs, the marl beds of the sea shore, and the coral islands of the South Seas,  of which last more particular notice shall be taken in a succeeding chapter.

The operations of the ocean are manifold. Besides forming a great reservoir, into which what may be termed the impurities of the land are conveyed, it is, as has been shown, the great laboratory of Nature, where these are reconverted, and the general balance restored. But we cannot speak of these things without making passing reference to the operations of water, as that wonder-working agent of which the ocean constitutes but a part.

Nothing in this world is ever lost or annihilated. As the ocean receives all the water that flows from the land, so it returns that water, fresh and pure, in the shape of vapour, to the skies; where, in the form of clouds, it is conveyed to those parts of the earth where its presence is most needed, and precipitated in the form of rain and dew, fertilising the soil, replenishing rivers and lakes, penetrating the earths deep caverns; whence it bubbles up in the shape of springs, and, after having gladdened the heart of man by driving his mills and causing his food to grow, it finds its way again into the sea: and thus the good work goes on with ceaseless regularity.

Water beats upon the rocks of the sea-shore until it pounds them into sand, or rolls them into pebbles and boulders. It also sweeps the rich soil from the mountains into the valleys. In the form of snow it clothes the surface of the temperate and frigid zones with a warm mantle, which preserves vegetable life from the killing frosts of winter. In the form of ice it splits asunder the granite hills; and in the northern regions it forms great glaciers, or masses of solidified snow, many miles in extent, and many hundred feet thick. These glaciers descend by slow, imperceptible degrees, to the sea; their edges break off and fall into it, and, floating southward, sometimes in great mountainous masses, are seen by man in the shape of icebergs. Frequently huge rocks, that have fallen upon these glaciers from cliffs in the arctic regions, are carried by them to other regions, and are deposited on flat beaches, far from their native cliffs.

The saltness of the sea rendering it more dense, necessarily renders it more buoyant, than fresh water. This is obviously a great advantage to man in the matter of commerce. A ship does not sink so deep in the sea as it does in a fresh-water lake; hence it can carry more cargo with greater facility. It is easier to swim in salt than in fresh water.

The only disadvantage to commerce in the saltness of the sea is the consequent unfitness of its water for drinking. Many and harrowing are the accounts of instances in which sailors have been reduced to the most terrible extremities for want of fresh water; and many a time, since navigation began, have men been brought to feel the dread reality of that condition which is so forcibly expressed in the poem of the Ancient Mariner:  

Water, water everywhere,

And not a drop to drink.

Science, however, at length enabled us to overcome this disadvantage of saltness. By the process of distillation, men soon managed to procure enough water at least to save their lives. One captain of a ship, by accident, lost all his fresh water; and, before he could put into port to replenish, a gale of wind, which lasted three weeks, drove him far out to sea. He had no distilling apparatus on board, and it seemed as if all hope of the crew escaping the most horrible of deaths were utterly taken away. In this extremity the captains inventive genius came to his aid. He happened to have on board an old iron pitch-pot, with a wooden cover. Using this as a boiler, a pipe made of a pewter plate, and a wooden cask as a receiver, he set to work, filled the pot with sea water, put an ounce of soap therein to assist in purifying it, and placed it on the fire. When the pot began to boil, the steam passed through the pipe into the cask, where it was condensed into water, minus the saline particles, which, not being evaporable, were left behind in the pitch-pot. In less than an hour a quart of fresh water was thus obtained; which, though not very palatable, was sufficiently good to relieve the thirst of the ships crew. Many ships are now regularly supplied with apparatus for distilling sea water; and on the African coasts and other unhealthy stations, where water is bad, the men of our navy drink no other water than that which is distilled from the sea.

The salts of the ocean have something to do with the creating of oceanic currents; which, in their turn, have a powerful influence on climates. They also retard evaporation to some extent, and have some effect in giving to the sea its beautiful blue colour.

The ocean covers about two-thirds of the entire surface of the Earth. Its depth has never been certainly ascertained; but from the numberless experiments and attempts that have been made, we are warranted in coming to the conclusion that it nowhere exceeds five miles in depth, probably does not quite equal that. Professor Wyville Thompson estimates the average depth of the sea at about two miles.

Of the three great oceans into which the sea is naturally divided  the Atlantic, the Pacific, and the Arctic  the Atlantic is supposed to be the deepest. There are profundities in its bosom which have never yet been sounded, and probably never will be.

The difficulty of sounding great depths arises from the fact that, after a large quantity of line has been run out, the shock of the lead striking the bottom cannot be felt. Moreover, there is sufficient force in the deep-sea currents to sweep out the line after the lead has reached the bottom so that, with the ordinary sounding-lines in use among navigators, it is impossible to sound great depths. Scientific men have, therefore, taxed their brains to invent instruments for sounding the deep sea  for touching the bottom in what sailors call blue water. Some have tried it with a silk thread as a plumb-line, some with spun-yarn threads, and various other materials and contrivances. It has even been tried by exploding petards and ringing bells in the deep sea, when it was supposed that an echo or reverberation might be heard, and, from the known rate at which sound travels through water, the depth might thus be ascertained. Deep-sea leads have been constructed having a column of air in them, which, by compression, would show the aqueous pressure to which they had been subjected; but the trial proved to be more than the instrument could stand.

Captain Maury, of the American Navy  whose interesting book has been already referred to  invented an instrument for sounding the deep sea. Here is his own description of it: To the lead was attached, upon the principle of the screw-propeller, a small piece of clock-work for registering the number of revolutions made by the little screw during the descent; and it having been ascertained by experiment in shoal water that the apparatus, in descending, would cause the propeller to make one revolution for every fathom of perpendicular descent, hands provided with the power of self-registering were attached to a dial, and the instrument was complete. It worked beautifully in moderate depths, but failed in blue water, from the difficulty of hauling it up if the line used were small, and from the difficulty of getting it down if the line used were large enough to give the requisite strength for hauling it up. One eccentric old sea captain proposed to sound the sea with a torpedo, or shell, which should explode the instant it touched the bottom. Another gentleman proposed to try it by the magnetic telegraph, and designed an instrument which should telegraph to the expectant measurers above how it was getting on in the depths below. But all these ingenious devices failed, and it is probable that the deepest parts of the ocean-bed still remained untouched by man.

At last an extremely simple and remarkably successful deep-sea sounding apparatus was invented by Mr Brooke, an American officer. It consisted of nothing more than thin twine for a sounding-line, and a cannon ball for a sinker. The twine was made for the purpose, fine but very strong, and was wound on a reel to the extent of ten thousand fathoms. The cannon ball, which was from thirty-two to sixty-eight pounds weight, had a hole quite through it, into which was fixed a sliding rod, the end of which, covered with grease, projected several inches beyond the ball. By an ingenious and simple contrivance, the cannon ball was detached when it reached the bottom of the sea, and the light rod was drawn up with specimens of the bottom adhering to the grease.

With this instrument the Americans went to work with characteristic energy, and, by always using a line of the same size and make, and a sinker of the same shape and weight, they at last ascertained the law of descent. This was an important achievement, because, having become familiar with the precise rate of descent at all depths, they were enabled to tell very nearly when the ball ceased to carry out the line, and when it began to go out in obedience to the influence of deep-sea currents. The greatest depth reached by Brookes sounding-line is said to have been a little under five miles in the North Atlantic.

The value of investigations of this kind does not appear at first sight, to unscientific men. But those who have paid even a little attention to the methods and processes by which grand discoveries have been made, and useful inventions have been perfected, can scarcely have failed to come to the conclusion that the search after TRUTH, pure and simple, of any kind, and of every kind, either with or without reference to a particular end, is one of the most useful as well as elevating pursuits in which man can engage.

All truth is worth knowing and labouring after. No one can tell to what useful results the discovery of even the smallest portion of truth may lead. Some of the most serviceable and remarkable inventions of modern times have been the result of discoveries of truths which at first seemed to have no bearing whatever on those inventions. When James Watt sat with busy reflective mind staring at a boiling kettle, and discovered the expansive power of steam, no one could have for a moment imagined that in the course of years the inventions founded on the truth then discovered would result in the systematic driving of a fleet of floating palaces all round the world at the rate of from twelve to fifteen or twenty miles an hour! Instances of a similar kind might be multiplied without end. In like manner, deep-sea sounding may lead to great, as yet unimagined, results. Although yet in its infancy, it has already resulted in the discovery of a comparatively shallow plateau or ridge in the North Atlantic Ocean, rising between Ireland and Newfoundland; a discovery which has been turned to practical account, inasmuch as the plateau has been chosen to be the bed of our electric telegraph between Europe and America. The first Atlantic cable was laid on it; and although that cable suffered many vicissitudes at first, as most contrivances do in their beginnings, communication between the two continents was successfully established. Soundings taken elsewhere showed that somewhat similar plateaus existed in other parts of the Atlantic, and now the whole of Western Europe is being bound more firmly, by additional cables, to the eastern seaboard of America.

This great and glorious achievement has been the result of the discovery of two truths,  of a truth in science on the one hand, and a truth in regard to the structure of the bed of the sea on the other. The study of electricity and of deep-sea soundings was begun and carried on for the sake of the discovery of truth alone, and without the most distant reference to the Atlantic Telegraph,  yet that telegraph has been one of the results of that study. Who can tell how many more shall follow? And even were no other result ever to follow, this one may prove to be of the most stupendous importance to the human race.

Another discovery that has been made by deep-sea sounding is, that the lowest depths of the ocean are always in a state of profound calm. Oceanic storms do not extend to the bottom. When the tempest is lashing the surface of the sea into a state of the most violent and tremendous agitation, the caverns of the deep are wrapped in perfect repose. This has been ascertained from the fact that in many places the bottom of the sea, as shown by the specimens brought up by Brookes apparatus, and more recently by Professor Thompsons deep-sea dredge, is composed of exceedingly minute shells of marine insects. These shells, when examined by the microscope, are found to be unbroken and perfect, though so fragile that they must certainly have been broken to pieces had they ever been subjected to the influence of currents, or to the pulverising violence of waves. Hence the conclusion that the bottom of the sea is in a state of perpetual rest and placidity.

Indeed, when we think of it, we are led to conclude that this must necessarily be the case. There are, as we shall presently show, currents of vast size and enormous power constantly flowing through the ocean; and when we think of the tremendous power of running water to cut through the solid rock, as exemplified in the case of Niagara, and many other rivers, what would be the result of the action of currents in the sea, compared with which Niagara is but a tiny rivulet? Ocean currents, then, flow on a bed of still water, that protects the bottom of the sea from forces which, by calculation, we know would long ago have torn up the foundations of the deep, and would probably have destroyed the whole economy of nature, had not this beautiful arrangement been provided by the all-wise Creator.




Chapter Three.

Waves  System in all Things  Value of Scientific Knowledge  Illustrative Anecdote  Height of Waves  Dr Scoresby  Size, Velocity, and Awful Power of Waves  Anecdotes regarding them  Tides.

When a man stands on the deck of some tight-built ship, holding on to the weather bulwarks, and gazing with unphilosophic eye through the blinding spray at the fury of the tempest  by which the billows are made to roll around him like liquid mountains, and the ship is tossed beneath him like a mere chip, the sport and plaything of the raging waters  he is apt to think, should his thoughts turn in that direction at all, that all is unmitigated confusion; that the winds, which blew west yesterday and blow east to-day,  shifting, it may be, with gusty squalls, now here, now there, in chaotic fury,  are actuated by no laws, governed by no directing power.

Yet no thought could be more unphilosophical than this. Apart altogether from divine revelation, by which we are informed that all deeps, fire, and hail, snow, and vapour, and stormy wind, are fulfilling Gods word (which information we are bound to receive as a matter of faith if we be Christians, and as a matter of necessity if we be men of common sense, because it is mere absurdity to suppose that the stormy winds, etcetera, are not fulfilling Gods word  or will), we now know, to a great extent from practical experience and scientific investigation, that the winds blow and the waters of the ocean flow in grand, regular, uninterrupted currents. Amongst these there are numberless eddies, which, perhaps, have tended to fill our minds with the idea of irregularity and confusion; but which, nevertheless, as well as the grand currents themselves, are subject to law, and are utterly devoid of caprice.

In regard to these matters there is much about which we are still in ignorance. But the investigations of late years  especially those conducted under the superintendence of Captain Maury of the American Navy, and Doctors Carpenter and Thompson of England  have shown that our atmosphere and our ocean act in accordance with a systematic arrangement, many facts regarding which have been discovered, and turned, in some cases, to practical account. See Note 1.

A very interesting instance of the practical use to which scientific inquiry can be turned, even in its beginnings, is given by Maury. After telling us of the existence and nature of a current in the ocean called the Gulf Stream, he gives the following account of the manner in which upon one occasion be made use of his theoretical knowledge.

In the month of December 1853, the fine steam-ship San Francisco sailed from New York with a regiment of United States troops on board, bound for California by way of Cape Horn. She was overtaken, while crossing the Gulf Stream, by a gale of wind, in which she was dreadfully crippled. Her decks were swept, and, by one single blow of those terrible seas that the storms raise in the Gulf Stream, more than in any other part of the Atlantic, one hundred and seventy-nine souls, officers and soldiers, were washed overboard and drowned.

The day after this disaster she was seen by one vessel, and again, the next day, December 26th, by another; but neither of them could render her any assistance.

When these two vessels arrived in the United States and reported what they had seen, the most painful apprehensions were entertained by friends for the safety of those on board the steamer. Vessels were sent out to search for and relieve her. But where should these vessels go? Where should they look?

An appeal was made to know what light the system of researches carried on at the National Observatory concerning winds and currents could throw upon the subject.

The materials they had been discussing were examined, and a chart was prepared to show the course of the Gulf Stream at that season of the year. Two revenue cutters were then appointed to proceed to sea in search of the steamer, and Maury was requested to furnish them with instructions.

It will be observed here that the gentleman thus appealed to was at the time engaged in his study at Washington, utterly ignorant of all that had occurred within the previous few weeks on the stormy Atlantic, except through the reports brought thence by ships. These reports furnished him with meagre data to proceed upon  simply that a crippled steamer had been seen in a certain latitude and longitude on a particular day.

But this information was sufficient for the practical man of science. Proceeding upon the supposition that the steamer had been completely disabled, he drew two lines on the chart to define the limits of her drift. This his previous knowledge of the flow of the Gulf Stream at all seasons of the year enabled him to do. Between these two lines, he said, the steamer, if she could neither steam nor sail after the gale, had drifted. And that she could neither steam nor sail he had good reason to suppose from the account of her brought in by the vessels above mentioned. A certain point was marked on the chart as being the spot where the searching vessels might expect to fall in with the wreck.

While these preparations were being made, two ships fell in with the wreck and relieved the crew. This, however, was not known at the time by the anxious friends on shore. The cutters sailed on their mission, and reached the indicated spot in the sea, where, of course, their assistance was now unnecessary. But when the vessels that had relieved the crew of the wreck arrived in harbour and reported where the wreck had been last seen, it was found to be within a few miles of the spot indicated by Maury!

Thus, upon very slight data, a man of science and observation was enabled, while seated in his study, to follow the drift of a wrecked vessel over the pathless deep, and to indicate to a rescue party, not only the exact course they ought to steer, but the precise spot where the wreck should be found.

The waves of the ocean are by no means so high as people imagine. Their appearance in the Atlantic or Pacific, when raised by a violent storm, is indeed very awful, and men have come to speak of them as being mountains of water. But their sublime aspect and their tumultuous state of agitation have contributed much to deceive superficial observers as to their real height. Scientific men have measured the height of the waves.

Not many years ago a vessel, while crossing the Atlantic, was overtaken by a violent storm. The sea rose in its might; the good ship reeled under the combined influence of wind and waves. While the majority of the passengers sought refuge from the driving spray in the cabin, one eccentric old gentleman was seen skipping about the deck with unwonted activity  now on the bulwarks, now on the quarter-deck, and anon in the rigging; utterly regardless of the drenching sea and the howling wind, and seeming as though he were a species of human stormy petrel. This was the celebrated Dr Scoresby; a man who had spent his youth and manhood in the whale-fishing; who, late in life, entered the Church, and, until the day of his death, took a special delight in directing the attention of sailors to Him whose word stilled the tempest and bade the angry waves be calm. Being an enthusiast in scientific research, Dr Scoresby was availing himself of the opportunity afforded by this storm to measure the waves! Others have made similar measurements, and the result goes to prove that waves seldom or never rise much more than ten feet above the sea-level. The corresponding depression sinks to the same depth, thus giving the entire height of the largest waves an elevation of somewhere between twenty and thirty feet. When it is considered that sometimes the waves of the sea (especially those off the Cape of Good Hope) are so broad that only a few of them occupy the space of a mile, and that they travel at the rate of about forty miles an hour, we may have some slight idea of the grandeur as well as the power of the ocean billows. The forms represented in our illustration are only wavelets on the backs of these monster waves.

Waves travel at a rate which increases in proportion to their size and the depth of water in which they are formed. Every one knows that on most lakes they are comparatively small and harmless. In some lakes, however, such as Lake Superior in North America, which is upwards of three hundred miles long, the waves are so formidable as to resemble those of the ocean, and they are capable of producing tremendous effects. But the waves of the sea, when roused to their greatest height, and travelling at their greatest speed, are terrible to behold. Their force is absolutely irresistible. Sometimes waves of more than usually gigantic proportions arise, and, after careering over the broad sea in unimpeded majesty, fall with crushing violence on some doomed shore. They rush onward, pass the usual barriers of the sea-beach, and do not retire until horrible devastation has been carried far into the land.

Maury gives the following anecdote from the notes of a Russian officer, which shows the awful power of such waves.

On the 23rd of December 1854, at 9:45 a.m., the shocks of an earthquake were felt on board the Russian frigate Diana, as she lay at anchor in the harbour of Simoda, not far from Jeddo in Japan. In fifteen minutes afterwards (10 oclock) a large wave was observed rolling into the harbour, and the water on the beach to be rapidly rising. The town, as seen from the frigate, appeared to be sinking. This wave was followed by another; and when the two receded, which was at fifteen minutes past ten, there was not a house, save an unfinished temple, left standing. These waves continued to come and go until half-past two p.m., during which time the frigate was thrown on her beam-ends five times; a piece of her keel, eighty-one feet long, was torn off; holes were knocked in her by striking on the bottom, and she was reduced to a wreck. In the course of five minutes the water in the harbour fell, it is said, from twenty-three to three feet, and the anchors of the ship were laid bare. There was a great loss of life; many houses were washed into the sea, and many junks carried up  one two miles inland  and dashed to pieces on the shore. The day was beautifully fine, and no warning was given of the approaching convulsion: the sea was perfectly smooth when its surface was broken by the first wave.

Monster waves of this kind occur at regular intervals, among the islands of the Pacific, once and sometimes twice in the year; and this without any additional influence of an earthquake, at least in the immediate neighbourhood of the islands, though it is quite possible that earthquakes in some remote part of the world may have something to do with these waves.

One such wave is described as breaking on one of these islands with tremendous violence. It appeared at first like a dark line, or low cloud, or fog-bank, on the sea-ward horizon. The day was fine though cloudy, and a gentle breeze was blowing; but the sea was not rougher, or the breaker on the coral reef that encircled the island higher, than usual. It was supposed to be an approaching thunder-storm; but the line gradually drew nearer without spreading upon the sky, as would have been the case had it been a thunder-cloud. Still nearer it came, and soon those on shore observed that it was moving swiftly towards the island; but there was no sound until it reached the smaller islands out at sea. As it passed these, a cloud of white foam encircled each and burst high into the air. This appearance was soon followed by a loud roar, and it became evident that the object was an enormous wave. When it approached the outer reef, its awful magnitude became more evident. It burst completely over the reef at all points, with a deep, continuous roar; yet, although part of its force was thus broken, on it came, as if with renewed might, and finally fell upon the beach with a crash that seemed to shake the solid earth; then, rushing impetuously up into the woods, it levelled the smaller trees and bushes in its headlong course; and, on retiring, left a scene of wreck and desolation that is quite indescribable.

Storm-waves, as those unusually gigantic billows are called, are said to be the result of the removal of atmospheric pressure in certain parts of the ocean over which a storm is raging. This removal of pressure allows the portion thus relieved to be forced up high above the ordinary sea-level by those other parts that are not so relieved.

The devastating effects of these storm-waves is still further illustrated by the total destruction of Coringa, on the Coromandel Coast, in 1789. During a hurricane, in December of that year, at the moment when a high tide was at its highest point, and the north-west wind was blowing with fury, accumulating the waters at the head of the bay, three monstrous waves came rolling in from the sea upon the devoted town, following each other at a short distance. The horror-stricken inhabitants had scarcely time to note the fact of their approach, when the first wave, sweeping everything in its passage, carried several feet of water into the town. The second swept still further in its destructive course, inundating all the low country. The third, rushing onward in irresistible fury, overwhelmed everything, submerging the town and twenty thousand of its inhabitants. Vessels at anchor at the mouth of the river were carried inland; and the sea on retiring left heaps of sand and mud, which rendered it a hopeless task either to search for the dead or for buried property.

We have spoken of waves travelling at such and such a rate, but they do not in reality travel at all. It is the undulation, or, so to speak, the motion of a wave, that travels; in the same manner that a wave passes from one end of a carpet to the other end when it is shaken. The water remains stationary, excepting the spray and foam on the surface, and is only possessed of a rising and sinking motion. This undulatory motion, or impulse, is transmitted from each particle of water to its neighbouring particle, until it reaches the last drop of water on the shore. But when a wave reaches shallow water it has no longer room to sink to its proper depth; hence the water composing it acquires actual motion, and rushes to the land with more or less of the tremendous violence that has been already described.

Waves are caused by wind, which first ruffles the surface of the sea into ripples, and then, acting with ever-increasing power on the little surfaces thus raised, blows them up into waves, and finally into great billows. Sometimes, however, winds burst upon the calm ocean with such sudden violence that for a time the waves cannot lift their heads. The instant they do so, they are cast down and scattered in foam, and the ocean in a few minutes presents the appearance of a cauldron of boiling milk! Such squalls are extremely dangerous to mariners, and vessels exposed to them are often thrown on their beam-ends, even though all sail has been previously taken in. Generally speaking, however, the immediate effect of wind passing either lightly or furiously over the sea is to raise its surface into waves. But these waves, however large they may be, do not affect the waters of the ocean more than a few yards below its surface. The water below their influence is comparatively calm, being affected only by ocean currents.

The tides of the sea  as the two great flowings and ebbings of the water every twenty-four hours are called  are caused principally by the attractive influence of the moon, which, to a small extent, lifts the waters of the ocean towards it, as it passes over them, and thus causes a high wave. This wave, or current, when it swells up on the land, forms high tide. When the moons influence has completely passed away, it is low tide. The moon raises this wave wherever it passes; not only in the ocean directly under it, but, strange to say, it causes a similar wave on the opposite side of the globe. Thus there are two waves always following the moon, and hence the two high tides in the twenty-four hours. This second wave has been accounted for in the following way: The cohesion of particles of water is easily overcome. The moon, in passing over the sea, separates the particles by her attractive power, and draws the surface of the sea away from the solid globe. But the moon also attracts the earth itself, and draws it away from the water on its opposite side thus causing the high wave there, as represented in the diagram, figure 1.

The sun has also a slight influence on the tides, but not to such an extent as the moon. When the two luminaries exert their combined influence in the same direction, they produce the phenomenon of a very high or spring-tide, as in figure 2, where the tide at a and b has risen extremely high, while at c and d it has fallen correspondingly low. When they act in opposition to each other, as at the moons quarter, there occurs a very low or neap-tide. In figure 3 the moon has raised high tide at a and b, but the sun has counteracted its influence to some extent at c and d, thus producing neap-tides, which neither rise so high nor fall so low as do other tides. Tides attain various elevations in different parts of the world, partly owing to local influences. In the Bristol Channel the tide rises to nearly sixty feet, while in the Mediterranean it is extremely small, owing to the landlocked nature of that sea preventing the tidal wave from having its full effect. Up some gulfs and estuaries the tides sweep with the violence of a torrent, and any one caught by them on the shore would be overtaken and drowned before he could gain the dry land. In the open sea they rise and fall to an elevation of little more than three or four feet.

The value of the tides is unspeakable. They sweep from our shores pollution of every kind, purify our rivers and estuaries, and are productive of freshness and health all round the world.



The gentlemen here referred to are agreed as to the fact of systematic arrangement of currents, though they differ in regard to some of the causes thereof and other matters.




Chapter Four.
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Of the varied motions of the sea, the most important, perhaps, as well as the most wonderful, is the Gulf Stream. This mighty current has been likened by Maury to a river in the ocean. In the severest droughts it never fails, and in the mightiest floods it never overflows. Its banks and its bottom are of cold water, while its current is of warm. It takes its rise in the Gulf of Mexico (hence its name), and empties into the arctic seas. Its current is more rapid than the Mississippi or the Amazon, and its volume more than a thousand times greater.

This great current is of the most beautiful indigo-blue colour as far out as the Carolina coasts; and its waters are so distinctly separated from those of the sea, that the line of demarcation may be traced by the eye. Its influences on the currents of the sea, and on the climates and the navigation of the world, are so great and important, that we think a somewhat particular account of it cannot fail to interest the reader.

The waters of the Gulf Stream are salter than those of the sea; which fact accounts for its deeper blue colour, it being well known that salt has the effect of intensifying the blue of deep water.

The cause of the Gulf Stream has long been a subject of conjecture and dispute among philosophers. Some have maintained that the Mississippi river caused it; but this theory is upset by the fact that the stream is salt  salter even than the sea  while the river is fresh. Besides, the volume of water emptied into the Gulf of Mexico by that river is not equal to the three thousandth part of that which issues from it in the form of the Gulf Stream.

Scientific men are still disagreed on this point. They all, indeed, seem to hold the opinion that difference of temperature has to do with the origination of the stream; but while some, such as Captain Maury, hold that this is the chief cause, others, such as Professor Thompson, believe the trade-winds to be the most important agent in the matter. We venture to incline to the opinion that not only the Gulf Stream, but all the constant currents of the sea are due chiefly to difference of temperature and saltness. These conditions alter the specific gravity of the waters of the ocean in some places more than in others; hence the equilibrium is destroyed, and currents commence to flow as a natural result, seeking to restore that equilibrium. But as the disturbing agents are always at work, so the currents are of necessity constant. Other currents there are in the sea, but they are the result of winds and various local causes; they are therefore temporary and partial, while the great currents of the ocean are permanent, and are, comparatively, little affected by the winds. Every one knows that when a pot is put on the fire to boil, the water contained in it, as soon as it begins to get heated, commences to circulate. The heated water rises to the top, the cold descends. When heated more than that which has ascended, it in turn rises to the surface; and so there is a regular current established in the pot, which continues to flow as long as the heating process goes on. This same principle of temperature, then, is one of the causes of the Gulf Stream. The torrid zone is the furnace where the waters of the ocean are heated. But in this process of heating, evaporation goes on to a large extent; hence the waters become salter than those elsewhere. Here is another agent called into action. The hot salt waters of the torrid zone at once rush off to distribute their superabundant caloric and salt to the seas of the frigid zones; where the ice around the poles has kept the waters cold, and the absence of great heat, and, to a large extent, of evaporation, has kept them comparatively fresh. In fact, the waters of the sea require to be stirred, because numerous agents are at work day and night, from pole to pole, altering their specific gravity and deranging, so to speak, the mixture. This stirring is secured by the unalterable laws which the Creator has fixed for the carrying on of the processes of nature. The currents of the sea may be said to be the result of this process of stirring its waters.

It is curious and interesting to note the apparently insignificant instruments which God has seen fit to use in the carrying out of his plans. The smallest coral insect that builds its little cell in the southern seas exercises an influence in the production of the Gulf Stream. It has been said, with some degree of truth, that one such insect is capable of setting in motion the entire ocean! The coral insect has, in common with many other marine creatures, been gifted with the power of extracting from sea water the lime which it contains, in order to build its cell. The lime thus extracted leaves a minute particle of water necessarily destitute of that substance. Before that particle can be restored to its original condition of equality, every other particle of water in the ocean must part with a share of its superabundant lime! The thing must be done. That bereaved particle cannot rest without its lime. It forthwith commences to travel for the purpose of laying its brother-particles under contribution; and it travels far and wide  round and round the world. Myriads upon myriads of coral insects are perpetually engaged in thus robbing the sea water of its lime; shells are formed in a similar manner: so that our particle soon finds itself in company with innumerable other particles of water in a like destitute condition. It rises to the surface. Here the sun, as if to compensate it for the loss of its lime, bestows upon it an unusual amount of heat; and the surrounding particles, not to be outdone, make it almost unlimited presents of salt. Full to overflow with the gifts of its new companions, it hastens to bestow of its superabundance on less favoured particles; joins the great army of the oceans currents; enters, perchance, the Gulf of Mexico, where it is turned back, and hastens along with the Gulf Stream, with all its natural warmth of character, to ameliorate the climate of Great Britain and the western shores of Europe. Having accomplished this benevolent work, it passes on, with some of its heat and vigour still remaining, to the arctic seas  where it is finally robbed of all its heat and nearly all its salt, and frozen into an icicle  there for many a long day to exert a chilling influence on the waters and the atmosphere around it. Being melted at last by the hot sun of the short arctic summer, it hurries back with the cold currents of the north to the genial regions of the equator, in search of its lost caloric and salt, taking in a full cargo of lime, etcetera, as it passes the mouths of rivers. Arrived at its old starting-point, our wanderer receives once more heat and salt to the full, parts with its lime, and at once hastens off on a new voyage of usefulness  to give out of its superabundance in exchange for the superabundance of others: thus quietly teaching man the lesson that the true principles of commerce were carried out in the depths of the sea ages before he discovered them and carried them into practice on its surface.

Perchance another fate awaits this adventurous particle of water. Mayhap, before it reaches the cold regions of the north, it is evaporated into the clouds, and descends upon the earth in fresh and refreshing rain or dew. Having fertilised the fields, it flows back to its parent ocean, laden with a superabundant cargo of earthy substances, which it soon parts with in exchange for salt. And thus on it goes, round and round the world; down in the oceans depths, up in the cloudy sky, deep in the springs of earth; ever moving, ever active, never lost, and always fulfilling the end for which it was created.

All ocean currents are composed of water in one or other of the conditions just described;  the hot and salt waters of the equator, flowing north to be cooled and freshened; the cold and fresh waters of the north, flowing south to be heated and salted. The Gulf Stream is simply the stream of equatorial hot water that flows towards the pole through the Atlantic. Its fountain-head is the region of the equator, not the Gulf of Mexico; but it is carried, by the conformation of the land, into that gulf and deflected by it, and from it out into the ocean in the direction of Europe. This stream in the Atlantic is well defined, owing to the comparative narrowness of that sea.

The Gulf Stream, then, is like a river of oil in the ocean,  it preserves its distinctive character for more than three thousand miles. It flows towards the polar regions, and the waters of those regions flow in counter-currents towards the equator, because of the fixed law that water must seek its equilibrium as well as its level, thus keeping up a continuous circulation of the hot waters towards the north and the cold towards the south. There are similar currents in the Pacific, but they are neither so large nor so regular as those of the Atlantic, owing to the wide formation of the basin of the former sea.

The effect of the Gulf Stream on climate is very great. The dreary fur-trading establishment of York Factory, on the shores of Hudsons Bay, is surrounded by a climate of the most rigorous character  the thermometer seldom rising up so high as zero during many months, and often ranging down so low as 50 degrees below zero, sometimes even lower, while the winter is seven or eight months long: the lakes and rivers are covered with ice upwards of six feet thick, and the salt sea itself is frozen. Yet this region lies in the same latitude with Scotland, York Factory being on the parallel of 57 degrees north, which passes close to Aberdeen! The difference in temperature between the two places is owing very much, if not entirely, to the influence of the Gulf Stream.

Starting from its caldron in the Gulf of Mexico, it carries a freight of caloric towards the North Atlantic. Owing partly to the diurnal motion of the Earth on its axis, its flow trends towards the east; hence its warm waters embrace our favoured coasts, and ameliorate our climate, while the eastern sea-board of North America is left, in winter, to the rigour of unmitigated frost.

But besides the powerful influence of this current on climate, it exerts a very considerable influence on navigation. In former times, when men regarded the ocean as a great watery waste  utterly ignorant of the exquisite order and harmonious action of all the varied substances and conditions which prevail in the sea, just as much as on the land  they committed themselves to the deep as to a blind chance, and took the storms and calms they encountered as their inevitable fate, which they had no means of evading. Ascertaining, as well as they could from the imperfect charts of those days, the position of their desired haven, they steered straight for it through fair weather and foul, regarding interruptions and delays as mere unavoidable matters of course.

But when men began to study the causes and effects of the operation of those elements in the midst of which they dwelt, they soon perceived that order reigned where before they had imagined that confusion revelled; and that, by adapting their operations to the ascertained laws of Providence, they could, even upon the seemingly unstable sea, avoid dangers and delays of many kinds, and oftentimes place themselves in highly favourable circumstances. Navigators no longer dash recklessly into the Gulf Stream, and try to stem its tide, as they did of yore; but, as circumstances require, they either take advantage of the counter-currents which skirt along it, or avail themselves of the warm climate which it creates even in the midst of winter. There is a certain spot in the Atlantic known by the name of the Sargasso Sea, which is neither more nor less than a huge ocean-eddy, in which immense quantities of sea-weed collect. The weed floats so thickly on the surface as to give to the sea the appearance of solid land; and ships find extreme difficulty in getting through this region, which is rendered still further unnavigable by the prevalence of long-continued calms. This Sargasso Sea is of considerable extent, and lies off the west coast of Africa, a little to the north of the Cape Verd Islands.

In former years, ships used to get entangled in this weedy region for weeks together, unable to proceed on their voyage. The great Columbus fell in with it on his voyage to America, and his followers, thinking they had reached the end of the world, were filled with consternation. This Sargasso Sea lies in the same spot at the present day, but men now know its extent and position. Instead of steering straight for port, they proceed a considerable distance out of their way, and, by avoiding this calm region, accomplish their voyages with much greater speed.

The ocean currents have been, by repeated and long-continued investigation, ascertained and mapped out; so also have the currents of the atmosphere, so that, now-a-days, by taking advantage of some of these currents and avoiding others, voyages are performed, not only in much shorter time, but with much greater precision and certainty. As it was with ocean currents long ago, so was it with atmospheric. Navigators merely put to sea, steered as near as possible on their direct course, and took advantage of such winds as chanced to blow. Now they know whither to steer in order to meet with such winds and currents as will convey them in the shortest space of time to the end of their voyage. The knowledge necessary to this has not been gained by the gigantic effort of one mind, nor by the accidental collocation of the results of the investigations of many ordinary minds. But a few master-minds have succeeded in gathering within their own grasp the myriad facts collected by thousands of naval men, of all countries, in their various voyages; and, by a careful comparison and philosophical investigation of these facts, they have ascertained and systematised truths which were before unknown, and have constructed wind and current charts, by the use of which voyages are wonderfully shortened, commercial enterprises greatly facilitated, and the general good and comfort of nations materially advanced.

The truth of this has of late been proved by incontestable facts. For instance, one year particular note was taken of the arrival of all the vessels at the port of San Francisco, in California; and it was found that of 124 vessels from the Atlantic coast of the United States, 70 were possessed of Maurys wind and current charts. The average passage of these 70 vessels, on that long voyage round Cape Horn, was 135 days; while the average of those that sailed without the charts (that is, trusted to their own unaided wisdom and experience) was 146 days. Between England and Australia the average length of the voyage out used, very recently, to be 124 days. With the aid of these charts it has now been reduced to 97 days on the average.

The saving to commerce thus achieved is much greater than one would suppose. At the risk of becoming tedious to uninquiring readers, we will make a brief extract from Hunts Merchants Magazine of 1854, as given in a foot-note in Maurys Physical Geography of the Sea.

Now, let us make a calculation of the annual saving to the commerce of the United States effected by these charts and sailing directions. According to Mr Maury, the average freight from the United States to Rio Janeiro is 17.7 cents per ton per day; to Australia, 20 cents; to California, also about 20 cents. The mean of this is a little over 19 cents per ton per day; but, to be within the mark, we will take it at 15, and include all the ports of South America, China, and the East Indies.

The sailing directions have shortened the passage to California 30 days; to Australia, 20; to Rio Janeiro, 10. The mean of this is 20; but we will take it at 15, and also include the above-named ports of South America, China, and the East Indies.

We estimate the tonnage of the United States engaged in trade with these places at 1,000,000 tons per annum.

With these data, we see that there has been effected a saving for each one of these tons, of 15 cents per day for a period of 15 days, which will give an aggregate of 2,250,000 dollars (468,750 pounds) saved per annum. This is on the outward voyage alone, and the tonnage trading with all other parts of the world is also left out of the calculation. Take these into consideration, and also the fact that there is a vast amount of foreign tonnage trading between these places and the United States, and it will be seen that the annual sum saved will swell to an enormous amount.

Before the existence of the Gulf Stream was ascertained, vessels were frequently drifted far out of their course in cloudy or foggy weather, without the fact being known, until the clearing away of the mists enabled the navigators to ascertain their position by solar observation. Now, not only the existence, but the exact limits and action of this stream are known and mapped; so that the current, which was formerly a hindrance to navigation, is now made to be a help to it. The line of demarcation between the warm waters of the Gulf Stream and the cold waters of the sea is so sharp and distinct, that by the use of the thermometer the precise minute of a ships leaving or entering it can be ascertained. And by the simple application of the thermometer to the Gulf Stream the average passage from England to America has been reduced from upwards of eight weeks to little more than four!

But this wonderful current is useful to navigators in more ways than one. Its waters, being warm, carry a mild climate along with them through the ocean even in the depth of winter, and thus afford a region of shelter to vessels when attempting to make the Atlantic coast of North America, which, at that season is swept by furious storms and chilled by bitter frosts. The Atlantic coasts of the United States are considered to be the most stormy in the world during winter, and the difficulty of making them used to be much greater in former days than now. The number of wrecks that take place off the shores of New England in mid-Winter is frightful. All down that coast flows one of the great cold currents from the north. The combined influence of the cold atmosphere above it, and the warm atmosphere over the Gulf Stream, far out at sea, produces terrific gales. The months average of wrecks off that coast has been as high as three a day. In making the coast, vessels are met frequently by snow-storms, which clothe the rigging with ice, rendering it unmanageable, and chill the seamans frame, so that he cannot manage his ship or face the howling blast. Formerly, when unable to make the coast, owing to the fury of these bitter westerly gales, he knew of no place of refuge short of the West Indies, whither he was often compelled to run, and there await the coming of genial spring ere he again attempted to complete his voyage. Now, however, the region of the Gulf Stream is sought as a refuge. When the stiffened ropes refuse to work, and the ship can no longer make head against the storm, she is put about and steered for the Gulf Stream. In a few hours she reaches its edge, and almost in a moment afterwards she passes from the midst of winter into a sea of sunnier heat! Now, as Maury beautifully expresses it, the ice disappears from her apparel; the sailor bathes his limbs in tepid waters. Feeling himself invigorated and refreshed with the genial warmth about him, he realises out there at sea the fable of Antaeus and his mother Earth. He rises up and attempts to make his port again, and is again, perhaps, as rudely met and beat back from the north-west; but each time that he is driven off from the contest, he comes forth from this stream, like the ancient son of Neptune, stronger and stronger, until, after many days, his freshened strength prevails, and he at last triumphs, and enters his haven in safety  though in this contest he sometimes falls to rise no more, for it is terrible.

The power of ocean currents in drifting vessels out of their course, and in sweeping away great bodies of ice, is very great; although, from the fact that there is no land to enable the eye to mark the flow, such drifts are not perceptible. One of the most celebrated drifts of modern times, and the most astonishing on account of its extent, was that of the Fox in Baffins Bay in the year 1857, a somewhat detailed account of which will be found in a succeeding chapter.

The Gulf Stream is the cause of many of the most furious storms. The fiercest gales sweep along with it, and it is supposed that the spring and summer fogs of Newfoundland are caused by the immense volumes of warm water poured by it into the cold seas of that region. We are told that Sir Philip Brooke found the temperature of the sea on each side of this stream to be at the freezing-point, while that of its waters was 80 degrees. From this it may be easily seen how great are the disturbing influences around and above it; for, as the warm and moist atmosphere over it ascends in virtue of its lightness, the cold air outside rushes in violently to supply its place, thus creating storms.

The warm waters of this stream do not, it is believed, anywhere extend to the bottom of the sea. It has been ascertained, by means of the deep-sea thermometer, that they rest upon, or rather flow over, the cold waters which are hastening from the north in search of those elements which, in their wanderings, they have lost. As cold water is one of the best non-conductors of heat, the Gulf Stream is thus prevented from losing its caloric on its way across the Atlantic to ameliorate the climates of the western coasts of Europe, and moderate the bitterness of the northern seas. Were it otherwise, and this great stream flowed over the crust of the Earth, so much of its heat would be extracted, that the climates of France and our own islands would probably resemble that of Canada. Our fields would be covered, for two, three, or four months, with deep snow; our rivers would be frozen nearly to the bottom; our land traffic would perhaps be carried on by means of sledges and carioles; our houses would require to be fitted with double window-frames and heated with iron stoves and our garments would have to be made of the thickest woollens and the warmest furs.

The presence and the unchanging regularity of these great hot and cold currents in the ocean is indicated very clearly by the living inhabitants of the deep. These, as certainly as the creatures of the land, are under the influence of climate; so much so, that many of them never quit their native region in the sea. All the beautiful and delicate marine creatures and productions which dwell in the warm waters of the south are utterly absent from those shores which are laved by the cold currents that descend from the north; while, owing to the influence of the Gulf Stream, we find many of those lovely and singular creatures upon our comparatively northern shores. Of late years, as every one knows, we have all over the land been gathering these marine gems, and studying their peculiar habits with deep interest in that miniature ocean the aquarium. In the same parallel on the other side of the Atlantic none of these little lovers of heat are to be found.

On the other hand, the whale, delighting as it does to lave its huge warm-blooded body in iced water, is never found to enter the Gulf Stream. Thus these fish, to some extent, define its position. Other fish there are which seem to resemble man in their ability to change their climate at will but, like him also, they are apt in so doing to lose their health, or, at least, to get somewhat out of condition. Some kinds of fish, when caught in the waters off Virginia and the Carolinas, are excellent for the table; but the same species, when taken off the warm coral banks of the Bahamas, are scarcely worth eating. In fact, we see no reason for doubting that when these fish find their health giving way in the warm regions of the south, they seek to reinvigorate themselves by change of water; and, quitting for a time the beauteous coral groves, spend a few of the sunnier months of each year in gambolling in the cool regions of the north, or, what is much the same thing, in those cool currents that flow from the north in clearly defined channels.

Besides its other useful and manifold purposes, the Gulf Stream would seem to be one of the great purveyors of food to the whales. Sea-nettles, or medusae, are well known to constitute the principal food of that species of whale which is termed the right whale. Navigators have frequently observed large quantities of these medusae floating along with the Gulf Stream; and one sea captain in particular fell in with an extraordinarily large quantity of them, of a very peculiar species, off the coast of Florida. As we have said, no whales ever enter the warm waters of the Gulf Stream; therefore, at that time at least, the leviathan could not avail himself of this rich provision. The captain referred to was bound for England. On his return voyage he fell in with the same mass of medusae off the Western Islands, and was three or four days in sailing through them. Now, the Western Islands is a great place of resort for the whale, and thither had the Gulf Stream been commissioned to convey immense quantities of its peculiar food.

We might enlarge endlessly on this great ocean current, but enough, we think, has been said to show that the sea, instead of being an ocean of unchanging drops, driven about at random by the power of stormy winds, is a mighty flood flowing in an appointed course  steady, regular, and systematic in its motions, varied and wonderful in its actions, benign and sweet in its influences, as it sweeps mound and round the world, fulfilling the will of its great Creator.
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Fish are not the only creatures that live in this ocean. The human inhabitants of Earth, dwell at the bottom of an ocean of air, which encircles the globe. Fish, however, have the advantage of us, inasmuch as they can float and dart about in their ocean, while we, like the crabs, can only crawl about at the bottom of ours.

This atmospheric ocean is so closely connected with the sea, and exercises upon it so constant, universal, and important an influence, that to omit, in a work of this kind, very special reference to the winds, would be almost as egregious an oversight as to ignore the waves.

Wind, or atmospheric air in motion, is the cause of storms, of waves, of water-transport through the sky, and of an incalculable amount of varied phenomena on land and sea. Without this great agent no visible motion would ever take place in the sea. Its great currents, indeed, might flow on (though even that is questionable), but its surface would never present any other aspect than that of an unruffled sheet of clear glass. The air, then, becomes in this place an appropriate subject of consideration. The Voice of Ocean has something very emphatic to say about the atmosphere.

In regard to its nature, it is sufficient to say that atmospheric air is composed of two gases  oxygen and nitrogen. Like the sea, the atmosphere is an ocean which flows, not in chaotic confusion, but in regular, appointed courses; acting in obedience to the fixed, unvarying laws of the Almighty, and having currents, counter-currents, and eddies also, just like the watery ocean, which exercise a specific and salutary influence where they exist.

The offices of the atmosphere are thus quaintly enumerated by Maury:  

The atmosphere is an envelope or covering for the distribution of light and heat over the Earth; it is a sewer into which, with every breath we draw, we cast vast quantities of dead animal matter; it is a laboratory for purification, in which that matter is recompounded, and wrought again into wholesome and healthful shapes; it is a machine for pumping up all the rivers from the sea, and for conveying the water from the ocean to their sources in the mountains. It is an inexhaustible magazine, marvellously stored; and upon the proper working of this machine depends the well-being of every plant and animal that inhabits the Earth.

An element whose operations are so manifold and so important could not fail to engage the study of philosophic men in all ages; but so difficult has been that study that little progress was made until very recently, when men, acting in unison in all parts of the world, have, by collating their observations, become acquainted with some of those laws which govern the atmosphere, and direct its courses and velocities.

In early ages very little indeed was known about the wind beyond the palpable facts of its existence, its varied condition, and its tremendous power; and mens observations in regard to it did not extend much beyond the noting of those peculiar and obvious aspects of the sky which experience taught them to regard as evidences of approaching storm. But, although such aspects of the heavens were, and always will be, pretty safe and correct indicators of the Weather, they are by no means infallible; and in some regions and under certain conditions they are wanting altogether.

When the sea captain observes a lowering aspect of the sky, with, it may be, a dark line above the distant edge of the sea, he knows  however calm and unruffled may be the ocean around him  that wind may be expected; and, calling the crew, he orders sail to be taken in, and preparation made for the approaching breeze. But there are times when no such warning is given, when the atmospheric is perfectly still, the sea calm as glass, and the vessel floats motionless with her sails hanging idly from the yards, as if she were:

A painted ship upon a painted Ocean.

Suddenly, and before preparation can be made to withstand it, the hurricane bursts in appalling fury over the sea: the sails are blown to ribbons; the masts, perhaps, broken down; and frequently the vessel itself overwhelmed and sent to the bottom. Many a gallant ship, which has left the harbour ably commanded and well manned, and never more been heard of, has doubtless gone down in sudden storms such as those we have referred to.

But the inventions of science have now very much lessened the danger of these storms. The barometer, by the sudden fall of its column of mercury, tells, as plainly and certainly as if it spoke with an audible voice, that a storm is approaching, even though all nature should appear to contradict the fact by its calm and serene aspect; so that the crew thus warned have time to furl the sails, fasten down the hatches, and otherwise prepare to face the impending danger.

The atmosphere flows in a grand harmonious system of currents and counter-currents, with their corresponding eddies, just like the ocean; and the grand final results of its varied action are to equalise in some degree the temperatures of the world, to carry off and distribute moisture where it is required, to sweep away noxious vapours, and generally to ventilate the Earth and gladden the heart of man.

The primary cause of all wind is the combined action of heat and cold. If the world were heated with perfect equality all round, there would be, as far at least as heat is concerned, a perfect and permanent stagnation of the atmosphere; and this would speedily result in the destruction of every living thing. But by the varied and beautiful arrangements which the Almighty has made in nature He has secured a regular flow of atmospheric currents, which will continue unalterably to move as long as the present economy of things exists. The intense and constant action of the suns rays in the torrid zone produces great heat, while the less powerful and frequently interrupted influence of his rays in the frigid zones induces extreme cold. Hence we have in one region heated air, in another cool air. Now, the effect of heat upon air is to expand it, make it light, and cause it to rise. The moment it does so, the cold air rushes in to supply its place; and this rushing in of the cold air is what we call wind.

It may surprise many people to be told that there are only two great and never-ceasing courses of the winds of this world  namely, north and south. They flow perpetually from the equator to the poles, and from the poles to the equator. All the irregularities and interruptions that we observe are mere temporary and partial deflections from this grand course. The heated air at the equator rises continually and flows in an upper current towards the pole, getting gradually cooled on its way north. That from the pole flows in an under current towards the equator, getting gradually heated on its way south. We speak only of the Northern Hemisphere, for the sake of simplifying explanation,  the action of the great wind-current in the Southern Hemisphere is precisely similar.

But our broad simple statement about the upper current from the equator, and the under current from the pole, requires a slight modification, which we thought it best not to mingle with the statement itself. The heated air from the equator does indeed commence to flow in an upper current, and the cooled air from the pole in an under current; but, as the upper currents of air are speedily cooled by exposure to space, and the under currents are heated by contact with the earths surface, they constantly change places  the lower current becoming the upper, and vice versa. But they do not change direction. The Equatorial Current ascends, rushes north to a point about latitude 30 degrees, where, being sufficiently cooled, it swoops down, and continues its Northward rush along the earth. At another point the Polar Current quits the earth, and soaring up, in consequence of its recently acquired heat, becomes the upper current. This change in the two currents takes place twice in their course.

Of course, the effect of these changes is to produce north winds in one latitude and south winds in another, according to the particular wind (equatorial or polar) that happens to be in contact with the earth. At the points where these two currents cross, in changing places, we necessarily have calms, or conflicting and variable winds.

Here, then, we have the first of the constant disturbing causes, and of apparent irregularities, in the winds. The Earth, as every one knows, whirls rapidly on its axis from west to east. At the equator the whirl is so rapid that the atmosphere does not at once follow the Earths motion. It lags behind, and thus induces an easterly tendency to the winds, so that a north wind becomes a north-east, and a south wind a south-east. Here we have another constant cause of variation from the northerly and southerly flow. We thus account for an easterly tendency to the winds, but whence their westerly flow? It is simply explained thus:

The motion of the Earth is greatest at the equator. It diminishes gradually towards the poles, where there is no motion at all. The atmosphere partakes of the Earths motion when in contact with it; and when thrown upwards by heat, as at the equator, it keeps up the motion for some time, as it meets with no resistance there. Bearing this in mind, let us now follow a gush of warm atmosphere from the equator. It rushes up, and, turning north and south, seeks the poles. We follow the northern division. When it left the Earth it had acquired a very strong motion towards the east,  not so great as that of the Earth itself, but great enough to be equivalent to a furious gale from west to east. If we suppose this air to redescend whence it rose, it would, on reaching the equator, find the Earth going too fast for it. It would lag a little, and become a gentle easterly breeze. But now, throw aside this supposition;  our breeze rushes north; at latitude 30 degrees it has got cooled, and swoops down upon the Earth; but the Earth at this latitude is moving much slower than at the equator; the wind, however, has lost little or none of its easterly velocity. On reaching the Earth it rushes east much faster than the Earth itself, and thus becomes a westerly gale.

There are, however, many other agents at work, which modify and disturb what we may call the legitimate flow of the wind; and these agents are diverse in different places, so that the atmosphere is turned out of a straight course, and is caused to deflect, to halt, and to turn round: sometimes sweeping low as if in haste; at other times pausing, as if in uncertainty; and often whirling round, as if in mad confusion. To the observer, who sees only the partial effects around his own person, all this commotion seems but the disorderly action of blind chance; but to the eye of Him who sees the end from the beginning, we may certainly conclude that naught is seen but order and perfect harmony. And to the eye of Science there now begins to appear, in what was formerly an atmospheric chaos, an evidence of design and system, which is not, indeed, absolutely clear, but which is nevertheless abundantly perceptible to minds that cannot hope in this life to see otherwise than through a glass, darkly.

The causes which modify the action of the winds are, as we have said, various. Local causes produce local currents. A clear sky in one region allows the suns rays to pour upon, let us say, the ocean, producing great heat; the result of which is evaporation. Aqueous vapour is very light, therefore it rises; and in doing so the aqueous particles carry the air up with them, and the wind necessarily rushes in below to supply its place. The falling of heavy rain, in certain conditions of the atmosphere, has the effect of raising wind. Electricity has also, in all probability, something to do with the creation of motion in the atmosphere. Now, as these are all local causes, they produce local  or what, in regard to the whole atmosphere, may be termed irregular  effects. And as these causes or agents are in ceaseless operation at all times, so their disturbing influence is endless; and hence the apparent irregularity in the winds.

But these causes are themselves, not less than their results, dependent on other causes or laws, the workings of which are steady and unvarying; and the little irregularities that appear to us in the form of fluctuating and changing winds and calms may be compared to the varying ripples and shifting eddies of a river, whose surface is affected by the comparatively trifling influences of wind, rain, and drought, but whose grand onward course is never for a single moment interrupted.

Among these disturbing influences, the Gulf Stream is a very important one. It is constantly sending up large volumes of steam, which, rising into the air, induce a flow of wind from both sides towards its centre. And many of the storms that arise in other parts of the Atlantic make for this stream, and follow its course.

So much has been ascertained by scientific investigation of the winds, that we can now distinctly map out the great belts or currents which pass right round the world. We can tell in which parallels winds with easting, and in which those with westing, in them, will be most frequently found; and by directing our course to such places, we can to a certain extent count upon profiting by the winds that will be most suitable. Before the facts of atmospheric circulation were known, mariners sailed by chance. If they happened to get into the belt of wind that suited them, their voyages were favourable; if they got into the wrong region, their voyages were unfavourable,  that was all. But they had no idea that there was any possibility of turning the tables, and, by a careful investigation of the works of the Creator, coming at last to such knowledge as would enable them to reduce winds and waves, in a great degree, to a state of slavery, instead of themselves being at their mercy.

The world may be said to be encircled by a succession of belts of wind, which blow not always in the same direction, but almost invariably with the same routine of variations. A vessel sailing from north to south encounters these belts in succession. To mariners of old, these varying winds seemed to blow in utter confusion. To men of the present time, their varied action is counted on with some degree of certainty. The reason why men were so long in discovering the nature of atmospheric circulation was, that they were not sufficiently alive to the immense value of united effort. They learned wisdom chiefly from personal experience  each man for himself; and in the great majority of cases, stores of knowledge, that would have been of the utmost importance to mankind, were buried with the individuals who had laid them up. Moreover, the life of an individual was too short, and his experience too limited, to enable him to discover any of the grand laws of Nature; and as there was no gathering together of information from all quarters, and all sorts of men, and all seasons (as there is now), the knowledge acquired by individuals was almost always lost to the world. Thus men were ever learning, but never arriving at a knowledge of the truth.

May we not here remark, that this evil was owing to another evil  namely, mans ignorance of, or indifference to, the duty of what we may term human communication? As surely as gravitation is an appointed law of God, so surely is it an appointed duty that men shall communicate their individual knowledge to each other, in order that the general knowledge of the species may advance and just in proportion to the fidelity with which men obey this duty  the care and ability with which they collate and systematise and investigate their knowledge  will be the result of their efforts.

In order to make the above remarks more clear as regards atmospheric phenomena, let us suppose the case of a sailor who makes the same voyage every year, but not precisely at the same time each year (and it must be remembered that the rigid punctuality at starting which now holds good did not exist in former times). In his first voyage he had to cross, say, four of the wind-belts. While crossing belt number one, he experiences south-west winds chiefly, and, being an observant man, notes the fact. In belt number two he encounters westerly winds. In number three he is in a region of variable winds and calms. In this region the winds blow all round the compass, averaging about three months from each quarter. But our sailor does not know that; he does not stay there all the year to make notes; he passes on, having recorded his experience. In crossing belt number four, he finds the prevailing winds to be easterly.

Next year he sets forth again but merchants are not always punctual. The lading cannot be completed in time, or adverse winds render the setting sail unadvisable. At length, after a month or six weeks delay, he proceeds on his voyage, and finds belt number one perhaps much the same as last year. He congratulates himself on his good fortune, and notes his observations; but in belt number two, the wind is somewhat modified, owing to its being later in the season,  it is rather against him. In number three it is right in his teeth, whereas last year it was quite in his favour. In number four, which we will suppose is the trade-wind belt (of which more hereafter), he finds the wind still easterly. Here, then, is the groundwork of confusion in our sailors mind. He has not the remotest idea that in belt number one the wind blows chiefly, but not always, in one particular direction; that in number four it blows invariably in one way; and that in number three it is regularly irregular. In fact, he does not know that such belts exist at all, and his opportunities of observing are not sufficiently frequent or prolonged to enable him to ascertain anything with certainty.

Now, when we remember that in this imperfect experience of his he is still further misled by his frequently encountering local vicissitudes  such as storms and calms resulting from local and temporary causes  we see how confusion becomes worse confounded. No doubt he does gather some few crumbs of knowledge; but he is called on, perhaps, to change his scene of action. Another ship is given to him, another route entered on, and he ceases altogether to prosecute his inquiries in the old region. Or old age comes on; and even although he may have been beginning to have a few faint glimmerings as to laws and systems in his mind, he has not the power to make much of these. He dies; his knowledge is, to a very large extent, lost, and his log-books disappear, as all such books do, nobody knows or cares where.

Now this state of things has been changing during the last few years. Log-books are collected in thousands. The experiences of many men, in reference to the same spots in the same years, months, and even hours, are gathered, collated, and compared; and the result is, that although there are conflicting elements and contradictory appearances, order has been discovered in the midst of apparent confusion, and scientific men have been enabled to pierce through the chaos of littlenesses by which the worlds vision has been hitherto obscured, and to lay bare many of those grand progressions of nature which move unvaryingly with stately step through space and time, as the river, with all its minor eddies and counter-currents, flows with unvarying regularity to the ocean.
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Before proceeding to speak of the power and the dreadful effects of wind, it is necessary to say a word or two about the trade-winds.

It is supposed that the trades derived their name from the fact of their being favourable to navigation, and, therefore, to trade. They consist of two belts of wind, one on each side of the equator, which blow always in the same direction.

In the last chapter it was explained that the heated atmosphere at the equator rises, and that the cooler atmosphere from the poles rushes in to supply its place. That which rushes from the south pole is, of course, a south wind, that from the north pole a north wind; but, owing to the Earths motion on its axis from west to east, the one becomes a north-east, the other a south-east wind. These are the north-east and the South-east trades. They blow regularly  sometimes gently, sometimes fiercely  all the year round. Between the two is a belt of calms and changeable breezes, varying from 150 to 500 miles broad  according to the time of the year  where there are frequent and violent squalls, of very short duration, accompanied with heavy rains. This region is called by seamen the doldrums, and considerable trouble and difficulty do ships experience in crossing it.

It has already been explained that about latitude 30 degrees, the upper current of wind from the south descends. At the same point the upper current from the north also descends. They cut through each other, and the point where these two cut each other is the northern limit of the north-east trade-winds. The same explanation holds in regard to the southern limit of the south-east trades.

In the accompanying diagram the arrows within the circle point out the direction of the north-east and the south-east trades between the tropics of cancer and capricorn, and also the counter currents to the north and south of these, while the arrows around the circle show how counter currents meet and rise, or descend, and produce the calm belts.

We have hitherto enlarged chiefly on the grand currents of the atmosphere, and on those modifying causes and effects which are perpetual. Let us now turn to the consideration of those winds which are produced by local causes, and the effects of which are partial.

And here we are induced to revert to the Gulf Stream, which has been already referred to as a local disturber of the regular flow of the atmosphere. This immense body of heated water, passing through cold regions of the sea, has the effect of causing the most violent storms. The hurricanes of the West Indies are among the most violent in the world. We have read of one so violent that it forced the Gulf Stream back to its sources, and piled up the water in the Gulf to the height of thirty feet. A vessel named the Ledbnry Snow attempted to ride it out. When it abated, she found herself high up on the dry land, having let go her anchor among the tree-tops of Elliotts quay! The Florida quays were inundated many feet; and it is said the scene presented in the Gulf Stream was never surpassed in awful sublimity on the ocean. The water thus dammed up rushed out with frightful velocity against the fury of the gale, producing a sea that beggared description.

The monsoons of the Indian Ocean are among the most striking and regular of the locally-caused winds. Before touching on their causes, let us glance at their effects. They blow for nearly six months in one direction, and for the other six in the opposite direction. At the period of their changing, terrific gales are frequent  gales such as we, in our temperate regions, never dream of.

What is termed the rainy season in India is the result of the south-west monsoon, which for four months in the year deluges the regions within its influence with rain.

The commencement of the south-west monsoon is described as being sublime and awful beyond description. Before it comes, the whole country is pining under the influence of long-continued drought and heat; the ground is parched and rent; scarcely a blade of verdure is to be seen except in the beds of rivers, where the last pools of water seem about to evaporate, and leave the land under the dominion of perpetual sterility. Man and beast pant for fresh air and cool water; but no cool breeze comes. A blast, as if from the mouth of a furnace, greets the burning cheek; no blessed drops descend; the sky is clear as a mirror, without a single cloud to mitigate the intensity of the suns withering rays. At last, on some happy morning, small clouds are seen on the horizon. They may be no bigger than a mans hand, but they are blessed harbingers of rain. To those who know not what is coming, there seems at first no improvement on the previous sultry calms. There is a sense of suffocating heat in the atmosphere; a thin haze creeps over the sky, but it scarcely affects the broad glare of the sun.

At length the sky begins to change. The horizon becomes black. Great masses of dark clouds rise out of the sea. Fitful gusts of wind begin to blow, and as suddenly to cease; and these signs of coming tempest keep dallying with each other, as if to tantalise the expectant creation. The lower part of the sky becomes deep red, the gathering clouds spread over the heavens, and a deep gloom is cast upon the earth and sea.

And now the storm breaks forth. The violent gusts swell into a continuous, furious gale. Rain falls, not in drops, but in broad sheets. The black sea is crested with white foam, which is quickly swept up and mingled with the waters above; while those below heave up their billows, and rage and roar in unison with the tempest. On the land everything seems about to be uprooted and hurled to destruction. The tall straight cocoa-nut trees are bent over till they almost lie along the ground; the sand and dry earth are whirled up in eddying clouds, and everything movable is torn up and swept away.

To add to the dire uproar, thunder now peals from the skies in loud, continuous roars, and in sharp angry crashes, while lightning plays about in broad sheets all over the sky, the one following so close on the other as to give the impression of perpetual flashes and an unintermitting roar; the whole scene presenting an aspect so awful, that sinful man might well suppose the season of the Earths probation had passed away, and that the Almighty were about to hurl complete destruction upon his offending creatures.

But far other intentions are in the breast of Him who rides upon the storm. His object is to restore, not to destroy  to gladden, not to terrify. This tempestuous weather lasts for some days, but at the end of that time the change that comes over the face of nature seems little short of miraculous. In the words of Mr Elphinstone, who describes from personal observation The whole earth is covered with a sudden but luxuriant verdure, the rivers are full and tranquil, the air is pure and delicious, and the sky is varied and embellished with clouds.

The effect of this change is visible on all the animal creation, and can only be imagined in Europe by supposing the depth of a dreary winter to start at once into all the freshness and brilliancy of spring. From that time the rain falls at intervals for about a month, when it comes on again with great violence; and in July the rains are at their height. During the third month they rather diminish, but are still heavy. In September they gradually abate, and are often suspended till near the end of the month, when they depart amid thunders and tempests, as they came.

Such are the effects of the monsoons upon land and sea. Of course the terrific gales that usher them in and out could not be expected to pass without doing a good deal of damage, especially to shipping. But this is more than compensated by the facilities which they afford to navigation.

In many parts of the world, especially in the Indian Ocean, merchants calculate with certainty on these periodical winds. They despatch their ships with, say, the north-east monsoon, transact business in distant lands, and receive them back, laden with foreign produce, by the south-west monsoon. If there were no monsoons, the voyage from Canton to England could not be accomplished in nearly so short a time as it is at present.

And now as to the cause of monsoons. They are, for the most part, deflected trade-winds. And they owe their deflection to the presence of large continents. If there were no land near the equator, the trade-winds would always blow in the same manner right round the world; but the great continents, with their intensely-heated surfaces, cause local disturbance of the trade-winds. When a trade-wind is turned out of its course, it is regarded as a monsoon. For instance, the summer sun, beating on the interior plains of Asia, creates such intense heat in the atmosphere that it is more than sufficient to neutralise the forces which cause the trade-winds to blow. They are, accordingly, arrested and turned back. The great general law of the trades is in this region temporarily suspended, and the monsoons are created.

It is thus that the heated plains of Africa and Central America produce the monsoons of the Atlantic, the Pacific, and the Gulf of Mexico.

We think it unnecessary to explain minutely the causes that produce variation in the monsoons. Every intelligent reader will readily conceive how the change of seasons and varied configuration as well as unequal arrangement of land and water, will reverse, alter, and modify the direction and strength of the monsoons.

Land and sea breezes are the next species of wind to which we would direct attention. They occur in tropical countries, and owe their existence to the fact that the land is much more easily affected by sudden changes of temperature than the sea. Thus, the land in warm regions is much heated by the suns rays during the day; the atmosphere over it becomes also heated, in virtue of which it rises: the cool atmosphere over the sea rushes in to supply its place, and forms the sea breeze: which occurs only during the day.

At night the converse of this takes place. Land heats and cools rapidly; water heats and cools slowly. After the sun sets, the cooling of the land goes on faster than that of the sea. In a short time the atmosphere over the land becomes cooler than that over the sea; it descends and flows off out to sea; thus forming the land breeze. It occurs only at night, and when the change from one to the other is taking place there is always a short period of calm. Land and sea breezes are of the greatest use in refreshing those regions which, without them, would be almost, if not altogether, uninhabitable.

In The Tempest, an interesting work on the origin and phenomena of wind, published by the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge, a curious and simple experiment is described, whereby the existence of upper and under currents of air and the action of land and sea breezes may be clearly seen and understood. We quote the passage:  

The existence of the upper and under currents of air which mark the phenomena of the trade-winds, and of land and sea breezes, may be beautifully illustrated in two adjoining rooms, in one of which a good fire is burning, while in the other there is none. If the door between the two rooms be thrown open, the cold air will enter the heated room in a strong current, or, in other words, as a violent wind. At the same time the heated air of the warm room ascends and passes the contrary way into the cold room, at the upper part of the same doorway; while in the middle of this opening, exactly between the two currents, the air appears to have little or no motion. The best way to show this experiment is to introduce the flame of a candle into the doorway between a hot and a cold room. If the flame be held near the bottom of the doorway, where the air is most dense, it will be strongly drawn towards the heated room; and if held near the top of the door it will be drawn towards the cold room with somewhat less force; while midway between the top and bottom the flame will be scarcely disturbed.

There is also another pretty experiment which illustrates well the theory of land and sea breezes. Take a large dish, fill it with cold water, and in the middle of this put a water-plate or a saucer filled with warm water. The first will represent the ocean, and the latter an island made hot by the rays of the sun, and rarefying the air above it. Take a lighted wax candle and blow it out; and, if the air of the room be still, on applying it successively to every side of the saucer, the smoke will be seen moving towards the saucer and rising over it, thus indicating the course of the air from sea to land. On reversing the experiment, by filling the saucer with cold water (to represent the island at night) and the dish with warm water, the land breeze will be shown by holding the smoking wick over the edge of the saucer; the smoke will then be wafted to the warmer air over the dish.

We have just tried the first of these experiments, with complete success. We would, however, recommend a piece of twisted brown paper, lighted and blown out, instead of a wax candle, because it gives out more smoke and is probably more obtainable on short notice. The experiment of the doorway, moreover, does not require that there should lie two rooms with a door between. We have found that the door of our study, which opens into a cold passage, serves the purpose admirably.

Were we treating chiefly of the atmosphere in this work, it would be necessary that we should enlarge on all the varieties of winds, with their causes, effects, and numerous modifications. But our main subject is the Ocean. The atmosphere, although it could not with justice have been altogether passed over, must hold a secondary place here; therefore we will conclude our remarks on it with a brief reference to hurricanes.

It has been ascertained that most of the great storms that sweep with devastating fury over the land and sea are not, as was supposed, rectilinear in their motion, but circular. They are, in fact, enormous whirlwinds, sometimes upwards of one hundred and fifty miles in diameter; and they not only whirl round their own centres, but advance steadily forward through space.

In the year 1831, a memorable and dreadful series of storms passed over some of the India Islands, and caused terrible havoc, especially in the island of Barbadoes. The peculiarity of these hurricanes was that they ravaged the different islands at different dates, and were therefore supposed to be different storms. Such, however, was not the case. It was one mighty cyclone, or circular storm,  a gigantic whirlwind,  which traversed that region at the rate of about sixteen miles an hour. It was not its progressive, but its rotatory motion, that constituted its terrible power. On the 10th of August it reached Barbadoes; on the 11th, the islands of Saint Vincent and Saint Lucia; on the 12th it touched the southern coast of Porto Rico; on the 13th it swept over part of Cuba; on the 14th it encountered Havanna; on the 17th it reached the northern shores of the Gulf of Mexico and travelled on to New Orleans, where it raged till the 18th. It thus, in six days, passed, as a whirlwind of destruction, over two thousand three hundred miles of land and sea. It was finally dissipated amid heavy rains.

The effect of a hurricane is well described by Washington Irving. About mid-day, he says, a furious gale sprang up from the east, driving before it dense volumes of cloud and vapour. Encountering another tempest from the west, it appeared as if a violent conflict ensued. The clouds were rent by incessant flashes, or rather streams, of lightning. At one time they were piled up high in the sky, at another they descended to the earth, filling the air with a baleful darkness, more impenetrable than the obscurity of midnight. Wherever the hurricane passed, whole tracts of forest were shivered and stripped of their leaves and branches; and trees of gigantic size, which resisted the blast, were torn up by the roots and hurled to a great distance. Groves were torn from the mountain-precipices, and vast masses of earth and rock precipitated into the valleys with terrific noise, choking the course of the rivers.

The fearful sounds in the air and on the earth, the pealing thunder, the vivid lightning, the howling of the wind, the crash of falling trees and rocks, filled every one with affright, and many thought that the end of the world was at hand. Some fled to caverns for safety, for their frail houses were blown down, and the air was filled with the trunks and branches of trees, and even with fragments of rocks, carried along by the fury of the tempest. When the hurricane reached the harbour, it whirled the ships round as they lay at anchor, snapped their cables, and sunk three of them to the bottom with all who were on board. Others were driven about, dashed against each other, and tossed mere wrecks upon the shore by the swelling surges of the sea, which in some places rolled for three or four miles upon the land. This tempest lasted for three hours.

The China seas are the most frequently visited by severe tempests, or typhoons; yet of all vessels, the Chinese junks, as they are called, seem to be least adapted by their build for encountering such storms.

A terrible hurricane burst upon the China seas in the month of January 1837, as we learn from the United Service Journal of that year. An English vessel was exposed to it. The sea, rising in mountains around and over the ships sides, hurled her rapidly on her passage homeward, when suddenly a wreck was discovered to the westward. The order to shorten sail was given, and promptly obeyed; and when they neared the wreck they found her to be a Chinese junk without mast or rudder  a helpless log on the breast of that boiling sea.

There were many Chinamen on deck vehemently imploring assistance. The exhibition of their joy on beholding the approach of the stranger was of the wildest and most extravagant nature; but it was doomed to be suddenly turned to despair, as the violence of the storm drove the ship past the wreck. It became necessary to put her on the other tack, a manoeuvre which the poor creatures construed into abandonment, and the air rang with the most agonising shrieks of misery. But hope was again raised, when a boat was lowered and a rope thrown on board for the purpose of towing the junk to the ship. This intention was frustrated by the windlass breaking. At sight of this one man, in a paroxysm of despair, jumped overboard after the rope; but he missed it. Being a good swimmer, he tried to reach the boat; but his feeble power could avail him nothing in the midst of such raging elements: he speedily sank to rise no more.

Another rope, however, was secured to the junk, and by means of it the rest of the crew (eighteen in number) were saved. Their gratitude was boundless. They almost worshipped the officers, the crew, and the vessel, prostrating themselves and kissing the feet of the former, and the very planks of the latter.

Well-built ships, however, are not always able to withstand the violence of rotatory storms. Instances occur in which the tightest built and best manned ships are destroyed as suddenly as the clumsiest of ill-managed junks. Not many years ago, a vessel was proceeding prosperously on her voyage, when signs of a coming tempest induced the wary captain to reduce, and, finally, to take in all sail. But his precautions were in vain. The storm burst on the devoted ship, and in a few minutes the masts went over the side, and the hull lay a total wreck upon the sea.

These hurricanes or cyclones, although in reality whirlwinds, are so large that mans eye cannot measure them, and it is only by scientific investigation that we have arrived at the knowledge of the fact. The whirlwind, properly so called, is a much smaller body of atmosphere. Sometimes we see miniature whirlwinds, even in our own temperate land, passing along a road in autumn, lifting the leaves and dust into the air and carrying them along in the form of a rotatory pillar. In other regions they exert a power quite equal to the tempest, though in a more limited space, overturning houses, uprooting trees, cutting a track twenty or thirty yards wide through the dense forest as thoroughly as if a thousand woodmen had been at work there for many years.

When whirlwinds pass from the land to the sea they create waterspouts; of which we shall have something to say in another chapter. Meanwhile, we think it may be interesting to give the following miscellaneous information regarding the atmosphere, gathered from the work of Dr Buist, who devoted much earnest study to the subject of atmospheric phenomena.

The weight of the atmosphere is equal to that of a solid globe of lead sixty miles in diameter. Its principal elements are oxygen and nitrogen gases, with a vast quantity of water suspended in them in the shape of vapour; and, commingled with these, a quantity of carbon in the shape of fixed air, sufficient to restore from its mass many-fold the coal that now exists in the world. Water is not compressible or elastic; it may be solidified into ice or vaporised into steam: but the air is elastic and compressible. It may be condensed to any extent by pressure, or expanded to an infinite degree of tenuity by pressure being removed from it. It is not liable to undergo any changes in constitution beyond these, by any of the ordinary influences by which it is affected.

If the heating and cooling process  which we have described as being carried on between the equator and the poles  were to cease, we should have a furious hurricane rushing perpetually round the globe at the rate of one thousand miles an hour,  ten times the speed of the most violent tornado that has ever carried devastation over the surface of the earth.

The air, heated and dried as it sweeps over the arid surface of the soil, drinks up by day myriads of tons of moisture from the sea,  so much, indeed, that, were none restored to it, the surface of the ocean would be depressed eight or ten feet annually.

We do not certainly know the height of the atmosphere. It is said that its upper surface cannot lie nearer to us than fifty, and can scarcely be further off than five hundred, miles. It surrounds us on all sides, yet we cannot see it; it presses on us with a weight of fifteen pounds on every square inch of the surface of our bodies  in other words, we are at all times sustaining a load of between seventy and one hundred tons of it on our persons  yet we do not feel it! Softer than the finest down, more impalpable than the lightest gossamer, it leaves the cobweb undisturbed, and, at times, scarcely stirs the most delicate flower that feeds on the dew it supplies; yet it bears the fleets of nations on its wings round the world, and crushes the most refractory substances with its weight. It bends the rays of the sun from their path to give us the aurora of the morning and the twilight of evening. It disperses and refracts their various tints to beautify the approach and the retreat of the orb of day. But for the atmosphere, sunshine would burst on us in a moment and fail us in the twinkling of an eye, removing us in an instant from midnight darkness to the blaze of noon.

We have written a good deal on this subject, yet the thousandth part has not been told of even the grand and more obvious operations of the atmosphere, much less the actions and results of its minor and invisible processes. Were we to descend with philosophers into the minuter laboratories of the world, and consider the permeating, ramifying, subtle part the atmosphere plays in the innumerable transformations that are perpetually going on around and within us, we should be constrained to feel more deeply than we have ever yet felt, that the works of the Creator are indeed wonderful beyond all expression or conception.




Chapter Seven.

Waterspouts  Causes of  Appearance  Electricity  Experiments  Artificial Waterspouts  Showers of Fish  Mr Ellis on Waterspouts in the South Seas.

We turn back now from the atmospheric to the aqueous ocean. Yet so intimate is the connection between the two, that we shall find it impossible to avoid occasional reference to the former.

Our present subject, waterspouts, obliges us to recur for a little to the atmosphere, which we dismissed, or attempted to dismiss, in the last chapter.

There is no doubt that waterspouts are to a great extent, if not altogether, due to the presence of electricity in the air. When the clouds have been raging for some time in the skies of tropical regions, rendering the darkness bright, and the air tremulous with their dread artillery, they seem to grow unusually thirsty; the ordinary means of water-supply through the atmosphere do not appear to be sufficient for the demand, or war-tax in the shape of water-spouts, that is levied on nature. The clouds therefore descend to the sea, and, putting down their dark tongues, lick up the water thirstily in the form of waterspouts.

These whirling pillars of water frequently appear in groups of several at a time. They are of various heights, sometimes ranging up to seven hundred yards, with a thickness of fifty yards, and are very dangerous to ships that happen to come within their influence.

That they are caused by electricity has been proved by experiment  miniature waterspouts have been produced by artificial means; and as Dr Bonzano of New York gives particular directions how the thing ought to be done, we quote his words for the benefit of those who happen to possess electrical machines.

From the conductor of an electrical machine suspend, by a wire or chain, a small metallic ball (one of wood covered with tinfoil); and under the ball place a rather wide metallic basin, containing some oil of turpentine, at the distance of about three-quarters of an inch. If the handle of the machine be now turned slowly, the liquid in the basin will begin to move in different directions and form whirlpools. As the electricity on the conductor accumulates, the troubled liquid will elevate itself in the centre, and at last become attached to the ball. Draw off the electricity from the conductor, to let the liquid resume its position; a portion of the turpentine remains attached to the ball. Turn the handle again very slowly, and observe now the few drops adhering to the ball assume a conical shape, with the apex downward; while the liquid under it assumes also a conical shape, the apex upward, until both meet. As the liquid does not accumulate on the ball, there must necessarily be as great a current downward as upward, giving the column of liquid a rapid circular motion, which continues until the electricity from the conductor is nearly all discharged silently, or until it is discharged by a spark descending into the liquid. The same phenomena take place with oil or water. Using the latter liquid, the ball must be brought much nearer, or a much greater quantity of electricity is necessary to raise it.

If, in this experiment, we let the ball swing to and fro, the little waterspout will travel over its immature sea, carrying its whirlpools along with it. When it breaks up, a portion of the liquid  and with it anything it may contain  remains attached to the ball. The fish, seeds, leaves, etcetera, that have fallen to the earth in rain-squalls, may have owed their elevation to the clouds to the same cause that attaches a few drops of the liquid, with its particles of impurities, to the ball.

There can be no doubt whatever that fish are carried up in waterspouts, because the descent of those creatures from the skies in rain is a well-established fact; and if they did not get there in waterspouts  which, when we consider it, seems most natural  then we are driven to the conclusion that their native region is the sky, which is by no means so natural or so probable. Many travellers have recorded the fact that small fish have descended in rain. In a letter written not long ago by a gentleman in Singapore we have the following account of a shower of fish:  

We experienced a shock of earthquake here on the 16th February last. Its duration was about two minutes. Although it caused no damage, its undulatory motion was sufficiently strong to affect certain persons with a sensation akin to sea-sickness. It was followed by rain in torrents, on the 20th, 21st, and 22nd. On the latter day especially, we were, for half an hour, surrounded with water to a considerable depth. We could not see three yards before us. When the sun came out again, I saw a number of Malays and Chinese filling their baskets with fish contained in the pools formed by the rain.

They told me the fish had fallen from heaven, and three days later, when the pools were all dried up, there were still many dead fish lying about. As they lay in my court-yard, which is surrounded by a wall, they could not have been brought in by the overflowing of a torrent; indeed, there is none of any considerable size in the neighbourhood.

The space covered by these fish might be about fifty acres, comprising the eastern part of the town. They were very lively, and seemed to be in good health.

The writer of the above suggests, with some degree of hesitation, that these fish were sucked up by waterspouts. We think that there need be no hesitation in the matter!

The appearance usually presented by a waterspout is that of a column of aqueous vapour reaching from the sea to the clouds, sometimes straight, more frequently a little bent, and thicker above and below than in the centre of the column.

Mr Ellis, the missionary, in his Polynesian Researches, mentions having, with a companion, met and narrowly escaped being overwhelmed by several waterspouts, when passing on one occasion in an open boat between two islands about thirty miles apart. On the passage they were overtaken by a sudden and violent squall, which lasted several hours; and, in order to avoid being sunk, they tied their masts, oars, and sails in a bundle, and attaching a rope to them, and to the boat, cast them into the sea. Thus they lay, as it were, at anchor in the lee of this extemporised breakwater. It was but a feeble barrier, however, against so wild a storm, and the native boatmen were so overcome by fear, that they sat down in the bottom of the boat, and covered their eyes with their hands.

After a time the rain diminished, the sky began to clear, and the boats crew to revive, when suddenly one of the men uttered a cry of consternation, and pointed to an object towards which all eyes were instantly turned. They beheld a large cylindrical waterspout, extending, like a massive column, from the ocean to the dark and impending clouds. It was not far distant, and seemed to move slowly towards the boat.

Had Mr Ellis had any doubt as to the danger of a waterspout, the extreme terror exhibited by the natives on this occasion must have removed it; for it was not probable that, just after escaping from the most imminent peril, they would fail back into a much more violent state of terror, unless former experience had given them too good reason to dread the presence of the object they now saw before them.

The roughness of the sea forbade their attempting to hoist a sail in order to avoid the waterspout. They were compelled, therefore, to summon all the resolution they possessed, to enable them calmly to await its approach, and put their trust in the arm of Jehovah.

The helm was in the hands of a seaman whose steadiness could be depended on. The natives were down in the bottom of the boat; they had given way to despair.

Two other waterspouts now came into view, and subsequently a third, if not more, so that they felt as if completely surrounded by them. Some were well defined, extending in an unbroken line from the sea to the sky, like pillars resting on the ocean as their basis, and supporting the clouds; others, assuming the shape of a funnel or inverted cone attached to the clouds, extended their sharp points to the ocean below. From the distinctness with which they were seen, it was judged that the furthest could not have been many miles distant. In some they imagined they could trace the spiral motion of the water as it was drawn up to the clouds, which were every moment being augmented in their portentous darkness. The sense of personal danger, Mr Ellis confesses, and the certainty of instant destruction if brought within their vortex, prevented a very careful observation of their appearance and accompanying phenomena.

The storm continued all day, and at intervals the party in the boat beheld, through the driving clouds and rain, one or other of those towering waterspouts; which, however, did not come nearer to them.

It is interesting to read the record left by a Christian missionary of his conflicting feelings on that terrible occasion. Mr Ellis believed that all hope of escape was over, and his mind went through that ordeal which must be the experience of every one who sees the steady approach of speedy death. He says that during those hours when he sat awaiting his doom, the thought of death itself did not make a deep impression. The struggle, the gasp, as the wearied arm should attempt to resist the impetuous waves; the straining vision, that should linger on the last ray of retiring light, as the deepening veil of water would gradually conceal it for ever; and the rolling billows heaving over the sinking and dying body, which, perhaps ere life should be extinct, might become the prey of voracious inhabitants of the deep;  these things caused scarcely a thought, compared with the immediate prospect of the disembodied spirit being ushered into the presence of its Maker; the account to be rendered, and the awful and unalterable destiny that would await it there. These momentous objects, he says, absorbed all the powers of the mind, and produced an intensity of feeling, which, for a long time, rendered me almost insensible to the storm, or the liquid columns which threatened our destruction.

It was now that the missionary could look back with deepest gratitude upon that mercy which had first brought him to a knowledge of the Saviour. Him and Him alone, he adds, I found to be a refuge, a rock in the storm of contending feelings, on which my soul could cast the anchor of its hope for pardon and acceptance before God... I could not but think how awful would have been my state, had I in that hour been ignorant of Christ, or had I neglected or despised the offers of his mercy. Our prayers were offered to Him who is a present help in every time of danger, for ourselves and those who sailed with us; and under these and similar exercises several hours passed away.

Those prayers were answered, for the waterspouts gradually disappeared, and the boat got safe to land.

In speaking of another waterspout, seen on a subsequent voyage, Mr Ellis tells us that it was well defined,  an unbroken column from the sea to the clouds, which on this occasion were neither dense nor lowering. Around the outside of the liquid cylinder was a kind of thick mist; and within, a substance resembling steam, ascending apparently with a spiral motion. The water at its base was considerably agitated with a whirling motion; while the spray which was thrown off from the circle formed by the lower part of the column, rose several feet above the level of the sea. It passed about a mile astern of the ship.

Occasionally, when passing nearer to a ship than was deemed safe, a waterspout has been dissipated by a cannon-shot, as represented in our engraving.

Such are the usual appearances and actions of waterspouts. They are not, however, properly named, being simply whirlwinds at sea, instead of whirlwinds on land. Professor Oersted suggests the name storm-pillar, as being a more appropriate term.

It does not follow that a large ship would inevitably be destroyed if brought within the vortex of a waterspout; but it is certain that she would run the risk of being dismasted, and perhaps thrown on her beam-ends. Navigators have not had sufficient experience of the power of waterspouts to pronounce authoritatively on that point,  and it is to be hoped they never will.

Captain Beechy, in his narrative of a voyage to the Pacific, describes one into which his ship actually entered, and from which he received extremely rough handling before he was set free. But this might not have been a very large waterspout; and it is not absolutely certain whether he was quite within its vortex, or was merely brushed by the skirts of its outer garment.

Certain it is that waterspouts vary in size and in power; for we read of them passing from the sea to the land, and there rooting up trees, unroofing and overturning houses, dismounting cannon, emptying fish ponds, half emptying harbours, and otherwise exhibiting a degree of force that would undoubtedly sink the largest vessel that ever was built, if brought thoroughly to bear upon it.

The rate of motion in waterspouts varies. Sometimes they revolve slowly, sometimes with the utmost rapidity. They often produce violent noise, as, indeed, might be expected; and they are generally accompanied by thunder and lightning, though not invariably so, for they are sometimes observed when the heavens are clear and the sea calm.




Chapter Eight.

The Arctic Seas  Their Character, Scenery, and Atmospherical Illusions.

There is a tendency on the part of most writers on the subject of Polar Regions  especially compilers  to dwell disproportionately on the gloomy side of the picture; insomuch that readers are led, not to over-estimate the grand and the terrible aspects of the polar oceans, but to under-estimate the sweet and the beautiful influences that at certain periods reign there.

We quarrel not with authors for dwelling on the tremendous and the awful. Too much cannot be said on these points; but while they do not by any means paint the dark side of their picture too black, they fail to touch in the lights with sufficient brilliancy. We have had some personal experience of the arctic regions, and have found it extremely difficult to get many persons  even educated men and women  to understand that there is a summer there, though a short one; that in many places it is an uncommonly hot and excessively brilliant summer; and that the sun, as if to make amends for its prolonged absence in winter, shines all night as well as all day, blazing on the crystal icebergs and pure snow (which never disappear from those seas) with a degree of splendour that renders the far north transcendently beautiful and pre-eminently attractive.

We admit freely that the prevailing character of arctic seas, during the greater part of the year, is dark, gloomy, forbidding. But this is the very reason why their brief but cheering smiles should be brought prominently into the foreground, and, if they cannot in justice be dwelt on long, at least be touched upon with emphasis.

Why, in some of our cyclopaedia accounts of the realms of thick-ribbed ice, so much prominence is given to the horrors and wide desolation of the scene, and so much graphic power is expended in working up the readers imagination to a conception of the dreadful dangers and the appalling terrors that await the madman who should dare to venture within the arctic circle, that persons who have not been there might well be tempted to shrink in affright from the very contemplation of a region in which there does not appear to be one redeeming quality.

We repeat, that we do not think the one side of the picture has been too darkly painted,  but the other side has been painted too slightly.

At the same time, we would caution our readers against jumping to the opposite extreme. The dark side of the picture is in reality out of all proportion to the light. And we do not hesitate to state our confirmed opinion, that the arctic regions are more interesting to read about than pleasant to dwell in.

Having, then, defended the lights, let us commence our investigations with the shadows.

Those oceans lying within the arctic circle exhibit phenomena so grand, so wonderful, and so varied, that they claim distinct and separate treatment from the ocean as a whole. Here the extreme cold acts with such power, and produces such extraordinary results, that it is difficult to find words or similes by which to convey a just conception of natures aspects to the general reader.

During nearly two-thirds of the year the arctic regions are under the absolute dominion of winter; and for many weeks of that bitter season they are shrouded with the mantle of a dark, sunless night. The entire ocean is locked in the embrace of a covering of ice many feet thick, so that its liquid aspect is thoroughly removed; and, owing to ice-masses scattered over its surface, together with mounds of drifted snow, it bears a much stronger resemblance to the land than to the sea. Gales of wind sometimes sweep over those frozen plains in bitter fury, hurling the snow into the air in vast eddying masses, and threatening destruction to any living creature that may chance to be exposed to them  not so much from their violence, however, as from the intense cold of the atmosphere which is put in motion. But in regard to gales, although there are no lack of them, they are neither so fierce nor so frequent as are those of the torrid zone.

It might be supposed that in such a climate animal life could scarcely exist; but such is not the case. The inhabitants of part of the arctic regions, named Esquimaux (more correctly Eskimos, with the accent on the last syllable), are a stout, hardy, healthy race and the polar bears, foxes, wolves, seals, musk-oxen, walruses, etcetera, that dwell there, seem to enjoy their existence just as much as do the animals of more favoured and warmer climes.

During the short but hot summer of the arctic regions, the immense masses of ice formed in winter are by no means cleared away. A great part of the heat of early summer (there is no season there that merits the name of spring) is spent in breaking up the solid crust of ice on the sea, a large proportion of which is carried south by the currents that flow to the equator, and melted long before they reach the temperate zones. But a considerable quantity of broken ice-masses get locked in narrow places or stranded on shallows; and although they undergo the process of melting the whole summer, they are not much diminished ere the returning frost stops the process and locks them in the new ice of a succeeding winter.

Thus there is no period of the year in which large quantities of ice may not be seen floating about in the arctic seas.

This fact it is that enables us to speak appropriately of the scenery of the Arctic Ocean. And assuredly this scenery of the ice is exceedingly and strikingly beautiful. The imagination cannot conceive the dazzling effect of a bright summer day in those regions, when the ocean is clear as glass, and ice-humps and ice-mountains of every shape and size are glittering in the suns rays with intense brilliancy, while the delicate whiteness of these floating islands, and the magical atmospheric illusions by which they are frequently surrounded, render the scene pre-eminently fairy-like.

All the navigators who have penetrated into the arctic seas speak with enthusiasm of the splendour of floating ice-masses. They take the most curious and fantastic shapes; sometimes appearing like great cities of white marble, with domes and towers and spires in profusion; sometimes looming huge and grand like fortresses, and many of them with their summits overhanging so much as to suggest the idea that they are about to fall. This indeed, they often do, adding to the grandeur of the scene, and not a little to the danger, should ships chance to be in the neighbourhood.

The atmospheric illusions, before mentioned, are the result of different temperatures existing within a few miles of each other, and which are caused by the presence of large bodies of ice. The effect of this is to cause the ice-masses on the horizon to appear as if floating in the air, and to distort them into all sorts of shapes, even turning them upside down, and thus affording to an innovative mind a most ample and attractive field wherein to expatiate.

To ascertain the causes of facts and effects so curious must be interesting to all who have inquiring minds. We will, therefore, attempt to describe and account for arctic phenomena in the following chapters as simply as may be.




Chapter Nine.

Formation of Ice  Dangers of Disrupting Ice  Anecdote  Drifting Ice  Drift of the Fox Nipping Anecdote  Loss of the Breadalbane.

It is well known that when fresh water becomes so cold that its temperature is 32 degrees of Fahrenheits scale, it loses its liquid form and becomes ice. A somewhat lower temperature than this is necessary to freeze salt water; the reason being, that greater force is required to expel the salt which the sea holds in solution,  which salt is always more or less expelled in the process of freezing.

Ice commences to form in the shape of needles, which shoot out at angles from each other. In smooth water, under the influence of intense cold, the process is rapid, and a thin cake soon covers the water, and increases in thickness hour by hour. But when the sea is agitated the process is retarded, and the fine needles are broken up into what arctic navigators call sludge. This, however, soon begins to cake, and is broken by the swell into small cakes; which, as they thicken, again unite, and are again broken up into larger masses. These masses, by rubbing against each other, have their edges slightly rounded up, and in this form receive the name of pancake ice.

When a quantity of ice covers the ocean in a wide level sheet of considerable extent, it is called an ice-field. Fields of this kind are often seen by navigators hundreds of miles in extent, and nearly thirty feet thick. Ice of such thickness, however, only shows five or six feet above water. When fields are broken by heavy ocean-swells, the edges are violently forced up, and fall in débris on the surface; thus hummocks or mounds are formed.

When field-ice breaks up under the influence of an ocean-swell, caused by a storm, the results are terrific.

An exceedingly graphic account of an incident of this kind is given by Dr Brown, in his History of the Propagation of Christianity. He writes:  

The missionaries met a sledge with Esquimaux, turning in from the sea, who threw out some hints that it might be as well for them to return. After some time, their own Esquimaux hinted that there was a ground-swell under the ice. It was then scarcely perceptible, except on lying down and applying the ear close to the ice, when a hollow, disagreeable, grating sound was heard ascending from the abyss. As the motion of the sea under the ice had grown more perceptible, they became alarmed, and began to think it prudent to keep close to the shore. The ice also had fissures in many places, some of which formed chasms of one or two feet; but as these are not uncommon in ice even in its best state, and the dogs easily leap over them, they are frightful only to strangers.

As the wind rose to a storm, the swell had now increased so much that its effects on the ice were extraordinary, and really alarming. The sledges, instead of gliding smoothly along as on an even surface, sometimes ran with violence after the dogs, and sometimes seemed with difficulty to ascend a rising hill. Noises, too, like the report of cannon, were now distinctly heard in many directions, from the bursting of the ice at a distance. Alarmed at these frightful phenomena, our travellers drove with all haste towards the shore; and, as they approached it, the prospect before them was tremendous. The ice having burst loose from the rocks, was tossed to and fro, and broken in a thousand pieces against the precipices with a dreadful noise; which, added to the raging of the sea, the roaring of the wind, and the driving of the snow, so overpowered them as almost completely to deprive them of the use of their eyes and ears.

To make the land was now the only resource that remained, but it was with the utmost difficulty that the frightened dogs could be driven forward; and as the whole body of the ice frequently sank below the summits of the rocks, and then rose above them, the only time for landing was the moment it gained the level of the coast  a circumstance which rendered the attempt extremely nice and hazardous.

Both sledges, however, succeeded in gaining the shore, and were drawn up off the beach, though not without great difficulty. Scarcely had they reached it, when that part of the ice from which they had just escaped burst asunder, and the water, rushing up from beneath, instantly precipitated it into the ocean. In a moment, as if by a signal, the whole mass of ice for several miles along the coast, and extending as far as the eye could reach, began to break up, and to be overwhelmed by the waves. The spectacle was awfully grand. The immense fields of ice rising out of the ocean clashing against each other, and then plunging into the deep with a violence which no language can describe, and with a noise like the discharge of a thousand cannon, was a sight which must have filled the most unreflecting mind with feelings of solemnity.

The Brethren were overwhelmed with amazement at their miraculous escape, and even the Esquimaux expressed gratitude to God for their deliverance.

Such is the terrible aspect in which field-ice is seen when broken up and converted into smaller masses or floes. When these lie closely together the mass is called pack-ice; in which shape it usually drifts away with the southern currents, and, separating as it travels south, is met with in loose floating masses, of every fantastic form. There is always, as we have said, a large quantity of floe and pack-ice in the polar seas, which becomes incorporated with the new ice of the succeeding winter; and not infrequently whale and discovery ships get frozen into the pack, and remain there as firmly embedded as if they lay high and dry on land. When the pack is thus re-frozen, it usually remains stationary; but there are occasions and circumstances in which the entire body of a pack drifts slowly southward even during the whole year; showing clearly that oceanic circulation is by no means arrested by the icy hand of the hyperborean winter.

A very remarkable drift of this kind is recorded by Captain McClintock of the Fox, which is worthy of being noticed here, as illustrative of the subject we are now considering and also as showing in a remarkable manner the awful dangers to which navigators may be exposed by the disruption of the pack in spring, and the wonderful, almost miraculous, manner in which they are delivered from imminent destruction.

In attempting to cross Baffins Bay, by penetrating what is called the middle ice, the Fox was beset, and finally frozen in for the winter; and here, although their voyage may be said to have just commenced, they were destined to spend many months in helpless inactivity and comparative peril and privation. Their little vessel lay in the centre of a field of ice of immense extent; so large, indeed, that they could not venture to undertake a journey to ascertain its limits. Yet this field slowly and steadily descended Baffins Bay during the whole winter, and passed over no fewer than 1385 statute miles in the space of 242 days, during which period the Fox was firmly embedded in it!

It is with difficulty the mind can form any adequate conception of the position of those voyagers;  unable to move from their icy bed, yet constantly drifting over miles and miles of ocean; uncertain as to the where or the when of their deliverance from the pack; exposed to the terrible dangers of disrupting ice, and surrounded by the depressing gloom of the long arctic night.

At length deliverance came; but it came surrounded by terrors. In February, McClintock writes thus: Daylight reveals to us evidences of vast ice-movements having taken place during the dark months, when we fancied all was still and quiet; and we now see how greatly we have been favoured, what innumerable chances of destruction we have unconsciously escaped. A few days ago, the ice suddenly cracked within ten yards of the ship, and gave her such a smart shock that every one rushed on deck with astonishing alacrity. One of these sudden disruptions occurred between me and the ship, when I was returning from the iceberg. The sun was just setting as I found myself cut off... At length I reached a place where the jagged edges of the floes met; so crossed, and got safely on board.

Again, in March, he says, Last night the ice closed, shutting up our lane; but its opposite sides continued for several hours to move vast each other, rubbing off all projections, crushing and forcing out of the water masses four feet thick. Although one hundred and twenty yards distant, this pressure shook the ship and cracked the intervening ice.

Soon after that, a heavy gale burst upon them from the south-east, encircling them with snow-drift so dense that they could neither hear nor see what was going on twenty yards off. At night the ship became suddenly detached from her wintry bed, and heeled over to the storm, inducing them to believe that the whole pack had been broken in, and was pressing against them. This was not the case. A large mass of ice had protected them; but at a distance of about fifty yards, ice of four and a half feet thick had been crushed to atoms. Soon after, the protecting mass yielded, and the Fox received a nip which lifted her stern about a foot, while occasional groaning from her sturdy little hull replied to the wild surgings of the ice without.

But all this was as nothing compared with the scene of desperate turmoil and confusion which took place when the ice finally broke up, and a gale raised a fearful swell; so that the Fox found herself surrounded by huge masses, which tossed and ground against each other furiously, and any two of which pieces could have crushed in her sides as if she had been made of walnut shell. Gradually the pack opened out, and the vessel, by aid of wind and steam, was mercifully delivered from her dangerous position.

Before passing from the subject of risk to navigators to the consideration of other forms and aspects of polar ice, let us take a glance at an effectual case of nipping. There have been many partial and severe nips, the descriptions of which are all more or less graphic; but few ships have come so suddenly to the end of their career as did the Breadalbane, a small vessel that was used as a transport ship to the expedition in search of Sir John Franklin in 1852. One who was on board when it occurred thus describes it:  

Sunday, August 21st.  About ten minutes past four, the ice passing the ship awoke me, and the door of my cabin, from the pressure, opened. I hurriedly put on my clothes, and on getting on deck found some hands on the ice endeavouring to save the boats; but the latter were instantly crushed to pieces. They little thought, when using their efforts to save the boats, that the ship was in so perilous a situation.

I went forward to hail the Phoenix (another ship that was fortunately near) for men to save the boats; and whilst doing so, the ropes by which we were secured parted, and a heavy nip took us, making every timber creak, and the ship tremble all over. I looked in the main hold, and saw the beams giving way. I hailed those on the ice, and told them of our critical situation, they not for one moment suspecting it. I then rushed to my cabin, hauled out my portmanteau on deck, and roared like a bull to those in their beds to jump out and save their lives. The startling effect on them might be more easily imagined than described. On reaching the deck, those on the ice called out to me to jump over the side, that the ship was going over. I left my portmanteau, and jumped over the side on the loose ice, and with difficulty, and with the assistance of those on the ice, succeeded in getting on the unbroken part, with the loss of the slippers I had on when quitting the vessel, with wet feet, etcetera. The cold was little thought of at the exciting moment  life, not property, being the object to be saved.

After being on the ice about five minutes, the timbers, etcetera, in the ship cracking up as matches would in the hand, it eased for a short time; and I, with some others, returned to the ship, with the view of saving some of our effects.

Captain Inglefield now came running towards the ship, and ordered me to see if the ice was through it. On looking down into the hold, I saw all the beams, etcetera, falling about in a manner that would have been certain death to me had I ventured down there. But there was no occasion for that (I mean to ascertain the fact of the ice being through), it being too evident that the ship could not last many minutes. I then sounded the well, and found five feet in the hold; and, whilst in the act of sounding, a heavier nip than before pressed out the starboard bow, and the ice was forced right into the forecastle. Every one then abandoned the ship, with what few clothes they saved  some with only what they had on. The ship now began to sink fast, and from the time her bowsprit touched the ice until her mast-heads were out of sight, did not occupy above one minute and a half!

It was a very sad and unceremonious way of being turned out of our ship. From the time the first nip took her, until her disappearance, did not occupy more than fifteen minutes.

Such is the account of the fate of the Breadalbane. While we read it, we cannot help feeling that many arctic ships must have perished in a similar manner. It is wonderful, nevertheless, how many of those that dare the dangers of the ice survive the conflict. Undoubtedly this is owing, to a large extent, to the fact that ships bottoms are rounded; so that when a severe nip takes place, there is a tendency in the ice to slip under their rounded bottoms, and squeeze the vessels up out of the water. Were it not for this, few ships that have gone to those seas would ever have returned.

A catastrophe such as that which befell the Breadalbane shows the immense power of field-ice. Hundreds of somewhat similar incidents might be cited to illustrate this power; but we content ourselves with the selection of one instance, which exhibits it in a remarkable manner, and at the same time shows the way in which heavy vessels are sometimes forced out of the water.

In the year 1836, Captain Back commanded the Terror, which was sent out to make geographical discoveries in the polar regions, and spent the winter of that year in the ice. Few ships have undergone severer tests than did the Terror on that voyage. The severest treatment she experienced was in the spring, when the disruption of the winter ice began to take place. The evening of the 7th of March was specially fraught with danger. We quote the gallant commanders graphic account:  

Ominous rushing sounds were heard far off to the north-east and north-west. These gradually drew nearer as the flood made its way, either under the compact bodies that withstood the shock, or along the cracks and openings  gaining in these latter a furious velocity, to which everything seemed to yield.

It happened that there were several of these around the ship; and when they opened on us like so many conduits pouring their contents to a common centre, the concussion was absolutely appalling, rending the lining and bulkheads in every part, loosening some shores and stanchions, so that the slightest effort would have thrown them down, and compressing others with such force as to make the turpentine ooze out of their extremities. One fir plank, placed horizontally between the beams and the shores actually glittered with globules. At the same time the pressure was going on from the larboard side, where the three heaviest parts of the ruin of the floe remained, cracked here and there, but yet adhering in firm and solid bodies. These, of course, were irresistible; and after much groaning, splitting, and cracking, accompanied by sounds like the explosion of cannon, the ship rose fore and aft, and heeled over about ten degrees to starboard.

Again, on the 11th, Back says: At this time she showed symptoms of suffering in the hull, which was evidently undergoing a severe ordeal. Inexplicable noises, in which the sharp sounds of splitting and the harsher ones of grinding were most distinct, came in quick succession, and then again stopped suddenly, leaving all so still that not even a breath was heard.

In an instant the ship was felt to rise under our feet, and the roaring and rushing commenced with a deafening din alongside, abeam and astern, at one and the same instant. Alongside, the grinding masses held the ship tight as in a vice; while the overwhelming pressure of the entire body, advancing from the west, so wedged the stern and starboard quarter, that the greatest apprehensions were entertained for the stern-post and framework abaft.

Some idea of the power exerted on this occasion may be gathered from this:  At the moment which I am now describing, the fore-part of the ship was literally buried as high as the flukes of the anchors in a dock of perpendicular walls of ice; so that, in that part, she might well have been thought immovable. Still, such was the force applied to her abaft, that after much cracking and perceptible yielding of the beams, which seemed to curve upwards, she actually rose by sheer pressure above the dock forward; and then, with sudden jerks, did the same abaft. During these convulsions, many of the carpenters and others stationed below were violently thrown down on the deck, as people are in an earthquake. It was a moment of intense suspense.

On the 16th, another rush drove irresistibly on the larboard quarter and stern, and forcing the ship ahead, raised her on the ice. A chaotic ruin followed... The ship was careened fully four streaks, and sprang a leak as before. Scarcely were ten minutes left us for the expression of our astonishment that anything of human build could outlive such assaults, when another equally violent rush succeeded; and in its way toward the starboard quarter threw up a rolling wave thirty feet high, crowned by a blue square mass of many tons, resembling the entire side of a house, which, after hanging for some time in doubtful poise on the ridge, at length fell with a crash into the hollow, in which, as in a cavern, the after-part of the ship seemed embedded. It was, indeed, an awful crisis, rendered more frightful from the mistiness of the night and dimness of the moon.

The poor ship cracked and trembled violently, and no one could say that the next minute would not be her last  and, indeed, his own too, for with her our means of safety would probably perish.

It is unnecessary to give additional instances of this kind, in order to show the terrible power of field-ice. Indeed, it requires little in the way of illumination to prove that masses of solid matter, many thousands of tons in weight, can, when in motion, utterly destroy the most powerful engines of human construction.

We shall now turn our attention to another, and a very prominent form, in which arctic ice presents itself  namely, that of icebergs.




Chapter Ten.

Icebergs  Their Appearance and Forms  Their Cause  Glaciers  Their Nature and Origin  Anecdote of Scoresby  Risk among Icebergs  McClures Experience.

There are not only ice-fields, ice-floes, etcetera, in the polar seas, but there are ice-mountains, or bergs.

It was long a matter of uncertainty as to where and how those immense mountains, that are met with occasionally at sea, were formed. We are now in a position to tell definitely where they originate, and how they are produced. They are not masses of frozen sea water. Their birth-place is in the valleys of the far north, and they are formed by the accumulation of the snows and ice of ages. This is a somewhat general way of stating the matter; but our subsequent explanations will, we trust, make our meaning abundantly clear.

Icebergs are found floating in great numbers in the arctic seas. They drift southward each spring with the general body of polar ice, and frequently travel pretty far south in the Atlantic before the heat of the water and atmosphere united accomplishes their dissolution. They sometimes travel as far south as Florida with the southerly current that flows along that coast; but the warm waters of the Gulf Stream, together with its northerly flow, form an impassable barrier between these ice-mountains and Europe.

Icebergs assume every variety of form, and almost every size. They sometimes resemble castles, sometimes churches with glittering spires, and sometimes the peaked and jagged mountains of Norway. They are also frequently seen in the form of immense misshapen and top-heavy masses.

In size they vary from one hundred to seven or eight hundred feet in height. One iceberg, seen by Ross in Baffins Bay, was above two miles in length, nearly the same in width, and fifty feet high. But in stating this, we have not given the reader any idea of its vast proportions; for it is well known that all icebergs, or masses of ice, have a much greater proportion of their bulk under than above water  in other words, they sink very deep. The relative proportion that sinks depends on the nature of the ice. Of some kinds, there is usually ten times as much below as there is above water; of other kinds, there may be eight or five parts below. In all cases there is much more below than above so that a mountain of a hundred feet high  if afloat  may be safely calculated to be a mass of ice not far short of a thousand feet thick.

As these bergs float southward with the currents, they melt very rapidly. The heat of the sun and the action of the waves gradually round off the sharp angles and topple down the spires that characterised them in the land of their birth. The process of dissolution, too, is carried on internally; for rain and melted water on the surface percolates through the mass, rendering it porous. As the waves cut away the base, the centre of gravity is thrown out, and the whole berg turns over with a terrible crash. Sometimes loud reports like cannon-shots are heard, and the huge mountain splits asunder; while, not unfrequently, the whole berg falls into a heap of chaotic ruins, and floats away in a mass of smaller pieces which disappear gradually in their parent sea.

The formation of icebergs has, as we have said, puzzled mankind for many years. Their existence has long been known: for, even before men dared to venture their lives in the polar regions, navigators, in crossing the Atlantic Ocean, frequently met with these marble-like mountains; and, what is worse, sometimes ran at full speed against them, and were sunk with all on board. Bergs are frequently enveloped in dense fogs, caused by the cold atmosphere by which they are surrounded condensing the moisture of the warmer atmosphere which they encounter on their voyage southward; hence they are exceedingly dangerous to navigation. But now to speak of their formation.

Many of the great valleys of the far north are completely filled up with solid ice. Observe, we do not say that they are merely covered over with ice; they are absolutely filled up with it from top to bottom. Those ice-masses are known by the name of glaciers; and they are found in most of the elevated regions of the Earth,  on the Alps and the mountains of Norway, for instance,  but they exist in greater abundance about the poles than elsewhere.

Glaciers never melt. They have existed for unknown ages, probably since the world began; and they will, in all likelihood, continue to exist until the world comes to an end,  at least until the present economy of the world terminates. They began with the first fall of snow, and as falls of snow during the long winters of the polar regions are frequent and heavy, the accumulated masses are many feet deep, especially in places where drifts are gathered  sometimes fifteen, twenty, thirty, and even forty feet deep. The summer sun could not melt such drifts entirely. New snow was added each winter, until the valleys of the far north were filled up; and so they remain filled up to this day.

In order to understand the nature of glaciers clearly, let us turn back to those remote ages that rolled over this Earth long before man was created. Let us in spirit leap back to the time when no living creature existed, even before the great mastodon began to leave his huge foot-prints on the sands of time.

We have reached one of the large valleys of the arctic regions. It is solemn, grand, and still. No merry birds, no prowling creatures, are there to disturb the universal calm. The Creator has not yet formed the living creatures and pronounced them very good. It is the worlds first winter. As we look upward to the sky, we observe the first white snow-flakes falling gently to the ground. They reach it, and, for the first time, that valley is covered with a garment of virgin snow. The valley is upwards of two miles broad. It rises from the sea, and goes far back into the mountains, perhaps to the extent of ten or twelve miles. The mountains that flank it are five or six thousand feet high. We have seen such valleys in Norway, within the arctic circle. Before that first winter has passed, many and many a fall of snow has thickened and pressed down that first coat; and many a furious storm has caught up the snow from the mountain-tops and swept it into the valley, adding to and piling up the mass, and packing it firmly down.

Spring arrives. The short but warm arctic summer bursts upon that vale, melting the surface of the snow; and the water thus produced sinks through the mass, converting it into a sort of thick slush  half snow, half water,  not liquid, yet not solid; just solid enough to lie there apparently without motion; yet just liquid enough to creep by slow, absolutely imperceptible degrees, down the valley. The snow in all the mountain gorges is similarly affected: it creeps (it cannot be said to flow) out and joins that in the vale. But we cannot perceive any of the motion of which we are writing. The mass of snow seems to be as still and motionless as the rocks on which we stand; nay, if we choose we may walk on its hard surface almost without leaving the slightest print of our foot. But if we throw a large stone on the surface of the snow and mark the spot, and return again after many days, we shall find that the stone has descended the valley a short distance. We shall also observe that the snow has now a variety of markings on its surface; which might lead us to fancy, had we not known better, that it had once been a river, which, while raging down to the sea with all its curling rapids and whirling eddies, had been arrested in all instant by the ice-king and frozen solid,  in fact, it has all the graceful lines and forms of fluidity, with all the steady, motionless aspect of solidity. It really moves, this vast body of snow; but, like the hour hand of a watch, its motion cannot be recognised, though we should observe it with prolonged, unflagging attention. We have called it a vast body of snow, but this is only comparatively speaking. It will be vaster yet before we have done with it. At present it is but a thick semi-fluid covering, lying at the bottom of this ancient arctic vale.

The brief summer ends. Much of the winter snow has been melted and returned to the sea; but much, very much more, is still lying deep upon the ground. The worlds second winter comes. The first frost effectually puts a stop to all the melting and moving that we have been describing. The snow-river no longer moves  it is arrested. The water no longer percolates through the snow  it is frozen. The mass is no longer semi-fluid  it is solid ice; and the first step in the process of a glaciers formation is begun.

Thereafter this process is continued from year to year, each winter adding largely to its bulk, each summer deducting slightly therefrom. The growing mass of ice ascends the mountain-sides, swallows the rocks and shrubs and trees in its progress, until its body becomes a thousand feet thick: the extreme summits of the mountain-peaks alone tower above the snowy waste, and the mass at the bottom is now, by the pressure of superincumbent masses, pure ice, hard and clear as crystal.

When the great glacier grows old it still maintains its stealthy downward motion during every summer. It has reached the shore, and has been pushed, like a huge white tongue, out into the sea.

But what has all this to do with icebergs? it may be inquired. Much, very much. It is common enough, in commenting on a child, to speak of the parent. The glacier is the mother of the iceberg.

When, in the worlds early morning, the embryo glacier reached the sea, its thin edges were easily broken off by the waves; but as it increased and still further encroached, these edges became thicker and thicker, until at last a wall of pure ice, several hundred feet high, presented its glittering front to the ocean. It was hard and massive; the sun of summer had little effect on its frigid face, and it seemed to bid defiance to the sea itself. But things often are not what they seem. Each billow sapped its foundation; it soon began to overhang its base. At length the cohesion of the mass was not sufficient to sustain its weight. A rending, accompanied by sounds like heavens artillery, took place; the crystal mountain bowed its brow and fell with thunderous crash upon the water; then, rocking slowly under the impulse of its dread plunge, the first iceberg floated off to sea!

It is right to remark here that this explanation is, to some extent, disputed  at least there is a difference of opinion as to the manner in which the iceberg leaves its parent glacier. There is no dispute as to its origin. This difference will be explained shortly in a quotation from Dr Kanes work; meanwhile, in support of the present theory, let us listen to the words of one who saw with his own eyes something similar to what has been described. Dr Scoresby, than whom a better man never explored the arctic seas, says:  

In July 1818, I was particularly fortunate in witnessing one of the grandest effects which these polar glaciers ever present. A strong north-westerly swell, having for some hours been beating on the shore, had loosened a number of fragments attached to the iceberg, and various heaps of broken ice denoted recent shoots of the seaward edge. As we advanced towards it, with a view of proceeding close to its base, I observed a few little pieces fall from the top; and while my eye was fixed upon the place, an immense column, probably fifty feet square, and one hundred and fifty feet high, began to leave the parent ice at the top, and, leaning majestically forward, with an accelerated velocity fell, with an awful crash, into the sea.

The water into which it plunged was converted into an appearance of vapour or smoke, like that from a furious cannonading. The noise was equal to that of thunder, which it nearly resembled. The column which fell was nearly square, and in magnitude resembled a church. It broke into thousands of pieces. This circumstance was a happy caution, for we might inadvertently have gone to the very base of the icy cliff from whence masses of considerable magnitude were continually breaking!

Now, this incident suggests the probability, that, had the face of the glacier projected into deep water, the mass which broke off might have fallen into the sea without being broken to pieces, and might have floated away as a berg. We confess, however, to be partial to the view expressed by some writers, that the great glaciers continue year by year to thrust their thick tongues out to sea, until the projecting masses reach water sufficiently deep to float them, when they are quietly cracked off from their parent and carried away without any fall or plunge. The following remarks by Dr Kane will make this more clear. Writing of the iceberg, he says:

So far from falling into the sea, broken by its weight from the parent glacier, it rises from the sea. The process is at once gradual and comparatively quiet. The idea of icebergs being discharged, so universal among systematic writers, and so recently admitted by myself, seems to me at variance with the regulated and progressive action of nature. Developed by such a process, the thousands of bergs which throng these seas should keep the air and water in perpetual commotion  one fearful succession of explosive detonations and propagated waves. But it is only the lesser masses falling into deep waters which could justify the popular opinion. The enormous masses of the Great Glacier (of Greenland) are propelled step by step, and year by year, until, reaching water capable of supporting them, they are floated off, to be lost in the temperatures of other regions...

The height of the ice-wall at the nearest point was about three hundred feet, measured from the waters edge; and the unbroken right line of its diminishing perspective showed that this might be regarded as its constant measurement. It seemed, in fact, a great icy table-land, abutting with a clean precipice against the sea. This is, indeed, characteristic of all those arctic glaciers which issue from central reservoirs, or mers de glace, upon the fords or bays, and is strikingly in contrast with the dependent or hanging glacier of the ravines.

Elsewhere the same writer speaks of this glacier as a line of cliff, rising in a solid glassy wall to a height of three hundred feet above the water-level, and with an unfathomable depth below it; and its curved face, sixty miles in length, from Cape Agassiz to Cape Forbes, vanished into unknown space at not more than a single days rail-road travel from the pole. The interior with which it communicated, and from which it issued, was an unsurveyed mer de glace, or sea of ice, of apparently boundless dimensions; and from one part of this great cliff he saw long lines of huge bergs floating slowly away.

Here, we think, is ice enough and of sufficient dimensions to account for the largest bergs that were ever beheld.

It will be at once seen, then, that icebergs, though found floating in the sea, are not necessarily of the sea. They are composed entirely of fresh water, and arctic ships can at any time procure a plentiful supply of good soft drinkable water from the pools that are formed in the hollows of the bergs.

The risk of approaching icebergs in the arctic regions is not so great as when they are found floating further south; because when in their native regions they are comparatively tough, whereas on their southern journeys they become more or less disintegrated  in fact, the blow of an axe is sometimes sufficient to cause a rent, which in its turn will induce other rents and failings asunder, so that the whole mass runs the risk of being entirely broken up. Hence the danger of ships, in certain circumstances, venturing to anchor to them. Nevertheless this is a common practice  sometimes a necessity  among discovery ships and whalers. It is a convenient practice too; for many a vessel has been saved from absolute destruction by getting under the lee of a good sound iceberg, where she has lain as safely, for the time being, as if in a harbour.

When Captain McClure was endeavouring to make the north-west passage in 1851, he was saved, from what appeared to be at least very probable destruction, by a small iceberg. On the 17th of September he writes:

There were several heavy floes in the vicinity. One, full six miles in length, passed at the rate of two knots, crushing everything that impeded its progress, and grazed our starboard-bow. Fortunately there was but young ice upon the opposite side, which yielded to the pressure; had it otherwise occurred, the vessel must inevitably have been cut asunder. In the afternoon we secured to a moderately-sized iceberg, drawing eight fathoms, which appeared to offer a fair refuge, and from which we never afterwards parted.

To this lump of ice the ship clung with the tenacity of a bosom friend, and followed it, literally, through thick and thin! There is something almost ludicrous, as well as striking, in McClures account of their connection with this bit of ice. It conveyed them to their furthest north-east position, and back round the Princess Royal Islands  passed the largest within five hundred yards  returned along the coast of Prince Alberts Land  and finally froze in at latitude 70 degrees 50 minutes north, longitude 117 degrees 55 minutes west, on the 30th September; during which circumnavigation they received many severe nips, and were frequently driven close to the shore, from which their dear friend the iceberg, small though he was, kept them off.

Icebergs assume almost every conceivable form, and are seen of every size  sometimes, also, in great numbers. Scoresby mentions one occasion on which he was surrounded by bergs to the number of several hundreds.

Now, all this ice that we have been speaking of, besides being, in a secondary way, a passive agent in the affairs of man (chiefly in barring his progress northward), is one of the most potent agents in the economy of nature. It is the means by which the world is kept cool enough for man and beast to dwell in. The polar regions  north and south  are, as it were, the worlds refrigerators; tempering the heated air of the south, and, in connection with the torrid zone, spreading throughout the Earth those beneficial influences which gladden the sphere of mans temporal existence.




Chapter Eleven.

Ice an Agent in transporting Boulders  How this comes about  Dr Kanes Observations  Long Night in Winter and Long Day in Summer  Extreme Darkness  Influence on Dogs  Intense Cold  Effect on the Sea.

There are many things in this world which, up to within a few years back, have been to men a source of surprise and mystery.

Some of these problems have been solved by recent travellers, and not a few of them are referable to polar oceans and ice.

In many parts of our coasts we find very striking and enormously large boulder-stones lying on the beach, perfectly isolated, and their edges rounded away like pebbles, as if they had been rolled on some antediluvian beach strewn with Titanic stones. These boulders are frequently found upon the loose sands of the sea-shore, far removed from any rocks or mountains from which they might be supposed to have been broken; and, more than that, totally different in their nature from the geological formations of the districts in which they are found. Whence came these? has been the question of the inquisitive of all ages, and how came they there?

There may, for aught we know to the contrary, be more than one answer to these questions; but there is at least one which is quite satisfactory as to how and whence at least some of them have come. Ice was the means of conveying these boulders to their present positions.

It has been said that once upon a time a large part of this country was under the dominion of ice, even as the polar regions and some of the mountains and valleys of Norway are at the present day; that the boulders we see in elevated places were conveyed thither by glacier action; and that when the glacial period passed away, they were left there on the hill-sides  sometimes almost on the mountain-tops. But this is not the question we are considering just now. We are now inquiring into the origin of those huge boulders that are found upon our coasts and on the coasts of other lands  boulders which could not have rolled down from the hills, for there are no hills at all near many of them; and those hills that are near some of them are of different geological formation.

This question will be answered at once, and one of the phenomena of arctic ice and oceanic agency will be exhibited, by reference to the recent discoveries of the celebrated arctic voyager, Dr Kane of the American Navy.

While wintering far beyond the head of Baffins Bay, and beyond the most northerly point, in that direction, that had at that time been reached by any previous traveller, Dr Kane made many interesting observations and discoveries. He seems to have penetrated deep into the heart of Natures northern secrets. Among other things, he ascertained the manner in which boulders are transported from their northern home.

The slow, creeping movement of glaciers, to which we have already referred, is one means whereby large boulders are formed. At the lower edge of one of the glaciers of Norway we saw boulders, thirty or forty feet in diameter, which had been rolled and forced, probably for ages, down the valley by the glacier, and thrust out on the sea-beach, where they lay with their angles and corners rubbed off and their surfaces rounded and smoothed as completely as those of the pebbles by which they were surrounded.

Had these boulders been formed in the arctic regions, they might have been thrust out upon the thick solid crust of the frozen sea, which in time would have been broken off and floated away; thus rafting the boulders to other shores. The formation of boulders, and their positions, are facts that we have seen. Their being carried out to sea by ice-rafts is a fact that Dr Kane has seen and recorded. On the wild rocky shores where his ship was set fast, there was a belt of ice lining the margin of the sea, which he termed the ice-belt, or the ice-foot. This belt never melted completely, and was usually fast to the shore. In fact it was that portion of the sea-ice which was left behind each spring when the general body of ice was broken up and swept away. Referring to this, he writes:

The spot at which we landed I have called Cape James Kent. It was a lofty headland, and the land-ice which hugged its base was covered with rocks from the cliffs above. As I looked over this ice-belt, losing itself in the far distance, and covered with its millions of tons of rubbish, greenstones, limestones, chlorite, slates, rounded and angular, massive and ground to powder, its importance as a geological agent, in the transportation of drift, struck me with great force.

Its whole substance was studded with these varied contributions from the shore; and further to the south, upon the now frozen waters of Marshall Bay, I could recognise raft after raft from the last years ice-belt which had been caught by the winter, each one laden with its heavy freight of foreign material.

The water torrents and thaws of summer unite with the tides in disengaging the ice-belt from the coast; but it is not uncommon for large bergs to drive against it and carry away the growths of many years. I have found masses that had been detached in this way, floating many miles out at sea  long, symmetrical tables, two hundred feet long by eighty broad, covered with large angular rocks and boulders, and seemingly impregnated throughout with detrited matter. These rafts in Marshall Bay were so numerous, that could they have melted as I saw them, the bottom of the sea would have presented a more curious study for the geologist than the boulder-covered lines of our middle latitudes. One boulder in particular had had its origin in a valley where rounded fragments of water-washed greenstone had been poured out by the torrents and frozen into the coast-ice of the belt. The attrition of subsequent matter had truncated the great egg-shaped rock, and worn its sides into a striated face, whose scratches still indicated the line of water-flow.

So, then, when we next meet with a huge isolated boulder on any of our flat beaches, we may gaze at it with additional interest, when we reflect that, perchance, it was carried thither by the ocean, countless ages ago, from the arctic regions, on a gigantic raft of ice; after having been, at a still more remote period, torn from its cliffs by some mighty glacier and slowly rolled and rounded, for hundreds of years perhaps down the scarred slopes of its native valley.

The primary cause of the intense and prolonged cold of the arctic regions is the shortness of the time during which they are under the influence of the suns rays. For a few months in summer the sun shines brightly, but, owing to the position of the globe, obliquely on the poles. During part of that period it shines at mid-night as well as at mid-day. Put during the greater part of the year its beams throw but a feeble light there, and for several months in winter there is absolutely no day at all  nothing but one long dismal night of darkness, that seems as if the bright orb of day had vanished from the heavens for ever.

The length of this prolonged day in summer, and this dreary night in winter, depends, of course, upon latitude. The length of both increases as we approach the poles. The long daylight in summer is exceedingly delightful. We once saw the sun describe an almost unbroken circle in the sky for many days and nights, and had we been a few degrees further north we should have seen it describe an entire circle. As it was, it only disappeared for twenty minutes. It set about midnight, and in twenty minutes it rose again so that there was no night, not even twilight, but a bright, beautiful blazing day, for several weeks together.

Dr Kane describes the midnight sun thus: On our road we were favoured with a gorgeous spectacle, which hardly any excitement of peril could have made us overlook. The midnight sun came out over the northern crest of the great berg, our late fast friend, kindling variously-coloured fires on every part of its surface, and making the ice around us one great resplendency of gem-work  blazing carbuncles and rubies, and molten gold.

Very different indeed is the aspect of the winter night. Let the same authority speak, for he had great experience thereof.

On December 15th he writes: We have lost the last vestige of our mid-day twilight. We cannot see print, and hardly paper. The fingers cannot be counted a foot front the eyes. Noonday and midnight are alike; and, except a vague glimmer on the sky, that seems to define the hill-outlines to the south, we have nothing to tell us that this arctic world of ours has a sun. In one week more we shall reach the midnight of the year...

The influence of this long intense darkness was most depressing. Even our dogs, although the greater number of them were natives of the arctic circle, were unable to withstand it. Most of them died from an anomalous form of disease, to which I am satisfied, the absence of light contributed as much as extreme cold. Quoting from his journal he says: I am so afflicted with the insomnia of this eternal night, that I rise at any time between midnight and noon. I went on deck this morning at five oclock. It was absolutely dark; the cold not permitting a swinging lamp, there was not a glimmer came to me through the ice-crusted window-panes of the cabin. While I was feeling my way, half puzzled as to the best method of steering clear of whatever might be before me, two of my Newfoundland dogs put their cold noses against my hand, and instantly commenced the most exuberant antics of satisfaction. It then occurred to me how very dreary and forlorn must these poor animals be, at atmospheres 10 degrees above zero in-doors and 50 degrees below zero without  living in darkness, howling at an accidental light, as if it reminded them of the moon  and with nothing, either of instinct or sensation, to tell them of the passing hours, or to explain the long lost daylight. They shall see the lantern more frequently.

Yet this state of midnight darkness is not altogether unmitigated. There are a few ameliorating influences at work, the nature of some of which we will treat of in the next chapter. Among others, the moon frequently shines there with great brilliancy in winter. Dr Kane says that in October the moon had reached her greatest northern declination: She is a glorious object. Sweeping around the heavens, at the lowest part of her curve she is still 14 degrees above the horizon. For eight days she has been making her circuit with nearly unvarying brightness. It is one of those sparkling nights that bring back the memory of sleigh-bells and songs and glad communings of hearts in lands that are far away.

But despite all the varied and transient beauties of the northern skies in winter, the long arctic night is undoubtedly depressing in the extreme. In these regions men speak of being able to read the thermometer on the 7th of November at noonday without a light, as being matter for gratulation. The darkness still before them at that time would be of about three months duration, and even then they would only get back to a species of twilight.

The cold experienced by these navigators of the northern seas is terribly intense. Their thermometers have frequently indicated a temperature as low as 75 degrees below zero, or 107 degrees of frost, on Fahrenheits scale. The thermometers of arctic explorers are always filled with spirits of wine, as quicksilver freezes at about 40 degrees below zero, and is therefore unsuitable. It would be frozen, indeed, the greater part of the winter.

Dr Kane says: At such temperatures chloric ether became solid, and carefully prepared chloroform exhibited a granular pellicle on its surface. Spirits of naphtha froze at 54 degrees below zero, and oil of sassafras at 49 degrees. The oil of winter-green was in a flocculent state at 56 degrees, and solid at 63 degrees.

The exhalations from the surface of the body invested the exposed or partially clad parts with a wreath of vapour. The air had a perceptible pungency upon inspiration, but I could not perceive the painful sensation which has been spoken of by some Siberian travellers. When breathed for any length of time, it imparted a sensation of dryness to the air-passages. I noticed that, as it were involuntarily, we all breathed guardedly, with compressed lips.

Now, strange to say, this extremely low temperature does not affect the ocean to any great depth. Just below the ice, in cold such as the above, the sea was found to be 29 degrees above zero. No doubt, deeper down, the temperature was still warmer. We have heard it said, that when men chance to fall into the water in cold regions, in the depth of winter, it feels at first rather warm and agreeable! On scrambling out again, however, their condition is not enviable; for in a few minutes the keen frost causes their garments to become as hard as boards.

Much light has been thrown on the fact of the existence of under and upper currents in the sea, by the phenomena of the arctic regions, and some of the questions to which these currents give rise are so interesting that we shall treat of them in a new chapter.




Chapter Twelve.

Question of an Open Sea round the Poles  Upper and under Currents of the Ocean  Cause thereof  Habits of the Whale as bearing on the Question  Dr Kanes Discovery of an Open Sea in the Far North  Notes on the Expedition  A Bear-Hunt.

It was long and very naturally supposed that the impenetrable ice of the arctic regions extended to, and, as it were, sealed up the pole. But from time to time philosophic observers of Natures laws began to hint their opinion that there is an open ocean around the pole; and of late years this opinion has all but been converted into a firm belief.

Maury remarks, that like air  like the body  the ocean must have a system of circulation for its waters. And an attentive study of the currents of the sea, and a close examination of the laws which govern the movements of the waters in their channels of circulation through the ocean, will lead us irresistibly to the conclusion that always, in summer and winter, there must be, somewhere within the arctic circle, a large body of open water.

There is an under-current setting from the Atlantic, northward through Davis Straits, into the Arctic Ocean, and a surface-current setting out.

The fact is proved beyond a doubt by the observations of arctic explorers, who have seen immense icebergs drifting rapidly northward against a strong current. This apparent anomaly could only be accounted for by the fact that a powerful undercurrent carried them northward; and as at least seven times more of these bergs must have been under than above water, we can easily understand how the under-current, acting on the larger mass of each berg, had power to carry it against the surface-current.

This under-current is warm, while the upper-current is cold. Now we know that according to Natures laws, heated water, like heated air, rises to the surface, and cold water sinks to the bottom. How, then, comes this warm current to be underneath the cold, as soundings have proved it to be? It is owing to the fact that the under-current is much salter, and therefore heavier (despite its warmth), than the surface-current; which latter, being mingled with the drainage and ice-masses of the arctic regions, is comparatively fresh, and therefore light as well as cold.

The hot and salt waters of the tropics are carried north by the Gulf Stream. There are here two counteracting agents at work. Heat inclines the Gulf Stream to rise; saltness inclines it to sink. During the first part of its journey, as we know, its great heat prevails over the other influence, and it flows as a surface-current. But, at a certain point in its northward route, it meets with the cold, brackish, ice-bearing currents that flow out of the arctic basin. Having lost much of its heat (though still possessing a great deal more than the arctic currents), the saltness of the Gulf Stream prevails; it dips below the polar waters, and thenceforth continues its course as an under-current, salt, and comparatively warm.

To state the matter briefly: The hot water, which ought to keep on the surface because of its heat, is sunk by its superabundant salt; and the cold water, which ought to sink because of its cold, is buoyed on the surface because of its want of salt.

Now arises the question  what becomes of the great quantity of salt that is thus being carried perpetually into the polar basin? Manifestly it must be carried out again by the surface-current, otherwise the polar basin would of necessity become a basin of salt. The under-current must, therefore, rise to the surface somewhere near the pole, with its temperature necessarily only a little, if at all, below the freezing-point  which, be it observed, is a warm temperature for such regions. Here, then, where the warm waters from the south rise to the surface, it is supposed this open Arctic Ocean must exist.

So much for theory. Now for facts that have been observed, and that tend, more or less, to corroborate this proposition of an open polar sea. The habits of the whale have gone far to prove it. The log-books of whalers have for many years been carefully examined and compared by scientific men. These investigations have led to the discovery that the tropical regions of the ocean are to the right whale as a sea of fire, through which he cannot pass, and into which he never enters. It has also been ascertained that the same kind of whale which is found off the shores of Greenland, in Baffins Bay, etcetera, is found in the North Pacific, and about Behrings Straits; and that the right whale of the southern hemisphere is a different animal from that of the northern. How, then, came the Greenland whales to pass from the Greenland seas to the Pacific? Not by the Capes Horn or Good Hope; the sea of fire precluded that. Clearly there was ground here for concluding that they did so through the (supposed) open sea lying beyond, or rather within, the frozen ocean.

It is true the objection might be made, that the same kind of whale which exists in the North Pacific exists also in the North Atlantic, although they never cross over to see each other. But another discovery has met this objection.

It is the custom among whalers to have their harpoons marked with date and name of ship, and Dr Scoresby, in his work on arctic voyages mentions several instances of whales having been taken near Behrings Straits, with harpoons in them bearing the stamp of ships that were known to cruise in the Greenland seas; and the dates on the harpoons were so recent as to preclude the supposition that the said whales had, after being struck, made a voyage round the capes above mentioned,  even were such a voyage possible to them. All this does not, indeed, absolutely prove the existence of an open arctic sea, but it does, we think, prove the existence of at least an occasionally open sea there, for it is well known that whales cannot travel such immense distances under ice.

But the most conclusive evidence that we have in regard to this subject is the fact, that one of the members of Dr Kanes expedition, while in search of Sir John Franklin, did actually, on foot, reach what we have every reason to believe was this open sea; but not being able to get their ship into it, the party had no means of exploring it, or extending their investigations. The account of this discovery is so interesting, and withal so romantic, that we extract a few paragraphs relating to it from Kanes work.

After spending the dreary winter in the ice-locked and unexplored channels beyond the head of Baffins Bay, Kane found his little ship still hopelessly beset in the month of June; he therefore resolved to send out a sledge-party under Morton, one of his best men, to explore the channel to the north of their position. After twelve days travelling they came to the base of the Great Glacier, where Morton left his party, and, in company with an Esquimaux named Hans, set out with a dog-sledge to prosecute the journey of exploration.

They walked on the sea-ice in a line parallel with the glacier, and proceeded twenty-eight miles that day, although the snow was knee-deep and soft. At the place where they encamped a crack enabled them to measure the ice. It was seven feet five inches thick! And this in June. We may mention here, in passing, that Dr Kane never got his vessel out of that frozen strait, which seems to be bound by perpetual ice. He and his party escaped with their lives; but the vessel that bore them thither is probably still embedded in that ice.

Next day Morton and Hans came to a region of icebergs, which had arrested a previous sledging-party of the same expedition. These (icebergs) were generally very high, evidently newly separated from the glacier. Their surfaces were fresh and glassy, and not like those generally met with in Baffins Bay,  less worn, and bluer, and looking in all respects like the face of the Great Glacier. Many were rectangular, some of them regular squares, a quarter of a mile each way; others more than a mile long.

To pass amidst these bergs was a matter of labour, difficulty, and danger. Sometimes the sides of them came so close together, that the men could scarcely squeeze between them, and they were obliged to search for other passages; in doing which, the variation of their compass confused them. At other times, a tolerably wide passage would appear between two bergs, which they would gladly follow; then a narrower one; then no opening in front, but one to the side. Following that a little distance, a blank ice-cliff would close the way altogether, and they were forced to retrace their steps and begin again.

Thus they puzzled their way through, like a blind man in the streets of a strange city; but more difficulties awaited them beyond. After advancing many miles they were arrested by broad rents in the ice, and were obliged to diverge frequently far out of their course, or to bridge the chasms over by cutting down the ice hummocks and filling them up with loose ice, until the dogs were able to haul the provision-sledge over.

Advancing thus for several days, and encamping on the snow at night, they at last came to a spot where the ice was dangerous. It was weak and rotten, and the dogs began to tremble. Proceeding at a brisk rate, they had got upon unsafe ice before they were aware of it. Their course was at the time nearly up the middle of the channel; but as soon as possible they turned, and by a backward circuit reached the shore. The dogs, as their fashion is, at first lay down and refused to proceed, trembling violently. The only way to induce the terrified, obstinate brutes to get on, was for Hans to go to a white-looking spot, where the ice was thicker, the soft stuff looking dark; then calling the dogs coaxingly by name, they would crawl to him on their bellies. So they retreated from place to place, until they reached the firm ice they had quitted. A half mile brought them to comparatively safe ice, a mile more to good ice again.

In the midst of this danger they had, during the liftings of the fog, sighted open water. Soon after they saw it plainly. So many long and dreary months had these men passed since they were gladdened by the sight of open water, that they could scarcely believe their eyes; and Morton declared, that but for the birds which were seen flying about it in great numbers, he would not have believed it.

They made for the land-ice as fast as possible, and quickly gained it; but the sea-ice had cracked off and sunk so much, that the land-ice presented a wall along the whole coast of about eight or nine feet high. It was quite perpendicular, in some places overhanging, so that it was a matter of the greatest difficulty they managed to throw up the provisions, clamber up themselves, and haul the dogs and sledge up afterwards. This accomplished, however, they were safe, and could advance with confidence. But this mass of land-ice became narrower as they proceeded, till at last it dwindled to a mere narrow ledge, clinging to the high, perpendicular cliffs, and looking as if at any moment it might crumble off and fall with them into the open water between it and the floating sea-ice.

The sea here was very deep and clear. They could see the bottom quite plainly, although a stone they cast in, the size of a mans head, took twenty-eight seconds to reach it.

Being now afraid of the ice-ledge, they attempted to find a path along the face of the cliff; but failing in this, Morton determined to leave part of the provisions in cache, and proceed with a lighter load. The cape round which they were travelling, and on the other side of which lay the open water, was extremely bold, and the ice-ledge at the end of it was barely three feet wide; so they were obliged to unloose the dogs, and drive them forward alone, then tilted the sledge on one runner, and thus pushed it past the worst place.

Here the ice on the sea was partly broken up, and a strong tide was running from the southward. The night before it had been running from the north. As they advanced, the channel became still more open, and after passing the cape they saw nothing but open water, with innumerable wild sea-birds of every description flying overhead, or disporting in the pools. Let it by observed here, however, that this was the open water of a strait or channel,  not the great Arctic Sea, about the probable existence of which we have been writing. Upon the ice-masses near them numerous seals were seen basking.

One thing that struck them much here was, that although strong north winds, amounting to a gale at times, had been blowing for several days, no ice had been brought down from the north into the channel, along the shore of which they travelled. Thick, damp fogs prevailed, preventing them from seeing far in advance at any time.

At last they came to a place where the broken ice of the shore rendered passage for the sledge impossible. They therefore tied the dogs, intending to push forward a short way alone. But they had not been sufficiently careful to secure them; for the poor animals, supposing themselves deserted, no doubt, succeeded in breaking their lines, and rejoined the two men in about an hour after. This, as it turned out, was rather a fortunate circumstance.

Preparatory to quitting their sledge, the men had loaded themselves with eight pounds of pemmican and two of biscuit, besides the artificial horizon, sextant, and compass, a rifle, and a boathook. They had not been an hour gone when, as above stated, four of the dogs overtook them. An hour afterwards they came upon a polar bear with her cub.

The fight that followed, although somewhat foreign to our subject, is so graphically described by Dr Kane, that we think it quite unnecessary to apologise for inserting it here.

The bear instantly took to flight; but the little one being unable to keep pace with her, she turned back, and, putting her head under its haunches, threw it some distance. The cub safe for the moment, she would then wheel round and face the dogs, so as to give it a chance to run away; but it always stopped, just as it alighted, till she came up and threw it ahead again; it seemed to expect her aid, and would not go on without it. Sometimes the mother would run a few yards ahead, as if to coax the young one up to her, and when the dogs came up she would turn and drive them back then, as they dodged her blows, she would rejoin the cub and push on, sometimes putting her head under it, sometimes catching it in her mouth by the nape of the neck.

For a time she managed her retreat with great celerity, leaving the two men far in the rear. They had engaged her on the land-ice; but she led the dogs in-shore, up a small stony valley which opened into the interior. After she had gone a mile and a half, her pace slackened, and, the little one being jaded, she soon came to a halt.

The men were then only half a mile behind, and running at full speed. They soon came up to where the dogs were holding her at bay. The fight was now a desperate one. The mother never went more than two yards ahead, constantly looking at the cub. When the dogs came near her, she would sit upon her haunches, and take the little one between her hind-legs, fighting the dogs with her paws, and roaring so that she could have been heard a mile off. Never was an animal more distressed. She would stretch her neck and snap at the nearest dog with her shining teeth, whirling her paws like the arms of a windmill. If she missed her aim, not daring to pursue one dog lest the others should harm the cub, she would give a great roar of baffled rage, and go on pawing and snapping, and facing the ring, grinning at them with her mouth stretched wide.

When the men came up the little one was perhaps rested, for it was able to turn round with its dam, no matter how quick she moved, so as to keep always in front of her belly. The five dogs were all the time frisking about her actively, tormenting her like so many gad-flies. Indeed they made it difficult to take an aim at her without killing them. But Hans, lying on his elbow, took a quiet aim, and shot her through the head. She dropped and rolled over dead, without moving a muscle.

The dogs sprang towards her at once; but the cub jumped upon her body and reared up, for the first time growling hoarsely. They seemed quite afraid of the little creature, she fought so actively, and made so much noise; and, while tearing mouthfuls of hair from the dead mother, they would spring aside the minute the cub turned towards them. The men drove the dogs off for a time, but were obliged to shoot the cub at last, as she would not quit the body.

Hans fired into her head. It did not reach the brain, though it knocked her down; but she was still able to climb on her mothers body, and try to defend it, her mouth bleeding like a gutter-spout. They were obliged to despatch her with stones.

After skinning the old one they gashed its body, and the dogs fed upon it ravenously. The little one they cached for themselves against their return.

This little fight quite knocked up Hans the Esquimaux; Morton therefore advanced alone, in the hope of being able to get beyond a huge cape that lay before him. On reaching it, the grand sight of an apparently boundless ocean of open water met his eye. Only four or five small pieces of ice were seen on the glancing waves of this hitherto unknown sea. Viewed from the cliffs, writes Dr Kane, and taking thirty-six miles as the mean radius open to reliable survey, this sea had a justly-estimated extent of more than 4000 square miles.

Here, then, in all probability, is the great Arctic Ocean that has been supposed to exist in a perpetually fluid state round the pole, encircled by a ring of ice that has hitherto presented an impenetrable barrier to all the adventurers of ancient and modern times. There were several facts connected with this discovery that go far to prove that this ocean is perpetually open.

Further south, where Dr Kanes brig lay in ice that seemed never to melt, there were few signs of animal life  only a seal or two now and then; but here, on the margin of this far northern sea, were myriads of water-fowl of various kinds.

The Brent goose, writes the Doctor, had not been seen before since entering Smiths Strait. It is well known to the polar traveller as a migratory bird of the American continent. Like the others of the same family, it feeds upon vegetable matter, generally on marine plants, with their adherent molluscan life. It is rarely or never seen in the interior; and from its habits may be regarded as singularly indicative of open water. The flocks of this bird, easily distinguished by their wedge-shaped line of flight, now crossed the water obliquely, and disappeared over the land to the north-east.

The rocks on shore were crowded with sea-swallows, birds whose habits require open water; and they were already breeding. The gulls were represented by no less than four species. The kittiwakes  reminding Morton of old times in Baffins Bay  were again stealing fish from the water (probably the small whiting), and their grim cousins, the burgomasters, enjoying the dinner thus provided at so little cost to themselves. It was a picture of life all round.

Here, for the first time, Morton noticed the arctic petrel,  a fact which shows the accuracy of his observation, though he had not been aware of its importance. This bird had not been met with since we left the north water of the English whalers, more than two hundred miles south of the position on which he stood. Its food is essentially marine; and it is seldom seen in numbers, except in the highways of open water frequented by the whale and the larger representatives of ocean life. They were in numbers flitting and hovering over the crests of the waves, like their relatives of kinder climates,  the Cape of Good Hope pigeons, Mother Careys chickens, and the petrels everywhere else.

It must have been an imposing sight, as Morton stood at this termination of his journey, looking out upon the great waste of waters before him. Not a speck of ice could be seen. There, from a height of 480 feet, which commanded a horizon of almost forty miles, his ears were gladdened with the novel music of dashing waves; and a surf, breaking in among the rocks at his feet, stayed his further progress.

Strong presumptive evidence, all this, that there is an ocean of open water round the pole, and a milder climate there than exists nearer to the arctic circle. Had the short barrier of ice that intervened between the brig and that mysterious sea been removed, as, perchance, it is sometimes removed by a hot summer, Dr Kane might have been the first to reach the North Pole. This, however, is reserved for some other navigator. The gallant Kane now lies in an early grave but some of his enterprising comrades have returned to those regions, bent on solving this problem; and it is possible that, even while we now write, their adventurous keel may be ploughing the waters of the hitherto untraversed and mysterious polar sea.




Chapter Thirteen.

Miscellaneous Phenomena of the Polar Seas and Regions  The Aurora Borealis  Ice-Blink  Optical Illusions  Anecdote of Scoresby  Haloes  Coronae  Mock Suns  Refraction  Frosts.

Owing to the intensity of the cold in the arctic regions, there are, as we may readily believe, many singular appearances connected with the ocean and the atmosphere, which are worthy of special notice.

Chief, perhaps, among the phenomena of those regions is the Aurora Borealis.

Ever mindful of the welfare of the creatures whom he has formed, the Almighty has appointed a light to mitigate the darkness of the polar regions when the sun, in its appointed course, withdraws for a season.

What the aurora borealis is no one knows, although many have hazarded opinions regarding it.

What it is like is known even to ourselves, though the faint indications of it which sometimes seen in our own heavens are not to be compared to the brilliancy of the spectacle that is occasionally presented in the northern skies.

The most ordinary aspect of the aurora is that of a band of pale-green light extending irregularly over part of the sky, and marked by wavy motions, as well as by varying brightness. Sometimes one part of this band becomes more bright than another part. Sometimes the whole seems to move gently, like the undulations of a flag in a light breeze; at other times more vigorous action takes place, and pointed tongues of light shoot vividly up into the zenith. This sometimes takes place so frequently, and the tongues are so long and numerous, that the aurora has been popularly termed the northern streamers.

Although pale-green is the most frequent colour, the aurora borealis has often been observed with blue and red hues; and the sky has been seen suffused with an intense crimson colour by it.

Captains Parry and Lyon saw these northern lights in full splendour during their residence in the arctic regions. They tell us that the aurora had a tendency to form an irregular arch, which, in calm weather, was very often distinct, though its upper boundary was seldom well defined; but whenever the air was agitated, showers of rays spread in every direction with the rapidity of lightning, but always appearing to move to and from a fixed point, somewhat like a ribbon held in the hand and shaken with an undulatory motion. No rule, however, could be traced in the movement of those lighter parcels called the merry dancers, which flew about perpetually towards every quarter; becoming in stormy weather more rapid in their motions, and sharing all the wildness of the blast. They gave an indescribable air of magic to the whole scene, and made it not wonderful that, by the untaught Indian, they should be viewed as the spirits of his fathers roaming through the land of souls.

We are told by some that the aurora borealis is accompanied by a loud hissing and crackling sound and Captain Lyon says that the sudden glare and rapid bursts of those wondrous showers of fire make it difficult to believe that their movements are wholly without sound. Yet such would seem to be the case, for the same authority tells us that he stood on the ice for hours listening intently and could hear nothing. He was thoroughly convinced that no sound proceeds from the aurora, and most intelligent voyagers support him in this opinion.

That the aurora dims the lustre of the stars seen through it, is a fact which was ascertained clearly by the same gentleman; and that it moves in a region beyond the clouds is also evident from the fact that when the latter covered the sky the aurora disappeared.

But some of the most singular appearances of the sea and sky in the polar regions are presented in summer. During that season the perpetual presence of the sun and the large tracts of ice floating about on the sea exert their opposing influences so as to produce the most astonishing results.

One part of the sea being covered with ice, produces a cold atmosphere; another part being free from ice, produces a warmer atmosphere. Refraction is the result of viewing objects through those different media, and very curious appearances follow. When Scoresby was in Greenland a singular atmospheric phenomenon occurred, whereby he became aware of the approach of his fathers ship some time before it rose above the horizon. He had reached Greenland before his father, who followed him in the Fame. The following is his account of the circumstance:

On my return to the ship, about eleven oclock, the night was beautifully fine and the air quite mild. The atmosphere, in consequence of the warmth, being in a highly refractive state, a great many curious appearances were presented by the land and icebergs. The most extraordinary effect of this state of the atmosphere, however, was the distinct inverted image of a ship in the clear sky, over the middle of the large bay or inlet, the ship itself being entirely beyond the horizon. Appearances of this kind I have before noticed, but the peculiarities of this were the perfection of the image, and the great distance of the vessel that it represented. It was so extremely well defined, that, when examined with a telescope, I could distinguish every sail, the general rig of the ship, and its peculiar character; insomuch that I confidently pronounced it to be my fathers ship the Fame, which it afterwards proved to be, though, on comparing notes with my father, I found that our relative positions at the time gave our distance from one another very nearly thirty miles, being about seventeen miles beyond the horizon, and some leagues beyond the line of direct vision.

Scoresby was, perhaps, one of the most persevering and intelligent observers of nature that ever went to the polar seas. His various accounts of what he saw are most interesting. We cannot do better than quote his remarks upon ice-blink, that curious appearance of white light on the horizon, whereby voyagers are led to infer the presence of ice:  

This appearance of the ice-blink, says he, occurred on the 13th of June 1820, in latitude 76 degrees north. The sky aloft was covered with dense, uniform, hazy cloud, which indeed occupied the whole of the heavens, excepting a portion near the horizon, where it seemed to be repelled. The upper white blink referred to ice about six miles distant, being beyond the horizon; the narrow yellowish portions referred to floes and compact ice; the lowest yellow blink, which in brightness and colour resembled the moon, was the reflection of a field at the distance of thirty miles, to which, directed by the blink, we made way in the Baffin, through the channels of water represented in the sky by bluish-grey streaks. The field we found to be a sheet of ice 150 miles in circumference!

Another very singular appearance observed occasionally in foggy weather is a series of bright circles, or coronae, surrounding the heads or persons of individuals in certain positions. We have, while standing at the mast-head of a vessel in Hudsons Straits, observed our own shadow thrown on the sea with a bright halo round it. The day was bright and hazy at the time. Referring to a particular case of this kind, Scoresby says:

During the month of July 1820, the weather being often foggy, with a bright sun sometimes shining at the height of the day, some extraordinary coronae were observed from the mast-head. These occurred opposite to the sun, the centre of all the circles being in a line drawn from the sun through the eye of the observer. On one occasion four coloured luminous circles were observed. The exterior one might be twenty degrees in diameter. It exhibited all the colours of the spectrum. The next, a little within it, was of a whitish-grey colour; the third was only four or five degrees in diameter, and though it exhibited the colours of the spectrum, these colours were not very brilliant. The fourth was extremely beautiful and brilliant. The interior colour was yellow, then orange, red, violet, etcetera. The colours of the whole three coronae were, I think, in the same order, but of this I am not very certain. Indeed, on reflection, I suspect that the second circle must have been in the reverse order of the first; the first and the fourth being the same. The third was not coloured. In the midst of these beautiful coronae I observed my own shadow, the head surrounded by a glory. All the coronae were evidently produced by the fog; my shadow was impressed on the surface of the sea.

The cause of these phenomena is the reflection of the suns rays, decomposed by different refractions in minute globules of water, of which the mist, wherein the coronae occur, in a great measure appears to consist.

Mock suns, or parhelia, are common appearances in northern skies. Sometimes two of these mock suns are seen, one on each side of their great original, glowing so brightly that either of them, if we could suppose it to have shone in the sky alone, would have made a very respectable sun indeed! Even four of these sun-dogs  as they are some times called  have been seen surrounding the sun; one on each side of it, one directly above, and one immediately below, with a ring of light connecting them together, a streak of light passing horizontally and another passing perpendicularly between them, thus forming a luminous cross, in the centre of which was the sun itself. This magnificent spectacle is sometimes enhanced by a second circle of light enclosing the whole, and the edges of several outer circles springing in faint light therefrom until gradually lost, leaving the imagination to call up the idea of an endless series of glories extending over the whole sky.

Refraction frequently causes grotesque as well as wonderful and beautiful appearances. Ships are sometimes seen with their hulls flattened and their masts and sails drawn out to monstrous dimensions; or the hulls are heightened so as to appear like heavy castle walls, while the masts and sails are rendered ludicrously squat and disproportioned; and not only so, but ships are often seen with their images inverted over their own masts, so that to the observer it appears as if one ship were balancing another upside down  mast-head to mast-head. Land and icebergs assume the same curious appearances  peaks touching peaks, one set pointing upwards, the other set pointing down, while the broad bases are elevated in the air. At other times the whole mass of land and ice on the horizon is more or less broken up and scattered about as if in confusion, yet with a certain amount of regularity in the midst of it all, arising from the fact of every object being presented in duplicate, sometimes triplicate, and occasionally, though seldom, four-fold.

When sharp sudden frosts occur in those regions, the splendour of the scenery is still further enhanced by the formation of innumerable minute crystals which sparkle literally with as much lustrous beauty as the diamond. On one occasion Scoresbys ship was decorated with uncommon magnificence, and in a peculiarly interesting manner.

In the course of the night, he writes, the rigging of the ship was most splendidly decorated with a fringe of delicate crystals. The general form of these was that of a feather having half of the vane removed. Near the surface of the ropes was first a small direct line of very white particles, constituting the stem or shaft of the feather; and from each of these fibres, in another plane, proceeded a short delicate range of spiculae or rays, discoverable only by the help of a microscope, with which the elegant texture and systematic construction of the feather were completed. Many of these crystals, possessing a perfect arrangement of the different parts corresponding with the shaft, vane, and rachis of a feather, were upwards of an inch in length, and three-fourths of an inch in breadth. Some consisted of a single flake or feather, but many of them gave rise to other feathers, which sprang from the surface of the vane at the usual angle. There seemed to be no limit to the magnitude of these feathers, so long as the producing cause continued to operate, until their weight because so great, or the action of the wind so forcible, that they were broken off and fell in flakes to the deck of the ship.

It is impossible for the mind to conceive the effect of such a galaxy of curious, and bright, and eminently beautiful combinations as are sometimes displayed in the arctic regions. None of the fabulous conceptions of man, even though profoundly elaborated and brightly gilded with the coruscations of the most sparkling genius and fancy, ever produced so gorgeous a spectacle as may be witnessed there every summer day. Four or five suns in the blue sky, with lines and circles of light shooting from or circling round them! Ice in all its quaint, majestic, and shining forms, rendered still more quaint and grand by the influence of refraction; and, by the same power, ships sailing in the sky, sometimes, as if Natures laws were abrogated, with their keels upwards, and their masts pointing to the sea! Walls of pure ice hundreds of feet high, many miles in extent, clear as crystal, and sending back the rays of heavens luminaries in broad blazing beams; while the icebergs pinnacles reflect them in sparkling points! White luminous fogs, like curtains of gauze, too thin to dim the general brightness, yet dense enough to invest the whole scene with a silver robe of mystery, and to refract the light and compel it to shine in great circles of prismatic colours! And everything  from the nature of the materials of which the gay scenery is composed  either white or blue, varying in all gradations from the fairest snow to the deepest azure, save where the rainbows delicate hues are allowed to intermingle enough of pink, yellow, purple, orange, and green to relieve the eye and enable it more fully to appreciate the virgin drapery of the scene. All this, seen in detail  seen frequently in rapid succession  sometimes seen almost all at one moment,  all this is absolutely beyond conception, and utterly beyond adequate description. Yet all this is seen at times in those realms of ice and snow, which are, as we have already said, too much represented as the gloomy, forbidding, inhospitable polar regions.

There are two sides to every picture. We take leave of this particular branch of our sun with the remark, that if the shady side of the far north is dreadfully dark and dreary, its bright side is intensely brilliant and beautiful.




Chapter Fourteen.

Animal Life in the Sea  Medusae  Food of the Whale  Phosphoric Light  Cause thereof  Luminosity of the Ocean.

Reference has elsewhere been made in this volume to the immense amount of animal life that exists in the ocean, not only in the form of fish of all sizes, but in that of animalcules, which, although scarcely visible to the naked eye, are, in some cases, so innumerable as to give a distinct colouring to the water.

The Medusae, or, more familiarly, sea blubbers, are seen in the waters that lave our own shores. They are of various sizes, from that of a large plate to a pin-head. They are almost colourless, like clear jelly, and when carelessly observed, seem to be dead objects drifting with the tide; but a closer observation shows that they are possessed of life, though not of a particularly active kind, and that they swim by alternate contractions and expansions of their bodies. These creatures constitute a large part of the whales food. Some of them are flat, some semi-globular, others are bell-shaped, while some have got little heads and small fins. Of these last it is said that each little creature has no fewer than three hundred and sixty thousand minute suckers on its head with which it seizes its prey. When we think of the exceeding smallness of the creatures thus preyed upon, and consider the fact that each little thing must obtain food by making war upon some creatures still smaller than itself, we are led almost in spite of ourselves into that mysteriously metaphysical question  infinitesimal divisibility; which may be translated thus  the endless division and subdivision of atoms. This subject has puzzled the heads of the profoundest philosophers of all ages; we will not, therefore, puzzle our readers with it any further.

Scoresby tells us that the colour of the Greenland Sea varies from ultramarine blue to olive-green, from the purest transparency to striking opacity; and that these colours are permanent, and do not depend on the state of the weather, but on the quality of the water. He observed that whales were found in much greater numbers in the green than in the blue water; and he found, on examining the former with the microscope, that its opacity and its colour were due to countless multitudes of those animalcules on which the whale feeds.

We need scarcely remark that it is utterly beyond the power of man to form anything approaching to a correct conception of the amount of life that is thus shown to exist in the ocean. Although it has pleased the Creator to limit our powers, yet it has also pleased him to leave the limit of those powers undefined. We may not, indeed, ever hope in this life to attain to perfect knowledge, nevertheless, by searching we may find out wisdom; and certain it is, that, although there undoubtedly must be a point of knowledge on any given subject which man cannot reach, there is in man a power incessantly to extend his knowledge and increase his powers of conception, by each successive effort that he makes in his course from the cradle to the grave.

Even although we were told the exact number of the little creatures that inhabit the sea, we could not, by any simple effort of the mind, however powerful, form a conception of what that number implied. We might shut ourselves up like the hermits of old, abstract our thoughts from all other things, and ponder the subject for weeks or months together, and at the termination of our effort we should be as wise as we were at its commencement, but no wiser. But by searching round the subject, and comparing lesser things with greater, although we should still fail to arrive at a full comprehension of the truth, we may advance our powers of conception very considerably beyond the point attained by our first effort; and which point, as we have said, could not be surmounted by a hairs breadth by the mere exertion of simple or abstract thought.

Dr Scoresbys remarks on the subject of animal life in the ocean, are so graphic and curious that we extract the passages verbatim from the admirable memoir of that gentleman, written by his nephew. He says:

I procured a quantity of snow from a piece of ice that had been washed by the sea, and was greatly discoloured by the decomposition of some peculiar substance upon it. A little of this snow dissolved in a wine-glass appeared perfectly nebulous  the water being found to contain a great number of semi-transparent spherical substances, with others resembling small portions of fine hair. On examining these substances with a compound microscope, I was enabled to make the following observations:  

The semi-transparent globules appeared to consist of an animal of the medusa kind. It was from one-twentieth to one-thirtieth of an inch in diameter. Its surface was marked with twelve distinct patches, or nebulae, of dots of a brownish colour. These dots were disposed in pairs, four pairs or sixteen pairs alternately, composing one of the nebula. The body of the medusa was transparent. When the water containing these animals was heated, it emitted a very strong odour, in some respects resembling the smell of oysters when thrown on hot coals, but much more offensive.

The fibrous or hair-like substances were more easily examined, being of a darker colour. They varied in length from a point to one-tenth of an inch; and when highly magnified, were found beautifully moniliform. Whether they were living animals, and possessed of locomotion, I could not ascertain. They possessed the property of decomposing light, and in some cases showed all the colours of the spectrum very distinctly.

I afterwards examined the different qualities of sea water, and found these substances very abundant in that of an olive-green colour; and also occurring, but in lesser quantity, in the bluish-green water. The number of medusae in the olive-green water was found to be immense. They were about one-fourth of an inch asunder. In this proportion, a cubic inch of water must contain 64; a cubic foot 110,592; a cubic fathom 23,887,872; and a cubic mile about 23,888,000,000,000,000.

Of course we have, in the last two numbers, reached the utterly incomprehensible; but Dr Scoresby goes into comparisons which help us a little, at least to ascertain how hopelessly beyond our conceptions such numbers are.

From soundings made in the situation where these animals were found, it is probable the sea is upwards of a mile in depth; but whether these substances occupy the whole depth is uncertain. Provided, however, the depth to which they extend be but two hundred and fifty fathoms, the above immense number of one species may occur in the space of two miles square. It may give a better conception of the amount of medusae in this extent, if we calculate the length of time that would be requisite, with a certain number of persons, for counting this number. Allowing that one person could count a million in seven days, which is barely possible, it would have required that eighty thousand persons should have started at the creation of the world to complete the enumeration at the present time!

What a stupendous idea this gives of the immensity of creation, and of the bounty of Divine Providence in furnishing such a profusion of life in a region so remote from the habitations of men!

The larger portion of these medusae, consisting of transparent substances of a lemon-yellow colour, and globular form, appeared to possess very little power of motion. Some of them were seen advancing by a slight waving motion, at the rate of a hundred and eightieth of an inch in a second; and others, spinning round with considerable celerity, gave great interest and liveliness to the examination. But the progressive motion of the most active, however distinct and rapid it might appear under a high magnifying power, was, in reality, extremely slow; for it did not exceed an inch in three minutes. At this rate they would require one hundred and fifty-one days to travel a nautical mile.

The vastness of their numbers, and their exceeding minuteness, are circumstances, discovered in the examination of these animalcules, of uncommon interest. In a drop of water examined by a power of 28.224 (magnified superficies) there were fifty in number, on an average, in each square of the micrometer glass, of an eight hundred and fortieth of an inch; and as the drop occupied a circle on a plate of glass containing 529 of these squares, there must have been, in this single drop of water, taken out of the yellowish-green sea, in a place by no means the most discoloured, about 26,450 animalcules. Hence, reckoning sixty drops to a dram, there would be a number in a gallon of water exceeding, by one half the amount of the population of the whole globe! It gives a powerful conception of the minuteness and wonders of creation, when we think of more than twenty-six thousand animals living, obtaining subsistence, and moving perfectly at their ease, without annoyance to one another, in a single drop of water... A whale requires a sea, an ocean, to sport in. About one hundred and fifty millions of these animalcules would have abundant room in a tumbler of water!

But besides furnishing food to the whale, and, no doubt, to many other of the inhabitants of the deep, those medusae are the cause of the phosphorescent light that sometimes glows on the ocean with resplendent brilliancy. We see this light oftentimes on our own coasts. It is usually of a pale bluish-white colour, more or less intense, apparently, according to the condition of the creatures by which it is emitted. It can only be seen at night. We have seen it on the west coast of Scotland, so bright that the steamer in which we sailed left behind her what appeared to be a broad highway of liquid fire.

At times it requires vigorous motion, such as takes place when an oar is dipped, a stone thrown, or paddle-wheels dashed into the water; but at other times, the mere motion of the ocean swell, even in calm weather, is sufficient to stir up the lambent light and cause the crest of every undulation to glitter as if tipped with burnished silver. In such circumstances we have seen the ends of the oars of a boat silvered with it when lifted out of the wave, and the drops which fell from them before being redipped resembled the most beautiful diamonds.

Mr P.H. Gosse, in his interesting work, The Ocean, gives the following account of this luminosity of the sea, as witnessed by himself on one occasion:

In a voyage to the Gulf of Mexico, I saw the water in those seas more splendidly luminous than I had ever observed before. It was indeed a magnificent sight, to stand on the fore-part of the vessel and watch her breasting the waves. The mass of water rolled from her bows as white as milk, studded with those innumerable sparkles of blue light. The nebulosity instantly separated into small masses, curdled like clouds of marbles, leaving the water between of its own clear blackness; the clouds soon subsided, but the sparks remained. Sometimes one of these points, of greater size and brilliancy than the rest, suddenly burst into a small cloud of superior whiteness to the mass, and be then lost in it. The curdling of the milky appearance into clouds and masses, and its quick subsidence, were what I had never before observed elsewhere.

Many scientific travellers have carefully examined this subject, and we believe that all agree in referring this beautiful appearance to the medusae. One gentleman drew a bucketful of water from the sea when it was in this condition, and found, on examining it in a dark place, that the little creatures could be distinctly seen emitting a bright speck of light. Sometimes this was like a sudden flash, at others appearing like an oblong or round luminous point, which continued bright for a short time, like a lamp lit beneath the water and moving through it, still possessing its definite shape, and then suddenly disappearing. When the bucket was sharply struck on the outside, there would appear at once a great number of these luminous bodies, which retained their brilliant appearance for a few seconds, and then all was dark again. They evidently appeared to have it under their own will, giving out their light frequently, at various depths in the water, without any agitation being given to the bucket. At times might be seen minute but pretty bright specks of light, darting across a piece of water and then vanishing; the motion of the light being exactly that of the cyclops through the water. Upon removing a tumblerful from the bucket, and taking it to the light, a number of cyclops were accordingly found swimming and darting about in it.

We have given the above quotation at full length, because it proves, in an interesting manner, the fact that phosphorescence, or luminosity, of the sea is actually produced by multitudes of living creatures. We cannot pass from it, however, without expressing our difference of opinion in regard to the power of the medusae to emit their light at will.

It seems much more probable that the light is the result of passion and action. When a mans feelings are strongly roused, whether pleasurably or otherwise, he usually starts into action under a sudden impulse, which sends the blood violently through his veins, causing his face to become flushed and red. This reddening is not the result of will. It is the unavoidable result of passionate impulse, and could not possibly be produced by an effort of the will.

It is well known that electric fluid permeates the bodies of all animals, more or less; and it is quite conceivable that under the influence of nervous impulse one creature should become luminous, while another only becomes red. Man leaps and sings for joy; and the result is, that the actions cause his countenance to glow with colour. The marine animalcule, experiencing a sudden influx of delight, darts hither and thither under the strong impulse of its exuberant glee; and the result is, that its little body gleams with light. Vigorous action is the direct cause of the emission of light in the one case, just as vigorous action is the direct cause of the suffusion of the countenance in the other. But in both cases the primary cause is passion  at least so it seems to us.

No doubt fear as well as joy may create vigorous action, and produce the same result; but as we know that, as a general rule, there is much more of joy than of fear dwelling at all times in the hearts of Gods creatures, we can well believe that the amount of luminosity produced in the sea by the latter passion is immeasurably smaller than that produced by the former. We are thus, therefore, set free to indulge in the pleasing reflection that when we behold that magnificent gleaming of the sea, which almost resembles liquid silver reflecting the stars of heaven, we are witnessing the frolicsome and joyous gambols of those myriads of little beings to whom the beneficent Creator has assigned the ocean as their dwelling-place.

The theory which we have ventured to propound in regard to vigorous impulse (whether of joy or fear) being the cause of eliciting luminosity, is supported in some degree by the remark in our last quotation, that when the bucket was sharply struck, there appeared at once a number of luminous bodies, which shone for a few seconds, and then disappeared. Undoubtedly the poor little things got a fright when their residence was sharply assailed in such an unusual manner; their energies were roused, and their light emitted. Then, as they gradually calmed down, their light disappeared.

We are further told that when a drop of sulphuric acid was put into a tumbler of water, several bright flashes were seen. This, we venture to think, was somewhat similar to the putting of a few drops of brandy and water into the human stomach; the usual result of which is, as we all know, to produce several bright flashes of wit, if not of light, or of something at least meant to be remarkably luminous!

But this luminosity is not entirely confined to the minute creatures of the sea. Some fish have the power of emitting light. Some species of the shark emit a greenish light; and the sun-fish is said, when seen down in the sea on a dark night, to glow like a white-hot cannon-ball. Fish when dead and putrid frequently glow in the dark with a truly magnificent light, as can be proved by every one who will take the trouble to procure several kinds of fish, and keep them, for the purpose of proving the fact, in a dark closet.

Of all the minute inhabitants of the deep, that which is to our mind the most curious, both as to its nature and its stupendous works, is the coral insect. This creature is much too important to be dragged in at the tail of a chapter. We will, therefore, commence its history in a new one.




Chapter Fifteen.

Coral Insects and Coral Islands  Polynesia  Operations of the Coral Insect  Growth of Coral Reefs.

Many of the large and beautiful islands that stud the Pacific Ocean, like emeralds in a field of blue, are artificial; that is to say, they were made by artists  they were actually built by artisans!

These artisans are the coral insects; and as they not only affect the face of the sea by raising large islands above it, but also, in consequence of their labours, assist in causing the circulation of the ocean, we think they are justly entitled to very special attention.

The great archipelago called Polynesia covers an area of the Pacific nearly 5000 miles in length, and not far short of 2000 in breadth. Some of the islands of this group are of volcanic origin, and some are crystal; but by far the greater number are of coral formation  the work of those curious little insects, which are so small that they inhabit a dwelling sometimes little larger than a pin-point.

The manner in which these islands are made is, to some extent, a matter of uncertainty. The most generally received opinion is, that the insects fasten round the summit of a submarine mountain, and build upwards until they reach the surface of the sea, where they die, and their labours cease. As, however, the sea is sometimes unfathomable close to those islands, it has been supposed that the submarine islands on which the corallines began to build have gradually subsided, and that, as they did so, the insects always built a little more, so as to keep the top of their structures on a level with the sea. Above the sea they cannot build. To be washed by the waves is essential to their existence.

We do not think this a very satisfactory theory, because it supposes a prolonged subsiding of these islands, and then an unaccountably sudden stoppage. For although the corallines might continue to build during the whole time of subsidence, it were utterly impossible that the coral island, with its luxuriant herbage, could be formed until that subsidence should have ceased. The manner in which the islands are formed makes this obvious.

When the coral reef, as it is called, reaches the surface, it advances no further. Soon the action of the waves breaks off the branches of the upper portions of coral, which are tossed upon the reef, and pulverised into fine sand. This goes on increasing until the island rises a little above the waves.

When this happens, birds alight there; sea-drift is carried thither; seeds are blown to it by the wind; and gradually a few green blades arise. From this little beginning it is easy to conceive the process by which at last a flourishing island springs up. At the same time, it is not easy to see how such islands could ever be formed on the supposition that the submarine rocks on which they were founded were perpetually subsiding.

But be that as it may, we have no difficulty in understanding the fact that the coral insect does build those islands. It possesses the power of secreting the lime held in solution by sea water, and depositing the same on the rocks below the waves. The coral rock is the edifice of the coralline. The insect itself is a soft and very minute worm, which, when washed by the waves, thrusts its head out of its tiny little door, and spreading abroad its numerous feelers, so that it resembles a beautiful little star, moves these about as if enjoying itself  though, doubtless, it is actually engaged in the process of manufacturing its little atom of coral rock.

It is extremely interesting to think of the immense power of union thus exhibited. Singly, those little creatures could not produce a sufficient result to attract the attention of any creature save such as chanced to come in direct and close contact with its little cell. United, they have formed vast islands, which have become the abode of man, and which, in the aggregate, form no inconsiderable portion of the globe.

The consideration of this leads us to perceive that God has ordained that units cannot, separately, accomplish much; and that united effort, in order to be successful, requires the harmonious action of units. A house divided against itself cannot stand. The innumerable and eminently beautiful isles of the Pacific had never stood where they now stand if the curious, and separately insignificant, little architects that reared them had not wrought unitedly upon a fixed and systematic plan  each insect working its utmost from the hour of its birth until that of its death.

There are various kinds of coral insects, which form varied species of coral rock. Some kinds of coral assume the form of rounded masses; some are like a branching shrub; others are in layers, or thin plates; and some are shaped like the human brain, from which they derive their name  brainstones. These different kinds differ also in colour, and thus present a beautiful appearance when seen at the bottom of clear and shallow water.

In regard to the rate at which the corallines build their cells there is some diversity of opinion  some asserting that the process is imperceptible, while others state as positively that it is rapid. There can be no doubt that some localities and positions are more favourable to the growth of coral than others. Dr Allan, while at Madagascar, made several experiments to test this. He selected several masses of coral, each weighing about ten pounds, and of different species. These he placed three feet below the surface of the sea, and staked them in to prevent removal. In a little more than six months they were found to have risen nearly to the surface, and to have attached themselves to the solid rock.

There is also a case mentioned of a ship in the Persian Gulf which, in the course of twenty months, had her copper encased with living coral to the thickness of two feet.

On the other hand, it is asserted, and we doubt not with equal truth, that many reefs do not seem to increase in size in the course of many years.

When a coral reef has reached the surface, the formation of an island instantly begins; but it necessarily takes a long time ere this island becomes habitable by man. Among the first plants that raise their heads to the sea-breeze is the graceful cocoa-nut palm. This tree is exceedingly hardy, and is found growing on reefs which are so low that at a distance the trees seem to be standing on the surface of the water. Indeed many of them spring out of the pure white sand, and their roots are washed perpetually by the salt spray. Nevertheless, the fruit of such trees is sweet and good.

Coral islands of the kind we have just described seldom rise more than a few feet above the level of the sea; but most of them are clothed with luxuriant vegetation.

We might easily fill a volume on the subject of the oceans inhabitants, small and great; but we think the few to which we have made reference is sufficient for the purpose of showing that one set of creatures accounts for that strange luminosity of the ocean which is seen at times in all marine parts of the globe, while another set accounts not only for the sudden appearance of coral islands in the sea where no such islands existed in days of old, but also, partly, for that circulation of the waters of the ocean which is absolutely necessary to the wellbeing of all the creatures on this earth.

There are other animals in the sea, besides medusae, which assist in giving luminosity to its waters; and there are other insects, besides corallines, which extract its lime, destroy its equilibrium, and assist in causing its perpetual motion; but the two species which we have described are the best types of the respective classes to which they belong.




Chapter Sixteen.

Volcanic Islands  Opinions of the Ancients Atlantis  Instance of the Formation of a Volcanic Island  Conclusion.

In the last chapter we described the manner in which a certain class of islands in the South Seas are formed; in the present we will make a few observations on another class, which have sprung up from the bottom of the sea, as if by magic, under the irresistible influence of fire.

There are volcanoes in the sea, as well as on the land; and these volcanoes have in former times up-heaved huge masses of land so as to form large islands, while in other cases they have caused islands formerly in existence to subside and disappear.

In the writings of the ancients we find reference made to an island which, if it ever did exist, now exists no longer. It was situated opposite the Straits of Gibraltar, was nearly two hundred miles in length, and was called Atlantis  hence the name of the Atlantic Ocean. Many believe, and with some reason, we think, that this island was not altogether a myth, although much that is said of it is undoubtedly fabulous.

Plato tells us that it was a large island in the Western Ocean, situated before or opposite to the Straits of Gades; and that out of this island there was an easy passage into some others which lay near a large continent, exceeding in bigness all Europe and Asia. So far Plato may have told the truth, and from this passage it is conjectured that the existence of the continent of America was known to the ancients. But he goes on, immediately after, to draw upon his imagination, and to tell us that Neptune settled on this island, and that his posterity dwelt there for a period of nine thousand years in the midst of fertility and abundance. But, not content with their ample possessions and prolific soil, they went over to Africa and Europe, and even penetrated into Asia, bent on conquest.

Passing from this mixture of probable truth and undoubted fable, Plato then asserts that the island of Atlantis finally sank and disappeared. This may or may not be true, but there is more reason for our crediting the statement than many people would suppose. Certain it is that no such island exists at the present time, but it is believed by some that the Azores, which are volcanic in their formation, are the summits of the mountain ranges of the Atlantis of the ancients.

But the best evidence we have of the possible existence of such an island is the fact that in modern times an island has been seen to rise out of the sea, and, after a time, to disappear, under the influence of volcanic action.

This remarkable event is related by Captain Tillard, an officer of the British Navy, who saw it on the 12th of June 1811, when approaching the island of St. Michael. On this occasion smoke was seen to rise from the surface of the sea, and, soon after, showers of cinders to burst forth. We cannot do better than give the captains own words, as follows:

Imagine an immense body of smoke rising from the sea, the surface of which was marked by the silvery rippling of the waves. In a quiescent state it had the appearance of a circular cloud revolving on the water, like a horizontal wheel, in various and irregular involutions, expanding itself gradually on the lee side; when, suddenly, a column of the blackest cinders, ashes, and stones, would shoot up in the form of a spire, at an angle of from ten to twenty degrees from a perpendicular line, the angle of inclination being universally to windward. This was rapidly succeeded by a second, third, and fourth shower, each acquiring greater velocity, and overtopping the other, till they had attained an altitude as much above the level of our eye as the sea was below it.

As the impetus with which the several columns were severally propelled diminished, and their ascending motion had nearly ceased, they broke into various branches resembling a group of pines. These again formed themselves into festoons of white feathery smoke, in the most fanciful manner imaginable, intermixed with the finest particles of falling ashes; which at one time assumed the appearance of innumerable plumes of black and white ostrich feathers surmounting each other; at another, that of the light wavy branches of a weeping willow.

During these bursts the most vivid flashes of lightning continually issued from the densest part of the volcano; and the cloud of smoke now ascending to an altitude much above the highest point to which the ashes were projected, rolled off in large masses of fleecy clouds, gradually expanding themselves before the wind, in a direction nearly horizontal, and drawing up to them a quantity of water-spouts, which formed a most beautiful and striking addition to the general appearance of the scene.

Such is the description given of this submarine volcano in action; and the crater which was thrown up at the time was about twenty feet above the level of the sea. As Captain Tillard could not, however, delay his voyage to make further observations at that time, the action that subsequently took place is not known; but its results were seen shortly afterwards.

In about three weeks after the date of his passing the spot, Captain Tillard returned to it and found an island of about a mile in circumference, with a height of between two and three hundred feet at its highest point. There was no violent eruption going on, although the craters still emitted smoke. He therefore landed, and, on reaching the largest crater, found it to be full of boiling water, which overflowed and found its way to the ocean in a river of about six yards in width. This island, however, was not a permanent addition to the worlds archipelago. It sank into the ocean again, and disappeared in October of the same year in which it rose.

In commencing this little book we set out with the intention of rambling hither and thither, among things that relate to the sea, without regard to order. We have carried out our intention; and now, at the close of our task, find that the more we listen to the Oceans Voice, the more we find its tale to be interminable, though the reverse of uninteresting.

In these rambles we have sought to treat chiefly of those scientific facts relating to the sea and the atmospheric ocean, which are not so frequently made the subject of books for the young, as are the wild and daring deeds of man upon the surface of the mighty deep.

It is not sufficient that man should become acquainted with the doings of his fellows on the sea. This is but one branch of general knowledge, and a very secondary one compared with that infinitely higher branch which treats of the workings of the Almighty in the ocean; workings which render it what it is  not merely a means of commercial enterprise for man and a home for fish, but also a great purifier and revivifier of the earth and sweetener of the atmosphere. God is the great first cause of all that is and that operates in the universe. It were an act of presumption to inquire into what we may term the first acts of the Almightys power. But there is no presumption  on the contrary there is propriety, as well as the highest gratification of which the human mind is capable  in penetrating through the paths of knowledge up to that first series of second causes which circle like a glory round the fountain-head. We may not put the question, How did God create all things out of nothing? but, all things having been created, it is quite legitimate to inquire how the circles of their manifold operations are carried on, and in what respect the things that be do affect each other.

No book that has of late years issued from the press treats more eloquently and interestingly of such subjects of inquiry than that admirable work of Captain Maury of the United States Navy, entitled The Physical Geography of the Sea. Much of the substance of what we have written has been culled from the pages of that fascinating volume. But we have merely plucked one or two leaves, as it were, and presented them to our readers in the hope that they may be tempted by their fragrance to pluck the flower. The mysteries of the atmospheric and aqueous oceans are here treated of fully, yet so agreeably, that one is frequently apt to fancy one is perusing the pages of romance.

In our own little book we have been compelled to skim lightly, and, in many places, to pass over subjects of great interest.

As for other subjects connected with the sea, of which we may not treat, they are innumerable. Of the sea-weeds that clothe the bottom of the deep with the rich profusion and glowing colours of the gardens of earth  of the myriads of animalcules (besides those we have mentioned) that disport in its waters and fill the abyss with life and lambent fire  of the great whales and other huge creatures that revel in its depths and lash its waters in their terrible might  of these and a host of kindred subjects, our space forbids our saying more than that the Voice of Ocean has much to tell us in regard to them, and in regard to the provident care of their beneficent Creator.
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Chapter One.

Opens the Tale.

Some time within the first quarter of the present nineteenth century, a little old lady  some people would even have called her a dear little old lady  sat one afternoon in a high-backed chair beside a cottage window, from which might be had a magnificent view of Sicilian rocks, with the Mediterranean beyond.

This little old lady was so pleasant in all respects that an adequate description of her is an impossibility. Her mouth was a perfect study. It was not troubled with anything in the shape of teeth. It lay between a delicate little down-turned nose and a soft little up-turned chin, which two seemed as if anxious to meet in order to protect it. The wrinkles that surrounded that mouth were innumerable, and each wrinkle was a distinct and separate smile; so that, whether pursing or expanding, it was at all times rippling with an expression of tender benignity.

This little old lady plays no part in our tale; nevertheless she merits passing introduction as being the grandmother of our hero, a Sicilian youth of nineteen, who, at the time we write of, sat on a stool at her feet engaged in earnest conversation.

Grandmother, said the youth in a perplexed mood, why wont you let me go into the Church instead of brother Lucien? Im certain that he does not want to, though he is fit enough, as far as education goes, and goodness; but you know well enough that he is desperately fond of Juliet, and she is equally desperate about him, and nothing could be more pleasant than that they should get married.

Tut, child, you talk nonsense, said the old lady, letting a sigh escape from the rippling mouth. Your fathers dearest wish has always been to see Lucien enter the Church, and although Juliet is our adopted child, we do not intend to interfere with the wishes of her uncle the abbot, who has offered to place her in the convent of Saint Shutemup. As to you taking Luciens place,  here the mouth expanded considerably ah! Mariano, you are too foolish, too giddy; better fitted to be a sailor or soldier I should think

How! interrupted Mariano. Do you then estimate the profession of the soldier and sailor so low, that you think only foolish and giddy fellows are fit for it?

Not so, child; but it is a school which is eminently fitted to teach respect and obedience to foolish and giddy fellows who are pert to their grandmothers.

Ah! how unfair, exclaimed Mariano, with assumed solemnity; I give you good advice, with gravity equal to that of any priest, and yet you call me pert. Grandmother, you are ungrateful as well as unjust. Have I not been good to you all my life?

You have, my child, said the little old lady; very good  also rather troublesome, especially in the way of talking nonsense, and Im sorry to find that although your goodness continues, your troublesomeness does not cease!

Well, well, replied the youth, with a sprightly toss of the head, Lucien and I shall enjoy at least a few weeks more of our old life on the blue sea before he takes to musty books and I to the stool of the clerk. Ah, why did you allow father to give us a good education? How much more enjoyable it would have been to have lived the free life of a fisherman  or of that pig, he said, pointing to one which had just strayed into the garden and lain down to roll in the earth what happy ignorance or ignorant happiness; what concentrated enjoyment of the present, what perfect oblivion as to the past, what obvious disregard of the future

Ay, interrupted the little old lady, what blissful ignorance of the deeds of ancient heroes, of the noble achievements of great and good men, of the adventures of Marco Polo, and Magellan, and Vasco de Gama, over whose voyages you have so often and so fondly pored.

I see, grandmother, that it is useless to argue with you. Let us turn to a graver subject. Tell me, what am I to bring you from Malta? As this is in very truth to be our last voyage, I must bring you something grand, something costly.  Ah, here comes Juliet to help us to decide.

As he spoke a pretty dark-eyed girl of nineteen entered the room and joined their council, but before they had gone very deep into the question which Mariano had propounded, they were interrupted by the entrance of the head of the house, Francisco Rimini, a strong portly man of about fifty years of age, with a brown, healthy complexion, grizzled locks, a bald pate, and a semi-nautical gait. He was followed by a stranger, and by his eldest son, Lucien  a tall, grave, slender youth of twenty-three, who was in many respects the opposite of his brother Mariano, physically as well as mentally. The latter was middle-sized, broad-shouldered, and very powerful, with short curly brown hair, flashing eyes and sprightly disposition  active as a kitten, and rather mischievous. Lucien was grave, gentle, and studious; elegantly rather than powerfully formed, and disposed rather to enjoy fun by looking on than engaging in it. Both brothers, as well as their father, possessed kindly dispositions and resolute spirits.

Mother, said Francisco, let me introduce to you my friend Signor Bacri, a merchant who goes in my vessel as a passenger to Malta. He dines with us to-day; and that reminds me that you must hasten our dinner, as events have transpired which oblige me to set sail two hours earlier than I had intended; so please expedite matters, Juliet.

The stranger bowed with Oriental dignity to the little old lady, and, seating himself by her side, entered into conversation.

Bacri was a middle-aged man of magnificent appearance. From the cast of his features it was easy to perceive that he was of Jewish extraction, and his proportions might have been compared to those of the ancient enemy of his nation, Goliath. Like Saul, he was a head and shoulders higher than ordinary men, yet he evidently placed no confidence in his physical strength, for although his countenance was grave and his expression dignified, he stooped a good deal, as though to avoid knocking his head against ceilings and beams, and was singularly humble and unobtrusive in his manners. There was a winning softness, too, in his voice and in his smile, which went far to disarm that distrust of and antipathy to his race which prevailed in days of old, and unfortunately prevails still, to some extent, in Christendom.

With the activity of a good housewife, Juliet expedited the operations of the cook; dinner was served in good time; Francisco, who was owner of his vessel and cargo as well as padrone or captain, entertained Bacri with accounts of his adventures on the sea, which the Jew returned in kind with his experiences of mercantile transactions in savage lands. Mariano drank in all that they said with youthful avidity, and the little old ladys mouth rippled responsive, like the aspen leaf to the breeze; while Lucien and Juliet, thus left to themselves, had no other resource than to entertain each other as best they could!

Then the adieux were said, the voyagers went down to the port, embarked on board their good ship  a trim-built schooner  and set sail with a fair wind.

I wish I saw them all safe back again! said the little old lady, with a sigh.

Juliet said nothing, though she echoed the sigh.

Meanwhile the schooner leant over to the breeze, and ere night-fall left the shores of Sicily far behind.




Chapter Two.

Unfolds a Little of the Tale.

Another and a very different vessel chanced to be floating in those seas at the time the Sicilian trader set sail. At a distance she might have been mistaken for a fishing-boat, for she carried only two lateen sails, of that high triangular form which may still be seen in the Mediterranean and on the lakes of Switzerland. In reality, however, the vessel was of greater dimensions than even the largest boat, and her main-mast with its sail was of gigantic proportions. She was also full-decked, and several pieces of heavy ordnance pointed their black muzzles from port-holes in her bulwarks.

No one could have mistaken her character as a vessel of war, for, besides the guns referred to, she had an unusually large crew of bronzed and stalwart men. Their costume, as well as their arms, told that these were of Eastern origin. Although there was much variety in detail, they all wore the same gold-laced jackets, the same loose Turkish drawers gathered in below the knees, and broad silken scarfs round their waists, with richly chased silver-mounted pistols and yataghans or curved swords. Some wore the turban, others the blue-tasselled red fez or tarbouch of Tunis, while a few contented themselves with a kerchief tied loosely round their heads.

One, who appeared to be the captain of the vessel, stood near the steersman, leaning on the bulwarks, and scanning the horizon with a telescope. His costume was similar to that of his men, but of richer material.

It is certainly a sail, said he whom we have styled the captain to one who stood by his side, and might have been his lieutenant or mate.

She bears sou-west, I think, replied the latter.

So much the better, returned the captain; let her fall off a little  so, steady. If this wind holds for half an hour we shall get well abreast of her, and then

The captain shut up the telescope with an emphatic bang, by way of termination to his remark, and, turning on his heel, paced the deck rapidly by the side of his mate.

We have been unlucky hitherto, he observed; perchance fortune may change and now be favourable. At all events, we shall be ready. See, the breeze freshens. Go, call up the men and clear for action.

The breeze had indeed been freshening while he spoke, and now came down in a series of squalls that caused the piratical-looking craft to lie over as if she were about to capsize. The vessel which they were pursuing also bent over to the breeze and crowded all sail; for well did Francisco, its owner and padrone, know, from past experience, that Algerine corsairs were fast sailers, and that his only hope lay in showing them his heels! He had often given them the slip before  why should he not again?

While thus doing his best to escape, however, the bluff merchant did not neglect to make preparations for defence.

Clear away the big gun, he said to Mariano, who acted as his first officer, Lucien being the scrivano or supercargo of the vessel; tis a good piece, and has turned the flight of many a pirate with its first bark.

The latter part of this remark was addressed to Bacri, who stood, leaning over the taffrail, looking anxiously at the vessel in chase.

If it be Sidi Hassan, muttered the Jew half aloud, there is little chance

What say you? demanded Francisco.

I say that if it be the vessel of a man whom I happen to know, you will have to trust to your sails for deliverance  fighting will be of no avail.

Francisco looked at the Jew with some surprise, not unmingled with contempt.

A warlike spirit, it seems, does not always consort with a powerful frame, he said; but how come you to have scraped acquaintance with these pirates, whose existence is a blight upon the commerce of the Mediterranean, and a disgrace to our age?

None should know better than thyself that a trader, like any other traveller, becomes acquainted with strange bedfellows, replied Bacri, with a quiet smile. As to a warlike spirit, of what use would it be in a despised Israelite to display such?

There is truth in that, returned the padrone in a more respectful tone; nevertheless, if fighting becomes needful, I trust that one furnished with such thews and sinews will not fail to lend effective aid.

That he will not, I dare say; and here is a cutlass for him, wherewith to carve a name and fame, said Mariano, coming aft at the moment and presenting the weapon to Bacri, who took it with a half-humorous smile, and laid it on the seat beside him.

Hast got the big gun ready, boy? demanded Francisco.

Ay  loaded her almost to the muzzle. I ordered her to be double-shotted, and that big black rascal Manqua slily crammed in a handful of nails without leave. I only hope she wont burst.

Burst! exclaimed the padrone, with a laugh; if [image: img129.jpg]you were to load her even beyond the muzzle she wouldnt burst. I remember once loading her with a full dose of canister, and clapped two round shot on the top of that, after which the same negro you have mentioned, (for he has a tendency in that way), shoved in a handspike without orders, and let the whole concern fly at a pirate boat, which it blew clean out of the water: she well-nigh burst the drums of our ears on that occasion, but showed no sign whatever of bursting herself.

Nevertheless, said Bacri earnestly, I advise you to trust entirely to your sails.

We havent another stitch of canvas to set, said Francisco in reply; and if we had, the old schooner couldnt stand it, for, as you may see, the strain is already as much as she can bear.

This was indeed the case, for the vessel was by that time flying before a stiff breeze, with all the sail set that she could carry, while the water dashed in clouds from her bows, and rushed over her lee bulwarks.

But the sailing powers of the pirate-vessel were superior to those of the trading schooner. In a short time she was close alongside, and fired a shot across her bows to cause her to heave-to. This, however, the determined skipper resolved not to do. In reply he sent on board the pirates the varied contents of the big gun, which cut the halyards of their smaller sail, and brought it down on the deck. This result was celebrated by a hearty cheer from the schooners crew. The pirates, in return, discharged a broadside which cut away the foremast of the schooner, thus rendering escape impossible.

Now, men, cried Francisco, when the disaster occurred, you must this day make your choice  victory or slavery  for there is no mercy in the breasts of these scoundrels.

He waited for no reply, but at once sprang to the big gun, which had been re-loaded with a charge so miscellaneous that the sable Manqua grinned with satisfaction as he endeavoured to ram it home.

Meanwhile Mariano and Lucien placed the men, who were armed to the teeth, at the gangways, and along the weather-side of the schooner, to be in readiness to repel the foe when they should attempt to board.

There was no hesitation on the part of the pirates, although they saw plainly the vigorous preparations which were being made to receive them. Bearing down on the crippled vessel at full speed, in spite of the bellowing discharge from the great gun, and a well-delivered volley of small shot, which stretched many of them on the deck, they ran straight against her, threw grappling-irons into the rigging, and sprang on board with a fierce yell.

The mêlée that followed was sharp, but very short and decisive. The Sicilian crew fought with the courage of desperate men, but were almost instantly overpowered by numbers. Mariano had singled out the pirate captain as his own special foe. In making towards the spot where he expected that he would board, he observed the tall Jew standing by the wheel with his arms crossed on his breast, and regarding the attack with apparent indifference.

What! cried Mariano, anger mingling with his surprise, do you stand idle at such a moment?

You will miss your chance, returned Bacri, giving a glance and a nod towards the side of the vessel where the pirate captain stood ready to spring.

Almost at the instant that the brief hint was given, Mariano had sprung to the bulwarks, and parried the thrust of a boarding-spike, which act unfortunately disconcerted his aim in discharging his pistol. Next moment he had seized the pirate by the throat, and fell with him to the deck, where a fierce struggle ensued.

We have said that the Sicilian youth was powerfully made, but the pirate captain was more than a match for him in size, if not in courage; nevertheless, the superior activity of Mariano, coupled with the fact that he chanced to fall uppermost, gave him an advantage which would in a few moments have cost the pirate his life, had not a blow from behind rendered his youthful adversary insensible.

Rising hastily and regaining the yataghan which had fallen from his grasp in the struggle, the pirate captain was about to rush again into the fight, but, perceiving that although one or two of the schooners crew still showed resistance, his men were almost everywhere in possession of the deck, he desisted, and turned with a look of surprise to the man who had freed him from his antagonist.

You here, Bacri! he said. Truly my fate is a hard one when it condemns me to be rescued by a dog of a Jew.

It might have been harder, Sidi Hassan, if it had condemned you to be slain by the hand of a Christian, replied the Jew, with an air of humility that scarcely harmonised with his towering height and his breadth of shoulder.

Hassan uttered a short laugh, and was about to reply when a shout from his men caused him to run to the forward part of the vessel, where Francisco, Lucien, and the warlike negro already referred to were still fighting desperately, surrounded by pirates, many of whom were badly wounded. It was well for the three heroes that their foes had discharged all their pistols at the first rush. Some of them, now rendered furious by the unexpectedly successful opposition made by the dauntless three, as well as by the smarting of their wounds, were hastily re-loading their weapons, when their captain came forward. It was obvious that mercy or forbearance had been driven from their breasts, and that a few seconds more would put a bloody end to the unequal contest.

Spare them, Sidi Hassan, said the Jew in a deeply earnest tone.

Why should I spare them? returned the captain quietly; they deserve to die, and such men would prove to be but troublesome slaves.

The Jew bent towards Hassans ear and whispered.

Ha! sayest thou so? exclaimed the pirate, with a piercing glance at his companion. May I trust thee, Jew?

You may trust me, replied the Jew, apparently quite unmoved by the insolent tones of the other.

Stand back, men! cried Hassan, springing between the combatants; death by sword or pistol is too good for these Christian dogs; we shall reserve them for something better. Then, turning to Francisco, Lay down your arms.

We will lay down our arms, answered the bluff merchant, who was not at all sorry to obtain this brief period of breathing-time, when we have laid you and a few more of your ruffians on the deck.

Hassan turned to his men and gave them an order in the Turkish language.

Several of them hurried aft, and immediately returned, dragging along with them poor Mariano, who was just recovering from the blow given to him by Bacri. On seeing the plight of his father and brother he made a desperate effort to free himself, but quickly found that he was as helpless as a child in the grasp of the three powerful men who held him.

Hassan drew a pistol and put its muzzle to the youths temple, then, turning to Francisco, said:  

Lay down your arms, else I scatter his brains on the deck. Take your choice, but see that you be quick about it.

There was that in the pirate captains tone and look which induced instant compliance. Francisco and his companions, at once laying down their weapons, were seized and had their arms pinioned. Mariano was also bound, and then their conquerors proceeded to clear the decks of the dead and wounded. This was soon accomplished; a prize crew was placed in the schooner; the captives, still pinioned, were transferred to the deck of the pirate-vessel, and there left to do as they pleased, while the captain and Bacri descended to the cabin.

Night soon after descended on the sea, the wind fell almost to a calm, the moon shone round and full in a cloudless sky, and the vessel glided quietly along, while the rascally crew lay conversing and smoking on her deck, many of them bearing marks of the recent conflict, and some sleeping as peacefully as though their hands were guiltless of shedding human blood, and legitimate trade their occupation.




Chapter Three.

Reveals something Surprising in Regard to European Forbearance And Piratic Impudence.

Seated on a gun-carriage, apart from his comrades in sorrow, Francisco Rimini gazed in stern silence upon the moonlit sea, and thought, perchance, of the little old lady with the rippling mouth, and the dark-eyed daughter of his adoption.

Your fate is a sad one, said a deep voice close to his side.

Francisco started, and looked round with indignant surprise at Bacri.

None the less sad that a friend has proved false, Jew, he said sternly. It has never been my custom to call any of your race dog, as too many of my creed have done in time past, but I am tempted to change my custom this night.

To misname me would do you no good and me no harm, replied the Jew gravely. My race is an accursed one as far as man is concerned, but mans curse is of no more value than his blessing.

If these arms were free, Bacri, retorted Francisco hotly, I would teach thee that which would prove anything but a blessing to thy carcase, thou huge caitiff! I had thought better of thee than thou didst deserve.  Go, thy bulky presence is distasteful.

Wherein have I wronged you? asked the Jew.

Wronged me! exclaimed Francisco, with rising wrath, art thou not hand and glove with the chief pirate? Thinkest thou that my eyes have lost their power of vision?

Truly I am acquainted with the corsair, though the acquaintance was none of my seeking, returned the Jew, for, as I said before, traders have dealings with many sorts of men; but I did not advise him to attack you, and I could not hinder him.

Scoundrel! exclaimed the padrone, couldst thou not restrain thine hand when it knocked the senses out of my boy Mariano? Wouldst have me believe that thy huge fists are not subject to thy villainous will, or that they acted as they did by mere accident, instead of aiding to repel the pirates?

I did it to save his life, replied Bacri, and not only his, but your own and the lives of all your men. I saw that Mariano was about to prevail, and if he had slain the corsair chief, not one of you would have been alive at this moment.

Franciscos wrath when roused was not readily appeased, nevertheless this statement puzzled him so much that he remained silently gazing at the Jew, from sheer inability to express his feelings.

Listen, continued Bacri, drawing nearer, and speaking in a lower tone, the man into whose hands you have fallen is Sidi Hassan, one of the most noted and daring of the pirates on the Barbary coast. Escape from him is impossible. I know him well, and can assure you that your only hope of receiving anything that deserves the title of good treatment depends on your quiet and absolute subjection to his will. Rebellious or even independent bearing will insure your speedy and severe humiliation. We dogs of Jews, continued Bacri, with a sad smile, may seem to you to hang our heads rather low sometimes, but I have seen Christian men, as bold as you are, crawl upon the very dust before these Turks of Algiers.

Our fate, then, said Francisco, is, I suppose, and as I half suspected, to be slavery in that pirates nest, Algiers?

I fear it is, replied the Jew, unless Providence permits a storm to set you free; but let me correct your notion of Algiers. A pirates nest it undoubtedly is, but there are others than pirates in the nest, and some of these are even honest men.

Ha! exclaimed the padrone, quickly and with bitterness; is one of these said honest men a Jew of stalwart frame, and does his connexion with the piratical nest free him from the bonds to which I and my sons are doomed?

To both questions I answer yes, replied the Jew.

Then a fig for your honesty, Master Bacri! said Francisco, with a toss of his head, in lieu of a snap of his fingers, which in the circumstances was impossible, for I now believe that you knocked Mariano down simply to save the life of your comrade Sidi Hassan, and that you will pocket your own share of my ship and cargo.

I have not the power to alter your belief, said the Jew quietly, as he turned away and left the unfortunate captive to his meditations.

As the night advanced the wind continued to abate, and when morning broke, the broad breast of the Mediterranean undulated like a sheet of clear glass, on which was gradually revealed the form of a strange vessel becalmed not far from the prize.

As soon as it was sufficiently light to permit of objects being clearly seen, Sidi Hassan fired a gun and showed the Algerine flag.

Our luck has changed, he said to his first officer, with an air of satisfaction. Get the boats ready; we will board at once.

She shows British colours, said the mate, regarding the vessel in question intently through his glass.

So she does, returned the captain, but that device wont go down with me. Board her at once, while I bring our broadside to bear.

The mate, with two boats full of armed men, soon pulled alongside the strange sail, and the pirate-vessel was brought round with her broadside to bear by means of long oars or sweeps. In a short time the boats returned with the mortifying intelligence that the papers were all right, and that the vessel, being in truth a British merchantman, was not a legitimate prize. The corsair therefore sailed away under the influence of a light breeze which had arisen.

At the time of which we write, (about sixty years ago), Algiers was under the dominion of Turkey, but exercised all the rights of an independent state. It may be described as a monstrous blot of barbarism hanging on the skirts of civilisation. It was an anomaly too, for it claimed to be an orthodox power, and was recognised as such by the nations of Europe, while in reality its chief power consisted in consummate impudence, founded on pride and ignorance of the strength of other powers, coupled with the peculiarity of its position and with the fact that the great nations were too much engaged fighting with each other to be at leisure to pay attention to it. Its rulers or Deys were most of them ignorant men, who had risen, in many cases, from the ranks of the janissaries or common Turkish soldiery, and its sole occupation was piracy  piracy pure and simple.

It did not, like other powers, find a pretext for war in the righting of a supposed or real wrong. The birds of the Pirates Nest were much too simple in their grandeur thus to beat about the bush. They went straight to the point. Without any pretext at all they declared war with a nation when they had a mind to plunder it, and straightway set about making prizes of the merchantmen of that nation; at the same time keeping carefully clear of its cruisers. If there had been a tangible grievance, diplomacy might have set it right  but there never was any grievance, either real or imaginary. If there had been a worthy fleet that would come out and face a foe, courage and power might have settled the question  but there was no such fleet. The nest possessed only a few small frigates and a considerable number of boats, large and small, which crept along the northern shores of Africa, and pounced upon unwary traders, or made bold dashes at small villages on the southern shores of Europe and in the isles of the Mediterranean. Trade was horribly hampered by them, though they had no ostensible trade of their own; their influence on southern Europe being comparable only to that of a wasps nest under ones window, with this difference, that even wasps, as a rule, mind their own business, whereas the Algerine pirates minded the business of everybody else, and called that their own special vocation!

Like other powers, they took prisoners, but instead of exchanging these in times of war and freeing them on return of peace, they made galley-slaves of them all, and held them to ransom. At all times there were hundreds of Christian slaves held in bondage. Even in this present century, so late as 1816, the Algerine Turks held in captivity thousands of Christian slaves of all grades and classes, from all parts of Europe, and these were in many cases treated with a degree of cruelty which is perhaps equalled, but not surpassed, by the deeds recorded of negro slavery; and so hopeless were people as to the power or intention of governments to mend this state of things, that societies were formed in some of the chief countries in the world, including England, France, and America, for the express purpose of ransoming Christian slaves from those dreaded shores of Barbary.

Having said this, the reader will doubtless be prepared to hear that the civilised world, howling with indignation, assailed, burned, and exterminated this pirates nest. Not at all. The thing was tolerated; more than that, it was recognised! Consuls were actually sent to the nest to represent Great Britain, France, Spain, Portugal, Holland, Sweden, Denmark, America; disgraceful treaties were entered into; and annual tribute was paid by each of these, in the form of a costly present to the Dey, for the purpose of securing immunity to their trading vessels! Whatever nation kept a consul at this nest and paid black-mail passed scot free. The nation that failed in these respects was ruthlessly and systematically plundered  and this at the time when Lord Nelson was scouring the ocean with mighty armaments; when our songs lauded the wooden walls of old England to the skies; and when Great Britain claimed to herself the proud title of Mistress of the Sea! If you doubt this, reader, let us assure you that all history asserts it, that recorded facts confirm it, and that our proper attitude in regard to it is to stand amazed, and admit that there are some things in this curious world which no fellow can understand.

Without apologising for this digression, we return to the thread of our tale.

Finding, then, as we have said, that the British merchantman was not a legitimate foe, the corsair proceeded to look out for a more worthy object of attack  namely, a vessel of some hapless petty state, which, being too venturesome, or too poor to pay black-mail, was at war, perforce, with the Algerines. Fortune, however, ceased for a short time to be propitious. No suitable vessel was to be found, therefore Sidi Hassan resolved to exercise the rights of the unusually free and independent power of which he was a worthy representative in a somewhat strange fashion.

Bearing down on the coast, he sailed along it for some time, with the intention of making a bold dash at some small fishing village. His mate rather objected to this, knowing well that such attempts were too apt to be attended with considerable loss of life; but Sidi Hassan was not a man to be easily turned from his purpose. The sight of a brig in the offing, however, induced him to run out again to sea. He was soon within hail, and, finding that the vessel was a Sicilian trader, boarded her at once.

No opposition was offered, the brig being totally without arms and her crew small. She, like the vessel of our friend Francisco, was laden with wine and fruit. There were only two passengers on board, but these two were great prizes in Hassans estimation, being beautiful girls of about seventeen and eighteen respectively. They were sisters  the elder being on her way with her infant son to join her husband in Malta.

Hassan was glad of the opportunity thus thrown in his way of pleasing his master the Dey of Algiers by presenting to him these unfortunates, whose manners and appearance bespoke them ladies, and at once sent them on board his vessel, along with their money and jewels. Their wardrobe was distributed among the pirate crew  the money and jewels being the Deys perquisite.

I have a plan in my head, said Hassan to his second in command, which the capture of this brig has suggested to me. Go, take charge of our vessel, and send me twenty of the best men of our crew fully armed  also a British Union-jack. There is a captain of a port in this neighbourhood against whom I have a special grudge, and to whom I would fain give a free passage to Algiers! so make haste.

The order was soon executed, and the pirate-vessel ordered to remain where she was while the brig stood inshore and sailed along the coast. In a few hours she was off the port above referred to, when she hove-to, hoisted the British flag, and fired a gun. The captain of the port innocently put off to the brig, and in a few minutes found himself and his boats crew taken captive by the Algerines!

Having thus successfully accomplished his design, Hassan returned to his vessel, put a crew on board the second prize, and, directing his course to Africa made all sail for the port of Algiers.

During the voyage the unfortunate captives saw little of each other, nevertheless Mariano saw enough of the sisters, to create in his breast feelings of the tenderest pity  especially for the younger sister, whom he thought rather pretty than otherwise! As for the Jew, he kept aloof from all the captives, but seemed to have a good understanding with the pirate captain, and to be acquainted with several of his men.




Chapter Four.

Introduces the Reader to the Pirate City, and to a Few of its Peculiarities and Practices.

Permit us now, good reader, to introduce you to the top of a house in Algiers. The roofs of the houses in the Pirate City are flat  a most admirable Eastern peculiarity which cannot be too strongly recommended to Western builders. They are, therefore, available as pleasant terraces, on which you may rise above your cares, to lounge, and smoke  if afflicted with the latter mania  and sip coffee with your wife, (wives, if you be a Turk), or romp with your children  if not too dignified  or cultivate flowers, or read in a state of elevated serenity, or admire the magnificent view of the blue bay, backed by the bluer Jurjura mountains, with the snow-topped range of the Lesser Atlas beyond. How much wiser thus to utilise ones house-top than to yield it up, rent-free, to cats and sparrows!

Achmet Pasha, the Dey of Algiers at this time, or rather the pirate-king, had a thorough appreciation of the roof of his palace, and spent many hours daily on it, in consultation with his ministers, or in converse with his wives.

As deys went, Achmet was a comparatively respectable man. He thought no more of cutting off a human head than of docking a rats tail; but then he did not take a particular pleasure in this employment, and was not naturally cruel, which is more than could be said of many of his predecessors. He was also said to be a kind husband and a fond father, but as no one, save the wives and children in question, knew anything of the inner and private life of the palace, this must for ever remain a matter of uncertainty. There was no doubt, however, that he was a tall, handsome, dignified man, in the prime of life, with a stern eye and a pleasant expression of mouth; that, in character, he was bold and resolute; and that, in his jewelled turban, gold-incrusted vestments, and flowing Eastern robes, he looked resplendent.

Courage and resolution were, indeed, qualities without which a Dey of Algiers could scarcely come into existence, because his high position, not being hereditary, was naturally the ambitious goal of all the bold spirits in the Turkish army of janissaries which held the city with its mixed Arab population in subjection. The most common mode of a change of government was the strangulation of the reigning Dey by the man who had power and party influence sufficient to enable him to ascend the vacant throne. Sometimes the throne thus obtained was held for only a few days, or even hours, when it chanced that there were several factions of pretty equal power, and two or three men of similar vigour in the army. It is a fact that on more than one occasion three Deys have ascended and sat upon this undesirable throne within twenty-four hours, each having been strangled or having had his head cut off by the opposition soon after occupying his predecessors warm seat!

Achmet, however, had reigned for a considerable period in peace, and was on the whole a popular ruler.

At the time when we introduce him he was pacing the terrace, or roof of the palace, with slow dignified steps, but with a troubled expression of countenance. His chief adviser, Sidi Omar, the Minister of Marine, and one of the most unscrupulous and cunning men in the nest, walked beside him. They were attended and followed by a young but nearly full-grown lion. It was a common thing for the Deys and his chief officers to keep lion-pups as pets, but as a rule these were chained up on becoming too large to be safe playthings. Achmet, however, being of a bold, reckless nature, seemed to enjoy the occasional symptoms of alarm betrayed by his attendants at sight of his overgrown pup, and kept it by him until, as we have said, it was nearly full-grown. He appeared to have no idea of personal danger. Possibly he did not believe the huge playful brute to be capable of mischief. Perhaps he felt confident in the keen edge of his Damascene scimitar, and in the power of his arm to lop off even leonine heads. Whatever may have been the truth on this point, his ease and indifference were evidently not shared by Sidi Omar.

That sly individual was a strong-bodied, middle-aged Turk of commanding presence but sinister countenance, which latter was damaged by the loss of an eye and a sabre-cut across the nose.

I have been asked, said Omar, continuing a conversation which had already lasted some time, to beg that your highness will grant an audience to the Spanish consul; he claims as countrywomen the two ladies who have been just brought in by Sidi Hassan, but I advise that you should refuse him.

Why so? asked Achmet.

Because, although there is, I believe, some ground for his claim, the investigation of the question will only occasion useless trouble, as he is unable to prove his case.

Nay, then, your last reason seems to me in favour of granting an audience, returned the Dey, for if his plea be insufficient I shall thus appear to be desirous of furthering justice without suffering loss. It is always wise to act with urbanity when it costs one nothing.

Achmet smiled, and a gleam of mischievous fun twinkled in his eyes as he observed his minister cast a furtive glance, suggestive of anything but urbanity, at the lion, which had playfully brushed its tail against his leg in passing.

Your highnesss judgment is always just, returned Sidi Omar; and were we desirous of maintaining peace with Spain at present, it would be right to propitiate their consul; but, as you are aware, the treaties which we have recently formed with various nations are not to our advantage. The peace recently forced upon us by America has stopped suddenly the annual flow of a very considerable amount of tribute, (see Note 1), and the constant efforts made by that nation of ill-favoured dogs, the British, to bring about peace between us and Portugal will, I fear, soon dry up another source of revenue, if things go on as they have been doing of late, it is plain to me that we shall soon be at peace with all the world, and be under the necessity of turning our hands to farming or some such work for a livelihood!

Fear not, Sidi Omar, replied the Dey, with a short laugh, this fair and ancient city has lived too long by war to be capable of condescending now to arts of peace. We shall have no difficulty in picking a quarrel with any nation that seems most desirable when our coffers begin to grow empty  in regard to which, let us be thankful, they show no signs at present. But have a care, Omar, how you speak disrespectfully of the British. They are apt, like their representative at your heels, to spring when you least expect it, and they have powerful claws and teeth. Besides, they are my very good friends, and some of their statesmen have a great regard for me. Being at war, as you know, with some of the most powerful European nations just now, they know that I do them good service in the Mediterranean by rendering trade difficult and hazardous to all except those with whom I am at peace. Spain being on friendly terms with us at present, I will receive the Spanish consul. Go, let him know my pleasure, and see that thou hast my scrivano instilled with all requisite information to refute him.

Sidi Omar bowed low, and retired without venturing a reply. At the same time a man of curious aspect stepped from the doorway which conducted from the terrace to the lower parts of the house. His Eastern costume was almost equal to that of the Dey in magnificence, but there was a tinselly look about the embroidery, and a glassy sheen in the jewels, which, added to the humorous and undignified cast of his countenance, bespoke him one of low degree. He was the Deys story-teller, and filled much the same office at the palace that was held by court jesters in the olden time. The presence of some such individual in Achmets court, even in the first quarter of the present century, was rendered necessary by the fact that the Dey himself had risen from the ranks, and was an illiterate man.

Advancing towards his master with a freedom that no other domestic of the palace would have dared to assume, he, with affected solemnity, demanded an audience.

I cannot refuse it, Hadji Baba, seeing that thou dost swagger into my presence unbidden, said Achmet, with a smile, as he sat down in the usual oriental fashion  cross-legged on a low couch  and patted the head of the noble animal which he had chosen as his companion, and which appeared to regard him with the affection of a dog  

What may be your news?

I have no news, replied Baba, with humility. News cannot be conveyed to one who knows all things, by one who is a dog and knows nothing.

Thou knowest at all events how to look well after that which concerns thyself, replied the Dey. What hast thou to say to me?

That the man with the proboscis, who struts when he walks, and snivels when he speaks, desires a favour of your highness.

Speak not in riddles, returned the Dey sharply. I have no time to waste with thee to-day. Say thy say and be gone.

Hadji Baba, who was indeed thoroughly alive to his own interest, was much too prudent to thwart the humour of his master. Briefly, though without changing his tone or manner, he informed him that the Spanish consul awaited his pleasure below.

Let him wait, said the Dey, resuming the pipe which for some minutes he had laid aside, and caressing the lions head with the other hand.

May I venture to say that he seems anxious? added the story-teller.

How much did he give thee for thus venturing to interrupt me, at the risk of thy head? demanded the Dey sternly.

Truly, replied the jester, with a rueful air, not much more than would buy gold thread to sew my head on again, were your highness pleased to honour me by cutting it off.

Be gone, caitiff, said the Dey, with a slight smile.

Baba vanished without further reply.

Meanwhile Sidi Omar left the palace and directed his steps to his own quarters, which stood on the little fortified island in front of Algiers. This islet, having been connected with the mainland by a pier or neck of masonry about a hundred yards long, formed the insignificant harbour which gave shelter to the navy of small craft owned by the pirates. At the present day the French have constructed there a magnificent harbour, of which that now referred to is a mere corner in the vicinity of the old light-house. Although small, the port was well fortified, and as the Minister of Marine descended towards it, his eye glanced with approval over the double and treble tiers of guns which frowned from its seaward battlements. In passing over the connecting pier, Sidi Omar paused to observe a gang of slaves at work repairing some of the buildings which covered the pier stretching from the mainland to the island.

Although slaves, they were not of the black colour or thick-lipped, flat-nosed aspect which we are apt to associate with the name of slave. They were, indeed, burnt to the deepest brown, and many of them also blistered, by the sun, but they were all white men, and contemptuously styled, by their Mohammedan task-masters, Christians. The pier on which they wrought had been constructed long before by thirty thousand such slaves; and the Algerine pirates, for above three centuries previous to that, had expended the lives of hundreds of thousands of them in the building of their fortifications and other public works; in the cultivation of their fields and gardens, and in the labours of their domestic drudgery.

Some of the slaves thus observed by the Minister of Marine had been sailors and merchants and mechanics, military and naval officers, clerks, scholars, and other gentlefolks from Italy, Portugal, America, and all the lands which chanced to be at war with his highness the Dey. Formerly there had been hosts of English, French, Spanish, etcetera, but their governments having bowed their heads, opened their purses, and sent consuls to the piratical city, they were now graciously exempted from thraldom. It was hardish work for men accustomed to cooler climates to be obliged, in the sunshine of an African summer, to harness themselves to carts like oxen, and lift huge stones and hods of mortar with little more than a ragged shirt and trousers to cover them from the furnace-heat of day or the dews of night. Men who carry umbrellas and wear puggeries now-a-days on the Boulevard de la République of Algiers have but a faint conception of what some of their forefathers endured down at the Marina not much more than fifty years ago, and of what they themselves could endure, perhaps, if fairly tried! It must not be supposed, however, that all the slaves stood the trial equally well. Some were old, others were young; some were feeble, others strong; all were more or less worn  some terribly so.

Yonder old man carrying the block of stone which might tax the energies of a stout youth, and to whom a taskmaster has just administered a cut with the driving-whip, looks like one who has seen better days. Even in his ragged shirt, broken-brimmed straw hat, and naked feet, he looks like a gentleman. So he is; and there is a gentle lady and a stout son, and two sweet daughters, in Naples, who are toiling almost as hard as he does  if hours be allowed to count for pains  in order to make up his ransom. The strong bull-necked man that follows him with a hod of mortar is an unmistakable seaman of one of the Mediterranean ports. He is a desperate character, and in other lands might be dangerous; but he is safe enough here, for the bastinado is a terrible instrument of torture, and the man is now not only desperate in wrath, but is sometimes desperately frightened. His driver takes a fiendish pleasure in giving him an extra cut of the whip, just to make him apparently a willing horse, whether he will or not. The poor youth beside him is a very different character. His training has been more gentle, and his constitution less robust, for he has broken down under the cruel toil, and is evidently in the last stages of consumption. The taskmaster does not now interfere with him as he was wont to do when he first arrived. He knows that the day is not far distant when neither the bastinado nor any other species of torture will have power to force work out of him. He also knows that overdriving will only shorten the days of his usefulness; he therefore wisely lets him stagger by unmolested, with his light load.

But why go on enumerating the sorrows of these slaves? Sidi Omar looked at them with a careless glance, until he suddenly caught sight of something that caused his eyes to flash and his brows to contract. A sbirro, or officer of justice, stood near him, whether by chance or otherwise we know not. Touching the sbirro on the shoulder, he pointed to a group under the shade of an archway, and said in a low tone  

Go, fetch hither that scoundrel Blindi.

The sbirro at once stepped towards the group, which consisted of two persons. One was an old, apparently dying, slave; the other was a strong middle-aged man, in a quaint blue gown, who knelt by his side, and poured something from a flask into his mouth.

The sbirro seized this man rudely by the neck, and said  

Get up, Blindi, and come along with me. Laying the head of the old man gently on the ground, and rising with some wrath, Blindi demanded, in English so broken that we find difficulty in mending it sufficiently to be presented to the reader  

Wot for you means by dat?

Speak your mother tongue, you dog, and make haste, for the Minister of Marine wants you.

Oh! mos awfrul, exclaimed Blindi, turning pale, and drawing his blue garment hastily round him, as he meekly followed the officer of justice  whose chief office, by the way, was to administer injustice.

The man whom we have styled Blindi was a somewhat peculiar character. He was an Algerine by birth, but had served several years in the British navy, and had acquired a smattering of the English language  forecastle English, as a matter of course. In consequence of this, and of having lost an eye in the service, he had obtained a pension, and the appointment of interpreter to all his Britannic Majestys ships visiting Algiers. He dwelt at the harbour, or Marina, where he excited the wonder and admiration of all the Turks and Moors by his volubility in talking English. He was a man of no small importance, in his own estimation, and was so proud of his powers as a linguist that he invariably interlarded his converse with English phrases, whether he was addressing Turk, Jew, or Christian. Lingua Franca  a compound of nearly all the languages spoken on the shores of the Mediterranean  was the tongue most in use at the Marina of Algiers at that time, but as this would be unintelligible to our reader, we will give Blindis conversations in his favourite language. What his real name was we have failed to discover. The loss of his eye had obtained for him in the navy the name of Blind Bob. In his native city this was Italianised into Blindi Bobi. But Bobi was by no means blind of the other eye. It was like seven binocular glasses rolled into one telescope. Once he had unfortunately brought it to bear on the Minister of Marine with such a concentrated stare that he, being also blind of an eye, regarded it as a personal allusion thereto, and never forgave Blindi Bobi.

This is the second time, said Omar, when the culprit was brought before him, that I have caught you interfering with the slaves.

Please, sar, hims was werry bad  dyin, me spose.

Speak your own tongue, dog, else you shall smart for it, said the Minister of Marine, with increasing wrath.

The poor interpreter to his Britannic Majestys navy repeated his words in the Lingua Franca, but Omar, again interrupting him, ordered the sbirro to take him off and give him the bastinado.

And have a care, Blindi, added Omar, observing that the interpreter was about to speak; if you say that you are under the protection of the British consul Ill have you flayed alive.  Off with him!

The sbirro, with a comrade, led Bobi through several of the narrow streets of the town to a chamber which was set apart for the infliction of punishment. It was a dark, vaulted apartment under a public building. The massive pillars of stone which supported its roof looked pale and ghostlike against the thick darkness which was beyond them, giving the idea of interminable space. One of the sbirros lighted a lantern, and led the way through a massive door, all studded with huge nails, into a small square chamber, the walls of which looked as if they had been bespattered with a dark-brown liquid, especially in the neighbourhood of several iron rings, from which chains depended. In addition to these and a number of other characteristic implements, there was a pile of blood-stained rods in a corner.

Saying a few words to a powerful negro whom they found in attendance, the sbirros handed Blindi Bobi over to him. He instantly disrobed him of his blue gown, and threw him on his back with the aid of an equally powerful assistant, and began to uncover his stomach.

The interpreter was no coward. He had prepared himself to endure manfully the bastinado on the soles of his feet  as it was usually administered  but when he perceived that they were about to inflict the blows on a more tender part of his body, he trembled and remonstrated.

Sidi Omar no say you hit im dare. Hims peal to British consil

Thus far he spoke, from the force of habit, in his adopted tongue, but fear speedily drove him to that of his mother.

All tongues, however, were alike to the negroes, who, rendered callous from long service against their will in a brutalising office, went about their preparations with calm and slow indifference.

Just as they were about to begin, one of the sbirros, who had a personal regard for Bobi, spoke a few words to one of the negroes, who immediately turned Blindi Bobi on his face and firmly raised his feet so that the naked soles were turned upwards. The other negro applied one of the rods thereto with all his might. For a few seconds the poor sufferer uttered no sound, but at last he gave vent to an irresistible yell. At a sign from the chief sbirro the punishment was stopped, and Bobi was released and allowed to rise.

Conducting him to the door, the sbirro thrust him into the street, flung his blue gown after him, and advised him to beware of again rousing the wrath of Sidi Omar.

Blindi Bobi was far too well acquainted with the cruelties perpetrated continually in the pirate city to be ignorant of the fact that he had got off with a light punishment, yet we fear that did not cause him to entertain much gratitude to Sidi Omar as he limped back to his quarters at the Marina.

Arrived there, he observed that the sick old man still lay where he had left him. Running towards him with a sudden impulse, he drew forth his flask, knelt down, raised the old mans head and gave him a long hearty draught, after which he took another to himself.

Derre! he said, rising and shaking his fist defiantly in the direction in which Sidi Omar dwelt, Is revenged on you  brute! bah! boo-o!

After this relief to his feelings Blindi Bobi went home to attend to his poor feet.



Note 1. In 1795 the Americans concluded peace with the Algerians by the payment of half a million piastres, and an annual tribute of 24,000 piastres.




Chapter Five.

Shows the Light in which Consuls were Regarded by Pirates, and tells of a Cruel Separation and a Stunning Blow.

Seated on a throne in a recess of the audience-chamber of the palace, Achmet Pasha at length condescended to receive Don Pedro, the representative of Spain.

The Dey was robed in barbaric splendour, and absolutely shone with gold embroidery and precious stones. Centuries of robbery on the high seas had filled the treasury of the pirates nest to overflowing, not only with hard cash, but with costly gems of all kinds, hence there was a lavish expenditure of jewellery on the costumes of the Dey and his wives and courtiers.

The recess in which he sat had a dome-ceiling, of workmanship so elaborate that there was not a square inch of unadorned stucco on any part of it. It was lighted partly from the roof by means of four minute windows, of yellow, crimson, green, and blue glass. The walls were decorated with coloured china tiles, and the floor was paved with white marble.

In front of the throne or elevated daïs couched the magnificent lion which we have already mentioned. It was the Deys whim to use this animal as a footstool on all public occasions, much to the annoyance of his courtiers and household, who felt, although they did not dare to express it, considerable anxiety lest it should take a sudden fancy to feed on human flesh.

Behind the Dey stood several guards, two of whom were negroes.

Don Pedro bowed low on being admitted, and the lion, raising his head, uttered a low growl, which had something distantly thunderous in the tone. Being apparently satisfied that the Don was a friend, it again laid its chin on its paws and appeared to go to sleep.

The Spanish consul was a fine-looking, dignified man, with a nose sufficiently prominent to account for the irreverent reference made to it by Hadji Baba, the story-teller.

In a few words he stated his case touching the female captives recently brought in by Sidi Hassan, and claimed that, as Spanish subjects, they should be set free and placed under his care.

What proof can you give, demanded the Dey, that these ladies are really the subjects of Spain?

Alas! replied Don Pedro, I have no means of verifying what I say; but I feel assured that your highness will not doubt my word, when I say that, while in my own land, I knew the family to which they belong.

That is not sufficient, returned the Dey. From all that I can learn, their father lived and died and they were born, in Sicily, and the eldest is the wife of an Italian merchant, who will doubtless be glad to pay a good ransom to get her and his little infant back. As to the sister, we can find room for her in the palace, if she be not ransomed. Besides, Monsieur le Console,  here the Dey spoke sternly your word is not a good guarantee. Did you not give me your word three months ago that your government would pay the six thousand dollars which are still due to us? Why has not this promise been fulfilled?

It grieves me, your highness, replied Don Pedro, with a mortified look, that this debt has not yet been discharged, but I can assure you that I have communicated with my Sovereign on the subject and have no doubt that a satisfactory explanation and reply will be sent to you without delay.

It is to be hoped that such may be the case, for I give you my word  and you may safely rely on it  that if the cash is not sent to me immediately I will send you to work in chains in the quarries with the other slaves.  Go, let your Sovereign know my intention as speedily as may be.

Lest the reader should be surprised to hear of any consul being thus cavalierly treated, it may be well to explain that the barbarians, who were thus unworthily honoured in being recognised by the European powers at all, were grossly ignorant of the usages of civilised nations, and of the sacred character in which the persons and families of consuls are held. The Deys of Algiers were constantly in the habit of threatening the consuls themselves with flagellation and death, in order to obtain what they desired from their respective governments, and sometimes even carried their threats into execution  as an instance of which we may cite the well-authenticated fact that when the French Admiral Duquesne bombarded Algiers, the consul and twenty-two other Frenchmen were sent out to the fleet in small pieces  blown from the mouths of cannon! True, this was in the year 1683, but up to the very end of their bloody and ferocious domination, the Deys maintained their character for ignorance and barbarity  evidence of which shall be given in the sequel of our tale.

When Don Pedro had been thus ignominiously dismissed, Sidi Hassan was sent for by the Dey. This man was one of the most turbulent characters in the city, and the Dey thought it his wisest policy to secure his friendship if possible by mingling kindness with severity. In the event of this course failing, he comforted himself with the reflection that it would not be difficult to get rid of him by the simple, and too frequently used, process of strangulation. The knowledge that Hassan was a favourite among the Turkish troops prevented his at once adopting the latter method.

He was all urbanity and smiles, therefore, when the pirate captain obeyed his summons. He thanked him for the two pretty slave-girls he had brought in, commended him for his success in taking prizes, and added that he had appointed him to fill the office of attendant janissary upon the British consul.

Up to this point Sidi Hassan had listened with satisfaction, but the appointment just offered seemed to him so contemptible that he had difficulty in dissembling his feelings. The knowledge, however, that his despotic master held his life in his hand, induced him to bow and smile, as if with gratitude.

And now, said the Dey, I have a commission for you. Go to the British consul, tell him of your appointment, and present him with my compliments and with the eldest slave-girl and her infant as a gift from me. Paulina is her name, is it not?

Yes, your highness  Paulina Ruffini, and the sisters name is Angela Diego.

Good. Angela you may keep to yourself, continued the Dey, as coolly as if he had been talking of a silver snuff-box.

Hassan again bowed and smiled, and again had to constrain his countenance to express gratification, though he was not a little disgusted with Achmets indifference to the captive girls.

Leaving the palace in a state of high indignation, he resolved to sell Angela in the public market, although by so doing he could not hope to gain so much as would have been the case were he to have disposed of her by private bargain. Thus, with strange perversity, does an angry man often stand in the way of his own interests.

We need scarcely say that, when their fate was announced to the unhappy sisters, they were plunged into a state of wild grief, clung to each others necks, and refused to be separated.

Little did Sidi Hassan care for their grief. He tore them asunder, locked Paulina up with her infant, and led the weeping Angela to the slave-market, which was in the immediate neighbourhood of one of the largest mosques of the city.

This mosque, named Djama Djedid, still stands, under the name of the Mosquée de la Pêcherie, one of the most conspicuous and picturesque buildings in Algiers. It was built in the seventeenth century by a Genoese architect, a slave, who, unfortunately for himself built it in the form of a cross, for which he was put to death by the reigning Dey. In front of the northern door of this mosque the narrow streets of the city gave place to a square, in which was held the market for Christian slaves.

Here might be seen natives of almost every country  men and women and children of all ages and complexions, civilised and uncivilised, gentle and simple  exposed for sale; while turbaned Turks, Moors in broad-cloth burnouses and gay vestments, Jews in dark costume, Arabs from the desert, and men of nondescript garments and character, moved about, criticising, examining, buying, and selling.

Just as Sidi Hassan reached the market, a gang of Christian slaves were halted near the door of the mosque. It was evening. They had been toiling all day at the stone-quarries in the mountains, and were now on their way, weary, ragged, and foot-sore, to the Bagnio, or prison, in which were housed the public slaves  those not sold to private individuals, but retained by government and set to labour on the public works.

A few of these slaves wore ponderous chains as a punishment for having been unruly  the others were unshackled. Among them stood our unfortunate friends Francisco Rimini and his sons Lucien and Mariano  but ah! how changed! Only two days had elapsed since their arrival, yet their nearest friends might have failed to recognise them, so dishevelled were they, and their faces so covered with dust and perspiration. For their own garments had been substituted ragged shirts and loose Turkish drawers reaching to below the knee. Old straw hats covered their heads, but their lower limbs and feet were naked; where not stained by blood and dust, the fairness of their skins showed how little they had been used to such exposure. Luciens countenance wore an expression of hopeless despair; that of his father, which was wont to look so bluff and hearty, now betrayed feelings of the tenderest pity, as if he had forgotten his own sufferings in those of his children. Mariano, on the contrary, looked so stubborn and wicked that no one could have believed it possible he had ever been a gay, kindly, light-hearted youth! Poor fellow! his high spirit had been severely tried that day, but evidently not tamed, though the blood on the back of his shirt showed that his drivers had made vigorous attempts to subdue him. During the heat of the day Lucien had grown faint from toil and hunger, and had received a cruel lash from one of their guardians. This had roused Mariano. He had sprung to avenge the blow, had been seized by three powerful men, lashed until he became insensible, and, on recovering, had been forced to continue his toil of carrying stones until not only all the strength, but apparently all the spirit, was taken out of him.

From this condition he was reviving slightly when he reached the market-place, and, as his strength returned, the firm pressure of his lips and contraction of his brows increased.

The slave-drivers were not slow to observe this, and two of them took the precaution to stand near him. It was at this critical moment that the poor youth suddenly beheld Angela Diego led into the market  more interesting and beautiful than ever in her sorrow  to be sold as a slave.

Mariano had been deeply touched by the sorrow and sad fate of the sisters when he first saw them on board the pirate-vessel. At this sight of the younger sister, prudence, which had retained but a slight hold of him during the day, lost command altogether. In a burst of uncontrollable indignation he sent one of his guards crashing through the open doorway of the mosque, drove the other against the corner of a neighbouring house, rushed towards Sidi Hassan, and delivered on the bridge of that heros nose a blow that instantly laid him flat on the ground. At the same moment he was seized by a dozen guards, thrown down, bound, and carried off to the whipping-house, where he was bastinadoed until he felt as if bones and flesh, were one mass of tingling jelly. In this state, almost incapable of standing or walking, he was carried to the Bagnio, and thrown in among the other prisoners.

While Mariano was being conveyed away, Sidi Hassan arose in a half-stupefied condition from the ground. Fortunately he was ignorant of who had knocked him down, and why he had been so treated, or he might have vented his wrath on poor Angela.

Just at that moment he was accosted by Bacri the Jew  a convenient butt on whom to relieve himself; for the despised Israelites were treated with greater indignity in Algiers at that time than perhaps in any other part of the earth.

Dog, said he fiercely, hast thou not business enough of thine own in fleecing men, that thou shouldst interfere with me?

Dog though I may be, returned Bacri, with gravity, but without a touch of injured feeling, I do not forget that I promised you four thousand dollars to spare the Christians, and it is that which induces me to intrude on you now.

Humph! ejaculated Hassan, somewhat mollified; I verily believe that thou hast some interested and selfish motive at the bottom. However, that business is thine, not mine.

Whether my motive be interested or not you are well able to judge, returned Bacri gently, for the slaves are poor and helpless; they are also Christians, and you know well that the Jews have no love for the Christians; in which respect it seems to me that they bear some resemblance to the men of other creeds.

Sidi Hassan felt that there was an intended sarcasm in the last remark, but the thought of the dollars induced him to waive further discussion.

Do you wish to sell the girl? said Bacri in a casual way, as though it had just occurred to him.

Ay, but I must have a good price for her, replied the Turk.

Name it, said the Jew; my wife has need of a handmaiden just now.

Hassan named a sum much larger than he had any expectation the Jew would give. To his surprise, the other at once agreed to it.

Why, Bacri, he said, with a smile, as with his right hand he tenderly caressed his injured nose, you must have been more than usually successful in swindling of late.

God has recently granted me more than deserved prosperity, returned the other.

Without further palaver the bargain was struck. Hassan accompanied the Jew to his residence in one of the quaint Moorish houses of the old town. Angela was handed over to Bacris wife, a pleasant-visaged woman of forty, and Hassan returned home with his pockets well lined, his nose much swelled, and his temper greatly improved.

Bethinking him of the Deys commands, he set out with Paulina and her infant for the residence of the British consul, which lay a short distance outside the northern wall of the town, not far from the bluff height on which, at the present day, towers the picturesque pile of Nôtre-Dame dAfrique.




Chapter Six.

Sends a Gleam of Hope into a Gloomy Region.

The short twilight of southern latitudes was giving place to the shades of night, when Bacri the Jew issued from the low door of his house, and threaded the narrow labyrinth of streets which compose the old town of Algiers.

The greater part of the old, or, as it is styled, the Moorish town, remains almost exactly the same at the present time that it was at the time of which our tale treats. It occupied the face of a steep hill, and was built in the form of a triangle, the apex being a fort, or casba, near the summit of the hill. The base was a street of oriental houses upwards of half a mile in extent, beyond which the sea-wall, well lined with batteries, rose directly from the beach, and was washed by the spray in every breeze. All the houses facing the sea have now been taken down, and their places are occupied by wide handsome streets of French buildings; the beach and the site of the old wall being occupied by splendid quays, wharves, and terraces.

The houses of the Moorish town were square white-washed blocks, built so close to each other that most of the streets were mere lanes, not more than from six to ten feet wide. No windows worthy of the name garnished the dead white walls of these houses, whose light sprang in reality from within, each house being in the form of a square of building surrounding a central court, which at the top was open to the weather. The real windows of the houses looked into the courts, which, however, were by no means dismal. They had fountains in the midst of them, which sent up a perpetual  and, in such a climate, grateful  sound of trickling water; while in their corners and elsewhere boxes of earth enabled banana-trees, and palms, and various creepers, to convert the little spots into delightful, though miniature, gardens. Such windows as opened outwards were mere loop-holes, not much more than a foot square  many of them less,  the larger of them being always strongly grated. Most of these houses projected beyond their basement storeys, thus rendering the open space above narrower than the streets below, and in many cases the walls absolutely met, and converted the streets into tunnels. Strange wooden props, seemingly insufficient for their duty, upheld these projecting upper storeys, and gave a peculiarly un-European character to the streets,  a character which became still more perplexing to the stranger when he observed here and there, in places where architecture had scarcely space or light to be seen, fountains of the most elegant design and workmanship; doorways of white marble, most elaborately and beautifully carved; and entrance-halls that resembled courts of the Alhambra in miniature.

When one first sees such things they induce surprise, but the surprise evaporates when we reflect that these pirates had at their command the services of thousands of slaves, many of whom represented the artistic talent of the civilised world.

Passing rapidly along these narrow streets, and bending his tall form when he came to low archways, Bacri at length emerged on the chief high street of the town, which, entering at the north, or Bab-el-Oued gate, completely traversed the city under that name as far as the Deys palace, where it changed its name to Bab-Azoun, and terminated at the south gate of the same name.

In this street was the Bagnio, already mentioned as being the prison of the government slaves.

Here Bacri paused, drew a glittering coin from his pocket, and knocked at a strong oaken door. A janissary opened, and roughly demanded his business, but changed his tone at once and gave the Jew admission, on receiving the coin.

Passing though a lobby, whose marble pillars were sadly broken and disfigured, the Jew entered a [image: img130.jpg]courtyard, open to the sky, around which were a number of recesses or cells. In these the unhappy slaves sat huddled together. They were not cold, for it was summer; but their misery and want of space probably induced them to cling closely to each other.

The place had once been a bathing establishment, and an old fountain still gurgled in the centre of the court; but its drains had been choked long ago, and the waters had overflowed, to find exit as they best might, rendering the floor a damp and uncomfortable residence for scorpions, centipedes, and other repulsive insects.

The slaves received only two small rolls of black bread as their rations at the close of each day, and they were too eagerly engaged in devouring these to pay much regard to their visitor.

Looking carefully round, the Jew at length discovered the objects of his search,  Francisco, Lucien, and Mariano Rimini. The two first were seated side by side, eating their meagre meal. Mariano lay near them, heavily laden with irons, and also endeavouring to eat.

Friends, said Bacri, approaching them.

Villain! cried Mariano, starting up into a reclining attitude, despite the agony that the act occasioned, and fixing his eyes on the Jew.

You do me injustice, young man, said Bacri, seating himself on the basement of a pillar.

It may be that he does you injustice, said Lucien sternly, nevertheless we have all of us good reason to believe that you are a friend of the pirate Hassan, and no friend of ours.

Whether friend or foe, say thy say, man, and be gone, cried the bluff Francisco, whose spirit suffered even more than his body from the indignities to which he had been subjected that day.

Listen, then, said Bacri impressively. You know my name and nation, but you do not know that I am the chief of the Jews in this city of devils. I and my people are regarded by these followers of Mohammed as worse than the dogs in their streets, yet, while they treat us with the utmost indignity, they know that we are good traders, and as such bring riches within their walls. I have power  the power of wealth  to help you at a pinch; indeed I have helped you, for it was only by means of a promise of gold that I induced Sidi Hassan to spare your lives when his men were bent on taking them. But that is not what I came to tell you to-night. I came to say that the poor captive girls with whom you voyaged to this place are for the present out of danger.

Say you so? exclaimed Mariano eagerly. How can that be? Did I not see Angela led to the slave-market this very afternoon?

You did, and I purchased her for the purpose of protecting her. She is now in my house. Her sister and the infant have been sent as a temporary gift or loan to the British consul, under whose care she is safe for the present. But be not too sanguine, added Bacri, seeing that Marianos countenance brightened; the whim of the Dey, or a change of government, which latter is common enough here, may totally alter the state of affairs. If the Dey willed it, I could not hold anything that belongs to me for an hour. They call us dogs, and treat us as such.

They are themselves dogs! cried Mariano indignantly.

Christians have called us by the same name, returned the Jew calmly, thereby proving the falsity of their own faith.

Say not so! cried Lucien with animation. Many, calling themselves Christians, have undoubtedly treated your race ill, but those who really love the Lord Jesus cannot help respecting the people from whom Himself sprang. I side not with those who disgrace themselves by vilifying the Jews.

Lucien extended his hand as he spoke, and Bacri grasped it kindly.

Bah! you are fools; all of you arrant idiots! cried a wild-looking ragged man in the neighbouring cell, starting up and glaring at them as he clenched his fists. What avails Christianity, or Judaism, or anything else here? Tis a world of fiends!  ha, ha! murderers, tormentors, hypocrites,  ha! ha!

Here the man gave vent to a burst of wild ferocious laughter, so loud that even the careless and callous warder was disturbed, and rattled his keys as if about to enter. The sound appeared to send a chill to the heart of the captive; an expression of terror overspread his thin haggard features, and he shrunk together as he retired quickly to the remotest corner of his cell.

A maniac, I fear, said Francisco in a low tone, observing that the Jew regarded him with a look of pity.

No, not quite mad, replied Bacri in the same low tone, but sometimes very near it, I think. Poor man, I know him well. He has been fifteen years a prisoner in Algiers. When first brought here he was as fine a specimen of a Genoese youth as I ever saw. His name is Lorenzo Benoni. He was captured with his wife and two children, all of whom died before the first year was out. Of course, although in the same city, he was never again permitted to see wife or children. He was very dangerous at first, attacking and nearly killing his guards whenever he got a chance, and frequently attempting to take his own life, so that they were obliged to make him work constantly in heavy irons, and, I need scarcely add, bastinadoed and tortured him until his body became a mass of bruises from head to foot. They subdued him, in the course of years, to a condition of callous and brutal indifference to everything, and at last his great strength began to give way. He is now considered incapable of doing much injury to any one, and seems almost tamed. The Turks think that this has been brought about by sickness and starvation; it may be partly so, but I cannot help thinking that, despite the contempt which, in a sudden burst of passion, he poured on it just now, religion has something to do with it, for I have noticed a considerable change in him since he began to listen to the voice of an old man who has been a true friend of the poor slaves since long before I came here. The old man professes, at least he teaches, your religion; but I know not to what sect he belongs. Indeed, I think he belongs to none. This, however, am I sure of, that he holds equally by our Scriptures and your Testament as being the whole Word of God.

The three captives listened to this narration with sinking hearts, for it opened up a glimpse of the terrible and hopeless future that lay before themselves, so that for some time they sat gazing in silence at their visitor, and at the miserable beings who were devouring the last crumbs of their black bread around them.

I came to see you, continued Bacri, partly to assure you of the comparative safety of the girls who interested us all so much on board the vessel of Sidi Hassan, and partly to say that I will do what lies in my power to alleviate your sad condition. With Luciens education and knowledge of languages, it may be possible to get him into the immediate service of the Dey, in which case he will be able to aid his father and brother.

Have you, then, much influence with the Dey? asked Francisco.

None, replied the Jew, with a sad smile. I have already told you that the pirates detest us; that we are tolerated only because of our money-making powers, and the ease with which they can bleed us when they want gold. But I have some influence with others in the city who have power to move the Dey. There is one thing, however, here the Jew glanced pointedly at Mariano, in regard to which I would give you most earnest counsel, namely, that you should at once dismiss all idea of rebellion. It will be utterly unavailing. You may, like the caged lion, if you will, dash yourselves to death against your prison bars, but you cannot break them. Countless thousands of bold and brave spirits have attempted this plan, with no good result, in time past. The Turks are well acquainted with and quite prepared for it. Your only chance of mitigating the woes of your condition lies in submission.

It were better and nobler to die than to submit, said Mariano gloomily.

It were better and nobler to bow to the will of the Almighty than to commit suicide, retorted Bacri, somewhat sternly. It is selfishness and pride which induces us to seek deliverance from sorrow and suffering in death. There are men who have thought that truest nobility lay in choosing a life in the midst of suffering and woe for the purpose of alleviating it, and who have acted on their opinion. This lesson, however, is not so frequently learnt by us through precept as in the school of sorrow.

Mariano felt abashed, yet at the same time rather nettled.

Truly, then, he said, with a glance at his blood-stained shirt, it seems to me that I have at all events begun my lesson in the right school. However, I believe thou art right, Bacri, and I bear thee no ill-will for the rap thou didst bestow on my skull, which, luckily, is a thick one, else thy ponderous fist had split it from the cranium to the chin.

We had misjudged you, Bacri, said Francisco, extending his hand, as the Jew rose to depart.

We will lay your advice to heart; and we thank you, meanwhile, for coming to see us in this foul den, which I dislike less because of moisture and dirt  these being familiar to me  than because of the lively reptiles which hold their nightly revels in it.

There was mingled humour and bitterness in Franciscos tone, as he uttered this sentence, which he concluded with a heavy sigh. Immediately after, the rusty bolts of their prison-door grated harshly on their ears, and they listened sadly to the retreating footsteps of one whom they now esteemed their only friend, as they died away in the distance.




Chapter Seven.

Some New Characters walk, glide, and furiously gallop into the Tale, and otherwise introduce themselves to Notice.

In the interior court of a beautiful Moorish villa not far from the city, sat Mrs Langley, wife of Colonel Langley, British consul at the Court of Algiers.

The lady of whom we write was unusually romantic, for her romance consisted of a deep undercurrent of powerful but quiet enthusiasm, with a pretty strong surface-flow of common-sense. Her husband was a man of noble mind and commanding presence  a magnificent representative John Bull, with the polish of a courtier and the principles of a Christian; one who had been wisely chosen to fill a very disagreeable post, full of responsibility and danger.

On a stool at the feet of Mrs Langley sat a sunny second edition of herself, about eight years of age, named Agnes. In the cradle which Agnes had formerly occupied reposed a remarkably plump and dimpled representative of the Colonel. When respectfully addressed he was called Jim, but he was more familiarly known as Baby.

A small negress from beyond the Zahara, and blacker than any coal, rocked Jim violently. For this  not the rocking, but the violence  she had been unavailingly rebuked by Mrs Langley, until that ladys heart had nearly lost all hope.

There  you have done it again, Zubby, said Mrs Langley, referring to a push that well-nigh rolled Master Jim, (as a sea-captain once said), out at the starboard side of the cradle.

Zubby confessed her guilt, by looking abashed  and what a solemn look an abashed one is in a negress with very large eyes!  as well as by rocking more gently.

Agnes vented a sudden little laugh at the expression of Zubbys face; and, the door opening at that moment, Colonel Langley entered the court, and sat down beside his wife under the giant leaves of a small banana-tree, whose life was drawn from a boxful of earth about three feet square.

My dear, said the Colonel, I have two rather amusing things to lay before you this evening. One is a gift from the Dey, the other is a letter. Which will you have first?

The gift, of course, replied the lady.

Let her come in, Ali, called the Colonel to his interpreter, who stood in the passage outside.

Rais Ali, a Moor clad in the usual Turkish garb, but with a red fez or skull-cap on his head instead of a turban, threw open the door leading out of the court, and ushered in poor Paulina Ruffini with her child.

Is this the Deys gift? asked the astonished lady, rising hurriedly.

It is; at least she is lent to us, and we are bound to accept her.  Address her in French, my dear; she does not understand English. In fact, youd better take her to your own room and have a talk.

Mrs Langley addressed to the poor captive a few reassuring words, and led her away, leaving the Colonel to amuse himself with Agnes.

What has she been sent to us for? asked Agnes.

To be a serv  a companion to you and baby, my pet.

That was kind of the Dey, wasnt it? said the child.

Well  yees; oh yes, doubtless, it was very kind of him, replied the Colonel.

We fear that the Colonel did not fully appreciate the kindness that resulted in the gift either of Paulina Ruffini as his servant, or of Sidi Hassan as his attendant, for he saw clearly that the former was unaccustomed to menial work, and he knew that Sidi Hassan was a turbulent member of the community. However, being a man of prompt action, and knowing that it was of the utmost importance that he should stand well in the good graces of the Dey, he resolved to receive Paulina into his establishment as governess of the nursery and companion to his wife, and to leave Sidi Hassan very much to the freedom of his own will, so long as that will did not interfere with the interests of the consulate.

On the return of his wife he listened to her pathetic account of Paulinas sad history, and then produced the letter to which he had referred on first entering.

This letter necessitates my riding into town immediately. It is a curious document in its way, therefore lend me your ear.

Opening it he began to read. We give it verbatim et literatim:  

To the brittish Cownsul algeers.

7 teenth Jully, 18  

Sur im an irishman an a sailer an recked on the cost of boogia wid six of me messmaits hoo are wel an arty tho too was drowndid on landin an wan wos spiflikated be the moors which are born divls an no mistaik. I rite to say that weer starvin but the Kaid as they cals the guvner Here says heel take a ransum for us of 150 spanish dolars the Kaid has past his word in yoor name to the moors for that sum or theyd hav spiflikate us too. I hope yer onor has as much to spair in yer pokit, an will luke alive wid it, for if yoo dont its all up wid me mesmaits inkloodin yoor onors obedent humbil servint to comand ted flagan.

Well, I hope, with poor Flaggan, said Mrs Langley laughingly, that you have as much to spare in your pokit, for if not, it is plain that the poor fellows will be led into captivity.

I would readily advance a larger sum for so good an end, replied the consul, folding the letter. I shall at once ride into town to make arrangements, and as it is so late, will pass the night in our town house. I shall send our new attendant, Sidi Hassan, on this mission, and leave you for the night under the guardianship of Rais Ali.

The consul left immediately, and next morning Sidi Hassan set out for Bugia with the necessary ransom.

In regard to this we need say nothing more than that he accomplished his purpose, paid the ransom, and received the seven British seamen, accompanied by whom he commenced the return journey, he and his men riding, and driving the sailors on foot before them as though they had been criminals. On the [image: img131.jpg]way, however, they were attacked, not far from Algiers, by a body of predatory Arabs from the Jurjura mountains.

These bold villains, at the very first onset, killed more than half of the Turkish escort, and put the rest to flight. Six of the sailors they captured and carried off, but Ted Flaggan, who was an exceedingly active as well as powerful man, proved himself more than a match for them all. During the mêlée he managed to throw himself in the way of one of the best-mounted among the Arabs, who instantly charged him, but Ted sprang aside and let him pass, ducking low to avoid a cut from his curved sword.

Before he could turn, the Irishman ran close to his side, seized him by the burnous, at the same time grasping his bridle, and pulled him out of the saddle with such sudden violence that he fell headlong to the ground, where he lay quite stunned by the fall. Flaggan instantly sprang into the saddle, as if he had been an accomplished cavalier, though in reality he knew no more about horses than an Esquimaux. However, a man who was accustomed to hold on to a top-sail-yard in a gale was not to be easily shaken off by an Arab charger. He clung to the high saddle-bow with one hand, and with the other grasped his clasp-knife, which he opened with his teeth. Therewith he probed the flanks of his fiery steed to such an extent that he not only distanced all his Arab pursuers, but overtook and passed his own escort one by one, until he reached Sidi Hassan himself. He then attempted to pull up, but the clasp-knife had fired the chargers blood in an unusual degree. With a wicked snort and fling that lifted Flaggan high out of the saddle, it rushed madly on, left the pirate captain far behind, and at length dashed through the Bab-Azoun gate of Algiers, despite the frantic efforts of the guard to check or turn it. Right onward it sped through the street Bab-Azoun, scattering Turks, Moors, Jews, negroes, and all the rest of them like chaff; passed the Deys palace, straight along the street Bab el-Oued; out at the water-gate, with similar contempt of the guards; down into the hollow caused by the brook beyond; up the slope on the other side, half-way towards the summit, on the opposite side of Frais Vallon, and was not finally pulled up until it had almost run down the British consul, who chanced to be riding leisurely homeward at the time.

You seem to have had a pretty sharp run, my man, said the consul, laughing, as the Irishman thankfully jumped off, and grasped the bridle of the now thoroughly winded horse.

Faix an I have, yer honour; an if I havent run down an kilt half the population o that town, wotevers its name, no thanks to this self-opiniated beast, replied Flaggan, giving the bridle a savage pull.

Youre an Irishman, I perceive, said the consul, smiling.

Well, now, yer right, sur; though how ye came to persaive is more nor I can understand.

Where have you come from? and how in such a plight? demanded the consul in some surprise, observing that a troop of janissaries came galloping up the winding road, near the top of which they stood.

Sorrow wan o me knows where we touched at last, replied the seaman in some perplexity; the names goes out o me head like wather out of a sieve. All Im rightly sure of is that I set sail four days ago from a port they calls Boogee, or sothin like it, in company with a man called Seedy Hassan; an sure hed ha bin seedy enough be now if his horse hadnt bin a good un, for we wos attacked, and half his party killed and took, forby my six messmates; but

Your name is Ted Flaggan? inquired the consul hastily.

It is, said the seaman, in great surprise; sure yer honour must be

The sentence was cut short by the arrival of the janissaries, who pulled up with looks of considerable astonishment on finding the mad fugitive engaged in quiet conversation with the British consul.

Gentlemen, said Colonel Langley, with much urbanity of tone and manner, I suppose you wish to make a prisoner of this man?

The soldiers admitted that such was their desire and intention.

Then you will oblige me, continued the Colonel, by allowing me to be his jailer in the meantime. He is a British subject, of whom I can give a good account at the fitting time and place. Sidi Hassan, under whose charge he has been by my orders, will doubtless soon arrive in town, and further enlighten you on this subject.

Without waiting for a reply the Colonel bowed, and wheeling his horse round rode quietly away, followed by the Irishman, who regarded his new jailer with a very puzzled look, while a touch of humour further tended to wrinkle his remarkably expressive countenance.




Chapter Eight.

Ted Flaggan and Rais Ali proceed on a Mission, and see Impressive Sights.

Two days after the events narrated in the last chapter, Mrs Langley, being seated on her favourite couch in the court under the small banana-tree, sent Zubby into the garden to command the attendance of Ted Flaggan. That worthy was gifted with a rare capacity for taking the initiative in all things, when permitted to do so, and had instituted himself in the consuls mansion as assistant gardener, assistant cook and hostler, assistant footman and nurseryman, as well as general advice-giver and factotum, much to the amusement of all concerned, for he knew little of anything, but was extremely good-humoured, helpful, and apart from advice-giving  modest.

Flaggan, said Mrs Langley, when the stout seaman appeared, hat in hand, I want you to accompany our interpreter, Rais Ali, into town, to bring out a message from a gentleman named Sidi Omar. Ali himself has other duties to attend to, and cannot return till evening, so take particular note of the way, lest you should miss it in returning.

I will, maam, replied Ted, with a forecastle bow, Does Mister Ally onderstand English?

Oh yes, returned Mrs Langley, with a laugh. I forgot that he was absent when you arrived. You will find that he understands all you say to him, though Im not quite sure that you will understand all he says to you. Like some of the other Moors here, he has been in the British navy, and has acquired a knowledge of English. Youll find him a pleasant companion, I doubt not. Be so good as to tell him that I wish to see him before he leaves.

Obedient to the summons, Rais Ali quickly appeared. The interpreter was a stout, tall, dignified man of about thirty-five, with a great deal of self-assertion, and a dash of humour expressed in his countenance.

Ali, said Mrs Langley, you are aware that Sidi Omar is to be married to-morrow. I have been invited to the wedding, but have stupidly forgotten the hour at which I was asked to see the bride dressed. Will you go to Sidi Omar, or some of his people, and find this out? Take the sailor, Mr Flaggan, with you, and send him back with the information as soon as possible.

Yis, mum, replied the interpreter; an please, mum, I was want too, tree days leave of absins.

No doubt Colonel Langley will readily grant your request. Have you some particular business to transact, or do you merely desire a holiday?

Bof, replied the Moor, with a mysterious smile. Ise got finished the partikler bizziness of bein spliced yesterdays, an I wants littil holiday.

Indeed, said Mrs Langley in surprise, you have been very quiet about it.

Ho yis, wery quiet.

Where is your bride, Ali? I should like so much to see her.

Hers at ome, safe, said Rais Ali, touching a formidable key which was stuck in his silken girdle.

What! have you locked her up?

Yis bleeged to do so for keep her safe.

Not alone, I hope? said Mrs Langley.

No, not lone. Hers got a bootiflul cat, an I means buy her a little nigger boy soon.

Having arranged that Mrs Langley was to visit his bride on her way to Sidi Omars wedding the following day, Rais Ali set out on his mission, accompanied by Mr Flaggan.

The Irishman soon discovered that the Moor was a conceited coxcomb and a barefaced boaster, and ere long began to suspect that he was an arrant coward. He was, however, good-humoured and chatty, and Ted, being in these respects like-minded, rather took a fancy to him, and slily encouraged his weakness.

Ye must have seed a power o sarvice in the navy, now, he said, with an air of interest; how came you to git into it?

Ha! that wos cos o me bein sitch a strong, good-lookin feller, replied Ali, with an air of self-satisfaction.

Just so, said Flaggan; but its not common to hear of Moors bein taken aboard our men o war, dee see. Its that as puzzles me.

Oh, thats easy to splain, returned Ali. The fac is, Id bin for sevl year aboord a Maltese trader tween Meddrainean an Liverpl, and got so like a English tar you coodnt tell the one fro the oder. Spok English, too, like natif.

Ha! exclaimed Ted, nodding his head gravely well?

Well, one night wen we was all sleeperin in port, in a ouse on shore, the press-gang comes round an nabs the whole of us. We fight like lions. I knock seven men down, one before the tother, cause of bein very strong, an had learn to spar a littil. You know how to spar?

Well, returned Ted, looking with a smile at his huge hands, I cant go for to say as I know much about the science of it, dee see; but I can use my fists after a fashion.

Good, continued the Moor. Well, then, we fights till all our eyes is black, an all our noses is red, an some of our teeths is out, but the sailirs wos too many for us. We wos bleeged to gif in, for wot kin courage do agin numbers? so we wos took aboord a friggit and zamined.

An what? asked the seaman.

Zamined. Overhauled, replied the Moor.

Oh! examined, I see. Well?

Well, I feels sure of git hoff, bein a Algerine Moor, so wen my turn comes, I says to the hofficer wot zamined us, says I, Is not a Breetish man!

Wot are you, then? says the hofficer.

Is a Moor, says I.

Moors the pity, says he.

Ted gave a short laugh at this.

Now, thats strange, observed Ali, glancing at his companion in some surprise; thats zactly wot they all did, wen the hofficer says that! Ive thought oftin bout it since, but never could see wot they laugh at.

Oh, its just a way weve got, returned Flaggan, resuming his gravity; the English have a knack o larfin, off and on, wen they shouldnt ought to.  Git along with your yarn.

Well, that wos the finish. I became a Breetish tar, an fouted in all the battils of the navy. I spected to get promotion an prize-money, but nivir git none, cause of circumstances as wos never splained to me. Well, one night we come in our friggit to anchor in bay of Algiers. I gits leave go ashore wi tothers, runs right away to our Dey, who gits awrful waxy, sends for Breetish capn, splain that Is the son of a Turk by a Algerine moder an wery nigh orer the capns head to be cutted off.

You dont say so?

Yis, its troo. Wery near declare war with England acause of that, said Ali, with an air of importance. But the Breetish consul he interfere, goes down on hims knees, an beg the Dey for to parding hims nation.

He must ha bin a cowardly feller, that consul!

No, said the interpreter sternly, hims not coward. Him was my master, Kurnil Langley, an only do the right ting: humbil hisself to our Dey wen hims contry do wrong.  Now, here we is comin to Bab-el-Oued, that means the Water-gate in yoor lingo, were the peepils hold palaver.

This in truth appeared to be the case, for many of the chief men of the city were seated under and near the gate, as the two drew near, smoking their pipes and gossiping in the orthodox Eastern style.

The big Irishman attracted a good deal of notice as he passed through the gates; but Turks are grave and polite by nature: no one interrupted him or made audible comments upon his somewhat wild and unusual appearance.

Passing onwards, they entered the town and traversed the main street towards the Bab-Azoun gate, which Ali explained to his companion was the Gate of Tears, and the place of public execution.

Here they came suddenly on the body of a man, the feet and limbs of which were dreadfully mangled, showing that the miserable wretch had perished under the bastinado.

At the time we write of, and indeed at all times during Turkish rule, human life was held very cheap. For the slightest offences, or sometimes at the mere caprice of those in power, men were taken up and bastinadoed in the open streets until they died from sheer agony, and their relations did not dare to remove the bodies for burial until their tyrants had left the scene. Cruelty became almost the second nature of the people. Theft was checked by the amputation of the first joint of the fore-finger of the right hand for the first offence. For the second, the whole hand was sacrificed, and for the third, the head itself was forfeited. Sometimes, in cases of capital punishment, decapitation was performed by degrees! and other refinements too horrible to mention were constantly practised.

While the interpreter was explaining to his companion as much of this as he deemed it right for him to know, several of the sorrowing relations of the dead man came forward and carried the body away. Little notice was taken of the incident, which, from beginning to end, scarcely interrupted the general flow of business.

At the Bab-Azoun gate, which occupied a position not many yards distant from the spot on which now stands the principal theatre of Algiers, Ali left Ted Flaggan for a few minutes, begging him to wait until he had transacted a piece of business in the market held just outside the gate.

Tell me before ye go, Ally, what may be the use of them three big hooks close to the gate, said Flaggan, pointing upwards.

Thems for throwin down teeves an murderers on to.  You stay here; me not be wery long come back.

Rais Ali hurried away, leaving the sailor to observe and moralise on all that passed around him. And there was a good deal to induce thought in one who had been accustomed to comparatively humane laws and merciful dispensations in his native land, for, besides the scene which he had just witnessed, and the huge hooks whose uses had just been explained to him, he now noticed that several conspicuous places near him were garnished with the heads of malefactors who had been recently executed. He observed, also, that the innumerable donkeys which were being constantly driven past him, overladen with market produce, were covered with open sores, and that these sores appeared to be selected for special flagellation when the brutal drivers wished to urge the wretched creatures on.

He stood thus for some time watching with interest the throng of Turks, Jews, Moors, negroes, and others that continually streamed to and fro, some on foot, some on horseback, and others, especially the men with marketable commodities, on mules and donkeys. It was not difficult for him to distinguish between the races, for Rais Ali had already told him that none but Turks were permitted to wear the turban, not even the sons of Turks by Algerine mothers, and that the Jews were by law commanded to dress in sombre black.

Suddenly he observed a body of men advancing towards the gate, carrying something in their arms, and followed by an orderly crowd at a respectful distance. With the curiosity of an idler he approached, and found that they bore a man, who was firmly bound hand and foot. The man was a Moor, and the anxious look of his pale face showed that he was about to suffer punishment of some kind.

The seaman mingled with the crowd and looked on.

Laying the man on the ground with his face downwards, the officers of justice sent away two of their number, who speedily returned with a blacksmiths anvil and forehammer. On this they placed one of their victims ankles, and Flaggan now saw, with a sickening heart, that they were about to break it with the ponderous hammer. One blow sufficed to crush the bones in pieces, and drew from the man an appalling shriek of agony. Pushing his leg farther on the anvil, the executioner broke it again at the shin, while the other officials held the yelling victim down. A third blow was then delivered on the knee, but the shriek that followed was suddenly cut short in consequence of the man having fainted. Still the callous executioner went on with his horrible task, and, breaking the leg once more at the thigh, proceeded to go through the same process with the other leg, and also with the arms. When twelve blows had thus been delivered, the writhing of the wretched victim proved that he was still alive, though his labouring chest was now incapable of giving vent to his agony in shrieks.

We would not describe such a scene as this were it not certainly true; and we relate it, reader, not for the purpose of harrowing your feelings, but for the sake of showing what diabolical deeds we men are capable of, unless guarded therefrom by the loving and tender spirit of Jesus Christ. We say spirit advisedly, for we are well aware that false professors of that blessed name have, many a time, committed deeds even more horrible than that which we have just described.

Unable to bear the sight longer, the sailor turned and hurried away from the spot.

Fortunately he met Rais Ali just outside the crowd.

Come, lad, come, he cried, seizing that boastful man by the arm, in such a grasp that Rais turned pale with alarm. I cant stop here. Lets git away. Sure its divls they must be, an not men!

Blindly dragging the interpreter along by main force through several streets, Flaggan stopped suddenly at last to recover breath and to wipe the perspiration from his brow.

Dont ask me wot Ive seen, he said, to Alis inquiries, I cant a-bear to think on it. God help me! I wish I could wipe it out of me brain intirely. Come along, lets finish our business, an git out o this cursed place.

Proceeding rapidly and in silence towards the street at the base of the triangular town, which followed the line of ramparts that faced the sea, they discovered the great man of whom they were in search, Sidi Omar, walking up and down with the cadi, or chief judge, to whose daughter he was to be united on the following day.

It wont do to trupt em jus yit. Hold on a littil, said Rais Ali to his companion.

Ted Flaggan had no objection to hold on, for the sight of the ocean with its fresh breezes cooled his brow, and tended to turn his mind away from the horrible thoughts that filled it.

While they are waiting, let you and me, reader, listen to the conclusion of the converse held between the bridegroom and father-in-law.

The cadi was a stern old Turk, with a long grey beard. The son-in-law elect was, as we have elsewhere said, an ill-favoured elderly man with only one eye. He did not look quite so happy as one would have expected in a bridegroom so near his wedding-day, but that was to be accounted for, to some extent, by the fact that he already possessed four wives, and was naturally somewhat used to weddings.

No, no, said he, in a cautious tone, to the judge; it wont do to be hasty about it, Achmet is too popular at present.

What has that to do with the question? asked the cadi, in a tone of contempt. If our party be strong enough we have only to strike; and I tell you that I believe it to be quite strong enough.

I know it, returned Omar impatiently, but I also know that my enemy, Sidi Hassan, is more than usually on the alert just now; I think it well to delay for a time. Besides, he added, smiling, you surely would not have me begin a revolution on the very eve of my marriage!

I would have you lose as little time as possible, replied the cadi. But see, if I mistake not, these two men are eyeing us rather narrowly.

Seeing that they were observed, Rais Ali advanced, and, with a low salaam, delivered his message to Sidi Omar, who gave him the necessary reply, and dismissed him.

Resuming their conference, the two magnates turned to saunter along the street, when Omar observed a dark object like a dog, coiled up in an angle of the parapet. Poking it with his cane, he caused it to uncoil and display the vacant, features of a half-witted negro boy. The poor creature fell on his knees in alarm on seeing the well-known face of Sidi Omar, but sprang to his feet with alacrity, and ran off at full speed on being sternly told to be gone.

Meanwhile Rais Ali led his friend safely through the Bab-el-Oued gate, and, turning his face in the right direction said  

Now, you git ome, fast. Keep er steady  a point morer to the westward  so, yoo cant go wrong.

Instead of obeying orders, Ted Flaggan turned, and, with an amused smile, watched the retreating figure of the interpreter. Then, after sauntering on some distance in a reverie, he stopped and gazed long and earnestly at the pirate city, whose white-washed domes and minarets gleamed in the sunshine like marble, contrasting beautifully with the bright green of the Sahel hills behind, and the intense blue of the sky and sea.

A whited sepulchre! muttered the seaman, with a frown, as he turned away and pushed forward at a rapid pace towards the residence of the British consul.




Chapter Nine.

Describes a Moorish Bride, a Wedding, and a Metamorphosis, besides indicating a Plot.

On the following morning Mrs Langley set out on horseback for the palace of the cadi, to attend the wedding of his daughter with Sidi Omar, and, true to her promise, turned aside on the way to pay a visit to the imprisoned bride of Rais Ali.

She was accompanied, of course, by the remarkable bridegroom himself, and also by her husbands janissary, Sidi Hassan, as well as by her daughter Agnes, who rode a spirited Arab pony.

Immediately on entering the gate of the city, Rais and the ladies dismounted, and leaving their horses in charge of a groom, ascended on foot one of the narrow streets of the town. So steep was this street that it consisted of a flight of broad steps, which led ultimately to the casba, or citadel, at the upper part of the town. But before they had ascended it very far, the interpreter diverged into a cross street, which was much narrower. It terminated in a cul-de-sac, at the bottom of which stood the door of Rais Alis town residence.

And a remarkable door it was, made of thick oaken planks, studded with enormous nails, the heads of which were as large as a half-crown. Just above it there was a square hole grated with thick iron bars, which served to enlighten the gloomy passage within.

Applying the key before mentioned to this door, Rais threw it open and bade the visitors enter.

Having carefully shut and re-locked the door, the interpreter led them through a narrow passage, which terminated in the usual square court of Moorish houses. This was very small, and, like all such courts, had no roof, so that a pleasant gleam of sunshine flickered through the creepers which twined up its pillars and gleamed on the drops that fell from a tinkling fountain in the centre.

Entering an open doorway on the right of the court, the interpreter led the way up a flight of marble steps to the second storey of the house. A small gallery, such as one sees in public libraries in England, ran round the four sides of the building over the balustrade, of which one could look down on the leafy court with its ever singing jet deau. The windows of the several private, apartments opened upon this gallery.

In the centre of one side of the square was a large open doorway, in the form of a Moorish arch, by which entrance was obtained into a little extremely ornate apartment. The dome-shaped roof of this boudoir was lighted by four little holes filled with stained-glass, and the walls were covered with beautifully painted tiles. Rich ornaments of various Eastern and fanciful kinds were strewn about, and valuable Persian rugs covered the marble floor.

On an ottoman, in the centre of all, sat Rais Alis bride, cross-legged, and on a cushion before her lay the cat, her only companion.

She was clothed in garments of the richest description, which glittered with gold embroidery and jewels. Seated thus, stroking the cat, and with a self-satisfied smile on her fat pretty face, she seemed the very personification of contentment. Her soft brown neck was almost hidden with rows of pearls, and long rows of the same jewels depended from the high filigree cap which towered above her head. Her dress consisted of three open jackets or short caftans, one above the other, without sleeves. These were profusely garnished with gold lace, and fastened only at the waist. White linen trousers or drawers covered her limbs to the ankles, but these were so immensely wide as to bear more resemblance to female drapery than to the masculine appendages which their name suggests. A silken, gold-striped shawl was fastened by two corners round her waist, and hung down in front like an apron. Sleeves of fine embroidered muslin and of great width covered her arms. Her little feet and ankles were bare, but the latter were ornamented with several thick gold leglets. In each ear she wore five large round ear-rings, two of these fitting into two holes in the lower, and three into the upper part of the ear. One awkward result of this was that the upper ear-rings pulled the ears down, and made them pendent like those of a poodle!

The visitors having been introduced, Madam Rais Ali received them with a good-humoured stare, but said nothing. Mrs Langley then tried to engage her in conversation, but Mrs Ali continued to stare and smile without speaking, for the good reason that she understood neither French nor English. Requesting Ali to interpret, Mrs Langley then put one or two questions. The bride turned her large dark eyes on her husband while he was speaking, and then, instead of replying, turned them on her visitors and laughed. Whereupon little Agnes, unable to control herself, also laughed; this unhinged Mrs Langley, who laughed likewise, and Rais Ali followed suit from sympathy.

After this satisfactory ebullition, Mrs Langley again essayed to induce conversation, but beyond yes, no, and a laugh, she could draw forth nothing whatever from the bride, whose mind, in regard to all things terrestrial, with the exception of household affairs, was a perfect blank. Mohammedan females are treated by their lords like babies. They receive no education worthy of the name, and are therefore apt to be childish in their ideas.

After one or two fruitless attempts, the visitors took leave of the happy bride, who was thereupon locked up again by her jealous husband, and left to her own resources and the cat.

Returning to the place where their steeds had been left, the party re-mounted, and proceeded to the palace of the cadi.

This palace, being situated in one of the narrow lanes of the town, had a very undignified and dull exterior. Indeed, no one could have imagined it to be a palace, but for the spiral columns of marble and other rich and costly carving around the entrance. Inside, however, the aspect of things was more in keeping with the dignity of the owner.

The lady and her daughter were ushered into a little square hall, in which several guards were seated, cross-legged, on small stone seats or niches round the walls, smoking long pipes. Beyond this was the principal entrance-hall or antechamber of the palace. It was gorgeous in marble pillars, stucco designs, horse-shoe arches, and other Mooresque decorations. Here a large party of officials and friends were moving about. Beyond this, they came to the square court, which is the same in general arrangements, in all Moorish houses, though, of course, not in size or luxury of detail.

Here the cadi himself met his guests, and conducted them to the suite of chambers on the second storey, which were devoted to the ladies. At the principal entrance to these they were received by the cadis wife, and, with much display of friendliness and affection, were conducted into the harem  that mysterious retreat which, in a Mohammedan household, is never entered by mortal man, except the lord thereof.

It was Mrs Langleys first visit to such a scene, and, although she had been prepared for something magnificent, the gorgeous nature of everything far surpassed her expectations. The rooms, indeed, were small, being, like those of all Moorish dwellings, rather long and narrow, with recesses or antechambers. Some of these latter had dome-shaped roofs, with little coloured glass skylights, such as we have already described, and were delightfully snug retreats. The walls and ceilings of all the apartments were profusely ornamented, and the hangings and furniture were of the richest material.

On a silken couch, at the farther end of one of these small apartments, sat the bride, Zara, youngest daughter of the cadi, and a lovely girl of nineteen. Poor Zara! Her history  not by any means an uncommon one in that land  goes to prove that Mohammedan women, far more than English, have need of a Womens Rights Society.

Zara was already a widow with two beautiful children! Her first husband, to whom she had been married without her inclination being consulted, had been strangled.

It was afterwards proved that he was innocent of the crime for which he had suffered, but that gave very little pain to the consciences of those who had strangled him, partly because their consciences were callous, and partly because they regarded the event as one of the decrees of Fate.

After his death it became necessary that another husband should be found for Zara. She, poor creature, would have been thankful to have remained in a state of widowed felicity; but this was not deemed proper by her wealthy relatives. Of course it was not difficult to find a suitor where a pretty girl was the hook, and a large dower the bait. Sidi Omar came forward, and all the relatives said that it was an excellent match  all save one, Zaras eldest sister, Hanyfa.

Hanyfa was  to speak plainly  a bad girl. She was one of the wives of a great officer of state  in other words, a particularly noted pirate  named Sidi Hamet. Now, Hamet was the Aga or commander-in-chief of the cavalry. He was an ambitious man, and a rival of Sidi Omar in this respect. Of course he hated Omar, and so did his wife Hanyfa, hence her objection to him as her sisters husband. But neither she nor Hamet could stay the marriage; they therefore made up their minds to endure it.

One thing that struck and surprised Mrs Langley was the extreme fairness of many of the Moorish ladies; some of whom were quite as fair as Europeans, and very beautiful, with much finer eyes than those of the more northern belles.

Having laid aside the shroud-like veils which Moorish ladies wear when exposed to the slightest chance of meeting the gaze of man, they now stood confessed in all the magnificence of Oriental taste. It is impossible to describe the dazzling splendour of the jewels with which their costumes absolutely blazed; especially those in the little golden caps, or salmas, which some of them wore. There were bouquets of roses, jessamine, peacocks-feathers, and butterflies, formed of diamonds, rubies, emeralds, and other precious gems. We do not draw on our imagination here, good reader. It is probable that if a comparison had been instituted, these pirates could have far outshone any court of Europe in the matter of jewellery.

Of course no gentlemen were present. It is one of the drawbacks of Mohammedan female life that the ladies can never enjoy the satisfaction of displaying themselves to male admirers, with the exception of husbands, fathers, and brothers. How far the display of themselves to each other is attended with pleasure remains a doubtful point  especially when we consider that jealousy has not yet been quite eradicated from the female human breast.

However, on the occasion of which we write, most of the assembled ladies appeared to be highly delighted with each other. They were all very merry too, and, being little better than children as regards intellectual training, they were particularly childlike in their merriment.

As the wife of the British consul was a lady of some importance just then, (the consul being high in favour with the Dey), she was received with becoming ceremony, and conducted to a seat next the bride. This seat, like the seats of Orientals in general, was simply a cushion laid on the marble floor. Seating herself with some difficulty in the Moorish fashion, she proceeded to pay some compliments to the bride in English and French, but as Zara knew neither of these languages, she shook her head, smiled, and returned some compliments in Turkish; whereupon Mrs Langley shook her head and smiled. The rest of the company, from infection probably, nodded to each other also, and smiled. Two or three pretty young and rather stout girls turned aside, and went the length of giggling.

Fortunately at this point an interpreter was brought forward in the person of an Italian slave, a good-looking middle-aged lady, who understood French, and who, during a servitude of ten years, had also acquired Turkish.

Compliments were now bandied to and fro with great volubility, without any introductory references to weather, and much notice was taken of little Agnes, whose appearance was the cause of some good-natured criticism among the Algerine belles. As the costume of these latter,  with much variety in colour and detail,  bore strong general resemblance to that of the bride of Rais Ali, it is not necessary to describe it more minutely.

Coffee and sweetmeats were now served, the former in exquisitely delicate porcelain cups, so small that they might have been easily mistaken for part of a dolls establishment. They had neither handles nor saucers, and were prevented from burning the fingers by being inserted into what we may style egg-cups of beautiful gold and silver filigree. The coffee was too thick to suit the European palate, being ground in a fashion peculiar to the Moors. It was also too sweet.

There was present a younger sister of the bride, who had not only a tendency, but had already attained in an unusual degree, to the possession of embonpoint and was appropriately named Fatma. She wore the salma, a dazzling little golden cap, in token of being still unmarried. She seemed much captivated with little Agnes. No wonder, for, in the simplicity of a pure white dress, and with her fair curls streaming down her cheeks, unadorned save by one little blush rose, she looked like an ethereal spirit dropped into the midst of the garish party.

Fatma got up suddenly and whispered to her mother.

My little girl, said the Moorish lady, through the interpreter, thinks your daughter would look so pretty in our costume.

I have no doubt she would, replied Mrs Langley, glancing with some pride at Agnes.

She asks if you will allow her to be dressed just now in the Moorish fashion.

If there is sufficient time, said Mrs Langley, with an amused smile.

Oh, plenty of time, cried Fatma, who immediately seized the not unwilling Agnes by the hand, and ran off with her.

Opposite to Zara sat her sister Hanyfa, who looked pretty and innocent enough just then, though Mrs Langley was struck by her look of superior intelligence, and a certain sharpness of glance which might almost have been styled suspicious.

The consuls lady was about to address her, but was interrupted by the entrance of several dancing-women, who immediately claimed the undivided attention of the company.

One of these carried a sort of guitar, another an earthenware drum covered at one end with parchment, and a third a large tambourine, while a fourth prepared to dance.

Of the dancing we need say little. It was unworthy of the name. There was little motion of the feet, and a good deal of waving of a kerchief held in each hand. The music was still less worthy of note; its chief feature being noise. Nevertheless, the Moorish ladies, knowing no better, enjoyed it extremely, and Mrs Langley enjoyed it sympathetically. These women were professionals, the ladies themselves taking no part in the dancing.

After this the bride ascended by steps to one of the shelves or stone recesses, which formed convenient sofas or couches round the walls of the apartment, and there, seated on cushions, submitted to be arrayed in bridal apparel. None but a ladys pen could do full justice to her stupendous toilet. We shall therefore do no more than state that the ludicrously high head-dress, in particular, was a thing of unimaginable splendour, and that her ornaments generally were so heavy as to render her incapable of walking without support.

While this was going on in the chamber of state, a very different, but not less remarkable, transformation was being wrought in Fatmas own private apartment, where she and several of her Algerine companions, assisted by a coal-black slave-girl, named Zooloo, converted innocent little Agnes into a Moor.

Of course conversation with the heroine of the hour was impossible, but this mattered, little to Agnes, for she could converse quite powerfully with her eyes, and her young friends chattered more than enough among themselves.

Standing over her with a formidable pair of scissors, and grasping her front hair with her left hand, the coal-black Zooloo said  

Stand still, you white thing, till I perform my duty.

Of course she said it only by her looks; and Agnes quite understood her.

Next moment a whole cluster of golden ringlets fell to the ground. For one moment Agness eyes and mouth resembled three round Os. She felt that something telling had been done, and thoughts of her mother flashed into her mind, but Fatmas pretty little round face, with no eyes to speak of owing to laughter, caused her to smile and then to laugh heartily.

Having brushed the front hair over her forehead, and cut it straight across, the energetic Zooloo next painted her eyebrows black with a substance called kohl, causing them to meet over her nose in the most approved form of Algerine elegance. Then she dyed her nails and the palms of her hands dark-red with another substance named henna. The first of these takes about a week to remove, and the last can be got rid of only by the growth of the nail. Agnes was not aware of this, else she might have objected. They finished up the adornment of the face by sticking it all over with gold spangles.

Now you look lovely, said Zooloo  with her eyes  stepping back and surveying her as a painter might his chef-doeuvre.

Do I? How nice! replied Agnes.

Then the whole party broke into a chorus of laughter, and running to a wardrobe tumbled out a mass of richly embroidered garments  in silk, satin, muslin, damask, fine linen, and gold, that would have stocked at least half a dozen European families with charading material for life.

From this heap were selected and put on a lovely pair of fair linen drawers, of that baggy kind peculiar to Algerine ladies; also an exquisite little caftan, or sleeveless jacket, of scarlet cloth, so covered with gold lace that scarcely any of the scarlet was visible; likewise a perfect gem of a cap of gold, not bigger than Agness own hand, which Fatma put on in a coquettish style, very much to one side of the head; saying, (with her eyes), as she did so, and laughing heartily the while  

Youre not married yet, of course?

To which Agnes replied, also with her eyes, innocently  

No, not yet, but I hope to be soon. Whereupon the whole party laughed immoderately and said, each one with her eyes  

There cant be the smallest doubt whatever upon that point!

At this point they were interrupted by the entrance of Hanyfa, but that lady, far from damping their ardour, took particular pleasure in assisting. By her advice they cut off a good deal more of the flaxen hair, and deepened the dye on the eyebrows, nails, and palms. Gradually, however, Hanyfa drew the negress Zooloo from the scene of action, and entered into a very earnest conversation in whispers, quite unheeded by the riotous youngsters. There seemed to be a pretty good understanding between these unusually intelligent females, if one might judge from the nods and winks and knowing smiles which passed between them; but their confabulation was cut short by the completion of the toilet.

Many other things of rare value and beauty, which we cannot afford space to mention, were put upon Agnes, and then she was led by the hand into the presence of her mamma!

To say that Mrs Langley was dumbfounded is but a feeble way of expressing the state of her mind. Although a lady of great moral courage, and accustomed from infancy to self-control, she felt, on first beholding her timid little daughter, strongly disposed to seize Fatma by the hair of the head, and use her as a bludgeon wherewith to fell her Algerine mother; but, remembering the dignity of her position as, in some sort, a reflected representative of the British Empire in these parts, and also recalling to mind the aptitude of Algerine gentlemen to tie up in sacks and drown obstreperous Algerine ladies, she restrained herself, bit her lips, and said nothing.

Fortunately at that moment it became necessary to conduct the bride to her future lords apartment, which, for the time, was in another part of the same mansion.

To the cry of Lai! lai! lella! which was meant to express great joy, and was always raised at Moorish weddings, the guests conducted poor Zara to her fate.

That evening Hanyfa sat at the feet of her lord, Sidi Hamet, and watched the curls of smoke which, arising from the bowl of his magnificent hookah, rolled like cannon-wreaths from beneath his frowning and no less magnificent moustache.

Zooloo is a smart girl, said Hamet, referring to something that had just been said.

She is, assented Hanyfa.

You are sure she cannot have misunderstood? asked Hamet.

Quite sure. Dressed as a boy, she lay close to their feet at the time in an angle of the wall near the Djama Djedid, and overheard every word distinctly.

Good, said the Aga of cavalry, venting a sigh of relief, which propelled a miniature gunshot half-way across the room; that enables me to decide the course which I shall pursue, and gives us a little breathing-time before entering on the final act of the play.




Chapter Ten.

Shows what Lessons were taught in the Bagnio, and describes a Brave Dash for Freedom.

Bacri, the chief of the Jews, proved as good as his word.

By means of a golden lever he moved some one, who moved some one else, who moved the Dey to make certain inquiries about the slaves in the Bagnio, which resulted in his making the discovery that Lucien Rimini was a first-rate linguist and an excellent scribe.

Immediately he was commanded to fill the office of scrivano to the Dey  that post being vacant in consequence of the previous secretary having given his master some offence, for which he had had his head cut off.

But Luciens elevation did not necessarily improve the condition of his father and brother. The Dey cared only for those slaves who made themselves useful to him; their relations he utterly ignored, unless they succeeded in gaining his regard. The Sicilians had too much common-sense to expect any great immediate advantage from the change, nevertheless, the slight hope which had been aroused by this event enabled the two who were left in the Bagnio to endure their lot with greater fortitude and resignation. As for Lucien, he resolved to win the Deys esteem in order to be able to influence him in favour of his father and brother.

We must learn to submit, my son, said Francisco, one evening, while he and Mariano were finishing the last crumbs of the black bread which constituted their morning and evening meals.

I admit it, father, said Mariano, with a long-drawn sigh. Bacri was right; but its not easy to bear. For myself, I think I could stand their insults and their lash better if they would only spare you, but when I see the villains strike you as they did to-day  oh, father!  Mariano flushed and clenched his hands it makes me so wild that I feel as though the blood would burst my veins. You cannot wonder that I find it impossible to submit.

God bless you, boy, said Francisco, laying his hand on the youths shoulder; I understand your feelings  nevertheless it were well that you learned to restrain them, for rebellion only works evil. You saw what was the consequence of your attacking the man who struck me to-day  you got knocked down and bastinadoed, and I

Francisco paused.

Yes, go on, father, I know what you mean.

Well, I would not hurt your feelings by mentioning it  as you say, you know what I mean.

You mean, said Mariano, that in consequence of my violence they gave you an additional flogging. True, father, true; and that is the one thing that will now enable me to suffer in silence.

At this point in the conversation they were interrupted by a deep groan from a young man in the cell opposite, which was prolonged into an appalling cry.

Most of the slaves in the foul den had finished their meagre meal and lain down on the hard floors to seek, in heavy slumber, the repose which was essential to fit them for the toils of the coming day.

Some of them awoke and raised themselves on their elbows, but sank back again on seeing that nothing particular had occurred. A few who had been rendered callous by their sufferings did not take the trouble to move, but Francisco and Mariano rose and hastened to the man, supposing him to have fallen into a fit. Mariano moved with difficulty owing to the chains, upwards of sixty pounds weight, which he wore as a punishment for his recent violence.

Go  go back to your rest, said the man, who lay with clenched teeth and hands, as Francisco kneeled beside him, there is nothing the matter with me.

Nay, friend, you are mistaken, said Francisco, taking his hand kindly; your look, and that perspiration on your brow, tell me that something is the matter with you. Let me call our jailer, and

Call our jailer! exclaimed the young man, with a fierce laugh; dyou think that hed take any notice of a sick slave? No, when we get sick we are driven out to work till we get well. If we dont get well, we are left to die.

Surely, surely not! said Francisco.

Surely not! repeated the young man. Look; look there!

He pointed as he spoke to the old man who lay on his back at full length in the recess next to his own.

See. He is a free man now! I knew he was to be released to-night. I have seen many and many a one set free thus since I came here.

Francisco was horrified, on going to the place where the old man lay, to find that he was dead. He had observed him tottering and looking very feeble at his work in the stone-quarries that day, but in his own misery had forgotten him since returning to the Bagnio.

Too true! he said, returning to the young man; his troubles are indeed ended; but tell me what is it that ails thyself.

Tis memory, said the young man, raising himself on his elbow, and gazing sadly into Franciscos face. Your conversation to-night for a moment aroused memories which I have long sought to stifle.  Lad, he said, laying a hand impressively on Marianos arm, take the advice that Bacri gave you. I was once as you are. I came here  years ago  with a father like thine; but he was an older and a feebler man. Like you, I fought against our fate with the ferocity of a wild beast, and they tortured me until my life hung by a thread, for I could not endure to see the old man beaten. As you said just now, you cannot wonder that I found it impossible to submit, but they taught me to submit. Oh! they are clever devils in their cruelty. They saw that I cared not for my life, but they also saw that I suffered through my father, and at last when I became rebellious they beat him. That tamed me, and taught me submission. The old one who lies there was a friend and comrade in sorrow of the dear father who was set free a year ago. I lay thinking of them both to-night, and when I saw you two taking the first steps on the weary path which I have trod so long  and have now, methinks, well-nigh finished  I could not restrain myself. But go  get all the rest you can. We cannot afford to waste the hours in talk. Only be sure, lad, that you take the Jews advice  submit.

Without replying, the father and son crept back to their hard couch. Had they been in more comfortable circumstances their thoughts might have caused them to toss in feverish restlessness, but sheer muscular exhaustion, acting on healthy frames, caused them to fall at once into a deep slumber, from which they were rudely aroused next morning at four oclock to proceed to the Marina, where they were to be engaged that day on certain repairs connected with the bulwarks of the harbour.

On the way down they were joined by an old man in a semi-clerical costume, whose gentle demeanour appeared to modify even the cruel nature of their savage guards, for they ceased to crack their whips at his approach, and treated him with marked respect.

Some of the slaves appeared to brighten into new creatures on beholding him, and spoke to him in earnest tones, addressing him as Padre Giovanni.

The padre had a consoling word for all, and appeared to be well acquainted with the various languages in which they spoke.

Approaching Francisco and his son he walked beside them.

Thou hast arrived but recently, methinks? he said in a tone of commiseration, and hast suffered much already.

Ay, we have suffered somewhat, replied Francisco in an off-hand tone, not feeling much inclined to be communicative just then.

In a few minutes, however, Giovanni had ingratiated himself with the Sicilians to such an extent that they had related all their sad history to him, and already began to feel as if he were an old friend, before they had traversed the half-mile that lay between their nightly prison and the harbour.

Arrived at their place of toil  the artificial neck connecting the little light-house island with the mainland,  Mariano was ordered to convey large masses of stone for the supply of a gang of slaves who were building a new face to the breakwater, while his father was harnessed, with another gang, to the cart that conveyed the stones to their destination along a temporary tramway.

The severity of the labour consisted chiefly in the intense heat under which it was performed, and in the unremitting nature of it. It must not be imagined, however, that there was not a single touch of humanity in the breasts of the cruel slave-drivers. Hard task-masters though they undoubtedly were, some of them were wont to turn aside and look another way when any of the poor slaves sat down for a few minutes, overcome with exhaustion.

There was little opportunity allowed, however, for intercourse among the unfortunates. One or two who, judging from their faces, showed sympathetic leanings towards each other, were immediately observed and separated. This had the effect of hardening some, while it drove others to despair.

One of those whose spirit seemed to vacillate between despair and ferocity was the young man already referred to as being an inhabitant of Franciscos part of the Bagnio. He was a Portuguese, named Castello. In carrying the stones to and fro, he and Mariano had to pass each other regularly every three or four minutes. The latter observed, after a time, that Castello glanced at him with peculiar intelligence. At first he was puzzled, but on next passing him he determined to give him a similar look. He did so. Next time that Castello passed he said, in a low tone, without looking up, and without in the least checking his pace  

Better to die than this!

Mariano was taken by surprise, and at first made no reply, for he recalled the mans advice of the previous night, but, on passing the Portuguese again, he said, in the same low tone  

Yes, much better!

Curious to know what was meant by this  for the tones and glances of Castello were emphatic  Mariano kept on the alert as he repassed his comrade, expecting more. He was not disappointed, though the nature of the communication tended to increase his surprise.

Fall and hurt yourself, whispered Castello, and passed on.

Much perplexed, Mariano tried to conceive some reason for such a strange order, but failed. He was, however, one of those rare spirits who have the capacity, in certain circumstances, to sink themselves  not blindly, but intelligently  and place implicit confidence in others. Hastily reviewing the pros and cons while laying his stone on the breakwater, and feeling assured that no great harm could possibly come of compliance, he gave a nod to his comrade in passing.

I want to speak to you, muttered Castello briefly.

At once the reason flashed on Marianos mind. The delay consequent on the fall would afford opportunity for a few more sentences than it was possible to utter in passing.

On returning, therefore, with a huge stone on his shoulder, just as he passed his friend he fell with an admirable crash, and lay stunned on the ground.

Castello instantly kneeled by his side and raised his head.

Ten of us, he said quickly, intend to make a dash for the Bab-el-Oued gate on the way back to-night: join us. Its neck or nothing.

I will, if my father agrees, said Mariano, still lying with closed eyes  unconscious!

If he does, pull your hat on one side of your head as you A tremendous lash from a whip cut short the sentence, and caused Castello to spring up. Rise, you dog! cried the Turk who had bestowed it; are Christians so delicate that they need to be nursed for every fall?

Castello hurried back to his work without a word of reply, and Mariano, opportunely recovering, with a view to avoid a similar cut, staggered on with his stone; but the Turk quickened his movements by a sharp flip on the shoulder, which cut a hole in his shirt, and left a bright mark on his skin.

For one moment the gush of the old fierce spirit almost overcame the poor youth, but sudden reflection and certain tender sensations about the soles of his feet came to his aid, in time to prevent a catastrophe.

When the slaves were collecting together that evening on the breakwater, Mariano managed to get alongside of his father, who at first was very unwilling to run the risk proposed.

Its not that Im afraid o my neck, lad, said the bluff merchant, but I fear there is no chance for us, and they might visit their wrath on poor Lucien.

No fear, father; I am convinced that the Dey has already found out his value. Besides, if we escape we shall be able to raise funds to ransom him.

Francisco shook his head.

And what, said he, are we to do when we get clear out of the Bab-el-Oued gate, supposing we are so far lucky?

Scatter, and make for the head of Frais Vallon, whispered Castello as he passed. A boat waits at Barbarossas Tower. Our signal is

Here the Portuguese gave a peculiar whistle, which was too low to be heard by the guards, who were busy marshalling the gang.

Youll agree, father? urged Mariano, entreatingly.

The merchant replied by a stern Yes as the gang was ordered to move on.

Mariano instantly gave his straw hat a tremendous pull to one side, and walked along with a glow of enthusiasm in his countenance. One of the guards, noting this, stepped forward and walked beside him.

So much the better, thought Mariano; there will be no time lost when we grapple.

Traversing the passages of the mole, the gang passed into the town, and commenced to thread those narrow streets which, to the present day, spread in a labyrinth between the port and Bab-el-Oued.

As they passed through one of those streets which, being less frequented than most of the others, was unusually quiet, a low hiss was heard.

At the moment Mariano chanced to be passing an open doorway which led, by a flight of stairs, into a dark cellar. Without an instants hesitation he tripped up his guard and hurled him headlong into the cellar, where, to judge from the sounds, he fell among crockery and tin pans. At the same moment, Francisco hit a guard beside him such a blow on the chest with his fist, as laid him quite helpless on the ground.

The other ten, who had been selected and let into the intended plot by Castello on account of their superior physical powers, succeeded in knocking down the guards in their immediate neighbourhood, and then all of them dashed with headlong speed along the winding street.

There were one or two passengers and a few small shops in the street, but the thing had been done so suddenly and with so little noise, that the passengers and owners of the shops were not aware of what had occurred until they beheld the twelve captives rush past them like a torrent  each seizing, as he passed, a broom-handle, or any piece of timber that might form a handy weapon.

Of course the other guards, and such of the maltreated ones as retained consciousness, shouted loudly, but they did not dare to give chase, lest the other slaves should take it into their heads to follow their comrades. Poor creatures! most of them were incapable of making such an effort, and the few who might have joined had they known of the plot, saw that it was too late, and remained still.

Thus it happened that the fugitives reached the northern gate of the city before the alarm had been conveyed thither.

The sun had just set, and the warders were about to close the gates for the night, when the desperadoes, bursting suddenly round the corner of a neighbouring lane, bounded in perfect silence through the archway.

The sentinel on duty was for a few moments bereft of the power of action. Recovering himself, he discharged his musket, and gave the alarm. The whole guard turned out at once and gave chase, but the few moments lost by them had been well used by the fugitives; besides, Despair, Terror, and Hope are powerful stimulators. After running a short time together up the steep ascent of the Frais Vallon, or Fresh Valley, they scattered, according to arrangement, and each man shifted for himself  with the single exception of Mariano, who would not leave his father.

Seeing this, the Turks also scattered, but in this condition they began to waver  all the more that the short twilight of those regions was rapidly deepening into night. They reflected that the guarding of their gate was a prior duty to the hunting down of runaway slaves, and, one by one, dropped off, each supposing that the others would, no doubt, go on, so that the officer of the guard soon found himself alone with only one of his men.

Having observed that two of the fugitives kept together, these Turks resolved to keep them in view. This was not difficult, for they were both young and active, while Francisco was middle-aged and rather heavy.

Stay a moment, boy, cried the bluff padrone, as they tolled up the rather steep ascent of the valley.

Mariano stopped.

Come on, father; they are overhauling us.

I know it, boy, said Francisco, taking Mariano by the shoulders and kissing his forehead. Go thou; run! It is all over with me. God bless thee, my son.

Father, said the youth impressively, grasping a mass of timber which he had wrenched from a shop front in passing, if you love me, keep moving on, I will stop these two, or  Farewell!

Without waiting for a reply, the youth rushed impetuously down the hill, and was soon engaged in combat with the two Turks.

Foolish boy! muttered Francisco, hastening after him.

Mariano made short work of the soldier, hitting him such a blow on the turban that he fell as if he had been struck by a sledge-hammer. Unfortunately the blow also split up the piece of timber, and broke it short off at his hands. He was therefore at the mercy of the young officer, who, seeing the approach of Francisco, rushed swiftly at his foe, whirling a keen scimitar over his head.

Marianos great activity enabled him to avoid the first cut, and he was about to make a desperate attempt to close, when a large stone whizzed past his ear and hit his adversary full on the chest, sending him over on his back.

Well aimed, father! exclaimed Mariano, as the two turned and continued the ascent of the valley.

At its head Frais Vallon narrows into a rugged gorge, and is finally lost in the summit of the hills lying to the northward of Algiers. Here the panting pair arrived in half-an-hour, and here they found that all their comrades had arrived before them.

Friends, said Castello, who was tacitly regarded as the leader of the party, we have got thus far in safety, thank God! We must now make haste to Pointe Pescade. It lies about three or four miles along the shore. There a negro friend of mine has a boat in readiness. He told me of it only an hour before I spoke to you to-night. If we reach it and get off to sea, we may escape; if not, we can but die! Follow me.

Without waiting for a reply, Castello ran swiftly along a foot-path that crossed over the hills, and soon led his party down towards that wild and rocky part of the coast on which stand the ruins of a fort, said to have been the stronghold of the famous pirate Barbarossa in days of old.




Chapter Eleven.

Is Diplomatic and Otherwise.

Just after the escape of the slaves, as already narrated, the British consul demanded a private audience of the Dey. His request was granted, and one morning early he set off on horseback to the city. Arriving there too soon, he put up his horse, and, threading his way through the streets of the old town, soon found himself in front of the small and unpretending, though massive, portal of Bacri the Jew.

He found the master of the house seated in the central court, or skiffa, drinking coffee with his wife and children.

Bacri, said the Colonel, may I venture to interrupt your present agreeable occupation? I wish to have a talk with you in private.

With pleasure, replied the Jew, rising and ushering his visitor into a small apartment, the peculiar arrangement and contents of which betokened it the wealthy merchants study or office,  indeed, it might have been styled either with equal propriety, for Bacri, besides being an able man of business, was learned in Arabic literature  of which the town possessed, and still possesses, a valuable library,  and was a diligent student of the Hebrew Scriptures.

You are aware, said the Colonel, that I am, at your request, about to use my influence with the Dey in behalf of certain friends of yours. Now, there is an old saying  and I have great respect for many old sayings,  that one good turn deserves another. May I, then, ask you to do me a favour?

Certainly, said the Jew. Name it.

You must know, then, that the Dey has been pleased to send me a pretty Portuguese girl as a slave, along with her infant child.

I know it, said Bacri.

You do? Well, this poor girl turns out to be a very sweet creature, and my wife, although somewhat annoyed at first by the unexpected gift, and puzzled what to do with her, is now so fond of her, and finds her so gentle as well as useful, that she has set her heart on having Paulina Ruffini  that is her name  freed and sent home. This, however, is not the point. Paulina has a sister named

Angela Diego, interrupted the Jew.

Oh! you know that too? said the Colonel, with some surprise. You seem to know everything that goes on in this curious city! Indeed, it is a belief in this general knowledge of yours that brings me here. Well, poor Paulina is naturally in great anxiety about her sisters fate, not having heard of her since the day they were cruelly separated by Sidi Hassan. The latter is now my janissary, and tells me that he sold Angela to a Jew in the public market, and does not know where she is. Believing that you can find this out for me, I have come hither this morning on my way to the palace. Do you think you can?

I think I can, said the Jew, opening a door and beckoning to some one without. Come hither, Angela. A gentleman wishes to see you.

What! is this Paulinas sister? said the consul in surprise, as a pretty bright-eyed girl obeyed the summons.

Speak, fair one, said the Jew. Dost know of one Paulina Ruffini, and her infant Angelina?

We need scarcely add that Angela admitted, with a look of surprise, that she did, and was overwhelmed with joy on finding that her sister was a happy inmate of the consuls villa, and that in a short time she would be permitted to see her.

Leaving the Jews house, well satisfied with his unlooked-for success in this matter, the consul proceeded to the palace, and was at once admitted into the audience-chamber.

According to custom, the Dey was seated on a sort of throne, with the huge lion-pup serving as a footstool. We have said before that this lion had a decided antipathy to the British consul. Not being able to speak, it could not give the reason why! Perhaps, although unable to speak, it might have been able to understand what was said, and, possibly, had taken offence at the straightforward manner in which the consul had more than once remonstrated with the Dey for allowing so old a pup to be at large. Be this as it may, certain it is that, on the present occasion, the lion raised its head when the consul was announced. On seeing his hated scarlet uniform, it uttered a savage growl, sprang up, and ran out of the room by another door, with its tail between its legs. In springing up, the brute had forgotten its temporary character of footstool. The result was that the Dey was tilted violently backwards, and fell off his throne in a confused and most undignified heap!

Fortunately for the lion  perchance also for the consul  Achmet possessed too much native dignity and common-sense to allow such an accident to ruffle his temper. He rose and resumed his seat with a hearty laugh, as he said  

You see, Monsieur le Consul, that even lions are afraid of the English uniform!

Your highness is pleased to be complimentary, replied the consul, with a bow; and that emboldens me to observe that a Dey should not retain the services of one who is capable of showing fear.

Perhaps you are right, returned Achmet, with a smile; especially one who has had the audacity to dethrone me.  And now, what demand have you to make of me to-day? Not, I trust, that old one  the liberation of slaves!

No, not exactly that, replied the consul. Nevertheless, he added earnestly, I do come to make an appeal in behalf of slaves.

The Deys countenance became grave.

I refer, continued the consul, to those unfortunate slaves who recently attempted to escape, and are now lying in chains condemned to be bastinadoed, thrown on the hooks, and otherwise tortured to death.

How! exclaimed the Dey, frowning darkly, while a flush of anger covered his face, can you plead for slaves who have not only rebelled and fled, but who have disabled two of my janissaries, and some of whom  especially their leader Castello and the young Sicilian Mariano  are so turbulent as to be an absolute nuisance to their guards?

Your highness is aware, answered the consul respectfully, that British ideas in regard to slavery and all connected with it are widely different from those entertained by Algerines, and I do not presume to pass an opinion on the sentences pronounced on men who are held guilty of having violated your laws. I merely plead that you will extend to them the royal prerogative of mercy  especially to two of their number, Francisco and Mariano.

On what ground do you ask mercy for these? demanded Achmet sternly.

On the ground that courageous and worthy men, although tempted to rebel in order to regain their liberty, are not deserving of death; that the Portuguese girl your Highness was so generous as to send me, and who was captured along with them, has interested me deeply in their history, and also on the ground that one is the father and the other the brother of your scrivano Lucien Rimini.

Indeed! exclaimed the Dey in surprise, Lucien never told me that, although his own hand made out the order for their execution!

That, answered the consul, with a smile, is because I advised him to leave the pleading of their cause to me.

Believing, no doubt, returned the Dey, with a laugh, that your powers of persuasion are superior to his. Well, Monsieur le Consul, you may be right; nevertheless, let me tell you that short though the time be in which Lucien has been my scrivano, there is that in his modest air and ready will, as well as his talent, which constitutes a sufficient plea to induce me to pardon his relations.

It rejoices me, said the consul, to find that, as I expected, your highnesss

Yes, yes; say no more on that head, interrupted the Dey. Here! Lucien, he added, calling aloud to his secretary, who, clad in superb Oriental costume, appeared at the door which led into his office, make out an order to cancel the sentence against your father and brother, and let them be sent to the palace immediately. I will speak with thee again on the matter.  Meanwhile, will Monsieur le Consul come and behold the present which I am preparing for my royal master the Sublime Porte?

There was a touch of sarcasm in the tone in which he used the words royal master, which the consul understood well enough, for he was aware that although nominally subject to Turkey, Algiers was to all intents and purposes an independent power, and that the present referred to was almost all the benefit derived by the Sultan from his piratical vassal.

It was costly enough, no doubt, viewed simply in the light of a gift, and afforded a subject of great interest to the consul when permitted to survey it  an honour, by the way, which the Dey would not have conferred on the consul of any of the other nations represented at the Algerine court, for the British consul at that time was, as we have said, a special favourite. It consisted of two magnificent milk-white Arab horses, richly caparisoned; their saddles and bridles being profusely ornamented with diamonds and other gems, and their shoes being made of pure gold; several boxes of rare and costly jewels; six women-slaves with skins of the most beautiful ebony tint; a number of black-maned lions, several parrots, and a few monkeys.

Your highness is resolved to please the Sultan by means of variety, observed the consul, with a smile, after commenting on the gift in detail.

That, replied Achmet, would have little power to please if the jewels were not numerous and costly. But happily our treasury can afford it, although we have not been very successful in war of late.

He looked at the consul with a sly smile as he spoke, but the latter deemed it wise to be lost in admiration of some of the jewels in question.

After examining the present, the consul retired, and Achmet went to his private apartments to enjoy a cup of coffee and a pipe.

The room in which he sat was similar to that already described as being the reception-room of the bridal party, only the decorations were if possible more elaborate and sumptuous. Here, seated on rich cushions, with, not his most beautiful, but his wisest wife beside him, Achmet  once a petty officer of janissaries  gave himself up to the enjoyment of the hour. Christian slaves  once the happy butterflies of European and other lands  attended on him, filled his pipe, brought him hot coffee, and watched his every movement. They were richly dressed, more richly and gaily, perchance, than they had ever been in the days of freedom, when they had been wont to chat and laugh with careless hilarity. But they were mute enough now. A few of them had tasted the bastinado and been tamed; most of them had been wise enough to tame themselves. If Shakespeare had been a Turk he would probably have written a very different version of the Taming of the Shrew!

When coffee was finished, the Dey ordered the attendants to withdraw, and then settling himself comfortably on the cushions, and puffing two white streams of smoke slowly through his nose, in order to gather the fullest enjoyment therefrom, he thus addressed himself to his better-proportion  we had almost said half, but forgot for the moment that there were several Sultanas!

Ashweesha, thou art a wise woman. I might almost style thee my guardian angel, for not only hast thou often guided me on the right road, but sometimes thou hast prevented me from straying into the wrong.

Ashweesha, who was a sweet and passably good-looking woman of about thirty, raised her large dark eyes to the face of Achmet with a look of gratitude, but did not reply. Indeed, her husband did not seem to expect an answer, for he continued to smoke for some time in silence, with his eyes fixed abstractedly on a tame gazelle  the kitten of the harem  which tried to attract his attention.

Thou art sad, or anxious, to-night, said Ashweesha, at length breaking silence.

Both sad and anxious, replied the Dey slowly. My position is indeed one of power, but not of comfort or safety.

A shade rested for a moment like a flitting cloud on the face of Ashweesha. Gladly would she have exchanged her high estate, with all its costly and gorgeous array, for a life of humble toil accompanied with peace and security  for she was of gentle nature  but this was denied her.

Listen, said the Dey, laying aside his pipe and talking earnestly; it may well chance, as it has happened before, that thy counsel may lighten my care. I am sad because two of my chief officers are snakes in the grass. They are venomous too, and their bite will prove deadly if it be not avoided. Canst thou guess their names, Ashweesha?

Sidi Omar and Sidi Hassan, said Ashweesha.

Achmet looked surprised.

Thou art partly right, though I did not expect thy swift reply. Is it a guess, or hast thou obtained information?

I have heard of it from one who is our friend.

Indeed. Well, thou art right as to Omar, and it is that which makes me sad. Thou art right also in regard to Sidi Hassan, but I care little for him. He is but a tool in the hands of one whose power is great  Hamet, our Aga of cavalry. Omar I had hoped better things of; but fear him not. The Aga, however, is a dangerous foe, and unscrupulous. I do not clearly see my way to guard against his wiles. My chief safeguard is that he and Omar are bitter enemies. I know not what to do.

The bow-string, suggested Ashweesha.

The reader must not think this suggestion inconsistent with the character of one whom we have described as gentle and sweet. The Sultana had been trained in a peculiar school, and was as much accustomed to hear of disagreeable and troublesome people being strangled as Europeans are to the drowning of inconvenient kittens.

The Dey laughed.

Alas! my gentle one, he said, all powerful and despotic though I be, there are a few officers around me whom I dare not get rid of in this way  at least not just now. But it amuses me to hear thee recommend such strong measures, thou who art always on the side of mercy.

Truly, said Ashweesha, with a flash in her dark eyes that proved the presence of other elements besides sweetness in her disposition, my leanings are always towards mercy, save when you have to deal with those who possess no mercy. If you do not apply the bow-string to Hamet in good time, rest assured that he will apply it to you.

The Dey became more serious at this, yet still smiled as he gazed in the flushed countenance of his spouse and adviser.

Thou art right, Ashweesha, said he, in a meditative tone, and it is for the purpose of finding out, if possible, when it is the right time to strike that I now take counsel with thee. What wouldst thou advise?

Sidi Hassan, you say, has been sent to be the British consuls janissary?

Yes.

For what purpose? asked the Sultana.

Partly to keep him out of the way of the mischief which is always brewing more or less in this warlike city; partly to flatter his vanity by placing him in the service of one for whom he knows that I entertain great respect, personally, as well as on account of the powerful nation which he represents; and partly to remind him gently of my power to order him on any service that I please, and to cut off his insolent head if so disposed.

That is so far well, said Ashweesha, letting her delicate henna-stained fingers play idly with the gorgeous pearls which fell like a lustrous fountain from her neck, but it is possible that he may reflect on the propriety of trying to secure, at no distant date, a master who will reward him more liberally without conveying covert threats. But much good, she hastened to add, observing that her lord did not much relish her last remark, much good may result from his being placed under the British consuls roof; for the consuls wife is a wise woman, and may help us to discover some of his plots; for plotting he is certain to be, whether in the city or out of it, and you may be sure that a clever woman like Madame Langley will have her eyes open to all that goes on in her own palace.

Nay, then, Ashweesha, returned the Dey, laughing, thou hast studied the lady to small profit if thou dost believe her capable of acting the part of a spy on her own domestics.

And thou hast studied thy wife to small profit, retorted Ashweesha playfully, if you think I could make such a mistake as to ask her to become a spy. Does not all the city know that Madame Langley has over and over again refused the most costly bribes offered to induce her to use her influence with her husband? and is it not also well-known that if her influence is to be gained at all, it must be by touching her heart? She is so open, too, in her conduct, that her domestics know all she does. Did I not tell you, the other night, how the chief from Marocco offered her a splendid diamond ring to induce her to intreat her husbands favour in something  I know not what,  and how she flushed with indignation as she refused it, and told the chief that all the diamonds in the world could not move her to attempt the leading of her husband from the path of duty? No, I will not ask her to become a spy, but I will lead her, in conversation, to tell me all she knows, or at least is willing to communicate, about Sidi Hassan; and perchance some good may come of it.

It may be so, said the Dey; and where and when dost thou propose to meet with her?

Here, and to-morrow.

How! in the palace?

Yes. Ask her and her little girl to come and dine with me, said Ashweesha.

That would be a high compliment, returned the Dey dubiously; such as has never been paid before, methinks, by a Dey of Algiers to any consuls wife.

No matter, returned the Sultana; you have a high regard for Colonel Langley, and have often paid him unusual compliments,  why not compliment his wife?

Well, it shall be done. To-morrow afternoon prepare to receive her.




Chapter Twelve.

Mrs Langley and Agnes go out to Dinner.

An agreeable surprise is something like sunshine in November; it warms up the constitution, mentally and physically.

Such a surprise did Mrs Langley receive the morning that followed the evening on which Achmet Dey and his Sultana held their private conversation on the affairs of state. Agnes! she exclaimed, reading a note with elevated eyebrows, just fancy! here is an invitation for you and me to dine with the Deys wife or wives!

Oh! wont that be delightful? cried Agnes, coming from the court into the room where her mother sat, with such a bound, that she filled with sympathetic excitement the heart of the small negro girl from beyond the Zahara, and caused her to rock the cradle too violently.

There, youve bumped it again; I knew you would! said Mrs Langley, in tones of despair.

Poor Zubbys first awful glance of mingled deprecation and self-reproach was so touching that no one but a hardened monster could have withstood it; but the look, with the feelings which it implied, was short-lived. It passed like a summer cloud, and was replaced by an expression of supreme contentment and self-satisfaction when it became apparent that Master Jim was not going to awake, and that Mrs Langleys despair was vanishing. Indeed, that ladys despair was at all times remarkably short-lived. She had been trained in a school of dire adversity ever since the arrival of the coal-black one from beyond the Zahara, and had learned to hope against hope in an extraordinary degree in a case which was absolutely hopeless, for, whatever others might think or hope, Zubby knew herself to be incurable! Not that she was unwilling; on the contrary, there never was a more obliging or amiable creature among the sable daughters of Ham, but she had a tendency to forget herself, (as well as her charge), in moments of sudden emotion or delight, and gave way to burstlets of action, which, if slight, were always inopportune, and sometimes, though not often, disastrous.

We must get ready immediately, continued Mrs Langley, with a cautioning shake of the head at Zubby, as she turned to Agnes; because, you know, we may as well take the opportunity to do a little shopping before dinner.

What! shopping in the pirate city? we hear you exclaim, reader.

Yes, there was shopping there in those days, though it did not bear much resemblance to shopping in more civilised lands. There were no wide fronts or plate-glass windows in those days. Indeed, then, as now, a shop in the Moorish town might be fitly described as a hole in the wall. It was, as it were, a deep window without an interior to speak of. A square hole, six feet by six, and from four to ten feet deep, without glazing or protection of any kind from the weather, except, in some cases, an awning, was a fair average shop; one of eight feet frontage was rather a grand shop, and one of twelve feet was quite a bazaar.

Of course such shops were stuffed, like eggs, to an excess of fulness. They gave one the impression that the goods had been packed into smaller space than was possible, and that the introduction of another pin would infallibly explode the whole affair. A passage among the goods in each shop, just big enough to admit an ordinary man, was the scene of action in which the owner disported. This passage did not begin at the street: so much valuable space could not be afforded. A counter laden with small wares had to be leapt in order to gain it, and a rope depending from the ceiling rendered possible the acrobatic feat which was necessary to do so. Purchasers had to stand in the streets and transact business, the said streets being so narrow that there was no room for lobbies or paved foot-paths. While engaged in traffic, buyers were compelled more or less to block the way, and had their garments scraped successively by Turks and Moors and veiled Mohammedan females, by Cabyles from the mountains, negroes from Timbuctoo, white slaves from almost every country in Europe, and donkeys of the most debased and abject type,  these latter, by the way, being quite as capable as the human  though not humane  beings who drove them of going up and down stairs. No slope short of a perpendicular dead wall appeared to be able to stop them, and no wonder, poor wretches! for no torture short of total destruction was spared them.

Ah! ye members of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in Algiers, forgive us if we interject here the observation that there is earnest need for your activities at the present day!

Followed by the faithful though uncontrollable Zubby, with a huge triangular grass basket, Mrs Langley entered the tortuous streets of the city, and proceeded to shop.

Fear not, reader! It is not our purpose to drag you through the details of the too well-known process. We pass onward to matters more important.

Having traversed several streets in which Moors sat cross-legged, embroidering purses and slippers with gold, in holes in the wall so small that a good-sized bust might have objected to occupy them; where cobblers, in similar niches, made and repaired round-toed shoes of morocco leather, and the makers of horn rings for fingers, wrists, arms and ankles wrought as deftly with their toes as with their fingers; where working silversmiths plied their trade in precious metals and gems in a free-and-easy open-air fashion that would have made the mouth of a London thief water; and where idle Arabs sipped coffee and smoked the live-long day, as though coffee and tobacco were the aim and end of life  which latter they proved indeed to many of them,  Mrs Langley with Agnes, followed by Zubby, paused before a niche in which were displayed for sale a variety of curious old trinkets of a nondescript and utterly useless character. In short, it appeared to be an Algerine curiosity-shop. Here, while bargaining with the owner for some small articles, she was surprised to hear a voice at her ear say in French  

Madame, good morning; I have great pleasure in this unexpected meeting.

She turned hastily, and found the Danish consul standing by her side.

Ah, monsieur, she said, returning his salutation, it is indeed seldom that I wander alone through this labyrinth, but necessity compels me. An English friend wishes me to send her a few characteristic articles, and I can trust no one to choose them for me. But, you look anxious.

Yes, excuse me, replied the Danish consul in haste, glancing round. I am followed, persecuted I may say. I had intended to call for your husband to-day to beg him to use his influence with the Dey in my behalf, but I cannot  circumstances  in short, will you kindly mention to him that I am in trouble because of the non-payment of the tribute due by our Government, and

Breaking off suddenly, the Danish consul bowed low and hurried away. Mrs Langley observed that, immediately after, a chaouse, or executioner of the palace, passed her.

This incident induced her to conclude her shopping rather quickly, and furnished her with food for thought which entirely engrossed her mind until Agnes exclaimed  

Oh mamma, look! look! theyre going to shave a little boy!

Mrs Langley, directed by Agness finger, looked and found that this was indeed true. A little boy, between eight and nine years of age, was seated in a barbers shop near them, with a towel about his neck, glancing timidly, yet confidently, in the face of an elderly man who advanced towards him with an open razor, as though about to cut his throat. As it turned out, however, neither throat nor chin were in danger of violation. It was the head that the barber attacked, and this he scraped quite bare, without the aid of soap, leaving only a tuft of hair on the top. This tuft, we have been informed, is meant as a handle by means of which the owner may, after death, be dragged up into heaven! but we rather incline to the belief that it is left for the purpose of keeping the red fez or skull-cap on the head.

Be this as it may, no sooner did the urchin behold Mrs Langley, than, casting aside the towel and ignoring the barber, he rushed out and exclaimed  in a compound of French, Arabic, and Lingua Franca, of which we give a free translation  

Oh, missus, me massr, console Dansh, vants see ver moch your hosbund!

Thank you; I know it, replied Mrs Langley, giving the boy a small coin and a bright smile.

Quite satisfied that he had fulfilled his duty, the urchin returned to the barber and the lady proceeded to the palace.

Here she was received ceremoniously by the father of Ashweesha, Sidi Cadua, a mild, gentle-spirited, little old Turk, who would have made a very fine old English gentleman, but who was about as well fitted to be father-in-law to an Algerine Dey, and a man of position in the pirate city, as he was to be Prime Minister to the man in the moon.

Sidi Cadua conducted her to the seraglio, where she was heartily welcomed by the ladies, who expressed their delight at meeting her with girlish glee. Ashweesha laughingly said that she was glad to see Agnes had become a Mohammedan, on which Mrs Langley related what circumstances had caused the change, and the Sultana listened to the recital with tears of laughter running down her cheeks.

The English lady had naturally expected something gorgeous in the palace, but she was not prepared for the lavish display of wealth that met her eyes everywhere.

She found the Sultana and her six beautiful children in a room which, though not imposing in size, glittered with decoration. The ceiling and walls were rich with tessellated and arabesque work. The floor was covered with a carpet of cut velvet, with a pattern of the richest and most brightly-coloured flowers; and this carpet was strewn with costly jewels, which shone in the variegated light of the stained-glass windows above like glowing fire-flies. Around the walls were several recesses or niches, arched in the Moorish horse-shoe style. In one of these was a glass cabinet, on the shelves of which were some splendid articles of jewellery. In another recess hung a variety of swords and pistols, chiefly of Eastern manufacture, their handles and scabbards blazing with diamonds. Opposite to these stood a gilt four-post European bedstead, with four mattresses of gold brocade, and curtains of blue tiffany embroidered with gold sprigs. In fact, the apartment and its occupants were adorned with so much magnificence that the genie of Aladdins famous lamp would not have improved it, for, although that remarkable personage might have brought unlimited treasure to its decoration, he would not have found a spare inch anywhere on which to bestow it!

The Sultana and her children were alone, with the exception of half-a-dozen beautiful Georgian slaves, and one or two negresses, who attended on them. Of course no gentlemen were present!

My husband is very fond of yours, said Ashweesha, with a pleasant smile, leading her guests to a large cushion on the floor, and squatting them down beside her.

It gratifies me much to hear you say so, replied Mrs Langley.

They spoke in a jargon of languages, and made up their deficiencies by signs, of which we dare not attempt a characteristic translation.

He sent you a new slave-girl lately, I believe? said the Sultana, beginning to feel her way.

Yes, exclaimed the guest with animation, it was very kind of him; and I find her so sweet and amiable, and useful too. She assists me with my dear baby so admirably, as well as with the household, that I begin already to feel as if I could not get on without her. Do you know I have set my heart on raising sufficient money to ransom her and set her free?

Then you will only lose her, for she will certainly go home to her husband, observed Ashweesha, with a look of simplicity.

Of course; I count on that, returned Mrs Langley. You know that we Christians differ from Mohammedans widely on the point of slavery; and I am sure, she added playfully, you will not think me rude when I say that I mean to take advantage of your laws, and procure the ransom of as many slaves as possible during my residence here.

If you had the wealth of a king, said Ashweesha, with a smile, you could not ransom the half of them, they are so numerous.

I am too well aware of that, rejoined the other sadly; nevertheless, that does not exempt me from my duty. In the laws of my heavenly King and Saviour Jesus Christ it is written Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.

The Sultana bent a keen look of interest on her guest, and was about to reply, but seemed to change her mind, and said:  

It was Sidi Hassan, I am told, who brought in this slave-girl; and, by the way, I hear that he has become your janissary. Do you like him?

I have seen so little of him that I can hardly tell.  You have walked with him in the garden, Agnes, several times; what do you think of him?

I dont like him at all! answered Agnes, with powerful emphasis.

Both ladies laughed, and so did the six little daughters of the Sultana, who had maintained a dignified silence while their elders were conversing.

My little girl is rather given to take hasty prejudices, said Mrs Langley apologetically.

Does your husband find him useful? continued the Sultana, returning to the charge.

No doubt he does, but I really cannot say, for my husband has only mentioned him casually, and I never venture to speak of his business affairs unless called on to do so. The fact that Sidi Hassan has been much oftener in town than at our residence since he was sent to us, may account for my slight knowledge about him.

Oh! he has been very often in town, has he? exclaimed Ashweesha.

Before Mrs Langley could reply, an attendant announced that dinner was served in the adjoining room, whereupon the Georgian slaves were ordered to pick up the jewels that strewed the carpet. This they did, and, having locked them in the glass cabinet before mentioned, followed the party into the dining-room.

It was a somewhat peculiar dinner in many respects. There was great variety. Meat, poultry, pastry, and sweatmeats of strange kinds and forms, succeeded each other, and were done full justice to by all present. It was like a glimpse of paradise to little Agnes; for, having been brought up in the simplest of styles, and forbidden pastry and sweatmeats altogether since the day of her birth, she absolutely revelled in new sensations.

It must not be supposed that she violently broke through all restraints on this occasion; but her mother saw that if old rules were enforced, the child would be confused by the conflicting entreaties of her hostesses and the denials of her mother, while the Sultana might be offended. Mrs Langley, therefore, gave her carte-blanche to eat what she pleased.

The party all sat on embroidered cushions on the floor, round a small low table made of silver and mother-of-pearl. On this, each dish was placed separately; and all ate out of the same dish, after the Moorish fashion. The spoons were made of rosewood, tipped with amber, and the napkins were richly embroidered in gold, silver, and variously coloured silk on a curiously-wrought linen ground. All the vessels used were of the most elaborate and costly description, and we need scarcely add that the viands were good. Among other things there was fish, which was served and eaten with honey! but the chief among the dishes was kooskoos. This was the pièce de résistance of the Moorish dinner-table, the substance on which the ladies chiefly fed and flourished. To be fat was, in those days, the most desirable attribute of a wife in the eyes of an Algerine husband, therefore kooskoos was eaten in quantity. It was made largely of flour, rolled, in some mystical manner, into the form of little pellets, like small sago; this, boiled with butter and other fatty substances, with bits of meat and chicken, and other viands mixed through it,  the whole being slightly seasoned and spiced,  was deemed food fit for a Sultana.

During the meal they became very chatty, and the young people paid much attention to Agnes, who, being a sensitively good girl, felt, every time that she experienced a new taste, as though she were breaking all the Ten Commandments, notwithstanding the permission of her mother!

Several times Ashweesha turned the conversation on the home affairs of her guests, and attempted to gain further information about Sidi Hassans doings, but found, much to her annoyance, that Mrs Langley knew little more than she had already communicated. Her good-humour was, however, restored by that ladys unaffected admiration of the numerous lovely things by which she was surrounded. She specially praised the splendid napkins and the spoons before referred to, and when they rose from table, the Sultana presented her and Agnes with those that they had used.

After giving them coffee and making another vain attempt to extract information, Ashweesha dismissed her guests, who returned home charmed with the novelty of their reception and entertainment.




Chapter Thirteen.

Relates Something about Improvements, Surprises, and Changes in the State of Affairs.

In consequence of the opportune interference of the British consul, and of the good-will which Lucien had inspired in the breast of the Dey, a ray of light stole into the gloomy Bagnio, and tended to cheer at least two of the slaves.

This ray was conveyed by means of the Padre Giovanni, whom we have elsewhere mentioned as being the friend and benefactor of the slaves.

Previous to his visit a cloud had overshadowed the prison. Several chaouses had entered, and, after loading Castello and the other runaways with chains, had led them forth to death. It would be painful as well as unnecessary to detail the terrible tortures under which these wretched men perished. The remaining slaves knew well the nature of the fate that awaited them, and the blank caused by the disappearance for ever of their well-known faces, was fitted to restrain all thoughts of rebellion, had such existed. Some surprise was felt at first by all the slaves at the delay of punishment in the case of Francisco and Mariano, but after the first hour or two had passed, they ceased to give the matter a thought.

When, therefore, the old man Giovanni entered the Bagnio and informed these two that the Dey had reprieved them, and commanded their attendance at the palace, their surprise was re-awakened, and speculation as to the cause of such unusual proceedings was revived.

I am the bearer of still further tidings, said the old man, taking a letter from a sort of wallet that hung from his shoulder, and handing it to Francisco.

From Juliet! exclaimed Francisco, tearing it open and reading aloud eagerly:  

Dearest Father,  It is not possible to express to you the agony that we endured on hearing that you had been taken captive by the Algerines. Oh, why are such monsters allowed to live? (Why, indeed! interjected Francisco, bitterly.) But take comfort. God watches over us all. Some of your old friends here have begun to collect money for your ransom, and I work hard to increase the sum  but oh! how slowly it grows! Even darling grandmamma has got some light sewing work which brings in a little. But our hearts mourn because of you. We earnestly hope that the pirates treat you well, (Thank God they do not know anything about that, muttered Francisco), and we feel almost sure that they do, because we have been told that they are careful of the slaves who, they hope, will be ransomed. I have therefore written to the Dey  how I hated him while I wrote the humble letter!  telling him that we hoped to raise the sum in a short time. Every one here is very kind and sympathises with us, besides giving a contribution to the fund.

This letter goes by a French vessel which is to touch at Algiers, and which conveys a priest who has a large sum of money with him to ransom Sicilian and other slaves. I entreated him to ransom you with part of it, but he smiled pitifully, and said the money had been raised by the friends of particular slaves, some of whom had been many years in captivity, and that it could not be diverted from its proper objects. How my heart sank when he spoke of some being in slavery for many years! But it was cheered again when I reflected how hard we are all working to raise the money for you and Lucien and Mariano. We send you all our dear love.  Your affectionate daughter.

Shall I have an opportunity of answering this? asked Francisco, eagerly.

Yes; I am about to conduct you to the palace, where your son Lucien  who, I may mention, is a favourite  awaits you.

You mustnt let them know the truth, father, said Mariano earnestly.

Would you have him tell them what is false? asked the Padre gravely.

No, no, replied the youth, with a laugh, but there is no occasion to mention all that we have suffered, you know; and there is a good deal  I mean a little  that is agreeable to communicate. For instance, this very summons to the palace, and Luciens good luck.

Trust me, lad, said Francisco; I wont fail to cheer them if I can, and you may be sure I wont exaggerate our misfortunes.  But lead on, old man; I am anxious to get out of this foul den as quickly as

Forgive me, comrades, he added, checking himself, and turning to the slaves near him; I am grieved more than I can tell to leave you behind. If by remaining I could lighten your sorrows, I would gladly do so. It may seem presumptuous in one who is himself a slave to say so, yet I cant help assuring you that if the Almighty is pleased to give me any power in this city, I wont forget you.

This speech was received with a kindly nod by some, and a laugh of scorn by others.

Probably the latter had heard similar sentiments before from somewhat kindred and hearty spirits, and had learned from sad experience that nothing ever came of their good-will.

Following the old man, the father and son were soon in the presence of Lucien, who received them, as may well be believed, with a full heart.

God bless you, my son, said Francisco, for well assured am I that it is through your influence that we are here.

It is through the influence of the British consul, replied Lucien.

Well, I pray for a blessing on you both, for it is useless to tell me that you have had no hand in it.

I do not say that I had no hand in it. On the contrary, I wrote out the order for your acquittal; and, added Lucien, with a peculiar smile, I also had previously written out your and Marianos death-warrant!

You are jesting, lad, said Francisco.

Indeed, I am not, returned Lucien, relating the circumstances of the whole matter to his astonished and somewhat horrified auditors.

And now, he continued, I must let you know your destination. Dont be disappointed. You must remember that we are slaves, and have just been delivered from the Bagnio. The Dey seems to have taken a fancy for me

I dont wonder, interrupted Mariano enthusiastically, seizing and squeezing his brothers hand.

And, continued Lucien, he has permitted me to select situations for you. I have arranged that you, father, shall be my assistant in the secretarys office, and that you, Mariano, shall be shopman to Bacri the Jew.

Lucien looked awkwardly at his father and brother as he spoke, feeling uncertain, no doubt, as to the manner in which they would receive this information. He was therefore rather relieved than otherwise by a smile on the face of Mariano.

Why, Lucien, he said, I always thought you a great original, and this last display of your powers confirms me in my opinion. Not that I deem it strange your having appointed father your clerk  for, in the circumstances, it would have been charity to have appointed him even to the office of shoe-black  anything being better than the Bagnio,  but what wild fancy induced you to make me shop-boy to a Jew?

That, replied Lucien, you shall find out in good time  only, pray, remember that I am not the Deys Grand Vizier, and have not many places to offer.

Well, well, be it so, returned the other; I am well content with what your wisdom provides.

And so am I, said Francisco, cheerfully. I suppose you will feed us better than we have been fed of late?

That will I, father, but there is no pay attached to your offices, for slaves, you know, get no wages.

They get splendid habiliments, it would seem, observed Francisco, regarding his son with twinkling eyes. But come, Lucien, I am all impatience to begin the work of under-secretary of state! You bear in remembrance, I trust, that I can read and write nothing save my mother tongue?

Yes; Italian will suffice, father; such of the duties as you fail to perform I can easily fulfil.  Now, Mariano, he said, taking his brother aside, and speaking in a low earnest tone, see that you act wisely in the situation I have selected for you. The Jew is a kind, good man, despite what is said about his worship of Mammon. I would that all in this city were like him, for in that case we should have no slavery. During the short period I have held my office, my eyes have been opened to much that I may not mention. There, the very walls of this palace have ears! I have said enough. You remember Angela?

Remember her! exclaimed Mariano, with a deep flush and a look of intense surprise, how can you ask me, Lucien?

Well, you will hear of her from Bacri. Good bye  go!

He rang a bell as he spoke, and ordered the slave who answered the summons to lead Mariano to the abode of Bacri; at the same time he took his fathers hand and conducted him to his office or bureau.

Amazed at all that had happened, particularly at his summary dismissal by his brother, the youth followed his conductor in silence, and in a short time reached the iron-bolted door of the chief of the Jews.

This is Bacris house, said his guide in Italian, and, having discharged this duty, he turned on his heel, and abruptly left him.

Pausing a moment to think, and finding that the more he thought the less he seemed to be capable of thinking to any purpose, Mariano applied his knuckles to the door.

For a youth of his character it was a timid knock, and produced no result.

Mariano was one who  in peculiar circumstances, like those in which at that time he found himself  might once in a way act with timidity, but he was not the man to act so twice. Finding that the first knock was useless, he hit the door a blow that caused the old house to resound. In a few seconds it was opened slightly, and the face of a beautiful girl in Jewish costume appeared.

If Mariano had been suddenly petrified he could not have stood more rigidly motionless; amazement sat enthroned on his countenance.

Angela!

Signor Mariano!

The words in each case were followed by a deep flush, and Angela retreated.

Of course Mariano advanced.

Excuse  forgive me, signorina, he exclaimed, taking her hand respectfully. I did not know  of course I could not  how was it possible that  the fact is, I came to see a Jew, and  and

Ive found a jewel, he might have said, but that didnt seem to occur to him!

Bacri  thats his name! continued Mariano. Is Bacri within? I came to see him, but

Yes  Signor Bacri is at home, said Angela, much confused by the youths confusion, as well as by the sudden and unexpected nature of the meeting. But your father  and brother Lucien  Oh, I hope they are well; that they have not been treated cruelly; that they are not in that dreadful Bagnio, of which I have heard so much, said Angela, at last finding the use of her tongue.

They were interrupted at this point by the appearance of Bacri himself, who welcomed the youth to his house, said that he had been told by Lucien to expect him, and introduced him to his wife and the other members of his family.

Thereafter the Jew took his new shopman into his private apartment, and made many strange revelations to him in regard to the affairs of the piratical city, as well as about the details of his new appointment, in regard to which we shall say nothing here; but it may be well to add that Mariano finally retired for the night well satisfied with the wisdom of his elder brother.

For some time after this, things went well with those actors in our tale in whose welfare we are chiefly interested.

Francisco proved himself to be an able clerk  when assisted by his superior!  and Mariano became a most willing and useful shopman  with the prospect before him of returning each night to bask in the sunshine of Angelas countenance!

At the consuls residence Paulina was as happy as was possible in her sad circumstances, for she became very fond of Mrs Langley, and was a perfect treasure in the house,  not only taking a large part of the management thereof, but keeping watchful guard over the dangerous Zubby, so that that Zaharan specimen of humanity inflicted a perceptibly smaller percentage of bumps on the head of Master Jim than in former times. Paulinas baby, too, began to indicate signs of intelligence by crowing, knocking over whatever it came within reach of, and endeavouring to dig the eyes out of every one who permitted familiarities, especially the eyes of Master Jim, who, it is but fair to add, soon displayed superior capacity in the same line, so that the parents agreed mutually that they would soon be sweet playmates to each other, and that they were the most delicious babes that ever were or could be born. Ted Flaggan also remained a happy inmate of the consuls abode, awaiting the arrival of a British vessel which might enable him to depart, but not at all anxious for that consummation, and, in the meantime, making himself generally useful.

Down at the Marina, too, the state of things was a little, though not much, improved. Another guardian of the slaves had been appointed,  the former one having been strangled on account of some wickedness reported by enemies to have been done by him, and of which he was afterwards found to be entirely innocent.

His successor was a man of better nature, who, although he kept the slaves hard at their toil, and did not abate the lash or bastinado, nevertheless supplied them with occasional comforts, such as an extra roll of bread when extra work had to be done, or even a glass of spirits when, as was often the case, they were called up at nights, in drenching rain and cold, to protect the shipping in the harbour, and prevent wreck, when sudden gales arose.

Thus the aspect of things in the pirate city, bad though it was, became a little brighter, and continued so for some time, until an event occurred which flung a darker cloud than usual over the ever changing scene.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Plot thickens, and Marianos Forbearance and Courage are tested.

When the commander-in-chief of cavalry condescended to pay a visit to a Jew, it was a sign that events of considerable importance were hovering in the air. The approach, therefore, of Sidi Hamet to the residence of Bacri one night, under cover of the darkness, was regarded by the Jew with feelings of misgiving, which caused his face to become suddenly very grave, as he looked through the little iron-bound hole, or window, which commanded a view of his court.

The Aga carried no light, although the laws ordained that all who moved about after night-fall should do so; but Bacri knew him as well by his outline and gait as if he had seen his face in the sunshine.

Descending the stair at once, the Jew opened the door and let him in.

Thou art surprised, Bacri? said Hamet, swaggering into the skiffa, where Angela chanced to be at work at the time. Ha! thou hast a pretty daughter, he added, with a gaze of insolent admiration.

The girl is passing fair, replied the Jew, opening the door of his study, and purposely avoiding the correction of the Agas mistake. Please to enter here.

Hamet obeyed; remarking as he passed that the girl were worthy of being the wife of a Dey, if she had not been a Jewess.

Bacri, he said, sitting down, while the master of the house stood respectfully before him, thou knowest the object of my visit  eh? Come, it is not the first time thou hast had to do with such as I. The plot thickens, Bacri, and thou must play thy part, willing or not willing. Say, how much is it to be?

How much do you demand? asked the Jew.

The Aga rose and whispered in his ear.

Impossible! said Bacri, shaking his head decidedly.

How, dog! impossible? exclaimed the Turk sternly. Dost know that I can let the whole Turkish army loose on thee and thy false-hearted race?

My race is maligned alike by Mohammedan and Christian, returned the Jew, with dignity. You know full well, Sidi Hamet, that the sum you have named would ruin all the Jews in the town. If the security of my people is not to be purchased for a smaller sum, we must perish. My utmost efforts would not avail to raise more than the half thereof within the specified time. You may indeed ruin us, if you will, but it were wise to remember that if you kill the goose that lays the golden eggs, there will be no more golden eggs to lay.

True, O Bacri, returned Hamet, laughing; thou art wise, and I shall act on thy wisdom  having first, however, acted on mine own when I demanded double the sum I expected to receive, knowing thine inveterate tendency to drive a hard bargain! Now, good-night, he said, rising and leaving the room. Ha! thy pretty daughter has fled. Well, we shall hope to see her again. Mean while, have a care; our plot is in your hands, but thine every movement shall be watched from this hour, and if a note of warning escapes thee, thou art but a dead man!

Saying this, the Aga departed, and Bacri, returning to the skiffa, summoned Mariano, who had been engaged in another part of the house when Hamet entered.

Come hither, lad, said the Jew, while a careworn expression seemed to settle on his handsome features; I have work for you to do which requires courage and speed. Hamet the Aga  I may say, the black-hearted Aga  has been here on an errand which I have been looking forward to for some months. You may be aware, perhaps, that in this barbarous city there is no hereditary succession of Deys. Each Dey is elected by the Turkish janissaries from among the men of their own ranks; one result of which is that various factions are kept up in the army, and the most vigorous man among them, the one who can command the greatest number of admirers and followers, generally wins the unenviable but much-coveted post. When the reigning Dey becomes unpopular, the factions begin to ferment; and, instead of waiting for him to die, they invariably strangle, poison, or behead him. The factions generally have some disturbance among themselves, but in any case, the consequence of a revolution of this kind is, that complete anarchy prevails in the city, and, until a new Dey is elected by the janissaries, the Moors and Jews are at the mercy of the rude soldiery. Of course, all who have enemies among them hide themselves and their pelf, if possible, until the anarchy ceases, which it does the moment the green standard of the Prophet is hoisted on the terrace of the palace, announcing that a new Dey is seated on the warm throne of his not quite cold predecessor.

I tell you all this, continued the Jew impressively, that ye may understand what is about to happen and know how to act. It is a sharp ordeal to go through, but a short one; the scene of violence lasting usually but one day. Still, that affords ample time for irreparable injury to be done.

It is usual, just before a revolution, for the dominant faction to make an arrangement with the persecuted Jews, so that, in virtue of the payment of a large sum, their families and possessions may be spared. Of course, we are compelled to agree to this, and even compliance does not always secure us, because when violent men are once let loose, they often become unmanageable for a time, even by those who command them. Still, the payment of this unjust tax is our only safeguard. This evening, Sidi Hamet, the commander-in-chief of cavalry, has been here to make the arrangement with me. I have long known of his designs; indeed, we Jews know nearly all the secret plots that go on around us; for gold is potent, and we have those who are willing to give us information both in the palace and in the casba. I likewise know that Sidi Omar, whom you may have seen, also aims at the throne; but he has no chance against his rival Hamet, who is a more powerful man in mind and body, besides being younger. Your old enemy Sidi Hassan has agreed to assist Hamet, who has promised to reward him with the office next in dignity to his own. I have more than once warned Achmet of what is plotting, for he has been kinder to my people than most of the Deys who preceded him, but he is strangely slow in guarding himself. He is a bold, fearless man, and perchance trusts too much to a popularity which for some time has been on the wane  chiefly, I believe, because he is not a sufficiently unprincipled villain to please the taste of the lawless crew over whom he reigns.

This is a dreadful state of things! said Mariano, who had listened to the narration in silent amazement.

It is indeed dreadful, returned Bacri, and yet, although the European powers must be thoroughly aware of it, through their consuls, this is the state of things that they not only tolerate, but absolutely sanction by the presence of their representatives and the payment of tribute.

Tribute! exclaimed Mariano, in a tone of indignation, is it possible that tribute is paid by the great powers to these miserable pirates?

Even so, young man, answered Bacri, with a smile, just as we Jews pay them tribute to avoid being pillaged  only, without having our excuse. We are compelled to do it; but no one can suppose for a moment that a small power like Algiers can compel nearly all the maritime nations to bow before it. Nevertheless, the nations do submit, some of them to very humiliating terms. You saw the Swedish frigate conveying two store-ships that entered the port yesterday?

Yes.

Well, these vessels contained the annual tribute due by Sweden, and that country is also bound by treaty to furnish the Dey with a person capable of directing his gunpowder factory! Denmark not only pays tribute, but is bound to pay it in naval stores, and her consul here is at present in disgrace because his country has failed to pay its tribute at the specified time. There is an American ship just now detained in port because the nation to which it belongs is also dilatory in paying up what is due by treaty, therefore the American consul is also in the Deys black books; and I may add in regard to him that, at the time of his appointment to his office, he gave the Dey a consular present of sixteen thousand Spanish dollars. Even that notorious warrior Napoleon, who is at present turning Europe upside down, thought it worth his while lately to send to the Dey a present of telescopes and other things to the amount of four thousand pounds; and England, that great nation which styles herself mistress of the seas, cannot enter the Mediterranean with her merchant ships until she has paid toll to this exacting city.

Now, continued Bacri, stopping abruptly in his account of these matters, I must not waste more time on a subject which is incomprehensible. Indeed, I would not have said so much were it not that the hour is yet too early for the undertaking which I have in view for you.

Achmet, then, must be at once put on his guard; but to do so is no easy matter, for his enemies surround him. It would be impossible for me, or any one sent by me, to gain admittance to him. I am already under surveillance, and should forfeit my life were I to attempt it. The only method I can think of is to send to the British consul, and let him know what is pending. He is the only consul here to whom the Dey will grant an immediate unquestioning audience. You are active and strong, Mariano, and are, I believe, willing to aid me.

Indeed I am, replied the youth fervently.

I need scarcely tell you, said Bacri sadly, that you and your friends are intimately concerned in the safety of the present Dey, for if he falls it will go ill with all connected with him, especially with the Scrivano-Grande, your brother Lucien, and your father.

I guessed as much, said Mariano, with an anxious look; but, tell me, is there likely to be much danger to this house and its inmates?

I think not, I hope not, Mariano, but there is no place of absolute safety for me or mine in the city. I might indeed take refuge in the British consulate, but I prefer to remain where I am, and put my trust in God.

Then you and yours, returned the youth, with hesitation, may want the aid of a stout and willing arm. Is it well that I should leave you at this crisis?

Fear not; I think there will be ample time for you to go and return, if you make haste, said the Jew.

Then let me go at once, urged the other.

Not so, answered Bacri; we must proceed wisely as well as with caution.  Go, Angela, he said to the maiden, who entered the room at that moment, open the closet at the head of the terrace stair; you will find a thin knotted rope hanging there,  fetch it hither.

In a few minutes Angela returned with the rope.

Sit thee down, pretty one, said Bacri kindly, while I give this youth some directions. I will explain to you afterwards the cause of his being sent away.  This line, Mariano, is all you need. It is long enough to reach from the city walls to the ground. You will go towards the tower to the west of Bab-Azoun gate. There is an iron spike on the wall there, on which is fixed the head of your poor friend Castello. Fasten the rope to the spike and lower yourself. The ground reached, leave the rope hanging, it will serve for your ascent on returning; then speed round the back of the town, and over the hills by Frais Vallon to the house of the British consul, tell him of the urgent need there is for his seeing the Dey and letting him know the danger which hovers over his head, and then return as fast as possible. This rope you will find suitable to its objects. An active young fellow like you can have no difficulty in re-mounting the walls with the aid of these knots, and you need not fear interruption if you exercise ordinary caution, for Turkish soldiers, like the warriors of all nations, become arrant cowards when supernatural fears assail them. Poor Castellos head will keep the nearest sentinel as far off as is consistent with his duty. No doubt they are well used to trunkless heads in this city, but there is a vast difference between the sight of such in the glare of day, when surrounded by comrades, and amid the excitement of war or an execution, and a similar head in the stillness of a calm night during the solemn hours of a long and solitary watch.

But why not allow me to start off at once? asked Mariano, with some impatience at the Jews prolixity.

Because the sentinels will not be relieved for an hour yet, and it is well to make such an enterprise as near to the relief as possible  wearied men at the end of a long watch being less on the alert than at the beginning of it. Besides, the moon will be lower in half an hour, and that will favour your enterprise.

Being constrained to wait, Mariano busied himself in making the useful preparations. He wound the rope tightly round his waist, and covered it with a thin scarf such as was commonly worn by the Moors. He also trimmed and prepared a small lantern.

Now, said Bacri, looking at his watch, you may go. But, stay  not in the direction of our usual passage. You could not move ten yards from my door to-night without being intercepted. Follow me; I have long been prepared for emergencies such as this.

Good-night, Angela, said Mariano, extending his hand, as he prepared to follow the Jew.

Oh, be careful, said Angela earnestly. From the little I have heard it seems that there is much danger impending.

What I can do to avert it shall be done, replied the youth, kissing his hand to the girl as he passed through the doorway and followed his master to the terrace-roof of the house.

We have said that Algerine roofs are flat, but they are by no means regular. There are often various elevations on the same roof, and various forms, as if the architect had terminated the summits of the several walls and partitions at the dictates of a wayward fancy rather than a settled plan. In some cases a step  in others a flight of steps  formed the communication between one part of a roof and another, while division-walls varying from a foot to two yards in height, cut it up into irregular squares and triangles. Such roofs are eminently fitted for the game of hide and go seek, to which, doubtless, they have been applied more or less since the days of Abraham.

Issuing on the terrace of his house, then, Bacri pointed out to Mariano, by the light of the moon, which was slowly descending to its bed in the Sahel hills, that the roof of his neighbours house could be easily reached by a single step.

You will cross over this roof, he said, taking a ring from his finger and placing it on that of his slave, and be sure that you tread with care until you come to the other edge of it, where you will be able to place yourself in the shadow of a chimney until a cloud covers the moon. My neighbour is not a friend, therefore tread like a cat. Attend well to my directions now, and obey them implicitly. You require no arms. Whatever happens to you, offer no resistance, as that will only ensure death. When the moon is clouded leap to the next roof, which you may see now in line with yonder minaret. There is about six feet between the two  which is nothing to a youth like you; only be careful, for failure will plunge you into the street, sixty feet below. That terrace gained, you are on friendly ground. Go, knock gently at the door leading to the house below, and show the owner my ring, asking him at the same time to guide you to the street, after which you know how to act; and may the God of Abraham direct you. Stay! If the owner of the house, who is a Jew, should use you roughly, heed it not. Whatever you do, be passive. Your own life, and it may be the lives of others, depends on this.

The first part of the Jews caution would have availed little, for when Mariano was roused he recked little of his own life; but the reference to others reminded him of Angela and his father, so that he made up his mind to be a very model of forbearance whatever should happen.

Stepping easily from the house of the Jew to the terrace of his neighbour, he proceeded with extreme caution to the chimney pointed out to him, and took his stand under its shadow.

It was a time and situation which induced many burning thoughts and sad reflections to chase each other through the youths brain, as he awaited impatiently the clouding of the moon. From the elevated point on which he stood nearly the whole city lay spread out at his feet, its white terraces, domes, and minarets shining like silver in the pale light, and contrasting vividly with the dark blue bay lying between it and the distant range of the Jurjura mountains. Everything was profoundly calm, quiet, and peaceful, so that he found it difficult to believe in the fierce passions, black villainy, horrible cruelty, and intolerable suffering which seethed below. For some time his eyes rested on the palace of the Dey, and he thought of his father and Lucien with deep anxiety.

Then they wandered to the hated Bagnio, and he thought with pity of the miserable victims confined there, and of the hundreds of other Christian men and women who toiled in hopeless slavery in and around the pirate city. Passing onward, his eyes rested on the light-house and fortifications of the port, and he wondered whether any of the powerful nations of the earth would ever have the common-sense to send a fleet to blow such a wasps nest into unimaginable atoms!

At this point his thoughts were interrupted by the darkening of the moon by a thick cloud, and the sudden descent of deep shadow on the town  as if all hope in such a blessed consummation were forbidden.

Turning at once to the parapet of the terrace, he mounted, but paused a moment, as he endeavoured to gauge the distance of the opposite wall, and gazed into the black gulf below. Bacri had told him that the space was six feet. In the darkness that now prevailed it appeared twenty. He would have ventured it in the circumstances had it been sixty!

Collecting all his energies and courage, he made a bound forward that might have roused the envy of an acrobat, and cleared not only the space between but the parapet beyond, coming down with an awful crash into the midst of a certain box-garden, which was the special pride of the owner of the mansion.

Poor Mariano leaped up in horror, and listened with dread, but suddenly remembering that he now stood on what Bacri had termed friendly ground, he recovered self-possession and sought for the door on the roof. Finding it after some trouble, he knocked gently.

It was opened much sooner and more violently than he had anticipated, and a tall man springing out seized him by the throat in a grasp like a vice, and held a gleaming dagger to his breast.

In other circumstances Mariano would certainly have engaged in a struggle for the dagger, but remembering Angela and the Jews warning, he gave back, and said in French, as well as the vice-like grip would allow  

A friend.

Truly, replied the man gruffly, in Lingua Franca, thy knock might imply friendship, but thine appearance here at such an hour requires more explanation than a mere assurance.

Remove your hand and you shall have it, replied the youth, somewhat angrily. Dost suppose that if I had been other than a friend I would not have ere now flung thee headlong from thine own terrace?

Speak quickly, then, returned the man, relaxing his hold a little.

This ring, said the youth.

Ha! Enough, a sure token, interrupted the Jew, in a low friendly tone, on seeing the ring, at the same time leading Mariano within the doorway. What wouldst thou?

Nothing more than to be shown the nearest way to the street.

That is soon done  follow me.

In a few minutes Mariano found himself in a narrow street, down which, after lighting his lantern and thanking the Jew, he proceeded at a rapid pace.

In the intricacies of that curious old town the youth would certainly have lost himself, but for the fact that it was built, as we have said, on the slope of a hill, so that all he had to do was to keep descending, in order to secure his final exit into the principal thoroughfare  Bab-Azoun.

Few persons met him at that hour, and these appeared desirous of avoiding observation. After passing the Bagnio with a shudder, he extinguished the lantern. And now the real danger of his enterprise had begun, because he was acting illegally in traversing the streets after dark without a light, and liable to be taken up and punished by any of the guards who should find him. He proceeded therefore with great caution; keeping close to the walls in the darkest places, and gliding into doorways to hide when any one approached. Thus he succeeded escaping observation, and had almost reached the city wall, not far from the spot where it was garnished by poor Castellos head, when he heard the tramp of soldiers. They were about to turn a corner which would in another second have brought him full into view. To retreat was impossible, and no friendly doorway stood open to receive him. In this extremity he pressed himself into a niche formed by a pillar and an angle of the house beside him. It could not have concealed him in ordinary circumstances, but aided by darkness there was some possibility of escaping notice. Crushing himself against the wall with all his might, and wishing with all his heart that he had been a smaller man, he breathlessly awaited the passing of the soldiers.




Chapter Fifteen.

In which Ted Flaggan and his Friend Rais Ali act a Conscious Part, and a Political Storm begins to break.

There is unquestionably many a slip twixt the cup and the lip, but on the present occasion there was no such slip. Mariano succeeded in diminishing and flattening himself to such an extent that the janissaries passed without observing him. The moment they were out of sight he glided from his hiding-place, and soon found his way to the top of the ramparts, near the Bab-Azoun gate. The head of Castello was at his elbow; the wearied Turkish sentinel was not a hundred yards distant Mariano could see him clearly defined against the eastern sky every time he reached the end of his beat.

If he takes it into his head to walk this way, I am lost, thought Mariano.

It seemed as if the man had heard the thought, for he walked slowly towards the spot where the youth lay at full length on the ground. There was no mound or niche or coping of any kind behind [image: img132.jpg]which a man might conceal himself. The dead mans head was the only object that broke the uniformity of the wall. In desperation, Mariano lay down with it between himself and the advancing sentinel, and crept close to it  so close that while he lay there he fancied that a drop of something cold fell from it and mingled with the perspiration that stood in large beads upon his brow!

The sentinel stopped just as Mariano was preparing to spring upon and endeavour to strangle him. He looked earnestly and long in the direction of the dead mans head, as if in meditation on its owners untimely fate, or, possibly, on the unusual length and solidity of the shadow that tailed away from it!

Fortunately he advanced no further, but, turning on his heel, walked slowly away. Just then the moon shot forth a ray of light from the midst of the cloud that had covered it, as if to cheer the fugitive on his desperate adventure. Instead of cheering, however, it alarmed him, and expedited his movements.

In a moment Mariano put a loop of his rope over the head and drew it tight on the spike close to the masonry. Another moment and he was over the parapet, down the wall, and into the ditch. Here again unusual caution was needful, but the youths cat-like activity enabled him to overcome all obstacles. In a few minutes he was speeding over the Sahel hills in the direction of Frais Vallon.

We need scarcely say that wind and muscle were tried to their uttermost that night. In an incredibly short space of time he reached the gate of the consuls garden, which stood open, and darted in.

Now it chanced that night that the stout British seaman, Ted Flaggan, lay in a hammock suspended between two trees in a retired part of the consuls garden, the weather being so warm that not only he but several of the other domestics had forsaken their dwellings during the night, and lay about the grounds in various contrivances more or less convenient, according to the fancy or mechanical aptitude of the makers thereof.

Flaggan had, out of pure good-will, slung a primitive hammock similar to his own between two trees near him for his friend Rais Ali, in which the valiant Moor lay sound asleep, with his prominent brown nose pointing upwards to the sky, and his long brown legs hanging over the sides. Ted himself lay in a wakeful mood. He had fought unsuccessfully for some hours against a whole army of mosquitoes, and now, having given in, allowed the savage insects to devour him unchecked.

But the poor victim found it difficult to lie awake and suffer without occupation of any kind; he therefore arose and cut from a neighbouring hedge a light reed which was long enough to reach from his own hammock to that of his friend. With the delicate end of this, while reclining at his ease, he gently tickled Rais Alis nose.

After making several sleepy efforts to kill the supposed insect that troubled him, and giving vent to three or four violent sneezes, the interpreter awoke, and, growling something in Arabic, opened his eyes, which act enabled him to observe that his neighbour was awake and smiling at him.

Ha! yous not be for sleep, hey? Mos troubelzum brutes dem muskitoes.

Och! its little I mind em, said Flaggan.

Wy you no for sleep, den? demanded Rais.

Cos I likes to meditate, young man, specially wen Ive got sitch a splendid subjic of contemplation before me as a slumberin Moor! Wont ye go in for a little moor slumberin, eh?

Rais turned his back on his friend with an indignant growl. He was evidently indisposed for jesting.

In a few seconds, being indifferent to real mosquitoes, the Moor was again sound asleep. It was soon clear, however, that he was not indifferent to Teds artificial insect. Being unable now to reach his nose, the restless son of Erin thrust the feathery point of the reed into his friends ear. The result was that Rais Ali gave himself a sounding slap on the side of the head, to Teds inexpressible delight. When Rais indicated that he was off again, he received another touch, which resulted in a second slap and a savage growl, as the unfortunate man sat up and yawned.

They seems wuss than ornar, said Flaggan gravely.

Wuss? I nebber knowd noting wusser, replied Rais, with a look of sleepy exasperation. Beats ebberyting. Been five-an-twenty eer in de kontry, an nebber seed de like.

Seed the like! echoed the seaman. Did ye saw em when ye was aslape?

Feel um, then, replied the other sulkily; yoos too purtikler.

Suppose we goes an has a whiff? suggested Flaggan, leaping to the ground. Its a fine night entirely, tho a dark un. Come, Ill trate ye to a taste o me cavendish, which is better than growlin in yer hammock at the muskaities, poor things, as dont know no better.

Feeling that the advice was good, or perhaps tempted by the offer of a taste of his friends peculiarly good tobacco, the interpreter arose, calmly made a paper cigarette, while Flaggan loaded his cutty, and then accompanied him in a saunter down the road leading to the gate.

Ally, began the seaman, making a stopper of the end of his little finger by the way, you aint related, are you, to the famous Ally Babby as was capting of the forty thieves?

No, nuffin ob de sort, replied Ali, shaking his head.

Well, no matter, you deserve to be; but thats neither here nor there. What I was agoing to say is, that its my opinion that fellow Seedy Hassan aint all fair an above board.

Ted glanced keenly at his companion, for he had made the remark as a sort of feeler.

Wat de matter wid um? asked Rais carelessly.

Oh, nothin  I only thought you might know somethin about him. I doesnt, only Im a dab at whats called in Ireland fizzyognomy, an? I dont like the looks of him. Why, bless ye, I knows a feller by the cut of his jib directly. I could have taken my davy, now, that you were a sly, clever sort o chap, even before I was introduced to ee, dee see?

Whether he saw or not remains to this day an uncertainty, for it was at that moment that, as before stated, Mariano rushed in at the gate, and, unintentionally, into the arms of Rais Ali, who uttered a loud cry and flung him off with a kick that unfortunately took effect on the youths shin.

Supposing that he was intercepted, afraid lest his mission should miscarry, and angered by the pain, Mariano lost the power of self-restraint which he had hitherto exercised so well that night. He rushed at the interpreter and hit him a blow on the forehead that caused him to tumble backwards violently.

The act was scarcely done when the youth found himself in the embrace of Ted Flaggan, and, strong though he was, he found it impossible to throw off, or to free himself from, that sturdy tar. Still he struggled fiercely, and there is no saying what might have been the result, had not Rais, recovering from the blow, hastened to his friends aid.

Between them they succeeded in securing Mariano, and, with a handkerchief tied his hands behind him.

Now then, young feller, said Flaggan, taking the youth by the arm, youll have to go before the British counsl an give an account of yerself. So come along.

Of course when Mariano was taken into the presence of Colonel Langley, and had whispered a few words in his ear, the seaman and his friend Rais Ali were dismissed with the assurance that all was right  an assurance, by the way, which was not quite satisfactory to the latter, when he reflected on and tenderly stroked the bump, about as large as a pigeons egg, which ornamented the space between his eyes!

Never mind, Ally Babby, was his friends consolatory remark as they left the house and returned to their hammocks; it cant damage your good looks, an ll prove a mighty source of amazement to the muskaities.

Meanwhile the consul accompanied Mariano a short way on his return to town, so that the latter might not be delayed.

I hope there is no fear of an outbreak occurring before I can get into town to-morrow, said the consul, as they were about to part. It is impossible that I can demand an audience of the Dey before breakfast without creating suspicion. Tell Bacri, however, that he may depend on my doing my utmost without delay to avert the evil. And now, how do you mean to return to him  for it occurs to me that although you may scale the walls easily enough, you wont be able to retrace your way to the house of the Jew who favoured your escape?

Bacri had foreseen that, replied the youth, and has arranged to meet and guide me from a street leading south from the Bagnio, which is known to both of us.

He runs great risk in doing this, said the consul; however, he knows the outs and ins of the city well. Good-bye, and God speed you on your way.

Mariano, who was impatient to return, at once darted away like a deer, and was soon lost to view among the aloes and cactuses that clothed the slopes of the Sahel hills.

Not long afterwards the grey light of day began to tip the domes and minarets of the pirate city, and with it began the soft hum of a general awakening  for Mohammedans are early risers, and even pirates deemed it consistent with their calling to commence the day with formal  not to say ostentatious  prayers. Any one traversing the streets at that early hour might have seen men at the fountains busy with their prescribed ablutions, while elsewhere others were standing, kneeling, or prostrating themselves, with their faces turned carefully in the direction of Mecca, their holy city.

It must not be supposed, however, as we have already remarked, that all the men of the town were pirates. That the town existed by means of piracy, and that all its chief men from the Dey downwards were pure and simple robbers, is quite consistent with the fact that there were many honest enough traders and workmen whose lot had been cast there, and whose prayers were probably very heartfelt and genuine  some of them, perchance, being an appeal for deliverance from the wretches who ruled them with a rod of iron  indeed, we might almost say, a rod of red-hot iron. Whatever the nature of their prayers, however, they were early in presenting, and remarkably particular in not omitting, them.

Down at the Marina there was a group of Christian slaves who were not behind their task-masters in this respect. In an angle of the fortifications the Padre Giovanni was kneeling by the side of a dying slave. The man had been crushed accidentally under a large piece of the rock with which the bulwarks of the harbour were being strengthened. He had been carried to the spot where he lay, and would have been left to die uncared for if Blindi Bobi had not chanced to pass that way. After administering such consolation as lay in a little weak wine and water from his flask, the eccentric but kind-hearted man had gone off in search of the Padre, who was always ready to hasten at a moments notice to minister to the necessity of slaves in sickness. Too often the good mans services were of little avail, because the sick slaves were frequently kept at work until the near approach of death rendered their labours worthless; so that, when Giovanni came to comfort them, they were almost, if not quite, indifferent to all things.

On the present occasion he was too late to do more than pray that the dying man might be enabled, by the Holy Spirit, to trust in the salvation wrought out  and freely offered to sinners, even the chief  by Jesus Christ.

While the spirit of the poor slave was passing away, Sidi Omar approached the spot. Blindi Bobi, remembering a former and somewhat similar occasion, at once glided behind a projection of the walls and made off.

He is past your help now, Giovanni, said Omar to the old man, for whom he, in common with nearly all the people of the town, entertained great respect, despite his Christianity, for the Padre had spent the greater part of a long life among them, in the exercise of such pure, humble philanthropy, that even his enemies, if he had any, were at peace with him.

His spirit is with God who gave it, replied the old man, rising and contemplating sadly the poor crushed form that lay at his feet.

His spirit wont give us any more trouble, then, returned Omar, as he regarded the dead man with a stern glance; he was one of the most turbulent of our slaves.

And one of the most severely tried, said Giovanni, looking gently in the face of the Minister of Marine.

He had all the advantages and comforts of other slaves; I know not what you mean by tried, retorted Omar, with a grim smile.

He was wrenched, with his family, from home and friends and earthly hope, twenty years ago; he saw his children perish one by one under cruel treatment; he saw his wife sold into slavery, though he did not see her die  as I did  of a broken heart, and he suffered all the torments that ingenuity could devise before his spirit was set free.

Giovanni said this slowly and very gently, but two bright red spots on his pale careworn cheeks showed that he spoke with strong emotion.

Well, well, returned Omar, with a sinister smile, that gives him all the better chance in the next life; for, according to the faith of you Christians, his sufferings here go to make weight in the matter of his salvation. Is it not so?

Men who call themselves Christians, said the Padre, do not all hold the same faith. There are those who appear to me to wrest Scripture to their own destruction; they find in one part thereof a description of true faith as distinguished from a dead, false, or spurious faith, which reveals its worthlessness by the absence of works, and, founding on that, they refuse to accept the other portion of Scripture which saith that by the works of the law shall no man living be justified. I, with many others, hold that there is no merit in our simply suffering. The sufferings and the obedience of Jesus Christ in our stead is all the merit on which we rest our hopes of salvation.

It may be so, Giovanni, returned Omar carelessly, but I profess not to understand such matters. The slave is dead, and thou hast one less to care for.

With this sentiment, accompanied by a smile of pity and a shake of his head, the Minister of Marine left the Padre, and directed his steps towards the town. On his way he met the court story-teller or jester.

Thou art early astir, Hadji Babi, he said. Is there aught in the wind?

There is much in the wind, answered the jester gravely; there is oxygen and nitrogen, if philosophers be right  which is an open question  and there is something lately discovered which they call ozone. Discoveries in time past give ground for expectation of discoveries in time to come. There is much in the wind, methinks.

True, true, rejoined Omar, with an approving nod; and what sayest thou as to the atmosphere of the palace?

The jester, who had strong suspicions as to the good-faith of Omar, yet was not sufficiently in the confidence of the Dey to know exactly how matters stood, replied with caution  

It is serene, as usual; not disturbed by untoward elements, as the air of a palace ought to be.

That is well, Hadji Baba, returned Omar, in a confidential tone; nevertheless thou knowest that the atmosphere in palaces is not always serene.  By the way, hast seen Sidi Hamet of late?

Not I, replied the other carelessly.

He is no friend of thine, it would seem, said Omar.

No, answered the jester shortly.

Nor of mine, added Omar.

Each eyed the other narrowly as this was said.

Wouldst do him a service if you could? asked Omar.

No, said Baba.

Nor I, returned Omar.

I owe service to no one save the Dey, rejoined Baba. If it were possible, I would for his sake put a bow-string round the neck of a certain Aga

Ha! interrupted Omar; hast thou then seen aught to justify such strong measures? Come, Hadji Baba, thou knowest me to be thy masters true friend. Tell me all. It shall be well for thee. It might be ill for thee, if thou didst decline; but fear not. I am thy friend, and the friend of Achmet. It behoves friends to aid each other in straits.

The jester felt that he had committed himself, but at the same time conceived that he was justified in trusting one who had always been the intimate friend and adviser of his master. He therefore revealed all that he knew of the plot which was hatching, and of which he knew a great deal more than the Minister of Marine had expected, in consequence of his having been kept well informed by a negro girl, called Zooloo, whose capacity for eavesdropping was almost equal to a certain bird of the air which has been in all ages accredited with the powers of an electric telegraph.

In consequence of the information thus received, Sidi Omar made instant and formidable preparations to thwart the schemes of his adversary, in doing which, of course, he found it advantageous to uphold the Dey.

Achmet also made energetic preparations to defend himself, and was quite cool and collected when, about the usual breakfast hour, he received the British consul, and thanked him for the timely warning which he brought.

But the precautions of both were in vain, for Sidi Hamet was a man of vigour beyond his fellows.

Suddenly, when all seemed profoundly peaceful, some of his followers rushed upon the palace guards, disarmed them, and hauled down the standard. At the same hour  previously fixed  the port, the casba, and the gates of the city were surprised and taken. The lieutenants employed to accomplish these feats at once announced that Sidi Hamet was about to become Dey of Algiers, in proof whereof they pointed to the naked flag-staff of the palace.

The janissaries, most of whom were indifferent as to who should rule, at once sided with the insurrectionists. Those who favoured Sidi Omar were cowed, and obliged to follow suit, though some of them  especially those at the Marina  held out for a time.

And now the reign of anarchy began. Knowing that, for a few hours, the city was destitute of a head, the rude Turkish soldiery took the law into their own hands, and indulged in every excess of riot, entering the houses of Jews and Moors by force, and ransacking them for hidden treasure. Of course, Sidi Hamet attempted to fulfil his engagement with Bacri, by placing guards over the houses of the more wealthy Jews, as well as giving orders to the troops not to molest them. But, like many other reckless men, he found himself incapable of controlling the forces which he had set in motion.

Many of the Jews, expecting this, had sought refuge in the houses of their friends, and in the British consulate, where the consul, finding himself, as it were, caught and involved in the insurrection, deemed it wise to remain for a time.




Chapter Sixteen.

Tells of Riot and Revolution in the Pirate City.

At the first sound of tumult, Achmet  who was seated at the time on his accustomed throne of judgment, ready to transact the ordinary business of the morning  sprang up and roused his pet lion to a sudden and towering pitch of fury by thrusting the point of his dagger into it. The result was that when the door burst open the huge creature sprang into the midst of the insurgents with a tremendous roar.

A volley of balls laid it low for ever, but the incident diverted attention for a moment from the Dey, and afforded him time to escape from the audience-chamber. Darting up a staircase, he gained the palace-roof, from which he sprang to a neighbouring roof and descended hastily to the street, throwing off some of his brilliant apparel as he ran, and snatching up a common burnous in which he enveloped himself.

Every avenue to the palace had been carefully secured by Sidi Hamet, but it chanced that the one which Achmet selected was guarded by a young soldier, towards whom at some previous time he had shown acts of kindness.

On seeing the Dey hastening towards him the soldier lowered his musket, but appeared undecided how to act. Achmet, at once taking advantage of his hesitation, went boldly up to him, and reminding him of what he had formerly done for him, attempted to bribe him with a magnificent diamond ring; but the soldier refused the ring. Placing his left hand on his eyes he said hurriedly  

Your servant can neither hear nor see.

The Dey at once took the hint and passed on, but the delay proved fatal, for a band of Janissaries who were traversing the narrow streets in search of him came suddenly round a corner. Achmet instantly turned back and fled, hotly pursued by the yelling soldiers. They were quickly joined by others, and ere long a surging crowd followed the footsteps of the fugitive as he darted from one to another of the intricate streets. The Dey was a cool and courageous as well as an active man, and for some time eluded his pursuers, whose very eagerness to take his life caused them to thwart each other by getting jammed in several of the narrow passages.

At last Achmet gained the entrance to the palace of his wives. The door was already shut and secured, as well as guarded by two of the insurgent janissaries. Rendered desperate and savage by the hopelessness of his case, he cleft the skulls of these men with his sword, and was about to dash himself violently against the strong door, in the vain hope of bursting it open, when he was checked by hearing an appalling shriek inside. Next moment the door was flung wide open, and his faithful wife Ashweesha appeared with a dripping dagger in her hand.

No word was uttered, because none was needed. The Dey leaped in and shut the door violently, just as his infuriated pursuers gained it, while Ashweesha, with cool precision, shot in the heavy bolts, and let down the ponderous bars.

Achmet sank exhausted on one of the couches of the vestibule, regardless of the din which was made by the mob outside in their vain endeavours to batter down the strong oaken door.

Do not give way, said Ashweesha, falling on her knees beside him, and resting his head tenderly on her shoulder, there are many who love you in the city. Escape over the terraces to the house of Jacob the Jew. He has many hiding-places, and will assuredly aid you.

I will try, for your sake, Ashweesha, said Achmet, starting up; I have little hope, it is true, for my enemies are too strong for me, but it were cowardly to fail for want of an effort. Allah bless thee, my wife!

He kissed her, and immediately made for the staircase that led to the terrace.

Gaining the roof, he looked over the parapet, and the first glance was enough to convince him that he must bid adieu to hope. The palace was completely surrounded by the insurgents, who set up a fierce shout on observing him, and fired a volley of balls from many directions, all of which, however, passed harmlessly over his head.

Thou seest, Ashweesha, he said, with a sad smile, as the Sultana followed him to the terrace, my time has come. It is fate. Allah has willed it so  there is therefore no possibility of averting it.

Say not so, cried Ashweesha earnestly; the terrace of Jacob is easily gained; once there you can descend to some of the back streets where no one looks for you.

I will make the attempt, said the Dey, sternly casting his eyes over the city.

It was a sight that might well lull him with sad thoughts, for the roofs or terraces everywhere were covered with affrighted women  the houses of the Jews being especially distinguishable by the frantic manner in which the Jewesses wrung their hands, and otherwise displayed their grief and alarm.

A plank thrown from the parapet of his palace to that of the nearest house enabled Achmet to escape from those of his enemies who had gained an entrance below, but it was only a momentary respite; while they were searching for another plank to enable them to follow him, he attempted to cross over to the house of the Jew above mentioned. He was at once observed, on the frail bridge that supported him, and a shout of anger rose from the populace like a hoarse roar.

During the whole time in which the Dey was thus endeavouring to escape, his proud spirit fought against him, urging him to turn and dare his foes to do their worst. At the moment when their roar burst upon his ear, all desire to escape seemed to vanish. He stopped suddenly, drew himself up with his wonted look of dignified composure, and from his perilous and elevated position looked down almost reproachfully on those who had been wont to bow at his footstool.

The act was followed by another roar. A hundred muskets belched forth their deadly fire, and Achmet Dey fell headlong into the street.

The shattered body was instantly seized by the soldiers, and the head, severed from the trunk, was carried off to the palace, there to be presented as a trophy to Sidi Hamet, the new Dey of Algiers.

So soon as the green standard of the Prophet was run up on the flag-staff of the palace, announcing that a new ruler had seated himself on the throne, the period of recognised anarchy came to an end, and order began to be in some measure restored. Still, most of the wealthy inhabitants kept in close retirement, having, of course, hidden away most of their valuables and cash. The Jews, especially, were very chary of showing themselves in public, and those of them who had fled for refuge to the British consulate remained quiet, and were hospitably entertained for several days.

Among the first who fled to that shelter was the valiant Rais Ali. He entered with a trembling frame and pale visage about the time the incidents we have described were being enacted, and found Colonel Langley, with the aid of Ted Flaggan, engaged in preparing the various rooms of the building for the reception of those who, from past experience, he expected to require them.

Why, Rais! what ails you? demanded Colonel Langley in surprise, not unmingled with anger, for he had, on leaving home, placed the interpreter in charge of his family in his suburban villa.

Oh! massr, said Ali piteously; yous no know wat dangers me hab if de janissary cotch me. Life not wuth wone buttin.

Rascal! exclaimed the Colonel, did I not charge you to guard my household? How dare you forsake your post? Are you not under my protection?

Ah! yis, yis, massr; but  but  yous no know de greatness of me danger

Go, scoundrel! exclaimed the Colonel, losing all patience with him; return to your duty as fast as your horse can carry you, else I shall hand you over to the janissaries.

You hears what yer master says, dont ee? said Ted Flaggan, who viewed the infidelity and cowardice of the interpreter with supreme disgust, as he seized him by the nape of the neck and thrust him towards the door. Git out, ye white-livered spalpeen, or Ill multiply every bone in yer body by two.

Rais Ali went with extreme reluctance, but there was no resisting the persuasive violence of Teds powerful arm, nor the emphatic kick of the muscular leg with which he propelled his Moorish friend into the street. He did not wait, however, to remonstrate, but immediately drew forward the hood of his burnous and hurried away.

Just then Bacri entered, conducting a number of women and children who sought sanctuary there.

Some of my people have need of the British arm to protect them, said the Jew, with a sad smile.

And they shall have it, said the consul, taking Bacri by the hand. See them attended to, Flaggan, he added, turning to the seaman.

Ay, ay, sir.  This way, my dears, said Ted, waving his hand with a fatherly air to the group of weeping women and children, and conducting them to one of the large chambers of the house, where Mrs Langley and Paulina had already spread out bedding, and made further preparations for a large party.

Do you think, Bacri, said the consul, as the other was about to depart, that there is much chance of Hamet succeeding?

I do, answered the Jew. Achmet is now become very unpopular. He is too kind and generous to suit the tastes of the soldiers, and you are aware that the janissaries have it all their own way in this city.

This was indeed the case. The Turkish soldiers were extremely insolent and overbearing, alike to Moors and Jews, one of the privileges they claimed being to enter the gardens of the inhabitants whenever they pleased  not excepting those of the consuls  and eat and destroy fruit and vegetables at will.

Achmets party, added Bacri, is not strong, while that of Hamet is not only numerous but influential. I fear much that the sands of his glass are nearly run out.

It is a woeful state of things, observed the Colonel, while a slight flush mantled on his cheek  possibly at the thought of his having, as the representative of a civilised power, to bow his head and recognise such barbarians. And you, Bacri, will you not also stay here?

No. There are others of my people who require my aid. I go to join them. I trust that Hamets promise  if he succeeds  will sufficiently guard me from violence. It may be that they will respect my position. In any case I stay not here.  Farewell.

When the Jew had left, the consul turned to superintend the arrangements of his house, which by this time had assumed the appearance of a hospital or prison  so numerous and varied were the people who had fled thither for refuge.

Chief among the busy ones there was the ebony damsel from beyond the Zahara, whose tendency to damage Master Jim and to alarm Jims mamma has already been remarked on more than once. Zubbys energies were, at the time, devoted to Paulina, in whom she took a deep interest. She had made one little nest of a blanket for her baby Angelina, and another similar nest for Master Jim, whose head she had bumped against the wall in putting him into it  without awaking him, however, for Jim was a sound sleeper, and used to bumps. She was now tearfully regarding the meeting of Paulina with her sister Angela. The latter had been brought to the consulate by Bacri, along with her mistress and some other members of the Jews household, and the delight of the two sisters at this unexpected meeting afforded the susceptible Zubby inexpressible  we might almost say inconceivable  joy, as was evidenced by the rising of her black cheeks, the shutting of her blacker eyes, and the display of her gorgeous teeth  front and back  as well as her red gums.

Oh! Im so glad, exclaimed Angela, sitting down on a mat beside her sister, and gazing through her tears.

So am I, darling, responded Paulina, and so would baby be if she were awake and understood it.

Zubby looked as if she were on the point of awaking baby in order to enable her to understand it; fortunately she thought better of this.

But Im so frightened, added Angela, changing rather suddenly from a smile to a look of horror.

Why, dearest? asked Paulina.

Oh! youve no idea what awful things I have heard since I went to live with the Jew, who is very kind to me, Paulina. They said they were going to kill the Dey.

Who said, dear?

The  the people  you know. Of course I dont know who all the people are that come to see us, and I dont like to ask; but some of them are bad  oh, so bad! she looked appallingly solemn here and then Mariano

Ah! what of Mariano and Francisco and Lucien? asked Paulina with increasing interest, while Zubby became desperately intelligent.

Oh, he was sent on such a dangerous expedition, continued Angela, blushing slightly, and more than slightly crying, and when he was coming back he was caught in the streets, and carried off to that dreadful Bagnio, about which he has told me such awful horrors. So Bacri told me on his return, for Bacri had tried to save him, but couldnt, and was nearly lost himself.  But what is all the noise about outside, sister  and the shooting off of guns?

The noise referred to by the pretty Sicilian was caused by a party of rioters who, returning from the slaughter of the Dey, were hurrying towards the house of Bacri, intent on plunder. They were led by one of those big blustering men, styled bullies, who, in all lands, have a talent for taking the lead and talking loud when danger is slight, and modestly retiring when it is great.

Waving a scimitar, which already dripped with blood, this man headed the rushing crowd, and was the first to thunder for admittance at the Jews door. But no one answered his demands.

Shouting for a beam, he ran to a neighbouring pile of timber, and, with the aid of some others, returned bearing a battering-ram, which would soon have dashed in the door, if it had not been opened by Bacri himself, who had returned just in time to attempt to save his house from being pillaged.

For a few seconds the rioters were checked by surprise at the cool, calm bearing of the Jew. Then they dropped the beam, uttered a yell of execration, and rushed upon him, but were unexpectedly checked by one of their own number suddenly turning round, and in a voice of stern authority ordering the crowd to stand back.

The young janissary who acted thus unexpectedly was a tall handsome man of resolute bearing, but with a frame that rather denoted activity than strength. As he held a glittering sword threateningly in his right hand, his order was obeyed for a few seconds, and then it was observed that he held in his left hand a rope, which was tied round the neck of a Christian slave. This slave was none other than our unfortunate friend Francisco Rimini.

Who art thou that issues commands so bravely? demanded the bully, stepping forward.

You must be aware, comrades, said the young soldier, addressing the crowd rather than his interrogator, that Sidi Hamet  now Dey of Algiers  has given strict orders that the houses of the Jews are to be respected. I am here to see these orders carried out.

And who art thou? again I demand, said the bully, observing that his comrades showed a tendency to waver, that dost presume to

I am one, cried the young soldier, with a whirl of his gleaming blade so close to the mans nose that he staggered back in alarm I am one who knows how to fulfil his duty. Perchance I may be one who shall even presume some day to mount the throne when Hamet Dey is tired of it  in which case I know of a bully whose head shall grace the highest spike on Bab-Azoun!

The quiet smile with which the latter part of this speech was delivered, and the determined air of the youth, combined to make the soldiers laugh, so that the bully felt himself under the necessity of retiring.

Sheathing his sword with a business-like air, and rudely pushing his prisoner into the house, whither Bacri had already retired, the young soldier entered and shut the door.

Lucien! exclaimed Bacri in surprise, as he grasped the hand of the young janissary, thou hast managed this business well, considering that thou art no Turk. How didst thou come to think of it?

I should never have thought of it, had not my worthy father suggested the idea, replied Lucien, with a smile, as he removed the rope from the neck of his sire. Forgive me, father, if I have played my part too roughly

Too roughly! echoed the bluff merchant, with a laugh; why, boy, dost think that thine old father has lost all his youthful vigour? I trow not.  You see, Signor Bacri, we have had information of what was impending for some days past, and although we could do nothing to avert the catastrophe, we thought it possible that we might manage to avoid the massacre at the palace. Knowing from report that the janissaries ran riot at such times, and being aware that my son Lucien  who is a noted linguist, Signor Bacri  spoke their language almost as well as a native, I suggested that he should procure a uniform and personate a janissary, while I should act the part of a runaway slave. Being a favourite with poor Achmet, as you know, Lucien had much influence among the domestics, and easily procured the disguise. The moment the insurrection took place we fled from the palace, and, as you see, here we are!

But why came you hither? asked Bacri, with a troubled look.

To whom else could we flee for shelter? returned Lucien. You are the only friend we have in the city  except, indeed, the Padre Giovanni, who has no power to save us.

Alas! returned the Jew, leading his friends into the skiffa, and seating himself on the edge of the fountain that played there, you lean on a broken reed. My power is not sufficient to protect myself. Even now the soldiers might have taken my life, and robbed my house with impunity, had it not been for your courage, Lucien. My predecessor was shot in cold blood by a man who for the murder was only transported. If he had slain the poorest Turk, or even a Moor, he would have been strangled. We are a despised as well as persecuted race, and our influence or power to protect you is very small. Indeed, if it were known that I had given you shelter, my life would be forfeited, as well as yours. I have already placed it in great jeopardy in order to save Mariano

Mariano! exclaimed Francisco, turning an anxious gaze on the Jew; is he, then, in danger?

He is captured by the Turks, replied Bacri, and is now in the Bagnio.

Where they will doubtless bastinado him to death, said Francisco, grinding his teeth and clenching his hands with suppressed passion. Bacri, I feel that in me which makes me long to run a-muck among these Turks.

I understand you not, said Bacri.

Why, I will take the first opportunity that offers to cut the throats of as many of these fiends as possible before they manage to cut mine. They say that vengeance is sweet. I will taste it and try, said the merchant, with a grim smile.

Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord, returned Bacri slowly; says not your own Scripture so?

It may be so, but mans power of endurance is limited, retorted Francisco gloomily.

But Gods power to aid and strengthen is not limited, returned the Jew. Believe me, no good ever came of violence  at least from revengeful violence. No doubt a violent assault at the right time and with a right motive has often carried the day; but violence given way to for the mere purpose of gratifying the feelings is not only useless, it is hurtful and childish.

Hast never given way to such thyself, Bacri? demanded Francisco with some asperity.

I have, replied the Jew with humility, and it is because I have done so that I am enabled to speak with some authority as to the results. Your desire, I suppose, is to save Mariano. If you would attain that end, you must learn to curb your passions and use the powers of judgment with which your Maker has endowed you.

Well, well, we will let that point hang on its peg in the meantime, returned Francisco impatiently; but what wouldst thou advise? we are at your mercy.

I will do what I can to prove that a Jew is not ungrateful, answered Bacri. If they leave us unmolested here till night-fall we may find a way of escape for you, at all events from the city, but it is only such as desperate men would choose to take.

We are desperate men, said Lucien quietly.

Once outside the walls, continued the Jew, you must keep perfectly close and still by day, for a diligent search will be made for you, and only at night will you be able to creep out from your place of hiding to steal what you can for food, and to attempt to gain the coast, where your only chance of escape lies in seizing one of the small feluccas in which the piracies of the Algerines are carried on, and putting off to sea without provisions,  with the certainty of being pursued, and the all but certainty of being overtaken.

Such risks are better than death or slavery, answered Francisco. We think not of danger. The only thing that gives me concern is how we are to get my poor son out of the Bagnio.

I will manage that for you, said Bacri, for my gold is at least powerful with menials; but in order to do this I shall have to leave the house for a time and must conceal you in a cellar.

Do as you will, Bacri, said Francisco; we are in your hands and place implicit confidence in you.

Well, follow me! said the Jew.

Rising and leaving the skiffa, he conducted them down a staircase into a small cellar, which was almost too low to admit of their standing erect. Here he pointed out a shelf on which were a pot of water and a loaf, also a bundle of straw on which they might rest when so disposed. Having described carefully to them the manner of Marianos escape over the roof of the house and by the city wall, and having given them the rope that had been used on that occasion, he said  

Now I leave you. I must lock the trap-door that leads to this dungeon, and carry away the key, because if rioters were to break in and find the key in it, they would at once discover your refuge.

And what if you be killed, Bacri, and we be left here without a soul in the world who knows of our whereabouts? said Francisco, with a look of anxiety. Id rather be bastinadoed to death than be buried alive after all.

If it goes ill with me, as may well be the case, answered the Jew, you have only to make use of this crowbar and wrench off the lock of the door. But if rioters enter the house, be careful not to do it until some time after they are gone, and all is quiet. When free, you must use your own wisdom and discretion.  Farewell!

Bacri ascended the trap-ladder and shut the door, leaving his friends in darkness which was made visible but not dispelled by a small lantern. They listened intently to his receding footsteps until the last faint echo left them in total silence.




Chapter Seventeen.

Francisco and his Son in Danger.

For several hours Francisco and his son sat on the bundle of straw listening intently to every sound, being naturally filled with anxiety as to the success of Bacri in his efforts to aid Mariano. At last they heard a loud knocking at the street door, which, after being repeated impatiently once or twice, was followed by a thunderous noise, as if the house were being entered by violence.

The janissaries have returned, said Francisco, with a serious look.

We had better put out the light, suggested Lucien, as a crashing sound announced the bursting in of the door.

Do, lad.  Stay, let me get hold of this crowbar; it is better than nothing if it comes to  . Now, out with it!

A moment more and they were in total darkness, while the trampling of feet overhead and the shouts of many voices told that the mob had entered the Jews dwelling.

Every moment the two prisoners expected to see the trap-door of their retreat wrenched open, but no one seemed to have discovered it, and they were beginning to breathe more freely, and to hope that they should escape, when there came a sudden and violent stamping just overhead. Then there was a sound of breaking timber, and presently the edge of the trap-door began to lift and creak under the pressure of some powerful instrument. Another moment and it flew open and a man looked in, but of course could see nothing. Descending the steps, he called loudly for a light, and one of his comrades brought a lantern, with which he was about to descend, but, missing his footstep, he fell to the ground and extinguished it.

At that moment Lucien and his father drew back into the darkest part of the cellar, in the shadow of a small projection.

Fetch another light! shouted the soldiers.

Nows our time, whispered Lucien, grasping his scimitar and preparing for a dash.

Not yet, replied his father, laying a strong grasp on his arm.

It was well that Lucien was restrained, for, while the soldiers were clamouring for a light, their comrades above gave a shout as though something new and surprising had been discovered. Full of curiosity, the soldiers in the cellar darted out.

Now! whispered Francisco.

Lucien at once sprang up the ladder, but looked out cautiously; for the sudden change in the sounds above apprised him that the robbers had left the apartment.

He saw them busy ransacking a cupboard in which the Jew had placed a large quantity of plate, a little of which was solid, and a large portion showy, but comparatively valueless. It had been arranged by him in such a way as to make a superb show of wealth, in the hope that it might tempt any who should take a fancy to rob his house to expend much of their labour and energy on that horde, thereby creating an important diversion from much more valuable deposits made elsewhere.

So busy were the plunderers that they left the room above the cellar quite unguarded.

The coast is clear, whispered Lucien, looking back. We must act out our part of janissary and slave, father. Quick! Shoulder this small chest.

Francisco obeyed almost mechanically, laid down the crowbar, threw a light chest that chanced to be near at hand on his shoulder, and followed his son silently up the staircase to the entrance-hall of the house, where they found two janissaries guarding the door.

Pretend to stumble, father, whispered Lucien, on observing them.

Francisco not only pretended to, but, in his zealous obedience, actually did stumble with such good will that he fell with a heavy crash on the marble pavement, sending the chest violently out at the door into the street, much to the amusement of the two sentinels.

Scoundrel! cried Lucien furiously, in Turkish, at the same time flourishing his scimitar and bestowing on his submissive parent a most unmerciful kick. Up, out with you, and shoulder it! See that you mind your feet better, else the bastinado shall make them tingle!

He brushed so savagely past the sentinels that they had not time to stop him, even if so disposed, then turning suddenly back, said  

Your lantern, friend; one will serve you well enough, and I shall need the other with so awkward a slave.

Here it is, comrade, replied the man; but who and what hast thou got there?

Waste not your time in questions, said Lucien hastily; they have discovered heavy treasure inside, and require the aid of one of you. Surely it needs not two to guard a Jews door!

He hurried off without awaiting a reply.

In perfect silence they traversed several narrow streets without meeting any one. It was nearly dark at the time, and it was evident that the rioters had been restrained by the new Dey, for their shouts were now heard in only two or three of the main thoroughfares.

During his service as scribe to Achmet, Lucien had visited all parts of the town, and was familiar with its main outlines, if not with its details. He therefore knew how to avoid the frequented parts, and yet take a pretty direct course for Bab-Azoun. But he was sorely perplexed as to how he should now act, for it was much too early in the night to make an attempt to get over the city walls.

In this dilemma he retired into the deep shadow of an old doorway, and covered up the lantern, while he held a whispered consultation with his father.

It seems to me, my son, said Francisco, sitting down on the chest which he had hitherto carried, that we have only got out of the frying-pan into the fire; for it is not reason to expect that all the janissaries we chance to meet will let us pass without question, and I fear that you have no sufficient ground of excuse for wandering about the city at such hours in disturbed times in charge of a slave on whose countenance submission sits with so bad a grace.

True, father, answered Lucien, much perplexed; perhaps it would be well to remain where we are till a later hour. If any one seeks to enter this dismal staircase, we can easily avoid observation by getting into one of its dark corners, and

He was interrupted by the sound of approaching footsteps, and immediately retired with his father into one of the corners referred to.

It is only two streets further on, said a low voice, which sounded familiar in the ears of the listeners. There you shall be safe, for Jacob Mordecai is a trusty friend, and I will go see how it fares with our

Tis Bacri, whispered Lucien, as the voice died away in the distance.

We must not lose sight of him, said Francisco, darting out.

Lucien outran his father, and quickly overtook Bacri and another man, who was completely enveloped in the folds of a burnous, such as was then, and still is, worn by the Bedouin Arabs.

On hearing the footsteps in pursuit, Bacri and his companion had commenced to run, but perceiving that only two men followed them, they turned and stood in an attitude of defence. He who wore the burnous flung back the hood, and, freeing his sword-arm from its folds, displayed to the astonished gaze of Lucien and Francisco the face and form of Mariano.

Father! he exclaimed; Lucien!

Mariano! cried Francisco, throwing his arms round his younger son and giving him a hearty kiss on each cheek.

Hist! be quiet, said Bacri, seizing Francisco by the arm in his powerful grasp and dragging him along.

The interference of the Jew was not a moment too soon, for several soldiers who were patrolling the streets at the time overheard the sound of their voices and hurried towards them.

They ran now, in good earnest, and quickly reached the door of Jacob Mordecais house, which Bacri opened with a key, and shut gently after letting his friends pass, so that the soldiers lost sight of them as if by a magical disappearance.

Your house is plundered, said Francisco to Bacri, after Jacob Mordecai had conducted them to the skiffa of his dwelling.

I guessed as much. But how came you to escape? asked Bacri.

Lucien related the circumstances of their escape, while his father dipped his head in the fountain, for the purpose, as he remarked, of cooling his brains.

And what is now to be done? asked Mariano, with a look of perplexity. Bacri has been kind enough to get me out of that horrible Bagnio just in time to save me from torture of some sort; but here we are in the heart of a city in a state of insurrection, with almost every street-corner guarded, and bands of men, that appear to me to be devils in turbans, going about seeking for subjects on whom to exercise their skill.

The insurrection is over  at least this one is over, said Jacob Mordecai sadly, though it may well be that another insurrection shall follow close on its heels; but it is probable that there will be some degree of peace now for a time, and the guarded condition of the town will favour your escape.

How so, Signor Mordecai? asked Francisco; it has hitherto been my belief as well as experience that a town in a state of siege was the reverse of favourable to anything implying freedom of action.

Thou art right, friend, returned Jacob, with a smile, and that absence of freedom will keep the streets clear of all who might otherwise interrupt thee, while, as to the guarded corners, my brother Bacri knows a variety of passages above and under ground, through which he will guide you past them to the city wall.

Then let us be gone without delay, urged Francisco, for, good sirs, my neck has for some time past felt sundry twinges, as though the bow-string were already around it.

Half an hour must elapse ere we can venture forth with safety, said Bacri. Tis well that you have brought the knotted rope with you. Mariano knows how to use it. He will explain the mode of escape which you must follow, while I hold private converse with my brother.

So saying the kindly Jew bowed his tall form to his friends with the air of a king, and accompanied Jacob Mordecai into an inner room.

At the end of the time specified  which had appeared an age to the impatient trio  Bacri returned to the skiffa with two coarse burnouses similar to the one worn by Mariano. He directed Francisco and Lucien to put these on, after exchanging their varied habiliments for the jacket, short drawers, and red fez or cap, worn by Moors of the middle class. He then produced some brown ochre, with which he stained their hands and their legs below the knee  these latter parts being usually uncovered in Moors who did not belong to the wealthy classes.

Why not paint our faces too? asked Mariano, amused at the figure they cut, despite the dangers which rendered the disguise necessary.

Because neither the painting of your faces, replied Bacri, nor the shaving of your heads  which latter would be essential to the converting of you into genuine Moors  would constitute any disguise were your voices to be heard or your features to be scrutinised. You must be careful to pull the hoods of your burnouses well forward on your faces. All that you can hope to gain by your costume is to avoid attracting the attention of any whom you should chance to meet, or whom you may have to pass at a distance. If any one speaks to you after you reach the open country, refuse to answer. If he should insist on it, you must either run or fight, for which latter purpose I provide you with these short swords, which you will find better suited to your hands than the curved weapons of the Turks.

Signor Bacri, said Francisco, examining the straight short weapon handed to him, I thank thee for all thy kindness to me and my boys  especially for these swords, for assuredly unless thou canst also furnish me with a pair of young and active legs, I am like to have more of fighting than running hereafter. However, let us not waste more time in speech, for, as I have said, my neck already itches most uncomfortably.

In deference to Franciscos anxiety to be out of the city, which he was wont to style with great emphasis the Pirates Nest, Bacri hastened his preparations, and soon led them to the roof of the house of Jacob Mordecai, from which they scrambled to that of a friendly neighbour, and crossed over, with the care of burglars and the quiet steps of cats, to the other side. Here a difficulty met them, in the shape of a leap which was too long for Franciscos heavy person to venture.

He might, indeed, have taken it with ease on level ground and in daylight; but, like his son Mariano on a somewhat similar occasion, he felt it difficult to screw up his courage to the point of springing across a black chasm, which he was aware descended some forty or fifty feet to the causeway of the street, and the opposite parapet, on which he was expected to alight like, a bird, appeared dim and ghostly in the uncertain light.

Twice did the courageous man bend himself to the leap, while the blood rushed with apoplectic violence to his bald head; and twice did his spirit fail him at the moment of need!

Oh, Bacri! he said in a hoarse whisper, wiping the perspiration from his brow, as he stood on the giddy height, if there were only a damsel in distress on the opposite side, or a legion of Turks defying me to come on, I could go over, methinks, like a rocket, but to be required to leap in cold blood upon next to nothing over an unfathomable abyss, really  . Hast never a morsel of plank about thee, Jacob?

Fortunately for all parties, Jacob had a flower stand on his roof, to which he returned with Mariano, who wrenched a plank therefrom, and brought it to the point of difficulty.

After this they met with no serious obstruction. Sometimes descending below the streets and passing through cellars, at others crossing roofs or gliding along the darkest sides of dark walls and passages, they traversed the town without being challenged, and gained the southern wall near the point at which Mariano had crossed it on a former occasion.

Here the Jew bade them God-speed, and left them.

I hope thou art sure of the road, Mariano? said Francisco anxiously.

Trust me, father; I know it well. Only have a care that you tread lightly and make no noise.  Come.

Leading them to the point on the ramparts where poor Castellos head still stood withering in the night-wind, Mariano bade them remain in shadow while he attached the rope to the spike.

The sentinel could be dimly seen, for there was no moon, pacing to and fro within two hundred yards of them. They watched and lay still while he sauntered towards them, and glided noiselessly and quickly to the rope while his back was turned.

Thus one by one they descended the wall, crossed the ditch, ascended the slope on the other side, without having been observed, and, ere long, were safe among the rocks and fastnesses of the Sahel hills.




Chapter Eighteen.

In which Soles are beaten and Men are sold  With Plots and Counterplots.

Comfortably ensconced in the palace of the Deys  elected by a majority of his comrades  the Aga Hamet proceeded to enjoy his high position, and to exercise the authority of ruler of the pirate city.

The day after his ascension of what we may call the dangerous throne, he sent for Hadji Baba the story-teller.

Thou art a witty fellow, it seems? said the Dey, when Baba made his appearance.

So it has been said of me, and so I once thought, replied the jester humbly; but I have come to doubt the worth of my own wit, since it has led me to dwell in a palace.

How so, knave? What mean you?

In truth, I know not, replied Baba. My wit is scarce sufficient to make my meaning plain even to myself. Only I feel that the brilliancy of the wit of those who dwell in palaces is too much for me. Twere better, methinks, if I had remained on my shoemakers bench.

Twere indeed better for thee to have done so, good fellow, if thou canst say nothing better than that, replied Hamet angrily, for he was a stupid as well as an ambitious man. Lets have something better from thee, else the bastinado shall drive sense from thy heels into thy head.

Nay, then, it is hard, returned Baba, with a smile, to be asked to talk sense when I was hired by thy late master

My late master! roared the Dey.

Surely I said my late master, did I not? returned Hadji Baba, rubbing his forehead as if he were confused  as, in truth, the poor fellow was, by the terrible scenes that had lately been enacted in the palace. As I meant to say, then,  it is hard for me to talk sense when my late master hired me expressly to talk nonsense.

Hm, yes, very true, replied the Dey, looking wise. Let me, then, hear some of thy nonsense.

Ah, your highness, that is easily done, said Baba, with sudden animation. What shall be the subject of my discourse?  the affairs of state?

The Dey nodded.

Let me, then, make a broad statement of a nonsensical kind, which, in its particular applications may be said to be endless. A throne won by treachery, violence, and bloodshed cannot stand long in

Villain! shouted the Dey.

Nay, I do but jest, said Baba, with a look of simplicity.

Jest or no jest, thou shalt smart for it, cried the Dey, whose anger had been greatly roused. Ho! seize him and give him the bastinado, and afterwards bring him hither again.

Two chaouses, who were in attendance in a neighbouring room, at once entered, and, seizing the unfortunate story-teller, hurried him down to an apartment in the palace which was reserved for punishments of various kinds, including strangulation. Here they stripped off Babas embroidered shoes and white hose.

We have long been fellow-servants under this roof, said Hadji Baba, as they were about to begin.

That is true, replied one of the chaouses sternly.

I shall be forgiven, and depend on it thou shalt not be forgotten, said Baba quietly.

The executioner, who knew that the story-teller had been a man of influence and power in the previous reign, hesitated.

We have our orders, Hadji Baba, said he, remonstratively, and you know that it is as much as our lives are worth to fail in our obedience.

I bid you not to fail in the performance of your duty, but I counsel you to lay on lightly, returned the jester, with a grim smile.

And how if the Dey should expect to hear thy cries, and afterwards to see thee limp into his presence? asked the man in a tone of indecision.

Depend ont he shall both see and hear, exclaimed Baba, with a laugh. Thinkest thou that my head is not equal to the saving of my feet? Lay on lightly, so that there may be somewhat to show; but see thou dost not over-do it. I will engage to let the tyrant hear on the deafest side of his head, and will limp into his presence with most unfeigned sincerity.

Well, then, I begin, said the man, applying a few strokes with a lithe rod to the soles of the jesters feet.

Baba was true to his word. He suddenly gave vent to a yell so appalling that the very executioner, accustomed though he was to such sounds, quailed for a moment, and said anxiously  

Did I hit you too hard?

Hard! echoed Baba, mingling a roar of laughter with his next yell. Fear not, good comrade; go on, do thy duty  ha! ha!  hooo! Stop! Why, it is worse than I had imagined, he added, as the man delivered a cut that was rather sharp. But go on, cried Hadji Baba, with another yell; I must have something to show, and he shall smart for it.

He followed up this remark with a series of amateur shrieks and howls so terrible that the hardened chaouses, being accustomed only to the genuine display of suffering, were overcome, and entreated him to desist.

The excitement of the exercise, the conflict of varied feelings, the smarting of his soles, the indignation of his soul, and the absurdity of the deception, had such an effect on Hadji Babas spirit, that he experienced no difficulty whatever in limping like a confirmed cripple, and trembling like an aspen leaf when led into the presence of the tyrant.

Ha! exclaimed the Dey, I think I have cured thee. Thou wilt talk no more nonsense, I warrant.

Not a word, your highness, not a syllable, exclaimed the jester, falling on his knees, as the executioners retired. Even though your highness were to hold the reins of power with a hand of gentleness and benignity, which I doubt not you will, I would not repeat such nonsense for the world.

Gentleness and benignity, laughed the Dey, catching at the words, and paying little regard to what followed; truly that were a novel feature in my character, as thou knowest well.  Now, listen, rascal: as thy feet are in good walking trim, I have an errand for thee. Go, tell Sidi Hassan that I want him, and see thou find him quickly, else another beating awaits thee.

Your highness shall be obeyed, said the jester, with a profound obeisance, as he turned and limped out of the room.

Sidi Hassan had left the service of the British consul, without leave, just before the insurrection, and was seated in his own town mansion, sipping a cup of coffee, and conversing with Rais Ali, when the message reached him.

Thou art but a cowardly fellow, a weak villain after all, said Hassan to some remark of the interpreter. The man who plays fast and loose is sure to be brought low sooner or later. Why not leave the British consuls service now that a chance offers? It will be to thy advantage, for I can speak a good word for thee with the new Dey.

Because, said Rais Ali anxiously, although I have not a sensitive conscience, I cannot prevail on myself to betray my old master.

Very good, said Hassan; continue to vacillate until thy head is shaken off. Adieu. I must not keep his highness waiting.

So saying, he hastened to the palace, congratulating himself on the expected fulfilment of the promises which the late Aga Hamet had so lavishly made to him.

Like many other sycophants, Sidi Hassan had mistaken his man. The new Dey was well aware that Hassan was a turbulent, ambitious character, and thought that it would be best for his own interests to appoint him governor of a distant province of his dominions. Like many other coarse, though energetic, characters, Hamet also mistook his man. He did not know that Hassan would be content with nothing short of the position of second in command. When, therefore, he handed him, with many compliments, the paper containing his commission to the governorship of the province alluded to, he was greatly surprised to behold his former friend fly into a violent passion, tear the paper to pieces, and fling it on the ground, as he turned on his heel and left the room abruptly.

So suddenly and vigorously was the act done that Hamets wonted coolness failed him for a moment, and Hassan had passed out into the street before he gave orders, in a voice of thunder, to have him arrested and brought back.

There is no doubt that in his present temper the Dey would have had his late colleague strangled on the spot, but, fortunately for himself, Sidi Hassan, instead of returning to his own house, went straight to the Marina, without having any definite object in view, save that he thirsted for vengeance, and meant to have it if possible.

On his way down he met the sapient interpreter, Blindi Bobi.

Well, Bobi, he said, making an effort to look calm, any probability of a rising among the slaves?

Not much, replied Bobi, in Turkish, shaking his head; slaves dont like to have their heads cut off and their skin torn away in bits.

True! returned Hassan, smiling grimly. Do you know where Sidi Omar is?

There, said Blindi Bobi in reply, pointing to the individual in question, and sidling rapidly away.

Something ails you, methinks, said Omar, with a keen glance, as Hassan approached.

Ay, the new Dey ails me, returned Hassan, with a feeling of desperation, for he felt that he was committing himself in thus speaking to one whom he knew to be his enemy  but anger often leads men into unwise speech.

Has he deceived you? asked Omar, with a quiet smile.

Truly, yes. Had I known him better he should not have had mine aid. My party followed me, not him. I could have led them otherwise, and still can.

It may not be too late, said Omar pointedly, as he began to suspect that Hassans thirst for revenge would carry him to any length. Are these sbirros in search of you? he added on observing several of the officers of justice issue from the town gate.

Hassan turned pale.

Your regrets come too late, said Omar significantly.

My hand and party, said Hassan quickly, are with you, Sidi Omar, if  if

Step in here, said the Minister of Marine, pushing open a small side-door which led into his house.

Hassan obeyed, the door was shut, and he felt that he was now completely in the hands of one whom he had hitherto regarded with suspicion and dislike.

Of course the Minister of Marine understood this as well as himself, but he was too wily to let him read his thoughts by his looks or words.

Hassan, he said, leading him into a small chamber in the seaward ramparts, which was lighted by a very small and strongly-barred window, you are safe from immediate danger. We may here talk over our plans  for plans I at least have. The Dey fears me too much, as you know, to permit me to remain here as Minister of Marine. He is also so savage and hasty that I do not expect him to restrain his hand for more than a day or two. But I do not mean to give him a chance. My friends are already in possession of the casba

Already! exclaimed Hassan in surprise.

Ay, and they hold other places besides. You and your party are of course doomed.

Hassan started to his feet.

Nay  were doomed, said Omar, with a smile; but what you have said just now alters the case. Give me your aid, and that of your party, and you shall have from me the post which Hamet has failed to give you. You know me to be a man of my word.

Whether Hassan was much comforted by the last remark is a point of uncertainty; but, feeling that he was now entirely in Omars power, and knowing that although the soldiers whom he styled his party were not nearly numerous or influential enough to place him on the throne, he willingly fell in with Omars views.

When do you strike? he asked.

To-night, said Omar.

So soon?

The sooner the better. Come, we have time to go together to the casba. There thou wilt assemble thy chief men, and in my presence give them instructions.

You do not trust me, said Hassan reproachfully.

I have trusted you with my secret and my life, replied Omar, it is but fitting that thou shouldst give me some sure guarantee of thy friendship  though I doubt it not.

Be it so, said Hassan, as he rose, and, following the conspirator into the street, hurried up to the citadel.

When Hamet Dey issued the order to have Sidi Hassan arrested, as already related, Hadji Baba, having returned to his wonted place in the lobby of the palace, heard the order, and, being a bold man, ventured into the audience-chamber after the Dey had left it. There he found the pieces of the torn commission. Picking them hastily up, he retired to his own apartment, put them together, and very soon guessed the nature of the quarrel between his new master and Sidi Hassan. Rightly concluding, from the insolent violence of Hassans exit and the extremity of the Deys rage, that the breach was irreparable, and knowing that Hassan was a man of some weight with the army, he resolved to ascertain the views of that worthy, and, in the event of his designing mischief, to aid him.

With this end in view he hastened out to search for Hassan, but, like the officers of justice, failed for some time to find him. He met, however, with two of the searchers in the persons of the chaouses who had so recently administered the bastinado in a mild manner to himself.

Well met, comrades, he said, with a nod; we have no chance of finding Sidi Hassan, I fear, for when fools are abroad, wise men stop at home.

Thou hadst better get thee home, then, retorted the executioner gruffly.

Not badly thrust, said the jester, laughing; but have patience with me, comrade. I am no fool to-day. For once in a way I mean to act the wiseacre. You see,  here he became confidential what the household of the palace may expect from our new master.

I see nothing, replied the man testily, except that whatever master rules there is always plenty of work for me and my chum here to do; and let me tell you, Master Baba, that I am no revolutionist  I mind my own business.

Very good, comrade, returned Baba lightly; thou wilt play the fool to-day and change places with me. But bear in remembrance that a chaouse may have to be beaten as well as a jester, and that it would not be difficult to find others to take thy place. I might even be tempted to do so myself in case of necessity. It would be a rare jest to have a chaouse beaten by a jester, would it not?

If it ever comes to that, I hope you will prove grateful and lay on lightly, returned the man, with a grim smile.

That will depend on thy behaviour. If thou art resolved to play the fool now, I must of necessity be in earnest then.

What mean you?

This, said Baba, with sudden gravity, that those who stand by a falling man must een fall along with him.

But Hamet Dey is not falling. He has only just risen! said the chaouse, with a perplexed look.

He is not the first who has risen to fall, replied Hadji Baba gravely. I would not stand in his slippers for all the treasure in the casba. Be wise, and take advice from a fool. Sidi Hassan did not quit the palace to-day to go and smoke his pipe. He is a man of power and a malcontent. There are other men of power who are also malcontents and more popular than Hamet. When this is so, it behoves the like of you and me to look carefully after our necks, to say nothing of our soles!

As he said this an exclamation from the elder chaouse drew his attention to the fact that Sidi Hassan himself had just turned the corner of the street in which they had been conversing, and was at that moment so earnestly engaged in conversation with Sidi Omar, that the two approached without at first observing the officers of justice.

The instant Hassans eye alighted on them, he stopped and became visibly paler. Omar also stopped, but pretended not to observe the change in his companions countenance, nor its cause, as he continued the conversation.

Hist! whispered Hadji Baba to his companions, when enemies become sudden friends, we should know how to act.

It was evident from the look of anxiety and uncertainty depicted in the visage of the elder chaouse that he did not by any means know how to act. With the stern resolution of a bull-dog nature, however, he suddenly made up his mind to do his duty.

Advancing quickly toward Hassan, he was about to lay hold of him, when Hadji Baba stepped abruptly before him, and said with an affable air and smile  

His Highness the Dey has sent these good fellows to arrest Sidi Hassan, and I have taken upon my own shoulders the weighty responsibility  being, as is well-known, a fool  to offer our united services in the reversal of the decree by the arrestment of the Dey instead.

A bold jest, good fellow, and one that may cost thee thy life, for the present Dey understands not a jest.

It is no jest, returned Baba, with a keen glance at Omar, whom he knew to be a plotter in the state; my soles tingle now with what they have already received, and my thoughts tingle with what is yet to come. If you have need of friends in the palace here are two  good and true, said Baba, turning to the chaouses, who stood mute with amazement at the mans impudence, and I am one, which makes three, according to the rules of arithmetic. If we are not wanted, then these men must do their duty, for Sidi Hassan is wanted, and we may as well go blithely to our doom together.

Fellow, said Omar sternly, dost know that I have power to have thee flayed alive without consulting thy master?

Nay, not without consulting my master, said Baba, bowing respectfully, for my master is before me!

In sooth thou art a very impudent knave, returned Omar, smiling in spite of himself; and were I the vile plotter thou imaginest, I should be afraid of having such a changeable friend in the palace.

Am I changeable for preferring the kind master who was slain to him who slew him? said Baba simply.

That is true, Hadji Baba, returned Omar, suddenly changing his tone. Sidi Hassan, fortune is favourable to us. We will trust these men. They dare not play us false even though they would, because their own lives would be forfeited.  Hadji Baba, it may be well for thee to know that, while we avail ourselves of thine aid and that of thy friends, we are quite independent of it, because it happens that the train is already laid, and nothing that thou couldst do, not even the instant alarm of the palace guards, could prevent it from being fired, I believe thee faithful, but this information may help to increase thy fidelity. Go, and, hark ee, be very careful to have the guards well placed and looked after to-night at the hour of nine.




Chapter Nineteen.

Describes an Important Event in the Pirate City.

Madman! exclaimed the elder chaouse, after Omar and Hassan had left, you have put the bow-string round our necks as well as your own.

True, answered Baba, with a bland smile, and if we would not have it drawn tight, we must een obey the commands of Omar the Dey.

I suppose we must, returned the chaouse gloomily; but it is hard enough to be compelled to spend our days in strangling, thrashing, burning, beheading, flaying, and tormenting other men, without the addition of having our own necks put in jeopardy.

The injustice attaching to themselves and their office seemed to weigh heavily for some time on the minds of both the executioners, notwithstanding the sallies and remonstrances of Hadji Baba, but before reaching the palace they had gone through the not difficult process  to a Turk  of setting the whole matter down to the decrees of Fate, and washing their hands of all guilt.

That evening, as the hour for action drew nigh, Hadji Baba and his colleagues began to grow rather uneasy  all the more so that the Dey was in a particularly bad humour.

Being an ignorant and uneducated man, he had found the work of gathering up the reins of government a very difficult task, notwithstanding the boldness of his heart and the determination of his will. True, he had simplified several knotty matters by bastinadoing and cutting off the heads of all concerned, but this left a multitude of matters which could not be disposed of in that summary fashion.

Among other things, he had been thwarted in his resolution to get possession of Angela Diego, whom he intended to have made a slave of the palace. Finding that she had taken refuge with the British consul at his country house, he sent a peremptory order to have the girl returned immediately, and, pending the result of that order, had locked Bacri up in a dungeon, with threats of the bastinado, and even death, in the event of any difficulty being thrown in the way.

After this he called for his coffee and pipe, his tame gazelle, chief executioners, and story-teller, resolving to throw the cares of state aside for the night and enjoy himself.

It was nearly eight oclock when this order was given, to the consternation of Hadji Baba and his confederates, who were thus deprived of the power of rendering, in the guard-room, any assistance to the insurrectionists. There was, however, no alternative,  obedience was imperative.

Sit down, said the Dey to the unfortunate jester, when he entered the presence, limping with much apparent difficulty. We will extend clemency to thee, in the hope that thou wilt redeem thy character. I am fond of marvellous stories. Thou mayest sit on that carpet. Now, look behind thee.

Hadji Baba obeyed, and observed his two friends standing mute and motionless, like statues, ready at a moments notice to do their masters bidding.

Knowest thou these men? asked the Dey.

Your highnesss slave knows them but too well, replied Baba, with a well-feigned shudder, which changed into a real one on his observing that a gorgeous time-piece opposite pointed to the hour of eight.

Proceed, then, and acquit thee well, else thou shalt come to know them still better ere long.

Thus admonished, the story-teller cleared his throat, wished intensely for a draught of water, and taxed his fertile brain to the uttermost. At last under a feeling of absolute desperation, he began  

Once upon a time

The Dey nodded, as though he thought that not a bad beginning.

Once upon a time, continued Baba, and then, checking himself Your highness wishes a very marvellous story, I believe?

Yes, very marvellous, said the Dey, not quite pleased with the interruption.

Your highness shall have it  a very marvellous story, and, what is more, it shall be a true story.

Hadji Baba said this with so much energy and fire that the Dey again nodded his approval, and sent two thin clouds of tobacco-smoke through his nostrils, as he patted the gazelle which crouched at his feet, resting its head on his knee, and gazing affectionately at the tyrant with its magnificent eyes.

Once upon a time, resumed the story-teller with sustained vigour and fluency, as he glanced at the clock, there was a poor shoemaker who dwelt in a certain town, and was noted among his friends for his powers of song. One day the Sultan of the country chanced to hear of this mans talent, and sent for him to the palace. He was so pleased with him that he made him his chief musician. This shoemaker possessed magical gifts.

Villain! exclaimed the Dey, didst thou not say that the story should be a true one? How can that be, when thou speakest of gifts which do not and never did exist?

Your highnesss slave, replied Baba, refers to those powers of legerdemain, or pretended magic, with which some men are gifted.

Go on, returned the Dey.

Well, one day the shoemaker offered to amuse the Sultan by mesmerising his guards.

Mesmerising! interrupted the Dey, what is that?

Throwing them into a sleep, your highness, against their will.

Well?

Well, the Sultan did not believe him, so he said, If thou shalt put these guards into sleep against their wills, I will give thee my daughter in marriage. The shoemaker was well pleased to hear this, for the Sultans daughter was virtuous and very beautiful. So he begged the Sultan to order in his guards, which he did. Drawing them up in a line, the man began at the first, and made the passes or signs which are necessary to throw men into the mesmeric state. The first man winked very much, and smiled a little, but did not fall asleep.

Ha! cried the Sultan, on seeing this, thou art deceiving me, it seems!

Not so, your highness, replied the shoemaker; it is not every man who can be thus subdued. Permit me to go on, and I will find one who is susceptible.

So the shoemaker went on and made the passes and signs which were necessary, until at last he found one who at once fell asleep, and then, one after another, they all fell asleep, and no one could awake them except the shoemaker! I could not have believed this, your highness, said Hadji Baba, if I had not been told it by the shoemaker himself, who also taught me the mysterious power of thus throwing men in to sleep, which in some languages is signified by the term throwing dust into their eyes.

How! exclaimed the Dey, dost mean to tell me that thou couldst really do as that shoemaker did, and put my guards to sleep before mine eyes?

Your highnesss slave presumes to answer emphatically  yes.

By the beard of the Prophet, thou shalt prove it, said the Dey, whose curiosity was aroused. Ho, there! order the guard into my presence.

Hold! exclaimed Hadji Baba; they must appear absolutely unarmed. In order that men should be brought under the influence of this power, it is necessary that they should divest themselves not only of all ordinary weapons, but also of the defensive armour of common-sense. That is the reason why the exercise of the power is so difficult. But, once accomplished, the effect is unquestionable and very amazing.

Let them leave their arms behind them, then, said the Dey; only see that two are left to keep the gates.

Would it not be well, suggested Baba humbly, that, considering the recent riots, more than two should be left to guard the palace gates? It is true, the more men that are brought under my influence the more likely is my influence to be effectual, but these chaouses might for a few minutes supply their place.

Be it so!  Thou hearest? said the Dey, turning to his executioners.

The chaouses went out as the men of the guard entered unarmed, and drew up in a line before the Dey.

Now, show thy power, Hadji Baba.

Your highness will, I trust, have patience for a few minutes, said Baba, observing that the clock still indicated ten minutes short of the appointed hour, while I perform the curious, but necessary, motions which are essential to a happy result.

Saying this he advanced to the first guard in the line, and, throwing himself into a vigorously picturesque attitude, pointed with two fingers of the right hand at his eyes, trembling violently the while, as though he was exerting some tremendous but subtle energy.

The first guardsman gazed at him in mute amazement, but would as soon have cut off his own head as have objected to the operation in such presence. He opened his eyes very wide with surprise, then looked at the points of Babas fingers, which caused him to squint horribly, and finally smiled in spite of himself; whereupon the thought of having been guilty of such undignified conduct caused him to turn deadly pale with terror, all of which symptoms being regarded by the Dey as indications of coming success, were highly satisfactory.

Suddenly sweeping his hands in front of the mans face, and making a noise with his feet to distract attention, Baba whispered, Shut your eyes if you would escape death! and terminated the whole operation with a low growl.

The terrified man instantly shut his eyes, and Baba proceeded to operate on the next.

He had operated thus on about six of the men when there was heard a sudden crash and shouting in the guard-room. The disarmed guard at once made a rush towards the door, but were driven back by the chaouses, who sprang in and cut down two of the foremost with yataghans which were already blood-stained.

Traitor! shouted the Dey, drawing his scimitar and leaping furiously on Hadji Baba, but that worthy, being as active with his body as his brain, parried the cut with a cushion, and running in on the Dey seized him round the waist. It would soon have gone hard with him, however, Hamet being a much more powerful man, had not Sidi Omar, with a band of his janissaries, dashed in and secured him.

But for enemies within thou hadst not overcome me thus easily, said the Dey bitterly, as two of the soldiers held him fast, while others bound his arms behind his back.

Very true, Hamet, returned Omar, with quiet indifference of manner; and now it remains with thee to choose thy death, for that must be speedily accomplished.  Ho! there, fetch the cup!

A silver cup, filled with poison, was brought and presented to the unhappy Hamet by his former friend, Sidi Hassan.

My undoing has been caused by leniency to dogs like thee, said the Dey, with a dark scowl; then, clearing his brow, and drawing himself up with dignity, he turned to Omar, and added, I decline to take part in mine own death. If I must die, let me be led forth to the place of public execution. I would die as I have lived: with my face to my foes, and in the sight of my comrades.

Be it so, we are ready, returned Omar; let the torch-men lead the way.

As Omar truly said, they were indeed ready, for in a few seconds the front of the palace was lighted up with blazing torches, a procession was formed, and Hamet was led forth to the Bab-Azoun gate, and there strangled in the midst of an overawed and silent populace, who probably cared very little as to which of the unruly Turkish pirates who held them in subjection should misrule the unfortunate city.

Whether it was a touch of pity on the part of Omar, or the lateness of the hour, we know not, but from some cause or other Hamet was spared the too common cruelty of being twice revived with a glass of water during the process, before the final deed of strangulation was accomplished.

Thus was the undesirable throne of Algiers again emptied, and immediately afterwards Sidi Omar ascended it,  the third Dey within forty-eight hours!




Chapter Twenty.

Describes a Retreat among the Hills.

Let us turn now, good reader, to a scene more congenial  namely, the garden in front of the British consuls country residence.

One evening, two weeks after the event just narrated, Ted Flaggan and Rais Ali chanced to meet at the gate.

Yeve got stirrin times of it here intirely. Mister Ally Babby, said the tar, whose familiarity almost verged on impudence; what betwane you an the 40,000 thieves  more or less  in the town, I find it rare entertainment.

Yoos complimentary dis marnin, returned the interpreter, with a smile.

Its always the way with me. I howld that purliteness is chape.  Yeve heard the noos, I spose?

Wat noos? demanded Ali.

Wy, the noos that the war betwane this Raigincy of Algiers an Tunis is goin on raither favourable, and that forty mules were brought in this morning loaded with human heads.

Oh yes, I heers dat, replied Ali carelessly, as he filled his pipe from Flaggans tobacco-pouch. I sees all de hids as I comes up de road dis marnin. Twinty more mule hims xpec for come in de morrer mornin.

You dont mane it! said Ted. They seem to be free of their heads away at Tunis.  But theres more noos than that, continued the seaman, calmly scanning the seaward horizon, as he filled his pipe. Have ee heard that the Dey Omar has cut off the head of Sidi Hassan for nothin worse than a touch of imperliteness?

No, I not heers dat, answered Ali, with a look of interest. Is werry glad.

Glad! why so?

Cos Sidi Hassan hims gib me reason to xpec hims cut off my hid soonerer or laterer.

Its my opinion, said Flaggan, with a peculiar smile, that if ye go cutting away at one another like that, soonerer or laterer youll all be like the converse o the Kilkenny cats, and have nothin left of ee but your heads stickin on spikes above your gates and walls.

Praps so, was Alis complacent reply.

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the sudden appearance of Angela and her sister Paulina, who carried in her arms the little Angelina. Following them at some distance came the amiable Zubby, bearing aloft on her shoulder  as being the place of greatest safety  Colonel Langleys youngest hope. Master Jims back-bone had not at that time attained sufficient stiffness to warrant the position, but Zubby never thought of that; and Master Jim consequently complained in a series of yells and wry faces; but Zubby, being ignorant of the state of his feelings, did not mind that. Master Jim soon became purple in the visage, but Zubby, looking up at him, and supposing the effect to be the result of an unusual flow of spirits, rather enjoyed that than otherwise.

Praps I may be excused for the observation, said Flaggan, removing his pipe for a moment, and gazing over Paulinas shoulder, but if that youngster aint being strangulated he looks oncommon

A scream from Paulina, as she rushed back and bestowed on Zubby a box on the ear cut short the seamans observation.

Have I not told you again and again, girl, never to put the child on your shoulder?

Oh, mim, me forgit, exclaimed the penitent Zaharian.

That will keep you in remembrance, then, said Paulina, giving her another slap.

Her own little one woke up at this point and crowed, being too young, we presume, to laugh.

Oh, Signor Flaggan, said Angela earnestly, while her sister entered into converse with the interpreter, have you heers yit bout de Signors Rimini?

Angela had already acquired a very slight amount of broken English, which tumbled neatly from her pretty lips.

Whist, cushla, whist! interrupted the seaman, leading the girls slowly aside; ye mustnt spake out so plain afore that rascal Ally Babby, for though hes a good enough soul whin asleep, I do belave hes as big a thafe and liar as any wan of his antecessors or descendants from Adam to Moses backard an forard. What, now, an Ill tell ee. I have heerd about em. Theres bin no end a sbirros  thems the pleecemen, you know miss  scourin the country after them; but dont look so scared-like, cushla, for they aint found em yet, an that feller Bacri, who, in my opinion, is the honestest man among the whole bilin of em, hes bin an found out were theyre hidin, an here the seamans voice descended to a hoarse whisper, while his eyes and wrinkled forehead spoke volumes an hes put me in commission to go an help em!

Dear man! exclaimed Angela.

Which,  Bacri or me? asked Flaggan.

Bacri, o course, returned Angela, with a little laugh.

Flaggan nodded significantly.

Yes, he is a dear man wen you go to his shop; but hes as chape as the most libral Christian wen hes wanted to go an do a good turn to any one.

And yoo sure, asked the girl, with rekindled earnestness in her large black eyes, dat all Rimini safe  Francisco an Mar

Ah, all safe,  Mariano inclusive, said the sailor, with an intelligent nod. I sees how the land lies. Depend on it that young feller aint likely to part with his skin without a pretty stiffish spurt for it.

Although much of Flaggans language was incomprehensible to the pretty Sicilian, it was sufficiently clear to her sharp intelligence to enable her to follow the drift of his meaning; she blushed, as she turned away her head with a queen-like grace peculiarly Italian, and said  

When yoo go hoff  to seek?

This werry minit, answered the sailor. In fact I was just castin about in my mind wen you came up how I could best throw Ally Babby off the scent as to were I was goin.

Me manages dat for yoo, said Angela, with a bright significant smile, as she turned and called to the interpreter.

Ali, who was rather fond of female society, at once advanced with a bow of gracious orientality.

Com here, Ali; yoo most xplain de flowers me bring hom yiserday.

The polite Moor at once followed the pretty Italian, leaving Ted Flaggan with her sister.

Youll excuse me, maam, if I bids you raither an abrup good marnin. Its business I have on me hands that wont kape nohow.

Leaving Paulina in some surprise, the blunt seaman put his hands in his pockets, and went off whistling in the direction of Algiers. Turning aside before reaching the town, he ascended the Frais Vallon some distance, meeting with a few Arabs and one or two soldiers, none of whom, however, took much notice of him, as his stalwart figure and eccentric bearing and behaviour had become by that time familiar to most of the inhabitants of the town. It was known, moreover, that he was at the time under the protection of the British consul, and that he possessed another powerful protector in the shape of a short, heavy bludgeon, which he always carried unobtrusively with its head in the ample pouch of his pea-jacket.

As he proceeded up the valley, and, gradually passing from the broad road which had been formed by Christian slaves, to the narrow path at its somewhat rugged head, which had been made by goats, he grew more careless in his walk and rollicking in his air. At last he began to smile benignantly, and to address to himself a running commentary on things in general.

Youve got a fine time of it here all to yersilf, Mister Flaggan. Ah, its little the Dey knows what yer after, me boy, or its the last day yed have to call yer own. Well, now, its more like a drame than anything I knows on. What wid Turks an Moors an Jews, an white slaves of every lingo under the sun, I cant rightly make out to remimber which it is  Europe, Asia, Afriky, or Ameriky  that Im livin in! Never mind, yer all right wid that blissid cownsl at yer back, an this purty little thing in yer pokit.

He became silent, and seemed a little perplexed at this point, looking about as if in search of something.

Coorious; I thought it was here I left it; but I niver had a good mimory for locality. Och! the number of times I was used to miss the way to school in Ould Ireland, though I thravelled it so often and knowed it so well! Surely an it wornt under this rock I putt it, it must have bin under a relation. Faix, an it was. Here ye are, me hearty, come along  hoop!

Saying this, he gave a powerful tug at something under the rock in question, and drew forth a canvas bag or wallet, which had the appearance of being well filled.

Slinging this across his shoulder, Ted Flaggan pursued his way, moralising as he went, until he came to a rugged hollow among the hills, in which was a chaos of large stones, mingled with scrubby bushes. Here he paused again, and the wrinkles of perplexity returned to his brow, as he peered hither and thither.

Presently he observed a sharp-edged rock, which, projecting upwards, touched, as it were, the sky-line behind it. Moving to the right until he brought this rock exactly in line with another prominent boulder that lay beyond it, he advanced for about fifty yards, and then, stopping, looked cautiously round among the bushes.

It must be hereabouts, he muttered, for the Jew was werry partikler, an bid me be partikler likewise, seein that the hole is well hid, an wan is apt to come on it raither  hah!

Suddenly poor Ted fell headlong into the very hole in question, and would infallibly have broken his neck, if he had not happened to descend on the shoulders of a man who, crouched at the bottom of the hole, had been listening intently to the sound of his approach, and who now seized his throat in a grip that was obviously not that of a child!

The British tar was not slow to return the compliment with a grasp that was still less childlike  at the same time he gasped in much anxiety  

Howld on, ye spalpeen, its after yersilf Ive come, sure; what, wont ye let go  eh?

It was quite evident, from the tightening of the grip, that Mariano had no intention of letting go, for the good reason that, not understanding a word of what was said, he regarded the seaman as an enemy. Feeling rather than seeing this, for the hole was deep and dark, Flaggan was under the necessity of showing fight in earnest, and there is no saying what would have been the result had not Lucien suddenly appeared from the interior of a subterranean cavern with which the hole communicated.

Lucien understood English well and spoke it fluently. One or two of Flaggans exclamations enlightened him as to the true character of their unexpected visitor.

Hold, Mariano! he cried; the man is evidently a friend.

Whats that yere saying? cried Flaggan, looking up, for he was still busy attempting to throttle Mariano.

I tell my brother that you are a friend, said Lucien, scarce able to restrain laughter.

Faix, then, it dont look like it from the tratement I resaive at yer hands.  Howsoever, said the seaman, relaxing his grip and rising, while Mariano did the same, its well for you that I am. Bacri sent me wid a few words o comfort to ee, an some purvisions, which I raither fear weve bin tramplin about in the dirt; but  no, here it is, he added, picking up the wallet, which had come off in the struggle, all right, an I make no doubt itll be of use to ee. But its a poor sort o lodgin yeve got here: wouldnt it be better for all parties if we was to go on deck?

Not so, said Lucien, with a smile, as he fell in with the seamans humour. Twere better to come to our cabin; this is only the hold of our ship.  Follow me.

So saying he went down on his hands and knees and disappeared in an impenetrably dark hole, not three feet high, which opened off the hole in which they stood.

Mariano pointed to it and motioned to the sailor to follow.

Arter you, sir, said Ted, bowing politely.

Mariano laughed and followed his brother, and Ted Flaggan, muttering something about its being the most strornar companion hatch hed ever entered, followed suit.

A creep of two or three yards brought him into a cavern which was just high enough to admit of a man standing erect, and about eight or ten feet wide. At the farther extremity of it there was a small stone lamp, the dim light of which revealed the figure of stout Francisco Rimini sound asleep on a bundle of straw, wrapped negligently in his burnous, and with a stone for his pillow. Beside him stood an empty tin dish and a stone jar of the picturesque form peculiar to the inhabitants of the Atlas Mountains; the sword given to him by Bacri lay within reach of his half-open hand.

Neither the scuffle outside nor the entrance of the party had disturbed the old man.

My father is worn out with a fruitless search for food! said Lucien, sitting down on a piece of rock and motioning to the seaman to do likewise. We can venture out in search of food only at night, and last night was so intensely dark as well as stormy that we failed to procure anything. Our water jar and platter are empty.

Then Ive just come in the nick of time, said Flaggan, proceeding to unfasten his wallet and display its much-needed contents.




Chapter Twenty One.

Social Intercourse in the Cavern.

Here you are, cried the sympathetic Irishman, enlarging on the nature of the viands, as he spread them temptingly before the hungry men; heres food fit for a Dey, to say nothin of a month. Heres a loaf  aint it?  about a fut an a half long an three inch thick. Coorious to look at, but a good un to eat I make no doubt  thats a foundation for ee  there, cut im up an fire away; ye cant listen properly to me discoorse till you git yer jaws to work. This here is a pie o some sort, I shud say, havin regard to the shape, only that aint the sort o wittles a Jew would send ee, is it? Praps its wild-boar, for Ive seed no end o them critters in the market. Maybe its lion, for they do says theres lots o the king o beasts in the mountains hereabouts, though I cant say Ive heerd em roar yet. Howsever, wotever it is, here it is, so go ahead.  Hallo! exclaimed Flaggan remonstratively, as he cast a glance at the sleeping man beside him, youve [image: img133.jpg]begun without the ould man. Dont ee think it ud be but filial-like to wake him up an start fair?

No, well let him sleep on, answered Lucien, as he began to eat with right good-will, in which he was ably seconded by his brother. My father needs rest quite as much as food at present. He shall eat when he awakes.

Well, you knows best, returned the seaman, taking out his pipe and tobacco-pouch; its wan comfort anyhow that the wittles cant get colder than they be now, and theres overmuch for ee to ait the whole consarn at one bout, so the ould manll git his grub, though I must own itd have liked to have seed im start fair.  Hand over the glim, plaise.

Lucien passed the small lantern to Flaggan, whose hard good-humoured features were for a few seconds suffused with a ruddy glow as he put the light close to it, and drew the flame vigorously into the bowl of his very black little pipe. Then, setting it down beside him, he smoked in silence and in much satisfaction, as he contemplated the hearty manner in which the young men enjoyed their meal.

When he had finished, Lucien bowed his head for a few seconds in silent thanksgiving, and Mariano paused respectfully while he did so. Then, taking a long draught from the earthenware bottle; the elder brother expressed his gratitude to the Jew for the opportune relief.

That seems to be good stuff to judge be the way ye smacked yer lips, observed Ted, removing his pipe and wiping his mouth with the sleeve of his coat.

Try it, said Lucien, handing him the bottle with a smile.

Got no smell, remarked the tar, as he put the bottle to his mouth wather! he added contemptuously, as he put it down and resumed the pipe.

The best of drink for man and beast, said Lucien, laughing.

May be so, returned Flaggan shortly, but I aint used to it.

Is it long since you came to this country? asked Lucien, while he and Mariano rolled up two of those neat little cigarettes with which the denizens of Algiers at the present day are wont frequently to solace themselves.

This question called forth from the seaman the greater part of his recent history, in return for which Lucien, drawing forward the hood of his burnous, and resting his elbows on his knees, briefly related that of himself and his kindred.

But why are you staying here, since, being a British subject, you are free to go when you please? asked Lucien.

Bekaise, answered Flaggan, it aint every day that a British ship calls in at this piratical nest, and Id raither go off in a man-o-war if I could manage it. Theres a merchantman came into port yesterday, Im towld, an the cownsl advised me to go away with it; but it seems the Turks have made some difficulty about her, so Ill wait. Im in no hurry. The Flaggans, as a race, have been noted since the time of Adam  if not earlier  for takin life aisy.

Then the Flaggans must be nearly related to the Arabs, for they take life easier than any race I ever met with, said Lucien, laughing.

I shud doubt that, cause theyre lazy, and we aint.  Talkin o that, sir, said the seaman, as a sudden thought struck him, Im towld that you are learned in lingos an histories: could ye tell me who was the first people that got howld o this country? cause Im coorious to know, having had a stiffish argiment on that pint with Rais Ali. He howlds that it was the Moors, an Ive heerd say it was the Arabs.

You are both partly right, replied Lucien; for the Arabs were among the first conquerors of the land, but you are wrong in supposing Moors and Arabs to be altogether different races. When the Arabs came into the land some of them took to the plains inland, and continued their wild wandering idle style of life  half predatory, half pastoral; others took up their abode on the coast, became more mingled with the people of other sea-faring tribes, built towns, and came at last to be known as Mauri or Moors, from which the part of the land they dwelt in was known of old by the name of Mauritania.

But the aborigines, continued Lucien  

The abor-what? sir, asked Flaggan, removing his pipe.

The aborigines  the original inhabitants of the land

Ah, I see, sir, returned Ted; them as was at the werry beginnin, just arter Adam and Eve like; zactly so  fire away!

Well, Im not quite sure, replied Lucien, with a laugh, that they came here immediately after the time of Adam, but at all events they came before the time of an authentic history, for our earliest historians record the fact that before any other nation invaded the northern shores of Africa, the country was in possession of a very warlike race, who, although overcome and driven from the plains by the more civilised and better-armed nations that successively attacked them, remained in the fastnesses of the Atlas Mountains absolutely unconquerable, and the descendants of these original inhabitants, known as Kabyles, remain a free and independent people at the present day, having successfully defied the might of Romans, Vandals, Arabs, and others, since the beginning of time. (See Note 1.)

You dont say so, sir, remarked Flaggan, blowing a thin cloud of admiration into the air; well, an how did things git along arter the abridginal inhabitants was fust druv back into the mountains?

They did not get along quite so quietly as might have been desired, said Lucien.

The early history of the northern shores of Africa, now known as Algeria, he continued, is involved in the mists of antiquity.

Arrah! now, dont misremimber, said Ted, with a quiet grin, that I aint bin edicated quite up to that.

Well, the beginning of it all, said Lucien, returning the grin with a smile, is rather foggy.

Ah! thats plain enough. Heave ahead, an whativer ye do, steer clear o jaw-breakers, murmured the seaman.

The region, said Lucien, was first known as Numidia and Mauritania; Numidia being so named by the Greeks, who styled its wandering tribes Nomads. They were pastoral in their habits and thievish in their propensities, without laws or government worthy of the name. The Mauri, or Moors, devoted themselves to more settled pursuits, became traders and inhabitants of towns, and were a mixed race, although originally springing from the same stock as the Nomads, or Arabs. These were the early inhabitants, who lived during the foggy period.

The Medes, Armenians, and Persians afterwards founded a colony, and traded with the natives of the interior. Then the Phoenicians landed, and began to build towns, of which Carthage, founded B.C. 853, was the chief. The Punic wars followed; Carthage, the city of Dido, fell, and Mauritania was annexed to Rome. For hundreds of years after this the country was a scene of frequent and bloody warfare, in which many great historical names figured, and many great armies were swept away to gratify human pride, ambition, and cupidity on the one hand, and to defend hearth and home on the other, until the Roman power extended far and wide, from the Libyan desert to the Atlantic, and from the Mediterranean to the Zahara. Near the time of our Saviour, (B.C. 46), Sallust was established by Julius Caesar as governor of Numidia, where he collected materials for his history of the Jugurthine wars, and at the same time enriched himself by the plunder of the now highly civilised and prosperous country.

Trust em, theyre all sure to do that, the haythens! said Ted, whose pipe, by its varying cloudlets, became a pretty fair index to his feelings.

Roman remains are now to be found, continued Lucien, all over the land, even in the wildest regions of the Atlas Mountains, although the Romans utterly failed to subdue the hardy prehistoric natives of these mountains, who rose against them at frequent intervals, despite temporary defeats, and successfully defied all the various races who assailed them. During this Roman period the country was so well cultivated that it became, and was styled, the granary of the Roman Empire. Christianity was also introduced, and became so wide-spread that at one time there were no fewer than a hundred and sixty bishoprics in northern Africa. Unquestionably there were then, as there always were and will be, some who were imbued with the peace-loving spirit of Christianity, including among them such men as Augustine, Tertullian, and Cyprian  whom, I dare say, Signor Flaggan, you never before heard of,  but it cannot be doubted that a vast majority possessed nothing of our religion but the name, for they constantly resorted to the most bitter warfare and violence to maintain their views.

Towards the decline of the Roman Empire, Boniface, the proconsul, revolted against the Emperor Valentinian. The latter asked the aid of Genseric, king of the Vandals. Genseric most willingly agreed, went to Africa with 90,000 of his stalwart light-haired barbarians of the north, was joined by the natives, and conquered the whole of Barbary, not for the Romans, but for himself! This was in the year 428, and the Vandals held the land for a hundred years.

The Romans, in the year 533, again invaded northern Africa, re-took Carthage, and finally regained the country from the Vandals, but for only a short time, for the Moors constantly harassed them, until the land became desert in many places, owing to the decreasing population.

Then came the followers of Mohammed, about the year 645, from across the Eastern deserts, enforcing religion by their favourite means, the sword; and in half a century they swept completely over the land to the Atlantic, causing the Crescent to supplant the Cross.

But the Arabs did not stop here. About 711 they crossed over the sea, and carried the Crescent into Europe, under the bold and daring General Tarick, (Gebel-el-Tarick), from whom the spot where they landed came to be called Gibraltar. Hosts of Moors followed the Arab conquerors, and the Spaniards, confounding them, styled them all Moors.

Barbary was for a long time after this under the rule of Emirs, appointed by the Caliphs; but they found little rest in Africa, for the Berbers and others harassed them continually.  It would weary you to go over the whole history of the wars and disputes which tore the wretched country to pieces during hundreds of years after this; but it may interest you to know that this city of Algiers was founded in the year 944 by Ziri, governor of Aschir, who established a hereditary throne for his race. But his dynasty came to an end in course of time, and so did that of others. Race rose against race, and tribe against tribe, conquering and re-conquering; only a few of the coast towns being able to maintain their position as independent powers, and supporting themselves by piracy.

By degrees the pirates of the Barbary coast began to be very formidable and daring, insomuch that from time to time various nations sent expeditions against them, with more or less success, but without materially checking their depredations. They were greatly strengthened in numbers at the time of the expulsion of the Moors from Spain. An expedition was fitted out against them by Ferdinand in 1501, and in 1505 the Spaniards made themselves masters of some of the chief Barbary towns, including Algiers.

About this time two famous pirates ravaged the coasts of the Mediterranean  the brothers Barbarossa, sons of a fisherman. They were ambitious scoundrels, and aimed at a throne. An opportunity ere long presented itself. The Algerines invited them, in 1510, to come and free them from the Spanish yoke. They went gladly, defeated the Spaniards, and then the elder Barbarossa proclaimed himself king, after beheading Hassan, another famous corsair, killing the king, and committing fearful excesses on the inhabitants. This villain was slain by the men of an expedition sent against the Algerines by Charles the Fifth, but the Turks made his brother Hayradin king in his stead. In 1518 Hayradin Barbarossa sought recognition by the Sultan of Turkey. He was made Pasha, and from that time till now Algiers has remained a nominal dependency of Turkey;  a pest to the civilised world, and a disgrace to humanity.

Well, now, observed Ted Flaggan, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and refilling it; there are more surprisin things in the history of this here world than I was aware of. Its my unwarnished opinion

The expression of the seamans opinion was here cut short by the sudden awakening of the elder Rimini, who immediately sat bolt upright and stared at the stranger with eyes like those of an owl in sunshine.

Lucien hastened to explain, and to spread the food sent by Bacri before his father.

Feeling sensations like those of a starved wolf, Francisco merely smiled, nodded, and shook hands with the sailor, and then, seizing the remains of the loaf and the pork, wild-boar, or lion, pie, commenced with infinite gusto to his unexpected meal.



Note 1. This held true of the Kabyles until they were conquered, disarmed, and completely subdued by the French, who now hold possession of their land.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Shows how the Pirates were wont to treat Men of Note.

When his hunger was appeased, Francisco Rimini turned to Ted Flaggan and asked him, through Lucien, to go over again in detail the course of action which Bacri advised him and his sons to adopt in order to effect their escape out of the country. For, said he with emphasis, Im neither a lion nor a rabbit, and cannot therefore make up my mind to spend the rest of my days in a hole.

We will spare the reader Mister Flaggans repetition of the details referred to, merely remarking that they embraced careful directions as to when and where a boat would be found on the coast ready to carry them out to sea, and that they contained many earnest cautions to be wary, as nothing short of death by slow torture would be their fate if recaptured  this being their second attempt at escape.

Meanwhile circumstances were transpiring which gave a new turn to the state of affairs in the pirate city.

We have elsewhere remarked on the amazing fact that the great powers of Europe and America tolerated the system of barefaced piracy which was carried on by the Algerines against all nations that did not pay them black-mail, but it must not be supposed that this disgraceful submission was the result of fear or of indifference. The truth is, that the great powers were so busily engaged in throttling each other that they had no time to give proper attention to the Algerine wasps that stung them, and the wasps themselves were so besottedly ignorant of European affairs and of their own relative insignificance, so puffed up indeed by their supposed greatness  a delusion which was shamefully fostered by the action towards them of the great powers themselves  that they wilfully proceeded to extremities which a very little knowledge of other nations would have convinced them was the certain way to bring about their own ruin. The immense sums raised year after year by various European nations, and given to the pirates for the redemption of thousands of Christian slaves, proved that they were not indifferent to the scourge of the Mediterranean. (See Note 1.)

But in the midst of this disgraceful forbearance of the nations, there was an occasional growl from one and another, and a fierce side-glance at the wasps, which might have let them see that their nest was in danger.

For instance, in 1804 Admiral Nelson menaced the town with a large fleet, and not long afterwards the Americans absolutely declined to pay their black-mail, and sent a squadron to procure, or, if need were, to compel a favourable treaty of peace with the Algerines. Other clouds arose here and there and overhung the doomed city, but the infatuated pirates remained blind as bats and insolent as monkeys.

Thus matters stood when the Dey Omar ascended the throne, and for some time afterwards.

One morning the English consul was summoned to attend the divan of the Dey, in connexion with a vessel which had lately been brought in as a prize by one of the Algerine corsairs.

The consul had previously presented himself at Court  as did all the other consuls  to pay his respects to the new Dey, and on a subsequent occasion had made an effort to press a point which had always been a matter of deep interest with him, namely, the bringing about of peace between the Algerines and the Portuguese. There were many Portuguese slaves in the town and neighbourhood at the time, and several officers of that country dwelt there, exempt from the duty of labouring like beasts of burden at the works on the walls and about the harbour, solely in virtue of annual tribute being paid by their friends. The former Dey, Achmet, had declined to oblige his friend Colonel Langley by making peace with Portugal, on the ground that he could not forego the advantages resulting from a state of warfare. The new Dey, Omar, was still less capable of being influenced by considerations of humanity.

What would you have? he said, when Colonel Langley spoke to him on the subject; my people are brigands, and I am their chief! If I make peace with Portugal, it will be absolutely necessary that I should declare war with America, merely to keep my people employed!

This was at all events candid, and the consul felt that it would be vain to press the matter he had so much at heart as long as Omar occupied the throne.

On his way down to the Marina, where the divan referred to was to be held, he met Blindi Bobi looking rather disconsolate. Having an hour or more to spare, he resolved to have a chat with him.

Well, Bobby, my boy, said the consul kindly, for the eccentric interpreter was a favourite, you seem sad. Nothing wrong, I hope?

Not wi me, nohow, responded Bobi, shaking his head. Nuffin never wrong wi me. Always too well. Health to the mast-head  more nor I knows wat to do wid. Wishes I could die, I do  sometimes.

I grieve to hear that, said the consul earnestly, for he saw that the man was in no jesting humour. Let me know what distresses you.

Sidi Cadua, said Bobi.

What! the father of poor Ashweesha, widow of my late friend Achmet Dey? said the consul.

Yis. Hush! Omar Dey  de divl, growled Bobi in a low tones, gits the berry stones to listen an reports wat peepil say.

Never fear, returned the consul, smiling, they dare not report what I say. Come, tell me about it.

Oh! it shockable, said Bobi. Come an see. So saying, the poor man hurried off in the direction of a low-lying part of the town, closely followed by the consul. Here, seated on a plain mat in an empty cellar, which was destitute of furniture and almost of light, they found the father of the late Sultana. His gentle, kindly spirit seemed, like his frail old body, to be bowed to the very dust.

My dear friend, exclaimed the consul, almost overwhelmed with grief at the sight, has the villain robbed you of all your wealth?

He has, replied the old man, taking the consuls proffered hand and pressing it warmly; but he has done worse than that

What! has he dared to

Sidi Cadua interrupted and answered the question by quietly removing the lower part of his robe, and exposing his feet, which were dreadfully swollen and scarred with the bastinado.

Even that is not the worst of it, said the old man, re-covering his mutilated feet; my daughter, my sweet, tender Ashweesha, has been cruelly bastinadoed for

He broke down here, and, covering his face with his withered hands, groaned aloud.

For a few moments Colonel Langley could not speak.

But why, he said at length, why such cruelty?

Recovering himself, Sidi Cadua slowly related the circumstances. An enemy, he said, had accused him to the Dey Omar of having hidden away a large amount of treasure, and he had been put to the torture in order to force him to disclose the truth; but the truth was that he had never concealed treasure, and had no confession to make. Believing that his silence was the result of sheer obstinacy, and that the truth might perhaps be extorted from his daughter, the cruel monster had the gentle Ashweesha dragged from her apartments and subjected to the bastinado.

Dreadful! exclaimed the consul. Where is she now?

Sidi Cadua silently pointed to a ragged old burnous in a dark corner of the little cellar, under which a human form lay crouched up and motionless.

Not dead? asked the consul anxiously.

No, not dead, replied the old man, with an upward glance of gratitude.

Sidi Cadua, exclaimed the consul, rising hastily, excuse my leaving you now. I have to attend the divan. You shall hear from me soon. You  you,  looking round have no other house than this  no food?

Nothing! said the old man in a low voice, as his white head sank on his bosom.

Listen, my man, said the consul earnestly, as he hastened down to the Marina.

Yis, Signor, answered Bobi.

Can you find time to go out to my house just now?

Yis, Signor.

Then, go  go as fast as legs or horse can carry you. See my wife; tell her what we have seen; let her send Rais Ali into town with other servants  separately, not to attract attention  with baskets  full baskets, you understand?

Yis, Signor, full to bustin, answered Bobi, with glittering eyes.

Full as they can hold of all that is needful  she will understand that.  There, be off  lose no time, said the consul, thrusting a quantity of silver into the mans hand.

Kurnul Langley, said Bobi, with enthusiasm glowing in his solitary eye, as he turned to go; you  by the beard of the Prophet!  youre the ace of trumps!

With this strong, if not elegant expression of his sentiments, the sympathetic Bobi hurried away, and Colonel Langley entered the divan, where were assembled the Dey and the chief officers of state.

The discussion on that occasion was conducted warmly, for the pirates believed that they had made a good and legitimate prize in the shape of a Greek vessel, which was owned by a Mr and Mrs de Lisle, who, with their little son, were also captured.

Colonel Langley claimed these as British subjects, and the vessel as British property.

In this case the pirates had taken a precaution which, they had hoped, would save them all trouble. On boarding the vessel they had demanded all Mr de Lisles papers and passports, which, when delivered up, were torn into atoms and thrown into the sea. Thus they sought to destroy all evidence of the nature of the prize.

Mr de Lisle was a native of Guernsey, and therefore an English subject. Early in life he had entered a commercial house in Holland, and been naturalised there. Afterwards he was sent to a branch of the same house in Naples, which at that time was occupied by the French. Amassing considerable property, he resolved to return to his native land, and hired a Greek vessel, as being a neutral one, to convey him. On his way, he fell into the hands of the Algerines.

At the divan the British consul claimed that Mr de Lisle and his family and property should be delivered up to him.

The Turks, with whom Colonel Langley was out of favour now that his friend Achmet was dead, were furious. How could he be an Englishman, they said, when it was well-known that the French would not have permitted one of their chief enemies to remain at Naples?

And besides, added Omar, with a touch of sarcasm, where are his papers to prove that what he says is true?

The consul had made his demand with unusual firmness and dignity, for the memory of poor Sidi Cadua was strong upon him, but this latter remark somewhat perplexed him. Fortunately, at the moment, de Lisle himself, who was present, started up and said in English, across the divan  

If I am permitted to go on board my vessel, I can still bring satisfactory evidence of my nationality.

The Turks were extremely unwilling to concede this, but when the consul turned and said to the Dey, I trust your highness will not refuse so reasonable a request, he was permitted to go. In a short time he returned with the certificate of his marriage, which proved that he had been married in Guernsey, and was a British subject, to the inexpressible rage of the divan, who were compelled, however, to give in.

Nevertheless, Monsieur le Console, said the Dey sternly, if it shall be proved, even twenty years hence, that you were wrong in this matter, you shall have to answer for it.

From that time the British consul and the Dey became open enemies, which was a matter of gratulation to the consuls of some of the other powers, who had been rather jealous of Colonel Langleys influence with the late Dey, Achmet.

Not long afterwards they would have been glad if his influence could have been restored; for Omar, being soured by what had occurred at the divan, as well as by many other things that crossed his imperious will, commenced to act in such an outrageous manner that the various consuls felt not only their independence but their lives in jeopardy.

Sending for the Danish consul one morning, Omar told that unfortunate man that his government had already been warned more than once to pay the tribute which was past due, and that he was going to stand their neglect no longer. He therefore ordered him to be put in chains, and sent forthwith to work in the stone-quarries.

The order was at once obeyed. A chaouse, at a signal from the Dey, seized the Danish consul by the waist-band, thrust him out of the palace, and along the streets to the Bagnio, there loaded him with chains, and led him forth to work with the slaves!

The consternation of the other consuls was of course extreme. The instant Colonel Langley heard of it, he ordered his horse and galloped into town, accompanied by Rais Ali and Ted Flaggan, the latter having constituted himself a sort of extra aide-de-camp or special attendant of the consul, in order to gratify the more easily an insatiable thirst for knowledge as to all that took place around him.

They went direct to the residence of the Danish consul, where they found his poor wife and children in the deepest grief and alarm at what had occurred, for it had been reported to them that Omar had said he would order the wife and children of the Danish consul to be put up for sale in the public slave-market if the tribute due by Denmark were not paid without further delay.

Trust me, madam, said the Colonel with indignation, we shall not suffer this barbarian to carry out his threats, and we will, moreover, see instant justice done to your husband.

Hastily writing several notes requesting a meeting with his brother consuls in the residence of the Dane, he despatched them by his two satellites, and very speedily the whole were assembled.

Gentlemen, said Colonel Langley, after some conversation, it is imperative that we should act at once, unitedly and with decision. Anything like vacillation at such a crisis will encourage these barbarians to proceed to extremities which may end in our ruin. Need I call to your remembrance the recent case of the unhappy Dutch consul, who had dwelt twenty-three years in this city, and who, although an old and infirm man, was loaded with irons of sixty pounds weight, and marched out to labour with the other slaves, from which treatment he soon after died  all, forsooth, because his government had delayed to send the accustomed annual present to the Dey at the appointed time? It concerns us all, gentlemen, that we should act promptly. We must proceed in a body at once  within this hour  to the palace, and demand that our brother consul shall instantly be set at liberty. For this purpose, if you agree with me, we must elect one of our number to be spokesman.

At this point the other consuls interrupted the Colonel, by begging him to accept the office, and to lead them out at once.

I accept it with pleasure, said the Colonel, turning to Rais Ali, who stood at his elbow. Rais, you will accompany me to interpret

Oh, Monsieur! exclaimed Rais, who had not many minutes before been boasting to his friend Flaggan that he was a brave English tar as good as himself, but who now turned very pale; oh no, no! Please, Monsieur, demand me not to go dis time for interprit. For certain the Dey hims kill me  hims kill all of us.

Well then, Rais, replied the Colonel, somewhat amused at the mans undisguised terror, we shall all die together, and you will at least have the comfort of falling in goodly company.

But, master, supplicated Rais, Is not a Turk; me dare not defy the Dey to hims visage. Is only a craulie!

By which the unhappy man meant to explain that he was only the son of a Turk by an Algerine mother, and that as such he could expect no mercy if he aided in bearding the Dey in his den; but the Colonel was inexorable, and poor Rais Ali was obliged to submit.

At this time, the English and French being at war, there existed a somewhat natural feeling of estrangement between the representatives of the two nations at Algiers. Colonel Langley thought the present a good opportunity to effect a better understanding between them. He therefore offered his arm to the French consul, who accepted it politely, though with feelings of surprise. Thus they walked out two and two into the street, and marched down the principal thoroughfare, across the great square, and straight into the palace.

The amazement of the Algerines at this sight was great, for they were well aware of the bad feeling which had for many years existed between the leading couple in this little procession, or rather between their predecessors, some of whom had taken undignified, not to say disgraceful, methods of displaying their jealousy.

Allah! exclaimed the Algerines, turning up their eyes, the English and French consuls walking together! Surely the old prophecy is about to come true, When Christians are at peace among themselves the downfall of Algiers is decreed!

It is said that there really does exist a very old prophecy to this effect among the Mussulmans of Algeria, and certain it is that the prophecy was ultimately fulfilled, but at the time of which we write it was only anticipated.

Demanding an immediate audience, the party were admitted into the presence-chamber, where they created feelings of great surprise in the breasts of the pirate-king and his piratical courtiers.

When Rais Ali had tremblingly translated the demand which had been made with stern dignity by his master, the Dey flew into a towering rage, and actually foamed at the mouth, as he replied  

Why art thou not glad that I thus punish your old enemy? Was not England lately at war with Denmark?

I am not glad, answered the British consul, because it is against the spirit of Christianity to cultivate feelings of revenge, and the fact that we were not long since at war with Denmark is no doubt the very reason why the Danes have found it difficult to pay, at the exact time, the debt which they will unquestionably discharge before long; but if your highness continues to act thus to their representative, in despite of his inviolable character, and in defiance of treaties wherein it is specified that the persons and families of consuls are to be held sacred, you may rest assured that no civilised nation will continue to treat with you.

What care the Deys of Algiers for the persons of consuls, which you deem so sacred? said Omar savagely. Hast thou not heard that in time past we have blown the consuls of refractory nations from the months of our cannon?

I have, replied the Colonel calmly, and I have also heard that Algiers has been several times bombarded, and nearly reduced to ashes. I do not presume to use threats to your highness, added the consul firmly, though respectfully, but I am here as spokesman of these representatives of various powers, to assure you that if you do not release the consul of Denmark immediately, we will all write to our respective governments to send vessels of war to remove us from a court where the law of nations is not respected.

Omar attempted to bluster a little more, but had sense enough to perceive that he had already gone too far, and at length consented to grant the consuls demands. The condemned consul was immediately set at liberty, and his brethren returned to his residence in the same manner as they had left it, with this difference, that the French and English consuls walked in front, with the representative of Denmark between them.

This incident, as may be imagined, did not improve Omars temper. Immediately after it, he issued some stringent decrees in reference to the slaves, and ordered the execution of six chief men of the State, whose presence in the city had been a source of danger to the consolidation of his power. Among other things, he made some stern laws in reference to runaway slaves; and, having his attention drawn to the fact that the scrivano-grande of the late Achmet, and his assistant secretary, had not yet been discovered, he not only ordered the search for them to be continued with increased diligence, but took the unusual method of offering a reward to any one who should find or bring news of them.

This caused the matter to be widely talked about, and among others who heard of the proclamation was a little Moorish girl named Ziffa.

Now this Ziffa was the only daughter of Hadji Baba, the Court story-teller, who, like the Vicar of Bray, managed to remain in office, no matter who should come into or go out of power.

We are sorry to have to record the fact that Ziffa was a bad child  a particularly naughty little girl. She told lies, and was a little thief, besides being fond of that despicable habit styled eavesdropping. She listened behind doors and curtains and at key-holes without feeling a particle of shame! It is probable that the childs attention would not have been arrested by the proclamation of the Dey, if it had not chanced that, during a visit which she was asked to pay to the garden of the British consul for the purpose of playing with Agnes Langley, she overheard Rais Ali and Ted Flaggan mention the name of Lucien Rimini. The seaman had found it necessary to take Rais into his confidence, and little Ziffa, in the exercise of her disgraceful vocation of eavesdropper, had overheard a little of their conversation about the Riminis. She did not, however, hear much, and, having no interest in the Riminis, forgot all about it.

On hearing the proclamation, however, she bethought her that something might be made out of the matter, if she could only manage to get her little friend Agnes to play the part of spy, and find out about things for her. Opportunity was not long wanting. She had an engagement that very day to go out to the consuls garden to spend the day with Agnes, and a faithful old negro servant of her father was to conduct her thither.

Ziffa was extremely fond of finery. Just as she was about to set out, her eye fell on a splendid diamond ring which lay on her fathers dressing-table. Hadji Baba was very fond of this ring, as it had been a gift to him from Achmet, his former master, and he never went abroad without it, but a hasty summons to the palace had, on this occasion, caused him to forget it. As it was made for the little finger of Hadji Baba, which was remarkably thin, it exactly fitted the middle finger of Ziffa which was uncommonly fat. Seizing the ring, she thrust it into her bosom, resolving to astonish her friend Agnes. Then, running down-stairs to the old servant, she was soon on her way to the consuls garden.

Agnes, she said, on finding herself alone with her friend, I want you to do something for

Oh what a lovely ring! exclaimed Agnes, as Ziffa drew it out of her breast and put it on.

Yes, isnt it pretty? But I must not let my old servant see it, lest he should tell my father, whod be very angry if he knew I had taken it.

Agnes was taken by surprise, and remained silent. She had been so carefully trained to tell her father and mother everything, and to trust them, that it was a new and disagreeable idea to her the thought of doing anything secretly.

Well, this is what I want, continued Ziffa; I want you to listen to the talk of Rais Ali and the sailor who lives with you, when they dont know you are near, and tell me all that they say about a family named Rimini  will you?

Oh, I cant do that, said Agnes decidedly; it would be wrong.

What would be wrong? asked Mrs Langley, coming out from a side-walk in the garden at that moment to fetch the children in to lunch.

Agnes blushed, looked down, and said nothing. Her mother at once dropped the subject, and led them into the house, where she learned from Agnes the nature of her little friends proposal.

Take no further notice of it, dear, said her mother, who guessed the reason of the childs curiosity.

Leaving the friends at lunch in charge of Paulina Ruffini, she hastened to find Ted Flaggan, whom she warned to be more careful how he conversed with his friend Rais.

What puzzles me, maam, said Ted, is, how did the small critter understand me, seein that shes a Moor?

That is easily explained: we have been teaching her English for some time, I regret to say, for the purpose of making her more of a companion to my daughter, who is fond of her sprightly ways. I knew that she was not quite so good a girl as I could have wished, but had no idea she was so deceitful. Go, find Rais Ali at once, and put him on his guard, said Mrs Langley, as she left the seaman and returned to the house.

Now, if there ever was a man who could not understand either how to deceive, or to guard against deception, or to do otherwise than take a straight course, that man was Ted Flaggan, and yet Ted thought himself to be an uncommonly sharp deceiver when occasion required.

Having received the caution above referred to, he thrust his hands into his coat-pockets, and with a frowning countenance went off in search of Rais Ali. Mariner-like, he descried him afar on the horizon of vision, as it were, bearing down under full sail along a narrow path between two hedges of aloes and cactus, which led to the house.

By a strange coincidence, Agnes and her friend came bounding out into the shrubbery at that moment, having finished their brief luncheon, and Ziffa chanced to catch sight of the stout mariner as he hastened to meet his friend.

With the intuitive sharpness of an Eastern mind she observed the fact, and with the native acuteness of a scheming little vixen, she guessed that something might turn up. Acting on the thought, she shouted  

Wait a little, Agnes; I will hide: you shall find me.

Innocent Agnes obediently waited, while Ziffa ran down the wrong side of the cactus hedge, and kept up with the seaman  a little in rear of him.

Ho! Ally Babby, shouted Ted Flaggan, when he was within hail  it might be a hundred yards or so  of his friend, what dee think? that little brown-faced chip of Hadji Baba has been up here eavesdropping, and has got to windward of us amost. Leastwise she knows enough o the Riminis to want to know more  the dirty little spalpeen.

Thank you, thought Ziffa, as she listened.

When Flaggan had varied his remarks once or twice, by way of translating them, Rais Ali shook his head.

That bad, said he, ver bad. We mus be tremendous cautious. Ziffas a little brute.

Ha! thought Ziffa.

You dont say so? observed Flaggan. Well, now, Id scarce have thought we had reason to be so fearful of a small thing, with a stupid brown face like that.

Brute! muttered Ziffa inaudibly.

Oh! she werry sharp chile, returned Rais, werry sharp  got ears and eyes from the sole of hers head to de top of hers feets.

Ziffa said nothing, either mentally or otherwise, but looked rather pleased.

Well, continued Rais, we wont mention the name of Rimini again nowhars  only wen we cant help it, like.

Not a whisper, said Flaggan; but, be the way, itll be as well, before comin to that state of prudent silence, that you tell me if the noo hole theyve gone to is near the owld wan. You see its my turn to go up wi provisions to-morrow night, and I haint had it rightly explained, dye see?

Here Rais Ali described, with much elaboration, the exact position of the new hole to which the Rimini family had removed, at the head of Frais Vallon, and Mademoiselle Ziffa drank it all in with the most exuberant satisfaction.

Shortly afterwards Agnes Langley found her friend hiding close to the spot in the garden where she had last seen her.

That night Hadji Baba made an outrageous disturbance in his household as to the lost diamond ring, and finally fixed, with the sagacity of an unusually sharp man, on his old negro as being the culprit.

Next morning he resolved to have the old man before the cadi, after forenoon attendance at the palace. While there, he casually mentioned to Omar the circumstance of the theft of his ring, and asked leave to absent himself in the afternoon to have the case tried.

Go, said Omar gravely, but see that thou forget not to temper justice with mercy.  By the way, tell me, friend Hadji, before thou goest, what was the meaning of that strange request of thine the other day, and on which thou hast acted so much of late?

The story-teller turned somewhat pale, and looked anxious.

The strange request referred to was to the effect that the Dey should give him no more gifts or wages, (in regard to both of which he was not liberal), but that instead thereof he, Hadji Baba, should be allowed to whisper confidentially in the Deys ear on all public occasions without umbrage being taken, and that the Dey should give him a nod and smile in reply. Omar, who was a penurious man, had willingly agreed to this proposal, and, as he now remarked, Baba had made frequent use of the license.

Pardon me, your highness, said Baba; may I speak the truth without fear of consequences?

Truly thou mayest, replied the Dey; and it will be well that thou speakest nothing but the truth, else thou shalt have good reason to remember the consequences.

Well, then, your highness, returned Baba boldly, feeling that my income was not quite so good as my position at Court required, and desiring earnestly to increase it without further taxing the resources of your highnesss treasury, I ventured to make the request which I did, and the result has been  has been  most satisfactory.

Blockhead! exclaimed the irritable Dey, that does not explain the nature of the satisfaction.

Your slave was going to add, said Hadji Baba hastily, that my frequent whispering in your ear, and your highnesss gracious nods and smiles in reply, have resulted in my being considered one of the most influential favourites in the palace, so that my good word is esteemed of the utmost value, and paid for accordingly.

Omar laughed heartily at this, and Hadji Baba, much relieved, retired to have his case tried before the cadi, taking his daughter with him, for she had assured him that she had seen the old servant take it.

The old servant pleaded not guilty with earnest solemnity.

Are you quite sure you saw him take the ring? demanded the cadi of Ziffa.

Quite sure, replied the girl.

And you are sure you did not take it? he asked of the negro.

Absolutely certain, answered the old man.

And you are convinced that you once had the ring, and now have it not? he said, turning to Hadji Baba.

Quite.

The case is very perplexing, said the cadi, turning to the administrators of the law who stood at his elbow; give the master and the servant each one hundred strokes of the bastinado, twenty at a time, beginning with the servant.

The officers at once seized on the old negro, threw him down and gave him twenty blows. They then advanced to Hadji Baba, and were about to seize him, when he cried out  

Beware what thou doest! I am an officer of the Deys palace and may not be treated thus with impunity.

The cadi, who either did not, or pretended not, to believe the statement, replied sententiously  

Justice takes no note of persons.  Proceed.

The officers threw Baba on his face, and were about to proceed, when Ziffa in alarm advanced with the ring and confessed her guilt.

Upon this the cadi was still further perplexed, for he could not now undo the injustice of the blows given to the negro. After a few minutes severe thought he awarded the diamond ring to the old servant, and the two hundred blows to the master as being a false accuser.

The award having been given, the case was dismissed, and Hadji Baba went home with smarting soles, resolved to punish Ziffa severely.

Spare me! said Ziffa, whimpering, when her father, seizing a rod, was about to begin.

Nay, thou deservest it, cried Baba, grasping her arm.

Spare me! repeated Ziffa, and I will tell you a great secret, which will bring you money and credit.

The curiosity of the story-teller was awakened.

What is it thou hast to tell?

Promise me, father, that you wont punish me if I tell you the secret.

I promise, said Baba, but see that it is really something worth knowing, else will I give thee a severer flogging.

Hereupon the false Ziffa related all she knew about the hiding-place of the Rimini family. Her father immediately went to the palace, related it to the Dey, and claimed and received the reward.

That night a party of soldiers were sent off to search the head of Frais Vallon, and before morning they returned to town with Francisco and his two sons, whom they threw into their old prison the Bagnio, and loaded them heavily with chains.



Note 1. It is said that the treasure in Algiers about the end of that century amounted to 4,000,000 pounds, most of which was paid by other governments to purchase peace with the Algerines.




Chapter Twenty Three.

In which Danger looms very Dark in and around the Pirate City.

About this time four vessels entered the port of Algiers. One was a French man-of-war with a British merchantman as a prize. The other was an Algerine felucca with a Sicilian brig which she had captured along with her crew of twenty men.

There were a number of men, women, and children on board the Frenchmans prize, all of whom, when informed of the port into which they had been taken, were thrown into a state of the utmost consternation, giving themselves up for lost  doomed to slavery for the remainder of their lives,  for the piratical character of the Algerines was well-known and much dreaded in those days by all the maritime nations. Newspapers and general knowledge, however, were not so prevalent then as now, and for a thousand Englishmen of the uneducated classes who knew that the Algerines were cruel pirates, probably not more than two or three were aware of the fact that England paid tribute to Algiers, and was represented at her Court by a consul. The crew of the prize, therefore, were raised from the lowest depths of despair to the highest heights of extravagant joy on hearing that they were free, and their gratitude knew no bounds when the consul sent Ted Flaggan and Rais Ali to conduct them from the Marina to his own town residence, where beds and board, attendance and consolation, were hospitably provided for them. We might add with truth that they were also provided with amusement, inasmuch as Ted Flaggan allowed the effervescence of his sympathetic spirit and wayward fancy to flow over in long discourses on Algerine piracy and practice in general, in comparison with which the Arabian Nights is tameness itself.

With the poor Sicilian captives, however, the case was very different, for the felucca which brought them in brought also a report that the Sicilian government had behaved very brutally to some Algerines whom they had captured. The immediate result was that all the Sicilian captives then in Algeria were ordered to be heavily ironed and put to the severest work at the quarries and on the fortifications, while some of the most refractory among them were beaten to death, and others were thrown upon the large hooks outside the town-wall, or crucified.

To the latter death Francisco Rimini and his sons were condemned, and it is certain that the sentence would have been carried into immediate effect  for legal processes among the pirates were short, and judicial action was sharp  had not an event occurred which arrested for a brief period the hand of piratical justice.

This event was the arrival of a Sicilian priest, who was commissioned to treat for the exchange of prisoners and the ransom of a certain number of Sicilian slaves. The ransom of these slaves varied much according to their position, but a very common price demanded and paid was from 200 pounds to 400 pounds sterling. Of course noblemen, bankers, wealthy merchants, etcetera, were rated much higher than others, but not too high to render their ransom impossible, for the Algerines were adepts at this species of traffic, having been engaged in it more or less for several centuries! As the settlement of these ransoms, and the ascertaining as to who were the fortunate ones whose friends had succeeded in raising the necessary funds, required time, the execution of the Riminis and other Sicilians was, as we have said, delayed.

When Paulina and her sister heard of the arrival of the priest, they flew into each others arms, never doubting that the husband of the former must have at last raised the required sum for their ransom, but on being reminded that the priest was commissioned to redeem only captives of Sicily, they sat down and relieved themselves by giving way to floods of tears. Paulina, however, soon comforted herself by kissing her baby, and Angela consoled herself with the reflection that, at all events, Mariano and his father and brother would be ransomed, which, she naturally argued, would enable the first to move heaven and earth in order to effect the ransom of herself, and sister also. She did not know, poor girl, of the dreadful fate to which her lover was already doomed, for the consul, although aware of it, could not prevent it, and had not the heart to tell her.

Previous to this event the British consul had endeavoured to use his influence to bring about peace between the Algerines and Sicilians, but the former, having no desire for peace, made the terms such as could not be agreed to, namely, that the Sicilians should pay them 450 pounds before any negotiations for peace should be entered on. The rejection of this proposal did not, of course, facilitate the arrangements that were now being made, and when Omar demanded that, in cases of exchange of prisoners, two Algerines should be returned for each Sicilian slave set free, it was seen that the prospect of a speedy termination of hostilities was not bright.

After some days spent in useless discussion, the worthy priest was obliged to return home without accomplishing his mission.

One good result, however, followed. Those captives who had been condemned to death, and for whom ransoms had been offered, were reprieved; nevertheless, they were treated with cruel severity. Of course the unfortunates for whom no ransom had been offered were treated with the utmost rigour, and the sentences of such as had been condemned to die were ordered to be carried out. In the case of poor Mariano the sentence was altered, for that headstrong youth had in his despair made such a fierce assault on his jailers that, despite his chains, he had well-nigh strangled three of them before he was effectually secured. He was therefore condemned to be buried alive in one of the huge square blocks of concrete with which the walls of a part of the fortifications were being strengthened. (See Note 1.)

While these things were pending, very different scenes were taking place at the French consulate, for great preparations were going on for a mask-ball which was about to take place there.

It may, perhaps, appear strange to some readers that any one could have the heart to engage in gaieties in the midst of such horrible scenes of injustice, cruelty, and death, but it must be remembered that human beings have a wonderful capacity for becoming used and indifferent to circumstances the most peculiar  as all history assures us  and it must also be borne in remembrance that the unfortunate Sicilian captives, whose sorrows and sufferings we have tried to depict, were a mere fraction of the community in the midst of which they suffered. It is probable that the great body of the people in Algiers at that time knew little, and cared less, about the Riminis and their brethren.

Since the reconciliation of the English and French Consuls, at the time when the representative of Denmark was rescued, the Frenchman had displayed great cordiality to the Briton  not only accepting the invitations which before he had refused, but drinking with apparent enthusiasm to the health of the English king, on the occasion of a dinner given in celebration of that monarchs birthday at the British consulate.

The mask-ball was a very great affair indeed when it came off  which it did at the country residence of the French consul. The mansion, which was Mauresque in style, was splendidly decorated with flags of various nations, and the skiffa, with its sparkling fountain and graceful palmettas, was a perfect blaze of variegated lamps. These hung amid the foliage of the creepers that twined round the curved marble pillars, and their red garish light contrasted powerfully with the clear purity of the star-lit sky, which formed the natural roof of the skiffa.

The grounds around the consulate were also decorated and lighted up with the taste for which the French are peculiarly noted.

Of course all the consuls were invited, with their respective families, and were present, with the exception of Mrs Langley, who happened to be indisposed, and Agnes, who stayed at home to nurse her mother. As an affair of the kind involved a good deal of laxity of what may be styled domestic discipline, many of the superior servants were also permitted to stroll about the grounds in fancy costumes. The consuls themselves appeared in their proper uniforms, but some of the members of their households displayed themselves in forms and aspects which we find it difficult to describe, while others of the guests habited themselves in the skins, and gave themselves the airs, of wild beasts of the forest.

There were wild-boars from the Jurjura Hills, overgrown monkeys from the gorge of la Chiffa, lions from Mount Atlas, and panthers from the Zahara, besides other nondescript creatures from nowhere. But these were a mere sprinkling in the gay scene of richly dressed ladies and gentlemen, among whom, strange to say, were not a few Christian slaves! These last were Italian and Portuguese officers who had been captured by the Algerines at various times. Had they been taken by civilised peoples, they would have been deemed prisoners of war, and treated as such, but the pirates styled them slaves, and would certainly have treated them as beasts of burden  as they treated hundreds of their countrymen  but for the fact that they had friends at home who paid an annual sum to purchase for them exemption from such drudgery. Having nothing to do, and no means of escaping, these unfortunate men did what they could to mitigate the woes of their brethren  though they were not allowed to do much  and entered more or less into the society and amusements of the city. Hence, though liable at any moment to be put in chains, or sent to the quarries, or even slain by their savage captors, they were to be found waltzing at the fancy ball of the French consul!

Among those who cut a very conspicuous  we may venture to say a beastly  figure that night was our friend Ted Flaggan. The eccentric tar, desiring to enjoy the ball under the shelter of a mask which would preserve his incognito, had, with the aid of Rais Ali, provided himself with the complete skin of a wild-boar, including the head with its enormous tusks, and, having fitted it to his person, and practised a variety of appropriate antics, to the delight of Agnes, who was the only person besides Rais admitted to his secret, he felt himself to be quite up in his part  almost fitted to hold converse with the veritable denizens of the forest.

Flaggan had arranged that he was to put on the boar-dress in the town residence of Rais Ali. Being unwilling to attract the attention of the populace by passing through the streets, in broad daylight, he determined to postpone his advent to an advanced part of the evening.

It was a clear, calm night when he left the country residence of the British consul, with a crescent moon to light him on his way. He had just issued from the garden gate, when an old man, clad in a half-monkish robe, advanced, towards him with strides that would have done credit to a dragoon.

Ive me doubts that yer not so ancient as ye look, owld feller, he said, eyeing the man keenly as he drew near, and moving the head of the thick stick, which, as usual, rested in his pocket, as if to hold it in readiness for instant action.

Be the Breetish consul at home? said the old man in broken English and in breathless haste.

Not at present, answered the seaman quickly, for he now saw that the man was really old, and that anxiety had given him strength to exert himself beyond his ordinary powers, but Im goin to meet him  bein, if I may so spake, his edgedukong. Av youve anything in the world to say to his Excellency Im your man to carry the message.

You are Breetish sailor, I zee, returned the old man, sitting down and heaving a deep sigh, as if unable to recover breath. You will onderstan when I say your Lord Exmouth do come quickly for bombard de city!

Onderstand you  is it? exclaimed Ted, with sudden excitement. Faix do I, but I dont belave ye.

Man! said the other, with an earnest look, doos you tink I come here like dis for tell do Breetish consul a lie!

Shure yer right, an Im a goose, exclaimed the tar, becoming still more excited; but are ee sure yer not mistaken, owld man?

Quite sure. Listen. Go, tell consul dat one boat come shore at Pointe Pescade, find me dere, capture me  carry me off. It was fishin boat in Breetish pay. Dey find out who I be. Give leave to go shore again, and warn Breetish consul to look out, for Turk ver savage when him hear of dis. Lord Exmouth, wid large fleet come straight to Algiers, for delivrin all slaves, an blow up de city.

Hurrah! shouted Flaggan, in a subdued voice, while he unpocketed the cudgel and twirled it over his head. Good luck to ee, owld man. Im off to tell the consul. Go in here an theyll give ee some grub. Say I sent ee.  But, hallo! he added, when on the point of starting, whats yer name?

The Padre Giovanni, replied the old man.

Och! its mesilf has heard of ee, cried the seaman, as he turned and dashed down the road leading to the city. So energetic was he in his motions, and so quick was his pace, on reaching Bab-el-Oued gate, that the guard  a young soldier, lately arrived from Turkey  became suspicious, and ventured to intercept him.

Flaggan was in no humour to be stopped, or even spoken with. He made an attempt to force past, which caused the soldier to present his piece at him. Hereupon Ted drew forth his cudgel, hit the Turk a Donnybrookian whack over the skull that laid him flat on the ground, and took to his heels.

The rest of the guard, who saw this little incident and recognised the now well-known seaman, instantly gave chase; but Ted was too active for them. He doubled down a narrow street on his left, and in five minutes was beyond their reach. He knew now that nothing but prompt action could save him from immediate arrest and probable castigation. He therefore went straight to Rais Alis house, and was admitted by an old negress.

Arraying himself in the skin of the wild boar, he attempted to cover himself with an Arab burnous, but, do what he could, he found it impossible to draw the hood over him in such a way as to conceal the head of the boar, and after his recent escapade with the guard, he felt that it was not safe to venture forth again uncovered. He therefore resolved to keep the boars head exposed, and to venture boldly forth, despite the attention it was sure to attract.

To his great relief Rais himself came in just as he was about to start, and after relating his adventure, that worthy suggested that he should join half a dozen of the French consuls own servants, who were about to set out for the scene of festivities.

Agreeing to this plan, he passed through the streets without attracting much more attention than did his somewhat wildly-habited companions, and soon reached the French consuls residence, which was not more than half a mile beyond the southern gate of the city.

The blaze of light and buzz of musical noise that reigned here immediately swallowed them up, so that Ted felt himself, for the time at least, to be safe. His grotesque figure did indeed attract some attention at first, for he was an exceeding tall and sturdy boar, but there were so many other notabilities from the forest and desert around him that he quickly sank into comparative insignificance.

Some of the other creatures referred to gave him a little uneasiness by their curiosity and desire to claim acquaintance, if not kindred, with him, but by humouring some, frightening others, running away from several, and tumbling a few into the bushes, he managed to push through the crowd of domestics unrecognised, and made his way into the outer lobby of the mansion.

Here, seated under the shadow of a Moorish arch way, drinking lemonade, in default, as he said, of better tipple, Ted resolved to bide his time, but his time seemed rather long of coming. He therefore boldly entered the magnificent skiffa in search of Colonel Langley.

His appearance was greeted with a shout of delight by several children who were present, and the French consul, willing to amuse them, went up, and, shaking hands with the boar, begged of him to join in the dance.

Poor Ted would have given anything to have known what was said to him, but, being utterly ignorant of French, shook his head and bowed with an air of profound respect, which piece of politeness caused his short and rather ill-fitting tail to stick straight up in the air for a moment, and drew roars of laughter from the company.

Dansez, dansez-vous, said the Frenchman, with more emphasis.

Och! its that ye want, is it? said Ted, much relieved; sure Ill do it with all the pleasure in life.  Clear the deck, boys!

And without more ado the lively tar began to whistle a sailors hornpipe, and to dance the same with an amount of vigorous dexterity that had in former years made him the favourite of the forecastle.

The surprise soon merged into admiration, for our hero danced exceedingly well, and all eyes were attracted to him. Among others the British consul came forward to look on with much interest and curiosity, for his ear was perhaps the only one present to which the tune whistled was familiar.

Dancing close up to him, Ted Flaggan suddenly slipped, and, staggering as if about to fall, flung his arm over the consuls shoulder.

Take care! said the latter, catching him.

Och! gasped Ted, sinking down and almost dragging the other after him, spake to me av ye love me.

Amazed by this tender appeal, and suddenly suspecting the personality of the boar, the consul bent down while the rest of the onlookers crowded round,  and said in a low voice  

Why, Flag

Whist! whist! blood an thunder! itll rain scimitars an grape-shot av ye say a word! Mate me in the gardin dear, under the palm.

This was said in the midst of a writhing and growling which would have done credit to a lunatic boar, if such there were!

Not hurt, I hope? said the French consul, coming forward.

Not at all, replied Colonel Langley, rising with a smile, the fellow is one of my domestics, and has almost over-acted his part. He will be all right in a minute if some one will be kind enough to fetch him a glass of water

An brandy, ochone! exclaimed the boar, with another tremendous growl, that again sent the children into shouts of delight.

The brandy and water was brought, and Ted making a polite bow to the company, passed down the room with a slight tremor of the hornpipe in his legs, and a faint trill of the tune on his lips, both of which melted gradually into a boarish grunt and roll as he reached the lobby and passed out into the garden.

Hastening to a stately date-palm, of which there happened to be only one specimen in the garden of the French residence, the heated seaman pushed off his head, wiped his brow, drank the brandy and water, and threw away the tumbler, after which he sat down on a root, mechanically pulled out his pipe, and was in the act of filling it when Colonel Langley came hurriedly forwards.

Why, Flaggan, he asked, whats wrong? for something must be, to induce your strange conduct.

Lord Exmouth, sir, replied Ted, rising up with an air of dignified importance which the elevated snout of the boar tended sadly to impair, is in the offing with fifty sail o the line, more or less, comin to blow this precious city into the middle of next week.

Come, Flaggan, let us have it without jesting, said the consul gravely.

Thereupon Ted related in as serious a tone as it was possible for him to assume all that had been told by the Padre Giovanni.

Our position will indeed be critical if this be true, muttered the consul, with a look of anxiety. Omar is a man who fears nothing, and has unbounded faith in his men and fortifications. Moreover, he is utterly regardless of consequences, and has no mercy when once roused. My poor defenceless wife and children!  if

You may depend upon me, sir, said Ted, seeing that he hesitated; Ill stick to em, I will, through

I have no doubt of that, my man, interrupted the consul, with a sad smile, but your aid in this case will be useless. The fact is that the preservation of your life will be a more difficult matter for me to accomplish than my own. If Lord Exmouth really arrives and proceeds to extremities, I and my family will be in the greatest peril from these irate corsairs, but you, my poor fellow, are doomed whatever happens, seeing that you have laid violent hands on the Turkish guard of the gates.

Sure, an small blame to me, said Ted.

I do not blame you, but the Turks will, and they will do more,  they will strangle you for a certainty the moment they get hold of you, and no power that I possess can save you, so that your only chance lies in making your escape from the city, either by land or sea.

An that wont be aisy, sur, said the seaman, with a perplexed look.

Indeed it will not. You may be sure that the Turks are even now searching for you, and as they know that I am here, and that you belong to my household

By your lave, said Ted suddenly, it sames to me that its time for Ted Flaggan to look after his owld bones. Im grateful to ee, sur.  Good-night.

He pulled his boar-head down without awaiting a reply, and went hastily off in the direction of a small outhouse where Rais Ali was enjoying himself amid a circle of the French consuls domestics.

Dashing forward, he seized his friend by the arm and dragged him out by main force, to the amusement of the domestics, who thought it was a practical jest.

Arrah! dont stare like that, but come along wid ye, said Ted, hasting to a neighbouring thicket, into the very heart of which he penetrated before halting.

What be go wrong? exclaimed Rais.

Theyre after me, lad. Dont waste time spaikin. Youve got your burnous here, havent ye?

Yis!

Go, fetch it, an sharps the word.

Flaggans tone and actions were such as to instil a spirit of prompt unquestioning obedience into his friend, who instantly went off; and in a few seconds, (which seemed years to Ted), returned with his burnous.

While the seaman quickly but quietly divested himself of the boar-skin, and put on the burnous with the hood well drawn over his face, he related to his friend the incident at the gate, without, however, mentioning the true cause of his behaviour.

An wat for you go be do now? asked Rais Ali anxiously.

To make me escape, sure, said Ted, holding the head of his cudgel close up to his friends nose; across the mountains or over the say, by hook or crook, or through the air, escape I will somehow, even though I should have to jump out at me mouth an lave me body behind me, for depind upon it that all the Turks an Moors an boors an naigers in the Pirates Nest aint able to take Ted Flaggan alive!

Unpossble! exclaimed Rais decidedly.

I manes to try, anyhow, returned Ted; so give us your flipper, owld boy; Ive a sort o sneakin regard for ee, tho ye havent much to boast of in the way o pluck.

Unpossble! again ejaculated Rais Ali, with greater decision than before.

Well, good-bye to ee  Im off.

Stay. I will save you.

How? asked Ted, pausing with some impatience.

Stay. Hold. Stop, cried, the Moor, seizing the arm of his friend. You be mad. Unpossble I say?  no, yes, possble anuf for you scape without your body. But me save bof. Me knows hole in de rocks; come take you dere,  here the Moor became emphatic, and lowered his voice to a whisper, no boddy do knows it. All dead wat knowd it vonce. Me was a  what you call?  pirate vonce. Hah! nebber mind, come long. Queek, no time for dliberazhun.

Git along then, old feller, said Flaggan, thrusting his companion through the thicket very unceremoniously. Dont palaver so much, but take the helm; an wotiver ye do, clap on all sail  ivery stitch you can carry  for the case is desprit.

Rais Ali did clap on all sail, steered his friend through the brightly-lighted grounds and laughing throng of revellers, through numerous lanes between hedges of aloes and prickly pear, over the Sahel hills, and away to the northward, until they reached the neighbourhood of Pointe Pescade, which lay about three and a half miles on the other side of the town.

Its a purty big raigion hereaway, said Flaggan, during a brief halt to recover breath; why shouldnt I steer for the Great Zahairy, an live wi the Bedooin Arabs? I spose its becase theyll always be doin somethin or other that theyve got the name.

Cause theyd robb an kill you, replied Rais.

Umph! ejaculated Ted, as they descended to the bold rocky coast, where the celebrated pirate of old was wont to mount guard over the Mediterranean.

Betterer for you trust to de sea, said Rais.

True for ye, boy  seein that Im a say-farin man, returned Ted.

Proceeding cautiously down a wild and almost invisible pathway among the cliffs, Rais Ali reached the base at a part where the sea ran under the overhanging rocks. Stepping into a pool which looked black and deep, but which was only a few inches at the edge, he waded slowly into the interior of a cavern, the extremity of which was quite dry. It was dark as Erebus, but flint and steel soon produced a light.

There vas vonce a torch here, said Rais, looking about hastily, while the vault above was lighted for a few seconds by the bunch of dry grass which he had brought with him, but it long since me be  ah, here it is; dis am de torch.

He lighted it, and showed his friend the form and size of the cave, reiterated that it was known to no one but himself  at least so he thought  advised him to remain close all day and keep a good look-out seaward at night, promised to return with food the following evening, and finally left him to his meditations.



Note 1. A very remarkable and authentic instance of this style of punishment is recorded in the annals of Algiers.

A Moor named Geronimo was, about the beginning of the seventeenth century, converted to Christianity by a captive. The reigning Pasha ordered him to recant, and gave him twenty-four hours to make up his mind. On his refusal, the Pasha caused Geronimo to be buried alive in the mud which was being poured into moulds and dried into blocks, for the purpose of building fort Bab-el-Oued. In this block the poor martyr was built into the wall of the fort, which was thereafter named the Fort of the Twenty-four Hours. The incident was soon nearly forgotten. Two and a half centuries afterwards, (in December 1853), the French, while carrying out their improvements in the town, destroyed the ancient Fort of the Twenty-four Hours, but were warned, by one who was well read in the history of the place, to be careful on razing a certain part of the walls to examine them well. They did so, and found the body of Geronimo  or, rather, the mould formed by his body, which latter, of course, had crumbled to dust. A plaster cast was taken from this mould, and this cast  which gives an almost perfect representation of the martyr lying on his face, with his hands tied behind his back  is now in the museum of the library of Algiers.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Dark Clouds begin to thicken  A Rescue attempted  Master Jim plays a Conspicuous Part.

In the course of a few days the rumour reached Algiers that England was in right earnest about sending a fleet to bombard the city, and at the same time Colonel Langley learned, through information privately conveyed to him, that the report of Padre Giovanni was to some extent incorrect. The old man had misunderstood the message given to him, and represented the fleet as being in the offing, whereas it had not at that time left England.

The caution, however, was useful, inasmuch as it put the British consul on his guard.

It was at the end of one of the Mohammedan festivals when the news reached the Deys ears. He was engaged at the time in celebrating the festival, surrounded by his courtiers and those of the consuls who chanced to be in favour. The tribute due by Denmark and Spain not having been paid, their respective representatives were not present, and the Dey was debating in his mind the propriety of sending them to work in irons with the slaves.

Among other entertainments there was a wrestling match about to take place in the skiffa of the palace. Before proceeding to the skiffa, Omar had shown his guests his menagerie, which contained some remarkably fine specimens of the black-maned lion, with a variety of panthers, jackals, monkeys, and other animals. This was rather a trying ordeal for the nerves of the timid, because the animals were not in cages, being merely fastened by ropes to rings in the walls  all save one, called the Spaniard, who was exhibited as the roarer of the tribe, and had to be stirred up to partial madness occasionally to show his powers of lung; he was therefore prudently kept in a wooden cage.

Entering the skiffa, the Dey took his seat on a throne, and ordered the wrestlers to begin.

In the centre of the court was a pile of sawdust, surmounted by a flag. At a given signal two naked and well-oiled Moors of magnificent proportions rushed into the court and scattered the sawdust on the floor, after which they seized each other round their waists, and began an exciting struggle, which ended after a few minutes in one  of them being thrown. Another champion then came forward, and the scene was repeated several times, until one came off the conqueror, and obtained from the Dey a purse of gold as his reward. The unsuccessful athletes were consoled by having a handful of silver thrown into the arena to be scrambled for. It seemed as if more enjoyment was got by the spectators from the scramble than from the previous combats. After this a quantity of food was thrown to the athletes, for which another scramble ensued.

In the midst of this scene an officer of the palace was observed to whisper in the ear of the Dey, who rose immediately and left the skiffa, bringing the amusements to an abrupt close.

Thus was sounded the first clap of the thunder storm which was about to descend on the city.

The effect of it was great, and, to some of the actors in our tale, most important.

All the executions of slaves which had been ordered to take place were countermanded, except in the cases of one or two who had rendered themselves particularly obnoxious, and a few others who were unfit for labour. This was done because Omar determined to put forth all his available power to render the fortifications of the place as strong as possible. All the slaves were therefore set to work on them, but those who had been under sentence of death were kept from too great a rebound of spirits at the reprieve, by being told that the moment the work was finished their respective punishments should be inflicted. Our poor friend Mariano was thus assailed by the horrible thought, while working at the blocks of concrete, which he mixed from morning till night, that in one such block he should ere long find a living tomb.

We need scarcely add that the thought drove him to desperation; but, poor fellow, he had by that time learned that the violence of despair could achieve nothing in the case of one on whose limbs heavy irons were riveted, and whose frame was beginning to break down under the protracted and repeated tortures to which it had been exposed.

Ah! how many wretched men had learned the same bitter lesson in the same accursed city in days gone by  whose groans and cries, though unrecorded by the pen of man, have certainly been inscribed in the book of Gods remembrance, and shall yet be brought into a brighter light than that of terrestrial day!

Omar Dey was a man of energy and decision. The instant it became known to him that England was at last stirred up to resent the insults which had been heaped upon her and other nations by the Algerines, he set about making preparations for defence on the vastest possible scale.

It was a sight worth seeing  though we cannot afford space to describe it in detail  the hundreds of camels, horses, mules, and donkeys that trooped daily into the city with provisions and matériel of every kind; the thousands of Arabs who by command flocked in from the surrounding country to defend the city, and the hundreds of Christian captives who, collected from the quarries, as well as from the fields, gardens, and stables of their respective owners, were made to swarm like bees upon the already formidable walls.

Some of the slaves were fettered; most of them, having been tamed, were free. Some were strong, others were weak, not a few were dying, but all were made to work and toil day and night, with just sufficient rest to enable them to resume labour each morning. It was a woeful sight! A sight which for centuries had been before the eyes of European statesmen, but European statesmen had preferred that European peoples should go on cutting each others throats, and increasing their national debts, rather than use their power and wealth to set their captive brethren free; and it was not until the nineteenth century that England, the great redresser of wrongs, put forth her strong hand to crush the Pirate City.

While these busy preparations were going on, a terrible gale arose, which did a good deal of damage to the harbour and shipping of Algiers, and, among other peculiar side-influences, inscribed the name of the French consul in the Deys black book. Indeed, nearly all the consuls had their place in that book now, for Omar had been chafed by the cloud of little worries that surrounded him, not having been long enough on the throne to regard such with statesman-like equanimity.

The gale referred to had the effect of driving several Moorish vessels close under the walls of the town, just in front of the mosque Djama Djedid. During its progress a French privateer, (in other words, a licensed pirate!) which chanced to be in port at the time, unintentionally fouled a Moorish vessel, and sank it.

Next day a divan was held, at which Omar demanded payment of the French consul. Not feeling himself bound to pay for the misdeeds of a privateer, the consul refused, whereupon the privateer was seized, and all her crew sent in chains to work at the fortifications.

It chanced, about the same time, that news came of an English frigate having seized an Algerine vessel, and carried her off to Gibraltar. This sent Colonel Langley still deeper into Omars black book, so that he felt himself and family to be in great danger of being also put in chains and sent to the Marina, if not worse. He therefore hastened the secret packing of his valuables, intending to avail himself of the first opportunity that should offer of leaving the city.

Such an opportunity soon occurred, at least so thought the consul, in the arrival of the Prometheus, a British war-vessel of 18 guns, but Colonel Langley found, as many have discovered before him, that there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip, for the Dey suddenly took a high position, and absolutely refused to allow the British consul to depart.

Captain Dashwood, the commander of the Prometheus, on his first interview with the Dey, saw that there was no chance whatever of getting off the consul by fair means, for Omar treated him with studied hauteur and insolence.

I know perfectly well, said he, at the conclusion of the conference, that your fleet, which report tells me has already left England, is destined for Algiers. Is it not so?

I have no official information, your highness, replied Captain Dashwood. If you have received such news, you know as much as I do, and probably from the same source  the public prints.

From whence I have it is a matter of no moment, returned the Dey, as he abruptly closed the conference.

Immediately after, Captain Dashwood informed the consul of his intention of sending a boat ashore next morning, with the ostensible motive of making final proposals to the Dey, but really for the purpose of carrying out his plans, which he related in detail.

Accordingly, next morning, the captain proceeded to the palace, and kept the Dey in complimentary converse as long as was possible with a man of such brusque and impatient temperament.

While thus engaged, several of the men and midshipmen of the Prometheus proceeded to the consuls house. They did so in separate detachments, and some of them returned once or twice to the boat, as if for some small things that had been forgotten, thus confusing the guards as to the numbers of those who had landed.

When Captain Dashwood again returned to his boat there were two more midshipmen in it than the number that had left his ship  one being the consuls wife, the other his daughter Agnes! Master Jim, however, had been left behind, owing to the arrangements not having been sufficient to meet his requirements. Poor Mrs Langley had left him with agonised self-reproach, on being assured that he should be fetched off on the morrow. Colonel Langley was of course obliged to remain with him.

When the morrow came another boat was sent ashore with baskets for provisions. One of these baskets was taken to the consuls house. It was in charge of the surgeon of the ship, as Master Jim required the services of a professional gentleman on the occasion.

All went well at first. The boat was manned by several men and midshipmen, who went innocently to market to purchase provisions. The surgeon, a remarkably cool and self-possessed individual, went to the consuls house, with a Jack-tar  equally cool and self-possessed  carrying the basket.

Now then, lets see how smartly we can do it, said the surgeon, on entering Colonel Langleys nursery. Is your child tractable?

Very much the reverse, replied the Colonel, with a smile.

Umph! cant be helped.  Set down the basket, my man, and come and hold him.

Now the Zaharian Zubby, not having been let into the secret of the mysterious proceedings that followed, became a source of unexpected danger and annoyance to the surgeon and his friends. She watched the former with some interest, while he mixed a small powder in the family medicine-glass, and when he advanced with it to Master Jim, her large eyes dilated so that the amount of white formed an absolutely appalling contrast with her ebony visage. But when she saw Master Jim decline the draught with his wonted decision of character, thereby rendering it necessary for the nautical man to put powerful restraint on his struggling limbs, and to hold his nose while the surgeon forced open his mouth and poured the contents of the family glass down his throat, and when, in addition to all this, she beheld Colonel Langley standing calmly by with an air of comparative indifference while this hideous cruelty was being practised on his son and heir, her warm heart could stand no more. Uttering a series of wild shrieks, she ran at the nautical man, scored his face down with her ten fingers, seized the choking Jim in her arms, and thrust her fore-finger down his little throat with the humane view of enabling him to part with the nauseous draught which he had been compelled to swallow.

Master Jim had convulsed himself twice, and had actually got rid of a little of the draught, before the surgeon could recover him from the irate negress.

I hope he hasnt lost much of it, remarked the surgeon, looking anxiously at the howling boy as he held him fast. I brought only one dose of the drug, but we shall see in a few minutes.  Do stop the noise of that screeching imp of blackness, he added, turning a look of anger on Zubby, whose grief was, like her mirth, obstreperous.

I wish as some un had pared her nails afore I comed here, growled the nautical man.

Hush, Zubby, said Colonel Langley, taking the girl kindly by the arm; we are doing Jim no harm; youll bring the janissaries in to see who is being murdered if you go on so  hush!

But Zubby would not hush; the Colonel therefore called his black cook and handed her over to him  who, being a fellow-countryman, and knowing what a Zaharian frame could endure, carried her into an adjoining room and quietly choked her.

Hes going  all right, said the surgeon, with a look and nod of satisfaction, as the child, lying in the nautical mans arms, dropt suddenly into a profound slumber.

Now, we will pack him.  Stay, has he a cloak or shawl of any kind? said the surgeon, looking round.

Zubby alone knows where his mysterious wardrobe is to be found, replied the Colonel.

Then let the creature find it, cried the surgeon impatiently; we have no time to lose.

Zubby was brought back and told to wrap her treasure in something warm, which she willingly did, under the impression that she was about to be ordered to take him out for a walk, but the tears which still bedimmed her eyes, coupled with agitation, caused her to perform her wonted duty clumsily, and to stick a variety of pins in various unnecessary places. She was then sent to the kitchen with some trivial message to the cook.

While she was away, Master Jim was packed in the bottom of the vegetable basket, and a quantity of cabbages, cauliflowers, etcetera, were placed above him. The basket was given to the nautical man to carry. Then the surgeon and the consul went out arm-in-arm, followed by two midshipmen, who were in attendance in the hall. Robinson  so the nautical man was named  brought up the rear.

They proceeded along the street Bab-el-Oued for some distance, and then, passing the mosque near the slave-market, descended the street that led to the Marina, and the place where the boat of the Prometheus lay in waiting.

The consul and surgeon affected to talk and laugh lightly as they approached the gate, and were permitted to pass, the guard supposing, no doubt, that the British consul was exercising his wonted civility in conducting his friends down to their boat. But fate, in the form of Zubby, was unfavourable to them. Either that loving damsels finger had been more effective than was at first supposed, or the pins were operating with unwonted pungency, but certain it is, that just as Mr Robinson was passing under the gateway, Master Jim awoke from his profound slumber. Feeling, although not naturally dyspeptic, that the cabbages weighed heavy on his stomach, he set up such a howl, and struck out so violently, that the lid of the basket was forced up, and sundry vegetables rolled before the eyes of the astonished Turks.

Of course Master Jim and his bearer were taken prisoners, but the evil did not stop here, for the officer of the guard at once ordered the arrest of the consul himself, as well as the surgeon, the midshipmen, and the boats crew of the Prometheus, and the whole were thrust into the dungeons of the common prison  the consul, by special order of the Dey, being loaded with iron fetters.

The dismay of poor Mrs Langley and Agnes when they heard of the fate of the consul and his child may be imagined. It was however mitigated in some degree when, next morning, a boat came off to the Prometheus containing Master Jim himself, in charge of the faithful Zubby!

Whether it was that Omar deemed the child a useless encumbrance or a valueless article, or was visited by one of those touches of compunction which are well-known to assail at times the breasts of even the worst of pirates, we cannot tell; but no such clemency was extended to Jims father. The Dey positively refused either to give him up or to promise his personal safety, nor would he listen to a word respecting the officers and men whom he had seized.

This was the news with which Captain Dashwood left Algiers, and which, some days later, he delivered to Lord Exmouth, when he met the British fleet on its way to the city, with the view of bringing the pirates to their senses.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Coming Struggle looms on the Horizon.

The barbarians of Barbary had roused the wrath of England to an extreme pitch in consequence of a deed which did not, indeed, much excel their wonted atrocities, but which, being on a large scale, and very public, had attracted unusual attention  all the more that, about the same time, the European nations, having killed as many of each other as they thought advisable for that time, were comparatively set free to attend to so-called minor affairs.

The deed referred to was to the effect that on the 23rd of May 1816 the crews of the coral fishing-boats at Bona  about 200 miles eastward of Algiers  landed to attend mass on Ascension Day. They were attacked, without a shadow of reason or provocation, by Turkish troops, and massacred in cold blood.

Previous to this Lord Exmouth had been on the Barbary coast making treaties with these corsairs, in which he had been to some extent successful. He had obtained the liberation of all Ionian slaves, these having become, by political arrangement, British subjects; and having been allowed to make peace for any of the Mediterranean states that would authorise him to do so  it being well-known that they could do nothing for themselves,  he arranged terms of peace with the Algerines for Sardinia and Naples, though part of the treaty was that Naples should pay a ransom of 100 pounds head for each slave freed by the pirates, and Sardinia 60 pounds. Thinking it highly probable that he should ere long have to fight the Algerines, Lord Exmouth had sent Captain Warde of the Banterer to Algiers to take mental plans of the town and its defences, which that gallant officer did most creditably, thereby greatly contributing to the success of future operations. By a curious mistake of the interpreter at Tunis, instead of the desire being expressed that slavery should be abolished, England was made to demand that this should be done, and the alarmed Tunisians agreed to it. Taking the hint, Lord Exmouth made the same demand at Tripoli, with similar result. At Algiers, however, his demands were refused, and himself insulted. Returning to England in some uncertainty as to how his conduct would be regarded  for in thus demanding, instead of desiring, the liberation of slaves, he had acted on his own responsibility,  he found the country agitated by the news of the Bona massacre, of which at that time he had not heard.

The demands, therefore, which he had made with some misgiving, were now highly approved, and it was resolved that they should be repeated to the barbarians in the thunder of artillery.

A member of the House of Commons, stirred to indignation by the news from Bona, got up and moved for copies of Lord Exmouths treaties with Algiers for Naples and Sardinia, and all correspondence connected therewith. He strongly condemned the principle of treating at all with states which presumed to hold their captives up to ransom, as by so doing virtual acknowledgment was made that these pirates had a right to commit their outrages. He was given to understand, he said, that the Dey, pressed by dissatisfied Algerines for limiting their sphere of plunder, had pacified them by assuring them that a wide field of plunder was still left! Treaties of peace made with them by some states had only the effect of turning their piracies into other channels, as was already beginning to be felt by the Roman states. He then described the wretched condition of the slaves. He cited one instance, namely, that out of three hundred slaves fifty had died from bad treatment on the day of their arrival, and seventy more during the first fortnight. The rest were allowed only one pound of black bread per day, and were at all times subject to the lash of their brutal captors  neither age nor sex being respected. One Neapolitan lady of distinction, he said, had been carried off by these corsairs, with eight children, two of whom had died, and she had been seen but a short time ago by a British officer in the thirteenth year of her captivity. These things were not exaggerations, they were sober truths; and he held that the toleration of such a state of things was a discredit to humanity, and a foul blot upon the fame of civilised nations. It is refreshing to hear men speak the truth, and call things by their right names, in plain language like this!

The House and the country were ripe for action. An animated debate followed. It was unanimously agreed that the barbarians should be compelled to cease their evil practices, and Lord Exmouths conduct was not only approved, but himself was appointed to accomplish the duty of taming the Turks.

A better or bolder sea-lion could not have been found to take charge of Old Englands wooden walls on this occasion  ironclads being then unknown. He was a disciple of the great Nelson, and a well-tried sea-warrior of forty years standing. He went to work with the energy and promptitude of a true-blue British tar, and, knowing well what to do, resolved to do it in his own way.

Many naval officers considered the fortifications of Algiers impregnable. Having seen and studied them, Lord Exmouth thought otherwise. Lord Nelson, founding probably on erroneous information, and not having seen the place, had said that twenty-five line-of-battle ships would be necessary to subdue it. Our Admiral, with Captain Wardes correct plan in his pocket, knew that there was not room for even half that number of ships to be laid alongside the town. The Admiralty strongly urged him to take a powerful fleet. Lord Exmouth agreed to that, but decided that it should be a small one. To the surprise of their Lordships he fixed on five liners, with a few smaller craft, as a sufficient number for the work he had to do. He said  

If they open fire when the ships are coming up and cripple our masts, we shall have some difficulty, perhaps, and the loss will no doubt be greater, but if they allow us to take our stations, I am sure of them, for I know that nothing can resist a line-of-battle ships fire.

It was usually thought by naval men that a ship could not be thoroughly effective until she had been a considerable time in commission. Doubtless the thought was correct, and founded on experience; nevertheless, Lord Exmouth proved himself an exception to ordinary naval rulers. He commissioned, fitted, and manned a fleet, and fought and won a great battle within the incredibly brief space of two months! But more of that hereafter.

Meanwhile the pirates prepared briskly for the coming struggle, and wrought hard at the batteries, while Christian slaves swarmed and toiled night and day on the ramparts of Algiers.




Chapter Twenty Six.

In which Rais Ali and Ted Flaggan play a Vigorous Part.

When Colonel Langleys star descended, as has been described, his household was, of course, scattered to the winds. Those who were slaves, meekly  or otherwise  awaited their orders, which were various, according to their condition. Some of them were sent to toil at the fortifications, others to carry material into the town. Those who were free betook themselves to their kindred, and their favourite employments. A few members of the household joined the army of defence.

Among these latter was our friend Rais Ali, who, being a Moor, and having been a pirate, and still being young and strong, was deemed a fit subject to defend his hearth and home.

His hearth, by the way, was defended pretty well by the Moorish lady whom we introduced at the beginning of this volume, with the able assistance of a small negro whom Rais had purchased for a few shillings in the slave-market.

It must not be supposed that Rais Ali was a willing defender of his home. If he could have delegated that duty to others, he would have preferred it. Had it been possible for him to have retired into a distant part of the Zahara, and there dwelt at ease, while daily telegrams were forwarded to him of the progress of events, he would have considered himself supremely happy; but such was not his fortune, and, being of a philosophical turn of mind, he wisely succumbed to the inevitable.

It was so fated that Rais Ali was ordered to serve as a gunner at the Fish Market battery, just in front of the mosque Djama Djedid. Bravely did our interpreter proceed daily to his duties, and intensely did he hope that there might never be any occasion for his services.

But whatever fate might decree for him, Rais Ali had a peculiar knack of decreeing a few things for himself which neither fate nor anything else appeared to be able to deprive him of. One of these decrees was that, come what might, he should have his morning cup of coffee; another, that he should have a daily shave; a third, that he should have a bath at least once a week.

As one of the occasions on which he fulfilled his destiny and carried out his own fatal decrees bears on our tale, we will follow him.

Having begun the day, at a very early hour, with his cup of coffee, he proceeded in a leisurely way to a certain street in the town where was kept a Turkish bath. This was not an Anglified Turkish bath, good reader, but a real one; not an imitation, but the actual thing itself fresh from Turkey, managed by Turks, or Moors who were at least half Turks, and conducted in accordance with the strictest rules of Turkish etiquette.

Approaching the door of the bath, he observed a tall dignified and very powerful Arab sauntering in front of it.

Rais Ali seemed troubled by the sight of him, paused, advanced, halted, and again advanced, until the tall Arab, catching sight of him, stalked forward with solemn dignity and held out his hand.

What for yoo comes here? demanded Rais rather testily.

The tall Moor slowly bent his hooded head and whispered in his ear Faix, its more than I rightly know mesilf.

Yoos mad, said Rais, drawing the tall Arab into the porch of the bath, where they could avoid the observation of passers-by. Did not I tell yoo for to keep close?

So ye did, Rais Ally, said Ted Flaggan, for it was he, and its close I kep as long as I cud, which was aisy enough, seeing that ye brought me purvisions so riglar  like a good feller as ye are; but body o me, man, I cudnt live in a cave all me lone for iver, an I got tired o lookin out for that British fleet that niver comes, so I says to mesilf wan fine evenin, Go out, Ted me boy, an have a swim in the say  itll do ee good, and theres not much chance of any wan troublin ye here. No sooner said than done. Out I wint round beyont the Pint Pescade, an off wid me close an into the say. Och! but it was plisint! Well, just as I was coming out, who should I see on the rocks above me but a big thief of an Arab? I knew at wance that if I was to putt on close hed guess, maybe, who I was, so I came out o the wather an ran straight at him naked  meanin to frighten him away like. An sure enough he tuk to his heels like a Munster pig. I dont know how it is, but I have always had a strong turn for huntin. From the time whin I was a small gosoon runnin after the pigs an cats, Ive bin apt to give chase to anything that runned away from me, an to forgit myself. So it was now. After the Arab I wint, neck an crop, an away he wint like the wind, flingin off his burnous as he ran; but I was light, bein naked, dye see, an soon overhauled him. For a starn-chase it was the shortest I remember. When I came up wid him I made a grab at his head, an his hake  is that what ye calls it?  comed away in me hand, leaving his shaved head open to view, wid the tuft o hair on the top of it.

I laughed to that extint at this that he got away from me, so I gave him a finishin Irish howl, by way o making him kape the pace goin, an thin stopped and putt on the hake. By and by I comes to where the burnous was, and putts it on too, an faix, ye couldnt have towld me from an Arab, for the bare legs an feet and arms was all right, only just a taste over light in colour, dee see? Thinks I to mesilf, Ted, me boy, ye cudnt do better than remain as ye are. Wid a little brown dirt on yer face an limbs, yer own mother wouldnt know ye. An troth, Rais, I did it; an whin I lucked at mesilf in a smooth pool on the baich, it was for all the world as if somebody else was luckin at me. To be short wid ye, Ive bin wanderin about the country for the last three or four days quite free an aisy.

Nobody see yoo? asked Rais in great surprise.

Och! lots o people, but few of em tuk a fancy to spake to me, an whin they did I shuck me head, an touched me lips, so they thought I was dumb.

But why you comes to town? asked Rais Ali, in a remonstrative tone.

Just bekaise Im hungry, replied the seaman, with a smile. Ye see, Ally Babby, the gale of day before yesterday sint a breaker into the cave that washed away all the purvisions ye brought me last, so it was aither come here and look for ee or starve  for the British fleet has apparently changed its mind, and aint goin to come here after all. I meant to go drec to yer house, but knowin yer fondness for baths, and rememberin that this was yer day, I thought it betther to cruise about here till you hove in sight.

While Ted Flaggan was relating all this, his friends countenance expressed alternately doubt, disapproval, anxiety, amusement, and perplexity.

When he had finished, Rais informed him that instead of the fleet having changed its mind, there was great probability of its sudden appearance at any moment. He also mentioned the arrest of the British consul and the boats crew of the Prometheus, and explained that the most energetic measures were being taken to place the city in a state of defence.

Oho! exclaimed Flaggan, in a low tone, that clears up wan or two things thats been puzzlin me. Ive bin thinkin that the ship I saw lave the port was British, but the weather bein thick I cudnt quite make out her colours. Then, Ive been sore perplexed to account for the flocks of armed Arabs that have bin steerin into the town of late, an whin I passed the gates this mornin I was troubled too, to make out what was all the bustle about. Its all clare as ditch-wather now.  But whats to be done with me, Rais? for if the cownsl an the British ginrally are in limbo, its a bad look-out for Ted Flaggan, seein that Im on the black list already.

Rais Ali appeared to ponder the case for a few seconds.

Come an have one bath, he said, with sudden animation; after that we go brikfast togidder.

Av we cud brikfust fust, Ally Babby, it would be plisinter, returned the hungry seaman; but, I say, I dursnt go into the bath, cause what would they think of a man wid dark-brown arms, legs, an face, an a pink body? Sure, theyd take me for a spy or a madman, an hand me over to the pleece!

Wash here, fust, said Rais, leading his friend to a small fountain in a retired angle of the court. Ebbery body here too bizzy joyin theirselfs to look to yoo. An des corner dark. Me stan tween you an dem.

But who ever heard of a white Moor? objected Ted.

Oh, lots of em alf-castes, almost white as you, said Rais.

But I aint got a shaved skull with a top knot, returned the seaman, still objecting.

Nebber mind; sailors of France, Denmark, an odder places what hav consuls here, when waitin for ship carry dem home comes here for fun

Ay, but they dont come disguised as Moors, said Flaggan, and I niver was inside a Turkish bath before. Dont know more nor a child what to do.

Yoo don go in bath dressed  go naked, returned Rais, growing impatient. Do noting in bath, only let em do what dey pleases to yoo.

Very good, plaze yersilf, Ally Babby, said Ted, resignedly plunging his arms into the cistern; only remimber, I give ye fair warnin, av the spalpeens attempts to take me prisoner, Ill let fly into their breadbaskets right an left, an clear out into the street, naked or clothed, no matter which,  for Ive said it wance, an I means to stick to it, theyll niver take Ted Flaggan alive.

All right, returned Rais Ali, yoo wash yours faces an holds your tongue.

After removing as much as possible of the brown earth from his visage and limbs, the seaman drew the hood of his burnous well over his face, and  having assiduously studied the gait of Moors  strode with Oriental dignity into the outer court, or apartment, of the bath, followed his friend into an unoccupied corner and proceeded to undress.

Musha! its like a house-full of Turkish corpses, whispered Ted as he surveyed the recumbent figures in white around him.

There were some differences between this genuine Turkish bath and our British imitation of it which merit notice.

The court or hall in which the friends unrobed served the purpose of a drying-chamber as well as a dressing-room. Hence those bathers who entered to commence the operation of undressing had to pass between rows of the men who had gone through the bath, and were being gradually cooled down. They were all swathed from head to foot in white sheets, with large towels or pieces of linen tied turban-fashion round their heads, and as they lay perfectly straight and still, their resemblance to Turkish corpses was disagreeably strong. This idea was still further carried out in consequence of the abominable smell which pervaded the place, for Algerines were at that time utterly indifferent to cleanliness in their baths. Indeed, we may add, from personal experience, that they are no better at the present time than they were then! A few of the corpses, however, possessed sufficient life to enable them to smoke and sip tea or coffee.

This outer court was the immediate vestibule to the bath, or stewing-room  if we may be allowed the name. There was no passing, as with us, from a private undressing-box, through a mild cooling room, and thence into the hot and the hottest rooms. The Moors were bold, hardy fellows. The step was at once made from the cooling into the hot room, or bath, and in taking the step it was necessary to pass over one of the open sewers of the town  to judge from the smell thereof. But this last was a mere accidental circumstance connected with the bath, not an essential part of it. Thus it will be seen there were but two apartments in the establishment, with an outer lobby.

When the two friends had unrobed and wrapped a piece of striped calico round their loins, they were led by a young Moor in similar costume towards the stewing-room.

Don be frighted, whispered Rais Ali; its pretty hottish.

Ill try to be aisy, replied the seaman with a quiet smile, an av I cant be aisy Ill be as aisy as I can.

Although he treated the idea of being frightened with something of contempt, he was constrained to admit to himself that he was powerfully surprised when he stepped suddenly into a chamber heated to an extent that seemed equal to a bakers oven.

The apartment was octagonal, and very high, with a dome-shaped roof, from which it was dimly lighted by four small and very dirty windows. Water trickled down the dirty dark-brown walls; water and soap-suds floated over the dirty marble floor. In the centre of the floor was a mass of masonry about three feet high and seven feet square. This was the core of the room, as it were  part of the heating apparatus. It was covered with smooth slabs of stone, on which there was no covering of any kind. There is no knowing how much lurid smoke and fire rolled beneath this giant stone ottoman.

It chanced that only two men were in the place at the time. They had advanced to a certain stage of the process, and were enjoying themselves, apparently lifeless, and in sprawling attitudes, on the hot sloppy floor. The attendant of one had left him for a time. The attendant of the other was lying not far from his temporary owner, sound asleep. One of the Moors was very short and fat, the other tail and unusually thin; both had top-tufts of hair on their shaven crowns, and both would have looked supremely ridiculous if it had not been for the horrible resemblance they bore to men who had been roasted alive on the hot ottoman, and flung carelessly aside to die by slow degrees.

Do as I doos, said Rais to Flaggan, as he stretched himself on his back on the ottoman.

Surely, acquiesced Ted, with a gasp, for he was beginning to feel the place rather suffocating. He would not have minded the heat so much, he thought, if there had only been a little fresh air!

Rais Alis bath-attendant lay down on the slab beside him. Flaggans attendant looked at him with a smile, and pointed to the ottoman.

Och, surely, said Ted again, as he sat down. Instantly he leaped up with a subdued howl.

Wy, what wrong? asked Rais, looking up.

Its red-hot, replied Flaggan, rubbing himself.

Nonsense! returned Rais; you lie down queek. Soon git use to him. Always feel hottish at fust.

Resolved not to be beaten, the unfortunate Irishman sat down again, and again started up, but, feeling ashamed, suddenly flung himself flat on his back, held his breath, and ground his teeth together. He thought of gridirons; he thought of the rack; he thought of purgatory; he thought of the propriety of starting up and of tearing limb from limb the attendant, who, with a quiet smile, lay down beside him and shut his eyes; he thought of the impossibility of bearing it an instant longer; and then he suddenly thought that it felt a little easier. From this point he began to experience sensations that were slightly pleasurable, and a profuse perspiration broke out over his whole body.

Evidently his attendant was accustomed to deal occasionally with white men, for he watched his huge charge out of the corner of a wicked eye for some time. Seeing, however, that he lay still, the fellow went off into a peaceful slumber.

Tis an amazin place intirely, observed Ted, who felt inclined to talk as he began to enjoy himself. If it wasnt so dirty that an Irish pig of proper breedin would object to come into it, Id say it was raither agreeable.

Rais Ali being in the height of enjoyment, declined to answer, but the seamans active mind was soon furnished with food for contemplation, when one of the attendants entered and quietly began, to all appearance, to put the tall thin Moor to the torture.

Have I to go through that? thought Flaggan; well, well, niver say die, owld boy, its wan comfort that Im biggish, an uncommon tough.

It would be tedious to prolong the description of the Irishmans bathe that morning. Suffice it to say that, after he had lain on the ottoman long enough to feel as if the greater part of him had melted away, he awoke his attendant, who led him into a corner, laid him on the sloppy floor, and subjected him to a series of surprises. He first laid Teds head on his naked thigh, and rubbed his face and neck tenderly, as though he had been an only son; he then straightened his limbs and baked them as though he had been trained to knead men into loaves from infancy; after that he turned him on his back and on his face; punched and pinched and twisted him; he drenched him with hot water, and soused him with soap-suds from head to foot, face and all, until the stout mariner resembled a huge mass of his native sea-foam; he stuck his hair up on end, and scratched his head with his ten nails; and tweaked his nose, and pulled his fingers and toes till they cracked again!

All this Ted Flaggan, being tough, bore with passing fortitude, frequently saying to the Moor, internally, for soap forbade the opening of his lips  

Go ahead, me lad, an do yer worst!

But although his tormentor utterly failed to move him by fair means, he knew of a foul method which proved successful. He crossed Teds arms over his breast, and attempted to draw them as far over as possible, with the view, apparently, of tying them into a knot.

Pull away, me hearty! thought Flaggan, purposely making himself as limp as possible.

The Moor did pull; and while his victims arms were stretched across each other to the uttermost, he suddenly fell upon them, thereby almost forcing the shoulder-joints out of their sockets.

Och! ye spalpeen! shouted Ted, flinging him off as if he had been a feather. Then, sinking back, he added, Come on; youll not ketch me slaipin again, me honey!

The amused Moor accepted the invitation, and returned to the charge. He punched him, baked him, boxed him, and battered him, and finally, drenching him with ice-cold water, swathed him in a sheet, twisted a white turban on his head, and turned him out like a piece of brand-new furniture, highly polished, into the drying-room.

How yoos like it? asked Rais Ali, as they lay in the Turkish-corpse stage of the process, calmly sipping tea.

Its plisnt, replied Ted, uncommon plisnt, but raither surprisin.

Ha, responded Rais.

At this point their attention was turned to the little fat Moor who had been their fellow-bather, and to whom Ted in his undivided attention to the thin Moor had paid little regard.

Musha! whispered Ted, its the capting of the port.

The captain of the port it was, and if that individual had known who it was that lay cooling within a few yards of him, he would probably have brought our nautical heros days to a speedy termination. But although he had seen Ted Flaggan frequently under the aspect of a British seaman, he had never before seen him in the character of a half-boiled Moor. Besides, having been thoroughly engrossed and lost in the enjoyment of his own bath, he had paid no attention to those around him.

Turn yoos face well to de wall, whispered Rais Ali. He great hass; hims no see yoo.

Great hass, indade; hes not half such a hass as I am for comin in here, muttered the sailor, as he huddled on his Arab garments, keeping his face carefully turned away from the captain of the port, who lay with his eyes shut in a state of dreamy enjoyment.

In a few minutes the two friends paid for their bath, and went out.

I feels for all the world like a bird or a balloon, said Ted, as his companion hurried him along; if I dont git some ballast soon in the shape o grub, Ill float away intirely.

Rais Ali made no reply, but turned into a bakers shop, where he purchased two rolls. Then hurrying on down several narrow streets, the houses of which met overhead, and excluded much of the light of day, he turned into a small Moorish coffee-house, which at first seemed to the sailor to be absolutely dark, but in a few minutes his eyes became accustomed to it, and he saw that there were several other customers present.

They were nearly all in Arab costume, and sat cross-legged on two benches which ran down either side of the narrow room. Each smoked a long pipe, and sipped black coffee out of a very diminutive cup, while the host, a half negro, stood beside a charcoal fire, in the darkness of the far interior, attending to an array of miniature tin coffee-pots, which exactly matched the cups in size. A young Moor, with a red fez, sat twanging a little guitar, the body of which was half a cocoa-nut, covered with parchment.

This musician produced very dismal tones from its two strings, but the Arabs seemed content, and sat in silent, not to say dignified, enjoyment of it.

Eat away now, whispered Rais to Flaggan, as they entered cross yoo legs, look solemn, an hold yoos tongue. Me goes git shave.

Obedient to instructions  as British seamen always are  Ted took his place on one of the narrow benches, and, crossing his legs à la Turk, began with real zest to eat the rolls which his friend had provided for him, and to sip the cup, or thimbleful, of coffee which mine host silently, by order of the same friend, placed at his side.

Meanwhile, Rais Ali submitted himself to the hands of the host, who was also a barber, and had his head and face shaved without soap  though a little cold water was used.

During this operation a boy ran hastily into the café and made an announcement in Arabic, which had the surprising effect of startling the Arabs into undignified haste, and induced Rais Ali to overturn his coffee on the barbers naked feet, while he seized a towel and dried himself violently.

Whats to do, old feller? demanded Flaggan, with a huge bite of bread almost stopping up his mouth.

De British fleet am in sight! shrieked Rais Ali.

Ye dont mean that? cried Ted, in his turn becoming excited. Then its time that I was out o the city!

Yis, away! go to yous cave! Only death for Breetish in Algiers  off! away!

The Moor dashed out and hastened to his post on the ramparts, while Ted Flaggan, drawing his burnous well round him, made straight for the northern gate of the town, casting an uneasy glance at his now white legs, of which at least the ankles and beginning of the brawny calves were visible. We use the term white out of courtesy, and in reference to the distinct difference between the bold seamans limbs and those of the brown-skinned Arabs. In reality they were of a very questionable neutral tint, and covered with a large quantity of hair.

Their appearance, however, signified little, for by that time the whole town was in an uproar of active preparation and excitement.

Men of various colours  black, brown, and yellow, with every intermediate shade, and in many different garbs  were hastening to the ramparts, while anxious women of the lower orders, and frightened children, were rushing to and fro, either engaged in some duties connected with the defence, or simply relieving their feelings by violent action: while bodies of janissaries were hastening to their various stations, or came trooping in from all the outposts of the surrounding country.

In the midst of such confusion our tall Arab attracted no notice. He passed through the streets unmolested, and out at the Bab-el-Oued gate unchallenged.

It was little more than daybreak at the time, for Arabs are early risers at all times, and on the present occasion they had reason to be earlier than usual.

The moment our tar caught sight of the sea, his heart gave a wild bound of exultation, for on the horizon appeared a few white specks, like sea-mews, which he now knew to be the British fleet.

Without any definite intention as to what he meant to do, Flaggan sped along the road leading to his cave at Point Pescade, his chief feeling being a strong desire to get out of the sight of natives, that he might meditate alone on his future movements, which he felt must be prompt and decisive.

Before quite reaching his destination fortune favoured him. Coming round a rocky point of the coast, he observed a boat with one man in it rowing close inshore.

Thatll do, whispered Ted to himself, as he went behind a rock and hastily smeared his face and limbs with earth.

When the boat approached he went to the edge of the sea and made signs to the fisherman, for such he was, to approach, at the same time pretending to take something out of a wallet at his side, to which he pointed with eager interest, as though he had something important to say about it.

The man lay on his oars a moment, and then pulled in, but cautiously, for he suspected the stranger. When within about four or five yards of the rocks the man again stopped.

Arrah come on, wont ee? exclaimed the impatient Irishman, gesticulating wildly.

The fisherman had evidently seen and heard enough, for he at once dipped his oars with the intention of rowing off, when Ted made a sudden spring, and went with a heavy plunge into the water within a yard of the boat, which was a very small one.

Unfortunately for the fisherman, instead of pulling away he raised an oar with the intention of striking Flaggan when he should rise. It was a fatal mistake. He did indeed strike him, and on the head too; but that was the most invulnerable part of the Irishmans body. Ted grasped the oar, caught the gunwale of the boat, and in a moment overturned it and its occupant on his shoulders.

Diving clear, he rose and watched for his adversary. The man also rose a moment later, and Ted, who was a splendid swimmer, went at him like a small steamboat, caught him by the neck, and half throttled him; then dragging him ashore, untwisted his turban, and therewith tied his arms and legs fast, after which he carried him into a small cave near at hand, and left him to his meditations.

This accomplished, he returned to the little boat, swam off and righted her, baled her out, shipped the oars, and rowed straight out to sea.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Describes the Bombardment of Algiers.

When the British fleet bore down on Algiers on the morning of the 27th of August 1816, there was barely sufficient wind to carry it within sight of the town. While lying becalmed in the Queen Charlotte, Lord Exmouth sent in a boat and a flag of truce with the terms dictated by England, and a demand for the immediate release of the consul and the officers and men belonging to the Prometheus.

About the same time a small boat was observed by those on board the fleet to put off from the shore to the northward, which, pulling right across the town, made straight for the flag-ship. It was manned by a solitary rower, who, as he drew near, was recognised by his costume to be an Arab.

A four-oared boat shot out from the mole-head as if to intercept this solitary rower, and a short but inspiriting chase ensued. It was seen that at first the Arab paid no attention whatever to the boat in pursuit, but kept up the slow regular stroke of one who felt quite unconcerned and at his ease. The boat in chase overhauled it fast, and when within shout a gunshot the Turk in the stern stood up and hailed the Arab in stern, angry tones, but no reply was vouchsafed. Exasperated beyond measure, the Turk levelled a pistol at the Arab and fired, but missed his aim, and was driven almost frantic with rage on observing that the insolent Arab dropped his oar for an instant, and kissed his hand to the ball as it skipped past.

Immediately after the Turk was heard to shout an order to his men, who thereupon redoubled their efforts to overtake the chase. At the same instant the Arab was observed to bend well forward, and almost double the length of his stroke, so that the little craft, which had hitherto skimmed over the calm sea, now began to leap, as it were, in successive bounds.

I say, Bill, dont he pull well? exclaimed one of the tars on board the Queen Charlotte.

Splendiferous! replied Bill, in great admiration; an I do believe that hes creepin away from the Turk.

This was true; the Arab was steadily increasing the distance between himself and his pursuers, until at last the latter gave up the chase, a consummation which was greeted by some of the excitable spirits in the Queen Charlotte with an irresistible though subdued cheer.

In a short time the Arab rowed alongside the flag-ship.

Och! Ally ma boo hookum foldimaronky bang, said the Arab, looking up.

Well, now, exclaimed a surprised Irish tar on board to those near him, its often. Ive heard that the Arabs had the brogue of Owld Ireland, though the lingo dont square exactly.

Ah then, brother, thats cause ye dont onderstand it. Sure ye might heave us a rope, replied the Arab with a grin.

A roar of laughter greeted this speech, and in another minute Ted Flaggan stood bowing modestly on the quarter-deck of the flag-ship.

While the Admiral was closeted with this unexpected visitor  whose name and deeds, owing to some strange oversight, have been omitted from history,  a light breeze sprang up, which enabled the fleet to stand into the bay and lay-to about a mile from the town.

Meanwhile, Ted Flaggan, having given the Admiral all the information he possessed as to the condition of the city and its defences, was sent forward to take part in the expected fight, or go below out of harms way, as suited him best. He immediately attached himself, as a supernumerary, to one of the upper-deck guns, and, while giving his amused comrades graphic accounts of life in the pirate city, obtained from them in return a full account of the fleet, and the intentions of the Admiral, as far as these were known. He found his comrades very intelligent, and full of enthusiasm about their leader, whom one of the tars styled one of the wery best Admirals that England ever owned arter Lord Nelson!

Their admiration was well deserved.

We have already said that the Admiral had commissioned his fleet and got it into excellent working condition in what was deemed a miraculously short space of time. This, however, was accomplished by no miraculous means, but by the simple force of indomitable energy, rightly and perseveringly applied.

Knowing that the time was short, and that a fleet newly manned could not work well without a great deal of training, he made up for the shortness of time by not allowing a single moment of it to be lost, frittered away, or misapplied. Besides giving the men the usual and proper training while in port preparing to sail, he made several arrangements whereby he continued the training most effectively on the voyage out. Of course it was carried on daily. On Tuesdays and Fridays the ships were cleared for action, and six broadsides were fired, but this was only what may be styled parade practice. Feeling that actual work could only be done well by men of actual experience, he had a twelve-pounder gun placed on the after part of the Queen Charlottes quarter-deck, and hung a small target, with a very small bulls-eye, at the end of the fore-topmast studding-sail boom, at which all the captains of guns practised every day, so that they acquired not only the habit of laying and working their guns according to rule, but also the art of laying them to good purpose, and many of them became crack shots before they came within sight of the enemy.

The crews were thus kept active and elated; in good health, and filled with respect for the wisdom and knowledge of those in command, as well as with confidence in their own capacity to obey orders with promptitude, unity of action, and vigorous effect.

Half the battles of life, moral as well as physical, are gained by such confidence, founded on experience,  the other half are lost for want of it!

The fleet comprised five line-of-battle ships, two of which were three-deckers; three heavy and two smaller frigates, besides small craft. At Gibraltar they fell in with a Dutch squadron, consisting of five small frigates and a corvette, under Vice-Admiral the Baron Van de Capellen, who asked and obtained leave to co-operate.

There were the Queen Charlotte  110 guns  the flag-ship of Admiral Lord Exmouth, G.C.B., under Captain James Brisbane, C.B.; Impregnable, 98  under Rear-Admiral Milne, who was second in command, and Captain Edward Brace, C.B.; Superb, 74  Captain Charles Elkins; Minden, 74  Captain William Paterson; Albion, 74  Captain John Coode. Of frigates, there were the Leander, 50 guns; Severn, 40; Glasgow, 40; Granicus, 36; and Hebrus, 36. These, with five gun-brigs and four bomb-vessels, named respectively, and not inappropriately, Beelzebub, Fury, Hecla, and Infernal, constituted the British fleet.

The Dutch Admiral hoisted his flag in the Melampus frigate of 44 guns. The Frederica, of same size, was commanded by Captain Van der Straten. The other four vessels were smaller. There were, besides, a flotilla of fifty-five small craft, including mortar and gun-boats, rocket flats, yawls, etcetera.

Opposed to this, which the reader will bear in remembrance was deemed a small fleet, there were on the walls and batteries of Algiers about 500 guns of all sizes and sorts, behind which were inexhaustible supplies of ammunition, and many thousands of as thorough-going rascals as ever defied the strength and tried the patience of the civilised world!

Being thoroughly acquainted with the position and strength of the batteries of the city, Lord Exmouth had arranged the plan of attack, and assigned to each ship and boat its particular station some days before arriving. The addition of the Dutch fleet modified but did not materially alter that plan. Each individual, therefore, from Lord Exmouth to the smallest powder-monkey, was as well primed for action as were the guns of the fleet when the flag of truce returned.

It had been met outside the mole about eleven AM by the captain of the port, and an answer was promised in two hours.

But these pirates had never been celebrated for keeping their word. One oclock passed, but no answer was forthcoming. Patient and long-suffering as usual  and as he always is  the British Lion delayed a full hour.

Ah, boys, if we wait till we git a peaceful answer from them villains, well wait till doomsday, so we will, said Ted Flaggan to the men of the gun to which he had attached himself.

Ted had thrown off his burnous and washed himself by this time, and now, clad in a borrowed pair of ducks and striped shirt, he stood by the gun commenting pleasantly on his experiences of Algerine life, and pointing out the various buildings and objects of interest in the city to his mates.

That big white house there, said he, right fornint ye, with the round top an the staple all to wan side  thats wan o the chief mosques. Its somewhere about two hunderd year ould, more or less, an was built by a slave  a poor feller of a Genoese  an, would you belave it, they kilt him for the shape he gave it! Ah, theyre a bad lot intirely! Like a dacent Christian, he made it in the shape o a cross, an whin the Dey found that out he chopped the poor mans head off  so he did, worse luck! but its that theyre always doin, or stranglin ye wid a bow-string, or makin calfs-futt jelly o yer soles.  What! Ye dont belave it? Faix, if ye go ashore yell larn to belave it. Ive seed poor owld women git the bastinado  thats what they calls it  for nothin at all amost. Ah, theyre awful hard on the women. They kape em locked up, they does, as if they was thieves or murderers, and niver lets em out  at least the ladies among em  for fear o their bein runned away wid. Its true what Im sayin. An if wan shud be runned away wid, an cotched, they ties her in a sack and drowns her.  Good-lookin, is it? Faix, thats more than I can tell ee, for all the time Ive been in the place Ive never wance seed a Moorish womans face, barrin the brow an eyes and top o the nose, for they cover em up wid white veils, so as to make em look like ghosts or walkin corpses. But the Jewesses show their purty faces, an so do the naigresses. are the naigresses purty? Troth, they may be to their own kith an kin, but of all the ugly  Well, well, as you say, its not fair to be hard on em, poor critters; for arter all they didnt make theirselves, no more than the monkeys did.

Ted Flaggan was interrupted here by the sudden exclamation of There she is! and the next moment the boat with the flag of truce was seen returning with the signal flying No answer.

Instantly Lord Exmouth signalled to the fleet, Are you ready? to which an affirmative reply was at once returned, and then each ship and boat bore down on its appointed station.

We have already said that the harbour of Algiers was formed by the running out of an artificial pier from the mainland to the small island of Peñon, which lies close to the town. On this island stood, (and still stands), a light-house, at the base of which was a powerful three-tier battery of fifty guns. The island itself was defended all round by ramparts and batteries of heavy guns. This was the strong point of the fortifications, and within the small harbour thus formed was collected the whole Algerine fleet, consisting of four frigates, five large corvettes, and thirty-seven gun-boats.

But besides these harbour defences, the sea-wall of the town extended nearly a mile to the southward and a considerable distance to the northward of the harbour, being everywhere strengthened by powerful batteries. The arrangement of the British Admiral was that each battery should be engaged by a special ship or ships of heavy metal, and that the smaller vessels should take up position where they could find room, or cruise about and do as much damage to the enemy as possible. While the liners and frigates were to batter down the walls, the small craft  bomb and rocket boats, etcetera  were to pour shells and rockets into the arsenal. It was terrible work that had to be done, but the curse which it was intended to do away with was more terrible by far, because of being an old standing evil, and immeasurably more prolific of death and misery than is even a hard-fought battle.

The signal to go into action being given, Lord Exmouth led the van in the Queen Charlotte, and the whole fleet bore up in succession, the Dutch Admiral closing in with the rearmost ship of the English line.

Truly it was a grand as well as a solemn sight to see these majestic ships of war sail quietly down on the devoted city in the midst of dead silence, for as yet not a shot had been fired on either side. And the eyes of many, already wide with eagerness, must have opened wider still with surprise, for Lord Exmouth pursued a course of action that was bold even for a British Admiral. He ran the Queen Charlotte before the wind, close up to the walls, and with the sails still standing let go three anchors from the stern, so as to keep her exactly in the required position, just before the opening of the mole, and with her vast broadside within pistol-range of the walls, flanking all the batteries from the mole-head to the light-house.

Still no shot was fired. The boldness of the act seemed to have confounded and paralysed the enemy, insomuch that a second ship of the line had almost taken her position close to the stern of her predecessor before the battle began. The effect on the minds of the combatants on both sides was so great that they seemed to have forgotten for an instant the dread work they were about to perform. The mole was crowded with troops, many of whom, with irresistible feelings of curiosity, leaped on the parapet to see the vessel pass, while Lord Exmouth, with a strange touch of humanity, waved to them earnestly to get out of the way of the coming fire!

Having coolly lashed the ship by a hawser to the main-mast of an Algerine brig which was attached to the shore, and stoppered the cables, the crew of the flag-ship cheered.

Immediately a gun was fired by the Algerines. At the first flash Lord Exmouth gave the order to stand by.

At the second gun of the enemy he gave the word Fire!

The third was drowned in the thunder of the Queen Charlottes broadside.

The effect of such heavy metal at so short a range was terrific. The walls absolutely crumbled before it, and it is said that five hundred men fell at the first discharge. All the batteries of the city at once opened fire; the ships did likewise, as they successively got into position, and for some hours after that the roar of artillery was incessant, for, despite the irresistible fire of the fleet, the pirates stood to their guns like men. Thus, although the leading vessels succeeded in anchoring quietly, all the rest of the ships went into action under a very heavy fire, particularly that of the Dutch Admiral, who displayed great wisdom and gallantry in the part which he played. The line-of-battle ships formed in a sort of crescent round the outside of the island. The Superb anchored two hundred and fifty yards astern of the flag-ship; the Minden anchored about her own length from the Superb, and passing her stream-cable out of the larboard gun-room port to the Albion, brought the two ships together. Next came the Impregnable. These sufficiently engaged the batteries on the island or mole. The heavy frigates passed ahead and anchored,  the Leander on the port bow of the Queen Charlotte, the Severn ahead of her, with her starboard broadside bearing on the Fishmarket battery. The Melampus and Diana, Dutch vessels, passed beyond and engaged the southern batteries of the town. The smaller vessels cruised about, directing their fire where it seemed to be most needed, and the flotilla of mortar and rocket boats were distributed at the openings between the line-of-battle ships and the mole.

This admirable disposition of the force seemed to inspire the men with additional confidence, if such were possible, but ere long the dense smoke rendered everything invisible beyond a few yards distance from the actors in the tremendous fight.

In a few minutes after opening fire, the Queen Charlotte had reduced the fortifications on the mole-head to ruins. She then brought her broadside to bear on the batteries over the gate leading to the mole and on the upper works of the light-house. Her shot told on it with fatal accuracy, crumbling the tower and bringing down gun after gun, thus proving that the ball-practice on the voyage out had not been undertaken in vain. Indeed, so expert did some of the gunners find themselves that they actually amused themselves at one part of the day in attempting to hit the Algerine flag-staff!

It chanced that, owing to some alteration in the arrangements, our friend Rais Ali was transferred from the battery on the walls, where he had originally been stationed, to that on the light-house, and when he beheld gun after gun tumbling helplessly over the crumbling parapets, his spirit fired, and he amazed his comrades by displaying a disregard of personal danger for which he had never before got credit. Whether it was that Ted Flaggan had underrated him, or that there is truth in the proverb about extremes meeting, we cannot tell, but certain it is, that when Rais Ali saw every gun of the battery dismounted but one, he rushed at that one like an enraged lion, seized the rammer from the man who wielded it, and began to load.

He might have spared himself the trouble, for before he got the charge rammed home, a shot from the terrible Queen Charlotte struck the parapet just underneath, burst it up, and toppled the gun over. Rais leaped on the ramparts, waved his scimitar with a yell of defiance, and, tumbling after the gun, was lost amid a cloud of lime-dust and débris.

Strange to say, he rose from out the ruin almost unhurt, and quite undismayed.

Hasting along the quay without any definite end in view, he found the captain of the port getting the flotilla of gun-boats ready for action. There were thirty-seven of them, and up to that time they had lain as snugly in the harbour as was compatible with a constant shower of shells and rockets tumbling into them. With great daring the pirates had resolved to make a dash with these, under cover of the smoke, and attempt to board the British flag-ship.

Where go you? demanded the infuriated Rais.

The captain of the port hurriedly explained.

I go with you, cried Rais, jumping into one of the boats; it is fate  no man can resist the decree of fate.

All the boats pushed swiftly off together, and did it so silently that they were close under the bow of the flag-ship before being observed. The Leander also saw them, and a few guns from her, as well as from the flag-ship, were instantly turned on them.

Musha! look there! cried Ted Flaggan, who chanced to be on the part of the ship nearest them.

A tremendous crash followed, and thirty-three out of the thirty-seven boats were in one moment sent to the bottom!

Of the four that escaped and put about to retreat, one came within the range of the gun at which Flaggan served. It was trained to bear.

Fire! said the captain.

Howld on! cried Ted, suddenly clapping his hand on the touch-hole, and receiving the red-hot poker on the back of it.

Whats that for, mate? demanded the man who held the poker, as he quickly raised it.

All right, me hearty; fire away, said Ted, as he quietly removed his hand.

Next moment the gun leaped back as if affrighted at its own vomit of shot, smoke, and fire, and a column of white foam rose from the sea, astern of the boat.

The momentary check had delivered it from destruction, and Ted Flaggan had the satisfaction of knowing that he had saved his friend Rais Ali, as he tenderly patted his injured hand.

More than an hour of this heavy firing failing to produce submission, Lord Exmouth resolved to destroy the Algerine fleet. The Leander was ordered to cease firing, and the flag-ship barge, under Lieutenant Richards, was ordered to board the nearest frigate of the enemy, with laboratory torches and carcass shells. This duty was gallantly performed, and so effectually, that the men of the barge had barely time to tumble over the side when the frigate was a mass of flames. The barge was received with three hearty cheers on its return. Next, the launch of the Queen Charlotte opened on the largest frigate in the port with carcass shells, and despite the frantic efforts of the Algerines to save her, she was soon completely on fire. From this frigate the fire spread to all the other boats and vessels in the harbour, and from these to the storehouses and arsenal, until the whole place was wrapped in smoke and flames.

Meanwhile the other ships had done terrible execution on the walls and houses immediately opposite to them, while the bomb-vessels threw their deadly missiles right over their own ships and into the town and arsenal, with tremendous effect.

Thus the work of destruction went on all the afternoon, while men, of course, fell fast on both sides  for the deadly game of war cannot be carried on except at fearful cost. Even in the secondary matter of matériel the cost is not small. As night approached the guns of the enemy were completely silenced, and the ships began to husband their ammunition, for they had by that time fired an immense quantity of gunpowder, and 50,000 shot, weighing more than 500 tons of iron; besides 960 shells of large size, as well as a considerable quantity of shot, shell, and rockets from the flotilla! The result was that the entire fleet of the pirates was destroyed, and the sea-defences of Algiers, with a great part of the town itself, were shattered and crumbled in ruins.

Then the fleet hauled off with considerable difficulty, owing to the absence of wind; but the pirates had not given in, for they kept spitting at their foes from the upper batteries of the town until half-past eleven at night, when the ships got out of range and firing ceased.

Strange to say, the powers of nature, which had hitherto slumbered quietly, now came into play. The breeze freshened and a tremendous storm of thunder, lightning, and rain came on, as if to mock the fury of man, and humble him under a sense of his relative littleness.

But man is not easily humbled. Next morning the pirates still showed a disinclination to give in, and the British fleet resumed the offensive in order to compel them to do so.

The gun-boats were again placed in position, and Lieutenant Burgess was sent ashore with a flag of truce to demand unconditional surrender.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Last.

In a dimly-lighted cell of a massive stone building not far from the palace of the Dey, sat Colonel Langley, Francisco Rimini and his two sons, Bacri the Jew, and the officers and men belonging to the Prometheus  all heavily ironed. The Padre Giovanni was also there, but not, like the others, a prisoner.

He was attending to his self-imposed duty of comforting the sick and dying. Among the other prisoners was an Italian slave, a nobleman, who had broken down on the ramparts and rebelled, and was sent to prison as being the most convenient hospital where he might be kept until the pirates should find leisure to flog him into submission or to death. But Death had a mind to do the work according to his own pleasure. The slave felt himself to be sinking, and, through the influence of Bacri with the jailer, he had been permitted to send for Giovanni. Other slaves were there too, doomed to punishment, or, in other words, to various degrees of torture. They lay or cowered around the cell awaiting the issue of the fight.

It was a terrible sight to see the varied expressions of anxiety, fear, or dogged resolution depicted in the faces of these men. Some of them knew well that death, accompanied by excruciating torture, was certain to be their portion when the bombardment should be over. Others hoped that a severe bastinado might be the worst of it. None expected anything more  even though the British should win the day  than that there would be some modification in treaties which would not extend to the slaves of foreign nations.

They all  with the exception of the Padre  maintained an almost unbroken silence during the bombardment; but their restless motions and glances showed how busy their thoughts were, and a grim smile would ever and anon curl the lips of some when a chance shot struck the building and shook it to its foundation. And oh! how anxiously one or two desperate spirits hoped that a shell would enter it, and scatter sudden death among them all!

It was solemn, and strange, too, in the midst of the interminable thunder, to hear the gentle voice of the man of God quoting from the peace-speaking Word, as he knelt beside the dying man and dwelling more especially on passages in which the loving Jesus seeks to cheer His people with prospects of rest and peace, such as Peace be unto you; Let not your hearts be troubled, ye believe in God, believe also in me; Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Even the hardened among the wretched and demoralised sufferers there could not choose but hear and note the powerful contrast between the gentle voice of Almighty God that thus murmured within the prison, and the crashing voice of puny man that roared outside!

In the darkness of that night Bacri crept to the side of Mariano, and whispered hastily  

I may not get another opportunity to speak to thee. Just before I came hither Angela and her sister were taken from my care by force. They are now in the palace, under the care of Zara. Omar intends to keep them.

Mariano turned to reply, but the Jew had retired noiselessly as he came.

Early in the morning after the fight the prison-door opened, and a band of Turkish soldiers entered. The garish light of day, as it streamed over the dungeon floor, revealed the fact that the shattered frame of the Italian slave had found rest at last.

The soldiers looked fagged and dishevelled. Many of them wore bandages about their heads and limbs. They did not speak, but drew up in a line, while their leader advanced with a negro, who proceeded to file the fetters from off the British consul and his countrymen. In a few minutes he led them out between the soldiers, and conducted them towards the palace.

Although the Turkish officer could not, or would not, converse with Colonel Langley, the latter had little difficulty in making a pretty good guess as to how matters stood, for on his way to the palace, short though it was, he saw devastation enough to convince him that the British had gained the day. Arrived at the palace, the party were locked up in an anteroom.

Meanwhile, in the audience-hall, which was considerably damaged by the artillery of the fleet, Omar Dey held a divan. The building in which this court had been held in former times was now a ruin, and many of the councillors who had been wont to assemble in it had gone to their last account.

Omar was very pale, and moved with difficulty, having been wounded slightly in various places. Indeed, all the statesmen who surrounded him bore marks, more or less severe, of having played a part in the late action. In the midst of an eager discussion, an attendant entered, and announced the arrival of a British officer with a flag of truce.

Admit him, said the Dey, who, although boiling over with rage and despair, had sense enough to make up his mind to bow to the power which he could not overcome.

Immediately Lieutenant Burgess was ushered into the court, accompanied by Rais Ali in the capacity of translator, and two of his boats crew, one of whom was, by special permission, Ted Flaggan.

Without wasting time in useless ceremony, the lieutenant ordered Rais to read aloud the paper which he had been commissioned by Lord Exmouth to deliver to the Dey.

Poor Rais Ali appeared to have expended all his bravery on the ramparts, for he trembled and grew paler as he took the paper in his hand.

Cheer up, owld boy, whispered Flaggan, as Ali turned to advance towards the Dey; yeve got more pluck than I guv ee credit for. Never say die.

Whether it was the result of these encouraging words, or desperation, we know not, but Rais immediately advanced and read the paper with considerable fluency. It ran as follows:  

To His Highness the Dey of Algiers.

Sir,  For your atrocities at Bona on defenceless Christians, and your unbecoming disregard of the demands I made yesterday, in the name of the Prince Regent of England, the fleet under my orders has given you a signal chastisement, by the total destruction of your navy storehouses and arsenal, with half your batteries. As England does not make war for the destruction of cities, I am unwilling to visit your personal cruelties upon the inoffensive inhabitants of the country, and I therefore offer you the same terms of peace which I conveyed to you yesterday in my Sovereigns name. Without the acceptance of these terms you can have no peace with England.

If you receive this offer as you ought, you will fire three guns; and I shall consider your not making this signal as a refusal, and shall renew my operations at my own convenience.

I offer you the above terms provided neither the British consul, nor the officers and men so wickedly seized by you from the boats of a British ship of war, have met with any cruel treatment, or any of the Christian slaves in your power; and I repeat my demand that the consul and officers and men may be sent off to me, conformable to ancient treaties.  I have, etcetera, Exmouth.

The terms of peace referred to ran thus:  

I. The abolition for ever of Christian slavery.

II. The delivery to my flag of all slaves in the dominions of the Dey, to whatever nation they may belong, at noon to-morrow.

III. To deliver also to my flag all money received by the Dey for the redemption of slaves since the commencement of this year, at noon to-morrow.

IV. Reparation shall be made to the British consul for all losses he may have sustained in consequence of his confinement.

V. The Dey shall make a public apology in presence of his ministers and officers, and beg pardon of the consul in terms dictated by the captain of the Queen Charlotte.

The proud pirate chief did not move a muscle of his pale face, or bend his head while these terms were read to him; nevertheless, he agreed to them all. The consul and others were called into the hall and delivered up; the three guns were fired, and thereafter Lord Exmouth directed that, on the Sunday following, a public thanksgiving should be offered up to Almighty God for the signal interposition of his Providence during the conflict which took place on the 27th between his Majestys fleet and the ferocious enemies of mankind. In accordance with these terms of peace, all the Christian slaves were collected next day and delivered up.

Sixteen hundred and forty-two were freed on this occasion, and sent on board the fleet. Counting those freed but a short time before, through Lord Exmouths influence along the Barbary coasts, the total number delivered amounted to above 3000.

The assembling on the decks of the ships of war of these victims of barbaric cruelty, ignorance, and superstition, was a sight that raised powerful and conflicting feelings in the breasts of those who witnessed it. The varied feelings of the slaves were, to some extent, expressed by their actions and in their faces. Old and young were there, of almost every nation; gentle and simple, robust and feeble; men, women, and children. Some, on coming on board, cheered with joy, but these were few, and consisted chiefly of men who had not been long enslaved, and had not suffered much. Others wept with delight, fell on their knees and kissed the decks, or returned thanks to God for deliverance. Some were carried on board, being too ill, or too broken down, to walk. Many appeared to regard the whole affair as a dream, too good to be true, from which they must soon awake  as they had often awaked before  after their uneasy slumbers in the dreadful Bagnio. But the saddest sights of all were the men and women, here and there among the crowd, whose prolonged condition of slavery  in many cases ten, twenty, even thirty years  had rendered them callous as well to joy as to sorrow. Taken in youth, they were now old. What was freedom to them? It did indeed deliver them from the lash and from constant toil, but it could not return to them the years that were gone; it could not recall the beloved dead, who had, perchance, found their graves, sooner than might otherwise have been, in consequence of the misery of hope long deferred, or the toil, beyond capacity, induced by the desire to raise the needful ransom of the loved ones rent from them by these Algerine corsairs. The heart knoweth its own bitterness. None but themselves could know or tell the awful feelings, or the still more dreadful want of feeling, that caused these wretched ones to look with glazed eyes of total indifference on the wonderful scenes that were enacted around them that day.

Among the released captives, of course, were our friends of the Rimini family.

One of these was seen going about the decks, glancing earnestly and quickly into faces, as if in search of some one.

It was Mariano seeking for Angela! He was closely followed by Ted Flaggan and Lucien.

Depind on it, theyve kep her back, said Ted.

I fear they have, said Lucien.

Mariano said nothing, but went straight to the officer in charge of the deck, and demanded a body of men to go ashore and recover the Sicilian captives.

The case was brought before the chief, who at once granted Marianos request, and sent a party on shore.

Arrived at the palace they made a formal demand that the sisters and the child should be delivered up.

At first Omar pretended ignorance on the point. Then he suddenly recollected two female slaves who had been forgotten, and sent for them, but they were not those for whom Mariano sought! At last, seeing that there was no help for it, he gave orders that Paulina Ruffini, and her child and sister, should be given up.

Need we say that Mariano kept pretty close to Angela after that, and that Angela did not by any means object? We think not!

Besides these captives there were a few others whom the Dey endeavoured to retain, but Lord Exmouth was inexorable. He insisted on every individual being set free, and spared no pains to ascertain that none were left behind. Of course it is more than probable that some unfortunates were so carefully concealed as to escape detection, still, as far as it lay in the power of man to act, this part of the Admirals duty was thoroughly performed.

Thereafter, having accomplished its object, the British fleet left the stricken city, and the freed captives were ultimately returned to their homes.

Thus at last, in 1816, after the lapse of centuries of murder, rapine, and robbery on the high seas, did the Pirate City receive a fatal blow, from which it never completely recovered. It revived a little, indeed, in after years, and made a struggle to renew its old strength and resume its old practices; but, fortunately for mankind, the reigning Dey in 1827 struck the French consul on the face with his fan. The French thereupon declared war and blockaded the town, but it was not till 1833 that they set themselves vigorously to effect a conquest. In that year they landed an army in Algeria at Sidi Ferruch, and swept everything before them. The history of this conquest  and of the subsequent wars of France in Algeria  is full of the deepest interest and most romantic incidents. The barbarians did indeed show fight, and fought bravely, but they might as well have tried to drive back the sea as to check the disciplined battalions of France. In a brief but brilliant campaign they were utterly defeated, the Dey capitulated, the gates were thrown open, and the French marched in and took possession.

From that day to this they have held it, and the Pirate City is now a charming town  with a French foreground, a Moorish middle-distance, and a bright green background  in which, along with Frenchmen, Turks, Kabyles, Negroes and Moors, and amid orange-groves, date-palms, cacti and prickly pears, the invalids of Europe may enjoy summer heat in winter days, and sit outside in December dreaming peacefully, it may be almost sceptically, of other days, when the bastinado and the bow-string flourished in the land.

Less than sixty years ago the Algerine corsairs were the pest of the civilised world and the terror of the Mediterranean. Now, their city is one of our summer retreats, a sort of terrestrial paradise, and those who resort to it find it difficult to believe that the immediate forefathers of the fine-looking fellows who saunter about the French boulevards and Moorish streets were the ruthless pirates which history too surely proclaims them to have been.

But what of the various characters whom we have thus summoned from the vasty deep of memory, to play their little part in this veracious tale?

Of some we know not the end. Of others it would be almost well that we did not. A few terminated their career happily.

Poor Bacri fell a victim to the avarice of Omar, who desired to possess himself of the Jews wealth. Being an autocrat, he easily found means to accomplish his purpose. He invited Bacri to the palace, conversed affably for a time, and then bowed him out with a smile. On the stair, as he descended, the Jew was met by three chaouses, who seized him, and took him to the strangling-room. Bacri was, as we have said, a powerful man, and struggled long and vigorously for life. But what could he do unarmed against three stalwart men? He ultimately gave in, with the name of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob on his lips, and perished as many a former chief of the Jews in Algiers had perished before him.

Rais Ali having given, as we have seen, incontestable proof of his courage and fidelity during the bombardment, was raised to a position of easy affluence, and for many years continued a respected and harmless inhabitant of the town. His kindly disposition induced him to forego his Mohammedan prejudices against Christians  perchance his intercourse with Christians had something to do with that  and he became a firm friend of the Padre Giovanni during the course of that good old mans career, which did not last long after slavery was abolished. The same feelings induced him to befriend Blindi Bobi, who was also a friend of the Padre.

Poor Ashweesha, and her father, Sidi Cadua, perished under the rod and the bow-string; and Hadji Baba, the story-teller, continued to tell stories and to jest to the end of his days. How the Deys tolerated him has ever remained a matter of surprise to the thoughtful. Ziffa, his naughty daughter, became a wife and a mother, in connexion with three other wives, who were also mothers, and belonged to the Turk whom we have more than once mentioned as the captain of the port.

Colonel Langley returned to England with his wife and children, inexpressibly glad to exchange the atmosphere of the Crescent for that of the Cross. Ted Flaggan was installed as butler to the family, and remained in that position for many years. It is supposed by some of his descendants that he would have continued in it to the present day, if any of the family had remained alive.

As to the various members of the Rimini family, it may suffice that we should dismiss them by drawing a slight sketch:

In a Sicilian cottage near the sea, a little old lady  some would say a dear little old lady  sits in a high-backed chair. She gazes pensively, now on the blue Mediterranean, now on a family group which consists of the dark-eyed Juliet and the earnest Lucien, who are vainly striving to restrain the violence of their youngest son; the eldest being engaged in a surreptitious attempt to pull down a map of Algiers, which hangs on the opposite wall. Mariano, with his wonted vivacity, stands before the old lady tossing a small female specimen of humanity as near to the ceiling as is compatible with prolonged existence. Angela looks on admiringly. She does not appear to care much for Mariano now! Why she takes so much interest in the female baby we leave to the reader to discover. Old Francisco is there too, bluffer and bolder than ever, and so is Paulina, with a beautiful dark-haired girl, who is the very image of the tall handsome man engaged in conversation with Francisco.

It is no accidental coincidence this meeting. It is a family gathering, planned and carried out from year to year, in commemoration of the day when the family was delivered from slavery and sorrow.

They have just finished dinner, and there has been much earnest, thankful converse about the days gone by. They have fought their battles oer again. They have re-told the oft-told tales, feeling as if they were almost new, and have reiterated their gratitude to the God of Love for His great and manifold mercies.

We have not space to relate all that they said, but we may give the concluding sentences.

Youre a wild boy, Mariano, as you always were, said the little old lady with the rippling mouth, as the young man plunged his little daughter into her lap head-foremost.

And as I mean to be to the end of the chapter, replied Mariano. How often, grandmother, have you not tried to impress on me the importance of following good examples? Have I not acted on your advice? Doubtless no man is perfect, and I am far  very far  from claiming to have been thoroughly successful in my efforts; but I have tried hard. Did I not, while in Algiers, follow the example of my dear father in exhibiting at all times a spirit of obstinacy that all but drove the pirates delirious with rage? Did I not afterwards imitate Lucien, (your pet-pattern), in getting to me the very best wife that the wide world could produce, and do I not now intend to follow your own example in remaining young in spirit until I am old in years? Taunt me not, then, with being wild  you cannot cure me.

I fear not, replied the little old lady with a sigh which did not accord in the slightest degree with the ripples that played round her lips.

Wildness runs in the family, mother, said Francisco, with a broad smile and a glance at Luciens eldest hope, who had at that moment succeeded in breaking the string of the map, and pulling Algiers down on his head, the Riminis have it in the blood and bone.  Get up and dont whimper, theres a brave fellow, added the burly merchant as the astonished youth arose; I only wish that one of the great Powers would pull down the real city of pirates as effectually as you have settled the map. Lord Exmouth no doubt gave it a magnificent pounding, but utter obliteration is the only thing that will do.

Thats true, father, cried Lucien; it must be conquered by a civilised nation, and the Turks be driven out, or held in subjection, if Europe is to have peace. Depend ont they will be at their old tricks ere long.

I should like to be commander-in-chief when the war of conquest begins, said Mariano.

A poor job youd make of it, my son, said Francisco.

Why so, father?

Why? because hot blood and a giddy head with a revengeful spirit are not the best elements wherewith to construct a commander-in-chief.

Ah! father, with every wish to be respectful I cannot refrain from reminding you of a certain pot which was reported once to have called a kettle black. Ha! continued Mariano, turning towards the little old lady, you should have seen him, granny, in the Bagnio of Algiers, when the guards were inclined to be rather hard on some of the sick

No, no! interrupted the old lady, shaking her head; dont talk of that.

Well, I wont, except to say that Im thankful we are well out of it.

It seems all like a strange dream, returned the old lady thoughtfully.

So it does, mother, murmured Francisco, so it does,  an almost incredible dream.

And so it seems to us, reader, now that we have closed the record of it; nevertheless it was no dream, but a sad and stern reality to those who played their part in it  to those who sorrowed and suffered, sixty years ago, in the Pirate City.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Rovers Return.

On a certain summer morning, about the middle of the present century, a big bluff man, of seafaring aspect, found himself sauntering in a certain street near London Bridge. He was a man of above fifty, but looked under forty in consequence of the healthful vigour of his frame, the freshness of his saltwater face, and the blackness of his shaggy hair.

Although his gait, pilot-cloth coat, and pocketed hands proclaimed him a sailor, there were one or two contradictory points about him. A huge beard and moustache savoured more of the diggings than the deep, and a brown wide-awake with a prodigiously broad brim suggested the backwoods.

Pausing at the head of one of those narrow lanes which  running down between warehouses, filthy little rag and bone shops, and low poverty-stricken dwellings  appear to terminate their career, not unwillingly, in the Thames, the sailor gazed before him with nautical earnestness for a few seconds, then glanced at the corner house for a name; found no name; cast his eyes up to the strip of blue sky overhead, as if for inspiration; obtained none; planted his legs wide apart as if he had observed a squall coming, and expected the lane to lurch heavily  wrinkled his eyebrows, and pursed his lips.

Lost yer bearins, cappn? exclaimed a shrill pert voice at his side.

The seaman looked down, and beheld a small boy with a head like a disorderly door-mat, and garments to match. He stood in what may be styled an imitative attitude, with his hands thrust into his ragged pockets, his little legs planted wide apart, his cap thrust well back on his head, and his eyebrows wrinkled. He also pursed his lips to such an extent that they resembled a rosebud in a dirty bush.

Yes, imp, replied the seaman  he meant to have said impudence, but stopped at the first syllable as being sufficiently appropriate yes, imp, I have lost my bearings, and Ill give you a copper if youll help me to find em.

Wot sort o copper? demanded the urchin, theres three sorts of em, you know, in this ere kingdom  which appears to be a queendom at present  theres a farding and a hapenny and a penny. I mention it, cappn, he added apologetically, in case you dont know, for you look as if youd come from furrin parts.

The seamans look of surprise melted into a broad grin of amusement while this speech was being fluently delivered. At its conclusion he pulled out a penny and held it up.

Well, it aint much, said the small boy, and I aint used to hire myself out so cheap. However, as you seem to be raither poorly off, I dont mind if I lend you a hand for that. Only, please, dont mention it among your friends, as it would praps lower their opinion of you, dyou see? Now then wot dyou want to know?

To this the cappn, still smiling at the small boys precocious insolence, replied that he was in search of an old woman who dwelt in a small court styled Grubbs Court, so he was told, which lay somewhere in that salubrious neighbourhood, and asked if he, the imp, knew of such a place.

Knows of it? I should think I does. Wy, I lives there. Its right down at the foot o this ere lane, an a wery sweet ristocratik spot it is  quite a perninsular, bein land, leastwise mud, amost surrounded by water, the air bein ighly condoosive to the ealth of rats, likewise cats. As to old women, theres raither a broad sprinklin of em in the court, rangin from the ages of seventy to a hundred an twenty, more or less, an youll take some time to go over em all, cappn, if you dont know your old womans name.

Her name is Roby  , said the seaman.

O, Roby? ah, returned the small boy, looking sedately at the ground, let me see  yes, thats the name of the old ooman, I think, wot angs out in the cabin, right-and stair, top floor, end of the passage, were most wisiters flattens their noses, by consekince of there bein no light, and a step close to the door which inwariably trips em up. Most wisiters to that old ooman begins their acquaintance with her by knocking at her door with their noses instead of their knuckles. We calls her place the cabin, cause the windows is raither small, and overangs the river.

Well then, my lad, said the seaman, clap a stopper on your tongue, if you can, and heave ahead.

All right, cappn, returned the small boy, foller me, an dont be frightened. Port your helm a bit here, theres a quicksand in the middle o the track  so, steady!

Avoiding a large pool of mud with which the head of the lane was garnished, and which might have been styled the bathing, not to say wallowing, quarters of the Grubbs Court juveniles, the small boy led the bluff seaman towards the river without further remark, diverging only once from the straight road for a few seconds, for the purpose of making a furious rush at a sleeping cat with a yell worthy of a Cherokee savage, or a locomotive whistle; a slight pleasantry which had the double effect of shooting the cat through space in glaring convulsions, and filling the small boys mind with the placidity which naturally follows a great success.

The lane presented this peculiarity, that the warehouses on its left side became more and more solid and vast and tall as they neared the river, while the shops and dwellings on its right became poorer, meaner, and more diminutive in the same direction, as if there were some mysterious connection between them, which involved the adversity of the one in exact proportion to the prosperity of the other. Children and cats appeared to be the chief day-population of the place, and these disported themselves among the wheels of enormous waggons, and the legs of elephantine horses with an impunity which could only have been the result of life-long experience.

The seaman was evidently unaccustomed to such scenes, for more than once during the short period of his progress down the lane, he uttered an exclamation of alarm, and sprang to the rescue of those large babies which are supposed to have grown sufficiently old to become nursing mothers to smaller babies  acts which were viewed with a look of pity by the small boy, and called from him the encouraging observations, Keep your mind easy, cappn; theyre all right, bless you; the hosses knows em, and wouldnt urt em on no account.

This is Grubbs Court, said the boy, turning sharply to the right and passing through a low archway.

Thank ee, lad, said the seaman, giving him a sixpence.

The small boy opened his eyes very wide indeed, exclaiming, Hallo! I say, cappn, wots this? at the same time, however, putting the coin in his pocket with an air which plainly said, Whether youve made a mistake or not, you neednt expect to get it back again.

Evidently the seaman entertained no such expectations, for he turned away and became absorbed in the scene around him.

It was not cheering. Though the summer sun was high and powerful, it failed to touch the broken pavement of Grubbs Court, or to dry up the moisture which oozed from it and crept up the walls of the surrounding houses. Everything was very old, very rotten, very crooked, and very dirty. The doorways round the court were wide open  always open  in some cases, because of there being no doors; in other cases, because the tenements to which they led belonged to a variety of families, largely composed of children who could not, even on tiptoe, reach or manipulate door-handles. Nursing mothers of two feet high were numerous, staggering about with nurslings of a foot and a half long. A few of the nurslings, temporarily abandoned by the premature mothers, lay sprawling  in some cases squalling  on the moist pavement, getting over the ground like large snails, and leaving slimy tracks behind them. Little boys, of the City Arab type, were sprinkled here and there, and one or two old women sat on door-steps contemplating the scene, or conversing with one or two younger women. Some of the latter were busy washing garments so dirty, that the dirty water of old Father Thames seemed quite a suitable purifier.

Gillie, cried one of the younger women referred to, wiping the soap-suds from her red arms, come here, you bad, naughty boy. Were ave you bin? I want you to mind baby.

Wy, mother, cried the small boy  who answered to the name of Gillie dont you see Im engaged? Im a-showin this ere sea-cappn the course hes got to steer for port. He wants to make the cabin of old mother Roby.

Wy dont you do it quickly, then? demanded Gillies mother, you bad, naughty, wicked boy. Beg your parding, sir, she added, to the seaman, the boy ant got no sense, besides bein wicked and naughty e aint ad no train, sir, thats were it is, all along of my avin too much to do, an a large family, sir, with no usband to speak of; right up the stair, sir, to the top, and along the passage-door straight before you at the hend of it. Mind the step, sir, wen you gits up. Go up with the gentleman, you bad, wicked, naughty boy, and show

The remainder of the sentence became confused in distance, as the boy and the seaman climbed the stair; but a continuous murmuring sound, as of a vocal torrent, conveyed the assurance that the mother of Gillie was still holding forth.

Ere it is, said the young pilot, pausing at the top of the staircase, near the entrance to a very dark passage. Keep er ead as she goes, but Id recommend you to shorten sail, mind your elm, an ave the anchor ready to let go.

Having thus accommodated his language to the supposed intelligence of the seaman, the elfin youth stood listening with intense eagerness and expectation as the other went into the passage, and, by sundry kicks and bumps against wooden walls, gave evidence that he found the channel intricate. Presently a terrible kick occurred. This was the seamans toe against the step, of which he had been warned, but which he had totally forgotten; then a softer, but much heavier blow, was heard, accompanied by a savage growl  that was the seamans nose and forehead against old Mrs Robys portal.

At this, Gillies expectations were realised, and his joy consummated. With mischievous glee sparkling in his eyes, he hastened down to the Court to exhibit his sixpence to his mother, and to announce to all whom it might concern, that the sea-cappn had run his jib-boom slap through the old oomans cabin-door.




Chapter Two.

The Seaman Takes the Cabin by Surprise and Storm.

Without having done precisely what Gillie had asserted of him, our seaman had in truth made his way into the presence of the little old woman who inhabited the cabin, and stood there gazing round him as if lost in wonder; and well he might be, for the woman and cabin, besides being extremely old, were exceedingly curious, quaint, and small.

The former was wrinkled to such an extent, that you could not have found a patch of smooth skin large enough for a pea to rest on. Her teeth were all gone, back and front, and her nose, which was straight and well-formed, made almost successful attempts to meet a chin which had once been dimpled, but was now turned up. The mouth between them wore a benignant and a slightly humorous expression; the eyes, which were bright, black, and twinkling, seemed to have defied the ravages of time. Her body was much bent as she sat in her chair, and a pair of crutches leaning against the chimney-piece suggested the idea that it would not be much straighter if she stood up. She was wrapped in a large, warm shawl, and wore a high cap, which fitted so close round her little visage, that hair, if any, was undistinguishable.

The room in which she sat resembled the cabin of a ship in more respects than one. It was particularly low in the root so low that the seamans hair touched it as he stood there looking round him; and across this roof ran a great beam, from which hung a variety of curious ornaments, such as a Chinese lantern, a Turkish scimitar, a New Zealand club, an Eastern shield, and the model of a full-rigged ship. Elsewhere on the walls were, an ornamented dagger, a worsted-work sampler, a framed sheet of the flags of all nations, a sou-wester cap and oiled coat, a telescope, and a small staring portrait of a sea-captain in his go-to-meeting clothes, which looked very much out of keeping with his staring sunburnt face, and were a bad fit. It might have been a good likeness, and was certainly the work of one who might have raised himself to the rank of a Royal Academician if he had possessed sufficient talent and who might have painted well if he had understood the principles of drawing and colour.

The windows of the apartment, of which there were two very small square ones, looked out upon the river, and, to some extent overhung it, so that a man of sanguine temperament might have enjoyed fishing from them, if he could have been content to catch live rats and dead cats. The prospect from these windows was, however, the best of them, being a wide reach of the noble river, crowded with its stately craft, and cut up by its ever-bustling steamers. But the most noteworthy part of this room, or cabin, was the space between the two windows immediately over the chimney-piece, which the eccentric old woman had covered with a large, and, in some cases, inappropriate assortment of objects, by way of ornament, each article being cleaned and polished to the highest possible condition of which it was susceptible. A group of five photographs of children  three girls and two boys, looking amazed  formed the centrepiece of the design; around these were five other photographs of three young ladies and two young gentlemen, looking conscious, but pleased. The spaces between these, and every available space around them, were occupied by pot-lids of various sizes, old and battered, but shining like little suns; small looking-glasses, also of various sizes, some square and others round; little strings of beads; heads of meerschaums that had been much used in former days; pin-cushions, shell-baskets, one or two horse-shoes, and iron-heels of boots; several flat irons belonging to dolls houses, with a couple of dolls, much the worse for wear, mounting guard over them; besides a host of other nick-nacks, for which it were impossible to find names or imagine uses. Everything  from the old womans cap to the uncarpeted floor, and the little grate in which a little fire was making feeble efforts to warm a little tea-kettle with a defiant spout  was scrupulously neat, and fresh, and clean, very much the reverse of what one might have expected to find in connection with a poverty-stricken population, a dirty lane, a filthy court, a rickety stair, and a dark passage. Possibly the cause might have been found in a large and much-worn family Bible, which lay on a small table in company with a pair of tortoiseshell spectacles, at the old womans elbow.

On this scene the nautical man stood gazing, as we have said, with much interest; but he was too polite to gaze long.

Your servant, missis, he said with a somewhat clumsy bow.

Good morning, sir, said the little old woman, returning the bow with the air of one who had once seen better society than that of Grubbs Court.

Your name is Roby, I believe, continued the seaman, advancing, and looking so large in comparison with the little room that he seemed almost to fill it.

The little old woman admitted that that was her name.

My name, said the seaman, is Wopper, tho Im oftener called Skipper, also Cappn, by those who know me.

Mrs Roby pointed to a chair and begged Captain Wopper to sit down, which he did after bestowing a somewhat pointed glance at the chair, as if to make sure that it could bear him.

You was a nuss once, Im told, continued the seaman, looking steadily at Mrs Roby as he sat down.

I was, answered the old woman, glancing at the photographs over the chimney-piece, in the same family for many years.

Youll excuse me, maam, continued the seaman, if I appear something inquisitive, I want to make sure that Ive boarded the right craft dee see  I mean, that you are the right ooman.

A look of surprise, not unmingled with humour, beamed from Mrs Robys twinkling black eyes as she gazed steadily in the seamans face, but she made no other acknowledgment of his speech than a slight inclination of her head, which caused her tall cap to quiver. Captain Wopper, regarding this as a favourable sign, went on.

You was once, maam, Im told, before bein a nuss in the family of which youve made mention, a matron, or somethin o that sort, in a foundlin hospital  in your young days, maam?

Again Mrs Roby admitted the charge, and demanded to know, what then?

Ah, jus so  thats what Im comin to, said Captain Wopper, drawing his large hand over his beard. You was present in that hospital, maam, was you not, one dark November morning, when a porter-cask was left at the door by some person unknown, who cut his cable and cleared off before the door was opened,  which cask, havin on its head two Xs, and bein labelled, This side up, with care, contained two healthy little babby boys?

Mrs Roby, becoming suddenly grave and interested, again said, I was.

Jus so, continued the captain, you seem to be the right craft ooman, I mean  that Im in search of. These two boys, who were supposed to be brothers, because of their each havin a brown mole of exactly the same size and shape on their left arms, just below their elbows, were named Stout, after the thing in which they was headed up, the one bein christened James, the other Willum?

Yes, yes, replied the little old woman eagerly, and a sweet lovely pair they was when the head of that barrel was took off, lookin out of the straw in which they was packed like two little cheruphims, though they did smell strong of the double X, and was a little elevated because of the fumes that ung about the wood. But how do you come to know all this, sir, and why do you ask?

Excuse me, maam, replied the sailor with a smile, which curled up his huge moustache expressively, you shall know presently, but I must make quite sure that Im aboard of  that is to say, that you are the right ooman. May I ask, maam, what became of these two cheruphims, as youve very properly named em?

Certainly, answered Mrs Roby, the elder boy  we considered him the elder, because he was the first took out of the barrel  was a stoodious lad, and clever. He got into a railway company, I believe, and became a rich man  married a lady, Im told,  and changed his name to Stoutley, so tis said, not thinkin his right name suitable to his circumstances, which, to say truth, it wasnt, because he was very thin. Ive heard it said that his family was extravagant, and that he went to California to seek his brother, and look after some property, and died there, but Im not rightly sure, for he was a close boy, and latterly I lost all knowledge of him and his family.

And the other cheruphim, Willum, said the sailor, what of him?

Ah! exclaimed Mrs Roby, a flush suffusing her wrinkled countenance, while her black eyes twinkled more than usual, he was a jewel, he was. They said in the hospital that he was a wild good-for-nothing boy, but I never thought him so. He was always fond of me  very fond of me, and I of him. It is true he could never settle to anythink, and at last ran away to sea, when about twelve year old; but he didnt remain long at that either, for when he got to California, he left his ship, and was not heard of for a long time after that. I thought he was dead or drowned, but at last I got a letter from him, enclosing money, an saying he had been up at the noo gold-diggings, an had been lucky, dear boy, and he wanted to share his luck with me, an would never, never, forget me; but he didnt need to send me money to prove that. He has continued to send me a little every year since then;  ah! its many, many years now,  ay, ay, many years.

She sighed, and looked wistfully at the spark of fire in the grate that was making ineffectual attempts to boil the little tea-kettle with the defiant spout; but why, she continued, looking up suddenly, why do you ask about him?

Because I knew him, replied Captain Wopper, searching for something which appeared to be lost in the depths of one of his capacious pockets. Willum Stout was a chum of mine. We worked together at the Californy gold-mines for many a year as partners, and, when at last wed made what we thought enough, we gave it up an came down to San Francisco together, an set up a hotel, under the name of the Jolly Tars, by Stout and Company. I was the Company, maam; an, for the matter o that I may say I was the Stout too, for both of us answered to the Stout or the Company, accordin as we was addressed, dee see? When Company thought hed made enough money to entitle him to a holiday, he came home, as you see; but before leavin, Willum said to him, Company, my lad, wen you get home, youll go and see that old oom of the name of Roby, whom Ive often told you about. She lives in Lunun, somewheres down by the river in a place called Grubbs Court. She was very good to me, that old oom was, when she was young, as Ive told you before. You go an give her my blessin  Willums blessin  and this here bag and that there letter. Yes, says I, Willum, Ill do it, my boy, as soon as ever I set futt on British soil. I did set futt on British soil this morning, and theres the letter; also the bag; so, you see, old lady, Ive kep my promise.

Captain Wopper concluded by placing a small but heavy canvas bag, and a much-soiled letter, in Mrs Robys lap.

To say that the little old woman seized the letter with eager delight, would convey but a faint idea of her feelings as she opened it with trembling hands, and read it with her bright black eyes.

She read it half aloud, mingled with commentary, as she proceeded, and once or twice came to a pause over an illegible word, on which occasions her visitor helped her to the word without looking at the letter. This circumstance struck her at last as somewhat singular, for she looked up suddenly, and said, You appear, sir, to be familiar with the contents of my letter.

Thats true, maam, replied Captain Wopper, who had been regarding the old woman with a benignant smile; Willum read it to me before I left, a-purpose to enable me to translate the ill-made pot-hooks and hangers, because, dee see, we were more used to handlin the pick and shovel out there than the pen, an Willum used to say he never was much of a dab at a letter. He never wrote you very long ones, maam, I believe?

Mrs Roby looked at the fire pensively, and said, in a low voice, as if to herself rather than her visitor, No, they were not long  never very long  but always kind and sweet to me  very sweet  ay, ay, its a long, long time now, a long time, since he came to me here and asked for a nights lodging.

Did you give it him, maam? asked the captain. Give it him! exclaimed Mrs Roby, with sudden energy, of course I did. The poor boy was nigh starving. How could I refuse him? It is true I had not much to give, for the family I was with as nuss had failed and left me in great distress, through my savings bein in their hands; and thats what brought me to this little room long, long ago  ay, ay. But no blame to the family, sir, no blame at all. They couldnt help failin, an the young ones, when they grew up, did not forget their old nuss, though they aint rich, far from it; and its what they give me that enables me to pay my rent and stay on here  God bless em.

She looked affectionately at the daguerreotypes which hung, in the midst of the sheen and glory of pot-lids, beads, and looking-glasses, above the chimney-piece.

You gave him, meanin Willum, nothing else, I suppose? asked the captain, with a knowing look; such, for instance, as a noo suit of clothes, because of his bein so uncommon ragged that he looked as if he had bin captured in a clumsy sort of net that it would not have been difficult to break through and escape from naked; also a few shillins, bein your last, to pay his way down to Gravesend, where the ship was lyin, that you had, through interest with the owners, got him a berth aboard?

Ah! returned Mrs Roby, shaking her head and smiling gently, I see that William has told you all about it.

He has, maam, replied Captain Wopper, with a decisive nod. You see, out in the gold-fields of Californy, we had long nights together in our tent, with nothin to do but smoke our pipes, eat our grub, and spin yarns, for we had no books nor papers, nothin to read except a noo Testament, and we wouldnt have had even that, maam, but for yourself. It was the Testament you gave to Willum at partin, an very fond of it he was, bein your gift. You see, at the time we went to Californy, there warnt many of us as cared for the Word of God. Most of us was idolaters that had run away from home, our chief gods  for we had many of em  bein named Adventure, Excitement and Gold; though there was some noble exceptions, too. But, as I was saying, we had so much time on our hands that we recalled all our past adventures together over and over again, and, you may be sure, maam, that your name and kindness was not forgotten. There was another name, continued Captain Wopper, drawing his chair nearer the fire, crossing his legs and stroking his beard as he looked up at the dingy ceiling, that Willum often thought about and spoke of. It was the name of a gentleman, a clerk in the Customs, I believe, who saved his life one day when he fell into the river just below the bridge.

Mr Lawrence, said the old woman, promptly.

Ah! Mr Lawrence; yes, thats the name, continued the Captain. Willum was very grateful to him, and bid me try to find him out and tell him so. Is he alive?

Dead, said Mrs Roby, shaking her head sadly.

The seaman appeared much concerned on hearing this. For some time he did not speak, and then said that he had been greatly interested in that gentleman through Willums account of him.

Had he left any children?

Yes, Mrs Roby told him; one son, who had been educated as a doctor, and had become a sort of a city missionary, and was as pleasant a young gentleman as she ever knew.

So, then, you know him? said the Captain.

Know him! I should think so. Why, this is the district where he visits, and a kind friend he is to the poor, though he is bashful a bit, an seems to shrink from pushin himself where hes not wanted.

Not the less a friend to the poor on that account, thought Captain Wopper; but he said nothing, and Mrs Roby went on:  

You see, his father before him did a great deal for the poor in a quiet way here, as I have reason to know, this district lying near his office, and handy, as it were. Long after the time when he saved Willums life, he married a sweet young creeter, who helped him in visitin the poor, but she caught fever among em and died, when their only son George was about ten year old. George had been goin about with his mother on her visits, and seemed very fond of her and of the people, dear child; and after she died, he used to continue coming with his father. Then he went to school and college and became a young doctor, and only last year he came back to us, so changed for the better that none of us would have known him but for his kindly voice and fine manly-looking manner. His shyness, too, has stuck to him a little, but it does not seem to hinder him now as it once did. Ah! continued Mrs Roby, in a sympathetic tone, its a great misfortune to be shy.

She looked pensively at the little fire and shook her tall cap at it, as if it or the defiant tea-kettle were answerable for something in reference to shyness.

Yes, its a great misfortune to be shy, she repeated. Were you ever troubled with that complaint, Captain Wopper?

The Captains moustache curled at the corners as he stroked his beard, and said that really, on consideration, he was free to confess that he never had been convicted of that sin.

Mrs Roby bestowed on him a look of admiration, and continued, Well, as I have said

She was interrupted at this point by the entrance of an active little girl, with the dirtiest face and sweetest expression imaginable, with garments excessively ragged, blue eyes that sparkled as they looked at you, a mouth that seemed made for kissing, if only it had been clean, and golden hair that would have fallen in clustering curls on her neck, if it had not been allowed to twist itself into something like a yellow door-mat which rendered a bonnet unnecessary.

Bestowing a glance of surprise on the seaman, but without uttering a word, she went smartly to a corner and drew into the middle of the room a round table with one leg and three feet, whose accommodating top having been previously flat against the wall, fell down horizontal and fixed itself with a snap. On this the earnest little woman, quickly and neatly, spread a fairish linen cloth, and proceeded to arrange thereon a small tea-pot and cup and saucer, with other materials, for an early tea.

Two cups, Netta, my dear, said Mrs Roby.

Yes, grannie, replied Netta, in a soft quick, little voice.

Your grandchild? asked the Captain.

No; a neighbours child, who is very kind to me. She calls me grannie, because I like it. But, as I was saying, continued Mrs Roby, young Dr Lawrence came back last year and began to visit us in the old way, intending to continue, he said, until he got a situation of some sort in the colonies, I believe; but I do hope hell not be obliged to leave us, for he has bin a great blessin to this neighbourhood, only he gets little pay for his work, I fear, and appears to have little of his own to live on, poor young man.  Now, Captain Wopper, youll stop and have a cup of tea with me. I take it early, you see,  in truth, I make a sort of dinner of it,  and we can have a talk about William over it. Im proud to have a friend of his at my table, sir, I do assure you, though it is a poor one.

Captain Wopper accepted the invitation heartily, and thought, though he said nothing, that it was indeed a poor table, seeing that the only food on it besides the very weak tea in the wonderfully small pot, consisted of one small loaf of bread.

Netta, exclaimed Mrs Roby, with a look of surprise, theres no butter! Go, fetch it, dear.

Mrs Roby was, or thought herself, a remarkably deep character. She spoke to Netta openly, but, in secret, bestowed a meaning glance on her, and slipped a small coin into her hand. The dirty, sweet-faced damsel replied by a remarkably knowing wink  all of which by-play, with the reason for it, was as clear to Captain Wopper as if it had been elaborately explained to him. But the Captain was a discreet man. He became deeply absorbed in daguerreotypes and sauce-pan lids above the fireplace, to the exclusion of all else.

Youve forgotten the bag, maam, said the Captain, drawing his chair nearer the table.

So I have; dear me, what is it? cried Mrs Roby, taking it up. Its heavy.

Gold! said the Captain.

Gold? exclaimed the old nurse.

Ay, nuggets, said the seaman, opening it and emptying its contents on the table.

As the old nurse gazed on the yellow heap her black eyes glittered with pleasure, as though they had derived additional lustre from the precious metal, and she drew them towards her with a trembling, almost greedy, motion, at sight of which Captain Woppers countenance became troubled.

And did Willie send this to me, dear boy?

He did, maam, hoping that it would be of use in the way of making your home more comfortable, and enabling you to keep a better table.

He glanced uneasily round the poor room and at the small loaf as he spoke, and the old woman observed the glance.

It is very kind of him, very kind, continued Mrs Roby. What may it be worth, now?

Forty pounds, more or less, answered the Captain.

Again the old womans eyes sparkled greedily, and again the seamans countenance fell.

Surely, maam, said the Captain, gravely, things must be uncommon dear in London, for you tell me that Willum has sent you a deal of money in time past, but you dont seem to be much the better for it.

Captain Wopper, said Mrs Roby, putting her hand lightly on the Captains arm as it lay on the table, and looking earnestly into his face, if you had not been an old and valued friend of my dear Willie  which I learn that you are from his letter  I would have said your remark was a rude one; but, being what you are, I dont mind telling you that I save up every penny I can scrape together for little Netta White, the girl that has just gone out to fetch the butter. Although shes not well cared for,  owing to her mother, whos a washerwoman, bein overburdened with work and a drunken husband,  shes one of the dearest creeters I ever did see. Bless you, sir, youd be amazed if you knew all the kind and thoughtful things that untrained and uncared for child does, and never thinks shes doing anything more than other people. Its all along of her mothers spirit, which is as good as gold. Some months ago Little Netta happened to be up here when I was at tea, and, seeing the difficulty I had to move about with my old rheumatic limbs, she said shed come and set out my tea and breakfast for me; and shes done it, sir, from that time to this, expecting nothing fur it, and thinking Im too poor to give her anything. But shes mistaken, continued Mrs Roby, with a triumphant twinkle in her black eyes, she doesnt know that Ive made a confidant of her brother Gillie, and give him a sixpence now and then to give to his mother without telling where he got it, and she doesnt know that Im saving up to be able to leave something to her when Im called home  it cant be long, now; it cant be long.

Old ooman, cried Captain Wopper, whose face had brightened wonderfully during this explanation, give us your flip  your hand. I honour your heart, maam, and Ive no respect whatever for your brain!

Im not sure that thats a compliment, said Mrs Roby, with a smile.

Captain Wopper assured her with much solemnity that it might or might not be a compliment, but it was a fact. Why, look here, said he, you go and starve yourself, and deny yourself all sorts of little comforts  what then? Why, youll die long before your time, which is very like taking the law into your own hands, maam, and then you wont leave to Netta nearly as much as you might if you had taken care of yourself and lived longer, and saved up after a reasonable fashion. Its sheer madness. Why, maam, youre starving now, but Ill put a stop to that. Dont you mind, now, whether Im rude or not. You cant expect anything else from an old gold-digger, who has lived for years where there were no women except such as appeared to be made of mahogany, with nothing to cover em but a coating of dirt and a blue skirt. Besides, Willum told me at parting to look after you and see that you wanted for nothing, which I promised faithfully to do. Youve some regard for Willums wishes, maam?  you wouldnt have me break my promises to Willum, would you?

The Captain said this with immense rapidity and vigour, and finished it with such a blow of his heavy fist on the little table that the cups and plates danced, and the lid of the little tea-pot leaped up as if its heart were about to come out of its mouth. Mrs Roby was so taken by surprise that she could not speak for a few seconds, and before she had recovered sufficiently to do so, Little Netta came in with the butter.

Now, maam, resumed the Captain, when the girl had retired, heres where it is. With your leave Ill reveal my plans to you, and ask your advice. When I was about to leave Californy, Willum told me first of all to go and find you out, and give you that letter and bag of nuggets, which Ive done. Then, says he, Wopper, you go and find out my brother Jims widow, and give em my love an dooty, and this letter, and this bag of nuggets,  said letter and bag, maam, bein now in my chest aboard ship. So, says I, Willum, I will  trust me. I do, says he; and, Wopper, says he, keep your weather eye open, my boy, wen you go to see em, because Ive my suspicions, from what my poor brother said on his deathbed, when he was wandering in his mind, that his widow is extravagant. I dont know, Willum goes on to say, what the son may be, but theres that cousin, Emma Gray, that lives in the house with em, shes all right. Shes corresponded with me, off an on, since ever she could write, and my brother bein something lazy, poor fellar, through havin too much to do I fancy, got to throw all the letter-writin on her shoulders. You take special note of her, Wopper, and if it should seem to you that they dont treat her well, you let me know. Willum, says I, I will  trust me. Well, then, says Willum, theres one other individooal I want you to ferret out, thats the gentleman  he must be an old gentleman now  that saved my life when I was a lad, Mr Lawrence by name. You try to find him out and if you can do him a good turn, do it. Willum, says I, Ill do it  trust me. I do, says he, and when may I expect you back in Californy, Wopper? Willum, says I, that depends. True, says he, it does. Give us youre flipper, old boy, we may never meet again in these terrestrial diggings. Good luck to you. Dont forget my last will an testimony as now expressed. Willum, says I, I wont. So, maam, I left Californy with a sacred trust, so to speak, crossed the sea, and here I am.

At this point Captain Wopper, having warmed in his subject, took in at one bite as much of the small loaf as would have been rather a heavy dinner for Mrs Roby, and emptied at one gulp a full cup of her tea, after which he stroked his beard, smiled benignantly at his hostess, became suddenly earnest again, and went on  chewing as he spoke.

Now, maam, Ive three questions to ask: in the first place, as its not possible now to do a good turn to old Mr Lawrence, I must do it to his son. Can you tell me where he lives?

Mrs Roby told him that it was in a street not far from where they sat, in a rather poor lodging.

Secondly, maam, can you tell me where Willums sister-in-law lives,  Mrs Stout, alias Stoutley?

No, Captain Wopper, but I daresay Mr Lawrence can. He knows most everythink, and has a London Directory.

Good. Now, in the third place, where am I to find a lodging?

Mrs Roby replied that there were plenty to be found in London of all kinds.

You havent a spare room here, have you? said the Captain, looking round.

Mrs Roby shook her head and said that she had not; and, besides, that if she had, it would be impossible for her to keep a lodger, as she had no servant, and could not attend on him herself.

Mrs Roby, said the Captain, a gold-digging seaman dont want no servant, nor no attendance. Whats up aloft?

By pointing to a small trap-door in the ceiling, he rendered the question intelligible.

Its a garret, I believe, replied Mrs Roby, smiling; but having no ladder, Ive never been up.

Youve no objection to my taking a look, have you? asked the Captain.

None in the world, replied the old woman. Without more ado the seaman rose, mounted on a chair, pushed open the trap-door, thrust his head and shoulders through, and looked round. Apparently the inspection was not deemed sufficiently close, for, to the old womans alarm and inexpressible surprise, he seized the edges of the hole with his strong hands, raised himself up, and finally disappeared in the regions above! The alarm of the old woman was somewhat increased by the sound of her visitors heavy tread on the boards overhead as he stumbled about. Presently his head appeared looking down through the trap. In any aspect, Captain Woppers shaggy head was an impressive one; but viewed in an upside-down position, with the blood running into it, it was peculiarly striking.

I say, old lady, he shouted, as if his position recalled the action and induced the tones of a boatswain, itll do. A capital berth, with two portholes and a bunk.

The Captains head disappeared, and immediately his legs took its place, suggesting the outrageous idea that he had thrown a somersault. Next moment his huge body slid down, and he stood on the floor much flushed and covered with dust.

Now, old girl, is it to be? he said, sitting down at the table. Will you take me as a lodger, for better and for worse? Ill fit up the berth on the main-deck, and be my own servant as well as yours. Say the word.

I can refuse nothing to Willies friend, said old Mrs Roby, but really I

Done, its a bargain, interrupted the Captain, rising abruptly. Now, Ill go visit young Mr Lawrence and Mrs Stoutley, and to-morrow Ill bring my kit, take possession of my berth, and you and I shall sail in company, I hope, and be messmates for some time to come.




Chapter Three.

Difficulties among the Social Summits.

In one of the many mansions of the west end of London, a lady reclined one morning on a sofa wishing that it were afternoon. She was a middle-aged, handsome, sickly lady. If it had been afternoon she would have wished that it were evening, and if it had been evening she would have wished for the morning; for Mrs Stoutley was one of those languid invalids whose enjoyment appears to be altogether in the future or the past, and who seem to have no particular duties connected with the present except sighing and wishing. It may be that this unfortunate condition of mind had something to do with Mrs Stoutleys feeble state of health. If she had been a little more thoughtful about others, and less mindful of herself, she might, perhaps, have sighed and wished less, and enjoyed herself more. At all events her doctor seemed to entertain some such opinion, for, sitting in an easy chair beside her, and looking earnestly at her handsome, worn-out countenance, he said, somewhat abruptly, being a blunt doctor.

You must go abroad, madam, and try to get your mind, as well as your body, well shaken up.

Why, doctor, replied Mrs Stoutley, with a faint smile; you talk of me as if I were a bottle of physic or flat ginger-beer.

You are little better, silly woman, thought the doctor, but his innate sense of propriety induced him only to say, with a smile, Well, there is at least this much resemblance between you and a bottle of flat ginger-beer, namely, that both require to be made to effervesce a little. It will never do to let your spirits down as you have been doing. We must brighten up, my dear madam  not Brighton up, by the way, weve had enough of Brighton and Bath, and such places. We must get away to the Continent this summer  to the Pyrenees, or Switzerland, where we can breathe the fresh mountain air, and ramble on glaciers, and have a thorough change.

Mrs Stoutley looked gently, almost pitifully at the doctor while he spoke, as if she thought him a well-meaning and impulsive, but rather stupid maniac.

Impossible, my dear doctor, she said; you know I could not stand the fatigues of such a journey.

Well, then, replied the doctor, abruptly, you must stop at home and die.

Oh! what a shocking naughty man you are to talk so.

Mrs Stoutley said this, however, with an easy good-natured air, which showed plainly that she did not believe her illness likely to have such a serious termination.

I will be still more naughty and shocking, continued the doctor, resolutely, but with a twinkle in his eyes, for I shall prescribe not only a dose of mountain air, but a dose of mountain exercise, to be taken  and the patient to be well shaken while taken  every morning throughout the summer and autumn. Moreover, after you return to England, you must continue the exercise during the winter; and, in addition to that, must have an object at the end of your walks and drives  not shopping, observe, that is not a sufficiently out-of-door object; nor visiting your friends, which is open to the same objection.

Mrs Stoutley smiled again at this, and said that really, if visiting and shopping were forbidden, there seemed to be nothing left but museums and picture-galleries.

To this the doctor retorted that although she might do worse than visit museums and picture-galleries, he would prefer that she should visit the diamond and gold fields of the city.

Did you ever hear of the diamond and gold fields of London, Miss Gray? he said, turning to a plain yet pretty girl, who had been listening in silence to the foregoing conversation.

Never, answered Miss Gray, with a look of surprise.

Now, Miss Grays look of surprise induces us to state in passing that this young lady  niece, also poor relation and companion, to Mrs Stoutley  possessed three distinct aspects. When grave, she was plain,  not ugly, observe; a girl of nineteen, with a clear healthy complexion and nut-brown hair, cannot in any circumstances be ugly; no, she was merely plain when grave. When she smiled she was decidedly pretty, and when she laughed she was captivating  absolutely irresistible! She seldom laughed, occasionally smiled, and was generally grave. There was something quite incomprehensible about her, for she was not an unusually good girl, and by no means a dashing girl, neither was she an intensely modest girl  and yet, plain Emma Gray had perhaps driven more young men into a condition of drivelling imbecility than any acknowledged beauty of the metropolis.

Observe, we say perhaps, because we lay claim to no superhuman knowledge in regard to such matters.

They are rather extensive fields, continued the doctor, scattered here and there about the metropolis, but lying chiefly in the city and on the banks of the Thames. They comprise many picture-galleries, too, and museums; the latter containing wonderful specimens of old bones and fossil remains, filth, and miscellaneous abominations, in which the gold and diamonds are imbedded  sometimes buried,  and the former being hung with subjects  chiefly interiors  incomparably superior, in respect of graphic power, to the works of Hogarth.

Oh! I know what you mean, said Miss Gray, with a little smile.

Your wits are sharper than mine, Emma, said Mrs Stoutley, with a sigh and a placid look. What do you refer to, Doctor Tough?

I refer to those districts, madam, chiefly inhabited by the poor, where there are innumerable diamonds and gold nuggets, some of which are being polished, and a good many are glittering brightly, though not yet fixed in their proper setting, while by far the greater number of them are down in the earth, and useless in the meantime, and apt to be lost for want of adventurous diggers. They are splendid fields those of London, and digging is healthful occupation  though it might not seem so at first sight. Did you ever visit the poor, Mrs Stoutley?

With a slight elevation of her eyebrows, and the application of a scent-bottle to her delicate nose, as if the question had suggested bad smells, the lady said that  Well, yes, she had once visited a poor old gardener who had been a faithful creature in the family of a former friend, but that her recollection of that visit did not tend to induce a wish for its repetition.

Hm! coughed the doctor, well, the taste of physic is usually bad at first, but one soon gets used to it, and the after effects, as you know, are exceedingly beneficial. I hope that when you visit the London diggings you may find the truth of this; but it will be time enough to speak of that subject when you return from rambling on the glaciers of Switzerland, where, by the way, the dirt, rubbish, and wrack, called moraines, which lie at the foot of the glaciers, will serve to remind you of the gold-fields to which I have referred, for much of what composes those moraines was once solid rock in a fixed position on the heights, or glittering ice which reflected the suns dazzling rays on surrounding high life, though it lies low in the earth now. To a lady of your intelligence, madam, I need not expound my parable. There are many avalanches, great and small, in English society as well as among the Swiss mountains; and, whether by gradual subsidence or a tremendous rush, we must all find our places in the moraine at last.

Really, doctor, said Mrs Stoutley, with a light laugh, you seem to have already wandered much among these moral moraines, and to have acquired some of their ruggedness. How can you talk of such dismal things to a patient? But are you really in earnest about my going abroad?

Indeed I am, replied the doctor, firmly, and I advise you to begin your preparations at once, for you must set out on your travels in less than a month. I lay the responsibility of seeing my orders carried into effect on your shoulders, Miss Gray.

So saying, the doctor rose and took his leave. Mrs Stoutley and her niece immediately began to discuss the subject of Switzerland  the one languidly, the other with animation. It was plain enough that, although the invalid protested to the doctor her inability to travel, she really had no objection, perhaps felt some desire, to go abroad, for when Miss Gray mentioned the fact that there was a difficulty in the shape of insufficient funds, she replied with more warmth than usual  

Now, Emma, what is the use of always bringing up that ridiculous idea?

No doubt, auntie, the maiden replied, it is a little ridiculous to run short of ready money, considering the style in which we live; but it would be still more ridiculous, you know, to go to Switzerland without the means of paying our expenses while there.

Whats that you say about expenses, cousin? exclaimed a tall handsome stripling who entered at the moment, and seated himself on the sofa at his mothers feet.

Oh, bother the expense! he exclaimed, when the difficulty had been explained to him, it cant cost so much to spend a few months in Switzerland,  besides, we can do it cheap, you know. Didnt Mr Whats-his-name, our man of business, say that there was a considerable balance at the bankers, and that if the What-dee-call-em mines paid a reasonable dividend, we should easily get over our difficulties?

He said something of that sort, I believe, replied Mrs Stoutley, with a sigh.

I rather think, cousin Lewis, said Emma, endeavouring to repress a smile, that he said there was an inconsiderable balance at the bankers, and that unless the Gorong mine paid a reasonable dividend, we shouldnt easily get over our difficulties.

Both Lewis and his mother laughed at the quiet way in which this was said, but, while both admitted that Emmas view of the matter might perhaps be correct, Lewis held that there was no good reason for supposing there would be any difficulty in the meantime in obtaining from their man-of-business the paltry sum that was required for a short tour on the Continent. Indeed Mrs Stoutley regarded this man-of-business as a mere sponge, who required only to be squeezed in order to the production of what was desired, and the man-of-business himself found it no easy matter to convince her that she held erroneous views on this subject, and that at her present rate of progress, she would, to use the doctors glacial simile, very soon topple from the pinnacle of fashion, on which she sat, and fall with the crash of a social avalanche into the moraine of ruin.

What a wise little woman you are, cousin Emma, said Lewis, gaily. You ought to have been bred to the law, or trained an accountant. However, we wont be guided by your advice just now, first, because the doctor has ordered mother abroad for her health, which is our chief consideration; and, second, because I wish of all things to see Switzerland, and climb Mont Blanc. Besides, we are not so poor as you think, and I hope to add a little to our general funds in a day or two. By the way, can you lend me ten pounds just now, mother?

Why do you want it? asked Mrs Stoutley, sternly, as if she meant to refuse, but at the same time opening her purse.

Dont ask me just now. I will repay you tomorrow, with interest and shall then explain.

With an easy, languid smile, the carelessly amiable invalid handed her last ten-pound note to her hopeful son, who had just transferred it to his pocketbook, when a footman entered and presented a scrap of dirty paper, informing his lady that the person who sent up the card desired to see her.

What is this? said Mrs Stoutley, holding the paper gingerly with the tips of her fingers, Wip  Wap  Wopper! What is Wopper? Is the person a man or a woman?

The footman, who, although well-bred, found it difficult to restrain a smile, intimated that the person was a man, and added, that he said he had come from California, and wanted to see Mrs Stoutley very particularly.

On hearing this, the ladys manner changed at once, and, with more animation than she had yet exhibited, she desired that he should be shown in.

With his large wide-awake in one hand, and a canvas bag in the other, Captain Wopper entered the drawing-room, and looked around him with a beaming and rather bashful smile.

Mrs Stoutley, I believe, he said, advancing, and Miss Emma Gray, I suppose, he added, turning with a beaming glance towards the young lady.

Mrs Stoutley admitted that he was right, and expressed some surprise that he, a perfect stranger, should be so well acquainted with their names.

I am indeed a stranger personally, maam, said Captain Wopper, smoothing the hair down on his rugged brow, but I may be said to know you pretty well, seeing that I have for many years been the friend and messmate of your late husbands brother in Californy.

Indeed! exclaimed Mrs Stoutley, with increasing animation, as she rose and held out her hand; any friend of my brother-in-law is heartily welcome. Be seated, Mr Wopper, and let me hear about him. He was very kind to my dear husband during his last illness  very kind. I shall never forget him.

No doubt he was, said the Captain, accepting the chair which Emma Gray handed to him, with looks of great interest. Thank ee, Miss. Willum Stout  excuse my familiarity, maam, I always called him Willum, because we was like brothers  more than brothers, I may say, an very friendly. Yes, Willum Stout was kind to his brother in his last days. It would have bin shame to him if he hadnt for your husband, maam, was kind to Willum, an he often said to me, over the camp-fires in the bush, that hed never forget his kindness. But its over now, continued the seaman in a sad tone, an poor Willum is left alone.

Is my uncle very poor? asked Lewis, who had been paying more attention to the appearance of their rugged visitor than to what he had said.

Ay, very poor, replied the seaman, as regards near relations, leastwise such as he has seen and known in former days, but he ant poor as regards gold. Hes got lots of that. He and I worked not far from each other for years, an he used to hit upon good claims somehow, and shovelled up the nuggets like stones.

Indeed! I wish hed send a few of them this way, exclaimed Lewis, with a careless laugh.

No doubt he might do so, young man, if he knew you were in need of em, but your father gave him to understand that his family was rich.

Rich! exclaimed Lewis, with a smile, in which there was a touch of contempt. Well, yes, we were rich enough once, but when my father was away these wretched mines became

Lewie! exclaimed his mother, hastily, what nonsense you do talk! Really, one would think from your account that we were paupers.

Well, mother, so we are  paupers to this extent at least, that we cant afford to take a run to Switzerland, though ordered to do so for your health, because we lack funds.

Lewis said this half petulantly, for he had been a spoilt child, and might probably have been by that time a ruined young man, but for the mercy of his Creator, who had blessed him with an amiable disposition. He was one of those youths, in short, of whom people say that they cant be spoiled, though fond and foolish parents do their best to spoil them.

You mis-state the case, naughty boy, said Mrs Stoutley, annoyed at being thus forced to touch on her private affairs before a stranger. No doubt our ready cash is what our man-of-business calls locked up, but that, you know, is only a matter of temporary inconvenience, and cannot last long.

As Mrs Stoutley paused and hesitated, their visitor placed on the table a canvas bag, which, up to this point he had rested on one knee.

This bag, he said, of nuggets, is a gift from Willum. He desired me to deliver it to you, Miss Gray, as a small acknowledgment of your kindness in writin so often to him. Hed have bought you a silk gown, or a noo bonnet, so he said, but wasnt sure as to your taste in such matters, and thought youd accept the nuggets and buy it for yourself. Leastwise, thats somethin like the speech Willum tried to tell me to deliver, but he warnt good at speech-makin no more than I at remembrin, and hoped youd take the will for the deed.

With a flush of surprise and pleasure, Emma Gray accepted both the will and the deed, with many expressions of gratitude, and said, that as she did not require either a silk dress or a bonnet just then, she would invest her little fortune; she would lend it at high interest, to a lady under temporary inconvenience, who was ordered by her doctor to Switzerland for the benefit of her health. To this Mrs Stoutley protested very earnestly that the lady in question would not accept the loan on any consideration; that it must not be diverted from its destined use, but be honestly expended on silk-dresses and new bonnets. To which Emma replied, that the destiny of the gift, with interest (she was very particular on that head), should be fulfilled in good time, but that meanwhile it must be lent out.

In the midst of a cross-fire of this kind the bag was opened, and its contents poured on the table, to the immense admiration of all the company, none of whom had, until that day, beheld gold in its native condition.

How much may it be worth, Mr Wopper? asked Lewis, weighing one of the largest lumps.

About two hundred pound, I should say, more or less, replied the seaman.

Indeed! exclaimed the youth in surprise  an exclamation which was echoed by his mother and cousin in modified tones.

While they sat thus toying with the lumps of gold, the conversation reverted to the sender of it, and the Captain told such entertaining anecdotes of bush life, in all of which Uncle Willum had been an actor, that the afternoon arrived before Mrs Stoutley had time to wish for it. They also talked of the last illness of the deceased father of the family; and when it came out that Captain (they had found out by that time that their visitor had been a skipper, and, by courtesy, a captain), had assisted Willum in nursing Mr Stoutley, and had followed him to the grave, Mrs Stoutleys gratitude was such that she insisted on her visitor staying to dinner.

Thank ee, maam, he said, Ive dined. I always dines at one oclock if I can manage it.

But we dont dine till eight, said the lady, so it will just suit for your supper.

Do come, said Emma Gray, we shall be quite alone, and shall have a great spinning of yarns over Uncle William and the gold-fields.

Well, I dont mind if I do, said the Captain, but before supper I must go to the docks for my kit and settle my lodgings.

I am going to the Strand, and shall be happy to give you a lift, said Lewis.

The Captain accepted the offer, and as they drove along, he and his young friend became very intimate, insomuch that Lewis, who was lighthearted, open, and reckless, let him into his confidence, and spoke quite freely about his mothers difficulties. It is only justice to add that the Captain did not encourage him in this. When, however, the youth spoke of himself, he not only encouraged him, but drew him out. Among other things, he drew out of him the fact that he was in the habit of gambling, and that he fully expected  if his usual luck attended him  to assist in adding to the fund which was to take the family abroad.

The Captain looked at the handsome stripling for a few seconds in silent surprise.

You dont mean to tell me, he said slowly, that you gamble?

Indeed I do, replied Lewis, with a bland smile, and something of a twinkle in his eye.

For money? asked the Captain.

For money, assented the youth; what have you to say against it?

Why, Ive to say that its mean.

Thats strong language, said Lewis, flushing.

It ant strong enough by a long way, returned the Captain, with indignation, its more than mean, its contemptible; its despicable.

The flush on Lewiss face deepened, and he looked at his companion with the air of one who meditates knocking another down. Perhaps the massive size and strength of the Captain induced him to change his mind. It may be that there occurred to him the difficulty  if not impossibility  of knocking down a man who was down already, and the want of space in a cab for such violent play of muscle. At all events he did nothing, but looked daggers.

Look ee here, my lad, continued the Captain, laying his huge hand on his companions knee, and gazing earnestly into his face, I dont mean for to hurt your feelins by sayin that you are mean, or contemptible, or despicable, for I dont suppose youve thought much about the matter at all, and are just following in the wake of older men who ought to know better; but I say that the thing  gambling for money  is the meanest thing a man can do, short of stealing. What does it amount to? Simply this  I want another mans money, and the other man wants mine. We darent try open robbery, we would be ashamed of that; were both too lazy to labour for money, and labour doesnt bring it in fast enough, therefore well go play for it. Ill ask him to submit to be robbed by me on condition that I submit to be robbed by him; and which is to be the robbed, and which the robber, shall depend on the accidental turn of a dice, or something equally trifling

But I dont gamble by means of dice, interrupted Lewis, I play, and bet, on billiards, which is a game of skill, requiring much practice, judgment, and thought.

That makes no odds, my lad, continued the Captain. There is no connection whatever between the rolling of a ball and the taking away of a mans money, any more than there is between the turning of a dice and the taking of a mans money. Both are dishonourable subterfuges. They are mere blinds put up to cover the great and mean fact, which is, that I want to get possession of my neighbours cash.

But, Captain, retorted Lewis, with a smile  for he had now entered into the spirit of the argument you ignore the fact that while I try to win from my friend, I am quite willing that my friend should try to win from me.

Ignore it? no! cried Captain Wopper. Putt it in this way. Isnt it wrong for me to have a longing desire and itching fingers to lay hold of your cash?

Well, put in that simple form, said Lewis, with a laugh, it certainly is.

And isnt it equally wrong for you to have a hungering and thirsting after my cash?

Of course that follows, assented Lewis.

Well, then, pursued the Captain, can any agreement between you and me, as to the guessing of black or white or the turning of dice or anything else, make a right out of two wrongs?

Still, said Lewis, a little puzzled, there is fallacy somewhere in your argument. I cannot see that gambling is wrong.

Mark me, my lad, returned the Captain, impressively, it is no sufficient reason for the doing of a thing that you cannot see it to be wrong. You are not entitled to do anything unless you see it to be right. But there are other questions connected with gambling which renders it doubly mean  the question, for instance, whether a man is entitled to risk the loss of money which he calls his own, but which belongs to his wife and children as much as to himself. The mean positions, too, in which a gambler places himself, are numerous. One of these is, when a rich man wins the hard-earned and much-needed gains of a poor one.

But one is not supposed to know anything about the affairs of those from whom one wins, objected Lewis.

All the more reason, replied Captain Wopper, why a man should never gamble, lest, unwittingly, he should become the cause of great suffering  it might be, of death.

Still Lewis could not see the wrong of gambling, and the discussion was cut short by the sudden stopping of the cab at a door in the Strand, over which hung a lamp, on which the Captain observed the word Billiards.

Well, ta-ta, old fellow, said Lewis, gaily, as he parted from his new friend, well finish the argument another day. Meanwhile, dont forget the hour  eight, sharp.




Chapter Four.

Shows how the Captain came to an Anchor, and conceived a Deep Design.

When Captain Wopper parted from his young friend, he proceeded along the Strand in an unusually grave mood, shaking his head to such a degree, as he reflected on the precocious wickedness of the rising generation, that a very ragged and pert specimen of that generation, observing his condition, gravely informed him that there was an hospital for incurables in London, which took in patients with palsy and St. Wituses dance werry cheap.

This recalled him from the depths of sorrowful meditation, and induced him to hail a cab, in which he drove to the docks, claimed his chest  a solid, seamanlike structure, reminding one of the wooden walls of Old England  and returned with it to the head of the lane leading to Grubbs Court. Dismissing the cab, he looked round for a porter, but as no porter appeared, the Captain, having been accustomed through life to help himself, and being, as we have said, remarkably strong, shouldered the nautical chest, and bore it to the top of Mrs Robys staircase.

Here he encountered, and almost tumbled over, Gillie White, who saluted him with  

Hallo! ship ahoooy! starboard hard! breakers ahead! Why, Cappn, youve all but run into me!

Why dont you show a light then, retorted the Captain, or blow your steam-whistle, in such a dark hole? Whats that youve got in your arms?

The baby, replied Gillie.

What baby? demanded the Captain.

Our baby, of course, returned the imp, in a tone that implied the non-existence of any other baby worth mentioning. I brought it up to show it to the sick ooman next door but one to Mrs Robys cabin. Shes very sick, she is, an took a great longing to see our baby, cos she thinks its like what her son was wen he was a baby. If he ever was, he dont look much like one now, for hes six-feet nothin in his socks, an drinks like a fish, if he dont do nothin wuss. Good-night Cappn. Babyll ketch cold if I keep on jawin here. Mind your weather eye, and port your helm when you reach the landin. If youll take the advice of a young salt, youll clew up your mainsail an dowse some of your top-hamper  ah! I thought so!

This last remark, delivered with a broad grin of delight, had reference to the fact that the Captain had run the corner of his chest against the low roof of the passage with a degree of violence that shook the whole tenement.

Holding his breath in hopeful anticipation, and reckless of the babys ketching cold, the small boy listened for more. Nor was he disappointed. In his progress along the passage Captain Wopper, despite careful steering, ran violently foul of several angles and beams, each of which mishaps sent a quiver through the old house, and a thrill to the heart of Gillie White. In his earnest desire to steer clear of the sick womans door, the luckless Captain came into collision with the opposite wall, and anxiety on this point causing him to forget the step on which he had struck once before, he struck it again, and was precipitated, chest and all, against Mrs Robys door, which, fortunately for itself, burst open, and let the avalanche of chest and man descend upon Mrs Robys floor.

Knowing that the climax was now reached, the imp descended the stair filled with a sort of serene ecstasy, while Captain Wopper gathered himself up and sat down on his nautical portmanteau.

I tell ee what it is, old ooman, said he, stroking his beard, the channel into this port is about the wust I ever had the ill-luck to navigate. I hope I didnt frighten ee?

Oh, dear no! replied Mrs Roby, with a smile.

To say truth, the old woman seemed less alarmed than might have been expected. Probably the noise of the Captains approach, and previous experience, had prepared her for some startling visitation, for she was quite calm, and a humorous twinkle in her eyes seemed to indicate the presence of a spirit somewhat resembling that which actuated Gillie White.

Well, thats all right, said the Captain, rising and pushing up the trap-door that led to his private berth in the new lodging; and now, old lady, havin come to an anchor, I must get this chest sent aloft as fast as I can, seein that Ive to clean myself an rig out for a dinner at eight oclock at the west end.

Dear me, said Mrs Roby, in surprise, you must have got among people of quality.

It wont be easy to hoist it up, said the Captain, ignoring the remark, and eyeing the chest and trap-door in the roof alternately.

Just then a heavy step was heard in the passage; and a young man of large and powerful frame, with a gentle as well as gentlemanly demeanour, appeared at the door.

Come in  come in, said Mrs Roby, with a bright look, this is only my new lodger, a friend of dear Wil

Why, bless you, old ooman, interrupted Captain Wopper, he knows me well enough. I went to him this morning and got Mrs Stoutleys address. Come in, Dr Lawrence. I may claim to act the host here now in a small way, perhaps, and bid visitors welcome  eh! Mrs Roby?

Surely, surely, replied the old woman.

Thank you both for the welcome, said the visitor with a pleasant smile, as he shook hands with Mrs Roby. I thought I recognised your voice, Captain Wopper, as you passed Mrs Levens door, and came out to see how you and my old friend here get on together.

Is she any better to-night, sir? asked Mrs Roby, anxiously.

Lawrence shook his head sadly and said she was no better, and that he feared she had little chance of getting better while her dissipated son dwelt under the same roof with her. It is breaking her heart, he added, and, besides that, the nature of her disease is such that recovery is impossible unless she is fed on the most generous diet. This of course she cannot have, because she has no means of her own. Her son gambles away nearly all his small salary, and she refuses to go to an hospital lest her absence should be the removal of the last restraining link between him and destruction. It is a very sad case  very.

Captain Wopper was struck with this reference to gambling coming so soon after his recent conversation on that subject, and asked if there were no charitable societies or charitable people in London who would help in a case so miserable.

Yes, there were plenty of charitable institutions, Lawrence told him, but he feared that this woman had no special claim on any of them, and her refusal to go to an hospital would tell against her. There were also, he said, plenty of charitable people, but all of those he happened to be acquainted with had been appealed to by him so often that he felt ashamed to try them again. He had already given away as much of his own slender means as he could well spare, so that he saw no way out of the difficulty; but he had faith in Providential supervision of human affairs, and he believed that a way would yet be opened up.

Youre right, sir  right, said Captain Wopper, with emphasis, while he looked earnestly into the face of the young doctor. This world wasnt made to be kicked about like a foot-ball by chance, or circumstances, or anything of the sort. Look ee here, sir; it has bin putt into my heart to feel charitable leanings, and a good bit o cash has bin putt into my pocket, so that, bein a lone sort o man, I dont have much use for it. Thats on the one hand. On the other hand, here are you, sir, the son of a friend o my chum Willum Stout, with great need of aid from charitable people, an here we two are met together  both ready for action. Now, I call that a Providential arrangement, so please putt me down as one of your charitable friends. Its little I can boast of in that way as yet but its not too late to begin. Ive long arrears to pull up, so Ill give you that to begin with. Itll help to relieve Mrs Leven in the meantime.

As he spoke, the Captain drew a black pocketbook from his breast pocket and, taking a piece of paper therefrom, placed it in the doctors hands.

This is a fifty-pound note! said Lawrence, in surprise.

Well, what then? returned the Captain. You didnt expect a thousand-pound note, did you?

Not quite that, replied Lawrence, laughing, but I thought that perhaps you had made a mistake.

Ah! you judged from appearances, young man. Dont you git into the way of doin that, else youll be for ever sailin on the wrong tack. Take my advice, an never look as if you thought a man gave you more than he could afford. Nobody never does that.

Far be it from me, returned Lawrence, to throw cold water on generous impulses. I accept your gift with thanks, and will gladly put you on my list. If you should find hereafter that I pump you rather hard, please to remember that you gave me encouragement to do so.

Pump away, sir. When youve pumped dry, Ill tell you!

Well, said Lawrence, rising, Ill go at once and bring your liberality into play; and, since you have done me so good a turn, remember that you may command my services, if they can ever be of any use to you.

The Captain cast a glance at the trap-door and the chest.

Well, said he, I can scarcely ask you to do it professionally, but if youd lend a hand to get this Noahs ark o mine on to the upper deck, Id

Come along, cried Lawrence, jumping up with a laugh, and seizing one end of the ark.

Captain Wopper grasped the other end, and, between them, with much puffing, pushing, and squeezing, they thrust the box through the trap to the upper regions, whither the Captain followed it by means of the same gymnastic feat that he performed on his first ascent. Thrusting his head down, he invited the doctor to come aloft, which the doctor did in the same undignified fashion, for his gentle manner and spirit had not debarred him from the practice and enjoyment of manly exercises.

Its a snug berth, you see, said the Captain, stumbling among the dusty lumber, and knocking his head against the beams, wants cleaning up, tho, and puttin to rights a bit, but Ill soon manage that; and when I git the dirt and cobwebs cleared away, glass putt in the port-holes, and a whitewash on the roof and walls, itll be a cabin fit for an admiral. See what a splendid view of the river! Just suited to a seafarin man.

Capital! cried Lawrence, going down on his knees to obtain the view referred to. Rather low in the roof, however, dont you think?

Low? not at all! exclaimed the Captain. Its nothin to what Ive been used to on the coastin trade off Californy. Why, Ive had to live in cabins so small that a tall man couldnt keep his back straight when he was sittin on the lockers; but we didnt sit much in em; we was chiefly used to go into em to lie down. This is a palace to such cabins.

The doctor expressed satisfaction at finding that his new charitable contributor took such enlarged views of a pigeon-hole, and, promising to pay him another visit when the cabin should have been put to rights, said good-bye, and went to relieve the wants of the sick woman.

As the captain accompanied him along the passage, they heard the voice and step of poor Mrs Levens dissipated son, as he came stumbling and singing up the stair.

He was a stout good-looking youth, and cast a half impudent half supercilious look at Captain Wopper on approaching. He also bestowed a nod of careless recognition on Dr Lawrence.

Thinking it better to be out of the way, the Captain said good-bye again to his friend, and returned to the cabin, where he expressed to Mrs Roby the opinion that, that young feller Leven was goin to the dogs at railway speed.

Thereafter he went aloft, and, as he expressed it, rigged himself out, in a spruce blue coat with brass buttons; blue vest and trousers to match; a white dicky with a collar attached and imitation carbuncle studs down the front. To these he added a black silk neckerchief tied in a true sailors knot but with the ends separated and carefully tucked away under his vest to prevent their interfering with the effulgence of the carbuncle studs; a pair of light shoes with a superabundance of new tie; a green silk handkerchief, to be carried in his hat, for the purpose of mopping his forehead when warm, and a red silk ditto to be carried in his pocket for the benefit of his nose. In addition to the studs, Captain Wopper wore, as ornaments, a solid gold ring, the rude workmanship of which induced the belief that he must have made it himself, and a large gold watch, with a gold chain in the form of a cable, and a rough gold nugget attached to it in place of a seal or key. We class the watch among simple ornaments because, although it went  very demonstratively too, with a loud self-asserting tick  its going was irregular and uncertain. Sometimes it went too slow without apparent cause. At other times it went too fast without provocation. Frequently it struck altogether, and only consented to resume work after a good deal of gentle and persuasive threatening to wind it the wrong way. It had chronic internal complaints, too, which produced sundry ominous clicks and sounds at certain periods of the day. These passed off, however, towards evening. Occasionally such sounds rushed as it were into a sudden whirr and series of convulsions, ending in a dead stop, which was an unmistakeable intimation to the Captain that something vital had given way; that the watch had gone into open mutiny, and nothing short of a visit to the watchmaker could restore it to life and duty.

Im off now, said the Captain, descending when he was fully rigged. What about the door-key, mother?  youve no objection to my calling you mother, have you?

None whatever, Captain, replied Mrs Roby, with a pleasant smile, an old friend of William may call me whatever he pleases  short, she added after momentary pause, of swearin.

Trust me, Ill stop short of that. You see, old lady, I never knowd a mother, and I should like to try to feel what its like to have one. Its true Im not just a lad, but you are old enough to be my mother for all that, so Ill make the experiment. But what about the key of the door, mother? I cant expect you to let me in, you know.

Just lock it, and take the key away with you, said Mrs Roby.

But what if a fire should break out? said the Captain, with a look of indecision.

Im not afraid of fire. Weve got a splendid brigade and plenty of fire-escapes, and a good kick from a fireman would open my door without a key.

Mother, youre a trump! Ill lock you in and leave you with an easy mind

He stopped abruptly, and Mrs Roby asked what was the matter.

Well, its what I said about an easy mind that threw me all aback, replied the Captain, for to tell ee the truth, I havent got an easy mind.

Not done anything wicked, I hope? said Mrs Roby, anxiously.

No, no; nothin o that sort; but there is somethin lyin heavy on my mind, and I dont see why I shouldnt make a confidant o you, bein my mother, dee see; and, besides, it consarns Willum.

The old woman looked eagerly at her lodger as he knitted his brows in perplexity and smoothed down his forelock.

Heres where it is, he continued, drawing his chair closer to that of Mrs Roby; when Willum made me his exikooter, so to speak, he said to me, Wopper, says he, Im not one o them fellers that holds on to his cash till he dies with it in his pocket. Ive got neither wife nor chick, as you know, an so, wot I means to do is to give the bulk of it to them that I love while Im alive  dee see? I do, Willum, says I. Well then, says he, besides them little matters that I axed you to do for me, I want you to take partikler notice of two people. One is the man as saved my life wen I was a youngster, or, if hes dead, take notice of his childn. The other is that sweet young creeter, Emma Gray, who has done the correspondence with me so long for my poor brother. You keep a sharp look-out an find out how these two are off for money. If Emmas rich, of course its no use to give her what she dont need, and Ill give the most of what Ive had the good fortune to dig up here to old Mr Lawrence, or his family, for my brothers widow, bein rich, dont need it. If both Emma and Lawrence are rich, why then, just let me know, and Ill try to hit on some other plan to make away with it, for you know well enough I couldnt use it all upon myself without going into wicked extravagance, and my dear old Mrs Roby wouldnt know what to do with so much cash if I sent it to her. Now, you promise to do this for me? says he. Willum, says I, I do.

Now, mother, continued the Captain, what troubles me is this, that instead o findin Miss Emma rich, and Mr Lawrence poor, or wice wersa, or findin em both rich, I finds em both poor. Thats where my difficulty lies.

Mrs Roby offered a prompt solution of this difficulty by suggesting that William should divide the money between them.

That would do all well enough, returned the Captain, if there were no under-currents drivin the ship out of her true course. But you see, mother, I find that the late Mr Stoutleys family is also poor  at least in difficulties  although they live in great style, and seem to be rich; and from what I heard the other day, I know that the son is given to gamblin, and the mother seems to be extravagant, and both of em are ready enough to sponge on Miss Emma, who is quite willin  far too willin  to be sponged upon, so that whatever Willum gave to her would be just thrown away. Now the question is, continued the Captain, looking seriously at the kettle with the defiant spout, what am I to advise Willum to do?

Advise him, replied Mrs Roby, promptly, to give all the money to Dr Lawrence, and get Dr Lawrence to marry Miss Gray, and so theyll both get the whole of it.

A beaming smile crossed the Captains visage.

Not a bad notion, mother; but what if Dr Lawrence, after gettin the money, didnt want to marry Miss Gray?

Get him to marry her first and give the money afterwards, returned Mrs Roby.

Ay, that might do, replied the Captain, nodding slowly, only it may be that a man without means may hesitate about marryin a girl without means, especially if he didnt want her, and she didnt want him. I dont quite see how to get over all these difficulties.

Theres only one way of getting over them, said Mrs Roby, and that is, by bringin the young people together, and givin em a chance to fall in love.

True, true, mother, but, so far as I know, Dr Lawrence dont know the family. We couldnt, said the Captain, looking round the room, dubiously, ask em to take a quiet cup of tea here with us  eh? You might ask Dr Lawrence, as your medical man, and I might ask Miss Emma, as an old friend of her uncle, quite in an off-hand way, you know, as if by chance. Theyd never see through the dodge, and would fall in love at once, perhaps  eh?

Captain Wopper said all this in a dubious tone, looking at the defiant kettle the while, as if propitiating its favourable reception of the idea, but it continued defiant, and hissed uncompromisingly, while its mistress laughed outright.

Youre not much of a match-maker, I see, she said, on recovering composure. No, Captain, it wouldnt do to ask em here to tea.

Well, well, said the Captain, rising, well let match-makin alone for the present. Its like tryin to beat to windard against a cyclone. The best way is to square the yards, furl the sails, and scud under bare poles till its over. Its blowin too hard just now for me to make headway, so Ill wear ship and scud.

In pursuance of this resolve, Captain Wopper put on his wide-awake, locked up his mother, and went off to dine at the west end.




Chapter Five.

In which Several Important Matters are arranged, and Gillie White undergoes some Remarkable and hitherto Unknown Experiences.

It is not necessary to inflict on the reader Mrs Stoutleys dinner in detail; suffice it to say, that Captain Wopper conducted himself, on the whole, much more creditably than his hostess had anticipated, and made himself so entertaining, especially to Lewis, that that young gentleman invited him to accompany the family to Switzerland, much to the amusement of his cousin Emma and the horror of his mother, who, although she enjoyed a private visit of the Captain, did not relish the thought of his becoming a travelling companion of the family. She pretended not to hear the invitation given, but when Lewis, knowing full well the state of her mind, pressed the invitation, she shook her head at him covertly and frowned. This by-play her son pretended not to see, and continued his entreaties, the Captain not having replied.

Now, do come with us, Captain Wopper, he said; it will be such fun, and we should all enjoy you so much  wouldnt we, Emma? (Yes, indeed, from Emma); and it would just be suited to your tastes and habits, for the fine, fresh air of the mountains bears a wonderful resemblance to that of the sea. Youve been accustomed no doubt to climb up the shrouds to the crosstrees; well, in Switzerland, you may climb up the hills to any sort of trees you like, and get shrouded in mist, or tumble over a precipice and get put into your shroud altogether; and

Really, Lewie, you ought to be ashamed of making such bad puns, interrupted his mother. Doubtless it would be very agreeable to have Captain Wopper with us, but I am quite sure it would be anything but pleasant for him to travel through such a wild country with such a wild goose as you for a companion.

You have modestly forgotten yourself and Emma, said Lewis; but come, let the Captain answer for himself. You know, mother, it has been your wish, if not your intention, to get a companion for me on this trip  a fellow older than myself  a sort of travelling tutor, who could teach me something of the geology and botany of the country as we went along. Well, the Captain is older than me, I think, which is one of the requisites, and he could teach me astronomy, no doubt, and show me how to box the compass; in return for which, I could show him how to box an adversarys nose, as practised by the best authorities of the ring. As to geology and botany, I know a little of these sciences already, and could impart my knowledge to the Captain, which would have the effect of fixing it more firmly in my own memory; and every one knows that it is of far greater importance to lay a good, solid groundwork of education, than to build a showy, superficial structure, on a bad foundation. Come, then, Captain, you see your advantages. This is the last time of asking. If you dont speak now, henceforth and for ever hold your tongue.

Well, my lad, said the Captain, with much gravity, Ive turned the thing over in my mind, and since Mrs Stoutley is so good as to say it would be agreeable to her, I think Ill accept your invitation!

Bravo! Captain, youre a true blue; come, have another glass of wine on the strength of it.

No wine, thank ee, said the Captain, placing his hand over his glass, Ive had my beer; and I make it a rule never to mix my liquor. Excuse me, maam, he continued, addressing his hostess, your son made mention of a tooter  a travellin tooter; may I ask if youve provided yourself with one yet!

Not yet, answered Mrs Stoutley, feeling, but not looking, a little surprised at the question, I have no young friend at present quite suited for the position, and at short notice it is not easy to find a youth of talent willing to go, and on whom one can depend. Can you recommend one?

Mrs Stoutley accompanied the question with a smile, for she put it in jest. She was, therefore, not a little surprised when the Captain said promptly that he could  that he knew a young man  a doctor  who was just the very ticket (these were his exact words), a regular clipper, with everything about him trim, taut, and ship-shape, who would suit every member of the family to a tee!

A hearty laugh from every member of the family greeted the Captains enthusiastic recommendation, and Emma exclaimed that he must be a most charming youth, while Lewis pulled out pencil and note-book to take down his name and address.

You are a most valuable friend at this crisis in our affairs, said Lewis, Ill make mother write to him immediately.

But have a care, said the Captain, that you never mention who it was that recommended him. Im not sure that he would regard it as a compliment. You must promise me that.

I promise, said Lewis, and whatever I promise mother will fulfil, so make your mind easy on that head. Now, mother, I shouldnt wonder if Captain Wopper could provide you with that other little inexpensive luxury you mentioned this morning. Dyou think you could recommend a page?

Whats a page, lad?

What! have you never heard of a page  a page in buttons? asked Lewis in surprise.

Never, replied the Captain, shaking his head.

Why, a page is a small boy, usually clad in blue tights, to make him look as like a spider as possible, with three rows of brass buttons up the front of his jacket  two of the rows being merely ornamental, and going over his shoulders. He usually wears a mans hat for the sake of congruity, and is invariably as full of mischief as an egg is of meat. Can you find such an article?

Ha! exclaimed the Captain. What is he used for?

Chiefly for ornament, doing messages, being in the way when not wanted, and out of the way when required.

Yes, said the Captain, meditatively, Ive got my eye

Your weather eye? asked Lewis.

Yes, my weather eye, on a lad wholl fit you.

To a tee? inquired Emma, archly.

To a tee, miss, assented the Captain, with a bland smile.

Lewis again pulled out his note-book to enter the name and address, but the Captain assured him that he would manage this case himself; and it was finally settled  for Lewis carried everything his own way, as a matter of course  that Dr George Lawrence was to be written to next day, and Captain Wopper was to provide a page.

And youll have to get him and yourself ready as fast as possible, said the youth in conclusion, for we shall set off as soon as my mothers trunks are packed.

Next morning, while Captain Wopper was seated conversing with his old landlady at the breakfast-table  the morning meal having been just concluded  he heard the voice of Gillie White in the court. Going to the end of the passage, he ordered that imp to come aloft.

Gillie appeared in a few seconds, nodded patronisingly to old Mrs Roby, hoped she was salubrious, and demanded to know what was up.

My lad, said the Captain  and as he spoke, the urchin assumed an awful look of mock solemnity.

I want to know if you think you could behave yourself if you was to try?

Ah! said Gillie, with the air of a cross-examining advocate, the keewestion is not wether I could behave myself if I wos to try, but, wether I think I could. Well, ahem! that depends. I think I could, now, if there was offered a very strong indoocement.

Just so, my lad, returned the Captain, nodding, thats exactly what I mean to offer. What dee say to a noo suit of blue tights, with three rows brass buttons; a situation in a respectable family; a fair wage; as much as you can eat and drink; and a trip to Switzerland to begin with?

While the Captain spoke, the small boys eyes opened wider and wider, and his month followed suit, until he stood the very picture of astonishment.

You dont mean it? he exclaimed.

Indeed I do, my lad.

Then Im your man, returned the small boy emphatically, putt me down for that sitooation; send for a lawyer, draw up the articles, Ill sign em right off, and

Gillie, my boy, interrupted the Captain, one o the very first things you have to do in larnin to behave yourself is to clap a stopper on your tongue  its far too long.

All right, Cappn, answered the imp, Ill go to Guys Hospital drectly and ave three-fourths of it ampitated.

Do, said the Captain, somewhat sternly, an ask em to attach a brake to the bit thats left.

Now, lad, he continued, youve got a very dirty face.

Gillie nodded, with his lips tightly compressed to check utterance.

And a very ragged head of hair, he added.

Again Gillie nodded.

The Captain pointed to a basin of water which stood on a chair in a corner of the room, beside which lay a lump of yellow soap, a comb, and a rough jack-towel.

There, said he, go to work.

Gillie went to work with a will, and scrubbed himself to such an extent, that his skin must undoubtedly have been thinner after the operation. The washing, however, was easy compared with the combing. The boys mop was such a tangled web, that the comb at first refused to pass through it; and when, encouraged by the Captain, the urchin did at last succeed in rending its masses apart various inextricable bunches came away bodily, and sundry teeth of the comb were left behind. At last, however, it was reduced to something like order, to the immense satisfaction of Mrs Roby and the Captain.

Now, said the latter, did you ever have a Turkish bath?

No  never.

Well, then, come with me and have one. Have you got a cap?

Hm  never mind, come along; youre not cleaned up yet by a long way; but well manage it in course of time.

As the Captain and his small protégé passed along the streets, the former took occasion to explain that a Turkish bath was a species of mild torture, in which a man was stewed alive, and baked in an oven, and par-boiled, and scrubbed, and pinched, and thumped (sometimes black and blue), and lathered with soap till he couldnt see, and heated up to seven thousand and ten, Fahrenheit and soused with half-boiling water, and shot at with cold water  or shot into it, as the case might be  and rolled in a sheet like a mummy, and stretched out a like corpse to cool. Most men, he said, felt gaspy in Turkish baths, and weak ones were alarmed lest they should get suffocated beyond recovery; but strong men rather enjoy themselves in em than otherwise.

Hah! exclaimed the imp, may I wentur to ax, Cappn, wots the effect on boys?

To this the Captain replied that he didnt exactly know, never having heard of boys taking Turkish baths. Whereupon Gillie suggested, that if possible he might have himself cleaned in an ordinary bath.

Impossible, my lad, said the Captain, decidedly. No ornary bath would clean you under a week, unless black soap and scrubbin brushes was used.

But dont be alarmed, Gillie, he added, looking down with a twinkle in his eyes, Ill go into the bath along with you. Well sink or swim together, my boy, and Ill see that youre not overdone. Im rather fond of them myself, dee see, so I can recommend em from experience.

Somewhat reassured by this, though still a little uneasy in his mind, the imp followed his patron to the baths.

It would have been a sight worth seeing, the entrance of these two into the temple of soap-and-water. To see Gillies well-made, but very meagre and dirty little limbs unrobed; to see him decked out with the scrimpest possible little kilt, such as would, perhaps, have suited the fancy of a Fiji islander; to see his gaze of undisguised admiration on beholding his companions towering and massive frame in the same unwonted costume, if we may so style it; to see the intensifying of his astonishment when ushered into the first room, at beholding six or seven naked, and apparently dead men, laid round the walls, as if ready for dissection; to see the monkey-like leap, accompanied by a squeal, with which he sprang from a hot stone-bench, having sat down thereon before it had been covered with a cloth for his reception; to see the rapid return of his self-possession in these unusual circumstances, and the ready manner in which he submitted himself to the various operations, as if he had been accustomed to Turkish baths from a period long prior to infancy; to see his horror on being introduced to the hottest room, and his furtive glance at the door, as though he meditated a rush into the open air, but was restrained by a sense of personal dignity; to see the ruling passion strong as ever in this (he firmly believed) his nearest approach to death, when, observing that the man next to him (who, as it were, turned the corner from him) had raised himself for a moment to arrange his pillow, he (Gillie) tipped up the corner of the mans sheet, which hung close to his face in such a manner that he (the man), on lying down again, placed his bare shoulder on the hot stone, and sprang up with a yell that startled into life the whole of the half-sleeping establishment with the exception of the youth on the opposite bench, who, having noticed the act, was thrown into convulsions of laughter, much to the alarm of Gillie, who had thought he was asleep and feared that he might tell;  to see him laid down like a little pink-roll to be kneaded, and to hear him remark, in a calm voice, to the stalwart attendant that he might go in and win and neednt be afraid of hurting him; to observe his delight when put under the warm douche, his gasping shriek when unexpectedly assailed with the cold-shower, and his placid air of supreme felicity when wrapped up like a ghost in a white sheet, and left to dry in the cooling-room  to see and hear all this, we say, would have amply repaid a special journey to London from any reasonable distance. The event, however, being a thing of the past and language being unequal to the description, we are compelled to leave it all to the readers imagination.




Chapter Six.

A Lesson Taught and Learned.

Two days after the events narrated in the last chapter, rather late in the evening, Dr George Lawrence called at the cabin in Grubbs Court, and found the Captain taking what he called a quiet pipe.

I have been visiting poor Mrs Leven, he said to Mrs Roby, sitting down beside her, and I fear she is a good deal worse to-night. That kind little woman, Netta White, has agreed to sit by her. Im sorry that I shall be obliged to leave her at such a critical stage of her illness, but I am obliged to go abroad for some time.

Goin abroad, sir! exclaimed Mrs Roby in surprise, for the Captain had not yet told her that Lawrence was to be of the party, although he had mentioned about himself and Gillie White.

Yes, Im going with Mrs Stoutleys family for some weeks to Switzerland.

Captain Wopper felt that his share in the arrangements was in danger of being found out. He therefore boldly took the lead.

Ah! I know all about that, sir.

Indeed? said Lawrence.

Yes, I dined the other day with Mrs Stoutley; she asked me also to be of the party, and Im going.

Lawrence again exclaimed, Indeed! with increasing surprise, and added, Well, now, that is a strange coincidence.

Well, dee know, said the Captain, in an argumentative tone, it dont seem to me much of a coincidence. You know she had to git some one to go with her son, and why not you, sir, as well as any of the other young sawbones in London? If she hadnt got you shed have got another, and that would have been a coincidence to him, dee see? Then, as to me, it wasnt unnatural that she should take a fancy to the man that nussed her dyin husband, an was chum to her brother-in-law; so, you see, thats how it came about and Im very glad to find, sir, that we are to sail in company for a short time.

Lawrence returned this compliment heartily, and was about to make some further remark, when little Netta White rushed into the room with a frightened look and pale cheeks, exclaiming, Oh, Dr Lawrence, sir, shes very ill. I think shes dying.

Without waiting for a reply, the child ran out of the room followed by Lawrence and Mrs Roby, who was assisted by the Captain  for she walked with great difficulty even when aided by her crutches. In a few seconds they stood beside Mrs Levens bed. It was a lowly bed, with scant and threadbare coverings, and she who lay on it was of a lowly spirit  one who for many years had laid her head on the bosom of Jesus, and had found Him, through a long course of poverty and mental distress, a very present help in trouble.

I fear that Im very ill, she said, faintly.

No doubt you feel rather low just now, said the doctor, but that is very much owing to your having lived so long on insufficient diet. I will give you something, however, which will soon pull you up a bit. Come, cheer up. Dont let your spirits get so low.

Yes, she murmured, I am brought very low, but the Lord will lift me up. He is my strength and my Redeemer.

She clasped her hands with difficulty, and shut her eyes.

A silence followed, during which Captain Wopper drew Lawrence into the passage.

Dyou think she is near her end, doctor?

She looks very like it, replied the doctor. There is a possibility that she might recover if the right medicine could be found, namely, ease of mind; but her dissipated son has robbed her of that, and is the only one who can give it back to her  if indeed he has the power left now. She is dying of what is unprofessionally styled a broken heart. It is unfortunate that her son is not with her at present.

Does no one know where to find him? asked the Captain.

I fear not, replied the doctor.

Please, sir, I think I know, said a subdued voice behind them.

It was that of Gillie White, who had drawn near very silently, being overawed by the sad scene in the sick-room.

Do you, my lad? then get along as fast as you can and show me the way, said the Captain, buttoning up his pilot-coat. Ill bring him here before long, doctor, if hes to be found.

In a few minutes the Captain and Gillie were at the head of the lane, where the former hailed a passing cab, bade the boy jump in, and followed him.

Now, my lad, give the address, said the Captain.

The Strand, said the boy, promptly.

What number, sir? asked the cabman, looking at the Captain.

Right on till I stop you, said Gillie, with the air of a commander-in-chief  whom in some faint manner he now resembled, for he was in livery, being clothed in blue tights and brass buttons.

In a short time Gillie gave the order to pull up, and they got out in front of a brilliantly-lighted and open door with a lamp above it, on which was written the word Billiards. The Captain observed that it was the same door as that at which he had parted from Lewis Stoutley some days before.

Dismissing the cab and entering, they quickly found themselves in a large and well-lighted billiard-room, which was crowded with men of all ages and aspects, some of whom played, others looked on and betted, a good many drank brandy and water, and nearly all smoked. It was a bright scene of dissipation, where many young men, deceiving themselves with the idea that they went merely to practise or to enjoy a noble game of skill, were taking their first steps on the road to ruin.

The Captain, closely attended by Gillie, moved slowly through the room, looking anxiously for Fred Leven. For some time they failed to find him. At last a loud curse, uttered in the midst of a knot of on-lookers, attracted their attention. It was followed by a general laugh, as a young man, whose dishevelled hair and flushed face showed that he had been drinking hard, burst from among them and staggered towards the door.

Never mind, Fred, shouted a voice that seemed familiar to the Captain, youll win it back from me next time.

Ere the youth had passed, the Captain stepped forward and laid his hand on his arm.

Fred uttered a savage growl, and drew back his clenched hand as if to strike, but Captain Woppers size and calm look of decision induced him to hold his hand.

What dyou mean by interrupting me? he demanded, sternly.

My lad, said the Captain, in a low, solemn voice, your mother is dying, come with me. Youve no time to lose.

The youths face turned ashy pale, and he passed his hand hastily across his brow.

Whats wrong? exclaimed Lewis Stoutley, who had recognised the Captain, and come forward at the moment.

Did he lose his money to you? asked the Captain, abruptly.

Well, yes, he did, retorted Lewis, with a look of offended dignity.

Come along, then, my lad. I want you too. Its a case of life an death. Ask no questions, but come along.

The Captain said this with such an air of authority, that Lewis felt constrained to obey. Fred Leven seemed to follow like one in a dream. They all got into a cab, and were driven back to Grubbs Court.

As they ascended the stair, the Captain whispered to Lewis, Keep in the background, my lad. Do nothing but look and listen.

Another moment and they were in the passage, where Lawrence stopped them.

Youre almost too late, sir, he said to Fred, sternly. If you had fed and clothed your mother better in time past, she might have got over this. Fortunately for her, poor soul, some people, who dont gamble away their own and their parents means, have given her the help that you have refused. Go in, sir, and try to speak words of comfort to her now.

He went in, and fell on his knees beside the bed.

Mother! he said.

Fain would he have said more, but no word could he utter. His tongue seemed to cleave to the roof of his mouth. Mrs Leven opened her eyes on hearing the single word, and her cheek flushed slightly as she seized one of his hands, kissed it and held it to her breast. Then she looked earnestly, and oh! so anxiously, into his face, and said in a low tone:  

Fred, dear, are you so

She stopped abruptly.

Yes, yes, cried her son, passionately; yes, mother, Im sober now! Oh mother, dearest, darling mother, I am guilty, guilty; I have sinned. Oh forgive, forgive me! Listen, listen! I am in earnest now, my mother. Think of me as I used to be long ago. Dont shut your eyes. Look at me, mother, look at Fred.

The poor woman looked at him with tears of gladness in her eyes.

God bless you, Fred! she murmured. It is long, long, since you spoke like that. But I knew you would. I have always expected that you would. Praise the Lord!

Fred tried to speak, and again found that he could not, but the fountain of his soul was opened. He laid his face on his mothers hand and sobbed bitterly.

Those who witnessed this scene stood as if spellbound. As far as sound or motion went these two might have been in the room alone. Presently the sound of sobbing ceased, and Fred, raising his head, began gently to stroke the hand he held in his. Sometime in his wild career, he knew not when or where, he had heard it said that this slight action had often a wonderful power to soothe the sick. He continued it for some time. Then the doctor advanced and gazed into the invalids countenance.

She sleeps, he said, in a low tone.

May I stay beside her? whispered Fred.

Lawrence nodded assent, and then motioning to the others to withdraw, followed them into Mrs Robys room, where he told them that her sleeping was a good sign, and that they must do their best to prevent her being disturbed.

It wont be necessary for any one to watch. Her son will prove her best attendant just now; but it may be as well that some one should sit up in this room, and look in now and then to see that the candle doesnt burn out, and that all is right. I will go now, and will make this my first visit in the morning.

Captain Wopper, said Lewis Stoutley, in a subdued voice, when Lawrence had left, I won this ten-pound note to-night from Fred. I  I robbed him of it. Will you give it to him in the morning?

Yes, my lad, I will, said the Captain.

And will you let me sit up and watch here tonight?

No, my lad, I wont. I mean to do that myself.

But do let me stay an hour or so with you, in case anything is wanted, pleaded Lewis.

Well, you may.

They sat down together by the fireside, Mrs Roby having lain down on her bed with her clothes on, but they spoke never a word; and as they sat there, the young mans busy brain arrayed before him many and many a scene of death, and sickness, and suffering, and sorrow, and madness, and despair, which, he knew well from hearsay (and he now believed it), had been the terrible result of gambling and drink.

When the hour was past, the Captain rose and said, Now, Lewis, youll go, and Ill take a look at the next room.

He put off his shoes and went on tiptoe. Lewis followed, and took a peep before parting.

Fred had drawn three chairs to the bedside and lain down on them, with his shoulders resting on the edge of the bed, so that he could continue to stroke his mothers hand without disturbing her. He had continued doing so until his head had slowly drooped upon the pillow; and there they now lay, the dissipated son and the humble Christian mother, sleeping quietly together.




Chapter Seven.

The Great White Mountain.

We are in Switzerland now; in the land of the mountain and the flood  the land also of perennial ice and snow. The solemn presence of the Great White Mountain is beginning to be felt. Its pure summit was first seen from Geneva; its shadow is now beginning to steal over us.

We are on the road to Chamouni, not yet over the frontier, in a carriage and four. Mrs Stoutley, being a lady of unbounded wealth, always travels post in a carriage and four when she can manage to do so, having an unconquerable antipathy to railroads and steamers. She could not well travel in any other fashion here, railways not having yet penetrated the mountain regions in this direction, and a mode of ascending roaring mountain torrents in steamboats not having yet been discovered. She might, however, travel with two horses, but she prefers four. Captain Wopper, who sits opposite Emma Gray, wonders in a quiet speculative way whether the Mines will produce a dividend sufficient to pay the expenses of this journey. He is quite disinterested in the thought, it being understood that the Captain pays his own expenses.

But we wander from our text, which is  the Great White Mountain. We are driving now under its shadow with Mrs Stoutleys party, which, in addition to the Captain and Miss Gray, already mentioned, includes young Dr George Lawrence and Lewis, who are on horseback; also Mrs Stoutleys maid (Mrs Stoutley never travels without a maid), Susan Quick, who sits beside the Captain; and Gillie White, alias the Spider and the Imp, who sits beside the driver, making earnest but futile efforts to draw him into a conversation in English, of which language the driver knows next to nothing.

But to return: Mrs Stoutley and party are now in the very heart of scenery the most magnificent; they have penetrated to a great fountain-head of European waters; they are surrounded by the cliffs, the gorges, the moraines, and are not far from the snow-slopes and ice-fields, the couloirs, the seracs, the crevasses, and the ice-precipices and pinnacles of a great glacial world; but not one of the party betrays the smallest amount of interest, or expresses the faintest emotion of surprise, owing to the melancholy fact that all is shrouded in an impenetrable veil of mist through which a thick fine rain percolates as if the mountain monarch himself were bewailing their misfortunes.

Isnt it provoking? murmured Mrs Stoutley drawing her shawl closer.

Very, replied Emma.

Disgusting! exclaimed Lewis, who rode at the side of the carriage next his cousin.

It might be worse, said Lawrence, with a grim smile.

Impossible, retorted Lewis.

Come, Captain, have you no remark to make by way of inspiring a little hope? asked Mrs Stoutley.

Why, never havin cruised in this region before, answered the Captain, my remarks cant be of much value. Howsever, there is one idea that may be said to afford consolation, namely, that this sort o thing cant last. Ive sailed pretty nigh in all parts of the globe, an Ive invariably found that bad weather has its limits  that after rain we may look for sunshine, and after storm, calm.

How cheering! said Lewis, as the rain trickled from the point of his prominent nose.

At that moment Gillie White, happening to cast his eyes upward, beheld a vision which drew from him an exclamation of wild surprise.

They all looked quickly in the same direction, and there, through a rent in the watery veil, they beheld a little spot of blue sky, rising into which was a mountain-top so pure, so faint so high and inexpressibly far off, yet so brilliant in a glow of sunshine, that it seemed as if heaven had been opened, and one of the hills of Paradise revealed. It was the first near view that the travellers had obtained of these mountains of everlasting ice. With the exception of the exclamations Wonderful! Most glorious! they found no words for a time to express their feelings, and seemed glad to escape the necessity of doing so by listening to the remarks of their driver, as he went into an elaborate explanation of the name and locality of the particular part of Mont Blanc that had been thus disclosed.

The rent in the mist closed almost as quickly as it had opened, utterly concealing the beautiful vision; but the impression it had made, being a first and a very deep one, could never more be removed. The travellers lived now in the faith of what they had seen. Scepticism was no longer possible, and in this improved frame of mind they dashed into the village of Chamouni  one of the haunts of those whose war-cry is Excelsior!  and drove to the best hotel.

Their arrival in the village was an unexpected point of interest to many would-be mountaineers, who lounged about the place with macintoshes and umbrellas, growling at the weather. Any event out of the common forms a subject of interest to men who wait and have nothing to do. As the party passed them, growlers gazed and speculated as to who the new-comers might be. Some thought Miss Gray pretty; some thought otherwise  to agree on any point on such a day being, of course, impossible. Others guessed that the young fellows must be uncommonly fond of riding to get on the outside of a horse in such weather; some remarked that the elderly female seemed used up, or blasée, and all agreed  yes, they did agree on this point  that the thing in blue tights and buttons beside the driver was the most impudent-looking monkey the world had ever produced!

The natives of the place also had their opinions, and expressed them to each other; especially the bronzed, stalwart sedate-looking men who hung about in knots near the centre of the village, and seemed to estimate the probability of the stout young Englishmen on horseback being likely to require their services often  for these, said the driver, were the celebrated guides of Chamouni; men of bone and muscle, and endurance and courage; the leaders of those daring spirits who consider  and justly so  the ascent to the summit of Mont Blanc, or Monte Rosa, or the Matterhorn, a feat; the men who perform this feat it may be, two or three times a week  as often as you choose to call them to it, in fact  and think nothing of it; the men whose profession it is to risk their lives every summer from day to day for a few francs; who have become so inured to danger that they have grown quite familiar with it, insomuch that some of the reckless blades among them treat it now and then with contempt, and pay the penalty of such conduct with their lives.

Sinking into a couch in her private sitting-room, Mrs Stoutley resigned herself to Susans care, and, while she was having her boots taken off, said with a sigh:  

Well, here we are at last. What do you think of Chamouni, Susan?

Rather a wet place, maam; aint it?

With a languid smile, Mrs Stoutley admitted that it was, but added, by way of encouragement that it was not always so. To which Susan replied that she was glad to hear it, so she was, as nothink depressed her spirits so much as wet and clouds, and gloom.

Susan was a pretty girl of sixteen, tall, as well as very sedate and womanly, for her age. Having been born in one of the midland counties, of poor, though remarkably honest, parents, who had received no education themselves, and therefore held it to be quite unnecessary to bestow anything so useless on their daughter, she was, until very recently, as ignorant of all beyond the circle of her fathers homestead as the daughter of the man in the moon  supposing no compulsory education-act to be in operation in the orb of night. Having passed through them, she now knew of the existence of France and Switzerland, but she was quite in the dark as to the position of these two countries with respect to the rest of the world, and would probably have regarded them as one and the same if their boundary-line had not been somewhat deeply impressed upon her by the ungallant manner in which the Customs officials examined the contents of her modest little portmanteau in search, as Gillie gave her to understand, of tobacco.

Mrs Stoutley had particularly small feet, a circumstance which might have induced her, more than other ladies, to wear easy boots; but owing to some unaccountable perversity of mental constitution, she deemed this a good reason for having her boots made unusually tight. The removal of these, therefore, afforded great relief, and the administration of a cup of tea produced a cheering reaction of spirits, under the influence of which she partially forgot herself, and resolved to devote a few minutes to the instruction of her interestingly ignorant maid.

Yes, she said, arranging herself comfortably, and sipping her tea, while Susan busied herself putting away her ladys things, and otherwise tidying the room, it does not always rain here; there is a little sunshine sometimes. By the way, where is Miss Gray?

In the bedroom, maam, unpacking the trunks.

Ah, well, as I was saying, they have a little sunshine sometimes, for you know, Susan, people must live, and grass or grain cannot grow without sunshine, so it has been arranged that there should be enough here for these purposes, but no more than enough, because Switzerland has to maintain its character as one of the great refrigerators of Europe.

One of the what, maam?

Refrigerators, explained Mrs Stoutley; a refrigerator, Susan, is a freezer; and it is the special mission of Switzerland to freeze nearly all the water that falls on its mountains, and retain it there in the form of ice and snow until it is wanted for the use of man. Isnt that a grand idea?

The lecturers explanation had conveyed to Susans mind the idea of the Switzers going with long strings of carts to the top of Mont Blanc for supplies of ice to meet the European demand, and she admitted that it was a grand idea, and asked if the ice and snow lasted long into the summer.

Long into it! exclaimed her teacher. Why, you foolish thing, its lasts all through it.

Oh indeed, maam! said Susan, who entertained strong doubts in her heart as to the correctness of Mrs Stoutleys information on this point.

Yes, continued that lady, with more animation than she had experienced for many months past, so invigorating was the change of moral atmosphere induced by this little breeze of instruction; yes, the ice and snow cover the hills and higher valleys for dozens and dozens of miles round here in all directions, not a few inches deep, such as we sometimes see in England, but with thousands and millions of tons of it, so that the ice in the valleys is hundreds of feet thick, and never melts away altogether, but remains there from year to year  has been there, I suppose, since the world began, and will continue, I fancy, until the world comes to an end.

Mrs Stoutley warmed up here, to such an extent that she absolutely flushed, and Susan, who had heretofore regarded her mistress merely as a weakish woman, now set her down, mentally, as a barefaced story-teller.

Surely, maam, she said, with diffidence, ice and snow like that doesnt fill all the valleys, else we should see it, and find it difficult to travel through em; shouldnt we, maam?

Silly girl! exclaimed her preceptress, I did not say it filled all the valleys, but the higher valleys  valleys such as, in England and Scotland, would be clothed with pasturage and waving grain, and dotted with cattle and sheep and smiling cottages.

Mrs Stoutley had by this time risen to a heroic frame, and spoke poetically, which accounts for her ascribing risible powers to cottages.

And thus you see, Susan, she continued, Switzerland is, as it were, a great ice-tank, or a series of ice-tanks, in which the ice of ages is accumulated and saved up, so that the melting of a little of it  the mere dribbling of it, so to speak  is sufficient to cause the continuous flow of innumerable streams and of great rivers, such as the Rhone, and the Rhine, and the Var.

The lecture received unexpected and appropriate illustration here by the sudden lifting of the mists, which had hitherto blotted out the landscape.

Oh, aunt! exclaimed Emma, running in at the moment, just look at the hills. How exquisite! How much grander than if we had seen them quite clear from the first!

Emma was strictly correct, for it is well known that the grandeur of Alpine scenery is greatly enhanced by the wild and weird movements of the gauze-like drapery with which it is almost always partially enshrouded.

As the trio stood gazing in silent wonder and admiration from their window, which, they had been informed, commanded a view of the summit of Mont Blanc, the mist had risen like a curtain partially rolled up. All above the curtain-foot presented the dismal grey, to which they had been too long accustomed, but below, and, as it were, far behind this curtain, the mountain-world was seen rising upwards.

So close were they to the foot of the Great White Monarch, that it seemed to tower like a giant-wall before them; but this wall was varied and beautiful as well as grand. Already the curtain had risen high enough to disclose hoary cliffs and precipices, with steep grassy slopes between, and crowned with fringes of dark pines; which latter, although goodly trees, looked like mere shrubs in their vast setting. Rills were seen running like snowy veins among the slopes, and losing themselves in the masses of débris at the mountain-foot. As they gazed, the curtain rose higher, disclosing new and more rugged features, on which shone a strange, unearthly light  the result of shadow from the mist and sunshine behind it  while a gleam of stronger light tipped the curtains under-edge in one direction. Still higher it rose! Susan exclaimed that the mountain was rising into heaven; and Emma and Mrs Stoutley, whose reading had evidently failed to impress them with a just conception of mountain-scenery, stood with clasped hands in silent expectancy and admiration. The gleam of stronger light above referred to, widened, and Susan almost shrieked with ecstasy when the curtain seemed to rend, and the gleam resolved itself into the great Glacier des Bossons, which, rolling over the mountain-brow like a very world of ice, thrust its mighty tongue down into the valley.

From that moment Susans disbelief in her ladys knowledge changed into faith, and deepened into profound veneration.

It was, however, only a slight glimpse that had been thus afforded of the ice-world by which they were surrounded. The great ice-fountain of those regions, commencing at the summit of Mont Blanc, flings its ample waves over mountain and vale in all directions, forming a throne on which perpetual winter reigns, and this glacier des Bossons, which filled the breasts of our travellers with such feelings of awe, was but one of the numerous rivers which flow from the fountain down the gorges and higher valleys of the Alps, until they reach those regions where summer heat asserts itself, and checks their further progress in the form of ice by melting them.

Is it possible, said Emma, as she gazed at the rugged and riven mass of solid ice before her, that a glacier really flows?

So learned men tell us, and so we must believe, said Mrs Stoutley.

Flows, maam? exclaimed Susan, in surprise.

Yes, so it is said, replied Mrs Stoutley, with a smile.

But we can see, maam, by lookin at it, that it dont flow; cant we, maam? said Susan.

True, Susan, it does not seem to move; nevertheless scientific men tell us that it does, and sometimes we are bound to believe against the evidence of our senses.

Susan looked steadily at the glacier for some time; and then, although she modestly held her tongue, scientific men fell considerably in her esteem.

While the ladies were thus discussing the glacier and enlightening their maid, Lewis, Lawrence, and the Captain, taking advantage of the improved state of the weather, had gone out for a stroll, partly with a view, as Lewis said, to freshen up their appetites for dinner  although, to say truth, the appetites of all three were of such a nature as to require no freshening up. They walked smartly along the road which leads up the valley, pausing, ever and anon, to look back in admiration at the wonderful glimpses of scenery disclosed by the lifting mists. Gradually these cleared away altogether, and the mountain summits stood out well defined against the clear sky. And then, for the first time, came a feeling of disappointment.

Why, Lawrence, said Lewis, didnt they tell us that we could see the top of Mont Blanc from Chamouni?

They certainly did, replied Lawrence, but I cant see it.

There are two or three splendid-looking peaks, said Lewis, pointing up the valley, but surely thats not the direction of the top we look for.

No, my lad, it aint the right point o the compass by a long way, said the Captain; but yonder goes a strange sail a-head, lets overhaul her.

Heave a-head then, Captain, said Lewis, and clap on stunsls and sky-scrapers, for the strange sail is making for that cottage on the hill, and will get into port before we overhaul her if we dont look sharp.

The strange sail was a woman. She soon turned into the cottage referred to, but our travellers followed her up, arranging, as they drew near, that Lawrence, being the best French scholar of the three (the Captain knowing nothing whatever of the language), should address her.

She turned out to be a very comely young woman, the wife, as she explained, of one of the Chamouni guides, named Antoine Grennon. Her daughter, a pretty blue-eyed girl of six or so, was busy arranging a casket of flowers, and the grandmother of the family was engaged in that mysterious mallet-stone-scrubbing-brush-and-cold-water system, whereby the washerwomen of the Alps convert the linen of tourists into shreds and patches in the shortest possible space of time.

After some complimentary remarks, Lawrence asked if it were possible to see the summit of Mont Blanc from where they stood.

Certainly it was; the guides pretty wife could point it out and attempted to do so, but was for a long time unsuccessful, owing to the interference of preconceived notions  each of our travellers having set his heart upon beholding a majestic peak of rugged rock, mingled, perhaps, with ice-blocks and snow.

Most extraordinary, exclaimed the puzzled Captain, Ive squinted often enough at well-known peaks when on the look-out for landmarks from the sea, an never failed to make em out. Let me see, he added, getting behind the woman so as to look straight along her outstretched arm, no, I cant see it. My eyes must be giving way.

Surely, said Lawrence, you dont mean that little piece of smooth snow rising just behind the crest of yonder mountain like a bit of rounded sugar?

Oui, monsieur  that was precisely what she meant; that was the summit of Mont Blanc.

And so, our three travellers  like many hundreds of travellers who had gone before them, and like many, doubtless, who shall follow  were grievously disappointed with their first view of Mont Blanc! They lived, however to change their minds, to discover that the village of Chamouni lies too close to the toe of the Great White Mountain to permit of his being seen to advantage. One may truly see a small scrap of the veritable top from Chamouni, but one cannot obtain an idea of what it is that he sees. As well might a beetle walk close up to the heel of a man, and attempt from that position to form a correct estimate of his size; as well might one plant himself two inches distant from a large painting and expect to do it justice! No, in order to understand Mont Blanc, to realise it, to appreciate it adequately, it requires that we should stand well back, and get up on one of the surrounding heights, and make the discovery that as we rise he rises, and looks vaster and more tremendous the further off we go and the higher up we rise, until, with foot planted on the crest of one of the neighbouring giants, we still look up, as well as down, and learn  with a feeling of deeper reverence, it may be, for the Maker of the everlasting hills  that the grand monarch with the hoary head does in reality tower supreme above them all.




Chapter Eight.

Introduces the Reader to Various Personages, and touches on Glaciers.

At this time our travellers, having only just been introduced to the mountain, had a great deal to hear and see before they understood him. They returned to the hotel with the feeling of disappointment still upon them, but with excellent appetites for dinner.

In the Salle à manger they met with a miscellaneous assortment of tourists. These, of whom there were above thirty, varied not only as to size and feature, but as to country and experience. There were veteran Alpine men  steady, quiet, bronzed-looking fellows, some of them  who looked as if they had often attacked and conquered the most dangerous summits, and meant to do so again. There were men, and women too, from England, America, Germany, France, and Russia. Some had been at Chamouni before, and wore the self-possessed air of knowledge; others had obviously never been there before, and were excited. Many were full of interest and expectation, a few, chiefly very young men, wore a blasé, half-pitiful, half-patronising air, as though to say, thats right, good people, amuse yourselves with your day-dreams while you may. We have tried a few weeks of this sort of thing, and have done a summit or two; in imagination we have also been up Mont Blanc and Monte Rosa, and the Matterhorn, and a few of the Hymalaya peaks, and most of the mountains in the moon, and several of the fixed stars, and  haw  are now rather boaord with it all than otherwise! There were men who had done much and who said little, and men who had done little and who spoke much. There were ice-men who had a desire to impart their knowledge, and would-be ice-men who were glad to listen. Easy-going men and women there were, who flung the cares of life behind them, and went in, as they said, for enjoyment; and who, with abounding animal spirits, a dash of religious sentiment, much irrepressible humour and fun, were really pleasant objects to look at, and entertaining companions to travel with. Earnest men and women there were, too, who gathered plants and insects, and made pencil-sketches and water-colour drawings during their rambles among mountains and valleys, and not a few of whom chronicled faithfully their experiences from day to day. There was a Polish Count, a tall, handsome, middle-aged, care-worn, anxious-looking man, who came there, apparently in search of health, and who was cared for and taken care of by a dark-eyed little daughter. This daughter was so beautiful, that it ought to have made the Count well  so thought most of the young men  simply to look at her! There was a youthful British Lord, who had come to do Mont Blanc and a few other peaks. He was under charge of a young man of considerable experience in mountaineering, whose chief delight seemed to be the leading of his charge to well-known summits by any other and more difficult tracks than the obvious and right ones, insomuch that Lewis Stoutley, who had a tendency to imprudent remark, said in his hearing that he had heard of men who, in order to gain the roof of a house, preferred to go up by the waterspout rather than the staircase. There was an artist, whom Lewis  being, as already observed, given to insolence  styled the mad artist because he was enthusiastic in his art, galvanic in his actions, and had large, wild eyes, with long hair, and a broad-brimmed conical hat. Besides these, there was a Russian Professor, who had come there for purposes of scientific investigation, and a couple of German students, and a Scotch man of letters, whose aim was general observation, and several others, whose end was simply seeing the world.

In the arrangements of the table, Captain Wopper found himself between Emma Gray and the Polish Count, whose name was Horetzki. Directly opposite to him sat Mrs Stoutley, having her son Lewis on her right, and Dr Lawrence on her left. Beside the Count sat his lovely little daughter Nita, and just opposite to her was the mad artist. This arrangement was maintained throughout the sojourn of the various parties during their stay at Chamouni. They did, indeed, shift their position as regarded the table, according to the arrival or departure of travellers, but not in regard to each other.

Now it is an interesting, but by no means surprising fact, that Cupid planted himself in the midst of this party, and, with his fat little legs, in imminent danger of capsizing the dishes, began to draw his bow and let fly his arrows right and left. Being an airy sprite, though fat, and not at any time particularly visible, a careless observer might have missed seeing him; but to any one with moderate powers of observation, he was there, straddling across a dish of salad as plain as the salt-cellar before Captain Woppers nose. His deadly shafts, too, were visibly quivering in the breasts of Lewis Stoutley, George Lawrence, and the mad artist. Particularly obvious were these shafts in the case of the last, who was addicted to gazing somewhat presumptuously on lovely woman in general, from what he styled an artistic point of view  never from any other point of view; of course not.

Whether or not Cupid had discharged his artillery at the young ladies, we cannot say, for they betrayed no evidence of having been wounded. In their case, he must either have missed his aim, or driven his shafts home with such vigour, that they were buried out of sight altogether in their tender hearts. It is probable that not one member of that miscellaneous company gave a thought at that time to the wounded men, except the wounded men themselves, so absorbing is the love of food! The wounded were, however, sharp-set in all respects. They at once descried each others condition, and, instead of manifesting sympathy with each other, were, strange to say, filled with intense jealousy. This at least is true of the younger men. Lawrence, being somewhat older, was more secretive and self-possessed.

At first Captain Wopper, having declined a dish of cauliflower because it was presented alone, and having afterwards accepted a mutton chop alone, with feelings of poignant regret that he had let the cauliflower go by, was too busy to observe what the heathen-mythological youngster was doing. Indeed, at most times, the said youngster might have discharged a whole quiver of arrows into the Captains eyes without his being aware of the attack; but, at the present time, the Captain, as the reader is aware, was up to the eyes in a plot in which Cupids aid was necessary; he had, as it were, invoked the fat childs presence. When, therefore, he had got over the regrets about the cauliflower, and had swallowed the mutton-chop, he began to look about him  to note the converse that passed between the young men, and the frequent glances they cast at the young women.

It was not the first time that the Captain had, so to speak, kept his weather-eye open in regard to the affection which he had made up his mind must now have been awakened in the breasts of George Lawrence and Emma Gray; but hitherto his hopes, although sanguine, had not received encouragement. Though polite and respectful to each other, they were by no means tender; altogether, they acted quite differently from what the Captain felt that he would have done in similar circumstances. A suspicion had even crossed the poor seamans mind that Emma was in love with her handsome and rattling cousin Lewis; but anxiety on this head was somewhat allayed by other and conflicting circumstances, such as occasional remarks by Lewis, to the effect that Emma was a goose, or a pert little monkey, or that she knew nothing beyond house-keeping and crochet, and similar compliments. Now, however, in a certain animated conversation between Lawrence and Emma, the designing seaman thought he saw the budding of his deep-laid plans, and fondly hoped ere long to behold the bud developed into the flower of matrimony. Under this conviction he secretly hugged himself, but in the salon, that evening, he opened his arms and released himself on beholding the apparently fickle Lawrence deeply engaged in converse with the Count Horetzki, to whose pretty daughter, however, he addressed the most of his remarks.

The Captain, being a blunt honest, straightforward man, could not understand this state of matters, and fell into a fit of abstracted perplexity on the sofa beside Mrs Stoutley, who listened listlessly to the Russian Professor as he attempted to explain to her and Emma the nature of a glacier.

Well, I dont understand it at all, said Mrs Stoutley, at the end of one of the Professors most lucid expositions.

We may remark, in passing, that the Professor, like many of his countrymen, was a good linguist and spoke English well.

Not understand it! he exclaimed, with a slight elevation of his eyebrows. My dear madam, it is most plain, but I fear my want of good English does render me not quite intelligible.

Your English is excellent, replied Mrs Stoutley, with a smile, but I fear that my brain is not a sufficiently clear one on such matters, for I confess that I cannot understand it. Can you, Captain Wopper?

Certainly not, maam, answered the Captain, thinking of the fickle Lawrence; it takes the wind out of my sails entirely.

Indeed! said the Professor. Well, do permit me to try again. You understand that all the mountain-tops and elevated plateaus, for many miles around here, are covered with ice and snow.

Oh! exclaimed the Captain, awaking to the fact that his answer was not relevant; may I ax what is the particular pint that puzzles you, maam?

Emma laughed aloud at this, and coughed a little to conceal the fact. She was rather easily taken by surprise with passing touches of the ludicrous, and had not yet acquired the habit of effectually suppressing little explosions of undertoned mirth.

The thing that puzzles me, said Mrs Stoutley, is, that glaciers should flow, as I am told they do, and yet that they should be as hard and brittle as glass.

Ah, well, yes, just so, hm! said the Captain, looking very wise; that is exactly the pint that I want to know myself; for no man who looks at the great tongue of that glacier day Bossung

Des Bossons, said the Professor, with a bland smile.

Day Bossong, repeated the Captain, can deny that it is marked with all the lines, and waves, an eddies of a rollin river, an yet as little can they deny that it seems as hard-and-fast as the rock of Gibraltar.

The Professor nodded approvingly.

You are right, Captain Whipper

Wopper, said the Captain, with a grave nod.

Wopper, repeated the Professor, the glacier des Bossons, like all the other glaciers, seems to remain immovable, though in reality it flows  ever flows  downward; but its motion is so slow, that it is not perceptible to the naked eye. Similarly, the hour-hand of a watch is to appearance motionless. Do you want proof? Mark it just now; look again in quarter of an hour, and you see that it has moved. You are convinced. It is so with the glacier. Mark him to-day, go back to-morrow  the mark has changed. Some glaciers flow at the rate of two and three feet in the twenty-four hours.

Yes, but how do they flow, being so brittle? demanded Mrs Stoutley.

Ay, thats the pint, Professor, said the Captain, nodding, how do they flow, bein made of hard and brittle ice?

Why, by rolling higgledy-piggledy over itself of course, said Lewis, flippantly, as he came up and sat down on the end of the sofa, being out of humour with himself and everybody in consequence of having utterly failed to gain the attention of Nita Horetzki, although he had made unusually earnest efforts to join in conversation with her father. Owing to somewhat similar feelings, the artist had flung himself into a chair, and sat glaring at the black fireplace with a degree of concentration that ought to have lighted the firewood therein.

The cause of a glacier flowing, said the Professor, has long been a disputed point. Some men of science have held that it is the pressure of ice and snow behind it which causes it to flow. They do not think that it flows like water, but say it is forced from behind, and crushed through gorges and down valleys, as it were, unwillingly. They say that, if left alone, as they now are, without additions, from this time forward, glaciers would no longer move; they would rest, and slowly melt away; that their motion is due to the fact that there are miles and miles of snow-fields, thousands of feet deep, on the mountain-tops and in the gorges, to which fresh snows are added every winter, so that the weight of what is behind, slipping off the slopes and falling from the cliffs, crushes down and forward that which is below; thus glaciers cannot choose but advance.

Ay, ay, said the Captain, no doubt no doubt that may be so; but why is it that, bein as brittle as glass, a glacier dont come rumblin and clatterin down the valleys in small hard bits, like ten thousand millions of smashed-up chandeliers?

Ay, theres the rub, exclaimed Lewis; what say you to that?

Ha! exclaimed the Professor, again smiling blandly, there you have touched what once was, and, to some philosophers it seems, still is, the great difficulty. By some great men it has been held that glacier ice is always in a partially soft, viscid, or semi-fluid condition, somewhat like pitch, so that, although apparently a solid, brittle, and rigid body, it flows sluggishly in reality. Other philosophers have denied this theory, insisting that the ice of glaciers is not like pitch, but like glass, and that it cannot be squeezed without being broken, nor drawn without being cracked. These philosophers have discovered that when ice is subjected to great pressure it melts, and that, when the pressure is removed, the part so melted immediately freezes again  hence the name regelation, or re-freezing, is given to the process. Thus a glacier, they say, is in many places being continually melted and continually and instantaneously re-frozen, so that it is made to pass through narrow gorges, and to open out again when the enormous pressure has been removed. But this theory of regelation, although unquestionably true, and although it exercises some influence on glacier motion, does not, in my opinion, alone account for it. The opinion which seems to be most in favour among learned men  and that which I myself hold firmly  is, the theory of the Scottish Professor Forbes, namely, that a glacier is a semi-fluid body, it is largely impregnated throughout its extent with water, its particles move round and past each other  in other words, it flows in precisely the same manner as water, the only difference being that it is not quite so fluid; it is sluggish in its flow, but it certainly models itself to the ground over which it is forced by its own gravity, and it is only rent or broken into fragments when it is compelled to turn sharp angles, or to pass over steep convex slopes. Forbes, by his careful measurements and investigations, proved incontestably that in some glaciers the central portion travelled down its valley at double or treble the rate of its sides, without the continuity of the mass being broken. In small masses, indeed, glacier-ice is to all appearance rigid, but on a large scale it is unquestionably ductile.

Has the theory of regelation been put to the proof? asked Lewis, with a degree of interest in glaciers which he had never before felt.

It has, answered the Professor. An experimentalist once cut a bar of solid ice, like to a bar of soap in form and size, from a glacier. To this an iron weight of several pounds was suspended by means of a very fine wire, which was tied round the bar. The pressure of the wire melted the ice under it; as the water escaped it instantly re-froze above the wire; thus the wire went on cutting its way through the bar, and the water went on freezing, until at last the weight fell to the ground, and left the bar as solid and entire as if it had never been cut.

Well, now, said Captain Wopper, bringing his hand down on his thigh with a slap that did more to arouse Mrs Stoutley out of her languor than the Professors lecture on glacier ice, Ive sailed round the world, I have, an seen many a strange sight, and what Ive got to say is that Ill believe that when I see it.

You shall see it soon then, I hope, said the Professor, more blandly than ever, for I intend to verify this experiment along with several others. I go to the Mer de Glace, perhaps as far as the Jardin, to-morrow. Will you come?

What may the Jardang be? asked the Captain.

Hallo! monkey, whats wrong? said Lewis to Emma, referring to one of the undertoned safety-valves before mentioned.

Nothing, replied Emma, pursing her little lips till they resembled a cherry.

The Jardin, or garden, said the Professor, is a little spot of exquisite beauty in the midst of the glaciers, where a knoll of green grass and flowers peeps up in the surrounding sterility. It is one of the regular excursions from Chamouni.

Can ladies go? asked Lewis.

Young and active ladies can, said the Professor, with his blandest possible smile, as he bowed to Emma.

Then, well all go together, cried Lewis, with energy.

Not all, said Mrs Stoutley, with a sigh, I am neither young nor active.

Nonsense, mother, youre quite young yet, you know, and as active as a kitten when youve a mind to be. Come, well have a couple of porters and a chair to have you carried when you knock up.

Notwithstanding the glowing prospects of ease and felicity thus opened up to her, Mrs Stoutley resolutely refused to go on this excursion, but she generously allowed Emma to go if so disposed. Emma, being disposed, it was finally arranged that, on the following day, she, the Captain, Lewis, and Lawrence, with Gillie White as her page, should proceed up the sides of Mont Blanc with the man of science, and over the Mer de Glace to the Jardin.




Chapter Nine.

A Solid Stream.

There is a river of ice in Switzerland, which, taking its rise on the hoary summit of Mont Blanc, flows through a sinuous mountain-channel, and terminates its grand career by liquefaction in the vale of Chamouni. A mighty river it is in all respects, and a wonderful one  full of interest and mystery and apparent contradiction. It has a grand volume and sweep, varying from one to four miles in width, and is about twelve miles long, with a depth of many hundreds of feet. It is motionless to the eye, yet it descends into the plain continually. It is hard and unyielding in its nature, yet it flows as really and steadily, if not with as lithe a motion, as a liquid river. It is not a half solid mass like mud, which might roll slowly down an incline; it is solid, clear, transparent, brittle ice, which refuses to bend, and cracks sharply under a strain; nevertheless, it has its waves and rapids, cross-currents, eddies, and cascades, which, seen from a moderate distance, display all the grace and beauty of flowing water  as if a grand river in all its varied parts, calm and turbulent, had been actually and suddenly arrested in its course and frozen to the bottom.

It is being melted perpetually too. The fierce sun of summer sends millions of tiny streamlets down into its interior, which collect, augment, cut channels for themselves through the ice, and finally gush into the plain from its lower end in the form of a muddy river. Even in winter this process goes on, yet the ice-river never melts entirely away, but holds on its cold, stately, solemn course from year to year  has done so for unknown ages, and will probably do so to the end of time. It is picturesque in its surroundings, majestic in its motion, tremendous in its action, awful in its sterility, and, altogether, one of the most impressive and sublime works of God.

This gigantic glacier, or stream of ice, springing, as it does, from the giant-mountain of Europe, is appropriately hemmed in, and its mighty force restrained, by a group of Titans, whose sharp aiguilles, or needle-like peaks, shoot upward to a height little short of their rounded and white-headed superior, and from whose wild gorges and riven sides tributary ice-rivers flow, and avalanches thunder incessantly. Leaving its cradle on the top of Mont Blanc, the great river sweeps round the Aiguille du Géant; and, after receiving its first name of Glacier du Géant from that mighty obelisk of rock, which rises 13,156 feet above the sea, it passes onward to welcome two grand tributaries, the Glacier de Léchaud, from the rugged heights of the Grandes Jorasses, and the Glacier du Talèfre from the breast of the Aiguille du Talèfre and the surrounding heights. Thus augmented, the river is named the Mer de Glace, or sea of ice, and continues its downward course; but here it encounters what may be styled the narrows, between the crags at the base of the Aiguille Charmoz and Aiguille du Moine, through which it steadily forces its way, though compressed to much less than half its width by the process. In one place the Glacier du Géant is above eleven hundred yards wide; that of the Léchaud is above eight hundred; that of Talèfre above six hundred  the total, when joined, two thousand five hundred yards; and this enormous mass of solid ice is forced through a narrow neck of the valley, which is, in round numbers, only nine hundred yards wide! Of course the ice-river must gain in depth what it loses in breadth in this gorge, through which it travels at the rate of twenty inches a day. Thereafter, it tumbles ruggedly to its termination in the vale of Chamouni, under the name of the Glacier des Bois.

The explanation of the causes of the rise and flow of this ice-river we will leave to the genial and enthusiastic Professor, who glories in dilating on such matters to Captain Wopper, who never tires of the dilations.

Huge, however, though this glacier of the Mer de Glace be, it is only one of a series of similar glaciers which constitute the outlets to that vast reservoir of ice formed by the wide range of Mont Blanc, where the snows of successive winters are stored, packed, solidified, and rendered, as it were, self-regulating in their supplies of water to the plains. And the Mont Blanc range itself is but a portion of the great glacial world of Switzerland, the area occupied by which is computed at 900 square miles. Two-thirds of these send their waters to the sea through the channel of the Rhine. The most extensive of these glaciers is the Aletsch glacier, which is fifteen miles in length. It is said that above six hundred distinct glaciers have been reckoned in Switzerland.

This, good reader, is but a brief reference to the wonders of the glacial world. It is but a scratching of the surface. There is a very mine of interesting, curious, and astonishing facts below the surface. Nature is prodigal of her information to those who question her closely, correctly, and perseveringly. Even to those who observe her carelessly, she is not altogether dumb. She is generous; and the God of Nature has caused it to be written for our instruction that, His works are wonderful, sought out of all them that have pleasure therein.

We may not, however, prolong our remarks on the subject of ice-rivers at this time. Our travellers at Chamouni are getting ready to start, and it is our duty at present to follow them.




Chapter Ten.

The First Excursion.

A Splendid morning! exclaimed Dr George Lawrence, as he entered the Salle à manger with an obviously new alpenstock in his hand.

Jolly! replied Lewis Stoutley, who was stooping at the moment to button one of his gaiters.

Lewis was addicted to slang, not by any means an uncommon characteristic of youth!

The man, he said, with some bitterness, who invented big buttons and little button-holes should have had his nose skewered with a button-hook. He was an ass!

In order to relieve his feelings and accomplish his ends, Lewis summarily enlarged the holes with his penknife.

And round buttons, too, he said, indignantly; what on earth was the use of making round buttons when flat ones had been invented? A big hole and a flat button will hold against anything  even against Scotch whins and heather. There, now, that abominable job is done.

You are fond of strong language, Lewie, said Lawrence, as he examined the spike at the end of his alpenstock.

I am. It relieves my feelings.

But dont you think it weakens your influence on occasions when nothing but strong language will serve? You rob yourself of the power, you know, to increase the force of it.

Oh bother! dont moralise, man, but lets have your opinion of the weather, which is an all-important subject just now.

I have already given my opinion as to that, said Lawrence, but here comes one who will give us an opinion of value.  He is in capital time.

Good morning, Antoine.

Their guide for the day, Antoine Grennon, a fine stalwart specimen of his class, returned the salutation, and added that it was a very fine morning.

Capital, isnt it? cried Lewis, cheerfully, for he had got over the irritation caused by the buttons. Couldnt be better; could it?

The guide did not admit that the weather could not be better.

You look doubtful, Antoine, said Lawrence. Dont you think the day will keep up?

Keep up! exclaimed Lewis; why, the sky is perfectly clear. Of course it will. I never saw a finer day, even in England. Why do you doubt it, Antoine?

The guide pointed to a small cloud that hung over the brow of one of the higher peaks.

Appearances are sometimes deceitful in this country, he said. I dont doubt the fineness of the day at present, but

He was interrupted here by the sudden and noisy entrance of Captain Wopper and the Professor, followed by the mad artist, whose name, by the way, was Slingsby.

No, no, said the Captain to the Professor, with whom he had already become very intimate, it wont do to part company. If the Jardang is too far for the ladies, we will steer for the Mairdyglass, an cross over to the whats-is-name

Chapeau, said the Professor.

Ah! the shappo, continued the Captain, and so down by the glacier dez boys

The what? asked Lewis, with a half-suppressed smile.

The glacier dez boys, youngster, repeated the Captain, stoutly.

Oh, I see; you mean the Glacier des Bois? said Lewis, suppressing the smile no longer.

What I mean, young man, said the Captain, sternly, is best known to myself. You and other College-bred coxcombs may call it day bwa, if you like, but I have overhauled the chart, and there its spelt d-e-s, which sounds dez, and b-o-i-s, which seafarin men pronounce boys, so dont go for to cross my hawse again, but rather join me in tryin to indooce the Professor to putt off his trip to the Jardang, an sail in company with us for the day.

I will join you heartily in that, said Lewis, turning to the man of science, who stood regarding the Captain with an amiable smile, as a huge Newfoundland dog might regard a large mastiff; but why is our proposed excursion to the Jardin to be altered?

Because, said the Professor, your amiable sister  I beg pardon, cousin  with that irresistible power of suasion which seems inherent in her nature, has prevailed on Mademoiselle Horetzki to join the party, and Mademoiselle is too delicate  sylph-like  to endure the fatigues of so long an excursion over the ice. Our worthy guide suggests that it would afford more pleasure to the ladies  and of course, therefore, to the gentlemen  if you were to make your first expedition only to the Montanvert which is but a two hours climb from Chamouni, picnic there, cross the Mer de Glace, which is narrow at that point, and descend again to Chamouni by the side of the Glacier des Bois, where you can behold the great moraines, and also the source of the river Arveiron. This would be a pleasant and not too fatiguing round, and I, who might perhaps be an encumbrance to you, will prosecute my inquiries at the Jardin alone.

Impossible, exclaimed Lewis, the Captain is right when he observes that we must not part company. As my mother says, we are a giddy crew, and will be the better of a little scientific ballast to keep us from capsizing into a crevasse. Do come, my dear sir, if it were only out of charity, to keep us in order.

To this entreaty Lawrence and the artist added their persuasions, which were further backed by the eloquence of Emma Gray and Nita Horetzki, who entered at the moment radiant with the flush of lifes dawning day, and irresistible in picturesque mountain attire, the chief characteristics of which consisted in an extensive looping up of drapery, and an ostentatious display of those staffs called alpenstocks, five feet long, tipped with chamois horn, which are an indispensable requisite in Alpine work.

Oh! you muss go, said Nita, in silvery tones and disjointed English. If you go not, monsieur, I go not!

That of course decides the question, Mademoiselle, said the gallant Professor, with one of his blandest smiles, I shall accompany you with pleasure. But I have one little request to make. My time at Chamouni is short; will you permit me, on arriving at the Mer de Glace, to prosecute my inquiries? I am here to ask questions of Nature, and must do so with perseverance and patience. Will you allow me to devote more of my attention to her than to yourself?

Hm! well  what you say, Mademoiselle Gray? demanded Nita, with an arch look at her companion. Is the Professors request reasonable?

To this Emma replied that as Nature was, upon the whole, a more important lady than either of them, she thought it was reasonable; whereupon the Professor agreed to postpone his visit to the Jardin, and devote his day to fixing stakes and making observations on the Mer de Glace, with a view to ascertaining the diurnal rate of speed at which the glacier flowed.

You spoke of putting certain questions to Nature, Professor, said Lawrence, when the party were slowly toiling up the mountain-side. Have they not already been put to her, and satisfactorily answered some time ago?

They have been put, replied the Professor, by such learned men as Saussure, Agassiz, Rendu, Charpentier, and by your own countryman Forbes, and others, and undoubtedly their questions have received distinct answers, insomuch that our knowledge of the nature and action of glacial ice is now very considerable. But, my dear sir, learned men have not been agreed as to what Natures replies mean, nor have they exhausted the subject; besides, no true man of science is quite satisfied with merely hearing the reports of others, he is not content until he has met and conversed with Nature face to face. I wish, therefore, to have a personal interview with her in these Alps, or rather, continued the Professor, in a more earnest tone, I do wish to see the works of my Maker with my own eyes, and to hear His voice with the ears of my own understanding.

Your object, then, is to verify, not to discover? said Lawrence.

It is both. Primarily to verify; but the man of science always goes forth with the happy consciousness that the mine in which he proposes to dig is rich in gems, and that, while seeking for one sort, he may light upon another unexpectedly.

When Captain Wopper turned up yonder gem, he lit on one which, if not of the purest water, is unquestionably a brilliant specimen of the class to which it belongs, said Lewis, coming up at that moment, and pointing to a projection in the somewhat steep part of the path up which they were winding.

The gem referred to was no other than our friend Gillie White. That hilarious youth, although regenerated outwardly as regards blue cloth and buttons, had not by any means changed his spirit since fortune began to smile on him. Finding that his mistress, being engaged with her dark-eyed friend, did not require his services, and observing that his patron, Captain Wopper, held intercourse with the guide  in broken English, because he, the guide, also spoke broken English  that Lawrence and the Professor seemed capable of entertaining each other, that Lewis and the artist, although dreadfully jealous of each other, were fain to hold social intercourse, the ladies being inseparable, and that he, Gillie, was therefore left to entertain himself he set about amusing himself to the best of his power by keeping well in rear of the party and scrambling up dangerous precipices, throwing stones at little birds, charging shrubs and stabbing the earth with Emmas alpenstock, immolating snails, rolling rocks down precipitous parts of the hill, and otherwise exhibiting a tendency to sport with Nature  all of which he did to music whistled by himself, and in happy forgetfulness of everything save the business in hand. He was engaged in some apparently difficult piece of fancy work, involving large boulders, when Lewis drew attention to him.

What can the imp be up to? he said.

Most likely worrying some poor reptile to death, said the artist, removing his conical wideawake and fanning himself therewith. (Mr Slingsby was very warm, his slender frame not being equal to his indomitable spirit.)

I think he is trying to break your alpenstock, Emma, observed Lewis.

There seemed to be truth in this, for Gillie, having fixed the staff as a lever, was pulling at it with all his might. The projection of rock on which he stood, and which overhung the zigzag road, was partially concealed by bushes, so that the precise intention of his efforts could not be discovered.

At that moment Antoine, the guide, turned to see what detained the party, and instantly uttered a loud shout of alarm as he ran back to them.

The warning or remonstrance came too late. Gillie had loosened an enormous rock which had been on the point of falling, and with a throb of exultation, which found vent in a suppressed squeal, he hurled a mass, something about the size and weight of a cart of coals, down the precipice.

But the current of Gillies feelings was rudely changed when a shriek from the ladies, and something between a roar and a yell from the gentlemen, told that they had observed a man with a mule, who, in ascending from the valley, had reached a spot which lay in the direct line of the miniature avalanche; and when the muleteer, also observing the missile, added a hideous howl to the chorus, the poor urchin shrank back appalled. The rock struck the track directly behind the mule with a force which, had it been expended only six inches more to the right, would have driven that creatures hind legs into the earth as if they had been tenpenny nails; it then bounded clear over the next turning of the track, crashed madly through several bushes, overturned five or six trees, knocked into atoms a sister rock which had taken the same leap some ages before, and finally, leaving behind it a grand tail of dust and débris, rolled to its rest upon the plain.

At the first symptom of the danger, Captain Wopper had rushed towards the culprit.

Rascal! he growled between his teeth, as he seized Gillie by the nape of the neck, lifted him almost off his legs, and shook him, dee see what youve done?

He thrust the urchin partially over the precipice, and pointed to the man and the mule.

Please, I havent done it, pleaded Gillie.

But you did your best to  you  you small  there!

He finished off the sentence with an open-handed whack that aroused the echoes of Mont Blanc, and cast the culprit adrift.

Now, look ee, lad, said the Captain, with impressive solemnity, if you ever go to chuck stones like that over the precipices of this here mountain again, Ill chuck you over after em. Dee hear?

Yes, Cappen, grumbled Gillie, rubbing himself, but if you do, its murder. No jury of Englishmen would think of recommendin you to mercy in the succumstances. Youd be sure to swing  an I  I could wish you a better fate.

The Captain did not wait to hear the boys good wishes, but hastened to rejoin his friends, while Gillie followed in rear, commenting audibly on the recent incident.

Well, well, he said, thrusting both hands deep into bush trouser-pockets, according to custom when in a moralising frame of mind, whod a thought it, Gillie White, that youd ave bin brought all the way from London to the Halps to make such a close shave o committin man-slaughter to say nothin of mule-slaughter, and to git whacked by your best friend? Oh! Cappen, Cappen, I couldnt ave believed it of you if I adnt felt it. But, I say, Gillie, wasnt it a big un? Ha! ha! The Cappen threatened to chuck me over the precipice, but Ive chucked over a wopper that beats him all to sticks. Hallo! I say thats worthy of Punch. Praps Ill be a contributor to it wen I gets back from Zwizzerland, if I ever does get back, vich is by no means certain. Susan, my girl, Ill ave summat to enliven you with this evenin.

We need scarcely say that this last remark had reference to Mrs Stoutleys maid, with whom the boy had become a great favourite. Indeed the regard was mutual, though there was this difference about it, that Susan, being two years older than Gillie, and tall as well as womanly for her age, looked upon the boy as a precocious little oddity, whereas Gillie, esteeming himself a man all but  regarded Susan with the powerful feelings of a first affection.

From this, and what has been already said, it will be apparent to our fair readers that Cupid had accompanied Mrs Stoutleys party to Chamouni, with the intention apparently of amusing himself as well as interfering with Captain Woppers matrimonial designs.

The road to the Montanvert is a broad and easy bridle-path, which, after leaving the valley, traverses a pine-forest in its ascent and becomes in places somewhat steep. Here and there a zigzag is found necessary, and in several places there are tracks of avalanches. About half-way up there is a spring named the Caillet which was shaded by trees in days of yore, but the avalanches have swept these away. Beside the spring of pure water there was a spring of fire-water, in a hut where so-called refreshments might also be obtained. As none of our party deemed it necessary to stimulate powers, which, at that time of the day, were fresh and vigorous, they passed this point of temptation without halting.

Other temptations, however, were not so easily resisted. The Professor was stopped by rocky stratifications, the ladies were stopped by flowers and views, the younger gentlemen were of course stopped by the ladies, and the mad artist was stopped by everything. Poor Mr Slingsby, who had been asked to join the party, in virtue of his being a friend of the Count, and, therefore, of Nita, was so torn by the conflict resulting from his desire to cultivate Nita, and cut out Lewis and Lawrence, and his desire to prosecute his beloved art, that he became madder than usual. Splendid foregrounds met him at every turn; lovely middle-distances chained him in everywhere; enchanting backgrounds beset him on all sides; gorgeous colours dazzled him above and below; and Nitas black eyes pierced him continually through and through. It was terrible! He was constantly getting into positions of danger  going out on ledges to obtain particular views, rolling his large eyes, pulling off his hat and tossing back his long hair, so as to drink in more thoroughly the beauties around him, and clambering up precipices to fetch down bunches of wild flowers when Nita chanced to express the most distant allusion to, or admiration of, them.

He will leave his bones in one crevasse! growled Antoine, on seeing him rush to a point of vantage, and, for the fiftieth time, squat down to make a rapid sketch of some exquisite bit that had taken his fancy.

Tis of no use, he said, on returning to his friends, I cannot sketch. The beauties around me are too much for me.

He glanced timidly at Nita, who looked at him boldly, laughed, and advised him to shut his eyes, so as not to be distracted with such beauties.

Impossible; I cannot choose but look. See, he said, pointing backward to their track, see what a lovely effect of tender blue and yellow through yonder opening

Dyou mean Gillie? asked Lewis, with a quiet grin, as that reckless youth suddenly presented his blue coat and yellow buttons in the very opening referred to.

The laugh called forth by this was checked by the voice of Captain Wopper, who was far in advance shouting to them to come on.

A few minutes more, and the whole party stood on the Montanvert beside the small inn which has been erected there for the use of summer tourists, and from which point the great glacier broke for the first time in all its grandeur, on their view.

Well might Emma and Nita stand entranced for some time, unable to find utterance to their feelings, save in the one word  wonderful! Even Slingsbys mercurial spirit was awed into silence, for, straight before them, the white and frozen billows of the Mer de Glace stretched for miles away up into the gorges of the giant hills until lost in and mingled with the clouds of heaven.




Chapter Eleven.

The Pursuit of Science under Difficulties.

After the first burst of enthusiasm and interest had abated, the attention of the party became engrossed in the proceedings of the Professor, who, with his assistants, began at once to adjust his theodolite, and fix stakes in the ice. While he was thus engaged, Captain Wopper regarded the Mer de Glace with a gaze of fixedness so intense as to draw on him the attention and arouse the curiosity of his friends.

Dyou see anything curious, Captain? asked Emma, who chanced to stand beside him.

Coorious  eh? repeated the Captain slowly, without altering his gaze or adding to his reply.

Monsieur le Capitaine is lost in consternation, said Nita, with a smile.

I think, Miss Horetzki, said Lewis, that you probably mean admiration.

How you knows wat I mean? demanded Nita, quickly.

Ha! a very proper and pertinent question, observed Slingsby, in an audible though under tone.

I nevair do put pertinent questions, sir, said Nita, turning her black eyes sharply, though with something of a twinkle in them, on the mad artist.

Poor Slingsby began to explain, but Nita cut him short by turning to Lewis and again demanding, How you knows wat I mean?

The uniform propriety of your thoughts, Mademoiselle, replied Lewis, with a continental bow, and an air of pretended respect, induces me to suppose that your words misinterpret them.

Nitas knowledge of English was such that this remark gave her only a hazy idea of the youths meaning; she accepted it, however, as an apologetic explanation, and ordered him to awaken the Captain and find out from him what it was that so riveted his attention.

You hear my orders, said Lewis, laying his hand with a slap on the Captains shoulder. What are you staring at?

Move! murmured the Captain, returning as it were to consciousness with a long deep sigh, it dont move an inch.

What does not move? said Lawrence, who had been assisting to adjust the theodolite, and came forward at the moment.

The ice, to be sure, answered the Captain. I say, Professor, do ee mean to tell me that the whole of that there Mairdy-glass is movin?

I do, answered the Professor, pausing for a minute in his arrangements, and looking over his spectacles at the Captain with an amused expression.

Then, returned the Captain, with emphasis, I think youll find that youre mistaken.

Ha! Captain Weeper

Wopper, said the Captain.

Wopper, repeated the Professor, you are not the first who has expressed disbelief in what he cannot see, and you will assuredly not be the last; but if you will wait I will convince you.

Very good, replied the Captain, Im open to conviction.

Which means, said Lewis, that you have nailed your colours to the mast, and mean to die rather than give in.

No doubt, said the Captain, paying no attention to the last remark, I see, and believe, that at some time or other the ice here must have been in a flowin state. Im too well aware o the shape of waves an eddies, cross-currents and ripples, to doubt or deny that but any man with half an eye can see that its anchored hard and fast now. Ive looked at it without flinchin for good ten minutes, and not the smallest sign of motion can I detect.

So might you say of the hour-hand of a watch, observed Lawrence.

Not at all, retorted the Captain, becoming argumentative. I look at the hour-hand of a watch for ten minutes and dont see it move, but I do see that it has in reality passed over a very small but appreciable space in that time.

Just so, said the Professor, I will ere long show you the same thing in regard to the ice.

Ill bet you ten thousand pounds you dont, returned the Captain, with an assured nod.

Colours nailed! said Lewis; but I say, Captain, he added, remonstratively, I thought you were a sworn enemy to gambling. Isnt betting gambling?

It is, young man, answered the Captain, but I always bet ten thousand pounds sterling, which I never mean to pay if I lose, nor to accept if I win  and that is not gambling. Put that in your pipe and smoke it; and if youll take my advice, youll go look after your friend Slingsby, who is gambolling up yonder in another fashion that will soon bring him to grief if hes not stopped.

All eyes were turned towards the mad artist, who, finding that his advances to Mademoiselle Nita were not well received, had for the time forsaken her, and returned to his first (and professional) love. In wooing her, he had clambered to an almost inaccessible cliff from which he hoped to obtain a very sketchable view of the Mer de Glace, and, when Captain Wopper drew attention to him, was making frantic efforts to swing himself by the branch of a tree to a projecting rock, which was so slightly attached to its parent cliff that his weight would in all probability have hurled it and himself down the precipice.

The remonstrative shouts of his friends, however, induced him to desist, and he sat down to work in a less perilous position.

Meanwhile the Professor, having completed his preliminary preparations, ordered his assistants to go and fix the stakes in the ice.

It had been arranged that while the scientific experiments were in progress, the young ladies should ramble about the neighbourhood in search of flowers and plants, under the care of Lewis, until two oclock, at which hour all were to assemble at the Montanvert hotel for luncheon, Captain Wopper and Lawrence resolving to remain and assist, or at least observe, the Professor. The former, indeed, bearing in mind his great and ruling wish even in the midst of scientific doubt and inquiries, had suggested that the latter should also accompany the ladies, the country being somewhat rugged, and the ladies  especially Miss Emma  not being very sure-footed; but Lawrence, to his disappointment, had declined, saying that the ladies had a sufficient protector in the gallant Lewis, and that Miss Emma was unquestionably the surest-footed of the whole party.

Lawrence therefore remained, and, at the Professors request, accompanied the party who were to fix the stakes on the ice.

As this operation was attended with considerable difficulty and some danger, we will describe the process.

Finding that the spot which he had first chosen for his observations was not a very good one, the Professor changed his position to a point farther down on the steep sloping rocks that form the left bank of the Glacier des Bois. Here the theodolite was fixed. This instrument as even our young readers may probably know, is a small telescope attached to a stand with three long legs, and having spirit-levels, by means of which it can be fixed in a position, if we may say so, of exact flatness with reference to the centre of the earth. Within the telescope are two crossed hairs of a spiders-web, so fine as to be scarcely visible to the naked eye, and so arranged that their crossing-point is exactly in the centre of the tube. By means of pivots and screws the telescope can be moved up or down, right or left, without in the smallest degree altering the flatness or position of its stand. On looking through the telescope the delicate threads can be distinctly seen, and the point where they cross can be brought to bear on any distant object.

Having fixed the instrument on the rocks quite clear of the ice, the Professor determined the direction of a supposed line perpendicular to the axis of the glacier. He then sought for a conspicuous and well-defined object on the opposite side of the valley, as near as possible to that direction. In this he was greatly helped by Captain Wopper, who, having been long accustomed to look-out with precision at sea, found it not very difficult to apply his powers on land.

Theres a good land-mark, Professor, he said, pointing towards a sharply-cut rock, as like the Dook of Wellingtons nose as two peas.

I see it, said the Professor, whose solid and masculine countenance was just the smallest possible degree flushed by the strong under-current of enthusiasm with which he prosecuted his experiments.

You couldnt have a better object than the pint o that, observed the Captain, whose enthusiasm was quite as great as, and his excitement much greater than, that of the Professor.

Having carefully directed the telescope to the extreme point of the Dooks nose, the Professor now ordered one of his assistants to go on the glacier with a stake. Lawrence descended with him, and thus planted his foot on glacier-ice for the first time, as Lewis afterwards remarked, in the pursuit scientific knowledge.

While they were clambering slowly down among the loose boulders and débris which had been left by the glacier in previous years, the Professor carefully sketched the Duke of Wellingtons nose with the rocks, etcetera, immediately around it, in his notebook, so that it might be easily recognised again on returning to the spot on a future day.

The assistant who had been sent out with the first stake proved to be rather stupid, so that it was fortunate he had been accompanied by Lawrence, and by the guide, Antoine Grennon, who stirred up his perceptions. By rough signalling he was made to stand near the place where the first stake was to be driven in. The telescope was then lowered, and the man was made, by signals, to move about and plant his stake here and there in an upright position until the point of intersection of the spiders threads fell exactly on the bottom of the stake. A pre-arranged signal was then made, and at that point an auger hole was bored deep into the ice and the stake driven home.

So much for number one, said Captain Wopper, with a look of satisfaction.

They wont fix the other ones so easily, observed the Professor, re-examining the stake through the telescope with great care.

He was right in this. The first stake had been planted not far from the shore, but now Lawrence and his party had to proceed in a straight line over the glacier, which, at this steep portion of its descent into the Vale of Chamouni, was rent, dislocated, and tortured, to such an extent that it was covered with huge blocks and pinnacles of ice, and seamed with yawning crevasses. To clamber over some of the ice-ridges was almost impossible, and, in order to avoid pinnacles and crevasses, which were quite impassable, frequent détours had to be made. If the object of the ice-party had merely been to cross the glacier, the difficulties would not have been great; but the necessity of always returning to the straight line pointed out by the inexorable theodolite, led them into positions of considerable difficulty. To the inexperienced Lawrence they also appeared to be positions of great danger, much to the amusement of Antoine, who, accustomed as he was to the fearful ice-slopes and abysses of the higher regions, looked upon this work as mere childs play.

Youll come to have a different notion of crevasses, sir, he said, with a quiet smile, after youve bin among the seracs of the Grand Mulet, and up some of the couloirs of Monte Rosa.

I doubt it not, Antoine, said Lawrence, gazing with feelings of awe into a terrible split in the ice, whose beautiful light-blue sides deepened into intense blackness as they were lost to vision in an abyss, out of which arose the deep-toned gurgling of sub-glacial streams; but you must not forget that this is quite new to me, and my feet are not yet aware of the precise grip with which they must hold on to so slippery a foundation.

It was in truth no discredit to Lawrence that he felt a tendency to shrink from edges of chasms which appeared ready to break off, or walked with caution on ice-slopes which led to unfathomable holes, for the said slopes, although not steep, were undoubtedly slippery.

After much clambering, a ridge was at length gained, on which the second stake was set up, and then the party proceeded onwards to fix the third; but now the difficulties proved to be greater than before. A huge block of ice was fixed upon as that which would suit their purpose, but it stood like a peninsula in the very midst of a crevasse, and connected with the main body of ice by a neck which looked as sharp as a knife on its upper edge, so that none but tight-rope or slack-wire dancers could have proceeded along it; and even such performers would have found the edge too brittle to sustain them.

Youll have to show, Monsieur, some of your mountaineer skill here? said the man who carried the stakes to Antoine.

He spoke in French, which Lawrence understood perfectly. We render it as nearly as possible into the counterpart English.

Antoine at once stepped forward with his Alpine axe, and, swinging it vigorously over his head, cut a deep notch on the sloping side of the neck of ice. Beyond it he cut a second notch. No man  not even a monkey  could have stood on the glassy slope which descended into the abyss at their side; but Antoine, putting one foot in the first notch, and the other in the second, stood as secure as if he had been on a flat rock. Again he swung his axe, and planted his foot in a third notch, swinging his axe the instant it was fixed for the purpose of cutting the fourth. Thus, cut by cut and step by step, he passed over to the block of ice aimed at. It was but a short neck. A few notches were sufficient, yet without an axe to cut these notches, the place had been absolutely impassable. It was by no means a dangerous place, according to the ideas of Alpine mountaineers, nevertheless a slip, or the loss of balance, would have been followed by contain death. Antoine knew this, and, like a wise guide, took proper precautions.

Stay, sir, he said, as Lawrence was screwing up his courage to follow him, I will show you another piece of Alpine practice.

He returned as he spoke, and, unwinding a coil of rope which he carried, fastened one end thereof round his waist. Allowing a few feet of interval, he then fastened the rope round Lawrences waist, and the assistants with the stakes  of whom there were two besides the man already referred to  also attached themselves to the rope in like manner. By this means they all passed over with comparative security, because if any one of them had chanced to slip, the others would have fixed the points of their axes and alpenstocks in the ice and held on until their overbalanced comrade should have been restored to his position.

On gaining the block, however, it was found that the line communicating with the theodolite on the one hand, and the Dooks nose on the other, just missed it. The Professors signals continued to indicate more to the left, (his left, that is) until the stake-driver stood on the extreme edge of the crevasse, and his comrades held on tight by the rope to prevent him from falling over. Still the professor indicated more to the left!

As more to the left implied the planting of the stake in atmospheric air, they were fain to search for a suitable spot farther on.

This they found, after some scrambling, on a serrated ridge whose edge was just wide and strong enough to sustain them. Here the exact line was marked, but while the hole was being bored, an ominous crack was heard ascending as if from the heart of the glacier.

What was that? said Lawrence, turning to the guide with a quick surprised look.

Only a split in the ice somewhere. Its a common sound enough, as you might expect in a mass that is constantly moving, replied Antoine, looking gravely round him, but I cant help thinking that this lump of ice, with crevasses on each side, is not the best of all spots for fixing a stake. It isnt solid enough.

As he spoke, another crash was heard, not quite so loud as the last and at the same moment the whole mass on which the party stood slid forward a few inches. It seemed as if it were about to tumble into the very jaws of the crevasse. With the natural instinct of self-preservation strong upon him, Lawrence darted across the narrow ridge to the firm ice in rear, dispensing entirely with that extreme caution which had marked his first passage over it. Indeed the tight-rope and slack-wire dancers formerly referred to could not have performed the feat with greater lightness, rapidity, and precision. The stake-drivers followed him with almost similar alacrity. Even the guide retraced his steps without further delay than was necessary to permit of his picking up the stakes which their proper custodians had left behind in their alarm  for they were not guides, merely young and inexperienced porters.

For shame, lads, said Antoine, laughing and shaking his head, youll be but bad specimens of the men of Chamouni if you dont learn more coolness on the ice.

One would have thought that coolness on the ice was an almost unavoidable consequence of the surrounding conditions, yet Lawrence seemed to contradict the idea, for his face appeared unusually warm as he laughed and said:  

The shame lies with me, Antoine, for I set them the example, and all history goes to prove that even brave men are swept away under the influence of a panic which the act of one cowardly man may produce.

As Lawrence spoke in French, the porters understood and appreciated his defence of them, but Antoine would by no means encourage the fallacy.

It is not cowardly, sir, he said, to spring quickly out of a danger that one dont understand the nature of, but the young men of Chamouni have, or ought to have, a good understanding of the nature of ice, and the danger should be great indeed that would necessitate the leaving of their tools behind them.

A roar like that of a bull of Bashan, or a boatswain, here interrupted the conversation.

Dont plant your post therrre, shouted Captain Wopper from the banks of the ice-river, the Professor says the ice aint firm enough. Heave ahead  to where its haaard an faaast.

Ay, ay, sir, shouted Lawrence, with nautical brevity, in reply.

The next stake was accordingly fixed on a part of the ice which was obviously incapable of what might be called a local slip, and which must, if it moved at all, do so in accordance with the movements of the entire glacier.

Thus one by one the stakes were planted in a perfectly straight line, so that when Captain Wopper was requested by the Professor to look through the telescope  which he did with a seamans readiness and precision  he observed that all the stakes together appeared to form but one stake, the bottom of which was touched on one side of the Mer de Glace by the centre-point of the crossed threads, and, on the other, by the extreme point of the Dook of Wellingtons nose. The last stake had been fixed not many yards distant from the opposite bank of the glacier.

Now, said the Professor, with a deep sigh of satisfaction when all this was accomplished and noted, we will go have our luncheon and return hither to-morrow to observe the result of our experiments. But first we must fix the exact position of our theodolite, for unless it occupies to a hairs-breadth to-morrow the same position which it occupies to-day, the result will be quite inconclusive.

So saying, the man of science took a little line and plummet from his pocket, which he hung under the theodolite, and the spot where the plummet touched the ground was carefully marked by a small stake driven quite down to its head.

Thereafter an attempt was made to gather together the scattered party, but this was difficult. Owing to various causes several members of it had become oblivious of time. Emma had forgotten time in the pursuit of wild-flowers, of which she was excessively fond, partly because she had learned to press and classify and write their proper names under them, but chiefly because they were intrinsically lovely, and usually grew in the midst of beautiful scenery. Nita had forgotten it in the pursuit of Emma, of whom she had become suddenly and passionately fond, partly because she possessed a loving nature, but chiefly because Emma was her counterpart. Lewis had forgotten it in pursuit of Nita, of whom he had become extremely fond, partly because she was pretty and pert, but chiefly because he  he  well, we cannot say precisely why, seeing that he did not inform us, and did not himself appear clearly to know. Slingsby had forgotten it in the ardent effort to reproduce on paper and with pencil, a scene so magnificent that a brush dipped in the rainbow and applied by Claude or Turner would have utterly failed to do it justice; and last, as well as least, Gillie White had forgotten it in the pursuit of general knowledge, in which pursuit he had used his alpenstock effectively in opening up everything, stabbing, knocking down, uprooting, overturning, and generally shattering everything that was capable of being in any degree affected by the physical powers and forces at his command. There can be no doubt whatever that if Gillie White had been big and strong enough, Mont Blanc itself would have succumbed that day to his inquiring mind, and the greatest ice-reservoir of Europe would have been levelled with the plain. As it was, he merely levelled himself, after reaching the point of exhaustion, and went to sleep on the sunny side of a rock, where he was nearly roasted alive before being aroused by the shouts of Captain Wopper.

At last, however, the party assembled at the Montanvert, where, amid interjectional accounts of the various incidents and adventures of the forenoon, strength was recruited for the subsequent operations of the day. These, however, were only matters of amusement. The Professor, remarking jocosely that he now cast science to the dogs and cats (which latter he pronounced cawts), sent his instruments back to Chamouni, and, with the zest of a big boy let loose from school, crossed the Mer de Glace to the Chapeau.

This feat was by no means so difficult as that which had been accomplished by Lawrence. It will be remembered that the spot selected for measurement had been at the steep and rugged part of the ice-river styled the Glacier des Bois, below the Montanvert. The ordinary crossing-place lay considerably higher up, just opposite to the inn. The track had been marked out over the easiest and flattest part of the ice, and levelled here and there where necessary for the special benefit of tourists. Still man  even when doing his worst in the way of making rough places plain, and robbing nature of some of her romance  could not do much to damage the grandeur of that impressive spot. His axe only chipped a little of the surface and made the footing secure. It could not mar the beauty of the picturesque surroundings, or dim the suns glitter on the ice-pinnacles, or taint the purity of these delicate blue depths into which Emma and Nita gazed for the first time with admiration and surprise while they listened to the mysterious murmurings of sub-glacial waters with mingled feelings of curiosity and awe.

Full of interest they traversed the grand unfathomable river of ice,  the product of the compressed snows of innumerable winters,  and, reaching the other side in less than an hour, descended the Chapeau through the terminal moraine.

Those who have not seen it can form but a faint conception of the stupendous mass of débris which is cut, torn, wrenched, carried, swept, hurled, rolled, crushed, and ground down by a glacier from the mountain-heights into the plain below. The terminal moraine of the Mer de Glace is a whole valley whose floor and sides are not only quite, but deeply, covered with rocks of every shape and size, from a pebble the size of a pea, to a boulder as large as a cottage, all strewn, piled, and heaped together in a wild confusion that is eminently suggestive of the mighty force which cast them there.

To me there do seem something dreadful as well as grand in it, said Nita, as she sat down on a boulder beside Emma, near the lower end of the chaotic valley.

It is, indeed, terrible, answered Emma, and fills me with wonder when I think that frozen water possesses power so stupendous.

And yet the same element, said the Professor, which, when frozen, thus rends the mountains with force irresistible, when melted flows through the land in gentle fertilising streams. In both forms its power is most wonderful.

Like that of Him who created it, said Emma, in a low tone.

The party stood on the margin of a little pond or lakelet that had collected in the midst of the débris, and which, by reflecting the clear sky and their figures, with several large boulders on its margin, gave point and a measure of softness to the otherwise confused and rugged scene. While they stood and sat rapt in silent contemplation of the tongue of the Mer de Glace, at whose tip was the blue ice-cave whence issued the Arveiron, a lordly eagle rose from a neighbouring cliff and soared grandly over their heads, while a bright gleam of the sinking sun shot over the white shoulders of Mont Blanc and lit up the higher end of the valley, throwing the lower part into deeper shade by contrast.

There is a warning to us, said Lewis, whose chief interest in the scene lay in the reflection of it that gleamed from Nita Horetzkis eyes.

Which is the warning, asked Slingsby, the gleam of sunshine or the eagle?

Both, for while the sun is going to bed behind the snow, the eagle is doubtless going home to her eyrie, and Antoine tells me that it is full three miles from this spot to our hotel in Chamouni.

It did not take them long to traverse that space, and ere long, like the eagle and the sun, the whole party had retired to rest  the younger members, doubtless, to dreamless slumber; the Professor and the Captain, probably, to visions of theodolites and ice.

Although, however, these worthies must needs await the coming day to have their scientific hopes realised, it would be cruel to keep our patient reader in suspense. We may therefore note here that when, on the following day, the theodolite was re-fixed, and the man of science and his amateur friend had applied their respective eyes to the telescope, they were assured beyond a doubt that the stakes had moved, some more and some less, while the Dooks nose, of course, remained hard and fast as the rock of which it was composed. The stakes had descended from about one to three feet during the twenty-four hours  those near the edge having moved least and those near the centre of the ice-rivers flow having moved farthest.

Of course there was a great deal of observing with the theodolite, and careful measuring as well as scrambling on the ice, similar to that of the previous day; but the end of the whole was that the glacier was ascertained to have flowed, definitely and observably down its channel, there could be no doubt whatever about that; the thing had been clearly proved, therefore the Professor was triumphant and the Captain, being a reasonable man, was convinced.




Chapter Twelve.

In which Gillie is Sagacious, an Excursion is undertaken, Wondrous Sights are seen, and Avalanches of more kinds than one are encountered.

Susan, said Gillie, one morning, entering the private apartment of Mrs Stoutleys maid with the confidence of a privileged friend, flinging himself languidly into a chair and stretching out his little legs with the air of a rather used-up, though by no means discontented, man, Susan, this is a coorious world  wery coorious  the most coorious I may say that I ever come across.

I wont speak a word to you, Gillie, said Susan, firmly, unless you throw that cigar out of the window.

Ah, Susan, you would not rob me of my mornin weed, would you? remonstrated Gillie, puffing a long cloud of smoke from his lips as he took from between them the end of a cigar that had been thrown away by some one the night before.

Yes, I would, child, you are too young to smoke.

Child! repeated Gillie, in a tone of reproach, too young! Why, Susan, theres only two years between you an me  that aint much, you know, at our time of life.

Well, what then? I dont smoke, said Susan.

True, returned Gillie, with an approving nod, and, to say truth, Im pleased to find that you dont. Its a nasty habit in women.

Its an equally nasty habit in boys. Now, do as I bid you directly.

When a man is told by the girl he loves to do anythink, he is bound to do it  even if it wor the sheddin of his blood. Susan, your word is law.

He turned and tossed the cigar-end out of the window. Susan laughingly stooped, kissed the urchins forehead, and called him a good boy.

Now, said she, what do you mean by sayin that this is a curious world? Do you refer to this part of it, or to the whole of it?

Well, for the matter of that, replied Gillie, crossing his legs, and folding his hands over his knee, as he looked gravely up in Susans pretty face, I means the whole of it, this part included, and the people in it likewise. Dont suppose that I go for to exclude myself. Were all coorious, every one on us.

What! me too?

You? wy, you are the cooriousest of us all, Susan, seeing that youre only a ladys-maid when youre pretty enough to have been a lady  a dutchess, in fact, or somethin o that sort.

You are an impudent little thing, retorted Susan, with a laugh; but tell me, what do you find so curious about the people up-stairs?

Why, for one thing, they seem all to have falled in love.

Thats not very curious is it? said Susan, quietly; its common enough, anyhow.

Ah, some kinds of it, yes, returned Gillie, with the air of a philosopher, but at Chamouni the disease appears to have become viroolent an pecoolier. Theres the Cappn, hes falled in love wi the Professor, an it seems to me that the attachment is mootooal. Then Mister Lewis has falled in love with Madmysell Nita Hooray-tskie (thats a sneezer, aint it), an the mad artist, as Mister Lewis call him, has falled in love with her too, poor feller, an Miss Nita has falled in love with Miss Emma, an Miss Emma, besides reciprocatin that passion, has falled in love with the flowers and the scenery  gone in for it wholesale, so to speak  and Dr Lawrence, he seems to have falled in love with everybody all round; anyhow everybody has falled in love with him, for hes continually goin about doin little good turns wherever he gits the chance, without seemin to intend it, or shovin hisself to the front. In fact I do think he dont intend it, but only cant help it; just the way he used to be to my old mother and the rest of us in Grubbs Court. And I say, Susan, here Gillie looked very mysterious, and dropped his voice to a whisper, Miss Emma has falled in love with him.

Nonsense, child! how is it possible that you can tell that? said Susan.

The boy nodded his head with a look of preternatural wisdom, and put his forefinger to the side of his nose.

Ah, said he, yes, I cant explain how it is that I knows it, but I do know it. Bless you, Susan, I can see through a four-inch plank in thick weather without the aid of a gimlet hole. You may believe it or not, but I know that Miss Emma has falled in love with Dr Lawrence, but whether Dr Lawrence has failed in love with Miss Emma is more than I can tell. That plank is at least a six-inch one, an too much for my wision. But have a care, Susan, dont mention wot Ive said to a single soul  livin or dead. Miss Emma is a modest young woman, she is, an would rather eat her fingers off, rings and all, than let her feelins be known. I see that cause she fights shy o Dr Lawrence, rather too shy of im, I fear, for secrecy. Why he doesnt make up to her is a puzzle that I dont understand, for shed make a good wife, would Miss Emma, an Dr Lawrence may live to repent of it, if he dont go in and win.

Susan looked with mingled surprise and indignation at the precocious little creature who sat before her giving vent to his opinions as coolly as if he were a middle-aged man. After contemplating him for a few moments in silence, she expressed her belief that he was a conceited little imp, to venture to speak of his young mistress in that way.

I wouldnt do it to any one but yourself, Susan, he said, in no wise abashed, an I hope you appreciate my confidence.

Dont talk such nonsense, child, but go on with what you were speaking about, rejoined Susan, with a smile, to conceal which she bent down her head as she plied her needle briskly on one of Emmas mountain-torn dresses.

Well, where was I? continued Gillie, ah, yes. Then, Lord whats-is-name, hes falled in love with the mountain-tops, an is for ever tryin to get at em, in which he would succeed, for hes a plucky young feller, if it wornt for that snob  whos got charge of im  Mister Lumbard  whose pecooliarity lies in preferrin every wrong road to the right one. As I heard Mr Lewis say the other day, wen I chanced to be passin the keyhole of the sallymanjay, hed raither go up to the roof of a ouse by the waterspout than the staircase, just for the sake of boastin of it.

And is Mr Lumbard in love with any one? asked Susan.

Of course he is, answered Gillie, hes in love with hisself. Hes always talkin of hisself, an praisin hisself, an boastin of hisself an what hes done and agoin to do. Hes plucky enough, no doubt, and if there wor a lightnin-conductor runnin to top of Mount Blang, I do blieve hed try to  to  lead his Lordship up that; but hes too fond of talkin an swaggerin about with his big axe, an wearin a coil of rope on his shoulder when he aint goin nowhere. Bah! I dont like him. What do you think, Susan, I met him on the road the other evenin wen takin a stroll by myself down near the Glassyer day Bossong, an I says to him, quite in a friendly way, bong joor, says I, which is French, you know, an what the natives here says when theyre in good humour an want to say good-day, all serene, how are you off for soap? an suchlike purlitenesses. Well, would you believe it, he went past without takin no notice of me whatsumdever.

How very impolite, said Susan, and what did you do?

Do, cried Gillie, drawing himself up, why, I cocked my nose in the air and walked on without disdainin to say another word  treated im with suvrin contempt. But enough of him  an more than enough. Well, to continue, then theres Missis Stoutley, shes falled in love too.

Indeed?

Yes, with wittles. The Count Hur  whats-is-name, whos always doin the purlite when hes not mopin, says its the mountain hair as is agreein with her, but I think its the hair-soup. Anyhow shes more friendly with her wittles here than she ever was in England. After comin in from that excursion where them two stout fellers carried her up the mountains, an all but capsized her and themselves, incloodin the chair, down a precipice, while passin a string o mules on a track no broader than the brim of Mister Slingsbys wide-awake, she took to her wittles with a sort of lovin awidity that ant describable. The way she shovelled in the soup, an stowed away the mutton chops, an pitched into the pease and taters, to say nothing of cauliflower and cutlets, was a caution to the billions. It made my mouth water to look at her, an my eyes too  only that may have had somethin to do with the keyhole, for them otels of Chamouni are oncommon draughty. Yes, continued Gillie, slowly, as if he were musing, shes failed in love with wittles, an its by no means a misplaced affection. It would be well for the Count if he could fall in the same direction. Did you ever look steadily at the Count, Susan?

I cant say I ever did; at least not more so than at other people. Why?

Because, if you ever do look at him steadily, youll see care a-sittin wery heavy on his long yeller face. Theres somethin the matter with that Count, either in is head or is stummick, I aint sure which; but, whichever it is, it has descended to his darter, for that gals face is too anxious by half for such a young and pretty one. I have quite a sympathy, a sort o feller-feelin, for that Count. He seems to me the wictim of a secret sorrow.

Susan looked at her small admirer with surprise, and then burst into a hearty laugh.

Youre a queer boy, Gillie.

To an unsophisticated country girl like Susan Quick, the London street-boy must indeed have seemed a remarkable being. He was not indeed an absolute Arab, being the son of an honest hardworking mother, but being also the son of a drunken, ill-doing father, he had, in the course of an extensive experience of bringing his paternal parent home from gin-palaces and low theatres, imbibed a good deal of the superficial part of the waif character, and, but for the powerful and benign influence of his mother, might have long ago entered the ranks of our criminal population. As it was, he had acquired a knowledge of the world of London  its thoughts, feelings, and manners  which rendered him in Susans eyes a perfect miracle of intelligence; and she listened to his drolleries and precocious wisdom with open-mouthed admiration. Of course the urchin was quite aware of this, and plumed himself not a little on his powers of attraction.

Yes, continued Gillie, without remarking on Susans observation that he was a queer boy, for he esteemed that a compliment the Count is the only man among em who hasnt falled in love with nothink or nobody. But tell me, Susan, is your fair buzzum free from the  the tender  you know what?

Oh! yes, laughed the maid, quite free.

Ah! said Gillie, with a sigh of satisfaction, then theres hope for me.

Of course there is plenty of hope, said Susan, laughing still more heartily as she looked at the thing in blue and buttons which thus addressed her.

But now, tell me, where are they talking of going to-day?

To the Jardang, replied Gillie. It was putt off to please the young ladies tother day, and now its putt on to please the Professor. It seems to me that the Professor has got well to windard of em all  as the Cappen would say; he can twirl the whole bilin of em round his little finger with his outlandish talk, which I believe is more than half nonsense. Howsever, hes goin to take em all to the Jardang, to lunch there, an make some more obserwations and measurements of the ice. Why he takes so much trouble about sitch a trifle, beats my understandin. If the ice is six feet, or six hundred feet thick, what then? If it moves, or if it dont move, wots the odds, so long as yer appy? If it wont move, wy dont they send for a company of London bobbies and make em tell it to move on, it couldnt refuse, you know, for nothin can resist that. Howsever, they are all goin to foller the lead of the Professor again to-day  them that was with em last time  not the Count though, for I heard him say (much to the distress apperiently of his darter) that he was goin on business to Marteeny, over the Tait Nwar, though what that is I dont know  a mountain, I suppose. Theyre all keen for goin over things in this country, an some of em goes under altogether in the doin of it. If I aint mistaken, that pleasant fate awaits Lord whats-is-name an Mr Lumbard, for I heard the Cappen sayin, just afore I come to see you, that he was goin to take his Lordship to the main truck of Mount Blang by way of the signal halliards, in preference to the regular road.

Are the young ladies going? asked Susan.

Of course they are, from wich it follers that Mr Lewis an the mad artist are goin too.

And Mrs Stoutley? asked Susan.

No; its much too far and difficult for her.

Gillie, Gillie! shouted a stentorian voice at this point in the conversation.

Ay, ay, Cappen, yelled Gillie, in reply. Rising and thrusting his hands into his pockets, he sauntered leisurely from the room, recommending the Captain, in an undertone, to save his wind for the mountainside.

Not long afterwards, the same parties that had accompanied the Professor to the Montanvert were toiling up the Mer de Glace, at a considerable distance above the scene of their former exploits, on their way to the Jardin.

The day was all that could be desired. There were a few clouds, but these were light and feathery; clear blue predominated all over the sky. Over the masses of the Jorasses and the peaks of the Géant, the Aiguille du Dru, the slopes of Mont Mallet, the pinnacles of Charmoz, and the rounded white summit of Mont Blanc  everywhere  the heavens were serene and beautiful.

The Jardin, towards which they ascended, lies like an island in the midst of the Glacier du Talèfre. It is a favourite expedition of travellers, being a verdant gem on a field of white  a true oasis in the desert of ice and snow  and within a five hours walk of Chamouni.

Their route lay partly on the moraines and partly over the surface of the glacier. On their previous visit to the Mer de Glace, those of the party to whom the sight was new imagined that they had seen all the wonders of the glacier world. They were soon undeceived. While at the Montanvert on their first excursion, they could turn their eyes from the sea of ice to the tree-clad slopes behind them, and at the Chapeau could gaze on a splendid stretch of the Vale of Chamouni to refresh their eyes when wearied with the rugged cataract of the Glacier des Bois; but as they advanced slowly up into the icy solitudes, all traces of the softer world were lost to view. Only ice and snow lay around them. Ice under foot, ice on the cliffs, ice in the mountain valleys, ice in the higher gorges, and snow on the summits,  except where these latter were so sharp and steep that snow could not find a lodgment. There was nothing in all the field of vision to remind them of the vegetable world from which they had passed as if by magic. As Lewis remarked, they seemed to have been suddenly transported to within the Arctic circle, and got lost among the ice-mountains of Spitzbergen or Nova Zembla.

It is magnificent! exclaimed Nita Horetzki with enthusiasm, as she paused on the summit of an ice-ridge, up the slippery sides of which she had been assisted by Antoine Grennon, who still held her little hand in his.

Ah, thoughtless man! he little knew what daggers of envy were lacerating the heart of the mad artist who would have given all that he possessed  colour-box and camp-stool included  to have been allowed to hold that little hand even for a few seconds! Indeed he had, in a fit of desperation, offered to aid her by taking the other hand when half-way up that very slope, but had slipped at the moment of making the offer and rolled to the bottom. Lewis, seeing the fate of his rival, wisely refrained from putting himself in a false position by offering any assistance, excusing his apparent want of gallantry by remarking that if he were doomed to slip into a crevasse he should prefer not to drag another along with him. Antoine, therefore, had the little hand all to himself.

The Professor, being a somewhat experienced ice-man, assisted Emma in all cases of difficulty. As for the Captain, Gillie, and Lawrence, they had quite enough to do to look after themselves.

How different from what I had expected, said Emma, resting a hand on the shoulder of Nita; it is a very landscape of ice.

Emmas simile was not far-fetched. They had reached a part of the glacier where the slope and the configuration of the valley had caused severe strains on the ice in various directions, so that there were not only transverse crevasses but longitudinal cracks, which unitedly had cut up the ice into blocks of all shapes and sizes. These, as their position shifted, had become isolated, more or less,  and being partially melted by the sun, had assumed all sorts of fantastic shapes. There were ice-bridges, ice-caves, and ice obelisks and spires, some of which latter towered to a height of fifty feet or more; there were also forms suggestive of cottages and trees, with here and there real rivulets rippling down their icy beds, or leaping over pale blue ledges, or gliding into blue-green lakes, or plunging into black-blue chasms. The sun-light playing among these silvery realms  glinting over edges and peaks, blazing on broad masses, shimmering through semi-transparent cliffs, and casting soft grey shadows everywhere  was inexpressibly beautiful, while the whole, looming through a thin golden haze, seemed to be of gigantic proportions.

It seemed as if the region of ice around them must at one time have been in tremendous convulsions, but the Professor assured them that this was not the case, that the formation of crevasses and those confused heaps of ice called seracs was a slow and prolonged process. Doubtless, he said, you have here and there the wild rush of avalanches, and suchlike convulsions, but the rupture of the great body of the ice is gradual. A crevasse is an almost invisible crack at first. It yawns slowly and takes a long time to open out to the dimensions and confusion which you see around.

What are those curious things? asked Nita, pointing to some forms before her.

They look like giant mushrooms, said Captain Wopper.

They are ice-tables, answered Antoine.

Blocks of stone on the top of cones of ice, said the Professor. Come, we will go near and examine one.

The object in question was well suited to cause surprise, for it was found to be an enormous flat mass of rock, many tons in weight, perched on a pillar of ice and bearing some resemblance to a table with a central leg.

Now, said Captain Wopper emphatically, that is a puzzler. How did it ever get up there?

I have read of such tables, said Lawrence.

They are the result of the suns action, I believe.

Oh, its all very well, Lawrence, said Lewis, with a touch of sarcasm, to talk in a vague way about the suns action, but its quite plain, even to an unphilosophical mind like mine, that the sun cant lift a block of stone some tons in weight and clap it on the top of a pillar of ice about ten feet high.

Nevertheless the sun has done it, returned Lawrence. Am I not right Professor?

The man of science, who had listened with a bland smile on his broad countenance, admitted that Lawrence was right.

At first, he said, that big stone fell from the cliffs higher up the valley, and it has now been carried down thus far by the ice. During its progress the sun has been shining day by day and melting the surface of the ice all round, with the exception of that part which was covered by the rock. Thus the general level of the ice has been lowered and the protected portion left prominent with its protector on the top. The sides of the block of ice on which the rock has rested have also melted slowly, reducing it to the stalk or pillar which you now see. In time it will melt so much that the rock will slide off, fall on another part of the ice, which it will protect from the sun as before until another stem shall support it, and thus it will go on until it tumbles into a crevasse, reaches the under part of the glacier, perhaps there gets rolled and rounded into a boulder, and finally is discharged, many years hence, it may be, into the terminal moraine; or, perchance, it may get stranded on the sides of the valley among the débris or rubbish which we call the lateral moraine.

As the party advanced, new, and, if possible; still more striking objects met the eye, while mysterious sounds struck the ear. Low grumbling noises and gurglings were heard underfoot, as if great boulders were dropping into buried lakes from the roofs of sub-glacial caverns, while, on the surface, the glacier was strewn here and there with débris which had fallen from steep parts of the mountains that rose beside them into the clouds. Sudden rushing sounds  as if of short-lived squalls, in the midst of which were crashes like the thunder of distant artillery  began now to attract attention, and a feeling of awe crept into the hearts of those of the party who were strangers to the ice-world. Sounds of unseen avalanches, muffled more or less according to distance, were mingled with what may be called the shots of the boulders, which fell almost every five minutes from the Aiguille Verte and other mountains, and there was something deeply impressive in the solemn echoes that followed each deep-toned growl, and were repeated until they died out in soft murmurs.

As the party crossed an ice-plain, whose surface was thickly strewn with the wreck of mountains, a sense of insecurity crept into the feelings of more than one member of it but not a word was said until a sudden and tremendous crash, followed by a continuous roar, was heard close at hand.

An avalanche! shouted Slingsby, pointing upwards, and turning back with the evident intention to fly.

It did indeed seem the wisest thing that man or woman could do in the circumstances, for, high up among the wild cliffs, huge masses of rock, mingled with ice, dirt, water, and snow, were seen rushing down a couloir, or steep gully, straight towards them.

Rest tranquil where you are, said the guide, laying his hand on the artists arm; the couloir takes a bend, you see, near the bottom. There is no danger.

Thus assured, the whole of the party stood still and gazed upward.

Owing to the great height from which the descending mass was pouring, the inexperienced were deceived as to the dimensions of the avalanche. It seemed at first as if the boulders were too small to account for the sounds created, but in a few seconds their real proportions became more apparent, especially when the whole rush came straight towards the spot on which the travellers stood with such an aspect of being fraught with inevitable destruction, that all of them except the guide shrank involuntarily backwards. At this crisis the chaotic mass was driven with terrible violence against the cliffs to the left of the couloir, and bounding, we might almost say fiercely, to the right, rushed out upon the frozen plain about two hundred yards in advance of the spot on which they stood.

Is there not danger in being so close to such places? asked Lewis, glancing uneasily at Nita, whose flashing eyes and heightened colour told eloquently of the excitement which the sight had aroused in her breast.

Not much, answered the Professor, no doubt we cannot be said to be in a place of absolute safety, nevertheless the danger is not great, because we can generally observe the avalanches in time to get out of the way of spent shots; and, besides, if we run under the lea of such boulders as that, we are quite safe, unless it were to be hit by one pretty nearly as large as itself. He pointed as he spoke to a mass of granite about the size of an omnibus, which lay just in front of them. But I see, he added, laughing, that Antoine thinks this is not a suitable place for the delivery of lectures; we must hasten forward.

Soon they surmounted the steeps of the Glacier du Talèfre, and reached the object of their desire, the Jardin.

It is well named. A wonderful spot of earth and rock which rises out of the midst of a great basin of half-formed ice, the lower part being covered with green sward and spangled with flowers, while the summit of the rock forms a splendid out-look from which to view the surrounding scene.

Here, seated on the soft grass  the green of which was absolutely delicious to the eyes after the long walk over the glaring ice  the jovial Professor, with a sandwich in one hand and a flask of vin ordinaire in the other, descanted on the world of ice. He had a willing audience, for they were all too busy with food to use their tongues in speech, except in making an occasional brief demand or comment.

Glorious! exclaimed the Professor.

Which, the view or the victuals? asked Lewis. Both, cried the Professor, helping himself to another half-dozen sandwiches.

Thank you  no more at present, said Nita to the disappointed Slingsby, who placed the rejected limb of a fowl on his own plate with a deep sigh.

Professor, said Nita, half-turning her back on the afflicted artist, how, when, and where be all this ice formed?

A comprehensive question! cried the Professor. Thank you  yes, a wing and a leg; also, if you can spare it, a piece of the  ah! so, you are right. The whole fowl is best. I can then help myself. Miss Gray, shall I assist you to a  no? Well, as I was about to remark, in reply to your comprehensive question, Mademoiselle, this basin, in which our Jardin lies, may be styled a mighty collector of the material which forms that great tributary of the Mer de Glace, named the Glacier du Talèfre. This material is called névé.

An whats nevy? asked Captain Wopper, as well as a full mouth would allow him.

Névé, replied the Professor, is snow altered by partial melting, and freezing, and compression  snow in the process of being squeezed into ice. You must know that there is a line on all high mountains which is called the snow-line. Above this line, the snow that falls each year never disappears; below it the snow, and ice too, undergoes the melting process continually. The portion below the snow-line is always being diminished; that above it is always augmenting; thus the loss of the one is counterbalanced by the gain of the other; and thus the continuity of glaciers is maintained. That part of a glacier which lies above the snow-line is styled névé; it is the fountain-head and source of supply to the glacier proper, which is the part that lies below the snow-line. Sometimes, for a series of years, perhaps, the supply from above is greater than the diminution below, the result being that the snout of a glacier advances into its valley, ploughs up the land, and sometimes overturns the cottages. (See Note 1.) On the other hand the reverse process goes on, it may be for years, and a glacier recedes somewhat, leaving a whole valley of débris, or terminal moraine, which is sometimes, after centuries perhaps, clothed with vegetation and dotted with cottages.

This basin, or collector of névé, on whose beautiful oasis I have the felicity to lunch in such charming society (the jovial Professor bowed to the ladies), is, according to your talented Professor Forbes (he bowed to Lawrence), about four thousand two hundred yards wide, and all the ice it contains is, farther down, squeezed through a gorge not more than seven hundred yards wide, thus forming that grand ice-cascade of the Talèfre which you have seen on the way hither. It is a splendid, as well as interesting amphitheatre, for it is bounded, as you see, on one side by the Grandes Jorasses, on the other by Mont Mallet, while elsewhere you have the vast plateau whence the Glacier du Géant is fed; the Aiguille du Géant, the Aiguille Noire, the Montagnes Mandites, and Mont Blanc. Another wing, if you please  ah, finished? No matter, pass the loaf. It will do as well.

The Professor devoted himself for some minutes in silence to the loaf, which was much shorn of its proportions on leaving his hand. Like many great men, he was a great eater. The fires of intellect that burned within him seemed to require a more than ordinary supply of fuel. He slept, too, like an infant Hercules, and, as a natural consequence, toiled like a giant when awake.

Little Gillie White regarded him with feelings of undisguised awe, astonishment and delight, and was often sorely perplexed within himself as to whether he or Captain Wopper was the greater man. Both were colossal in size and energetic in body, and both were free and easy in manners, as well as good-humoured. No doubt, as Gillie argued with himself (and sometimes with Susan), the Professor was uncommon larned an deep, but then the Captain had a humorous vein, which fully counterbalanced that in Gillies estimation.

The philosophic urchin was deeply engaged in debating this point with himself, and gazing open-mouthed at the Professor, when there suddenly occurred an avalanche so peculiar and destructive that it threw the whole party into the utmost consternation. While removing a pile of plates, Gillie, in his abstraction, tripped on a stone, tumbled over the artist, crushed that gentlemans head into Nitas lap, and, descending head foremost, plates and all, into the midst of the feast, scattered very moraine of crockery and bottles all round. It was an appalling smash, and when the Captain seized Gillie by the back of his trousers with one hand and lifted him tenderly out of the midst of the débris, the limp way in which he hung suggested the idea that a broken bottle must have penetrated his vitals and finished him.

It was not so, however. Gillies sagacity told him that he would probably be wounded if he were to move. He wisely, therefore, remained quite passive, and allowed himself to be lifted out of danger.

Nobody hurt, I ope, he said, on being set on his legs; it was a awkard plunge.

Awkard? you blue spider, cried the Captain; you deserve to be keel-hauled, or pitched into a crevasse. Look alive now, an clear up the mess youve made.

Fortunately the feast was about concluded when this contretemps occurred, so that no serious loss was sustained. Some of the gentlemen lighted their pipes and cigars, to solace themselves before commencing the return journey. The ladies went off to saunter and to botanise, and Slingsby attempted to sketch the scenery.

And here again, as on the previous excursion, Captain Wopper received a chill in regard to his matrimonial hopes. When the ladies rose, Lewis managed to engage Nita in an interesting conversation on what he styled the flora of central Europe, and led her away. Emma was thus left without her companion. Now, thought the Captain, theres your chance, Dr Lawrence, go in and win! But Lawrence did not avail himself of the chance. He suffered Emma to follow her friend, and remained behind talking with the Professor on the vexed subject of the cause of glacial motion.

Most extraornary, thought the Captain, somewhat nettled, as well as disappointed. What can the youngster mean? Shes as sweet a gal as a fellow would wish to see, an yet he dont pay no more attention to her than if she was an old bumboat ooman. Very odd. Cant make it out nohow!

Captain Wopper was not the first, and will certainly not be the last, to experience difficulty in accounting for the conduct of young men and maidens in this world of cross-currents and queer fancies.



Note 1. Such is actually true at the present time of the Görner glacier, which has for a long time been advancing, and, during the last sixty years or so, has overturned between forty and fifty châlets.




Chapter Thirteen.

Shows what Dangers may be encountered in the Pursuit of Art and Science.

Who has not experienced the almost unqualified pleasure of a walk, on a bright beautiful morning, before breakfast? How amply it repays one for the self-denying misery of getting up! We say misery advisedly, for it is an undoubted, though short-lived, agony, that of arousing ones inert, contented, and peaceful frame into a state of activity. There is a moment in the daily life of man  of some men, at least  when heroism of a very high stamp is displayed; that moment when, the appointed hour of morning having arrived, he thrusts one lethargic toe from under the warm bed-clothes into the relatively cold atmosphere of his chamber. If the toe is drawn back, the man is nobody. If it is thrust further out, and followed up by the unwilling body, the man is a hero! The agony, however, like that of tooth-drawing, is soon over, and the delightful commendations of an approving conscience are superadded to the pleasures of an early morning walk.

Such pleasures were enjoyed one morning by Emma Gray and Nita Horetzki and Lewis Stoutley, when, at an early hour, they issued from their hotel, and walked away briskly up the Vale of Chamouni.

I say, Emma, isnt it a charming, delicious, and outrageously delightful day! exclaimed Lewis.

Although the young man addressed himself to his cousin, who walked on his left, he glanced at Nita, who walked on his right, and thus, with a sense of justice peculiarly his own, divided his attentions equally between them.

You are unusually enthusiastic, cousin, said Emma, with a laugh. I thought you said last night that weather never affected you?

True, but there is more than weather here, there is scenery, and  and sunshine.

Sunshine? repeated Nita, lifting her large orbs to his face with a look of surprise, for although the sun may be said to have risen as regards the world at large, it had not yet surmounted the range of Mont Blanc, or risen to the inhabitants of Chamouni. I not see it; where is the sunshine?

There! exclaimed Lewis, mentally, as he gazed straight down into her wondering orbs, and then added aloud, as he swept his arm aloft with a mock-heroic air, behold it gleaming on the mountain-ridges.

There is no doubt that the enthusiasm of Lewis as to the weather, scenery, and sunshine would have been much reduced, perhaps quenched altogether, if Nita had not been there, for the youth was steeped in that exquisite condition termed first love,  the very torments incident to which are moderated joys,  but it must not be supposed that he conducted himself with the maudlin sentimentality not unfrequently allied to that condition. Although a mischievous and, we are bound to admit, a reckless youth, he was masculine in his temperament, and capable of being deeply, though not easily, stirred into enthusiasm. It was quite in accordance with this nature that his jesting tone and manner suddenly vanished as his gaze became riveted on the ridge to which he had carelessly directed attention. Even Nita was for a moment forgotten in the sight that met his eyes, for the trees and bushes which crowned the ridge were to all appearance composed of solid fire!

Did you ever see anything like that before Emma? he asked, eagerly.

Never; I have seen sunrises and sunsets in many parts of our own land, but nothing at all like that; what can be the cause of it?

There was good reason for the wonder thus called forth, for the light was not on the trees but behind them. The sun had not quite risen, but was very near the summit of the ridge, so that these trees and bushes were pictured, as it were, against the brightest part of the glowing sky. In such circumstances we are taught by ordinary experience that objects will be unusually dark, but these trees were incomparably brighter than the glowing sky itself. It was not that their mere edges were tipped with fire, but their entire substance, even to the central core of the pine-stems, was to all appearance made of pure light, as if each tree and shrub had been made of steel raised to a condition of intense white heat. No shining of the sun through or upon trees can convey the slightest idea of the sight. It was something absolutely new to our travellers, and roused their astonishment as well as wonder to the highest pitch.

Oh! exclaimed Nita, clasping her hands with a force peculiar to her demonstrative nature, how wonderful! How I do wish the Professor was here to tell us how and what it be.

That evening the Professor, who had observed the phenomenon more than once, told them all he knew about it. There were differences of opinion, he said, as to the cause, for men of physical science, not less than doctors, were prone to differ. For himself, he had only noted the facts and knew not the cause. The luminous trees appeared only at that part of the ridge where the sun was just going to rise  elsewhere the trees were projected as dark objects, in the usual way, against the bright sky. Not only were the trees thus apparently self-luminous, but when birds chanced to be flying amongst them, they had the appearance of sparks of molten silver flitting to and fro. See Note 1.

But you have not yet told me, ladies, said Lewis, as they resumed their walk, what has induced you to indulge in so early a ramble to-day?

Can you not imagine, said Nita, that it is the love of Nature?

Undoubtedly I can; but as this is the first time since we came that you have chosen to display a love for Nature before breakfast, I may be forgiven for supposing there is another and no doubt secondary cause.

You are right, said Emma; were you not present last night when we discussed our plans for to-day?

No, he was in the verandah, interposed Nita, with an arch smile, indulging that savage and unintellectual taste you call smoking.

Ah, Mademoiselle, be not too severe. It may not, indeed, be styled an intellectual pursuit, but neither, surely, can it be called savage, seeing that it softens and ameliorates the rugged spirit of man.

It is savage, returned Nita, because you do not encourage ladies to join you in it.

Pardon me, Mademoiselle, cried Lewis, pulling out his cigar-case, nothing would gratify me more than your acceptance of

Insult me not, Monsieur, said Nita, with a toss of her pretty little head, but reply to your cousins question.

Ah, to be sure, well  let me see, what was it? Was I present when the plans for the day were arranged? Yes I was, but I missed the first part of the conversation, having been, as Mademoiselle Horetzki truly observes, occupied with that  a

Savage habit, interposed Nita.

Savage habit, said Lewis, the savage element of which I am willing to do away with at a moments notice when desired. I merely heard that the professor had fixed to go on the glacier for the purpose of measuring it, as though it were a badly clad giant, and he a scientific tailor who had undertaken to make a top-coat for it. I also heard that you two had decided on a walk before breakfast, and, not caring to do tailoring on the ice, I begged leave to join you  therefore I am here.

Ah, you prefer womans society and safety to manly exercise and danger! said Nita.

Although Lewis was, as we have said, by no means an effeminate youth, he was at that age when the male creature shrinks from the slightest imputation of a lack of manliness. He coloured, therefore, as he laughingly replied that in his humble opinion his present walk involved the manly exercise of moral courage in withstanding shafts of sarcasm, which were far more dangerous in his eyes than hidden crevasses or flying boulders.

But you both forget, interposed Emma, that I have not yet explained the object of our morning walk.

True, cousin, let us have it.

Well, continued Emma, when you were engages in your savage indulgence, a difficulty stood in the way of the Professors plans, inasmuch as our guide Antoine had asked and obtained leave to absent himself a couple of days for the purpose of taking his wife and child over the country to pay a short visit to a relative in some valley, the name of which I forget. Antoine had said that he would be quite willing to give up his leave of absence if a messenger were sent to inform his wife of his change of plan, and to ask a certain Baptist Le Croix, who lives close beside her, to be her guide. As we two did not mean to join the ice-party, we at once offered to be the messengers. Hence our present expedition at so early an hour. After seeing Madame Antoine Grennon and having breakfast we mean to spend the day in sketching.

May I join you in this after-portion of the days work? asked Lewis. I may not, indeed, claim to use the pencil with the facility of our friend Slingsby, but I am not altogether destitute of a little native talent in that way. I will promise to give you both as many cigars as you choose, and will submit my sketches to Mademoiselles criticism, which will be incurring extreme danger.

Well, you may come, said Nita, with a condescending nod, but pray fulfil the first part of your promise, give me the cigars.

Lewis drew them out with alacrity, and laughingly asked, how many?

All of them; the case also.

In some surprise the youth put the cigar-case into her hand, and she immediately flung it into a neighbouring pool.

Ah, how cruel, said Lewis, putting on a most forlorn look, while Emma gave vent to one of her subdued little explosions of laughter.

What! is our society not enough for Monsieur? asked Nita, in affected surprise.

More than enough, replied Lewis, with affected enthusiasm.

Then you can be happy without your cigars, returned Nita.

Perfectly happy, replied Lewis, taking a small case from his pocket, from which he extracted a neat little meerschaum pipe, and began to fill it with tobacco.

Again Emma had occasion to open the safety-valve of another little explosive laugh; but before anything further could be said, they came in sight of Antoine Grennons cottage.

It was prettily situated beneath a clump of pines. A small stream, spanned by a rustic bridge, danced past it. Under the shadow of the bridge they saw Madame engaged in washing linen. She had a washing-tub, of course, but instead of putting the linen into this she put herself in it, after having made an island of it by placing it a few inches deep in the stream. Thus she could kneel and get at the water conveniently without wetting her knees or skirts. On a sloping slab of wood she manipulated the linen with such instrumentality as cold water, soap, a wooden mallet and a hard brush. Beside her, in a miniature tub, her little daughter conducted a miniature washing.

The three travellers, looking over the bridge, could witness the operation without being themselves observed.

It is a lively process, remarked Lewis, as Madame seized a mass of linen with great vigour, and caused it to fall on the sloping plank with a sounding slap.

Madame was an exceedingly handsome and well-made woman, turned thirty, and much inclined to embonpoint. Her daughter was turned three, and still more inclined to the same condition. Their rounded, well-shaped, and muscular arms, acted very much in the same way, only Madames vigour was a good deal more intense and persistent  too much so, perhaps, for the fabrics with which she had to deal; but if the said fabrics possessed the smallest degree of consciousness, they could not have had the heart to complain of rough treatment from such neat though strong hands, while being smiled upon by such a pretty, though decisive countenance.

It is dreadfully rough treatment, said Emma, whose domestic-economical spirit was rather shocked.

Terrible! exclaimed Nita, as Madame gripped another article of apparel and beat it with her mallet as though it had been the skull of her bitterest enemy, while soap-suds and water spurted from it as if they had been that enemys brains.

And she washes, I believe, for our hotel, said Emma, with a slightly troubled expression. Perhaps a thought of her work-box and buttons flashed across her mind at the moment.

You are right, said Lewis, with a pleased smile.

I heard Antoine say to Gillie, the other day, that his wife washed a large portion of the hotel linen. No doubt some of ours is amongst it. Indeed I am sure of it, he added, with a look of quiet gravity, as Madame Grennon seized another article, swished it through the water, caused it to resound on the plank, and scrubbed it powerfully with soap; that a whats-is-name, belongs to me. I know it by the cut of its collar. Formerly, I used to know it chiefly by its fair and fragile texture. I shall know it hereafter as an amazing illustration of the truth of the proverb, that no one knows what he can stand till he is tried. The blows which she is at present delivering to it with her mallet, are fast driving all preconceived notions in regard to linen out of my head. Scrubbing it, as she does now, with a hard brush, against the asperities of the rough plank, and then twisting it up like a roly-poly prior to swishing it through the water a second time, would once have induced me to doubt the strength of delicate mother-of-pearl buttons and fine white thread. I shall doubt no longer.

As he said so, Madame Grennon chanced to look up, and caught sight of the strangers. She rose at once, and, forsaking her tub, advanced to meet them, the curly-haired daughter following close at her heels, for, wherever her mother went she followed, and whatever her mother did she imitated.

The object of the visit was soon explained, and the good woman led the visitors into her hut where Baptist Le Croix chanced to be at the time.

There was something very striking in the appearance of this man. He was a tall fine-looking fellow, a little past the prime of life, but with a frame whose great muscular power was in no degree abated. His face was grave, good-natured, and deeply sunburnt; but there was a peculiarly anxious look about the eyes, and a restless motion in them, as if he were constantly searching for something which he could not find.

He willingly undertook to conduct his friends wife and child to the residence of their relative.

On leaving the hut to return to Chamouni, Madame Grennon accompanied her visitors a short way, and Nita took occasion, while expressing admiration of Baptists appearance, to comment on his curiously anxious look.

Ah! Mademoiselle, said Madame, with a half sad look, the poor man is taken up with a strange notion  some people call it a delusion  that gold is to be found somewhere here in the mountains.

Gold? cried Nita, with such energy that her companions looked at her in surprise.

Why, Nita, exclaimed Emma, your looks are almost as troubled and anxious as those of Le Croix himself.

How strange! said Nita, musing and paying no attention to Emmas remark. Why does he think so?

Indeed, Mademoiselle, I cannot tell; but he seems quite sure of it, and spends nearly all his time in the mountains searching for gold, and hunting the chamois.

They parted here, and for a time Lewis tried to rally Nita about what he styled her sympathy with the chamois-hunter, but Nita did not retort with her wonted sprightliness; the flow of her spirits was obviously checked, and did not return during their walk back to the hotel.

While this little incident was enacting in the valley, events of a far different nature were taking place among the mountains, into the solitudes of which the Professor, accompanied by Captain Wopper, Lawrence, Slingsby, and Gillie, and led by Antoine, had penetrated for the purpose of ascertaining the motion of a huge precipice of ice.

You are not a nervous man, I think, said the Professor to Antoine as they plodded over the ice together.

No, Monsieur, not very, answered the guide, with a smile and a sly glance out of the corners of his eyes. Captain Wopper laughed aloud at the question, and Gillie grinned. Gillies countenance was frequently the residence of a broad grin. Nature had furnished him with a keen sense of the ludicrous, and a remarkably open countenance. Human beings are said to be blind to their own peculiarities.

If Gillie had been an exception to this rule and if he could have, by some magical power, been enabled to stand aside and look at his own spider-like little frame, as others saw it, clad in blue tights and buttons, it is highly probable that he would have expired in laughing at himself.

I ask the question, continued the Professor, because I mean to request your assistance in taking measurements in a somewhat dangerous place, namely, the ice-precipice of the Tacul.

It is well, Monsieur, returned the guide, with another smile, I am a little used to dangerous places.

Gillie pulled his small hands out of the trouser-pockets in which he usually carried them, and rubbed them by way of expressing his gleeful feelings. Had the sentiment which predominated in his little mind been audibly expressed, it would probably have found vent in some such phrase as, wont there be fun, neither  oh dear no, not by no means. To him the height of happiness was the practice of mischief. Danger in his estimation meant an extremely delicious form of mischief.

Is the place picturesque as well as dangerous? asked Slingsby, with a wild look in his large eyes as he walked nearer to the Professor.

It is; you will find many aspects of ice-formation well worthy of your pencil.

It is due to the artist to say that his wildness that morning was not the result only of despair at the obvious indifference with which Nita regarded him. It was the combination of that wretched condition with a heroic resolve to forsake the coy maiden and return to his first love  his beloved art  that excited him; and the idea of renewing his devotion to her in dangerous circumstances was rather congenial to his savage state of mind. It may be here remarked that Mr Slingsby, besides being an enthusiastic painter, was an original genius in a variety of ways. Among other qualities he possessed an inventive mind, and, besides having had an ice-axe made after a pattern of his own,  which was entirely new and nearly useless,  he had designed a new style of belt with a powerful rope having a hook attached to it, with which he proposed, and actually managed, to clamber up and down difficult places, and thus attain points of vantage for sketching. Several times had he been rescued by guides from positions of extreme peril, but his daring and altogether unteachable spirit had thrown him again and again into new conditions of danger. He was armed with his formidable belt and rope on the present excursion, and his aspect was such that his friends felt rather uneasy about him, and would not have been surprised if he had put the belt round his neck instead of his waist, and attempted to hang himself.

Do you expect to complete your measurements to-day? asked Lawrence, who accompanied the Professor as his assistant.

Oh no. That were impossible. I can merely fix my stakes to-day and leave them. To-morrow or next day I will return to observe the result.

The eastern side of the Glacier du Géant, near the Tacul, at which they soon arrived, showed an almost perpendicular precipice about 140 feet high. As they collected in a group in front of that mighty pale-blue wall, the danger to which the Professor had alluded became apparent, even to the most inexperienced eye among them. High on the summit of the precipice, where its edge cut sharply against the blue sky, could be seen the black boulders and débris of the lateral moraine of the glacier. The day was unusually warm, and the ice melted so rapidly that parts of this moraine were being sent down in frequent avalanches. The rustle of débris was almost incessant, and, ever and anon, the rustle rose into a roar as great boulders bounded over the edge, and, after dashing portions of the ice-cliffs into atoms, went smoking down into the chaos below. It was just beyond this chaos that the party stood.

Now, Antoine, said the Professor, I want you to go to the foot of that precipice and fix a stake in the ice there.

Well, Monsieur, it shall be done, returned the guide, divesting himself of his knapsack and shouldering his axe and a stake.

Meanwhile, continued the Professor, I will watch the falling débris to warn you of danger in time, and the direction in which you must run to avoid it. My friend Lawrence, with the aid of Captain Wopper, will fix the theodolite on yonder rocky knoll to our left.

Nothin for you an me to do, said Gillie to the artist; praps wed better go and draw  eh?

Slingsby looked at the blue spider before him with an amused smile, and agreed that his suggestion was not a bad one, so they went off together.

While Antoine was proceeding to the foot of the ice-cliffs on his dangerous mission, the Professor observed that the first direction of a falling stones bound was no sure index of its subsequent motion, as it was sent hither and thither by the obstructions with which it met. He therefore recalled the guide.

It wont do, Antoine, the danger is too great.

But, Monsieur, if it is necessary

But it is not necessary that you should risk your life in the pursuit of knowledge. Besides, I must have a stake fixed half-way up the face of that precipice.

Ah, Monsieur, said Antoine, with an incredulous smile, that is not possible!

To this the Professor made no reply, but ordered his guide to make a détour and ascend to the upper edge of the ice-precipice for the purpose of dislodging the larger and more dangerous blocks of stone there, and, after that, to plant a stake on the summit.

This operation was not quickly performed. Antoine had to make a long détour to get on the glacier, and when he did reach the moraine on the top, he found that many of the most dangerous blocks lay beyond the reach of his axe. However, he sent the smaller débris in copious showers down the precipice, and by cleverly rolling some comparatively small boulders down upon those larger ones which lay out of reach, he succeeded in dislodging many of them. This accomplished, he proceeded to fix the stake on the upper surface of the glacier.

While he was thus occupied, the Professor assisted Lawrence in fixing the theodolite, and then, leaving him, went to a neighbouring heap of débris followed by the Captain, whom he stationed there.

I want you, he said, to keep a good look-out and warn me as to which way I must run to avoid falling rocks. Antoine has dislodged many of them, but some he cannot reach. These enemies must be watched.

So saying, the Professor placed a stake and an auger against his breast, buttoned his coat over them, and shouldered his axe.

You dont mean to say that youre agoing to go under that cliff? exclaimed the Captain, in great surprise, laying his hand on the Professors arm and detaining him.

My friend, returned the man of science, do not detain me. Time is precious just now. You have placed yourself under my orders for the day, and, being a seaman, must understand the value of prompt obedience. Do as I bid you.

He turned and went off at a swinging pace towards the foot of the ice-cliff, while the Captain, in a state of anxiety, amounting almost to consternation, sat down on a boulder, took off his hat, wiped his heated brow, pronounced the Professor as mad as a March hare, and prepared to discharge his duties as the look-out.

Although cool as a cucumber in all circumstances at sea, where he knew every danger and how to meet or avoid it, the worthy Captain now almost lost self-control and became intensely agitated and anxious, insomuch that he gave frequent and hurried false alarms, which he no less hurriedly attempted to correct, sometimes in nautical terms, much to the confusion of the Professor.

Hallo! hi! look out  starboard  staaarboard! he shouted wildly, on beholding a rock about the size of a chest of drawers spring from the heights above and rush downward, with a smoke of ice-dust and débris following, quick! there! no! port! Port! I say its

Before he could finish the sentence, the mass had fallen a long way to the right of the Professor, and lay quiet on the ice not far from where the Captain stood.

In spite of the interruptions thus caused, the lower stake was fixed in a few minutes. The Professor then swung his axe vigorously, and began to cut an oblique stair-case in the ice up the sheer face of the precipice.

In some respects the danger to the bold adventurer was now not so great because, being, as it were, flat against the ice-cliffs, falling rocks were more likely, by striking some projection, to bound beyond him. Still there was the danger of deflected shots, and when, by cutting a succession of notches in which to place one foot at a time, he had ascended to the height of an average three-storey house, the danger of losing his balance or slipping a foot became very great indeed. But the man of science persevered in doing what he conceived to be his duty with as much coolness as if he were the leader of a forlorn hope. Following the example of experienced ice-men on steep places, he took good care to make the notches or steps slope a little inwards, never lifted his foot from one step until the next was ready, and never swung his axe until his balance was perfectly secured. Having gained a height of about thirty feet, he pierced a hole with his auger, fastened a stake in it, and descended amid a heavy cannonade of boulders and a smart fire of smaller débris.

During the whole proceeding Lawrence directed his friend as to the placing of the stake, and watched with surprise as well as anxiety, while Captain Wopper kept on shouting unintelligible words of warning in a state of extreme agitation. The guide returned just in time to see this part of the work completed, and to remonstrate gravely with the Professor on his reckless conduct.

Alls well that ends well, Antoine, as a great poet says, replied the Professor, with one of his most genial smiles. We must run some risk in the pursuit of scientific investigation. Now then, Lawrence, I hope you have got the three stakes in the same line  let me see.

Applying his eye to the theodolite, he found that the stakes were in an exactly perpendicular line, one above another. He then carefully marked the spot occupied by the instrument and thus completed his labours for that time.

We may add here in passing that next day he returned to the same place, and found that in twenty-four hours the bottom stake had moved downwards a little more than two inches, the middle stake had descended a little more than three, and the upper stake exactly six inches. Thus he was enabled to corroborate the fact which had been ascertained by other men of science before him, that glacier-motion is more rapid at the top than at the bottom, where the friction against its bed tends to hinder its advance, and that the rate of flow increases gradually from the bottom upwards.

While these points of interest were being established, our artist was not less earnestly engaged in prosecuting his own peculiar work, to the intense interest of Gillie, who, although he had seen and admired many a picture in the London shop-windows, had never before witnessed the actual process by which such things are created.

Wandering away on the glacier among some fantastically formed and towering blocks or obelisks of ice, Mr Slingsby expressed to Gillie his admiration of their picturesque shapes and delicate blue colour, in language which his small companion did not clearly understand, but which he highly approved of notwithstanding.

I think this one is worth painting, cried Slingsby, pausing and throwing himself into an observant attitude before a natural arch, from the roof of which depended some large icicles; it is extremely picturesque.

I think, said Gillie, with earnest gravity, that yonders one as is more picturesker.

He had carefully watched the artists various observant attitudes, and now threw himself into one of these as he pointed to a sloping obelisk, the size of an average church-steeple, which bore some resemblance to the leaning-tower of Pisa.

You are right, boy; that is a better mass. Come, let us go paint it.

While walking towards it, Gillie asked how such wild masses came to be made.

I am told by the Professor, said Slingsby, that when the ice cracks across, and afterwards lengthwise, the square blocks thus formed get detached as they descend the valley, and assume these fantastic forms.

Ah! jis so. They descends the walley, does they?

So it is said.

Gillie made no reply, though he said in his heart, you wont git me to swaller that, by no manner of means. His unbelief was, however, rebuked by the leaning-tower of Pisa giving a terrible rend at that moment, and slowly bending forward. It was an alarming as well as grand sight, for they were pretty near to it. Some smaller blocks of ice that lay below prevented the tower from being broken in its fall. These were crushed to powder by it, and then, as if they formed a convenient carriage for it, the mighty mass slid slowly down the slope for a few feet. It was checked for a moment by another block, which, however, gave way before the great pressure, fell aside and let it pass. The slope was slight at the spot so that the obelisk moved slowly, and once or twice seemed on the point of stopping, but as if it had become endowed with life, it made a sudden thrust, squeezed two or three obstacles flat, turned others aside, and thus wound its way among its fellows with a low groaning sound like some sluggish monster of the antediluvian world. Reaching a steeper part of the glacier, on the ridge of which it hung for a moment, as if unwilling to exert itself, it seemed to awake to the reality of its position. Making a lively rush, that seemed tremendously inconsistent with its weight, it shot over the edge of a yawning crevasse, burst with a thunderclap on the opposite ice-cliff, and went roaring into the dark bowels of the glacier, whence the echoes of its tumbling masses, subdued by distance, came up like the mutterings of evil spirits.

Gillie viewed this wondrous spectacle with an awe-stricken heart, and then vented his feelings in a prolonged yell of ecstasy.

Aint it splendid, sir? he cried, turning his glowing eyes on Slingsby.

Majestic! exclaimed the artist, whose enthusiasm was equal to that of his companion, though not quite so demonstrative.

Raither spoiled your drawin, though, aint it, sir?

Yonder is something quite as good, if not better, said Slingsby.

He pointed, as he spoke, to a part of the crevasse higher up on the glacier, where a projecting cave of snow overhung the abyss. From the under-surface of this a number of gigantic icicles hung, the lower points of the longer ones almost lost in the blue depths. A good position from which to sketch it, however, was not easily reached, and it was only by getting close to the edge of the crevasse that the persevering artist at length attained his object. Here he sat down on his top-coat, folded several times to guard him from the cold ice, spread out his colour-box and sketching-block, and otherwise made himself comfortable, while Gillie sat down beside him on his own cap, for want of a better protector.

Had these two enthusiasts known the nature of their position, they would have retired from it precipitately with horror, for, ignorant of almost everything connected with glaciers, they had walked right off the solid ice and seated themselves on a comparatively thin projecting ledge of snow which overhung the crevasse. Thus they remained for some time enjoying themselves, with death, as it were, waiting for them underneath! What rendered their position more critical was the great heat of the day, which, whatever might be the strength of the sustaining ledge, was reducing its bulk continually.

After having sketched for some time, the artist thought it advisable to see as far down into the crevasse as possible, in order to put in the point of the longest icicle. The better to do this, he unwound his rope from his waist and flung it on the ice by his side, while he lay down on his breast and looked over the edge. Still he did not perceive the danger of his position, and went on sketching diligently in this awkward attitude.

Now it was a melancholy fact that Master Gillies interest in art or science was short-lived, though keen. He soon tired of watching his companion, and began to look about him with a view to mischief. Not seeing anything specially suggestive, he thought of aiding the operations of nature by expediting the descent of some neighbouring boulders from their positions on ice-blocks. He intimated his intention to Slingsby, but the artist was too much engrossed to give heed to him. Just as he was rising, Gillies eye fell on the rope, and a happy thought struck him. To carry striking thoughts into immediate execution was a marked feature of the boys character. He observed that one end of the rope was attached to Mr Slingsbys belt. Taking up the hook at the other end, he went with it towards a large boulder, drawing the rope after him with extreme care, for fear of arousing his companion by a tug. He found that, when fully stretched, it was just long enough to pass round the rock. Quickly fastening it, therefore, by means of the hook, he walked quietly away.

He did not exhibit much excitement while doing this. It was, after all, but a trifling jest in his esteem, as the only result to be hoped for would be the giving of a surprise by the little tug which might perhaps be experienced by the artist on rising.

Thereafter, Gillie sent innumerable ice-blocks to premature destruction, and enjoyed the work immensely for a time, but, having exploratory tendencies, he soon wandered about among obelisks and caverns until he found himself underneath the ice-cliff on which his friend was seated. Then, as he looked up at the overhanging ledge from which gigantic icicles were hanging, a shock of alarm thrilled his little breast. This was increased by the falling of one of the icicles, which went like a blue javelin into the crevasse beside him. Gillie thought of shouting to warn Mr Slingsby of his danger, but before he could do so he was startled by an appalling yell. At the same moment part of the ice overhead gave way, and he beheld the artist descending. He was stopped with a sudden jerk, as the rope tightened, and remained suspended in the air, while his coat and colour-box accompanied icicles and snow-blocks into the abyss below. A second later and the struggling artists head appeared to fall off, but it was only his hat.

Gillie had by this time recovered himself so far as to be able to add his piercing shrieks for help to the cries of the artist, and well was it that day for Mr Slingsby that Gillie had, since the years of infancy, practised his lungs to some purpose in terrifying cats and defying Bobbies in the streets of London.

Oh, sir! sir!  I say  hi! he cried, panting and glaring up.

Eh? what? Hah! gasped Slingsby, panting and glaring down.

Dont kick like that sir; pray dont, cried Gillie in agonised tones, youll start the boulder wot yer fast to, if you dont keep still.

Oh! groaned the artist and instantly hung limp and motionless, in which condition he remained while Gillie ran towards the place where he had left the rest of the party, jumping and slipping and falling and yelling over the ice like a maniac in blue and buttons!

Dee hear that? exclaimed Captain Wopper with a startled look, as he and his companions busied themselves packing up their instruments.

Antoine Grennon heard it but made no reply. He was familiar with cries of alarm. Turning abruptly he dashed off at full speed in the direction whence the cries came. The Captain and Professor instantly followed; Lawrence overtook and passed them. In a few minutes they met the terrified boy, who, instead of waiting for them and wasting time by telling what was wrong, turned sharp round, gave one wild wave of his hand, and ran straight back to the ledge from which poor Slingsby hung. Stout willing arms were soon pulling cautiously on the rope, and in a few minutes more the artist lay upon the safe ice, almost speechless from terror, and with a deadly pallor on his brow.

Strange to say the indomitable artist had held on tight to his sketch-book, possibly because it was almost as dear to him as life, but more probably because of that feeling which induces a drowning man to clutch at a straw.



Note 1. We ourselves had the satisfaction of witnessing this wonderful and beautiful phenomenon before having read or heard of it, while on a trip from Chamouni to Martigny over the Tête Noire.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Grand Ascent Begun.

Mrs Stoutley, reposing at full length on a sofa in the salon one evening, observed to the Count Horetzki that she really could not understand it at all; that it seemed to her a tempting of Providence to risk ones life for nothing, and that upon the whole she thought these excursions on glaciers were very useless and foolish.

The salon was full of people grouped in little knots, fighting the battles of the day oer again, playing backgammon and chess, or poring over maps and guide-books.

It does indeed seem foolish, answered the Count whose native politeness induced him always to agree with ladies when possible, and as far as any practical purpose is served I should think it useless. Nevertheless it seems to afford amusement to many people, and amusement, in some form or other, would appear to be almost necessary to our happy existence.

True, replied Mrs Stoutley, languidly, but people ought to content themselves with quiet and safe amusements. How ridiculous it is to find pleasure in climbing ice-precipices, and leaping over crevasses, and sitting under shower-baths of boulder-stones. Im sure that I could not find pleasure in such pranks even if I were to make the effort. How much better to seek and find enjoyment in wandering with a book through shady forests and gathering wild-flowers! Dont you agree with me, Count?

The Counts usually grave and anxious visage relaxed into a smile as he protested that he agreed with her entirely. At the same time, he added, there does appear to be some sort of aspiring tendency in the young and strong, to attempt the repression of which would seem to be useless, even if desirable. Do you know, Madame, while on a voyage some years ago I saw a boy who used to dive off the fore-yard-arm into the sea, and who went regularly every morning before breakfast to the main-mast-head and sat on that button-like piece of wood called the truck?

How very reckless, said Mrs Stoutley, and how shamefully regardless of the feelings of his mother, for of course if he had a mother, and if she were a woman of right feeling, she must have been horrified!

I am afraid, Madame, that you would have esteemed her a lady of wrong feeling, for she applauded her boy, and used to say that if he only took care to acquire as much moral as he had physical courage, so as to become as brave and bold a soldier of the Cross as he was sure to be of the Crown, he would resemble his own father, who was the best and bravest man that ever lived.

How strange! murmured Mrs Stoutley, such inconsistencies! But there does seem to be a considerable number of masculine women in the world, who encourage what we call muscular Christianity.

Yes, there are indeed strange inconsistencies around us, returned the Count. You have, however, mistaken the character of this particular mother, for she was the reverse of masculine, being delicate, and tender-hearted, and refined, and ladylike, while her boy was bold as a lion  yet obedient and gentle to her as a lamb. He afterwards became a soldier, and on the occasion of a wild storm on the east coast of England he swam off to a wreck with a rope, when no man in the place could be got to do it for love or money, and was the means of rescuing four women and six men, in accomplishing which, however, he lost his life.

Oh, how shocking! how very sad! said Mrs Stoutley, startled into animation by the suddenness of the revelation, and how different it might have been if the youth had been trained to gentler amusements. He might have been alive now.

Yes, returned the Count, and the four women and six men might have been dead! But here come two friends who are better able to give an opinion on the point than I am.

What may the pint be? asked Captain Wopper, with a genial smile, as if he were ready to tackle anything from a pint of beer to a pint of the compass. Only state your case, Mrs Stoutley, an the Professor here, hell act the judge, an Ill be the jury.

The jury is too small, said Lewis, coming up at that moment.

Small, young man! repeated the Captain, with feigned surprise, as he drew himself up to his full height and squared his broad shoulders.

Not physically, but numerically, retorted Lewis, with a laugh ho! Emma, Miss Horetzki, Lawrence, Slingsby, he called to the quartette, who sat chatting in a bay window, you are hereby summoned to act on a jury. Come along and have yourselves impaled  I mean to say impannelled. A most important case, just going on for trial.

What is the nature of the case? asked Lawrence, as they all came forward and sat down in a semicircle before Mrs Stoutley.

It hant got no natur  its unnateral altogether, said the Captain, who had just heard it briefly stated by the Count.

Hallo! are you appointed public prosecutor? demanded Lewis.

Yes, I am, retorted the Captain, Ive appinted myself public persecuter, Lord Advocate, Lord High Commissioner to the Woolsack, an any other legal an illegal character ye choose to name. So you clap a stopper on yer muzzle, youngster, while I state the case. Here is Mrs Stoutley, my lords, ladies, and gentlemen, who says that climbin, an gaugin, and glaciers is foolish and useless. Thats two counts which the Count here (nothin personal meant) says the prisoner was guilty of. Well go in an win on the last count, for if these things aint useless, dee see, they cant be foolish. Well, the question is, Guilty or not guilty?

Guilty! replied Mrs Stoutley, with an amused smile.

Hear! hear! from Slingsby.

Silence in the Court! from Lewis.

Im afraid, said the Professor, that our forms of legal procedure are somewhat irregular.

Never mind that, Professor, said the Captain, you go ahead an prove the prisoner wrong. Take the wind out of her sails if ee can.

The Professor smiled blandly, and began in jest; but his enthusiastic spirit and love of abstract truth soon made him argue in earnest.

Oh, thats all very well, said Mrs Stoutley, interrupting him, but what possible use can there be in knowing the rate of speed at which a glacier flows? What does it matter whether it flows six, or sixty, or six hundred feet in a day?

Matter! cried Lewis, before the Professor could reply, why, it matters very much indeed. I can prove it. Our excellent guide Antoine told me of a man who fell into a crevasse high up on the Glacier des Bossons, and was of course lost; but about forty years afterwards the part of the glacier into which he fell had descended into the valley, and the body of the man was found  at least portions of it were found here and there. This, as you are all aware, is a well-known fact. Bear in mind, in connection with this, that all glaciers do not travel at the same rate, nor all parts of a glacier at an equal rate. Now, suppose that you were to lose a gold watch or a diamond ring in a crevasse, the value of which might be incalculable in consequence of being a gift from some beloved one, would it not be a matter of the last importance to know exactly the rate at which the said crevasse travelled, so that you or your grandchildren might return at the precise time and claim the property?

Dont talk nonsense, Lewie, said his mother.

No doubt, said the Professor, laughing, my young friends illustration is to the point, and I fear that I cannot give you anything more definite to prove the value of glacial measurements and observations. I must rest my proof on the abstract truth that all knowledge is desirable, and ought to be sought after for its own sake, as being the means whereby we shall come better to know the good and wise Creator, whom to know, as His own Word says, is life eternal But I can give you distinct proof, in a somewhat analogous case, of good resulting from knowledge which was eagerly pursued and acquired without the searcher having the slightest idea as to the use to which his knowledge would be ultimately put. You have doubtless heard of Captain Maury, of the United States Navy?

Oh yes, replied Mrs Stoutley, he who writes that charming book, the Physical Geography of the Sea, or some such title. My son is a great admirer of that work. I tried to read it to please him, but I must confess that I could not go far into it. It seemed to me an endless and useless search after currents of wind and water.

I see you must have missed the very illustrations which I am about to cite, for they are given in his book  one of the most interesting I ever read, and not the less interesting that its author distinguishes a connection between the Creators Word and His works. You know that Captain Maurys investigations of currents of wind and water were conducted wisely, and on a vast scale. Nautical men of many nations sent in their logs to him, and he patiently collected and collated all the facts observed in all parts of the ocean.

Yes, and quite useless knowledge, it appears to me, said Mrs Stoutley.

Well, we shall see, returned the Professor. There was once a terrible storm on the Atlantic, and a vessel with troops on board was so disabled as to be left at last a helpless log upon the sea. She was passed by other vessels, but these could render no assistance, owing to the raging storm. They, however, took note of the latitude and longitude of the wreck, and reported her on arriving at New York. A rescue-ship was at once ordered to search for her, but, before sailing, Captain Maury was applied to for instructions how they should proceed. The man of science was seated in his study, had probably scarce observed the storm, and knew nothing about the wreck save her position, as observed at a certain date. Why, therefore, we might ask; apply to him? Just because he sat at the fountain-head of such knowledge as was needed. He had long studied, and well knew, the currents of the ocean, their direction and their rate of progress at specified times and particular places. He prepared a chart and marked a spot at, or near which, the wreck, he said, would probably be found. The wreck was found  not indeed by the rescue-ship, but by another vessel, at the very spot indicated  and the surviving crew and troops were saved. So, in like manner, the study of truth regarding currents of air has led us to knowledge which enables mariners to escape the Atlantic Sargasso-sea

Ha! the Doldrums, growled Captain Wopper, as if he had a special and bitter hatred of that sea. Yes, the Doldrums, or Sargasso-sea, where ships used to be detained by long, vexatious calms, and islands of floating sea-weed, but which now we escape, because studious men have pointed out, that by sailing to one side of that sea you can get into favourable breezes, avoid the calm regions, and thus save much time.

Now, Madame, said Captain Wopper, are you convinced?

Not quite, replied Mrs Stoutley, with a baffled look; but, I suppose, on the strength of this, and similar reasons, you intend to ascend Mont Blanc to-morrow?

We do, said the Professor. I intend to go for the purpose of attempting to fix a thermometer on the summit, in order to ascertain, if possible, the winter temperature.

And pray, for what purpose? said Mrs Stoutley with a touch of sarcasm, does Dr Lawrence intend to go?

For the purpose of seeing the magnificent view, and of testing the lungs and muscles, which are now, I think, sufficiently trained to enable me to make the ascent with ease, replied the doctor, promptly.

I go to assist the Professor, said Captain Wopper.

And I, said Lewis, intend to go for fun; so you see, mother, as our reasons are all good, you had better go to bed, for its getting late.

Mrs Stoutley accepted the suggestion, delivered a yawn into her pocket-handkerchief, and retired, as she remarked, to ascend Mont Blanc in dreams, and thus have all the pleasure without the bodily fatigue.

We are on the sides of the mountain monarch now, slowly wending our way through the sable fringe of pines that ornaments the skirt of his white mantle. We tramp along very slowly, for Antoine Grennon is in front and wont allow us to go faster. To the impatient and youthful spirits of Lawrence and Lewis, the pace appears ridiculously slow, and the latter does not hesitate to make audible reference in his best French to the progress of snails, but Antoine is deaf to such references. One might fancy that he did not understand bad French, but for the momentary twinkle in his earnest eyes. But nothing will induce him to mend his pace, for well does he know that the ascent of Mont Blanc is no trifle; that even trained lungs and muscles are pretty severely taxed before the fifteen thousand seven hundred and eighty feet of perpendicular height above the sea-level is placed below the soles of the feet. He knows, also, from long experience, that he who would climb a mountain well, and use his strength to advantage, must begin with a slow, leisurely pace, as if he were merely out for a saunter, yet must progress with steady, persevering regularity. He knows, too, that young blood is prone to breast a mountain with head erect and spanking action, and to descend with woeful countenance and limp limbs. It must be restrained, and Antoine does his duty.

The ascent of Mont Blanc cannot be accomplished in one day. It is therefore necessary to sleep at a place named the Grands Mulets, from which a fresh start is made for the summit at the earliest hours of morning on the second day. Towards this resting-place our travellers now directed their steps.

The party consisted of the Professor, Captain Wopper, Lewis, Lawrence, and Slingsby, headed by their trusty guide, besides three porters with knapsacks containing food, wine, etcetera. One of these latter was the chamois-hunter, Baptist Le Croix. He brought up the rear of the party, and all proceeded in single file, each, like the North American Indian, treading in his predecessors footsteps.

Passing from the dark fringe of pines they emerged upon a more open country where the royal robe was wrought with larch and hazel, bilberry, and varied underwood, and speckled with rhododendrons and other flowers on a ground of rich brown, green, and grey. Steadily upwards, over the Glacier des Bossons, they went, with airy cloudlets floating around them, with the summit at which they aimed, the Dôme du Gouter, and the Aiguille du Gouter in front, luring them on, and other giant Aiguilles around watching them. Several hours of steady climbing brought them to the Pierre lÉchelle, where they were furnished with woollen leggings to protect their legs from the snow. Here also they procured a ladder and began the tedious work of traversing the glaciers. Hitherto their route had lain chiefly on solid ground  over grassy slopes and along rocky paths. It was now to be confined almost entirely to the ice, which they found to be cut up in all directions with fissures, so that great caution was needed in crossing crevasses and creeping round slippery ridges, and progress was for some time very slow.

Coming to one of the crevasses which was too wide to leap, the ladder was put in requisition. The iron spikes with which one end of it was shod were driven firmly into the ice at one side of the chasm and the other end rested on the opposite side.

Antoine crossed first and then held out his hand to the Professor, who followed, but the man of science was an expert ice-man, and in another moment stood at the guides side without having required assistance. Not so Captain Wopper.

Im not exactly a feather, he said, looking with a doubtful expression at the frail bridge.

It bore me well enough, Captain, said the Professor with a smile.

Thats just what it didnt, replied the Captain, it seemed to me to bend too much under you; besides, although Im bound to admit that youre a good lump of a man, Professor, I suspect theres a couple of stones more on me than on you. If it was only a rope, now, such as Ive bin used to, Id go at it at once, but

It is quite strong enough, said the guide confidently.

Well, here goes, returned the mariner, but if it gives way, Antoine, Ill have you hanged for murder.

Uttering this threat he crossed in safety, the others followed, and the party advanced over a part of the glacier which was rugged with mounds, towers, obelisks, and pyramids of ice. For some time nothing serious interrupted their progress until they came to another wide crevasse, when it was found, to the guides indignation, that the ladder had been purposely left behind by the porter to whom it had been intrusted, he being under the impression that it would not be further required.

Blockhead! cried the Professor, whose enthusiastic spirit was easily roused to indignation, it was your duty to carry it till ordered to lay it down. You were hired to act, sir, not to think. Obedience is the highest virtue of a servant! Shall we send him back for it? he said, turning to Antoine with a flushed countenance.

Not now, Monsieur, answered the guide, it would create needless delay. We shall try to work round the crevasse.

This they did by following its edge until they found a part where crossing was possible, though attended with considerable danger in consequence of the wedge-like and crumbling nature of the ice.

Hoping that such a difficulty would not occur again they pushed on, but had not gone far when another, and still more impassable, fissure presented itself.

How provoking, couldnt we jump it? said Lewis, looking inquiringly into the dark-blue depths.

Praps you might, youngster, with your half fledged spider-legs, said the Captain, but youll not catch fourteen-stun-six goin over that with its own free will. Whats to be done now, Antoine?

The guide, after looking at the crevasse for a few minutes, said that the next thing to be done was to look for a snow-bridge, which he had no doubt would be found somewhere. In search of this he scattered the whole party, and in a few minutes a loud shout from the chamois-hunter told that he had been successful. The members of the party at once converged towards him, but found that the success was only partial. He had indeed found a part of the crevasse, which, during some of the wild storms so frequent on the mountain, had been bridged over by a snow-wreath, but the central part of the bridge had given way, and it was thus divided by a gap of about a foot wide. This would have been but a small and insignificant step to take had the substance been solid, but although the ice on one side was strong the opposite edge was comparatively soft snow, and not much more than a foot thick. The chamois-hunter, being the lightest of the party, was called to the front and ordered to test the strength of the frail bridge, if bridge it could be called.

Why, he might as well try to step on a bit of sea-foam, said the Captain in surprise.

Lawrence, Lewis, and Slingsby, having as yet had no experience of such places, expressed, or held a similar opinion, but the Professor bade them wait and see.

Baptist, throwing off his pack, and fastening a rope round his waist, which his comrades held, advanced to the extreme edge of the ice, and with his long-handled axe, gently patted the snow on the opposite side. The surface yielded, and it seemed as if even that small weight would break the lump off, but the operation consolidated the mass in a few minutes, by reason of what the Professor termed regelation. He then stepped tenderly on it, crossed over, and drew the rope after him. Antoine followed next, and in a few minutes the whole party was safe on the other side.

Dr Lawrence, said Slingsby, in a low grave tone, as they walked along after this, if we ever see Chamouni again I shall be surprised.

Indeed? returned Lawrence, with a short laugh, I dont take quite so gloomy a view of our case. Dont you think that the free and easy, quiet look of our guide and porters indicates that such work looks more dangerous than it really is?

I dont know that, said the artist, shaking his head, when men get thoroughly accustomed to danger they become foolhardy, and dont realise it. I think it sheer madness to cross such places.

Lewis, who overheard the conversation, could scarce refrain from a burst of laughter.

Upon my word, Slingsby, said he, such observations come strangely from the lips of a man, who only a day or two ago was caught sketching on a snow-wreath over the edge of a crevasse.

Ah, but I didnt know it, retorted the other, and even if I had known it, the ledge of snow was immensely stronger than that on which we have just stood.

At this point the conversation was interrupted by the guide stopping and saying that it was now necessary to tie the party together.

They had reached those higher parts of the glacier where snow frequently falls and covers, to some extent the narrower crevasses, thus, by concealing them, rendering them extremely dangerous traps. It therefore became necessary to attach the various members of the party together by means of a rope, which, passing round their waists, with a few feet between each, enabled them to rescue any one who should chance to break through.

Thus, in a string, they advanced, and had scarcely proceeded a hundred yards when a surprised hallo! from Captain Wopper arrested them. He had sunk up to the knees in snow. A hallo! of alarm instantly succeeded. He was waist deep. A stentorian yell followed:

Ho! hallo! hi!  avast! Hold on there abaft! My legs are waublin in nothin!

His great weight had indeed nearly plunged him into a hidden crevasse, over which those who preceded him had passed in safety. If the Captain had stood alone that crevasse would certainly have been his grave, but his friends held him tight, and in a few seconds he was dragged out of danger.

Well, well, he said, wiping some large drops of perspiration from his brow, as he stood on the other side of the chasm, land-lubbers talk about seafarin men havin nothin but a plank between them an death, but to my thinkin the rottenest plank that ever was launched is absolute safety compared to a snow-wreath.

Ah! Captain, said the Professor, laughing, you think so just now because youre not used to it. In a few weeks youll hold a different opinion.

May be so, replied the Captain quietly, but it dont feel so  heave ahead, my hearties!

Thus encouraged the party proceeded with caution, the guide sounding the snow at each step with his long axe-handle as he moved in advance.

Slowly they mounted higher and higher, occasionally meeting with, but always overcoming, difficulties, until towards evening they reached the little log cabin on the Grands Mulets, not sorry to find in it a sufficient though humble resting-place for the night.

Here they proceeded to make themselves comfortable. Some firewood had been carried up by the porters, with which a fire was kindled, wet garments were hung up to dry, and hot coffee was prepared, while the sun sank in a gorgeous world of amber and crimson fire.

One by one the stars came out and gradually twinkled into brilliancy, until at last the glorious host of heaven shone in the deepening sky with an intensity of lustre that cannot be described, contrasting strangely with the pallid ghostly aspect of the surrounding snow-fields. These were the only trace of earth that now remained to greet the eyes of our travellers when they looked forth from the door of the little hut. Besides being calm and beautiful, the night was intensely cold. There is this peculiarity, on Alpine mountain tops, that when the suns last rays desert them the temperature falls abruptly, there being little or nothing of earth or rock to conserve the heat poured out during the day. The mountaineers, therefore, soon after night closed in, found it necessary to shut the door of their cabin, where they roused up the fire, quaffed their steaming coffee, and smoked their pipes, in joyful anticipation of the coming day.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Grand Ascent Continued and Completed.

Need we say that the younger of our adventurers  for such they may truly be styled  felt a tendency to spin yarns, as Captain Wopper expressed it, till a late hour that night, as they sat round the fire at the Grands Mulets?

During this enjoyable period, Lawrence and Lewis made themselves better acquainted with Baptist Le Croix, the chamois-hunter, whose quiet, gentle, and unobtrusive manner was very attractive to them. Many an anecdote did he relate of adventures among the Alpine peaks and passes while pursuing the chamois, or guiding travellers on their way, and it is probable that he might have roamed in spirit among his beloved haunts  eagerly followed in spirit by the young men  if he had not been called to order by the guide, who, remembering the hard work that lay before them on the morrow, suggested repose. The profound silence that soon reigned in the hut was broken only by an occasional long-drawn sigh. Even Captain Wopper was quiet, having been so powerfully influenced by fresh mountain air and exercise as to have forgotten or foregone his ordinary and inveterate snore.

There is something peculiarly disagreeable in being awakened, when one is very tired and sleepy, about two minutes after one has dropped into a profound refreshing slumber; and the annoyance is severely aggravated when it is caused by the wanton act of one of whom we had expected better things.

So, in a hazy way, thought Lewis Stoutley when he felt a hand laid on his shoulder, and heard the voice of Antoine Grennon.

Monsieur! Monsieur! said the guide.

Gt  long. Dn borer me, murmured Lewis, in tones so sleepy that the dash of crossness was barely perceptible.

It is time to rise, sir, persisted Antoine.

Mpossble v jus bn two mints sle

A profound sigh formed an eloquent peroration to the sentence.

A loud laugh from his companions, who were already up and getting ready, did more than the guides powers of suasion to arouse the heavy sleeper. He started to a sitting posture, stared with imbecile surprise at the candle which dimly lighted the cabin, and yawned vociferously.

What a sleeper you are, Lewie! said Lawrence, with a laugh, as, on his knees before the fire, he busied himself in preparing coffee for the party.

And such a growler, too, when any one touches you, observed Slingsby, buttoning on his leggings.

Sleeper! growler! groaned Lewis, youve only given me five minutes in which to sleep or growl.

Ah, the happy obliviousness of youth! said the Professor, assisting one of the porters to strap up the scientific instruments, you have been asleep four hours at least. It is now past one. We must start in less than an hour, so bestir yourself  and pray, Dr Lawrence, make haste with that coffee.

The doctor was by no means slow in his operations, but the difficulties in his way delayed him. At such a height, and in such a frozen region, the only mode of procuring water was to place a panful of snow on the fire; and, no matter how full the pan might be stuffed with it, this snow, when melted, was reduced to only a very small quantity of water; more snow had, therefore, to be added and melted, so that much time was spent before the boiling point was reached. Patience, however, was at last rewarded with a steaming draught, which, with bread and ham, did more than fire towards warming their chill bodies.

Outside, the scene was still exquisitely calm and beautiful. The stars appeared to have gathered fresh brilliancy and to have increased in number during the night. Those of them near the horizon, as the Professor pointed out, twinkled energetically, as if they had just risen, and, like Lewis, were sleepy, while those in the zenith shone with steady lustre, as if particularly wide awake to the doings of the presumptuous men who were climbing so much nearer than usual to their habitation in the sky. One star in particular gleamed with a sheen that was pre-eminently glorious  now it was ruby red, now metallic blue, anon emerald green. Of course, no sunlight would tinge the horizon for several hours, but the bright moon, which had just risen, rolled floods of silver over the snowy wastes, rendering unnecessary the lantern which had been provided to illumine their upward path.

The party, having been tied together with a rope as on the previous day, set forth in line over the snow, each following the other, and soon they were doing battle with the deep crevasses. The nature of the ice varied, of course, with the form of the mountain, sometimes presenting rugged and difficult places, in which, as the Captain put it, they got among breakers and had to steer with caution, at other times presenting comparatively level plains of snow over which all was plain sailing, but the movement was upwards  ever upwards  and, as the day advanced, felt so prolonged that, at last, as Slingsby said, the climbing motion grew into a confirmed habit. Meanwhile the old world sank steadily below them, and, seen from such an elevation in the pale moonlight, lost much of its familiar look.

Even sounds appeared gradually to die out of that mysterious region, for when they chanced to pause for a moment to recover breath, or to gaze downward, each appeared unwilling to break the excessive stillness, and all seemed to listen intently, as it were, to the soundlessness around  hearing nought, however, save the beating of their own pulsations. In such a spot, if unaccompanied by guide or friend, one might perhaps realise, more than in other parts of earth, the significance of the phrase, Alone with God.

As dawn approached, Lewis, who had taken care to have himself placed next to Baptist Le Croix, renewed his converse in reference to chamois-hunting, and made arrangements to accompany the hunter on one of his expeditions.

Is that your sole occupation? he asked, as the party entered upon a somewhat level snow-field.

That and assisting travellers, answered Baptist.

By the way, said Lewis, in a careless tone, they tell me that gold is to be found in some parts of these mountains. Is that true?

If the youths back had not been towards the hunter, who walked behind him, he might have seen that this question was received with a startled look, and that a strange gleam shot from the mans eyes. The question was repeated before he answered it.

Yes, said he, in a low voice, they say it is to be found  but I have never found it.

Have you sought much for it?

I have sought for it.

The answer was not given promptly, and Lewis found, with some surprise, that the subject appeared to be distasteful to the hunter. He therefore dropped it and walked on in silence.

Walking at the time was comparatively easy, for a sharp frost had hardened the surface of the snow, and the gem-like lights of heaven enabled them to traverse valleys of ice, clamber up snow-slopes and cross crevasses without danger, except in one or two places, where the natural snow-bridges were frail and the chasms unusually wide.

At one of these crevasses they were brought to a complete standstill. It was too wide to be leaped, and no bridge was to be found. The movements of a glacier cause the continual shifting of its parts, so that, although rugged or smooth spots are always sure to be found at the same parts of the glacier each year, there is, nevertheless, annual variety in minute detail. Hence the most expert guides are sometimes puzzled as to routes.

The crevasse in question was a new one, and it was Antoines first ascent of Mont Blanc for that year, so that he had to explore for a passage just as if he had never been there before. The party turned to the left and marched along the edge of the chasm some distance, but no bridge could be found. The ice became more broken up, smaller crevasses intersected the large one, and at last a place was reached where the chaos of dislocation rendered further advance impossible.

Lost your bearins, Antoine? asked Captain Wopper.

No; I have only got into difficulties, replied the guide, with a quiet smile.

Just so  breakers ahead. Well, I suppose youll bout ship an run along the coast till we find a channel.

This was precisely what Antoine meant to do, and did, but it was not until more than an hour had been lost that a safe bridge was found. When they had crossed, the configuration of the ice forced them to adopt a route which they would willingly have avoided. A steep incline of snow rose on their right, on the heights above which loose ice-grags were poised as if on the point of falling. Indeed, two or three tracks were passed, down which, probably at no distant period, some of these avalanches had shot. It was nervous work passing under them. Even Antoine looked up at them with a grave, inquiring glance, and hastened his pace as much as was consistent with comfort and dignity.

Soon after this the sun began to rise, and the upper portions of the snow were irradiated with pink splendour, but to our travellers he had not yet risen, owing to the intervening peaks of the Aiguille du Midi. In the brightening light they emerged upon a plain named the Petit Plateau, which forms a reservoir for the avalanches of the Dôme du Gouté. Above them rose the mountain-crest in three grand masses, divided from each other by rents, which exposed that peculiar stratified form of the glacier caused by the annual bedding of the snow. From the heights, innumerable avalanches had descended, strewing the spot where they stood with huge blocks of ice and masses of rock.

Threading their way through these impediments was a matter not only of time, but of difficulty, for in some parts the spaces between the boulders and blocks were hollow, and covered with thin crusts of snow, which gave way the instant a foot was set on them, plunging up to their waists the unfortunates who trod there, with a shock which usually called forth shouts of astonishment not unmingled with consternation.

Here, then, we draw near to the grand summit, said the Professor, pointing to the snow-cliffs on the right, whence originates the ice-fountain that supplies such mighty ice-rivers as the Glacier des Bossons and the Mer de Glace.

Oui, Monsieur, replied Antoine, smiling, we draw near, but we are not yet near.

We are nearer to the summit however, than we are to the plain, retorted the Professor.

Truly, yes, assented the guide.

I should think no one could doubt that, observed Slingsby, looking upwards.

It looks quite near now, said Lewis.

Not so near, however, as you think, and as you shall find, rejoined the guide, as they resumed their upward march.

This was indeed true. Nothing is more deceptive to an inexperienced eye than the apparent distance of a high mountain-top. When you imagine that the plain below is miles and miles away, and the peak above close at hand, you find, perhaps, on consulting your watch, that the plain cannot be very far distant, and that the greater part of your work still lies before you. It requires no small amount of resolution to bear up against the depression of spirit caused by frequent mistakes in this matter.

Owing to the increasing height and power of the sun, the snow beyond the Petit Plateau soon became soft, and the steepness of the ascent increasing, their advance became slower, and their work much more laborious. A pleasant break was, however, at hand, for, on reaching the Grand Plateau, they were cheered by the suns rays beaming directly on them, and by the information that they had at length reached their breakfast-point.

It may not be a very romantic, but it is an interesting fact, that the joys connected with intellectual and material food are intimately blended. Man, without intellectual food, becomes a lower animal. What intellectual man is without material food, even for part of a day, let those testify who have had the misfortune to go on a pic-nic, and discover that an essential element of diet had been forgotten. It is not merely that food is necessary to maintain our strength; were that so, a five minutes pause, or ten at the outside, would suffice, in Captain Woppers phraseology, to take in cargo, or coal the human engine; but we rejoice in food, and we believe that none enjoy it so much as those whose intellectual appetite is strong. If any doubters of these truths had witnessed the Professor and his friends at breakfast that morning on the Grand Plateau, they must have infallibly been convinced.

What a gourmand he is! whispered Lewis to the Captain, in reference to the man of science, and such a genial outflow of wit to correspond with his amazing indraught of wittles.

The Captains teeth were at the moment fixed with almost tigerish ferocity in a chicken drumstick, but the humour and the amazing novelty  to say nothing of the truth  of Lewiss remark made him remove the drumstick, and give vent to a roar of laughter that shook the very summit of Mont Blanc  at all events the Professor said it did, and he was a man who weighed his words and considered well his sentiments.

Do not imagine that I exaggerate, he said, as distinctly as was compatible with a very large mouthful of ham and bread, sound is a motion of vibration, not of translation. That delightfully sonorous laugh emitted by Captain Wopper (pass the wine, Slingsby  thanks) was an impulse or push delivered by his organs of respiration to the particles of air in immediate contact with his magnificent beard. The impulse thus given to the air was re-delivered or passed on, not as I pass the mutton to Dr Lawrence (whose plate is almost empty), but by each particle of air passing the impulse to its neighbour; thus creating an aerial wave, or multitude of waves, which rolled away into space. Those of the waves which rolled in the direction of Mont Blanc communicated their vibrations to the more solid atoms of the mountain, these passed the motion on to each other, of course with slight  inconceivably slight  but actual force, and thus the tremor passed entirely through the mountain, out on the other side, greatly diminished in power no doubt, and right on throughout space.  Hand me the bread, Lewis, and dont sit grinning there like a Cheshire cat with tic-douloureux in its tail.

At this Slingsby laughed and shook the mountain again, besides overturning a bottle of water, and upsetting the gravity of Antoine Grennon, who chanced to be looking at him; for the artists mouth, being large, and also queerly shaped, appeared to the guide somewhat ludicrous. Sympathy, like waves of sound, is easily transmitted. Thus, on the Captain making to Antoine the very simple remark that the mootong was mannyfeek, there was a general roar that ought to have brought Mont Blanc down about their ears. But it didnt  it only shook him. Laughter and sympathy combined improve digestion and strengthen appetite. Thus the Professors brilliant coruscations, and the appreciative condition of his audience, created an enjoyment of that mornings meal which was remembered with pleasure long after the event, and induced an excessive consumption of food, which called forth the remonstrances of the guide, who had to remind his uproarious flock that a portion must be reserved for the descent. To the propriety of this Lewis not only assented, but said that he meant to continue the ascent, and rose for that purpose, whereupon the Doctor said that he dissented entirely from the notion that bad puns increased the hilarity of a party, and the Captain, giving an impulse to the atmosphere with his respiratory organs, produced the sound Avast! and advised them to clap a stopper in their potato-traps.

Even at these sallies they all laughed  proving, among other things, that mountain air and exercise, combined with intellectual and physical food, are conducive to easy-going good humour.

It is not impossible that the tremors to which Mont Blanc had been subjected that morning had put him a little out of humour, for our mountaineers had scarcely recommenced their upward toil when he shrouded his summit in a few fleecy clouds. The guide shook his head at this.

I fear the weather wont hold, he said.

Wont hold! exclaimed the Captain, why, its holdin now as hard as it can grip.

True, observed the Professor; but weather in these regions is apt to change its mood rather suddenly.

Yet there seems to me no sign of an unfavourable change, said Lawrence, looking up at the blue and almost cloudless sky.

Fleecy clouds are fleeting at times, returned the Professor, pointing to the summit which again showed its cap of clear dazzling white, but at other times they are indicative of conditions that tend to storm. However, we must push on and hope for the best.

They did push on accordingly, and all, except the guide, had no difficulty in hoping. As they passed over the Plateau the sun poured floods of light on the snow, from the little crystals of which it shone with prismatic colours, as though the place had been strewn with diamonds. The spirit of levity was put to flight by this splendid spectacle, and the feelings of the travellers were deepened to solemnity when the guide pointed to a yawning crevasse into which, he said, three guides were hurled by an avalanche in the year 1820. He also related how, on one occasion, a party of eleven tourists perished, not far from where they then stood, during a terrible storm, and how an English lady and her guide were, at another time, lost in a neighbouring crevasse.

By this time all except the chief among the surrounding heights were beginning to look insignificant by comparison, and the country assumed a sort of rugged flatness in consequence of being looked down upon from such an elevation. Passing the Grand Plateau they reached a steep incline, which rose towards a tremendous ice-precipice. From the upper edge of this there hung gigantic icicles. Up the incline they went slowly, for the crust of the snow broke down at every step, and the Captain, being heavy, began to show symptoms of excessive heat and labouring breath, but he grew comparatively cool on coming to a snow-bridge which had to be passed in order to get over a crevasse.

Itll never bear my weight, he said, looking doubtfully at the frail bridge, and at the blue gulf, which appeared to be a bottomless pit.

Antoine, however, thought it might prove strong enough. He patted the snow gently, as on previous occasions of a similar kind, and advanced with caution, while his followers fixed their heels in the snow, and held tight to the rope to save him if he should break through. He passed in safety, and the others followed, but new difficulties awaited them on the other side. Just beyond this bridge they came to a slope from which the snow had been completely swept, leaving the surface of hard ice exposed. It was so steep that walking on it was impossible. Antoine, therefore, proceeded to cut steps along its face. Two swings of his ponderous mountain-axe were sufficient to cut each step in the brittle ice, and in a few minutes the whole party were on the slope, every man having a coil of the rope round his waist, while, with the spike of his alpenstock driven firmly into the ice, he steadied himself before taking each successive step.

There would have been no difficulty in crossing such a slope if its base had terminated in snow, but as it went straight down to the brow of an ice-precipice, and then abruptly terminated in a cornice, from which the giant icicles, before mentioned, hung down into an unfathomable abyss, each man knew that a false step, a slip, or the loss of balance, might result in the instant destruction of the whole party. They moved therefore very slowly, keeping their eyes steadily fixed on their feet.

The mercurial temperament of Mr Slingsby was severely tried at this point. His desire to look up and revel in the beauties of nature around him proved too strong a temptation. While gazing with feelings of awe at the terrible edge or cornice below he became, for the first time, fully alive to his situation,  the smallness of the step of ice on which he stood, the exceeding steepness of the glassy slope below, the dread abyss beyond! He shut his eyes; a giddy feeling came over him  a rush of horror.

Take care, Monsieur! was uttered in a quick, deep tone, behind him.

It was the warning voice of Le Croix, who observed his condition.

The warning came too late. Slingsby wavered, threw up his arms, slipped, and fell with an appalling shriek.

Le Croix, however, was prepared. In an instant he had fixed his staff and heels firmly, and had leaned well back to resist the pull. The porter in front was not less prompt; the stout rope stood the strain; and in another moment the artist was restored to his position, panting, pale, and humbled.

A few minutes sufficed to restore his confidence sufficiently to admit of his proceeding, and, with many warnings to be more cautious, the advance was continued.

Up to this point the weather had favoured them, but now Mont Blanc seemed as if inclined to resent the free and easy way in which these men of mingled muscle and science had attacked his crown. He drew several ominous clouds around him, and shook out a flood of hoary locks from his white head, which, caught up by a blast, created apparently for the purpose, were whirled aloft in wild confusion, and swooped down upon the mountaineers with bitter emphasis, in the form of snow-drift, as if they had come direct from Captain Woppers favourite place of reference,  Nova Zembla. Coats, which had hitherto been carried on the arm or thrown open, were put on and buttoned, and heads were bent to meet the blast and repel the snow-drift. Little was said, save a murmured doubt by Antoine as to the possibility of gaining the summit, even although they were now so near it, for the day was far spent by that time, and the rugged nature of the route over they had passed, precluded the possibility of a rapid return to the hut at the Grands Mulets. They pushed steadily on, however, for the Professor was anxious to bury his thermometer in the snow at the top; the guide was anxious to maintain his credit for perseverance; and the others were anxious to be able to say they had reached the highest height in Europe.

In any weather the ascent of Mont Blanc requires somewhat more than the average share of physical vigour and perseverance; in bad weather it demands unusual strength and resolution. When, therefore, a severe storm of wind arose, most of the party began to show symptoms of distress. The labour of ascending, being coupled with that of forcing way against the blast, was very exhausting to the muscles, while the extreme cold reduced the physical energy and cooled the most sanguine spirit. Antoine alone seemed to be proof against all influences, but the responsibility lying on him clouded his usually open countenance with a careworn expression. Prudence counselled immediate return. Ambition, as they were now so near the top, urged prolonged effort. The guide expressed his anxieties, but meeting with no response, followed the dictates of his feelings, and pushed on.

Like pillars of living snow they toiled patiently upwards. Breath became too precious to waste in words. They advanced in silence. The wind howled around them, and the snow circled in mad evolutions, as if the demon of wintry storms dwelt there, and meant to defend his citadel to the bitter end. There are two rocks near the summit, which crop through the ice like rugged jewels in the monarchs diadem. The lower is named the Petits Mulets, the upper the Derniers Roches. On reaching the latter of these they paused a few moments to rest. A feeling of certainty that the end would be gained now began to prevail, but the guide was a little alarmed, and the Professor horrified, on looking at their companions faces, to observe that they were pinched, haggard, and old-looking, as if they all had aged somewhat during the last few hours! Captain Woppers rubicund visage was pale, and his nose blue; the face of Lewis was white all over, and drawn, as if he were suffering pain; Dr Lawrences countenance was yellow, and Slingsbys was green. The Professor himself was as bad as his comrades, and the porters were no better.

We shant be beaten now, said the man of science, with a ghastly smile.

Go head! nevr sdie slngs thrs shot n th locker! replied the Captain, in the tone of a man who would rather avoid speaking, if possible.

What a face youve got, Stoutley! said the artist.

Youre another! replied Lewis, with a horrible grin.

Allons! exclaimed the guide, bending once more against the storm.

Once, for a few minutes, the wind ceased and the clouds lifted. Captain Wopper uttered a cheer, and rushed forward in advance of the guide, took off his hat and threw it into the air. They had reached the round summit without being aware of it. They stood 15,781 feet above the sea-level! No envious peak rose above their heads. The whole world lay below them, bathed, too, in bright sunshine, for the storm, which had so suddenly swooped upon them, was confined, like an elemental body-guard, to the head of the mountain-king. But, clear though it was at the moment, they were too high in the air to see anything quite distinctly, yet this hazy aspect had a charm of its own, for it increased the feeling and idea of vastness in connection with surrounding space. Around, and now beneath, stood the mountain nobility of the land, looking, however, somewhat reduced in size and majesty, as seen from the royal presence.

Scarcely had the mountaineers assembled and glanced at the wondrous panorama, when the envious clouds swooped down again and mingled with the snow-drift which once more rose to meet them.

We must be quick, Monsieur, said Antoine, taking a shovel from one of the porters, while Le Croix grasped another. Where shall we dig?

The Professor fixed on a spot, and, while the grave of the thermometer was being dug, a plaid was set up on a couple of alpenstocks, in the shelter of which the others consumed the bread and wine that had been saved from breakfast. It did them little good, however; the cold was too intense. The Captains beard was already fringed with icicles, and the whiskers of those who had them were covered with hoar-frost, while the breath issued from their mouths like steam. Before the thermometer was buried all had risen, and were endeavouring to recover heat by rubbing their hands, beating their arms across their breasts, and stamping violently.

Come, said the Professor, quickly, when the work was done, we must start at once.

Oui, Monsieur, assented the guide, and, without more words, the whole party began to descend the mountain at a run.

There was cause for haste. Not only did the storm increase in violence, but evening drew on apace, and all of them were more or less exhausted by prolonged muscular exertion and exposure to severe cold.

Suddenly, having gone a considerable way down the mountain, they emerged from fog and snow-drift into blazing sunshine! The strife of elements was confined entirely to the summit. The inferior ice-slopes and the valleys far below were bathed in the golden glories of a magnificent sunset and, before they reached the huts at the Grands Mulets, they had passed from a condition of excessive cold to one of extreme heat, insomuch that the Captain and Professor were compelled to walk with their coats slung over their shoulders, while perspiration streamed from their bare brows.

That night the party slept again at the Grands Mulets, and next day they reached Chamouni, fagged, no doubt, and bearing marks of mountaineering in the shape of sun-burnt cheeks and peeled noses, but hearty, nevertheless, and not a little elated with their success in having scaled the mighty sides and the hoary summit of Mont Blanc.




Chapter Sixteen.

Tells how Lewis distinguished himself.

Seated one morning on an easy chair in Susan Quicks apartment and swinging his little blue legs to and fro in a careless, negligent manner, Gillie White announced it as his opinion that Mister Lewis had gone, or was fast going, mad.

Why do you think so? asked Susan, with a smile, looking up for a moment from some portion of Lewiss nether integuments, which Mont Blanc had riven almost to shreds.

Wy do I think so? repeated Gillie; wy, cos hes not content with havin busted his boots an his close, an all but busted hisself, in goin to the top o Mont Blang an Monty Rosa, an all the other Monty-thingumbobs about but hes agoin off to day with that queer fish Laycrwa to hunt some where up above the clouds  in among the stars, I fancy  for shamwas.

Indeed! said Susan, with a neat little laugh.

Yes, indeed. Hes mountain-mad  mad as a Swiss March hare, if not madder  By the way, Susan, wot dee think o the French?

Gillie propounded this question with the air of a philosopher.

Dyou mean French people?

No; I means the French lingo, as my friend Cappen Wopper calls it.

Well, I cant say that I have thought much about it yet. Missis keeps me so busy that I havent time.

Ah! said Gillie, youre wastin of precious opportoonities, Susan. Ive bin a-studdyin of that lingo myself, now, for three weeks  off and on.

Indeed! exclaimed Susan, with an amused glance, and what do you think of it?

Think of it! I think its the most outrageous stuff as ever was. The man who first inwented it must ave ad pralersis o the brain, besides a bad cold in is ead, for most o the enns an gees come tumblin through the nose, but only git half out after all, as if the speaker was afraid to let em go, lest he shouldnt git hold of em again. Theres that there mountain, now. They cant call it Mont Blang, with a good strong out-an-out bang, like a Briton would do, but they catches hold o the gee when its got about as far as the bridge o the nose, half throttles it and shoves it right back, so that you can scarce hear it at all. An the best joke is, there aint no gee in the word at all!

No? said Susan, in surprise.

No, repeated Gillie. Ive bin studdyin the spellin o the words in shop-winders an posters, an, would you blieve it, they end the word Blang with a c.

You dont say so!

Yes I do; an how dee think they spell the name o that feller Laycrwa?

Im sure I dont know, answered Susan.

They spells it, returned Gillie, with a solemn look, L-e-c-r-o-i-x. Now, if I had spelt it that way, Id have pronounced it Laycroiks. Wouldnt you?

Well, yes, I think I should, said Susan.

It seems to me, continued Gillie, that they goes on the plan of spellin one way an purnouncin another  always takin care to choose the most difficult way, an the most unnattral, so that a feller has no chance to come near it except by corkin up one nostril tight, an borin a small extra hole in the other about half-way up. If you was to mix a sneeze with what you said, an paid little or no attention to the sense, praps it would be French  but I aint sure. I only wish you heard Cappen Wopper hoistin French out of hisself as if he was a wessel short-handed, an every word was a heavy bale. Hes werry shy about it, is the Cappen, an wouldnt for the world say a word if he thought any one was near; but when he thinks hes alone with Antoine  thats our guide, you know  he sometimes lets fly a broadside o French that well-nigh takes my breath away.

The urchin broke into a laugh here at the memory of the Captains efforts to master what he styled a furrin tongue, but Susan checked him by saying slily, How could you know, Gillie, if the Captain was alone with Antoine?

Oh, dont you know, replied Gillie, trying to recover his gravity, the Cappen hes wery fond o me, and I like to gratify his feelins by keepin near him. Sometimes I keep so near  under the shadow of his huge calf dee see  that he dont observe me on lookin round; an, thinkin hes all alone, lets fly his French broadsides in a way that amost sends Antoine on his beam-ends. But Antoine is tough, he is. He ginrally says, I not unrstan English ver well, shakes his head an grins, but the Cappen never listens to his answers, bein too busy loadin and primin for another broadside.

The man to whom he referred cut short the conversation at this point by shouting down the stair:  

Hallo! Gillie, you powder-monkey, where are my shoes?

Here they are, Cappen, all ready; fit to do dooty as a lookin-glass to shave yerself, cried the powder-monkey, leaping up and leaving the room abruptly.

Gillies opinion in regard to the madness of Lewis was shared by several of his friends above stairs. Doctor Lawrence, especially, felt much anxiety about him, having overheard one or two conversations held by the guides on the subject of the young Englishmans recklessness.

Really, Lewis, said the Doctor, on one occasion, you must listen to a lecture from me, because you are in a measure under my charge.

Im all attention, sir, said Lewis meekly, as he sat down on the edge of his bed and folded his hands in his lap.

Well then, to begin, said the Doctor, with a half-serious smile, I wont trouble you with my own opinion, to which you attach no weight

Pardon me, Lawrence, I attach great weight to it  or, rather, it has so much weight that I can scarcely bear it.

Just so, and therefore you shant have it. But you must admit that the opinion of a good guide is worth something. Now, I heard Antoine Grennon the other day laying down some unquestionable principles to the Professor

What! lecturing the Professor? interrupted Lewis, how very presumptuous.

He said, continued the Doctor, that the dangers connected with the ascent of these Swiss mountains are real, and, unless properly provided against, may become terrible, if not fatal. He instanced your own tendency to go roving about among the glaciers alone. With a comrade or a guide attached to you by a rope there is no danger worth speaking of, but it must be as clear to you as it is to me that it when out on the mountains alone, you step on a snow-covered crevasse and break through, your instant death is inevitable.

Yes, but, objected Lewis, with that unwillingness to be convinced which is one of the chief characteristics of youth, I always walk, when alone on the glaciers, with the utmost caution, sounding the snow in front of me with the long handle of my axe at every step as I go.

If the guides do not find this always a sufficient protection for themselves, by what amazing power of self-sufficiency do you persuade yourself that it is sufficient for you? demanded Lawrence.

Your question suffices, Doctor, said Lewis, laughing; go on with your lecture, Im all attention and, and humility.

Not my lecture, retorted Lawrence, the guides. He was very strong, I assure you, on the subject of men going on the high glaciers without a rope, or, which comes to the same thing, alone, and he was not less severe on those who are so foolhardy, or so ignorant, as to cross steep slopes of ice on new-fallen snow. Nothing is easier, the new snow affording such good foothold, as you told us the other day when describing your adventures under the cliffs of Monte Rosa, and yet nothing is more dangerous, says Antoine, for if the snow were to slip, as it is very apt to do, you would be smothered in it, or swept into a crevasse by it. Lives are lost in the Alps every year, I am told, owing to indifference to these two points. The guides say  and their opinions are corroborated by men of science and Alpine experience  that it is dangerous to meddle with any slope exceeding 30 degrees for several days after a heavy fall, and yet it is certain that slopes exceeding this angle are traversed annually by travellers who are ignorant, or reckless, or both. Did you not say that the slope which you crossed the other day was a steeper angle than this, and the snow on it not more than twenty-four hours old?

Guilty! exclaimed Lewis, with a sigh.

I condemn you, then, said Lawrence, with a smile, to a continuation of this lecture, and, be assured, the punishment is much lighter than you deserve. Listen:  There are three unavoidable dangers in Alpine climbing

Please dont be long on each head, pleaded Lewis, throwing himself back in his bed, while his friend placed the point of each finger of his right hand on a corresponding point of the left, and crossed his legs.

I wont. I shall be brief  brief as your life is likely to be if you dont attend to me. The three dangers are, as I have said, unavoidable; but two of them may be guarded against; the other cannot. First, there is danger from falling rocks. This danger may be styled positive. It hangs over the head like the sword of Damocles. There is no avoiding it except by not climbing at all, for boulders and ice-blocks are perched here, and there, and everywhere, and no one can tell the moment when they shall fall. Secondly, there is danger from crevasses  the danger of tumbling into one when crossing a bridge of snow, and the danger of breaking through a crust of snow which conceals one. This may be called a negative danger. It is reduced to almost nothing if you are tied to your comrade by a rope, and if the leader sounds with his staff as he walks along; but it changes from a negative to a positive danger to the man who is so mad as to go out alone. Thirdly, there is danger from new snow on steep slopes, which is positive if you step on it when recently fallen, and when the slope is very steep; but is negative when you allow sufficient time for it to harden. While, however, it is certain that many deaths occur from these three dangers being neglected, it is equally true that the largest number of accidents which occur in the Alps arise chiefly from momentary indiscretions, from false steps, the result of carelessness or self-confidence, and from men attempting to do what is beyond their powers. Men who are too old for such fatigue, and men who, though young, are not sufficiently strong, usually come to grief. I close my lecture with a quotation from the writings of a celebrated mountaineer In all cases the man rather than the mountain is at fault.

There is truth in what you say, observed Lewis, rising, with a yawn.

Nay, but, returned his friend, seriously, your mother, who is made very anxious by your reckless expeditions, begged me to impress these truths on you. Will you promise me, like a good fellow, to consider them?

I promise, said Lewis, becoming serious in his turn, and taking his friends hand; but you must not expect sudden perfection to be exemplified in me.  Come, lets go have a talk with Le Croix about his projected expedition after the chamois.

Up in the mountains now,  above some of the clouds undoubtedly, almost mong the stars, as Gillie put it,  Lewis wanders in company with Baptist Le Croix, half-forgetful of his promise to Lawrence. Below them lies a world of hills and valleys; above towers a fairy-land of ice, cliff, and cloud. No human habitation is near. The only indications of mans existence are so faint, and so far off in the plains below, that houses are barely visible, and villages look like toys. A sea of cloud floats beneath them, and it is only through gaps in this sea that the terrestrial world is seen. Piercing through it are the more prominent of the Alpine peaks  the dark tremendous obelisk of the Matterhorn towering in one direction, the not less tremendous and far grander head of Mont Blanc looming in another. The sun shines brightly over all, piercing and rendering semi-transparent some of the clouds, gilding the edges and deepening the shadows of others.

Do you see anything, Le Croix? asked Lewis, as he reclined on a narrow ledge of rock recovering breath after a fatiguing climb, while his comrade peered intently through a telescope into the recesses of a dark mountain gorge that lay a little below them.

For some moments the hunter made no reply. Presently he closed the glass, and, with an air of satisfaction, said, Chamois!

Where? asked Lewis, rising eagerly and taking the glass.

Le Croix carefully pointed out the spot but no effort on the part of the inexperienced youth could bring anything resembling the light and graceful form of a chamois into the field of vision.

Never mind, Le Croix, he said, quickly returning the glass and picking up his rifle; come along, lets have at them.

Softly, returned the hunter; we must get well to leeward of them before we can venture to approach.

Lead where you will; youll find me a quiet and unquestioning follower.

The hunter at once turned, and, descending the mountain by a precipice which was so steep that they had in some places to drop from ledge to ledge, at last gained a position where the light air, that floated but scarce moved the clouds, came direct from the spot where the chamois lay. He then turned and made straight towards them. As they advanced the ground became more rugged and precipitous, so that their progress was unavoidably slow, and rendered more so by the necessity that lay on them of approaching their game without noise.

When they had reached a spot where a sheer precipice appeared to render further progress impossible, the hunter stopped and said in a low tone, Look, they are too far off; a bullet could not reach them.

Lewis craned his neck over the cliff, and saw the chamois grazing quietly on a small patch of green that lay among brown rocks below.

Whats to be done? he asked anxiously. Couldnt we try a long shot?

Useless. Your eyes are inexperienced. The distance is greater than you think.

What, then, shall we do?

Le Croix did not answer. He appeared to be revolving some plan in his mind. Turning at last to his companion, he said  

I counsel that you remain here. It is a place near to which they must pass if driven by some one from below. I will descend.

But how descend? asked Lewis. I see no path by which even a goat could get down.

Leave that to me, replied the hunter. Keep perfectly still till you see them within range. Have your rifle ready; do not fire in haste; there will be time for a slow and sure aim. Most bad hunters owe their ill-luck to haste.

With this advice Le Croix crept quietly round a projecting rock, and, dropping apparently over the precipice, disappeared.

Solitude is suggestive. As long as his companion was with him, Lewis felt careless and easy in mind, but now that he was left alone in one of the wildest and grandest scenes he had yet beheld, he became solemnised, and could not help feeling, that without his guide he would be very helpless in such a place. Being alone in the mountains was not indeed new to him. As we have already said, he had acquired the character of being much too reckless in wandering about by himself; but there was a vast difference between going alone over ground which he had traversed several times with guides in the immediate neighbourhood of Chamouni, and being left in a region to which he had been conducted by paths so intricate, tortuous, and difficult, that the mere effort to trace back in memory even the last few miles of the route confused him.

There was a mysterious stillness, too, about everything around him; and the fogs, which floated in heavy masses above and below, gave a character of changeful wildness to the scenery.

What a place to get lost in and benighted! he thought. Then his mind, with that curious capacity for sudden flight, which is one of the chief characteristics of thought, leaped down the precipices, up which he had toiled so slowly, sped away over hill and dale, and landed him in Chamouni at the feet of Nita Horetzki. Once there, he had no desire to move. He kept looking steadily in her pretty face, speculated as to the nature of the charm that rendered it so sweet, wondered what was the cause of the lines of care that at times rippled her smooth white brow, longed to become the sharer of her grief, and her comforter, and pondered the improbability of his ever being in a position to call her Nita  darling Nita  sweetest Nita  exquisite Nita! He was still engaged in creating adjectives at Chamouni when he was brought suddenly back to the Alpine heights by the sound of a shot. It was repeated in a hundred echoes by the surrounding cliffs, as he seized his rifle and gazed over the precipice.

A puff of smoke, hanging like a cloudlet, guided his eyes. Not far in front of it he saw the fawn-like form of a chamois stretched in death upon the ground, while two others were seen bounding with amazing precision and elasticity over the rocks towards him.

He turned at once to an opening among the rocks at his right, for, even to his unpractised eye, it was obviously impossible that anything without wings could approach him in front or at his left.

Coolness and promptitude were characteristics of the youth; so that he sat crouching with the rifle, resting in the palm of his left hand, over one knee, as motionless as if he had been chiselled from the rock against which he leaned; but his natural coolness of deportment could not prevent, though it concealed, a throbbing of anxiety lest the game should pass out of reach, or behind rocks, which would prevent his seeing it. For an instant he half-rose, intending to rush to some more commanding elevation, but remembering the parting advice of Le Croix, he sank down again and remained steady.

Scarcely had he done so when the clatter of bounding hoofs was heard. He knew well that the open space, across which he now felt sure the chamois must pass, was only broad enough to afford the briefest possible time for an aim. He raised the rifle more than half-way to the shoulder. Another instant and a chamois appeared like an arrow shooting athwart the hill-side before him. He fired, and missed! The bullet, however, which had been destined for the heart of the first animal, was caught in the brain of that which followed. It sprang high into the air, and, rolling over several times, lay stretched at full length on the rocks.

We need not pause to describe the rejoicing of the young sportsman over his first chamois, or to detail Lecroixs complimentary observations thereon.

Having deposited their game in a place of safety, the hunter suggested that, as there was no chance of their seeing any more in that locality, it would be well to devote the remainder of the day to exploring the higher slopes of a neighbouring glacier, for, familiar as he was with all the grander features of the region, there were some of the minuter details, he said, with which he was unacquainted.

Lewis was a little surprised at the proposal, but, being quite satisfied with his success, and not unwilling to join in anything that smacked of exploration, he readily assented; and, ere long, the two aspiring spirits were high above the spot where the chamois had fallen, and struggling with the difficulties of couloir and crevasse.

Before quitting the lower ground, they had deposited their game and rifles in a cave well known to Le Croix, in which they intended to pass the night, and they now advanced armed only with their long-handled Alpine hatchets, without which implements it is impossible to travel over glaciers.

Being both of them strong in wind and limb, they did not pause often to rest, though Lewis occasionally called a momentary halt to enjoy the magnificent prospect. During one of these pauses a dark object was seen moving over the ice far below them.

Le Croix pointed to it, and said that it approached them.

What is it  a crow? asked Lewis.

More like a man; but it is neither, returned the hunter, adjusting his telescope; yes, it is, as I fancied, a chamois.

Then it cannot have seen us, said Lewis, else it would not approach.

Nay, it approaches because it has seen us. It mistakes us for relatives. Let us sit down to deceive it a little.

They crouched beside a piece of ice, and the chamois advanced, until its pretty form became recognisable by the naked eye. Its motions, however, were irregular. It was evidently timid. Sometimes it came on at full gallop, then paused to look, and uttered a loud piping sound, advancing a few paces with caution, and pausing to gaze again. Le Croix replied with an imitative whistle to its call. It immediately bounded forward with pleasure, but soon again hesitated, and stopped. At last it seemed to become aware of its mistake, for, turning at a tangent, it scoured away over the ice like wind swooping down from the mountain-summits, bounded over the crevasses like an india-rubber ball, and was quickly out of sight.

While gazing with profound interest at this graceful creature, the explorers were not at first aware that a dark mass of inky cloud was rapidly bearing down on them, and that one of those wild storms which sweep frequently over the high Alps seemed to be gathering.

We must make haste, if we would gain the shelter of our cave, said Le Croix, rising.

As he spoke, a low rumbling sound was heard behind them. They turned just in time to see a small avalanche of rocks hopping down the cliffs towards them. It was so far off, and looked such an innocent rolling of pebbles, that Lewis regarded it as an insignificant phenomenon. His companion formed a better estimate of its character, but being at least five hundred yards to one side of the couloir or snow-slope, down which it rushed, he judged that they were safe. He was mistaken. Some of the largest stones flew past quite near them, several striking the glacier as they passed, and sending clouds of ice-dust over them, and one, as large as a hogshead, bounding, with awful force, straight over their heads.

They turned instantly to hasten from so dangerous a spot, but were arrested by another and much louder rumbling sound.

Quick, fly, Monsieur! exclaimed Le Croix, setting his young companion the example.

Truly there was cause for haste. A sub-glacial lake among the heights above had burst its icy barriers, and, down the same couloir from which the smaller avalanche had sprung, a very ocean of boulders, mud, ice, and débris came crashing and roaring with a noise like the loudest thunder, with this difference, that there was no intermission of the roar for full quarter of an hour; only, at frequent intervals, a series of pre-eminent peals were heard, when boulders, from six to ten feet in diameter, met with obstacles, and dashed them aside, or broke themselves into atoms.

Our hunters fled for their lives, and barely gained the shelter of a giant boulder, when the skirts of the hideous torrent roared past leaped over an ice-cliff, and was swallowed up by the insatiable crevasses of the glacier below. For several minutes after they had reached, and stood panting in, a position of safety, they listened to the thunderous roar of Alpine artillery, until it died slowly away  as if unwillingly  in the light pattering of pebbles.

Gratitude to the Almighty for deliverance from a great danger was the strongest feeling in the heart of the chamois-hunter. Profound astonishment and joy at having witnessed such an amazing sight, quickened the pulse of Lewis.

That was a narrow escape, Le Croix?

It was. I never see such a sight without a shudder, because I lost a brother in such an avalanche. It was on the slopes of the Jungfrau. He was literally broken to fragments by it.

Lewis expressed sympathy, and his feelings were somewhat solemnised by the graphic recital of the details of the sad incident with which the hunter entertained him, as they descended the mountain rapidly.

In order to escape an impending storm, which was evidently brewing in the clouds above, Lewis suggested that they should diverge from the route by which they had ascended, and attempt a short cut by a steeper part of the mountains.

Le Croix looked round and pondered. I dont like diverging into unknown parts when in a hurry, and with the day far spent, he said. One never knows when a sheer precipice will shut up the way in places like this.

The youth, however, was confident, and the man of experience was too amiable and yielding. There was also urgent reason for haste. It was therefore decided that the steeper slopes should be attempted.

They began with a glissade. A very steep snow-slope happened to be close at hand. It stretched uninterruptedly down several hundred feet to one of the terraces, into which the precipitous mountainside at that place was cut.

Will you try? asked Le Croix, looking doubtfully at his companion.

Of course I will, replied Lewis, shortly. Where you choose to go I will follow.

Have you ever done such work before?

Yes, often, though never on quite so steep or long a slope.

Le Croix was apparently satisfied. He sat down on the summit of the slope, fixed the spiked end of his axe in the snow, resting heavily on the handle, in order to check his descent, and hitched himself forward.

Keep steady and dont roll over, he cried, as he shot away. The snow rose and trailed like a white tail behind him. His speed increased almost to that of an avalanche, and in a few seconds he was at the bottom.

Lewis seated himself in precisely the same manner, but overbalanced himself when halfway down, swung round, lost self-command, let slip his axe, and finally went head over heels, with legs and arms flying wildly.

Le Croix, half-expecting something of the kind, was prepared. He had re-ascended the slope a short way, and received the human avalanche on his right shoulder, was knocked down violently as a matter of course, and the two went spinning in a heap together to the bottom.

Not hurt, I hope? cried Lewis, jumping up and looking at his comrade with some anxiety.

No, Monsieur, replied Le Croix, quietly, as he shook the snow from his garments And you?

Oh! Im all right. That was a splendid beginning. We shall get down to our cave in no time at this rate.

The hunter shook his head. It is not all glissading, he said, as they continued the descent by clambering down the face of a precipice.

Some thousands of feet below them lay the tortuous surface of a glacier, on which they hoped to be able to walk towards their intended night-bivouac, but the cliffs leading to this grew steeper as they proceeded. Some hours work was before them ere the glacier could be reached, and the day was already drawing towards its close. A feeling of anxiety kept them both silent as they pushed on with the utmost possible speed, save when it was necessary for one to direct the other as to his foothold.

On gaining each successive ledge of the terraced hill-side, they walked along it in the hope of reaching better ground, or another snow-slope; but each ledge ended in a precipice, so that there was no resource left but to scramble down to the ledge below to find a similar disappointment. The slopes also increased, rather than decreased, in steepness, yet so gradually, that the mountaineers at last went dropping from point to point down the sheer cliffs without fully realising the danger of their position. At a certain point they came to the head of a slope so steep, that the snow had been unable to lie on it, and it was impossible to glissade on the pure ice. It was quite possible, however, to cut foot-holes down. Le Croix had with him a stout Manilla rope of about three hundred feet in length. With this tied round his waist, and Lewis, firmly planted, holding on to it, he commenced the staircase. Two blows sufficed for each step, yet two hours were consumed before the work was finished. Re-ascending, he tied the rope round Lewis, and thus enabled him to descend with a degree of confidence which he could not have felt if unattached. Le Croix himself descended without this moral support, but, being as sure-footed as a chamois, it mattered little.

Pretty well exhausted by their exertions, they now found themselves at the summit of a precipice so perpendicular and unbroken, that a single glance sufficed to convince them of the utter impossibility of further descent in that quarter. The ledge on which they stood was not more than three feet broad. Below them the glacier appeared in the fading light to be as far off as ever. Above, the cliffs frowned like inaccessible battlements. They were indeed like flies clinging to a wall, and, to add to their difficulties, the storm which had threatened now began in earnest.

A cloud as black as pitch hung in front of them. Suddenly, from its heart, there gushed a blinding flash of lightning, followed, almost without interval, by a crash of thunder. The echoes took up the sounds, hurling them back and forward among the cliffs as if cyclopean mountain spirits were playing tennis with boulders. Rain also descended in torrents, and for some time the whole scene became as dark as if overspread with the wing of night.

Crouching under a slight projection of rock, the explorers remained until the first fury of the squall was over. Fortunately, it was as short-lived as violent, but its effects were disagreeable, for cataracts now poured on them as they hurried along the top of the precipice vainly looking for a way of escape. At last, on coming to one of those checks which had so often met them that day, Le Croix turned and said  

There is no help for it, Monsieur, we must spend the night here.

Here! exclaimed Lewis, glancing at the cliffs above and the gulf below.

It is not a pleasant resting-place, replied the hunter, with a sad smile, but we cannot go on. It will be quite dark in half an hour, when an effort to advance would insure our destruction. The little light that remains must be spent in seeking out a place to lie on.

The two men, who were thrown thus together in such perilous circumstances, were possessed of more than average courage, yet it would be false to say that fear found no place in their breasts. On the contrary, each confessed to the other the following day that his heart had sunk within him as he thought of the tremendous cliffs against which they were stuck, with descent and ascent equally impossible, a narrow ledge on the precipice-edge for their bed, and a long, wild night before them. Cowardice does not consist in simple fear. It consists in the fear of trifles; in unreasonable fear, and in such fear as incapacitates a man for action. The situation of our explorers was not one of slight danger. They had the best of reason for anxiety, because they knew not whether escape, even in daylight, were possible. As to incapacity for action, the best proof that fear had not brought them to that condition lay in the fact, that they set about preparations for spending the night with a degree of vigour amounting almost to cheerfulness.

After the most careful survey, only one spot was found wider than the rest of the ledge, and it was not more than four feet wide, the difference being caused by a slight hollow under the rock, which thus might overhang them  one of them at least  and form a sensation of canopy. At its best, a bed only four feet wide is esteemed narrow enough for one, and quite inadequate for two, but when it is considered that the bed now selected was of hard granite, rather round-backed than flat, with a sheer precipice descending a thousand feet, more or less, on one side of it, and a slope in that direction, there will be no difficulty in conceiving something of the state of mind in which Lewis Stoutley and Baptist Le Croix lay down to repose till morning in wet garments, with the thermometer somewhere between thirty-two and zero, Fahrenheit.

To prevent their rolling off the ledge when asleep, they built on the edge of the cliff a wall of the largest loose stones they could find. It was but an imaginary protection at best, for the slightest push sent some of the stones toppling over, and it necessarily curtailed the available space. No provisions, save one small piece of bread, had been brought, as they had intended returning to their cave to feast luxuriously. Having eaten the bread, they prepared to lie down.

It was agreed that only one at a time should sleep; the other was to remain awake, to prevent the sleeper from inadvertently moving. It was also arranged, that he whose turn it was to sleep should lie on the inner side. But here arose a difference. Le Croix insisted that Lewis should have the first sleep. Lewis, on the other hand, declared that he was not sleepy; that the attempt to sleep would only waste the time of both, and that therefore Le Croix should have the first.

The contention was pretty sharp for a time, but the obstinacy of the Englishman prevailed. The hunter gave in, and at once lay down straight out with his face to the cliff, and as close to it as he could squeeze. Lewis immediately lay down outside of him, and, throwing one arm over his Lecroixs broad chest gave him a half-jocular hug that a bear might have enjoyed, and told him to go to sleep. In doing this he dislodged a stone from the outer wall, which went clattering down into the dark gulf.

Almost immediately the deep, regular breathing of the wearied hunter told that he was already in the land of Nod.

It was a strange, romantic position; and Lewis rejoiced, in the midst of his anxieties, as he lay there wakefully guarding the chamois-hunter while he slept. It appeared to Lewis that his companion felt the need of a guardian, for he grasped with both hands the arm which he had thrown round him.

How greatly he wished that his friends at Chamouni could have even a faint conception of his position that night! What would Lawrence have thought of it? And the Captain,  how would he have conducted himself in the circumstances? His mother, Emma, the Count, Antoine, Gillie, Susan  every one had a share in his thoughts, as he lay wakeful and watching on the giddy ledge  and Nita, as a great under-current like the sub-glacial rivers, kept flowing continually, and twining herself through all. Mingled with these thoughts was the sound of avalanches, which ever and anon broke in upon the still night with a muttering like distant thunder, or with a startling roar as masses of ice tottered over the brinks of the cascades, or boulders loosened by the recent rain lost their hold and involved a host of smaller fry in their fall. Twining and tying these thoughts together into a wild entanglement quite in keeping with the place, the youth never for one moment lost the sense of an ever present and imminent danger  he scarce knew what  and the necessity for watchfulness. This feeling culminated when he beheld Nita Horetzki suddenly appear standing close above him on a most dangerous-looking ledge of rock!

Uttering a loud cry of alarm he sought to start up, and in so doing sent three-quarters of the protecting wall down the precipice with an appalling rush and rumble. Unquestionably he would have followed it if he had not been held by the wrist as if by a vice!

Hallo! take care, Monsieur, cried Le Croix, in a quick anxious tone, still holding tightly to his companions arm.

Why! what? Le Croix  I saw  I  I  saw  Well, well  I do really believe I have been  Im ashamed to say

Yes, Monsieur, youve been asleep, said the hunter, with a quiet laugh, gently letting go his hold of the arm as he became fully persuaded that Lewis was by that time quite awake and able to take care of himself.

Have you been asleep too? asked Lewis.

Truly, no! replied the hunter, rising with care, but you have had full three hours of it, so its my turn now.

You dont say so! exclaimed Lewis.

Indeed I do; and now, please, get next the cliff and let me lie outside, so that I may rest with an easy mind.

Lewis opposed him no longer. He rose, and they both stood up to stamp their feet and belabour their chests for some time  the cold at such a height being intense, while their wet garments and want of covering rendered them peculiarly unfitted to withstand it. The effort was not very successful. The darkness of the night, the narrowness of their ledge, and the sleepiness of their spirits rendering extreme caution necessary.

At last the languid blood began to flow; a moderate degree of warmth was restored, and, lying down again side by side in the new position, the hunter and the student sought and found repose.




Chapter Seventeen.

Danger and Death on the Glacier.

Daylight  blessed daylight! How often longed for by the sick and weary! How imperfectly appreciated by those whose chief thoughts and experiences of night are fitly expressed by the couplet:  

Bed, bed, delicious bed,

Haven of rest for the weary head.

Daylight came at last, to the intense relief of poor Lewis, who had become restless as the interminable night wore on, and the cold seemed to penetrate to his very marrow. Although unable to sleep, however, he lay perfectly still, being anxious not to interrupt the rest of his companion. But Le Croix, like the other, did not sleep soundly; he awoke several times, and, towards morning, began to dream and mutter short sentences.

At first Lewis paid no attention to this, but at length, becoming weary of his own thoughts, he set himself with a half-amused feeling to listen. The amusement gave place to surprise and to a touch of sadness when he found that the word gold frequently dropped from the sleepers lips.

Can it be, he thought, that this poor fellow is really what they say, a half-crazed gold-hunter? I hope not. It seems nonsensical. I never heard of there being gold in these mountains. Yet it may be so, and too much longing after gold is said to turn people crazy. I shouldnt wonder if it did.

Thoughts are proverbial wanderers, and of a wayward spirit, and not easy of restraint. They are often very honest too, and refuse to flatter. As the youth lay on his back gazing dreamily from that giddy height on the first faint tinge of light that suffused the eastern sky, his thoughts rambled on in the same channel.

Strange, that a chamois-hunter should become a gold-hunter. How much more respectable the former occupation, and yet how many gold-hunters there are in the world! Gamblers are gold-hunters; and I was a gambler once! Aha! Mr Lewis, the cap once fitted you! Fitted, did I say? It fits still. Have I not been playing billiards every night nearly since I came here, despite Captain Woppers warnings and the lesson I got from poor Leven? Poor Leven indeed! its little gold that he has, and I robbed him. However, I paid him back, thats one comfort, and my stakes now are mere trifles  just enough to give interest to the game. Yet, shame on you, Lewie; cant you take interest in a game for its own sake? The smallest coin staked involves the spirit of gambling. You shouldnt do it, my boy, you know that well enough, if youd only let your conscience speak out. And Nita seems not to like it too  ah, Nita! Shes as good as gold  as good! ten million times better than the finest gold. I wonder why that queer careworn look comes over her angel face when she hears me say that Ive been having a game of billiards? I might whisper some flattering things to myself in reference to this, were it not that she seems just as much put out when any one else talks about it. Ah, Nita!

It is unnecessary to follow the youths thoughts further, for, having got upon Nita, they immediately ceased their wayward wandering practices and remained fixed on that theme.

Soon afterwards, the light being sufficient the mountaineers rose and continued their descent which was accomplished after much toil and trouble, and they proceeded at a quick pace over the glacier towards the place where the chamois had been left the previous day.

Why are you so fond of gold, Le Croix? said Lewis, abruptly, and in a half-jesting tone, as they walked along.

The hunters countenance flushed deeply, and he turned with a look of severity towards his companion.

Who said that I was fond of it?

A very good friend of mine, replied Lewis, with a light laugh.

He can be no friend of mine, returned the hunter, with contracted brows.

Im not so sure of that, said the other; at least if you count yourself a friend. You whispered so much about gold in your dreams this morning that I came to the conclusion you were rather fond of it.

The expression of the hunter changed completely. There seemed to be a struggle between indignation and sorrow in his breast as he stopped, and, facing his companion, said, with vehemence  

Monsieur, I do not count myself a friend. I have ever found self to be my greatest enemy. The good God knows how hard I have fought against self for years, and how often  oh, how often  I have been beaten down and overcome. God help me. It is a weary struggle.

Lecroixs countenance and tones changed as rapidly as the cloud-forms on his own mountain peaks. His last words were uttered with the deepest pathos, and his now pale face was turned upward, as if he sought for hope from a source higher than the everlasting hills. Lewis was amazed at the sudden burst of feeling in one who was unusually quiet and sedate, and stood looking at him in silence.

Young man, resumed the hunter, in a calmer tone, laying his large brown hand impressively on the youths shoulder, you have heard aright. I have loved gold too much. If I had resisted the temptation at the first I might have escaped, but I shall yet be saved, ay, despite of self, for there is a Saviour! For years I have sought for gold among these mountains. They tell me it is to be found there, but I have never found it. To-day I intended to have visited yonder yellow cliffs high up on the shoulder of the pass. Do you see them?

He pointed eagerly, and a strange gleam was in his blue eyes as he went on to say rapidly, and without waiting for an answer  

I have not yet been up there. It looks a likely place  a very likely place  but your words have turned me from my purpose. The evil spirit is gone for to-day  perhaps for ever. Come, he added, in a tone of firm determination, we will cross this crevasse and hasten down to the cave.

He wrenched himself round while he spoke, as if the hand of some invisible spirit had been holding him, and hurried quickly towards a wide crevasse which crossed their path at that place.

Had we not better tie ourselves together before attempting it? suggested Lewis, hastening after him.

Le Croix did not answer, but quickened his pace to a run.

Not there! exclaimed Lewis, in sudden alarm. It is almost too wide for a leap, and the snow on the other side overhangs. Stop! for Gods sake  not there!

He rushed forward, but was too late. Le Croix was already on the brink of the chasm; next moment, with a tremendous bound, he cleared it, and alighted on the snow beyond. His weight snapped off the mass, his arms were thrown wildly aloft, and, with a shout, rather than a cry, he fell headlong into the dark abyss!

Horror-stricken, unable to move or cry out Lewis stood on the edge. From far down in the blue depths of the crevasse there arose a terrible sound, as if of a heavy blow. It was followed by the familiar rattling of masses of falling ice, which seemed to die away in the profound heart of the glacier.

The weary struggle had come to an end at last. The chamois-hunter had found a tomb, like too many, alas! of his bold-hearted countrymen, among those great fields of ice, over which he had so often sped with sure foot and cool head in days gone by.

Lewis was as thoroughly convinced that his late comrade was dead, as if he had seen his mangled corpse before him, but with a sort of passionate unbelief he refused to admit the fact. He stood perfectly motionless, as if transfixed and frozen, in the act of bending over the crevasse. He listened intently and long for a sound which yet he knew could never come. An oppressive, sickening silence reigned around him, which he suddenly broke with a great and terrible cry, as, recovering from his stupor, he hurried wildly to and fro, seeking for some slope by which he might descend to the rescue of his friend.

Vainly he sought. Both walls of the crevasse were sheer precipices of clear ice. At one spot, indeed, he found a short slope, and, madly seizing his axe, he cut foot-holds down it, descending, quite regardless of danger, until the slope became too perpendicular to admit of farther progress. Struck then with alarm for himself, he returned cautiously to the top, while beads of cold perspiration stood on his pale brow. A few minutes more, and he became sufficiently calm to realise the fact that poor Le Croix was indeed beyond all hope. As the truth was forced into his heart he covered his face with his hands and wept bitterly.

It was long ere the passionate burst of feeling subsided. Lewis was very impressionable, and his young heart recoiled in agony from such a shock. Although the hunter had been to him nothing but a pleasant guide, he now felt as if he had lost a friend. When his mind was capable of connected thought he dwelt on the unfortunate mans kindly, modest, and bold disposition, and especially on the incidents of the previous night, when they two had lain side by side like brothers on their hard couch.

At last he rose, and, with a feeling of dead weight crushing his spirit began to think of continuing his descent. He felt that, although there was no hope of rescuing life, still no time should be lost in rousing the guides of Chamouni and recovering, if possible, the remains.

Other thoughts now came upon him with a rush. He was still high up among the great cliffs, and alone! The vale of Chamouni was still far distant, and he was bewildered as to his route, for, in whatever direction he turned, nothing met his eye save wildly-riven glaciers or jagged cliffs and peaks. He stood in the midst of a scene of savage grandeur, which corresponded somewhat with his feelings.

His knowledge of ice-craft, if we may use the expression, was by that time considerable, but he felt that it was not sufficient for the work that lay before him; besides, what knowledge he possessed could not make up for the want of a companion and a rope, while, to add to his distress, weakness, resulting partly from hunger, began to tell on him.

Perhaps it was well that such thoughts interfered with those that unmanned him, for they served to rouse his spirit and nerve him to exertion. Feeling that his life, under God, depended on the wisdom, vigour, and promptitude of his actions during the next few hours, he raised his eyes upward for a moment, and, perhaps for the first time in his life, asked help and guidance of his Creator, with the feeling strong upon him that help and guidance were sorely needed.

Almost at the commencement of his descent an event occurred which taught him the necessity of extreme caution. This was the slipping of his axe. He had left the fatal crevasse only a few hundred yards behind him, when he came to a fracture in the ice that rendered it impossible to advance in that direction any longer; he therefore turned aside, but was met by a snow slope which terminated in another yawning crevasse. While standing on the top of this, endeavouring to make up his mind as to the best route to be followed, he chanced to swing his axe carelessly and let it fall. Instantly it turned over the edge, and shot like an arrow down the slope. He was ice-man enough to know that the loss of his axe in such circumstances was equivalent to the signing of his death-warrant and his face flushed with the gush of feeling that resulted from the accident. Fortunately, the head of the weapon caught on a lamp of ice just at the edge of the crevasse, and the handle hung over it. Something akin to desperation now took possession of the youth. The slope was far too steep to slide down. Not having his axe, it was impossible to cut the necessary steps. In any case it was excessively dangerous, for, although the snow was not new, it lay on such an incline that the least weight on it might set it in motion, in which case inevitable death would have been the result. The case was too critical to admit of delay or thought. At all hazards the axe must be recovered. He therefore lay down with his face to the slope, and began to kick foot-holds with the toe of his boots. It was exceedingly slow and laborious work, for he dared not to kick with all his force, lest he should lose his balance, and, indeed, he only retained it by thrusting both arms firmly into the upper holes and fixing one foot deep in a lower hole, while with the other he cautiously kicked each new step in succession. At last, after toiling steadily thus for two hours, he regained his axe.

The grip with which he seized the handle, and the tender feeling with which he afterwards laid it on his shoulder, created in him a new idea as to the strange affection with which man can be brought to regard inanimate objects, and the fervency with which he condemned his former flippancy, and vowed never more to go out on the high Alps alone, formed a striking commentary on the adage, Experience teaches fools!

For some time after this Lewis advanced with both speed and caution. At each point of vantage that he reached he made a rapid and careful survey of all the ground before him, decided on the exact route which he should take, as far as the eye could range, and then refused every temptation to deviate from it save when insurmountable obstacles presented themselves in the shape of unbridged crevasses or sheer ice-precipices. Such obstacles were painfully numerous, but by indomitable perseverance, and sometimes by a desperate venture, he overcame them.

Once he got involved in a succession of crevasses which ran into each other, so that he found himself at last walking on the edge of a wedge of ice not a foot broad, with unfathomable abysses on either side. The wedge terminated at last in a thin edge with a deep crevasse beyond. He was about to retrace his steps  for the tenth time in that place  when it struck him that if he could only reach the other side of the crevasse on his right, he might gain a level patch of ice that appeared to communicate with the sounder part of the glacier beyond. He paused and drew his breath. It was not much of a leap. In ordinary circumstances he could have bounded over it like a chamois, but he was weak now from hunger and fatigue; besides which, the wedge on which he stood was rotten, and might yield to his bound, while the opposite edge seemed insecure and might fail him, like the mass that had proved fatal to Le Croix.

He felt the venture to be desperate, but the way before him was yet very long, and the day was declining. Screwing up his courage he sprang over, and a powerful shudder shook his frame when he alighted safe on the other side.

Farther down the glacier he came to a level stretch, and began to walk with greater speed, neglecting for a little the precaution of driving the end of his axe-handle into the snow in front at each step. The result was, that he stepped suddenly on the snow that concealed a narrow crevasse. It sank at once, sending something like a galvanic shock through his frame. The shock effected what his tired muscles might have failed to accomplish. It caused him to fling himself backward with cat-like agility, and thus he escaped narrowly. It is needless to say that thereafter he proceeded with a degree of care and caution that might have done credit even to a trained mountaineer.

At last Lewis found it necessary to quit the glacier and scale the mountains by way of a pass which led into the gorge from which he hoped to reach the vale of Chamouni. He was in great perplexity here, for, the aspect of the country being unfamiliar to his eye, he feared that he must have lost his way. Nothing but decision, however, and prompt action could serve him now. To have vacillated or retraced part of his steps, would have involved his spending a second night among the icy solitudes without shelter; and this he felt, fatigued and fasting as he was, would have been quite beyond his powers of endurance. He therefore crossed the bergschrund, or crevasse between the glacier and the cliffs, on a snow-bridge, faced the mountain-side once more, and, toiling upwards, reached the summit of the pass a little before sunset. Fortunately the weather continued fine, and the country below appeared much less rugged than that over which he had passed, but he had not yet got clear of difficulties. Just below him lay the longest ice-slope, or couloir, he had hitherto encountered. The snow had been completely swept off its surface, and it bore evidence of being the channel down which rushed the boulders and obelisks of ice that strewed the plain below. To reach that plain by any other route would have involved a circuit of unknown extent. The risk was great but the danger of delay was greater. He swung the heavy axe round his head, and began at once the tedious process of cutting steps. Being an apt scholar, he had profited well from the lessons taught by Le Croix and others. Quick, yet measured and firm, was each stroke. A forced calmness rested on his face, for, while the ice-blocks above, apparently nodding to their fall, warned him to make haste, the fear of slipping a foot, or losing balance, compelled him to be very cautious. In such a case, a rope round the waist and a friend above would have been of inestimable value.

When about two-thirds of the way down, the exhausted youth was forced to stop for a few seconds to rest. Just then several pieces of ice, the size of a mans head, rushed down the couloir and dashed close past him. They served to show the usual direction of an avalanche. Fearing they were the prelude to something worse, he quickly cut his way to the side of the couloir. He was not a moment too soon. Glancing up in alarm, he saw the foundations of one of the largest ice-masses give way. The top bent over slowly at first, then fell forward with a crash and broke into smaller fragments, which dashed like lightning down the slope, leaping from side to side, and carrying huge rocks and masses of débris to the plain with horrible din.

Poor Lewis felt his spirit and his body shrink. He had, however, chosen his position well. Nothing save a cloud of dust and snow reached him, but the part of the slope down which he had passed was swept clean as with the besom of destruction. It was an awful ordeal for one so young and inexperienced, for the risk had to be encountered again. The sooner the better, thought he, and immediately swayed aloft his axe again, lifting, as he did so, his heart to his Maker for the second time that day. A few minutes more, and he stood at the foot of the couloir.

Without a moments pause he hurried on, and finally reached the lower slopes of the mountains. Here, to his inexpressible joy and thankfulness, he fell in with a sheep-track, and, following it up, was soon on the high-road of the valley. But it was not till far on in the night that he reached Chamouni, scarce able to drag himself along.

He went straight to the Bureau of Guides, where a profound sensation was created by the sad tidings which he brought. Antoine Grennon happened to be there, and to him Lewis told his sad tale, at the same time eagerly suggesting that an immediate search should be made for the body, and offering to go back at once to guide them to the scene of the accident. Antoine looked earnestly in the youths face.

Ah, Monsieur, he said, shaking his head, you are not fit to guide any one to-night. Besides, I know the place well. If poor Le Croix has fallen into that crevasse, he is now past all human aid.

But why not start at once? said Lewis, anxiously, if there is but the merest vestige of a chance

There is no chance, Monsieur, if your description is correct; besides, no man could find the spot in a dark night. But rest assured that we will not fail to do our duty to our comrade. A party will start off within an hour, proceed as far as is possible during the night, and, at the first gleam of day, we will push up the mountains. We need no one to guide us, but you need rest. Go, in the morning you may be able to follow us.

We need scarcely say that the search was unavailing. The body of the unfortunate hunter was never recovered. In all probability it still lies entombed in the ice of the great glacier.




Chapter Eighteen.

A Mystery cleared up.

Is Nita unwell, Emma? asked Lewis early one morning, not long after the sad event narrated in the last chapter.

I think not. She is merely depressed, as we all are, by the melancholy death of poor Le Croix.

I can well believe it, returned Lewis. Nevertheless, it seems to me that her careworn expression and deep despondency cannot be accounted for by that event.

You know that her father left last week very suddenly, said Emma. Perhaps there may be domestic affairs that weigh heavily on her. I know not, for she never refers to her family or kindred. The only time I ventured to do so she appeared unhappy, and quickly changed the subject.

The cousins were sauntering near their hotel and observed Dr Lawrence hurry from the front door.

Hallo! Lawrence, called out Lewis.

Ah! the very man I want, exclaimed the Doctor, hastening to join them, do you know that Miss Horetzki is ill?

How strange that we should just this moment have referred to her looking ill! Not seriously ill, I trust, said Emma, with a troubled look in her sympathetic eyes.

I hope not, but her case puzzles me more than any that I have yet met with. I fancy it may be the result of an overstrained nervous system, but there appears no present cause for that. She evidently possesses a vigorous constitution, and every one here is kind to her  her father particularly so. Even if she were in love, which she doesnt seem to be (a faint twinkle in the Doctors eye here), that would not account for her condition.

I cant help thinking, observed Lewis, with a troubled look, that her father is somehow the cause of her careworn looks. No doubt he is very kind to her in public, but may there not be a very different state of things behind the scenes?

I think not. The Counts temper is gentle, and his sentiments are good. If he were irascible there might be something behind the scenes, for when restraint is removed and temper gets headway, good principles may check but cannot always prevent unkindness. Now, Emma, I have sought you and Lewis to ask for counsel. I do not say that Nita is seriously ill, but she is ill enough to cause those who love her  as I know you do  some anxiety. It is very evident to me, from what she says, that she eagerly desires her father to be with her, and yet when I suggest that he should be sent for, she nervously declines to entertain the proposal. If this strange state of mind is allowed to go on, it will aggravate the feverish attack from which she now suffers. I wish, therefore, to send for the Count without letting her know. Do you think this a wise step?

Undoubtedly; but why ask such a question of me? said Emma, with a look of surprise.

First, because you are Nitas friend  not perhaps, a friend of long standing, but, if I mistake not, a very loving one; and, secondly, as well as chiefly, because I want you to find out from her where her father is at present, and let me know.

There is something disagreeably underhand in such a proceeding, objected Emma.

You know that a doctor is, or ought to be, considered a sort of pope, returned Lawrence. I absolve you from all guilt by assuring you that there is urgent need for pursuing the course I suggest.

Well, I will at all events do what I can to help you, said Emma. Shall I find her in her own room?

Yes, in bed, attended, with Mrs Stoutleys permission, by Susan Quick. Get rid of the maid before entering on the subject.

In a few minutes Emma returned to the Doctor, who still walked up and down in earnest conversation with Lewis. She had succeeded, she said, in persuading Nita to let her father be sent for, and the place to which he had gone for a few days was Saxon, in the Rhone valley. The Counts address had also been obtained, but Nita had stipulated that the messenger should on no account disturb her father by entering the house, but should send for him and wait outside.

Strange prohibition! exclaimed Lawrence. However, we must send off a messenger without delay.

Stay, said Lewis, detaining his friend; there seems to be delicacy as well as mystery connected with this matter, you must therefore allow me to be the messenger.

Lawrence had no objection to the proposal, and in less than an hour Lewis, guided by Antoine Grennon, was on the road to Martigny by way of the celebrated pass of the Tête-Noire.

The guide was one of Natures gentlemen. Although low in the social scale, and trained in a rugged school, he possessed that innate refinement of sentiment and feeling  a gift of God sometimes transmitted through a gentle mother  which makes a true gentleman. Among men of the upper ranks this refinement of soul may be counterfeited by the superficial polish of manners; among those who stand lower in the social scale it cannot be counterfeited at all, but still less can it be concealed. As broadcloth can neither make nor mar a true gentleman, so fustian cannot hide one. If Antoine Grennon had been bred at Court, and arrayed in sumptuous apparel, he could not have been more considerate than he was of the feelings and wishes of others, or more gentle, yet manly, in his demeanour.

If, on an excursion, you wished to proceed in a certain direction, Antoine never suggested that you should go in another, unless there were insurmountable difficulties in the way. If you chanced to grow weary, you could not have asked Antoine to carry your top-coat, because he would have observed your condition and anticipated your wishes. If you had been inclined to talk he would have chatted away by the hour on every subject that came within the range of his knowledge, and if you had taken him beyond his depth, he would have listened by the hour with profound respect, obviously pleased, and attempting to understand you. Yet he would not have bored you. He possessed great tact. He would have allowed you to lead the conversation, and when you ceased to do so he would have stopped. He never looked sulky or displeased. He never said unkind things, though he often said and did kind ones, and, with all that, was as independent in his opinions as the whistling wind among his native glaciers. In fact he was a prince among guides, and a pre-eminently unselfish man.

Heigho! if all the world  you and I, reader, included  bore a stronger resemblance to Antoine Grennon, we should have happy times of it. Well, well, dont let us sigh despairingly because of our inability to come up to the mark. It is some comfort that there are not a few such men about us to look up to as exemplars. We know several such, both men and women, among our own friends. Lets be thankful for them. It does us good to think of them!

From what we have said, the reader will not be surprised to hear that, after the first words of morning salutation, Lewis Stoutley walked smartly along the high road leading up the valley of Chamouni in perfect silence, with Antoine trudging like a mute by his side.

Lewis was too busy with his thoughts to speak at first. Nitas illness, and the mystery connected somehow with the Count, afforded food not only for meditation, but anxiety, and it was not until the town lay far behind them that he looked at his guide, and said:  

The route over the Tête-Noire is very grand, I am told?

Very grand, Monsieur  magnificent!

You are well acquainted with it, doubtless?

Yes; I have passed over it hundreds of times. Does Monsieur intend to make a divergence to the Col de Balme?

No; I have urgent business on hand, and must push on to catch the railway. Would the divergence you speak of take up much time? Is the Col de Balme worth going out of ones way to see?

It is well worthy of a visit, said the guide, replying to the last query first, as you can there have a completely uninterrupted view  one of the very finest views of Mont Blanc, and all its surroundings. The time required for the divergence is little more than two hours; with Monsieurs walking powers perhaps not so much; besides, there is plenty of time, as we shall reach Martigny much too soon for the train.

In that case we shall make the détour, said Lewis. Are the roads difficult?

No; quite easy. It is well that Monsieur dispensed with a mule, as we shall be more independent; and a mule is not so quick in its progress as an active man.

While they chatted thus, walking at a quick pace up the valley, Antoine, observing that his young charge was now in a conversational frame of mind, commented on the magnificent scenery, and drew attention to points of interest as they came into view.

Their route at first lay in the low ground by the banks of the river Arve, which rushed along, wild and muddy, as if rejoicing in its escape from the superincumbent glaciers that gave it birth. The great peaks of the Mont Blanc range hemmed them in on the right, the slopes of the Brévent on the left. Passing the village of Argentière with rapid strides, and pausing but a few moments to look at the vast glacier of the same name which pours into the valley the ice-floods gendered among the heights around the Aiguille Verte and the Aiguille du Chardonnet, which rise respectively to a height of above 13,400 and 12,500 feet they reached the point where the Tête-Noire route diverged to the left at that time, in the form of a mere bridle-path, and pushed forward towards the Col, or pass.

On the way, Antoine pointed out heaps of slabs of black slate. These, he said, were collected by the peasants, who, in spring, covered their snow-clad fields with them; the sun, heating the slabs, caused the snow beneath to melt rapidly; and thus, by a very simple touch of art, they managed to wrest from Nature several weeks that would otherwise have been lost!

As they rose into the higher grounds, heaps and rude pillars of stone were observed. These were the landmarks which guided travellers through that region when it was clad in its wintry robe of deep snow, and all paths obliterated.

At last they stood on the Col de Balme. There was a solitary inn there, but Antoine turned aside from it and led his companion a mile or so to one side, to a white stone, which marked the boundary between Switzerland and France.

It is vain to attempt in words a description of scenes of grandeur. Ink, at the best, is impotent in such matters; even paint fails to give an adequate idea. We can do no more than run over a list of names. From this commanding point of view Mont Blanc is visible in all his majesty  vast, boundless, solemn, incomprehensible  with his Aiguilles de Tour, dArgentière, Verte, du Dru, de Charmoz, du Midi, etcetera, around him; his white head in the clouds, his glacial drapery rolling into the vale of Chamouni, his rocks and his pine-clad slopes toned down by distance into fine shadows. On the other side of the vale rise the steeps of the Aiguilles Rouges and the Brévent. To the north towers the Croix de Fer, and to the north-east is seen the entire chain of the Bernese Alps, rising like a mighty white leviathan, with a bristling back of pinnacles.

Splendid though the view was, however, Lewis did not for a moment forget his mission. Allowing himself only a few minutes to drink it in, he hastened back to the Tête-Noire path, and soon found himself traversing a widely different scene. On the Col he had, as it were, stood aloof, and looked abroad on a vast and glorious region; now, he was involved in its rocky, ridgy, woody details. Here and there long vistas opened up to view, but, for the most part, his vision was circumscribed by towering cliffs and deep ravines. Sometimes he was down in the bottom of mountain valleys, at other times walking on ledges so high on the precipice-faces, that cottages in the vales below seemed little bigger than sheep. Now the country was wooded and soft; anon it was barren and rocky, but never tame or uninteresting.

At one place, where the narrow gorge was strewn with huge boulders, Antoine pointed out a spot where two Swiss youths had been overwhelmed by an avalanche. It had come down from the red gorges of the Aiguilles Rouges, at a spot where the vale, or pass, was comparatively wide. Perhaps its width had induced the hapless lads to believe themselves quite safe from anything descending on the other side of the valley. If so, they were mistaken; the dreadful rush of rock and wrack swept the entire plain, and buried them in the ruin.

Towards evening the travellers reached Martigny in good time for the train, which speedily conveyed them to Saxon.

This town is the only one in Switzerland  the only one, indeed, in Europe with the exception of Monaco  which possesses that great blight on civilisation, a public gambling-table. That the blight is an unusually terrible one may be assumed from the fact that every civilised European nation has found it absolutely necessary to put such places down with a strong hand.

At the time Lewis Stoutley visited the town, however, it was not so singular in its infamy as it now is. He was ignorant of everything about the place save its name. Going straight to the first hotel that presented itself, he inquired for the Count Horetzki. The Count he was told, did not reside there; perhaps he was at the Casino.

To the Casino Lewis went at once. It was an elegant Swiss building, the promenade of which was crowded with visitors. The strains of music fell sweetly on the youths ear as he approached.

Leaving Antoine outside, he entered, and repeated his inquiries for the Count.

They did not know the Count, was the reply, but if Monsieur would enter the rooms perhaps he might find him.

Lewis, remembering the expressed desire of Nita, hesitated, but as no one seemed inclined to attend to his inquiries, beyond a civil reply that nothing was known about the Count he entered, not a little surprised at the difficulty thrown in his way.

The appearance of the salon into which he was ushered at once explained the difficulty, and at the same time sent a sudden gleam of light into his mind. Crowds of ladies and gentlemen  some eager, some anxious, others flippant or dogged, and a good many quite calm and cool  surrounded the brilliantly-lighted gaming tables. Every one seemed to mind only his own business, and each mans business may be said to have been the fleecing of his neighbour to the utmost of his power  not by means of skill or wisdom, but by means of mere chance, and through the medium of professional gamblers and rouge-et-noir.

With a strange fluttering at his heart, for he remembered his own weakness, Lewis hurried forward and glanced quickly at the players. Almost the first face he saw was that of the Count. But what a changed countenance! Instead of the usual placid smile, and good-humoured though sad expression about the eyes, there was a terrible look of intense fixed anxiety, with deep-knotted lines on his brow, and a horribly drawn look about the mouth.

Make your play, gentlemen, said the presiding genius of the tables, as he spun round the board on the action of which so much depended.

The Count had already laid his stake on the table, and clutched his rake with such violence as almost to snap the handle.

Other players had also placed their stakes, some with cool calculating precision, a few with nervous uncertainty, many with apparent indifference. With the exception of the Count and a lady near him, however, there was little of what might indicate very strong feeling on any countenance. One young and pretty girl, after placing her little pile of silver, stood awaiting the result with calm indifference  possibly assumed. Whatever might be the thoughts or feelings of the players, there was nothing but business-like gravity stamped on the countenances of the four men who presided over the revolving board, each with neatly-arranged rows of silver five-franc pieces in front of him, and a wooden rake lying ready to hand. Each player also had a rake, with which he or she pushed the coins staked upon a certain space of the table, or on one of the dividing lines, which gave at least a varied, if not a better, chance.

The process of play was short and sharp. For a few seconds the board spun, the players continuing to place, or increase, or modify the arrangement of the stakes up to nearly the last moment. As the board revolved more slowly a pea fell into a hole  red or black  and upon this the fate of each hung. A notable event, truly, on which untold millions of money have changed hands, innumerable lives have been sacrificed, and unspeakable misery and crime produced in days gone by!

The decision of the pea  if we may so express it  was quietly stated, and to an ignorant spectator it seemed as if the guardians of the table raked all the stakes into their own maws. But here and there, like white rocks in a dark sea, several little piles were left untouched. To the owners of these a number of silver pieces were tossed  tossed so deftly that we might almost say it rained silver on those regions of the table. No wizard of legerdemain ever equalled the sleight of hand with which these men pitched, reckoned, manipulated, and raked in silver pieces!

The Counts pile remained untouched, and a bright flush suffused his hitherto pale cheeks while the silver rain was falling on his square, but to the surprise of Lewis, he did not rake it towards him as did the others. He left the increased amount on exactly the same spot, merely drawing it gently together with his rake. As he did so the knotted haggard look returned to his once again bloodless brow and face. Not less precise and silent were his companions. The board again spun round; the inexorable pea fell; the raking and raining were repeated, and again the Counts stake lay glittering before him. His eyes glittered even more brightly than the silver. Lewis concluded that he must have been brought down to desperate poverty, and meant to recover himself by desperate means, for he left the whole stake again on the same spot.

This time the pea fell into black. The colour was symbolic of the Counts feelings, for next moment the silver heap was raked from before him, along with other heaps, as if nothing unusual had happened; and, in truth, nothing had. Wholesale ruin and robbery was the daily occupation there!

For a few seconds the Count gazed at the blank space before him with an expression of stony unbelief; then springing suddenly to his feet, he spurned his chair from him and rushed from the room. So quick was the movement, that he had reached the door and passed out before Lewis could stop him.

Springing after him with a feeling of great alarm, the youth dashed across the entrance-hall, but turned in the wrong direction. Being put right by a porter, he leaped through the doorway and looked for Antoine, who, he knew, must have seen the Count pass, but Antoine was not there.

As he quickly questioned one who stood near, he thought he saw a man running among the adjacent shrubbery. He could not be sure, the night being dark, but he promptly ran after him. On dashing round a turn in the gravel-walk, he found two men engaged in what appeared to be a deadly struggle. Suddenly the place was illumined by a red flash, a loud report followed, and one of the two fell.

Ah! Monsieur, exclaimed Antoine, as Lewis came forward, aid me here; he is not hurt, I think.

Hurt! Do you mean that he tried to shoot himself?

He had not time to try, but Im quite sure that he meant to, said Antoine; so I ran after him and caught his hand. The pistol exploded in the struggle.

As the guide spoke, the Count rose slowly. The star-light was faint, but it sufficed to show that the stony look of despair was gone, and that the gentle expression, natural to him, had returned. He was deadly pale, and bowed his head as one overwhelmed with shame.

Oh pardon, Monsieur! exclaimed poor Antoine, as he thought of the roughness with which he had been compelled to treat him. I did not mean to throw you.

You did not throw me, friend. I tripped and fell, replied the Count, in a low, husky voice. Mr Stoutley, he added, turning to Lewis, by what mischance you came here I know not but I trust that you were not  were not  present. I mean  do you know the cause of my conduct  this

He stopped abruptly.

My dear sir, said Lewis, in a low, kind voice, at the same time grasping the Counts hand, and leading him aside, I was in the rooms; I saw you there; but believe me when I assure you, that no feeling but that of sympathy can touch the heart of one who has been involved in the meshes of the same net.

The Counts manner changed instantly. He returned the grasp of the young man, and looked eagerly in his face, as he repeated  

Has been involved! How, then, did you escape?

Im not sure that I have escaped, answered Lewis, sadly.

Not sure! Oh, young man, make sure. Give no rest to your soul till you are quite sure. It is a dreadful net  terrible! When once wrapped tightly round one there is no escape  no escape. In this it resembles its sister passion  the love of strong drink.

The Count spoke with such deep pathos, and in tones so utterly hopeless, that Lewiss ready sympathies were touched, and he would have given anything to be able to comfort his friend, but never before having been called upon to act as a comforter, he felt sorely perplexed.

Call it not a passion, he said. The love of gaming, as of drink, is a disease; and a disease may be cured  has been cured, even when desperate.

The Count shook his head.

You speak in ignorance, Mr Stoutley. You know nothing of the struggles I have made. It is impossible.

With God all things are possible, replied Lewis, quoting, almost to his own surprise, a text of Scripture. But forgive my delay, he added; I came here on purpose to look for you. Your daughter Nita is ill  not seriously ill, I believe, he said, on observing the Counts startled look, but ill enough to warrant your being sent for.

I know  I know, cried the Count, with a troubled look, as he passed his hand across his brow. I might have expected it. She cannot sustain the misery I have brought on her. Oh! why was I prevented from freeing her from such a father. Is she very ill? Did she send for me? Did she tell you what I am?

The excited manner and wild aspect of the gambler, more than the words, told of a mind almost, if not altogether, unhinged. Observing this with some anxiety, Lewis tried to soothe him. While leading him to an hotel, he explained the nature of Nitas attack as well as he could, and said that she had not only refrained from saying anything about her father, but that she seemed excessively unwilling to reveal the name of the place to which he had gone, or to send for him.

No one knows anything unfavourable about Count Horetzki, said Lewis, in a gentle tone, save his fellow-sinner, who now assures him of his sincere regard. As for Antoine Grennon, he is a wise, and can be a silent, man. No brother could be more tender of the feelings of others than he. Come, you will consent to be my guest to-night. You are unwell; I shall be your amateur physician. My treatment and a night of rest will put you all right, and to-morrow, by break of day, we will hie back to Chamouni over the Tête-Noire.




Chapter Nineteen.

Mountaineering in General.

A week passed away, during which Nita was confined to bed, and the Count waited on her with the most tender solicitude. As their meals were sent to their rooms, it was not necessary for the latter to appear in the salle-à-manger or the salon. He kept himself carefully out of sight, and intelligence of the invalids progress was carried to their friends by Susan Quick, who was allowed to remain as sick-nurse, and who rejoiced in filling that office to one so amiable and uncomplaining as Nita.

Of course, Lewis was almost irresistibly tempted to talk with Susan about her charge, but he felt the impropriety of such a proceeding, and refrained. Not so Gillie White. That sapient blue spider, sitting in his wonted chair, resplendent with brass buttons and brazen impudence, availed himself of every opportunity to perform an operation which he styled pumping; but Susan, although ready enough to converse freely on things in general, was judicious in regard to things particular. Whatever might have passed in the sick-room, the pumping only brought up such facts as that the Count was a splendid nurse as well as a loving father, and that he and his daughter were tenderly attached to each other.

Well, Susan, observed Gillie, with an approving nod, Im glad to hear wot you say, for its my blief that tender attachments is the right sort o thing. Ive got one or two myself.

Indeed! said Susan, who for, I wonder?

Wy, for one, replied the spider, Ive had a wery tender attachment to my mother ever since that blessed time wen I was attached to her buzzum in the rampagin hunger of infancy. Then Ive got another attachment  not quite so old, but wery strong, oh uncommon powerful  for a young lady named Susan Quick. Dyou happen to know her?

Oh, Gillie, youre a sad boy, said Susan.

Well, I make a pint never to contradict a ooman, believin it to be dangerous, returned Gillie, but I cant say that I feel sad. Im raither jolly than otherwise.

A summons from the sick-room cut short the conversation.

During the week in question it had rained a good deal, compelling the visitors at Chamouni to pass the time in-doors with books, billiards, draughts, and chess. Towards the end of the week Lewis met the Count and discovered that he was absolutely destitute of funds  did not, in fact possess enough to defray the hotel expenses.

Mother, said Lewis, during a private audience in her bed-chamber the same evening, I want twenty pounds from you.

Certainly, my boy; but why do you come to me? You know that Dr Lawrence has charge of and manages my money. How I wish there were no such thing as money, and no need for it!

Mrs Stoutley finished her remark with her usual languid smile and pathetic sigh, but if her physician, Dr Tough, had been there, he would probably have noted that mountain-air had robbed the smile of half its languor, and the sigh of nearly all its pathos. There was something like seriousness, too, in the good ladys eye. She had been impressed more than she chose to admit by the sudden death of Le Croix, whom she had frequently seen, and whose stalwart frame and grave countenance she had greatly admired. Besides this, one or two accidents had occurred since her arrival in the Swiss valley; for there never passes a season without the occurrence of accidents more or less serious in the Alps. On one occasion the news had been brought that a young lady, recently married, whose good looks had been the subject of remark more than once, was killed by falling rocks before her husbands eyes. On another occasion the spirits of the tourists were clouded by the report that a guide had fallen into a crevasse, and, though not killed, was much injured. Mrs Stoutley chanced to meet the rescue-party returning slowly to the village, with the poor shattered frame of the fine young fellow on a stretcher. It is one thing to read of such events in the newspapers. It is another and a very different thing to be near or to witness them  to be in the actual presence of physical and mental agony. Antoine Grennon, too, had made a favourable impression on Mrs Stoutley; and when, in passing one day his extremely humble cottage, she was invited by Antoines exceedingly pretty wife to enter and partake of bread and milk largely impregnated with cream, which was handed to her by Antoines excessively sweet blue-eyed daughter, the lady who had hitherto spent her life among the bright ice-pinnacles of society, was forced to admit to Emma Gray that Dr Tough was right when he said there were some beautiful and precious stones to be found among the moraines of social life.

I know that Lawrence keeps the purse, said Lewis, but I want your special permission to take this money, because I intend to give it away.

Twenty pounds is a pretty large gift, Lewis, said his mother, raising her eyebrows. Who is it that has touched the springs of your liberality? Not the family of poor Le Croix?

No; Le Croix happily leaves no family. He was an unmarried man. I must not tell you, just yet, mother. Trust me, it shall be well bestowed; besides, I ask it as a loan. It shall be refunded.

Dont talk of refunding money to your mother, foolish boy. Go; you may have it.

Lewis kissed his mothers cheek and thanked her. He quickly found the Count, but experienced considerable difficulty in persuading him to accept the money. However, by delicacy of management and by assuming, as a matter of course, that it was a loan, to be repaid when convenient, he prevailed. The Count made an entry of the loan in his notebook, with Lewiss London address, and they parted with a kindly shake of the hand, little imagining that they had seen each other on earth for the last time.

On the Monday following, a superb day opened on the vale of Chamouni, such a day as, through the medium of sight and scent, is calculated to gladden the heart of man and beast. That the beasts enjoyed it was manifest from the pleasant sounds that they sent, gushing, like a hymn of thanksgiving  and who shall say it was not!  into the bright blue sky.

Birds carolled on the shrubs and in the air; cats ventured abroad with hair erect and backs curved, to exchange greetings with each other in wary defiance of dogs; kittens sprawled in the sunshine, and made frantic efforts to achieve the impossible feat of catching their own shadows, varying the pastime with more successful, though arduous, attempts at their own tails; dogs bounded and danced, chiefly on their hind legs, round their loved companion man (including woman); juvenile dogs chased, tumbled over, barked at, and gnawed each other with amiable fury, wagging their various tails with a vigour that suggested a desire to shake them off; tourist men and boys moved about with a decision that indicated the having of particular business on hand; tourist women and girls were busily engaged with baskets and botanical boxes, or flitted hither and thither in climbing costume with obtrusive alpenstocks, as though a general attack on Mont Blanc and all his satellite aiguilles were meditated.

Among these were our friends the Professor, Captain Wopper, Emma Gray, Slingsby, Lewis, and Lawrence, under the guidance of Antoine Grennon.

Strange to say they were all a little dull, notwithstanding the beauty of the weather, and the pleasant anticipation of a day on the hills  not a hard, toilsome day, with some awful Alpine summit as its aim, but what Lewis termed a jolly day, a picnicky day, to be extended into night, and to include any place, or to be cut short or extended according to whim.

The Professor was dull, because, having to leave, this was to be his last excursion; Captain Wopper was dull, because his cherished matrimonial hopes were being gradually dissipated. He could not perceive that Lawrence was falling in love with Emma, or Emma with Lawrence. The utmost exertion of sly diplomacy of which he was capable, short of straightforward advice, had failed to accomplish anything towards the desirable end. Emma was dull, because her friend Nita, although recovering, was still far from well. Slingsby was dull for the same reason, and also because he felt his passion to be hopeless. Lewis was dull because he knew Nitas circumstances to be so very sad; and Lawrence was dull because  well, we are not quite sure why he was dull. He was rather a self-contained fellow, and couldnt be easily understood. Of the whole party, Antoine alone was not dull. Nothing could put him in that condition, but, seeing that the others were so, he was grave, quiet attentive.

Some of the excursionists had left at a much earlier hour. Four strapping youths, with guides, had set out for the summit of Mont Blanc; a mingled party of ladies, gentlemen, guides, and mules, were on the point of starting to visit the Mer de Glace; a delicate student, unable for long excursions, was preparing to visit with his sister, the Glacier des Bossons. Others were going, or had gone, to the source of the Arveiron, and to the Brévent, while the British peer, having previously been conducted by a new and needlessly difficult path to the top of Monte Rosa, was led off by his persecutor to attempt, by an impossible route, to scale the Matterhorn  to reach the main-truck, as Captain Wopper put it, by going down the stern-post along the keel, over the bobstay, up the flyin jib, across the foretopmast-stay, and up the maintop-gallant halyards. This at least was Lewis Stoutleys report of the Captains remark. We cannot answer for its correctness.

But nothing can withstand the sweet influences of fresh mountain-air and sunshine. In a short time dull care was put to flight and when our party  Emma being on a mule  reached the neighbouring heights, past and future were largely forgotten in the enjoyment of the present.

Besides being sunny and bright, the day was rather cool, so that, after dismissing the mule, and taking to the glaciers and ice-slope, the air was found to be eminently suitable for walking.

Its a bad look-out, murmured Captain Wopper, when he observed that Dr Lawrence turned deliberately to converse with the Professor, leaving Lewis to assist Emma to alight, even although he, the Captain, had, by means of laboured contrivance and vast sagacity, brought the Doctor and the mule into close juxtaposition at the right time. However, the Captains temperament was sanguine. He soon forgot his troubles in observing the curious position assumed by Slingsby on the first steep slope of rocky ground they had to descend, for descents as well as ascents were frequent at first.

The artist walked on all-fours, but with his back to the hill instead of his face, his feet thus being in advance.

What sort of an outside-in fashion is that, Slingsby? asked the Captain, when they had reached the bottom.

Its a way I have of relieving my knees, said Slingsby; try it.

Thank ee; no, returned the Captain. It dont suit my pecooliar build; it would throw too much of my weight amidships.

Youve no idea, said Slingsby, what a comfort it is to a man whose knees suffer in descending. Id rather go up twenty mountains than descend one. This plan answers only on steep places, and is but a temporary relief. Still that is something at the end of a long day.

The artist exemplified his plan at the next slope. The Captain tried it, but, as he expressed it, broke in two at the waist and rolled down the slope, to the unspeakable delight of his friends.

I fear you will find this rather severe? said the Professor to Emma, during a pause in a steep ascent.

Oh no; I am remarkably strong, replied Emma, smiling. I was in Switzerland two years ago, and am quite accustomed to mountaineering.

Yes, remarked Lawrence, and Miss Gray on that occasion, I am told, ascended to the top of the Dent du Midi, which you know is between ten and eleven thousand feet high; and she also, during the same season, walked from Champéry to Sixt which is a good days journey, so we need have no anxiety on her account.

Although the Doctor smiled as he spoke, he also glanced at Emma with a look of admiration. Captain Wopper noted the glance and was comforted. At luncheon, however, the Doctor seated himself so that the Professors bulky person came between him and Emma. The Captain noted that also, and was depressed. What between elation and depression, mingled with fatigue and victuals, the Captain ultimately became recklessly jovial.

What are yonder curious things? asked Emma, pointing to so me gigantic objects which looked at a distance like rude pillars carved by man.

These, said the Professor, are Natures handiwork. You will observe that on each pillar rests a rugged capital. The capital is the cause of the pillar. It is a hard rock which originally rested on a softer bed of friable stone. The weather has worn away the soft bed, except where it has been protected by the hard stone, and thus a natural pillar has arisen  just like the ice-pillars, which are protected from the sun in the same way; only the latter are more evanescent.

Further on, the Professor drew the attention of his friends to the beautiful blue colour of the holes which their alpenstocks made in the snow. Once, said he, while walking on the heights of Monte Rosa, I observed this effect with great interest, and, while engaged in the investigation of the cause, got a surprise which was not altogether agreeable. Some of the paths there are on very narrow ridges, and the snow on these ridges often overhangs them. I chanced to be walking in advance of my guide at the time to which I refer, and amused myself as I went along by driving my alpenstock deep into the snow, when suddenly, to my amazement I sent the end of the staff right through the snow, and, on withdrawing it, looked down into space! I had actually walked over the ridge altogether, and was standing above an abyss some thousands of feet deep!

Horrible! exclaimed Emma. You jumped off pretty quickly, I dare say.

Nay, I walked off with extreme caution; but I confess to having felt a sort of cold shudder with which my frame had not been acquainted previously.

While they were thus conversing, a cloud passed overhead and sent down a slight shower of snow. To most of the party this was a matter of indifference, but the man of science soon changed their feelings by drawing attention to the form of the flakes. He carried a magnifying glass with him, which enabled him to show their wonders more distinctly. It was like a shower of frozen flowers of the most delicate and exquisite kind. Each flake was a flower with six leaves. Some of the leaves threw out lateral spines or points, like ferns, some were rounded, others arrowy, reticulated, and serrated; but, although varied in many respects, there was no variation in the number of leaves.

What amazin beauty in a snowflake, exclaimed the Captain, many a one Ive seen without knowin how splendid it was.

The works of God are indeed wonderful, said the Professor, but they must be sought out  examined with care  to be fully understood and appreciated.

Yet there are certain philosophers, observed Lewis, who hold that the evidence of design here and elsewhere does not at all prove the existence of God. They say that the crystals of these snow-flakes are drawn together and arrange themselves by means of natural forces.

They say truly, replied the Professor, but they seem to me to stop short in their reasoning. They appear to ignore the fact that this elemental original force of which they speak must have had a Creator. However far they may go back into mysterious and incomprehensible elements, which they choose to call blind forces, they do not escape the fact that matter cannot have created itself; that behind their utmost conceptions there must still be One non-created, eternal, living Being who created all, who upholds all, and whom we call God.

Descending again from the heights in order to cross a valley and gain the opposite mountain, our ramblers quitted the glacier, and, about noon, found themselves close to a lovely pine-clad knoll, the shaded slopes of which commanded an unusually fine view of rocky cliff and fringing wood, with a background of glacier and snow-flecked pinnacles.

Halting, accidentally in a row, before this spot they looked at it with interest. Suddenly the Professor stepped in front of the others, and, pointing to the knoll, said, with twinkling eyes  

What does it suggest? Come, dux (to Slingsby, who happened to stand at the head of the line), tell me, sir, what does it suggest?

I know, sir! exclaimed the Captain, who stood at the dunces extremity of the line, holding out his fist with true schoolboy eagerness.

It suggests, said the artist, rolling his eyes, a thing of beauty; and

Next! interrupted the Professor, pointing to Lawrence.

I know, sir, shouted the Captain.

Hold your tongue, sir!

Ay, ay, sir.

It is suggestive, said Lawrence, of an oasis in the desert.

Very poor, sir, said the Professor, severely. Next.

It suggests a cool shade on a hot day, said Emma.

Better, but not right. Next.

Please, sir, Id rather not answer, said Lewis, putting his forefinger in his mouth.

You must, sir.

I know, sir, interrupted Captain Wopper, shaking his fist eagerly.

Silence, you booby!  Well, boy, what does it suggest to you?

Please, sir, answered Lewis, it suggests the mole on your professorial cheek.

Sir, cried the Professor, sternly, remind me to give you a severe caning to-night.

Yes, sir.

Well, booby, what have you got to say to it?

Wittles! shouted the Captain.

Right, cried the Professor, only it would have been better expressed had you said  Luncheon. Go up, sir; put yourself at the head of the class, and lead it to a scene of glorious festivity.

Thus instructed, the Captain put himself at the head of the line.

Now, then, Captain, said Lewis, lets have a true-blue nautical word of command  hoist yer main topsl sky-scrapers abaft the cleat o the spanker boom, heave the main deck overboard and let go the painter  or something o that sort.

Hold on to the painter, you mean, said Slingsby.

Youre both wrong, cried the Captain, my orders are those of the immortal Nelson Close action, my lads  England expects every man to  hooray!

With a wild cheer, and waving his hat, the seaman rushed up the side of the knoll, followed by his obedient and willing crew.

In order to render the feast more complete, several members of the party had brought small private supplies to supplement the cold mutton, ham, bread, and light claret which Antoine and two porters had carried in their knapsacks. Captain Wopper had brought a supply of variously coloured abominations known in England by the name of comfits, in Scotland as sweeties. These, mixed with snow and water, he styled iced-lemonade. Emma tried the mixture and declared it excellent, which caused someone to remark that the expression of her face contradicted her tongue. Lewis produced a small flask full of a rich dark port-winey liquid, which he said he had brought because it had formerly been one of the most delightful beverages of his childish years. It was tasted with interest and rejected with horror, being liquorice water! Emma produced a bottle of milk, in the consumption of which she was ably assisted by the Professor, who declared that his natural spirits required no artificial stimulants. The Professor himself had not been forgetful of the general good. He had brought with him a complex copper implement, which his friends had supposed was a new species of theodolite, but which turned out to be a scientific coffee-pot, in the development of which and its purposes, as the man of science carefully explained, there was called into play some of the principles involved in the sciences of hydraulics and pneumatics, to which list Lewis added, in an under-tone, those of aquatics, ecstatics, and rheumatics. The machine was perfect, but the Professors natural turn for practical mechanics not being equal to his knowledge of other branches of science, he failed properly to adjust a screw. This resulted in an explosion of the pot which blew its lid, as Lewis expressed it, into the north of Italy, and its contents into the fire. A second effort, using the remains of the scientific pot as an ordinary kettle, was more successful.

You see, my friends, said the Professor, apologetically, it is one of the prerogatives of science that her progress cannot be hindered. Her resources and appliances are inexhaustible. When one style of experiment fails we turn at once to another and obtain our result, as I now prove to you by handing this cup of coffee to Miss Gray. You had better not sweeten it, Mademoiselle. It is quite unnecessary to make the very trite observation that in your case no sugar is required. Yes, the progress of science is slow, but it is sure. Everything must fall before it in time.

Ah, just so one down, another come on,  thats your motto, aint it? said Captain Wopper, who invariably, during the meal, delivered his remarks from a cavern filled with a compound of mutton, bread, and ham. But I say, Professor, are you spliced?

Spliced? echoed the man of science.

Ay; married, I mean.

Yes, I am wed, he replied, with enthusiasm. I have a beautiful wife in Russia, and she is good as beautiful.

In Roosia  eh! Well, its a longish way off, but Id advise you, as a friend, not to let her know that you pay such wallopin compliments to young English ladies. It might disagree with her, dye see?

At this point the conversation and festivities were interrupted by Slingsby, who, having gone off to sketch, had seated himself on a mound within sight of his friends, in a position so doubled up and ridiculous as to call forth the remark from Lawrence, that few traits of character were more admirable and interesting than those which illustrated the utter disregard of personal appearance in true and enthusiastic devotees of art. To which Captain Wopper added that he was a rum lot an no mistake.

The devotee was seen by the revellers to start once or twice and clap his hands to various pockets, as though he had forgotten his india-rubber or pen-knife. Then he was observed to drop his sketching-book and hastily slap all his pockets, as if he had forgotten fifty pieces of india-rubber and innumerable pen-knives. Finally, he sprang up and slapped himself all over wildly, yelling at the same time as if he had been a maniac.

He had inadvertently selected an ant-hill as his seat, that was all; but that was sufficient to check his devotion to art, and necessitate his retirement to a rocky defile, where he devoted himself to the study of the nude in his own person, and whence he returned looking imbecile and hot.

Such contretemps, however, do not materially affect the health or spirits of the young and strong. Ere long Slingsby was following his companions with his wonted enthusiasm and devotee-like admiration of Nature in all her varying aspects.

His enthusiasm was, however, diverted from the study of vegetable and mineral, if we may so put it, to that of animal nature, for one of the porters, who had a tendency to go poking his staff into holes and crannies of the rocks, suddenly touched a marmot. He dropped his pack and began at once to dig up earth and stones as fast as possible, assisted by his comrades; but the little creature was too sagacious for them. They came to its bed at last, and found that, while they had been busy at one end of the hole, the marmot had quietly walked out at the other, and made off.

Having pushed over the valley, and once more ascended to the regions of perpetual ice, the ramblers determined to attack  as the phrase goes among Alpine climbers  a neighbouring summit. It was not a very high one, and Emma declared that she was not only quite able, but very anxious, to attempt it. The attempt was, therefore, made, and, after a couple of hours of pretty laborious work, accomplished. They found themselves on a pinnacle which overlooked a large portion of the ice-world around Mont Blanc. While standing there, one or two avalanches were observed, and the Professor pointed out that avalanches were not all of one character. Some, he said, were composed of rock, mud, and water; others entirely of ice; many of them were composed of these elements mixed, and others were entirely of snow.

True, Monsieur, observed the guide, and the last kind is sometimes very fatal. There was one from which my wife and child had a narrow escape. They were visiting at the time a near relation who dwelt in a village in a valley not far distant from this spot. Behind the village there is a steep slope covered with pines; behind that the mountain rises still more steeply. The little forest stands between that village and destruction. But for it, avalanches would soon sweep the village away; but wood is not always a sure protector. Sometimes, when frost renders the snow crisp and dry, the trees fail to check its descent. It was so on the last night of my wifes visit. A brother was about to set off with her from the door of our relatives house, when the snow began to descend through the trees like water. It was like dry flour. There was not much noise, merely a hissing sound, but it came down in a deluge, filled all the houses, and suffocated nearly all the people in them. My brother-in-law saw it in time. He put his horse to full speed, and brought my dear wife and child away in safety, but his own father, mother, and sister were lost. We tried to reach their house the next day, but could advance through the soft snow only by taking two planks with us, and placing one before the other as we went along.

Soon after the ramblers had begun their return journey, they came to a slope which they thought might be descended by sliding or glissading. It was the first time that Emma had seen such work, and she felt much inclined to try it, but was dissuaded by Antoine, who led her round by an easier way. At the foot of the slope they came to a couloir, or sloping gorge, so steep that snow could not lie on it. Its surface was, therefore, hard ice. Although passable, Antoine deemed it prudent not to cross, the more so that he observed some ominous obelisks of ice impending at the top of the slope.

Why not cross and let Emma see how we manage by cutting steps in the ice? said Lewis.

He received a conclusive though unexpected answer from one of the obelisks above-mentioned, which fell at the moment, broke into fragments, and swept the couloir from top to bottom with incredible violence.

It is wonderful what a deal of experience is required to make foolish people wise! Winthin the next ten minutes this warning was forgotten, and Lewis led his cousin into a danger which almost cost the lives of three of the party.




Chapter Twenty.

Records a Serious Event.

Our ramblers had now reached a place where a great expanse of rock surface was exposed, and the temptation to dilate on the action of glaciers proved too strong for the Professor. He therefore led those who were willing to follow to a suitable spot and pointed out the striations, flutings, and polishings of the granite, which showed that in former ages the glacier had passed there, although at that time it was far below in the valley. The polishings, he said, were caused by the ice slowly grinding over the surface of the rock, and the flutings and groovings were caused, not by the ice itself, but by stones which were embedded in its under surface, and which cut the solid granite as if with chisels.

Meanwhile, Lewis and Emma, having taken the opportunity to search for plants, had wandered on a little in advance, and had come to another steep slope, which was, however, covered with snow at its upper part. Below, where it became steeper, there was no snow, only pure ice, which extended downwards to an immense distance, broken only here and there by a few rocks that cropped through its surface. It terminated in a rocky gorge, which was strewn thickly with débris from above.

Let us cross this, said Emma, with a look of glee, for she possessed an adventurous spirit.

Wed better not, answered Lewis. The slope is very steep.

True, O cautious cousin, retorted Emma, with a laugh, but it is covered here with snow that is soft and probably knee-deep. Go on it, sir, and try.

Thus commanded, Lewis obeyed, and found that the snow was indeed knee-deep, and that there was no possibility of their either slipping or falling, unless one were unusually careless, and even in that case the soft snow would have checked anything like an involuntary glissade.

Let me go first, said Lewis.

Nay, I will go first, returned Emma, you will follow and pick me up if I should fall.

So saying, she stepped lightly into the snow and advanced, while her companion stood looking at her with a half-amused, half-anxious smile.

She had not made six steps, and Lewis was on the point of following, when he observed that there was a crack across the snow just above where he stood, and the whole mass began to slide. For a moment he was transfixed with horror. The next he had sprung to his cousins side and seized her arm, shouting  

Emma! Emma! come back. Quick! It moves. But poor Emma could not obey. She would as soon have expected the mountain itself to give way as the huge mass of snow on which she stood. At first its motion was slow, and Lewis struggled wildly to extricate her, but in vain, for the snow avalanche gathered speed as it advanced, and in its motion not only sank them to their waists, but turned them helplessly round, thus placing Lewis farthest from the firm land. He shouted now with all the power of his lungs for help, while Emma screamed from terror.

Lawrence chanced to be nearest to them. He saw at a glance what had occurred, and dashed down the hill-side at headlong speed. A wave was driving in front of the couple, who were now embedded nearly to their armpits, while streams of snow were hissing all round them, and the mass was beginning to rush. One look sufficed to show Lawrence that rescue from the side was impossible, but, with that swift power of perception which is aroused in some natures by the urgent call to act, he observed that some yards lower down  near the place where the ice-slope began  there was a rock near to the side in the track of the avalanche, which it divided. Leaping down to this, he sprang into the sliding flood a little above it, and, with a powerful effort, caught the rock and drew himself upon it. Next moment Emma was borne past out of reach of his hand. Lawrence rushed deep into the snow and held out his alpenstock. Emma caught it. He felt himself turned irresistibly round, and a sick feeling of despair chilled his life-blood. At the same moment a powerful hand grasped his collar.

Hold on, Monsieur, cried Antoine, in a deep, yet encouraging voice, Ive got you safe.

As he spoke, Emma shrieked, I cannot hold on!

No wonder! She had not only to resist the rushing snow, but to sustain the drag of Lewis, who, as we have said, had been carried beyond his cousin, and whose only chance now lay in his retaining hold of her arm. Ere the words had quite left her lips, Lewis was seen deliberately to let go his hold and throw up his arm  it seemed as if waving it.

Next moment Emma was dragged on the rock, where she and her companions stood gazing in horror as their companion was swept upon the ice-slope and carried down headlong. The snow was by this time whirled onward in a sort of mist or spray, in the midst of which Lewis was seen to strike a rock with his shoulder and swing violently round, while parts of his clothing were plainly rent from his body, but the painful sight did not last long. A few seconds more and he was hurled, apparently a lifeless form, among the débris and rocks far below.

Death, in such a case, might have been expected to be instantaneous, but the very element that caused the poor youths fall, helped to save him. During the struggle for life while clinging to Emmas arm, the check, brief though it was, sufficed to allow most of the snow to pass down before him, so that he finally fell on a comparatively soft bed; but it was clear that he had been terribly injured, and, what made matters worse, he had fallen into a deep gorge surrounded by precipices, which seemed to some of the party to render it quite impossible to reach him.

What is to be done? exclaimed Lawrence, with intense anxiety. He must be got at immediately. Delay of treatment in his case, even for a short time, may prove fatal.

I know it, Monsieur, said Antoine, who had been quietly but quickly uncoiling his rope. One of the porters and I will descend by the precipices. They are too steep for any but well-accustomed hands and feet. You, Monsieur, understand pretty well the use of the axe and rope. Cut your way down the ice-slope with Jacques. He is a steady man, and may be trusted. Run, Rollo (to the third porter), and fetch aid from Gaspards châlet. It is the nearest. I need not say make haste.

These orders were delivered in a low, rapid voice. The men proceeded at once to obey them. At the same time Antoine and his comrade swung themselves down the cliffs, and were instantly lost to view. The young porter, whom he had named Rollo, was already going down the mountain at a smart run, and Jacques was on the ice-slope wielding his axe with ceaseless energy and effect, while Lawrence held the rope to which he was attached, and descended the rude and giddy staircase behind him.

It was a terrible time for those who were left above in a state of inaction and deep anxiety, but there was no help for it. They had to content themselves with watching the rescue, and praying for success.

It was not long before the guide and porter reached the spot where poor Lewis lay. He was not insensible, but a deadly pallor overspread his scarred face, and the position in which he lay betokened utter helplessness. He could scarcely speak, but whispered that he fancied he was not so much hurt as might have been expected, and expressed wonder at their having been so long in reaching him.

The guide spoke to him with the tenderness of a woman. He knew well how severely the poor youth was injured, and handled him very delicately while making such preliminary arrangements as were in his power. A few drops of brandy and water were administered, the poor limbs were arranged in a position of greater comfort, and the torn rags of clothing wrapped round him.

Soon they were joined by Lawrence, who merely whispered a few kind words, and proceeded at once to examine him. His chief anxiety was as to the amount of skin that had been destroyed. The examination revealed a terrible and bloody spectacle; over which we will draw a veil; yet there was reason to believe that the amount of skin torn off and abraded was not sufficient to cause death. Lawrence was comforted also by finding that no bones appeared to have been broken.

Nothing could be done in the way of attempting a removal until the return of Rollo with a litter. Fortunately this was not long of being brought, for the young porter was active and willing, and Gaspard had promptly accompanied him with men and materials for the rescue.

But it was a sad, slow, and painful process, to bear the poor youths frame from that savage gorge, and convey him on a litter, carried by four men, over glaciers and down rugged mountain sides, even although done by tender hearts and strong hands. Everything that ingenuity could contrive was done to relieve the sufferer, and when at last, after weary hours, they reached the high-road of the valley, a carriage was found waiting. A messenger had been sent in advance to fetch it, and Mrs Stoutley was in it.

There was something quite touching in the quiet, firm air of self-restraint with which she met the procession, and afterwards tended her poor boy; it was so unlike her old character!

The sun was setting in a field of golden glory when they carried Lewis into the hotel at Chamouni, and laid him on his bed  a mere wreck of his former self.




Chapter Twenty One.

Down in the Moraine at last.

As the reader may suppose, the terrible accident to Lewis Stoutley put an end to further merry-making among our friends at Chamouni. Mrs Stoutley would have left for England at once if that had been possible, but Lewis could not be moved for several weeks. At first indeed, fears were entertained for his life, but his constitution being good, and not having been damaged by dissipation, he rallied sooner than might have been expected, although it was evident from the beginning that complete restoration could not be looked for until many months, perhaps years, had passed away.

We need scarcely say, that the rapid improvement of his health was largely due to the tender watchful care of his mother.

Since visiting Switzerland, that excellent ladys spirit had undergone a considerable change. Without going minutely into particulars, we may say that the startling events which had occurred had been made the means of opening her spiritual eyes. It had occurred to her  she scarce knew how or why  that her Creator had a claim on her for more consideration than she had been in the habit, heretofore, of testifying by a few formalities on Sundays; that there must be some higher end and aim in life than the mere obtaining and maintaining of health, and the pursuit of pleasure; and that as there was a Saviour, whom she professed on Sundays to follow, there must be something real from which she had to be saved, as well as something real that had to be done. Sin, she knew, of course, was the evil from which everybody had to be saved; but, being a good-natured and easy-going woman, she really did not feel much troubled by sin. Little weaknesses she had, no doubt, but not half so many as other people she knew of. As to anything seriously worthy the name of sin, she did not believe she had any at all. It had never, until now, occurred to her that the treating of her best Friend, during a lifetime, with cool and systematic indifference, or with mere protestations, on Sundays, of adoration, was probably as great a sin as she could commit.

Her thoughts on these points she did not at first mention to any one, but she received great help and enlightenment, as well as comfort, from the quiet sensible talk of Dr Lawrence, as he sat day after day, and hour after hour, at the bedside of his friend, endeavouring to cheer his spirits as well as to relieve his physical pain  for Lawrence was well fitted to do both.

He was not by any means what is styled a sermoniser. He made no apparent effort to turn conversation into religious channels. Indeed we believe that when men talk with the unrestrained freedom of true friendship, conversation needs no directing. It will naturally flow along all channels, and into all the zigzags and crevices of human thought  religion included. Lewis was in great pain and serious danger. Lawrence was a man full of the Holy Spirit and love to Jesus. Out of the fullness of his heart his mouth spoke when his friend appeared to desire such converse; but he never bored him with any subject  for it is possible to be a profane, as well as a religious, bore!

As soon as Lewis could turn his mind to anything, after his being brought back to the hotel, he asked earnestly after Nita Horetzki.

She has left, said Mrs Stoutley.

Left! Dyou mean gone from Chamouni, mother? exclaimed Lewis, with a start and a look of anxiety which he did not care to conceal.

Yes, they went yesterday. Nita had recovered sufficiently to travel, and the medical man who has been attending her urged her removal without delay. She and her father seemed both very sorry to leave us, and left kind messages for you. The Count wanted much to see you, but we would not allow it.

Kind messages for me, repeated Lewis, in a tone of bitterness, what sort of messages?

Well, really, I cannot exactly remember, returned Mrs Stoutley, with a slight smile, the kind of messages that amiable people might be expected to leave in the circumstances, you know  regret that they should have to leave us in such a sad condition, and sincere hope that you might soon recover, etcetera. Yes, by the way, Nita also, just at parting, expressed a hope  an earnest hope  that we might meet again. Poor dear thing, she is an extremely affectionate girl, and quite broke down when saying good-bye.

Dyou know where they have gone to, mother?

No. They mean to move about from place to place, I believe.

Nita said nothing about writing to you, did she?

Did they leave any address  a poste restante  anywhere, or any clew whatever as to their whereabouts?

None whatever.

So then, during the weary days of suffering that he knew full well lay before him, poor Lewis had no consolatory thought in regard to Nita save in her expressed earnest hope that they might meet again. It was not much, but it was better than nothing. Being an ingenious as well as daring architect, Lewis built amazing structures on that slight foundation  structures which charmed his mental eyes to look upon, and which, we verily believe, tended to facilitate his recovery  so potent is the power of true love!

Captain Wopper, said Mrs Stoutley one morning, towards the end of their stay in Switzerland, Lewis having been pronounced sufficiently restored to travel homeward by easy stages, I have sent for you to ask you to do me a favour  to give me your advice  your

Here, to the Captains amazement, not to say consternation, Mrs Stoutleys voice trembled, and she burst into tears. If she had suddenly caught him by the nose, pulled his rugged face down and kissed it, he could not have been more taken aback.

My dear madam, he stammered, sitting down inadvertently on Mrs Stoutleys bonnet  for it was to the good ladys private dressing-room that he had been summoned by Gillie White hold on! dont now, please! What ever have I done to

Youve done nothing, my dear Captain, said Mrs Stoutley, endeavouring to check her tears. There, Im very foolish, but I cant help it. Indeed I cant.

In proof of the truth of this assertion she broke down again, and the Captain, moving uneasily on his chair, ground the bonnet almost to powder  it was a straw one.

You have been a kind friend, Captain Wopper, said Mrs Stoutley, drying her eyes, a very kind friend.

Im glad you think so, maam; Ive meant to be  anyhow.

You have, you have, cried Mrs Stoutley, earnestly, as she looked through her tears into the seamans rugged countenance, and that is my reason for venturing to ask you now to trouble yourself with  with

There was an alarming symptom here of a recurrence of squally weather, which caused the Captain to give the bonnet an extra turn, but she recovered herself and went on  

With my affairs. I would not have thought of troubling you, but with poor Lewie so ill, and Dr Lawrence being so young, and probably inexperienced in the ways of life, and Emma so innocent and helpless, and  in short Im  hee!  that is to say  ho dear! I am so silly, but I cant  indeed I cant  hoooo!

It blew a regular gale now, and a very rain of straw débris fell through the cane-bottomed chair on which the Captain sat, as he vainly essayed to sooth his friend by earnest, pathetic, and even tender adjurations to clap a stopper upon that, to hold hard, to belay, to shut down the dead-lights of her peepers, and such-like expressive phrases.

At length, amid many sobs, the poor lady revealed the overwhelming fact that she was a beggar; that she had actually come down to her last franc; that her man of business had flatly declined to advance her another sovereign, informing her that the Gorong mine had declared no dividend; that the wreck of her shattered fortune had been swallowed up by the expenses of their ill-advised trip to Switzerland, and that she had not even funds enough to pay their travelling expenses home; in short that she was a miserable boulder, at the lowest level of the terminal moraine!

To all this Captain Wopper listened in perfect silence, with a blank expression on his face that revealed nothing of the state of feeling within.

Oh! Captain Wopper, exclaimed the poor lady anxiously, surely  surely you wont forsake me! I know that I have no claim on you beyond friendship, but you have always given us to understand that you were well off, and I merely wish to borrow a small sum. Just enough, and no more. Perhaps I may not be able to repay you just immediately, but I hope soon; and even if it came to the worst, there is the furniture in Euston Square, and the carriage and horses.

Poor Mrs Stoutley! She was not aware that her man of business had already had these resources appraised, and that they no more belonged to her at that moment than if they had been part of the personal estate of the celebrated man in the moon.

Still the Captain gazed at her in stolid silence.

Even my personal wardrobe, proceeded Mrs Stoutley, beginning again to weep, I will gladly dis

Avast! Madam, cried the Captain, suddenly, thrusting his right hand into his breeches-pocket, and endeavouring to drag something therefrom with a series of wrenches that would have been terribly trying to the bonnet, had its ruin not been already complete, dont talk to me of repayment. Aint I your  your  husbands brothers buzzum friend  Willums old chum an messmate? See here.

He jerked the chair (without rising) close to a table which stood at his elbow, and placed thereon a large canvas bag, much soiled, and tied round the neck with a piece of rope-yarn, which smelt of tar even at a distance. This was the Captains purse. He carried it always in his right trouser-pocket, and it contained his gold. As for such trifling metal as silver, he carried that loose, mixed with coppers, bits of tobacco, broken pipes, and a clasp-knife, in the other pocket. He was very fond of his purse. In California he had been wont to carry nuggets in it, that simple species of exchange being the chief currency of the country at the time he was there. Some of the Californian débris had stuck to it when he had filled it, at a place of exchange in London, with Napoleons. Emptying its glittering contents upon the table, he spread it out.

There, madam, he said, with a hearty smile, youre welcome to all Ive got about me just at this moment, and you shall have more when thats done. Dont say not so much, cause it aint much, fifty pound, more or less, barrin the nuggets, which Ill keep, as I dessay they would only worry you, and theres plenty more shot in the locker where that come from; an dont talk about payin back or thankin me. Youve no occasion to thank me. Its only a loan, an Ill hold Willum, your brother-in-law, responsible. You wouldnt decline to take it from Willum, would you?

Indeed no; William Stout has always been so kind to us  kinder than I have deserved.

Well, then, Ill write to Willum. Ill say to him, Willum, my boy, heres your brothers widdy bin caught in a squall, had her sails blown to ribbons, bin throwd on her beam-ends, and every stick torn out of her. Youve got more cash, Willum, than you knows what to do with, so, hand over, send me a power of attorney (is that the thing?) or an affydavy  whatever lawyers dockiments is required  an Ill stand by and do the needful. An Willum ll write back, with that power an brevity for which he is celebrated, Wopper, my lad, all right; fire away. Anything short o ten thousand, more or less. Do yer wust. Yours to command,

Willum.

There was no resisting such arguments. Mrs Stoutley smiled through her tears as she accepted the money. Captain Wopper rose, crammed the empty canvas bag into his pocket, and hastily retired, with portions of the bonnet attached to him.

Susan, said Mrs Stoutley, on the maid answering her summons, we shall start for London tomorrow, or the day after, so, pray, set about packing up without delay.

Very well, maam, replied Susan, whose eyes were riveted with an expression of surprised curiosity on the cane-bottomed chair.

It is my bonnet Susan, said the lady, looking in the same direction with a sad smile. Captain Wopper sat down on it by mistake. You had better remove it.

To remove it was a feat which even Susan, with all her ready wit and neatness of hand, could not have accomplished without the aid of brush and shovel. She, therefore, carried it off chair and all, to the regions below, where she and Gillie went into convulsions over it.

Oh! Susan, exclaimed the blue spider, wot would I not have given to have seed him a-doin of it! Only think! The ribbons, flowers, and straw in one uniwarsal mush! Wot a grindin there must ave bin! I heerd the Purfesser the other day talkin of wot he calls glacier-haction  how they flutes the rocks an grinds in a most musical way over the boulders with crushin wiolence; but wots glacier haction to that?

Susan admitted that it was nothing; and they both returned at intervals in the packing, during the remainder of that day, to have another look at the bonnet-débris, and enjoy a fresh explosion over it.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Mysterious Proceedings of the Captain and Gillie.

We are back again in London  in Mrs Robys little cabin at the top of the old tenement in Grubbs Court.

Captain Wopper is there, of course. So is Mrs Roby. Gillie White is there also, and Susan Quick. The Captain is at home. The two latter are on a visit  a social tea-party. Little Netta White, having deposited Baby White in the mud at the lowest corner of the Court for greater security, is waiting upon them  a temporary handmaiden, relieving, by means of variety, the cares of permanent nursehood. Mrs White is up to the elbows in soap-suds, taking at least ocular and vocal charge of the babe in the mud, and her husband is drunk, as usual? No  there is a change there. Good of some kind has been somewhere at work. Either knowingly or unwittingly some one has been overcoming evil with good, for Mrs Whites husband is down at the docks toiling hard to earn a few pence wherewith to increase the family funds. And who can tell what a terrible yet hopeful war is going on within that care-worn, sin-worn man? To toil hard with shattered health is burden enough. What must it be when, along with the outward toil, there is a constant fight with a raging watchful devil within? But the man has given that devil some desperate falls of late. Oh, how often and how long he has fought with him, and been overcome, cast down, and his armoury of resolutions scattered to the winds! But he has been to see some one, or some one has been to see him, who has advised him to try another kind of armour  not his own. He knows the power of a new affection now. Despair was his portion not long ago. He is now animated by Hope, for the long uncared-for name of Jesus is now growing sweet to his ear. But the change has taken place recently, and he looks very weary as he toils and fights.

Well, mother, said Captain Wopper, now that Ive given you a full, true, an partikler account of Switzerland, what dee think of it?

It is a strange place  very, but I dont approve of people risking their lives and breaking their limbs for the mere pleasure of getting to the top of a mountain of ice.

But we cant do anything in life without riskin our lives an breakin our limbs more or less, said the Captain.

An think o the interests of science, said Gillie, quoting the Professor.

Mrs Roby shook her tall cap and remained unconvinced. To have expected the old nurse to take an enlightened view on that point would have been as unreasonable as to have looked for just views in Gillie White on the subject of conic sections.

Why, mother, a man may break a leg or an arm in going down stairs, said the Captain, pursuing the subject; by the way, that reminds me to ask for Fred Leven. Didnt I hear that he broke his arm coming up his own stair? Is it true?

True enough, replied Mrs Roby.

Was he the worse of liquor at the time?

No. It was dark, and he was carrying a heavy box of something or other for his mother. Fred is a reformed man. I think the sight of your poor father, Gillie, has had something to do with it, and that night when his mother nearly died. At all events he never touches drink now, and he has got a good situation in one of the warehouses at the docks.

Thats well, returned the Captain, with satisfaction. I had hopes of that young feller from the night you mention. Now, mother, Im off. Gillie and I have some business to transact up the water. Very particular business  eh, lad?

Oh! wery partickler, said Gillie, responding to his patrons glance with a powerful wink.

Expressing a hope that Susan would keep Mrs Roby company till he returned, the Captain left the room with his usual heavy roll, and the spider followed with imitative swagger.

Captain Wopper was fond of mystery. Although he had, to some extent made a confidant of the boy for whom he had taken so strong a fancy, he nevertheless usually maintained a dignified distance of demeanour towards him, and a certain amount of reticence, which, as a stern disciplinarian, he deemed to be essential. This, however, did not prevent him from indulging in occasional, not to say frequent, unbendings of disposition, which he condescended to exhibit by way of encouragement to his small protégé; but these unbendings and confidences were always more or less shrouded in mystery. Many of them, indeed, consisted of nothing more intelligible than nods, grins, and winks.

Thatll be rather a nice cottage when its launched, said the Captain, pointing to a building in process of erection, which stood so close to the edge of the Thames that its being launched seemed as much a literal allusion as a metaphor.

Raither bobbish, assented the spider.

Clean run fore and aft with bluff bows, like a good sea-boat, said the Captain. Come, lets have a look at it.

Asking permission to enter of a workman who granted the same with, what appeared to Gillie, an unnecessarily broad grin, the Captain led the way up a spiral staircase. It bore such a strong resemblance to the familiar one of Grubbs Court that Gillies eyes enlarged with surprise, and he looked involuntarily back for his soapy mother and the babe in the mud. There were, however, strong points of dissimilarity, inasmuch as there was no mud or filth of any kind near the new building except lime; and the stair, instead of leading like that of the Tower of Babel an interminable distance upwards, ended abruptly at the second floor. Here, however, there was a passage exactly similar to the passage leading to Mrs Robys cabin, save that it was well lighted, and at the end thereof was an almost exact counterpart of the cabin itself. There was the same low roof, the same little fireplace, with the space above for ornaments, and the same couple of little windows looking out upon a stretch of the noble river, from which you might have fished. There was the same colour of paint on the walls, which had been so managed as to represent the dinginess of antiquity. There was also, to all appearance, Mrs Robys own identical bed, with its chintz curtains. Here, however, resemblance ended, for there was none of the Grubbs Court dirt. The craft on the river were not so large or numerous, the reach being above the bridges. If you had fished you not have hooked rats or dead cats, and if you had put your head out and looked round, you would have encountered altogether a clean, airy, and respectable neighbourhood, populous enough to be quite cheery, with occasional gardens instead of mud-banks, and without interminable rows of tall chimney-pots excluding the light of heaven.

Gillie, not yet having been quite cured of his objectionable qualities, at once apostrophised his eye and Elizabeth Martin.

As like as two peas, barrin the dirt!

The Captain evidently enjoyed the lads astonishment.

A ship-shape sort o craft, aint it? It wouldnt be a bad joke to buy it  eh?

Gillie, who was rather perplexed, but too much a man of the world to disclose much of his state of mind, said that it wouldnt be a bad move for any feller who had got the blunt. How much would it cost now?

A thousand pounds, more or less, said the Captain, with discreet allowance for latitude.

Ha! a goodish lump, no doubt.

Ive half a mind to buy it, continued the Captain, looking round with a satisfied smile. It would be an amoosin sort o thing, now, to bring old Mrs Roby here. The air would be fresher for her old lungs, wouldnt it?

Gillie nodded, but was otherwise reticent.

The stair, too, wouldnt be too high to get her down now and again, and a boat could be handy to shove her into without much exertion. For the matter of that, said the Captain, looking out, we might have a slide made, like a Swiss couloir, you know, and she could glissade comfortably into the boat out o the winder. Then, theres a beam to hang her ship an Chinee lanterns from, an a place over the fireplace to stick her knick-knacks. What dee think, my lad?

Gillie, who had begun to allow a ray of light to enter his mind, gave, as his answer, an emphatic nod and a broad grin.

The Captain replied with a nod and a wink, whereupon the other retired behind his patron, for the purpose of giving himself a quiet hug of delight, in which act, however, he was caught; the Captain being one who always, according to his own showing, kept his weather-eye open.

Wy, whats the matter with you, boy?

Pains in the stummick is aggrawatin sometimes, answered Gillie.

You havent got em, have you?

Well, I cant exactly go for to say as I has, answered Gillie, with another grin.

Now, look ee here, youngster, said the Captain, suddenly seizing the spider by his collar and trousers, and swinging him as though about to hurl him through the window into the river, if you go an let your tongue wag in regard to this matter, out you go, right through the port-hole  dee see?

He set the spider quietly on his legs again, who replied, with unruffled coolness  

Mums the word, Cappen.

Gillie had been shorn of his blue tights and brass buttons, poor Mrs Stoutley having found it absolutely necessary, on her return home, to dismiss all her servants, dispose of all her belongings, and retire into the privacy of a poor lodging in a back street. Thus the spider had come to be suddenly thrown on the world again, but Captain Wopper had retained him, he said, as a mixture of errand-boy, cabin-boy, and powder-monkey, in which capacity he dwelt with his mother during the night and revolved like a satellite round the Captain during the day. A suit of much more appropriate pepper-and-salt had replaced the blue tights and buttons. Altogether, his tout-ensemble was what the Captain styled more ship-shape.

We have said that Mrs Stoutley and her family had made a descent in life. As poor Lewis remarked, with a sad smile, they had quitted the gay and glittering heights, and gone, like a magnificent avalanche, down into the moraine. Social, not less than physical, avalanches multiply their parts and widen their course during descent. The Stoutleys did not fall alone. A green-grocer, a shoemaker, and a baker, who had long been trembling, like human boulders, on the precipice of bankruptcy, went tumbling down along with them, and found rest in a lower part of the moraine than they had previously occupied.

Its a sad business, said Lewis to Dr Lawrence one morning; and if you continue to attend me, you must do so without the most distant prospect of a fee.

My dear fellow, returned Lawrence, have you no such thing as gratitude in your composition?

Not much, and, if I had ever so much, it would be poor pay.

Poor, indeed, if regarded as ones only source of livelihood, rejoined Lawrence, but it is ample remuneration from a friend, whether rich or poor, and, happily, capable of being mixed with pounds, shillings and pence without deterioration. In the present case, I shall be more than rejoiced to take the fee unmixed, but, whether feed or not feed, I insist on continuing attendance on a case which I have a right to consider peculiarly my own.

It would have been a bad case, indeed, but for you, returned Lewis, a flush for a moment suffusing his pale cheek as he took his friends hand and squeezed it. I am thoroughly convinced, Lawrence, that Gods blessing on your skill and unwearied care of me at the time of the accident is the cause of my being alive to thank you to-day. But sit down, my dear fellow, and pray postpone your professional inquiries for a little, as I have something on my mind which I wish to ask you about.

Lawrence shook his head. Business first, pleasure afterwards, he said; professional duties must not be postponed.

Now, said Lewis when he had finished, are you satisfied? Do you admit that even an unprofessional man might have seen at a glance that I am much better, and that your present draft on my gratitude is a mere swindle?

I admit nothing, retorted the other; but now, what have you got to say to me?

I am going to make a confidant of you. Are you to be trusted?

Perhaps; I dare not say yes unconditionally, because Im rather sociable and communicative, and apt to talk in my sleep.

That will do. Your answer is sufficiently modest. I will venture. You know Captain Wopper, I mean, you are well acquainted with his character; well, that kind and eccentric man has made a proposal to my dear mother, which we do not like to accept, and which at the same time we do not quite see our way to refuse. My mother, when in great distress in Switzerland, was forced to borrow a small sum of money from him, and thought it right to justify her doing so by letting him know  what everybody, alas! may know now  that we were ruined. With that ready kindness which is his chief characteristic he at once complied. Since our return home he has, with great delicacy but much determination, insisted that we shall accept from him a regular weekly allowance until we have had time to correspond with our uncle Stout in California. You mustnt starve, he said to my mother  I give you his own words and youd be sure to starve if you was to try to wegitate for six months or so on atmospheric air. Itll take that time before you could get a letter from Willum, an though your son Lewis could an would, work like a nigger to keep your pot bilin if he was well an hearty, its as plain as the nose on your own face, maam, that he cant work while hes as thin as a fathom of pump-water an as weak as a babby. Now, you know-at least I can tell ee  that my old chum Willum is as rich as a East Injin nabob. You wouldnt believe, madam, what fortins some gold-diggers have made. Wy, Ive seed men light their pipes with fi-pun notes for a mere brag out there. Ive made a goodish lump o money myself too,  amost more than I know what to do with, an as to Willum, I may say hes actooally rollin in gold. Hes also chockfull of regard for you and yours, maam. That bein so, hes sure to send you somethin to tide you over yer difficulties, an hes also sure to send somethin to Lewis to help him start fair when he gits well, and hes surest of all to send somethin to Miss Emma for all the kind letters shes writ to him doorin the last five or six years. Well, then, Im Willums buzzum friend, and, knowin exactly what hell say an do in the circumstances, what more natral an proper than that Willums chum should anticipate Willums wishes, and advance the money  some of it at least  say three thousand pounds to start with. Now, Lawrence, continued Lewis, what should we do? Should we accept this offer? The good fellow has evidently made a great deal of money at the gold-fields, and no doubt speaks truly when he says he can afford to advance that sum. And we know our uncle Williams character well enough, though we have never seen him, to be quite sure that he will assist my dear mother until I am able to support her. What say you?

Accept the offer at once, said Lawrence. From what I have seen of the Captain, I am convinced that he is a warm friend and a genuine man. No doubt he can well afford to do what he proposes, and his opinion of William Stouts character is just, for, from what I know of him through Mrs Roby, who knew him when he was a lad, when his life was saved by my father, he must have a kind heart.

I have no doubt of it, Lawrence, and a grateful heart too, if I may judge from a few words that fell from Captain Wopper about your father and yourself.

Indeed! what did he say about us?

I have no right to repeat observations dropped inadvertently, said Lewis, with a laugh.

Nor to raise curiosity which you dont mean to satisfy, retorted his friend; however, my advice is, that you accept the Captains offer, and trust to your uncles generosity.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Captain surprises his Friends in various Ways, and is himself Baffled.

Time and Tide passed on  as they are proverbially said to do  without waiting for any one. Some people in the great city, aware of this cavalier style of proceeding on the part of Time and Tide, took advantage of both, and scaled the pinnacled heights of society. Others, neglecting their opportunities, or misusing them, produced a series of avalanches more or less noteworthy, and added a few more boulders to the vast accumulations in the great social moraine.

Several of the actors in this tale were among those who, having learnt a few sharp lessons in the avalanche school, began to note and avail themselves of Time and Tide  notably, Mrs Stoutley and her son and niece. A decided change had come over the spirit of Mrs Stoutleys dream of life. She had at last visited the great London moraine, especially that part of it called Grubbs Court, and had already dug up a few nuggets and diamonds, one of which latter she brought to her humble home in the back street, with the design of polishing it into a good servant-maid. Its name was Netta White. Mrs Stoutley had formerly been a spendthrift; now she was become covetous. She coveted the male diamond belonging to the same part of the moraine  once named the Spider, alias the Imp  but Captain Wopper had dug up that one for himself and would not part with it. Gradually the good lady conceived and carried out the idea of digging out and rescuing a number of diamonds, considerably lower in the scale than the Netta type, training them for service, and taking pains to get them into good situations. It was hard work no doubt, but Mrs Stoutley persevered, and was well repaid  for the Master of such labourers esteems them worthy of their hire. Emma assisted in the work most heartily. It was by no means new to her. She might have directed if she had chosen, but she preferred to follow.

Lewis recovered rapidly  so rapidly that he was soon able to resume his medical studies and prosecute them with vigour. No bad effects of the accident remained, yet he was an altered man  not altered in appearance or in character, but in spirit. He was still off-hand in manner, handsome in face and figure, hearty in society, but earnest and grave  very grave  in private. He pored over his books, and strove, successfully too, to master the difficulties of the healing art; but do what he would, and fight against it as he might, he was constantly distracted by a pretty face with bright sparkling eyes and a strangely sad expression coming between him and the page. He made continual inquiries after the owner of the sparkling eyes in every direction without success, and at last got into the habit when walking, of looking earnestly at people as if he expected to meet with some one. If I had got into this state, he sometimes said to himself, because of being merely in love with a pretty face, I should consider myself a silly nincompoop; but it is such a terrible thing for so sweet and young a creature to be chained to a man who must in the nature of things, land her in beggary and break her heart. Thus he deceived himself as to his main motive. Poor Lewis!

One morning Captain Wopper got up a little earlier than usual, and began a series of performances which Mrs Roby had long ago styled rampadgin round his garret.

The reader may have discovered by this time that the Captain was no ordinary man. Whatever he did in connection with himself was done with almost superhuman energy and noise. Since the commencement of his residence in the garret he had unwittingly subjected the nerves of poor Mrs Roby to such a variety of shocks, that the mere fact of her reason remaining on its throne was an unquestionable proof of a more than usually powerful constitution. It could not well be otherwise. The Captains limbs resembled the limbs of oaks in regard to size and toughness. His spirits were far above proof. His organs were cathedral organs compared with the mere barrel-organs of ordinary men. On the other hand, the cabin in Grubbs Court was but a flimsy tenement; its plank floorings were thin, and its beams and rafters slim and somewhat loose owing to age, so that when the captain snored, which he did regularly and continuously, it was as if a mastiff had got inside a double-bass and were growling hideously.

But Mrs Roby had now got pretty well accustomed to her lodgers ways. Her nerves had become strung to the ordeal, and she even came to like the galvanic battery in which she dwelt, because of its being worked by the intimate friend of her dear William; such is the power of love  we might almost say, in this case, of reflected love! The good old lady had even become so acute in her perceptions, that, without seeing the rampadger, she knew precisely the part of his daily programme with which he happened to be engaged. Of course the snoring told its own tale with brazen-tongued clamour, and the whole tenement trembled all night long from top to bottom. Nothing but the regardless nature of the surrounding population prevented the Captain from being indicted as a nuisance; but there were other sounds that were not so easily recognised.

On the morning in question, Mrs Roby, lying placidly in her neat white little bed, and gazing with a sweet contented face through one of her cabin windows at the bright blue sky, heard a sound as though a compound animal  hog and whale  had aroused itself and rolled over on its other side. A low whistling followed. Mrs Roby knew that the Captain was pleasantly engaged with his thoughts  planning out the proceedings of the day. Suddenly the whistling ceased and was followed by a sonorous how-ho! terminating in a gasp worthy of an express locomotive. The Captain had stretched himself and Mrs Roby smiled at her own thoughts, as well she might for they embraced the idea that a twentieth part of the force employed in that stretch would have rent in twain every tendon, muscle, sinew, and filament in her, Mrs Robys, body. Next, there descended on the floor overhead a sixteen-stone cannon ball, which caused  not the neighbours, but the boards and rafters to complain. The Captain was up! and succeeding sounds proved that he had had another stretch, for there was a bump in the middle of it which showed that, forgetting his stature, the careless man had hit the ceiling with his head. That was evidently a matter of no consequence.

From this point the boards and rafters continued to make unceasing complaint, now creaking uneasily as if under great provocation, anon groaning or yelling as though under insufferable torment. From the ceiling of Mrs Robys room numerous small bits of plaster, unable to stand it longer, fell and powdered Mrs Robys floor. The curtains of her little bed saved her face. There was a slushing and swishing and gasping and blowing now, which might have done credit to a school of porpoises. The Captain was washing. Something between the flapping of a main top-sail in a shifting squall and the currying of a hippopotamus indicated that the Captain was drying himself. The process was interrupted by an unusual, though not quite unknown, crash and a howl; he had overturned the wash-hand basin, and a double thump, followed by heavy dabs, told that the Captain was on his knees swabbing it up.

Next instant the Captains head, with beard and hair in a tremendously rubbed-up condition, appeared upside down at the hatchway.

Hallo! old girl, has she sprung a leak anywhere?

Nowhere, replied Mrs Roby, with a quiet smile. She felt the question to be unnecessary. She, that is, the roof above her, never did leak in such circumstances. If the Thames had suddenly flooded the garret, the Captains energy was sufficient to have swabbed it up in time to prevent a drop reaching the lower deck.

Soon after this catastrophe there was a prolonged silence. The Captain was reading. Mrs Roby shut her eyes and joined him in spirit. Thereafter the Captains feet appeared at the trap where his head had been, and he descended with a final and tremendous crash to the floor.

See here, mother, he cried, with a look of delight, holding up a very soiled and crumpled letter, thats from Willum.

From William, exclaimed the old woman, eagerly; why, when did you get it? the postman cant have been here this morning.

Of course he hasnt; I got it last night from the limb-o-the-law that looks after my little matters. I came in late, and you were asleep, so I kep it to whet yer appetite for breakfast. Now listen, you must take it first; Ill get you breakfast afterwards.

The Captain had by this time got into the way of giving the old woman her breakfast in bed every morning.

Go on, said the old woman, nodding.

The Captain spread out the letter on his knee with great care, and read aloud:  

My Dear Wopper, Got yer letter all right.

My blissin to the poor widdy. Help her? ov coorse Ill help her. You did right in advancin the money, though you fell short, by a long way, when you advanced so little. Howsever, no matter. I gave you my last will an testimony wen we parted. Heres a noo un. Inside o this, if I dont forget it before Ive done, youll find a cheque for thirteen thousand pounds sterling. Give three to the widdy, with my respects; give four to dear Emma Gray, with my best love and blissin; give two to Mister Lewis, with my compliments; an give four to young Lawrence, with my benediction, for his fathers sake. As for the old ooman Roby, you dont need to give nothin to her. She and I understand each other. Ill look after her myself. Ill make her my residooary legatee, an wotever else is needful; but, in the meantime, you may as well see that shes got all that she wants. Build her a noo house too. Im told that Grubbs Court aint exactly aristocratic or clean; see to that. Wotever you advance out o yer own pocket, Ill pay back with interest. Thats to begin with, tell em. Theres more comin. There  Im used up wi writin such a long screed. Id raither dig a twenty-futt hole in clay sile any day.  Yours to command, Willum.

P.S.  You aint comin back soon  are you?

Now, mother, what dee think o that? said the Captain, folding the letter and putting it in his pocket.

Its a good, kind letter  just like William, answered the old woman.

Well, so Im inclined to think, rejoined the Captain, busying himself about breakfast while he spoke; it provides for everybody in a sort o way, and encourages em to go on hopeful like  dont it strike you so? Then, you see, thats four to Miss Emma, and four to Dr Lawrence, which would be eight, equal to four hundred a year; and that, with the practice hes gettin into, would make it six, or thereabouts  not bad to begin with, eh?

The Captain followed his remark with a sigh.

Whats the matter? asked Mrs Roby.

Why, you remember, mother, before goin abroad I set my heart on these two gettin spliced; but I fear its no go. Sometimes I think they looks fond o one another, at other times I dont. Its a puzzler. Theyre both young an good-lookin an good. What more would they have?

Perhaps they want money, suggested the old woman. You say Dr Lawrences income just now is about two hundred; well, gentlefolks find it summat difficult to keep house on that, though its plenty for the likes of you an me.

Thats true. Praps the Doctor is sheerin off for fear o draggin a young creeter into poverty. It never struck me in that light before.

Beaming under the influence of this hopeful view of the case, the Captain proceeded to make another move in the complicated game which he had resolved to play out and win; but this move, which he had considered one of the easiest of all, proved to be the most unfortunate, or rather unmanageable.

Now, mother, said he, I mean to make a proposal to ee, before going out for the day, so that you may have time to think over it. This cabin o yours aint just the thing, you know,  raither dirty, and too high in the clouds by a long way, so Ive bin an seen a noo house on the river, not unlike this one, an I wants you to shift your berth. What say ee  eh?

To the Captains surprise and dismay, the old woman shook her head decidedly, and no argument which he could bring to bear had the least effect on her. She had, in fact, got used to her humble old home, and attached to it, and could not bear the thought of leaving it. Having exhausted his powers of suasion in vain, he left her to think over it, and sallied forth crestfallen. However, he consoled himself with the hope that time and consideration would bring her to a right state of mind. Meanwhile he would go to the parties interested, and communicate the contents of Willums letter.

He went first to Doctor Lawrence, who was delighted as well as pleased at what it contained. The Captain at first read only the clauses which affected his friends the Stoutleys, and said nothing about that which referred to the Doctor himself.

So you see, Doctor, Im off to let the Stoutleys know about this little matter, and just looked in on you in passing.

It was very kind of you, Captain.

Not at all, by no means, returned the Captain, pulling out a large clasp-knife, with which he proceeded carefully to pare his left thumb nail. By the way, Doctor, he said carelessly, were you ever in love?

Lawrence flushed, and cast a quick glance at his interrogator, who, however, was deeply engaged with the thumb nail.

Well, I suppose men at my time of life, he replied, with a laugh, have had some

Of course  of course, interrupted the other, but I mean that I wonder a strapping young fellow like you, with such a good practice, dont get married.

The Doctor, who had recovered himself, laughed, and said that his good practice was chiefly among the poor, and that even if he wished to marry  or rather, if any one would have him  he would never attempt to win a girl while he had nothing better than two hundred a year and prospects to offer her.

Then I suppose you would marry if you had something better to offer, said the Captain, finishing off the nail and shutting the clasp-knife with a snap.

Again the Doctor laughed, wondered why the Captain had touched on such a theme, and said that he couldnt exactly say what he might or might not do if circumstances were altered.

The Captain was baffled. However, he said that circumstances were altered, and, after reading over the latter part of Willums letter, left Lawrence to digest it at his leisure.

We need not follow him on his mission. Suffice it to say that he carried no small amount of relief to the minds of Mrs Stoutley and her household; and, thereafter, met Gillie by appointment at Charing Cross, whence he went to Kensington to see a villa, with a view to purchasing it.

At night he again essayed to move Mrs Robys resolution, and many a time afterwards attacked her, but always with the same result. Although, as he said, he fought like a true-blue British seaman, and gave her broadside after broadside as fast as he could load and fire, he made no impression on her whatever. She had nailed her colours to the mast and would never give in.




Chapter Twenty Four.

In which Tremendous Forces come to the Captains Aid.

It is probable that most people can recall occasions when circumstances have done for them that which they have utterly failed to effect for themselves.

Some time after the failure of Captain Woppers little plots and plans in regard to Mrs Roby, circumstances favoured him  the wind shifted round, so to speak, and blew right astern. To continue our metaphor, it blew a tremendous gale, and the Captains ends were gained at last only by the sinking of the ship!

This is how it happened. One afternoon the Captain was walking rather disconsolately down the Strand in company with his satellite  we might almost say, his confidant. The street was very crowded, insomuch that at one or two crossings they were obliged to stand a few minutes before venturing over,  not that the difficulty was great, many active men being seen to dodge among the carts, drays, vans, and busses with marvellous ease and safety, but the Captain was cautious. He was wont to say that he warnt used to sail in such crowded waters  there warnt enough o sea room for him  hed rather lay-to, or stand  off-an-on for half a day than risk being run down by them shore-goin crafts.

Everything in life seems to go wrong at times, muttered the Captain, as he and the satellite lay-to at one of these crossings.

Yes, its coorious, aint it, sir, said Gillie, an at other times everything seems to go right  dont it, sir?

True, my lad, thats a better view to take of it, returned the Captain, cheerfully, come, well heave ahead.

As they were heaving along in silence, the rattle and noise around them being unsuited to conversation, they suddenly became aware that the ordinary din of the Strand swelled into a furious roar. Gillie was half way up a lamp-post in an instant! from which elevated position he looked down on the Captain, and said  

A ingine!

What sort of a ingine, my lad?

A fire! hooray! shouted Gillie, with glittering eyes and flushed countenance, look out, Cappen, keep close longside o me, under the lee o the lamp-post. Its not a bad buffer, though never quite a sure one, bein carried clean away sometimes by the wheels wen theres a bad driver.

As he spoke, the most intense excitement was manifested in the crowded thoroughfare. Whips were flourished, cabmen shouted, horses reared, vehicles of all kinds scattered right and left even although there had seemed almost a block two seconds before. Timid foot passengers rushed into shops, bold ones mounted steps and kerb-stones, or stood on tip-toe, and the Captain, towering over the crowd, saw the gleam of brass helmets as the charioteer clove his way through the swaying mass.

There is something powerfully exciting to most minds in the sight of men rushing into violent action, especially when the action may possibly involve life and death. The natural excitement aroused in the Captains breast was increased by the deep bass nautical roar that met his ear. Every man in the London fire-brigade is, or used to be, a picked man-of-wars-man, and the shouting necessary in such a thoroughfare to make people get out of the way was not only tremendous but unceasing. It was as though a dozen mad bosns, capped with brazen war-helmets, had been let loose on London society, through which they tore at full gallop behind three powerful horses on a hissing and smoking monster of brass and iron. A bomb shell from a twenty-five-ton gun could scarce have cut a lane more effectually. The Captain took off his hat and cheered in sympathy. The satellite almost dropped from the lamp-post with excess of feeling. The crash and roar increased, culminated, rushed past and gone in a moment.

Gillie dropped to the ground as if he had been shot, seized the Captains hand, and attempted to drag him along. He might as well have tried to drag Vesuvius from its base, but the Captain was willing. A hansom-cab chanced to be in front of them as they dashed into the road, the driver smoking and cool as a cucumber, being used to such incidents. He held up a finger.

Quick, in with you, Cappen!

Gillie got behind his patron, and in attempting to expedite his movements with a push, almost sent him out at the other side.

After the ingine  slap! yelled Gillie to the face which looked down through the conversation-hole in the roof, double extra fare if you look sharp.

The cabman was evidently a sympathetic soul. He followed in the wake of the fire-engine as well as he could; but it was a difficult process, for, while the world at large made way for it, nobody cared a straw for him!

Aint it fun? said Gillie, as he settled his panting little body on the cushion beside his friend and master.

Not bad, responded the Captain, who half laughed at the thought of being so led away by excitement and a small boy.

Id give up all my bright prospects of advancement in life, continued Gillie, to be a fireman. Theres no fun goin equal to a fire.

Praps it dont seem quite so funny to them as is bein burnt out, suggested the Captain.

Of course it dont, but that cant be helped, you know  can it, sir? What cant be cured must be endoored, as the proverb says. Get along, old fellow, dont spare his ribs  double fare, you know; well lose em if you dont.

The latter part of the remark was shouted through the hole to the cabman, who however, pulled up instead of complying.

Its of no use, sir, he said, looking down at the Captain, Ive lost sight of em.

Gillie was on the pavement in a moment.

Never mind, Cappen, give him five bob, an decline the change; come along. I see em go past the Bridge, so ten to one its down about the docks somewheres  the wust place in London for a fire wich, of course, means the best.

The idea of its being so afforded such unalloyed pleasure to Gillie, that he found it hard to restrain himself and accommodate his pace to that of his friend.

It soon became very evident that the fire was in truth somewhere about the docks, for not only was a dense cloud of smoke seen rising in that direction, but fire-engines began to dash from side streets everywhere, and to rush towards the smoke as if they were sentient things impatient for the fray.

The cause of such unusual vigour and accumulation of power was, that a fire anywhere about the docks is deemed pre-eminently dangerous, owing to the great and crowded warehouses being stuffed from cellars to roof-trees with combustibles. The docks, in regard to fire, form the citadel of London. If the enemy gets a footing there, he must be expelled at all hazards and at any cost.

As the Captain and his protégé hurried along, they were naturally led in the direction of their home. A vague undefined fear at the same instant took possession of both, for they glanced gravely at each other without speaking, and, as if by mutual consent, began to run. Gillie had no need now to complain of his companions pace. He had enough to do to keep up with it. There were many runners besides themselves now, for the fire was obviously near at hand, and the entire population of the streets seemed to be pressing towards it. A few steps more brought them in sight of the head of Grubbs Court. Here several fire-engines were standing in full play surrounded by a swaying mass of human beings. Still there was no sign of the precise locality of the fires for the tall houses hid everything from view save the dense cloud which overshadowed them all.

Even Captain Woppers great strength would have been neutralised in such a crowd if it had not now been seconded by an excitement and anxiety that nothing could resist. He crushed his way through as if he had been one of the steam fire-engines, Gillie holding tight to the stout tails of his monkey jacket. Several powerful roughs came in his way, and sought to check him. The Captain had hitherto merely used his shoulders and his weight. To the roughs he applied a fist  right and left  and two went down. A few seconds brought him to the cordon of policemen. They had seen him approaching, and one placed himself in front of the Captain with the quiet air of a man who is accustomed never to give way to physical force!

I live down Grubbs Court, my man, said the Captain, with an eager respectful air, for he was of a law-abiding spirit.

The constable stepped aside, and nodded gravely. The Captain passed the line, but Gillie was pounced upon as if he had been a mouse and the constable a cat.

He belongs to me, cried the Captain, turning back on hearing Gillies yell of despair.

The boy was released, and both flew down the Court, on the pavement of which the snake-like water-hose lay spirting at its seams.

Its in the cabin, said the Captain, in a low deep voice, as he dashed into the Court, where a crowd of firemen were toiling with cool, quiet, yet tremendous energy. No crowd interrupted them here, save the few frantic inhabitants of the Court, who were screaming advice and doing nothing; but no attention whatever was paid to them. A foreman of the brigade stood looking calmly upwards engaged in low-toned conversation with a brother fireman, as if they were discussing theories of the picturesque and beautiful with special application to chimney-cans, clouds of smoke, and leaping tongues of fire.

Immense engine power had been brought to bear, and one of the gigantic floating-engines of the Thames had got near enough to shower tons of water over the buildings, still it was a matter of uncertainty whether the fire could be confined to the Court where it had originated.

The result of the foremans quiet talk was that the brother-fireman suddenly seized a nozzle from a comrade, and made a dash at the door leading up to the cabin. Flames and smoke drove him back instantly.

It was at this moment that Captain Wopper came on the scene. Without a moments hesitation he rushed towards the same door. The foreman seized his arm.

Its of no use, sir, you cant do it.

The Captain shook him off and sprang in. A few seconds and he rushed out choking, scorched, and with his eyes starting almost out of their sockets.

It is of no use, sir, remonstrated the foreman, besides, the people have all bin got out, Im told.

No, they avent, cried Mrs White, coming up at the moment, frantically wringing the last article of linen on which she had been professionally engaged, Mrs Robys there yet.

All right, sir, said the foreman, with that quiet comforting intonation which is peculiar to men of power, resource, and self-reliance, come to the back. The escape will be up immediately. It couldnt get down the Court, owin to some masonry that was piled there, and had to be sent round.

Quick to understand, the Captain followed the fireman, and reached the back of the house, on the riverside, just as the towering head of the escape emerged from a flanking alley.

This way. The small window on the right at the top  so.

The ladder was barely placed when the Captain sprang upon it and ran up as, many a time before, he had run up the shrouds of his own vessel. A cheer from the crowd below greeted this display of activity, but it was changed into a laugh when the Captain, finding the window shut and bolted, want into the room head first, carrying frame and glass along with him! Divesting himself of the uncomfortable necklace, he looked hastily round. The smoke was pretty thick, but not sufficiently so to prevent his seeing poor Mrs Roby lying on the floor as if she had fallen down suffocated.

Cheer up, old lass, he cried, kneeling and raising her head tenderly.

Is that you, Cappen? said the old woman, in a weak voice.

Come, weve no time to lose. Let me lift you; the place is all alight. I thought you was choked.

Choked! oh dear, no, replied the old woman, but Ive always heard that in a fire you should keep your face close to the ground for air  Ah! gently, Cappen, dear!

While she was speaking, the Captain was getting her tucked under his strong right arm. He could have whisked her on his shoulder in a moment, but was afraid of her poor old bones, and treated her as if she had been a fragile China tea-cup of great value.

Next moment he was out on the escape, and reached the ground amid ringing cheers. He carried her at once to the nearest place of safety, and, committing her to the care of Mrs White, rushed back to the scene of conflagration just as they were about to remove the escape.

Stop! shouted the Captain, springing on it.

Theres nobody else up, is there? cried a fireman, as the Captain ran up.

No, nobody.

Come down then, directly, roared the fireman, the escape is wanted elsewhere. Come down, I say, or well leave you.

Youre welcome to leave me, roared the Captain, as he stepped into the window, only hold your noise, an mind your own business.

With a mingled feeling of amusement and indignation they hurried away with the escape. It had been urgently wanted to reach a commanding position whence to assail the fire. The order to send it was peremptory, so the Captain was left in his uncomfortable situation, with the smoke increasing around him, and the fire roaring underneath.

The actions of our seaman were now curious as well as prompt. Taking a blanket from his old friends bed, he spread it below the chimney-piece, and in a remarkably short time pulled down, without damaging, every object on the wall and threw it into the blanket. He then added to the heap the Chinese lantern, the Turkish scimitar, the New Zealand club, the Eastern shield, the ornamented dagger, the worsted work sampler, the sou-wester, the oiled coat, the telescope, the framed sheet of the flags of all nations, and the small portrait of the sea-captain in his go-to-meetin clothes; also the big Bible and a very small box, which latter contained Mrs Robys limited wardrobe. He tied all up in a tight bundle. A coil of rope hung on a peg on the wall. The bundle was fastened to the end of it and lowered to the ground, amid a fire of remarks from the crowd, which were rather caustic and humorous than complimentary.

Gillie, shouted the Captain, cast off the rope, lad, and look well after the property.

Ay, ay, Cappen, replied the youth, taking up a thick cart-pin, or something of the sort, that lay near, and mounting guard.

There was another laugh, from crowd and firemen, at the nautical brevity and promptitude of Gillie.

At every large fire in London there may be seen a few firemen standing about in what an ignorant spectator might imagine to be easy indifference and idleness, but these men are not idlers. They are resting. The men who first arrive at a fire go into action with the utmost vigour, and toil until their powers are nearly  sometimes quite  exhausted. As time passes fresh men are continually arriving from the more distant stations. These go into action as they come up, thus relieving the others, who stand aloof for a time looking on, or doing easy work, and recruiting their energies. It was these men who watched the Captains proceedings with much amusement while their comrades were doing battle with the foe.

Presently the Captain reappeared at the window and lowered a huge sea-chest. A third time he appeared with the model of a full-rigged ship in his hand. This time he let the end of the rope down, and then getting over the window, slid easily to the ground.

Youre uncommon careful o your property, exclaimed one of the onlookers, with a broad grin.

Taint all my property, lad, replied the Captain, with a good-humoured nod, most of it is a poor old oomans belongings.

So saying, he got a man to carry his sea-chest, himself shouldered the bundle, Gillie was intrusted with the full-rigged model, and thus laden they left the scene followed by another laugh and a hearty cheer.

But our bluff seaman was not content with rescuing Mrs Roby and her property. He afterwards proceeded to lend his effective aid to all who desired his assistance, and did not cease his exertions until evening, by which time the fire was happily subdued.

She must not be moved to-night Captain, said Dr Lawrence, for whom Gillie had been sent; the place where she lies is doubtless far from comfortable, but I have got her to sleep, and it would be a pity to awake her. To-morrow we shall get her into more comfortable quarters.

Could she bear movin to-morrow, a mile or so? asked the Captain.

Certainly, but there is no occasion to go so far. Lodgings are to be had

All right, Doctor; Ive got a lodging ready for her, and will ask you to come an have pot-luck with us before long. Gillie, my lad, you go hail a cab, and then come back to lend a hand wi the cargo.

In a few minutes the pair were whirling towards the west end of London, and were finally landed with their cargo on the banks of the Thames above the bridges, near the new building which Captain Wopper had named, after its prototype, the cabin.

To fit this up after the fashion of the old place was a comparatively short and easy work for two such handy labourers. Before they left that night it was so like its predecessor in all respects, except dirt, that both declared it to be the identical same craft, in shape and rig, even to the little bed and curtains. Next afternoon Mrs Roby was brought to it by Captain Wopper, in a specially easy carriage hired for the purpose.

The poor old woman had received more of a shock than she was willing to admit, and did exactly as she was bid, with many a sigh, however, at the thought of having been burnt out of the old home. She was carried up the stair in a chair by two porters, and permitted the Captain to draw a thick veil over her head to conceal, as he said, her blushes from the men. He also took particular care to draw the curtains of the bed close round her after she had been laid in it and then retired to allow her to be disrobed by Netta, who had been obtained from Mrs Stoutley on loan expressly for the occasion.

Much of this care to prevent her seeing the place that day, however, was unnecessary. The poor old creature was too much wearied by the short journey to look at anything. After partaking of a little tea and toast she fell into a quiet sleep, which was not broken till late on the following morning.

Her first thought on waking was the fire. Her second, the Captain. He was in the room, she knew, because he was whistling in his usual low tone while moving about the fireplace preparing breakfast. She glanced at the curtains; her own curtains certainly,  and the bed too! Much surprised, she quietly put out her thin hand and drew the curtain slightly aside. The Captain in his shirt sleeves, as usual, preparing buttered toast, the fireplace, the old kettle with the defiant spout singing away as defiantly as ever, the various photographs, pot-lids, and other ornaments above the fireplace, the two little windows commanding an extensive prospect of the sky from the spot where she lay, the full-rigged ship, the Chinese lantern hanging from the beam  everything just as it should be!

Well, well, thought Mrs Roby, with a sigh of relief; the fire must have been a dream after all! but what a vivid one!

She coughed. The Captain was at her side instantly.

Slept well, old girl?

Very well, thank you. Ive had such a queer dream, dyou know?

Have you? Take your breakfast, mother, before tellin it. Its all ready  there, fire away.

It was such a vivid one, she resumed, when half through her third cup, all about a fire, and you were in it too.

Here she proceeded to relate her dream with the most circumstantial care. The Captain listened with patient attention till she had finished, and then said  

It was no dream, mother. Its said that the great fire of London was a real blessin to the city. The last fire in London will, I hope, be a blessin to you an me. It was real enough and terrible too, but through Gods mercy you have been saved from it. I managed to save your little odds and ends too. This is the noo cabin, mother, that you wouldnt consent to come to. Something like the old one, aint it?

Mrs Roby spoke never a word, but looked round the room in bewilderment. Taking the Captains hand she kissed it, and gazed at him and the room until she fell asleep. Awaking again in half an hour, she finished her breakfast, asked for the old Bible, and, declaring herself content, fell straightway into her old ways and habits.




Chapter Twenty Five.

An Unexpected Gem Found.

Although Lewis Stoutley found it extremely difficult to pursue his studies with the profusely illustrated edition of medical works at his command, he nevertheless persevered with a degree of calm, steady resolution which might be almost styled heroic. To tear out the illustrations was impossible, for Nitas portrait was stamped on every page, compelling him to read the letterpress through it. Success, however, attended his labours, for he not only carried out the regular course, but he attached himself to the poor district of the moraine which had been appropriated as their own by his mother and Emma, who ministered to the bodies of the sick while they sought to bring their souls to the Good Physician. This professional work he did as a sort of amateur, being only a student under the guidance of his friend Lawrence, whose extending practice included that district. It happened also to be the district in which Mrs Robys new cabin was situated.

These labourers, in what Dr Tough had styled the London gold fields, not only did good to the people, and to themselves in the prosecution of them, but resulted occasionally in their picking up a nugget, or a diamond, which was quite a prize. One such was found by Lewis about this time, which, although sadly dim and soiled when first discovered, proved to be such a precious and sparkling gem that he resolved to wear it himself. He and Emma one day paid a visit to the cabin, where they found old Mrs Roby alone, and had a long chat with her, chiefly about the peculiarities of the Captain and his boy.

By the way, said Mrs Roby to Lewis, when they rose to go, a poor woman was here just before you came, askin if I knew where she could find a doctor, for her father, she said, was very ill. The two have come to live in a room near the foot of this stair, it seems, and they appear to be very poor. I could not give her Dr Lawrences new address, for I dont know it, so I advised her to apply to the nearest chemist. Perhaps, Mr Lewis, youll go yourself and see the poor man?

Willingly, and I shall myself call for Lawrence on my way home and send him, if necessary. Come, Emma. Perhaps this may be a case for the exercise of your philanthropy.

They soon found the place, and knocked at a low door, which was slowly opened by a middle-aged woman, meanly clad and apparently very poor.

Ah, sir, youre too late, hes dead, said the woman, in reply to Lewiss inquiry.

O how sad! broke from Emmas sympathetic spirit, I am so sorry we are too late. Did you find a doctor?

No, maam, I didnt, but the chemist gave me the address of one, so I ran back to tell the poor young thing that Id go fetch one as quick as I could, and I found him just dying in her arms.

In whose arms? are not you the daughter said Emma.

Me, miss! oh dear, no. Im only a neighbour.

Has she any friends? asked Lewis.

None as I knows of. They are strangers here  only just came to the room. There it is, she added, stepping back and pointing to an inner door.

Lewis advanced and knocked, but received no answer. He knocked again. Still no answer. He therefore ventured to lift the latch and enter.

It was a miserable, ill-lighted room, of small size and destitute of all furniture save a truckle bed, a heap of clean straw in a corner, on which lay a black shawl, a deal chair, and a small table. Abject poverty was stamped on the whole place. On the bed lay the dead man, covered with a sheet. Beside it kneeled, or rather lay, the figure of a woman. Her dress was a soiled and rusty black. Her hair, fallen from its fastenings, hung dishevelled on her shoulders. Her arms clasped the dead form.

My poor woman, whispered Emma, as she knelt beside her, and put a hand timidly on her shoulder.

But the woman made no answer.

She has fainted, I think, exclaimed Emma, rising quickly and trying to raise the womans head. Suddenly Lewis uttered a great cry, lifted the woman in his arms, and gazed wildly into her face.

Nita! he cried, passionately clasping her to his heart and covering the poor faded face with kisses; but Nita heard not. It seemed as if the silver chord had already snapped. Becoming suddenly aware of the impropriety as well as selfishness of his behaviour, Lewis hastily bore the inanimate form to the heap of straw, pillowed the small head on the old shawl, and began to chafe the hands while Emma aided him to restore consciousness. They were soon successful. Nita heaved a sigh.

Now, Emma, said Lewis, rising, this is your place just now, I will go and fetch something to revive her.

He stopped for one moment at the bed in passing, and lifted the sheet. There was no mistaking the handsome face of the Count even in death. It was terribly thin, but the lines of sorrow and anxiety were gone at last from the marble brow, and a look of rest pervaded the whole countenance.

On returning, Lewis found that Nita had thrown her arms round Emmas neck and was sobbing violently. She looked up as he entered, and held out her hand. God has sent you, she said, looking at Emma, to save my heart from breaking.

Lewis again knelt beside her and put her hand to his lips, but he had no power to utter a word. Presently, as the poor girls eye fell on the bed, there was a fresh outburst of grief. Oh, how he loved me!  and how nobly he fought!  and how gloriously he conquered!  God be praised for that!

She spoke, or rather sobbed, in broken sentences. To distract her mind, if possible, even for a little, from her bereavement, Emma ventured to ask her how she came there, when her father became so ill, and similar questions. Little by little, in brief sentences, and with many choking words and tears, the sad story came out.

Ever since the night when her father met with Lewis at Saxon, he had firmly resisted the temptation to gamble. God had opened his ear to listen to, and his heart to receive, the Saviour. Arriving in London with the money so generously lent to them by Lewis, they took a small lodging and sought for work. God was faithful to His promises, she said; he had sent a measure of prosperity. Her father taught music, she obtained needlework. All was going well when her father became suddenly ill. Slowly but steadily he sank. The teaching had to be given up, the hours of labour with the needle increased. This, coupled with constant nursing, began to sap her own strength, but she had been enabled to hold out until her father became so ill that she dared not leave him even for a few minutes to visit the shops where she had obtained sewing-work. Then, all source of livelihood being dried up, she had been compelled to sell one by one the few articles of clothing and furniture which they had begun to accumulate about them.

Thus, she said, in conclusion, we were nearly reduced to a state of destitution, but, before absolute want had been felt by us, God mercifully took my darling father home  and  and  I shall soon join him.

Say not so, darling, said Emma, twining her arms round the poor stricken girl. It may be that He has much work for you to do for Jesus here before He takes you home. Meanwhile, He has sent us to claim you as our very dear friend  as our sister. You must come and stay with mamma and me. We, too, have tasted something of that cup of adversity, which you have drained to the very dregs, my poor Nita, but we are comparatively well off now. Mamma will be so glad to have you. Say you will come. Wont you, dearest?

Nita replied by lifting her eyes with a bewildered look to the bed, and again burst into a passion of uncontrollable sorrow.




Chapter Twenty Six.

The Dénouement.

Being naturally a straightforward man, and not gifted with much power in the way of plotting and scheming, Captain Wopper began in time to discover that he had plunged his mental faculties into a disagreeable state of confusion.

Gillie, my lad, he said, looking earnestly at his satellite while they walked one afternoon along the Bayswater road in the direction of Kensington, its a bad business altogether.

Gillie, not having the smallest idea what the Captain referred to, admitted that it was wery bad indeed, but suggested that it might be wuss.

Its such a perplexin state o things, pursued the Captain, to be always bouncin up an down wi hopes, an fears, an disappointments, like a mad barometer, not knowin rightly whats what or whos who.

Uncommon perplexin, assented Gillie. If I was you, Cappen, Id heave the barometer overboard along wi the main-deck, nail yer colours to the mast, cram the rudder into the lee-scuppers, kick up your flyin-jib-boom into the new moon, an go down stern foremost like a man!

Ha! said the Captain, with a twinkle in the corner of his weather-eye, not a bad notion.

Now, my lad, Im goin out to my villa at Kensington to dine. Theres to be company, too, an youre to be waiter

Stooard, you mean?

Well, yes  stooard. Now, stooard, youll keep a good look-out, an clap as tight a stopper on yer tongue as may be. Ive got a little plot in hand, dee see, an I want you to help me with it. Keep your eye in a quiet way on Dr Lawrence and Miss Gray. Ive taken a fancy that perhaps they may be in love with each other. You just let me have your opinion on that pint after dinner, but have a care that you dont show what youre up to, and, whatever you do, dont be cheeky.

All right, said the stooard, thrusting both hands into his trouser-pockets; Ill do my best.

While these two were slowly wending their way through Kensington Gardens, Emma Gray arrived at the Captains villa  California Cottage, he called it  and rang the bell. The gate was opened by Netta White, who, although not much bigger than when first introduced to the reader, was incomparably more beautiful and smart. Mrs Stoutley had reason to be proud of her.

I did not know that you were to be here, Netta? said Emma, in surprise, as she entered.

It was a very sudden call, Miss, said Netta, with a smile. Captain Wopper wrote a note to me, begging me to ask Mrs Stoutley to be so good as lend me to him for a day to help at his house-warming. Here is the letter, Miss.

Emma laughed as she glanced carelessly at the epistle, but became suddenly grave, turned white, then red, and, snatching the letter from the girls hand, gazed at it intently.

La! Miss, is anything wrong?

May I keep this? asked Emma.

Certainly, Miss, if you wish it.

Before she could say anything more, they were interrupted by the entrance of Dr Lawrence. With a surprised look and smile he said  

I have been invited to dine with our friend Captain Wopper, but did not anticipate the pleasure of meeting Miss Gray here.

Emma explained that she also had been invited to dine with the Captain, along with her mother and brother, but had supposed that that was all the party, as he, the Captain, had mentioned no one else, and had been particular in begging her to come an hour before the time, for the purpose of going over his new villa with him, and giving him her private opinion of it.

I am punctual, she added, consulting her watch; it is just four oclock.

Four! Then what is the dinner hour?

Five, answered Emma.

The Captains wits must have been wool-gathering, rejoined Lawrence, with a laugh. He told me to come punctually at four. However, I rejoice in the mistake, as it gives me the great pleasure of assisting you to form an unprejudiced opinion of the merits of the new villa. Shall we begin with an exploration of the garden?

Emma had no cause to blush at such an innocent proposal, nevertheless a richer colour than usual mantled on her modest little face as she fell in with the Doctors humour and stepped out into the small piece of ground behind the house.

It was of very limited extent and, although not surrounded too closely by other villas, was nevertheless thoroughly overlooked by them, so that seclusion in that garden was impossible. Recognising this fact, a former proprietor had erected at the lower end of the garden a bower so contrived that its interior was invisible from all points except one, and that was a side door to the garden which opened on a little passage by which coals, milk, meat, and similar substances were conveyed from the front to the rear of the house.

Dr Lawrence and Emma walked round and round the garden very slowly, conversing earnestly. Strange to say, they quite forgot the object which had taken them there. Their talk was solely of Switzerland. As it continued, the Doctors voice deepened in tones and interest, and his fair companions cheek deepened in colour. Suddenly they turned into the bower. As they did so, Gillie White chanced to appear at the garden door above referred to, which stood ajar. The spiders countenance was a speaking one. During the five minutes which it appeared in the doorway, it, and the body belonging to it, became powerfully eloquent. It might have conveyed to ones mind, as it were, a series of tableaux vivants. Gillies first look was as if he had been struck dumb with amazement (that was Lawrence suddenly seizing one of Emmas hands in both of his and looking intently into her face). Then Gillies look of amazement gave place to one of intense, quite touching  we might almost say sympathetic  anxiety as he placed a hand on each knee and stooped (that was the Doctors right hand stealing round Emmas waist, and Emma shrinking from him with averted face). The urchins visage suddenly lighted up with a blaze of triumph, and he seized his cap as if about to cheer (that was the Doctors superior strength prevailing, and Emmas head, now turned the other way, laid on his shoulder). All at once Gillie went into quiet convulsions, grinned from ear to ear, doubled himself up, slapped his thigh inaudibly  à la Captain Wopper  and otherwise behaved like an outrageous, yet self-restrained, maniac (that was  well, we have no right to say what that was). As a faithful chronicler, however, we must report that one-half minute later the stooard found Captain Wopper in the villa drawing-room, and there stated to him that it was hall right; that he didnt need for to perplex hisself about Doctor Lawrence and Miss Hemma Gray, for that they was as good as spliced already, having been seen by him, Gillie, in the bower at the end of the garding a-blushin and a Here the spider stopped short and went into another fit of convulsions  this time unrestrained.

Is it necessary to say that Captain Wopper sat at the foot of his own table that day  Mrs Stoutley being at the head  with his rugged visage radiant and his powerful voice explosive; that he told innumerable sea-stories without point, and laughed at them without propriety; that, in the excess of his hilarity, he drank a mysterious toast to the success of all sorts of engagements, present and future; that he called Mrs Stoutley (in joke) sister, and Emma and Lewis (also in joke) niece and neffy; that he called Doctor Lawrence neffy, too, with a pointedness and a sense of its being the richest possible joke, that covered with confusion the affianced pair; and with surprise the rest of the company; that he kicked the stooard amicably out of the room for indulging in explosions of laughter behind his chair, and recommending him, the Captain, to go it strong, and to clap on sail till he should tear the mast out of er, or git blowed on his beam-ends; that the stooard returned unabashed to repeat the offence unreproved; that towards the end, the Captain began a long-winded graphic story which served to show how his good friend and chum Willum Stout in Callyforny had commissioned him to buy and furnish a villa for the purpose of presenting it to a certain young lady in token of his gratitood to her for bein such a good and faithful correspondent to him, Willum, while he was in furrin parts; also, how he was commissioned to buy and furnish another villa and present it to a certain doctor whose father had saved him from drownin long long ago, he would not say how long ago; and how that this villa, in which they was feedin, was one of the said villas, and that he found it quite unnecessary to spend any more of Willums hard-earned gains in the purchase of the other villa, owing to circumstances which had took place in a certain bower that very day! Is it necessary, we again ask, to detail all this? We think not; therefore, we wont.

When reference was made to the bower, Emma could stand, or sit, it no longer. She rose hastily and ran blushing into the garden. Captain Wopper uttered a thunderous laugh, rose and ran after her. He found her in the bower with her face in her hands, and sat down beside her.

Captain Wopper, she suddenly exclaimed, looking up and drawing a note from her pocket, do you know this?

Yes, duckie, (the Captain was quite reckless now), its my last billy-doo to Netta White. I never was good at pot-hooks and hangers.

And do you know this letter? said Emma, holding up to the seamans eyes her uncle Williams last letter to herself.

The Captain looked surprised, then became suddenly red and confused.

Wy  yees, its Willums, aint it?

The same pot-hooks and hangers precisely! said Emma, are they not? Oh! she exclaimed, throwing her arms round the Captains neck and kissing him, uncle William, how could you deceive us so?

The Captain, to use his own expressions, was taken aback  fairly brought up all standin.

It had never occurred to his innocent mind that he should commit himself so simply. He felt an unconquerable objection to expressions of gratitude, and perceiving, with deep foresight that such were impending, his first impulse was to rise and fly, but Emmas kiss made him change his mind. He returned it in kind but not in degree, for it caused the bower to resound as with a pistol shot.

Oh! wot a cracker, aint it just? youre a nice man, aint you, to go poachin on other fellers

The Captain seized his opportunity, he broke from Emma and dashed wildly at the spider, who incontinently fled down the conduit for coals, cheering with the fury of a victorious Ashantee chief!




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Last.

Humbly confessing to Emma Gray that he had no talent whatever for plotting, Captain Wopper went off with a deprecatory expression of countenance to reveal himself to Mrs Roby. Great was his anxiety. He entered her presence like a guilty thing. If, however, his anxiety was great, his surprise and consternation were greater when she received his revelation with tears, and for some time refused to be comforted!

The workings of the human mind are wonderful. Sometimes they are, as the Captain said, bamboozling. If analysed it might have been discovered that, apart altogether from the shock of unexpectedness and the strain on her credulity, poor Mrs Roby suffered  without clearly understanding it  from a double loss. She had learned to love Captain Wopper for his own sake, and now Captain Wopper was lost to her in William Stout! On the other hand William, her darling, her smooth-faced chubby boy, was lost to her for ever in the hairy savage Captain Wopper! It was perplexing as well as heart-rending. Captain Wopper was gone, because, properly, there was no such being in existence. William Stout was gone because he would never write to her any more, and could never more return to her from California!

It was of no use that the Captain expressed the deepest contrition for the deception he had practised, urging that he had done it for the best; the old woman only wept the more; but when, in desperation, the Captain hauled taut the sheets of his intellect, got well to windard of the old ooman an gave her a broadside of philosophy, he was more successful.

Mother, he said, earnestly, you dont feel easy under this breeze, cause why? youre entirely on the wrong tack. Ready about now, an see what a change itll make. Look ee here. Youve gained us both instead of lost us both. Here am I, Willum Stout yours to command, a trifle stouter, it may be, and hairier than I once was, not to say older, but by a long chalk better able to love the old girl who took me in, an befriended me when I was a reglar castaway, with dirty weather brewin, an the rocks o destitootion close under my lee; and wholl never forget your kindness, no never, so long as two timbers of the old hulk hold together. Well then, thats the view over the starboard bulwarks. Cast your eyes over to port now. Here am I, Captain Wopper, also yours to command, strong as a horse, as fond o you as if you was my own mother, an resolved to stick by you through thick and thin to the last. So you see, youve got us both  Willum an me  me an Willum, both of us lovin you like blazes an lookin arter you like dootiful sons. A double tide of affection, so to speak, flowin like strong double-stout from the beer barrel out of which you originally drew me, if I may say so. Aint you convinced?

Mrs Roby was convinced. She gave in, and lived for many years afterwards in the full enjoyment of the double blessing which had thus fallen to her lot in the evening of her days.

And here, good reader, we might close our tale; but we cannot do so without a few parting words in reference to the various friends in whose company we have travelled so long.

Of course it is unnecessary to say, (especially to our lady readers, who were no doubt quite aware of it from the beginning), that Lawrence and Emma, Lewis and Nita, were, in the course of time, duly married. The love of their respective wives for each other induced the husbands not only to dwell in adjoining villas, but to enter into a medical co-partnery, in the prosecution of which they became professionally the deities, and, privately, the adored of a large population of invalids  with their more or less healthy friends  in the salubrious neighbourhood of Kensington. To go about doing good was the business, and became the second nature, of the young doctors. It was long a matter of great surprise to not a few of their friends that though Lawrence and Lewis neither smoked nor drank, they were uncommonly healthy and apparently happy! Some caustic spirits asserted that they were sure budding wings were to be found on the shoulders of the two doctors, but we are warranted in asserting, on the best authority, that on a strict examination, nothing of the kind was discovered. Need we say that Emma and Nita were pattern wives? Of course not, therefore we wont say it. Our reticence on this point will no doubt be acceptable to those who, being themselves naughty, dont believe in or admire patterns, even though these be of heavenly things. It is astonishing, though, what an effect their so-called perfection had in tightening the bonds of matrimony. Furthermore, they had immense families of sons and daughters, insomuch that it became necessary to lengthen their cords and strengthen their stakes, and Calyforny Villa became a mere band-box compared to the mansions which they ultimately called home.

Mrs Stoutley having managed to get entirely out of herself  chiefly by means of the Bible and the London gold-fields and moraines  became so amiable and so unlike her former self, and, withal, so healthy and cheery, that the two great families of Stoutley and Lawrence went to war for possession of her.

The feud at last threatened to become chronic, and was usually carried to an excess of virulence about Christmas and New Year time. In order, therefore, to the establishment of peace, Mrs Stoutley agreed to live one-half of the year with Lewis, and the other half with Lawrence  Lewis to have the larger half as a matter of course; but she retained her cottage in Notting Hill and her maid Netta White, with the right to retire at any moment, when the exigencies of the gold-fields or the moraines demanded special attention; or when the excess of juvenile life in the mansions before mentioned became too much for her. On these occasions of retirement which, to say truth, were not very frequent, she was accompanied by Netta White  for Netta loved her mistress and clave to her as Ruth to Naomi. Being a native of the fields, she was an able and sympathetic guide and adviser at all times, and nothing pleased Netta better than a visit to Grubbs Court, for there she saw the blessed fruit of diamond and gold digging illustrated in the person of her own reformed father and happy mother, who had removed from their former damp rooms on the ground floor to the more salubrious apartments among the chimney pots, which had been erected on the site of the cabin after the fire. Directly below them, in somewhat more pretentious apartments, shone another rescued diamond in the person of Fred Leven. He was now the support and comfort of his old mother as well as of a pretty little young woman who had loved him even while he was a drunkard, and who, had it been otherwise decreed, would have gone on loving him and mourning over him and praying for him till he was dead. In her case, however, the mourning had been turned into joy.

In process of time Gillie White, alias the spider, became a sturdy, square-set, active little man, and was promoted to the position of coachman in the family of Lewis Stoutley. Susan Quick served in the same family in the capacity of nurse for many years, and, being naturally thrown much into the society of the young coachman, was finally induced to cement the friendship which had begun in Switzerland by a wedding. This wedding, Gillie often declared to Susan, with much earnestness, was the stunninest ewent that had ever occurred to him in his private capacity as a man.

There is a proverb which asserts that it never rains but it pours. This proverb was verified in the experience of the various personages of our tale, for soon after the tide of fortune had turned in their favour, the first showers of success swelled into absolute cataracts of prosperity. Among other things, the Gowrong mines suddenly went right. Mrs Stoutleys former man of business, Mr Temple, called one day, and informed her that her shares in that splendid undertaking had been purchased, on her behalf, by a friend who had faith in the ultimate success of the mines; that the friend forbade the mention of his name; and that he, Mr Temple, had called to pay her her dividends, and to congratulate her on her recovery of health and fortune. Dr Tough  who, when his services were no longer required, owing to the absence of illness, had continued his visits as a jovial friend  chanced to call at the same time with Mr Temple, and added his congratulations to those of the man of business, observing, with enthusiasm, that the air of the Swiss mountains, mixed in equal parts with that of the London diamond-fields, would cure any disease under the sun. His former patient heartily agreed with him, but said that the medicine in question was not a mere mixture but a chemical compound, containing an element higher than the mountains and deeper than the diamond-fields, without which the cure would certainly not have been effected.

Need we say that Captain Wopper stuck to Mrs Roby and the new cabin to the last? Many and powerful efforts were made to induce him to bring his mother to dwell in Kensington, but Mrs Roby flatly refused to move again under any suasion less powerful than that of a fire. The eldest of Lewis Stoutleys boys therefore hit on a plan for frequent and easy inter-communication. He one day suggested the idea of a boating-club to his brothers and companions. The proposal was received with wild enthusiasm. The club was established, and a boathouse, with all its nautical appurtenances, was built under the very shadow of Mrs Robys dwelling. A trusty diamond from Grubbs Court was made boat-cleaner and repairer and guardian of the keys, and Captain Wopper was created superintendent general director, chairman, honorary member, and perpetual grand master of the club, in which varied offices he continued to give unlimited satisfaction to the end of his days.

As for Slingsby, he became an aspirant to the honours of the Royal Academy, and even dreamt of the presidents chair! Not being a madman, he recovered from the disease of blighted hopes, and discovered that there were other beings as well as Nita worth living for! He also became an intimate and welcome visitor at the two Kensington mansions, the walls of which were largely decorated with his productions. Whether he succeeded in life to the full extent of his hopes we cannot say, but we have good reason to believe that he did not entirely fail.

From time to time Lewis heard of his old guide Antoine Grennon from friends who at various periods paid a visit to the glaciers of Switzerland, and more than once, in after years, he and his family were led by that prince of guides over the old romantic and familiar ground, where things were not so much given to change as in other regions; where the ice-rivers flowed with the same aspects, the same frozen currents, eddies, and cataracts as in days gone by; where the elderly guides were replaced by youthful guides of the same type and metal  ready to breast the mountain slopes and scale the highest peaks at a moments notice; and where Antoines cottage stood unchanged, with a pretty and rather stout young woman usually kneeling in a tub, engaged in the destruction of linen, and a pretty little girl, who called her mother, busy with a miniature washing of her own. The only difference being that the child called Antoine grandfather, and appeared to regard a strapping youth who dwelt there as her sire, and a remarkably stout but handsome middle-aged woman as her grandmother.

Last, but not least, the Professor claims a parting word. Little, however, is known as to the future career of the genial man of science, one of whose chief characteristics was his reverent recognition of God in conversing about His works. After returning to his home in the cold north he corresponded for some years with Dr Lawrence, and never failed to express his warmest regard for the friends with whom he had the good fortune to meet while in Switzerland. He was particularly emphatic  we might almost say enthusiastic  in his expressions of regard for Captain Wopper, expressions and sentiments which the bold mariner heartily reciprocated, and he often stated to Mrs Roby, over an afternoon cup of tea, his conviction that that Roosian Professor was out o sight one of the best fellows he had ever met with, and that the remembrance of him warmed his heart to furriners in general and Roosians in particular. This remark usually had the effect of inducing Mrs Roby to ask some question about his, the Captains, intercourse with the Professor, which question invariably opened the flood-gates of the Captains memory, and drew from him prolonged and innumerable yarns about his visit to the Continent  yarns which are too long to be set down here, for the Captain never tired of relating, and old Mrs Roby never wearied of listening, to his memorable rambles on the snow-capped mountains, and his strange adventures among the  Rivers of Ice.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Wreck of Winstanleys Lighthouse.

At mischief again, of course: always at it.

Mrs Potter said this angrily, and with much emphasis, as she seized her son by the arm and dragged him out of a pool of dirty water, into which he had tumbled.

Always at mischief of one sort or another, he is, continued Mrs Potter, with increasing wrath, morning, noon, and night  he is; tumblin about an smashin things for ever he does; hell break my heart at last  he will. There: take that!

That, which poor little Tommy was desired to take, was a sounding box on the ear, accompanied by a violent shake of the arm which would have drawn that limb out of its socket if the childs bones and muscles had not been very tightly strung together.

Mrs Potter was a woman of large body and small brain. In respect of reasoning power, she was little better than the wooden cuckoo which came out periodically from the interior of the clock that stood over her own fireplace and announced the hours. She entertained settled convictions on a few subjects, in regard to which she resembled a musical box. If you set her going on any of these, she would harp away until she had played the tune out, and then begin over again; but she never varied. Reasons, however good, or facts, however weighty, were utterly powerless to penetrate her skull: her settled convictions were not to be unsettled by any such means. Men might change their minds; philosophers might see fit to alter their opinions; weaklings of both sexes and all ages might trim their sails in accordance with the gales of advancing knowledge, but Mrs Potter  no: never! her colours were nailed to the mast. Like most people who unite a strong will with an empty head, she was wiser in her own conceit than eleven men that can render a reason: in brief, she was obstinate.

One of her settled convictions was that her little son Tommy was as full of mischief as a hegg is full of meat. Another of these convictions was that children of all ages are tough; that it does them good to pull them about in a violent manner, at the risk even of dislocating their joints. It mattered nothing to Mrs Potter that many of her female friends and acquaintances held a different opinion. Some of these friends suggested to her that the hearts of the poor little things were tender, as well as their muscles and bones and sinews; that children were delicate flowers, or rather buds, which required careful tending and gentle nursing. Mrs Potters reply was invariably, Fiddlesticks! she knew better. They were obstinate and self-willed little brats that required constant banging. She knew how to train em up, she did; and it was of no manner of use, it wasnt, to talk to her upon that point.

She was right. It was of no use. As well might one have talked to the wooden cuckoo, already referred to, in Mrs Potters timepiece.

Come, Martha, said a tall, broad-shouldered, deep-voiced man at her elbow, dont wop the poor cheeld like that. What has he been doin

Mrs Potter turned to her husband with a half angry, half ashamed glance.

Just look at im, John, she replied, pointing to the small culprit, who stood looking guilty and drenched with muddy water from hands to shoulders and toes to nose. Look at im: see what mischief hes always gittin into.

John, whose dress bespoke him an artisan, and whose grave earnest face betokened him a kind husband and a loving father, said:  

Tumblin into dirty water aint necessarily mischief. Come, lad, speak up for yourself. How did it happen

I felled into the water when I wos layin the foundations, faither, replied the boy; pointing to a small pool, in the centre of which lay a pile of bricks.

What sort o foundations dye mean, boy?

The lightouse on the Eddystun, replied the child, with sparkling eyes.

The man smiled, and looked at his son with interest.

Thats a brave boy, he said, quietly patting the childs head. Get ee into thouse, Tommy, an Ill show ee the right way to lay the foundations o the Eddystun after supper. Come, Martha, he added, as he walked beside his wife to their dwelling near Plymouth Docks, dont be so hard on the cheeld; its not mischief that ails him. Its engineerin that hes hankerin after. Depend upon it, that if he is spared to grow up hell be a credit to us.

Mrs Potter, being of the same opinion still, felt inclined to say Fiddlesticks! but she was a good soul, although somewhat highly spiced in the temper, and respected her husband sufficiently to hold her tongue.

John; she said, after a short silence, youre late to-night.

Yes, answered John, with a sigh. My work at the docks has come to an end, an Mr Winstanley has got all the men he requires for the repair of the lightouse. I saw him just before he went off to the rock to-night, an I offered to engage, but he said he didnt want me.

What? exclaimed Mrs Potter, with sudden indignation: didnt want you  you who has served im, off an on, at that lightouse for the last six year an more while it wor a buildin! Ah, thats gratitood, that is; thats the way some folk shows wot their consciences is made of; treats you like a pair of old shoes, they does, an casts you off wen youre not wanted: hah!

Mrs Potter entered her dwelling as she spoke, and banged the door violently by way of giving emphasis to her remark.

Dont be cross, old girl, said John, patting her shoulder: I hope you wont cast me off like a pair of old shoes when youre tired of me! But, after all, I have no reason to complain. You know I have laid by a good lump of money while I was at work on the Eddystone; besides, we cant expect men to engage us when they dont require us; and if I had got employed, it would not have bin for long, being only a matter of repairs. Mr Winstanley made a strange speech, by the way, as the boat was shoving off with his men. I was standin close by when a friend o his came up an said he thowt the lightouse was in a bad way an couldnt last long. Mr Winstanley, who is uncommon sure o the strength of his work, he replies, says he I only wish to be there in the greatest storm that ever blew under the face of heaven, to see what the effect will be. Thems his very words, anit did seem to me an awful wish  all the more that the sky looked at the time very like as if dirty weather was brewin up somewhere.

I ope he may ave is wish, said Mrs Potter firmly, an that the waves may

Martha! said John, in a solemn voice, holding up his finger, think what youre sayin.

Well, I dont mean no ill; but, but  fetch the kettle, Tommy, dye hear? an let alone the cats tail, you mischievous little

Thats a smart boy, exclaimed John rising and catching the kettle from his sons and, just as he was on the point of tumbling over a stool: there, now lets all have a jolly supper, and then, Tommy, Ill show you how the real foundation of the Eddystun was laid.

The building to which John Potter referred, and of which he gave a graphic account and made a careful drawing that night, for the benefit of his hopeful son, was the first lighthouse that was built on the wild and almost submerged reef of rocks lying about fourteen miles to the south-west of Plymouth harbour. The highest part of this reef, named the Eddystone, is only a few feet above water at high tide, and as it lies in deep water exposed to the full swell of the ocean, the raging of the sea over it in stormy weather is terrible beyond conception.

Lying as it does in the track of vessels coasting up and down the English Channel, it was, as we may easily believe, a source of terror, as well as of danger, to mariners, until a lighthouse was built upon it.

But a lighthouse was talked of long before any attempt was made to erect one. Important though this object was to the navies of the world, the supposed impossibility of the feat, and the danger apprehended in the mere attempt, deterred any one from undertaking the task until the year 1696, when a country gentleman of Essex, named Henry Winstanley, came forward, and, having obtained the necessary legal powers, began the great work of building on the wave-lashed rock.

Winstanley was an eccentric as well as a bold man. He undoubtedly possessed an ingenious mechanical mind, which displayed itself very much in practical joking. It is said of him that he made a machine, the spring of which was attached to an old slipper, which lay (apparently by chance) on the floor of his bedroom. If a visitor kicked this out of his way, a phantom instantly arose from the floor! He also constructed a chair which seized every one who sat down in it with its arms, and held them fast; and in his garden he had an arbour which went afloat in a neighbouring canal when any one entered it! As might have been expected, Winstanleys lighthouse was a curious affair, not well adapted to withstand the fury of the waves. It was highly ornamented, and resembled a Chinese pagoda much more than a lighthouse. Nevertheless it must be said to the credit of this bold man, that after facing and overcoming, during six years, difficulties and dangers which up to that time had not been heard of, he finished his lighthouse, proved hereby the possibility of that which had been previously deemed impossible, and gave to mankind a noble example of enterprise, daring, and perseverance.

Our friend John Potter had, from the commencement, rendered able assistance in the dangerous work as a stone cutter, and he could not help feeling as if he had been deserted by an old friend that night when the boat went off to the rock without him.

It was in November 1703, when Winstanley expressed the wish that he might experience, in his lighthouse, the greatest storm that ever blew. On the 26th of that month his wish was granted! That night there arose one of the fiercest gales that ever strewed our shores with wrecks and corpses. The day before the storm, there were indications of its approach, so John Potter went down to the shore to look with some anxiety at the lighthouse. There it stood, as the sun went down, like a star on the horizon, glimmering above the waste of foaming water. When the dark pall and the driving sprays of that terrible night hid it from view, John turned his back on the sea and sought the shelter of his humble home.

It was a cheery home though a poor one, for Mrs Potter was a good housewife, despite her sharp temper; and the threatening aspect of the weather had subdued her somewhat.

You wouldnt like to be a lighthouse-keeper on a night like this, John, would you? asked Mrs Potter, as she busied herself with supper.

May be not: but I would be content to take things as they are sent. Anyhow, I mean to apply for the situation, because I like the notion of the quiet life, and the wage will be good as well as sure, which will be a matter of comfort to you, old girl. You often complain, you know, of the uncertainty of my present employment.

Ay, but Id rather ave that uncertainty than see you run the risk of bein drownded in a lightouse, said Mrs Potter, glancing uneasily at the window, which rattled violently as the fury of the gale increased.

Oh, faither, exclaimed Tommy, pausing with a potato halfway to his mouth, as he listened partly in delight and partly in dread to the turmoil without: I wish I was a man that I might go with ee to live in the lightouse. Wot fun it would be to hear the gale roarin out there, an to see the big waves so close, an to feel the house shake, and  oh!

The last syllable expressed partly his inability to say more, and partly his horror at seeing the fire blown almost into the room!

For some time past the smoke had poured down the chimney, but the last burst convinced John Potter that it was high time to extinguish the fire altogether.

This accomplished, he took down an old family Bible from a shelf, and had worship, for he was a man who feared and loved God. Earnestly did he pray, for he had a son in the coasting trade whom he knew to be out upon the raging sea that night, and he did not forget his friends upon the Eddystone Rock.

Get thee to bed, lass, he said when he had concluded. Ill sit up an read the word. My eyes could not close this night.

Poor Mrs Potter meekly obeyed. How strangely the weather had changed her! Even her enemies  and she had many  would have said there was some good in her after all, if they had seen her with a tear trickling down her ruddy cheek as she thought of her sailor boy.

Day broke at last. The gale still raged with an excess of fury that was absolutely appalling. John Potter wrapped himself in a tarpaulin coat and souwester preparatory to going out.

Ill go with ee, John, said his wife, touching him on the shoulder.

You couldnt face it, Martha, said John. I thowt ye had bin asleep.

No: Ive bin thinkin of our dear boy. I can face it well enough.

Come, then: but wrap well up. Let Tommy come too: I see hes gettin ready.

Presently the three went out. The door almost burst off its hinges when it was opened, and it required Johns utmost strength to reclose it.

Numbers of people, chiefly men, were already hurrying to the beach. Clouds of foam and salt spray were whirled madly in the air, and, carried far inland, and slates and cans were dashing on the pavements. Men tried to say to each other that they had never seen such a storm, but the gale caught their voices; away, and seemed to mingle them all up in one prolonged roar. On gaining the beach they could see nothing at first but the heavings of the maddened sea, whose billows mingled their thunders with the wind. Sand, gravel, and spray almost blinded them, but as daylight increased they caught glimpses of the foam above the rock.

God help us! said John, solemnly, as he and his wife and child sought shelter under the lee of a wall: the lightouse is gone!

It was too true. The Eddystone lighthouse had been swept completely away, with the unfortunate Winstanley and all his men: not a vestige, save a fragment of chain-cable, remained on the fatal rock to tell that such a building had ever been.




Chapter Two.

Beginning of Rudyerds Lighthouse.

The terrible gale which swept away the first lighthouse that was built on the Eddystone Rock, gave ample proof of the evils resulting from the want of such a building. Just after the structure fell, a vessel, named the Winchelsea, homeward bound, approached the dreaded rock. Trusting, doubtless, to the light which had been destroyed so recently, she held on her course, struck, split in two, and went down with every soul on board.

The necessity for building another tower was thus made; as it were, urgently obvious; nevertheless, nearly four years elapsed before any one was found with sufficient courage and capacity to attempt the dangerous and difficult enterprise.

During this period, our friend John Potter, being a steady, able man, found plenty of work at the docks of Plymouth; but he often cast a wistful glance in the direction of the Rock and sighed to think of the tower that had perished, and the numerous wrecks that had occurred in consequence; for, not only had some vessels struck on the Rock itself, but others, keeping too far off its dreaded locality, were wrecked on the coast of France. John Potters sigh, it must be confessed, was also prompted, in part, by the thought that his dreams of a retired and peaceful life as a light-keeper were now destined never to be realised.

Returning home one evening, somewhat wearied, he flung his huge frame into a stout arm chair by the fireside, and exclaimed, Heigho!

Deary me, John, what ails you to-night? asked the faithful Martha, who was, as of yore, busy with the supper.

Nothin partikler, Martha; only Ive had a hard day of it, an Im glad to sit down. Was Isaac Dorkin here to-day?

No, e wasnt. I wonder you keep company with that man, replied Mrs Potter, testily; hes for ever quarrelling with ee, John.

No doubt he is, Martha; but we always make it up again; an it dont do for a man to give up his comrades just because they have sharp words now and then. Why, old girl, you and I are always havin a spurt o that sort off and on; yet I dont ever talk of leavin ye on that account.

To this Martha replied, Fiddlesticks; and said that she didnt believe in the friendship of people who were always fighting and making it up again; that for her part she would rather have no friends at all, she wouldnt; and that she had a settled conviction, she had, that Isaac Dorkin would come to a bad end at last.

I hope not, Martha; but in the meantime he has bin the means of gettin me some work to do that is quite to my liking.

What may that be, John? asked Mrs Potter in surprise.

Ill tell you when were at supper, said John with a smile; for he knew from experience that his better half was in a fitter state to swallow unpleasant news when engaged in swallowing her meals than at any other time.

Where is Tommy? he added, looking round at the quantity of chips which littered the floor.

Where is e? repeated Mrs Potter, in a tone of indignation. Where would you expect im to be but after mischief? Es at the modl, of course; always at it; never at hanythingk else amost.

No! exclaimed John, in affected surprise. Wasnt he at school to-day?

O yes, of course e was at school.

An did he git his lessons for to-morrow after comin ome?

I suppose e did.

Ah then, he does something else sometimes, eh?

Mrs Potters reply was interrupted by Tommy himself emerging from a closet, which formed his workshop and in which he was at that time busy with a model of Winstanleys lighthouse, executed from the drawings and descriptions by his father, improved by his own brilliant fancy.

Four years make a marked difference on a boy in the early stage of life. He was now nearly ten, and well grown, both intellectually and physically, for his age.

Well, Tommy, how dee git on wi the light-ouse? asked his father.

Pretty well, faither: but it seems to me that Mr Winstanley had too many stickin-out poles, an curlywurleys, an things o that sort about it.

Listen to that now, said Mrs Potter, with a look of contempt, as they all sat down to supper: what ever does the boy mean by curlywurleys?

Youve seed Isaac Dorkins nose, mother?

Of course I ave: what then?

Well, it goes in at the top and out at the middle and curls up at the end: thats curlywurley, said Tommy, with a grin, as he helped himself to a large potato.

The boy is right, Martha, said John, laughing, for a lighthouse should be as round an as smooth as a ships bow, with nothin for wind or water to lay hold on. But now Ill tell ee of this noo situation.

Both mother and son looked inquiringly up, but did not speak, being too busy and hungry.

Well, this is how it came about. I met Isaac Dorkin on my way to the docks this mornin, an he says to me, says he, John, I met a gentleman who is makin very partikler inquiries about the Eddystone Rock: his name he says is Rudyerd, and he wants to hire a lot o first-rate men to begin a new

A noo lightouse! exclaimed Mrs Potter, with sudden energy, bringing her fist down on the table with such force that the dishes rattled again. I knowd it: I did. Ive ad a settled conviction that if ever they begun to put up another ouse on that there rock, you would ave your finger in it! And now itll be the old story over again: out in all weathers, gettin yer limbs bruised, if yer neck aint broke; comin ome like a drownded rat, no regular hours or meals! Oh John, John!

Mrs Potter stopped at this point to recover breath and make up her mind whether to storm or weep. Heaving a deep sigh she did neither, but went on with her supper in sad silence.

Dont take on like that, duckey, said John, stretching his long arm across the table and patting his wifes shoulder. It wont be so bad as that comes to, and it will bring steady work, besides lots o money.

Go on with the story, faither, said Tommy, through a potato, while his eyes glittered with excitement.

It aint a story, lad. However, to make it short I may come to the pint at once. Isaac got engaged himself and mentioned my name to Mr Rudyerd, who took the trouble to ferret me out in the docks and  and in fact engaged me for the work, which is to begin next week.

Capital! exclaimed Tommy. Oh, how I wish I was old enough to go too!

Time enough, lad: every dog shall have his day, as the proverb says.

Mrs Potter said nothing, but sighed, and sought comfort in another cup of tea.

Meanwhile John continued his talk in an easy, off hand sort of way, between bite.

This Mr Rudyerd, you must know (pass the loaf, Tommy: thank ee), is a Cornish man  and fine, straightforward, go-ahead fellows them Cornish men are, though Im not one myself. Ah, you neednt turn up your pretty nose, Mrs Potter; I would rather have bin born in Cornwall than any other county in England, if Id had my choice. Howsever, that aint possible now. Well, it seems that Mr Rudyerd is a remarkable sort of man. He came of poor an dishonest parents, from whom he runned away in his young days, an got employed by a Plymouth gentleman, who became a true father to him, and got him a good edication in readin, writin, an mathematics. Ah, Tommy, my son, many a time have I had cause for to regret that nobody gave me a good edication!

Fiddlesticks! exclaimed Mrs Potter, rousing up at this. Youve got edication enough for your station in life, and a deal more than most men in the same trade. You oughtnt for to undervally yourself, John. Id back you against all your acquaintance in the matter of edication, I would, so dont talk any more nonsense like that.

Mrs Potter concluded by emphatically stabbing a potato with her fork, and beginning to peel it.

John smiled sadly and shook his head, but he was too wise a man to oppose his wife on such a point.

However, Tommy, he continued, Ill not let you have the same regrets in after life, my son: God helping me, you shall have a good; edication. Well, as I was sayin, John Rudyerd the runaway boy became Mister Rudyerd the silk-mercer on Ludgate Hill, London, and now hes goin to build a noo lightouse on the Eddystun.

Hed do better to mind his shop, said Mrs Potter.

He must be a strange man, observed Tommy, to be both a silk-mercer and an engineer.

Tommy was right: Mr Rudyerd was indeed a strange man, for the lighthouse which he ultimately erected on the Eddystone Rock proved that, although not a professional engineer, and although he never attempted any other great work of the kind, he nevertheless possessed engineering talent of the highest order: a fact which must of course have been known to Captain Lovet, the gentleman who selected him for the arduous undertaking.

The corporation of the Trinity House, who managed the lighthouses on the English coast, had let the right to build on the Eddystone, for a period of 99 years, to this Captain Lovet, who appointed Mr Rudyerd to do the work.

It was a clear calm morning in July 1706 when the boat put off for the first time to the Rock, with the men and materials for commencing the lighthouse. Our friend John Potter sat at the helm. Opposite to him sat his testy friend, Isaac Dorkin, pulling the stroke oar. Mr Rudyerd and his two assistant engineers sat on either hand, conversing on the subject that filled the thoughts of all. It was a long hard pull, even on a calm day, but stout oars and strong arms soon carried them out to the rock. Being low water at the time, a good deal of it was visible, besides several jagged peaks of the black forbidding ridge of which the Eddystone forms a part.

But calm though it was, the party could plainly see that the work before them would be both difficult and dangerous. A slight swell from the open sea caused a long smooth glassy wave to roll solemnly forward every minute or two, and launch itself in thunder on the weather side, sending its spray right over the rock at times, so that a landing on that side would have been impossible. On the lee side, however, the boat found a sort of temporary harbour. Here they landed, but not altogether without mishap. Isaac Dorkin, who had made himself conspicuous, during the row out, for caustic remarks, and a tendency to contradict, slipped his foot on a piece of seaweed and fell into the water, to the great glee of most of his comrades.

Ah, then, sarves you right, cried Teddy Maroon, a little Irishman, one of the joiners.

The others laughed, and so did John Potter; but he also stretched out a helping hand and pulled Dorkin out of the sea.

This little incident tended to increase the spirits of the party as they commenced preliminary operations.

The form of the little mass of rock on which they had to build was very unfavourable. Not only was it small  so small that the largest circle which it was possible to draw on it was only twenty-five feet six inches in diameter, but its surface sloped so much as to afford a very insecure foundation for any sort of building, even if the situation had been an unexposed one.

The former builder, Winstanley, had overcome this difficulty by fastening a circle of strong iron posts into the solid rock, but the weight of his building, coupled with the force of the sea, had snapped these, and thus left the structure literally to slide off its foundation. The ends of these iron posts, and a bit of chain firmly imbedded in a cleft of the rock, were all that the new party of builders found remaining of the old lighthouse. Rudyerd determined to guard against a similar catastrophe, by cutting the rock into a succession of flat steps or terraces, so that the weight of his structure should rest perpendicularly on its foundation.

Stormy weather interrupted and delayed him, but he returned with his men again and again to the work, and succeeded in advancing it very considerably during the first year  that is to say, during the few weeks of the summer of that year, in which winds and waves permitted the work to go on.

Many adventures, both ludicrous and thrilling, had these enterprising men while they toiled, by snatches as it were, sometimes almost under water, and always under difficulties; but we are constrained to pass these by, in silence, in order to devote our space to the more important and stirring incidents in the history of this the second lighthouse on the Eddystone,  one of which incidents bade fair to check the progress of the building for an indefinite period of time, and well-nigh brought the career of our hero, John Potter, and his mates to an abrupt close.




Chapter Three.

A Violent Interruption.

The incident referred to in our last chapter occurred on the afternoon of a calm summer day. Early that morning, shortly after daybreak, Mr Rudyerd, with his engineers and workmen, put off in the boat to resume operations on the rock after a lapse of nearly a week, during which period rough weather had stopped the work. They landed without difficulty, the calm being so complete that there was only a little sea caused by the heavy swell on the south-west side of the Eddystone Rock, the leeside being as quiet as a pond.

Its not often we have weather like this sir, observed John Potter to Mr Rudyerd, as the heavily-laden boat approached the landing place.

True, John; a few weeks like this would enable us almost to complete the courses, replied the engineer. Easy, lads, easy! If you run her up so fast youll stave in the planks. Stand by with the fender, Teddy!

Ay, ay, sir! cried the man, springing up and seizing a stuffed canvas ball, which he swung over the gunwale just in time to prevent the boats side from grazing the rock. There now: jump out wi the painter; man alive! said Teddy, addressing himself to Isaac Dorkin, who was naturally slow in his movements, youll go souse between the boat an the rock av ye dont be smarter nor that.

Dorkin made some grumbling reply as he stepped upon the rock, and fastened the painter to a ring-bolt. His comrades sprang after him, and while some began to heave the tools from the boat, others busied themselves round the base of the column, which had by that time risen to a considerable height. It looked massive enough to bid defiance to wind and waves, however fierce their fury. Some such thought must have passed through Mr Rudyerds mind just then, for a satisfied smile lighted up his usually grave features as he directed the men to arrange the tackle of the crane, by which the stones were to be removed from the boat to their place on the building. They were all quickly at work; for they knew from experience how suddenly their operations might be cut short by a gale.

In order that the reader may fully understand the details of the event which occurred that afternoon, it is necessary that he should know the nature of the structure, and the height to which, at that time, it had proceeded; and while we are on the subject, we may as well state a few facts connected with the foundation and superstructure, which cannot fail to interest all who take pleasure in contemplating mans efforts to overcome almost insuperable difficulties.

As we have said, the sloping foundation of the building was cut into a series of terraces or steps. There were seven of these. The first operation was the cutting of thirty-six holes in the solid rock, into which iron hold-fasts were securely fixed. The cutting of these holes or sockets was ingeniously managed. First, three small holes were drilled into the rock; and then these were broken into one large hole, which was afterwards smoothed, enlarged, and undercut, so as to be of dovetail form; the size of each being 7 and a half inches broad and 2 and a half inches wide at the top, and an inch broader at the bottom. They were about sixteen inches deep. Thirty-six massive malleable iron hold-fasts were then inserted, and wedged into the places thus prepared for them, besides being filled up with lead, so that no force of any kind could draw them out. The next proceeding was to place beams of solid oak timber, lengthwise, on the first step, thus bringing it level with the second step. Timbers of the same kind were then placed above and across these, bringing the level up to the third step. The next course of timbers was again laid, lengthwise, bringing the level to the fourth step, and so on to the seventh, above which two completely circular timber courses were laid, thus making a perfectly flat and solid foundation on which the remainder of the column might rest. The building, therefore, had no tendency to slide, even although it had not been held in its place by the thirty-six hold-fasts before mentioned. In addition to this, the various courses of timber were fastened to the rock and to each other by means of numerous iron cramps and bolts, and wooden trenails.

It was well known to Mr Rudyerd, however, that it was not possible to fit his timbers so perfectly to the rock and to each other as to exclude water altogether; and that if the water should manage to find entrance, it would exert a tremendous lifting power, which, coupled with the weight of the falling billows, would be apt to sweep his foundation away. He resolved, therefore, to counteract this by means of weight; and, in order to do this, he next piled five courses of Cornish moor-stone above the timber courses. The stones were huge blocks, which, when laid and fastened in one solid stratum, weighed 120 tons. They were not laid in cement; but each block was fastened to its fellow by joints and similar to the first. The whole of this fabric was built round a strong central mast or pole, which rose from the rock. The two timber courses above described terminated the solid part of the lighthouse. It rose to the height of about fourteen feet from the rock, at the centre of the building.

At this point in the structure; namely, at the top of the solid, the door was begun on the east side; and a central well-hole was left, where the stair leading to the rooms above was ultimately built. The door itself was reached by a strong iron stair of open work, outside, through which the sea could easily wash.

After the solid was completed, other five courses of moor-stone were laid, which weighed about eighty-six tons. It was in these that the door-way and well-hole were made. Two more courses of wood followed, covering the door-head; and on these, four more courses of stone, weighing sixty-seven tons; then several courses of timber, with a floor of oak plank, three inches thick, over all, forming the floor of the first apartment, which was the store-room. This first floor was thirty-three feet above the rock.

The upper part of the column, containing its four rooms, was by no means so strong as the lower part, being composed chiefly of the timber uprights in which the building was encased from top to bottom. These uprights, numbering seventy-one, were massive beams; about a foot broad and nine inches thick at the bottom, and diminishing towards the top. Their seams were caulked like those of a ship, and they gave to the lighthouse when finished the appearance of an elegant fluted column. The top of the column, on which rested the lantern, rose, when finished, to about sixty-three feet above the highest part of the rock.

We have thought proper to give these details in this place, but at the time of which we write, none of the outside timbers had been set up, and the edifice had only reached that point immediately above the solid, where the doorway and the well-hole began. Here a large crane had been fixed, and two of the men were up there working the windlass, by which the heavy blocks of moor-stone were raised to their places.

The signal had been given to hoist one of these, when Isaac Dorkin, who stood beside the stone, suddenly uttered a loud cry, and shouted, hold on! Ease off up there! Hold o-o-on! Dye hear?

Arrah! howld yer noise, an Ill hear better, cried Teddy Maroon, looking over the top edge of the lighthouse.

My thumbs caught i the chain! yelled Dorkin. Ease it off.

Och! poor thing, exclaimed Teddy, springing back and casting loose the chain. Are ye aisy now? he cried, again looking down at his friend.

All right: hoist away! shouted Stobbs, another of the men, who could scarce refrain from laughing at the rueful countenance of his comrade as he surveyed his crushed thumb.

Up went the stone, and while it was ascending some of the men brought forward another to follow it.

There comes the boat, observed Mr Rudyerd to one of his assistant engineers, as he shut up a pocket telescope with which he had been surveying the distant shore. I find it necessary to leave you to-day, Mr Franks, rather earlier than usual; but that matters little, as things are going smoothly here. See that you keep the men at work as long as possible. If the swell that is beginning to rise should increase, it may compel you to knock off before dark, but I hope it wont.

It would be well, sir, I think, said Franks, to make John Potter overseer in place of Williamson; he is a better and steadier man. If you have no objection

None in the least, replied Rudyerd. I have thought of promoting Potter for some time past. Make the change by all means.

Please, sir, said Williamson, approaching at that moment, Ive just been at the top of the building an observed a French schooner bearing down from the south-west.

Well, what of that? demanded Rudyerd.

Why, sir, said Williamson with some hesitation in his manner, praps its a man-of-war, sir.

And if it be so, what then? said Rudyerd with a smile; you dont suppose theyll fire a broadside at an unfinished lighthouse, do you? or are you afraid theyll take the Eddystone Rock in tow, and carry you into a French port?

I dont know, sir, replied Williamson with an offended look; I only thought that as we are at war with France just now, it was my duty to report what I had seen.

Quite right, quite right, replied Rudyerd, good-humouredly, Ill record the fact in our journal. Meanwhile see that the men dont have their attention taken up with it.

By this time the small boat, which the chief engineer had ordered to come off to take him on shore, was alongside the rock. The swell had risen so much that although there was not a breath of wind, the surf was beating violently on the south-west side, and even in the sheltered nook, which was styled by courtesy the harbour, there was sufficient commotion to render care in fending off with the boat-hook necessary. Meanwhile the men wrought like tigers, taking no note of their chiefs departure  all, except Williamson, being either ignorant of, or indifferent to, the gradual approach of the French schooner, which drifted slowly towards them with the tide.

Thus work and time went on quietly. Towards the afternoon, Teddy Maroon wiped the perspiration from his heated brow and looked abroad upon the sea, while the large hook of his crane was descending for another stone. An expression of intense earnestness wrinkled his visage as he turned suddenly to Stobbs, his companion at the windlass, and exclaimed:  

Sure thats a Frenchman over there.

Thats wot it is, Ted, an no mistake, said Stobbs. I had amost forgot about the war and the Mounseers.

Ah then, its not goin to attack us ye are, is it? Never! exclaimed Teddy in surprise, observing that two boats had been lowered from the schooners davits into which men were crowding.

The question was answered in a way that could not be misunderstood. A puff of white smoke burst from the vessels side, and a cannon shot went skipping over the sea close past the lighthouse, at the same time the French flag was run up and the two boats, pushing off, made straight for the rock.

Teddy and his comrade ran down to the foot of the building, where the other men were arming themselves hastily with crowbars and large chips of stone. Marshalling the men together, the assistant engineer, who was a fiery little fellow, explained to them how they ought to act.

My lads, said he, the surf has become so strong, by good luck, that it is likely to capsize the enemys boats before they get here. In which case theyll be comfortably drowned, and we can resume our work; but if they manage to reach the rock, well retire behind the lighthouse to keep clear of their musket balls; and, when they attempt to land, rush at em, and heave em all into the sea. Its like enough that theyre more numerous than we, but you all know that one Englishman is a match for three Frenchmen any day.

A general laugh and cheer greeted this address, and then they all took shelter behind the lighthouse. Meanwhile, the two boats drew near. The lightest one was well in advance. On it came, careering on the crest of a large glassy wave. Now was the time for broaching-to and upsetting, but the boat was cleverly handled. It was launched into the harbour on a sea of foam.

Most of the Englishmen, on seeing this, ran to oppose the landing.

Surrender! shouted an officer with a large moustache, standing up in the bow of the boat.

Never! replied Mr Franks, defiantly.

Hooray! yelled Teddy Maroon, flourishing his crowbar.

At this the officer gave an order: the Frenchmen raised their muskets, and the Englishmen scampered back to their place of shelter, laughing like school-boys engaged in wild play. Teddy Maroon, whose fertile brain was always devising some novelty or other, ran up to his old post at the windlass, intending to cast a large mass of stone into the boat when it neared the rock, hoping thereby to knock a hole through its bottom; but before he reached his perch, a breaker burst into the harbour and overturned the boat, leaving her crew to struggle towards the rock. Some of them were quickly upon it, grappling with the Englishmen who rushed forward to oppose the landing. Seeing this, Teddy hurled his mass of stone at the head of an unfortunate Frenchman, whom he narrowly missed, and then, uttering a howl, ran down to join in the fray. The French commander, a powerful man, was met knee-deep in the water, by Isaac Dorkin, whom he struck down with the hilt of his sword, and poor Isaacs grumbling career would certainly have come to an end then and there, had not John Potter, who had already hurled two Frenchmen back into the sea, run to the rescue, and, catching his friend by the hair of the head, dragged him on the rock. At that moment Teddy Maroon dashed at the French officer, caught his uplifted sword-arm by the wrist, and pushed him back into the sea just as he was in the act of making a savage cut at John Potter. Before the latter had dragged his mate quite out of danger he was grappled with by another Frenchman, and they fell struggling to the ground, while a third came up behind Teddy with a boat-hook, and almost took him by surprise; but Teddy turned in time, caught the boat-hook in his left hand, and, flattening the Frenchmans nose with his right, tumbled him over and ran to assist in repelling another party of the invaders who were making good their landing at the other side of the rock.

Thus the skrimmage, as John Potter styled it, became general. Although out-numbered, the Englishmen were getting the best of it, when the second boat plunged into the so-called harbour, and in a few seconds the rock was covered with armed men. Of course the Englishmen were overpowered. Their tools were collected and put into the boat. With some difficulty the first boat was righted. The Englishmen were put into it, with a strong guard of marines, and then the whole party were carried on board the French schooner, which turned out to be a privateer.

Thus were the builders of the Eddystone lighthouse carried off as prisoners of war to France, and their feelings may be gathered from the last remark of Teddy Maroon, who, as the white cliffs of England were fading from his view, exclaimed bitterly, Och hone! Ill never see owld Ireland no more!

Note. It may be as well to state, at this point, that the incidents here related, and indeed all the important incidents of our tale, are founded on, we believe, well authenticated facts.




Chapter Four.

Unlooked-for Deliverance.

Behold, then, our lighthouse-builders entering a French port; Teddy Maroon looking over the side of the vessel at the pier to which they are drawing near, and grumbling sternly at his sad fate; John Potter beside him, with his arms crossed, his eyes cast down, and his thoughts far away with the opinionated Martha and the ingenious Tommy; Mr Franks and the others standing near; all dismal and silent.

You not seem for like ver moche to see la belle France, said the French officer with the huge moustache, addressing Teddy.

Its little Teddy Maroon cares whether he sees Bell France or Betsy France, replied the Irishman, impudently. No thanks to you aither for givin me the chance. Sure its the likes o you that bring war into disgrace intirely; goin about the say on yer own hook, plunderin right an left. Its pirate, and not privateers, ye should be called, an its myself that would string ye all at the yard-arm av I only had me own way.

Hah! exclaimed the Frenchman, with a scowl: but by goot fortune you not have your own vay. Perhaps you change you mind ven you see de inside of French prisons, ha!

Perhaps I wont; ha! cried Teddy, mimicking his captor. Go away wid yez, an attind to yer own business.

The Frenchman turned angrily away. In a few seconds more they were alongside the pier, and a gangway was run on board.

The first man who stepped on this gangway was a tall powerful gendarme, with a huge cocked hat, and a long cavalry sabre, the steel scabbard of which clattered magnificently as he stalked along. Now it chanced that this dignified official slipped his foot on the gangway, and, to the horror of all observers, fell into the water.

Impulsiveness was a part of Teddy Maroons enthusiastic nature. He happened to be gazing in admiration at the gendarme when he fell. In another moment he had plunged overboard after him, caught him by the collar, and held him up.

The gendarme could not swim. In the first agony of fear he threw about his huge limbs, and almost drowned his rescuer.

Be aisy, wont ee! shouted Ted, holding him at arms length, and striving to keep out of his grasp. At the same time he dealt him a hearty cuff on the ear.

The words and the action appeared to have a sedative effect on the gendarme, who at once became passive, and in a few minutes the rescuer and the rescued stood dripping on the schooners deck.

Thank ee, my friend, said the gendarme in English, extending his hand.

Och, yere an Irishman! exclaimed Teddy eagerly, as he grasped the offered hand. But sure, he added, in an altered tone, dropping the hand and glancing at the mans uniform, ye must be a poor-spirited craitur to forsake yer native land an become a mounseer.

Ireland is not my native land, and I am not an Irishman, said the gendarme, with a smile. My mother was Irish, but my father was French, and I was born in Paris. It is true that I spent many years in Ireland among my mothers relations, so that I speak your language, but I am more French than Irish.

Humph! mores the pity, said Teddy. If there was but wan drop o me blood Irish an all the rest o me French, Id claim to be an Irishman. If Id known what ye was Id have let ye sink, I would. Go along: I dont think much of yez.

Perhaps not, replied the gendarme, twirling his long moustache with a good-humoured smile; nevertheless I think a good deal of you, my fine fellow. Farewell, I shall see you again.

Ye neednt trouble yerself, replied Teddy, flinging off, testily.

It was quite evident that the unfortunate Irishman found it hard to get reconciled to his fate. He could scarcely be civil to his mates in misfortune, and felt a strong disposition to wrench the sword from his captors hand, cut off his moustached head, and then, in the language of desperate heroes of romance, sell his life dearly. He refrained, however, and was soon after marched along with his mates to the stronghold of the port, at the door of which the French commander handed them over to the jailor, wishing Teddy all health and happiness, with a broad grin, as he bid him farewell.

Our unfortunates crossed a stone court with walls that appeared to rise into the clouds; then they traversed a dark stone passage, at the end of which stood an open door with a small stone cell beyond. Into this they were desired to walk, and as several bayonet points glittered in the passage behind them, they felt constrained to obey. Then locks were turned, and bars were drawn, and bolts were shot. The heavy heels of the jailer and guard were heard retiring. More locks and bars and bolts were turned and drawn and shot at the farther end of the stone passage, after which all remained still as the grave.

Och hone! groaned Teddy, looking round at his companions, as he sat on a stone seat, the picture of despair: To be kilt is a trifle; to fight is a pleasure; to be hanged is only a little trying to the narves. But to be shut up in a stone box in a furrin land

Words failed him here, but another groan told eloquently of the bitterness of the spirit within.

We must just try to be as cheery as we can, mates, said John Potter. The Lord can deliver us out o worse trouble than this if He sees fit.

Oh, its all very well for you to talk like that, growled Isaac Dorkin, but I dont believe the Almighty is goin to pull down stone walls and iron gates to set us free, an you know that we havent a friend in all France to help us.

I dont know that, Isaac. It certainly seems very unlikely that any one should start up to befriend us here, but with God all things are possible. At the worst, I know that if we are to remain here, its His will that we should.

Humph! I wish ye much comfort o the thought: it doesnt give much to me, remarked Stobbs.

Here, Mr Franks, who had hitherto sat in sad silence, brightened up, and said, Well, well, lads, dont let us make things worse by disputing. Surely each man is entitled to draw comfort from any source he chooses. For my part, I agree with John Potter, in this at all events,  that we should try to be as cheery as we can, and make the best of it.

Hear, hear! exclaimed the others. Acting on this advice, they soon began to feel a little less miserable. They had straw to sleep on, and were allowed very poor fare; but there was a sufficiency of it. The first night passed, and the second day; after which another fit of despair seized some of the party. Then John Potter managed to cheer them up a bit, and as he never went about without a small Testament in his pocket, he was able to lighten the time by reading portions of it aloud. After that they took to relating their lives and adventures to each other, and then the inventive spirits among them took to spinning long-winded yarns. Thus a couple of weeks passed away, during which these unfortunate prisoners of war went through every stage of feeling between hope and despair over and over again.

During one of his despairing moods, Teddy Maroon declared that he had now given up all hope, and that the first chance he got, he would kill himself, for he was quite certain that nobody would ever be able to find out where they were, much less get them out of that fig.

But Teddy was wrong, as the sequel will show.

Let us leap now, good reader, to the Tuileries,  into the apartments of Louis XIV. From a prison to a palace is an unusual leap, no doubt, though the reverse is by no means uncommon! The old King is pacing his chamber in earnest thought, addressing an occasional remark to his private Secretary. The subject that occupies him is the war, and the name of England is frequently on his lips. The Secretary begs leave to bring a particular letter under the notice of the King. The Secretary speaks in French, of course, but there is a peculiarly rich tone and emphasis in his voice which a son of the Green Isle would unhesitatingly pronounce to be the brogue.

Read it, says the King hurriedly: but first tell me, who writes?

A gendarme, sire: a poor relation of mine.

Ha: an Irishman?

No, sire: but his mother was Irish.

Well, read, says the King.

The Secretary reads: Dear Terrence, will you do me the favour to bring a matter before the King? The commander of a French privateer has done an act worthy of a buccaneer: he has attacked the men who were re-building the famous Eddystone lighthouse, and carried them prisoners of war into this port. I would not trouble you or the King about this, did I not know his Majesty too well to believe him capable of countenancing such a deed.

What! exclaims the King, turning abruptly, with a flush of anger on his countenance, the Eddystone lighthouse, which so stands as to be of equal service to all nations having occasion to navigate the channel?

The same, sire; and the officer who has done this expects to be rewarded.

Ha: he shall not be disappointed; he shall have his reward, exclaims the King. Let him be placed in the prison where the English men now lie, to remain there during our pleasure; and set the builders of the Eddystone free. Let them have gifts, and all honourable treatment, to repay them for their temporary distress, and send them home, without delay, in the same vessel which brought them hither. We are indeed at war with England, but not with mankind!

The commands of kings are, as a rule, promptly obeyed. Even although there were neither railways nor telegraphs in those days, many hours had not elapsed before the tall gendarme stood in the prison-cell where John Potter and his friends were confined. There was a peculiar twinkle in his eye, as he ordered a band of soldiers to act as a guard of honour in conducting the Englishmen to the best hotel in the town, where a sumptuous collation awaited them. Arrived there, the circumstances of their case were explained to them by the chief magistrate, who was in waiting to receive them and present them with certain gifts, by order of Louis XIV.

The fortunate men looked on at all that was done, ate their feast, and received their gifts in speechless amazement, until at length the gendarme (who acted as interpreter, and seemed to experience intense enjoyment at the whole affair) asked if they were ready to embark for England? To which Teddy Maroon replied, by turning to John Potter and saying, I say, John, just give me a dig in the ribs, will ee: a good sharp one. Its of no use at all goin on draimin like this. Itll only make it the worse the longer I am o wakin up.

John Potter smiled and shook his head; but when he and his friends were conducted by their guard of honour on board of the schooner which had brought them there, and when they saw the moustached commander brought out of his cabin and led ashore in irons, and heard the click of the capstan as the vessel was warped out of harbour, and beheld the tall gendarme take off his cocked hat and wish them bon voyage as they passed the head of the pier, they at length became convinced that it was all true; and Teddy declared with enthusiastic emphasis, that the mounseers were not such bad fellows after all!

Oh, John, John! exclaimed Mrs Potter, about thirty hours after that, as she stood gazing in wild delight at a magnificent cashmere shawl which hung on her husbands arm, while Tommy was lost in admiration at the sight of a splendid inlaid ivory work-box, where ever got ee such a helegant shawl?

From King Louis, of France, lass, said John, with a peculiar smile.

Never! said Mrs Potter, emphatically; and then she gave it forth as one of her settled convictions, that, Kings wasnt such fools as to go makin presents like that to poor working men.

However, John Potter, who had only just then presented himself before the eyes of his astonished spouse, stoutly asserted that it was true; and said that if she would set about getting something to eat, for he was uncommonly hungry, and if Tommy would leave off opening his mouth and eyes to such an unnecessary extent, he would tell them all about it. So Mrs Potter was convinced, and, for once, had her settled convictions unsettled; and the men returned to their work on the Eddystone; and a man-of-war was sent to cruise in the neighbourhood to guard them from misfortune in the future; and, finally, the Rudyerd lighthouse was completed.

Its total height, from the lowest side to the top of the ball on the lantern, was ninety-two feet, and its greatest diameter twenty-three feet four inches. It took about three years to build, having been commenced in 1706, the first light was put up in 1708, and the whole was completed in 1709.

Teddy Maroon was one of the first keepers, but he soon left to take charge of a lighthouse on the Irish coast. Thereupon John Potter made application for the post. He was successful over many competitors, and at last obtained the darling wish of his heart: he became principal keeper; his surly comrade, Isaac Dorkin, strange to say, obtaining the post of second keeper. Mrs Potter didnt like the change at first, as a matter of course.

But youll come to like it, Martha, John would say when they referred to the subject, Absence, you know, makes the heart grow fonder. Well think all the more of each other when we meet during my spells ashore, at the end of every two months.

Tommy also objected very much at first, but he could not alter his fathers intentions; so John Potter went off to the Eddystone rock, and for a long time took charge of the light that cast its friendly beams over the sea every night thereafter, through storm and calm, for upwards of six-and-forty years.

That Johns life in the lighthouse was not all that he had hoped for will become apparent in the next chapter.




Chapter Five.

A Terrible Situation.

There were four rooms and a lantern in Rudyerds lighthouse. The second room was that which was used most by John Potter and his mate Isaac Dorkin: it was the kitchen, dining room, and parlour, all in one. Immediately below it was the store-room, and just above it the dormitory.

The general tenor of the life suited John exactly: he was a quiet-spirited, meditative, religious man; and, although quite willing to face difficulties, dangers, and troubles like a man, when required to do so, he did not see it to be his duty to thrust himself unnecessarily into these circumstances. There were plenty of men, he was wont to say, who loved bustle and excitement, and there were plenty of situations of that sort for them to fill; for his part, he loved peace and quiet; the Eddystone lighthouse offered both, and why should he not take advantage of the opportunity, especially when, by so doing, he would secure a pretty good and regular income for his wife and family.

John gave vent to an opinion which contained deeper truths than, at that time, he thought of. God has given to men their varied powers and inclinations, in order that they may use these powers and follow these inclinations. Working rightly, man is a perfect machine: it is only the fall which has twisted all things awry. There is no sin in feeling an intense desire for violent physical action, or in gratifying that desire when we can do so in accordance with the revealed will of God; but there is sin in gratifying it in a wrong way; in committing burglary for instance, or in prize-fighting, or in helping others to fight in a cause with which we have no right to interfere. Again, it is not wrong to desire peace and quiet, and to wish for mental and spiritual and physical repose; but it is decidedly wrong to stand by with your hands in your pockets when an innocent or helpless one is being assaulted by ruffians; to sit quiet and do nothing when your neighbours house is on fire; to shirk an unpleasant duty and leave some one else to do it; or to lie a-bed when you should be up and at work.

All our powers were given to be used: our inclinations were intended to impel us in certain directions, and Gods will and glory were meant to be our guide and aim. So the Scripture teaches, we think, in the parable of the talents, and in the words, Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might; and, Whether, therefore, ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God.

Our great fault lies in not consulting Gods plan of arrangement. How often do we find that, in adopting certain lines of action, men consult only the pecuniary or social advantage; ignoring powers, or want of powers, and violating inclinations; and this even among professing Christians; while, among the unbelieving, Gods will and glory are not thought of at all. And yet we wonder that so many well-laid plans miscarry, that so many promising young men and women come to grief! Forgetting that the right man (or woman) in the right place is an essential element in thorough success.

But, to return to John Potter. His conscience was easy as to his duty in becoming a lightkeeper, and the lighthouse was all that he could wish, or had hoped for. There was no disturbance from without, for the thick walls and solid foundation defied winds or waves to trouble him; save only in the matter of smoke, which often had a strong tendency to traverse the chimney in the wrong direction, but that was not worth mentioning! John found, however, that sin in the person of his mate marred his peace and destroyed his equanimity.

Isaac Dorkin did not find the life so much to his taste as he had expected. He became more grumpy than ever, and quarrelled with his friend on the slightest provocation; insomuch that at last John found it to be his wisest plan to let him alone. Sometimes, in consequence of this pacific resolve, the two men would spend a whole month without uttering a word to each other; the one in the sulks, the other waiting until he should come out of them.

Their duties were light, but regular. During the day they found a sufficiency of quiet occupation in cooking their food, cleaning. The lighting apparatus  which consisted of a framework full of tallow candles,  and in keeping the building clean and orderly. At night they kept watch, each four hours at a time, while the other slept. While watching, John read his Bible and several books which had been given to him by Mr Rudyerd; or, in fine weather, paced round and round the gallery, just outside the lantern, in profound meditation. Dorkin also, during his watches, meditated much; he likewise grumbled a good deal, and smoked continuously. He was not a bad fellow at bottom, however, and sometimes he and Potter got on very amicably. At such seasons John tried to draw his mate into religious talk, but without success. Thus, from day to day and year to year, these two men stuck to their post, until eleven years had passed away.

One day, about the end of that period, John Potter, who, having attained to the age of fifty-two, was getting somewhat grey, though still in full strength and vigour, sat at his chimney corner beside his buxom and still blooming wife. His fireside was a better one than in days of yore,  thanks to Tommy, who had become a flourishing engineer: Mrs Potters costume was likewise much better in condition and quality than it used to be; thanks, again, to Tommy, who was a grateful and loving son.

Well, Martha, Ive had a pleasant month ashore, lass: I wish that I hadnt to go off on relief to-morrow.

Why not leave it altogether, then, John? Youve no occasion to continue a light-keeper now that youve laid by so much, and Tommy is so well off and able to help us, an willin too  God bless him!

Amen to that, Martha. I have just bin thinkin over the matter, and Ive made up my mind that this is to be my last trip off to the Rock. I spoke to the superintendent last week, and its all settled. Who dye think is to take my place?

I never could guess nothink, John: who?

Teddy Maroon: no less.

What? an im a older man than yourself?

Ah, but it aint the same Teddy. Its his eldest son, named after himself; an so like what his father was when I last saw him, that I dont think Id be able to tell which was which.

Well, John, Im glad to ear it; an be sure that ye git ome, next relief before the thirty-first of October, for thats Tommys wedding day, an you know we fixed it a purpose to suit your time of being at ome. A sweet pair theyll make. Nora was born to be a lady: nobody would think but she is one, with er pretty winsome ways; and Tommy, who was twenty-five is very last birthday, is one of the andsomest men in Plymouth. Ive a settled conviction, John, that hell live to be a great man.

You once had a settled conviction that he would come to a bad end, said Potter, with an arch smile.

Go along with you, John! retorted Mrs Potter.

Im just going, said John, rising and kissing his wife as he put on his hat; and you may depend on it that Ill not miss dancing at our Tommys wedding, if I can help it.

That night saw John Potter at his old post again  snuffing the candles on the Eddystone, and chatting with his old mate Dorkin beside the kitchen fire. One evening towards the end of October, John Potter and Isaac, having lighted up, sat down to a game of draughts. It was blowing hard outside, and heavy breakers were bursting on the rock and sending thin spray as high as the lantern, but all was peace and comfort inside; even Isaacs grumpy spirit was calmer than usual.

You seem dull to-night, mate, observed John, as they re-arranged the pieces for another game.

I dont feel very well, said Dorkin, passing his hand over his brow languidly.

Youd better turn in, then; an Ill take half of your watch as well as my own.

Thank ee kindly, said Dorkin in a subdued voice: Ill take yer advice. Perhaps, he added slowly, youll read me a bit out o the Book.

This was the first time that Isaac had expressed a desire to touch on religious subjects, or to hear the Bible read; and John, you may be sure, was only too glad to comply. After his mate had lain down, he read a small portion; but, observing that he seemed very restless, he closed the Bible and contented himself with quoting the following words of our Lord Jesus: Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest; and, The blood of Jesus Christ Gods Son, cleanseth us from all sin. Then in a sentence or two he prayed fervently that the Holy Spirit might apply these words.

John had a suspicion that his mate was on the verge of a serious illness, and he was not wrong. Next day, Dorkin was stricken with a raging fever, and John Potter had not only to nurse him day and night, but to give constant attention to the lantern as well. Fortunately, the day after that the relief boat would be out, so he consoled himself with that thought; but the gale, which had been blowing for some days, increased that night until it blew a perfect hurricane. The sea round the Eddystone became a tremendous whirlpool of foam, and all hope of communication with the shore was cut off. Of course the unfortunate lighthouse-keeper hung out a signal of distress, although he knew full well that it could not be replied to.

Meanwhile a wedding party assembled in Plymouth. The bride was blooming and young; the bridegroom  strong and happy; but there was a shade upon his brow as he approached a stout elderly female, and said, sadly, I cant tell you, mother, how grieved I am that father is not with us to-day. I would be quite willing to put it off, and so would Nora, for a few days, but there is no appearance of the storm abating; and, indeed, if even it stopped this moment, I dont think the relief-boat could get off in less than a week.

I know it, Tommy. (It seemed ridiculous to call a strapping, curly-haired, bewhiskered, six-foot man Tommy!) I know it, Tommy; but it aint of no use puttin of it off. Ive always ad a settled conviction that anythink as is put off is as good as given up altogether. No, no, my son; go on with the weddin.

So the wedding went on, and Nora Vining, a dark-haired Plymouth maiden, became Mrs Thomas Potter; and the breakfast was eaten, and the healths were drunk, and the speeches made, and Mrs Potter, senior, wept profusely (for joy) nearly all the time, into a white cotton handkerchief, which was so large and strong that some of the guests entertained the belief to the end of their lives that the worthy woman had had it manufactured for her own special use on that great occasion.

Meanwhile the father, whose absence was regretted so much, and whose heart would have rejoiced so much to have been there, remained in his lonely dwelling, out among the mad whirlpools in the wildest past of the raging sea. All day, and every day, his signal of distress streamed horizontally in the furious gale, and fishermen stood on the shore and wondered what was wrong, and wished so earnestly that the gale would go down; but no one, not even the boldest among them all, imagined for a moment that a boat could venture to leave the shore, much less encounter the seething billows on the Eddystone. As each night drew on, one by one the lights glimmered out above the rock, until the bright beams of the fully illuminated lantern poured like a flood through the murky air, and then men went home to their firesides, relieved to know that, whatever might be wrong, the keepers were at all events able to attend to their important duties.

Day after day Isaac Dorkin grew worse: he soon became delirious, and, strong though he was, John Potter was scarcely able to hold him down in bed. When the delirium first came on, John chanced to be in the lantern just commencing to light up. When he was about to apply the light, he heard a noise behind him, and, turning hastily round, beheld the flushed face and blazing eyes of his mate rising through the trap door that communicated with the rooms below. Leaving his work, John hastened to his friend, and with some difficulty persuaded him to return to his bed; but no sooner had he got him into it and covered him up, than a new paroxysm came on, and the sick man arose in the strength of his agony and hurled his friend to the other side of the apartment. John sprang up, and grappled with him while he was rushing towards the door. It was an awful struggle that ensued. Both were large and powerful men; the one strong in a resolute purpose to meet boldly a desperate case, the other mad with fever. They swayed to and fro, and fell on and smashed the homely furniture of the place; sometimes the one and sometimes the other prevailing, while both gasped for breath and panted vehemently; suddenly Dorkin sank down exhausted. He appeared to collapse, and John lifted him with difficulty again into his bed; but in a few seconds he attempted to renew the struggle, while the whole building was filled with his terrific cries.

While this was going on, the shades of night had been falling fast, and John Potter remembered that none of the candles had been lit, and that in a few minutes more the rock would be a source of greater danger to shipping than if no lighthouse had been there, because vessels would be making for the light from all quarters of the world, in the full faith of its being kept up! Filled with horror at the thought that perhaps even at that moment vessels might be hurrying on to their doom, he seized a piece of rope that lay at hand, and managed to wind it so firmly round his mate as to render him helpless. Bounding back to the lantern, he quickly lighted it up, but did not feel his heart relieved until he had gazed out at the snowy billows below, and made sure that no vessel was in view. Then he took a long draught of water, wiped his brow, and returned to his friend.

Two days after that Isaac Dorkin died. And now John Potter found himself in a more horrible situation than before. The storm continued: no sooner did one gale abate than another broke out, so as to render approach to the rock impossible; while, day after day, and night after night, the keeper had to pass the dead body of his mate several times in attending to the duties of the lantern. And still the signal of distress continued to fly from the lighthouse, and still the people on shore continued to wonder what was wrong, to long for moderate weather, and to feel relief when they saw the faithful light beam forth each evening at sunset.

At last the corpse began to decay, and John felt that it was necessary to get rid of it, but he dared not venture to throw it into the sea. It was well known that Dorkin had been a quarrelsome man, and he feared that if he could not produce the body when the relief came, he might be deemed a murderer. He therefore let it lie until it became so overpoweringly offensive that the whole building, from foundation to cupola, was filled with the horrible stench. The feelings of the solitary man can neither be conceived nor described. Well was it for John that he had the Word of God in his hand, and the grace of God in his heart during that awful period.

For nearly a month his agony lasted. At last the weather moderated. The boat came off; the relief was effected; and poor Dorkins body, which was in such a condition that it could not be carried on shore, was thrown into the sea. Then John Potter returned home, and left the lighthouse service for ever.

From that time forward it has been the custom to station not fewer than three men at a time on all out-lying lighthouses of the kingdom.

Note. Reader, we have not drawn here on our imagination. This story is founded on unquestionable fact.




Chapter Six.

THE END of Rudyerds Lighthouse.

Thirty-Four years passed away, and still Rudyerds lighthouse stood firm as the rock on which it was founded. True, during that period it had to undergo occasional repairs, because the timber uprights at the base, where exposed to the full violence of the waves, had become weather-worn, and required renewing in part; but this was only equivalent to a ship being overhauled and having some of her planks renewed. The main fabric of the lighthouse remained as sound and steadfast at the end of that long period as it was at the beginning, and it would in all probability have remained on the Eddystone Rock till the present day, had not a foe assailed it, whose nature was very different indeed from that with which it had been built to contend.

The lighthouse was at this time in charge of Teddy Maroon: not the Teddy who had bewailed his fate so disconsolately in the French prison in days gone by, but his youngest son, who was now getting to be an elderly man. We may, however, relieve the mind of the sympathetic reader, by saying that Teddy, senior, was not dead. He was still alive and hearty; though bent nearly double with extreme age; and dwelt on the borders of one of the Irish bogs, at the head of an extensive colony of Maroons.

One night Teddy the younger ascended to the lantern to trim the candles; he snuffed them all round and returned to the kitchen to have a pipe, his two mates being a-bed at the time. No one now knows how the thing happened, but certain it is that Teddy either dropped some of the burning snuff on the floor, or in some other way introduced more light into his lantern that night than it had ever been meant to contain, so that while he and his mates were smoking comfortably below, the lighthouse was smoking quietly, but ominously, above.

On shore, late that night, an elderly gentleman stood looking out of the window of a charmingly situated cottage in the village of Cawsand Bay, near Plymouth, which commanded a magnificent prospect of the channel.

Father, he said, turning to a very old man seated beside the fire, who, although shrunken and wrinkled and bald, was ruddy in complexion, and evidently in the enjoyment of a green old age, Father, the lighthouse is beautifully bright to-night; shall I help you to the window to look at it?

Yes, Tommy: Im fond o the old light. It minds me of days gone by, when you and I were young, Martha.

The old man gave a chuckle as he looked across the hearthstone, where, in a chair similar to his own, sat a very stout and very deaf and very old lady, smoothing the head of her grandchild, a little girl, who was the youngest of a family of ten.

Old Martha did not hear John Potters remark, but she saw his kindly smile, and nodded her head with much gravity in reply. Martha had grown intellectually slow when she partially lost her hearing, and although she was not sad she had evidently become solemn. An English Dictionary and the Bible were the only books that Martha would look at now. She did not use the former as a help to the understanding of the latter. No one knew why she was so partial to the dictionary; but as she not unfrequently had it on her knee upside down while poring over it, her grandchild, little Nora, took up the idea that she had resolved to devote the latter days of her life to learning to read backwards! Perhaps the fact that the dictionary had once belonged to her son James who was wrecked and drowned on the Norfolk coast, may have had something to do with it.

With the aid of his sons arm and a stick old John managed to hobble to the window.

It is very bright. Why, Tommy, he exclaimed, with a start, its too bright: the lighthouse must be on fire!

At that moment, Tommys wife, now fat, fair, and fifty (or thereabouts), entered the room hurriedly, exclaiming, Oh, Tom, what can be the matter with the lighthouse, I never saw it so bright before?

Tom, who had hastily placed his father in a chair, so that he could see the Eddystone, seized his hat, and exclaiming, Ill go and see, my dear, ran out and proceeded to the shore.

Whats the matter? cried Mrs Potter in a querulous voice, when little Nora rushed from her side.

Nora, senior, went to her at once, and, bending down, said, in a musical voice that retained much of its clearness and all its former sweetness: I fear that the lighthouse is on fire, grandma!

Mrs Potter gazed straight before her with vacant solemnity, and Nora, supposing that she had not heard, repeated the information.

Still Mrs Potter made no reply; but, after a few moments, she turned her eyes on her daughter-in-law with owlish gravity, and said; I knew it! I said long ago to your father, my dear, I had a settled conviction that that lighthouse would come to a bad end.

It did indeed appear as though old Marthas prophecy were about to come true!

Out at the lighthouse Teddy Maroon, having finished his pipe, went up to the lantern to trim the candles again. He had no sooner opened the hatch of the lantern than a dense cloud of smoke burst out. He shouted to his comrades, one of whom, Henry Hall, was old and not fit for much violent exertion; the other, James Wilkie, was a young man, but a heavy sleeper. They could not be roused as quickly as the occasion demanded. Teddy ran to the store-room for a leathern bucket, but before he could descend to the rock, fill it and re-ascend, the flames had got a firm hold of the cupola. He dashed the water into the lantern just as his horrified comrades appeared.

Fetch bucketfulls as fast as ye can. Och, be smart, boys, if iver ye was, he shouted, while perspiration streamed down his face. Pulling off his coat, while his mates ran down for water, Teddy dashed wildly into the lantern, and, holding the coat by its arms, laid about him violently, but smoke and fire drove him but almost immediately. The buckets were long of coming, and when they did arrive, their contents were as nothing on the glowing cupola. Then Teddy went out on the balcony and endeavoured to throw the water up, but the height was too great. While he was doing this, Wilkie ran down for more water, but Hall stood gazing upwards, open-mouthed with horror, at the raging flames. At that moment the leaden covering of the roof melted, and rushed down on Halls head and shoulders. He fell, with a loud shriek. While Teddy tried to drag him down to the room below, he exclaimed that some of the melted lead had gone down his throat! He was terribly burned about the neck, but his comrades had to leave him in his bed while they strove wildly to check the flames. It was all in vain. The wood-work around the lantern, from years of exposure to the heat of twenty-four large candles burning at once, had become like tinder, and the fire became so fierce that the timber courses composing the top of the column soon caught. Then the keepers saw that any further efforts would be useless. The great exertions made to carry up even a few bucketsfull of water soon exhausted their strength, and they were driven from room to room as the fire descended. At last the heat and smoke became so intense that they were driven out of the lighthouse altogether, and sought shelter in a cavern or hollow under the ladder, on the east side of the rock. Fortunately it was low water at the time, and the weather was calm. Had it been otherwise, the rock would have been no place of refuge.

Meanwhile Mr Thomas Potter (our old friend Tommy  now, as we have said an elderly gentleman) went off in a large boat with a crew of stout fishermen from Cawsand Bay, having a smaller boat in tow. When they reached the rock, a terrific spectacle was witnessed. The lighthouse was enveloped in flames nearly to the bottom, for the outside planking, being caulked and covered with pitch, was very inflammable. The top glowed against the dark sky and looked in the midst of the smoke like a fiery meteor. The Eddystone Rock was suffused with a dull red light, as if it were becoming red hot, and the surf round it appeared to hiss against the fire, while in the dark shadow of the cave the three lighthouse keepers were seen cowering in terror,  as they well might, seeing that melted lead and flaming masses of wood and other substances were falling thickly round them.

To get them out of their dangerous position was a matter of extreme difficulty, because, although there was little or no wind, the swell caused a surf on the rock which absolutely forbade the attempt to land. In this emergency they fell upon a plan which seemed to afford some hope of success. They anchored the large boat to the westward, and veered down towards the rock as far as they dared venture. Then three men went into the small boat, which was eased off and sent farther in by means of a rope. When as near as it was possible to approach, a coil of rope was thrown to the rock. It was caught by Teddy Maroon, and although in extreme danger and anxiety, the men in the boat could not help giving vent to a ringing cheer. Teddy at once tied the end of the rope round the waist of old Henry Hall, and half persuaded, half forced him into the surf, through which he was hauled into the boat in safety. Wilkie went next, and Teddy followed. Thus they were rescued, put on board the large boat, and carried on shore; but no sooner did the keel grate on the sand, than Wilkie, who had never spoken a word, and who appeared half stupefied, bounded on shore and ran off at full speed. It is a curious fact, which no one has ever been able to account for, that this man was never more heard of! As it is quite certain that he did not cause the fire, and also that he did his utmost to subdue it, the only conclusion that could be come to was, that the excitement and terror had driven him mad. At all events that was the last of him.

Another curious fact connected with the fire is, that Henry Hall actually did swallow a quantity of melted lead. He lingered for twelve days after the accident, and then died. Afterwards his body was opened, and an oval lump of lead, which weighed upwards of seven ounces, was found in his stomach. This extraordinary fact is authenticated by the credible testimony of a respectable medical man and several eye-witnesses.

Meanwhile, the lighthouse continued to burn, despite the most strenuous efforts made to save it. Had a storm arisen, the seas would speedily have quenched the fire, but unfortunately the weather continued fine and comparatively calm for several days, while the wind was just strong enough to fan the fury of the flames, and at the same time to cause a surf sufficiently high to render a landing on the rock impossible. But, indeed, even if this had been effected, the efforts that could have been made with the small fire-engines at that time in use, would have been utterly useless. The fire gradually descended to the different courses of solid timber, the well-hole of the staircase assisting the draught, and the outside timbers and inside mast, or wooden core, forming a double connecting link whereby the devouring element was carried to the very bottom of the building, with a heat so intense that the courses of Cornish moor-stone were made red hot.

Admiral West, with part of the fleet, happened to be at that time in Plymouth Sound. He at once sent a sloop with a fire-engine to the rock. They attempted to land in a boat, but could not. So violent was the surf, that the boat was at one time thrown bodily upon the rock by one wave and swept off again by the next. The escape on this occasion was almost miraculous, the men therefore did not venture to make another attempt, but contented themselves with endeavouring to work the engine from the boat, in doing which they broke it, and thus all hope of doing anything further was gone. But indeed the engine they had would have availed nothing, even though it had been twice as powerful, against such a mighty conflagration. As well might they have tried to extinguish Vesuvius with a tea-kettle!

For four days and nights did that massive pillar of fire burn. At last it fell in ruins before the most irresistible element with which man or matter has to contend, after having braved the fury of the winds and waves for nearly half a century.

Thus perished the second lighthouse that was built on the Eddystone Rock, in December of the year 1755, and thus, once again, were those black reefs left unguarded. Once more that dread of mariners, ancient and modern, became a trap on the south coast of England  a trap now rendered doubly dangerous by the fact that, for so long a period, ships had been accustomed to make for it instead of avoiding it, in the full expectation of receiving timely warning from its friendly light.




Chapter Seven.

Old Friends In New Circumstances.

We open the story of the third, and still existing, lighthouse on the Eddystone with the re-introduction of Teddy Maroon  that Teddy who acted so prominent a part at the burning of Rudyerds tower in December 1755.

Mens activities seem to have been quickened at this period of time, for only about six months were allowed to elapse between the destruction of the old and the commencement of operations for the new lighthouse.

It was a calm evening in the autumn 1756 when Teddy Maroon, smoking a little black pipe, sauntered towards the residence of old John Potter. On reaching the door he extinguished the little pipe by the summary process of thrusting the point of his blunt forefinger into the bowl, and deposited it hot in his vest pocket. His tap was answered by a small servant girl, with a very red and ragged head of hair, who ushered him into the presence of the aged couple. They were seated in the two chairs  one on each side of the fireplace  which they might almost be said to inhabit. Little Nora was stirring a few embers of coal into a cheery flame, for she knew the old people loved the sight of the fire even in summer. On a chair beside old Martha lay the open Bible, from which Nora had been reading, and on old Marthas knee was the valued dictionary, upside down as usual.

Glad to see you, lad, said old John, with a pleasant smile as he extended his hand; it does us good to see you; it minds us so of old times.

Ah, then, Ive got to tell ee whatll mind you more of owld times than the mere sight o me face, said Teddy, as he patted old Martha on the shoulder and sat down beside her. How are ee, owld ooman?

Ay, replied Martha in a tremulous voice, youre uncommon like your father  as like as two peas.

Faix, av ye saw the dear owld gintleman now, said Teddy with a laugh, yed think there was a difference. Howsever, its o no use repaitin me question, for any man could see that youre in the best o health  youre bloomin like a cabbage rose.

The latter part of this complimentary speech was shouted into old Marthas ear, and she responded by shaking her head and desiring the flatterer to go along.

Well, John, said the visitor, turning to his fathers old friend, youll be glad to hear that Ive been engaged to work at the new lighthouse, an, moreover weve got fairly begun.

You dont say so, cried John Potter, with some of the old fire sparkling in his eyes; well, now, that is pleasant noos. Why, it makes me amost wish to be young again. Of course I heard that theyve bin hard at the preparations for a good while; but few people comes to see me now; they think Im too old to be interested in anything; I suppose; an I didnt know that it was fairly begun, or that you were on the work: Id like to hear what your old father would say to it, Teddy.

I dont know what hed say to it, responded the Irishman, but I know what he threatens to do, for I wrote him the other day tellin him all about it, an he bade my sister Kathleen write back that hes more nor half a mind to come and superintend the operations.

What is it all about, Nora? demanded old Martha, who had been gazing intently at her husbands countenance during the conversation.

Nora put her pretty lips to her grandmothers ear and gave the desired information, whereupon the old lady looked solemnly at her spouse, and laying her hand on the dictionary, said, with strong though quivering emphasis: now, John, mark my words, I ave a settled conviction that that lightouse will come to a bad end. Its sure to be burnt or blowd over.

Having given vent to which prophecy, she relapsed into herself and appeared to ruminate on it with peculiar satisfaction.

And whats the name of the architect? demanded John.

Smeaton, replied Teddy Maroon.

Never heerd of im before, returned John.

No more did I, said Teddy.

The two friends appeared to find food for meditation in this point of ignorance, for they fell into a state of silence for a few minutes, which was interrupted by the sudden entrance of Mr Thomas Potter. He looked a little wearied as he sat down beside his mother, whose face lighted up with an expression of intense delight as she said, Come away, Tommy, where have you been, my boy?

Ive been out on the sea, mother, after mischief as usual, replied Tommy, whose bald head and wrinkled brow repudiated, while his open hearty smile appeared to justify, the juvenile name.

What! they avent engaged you on the noo lightouse, ave they? said old Martha, in horror.

No, no, mother, dont fear that, said her son, hastening to relieve her mind, but you know the new engineer is gathering information from all quarters, and he naturally applied to me, because I am of his own profession and have known and studied the rock since I was a little boy.

Knowd an studied it, exclaimed Martha with more than her wonted vigour, ay, an if youd said youd amost broke your old mothers heart with it, youd ave said no more than the truth, Tommy. Its a wonder as that rock hasnt brought me to a prematoor grave. However, it aint likely to do so now, an Im glad they have not inveigled you into it, my boy; for its an awful place for wettin of your feet an dirtin of your hands and pinafores, an

The old lady, relapsing here into early reminiscences, once more retired within herself, while. Teddy Maroon and John Potter, mentioning their ignorance as to the architect who had undertaken the great work, demanded of Mister Thomas if he could enlighten them.

Of course I can, he replied, for he is well known to his friends as a most able man, and will become better known to the world, if I may venture to prophesy, as the builder of what is sure to be the most famous lighthouse on the English coast. His name is Smeaton, and he is not an engineer.

Not an engineer? echoed Teddy and old John, in surprise.

No, hes a mathematical instrument maker.

Well now, said John Potter, gazing meditatively into the fireplace where Nora had evoked a tiny flame, that is strange. This Eddystun Rock seems to have what I may call a pecooliar destiny. The builder of the first lightouse was a country gentleman; of the second, a silk-mercer; and now, as you say, the third is to be put up by a maker o mathymatical instruments. I only hope, continued John, shaking his head gravely at the fireplace, that he wont make a mess of it like the others did.

Come now, father, returned his son, dont say that the others made a mess of it. We must remember that Winstanley began his building in what we may call total darkness. No other man before him had attempted such a work, so that he had no predecessor whose good points he might imitate, or whose failures he might avoid. Many a trained engineer might have made a worse mess of it, and, to my mind, it says much for poor Winstanleys capacity, all things considered, that his lighthouse stood so long as the six or seven years of its building. Then as to Rudyerds one, it was in reality a great success. It stood firm for nigh fifty years, and, but for the fire, might have stood for any number of years to come. It cannot be justly said that he made a mess of it. As well might you say that the builders of a first-rate ship made a mess of it because someone set her alight after she had sailed the ocean for half a century.

True, Tommy, true, said old John, nodding acquiescence emphatically. On seeing this, old Martha, knowing nothing about the matter because of her deafness, nodded emphatically also, and said, thats so, Tommy, I always ad a settled conviction that you was right, except, she added, as if to guard herself, except wen you was after mischief.

Well, but Tommy, continued old John, you was agoin to tell us somethin about this Mister Smeaton. What sort of a man is he?

As far as I can judge, on short acquaintance, replied Potter, he seems to be a man who has got a mind and a will of his own, and looks like one who wont be turned out of his straight course by trifles. His name is John, which is a good bible name, besides being yours, father, and he comes from Leeds, a highly respectable place, which has produced men of note before now. His age is thirty-two, which is about the most vigorous period of a mans life, and he has come to his present business in spite of all opposition, a fact which is favourable to the prospects of the lighthouse. In short hes a natural genius, and a born engineer. His father, an attorney, wished him to follow his own profession, but it was soon clear that that was out of the question, for the boys whole soul was steeped from earliest childhood in mechanics.

I once knew a boy, said John Potter, with a smile, whose whole soul was steeped in the same thing!

And in mischief, added old Martha, suddenly, much to every ones surprise. The old womans deafness was indeed of a strangely intermittent type!

Well, continued Potter, with a laugh and a nod to his mother, no doubt Smeaton had a spice of mischief in him among other qualities, for it is said of him that when quite a little fellow he made a force pump, with which he emptied his fathers fish-pond of water, to the detriment, not to say consternation, of the fish. The upshot of it all was that the lad was apprenticed to a maker of mathematical instruments, and soon proved himself to be an inventive genius of considerable power. Ere long he commenced business on his own account, and has now undertaken the task of building the third lighthouse on the Eddystone. I was in London lately, and saw the beautiful models of the intended structure which Smeaton has made with his own hands, and it seems to me that hes just the man to do the work.

At the mention of models, old John Potters eyes lighted up, for it brought the memory of former days vividly before him.

He means to build it of stone, said the son.

Stone, say ee? thats right, Tommy, thats right, said old John, with a nod of strong approval, Ive always thought that the weak point in the old lightouses was want of weight. On such a slope of a foundation, you know, it requires great weight to prevent the seas washin a lighthouse clean away.

Ive thought the same thing, father, but what you and I only thought of Smeaton has stated, and intends to act upon. He means to build a tower so solid that it will defy the utmost fury of winds and waves. He is going to cut the sloping foundation into a series of steps or shelves, which will prevent the possibility of slipping. The shape of the building is to be something like the trunk of an oak tree, with a wider base than the lighthouse of Rudyerd. The first twenty feet or so of it is to be built solid; each stone to be made in the shape of a dovetail, and all the stones circling round a central key to which they will cling, as well as to each other, besides being held by bolts and cement, so that the lower part of the building will be as firm as the rock on which it stands. But I daresay, father, continued his son, with a glance at Teddy Maroon, our friend here, being engaged on the work, has told you all about this already.

Not I, said Maroon, quickly, Ive bin too busy to come here until to-day, and though Ive got me own notions o what Mr Smeaton intends, by obsarvin whats goin on, I hant guessed the quarter o what youve towld me, sur. Howsever, I can spake to whats bin already done. You must know, said Teddy, with a great affectation of being particular, Mr Smeaton has wisely secured his workmen by howldin out pleasant prospects to em. In the first place, weve got good regular wages, an additional pay whin were on the Rock. In the second place, extra work on shore is paid for over an above the fixed wages. In the third place, each man has got his appinted dooty, ans kep close at it. In the fourth place, the rules is uncommon stringent, and instant dismissal follers the breakin of em. In the fifth place

Never mind the fifth place, Teddy, interrupted old John, like yer father, ye was ever too fond o waggin yer tongue. Just tell us straight off, if ye can, whats been already done at the Rock.

Well, well, said Maroon, with a deprecatory smile, owld father an mes always bin misonderstud more or less; but no matter. Av coorse weve had the usual difficulties to fight agin, for the owld Eddystone Rock aint agoin to change its natur to please nobody. As me father described it in his day, so I finds it in mine. On most of our first visits we got wet skins; but little or no work done, for though it might be ever so calm here at Plymouth, it always seemed to be blowin a private gale out at the Rock  leastwise, av it warnt blowin, there was swell enough most days to make the landin troublesome. So we got wan hours work at wan time, an two hours, or may be three, at another, off an on. As the saison advanced we got on better, sometimes got five and six hours on the Rock right on ind, and whin the tide sarved we wint at it by torch-light. Wan week we got no less than sixty-four an a half hours on it, an we was all in great sperrits intirely over that, for you see, mister Potter, were all picked men an takes a pride in the work  to say nothin of havin a good master. Av coorse weve had the usual botherations wid the sharp rocks cuttin the cable of our attendin-sloop, an gales suddinly gettin up whin we was at the Rock wantin to land, as well as suddinly goin down whin we wasnt at the Rock, so that we missed our chances. But such sorrows was what we expicted, more or less. The wust disappointment weve had has bin wi the noo store-ship, the Neptune Buss. I wish it was the Neptune bust, I do, for its wus than a tub, an gives us more trouble than its all worth. Now the saisons drawin to a close, its clear that well do no more this year than cut the foundations.

An thats not a bad seasons work, lad, said old John. Aint it not, Tommy?

Not bad, indeed, father, for there are always unusual and vexatious delays at the beginning of a great work; besides, some of the greatest difficulties in connexion with such buildings are encountered in the preparation of the foundations. I suppose Mr Smeaton means to dress the stones on shore, ready for laying? continued Potter the younger, turning to Maroon, who had risen and was buttoning up his monkey-jacket.

Why, yes sur, havent you bin down at the yard?

Not yet. Ive only just arrived in town; and must be off again to-morrow. You cant think how disappointed I am at being prevented by business from taking part in the building of the new lighthouse

Whats that you say, Tommy? interrupted old Martha, putting her hand to her ear and wrinkling her brow interrogatively.

That Im grieved, mother, at not being able to help in building the new lighthouse, shouted her son, in a voice that might have split an ordinary ear.

Old Marthas visage relaxed into a faint smile as she turned towards the fire and looked earnestly at it, as if for explanation or consolation.

Ay ay, she muttered, it would have bin strange if you hadnt wished that; you was always up to mischief, Tommy; always; or else wishin to be up to it, although you might know as well as I know myself, that if you did get leave to go hout to the Rock (which youre for ever wantin to do), it would be wet feet an dirty pinafores mornin, noon, an night, which its little you care for that, you bad boy, though it causes me no end of washin an dryin,  ay ay!

The old woman looked up in the smiling countenance of her stalwart son, and becoming apparently a little confused by reminiscences of the past and evidences of the present, retired within herself and relapsed into silence.

Well, sur, continued Teddy, just give a look down if you can; its worth your while. Mr Smeaton means to have every stone cut in the yard here on shore, and to lay down each course in the yard too, to be sure that it all fits, for well have no time out at the Rock to correct mistakes or make alterations. Itll be sharps the word, boys, and look alive O! all through; ship the stones; off to the Rock; land em in hot haste; clap on the cement; down wi the blocks; work like blazes  or Irishmen, which is much the same thing; make all fast into the boats again; sailors shoutin Look alive, me hearties! squall bearin down right abaft of the lee stunsl gangway!  or somethin like that; up sail, an hooroo! boys, for the land, weather permittin; if not, out to say an take things aisy, or av ye cant be aisy, be as aisy as ye can!

A pleasant prospect, truly, said Mr T. Potter, laughing, as he shook the Irishmans horny hand.

Good-bye, John. Good-bye, Nora, me darlin; Good-bye, owld ooman.

Hold your noise, lad, said old Martha, looking gravely into her visitors face.

Thats just what I manes to do, mavoorneen, replied Teddy Maroon, with a pleasant nod, for Ill be off to the Rock to-morrow by day-break, weather permittin, an its little help any noise from me would give to the waves that kape gallivantin wid the reefs out there like mad things, from Sunday to Saturday, all the year round.

When the door shut on the noisy Irishman, it seemed as though one of the profound calms so much needed and desired out at the Eddystone Rock had settled down in old John Potters home  a calm which was not broken for some minutes thereafter except by old Martha muttering softly once or twice, while she gravely shook her head: Hold your noise, Teddy, hold your noise, lad; youre very like your father; hold your noise!




Chapter Eight.

Experiences, Difficulties, and Dangers of the First Season.

While the building of the new lighthouse was being thus calmly discussed on shore, out at the Eddystone the wild waves were lashing themselves into fierce fury, as if they had got wind of what was being done, and had hurried from all ends of the sea to interdict proceedings. In hurrying to the field of battle these wild waves indulged in a little of their favourite pastime. They caught up two unfortunate vessels  a large West Indiaman and a man-of-wars tender  and bore them triumphantly towards the fatal Rock. It seemed as though the waves regarded these as representative vessels, and meant thus to cast the royal and the merchant navies on the Eddystone, by way, as it were, of throwing down the gauntlet to presumptuous Man.

For want of the famous light the vessels bore straight down upon the Rock, and the wild waves danced and laughed, and displayed their white teeth and their seething ire, as if in exultation at the thought of the shattered hulls and mangled corpses, which they hoped ere long to toss upon their crests.

Fortunately, Man was on the look out! The Buss was tugging at her moorings off the Rock, and some of the seamen and hands were perambulating the deck, wishing for settled weather, and trying to pierce the gloom by which they were surrounded. Suddenly the two vessels were seen approaching. The alarm was given. Those on board the doomed ships saw their danger when too late, and tried to sheer off the fatal spot, but their efforts were fruitless. The exulting waves hurried them irresistibly on. In this extremity the Eddystone men leaped into their yawl, pushed off, and succeeded in towing both vessels out of danger; at once demonstrating the courage of English hearts and the need there was for English hands to complete the work on which they were then engaged.

Next day Mr Smeaton came off to visit the Rock, and the news of the rescue served him for a text on which to preach a lay-sermon as to the need of every man exerting himself to the uttermost in a work which was so obviously a matter of life and death. It was, however, scarcely necessary to urge these men, for they were almost all willing. But not all; in nearly every flock there is a black sheep or so, that requires weeding out. There were two such sheep among the builders of the Eddystone. Being good at everything, Smeaton was a good weeder. He soon had them up by the roots and cast out. A foreman proved to be disorderly, and tried to make the men promise, that if he should be discharged they would all follow him. Smeaton at once assembled the men and gave orders that such of them as had any dependence on, or attachment to, the refractory foreman, should take up his tools and follow him. Only one did so  the rest stood firm.

At this time the weather was very unsettled, and the work progressed slowly. Once or twice it was still further retarded, by men who should have known better, in the following manner:

One evening one of the lighthouse boats was boarded by a cutter, the officer in charge of which proceeded to impress several of the men into the navy.

Its to be pressed we are, murmured Teddy Maroon to one of his mates, in a vexed tone, sure the tater-heads might know weve got an Admiralty protection.

Whether the officer knew this or not, it was evident that he had overheard the remark, for, after selecting two of the best men, he turned, and, pointing to Maroon, said aloud:  

Let that tater-head also jump on board. Hes not worth much, but the service is in want of powder-monkeys just now. Perhaps hell do. If not, Ill send him back.

Thus was the poor Irishman carried off with his two mates to fight the battles of his country! In a few days, however, they were all sent back, and the indiscreet officer who had impressed them got a reprimand for his pains. After the first season they had no further interruptions from this source.

Large mainsails were given them for their boats, with a lighthouse painted on each, and every man obtained besides a silver medal of exemption from impressment.

But this was only the commencement of poor Teddys throubles at that time. He had scarcely returned to his work when a new one overtook him. This was, however, in the way of business.

Teddy, my fine fellow, said Richardson, the foreman, as they stood on the deck of the Buss holding on to the mizzen shrouds, its quite clear to me that with the wind dead against them like this, the relief boat with Hills company wont be able to get off, and as were short of provisions, I mean to take the big yawl and go ashore with my gang. As the best men are always chosen for posts of danger, I shall leave you in charge of the Buss with two hands  Smart and Bowden;  both stanch fellows as you know.

Im your servant, sir, said Teddy, only if the best men are wanted here, hadnt you better stop yourself, an Ill take the rest ashore?

Richardson did not see his way to this, though he acknowledged the compliment, and that evening Teddy found himself in command of the despised Buss, with half a gale blowing, and, as he observed, more where that came from.

Teddy was right, more did come, and kept him and his mates idle prisoners for a week. Indeed the whole of that month had been so stormy that from the 16th to the 30th only twenty hours work had been done on the Rock.

During six days the three men stuck to their post, but at the end of that time Teddy called a council of war.

Gintlemen, said he, (for men in our pursition must be purlite to sich other), its our dooty to stick by this here tub so longs its of any use to do so; but as she seems to be well able to look after herself, an our purvisions has come down to the last ounce, its my opinion  founded on profound meditations over me last pipe  that wed better go ashore.

To this speech John Bowden replied Im agreeable, for its not my dooty to starve myself.

William Smart, however, intimated that he was disagreeable.

Because, said he, its blowin great guns, an looks as if it meant to go on, which is not a state of weather suitable for goin over a dozen miles of sea in a small open boat, without even a mast or a rag of sail to bless herself with.

Pooh! exclaimed Maroon, contemptuously; a blanketll make the best of sails.

Ay, added Bowden, and an oar will do well enough for a mast  anyhow well try, for most votes carry in all well-regulated meetins.

This plan, although attended with considerable danger, was finally agreed to, and forthwith acted on.

That afternoon the men on shore observed a very Robinson-Crusoe-like boat coming in from the sea with an oar-mast and a blanket-sail, from which landed Captain Teddy Maroon and his two mates. The same evening, however, the wind moderated and shifted a little, so that the relief boat, with provisions and the gang of men whose turn it was to do duty in the store-ship, succeeded in getting off and reaching their Buss in safety.

The weather became so bad soon after this that Smeaton thought it wise to bring his operations for that season to a close. Accordingly, on the 7th November, he visited the Rock, which had been cut into a regular floor of successive terraces or steps, and was considerably larger in circumference than the foundation on which Rudyerds building had rested. On the 15th the Buss sailed into Plymouth, the men having run out of provisions, and having been unable to do anything on the Rock.

A great storm raged on the 22nd. On the previous day Smeaton had gone off in the Buss to attach a buoy to the mooring chains for that winter. The task was laborious, and when it was completed they found it impossible to return to Plymouth, owing to the miserable sailing qualities of their vessel. There was nothing for it but to cast loose and run before the wind. While doing so they snapt the painter of the yawl, and lost it.

Thus they were, as it were, cast adrift upon the sea with neither maps, charts, books, nor instruments to guide them. No alarm, however, was felt, the neighbouring headlands being bold, and all on board having previously been at Fowey, to which port Smeaton now gave orders to steer.

Wet and worn out with labour, he then went below to snatch a few hours repose. In the night he was awakened by a tremendous noise overhead. The men were rushing about the deck, and shouting wildly. He sprang up without dressing. A voice, exclaiming, For Gods sake heave hard on that rope if you want to save yourselves! saluted him as he gained the deck. Roaring wind, a deluge of rain, and pitch darkness held revel on the sea; but above the din was heard the dreaded sound of breakers close under their lee. The jib was split, the mainsail half-lowered, and the vessel running gunwale under. By vigorous and well-directed action, in which John Bowden proved himself to be one of those men who are towers of strength in emergencies, the head of the Buss was brought round, and the immediate danger averted, but they had no idea where they were, and when day broke on the 23rd they found themselves out of sight of land! Their last boat, also, had filled while towing astern, and had to be cut adrift. At noon, however; they sighted the Lands End  the wind blowing hard from the nor-east.

No chance o making a British port in this wind with such a vessel, sir, said John Bowden, touching his cap respectfully to Mr Smeaton.

As well try to bate to winard in me grandmothers wash-tub, remarked Teddy Maroon, in a disrespectful tone.

Smeaton, agreeing with them, lay-to the whole of the 24th, and then, casting anchor, debated whether it were better to make for the coast of France or try to reach the Scilly Islands. Fortunately a change of wind on the 25th enabled them to weigh anchor and run back to Plymouth rejoicing; and vowing, as John Bowden said, never more to venture out to sea in a Buss! They reached the harbour at six in the morning, to the intense relief of their friends, who had given them up for lost.

Thus ended the first season  1756.




Chapter Nine.

Account of the War Continued.

Now then, my lads, said Smeaton, on the 12th of June 1757, we shall lay the foundation to-day, so let us go to work with a will.

Faix, then, whispered Teddy Maroon to John Bowden, as they proceeded to the wharf, where the ready-cut stones were being put on board the Eddystone boat, its little good well do av we dont go to work wid a will.

I believe you, my boy, replied John, heartily. John Bowden said and did everything heartily. An we wont be long, he continued, about laying the first course, its such a small one.

Hallo! shouted the man in charge of the boat, as they came in sight of it, come along, lads; were all ready.

According to directions they ran down, and jumped on board with a will. Smeaton took his place in the stern. They pushed off with a will; sailed and pulled out the fourteen miles with a will; jumped on the rock, landed the heavy stones, went immediately into action, cleaned the bed, and laid the first stone of the great work  all under the same vigorous impulse of the will. This was at eight in the morning. By the evening tide, the first course, which formed but a small segment of a circle, was fitted with the utmost despatch, bedded in mortar and trenailed down. Next day the second course was partly landed on the rock; the men still working with a will, for moments out there were more precious than hours or days in ordinary building,  but before they got the whole course landed, old Ocean also began to work with a will, and eventually proved himself stronger than his adversaries, by driving them, in a terrific storm, from the Rock!

They reached the Buss with difficulty, and lay there idle while the mad waves revelled round the rocks, and danced through their works deridingly. It seemed, however, as though they were only in fun, for, on returning to work after the gale abated, it was found that no harm had been done. As if, however, to check any premature felicitations, old Ocean again sent a sudden squall on the 18th, which drove the men once more off the rock, without allowing time to chain the stones landed, so that five of them were lost.

This was a serious disaster. The lost stones could only be replaced by new ones being cut from the distant quarries. Prompt in all emergencies, Smeaton hurried away and set two men to work on each stone, night and day; nevertheless, despite his utmost efforts, seconded by willing men, the incident caused the loss of more than a week.

Fogs now stepped in to aid and abet the winds and waves in their mad efforts to stop the work. Stop it! They little knew what indomitable spirits some men have got. As well might they have attempted to stop the course of time! They succeeded, however, in causing vexatious delays, and, in July, had the audacity to fling a wreck in the very teeth of the builders, as if to taunt them with the futility of their labours.

It happened thus: On the night of the 5th a vessel named the Charming Sally, about 130 tons burden, and hailing from Biddeford, came sailing over the main. A bright lookout was kept on board of her, of course, for the wind was moderately high, and the fog immoderately thick. The Sally progressed charmingly till midnight, when the look-out observed something right ahead. He thought the something looked like fishing-boats, and, being an unusually bright fellow, he resolved to wait until he should be quite sure before reporting what he saw. With a jovial swirl the waves bore the Charming Sally to her doom. Rocks ahead! roared the bright look-out, rather suddenly. Rocks under her bottom, thought the crew of seven hands, as they leaped on deck, and felt the out-lying reefs of the Eddystone playing pitch and toss with their keel. Dire was the confusion on board, and cruel were the blows dealt with ungallant and unceasing violence at the hull of the Charming Sally; and black, black as the night would have been the fate of the hapless seamen on that occasion if the builders of the Eddystone had not kept a brighter look-out on board their sheltering Buss. John Bowden had observed the vessel bearing down on the rocks, and gave a startling alarm. Without delay a boat was launched and pulled to the rescue. Meanwhile the vessel filled so fast that their boat floated on the deck before the crew could get into it, and the whole affair had occurred so suddenly that some of the men, when taken off, were only in their shirts. That night the rescued men were hospitably entertained in the Buss by the builders of the new lighthouse, and, soon after, the ribs of the Charming Sally were torn to pieces by the far-famed teeth of the Eddystone  another added to the countless thousands of wrecks which had been demonstrating the urgent need there was for a lighthouse there, since the earliest days of navigation.

Having enacted this pleasant little episode, the indefatigable builders set to work again to do battle with the winds and waves. That the battle was a fierce one is incidentally brought out by the fact that on the 8th of August the sea was said for the first time to have refrained from going over the works during a whole tide!

On the 11th of the same month the building was brought to a level with the highest point of the Rock. This was a noteworthy epoch, inasmuch as the first completely circular course was laid down, and the men had more space to move about.

Mr Smeaton, indeed, seems to have moved about too much. Possibly the hilarious state of his mind unduly affected his usually sedate body. At all events, from whatever cause, he chanced to tumble off the edge of the building, and fell on the rocks below, at the very feet of the amazed Teddy Maroon, who happened to be at work there at the time.

Och, is it kilt ye are, sur? demanded the Irishman.

Not quite, replied Smeaton, rising and carefully examining his thumb, which had been dislocated.

Sure now its a sargeon ye should have bin, said Teddy, as his commander jerked the thumb into its place as though it had been the disabled joint of a mathematical instrument, and quietly returned to his labours.

About this time also the great shears, by means of which the stones were raised to the top of the building, were overturned, and fell with a crash amongst the men; fortunately, however, no damage to life or limb resulted, though several narrow escapes were made. Being now on a good platform, they tried to work at night with the aid of links, but the enemy came down on them in the form of wind, and constantly blew the links out. The builders, determined not to be beaten, made a huge bonfire of their links. The enemy, growing furious, called up reinforcements of the waves, and not only drowned out the bonfire but drove the builders back to the shelter of their fortress, the Buss, and shut them up there for several days, while the waves, coming constantly up in great battalions, broke high over the re-erected shears, and did great damage to the machinery and works, but failed to move the sturdy root of the lighthouse which had now been fairly planted, though the attack was evidently made in force, this being the worst storm of the season. It lasted fifteen days.

On the 1st September the enemy retired for a little repose, and the builders, instantly sallying out, went to work again with a will, and secured eighteen days of uninterrupted progress. Then the ocean, as if refreshed, renewed the attack, and kept it up with such unceasing vigour that the builders drew off and retired into winter quarters on the 3rd of October, purposing to continue the war in the following spring.

During this campaign of 1757 the column of the lighthouse had risen four feet six inches above the highest point of the Eddystone Rock. Thus ended the second season, and the wearied but dauntless men returned to the work-yard on shore to carve the needful stones, and otherwise to prepare ammunition for the coming struggle.

Sitting one night that winter at John Potters fireside, smoking his pipe in company with John Bowden, Teddy Maroon expressed his belief that building lighthouses was about the hardest and the greatest work that man could undertake; that the men who did undertake such work ought not only to receive double pay while on duty, but also half pay for the remainder of their natural lives; that the thanks of the king, lords, and commons, inscribed on vellum, should be awarded to each man; and that gold medals should be struck commemorative of such great events,  all of which he said with great emphasis, discharging a sharp little puff of smoke between every two or three words, and winding up with a declaration that them was his sentiments.

To all this old John Potter gravely nodded assent, and old Martha  being quite deaf to sound as well as reason  shook her head so decidedly that her cap quivered again.

John Bowden ventured to differ. He  firing off little cloudlets of smoke between words, in emulation of his friend  gave it as his opinion that war was wuss, an opinion which he founded on the authority of his departed father, who had fought all through the Peninsular campaign, and who had been in the habit of entertaining his friends and family with such graphic accounts of storming breaches, bombarding fortresses, lopping off heads, arms, and legs, screwing bayonets into mens gizzards and livers, and otherwise agonising human frames, and demolishing human handiwork, that the hair of his auditors heads would certainly have stood on end if that capillary proceeding had been at all possible.

But Teddy Maroon did not admit the force of his friends arguments. He allowed, indeed, that war was a great work, inasmuch as it was a great evil, whereas lighthouse-building was a great blessing; and he contended, that while the first was a cause of unmitigated misery, and productive of nothing better than widows, orphans, and national debts, the second was the source of immense happiness, and of salvation to life, limb, and property.

To this John Bowden objected, and Teddy Maroon retorted, whereupon a war of words began, which speedily waged so hot that the pipes of both combatants went out, and old John Potter found it necessary to assume the part of peace-maker, in which, being himself a keen debater, he failed, and there is no saying what might have been the result of it if old Martha had not brought the action to a summary close by telling her visitors in shrill tones to hold their noise. This they did after laughing heartily at the old womans fierce expression of countenance.

Before parting, however, they all agreed without deciding the question at issue  that lighthouse-building was truly a noble work.




Chapter Ten.

The Campaign of 1758.

The contrast was pleasant; repose after toil,  for stone-cutting in the yard on shore was rest compared with the labour at the Rock. Steady, regular, quiet progress; stone after stone added to the great pile, tested and ready for shipment at the appointed time. The commander-in-chief planning, experimenting, superintending. The men busy as bees; and, last but not least, delightful evenings with friends, and recountings of the incidents of the war. Such is the record of the winter.

The spring of 1758 came; summer advanced. The builders assumed the offensive, and sent out skirmishers to the Rock, where they found that the enemy had taken little or no rest during the winter, and were as hard at it as ever. Little damage, however, had been done.

The attacking party suffered some defeats at the outset. They found that their buoy was lost, and the mooring chain of the Buss had sunk during the winter. It was fished up, however, but apparently might as well have been let lie, for it could not hold the Buss, which broke loose during a gale, and had to run for Plymouth Sound. Again, on 3rd June; another buoy was lost, and bad weather continued till July. Then, however, a general and vigorous assault was made, the result being great progress, so that, on the 8th of August, a noteworthy point was reached.

On that day the fourteenth course was laid, and this completed the solid part of the lighthouse. It rose 35 feet above the foundation.

From this point the true house may be said to have commenced, for, just above this course, the opening for the door was left, and the little space in the centre for the spiral staircase which was to lead to the first room.

As if to mark their disapproval of this event, the angry winds and waves, during the same month, raised an unusually furious commotion while one of the yawls went into the Gut or pool, which served as a kind of harbour, to aid one of the stone boats.

She wont get out o that this night, said John Bowden, alluding to the yawl, as he stood on the top of the solid where his comrades were busy working, the winds gettin up from the eastard.

If she dont, replied one of the men, well have to sleep where we are.

Slape! exclaimed Maroon, looking up from the great stone whose joints he had been carefully cementing, its little slape youll do here, boys. Av were not washed off entirely well have to howld on by our teeth and nails. Its a cowld look-out.

Teddy was right. The yawl being unable to get out of the Gut, the men in it were obliged to lie on their oars all night, and those on the top of the building, where there was scarcely shelter for a fly, felt both the look-out and the look-in so cowld that they worked all night as the only means of keeping themselves awake and comparatively warm. It was a trying situation; a hard night, as it were in the trenches,  but it was their first and last experience of the kind.

Thus foot by foot  often baffled, but never conquered  Smeaton and his men rose steadily above the waves until they reached a height of thirty-five feet from the foundation, and had got as far as the store-room (the first apartment) of the building. This was on the 2nd of October, on which day all the stones required for that season were put into this store-room; but on the 7th of the same month the enemy made a grand assault in force, and caused these energetic labourers to beat a retreat. It was then resolved that they should again retire into winter quarters. Everything on the Rock was therefore made taut and secure against the foe, and the workers returned to the shore, whence they beheld the waves beating against their tower with such fury that the sprays rose high above it.

The season could not close, however, without an exhibition of the peculiar aptitude of the Buss for disastrous action! On the 8th that inimitable vessel  styled by Teddy Maroon a tub, and by the other men, variously, a bumboat, a puncheon, and a brute began to tug with tremendous violence at her cable.

Ah then, darlin, cried Maroon, apostrophising her, av ye go on like that much longer its snappin yer cable yell be after.

It wouldnt be the first time, growled John Bowden, as he leaned against the gale and watched with gravity of countenance a huge billow whose crest was blown off in sheets of spray as it came rolling towards them.

Howld on! cried Teddy Maroon, in anxiety.

If his order was meant for the Buss it was flatly disobeyed, for that charming example of naval architecture, presenting her bluff bows to the billow, snapt the cable and went quietly off to leeward!

All hands ahoy! roared William Smart as he rushed to the foresail halyards.

The summons was not needed. All the men were present, and each knew exactly what to do in the circumstances. But what avails the strength and capacity of man when his weapon is useless?

Shell never beat into Plymouth Sound wi the wind in this direction, observed one of the masons, when sail had been set.

Beat! exclaimed another contemptuously, she cant beat with the wind in any direction.

An yit, boys, cried Maroon, she may be said to be a first-rate baiter, for she always baits us complaitly.

I never, no I never did see such a scow! said John Bowden, with a deepening growl of indignation, shes more like an Irish pig than a

Ah then, dont be hard upon the poor pigs of owld Ireland, interrupted Maroon, pathetically.

Bah! continued Bowden, I only wish we had the man that planned her on board, that we might keel-haul him. Ive sailed in amost every kind of craft that floats  from a Chinese junk to a British three-decker, and between the two extremes theres a pretty extensive choice of washin-tubs, but the equal o this here Buss I never did see  no never; take another haul on the foretopsl halyards, boys, and shut your potato-traps for fear the wind blows your teeth overboard. Look alive!

That the Buss deserved the character so emphatically given to her was proved by the fact that, after an unsuccessful attempt to reach the Sound, she was finally run into Dartmouth Roads, and, shortly afterwards, her ungainly tossings, for that season, came to a close.




Chapter Eleven.

The Last Campaign  and Victory!

The campaign of 1759 opened on the 3rd of July with an attack commanded by Smeaton in person in the old Buss.

Previous to this, on March 21st, the coast was visited by a gale of such severity that immense mischief was done on shore. Ships in the port, houses, etcetera, at Plymouth, were greatly damaged; nevertheless, the unfinished tower out upon the exposed Eddystone reef stood fast, having defied the utmost fury of winds and waves.

It was found, however, that some loss had been sustained, the buoy of the mooring chain, as usual, was gone; but worse than that, one of the stones left in the store-room, a mass which weighed four and a half hundredweight, was missing. It had been washed out of the store-room entry by the water!

This was a serious loss, as it obliged the men to retire to the Buss, where they were constrained to spin yarns and twirl their thumbs in idleness till the lost stone was replaced by another. Then they went to work according to custom with a will, and, on the 21st of July, completed the second floor; a whole room with a vaulted roof having been built in seven days.

At this point they proceeded to fit in the entry and store-room doors; and here another vexatious check appeared imminent. It was found that the block-tin with which the door-hooks were to be fastened had been forgotten!

Doubtless Mr Smeaton felt inclined to emulate the weather by storming on this occasion, but that would have been of no use. Neither was it of any avail that Teddy Maroon scratched his head and wrinkled his visage like that of a chimpanzee monkey. The tin was not; the hooks would not hold without it, and to send ashore for it would have involved great delay. Mr Smeaton proved equal to the occasion.

Off with you, lads, to the Buss, he cried, and bring hither every pewter plate and dish on board.

Think o that now! exclaimed Maroon his wrinkles expanding into a bland smile of admiration.

Dont think of it, but do it, returned Smeaton, with a laugh.

The thing was done at once. The plate of the Buss was melted down and mixed with lead, the hooks were fixed into the jambs, and the doors were hung in triumph. Solid doors they were too; not slender things with wooden panels, but thick iron-plated affairs somewhat resembling the armour of a modern ship-of-war, and fitted to defy the oceans most powerful battering-rams.

Progress thereafter was steady and rapid. There were points here and there in the work which served as landmarks. On the 6th of August Smeaton witnessed a strange sight  a bright halo round the top of the building. It was no miracle, though it looked like one. Doubtless some scientific men could give a satisfactory explanation of it, and prove that it was no direct interposition of the hand of God. So could they give a satisfactory account of the rainbow, though the rainbow is a direct sign to man. Whatever the cause, there the glory circled like a sign of blessing on the work, and a fitting emblem of the life-giving, because death-warding, beams which were soon to be sent streaming from that tower by the hand of man.

Three days afterwards they began to lay the balcony floor; on the 17th the main column was completed, and on the 26th the masonry was finished. It only remained that the lantern should be set up. But this lantern was a mighty mass of metal and glass, made with great care, and of immense strength and weight. Of course it had to be taken off to the rock in pieces, and we may almost say of course the ocean offered opposition. Then, as if everything had conspired to test the endurance and perseverance of the builders, the first and second coppersmiths fell ill on the 4th September. Skilled labour such as theirs could not readily be replaced in the circumstances, and every hour of the now far advanced season had become precious. Smeaton had set his heart on showing a light that year. In this difficulty, being a skilled mechanic himself, he threw off his coat and set to work with the men.

The materials of the lantern were landed on the 16th and fitted together, and the cupola was hoisted to its place on the 17th. This latter operation was extremely hazardous, the cupola being upwards of half a ton in weight, and it had to be raised outside the building and kept carefully clear of it the while. It seemed as if the elements themselves favoured this critical operation, or rather, as though they stood aghast and breathlessly still, while this, the crowning evidence of their defeat, was being put on. It was accomplished in less than half an hour, and, strange to say, no sooner was the tackling loosed and the screws that held the cupola fixed, than up got wind and sea once more in an uproarious gale of consternation from the east!

On the 18th a huge gilt ball was screwed on the top by Smeatons own hand, and thus the building of the Eddystone lighthouse was finished.

There still remained, however, a good deal of copper and wood-work to be done in the interior, but there was now no doubt in Smeatons mind that the light would be exhibited that season. He therefore removed his bed and stores from the Buss to the lighthouse, and remained there, the better to superintend the completion of the work.

One evening he looked into the upper storeroom, where some bars were being heated over a charcoal fire. He became giddy with the fumes, staggered, and fell down insensible. Assuredly poor Smeatons labours would have terminated then and there if it had not been that one of the men had providentially followed him. A startled cry was heard  one of those cries full of meaning which cause men to leap half involuntarily to the rescue.

Och! somebodys kilt, cried Maroon, flinging away his pipe and springing up the staircase, followed by others, wather! wather! look alive there!

Some bore Smeaton to the room below, and others ran down for sea-water, which they dashed over their master unmercifully. Whether or not it was the best treatment we cannot say, but it sufficed, for Smeaton soon recovered consciousness and found himself lying like a half drowned rat on the stone floor.

At last, on the 1st of October, the lantern was lighted for trial during the day, with 24 candles. They burned well though a gale was blowing. On the 4th an express was sent to the Corporation of the Trinity House to say that all was ready. A short delay was made to allow of the lighting-up being advertised, and finally, on the 16th of October 1759, the new Eddystone lighthouse cast its first benignant rays over the troubled sea.

It chanced on that day that an appropriate storm raged, as if to inaugurate the great event. Owing to this, Smeaton could not get off to be at the lighting-up of his own building. From the shore, however, he beheld its initiative gleam as it opened its bright eye to the reality of its grand position, and we can well believe that his hardy, persevering spirit exulted that night over the success of his labours. We can well believe, also, that there was in him a deeper and higher feeling than that of mere joy, if we may judge of the cast of his mind by the inscriptions put by him upon his work during progress and at completion.

Round the upper store-room, on the course under the ceiling, he chiselled the words:  

Except the Lord build the house, they labour in vain that build it.

And on the last stone set, over the door of the lantern, was carved:  

Praise God!

The lighthouse, thus happily completed, rose to a height of seventy feet, and consisted of forty-six courses of masonry. The internal arrangements will be understood at once by reference to our engraving, which exhibits a section of the tower. There was first the solid part, 35 feet in height and 16 feet 8 inches in diameter at the top, the base being much wider. Then came the still very solid portion with the entrance-door and the spiral staircase. Above that, the first store-room, which had no windows. Next, the second store-room, with two windows. Next the kitchen, followed by the bed-room, both of which had four windows; and, last, the lantern. The rooms were 12 feet 4 inches in diameter, with walls 2 feet 2 inches thick, and the whole fabric, from top to bottom, was so dovetailed, trenailed, cemented, inter-connected, and bound together, that it formed and still continues, a unique and immoveable mass of masonry.

There were others besides Smeaton who watched, that night, with deep interest the opening of the Eddystones bright eye.

In a humble apartment in the village of Cawsand Bay an aged man stood, supported by an elderly man, at a window, gazing seaward with an expression of intense expectation, while a very aged woman sat crooning over the fire, holding the hand of a fair girl just verging on early womanhood.

Dee see it yet, Tommy? asked the old man, eagerly.

No, not yet, replied Tommy, not  yes  there  !

Ah! thats it, I see it, cried old John Potter, with a faint gleam of his old enthusiasm. There it goes, brighter than ever. A blessed light, and much wanted, Tommy, much, much wanted.

He leaned heavily on his sons arm and, after gazing for some time, asked to be taken back to his chair opposite old Martha.

What is it? inquired Martha, bending her ear towards a pretty little mouth.

Grandfather has just seen the new Eddystone lighted up for the first time, replied Nora.

Ay, ay, said Martha in a moralising tone, as she turned her eyes towards the fire, ay, ay, so soon! I always had a settled conviction that that lighthouse would be burnt.

Its not burnt, grannie, said Nora, smiling, its only lighted up.

Well, well, my dear, returned Martha, with a solemn shake of the head, there ant much difference atween lighted-up an burnt-up. Its just as I always said to your father, my dear  to your grandfather I mean  depend upon it, John, I used to say, that lightouse will either be burnt up or blowed over. Ay, ay, dear me!

She subsided into silent meditation, and thus, good reader, we shall bid her farewell, merely remarking that she and her honest husband did not die for a considerable time after that. As she grew older and blinder, old Martha became more and more attached to the Bible and the dictionary, as well as to dear good blooming Nora, who assisted her in the perusal of the former, her sweet ringing voice being the only one at last that the old woman could hear. But although it was evident that Martha had changed in many ways, her opinions remained immoveable. She feebly maintained these, and held her settled convictions to the last gasp.

As for Teddy Maroon, he returned to Ireland after the lighthouse was finished and quietly got married, and settled on the margin of the bog where the Teddy from whom he sprang still lingered, among his numerous descendants, the life of his juvenile kindred, and an oracle on lighthouses.

Time with its relentless scythe at last swept all the actors in our tale away: Generations after them came and went. The world grew older and more learned; whether more wise is still an open question! Knowledge increased, science and art advanced apace. Electricity, steam, iron, gold, muscle, and brain, all but wrought miracles, and almost everything underwent change more or less; but, amid all the turmoil of the worlds progress and all the storms of elemental strife, one object remained unaltered, and apparently unalterable  the Eddystone Lighthouse! True, indeed, its lantern underwent vast improvements, the Argand lamp and lens replacing the old candle, and causing its crown to shine with a whiter light and an intensified glory as it grew older, but as regards its sturdy frame, there it has stood on the rugged rocks amid the tormented surges, presenting its bold and battered, but undamaged, front to the utmost fury of blast and billow for upwards of a hundred years.


WRECKED BUT NOT RUINED
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Chapter One.

The Outpost.

On the northern shores of the Gulf of Saint Lawrence there stood, not very long ago, a group of wooden houses, which were simple in construction and lowly in aspect. The region around them was a vast uncultivated, uninhabited solitude. The road that led to them was a rude one. It wound round a rugged cliff, under the shelter of which the houses nestled as if for protection from the cold winds and the snowdrifts that took special delight in revelling there.

This group of buildings was, at the time we write of, an outpost of the fur-traders, those hardy pioneers of civilisation, to whom, chiefly, we are indebted for opening up the way into the northern wilderness of America. The outpost was named the Cliff after the bold precipice near the base of which it stood. A slender stockade surrounded it, a flag-staff rose in the centre of it, and a rusty old ships carronade reared defiantly at its front gate. In virtue of these warlike appendages the place was sometimes styled the Fort.

When first established, the Cliff Fort lay far beyond the outmost bounds of civilised life, but the progress of emigration had sent forward wave after wave into the northern wilderness, and the tide rose at last until its distant murmur began to jar on the ears of the traders in their lonely dwelling; warning them that competition was at hand, and that, if they desired to carry on the trade in peace, they must push still further into the bush, or be hopelessly swallowed up in the advancing tide.

When the unwelcome sounds of advancing civilisation first broke the stillness of this desolate region, the chief of the trading-post was seated at breakfast with his clerk. He was a tall, good-looking, young Englishman, named Reginald Redding. The clerk, Bob Smart, was a sturdy youth, who first saw the light among the mountains of Scotland. Doubtless he had been named Robert when baptised, but his intimates would not have understood you had you mentioned him by that name.

Bob had just helped Reginald to the wing of a salt goose, and was about to treat himself to a leg of the same when the cook entered.

This cook was a man. It may also be said with truth that he was more than most men. At the outpost men were few, and of women there were none. It may be imagined, then, that the cooks occupations and duties were numerous. François Le Rue, besides being cook to the establishment, was waiter, chambermaid, firewood-chopper, butcher, baker, drawer-of-water, trader, fur-packer, and interpreter. These offices he held professionally. When off duty, and luxuriating in tobacco and relaxation, he occupied himself as an amateur shoemaker, tailor, musician, and stick-whittler, to the no small advantage of himself and his fellow-outcasts, of whom there were five or six, besides the principals already mentioned.

Le Rues face bore an expression of dissatisfaction and perplexity as he entered the hall.

Oh, Monsieur Redding, he exclaimed, dem squatters, de black scoundrils what is be called Macklodds has bin come at last.

Ho, ho! the McLeods have come, have they? said Redding, laying down his knife and fork, and looking earnestly at the man; I had heard of their intention.

Oui, yis, vraiment, said Le Rue, with vehemence, dey has come to Jenkins Creek more dan tree veeks pass. Von sauvage come an tell me he have see dem. Got put up von hut, an have begin de saw-mill.

Well, well, François, returned Redding, with a somewhat doubtful smile, as he resumed his knife and fork, bring some more hot water, and keep your mind easy. The McLeods cant do us much harm. Their saw-mill will work for many a day before it makes much impression on the forests hereabouts. There is room for us all.

Forests! exclaimed the cook, with a frown and a shrug of his shoulders, non, dey not hurt moche timber, but dey vill trade vid de Injins  de sauvages  an give dem drink, an git all de furs, an fat den vill come of dat?

Without waiting for a reply the indignant cook went in quest of hot water, leaving the traders to discuss the salt goose and the news.

Thats bad news, said Bob Smart. What do you propose to do in the circumstances?

Something definite must be done, replied Redding, but I dont yet see my way as to what.

Having finished the goose between them, and turned its skeleton over with an inquisitive glance to make sure that nothing eatable had escaped, the two friends finished their frugal meal with a cup of tea and a fried cake of the simplest elements  flour and water  after which they drew their chairs to the fireplace,  a large open chimney well filled with blazing logs,  lighted their pipes, and entered on a discussion of the McLeods and their present position.

When their pipes were emptied, Redding arose, and, turning his back to the fire, said:  

Well, Bob Smart, this is the outcome of our cogitations. I am almost certain that these McLeods have taken up their quarters within the boundary of our Companys reserve lands, and if so, they must be routed out of their nest at once. Delay in such matters is often fatal. The law of use and wont, Bob, is soon established; but I have a strong objection to act in uncertainty. I will therefore drive up to the hut of Jonas Bellew, with whom I shall leave horse and sleigh, as the track ends at Boulder Creek, and proceed on snow-shoes to the new settlement in Partridge Bay, where the surveyor lives, who has the plans of our reserve lands. I shall examine these plans, and if I find that our property has been invaded, then

Death and confusion to the McLeods, interrupted Bob. Well, perhaps that is the best thing to do; but the spring is well advanced. The thermometer stood high this morning. If a thaw should set in, you will find the walking in snow-shoes bad.

If is a word to which you attach too much importance, Bob. We have not at present to do with what may be, but with what is.

True, nevertheless a prudent man has regard to probabilities, replied Bob, with an air of much wisdom, as he relighted his pipe.

Just so, returned Redding, and as there is every probability that I shall be absent a good many days, I leave you in charge of this establishment, with strict injunctions to keep aloof from the McLeods, and at the same time to keep an eye on them. François Le Rue will accompany me. I shall start immediately, therefore be pleased to go and tell Le Rue to get himself and the sleigh ready while I put on my travelling gear.

Obedient to the order, Smart left the room while his superior clothed himself in a leathern coat and leggings, fur cap, moccasins, and mittens.

In half an hour Redding and his man stepped into a sleigh, which was barely large enough to hold them. They packed themselves up to the armpits in bearskin rugs, and then Redding gave his rough little nag a touch of the whip, which caused him to start forward with a jerk that set all the bells on his harness ringing merrily. Another minute and they dashed out at the gate, swept round the base of the beetling cliff that frowned above the outpost, and entered the sombre shadow of the forest.




Chapter Two.

The Recluse of Boulder Creek.

The road along which the travellers proceeded was desolate and dreary in the extreme.

Already darkened by clouds and snow-drift, it was rendered still more gloomy by overhanging and snow-laden branches of stunted pines. It was just broad enough to permit the passage of a single vehicle, being a mere woodmans track, which had been extended beyond the ordinary limits of such tracks, for his personal convenience, by Jonas Bellew, a trapper who dwelt at that part of the coast already mentioned as Boulder Creek. The track followed the windings of a streamlet which was at that time covered with snow, and only distinguishable by the absence of bushes along its course. It turned now to the right, now to the left, as rocks, or mounds, or cliffs presented obstacles. In some places it dived precipitately into a hollow that necessitated careful driving; in others it ran straight up to the brow of a hill at an angle that obliged the travellers not only to get out and walk, but also to aid their panting pony by putting their shoulders to the back of the sleigh. Here and there a level patch occurred over which they trotted briskly, and then down they went again by a steep incline into the bed of an ice-buried stream, to find a similarly steep ascent on the other side. Occasionally, coming to a wall-like cliff surrounded by a tangled and trackless forest, they were forced to seek the shores of the sea, and there, among rocks and ice-drift, pick their way slowly along.

Fortunately this road, just opposite to Jenkins Creek, where the McLeods had commenced their squatting operations, ran along the shore at some distance from the entrance to the creek, so that Redding could pass without encountering the newcomers, whom he was anxious to avoid until the question of the invasion of the Fur Companys rights was settled.

Despite their utmost efforts, night began to close upon the travellers before they reached Bellews shanty in Boulder Creek.

Take care, Monsieur, there is von portion dangereux here, said François Le Rue.

Where? asked Redding, as he checked the pony a little and looked earnestly ahead.

Ah! dere! exclaimed Le Rue.

His remark was needless, for at that moment the sleigh turned over a ledge of rock and pitched its occupants into a snow-drift.

Killded? gasped the Canadian, as he emerged from the snow with eyes, ears, and nostrils stuffed full; no  not quite!

Satisfying himself that no bones were broken, he turned abruptly to look for his companion, whose motionless legs sticking out of the drift were the only visible portions of his body.

Anxiously and swiftly did François drag his master out, and great was his relief when poor Redding looked at him with a bewildered gaze and demanded to know what had happened!

Oh! I see, capsized, he said, rising and pressing his hand to his brow, I believe I must have hit my head against a stump, for Ive been slightly stunned. However, alls well that ends well. Not hurt, François?

No, Monsieur,  not fatever.

Thats right, lend a hand to lift the sleigh  hoop! there  jump in.

Le Rue obeyed. The bear-rug was replaced around them, and the pony, which had stood as quiet as a lamb during the accident, started forward again.

Voilà! von light, exclaimed the Canadian.

At that moment they had rounded the corner of a high cliff, and come into view of Boulder Creek. There was just light enough to make the chaotic grandeur of the place visible in a ghostly degree. Great boulders and masses of rock, which had fallen from the neighbouring mountains and cliffs, lay piled about in the creek or gully in wildest confusion. Some of these masses were as large as a small hut, but they were of all sizes as well as shapes. It was a weird scene, and forbidding; nevertheless some human being had seen fit to take up his abode there, as was made apparent by the light referred to by Le Rue.

Picking their way carefully among the boulders, the travellers at last reached a log-hut which was so small, weather-worn, and grey, that, from a short distance, it might have easily been mistaken, even in daylight, for one of the rocks by which it was surrounded.

The door stood wide open, and through it streamed the light of a roaring fire of wood. So powerful was the contrast between the ruddy light and the cold grey scene without, that to the approaching travellers it appeared as if the whole interior of the hut glowed with fervent heat.

In the small doorway stood the figure of a man who was so large as almost to fill up the entrance, and so black, by contrast with the glowing background, that neither feature nor form was distinguishable save his sharp outline. The outline, however, was a remarkably telling one. It told of a broad chest and square shoulders, of massive limbs, and an easy air, and a sturdy attitude, and suggested difficulty in the way of entering that hut without leave asked and obtained.

Hallo! exclaimed the outline, in a voice so deep that it must have been unfathomable.

How dee do, Bellew? cried Reginald Redding, as he drove into the stream of light, pulled up, and sprang from the sleigh.

Hearty, sir, hearty, thank ee, replied the outline, advancing and becoming a little more visible on the surface as he did so. Hallo! Le Rue, how are ee? Glad to see you both. Step in. A good fire on a coldish night is cheery  aint it, Mister Redding?

Indeed it is, Bellew, especially when the night happens to be also darkish.

Ha! oui, interposed Le Rue, bustling into the hut with the bear-rug, it vas so darkish dat ve capsize under de cliff an amost knock de whole affair to smattoms  sleigh, cheval, an peepil.

Im glad to see that the peepil is all right, however, said Bellew, glancing at his visitors with what may be called a grave smile; it might have bin worse, for thats an ugly corner under the cliff, an needs careful drivin even in daylight.

Ive not come off quite scatheless, however, said Redding, rubbing the top of his head tenderly, for here is a bump that would perplex the whole college of phrenologists.

Skin broke, sir? asked Bellew, advancing and examining the part. No, all right. A good supper will be the best cure for it. If I was a phrenologist now, Id name it the bump of top-heaviness. Sit down, sir; sit down, Le Rue, an look after my kettle while I see to your nag.

So saying, their host went out and left his unexpected, but evidently welcome, guests to make themselves comfortable.

Although Jonas Bellew was a recluse, he was by no means an ascetic. He was marked by deep gravity of countenance coupled with a kindly humorous disposition. No one knew where he came from or why he had taken up his abode in such a lonely spot. Many of the rough fellows who hang on the outskirts of the wilderness had tried as they said, to pump him on these points, but Jonas was either a dry well or a deep one, for pumping brought forth nothing. He gained a livelihood by shooting, fishing, trapping wild animals for their skins, and, sometimes, by doing what he called odd jobs in the settlements.

Your home appears to me to grow wilder every time I see it, said Redding, as Bellew re-entered the hut, and busied himself in spreading on a rough deal table the materials of a plain but substantial meal.

That seems to be the idea of most men who come here, replied the trapper, but its not many that favour me with a visit.

Ha! vraiment, dat must be true, interposed the Canadian, for no body vill com here xcept them as do want hims legs broke.

Well, I have seen a few damaged shins and broken heads since I came to this location, said Jonas, but such accidents occur chiefly among the Canadian French, who seem on the whole to be a clumsy set.

Not von half so clumsy as de Engleesh, or Irish, or Scosh, retorted Le Rue.

Perhaps youre right, an mayhap youre wrong, lad, anyway here is supper. The Frenchmen are always good at their victuals, so sit in an go to work. Take the keg, Mister Redding. Ive not found time yet to make chairs, but its wonderful how well a man gets along without such luxuries.

Especially when a man sits down to a venison-steak like this, said the fur-trader, taking the offered seat, while his man sat down on a block of wood set on end, and prepared to prove the truth of the trappers assertion in regard to French capacity for food.

Taint venison, said Bellew, assisting his companions to the meat in question, its bear.

Indeed? and not bad food for a hungry man, returned Redding, as he began supper. Where got you him?

Down near Jenkins Creek, where the McLeods are setting up their saw-mill.

The McLeods! exclaimed Redding, looking up suddenly, have you seen the McLeods?

Ay, Ive bin helpin them a bit wi the mill. Goin down again to-morrow. If this weather holds, the ice must give way soon, and then well be able to push ahead faster.

The trapper said this quietly and without looking up from the bear-steak with which he was busy, so that Reddings look of surprise appeared to be lost on him. The fur-trader and his man exchanged glances.

For a few minutes the process of mastication completely engrossed the trio, but the thoughts of the fur-trader were busy, for he was disappointed to find that one whom he respected so much as Jonas Bellew should thus coolly state that he was aiding the interlopers.

Presently he laid down his knife and fork, and said:  

Are you aware, Bellew, that these McLeods have settled themselves on the Companys reserve lands?

No, sir, I wasnt aware of it.

Well, then, I now tell you that they have, said Redding, who, unfortunately for himself and others, possessed an easily-roused spirit and was apt to become irascible when the rights  real or supposed  of the Company which he represented appeared in danger of violation. At least, he continued, in a less positive tone, I have reason to believe that such is the case, and I am now on my way to

He paused abruptly, feeling the impropriety of revealing his plans to one who, although a quiet and sensible man, and not given to talk too much, was, nevertheless, by his own admission, an aider and abettor of the enemy.

Whereabouts is the boundary line? asked Bellew, after a short silence.

At Jenkins Creek  that creek is the boundary, answered the fur-trader. On which side of the creek have they begun to build the mill?

They havent begun yet, sir, but I believe they intend to commence on the south side.

So far well, replied Redding, but if I find that they have raised a stone or planted a stake on the north side of the creek, Ill

Here feeling that he was about to give way to a boastful spirit, he got himself out of the difficulty of having to finish the sentence by making a sudden and somewhat stern demand for more bear-steak.

Vid pleasieur, Monsieur, said Le Rue, placing a huge slice on his masters plate.

Well, sir, I hope youll find that they havent overstepped the boundary, said Bellew, because the McLeods look as if theyd be troublesome customers to deal with.

The fur-trader made no reply. He felt indignant at the bare idea of his being checked in doing his duty by any man, or men, who were troublesome, by which expression he understood Bellew to mean that they were resolute and physically powerful in opposition; he therefore thought it best to avoid any further tendency to boast by holding his tongue.

Not so his volatile retainer, who stuck his fork into a lump of meat vindictively, as if it had been the body of a McLeod, and exclaimed:  

Hah! vat you say? troblesom, eh? who care for dat? If de Macklodds do touche, by von small hinch, de lands of de Companie  ve vill  hah!

Another stab of the fork was all that the savage Le Rue vouchsafed as an explanation of his intentions.

In this frame of mind Reginald Redding and his man started off next morning on foot at an early hour, slept that night at a place called Sams hut, and, the following evening, drew near to the end of their journey.




Chapter Three.

A Brief but Agreeable Meeting.

The little outskirt settlement of Partridge Bay was one of those infant colonies which was destined to become in future years a flourishing and thickly-peopled district of Canada. At the period of our story it was a mere cluster of dwellings that were little better than shanties in point of architecture and appearance. They were, however, somewhat larger than these, and the cleared fields around them, with here and there a little garden railed in, gave them a more homelike aspect than the dwellings of the wood-men.

The valley in which the settlement stood was one of those magnificent stretches of primeval forest which used to be the hunting-grounds of the red man, and from which he had not at that time been thrust by the paleface, for, here and there, his wigwam might still be seen sending its wreath of blue smoke above the tree-tops.

It was evening  a calm, sunny, glorious, spring evening  when Redding and his man overtopped the heights that enclosed the vale, and paused as well to gaze upon the scene as to recover breath. Far below them lay the hamlet, a cluster of black dots on a field of pure snow. Roseate lights on undulations, and cold blue shadows in hollows, were tamed down in effect by the windows of the hamlet which shot forth beams of blazing fire at the setting sun. Illimitable space seemed to stretch away to the place where the horizon would have been if it had not lost itself in a golden glory, and this vast reach was a varied irregular network of dark pines and fields of snow  the pines tipped everywhere with sparkling snow-wreaths, the fields streaked everywhere with long shadows. Little winding lines of a grey colour which radiated from the hamlet indicated the tracks where the settlers drove their sleighs and wood-sledges. Many of these were seen moving along the far-off tracks like insects, while the tinkle of the sleigh-bells floated upwards like fairy music.

Yes, I shall take up my abode there, murmured Redding, as he gazed in rapt admiration on the beautiful scene.

Monsieur? said his companion.

I say that I should like to dwell there, answered Redding. It is a splendid country, and will be better known in days to come.

Vraiment, truly, a magnifircent kontry, returned Le Rue, gorgeows, magnifique! I vould giv moche, ver moche, to have leetil cottage, an vife, an cow, an pigs dere.

As Redding had been thinking of something similar, he laughed, and commenced the descent of the zigzag track that led to the hamlet.

They had proceeded only a few yards when, turning round a cluster of pines, they suddenly discovered some travellers in difficulty  a man whose horse had shied or stumbled off the narrow track and was embedded up to the girths in the soft snow, and two females, whose furry garments, all besprinkled with snow, showed that they had just emerged from the sledge, which lay on its side behind the horse. The drivers chief anxiety seemed to be to quiet and restrain his horse, which being high-spirited, was plunging in vain and frantic efforts to extricate himself, to the great danger of shafts and harness.

To run up and aid the man was of course the instant impulse of our travellers.

Ah! good luck to ee, exclaimed the driver, in tones that were unmistakably Irish, here, howld is head till I get the sled clear.

All right, cried the Englishman, seizing the reins near the mouth of the terrified animal and holding its head forcibly down, while Le Rue assisted the owner to unharness.

In a few minutes the vehicle was righted, and the horse released.

While the driver was busy readjusting the harness, he accompanied the operation with a running fire of grateful expressions, such as there now, aint ye in luck, Rooney? Arrah! gentleman, its my blissin I bestow on yez. Och! but Id have bin lost intirely widout ye. Well well, its always the way. Im no sooner in a scrape than Im sure to get out of it. Its meself is a favoured man. Now thin, ladies, git in, for were late enough on the road.

On the two ladies thus addressed Redding and his man had been gazing in silent surprise, for they were so good-looking and so blooming, that it seemed to the two men, who had been accustomed of late to the sight of none but the brown dames of the red skins, as if a couple of beings from another and a purer world had dropped suddenly upon their path. One of the two was evidently a lady, and was possessed of no common share of beauty. Her dark hair contrasted powerfully with the fairness of her skin and the whiteness of her teeth. Her dazzling black eyes almost, and her red lips altogether, laughed as she observed Reddings gaze of astonishment. Her companion, a very pretty Canadian girl, was evidently her maid.

We owe you many thanks, kind sirs, said the lady, for your opportune assistance.

Pardon me, madam, said Redding, hastening forward in some confusion as he recovered from his rather rude stare of surprise, I dwell in the wilderness and have been so unaccustomed of late to the sight of ladies that  that  allow me to assist you into the sleigh!

Mademoiselle, permettez moi, said Le Rue, advancing to the waiting-maid and politely offering his hand.

Another moment and the ladies were seated in the vehicle and carefully repacked by our travellers, while their Irish driver mounted to his seat in front and gathered up the reins.

Thanks, gentlemen, many thanks, repeated the ladies, with bewitching smiles.

Good luck to ee both, cried the driver, as he flourished his whip and drove away.

Redding and his man stood silently gazing for several minutes at the turn in the road where the vision had vanished.

Heaven for two minits, an now  gone for evair! said Le Rue, with a deep sigh.

Redding echoed the sigh, and then laughed at the lugubrious expression of his mans face.

Oh such eyes! exclaimed Le Rue.

Yes, shes rather good-looking, replied Redding, thinking of the lady.

Good-looking! non  bootifool  exiquitely bootifool, cried Le Rue, thinking of the maid.

Again Redding laughed. Well well, François, said he, whether good-looking or beautiful matters little, for its not likely that we shall ever see them again, so the less you think about them the better.  Allons! we are late enough and must not loiter.

They pushed ahead at once at a rapid pace, but although neither spoke, each thought with somewhat similar feelings of the little incident just described.

Lest the reader should be surprised at so small a matter affecting them so deeply, we must remark that these fur-traders had lived for some years in a region where they saw no females except the brown and rather dirty squaws of the Indians who visited the Cliff Fort with furs. Their fort was indeed only three days journey from the little settlement of Partridge Bay, but as the space which lay between was a particularly rugged part of the wilderness, with only a portion of road  unworthy of the name  here and there, and the greater part of the way only passable on foot or by means of dog-sledges, none but an occasional red man or a trapper went to and fro; and as the nature of the fur-traders business called for very little intercourse with the settlements  their furs being sent by water to Quebec in summer  it followed that the inhabitants of the Cliff Fort rarely visited Partridge Bay. The sudden vision, therefore, of two pretty females of a higher type had not only the effect on Redding and his man of novelty, but also stirred up old memories and associations.

Such good use did they now make of their time that the settlement of Partridge Bay was reached before dark, and our hero went off immediately in quest of the surveyor.

Mr Gambart was a cheerful, healthy, plump little man, with a plump little wife, and three plump little daughters. Plumpness was not only a characteristic of the Gambarts, but also of their surroundings, for the cottage in which they dwelt had a certain air of plumpness about it, and the spot on which it stood was a round little knob of a hill.

Here Reginald Redding was hospitably received  we might almost say joyfully, because visitors to the settlement were so rare that whoever made his appearance was sure to be received as a welcome guest if he only carried the credentials of honesty and ordinary good nature on his countenance.

Reddings impatience, however, to get at the truth of the matter that had brought him there, induced him very soon to forsake the society of the three plump little daughters and retire to the plump little fathers work-room.

It is my opinion, said Mr Gambart, as he carefully unfolded the plan, that you may find the McLeods have trespassed somewhat on your reserves, for, if my memory serves me rightly, there is a small islet  as you see here  just in the centre of the creek, half of which belongs to you.

I see it, said the fur-trader, earnestly gazing on the dot which represented the said island.

Well, continued the surveyor, that islet is a mere rock just above the waterfall, and I am of opinion that it would be almost impossible for any one to erect a mill there without encroaching to some extent on your half of it.

Good, replied the fur-trader, can you let me have a copy of the plan to-morrow?

To-night if you please. I have one by me.

Then Ill be off by daybreak the day after to-morrow, said Redding, with much decision.

Why such haste? asked the surveyor, the McLeods are not likely to run away from you. I know them well, for they dwelt long in this settlement, and were ever regarded as men of firm purpose  quite immovable indeed when once they had made up their minds on any point, so youll be sure to find them at Jenkins Creek carrying out their plans, even though you should delay your return for a month. Come, make up your mind to stay with us at least a few days. It will do you as well as me good, and will send you back to banishment in a better frame of mind.

Redding, although strongly tempted by the comforts of civilised life and the hospitality of his host  not to mention the attractions of the plump little daughters  sternly resolved not to swerve an inch from the path of what he believed to be his duty. He entertained a strong suspicion that these McLeods had penetrated into the wilderness to the neighbourhood of the Cliff Fort, not so much for the purpose of cutting timber as for secret opposition in the fur-trade, of which the company he represented had for many years enjoyed almost a monopoly. His pride was touched, his spirit was fired. Perhaps the peaceful and secluded life he had led rendered this little opportunity of warfare more a pleasure than a pain to him. At all events the thing was not to be tolerated. The saw-mill, which the McLeods had an undoubted right to erect on the unoccupied lands, was being planted on the very border of the Companys reserve lands, which they had purchased, and which were clearly laid down in plans. He would see to it that these interlopers did not trespass by an inch  no, not by an eighth of an inch  if he had power to prevent it! The fact that the McLeods were said to be resolute men made him more determined to assert his rights. He therefore declined Mr Gambarts invitation firmly.

I will stay, said he, only one day, to look out for a house, and then return.

Look out for a house! exclaimed the surveyor, in surprise, what mean you? Do you think of settling down here?

Indeed I do, replied Redding, with a smile. I have long been brooding over that subject. The fact is, Mr Gambart, that I am tired of solitude. I am a sociable being, and find it hard to endure the society of only five or six men in a place where there are no women, no children, and no end of bears! I intend to leave the Fur Companys service,  indeed my resignation is already sent in,  purchase a small farm here, and get

Get a wife, a horse, a dog, and a gun, and settle down to enjoy yourself, eh? interrupted the surveyor.

Well, I had not gone quite so much into details, answered Redding, with a laugh, but you are right in so far as settling down goes. My only fear is that it wont be easy to find a place that will at once suit my fancy and my purse. The small sum of money left me by my father at his death two years ago will not purchase a very extensive place, but

I know the very thing to suit you, interrupted the surveyor with emphasis, a splendid little cottage  quite a mansion in miniature  with garden, fences, fields, outhouses, etcetera, all complete and going literally for an old song. Come, well go visit it by the pale moonlight just now, return to have tea with the ladies, and to-morrow well go see it by daylight. It is close at hand, the name is Loch Dhu, and it has only one objection.

What may that be? asked Redding, much amused at the abrupt little mans energy.

Wont tell you till youve seen it; come.

Without more ado they sallied forth and walked along the snowy track that led to the cottage in question. A few minutes sufficed to bring them to it, and the first glance showed the fur-trader that his friend had not exaggerated the beauty of the place. The cottage, although small, was so elegant in form and so tastefully planned in every respect that it well deserved the title of a mansion in miniature. It stood on a rising ground which was crowned with trees; and the garden in front, the summer-house, the porch, the trellis-work fence, the creepers, the flower-beds  everything in fact, told that it had been laid out and planned by a refined mind.

Of course Redding had to call in the aid of his imagination a little, for at the moment when he first beheld it, the whole scene was robed in a mantle of snow. Close to the house, and in sight of the front windows, was a small lake or pond, by the side of which rose an abrupt precipice of about fifty feet in height. Beyond this, a little to the right, lay the undulating fields of the settlement, dotted with clumps of trees and clusters of cottages.

Most beautiful! exclaimed the fur-trader, but why named Loch Dhu, which, if I mistake not, is the Gaelic for Black Lake?

Because that little pond, answered the surveyor, when freed from its wintry coat, looks dark and deep even at mid-day under the shadow of that beetling cliff.

Truly, I like it well, said Redding, as he turned again to look at the cottage, are you its architect?

I am, answered Mr Gambart, but a greater mind than mine guided my pencil in the process of its creation.

Indeed! and what is the objection to it that you spoke of?

That, replied the surveyor, with a mysterious look, I must, on second thoughts, decline to tell you.

How, then, can you expect me to buy the place? demanded Redding, in surprise.

Why, because I, a disinterested friend, strongly recommend you to do so. You believe in me. Well, I tell you that there is no objection to the place but one, and that one wont prove to be an objection in the long run, though it is one just now. The price is, as you know, ridiculously small, first, because the family who owned it have been compelled by reverses of fortune to part with it, and are in urgent need of ready cash; and, secondly, because few people have yet found out the beauties of this paradise, which will one day become a very important district of Canada.

Humph, well, I believe in your friendship, and to some extent in your wisdom, though I doubt your capacity to prophesy, said Redding. However, if you wont tell me the objection, I must rest content. To-morrow we will look at it in daylight, and if I then see no objections to it myself, Ill buy it.

The morrow came. In the blaze of the orb of day Loch Dhu looked more beautiful than it did by moonlight. After a thorough examination of house and grounds, the fur-trader resolved to purchase it, and commissioned his plump little friend to carry out the transaction. Thereafter he and his man retraced their steps to the wilderness, still breathing unutterable things against the entire clan of McLeod.




Chapter Four.

Pioneering.

We turn now to the enemy  the McLeods. The father and his two sons sat in a rude shanty, on a bench and an empty keg, drinking tea out of tin cans. They were all stalwart, dark-haired, grave-visaged mountaineers of Scotland. Unitedly they would have measured at least eighteen feet of humanity. The only difference between the father and the sons was that a few silver hairs mingled with the black on the head of the former, and a rougher skin covered his countenance. In other respects he seemed but an elder brother.

Ian, he said to his first-born, as he refilled his tin can with tea, how many more timbers have you to prepare for the dam?

Six, replied the son laconically.

It seems to me, observed Kenneth, the second son, that if the frost holds much longer we shall be thrown idle, for everything is ready now to begin the works.

Idle we need not be, returned the father, as long as there is timber to fell in the forest. We must prepare logs to be sawn as well as the mill to saw them.

I cant help thinking, father, said Ian, that we did not act wisely in spending all the remainder of our cash in an order for goods from England. We should have waited to see how the mill paid before setting up a store. Besides, I have my doubts as to the wood-cutters or other people passing this out-o-the-way spot in sufficient numbers to make a store pay for many a day to come, and even if they do, people coming up the coast will have the Fur Companys store at the Cliff Fort to go to for supplies.

Its too late to think of these things now, retorted the elder McLeod; we have made the venture, and must go through with it. Our case shows the folly of taking the advice of a friend of whose wisdom one is not well assured. No doubt Gambart meant to do us a service, and fancied that he knew this coast well, but it is quite plain that he was mistaken, for I have no doubt now, from the situation of the place, that there will be little or no traffic here for a long time to come.

So, then, we might as well have thrown the remnant of our wrecked fortunes into the sea, said Kenneth gravely.

Not quite, returned the father, with a smile. If we can only manage to hold on for a year or two, we shall be sure to succeed, for there can be no question that the tide of immigration is beginning to set in this direction, but it does not flow fast, and our great difficulty in the meantime will be the want of ready cash.

Act in haste and repent at leisure, said Ian.

One can scarcely be said to act in haste, retorted his father, who is almost forced into a course of action. My chief mistake was in putting too much trust in Gambart.

Well, said Kenneth, rising and stretching his huge frame as he placed a hatchet on his shoulder, theres nothing like a good breakfast for giving a man heart to face difficulties. Ill away to work. What a pity that we may not raise some of our timbers on the other side of the creek, for it is admirably adapted to our purpose. Dont you think we might, father?

No, replied the elder McLeod, the other side belongs to the fur-traders, whose rights must be respected.

Ian and his father soon followed Kenneth to the scene of their labours.

The spot was a wild one, but in many respects it was well-suited to the purpose for which these adventurers had chosen it. The coast line at Jenkins Creek was precipitous. Cliffs, crowned with pines, rose in some places perpendicularly from the shingly beach of the gulf, and elsewhere the ground was very rugged. The creek itself was a mere streamlet which ran a short course from the mountains of the interior, brawling down a wild gully of inconsiderable extent. Near its mouth was a cascade, divided by a small rock or islet. It was between this rock and the south shore that the McLeods purposed to erect their dam when the ice should have cleared away, and here, in the meantime, the three men busied themselves in cutting and shaping the necessary timbers, and forming the rougher parts of the machinery of the mill.

They toiled steadily till noon, and then returned to their log-hut for dinner, which consisted of cold pork, hot tea, biscuit, and salt butter. They were still in the midst of this meal when the door opened and a man entered, carrying under his arm a pair of long snow-shoes, which he had just taken off.

Glad to see you, Bellew, we had expected you earlier, said the elder McLeod, rising and shaking hands with the trapper.

I would have been earlier, replied Bellew, handing a letter to McLeod, but for a redskin whom I met on the way, who delayed me somewhat. He tells me something about a wreck having been seen by some of his tribe a good bit down the gulf, but what between the difficulty of makin out his lingo, and his stupidity, or unwillingness to communicate all he knew, I have found out very little about it. This only I feel pretty sure of, that a wreck must have occurred, and that, from something he said, there may perhaps be some poor fellows lying on the shore there.

If so, they will surely perish in such weather, said McLeod, and the least we can do is to go and try to rescue them.

No need for you to go, said the trapper, I will go alone with a small supply of provisions, and see whether it be true. If I find any of em alive I can make them comfortable enough for a short time, and then return here for such help as may be required.

Youll start at once, then? asked McLeod.

Yes, at once.

Here, have something to eat first, said Kenneth, pointing to the viands.

Jonas Bellew accepted the invitation. At once he sat down, and ate in silence heartily, while the elder McLeod read the letter.

Have you bad news? asked Ian, as he watched his fathers face.

Not exactly bad, but its disappointing. This is from Gambart.  Listen.

My dear McLeod,  I have just heard that the flour-mill in this place which you were so anxious to purchase has come unexpectedly into the market, owing to the sudden death of its owner. It is to be had cheap too  at a very much lower figure than you offered before leaving Partridge Bay. I strongly advise you to secure it without delay. This letter goes by Sam Smalls to Bellew the trapper, who will doubtless deliver it to you. Youd better send him straight back with your reply.

Humph! good advice this time, said Ian when his father ceased to read, if we could only take it. Tis hard to have every penny we possess locked up, with such a chance before us. Couldnt we borrow, in the meantime, from Gambart himself?

I will never purchase property with borrowed capital, replied the elder McLeod.

Well, it cant be helped, said Ian, consoling himself with another slice of cold pork.

Now Im ready to start, said Bellew, rising and wiping his mouth with the cuff of his capote.

In a few minutes the trapper, on snow-shoes, and with a pack of provisions on his back, was striding down the coast at a pace that soon left the Creek far behind him.

Three days after this incident the trio at Jenkins Creek were aroused, while sitting at their mid-day meal, by the tinkle of sleigh-bells. Their sitting-room window was filled chiefly with parchment, but there was one square of it filled with glass. Through this, as from a loop-hole, the inmates could reconnoitre any one who approached their hut.

Two dog-sleighs! exclaimed Ian, turning from the loop-hole with a look of surprise.

Flora and Elise! cried Kenneth and his father, in the same breath, as they started up eagerly and hastened to the door.

They were right. Flora, jumping out of the furs of a vehicle which resembled a slipper-bath, and was drawn by four panting dogs, ran into the hut, exclaiming, Dear father, and threw her arms round the neck of the elder McLeod, who was not slow to return the embrace. Elise entered with smiling face, and curtsied to the young men, who advanced and shook her heartily by the hand.

Hould their hids, Mister Kenneth, exclaimed the driver of the foremost sleigh, as he sought to undo the traces of the dogs. Sure theyre all alike  horses or dogs, they never will lay still when theyre wanted to; bad luck to em intirely. Me heart is all but broke. There  git along wid ye.

Dont be hard on them, Rooney, said Kenneth, laughing, they seem to have done good service.

True for ye, replied Rooney, it wouldnt have bin aisy to git the ladies down here widout em, the snow was so soft wi the thaw that it nigh tore the snow-shoes off me feet, an my poor legs is at laist three inches longer than whin I set out, if not four.

Well, Flo, said Ian, although I know you to be a resolute girl, I didnt believe you would undertake a journey over a country without a road at such a season of the year.

I knew she would come, said her father, patting the girls head tenderly, but didnt expect her quite so soon.

Thats just the reason why I came, said Flora, bustling about the room in search of a reasonably clean spot on which to deposit her fur cap and muff; I wanted to take you by surprise, you dear old duck. Here, Elise, take these things and put them on a bed, or something of that sort, if there is one in the house. I declare there is not a spot in this room that is not covered with smoke and grease. How can you be so dirty? It is high time that Elise and I came to put your house in order. You neednt laugh, Kenneth, you ought to be ashamed of yourselves. This is dinner-time, I fancy. Have you any to spare for us? Let me see  but stay; first tell me how you have been and what you have done, and

Please, Miss, said the maid, returning from a little side-room, there isnt a spot clean enough to put your things on. The beds are no better than the chairs and tables.

Oh you dirty thing! said Flora, seating herself on her fathers knee, and gazing remonstratively into his face.

A quiet smile played on the dark visage of the elder McLeod as he kissed her and said:  

How could you expect us, Flo, to keep things very tidy in a place like this, where weve had to work hard with our axes every day and all day, and no woman to help us in domestic affairs? Why, sometimes weve been so tired at the end of a day, that instead of cleaning up, we have tumbled into bed, boots and all! But there is one little corner of our otherwise dirty hut which we have reserved for lady-visitors. See here!

He rose, unlocked a little door in a corner of the dining-hall, and throwing it open, disclosed to the astonished gaze of his visitors a small apartment which was a perfect marvel of cleanliness and propriety. True, it was a very simple and what may be styled a home-made apartment. The walls, floor, and ceiling were of unpainted wood, but the wood was perfectly fresh, and smelt pleasantly of resin. The window was preposterously small, with only four squares of glass in it, and it was curtained with mere calico, but the calico was rose-coloured, which imparted a delightfully warm glow to the room, and the view from the window of pine-woods and cliffs, and snow-fields, backed by the distant sea, was magnificent. Two little beds in the corner furthest from the window looked so snug that the tendency of beholders to lie down and go to sleep forthwith was only overcome by a sensation of fear lest the fairies, to whom they unquestionably belonged, might object. There was a rather clumsily-made chest of drawers in one corner, the workmanship of Kenneth; a book-shelf fashioned by Ian; and a table, with three chairs, made by McLeod senior.

Oh, how kind of you, said Flora to her father, when she afterwards sat with him alone in this boudoir, and looked round on everything with the deepest interest.

Well, it was natural that I should get ready a comfortable place for my only flower.

Your only flower, exclaimed Flora, why, what do you call Ian, and Kenneth, and Roderick?

Not flowers, certainly, replied her father, pulling her down on his knee; they may be regarded as useful vegetables, if you will, but they are scarcely flowers that one likes to fondle.

There, now, sir, you have fondled me enough at present, so tell me all about yourself and your doings.

Tell me first, Flo, how it fared with you by the way.

Oh, that is soon told. After you left me I remained with old Mrs Crowder in peaceful serenity until Rooney came back from Quebec, and then I consulted with him as to the possibility of getting down here before the close of winter. Being an old nor-wester, and an Irishman, he had his answer ready. Sure, said he, theres nothin aisier. The masther bade me go down to Jenkins Creek wi the things as soon as possible, which ornarily mains faster than yer able, so I meant to be off to-morrow be daybreak on fut, wid a sled behind me. But if your ladyship intinds to honour me wid yer company, this is how we cud do it. Ill hire a sleigh an drive ye down to Sam Smalls hut. I know that Sam has got one or two sleds and teams of dogs, for, like myself, hes an owld nor-wester, an likes to revive owld memories by takin a trip now an then in the owld fashion. Theres no road av coorse, but dogs aint like horses; they dont have no need of roads, so that dont matter. Ill git owld Bogus, the Injin, to help. He an I can bate the tracks wid our snowshoes, and the dogs ill follow kindly, an so well all go down to the creek together.

Well, continued Flora, this plan was carried out at once. We started next day and got on famously in the sledge. We had only one upset. It might have been an awkward one, for the horse was very restive when he got off the track into the deep snow, but fortunately, just at the time, up came two travellers, one of them such a handsome man! and they got us out of our difficulty.

Were you in danger, my pet? asked McLeod.

Not exactly in danger, except the danger of having to walk at night through the forest, and without snow-shoes.

Hm! not such a small danger that as you seem to think, Flo, said McLeod gravely. However, these gentlemen got you out of the scrape  well, go on.

Well, on we went, came to Sam Smalls hut, slept there, got two dog-sledges, slept at the hut of Jonas Bellew in Boulder Creek, whose door we were obliged to break open, for he wasnt at home  and, here we are.

Well, my pet, here you are likely to remain for some time to come. Its not exactly as fine a residence as youve been accustomed to, but there are many worse.

Worse, exclaimed Flora, there couldnt be many better  in the circumstances. I regard it as a small palace. Dear father, she added, dont let our reverses weigh so heavily on you. Think of your favourite saying, Its an ill wind that blows no good. Perhaps good may be in the wind somewhere for us.

Ay, and Ill think of one of your favourite sayings too, Flo, Every cloud has a silver lining.

But Ive got a better saying than that now, father, said Flora, with sudden earnestness, the saying that dear mother was so fond of quoting from the Bible before she died: Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Oh, father, that word comforts me now, for I have gone to Jesus and have pleaded with Him His own promise that whatever we shall ask in His name God will give it to us.

Bless you, Flo, said her father tenderly, and what did you ask for,  success in our new enterprise?

No, I asked for guidance in every step of it, for that is certain to lead to success.

Do you feel sure of getting an answer to that prayer, Flo? asked McLeod, gazing at his daughter with a perplexed expression.

Quite sure, replied Flo confidently, because God, who cannot lie, has promised.

Now, what will you say if we fail in this enterprise? asked her father.

That my prayer has been answered, replied Flo.

What? if he guides us to failure will you count that an answer?

Yes, indeed I will. More than that, I will count our failure to be success, for whatever God leads us to must be success if we commit our ways to Him.

Thats a convenient doctrine, replied McLeod, with a slight smile, as he called to remembrance several conversations he had had with infidels during his travels, and no one will ever be able to refute you, for, whatever betide, you will still be able to maintain, logically, that you have received an answer.

Just so, father, and why not? Is not that convenient doctrine, as you call it, in accordance with the word of God Himself, who says that all things work together for good to them that love Him?

You have learned to talk like your dear mother, Flo, said McLeod, rising; we will continue this subject another time. At present I must away to work with the boys.

He left the room hastily, and his daughter, calling in the assistance of Elise, proceeded to arrange her little boudoir in a somewhat more sedate, though by no means less joyful, frame of mind than that in which she had made her entry into her new and unquestionably humble residence.




Chapter Five.

The Enemy.

Meanwhile, Reginald Redding  still breathing defiance to the clan of McLeod, with his heart steeled against all softer influences, and with all his bristles erect  arrived at Jenkins Creek.

Seeing no one about the door of the hut, he passed it with an indignant frown, and proceeded direct to the cascade, where, from a considerable distance, he had observed the three settlers as they busily plied their axes.

A thaw had set in. The little cascade was beginning to roar ominously, almost savagely, behind the curtain of ice which had concealed almost the whole of it during winter. The ice on the edge of the Saint Lawrence had already given way, and was being swept out to sea in variously-sized fields and masses. Everything gave indication that the reign of winter had come to an end, that the short-lived spring had laid its warm hand on the whole region, and that summer was not far distant. Summer acts its part with promptitude in those regions.

Men out there are usually vigorous in taking advantage of the change; the McLeods were making the most of their time when the fur-trader approached.

It should be getting near supper-time, said the elder McLeod, looking at the sun.

Not far from it, said Kenneth, flinging down his axe and wiping the perspiration from his brow, as he glanced in the same direction, what a comfort it is to have Flo to look after meals; it makes one feel  hallo! who come here?  see, two men, rounding the cliff just above the house.

The elder McLeod made no reply, but waited until the strangers were sufficiently near to be addressed; then, touching his cap, he said, Good evening, heartily.

To this Reginald Redding replied, Good evening, stiffly, while his man bestowed a gaze of unmistakable scorn all round.

A little surprised, but not much alarmed, by their manner, McLeod said that it was an unusual pleasure to meet with strangers in such an out-of-the-way place; that he and his sons, having finished their days work, were about to return to their hut for supper, and that he would be more than delighted if they would take pot-luck with them.

Redding, who was by nature of a kindly sociable disposition, felt rather put out by this reception, especially when the invitation was pressed on him with much cordiality by Kenneth, as well as by Ian. Even the scorn on Le Rues lip began to melt away like the snow! But the fur-trader felt that the interests of his employers were at stake; besides, had he not said to others, had he not vowed to himself, that he would not give way an inch  no, not so much as a hairs-breadth  to these long-legged interlopers, who, now that he beheld them, were evidently fur-traders in disguise,  men who made use of a so-called saw-mill as a mere blind to divert attention from the real object they had in view.

Sir, said Redding, with quiet dignity, I am the Fur Companys agent in this district, in charge of the Cliff Fort.

Had Redding been in charge of the Rock of Gibraltar, with its mighty armament of heavy guns, he could not have assumed an air of greater importance.

I am glad to hear it, replied McLeod, more and more perplexed by the youths manner, because I have been anxious for some days to consult you as to the exact boundary line of your Companys reserve.

If you will accompany me to the creek, replied Redding, pointing to the islet on which the McLeods had already marked off a portion of rock and planted a couple of stakes, I will enlighten you on that point.

Willingly, answered McLeod, preparing to follow with his two sons.

Hah! thought Redding, as he drew near the spot and observed the stakes, not a doubt of it; inches indeed; they have encroached feet  feet  if not yards on our property.

He gave no audible sound, however, to his thoughts, until the party had reached the islet, which was connected with the mainland by a plank, then he turned to McLeod with the air of a man who has resolved to wage war to the knife for his rights. Le Rue, seeing his master in this mood, drew himself up, compressed his lips, and darkened his frown.

The line of demarcation, said Redding slowly, but with much decision of tone and manner, runs exactly down the centre of this stream and cuts precisely across the centre of this rock. Now, sir, he turned abruptly here to look his adversary full in the face. In doing so his vision, passing over the shoulders of his enemy, encountered the bright face and astonished gaze of Flora McLeod, who had just come to let her father and brothers know that their evening meal awaited them.

Reginald Redding was struck dumb. Glancing round to see what had fascinated the gaze of the fur-trader, McLeod turned with a smile, and said:  

My daughter Flora, Mister  ah!  I beg pardon  your name is, I think

Redding, murmured the fur-trader, with hesitation, for he had begun to doubt his own identity.

Just so. Flo has come to tell us, Mr Redding, that supper is ready, so, if you will condescend to accept of our rough and ready hospitality, we shall be delighted. But, before going, pray let us finish this matter. You were about to say

Oh, nothing,  nothing worth mentioning, said Redding hurriedly, endeavouring to recover himself; I merely  the fact is  that  a rock like this is so  so utterly insignificant that the idea of trespassing on it is quite absurd, quite out of  why, surely I cannot be mistaken, he added, lifting his cap, this must be the young lady whom I had the pleasure of meeting on the road hither at a time when

When your presence and aid were most opportune, interrupted Flora, as she held out her hand with a gracious smile and a blush.

Why Flora blushed is best known to herself. The same may be said in regard to the fact that Reginald Redding felt rather awkward  though not naturally an awkward man  and looked rather sheepish as he took the hand timidly. It is also worthy of record that the touch of Floras hand sent a galvanic stream up Reddings arm, which curled round his head, ran down his spine, and passed out into the rock at the extremities of his ten toes!

Indeed! exclaimed McLeod senior, while a peculiar expression crossed his swarthy countenance as if a new idea had hit him; then, Mr Redding, I am your debtor; but come, let us to supper before it cools. I suppose that no more need be said about the boundary line. I have not been guilty of trespassing, it seems, on your Companys reserves?

Not in the least, answered the fur-trader promptly, with a glance at his man.

Vraiment, non, cernly not! exclaimed Le Rue emphatically, not a trace of scorn being now visible on his benign countenance.

Matters being thus amicably disposed of, the party adjourned to the hut, where they sat down to a substantial repast, the foundation of which was boiled bacon and tea; the superstructure, biscuits and butter.

Here François Le Rue met with a profound disappointment. He had rightly judged that, where the mistress dwelt, the maid must necessarily abide; accordingly, on entering the hut, he had the extreme satisfaction of obtaining a glance of grateful recognition from Elises bright eyes. But the sanguine trader had also counted on the pleasure of her company at supper in the kitchen of the establishment, while his master should sup with the McLeods in the parlour. In this he was mistaken. In such an out-of-the-way region the young Canadian girl was counted as much a companion as a servant, and while she performed the duties of attendant at the table in the hall, she also sat modestly down at the same table to partake of the evening meal. François, on the other hand, was told to go to the kitchen and make himself comfortable.

The kitchen was a little out-house, not unlike a gigantic dog-kennel, separated by a space of six feet or so from the principal dwelling.

Opening its door, Le Rue entered with a heavy heart, supposing that he should have to eat his supper in dreary solitude, not dat I cares moch for dat, thought he, as he raised the latch, for Is accostomed to solitairness; but ah! ven I tinks of

Hooroo! shouted a gruff voice, scattering at once his thoughts and his solitairness.

Le Rue started as he encountered the surprised gaze of a man, but, being in a crusty humour, he only exclaimed Hah! and returned the gaze.

Sure its you or yer ghost, exclaimed the identical driver whom the two fur-traders had so lately assisted out of difficulties. Give us yer fist, young man. Ah, then, its good luck is yer portion, Rooney. Didnt I think to sit down to me supper in solitood, whin in comes like a vision the frind as was a frind indade to me and the ladies the other day. Come in, come in, sit ye down there; an ait till yer fit to bust. Och! but its mesilf is glad this night. There, putt off yer capote; if yer at all like me yell not be fit to taste a morsel till yer in yer shirt sleeves. Howld  Ill hang it on the peg for ee. Now thin, go to work. Dont spare it. Faix, theres plinty more where that came from, though there aint much variety here. Its pig for breakfast, pig for dinner, an pig for supper  wid a slice o cowld pig at odd times whin yer extra hungry. An then yell have to pig-in wid myself at night, for theres only wan bed in this coolinairy mansion, not bein room to howld more! Thats yer sort  the taes hot, anyhow.

There was no withstanding such a welcome as this. François Le Rue thawed instantly, and thereafter warmed up to intense cordiality while he plied his knife and fork on the pig, and quaffed the steaming tae, talking between mouthfuls as his voluble friend gave him opportunity.

An abrupt check, however, was put to the pleasant flow of his spirits when Rooney, having occasion to refer to the ladies, remarked in an enthusiastic tone that Elise was a angel  nothin more nor less  only widout wings.

The demon jealousy instantly fired the soul of the Canadian.

Vat you knows about she? he demanded, with suppressed emotion.

Knows about her! exclaimed Rooney, with increased enthusiasm, while Le Rues spirit dilated with increasing jealousy, what do I not know about her, is the question. Sure Ive knowed her iver since she was a purty little curly-hided child; Ive knowed her goodness to her parients till the day of their death, an her gentleness in the time of sorrow, an her jollity in the time of joy, an her faithfulness to her mistress in adversity, an her ginral goodness at all times, blissins on her!

François ceased devouring pig, and played with his knife, while he mentally, almost unconsciously, measured the number of inches that lay between the outside of Rooneys chest and the core of his heart.

Youse verai fond of her, it seems, he said, with deep sarcasm.

Thats just what I am, replied Rooney, stuffing an enormous piece of bacon into his no less enormous mouth. Its raison I have too, he added thickly, but quite audibly, for she nursed my poor wife through a long illness, an its my belaif she wouldnt ha bin alive this day but for the care and attintion she got from Elise.

The demon fled horrified out at the key-hole  the window being shut  and Le Rue, feeling the deepest regard for Rooney, relieved his feelings with a sigh and more pig.

While the Irishman and Canadian were entertaining each other thus in the kitchen, the Highlanders and Englishman were no less cordial and busy in the hall. Rough and ready the hospitality indeed was, for the board was not only uncovered but unplaned, and the dishes were cracked and dinted  according to their nature; but the heartiness of the welcome, the solidity of the simple viands, the strength of appetite, and, above all, the presence of bright eyes and gentle spirits threw a luxurious halo round the humble apartment, in the light of which Reginald Redding revelled.

Tea,  the cup which cheers but does not inebriate,  was used at that board as if it had been brandy and water. The men not only drank it during the progress of the meal, but afterwards sat long over it, and dallied with it, and urged each other to have some more of it, and quaffed it to the health of absent friends, and told stories, and cut jokes, and sang songs over it, and replenished it with hot water to such an extent that it gradually changed its nature and became that harmless beverage loved by Frenchmen, eau sucré.

That it cheered was evident, for laughter was often loud and sometimes long. That it did not inebriate was equally clear, for the talk of the party was frequently grave as well as gay.

It was especially grave when, towards the end of the evening, McLeod senior, in answer to some allusion of his guest as to the beauties of Partridge Bay, became confidential, and told how he had once dwelt in that settlement for many years, in a happy home which he had specially built for himself, or rather, as he said, with a kindly glance at his pretty daughter, which he had built specially for his wife and child. How it had pleased God to take from him his dear partner before they had been long in the new house; how the failure of a friend had involved him in ruin, and compelled him to sell off all he had possessed and begin life anew with the scanty remnants of his fortune; how he had taken the advice of another friend, and come to Jenkins Creek to set up a saw-mill, having previously invested nearly all his funds in an order for goods from England, for the purpose of setting up a general store, as it was highly probable the country would go on prospering, and the demand for such a store become great; how he had had letters from his youngest son, Roderick,  a lad of nineteen who had been educated in the old country,  telling him that the goods had been bought and shipped in the Betsy of Plymouth, and how that he, Roderick, intended to take passage in the same ship the week following, and join his father and brothers in their new sphere of labour; how that, sometimes, he felt depressed by the sudden reverse of fortune, but was always cheered and raised up again by his daughter Flo, who had a wonderful way  somewhat like her mother  of inducing him, when things looked darkest, to turn his eyes to the source of all light, and comfort, and hope, and prosperity.

You may be sure that Reginald Redding listened to all this with the deepest interest and sympathy, for as he glanced at Floras speaking countenance  and he did glance at it pretty frequently  he observed new beauty in her expression, and bright tear-drops in her eyes.

Ah, Flo, said her father, when he had finished, no one has such good cause to regret the loss of our old home as yourself, for I dont think Mr Gambart could have planned it without your aid.

What! exclaimed Redding, with a look of sudden surprise, what was the name of your place in Partridge Bay?

I gave it a Highland name, said McLeod, with a sad smile, after a place in Scotland that once belonged to my mothers family,  Loch Dhu.

For a moment or two the young fur-trader remained speechless. He looked first at Flora and then at her father, and after that at her brothers, without being able to make up his mind how to act. He now understood the reason of Gambarts silence as to the former owners of Loch Dhu, and he would have given worlds at that moment if he had never seen or heard of the place, for it seemed such a heartless position to be placed in  the fortunate owner of the lovely spot, over the loss of which Flora and her family evidently mourned so deeply. He could not bear the thought of having to reveal the truth; still less could he bear the thought of concealing it. He was therefore about to make the disagreeable confession, when the thoughts of the whole party were suddenly diverted to another channel, by the opening of the door and the entrance of one of those gaunt sons of the forest who were wont to hang on the skirts of civilisation, as it advanced to wrest from them their native wilderness.

The Indian stalked into the room, handed a dirty piece of folded paper to McLeod, and sat down beside the fire, after the fashion of his race, in solemn silence.




Chapter Six.

Out in the Snow.

When Jonas Bellew set off in search of the rumoured wreck, as related in a previous chapter, he passed the Cliff Fort without calling there, partly because he did not wish to waste time, and partly because he had no desire to hold converse at that time with Mr Smart, who, he rightly suspected, must have shared in Reddings suspicions as to the intentions of the McLeods.

Making a straight cut, therefore, across the bay in front of the fur-trading establishment, on ice that had not yet been floated away, he gained the land below the fort and continued his journey down the coast. That night he slept in the snow.

Let not the reader entertain the mistaken idea that such a sleeping-place was either cold, wet, or uncomfortable. It was the reverse of all that, being warm, dry, and cosy. The making of this bed we record here, for the benefit of housemaids, and all whom it may concern.

First of all, the sturdy trapper walked along the coast, sometimes on snow-shoes when fields of snow-covered ice projected out to sea; at other times on foot, with the snow-shoes slung over his back, when long stretches of sand or shingly beach, from which the ice had been swept away, presented themselves. This process of progression he continued till night began to close upon him. Then he bethought him of encamping, and retired to the neighbouring woods for the purpose.

The woods referred to consisted chiefly of pines, which fringed the base of the precipitous hills by which that part of the Gulf of Saint Lawrence is bordered. Here he selected the largest tree he could find, and threw down his bundle of food and blankets under the flat spreading branches thereof. Resting one of his snow-shoes against the stem of the tree, he proceeded to dig a huge hole in the snow, using his other snow-shoe as a shovel. The operation cost him much labour, for he had to dig completely down to the ground, and the snow in the woods was still between three and four feet deep. When a hole of ten feet long by five broad was thus cleared to the bottom, the natural walls were raised by the snow thrown out, to a total height of about six feet. This was Bellews bedchamber. The spreading pine-branches overhead were its admirable roof. Next, the trapper cut down a young pine, with the tender branches of which he covered the floor of his chamber to a depth of ten or twelve inches. This was his mattress, and a soft, warm, elastic one it was, as the writer of this narrative can testify from personal experience. The head of the mattress rested against the stem of the pine tree, and a convenient root thereof served Bellew for a pillow. At the foot of the bed he had left the floor of his chamber uncovered; this was his fireplace, and in the course of ten minutes or so he cut down and chopped into billets enough of dry wood to fill it with materials for a splendid fire. These being arranged, with a core of dry moss and broken twigs in the centre, the patient man struck a light by means of flint, steel, and tinder, and applied it. While the first few tongues of fire were crackling in the core of moss, he spread a thick blanket on his bed, and then stood up leisurely to fill his pipe and dreamily to watch the kindling of the fire.

And this was a sight worth watching, for the change in the aspect of affairs was little short of miraculous. Before the flames shot forth, Jonas Bellew, looking over the edge of a black hole that was disagreeably suggestive of a tomb, could dimly perceive a stretch of cold, grey, ghostly forest, through the openings of which hummocks of ice could be seen floating away over the black waters of the sea. The little starlight that prevailed only served to render darkness visible, and thus to increase the desolate aspect of the scene. But when the ruddy flames began to shoot forth and tip with a warm glow the nearest projections, they brought out in startling prominence the point of Bellews nose and the bowl of his little pipe. Continuing to gain strength they seemed to weaken the force of distant objects in proportion as they intensified those that were near. The pale woods and dark waters outside deepened into invisible black, while the snow-walls of Bellews chamber glowed as if on fire, and sparkled as if set with diamonds. The tree stem became a ruddy column, with Bellews shadow lying black as ink against it, and the branches above became like a red-hot roof.

It may, perhaps, be supposed that the snow-walls melted under this ordeal; nothing of the sort. Their tendency to do so was checked effectually, not only by a sharp frost, but by the solid backing of snow behind them; and the little that did give way in close proximity to the fire ran unobtrusively down to the earth and crept away under the snow towards the sea, for Bellew had made his camp with the fire at its lower end, so that not a drop of water could by any means reach the spot whereon he lay.

Having stuffed his little tin can or kettle with snow, he put this on the fire to melt, and then spread out his bacon and biscuit, and sugar and tea, all of which being in course of time prepared, he sat down to enjoy himself, and felt, as well as looked, supremely happy.

Then Jonas Bellew went on his knees and prayed  for he was one of those men who do not think it unmanly to remember the Giver of all that they enjoy  and thereafter he rolled himself in his blanket, pillowed his head on the tree-root, and sank into profound repose  such repose as is known only to healthy infants and hard-working men and women. Little by little the fire burnt low, the ruddy lights grew dim, the pale lights reappeared, and the encampment resumed its tomb-like appearance until the break of another day gave it a new aspect and caused Jonas Bellew to rise, yawn, shake the hoar-frost from his blanket, pack up his traps, and resume his journey.




Chapter Seven.

A Sad Discovery.

A wreck on a rocky shore is at all times a dreary sight, but especially so when the shore is that of an uninhabited land, and when the rocks as well as the wreck are fringed with snow-wreaths and cumbered with ice.

Some such thoughts probably filled the mind of the trapper when, on the afternoon of the day whose dawn we have mentioned, he stood beside the wreck of what had once been a full-rigged ship and gazed intently on the scene of desolation.

Life and death were powerfully suggested to him. Many a time had he seen such a craft breasting the waves of the broad Saint Lawrence, when every dip of the bow, every bend of the taper masts, every rattle of the ropes, and every mellow shout of the seamen, told of vigorous life and energy; and now, the broken masts and yards tipped and fringed with snow-wreaths, the shattered stern, out of which the cargo had been evidently washed long ago, the decks crushed down with snow, the bulged sides, the bottom pierced by rocks, the bowsprit burst to shivers by the opposing cliff, the pendant and motionless cordage, even the slight ripple of the sleeping sea, which deepened rather than broke the prevailing silence, all told eloquently of death,  death, perchance to passengers and crew, at all events to sanguine hopes and prospects. Nevertheless there was much life connected with that death-like scene, as the sequel of our tale will show.

The trapper, although fond of moralising, was not prone to indulge in sentiment when circumstances called him to action. He had come suddenly in sight of the wreck on turning the point of the frowning cliff where the gallant ship had met her doom, and stood only for a few seconds to gaze sadly on the scene.

Hastening forward he proceeded at once to make a thorough survey of the vessel.

First he went to the stern to ascertain, if possible, her name. The greater part of the stern had, as we have said, been torn away; but, after careful search, he discovered a piece of wood on which he could plainly trace portions of the letters B and E and T. The remainder of the word, whatever it was, had been completely erased.

Bellew did not at first climb on board the ship, because from her general aspect he knew full well that there could be no survivor in her, besides, through the yawning stern he could see nearly the whole of the interior.

His next step was to search the neighbourhood for tracks, in order to see whether or not the wreck had been lately visited by human beings. This search resulted in discoveries which perplexed him greatly, for not only did he find numerous footprints which crossed each other in various directions, but he knew from their appearance that these had been recently made, and that they were those of white men as well as red; some of them showing the prints of shoes, while others displayed the marks of moccasins.

Had Bellew discovered one or two tracks made by men of the forest like himself, his knowledge of wood-craft would have enabled him at once to decide which way they had come and whither they had gone; but, with at least a dozen meandering tracks radiating from the ship in all directions, as well towards the sea as the land, he felt himself puzzled. He knew well enough that they were too fresh to be those of the wrecked crew, unless indeed the crew had remained by the ship; but in that case there would have been evidences of an encampment of some sort, such as fittings-up on board, or huts on shore. He followed the tracks that led to the sea and found that they terminated abruptly, as if those who had made them had plunged into the water and drowned themselves. Before following up those that went landward he returned to the ship and clambered on board, but found nothing to reward him for his pains. The sea had swept the hold fore and aft so completely that nothing whatever was left.

These investigations did not take up much time. The trapper, after one or two circuits, found the spot where the footsteps became disentangled from the maze of individual tracks, and led, not along the shore as he had supposed they would, but up into a narrow gorge; and now he learned that the tracks of what appeared a multitude of people had been made by the running to and fro of not more than a dozen men, six of whom were natives. Thinking it probable that the party could not be far distant, for the gorge up which they had proceeded seemed of very limited extent, the trapper pushed forward with increasing expectation, not unmingled with anxiety.

Turning the point of a projecting cliff he came suddenly on a sight that filled him with sadness. It was the mouldering remains of a human being  one who had been a seaman, to judge from the garments which covered him. One glance sufficed to show the trapper that his services there were not required. He also observed that the fresh tracks which he had been following circled round the body of the seaman and then led straight on.

Following these, Bellew soon came to an open circular space at the head of the gorge, where the appearance of smoke, rising from among the trees, arrested his attention. In a few minutes he had reached the spot whence it issued, and there to his surprise found Mr Bob Smart with five of his men and several Indians standing in solemn silence round something on the ground that appeared to rivet their attention. Some of the men looked up as Bellew approached and nodded to him, for the trapper was well-known in the district; they also moved aside and let him pass.

Whats wrong, Mr Smart? he asked, on coming up.

The fur-trader pointed to the ground, on which lay a group of men, who, at a first glance, appeared to be dying. One in particular, a youth, seemed to be in the very last stage of exhaustion. Smart had just risen from his side after administering a cup of hot tea, when the trapper appeared.

I fear he wont last long, said Smart, turning to Bellew, with a shake of his head.

What have you been givin him? asked Bellew, stooping and feeling his pulse.

Just a cup of tea, replied Smart; I have unfortunately nothing better. We only heard of the wreck yesterday, and came down in our boat in such haste that we forgot spirits. Besides, I counted on bringing whoever I should find up to the fort without delay, but although we may move most of these poor fellows, I doubt much that we darent move him.

This was said in a whisper, for the poor fellows referred to, although unable to rise, lay listening eagerly to every word that was spoken. There were six of them  one a negro  all terribly emaciated, and more or less badly frost-bitten. They formed the remnant of a crew of twenty-five, many of whom, after suffering dreadfully from hunger and frost-bites, had wandered away into the woods, and in a half delirious state, had perished.

You have hot water, I see, said the trapper, hastily unfastening his pack, fetch some.

Bob Smart promptly and gladly obeyed, for he saw that Bellew was a man of action, and appeared to know what to do.

Youre right, Mr Smart, said Bellew, as he poured a little of the contents of a bottle into the tin pannikin that had served him for a tea-cup the night before, this poor lad couldnt stand moving just now. Fortunately Ive brought some spirits with me. It will start fresh life in him if hes not too far gone already. Here, sir, he continued, in a louder tone, let me put this to your lips.

The youth opened a pair of brilliant black eyes and gazed earnestly at the speaker, then smiled faintly and sipped the offered beverage.

As might have been expected, he at once revived a little under its influence.

There, thats enough just now; it dont do to take much at a time. Ill give ee somethin else in a minute, said Bellew, as he went from one to another and administered a teaspoonful or two to each.

They were very grateful, and said so in words more or less emphatic. One of them, indeed, who appeared to have once been a jovial seaman, intimated that he would be glad to take as many more teaspoonfuls of that same as Bellew chose to administer! but the trapper, paying no attention to the suggestion, proceeded to open his store of provisions and to concoct, in his tin tea-kettle, a species of thin soup. While this was simmering, he began to remove the blankets with which Bob Smart had covered the unfortunate men.

Dont you think, said Bob, that it would be well to leave their wraps alone till we get them up to the fort? Theyre badly bitten, and I know little about dressing sores. By the time we get there Mr Redding will probably have returned from Partridge Bay, and hes more than half a a doctor, I believe.

Nevertheless Ill have a look, said Bellew, with a smile, for Im a bit of a doctor myself in such matters,  about a quarter of one, if I may say so.

Without further parley the trapper laid bare their sores, and truly the sad sight fully justified Smarts remark that the poor fellows were badly bitten. One of them, the seaman above referred to, whom his comrades styled Ned, had only lost the ends of one or two toes and the forefinger of his left hand, but some of the others had been so severely frost-bitten in their feet that all the toes were rotting off; the negro in particular had lost his left foot, while the heel-bone of the other was exposed to the extent of nearly an inch, and all the toes were gone. (We describe here, from memory, what we have actually seen.)

In perfect silence, but with a despatch that would have done credit to hospital training, the trapper removed the dead flesh, dressed the sores, applied poultices of certain herbs gathered in the woods, and bandaged them up. This done, he served out the thin soup, with another small allowance of spirits and hot water, after which, with the able assistance of Bob Smart and his men, he wrapped them up in their blankets and made arrangements for having them conveyed to the boat which had been pulled into a convenient creek further down the shore than the wreck.

Strange to say, the youth who appeared to be dying was the least injured by frost-bites of the party, his fingers and face being untouched, and only a portion of the skin of his feet damaged; but this was explained by the seaman, Ned, who, on hearing Bellews expression of surprise, said, with a touch of feeling:  

Its not the frost as damaged him, sir, its the water an the rocks. Wen we was wrecked, sir,  now three weeks ago, or thereby,  wed ableeged to send a hawser ashore, an not one of us could swim, from the capn to the cabin-boy, so Mister McLeod he wolunteered to

Mister who? demanded Bellew hastily.

Mister McLeod.

What was your ships name?

The Betsy, sir.

From what port?

Plymouth.

Ho ho! well, go on.

Well, as I was a-sayin, sir, Mister McLeod, whos as bold as a lion, he wolunteered to swim ashore wi a line, an swim he did, though the sea was rollin in on the cliffs like the Falls o Niagery,  which Im told lie somewhere in these latitudes,  leastwise theyre putt down in all the charts so. We tried for to dissuade him at first, but when the starn o the ship was tore away, and the cargo began to wash out, we all saw that it was neck or nothin, so we let him go. For a time he swam like a good un, but when hed bin dashed agin the cliffs two or three times an washed back again among the wreck of spars, cargo, and riggin, we thought it was all over with all of us. Howsever we wasnt forsooken at the eleventh hour, for a wave all of a sudden washed him high and dry on a ledge of rock, an he stood up and waved his hand and then fell down in a swound. Then we thought again it was all up with us, for every wave went roarin up to young Mister McLeod, as if it wor mad to lose him, and one or two of em even sent the foam washin in about his legs. Well, sir, the last one that did that seemed to bring him to, for as it washed over his face he jumped up and held on to the rocks like a limpet. Then he got a little higher on the cliff, and when we saw he was looking out to us we made signs to him that a hawser was made fast to the line, an all ready. He understood us an began to haul away on the line, but we could see that he had bin badly hurt from the way he stopped from time to time to git breath, and rested his head on a big rock that rose at his side like a great capstan. Howsever, he got the hawser ashore at last, an made it fast round the big rock, an so by means of that, an the blessin o Providence, we all got ashore. Praps, added Ned thoughtfully, it might have bin as well if some of us hadnt  howsever, we wasnt to know that at the time, you understand, sir.

It must not be supposed that Ned said all this in the hearty tones that were peculiar to his former self. The poor fellow could only utter it sentence by sentence in a weak voice, which was strengthened occasionally by a sip from that same beverage which had first awakened his admiration. Meanwhile the object of his remarks had fallen asleep.

Now, Mister Smart, said Bellew, taking the fur-trader aside, from all that I have heard and seen it is clear to me that this wreck is the vessel in which the McLeods of Jenkins Creek had shipped their property from England, and that this youth is Roderick, the youngest son of the family. Ive bin helping the McLeods of late with their noo saw-mill, and Ive heard the father talking sometimes with his sons about the Betsy of Plymouth and their brother Roderick.

At another time Bob Smart would not have been at all sorry to hear that the interloping McLeods had lost all their property, but now he was filled with pity, and asked Jonas Bellew with much anxiety what he thought was best to be done.

The best thing to do, said Bellew, is to carry these men to the boat and have them up to the Cliff Fort without delay.

Well set about it at once. Youll go with us, I suppose.

No, Ill remain behind and take care of young McLeod. In his present state it would likely cost him his life to move him.

Then Ill leave some of my men with you.

Not needful, replied the trapper, you know Im used to bein alone an managin things for myself. After you get them up you may send down a couple of men with some provisions and their hatchets. For to-night I can make the poor fellow all snug with the tarpaulin of your boat.

In accordance with these plans the shipwrecked men were sent up to the Cliff Fort. Roderick McLeod was sheltered under a tarpaulin tent and carefully tended by Bellew, and one of Smarts most active Indians was despatched with a pencil-note to Jenkins Creek.

It was this note which interrupted the conversation between Reginald Redding and the elder McLeod at a somewhat critical moment, and this note, as the reader may easily believe, threw the whole establishment into sudden consternation.




Chapter Eight.

Shifting Winds.

Immediately on receipt of the note referred to, vigorous preparations were made to convey relief to Roderick McLeod. Such provisions as the party at Jenkins Creek could muster were packed into the smallest possible space, because the boat, or cobble, which was to convey them down the gulf was very small  scarcely large enough to hold the party which meant to embark in it. This party consisted of McLeod senior, Kenneth, and Flora, it being arranged that Ian and Rooney should remain to prosecute, as well as to guard, the works at the Creek.

Seeing that there was so little room to spare in the boat, Reginald Redding decided to hasten down on foot to the Cliff Fort, in order to see to the comfort of the wrecked men who had been sent there. He, however, offered the rescue party the services of his man, Le Rue, an offer which was accepted all the more readily that the Canadian possessed some knowledge of the coast.

It was very dark when they started, but, fortunately, calm. McLeod had resolved to travel night and day, if the weather permitted, until he should reach the scene of the wreck, and to take snatches of rest if possible in the boat.

There were only two oars in the boat, so that one of its crew was always idle. This, however, proved to be rather an advantage, for, by affording frequent relief to each rower, it saved the strength of all, and at the same time enabled them to relieve the tedium of the journey to poor Flora.

At first they proceeded along under the deep shade of the ghost-like cliffs in unbroken silence, the mind of each no doubt being busy with the wreck of their last remnant of fortune, as well as with the dangerous condition in which the youthful Roderick lay; but as the dawn of day approached they began to talk a little, and when the sun arose its gladdening beams appeared to carry hope to each breast, inducing an almost cheerful state of mind. In the case of François Le Rue, the influence of sunshine was so powerful that a feeling of sympathy and respect for the McLeods in the calamity which had overtaken them alone restrained him from breaking out into song!

Father, said Flora, as her sire, wearied by a long spell at the bow oar, resigned his seat to Kenneth, and sat down beside her, that glorious light brings to my remembrance a very sweet verse, Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.

True, true, Flo, returned her father, I wish I had the simple faith that you seem to possess, but I havent, so theres no use in pretending to it. This, he added bitterly, seems only a pure and unmitigated disaster. The last remnant of my fortune is wrecked, I am utterly ruined, and my poor boy is perhaps dying.

Flora did not reply. She felt that in his present state of mind nothing she could say would comfort him.

At that moment Le Rue suddenly roused himself and suggested that it was about time to think of breakfast.

As all the party were of the same mind, the boat was allowed to drift down the gulf with the tide, while the pork and biscuit-bags were opened. Little time was allowed for the meal, nevertheless the mercurial Canadian managed, between mouthfuls, to keep up a running commentary on things in general. Among other things he referred to the property which his master had just purchased in Partridge Bay.

Whereabouts is this property that you talk of? asked McLeod, becoming interested at the mention of Partridge Bay.

About la tête of de village near de house of Monsieur Gambart.

What like a place is it? asked McLeod, becoming suddenly much more interested.

Oh! one place mos bootiful, replied Le Rue, with enthusiasm; de house is superb, de grounds splendeed, et le prospect magnifique, wid plenty of duck  perhaps sometimes goose, vild vons  in von lac near cliff immense.

At the mention of the lake and the cliff McLeods brow darkened, and he glanced at Flora, who met his glance with a look of surprise.

Did you happen to hear the name of the place? asked McLeod.

Oui, it vas, I tink, Lac Do, or Doo  someting like so.

The scoundrel! muttered McLeod between his teeth, while a gleam of wrath shot from his eyes.

Le Rue looked at him with some surprise, being uncertain as to the person referred to by this pithy remark, and Flora glanced at him with a look of anxiety.

After a brief silence he said to Flora in a low tone, as though he were expressing the continuation of his thoughts, To think that the fellow should thus abuse my hospitality by inducing me to speak of our fallen fortunes, and of our being obliged to part with the old home we had loved so well, and never to utter a word about his having bought the place.

Perhaps, suggested Flora, you had not mentioned the name of the place, and so it might not have occurred to him that

Oh yes, I did, interrupted her father, with increasing anger, as his memory recalled the converse with Redding on the preceding night, I remember it well, for he asked the name, and I told it him. Its not that I care a straw whether the old place was bought by Tom, Dick, or Harry, but I cant stand his having concealed the fact from me after so much, I may say, confidential conversation about it and our affairs generally. When I meet him again the young coxcomb shall have a piece of my mind.

McLeod was, as we have said, an angry man, and, as the intelligent reader well knows, angry men are apt to blind themselves and to become outrageously unreasonable. He was wrong in supposing that he did not care a straw who should have bought the old place. Without, perhaps, admitting it to himself, he had entertained a hope that the home which was intimately associated with his wife, and in which some of the happiest years of his life had been spent, would remain unsold until he should manage to scrape together money enough to repurchase it. If it had been sold to the proverbial Tom, or Dick, or Harry, he would have been bitterly disappointed; the fact that it was sold to one who had, as he thought, deceived him while enjoying his hospitality, only served as a reason for his finding relief to disappointment in indignation. Flora, who had entertained similar hopes in regard to Loch Dhu, shared the disappointment, but not the indignation, for, although it did seem unaccountable that one so evidently candid and truthful as Redding should conceal the actual state of matters, she felt certain that there was some satisfactory explanation of the mystery, and in that state of mind she determined to remain until time should throw further light on the affair.

Neither she nor her father happened to remember that the truth had broken on Redding at the moment when the Indian entered the hut at Jenkins Creek with the news of the wreck, which created such a sudden excitement there that it banished thoughts of all other things from the minds of every one.

The elder McLeod was a man of very strong and sensitive feelings, so that, although possessed of an amiable and kindly disposition, he found it exceedingly difficult to forget injuries, especially when these were unprovoked. His native generosity might have prompted him perhaps to find some excuse for the fur-traders apparent want of candour, or to believe that there might be some explanation of it, but, as it was, he flung into the other scale not only the supposed injury inflicted by Redding, but all his weighty disappointments at the loss of his old home, and of course generosity kicked the beam!

Acting on these feelings, he turned the bow of the boat inshore without uttering a word, and when her keel grated on the gravelly beach, he looked somewhat sternly at Le Rue, and said:  

You may jump ashore, and go back to your fort.

Monsieur? exclaimed Le Rue, aghast with surprise.

Jump ashore, repeated McLeod, with a steady, quiet look of impassibility. Go, tell your master that I do not require further assistance from him.

The Canadian felt that McLeods look and tone admitted of neither question nor delay. His surprise therefore gave way to a burst of indignation. He leaped ashore with a degree of energy that sent the little boat violently off the beach, and the shingles spurted from his heels as he strode into the forest, renewing his vows of vengeance against his late friends and old enemies, de Macklodds!




Chapter Nine.

Surmisings, Disagreements, Vexations, and Botherations.

Great was the amazement and perplexity of Reginald Redding when his faithful cook returned to the Cliff Fort bearing the elder McLeods message. At first he jumped to the conclusion that McLeod had observed his affection for Flora, and meant thus to give him a broad hint that his addresses were not agreeable. Being, like McLeod, an angry man, he too became somewhat blind. All his pride and indignation were aroused. The more he brooded over the subject, however, the more he came to see that this could not be the cause of McLeods behaviour. He was terribly perplexed, and, finally, after several days, he determined to go down to the scene of the wreck and demand an explanation.

It is the proper course to follow, he muttered to himself, one day after breakfast, while brooding alone over the remnants of the meal, for it would be unjust to allow myself to lie under a false imputation, and it would be equally unjust to allow the McLeods to remain under a false impression. Perhaps some enemy may have put them against me. Anyhow, I shall go down and try to clear the matter up. If I succeed  well. If not

His thoughts were diverted at this point by the entrance of Bob Smart. That energetic individual had been to visit the frost-bitten seamen, for whose comfort an old out-house had been made weather-tight, and fitted up as a rough-and-ready hospital.

Theyre all getting on famously, said Bob, rubbing his hands, as he sat down and pulled out the little black pipe to which he was so much addicted. Greens left little toe looks beautiful this morning, quite red and healthy, and, I think, wont require amputation, which is well, for it is doubly a left little toe since you cut off the right one yesterday. His big toe seems to my amateur eye in a thoroughly convalescent state, but his left middle finger obviously requires removal. Youll do it to-day, I suppose?

Yes, I meant to do it yesterday, answered Redding, with much gravity, but gave it another chance. Hows Brixton?

Oh, hes all right. He groans enough to make one believe hes the worst of em all, but his hurts are mostly skin deep, and will heal no doubt in course of time. His nose, certainly, looks blobby enough, like an over-ripe plum, and I rather think its that which makes him growl so horribly; but after all, it wont be shortened more than quarter of an inch, which will be rather an advantage, for it was originally too long. Then as to Harper and Jennings, they are quite cheery and their appetites increasing, which is the best of signs, though, I fear, poor fellows, that the first will lose a hand and the other a foot. The dressings you put on yesterday seem to have relieved them much. I wish I could say the same for the poor nigger. His foot is sure to go. Its in such a state that I believe the cleverest surgeon alive couldnt save it, and even if he could whats left of it would be of no use. You know I have a mechanical turn and could make him a splendid wooden leg if you will pluck up courage to cut it off.

No, said Redding decidedly; its all very well to lop off a finger or a toe with a razor, but I dont think its allowable for an amateur to attempt a foot except under circumstances of extreme urgency.

Well, it dont much matter, continued Bob Smart, drawing vigorously at the black pipe, for well have an opportunity of sending them up to Quebec in a week or so, and in the meantime the poor fellows are very jolly considering their circumstances. That man Ned Wright keeps them all in good humour. Although, as you know, he has suffered severely in hands and feet, he feels himself well enough to limp about the room and act the part, as he says, of stooard and cook to the ships company. He insisted on beginning last night just after you left, and I found him hard at it this morning when I went to see them. He must have been the life of the ship before she went ashore, for he goes about continually trolling out some verses of his own composing, though he has got no more idea of tune in him than the main-top-mast back-stay, to which, or something of the same kind, he makes very frequent reference. Here is a verse of his latest composition:

O-o-o-o-h! its once I froze the end of my nose,
On the coast of Labrador, sir,
An I lost my smell, an my taste as well,
An my pipe, which made me roar, sir;
But the traders come, an think wot they done!
They poked an pinched an skewered me;
They cut an snipped, an they carved an ripped,
An they clothed an fed an cured me.

Chorus.  Hooroo! its true
An a sailors life for me.

Not bad, eh? said Bob.

Might be worse, answered Redding, with the air of one whose mind is preoccupied.

Ive often wondered, continued Bob Smart, in a moralising tone, and looking intently at the wreaths of smoke that curled from his lips as if for inspiration, Ive often wondered how it is that sailors  especially British sailors  appear to possess such an enormous fund of superabundant rollicking humour, insomuch that they will jest and sing sometimes in the midst of troubles and dangers that would take the spirit out of ordinary men such as you and me.

Bob Smart, said Redding earnestly.

Yes, said Bob.

Dyou know it strikes me that I ought to go down to the wreck to see how the McLeods are getting on.

O ah! well, to change the subject, dyou know Mr Redding, that same idea struck me some days ago, for Jonas Bellew has left them to look after his own affairs, and the Indians were to go north on the 13th, so the McLeods must have been living for some time on salt provisions, unless they have used their guns with better success than has been reported of them. If you remember, I have mentioned it to you more than once, but you seemed to avoid the subject.

Well, perhaps I did, and perhaps I had my reasons for it. However, I am going down now, immediately after dressing the poor fellows sores. Will you therefore be good enough to get the small boat ready, with some fresh meat, and tell Le Rue and Michel to be prepared to start in an hour or so.

The day after the above conversation McLeod senior walked down to the wreck accompanied by Flora. Kenneth had been left in charge of the invalid, whose system had received such a shock that his recovery was extremely slow, and it had been deemed advisable not only to avoid, but to forbid all reference to the wreck. Indeed Roderick himself seemed to have no desire to speak about it, and although he had roused himself on the arrival of his relations, he had hitherto lain in such a weak semi-lethargic state that it was feared his head must have received severer injury than was at first supposed. On the morning of the day in question an Indian had arrived with a letter from Mr Gambart of Partridge Bay, which had not tended to soothe the luckless father.

It seems very unfortunate, said Flora, in a sympathetic tone.

Seems unfortunate? exclaimed McLeod, with some asperity, it is unfortunate. Why, what could be more so? Just think of it, Flo! Here am I without a penny of ready cash in the world, and although Gambart knows this as well as I do myself, he writes me, first, that he has sold Loch Dhu to that fellow Redding, and now that he has bought Barkers Mill for me without my sanction!

But you gave him leave to sell Loch Dhu, suggested Flora.

Oh, yes, yes, of course, and I told him to let it go at a low sum, for I needed cash very much at the beginning of this venture at Jenkins Creek. But I find that our expenses are so small that I could afford to hold on for some time on the funds I have. To be sure Gambart could not know that, but  but  why did the fellow go and buy that mill for me? Its being a great bargain and a splendid property, just now are no excuse, for he knew my poverty, and also knew that I shall feel bound in honour to take it off his hands when I manage to scrape the sum together, because of course it was done in a friendly way to oblige me. No doubt he will say that theres no hurry about repayment, and that he wont take interest, and so forth, but he had no business to buy it at all!

Flora made no reply to this, for she saw that her father was waxing wroth under his misfortunes.

Her silence tended rather to increase his wrath, for he was dissatisfied with himself more than with others, and would have been glad even of contradiction in order that he might relieve his feelings by disputation.

While this state of mind was strong upon him they reached a turn in the path that brought the wreck into view and revealed the fact that a boat lay on the beach, from which three men had just landed. Two of these remained by the boat, while the third advanced towards the woods.

Floras hand tightened on her fathers arm.

Surely that is Mr Redding, she said.

The frown which had clouded McLeods brow instantly deepened. Go, he said, walk slowly back towards the hut. I will overtake you in a few minutes.

Flora hesitated. Wont you let me stay, father?

No, my dear, I wish to talk privately with Redding  go.

He patted her kindly on the head, and she left him with evident reluctance.

Good-morning, Mr McLeod, said Redding, as he approached.

Good-morning, replied the other stiffly, without extending his hand.

Redding flushed, but restrained himself, and continued in a calm matter-of-course tone:

Thinking it probable that you might be in want of fresh provisions, I have run down with a small supply, which is at your service.

Thank you, replied McLeod, still stiffly, I am not quite destitute of fresh provisions, and happen to have a good supply of ammunition; besides, if I were starving I would not accept aid from one who has deceived me.

Deceived you! exclaimed Redding, waxing indignant more at McLeods tone and manner than his words, wherein have I deceived you?

As he put the question his mind leaped to the line of demarcation between the properties at Jenkins Creek, and he racked his brains hastily to discover what he could have said or done at their first interview that could have been misunderstood. McLeod was one of those men in whom anger is easily increased by the exhibition of anger in others. It was therefore in a still more offensive tone that he said:  

Sir, you deceived me by violating the laws of hospitality  by keeping silence when candour required you to speak.

Sir, exclaimed Redding, still thinking of the line of demarcation, and losing his temper altogether, in all that has passed between us I have invariably spoken with candour, and if at any time I have kept silence I consider that in so doing I have done you a favour.

When two fiery men clash, an explosion is the natural result.

Very well, sir, said McLeod, with a look of withering contempt, as I dont accept your favours I dont thank you for them, so you may take yourself off as soon as you please.

He waited for no reply but turned abruptly on his heel and walked away, while Redding, with a face of scarlet, strode down the beach and leaped into his boat.

Not a word did he utter to his astonished men beyond ordering them to pull back to the fort. Apparently the rate of rowing was not fast enough to please him, for in a few minutes he ordered Michel to take the helm, and himself seized the oar, which he plied with such vigour that, as Michel afterwards averred, the rudder had to be kept nearly hard a-port all the time to prevent the boat being pulled round even though Le Rue was working like a steam engine and blowing like a grampus!

Towards the afternoon this exercise, coupled with reflection, cooled Reginald Reddings spirit while it warmed his body, and at last he deemed it right to pause for the purpose of letting the men have a pipe and a mouthful of food. While they were busy refreshing themselves he leant over the stern, gazed down into the water, and brooded over his supposed wrongs.

Whether it was the clearness of the still water, through which he could see the little fish and crabs floating and crawling placidly among the pebbles at the bottom, or the soothing influence of the quiet afternoon, or the sedative effect of a reflective condition of mind, we know not, but it is certain that before the pipes were smoked out he fur-trader observed that his reflected visage wore a very unpleasant-looking frown, insomuch that a slight smile curled his lips. The contrast between the frowning brows and the smiling lips appeared so absurd that, to prevent the impropriety of becoming too suddenly good-humoured, he turned his eyes towards his men and encountered the perplexed gaze of Le Rue, as that worthy sat with his elbows on his knees in the calm enjoyment of his pipe.

Redding at once resumed his frown.

François, said he, did you have much conversation with McLeod before he dismissed you on the way down?

Oui, Monsieur, we had ver moche conversatione.

Can you remember what it was about?

Oh oui. Bout amost all tings. I tell him de mos part of my histoire,  me fadder, me moder, broder, sister, an all dat, bout vich he seem not to care von buttin. Den ve convarsatione bout de fur-trade, an de

Well well, interrupted Redding, but what was the last thing, just before he sent you off?

Ah let me zee. Oui  it was bout youself. I tell him bout de property  de Lock Doo vat you was

Le Rue, exclaimed Redding, suddenly and very angrily, youre a consummate ass!

Vraiment, said Le Rue, with a slight shrug of his shoulders, I am so for remaining in de service of von goose!

There was such good-humoured impudence in the mans face as he said this that Redding laughed in spite of himself.

Well, he said, your readiness to talk has at all events caused bad feeling between me and the McLeods. However, it dont matter. Ship your oars again and give way with a will.

The men obeyed, and as Redding sat buried in meditation at the helm he became convinced that McLeods anger had been aroused by his silence in regard to the purchase of Loch Dhu, for he himself had almost forgotten that the sudden entrance of the Indian had checked the words which were at the moment on his lips. When he thought of this, and of Flora, he resolved to pull back and explain matters, but when he thought of McLeods tone and manner he determined to proceed to the fort. Then, when he thought of Rodericks precarious state, his mind again wavered, but, other thoughts and plans suggesting themselves, he finally decided on returning home.

That night he encamped in the woods and continued to brood over the camp-fire long after his men were asleep. Next day he reached the Cliff Fort, when, after seeing to the welfare of the wrecked men, he informed Bob Smart that he meant to absent himself for about a week, and to leave him, Bob, in charge. He also gave orders that no one should quit the post, or furnish any assistance to the McLeods.

But, sir, said Bob Smart, in surprise, they will be sure to starve.

No fear of them, replied Redding, Kenneth is young and active, and they have plenty of ammunition.

If report be true, returned Bob, neither Kenneth nor any of his kin can hit a sheep at twenty yards off. Bellew says they are as blind as bats with the gun.

No matter. They have a boat, and one of them can row back to Jenkins Creek for fresh meat. Anyway, do as I bid you, and be very careful of the wrecked men.

Smart, although fond of discussion, knew how to obey. He therefore said no more but bade Redding good-night and retired to his humble couch, which, he was wont to say, was a fine example of compensation, inasmuch as the fact of its being three inches too narrow was counterbalanced by its being six inches too long.




Chapter Ten.

A Friend in Need.

Look here, my love, said plump little Mr Gambart to his plump little wife, bustling into the parlour with an open letter in his hand, isnt this vexatious! Just listen  its from McLeod:  

My dear Gambart,  I take the opportunity of Jonas Bellew leaving me to write a line in reply to your last, which was brought on to me by the Indian. You will be sorry to learn that the Betsy of Plymouth, in which all my goods were embarked, is lying here a total wreck, and the goods have been washed out of her  not a bale or cask saved! But, worse than that, poor Roderick has been badly injured in getting ashore, and now lies here unable to move. Many of the poor fellows who composed the crew have been lost, and those saved are in a sad condition. I was sorry to hear of Loch Dhu being sold, but now that my fortunes have been so utterly and literally wrecked it is perhaps as well as it is. Im sorry, however, that you bought Barkers Mill for me. In the circumstances I will find it difficult to repay you for a long time to come.

Now, said Gambart, isnt this vexing? I thought it would please him so much, for of course he knows that I would never press him for the money.

Did you tell him, asked Mrs Gambart, that in the event of his not wanting the mill you would gladly take it yourself?

No, I didnt think that necessary.

Didnt I, continued the little lady, pursing her little mouth, didnt I advise you to do so at the time?

You certainly did, my dear.

And did I not, continued Mrs Gambart, severely, advise you, further, not to keep Mr Redding in ignorance as to who was the late owner of Loch Dhu, for fear of mischief coming of it?

Yes, my love, answered Gambart, with ever-increasing humility, but no mischief has come of it apparently, and I thought

Oh yes, interrupted his lady, I know you thought. You always think when you shouldnt, and you never think when you should.

In his heart the little man repelled this accusation, but thought it best in the circumstances to hold his tongue. After a moment or two the lady went on:  

Besides, you dont know that no mischief has come of it. Take my advice now. Write immediately to Mr McLeod, telling him that you only ventured to buy the mill for him because you were very anxious to secure it for yourself in the event of his not wanting it, and add that in the selling of Loch Dhu you concealed from Mr Redding the name of the former owner because of an absurd fancy in your own mind which it is not worth while to mention.

Wont that be a sort of humiliating confession? urged the little man timidly.

To this the little woman replied that it was better to make a sort of humiliating confession than to admit the full extent of his unreasoning stupidity; and the surveyor, half agreeing with her in his own mind, immediately went to his study, wrote the epistle as directed, and sent it off express by an Indian.

Meanwhile the party at the wreck found themselves in the unpleasant condition of having nothing fresh to eat. As we have said, the trapper had left them, knowing that the fur-traders and the Indians were quite capable of looking after their wants. But soon afterwards the Indians went away down the gulf to hunt seals, and none of the McLeods being able to speak their language, they could not, or would not, be got to understand that one of them was wanted to remain and hunt for the sick man. As McLeod had still some provisions on hand, with a gun and ammunition besides his boat, he did not much mind the departure of the red men at the time. As time wore on, however, and their fresh provisions failed, he became anxious, and wished that he had not so angrily declined the aid offered by the fur-traders. Neither father nor son had the slightest taste for field sports, so that when they saw the track of an animal they found it almost impossible to follow it up with success, and when, by good fortune, they chanced to discover a partridge or a squirrel they invariably missed it! This incapacity and a scarcity of game had at last reduced them to extremities.

Kenneth, said his father one morning, as they walked up and down beside the hut in which Flora sat talking to Roderick, we must give up our vain attempts at hunting, for it is quite plain that you and I are incapable of improvement. After that splendid shot of yours, in which you only blew a bunch of feathers out of a bird that was not more than four yards from the end of your gun

That, interrupted Kenneth, was the very cause of my missing. Had it been a little further off I should certainly have killed it. But, father, you seem to forget the squirrels tail, which is the only trophy you have to show of your prowess after blazing away right and left for two weeks!

No, I dont forget it, lad, returned his father, it is because of these sad truths that I have now determined to give it up and send you with the boat for supplies to Jenkins Creek. Of course Ian cannot send to us, having no boat, and Rooney or the Indian would take too long a time to scramble through the tangled woods of this rugged part of the coast, besides which, all they could carry on their backs would not last more than a few days, and as long as Ian does not hear from us he will naturally think that all is going on well. It will take you six days to go and come, but, what with the little that remains of our fresh meat and a chance partridge or two, we shall be able to keep Roderick going till you return. Hes getting stronger now, and as for Flo and me, we can get along famously with salt pork and biscuit for so short a time.

But why should I not go rather to the Cliff Fort? asked Kenneth. The store there is a public one, and our buying food from the fur-traders will lay us under no obligation to Mr Redding, whom, excuse me, I think you have judged too hastily.

It matters not how I have judged him, retorted McLeod sternly. There is no occasion to go near him at all. As I have said

He stopped abruptly, for at that moment an Indian was seen approaching.

He was a powerfully-built fellow, with a handsome figure and face, though the latter was very dark, and he walked with a stoop and an awkward slouching gait. He wore his long black hair in straight elfin locks; those in front having been cut across the forehead just above the eyebrows, as being the simplest method of clearing the way for vision. He was clad in a very dirty soiled hunting-shirt and leggings of leather, with moccasins of the same, and carried a long gun on his shoulder. McLeod also observed, with much satisfaction, that several partridges hung by their necks from the belt which encircled his waist.

Of course the meeting that ensued was conducted in pantomime, with a few useless remarks in English from Kenneth, who appeared to entertain an idea which is not uncommon among sailors, namely, that a man who knows nothing whatever of the language is more likely to understand bad than good English! Where you come from? he asked, after shaking hands with the Indian and giving him the salutation, watchee? (what cheer), which he understood, and returned.

A shake of the head was the reply.

Where you go  go? said Kenneth, in the hope apparently that emphasis might awaken intelligence.

Again the Indian shook his head.

Whats the use of asking him? said McLeod senior. See, here is a language that is understood by all men.

He pulled a powder flask from his pocket, and, shaking it at the ear of the savage, offered it to him, at the same time pointing to the partridges and to his own open mouth.

This pantomime was evidently comprehensible, for the man at once threw the birds at McLeods feet, and, taking the flask, emptied its contents into his own powder-horn.

Good, said McLeod, picking up the birds. Now, Kenneth, if we can prevail on this redskin to remain by us it wont be necessary to send you to Jenkins Creek.

As he spoke, Flora issued from the opening of the tarpaulin tent, exclaiming Father, Ive just

On seeing the red man she stopped and gazed at him with much interest. The native returned the gaze, and for one moment a gleam of admiration lighted up his swarthy countenance, but it passed like a flash of light and left that stoical look of impassibility so common to the men of the American wilderness.

What were you about to say, Flo? asked her father.

That Ive just learned a piece of good news from Roderick. He seemed inclined to talk about the wreck this morning. Seeing him so much better, I gave him encouragement, and he has just told me that before leaving England he had taken the advice of a friend and insured the whole of our goods that were shipped in the Betsy.

Thats good news indeed, Flo; better than I deserve after my unbelieving remarks about the efficacy of prayer. And here is good news for you of another kind, he added, holding up one of the partridges, fresh meat for Roderick, and a hunter who looks as if he could keep us well supplied if we can only prevail on him to stay with us. Try what you can do, Flo; if he has a spark of gallantry in him he will be sure to understand what you say to him; but it must be in the language of signs, Flo, for he evidently understands no English.

Thus appealed to, Flora advanced to the Indian, and, taking him somewhat timidly by the sleeve, led him to the opening of the tent and pointed to the sick man; then to the clean-scraped bones of the last rabbit he had eaten, after which she pointed to the game just purchased, touched the Indians gun, and, making a sweep with her hand towards the forest looked him full in the face.

The Indian allowed the faintest possible smile to curl his lips for a moment and then with a slight inclination of his head, but without uttering a word, turned abruptly and went off at a long swinging pace into the woods.

Pon my word, Flo, said McLeod, your pantomime has been most effective, but I have doubts as to whether he understands you to have invited him to be our hunter, or commanded him to go about his business.

I think weve seen the last of him, said Kenneth, somewhat gloomily.

He will return, said Flora, with decision.

Well, time will show, rejoined McLeod, meanwhile we will delay the trip to Jenkins Creek for a day, and Ill go have a talk with Roderick about that lucky insurance business.

Time did settle the matter of the Indians intentions almost sooner than had been expected, for that same evening he returned with a further supply of fresh meat and laid it down at Floras feet. Nothing, however, would prevail on him to remain and sup with the party. Having received a small supply of powder and shot in payment, he at once turned away and re-entered his native wilderness.

Thus day by day for about a week the silent man made his appearance every evening with fresh supplies, and, we might almost say, disappeared after delivering them. One day Kenneth determined to offer to accompany him on his next appearance. Accordingly he prepared his gun, rolled up his blanket and strapped it on his shoulders, and when the Indian arrived in the evening as usual, he presented himself equipped for the chase.

The Indian expressed some surprise in his looks, and at first seemed to object to Kenneths companionship, but at length gave in and they entered the forest together.

It seemed at first as if the red man wished to test the physical powers of his white brother, for he led him over hill and dale, through swamp and brake, during the greater part of that night. Fortunately there was bright moonlight. But Kenneth was stout of frame and enduring in spirit; he proved to be quite a match for the redskin.

At last they encamped under a tall pine, and, after a hearty supper, sat staring at each other and smoking in silence until sleep induced them to lie down. Next morning by daybreak Kenneth was roused by his companion, who, after a hasty meal, led him another long march through a wild but beautiful country, where several partridges and rabbits were shot by the Indian, and a great many more were missed by Kenneth, much to the amusement of his companion.

Towards evening the red man turned his steps in the direction of the tarpaulin tent.




Chapter Eleven.

An Adventure and a Surprise.

That evening the elder McLeod and Flora had adventure which nearly cost them their lives.

As the sun began to descend, Roderick, who was recovering fast under the influence of good-cheer and good nursing, begged Flora to go out and walk with her father, as she had not left his side all day.

She consented, and sauntered with her father in the direction of the seashore.

Now it so happened that a brown bear, of a species which is still to be found on the uninhabited parts of the Labrador coast, had selected that hour and that locality for his own evening promenade! At a certain part of the slight track which had been formed by the McLeods in their visits to the shore, the bushes were very thick, and here, on rounding a bend in the track, they met the bear face to face. Had there been some little space between them, the animal would probably have turned and fled; but, being taken by surprise, he stood fast.

McLeod and his daughter stood aghast on seeing the monster. The former was unarmed, with the exception of a small hunting-knife and a stout walking-stick. In the first rush of his feelings he suddenly flung his stick at the bear, and with so true an aim, that the heavy head struck it exactly on the point of its nose. Nothing could have been more unfortunate, for the creatures rage was at once excited. With a savage growl he rose on his hind legs in the attitude of attack.

Quick! run back, Flo, Ill check him here, cried McLeod, drawing the little hunting-knife.

But poor Flora was incapable of running. White with terror she stood gazing at the bear as if fascinated. Her father, seeing this, stepped in front of her with that overwhelming rush of determination which is sometimes felt by courageous men when under the influence of despair, for he felt that with such a weapon he might as well have assailed an elephant.

At that moment the well-known voice of Kenneth was heard to utter a tremendous shout close at hand. Almost at the same instant a sharp crack was heard, and the bear fell at McLeods feet, shot through the heart.

We need scarcely say that it was a ball from the gun of the Indian which had thus opportunely put an end to the bears career, and still less need we remark that profuse and earnest were the thanks bestowed on him by the whole party.

We must christen you Sharpeye after this lucky shot, said Kenneth, when the excitement had subsided. Now, Sharpeye, he added, taking his red friend by the arm, you must stay and sup with us to-night. Come along, whether you understand me or not, Ill take no denial.

If the Indian did not understand the language of his friends he evidently understood their pantomime, for he made no further objection to remain, but accompanied them to the camp, and sat silently smoking at their fire, which was kindled in front of the tent door, so that the sick man might enjoy the blaze as well as the companionship.

While thus engaged they were suddenly interrupted by the appearance of another Indian, who advanced quietly into the circle of light, and sat down.

A messenger, no doubt, said McLeod, after the first salutation.

A messenger he indeed proved to be, for after casting a furtive look, not unmingled with surprise and suspicion, at his brother redskin, he opened a small bag which hung at his girdle, and delivered to McLeod senior a very dirty-looking letter.

Ha! from Gambart, he exclaimed, reading the inscription. Let us see what  Hallo! Sharpeye, where are you off to?

This question was called forth in consequence of the red man rising quietly and throwing his gun on his shoulder. Instead of replying, however, he turned abruptly and walked off into the woods.

The most unaccountable man I ever knew, exclaimed Kenneth. I shouldnt wonder if this messenger and he are implacable foes, and cant bear to sit at the same fire together.

The remark which Kenneth began half in jest, was finished in earnest, for he had not done speaking when the messenger also arose and glided into the woods.

Get the gun ready, said McLeod, unfolding the letter, theres no saying what these fellows may do when their bloods up.

Kenneth obeyed, while his father read the letter, which, as the reader has no doubt guessed was that written by Gambart at his imperious little wifes command.

I was sure there must be some satisfactory explanation of the matter, said Flora, when her father had finished reading.

So was I, said Kenneth, examining the priming of his gun.

The elder McLeod felt and looked uncomfortable. What is it all about? asked Roderick, from the tent.

Oh, nothing particular, answered his father, except that there have been some mistakes and foolish concealments in connection with a certain Reginald Redding, whom I fear I have been rather hasty in judging.

Well, that neednt trouble you, returned Roderick, for youve only to explain the mistakes and confess your haste.

Hm! I suppose I must, said McLeod, and I rather think that Flora will

A deep blush and an imploring look from Flora stopped him.

Just then a rustle was heard among the leaves outside the circle of the camp-fires light, and Kenneth cocked his gun as Sharpeye stalked forward and sat solemnly down by the fire.

I hope you havent killed him, Sharpeye, said Kenneth, looking with some anxiety at the Indians girdle, as though he expected to see a fresh and bloody scalp hanging there.

Of course the Indian gave no answer, but the minds of all were immediately relieved by seeing the messenger return and sit down as he had done before, after which he opened his bag, and, drawing out another letter, handed it to McLeod.

What! another letter? Why did you not deliver it with the first? Forgot, I suppose  eh! What have we here? Its from  I do believe, its from Reginald Redding. The Indian must have called at the Cliff Fort in passing, but however he got it, here it is, so Ill read it:  

Dear Sir, (Hm, rather friendly, considering), After leaving you on the occasion of our last unsatisfactory meeting, (I should think it was), it occurred to me that such indignation on your part, (not to mention his own!) must have been the result of some mistake or misapprehension. After some reflection I recalled to mind that on the night I first met you, and learned that the name of your property in Partridge Bay was Loch Dhu, the sudden entrance of the messenger with the sad and startling news of the wreck prevented my telling you that I had become the purchaser of that property, and that, strange though it may seem to you, I did not up to that moment know the name of the person from whom I had bought it. This ignorance was owing to a fancy of my friend, Mr Gambart, to conceal the name from me  a fancy which I am still unable to account for, but which doubtless can be explained by himself. If this silence on my part is, as I think probable, the cause of your supposing that I intentionally deceived you, I trust that you will find this explanation sufficient to show that you have been labouring under a mistake. (No doubt I was.) If, on the other hand, I am wrong in this conjecture, I trust that you will do me the justice to point out the so-called deception of which I am supposed to be guilty, in order that I may clear myself from a false imputation.

Well, father, that clears up the matter sufficiently, doesnt it? said Kenneth.

It does, unquestionably, replied McLeod, especially when coupled with the letter from Gambart, which has so strangely reached us at the same time with that of Redding. Well well, after all, things looked bad to me at first. Im sorry, however, that I gave way to temper when we met, for the explanation might have come at that time; but the hot-headed young fellow gave way to temper too!

McLeod said this in the tone of a man who, while admitting his fault, looks about for palliating circumstances.

However, he continued, rising and folding the letter, I must write at once to let him know that his explanation is satisfactory, and that  that

That you apologise for your haste, said Flora, with a laugh.

Certainly not, replied McLeod stoutly. I forgive him for getting angry with me, but I am not called on to ask forgiveness for being indignant with a man whom I supposed I had good reason to believe was a deceiver.

It is not necessary to ask forgiveness when no offence was meant, said Sharpeye, in good English, as he suddenly rose, and, advancing to the elder McLeod, held out his hand.

McLeod gazed at the Indian for a moment in silent amazement.

I fear, continued Sharpeye, with a smile, that I have to ask your forgiveness for having ventured really to practise deception on you.

He removed a dark wig as he spoke, and revealed to the astonished gaze of the McLeods the light curly hair of Reginald Redding!

Miraculous apparition! exclaimed McLeod, grasping the proffered hand, can I venture to believe my eyes?

He glanced, as if for sympathy, to the spot where Flora had been seated; but Flora, for reasons best known to herself, had quietly retired to the interior of the tarpaulin tent and was just then absorbed in her duties as nurse to the invalid.




Chapter Twelve.

The Last.

Several months after the events narrated in the last chapter a very merry party was assembled in Mr William Gambarts drawing-room at Partridge Bay.

The party was small, by reason of the drawing-room not being large, but it was very select and remarkably hearty. Plump little Gambart was there, beaming with good-will. His plump little partner was also there, radiant with matronly smiles, his plump little daughters too, bewitching with youthful beauty, set off by indescribable flounces, combined with flutterings of white lace. Their aspect was also rendered more captivating and charmingly confused by ribbons, rings, and ringlets, for the reader must remember that we write of those good old times before the introduction of that severely classic style of hair-dressing which converts now nine-tenths of the fair sex into human cockatoos.

Among the guests assembled were McLeod and his three sons, clad, not in the half trapper halt Indian style in which they were introduced to the reader, but in superfine broadcloth garments, the admirable fit of which suggested the idea that they must have been sewed on in Regent Street, London, and sent out to Canada with their owners in them, in separate boxes, labelled this side up, with care. There was also present Mr Bob Smart, smarter in personal appearance than he had ever been before, in virtue of a blue surtout with brass buttons which had lain for many years on sale in the store at the Cliff Fort, but never had been bought because the Indians who coveted were too poor to purchase it, and no other human being in his senses would have worn it, its form being antique, collar exceedingly high, sleeves very tight, and the two brass buttons behind being very close together and unreasonably high up. But Bob was not particular. Nothing, he said, would prevent him being at that party. He saw as well as felt that he looked like a maniac in the blue coat, but not possessing a dress-coat, and being possessed of moral heroism, he shut his mental eyes, ignored taste and feeling, put on the coat, and went.

Jonas Bellew was also there, in a new blue cloth capote, scarlet belt, and moccasins, in which he looked every inch a man, if not a gentleman. Sometimes in the kitchen, often in the pantry, occasionally in the passages, and always in the way, for he was excitedly abrupt in his motions, might have been seen the face and figure of François Le Rue. François was obviously performing the part of a waiter, for he wore a badly-fitting suit of black, white cotton gloves three sizes too large, and pumps, with white socks, besides which he flourished a white napkin as if it were a war-banner, and held on tenaciously to a cork-screw.

The pretty face of Elise was also there, assisting to spread moral sunshine on the party and fair cloths on all the tables. A close observer might have noted that wherever Elise shone there Le Rue took occasion to sun himself!

Deep in the mysterious regions of the back-kitchen  which bore as much resemblance to civilised back-kitchens as an English forest does to the back-woods  Mister Rooney might have been seen, much dirtier than other people owing to the nature of his culinary occupations and his disregard of appearances. A huge favour, once white, but now dirty, decorated the Irishmans broad chest. Similar favours (not dirty) were pinned to the breasts of all the guests, giving unmistakable evidence that the occasion was a wedding.

Hooroo! ye descendant of an expatriated frog, cried Rooney, staggering under the weight of an enormous pot, come here, wont ee, an lind a hand. Wan would think it was yer own weddin was goin on. Here, slew round the crane, ye excitable cratur.

Preehaps mes own veddin vill foller ver quick, said Le Rue, with a sly glance at Elise, as he assisted Rooney to suspend the big pot on its appropriate hook.

Troth then. I cant compliment the taste o the poor girl as takes ee, replied Rooney, with a still slyer glance at Elise.

The girl referred to remarked that no girl in her senses would accept either of them as a gift, and went off tossing her head.

Just then a cheer was heard in the lobby, and Elise, Le Rue, and Rooney rushed out in time to see Flora McLeod like an April day  all smiles and tears  handed into a gig; she was much dishevelled by reason of the various huggings she had undergone from sundry bridesmaids and sympathetic female friends, chief among whom was a certain Mrs Crowder, who in virtue of her affection for the McLeod family, her age, and her deafness, had constituted herself a compound of mother and grandmamma to Flora. The gig was fitted to hold only two. When Flora was seated, Reginald Redding  also somewhat dishevelled owing to the hearty, not to say violent, congratulations of his male friends  jumped in, seized the reins and cracked his whip. The horse being a young and spirited animal, performed a series of demivolts which caused all the ladies to scream, threw the gig into convulsions, and old Mrs Crowder almost into fits. Thereafter it shot away like an arrow, amid ringing cheers and a shower of old slippers.

This was the last of Redding and Flora for that day, but it was by no means the last of the party. In those regions at that time (whatever they may do in those regions nowadays) wedding parties were peculiarly festive scenes, in which dancing was one of the means by which not only the young but the middle-aged were wont to let off superabundant steam, and a violin more or less cracked and vigorously played was the instrument which created inspiration. It would take a volume to tell of all that was said and done on that great and memorable occasion  how the plump little Miss Gambarts fluttered about like erratic flowers, or like captivating comets drawing a long tail of the Partridge Bay young men after them; how, as the evening wore on, all social distinctions were swept away and the servants were invited to exchange duty in the kitchen for dancing in the hall; how Le Rue danced so often with Elise and made his admiration of her so obvious that she became quite ashamed of him and cast him off in favour of any one else who asked her; how Jonas Bellew was prevailed on to ask Mrs Crowder to dance a Scotch reel with him, which she not only agreed to do but did to the delight of Jonas and the admiration of all the company; how Mister Rooney volunteered to dance the sailors hornpipe, and acquitted himself so well, despite the inability of the violinist to play the proper tune, that his performance was greeted with rapturous applause; how the floor at last began to show symptoms of giving way, and how their only musician did finally give way, from sheer exhaustion, and thus brought matters to an abrupt close.

But all this, and a great deal more that we have not told, was as nothing compared to the feast of reason and the flow of soul, that occurred at the supper, a meal which had been expressly reserved as a last resource when the violinist should break down. Another volume, at least, would be required to record it all.

There was food of course in profusion, and there was also, which is not always so common, splendid sauce in the form of appetite. There were also songs and toasts; and speeches which would have done credit to the halls of more civilised lands, in all of which the performers exhibited every phase of human nature, from the sublime to the ridiculous.

At this stage of the proceedings McLeod senior conducted himself with that manly straightforward vigour which had characterised him during the earlier part of the festivities, though he faltered a little and almost broke down when, in a speech, he referred to Flora as a bright sunbeam whom God in His love had permitted to shine upon his path for many years, who in prosperity had doubled his joys, and who in adversity had taught him that the Hearer and Answerer of prayer not only can, but does bring good out of evil, of which fact he was a living instance that day, for it was the loss of his goods by shipwreck which had enabled him, at a critical moment in his affairs, to make a fresh start in life, that had now placed him on the road to prosperity, so that Wrecked but not Ruined he thought, might be appropriately adopted as his family motto. It was this wreck also which had, in a great measure, brought him into intimate acquaintance with the man who had saved his daughters life, as well as his own (cheers), and who had that day carried off a prize (renewed cheers), a jewel (enthusiastic cheers, in which the ladies attempted to transcend the gentlemen), he repeated, a prize, the true value of which was fully known only to himself.

Here the remainder of the speech  of which a few emphasised words, such as blessings, health, prosperity, etcetera, were heard  was lost in a burst of continuous cheering, which suddenly terminated in an uproarious shout of laughter when Le Rue accidentally knocked the neck off a bottle of beer, whose contents spouted directly and violently into his face!

The touch of feeling displayed in McLeods speech filled little Mr Gambart with an irresistible desire to start to his legs and claim his rights. He regarded himself, in connection with Mrs Gambart, he said, with a winning smile at his fair partner, as the author and authoress (humanly speaking of course) of the whole affair, by which he meant the affair that had just come off so auspiciously. He had seen, and Mrs Gambart had seen, from the very first, that Mr Redding was deeply in love with Flora McLeod (as how could he be otherwise), that he, Mr Gambart, (including Mrs Gambart), foresaw that in selling Loch Dhu to Mr Redding he was virtually sending it back to the McLeod family; that unless he had concealed the name of the owners at first he could not have effected the sale, for Mr Redding at that time thought the McLeods were  were  . Here an awful frown from Mrs Gambart, intimating that he (Gambart) was touching on subjects which he had no right to make public, threw him into confusion, out of which condition he delivered himself, amidst some laughter and much applause, by a bold and irrelevant continuation of the subject, to the effect that, knowing all that and a great deal more besides, he (including Mrs Gambart) had not only effected a sale which, he might say, was the main-sail that had caught the breezes of prosperity by which the craft of the McLeods, so to speak, had been blown so happily that day into the Partridge Bay haven of felicity (tremendous cheering, during which Gambart wiped his bald head and flushed face, and collected himself). Moreover, he continued, it was he who, against McLeods will, had bought Barkers Mill (hear hear! from Bob Smart, who thought he was quoting poetry), and although, of course, he had not known that the goods in the Betsy were insured (at this point another frown pulled him up and made him reckless), he nevertheless would stoutly hold against any man (cheers) or woman (cheers and laughter), that he, including Mrs Gambart, had had a finger in the pie, which, after simmering for a considerable time (the pie, not the finger) in the oven of  of (cheers) ah! had that night been done (brown, from Bob Smart) to a turn (severely), and been dished up in such splendid style that a more auspicious climax could  could  

The remainder was drowned in vociferous cheering, in which Mr Gambart himself joined, shook hands with the guests on each side of him, sat down, and blew his nose.

It was at this point that Bob Smart, overcome by a gush of feeling, burst into a song, the burden of which was that the light of former days being faded, their glories past and shaded, and the joys of other days being too bright to last, it was not worth while doing more than making a simple statement of these facts without expressing a decided opinion either one way or another in regard to them.

As he sang this rather pretty song in the voice of a cracked tea-kettle, a thrill of delight ran through the company when deaf Mrs Crowder, being ignorant of what was going on, suddenly said that as there seemed to be a pause in the flow of soul, she, although a woman, would venture to express a sentiment, if not to propose a toast. This was of course received with a shout of joy, which effectually quenched Mr Smart. In a sweet tremulous little voice the old lady said, let us wish, with all our hearts, that health, happiness, charity, and truth may dwell as long as it shall stand, under the roof-tree of Loch Dhu!

Of course this called McLeod to his legs again, after which there were more speeches and more songs  both grave and gay  until natures sweet restorer, balmy sleep, began gently to tickle the guests, reminding them that felicity is not less enhanced by occasions of exuberant mirth than by periods of tranquil repose.

What more can we say, good reader, than that old Mrs Crowders wish was fulfilled to the letter, for a large family, trained by Redding and Flora to respect the laws of God and love the name of Jesus, caused the roof-tree of Loch Dhu to ring full many a year thereafter with joyous tones, that were the direct result of health, happiness, charity, and truth.

McLeod senior dwelt hard by, and was made glad, as well as thoughtful, by the sight. Ian and Kenneth made a comfortable livelihood out of the saw-mill at Jenkins Creek, which ultimately became a populous settlement, whither the young Reddings went annually in summer to enjoy themselves, in which enjoyment they were greatly aided by Jonas Bellew the trapper. Roderick was equally prosperous with Barkers Mill at Partridge Bay. Rooney continued to the end of his days in the service of his old master, while Le Rue and Elise, a happy couple, became respectively butler and cook at Loch Dhu, over the door of which establishment Redding had engraved his father-in-laws favourite motto Wrecked but not Ruined.

THE END
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Preface.

This tale makes no claim to the character of an exhaustive illustration of all that belongs to the art of diving. It merely deals with the most important points, and some of the most interesting incidents connected therewith. In writing it I have sought carefully to exhibit the true and to ignore the false or improbable.

I have to acknowledge myself indebted to the well-known submarine engineers Messrs Siebe and Gorman, and Messrs Heinke and Davis, of London, for much valuable information; and to Messrs Denayrouze, of Paris, for permitting me to go under water in one of their diving-dresses. Also  among many others  to Captain John Hewat, formerly Commander in the service of the Rajah of Sarawak, for much interesting material respecting the pirates of the Eastern Seas.

R.M.B. Edinburgh, 1876.


Chapter One.

Introduces our Hero, one of his Advisers, and some of his Difficulties.

So, sir, it seems that youve set your heart on learning something of everything?

The man who said this was a tall and rugged professional diver. He to whom it was said was Edgar Berrington, our hero, a strapping youth of twenty-one.

Well  yes, I have set my heart upon something of that sort, Baldwin, answered the youth. You see, I hold that an engineer ought to be practically acquainted, more or less, with everything that bears, even remotely, on his profession; therefore I have come to you for some instruction in the noble art of diving.

Youve come to the right shop, Mister Edgar, replied Baldwin, with a gratified look. I taught you to swim when you wasnt much bigger than a marlinespike, an to make boats amost before you could handle a clasp-knife without cuttin your fingers, an now that youve come to mans estate nothinll please me more than to make a diver of you. But, continued Baldwin, while a shade clouded his wrinkled and weatherbeaten visage, I cant let you go down in the dress without leave. Im under authority, you know, and durstnt overstep

Dont let that trouble you, interrupted his companion, drawing a letter from his pocket; I had anticipated that difficulty, and wrote to your employers. Here is their answer, granting me permission to use their dresses.

All right, sir, said Baldwin, returning the letter without looking at it; Ill take your word for it, sir, as its not much in my line to make out the meanin o pot-hooks and hangers.  Now, then, when will you have your first lesson?

The sooner the better.

Just so, said the diver, looking about him with a thoughtful air.

The apartment in which the man and the youth conversed was a species of out-house or lumber-room which had been selected by Baldwin for the stowing away of his diving apparatus and stores while these were not in use at the new pier which was in process of erection in the neighbouring harbour. Its floor was littered with snaky coils of india-rubber tubing; enormous boots with leaden soles upwards of an inch thick; several diving helmets, two of which were of brightly polished metal, while the others were more or less battered, dulled, and dinted by hard service in the deep. The walls were adorned with large damp india-rubber dresses, which suggested the idea of baby-giants who had fallen into the water and been sent off to bed while their costumes were hung up to dry. In one corner lay several of the massive breast and back weights by which divers manage to sink themselves to the bottom of the sea; in another stood the chest containing the air-pump by means of which they are enabled to maintain themselves alive in that uncomfortable position; while in a third and very dark corner, an old worn-out helmet, catching a gleam from the solitary window by which the place was insufficiently lighted, seemed to glare enviously out of its goggle-eyes at its glittering successors. Altogether, what with the strange spectral objects and the dim light, there was something weird in the aspect of the place, that accorded well with the spirit of young Berrington, who, being a hero and twenty-one, was naturally romantic.

But let us pause here to assert that he was also practical  eminently so. Practicality is compatible with romance as well as with rascality. If we be right in holding that romance is gushing enthusiasm, then are we entitled to hold that many methodical and practical men have been, are, and ever will be, romantic. Time sobers their enthusiasm a little, no doubt, but does by no means abate it, unless the object on which it is expended be unworthy.

Recovering from his thoughtful air, and repeating Just so, the diver added, Well, I suppose wed better begin wi them ere odds an ends about us.

Not so, returned the youth quickly; I have often seen the apparatus, and am quite familiar with it. Let us rather go to the pier at once. Im anxious to go down.

Ah! Mister Edgar  hasty as usual, said Baldwin, shaking his head slowly. Its two years since I last saw you, and I had hoped to find that time had quieted you a bit, but  . Well, well  now, look here: you think youve seen all my apparatus, an know all about it?

Not exactly all, returned the youth, with a smile; but you know Ive often been in this store of yours, and heard you enlarge on most if not all of the things in it.

Yes  most, but not all, thats where it lies, sir. Youve often seen Siebe and Gormans dresses, but did you ever see this helmet made by Heinke and Davis?

No, I dont think I ever did.

Or that noo helmet wi the speakin-toobe made by Denayrouze and Company, an this dress made by the same?

No, Ive seen none of these things, and certainly this is the first time I have heard of a speaking-tube for divers.

Well then, you see, Mister Edgar, you have something to larn here after all; among other things, that Denayrouzes is not the first speakin-toobe, said Baldwin, who thereupon proceeded with the most impressive manner and earnest voice to explain minutely to his no less earnest pupil the various clever contrivances by which the several makers sought to render their apparatus perfect.

With all this, however, we will not trouble the reader, but proceed at once to the port, where diving operations were being carried on in connection with repairs to the breakwater.

On their way thither the diver and his young companion continued their conversation.

Which of the various dresses do you think the best? asked Edgar.

I dont know, answered Baldwin.

Ah, then you are not bigotedly attached to that of your employer  like some of your fraternity with whom I have conversed?

I am attached to Siebe and Gormans dress, returned Baldwin, but I am no bigot. I believe in every thing and every creature having good and bad points. The dress I wear and the apparatus I work seem to me as near perfection as may be, but Ive lived too long in this world to suppose nobody can improve on em. Ive heard men who go down in the dresses of other makers praise em just as much as I do mine, an maybe with as good reason. I believe em all to be serviceable. When Ive had more experience of em Ill be able to say which I think the best.  Ive got a noo hand on to-day, continued Baldwin, an as hes goin down this afternoon for the first time, so youve come at a good time. Hes a smart young man, but Im not very hopeful of him, for hes an Irishman.

Come, old fellow, said Edgar, with a laugh, mind what you say about Irishmen. Ive got a dash of Irish blood in me through my mother, and wont hear her countrymen spoken of with disrespect. Why should not an Irishman make a good diver?

Because hes too excitable, as a rule, replied Baldwin. You see, Mister Edgar, it takes a cool, quiet, collected sort of man to make a good diver, and Irishmen aint so cool as I should wish. Englishmen are better, but the best of all are Scotchmen. Give me a good, heavy, raw-boned lump of a Scotchman, wholl believe nothin till hes convinced, and accept nothin till its proved, wholl argue with a stone wall, if hes got nobody else to dispute with, in that slow sedate humdrum way that drives everybody wild but himself, whos got an amazin conscience, but no nerves whatever to speak of  ah, thats the man to go under water, an crawl about by the hour among mud and wreckage without gittin excited or makin a fuss about it if he should get his life-line or air-toobe entangled among iron bolts, smashed-up timbers, twisted wire-ropes, or such like.

Scotchmen should feel complimented by your opinion of them, said Edgar.

So they should, for I mean it, replied Baldwin, but I hope the Irishman will turn up a trump this time.  May I take the liberty of askin how youre gittin on wi the engineering, Mister Edgar?

Oh, famously. That is to say, Ive just finished my engagement with the firm of Steel, Bolt, Hardy, and Company, and am now on the point of going to sea.

Baldwin looked at his companion in surprise. Going to sea! he repeated, why, I thought you didnt like the sea?

You thought right, Baldwin, but men are sometimes under the necessity of submitting to what they dont like. I have no love for the sea, except, indeed, as a beautiful object to be admired from the shore, but, you see, I want to finish my education by going a voyage as one of the subordinate engineers in an ocean-steamer, so as to get some practical acquaintance with marine engineering. Besides, I have taken a fancy to see something of foreign parts before settling down vigorously to my profession, and

Well? said Baldwin, as the youth made rather a long pause.

Can you keep a secret, Baldwin, and give advice to a fellow who stands sorely in need of it?

The youth said this so earnestly that the huge diver, who was a sympathetic soul, declared with much fervour that he could do both.

You must know, then, began Edgar with some hesitation, the fact is  youre such an old friend, Baldwin, and took such care of me when I was a boy up to that sad time when I lost my father, and you lost an employer

Ay, the best master I ever had, interrupted the diver.

That  that I think I may trust you; in short, Baldwin, Im over head and ears with a young girl, and  and

An your love aint requited  eh? said Baldwin interrogatively, while his weatherbeaten face elongated.

No, not exactly that, rejoined Edgar, with a laugh. Aileen loves me almost, I believe, as well as I love her, but her father is dead against us. He scorns me because I am not a man of wealth.

What is he? demanded Baldwin.

A rich China merchant.

Hes more than that, said Baldwin.

Indeed! said Edgar, with a surprised look; what more is he?

Hes a goose! returned the diver stoutly.

Dont be too hard on him, Baldwin. Remember, I hope some day to call him father-in-law. But why do you hold so low an opinion of him?

Why, because he forgets that riches may, and often do, take to themselves wings and fly away, whereas broad shoulders, and deep chest, and sound limbs, and a good brain, usually last the better part of a lifetime; and a brave heart will last for ever.

I am afraid that I have yet to prove, to myself as well as to the old gentleman, that the brave heart is mine, returned Edgar. As to the physique  you may be so far right, but he evidently undervalues that.

I said nothing about physic, returned Baldwin, who still frowned as he thought of the China merchant, and the less that you and I have to do wi that the better. But what are you goin to do, sir?

That is just the point on which I want to have your advice. What ought I to do?

Dont run away with her, whatever you do, said Baldwin emphatically.

The youth laughed slightly as he explained that there was no chance whatever of his doing that, because Aileen would never consent to run away or to disobey her father.

Good  good, said the diver, with still greater emphasis than before, I like that. The gal that would sacrifice herself and her lover sooner than disobey her father  even though he is a goose  is made o the right stuff. If its not takin too great a liberty, Mister Edgar, may I ask what shes like?

What shes like  eh? murmured the other, dropping his head as if in reverie, and stroking the dark shadow on his chin which was beginning to do duty for a beard. Why, she  shes like nothing that I ever saw on earth before.

No! ejaculated Baldwin, elevating his eyebrows a little, as he said gravely, what, not even like an angel?

Well, yes; but even that does not sufficiently describe her. Shes fair,  he waxed enthusiastic here, surpassingly fair, with wavy golden tresses and blue eyes, and a bright complexion and a winning voice, and a sylph-like figure and a thinnish but remarkably pretty face

Ah! interrupted Baldwin, with a sigh, I know: just like my missus.

Why, my good fellow, cried Edgar, unable to restrain a fit of laughter, I do not wish to deny the good looks of Mrs Baldwin, but you know that shes uncommonly ruddy and fat and heavy, as well as fair.

Ay, an forty, if you come to that, said the diver. Shes fourteen stun if shes an ounce; but let me tell you, Mister Edgar, she wasnt always heavy. There was a time when my Susan was as trim and taut and clipper-built as any Aileen that ever was born.

I have no doubt of it whatever, returned the youth, but I was going to say, when you interrupted me, it is her eyes that are her strong point  her deep, liquid, melting blue eyes, that look at you so earnestly, and seem to pierce

Ay, just so, interrupted the diver; pierce into you like a gimblet, goin slap agin the retina, turnin short down the jugular, right into the heart, where they create an agreeable sort o fermentation. Oh! Dont I know?  my Susan all over!

Edgars amusement was tinged slightly with disgust at the divers persistent comparisons. However, mastering his feelings, he again demanded advice as to what he should do in the circumstances.

You hant told me the circumstances yet, said the diver quietly.

Well, here they are. Old Mr Hazlit

What! Hazlit? Miss Hazlit, is that her name? cried Baldwin, with a look of pleased surprise.

Yes, do you know her?

Know her? Of course I do. Why, she visits the poor in my district o the old town  you know Im a local preacher among the Wesleyans  an shes one o the best an sweetest  ha! Angel indeed! Im glad she wasnt made an angel of, for it would have bin the spoilin of a splendid woman. Bless her!

The diver spoke with much enthusiasm, and the young man smiled as he said, Of course I add Amen to your last words.  Well then, he continued, Aileens father has refused to allow me to pay my addresses to his daughter. He has even forbidden me to enter his house, or to hold any intercourse whatever with her. This unhappy state of things has induced me to hasten my departure from England. My intention is to go abroad, make a fortune, and then return to claim my bride, for the want of money is all that the old gentleman objects to. I cannot bear the thought of going away without saying good-bye, but that seems now unavoidable, for he has, as I have said, forbidden me the house.

Edgar looked anxiously at his companions face, but received no encouragement there, for Baldwin kept his eyes on the ground, and shook his head slowly.

If the old gentleman has forbid you his house, of course you mustnt go into it. However, it seems to me that you might cruise about the house and watch till Sus  Aileen, I mean  comes out; but I dont myself quite like the notion of that either, it dont seem fair an above-board like.

You are right, returned Edgar. I cannot consent to hang about a mans door, like a thief waiting to pounce on his treasure when it opens. Besides, he has forbidden Aileen to hold any intercourse with me, and I know her dear nature too well to subject it to a useless struggle between duty and inclination. She is certain to obey her fathers orders at any cost.

Then, sir, said Baldwin decidedly, youll just have to go afloat without sayin good-bye. Theres no help for it, but theres this comfort, that, bein what she is, shell like you all the better for it.  Now, here we are at the pier. Boat a-hoy-oy!

In reply to the divers hail a man in a punt waved his hand, and pulled for the landing-place.

A few strokes of the oar soon placed them on the deck of a large clumsy vessel which lay anchored off the entrance to the harbour. This was the divers barge, which exhibited a ponderous crane with a pendulous hook and chain in the place where its fore-mast should have been. Several men were busied about the deck, one of whom sat clothed in the full dress of a diver, with the exception of the helmet, which was unscrewed and lay on the deck near his heavily-weighted feet. The dress was wet, and the man was enjoying a quiet pipe, from all which Edgar judged that he was resting after a dive. Near to the plank on which the diver was seated there stood the chest containing the air-pumps. It was open, the pumps were in working order, with two men standing by to work them. Coils of india-rubber tubing lay beside it. Elsewhere were strewn about stones for repairing the pier, and various building tools.

Has Machowl come on board yet? asked Baldwin, as he stepped on the deck. Ah, I see he has.  Well, Rooney lad, are you prepared to go down?

Yis, sur, I am.

Rooney Machowl, who stepped forward as he spoke, was a fine specimen of a man, and would have done credit to any nationality. He was about the middle height, very broad and muscular, and apparently twenty-three years of age. His countenance was open, good-humoured, and good-looking, though by no means classic  the nose being turned-up, the eyes small and twinkling, and the mouth large.

Have you ever seen anything of this sort before? asked Baldwin, with a motion of his hand towards the diving apparatus scattered on the deck.

No sur, nothin.

Was you bred to any trade?

Yis, sur, Im a ship-carpenter.

An why dont you stick to that?

Bekase, sur, it wont stick to me. Theres nothin doin apparently in this poort. Annyhow I cant git work, an Ive a wife an chick at home, whove bin so long used to praties and bacon that their stummicks dont take kindly to fresh air fried in nothin. So ye see, sur, findin it difficult to make a livin above ground, Im disposed to try to make it under water.

While Rooney Machowl was speaking Baldwin regarded him with a fixed and critical gaze. What his opinion of the recruit was did not, however, appear on his countenance or in his reply, for he merely said, Humph! Well, well see. Youll begin your education in your noo profession by payin partikler attention to all that is said an done around you.

Yis, sur, returned Machowl, respectfully touching the peak of his cap and wrinkling his forehead very much, while he looked on at the further proceedings of the divers with that expression of deep earnest sincerity of attention which  whether assumed or genuine  is only possible to the countenance of an Irishman.

During this colloquy the two men standing by the pump-case, and two other men who appeared to be supernumeraries, listened with much interest, but the diver seated on the plank, resting and calmly smoking his pipe, gazed with apparent indifference at the sea, from which he had recently emerged.

This man was a very large fellow, with a dark surly countenance  not exactly bad in expression, but rather ill-tempered-looking. His diving-dress being necessarily very wide and baggy, made him seem larger than he really was  indeed, quite gigantic. The dress was made of very thick india-rubber cloth, and all  feet, legs, body, and arms  was of one piece, so perfectly secured at the seams as to be thoroughly impervious to air or water. To get into it was a matter of some difficulty, the entrance being effected at the neck. When this neck is properly attached to the helmet, the diver is thoroughly cut off from the external world, except through the air-tube communicating with his helmet and the pump afore mentioned.

Have ye got the hole finished, Maxwell? said Baldwin, turning to the surly diver.

Yes, he replied shortly.

Well, then, go down and fix the charge. Here it is, said Baldwin, taking from a wooden case an object about eighteen inches long, which resembled a large office-ruler that had been coated thickly with pitch. It was an elongated shell filled to the muzzle with gunpowder. To one end of it was fastened the end of a coil of wire which was also coated with some protecting substance.

As Baldwin spoke Maxwell slowly puffed the last draw from his lips and knocked the ashes out of his pipe on the plank, on which he still remained seated while the two supernumeraries busied themselves in completing his toilet for him; one screwing on his helmet, which appeared ridiculously large, the other loading his breast and back with two heavy leaden weights. When fully equipped, the diver carried on his person a weight fully equal to that of his own bulky person.

Now look here, Mister Edgar, an pay partikler attention, Rooney Machowl. This here toobe, made of indyrubber, dee see? (Yis, sur, from Rooney) I fix on, as you perceive, to the back of Maxwells helmet. It communicates with that there pump, and when these two men work the pump, air will be forced into the helmet and into the dress down to his very toes. We could bust him, if we were so disposed, if it wasnt for an escape-valve, here close beside the air-toobe, at the back of the helmet, which keeps lettin off the surplus air. Moreover, there is another valve, here in front of the breast-plate, which is under the control of the diver, so that he can let air escape by givin it a half-turn when the men at the pumps are givin him too much, or he can keep it in when theyre givin him enough.

An what does he do, asked Rooney, with an anxious expression, whin they give him too little?

He pulls on the air-pipe,  as Ill explain to you in good time  the proper signal for more air.

But what if he forgits, or misremimbers the signal? asked the inquisitive recruit.

Why then, replied Baldwin, he suffocates, and we pull him up dead, an give him decent burial. Keep yourself easy, my lad, an youll know all about it in good time. Ill soon give ee the chance to suffocate or bust yourself accordin to taste.

Come, cut it short and look alive, said Maxwell gruffly, as he stood up to permit of a stout rope being fastened to his waist.

You shut up! retorted Baldwin.

Having exchanged these little civilities the two divers moved to the side of the barge  Maxwell with a slow ponderous tread.

A short iron ladder dipped from the gunwale of the barge a few feet down into the sea. The diver stepped upon this, turning with his face inwards, descended knee-deep into the water, and then stopped. Baldwin handed him the blasting-charge. At the same moment one of the supernumeraries advanced with the front-glass or bulls-eye in his hand, and the men at the pumps gave a turn or two to see that all was working well.

All right? demanded the supernumerary.

Right, responded Maxwell, in a voice which issued sepulchrally from the iron globe.

There are three round windows fitted with thick plate-glass in the helmets to which we refer. The front one is made to screw off and on, and the fixing of this is always the last operation in completing a divers toilet.

Pump away, said the man, holding the round glass in front of Maxwells nose, and looking over his shoulder to see that the order was obeyed. The glass was screwed on, and the man finished off by gravely patting Maxwell in an affectionate manner on the head.

Why does he pat him so? asked Edgar, with a laugh at the apparent tenderness of the act.

Its a tinder farewell, I suppose, murmured Rooney, in case he niver comes up again.

It is to let him know that he may now descend in safety, answered Baldwin. The pump there is kep goin from a few moments before the front-glass is screwed on till the diver shows his head above water again  which hell do in quarter of an hour or so, for it dont take long to lay a charge; but our ordinary spell under water, when work is steady, is about four hours  more or less  with perhaps a breath of ten minutes once or twice at the surface when theyre working deep.

But why a breath at the surface? asked Edgar. Isnt the air sent down fresh enough?

Quite fresh enough, Mister Edgar, but the pressure when we go deep  say ten or fifteen fathoms  is severe on a man if long continued, so that he needs a little relief now and then. Some need more and some less relief, accordin to their strength. Maxwell has only gone down fifteen feet, so that he wouldnt need to come up at all durin a spell of work. Were goin to blast a big rock that has bin troublesome to us at low water. The hole was driven in it last week. We moored a raft over it and kep men at work with a long iron jumper that reached from the rock to the surface of the sea. It was finished last night, and now hes gone to fix the charge.

But I dont understand about the pressure, sur, at all at all, said Machowl, with a complicated look of puzzlement; sure whin I putt my hand in wather I dont feel no pressure whatsomediver.

Of course not, responded Baldwin, because you dont put it deep enough. You must know that our atmosphere presses on our bodies with a weight of about 20,000 pounds. Well, if you go thirty-two feet deep in the sea you get the pressure of exactly another atmosphere, which means that youve got to stand a pressure all over your body of 40,000 when youve got down as deep as thirty-two feet.

But, objected Rooney, I dont fed no pressure of the atmosphere on me body at all.

Thats because youre squeezed by the air inside of you, man, as well as by the atmosphere outside, which takes off the feelin of it, an, moreover, youre used to it. If the weight of our atmosphere was took off your outside and not took off your inside  your lungs an the like,  youd come to feel it pretty strong, for youd swell like a balloon an bust amost, if not altogether.

Baldwin paused a moment and regarded the puzzled countenance of his pupil with an air of pity.

Contrairywise, he continued, if the air was all took out of your inside an allowed to remain on your outside, youd go squash together like a collapsed indyrubber ball. Well then, if that be so with one atmosphere, what must it be with a pressure equal to two, which you have when you go down to thirty-two feet deep in the sea? An if you go down to twenty-five fathoms, or 150 feet, which is often done, what must the pressure be there?

Tightish, no doubt, said Rooney.

True, lad, continued Joe. Of course, to counteract this we must force more air down to you the deeper you go, so that the pressure inside of you may be a little more than the pressure outside, in order to force the foul air out of the dress through the escape-valve; and what between the one an the other your sensations are peculiar, you may be sure.  But come, young man, dont be alarmed. Well not send you down very deep at first. If some divers go down as deep as twenty-five fathoms, surely youll not be frightened to try two and a half.

Whatever Rooneys feelings might have been, the judicious allusion to the possibility of his being frightened was sufficient to call forth the emphatic assertion that he was ready to go down two thousand fathoms if they had ropes long enough and weights heavy enough to sink him!

While the recruit is preparing for his subaqueous experiments, you and I, reader, will go see what Maxwell is about at the bottom of the sea.




Chapter Two.

Describes a first Visit to the Bottom of the Sea.

When the diver received the encouraging pat on the head, as already related, he descended the ladder to its lowest round. Here, being a few feet below the surface, the buoyancy of the water relieved him of much of the oppression caused by the great weights with which he was loaded. He was in a semi-floating condition, hence the ladder, being no longer necessary, was made to terminate at that point. He let go his hold of it and sank gently to the bottom, regulating his pace by a rope which descended from the foot of the ladder to the mud, on which in a few seconds his leaden soles softly rested. A continuous stream of air-bubbles from the safety-valve behind the helmet indicated to those above that the pumps were doing their duty, and at the same time hid the diver entirely from their sight.

Meanwhile the two men who acted as signalman and assistant stood near the head of the ladder, the first holding the life-line, the assistant the coil of air-tubing. Their duty was to stand by and pay out or haul in tubing and line according as the divers movements and necessities should require. They were to attend also to his signals  some of which were transmitted by the line and some by the air-tube. These signals vary among divers. With Baldwin and his party one pull on the life-line meant All right; four pulls, Im coming up. One pull on the air-pipe signified Sufficient air; two pulls, More air. (pump faster.) Four pulls was an alarm, and signified Haul me up. The aspect of Rooney Machowls face when endeavouring to understand Baldwins explanation of these signals was a sight worth seeing!

But to return to our diver. On reaching the bottom, Maxwell took a coil of small line which hung on his left arm, and attached one end of it to a stone or sinker which kept taut the ladder-line by which he had descended. This was his clew to guide him back to the ladder. Not only is the light under water very dim  varying of course, according to depth, until total darkness ensues  but a divers vision is much weakened by the muddy state of the water at river-mouths and in harbours, so that he is usually obliged to depend more on feeling than on sight. If he were to leave the foot of his ladder without the guiding-coil, it would be difficult if not impossible to find it again, and his only resource would be to signal Haul me up, which would be undignified, to say the least of it! By means of this coil he can wander about at will  within the limits of his air-tube tether of course,  and be certain to find his way back to the ladder-foot in the darkest or muddiest water.

Having fastened the line, the diver walked in the direction of the rock on which he had to operate, dropping gradually the coils of the guiding-line as he proceeded. His progress was very slow, for water is a dense medium, and mans form is not well adapted for walking in it  as every bather knows who has attempted to walk when up to his neck in it. He soon found the object of his search, and went down on his knees beside the hole already driven into the rock. Even this process of going on his knees was not so simple as it sounds, for the men above were sending down more air than could escape by the valve behind the helmet, and thus were filling his dress to such an extent that he had a tendency to rise off the ground despite his weights. To counteract this he opened the valve in front, let out the superabundant air, got on his knees, and was soon busy at work inserting the charge-tube into the hole and tamping it well home, taking care that the fine wire with which it communicated with the party in the barge should not be injured.

While thus engaged he was watched, apparently with deep interest, by a small crab, a shrimp, and several little fish of various kinds, all of which we may add, seemed to have various degrees of curiosity. One particular little fish, named a goby, and celebrated for its wide-awake nature and impudence, actually came to the front-glass of the helmet and looked in. But the diver was too busy to pay attention to it. Nothing abashed, the goby went to each of the side-windows, but, receiving no encouragement, it made for a convenient ledge of the rock, where, resting its fore-fins on a barnacle, it turned its head a little on one side and looked on in silence. Finding this rather tedious, after a time it went, with much of the spirit of a London street-boy, and, passing close to the shrimp, tweaked the end of one of its feelers, causing that volatile creature to vanish. It then made a demonstration of attack on the crab, but that crustaceous worthy, sitting up on its hind-legs and expanding both claws with a very come-on-if-you-dare aspect, bid it defiance.

Meanwhile the charge was laid, and Maxwell rose to return to the world above. Feeling a certain uncomfortable hotness in the air he breathed, and observing that his legs were remarkably thin, and that his dress was clasped somewhat too lovingly about his person, he became aware of the fact that, having neglected to reclose the front-valve, his supply of air was now insufficient. He therefore shut the valve and began to wend his way back to the ladder. By the time he reached it the air in his dress had swelled him out to aldermanic dimensions, so that he pulled himself up the ladder-rope, hand over hand, with the utmost ease  having previously given four pulls on his life-line to signal coming up. A few seconds more and his head was seen to emerge from the surface, like some goggle-eyed monster of the briny deep.

A comrade at once advanced and unscrewed his front-glass, and then, but not till then, did the men at the pumps cease their labours.

All right, said Maxwell, stepping over the side and seating himself on his plank.

Stand by, said Baldwin.

The two satellites did not require that order, for they were already standing by with a small electrical machine. The wire before mentioned as being connected with the charge of powder, now safely lodged in the hole at the bottom of the sea, was connected with the electrical machine, and a few vigorous turns of its handle were given, while every eye was turned expectantly on the surface of the sea.

That magic spark which now circles round the world, annihilating time and space, was evolved; it flashed down the wire; the ocean could not put it out; the dry powder received it; the massive rock burst into fragments; a decided shock was felt on board the barge, and a turmoil of gas-bubbles and dead or dying fish came to the surface, in the midst of which turmoil the shrimp, the crab, and the goby doubtless came to an untimely end.

Thus was cleared out of the way an obstruction which had from time immemorial been a serious inconvenience to that port; and thus every year serious inconveniences and obstructions that most people know very little about are cleared out of the way by our bold, steady, and daring divers, through the wisdom and the wonderful appliances of our submarine engineers.

Now then, Rooney, come an well dress you, said Baldwin. As youre goin to be a professional diver its right that you should have the first chance and set a good example to Mister Berrington here, whos only what we may call an amateur.

Faix, Id rather that Mister Berrington shud go first, said Rooney, who, as he spoke, however, stripped himself of his coat, vest, and trousers preparatory to putting on the costume.

Ill be glad to go first, Rooney, if youre afraid, said Edgar.

Rooneys annoyance at being thought afraid was increased to indignation by a contemptuous guffaw from Maxwell.

Flushing deeply and casting a glance of anger at Maxwell, the young Irishman crushed down his feelings and said  

Sure, Im only jokin. Put on the dress Mister Baldwin av ye plaze.

A diver, like a too high-bred lady, cannot well dress himself. He requires two assistants. Rooney Machowl sat down on the plank beside Maxwell, who was busy taking off his dress, and acted according to orders.

First of all they brought him a thick guernsey shirt, a pair of drawers and pair of inside stockings, which he put on and fastened securely. Sometimes a crinoline to afford protection to the stomach in deep water is put on, but on the present occasion it was omitted, the water being shallow. Then Baldwin put on him a shoulder-pad to bear the weight of the helmet, etcetera, and prevent chafing.

If it was cold, Rooney, said his instructor, Id put two guernseys and pairs of drawers and stockins on you, but, as its warm, one setll do. Moreover, if you was goin deep youd have the option of stuffin your ears with cotton soaked in oil, to relieve the pressure; some do an some dont. I never do myself. Its said to relieve the pressure of air on the ears, but my ears are strong. Anyway you wont want it in this water.  Now for the dress, boys.

The two assistants  with mouths expanded from ear to ear  here advanced with the strong india-rubber garment whose legs, feet, body, and arms are, as we have already said, all in one piece. Pushing his feet in at the upper opening, Rooney writhed, thrust, and wriggled himself into it, being ably assisted by his attendants, who held open the sleeves for him and expanded the tight elastic cuffs, and, catching the dress at the neck, hitched it upwards so powerfully as almost to lift their patient off his legs. Next, came a pair of outside stockings and canvas overalls or short trousers, both of which were meant to preserve the dress-proper from injury. Having been got into all these things, Rooney was allowed to sit down while his attendants each put on and buckled a boot with leaden soles  each boot weighing about twenty pounds.

A purty pair of dancin pumps! remarked Rooney, turning out his toes, while Baldwin put on his breast-plate, after having drawn up the inner collar of the dress and tied it round his neck with a piece of spare yarn.

The breast-plate was made of tinned copper. It covered part of the back, breast, and shoulders of the diver, and had a circular neck, to which the helmet was to be ultimately screwed. It rested on the inner collar of the dress, and the outer collar  of stout india-rubber  was drawn over it. In this outer collar were twelve holes, corresponding to twelve screws round the edge of the breast-plate. When these holes had been fitted over their respective screws, a breast-plate-band, in four pieces, was placed over them and screwed tight by means of nuts  thus rendering the connection between the dress and the breast-plate perfectly water-tight. It now only remained to screw the helmet to the circular neck of the breast-plate. Previously, however, a woollen night-cap was drawn over the poor mans head, well down on his ears, and Rooney looked  as indeed he afterwards admitted that he felt  as if he were going to be hanged. He thought, however, of the proverb, that a man who is born to be drowned never can be hanged, and somehow felt comforted.

The diving helmet is made of tinned copper, and much too large for the largest human head, in order that the wearer may have room to move his head freely about inside of it. It should not touch the head in any part, but is fixed rigidly to the breast-plate, resting on the shoulders, and does not partake of the motions of the head. In it are three round openings filled with the thickest plate-glass and protected by brass bars or guards; also an outlet-valve to allow the foul air to escape; a short metal tube with an inlet-valve, to which the air-pump is screwed; and a regulating cock for getting rid of excess of air. The arrangement is such, that the fresh air enters, and is spread over the front of the divers face, while the foul escapes at the back of his head. By a clever contrivance  a segmental screw  the helmet can be fixed to its neck with one-eighth of a turn, instead of having to be twisted round several times. To various hooks and studs on the helmet and breast-plate are hung two leaden masses weighing about forty pounds each.

These weights having been attached, and a waist-belt with a knife in it put round Rooneys waist, along with the life-line, the air-tube was affixed, and he was asked by Baldwin how he felt.

A trifle heavy, replied the pupil, through the front hole of the helmet, which was not yet closed.

That feeling will go off entirely when youre under water, said Baldwin. Now, remember, if you want more air, just give two pulls on the air-pipe  an dont pull as if you was tryin to haul down the barge; well be sure to feel you. Be gentle and quiet, whatever ye do. Gettin flurried never does any good whatever. Dee hear?

Yis, sur, answered Rooney, and his voice sounded metallic and hollow, even to those outside  much more so to himself!

Well, then, if we give you too much air, youve only got to open the front-valve  so, and, when youre easy, shut it. When you get down to the bottom, give one  only one  pull on the life-line, which means All right, and Ill give one pull in reply. We must always reply to each other, dee see? because if you dont answer, of course well think youve been suffocated, or entangled at the bottom among wreckage and what-not, or been took with a fit, an well haul you up, as hard as we can; so youll have to be particular. Dee understand?

Again the learner replied Yis, sur, but less confidently than before, for Baldwins cautions, although meant to have an encouraging effect, proved rather to be alarming.

Now, continued the teacher, leading his pupil to the side of the barge, be sure to go down slow, and come up slow. Whatever you do, do it slow, for if you do it fast  especially in comin up  youll come to grief. If a man comes up too fast from deep water, the condensed air inside of him is apt to swell him out, and the brain bein relieved too suddenly from the pressure, theres a rush of blood to it, and a singin in the ears, and a pain in the head, with other unpleasant symptoms. Why, continued Baldwin, growing energetic, Ive actually known a man killed outright by bein pulled up too quick from a depth of twenty fathoms. So mark my words, lad, and take it easy. If you get nervous, just stop a bit an amuse yourself with thinkin over what Ive told you, and then go on with your descent.

At this point Rooneys heart almost failed him, but, catching sight of Maxwells half-amused, half-contemptuous face, he stepped resolutely on the ladder, and began to descend in haste.

Hold on! roared Baldwin, laying hold of the life-line. Why, man alive, youre off without the front-glass!

Och! Whirra! So I am, said Rooney, pausing.

Pump away, lads, cried Baldwin, looking back at his assistants.

Whist! Whats that? asked the pupil excitedly, as a hissing sound buzzed round his head.

Why, thats the air coming in. Now then, Ill screw on the glass. Are you all right?

All right, replied Rooney, telling, as he said himself afterwards, one of the biggist lies he iver towld in his life!

The glass was screwed on, and the learner was effectually cut off from all connection with the outer air, save through the slight medium of an india-rubber pipe.

Having thus screwed him up  or in  Baldwin gave him the patronising pat on the helmet, as a signal for him to descend, but Rooney stood tightly fixed to the ladder, and motionless.

Again Baldwin patted his head encouragingly, but still Rooney stood as motionless as one of the iron-clad warriors in the Tower of London. The fact was, his courage had totally failed him. He was ashamed to come up, and could not by any effort of will force himself to go down.

Why, whats wrong? demanded Baldwin, looking in at the glass, which, however, was so clouded with the inmates breath that he could only be seen dimly. It was evident that Rooney was speaking in an excited voice, but no sound was audible through that impervious mass of metal and glass. Baldwin was therefore about to unscrew the mouth-glass, when accident brought about what Rooneys will could not accomplish. In attempting to move, the poor pupil missed his hold, or slipped somehow, and fell into the sea with a sounding splash.

Let him go, boys  gently, or hell break everything. A dipll do him no harm, cried Baldwin to the alarmed assistants.

The men let the life-line and air-tube slip, until the rushing descent was somewhat abated, and then, checking the involuntary diver, they hauled him slowly to the surface, where his arms and open palms went swaying wildly round until they came in contact with the ladder, on which they fastened with a grip that was sufficient to have squeezed the life out of a gorilla.

In a few seconds he ascended a step, and his head emerged, then another step, and Baldwin was able to unscrew the glass.

The first word that the poor man uttered through his porthole was Och! the next, Musha!

A burst of laughter from his friends above somewhat reassured him, and again the tinge of contempt in Maxwells voice reinfused courage and desperate resolve.

Why, man, what was your haste? said Baldwin.

Sure the rounds o yer ladder was slippy, answered Rooney, with some indignation. Didnt ye see, I lost me howld? Come, putt on the glass an Ill try again. Never say die was a motto of me owld father, an it was the only legacy he left me.  Im ready, sur.

It is right here to remark that something of the pupils return of courage and resolution was due to his quick perception. He had time to reflect that he really had been at, or near, the bottom of the sea  at all events over head and ears in water  for several minutes without being drowned, even without being moistened, and his faith in the diving-dress, though still weak, had dawned sufficiently to assert itself as a power.

Ha! My lad, youll do. Youll make a diver yet, said Baldwin, when about to readjust the glass. I forgot to tell you that when your breath clouds the front-glass, youve only got to bend your head down, and wipe it off with your night-cap. Now, then, down you go once more.

This time the pat on the head was followed by a descending motion. The mailed figure was feeling with its right foot for the next round of the ladder. Then slowly  very slowly  the left foot was let down, while the two hands held on with a tenacity that caused all the muscles and sinews to stand out rigidly. Then one hand was loosened, and caught nervously at a lower round  then the other hand followed, and thus by degrees the pupil went under the surface, when his helmet appeared like a large round ball of light enveloped in the milky-way of air-bubbles that rose from it.

Youd better give the signal to ask if alls right, said Edgar, who felt a little anxious.

Do so, said Baldwin, nodding to the assistant.

The man obeyed, but no answering signal was returned.

According to rule they should instantly have hauled the diver up, but Baldwin bade them delay a moment.

Im quite sure theres nothing wrong, he said, stooping over the side of the barge, and gazing into the water, its only another touch of nervousness.  Ah! I see him, holdin on like a barnacle to the ladder, afraid to let go. Hell soon tire of kickin there  thats it: there he goes down the rope like the best of us.

In another moment the life-line and air-pipe ceased to run out, and then the assistant gave one pull on the line. Immediately there came back one pull  all right.

Thats all right, repeated Baldwin; now the ice is fairly broken, and well soon see how hes going to get on.

In order that we too may see that more comfortably, you and I, reader, will again go under water and watch him. We will also listen to him, for Rooney has a convenient habit of talking to himself, and neither water nor helmet can prevent us from overhearing.

True to his instructions, the pupil proceeded to fasten his clew-line to the stone at the foot of the ladder-rope, and attempted to kneel.

Well, well, he said, did ye iver! What would me mother say if she heard I couldnt git on my knees whin I tried to?

Rooney began this remark aloud, but the sound of his own voice was so horribly loud and unnaturally near that he finished off in a whisper, and continued his observations in that confidential tone.

Och! Is it dancin yer goin to do, Rooney?  in the day-time too! he whispered, as his feet slowly left the bottom. Howld on, man!

He made a futile effort to stoop and grasp the mud, then, bethinking himself of Baldwins instructions, he remembered that too much air had a tendency to bring him to the surface, and that opening the front-valve was the remedy. He was not much too soon in recollecting this, for, besides rising, he was beginning to feel a singing in his head and a disagreeable pressure on the ears, caused by the ever-increasing density of the air. The moment the valve was fully opened, a rush out of air occurred which immediately sank him again, and he had now no difficulty in getting on his knees.

Theres little enough light down here, anyhow, he muttered, as he fumbled about the stone sinker in a vain attempt to fasten his line to it, sure the windy must be dirty.

The thought reminded him of Baldwins teaching. He bent forward his head and wiped the glass with his night-cap, but without much advantage, for the dimness was caused by the muddiness of the water.

Just then he began to experience uncomfortable sensations; he felt a tendency to gasp for air, and became very hot, while his garments clasped his limbs very tightly. He had, like Maxwell, forgotten to reclose the breast-valve, but, unlike the more experienced diver, he had failed to discover his omission. He became flurried and anxious, and getting, more and more confused, fumbled nervously at his helmet to ascertain that all was right there. In so doing he opened the little regulating cock, which served to form an additional outlet to foul air. This of course made matters worse. The pressure of air in the dress was barely sufficient to prevent the water from entering by the breast-valve and regulating cock. Perspiration burst out on his forehead. He naturally raised his hand to wipe it away, but was prevented by the helmet.

Rooney possessed an active mind. His thoughts flew fast. This check induced the following ideas  

What if I shud want to scratch me head or blow me nose? Or what if an earwig shud chance to have got inside this iron pot, and take a fancy to go into my ear?

His right ear became itchy at the bare idea. He made a desperate blow at it, and skinned his knuckles, while a hitherto unconceived intensity of desire to scratch his head and blow his nose took violent possession of him.

Just then a dead cat, that had been flung into the harbour the night before, and had not been immersed long enough to rise to the surface, floated past with the tide, and its sightless eyeballs and ghastly row of teeth glared and glistened on him, as it surged against his front-glass. A slight spirt of water came through the regulating cock at the same instant, as if the dead cat had spit in his face.

Hooroo! Haul up! shouted Rooney, following the order with a yell that sounded like the concentrated voice of infuriated Ireland. At the same time he seized the life-line and air-tube, and tugged at both, not four times, but nigh forty times four, and never ceased to tug until he found himself gasping on the deck of the barge with his helmet off and his comrades laughing round him.

Its not a bad beginning, said Baldwin, as he assisted his pupil to unrobe; youll make a good diver in course o time.

Baldwin was right in this prophecy, for in a few months Rooney Machowl became one of the best and coolest divers on his staff.

We need not try the readers patience with an account of Edgars descent, which immediately followed that of the Irishman. Let it suffice to say that he too accomplished, with credit and with less demonstration, his first descent to the bottom of the sea.




Chapter Three.

Refers to a small Tea-Party, and touches very mildly on Love.

Miss Pritty was a good soul, but weak. She was Edgar Berringtons maiden aunt  of an uncertain age  on the mothers side. Her chief characteristic was delicacy  delicacy of health, delicacy of sentiment, delicacy of intellect  general delicacy, in fact, all over. She was slight too  slightly made, slightly educated, slightly pretty, and slightly cracked. But there were a few things in regard to which Miss Laura Pritty was strong. She was strong in her affections, strong in her reverence for all good things (including a few bad things which in her innocence she thought good), strong in her prejudices and impulses, and strong  remarkably strong  in parentheses. Her speech was eminently parenthetical, insomuch that the range of her ideas was wholly untrammelled by the proprieties of subject or language. Given a point to be aimed at in conversation, Miss Pritty never aimed at it. She invariably began with it, and, parting finally from it at the outset, diverged to any or every other point in nature. Perplexity, as a matter of course, was the usual result both in speaker and hearer, but then that mattered little, for Miss Pritty was also strong in easy-going good-nature.

On the evening in which we introduce her, Miss Pritty was going to have her dear and intimate friend Aileen Hazlit to tea, and she laid out her little tea-table with as much care as an engineer might have taken in drawing a mathematical problem. The teapot was placed in the exact centre of the tray, with its spout and handle pointing so that a line drawn through them would have been parallel to the sides of her little boudoir. The urn stood exactly behind it. The sugar-basin formed, on one side of the tray, a pendant to the cream-jug on the other, and inasmuch as the cream-jug was small, a toast-rack was coupled with it to constitute the necessary balance. So, too, with the cups: they were placed equidistant from the teapot, the sides of the tray, and each other, while a salver of cake on one side of the table was scrupulously balanced by a plate of buns on the other side.

There she is  the darling! exclaimed Miss Pritty, with a little skip and (excuse the word) a giggle as the bell rang.

Miss Aileen Hazlit, announced Miss Prittys small and only domestic, who flung wide open the door of the boudoir, as its owner was fond of styling it.

Whereupon there entered an angel in blue, with a straw hat and ostrich feather.

We quote from the last, almost dying, speech of a hopeless youth in the town  a lawyers clerk  whose heart was stamped over so completely with the word Aileen that it was unrecognisable, and practically useless for any purpose except beating  which it did, hard, at all times.

Aileen was beautiful beyond compare, because, in her case, extreme beauty of face and feature was coupled with rare beauty of expression, indicating fine qualities of mind. She was quiet in demeanour, grave in speech, serious and very earnest in thought, enthusiastic in action, unconscious and unselfish.

Pooh! Perfection! I hear some lady reader ejaculate.

No, fair one, not quite that, but as near it as was compatible with humanity. Happily there are many such in the world  some with more and some with less of the external beauty  and man is blessed and the world upheld by them.

The chief bond that bound Aileen and Miss Pritty together was a text of Scripture, Consider the poor. The latter had strong sympathy with the poor, being herself one of the number. The former, being rich in faith as well as in means, considered them. The two laid their heads together and concerted plans for the raising of the masses, which might have been food for study to some statesmen. For instance, they fed the hungry and clothed the naked; they encouraged the well-disposed and reproved the evil; they scattered seeds of kindness wherever they went; they sowed the precious Word of God in all kinds of ground  good and bad; they comforted the sorrowing; they visited the sick and the prisoner; they refused to help, or, in any way to encourage, the idle; they handed the obstreperous and violent over to the police, with the hope  if not the recommendation  that the rod should not be spared; and in all cases they prayed for them. The results were considerable, but, not being ostentatiously trumpeted, were not always recognised or traced to their true cause.

Come away, darling, exclaimed Miss Pritty, eagerly embracing and kissing her friend, who accepted, but did not return, the embrace, though she did the kiss. I thought you were not coming at all, and I have not seen you for a whole week! What has kept you? There, put off your hat. Im so glad to see you, dear Aileen. Isnt it strange that Im so fond of you? They say that people who are contrasts generally draw together  at least Ive often heard Mrs Boxer, the wife of Captain Boxer, you know, of the navy, who used to swear so dreadfully before he was married, but, I am happy to say, has quite given it up now, which says a great deal for wedded life, though its a state that I dont quite believe in myself, for if Adam had never married Eve he would not have been tempted to eat the forbidden fruit, and so there would have been no sin and no sorrow or poverty  no poor! Only think of that.

So that our chief occupation would have been gone, said Aileen, with a slight twinkle of her lustrous blue eyes, and perhaps you and I might never have met.

Miss Pritty replied to this something very much to the effect that she would have preferred the entrance of sin and all its consequences  poverty included  into the world, rather than have missed making the friendship of Miss Hazlit. At least her words might have borne that interpretation  or any other!

My father detained me, said Aileen, seating herself at the table, while her volatile friend put lumps of sugar into the cups, with a tender yet sprightly motion of the hand, as if she were doing the cups a special kindness  as indeed she was, when preparing one of them to touch the lips of Aileen.

Naughty man, why did he detain you? said Miss Pritty.

Only to write one or two notes, his right hand being disabled at present by rheumatism.

A gentleman, Miss, in the dinin-room, said the small domestic, suddenly opening a chink of the door for the admission of her somewhat dishevelled head. He wont send his name up  says he wants to see you.

How vexing! exclaimed Miss Pritty, but Ill go down. Im determined that he shant interrupt our tête-à-tête.

Miss Pritty uttered a little scream of surprise on entering the dining-room.

Well, aunt, said Edgar Berrington, with a hearty smile, as he extended his hand, you are surprised to see me?

Of course I am, dear Eddy, cried Miss Pritty, holding up her cheek for a kiss. Sit down. Why, you were in London when I last heard of you.

True, but Im not in London now, as you see. Ive been a week here.

A week, Eddy! And you did not come to see me till now?

Well, I ought to apologise, replied the youth, with a slight look of confusion, but  the fact is, I came down partly on business, and  and  so you see Ive been very busy.

Of course, laughed Miss Pritty; people who have business to do are usually very busy! Well, I forgive you, and am glad to see you  but

Well, aunt  but what?

In short, Eddy, I happen to be particularly engaged this evening  on business, too, like yourself; but, after all, why should I not introduce you to my friend? You might help us in our discussion  it is to be about the poor. Do you know much about the poor and their miseries?

Edgar smiled sadly as he replied  

Yes, I have had some experimental knowledge of the poor  being one of them myself, and my poverty too has made me inconceivably miserable.

Come, Eddy, dont talk nonsense. You know I mean the very poor, the destitute. But let us go up-stairs and have a cup of tea.

The idea of discussing the condition of the poor over a cup of tea with two ladies was not attractive to our hero in his then state of mind, and he was beginning to excuse himself when his aunt stopped him:  

Now, dont say you cant, or wont, for you must. And I shall introduce you to a very pretty girl  oh! such a pretty one  youve no idea  and so sweet!

Miss Pritty spoke impressively and with enthusiasm, but as the youth knew himself to be already acquainted with and beloved by the prettiest girl in the town he was not so much impressed as he might have been. However, being a good-natured fellow, he was easily persuaded.

All the way up-stairs, and while they were entering the boudoir, little Miss Prittys tongue never ceased to vibrate, but when she observed her nephew gazing in surprise at her friend, whose usually calm and self-possessed face was covered with confusion, she stopped suddenly.

Good-evening, Miss Hazlit, said Edgar, recovering himself, and holding out his hand as he advanced towards her; I did not anticipate the pleasure of meeting you here.

Then you are acquainted already! exclaimed Miss Pritty, looking as much amazed as if the accident of two young people being acquainted without her knowledge were something tantamount to a miracle.

Yes, I have met Mr Berrington at my fathers several times, said Aileen, resuming her seat, and bestowing a minute examination on the corner of her handkerchief.

If Aileen had added that she had met Mr Berrington every evening for a week past at her fathers, had there renewed the acquaintance begun in London a year before, and had been wooed and won by him before his stern repulse by her father, she would have said nothing beyond the bare truth; but she thought, no doubt, that it was not necessary to add all that.

Well, well, what strange things do happen! said Miss Pritty, resuming her duties at the tea-table. Sugar, Eddy? And cream?  Only to think that Aileen and I have known each other so well, and she did not know that you were my nephew; but after all it could not well be otherwise, for now I think of it, I never mentioned your name to her. Out of sight, out of mind, Eddy, you know, and indeed you dont deserve to be remembered. If we all had our deserts, some people that I know of would be in a very different position from what they are, and some people wouldnt be at all.

Why, aunt, said Edgar, laughing. Would you

Some more cake, Eddy?

No, thank you. I was going to say

Have you enough cream? Allow me to

Quite enough, thanks. I was about to remark

Some sugar, Aileen?  I beg your pardon  yes  you were about to say

Oh! Nothing, replied Edgar, half exasperated by these frequent interruptions, but laughing in spite of himself, only Im surprised that sentence of annihilation should be passed on some people by one so amiable as you are.

Oh! I didnt exactly mean annihilation, returned Miss Pritty, with a pitiful smile; I only mean that I wouldnt have had them come into existence, they seem to be so utterly useless in the world, and so interfering, too, with those who want to be useful.

Surely that quality, or capacity of interference, proves them to be not utterly useless, said Edgar, for does it not give occasion for the exercise of patience and forbearance?

Ah! replied Miss Pritty, with an arch smile, shaking her finger at her nephew, you are a fallacious reasoner. Do you know what that means? I cant help laughing still at the trouble I used to have in trying to find out the meaning of that word fallacious, when I was at Miss Dullandoors seminary for young ladies  hi! Hi! Some of us were excessively young ladies, and we were taught everything by rote, explanations of meanings of anything being quite ignored by Miss Dullandoor. Do you remember her sister? Oh! Im so stupid to forget that its exactly thirty years to-day since she died, and you cant be quite that age yet; besides, even if you were, it would require that you should have seen, and recognised, and remembered her on her deathbed about the time of your own birth. Oh! She was so funny, both in face and figure. One of the older girls made a portrait of her for me which I have yet. Ill go fetch it; the expression is irresistible  it is killing. Excuse me a minute.

Miss Pritty rose and tripped  she never walked  from the room. During much of the previous conversation our hero had been sorely perplexed in his mind as to his duty in present circumstances. Having been forbidden to hold any intercourse with Aileen, he questioned the propriety of his remaining to spend the evening with her, and had made up his mind to rise and tear himself away when this unlooked-for opportunity for a tête-à-tête occurred. Being a man of quick wit and strong will, he did not neglect it. Turning suddenly to the fair girl, he said, in a voice low and measured  

Aileen, your father commanded me to have no further intercourse with you, and he made me aware that he had laid a similar injunction on yourself. I know full well your true-hearted loyalty to him, and do not intend to induce you to disobey. I ask you to make no reply to what I say that is not consistent with your promise to your father. For myself, common courtesy tells me that I may not leave your presence for a distant land without saying at least good-bye. Nay, more, I feel that I break no command in making to you a simple deliberate statement.

Edgar paused for a moment, for, in spite of the powerful restraint put on himself, and the intended sedateness of his words, his feelings were almost too strong for him.

Aileen, he resumed, I may never see you again. Your father intends that I shall not. Your looks seem to say that you fear as much. Now, my heart tells me that I shall; but, whatever betide, or wherever I go, let me assure you that I will continue to love you with unalterable fidelity. More than this I shall not say, less I could not. You said that these New Testaments  pointing to a pile of four or five which lay on the table are meant to be given to poor men. I am a poor man: will you give me one?

Willingly, said Aileen, taking one from the pile.

She handed it to her lover without a single word, but with a tender anxious look that went straight to his heart, and took up its lodging there  to abide for ever!

The youth grasped the book and the hand at once, and, stooping, pressed the latter fervently to his lips.

At that moment Miss Pritty was heard tripping along the passage.

Edgar sprang to intercept her, and closed the door of the boudoir behind him.

Why, Edgar, you seem in haste!

I am, dear aunt; circumstances require that I should be. Come down-stairs with me. I have stayed too long already. I am going abroad, and may not spend more time with you this evening.

Going abroad! exclaimed Miss Pritty, in breathless surprise, where?

I dont know. To China, Japan, New Zealand, the North Pole  anywhere. In fact, Ive not quite fixed. Good-bye, dear aunt. Sorry to have seen so little of you. Good-bye.

He stooped, printed a gentle kiss between Miss Prittys wondering eyes, and vanished.

A most remarkable boy, said the disconcerted lady, resuming her seat at the tea-table so impulsive and volatile. But hes a dear good boy nevertheless  was so kind to his mother while she was alive, and ran away from school when quite young  and no wonder, for it was a dreadful school, where they used to torture the boys,  absolutely tortured them. The head-master and ushers were tried for it afterwards, Im told. At all events; Eddy ran away from it after pulling the masters nose and kicking the head usher  so it is said, though I cannot believe it, he is usually so gentle and courteous.  Do have a little more tea. No? A piece of bun? No? Why, you seem quite flushed, my love. Not unwell, I trust? No? Well, then, let us proceed to business.




Chapter Four.

Divers Matters.

Charles Hazlit, Esquire, was a merchant and a shipowner, a landed proprietor, a manager of banks, a member of numerous boards and committees, a guardian of the poor, a volunteer colonel, and a good-humoured man on the whole, but purse-proud and pompous. He was also the father of Aileen.

Behold him seated in an elegant drawing-room, in a splendid mansion at the west end (strange that all aristocratic ends would appear to be west ends!) of the seaport town which owned him. His blooming daughter sat beside him at a table, on which lay a small, peculiar, box. He doated on his daughter, and with good reason. Their attention was so exclusively taken up with the peculiar box that they had failed to observe the entrance, unannounced, of a man of rough exterior, who stood at the door, hat in hand, bowing and coughing attractively, but without success.

My darling, said Mr Hazlit, stooping to kiss his child  his only child  who raised her pretty little three-cornered mouth to receive it, this being your twenty-first birthday, I have at last brought myself to look once again on your sainted mothers jewel-case, in order that I may present it to you. I have not opened it since the day she died. It is now yours, my child.

Aileen opened her eyes in mute amazement. It would seem as though there had been some secret sympathy between her and the man at the door, for he did precisely the same thing. He also crushed his hat somewhat convulsively with both hands, but without doing it any damage, as it was a very hard sailor-like hat. He also did something to his lips with his tongue, which looked a little like licking them.

Oh papa! exclaimed Aileen, seizing his hand, how kind; how

Nay, love, no thanks are due to me. It is your mothers gift. On her deathbed she made me promise to give it you when you came of age, and to train you, up to that age, as far as possible, with a disregard for dress and show. I think your dear mother was wrong, continued Mr Hazlit, with a mournful smile, but, whether right or wrong, you can bear me witness that I have sought to fulfil the second part of her dying request, and I now accomplish the first.

He proceeded to unlock, the fastenings of the little box, which was made of some dark metal resembling iron, and was deeply as well as richly embossed on the lid and sides with quaint figures and devices.

Mr Hazlit had acquired a grand, free-handed way of manipulating treasure. Instead of lifting the magnificent jewels carefully from the casket, he tumbled them out like a gorgeous cataract of light and colour, by the simple process of turning the box upside down.

Oh papa, take care! exclaimed Aileen, spreading her little hands in front of the cataract to stem its progress to the floor, while her two eyes opened in surprise, and shone with a lustre that might have made the insensate gems envious. How exquisite! How inexpressibly beautiful!  oh my dear, darling mother  !

She stopped abruptly, and tears fluttered from her eyes. In a few seconds she continued, pushing the gems away, almost passionately  

But I cannot wear them, papa. They are worthless to me.

She was right. She had no need of such gems. Was not her hair golden and her skin alabaster? Were not her lips coral and her teeth pearls? And were not diamonds of the purest water dropping at that moment from her down-cast eyes?

True, my child, and the sentiment does your heart credit; they are worthless, utterly worthless  mere paste  at this point the face of the man at the door visibly changed for the worse mere paste, as regards their power to bring back to us the dear one who wore them. Nevertheless, in a commercial point of view  here the ears of the man at the door cocked they are worth some eight or nine thousand pounds sterling, so they may as well be taken care of.

The tongue and lips of the man at the door again became active. He attempted  unsuccessfully, as before  to crush his hat, and inadvertently coughed.

Mr Hazlits usually pale countenance flushed, and he started up.

Hallo! My man, how came you here?

The man looked at the door and hesitated in his attempt to reply to so useless a question.

How comes it that you enter my house and drawing-room without being announced? asked Mr Hazlit, drawing himself up.

Cause I wanted to see you, an I found the door open, an there warnt nobody down stair to announce me, answered the man in a rather surly tone.

Oh, indeed?  ah, said Mr Hazlit, drawing out a large silk handkerchief with a flourish, blowing his nose therewith, and casting it carelessly on the table so as to cover the jewel-box. Well, as you are now ere, pray what have you got to say to me?

Your ship the Seagull has bin wrecked, sir, on Toosday night on the coast of Wales.

I received that unpleasant piece of news on Wednesday morning. What has that to do with your visit?

Only that I thought you might want divers for to go to the wreck, an Im a diver  thats all.

The man at the door said this in a very surly tone, for the slight tendency to politeness which had begun to manifest itself while the prospect of a job was hopeful, vanished before the haughty manner of the merchant.

Well, it is just possible that I may require the assistance of divers, said Mr Hazlit, ringing the bell; when I do, I can send for you.  John, show this person out.

The hall-footman, who had been listening attentively at the key-hole, and allowed a second or two to elapse before opening the door, bowed with a guilty flush on his face and held the door wide open.

David Maxwell  for it was he  passed out with an angry scowl, and as he strode with noisy tread across the hall, said something uncommonly pithy to the footman about upstarts and puppies, and people who thought they was made o different dirt from others, accompanied with many other words and expressions which we may not repeat.

To all of this John replied with bland smiles and polite bows, hoping that the effects of the interview might not render him feverish, and reminding him that if it did he was in a better position than most men for cooling himself at the bottom of the sea.

Farewell, said John earnestly; and if you should take a fancy to honour us any day with your company to dinner, do send a line to say youre coming.

John did not indulge in this pleasantry until the exasperated diver was just outside of the house, and it was well that he was so prudent, for Maxwell turned round like a tiger and struck with tremendous force at his face. His hard knuckles met the panel of the door, in which they left an indelible print, and at the same time sent a sound like a distant cannon shot into the library.

Im afraid I have been a little too sharp with him, said Mr Hazlit, assisting his daughter to replace the jewels.

Aileen agreed with him, but as nothing could induce her to condemn her father with her lips she made no reply.

But, continued the old gentleman, the rascal had no right to enter my house without ringing. He might have been a thief, you know. He looked rough and coarse enough to be one.

Oh papa, said Aileen entreatingly, dont be too hasty in judging those who are sometimes called rough and coarse. I do assure you Ive met many men in my district who are big and rough and coarse to look at, but who have the feelings and hearts of tender women.

I know it, simple one; you must not suppose that I judged him by his exterior; I judged him by his rude manner and conduct, and I do not extend my opinion of him to the whole class to which he belongs.

It is strange  and illustrative of the occasional perversity of human reasoning  that Mr Hazlit did not perceive that he himself had given the diver cause to judge him, Mr Hazlit, very harshly, and the worst of it was that Maxwell did, in his wrath, extend his opinion of the merchant to the entire class to which he belonged, expressing a deep undertoned hope that the whole bilin of em might end their days in a place where he spent many of his own, namely, at the bottom of the sea. It is to be presumed that he wished them to be there without the benefit of diving-dresses!

It is curious, however, continued Mr Hazlit, that I had been thinking this very morning about making inquiries after a diver, one whom I have frequently heard spoken of as an exceedingly able and respectable man  Balding or Bolding or some such name, I think.

Oh! Baldwin, Joe Baldwin, as his intimate friends call him, said Aileen eagerly. I know him well; he is in my district.

What! exclaimed Mr Hazlit, not one of your paupers?

Aileen burst into a merry laugh. No, papa, no; not a pauper certainly. Hes a well-off diver, and a Wesleyan  a local preacher, I believe  but he lives in my district, and is one of the most zealous labourers in it. Oh! If you saw him, papa, with his large burly frame and his rough bronzed kindly face, and broad shoulders, and deep bass voice and hearty laugh.

The word suggested the act, for Aileen went off again at the bare idea of Joe Baldwin being a pauper  one at whose feet, she said, she delighted to sit and learn.

Well, Im glad to have such a good account of him from one so well able to judge, rejoined her father, and as I mean to go visit him without delay Ill be obliged if youll give me his address.

Having received it, the merchant sallied forth into those regions of the town where, albeit she was not a guardian of the poor, his daughters light figure was a much more familiar object than his own.

Does a diver named Baldwin live here? asked Mr Hazlit of a figure which he found standing in a doorway near the end of a narrow passage.

The figure was hazy and indistinct by reason of the heavy wreaths of tobacco-smoke wherewith it was enveloped.

Yis, sur, replied the figure; he lives in the door it the other ind o the passage. Its not over-light here, sur; mind yer feet as ye go, an pay attintion to your head, for what betune holes in the floor an beams in the ceilin, tall gintlemen like you, sur, come to grief sometimes.

Thanking the figure for its civility, Mr Hazlit knocked at the door indicated, but there was no response.

Sure its out they are! cried the figure from the other end of the passage. Joe Baldwins layin a charge under the wreck off the jetty to-day  no doubt thats whats kep im, and its washin-day with Mrs Joe, I belave; but Im his pardner, sur, an if yell step this way, Mrs Machowlll be only too glad to see ye, sur, an I can take yer orders.

Not a little amused by this free-and-easy invitation, Mr Hazlit entered a small apartment, which surprised him by its clean and tidy appearance. A pretty little Irishwoman, with a pert little turned-up nose, auburn hair so luxuriant that it could not be kept in order, and a set of teeth that glistened in their purity, invited him to sit down, and wiped a chair with her apron for his accommodation.

Youve got a nice little place here, remarked the visitor, looking round him.

Troth, sur, ye wouldnt have said that if youd seen it whin we first came to it. Of all the dirty places I iver saw! I belave an Irish pig would have scunnered at it, an held his nose till he got out. Its very well for England, but we was used to cleaner places in the owld country. Howsiver weve got it made respictable now, and were not hard to plaze.

This was a crushing reply. It upset Mr Hazlits preconceived ideas regarding the two countries so completely that he was perplexed. Not being a man of rapid thought he changed the subject:  

You are a diver, you say?

I am, sur.

And Mr Baldwins partner  if I understand you correctly?

Well, we work together  whin were not workin apart  pritty regular. He took in hand to train me some months gone by, an as our two missusses has took a fancy to aich other, were likely to hold on for some time  barrin accidents, av coorse.

Well, then, said Mr Hazlit, I came to see Mr Baldwin about a vessel of mine, which was wrecked a few days ago on the coast of Wales

Och! The Seagull it is, exclaimed Rooney.

The same; and as it is a matter of importance that I should have the wreck visited without delay, I shall be obliged by your sending your partner to my house this evening.

Rooney promised to send Baldwin up, and took his wife Molly to witness, with much solemnity, that he would not lose a single minute. Thereafter the conversation became general, and at last the merchant left the place much shaken in his previous opinion of Irish character, and deeply impressed with the sagacity of Rooney Machowl.

The result of this visit was that Baldwin was engaged to dive for the cargo of the Seagull, and found himself, a few days later, busy at work on the Welsh coast with a staff of men under him, among whom were our friends Rooney Machowl and surly David Maxwell. The latter had at first declined to have anything to do with the job, but, on consideration of the wages, he changed his mind.




Chapter Five.

Treats of Plots and Plans, Engineering and otherwise.

The spot where the wreck of the Seagull lay was a peaceful sequestered cove or bay on the coast of Anglesea. The general aspect of the neighbouring land was bleak. There were no trees, and few bushes. Indeed, the spire of a solitary little church on an adjoining hill was the most prominent object in the scene. The parsonage belonging to it was concealed by a rise in the ground, and the very small hamlet connected with it was hid like a rabbit in the clefts of some rugged cliffs. The little church was one of those temples which are meant to meet the wants of a rural district, and which cause a feeling of surprise in the minds of town visitors as to where the congregation can come from that fills them.

But, bleak though the country was, the immediate shore was interesting and romantic in its form. In one place perpendicular cliffs, cut up by ragged gorges, descended sheer down into deep water, and meeting the constant roll of the Irish Channel, even in calm weather, fringed themselves with lace-work of foam, as if in cool defiance of the ocean. In another place a mass of boulders and shattered rocks stretched out into the sea as if still resistant though for the time subdued. Elsewhere a half-moon of yellow sand received the ripples with a kiss, suggestive of utter conquest and the end of strife.

As we have said, the spot was peaceful, for, at the time to which we refer, ocean and air were still, but ah! Those who have not dwelt near the great deep and beheld its fury when roused can form but a faint conception of the scene that occurred there on the night in which the Seagull went down!

Mr Hazlit thought of the place as something like the region of a bad debt,  where a portion of his wealth had been wrecked. Some knew it as the hated spot where they had suffered the loss of all their fortune; but others there were, who, untouched by the thought of material gain or loss, knew it as the scene of the wreck of all their earthly hopes  for the Seagull had been a passenger-ship, and in that quiet bay God in His providence had dealt some of the most awful blows that human beings are capable of bearing.

Close to a bald cliff on the northern shore the foretopmast of the wreck rose a few feet above the calm water. In a cove of the cliff the remains of a mast or yard lay parallel with a deep and thick mass of wreckage, which had surged out and into that cove on the fatal night with such violence that it now lay in small pieces, like giant matchwood. On a patch of gravel not far from that cliff a husband and father had wandered for many days, after being saved  he knew not how  gazing wistfully, hopelessly at the sea which had swallowed up wife and children and fortune. He had been a successful gold-digger! On that patch of gravel scenes of terrible suspense had been enacted. Expectant ones had come to inquire whether those whom they sought had really embarked in that vessel, while grave and sympathetic but worn-out or weary men of the Coast-guard, stood ready to give information or to defend the wreck.

In the church on the hill there were dreadful marks on the floor, where the recovered bodies had lain for a time, while frantic relations came and went day by day to search for and claim their dead. Ah, reader, we are not mocking you with fiction. What we refer to is fact. We saw it with our eyes. Peaceful though that spot looked  and often looks  it was once the scene of the wildest of storms, the most terrible of mercantile disasters, and the deepest of human woe.

But we are mingling thoughts with memories. The wreck which has crept into our mind is that of the Royal Charter. The Seagull, although a passenger-ship, and wrecked near the same region, does not resemble that!

At the time of which we write, Joe Baldwin and his men had already saved a considerable portion of the cargo, but during his submarine explorations and meditations Joe had conceived the idea that there was some possibility of saving the vessel itself, for, having recoiled from its first shock and sunk in deep water, the hull was comparatively uninjured.

But Joe, although a good diver, was not a practical engineer. He knew himself to be not a very good judge of such matters, and was too modest to suggest anything to competent submarine engineers. He could not, however, help casting the thing about in his mind for some time. At last, one evening while reading a newspaper that had been got from a passing boat, he observed the return of the ship in which his young friend Edgar Berrington had gone to India. At once he wrote the following letter:  

My dear Mister Edgar,  Im in a fix here. Its my opinion theres a chance of savin a wreck if only good brains was set to work to do it. It would pay if we was to succeed. If you happen to be on the loose just now, as is likely, run over an see what you think of it.  Yours to command,

J.B.

Our hero received the letter, at once acted on it, and in a few days was on the spot.

What a change there is in you, my dear sir! said Joe, looking with admiration at the browned, stalwart youth before him; why, youve grown moustaches!

I couldnt help it, Joe, replied Edgar; they would come, and I had no time to shave on board.  But now, tell me about this wreck.

When Edgar heard that the vessel belonged to Mr Hazlit his first impulse was to have nothing to do with it. He felt that any interference in regard to it would seem like a desire to thrust himself before the merchants notice  and that, too, in a needy manner, as if he sought employment at his hands; but on consideration he came to the conclusion that he might act as a wire-puller, give Baldwin the benefit of his knowledge, and allow him to reap the credit and the emoluments. But for a long time the honest diver would not listen to such a suggestion, and was only constrained to give in at last when Edgar threatened to leave him altogether.

By the way, have you seen Miss Aileen since you came home? asked Baldwin, while the two friends were seated in the cabin of the divers vessel poring, pencil in hand, over several sheets of paper on which were sundry mysterious designs.

No; I was on the point of paying a visit to my good aunt Miss Pritty, with ulterior ends in view, when your letter reached me and brought me here. To say truth, your note arrived very opportunely, for I was engaged at the time in rather a hard struggle between inclination and duty  not feeling quite sure whether it was right or wise to throw myself in her way just now, for, as you may easily believe, I have not, during my comparatively short absence, made a fortune that is at all likely to satisfy the requirements of her father.

I suppose not, returned the diver. No doubt, at gold-diggins an diamond-fields an such-like one does hear of a man makin a find that enables him to set up his carriage an four, and ride, mayhap at a tremendous pace, straight on to ruin by means of it, but as a rule people dont pick up sovereigns like stones either at home or abroad. Its the experience of most men, that steady perseverance leads by the shortest road to competence, if not to wealth.  But thats beside the question. I think you did right, Mister Eddy  excuse an old servant, sir, if its taking too much liberty to use the old familiar name,  you did right in coming here instead of going there.

So thought I, Baldy  you see that I too can take liberties,  else I should not have come. Your letter solved the difficulty, for, when I was at the very height of the struggle before mentioned  at equipoise so to speak,  and knew not whether to go to the right or to the left, that decided me. I regarded it as a leading of Providence.

Baldwin turned a rather sudden look of surprise on his young companion.

A leading of Providence, Mr Eddy! I never heard you use such an expression before.

True, but I have learned to use it since I went to sea, replied our hero quietly.

Thats strange, rejoined the diver in a low voice, as if he feared to scare the young man from a subject that was very near his own heart, very strange, for goin to sea has not often the effect of makin careless young fellows serious  though it sometimes has, no doubt. How was it, if I

Yes, Baldy, interrupted Edgar, with a pleasant smile, laying his hand on the divers huge shoulder, I dont mind making a confidant of you in this as in other matters. Ill tell you,  the story is short enough. When I parted from Aileen, she made me a present of a New Testament from a pile that she happened to have by her to give to the poor people. To be more particular, I asked for one, and she consented to let me have it. You see I wanted a keepsake! Well, when at sea, I read the Testament regularly, night and morning, for Aileens sake, but God in His great love led me at last to read it for the sake of Him whose blessed life and death it records.

Then youve fairly hauled down the enemys colours and hoisted those of the Lord? asked Baldwin.

I have been led to do so, replied the youth modestly but firmly.

Bless the Lord! said the diver in a low tone as he grasped Edgars hand, while he bowed his head for a moment.

Presently he looked up, and seemed about to resume the subject of conversation when Edgar interrupted him  

Have you seen or heard anything of Aileen since I left?

Nothing, except that shes been somewhat out of sorts, and her father has sent her up to London for a change.

Has he gone to London with her?

No, I believe not; hes taken up a good deal wi the cargo o this ship, and comes down to see us now and then, but for the most part he remains at home attendin to business.

Have you spoken to him about raising the hull of the ship?

Not yet. He evidently thinks the thing impossible  besides, I wanted to hear your opinion on the matter before sayin anything about it.

Well, come, let us go into it at once, said the youth, turning to the sheets of paper before him and taking up a pencil. You see, Baldwin, this trip of mine as second engineer has been of good service to me in many ways, for, besides becoming practically acquainted with everything connected with marine engines, I have acquired considerable knowledge of things relating to ships in general, and am all the more able to afford you some help in this matter of raising the ship. Ive been studying a book written by a member of the firm whose dresses you patronise, (Note. The Conquest of the Sea, by Henry Siebe.) which gives a thorough account in detail of everything connected with diving, and in it there is reference to the various modes that have hitherto been successful in the raising of sunken vessels.

Ive heard of it, but not seen it, said Baldwin. Of course I know somewhat about raisin ships, havin once or twice lent a hand, but Ive no head for engineerin. What are the various modes you speak of? Thats not one of em, is it?

He pointed, with a grave smile as he spoke, to the outline of a female head which Edgar had been absently tracing on the paper.

Well, no, replied the youth, scribbling out the head, thats not one of Siebe and Gormans appliances, and yet I venture to prophesy that that head will have a good deal to do with the raising of the Seagull! However, dont lets waste more time. Here you are. The first method,  that of putting empty casks in the hold so as to give the hull a floating tendency, and then mooring lighters over it and pushing chains under it,  we may dismiss at once, as being suitable only for small vessels; but the second method is worth considering, namely, that of fixing air-bags of india-rubber in the hold, attaching them to the sides, and then inflating them all at the same time by means of a powerful air-pump. We could get your divers to pass chains under her, and, when she began to rise could haul on these chains by means of lighters moored above, and so move the wreck inshore till she grounded. What say you to that?

Baldwin shook his head. Shes too big, I fear, for such treatment.

Good-sized vessels have been raised by these air-bags of late, said Edgar. Let me see: there were the brig Ridesdale, of 170 tons burthen, sunk off Calshot Castle, and Her Majestys gun-brig Partridge, 180 tons, and the brig Dauntless, 179 tons, and last, but not least, the Prince Consort, at Aberdeen, an iron paddle-steamer of 607 tons, and the dead weight lifted was 560 tons, including engines and boilers.

Still Baldwin shook his head, remarking that the Seagull was full 900 tons.

Well, then, resumed the young engineer, here is still another method. We might send down your men to make all the openings,  ports, windows, etcetera  water-tight, fix a shield over the hole she knocked in her bottom on the cliffs, and then, by means of several water-pumps reaching from above the surface to the hold, clear her of water. When sufficiently floated by such means a steam-tug could haul her into port. The iron steamship London was, not long ago, raised and saved at Dundee in that way. She rose four feet after the pumps had been worked only two hours, and while she was being towed into dock the pumps were still kept going. It was a great success  and so may it be in this case. Then, you know, we might construct a pontoon by making a raft to float on a multitude of empty barrels, pass chains under the Seagull and fix them to this pontoon at low water, so that when the tide rose she would rise perforce along with the pontoon and tide, and could be moved inshore till she grounded; then, waiting for low tide, we could taughten the chains again, and repeat the process till we got her ashore. Or, better still, we could hire Siebe and Gormans patent pontoon, which, if I mistake not, is much the same thing that I now suggest carried out to perfection.

Im not sure that the pontoon you speak of has been launched yet. Im afraid its only in model, said Baldwin.

Mores the pity, rejoined Edgar, but I can go to London and ascertain. In any case, I shall have to go to London to make inquiries, and secure the necessary apparatus.

Are you sure, said Baldwin, with a look of great solemnity, that your going to London has nothing whatever to do with apparatus of that sort?

He placed a blunt forefinger, as he spoke on the obliterated sketch of the female head.

Oh you suspicious old fellow! replied Edgar; come, you are presuming now.  We will change the subject, and go on deck.

Human naturs the same everywhere, observed Baldwin, with a quiet laugh as he rose. Same with me exactly when I was after Susan. For one glance of her black eye Id have gone straight off to China or Timbuctoo at half-an-hours notice. Well, well!  Now, Mister Eddy, dont you think it would be as well for you to go down and have a look at the wreck? Youll then be better able to judge as to whats best to be done, an Ive got a noo dress by the firm of Denayrouze, with a speakin-apparatus, whichll fit you. I got it for myself, and were much about a size  barrin the waist, in which I have the advantage of you as to girth. Their noo pump and lamp, too, will interest you. See, here is the pump.

As he spoke, the diver pointed to a pump which commended itself at first sight by its extreme simplicity. Whether or not it was better than the more complex, but well-tried, pumps of other makers, our hero was well aware could only be proved by time and experience. Meanwhile he was favourably impressed with it.

The peculiarities of the pump referred to were, first, and most obvious, that it had no outer wooden case or box, and the parts were exceedingly few and simple. It was on the lever principle, the cylinders, instead of the pistons, being movable. The pistons were fixed to a bed-plate and pointed upwards, so that the pump was, as it were, turned upside down, a position which, among other advantages, allowed of the plungers being covered with water, through which the air was forced and partially cooled. Another and important peculiarity was an air-reservoir which received air from the pump direct, and then passed it on to the diver, so that even if the pumps should stop working there would still be a supply of air flowing down to the diver for several minutes. The lamp referred to was also a novelty, inasmuch as it was supplied with air by a separate tube from the reservoir in the same way as if it were a separate human diver. The Henkie and Davis lamp burns, on the other hand, entirely without air, by means of certain acids. That of Siebe and Gorman is an electric-lamp. Both are said to be effective and economical.

Putting on the new dress, our hero was soon ready to descend, with the lamp burning in his hand.

There are three men down just now, said Baldwin as he was about to screw on the mouth-piece, two of em bein your old friends Maxwell and Rooney Machowl. Theyve been down about three hours, and wont be up for an hour yet. See that you dont foul them in your wanderings below. The other man, Jem Hogg  an hes well named  is the laziest chap I ever had to do with. I do believe he sometimes goes to sleep under water!

Is that possible? asked Edgar.

Possible? Ay, Ive caught em takin a snooze before now. Why, Ive known a man smoke under water. There was one of our fellows once got a comrade to let him keep his pipe in his mouth while he screwed on the front-glass; you see he couldnt have put it in his mouth after that was fixed; but he was well paid. For a time he smoked away well enough, and the draught of air carried off the smoke through the escape-valve, but an extra strong puff sent a spark out o the bowl, which went straight into his eye. He spat out the pipe, and nearly drove in the glasses in his useless efforts to get at his eye, and then he tugged at the lines like fury, and, when we got him on deck he danced about like wildfire, as if hed been shod with indyrubber instead of bein weighted with lead. We thought he had gone mad, and held him fast till we got his helmet off. It cost him a month in hospital before that eye was cured.

That being the case, I wont smoke while below, said Edgar, laughing; screw away.

The glass was fastened, and our hero quickly disappeared under the sea.




Chapter Six.

A sunken Wreck inspected, sundry wonderful Doings under Water Recorded, and various Plans successfully carried out.

The vessel which Edgar Berrington had left his native element to inspect was a large barque. It had gone to the bottom only a few months after having been launched. The cargo, being intended for the Cape of Good Hope colony, was of a miscellaneous character, and some of it was of course ruined by water, but much remained almost uninjured, or only a little damaged.

It was for the purpose of raising the latter portion of the cargo that Baldwin and his men had been engaged by Mr Hazlit. Hitherto the divers had been extremely successful. With the usual appliances of slings, chains, shears and windlasses, etcetera, they had already recovered a large quantity of goods, and were still busy in the hold when Edgar went down.

As we have said, the wreck lay in comparatively deep water  about ten fathoms. The ladder which descended from the side of the divers vessel was not two fathoms in length, so that after reaching the lowest round, Edgar had to continue his descent by slipping down the rope which hung from the ladder and was weighted at the bottom with a stone.

On reaching the ground he knelt, set down the lamp, and attached his guide-line to the stone. While thus engaged he looked with much interest at his little lamp, which burned as brightly and steadily down in the depths of ocean as if on land, while, from its chimney the air which gave it life rose upwards in a constant stream of bubbles. The water being dense and very dark its light did not penetrate far, but close to the bulls-eye it was sufficiently strong to enable our hero to see what he was about. Having fixed the line, he was about to move in the direction of the wreck when he received one pull on his life-line. Replying to it with one pull all right  he was again about to move, when a strange unearthly sound filled his ears, and he smiled to think that in his interest about the lamp and fastening his guide-line he had totally forgotten the speaking apparatus connected with his helmet.

How dee git on down there? inquired the voice, which sounded strangely mysterious, not to say unpleasant, in his confined metal head-piece.

Splendidly, he replied, not applying his mouth to any orifice in his helmet  for there was no opening into the speaking-tube  but simply giving utterance to the word in his usual manner. Ive just fixed my line and am going to move on.

Go ahead, and luck go with ee, was the prompt reply from Joe Baldwin.

We have said that there was no opening into the helmet in connection with the speaking apparatus, such not being necessary. It was quite sufficient that the speaking-tube was fastened to the outside of the helmet, just over a sort of cavity formed inside by means of what we may style an interior patch of metal. The sound passed through the head-piece and up the tube  or vice versa  and thus even though the tube should get broken and filled with water, no evil result could follow to the diver.

Suddenly Berrington was again arrested.

Hallo! shouted Baldwin.

Hallo! Well? was sent up in reply, and the voice that came from below came out at the mouth-piece above, so soft and faint and far-far-away-like that it seemed to Joe to belong to another world, and had to be listened to attentively to be understood.

Dyou think you could read by the light of your lamp?

Yes, Im sure I could.

Look out then; Im sending you down a copy o the Times.

The youth looked up, and now perceived the advantage of the fourth hole or window, just over the forehead, which is peculiar to the Denayrouze helmet, most others having only three openings. He could look up by merely raising his eyes, whereas with the other helmets it is necessary to bend well back in order to get the front-glass to face upwards. Afterwards he found that there were some who objected to this glass on the ground that as divers when below, and in total or partial darkness, are constantly butting their heads against beams and other portions of wrecks, the upper glass would be in frequent danger of being broken, but to this it was replied that it might be well guarded by powerful cross-bars. The point we believe is still an open question. At all events the upper glass was found useful on the occasion to which we refer, for, looking up through it, our amateur diver saw a stone coming down to him. It was lowered by a piece of twine, and tied to it was an old Times newspaper. Detaching and unfolding it Berrington set his lamp on the sand, and, seating himself beside it, found that he could read with perfect ease!

Intimating the fact to his friend above, he returned the paper and began his explorations.

He had been lowered close beside the stern of the wreck, that he might be as far as possible from the divers who were at work in the hold, and had taken only half a dozen steps in the direction of it when its vast bulk appeared above him, looming through the dark water like a darker cloud. For some time he went carefully round it, minutely examining the rudder and stern-post and the parts connected therewith, all of which he found to be uninjured. Then, passing along the starboard side, he proceeded in his inspection until he reached a point which he judged to be nearly amidships. Glancing upwards, he thought he could see the life-lines and air-pipes of the other divers. To make sure he signalled for more air. This he did by means of the air-pipe  two pulls  instead of using the speaking-tube, because the air-pipe and life-line are never for a single instant let go or neglected by the attendants above, whereas the speaking-tube, on that occasion, was merely tried for the first time by these divers as an experiment. Immediately the puffing at the airhole showed that the men at the pumps were on the alert. Edgar now closed his front-valve so that no air at all was suffered to escape through it; the dress began to inflate, and in a few seconds was swelled out pretty tightly.

Up to that period he had felt no further inconvenience than a slight pressure on the drums of his ears, which was relieved by the usual method of swallowing the saliva, which action has the effect of opening a small, and not easily opened, internal orifice or passage to the drum, and thus, by admitting the condensed air to the interior of the ear, enables it to resist the pressure on the outside. Each inspiration of air has the same effect on the lungs, and the pressure, inside and outside, being at once equalised, is in their case unfelt, although it remains and tests the strength of the animal tissues. Hence it is a recognised rule that a man who has at any time spat blood is unsuited to a divers work, as his weak blood-vessels are apt to burst. But now, under the increased pressure, our hero felt his ears affected considerably, and other disagreeable sensations came on  such as singing in the head, etcetera; nevertheless, confident in his strength, he persevered.

Presently the amount of air in his dress more than counterbalanced the weight of lead about him  great though it was  and he began to rise like a cork  slowly. In a few seconds his head was close to the lines and air-pipes which he observed passing over the bulwarks of the wreck and down into the hold. Afraid lest he should get entangled in them he caught hold of the end of a piece of iron which projected near him and checked his upward rise. At the same time he opened his valves; the air rushed out, and he immediately descended. On reaching the bottom he regulated the valves so as to give himself just enough of air to permit of his keeping the ground, and moving about as before.

He had observed, while up, that one set of lines diverged away from the wreck, but this did not strike him at the time as being noteworthy. After a few minutes he signalled his friends above, and shouted by means of the speaking-tube  

Pay out the air-pipe and life-lines and give me free play.

This being done he could pass under the lines of the other divers, and examined the wreck as far as the bow, where he found an immense hole, partially filled by a mass of the rock which had originally driven it in. This of itself was sufficient to have sunk the vessel. In order to examine the port side of the wreck he returned towards the stern and signalled for more air. As before, he rose to the bulwarks, over which he passed by a slight effort, and, opening the valves, dropt gently, like a bird, upon the deck. Walking across it slowly, and with some difficulty, owing to the broken spars and cordage with which it was encumbered, he passed over the port bulwarks and lowered himself again to the bottom. A careful examination showed him that no injury worth mentioning had been sustained on that side, and he finally came to the conclusion that the large hole in the starboard bow was the only serious damage done to the hull.

To make sure of this he returned to it, and satisfied himself as to its exact nature and extent. While thus engaged, his attention was again directed to the diverging line and air-pipe before referred to. Following these up he came to a mass of rocks, in a snug corner of which he found a diver fast asleep. At first he could scarcely believe his eyes, but when he cautiously held the lantern close to the mans front-glass all doubt was removed, for not only were the eyes of the sleeper tightly closed, but the opening and shutting of his nostrils, coupled with certain regular motions about the lips, gave unquestionable evidence that the man was snoring vigorously, although, of course, no sound passed the metal covering that hermetically sealed his head.

While Edgar gazed at the slumberer, around whose form a number of small fish were prying inquiringly, he observed that his life-line received a jerk, and came to the correct conclusion that the attendants above, alarmed at the absence of motion in the divers life-line and air-pipe, had signalled to know if all was right. Of course he expected that the sleeper would give no reply, and would, according to rule in such cases, be hauled up without delay. What then was his astonishment to see the man slowly lay hold of his lifeline with his left hand, give it a single tug to indicate that all was right, and then settle himself more comfortably to continue his submarine slumbers!

Our hero gave vent to an uncontrollable burst of laughter, which, however, resounded so horribly in his ears that he checked it suddenly and began to consider what he should do in order to punish the idler.

Remembering to have heard it said that divers might [image: img135.jpg]communicate with each other with their voices by bringing their helmets into contact, so that the sound should vibrate through both, he resolved to test this and try an effect. Hooking the lantern to his belt behind, in such a way that its light was concealed, he kneeled down beside the diver  who, he had no doubt, was the Jem Hogg mentioned to him by Baldwin  and rested his helmet on the rock, in such a way that the side of it was brought into contact with the back of Jems head-piece. No sooner did it touch than the snoring became audible. Feeling assured, therefore, of success, our hero drew in a long breath and gave vent to a Red-Indian yell that rendered himself completely deaf. Its effect on the sleeper was electric. Edgar could just hear the beginning of a responsive yell of terror when Jems springing up separated the helmets and produced silence. At first the scared man stood up and stared right before him in a state of wild amazement, while Edgar took care to stand directly behind him, out of sight. A man in a diving-dress cannot turn his head round so as to look over his shoulder. When he wishes to see behind him he must needs turn round. Seeing nothing in front to account for the alarming sound, Jem began to turn, but Edgar knew that this motion would have the effect of twisting their lines and pipes together. He therefore seized Jem suddenly round the chest, and, being a much larger and stronger man, held him like a vice in the grasp of his left arm while he pommelled him heartily with his right all over the back and ribs. At the same time he punished him considerably with his knees, and then, a sudden fancy striking him, he placed his helmet against that of Jem, and began to laugh, howl, and yell like a maniac, the laughter being rendered very real and particularly effective owing to the shrieks of terror which he then heard issuing from the horrified diver. Not content with this he seized his lantern and passed it smartly in front of his victims front-glass, in the hope that the unwonted and unaccountable glare might add to his consternation. That he had not failed in his intention was made plain by the shock which he immediately felt thrilling Jems frame from head to foot.

Strong though he was, however, our hero was not powerful enough to prevent the struggle from agitating the air-pipes and lines to such an extent that those in charge above became alarmed, and signalled down to Jem to know if all was right. Edgar observed the jerk, and felt the diver make a violent effort to disengage one hand, with the intention, no doubt, of replying; he therefore held him all the tighter, and seizing the line replied for him All right. At the same moment his own line received one jerk, to which he quickly replied in the same manner, and then resumed his belabouring, which, being delivered under water, required to be done vigorously in order to have any satisfactory effect. While thus engaged, and during a momentary pause in his howlings, he heard a faint voice come down his speaking-tube, and instantly removed his head from Jims in order to prevent the latter hearing it.

What on earth are you about down there?

Never mind; all right; attend to signals! answered Edgar sharply; then, being pretty well fatigued with his exertions, he suddenly gave four pulls at Jems line with such good-will as almost to haul the attendant at the other end into the sea. At the same instant he relaxed his grip and Jem Hogg shot upwards like a submarine rocket!

While this struggle was going on at the bottom, the attendants above were, as we have said, greatly perplexed, and it is certain that they would have hauled both divers up but for the reassuring signals of young Berrington.

I say, Bill, remarked one of the couple who held Jem Hoggs lines, Jem seems to be doin somethin uncommon queer  hes either got hold of a conger-eel by the tail, or hes amoosin himself by dancin a hornpipe.

Why, boys, answered Bill, who was one of the attendants on Edgar, I do believe Mr Berrington has got hold o somethin o the same sort. See here: his line is quiverin as if a grampus was nibblin at the end of it. Hadnt we better haul im up, sir?

He addressed Joe Baldwin, who chanced to come on deck at the moment.

Haul im up  no, why?

Why, sir, just look at the lines an pipes.

Have you signalled down? asked Joe.

Yes, sir, an hes answered all right.

Sos Jem, sir, signalled the same, said one of the latters attendants.

Baldwin looked anxiously at the lines, and went quickly to the speaking-tube, to which he applied his ear. A look of surprise mingled with the anxiety as he put his lips to the tube.

It was at this moment that he sent down the message before referred to, and received Edgars prompt reply.

All right, said Baldwin, turning gravely to his men, while a little gleam of intelligence and humour twinkled in his grey eyes. When a man signals all right, he must be all right, you know. Let em alone, but stand by and mind your signals.

He had scarcely finished speaking when the man at Jems life-line gave a shout, and held on, as if to an angry shark.

Hallo! Hi! Haul in. Lend a hand!

He said no more, and did not require to, for willing hands came to the rescue.

In a few seconds poor Jem Hogg was hauled inboard, and tumbled on the deck, where he lay rolling about for some time, and kicking as if in a fit.

Hold him fast, Bill! Off with his mouth-piece, cried Baldwin, kneeling on the writhing diver; why, whats wrong, Jem?

Wrong? gasped Jem, as soon as his glass was off; wrong? Hey!  haul me up! Hi!

These exclamations terminated in a fearful yell, and it was plain that Jem was about to relapse into hysterics or a fit, when Baldwin, lifting him in his arms, planted him sitting-wise, and with some violence, on a seat.

Come, none o that he said sternly. Off with his helmet, Bill. If you dont quiet yourself, Ill chuck you overboard  dee hear?

Somewhat reassured by this remark, and having his helmet and weights removed, Jem Hogg looked about him with bloodshot eyes and a countenance that was almost sea-green with terror.

Theres nothin bust about your dress, said Baldwin, examining it, nor broken about the helmet. What on earths wrong with you?

Wrong? shouted Jem again, while a horrible grin distorted his unhandsome visage; wrong? Hey! Oh! Ive seen  seen the  ho!

Another relapse seemed imminent, but Baldwin held up a warning finger, which restored him, and then the poor man went on by slow degrees, and with many gasping interruptions, to tell how, when busily engaged at work in the hold of the wreck, he had been suddenly seized by a Zanthripologus, or some such hideous creature, with only one eye, like a glaring carbuncle in its stomach, and dragged right out o the hold, overboard, taken to the bottom, and there bashed and battered among the rocks, until all his bones were smashed; squeezed by the monsters tentacles  sixteen feet long at the very least  until all his ribs were broke, and his heart nigh forced out of his mouth, and finally pitched right up to the surface with one tremendous swing of its mighty tail!

All this and a great deal more was related by the unfortunate diver, while having his dress removed, his volubility increasing as his fears were allayed, but he was not fairly restored to his wonted state of mind until he had swallowed a stiff glass of grog, and been put into his hammock, where, in his sleep, he was heard to protest with great fervour that he wouldnt go under water again for any sum short of ten hundred thousand million pounds!

Meanwhile our amateur diver continued his inspection of the wreck. Returning to the deck he went down into the hold.

The idea occurred to him that the other divers might also be indulging in a siesta. He therefore left his lamp on the deck behind him. The hold was very dark, and at first he could see nothing. As he could hear nothing, he fancied that the men could not be there, but he was somewhat rudely corrected in this error by receiving a severe blow on the helmet from a large box which, having just been attached to the slings, was being hauled up by the men at the windlass overhead. The blow knocked him off a beam on which he stood, and he fell on the cargo below, fortunately, however, without evil result, owing to the medium in which he half-floated. Presently his eyes became accustomed to the faint light that penetrated from above, and he saw an indistinct figure moving slowly towards him, with a sprawling motion. As it drew near, the huge head and distended form proved it to be a diver. He was guiding the box above mentioned, and had let it slip, when it came so violently against Edgars helmet. Not wishing to be recognised at first, our amateur drew back into a darker spot and watched.

The diver bent his head close to the slings, apparently to see that all was secure, and gave a signal with his line on which the box moved slowly up. A few minutes later it was deposited on the deck of the vessel overhead, and added to the heap of goods which had previously been recovered from the deep.

The diver sprawled slowly back into darkness again. As he disappeared, a similar figure became faintly visible, guiding another box of goods. The box was sent up as before, and now Edgar was convinced that Rooney Machowl and his comrade David Maxwell  unlike their sleepy-headed companion  were busy at work.

Thousands of pounds worth of property is saved in this manner by divers every year  not only on the coasts of England, but all over the world, where-ever human enterprise and commerce have touched, or costly ships gone down.

As we have said, a large portion of the cargo of the Seagull had already been recovered. During the process a healthy spirit of emulation had arisen among the men as to which of them should send up most of the sunken property. Rooney and Maxwell were confessedly the best divers among them, but the rivalry between these two had degenerated, on the part of Maxwell, into a spirit of jealousy. Under the influence of this, even Rooneys good-nature had to some extent given way, and frequent disputes and semi-quarrels were the result. But these quarrels were always made up, and the two were soon as good friends as ever.

At this time, however, while Edgar Berrington stood watching them, these two men seemed to have found an apple of discord of unusual size  to judge from the energetic display of feeling which it occasioned. Edgar never ascertained what the bale in dispute contained, but he saw them appear rather suddenly and simultaneously, dragging it between them. The violent gesticulations of the two showed that their spirits were greatly roused, both having evidently resolved to claim and keep possession of the bale. At last one of them struck the other a severe blow on the chest, which, though it did not hurt him, caused him to stumble and fall. From his smaller size Edgar judged the striker to be Rooney. Before the other could recover, he had fastened his slings to the bale, and given the signal to hoist  intending to go up with it, but Maxwell caught him by the legs and attempted to drag him off, whereupon Rooney kicked as hard as his suspended position would admit of, and in his struggles kicked in one of the glasses of his comrades helmet. The water instantly began to rush in, and he would certainly have been suffocated had he not signalled quickly, and been hauled up to the surface without delay. At the same time Rooney Machowl signalled to be hauled up in haste, and appeared on deck of the attendant vessel, in dreadful anxiety as to the consequence of his violent conduct under water.

But Maxwell was not seriously injured. He had indeed been half-suffocated, and had to be invalided for a few days, but soon he and Rooney were at work again, as good  or, if you will, as bad  friends as ever!

After this incident Edgar received a pull on his life-line, to which he replied All right. Immediately after, and while he was in the act of rising from the hold of the wreck by the process of retaining his air until it floated him, he heard Baldwins voice saying  

Youve kicked up a pretty shindy among my men, Mister Edgar, since you went under. Dont you think youd better come up?

Yes, Im coming directly, he replied.

Theres a letter here for you  just brought off by a boat.

All right; send me more air.

While this order was being obeyed, Edgar made his way to the ladder-line, being guided thereto by his guide-line, and then, shutting his valves, he quickly inflated his dress which soon floated him, so that he used the rope depending from the ladder merely to guide him upwards. As he ascended the light became gradually stronger, the pressure of water also decreased, obliging him to open his valves and let out air which was becoming superabundant. At last he emerged from the sea, was assisted over the side, and two men began to divest him of his dress.

While thus occupied he read his letter. It was from the owners of the steamer in which he had made his recent voyage. Not being aware of his distance from London they merely asked him to call, as they wished to talk with him on a matter of importance.

I wish they had mentioned what the matter was, said Edgar, with a troubled look, as he and Baldwin descended to the cabin. It may be important enough to justify my returning to London at once, and yet may not be worth more than a walk of half a mile.

True, Mister Edgar, said Baldwin. However, as you say youve examined the hull well, and feel sure it can be raised, theres no reason why you shouldnt go see about the apparatus required, and so kill two birds with one stone. Meanwhile, Ill write to Mr Hazlit, recommending him to try to raise the wreck, and hes pretty sure to take my advice.

In accordance with this plan Edgar returned to London. We will not however trace his future steps in regard to the Seagull. It is sufficient to say that his advice was acted on. The divers tightly closed the hole in the bow of the wreck, they also stopped up every other orifice in her, and then pumped her out until at last she floated, was towed into dock, and finally repaired.

Thus were several thousands of pounds saved to Mr Hazlit, and not only to him, but to the world, for a lost ship  unlike a dropt purse  is a total loss to the human race.




Chapter Seven.

Historical but not Heavy.

There can be no question of the fact that authentic history sends its roots into the subsoil of fabulous antiquity. In turning to the records of submarine exploration we are staggered on the very threshold of the question with obvious absurdity. We are depressed. We seek to dive into our subject, but find it too deep for us. If we were to put on the latest patent improved diving-dress, with all its accompaniments of double-extra pumps, pipes, powers, and purchases, and descend to a depth of antiquity that would suffice to collapse a whale, we should find nothing but idiotic speculation in the midst of chaotic darkness.

In this chapter we shall give a mere outline, and even that somewhat disjointed, of the subject of diving. We feel tempted to pass by the fabulous period altogether, but fear lest, in our effort to eschew the false, we do damage to the true. Perhaps, therefore, it were well to walk humbly in the beaten path of our forefathers, and begin at the beginning.

It is not certain whether Adam was a diver. There is reason to believe that he wore no dress of any kind at first, so that, if he dived at all, he must have used his natural powers alone. These powers, we learn from the best authorities, are barely sufficient to enable a man to stay under water for two minutes at the furthest. Experience corroborates these best authorities. It has been asserted that pearl-divers can sometimes stay under water as long as three, four, and even five minutes, but we dont believe the assertion. If the reader does, we have no hesitation in pronouncing him  or her  credulous.

To return to Adam. We have no doubt whatever that he  perhaps Eve also  could dive. It is possible, though not probable, that they guddled small trout in the streams of Paradise, and dived for the big ones in the deeper pools. We may be wrong in supposing that they did, but he would certainly be bold who should assert that they did not. Unfortunately neither Adam nor Eve used the pen, therefore we have no authentic records as to the art of diving at that period of the worlds history.

The first writer who makes reference to diving is Homer, who is supposed to have lived somewhere about a thousand years before the Christian era, and he refers to it not as a novelty but in an off-hand way that proves it to have been at that time a well-known art, practised for the purpose of obtaining oysters. Then we find Aeschylus comparing mental vision to the strong natural eye of the deep diver. But Thucydides speaks more definitely of divers having been employed at the siege of Syracuse to cut down barriers which had been constructed below water; to damage the Grecian vessels while attempting to enter the harbour, and, generally, to go under and injure the enemys ships. All this inclines us to think they must at that time have learned to supplement their natural powers with artificial.

Livy mentions the fact that the ancients employed divers for the purpose of recovering property from the sea. The Rhodians had a law fixing the share of the recovered treasure which was due to the divers who saved it. According to this law the remuneration was in proportion to the depth from which it was brought up, and the risk incurred. But as these divers considered four fathoms or thereabouts an extreme and dangerous depth, it is probable that they did their work in the natural way without the aid of apparatus.

For the benefit of the credulous we may mention several statements which have been more or less received. The Dutch were once celebrated divers, and it is reported that some of them have remained under water more than an hour! From this report some have argued that these Dutchmen must have possessed artificial means of maintaining life below water. To this we reply, if that were so, is it likely that the reporter who made reference to the length of time spent below water was ignorant as to the means  if any  by which this apparent miracle was accomplished? And if he was not ignorant, would he have passed over such means in silence? The idea is absurd. The probability is rather that the reporter had been gulled, or was fond of drawing the long bow.

Again, mention is made by one Mersennius of a man who could remain six hours under water! If Mersennius were in a position to become acquainted with that divers powers, how comes it that he failed to become acquainted with his apparatus? Simply because there was no such apparatus, and the whole affair is a fable.

But the most remarkable of these stories is recorded by a certain Father Kircher, who might appropriately be styled a father of lies! Here is his fabrication:  

In the time of Frederick of Sicily there lived a man named Nicolo Pesce,  Nicholas the Fish. This mans powers seem to have been decidedly superhuman. He was evidently an amphibious animal. He appears to have acted the part of ocean-postman in these old times, for it is related of him that he used to carry letters for the king far and wide about the Mediterranean. On one occasion a vessel found him out of sight of land in the discharge of ocean-postal duty  bearing despatches of the king from Sicily to Calabria. They took him on board and had a chat with him. It is not said that they smoked a friendly pipe with him or gave him a glass of grog, but we think it probable that they did! After a little rest and refreshment Nicholas the Fish bade them good-bye, jumped overboard, and continued his voyage. The end of this poor man was very sad. The king, being seized with an insane desire to know something about the depths of the terrible gulf of Charybdis, offered Nicholas a golden cup if he would dive down and explore them. He dived accordingly, remained below nearly an hour, and brought back a glowing account of the wonders and horrors of the seething whirlpool. The king, far from being satisfied, became more than ever desirous of knowledge. He asked Nicholas to dive again, and tempted him with the offer of another and larger cup, as well as a purse of gold. The poor Fish, after some hesitation, again dived into the gulf and was never more heard of!

We dont wonder at it. The greatest wonder is, that Nicolo Pesce ever obtained a place in the encyclopaedias of the world. From the fact, however, that he has been thus rescued from oblivion, we conclude, that although much that is said of him is false, the man himself was not a myth, but a fact; that he was a man of the Captain Webb type, who possessed extraordinary powers of swimming, perhaps of diving, to the extent, it may be, of nearly three minutes, and that he possibly lost his life by rashly venturing into the vortex of some dangerous whirlpool. That he did not use diving apparatus of any kind is clear from the fact that nothing is said about such apparatus, which, had it really existed, would have claimed as much attention and caused as much talk as did the man himself.

The earliest authentic records we have of the use of diving apparatus belong to the beginning of the sixteenth century. In an edition of Vegetius on the Art of War, published in 1511, there is an engraving of a diver walking in the sea with a cap over his head and shoulders, from which a flexible tube rises to the surface. This was, no doubt, the embryo of our diving-dress. John Taisner, in 1538, says that he saw two Greeks, at Toledo in Spain, make experiments with diving apparatus, in presence of the Emperor Charles the Fifth and ten thousand spectators. Gaspar Schott of Numberg, in 1664, refers to this Greek machine as an aquatic kettle; but mentions, as preferable in his estimation, a species of aquatic armour, which enabled those who wore it to walk under water. The aquatic kettle was doubtless the embryo of the diving-bell.

From that time onward inventive minds have been turned, with more or less success, towards the subject of submarine operations, and many are the contrivances  clever, queer, absurd, and useful  which have been the outcome. Not content with kettles and bells, by means of which they could descend into the deep and remain there for an hour or more at a time, and with armour and dresses with which they could walk about at the bottom of the sea, men have constructed several submarine boats and machines, in which, shut up like Jonah in the whale, they purposed to move about from place to place, sink to the bottom and rise to the surface, at will, or go under the bottoms of enemys ships and fix torpedoes wherewith to blow them up, and otherwise do them damage. These latter machines have not attained to any noteworthy degree of success  at least they have not yet done either much good or much harm to the human race; but the former  the kettles and the armour,  in other words, the diving-bells and dresses  have attained to a high degree of perfection and efficiency, and have done incalculable good service.

The diving-bell was so styled owing to the first machines being made in the shape of a gigantic bell. An inverted wine-glass, thrust mouth downwards into water, will not fill with water, owing to the air which it contains keeping the water out. It will partially fill, however, because air is compressible, and the deeper down it is thrust the more will the air be compressed. At a depth of thirty-three feet the air will be compressed to half its bulk  in other words, the glass will be half-full of water. It is clear that a fly or any small insect could live in the air thus confined although thrust to great depths under water. But it could not live long, because air becomes unfit for use after being breathed a certain time, and cannot sustain life. Hence, if we are to preserve the life of our fly, we must send fresh air down to it.

The first diving-bells were made so large that the air contained in them sufficed for a considerable period  an hour or more. When this air had lost its life-sustaining qualities, the bell had to be drawn up and the air renewed. This was so inconvenient that ingenious men soon hit on various plans to renew the air without raising the bells. One plan, that of Dr Halley, was to send air down in tight casks, which were emptied into the bell and then sent up, full of water, for a fresh supply of air, while the foul air was let out of the bell by a valve in the top. Another plan was to have tubes from the bell to the surface by which air was made to circulate downwards, at first being forced down by a pair of bellows, and afterwards by means of air-pumps.

Round the inside of the bell ran a seat for the divers. One or more holes fitted with thick plate-glass, gave them light and enabled them to use the various tools and implements required in their vocation. From some of these bells, a man could be sent out, when at or near the bottom, having on a water-tight head-piece connected by a tube with the air inside the bell. He could thus move about with more freedom than his comrades inside, but of course could not travel further than the length of his tube, while, being wet, he could not endure the cold for any great length of time.

As time went on the form of the bell was improved until that of a square or oblong box of iron came to be generally adopted. The bell now in use is that which was made in 1788 by the celebrated engineer Smeaton, who applied the air forcing-pump to it, and otherwise brought the machine to a high degree of perfection. He used it with great advantage in the works at Ramsgate harbour, and Smeatons diving-bell, improved by Rennie, has continued in constant and general use on all submarine works until a very recent period. It has now been almost entirely superseded  except in the case of some special kinds of work  by the diving-dress  the value and the use of which it is the province of our tale to illustrate and expound.

In regard to the diving-dress, we may say that it has grown out of the aquatic armour of the olden time, but no great advance in its improvement was made until the end of the eighteenth and beginning of the present centuries, when the names of Rowe, Halley, Spalding, Bushwell, and Colt, appear in connection with various clever contrivances to facilitate diving operations. Benjamin Martin, a London optician, made a dress of strong leather in 1778 which fitted his arms and legs as well as his trunk, and held half a hogshead of air. With this he could enter the hold of a sunk vessel, and he is said to have been very successful in the use of it. Mr Kleingert of Breslau, in 1798, designed a dress somewhat like the above, part of which, however, was made of tin-plate. The diving-dress was greatly improved by Mr Deane, and in the recovery of guns, etcetera, from the wreck of the Royal George, in 1834 to 1836, as well as in many other operations, this dress  much improved, and made by Mr Siebe, under Deanes directions  did signal service.

It has now been brought to a high state of perfection by the well-known submarine engineers Siebe and Gorman, Heinke and Davis, and others, of London, and Denayrouze of Paris. It encases the diver completely from head to foot, is perfectly water-tight, and is made of thick sheet india-rubber covered on both sides with tanned twill  the helmet and breast-plate being metal.

For further information on this subject we refer the inquisitive reader to the Encyclopaedia Britannica, to the descriptive pamphlets of the submarine engineers above named, and to an admirable little book styled The Conquest of the Sea, by Henry Siebe, which contains a full and graphic account in detail of almost everything connected with diving and submarine engineering. (See Note 1.)



Note 1. It may interest practical spirits to know that they can see the diving-dress and apparatus in operation, by going to Number 17 Mason Street, Westminster Bridge Road, London, where Messrs Siebe and Gorman have erected a large Tank for the purpose of illustrating their apparatus. At the Alexandra Palace, also, Messrs Denayrouze and Company have a tank for the same purpose.




Chapter Eight.

The Grinding of the Screw.

It is proverbial that incidents in themselves trivial frequently form the hinges on which great events turn. When Edgar Berrington went to London he learned that the owners of the fine ocean-steamer the Warrior wished him to become their chief engineer for that voyage, the previous chief having been suddenly taken ill and obliged to leave them. Although flattered by the proposal, and the terms in which it was made, Edgar declined it, for, having acquired all the knowledge he desired about marine engines during the voyage out and home, he did not wish to waste more time at sea. The owner, however, being aware of his worth, was not to be put off with a first refusal. He took Edgar into his private room and reasoned with him.

Come now, Mr Berrington, consider my proposal again. Youll go, wont you?

Impossible, replied Edgar. You are very kind, and I assure you that I fully appreciate your offer, but

He was interrupted by a clerk who entered at the moment and spoke a few words in an under tone to the owner.

Excuse me one minute, Mr Berrington, said the latter, rising quickly. I shall return immediately. There is a newspaper, to look  no  where is it? Ah! No matter: here is a list of the passengers going out to China in the Warrior. It may amuse you. Perhaps you may find a friend amongst them.

Left alone, Edgar ran his eye carelessly over the names  thinking the while of the disagreeables of another long sea-voyage, and strengthening his resolves not to be tempted to go.

Now, the careless glance at this passenger-list was the apparently trifling incident on which hinged the whole of our heros future career; his careless glance became suddenly fixed and attentive; his eyebrows lifted to their utmost elevation and his face flushed crimson, for there he beheld the names of Charles Hazlit, Esquire, and his daughter, Miss Aileen Hazlit.

Just at that moment the owner of the Warrior returned. This owner was an intelligent, shrewd man  quick to observe. He noted the flush on Edgars countenance, and Edgar immediately blew his nose with violence to account for the flush.

Well now, Mr Berrington, what say you? he resumed.

Poor Edgar knew not what to say. A reply had to be given at once. He had no time to think. Aileen going to China! An offer of a situation in the same vessel!

Well, sir, said our hero, with sudden decision, I will go.

Of course the owner expressed himself well pleased, and then there followed a deal of nautico-scientific talk, after which Edgar ventured to say  

I observe the name of Mr Charles Hazlit on your list. He is an acquaintance of mine. Do you happen to know what takes him so far from home?

Cant say exactly, replied the other. I think some one told me his affairs in China require looking after, and his daughters health necessitates a long sea-voyage.

Health! exclaimed Edgar, striving to look and speak in a comparatively indifferent manner. She was quite well when I saw her last.

Very likely, said the owner, with a smile, but it does not take long to make a young lady ill  especially when her heart is touched. Some sort of rumour floats in my mind to the effect that Miss Hazlit is going out to China to be married, or requires to go out because she doesnt want to be married  I forget which. But it comes pretty much to the same thing in the end!

Hah! said Edgar shortly.

If he had said Oh! in tones of agony, it would have been more truly expressive of his feelings.

The moment he got out of the office and felt the cool air of the street he repented of his decision and pronounced himself to be a consummate donkey!

There, thought he, Ive made a fool of myself. Ive engaged for a long voyage in a capacity which precludes the possibility of my associating with the passengers, for not only must nearly all my waking hours be spent down beside the engine, but when I come up to cool myself I must perforce do so in dirty costume, with oily hands and face, quite in an unfit state to be seen by Aileen, and without the slightest right to take any notice of her. Oh! Donkey  goose that you are, Eddy! But youve done it now, and cant undo it, therefore you must go through with it.

Thinking of himself in this lowly strain he went home to the solitude of his lodging, sat down before his tea-table, thrust both hands into his pockets, and, in a by no means unhappy frame of mind, brooded over his trials and sorrows.

Let us change the scene now. We are out upon the sea  in a floating palace. And oh how that palace rushes onward, ever onward, without rest, without check, night and day, cleaving its way irresistibly through the mighty deep. Mighty! Ah! how mighty no one on board can tell so well as that thin, gentle, evidently dying youth who leans over the stern watching the screws and the wake that seems to rush behind, marking off, as it were mile by mile, the vast and ever-increasing space  never to be re-traversed he knows full well  that separates him from home and all that is dear to him on earth.

The palace is made of iron  hard, unyielding, unbeautiful, uncompromising iron,  but her cushions are soft, her gilding is gorgeous, her fittings are elegant, her food is sumptuous, her society  at least much of it  is refined. Of course representatives of the unrefined are also there  in the after-cabin too  just as there are specimens of the refined in the fore-cabin. But, taking them all in all, they are a remarkably harmonious band, the inhabitants of this iron palace, from the captain to the cabin-boy inclusive. The latter is a sprightly imp; the former is  to use the expression of one of the unrefined a brick. He is not tall  few sea-captains seem to be so  but he is very broad, and manly, and as strong as an elephant. He is a pattern captain. Gallant to the lady passengers, chatty with the gentlemen, polite to the unrefined, sedately grave among the officers and crew, and jocular to the children; in short, he is all things to all men  and much of the harmony on board is due to his unconscious influence. He has a handsome face, glittering black eyes, an aquiline nose that commands respect, and a black beard and moustache that covered a firm mouth and chin.

Grinding is one of the prominent ideas that are suggested on board the iron palace. There are many other ideas, no doubt. Among seventy or eighty educated and intelligent human beings of both sexes and all ages it could not be otherwise. We allude, however, to the boat  not to the passengers. The screw grinds and the engine grinds incessantly. When one thinks of a thing, or things, going round and round, or up and down, regularly, uninterruptedly, vigorously, doggedly, obstinately, hour after hour, one is impressed, to say the least; and when one thinks of the said thing, or things, going on thus, night and day without rest, one is solemnised; but when one meditates on these motions being continued for many weeks together, one has a tendency to feel mentally overwhelmed.

The great crank that grinds the screw, and is itself ground by the piston  not to mention the cylinder and boiler  works in a dark place deep down in the engine-room, like a giant hand constantly engaged on deeds of violence and evil.

Here Edgar Berrington, clothed in white canvas and oil, finds genial companionship. He dotes on the great crank. It is a sympathetic thing. It represents his feelings wonderfully. Returning from the deck after inhaling a little fresh air, he leans against the iron bulkhead in these clanking depths and gazes gloomily and for prolonged periods at the crank while it grinds with a sort of vicious energy that seems in strange harmony with his soul. Sometimes he grinds his teeth as a sort of obbligato accompaniment  especially if he has while on deck, during a wistful gaze at the distant perspective of the aft-regions, beheld, (or fancied he has beheld) a familiar and adored form.

At first the passengers were sick  very sick, most of them  insomuch that there were some who would gladly, if possible, have surrendered their lives with their dinners; but by degrees they began to improve, and to regard meals with anticipation instead of loathing. When the sunny and calm latitudes near the line were reached, every one grew well and hearty, and at last there was not a sad soul on board except the poor sick lad who studied the screw and measured the ever-increasing distance from home. One of the first evidences of the return of health was the sound of song. When the nights were clear and calm, and naught was audible save the grinding of the screw, the passengers crystallised naturally into groups in the same way that ice-particles arrange themselves in sympathetic stars; and from several such constellations the music of the spheres was naturally evolved.

One of these crystals was formed, usually in a tent on deck, by the attractive influence of smoke. It was consequently not a bright crystal, and included particles both refined and otherwise. Its music was gruff for the most part, sometimes growly. There was another crystal which varied its position occasionally  according to the position of the moon, for it was a crystal formed of romantic elements. One of its parts was a Scottish maiden whose voice was melodious, flexible, and very sweet. Her face and spirit had been made to match. She had many admirers, and a bosom-friend of kindly heart and aspect, with wealth of golden hair, in some respects like herself.

Our heroine Aileen, being passionately fond of music, and herself a sweet singer, attached herself to this crystal, and became as it were another bosom-friend.

Two bearded men were also much given to seek attachment to this crystal. They also seemed knit to each other in bosom-friendship  if we may venture to use such a term with reference to bearded men. One was amateurly musical, the other powerfully sympathetic. A pastor, of unusually stalwart proportions, with a gentle pretty wife and lovable family, also had a decided leaning to this crystal.

One evening the group, finding its favourite part of the deck occupied, was driven to a position near the tent of the smoky crystal, and, sitting down not far from the engineers quarters, began to indulge in song. Grave and gay alternated. Duets followed; trios ensued, and miscellaneous new forms of harmony sometimes intervened.

Do sing a solo, Miss Hazlit, said the Scottish maiden. I like your voice so much, and want to hear it alone. Will you sing?

Aileen had an obliging spirit. She at once began, in a low contralto voice, I cannot sing the old songs.

Sometimes in private life one hears a voice so sweet, so thrilling, with a something so powerful in it, that one feels, amid other sensations of pleasure, great satisfaction to think that none of the public singers in the world could bat that if they were to try their best, and that few of them could equal it!

Such a voice was that of our heroine. It drew towards her the soul, body, and spirit of the music-lovers who listened. Of course we do not deny that there were some who could not be drawn thus. There were a few, among the smoky crystals, for whom a draw of the pipe or a mildly drawn pot of bitter beer had greater charms than sweet sounds, however melting. With the exceptions of these, nearly all who chanced to be within hearing drew near to the musical group, and listened while that most, beautiful of songs was being warbled in tones not loud but inexpressibly pathetic.

Among the listeners was our friend Edgar Berrington. Seated, as usual, in front of the great crank, with bare muscular arms folded on his broad chest and a dark frown on his forehead, he riveted his eyes on the crank as if it were the author of all his anxieties. Suddenly the terminating lines, I cannot sing the old songs, they are too dear to me, rising above the din of machinery, floated gently down through iron lattice-work, beams, rods, cranks, and bars, and smote upon his ear.

Like a galvanised man he sprang on his legs and stood erect. Then, if we may say so, like a human rocket, he shot upwards and stood on the margin of the crowd. Being head and shoulders over most of them he observed a clear space beside the singer. The night was dark, features could not be discerned, even forms were not easily recognisable. He glided into the open space, and silently but promptly sat down on the deck beside Aileen. His elbow even touched one of the folds of her garment. He went straight into paradise and remained there!

As for Aileen, if she observed the action at all, she probably set it down to the enthusiasm of a more than usually musical member of the ships crew.

While she was still dwelling on the last note, a grinding sound was heard and a slight tremor felt that not only stopped the song abruptly but checked the applause that was ready to burst from every lip and hand. Edgar vanished from the spot where he sat quite as quickly as he had appeared, and in a moment was at his station. The captains voice was heard on the bridge. The signal was given to stop the engines  to back them  to stop again. Eager inquiries followed Whats that? Did you feel it? Hear it? Could it be a rock? Impossible, surely? No one could answer with knowledge or authority, save those who were too busy to be spoken to. Accustomed as they all were for many weeks past to the ceaseless motion of the engines, the sudden stoppage had a strange and solemnising effect on most of the passengers. Presently the order was given to steam ahead, and once more they breathed more freely on hearing again the familiar grinding of the screw.

To the anxious inquiries afterwards made of him, the captain only smiled and said he could not tell what it was  perhaps it might have been a piece of wreck. But it did not feel like that, captain, objected one of the passengers, who, having frequently been to sea before, was regarded as being semi-nautical; it was too like a touch on something solid. Youve heard, I suppose, of coral reefs growing in places where none are marked on our charts?

I have, answered the captain drily.

Might it not be something of the kind?

It might, replied the captain.

We are not far from the coast of China, are we? asked the semi-nautical passenger.

Not very far.

Seeing that the captain was not disposed to be communicative, the semi-nautical passenger retired to persecute and terrify some of the ladies with his surmises. Meanwhile the well was sounded and a slight increase of water ascertained, but nothing worth speaking of, and the pumps were set to work.

The anxiety of the passengers was soon allayed, everything going on as smoothly as before. The evening merged into night. The moon rose slowly and spread a path of rippling silver from the ship to the horizon. The various groups began to un-crystallise. Sleepy ones went below and melted away somehow. Sleepless ones went to their great panacea, smoke. Lights were put out everywhere save where the duties of the ship required them to burn continually. At last the latest of the sleepless turned in, and none were wakeful through the iron palace except the poor youth who mentally measured the distance from home, and the officers and men on duty. Among the latter was Edgar Berrington, who, standing at his accustomed post down in his own iron depths, pondered the events of the evening while he watched the motions of the great crank and listened to the grinding of the screw.




Chapter Nine.

Treats of a Leak and consequent Difficulties.

It turned out, on investigation, that, whatever the object by which the vessel had been touched, some degree of injury had been done to her iron-plating, for the pumps were found to be insufficient to prevent the rising of water in the hold. This was a serious matter, because although the rise was very slow, it was steady, and if not checked would sooner or later sink the ship. Everything that could be done was attempted in order to discover and stop the leak, but without success.

Fortunately it happened that the Warrior had among her other goods a quantity of diving apparatus on board, consigned to a firm in Hong-Kong that had lost valuable property in a wreck, and meant to attempt the recovery of it by means of divers. The men had gone out by a previous vessel, but their dresses, having been accidentally delayed, had been sent after them in the Warrior. Bethinking himself of these dresses, the captain conceived that he was justified, in the circumstances, in making temporary use of them; but he was disappointed to find, on inquiry, that not a man of his ordinary crew had ever seen a diving-dress put on, or its attendant air-pumps worked. In these circumstances he sent for the chief engineer.

Edgar Berrington was busy about some trifling repairs to the machinery when the message reached him. The place being very hot, he was clad only in shirt and trousers, with a belt round his waist  a by no means unbecoming costume for a well-made figure! His shirt-sleeves were rolled up to the shoulders, displaying a pair of very muscular and elegantly moulded arms  such as Hercules might have been pleased with, and Apollo would not have disdained. His hands were black and oily, and his face was similarly affected.

Expecting to meet the captain at the entrance to his domains, Edgar merely rolled down his sleeves, and seized a bundle of waste with which he hastily wiped his hands and face, thereby drawing on the latter, which had previously been spotty, a series of varied streaks and blotches that might have raised the envy of a Querikoboo savage. But the captain was not where he expected to find him, and on looking aft he saw him on the quarter-deck in converse with one of the passengers. Edgar would rather not have appeared in public in such guise, but being in haste to return to the work from which he had been called, he pulled on a light linen jacket and forage-cap, and walked quickly aft. To his horror he saw Aileen seated on a basket-work easy-chair close to the captain. It was too late, however, to retreat, for the latter had already observed him. Fortunately Aileen was deeply engaged with a book. Edgar quickly advanced and took such a position that his back was turned to her.

Excuse my appearance, sir, he said in a low voice, touching his cap to the captain; I am in the midst of a job that requires to be

No matter, interrupted the captain, with a laugh, you look very well in your war-paint. Well excuse you.

Attracted by the laugh, Aileen looked up at the tall form in front of her.

What a very handsome figure! she whispered to her bosom-friend, who sat beside her reading.

The bosom-friend put her book in front of her mouth and whispered  

Yes, very. I wish he would turn round and show his face.

But her wish was not granted, for the captain walked slowly forward in conversation with the very handsome figure, which obstinately,  we might almost say carefully,  kept its back turned towards them.

Great was the satisfaction of the captain when he found not only that one of the subordinate engineers understood a good deal about diving, but that the chief himself was a diver! It was accordingly arranged that a descent should be made without delay. The dresses were got up and unpacked, and one was found suitable for a large man.

Soon the air-pumps were set up and rigged on deck. One of the sub-engineers was set to work them, with one of the crew, while another sub and an officer, having been previously instructed by our hero, were detailed to the important duty of holding the life-line and air-pipe. Thereafter the engines were stopped, and the dead-calm that followed,  that feeling of unnatural quietude to which we have referred elsewhere,  did more perhaps to arouse all the sleepers, readers, and dreamers on board, than if a cannon had been fired. Of course the descent of a diver over the side was a point of great interest to the passengers, coupled as it was with some anxiety as to the leak, of the existence of which all were fully aware, though only a select few had been informed of its serious nature  if not checked. They crowded round the apparatus therefore, and regarded its arrangement with the deepest interest.

When all was ready Edgar issued from the deck-cabin, in which he meant to dress, to take a final look at the air-pumps. In the flutter of excitement he had for one moment, and for the first time since the beginning of the voyage, totally forgotten the existence of Aileen. Now, she and Lintie, the Scottish maiden who sang so well, chanced to be looking with much interest at the helmet which lay on the deck, when his eye fell on them. At once he turned on his heel and retreated towards his cabin.

Thats the man who is to go down, I believe, observed one of the passengers, pointing to him.

Lintie looked up and saw his back.

Oh! she whispered to Aileen, it is the very handsome man!

Is it? replied Aileen, with indifference, for she was engrossed with the helmet just then.

Greatly perplexed as to how he should escape observation, poor Edgar began to dress  or, rather, to be dressed by his assistants,  delaying the operation as long as possible; but delay did not seem to increase his inventive powers, and could not prevent the completion of the process.

The guernsey, drawers, and outside stockings were drawn on, and Edgars brain worked the while like the great crank of his own engine; but no feasible plan of escape was evolved. Then the crinoline was drawn on, but it added no feminine sharpness to his wits, though it seriously modified and damaged the shape of his person. The crinoline, as we have said elsewhere, is seldom used except at great depths, where the pressure of water is excessive. It was put on Edgar at this time partly because it formed a portion of the dress, and partly because, his mind being preoccupied, he did not observe with sufficient care what his attendants were about.

After this came the shoulder-pad, and then the thick dress itself was drawn on, and the attendants hitched it up with difficulty over his spreading shoulders, but they could not hitch up an idea along with it. The forcing of his hands through the tight india-rubber wrists of the sleeves was done with tremendous power, but it was nothing compared with the energy he put forth to force himself through his mental difficulty  yet all in vain! The outside stockings and the canvas overalls followed, and he finally put on the red night-cap, which seemed to extinguish all capacity for thought.

You seem to be a little nervous, sir, remarked one of the attendants, as he affixed the back and chest weights, while the other put on his ponderous boots.

Am I,  eh! said Edgar, with a grim smile; then he added, as a sudden idea flashed on him; go fetch me the dirtiest bundle of waste you can find below, and give it a good scrape on the blackest part of the boiler as you pass.

Sir! exclaimed the attendant.

Go; do what I bid you, said Edgar, in a tone that did not brook delay.

The attendant vanished and speedily returned with the desired piece of waste.

Edgar at once rubbed it over his face and became so piebald and hideous that both the attendants laughed.

Not heeding them, and only half sure of the completeness of the disguise, Edgar issued boldly from his cabin, and walked with heavy tread towards the place where he had to sit down to have the helmet screwed on.

A loud roar of laughter greeted him.

Why, youve been kissing the funnel, exclaimed one of the mates.

Thatll do me no harm, growled Edgar, stooping to catch hold of the air-tube, and making an excuse for sidling and backing towards his seat.

Oh! What a fright! And such a figure! exclaimed Lintie; come round, let us try to get a nearer view of him.

She dragged the laughing Aileen with her, for she was an impulsive little woman; but at whatever opening in the crowd she and her friend presented themselves, they were sure to find the divers ridiculously broad and now inelegant back turned towards them.

Plague on him! she exclaimed, for she was an impatient little woman, just then, I dont believe hes got a front at all! Come round again  quick.

Why, what are you turning about like that for? exclaimed one of the exasperated attendants, who stood ready with the helmet.

His heads turned wi fear, an hes a-follerin of it, growled the boatswain.

Why dont you sit down? said the attendant.

Are you ready? asked Edgar, in a low gruff voice.

Of course I am  dont you see me?

Another happy idea came into Edgars head at that moment. He pulled his red night-cap well down over his eyes, and sat down with a crash, while another hearty laugh greeted his supposed eccentricity.

Hallo, I say, youre not going to be hanged  no need to draw it down like that, said the first officer.

Drowning comes much to the same thing; lets do it decently  according to rule, retorted Edgar, with a grin that displayed a brilliant set of teeth.

Hm! We shant see him now, whispered Lintie, in disappointment, forcing her way once more to the front.

This time there was no reply from Aileen, for a strange shock passed through her as she observed the momentary smile  and no wonder, for many a time had that same mouth smiled upon her with winning tenderness.

Of course she did not for a moment suspect the truth, but she thought it strange, nevertheless, that the divers mouth should have such a strong resemblance to  she knew not precisely what! Afterwards she confided to Lintie that it had struck her as bearing a faint  very faint  resemblance to the mouth of a friend.

Of a very particular friend? inquired Lintie, who was sharp-witted.

Aileen blushed and hid her face on the neck of her friend, and suddenly poured out her soul, which the other drank up with avidity.

That same night, lying in her berth, which was a top one, and looking languidly over the side at her friend, who lay in the berth below looking sympathetically up, she revealed her hopes and fears and sentiments, to the edification, (it is to be hoped) of a mean-spirited passenger in the saloon, who stood on the other side of the very thin partition, and tried to overhear. If he succeeded it must have been a new sensation to him to listen to the gentle streams of hope and love that flowed through to him  for Aileens thoughts were gems, as pure and beautiful as the casket which contained them. We are not quite sure, but we more than half suspect that if his presence there had been discovered, and himself had been within easy reach, the caskets palm would have evoked something resembling a pistol-shot from his dirty cheek!

But to return to our diver. The moment his helmet was on he breathed freely, recovered his equanimity, and went down the rope-ladder that hung over the side, with an air of easy decision that checked the criticisms of the men and aroused the admiration  not to mention the alarm  of the women.

The puir fellyll be droond, pitifully observed a fore-cabin passenger from Edinburgh, as she gazed at the mass of air-bubbles that arose when Edgars iron head had disappeared.

Nothink of the sort, responded a fore-cabin passenger from London, who had taken an immense liking to the fore-cabin passenger from Edinburgh, in virtue of their total mental, moral, and physical dissimilarity; divers are never drownded.

We need scarcely observe to the intelligent reader that both females were wrong  as such females, in regard to such matters, usually are. Edgar was not droond, and divers are sometimes drownded.

So far from being drowned, he was remarkably successful in discovering the leak on his first descent.

It was caused by one of the iron-plates near the keel having been badly torn by a coral rock.

Thoroughly to repair this was a difficulty. Our diver did indeed stuff it with oakum in a way that at once diminished the influx of water; but this was merely a makeshift. It now became a question whether it were possible to effect the necessary repairs while at sea. Our young engineer removed the difficulty. He undertook to rivet an iron-plate over the hole  at least to make the attempt.

In order to effect this, a rope-ladder was constructed long enough to pass entirely under the ships bottom, to which it was tightly pressed by means of tackle at both ends. The rounds of this ladder were made of wood, and all along its course were fastened rough balls or blocks of wood about four inches in diameter, which prevented it coming too close to the ships bottom. Thus there was secured space for the diver to place his feet on the rounds. This ladder having been affixed, so as to pass close to the injured plate, a boat was lowered, and from this boat descended a small ladder, hung in such a way that the diver, when a few feet under water, could easily step from it to the fixed rope-ladder. In addition to this, a small plank suspended to a rope, somewhat after the fashion of a familiar style of bed-room bookshelf, was taken down by the diver and hung to the rope-ladder by a hook, so that he could sit on it while at work, and move it about at pleasure.

All having been prepared, our engineer descended with the necessary tools, and, to make a long story short, riveted a new plate over the old one in such a way as effectually to close the leak, so that thereafter it gave no further trouble or anxiety.

But for this the vessel would certainly have been lost, unless they had succeeded in beaching her before the final catastrophe, on some part of the neighbouring coast; in which case they would have run the chance of being taken by the pirates who at that time infested the China seas.

Delivered from this threatened danger, the good ship sped merrily on her course; most of the crystallised groups grew closer together  in some instances, however, they burst asunder! Musical tendencies also developed, though in some cases the sublime gave place to the ridiculous, and music actually, once or twice, became a nuisance. As the end of the voyage drew near, the hearty captain grew heartier, the bosom-friends drew closer; the shy passengers opened up; the congenial passengers began to grieve over the thought of parting; charades were acted; concerts were given: the mean-spirited passenger became a little less vile; the fore-cabin passenger from Edinburgh observed to her friend that the goins on aboord were wonderfu; to which the fore-cabin passenger from London replied that they certainly was; flying-fish and porpoises, and sharks and albatrosses, and tropical heat, ceased to furnish topics of interest, and men and women were thrown back on their mental resources, which were, among other things, largely wid pleasantly  sometimes even hotly!  exercised on religious discussion. In short the little community, thus temporarily thrown together, became an epitome of human life. As calm and storm alternated outside the iron palace, so, inside, there was mingled joy and sorrow. Friendships were formed and cemented. Love and folly, and hate and pride, and all the passions, were represented  ay, and Death was also there.

In the silent night, when nothing was heard save that ceaseless music of the screw, the destroying angel came  so silently that only a few were aware of his dread presence  and took away the youth whose sole occupation seemed to have been the watching of the ever-increasing distance from that home which he was destined never again to see. It was inexpressibly sad to those left behind when his coffin was committed to the deep amid the solemn silence that once again ensued on the stoppage of the engines, while the low voice of a pastor prayed for those who wept his departure; but it was not sad for him who had been taken  he had reached the better home, and, sitting by the side of Jesus, could doubtless afford to think, at last without longing, of the old home beyond the sea.




Chapter Ten.

Anxieties; Disasters; Hopes.

Standing in his accustomed place on the iron floor of the iron chamber, Edgar Berrington watched the grinding of the great crank, and pondered.

He had now been many weeks at sea, and had not once spoken a word to Aileen  had not even seen her more than half-a-dozen times in the far vista of the quarter-deck. Each Sabbath-day, indeed, dressed like his former self, he had worshipped with her in the same saloon, but on these occasions he had kept carefully in the background, had crept quietly down after the others had assembled, had kept in the shadow of the door, and had left before the worshippers had time to rise.

An event, however, was now pending, which was destined to remove his present difficulties in a very unexpected manner, and to saddle on the shoulders of Charles Hazlit, Esquire, difficulties which he had never in all his previous business calculations taken into account.

During most part of the voyage out to China Mr Hazlits visage had presented a sea-green aspect, edged with yellow. The great Demon of the sea had seized upon and held him with unwonted avidity and perseverance. It appeared to regard him as fair game  as one whose life had been largely devoted to ploughing up its peculiar domain  or rather, inducing others to plough there  and who was therefore worthy of special attention. At all events, the wealthy merchant did not appear above-board until the lapse of two weeks after leaving his native land. At the end of that period something like the ghost of him crawled on deck one rather fine day, but a demoniac squall rudely sent him below, where he remained until those charming regions of the Equatorial calms were entered. Here a bad likeness  a sort of spoiled photograph  of him again made its appearance, and lay down helplessly on a mattress, or smiled with pathetic sarcasm when food was offered. But soon the calm regions were passed; the Cape of Storms was doubled, and the fierce south-easters of the Indian seas were encountered, during which period Mr Hazlit passed away, as one of the things that had been, from the memory of all on board, with the exception of Aileen, the captain, the bed-room steward, and a Christian pastor, who, with his amiable wife, had done much during the voyage for their fellow-passengers.

At last, when the shores of China were approached, and people began to talk earnestly about the end of the voyage, Mr Hazlits shade once more made its appearance, with a spot of dark red on each cheek and on the point of his nose. These spots were hopefully regarded as signs of returning health. They did not appear too soon, for the shade would infallibly have vanished altogether if it had been subjected to further attenuation.

Oh, papa dear, you look so much better to-day! said Aileen, arranging his shawls as he lay on deck quite rosy.

If she had said port-winy it would have been more in accordance with truth, but Aileen was rather apt to diverge from truth, unintentionally, in speaking of her father.

I am thankful, dear, replied the shade in a faint voice, and with a fainter smile. The captain says we shall be in port in a few days, and then we shall be all right, and

Ha! Shall you? exclaimed the Demon of the sea, giving the ship a little lurch to starboard, which cut short the merchants remarks abruptly; you think so, do you? Ho! We shall see!

Following up this inaudible speech with one of those audible howls for which demons are so justly celebrated, he went off in a gust of wind, and summoned to his aid one of those simooms, or monsoons, or typhoons which are in the habit of ravaging the southern seas.

These spirits, quickly obeying the summons, sent not only Mr Hazlit but many of the other passengers to their berths, blew into ribbons the few sails that chanced to be hoisted, boiled up the sea as if in a huge caldron, caused the blackened sky to mingle with the world of waters, rent the firmament with gleaming fire and crashing thunder, and hissed or yelled everywhere in the spirit of wildest revelry.

The Warrior was a splendid steamer, and her commander an able seaman, but neither splendour of material nor power of mind can avert what is decreed.

The storm was prolonged, and raged with unwonted fury, the captain did his best, the good ship behaved nobly, and things went well until the night of the third day. It was at that time so very dark that nothing could be seen farther off than a few yards beyond the bulwarks, where the white-crested waves loomed high in air in a sort of ghostly fashion as if they meant to fall on the deck unawares and sink the ship.

The passengers had by degrees got used to the mad plunging and rolling of their iron home, and even the timid among them began to feel hopeful that after all the gale would be weathered, and the harbour gained.

What the captain thought no one could tell. He remained on the bridge night and day, clad from head to foot in oil-skin garments, facing the furious blast as if it were his native air, watching every motion of his vessel, and gazing intently into the world of ebony ahead as if trying to read his fate there.

The darkness around was almost palpable. Sometimes it seemed as if the vessel were rushing against a mighty rock, that towered high above the masts, but this was only optical illusion, or, perhaps, a denser storm-cloud than usual passing by, for the steamer continued to plough her onward way unchecked, save, now and then, by the bursting on her bows of a monster billow, which caused her to quiver from stem to stern, and swept the decks with green seas fore and aft. One such sea had carried away part of the bulwarks, and swept overboard all the loose material on the decks. Presently, there was a slight diminution in the force of the seas. The captain noted this, and gave orders to get the lead ready to heave.

Deep in the iron chambers below, Edgar Berrington stood  not in his wonted dreamy mood, beside the great crank, but close to the steering-wheel of the engine,  alert, steady, with his hand on the wheel, his eye on the index.

Suddenly the order came, Half-speed,  then abruptly followed, Stop.

These orders were obeyed instantly.

The lead was hove  the result, no bottom at thirty fathoms.

Again Edgar was signalled Half-speed, then  as the captain looked into the darkness ahead, and saw, or thought he saw, it deepen horribly  came the sharp order, Astern, full-speed!

Full well did Edgar know that this implied imminent danger. Quick as lightning he reversed the engines.

Next moment there was an appalling crash that overturned everything in the vessel. Our hero was himself wrenched from his position, and hurled against the bulkhead of the boiler-room; the masts went over the sides as if they had been pipe-stems, and the wire-ropes snapt like pack-thread. A moment of appalling silence followed, as if the very elements had suspended their strife, then there came shriek and cry from fore and aft as the passengers rushed frantically about, while above all yelled the escaping steam when Edgar opened the safety-valves.

The spot where they had struck was partially protected by cliffs, that rose like a wall in front. These cliffs turned off the direct force of the gale, but the general turmoil of the sea raised a surf around them which rendered the prospect of effecting a landing a very poor one, even if the vessel should hold together for any length of time. They had not struck on the shore of the mainland, but on a solitary islet or rock, not far from the coast, which rose abruptly out of deep water. Hence the silence of the lead as to its presence.

It were vain to attempt a description of the confusion that followed. The few cool and collected men in the ship were powerless at first, but gradually they succeeded in restoring some degree of order. Then the captain explained that being hard and fast on the rocks they could not sink, and that the vessel being strong was likely to hold together, perhaps, for several hours.

Were not hard and fast, captain, said the semi-nautical passenger in an undertone, as he stood by the after-hatch, where most of the cabin passengers were assembled.

He referred to a swinging motion of the wreck, which, however, was so very slight as to be almost imperceptible.

I know that, replied the captain, also in an undertone, but somewhat sternly, we may slip back into deep water, but were hard and fast just now, and I shall do my best to keep her so. Dont you go, sir, and raise needless alarm in the minds of the passengers. See, he added aloud, pointing towards the east, day is already breaking; we shall soon have light enough to commence landing. Go below, ladies, and get your bonnet-boxes packed.

The captains mind was far enough from jesting at that moment, but he knew that a quiet joke, possessing a modicum of truth in it, would do more to calm the fears of the timid than solemn advice or reasoning. He was right. Many went to their cabins to look after their most precious treasures, while the officers and men commenced active preparations for escaping to the islet, whose towering cliffs now began to loom heavily through the driving mist and foam.

From the first it was evident that only one mode of escape offered, namely, by means of a rope to the shore, and a running tackle. This material was easily procured and arranged, but the connecting of the rope with the shore was another question. As daylight increased, the island was recognised as a mere uninhabited rock, from which, therefore, no assistance could be expected, and the terrible turmoil of waters that leaped and seethed between the wreck and the cliffs, seemed to all on board, including the captain himself, to be impassable.

At last it became necessary to make an effort, for it was soon discovered that the vessel hung on the edge of a ledge, outside of which the water deepened suddenly to twenty fathoms, and a slip back into that would have been equivalent to certain and immediate death to all on board.

My lads, said the captain to the crew, most of whom were assembled with the passengers near the port bow, where the preparations for escaping were going on, we must have a man to go ashore with that line. I cannot swim myself, else I would not ask for a volunteer. Come; who has got the heart to do a gallant deed, and save these women and children?

He turned as he spoke, and glanced at the female passengers and children, who crowded under the lee of the cook-house, wet, dishevelled, and terrified, Aileen and her musical friend being among them.

There was no response at first. The men turned with doubtful looks at the furious sea, in the midst of whose white surges black forbidding rocks seemed to rise and disappear, and the surface of which had by that time become much cumbered with portions of wreckage.

If I could only swim, growled the boatswain, Id try, but I cant float no more than a stone.

Others, who looked stout and bold enough to make the venture, seemed to think it might be better to stick to the ship until the sea should go down. Indeed one of them said as much, but the captain interrupted him, and was about to make another appeal, when there was a movement in the crowd, and one of the sub-engineers pushed towards him with the information that a volunteer was ready, and would appear immediately.

Who is it? asked the captain.

Mr Berrington, sir; hes getting ready.

The chief engineer! exclaimed the captain. Good; if theres a man in the ship can do it, he is the man.

Aileen, standing somewhat back in the crowd, thought she had caught a familiar sound!

Who is going to make the venture? she inquired of a man near her.

The chief engineer, Miss, I believe.

At the moment the crowd opened and our hero came forward, clothed only in a shirt and duck trousers. His face was not streaked with professional paint on this occasion. It beamed with the flush and the latent fire of one who feels that he has made up his mind deliberately to face death.

Oh! Its the man with the handsome figure, gasped Lintie, with a wild look of surprise.

Aileen did not now require to be told who it was. Unlike heroines, she neither screamed nor fainted, but through the wonder which shone in her eyes she shot forth another look,  one of proud confidence,  which Edgar caught in passing, and it rendered his power and purpose irresistible. The stern work before him, however, was not compatible with soft emotions. Seizing the end of the light line which was ready, he tied it firmly round his waist and leaped into the raging sea, while an enthusiastic cheer burst from the crew.

At first it seemed as if the youth had been endowed with superhuman powers, so vigorously and with such ease did he push through the surf and spurn aside the pieces of wreck that came in his way; but as his distance from the vessel increased, and the surging foam bore him in among the rocks, he received several blows from a piece of the floating bulwarks. Once also he was launched with terrible violence against a rock. This checked him a little. Still, however, he swam on, apparently unhurt, while the people on board the wreck gazed after him with inexpressible eagerness. They not only thought of the imminent danger of the gallant youth, but fully realised the probability that his failure would be the sealing of their own doom.

As he drew near to the rocks on shore, a mass of wreck was seen to rise on the crest of the surf close to the swimmers side and fall on him. An irresistible cry of despair burst from those in the ship. Some one shouted to haul on the line and pull him on board, and several seamen sprang to do so, but the captain checked them, for through his glass he could see Edgar struggling to free himself from the wreck. In a few minutes he succeeded, and the next wave hurled him on the rocky shore, to which he clung until the retreating water had lost its power. Then he rose, and struggling upwards, gained a ledge of rock where he was safe from the violence of the waves.

It need scarcely be said that his success was hailed with three tremendous cheers, and not a few deep and fervent exclamations of Thank God from some who regarded the young engineers safety as a foretaste of their own. Some there were, however, who knew that the work which yet remained to be done was fraught with danger as well as difficulty. This work was commenced without delay.

By means of the light line which he had carried ashore, Edgar hauled the two ends of a stouter line or small rope from the wreck. These two ends he quickly spliced together, thus making the rope an endless one, or, as seamen have it, an endless fall. The other loop, or bight, of this endless double-rope was retained on the wreck, having been previously rove through a block or pulley which was attached to the broken fore-mast about ten feet above the deck  in accordance with our rocket apparatus directions. In fact, the whole contrivance, got up so hastily at this time, was just an extemporised rocket apparatus without the rocket  Edgar having already performed the duty of that projectile, which is to effect communication between wreck and shore.

By means of the endless fall our hero now hauled a heavy rope or cable from the wreck, the end of which he fastened round a large boulder. This rope, being hauled taut, remained suspended between the wreck and the cliffs some feet above the sea. Previous to fixing it a large block had been run upon it, and to this block was suspended one of those circular cork life-preservers which one usually sees attached to the bulwarks of ships. It was made into a sort of bag by means of a piece of canvas. The endless fall was then attached to this bag so that it could travel with its block backwards and forwards on the thick cable.

The first who passed from the wreck to the shore by means of this contrivance was a stout seaman with two very small children in charge. The man was sent partly to give the passengers confidence in the safety of the mode of transit, and partly that he might aid Edgar in the working of the tackle. The next who passed was the mother of the children. Then followed Aileen, and after her the sweet singer. Thus, one by one, all the females and children on board were borne in safety to land.

After these the male passengers commenced to go ashore. A few of the older men were sent first. Among them was Mr Hazlit.

The unfortunate merchant was so weak as to be scarcely equal to the exertion of getting over the side into the life-buoy or bag, and he was so tall that, despite the efforts he made to double himself together, there was so much of him above the machine that he had a tendency to topple over. This would have mattered nothing if he had possessed even a moderate degree of power to hold on, but his hands were as weak as those of a child. However, the case being desperate, he made the attempt, and was sent away from the wreck with many earnest cautions to hold on tight and keep cool.

You may be sure that his progress was watched with intense anxiety by Aileen, who stood close to Edgar as he hauled in the rope carefully.

Oh! He will fall out, she cried in an agony as the rope dipped a little, and let him just touch the roaring surf, when he was somewhat more than half way over.

Edgar saw that her fears were not unlikely to be realised. He therefore gave the rope to the seaman who had first come ashore, with orders to haul steadily.

Owing to its position and the dipping of the life-buoy with its burden, the cable formed a pretty steep slope from the shore. Throwing himself on the cable, Edgar slid swiftly down this incline until stopped by the buoy. The effect of course was to sink the machine deeper than ever, insomuch that poor Mr Hazlit, unable any longer to withstand the buffeting, threw up his arms with a cry of despair. Edgar caught him as he was falling over.

Here, put your arms round my neck, he cried, struggling violently to fix himself firmly to the life-buoy.

The merchant obeyed instantly, giving the youth an embrace such as he had never expected to receive at his hands! Even in that moment of danger and anxiety, Edgar could not help smiling at the gaze of unutterable wonder which Mr Hazlit cast on him through the salt water  if not tears  that filled his eyes, for he had not seen the youth when he jumped overboard.

Haul away! shouted our hero; but the words were stifled by a sea which at the moment overwhelmed them.

The man at the line, however, knew what to do. He and some of the passengers hauled steadily but swiftly on the line, and in a few seconds the buoy, with its double freight, was brought safe to land. Mr Hazlit was carried at once by his rescuer to a recess in the cliffs which was partially protected from the storm, and Edgar, after doing what he could to place him comfortably on the ground, left him to the care of his daughter.

On his return to the beach he found the passengers who had been saved in a state of great alarm because of the slipping backwards of the wreck, which strained the cable so much that it had become as rigid as a bar of iron. He began, therefore, to ply the means of rescue with redoubled energy, for there were still some of the passengers and all the crew on board; but suddenly, while the buoy was being sent out for another freight, the cable snapt, the wreck slid off the shelf or ledge on which it had hung so long, and sank in deep water, leaving nothing save a momentary whirlpool in the surf to tell where the splendid ocean palace had gone down.

The horror that filled the minds of those who witnessed the catastrophe cannot be described. A feeling of dreary desolation and helplessness followed the sudden cessation of violent energy and hopeful toil in which most of them had been previously engaged. This was in some degree changed, if not relieved, by the necessity which lay on all to lace the vicissitudes of their new position.

That these were neither few nor light soon became apparent, for Edgar and the seaman, after an hours investigation, returned to their friends with the information that they had been cast on a small rocky islet, which was uninhabited, and contained not a vestige of wood or of anything that could sustain the life of man. Thus they were left without shelter or food, or the means of quitting the inhospitable spot  not, however, without hope, for one of the seamen said that he knew it to be an isle lying not very far from the mainland, and that it was almost certain to be passed ere long by ships or native boats.

On further search, too, a spring of fresh water was discovered, with sufficient grass growing near it to make comfortable beds for the women and children. The grass was spread under the shelter of an overhanging cliff, and as the weather was warm, though stormy, the feelings of despair that had at first overwhelmed young and old soon began to abate. During the day the gale decreased and a hot sun came out at intervals, enabling them to dry their soaking garments.

That night, taking Edgar aside, Mr Hazlit thanked him warmly for preserving his life.

But, said he, seriously, forgive me if I at once broach a painful subject, and point out that our positions are not changed by this disaster. Much though I love my life I love my daughters happiness more, and I would rather die than allow her to marry  excuse me, Mr Berrington  a penniless man. Of course, continued the merchant, with a sad smile as he looked around him, it would be ridiculous as well as ungrateful were I to forbid your holding ordinary converse with her here, but I trust to your honour that nothing more than ordinary converse shall pass between you.

My dear sir, replied the youth, you greatly mistake my spirit if you imagine that I would for one moment take advantage of the position in which I am now placed. I thank God for having permitted me to be the means of rendering aid to you and Ai  your daughter. Depend upon it I will not give you reason to regret having trusted my honour. But, (he hesitated here) you have referred to my position. If, in time and through Gods goodness, I succeed in improving my position; in gaining by industry a sufficiency of this worlds pelf to maintain Aileen in a condition of comfort approaching in some degree that in which she has been brought up, may I hope  may I

Mr Hazlit took the young mans hand and said, You may; but he said it sadly, and with a look that seemed to imply that he had no expectation of Edgar ever attaining to the required position.

Satisfied with the shake of the hand, our hero turned abruptly away, and went off to ruminate by the sea-shore. At first he was filled with hope; then, as he thought of his being penniless and without influential friends, and of the immense amount of money that would have to be made in order to meet the wealthy merchants idea of comfort, he began to despair. Presently the words came to his mind Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust also in Him, and He shall bring it to pass. This revived him, and he began to run over in his mind all sorts of wild plans of making a huge fortune quickly! Again a word came to him Make not haste to be rich.

But what is making haste? he thought, and his conscience at once replied, Taking illegitimate courses  venturesome speculation without means  devotion of the soul and body to business in such a way as to demoralise the one and deteriorate the other  engaging in the pursuit of wealth hastily and with eager anxieties, which imply that you doubt Gods promise to direct and prosper all works committed to Him.

My plan, then, thought Edgar, is to maintain a calm and trusting mind; to be diligent in fulfilling present duty, whatever that may be; to look about for the direction that is promised, and take prompt advantage of any clear opportunity that offers. God helping me, Ill try.

Strong in his resolves, but, happily, stronger in his trust, he returned to the cavern in which his companions in misfortune had already laid them down to rest, and throwing himself on a bed of grass near the entrance, quickly fell into that profound slumber which is the perquisite of those who unite a healthy mind to a sound body.




Chapter Eleven.

Tells of bold Plans, followed by bolder Deeds.

Months passed away, and Miss Pritty, sitting in her little boudoir sipping a cup of that which cheers, received a letter.

I know that hand, of course I do. How strange it is there should be such a variety of hands  no two alike, just like faces; though for my part I think that some faces are quite alike, so much so that there are one or two people who are always mistaken for each other, so that people dont know which is which. Dear me! What an awful thing it would be if these people were so like that each should forget which was the other! Nobody else being able to put them right, there would be irretrievable confusion. What do you want, eh?

The first part of Miss Prittys mutterances was a soliloquy; the query was addressed to her small and only domestic with the dishevelled head, who lingered at the door from motives of curiosity.

Nothink, maam. Do you wish me to wait, maam?

No;  go.

She went, and Miss Pritty, opening the letter, exclaimed, From my nephew, Edgar! I knew it. Dear fellow! I wonder why he writes to me.

The letter ran as follows:  

Dear Aunt,  You will doubtless be surprised to receive a letter from me. It must be brief; the post leaves in an hour. Since I saw you we have had a charming voyage out, but at the last we ran on a rocky island off the coast of China, and became a total wreck in a few minutes.

At this point Miss Pritty gasped oh! and fainted  at least she went into a perfect semblance of the state of coma, but as she recovered suddenly, and appealed to the letter again with intense earnestness, it may have been something else that was the matter. She resumed her perusal:  

We succeeded in getting a hawser on shore, by means of which, through Gods mercy, nearly all the passengers were saved, including, of course, your friend Miss Hazlit and her father. It is mournful to have to add, however, that before the work was finished the wreck slipped into deep water and sank with all her crew on board. We remained only one day on the rock, when a passing ship observed our signals, took us off, and carried us safely into Hong-Kong.

Mr Hazlit and his daughter immediately left for  I know not where! I remained here to make some inquiries about the wreck, which I am told contains a large amount of gold coin. Now, I want you to take the enclosed letter to my fathers old servant, Joe Baldwin; help him to read it, if necessary, and to answer it by return of post. It is important; therefore, dear aunt, dont delay. I think you know Baldwins address, as Ive been told he lives in the district of the town which you are wont to visit. Excuse this shabby scrawl, and the trouble I ask you to take, and believe me to be your loving nephew, Edgar Berrington.

Miss Pritty was a prompt little woman. Instead of finishing her tea she postponed that meal to an indefinite season, threw on her bonnet and shawl, and left her humble abode abruptly.

Joe Baldwin was enjoying a quiet pipe at his own fireside  in company with his buxom wife and his friends Mr and Mrs Rooney Machowl  when Miss Pritty tripped up to his door and knocked.

She was received warmly, for Joe sympathised with her affectionate and self-denying spirit, and Mrs Joe believed in her. Woe to the unfortunate in whom Mrs Joe  alias Susan  did not believe.

Come away, Miss,  glad to see you  always so, said Joe, wiping a chair with his cap and extinguishing his pipe out of deference; sit down, Miss.

Miss Pritty bowed all round, wished each of the party good-evening by name, and seating herself beside the little fire as easily and unceremoniously as though it had been her own, drew forth her letter.

This is for you, Mr Baldwin, she said; it came enclosed in one to me, and is from my nephew, Edgar Berrington, who says it is important.

Thank you, maam, said Joe, taking the letter, opening it, and looking at it inquiringly.

Now Miss, said he, its of no manner o use my tryin to make it out. You mustnt suppose, Miss, that divers cant read. Theres many of em who have got a good education in the three Rs, an some who have gone further. For the matter of that I can read print easy enough, as you know, but I never was good at pot-hooks and hangers, dee see; therefore Ill be obliged, Miss, if youll read it to me.

Miss Pritty graciously acceded to the request, and read:  

Dear Baldwin,  My aunt, Miss Pritty, who will hand this letter to you, will tell you about our being wrecked. Now, in regard to that I have a proposal to make. First, let me explain. The wreck of the Warrior, after slipping off the ledge on which she struck, sank in twenty fathoms water. On our arrival at Hong-Kong, the agent of the owners sent off to see what could be done in the way of recovering the treasure on board  there being no less than fifty thousand pounds sterling in gold in her treasure-room, besides valuables belonging to passengers. A Lloyds agent also visited the place, and both came to the conclusion that it was utterly impossible to recover anything from such a depth by means of divers. This being so, and I happening to be on the spot, offered to purchase the right to recover and appropriate all the gold I could fish up. They laughed at me as a wild enthusiast, but, regarding the thing as hopeless themselves, were quite willing to let me have the wreck, etcetera, for what you would call an old song. Now, although nominally a penniless man, I do happen to possess a small property, in the form of a block of old houses in Newcastle, which were left to me by an uncle, and which I have never seen. On these I have raised sufficient money for my purpose, and I intend to make the venture, being convinced that with the new and almost perfect apparatus now turned out in London by our submarine engineers, bold divers may reach even a greater depth than twenty fathoms. My proposal then is, that you should come to my aid. I will divide all we bring up into three equal portions. One of these you shall have, one Ill keep to myself, and the third shall be shared equally by such divers as you think it advisable to employ. What say you? Do the prospects and terms suit, and will you come without delay? If so, reply at once, and send all the requisite material to this place. Be particular to bring dresses made by the first makers in London. I wish this to be a sort of semi-scientific experiment  to recover property from a great depth, to test the powers and properties of the various apparatus now in use and recently invented, and, while so doing, to make my fortune as well as yours, and that of all concerned! Perhaps you think the idea a wild one. Well, it may be so, but wilder ideas than this have been realised. Remember the noble house of Mulgrave!  Yours truly,  

Edgar Berrington.

The last sentence in the letter referred to a fact in the history of diving which is worthy of mention. In or about the year 1683 a man named Phipps, the son of an American blacksmith, was smitten with a mania, then prevalent, for recovering treasure from sunken wrecks by means of diving. He succeeded in fishing up a small amount from the wreck of a Spanish galleon off the coast of Hispaniola, which, however, did not pay expenses. Being a man of indomitable perseverance as well as enthusiasm, Phipps continued his experiments with varying success, and on one occasion  if not more  succeeded in reducing himself to poverty. But the blacksmiths son was made of tough material  as though he had been carefully fashioned on his fathers anvil. He was a man of strong faith, and this, in material as well as spiritual affairs, can remove mountains. He was invincibly convinced of the practicability of his schemes. As is usual in such men, he had the power to impart his faith to others. He had moved Charles the Second to assist him in his first efforts, which had failed, but was unable to similarly influence the cautious  not to say close-fisted  James the Second. The Duke of Albemarle, however, proved more tractable. Through his aid and influence, and with funds obtained from the public, Phipps was enabled in 1687 once more to try his fortune. He set sail in a 200-ton vessel, and after many fruitless efforts succeeded in raising from a depth of between six and seven fathoms, (considered but a small depth now-a-days) property to the value of about 300,000 pounds. Of this sum the usurious Earl obtained as his share 90,000 pounds while Phipps received 20,000 pounds. Although James the Second had refused to aid in the expedition, he had the wisdom to recognise the good service done to mankind in the saving of so much valuable property at so great personal risk. He knighted Phipps, who thus became the founder of the house of Mulgrave  now represented by the Marquis of Normanby.

When Miss Pritty had concluded the letter, Joe Baldwin turned to Rooney Machowl:  

What think you, lad, he said, would you venture down to twenty fathom?

To twenty thousand fathom, if youll consint to watch the pumps and howld the life-line, replied the daring son of Erin.

Will you let me go, Susan? said Baldwin, turning to his wife.

How could I hinder you, Joe? answered Mrs Baldwin, with a face reddened by suppressed emotion at the bare idea.

And will you go with me, Susan?

Id sooner go to the she stopped, unable to decide as to what part of earth she would not sooner go to than China, but not being versed in geography she finished by asserting that shed sooner go to the moon!

Pretty little Mrs Machowl, on the contrary, vowed that no power on earth should separate between her and her Rooney, and that if he went she should go, and the baby too.

Well then, Miss, said Baldwin to his visitor, if youll be so kind as to write for me Ill be obliged. Say to Mister Eddy  I cant forget the old name, you see  that Im agreeable; that Ill undertake the job, along with Rooney Machowl here, and mayhap another man or two. Ill get all the dresses and apparatus he requires, and will set sail as soon as I can; but, you see, I cant well start right off, because Ive a job or two on hand. Ive a well to go down an putt right, an Ive some dock repairs to finish. However, to save time Ill send Rooney off at once with one dress and apparatus, so that they can be tryin experiments till I arrive  which will be by the following steamer. Now, Miss, dyou think you can tell him all that?

I will try, said Miss Pritty, making rapid entries in a small note-book, after completing which and putting a few more questions she hurried home.

Meanwhile Rooneys wife went off to make arrangements for a long voyage, and a probably prolonged residence in foreign parts, and Joe Baldwin went to visit the well he had engaged to descend, taking Rooney as his assistant. During his visit to this well, Joe underwent some experiences, both physical and mental, which tried his nerve and courage more severely than any descent he had ever made in the open sea.

It is a well-known fact among divers that various temperaments are suited to various works, and that, among other things, many men who are bold enough in open water lose courage in confined places such as wells. They say  so powerful is imagination!  that they cannot breathe down in a well, though, of course, the means of breathing is the same in all cases. Joe Baldwin, being gifted with cool blood and strong nerves, and possessing very little imagination, was noted among his fellows for his readiness and ability to venture anywhere under water and do anything.

The well in question was connected with the waterworks of a neighbouring town. Having got himself and his apparatus conveyed thither he spent the night in the town and proceeded on the following morning at day-break to inspect the scene of his operations.

The well was an old one and very deep  about fifteen fathoms. That, however, was a matter of small importance to our diver. What concerned him most was the narrowness of the manhole or entrance at the top, and the generally dilapidated state of the whole affair.

The well, instead of being a circular hole in the ground lined with brick, like ordinary wells, was composed of huge iron cylinders four feet in diameter, fitted together and sunk ninety feet into the ground. This vast tube or circular iron well rested on a foundation of brick-work. When sunk to its foundation its upper edge was just level with the ground. Inside of this tube there were a variety of cross-beams, and a succession of iron ladders zigzagging from top to bottom, so that it could be descended when empty. At the time of Joes visit it was found nearly full of water. Down the centre of the well ran two iron pipes, or pumps, each having a rose at its lower end, through which the water could be sucked and pumped up to a reservoir a hundred feet high for the supply of the town. These two pumps were worked by an engine whose distinguishing features were noise and rickets. It could, however, just do its work; but, recently, something had gone wrong with one of the pumps  no water was thrown up by it. Two results followed. On the one hand the water-supply to the town became insufficient, and, on the other, the surplus water in the well could not be pumped out so as to permit of a man descending to effect repairs. In these circumstances a diver became absolutely necessary. Hence the visit of Baldwin and Machowl.

Now then, diver, said the managing engineer of the works to Joe, after he had examined everything above ground with care, you see it is impossible to pump the well dry, because of the defective pump and the strength of the spring which feeds it. Water is admitted into the great cylinder through a number of holes in the bottom. These holes therefore must be stopped. In order to this, you will have to descend in the water with a bag of wooden pegs and a hammer  all of which are ready for you  and plug up these holes. You see, the work to be done is simple enough.

Ay, asserted Baldwin, but the way how to set about it aint so simple or clear. How, for instance, is a man of my size to squeeze through that hole at the top?

You are large, said the engineer, regarding the diver for a moment, but not too large, I should think, to squeeze through.

What! With a divin dress on?

Ah, true; I fear that is a puzzling difficulty at the outset, for you see the well is frail, and we dare not venture to enlarge the hole by cutting the beams that support the pumps.

While he was speaking the diver put his head through the hole in question, and gazed down into darkness visible where water was dripping and gurgling, and hissing a sort of accompaniment to the discordant clanking and jarring of the pump-rods. The rickety engine that worked them kept puffing close alongside  grinding out a horrible addition to the din. As his eyes became more accustomed to the subdued light, Baldwin could see that there was an empty space between the surface of the water and the top of the well, great part of the first length of zigzag ladder being visible, and also the cross-beams on which its foot rested. He also observed various green slimy beams, which being perpetually moistened by droppings from the pumps, seemed alive like water snakes.

Well, said the diver, withdrawing his head, Ill try it. Ill dress inside there. Youre sure o the old ingine, I fancy?

It has not yet failed us, answered the engineer, with a smile.

What would happen if it broke or stopped working? asked Joe.

The well would fill to the brim and overflow in a minute or two.

So that, rejoined the diver, if it caught me in the middle o dressin, me and my mate would be drownded.

Youd stand a good chance of coming to that end, replied the engineer, with a laugh. Your mate might get out in time, but as you say the dress would prevent you getting back through the hole, there would be no hope for you.

Well then, well begin, said Baldwin; come, Rooney, get the gear in order. So saying, the adventurous man went to work with his wonted energy. The air-pumps were set up, and two men of the works instructed in the use of them. Then Baldwin squeezed himself with difficulty through the manhole, and the dress was passed down to him. Rooney then squeezed himself through, and both went a few steps down the iron ladder until they stood on the cross-beams behind and underneath it. The position was exceedingly awkward, for the ladder obliged them to stoop, and they did not dare to move their feet except with caution, for fear of slipping off the beams into the water  in which, even as it was, they were ankle-deep while standing on the beams. They were soon soaked to the skin by the drippings and spirtings from the pipes, and almost incapable of hearing each other speak, owing to the din. If Rooney had dropped the lead-soled boots or the shoulder-weights, they would have sunk at once beyond recovery, and have rendered the descent of the diver very difficult if not impossible.

Realising all this, the two comrades proceeded with great care and slowness. Dressing a diver in the most favourable circumstances involves a considerable amount of physical exertion and violence of action. It may therefore be well believed that in the case of which we write, a long time elapsed before Baldwin got the length of putting on his helmet. At last it was screwed on. Then a hammer and a bagful of wooden pins were placed in his hands.

Now, Joe, are ye aisy? asked Rooney, holding the front-glass in his hand, preparatory to sealing his friend up.

All right, answered Baldwin.

Set a-goin the air-pumps up there, shouted Rooney, from whose face the perspiration flowed freely, as much from anxiety about his friend as from prolonged exertion in a constrained attitude.

In a few seconds the air came hissing into the helmet, showing that the two men who wrought it were equal to their duty, though inexperienced.

All right? asked Rooney a second time.

The reply was given, Yes, and the bulls-eye was screwed on.

Rooney then sprang up the ladder and through the manhole; took his station at the signal-line and air-pipe, while the engineer of the works watched the air-pump. The rickety steam-engine was then stopped, and, as had been predicted, the water rose quickly. It rose over Baldwins knees, waist, and head, and, finally, rushed out at the manhole, deluging Rooneys legs.

Our diver was now fairly imprisoned; an accident, however trifling in itself, that should stop the air-pump would have been his death-knell. Fully impressed with this uncomfortable assurance, he felt his way slowly down the second ladder, knocking his head slightly against cross-beams as he went, holding on tightly to his bag and hammer, and getting down into darkness so profound as to be felt. He soon reached the head of the third ladder, and then the fourth.

But here, at a depth of about thirty feet, an unexpected difficulty [image: img136.jpg]occurred which had well-nigh caused a failure. The head of the fourth ladder was covered with wood, through which a square manhole led to the bottom of the well. Of course Joe Baldwin discovered this only by touch, and great was his anxiety when, passing his hand round it, he found the hole to be too small for his broad shoulders to pass. At this point, he afterwards admitted, he felt rather curious, the whole structure being very frail. However, with characteristic determination he muttered to himself, never mind, Joe, do it if you can, and down he went through the hole, putting one arm down with his body, and holding the other up and drawing it down after him, by which process he squeezed his shoulders through at an angle. After reaching the bottom of the well, a feeling of alarm seized him lest he should be unable to force his way upwards through the hole. To settle this question at once he ascended to it, forced himself through, and then, being easy in mind, he redescended to the bottom and went to work with the hammer and wooden pegs.

At first he had some difficulty in finding the holes in the great cylinder, but after a dozen of them had been plugged it became easier, as the water rushed in through the remaining holes with greater force. While thus engaged his foot suddenly slipped. To save himself from falling  he knew not whither  he let go the bag of pegs and the hammer  the first of which went upwards and the latter down. To find the hammer in total darkness among the brick-work at the bottom was hopeless, therefore Joe signalled that he was coming up, and started for the top after the bag, but failed to find it. In much perplexity he went to the upper manhole and put up one of his hands.

To those who were inexperienced it was somewhat alarming to see the hand of an apparently drowning man with the fingers wriggling violently, but Rooney understood matters.

Arrah, now, said he, giving the hand a friendly shake, its somethin youre wantin, sure. What a pity it is wan cant spake wid his fingers!

Presently the hand shut itself as if grasping something, and moved in a distinct and steady manner.

Och! Its a hammer he wants. Hes gone an lost it. Here you are, boy  theres another.

The hand disappeared, transferred the implement to the left hand, and reappeared, evidently asking for more.

What now, boy? muttered Rooney, with a perplexed look.

Doubtless he wants more pegs, said the engineer of the works, coming up at the moment.

Sure, sur, that cant be it, for if hed lost his pegs wouldnt they have comed up an floated?

Theyve caught somewhere, no doubt, among the timbers on the way up. Anyhow, I had provided against such an accident, said the engineer, putting another bag of pegs into the impatient hand.

It seemed satisfied, and disappeared at once.

Joe returned to the bottom, and succeeded in plugging every hole, so that the water from the outside spring could not enter. That done, he ascended, and signalled to the engineer to begin pumping. The rickety engine was set to work, and soon reduced the water so much that Rooney was able to re-descend and undress his friend. Thereafter, in about five hours, the well was pumped dry. The engineer then went down, and soon discovered that one of the pump-rods had been broken near the foot, and that its bucket lay useless at the bottom of the pipe. The repairs could now be easily made, and our divers, having finished their difficult and somewhat dangerous job, returned home. (See Note 1.)

Next day Joe Baldwin paid a visit to the neighbouring harbour, where a new part of the pier was being built by divers. His object was to sound our surly friend David Maxwell about joining him in his intended trip to the antipodes, for Maxwell was a first-rate diver, though a somewhat cross-grained man.

Maxwell was under water when he arrived. It was Baldwins duty to superintend part of the works. He therefore went down, and met his man at the bottom of the sea. Joe took a small school-slate with him, and a piece of pencil  for, the depth being not more than a couple of fathoms, it was possible to see to read and write there.

The spot where Maxwell wrought was at the extreme end of the unfinished part of the breakwater. He was busily engaged at the time in laying a large stone which hung suspended to a travelling-crane connected with the temporary works overhead. Joe refrained from interrupting him. Another man assisted him. In the diver fraternity, there are men who thoroughly understand all sorts of handicrafts  there are blacksmiths, carpenters, stone-masons, etcetera. Maxwell was a skilled mechanic, and could do his work as well under water as many a man does above it  perhaps better than some! The bed for the stone had been carefully prepared on a mass of solid masonry which had been already laid. By means of the signal-line Maxwell directed the men in charge of the crane to move it forward, backward, to the right or to the left, as required. At last it hung precisely over the required spot, and was lowered into its final resting-place.

Then Baldwin tapped Maxwell on the shoulder. The latter looked earnestly in at the window  if we may so call it  of his visitor, and, recognising Joe, shook hands with him. Joe pointed to a rock, and sat down. Maxwell sat down beside him, and then ensued the following conversation. Using the slate, Baldwin wrote in large printed letters:  

Ive got a splendid offer to go out to dive in the China seas. Are you game to go?

Taking the slate and pencil, Maxwell wrote Game for anything!

We must finish this job first, wrote Joe, and I shall send Rooney out before us with some of the gear  to be ready.

All right, was Maxwells laconic answer.

Baldwin nodded approval of this, but the nod was lost on his comrade owing to the fact that his helmet was immovably fixed to his shoulders. Maxwell evidently understood it, however, for he replied with a nod which was equally lost on his comrade. They then shook hands on it, and Joe, touching his signal-line four times, spurned the ground with a light fantastic toe, and shot to the realms above like a colossal cherub.



Note 1. A job precisely similar to this was undertaken, and successfully accomplished by Corporal Falconer of the Royal Engineers, and assistant-instructor in diving, from whom we received the details. The gallant corporal was publicly thanked and promoted for his courage and daring in this and other diving operations.




Chapter Twelve.

Diving Practice Extraordinary in the East.

In a certain street of Hong-Kong there stands one of those temples in which men devote themselves to the consumption of opium, that terrible drug which is said to destroy the natives of the celestial empire more fatally than strong drink does the peoples of the west. In various little compartments of this temple, many celestials lay in various conditions of debauch. Among them was a stout youth of twenty or so. He was in the act of lighting the little pipe from which the noxious vapour is inhaled. His fat and healthy visage proved that he had only commenced his downward career.

He had scarce drawn a single whiff, however, when a burly sailor-like man in an English garb entered the temple, went straight to the compartment where our beginner reclined, plucked the pipe from his hand, and dashed it on the ground.

I knowd ye was here, said the man, sternly, an I said you was here, an sure havent I found you here  you spalpeen! You pig-faced bag o fat! What dee mane by it, Chok-foo? Didnt I say Id give you as much baccy as ye could chaw or smoke an yed only kape out o this place? Come along wid ye!

It is perhaps scarcely necessary to say that the man who spoke, and who immediately collared and dragged Chok-foo away, was none other than our friend Rooney Machowl. That worthy had been sent to China in advance of the party of divers with his wife and baby  for in the event of success he said hed be able to affoord it, and in the event of failure he meant to try his luck in furrin parts, and would on no account leave either wife or chick behind him.

On his arrival a double misfortune awaited him. First he found that his employer, Edgar Berrington, was laid up with fever, in the house of an English friend, and could not be spoken to, or even seen; and second, the lodging in which he had put up caught fire the second night after his arrival, and was burnt to the ground, with all its contents, including nearly the whole of his diving apparatus. Fortunately, the unlucky Irishman saved his wife and child and money, the last having been placed in a leathern belt made for the purpose, and worn night and day round his waist. Being a resolute and hopeful man, Rooney determined to hunt up a diving apparatus of some sort, if such was to be found in China, and he succeeded. He found, in an old iron-and-rag-store sort of place, a very ancient head-piece and dress, which were in good repair though of primitive construction. Fortunately, his own pumps and air-pipes, having been deposited in an out-house, had escaped the general conflagration.

Rooney was a man of contrivance and resource. He soon fitted the pump to the new dress and found that it worked well, though the helmet was destitute of the modern regulating valves under the divers control, and he knew that it must needs therefore leave the diver who should use it very much at the mercy of the men who worked the pumps.

After the fire, Rooney removed with his family to the house of a Chinese labourer named Chok-foo, whose brother, Ram-stam, dwelt with him. They were both honest hard-working men, but Chok-foo was beginning, as we have seen, to fall under the baleful influence of opium-smoking. Ram-stam may be said to have been a teetotaler in this respect. They were both men of humble spirit.

Chok-foo took the destruction of his pipe and the rough collaring that followed in good part, protesting, in an extraordinary jargon, which is styled Pidgin-English, that he had only meant to have a Very littee smokee, not being able, just then, to resist the temptation.

Blathers! said Rooney, as they walked along in the direction of the lower part of the town, you could resist the timptation aisy av youd only try, for youre only beginnin, an it hasnt got howld of ee yit. Look at your brother Ram, now; why dont ee take example by him?

Yis, Ram-stams first-chop boy, said Chok-foo, with a penitential expression on his fat visage.

Well, then, you try and be a first-chop boy too, Chok, an itll be better for you. Now, you see, youve kep us all waiting for full half an hour, though we was so anxious to try how the dress answers.

In a few minutes the son of Erin and the Chinaman entered the half ruinous pagoda which was their habitation. Here little Mrs Machowl was on her knees before an air-pump, oiling and rubbing up its parts. Ram-stam, with clasped hands, head a little on one side, and a gentle smile of approbation on his lips, admired the progress of the operation.

Now then, Chok and Ram, said Rooney, sitting down on a stool and making the two men stand before him like a small awkward squad, Im goin to taich you about pumps an pumpin, so pay attintion av ye plaze. Hids up an ears on full cock! Now then.

Here the vigorous diver began an elaborate explanation which we will spare the reader, and which his pupils evidently did not comprehend, though they smiled with ineffable sweetness and listened with close attention. When, however, the teacher descended from theory to practice, and took the pump to pieces, put it up again, and showed the manner of working, the Chinamen became more intelligent, and soon showed that they could turn the handles with great vigour. They were hopelessly stupid, however, in regard to the use of the signal-line  insomuch that Rooney began to despair.

Niver mind, boys, he cried, hopefully, well try it.

Accordingly he donned the diving-dress, and teaching his wife how to screw on the bulls-eye, he gave the signal to pump away.

Of course Chok-foo and Ram-stam, though anxious to do well, did ill continually. When Rooney, standing in the room and looking at them, signalled to give more air, they became anxious and gave him less, until his dress was nearly empty. When he signalled for less air they gave him more, until his dress nearly burst, and then, not having the breast-valve, he was obliged to unscrew his front-glass to prevent an explosion! At last the perplexed man resolved to make his wife do duty as attender to signals, and was fortunate in this arrangement at first, for Molly was quick of apprehension. She soon understood all about it, and, receiving her husbands signals, directed the Chinamen what to do. In order to test his assistants better, he then went out on the verandah of the pagoda, where the pumpers could not see him nor he them. He was, of course, fully dressed, only the bulls-eye was not fixed.

Now, Molly, dear, said he, go to work just as if I was goin under water.

Molly dimpled her cheeks with a smile as she held up the glass, and said, Are ye ready?

Not yet; putt your lips here first.

He stooped; Molly inserted part of her face into the circular hole, and a smack resounded in the helmet.

Now, cushla, Im ready.

Pump away, boys, shouted the energetic little woman.

As soon as she heard the hiss of the air in the helmet, she screwed on the bulls-eye, and our diver was as much shut off from surrounding atmosphere as if he had been twenty fathoms under the sea. Then she went to where the pumpers were at work, and taking the air-pipe in one hand and the life-line in the other, awaited signals. These were soon sent from the verandah. More air was demanded and given; less was asked and the pumpers wrought gently. Molly gave one pull at the life-line, All right? Rooney replied, All right. This was repeated several times. Then came four sharp pulls at the line. Molly was on the alert; she bid Ram-stam continue to pump while Chok-foo helped her to pull the diver forcibly out of the verandah into the interior of the pagoda amid shouts of laughter, in which Rooney plainly joined though his voice could not be heard.

Capital, Molly, exclaimed the delighted husband when his glass was off; I always belaved  an I belave it now more than iver  that a purty woman is fit for anything. After a few more experiments like that Ill go down in shallow wather wid an aisy mind.

Rooney kept his word. When he deemed his assistants perfect at their work, he went one morning to the river with all his gear, hired a boat, pushed off till he had got into two fathoms water, and then, dressing himself with the aid of the Chinamen, prepared to descend.

Are you ready? asked his wife.

Yis, cushla, but youve forgot the kiss.

Am I to kiss all the divers we shall have to do with before sending them down? she asked.

If you want all the divers to be kicked you may, was the reply.

Molly cut short further remark by giving the order to pump, and affixing the glass. For a few seconds the diver looked earnestly at the Chinamen and at his better half, who may have been said to hold his life in her hands. Then he stepped boldly on the short ladder that had been let down outside the boat, and was soon lost to view in the multitude of air-bells that rose above him.

Now, Rooney had neglected to take into his calculations the excitability of female nerves. It was all very well for his wife to remember everything and proceed correctly when he was in the verandah of the pagoda, but when she knew that her best-beloved was at the bottom of the sea, and saw the air-bells rising, her courage vanished, and with her courage went her presence of mind. A rush of alarm entered her soul as she saw the boiling of the water, and fancying she was giving too much air, she said hurriedly, Pump slow, boys, but immediately conceiving she had done wrong, she said, Pump harder, boys.

The Chinamen pumped with a will, for they also had become excited, and were only too glad to obey orders.

A signal-pull now came for Less air, but Molly had taken up an idea, and it could not be dislodged. She thought it must be More air that was wanted.

Pump away, boys  pump, she cried, in rapidly increasing alarm.

Chok-foo and Ram-stam obeyed.

The signal was repeated somewhat impatiently.

Pump away, boys; for dear life  pump, cried the little woman in desperate anxiety.

Perspiration rolled down the cheeks of Chok-foo and Ram-stam as they gasped for breath and turned the handles with all the strength they possessed.

Pump  oh! Pump  for pitys sake.

She ended with a wild shriek, for at that moment the [image: img137.jpg]waves were cleft alongside, and Rooney Machowl came up from the bottom, feet foremost, with a bounce that covered the sea with foam. He had literally been blown up from the bottom  his dress being filled with so much compressed air that he had become like a huge bladder, and despite all his weights, he rolled helplessly on the surface in vain attempts to get his head up and his feet down.

Of course his distracted wife hauled in on the life-line with all her might, and Chok-foo and Ram-stam, forsaking the pump, lent their aid and soon hauled the luckless diver into the boat, when his first act was to deal the Chinamen a cuff each that sent one into the stern-sheets on his nose, and the other into the bow on his back. Immediately thereafter he fell down as if senseless, and Molly, with trembling hands, unscrewed the bulls-eye.

Her horror may be imagined when she beheld the countenance of her husband as pale as death, while blood flowed copiously from his mouth, ears, and nostrils.

Niver mind, cushla! he said, faintly, Ill be all right in a minute. This couldnt have happened if Id had one o the noo helmets.  Git off my

Ochone! Hes fainted! cried Mrs Machowl; help me, boys.

In a few minutes Rooneys helmet was removed and he began to recover, but it was not until several days had elapsed that he was completely restored; so severe had been the consequences of the enormous pressure to which his lungs and tissues had been subjected, by the powerful working of the pump on that memorable day by Ram-stam and Chok-foo.




Chapter Thirteen.

Treasure recovered  Accidents encountered  An unexpected Discovery  Enemies met and circumvented.

It is pleasant to loll in the sunshine on a calm day in the stern of a boat and gaze down into unfathomable depths, as one listens to the slow, regular beating of the oars, and the water rippling against the prow  and especially pleasant is this when one in such circumstances is convalescent after a prolonged and severe illness.

So thought Edgar Berrington one lovely morning, some months after the events related in the last chapter, as he was being rowed gently over the fair bosom of the China sea. The boat  a large one with a little one towing astern  was so far from the coast that no land could be seen. A few sea-gulls sported round them, dipping their wings in the wave, or putting a plaintive question now and then to the rowers. Nothing else was visible except a rocky isle not far off that rose abruptly from the sea.

Well, were nearing the spot at last, said Edgar, heaving that prolonged sigh which usually indicates ones waking up from a pleasant reverie. What a glorious world this is, Baldwin! How impressively it speaks to us of its Maker!

Ay, whether in the calm or in the storm, responded Joe.

Yes; it was under a very different aspect I saw this place last, returned Edgar. Yonder is the cliff now coming into view, where the vessel we are in search of went down.

An ugly place, remarked Joe, who was steering the boat. Come boys, give way. The mornings gittin on, an we must set to work as soon as ever we can. Time an tide, you know, etcetera.

Rooney, Maxwell, Chok-foo, and Ram-stam, who were rowing, bent to their work with a will, but the heavy boat did not respond heartily, being weighted with a large amount of diving gear. Just then a light breeze arose, and the boat, obedient to the higher power, bent over and rippled swiftly on.

The only other individual on board was a Malay  the owner of the boat. He sat on the extreme end of the bow looking with a vacant gaze at the island. He was a man of large size and forbidding, though well-formed, features, and was clothed in a costume, half European half Oriental, which gave little clew to the nature of his profession  except that it savoured a good deal of the sea. His name, Dwarro, was, like his person, nondescript. Probably it was a corruption of his eastern cognomen. At all events it suffered further corruption from his companions in the boat, for Baldwin and Maxwell called him Dworro, while Rooney Machowl named him Dwarry. This diversity of pronunciation, however, seemed a matter of no consequence to the stolid boatman, who, when directly addressed, answered to any name that people chose to give him. He was taciturn  never spoke save when spoken to; and at such times used English so broken that it was difficult to put it together so as to make sense. He was there only in capacity of owner and guardian of the boat. Those who hired it would gladly have dispensed with his services, but he would not let them have it without taking himself into the bargain.

Having reached the scene of the wreck of the Warrior, the party at once proceeded to sound and drag for it, and soon discovered its position, for it had not shifted much after slipping off the ledge, where it had met its doom on the night of the storm. Its depth under the surface was exactly twenty-three fathoms, or 138 feet.

It will try our metal, observed Baldwin, for the greatest depth that the Admiralty allow their divers to go down is twenty fathom.

What o that? growled Maxwell, Ive worked myself many a time in twenty-three fathom water, anll do it again any day. We dont need to mind what the Admiralty says. The submarine engineers of London tell us they limit a man to twenty-five fathom, an they ought to know whats possible if any one should.

Thats true, David, remarked Rooney, as he filled his pipe, but Ive heard of a man goin down twinty-eight fathom, an comin up alive.

Oh, as to that, said Berrington, I have heard of one man who descended to thirty-four fathom, at which depth he must have sustained a pressure of 88 and a half pounds on every square inch of his body  and he came up alive, but his case is an exception. It was fool-hardy, and he could do no effective work at such a depth. However, here we are, and here we must go to work with a will, whatever the depth be. You and I, Joe, shall descend first. The others will look after us. Ill put on a Siebe and Gorman dress. You will don one of Heinke and Davis, and well take down with us one of Denayrouzes lamps, reserving Siebes electric light for a future occasion.

In pursuance of these plans the boat was moored over the place where the wreck lay, a short ladder was hung over the side of a smaller boat they had in tow with its pendent line and weight, the pumps were set up and rigged, the dresses were put on, and, in a short time our hero found himself in his old quarters down beside the great crank!

But ah! What a change was there! The grinding had ceased for ever; the great cranks labours were over, and its surface was covered with mud, sand, barnacles, and sea-weed, and involved in a maze of twisted iron and wrecked timbers  for the ship had broken her back in slipping into deep water, and wrenched her parts asunder into a state of violent confusion. Thick darkness prevailed at that depth, but Denayrouzes lamp rendered the darkness visible, and sufficed to enable the divers to steer clear of bristling rods and twisted iron-bands that might otherwise have torn their dresses and endangered their lives.

The work of inspection was necessarily slow as well as fraught with risk, for great difficulty was experienced while moving about, in preventing the entanglement of air-pipes and life-lines. The two men kept together, partly for company and partly to benefit mutually by the lamp. Presently they came on human bones tightly wedged between masses of timber. Turning from the sad spectacle, they descended into the cabin and made their way towards the place where Berrington knew that the treasure had been stowed. Here he found, with something like a shock of disappointment, that the stern of the vessel had been burst open, and the contents of the cabin swept out.

On further inspection, however, the treasure-room was found to be uninjured. Putting down the lamp on an adjacent beam, Edgar lifted a heavy mass of wreck from the ground, and dashed the door in. The scene that presented itself was interesting. On the floor lay a number of little barrels, which the divers knew contained the gold they were in search of. Most of these were so riddled by worms that they were falling to pieces. Some, indeed, had partially given way, so that the piles of coin could be seen through the staves, and two or three had been so completely eaten away as to have fallen off, leaving the masses of gold in unbroken piles. There were also bags as well as kegs of coin, all more or less in a state of decay.

The divers gazed at this sight for a few moments quite motionless. Then Edgar with one hand turned the lamp full on his companions front-glass so as to see his face, while with the other hand he pointed to the treasure. Joes eyes expressed surprise, and his mouth smiling satisfaction. Turning the light full on his own face to show his comrade that he was similarly impressed, Edgar motioned to Joe to sit down on an iron chest that stood in a corner, and giving the requisite signal with his life-line, went up to the surface. He did this very slowly in order to accustom his frame to the change of pressure both of air and water, for he was well aware of the danger of rapid ascent from such a depth. Soon after, he redescended, bearing several canvas sacks, some cord, and a couple of small crowbars. Placing the lamp in a convenient position, and throwing the bags on the floor of the treasure-room, Edgar and Baldwin set to work diligently with the crowbars, broke open the kegs, and emptied their golden contents into one of the bags, until it was quite full; tied up the mouth, fastened it to a rope which communicated with the boat above, and gave the signal to hoist away. The bag quickly rose and vanished.

Previous to redescending, our hero had arranged with Rooney to have pieces of sail-cloth in readiness to wrap the bags in the instant of their being got into the small boat, so that when being transferred to the large boats locker, their form and contents might be concealed from the pilot, Dwarro. The precaution, however, did not seem to be necessary, for Dwarro was afflicted with laziness, and devoted himself entirely to the occupations of alternately smoking, in a dreamy way, and sleeping.

For three hours the divers wrought under great excitement, as well as pressure, and then, feeling much exhausted, returned to the surface, having sent up the contents of about twenty boxes and kegs of treasure. Rooney and Maxwell then took their turn under water, and were equally successful.

That night, being very calm and clear, they ran the boat into a sheltered crevice among the cliffs, and slept on board of her. Next morning at day-break they were again at work, but were not equally fortunate, for although plenty of treasure was sent up, several accidents occurred which were severe, though, happily, not fatal.

In the first place, Baldwin tore his left hand badly while attempting to raise a heavy mass of ragged iron-plate that prevented his reaching some loose coin lying under it. This, though painful, did not render him altogether incapable of working. Then, while Edgar Berrington was passing from one part of the wreck to another, threading his way carefully, a mass of wire-ropes and other wreckage suddenly dropt from a position where it had been balanced, and felled him to the deck with such violence that for a few moments he was stunned. On recovering, he found to his horror that he was pressed down by the mass, and had got inextricably entangled with it. If his dress had been torn at that time, or his helmet damaged, it is certain that his adventures would have been finally cut short, and there can be no doubt that his preservation was largely owing to the excellence of the material of which his dress was made.

But how to escape from his wire-cage was a difficulty he could not solve, for the lamp had been extinguished, and the entanglement of his line and air-pipe rendered signalling impossible. He continued to struggle helplessly, therefore, in total darkness. That the air-tube continued all right, was evident from the fact that air came down to him as before.

In this dilemma he remained for a short time, occasionally managing to clear himself partially, and at other times becoming more and more involved.

At last Rooney Machowl, who was attending to the lines above, bethought him that he had not received any signals for some time or observed any of those motions which usually indicate that a diver is busy below. He therefore gave a pull to the lifeline. Of course no answer was received.

Hallo! exclaimed Rooney, with a start, for in diving operations Life and Death frequently stand elbowing each other.

He gave another and still more decided pull, but no answer was returned.

Jumping up in excitement, he attempted to haul on the line, so as to bring Edgar to the surface by force, but to his consternation he found it to be immovably fixed.

Hooroo! Man alive, he yelled, rather than shouted, to Maxwell, who was attending the other line, signal for Joe to come up  look sharp!

Maxwell obeyed with four strong quick pulls on Joes line, and Joe appeared at the surface rather sooner than was consistent with safety. On learning the cause of his being called, he infixed his bulls-eye hastily; went down again with a heavy plunge, and discovering his companion, soon removed the wreck by which he was entangled, and set him free.

Experience, it is said, teaches fools; much more does it instruct wise men. After this event our hero became a little more careful in his movements below.

When a considerable amount of treasure had been recovered, it was thought advisable to return to the shore and place it in security.

It wont be easy to manage this, said Edgar to Baldwin in a low tone, as they sailed away from the rocky islet, under a light breeze. I have an uncomfortable belief that that fellow Dwarro suspects the nature of the contents of these bags, despite our efforts at concealment.

I dont think he does, whispered Baldwin. He seems to me to be one o these miserable opium-smokers whose brains get too much fuddled to understand or care for anything.

Whist now, dont spake so loud, said Rooney, advancing his head closer to his companions, and glancing doubtfully at the object of their suspicion; sure hes got a sharp countenance, fuddled or not fuddled.

The pilot had indeed an intelligent cast of countenance, but as he sat in a careless attitude in the bow of the boat smoking listlessly and gazing dreamily, almost stupidly, towards the shore, it did seem as though he had indulged too freely in the noxious drag which poisons so many inhabitants of these unhappy lands.

As he was out of earshot, the four adventurers drew their heads still closer together, and talked eagerly about their prospects.

Sure our fortins is made already, said Rooney; how much dee think weve fished up, Mr Berrington?

I cannot say, but at a rough guess I should think not less than twenty thousand pounds.

Ye dont main it? Och! Molly astore! Ye shall walk in silks an satins from this day forward  to say nothin of a carridge an four, if not six.

But wherell we putt it, sir? asked Baldwin.

Ive been thinking of that, replied Edgar. You see I dont like the notion of running right into port with it, where this pilot has probably numerous friends who would aid him in making a dash for such a prize  supposing he has guessed what we are about. Now, I happen to have a trusty friend here, a young Scotchman, who lives in a quiet out-o-the-way part. Well run up to his place, land the gold quickly, and get him to carry it off to some place of security

Whist, not so loud! I do belave, said Rooney, that rascal is cocking his weather ear.

He dont understand a word of English, muttered Baldwin.

Dwarro looked so intensely absent and sleepy as he sat lounging in the bow, that the divers felt relieved and continued, though in more cautious tones, to discuss their plans.

Meanwhile the boat ran into the Hong-Kong river. As it proceeded, a small light boat or skiff was observed approaching. Baldwin, who steered, sheered out a little in the hope of avoiding her, but the man who sculled her conformed to the movement, and quickly shot past their bow  so closely that he could exchange salutations with the pilot. Nothing more appeared to pass between the two,  indeed there seemed no time for further communication  nevertheless Rooney Machowl declared that some telegraphic signals by means of hands and fingers had certainly been exchanged.

In a short time the boat was turned sharp round by Baldwin, and run into a cove near a wall in which was a little wooden gate. A flight of dilapidated steps led to this gate.

What if your friend should not be at home? asked Joe, in a whisper.

Ill land the bags in any case and await him, while you return to the port with Dwarro, replied Edgar.

If the pilot was interested in their proceedings, he must have been a consummate actor, for he took no notice whatever of the sudden change of the boats course, but continued to smoke languidly, and to gaze abstractedly into the water as if trying to read his fortune there, while Edgar and Rooney landed the bags, and carried them through the little gate into the Scotchmans garden. In a few minutes Edgar returned to the boat, stepped in, and pushed off, while the two Chinamen, in obedience to orders, rowed out into the river.

Its all right, whispered Edgar, sitting down beside Joe, Wilson is at home, and has undertaken to have the bags carried to a place of safety long before any attempt to capture them could be organised, even if Dwarro knew our secret and were disposed to attempt such a thing. Besides, we will keep him under our eyes to-night as long as possible.

That night, highly elated at the success of their labours, our four friends sat round their evening meal in the pagoda and related their various diving adventures and experiences to the admiring and sympathetic Molly Machowl. They had previously entertained the pilot with unlimited hospitality and tobacco, and that suspected individual, so far from showing any restless anxiety to shorten his stay, had coolly enjoyed himself until they were at last glad when he rose to go away.

On the following morning, too, he was ready with his boat before day-break, and the party returned to the scene of operations at the wreck in high spirits.

It is certain that their enthusiasm would have been considerably damped had they known that exactly three hours after their gold was landed, a party of six stout nautical-looking Malays entered the residence of Wilson, the Scotchman, knocked down Wilsons servants, gagged Wilsons mouth, drank up the claret with which Wilson had been regaling himself, and carried off the bags of gold before his very eyes! Fortunately for their peace of mind and the success of their labours, our adventurers did not know all this, but, descending to the wreck with heavy soles and light hearts, they proceeded to recover and send up additional bags of gold.

That day they were not quite so successful. Unforeseen difficulties lay [image: img138.jpg]in their way. Some of the gold had been washed out of the treasure-room in their absence, and was not easily recovered from the sand and sea-weed. In order the better to find this, the electric-lamp was brought into requisition and found to be most effective, its light being very powerful  equal to that of fifteen thousand candles,  and so arranged as to direct the light in four directions, one of these being towards the bottom by means of a reflecting prism. It burned without air, and when at the bottom, could be lighted or extinguished from the boat by means of electricity.

Still, notwithstanding its aid, they had not collected treasure beyond the value of about eight thousand pounds when the time for rest and taking their mid-day meal arrived. This amount was, however, quite sufficient to improve their appetites, and render them sanguine as to the work of the afternoon.

Youd better signal Mr Berrington to come up, said Joe, who with all the others of the party were assembled in the stern of the boat, anxiously waiting to begin their dinner.

Sure Ive done it twice aready, replied Rooney, who was attending to our heros life-line while Ram-stam and Chok-foo toiled at the air-pumps.

What does he reply? asked Joe.

He replies, all right, but nothin more. If he knew the imptiness of my  och! There he goes at last, four tugs. Come along, my hearty, said Rooney, coiling away the slack as Edgar rose slowly to the surface.

Presently his helmet appeared like a huge round goblet ascending from the mighty deep. Then the surface was broken with a gurgle, and the goggle-eyes appeared. Rooney unscrewed the front-glass, and the Chinamen were free to cease their weary pumping. When Edgar was assisted into the boat, it was observed that he had a small peculiarly-shaped box under his arm. He made no reference to this until relieved of his helmet, when he took it up and examined it with much curiosity.

What have you got there, sir? asked Joe Baldwin, coming forward.

That is just what I dont know, answered Edgar. It seems to me like an iron or steel box much encrusted with rust, and I shouldnt wonder if it contained something of value. One thing is certain, that we have not got the key, and must therefore break it open.

While he was speaking, David Maxwell gazed at the box intently. He did not speak, but there was a peculiar motion about his lips as if he were licking them. A fiend happened just then to stand at Maxwells ear. It whispered, You know it.

Ay, said Maxwell, under his breath, in reply, I knows it  well.

I wonder if there are valuables in it, said Edgar.

Shouldnt wonder if there wor, said Rooney.

Eight or nine thousand pounds, more or less, whispered the fiend, quoting words used by Mr Hazlit on a former occasion.

Ah  jis so, muttered Maxwell.

Dont you say a word more, David, said the fiend.

I wont, muttered Maxwells heart; for the hearts of men are desperately wicked.

Thats right, continued the fiend, for if you keep quiet, you know, the contents will fall to be divided among you, and the loss wont be felt by a rich fellow like old Hazlit.

Maxwells heart approved and applauded the sentiment, but a stronger power moved in the rough mans heart, and softly whispered, Shame!

Why, Maxwell, said Edgar, smiling, you look at the box as if it were a ghost!

An so it is, said Maxwell, with a sudden and unaccountable growl, at the sound of which the fiend sprang overboard, and, diving into the sea, disappeared from Maxwells view for ever!

Why, what dee mean, David? asked Baldwin, in surprise.

I mean, sir, said Maxwell, turning to Edgar with a look of unwonted honesty on his rugged face, that that box is the ghost of one that belongs to Miss Hazlit, if it aint the box itself.

To Miss Hazlit, exclaimed Edgar, in surprise; explain yourself.

In reply to this the diver told how he had originally become acquainted with the box and its contents, and said that he had more than once searched about the region of Miss Hazlits cabin while down at the wreck in hope of finding it, but without success.

Strange, said Edgar, I too have more than once searched in the same place in the hope of finding something, or anything that might have belonged to her, but everything had been washed away. Of course, knowing nothing about this box, I did not look for it, and found it at last, by mere chance, some distance from the berth she occupied. Why did you not mention it before?

Maxwell was silent, and at that moment the drift of thought and conversation was abruptly turned by Rooney Machowl shouting, Dinner ahoy! with impatient asperity.

While engaged in the pleasant duty of appeasing hunger, our divers chatted on many subjects, chiefly professional. Among other things, Rooney remarked that he had heard it said a diving-dress contained sufficient air in it to keep a man alive for more than five minutes.

I have heard the same, said Edgar.

Come, David, suggested Joe Baldwin, lets test it on you.

Ready, said Maxwell, rising and wiping his huge mouth.

The proposal which was made in jest was thereupon carried out in earnest!

Dinner being over, Maxwell put on his diving-dress; the Chinamen set the pump going, and the front-glass was screwed on. Air was forced into the dress until it was completely inflated and looked as if ready to burst, while Maxwell stood on the deck holding on to a back-stay. At a given signal the pumpers ceased to work, and the adventurous man was thus cut off from all further communication with the outward air.

At first the onlookers were amused; then they became interested, and as the minutes flew by, a little anxious, but Maxwells grave countenance, as seen through the bulls-eye, gave no cause for alarm. Thus he stood for full ten minutes, and then opening the escape-valve, signalled for more air.

This was a sufficient evidence that a man might have ample time to return to the surface from great depths, even if the air-pumps should break down.

But, perhaps, said Edgar, as they conversed on the subject, you might not be able to hold out so long under water where the pressure would be great.

Sure thats true. What dee say to try, David? said Rooney.

Again Maxwell expressed willingness to risk the attempt. The glass was once more screwed on, the pumps set agoing, and down the bold diver went to the bottom. On receiving a pre-arranged signal, the pumps were stopped.

This, let the reader fully understand, is a thing that is never done with the ordinary pumps, which are not permitted to cease working from the time the bulls-eye is fixed on until after it is taken off, on the divers return to the surface. It was therefore with much anxiety that the experimenters awaited the result  anxiety that was not allayed by Rooney Machowls expression of countenance, and his occasional suggestion that he must be dead by this time, or, Och! Hes gone entirely now!

For full five minutes Maxwell stayed under water without a fresh supply of air  then he signalled for it, and the anxious pumpers sent it down with a will. Thus it was found that there was still sufficient time for a man to return to the surface with the air contained in his dress, in the event of accident to the pumps. (See Note 1.)

While the divers were engaged with these experiments, Chok-foo was sent on shore in the small boat for a supply of fresh water from a spring near the top of the island.

Having filled his keg, the Chinaman turned his fat good-humoured countenance toward the sea, for the purpose of taking an amiable view of Nature in general before commencing the descent. As he afterwards gazed in the direction of the mainland, he observed what appeared to be a line of sea-gulls on the horizon. He looked intently at these after shouldering his water-keg. Chok-foos visage was yellow by nature. It suddenly became pale green. He dropped his burden and bounded down the hillside as if he had gone mad. The water-keg followed him. Being small and heavy it overtook him, swept the legs from under him, and preceded him to the beach, where it was dashed to atoms. Chok-foo recovered himself, continued his wild descent, sprang into the boat, rowed out to his companions in furious haste, and breathlessly gave the information that pirates were coming!

Those to whom he said this knew too well what he meant to require explanation. They were aware that many so-called traders in the Eastern seas become pirates on the shortest notice when it suits their convenience.

Edgar Berrington immediately drew a revolver from his pocket, and stepping suddenly up to Dwarro, said sternly:  

Look here!

The pilot did look, and for the first time his calm, cool, imperturbable expression deserted him, for he saw that he had to deal with a resolute and powerful man. At the same time his right hand moved towards his breast, but it was arrested from behind in the iron grip of Joe Baldwin.

Now, pilot, said Edgar, submit, and no one shall harm you. Resist, and you are a dead man. Search him, Joe.

The diver opened Dwarros pilot-coat, and found beneath it a brace of pistols and a long sheath knife, which he quietly removed and transferred to his own person. The other men in the boat looked on, meanwhile, in silence.

Dwarro, continued Edgar, you have planned this, I know, but Ill thwart you. I wont tie or gag you. Ill make you sit at the helm and steer, while we evade your friends. I shall sit beside you, and you may rely on it that if you disobey an order in the slightest degree, or give a signal by word or look to any one, Ill blow out your brains. Dyou understand me?

The pilot made no reply save by a slight inclination of the head, while a dark frown settled on his features.

It was obvious that fear found no place in the mans breast, for a deep flush of indignation covered his countenance. He merely felt that he must obey or die, and wisely chose the former alternative.

Meanwhile the fleet of boats which had appeared to the Chinaman on the hill-top was now seen by the party in the boat as they drew nearer under the influence of a land breeze  their high sails rendering them visible before the low boat of our divers could be seen by them.

The wind had not yet reached the island, but, even if it had, the divers would not have hoisted sail, lest they should have been seen.

Ship your oars now, lads, and pull for life, cried Edgar, seizing the tiller with one hand, while with the other he held the revolver. You take this oar, Dwarro, and pull with a will.

In a few seconds the pilot boat was creeping pretty swiftly along the rugged shore of the island, in the direction of the open sea. To lighten her, the little boat astern was cut adrift. Continuing their course, they rowed quite past the island, and then, turning abruptly to the southward, they pulled steadily on until the first cats-paw of the breeze ruffled the glassy sea.

By this time the fleet of boats was distinctly visible, making straight for the island. Edgar now ordered the sails to be set, and bade Dwarro take the helm. The pilot obeyed with the air of a Stoic. It was clear that his mind was made up. This had the effect of calling up a look of settled resolution on Edgars face.

In a few minutes the sails filled, and then, to the surprise not only of Dwarro but all on board, Edgar ordered the pilot to steer straight for the line of advancing boats.

Two of these had changed their course on first observing the divers boat, but when they saw it steering straight down, as if to meet or join them, they resumed their course for the island. Presently the breeze increased, and the pilot boat leaped over the waves as if it had received new life.

Its a bowld thing to try, muttered Rooney Machowl, but Im afeard, sir

He was silenced by a peremptory Hush from Edgar. Get down so as to be out of sight, he continued, all of you except the Chinamen.  You two come and sit by Dwarro.

As he spoke, Edgar himself sat down on an oar, so as to be able to see over the gunwale without himself being seen. To those in the fleet it would thus appear that their vessel was a pilot boat returning from seaward with its skipper and two Chinamen. Whatever Dwarros intentions had been, he was evidently somewhat disconcerted, and glanced more than once uneasily at the calm youth who sat pistol in hand at his side directing him how to steer.

Although there was a considerable fleet of the piratical boats, they were spread out so that a space of several hundred yards intervened between each. Edgar steered for the centre of the widest gap, and his bold venture was favoured by a sudden increase of wind, which caused the waves to gurgle from the bow.

Just as they passed between two of the boats they were hailed by one of them. Edgar kept his eyes fixed on Dwarro, who became slightly pale. The click of the pistol at the moment caused the pilot to start.

You may inform and we may be caught, said Edgar, sternly; but whatever happens you shall die if you disobey. Speak not, but wave your hand in reply.

Dwarro obeyed. Those who had hailed him apparently thought the distance too great for speech; they waved their hands in return, and the boat passed on. A few minutes more and our divers were safely beyond the chance of capture, making for the mainland under a steady breeze.



Note 1. The pump used by Denayrouze of Paris, besides being very simple in its parts and action, possesses an air-reservoir which renders a cessation of the pump-action for a few minutes of no importance.




Chapter Fourteen.

Miss Prittys Worst Fears are more than realised.

Turn we now to Miss Pritty  and a pretty sight she is when we turn to her! In her normal condition Miss Pritty is the pink of propriety and neatness. At the present moment she lies with her mouth open, and her eyes shut, hair dishevelled, garments disordered, slippers off, and stockings not properly on. Need we say that the sea is at the bottom of it? One of the most modest, gentle, unassuming, amiable of women has been brought to the condition of calmly and deliberately asserting that she doesnt care!  doesnt care for appearances; doesnt care for character; doesnt care for past reminiscences or future prospects; doesnt care, in short, for anything  life and death included. It is a sad state of mind and body  happily a transient!

Stewardess.

Yes, Miss?

I shall die.

Oh no, Miss, dont say so. Youll be quite well in a short time, (the stewardess has a pleasant motherly way of encouraging the faint-hearted). Dont give way to it, Miss. Youve no idea what a happytite youll ave in a few days. Youll be soon able to eat hoceans of soup and eaps of fat pork, and

She stops abruptly, for Miss Pritty has gone into sudden convulsions, in the midst of which she begs the stewardess, quite fiercely, to Go away.

Let us draw a veil over the scene.

Miss Pritty has been brought to this pass by Mr Charles Hazlit, whose daughter, Aileen, has been taken ill in China. Being a man of unbounded wealth, and understanding that Miss Pritty is a sympathetic friend of his daughter and an admirable nurse, he has written home to that lady requesting her, in rather peremptory terms, to come out to them. Miss Pritty, resenting the tone of the request as much as it was in her nature to resent anything, went off instanter, in a gush of tender love and sympathy, and took passage in the first ship that presented itself as being bound for the China seas. She did not know much about ships. Her maritime ideas were vague. If a washing-tub had been advertised just then as being A1 at Lloyds and about to put forth for that region of the earth with every possible convenience on board for the delight of human beings, she would have taken a berth in it at once.

We do not intend to inflict Miss Prittys voyage on our reader. Suffice it to say that she survived it, reached China in robust health, and found her sick friend,  who had recovered,  in a somewhat similar condition.

After an embrace such as women alone can bestow on each other, Miss Pritty, holding her friends hand, sat down to talk. After an hour of interjectional, exclamatory, disconnected, irrelevant, and largely idiotical converse  sustained chiefly by herself  Miss Pritty said:  

And oh! The pirates!

She said this with an expression of such awful solemnity that Aileen could not forbear smiling as she asked  

Did you see any?

Gracious! No, exclaimed Miss Pritty, with a look of horror, but we heard of them. Only think of that! If I have one horror on earth which transcends all other horrors in horribleness, that horror is  pirates. I once had the misfortune to read of them when quite a girl  they were called Buccaneers, I think, in the book  and I have never got over it. Well, one day when we were sailing past the straits of Malacca,  I think it was,  our captain said they were swarming in these regions, and that he had actually seen them  more than that, had slain them with his own  oh! It is too horrible to think of. And our captain was such a dear good man too. Not fierce one bit, and so kind to everybody on board, especially the ladies! I really cannot understand it. There are such dreadfully strange mixtures of character in this world. No, he did not say he had slain them, but he used nautical expressions which amount to the same thing, I believe; he said he had spiflicated lots of em and sent no end of em to somebodys locker. It may be wrong in me even to quote such expressions, dear Aileen, but I cannot explain myself properly if I dont. It is fearful to know there are so many of them, swarming, as our captain said.

The worst of it is that many of the boatmen and small traders on the coast, said Aileen, are also pirates, or little better.

Dreadful! exclaimed her friend. Why, oh why do people go to sea at all?

To transport merchandise, I suppose, said Aileen. We should be rather badly off without tea, and silk, and spices, and such things  shouldnt we?

Tea and silk! Aileen. I would be content to wear cotton and drink coffee or cocoa  which latter I hate  if we only got rid of pirates.

Even cotton, coffee, and cocoa are imported, I fear, suggested Aileen.

Then Id wear wool and drink water  anything for peace. Oh how I wish, said Miss Pritty, with as much solemn enthusiasm as if she were the first who had wished it, that I were the Queen of England  then Id let the world see something.

What would you do, dear? asked Aileen.

Do! Well, Ill tell you. Being the head of the greatest nation of the earth  except, of course, the Americans, who assert their supremacy so constantly that they must be right  being the head, I say, of the greatest earthly nation, with that exception, I would order out all my gun-ships and turret-boats, and build new ones, and send them all round to the eastern seas, attack the pirates in their strongholds, and  and  blow them all out o the water, or send the whole concern to the bottom! You neednt laugh, Aileen. Of course I do not use my own language. I quote from our captain. Really you have no idea what strong, and to me quite new expressions that dear man used. So powerful too, but never naughty. No, never. I often felt as if I ought to have been shocked by them, but on consideration I never was, for it was more the manner than the matter that seemed shocking. He was so gentle and kind, too, with it all. I shall never forget how he gave me his arm the first day I was able to come on deck, after being reduced to a mere shadow by sea-sickness, and how tenderly he led me up and down, preventing me, as he expressed it, from lurching into the lee-scuppers, or going slap through the quarter-rails into the sea.

After a little more desultory converse, Aileen asked her friend if she were prepared to hear some bad news.

Miss Pritty declared that she was, and evinced the truth of her declaration by looking prematurely horrified.

Aileen, although by no means demonstrative, could not refrain from laying her head on her friends shoulder as she said, Well then, dear Laura, we are beggars! Dear papa has failed in business, and we have not a penny in the world!

Miss Pritty was not nearly so horrified as she had anticipated being. Poor thing, she was so frequently in the condition of being without a penny that she had become accustomed to it. Her face, however, expressed deep sympathy, and her words corresponded therewith.

How did it happen? she asked, at the close of a torrent of condolence.

Indeed I dont know, replied Aileen, looking up with a smile as she brushed away the two tears which the mention of their distress had forced into her eyes. Papa says it was owing to the mismanagement of a head clerk and the dishonesty of a foreign agent, but whatever the cause, the fact is that we are ruined. Of course that means, I suppose, that we shall have no more than enough to procure the bare necessaries of life, and shall now, alas! Know experimentally what it is to be poor.

Miss Pritty, when in possession of enough to procure the bare necessaries of life, had been wont to consider herself rich, but her powers of sympathy were great. She scorned petty details, and poured herself out on her poor friend as a true comforter  counselled resignation as a matter of course, but suggested such a series of bright impossibilities for the future as caused Aileen to laugh, despite her grief.

In the midst of one of these bursts of hilarity Mr Hazlit entered the room. The sound seemed to grate on his feelings, for he frowned as he walked, in an absent mood, up to a glass case full of gaudy birds, and turned his back to it under the impression, apparently, that it was a fire.

Aileen, he said, jingling some loose coin in his pocket with one hand, while with the other he twisted the links of a massive gold chain, your mirth is ill-timed. I am sorry, Miss Pritty, to have to announce to you, so soon after your arrival, that I am a beggar.

As he spoke he drew himself up to his full height, and looked, on the whole, like an over-fed, highly ornamented, and well-to-do beggar.

Yes, he said, repeating the word with emphasis as if he were rather proud of it, a beggar. I have not a possession in the world save the clothes on my back, which common decency demands that my creditors should allow to remain there. Now, I have all my life been a man of action, promptitude, decision. We return to England immediately  I do not mean before luncheon, but as soon as the vessel in which I have taken our passage is ready for sea, which will probably be in a few days. I am sorry, Miss Pritty, that I have put you to so much unnecessary trouble, but of course I could not foresee what was impending. All I can do now is to thank you, and pay your passage back in the same vessel with ourselves if you are disposed to go. That vessel, I may tell you, has been selected by me with strict regard to my altered position. It is a very small one, a mere schooner, in which there are no luxuries though enough of necessaries. You will therefore, my child, prepare for departure without delay.

In accordance with this decision Mr and Miss Hazlit and Miss Pritty found themselves not long afterwards on board the Fairy Queen as the only passengers, and, in process of time, were conveyed by winds and currents to the neighbourhood of the island of Borneo, where we will leave them while we proceed onward to the island of Ceylon. Time and distance are a hindrance to most people. They are fortunately nothing whatever in the way of writers and readers!

Here a strange scene presents itself; numerous pearl-divers are at work  most of them native, some European. But with these we have nothing particular to do, except in so far as they engage the attention of a certain man in a small boat, whose movements we will watch. The man had been rowed to the scene of action by two Malays from a large junk, or Chinese vessel, which lay in the offing. He was himself a Malay  tall, dark, stern, handsome, and of very powerful build. The rowers were perfectly silent and observant of his orders, which were more frequently conveyed by a glance or a nod than by words.

Threading his way among the boats of the divers, the Malay skipper, for such he seemed, signed to the rowers to stop, and directed his attention specially to one boat. In truth this boat seemed worthy of attention because of the energy of the men on board of it. A diver had just leaped from its side into the sea. He was a stalwart man of colour, quite naked, and aided his descent by means of a large stone attached to each of the sandals which he wore. These sandals, on his desiring to return to the surface, could be thrown off, being recoverable by means of cords fastened to them. Just as he went down another naked diver came up from the bottom, and was assisted into the boat. A little blood trickled from his nose and ears, and he appeared altogether much exhausted. No wonder. He had not indeed remained down at any time more than a minute and a half, but he had dived nearly fifty times that day, and sent up a basket containing a hundred pearl oysters each time.

Presently the man who had just descended reappeared. He also looked fagged, but after a short rest prepared again to descend. He had been under water about ninety seconds. Few divers can remain longer. The average time is one minute and a half, sometimes two minutes. It is said that these men are short-lived, and we can well believe it, for their work, although performed only during a short period of each year, is in violent opposition to the laws of nature.

Directing his men to row on, our skipper soon came to another boat, which not only arrested his attention but aroused his curiosity, for never before had he seen so strange a sight. It was a large boat with novel apparatus on board of it, and white men  in very strange costume. In fact it was a party of European divers using the diving-dress among the pearl-fishers of Ceylon, and great was the interest they created, as well as the unbelief, scepticism, misgiving, and doubt which they drew forth  for, although not quite a novelty in those waters, the dress was new to many of the natives present on that occasion, and Easterns, not less than Westerns, are liable to prejudice!

A large concourse of boats watched the costuming of the divers, and breathless interest was aroused as they went calmly over the side and remained down for more than an hour, sending up immense quantities of oysters. Of course liberal-minded men were made converts on the spot, and, equally of course, the narrow-minded remained of the same opinion still. Nevertheless, that days trial of Western ingenuity has borne much fruit, for we are now told, by the best authorities, that at the present time the diving-dress is very extensively used in sponge, pearl, and coral fisheries in many parts of the world where naked divers alone were employed not many years ago; and that in the Greek Archipelago and on the Turkish and Barbary coasts alone upwards of three hundred diving apparatuses are employed in the sponge fisheries, with immense advantage to all concerned and to the world at large.

Leaving this interesting sight, our Malay skipper threaded his way through the fleet of boats and made for the shores of the Bay of Condatchy, which was crowded with eager men of many nations.

This bay, on the west coast of Ceylon, is the busy scene of one of the worlds great fisheries of the pearl oyster. The fishing, being in the hands of Government, is kept under strict control. It is farmed out. The beds of oysters are annually-surveyed and reported on. They are divided into four equal portions, only one of which is worked each year. As the fishing produces vast wealth and affords scope for much speculation during the short period of its exercise, the bay during February, March, and April of each year presents a wondrous spectacle, for here Jews, Indians, merchants, jewellers, boatmen, conjurors to charm off the dreaded sharks, Brahmins, Roman Catholic priests, and many other professions and nationalities are represented, all in a state of speculation, hope, and excitement that fill their faces with animation and their frames with activity.

The fleet of boats leaves the shore at 10 p.m. on the firing of a signal-gun, and returns at noon next day, when again the gun is fired, flags are hoisted, and Babel immediately ensues.

It was noon when our Malay skipper landed. The gun had just been fired. Many of the boats were in, others were arriving. Leaving his boat in charge of his men, the skipper wended his way quickly through the excited crowd with the wandering yet earnest gaze of a man who searches for some one. Being head and shoulders above most of the men around him, he could do this with ease. For some time he was unsuccessful, but at last he espied an old grey-bearded Jew, and pushed his way towards him.

Ha! Pungarin, my excellent friend, exclaimed the Jew, extending his hand, which the skipper merely condescended to touch, how do you do? I am so overjoyed to see you; you have business to transact eh?

You may be quite sure, Moses, that I did not come to this nest of sharpers merely for pleasure, replied Pungarin, brusquely.

Ah, my friend, you are really too severe. No doubt we are sharp, but that is a proper business qualification. Besides, our trade is legitimate, while yours, my friend, is

The Jew stopped and cast a twinkling glance at his tall companion.

Is not legitimate, you would say, observed Pungarin, but that is open to dispute. In my opinion this is a world of robbers; the only difference among us is that some are sneaking robbers, others are open. Every man to his taste. I have been doing a little of the worlds work openly of late, and I come here with part of the result to give you a chance of robbing me in the other way.

Nay, nay, you are altogether too hard, returned the Jew, with a deprecating smile; but come to my little office. We shall have more privacy there. How comes it, Pungarin, that you are so far from your own waters? It is a longish way from Ceylon to Borneo.

How comes it, replied the Malay, that the sea-mew flies far from home? There is no limit to the flight of a sea-rover, save the sea-shore.

True, true, returned the Jew, with a nod of intelligence; but here is my place of business. Enter my humble abode, and pray be seated.

Pungarin stooped to pass the low doorway, and seated himself beside a small deal table which, although destitute of a cloth, was thickly covered with ink-stains. The Malay rover was clad in a thin loose red jacket, a short petticoat or kilt, and yellow trousers. A red fez, with a kerchief wound round it turban fashion, covered his head. He was a well-made stalwart man, with a handsome but fierce-looking countenance.

From beneath the loose jacket Pungarin drew forth a small, richly chased, metal casket. Placing it on the table he opened it, and, turning it upside down, poured from it a little cataract of glittering jewellery.

Ha! My friend, exclaimed his companion, you have got a prize. Where did you find it?

I might answer, What is that to you? but I wont, for I wish to keep you in good humour till our business is concluded. Here, then, are the facts connected with the case. Not long ago some Englishmen came out to Hong-Kong to dive to a vessel which had been wrecked on an island off the coast. My worthy agent there, Dwarro, cast his eyes on them and soon found out all about their plans. Dwarro is a very intelligent fellow. Like yourself, he has a good deal of the sneaking robber about him. He ascertained that the wreck had much gold coin in it, and so managed that they hired his boat to go off to it with their diving apparatus. Somewhat against their will he accompanied them. They were very successful. The first time they went on shore, they took with them gold to the value of about twenty thousand pounds. Dwarro cleverly managed to have this secured a few hours after it was landed. He also made arrangements to have a fleet of my fellows ready, so that when more gold had been recovered from the wreck they might surround them on the spot and secure it. But the young Englishman at the head of the party was more than a match for us. He cowed Dwarro, and cleverly escaped to land. There, however, another of my agents had the good fortune to discover the Englishmen while they were landing their gold. He was too late, indeed, to secure the gold, which had been sent on inland in charge of two Chinamen, but he was lucky enough to discover this casket in the stern-sheets of their boat. The Englishmen fought hard for it, especially the young fellow in command, who was more like a tiger than a man, and knocked down half a dozen of our men before he was overpowered. We would have cut his throat then and there, but a party of inhabitants, guided by one of the Chinamen, came to the rescue, and we were glad to push off with what we had got. Now, Moses, this casket is worth a good round sum. Dwarro wisely took the trouble to make inquiries about it through one of the Chinamen, who happened to be an honest man and fortunately also very stupid. From this man, Chok-foo, who is easily imposed on, he learned that the casket belongs to a very rich English merchant, who would give anything to recover it, because it belonged to his wife, who is dead

A rich English merchant? interrupted Moses, we Jews are acquainted pretty well with all the rich English merchants. Do you know his name?

Yes; Charles Hazlit, answered the Malay.

Indeed! Well  go on.

Well, said Pungarin, abruptly, I have nothing more to say, except, what will you give for these things?

One thousand pounds would be a large sum to offer, said the Jew, slowly.

And a very small one to accept, returned Pungarin, as he slowly gathered the gems together and put them back into the casket.

Nay, my friend, be not so hasty, said Moses; what do you ask for them?

I shall ask nothing, replied the Malay; the fact is, I think it probable that I may be able to screw more than their value out of Mr Hazlit.

I am sorry to disappoint your expectations, returned the Jew, with something approaching to a sneer, as he rose; and, selecting one from a pile of English newspapers, slowly read out to his companion the announcement of the failure of the firm of Hazlit and Company. You see, my good friend, we Jews are very knowing as well as sharp. It were better for you to transact your little business with me.

Knowing and sharp as he was, the Jew was not sufficiently so to foresee the result of his line of conduct with the Malay rover. Instead of giving in and making the best of circumstances, that freebooter, with characteristic impetuosity, shut the steel box with a loud snap, put it under his arm, rose, and walked out of the place without uttering a word. He went down to the beach and rowed away, leaving Moses to moralise on the uncertainty of all human affairs.

Favouring gales carried the Malay pirate-junk swiftly to the east. The same gales checked, baffled, and retarded the schooner Fairy Queen on her voyage to the west.

Darling Aileen, said Miss Pritty, recovering from a paroxysm, did you ever hear of any one dying of sea-sickness?

I never did, answered Aileen, with a languid smile.

Both ladies lay in their berths, their pale cheeks resting on the woodwork thereof, and their eyes resting pitifully on each other.

It is awful  horrible! sighed Miss Pritty at at the end of another paroxysm.

Aileen, who was not so ill as her friend, smiled but said nothing. Miss Pritty was past smiling, but not quite past speaking.

What dreadful noises occur on board ships, she said, after a long pause; such rattling, and thumping, and creaking, and stamping. Perhaps the sailors get their feet wet and are so cold that they require to stamp constantly to warm them!

Aileen displayed all her teeth and said, Perhaps.

At that moment the stamping became so great, and was accompanied by so much shouting, that both ladies became attentive.

A few moments later their door opened violently, and Mr Hazlit appeared with a very pale face. He was obviously in a state of great perturbation.

My dears, he said, hurriedly, excuse my intruding  we are  attacked  pirates  get up; put on your things!

His retreat and the closing of the door was followed by a crash overhead and a yell. Immediately after the schooner quivered from stem to stern, under the shock of her only carronade, which was fired at the moment; the shot being accompanied by a loud cheer.

Oh horror! exclaimed Miss Pritty, my worst fears are realised!

Poor Miss Pritty was wrong. Like many people whose worst fears have been engendered at a civilised fireside, she was only beginning to realise a few of her fears. She lived to learn that her worst fears were mere childs play to the worlds dread realities.

Her sea-sickness, however, vanished as if by magic, and in a few minutes she and her companion were dressed.

During those few minutes the noise on deck had increased, and the shouts, yells, and curses told them too plainly that men were engaged in doing what we might well believe is the work only of devils. Then shrieks of despair followed.

Presently all was silent. In a few minutes the cabin door opened, and Pungarin entered.

Go on deck, he said, in a quiet tone.

The poor ladies obeyed. On reaching the deck the first sight that met them was Mr Hazlit standing by the binnacle. A Malay pirate with a drawn sword stood beside him, but he was otherwise unfettered. They evidently thought him harmless. Near to him stood the skipper of the Fairy Queen with the stern resolution of a true Briton on his countenance, yet with the sad thoughtful glance of one trained under Christian influences in his eye. His hands were bound, and a Malay pirate stood on either side of him. He was obviously not deemed harmless!

The decks were everywhere covered with blood, but not a man of the crew was to be seen.

You are the captain of this schooner? asked Pungarin.

Yes, replied the prisoner, firmly.

Have you treasure on board?

No.

We shall soon find out the truth as to that. Meanwhile, who is this? (pointing to Mr Hazlit.)

The captain was silent and thoughtful for a few moments. He was well aware of the nature of the men with whom he had to do. He had seen his crew murdered in cold blood. He knew that his own end drew near.

This gentleman, he said, slowly, is a wealthy British merchant  well-known and respected in England. He has rich friends. It may be worth your while to spare him.

And this, added the pirate captain, pointing to Aileen.

Is his only child, answered the other.

Your name? asked Pungarin.

Charles Hazlit, said the hapless merchant.

A sudden flash of intelligence lit up for a moment the swarthy features of the pirate. It passed quickly. Then he spoke in an undertone to one of his men, who, with the assistance of another, led the captain of the schooner to the forward part of the ship. A stifled groan, followed by a plunge, was heard by the horrified survivors. That was all they ever knew of the fate of their late captain. But for what some would term a mere accident, even that and their own fate would have remained unknown to the world  at least during the revolution of Time. The romances of life are often enacted by commonplace people. Many good ships with ordinary people on board, (like you and me, reader), leave port, and are never again heard of. Who can tell what tales may be revealed in regard to such, in Eternity?

The Fairy Queen was one of those vessels whose fate it was to have her fate revealed in Time.

We cannot state with certainty what were the motives which induced Pungarin to spare the lives of Mr Hazlit and his family; all we know is, that he transferred them to his junk. After taking everything of value out of the schooner, he scuttled her.

Not many days after, he attacked a small hamlet on the coast of Borneo, massacred most of the men, saved a few of the young and powerful of them  to serve his purposes  also some of the younger women and children, and continued his voyage.

The poor English victims whom he had thus got possession of lived, meanwhile, in a condition of what we may term unreality. They could not absolutely credit their senses. They felt strangely impelled to believe that a hideous nightmare had beset them  that they were dreaming; that they would unquestionably awake at last, and find that it was time to get up to a substantial and very commonplace English breakfast. But, mingled with this feeling, or rather, underlying it, there was a terrible assurance that the dream was true. So is it throughout life. What is fiction to you, reader, is fact to some one else, and that which is your fact is some one elses fiction. If any lesson is taught by this, surely it is the lesson of sympathy  that we should try more earnestly than we do to throw ourselves out of ourselves into the place of others.

Poor Miss Pritty and Aileen learned this lesson. From that date forward, instead of merely shaking their heads and sighing in a hopeless sort of way, and doing nothing  or nearly nothing  to check the evils they deplored, they became red-hot enthusiasts in condemning piracy and slavery, (which latter is the grossest form of piracy), and despotism of every kind, whether practised by a private pirate like Pungarin, or by a weak pirate like the Sultan of Zanzibar, or by comparatively strong pirates like the nations of Spain and Portugal.

In course of time the pirate-junk anchored at the mouth of a river, and much of her freight, with all her captives, was transferred to native boats. These were propelled by means of numerous oars, and the male captives were now set to work at these oars.

Mr Hazlit and his daughter and Miss Pritty were allowed to sit idle in the stem of one of the boats, and for a time they felt their drooping spirits revive a little under the influence of the sweet sunshine while they rowed along shore, but as time passed these feelings were rudely put to flight.

The captives were various in their character and nationality, as well as in their spirits and temperaments. These had all to be brought into quick subjection and working order. There were far more captives than the pirates knew what to do with. One of those who sat on the thwart next to the Hazlits had been a policeman in one of the China ports. He was a high-spirited young fellow. It was obvious that his soul was seething into rebellion. The pirate in charge of the boat noted the fact, and whispered to one of his men, who thereupon ordered the policeman to pull harder, and accompanied his order with a cut from a bamboo cane.

Instantly the youth sprang up, and tried to burst his bonds. He succeeded, but before he could do anything, he was overpowered by half a dozen men, and re-bound. Then two men sat down beside him, each with a small stick, with which they beat the muscles of his arms and legs, until their power was completely taken away. This done, they left him, a living heap of impotent flesh in the bottom of the boat, and a salutary warning to the rebellious.

But it did not end here. As soon as the poor fellow had recovered sufficiently to move, he was again set to the oar, and forced to row as best he could.

The voyage along the coast, and up a river into which they finally turned, occupied several days. At first, on starting, Aileen and her companions had looked with tender pity on the captives as they toiled at the heavy oars, but this deepened into earnest solicitude as they saw them, after hours of toil, gasping for want of water and apparently faint from want of food. Next day, although they had lain down in the bottom of the boat supperless, the rest had refreshed most of them, and they pulled on with some degree of vigour. But noon came, and with it culminated the heat of a burning sun. Still no water was served out, no food distributed. Mr Hazlit and his party had biscuit and water given them in the morning and at noon. During the latter meal Aileen observed the native policeman regarding her food with such eager wolfish eyes that under an impulse of uncontrollable feeling she held out her can of water to him. He seized and drank the half of it before one of the pirates had time to dash it from his lips.

Presently a youth, who seemed less robust than his comrades, uttered a wild shriek, threw up his hands, and fell backwards. At once the pirates detached him from his oar, threw him into the sea, and made another captive fill his place. And now, to their inexpressible horror, the Hazlits discovered that the practice of these wretches  when they happened to have a super-abundance of captives  was to make them row on without meat or drink, until they dropt at the oar, and then throw them overboard! Reader, we do not deal in fiction here, we describe what we have heard from the mouth of a trustworthy eye-witness.

In these circumstances the harrowing scenes that were enacted before the English ladies were indeed fitted to arouse that horror which poor Miss Pritty, in her innocence, had imagined to have reached its worst. We will pass it over. Many of the captives died. A few of the strongest survived, and these, at last, were fed a little in order to enable them to complete the journey. Among them was the native policeman, who had suddenly discovered that his wisest course of action, in the meantime, was submission.

At last the boats reached a village in one of those rivers whose low and wooded shores afford shelter to too many nests of Malay pirates even at the present time  and no wonder! When the rulers and grandees of some Eastern nations live by plunder, what can be expected of the people?

The few captives who survived were sent ashore. Among them were our English friends.




Chapter Fifteen.

Sudden and bad News induces sudden and good Action.

About this time there hung a dark cloud over the pagoda in Hong-Kong. Even the bright eyes of Molly Machowl could not pierce through this cloud. Rooney himself had lost much of his hopeful disposition. As for Edgar Berrington, Joe Baldwin, and David Maxwell, they were silently depressed, for adversity had crushed them very severely of late.

Immediately after their losses, as already detailed or referred to, stormy weather had for several weeks prevented them from resuming operations at the wreck, and when at last they succeeded in reaching the old locality, they found themselves so closely watched by shore boats that the impossibility of their being able to keep anything they should bring up became obvious. They were forced, therefore, to give up the idea of making further attempts.

Its too bad, growled Maxwell one morning at breakfast, that all our trouble and expense should end in nothin  or next to nothin.

Come, Maxwell, said Edgar, dont say nothing. It is true we lost our first great find that luckless night when we left it with Wilson, but our second haul is safe, and though it amounts only to eight thousand pounds sterling, that after all is not to be sneezed at by men in our circumstances.

Make not haste to be rich, muttered Joe Baldwin in an undertone.

Did we make haste to be rich? asked Edgar, smiling. It seems to me that we set about it in a cool, quiet, business-like way.

Humph, thats true, but we got uncommon keen over it  somethin like what gamblers do.

Our over-keenness, returned Edgar, was not right, perhaps, but our course of action was quite legitimate  for it is a good turn done not only to ourselves but to the world when we save property; and the salvor of property  who necessarily risks so much  is surely worthy of a good reward in kind.

Troth, an thats true, said Rooney, with a wry grin, I had quite made up me mind to a carridge and four with Molly astore sittin in silks an satins inside.

Molly would much rather sit in cotton, said the lady referred to, as she presided at the breakfast-table; have another cup, Rooney, an dont be talking nonsense.

But it does seem hard, continued Maxwell in his growling voice, after all our trouble in thin venture, to be obliged to take to divin at mere harbour-works in Eastern waters, just to keep body and soul together.

Never mind, boy, exclaimed Rooney with a successful effort at heartiness, it wont last long  its only till we get a suitable chance of a ship to take us an our small fortins back to ould Ireland  or England, if ye prefer it  though its my own opinion that England is only an Irish colony. Never say die. Sure weve seen a dale of life, too, in them parts. Come, Ill give ye a sintiment, an well drink it in tay

Before the hopeful Irishman could give the sentiment, he was interrupted by the sudden opening of the door and the abrupt entrance of a Chinaman, who looked at the breakfast party with keen interest and some anxiety.

If its your grandmother youre lookin for, said Rooney, she dont live here, young man.

Paying no attention to this pleasantry, the Chinaman closed the door with an air of mystery, and, going up to Edgar, looked him inquiringly in the face, as he said interrogatively:  

Is pleeceman. Yous Eggirbringting?

Not a bad attempt, exclaimed Edgar, with a laugh. I suppose that is my name translated into Chinese.

Took me muchee  long  time for learn him from young missee, said the Chinaman with a hurt look.

At the mention of a young lady Edgars amused look changed into one of anxiety, for he had, through an English acquaintance in the port, become aware not only of Mr Hazlits failure, but of his sudden departure for England with his daughter and Miss Pritty, and a vague suspicion of bad news flashed upon him.

You bring a message, I see? he said, rising and speaking hurriedly. Let me hear it. Quick.

Thus invoked, the Chinaman spoke so quickly and in such a miraculous jumble of bad English, that Edgar could not comprehend him at all;  only one thing he felt quite sure of, namely, that his anxiety was well found.

Ho! Chok-foo! he shouted.

The domestic entered, and to him the Chinaman delivered his message, which was to the following effect:  

He was a native policeman who had been captured on the coast when in discharge of his duties. Many others had been taken by the same pirates at different times, and among them an English gentleman named Hazlit, with his daughter and a lady friend. These latter had been spared, probably with a view to ransom, at the time the crew of their vessel was massacred, and were at that moment in one of the strongholds belonging to the pirates, up one of the intricate rivers on the coast of Borneo. He, the policeman, having resolved to make his escape, and being, in virtue of his wise, wily, and constabular nature, well able to do so, had mentioned the circumstance to the young lady, and, under promise of a handsome reward, had agreed to travel and voyage, night and day, by boat or vessel, as fortune should favour him, in order to convey immediate intelligence of these facts to a youth named Eggirbringting, whom the young lady described as being very tall and stout, and extremely handsome.

It may easily be imagined with what mingled feelings of anxiety and impatience the tall, stout, and extremely handsome young man listened to this narrative as it was volubly delivered by the pleeceman and slowly translated by Chok-foo.

When at last he was fairly in possession of all that the messenger had to relate, Edgar paced up and down the room for a few seconds with rapid strides.

We must go into action at once, sir, suggested Joe Baldwin.

Of course, of course, but how? Thats the point, exclaimed Edgar, with a look of impatient vexation. Borneo is a long way off. There are no steamers running regularly to it that I know of. However, its of no use talking; lets go at once and make inquiry. Ill go see our consul  perhaps

Plhaps, interrupted the messenger, plhaps the pleeceman can talkee.

If he can, let him speak, cried Edgar, with impatience.

Pleece he nevir too muchee quick, returned the man, coolly. We knows what wes can do. Hai, yach!

Edgar sat down with a sharp sigh of discontent, and waited for more.

Well?

Well, repeated the policeman, there be steam-boat here now  go for Borneo quick.

At once! cried Edgar, starting up and seizing his hat, why did you not

Sh! Keepee cool, you no casion makes so fashion, interrupted the policeman, who thereupon went on to explain that on his arrival in Hong-Kong he had gone at once to head-quarters, before delivering his message to Edgar, in order to make himself master of all the news about town that was worth knowing, or likely in any way to advance the interest of those whom he sought to serve. Among other things he had learned the important fact that, two days before his arrival, a small gun-boat, belonging to a certain Rajah of Borneo, and commanded by a certain Scotchman, and employed for the express purpose of hunting up and rooting out the pirates of the China seas, had put in to the port for repairs. He had hurried down to the gun-boat in time to prevent her departure, had told his story, and had just come from her to say that her captain would like much to see Mr Berrington.

On hearing this, Edgar again started up and eagerly ordered the native policeman to guide him to the gun-boat in question without another moments delay. He was followed, of course, by his male companions, who were nearly as much interested in the matter as himself. They were soon on the deck of the gun-boat.

It was a neat trim screw-steamer of small size, 180 tons burthen, and manned by about sixty Malays and a few Englishmen. Everything on board was as bright and orderly as if it had been a British man-of-war. Her commander received the visitors on the quarter-deck. He looked like one who was eminently well qualified to hunt up, run down, cut out, or in any other mode make away with pirates. There was much of the bull-terrier in him  solid, broad, short, large-chested  no doubt also large-hearted  active, in the prime of life, with short black curly hair, a short black beard and moustache, a square chin, a pleasant smile, a prominent nose, and an eagle eye. Indeed he might himself have made a splendid chief of the very race against which he waged war to the knife.

Glad to make your acquaintance, Mr Berrington, said the captain, holding out his hand. The native policeman has told me all about your friends  I understand them to be such?

Yes  intimate friends.

Well, this business is quite in my way. I shall be glad to take you with me. But who are these? he added, looking at Edgars companions.

They are comrades, and might do good service if you will allow them to volunteer.

My crew is complete, said the captain, doubtfully, except, indeed, that my chief engineer is just dead, but none of your men look as if they could fill his shoes.

That is true, but I can fill them myself, said Edgar, eagerly.

Indeed!

Yes, I am an engineer by profession; my comrades are professional divers. We have been engaged on a wreck here for some time past.

Good, said the captain; are your dresses and apparatus at hand?

Some of them are.

Then bring them aboard at once. I leave in an hour. Just bring what you have handy. Lose no time. I will take your men also. They may be of use.

Within an hour after the foregoing conversation Molly Machowl was left disconsolate in the pagoda under the care of Chok-foo, while the Rajahs gun-boat was steaming out to sea with Edgar, Baldwin, Rooney, Maxwell, and Ram-stam added to her warlike crew.




Chapter Sixteen.

Bearding the Lion in his Den.

Steam has pretty well subdued time. Fifty years ago it was a mighty feat to put a circle round the globe. Now-a-days a Cook  by no means a captain  will take or send you round it in a few weeks.

Romantic reader, dont despair! By such means romance has undoubtedly been affected in some degree, but let not that grieve thee! Romance has by no means been taken out of the world; nor has it been, to use an unromantic phrase, reduced in quantity or quality. Human inventions and appliances alter the aspects of romance, and transfer its influences, but they cannot destroy a Creators gift to the human race. They have, indeed, taken the romance out of some things which were once romantic, but that is simply because they have made such things familiar and commonplace. They have not yet touched other things which still remain in the hallowed region of romance. Romance is a region. Things crowd out of it, but other things crowd into it. The romantic soul dwells perpetually in it, and while, perhaps with regret, it recognises the fact that many things depart from that region, it also observes, with pleasure, that many things enter into it, and that the entrances are more numerous than the exits. The philosophico-romantic spirit will admit all this and be grateful. The unphilosophico-romantic spirit will not quite see through it, and may, perchance, be perplexed. But be of good cheer. Have faith! Do not let the matter-of-fact steam-engine, and the telegraph, and the post-office, rob thee of thy joys. They have somewhat modified the flow of the river of Romance, but they have not touched its fountain-head,  and never can.

Why, what is Romance? Despite the teachings of the dictionaries  which often give us the original and obsolete meaning of words  we maintain that romance signifies the human souls aspirations after the high, and the grand, and the good. In its fallen condition the poor soul undoubtedly makes wondrous mistakes in its romantic strainings, but these mistakes are comparatively seldom on the side of exaggeration. Our dictionary says that romance is extravagance  a fiction which passes beyond the limits of real life. Now, we maintain that no one  not even the most romantic of individuals  ever comes up to real life. We have been a child  at least we incline to that belief  and we have been, like other children, in the habit of romancing, as it is called, that is, according to dictionaries, passing beyond the limits of real life into extravagance. We are now a man  it is to be hoped  have travelled far and seen much and yet we can say conscientiously that the wildest fancies of our most romantic moods in childhood have been immeasurably surpassed by the grand realities of actual life! What are the most brilliant fancies of a child or of a mere ignorant romancer, compared to the amazing visions of the Arctic regions or the high Alps, which we have seen? Fictions and extravagance! All our wildest sallies are but intravagance and feeble fancy compared with the sublimity of fact. No doubt there are men and women gifted with the power of burlesquing reality, and thus, not going beyond its limits, but causing much dust and confusion within its limits by the exaggeration and falsification of individual facts. This, however, is not romance. We stand up for romance as being the bright staircase that leads childhood to reality, and culminates at last in that vision which the eye of man hath not yet seen nor his mind conceived; a vision which transcends all romance is itself the greatest of all realities, and is laid up for the people of God.

We return from this divergence to the point which led to it  the power of steam to subdue time. No doubt it was unromantic enough to be pushed, propelled, thrust, willing or not willing, against, or with, wind and tide, so that you could gauge your distance run  and to be run  almost to a foot; but it was very satisfactory, nevertheless, especially to those whose hearts were far in advance of their vessel, and it was more than satisfactory when at the end of their voyage of a few days they found themselves gliding swiftly, almost noiselessly, up the windings of a quiet river whose picturesque scenery, romantic vistas, and beautiful reflections might have marked it the entrance to a paradise instead of a human pandemonium.

It was very early when the gun-boat entered the stream. The mists of morning still prevailed, and rendered all nature fairy-like. Weird-looking mangrove bushes rose on their leg-like roots from the water, as if independent of soil. Vigorous parasites and creepers strove to strangle the larger trees, but strove in vain. Thick jungle concealed wealth of feathered, insect, and reptile life, including the reptile man, and sundry notes of warning told that these were awaking to their daily toil  the lower animals to fulfil the ends of their being, the higher animal to violate some of the most blessed laws of his Creator. Gradually the sun rose and dispelled the mists, while it warmed everything into strong vitality. As they passed up, clouds of water-fowl rose whirring from their lairs, and luxuriant growth of weeds threatened to obstruct the progress of the steamer.

Come here, policeman, said the captain to the native functionary; how far above this, did you say, is the nest of the vipers?

Bout tree mile.

Humph! ejaculated the captain, turning to Berrington, who had come on deck at the moment. I never went higher up the river than this point, for, just ahead, there are reeds enough to stop the screw of a three thousand ton ship, but if youll get your diving-dresses ready Ill try it. It would be much better to bring our big guns to bear on them than to attack in boats.

Ill have em ready directly, said Edgar. Perhaps wed better stop the engines now.

Just so; stop them.

The engines were stopped, and the gun-boat glided slowly over the still water until it came to rest on its own inverted image.

Meanwhile the air-pump was rigged, and Joe Baldwin put on his dress, to the great interest and no little surprise of the Malay crew.

Ready, sir, said Edgar, when Joe sat costumed, with the helmet at his side and his friends Rooney and Maxwell at the pumps.

Go ahead, then  full steam, said the captain.

Just in front of the vessel the river was impeded quite across by a dense growth of rank reeds and sedges; a little further on there was clear water. Into this the gun-boat plunged under full steam.

As was expected, the screw soon became choked, and finally stopped. Had the pirates expected this they would probably have made a vigorous attack just then. But the danger, being so obvious, had never before been incurred, and was therefore not prepared for or taken advantage of by the pirates. Nevertheless the captain was ready for them if they had attacked. Every man was at his station armed to the teeth.

The moment the boat began to work heavily Joes helmet was put on, and when she came to a stand he went over the stern by means of a rope-ladder prepared for the purpose.

Be as active as you can, Joe. Got everything you want? said Edgar, taking up the bulls-eye.

All right, sir, said Joe.

Pump away, cried Edgar, looking over his shoulder.

Next moment Joe was under water, and the Malays, with glaring eyes and open mouths, were gazing at the confusion of air-bubbles that arose from him continually. From their looks it seemed as though some of them fancied the whole affair to be a new species of torture invented by their captain.

Joe carried a small hatchet in his girdle and a long sharp knife in his hand. With these he attacked the reeds and weeds, and in ten minutes or less had set the screw free. He soon reappeared on the rope-ladder, and Edgar, who had been attending to his lines, removed the bulls-eye.

What now, Joe? he asked.

All clear, said Joe, coming inboard.

What! Done it already?

Ay; steam ahead when you like, sir.

The order was given at once. The assistant engineer put on full steam, [image: img139.jpg]and the gun-boat, crashing through the remaining obstruction, floated into the comparatively clear water beyond. The screw had been again partially fouled, of course, but ten minutes more of our divers knife and axe set it free, and the vessel proceeded on her way.

Scouts from the pirate-camp had been watching the gun-boat, for they had counted on nothing worse than an attack by boats, which, strong in numbers, they could easily have repelled. Great therefore was the consternation when these scouts ran in and reported that the vessel had cleared the obstructions by some miraculous power which they could not explain or understand, and was now advancing on them under full steam.

While the operations we have described were being carried out on board the gun-boat, in the pirate village poor Mr Hazlit was seated on a stump outside a rude hut made chiefly of bamboos and palm leaves. He wore only his trousers and shirt, both sadly torn  one of the pirates having taken a fancy to his coat and vest, the former of which he wore round his loins with his legs thrust through the sleeves. The captive merchant sat with his face buried in his hands and bowed on his knees.

Inside the hut sat Aileen with poor Miss Pritty resting on her bosom. Miss Pritty was of a tender confiding nature, and felt it absolutely necessary to rest on somebodys bosom. She would rather have used a cats or dogs than none. Aileen, being affectionate and sympathetic, had no objection. Nevertheless, not being altogether of angelic extraction, she was a little put out by the constant tremors of her friend.

Come, dear, dont shudder so fearfully, she said, in a half coaxing half remonstrative tone.

Is he gone? asked Miss Pritty in a feeble voice, with her eyes tight shut.

She referred to a half-naked warrior who had entered the hut, had half shut his great eyes, and had displayed a huge cavern of red gum and white teeth in an irresistible smile at the woe-begone aspect of Miss Pritty. He had then silently taken his departure.

Gone, repeated Aileen, rather sharply; of course he is, and if he were not, what then? Sure his being dark and rather lightly clothed is not calculated to shock you so much.

Aileen! exclaimed Miss Pritty, raising her head suddenly, and gazing with anxiety into the face of her friend; has our short residence among these wretches begun to remove that delicacy of mind and sentiment for which I always admired you?

No, returned Aileen, firmly, but your excessive alarms may have done something towards that end. Nay, forgive me, dear, she added, gently, as Miss Prittys head sank again on her shoulder, with a sob, I did not mean to hurt your feelings, but really, if you only think of it, our present position demands the utmost resolution, caution, and fortitude of which we are capable; and you know, love, that this shuddering at trifles and imagining of improbabilities will tend to unfit you for action when the time arrives, as it surely will sooner or later, for my father has taken the wisest steps for our deliverance, and, besides, a Greater than my father watches over us.

That is true, dear, assented Miss Pritty, with a tender look. Now you speak like your old self; but you must not blame me for being so foolish. Indeed, I know that I am, but, then, have not my worst fears been realised? Are we not in the hands  actually in the hands  of pirates  real pirates, buccaneers  ugh!

Again the poor lady drooped her head and shuddered.

Your worst fears may have been realised, said Aileen; but we have certainly not experienced the worst that might have happened. On the contrary, we have been remarkably well treated  what do you say? Fed on rats and roast puppies! Well, the things they send us may be such, for they resemble these creatures as much as anything else, but they are well cooked and very nice, you must allow, and

At that moment Aileens tongue was suddenly arrested, and, figuratively speaking, Miss Prittys blood curdled in her veins and her heart ceased to beat, for, without an instants warning, the woods resounded with a terrific salvo of artillery; grape and canister shot came tearing, hissing, and crashing through the trees, and fierce yells, mingled with fiend-like shrieks, rent the air.

Both ladies sat as if transfixed  pale, mute, and motionless. Next moment Mr Hazlit sprang into the hut, glaring with excitement, while a stream of blood trickled from a slight wound in his forehead.

Uttering a yell, no whit inferior to that of the fiercest pirate near him, and following it up with a fit of savage laughter that was quite appalling, the once dignified and self-possessed merchant rolled his eyes round the hut as if in search of something. Suddenly espying a heavy pole, or species of war-club, which lay in a corner, he seized it and whirled it round his head as if he had been trained to such arms from childhood.

Just then a second salvo shook the very earth. Mr Hazlit sprang out of the hut, shouted, To the rescue! Aileen, to the rescue! in the voice of a Stentor, plunged wildly into a forest-path, and disappeared almost before the horrified ladies could form a guess as to his intentions.




Chapter Seventeen.

Recounts the wild, fierce, and in some Respects peculiar Incidents of a Bush Fight.

Although the pirates were taken aback by this unexpected advance of the Rajahs gun-boat to within pistol-shot of their very doors, they were by no means cowed. Malays are brave as a race, and peculiarly regardless of their lives. They manned their guns, and stood to them with unflinching courage, but they were opposed by men of the same mettle, who had the great advantage of being better armed, and led by a man of consummate coolness and skill, whose motto was Conquer or die!

We do not say that the captain of the gun-boat professed to hold that motto, for he was not a boaster, but it was clearly written in the fire of his eye, and stamped upon the bridge of his nose!

The pirate-guns were soon dismounted, their stockade was battered down, and when a party at last landed, with the captain at their head, and Edgar with his diving friends close at his heels, they were driven out of their fortification into the woods.

Previously to this, however, all the women and children had been sent further into the bush, so that the attacking party met none but fighting-men. Turning round a bend in a little path among the bushes, Edgar, who had become a little separated from his friends, came upon a half-naked Malay, who glared at him from behind a long shield. The pirates style of fighting was that of the Malay race in general, and had something ludicrous, as well as dangerous, about it. He did not stand up and come on like a man, but, with his long legs wide apart and bent at the knees, he bounded hither and thither like a monkey, always keeping his body well under cover of the shield, and peering round its edges or over, or even under it, according to fancy, while his right hand held a light spear, ready to be launched at the first favourable moment into the unprotected body of his adversary.

Edgar at once rushed upon him, snapping his revolver as he ran; but, all the chambers having been already emptied, no shot followed. Brandishing his cutlass, he uttered an involuntary shout.

The shout was unexpectedly replied to by another shout of Aileen, to the rescue! which not only arrested him in his career, but seemed to perplex the pirate greatly.

At that moment the bushes behind the latter opened; a man in ragged shirt-sleeves and torn trousers sprang through, whirled a mighty club in the air, and smote the pirates uplifted shield with such violence as to crush it down on its owners head, and lay him flat and senseless on the ground.

Mr Hazlit! gasped Edgar.

The merchant bounded at our hero with the fury of a wild cat, and would have quickly laid him beside the pirate if he had not leaped actively aside. A small tree received the blow meant for him, and the merchant passed on with another yell, To the rescue!

Of course Edgar followed, but the bush paths were intricate. He unfortunately turned into a wrong one, when the fugitive was for a moment hidden by a thicket, and immediately lost all trace of him.

Meanwhile Rooney Machowl, hearing the merchants shout, turned aside to respond to it. He met Mr Hazlit right in the teeth, and, owing to his not expecting an assault, had, like Edgar, well-nigh fallen by the hand of his friend. As it was, he evaded the huge club by a hairs-breadth, and immediately gave chase to the maniac  for such the poor gentleman had obviously become. But although he kept the fugitive for some time in view, he failed to come up with him owing to a stumble over a root which precipitated him violently on his nose. On recovering his feet Mr Hazlit was out of sight.

Rooney, caressing with much tenderness his injured nose, now sought to return to his friends, but the more he tried to do so, the farther he appeared to wander away from them.

Sure its a quare thing that I cant git howld of the road I comed by, he muttered, as with a look of perplexity he paused and listened.

Faint shouts were heard on his left, and he was about to proceed in that direction, when distinct cries arose on his right. He went in that direction for a time, then vacillated, and, finally, came to a dead stand, as well as to the conclusion that he had missed his way; which belief he stated to himself in the following soliloquy:  

Rooney, me boy, youve gone an lost yoursilf. Ah, bad scran to ee. Isnt it the fulfilment of your grandmothers owld prophecy, that youd come to a bad ind at last? Its little Id care for your misfortin myself, if it warnt that you ought to be helpin poor Mr Hazlit, whos gone as mad as blazes, an whose daughter cant be far off. Och! Man alive, he added, with sudden enthusiasm, niver give in while theres a purty girl in the case!

Under the impulse of this latter sentiment, Rooney started off at a run in a new and totally unconsidered direction, which, strange to say, brought him into sudden and very violent contact with some of those individuals in whom he was interested.

Here we must, in hunters language, hark back on our course for a few minutes  if, indeed, that be hunters language! We do not profess to know much thereof, but the amiable reader will understand our meaning.

Just after the attack had begun, and Mr Hazlit had sallied from the hut with his war-club, as already related, Aileen became deeply impressed with the fact that all the women and children who had been wont to visit and gaze at her in wonder had vanished. The rattling of shot over her head, too, and the frequent rush of pirates past her temporary abode, warned her that the place was too much exposed in every way to be safe. She therefore sought to rouse her companion to attempt flight.

Laura, she said, anxiously, as a round shot cut in half the left corner-post of the building, come, we must fly. We shall be killed if we remain here.

I care not, exclaimed Miss Pritty, clasping her friend closer than ever, and shuddering; my worst fears have been realised. Let me die!

But I dont want to die yet, remonstrated Aileen; think of me, dear, if you can, and of my father.

Ah, true! exclaimed Miss Pritty, with sudden calmness, as she unclasped her arms and arose. Forgive my selfishness. Come; let us fly!

If the poor lady had owned a private pair of cherubic wings, she could not have prepared for flight with greater assurance or activity. She tightened her waist-belt, wrapped her shawl firmly round her, fastened her bonnet strings in a Gordian knot, and finally, holding out her hand to her friend, as if they had suddenly changed characters, said, Come, are you ready? with a tremendous show of decision. She even led the wondering Aileen along a winding path into the jungle for a considerable distance; then, as the path became more intricate, she stopped, burst into tears, laid her head again on its old resting-place, and said in a hollow voice: Yes; all is lost!

Come, Laura, dont give way; theres a dear. Just exert yourself a little and we shall soon be safe at  at  somewhere.

Miss Pritty made a vigorous struggle. She even smiled through her tears as she replied: Well, lead on, love; I will follow you  to death!

With her eyes tightly shut, lest she should see something hideous in the woods, she stumbled on, holding to her friends arm.

Where are we going to? she asked, feebly, after a few minutes, during which Aileen had pulled her swiftly along.

I dont know, dear, but a footpath must lead to something or somewhere.

Aileen was wrong. The footpath led apparently to nothing and nowhere. At all events it soon became so indistinct that they lost it, and, finally, after an hours wandering, found themselves hopelessly involved in the intricacies of a dense jungle, without the slightest clew as to how they should get out of it.

Aileen stopped at last.

Laura, she said, anxiously, we are lost!

I told you so, returned Miss Pritty, in a tone that was not quite devoid of triumph.

True, dear; but when you told me so we were not lost. Now we are. I fear we shall have to spend the night here, she added, looking round.

Miss Pritty opened her eyes and also looked round. The sight that met her gaze was not encouraging. Afternoon was drawing on. Thick bushes and trees formed a sort of twilight there even at noon-day. Nothing with life was visible. Not a sound was to be heard, save such little rustlings of dry leaves and chirpings as were suggestive of snakes and centipedes. The unhappy Laura was now too frightened to shudder.

What shall we do? she asked; shriek for help?

That might bring pirates to us instead of friends, said Aileen. Listen; do you hear no sound?

Nothing, replied Miss Pritty, after a few moments of intense silence, save the beating of my own heart. Aileen, she continued, with sudden anxiety, are there not serpents in these woods?

Yes, I believe there are.

And tarantulas?

Probably.

And tortoises?

I  Im not sure.

Darling, how can we sleep among tortoises, tarantulas, and serpents?

Even Aileen was at a loss for a reply, though she smiled in spite of herself.

Ill tell you what, she said, cheerfully, if we must spend the night in the bush we shall get into a tree. That will at least save us from all the venomous creatures as well as dangerous beasts that crawl upon the ground. Can you climb?

Climb! repeated Miss Pritty, with a hysterical laugh, you might as well ask me if I can dive.

Well, you must learn. Come, I will teach you. Here is a capital tree that seems easy to get into.

Saying this, Aileen ran to a gnarled old tree whose trunk was divided into two parts, and from which spread out a series of stout branches that formed a sort of net-work of foliage about eight or ten feet from the ground. Climbing actively up to these branches, she crept out upon them, and from that position, parting the twigs, she looked down laughingly at her friend.

Her bright spirit was contagious. Miss Pritty almost forgot her anxieties, smiled in return, and walked towards the tree, in doing which she trod on something that moved in the grass. A piercing shriek was the result. It was immediately replied to by a wild yell at no great distance.

It was only a frog; look, I see it now, hopping away. Do be quick, Laura; I am sure that was the yell of a savage.

No further spur was needed. Miss Pritty scrambled up into the tree and crept towards her friend with such reckless haste that one of her feet slipped off the branch, and her leg passing through the foliage, appeared in the regions below. Recovering herself, she reached what she deemed a place of security.

Now, dear, we are safe  at least for a time, said Aileen, arranging her friends disordered dress. Take care, however; you must be careful to trust only to limbs of the tree; the foliage cannot bear you. Look, you can see through it to the ground. Lean your back against this fork here; sit on this place  so; put your foot on this branch, there  why, it is almost like a chair  hush!

It was quite unnecessary to impose silence. They both sat among the branches as motionless as though they had been parts of the tree. They scarce dared to breathe, while they peered through the foliage and beheld the dim form of a man advancing.

Whoever he was, the man seemed to growl as though he had been allied to the beasts of the jungle. He came forward slowly, looking from side to side with caution, and, stopping directly under the tree of refuge, said  

Musha! with great emphasis, then placing both hands to his mouth he gave vent to a roar that would have done credit to a South African lion.

As neither of the ladies understood the meaning of Musha, they listened to the roar with a thrill of unutterable horror. Miss Pritty, as if fascinated, leant forward, the better to observe her foe. Suddenly, like the lightning-flash, and without even a shriek of warning, she lost her balance and dived head-foremost into the bosom of Rooney Machowl!

Well was it for the bold Irishman that Miss Pritty was a light weight, else had he that day ended his career in the jungles of Borneo. As it was he went down like a shock of corn before the scythe, grasped Miss Pritty in an embrace such as she had never before even imagined, and proceeded to punch her poor head.

Then, indeed, she made herself known by a powerful scream that caused the horrified man to loose his hold and spring up with a torrent of apologies and self-abuse.

Och! its not possible. Baste that I am! Oh ma cushla astore, forgive me! Its a gorilla I thought ye was, sure, for I hadnt time to look, dee see. Its wishin you had staved in my timbers intirely I am.

Rooneys exclamations were here cut short, and turned on another theme by the sudden appearance of Aileen Hazlit, who soon found that her friend was more alarmed than hurt.

I am so glad you have found us, and so surprised, said Aileen, who had met Rooney in England during one of her visits to Joe Baldwins abode, for we have quite lost ourselves.

Rooney looked a little awkwardly at the fair girl.

Sure, its glad I am myself that Ive found you, he said, but faix, Im lost too! I do belave, howiver, that somebodys goin to find us.

He turned his head aside and listened intently. Presently a cry was heard at no great distance. It was replied to by another.

Pirates, said Rooney, in a hoarse whisper, drawing a cutlass from his belt.

As he spoke another cry was heard in an opposite direction.

Friends! exclaimed Rooney. Sure were surrounded by friends and foes! Come, git into the tree, ladies. Ill give a hail, an if the varmin should come up first, Ill kape them in play. Dont show yer purty faces dears, an be as aisy as ye can.

So saying, Rooney gave vent to a true British cheer, while the ladies ascended once more into the tree.

The cheer was instantly replied to by counter-cheers and howls. A minute more and two half-naked Malays, armed with spears and long shields, bounded into the clear space and attacked the Irishman, but Rooney had placed his back to the tree and was ready for them. Although he was scarcely a match for two such men, whose peculiar and bounding mode of fighting he did not understand, Rooney nevertheless quickly disabled one by the sheer strength of a blow, which cut through the shield and wounded his enemys head. The other he sprang upon like a wild cat and grappled with him. At that moment a third Malay glided on the scene, brandished his spear, and stood by the swaying combatants awaiting a favourable opportunity to thrust his weapon into the white mans back. He stood right under the branch in which the ladies were concealed. Miss Pritty saw his intention and felt convinced he would succeed. In desperate alarm at the danger of her protector, and horrified at what she was about to do, she grasped the pirate by the hair and tore out a large handful, at the same time uttering shriek upon shriek mingled with appalling bursts of hysterical laughter.

This saved Rooney, who turned just in time to protect himself, but as he did so six more pirates leaped upon the scene and overpowered him. They also sprung up the tree, and quickly brought down the ladies.

Poor Miss Pritty had gone fairly off into violent hysterics by that time. She was carried down in the arms of a pirate, into whose hair she had permanently fastened her ten fingers, while she filled the woods with unearthly cries.

Before any advantage, however, could be taken of this success, a cheer was heard close at hand. Next moment, Edgar Berrington burst on the scene, followed by the captain of the gun-boat and a body of men. The pirates did not await them, but fled instantly.

Fire a volley, lads, shouted the captain.

The men obeyed, and one or two yells told that it had not been without effect, nevertheless, all the miscreants escaped with the exception of Miss Prittys captive, who, unable to clear himself from her close embrace with sufficient speed, was collared and throttled into submission by Edgar.

Well divide our force here, said the captain. Ill follow them up a while with some of the boys, and you, Mr Berrington, will return with the rest to the gun-boat, in charge of the ladies.

Edgar was about to object, but the captain silenced him at once with:  

Come, sir, youre under my orders. Do what I bid you.

There was no resisting this, so Edgar turned, not unwillingly, and gave his arm to Aileen, who seized it with a grateful eagerness that sent a thrill of delight through all his frame.

Come along, my lads, he cried. Take care of Miss Pritty, poor thing! he added, turning to Rooney.

The Irishman obeyed. He stooped and lifted her in his arms. She had been lying in a state of semi-insensibility with her eyes tightly shut. The moment she felt herself being lifted, she clutched her protector by the hair, and held on, shrieking.

Ay, tug away, cushla! said Rooney, as he moved after his friends, its not much of that yell manage to root up.

Have you seen my father? asked Aileen, anxiously, as they moved on together.

He is safe, answered Edgar; I found him exhausted in the hut which he told me you had occupied, and had him conveyed on board the gun-boat.

Thank God! exclaimed Aileen, fervently, but, she added, with a slight shudder, it seemed to me as if his mind had been unhinged  and  and he was wounded.

A mere scratch on the temple, said Edgar, yet sufficient, with surrounding circumstances, to account for the temporary madness that assailed him. Fear not, Aileen, he is safe now, through Gods mercy, and you shall soon be safe beside him.

A feeling of deep gratitude and restfulness stole over the poor girls spirit, and she almost wept for joy as they stepped into a small boat, and were rowed over the calm water to the gun-boat, which lay, black and still, under the deep shadow of a bank of luxuriant foliage.

My child, said Mr Hazlit, sadly, as they reclined together on the couches of the little cabin, while Edgar sat on a camp-stool near them, Miss Pritty having been consigned to the captains berth, they tell me that this fearful work is not yet over. There is to be more fighting and bloodshed.

How? What do you mean, papa?

Tell her, Mr Berrington.

We have just had news sent us by a fast row-boat from a town about sixty miles along the coast that a large fleet of pirate-prows have been seen off the coast. They have taken several trading prows, and captured many men belonging to the Sarawak territory, besides several Chinamen. When our captain completes his work on shore here, he intends to start at once in chase of these pirates, in the hope of destroying them and freeing their slaves.

God help us, said Aileen, it seems as if men in this part of the world, gloried in pouring out blood like water.

Some of them undoubtedly do. Perhaps it may reconcile your mind to the destruction of these miscreants to know that for every one killed there will probably be saved the lives of dozens  if not hundreds  of innocent men and women, whom he would have murdered, or doomed to hopeless slavery, in the course of his wicked career.

As Edgar spoke, the sound of oars was heard. Presently the captain and his men leaped on deck. The moorings were cast loose, our hero took his station at the engine, and the gun-boat glided swiftly down the river, leaving the pirate stronghold in flames.




Chapter Eighteen.

Lifts the Curtain slightly as to piratical Doings in the nineteenth Century.

Silently they glided on, until the shades of evening fell, and the brilliant stars came out. Silently, for the gun-boat went at half-speed; silently, for her engines were good and new, and worked softly without the jarring of age or mal-construction; silently, because those on board were in a tranquil mood, and did not raise their voices above a low murmur.

How romantic, said Aileen, in a low tone, as she sat by the stern-rail and watched the gleaming track left by the screw; how enjoyable, if we could only forget what has just passed, and the object we have in view. The world is a mystery!

Is this the first time you have thought so? asked Edgar, who leaned on the rail near her.

Well, I think it is, she replied, with a sad smile; at least it is the first time I have been deeply impressed with the thought.

It is a very old thought, returned the youth, musingly. Philosophers from the earliest times have recorded it. Thoughtful men and women of all ages have expressed it. Young people of all generations fancy they have discovered it. The Bible is a key which opens up much of it, and makes it plain; but much still remains in mystery, and I suppose will continue so to remain, till Time merges in Eternity.

Do you think such mystery undesirable? asked Aileen.

No. It is desirable, else God would not have left it there. Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? There is a need be, I doubt not, for mystery, and there is no need for our being distressed by it, for what we know not now we shall know hereafter. But there is much cause for anxiety lest we, either through wilful ignorance, or carelessness, or stupidity, should allow that to remain involved in mystery which is made plain by revelation. The way of salvation was an insurmountable mystery to me once, but since you gave me that poor mans Testament, Aileen, it has become very plain and very dear to me, through Jesus Christ.

Aileen thanked God in her heart, and a thrill of gladness filled her, but before she could utter a word in reply, the captain came forward and said in a low tone:  

Stop the engine, Mr Berrington. Well lie by in this creek till day-break.

Edgar went below. The vibrating of the boat ceased, and an awful stillness seemed to sink down upon her as she glided into a little creek or bay, which was deeply shaded by mangrove trees.

But the silence did not last long. It was still three hours from daylight, and the captain employed the time in preparations for the action which he anticipated on the following day. The yards were sent down; the decks were cleared of all useless incumbrances; the guns were got ready; and an attempt was made, to some extent, to disguise the vessel, so that, in the event of the pirates being found, the gun-boat might get as near as possible without her true character being discovered. The men, meanwhile, who were not engaged in such work, busied themselves in sharpening cutlasses and cleaning small arms, while they conversed in an undertone. All was activity and order, without fuss or needless noise  the result of a man of the right stamp being in command.

Its a brush well be havin soon, said Rooney Machowl, with a flash of the eye which told that he inherited a little of his nations love of fighting.

Looks like it, replied Maxwell, who sat beside his friend in the midst of a group of the Malay crew, rubbing up his cutlass with much interest.

Does anybody know how many of a crew we have altogether? asked Rooney.

I heard the captain say to Mr Berrington, answered Joe Baldwin, who was busy cleaning a rifle, that weve got ninety men all told, which is quite enough for a 180-ton vessel. With these and seven guns we should be more than a match for all the pirates of the eastern seas.

Ho! exclaimed Ram-stam, looking up from the weapon he was engaged on with an amused expression, you know noting of pirits of dem seas. Hi! Hi! Wait.

Ram-stam said this with the air of one who held the decided opinion that when he had waited Joe would have his views enlarged.

What, are they such bold fellows?

Ho yis, vely muchee bold. Caes for noting. Flaid of noting. Doos amost anyting cept whats good.

Swate cratures, murmured Rooney; I hope well be introdooced to aich other soon.

As it is desirable that the reader should have a little more extended knowledge of the miscreants referred to, we will retrace our steps in time a little, and change the scene.

On one of those sweltering mornings in which the eastern seas appear to have a tendency to boil under the influence of the sun, three piratical junks might have been seen approaching a small island which lay on the sea as if on a mirror. They were propelled by oars. The largest of these junks was under command of our red-jacketed acquaintance, Pungarin. It was what is termed double-banked, and the oars were pulled by slaves, that is to say, the crews of trading vessels recently captured.

Pungarin had more slaves than he knew what to do with on that occasion. He had been unusually successful in his captures. All the white men taken had at once been slaughtered, also all who attempted to give the pirates trouble in any way, including those who chanced to be too weak, ill, or old to work. In regard to the rest, each man was secured to his place at the oar by means of a strip of cane, called rattan, fastened round his neck, and a man was appointed to lash them when they showed symptoms of flagging. This the unhappy wretches frequently did, for, as on a former occasion to which we have referred, they were made to pull continuously without food or water, and occasionally, after dropping their oars through exhaustion, it took severe application of the lash, and the discovery of some unusually sensitive spot of the body, to rouse some of them again to the point of labour.

The junks were strange, uncouth vessels, of considerable size, capable, each, of containing a very large crew. They might almost have been styled life-boats, as they had hollow bamboos wrought into their structure in a manner which gave them great buoyancy, besides projecting beyond the hulls and forming a sort of outside platform. On these platforms the slaves who rowed were fastened. In each vessel there were at least forty or fifty rowers.

Pungarin walked up and down his poop-deck as if in meditation, paying no regard to what was going on around him until a feeble cry was heard from one of the rowers,  a middle-aged and sickly man. The pirate captain looked carelessly on, while the overseer flogged this man; but the lash failed to arouse him, and the captain ordered the man to desist  but not in mercy.

Over with him, he said, curtly, and then resumed his walk.

The slave-driver drew his knife, and cut the rattan that bound the man, who turned his dying eyes on him with an imploring look.

At that moment one of the pirates, who from his dress and bearing seemed to occupy a position of authority, stepped upon the platform and looked at him. He gave a brief order to one of his comrades, who brought a large piece of cork and fastened it to the slaves neck. He also brought a short spear, with a little flag at its handle. This he thrust a few inches into the fleshy part of his shoulder, and then pushed him off the platform into the sea. Thus the wretched creature was made to float, and, as he went astern, some of the pirates amused themselves by shooting at him with their muskets.

Now, gentle reader, dont shut your eyes and exclaim, Oh! Too horrible. It is very much because of that expression of yours, and the shutting of your gentle, (we would rather say selfish) eyes that these accursed facts exist! Yes, we charge it home on you so-called soft ones of the earth, that your action,  namely, shutting your eyes,  does probably as much, if not more, to perpetuate horrible evil as does the action of open godlessness,  that condition which is most aptly expressed by the worlds maxim, every man for himself and the devil for us all.

Do not imagine that we presume to invent such things or to exaggerate for the sake of sensation. We relate well-authenticated facts. We entertain strong doubts as to whether devils are, in any degree, worse than some among the unsaved human race. There is great occasion for you, reader, whoever you are, to know and ponder such facts as we now relate. We are too apt to regard as being applicable only to the past these words, the dark places of the earth are full of the habitations of cruelty. If we were to fill our book with horrors from beginning to end, we should only have scratched the surface of the great and terrible truth. Assuredly now, not less than in days of old, there is urgent need of red-hot philanthropy.

But we gladly pass from the cruel to the cunning phase of piratical life. These villains had at that time been about six months on their cruise. They had made the entire circuit of Borneo, murdering, and plundering, and striking terror and desolation wherever they went. The scenes enacted by Norse pirates in the tenth century were repeated in the middle of the nineteenth by a people who, unlike the Norsemen, had no regard whatever for law; and now they were returning home laden with booty.

The pirate-chiefs usual mode of procedure on such occasions was to go to an unfrequented island in the neighbourhood of Singapore, land all his warlike stores and prisoners, and, leaving them under a strong guard, proceed with two of his prows loaded to the gunwale with merchandise, to the port. The merchant-boats which he had previously sunk, and whose crews he had murdered, provided him with port-clearances, which enabled him to personate the trader and regularly enter and clear the customs at Singapore, so as to cause no suspicion; then, returning to his place of rendezvous with a fresh supply of guns, ammunition, etcetera, he divided his ill-gotten gains and recommenced his piratical expeditions.

On the present occasion, however, Pungarin had received intelligence which induced him to modify his plans. Hearing that a gun-boat was in pursuit of him, he determined to change his rendezvous for the time.

The weary slaves were therefore again set to work at the oars; but kind Nature took pity on them. A breeze sprang up and increased into a gale, under the influence of which the prows sped out to sea and soon left the islands far behind them.

It was while thus attempting to evade their enemy that the pirates had the misfortune to run at last into the very jaws of the lion.




Chapter Nineteen.

A Fight with Malay Pirates.

At six oclock in the morning, the tide suiting, the gun-boat crept out to sea, and steamed slowly along the coast to the southward, keeping a good look-out. They soon discovered sundry prows, but, after ordering them to come alongside, found that they were legitimate traders. Thus the day was spent in a vain search, and at night they returned to their anchorage, as it was not possible to make any discoveries in the dark.

Next morning, at the same hour, they steamed out to sea again, intending to keep about twelve miles off the coast, so as to be able to command a broad expanse of water in every direction; but before they had got two miles from the anchorage, three prows were observed about four or five miles to seaward.

That looks like the rascals, observed the captain, as he surveyed them through the glass.

Indeed, said Mr Hazlit, who, rather pale and weak from his recent unwonted experiences, leaned in a helpless manner on the quarter-rails.

Yes; they pull forty or fifty oars, double-banked, returned the captain, wiping his glass carefully. Theyve got heavy guns on board, no doubt. We shall have to protect our boiler.

The gun-boat was so small that a portion of her steam-case was unavoidably exposed above deck. A shot into this would have been disastrous. Orders were therefore given to surround it with bags of coal, which was promptly done.

And, one of you, said the captain, turning to the man who chanced to be nearest him, go into the cabin and bring up the sofa cushions; we shall want them to protect the legs of the men stationed on the poop.

Rooney Machowl happened to be the man who received this order. He at once descended.

By your lave, Miss, he said, with a bashful air; Im sorry to ask a lady to git up, but its the captings orders  he wants the cushions.

By all means, said Aileen, with a smile; why does he want them?

Plaze, Miss, to protect our legs, savin yer presence.

Somewhat puzzled, and not a little amused by the reply, Aileen rose and allowed the cushion on which she sat to be removed. These cushions were placed in the nettings on the poop, which was much exposed, to arrest the enemys bullets.

In a few minutes it was seen that the three prows were doing their best to get into shoal water, where the steamer could not have followed them. In this effort one of them was successful, for although the gun-boats course was changed in order to cut her off, she managed to run on shore, whence the pirates immediately opened fire. The other two, seeing there was no possibility of accomplishing the same feat, ceased rowing, and also opened fire, at a distance of about five or six hundred yards.

We shall attack from our port side, said the captain to his chief officer; let the guns be laid accordingly.

The armament of the gun-boat consisted of two nine-pounder guns, one on the forecastle, and one on the poop; one twelve-pounder, just before the bridge; and four six-pound brass carronades. These were all soon ready, but the order was not given to fire till they had got to within a hundred yards of the pirates, who were now pelting them smartly with small arms.

The captain stood on the bridge, the most commanding and, at the same time, the most exposed position in the vessel. He wore a cap, from under which his black eyes seemed to twinkle with fire and mischief.

He soon observed that the two prows, wincing under his fire, were edging for the shore. With that reckless resolution, therefore, to which all true heroes give way at times  not excepting Nelson himself  he resolved to run them down.

The recklessness of this consisted in the fact that his vessel was not a ram, but built of comparatively thin plates. The necessity for it lay in the certainty that a few minutes more would enable the prows to gain shallow water and escape.

Besides, thought the captain to himself, as he walked up and down the bridge with his hands in his pockets, while bullets whistled round his head, even a thin plate can stand a good strain when struck end-on. Never venture, never win!

Giving the order full-speed to the engineer, and port your helm a little  steady to the man at the wheel, the captain quietly awaited the result.

The result was most effective. The gun-boat went at the prow like a war-horse; her sharp bow struck one of the pirate vessels fair amidships and cut her in two pieces, launching her crew and captives into the sea!

She then backed astern, and made for the other prow, but she, laying to heart the fate of her companion, made for the shore as fast as possible. It was in vain. The gun-boat ran into her and sank her immediately, but so nearly had they succeeded in their intention, that there were only six inches of water under the steamers keel when she backed out.

Lower the boats, shouted the captain, the instant his object had been accomplished; and it was not a moment too soon, for the sea all round was alive with human beings, some of whom evidently waited to be picked up, while others swam vigorously for the shore. In a short time, about a hundred men were rescued, most of whom were slaves  only ten being pirates. There was no difficulty in distinguishing between pirates and slaves, because the latter wore the rattan round their necks, in addition to which their spitting on the pirates, and furiously abusing them for past cruelty, and their falling down and kissing the feet of their deliverers, made the distinction abundantly clear.

Most of the other pirates gained the shore, but we may here finally dismiss them, and relieve the readers mind by stating that they were afterwards hunted down and slain to a man by the natives of that district, who entertained a deadly, and very natural hatred of them, having suffered much at their hands in time past.

While the rescued captives were going about excitedly telling of the shocking barbarities that had been practised on them, the captain discovered among them a Singapore native who could speak a little English. Taking this man aft, he questioned him closely.

Are there any more pirate-junks hereabouts? he said.

Yis; tree more.

Whereaway?

Hout seaward. Not know how far. Longish way off, me tink. We was sent off from dem last night, after all de goods an money was tooked out of us. What for, no kin tell. Where tothers go, no kin tell.

Theyve got lots of captives aboard, I suppose? said the captain.

Ho! Great lots, replied the Singapore man.

And lots of treasure too, no doubt.

Ho! Very greater lots of dat.

After obtaining all the information he could from this man and from the other passengers, the captain steamed out to sea in a westerly direction, keeping a man at the mast-head to look out. The captives were in the meanwhile made as comfortable as circumstances would admit of, and the ten pirates were put in irons in the hold.

As the morning advanced, the sun increased in power and splendour. Not a breath of wind ruffled the sea, which shone like a mirror, reflecting perfectly the sea-birds that accompanied them. Everything was so calm and peaceful that the captain sent a message to Mr Hazlit and his daughter to request them to come up and enjoy the fresh air.

During the brief action described, they had been sent below to be out of danger. They obeyed the summons, and even Miss Pritty was induced by Aileen to come on deck.

Poor Miss Pritty! Her hysterical fit was now quite over, but pale cheeks and a trembling exhausted frame told eloquently of her recent sufferings. Mr Hazlits limbs were also shaky, and his face cadaverous, showing that his temporary aberration of reason had told upon him.

Oh how delicious! exclaimed Miss Pritty, referring to the atmosphere, as she sank into an easy-chair which the captain placed for her. Are these the pirates? she added, shuddering, as her eyes fell on some of the rescued people.

No, Miss Pritty, answered the captain, these are the freed captives. The pirates are in irons in the hold.

You had to fight, I suppose? continued Miss Pritty, shutting her eyes and pursing her mouth with the air of one who braces herself to face the inevitable.

Well, we could hardly call it fighting, answered the captain, with a smile, as he cleaned the glasses of his telescope and swept the horizon carefully; we had a round or two of the guns, and a few bullets whistled about our ears for a little  that was all.

Was any one wounded  kkilled? asked Miss Pritty, opening her eyes with an anxious look; and oh! she added, with a sudden expression of horror, as she drew up her feet and glanced downwards, perhaps the decks are  no, she continued sinking back again with a sigh, they are not bloody!

At that moment the man at the mast-head reported three prows, just visible on the horizon ahead.

I suppose we must go below again, said Aileen, sadly, after the captain returned from the bridge, to which he had gone to examine the prows in question.

Not yet, Miss Hazlit. It will probably be an hour ere we come up with them. Youd better enjoy the morning air while you may. Ill warn you in good time.

Aileen therefore remained on deck for some time with her father, but poor Miss Pritty, on the first intimation that more pirates were in sight, got up hastily, staggered with a face expressive of the utmost horror into the cabin, flung herself into the captains berth, thrust her head under the pillow, piled the clothes over that, and lay there  quaking!

She quaked for full half an hour before anything happened. Then she felt a hand trying to remove her superincumbent head-gear. This induced her to hold on tight and shriek, but, recognising Aileens voice, she presently put her face out.

Dont be so terrified, dear, said Aileen, scarce able to repress a smile.

I cant help it, answered her friend, whimpering; are the  the pirates

They are not far off now. But dont give way to needless alarm, dear. Our captain sent me below because he is going to fight them, and you know he is sure to win, for he is a brave man. He says hell run them all down in a few minutes.

Oh! groaned Miss Pritty, and with that, pulling her head in like a snail, she resumed quaking.

Poor Aileen, although talking thus bravely to her friend, was by no means easy in her own mind, for apart from the fact that they were about to engage three pirate-junks, manned by hundreds of desperate men, she could not repress her shrinking horror at the bare idea of men talking coolly about shedding human blood. To one of her imaginative nature, too, it was no small trial to have to sit alone and inactive in the cabin, while the bustle of preparation for war went on overhead; we say alone, because her father, although there, was too much exhausted to act the part of companion or comforter in any degree.

Meanwhile the gun-boat approached close to the enemy, and it soon became apparent that they meant to fight  trusting, no doubt, to their very decided superiority in numbers.

They mean mischief, said the captain, as he shut up his telescope.

Faix, an theyll git it too, replied Rooney Machowl, who chanced to be near at the time, though the remark was not addressed to him.

To this the captain made no reply, save by a grim curl of his black moustache, as he once more ascended to his exposed position on the bridge. From this outlook he could see plainly that the pirates were lashing their three prows together, and training all their guns on one side, where the attack was expected. As each prow mounted twelve guns, they could thus fire a broadside of thirty-six heavy pieces, besides small arms.

The men of the gun-boat were now all at their quarters, eagerly awaiting the order to begin. The captain descended and went round among them, so as to inspect everything with his own eye.

Now, lads, he said, in passing, remember, not a single shot till I give you positive orders.

He returned to the bridge. Although naturally disinclined to parley with scoundrels, he felt that he had a duty to perform, and resolved to go close up, and, if possible, induce them to surrender. But he was saved the trouble of attempting a parley, for while yet six hundred yards off, a regular volley burst from the sides of the pirate vessels.

Again the black moustache curled, but this time with a touch of ferocity, for the shot partly took effect, cutting the rigging to some extent, killing one man of the crew, and wounding several. A musket-ball also struck his own cap and knocked it off his head.

Just hand that up, he said, pointing to the cap.

One of the men obeyed, and the captain, taking a look at the hole, replaced it. Still he gave no order to fire, although the pirates were seen to be busily re-loading.

Hanging up to within a hundred yards, the captain looked quickly at his men.

Port, a little, said he to the man at the wheel.

Are you ready?

Ay, ay, sur, from Rooney Machowl, in a deep bass undertone.

Fire!

As if but one piece had been fired the whole broadside burst from the side of the gun-boat, shaking the little vessel violently. Miss Prittys voice came up responsive with an unearthly yell!

Load! was instantly ordered, and so quickly was it obeyed that before the enemy were ready with their second volley the gun-boat had charged and fired again, doing great damage.

There being no wind, a dense cloud of smoke from the three volleys settled down on the water and completely hid them and their enemy from each other.

Steam ahead, full-speed, signalled the captain to Edgar Berrington.

The screw instantly whirled, and under cover of the dense veil, the active little vessel moved away just in time to escape a murderous volley of shot, shrapnel, and ball, which was poured into the smoke she had left behind her! The pirates followed this up with a wild cheer and a brisk fire of musketry, which only ceased when, discovering their mistake, they beheld the gun-boat emerge from the smoke, steer round the end of their line, and, slewing to port, deliver another volley of great guns and small arms, that raked them all from stem to stern, doing terrible execution both to the prows and their crews.

Thus the gun-boat played round and round the enemy, always maintaining the distance of about a hundred yards, and keeping up the action as fast as they could load and fire. The pirates, on their part, fought with the courage of trained men of war and with the ferocity of tigers at bay  who ask and expect no mercy. And thus they fought for no less than three hours.

One reason why the pirates were able to hold out so long lay in the fact that their prows were surrounded by a thick matting made from a certain palm-leaf, which, although it could not prevent shot from passing through, concealed the men who lay behind it, and so prevented the riflemen of the gun-boat crew from taking aim. In order to get the better of this difficulty, the latter fell into the way of watching for the puffs of smoke that came through the matting, and firing at these puffs.

Conspicuous among the pirates for his coolness, daring, and utter disregard of his life, was one tall, powerful fellow in a red jacket. Every one guessed him at once to be a chief among the pirates, and this question was soon settled by some of the recently freed captives, who recognised him as being the great chief of the fleet  Pungarin.

He went about the deck of his prow, which occupied the centre of the line, encouraging his men to rapid action, and often pointing the guns with his own hands.

Many rifle-shots were fired at him, but in vain. He seemed to bear a charmed life.

Can none of you pick him off? said the captain of the gun-boat.

Twenty rifles replied to the words, and the mans red jacket was seen to be torn in many places, but himself remained unhurt!

At last the pirate-guns were silenced in two of the prows, only the chiefs maintaining an obstinate fire. This vessel would have been much sooner silenced, no doubt, but for the ferocity of Pungarin. When his men, driven at last by the deadly fire of the assailants, forsook a gun and sought refuge behind the matting, the pirate-chief would promptly step forward and serve the gun himself, until very shame sometimes forced his men to return.

At last all the guns were disabled but one, and that one Pungarin continued to serve, uninjured, amid a perfect storm of shot.

The fellow has got the lives of twenty cats, growled the captain, as he turned to give directions to the steersman, which brought the gun-boat still closer to the enemy. The effect of a well-delivered volley at this shorter range was to cut the fastenings of the three prows, thus permitting them to separate.

This was precisely what was desired, the captain having resolved to run the pirates down one at a time, as he had done before. He would not board them, because their superior numbers and desperate ferocity would have insured a hand-to-hand conflict, which, even at the best, might have cost the lives of many of his men. The instant, therefore, that the prows were cut adrift, he gave the order to back astern. At the same moment Pungarin was heard to give an order to his men, which resulted in the oars being got out and manned by the surviving pirates and slaves, who rowed for the land as fast as possible. Their escape in this way, however, the captain knew to be impossible, for they were now fully twenty-five miles from shore. He therefore went about his work leisurely.

Backing a considerable distance, so as to enable his little war-horse to get up full-speed, he took careful aim as he charged.

It was interesting to watch the swart faces and glaring eyeballs of those on board the first prow, as the gun-boat bore down on them. Some glared from hate, others obviously from fear, and all seemed a little uncertain as to what was about to be done. This uncertainty was only dispelled when the prow was struck amidships, and, with a tremendous crash, cut clean in two. Simultaneous with the crash arose a yell of mingled anger and despair, as pirates and prisoners were all hurled into the sea.

Again the order was given to go astern. The steamer immediately backed out of the wreck. After gaining a sufficient distance the engines were reversed, and the little vessel bore down on another prow.

This one made violent efforts to evade the blow, but the captain had anticipated as much. His orders were sharp; his steersman was prompt. The cut-water did its duty nobly, and in a few seconds another pirate vessel was sent to the bottom.

The sea was now swarming with human beings in all directions, some clinging to any scrap of wreck they could lay hold of, some paddling about aimlessly and roaring for help, while others swam steadily in the direction of the land. These last were chiefly pirates, who had evidently made up their minds to escape or drown rather than be captured.

As it was evident that many of those struggling in the water would be drowned in a few minutes, the captain delayed his attack on the third prow, and ordered the boats to be lowered. This was done promptly, and many of the poor victims captured by the pirates were rescued and brought on board. A few of the pirates were also picked up. These had jumped overboard with their creases and other weapons in their hands, and were so vindictive as to show fight furiously in the water when the sailors attempted to save them. Many of the men suffered from this. Poor Rooney Machowl was among the number.

He pulled the bow-oar of his boat, and hauled it in on drawing near to any one, so as to be ready to catch the hand of the swimmer, or make a grasp at him. As they approached one of the swimmers, Rooney observed that he had a short twisted sword in his hand, and that he looked over his shoulder with a fierce scowl. Nevertheless, as he leaned over to the rescue, it did not occur to the worthy man that the swimmer meant mischief, until he saw the twisted sword leap from the water, and felt the point of his nose almost severed from his face!

Och! You spalpeen, cried Rooney, with a yell of intense indignation and pain.

He was about to follow this up with a blow from his powerful fist that would have sent the pirate at least a fathom of the way down to the bottom, but the sword again leaped upwards, causing him to start back as it flashed close past his cheek, and went right over the boat into the sea. At the same moment a Malay seized the pirate by an ear, another grasped him by an arm, and he was quickly hauled inboard and bound. Here, Joe Baldwin, cried Rooney to his comrade, who pulled an oar near the stern of the boat, for anny favour lind a hand to fix on the pint o my poor nose. It was niver purty, but och! Its ruinated now past redimption.

Not a bit, man, said Joe, as he bound up the injured member by the simple process of tying a kerchief right round his friends face and head; itll be handsomer than ever. There was always too much of it. You can afford to have it reduced.

Rooney did not quite seem to appreciate this comforting remark; however, after his nose was bound he and the rest of the boats crew continued their work, and soon returned on board the gun-boat with a mixed lot of pirates and captives. Of course the rescuers were more careful in approaching the swimmers after Rooneys misfortune, but in spite of this many of them were wounded by the pirates slashing at them with their swords and knives, or flinging these weapons violently into the boats.

In a short time all were saved who yet remained above water. Then the boats were hauled up and the steamer gave chase to the prow in charge of the pirate captain, which was by that time far away on the horizon.




Chapter Twenty.

The Fight concluded.

The nautical proverb saith that A stern chase is a long one; but that proverb, to make it perfect and universally applicable, should have been prefaced by the words All things being equal.

In the present case all things were not equal. The gun-boat was a fast steamer; the chase was a slow row-boat, insufficiently manned by tired and wounded men. But many of them were desperate men. Their leader was an arch-fiend of resolution and ferocity. He knew that escape, in the circumstances, was impossible. He was well aware of the fate that awaited him if taken. He therefore made up his mind to give his enemies as much trouble as possible, to delay their triumph and cause it to cost them dear, and, in every practicable way that might occur, to thwart and worry them to the end.

Animated by such a spirit, he managed to encourage his men, and to terrify and lash his slaves to almost superhuman exertions, so that before being overtaken they approached considerably nearer to the shore than would otherwise have been the case. This, as it afterwards turned out, resulted in a benefit to some of those in the gun-boat, which they did not think of at the time. As they overtook the prow, Pungarin ordered the starboard rowers to cease. Those on the port side continued to pull, and in a few seconds the prows broadside was brought to bear on the approaching enemy. Not till they were within a hundred yards did the pirate leader again speak. Then his powerful voice resounded through his vessel:  

Fire!

At the word every piece on board the prow, great and small, belched forth a volume of smoke, flame, and metal, but the result was trifling. In his anxiety to do deadly execution, the pirate had overdone his work. He had allowed his foe to come too close, and most of the discharge from the heavy guns passed over her, while the men with small arms, rendered nervous by prolonged delay, fired hastily, and, therefore, badly. A few wounds were suffered, and many narrow escapes were made, but in other respects the discharge passed by harmlessly. The captain, in his exposed and elevated position on the bridge, felt, indeed, as if a thunder-shower of iron hail had passed, not only round, but through him! He paid no regard to it, however, but held straight on. Next moment there was a dire collision; the prow went under water, and the surface of the sea was covered with shouting and struggling men.

The boats were quickly lowered, as on the previous occasion, and most of the people were rescued, though, of course, some who could not swim were drowned.

The scene that now ensued was very exciting, and in some respects very terrible, for, besides the gurgling cries of the perishing, there were the defiant yells of the pirates, who, more fiercely than those in the other prows, resisted being taken alive, and used their creases and knives with deadly effect.

This naturally filled the conquerors with such indignation that in many cases they killed the pirates who showed fight, instead of disarming and capturing them.

At last every one in the water was either saved, killed, drowned, or captured, with the exception of one man, whose red jacket clearly pointed him out as the pirate-chief. Being greatly superior to his fellows in mental and physical powers, it was natural that he should excel them in his efforts to escape. Even after the whole affair was over, this man, who might have been a hero in other circumstances, continued to baffle his pursuers.

In the boat which finally captured him was the Singapore man already mentioned. This man, for reasons best known to himself, had a bitter hatred of Pungarin, and was the chief cause of the boat in which he pulled an oar being kept in close pursuit of the pirate-chief.

Dis way, he cried, when the general mêlée was drawing to a close. Yonder is de red-coat. He make for de shore.

The steersman at once turned in the direction indicated, which brought them close to the gun-boat.

Pungarins keen eye quickly observed that they were making towards him, although the water around him swarmed with other men. He at once dived and came up close to the side of the vessel, under its quarter, and in dangerous proximity to its screw. The boldness of the course might have diverted attention from him for a time, but his one touch of vanity  the red jacket  betrayed him. He was soon observed. A cry was given. His sharp-eyed enemy the Singapore man saw him, and the boat was once more pulled towards its mark. But Pungarin dived like an otter  not only under the boat, but under the steamer also; coming up on the other side, and resting while they sought for him. Again they discovered him. Again he passed under the ships bottom, and this time continued his dive onwards towards the shore. When his power of remaining under water failed, he came gently to the surface, turning on his back, so that only his mouth and nose appeared.

One full breath sufficed, and he dived again without having been observed. If Pungarin had adopted this plan while the boats were busy capturing his comrades, it is possible that he might have escaped, for his swimming powers and endurance were very great; but it was now too late. When he rose the second time to the surface, the affair was over, and mens minds were free to fix entirely on himself. Just then, too, he thought it advisable to put his head fully out of the water in order to see that he had kept in the right direction.

He was instantly observed by his Singapore enemy, and the chase was resumed.

It is almost unnecessary to say that it terminated unfavourably for the pirate-chief. For several minutes he continued to dive under the boat while they tried to seize him, and wounded some of the men nearest to him; but his Herculean powers began at last to fail, and he finally floated on the surface as if helpless.

Even this was a ruse, for no sooner was the boat near enough, and the Singapore man within reach of his arm, than he raised himself, and made a cut at that individual with such good will that he split his skull across down nearly to the ears.

Next moment he was hauled into the boat and bound hand and foot.

The scene on board the gun-boat now was a very terrible one. Every man there was more or less begrimed with powder and smoke, or bespattered with blood and soaked with water, while all round the decks the wounded were sitting or lying awaiting their turn of being attended to, and groaning more or less with pain.

On calling the roll after the action was over, it was found that the loss suffered by the gun-boat crew was two men killed and eighteen wounded  a very small number considering the time during which the affair had lasted, and the vigour with which the pirates had fought.

And now was beautifully exemplified the advantage of a man possessing a little knowledge  falsely styled a dangerous thing  over a man who possesses no knowledge. Now, also, was exhibited the power and courage that are latent in true womanhood.

There was no surgeon on board of that gun-boat, and, with the exception of Edgar Berrington, there was not a man possessed of a single scrap of surgical knowledge deeper than that required for the binding up of a cut finger.

As we have already shown, our hero had an inquiring mind. While at college he had become intimately acquainted with, and interested in, one or two medical students, with whom he conversed so much and so frequently about their studies, that he became quite familiar with these, and with their medical and surgical phraseology, so that people frequently mistook him for a student of medicine. Being gifted with a mechanical turn of mind, he talked with special interest on surgery; discussed difficulties, propounded theories, and visited the hospitals, the dissecting-rooms, and the operating-theatres frequently. Thus he came, unintentionally, to possess a considerable amount of surgical knowledge, and when, at last, he was thrown providentially into a position where no trained man could be found, and urgent need for one existed, he came forward and did his best like a man.

Aileen Hazlit also, on being told that there was need of a womans tender hand in such work, at once overcame her natural repugnance to scenes of blood; she proceeded on deck, and, with a beating heart but steady hand, went to work like a trained disciple of Florence Nightingale.

To the credit of the timid, and for the encouragement of the weak, we have to add that Miss Pritty likewise became a true heroine!

No average individual, male or female, can by any effort of imagination attain to the faintest idea of poor Miss Prittys horror at the sight of blood! human gore! particularly. Nevertheless Miss Pritty, encouraged by her friends example, rose to the occasion. With a face and lips so deadly pale that one might have been justified in believing that all the blood on the decks had flowed therefrom, she went about among the wounded, assisting Aileen in every possible way with her eyes shut. She did indeed open them when it was absolutely necessary to do so, but shut them again instantly on the necessity for vision passing away. She cut short bandages when directed so to do; she held threads or tapes; she tore up shirts, and slips, and other linen garments, with the most reckless disregard of propriety; she wiped away blood from wounds (under direction), and moistened many dry lips with a sponge, and brushed beads of perspiration from pale brows  like a heroine.

Meanwhile Edgar went about actively, rejoicing in his new-found capacity to alleviate human suffering. What the Faculty would have thought of him we know not. All on board the gun-boat venerated him as a most perfect surgeon. His natural neatness of hand stood him in good stead, for men were bleeding to death all round him, and in order to save some it was necessary that he should use despatch with others. Of course he attended to the most critical cases first, except in the case of those who were so hopelessly injured as to be obviously beyond the reach of benefit from man. From these he turned sadly away, after whispering to them an earnest word or two about the Saviour of mankind  to those of them at least who understood English. To waste time with these he felt would be to rob hopeful cases of a chance. All simple and easy cases of bandaging he left to the captain and his chief officer. Joe Baldwin, being a cool steady man, was appointed to act as his own assistant.

From one to another he passed unweariedly, cutting off portions of torn flesh, extracting bullets, setting broken bones, taking up and tying severed arteries, sewing together the edges of gaping wounds, and completing the amputation of limbs, in regard to which the operation had been begun  sometimes nearly finished  by cannon shot.

How terribly some of the poor wretches have been starved! muttered Edgar as he bent over one of the captives, attempting to draw together the edges of a sword-cut in his arm; why, there is not enough of flesh on him to cover his wound.

There ant much, sir, assented Joe Baldwin, in a sympathetic tone, as he stood close by holding the needle and thread in readiness. Theres one man forard, sir, that I saw in passing to the chest for this thread, that has scarcely as much flesh on him as would bait a rat-trap. But he seems quite contented, poor fellow, at bein freed from slavery, and dont seem to mind much the want o flesh and blood. Perhaps he counts on gettin these back again.

Hm! These are not so easily regained when lost as you seem to imagine, my friend, exclaimed a pompous but rather weak voice. Joe looked up. It was Mr Hazlit, whose bloodless countenance and shrunken condition had become more apparent than ever after he had been enabled to reclothe himself in the garments of civilisation.

Why, sir, said Joe, gently, you seem to have bin badly shaken. Not bin wounded, I hope, sir?

No,  at least not in body, replied the merchant, with a faint smile and shake of the head; but Ive been sadly bruised and broken in spirit.

Joe, remembering somewhat of Mr Hazlits former state of spirit, had almost congratulated him on the beneficial change before it occurred that his meaning in doing so might have been misunderstood. He therefore coughed slightly and said, Ah  indeed!

Yes, indeed, my man, returned the merchant; but I have reason to be supremely thankful that I am here now in any condition of mind and body worthy of being recognised.

As the amateur surgeon here desired Joe to assist him in moving his patient a little, Mr Hazlit turned away, in a stooping attitude because of weakness, and, with his vest flapping against the place where his chief development had once been, shuffled slowly towards the quarter-deck.

It was at this time that the boat which captured Pungarin came alongside, and there was a general movement of curiosity towards the gangway as he was passed on board.

The hands of the pirate-chief were tied behind his back, but otherwise he was free, the cords that had bound his legs having been cast loose.

A howl of execration burst from the captives when they saw him, and several ran forward with the evident intention of spitting on him, but these were promptly checked by the sailors.

Pungarin drew himself up and stood calmly, but not defiantly, as if waiting orders. There was no expression on his bold countenance save that of stern indifference for the crowd around him, over whose heads he gazed quietly out to sea. His brow remained as unflushed and his breathing as gentle as though his struggles for life had occurred weeks ago, though the wet garments and the ragged red jacket told eloquently of the share he had taken in the recent fight.

Take him below and put him in irons, said the captain.

Please, sir, remarked the man whose duty it was to secure the prisoners, weve got no more irons on board. We had only thirty pair, and theres now thirty-eight prisoners in the hold.

Secure him with ropes, then, returned the captain; where is Mr Berrington? he added, looking round hurriedly.

Forard, sir, lookin after the wounded, answered a sailor.

While the pirate-chief was led below, the captain walked quickly to the place where Edgar was busy.

Can you spare a minute? he asked.

Not easily, said Edgar, who had just finished the dressing with which we left him engaged; there are several here who require prompt attention; but of course if the case is urgent

It is urgent: come and see.

Without a word our amateur surgeon rose and walked after the captain, who led him to the companion-hatch, leaning against which he found the Singapore man, with his head split across and apparently cut down nearly from ear to ear. From this awful wound two small spouts of blood, about the thickness of a coarse thread, rose a foot and a half into the air. We use no exaggeration, reader, in describing this. We almost quote verbatim the words of a most trustworthy eye-witness from whose lips we received the account.

The man looked anxiously at Edgar, who turned at once to the captain and said in an undertone, but hurriedly, I can be of no use here. It is quite impossible that he can live. To attempt anything would really be taking up time that is of vast importance to more hopeful cases.

Sir, do try, faltered the poor man in English.

Ha! You speak English? said Edgar, turning quickly towards him; forgive me, my poor fellow, I did not know that you understood

Yis, me speak Engleesh. Me Singapore man. Go for vist me friends here. Cotch by pirits. Do try, doctir.

While he was speaking Edgar quickly took off the mans necktie and bound it round his head; then, using a little piece of wood as a lever, he passed it through the tie and twisted it until the two sides of the gaping gash were brought together, which operation stopped the bleeding at once. This done he hastily left him; but it will interest the reader to know that this Singapore man actually recovered from his terrible wound after a month of hospital treatment. He was afterwards taken over to Singapore as a natural curiosity, and exhibited there to several doctors who had refused to believe the story. For aught we know to the contrary, the man may be alive and well at the present day. Certain it is that his cure at that time was complete. (Note. We were told this fact by a trustworthy eye-witness.)

It was evening before all the wounds were dressed, and it was dark night ere the disorder caused by the action and its consequences were removed, and the gun-boat restored to somewhat of its wonted tidiness and appearance of comfort. But there was little comfort on board during the silence of that long night, which seemed to many as though it would never end; and which, in the case of a few, ended in Eternity.

Although silence began to descend on all, sleep was not there. Excitement, fatigue, and the awful scenes they had witnessed, drove it from the pillows of Aileen and her friend. Frequent calls for the aid of the surgeon put anything like refreshing rest  much though he required it  quite out of the question, and at whatever hour of the night or early morning he entered the temporary hospital where the sufferers lay, he was sure to be met by the white flash of the many eyes in haggard swart faces that turned eagerly and expectantly towards him  proving that sleep had little or no influence there.

There was less of this want of repose, strange to say, in another part of the vessel.

Down in the dark hold, where one feeble lamp cast a mere apology for light on the wretched surroundings, many of the pirates slept soundly. Their days were numbered  each one knew that full well  yet they slept. Their hearts ought to have been fall of dark forebodings, but they slumbered  some of them with the profound quietude of infants! One might wonder at this were it not a familiar fact. This condition of the wicked has been observed in every age, and is stated in holy writ.

But all were not asleep in that dismal prison-house. There were among them, it seemed, a few who were troubled with fears  perhaps some who had consciences not yet utterly seared. At all events, two or three of them moved uneasily as they sat huddled together, for there was little room for so many in such a confined space, and now and then a bursting sigh escaped. But such evidences of weakness, if such it may be called, were few. For the most part silence reigned. In mercy the captain had ordered a chink of the hatch to be left open, and through this the stars shone down into the dark chamber.

Looking up at these, in statue-like silence, sat the pirate-chief. No one had spoken to him, and he had spoken to none since his entry there. Sleep did not visit his eyes, nor rest his heart, yet he sat perfectly still, hour after hour. Perchance he experienced the rest resulting from an iron will that abides its approaching time for action.

The tending of the wounded, the cleansing of the ship, the feeding of survivors, the shutting up and arranging for the night, had passed away  even the groaning of sufferers had dwindled down to its lowest ebb  long before Pungarin moved with the intent to carry out his purpose.

The night-watch had been set and changed; the guard over the prisoners had been relieved; the man in charge of them had gone his rounds and examined their fetters; the careful captain had himself inspected them,  all was perfectly quiet and deemed safe, when Pungarin at last moved, and gave vent to one deep prolonged sigh that seemed to be the opening of the escape-valve of his heart, and the out-rush of its long-pent-up emotions.

Slowly, but persistently, he began to struggle, and in the darkness of the place it seemed to those of his comrades who observed him as if he were writhing like a snake. But little did his fellow-pirates heed. Their hearts had long ago ceased to be impressible by horrid fancies. They could not help but see what went on before their eyes  it did not require an effort to help caring!

We have already said that some of the prisoners had been bound with ropes for want of irons. Pungarin was among the number, and his almost superhuman efforts were directed to freeing himself from his rope, either by tearing his limbs out of it, or by snapping it asunder. In both attempts he failed. Sailors are, of all men, least likely to tie a knot badly, or to select a rope too weak for its purpose. The pirate at length made this discovery, and sank down exhausted. But he rose again ere long.

Those of the prisoners who had been secured by ropes were fastened to a beam overhead. The place was very low. None of them could have stood erect under this beam. While endeavouring to free himself, Pungarin had struggled on his knees. He now raised himself as high as possible on his knees. His hands, although tied in front of him, could be raised to his head. He quickly made a loop on the rope and passed it over his head.

Just then the guard removed the hatchway, and descended to make the last inspection for the night. Pungarin hastily removed the rope, sank down and lay quite still as if in slumber.

Night passed slowly on. The morning-star arose. The sun soon chased away the shadows, and brought joy to the awaking world. It even brought some degree of comfort to the comfortless on board the gun-boat. The sleepers began to rouse themselves, the wounded to move and relieve themselves, if possible, by change of position. The cook set about his preparations for the morning meal, and the captain, who, being dangerously close to shore, had taken no rest whatever during the night, gave up the charge of his vessel to the first officer, and went below to seek that repose which he had so well earned.

Ere he had closed an eye, however, his attention, was arrested by a cry, and by a peculiar noise of voices on deck. There are tones in the human voice which need no verbal explanation to tell us that they mean something serious. He jumped up and sprang on deck. As if by instinct he went towards the hatchway leading to the hold.

Hes dead, sir! were the first words that greeted him.

A glance into the hold was enough to explain.

The pirate-chief had hanged himself. With difficulty, but with inflexible resolution, he had accomplished his purpose by fastening the rope round his neck and lifting his legs off the ground, so that he was actually found suspended in a sitting posture.

His comrades in guilt, little impressed, apparently, by his fate, sat or reclined around his body in callous indifference.




Chapter Twenty One.

Difficulties of various Kinds, also Troubles, and a Discovery.

Gentlemen, said the captain of the gun-boat to Mr Hazlit and Edgar as they sat that morning at breakfast, it is my intention to run to the nearest town on the coast  which happens to be Muku  have these pirates tried and shot, then proceed to Singapore, and perhaps run thence to the coast of China. I will take you with me if you wish it, or if you prefer it, will put you on board the first homeward-bound passenger-ship that we can find. What say you?

Now, reader, we possess the happy privilege of knowing what Mr Hazlit and Edgar thought as well as what they said, and will use that privilege for purposes of our own.

In the first place, Edgar thought he should very much like to hear Mr Hazlits views on that subject before speaking. He therefore said nothing.

The course being thus left clear to him, the merchant thought as follows:  

Its very awkward, excessively awkward and vexatious. Here am I, ever so many thousands of miles away from home, without a single sovereign in my purse, and without even the right to borrow of the captain, for I have nothing certainly available even at home  Some! Why, I have no home!

At this point the poor mans thoughts took form in words.

Ahem! he said, clearing his throat, I am much obliged by your kindness (Dont mention it, sir, from the captain), and should prefer, if possible, to reach Hong-Kong and ship thence for England. You see, I have some business friends there, and as I shall have to replenish my purse before

Oh, dont let that stand in the way, said the captain, promptly, I shall be happy to lend what you may require, and

Excuse my interrupting you, captain, and thanks for your obliging offer, said Mr Hazlit, holding up his large hand as if to put the suggestion away; but for reasons that it is not necessary to explain, I wish to recruit my finances at Hong-Kong.

And I, said Edgar, breaking in here, wish to go to the same place, not so much on my own account as on that of one of my companions, who has left two very pretty little pieces of property there in the shape of a wife and a child, who might object to being left behind.

This settled the question, and the breakfast party went on deck.

Mr Hazlit, said Edgar, will you walk with me to the stern of the vessel? I wish to get out of earshot of others.

Mr Hazlit replied, Certainly, Mr Berrington; but he thought a good deal more than he said. Among many other things he thought, Ah! Here it comes at last. He thinks this a good time to renew his suit, having just rendered us such signal assistance. I think he might have waited! Besides, his saving our lives does not alter the fact that he is still a penniless youth, and I will not give my daughter to such. It is true I am a more thoroughly penniless man than he, for these villains have robbed me and Aileen of our rings, chains, and watches, on which I counted a good deal,  alas! But that does not mend matters. It makes them rather worse. No, it must not be! My childs interests must be considered even before gratitude. I must be firm.

Thought is wondrously rapid. Mr Hazlit thought all that and a great deal more during the brief passage from the companion-hatch to the stern-rail.

I wish to ask you to do me a favour, Mr Hazlit, the young man began.

The merchant looked at him with a troubled expression.

Mr Berrington, you have been the means of saving our lives. It would be ungrateful in me to refuse you any favour that I can, with propriety, grant.

I am aware, continued Edgar, that you have  have  met with losses. That your circumstances are changed

Mr Hazlit coloured and drew himself proudly up.

Be not offended, my dear sir, continued the youth earnestly; I do not intrude on private matters  I would not dare to do so. I only speak of what I saw in English newspapers in Hong-Kong just before I left, and therefore refer to what is generally known to all. And while I sincerely deplore what I know, I would not presume to touch on it at all were I not certain that the pirates must have robbed you of all you possess, and that you must of necessity be in want of present funds. I also know that some of a mans so-called friends are apt to fall off and fail him in the time of financial difficulty. Now, the favour I ask is that you will consider me  as indeed I am  one of your true friends, and accept of a loan of two or three hundred pounds

Impossible, sir,  im  it is very kind of you  very, Mr Berrington  but, impossible, said Mr Hazlit, struggling between kindly feeling and hurt dignity.

Nay, but, pleaded Edgar, I only offer you a loan. Besides, I want to benefit myself, he added, with a smile. The fact is, I have made a little money in a diving venture, which I and some others undertook to these seas, and I receive no interest for it just now. If you would accept of a few hundreds  what you require for present necessities  you may have them at three or five per cent. I would ask more, but that, you know, would be usurious!

Still the fallen merchant remained immovable. He acknowledged Edgars pleasantry about interest with a smile, but would by no means accept of a single penny from him in any form.

Edgar had set his heart upon two things that morning, and had prayed, not for success, but, for guidance in regard to them.

In the first he had failed  apparently. Not much depressed, and nothing daunted, he tried the second.

Captain, he said, pacing up and down by the side of that black-bearded, black-eyed, and powerful pirate-killer, what say you to run back to the spot where you sank the pirates, and attempt to fish up some of the treasure with our diving apparatus?

Ive thought of that two or three times, replied the captain, shaking his head; but they went down in deep waters,  forty fathoms, at least,  which is far beyond your powers.

True, returned Edgar, but the prow of the pirate-chief was, you know, run down in only nineteen fathoms, and that is not beyond us.

Is it not?

No, we have already been deeper than twenty fathoms with the dress I have on board.

There is only one objection, said the captain, pausing in his walk; I have learned from the prisoners that before we came up with them, Pungarin had had all the money and chief treasure transferred from his own prow to another, which was a faster boat, intending to change into it himself, but that after our appearing he deferred doing so until the fight should be over. If this be true, then the treasure went down in deep water, and the chiefs prow has nothing in it worth diving for.

But we are not sure that this story is true; and at all events it is probable that at least some of the treasure may have been left in Pungarins boat, urged Edgar.

Well, Ill make the trial; but first I must dispose of my prisoners.

So saying, the captain resumed his walk and Edgar went below to look after his engine, having, in passing, given Rooney Machowl instructions to overhaul the diving gear and get it into good working order.

This Rooney did with much consequential display, for he dearly loved to bring about that condition of things which is styled astonishing the natives. As the Malays on board, seamen and captives, were easily astonished by the novelties of the western hemisphere, he had no difficulty in attracting and chaining their attention to the minutest details of his apparatus. He more than astonished them!

With the able assistance of Baldwin and Maxwell and Ram-stam, he drew out, uncoiled, rubbed, examined inch by inch, and re-coiled the life-line and the air-tube; unscrewed the various pieces  glasses, nuts, and valves  of the helmet, carefully examined them, oiled them, and re-fastened them, much to the interest and curiosity of the natives. The helmet itself he polished up till it shone like a great globe of silver, to the intense admiration of the natives. The pump he took to pieces elaborately, much to the anxiety of the natives, who evidently thought he had wantonly destroyed it, but who soon saw it gradually put together again, much to their satisfaction, and brought into good working order. Rooney even went the length of horrifying one or two of the natives by letting one of the heavy shoulder-weights fall on their naked toes. This had the effect of making them jump and howl, while it threw the others into ecstasies of delight, which they expressed by throwing back their heads, shutting their eyes, opening their mouths, and chuckling heartily.

Aileen and Miss Pritty, in the meantime, lay on the sofas in the cabin, and at last obtained much-needed refreshment to their weary spirits by falling into deep, dreamless, and untroubled slumber.

Thus the gun-boat with its varied freight sped on until it reached Sarawak, where the pirates were sent ashore under a strong guard.

With these our tale has now nothing more to do; but as this cutting short of their career is not fiction, it may interest the reader to know that they were afterwards tried by a jury composed half of native chiefs and half of Europeans, who unanimously found them guilty. They were condemned to be shot, and the sentence was carried out immediately, in the jungle, two miles outside of the town. They were buried where they fell, and thus ended one of the sharpest lessons that had ever been taught to a band of miscreants, who had long filled with terror the inhabitants of Borneo and the neighbouring archipelago.

Some idea may be formed of the service done on this occasion  as estimated by those who were well able to judge  when we say that the captain of the gun-boat afterwards received, in recognition of his prowess, a handsome sword and letter of thanks from the Rajah, Sir James Brooke; a certificate, with a pocket chronometer, from the Netherlands-Indian Government; a commanders commission from the Sarawak Government; and letters of grateful thanks from the Resident Governor of the west coast of Borneo, the Council of Singapore for the Netherlands Government, and others  all expressive of his gallant conduct in utterly routing so large a body of pirates, liberating two hundred and fifty slaves  chiefly of the Dutch settlements  and clearing the Borneon coast of a curse that had infested it for many years. (See Note 1.)

Having disposed of the pirates, the gun-boat proceeded immediately to sea, and in a short time reached the scene of her recent victory. It had previously been proposed to Mr Hazlit that he might remain in Sarawak, if he chose, during the short period of the gun-boats intended absence, but the unfortunate man  owing to financial reasons!  decided to remain in the vessel.

It happened to be a calm, lovely morning, not unlike that on which the action had been fought, when they reached the scene of their intended operations, and began to drag for the sunken prow.

The difficulty of finding it was much greater than had been anticipated, for the land, although visible, was much too far off to be of any service as a guide. At last, however, it was discovered; the diving apparatus was got out; the anchor cast, and Maxwell, being esteemed the most enduring among the divers, prepared to go down.

It feels quite like old times, sir, dont it? said Joe Baldwin to Edgar Berrington, as he assisted to dress the diver, and manipulated the various parts of the costume with a fondness that one might feel towards a favourite dog from which one had been for some time parted.

It does indeed, Joe, replied Edgar, smiling; I almost envy Maxwell the pleasure of a dip  especially in such a clear cool sea in this hot weather.

How is he to breathe? asked Miss Pritty, who with Aileen and her father, as well as the captain and crew of the gun-boat, watched the process of robing with as much interest as if they had never before seen it performed.

Sure, Miss, observed Rooney Machowl, with great simplicity of aspect, he does it by drawin in an puffin out the air through his mouth an nose.

Very true, observed Miss Pritty, with a good-natured smile, for even she could see that the Irishman was poking fun at her; but how is air conveyed to him?

It is sent down by means of an air-pump, said Edgar, who took on himself the duty of explaining.

Dear me! returned Miss Pritty, elevating her eyebrows in surprise; I always thought that pumps were used only for pumping up water.

Och! No, Miss, said Rooney, theyre largely used for pumping up beer in London.

Now, David, are you all right? asked Joe.

All right, said Maxwell, as he rose and shook himself to settle the weights comfortably on his back and breast.

Come along then, me boy, said Rooney.

Maxwell went to the side of the vessel, where a rope-ladder had been prepared, and his two attendants assisted him to get over.

All right? asked Joe again, after giving the order to pump, which Ram-stam commenced with the steady coolness and regularity of a veteran.

All right, replied Maxwell, who immediately afterwards slowly disappeared.

After an hours absence he signalled that he was coming up. In a few minutes his helmet was seen far down in the depths. Then it emerged from the surface.

I want a crowbar, he said on the glass being removed.

If youd had on a helmet with a speakin-tube, observed Rooney, you might have said that without comin up.

True, lad, growled Maxwell, but not havin on a helmet with a speakin-toobe, here I am, so please look alive.

Any sign of treasure? asked Edgar.

Not as yet, sir.

The crowbar having been brought, the diver again went down.

For some time all went on quietly, for it was expected that, deep though the water was, Maxwells power of enduring pressure would enable him to remain below for at least two hours, if not longer. After looking for some time inquiringly at the spot where he had disappeared, most of the Malays resumed their various duties about the vessel, though a few remained a little to regard Ram-stam with much interest, as being one who, in a measure, held the life of a fellow-being in his hands.

Suddenly a loud hissing noise was heard over the side. It sounded to those on deck as if the great sea-serpent had put his head out of the sea close alongside and sent a violent hiss into the air.

Joe Baldwin was attending to the air-tube, while Rooney held the life-line. He looked quickly down.

The air-pipes burst! he shouted, and both he and his comrade, without a moments delay, began to haul up the diver as fast as they possibly could.

That the reader may properly appreciate what had happened, it is necessary to remind him that at nineteen fathoms Maxwells body was subjected to a pressure  from water, outside his dress  of about 50 pounds to the square inch, and that to prevent such a tremendous pressure from crushing in and collapsing all the cavities of his body, an equal pressure of air had to be forced into his dress, so that the pressure of water outside the dress was met and counteracted by the pressure of air inside. This highly condensed air of course tended to crush the diver, as did the water, but with this important difference, that the air entered his lungs, wind-pipe, ears, nose, etcetera, and thus prevented these organs from collapsing, and confined the absolute pressure to their walls of flesh so to speak, and to the solid muscular parts of his frame. Maxwell, being a very muscular man and tough, was, as we have said, able to stand the pressure on these parts better than many men. When, therefore, the air-tube burst  which it happened to do at a weak point just a foot or so above water  the divers dress was instantaneously crushed tight round him in every part, the air was driven completely out of it, and also largely out of poor Maxwells body!

The moment he appeared at the surface it was seen that he was insensible, for he swung about by his life-line and tube in a helpless manner.

Seeing this, Edgar, who had anxiously watched for him, got out on the ladder and passed the loop of a rope under his arms. It was quickly done. He was laid on deck and the bulls-eye was unscrewed by Rooney, who instantly exclaimed, Hes dead!

No, hes not; I see his lips move, said Joe Baldwin, aiding Edgar to unscrew the helmet.

This was soon removed, and a frightful sight was revealed to the spectators. Maxwells face and neck were quite livid and swelled out to an almost bursting extent; blood was flowing profusely from his mouth and ears, and his eyes protruded horribly, as if they had been nearly forced out of their sockets.

It is right to observe that the helmet worn by Maxwell on this occasion was an old-fashioned one which, in the haste of departure from Hong-Kong, they had taken with them instead of one of their new ones. Most of the helmets now in use possess a valve which shuts of itself in the event of the air-tube bursting, and prevents the air from being crushed out of the dress. A dress full of air will, as we have already said, keep a man alive for at least five minutes. He has time, therefore, to reach the surface, so that danger from this source is not nearly so great as it used to be.

Such restoratives as suggested themselves to the chief onlookers were applied, and, to the surprise of every one, the diver began to show signs of returning life. In a few minutes he began to retch, and soon vomited a large quantity of clotted blood. After a time he began to whisper a few words.

Cheer up, my lad, said the captain in a kindly voice, as he went down on one knee beside the prostrate man; dont attempt to speak or exert yourself in any way. Youll be all right in a few days. Well have your dress taken off and send you below, where you shall be taken good care of.

With returning vitality came back Maxwells inbred obstinacy. He would not hold his tongue, but insisted on explaining his sensations to his comrades as they busied themselves taking off his dress  a rather violent operation at all times, and very difficult in the circumstances.

Wy messmates, he said, I hadnt even time to guess wot ad appened. Got no warnin wotsomedever. I just felt a tree-mendous shock all of a suddent that struck me motionless  as if Tom Sayers had hit me a double-handed cropper on the top o my beak an in the pit o my bread-basket at one an the same moment. Then came an orrible pressure as if a two-thousand-ton ship ad bin let down a-top o me, an arter that I remembers nothin.

It is probable that the poor fellow would have gone on with his comments, though he spoke with difficulty and in a feeble voice, in which none of his characteristic gruffness remained, if he had not been cut short by Joe Baldwin and Rooney Machowl lifting him up and carrying him below.

Rooney, who carried his shoulders, took occasion to say while on the way down:  

David, boy, did ye find anny treasure?

No;  seed nothin.

Ow, ow, worse luck! sighed Rooney.

Maxwell was made comfortable with a glass of weak brandy and water  hot  and his comrades returned on deck, where they found Edgar Berrington commencing to put on the diving-dress.

Goin down, sir? inquired Joe.

Yes. We have fortunately another air-tube, and I want to complete the work we have begun.

Is there not a risk, whispered Aileen to her father, that the same accident may happen again?

Ah, true, answered Mr Hazlit aloud; the water appears to be very deep, Mr Berrington. Do you not think it probable that the air-tube may burst a second time?

I think not, replied Edgar, as he sat down to have his helmet affixed to the dress. The best made articles are liable to possess flaws. Even the most perfect railway-wheel, in which the cleverest engineer alive might fail to detect a fault, may conceal a dangerous flaw. There is no certainty in human affairs. All we can say is that, when we consider the thousands of divers who are daily employed all over the world, accidents of the kind you have just witnessed are not numerous. If I were to refrain from going down because this accident has occurred, I might as well refrain evermore from entering a railway-carriage. We must risk something sometimes in our progress through life, Mr Hazlit. It was intended that we should. Why were we gifted with the quality of courage if risk and danger were never to be encountered?

The screwing on of the bulls-eye put a stop to further remark, and a few seconds later our hero went over the side, while Ram-stam, smiling benignant indifference as to the event which had so recently happened, steadily performed his duty.

As Mr Hazlit and Aileen watched the bubbles that rose in multitudes to the surface, the former repeated to himself, mentally, Yes, we must risk something sometimes in our progress through life. He went on repeating this until at last he followed it up with the sudden reflection: Well, perhaps I must risk my daughters happiness in this youths hands, even though he is penniless. He seems an able fellow; will, doubtless, make his way anywhere. At all events it is quite evident that he will risk his life anywhere! Besides, now I think of it, he said something about lending me some hundred pounds or so. Perhaps he is not absolutely penniless. It is quite certain that I am. Curious sentiment that of his: We must risk something sometimes. Very curious, and quite new  at least exhibited to me in quite a new light.

While Mr Hazlits mind ran on thus, and his eyes dreamily watched the bubbles on the surface of the sea, our hero was grubbing like a big-headed goblin among the wreckage at the bottom.

He moved about from place to place in that slow leaning fashion which the resistance of water renders unavoidable, but he found nothing whatever to repay him for his trouble. There were beams and twisted iron-work, and overturned guns, and a few bales, but nothing that bore the least resemblance to boxes or bags of money.

One or two large cases he discovered, and forced them open with the crowbar, which Maxwell had dropped when he was struck insensible, but they contained nothing worth the labour of having them hoisted up. At last he was about to leave, after a careful search of more than an hour, when he espied something shining in a corner of what had once been the pirate-chiefs cabin. He took it up and found it to be a small box of unusual weight for its size. His sense of touch told him that it was ornamented with carving on its surface, but the light was not sufficient to enable him to see it distinctly. His heart beat hopefully, however, as he hastened as fast as the water would permit out of the cabin, and then, to his joy he found that it was Aileen Hazlits jewel-box! How it came there he could not guess; but the reader partly knows the truth, and can easily imagine that when the pirate-chief sent his other valuables to the swift prow, as before mentioned, he kept this  the most precious of them all  close to his own person to the last, desiring, no doubt, to have it always under his own eye.

Not troubling himself much, however, with such speculations, Edgar returned to the cabin, placed the box where he found it, and spent full half-an-hour more in plying his crowbar in the hope of discovering more of the pirates horde. While thus engaged he received two or three signals to Come up from Joe Baldwin, who held his life-line; but he signalled back All right  let me alone, and went on with his work.

At last there came the signal Come up! given with such a peremptory tug that he was fain, though unwilling, to comply. Taking the box under his arm he began to ascend slowly. On gaining the surface he was made at once aware of the reason of the repeated signalling, for a sudden squall had burst upon the eastern sea, which by that time, although perfectly calm below, was tumbling about in waves so large that the gun-boat was tossing like a cork at her anchor, and it was found to be almost impossible to work the air-pump. In fact it was only by having two men stationed to keep Ram-stam on his legs that the thing could be done!

With some difficulty Edgar was got on board, and the order was immediately given to weigh anchor.

Expressing great surprise at the state of things he found above water, and regret that he had not sooner attended to orders, Edgar placed the box on the deck. Then he unrobed, and drawing on his trousers and a canvas jacket he issued from behind the funnel  which had been his robing-room  and went aft, where he found Aileen seated between her friend Miss Pritty and her father.

Miss Hazlit, he said with a peculiar smile, allow me to introduce you to an old friend.

He held up before her the carved steel box.

My mothers jewel-case! she exclaimed, with a look of intense surprise.

My  my wifes jewels! stammered Mr Hazlit, in equal surprise; whereon earth  why  how  where  young man, did you find them?

I found them at the bottom of the sea, replied Edgar. It is the second time, strange to say, that I have had the pleasure of fishing them up from that vast repository of riches where, I doubt not, many another jewel-case still lies, and will continue to lie, unclaimed for ever. Meanwhile, I count myself peculiarly fortunate in being the means of restoring this case to its rightful owner.

So saying he placed it in the hands of Aileen.

The captain, who had watched the whole scene with quiet interest and a peculiar curl about his black moustache, as well as a twinkle in his sharp black eye, uttered a short laugh, thrust his hands into his pockets, and walked away to give the order that the steamers head should be laid precisely sou, sou-west, and by south, half-south, with a slight  almost a shadowy  leaning in the direction of southerly.



Note 1. We may as well state here that our information on this subject was obtained from Captain John Hewat, formerly in command of the steam gun-boat Rainbow,  belonging to Sir James Brooke, K.C.B., Rajah of Sarawak,  in which he had six years experience of pirate-hunting in the eastern seas, and now captain of one of Donald Currie and Companys magnificent line of Cape steamers. Perhaps we ought to apologise for thus dragging the gallant captain into fiction, but we trust he will find that, in regard to his own particular doings, we have stuck pretty closely to fact.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Miscellaneous Matters, ending with a Scrimmage under Water.

We are back again in Hong-Kong  in the pagoda  with our old friends seated comfortably round their little table enjoying a good supper.

Pretty little Mrs Machowl has prepared it, and is now assisting at the partaking of it. Young Master Teddy Machowl is similarly engaged on his fathers knee. The child has grown appallingly during its fathers absence! Ram-stam and Chok-foo are in waiting  gazing at each other with the affection of Chinese lovers re-united.

What a sight you are, Rooney! said Mrs Machowl, pausing between bites to look at her husband.

Sure its the same may be said of yoursilf, cushla! replied Rooney, stuffing his childs mouth with sweet potato.

Yes, but its what a fright you are, I mane, said Mrs Machowl.

An its what a purty cratur you are that I mane, replied Rooney, repeating the dose to Teddy, who regarded his father with looks of deep affection.

Ah! Go long wid you. Sure its your nose is spoilt entirely, said Mrs Machowl.

An its your own that is swaiter than iver, which more than makes up the difference, retorted her lord. Howld it open as wide as ye can this time, Ted, me boy; there, thats your sort  but dont choke, ye spalpeen.

There seemed indeed some occasion for the latter admonition, for Teddy, unused to such vigorous treatment, was beginning to look purple in the face and apoplectic about the eyes. In short, there is every probability that an attack of croup, or something dreadful, would have ensued if the childs mother had not risen hastily and snatched it away from the would-be infanticide.

Now then, Ram-stam and Chok-foo, said Edgar Berrington, putting down his spoon, clear away the rats-tail soup, and bring on the roast puppy.

Grinning from ear to ear, and with almost closed eyes, the Chinese servitors obeyed.

While they cleared the table and laid the second course, the conversation became general. Previously it had been particular, referring chiefly to the soup and the free circulation of the salt.

So, then, observed Joe Baldwin, leaning back in his chair, we must make up our minds to be content with what we have got. Well, it ant so bad after all! Let me see. How much did you say the total is, Mister Eddy?

Close upon eight thousand five hundred pounds.

A tidy little sum, observed Rooney, with an air of satisfaction.

Eight thousand  eh? repeated Joe; hum, well, well cut off the five hundred for expenses and passage home, and that leaves eight thousand clear, which, according to agreement, gives each of us two thousand pounds.

Maxwell, who still looked pale and thin from the effects of his late accident, nodded his head slowly, and growled, Two thousand  jus so.

An that, Molly, my dear, said Rooney, if properly invisted, gives you an me a clair income  only think, an income, Molly  of wan hundred a year! Its true, cushla! That ye wont be able to rowl in yer carridge an walk in silks an satins on that income, but itll pay the rint an taxes, owld girl, an help Teddy to a collidge eddication  to say nothin o pipes an baccy. Ochone!  if wed only not lost the first haul, wed have bin millerinaires be this time. I wouldnt have called the Quane me grandmother.

Come, Rooney, be grateful for what youve got, said Edgar. Enough is as good as a feast.

Ah! Sur, itll be time to say that when weve finished the puppy, replied the Irishman, as Chok-foo placed on the board a savoury roast which bore some resemblance to the animal named, though, having had its head and legs amputated, there could be no absolute certainty on the point. Whatever it was, the party attacked it with relish, and silence reigned until it was finished, after which conversation flowed again  somewhat languidly at first. When, however, pipes were got out by those who smoked, and chairs were placed in the verandah, and no sound was heard around save the yelling of Chinese children who were romping in the Chinese kennel that skirted the pagoda, and the champing of the jaws of Ram-stam and Chok-foo as they masticated inside  then came the feast of reason, not to mention the flow of soul.

I wonder what our friends at Whitstable will say to this ventur of ours, said Maxwell.

Have you many friends there? asked Edgar.

Many?  of course I has. Wy, I suppose every English diver must have friends there.

Where is it? asked Edgar.

Why, sir, dont you know Whitstable? exclaimed Joe Baldwin, in surprise.

You forget, Joe, replied Edgar, with a smile, that although I have learnt how to dive, and have read a good deal about the history of diving, I am only an amateur after all, and cannot be supposed to know everything connected with the profession. All I know about Whitstable is that it is a port somewhere in the south of England.

Right, sir, said Joe, but its more than that; it lies on the coast of Kent, and is famous for its oyster-beds and its divers. How it came to be a place of resort for divers I dont know, but so it is, an I have heard say it was divin for oysters in days of old that gave the natives a taste for the work. Anyhow, theyve got the taste very decided somehow, an after every spell o dirty weather theyre sure to have telegrams from all parts of the coast, and youll see Lloyds agents huntin up the divers in the public-houses an packin em off wi their gear right and left by rail to look after salvage.

These men, continued Joe, are most of em handicraftmen as well as divers, because you know, sir, it would be of no use to send down a mere labourer to repair the bottom of a ship, no matter how good he was at divin; so, youll find among em masons, and shipbuilders, and carpenters, and engineers

Ah! interrupted Edgar, I was just wondering how they would manage if it were found necessary to have the engines of a sunk steamer taken to pieces and sent up.

Well, sir, rejoined Joe, theyve got men there who can dive, and who know as much about marine engines as you do yourself. And these men make lots of tin, for a good diver can earn a pound a day, an be kept in pretty regular employment in deep water. In shallow water he can earn from ten to fifteen shillings a day. Besides this, they make special arrangements for runnin extra risks. Then the savin they sometimes effect is amazin. Why, sir, although you do know somethin of the advantages of diving, you can never know fully what good they do in the world at large. Just take the case of the Agamemnon at Sebastopol

Och! interrupted Rooney, whose visage was perplexed by reason of his pipe refusing to draw well, wasnt (puff) that a good job intirely (puff! There; youre all right at last!) He was a friend o mine that managed that job. Tarry, we called him  though that wasnt his right name. This is how it was. The fleet was blazin away at the fortifications, an of coorse the fortifications  out o politeness if nothin else  was blazin away at the fleet, and smoke was curlin up like a chimbley on fire, an big balls was goin about like pais in a rattle, an small shot like hail was blowin horizontal, an men was bein shot an cut to pieces, an them as warnt was cheerin as if there was any glory in wholesale murther  bah! I wouldnt give a day at Donnybrook wid a shillelah for all the sieges of Sebastopool as ever I heard tell of. Well, suddintly, bang goes a round shot slap through the hull of the Agamemnon, below the water-line! Here was a pretty to do! The ordinary coorse in this case would have bin to haul out of action, go right away to Malta, an have the ship docked and repaired there. But what does they do? Why, they gets from under fire for a bit, and sends down my friend Tarry to look at the hole. He goes down, looks at it, then comes up an looks at the Commodore,  bowld as brass.

I can repair it, says Tarry.

Well, do, says the Commodore.

So down he goes an does it, an very soon after that the Agamemnon went into action again, and blazed away at the walls o the owld place harder than ever.

That was a good case, an a true one, said Joe Baldwin, with an approving nod.

And these divers, Mr Edgar, continued Joe, sometimes go on their own hook, like we have done this time, with more or less luck. There was one chum of mine who took it into his head to try his chances at the wreck of the Royal Charter, long after all hope of further salvage had been abandoned, and in a short time he managed to recover between three and four hundred pounds sterling.

An immense amount of money, they do say, was recovered from the Royal Charter by divers, observed Maxwell.

That is true, and it happens, said Edgar, sadly, that I know a few interesting facts regarding that vessel. I know of some people whose hearts were broken by the loss of relatives in that wreck. There were many such  God comfort them! But that is not what I meant to speak of. The facts I refer to are connected with the treasure lost in the vessel. Just before leaving London I had occasion to call on the gentleman who had the management of the recovered gold, and he told me several interesting things. First of all, the whole of the gold that could be identified was handed at once over to its owners; but this matter of identification was not easy, for much of the gold was found quite loose in the form of sovereigns and nuggets and dust. The dust was ordered to be sent up with the dirt that surrounded it, and a process of gold-washing was instituted, after the regular diggings fashion, with a bowl and water. Tons of dirt were sent up and washed in this way, and a large quantity of gold saved. The agent showed me the bowl that was used on this occasion. He also showed me sovereigns that had been kept as curious specimens. Some of them were partly destroyed, as if they had been caught between iron-plates and cut in half; others were more or less defaced and bent, and a few had been squeezed almost into an unrecognisable shape. In one place, he told me, the divers saw a pile of sovereigns through a rent in an iron-plate. The rent was too small to admit a mans arm, and the plates could not be dislodged. The divers, therefore, made a pair of iron tongs, with which they picked out the sovereigns, and thus saved a large sum of money. One very curious case of identification occurred. A bag of sovereigns was found with no name on it. A claimant appeared, but he could tell of no mark to prove that he was the rightful owner. Of course it could not be given up, and it appeared as if the unfortunate man (who was indeed the owner) must relinquish his claim, when in a happy moment his wife remembered that she had put a brass token into the bag with the gold. The bag was searched, the token was found, and the gold was immediately handed to them.

Molly, my dear, said Rooney Machowl at this point, you make a note o that; an if ever you have to do with bags o goold, just putt a brass token or two into em.

Ah! Shut up, Rooney, said Mrs Machowl, in a voice so sweet that the contrast between it and her language caused Edgar and Joe to laugh.

Well, then, continued Edgar, in many other curious ways gold was identified and delivered to its owners: thus, in one case, an incomplete seal, bearing part of the legs of a griffin, was found on a bag of two thousand sovereigns, and the owner, showing the seal with which he had stamped it, established his claim. Of course in all cases where bars of gold were found with the owners names stamped on them, the property was at once handed over; but after all was done that could be done by means of the most painstaking inquiry, an immense amount of gold necessarily remained unclaimed.

And I spose if it wasnt for us divers, said Maxwell, the whole consarn would have remained a dead loss to mankind.

True for ye, responded Rooney; its not often ye come out wid such a blaze of wisdom as that, David! It must be the puppy as has stirred ye up, boy, or, mayhap, the baccy!

Take care you dont stir me up, lad, else it may be worse for you, growled Maxwell.

Och! Im safe, returned the Irishman, carelessly; Id putt Molly betwain us, an sure yed have to come over her dead body before yed git at me.  It wasnt you, was it, David, continued Rooney, with sudden earnestness, that got knocked over by a blast at the works in Ringwall harbour two or three years ago?

No, it warnt me, responded Maxwell; it was long Tom Skinclip. He was too tall for a diver  he was. They say he stood six futt four in his socks; moreover he was as thin as a shadow from a bad gas-lamp. He was workin one day down in the arbour, layin stones at the foundations of the noo breakwater, when they set off a blast about a hundred yards off from where he was workin, an so powerful was the blast that it knocked him clean on his back. He got such a fright that he signalled violently to haul up, an they did haul im up, expectin to find one of his glasses broke, or his toobes busted. There was nothin wotsomedever the matter with im, but he wouldnt go down again that day. Owsever, he got over it, an after that went down to work at a wreck somewhere in the eastern seas  not far from Ceylon, Im told. When there e got another fright that well-nigh finished him, an from that day he gave up divin an tuck to gardening, for which he was much better suited.

What happened to him? asked Edgar.

Im not rightly sure, answered Maxwell, refilling his pipe, but Ive bin told he had to go down one day in shallow water among sea-weed. It was a beautiful sort o submarine garden, so to speak, an long Tom Skinclip was so fond o flowers an gardens natrally, that he forgot hisself, an went wanderin about what he called the submarine groves till they thought he must have gone mad. They could see him quite plain, you see, from the boat, an they watched him while he wandered about. The sea-weed was upard of six feet high, tufted on the top with a sort o thing you might amost fancy was flowers. The colours, too, was bright. Among the branches o this submarine forest, or grove, small lobsters, an shrimps, an other sorts o shell-fish, were doin dooty as birds  hoppin from one branch to another, an creepin about in all directions.

After a time long Tom Skinclip he sat down on a rock an wiped the perspiration off his brow  at least he tried to do it, which set the men in the boat all off in roars of laughter, for, dee see, Skinclip was an absent sort of a feller, an used to do strange things. No doubt when he sat down on the rock he felt warm, an bein a narvish sort o chap, I make no question but he was a-sweatin pretty hard, so, without thinkin, he up with his arm, quite natral like, an drawed it across where his brow would have bin if the helmet hadnt been on. It didnt seem to strike him as absurd, however, for he putt both hands on is knees, an sat lookin straight before im.

He hadnt sat long in this way when they seed a huge fish  about two futt long  comin slowly through the grove behind im. It was one o them creeters o the deep as seems to have had its head born five or six sizes too big for its tail  with eyes an mouth to match. It had also two great horns above its eyes, an a cravat or frill o bristles round its neck. Its round eyes and half-open mouth gave it the appearance o bein always more or less in a state of astonishment. Praps it was  at the fact of its havin bin born at all! Anyhow, it swumd slowly along till it cotched sight o Skinclip, when it went at him, an looked at the back of his helmet in great astonishment, an appeared to smell it, but evidently it could make nothin of it. Then it looked all down his back with an equal want of appreciation. Arter that it came round to the front, and looked straight in at Skinclips bulls-eye! They do say it was a sight to see the start he gave!

He jump up as smart amost as if hed bin in the open air, an they obsarved, when he turned round, that a huge lobster of some unbeknown species was holdin on to his trousers with all its claws like a limpet! The fish  or ripslang, as one of the men called it, who said he knowed it well  turned out to be a pugnaceous creetur, for no sooner did it see Skinclips great eyes lookin at it in horror, than it set up its frill of spikes, threw forard the long horns, an went slap at the bulls-eye fit to drive it in. Skinclip he putt down his head, an the ripslang made five or six charges at the helmet without much effect. Then it changed its tactics, turned on its side, wriggled under the helmet, an looked in at Skinclip with one of its glarin eyes close to the glass. At the same time the lobster gave him a tree-mendious tug behind. This was more than Skinclip could stand. They seed him jump round, seize the life-line, an give it four deadly pulls, but his comrades paid no attention to it. The lobster gave him another tug, an the ripslang prepared for another charge. It seemed to have got some extra spikes set up in its wrath, for its whole body was bristlin more or less by this time.

Again Skinclip tugged like a maniac at the line. The ripslang charged; the lobster tugged; the poor feller stepped back hastily, got his heels entangled in sea-weed, and went down head first into the grove!

The men got alarmed by this time, so they pulled him up as fast as they could, an got him inboard in a few minutes; but they do say, added Maxwell, with emphasis, that that ripslang leaped right out o the water arter him, an the lobster held on so that they had to chop its claws off with a hatchet to make it let go. They supped off it the game night, and long Tom Skinclip, who owned an over strong appetite, had a bad fit of indisgestion in consikence.




Chapter Twenty Three.

More about the Sea.

Once more we beg our reader to accompany us to sea  out into the thick darkness, over the wild waves, far from the abodes of man.

There, one night in December, a powerful steamer did battle with a tempest. The wind was against her, and, as a matter of course, also the sea. The first howled among her rigging with what might have been styled vicious violence. The seas hit her bows with a fury that caused her to stagger, and, bursting right over her bulwarks at times, swept the decks from stem to stern, but nothing could altogether stop her onward progress. The sleepless monster in the hold, with a heart of fervent heat, and scalding breath of intense energy, and muscles of iron mould, and an indomitable  yet to man submissive  will, wrought on night and day unweariedly, driving the floating palace straight and steadily on her course  homeward-bound.

Down in the cabin, in one of the side berths lay a female form. Opposite to it, in a similar berth, lay another female form. Both forms were very limp. The faces attached to the forms were pale yellow, edged here and there with green.

My dear, sighed one of the forms, this is dreadful!

After a long silence, as though much time were required for the inhalation of sufficient air for the purpose, the other form replied:  

Yes, Laura, dear, it is dreadful.

Ave a cup of tea, ladies? said the stewardess, opening the door just then, and appearing at an acute angle with the doorway, holding a cup in each hand.

Miss Pritty shuddered and covered her head with the bed-clothes. Aileen made the form of no, thanks, with her lips, and shut her eyes.

Do ave a cup, said the stewardess, persuasively.

The cups appeared at that moment inclined to ave a little game of hide-and-seek, which the stewardess nimbly prevented by suddenly forming an obtuse angle with the floor, and following that action up with a plunge to starboard, and a heel to port, that was suggestive  at least to a landsman  of an intention to baptise Miss Pritty with hot tea, and thereafter take a header through the cabin window into the boiling sea! She did neither, however, but, muttered something about ow she do roll, to be sure, and, seeing that her mission was hopeless, left the cabin with a balked stagger and a sudden rush, which was appropriately followed up by the door shutting itself with a terrific bang, as though it should say, You might have known as much, goose! Why did you open me?

Laura, dear, said Aileen, did you hear what the captain said to some one just now in the cabin, when the door was open?

Nno, replied Miss Pritty, faintly.

I distinctly heard some one ask how fast we were going, but I could not make out his reply.

Oh! exclaimed the other, brightening for a brief moment; yes, I did hear him. He said we were going six knots. Now I do not understand what that means.

Did you mean that? asked Aileen, turning her eyes languidly on her friend, while a faint smile flickered on her mouth.

Mean what? said Miss Pritty, in evident surprise.

No, I see you didnt. Well, a knot means, I believe, a nautical mile.

A notticle mile, Aileen; what is that?

A nautical mile; dear me, how stupid you are, Laura!

Oh! I understand. But, really, the noise of that screw makes it difficult to hear distinctly. And, after all, it is no wonder if I am stupid, for what between eating nothing but pickles for six weeks, and this dreadful  there! Oh! It comes ag

Poor Miss Pritty stopped abruptly, and made a desperate effort to think of home. Aileen, albeit full of sympathy, turned her face to the wall, and lay with closed eyes.

After a time the latter looked slowly round.

Are you asleep, Laura?

Miss Pritty gave a sharp semi-hysterical laugh at the bare idea of such an impossible condition.

Well, I was going to say, resumed Aileen, that we cannot be very far from land now, and when we do get there

Happy day! murmured Miss Pritty.

We intend, continued Aileen, to go straight home  I  I mean to our old home, sell everything at once, and go to live in a cottage  quite a tiny cottage  by the sea somewhere. Now, I want you to come and visit us the very day we get into our cottage. I know you would like it  would like being with me, wouldnt you?

Like it? I should delight in it of all things.

I knew you would. Well, I was going to say that it would be such a kindness to dear papa too, for you know he will naturally be very low-spirited when we make the change  for it is a great change, Laura, greater perhaps than you, who have never been very rich, can imagine, and I doubt my capacity to be a good comforter to him though I have all the will.

Two little spots of red appeared for the first time for many weeks on Miss Prittys cheeks, as she said in a tone of enthusiasm:  

What! You not a good comforter? Ive a good mind to refuse your invitation, since you dare to insinuate that I could in any degree supplement you in such a matter.

Well, then, we wont make any more insinuations, returned Aileen, with a sad smile; but youll come  thats settled. You know, dear, that we had lost everything, but ever since our jewel-case was found by  by

By Edgar, said Miss Pritty; why dont you go on?

Yes, by Mr Berrington, continued Aileen, ever since that, papa has been very hopeful. I dont know exactly what his mind runs on, but I can see that he is making heaps of plans in regard to the future, and oh! You cant think how glad and how thankful I am for the change. The state of dull, heartbreaking, weary depression that he fell into just after getting the news of our failure was beginning to undermine his health. I could see that plainly, and felt quite wretched about him. But now he is comparatively cheerful, and so gentle too. Do you know, I have been thinking a good deal lately of the psalmists saying, it is good for me that I have been afflicted; and, in the midst of it all, our Heavenly Father remembered mercy, for it was He who sent our jewel-box, as if to prevent the burden from being too heavy for papa.

Miss Prittys kind face beamed agreement with these sentiments.

Now, continued Aileen, these jewels are, it seems, worth a great deal of money  much more than I had any idea of  for there are among them a number of very fine diamond rings and brooches. In fact, papa told me that he believed the whole were worth between eight and nine thousand pounds. This, you know, is a sum which will at least raise us above want, (poor Miss Pritty, well did she know that!)  though of course it will not enable us to live very luxuriously. How fortunate it was that these pirates

Oh! screamed Miss Pritty, suddenly, as she drew the clothes over her head.

Whats the matter? exclaimed Aileen; are you going to be

Oh! No, no, no, said Miss Pritty, peeping out again; how could you bring these dreadful creatures to my remembrance so abruptly? I had quite forgotten them for the time. Why, oh why did you banish from my mind that sweet idea of a charming cottage by the sea, and all its little unluxurious elegancies, and call up in its place the hhhorrors of that village-nest  pig-sty  of the dreadful buccaneers? But it cant be helped now, added Miss Pritty, with a resigned shudder, and we have the greatest reason to be thankful that their hope of a good ransom made them treat us as well as they did;  but go on, dear, you were saying that it was fortunate that these ppirates

That they did not sell the jewels or take any of them out of the box, or send them into the other prow which was sunk in deep water, where the divers could not have gone down to recover them.

Very true, assented Miss Pritty.

At this point the cabin door again burst open, and the amiable stewardess appeared, bearing two cups of fresh tea, which she watched with the eyes of a tigress and the smile of an angel, while her body kept assuming sudden, and one would have thought impossible, attitudes.

Now, ladies, do try some tea. Really you must. I insist on it. Why, youll both die if you dont.

Impressed with the force of this reasoning, both ladies made an effort, and got up on their respective elbows. They smiled incredulously at each other, and then, becoming suddenly grave, fell flat down on their backs, and remained so for some time without speaking.

Now, try again; do try, it will do you so much good  really.

Thus adjured they tried again and succeeded. Aileen took one sip of tea, spilt much of the rest in thrusting it hurriedly into the ready hands of the all but ubiquitous stewardess, and fell over with her face to the wall. Miss Pritty looked at her tea for a few seconds, earnestly. The stewardess, not being quite ubiquitous, failed to catch the cup as it was wildly held towards her. Miss Pritty therefore capsized the whole affair over her bed-clothes, and fell back with a deadly groan.

The stewardess did not lose temper. She was used to such things. If Miss Pritty had capsized her intellect over the bed-clothes, the stewardess would only have smiled, and wiped it up with a napkin.

Youll be better soon, Miss, said the amiable woman, as she retired with the débris.

The self-acting door shut her out with a bang of contemptuous mockery, and the poor ladies were once more left alone in their misery.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Taking the Tide at the Ebb.

When things in this world reach their lowest ebb, it is generally understood or expected that the tide will turn, somehow, and rise. Not unfrequently the understanding and the expectation are disappointed. Still, there are sufficiently numerous instances of the fulfilment of both, to warrant the hope which is usually entertained by men and women whose tide has reached its lowest.

Mr Hazlit was naturally of a sanguine temperament. He entertained, we had almost said, majestic views on many points. Esteeming himself a beggar on three hundred a year  the remains of the wreck of his vast fortune  he resolved to commence business again. Being a man of strict probity and punctuality in all business matters, and being much respected and sympathised with by his numerous business friends, he experienced little difficulty in doing so. Success attended his efforts; the tide began to rise.

Seated in a miniature parlour, before a snug fire, in his cottage by the sea, with one of the prettiest girls in all England by his side, knitting him a pair of inimitable socks, the beggar opened his mouth slowly and spake.

Aileen, said he, Ive been a fool!

Had Mr Hazlit said so to some of his cynical male friends they might have tacitly admitted the fact, and softened the admission with a smile. As it was, his auditor replied:  

No, papa, you have not.

Yes, my love, I have. But I do not intend to prove the point or dispute it. There is a tide in the affairs of men which, taken at the ebb, leads on to fortune.

Aileen suspended her knitting and looked at her sire with some surprise, for, being a very matter-of-fact unpoetical man, this misquotation almost alarmed her.

Taken at the flood, is it not, papa?

It may be so in Shakespeares experience. I say the ebb. When first I was reduced to beggary

You never were that, papa. We have never yet had to beg.

Of course, of course, said Mr Hazlit, with a motion of his hand to forbid further interruption. When I say beggary, you know what I mean. I certainly do not mean that I carry a wallet and a staff, and wear ragged garments, and knock at backdoors. Well, when I was reduced to beggary, I had reached the lowest ebb. At that time I was led  mark me, I was led  to take the tide. I took it, and have been rising with the flood to fortune ever since. And yet, strange to say, though I am now rich in a way I never before dreamed of, I have still an insane thirst for earthly gold. What was the passage, dear, that you quoted to me as being your text for the day?

Owe no man anything, replied Aileen.

Yes, it is curious. I have never mentioned the subject to you, my child, but some months ago  when, as I have said, the tide was very low  I was led to consider that passage, and under the influence of it I went to my creditors and delivered up to them your box of jewels. You are aware, no doubt, that having passed through the insolvency court, and given up all that I possessed, I became legally free. This box was recovered from the deep, and restored to me after my effects had been given up to my creditors, so that I might have retained it. But I felt that this would have been unjust. I respect the law which, after a man has given up all he possesses, sets him free to begin life again with some degree of hope, but I cannot avoid coming to the conclusion that moral duties cannot be abrogated by human laws. I take advantage of the law to prevent inhuman creditors from grinding me to death, but I refuse to take advantage of the law so as to escape from the clear duty that I ought to pay these creditors  gradually and according to my ability  to the uttermost farthing. Having been led to act on this opinion, I gave up the box of jewels. To my surprise, my creditors refused to take them. They returned them to me as a gift. I accepted the gift as a trust. On the proceeds, as you see, we manage to live comfortably, and I am now conducting a fairly successful business in the old line  on a small scale.

Mr Hazlit smiled sadly as he uttered the last words.

And the debts, papa, which you told me once were so heavy, do you mean to pay them all? asked Aileen, anxiously.

I do, replied her father, earnestly; by slow degrees it may be, but to the last farthing if I live. I shall try to owe no man anything.

A glad smile lit up Aileens face as she was on the point of throwing her arms round her fathers neck, when the door opened, and a small domestic  their only one besides the cook  put a letter into the hands of her young mistress.

Aileens countenance assumed a troubled look a she handed it to her father.

It is for you, papa.

Mr Hazlits visage also assumed an expression of anxiety as he opened and read the letter. It ran thus:  

Deer Sur,  i thinks it unkomon ard that a man shood ave is beed sold under im wen anuther man oas im munny, speshally wen is wifes ill  praps a-dyin  the Law has washt yoo sur, but it do seam ard on me, if yoo cood spair ony a pownd or two id taik it kind.  Yoors to komand, John Timms.

This is very much to the point, said Mr Hazlit, with a faint smile, handing the letter to Aileen. It is, as you see, from our old green-grocer, who must indeed be in great trouble when he, who used to be so particularly civil, could write in that strain to me. Now, Aileen, I want your opinion on a certain point. In consequence of your economical ways, my love, I find myself in a position to give fifty pounds this half-year towards the liquidation of my debts.

The merchant paused, smiled, and absolutely looked a little confused. The idea of commencing to liquidate many thousands of pounds by means of fifty was so inexpressibly ridiculous, that he half expected to hear his own respectful child laugh at him. But Aileen did not laugh. With her large earnest eyes she looked at him, and the unuttered language of her pursed, grave, little mouth was Well, go on.

The liquidation of my debts, repeated Mr Hazlit, firmly. The sum is indeed a small one  a paltry one  compared with the amount of these debts, but the passage which we have been considering appears to me to leave no option, save to begin at once, even on the smallest possible scale. Now, my love, duty requires that I should at once begin to liquidate. Observe, the law of the land requires nothing. It has set me free, but the law of God requires that I should pay, at once, as I am able. Conscience echoes the law, and says, pay. What, therefore, am I to do?

Mr Hazlit propounded this question with such an abrupt gaze as well as tone of interrogation, that the little pursed mouth relaxed into a little smile as it said, I suppose you must divide the sum proportionally among your creditors, or something of that sort.

Just so, said Mr Hazlit, nodding approval. Now, he continued, with much gravity, if I were to make the necessary calculation  which, I may remark, would be a question in proportion running into what I may be allowed to style infinitesimal fractions  I would probably find out that the proportion payable to one would be a shilling, to another half a sovereign, to another a pound or so, while to many would accrue so small a fraction of a farthing that no suitable coin of this realm could be found wherewith to pay it. If I were to go with, say two shillings, and offer them to my good friend Granby as part payment of my debt to him, the probability is that he would laugh in my face and invite me to dinner in order that we might celebrate the event over a bottle of very old port. Dont you think so?

Aileen laughed, and said that she did think so.

Well, then, continued her father, what, in these circumstances, says common sense?

Aileens mouth became grave again, and her eyes very earnest as she said quickly  

Pay off the green-grocer!

Mr Hazlit nodded approval. You are right. Mr Timms account amounts to twenty pounds. To offer twenty pounds to Mr Granby  to whom I owe some eight thousand, more or less  would be a poor practical joke. To give it to Mr Timms will evidently be the saving of his business at a time when it appears to have reached a crisis. Put on your bonnet and shawl, dear, and we will go about this matter without delay.

Aileen was one of those girls who possessed the rare and delectable capacity to throw on her bonnet and shawl. One glance in the mirror sufficed to convince her that these articles, although thrown on, had fallen into their appropriate places neatly. It could scarcely have been otherwise. Her bonnet and shawl took kindly to her, like all other things in nature  animate and otherwise. She reappeared before her sedate father had quite finished drawing on his gloves.

Mr John Timms dwelt in a back lane which wriggled out of a back street as if it were anxious to find something still further back into which to back itself. He had been in better circumstances and in a better part of the town when Mr Hazlit had employed him. At the time of the rich merchants failure, the house of Timms had been in a shaky condition. That failure was the removal of its last prop; it fell, and Timms retired, as we have seen, into the commercial background. Here, however, he did not find relief. Being a trustful man he was cheated until he became untrustful. His wife became ill owing to bad air and low diet. His six children became unavoidably neglected and riotous, and his business, started on the wreck of the old one, again came to the brink of failure. It was in these circumstances that he sat down, under the impulse of a fit of desperation, and penned the celebrated letter to his old customer.

When Mr Hazlit and his daughter had, with great difficulty, discovered Mr Timms residence and approached the door, they were checked on the threshold by the sound of men apparently in a state of violent altercation within.

Git out wid ye, an look sharp, you spalpeen, cried one of the voices.

Oh, pray dont  dont fight! cried a weak female voice.

No, I wont git out till Im paid, or carry your bed away with me, cried a mans voice, fiercely.

You wont, eh! Arrah then  hup!

The last sound, which is not describable, was immediately followed by the sudden appearance of a man, who flew down the passage as if from a projectile, and went headlong into the kennel. He was followed closely by Rooney Machowl, who dealt the man as he rose a sounding slap on the right cheek, which would certainly have tumbled him over again had it not been followed by an equally sounding slap on the left cheek, which brought him up all standing.

Catching sight at that moment of Mr Hazlit and Aileen, Rooney stopped short and stood confused.

Murder! shrieked the injured man.

Hooray! Heres a lark! screamed a small street-boy.

Go it! Plice! A skrimmage! yelled another street-boy in an ecstasy of delight, which immediately drew to the spot the nucleus of a crowd.

Mr Hazlit was a man of promptitude. He was also a large man, as we have elsewhere said, and by no means devoid of courage. Dropping his daughters arm he suddenly seized the ill-used and noisy man by the neck, and thrust him almost as violently back into the green-grocers house as Rooney had kicked him out of it. He then said, Go in, to the amazed Rooney, and dragging his no less astonished child in along with him, shut and locked the door.

Now, said Mr Hazlit, sitting down on a broken chair in a very shabby little room, and wiping his heated brow, what is the meaning of all this, Mr Timms?

Well, sir, answered Timms, with a deprecatory air, Im sorry, sir, it should ave appened just wen you was a-goin to favour me with the unexpected honour of a wisit; but the truth is, sir, I couldnt elp it. This ere sc  man is my landlord, sir, an e wouldnt wait another day for is rent, sir, though I told im he was pretty sure o avin it in a week or so, wen I ad time to clect my outstandin little bills

More nor that, sur, burst in the impatient and indignant Rooney, he would ave gone into that there room, sur,  if I may miscall a dark closet by that name  an ave pulled the bed out from under Mrs Timms, whos a-dyin, sur, if I adnt chanced to come in, sur, an kick the spalpeen into the street, as you seed.

For wich youll smart yet, growled the landlord, who stood in a dishevelled heap like a bad boy in a corner.

How much rent does he owe you? asked Mr Hazlit of the landlord.

Thats no business o yours, replied the man, sulkily.

If I were to offer to pay it, perhaps youd allow that it was my business.

So I will wen you offers.

Well, then, I offer now, said Mr Hazlit, taking out his purse, and pouring a little stream of sovereigns into his hand. Have you the receipt made out?

The landlord made no reply, but, with a look of wonder at his interrogator, drew a small piece of dirty paper from his pocket and held it out. Mr Hazlit examined it carefully from beginning to end.

Is this right, Mr Timms? he asked.

The green-grocer examined the paper, and said it was  that five pounds was the exact amount.

You can put the receipt in your pocket, said Mr Hazlit, turning round and counting out five sovereigns on the table, which he pushed towards the landlord. Now, take yourself off, as quietly as you can, else Ill have you taken up and tried for entering a mans premises forcibly, and endeavouring to obtain money by intimidation. Go!

This was a bold stroke on the part of the merchant, whose legal knowledge was not extensive, but it succeeded. The landlord pocketed the money and moved towards the door. Rooney Machowl followed him.

Rooney! said Mr Hazlit, calling him back.

Maynt I show him out, sur? said Rooney, earnestly.

By no means.

Ah, sur, maynt I give him a farewell kick?

Certainly not.

Mr Hazlit then expressed a desire to see Mrs Timms, and the green-grocer, thanking the merchant fervently for his timely aid, lighted a candle and led the way into the dark closet.

Poor Mrs Timms, a delicate-looking woman, not yet forty, who had evidently been pretty once, lay on a miserable bed, apparently at the point of death.

Aileen glided quickly to the bed, sat down on it, and took the womans hand, while she bent over her and whispered:  

Dont be distressed. The rent is paid. He will disturb you no more. You shall be quiet now, and I will come to see you sometimes, if youll let me.

The woman gazed at the girl with surprise, then, as she felt the gentle warm pressure of her hand a sudden rush of faith seemed to fill her soul. She drew Aileen towards her, and looked earnestly into her face.

Come here, Timms, said Mr Hazlit, abruptly, as he turned round and walked out of the closet, I want to speak to you. I am no doctor, but depend upon it your wife will not die. There is a very small building  quite a hut I may say  near my house  ahem! Near my cottage close to the sea, which is at present to let. I advise you strongly to take that hut and start a green-grocery there. Im not aware that there is one in the immediate neighbourhood, and there are many respectable families about whose custom you might doubtless count on; at all events, you would be sure of ours to begin with. The sea-air would do your wife a world of good, and the sea-beach would be an agreeable and extensive playground for your children.

The green-grocer stood almost aghast! The energy with which Mr Hazlit poured out his words, and, as it seemed to Timms, the free and easy magnificence of his ideas were overpowering.

Wy, sir, I aint got no money to do sitch a thing with, he said at last, with a broad grin.

Yes, you have, said Mr Hazlit, again pulling out his purse and emptying its golden contents on the table in a little heap, from which he counted fifteen sovereigns. My debt to you amounts, I believe, to twenty pounds; five I have just paid to your landlord, here is the balance. You neednt mind a receipt. Send me the discharged account at your leisure, and think over what I have suggested. Aileen, my dear, we will go now.

Aileen said good-night at once to the sick woman and followed her father as he went out, repeating Good-evening, Timms, think over my suggestion.

They walked slowly home without speaking. Soon they reached the cottage by the sea. As they stood under the trellis-work porch the merchant turned round and gazed at the sun, which was just dipping into the horizon, flooding sea and sky with golden glory.

Aileen, he said in a low voice, I have commenced life at last  life in earnest. I was a poor fool once. Through grace I am a rich man now.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Shows how our Hero formed Plans, how Miss Pritty formed Plots, and how the small Domestic amused herself.

On a certain cold, raw, bleak, biting, bitter day in November, our hero found himself comfortably situated at the bottom of the sea.

We say comfortably advisedly and comparatively, for, as compared with the men whose duty it was to send air down to him, Edgar Berrington was in a state of decided comfort. Above water nought was to be seen but a bleak, rocky, forbidding coast, a grey sky with sleet driving across it, and an angry indigo sea covered with white wavelets. Nothing was to be felt but a stiff cutting breeze, icy particles in the air, and cold blood in the veins. Below water all was calm and placid; groves of sea-weed delighted the eye; patches of yellow sand invited to a siesta; the curiously-twisted and smashed-up remains of a wreck formed a subject of interesting contemplation, while a few wandering crabs, and an erratic lobster or two, gave life and variety to the scene, while the temperature, if not warm, was at all events considerably milder than that overhead. In short, strange though it may seem, Edgar was in rather an enviable position than otherwise, on that bleak November day.

Some two years or so previous to the day to which we refer, Edgar, with his diving friends, had returned to England. Mr Hazlit had preceded them by a month. But Edgar did not seek him out. He had set a purpose before him, and meant to stick to it. He had made up his mind not to go near Aileen again until he had made for himself a position, and secured a steady income which would enable him to offer her a home at least equal to that in which she now dwelt.

Mr Hazlit rather wondered that the young engineer never made his appearance at the cottage by the sea, but, coming to the conclusion that his passion had cooled, he consoled himself with the thought that, after all, he was nearly penniless, and that it was perhaps as well that he had sheered off.

Aileen also wondered, but she did not for a moment believe that his love had cooled, being well aware that that was an impossibility. Still she was perplexed, for although the terms on which they stood to each other did not allow of correspondence, she thought, sometimes, that he might have written to her father  if only to ask how they were after their adventures in the China seas.

Miss Pritty  to whom Aileen confided her troubles  came nearer the mark than either of them. She conceived, and stoutly maintained, that Edgar had gone abroad to seek his fortune, and meant to return and marry Aileen when he had made it.

Edgar, however, had not gone abroad. He had struck out a line of life for himself, and had prosecuted it during these two years with untiring energy. He had devoted himself to submarine engineering, and, having an independent spirit, he carved his way very much as a freelance. At first he devoted himself to studying the subject, and ere long there was not a method of raising a sunken vessel, of building a difficult breakwater, of repairing a complicated damage to a pier, or a well, or anything else subaqueous, with which he was not thoroughly acquainted, and in regard to which he had not suggested or carried out bold and novel plans and improvements, both in regard to the machinery employed and the modes of action pursued.

After a time he became noted for his success in undertaking difficult works, and at last employed a staff of divers to do the work, while he chiefly superintended. Joe Baldwin became his right-hand man and constant attendant. Rooney and Maxwell, preferring steadier and less adventurous work, got permanent employment on the harbour improvements of their own seaport town.

Thus engaged, Edgar and his man Joe visited nearly all the wild places round the stormy shores of Great Britain and Ireland. They raised many ships from the bottom of the sea that had been pronounced by other engineers to be hopelessly lost. They laid foundations of piers and breakwaters in places where old Ocean had strewn wrecks since the foundation of the world. They cleared passages by blasting and levelling rocks whose stern crests had bid defiance to winds and waves for ages, and they recovered cargoes that had been given up for years to Neptunes custody. In short, wherever a difficult submarine operation had to be undertaken, Edgar Berrington and his man Joe, with, perhaps, a gang of divers under them, were pretty sure to be asked to undertake it.

The risk, we need scarcely say, was often considerable; hence the remuneration was good, and both Edgar and his man speedily acquired a considerable sum of money.

At the end of two years, the former came to the conclusion that he had a sufficient sum at his credit in the bank to warrant a visit to the cottage by the sea; and it was when this idea had grown into a fixed intention that he found himself, as we have mentioned, in rather comfortable circumstances at the bottom of the sea.

The particular part of the bottom lay off the west coast of England. Joe and a gang of men were hard at work on a pier when Edgar went down. He carried a slate and piece of pencil with him. The bottom was not very deep down. There was sufficient light to enable him to find his man easily.

Joe was busy laying a large stone in its bed. When he raised his burly form, after fixing the stone, Edgar stepped forward, and, touching him on the shoulder, held out the slate, whereon was written in a bold running hand:  

Joe, Im going off to get engaged, and after that, as soon as possible, to be married.

Through the window of his helmet, Joe looked at his employer with an expression of pleased surprise. Then he took the slate, obliterated the information on it, and printed in an equally bold, but very sprawly hand:  

Indeed? I wish you joy, sir.

Thereupon Edgar took the slate and wrote:  

Thank you, Joe. Now, I leave you in charge. Keep a sharp eye on the men  especially on that lazy fellow who has a tendency to sleep and shirk duty. If the rock in the fair-way is got ready before my return, blast it at once, without waiting for me. You will find one of Siebe and Gormans voltaic batteries in my lodging, also a frictional electrical machine, which you can use if you prefer it. In the store there is a large supply of tin-cases for gunpowder and compressed gun-cotton charges. There also you will find one of Heinke and Daviss magneto-electric exploders. I leave it entirely to your own judgment which apparatus to use. All sorts are admirable in their way; quite fresh, and in good working order. Have you anything to say to me before I go?

All right, sir, replied Joe, in his sprawly hand; Ill attend to orders. When do you start, and when do you expect to be back?

I start immediately. The day of my return is uncertain, but Ill write to you.

Rubbing this out, Joe wrote:  

Youll praps see my old ooman, sir. If you do, just give her my respects, an say the last pair o divin drawers she knitted for me was fust-rate. Tightish, if anything, round the waist, but a bit o rope-yarn putt that all right  theyre warm an comfortable. Good-bye, I wish you joy again, sir.

Good-bye, replied Edgar.

It was impossible that our hero could follow his inclination, and nod with his stiff-necked iron head-piece at parting. He therefore made the motion of kissing his hand to his trusty man, and giving the requisite signal, spread his arms like a pair of wings, and flew up to the realms of light!

Joe grinned broadly, and made the motion of kissing his hand to the ponderous soles of his employers leaden boots as they passed him, then, turning to the granite masonry at his side, he bent down and resumed his work.

Arrived at the region of atmospheric air, Edgar Berrington clambered on board the attending vessel, took off his amphibious clothing, and arrayed himself in the ordinary habiliments of a gentleman, after which he went ashore, gave some instructions to the keeper of his lodgings, ordered his horse, galloped to the nearest railway station, flashed a telegraphic message to Miss Pritty to expect to see him that evening, and soon found himself rushing at forty miles an hour, away from the scene of his recent labours.

Receiving a telegraph envelope half-an-hour later, Miss Pritty turned pale, laid it on the table, sank on the sofa, shut her eyes, and attempted to reduce the violent beating of her heart, by pressing her left side tightly with both hands.

It must be death!  or accident! she murmured faintly to herself, for she happened to be alone at the time.

Poor Miss Pritty had no near relations in the world except Edgar, and therefore there was little or no probability that any one would telegraph to her in connection with accident or death, nevertheless she entertained such an unconquerable horror of a telegram, that the mere sight of the well-known envelope, with its large-type title, gave her a little shock; the reception of one was almost too much for her.

After suffering tortures for about as long a time as the telegram had taken to reach her, she at last summoned courage to open the envelope.

The first words, Edgar Berrington, induced a little scream of alarm. The next, to Miss Pritty, quieted her a little. When, however, she learned that instead of being visited by news of death and disaster, she was merely to be visited by her nephew that same evening, all anxiety vanished from her speaking countenance, and was replaced by a mixture of surprise and amusement. Then she sat down on the sofa  from which, in her agitation, she had risen  and fell into a state of perplexity.

Now I do wish, she said, aloud, that Eddy had had the sense to tell me whether I am to let his friends the Hazlits know of his impending visit. Perhaps he telegraphed to me on purpose to give me time to call and prepare them for his arrival. On the other hand, perhaps he wishes to take them by surprise. It may be that he is not on good terms with Mr Hazlit, and intends to use me as a go-between. What shall I do?

As her conscience was not appealed to in the matter, it gave no reply to the question; having little or no common sense to speak of, she could scarcely expect much of an answer from that part of her being. At last she made up her mind, and, according to a habit induced by a life of solitude, expressed it to the fireplace.

Yes, thats what Ill do. I shall wait till near the time of the arrival of the last train, and then go straight off to Sea Cottage to spend the evening, leaving a message that if any one should call in my absence I am to be found there. This will give him an excuse, if he wants one, for calling, and if he does not want an excuse he can remain here till my return. Ill have the fire made up, and tell my domestic to offer tea to any one who should chance to call.

Miss Pritty thought it best, on the whole, to give an ambiguous order about the tea to her small domestic, for she knew that lively creature to be a compound of inquisitiveness and impudence, and did not choose to tell her who it was that she expected to call. She was very emphatic, however, in impressing on the small domestic the importance of being very civil and attentive, and of offering tea, insomuch that the child protested with much fervour that she would be sure to attend to orders.

This resulted in quite an evenings amusement to the small domestic.

After Miss Pritty had gone out, the first person who chanced to call was the spouse of Mr Timms, the green-grocer, who had obviously recovered from her illness.

Is Miss Pritty at ome? she asked.

No, maam, she aint, shes hout, answered the small domestic.

Ah! Well, it dont much matter. I ony called to leave this ere little present of cabbidges an cawliflowers  with Mr Timms kind compliments and mine. Shes been wery kind to us, as Miss Pritty, an we wishes to acknowledge it.

Please, maam, said the domestic with a broad smile, as she took the basket of vegetables, would you like a cup of tea?

What dyou mean, girl? asked the green-grocers wife in surprise.

Please, maam, Miss Pritty told me to be sure to offer you a cup of tea.

Did she, indeed? Thats was wery kind of her, wery kind, though ow she come for to know I was a-goin to call beats my comprehension. Owever, tell her Im greatly obleeged to her, but avin ad tea just afore comin out, an bein chock-full as I can old, Id rather not. Best thanks, all the same.

Mrs Timms went away deeply impressed with Miss Prittys thoughtful kindness, and the small domestic, shutting the door, indulged in a fit of that species of suppressed laughter which is usually indicated by a series of spurts through the top of the nose and the compressed lips.

She was suddenly interrupted by a tap at the knocker.

Allowing as many minutes to elapse as she thought would have sufficed for her ascent from the kitchen, she once more opened the door. It was only a beggar  a ragged disreputable man  and she was about to shut the door in his face, with that summary politeness so well understood by servant girls, when a thought struck her.

Oh, sir, she said, would you like a cup of tea?

The man evidently thought he was being made game of, for his face assumed such a threatening aspect that the small domestic incontinently shut the door with a sudden bang. The beggar amused himself by battering it with his stick for five minutes and then went away.

The next visitor was a lady.

Is Miss Pritty at home, child? she asked, regarding the domestic with a half-patronising, half-pitying air.

No, maam, shes hout.

Oh! Thats a pity, said the lady, taking a book out of her pocket. Will you tell her that I called for her subscription to the new hospital that is about to be built in the town? Your mistress does not know me personally, but she knows all about the hospital, and this book, which I shall call for to-morrow, will speak for itself. Be sure you give it to her, child.

Yes, maam. And, please, maam, would you like a cup of tea?

The lady, who happened to possess a majestic pair of eyes, looked so astonished that the small domestic could scarcely contain herself.

Are you deranged, child? asked the lady.

No, maam, if you please; but Miss Pritty told me to be sure to offer you a cup.

To offer me a cup, child!

Yes, maam. At least to offer a cup to any one who should call.

It need scarcely be added that the lady declined the tea, and went away, observing to herself in an undertone, that she must be deranged.

The small domestic again shut the door and spurted.

It was in her estimation quite a rare, delicious, and novel species of fun. To one whose monotonous life was spent underground, with a prospect of bricks at two feet from her window, and in company with pots, pans, potato-peelings, and black-beetles, it was as good as a scene in a play.

The next visitor was the butchers boy, who came round to take orders for the following day. This boy had a tendency to chaff.

Well, my lady, has your ladyship any orders?

Nothink to-day, answered the domestic, curtly.

What! Nothink at all? Goin to fast to-morrow, eh? Or to live on stooed hatmospheric hair with your own sauce for gravey  hey?

No, we doesnt want nothink, repeated the domestic, stoutly. Missus said so, an she bid me ask you if youd like a cup of tea?

The butchers boy opened his mouth and eyes in amazement. To have his own weapons thus turned, as he thought, against him by one who was usually rather soft and somewhat shy of him, took him quite aback. He recovered, however, quickly, and made a rush at the girl, who, as before, attempted to shut the door with a bang, but the boy was too sharp for her. His foot prevented her succeeding, and there is no doubt that in another moment he would have forcibly entered the house, if he had not been seized from behind by the collar in the powerful grasp of Edgar Berrington, who sent him staggering into the street. The boy did not wait for more. With a wild-Indian war-whoop he turned and fled.

Excited, and, to some extent, exasperated by this last visit, the small domestic received Edgar with a one-third timid, one-third gleeful, and one-third reckless spirit.

What did the boy mean? asked Edgar, as he turned towards her.

Please, sir, e wouldnt ave a cup of tea, sir, she replied meekly, then, with a gleam of hope in her eyes Will you ave one, sir?

Youre a curious creature, answered Edgar, with a smile. Is Miss Pritty at home?

No, sir, she aint.

This answer appeared to surprise and annoy him.

Very odd, he said, with a little frown. Did she not expect me?

No, sir, I think she didnt. Leastways she didnt say as she did, but she was very partikler in tellin me to be sure to hoffer you a cup of tea.

Edgar looked at the small domestic, and, as he looked, his mouth expanded. Her mouth followed suit, and they both burst into a fit of laughter. After a moment or two the former recovered.

This is all very pleasant, no doubt, he said, but it is uncommonly awkward. Did she say when she would be home?

No, sir, she didnt, but she bid me say if any one wanted her, that theyd find her at Sea Cottage.

At Sea Cottage  who lives there?

I dont know, sir.

Where is it?

On the sea-shore, sir.

Which way  this way or that way? asked Edgar, pointing right and left.

That way, answered the girl, pointing left.

The impatient youth turned hastily to leave.

Please, sir said the domestic.

Well, said Edgar, stopping.

Youre sure, sir she stopped.

Well?  go on.

That you wouldnt like to ave a cup of tea?

Child, said Edgar, as he turned finally away, youre mad  as mad as a March hare.

Thank you, sir.

The small domestic shut the door and retired to the regions below, where, taking the pots and pans and black-beetles into her confidence, she shrieked with delight for full ten minutes, and hugged herself.




Chapter Twenty Six.

A Climax is reached.

When Edgar Berrington discovered the cottage by the sea, and ascertained that Miss Pritty was within, he gave his name, and was ushered into the snug little room under the name of Mr Briggington. Aileen gave a particularly minute, but irrepressible and quite inaudible scream; Mr Hazlit sat bolt up in his chair, as if he had seen a ghost; and Miss Pritty  feeling, somehow, that her diplomacy had not become a brilliant success  shrank within herself, and wished it were to-morrow.

Their various expressions, however, were as nothing compared with Edgars blazing surprise.

Mr Hazlit, he stammered, pray pardon my sudden intrusion at so unseasonable an hour; but, really, I was not aware that  did you not get my telegram, aunt?

He turned abruptly to Miss Pritty.

Why yees, but I thought that you  in fact  I could not imagine that

Never mind explanations just now, said Mr Hazlit, recovering himself, and rising with a bland smile, you are welcome, Mr Berrington; no hour is unseasonable for one to whom we owe so much.

They shook hands and laughed; then Edgar shook hands with Aileen and blushed, no doubt because she blushed, then he saluted his aunt, and took refuge in being very particular about her receipt of the telegram. This threw Miss Pritty into a state of unutterable confusion, because of her efforts to tell the truth and conceal the truth at one and the same time. After this they spent a very happy evening together, during the course of which Mr Hazlit took occasion to ask Edgar to accompany him into a little pigeon-hole of a room which, in deference to a few books that dwelt there, was styled the library.

Mr Berrington, he said, sitting down and pointing to a chair, be seated. I wish to have a little private conversation with you. We are both practical men, and know the importance of thoroughly understanding each other. When I saw you last  now about two years ago  you indicated some disposition to  to regard  in fact to pay your addresses to my daughter. At that time I objected to you on the ground that you were penniless. Whether right or wrong in that objection is now a matter of no importance, because it turns out that I was right on other grounds, as I now find that you did not know your own feelings, and did not care for her

Did not care for her? interrupted Edgar, in sudden amazement, not unmingled with indignation.

Of course, continued Mr Hazlit, with undisturbed calmness, I mean that you did not care for her sufficiently; that you did not regard her with that unconquerable affection which is usually styled love, and without which no union can be a happy one. The proof to me that your feeling towards her was evanescent, lies in the fact that you have taken no notice either of her or of me for two years. Had you gained my daughters affections, this might have caused me deep regret, but as she has seldom mentioned your name since we last saw you, save when I happened to refer to you, I perceive that her heart has been untouched  for which I feel exceedingly thankful, knowing as I do, only too well, that we cannot command our affections.

Mr Hazlit paused a moment, and Edgar was so thunderstruck by the unexpected nature of his hosts discourse, that he could only stare at him in mute surprise and unbelief in the evidence of his own ears.

Now, resumed Mr Hazlit, as things stand, I shall be very happy indeed that we should return to our old intimacy. I can never forget the debt of obligation we owe to you as our rescuer from worse than death  from slavery among brutalised men, and I shall be very happy indeed that you should make my little cottage by the sea  as Aileen loves to style it  your abode whenever business or pleasure call you to this part of the country.

The merchant extended his hand with a smile of genuine urbanity. The youth took it, mechanically shook it, let it fall, and continued to stare in a manner that made Mr Hazlit feel quite uneasy. Suddenly he recovered, and, looking the latter earnestly in the face, said:  

Mr Hazlit, did you not, two years ago, forbid me to enter your dwelling?

True, true, replied the other somewhat disconcerted; but the events which have occurred since that time warranted your considering that order as cancelled.

But you did not say it was cancelled. Moreover your first objection still remained, for I was nearly penniless then, although, in the good providence of God, I am comparatively rich now. I therefore resolved to obey your injunctions, sir, and keep away from your house and from your daughters distracting influence, until I could return with a few of those pence, which you appear to consider so vitally important.

Mr Berrington, exclaimed the old gentleman, who was roused by this hit, you mistake me. My opinions in regard to wealth have been considerably changed of late. But my daughter does not love you, and if you were as rich as Croesus, sir, you should not have her hand without her heart.

Mr Hazlit said this stoutly, and, just as stoutly, Edgar replied:  

If I were as rich as Croesus, sir, I would not accept her hand without her heart; but, Mr Hazlit, I am richer than Croesus!

What do you mean, sir?

I mean that I am rich in the possession of that which a worlds wealth could not purchase  your daughters affections.

Impossible! Mr Berrington, your passion urges you to deceive yourself.

You will believe what she herself says, I suppose? asked Edgar, plunging his hand into a breast-pocket.

Of course I will.

Well then, listen, said the youth, drawing out a small three-cornered note. A good many months ago, when I found my business to be in a somewhat flourishing condition, I ventured to write to Aileen, telling her of my circumstances, of my unalterable love, and expressing a wish that she would write me at least one letter to give me hope that the love, which she, allowed me to understand was in her breast before you forbade our intercourse, still continued. This, he added, handing the three-cornered note to the old gentleman, is her reply.

Mr Hazlit took the note, and, with a troubled countenance, read:  

Dear Mr Berrington,  I am not sure that I am right in replying to you without my fathers knowledge, and only prevail on myself to do so because I intend that our correspondence shall go no further, and what I shall say will, I know, be in accordance with his sentiments. My feelings towards you remain unchanged. We cannot command feelings, but I consider the duty I owe to my dear father to be superior to my feelings, and I am resolved to be guided by his expressed wishes as long as I remain under his roof. He has forbidden me to have any intercourse with you: I will therefore obey until he sanctions a change of conduct. Even this brief note should not have been written were it not that it would be worse than rude to take no notice of a letter from one who has rendered us such signal service, and whom I shall never forget.  Yours sincerely, Aileen Hazlit.

The last sentence and whom I shall never forget  had been carefully scribbled out, but Edgar had set himself to work, with the care and earnest application of an engineer and a lover, to decipher the words.

Dear child! exclaimed Mr Hazlit, in a fit of abstraction, kissing the note; this accounts for her never mentioning him; then, recovering himself, and turning abruptly and sternly to Edgar, he said: How did you dare, sir, to write to her after my express prohibition?

Well, replied Edgar, some allowance ought to be made for a lovers anxiety to know how matters stood, and I fully intended to follow up my letter to her with one to you; but I confess that I did wrong

No, sir, no, cried Mr Hazlit, abruptly starting up and grasping Edgars hand, which he shook violently, you did not do wrong. You did quite right, sir. I would have done the same myself in similar circumstances.

So saying, Mr Hazlit, feeling that he was compromising his dignity, shook Edgars hand again, and hastened from the room. He met Aileen descending the staircase. Brushing past her, he went into his bed-room, and shut and locked the door.

Much alarmed by such an unwonted display of haste and feeling, Aileen ran into the library.

Oh! Mr Berrington, what is the matter with papa?

If you will sit down beside me, Aileen, said Edgar, earnestly, tenderly, and firmly, taking her hand, I will tell you.

Aileen blushed, stammered, attempted to draw back, but was constrained to comply. Edgar, on the contrary, was as cool as a cucumber. He had evidently availed himself of his engineering knowledge, and fitted extra weights of at least seven thousand tons to the various safety-valves of his feelings.

Your father, he began, looking earnestly into the girls down-cast face, is

But hold! Reader; we must not go on. If you are a boy, you wont mind what followed; if a girl, you have no right to pry into such matters. We therefore beg leave at this point to shut the lids of our dexter eye, and drop the curtain.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Last.

One day Joe Baldwin, assisted by his old friend, Rooney Machowl, was busily engaged down at the bottom of the sea, off the Irish coast, slinging a box of gold specie. He had given the signal to haul up, and Rooney had moved away to put slings round another box, when the chain to which the gold was suspended snapt, and the box descended on Joe. If it had hit him on the back in its descent it would certainly have killed him, but it only hit his collar-bone and broke it.

Joe had just time to give four pulls on his lines, and then fainted. He was instantly hauled up, carefully unrobed, and put to bed.

This was a turning-point in our divers career. The collar-bone was all right in the course of a month or two, but Mrs Baldwin positively refused to allow her goodman to go under water again.

The little fortin you made out in Chiny, she said one evening while seated with her husband at supper in company with Rooney and his wife, pays for our rent, an somethin over. Youre a handy man, and can do a-many things to earn a penny, and I can wash enough myself to keep us both. Youve bin a ard workin man, Joe, for many a year. Youve bin long enough under water. Youll git rheumatiz, or somethin o that sort, if you go on longer, so Im resolved that you shant do it  there!

Molly, cushla! said Machowl, in a modest tone, I hope you wont clap a stopper on my goin under water for some time yit  plaze.

Molly laughed.

Oh! Its all very well for you to poke fun at me, Mister Machowl, said Mrs Baldwin, but youre young yet, an my Joes past his prime. When youve done as much work as hes done  there now, youve done it at last. I told you so.

This last remark had reference to the fact that young Teddy Machowl, having been over-fed by his father, had gone into a stiff blue-in-the-face condition that was alarming to say the least of it. Mrs Machowl dashed at her offspring, and, giving him an unmerciful thump on the back, effected the ejection of a mass of beef which had been the cause of the phenomena.

What a buster it is  the spalpeen, observed Rooney, with a smile, as he resumed the feeding process, much to Teddys delight; youll niver do for a diver if you give way to appleplectic tendencies o that sort. Here  open your mouth wide and shut your eyes.

Well, well, itll only be brought in manslaughter, so he wont swing for it, remarked Mrs Baldwin, with a shrug of her shoulders. Now, Joe, she continued, turning to her husband, youll begin at once to look out for a situation above water. David Maxwell can finish the job you had in hand,  speakin of that, does any one know where David is just now?

Hes down at the bottom of a gasometer, answered Joe; leastwise he was there this afternoon  an a dirty place it is.

A bad-smellin job that, I should think, observed Rooney.

Well, it aint a sweet-smellin one, returned Joe. Hes an adventurous man is David. I dont believe theres any hole of dirty water or mud on the face o this earth that he wouldnt go down to the bottom of if he was dared to it. Hes fond of speculatin too, ever since that trip to the China seas. You must know, Mrs Rooney, if your husband hasnt told you already, that we divers, many of us, have our pet schemes for makin fortunes, and some of us have tried to come across the Spanish dubloons that are said to lie on the sea-bottom off many parts of our coast where the Armada was lost.

Its jokin ye are, said Mrs Machowl, looking at Joe with a sly twinkle in her pretty eyes.

Jokin! No, indeed, I aint, rejoined the diver. Did Rooney never tell ye about the Spanish Armada?

Och! Hes bin sayin somethin about it now an again, but hes such a man for blarney that I never belave more nor half he says.

Sure aint that the very raison I tell ye always at laste twice as much as I know? said Rooney, lighting his pipe.

Well, my dear, continued Joe, the short an the long of it is, that about the year 1588, the Spaniards sent off a huge fleet of big ships to take Great Britain and Ireland by storm  once for all  and have done with it, but Providence had work for Britain to do, and sent a series o storms that wrecked nearly the whole Spanish fleet on our shores. Many of these vessels had plenty of gold dubloons on board, so when divin bells and dresses were invented, men began to try their hands at fishin it up, and, sure enough, some of it was actually found and brought up  especially off the shores of the island of Mull, in Scotland. They even went the length of forming companies in this country, and in Holland, for the purpose of recovering treasure from wrecks. Well, ever since then, up to the present time, there have been speculative men among divers, who have kept on tryin their hands at it. Some have succeeded; others have failed. David Maxwell is one of the lucky ones for the most part, and even when luck fails, he never comes by any loss, for hes a hard-workin man, an keeps a tight hold of whatever he makes, whether by luck or by labour.

But what about the bad-smellin job hes got on hand just now? asked Rooney.

Why, hes repairin the bottom of a gas tank. He got the job through recoverin some gold watches that were thrown into the Thames by some thieves, as they were bein chased over London Bridge. David found ten of em  one bein worth fifty pounds. Well, just at that time an experienced and hardy fellow was wanted for the gas-work business, so David was recommended. You know a gas tank, as to look an smell, is horrible enough to frighten a hippopotamus, but David went up to the edge of this tank by a ladder, and jumped in as cool as if hed bin jumpin into a bed with clean sheets. He stopped down five hours. Of course, in such filthy water, a light would have been useless. He had to do it all by feelin, nevertheless, they say, he made a splendid job of it,  the bed of clay and puddle, at the bottom, bein smoothed as flat amost as a billiard table,  besides fixin sixteen iron-plates for the gas-holder to rest on. He was to finish the job this afternoon, I believe. (See Note 1.)

Ah, hes a cute feller is David, observed Rooney, reflectively, as he watched a ring of smoke that rose from his pipe towards the ceiling. What dee intind to turn your hand to if you give up divin, Joe?

If! said Mrs Baldwin, with a peculiar intonation.

Well, when you give it up, said Rooney, with a bland smile.

Im not rightly sure, replied Joe. In the first place, Ill watch for the leadings of Providence, for without that, I cannot expect success. Then Ill go and see Mr Berrington, who has just returned, they say, from his wedding trip. My own wish is to become a sort of missionary among the poor people hereabouts.

Why, Joe, said his friend, youve bin that, more or less, for years past.

Ay, at odd times, returned Joe, but I should like to devote all my time to it now.

In pursuance of his plan the ex-diver went the following morning to the sea-shore, and walked in the direction of Sea Cottage, following the road that bordered the sands.

Near to that cottage, about two hundred yards from it, stood a small but very pretty villa. Joe knew its name to be Sea-beach Villa, and understood that it was the abode of his former master and friend, Edgar Berrington. There was a lovely garden in front, full to overflowing with flowers of every name and hue, and trellis-work bowers here and there, covered with jessamine and honeysuckle. A sea-shell walk led to the front door. Up this walk the diver sauntered, and applied the knocker.

The door was promptly opened by a very small, sharp-eyed domestic.

Is your master at home, my dear? asked Joe, kindly.

I aint got no master, replied the girl.

No! returned Joe, in some surprise. Your missus then?

My missus dont live ere. Im ony loaned to this ouse, said the small domestic; loaned by Miss Pritty for two days, till they find a servant gal for themselves.

Oh! said Joe, with a smile, is the gentleman who borrowed you within?

No, e aint, replied the small domestic.

At that moment Mr Hazlit walked up the path, and accosted Joe.

Ah, you want to see my son-in-law? He had not yet returned. I expect him, however, to-day. Perhaps, if you call in the afternoon, or to-morrow morning, you may

He was interrupted by the sound of wheels. Next moment a carriage dashed round the corner of the garden wall, and drew up in front of the house. Before the old gentleman had clearly realised the fact, he found himself being smothered by one of the prettiest girls in all England, and Joe felt his hand seized in a grasp worthy of a diver.

While Aileen dragged her father into the villa, in order to enable him to boast ever after that he had received the first kiss she ever gave under her own roof, Edgar led Joe to a trellis-work arbour, and, sitting down beside him there, said:  

Come, Joe, I know you want to see me about something. While these two are having it out indoors, you and I can talk here.

First, Mister Eddy, said Joe, holding out his big horny hand, let me congratulate you on comin home. May the Lord dwell in your house, and write His name in your two hearts.

Amen! returned Edgar, again grasping the divers hand. My dear wife and I expect to have that prayer answered in our new home, for we put up a similar one before entering it. And now, Joe, what is it that you want?

Well, sir, the fact is, that my old woman thinks since I smashed my shoulder, that its high time for me to give up divin, and take to lighter work; but I didnt know you were comin home to-day, sir. I thought youd been home some days already, else I wouldnt have come to you, but

Never mind, Joe. Theres no time like the present  go on.

Thus encouraged, Joe explained his circumstances and desires. When he had ended, Edgar remained silent for some minutes.

Joe, he said at length, you used to be fond of gardening. Have you forgotten all about it?

Why, not quite, sir, but

Stay  Ill come back in a few minutes, said Edgar, rising hastily, and going into the house.

In a few minutes he returned with his wife.

Joe, said he, Mrs Berrington has something to say to you.

Mr Baldwin, said Aileen, with a peculiar smile, I am greatly in want of a gardener. Can you tell me where I am likely to find one, or can you recommend one?

Joe, who was a quick-witted fellow, replied with much gravity:  

No Miss  maam, I mean  I cant.

Thats a pity, returned Aileen, with a little frown of perplexity; I am also much in want of a cook  do you know of one?

No, maam, said Joe, I dont.

What a stupid, unobservant fellow you must be, Joe, said Edgar, not to be able to recommend a cook or a gardener, and you living, as I may say, in the very midst of such useful personages. Now, Aileen, I can recommend both a cook and a gardener to you.

You see, maam, interrupted Joe, with profound gravity, and an earnestness of manner that quite threw his questioners off their guard, this is an occasion when you may learn a valuable lesson at the outset of wedded life, so to speak  namely, that it is much safer an wiser, when you chance to be in a difficulty, to apply to your husband for information than to the likes of me; you see, hes ready with what you want at a moments notice.

Aileen and Edgar were upset by this; they both laughed heartily, and then the former said:  

Now, Mr Baldwin, we wont beat any longer about the bush. We have not succeeded in getting a cook, being in the meantime obliged to content ourselves with a temporary loan of the green-grocers wife, and of Miss Prittys small domestic; therefore I want to engage your wife, who is at present, I believe, open to an engagement. We are also unprovided with a man to tend our garden, look after our pony, and help me in the missionary work, in which I hope immediately to be engaged in this town. Do you accept that situation?

Aileen said this with such an earnest irresistible air, that Joe Baldwin struck his colours on the spot, and said, I do! with nearly as much fervour as Edgar had said these words six weeks before.

The thing was settled then and there, for Joe felt well assured that his amiable Susan would have no objection to such an arrangement.

Now, while this was going on in the bower, Mr Hazlit, observing that his children were occupied with something important, sauntered down the sea-shell road in the direction of his own cottage. Here he met Miss Pritty.

The sight of her mild innocent face called up a thought. Dozens of other thoughts immediately seized hold of the first thought, and followed it. Mr Hazlit was sometimes, though not often, impulsive. He took Miss Prittys hand without saying a word, drew her arm within his own, and led her into the cottage.

Miss Pritty, he said, sitting down and pointing to a chair, you have always been very kind to my daughter.

She has always been very kind  very kind  to me, answered Miss Pritty, with a slight look of surprise.

True  there is no doubt whatever about that, returned Mr Hazlit, but just now I wish to refer to your kindness to her. You came, unselfishly, at great personal inconvenience, to China, at my selfish request, and for her sake you endured horrors in connection with the sea, of which I had no conception until I witnessed your sufferings. I am grateful for your self-sacrificing kindness, and am now about to take a somewhat doubtful mode of showing my gratitude, namely, by asking you to give up your residence in town, and come to be my housekeeper  my companion and friend.

Mr Hazlit paused, and Miss Pritty, looking at him with her mild eyes excessively wide open, gave no audible expression to her feelings or sentiments, being, for the moment, bereft of the power of utterance.

You see, continued Mr Hazlit, in a sad voice, looking slowly round the snug parlour, I shall be a very lonely man now that my darling has left my roof. And you must not suppose, Miss Pritty, that I ask you to make any engagement that would tie you, even for a year, to a life that you might not relish. I only ask you to come and try it. If you find that you prefer a life of solitude, unhampered in any way, you will only have to say so at any time  a month, a week, after coming here  and I will cheerfully, and without remonstrance, reinstate you in your old home  or a similar one  exactly as I found you, even to your small domestic, who may come here and be your private maid if you choose.

Miss Pritty could not find it in her heart to refuse an offer so kindly made. The matter was therefore settled then and there, just as that of the diver and his wife had been arranged next door.

Is it necessary to say that both arrangements were found, in course of time, to answer admirably? Miss Pritty discovered that housekeeping was her forte, and that she possessed powers of comprehension, in regard to financial matters connected with the payment of debts and dividends, such as she had all her previous life believed to be unattainable anywhere, save in the Bank of England or on the Stock Exchange.

Mrs Baldwin discovered that cooking was her calling  the end for which she had been born  although discovered rather late in life. Joe made the discovery that gardening and stable-work were very easy employments in the Berrington household, and that his young mistress kept him uncommonly busy amongst the poor of the town, encouraging him to attend chiefly to their spiritual wants, though by no means neglectful of their physical. In these matters he became also agent and assistant to Mr Hazlit  so that the gardening and stable-tending ultimately became a mere sham, and it was found necessary to provide a juvenile assistant, in the person of the green-grocers eldest boy, to fill these responsible posts.

The green-grocer himself, and his wife, discovered that Christian influence, good example, and kind words, were so attractive and powerful as to induce them, insensibly, to begin a process of imitation, which ended, quite naturally, in a flourishing business and a happy home.

The small domestic also made a discovery or two. She found that a kitchen with a view of the open sea from its window, and a reasonable as well as motherly companion to talk to, was, on the whole, superior to a kitchen with a window opening up a near prospect of bricks, and the companionship of black pots and beetles.

At first, Aileen travelled a good deal with her husband in his various business expeditions, and thus visited many wild, romantic, and out-o-the-way parts of our shores; but the advent of a juvenile Berrington put a sudden stop to that, and the flow of juvenile Berringtons that followed induced her to remain very much at home. This influx of little strangers induced the building of so many wings to Sea-beach Villa, that its body at last became lost in its wings, and gave rise to a prophecy that it would one day rise into the air and fly away: up to the present time, however, this remains a portion of unfulfilled prophecy.

Mr Hazlit became rich again, not indeed so rich as at first, but comfortably rich. Nevertheless, he determined to remain comparatively poor, in order that he might pay his debts to the uttermost farthing. His cottage by the sea had comforts in it, but nothing that could fairly be styled a luxury, except, of course, a luxurious army of well-trained grandchildren, who invaded his premises every morning with terrific noise, and kept possession until fairly driven out by force of arms.

Rooney Machowl and David Maxwell stuck to their colours manfully. They went into partnership, and continued for years struggling together at the bottom of the sea. Mrs Machowl tended the amiable Teddy during the early, or chokable period of infancy, but when he had safely passed that season, his father took him in hand, and taught him to dive. He began by tumbling him into a washing-tub at odd times, in order to accustom him to water. Then, when a little older, he amused himself by occasionally throwing him off the end of the pier, and jumping in to save him. Afterwards he initiated him into the mysteries of the dress, the helmet, the life-line, the air-pipe, etcetera, and, finally, took him down bodily to the bottom of the sea. At last, Teddy became as good and fearless a diver as his father. He was also the pride of his mother.

One afternoon  a bright glowing afternoon  in the autumn of the year, Mr Hazlit sat in a favourite bower in the garden of his cottage, with Aileen on one side of him, and Edgar on the other. At the foot of the garden a miscellaneous group of boys, girls, and babies, of all ages, romped and rolled upon the turf. In front lay the yellow sands, and, beyond, the glorious glittering sea rolled away to the horizon.

Mr Hazlit had just been commenting on their happy condition as compared with the time when they knew not God. The children having just romped themselves into a state of exhaustion, were reasonably quiet, and the sun was setting in floods of amber and gold.

What a peaceful evening! remarked Aileen.

How different, said Edgar, from that of which it is the anniversary! Dont you remember that this is the evening of the day in which we attacked the Malay pirates long ago?

So it is. I had forgotten, said Mr Hazlit.

Dinner, sir, said a boy in buttons, who bore a marked resemblance to the green-grocers wife.

As he spoke a stout gentleman opened the garden gate and walked up the path leading to the bower. At the same moment Miss Pritty issued from the house and echoed the green-grocers boys announcement.

They were all silent as the stout gentleman approached.

What! can it be? cried Edgar, starting up in excitement.

The captain! exclaimed Mr Hazlit.

Impossible! murmured Aileen.

Pirates! cried Miss Pritty, turning deadly white, and preparing to fall into Edgars arms, but curiosity prevented her.

There could be no mistake. The bright glittering eyes, the black beard and moustache, the prominent nose, the kindly smile, the broad chest and shoulders, revealed unquestionably the captain of the Rajahs gun-boat.

Miraculous! cried Edgar, as he wrung the captains right hand. We were just talking of the great fight of which this is the anniversary.

Amazing coincidence! exclaimed Mr Hazlit, seizing the other hand.

Not so much of a coincidence as it seems, however, said the captain with a laugh, as he shook hands with the ladies, for I made arrangements on purpose to be here on the anniversary day, thinking that it might add to the interest of my visit.

And to come just at dinner-time too, said Miss Pritty, who had recovered.

Another coincidence, observed Aileen, with an arch look.

Come  come in  here, this way, captain, cried Mr Hazlit, dragging his friend by the hand. Welcome  heartily welcome to Sea Cottage.

The captain submitted to be dragged; to be placed by the side of Aileen; to be overwhelmed with kindness by the elder members of the family, and with questions by the younger members, who regarded him as a hero of romance quite equal, if not superior, to Jack the Giant-killer.

But how can we describe what followed? It is impossible. We can only say that the evening was one of a thousand. All the battles were fought over again. The captain came out strong for the benefit of the youngsters, and described innumerable scenes of wild adventure in which he had been personally engaged. And to cap it all, after dinner, when they went out into the garden, and were seated in floods of moonlight in the bower, two men opened the garden gate and made for the back kitchen, with the evident intention of calling on the cook. These were discovered to be Rooney Machowl and David Maxwell.

Of course they were made to come and shake hands with their old commander, the captain, and gradually got into a talk, and laughed a good deal at the recollection of old times, insomuch that the noise they made drew Joe Baldwin to the scene, and, as a natural result, this led the conversation into divers channels  among others to life and adventure at the bottom of the sea, and there is no saying how long they might have talked there if a cloud had not obliterated the moon, and admonished them that the night was at hand.

And now, good reader, with regret we find that our tale has reached its close. We may not have added much to your knowledge, but if we have, in any degree, interested you in the characters we have summoned to our little stage, or in the incidents that have been enacted thereon, we shall not have wrought in vain, for the subject into which you have consented to dive with us is not only an interesting, but a dangerous one  involving as it does the constant risking of manly lives, the well-being of large communities, the progress of important industries, and the salvation of much valuable property to the world at large.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Wild Karroo.

A solitary horseman  a youth in early manhood  riding at a snails pace over the great plains, or karroo, of South Africa. His chin on his breast; his hands in the pockets of an old shooting-coat; his legs in ragged trousers, and his feet in worn-out boots. Regardless of stirrups, the last are dangling. The reins hang on the neck of his steed, whose head may be said to dangle from its shoulders, so nearly does its nose approach the ground. A felt hat covers the youths curly black head, and a double-barrelled gun is slung across his broad shoulders.

We present this picture to the reader as a subject of contemplation.

It was in the first quarter of the present century that the youth referred to  Charlie Considine by name  rode thus meditatively over that South African karroo. His depression was evidently not due to lack of spirit, for, when he suddenly awoke from his reverie, drew himself up and shook back his hair, his dark eyes opened with something like a flash. They lost some of their fire, however, as he gazed round on the hot plain which undulated like the great ocean to the horizon, where a line of blue indicated mountains.

The truth is that Charlie Considine was lost  utterly lost on the karroo! That his horse was in the same lost condition became apparent from its stopping without orders and looking round languidly with a sigh.

Come, Rob Roy, said the youth, gathering up the reins and patting the steeds neck, this will never do. You and I must not give in to our first misfortune. No doubt the want of water for two days is hard to bear, but we are strong and young both of us. Come, lets try at least for a sheltering bush to sleep under, before the sun goes down.

Animated by the cheering voice, if not by the words, of its rider, the horse responded to the exhortation by breaking into a shuffling canter.

After a short time the youth came in sight of what appeared to be a herd of cattle in the far distance. In eager expectation he galloped towards them and found that his conjectures were correct. They were cattle in charge of one of that lowest of the human race, a Bushman. The diminutive, black-skinned, and monkey-faced creature was nearly naked. He carried a sheepskin kaross, or blanket, on his left shoulder, and a knobbed stick, or kerrie, in his right hand.

Can you speak English? asked Considine as he rode up.

The Bushman looked vacant and made no reply.

Where is your masters house? asked the youth.

A stare was the only answer.

Cant you speak, you dried-up essence of stupidity! exclaimed Charlie with impatience.

At this the Bushman uttered something with so many klicks, klucks, and gurgles in it that his interrogator at once relinquished the use of the tongue, and took to signs, but with no better success, his efforts having only the effect of causing the mouth of the Bushman to expand from ear to ear. Uttering a few more klicks and gurgles, he pointed in the direction of the setting sun. As Considine could elicit no fuller information he bade him a contemptuous farewell and rode away in the direction indicated.

He had not gone far when a dark speck became visible on the horizon directly in front.

Ho! Rob, he exclaimed, that looks like something  a bush, is it? If so, we may find water there, who knows  eh? No, it cant be a bush, for it moves, he added in a tone of disappointment. Why, I do believe its an ostrich! Well, if we cant find anything to drink, Ill try to get something to eat.

Urging his jaded steed into a gallop, the youth soon drew near enough to discover that the object was neither bush nor ostrich, but a horseman.

The times of which we write were unsettled. Considine, although lost, was sufficiently aware of his whereabouts to understand that he was near the north-eastern frontier of Cape Colony. He deemed it prudent, therefore, to unsling his gun. On drawing nearer he became convinced from the appearance of the stranger that he could not be a Kafir. When close enough to perceive that he was a white man, mounted and armed much like himself, he re-slung his gun, waved his cap in token of friendship, and galloped forward with the confidence of youth.

The stranger proved to be a young man of about his own age  a little over twenty  but much taller and more massive in frame. He was, indeed, a young giant, and bestrode a horse suitable to his weight. He was clad in the rough woollen and leathern garments worn by the frontier farmers, or boers, of that period, and carried one of those long heavy flint-lock guns, or roers, which the Dutch-African colonist then deemed the most effective weapon in the universe.

Well met! exclaimed Considine heartily, as he rode up.

Humph! that depends on whether we meet as friends or foes, replied the stranger, with a smile on his cheerful countenance that accorded ill with the caution of his words.

Well met, I say again, whether we be friends or foes, returned Considine still more heartily, for if we be friends we shall fraternise; if we be foes we shall fight, and I would rather fight you for love, hate, or fun, than die of starvation in the karroo.

What is your name, and where do you come from? demanded the stranger.

One question at a time, if you please, answered the youth. My name is Charles Considine. What is yours?

Hans Marais.

Well, Mr Marais, I come from England, which is my native home. In the coming I managed to get wrecked in Table Bay, landed at Capetown, joined a frontier farmer, and came up here  a long and roughish journey, as probably you know, and as my garments testify. On the way I lost my comrades, and in trying to find them lost myself. For two days nothing in the shape of meat or drink has passed my lips, and my poor horse has fared little better in the way of drink, though the karroo-bush has furnished him with food enough to keep his bones together. So now, you have my biography in brief, and if you be a man possessed of any powers of sympathy, you will know what to do.

The young Dutchman held out his huge hand, which Considine grasped and shook warmly.

Come, he said, while a slight smile played on his bronzed countenance; I have nothing here to give you, but if you will come with me to yon koppie you shall have both meat and drink.

The koppie to which he referred was a scarce discernible knoll on the horizon.

Hans Marais seemed to be a man of few words, for he turned and galloped away, without for some time uttering another syllable to his companion. As for Considine, the thought of once more feasting on any sort of meat and drink was so fascinating, in his then ravenous condition, that he cared for nought else, and followed his guide in silence.

Soon the herbage on the plain became more luxuriant, and in half an hour the two horsemen found themselves riding among scattered groups of mimosa bushes, the thorns of which were from three to five inches long, while their sweet fragrance scented the whole atmosphere.

On reaching the ridge of one of the undulations of the plain, Hans Marais drew rein and gazed intently towards the distant horizon. At the same time Considines horse pricked up its ears, pawed the ground, and exhibited unwonted signs of a desire to advance.

Hallo, Rob! exclaimed its master, whats wrong with you?

Your horse has been gifted by his Maker with a power, said Hans, which has been denied to man. He scents water. But before he shall taste it he must help me to procure fresh meat. Do you see the boks on that koppie?

Do you mean those white specks like ostrich eggs on the hillock to the right of the big bush?

The same. These are springboks. Ride away down by that hollow till you get somewhat in their rear, and then drive them in the direction of that clump of bushes on our left, just under the sun.

Without waiting for a reply Hans rode off at a gallop, and Considine proceeded to obey orders.

A few minutes sufficed to bring him close to the springboks, which beautiful antelopes no sooner observed him than, after one brief gaze of surprise, they bounded away in the direction of the bushes indicated by Hans,  conscious apparently of their superior fleetness, for they seemed in no great haste, but leaped about as if half in play, one and another taking an occasional spring of six feet or more into the air. As they passed the bushes towards which Considine drove them, a white puff was seen to burst from them, and the huge roer of Hans Marais sent forth its bellowing report. It seemed as if the entire flock of boks had received an electric shock, so high did they spring into the air. Then they dashed off at full speed, leaving one of their number dead upon the plain.

When Considine came up he found that Hans had already disembowelled the springbok, and was in the act of fastening the carcase on his horse behind the saddle. Remounting immediately, the hunter galloped towards a mound, on the top of which the bushes formed a dense brake. Skirting this till he reached the other side, he pulled up, exclaiming  

There, youll find good water in the hollow; go drink, while I prepare supper on the koppie.

Considine went off at once. Indeed, he could not have done otherwise, for his impatient horse took the bit in its mouth and galloped towards a small pool of water, which was so yellow with mud that it resembled thin pea-soup.

Thirsty though he was, the youth could not help smiling at his new friends idea of good water, but he was not in a condition to be fastidious. Jumping out of the saddle, he lay down on his breast, dipped his lips into the muddy liquid, and drank with as much enjoyment as if the beverage had been nectar  or Bass. Rob Roy also stood, in a state of perfect bliss, in the middle of the pool, sucking the water in with unwearied vigour. It seemed as if man and horse had laid a wager as to who should drink most. At last, the point of utmost capacity in both was reached, and they retired with a sigh of contentment, Rob Roy to browse on the plain, and his master to betake himself to the encampment on the knoll, where Hans Marais quickly supplied him with glorious steaks of springbok venison.

Isnt it an enjoyable thing to eat when one is hungry, eh? said Considine, after half an hours silent devotion to the duty in hand. Why, where got you that?

He referred to an ostrich egg which his companion had taken from a saddle-bag, and in one end of which he was busy boring a hole.

Found it in the sand just before I found you, said Hans. Did you ever eat one?

No, never.

Well then, you shall do so now, and Ill show you how the niggers here make an omelet.

He planted the huge egg in the hot ashes as he spoke, and kept stirring its contents with a piece of stick until sufficiently cooked.

Not bad,  eh?

Glorious! exclaimed Considine, smacking his lips.

Both youths continued to smack their lips over the egg until it was finished, after which Charlie pronounced it not only a glorious but a satisfying morsel. This was doubtless true, for an ostrich egg is considered equal to twenty-four hens eggs.

Returning to the springbok steaks, the half-starved youth continued his repast, while Hans Marais, having finished, extended his huge frame beside the camp-fire, leaned upon his saddle, and smoked his pipe in benignant contemplation of his companion.

This is pleasant! said Charlie, pausing, with a sigh, and looking up.

Ja, it is pleasant, replied Hans.

Ja! repeated Charlie, quoting the Dutch Yes of the other; are you a Dutchman?

I am; at least I am a Cape colonist descended from Dutchmen. Why are you surprised?

Because, replied his companion, while he prepared another steak over the embers, you speak English so well that I could not have known it. How came you to learn the language so perfectly?

My father, being wiser than some of his friends and neighbours, said Hans, sent me to Capetown to be educated. I suppose that is the reason. We dwelt in the western part of the colony then, and I was the eldest of the family. When a number of us Dutchmen left that part of the country  being disgusted with the Government,  and came up here, my brothers and sister had to be taken from school. This was a pity, for education taught me to know that education is an inestimable blessing  the want of it a heavy misfortune.

True, remarked Considine. But being still too busy with the steaks to pursue the subject he merely added Does your father live near this?

About seven hours ride, which, as I daresay you know, is forty-two miles. You shall go home with me to-morrow.

How many are there of you? asked Considine, looking at the young Dutchman over a bone. Excuse my being so impolite, he added, but dyou know, one feels horribly like a tiger after a two days fast.

Dont stand on ceremony, said the other, with a laugh. When you are satisfied we can converse. There are fifteen of us: father, mother, sister, and eleven boys besides myself. Ill tell you about them all after supper; meanwhile Ill go fetch the horses, for there are lions about, as I daresay you know, and some of them are nearly as ravenous as yourself.

Hans rose, put his pipe in the band of his broad-brimmed hat, and sauntered heavily out of the thicket.

In a few minutes he returned, leading the horses, and then busied himself in surrounding the camp with an almost impenetrable wall of mimosa-thorn branches, the spikes of which were so tremendous that it seemed as if nothing smaller than an elephant could force its way through. This done, he sat down and quietly refilled his pipe, while Considine, having at last finished his meal, drew the embers of the fire together, disposed his limbs comfortably on the ground, lay back on his saddle, and prepared to enjoy a contemplative gaze at the cheering blaze and an interrogative conversation with his new friend.

Do you smoke? asked Hans.

No.

Why?

Because it makes me sick, and I dont like it.

Hans looked surprised. This was a new idea to him, and he sat for some time pondering it; indeed, we may say with truth that he smoked it In a few minutes he looked earnestly at the youth, and asked why he came to the Cape.

To make my fortune, answered Considine.

Fortunes are not easily made at the Cape, was the grave reply. My father has been making his fortune for the last quarter of a century, and its not made yet.  Why did you choose the Cape?

I didnt choose it.

No? said the Dutchman, with a look of surprise.

No, responded the Englishman; my coming here was not a matter of choice: it was necessity. Come, I will make a confidant of you and relate my history. Dont be alarmed, I wont keep you up all night with prosy details. My life, as you may see, has not yet been a long one, and until this year it has been comparatively uneventful.

He paused a few moments as if to recall the past, while his companion, picking his pipe with a mimosa thorn, settled himself to listen.

Father, mother, brothers, and sisters I have none, began Considine as he whittled a stick  a pastime, by the way, which is erroneously supposed to be an exclusively American privilege. Neither have I grandfathers, grandmothers, aunts, nephews, nieces, or anything else of the sort. They all died either before or soon after I was born. My only living relation is an uncle, who was my guardian. He is a sea-captain, and a good man, but tough. I bear him no ill-will. I would not speak disrespectfully of him; but he is tough, and, I incline to think, no better than he should be. Infancy and boyhood with squalling and schooling I pass over. My uncle ordered me to study for the medical profession, and I obeyed. Wishing to see a little of the world before finishing my course, I sailed in a vessel bound for Australia. We touched at Table Bay in passing. Obtaining leave, I went ashore at Capetown. The ship also went ashore  without leave  in company with six other ships, during a terrific gale which sprang up in the night. Our vessel became a total wreck. The crew were saved, but my effects went with the cargo to the bottom. Fortunately, however, I had carried ashore with me the little cash I possessed.

I found the Capetown people very kind. One of them took me by the hand and offered me employment, but I preferred to proceed into the interior with a trader and work or shoot my way, in order to save my money. No trader being about to start at that time, I was obliged to accept the offer of a frontier farmer, who, for a small sum, agreed to allow me to accompany his waggons, on condition that I should make myself generally useful. I grudged the cash, but closed with the offer, and next day started on our journey of six hundred miles  such being the distance we had to go, according to my employer or comrade, Jan Smit.

Who? exclaimed Hans, with sudden energy.

Jan Smit, repeated Considine. Do you know him?

Ja  but go on, said Hans, with a nod and a smile.

Well, I soon found that my Dutch comrade

Hes only half Dutch, interrupted Hans. His mother was Dutch, but his father is English.

Well, Dutch or English, he is the most unmitigated scoundrel I ever met.

Ja, muttered Hans, he is.

And I soon found that my trip of pleasure became a trip of torment. It is true we shot plenty of game  lions among the rest  but in camp the man was so unbearable that disgust counterbalanced all the pleasure of the trip. I tried hard to get the better of him by good-humour and jollity, but he became so insolent at last that I could not stand it. Three days ago when I asked him how far we were from his farm, he growled that it wasnt far off now; whereupon I could not refrain from saying that I was glad to hear it, as we should soon have the pleasure of parting company. This put him in a rage. He kicked over the pot containing part of our breakfast, and told me I might part company then and there if I pleased. My temper does not easily go, but it went at last. I jumped up, saddled my horse, mounted, and rode away. Of course I lost myself immediately, and for two days have been trying to find myself, without success, mourning over my fate and folly, and fasting from necessity. But for my opportune meeting with you, Mr Marais, it might have gone hard with me and my poor horse, for the want of water had well-nigh floored us both.

Youll never make your fortune by doctoring on the frontier, said Hans, after a few minutes silence. Nobody gets ill in this splendid climate  besides, we couldnt afford to waste time in that way. People here usually live to a great age, and then go off without the assistance of a doctor. What else can you turn your hand to?

Anything, replied Considine, with the overweening confidence of youth.

Which means nothing, I suspect, said the Dutchman, for Jack-of-all-trades is proverbially master of none.

It may be so, retorted the other, nevertheless, without boasting, I may venture to assert  because I can prove it  that I am able to make tables, chairs, chests, and such-like things, besides knowing something of the blacksmiths trade. In regard to doctoring, I am not entitled to practise for fees, not yet being full-fledged  only a third-year student  but I may do a little in that way for love, you know. If you have a leg, for instance, that wants amputating, I can manage it for you with a good carving-knife and a cross-cut saw. Or, should a grinder give you annoyance, any sort of pincers, small enough to enter your mouth, will enable me to relieve you.

At this Hans smiled and displayed a set of brilliant grinders, which did not appear likely to give him annoyance for some time to come.

Can you shoot? asked Hans, laying his hand on his companions double-barrelled gun, which lay on the ground between them, and which, with its delicate proportions and percussion-locks, formed a striking contrast to the battered, heavy, flint-lock weapon of the Dutchman.

Ay, to some extent, as the lions skins in Jan Smits waggon can testify.  By the way, added Considine quickly, you said that you knew Smit. Can you tell me where he lives? because I still owe him the half of the money promised for permission to accompany him on this trip, and should not like to remain his debtor.

Ja, I know where he lives. Hes a bad specimen of a Dutch farmer in every respect, except as to size. He lives quite close to our farm  mores the pity!  and is one of those men who do their best to keep up bad feeling between the frontier-men and the Kafirs. The evil deeds of men such as he are represented in England, by designing or foolish persons, as being characteristic of the whole class of frontier farmers, hence we are regarded as a savage set, while, in my humble opinion, we are no worse than the people of other colonies placed in similar circumstances  perhaps better than some of them. Do you know anything of our past history?

Not much, replied Considine, throwing away the remnant of the stick he had been whittling, and commencing on another piece. Of course I know that the Cape was first doubled by the Portuguese commander Bartholomew Diaz in, I think, 1486, and after him by Vasco de Gama, and that the Dutch formed the first settlement on it under Van Riebeek in 1652, but beyond this my knowledge of Cape history and dates is hazy and confused. I know, however, that your forefathers mismanaged the country for about a century and a half, after which it finally came into possession of the British in 1806.

Humph! ejaculated Hans, while a shade of displeasure flitted for a moment across his broad visage. Tis a pity your reading had not extended farther, for then you would have learned that from 1806 the colony has been mismanaged by your countrymen, and the last fruit of their mismanagement has been a bloody war with the Kafirs, which has only just been concluded. Peace has been made only this year, and the frontier is now at rest. But who will rebuild the burned homesteads of this desolated land? who will reimburse the ruined farmers? above all, who will restore the lost lives?

The young Dutchmans eyes kindled, and his stern face flushed as he spoke, for although his own homestead had escaped the ruthless savage, friends and kindred had suffered deeply in the irruption referred to, which took place in 1819, and one or two of his intimate comrades had found early graves in the wild karroo.

Considine, sympathising with his companions feelings, said, I doubt not that you have much to complain of, for there is no colony under the sun that escapes from the evil acts of occasional bad or incompetent Governors. But pray do not extend your indignation to me or to my countrymen at large, for few of us know the true merits of your case. And tell me, what was the origin of the war which has just ended?

The young farmers anger had passed away as quickly as it came. Letting his bulky frame sink back into the reclining position from which he had partially risen, he replied  

Just the old story  self-will and stupidity. That domineering fellow Lord Charles Somerset, intending to check the plundering of the colony by Kafirs, chose to enter into treaties with Gaika as paramount chief of Kafirland, although Gaika himself told him plainly that he was not paramount chief. Of course the other chiefs were indignant, and refused to recognise such treaties. They did more: they made war on Gaika, and beat him, whereupon Somerset, instead of leaving the niggers to fight their own battles, must needs send a great commando of military and burghers to restore Gaika to his so-called supremacy. This was done. The chief Tslambi was driven from his villages, and no fewer than 11,000 head of cattle were handed over to Gaika. While this was going on at the eastern frontier, the Kafirs invaded the colony at other points, drove in the small military posts, ravaged the whole land, and even attacked the military headquarters at Grahamstown, where, however, they were defeated with great slaughter. After this a large force was sent to drive them out of their great stronghold, the Fish River bush. This was successfully accomplished, and then, at last, the right thing was done. The Governor met the Kafir chiefs, when it was agreed that they should evacuate the country between the Great Fish River and the Keiskamma, and that the territory so evacuated should form neutral ground. So matters stand at present, but I have no faith in Kafirs. It is their pride to lie, their business to make war, and their delight to plunder.

But is it not the same with all savages? asked Considine.

Doubtless it is, therefore no savages ought to be trusted, as civilised men are trusted, till they cease to be savages. We trust them too much. Time will show.  By the way, I hear that a new move is about to be attempted. Rumour says that your Government is going to send out a strong party of emigrants to colonise the eastern frontier. Is this true?

It is, replied Considine; I wonder that you have not heard all about it before now.

Good reasons for that. For one thing, I have just returned from a long trip into the north-western districts, and I have not been in the way of hearing news for some time. Besides, we have no newspapers in the colony. Everything comes to us by word of mouth, and that slowly. Tell me about this matter.

There is little to tell, returned Considine, replenishing the fire with a thick branch, which sent up a magnificent display of sparks and scared away a hyena and two jackals that had been prowling round the camp-fence. The fact is that there is a great deal of distress in England just now, and a redundant population of idlers, owing to the cessation of continental wars. This seems to have put it into the heads of some people in power to encourage emigration to the eastern part of this colony. In the House of Commons 50,000 pounds have been voted in aid of the plan, and it seems that when the proposal was first made public, no fewer than 90,000 would-be emigrants applied for leave to come out here. Of these I believe 4000 have been selected, and twenty-three vessels chartered to convey them out. This is all I could learn before I left England, but I suppose we shall have more light on the subject ere many months have gone by.

A good plan, said the Dutchman, with a grim smile, but I pity the emigrants!

As Considines head drooped at this point, and his eyes winked with that owlish look which indicates the approach of irresistible sleep, Hans Marais rose, and, spreading a large kaross or blanket of leopard skin on the ground, invited his companion to lie down thereon. The youth willingly complied, stretched himself beside the Dutchman, and almost instantly fell sound asleep. Hans spread a lighter covering over himself and his comrade, and, with his head on his saddle, lay for a long time gazing tranquilly at the stars, which shone with an intensity of lustre peculiar to that region of the southern hemisphere, while the yelling cries of jackals and the funereal moaning of spotted hyenas, with an occasional distant roar from the king of beasts, formed an appropriate lullaby.




Chapter Two.

Introduces a Cape Dutchman and his Family, and Shows the Uncertainty of Human Plans.

The break of day found Charlie Considine and Hans Marais galloping lightly over the karroo towards a range of mountains which, on the previous evening, had appeared like a faint line of blue on the horizon.

The sun was just rising in a blaze of splendour, giving promise of an oppressive day, when the horsemen topped a ridge beyond which lay the primitive buildings of a frontier farm.

Considine uttered an exclamation of surprise, and looked inquiringly at his companion.

My fathers farm, said Hans, drawing rein and advancing at a foot-pace.

A lovely spot, returned his companion, but I cannot say much for the buildings.

They are well suited to their purpose nevertheless, said Hans; besides, would it be wise to build fine houses for Kafirs to burn?

Is being burnt by Kafirs the necessary end of all frontier farms? asked Considine, with a smile.

Not the necessary, but the probable end. Many a one has been burnt in times gone by, and many a one will be burnt again, if the Government and people in England do not recognise and admit the two great facts, that the interest as well as the main desire of the frontier settler is peace, while the chief delight as well as business of the Kafir is war. But I suppose that you, being an Englishman, will not believe that until conviction is forced on you by experience.  Come, I will introduce you to one of those colonists who are supposed to be such discontented fire-eaters; I think he will receive you hospitably.

The young farmer put spurs to his horse as he spoke, and dashed away over the plain, closely followed by his new friend, who was not sorry to drop the conversation, being almost entirely ignorant of the merits of the question raised.

The style of the group of buildings to which they drew near was not entirely unfamiliar to Considine, for he had passed one or two similar farms, belonging to Cape Dutchmen, on his trip from the sea-coast to the interior. There were about this farm, however, a few prominent points of difference. The cottages, being built of sun-dried bricks, were little better than mud-huts, but there were more of them than Considine had hitherto seen on such farms, and the chief dwelling, in particular, displayed some touches of taste which betokened superior refinement in the inhabitants. The group lay in a hollow on the margin of an insignificant stream, whose course through the plain was marked by a thick belt of beautiful mimosa-bushes. Close to the houses, these mimosas, large enough to merit the title of trees, formed a green setting in which the farm appeared to nestle as if desirous of escaping the sunshine. A few cactus shrubs and aloes were scattered about in rear of the principal dwelling, in the midst of which stood several mud-huts resembling gigantic bee-hives. In these dwelt some of the Hottentot and other servants of the farm, while, a little to the right of them, on a high mound, were situated the kraals or enclosures for cattle and sheep. About fifty yards farther off, a clump of tall trees indicated the position of a garden, whose fruit-trees were laden with the blossoms or beginnings of a rich crop of peaches, lemons, oranges, apricots, figs, pears, plums, apples, pomegranates, and many other fruits and vegetables. This bright and fruitful gem, in the midst of the brown and apparently barren karroo, was chiefly due to the existence of a large enclosure or dam which the thrifty farmer had constructed about half a mile from the homestead, and the clear waters of which shimmered in the centre of the picture, even when prolonged drought had quite dried up the bed of its parent stream. The peaceful beauty of the scene was completed by its grand background of blue mountains.

A tall, powerful, middle-aged man, in a coarse cloth jacket, leathern trousers or crackers, and a broad-brimmed home-made hat, issued from the chief dwelling-house as the horsemen galloped up and drew rein. The sons of the family and a number of barking dogs also greeted them. Hans and Considine sprang to the ground, while two or three of the eleven brothers, of various ages  also in leathern crackers, but without coats or hats  came forward, kicked the dogs, and led the horses away.

Let me introduce a stranger, father, whom I have found  lost in the karroo, said Hans.

Welcome to Eden! Come in, come in, said Mynheer Conrad Marais heartily, as he shook his visitor by the hand.

Considine suitably acknowledged the hospitable greeting and followed his host into the principal room of his residence.

There was no hall or passage to the house. The visitor walked straight off the veldt, or plain, into the drawing-room  if we may so style it. The house door was also the drawing-room door, and it was divided transversely into two halves, whereby an open window could at any moment be formed by shutting the lower half of the door. There was no ceiling to the room. You could see the ridge-pole and rafters by looking up between the beams, on one of which latter a swallow  taking advantage of the ever open door and the general hospitality of the family  had built its nest. The six-foot sons almost touched the said nest with their heads; as to the smaller youths it was beyond the reach of most of them, but had it been otherwise no one would have disturbed the lively little intruder.

The floor of the apartment was made of hard earth, without carpet. The whitewashed walls were graced with various garments, as well as implements and trophies of the chase.

From the beams hung joints of meat, masses of dried flesh, and various kinds of game, large whips  termed sjamboks (pronounced shamboks)  made of rhinoceros or hippopotamus hide, leopard and lion skins, ostrich eggs and feathers, dried fruit, strings of onions, and other miscellaneous objects; on the floor stood a large deal table, and chairs of the same description  all home-made,  two waggon chests, a giant churn, a large iron pot, several wooden pitchers hooped with brass, and a side-table on which were a large brass-clasped Dutch Bible, a set of Dutch tea-cups, an urn, and a brass tea-kettle heated like a chafing-dish. On the walls and in corners were several flint-lock guns, and one or two of the short light javelins used by the Kafirs for throwing in battle, named assagais.

Three small doors led into three inner rooms, in which the entire family slept. There were no other apartments, the kitchen being an outhouse. On the centre table was spread a substantial breakfast, from which the various members of the family had risen on the arrival of the horsemen.

Considine was introduced to Mynheer Marais vrouw, a good-looking, fat, and motherly woman verging on forty,  and his daughter Bertha, a pretty little girl of eight or nine.

What is Mynheers name? was the matrons first question.

Mynheer replied that it was Charles Considine.

Was Mynheer English?

Yes, Mynheer was proud to acknowledge the fact.

Mrs Marais followed up these questions with a host of others  such as, the age and profession of Mynheer, the number of his relatives, and the object of his visit to South Africa. Mynheer Marais himself, after getting a brief outline of his sons meeting with the Englishman, backed the attack of his pleasant-faced vrouw by putting a number of questions as to the political state of Europe then existing, and the chances of the British Government seriously taking into consideration the unsatisfactory condition of the Cape frontier and its relations with the Kafirs.

To all of these and a multitude of other questions Charlie Considine replied with great readiness and good-humour, as far as his knowledge enabled him, for he began quickly to appreciate the fact that these isolated farmers, who almost never saw a newspaper were thirsting for information as to the world in general as well as with regard to himself in particular.

During this bombardment of queries the host and hostess were not forgetful to supply their young guest with the viands under which the substantial table groaned, while several of the younger members of the family, including the pretty Bertha, stood behind the rest and waited on them. With the exception of the host and hostess, none of the household spoke during the meal, all being fully occupied in listening eagerly and eating heartily.

When the Dutch fire began to slacken for want of ammunition, Considine retaliated by opening a British battery, and soon learned that Marais and his wife both claimed, and were not a little proud of, a few drops of French blood. Their progenitors on the mothers side, they said, were descended from one of the French Huguenot families which settled in the colony after the revocation of the Edict of Nantes.

You see, said Mynheer Marais, with a quiet smile of satisfaction, as he applied a boiled cob of mealies or Indian corn to his powerful teeth, our family may be said to be about two-thirds Dutch and one-third French. In fact, we have also a little English blood in our veins, for my great-grandfathers mother was English on the fathers side and Dutch on the mothers. Perhaps this accounts to some extent for my tendency to adopt some English and American ideas in the improvement of my farm, which is not a characteristic of my Cape-Dutch brethren.

So I have been told, and to some extent have seen, said Considine, with a sly glance; in fact they appear to be rather lazy than otherwise.

Not lazy, young sir, returned Marais with some emphasis. They are easy-going and easily satisfied, and not solicitous to add to their material comforts beyond a certain point  in short, contented with little, like Frenchmen, which is a praiseworthy condition of mind, commended in Holy Writ, and not disposed to make haste to be rich, like you English.

Ah, I see, rejoined Considine, who observed a twinkle in the eyes of some of Mynheers stalwart sons.

Yes, pursued the farmer, buttering another mealie-cob, and commencing to eat it with infinite gusto, you see, the Cape Dutchmen, although as fine a set of men as ever lived, are just a little too contented and slow; on the other hand, young sir, you English are much too reckless and fast

Just so, interrupted Considine, bowing his thanks to the hostess for a third venison-steak which she had put on his plate; the Dutch too slow, the English too fast, so that three parts Dutch, two parts French, and one part English  like a dash of seasoning  is, it seems, the perfect Marais mixture.

This remark produced a sudden and unintentional burst of laughter from the young Maraises, not so much on account of the excess of humour contained in it, as from the fact that never before had they heard a jest of any kind fabricated at the expense of their father, of whom they stood much in awe, and for whom they had a profound respect.

Conrad Marais, however, could take a joke, although not much given to making one. He smiled blandly over the edge of his mealie-cob.

Youre right, sir,  right; the mixture is not a bad one. The Dutch element gives steadiness, the English vigour, and the French spirit.  By the way, Arend, he continued, turning to one of his stout olive-branches, talking of spirit reminds me that you will have to go to work at that leak in the dam with more spirit than usual, for we cant afford to lose water in this dry weather. It is not finished, I think?

No, father, but we hope to get it done this afternoon.

Thats well. How many of you are at it?

David and I, with six Totties. Old Sam is ill, and none of the others can be spared to-day.

Cant some of your brothers help? asked the farmer. Losing water is as bad almost as losing gold.

Joseph meant to come, but he started at six this morning to look after the cattle. We hear that the Kafirs carried off some of Jan Smits sheep yesterday.

The black scoundrels! exclaimed Conrad Marais, with a growl and a frown, they are never at rest, either in times of peace or of war.

The frown passed as quickly as it came, and the genial smile habitual to the farmer resumed its place on his countenance as he ran his fingers through the thick masses of his iron-grey hair, and rose from the table.

Come, Mr Considine, he said, putting on his hat, are you disposed for a ride? I take a look round the farm every morning to see that things are going straight. Will you join me?

Of course Considine gladly assented, and Hans said he would accompany them, while the other sons  except of course the younger ones, and the baby who was Berthas special charge  went out to their various avocations.

A few minutes later the three horsemen were cantering over the plain.

During the ride, Considine was again questioned closely as to his future intentions and prospects, but without anything very satisfactory being evolved. At last Conrad Marais pulled up, after a long pause in the conversation, and while they advanced at a walk, said Well, Ive been thinking, and here is the outcome. You want work, Mr Considine, and I want a workman. Youve had a good education, which I count a priceless advantage. Some of my sons have had a little, but since I came here the young ones have had none at all worth mentioning. What say you to become a schoolmaster? You stop with me and give the youngsters as much as you think fit of whatever you know, and Ill give you house-room and food, with a small salary and a hearty welcome. You need not bind yourself. If you dont like it, you can leave it. If you do like it, you are welcome to stay as long as you please, and youll thus have an opportunity of looking about and deciding on your future plans. What say you?

Considine received the opening sentences of this proposal with a smile, but as the farmer went on he became grave, and at length seriously entertained the idea. After having slept a night over it he finally resolved to accept the offer, and next day was fairly installed as dominie and a member of the farmers family. School-books were ferreted out from the bottom of family chests; a Hottentots (or Totties) mud-hut was converted into a schoolroom; six of the farmers sons  beginning almost at the foot of the scale  formed a class. Reading, writing, and arithmetic were unfolded to youthful and not unwilling minds, even Latin was broached by the eldest of the six, and, during a separate hour in the evening, French was taught to Bertha. Everything, in short, was put in train, and, as Considine expressed it, the Marais Academy was going full swing, when an event occurred which instantly sent French and Latin to the right-about and scattered the three Rs to the four winds.

This was nothing less than an order from the Colonial Government to the Field Cornets on the frontier to engage waggons and oxen from the farmers, to be sent to Algoa Bay for the purpose of conveying the British immigrants  expected in a few weeks  from the coast to the various locations destined for their reception.

Among others, Conrad Marais was to send two waggons and spans of oxen, each span consisting of eighteen animals. Hans Marais was to go in charge, and Hans resolved to have Considine as a companion, for the journey down to the coast was long  about 160 miles,  and the two youths had formed so strong an attachment during their short acquaintance that Considine was as anxious to go as his friend could desire.

Conrad Marais, having no objection to this arrangement, the oxen were inspanned, and the day following that on which the order was received they set off towards the shores of the Indian Ocean.

Having to pass the residence of Jan Smit on the way, Considine seized the opportunity to visit his former cross-grained companion and pay his debt.

Jan Smit was in a more savage humour than usual when the young man walked up to his dwelling. The farmers back was towards him as he approached. He stood nervously switching a sjambok in his right hand, while he stormed in Dutch at three of his unfortunate people, or rather slaves. One was a sturdy Hottentot named Ruyter, one a Malay named Abdul Jemalee, both of whom had travelled with Considine on the up journey. The third was the Bushman whom he had encountered when lost on the karroo, and who, owing to his inveterate stupidity, had been named Booby.

They had all been implicated in the recent loss of cattle suffered by their savage master, who had already flogged the Bushman with the sjambok and was furiously interrogating the Hottentot. At last he gave him a tremendous cut across the shoulders, which immediately raised a dark red bar thereon.

Ruyters black eyes flashed. He did not wince, but drew himself quickly up like a man about to retaliate. Jan Smit observing and resenting the action, at once knocked him down.

Ruyter slowly rose and staggered away just as Considine came up. The youth could not resist the inclination to exclaim Shame!

Who dares cried Jan Smit, turning fiercely round. He paused in mute surprise at sight of his former companion.

I dare! said Considine sternly; many a time the word has been on my lips before, and now that it has passed them it may go. I came not here, however, to bully, or be bullied, but to pay my debt to you.

He drew out a leathern purse as he spoke, and the Dutchman, whose spirit was quelled both by the manner and the matter of his visitors remark, led the way to his domicile.

The house resembled that of Conrad Marais in form, but in nothing else. Everything in and around it was dirty and more or less dilapidated. There was no dam, no garden,  nothing, in short, but the miserable dwelling and a few surrounding huts, with the cattle kraal.

Having paid his debt, Considine did not vouchsafe another word, but returned at once to the waggons. On the way he overtook Ruyter.

My poor fellow, he said, have you no means of redress? Can you not complain to some one  some magistrate?

Complain! exclaimed the Hottentot fiercely, what de use of complain? No one care. Nobody listen  boh! no use complain.

The man had learnt a smattering of English. He was a short but very powerful fellow, and with a more intellectual head and countenance than is common to his race.

Where are you going just now, Ruyter? asked Considine, feeling that it was best to change the subject just then.

Go for inspan de waggin. Ordered down to Algoa Bay for bring up de white men.

Then we shall probably meet on the road, said Considine, for I am going to the same place. As he spoke, they came to a point where the road forked. The Hottentot, with a sulky Good-day, took that path which led towards Jan Smits cattle kraal, while Considine followed the other and rejoined his waggons. The two friends mounted their horses, the drivers set the ox-teams in motion, and the huge waggons lumbered slowly over the karroo towards the rising sun.




Chapter Three.

Describes the somewhat Curious Beginning of Settler-Life in South Africa.

Leaping over time and space with that hilarious mental bound which is so easy and enjoyable to writers and readers, let us fold our wings at early morn in the month of May, and drop down on the heights in the vicinity of Algoa Bay.

The general aspect of the bay is sandy and sterile. On its blue waters many large vessels lie at anchor. Some of them are trim, with furled sails and squared yards, as if they had been there for a considerable time. Others have sails and spars loose and awry, as if they had just arrived. From these latter many an emigrant eye is turned wistfully on the shore. The rising ground on which we stand is crowned by a little fortress, or fortified barrack, styled Fort Frederick, around which are the marquees of the officers of the 72nd regiment. Below, on the range of sandhills which fringe the beach, are pitched a multitude of canvas tents, and among these upwards of a thousand men, women, and children are in busy motion. There are only one or two small wooden houses visible, and three thatched cottages. Down at the waters edge, and deep in the surf, crowds of soldiers, civilians, and half-naked natives are busy hauling on the ropes attached to the large surfboats, which are covered to overflowing with human beings. Those in the boats, as well as those in the surf and on the beach, are in a state of high excitement, and more or less demonstrative, while the seamen from a neighbouring sloop of war, who manage the boats, shout to the people at the ropes. The replies of these are drowned, ever and anon, by the roar of falling rollers. These rollers, or great waves, calm though the morning be, come in with giant force from the mighty sea. They are the mere termination of the ocean-swell.

Reader, the scene before you marks an epoch of vast importance in South African history. It is the landing of the British Settlers in the year 1820. The spot is that on which now stands the flourishing commercial town of Port Elizabeth, styled, not inappropriately, by its inhabitants, the Liverpool of South Africa.

Standing near the stern of one of the surf-boats, his strong right hand grasping the gunwale, and his grave eyes fixed on the shore, one of the exiles from Scotland lifted his voice that day and said  

Hech, sirs! its but a puir, ill-faurd, outlandish sort o country. I wad fain hope the hieland hills of our location inland are mair pleasant-lookin than this.

Keep up your spirits, Sandy Black, observed a sturdy Highlander who stood at his side; those who know the country best say that our location is a splendid one  equal to Scotland itself, if not superior.

It may be so, Mr McTavish, replied Sandy, in a doubtful tone of voice, it may be so.

Hallo! suddenly and loudly exclaimed a dapper little man, whose voice betokened him English.

What ist, Jerry? demanded Sandy Black, turning his eyes seaward, in which direction Jerry was gazing.

The question needed no reply, for Sandy, and indeed all the various people in the barge who stood high enough on its sides or lading to be able to look over the gunwale, observed a mighty wave coming up behind them like a green wall.

Haul hard! roared the seamen in charge.

Ay, ay, shouted the soldiers on shore.

As they spoke the billow lifted the boat as if it had been a cork, fell under it with a deafening roar and bore it shoreward in a tumult of seething foam. Next moment the wave let it down with a crash and retired, leaving it still, however, in two or three feet of water.

Eh, man, but that was a dunt! exclaimed Sandy, tightening his hold on the gunwale, while several of his less cautious or less powerful neighbours were sent sprawling into the bottom of the boat among terrified women and children.

All was now bustle and tenfold excitement, for the soldiers on the beach hurried waist-deep into the sea for the purpose of carrying the future settlers on shore.

Thomas Pringle, the leader of the Scotch party, and who afterwards became known as the South African poet had previously landed in a gig. He gave an opportune hint, in broad Scotch, to a tall corporal of the 72nd Highlanders to be careful of his countrymen.

Scotch folk, are they? exclaimed the corporal, with a look of surprise at Pringle. Never fear, sir, but we sal be carefu o them.

The corporal was as good as his word, for he and his comrades carried nearly the whole party ashore in safety. But there were others there who owned no allegiance to the corporal. One of these  a big sallow Hottentot  chanced to get Jerry, surnamed Goldboy, on his shoulders, and, either by mischance or design, stumbled and fell, pitching Jerry over his head, just as another billow from the Indian Ocean was rushing to the termination of its grand career. It caught Jerry up in a loving embrace as he rose, and pitched him with a noisy welcome on the shore.

Weel done, Jerry! cried Sandy Black, who had just been overturned by the same wave from the shoulders of a burly Englishman  a previously landed settler you an mes made an impressive landin. Come, lets git oot o the bustle.

So saying the stout Lowlander seized his little English friend by the arm and dragged him towards the town of canvas which had within a few weeks sprung up like mushrooms among the sandhills.

Although wet from head to foot, each forgot his condition in the interest awakened by the strange sights and sounds around him. Their immediate neighbourhood on the beach was crowded with emigrants, as party after party was carried ashore shoulder-high by the soldiers, who seemed to regard the whole affair as a huge practical joke.

The noise was indescribable, because compound. There was the boisterous hilarity of people who felt their feet once more on solid ground, after a long and weary voyage; the shouting of sailors and bargemen in the boats, and of soldiers and natives on the beach; the talking and laughing of men and women who had struck up sudden friendships on landing, as well as of those who had crossed the sea together; the gambolling and the shrieking delight of children freed from the restraints of shipboard; the shouts of indignant Government officials who could not get their orders attended to; the querulous demands of people whose luggage had gone astray in process of debarkation; the bawling of colonial Dutch by gigantic Dutch-African farmers, in broad-brimmed hats and leathern crackers, with big tobacco-pipes in their mouths; the bellowing of oxen in reply to the pistol-shot cuts applied to their flanks by half-naked Hottentots and Bushmen, whose whips were bamboos of twenty feet or so in length, with lashes twice as long; the creaking of Cape-waggons, the barking of dogs, and, as a measured accompaniment to all, the solemn regular booming of the restless sea.

Disengaging themselves from the crowded beach, Sandy Black and Jerry Goldboy proceeded towards the town of tents among the sandhills. On their way they passed several large tarpaulin-covered depots of agricultural implements, carpenters and blacksmiths tools, and ironware of all descriptions, which had been provided by Government to be sold to the settlers at prime cost  for this grand effort at colonisation was originated and fostered by the British Government.

Weel, weel, did ever ee see the like o that, noo? observed Sandy Black, as he passed some sandhills covered with aloes and cactuses and rare exotics, such as one might expect to find in English greenhouses.

Well, yes, replied Jerry Goldboy, them are hodd lookin wegitables. I cant say that Ive much knowledge of such-like myself, avin bin born an bred in London, as Ive often told you, but they do seem pecooliar, even to me.  I say, look ere; I thought all the people ere was settlers.

Sandy, who was a grave man of few words, though not without a touch of sly humour, replied, Weel, so they are  an what than?

Why, wat are them there? demanded Jerry, pointing to several marquees pitched apart among some evergreen bushes.

Hm! ee may ask that, replied the Scot; but as he did not add more, his companion was content to regard his words as a confession of ignorance, and passed on with the remark, haristocrats.

Jerry was so far right. The marquees referred to belonged to the higher class of settlers, who had resolved to forsake their native land and introduce refinement into the South African wilds. The position chosen by them on which to pitch their tents, and the neatness of everything around, evinced their taste, while one or two handsome carriages standing close by betokened wealth. Some of the occupants, elegantly dressed, were seated in camp-chairs, with books in their hands, while others were rambling among the shrubbery on the little eminences and looking down on the bustling beach and bay. The tents of these, however, formed an insignificant proportion of the canvas town in which Sandy Black and his friend soon found themselves involved.

Settlers Camp, as it was called, consisted of several hundred tents, pitched in parallel rows or streets, and was occupied by the middle and lower class of settlers  a motley crew, truly. There were jolly farmers and pale-visaged tradesmen from various parts of England, watermen from the Thames, fishermen from the seaports, artisans from town and country, agricultural labourers from everywhere, and neer-do-weels from nowhere in particular. England, Scotland, Ireland, were represented  in some cases misrepresented,  and, as character was varied, the expression of it produced infinite variety. Although the British Government had professedly favoured a select four thousand out of the luckless ninety thousand who had offered themselves for emigration, it is to be feared that either the selection had not been carefully made, or drunkenness and riotous conduct had been surprisingly developed on the voyage out. Charity, however, requires us to hope that much of the excitement displayed was due to the prospect of being speedily planted in rural felicity in the wilds of Africa. Conversation, at all events, ran largely on this theme, as our wanderers could easily distinguish  for people talked loudly, and all tent-doors were wide open.

After wandering for some time, Sandy Black paused, and looking down at his little friend with what may be called a grave smile, gave it as his opinion that they had got lost in Settlers-toon.

I do believe we ave, assented Jerry. Whats to be done?

Gang to the best hotel, suggested Sandy.

But where is the best otel?

Hm! ee may ask that.

A burst of noisy laughter just behind them caused the lost ones to turn abruptly, when they observed four tall young men of gentlemanly aspect sitting in a small military tent, and much amused apparently at their moist condition.

Why, where did you two fellows come from? asked one of the youths, issuing from the tent.

From England and Scotland, replied Jerry Goldboy promptly.

From the sea, I should say, returned the youth, to judge from your wet garments.

Ay, weve been drookit, said Sandy Black.

Bring em in, Jack, shouted one of the other youths in the tent.

Come inside, said he who was styled Jack, and have a glass of whisky. Theres nothing like whisky to dry a wet skin, is there, Scotty?

To this familiar appeal Sandy replied, mhm, which word, we may add for the information of foreigners, is the Scotch for Yes.

Sit down there on the blankets, said the hospitable Jack, we havent got our arm-chairs or tables made yet. Allow me to introduce my two brothers, James and Robert Skyd; my own name is the less common one of John. This young man of six feet two, with no money and less brain, is not a brother  only a chum  named Frank Dobson. Come, fill up and drink, else youll catch a cold, or a South African fever, if there is such a thing. Whom shall I pledge?

My name is Jerry Goldboy, said the Englishman; your health, gentlemen.

Am Sandy Black, said the Scot; heres tee.

Well, Mr Black and Mr Coldboy  Goldboy, interposed Jerry I speak for my brothers and friend when I wish you all success in the new land.

Do talk less, Jack, said Robert Skyd, the youngest brother, and give our friends a chance of speaking  Have you come ashore lately!

Just arrived, answered Jerry.

I thought so. You belong to the Scotch party that goes to Baviaans River, I suppose? asked Frank Dobson.

This question led at length to a full and free account of the circumstances and destination of each party, with which however we will not trouble the reader in detail.

Dee ken onything aboot Baviaans River? inquired Sandy Black, after a variety of subjects had been discussed.

Nothing whatever, answered John Skyd, save that it is between one and two hundred miles  more or less  inland among the mountains, and that its name, which is Dutch, means the River of Baboons, its fastnesses being filled with these gentry.

Ay, Ive heard as much mysel, returned Sandy, an they say the craters are gey fierce. Are there ony o the big puggies in the Albany district?

No, none. Albany is too level for them. It lies along the sea-coast, and is said to be a splendid country, though uncomfortably near the Kafirs.

The Kawfirs. Ay. Hm! said Sandy, leaving his hearers to form their own judgment as to the meaning of his words.

An what may your tred be, sir? he added, looking at John Skyd.

The three brothers laughed, and John replied  

Trade? we have no trade. Our profession is that of clerks  knights of the quill; at least such was our profession in the old country. In this new land, my brother Bobs profession is fun, Jims is jollity, and mine is a compound of both, called joviality. As to our chum Dobson, his profession may be styled remonstrance, for he is perpetually checking our levity, as he calls it; always keeping us in order and snubbing us, nevertheless we couldnt do without him. In fact, we may be likened to a social clock, of which Jim is the mainspring, Bob the weight, I the striking part of the works, and Dobson the pendulum. But we are not particular, we are ready for anything.

Ay, an fit for nothin, observed Sandy, with a peculiar smile and shrug, meant to indicate that his jest was more than half earnest.

The three brothers laughed again at this, and their friend Dobson smiled. Dobsons smile was peculiar. The corners of his mouth turned down instead of up, thereby giving his grave countenance an unusually arch expression.

Why, what do you mean, you cynical Scot! demanded John Skyd. Our shoulders are broad enough, are they not? nearly as broad as your own.

Oo ay, yer shoothers are weel aneugh, but I wadna gie much for yer heeds or haunds.

Reply to this was interrupted by the appearance, in the opening of the tent, of a man whose solemn but kindly face checked the flow of flippant conversation.

You look serious, Orpin; has anything gone wrong? asked Frank Dobson.

Our friend is dying, replied the man, sadly. He will soon meet his opponent in the land where all is light and where all disputes shall be ended in agreement.

Orpin referred to two of the settlers whose careers in South Africa were destined to be cut short on the threshold. The two men had been earnestly religious, but, like all the rest of Adams fallen race, were troubled with the effects of original sin. They had disputed hotly, and had ultimately quarrelled, on religious subjects on the voyage out. One of them died before he landed; the other was the man of whom Orpin now spoke. The sudden change in the demeanour of the brothers Skyd surprised as well as gratified Sandy Black. That sedate, and literally as well as figuratively, long-headed Scot, had felt a growing distaste to the flippant young Englishers, as he styled them, but when he saw them throw off their light character, as one might throw off a garment, and rise eagerly and sadly to question Orpin about the dying man, he felt, as mankind is often forced to feel, that a first, and especially a hasty, judgment is often incorrect.

Stephen Orpin was a mechanic and a Wesleyan, in virtue of which latter connection, and a Christian spirit, he had been made a local preacher. He was on his way to offer his services as a watcher by the bedside of the dying man.

This man and his opponent were not the only emigrants who finished their course thus abruptly. Dr Cotton, the Head of the Nottingham party, Dr Caldecott and some others, merely came, as it were like Moses, in sight of the promised land, and then ended their earthly career. Yet some of these left a valuable contribution, in their children, to the future colony.

While Black and his friend Jerry were observing Orpin, as he conversed with the brothers Skyd, the tall burly Englishman from whose shoulders the former had been hurled into the sea, chanced to pass, and quietly grasped the Scot by the arm.

Here you are at last! Why, man, Ive been lookin for you ever since that unlucky accident, to offer you a change of clothes and a feed in my tent  or I should say our tent, for I belong to a party, like every one else here. Come along.

Thank ee kindly, answered Sandy, but what between haverin wi thae Englishers an drinkin their whusky, my freen Jerry an mes dry aneugh already.

The Englishman, however, would not listen to any excuse. He was one of those hearty men, with superabundant animal spirits  to say nothing of physique  who are not easily persuaded to let others follow their own inclinations, and who are so good-natured that it is difficult to feel offended with their kindly roughness. He introduced himself by the name of George Dally, and insisted on Black accompanying him to his tent. Sandy being a sociable, although a quiet man, offered little resistance, and Jerry, being a worshipper of Sandy, followed with gay nonchalance.




Chapter Four.

Further Particulars of Settlers Town, and a Start made for the Promised Land.

Threading his way among the streets of Settlers Town, and pushing vigorously through the crowds of excited beings who peopled it, George Dally led his new acquaintances to a tent in the outskirts of the camp  a suburban tent, as it were.

Entering it, and ushering in his companions, he introduced them as the gentlemen who had been capsized into the sea on landing, at which operation he had had the honour to assist.

There were four individuals in the tent. A huge German labourer named Scholtz, and his wife. Mrs Scholtz was a substantial woman of forty. She was also a nurse, and, in soul, body, and spirit, was totally absorbed in a baby boy, whose wild career had begun four months before in a furious gale in the Bay of Biscay. As that infant lay, on that day, in the Bay of Biscay O! the elemental strife outside appeared to have found a lodgment in his soul, for he burst upon the astonished passengers with a squall which lasted longer than the gale, and was ultimately pronounced the worst that had visited the ship since she left England. Born in a storm, the infant was baptised in a stiff breeze by a Wesleyan minister, on and after which occasion he was understood to be Jabez Brook; but one of the sailors happening to call him Junkie on the second day of his existence, his nurse, Mrs Scholtz, leaped at the endearing name like a hungry trout at a gay fly, and Junkie he remained during the whole term of childhood.

Junkies main characteristic was strength of lungs, and his chief delight to make that fact known. Six passengers changed their berths for the worse in order to avoid him. One who could not change became nearly deranged towards the end of the voyage, and one, who was sea-sick all the way out, seriously thought of suicide, but incapacity for any physical effort whatever happily saved him. In short, Junkie was the innocent cause of many dreadful thoughts and much improper language on the unstable scene of his nativity.

Besides these three, there was in the tent a pretty, dark-eyed, refined-looking girl of about twelve. She was Gertrude Brook, sister and idolater of Junkie. Her father, Edwin Brook, and her mother, dwelt in a tent close by. Brook was a gentleman of small means, but Mrs Brook was a very rich lady  rich in the possession of a happy temper, a loving disposition, a pretty face and figure, and a religious soul. Thus Edwin Brook, though poor, may be described as a man of inexhaustible wealth.

Gertrude had come into Dallys tent to fetch Junkie to her father when Sandy Black and his friends entered, but Junkie had just touched the hot teapot, with the contents of which Mrs Scholtz was regaling herself and husband, and was not in an amiable humour. His outcries were deafening.

Now do hold its dear little tongue, and go to its popsy, said Mrs Scholtz tenderly. (Mrs Scholtz was an Englishwoman.)

We need not say that Junkie declined obedience, neither would he listen to the silvery blandishments of Gertie.

Zee chile vas born shrieking, ant he vill die shrieking, growled Scholtz, who disliked Junkie.

The entrance of the strangers, however, unexpectedly stopped the shrieking, and before Junkie could recover his previous train of thought Gertie bore him off in triumph, leaving the hospitable Dally and Mrs Scholtz to entertain their visitors to small talk and tea.

While seated thus they became aware of a sudden increase of the din, whip-cracking, and ox-bellowing with which the camp of the settlers resounded.

They seem fond o noise here, observed Sandy Black, handing his cup to Mrs Scholtz to be refilled.

I never eard such an owling before, said Jerry Goldboy; what is it all about?

New arrivals from zee interior, answered Scholtz; dere be always vaggins comin ant goin.

The camp is a changin one, said Dally, sipping his tea with the air of a connoisseur. When youve been here as long as we have youll understand how it never increases much, for although ship after ship arrives with new swarms of emigrants from the old country, waggon after waggon comes from I dont know where  somewheres inland anyhow  and every now an then long trains of these are seen leaving camp, loaded with goods and women and children, enough to sink a small schooner, and followed by crowds of men tramping away to their new homes in the wilderness  though what these same new homes or wilderness are like is more than I can tell.

Zee noise is great, growled Scholtz, as another burst of whip-musketry, human roars, and bovine bellows broke on their ears, ant zee confusion is indesgraibable.

The gentlemen whose business it is to keep order must have a hard time of it, said Mrs Scholtz; I cant ever understand how they does it, what between landing parties and locating em, and feeding, supplying, advising, and despatching of em, to say nothing of scolding and snubbing, in the midst of all this Babel of bubbledom, quite surpasses my understanding. Do you understand it, Mr Black?

Ay, replied Sandy, clearing his throat and speaking somewhat oracularly. Ee must know, Mrs Scholtz, that its the result of organisation and gineralship. A serjeant or corporal can kick or drive a few men in ony direction thats wanted, but it takes a gineral to move an army. If ee was to set a corporal to lead twunty thoosand men, hed gie them orders that wad thraw them into a deed lock, an than naethin short o a miracle could git them oot ot. Mony a battles been lost by brave men through bad gineralship, an mony a battles been won by puir enough bodies o men because of their leaders administrative abeelity, Mrs Scholtz.

Very true, Mr Black, replied Mrs Scholtz, with the assurance of one who thoroughly understands what she hears.

Noo, continued Sandy, with increased gravity, if thae Kawfir bodies we hear aboot only had chiefs wi powers of organisation, an was a united thegither, they wad drive the haul o this colony into the sea like chaff before the wind. But theyll niver do it; for, ee see, they want mind  an body withoot mind is but a puir thing after a, Mrs Scholtz.

Im not so shure of zat, put in Scholtz, stretching his huge frame and regarding it complacently; it vould please me better to have body vidout mint, zan mint vidout body.

Hm! eeve reason to be pleased then, muttered Black, drily.

This compliment was either not appreciated by Scholtz, or he was prevented from acknowledging it by an interruption from without; for just at the moment a voice was heard asking a passer-by if he could tell where the tents of the Scotch party were pitched. Those in the tent rose at once, and Sandy Black, issuing out found that the questioner was a handsome young Englishman, who would have appeared, what he really was, both stout and tall, if he had not been dwarfed by his companion, a Cape-Dutchman of unusually gigantic proportions.

We are in search of the Scottish party, said the youth, turning to Sandy with a polite bow; can you direct us to its whereabouts?

Im no sure that I can, sir, though Im wan o the Scotch pairty mysel, for me an my freen hae lost oorsels, but doobtless Mister Dally here can help us. May I ask what ee want wi us?

Certainly, replied the Englishman, with a smile. Mr Marais and I have been commissioned to transport you to Baviaans river in bullock-waggons, and we wish to see Mr Pringle, the head of your party, to make arrangements.  Can you guide us, Mr Dally?

Have you been to the deputy-quartermaster-generals office? asked Dally.

Yes, and they directed us to a spot said to be surrounded by evergreen bushes near this quarter of the camp.

I know it  just outside the ridge between the camp and the Government offices.  Come along, sir, said Dally; Ill show you the way.

In a few minutes Dally led the party to a group of seven or eight tents which were surrounded by Scotch ploughs, cart-wheels, harrows, cooking utensils fire-arms, and various implements of husbandry and ironware.

Here come the lost ones! exclaimed Kenneth McTavish, who, with his active wife and sprightly daughter Jessie, was busy arranging the interior of his tent, and bringing strangers with them too!

While Sandy Black and his friend Jerry were explaining the cause of their absence to some of the Scotch party, the young Englishman introduced his friend and himself as Charles Considine and Hans Marais, to the leader, Mr Pringle, a gentleman who, besides being a good poet, afterwards took a prominent part in the first acts of that great drama  the colonisation of the eastern frontier of South Africa.

It is unnecessary to trouble the reader with all that was said and done. Suffice it to say that arrangements were soon made. The acting Governor, Sir Rufane Donkin, arrived on the 6th of June from a visit to Albany, the district near the sea on which a large number of the settlers were afterwards located, and from him Mr Pringle learned that the whole of the Scotch emigrants were to be located in the mountainous country watered by some of the eastern branches of the Great Fish River, close to the Kafir frontier. The upper part of the Baviaans, or Baboons, River had been fixed for the reception of his particular section. It was also intended by Government that a piece of unoccupied territory still farther to the eastward should be settled by a party of five hundred Highlanders, who, it was conjectured, would prove the most effective buffer available to meet the first shock of invasion, should the savages ever attempt another inroad.

Mr Pringle laid this proposed arrangement before a council of the heads of families under his charge; it was heartily agreed to, and preparations for an early start were actively begun.

On the day of his arrival Sir Rufane Donkin laid the foundation of the first house of the now wealthy and flourishing, though not very imposing, town of Port Elizabeth, so named after his deceased wife, to whose memory an obelisk was subsequently erected on the adjacent heights.

A week later, a train of seven waggons stood with the oxen inspanned, or yoked, ready to leave the camp, from which many similar trains had previously set out. The length of such a train may be conceived when it is told that each waggon was drawn by twelve or sixteen oxen. These were fastened in pairs to a single trace or trektow of twisted thongs of bullock or buffalo hide, strong enough for a ships cable. Each waggon had a canvas cover or till to protect its goods and occupants from the sun and rain, and each was driven by a tall Dutchman, who carried a bamboo whip like a salmon fishing-rod with a lash of thirty feet or more. A slave, Hottentot or Bushman, led the two front oxen of each span.

Like pistol-shots the formidable whips went off; the oxen pulled, tossed their unwieldy horns, and bellowed; the Dutchmen growled and shouted; the half-naked Totties and Bushmen flung their arms and legs about, glared and gasped like demons; the monstrous waggons moved; Settlers Town was slowly left behind, and our adventurers, heading for the thorny jungles of the Zwartkops River, began their toilsome journey into the land of hope and promise.

Its a queer beginning! remarked Sandy Black, as he trudged between Hans Marais and Charlie Considine.

I hope it will have a good ending, said Considine.

Whether that hope was fulfilled the reader shall find out in the sequel.

Meanwhile some of the English parties took their departure by the same route, and journeyed in company till points of divergence were reached, where many temporary friendships were brought to a close, though some there were which, although very recently formed, withstood firmly the damaging effects of time, trial, sorrow, and separation.




Chapter Five.

Adventures and Incidents of the First Night in the Bush.

A Night-Bivouac under the mimosa-bushes of the Zwartkops River. The Cape-waggons are drawn up in various comfortable nooks; the oxen are turned loose to graze; camp-fires are kindled. Round these men and women group themselves very much as they do in ordinary society. Classes keep by themselves, not because one class wishes to exclude the other, but because habits, sympathies, interests, and circumstances draw like to like. The ruddy glare of the camp-fires contrasts pleasantly with the cold light of the moon, which casts into deepest shadow the wild recesses of bush and brake, inducing many a furtive glance from the more timid of the settlers, who see an elephant, a buffalo, or a Cape tiger in every bank and stump and stone. Their suspicions are not so wild as one might suppose, for the neighbouring jungle, called the Addo Bush, swarms with these and other wild animals.

The distance travelled on this first day was not great; the travellers were not much fatigued, but were greatly excited by novelty, which rendered them wakeful. If one had gone round to the numerous fires and played eavesdropper, what eager discussion on the new land he would have heard; what anxious speculations; what sanguine hopes; what noble plans; what ridiculous ideas; what mad anticipations  for all were hopeful and enthusiastic.

Round one of these fires was assembled the family and retainers of our Highland farmer, Kenneth McTavish, among whom were Sandy Black and Jerry Goldboy. They had been joined by Charlie Considine, who felt drawn somewhat to Sandy. Quite close to these, round another fire, were grouped the three bachelor brothers Skyd, with their friend Dobson. At another, within earshot of these, were Edwin Brook and his wife, his daughter Gertrude, Scholtz and his wife, Junkie, George Dally, and Stephen Orpin, with bluff Hans Marais, who had somehow got acquainted with the Brook family, and seemed to prefer their society to that of any other.

Down in a hollow under a thick spreading mimosa bush was the noisiest fire of all, for there were assembled some of the natives belonging to the waggons of Hans and Jan Smit. These carried on an uproarious discussion of some sort, appealing frequently to our friend Ruyter the Hottentot, who appeared to be regarded by them as an umpire or an oracle. The Hottentot race is a very inferior one, both mentally and physically, but there are among them individuals who rise much above the ordinary level. Ruyter was one of these. He had indeed the sallow visage, high cheek-bones, and dots of curly wool scattered thinly over his head, peculiar to his race, but his countenance was unusually intelligent, his frame well made and very powerful, and his expression good. He entered heartily into the fun of attempting to teach the Hottentot klick to some of the younger men among the emigrants, who were attracted to his fire by the shouts of laughter in which the swarthy slaves and others indulged. Abdul Jemalee, the Malay slave, was there; also Booby the Bushman  the former grave and silent, almost sad; the latter conducting himself like a monkey  to which animal he seemed closely related  and evoking shouts of laughter from a few youths, for whose special benefit he kept in the background and mimicked every one else.

What a noisy set they are over there! observed Edwin Brook, who had for some time been quietly contemplating the energetic George Dally, as he performed the duties of cook and waiter to his party.

They are, sir, replied Dally, like niggers in general, fond of showing their white teeth.

Come, Gertie, your mother can spare you now; lets go over and listen to them.

Gertie complied with alacrity, and took her fathers arm.

Oh! she exclaimed, with a little scream, as a thorn full five inches long gave her a wicked probe on the left shoulder.

Hans Marais sprang up and gallantly raised the branch which had touched her.

It is only Kafirs who can run against mimosa thorns with impunity, said the handsome young Dutchman.

Gertie laughed, remarked that mimosa thorns, like South African gentlemen, were unusually long and sharp, and passed on.

Hans sat down on the ground, filled his large pipe, and gazed dreamily into the fire, with something of the sensation of a hunter when he makes a bad shot.

Now then, Goliath, said the ever busy George Dally; move your long legs out o that. Dont you see the pots about to bile over?

Hans quietly obeyed.

If I chanced to be alongside o that Tottie over there just now, continued George, Id be inclined to stop his noise with a rap on his spotted pate.

Youd have to make it a heavy rap, then, to produce any effect, said Hans, taking a long draw at his pipe, for he belongs to a hard-headed race.

The truth of the young farmers words was verified just then in a way that was alarming as well as unexpected.

One of the heavy waggons, which had been delayed behind the others by some trifling accident, came lumbering up just as Hans spoke. There was a softish sandy spot in advance of it, into which one of the front wheels plunged. The tilt caught on part of the waggon to which Ruyter belonged. To prevent damage the active Hottentot sprang forward. In doing so he tripped and fell. At the same instant a tremendous crack of the whip and a shout produced a wrench at the waggon, the hind wheel of which went over Ruyters head and crushed it into the ground!

A roar of consternation followed, and several eager hands carefully dug out the poor mans head. To the surprise of all, the five-ton waggon had not flattened it! The sand was so soft that it had not been squeezed at all  at least to any damaging extent,  a round stone having opportunely taken much of the pressure on itself, so that the Hottentot soon revived, and, beyond a headache, was little the worse of the accident. He returned to his place at the fire, but did not resume his part in the discussions, which were continued as noisily as before.

In strong contrast with the other groups were those of the Dutch-African boers who had brought the waggons to the Bay. Most of them were men of colossal stature. They sat apart, smoking their huge pipes in silent complacency and comfort, amused a little at the scenes going on around them, but apparently disinclined to trouble themselves about anything in particular.

Supper produced a lull in the general hum of conversation, but when pipes were lit the storm revived and continued far into the night. At last symptoms of weariness appeared, and people began to make arrangements for going to rest.

These arrangements were as varied as the characters of the emigrants.

Charlie Considine and Hans Marais, now become inseparable comrades, cleared and levelled the ground under a mimosa-bush, and, spreading their kaross thereon, lay down to sleep. George Dally, being an adaptable man, looked at the old campaigners for a few minutes, and then imitated their example. Little Jerry Goldboy, being naturally a nervous creature, and having his imagination filled with snakes, scorpions, tarantulas, etcetera, would fain have slept in one of the waggons above the baggage  as did many of the women and children  if he had not been laughed out of his desire by Dally, and induced to spread his couch manfully on the bare ground.

It must not be supposed, however, that Jerry, although timid, was cowardly. On the contrary, he was bold as a lion. He could not control his sensitively-strung nervous system, but instead of running away, like the coward, he was prone to rush furiously at whatever startled him, and grapple with it.

Some families pitched their tents, others, deeming curtains a needless luxury in such magnificent weather, contented themselves with the shelter of the bushes.

Meanwhile the Hottentot attendants replenished the fires, while the boers unslung their huge guns and placed them so as to be handy; for, although elephants and lions were not nearly so numerous as they once had been in that particular locality, there was still sufficient possibility of their presence, as well as of other nocturnal wanderers in the African wilds, to render such precaution necessary. The whole scene was most romantic, especially in the eyes of those who thus bivouacked for the first time in the wilderness. To them the great waggons; the gigantic Cape-oxen  which appeared to have been created expressly to match the waggons as well as to carry their own ponderous horns; the wild-looking Hottentots and Bushmen; the big phlegmatic Dutchmen; the bristling thorns of the mimosas, cropping out of comparative darkness; the varied groups of emigrants; the weird forms of the clumps of cactus, aloes, euphorbias, and other strange plants, lit up by the fitful glare of the camp-fires, and canopied by the star-spangled depths of a southern sky  all seemed to them the unbelievable creations of a wild vision.

Poor Jerry Goldboy, however, had sufficient faith in the reality of the vision to increase his nervous condition considerably, and he resolved to lie down with his arms handy. These arms consisted of a flint-lock blunderbuss, an heirloom in his fathers family, and a bowie-knife, which had been presented to him by an American cousin on his leaving England. Twice during that days march had the blunderbuss exploded owing to its owners inexperience in fire-arms. Fortunately no harm had been done, the muzzle on each occasion having been pointed to the sky, but the ire of the Dutch driver in front of Jerry had been aroused, and he was forbidden to reload the piece. Now, however, observing the preparations above referred to, he felt it to be his duty to prepare for the worst, and quietly loaded his bell-mouthed weapon with a heavy charge of buckshot.

Whats that youre after, boy? asked George Dally, who was making some final arrangements at the fire, before lying down for the night.

Oh, nothing, replied Jerry, with a start, for he had thought himself unobserved, only seein to my gun before turnin in.

Thats right, said George. Double-load it. Nothin like bein ready for whatever may turn up in a wild country like this. Why, I once knew a man named Snip who said he had been attacked one night in South America by a sarpint full forty feet long, and who saved his life by means of a blunderbuss, though he didnt fire at the reptile at all.

Indeed, how was that? asked Jerry.

Why, just because his weapon was bell-mouthed an loaded amost to the muzzle. You see, the poor fellow was awoke out of a deep sleep and couldnt well see, so that instead o firin at the brute, he fired his blunderbuss about ten yards to one side of it, but the shot scattered so powerfully that one o the outside bullets hit a stone, glanced off, and caught the sarpint in the eye, and though it failed to kill the brute on the spot, the wound gave it such pain that it stood up on its tail and wriggled in agony for full five minutes, sending broken twigs and dry leaves flying about like a whirlwind, so Snip he jumped up, dropped his weapon, an bolted. He never returned to the encampment, and never saw the big snake or his blunderbuss again.

What a pity! then he lost it? said Jerry, looking with some anxiety at a decayed branch, to which the flickering flame gave apparent motion.

Yes, he lost the blunderbuss, but he saved his life, replied Dally, as he lay down near his little friend and drew his blanket over him. Youd better put the gun between us, my boy, to be handy to both  an if anything comes, the one of us that wakes first can lay hold of it and fire.

There was, we need scarcely observe, a strong spice of wickedness in George. If he had suggested a lion, or even an elephant, there would have been something definite for poor Jerrys anxious mind to lay hold of and try to reason down and defy, but that dreadful anything that might come, gave him nothing to hold by. It threw the whole zoological ferocities of South Africa open to his unanchored imagination, and for a long time banished sleep from his eyes.

He allowed the blunderbuss to remain as his friend had placed it, and hugged the naked bowie-knife to his breast. In addition to these weapons he had provided himself with a heavy piece of wood, something like the exaggerated truncheon of a policeman, for the purpose of killing snakes, should any such venture near his couch.

The wild shrieks of laughter at the neighbouring Hottentot fire helped to increase Jerrys wakefulness, and when this at last lulled, the irritation was kept up by the squalling of Master Junkie, whose tent was about three feet distant from Jerrys pillow, and who kept up a vicious piping just in proportion to the earnestness of Mrs Scholtzs attempts to calm him.

At last, however, the childs lamentations ceased, and there broke upon the night air a sweet sound which stilled the merriment of the natives. It was the mellow voice of Stephen Orpin singing a hymn of praise, with a number of like-minded emigrants, before retiring to rest. Doubtless some of those who had already retired, and lay, perchance, watching the stars and thinking dreamily of home, were led naturally by the sweet hymn to think of the home in the better land, which might possibly be nearer to some of them than the old home they had left for ever  ay, even than the new locations to which they were bound.

But, whatever the thoughts suggested, the whole camp soon afterwards sank into repose. Tent-doors were drawn and curtains of waggon-tilts let down. The boers, sticking their big pipes in their hatbands, wrapped themselves in greatcoats, and, regardless of snake or scorpion, stretched their limbs on the bare ground, while Hottentots, negroes, and Bushmen, rolling themselves in sheepskin karosses, lay coiled up like balls with their feet to the fire. Only once was the camp a little disturbed, during the early part of the night, by the mournful howl of a distant hyena. It was the first that the newcomers had heard, and most of those who were awake raised themselves on their elbows eagerly to listen.

Jerry was just dropping into slumber at the time. He sat bolt upright on hearing the cry, and when it was repeated he made a wild grasp at the blunderbuss, but Dally was beforehand. He caught up the weapon, and this probably saved an explosion.

Come, lie down, you imp! he said, somewhat sternly.

Jerry obeyed, and his nose soon told that he had reached the land of dreams.

Dally then quietly drew the charge of shot, but left the powder and laid the piece in its former position. Turning over with the sigh of one whose active duties for the day have been completed, he then went to sleep.

Gradually the fires burned low, and gave out such flickering uncertain light, when an occasional flame leaped up ever and anon, that to unaccustomed eyes it might have seemed as though snakes were crawling everywhere, and Jerry Goldboy, had he been awake, would have beheld a complete menagerie in imagination. But Jerry was now in blessed oblivion.

When things were in this condition, that incomprehensible subtlety, the brain of Junkie Brook  or something else  so acted as to cause the urchin to give vent to a stentorian yell. Strong though it was, it did not penetrate far through the canvas tent, but being, as we have said, within a few feet of Jerrys ear, it sounded to that unhappy man like the united, and as yet unknown, shriek of all the elephants and buffaloes in Kafirland.

Starting up with a sharp cry he stretched out his hand towards the blunderbuss, but drew it back with a thrill of horror. A huge black snake lay in its place!

To seize his truncheon was the act of a moment. The next, down it came with stunning violence on the snake. The reptile instantly exploded with a bellowing roar of smoke and flame, which roused the whole camp.

Blockhead! what dyou mean by that? growled George Dally, turning round sleepily, but without rising, for he was well aware of the cause of the confusion.

Jerry shrank within himself like a guilty thing caught in the act, and glanced uneasily round to ascertain how much of death and destruction had been dealt out. Relieved somewhat to see no one writhing in blood, he arose, and, in much confusion, replied to the numerous eager queries as to what he had fired at. When the true state of affairs became manifest, most of the Dutchmen, who had been active enough when aroused by supposed danger, sauntered back to their couches with a good-natured chuckle; the settlers who had turned out growled or chaffed, according to temperament, as they followed suit, and the natives spent half an hour in uproarious merriment over Boobys dramatic representation of the whole incident, which he performed with graphic power and much embellishment.

Thereafter the camp sank once more into repose, and rested in peace till morning.




Chapter Six.

Spreading over the Land.

With the dawn next morning the emigrants were up and away. The interest of the journey increased with every novel experience and each new discovery, while preconceived notions and depressions were dissipated by the improved appearance of the country.

About the same time that the Scotch party left the Bay, several of the other parties set out, some large and some small, each under its appointed leader, to colonise the undulating plains of the Zuurveld.

Soon the pilgrims became accustomed to the nightly serenade of hyena and jackal  also to breakneck steeps, and crashing jolts, and ugly tumbles. But they were all hopeful, and most of them were young, and all, or nearly all, were disposed to make light of difficulties.

The country they were about to colonise had been recently overrun by Kafir hordes. These had been cleared out, and driven across the Great Fish River by British and Colonial troops, leaving the land a wilderness, with none to dispute possession save the wild beasts. It extended fifty miles along the coast from the Bushmans River to the Great Fish River, and was backed by an irregular line of mountains at an average distance of sixty miles from the sea.

Leaving the Zwartkops River, not only the Scottish party, but all the other parties, filed successively away in long trains across the Sundays River, over the Addo Hill and the Quagga Flats and the Bushmans River heights, until the various points of divergence were reached, when the column broke into divisions, which turned off to their several locations and overspread the land.

There was Baillies party, which crossed Lower Albany to the mouth of the Great Fish River, and on the way were charmed with the aspect of the country, which was at that time enriched and rendered verdant by recent rains, and enlivened by the presence of hartebeests, quaggas, springboks, and an occasional ostrich. There was, however, a wash of shadow laid on part of the pleasant picture, to counteract the idea that the Elysian plains had been reached, in the shape of two or three blackened and ruined farms of the old Dutch colonists  sad remains of the recent Kafir war  solemn reminders of the uncertainties and possibilities of the future.

Then there was the Nottingham party. They took possession of a lovely vale, which they named Clumber, in honour of the Duke of Newcastle, their patron. Seftons party settled on the Assegai Bush River and founded the village of Salem, afterwards noted as the headquarters of the Reverend William Shaw, a Wesleyan, and one of the most able and useful of South Africas missionary pioneers. Wilsons party settled between the Waay-plaats and the Kowie Bush, across the path of the elephants, which creatures some of the party, it is said, attempted to shoot with fowling-pieces. Of the smaller parties, those of Cock, Thornhill, Smith (what series of adventurous parties ever went forth without a Smiths party?), Osler, and Richardson, located themselves behind the thicket-clad sand hills of the Kowie and Green Fountain. But space forbids us referring, even in brief detail, to the parties of James and Hyman and Dyson, and Holder, Mouncey, Hayhurst, Bradshaw, Southey; and of Scott, with the Irish party, and that of Mahony, which at the Clay Pits, had afterwards to meet the first shock of every Kafir invasion of Lower Albany. Among these and other parties there were men of power, who left a lasting mark on the colony, and many of them left numerous descendants to perpetuate their names  such as Dobson, Bowker, Campbell, Ayliffe, Phillips, Piggott, Greathead, Roberts, Stanley, and others too numerous to mention.

But with all these we have nothing to do just now. Our present duty is to follow those sections of the great immigrant band with the fortunes of which our tale has more particularly to do.

At the points of separation, where the long column broke up, a halt was made, while many farewells and good wishes were said.

So youre gaun to settle thereawa? said Sandy Black to John Skyd and his brothers as they stood on an eminence commanding a magnificent view of the rich plains and woodlands of the Zuurveld.

Even so, friend Black, replied John, and sorry am I that our lot is not to be cast together. However, lets hope that we may meet again ere long somewhere or other in our new land.

It is quite romantic, observed James Skyd, to look over this vast region and call it our own,  at least, with the right to pick and choose where we feel inclined. Isnt it, Bob?

To this Bob replied that it was, and that he felt quite like the children of Israel when they first came in sight of the promised land.

I hope we wont have to fight as hard for it as they did, remarked Frank Dobson.

Its my opeenion, said Sandy Black, that if we haena to fight for it, well hae to fight a bit to keep it.

Perhaps we may, returned John Skyd, and if so, fighting will be more to my taste than farming  not that Im constitutionally pugnacious, but I fear that my brothers and I shall turn out to be rather ignorant cultivators of the soil.

Honest Sandy Black admitted that he held the same opinion.

Well, we shall try our best, said the elder Skyd, with a laugh; Ive a great belief in that word try.  Goodbye, Sandy. He held out his hand.

The Scot shook it warmly, and the free-and-easy brothers, after bidding adieu to the rest of the Scotch party, who overtook them there, diverged to the right with their friend Frank Dobson, and walked smartly after their waggons, which had gone on in advance.

Stoot chields they are, an pleesant, muttered Sandy, leaning both hands on a thick cudgel which he had cut for himself out of the bush, but wofu ignorant o farmin.

Theyll make their mark on the colony for all that, said a quiet voice at Sandys elbow.

Turning and looking up, as well as round, he encountered the hazel eyes and open countenance of Hans Marais.

Nae doot, nae doot, theyll mak their mark, but itll no be wi the pleugh, or Im sair mistaen. Wull mair o the settlers be pairtin frae us here?

Hans, although ignorant of the dialect in which he was addressed, understood enough to make out its drift.

Yes, he replied, several parties leave us at this point, and here comes one of them.

As he spoke, the cracking of whips announced the approach of a team. A moment later, and a small Hottentot came, round a bend in the road, followed by the leading pair of oxen. It was the train of Edwin Brook, who soon appeared, riding a small horse. George Dally walked beside him. Scholtz, the German, followed, conversing with the owner of the waggon. In the waggon itself Mrs Brook, Mrs Scholtz, and Junkie found a somewhat uneasy resting-place, for, being new to the style of travel, they had not learned to accommodate themselves to jolts and crashes. Gertie preferred to walk, the pace not being more than three miles an hour.

Oh, father! said Gertie, running up to the side of her sire, with girlish vivacity, there is the tall Dutchman who was so polite to me when I was pricked by the thorn bush.

True, Gertie, and there also is the Scot who was so free and easy in giving his opinion as to the farming powers of the brothers Skyd.

Your road diverges here, sir, said Hans, as Brook rode up; I fell behind my party to bid you God-speed, and to express a hope that we may meet again.

Thanks, friend, thanks, said Brook, extending his hand. I am obliged for the aid you have rendered me, and the advice given, which latter I shall no doubt find valuable.  You are bound for the highlands, of course, he added, turning to Sandy Black. We of the Albany lowlands must have a friendly rivalry with you of the highlands, and see who shall subdue the wilderness most quickly.

This remark sent the Scot into a rather learned disquisition as to the merits and probable prospects of a hill as compared with a low-lying region, during which Hans Marais turned to Gertie. Being so very tall, he had to stoop as well as to look down at her pretty face, though Gertie was by no means short for her age. Indeed, she was as tall as average women, but, being only twelve, was slender and girlish.

How very tall you are, Mr Marais! she exclaimed, with a laugh, as she looked up.

True, Gertie, said Hans, using the only name which he had yet heard applied to the girl; true, we Cape-Dutchmen are big fellows as a race, and I happen to be somewhat longer than my fellows. I hope you dont object to me on that account?

Object? oh no! But it is so funny to have to look up so high. Its like speaking to father when hes on horseback.

Well, Gertie, extra height has its advantages and its inconveniences. Doubtless it was given to me for some good end, just as a pretty little face and figure were given to you.

You are very impudent, Mr Hans.

Am I? Then I must ask your pardon. But tell me, Gertie, what do you think of the new life that is before you?

How stupid you are, Hans! If the new life were behind me I might be able to answer, but how can I tell how I shall like what I dont know anything about?

Nay, but you know something of the beginning of it, returned the young Dutchman, with an amused smile, and you have heard much of what is yet to come. What do you think of the prospect before you?

Think of the prospect? repeated Gertie, knitting her brows and looking down with a pretended air of profound thought; let me see: the prospect as Ive heard father say to mother,  which was just a repetition of what I had heard him previously say to these queer brothers Skyd  is a life in the bush  by which I suppose he means the bushes  in which we shall have to cut down the trees, plough up the new soil, build our cottages, rear our sheep and cattle, milk our cows, make our butter, grow our food, and sometimes hunt it, fashion our clothing, and protect our homes. Is that right?

Well, thats just about it, was the answer; how do you like that prospect?

I delight in it, cried the girl, with a flash in her brilliant black eyes, while she half laughed at her own sudden burst of enthusiasm. Only fancy! mother milking the cows, and me making butter, and Scholtz ploughing, and Dally planting, and nurse tending Junkie and making all sorts of garments, while father goes out with his gun to shoot food and protect us from the Kafirs.

Tis a pleasant picture, returned Hans, with a bland smile, and I hope may be soon realised  I must bid you goodbye now, Gertie, we separate here.

Do you go far away? asked the girl, with a touch of sadness, as she put her little hand into that of the young giant.

A goodish bit. Some six or eight days journey from here,  according to the weather.

Youll come and see us some day, wont you, Hans?

Ja  I will, replied Hans, with emphasis.

The whips cracked again, the oxen strained, the lumbering waggons groaned as they moved away, and while the Scotch band passed over the Zuurbergen range and headed in the direction of the Winterberg mountains, their English friends spread themselves over the fertile plains of Albany.

A few days of slow but pleasant journeying and romantic night-bivouacking brought the latter to their locations on the Kowie and Great Fish River.

On the way, the party to which Edwin Brook belonged passed the ground already occupied by the large band of settlers known as Chapmans party, which had left Algoa Bay a few weeks before them in an imposing procession of ninety-six waggons. They had been accompanied to their future home by a small detachment of the Cape Corps, the officer in command of which gave them the suggestive advice, on bidding them goodbye, never to leave their guns behind them when they went out to plough! Although so short a time located, this party had produced a marvellous change in the appearance of the wilderness, and gave the settlers who passed farther eastward, an idea of what lay before themselves. Fields had already been marked out; the virgin soil broken up; timber cut, and bush cleared; while fragile cottages and huts were springing up here and there to supplant the tents which had given the first encampments a somewhat military aspect. Grotesque dwellings these, many of them, with mats and rugs for doors, and white calico or empty space for windows. It was interesting, in these first locations, to mark the development of character among the settlers. Those who were practical examined the lie of the land and the nature of the soil, with a view to their future residence. Timid souls chose their sites with reference to defence. Men of sentiment had regard to the picturesque, and careless fellows squatted in the first convenient spot that presented itself. Of course errors of judgment had to be corrected afterwards on all hands, but the power to choose and change was happily great at first, as well as easy.

As Brooks party advanced, portions of it dropped off or turned aside, until at last Edwin found himself reduced to one family besides his own. Even this he parted from on a ridge of land which overlooked his own location, and about noon of the same day his waggons came to a halt on a grassy mound, which was just sufficiently elevated to command a magnificent view of the surrounding country.

Your location, said his Dutch waggon-driver, with a curious smile, as though he should say, I wonder what youll do with yourselves.

But the Dutchman made no further remark. He was one of the taciturn specimens of his class, and began at once to unload the waggon. With the able assistance of Brook and his men, and the feeble aid of the Tottie, or Hottentot leader of the span of oxen, the boxes, ploughs, barrels, bags, cases, etcetera, which constituted the worldly wealth of the settlers, were soon placed on the green sward. Then the Dutchman said goeden-dag, or farewell, shook hands all round, cracked his long whip, and went off into the unknown wilderness, leaving the Brook family to its reflections.




Chapter Seven.

The Location.

In the midst of the confused heap of their property, Edwin Brook sat down on a large chest beside his wife and daughter, and gazed for some time in silence on his new estate and home.

To say truth, it was in many respects a pleasant prospect. A bright blue sky overhead, a verdant earth around. Grassy hills and undulations of rich pasture-land swept away from their feet like a green sea, until stopped in the far distance by the great blue sea itself. These were dotted everywhere with copses of the yellow-flowered mimosa-bush, through openings in which the glitter of a stream could be seen, while to the left and behind lay the dark masses of a dense jungle filled with arboreous and succulent plants, acacias and evergreens, wild-looking aloes, tall euphorbias, quaint cactuses, and a great variety of flowering shrubs  filled also, as was very soon discovered, with antelopes, snakes, jackals, hyenas, leopards, and other wild creatures. The only familiar objects which broke the wild beauty of the scene were the distant white specks which they knew to be the tents just put up by those settlers who chanced to be their next neighbours.

May God protect and bless us in our new home! said Edwin Brook, breaking the silence, and reverently taking off his cap.

A heartfelt Amen was murmured by Mrs Brook and Gertie, but a strange, though not unpleasant, feeling of loneliness had crept over their spirits, inducing them to relapse into silence, for they could not avoid realising strongly that at last they were fairly left alone to fight the great battle of life. Edwin Brook in particular, on seeing the long team of the Dutch driver disappear over a distant ridge, was for the first time deeply impressed with, as it were, the forsaken condition of himself and his family. It was plain that he must take root there and grow  or die. There was no neighbouring town or village from which help could be obtained in any case of emergency; no cart or other means of conveyance to remove their goods from the spot on which they had been left; no doctor in case of sickness; no minister in cases either of joy or sorrow  except indeed (and it was a blessed exception) Him who came to our world not to be ministered unto, but to minister.

Strong in the comfort that this assurance gave, Edwin Brook shook off the lethargy that had been stealing over him, and set about the duties of the present hour. The tent had to be pitched, the trunks and boxes conveyed into it, a fire kindled, the kettle boiled, the goods and chattels piled and secured from the weather, firewood cut to prepare for the night-bivouac, etcetera.

Much of this work was already in progress, for George Dally,  with that ready resource and quiet capacity of adaptation to circumstances which he had displayed on the voyage out and on the journey to the location,  had already kindled a fire, sent Scholtz to cut firewood, and was busy erecting the tent when Brook joined him.

Thats right, George, he said, seizing a tent-peg and mallet; we have plenty to do here, and no time to waste.

Very true, sir, replied George, touching his cap, for George was an innately respectful man  respectful to all, though with a strong tendency to humorous impudence; very true, sir; thats just what I thought when I see you a-meditatin, so I went to work at once without wastin any time.

Is zat enough? asked Scholtz, staggering up at the moment with a heavy load of firewood, which he threw on the ground.

The question was put to George, for whom the big German had a special regard, and whose orders he consequently obeyed with unquestioning alacrity, although George had no special right to command.

Enough! exclaimed George, with a look of surprise, why, zat is not enough to scare a weasel with, much less a elephant or a  a platzicumroggijoo.

George was ignorant of South African zoology, and possessed inventive powers.

Bring ten times as much, he added; we shall have to keep a blazin bonfire agoin all night.

Scholtz re-shouldered his axe, and went off to the jungle with a broad grin on his broader countenance.

He was a man who did not spare himself, yet of a temperament that kicked at useless labour, and of a size that forbade the idea of compulsion, but George Dally could have led him with a packthread to do anything.

Before he had reached the jungle, and while the smile was yet on his visage, his blood was curdled and his face elongated by a most appalling yell! It was not exactly a war-whoop, nor was it a cry of pain, though it partook of both, and filled the entire family with horror as they rushed to the tent on the mound from which the cry had issued.

The yell had been given by Junkie, who had been bitten or stung by something, and who, under the combined influence of surprise, agony, and wrath, had out-Junkied himself in the fervour and ferocity of his indignant protest.

The poor child was not only horrified, but inconsolable. He wriggled like an eel, and delivered a prolonged howl with intermittent bursts for full half an hour, while his distracted nurse and mother almost tore the garments off his back in their haste to discover the bite or the brute that had done it.

It must have bin a serpent! cried the nurse, agonising over a knotted string.

Perhaps a tarantula, suggested Gertie, who only clasped her hands and looked horrified.

Quick! exclaimed Mrs Brook, breaking the unmanageable tape.

Ze chile is growing black and vill bust! murmured Scholtz in real alarm.

It did seem as if there were some likelihood of such a catastrophe, for Junkies passion and struggles had rendered him blue in the face; but it wes found that the bite or sting, whichever it was, had done little apparent damage, and as the child cried himself out and sobbed himself to sleep in half an hour without either blackening or bursting, the various members of the family were relieved, and resumed their suspended labours.

The shades of evening had fallen, and, among other orbs of night, the stars of that much too highly complimented constellation, the Southern Cross, had for some time illumined the sky before these labours were completed, and the wearied Brook family and household retired to rest, with weapons ready at hand and fires blazing. Wild beasts  to whose cries they were by that time accustomed  soon began their nightly serenade and carried it on till morning, but they were not wild enough to disturb the newcomers with anything more formidable than sound.

Next morning early, George Dally was the first to bestir himself. On taking a general view of surrounding nature he observed a thin column of smoke rising above the tree-tops in the direction of the stream or river to which reference has already been made.

Perhaps its Kafirs, thought George.

Following up that thought he returned to what we may style his lair  the place where he had spent the night  under a mimosa-bush, and there girded himself with a belt containing a long knife. He further armed himself with a fowling-piece. Thus accoutred he sallied forth with the nonchalant air of a sportsman taking his pleasure. Going down to the stream, and following its course upwards, he quickly came in sight of the camp-fire whose smoke had attracted his attention. A tall man in dishabille was bending over it, coaxing the flame to kindle some rather green wood over which a large iron pot hung from a tripod. The fire was in front of a large, but not deep, cavern, in the recesses of which three slumbering figures were visible.

Drawing cautiously nearer, George discovered that the man at the fire was John Skyd, and of course jumped to the conclusion that the three slumbering figures were his brothers and friend. These enterprising knights of the quill, having found what they deemed a suitable spot, had selected a cave for their residence, as being at once ready and economical.

Now, George Dally, being gifted with a reckless as well as humorous disposition, suddenly conceived the idea of perpetrating a practical joke. Perhaps Junkies performances on the previous evening suggested it. Flinging his cap on the ground, he ran his fingers through his thick hair until it stood up in wild confusion, and then, deliberately uttering a hideous and quite original war-whoop, he rushed furiously towards the cave.

The brothers Skyd and company proved themselves equal to the occasion, for they received him at the cavern mouth with the muzzles of four double-barrelled guns, and a stern order to halt!

Next moment the muzzles were thrown up as they exclaimed in surprise  

Why, Dally, is it you?

Didnt you hear it? gasped George, supporting himself on the side of the cavern.

Hear what?

The war-whoop!

Of course we did  at least we heard a most unearthly yell. What was it?

Wed best go out and see, cried George, cocking his gun; if it was Kafirs the sooner we follow them up the better.

Not so, friend George, said Frank Dobson, in a slightly sarcastic tone. If it was Kafirs they are far beyond our reach by this time, and if they mean us harm we are safer in our fortress here. My opinion is that we should have our breakfast without delay, and then we shall be in a fit state to face our foes  whether they be men or beasts.

Acting on this suggestion, with a laugh, the brothers leaned their guns against the wall of the cavern and set about the preparation of breakfast in good earnest.

Meanwhile George gravely assented to the wisdom of their decision, and sat down to his morning pipe, while he questioned the brothers as to their intentions.

They pointed out to him the spot where they thought of commencing agricultural operations and the site of their future dwelling  close, they said, to the cave, because that would be conveniently near the river, which would be handy for both washing, drinking, and boiling purposes.

Thats true  wery true, said George, but it seems to me you run a risk of bein washed away, house and all, if you fix the site so low down, for Ive heard say there are floods in these parts now and again.

Oh, no fear of that! said Robert Skyd, who was the quietest of the three brothers; dont you see the foundation of our future house is at least ten feet above the highest point to which the river seems to have risen in times past?

Ah, just so, responded George, with the air of a man not convinced.

Besides, added John Skyd, lifting the iron pot off the fire and setting it down, I suppose that floods are not frequent, so we dont need to trouble ourselves about em.  Come, Dally, youll join us?

No, thank ee. Much obleeged all the same, but Ive got to prepare breakfast for our own party.  Goin to begin plantin soon?

As soon as ever we can get the soil broken up, replied Dobson.

Studied farmin? inquired George.

Not much, but we flatter ourselves that what we do know will be of some service to us, said John.

Dally made no reply, but he greatly doubted in his own mind the capacity of the brothers for the line of life they had chosen.

His judgment in this respect was proved correct a week later, when he and Edwin Brook had occasion to visit the brothers, whom they found hard at work ploughing and sowing.

Come, this looks business-like! exclaimed Brook heartily, as he shook hands with the brothers; youve evidently not been idle. I have just come to ask a favour of you, gentlemen.

We shall grant it with pleasure, if within our powers, said Robert Skyd, who leaned on a spade with which he had been filling in a trench of about two feet deep.

It is, that you will do me and Mrs Brook the pleasure of coming over to our location this afternoon to dinner. It is our Gerties birthday. She is thirteen to-day. In a rash moment we promised her a treat or surprise of some sort, but really the only surprise I can think of in such an out-of-the-way place is to have a dinner-party in her honour. Will you come?

The brothers at once agreed to do so, remarking, however, that they must complete the sowing of their carrot-seed before dinner if possible.

What did you say you were sowing? asked Brook, with a peculiar smile.

Carrot-seed, answered Robert Skyd.

If your carrot-seed is sown there, said George Dally, pointing with a broad grin to the trench, its very likely to come up in England about the time it does here,  by sendin its roots right through the world!

How? what do you mean?

The truth is, my dear sir, said Brook good-humouredly, that youve made a slight mistake in this matter. Carrot-seed is usually sown in trenches less than an inch deep. Youd better leave off work just now and come over to my place at once. Ill give you some useful hints as we walk along.

The knights of the quill laughed at their mistake, and at once threw down their implements of husbandry. But on going over their farm, Brook found it necessary to correct a few more mistakes, for he discovered that the active brothers had already planted a large quantity of Indian corn, or mealies, entire, without knocking it off the cobs, and, in another spot of ground, a lot of young onions were planted with the roots upwards!

You see, Miss Gertie, said John Skyd, when commenting modestly on these mistakes at dinnertime, my brothers and I have all our lives had more to do with the planting of houses and the growth of commercial enterprise than with agricultural products, but we are sanguine that, with experience and perseverance, we shall overcome all our difficulties. Have you found many difficulties to overcome!

Gertie was not sure; she thought she had found a few, but none worth mentioning. Being somewhat put out by the question, she picked up a pebble  for the dinner was a species of picnic, served on the turf in front of Mr Brooks tent  and examined it with almost geological care.

My daughter does not like to admit the existence of difficulties, said Mrs Brook, coming to the rescue, and to say truth is seldom overcome by anything.

Oh, ma, how can you? said Gertie, blushing deeply.

Thats not true, cried Mr Brook; excuse me, my dear, for so flat a contradiction, but I have seen Gertie frequently overcome by things,  by Junkies obstinacy for instance, which I verily believe to be an insurmountable difficulty, and Ive seen her thoroughly overcome, night after night, by sleep.  Isnt that true, lass?

I suppose it is, father, since you say so, but of course I cannot tell.

Sleep! continued Brook, with a laugh, why, would you believe it, Mr Skyd, I went into what we call the nursery-tent one morning last week, to try to stop the howling of my little boy, and I found him lying with his open mouth close to Gerties cheek, pouring the flood of his wrath straight into her ear, and she sound asleep all the time! My nurse, Mrs Scholtz, told me she had been as sound as that all night, despite several heavy squalls, and notwithstanding a chorus of hyenas and jackals outside that might almost have awakened the dead.  By the way, that reminds me: just as I was talking with nurse that morning we heard a most unearthly shriek at some distance off. It was not the least like the cry of any wild animal I have yet heard, and for the first time since our arrival the idea of Kafirs flashed into my mind. Did any of you gentlemen happen to hear it?

The brothers looked at each other, and at their friend Dobson, and then unitedly turned their eyes on George Dally, who  performing the combined duties of cook and waiter, at a fire on the ground, not fifteen feet to leeward of the dinner-party  could hear every word of the conversation.

Why, yes, said John Skyd, we did hear it, and so did your man Dally. We had thought

The truth is, sir, said George, advancing with a miniature pitchfork or tormentor in his hand; pardon my interrupting you, sir,  I did hear the screech, but as I couldnt say exactly for certain, you know, that it was a Kafir, not havin seen one, I thought it best not to alarm you, sir, an so said nothing about it.

You looked as if you had seen one, observed Frank Dobson, drawing down the corners of his mouth with his peculiar smile.

Did I, sir! said George, with a simple look; very likely I did, for Im timersome by nature an easily frightened.

You did not act with your wonted wisdom, George, in concealing this, said Edwin Brook gravely.

Im afraid I didnt sir, returned George meekly.

In future, be sure to let me know every symptom of danger you may discover, no matter how trifling, said Brook.

Yes, sir.

It was a very tremendous yell, wasnt it, Dally? asked John Skyd slily, as the waiter-cook was turning to resume his duties at the fire.

Wery, sir.

And alarmed us all dreadfully, didnt it?

Oh! dreadfully, sir specially me; though I must in dooty say that you four gentleman was as bold as brass. It quite relieved me when I saw your tall figurs standin at the mouth o your cavern, an the muzzles o your four double-guns  thats eight shots  with your glaring eyes an pale cheeks behind them!

Ha! exclaimed John Skyd, with a grim smile but after all it might only have been the shriek of a baboon.

I think not, sir, replied George, with a smile of intelligence.

Perhaps then it was the cry of a zebra or quagga, returned John Skyd, or a South African ass of some sort.

Wery likely, sir, retorted George. I shouldnt wonder if it was  which is wery consolin to my feelins, for Id sooner be terrified out o my wits by asses of any kind than fall in with these long-legged savages that dwell in caves.

With an appearance of great humility George returned to his work at the fire.

It was either owing to a sort of righteous retribution, or a touch of that fortune which favours the brave, that George Dally was in reality the first, of this particular party of settlers, to encounter the black and naked inhabitant of South Africa in his native jungle. It was on this wise.

George was fond of sport, when not detained at home by the claims of duty. But these claims were so constant that he found it impossible to indulge his taste, save, as he was wont to say, in the early morn and late at eve.

One morning about daybreak, shouldering his gun and buckling on his hunting-knife, he marched into the jungle in quest of an antelope. Experience had taught him that the best plan was to seat himself at a certain opening or pass which lay on the route to a pool of water, and there bide his time.

Seating himself on a moss-covered stone, he put his gun in position on his knee, with the forefinger on the trigger, and remained for some time so motionless that a North American Indian might have envied his powers of self-restraint. Suddenly a twig was heard to snap in the thicket before him. Next moment the striped black and yellow skin of a leopard, or Cape tiger, appeared in the opening where he had expected to behold a deer. Dallys gun flew to his shoulder. At the same instant the leopard skin was thrown back, and the right arm of a tall athletic Kafir was bared. The hand grasped a light assagai, or darting spear. Both men were taken by surprise, and for one instant they glared at each other. The instance between them was so short that death to each seemed imminent, for the white mans weapon was a deadly one, and the cast of the lithe savage would doubtless have been swift and sure.

In that instant of uncertainty the white mans innate spirit of forbearance acted almost involuntarily. Dally had hitherto been a man of peace. The thought of shedding human blood was intensely repulsive to him. He lowered the butt of his gun, and held up his right hand in token of amity.

The savage possessed apparently some of the good qualities of the white man, for he also at once let the butt of his assegai drop to the ground, although he knew, what Dally was not aware of, that considering the nature of their weapons, he placed himself at a tremendous disadvantage in doing so  the act of throwing forward and discharging the deadly fire-arm being much quicker than that of poising and hurling an assagai.

Without a moments hesitation George Dally advanced and held out his right hand with a bland smile.

Although unfamiliar with Kafir customs, he had heard enough from the Dutch farmers who drove the ox-teams to know that only chiefs were entitled to wear the leopard skin as a robe. The tall form and dignified bearing of the savage also convinced him that he had encountered no ordinary savage. He also knew that the exhibition of a trustful spirit goes a long way to create good-will. That his judgment was correct appeared from the fact of the Kafir holding out his hand and allowing George to grasp and shake it.

But what to do next was a question that puzzled the white man sorely, although he maintained on his good-natured countenance an expression of easy nonchalance.

Of course he made a vain attempt at conversation in English, to which the Kafir chief replied, with dignified condescension, by a brief sentence in his own tongue.

As George Dally looked in his black face, thoughts flashed through his brain with the speed of light. Should he kill him outright? That would be simple murder, in the circumstances, and George objected to murder, on principle. Should he suddenly seize and throw him down? He felt quite strong enough to do so, but after such a display of friendship it would be mean. Should he quietly bid him good morning and walk away? This, he felt, would be ridiculous. At that moment tobacco occurred to his mind. He quietly rested his gun against a tree, and drew forth a small roll of tobacco, from which he cut at least a foot and handed it to the chief. The dignity of the savage at once gave way before the beloved weed. He smiled  that is, he grinned in a ghastly way, for his face, besides being black, was streaked with lines of red ochre  and graciously accepted the gift. Then George made an elaborate speech in dumb-show with hands, fingers, arms, and eyes, to the effect that he desired the Kafir to accompany him to his location, but the chief gravely shook his head, pointed in another direction and to the sun, as though to say that time was on the wing; then, throwing his leopard-skin robe over his right shoulder with the air of a Spanish grandee, he turned aside and strode into the jungle.

George, glad to be thus easily rid of him, also turned and hurried home.

This time he was not slow to let his employer know that he had met with a native.

It behoves us to keep a sharp look-out, George, said Brook. I heard yesterday from young Merton that some of the settlers not far from his place have had a visit from the black fellows, who came in the night, and while they slept carried off some of the sheep they had recently purchased from an up-country county Dutchman. We will watch for a few nights while rumours of this kind are afloat. When all seems quiet we can take it easy. Let Scholtz take the first watch. You will succeed him, and I will mount guard from the small hours onward.

For some days this precaution was continued, but as nothing more was heard of black marauders the Brook family gradually ceased to feel anxious, and the nightly watch was given up.




Chapter Eight.

Shows the Pleasures, Pains, and Penalties of Housekeeping in the Bush.

Dont you think this a charming life? asked Mrs Brook of Mrs Merton, who had been her guest for a week.

Mrs Merton was about thirty years of age, and opinionated, if not strong-minded, also rather pretty. She had married young, and her eldest son, a lad of twelve, had brought her from her husbands farm, some three miles distant from that of Edwin Brook.

No, Mrs Brook, I dont like it at all, was Mrs Mertons emphatic reply.

Indeed! said Mrs Brook, in some surprise.

She said nothing more after this for some time, but continued to ply her needle busily, while Mrs Scholtz, who by some piece of unusual good fortune had got Junkie to sleep, plied her scissors in cutting out and shaping raw material.

The two dames, with the nurse and Gertie, had agreed to unite their powers that day in a resolute effort to overtake the household repairs. They were in a cottage now, of the style familiarly known as wattle and dab, which was rather picturesque than permanent, and suggestive of simplicity. They sat on rude chairs, made by Scholtz, round a rough table by the same artist. Mrs Brook was busy with the rends in a blue pilot-cloth jacket, a dilapidated remnant of the old England wardrobe. The nurse was forming a sheep skin into a pair of those unmentionables which were known among the Cape-colonists of that period by the name of crackers. Mrs Merton was busy with a pair of the same, the knees of which had passed into a state of nonentity, while other parts were approaching the same condition. Gertie was engaged on a pair of socks, whose original formation was overlaid by and nearly lost in subsequent deposits.

Why do you like this sort of life, Mrs Brook? asked Mrs Merton suddenly.

Because it is so new, so busy, so healthy, so thoroughly practical. Such a constant necessity for doing something useful, and a constant supply of something useful to do, and then such a pleasant feeling of rest when at last you do get your head on a pillow.

Oh! its delightful! interpolated Gertie in a low voice.

Well, now, that is strange. Everything depends on how one looks at things.  What do you think, Mrs Scholtz? asked Mrs Merton.

Ive got no time to think, maam, replied the nurse, giving the embryo crackers a slice that bespoke the bold fearless touch of a thorough artist. When Junkies not asleep he keeps body and brain fully employed, and when he is asleep Im glad to let body and brain alone.

What is your objection to this life, Mrs Merton? asked Mrs Brook, with a smile.

Oh! Ive no special objection, only I hate it altogether. How is it possible to like living in a wilderness, with no conveniences around one, no society to chat with, no books to read, and, above all, no shops to go to, where one is obliged to drudge at menial work from morning till night, and ones boys and girls get into rags and tatters, and ones husband becomes little better than a navvy, to say nothing of snakes and scorpions in ones bed and boots, and the howling of wild beasts all night? I declare, one might as well live in a menagerie.

But you must remember that things are in a transition state just now, rejoined Mrs Brook. As we spread and multiply over the land, things will fall more into shape. We shall have tailors and dressmakers to take the heavy part of our work in this way, and the wild beasts will retire before the rifle and the plough of civilised man; no doubt, also, shops will come in due course.

And what of the Kafirs? cried Mrs Merton sternly. Do you flatter yourself that either the plough or the rifle will stop their thievish propensities? Have we not learned, when too late  for here we are, and here we must bide,  that the black wretches have been at loggerheads with the white men ever since this was a colony, and is it not clear that gentle treatment and harsh have alike failed to improve them?

Wise treatment has yet to be tried, said Mrs Brook.

Fiddlesticks! returned Mrs Merton impatiently. What do you call wise treatment?

Gospel treatment, replied Mrs Brook.

Oh! come now, you know that that has also been tried, and has signally failed. Have we not heard how many hundreds of so-called black converts in this and in other colonies are arrant hypocrites, or at all events give way before the simplest temptations?

I have also heard, returned Mrs Brook, of many hundreds of so-called white Christians, whose lives prove them to be the enemies of our Saviour, and who do not even condescend to hypocrisy, for they will plainly tell you that they make no pretence to be religious, though they call themselves Christians. But that does not prove gospel treatment among the English to have been a failure. You have heard, I daresay, of the Hottentot robber Africaner, who was long the terror and scourge of the district where he lived, but who, under the teaching of our missionary Mr Moffat, or rather, I should say, under the influence of Gods Holy Spirit, has led a righteous, peaceful, Christian life for many years. He is alive still to prove the truth of what I say.

Ill believe it when I see it, returned Mrs Merton, with a decisive compression of her lips.

Well, many people have testified to the truth of this, and some of these people have seen Africaner and have believed.

Humph! returned Mrs Merton.

This being an unanswerable argument, Mrs Brook smiled by way of reply, and turned a sleeve inside out, the better to get at its dilapidations. Changing the subject, she desired Gertie to go and prepare dinner, as it was approaching noon.

What shall I prepare, mother? asked Gertie, laying down her work.

Youd better make a hash of the remains of yesterdays leg of mutton, dear; it will be more quickly done than the roasting of another leg, and we cant spare time on cookery to-day. I daresay Mrs Merton will excuse

Mrs Brook, interrupted Mrs Merton, with that Spartan-like self-denial to which she frequently laid claim, without, however, the slightest shadow of a title, I can eat anything on a emergency. Have the hash by all means.

And Im afraid, Mrs Merton, continued Mrs Brook, in an apologetic tone, that we shall have to dine without bread to-day  we have run short of flour. My husband having heard that the Thomases have recently got a large supply, has gone to their farm to procure some, but their place is twelve miles off, so he cant be back till night. You wont mind, I trust?

Mrs Merton vowed that she didnt mind, became more and more Spartanic in her expression and sentiments, and plied her needle with increased decision.

Just then Gertie re-entered the cottage with a face expressive of concern.

Mother, theres no meat in the larder.

No meat, child? You must be mistaken. We ate only a small part of yesterdays leg.

Oh! maam, exclaimed the nurse, dropping the scissors suddenly, and looking somewhat guilty, I quite forgot, maam, to say that master, before he left this morning, and while you was asleep, maam, ordered me to give all the meat we had in the house to Scholtz, as he was to be away four or five days, and would require it all, so I gave him the leg that was hanging up in the larder, and master himself took the remains of yesterdays leg, bidding me be sure to tell George to kill a sheep and have meat ready for dinner.

Oh, well, it doesnt matter, said Mrs Brook; we shall just have to wait a little longer.

Nurse looked strangely remorseful.

But, maam she said, and paused.

Well, nurse!

I forgot, maam  indeed I did  to tell George to kill a sheep.

Mrs Brooks hands and work fell on her lap, and she looked from Mrs Scholtz to her visitor, and from her to the anxious Gertie, without speaking.

Why, whats the matter? asked Mrs Merton.

My dear, replied Mrs Brook, with a touch of solemnity, George Dally, our man, asked me this morning if he might go into the bush to cut rafters for the new kitchen, and I gave him leave, knowing nothing of what arrangements had been made before  and  and  in short, theres not a man on the place, and  theres nothing to eat.

The four females looked at each other in blank silence for a few seconds, as the full significance of their circumstances became quite clear to them.

Mrs Merton was the first to recover.

Now, said she, while the Spartanic elements of her nature became intensified, we must rise to this occasion like true women; we must prove ourselves to be not altogether dependent on man; we must face the difficulty, sink the natural tenderness of our sex, and  and  kill a sheep!

She laid down the crackers on the table with an air of resolution, and rose to put her fell intent in execution.

But the carrying out of her plan was not so easy as the good lady had, at the first blush of the thing, imagined it would be. In the first place, like other heroes and heroines, she experienced the enervating effects of opposition and vacillating purpose in others.

You must all help me, she said, with the air of a commander-in-chief.

Help you to kill a sheep, maam? said Mrs Scholtz, with a shudder, Ill die first! I couldnt do it, and I wouldnt, for my weight in gold.

Notwithstanding the vehemence of her protestation, the nurse stood by and listened while the other conspirators talked in subdued tones, and with horrified looks, of the details of the contemplated murder.

I never even saw the dreadful deed done, said Mrs Brook, becoming pale as she thought of it.

Oh, mamma! much better go without meat; we could dine on cakes, suggested Gertie.

But my love, there is not a cake or an ounce of flour in the house.

Women! exclaimed Mrs Merton severely, we must rise to the occasion. I am hungry now, and it is not yet noon; what will be our condition if we wait till night for our dinner?

This was a home-thrust. The conspirators shuddered and agreed to do the deed. Gertie, in virtue of her youth, was exempted from taking any active part, but an unaccountable fascination constrained her to follow and be a witness  in short, an accomplice.

Do you know where  where  the knife is kept? asked Mrs Merton.

Mrs Scholtz knew, and brought it from the kitchen.

It was a keen serviceable knife, with a viciously sharp point. Mrs Merton received it, coughed, and hurried out to the sheep-fold, followed by her accomplices.

To catch a sheep was not difficult, for the animals were all more or less tame and accustomed to gentle treatment by the females, but to hold it was quite another thing. Mrs Merton secured it by the head, Mrs Scholtz laid hold of the tail, and Mrs Brook fastened her fingers in the wool of its back. Each female individually was incapable of holding the animal, though a very small one had been purposely selected, but collectively they were more than a match for it. After a short struggle it was laid on its side, and its feet were somewhat imperfectly secured with a pocket-handkerchief.

Now, maam, cried Mrs Scholtz, holding tight to the tail and shutting her eyes, do be quick.

Mrs Merton, also shutting her eyes, struck feebly with the knife. The others, having likewise shut their eyes, waited a few seconds in a state of indescribable horror, and then opened them to find that the Spartan lady had missed her mark, and planted her weapon in the ground! So feeble, however, had been the stroke that it had barely penetrated an inch of the soil.

Oh, Mrs Merton! exclaimed Mrs Brook remonstratively.

Mrs Merton tried again more carefully, and hit the mark, but still without success.

It wont go in! she gasped, as, on opening her eyes a second time, she found only a few drops of blood trickling from a mere scratch in the sheeps neck; I  I cant do it!

At that moment the unfortunate animal suddenly freed its head from the Spartan matrons grasp. A sharp wriggle freed its tail and feet, and in another moment it burst away from its captors and made for a shallow pond formed by Edwin Brook for a colony of household ducks.

Roused to excessive indignation by the weakness and boastfulness of Mrs Merton, Mrs Scholtz sprang to her feet and gave chase. The others joined. Hunger, shame, determination, disappointment, combined to give them energy of purpose. The sheep rushed into the pond. Mrs Scholtz recklessly followed  up to the knees  caught it by the horns, and dragged it forth.

Give me the knife! she shouted.

Mrs Merton hurriedly obeyed, and the nurse, shutting her eyes, plunged it downwards with a wild hysterical shriek.

There was no mistake this time. Letting the animal go, she fled, red-handed, into the innermost recess of the cottage, followed by her horrified friends.

Oh! what have I done? groaned Mrs Scholtz; burying her face in her hands.

Mrs Brook and the others  all shuddering  sought to soothe her, and in a short time they regained sufficient composure to permit of their returning to the victim, which they found lying dead upon the ground.

Having thus got over the terrible first step, the ladies hardened themselves to the subsequent processes, and these they also found more difficult than they had anticipated. The skinning of a sheep they did not understand. Of the cutting up they were equally ignorant, and a terrible mess they made of the poor carcass in their varied efforts. In despair Mrs Brook suggested to Mrs Scholtz, who was now the chief and acknowledged operator, that they had better cut it up without skinning, and singe off the wool and skin together; but on attempting this Mrs Scholtz found that she could not find the joints, and, being possessed of no saw, could not cut the bones; whereupon Mrs Merton suggested that she should cut out four slices from any part that would admit of being penetrated by a knife, and leave the rest of the operation to be performed by Dally on his return. This proposal was acted on. Four fat slices were cut from the flanks and carried by Gertie to the kitchen, where they were duly cooked, and afterwards eaten with more relish than might have been expected, considering the preliminaries to the feast.

This was one of those difficulties that did not occur to them again. It was a preventable difficulty, to be avoided in future by the exercise of forethought; but there were difficulties and troubles in store against which forethought was of little avail.

While they were yet in the enjoyment of the chops which had caused them so much mental and physical pain, they were alarmed by a sudden cry from Junkie. Looking round they saw that urchin on his knees holding on to the side of his home-made crib, and gazing in blank amazement at the hole in the wall which served for a window. And well might he gaze, for he saw the painted face of a black savage looking in at that window!

On beholding him Mrs Merton uttered a scream and Mrs Brook an exclamation. Mrs Scholtz and Gertie seemed bereft of power to move or cry.

Perhaps the Kafir took this for the British mode of welcoming a stranger. At all events, he left the window and entered by the door. Being quite naked, with the exception of the partial covering afforded by a leopard-skin robe, his appearance was naturally alarming to females who had never before seen a native of South Africa in his war-paint. They remained perfectly still, however, and quite silent, while he went through the cottage appropriating whatever things took his fancy. He was the native whom we have already introduced as having been met by George Dally, though of course the Brook household were not aware of this.

A few other savages entered the cottage soon after, and were about to follow the example of their chief and help themselves, but he sternly ordered them to quit, and they submissively obeyed.

When he had gone out, without having condescended to notice any of the household, Master Junkie gave vent to a long-suspended howl, and claimed the undivided attention of Mrs Scholtz, whose touching blandishments utterly failed in quieting him. The good nurse was unexpectedly aided, however, by the savage chief, who on repassing the window, looked in and made his black face supernaturally hideous by glaring at the refractory child. Junkie was petrified on the spot, and remained good till forgetfulness and sleep overpowered him.

Meanwhile Mrs Merton swooned into a chair  or appeared to do so  and Mrs Brook, recovering from her first alarm, went out with Gertie to see what the black marauders were about.

They were just in time to see the last tail of their small flock of sheep, and their still smaller herd of cattle, disappear into the jungle, driven by apparently a score of black, lithe, and naked devils, so ugly and unearthly did the Kafirs seem on this their first visit to the unfortunate settlers.

It was a peculiarly bitter trial to the Brooks, for the herd and flock just referred to had been acquired, after much bargaining, from a Dutch farmer only a few days before, and Edwin Brook was rather proud of his acquisition, seeing that few if any of the settlers had at that time become possessors of live stock to any great extent. It was, however, a salutary lesson, and the master of Mount Hope  so he had named his location  never again left his wife and family unguarded for a single hour during these first years of the infant colony.




Chapter Nine.

Off to the Highlands and Black Snakes in the Bush.

While the settlers of this section were thus scattering far and wide, in more or less numerous groups, over the fertile plains of Lower Albany, the Scotch party was slowly, laboriously, toiling on over hill and dale, jungle and plain, towards the highlands of the interior.

The country through which the long line of waggons passed was as varied as can well be imagined, being one of the wildest and least inhabited tracts of the frontier districts. The features of the landscape changed continually from dark jungle to rich park-like scenery, embellished with graceful clumps of evergreens, and from that again to the sterility of savage mountains or parched and desert plains. Sometimes they plodded wearily over the karroo for twenty miles or more at a stretch without seeing a drop of water. At other times they came to a wretched mud hovel, the farm-house of a boer, near a permanent spring of water. Again, they were entangled among the rugged, roadless gorges and precipices of a mountain range, through which no vehicle of European construction could have passed without absolute demolition, and up parts of which the Cape-waggons were sometimes compelled to go by means of two teams,  that is, from twenty to thirty or more oxen,  being attached to each. At other times they had to descend and re-ascend the precipitous banks of rivers whose beds were sometimes quite dry and paved with mighty boulders.

Its an unco rough country, observed Sandy Black to Charlie Considine, as they stood watching the efforts of a double team to haul one of their waggons up a slope so rugged and steep that the mere attempt appeared absolute madness in their eyes.

Considine assented, but was too much interested in the process to indulge in further remark.

Gin the rope brek, continued Sandy, I wadna gie muckle for the waggon. Itll come rowin an stottin doon the hill like a bairns ba.

No fear of the rope, said Hans Marais, as he passed at the moment to render assistance to Ruyter, Jemalee, Booby, and some others, who were shouting at the pitch of their voices, and plying the long waggon-whips, or the short sjamboks, with unmerciful vigour.

Hans was right. The powerful trektow stood the enormous strain, and the equally powerful waggon groaned and jolted up the stony steep until it had nearly gained the top, when an unfortunate drop of the right front wheel into a deep hollow, combined with an unlucky and simultaneous elevation of the left back wheel by a stone, turned the vehicle completely over on its side. The hoops of the tilt were broken, and much of the lading was deposited in a hollow beside the waggon, but a few of the lighter and smaller articles went hopping, or, according to Sandy Black, stottin down the slope, and were smashed to atoms at the bottom.

Ruyter, Booby, and Jemalee turned towards Hans Marais with a shrinking action, as if they expected to feel the sjambok on their shoulders, for their own cruel master was wont on occasions of mischance such as this to visit his men with summary punishment; but Hans was a good specimen of another, and, we believe, much more numerous class of Cape-Dutchmen. After the first short frown of annoyance had passed, he went actively to work, to set the example of unloading the waggon and repairing the damage, administering at the same time, however, a pretty sharp rebuke to the drivers for their carelessness in not taking better note of the form of the ground.

That night in talking over the incident with Ruyter, Considine ventured again to comment on the wrongs which the former endured, and the possibility of redress being obtained from the proper authorities.

For I am told, he said, that the laws of the colony do not now permit masters to lash and maltreat their slaves as they once did.

Ruyter, though by nature a good-humoured, easy-going fellow, was possessed of an unusually high spirit for one of his race, and could never listen to any reference to the wrongs of the Hottentots without a dark frown of indignation. In general he avoided the subject, but on the night in question either his wonted reticence had fled, or he felt disposed to confide in the kindly youth, from whom on the previous journey from Capetown he had experienced many marks of sympathy and good-will.

There be no way to make tings better, he replied fiercely. I knows noting bout your laws. Only knows dey dont work somehow. Allers de same wid me anyhow, kick and cuff and lash wen Is wrong  sometimes wen Is right  and nebber git tanks for noting.

But that is because your master is an unusually bad fellow, replied Considine. Few Cape farmers are so bad as he. You have yourself had experience of Hans Marais, now, who is kind to every one.

Ja, he is good master  an sos hims fadder, an all hims peepil  but what good dat doos to me! returned the Hottentot gloomily. It is true your laws do not allow us to be bought and sold like de slaves, but dat very ting makes de masters hate us and hurt us more dan de slaves.

This was to some extent true. At the time we write of, slavery, being still permitted in the British colonies, the Dutch, and other Cape colonists, possessed great numbers of negro slaves, whom it was their interest to treat well, as being valuable property, and whom most of them probably did treat well, as a man will treat a useful horse or ox, though of course there were  as there always must be in the circumstances  many instances of cruelty, by passionate and brutal owners. But the Hottentots, or original natives of the South African soil, having been declared unsaleable, and therefore not property, were in many cases treated with greater degradation by their masters than the slaves, were made to work like them, but not cared for or fed like them, because not so valuable. At the same time, although not absolute slaves, the Hottentots were practically in a state of servitude, in which the freedom accorded to them by Government had, by one subterfuge or another, been rendered inoperative. Not long before this period the colonists possessed absolute power over the Hottentots, and although recent efforts had been made to legislate in their favour, their wrongs had only been mitigated,  by no means redressed. Masters were, it is true, held accountable by the law for the treatment of their Hottentots, but were rarely called to account; and the Hottentots knew too well, from sad experience, that to make a complaint would be in many cases worse than useless, as it would only rouse the ire of their masters and make them doubly severe.

You say de Hottentots are not slaves, but you treat us all de same as slaves  anyhow, Jan Smit does.

That is the sin of Jan Smit, not of the British law, replied Considine.

Ruyters face grew darker as he rejoined fiercely, What de use of your laws if dey wont work? Besides, what right hab de white scoundril to make slave at all  whether you call him slave or no call him slave. Look at Jemalee!

The Hottentot pointed with violent action to the Malay, who, with a calm and sad but dignified mien, stood listening to the small-talk of Booby, while the light of the camp-fire played fitfully on their swarthy features.

Well, what of Jemalee! asked Considine.

You know dat hims a slave  a real slave?

Yes, I know that, poor fellow.

You never hear how him was brought up here?

No, never  tell me about it.

Hereupon the Hottentot related the following brief story.

Abdul Jemalee, a year or two before, had lived in Capetown, where his owner was a man of some substance. Jemalee had a wife and several children, who were also the property of his owner. Being an expert waggon-driver, the Malay was a valuable piece of human goods. On one occasion Jan Smit happened to be in Capetown, and, hearing of the Malays qualities, offered his master a high price for him. The offer was accepted, but in order to avoid a scene, the bargain was kept secret from the piece of property, and he was given to understand that he was going up country on his old masters business. When poor Jemalee bade his pretty wife and little ones goodbye, he comforted them with the assurance that he should be back in a few months. On arriving at Smits place, however, the truth was told, and he found that he had been separated for ever from those he most loved on earth. For some time Abdul Jemalee gave way to sullen despair, and took every sort of abuse and cruel treatment with apparent indifference, but, as time went on, a change came over him. He became more like his former self, and did his work so well, that even the savage Jan Smit seldom had any excuse for finding fault. On his last journey to the Cape, Smit took the Malay with him only part of the way. He left him in charge of a friend, who agreed to look well after him until his return.

Even this crushing of Jemalees hope that he might meet his wife and children once more did not appear to oppress him much, and when his master returned from Capetown he resumed charge of one of the waggons, and went quietly back to his home in the karroo.

And can you tell what brought about this change? asked Considine.

Oh ja, I knows, replied Ruyter, with a decided nod and a deep chuckle; Jemalee hims got a powerful glitter in hims eye now and den  bery powerful an strange!

And what may that have to do with it? asked Considine.

Ruyters visage changed from a look of deep cunning to one of childlike simplicity as he replied Cant go for to say what de glitter of hims eye got to do wid it. Snakes eyes glitter sometimes  spose cause he cant help it, or hes wicked praps.

Considine smiled, but, seeing that the Hottentot did not choose to be communicative on the point, he forbore further question.

What a funny man Jerry Goldboy is! said Jessie McTavish, as she sat that same evening sipping a pannikin of tea in her fathers tent.

From the opening of the tent the fire was visible.

Jerry was busy preparing his supper, while he kept up an incessant run of small-chat with Booby and Jemalee. The latter replied to him chiefly with grave smiles, the former with shouts of appreciative laughter.

He is funny, asserted Mrs McTavish, and uncommonly noisy. I doubt if there is much good in him.

More than you think, Mopsy, said Kenneth (by this irreverent name did the Highlander call his better-half); Jerry Goldboy is a small package, but hes made of good stuff, depend upon it. No doubt hes a little nervous, but Ive observed that his nerves are tried more by the suddenness with which he may be surprised than by the actual danger he may chance to encounter. On our first night out, when he roused the camp and smashed the stock of his blunderbuss, no doubt I as well as others thought he showed the white feather, but there was no lack of courage in him when he went last week straight under the tree where the tiger was growling, and shot it so dead that when it fell it was not far from his feet.

I heard some of the men, papa, observed Jessie, say that it was Dutch courage that made him do that. What did they mean by Dutch courage?

Jessie, being little more than eight, was ignorant of much of the worlds slang.

Cape-smoke, my dear, answered her father, with a laugh.

Cape-smoke? exclaimed Jessie, what is that?

Brandy, child, peach-brandy, much loved by some of the boers, Im told, and still more so by the Hottentots; but there was no more Cape-smoke in Jerry that day than in you. It was true English pluck. No doubt he could hardly fail to make a dead shot at so close a range, with such an awful weapon, loaded, as it usually is, with handfuls of slugs, buckshot, and gravel; but it was none the less plucky for all that. The old flint-lock might have missed fire, or he mightnt have killed the brute outright, and in either case he knew well enough it would have been all up with Jerry Goldboy.

Whos that taking my name in vain? said Jerry himself, passing the tent at the moment, in company with Sandy Black.

We were only praising you, Jerry, cried Jessie, with a laugh, for the way in which you shot that tiger the other day.

It wasnt a teeger, Miss Jessie, interposed Sandy Black, it was only a leopard  ane o thae wee spottit beasts that theyre sae prood o in this country as to ca them teegers.

Come, Sandy, cried Jerry Goldboy, dont rob me of the honour that is my due. The hanimal was big enough to ave torn you limb from limb if ed got old of you.

It may be sae, but he wasna a teeger for a that, retorted Black. Dee know, sir, he continued, turning to McTavish, that Mr Pringles been askin for ee?

No, Sandy, but now that youve told me Ill go to his tent.

So saying the Highlander rose and went out, to attend a council of heads of families.

Hitherto we have directed the readers attention chiefly to one or two individuals of the Scotch party, but there were in that party a number of families who had appointed Mr Pringle their head and representative. In this capacity of chief-head, or leader, Mr Pringle was in the habit of convening a meeting of subordinate heads when matters of importance had to be discussed.

While the elders of the party were thus engaged in conclave at the door of their leaders tent, and while the rest were busy round their several fires, a man with a body much blacker than the night was secretly gliding about the camp like a huge snake, now crouching as he passed quickly, but without noise, in rear of the thick bushes; now creeping on hands and knees among the waggons and oxen, and anon gliding almost flat on his breast up to the very verge of the light thrown by the camp-fires. At one and another of the fires he remained motionless like the blackened trunk of a dead tree, with his glittering eyes fixed on the settlers, as if listening intently to their conversation.

Whatever might be the ultimate designs of the Kafir  for such he was  his intentions at the time being were evidently peaceful, for he carried neither weapon nor shield. He touched nothing belonging to the white men, though guns and blankets and other tempting objects were more than once within reach of his hand. Neither did he attempt to steal that which to the Kafir is the most coveted prize of all  a fat ox. Gradually he melted away into the darkness from which he had emerged. No eye in all the emigrant band saw him come or go in his snake-like glidings, yet his presence was known to one of the party  to Ruyter the Hottentot.

Soon after the Kafir had taken his departure, Ruyter left his camp-fire and sauntered into the bush as if to meditate before lying down for the night. As soon as he was beyond observation he quickened his pace and walked in a straight line, like one who has a definite end in view.

The Hottentot fancied that he had got away unperceived, but in this he was mistaken. Hans Marais, having heard Considines account of his talk with Ruyter about Jemalee, had been troubled with suspicions about the former, which led to his paying more than usual attention to him. These suspicions were increased when he observed that the Hottentot went frequently and uneasily into the bushes, and looked altogether like a man expecting something which does not happen or appear. When, therefore, he noticed that after supper, Ruyters anxious look disappeared, and that, after looking carefully round at his comrades, he sauntered into the bush with an overdone air of nonchalance, he quietly took up his heavy gun and followed him.

The youth had been trained to observe from earliest childhood, and, having been born and bred on the karroo, he was as well skilled in tracking the footprints of animals and men as any red savage of the North American wilderness. He took care to keep the Hottentot in sight, however, the night being too dark to see footprints. Lithe and agile as a panther, he found no difficulty in doing so.

In a few minutes he reached an open space, in which he observed that the Hottentot had met with a Kafir, and was engaged with him in earnest conversation. Much however of what they said was lost by Hans, as he found it difficult to get within ear-shot unobserved.

And why? he at length heard the savage demand, why should I spare them for an hour?

He spoke in the Kafir tongue, in which the Hottentot replied, and with which young Marais was partially acquainted.

Because, Hintza, said Ruyter, naming the paramount chief of Kafirland, the time has not yet come. One whose opinion you value bade me tell you so.

What if I choose to pay no regard to the opinion of any one? demanded the chief haughtily.

Ruyter quietly told the savage that he would then have to take the consequences, and urged, in addition, that it was folly to suppose the Kafirs were in a condition to make war on the white men just then. It was barely a year since they had been totally routed and driven across the Great Fish River with great slaughter. No warrior of common sense would think of renewing hostilities at such a time  their young men slain, their resources exhausted. Hintza had better bide his time. In the meanwhile he could gratify his revenge without much risk to himself or his young braves, by stealing in a quiet systematic way from the white men as their herds and flocks increased. Besides this, Ruyter, assuming a bold look and tone which was unusual in one of his degraded race, told Hintza firmly that he had reasons of his own for not wishing the Scotch emigrants to be attacked at that time, and that if he persisted in his designs he would warn them of their danger, in which case they would certainly prove themselves men enough to beat any number of warriors Hintza could bring against them.

Lying flat on the ground, with head raised and motionless, Hans Marais listened to these sentiments with much surprise, for he had up to that time regarded the Hottentot as a meek and long-suffering man, but now, though his long-suffering in the past could not be questioned, his meekness appeared to have totally departed.

The Kafir chief would probably have treated the latter part of Ruyters speech with scorn, had not his remarks about sly and systematic plunder chimed in with his own sentiments, for Hintza was pre-eminently false-hearted, even among a race with whom successful lying is deemed a virtue, though, when found out, it is considered a sin. He pondered the Hottentots advice, and apparently assented to it. After a few moments consideration, he turned on his heel, and re-entered the thick jungle.

Well was it for Hans Marais that he had concealed himself among tall grass, for Hintza chanced to pass within two yards of the spot where he lay. The kafir chief had resumed the weapons which, for convenience, he had left behind in the bush while prowling round the white mans camp, and now stalked along in all the panoply of a savage warrior-chief; with ox-hide shield, bundle of short sharp assagais, leopard-skin robe, and feathers. For one instant the Dutchman, supposing it impossible to escape detection, was on the point of springing on the savage, but on second thoughts he resolved to take his chance. Even if Hintza did discover him, he felt sure of being able to leap up in time to ward off his first stab.

Fortunately the Kafir was too much engrossed with his thoughts. He passed his white enemy, and disappeared in the jungle.

Meanwhile the Hottentot returned to the camp  assuming an easy-going saunter as he approached its fires  and, soon after, Hans Marais re-entered it from an opposite direction. Resolving to keep his own counsel in the meantime, he mentioned the incident to no one, but after carefully inspecting the surrounding bushes, and stirring up the watch-fires, he sat down in front of his leaders tent with the intention of keeping guard during the first part of the night.




Chapter Ten.

The Location on the River of Baboons.

The Scotch immigrants at last found themselves in the wild mountain-regions of the interior, after a weary but deeply interesting march of nearly two hundred miles.

They had now arrived at the mouth of the Baboons or Baviaans river, one of the affluents of the Great Fish River, and had already seen many of the wild inhabitants of its rugged glen.

Their particular location was a beautiful well-watered region among the mountains which had been forfeited by some of the frontier boers at the time of their insurrection against the English Government some years before. They had now crossed the Great Fish River, and, though still within the old boundary of the colony, were upon its utmost eastern verge. The country beyond, as we are told by Pringle, in his graphic account of the expedition, (see Note 1) for a distance of seventy miles, to the new frontier at the Chumi and Keisi rivers, had been, the preceding year, forcibly depeopled of its native inhabitants, the Kafirs and Ghonaquas, and now lay waste and void, a howling wilderness, occupied only by wild beasts, and haunted occasionally by wandering banditti of the Bushman race (Bosjesmen), who were represented as being even more wild and savage than the beasts of prey with whom they shared the dominion of the desert.

Just before their arrival at this point, the old waggons, with the drivers who had accompanied them from Algoa Bay, were exchanged for fresh teams and men, and here Ruyter, Jemalee, and Booby left them, to proceed over a spur of one of the mountain ranges to Jan Smits farm on the karroo. But Hans Marais, having taken a fancy to some of the Scotch men, determined to proceed with them until he had seen them fairly established in their new homes. Of course Charlie Considine accompanied Hans.

In a wild spot among the mountains they were hospitably received at the solitary abode of a field-cornet named Opperman, who said that he had orders to assist them with an escort of armed boers over the remaining portion of their journey, and to place them in safety on their allotted ground. This remaining portion, he told them, was up the Baviaans River glen, and, although little more than twenty-five miles, would prove to be harder than any part of the journey they had yet encountered.

Remembering some of the breakneck gorges of the Zuurberg, Jerry Goldboy said that he didnt believe it possible for any route to be worse than that over which they had already passed, to which Sandy Black replied with a humph! and an opinion that the field-cornet o the distric was likely to know what he was speakin aboot. But Jerry never had been, and of course never could be, convinced by reason. Nothing, he candidly admitted, but hard facts had the least weight with him.

Eeve got hard facs noo, Jerry, said Sandy, about noon of the following day, as he threw down the axe with which he had been hewing the jungle, and pulled off his hat, from the crown of which he took a red cotton handkerchief wherewith to wipe his thickly-beaded brow.

Jerry could not deny the truth of this, for he also had been engaged since early morning with a South African axe nearly as large as himself, in assisting to out a passage up the glen.

Not only was there no road up this mountain gorge, but in some parts it was scarcely possible to make one, so rugged was the ground, so dense the jungle. But the preliminary difficulties were as nothing compared to those which met them further up; yet it was observable that the Dutch waggoners faced them with the quiet resolution of men accustomed to the overcoming of obstacles.

Youd go up a precipice, Hans, I do believe, if there was no way round it, said Considine, as he gazed in admiring wonder at his tall friend driving his oxen up an acclivity that threatened destruction to waggon, beasts, and men.

At ony rate hed try, remarked Sandy Black, with one of his grave smiles.

Hans was too busy to heed these remarks, if he heard them, for the oxen, being restive, claimed his undivided attention, and the wielding of the twenty-foot whip taxed both his arms, muscular though they were.

When the long line of emigrants had slowly defiled through the poort, or narrow gorge, of the mountains from which Baviaans River issues into the more open valley where it joins the Great Fish River, they came suddenly upon a very singular scene, and a still more singular man. In the middle of the poort they found a small farm, where tremendous precipices of naked rock towered all round, so as to leave barely sufficient space on the bank of the river for the houses and cattle-folds, with a well-stocked garden and orchard. There was also a small plot of corn-land on the margin of the stream.

Tis a little paradise! exclaimed Kenneth McTavish, as he and Considine joined a knot of men on a knoll, whence they had a good view of the little farm.

Its an unco rocky paradise, observed Sandy Black, an the angelic appendages o wings wadna be unsuitable to its inhabitants, for it seems easier to flee oot ot ower the precipices than to scramble intilt ower the rocks an rooten trees. I wonder wha it belangs to.

Hans Marais, who came up at the moment, explained that it belonged to a Dutch boer named Prinsolo, who had been a leader some years before in a rebellion, but had been pardoned and allowed to retain his lands. Youve sometimes said you thought me a big fellow, Considine, remarked Hans, and I cant gainsay you, but you shall see a much bigger fellow if Prinsolo is at home, for hes a giant even among Cape Dutchmen. We call him Groot Willem (Big William), for he is burly and broad as well as tall  perhaps he is taking his noon nap, added Hans, moving forward. He seldom lets even a single waggon come so near without  ah! I thought so.

As he spoke a peculiarly deep bass yawn was heard inside the principal house of the farm to which the party now drew near. Next moment a heavy thump sounded, as if on the floor, and immediately after there issued from the open door a veritable giant in his shirt-sleeves. Groot Willem was rough, shaggy, and rugged, as a giant ought to be. He was also sluggish in his motions, good-humoured, and beaming, as many of the Dutch giants are. Appropriately enough, on beholding the settlers, he uttered a deep bass halloo, which was echoed solemnly by the mighty cliffs at his back. It was neither a shout of alarm nor surprise, for he had long been aware that this visit was pending, but a hasty summons to his household to turn out and witness the stirring and unwonted sight.

It might have been supposed that a giant, whose kindred had been deprived of their lands by the British Government, and some of whom had been executed for high treason, would have regarded the British immigrants with no favourable eye, but Groot Willem appeared to have a large heart in his huge body, for he received the advance-guard of the party with genuine hospitality. Perhaps he was of an unusually forgiving spirit; or it may be that his innate sense of justice led him to recognise the demerit of himself and his kindred; or perchance he was touched by the leniency extended to himself; but, whatever the cause, he shook the newcomers heartily by the hand, said he regarded them as next door-neighbours, started the echoes of the precipices  which he styled Krantzes  and horrified the nearest baboons with shouts of bass laughter at every word from himself or others which bore the remotest semblance to a joke, and insisted on as many of the strangers as could be got into his house, drinking to their better acquaintance in home-made brandy. The same deadly beverage was liberally distributed to the men outside, and Groot Willem wound up his hospitalities by loading the party with vegetables, pomegranates, lemons, and other fruits from his garden as he sent them on their way rejoicing. Soon afterwards he followed them, to aid in forcing a passage up the valley.

In return, as a slight acknowledgment of gratitude, Hans supplied the giant with a little powder and lead, and Mr Pringle gave his family a few Dutch tracts and hymn-books.

Wondersll niver cease in this land! said Sandy Black to Jerry Goldboy as they left the farm.

Thats true, Sandy; its a houtrageous country.

To think, continued the Scot, that we should foregather wi Goliath amang the heeland hills o Afriky; an him fond o his dram tae  Hech, man! look there  at the puggies.

He pointed as he spoke to a part of the precipice where a group of baboons were collected, gazing indignantly and chattering furiously at the intruders on their domain.

The ursine baboon is not naturally pugnacious, but neither is he timid or destitute of the means of defence. On the contrary, he is armed with canine teeth nearly an inch long, and when driven to extremities will defend himself against the fiercest wolf-hound. He usually grapples his enemy by the throat with his fore and hind paws  takes a firm bite with his formidable tusks, and tears and tugs till he sometimes pulls away the mouthful. Many a stout baboon has in this manner killed several dogs before being overpowered. It is said that even the leopard is sometimes attacked and worried by baboons, but it is only collectively and in large bands that they can oppose this powerful enemy, and baboons are never the aggressors. It is only in defence of their young that they will assail him.

The strong attachment of these creatures to their young is a fine trait in their character. This quality has been shown on many occasions, especially when the creatures have been engaged in orchard-robbing,  for they are excessively fond of fruit and remarkably destitute of conscience. On such occasions, when hunted back to the mountains with dogs, the females, when separated accidentally from their young, have been seen to return to search for them through the very midst of their pursuers, being utterly regardless of their own safety.

The group to which Black now directed attention consisted of several females with a number of young ones. They were all huddled in a cleft of the precipice, looking down in apparent surprise at the strangers. On a neighbouring height sat a big old satyr-like male, who had been placed there as a sentinel. Baboons are wise creatures, and invariably place sentinels on points of vantage when the females and their young are feeding on the nutritious bulbs and roots that grow in the valleys. The old gentleman in question had done his duty on the first appearance of the human intruders. He had given a roar of warning; the forty or fifty baboons that were down near the river had scampered off precipitately, dashed through the stream, or leaped over it where narrow, hobbled awkwardly on all-fours over the little bit of level ground, and clambered with marvellous agility up the cliffs, till they had gained the ledge from which they now gazed and chattered, feeling confident in the safety of their position.

Did iver ee see the like? Theyre almost human! said Sandy.

Just look at that big grandmother with the blue face and the little baby on er back! exclaimed Jerry.

How dyou know shes a grandmother? asked Considine.

Wy, because shes much fonder of the baby than its own mother could be.

As he spoke, one of the party below them fired, and the echoes sprang in conflict from the surrounding heights, as a bullet whizzed over their heads and hit the rocks, sending a shower of harmless chips and dust among the baboons.

With a shriek of consternation they scattered and fled up the heights at racing speed.

A burst of laughter from the settlers,  all the more hearty that no damage had been done,  increased the terror inspired by the shot, and seemed to invest the animals with invisible wings.

Tally-ho! shouted Considine in excitement.

The black ane for ever! cried Sandy.

Ill back the grey one with the short tail, said Kenneth McTavish, coming up at the moment, although she has two little ones clinging to her.

Ten to one, cried Jerry, bending eagerly forward, on the blue-nosed grandmother wi the baby on her back!

It did indeed seem as if Jerrys favourite was going to reach the top of the crags before any of the other horrified creatures, for she was powerful as well as large, and her burden was particularly small. The infant required no assistance, but clung to its dam with its two little hands like a limpet, so that she could use her limbs freely. But an unusually long and vigorous bound chanced to loosen the little ones grasp. It fell off with a pitiful shriek, and, with an imploring upward look on its miserable countenance, clasped its little hands in mute despair.

Granny or mamma,  we know not which,  with the quick intuition of a great general, took in the whole position like a flash of light. She turned on the ledge she had gained and dropped her tail. Baby seized it and clambered up. Then away she went like a rocket, and before the little one had well regained its former position she had topped the ridge full two yards ahead of the whole troop!

Well done! cried McTavish.

Huzza! shouted Jerry.

Brute! exclaimed Considine, striking up the muzzle of a gun which was pointed at the grandmother and child by a panting young idiot who rushed up at the moment, would you commit murder?

The gun exploded and sent its ball straight to the new moon, which, early though it was, had begun to display the washed-out horns of its first quarter in the sky.

Confound you! cried the so-called Brute, who was by no means a coward, throwing down his gun and hitting Considine a heavy blow on the chest.

Charlie returned on the forehead and sent the Brute head over heels on the turf, but he sprang up instantly, and there would certainly have been a battle-royal if Groot Willem, who opportunely appeared, had not seized Considine by the arm, while Hans Marais grasped the Brute by the neck, and rendered further action impossible. A moment sufficed to cool the youths, for the Brute was young, and they both shook hands with a laugh and a mutual apology.

Soon after leaving the giants farm the travellers reached a point where the main stream was joined by a subsidiary rivulet. Its corresponding valley branched off to the right, about eight miles in length, containing fine pasturage and rich alluvial soil. It extended eastward behind the back of the Kahaberg, where the settlers observed the skirts of the magnificent timber forests which cover the southern fronts of that range, stretching over the summits of the hills at the head of the glen. To this valley, and the wooded hills which bound it, was given the name of Ettrick Forest, while the main valley itself was named Glen Lynden.

Not far from this point the apology for a waggon track ended altogether, and thenceforth the settlers found the route difficult and dangerous to a degree far exceeding their previous experiences or their wildest conceptions. Jerry Goldboy had now facts enough to overturn all his unbelief. The axe, crowbar, pick, and sledge-hammer were incessantly at work. They had literally to hew their path through jungles and gullies, and beds of torrents and rocky acclivities, which formed a series of obstructions that tested the power of the whole party,  Groot Willem and the allies included,  to the uttermost.

Of course the difficulties varied with the scenery. Here the vale was narrow and gorge-like, with just sufficient room for the stream to pass, while precipices of naked rock rose abruptly like rampart walls to a height of many hundred feet. These in some places seemed actually to overhang the savage-looking pass, or poort, through which the waggons had to struggle in the very bed of the stream. Elsewhere it widened out sufficiently to leave space along the river-bank for fertile meadows, which were picturesquely sprinkled with mimosa trees and evergreen shrubs, and clothed with luxuriant pasturage up to the girths of the horses. Everywhere the mountains rose around, steep and grand, the lower declivities covered with good pasturage, the cliffs above, of freestone and trap, frowning in wild forms like embattled ramparts whose picturesque sides were sprinkled with various species of succulent plants and flowering aloes.

For five days did they struggle up this short glen; two of these days being occupied in traversing only three miles of a rugged defile, to which they gave the name of Eildon Cleugh. But nothing is denied to well-directed labour. They smashed two waggons, damaged all the others, half-killed their oxen, skinned all their knuckles, black-and-blued all their shins, and nearly broke all their hearts, till at length they passed through the last poort of the glen and gained the summit of an elevated ridge which commanded a magnificent view to the extremity of the vale.

And now, Mynheer, said the field-cornet in charge of their escort, there lies your country.

At last!  thank God, said the leader of the band, looking round on their beautiful though savage home with feelings of deep gratitude for the happy termination of their long and weary travels.

The toil of journeying was now succeeded by the bustle and excitement of settling down.

Their new home was a lovely vale of about six or seven miles in length, and varying from one to two in breadth, like a vast basin surrounded on all sides by steep and sterile mountains, which rose in sharp wedge-like ridges, with snow-clad summits that towered to an estimated height of five thousand feet above the level of the sea. The contrast between the warm peaceful valley and the rugged amphitheatre of mountains was very great. The latter, dark and forbidding  yet home-like and gladdening to the eyes of Scotsmen  suggested toil and trouble, while the former, with its meandering river, verdant meadows, groves of sweet-scented mimosa-trees, and herds of antelopes, quaggas, and other animals pasturing in undisturbed quietude, filled the mind with visions of peace and plenty. Perchance God spoke to them in suggestive prophecy, for the contrast was typical of their future chequered career in these almost unknown wilds of South Africa.

Left by their escort on the following day  as their English brethren had been left in the Zuurveld of Lower Albany  to take root and grow there or perish, the heads of families assembled, and their leader addressed them.

Here, at last, said he, our weary travels by sea and land have come to an end. Exactly six months ago, to a day, we left the shores of bonny Scotland. Since then we have been wanderers, without any other home than the crowded cabin at sea and the narrow tent on shore. Now we have, through Gods great goodness and mercy, reached the Promised Land which is to be our future home, our place of rest. We have pitched our tents among the mimosa-trees on the rivers margin, and our kind Dutch friends with the armed escort have left us. We are finally left to our own resources; it behoves us therefore, kindred and comrades, to proceed systematically to examine our domain, and fix our several locations. For this purpose I propose that an armed party should sally forth to explore, while the rest shall remain to take care of the women and children, and guard the camp.

Acting on this advice, an exploration party was at once organised, and set forth on foot, as they had at that time no horses or live stock of any kind  save one dog, which had been purchased by the Brute (whose proper name, by the way, was Andrew Rivers) from Groot Willem on the way up.

They found the region most desirable in all respects. Open grassy pastures were interspersed everywhere with clumps and groves of mimosa-trees, while the river, a gurgling mountain-brook, meandered musically through the meadows. From grove and thicket sprang the hartebeest and duiker. From their lairs among the reeds and sedges of the river rushed the reitbok and wild hog; while troops of quaggas appeared trotting on the lower declivities of the hills.

A magnificent region truly! remarked Kenneth McTavish as they returned home at night.

Eaven upon earth! said Jerry Goldboy, with quiet enthusiasm.

What splendid scenery! exclaimed Charlie Considine,  who was addicted to the pencil.

What glorious sport! cried his former antagonist, Rivers,  who was fond of the rod and gun.

And what aboot the Kawfirs and Bushmen? asked Sandy Black, who, to use his own language, could aye objec.

Time enough to think of them when they appear, said Rivers.

I dont believe theyre half so bad as people say, cried Goldboy stoutly.

Maybe no, rejoined Black. The place is paradise to-day, as you sagaciously remarked, Jerry, but if the Kawfirs come itll be pandemonium to-morry. Its my opinion that we should get oursels into a defensible camp as soon as we can, an than gae aboot our wark wi easy minds. Ye mind what Goliath and Hans Marais said before they left us, aboot keepin a sharp look-oot.

As no one replied to this, the Scot changed the subject by asking Considine when he meant to leave.

Not till Hans Marais comes over the hills to fetch me, was the reply. He has taken upon himself to give me extended leave of absence. You know, Sandy, that I fill the office of Professor in his fathers house, and of course the Marais sprouts are languishing for want of water while the schoolmaster is abroad, so I could not take it on myself to remain longer away, if Hans had not promised to take the blame on his own shoulders. Besides, rain in Africa is so infrequent, that the sprouts wont suffer much from a week, more or less, of drought. Your leader wishes me to stay for a few days, and I am anxious to see how you get on. Ill be able to help a bit, and take part in the night-watches, which I heard Mr Pringle say he intends to institute immediately.

On the day following a site was fixed for the commencement of the infant colony, and the tents, etcetera, were removed to it. The day after being Sunday, it was unanimously agreed to rest from labour, and to keep it holy.

It was an interesting and noteworthy occasion, the assembling of the Scotch emigrants on that Sabbath day to worship God for the first time in Glen Lynden. Their church was under the shade of a venerable acacia-tree, close to the margin of the stream, which murmured round the camp. On one side sat the patriarch of the party with silvery locks, the Bible on his knee, and his family seated round him,  the type of a grave Scottish husbandman. Near to him sat a widow, who had seen better days, with four stalwart sons to work for and guard her. Beside these were delicate females of gentle blood, near to whom sat the younger brother of a Scotch laird, who wisely preferred independence in the southern wilds of Africa to dependence at home. Besides these there were youths and maidens, of rougher though not less honest mould  some grave, others gay, but all at that time orderly and attentive, while their leader gave forth the beautiful hymn which begins:

O God of Bethel! by whose hand

Thy people still are fed,

and followed it with a selection of prayers from the English Liturgy, and a discourse from a volume of sermons.

While they were singing the last Psalm a beautiful antelope, which had wandered down the valley,  all ignorant of the mighty change that had taken place in the prospects of its mountain home,  came suddenly in sight of the party, and stood on the opposite side of the river gazing at them in blank amazement.

Andrew Rivers, who sat meekly singing a fine bass, chanced to raise his head at the time. Immediately his eyes opened to their full extent, and the fine bass stopped short, though the mouth did not close. With the irresistible impulse of a true sportsman he half rose, but Sandy Black, who sat near, caught him by the coat-tails and forced him firmly though softly down.

Whist, man; keep a calm sough!

The young man, becoming instantly aware of the impropriety of his action, resigned himself to fate and Sandy, and recovered self-possession in time to close the interrupted line with two or three of the deepest notes in the bass clef.

The innocent antelope continued to listen and gaze its fill, and was finally permitted to retire unmolested into its native jungle.



Note 1. See Narrative of a Residence in South Africa, by Thomas Pringle, late Secretary to the Anti-Slavery Society.




Chapter Eleven.

Explorations and Hunting Experiences.

Oh, they were happy times, these first days of the infant colony, when every man felt himself to be a real Robinson Crusoe,  with the trifling difference of being cast on heights of the mainland, instead of an islet of the sea, and with the pleasant addition of kindred company!

So rich and lovely was their domain that some of the facetious spirits, in looking about for sites for future dwellings, affected a rollicking indifference to situations that would have been prized by any nobleman in making choice of a spot for a shooting-box.

Come now, McTavish, said Considine, on one of their exploring expeditions, you are too particular. Yonder is a spot that seems to have been made on purpose for you  a green meadow for the cattle and sheep, when you get em; stones scattered here and there, of a shape that will suit admirably for building purposes without quarrying or dressing; a clump of mimosa-trees to shelter your cottage from winds that may blow down the valley, and a gentle green slope to break those that blow up; a superb acacia standing by itself on a ready-made lawn where your front door will be, under which you may have a rustic seat and table to retire to at eventide with Mrs McTavish and lovely young Jessie, to smoke your pipe and sip your tea.

Or toddy, suggested Sandy Black.

Or toddy, assented Considine.

Besides all this, you have the river making a graceful bend in front of your future drawing-room windows, and a vista of the valley away to the left, with a rocky eminence on the right, whence baboons can descend to rob your future orchard at night, and sit chuckling at you in safety during the day, with a grand background of wooded gorges,  or corries, as you Scotch have it, or kloofs, according to the boers  and a noble range of snow-clad mountains to complete the picture!

Not a bad description for so young a man, said McTavish, surveying the spot with a critical eye; quite in our poetical leaders style. You should go over it again in his hearing, and ask him to throw it into verse.

No; I cannot afford to give away the valuable produce of my brain. I will keep and sell it some day in England. But our leader has already forestalled me, I fear. He read to me something last night which he has just composed, and which bears some resemblance to it. Listen:  

Now we raise the eye to range

Oer prospect wild, grotesque, and strange;

Sterile mountains, rough and steep,

That bound abrupt the valley deep,

Heaving to the clear blue sky

Their ribs of granite bare and dry.

And ridges, by the torrents worn,

Thinly streaked with scraggy thorn,

Which fringes Natures savage dress,

Yet scarce relieves her nakedness.

But where the Vale winds deep

below,

The landscape hath a warmer glow

There the spekboom spreads its bowers

Of light green leaves and lilac flowers;

And the aloe rears her crimson crest,

Like stately queen for gala drest

And the bright-blossomed bean-tree shakes

Its coral tufts above the brakes,

Brilliant as the glancing plumes

Of sugar-birds among its blooms,

With the deep-green verdure blending

In the stream of light descending.

Something or other follows, I forget what, and then:  

With shattered rocks besprinkled oer,

Behind ascends the mountain hoar,

Where the grin satyr-faced baboon

Sits gibbering to the rising moon,

Or chides with hoarse or angry cry

Thintruder as he wanders by.

There  I cant remember the rest of it, said Considine, and Im not even sure that what Ive quoted is correct, but you see Mr Pringles mind has jumped before mine,  and higher.

Man, its no that bad, observed Black, with emphasis. Depend ont  though I mak nae pretence to the gift o prophecy  hell come oot as a bard yet  the bard o Glen Lynden maybe, or Sooth Afriky.  Hech, sirs! added Sandy, pointing with a look of surprise to a tree, many of the pendent branches of which had peculiar round-shaped birds-nests attached to them, whats goin on there, think ee?

The tree to which the Scot directed attention overhung the stream, and down one of its branches a snake was seen twining itself with caution. It evidently meant to rob one of the nests, for the little owner, with some of its companions, was shrieking and fluttering round the would-be robber. This kind of bird has been gifted with special wisdom to guard its home from snakes. It forms the entrance to its pendent nest at the bottom instead of the top, and hangs the nest itself at the extreme point of the finest twigs, so that the snake is compelled to wriggle downwards perpendicularly, and at last has to extend part of its body past the nest, in order to be able to turn its head upwards into the hole. Great, unquestionably, is a snakes capacity to hold on by its tail, but this holding on as it were to next-to-nothing is usually too much for it. While the explorers were watching, the snake turned its head upwards for the final dive into the nest, but its coils slipped, and it fell into the water amid triumphant shrieks from the little birds. Nothing daunted, however, the snake swam ashore and made another attempt  with the same result. Again it made the trial; a third time it failed, and then, in evident disgust, went off to attack some easier prey.

While Considine and his companions were thus out in search of good localities on which to plant future homesteads, the greater part of the settlers were engaged, at a spot which they had named Clifton, in erecting temporary huts of the wattle-and-dab order. Mr Pringle himself, with a bold fellow named Rennie, remained to guard the camp, as they had reason to fear a surprise from Bushmen marauders, known at that time to be roaming the neighbourhood. More than once the sentinels were tempted to fire into a band of baboons, whom they not unnaturally mistook for Bushmen!

Other parties were sent out to cut wood and reeds, which they had to carry into camp, sometimes two or three miles, on their shoulders, while some were despatched into the kloofs to hunt, provisions having by that time grown scarce. Not being a sportsman himself, and not feeling sure of the power of his men, who were at that time unaccustomed to the gun, Mr Pringle wisely sent two of the party to the nearest station  about forty miles distant  to inquire about a supply of provisions and a few horses, which were expected from the Government-farm of Somerset.

The first hunting party sent out was not a select one, the people generally being too eager about examining and determining their immediate locations to care about sport. It consisted of young Rivers and Jerry Goldboy. The former was appointed, or rather allowed, to go, more because of his sporting enthusiasm than because of any evidence he had yet given of his powers, and the latter merely because he desired to go. For the same reason he was permitted to arm himself with his blunderbuss. Rivers carried a heavy double-barrelled fowling-piece. He was a stout active impulsive young fellow, with the look of a capable Nimrod.

Youd have been better with a fowling-piece, or even a Dutch roer, said Rivers, casting a doubtful look at the blunderbuss as they entered the jungle and began to ascend one of the nearest subsidiary glens or kloofs.

Well now, sir, said Jerry respectfully, I dont agree with you. A man who goes a-shootin with a fowlin-piece or a Dutch gun must ave some sort o capacity for shootin  mustnt e, sir?

Well, I suppose he must.

Wereas, continued Jerry, a man who goes a-shootin with a blunderbuss dont require no such qualification  thats were it is, sir.

Dyou mean to say that you cant shoot? asked Rivers, with a look of surprise.

No more, sir, replied Jerry with emphasis, than the weathercock of a Dutch Reformed Church. Of course I know ow to load  powder first, ball or shot arterwards; its usually gravel with me, that bein, so to speak, andy and cheap. An I knows wich end o the piece to putt to my shoulder, likewise ow to pull the trigger, but of more than that Im hinnocent as the babe unborn. Ah! you may laugh, sir, but after all Im a pretty sure shot. Indeed I seldom miss, because I putt in such a eavy charge, and the buss scatters so fearfully that its all but impossible to miss  unless you fairly turn your back on the game and fires in the opposite direction.

Youre a pleasant hunting companion! said Rivers. Do you know the importance of always keeping the muzzle of your gun away from the unfortunate fellow you chance to be shooting with?

Ho, yes, sir. The dangerous natur of my weapon is so great that Ive adopted the plan of always walking, as you see, with what the milingtary call shouldered arms, which endangers nothin but the sky  includin the planetory system  except wen I appens to fall, wen, of course, its every man lookout for hisself. But theres one consolation for you, sir,  my blunderbuss dont go off easy. It takes two pulls of the trigger, mostly, to bring fire out o the flint, and as I often forget to prime  theres a third safeguard in that, so to speak.

Further converse was interrupted by the sudden bursting of a duiker, or large antelope, from a thicket close beside them. Both sportsmen levelled their pieces, but, the jungle there being dense, the animal vanished before either could fire. With the eager haste of tyros, however, they ran stumbling after it until they came to an open stretch of ground which led them to the edge of a small plain. Here they simultaneously discovered that no duiker was to be seen, though they observed a troop of quaggas far out of range, and a hartebeest in the distance. The former, observing them, kicked up their heels, and dashed away into the mountains. The latter, a handsome creature, the size of an average pony and fleet as a stag, bounded into the jungle.

No use going after these, said Rivers, with a wistful gaze.

No, sir,  none watever.

Better keep to the jungle and be ready next time, said the young sportsman. We mustnt talk, Jerry.

No, sir; mums the word. But ow if we should meet with a lion?

Shoot it of course. But there is no such luck in store for us.

After this the hunters proceeded with greater caution. As they kept in the thick bush, they frequently startled animals, which they heard leaping up and bursting through the underwood, but seldom got a glimpse, and never a shot.

Tantalising, aint it, sir?

Hush!

They issued on another open space at this point, and, seeing a thick bed of sedges near the margin of a stream, proceeded towards it, separating from each other a few yards in order to cover the ground.

There was a sudden and violent shaking in the sedges on their approach, as if some large animal had been aroused from sleep, but the tall reeds prevented its being seen.

Look out, Jerry, and keep more on the other side  there  Hallo!

As he spoke, a creature called by the Dutch colonists a reit-vark, or reed-swine, whose quick starts and sharp stoppages betrayed its indecision, at length made up its mind and rushed out of the reeds in wild alarm close to Rivers, who, although ready, was incapable of restraining himself, and fired in haste. The ball nevertheless slightly grazed the animals side.

With a shriek of intense agony, such as only a brute of the porcine tribe can utter, the reit-vark swerved aside and ran straight, though unintentionally, at Jerry Goldboy.

Self-control not being Jerrys forte, he uttered a great cry, presented the blunderbuss with both hands, shut his eyes, and fired. The butt of his piece came back on his chest and floored him, and the half-pound of gravel charge went into the forehead of the reit-vark, which dropped with a final groan, whose clear import was no earthly use in struggling after that! Recovering himself, Jerry was jubilant over his success. Rivers was almost envious.

They proceeded, but killed nothing more afterwards, though they saw much. Among other things, they saw a footprint in the sand which filled them with interest and awe.

It was that of a lion! During the journey up from the coast they had seen much game, large and small, of every kind, except the Cape tiger and the lion. They had indeed, once or twice, heard the peculiar growl or gurr of the former, but until this day none of the party had seen even the footprint of the king of beasts. Of course the interest and excitement was proportional. Of course, also, when the subject was discussed round the camp-fires that night, there was a good deal of chaffing among the younger men about the probability of a mistake as to the nature of the footprints by such unaccustomed sportsmen; but Rivers was so confident in his statements, and Jerry was so contemptuous in his manner of demanding whether there was any difference between the paw of a cat and a lion, except in size, and whether he was not perfectly familiar with a cats paw, that no room for scepticism remained.

It had been a threatening day. Muttered thunder had been heard at intervals, and occasional showers,  the first that had assailed them since their arrival in the glen. The night became tempestuous, cold, and very dark, so that soon all were glad to seek the shelter of the tents or of the half-finished wattle-and-dab huts, except the sentinels. Of these, two were appointed for every watch. Masters and servants shared this disagreeable duty equally. Particularly disagreeable it was that night, for the rain came down in such torrents that it was difficult to keep the fires alight despite a good supply of firewood.

About midnight the sleeping camp was aroused by the roar of a lion close to the tents. It was so loud and so tremendous that some of the sleepy-heads thought for a moment a thunderstorm had burst upon them. Every one was up in a second  the men with guns, pistols, swords, and knives. There was no mistaking the expression of the roar  the voice of fury as well as of power.

Whereaboots is the brute? cried Sandy Black, who, roused to unwonted excitement by the royal voice, issued from his tent in a red nightcap and drawers, with a gun in one hand and a carving-knife in the other.

Here! There! In this direction! No, it isnt! I say it is! and similar exclamations, burst from every one. The uncertainty was probably occasioned partly by the mode the animal has of sometimes putting his mouth close to the ground when he roars, so that the voice rolls along like a billow; partly also by the echo from a mountain-rock which rose abruptly on the opposite bank of the river. Finding it impossible to decide the question of direction, the party fired volleys and threw firebrands in all directions, and this they did with such vigour that his kingship retired without uttering another sound.

It was a grand, a royal, almost a humorous mode of breaking a spell  the spell of unbelief in lions,  which some of the party had been under up to that moment. They remained under it no longer!

As if to confirm and fix the impression thus made, this lion,  or another,  gave some of the party a daylight interview. George Rennie, McTavish, Considine, Black, and others, had gone up the river to cut reeds in the bed of the stream. While they were busily engaged with their sickles, up rose a majestic lion in their very midst!

Preserve us a! exclaimed Black, who was nearest to him.

Jerry Goldboy turned to seize his blunderbuss. The lion leaped upon the bank of the river, turned round and gazed upon the men.

Let go! exclaimed Jerry in a hoarse whisper, endeavouring to shake off the vice-like grip that Black had laid on his arm.

Keep quiet, man, growled Black sternly.

The rest of the party were wise enough not to interfere with the lion. They were at that time inexperienced. To have wounded him would have brought disaster, perhaps death, on some of them. George Rennie (who afterwards became a celebrated lion-hunter) was emphatic in advising caution. After gazing in quiet surprise on the intruders for a minute or so, he turned and retired; first slowly, and then, after getting some distance off, at a good round trot.

This was the first sight they had of the royal beast. Afterwards, during the winter and spring, they had frequent visits from lions, but did not suffer actual damage from them. They also, in course of time, dared to beard the lion in his den,  but of that more anon.

The labour of the settlers at this time  before oxen and horses were procured  was very severe. Of course this had the effect of weeding the little company of some of its chaff in the shape of lazy and discontented men. One said that he had not been engaged to work by day, and watch by night, as well as living in constant fear of being scalped by savages or devoured by wild beasts. The observation being true and unanswerable, he was graciously permitted to retire from the service, and returned to Algoa Bay. But on the whole there was little murmuring, and no rebellion. By degrees difficulties were smoothed down. A squatter on one of the forfeited farms, about eight miles off, who with his family lived solely on flesh and milk, was engaged to lend a hand with his waggon and oxen to flit the families to their various locations. He also sold the settlers a few sheep. In time, more sheep and oxen were purchased from the Dutch farmers on the Tarka, a river on the other side of the mountains. Hottentots came from Somerset with flour. Thatched huts replaced the tents. A few horses were obtained. Gardens were cleared and enclosed. Trenches for irrigation were cut. Trees were rooted out, and ploughs were set to work. Ten armed Hottentots were sent by the magistrates of the district to which they belonged, to guard and relieve them of night-watches, and with these came the news that ten of their friend Oppermans cattle, and seven belonging to their neighbour the squatter, had been carried off by Bushmen.

At this point Sandy Black aroused the admiration of the ten Hottentots by setting to work one morning in September  the beginning of spring in South Africa  with a Scotch plough, which was guided entirely by himself and drawn by only two oxen. His dark-skinned admirers had never seen any other plough than the enormous unwieldy implement then in use among the Dutch, which had only one handle, no coulter, was usually drawn by ten or twelve oxen, and managed by three or four men and boys.

By degrees those of the party who were good linguists began to pick up Dutch. Mr Pringle, especially, soon became familiar enough with it to be able to hold a Dutch service on Sundays, in addition to the English, for the benefit of the Hottentot guards. He also added a slight knowledge of medicine to his other qualifications, and was thus enabled to minister to the wants of body and soul, at a time when the people had no regular physician or professional minister of the Gospel.

The arrival of horses gave the settlers opportunities of making more extended and more thorough explorations of their own domain, and the daily routine of life was varied and enlivened by an occasional visit from the Tarka boers, whom they found good-natured and hospitable  also very shrewd at a bargain!

Thus they took root and began to grow.

But before many of these things occurred Hans Marais came over the mountains, according to promise, and Professor Considine was fain to bid the Scotch settlers farewell, promising, however, to return and visit them on some future day.




Chapter Twelve.

Gives some Account of a Great Lion-Hunt.

Although the lions roar had been frequently heard by the settlers of Glen Lynden, some months elapsed before they came into actual conflict with his majesty. By that time the little colony had taken firm root. It had also been strengthened by a few families of half-castes or mulattos.

One morning it was discovered that a horse had been carried off by a lion, and as his track was clearly traceable into a neighbouring kloof, the boldest men of the settlement, as well as some Dutchmen who chanced to be there at the time, were speedily assembled for a regular hunt after the audacious thief.

It was a great occasion, and some of the men who became noted for prowess in after years began their career on that day. George Rennie, who ultimately acquired the title of the Lion-hunter, came to the rendezvous with a large elephant-gun on his shoulder; also his brother John, fearless and daring as himself. Then followed the brothers Diederik and Christian Muller,  frank, free, generous-hearted Dutchmen, who were already known as among the most intrepid lion-hunters of South Africa; and Arend Coetzer of Elands-drift; and Lucas Van Dyk, a tall dark muscular man of about six feet two, with a bushy black beard, and an eye like an eagles, carrying a gun almost as long and unwieldy as himself; and Slinger, Allie, and Dikkop, their sturdy Hottentot servants, with Dugal, a half-tamed Bushman, the special charge of Mr Pringle. These and several others were all armed with gun and spear and knife.

Soon our friend Sandy Black, who had been summoned from work in his garden, joined them with a rusty old flint-lock gun. He was followed by young Rivers, with a double-barrelled percussion of large calibre, and by Kenneth McTavish, accompanied by his wife and Jessie, both imploring him earnestly, not to be rash, and to keep well out of danger!

Oh! Kenneth, entreated Mrs M, do be careful. A lion is such a fearful thing!

My dear, its not a thing, its an animal, growled Kenneth, trying to induce his wife to go home.

Yes, but it is so dangerous, and only think, if it should get hold of you  and I know your headstrong courage will make you do something foolhardy  what is to become of me and Jessie?

It was evident from the tone of McTavishs reply that he did not care much what should become of either wife or daughter just then, for he saw that his male friends were laughing at him, but he was fortunately relieved by Jerry Goldboy coming up at the moment  with the blunderbuss on his shoulder  and informing Mrs McTavish that her pet, a lamb which had been recently purchased from one of the Tarka boers, was at large, with two or three hungry dogs looking earnestly at it!

The good lady at once forsook the old goat, and ran back with Jessie to the rescue of the pet lamb.

What have ee putt i the buss? asked Sandy Black of Jerry, with a sly look, as the latter joined the group of hunters.

Well, dyou know, I aint quite sure, replied Jerry in some confusion; I  I was called out so suddenly that I ad scarce time to think.

Think! repeated Black; it doesna tak muckle time to think hoo to load a gun, but to be sure your gun is a pecooliar ane.

Well, you see, returned Jerry, with the troubled look still on his countenance, it does require a little consideration, because it would be useless to load with my ordinary charge of gravel for a lion. Then I feared to put in large stones, lest they should jam in the barrel an bust the hold thing. So I collected a lot of hold buttons and a few nails, besides two or three thimbles, but

Weel, said Black, as his friend paused, thae sort o slugs wull at least gie the lion a peppery sort o feeling, if naethin waur.

Yes, but, dyou see, continued Jerry, there was a silver tea-spoon on the table when I made the collection of things, and after I had loaded I I couldnt find the tea-spoon, and I fear

Just at that moment Groot Willem galloped upon the scene and was received with a hearty cheer.

The Hottentots were now sent on in advance to trace out the spoor  in other words, the track of the lion.

On the way one of the Dutchmen entertained those of the settlers who were inexperienced with an account of the mode in which lion-hunts should be conducted. The right way to go to work, he said, was to set the dogs into the cover and drive the lion into the open, when the whole band of hunters should march forward together and fire either singly or in volleys. If he did not fall, but should grow furious and advance upon his assailants, then they should stand close in a circle and turn their horses with their heads from the foe, horses being usually much frightened at the sight of a lion. Some should hold the bridles, while others should kneel and take careful aim at the approaching enemy, which would crouch now and then as if to measure his distance and calculate the power of his spring. When he crouched, that was the time to shoot him fair in the head. If they should miss, which was not unlikely, or only wound the lion, and the horses should get frantic with tenor at his roars, and break loose, there was reason to fear that serious mischief might follow.

No Red Indian of the backwoods ever followed the trail of beast or foe more unerringly than these Hottentots and mulattos tracked that lion through brushwood and brake, over grass and gravel, where in many places, to an unskilled eye, there was no visible mark at all. Their perseverance was rewarded: they came upon the enemy sooner than had been expected. At the distance of about a mile from the spot where he had killed the horse they found him in a straggling thicket.

From this point of vantage he would by no means come out. The dogs were sent in, and they barked furiously enough, but the lion would not condescend to show fight. After some hours spent in thus vainly heating about the bush, George Rennie became impatient and resolved to storm the stronghold! In company with his brother John, and another man named Ekron, he prepared to enter the thicket where the lion was concealed, and persuaded three of the mulattos to follow in rear, and be ready to fire if their assault should prove abortive.

It was of no use that Lucas, Van Dyk, and the Mullers, and other experienced Dutchmen, tried to dissuade them from their enterprise by assuring them that it was a ridiculous as well as reckless mode of attack, and would be almost certainly attended with fatal consequences. The brothers Rennie, as yet inexperienced, were obstinate. They were bent on attacking the lion in his den.

While this arrangement was being made the soul of Jerry Goldboy became unfortunately inflated with a desire to distinguish himself. Spiritually brave, though physically nervous, he made a sudden resolve to shoot that lion or die in the attempt! Without uttering a word he cocked his blunderbuss, and, before any one could prevent him, made a bold dash into the jungle at a point where the hounds were clamouring loudest.

Save us a, the bodys gane gyte! exclaimed Sandy Black, promptly following. Come on, freens, or hes a deed man.

Sandys impulse was suddenly arrested by a roar from the lion so tremendous that it appeared to shake the solid earth. Next moment Jerry beheld a large animal bound with a crash through the brake straight at him. His heart leaped into his mouth, but he retained sufficient vitality to present and fire. A wild yell followed, as the animal fell dead at his feet, and Jerry found that he had lodged the whole collection of buttons, nails, and miscellaneous articles, along with the tea-spoon, in the head of the best hound, which had been scared by the monarchs appalling roar!

It is difficult to say whether laughter or indignant growls were loudest on the occurrence of this, but it is certain that the brothers Rennie entered the thicket immediately after, despite the almost angry remonstrances of the more knowing men, advanced to within about fifteen paces of the spot where the lion lay crouched among the gnarled roots of an evergreen bush with a small space of open ground on one side of it.

Now then, boys, said George Rennie, casting a hasty glance over his shoulder at the mulatto supports, steady, and take good aim after we fire.

He put the elephant gun to his shoulder as he spoke, his brother and comrade did the same; a triple report followed, and the three heavy balls, aimed with deadly precision, struck a great block of red stone behind which the lion was lying.

With a furious growl he shot from his lair like the bolt from a cross-bow. The mulattos instinctively turned and fled without firing a shot. The three champions, with empty guns, tumbled over each other in eager haste to escape the dreaded claws  but in vain, for with one stroke he dashed John Rennie to the ground, put his paw on him, and looked round with that dignified air of grandeur which has doubtless earned for his race the royal title. The scene was at once magnificent, thrilling, and ludicrous. It was impossible for the other hunters to fire, because while one man was under the lions paw the others were scrambling towards them in such a way as to render an aim impossible.

After gazing at them steadily for a few seconds the lion turned as if in sovereign contempt, scattered the hounds like a pack of rats, and, with a majestic bound over bushes upwards of twelve feet high, re-entered the jungle. With a feeling of indignation at such contemptuous treatment, George Rennie re-charged his gun in haste, vowing vengeance against the whole feline race  a vow which he fully redeemed in after years. His brother John, who was injured to the extent of a scratch on the back and a severe bruise on the ribs by the rough treatment he had received, arose and slowly followed his example, and Groot Willem, growling in a tone that would have done credit to the lion himself, and losing for the moment the usual wisdom of his countrymen in such encounters, strode savagely into the jungle, followed by Sandy Black and Jerry, the latter of whom appeared to labour under a sort of frenzied courage which urged him on to deeds of desperate valour. At all events he had recharged his piece of ordnance to the very muzzle with a miscellaneous compound of sand, stones, and sticks  anything, in short, that would go down its capacious throat,  and, pushing wildly past Groot Willem, took the lead.

It was perhaps well for these strangely-assorted hunters that the lion had made up his mind to quit the jungle. A few minutes later he was seen retreating towards the mountains, and the chase was renewed, with hounds and Hottentots in full cry. They came up with him in a short time at bay under a mimosa-tree by the side of a streamlet. He lashed his tail and growled fiercely as he glared at the dogs, which barked and yelped round him, though they took good care to keep out of reach of his claws. While they stirred up his wrath to the boiling point, they at the same time distracted his attention, so that a party of Hottentots, getting between him and the mountain side, took up a position on a precipice which overlooked the spot where he stood at bay. Suddenly the lion appeared to change his mind. Turning as before, and clearing all obstacles at a bound, he took refuge in a dense thicket, into which a heavy fire was poured without any effect. Again George Rennie lost patience. He descended from the height accompanied by a favourite little dog, and threw two large stones into the thicket. His challenge was accepted on the spot. The lion leaped out with a roar, and was on the point of making another bound, which would certainly have been fatal to the hunter, but the little dog ran boldly up and barked in his face. The momentary interruption saved Rennie, who leaped backward, but the dog was instantly killed with a flashing pat from the royal paw. At the same moment a volley was fired by the Hottentots from the heights. Unfortunately the position of Rennie rendered it impossible for the Mullers or any of the other expert shots to fire.

Whether the volley had taken effect was uncertain, but it at all events turned the lion from his purpose. He wheeled round, and, abandoning the bush, took to a piece of open ground, across which the hunters and dogs followed him up hotly.

The lion now took refuge in a small copse on a slight eminence. Diederik and Christian Muller were in advance, Groot Willem on his mighty charger came next. Van Dyk was running neck and neck with Jerry Goldboy, who flourished the blunderbuss over his head and yelled like a very demon. It was obvious that he was mad for the time being. The rest came up in a confused body, many of the men on foot having kept up with the horsemen.

The Rennies, having by that time become wiser, gave up their reckless proceedings, and allowed Christian Muller, who was tacitly acknowledged the leader of the party, to direct. He gave the signal to dismount when within a short distance of the copse, and ordered the horses to be tied together as the different riders came up. This was quickly done, and of course all possibility of retreat was thus cut off. The plan was to advance in a body up the slope, leaving the horses in charge of the Hottentots.

The preparations did not take long, but before they were completed a growl was heard, then a terrific roar, and the lion, who had made up his mind to act on the offensive, burst from the thicket and bore down on the party, his eyeballs glaring with rage. Being thus taken by surprise they were unprepared. His motion was so rapid that no one could take aim  except, indeed, Jerry, who discharged his piece at the sky, and, losing his balance, fell back with a wild halloo. Selecting one of the horses, the lion darted furiously at it. The affrighted animal sprang forward, and, in so doing, wheeled all the other horses violently round. The lion missed his aim, but faced about and crouched at a distance of only ten yards for another spring. It was a terrible moment! While the monster was meditating on which victim he should leap, Christian Muller was taking quick but deadly aim. If he should merely wound the brute, certain death to some one of the party would have been the instantaneous result. Most of them knew this well.

Knowing also that Muller was cool and sure, they breathlessly awaited the result. Only three or four seconds were spent in aiming, but instants become minutes in such a case. Some of the men almost gasped with anxiety. Another moment, and Christian fired. The under jaw of the lion dropped, and blood gushed front his mouth. He turned round with a view to escape, but George Rennie shot him through the spine. Turning again with a look of vengeance, he attempted to spring, but the once powerful hind-legs were now paralysed. At the same moment, Groot Willem, Van Dyk, Sandy Black, and McTavish put balls into different parts of his body, and a man named Stephanus put an end to his existence by shooting him through the brain.

It was a furious combat while it lasted, and a noble enemy had been subdued, for this lion, besides being magnificent of aspect even in death, measured full twelve feet from the point of his nose to the tip of his tail.




Chapter Thirteen.

Adventure with an Ostrich.

Time passed rapidly, and the settlers, both highland and lowland, struck their roots deeper and deeper into the soil of their adoption  watched and criticised more or less amiably by their predecessors, the few Dutch-African farmers who up to that time had struggled on the frontier all alone.

One day Hans Marais was riding with Charlie Considine on the karroo, not far from the farm-house. They had been conversing on the condition and prospects of the land, and the trials and difficulties of the British settlers. Suddenly they came on an ostrich sitting on its eggs under a bush. The bird rose and ran on seeing the horsemen.

I daresay the cock-bird is not far off, observed Hans, riding up to the nest, which was merely a slight hollow scraped in the sandy soil, and contained a dozen eggs. He is a gallant bird; guards his wife most faithfully, and shares her duties.

Ive sometimes thought, said Considine musingly, that the ostrich might be tamed and bred on your farms. With such valuable feathers it would be worth while to try.

You are not the first who has suggested that, Charlie. My own mother has more than once spoken of it.

Stay a minute, said Considine; I shall take one of the eggs home to her.

Not fit to eat. Probably half hatched, said Hans.

No matter, returned the other, dismounting.

Well, Ill ride to the ridge and see if the papa is within hail.

Hans did but bare justice to the cock ostrich when he said he was a gallant bird. It is within the mark to say that he is not only a pattern husband, but a most exemplary father, for, besides guarding his wife and her nest most jealously by day, he relieves her at night, and sits himself on the nest, while his better-half takes food and relaxation.

While Hans rode forward a few hundred yards, the cock, which chanced to be out feeding on the plain, observed his wife running excitedly among the bushes, and at the same moment caught a glimpse of the Dutchman.

Seven-league boots could not have aided that ostrich! With mighty strides and outstretched wings the giant bird rushed in furious rage to defend its nest. Hans saw it, and, instantly putting spurs to his horse, also made for the nest, but the ostrich beat him.

Look out, Charlie! shouted Hans.

Charlie did look out, somewhat anxiously too, turning his head nervously from side to side, for while the thunder of hoofs and the warning cry of Hans assailed him on one side, a rushing and hissing sound was heard on the other. The suspense did not last long. A few seconds later, and the ostrich appeared, bearing down on him with railway speed. He raised his gun and fired, but in the haste of the moment missed. The cap of the second barrel snapped. He clubbed his gun, but, before he could raise it, the ferocious bird was on him. Towering high over his head, it must have been between eight and nine feet in height. One kick of its great two-toed foot sufficed. The ostrich kicks forward, as a man might when he wishes to burst in a door with his foot, and no prize-fighter can hit out with greater celerity, no horse can kick with greater force. If the blow had taken full effect it would probably have been fatal, but Considine leaped back. It reached him, however  on the chest,  and knocked him flat on the nest, where he lay stunned amid a wreck of eggs.

The vicious bird was about to follow up its victory by dancing on its prostrate foe, when Hans galloped up. The bird turned on him at once, with a hiss and a furious rush. The terrified horse reared and wheeled round with such force as almost to throw Hans, who dropped his gun in trying to keep his seat. Jumping into the air, and bringing its foot down with a resounding smack, the bird sent its two formidable nails deep into the steeds flank, from which blood flowed copiously. The horse took the bit in its teeth, and ran.

Hans Marais was very strong, but fear was stronger. The horse fairly ran off, and the ostrich pursued. Being fleeter than the horse, it not only kept up with ease, but managed ever and anon to give it another kick on flank, sides, or limbs. Hans vainly tried to grasp his assailant by the neck. If he succeeded in this he knew that he could easily have choked it, for the ostrichs weak point is its long slender neck  its strong point being its tremendous leg, the thigh of which, blue-black, and destitute of feathers, resembles a leg of mutton in shape and size.

At last Hans bethought him of his stirrup. Unbuckling it, he swung it by the leather round his head, and succeeded, after one or two attempts, in hitting his enemy on the head with the iron. The ostrich dropped at once and never rose again.

Returning to the nest with his vanquished foe strapped to his saddle, he found Considine sitting somewhat confused among the egg-débris, much of which consisted of flattened young ones, for the eggs were in an advanced state of incubation.

Why, Charlie, are you going to try your hand at hatching? cried Hans, laughing in spite of himself.

Considine smiled rather ruefully. I believe my breast-bone is knocked in. Just help me to examine; but first catch my horse, like a good fellow.

It was found on examination that no bones were broken, and that, beyond a bruise, Considine was none the worse of his adventure.

One egg was found to have survived the general destruction. This was taken to the farm and handed to Mrs Marais, and that amiable lady adopted and hatched it! We do not mean to assert that she sat upon it, but having discovered, from mysterious sounds inside, that the young ostrich contained in it was still alive, and, being a woman of an experimental tendency, she resolved to become a mother to it. She prepared a box, by lining it with a warm feather pillow, above which she spread several skin karosses or blankets, and into this she put the egg. Every morning and every evening she visited the nest, felt the egg to ascertain its temperature, and added or removed a blanket according to circumstances. How the good woman knew the proper temperature is a mystery which no one could explain, but certain it is that she succeeded, for in a few days the little one became so lively in its prison as to suggest the idea that it wanted out. Mrs Marais then listened attentively to the sounds, and, having come to a decision as to which end of the egg contained the head of the bird, she cracked the shell at that point and returned it to the nest.

Thus aided, the infant ostrich, whose head and feet lay in juxtaposition, began life most appropriately with its strongest point  put its best foot foremost; drove out the end of its prison with a kick, and looked astonished. One or two more kicks and it was out. Next time its foster-mother visited the nest she found the little one free,  but subdued, as if it knew it had been naughty,  and with that well  what  next? expression of countenance which is peculiar to very young birds in general.

When born, this little creature was about the size of a small barn-door hen, but it was exceeding weak as well as long in the legs, and its first efforts at walking were a mere burlesque.

The feeding of this foundling was in keeping with its antecedents. Mrs Marais was a thoroughgoing but incomprehensible woman. One would have thought that boiled sheeps liver, chopped fine, and hens eggs boiled hard, were about the most violently opposed to probability in the way of food for an ostrich, old or young. Yet that is the food which she gave this baby. The manner of giving it, too, was in accordance with the gift.

Sitting down on a low stool, she placed the patient  so to speak  on its back, between her knees, and held it fast; then she rammed the liver and egg down its throat with her fingers as far as they would reach, after which she set it on its legs and left it for a few minutes to contemplation. Hitching it suddenly on its back again, she repeated the operation until it had had enough. In regard to quantity, she regulated herself by feeling its stomach. In the matter of drink she was more pronounced than a teetotaler, for she gave it none at all.

Thus she continued perseveringly to act until the young ostrich was old enough to go out in charge of a little Hottentot girl named Hreikie, who became a very sister to it, and whose life thence-forward was spent either in going to sleep under bushes, on the understanding that she was taking care of baby, or in laughing at the singular way in which her charge waltzed when in a facetious mood.

There is no doubt that this ostrich would have reached a healthy maturity if its career had not been cut short by a hyena.

Not until many years after this did ostrich-farming and feather-exporting become, as it still continues, one of the most important branches of commercial enterprise in the Cape Colony; but we cannot avoid the conclusion, that, as Watt gave the first impulse to the steam-engine when he sat and watched the boiling kettle, so Mrs Marais opened the door to a great colonial industry when she held that infant ostrich between her knees, and stuffed it with minced eggs and liver.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Bergenaars.

So you like the study of French? said Charlie Considine, as he sat one morning beside Bertha Marais in the porch of her fathers dwelling.

Yes, very much, answered the girl. She said no more, but she thought, Especially when I am taught it by such a kind, painstaking teacher as you.

And you like to live in the wild karroo? asked the youth.

Of course I do, was the reply, with a look of surprise.

Of course. It was a stupid question, Bertha; I did not think at the moment that it is home to you, and that you have known no other since you were a little child. But to my mind it would be a dull sort of life to live here always.

Do you find it so dull? asked Bertha, with a sad look.

No, not in the least, replied the youth, quickly. How could I, living as I do with such pleasant people, like one of their own kith and kin, hunting with the sons and teaching the daughters  to say nothing of scolding them and playing chess, and singing and riding. Oh no! Im anything but dull, but I was talking generally of life in the karroo. If I lived alone, for instance, like poor Horley, or with a disagreeable family like that of Jan Smit  by the way, that reminds me that we have heard news of the three runaways, Ruyter, Jemalee, and Booby.

Oh! Im so glad, cried Bertha, her fair face brightening up with pleasure, for I am very fond of Ruyter. He was so kind to me that time he found me lying near Smits house, when my pony ran away and threw me, and I felt so miserable when I heard that his master was cruel and often beat him with a sjambok. Often and often since he ran away  and it must be nearly a year now  I have prayed God that he might come back, and that Jan Smit might become good to him  What have you heard?

Considines face wore a troubled look. I fear, he said, the news will distress you, for what I heard was that the three men, driven to desperation by the harsh treatment received from their master, have joined one of the fiercest of these gangs of robbers, called the Bergenaars  the gang led, I believe, by Dragoener. It was Lucas Van Dyk, the hunter, who told me, and he is said to be generally correct in his statements.

Berthas nether lip quivered, and she hid her face in her hands for a few moments in silence.

Oh! Im so sorry  so sorry, she said at length, looking up. He was so gentle, so kind. I cant imagine Ruyter becoming one of those dreadful Bergenaars, about whose ferocious cruelty we hear so much  his nature was so different. I cant believe it.

I fear, rejoined Considine gently, that it is true. You know it is said that oppression will drive even a wise man mad, and a man will take to anything when he is mad.

It could not drive a Christian to such a life, returned the girl sadly. Oh! I wish he had become a Christian when Stephen Orpin spoke to him, but he wouldnt.

When did Orpin speak to him, and what did he say? asked Considine, whose own ideas as to Christianity were by no means fixed or clear.

It was just after that time, rejoined Bertha, when Jan Smit had had him tied to a cart-wheel, and flogged so terribly that he could not walk for some days. Orpin happened to arrive at the time with his waggon  you know he has taken to going about as a trader,  and he spoke a great deal to Ruyter about his soul, and about Jesus coming to save men from sin, and enabling them to forgive their enemies; but when Ruyter heard about forgiving his enemies he wouldnt listen any more. Pointing to his wounds, he said, Do you think I can forgive Jan Smit?

I dont wonder, said Considine; it is too much to expect a black fellow smarting under the sjambok to forgive the man who applies it  especially when it is applied unjustly, and with savage cruelty.

Bertha was not gifted with an argumentative spirit. She looked anxiously in the face of her companion, and murmured some broken sentences about the Lords Prayer and the Golden Rule, and wound up by saying hesitatingly, How can we ask forgiveness if we do not forgive?

You are right, Bertha, was Considines rejoinder, uttered gravely; but, truly, a man must be more than a man to act on such principles. Think, now of the state of things at the present time with regard to the settlers. The rust, as they call that strange disease which has totally ruined the first years crop of wheat, has thrown the most of them into difficulties, and in the midst of this almost overwhelming calamity down came the Kafirs on the Albany District, and the Bergenaars, of whom we have just been speaking, not, like men, to fight openly  that were endurable,  but like sly thieves in the dead of night, to carry off sheep and cattle from many of the farms  in some cases even killing the herdsmen. Now, what think you must be the feelings of the settlers towards these Kafirs and runaway robbers?  can they forgive?

Bertha didnt know. She thought their feelings must be very harsh. Diverging from the question, however, she returned to the first regret  namely, that her friend Ruyter had joined the Bergenaars.

Hallo! Considine, hi! where are you? came the sonorous voice of Conrad Marais in the distance, interrupting the conversation. Next moment the hearty countenance of the farmer followed his voice round the corner of the house.

Come, get your gun, my boy! he cried in some excitement. These villains have been down last night and carried off two spans of my best oxen, besides killing and devouring several sheep.

Considine started up at once.

We shall be off in half an hour, continued the farmer; Hans is away gathering one or two neighbours, and the people are almost ready.

Do you accompany them? asked Considine.

Of course I do. Come along.

The youth required no urging. In a few minutes he was armed and mounted, galloping in company with a score of horsemen  black, brown, and white  towards the cattle-kraals. Here was already assembled by Hans a troop of mounted men, among whom were Jan Smit and his three sons, David, Jacob, and Hendrik, also the hunter Van Dyk. After a brief consultation, in which Van Dyk took a prominent part, they rode off at a smart gallop.

We change the scene now to a large and dark cavern up among the wild heights of the Winterberg mountains.

It was evening, but the sun had still a considerable distance to descend before finding its bed on the western horizon. A faint gleam of day entered the cave, which was further illuminated by three fires, over which a band of savage-looking dark-skinned men were roasting chops and marrow-bones. Abdul Jemalee the Malay slave and Booby the Bushman were there, assisting at the feast. At the inner end of the cave, seated beside two men, was Ruyter the Hottentot. He was a good deal changed from the rough but careless and jolly fellow whom we first introduced to the reader. There was a stern severity on his countenance, coupled with a touch of sadness when in repose, but when called into action, or even when conversing, the softer feeling vanished, and nothing remained but the lines indicative of a stern settled purpose. Most of the robbers around him had like himself fled from harsh masters, and become hardened in a career of crime. The expression of almost every countenance was vindictive, sensual, coarse. Ruyters was not so. Unyielding sternness alone marked his features, which, we have elsewhere remarked, were unusually good for a Hottentot. Being a man of superior power he had become the leader of this robber-band. It was only one of many that existed at that time among the almost inaccessible heights of the mountain-ranges bordering on the colony. His companions recognised the difference between themselves and their captain, and did not love him for it, though they feared him. They also felt that he was irrevocably one of themselves, having imbrued his hands in white mans blood more than once, and already made his name terrible on that part of the frontier.

They should be here by this time, said Ruyter, in Dutch, to one of the men at his side. Why did you send them off before I returned?

He said this with a look of annoyance. The man replied that he had acted according to the best of his judgment and had been particular in impressing the leader of the party that he was not to touch the flocks of old Marais, but to devote himself entirely to those of Jan Smit.

To this Ruyter observed with a growl that it was not likely they would attend to such orders if Marais herds chanced to be handy, but the robber to whom he spoke only replied with a sly smile, showing that he was of the same opinion.

Just then a man rushed into the cave announcing the fact that their comrades were returning with plenty cattle and sheep, but that they were pursued.

Instantly the chops and marrow-bones were flung aside, and the robbers, hastily arming, mounted their horses and descended to the rescue.

The band of which Ruyter had become leader had existed some time before he joined. It was a detachment from a larger band who acknowledged as their chief a desperado named Dragoener. This Bushman had been in the service of Diederik Muller, but, on being severely flogged by a hot-tempered kinsman of his master, had fled to the mountains, vowing vengeance against all white men. It is thus that one white scoundrel can sometimes not only turn a whole tribe of savages into bitter foes of the white men in general, but can bring discredit on his fellows in the eyes of Christian people at a distance, who have not the means of knowing the true state of the case. Be this as it may, however, Dragoener with his banditti soon took ample revenge on the colonists for the sjamboking he had received.

Not long previous to the period of which we write he had been reinforced by Ruyter, Jemalee, Booby, and several other runaway slaves, besides some wild Bushmen,  men who had never been in service, and were so called to distinguish them from men who had been caught, like our friend Booby, and tamed. A few deserters from the Cape Corps, who possessed fire-arms, had also joined him.

Thus reinforced, Dragoener and his lieutenant had become bolder than ever in their depredations. One of his bands had recently carried off a large number of cattle and horses from the Tarka boers, who had called out a commando and gone in pursuit. Driven into a forest ravine, and finding it impossible to retain possession of their booty, the robbers had cut the throats of all the animals, and, scattering into the jungle, made their escape. Another band had frequently annoyed the Scotsmen at Baviaans River.

When therefore the band under Ruyter heard of the approach of their comrades with booty, and of the pursuit by colonists, they went to the rescue, somewhat emboldened by recent successes. On meeting their comrades, who were driving the cattle and horses before them in frantic haste, they were told that the pursuers were in strong force, and numbered among them several of the boldest men and best shots on the frontier.

There was no time for holding a council of war. Ruyter at once divided his men into two bands. With the larger, well armed, and having two or three deserters with muskets, he crept into the woods to lay an ambush for the enemy. The other band was ordered to continue driving the cattle with utmost speed, and, in the event of being overtaken, to cut the animals throats and each man look out for himself.

If Ruyters men had been as bold and cool as himself they might have checked the pursuit, but when the hunter Van Dyk, who knew their ways, advanced in front of his comrades by a path known to himself, discovered their ambush and sent a bullet through the head of one of their number, they awaited no further orders but rose en masse, fled through the jungle, and made for the mountains.

Van Dyk, reloading in hot haste, followed swiftly, but he had not taken three steps when Charlie Considine was at his heels. He had dismounted and followed Van Dyk. The other pursuers made a détour on horseback to cut off the robbers as they passed over some open ground in advance. In attempting this they came on a spot where the ground was strewn with the dead or dying cattle. With a yell of rage they pushed on, but utterly failed, for the bandits had headed in another direction and gained the cliffs, where pursuit on horseback was impossible. Knowing that it would have been equally fruitless to continue the chase on foot, they returned to the point where Van Dyk and Considine had entered the jungle, fully expecting to find them there, as it would have been madness, they thought, for two unsupported men to follow up the flying band. To their surprise they found no one there.

We must follow their spoor, boys, said Conrad Marais, with an anxious look; they cannot be far off, but we must not leave them unsupported in the jungle with such a lot of black villains flying about.

Action was at once taken. The most experienced men dismounted and traced the spoor, with the unerring certainty of bloodhounds. But they shouted and searched in vain till night compelled them to desist.

Meanwhile Van Dyk and Considine had been captured by the Bergenaars.

When Charlie overtook the hunter, as already described, his ardent spirit and strong supple limbs enabled him to outrun his more massive though not less enthusiastic companion. A short run soon convinced the hunter that there was no chance of a clothed white man overtaking a more than half-naked native in a thorny jungle. Indeed, he was already well convinced by former experience of this fact, and had intended to engage in pursuit for only a short time, in order if possible to obtain a flying shot at one or two of the robbers, but his young comrades resolute continuance of the chase forced him to hold on longer than he desired.

Stop! stop, young fellow, he shouted with stentorian voice; stop, I say! Youll only waste your breath for no good, he shouted.

But Considine heard him not. He had caught sight of one of the bandits who seemed to be losing strength, and, being himself sound in wind and limb, he recklessly determined to push on.

Ill leave you to your fate, roared Van Dyk, if you dont stop.

He might as well have roared to a mad buffalo. Considine heeded or heard not.

It wont do, growled the hunter in a stern soliloquy as he stopped a moment to tighten his belt. Well, well, I little thought, Van Dyk, that youd be brought to such a miserable fix as this, in such a stupid way too. But he mustnt be left to the Bushmens tender mercies.

The hunters swart countenance grew darker as he spoke, for he well knew the extremity of danger into which the reckless youth was compelling him to run, but he did not hesitate. Instead, however, of following in the steps of one who was fleeter of foot than himself, he made a détour to the right. In an hour he reached a cliff under which, he knew, from the form of the valley up which the pursuit had been conducted, his young companion must needs pass. The route he had taken was a short cut. He had headed Considine and saw him, a few minutes later, in the gorge below, in full pursuit of the robber.

Hm! grunted Van Dyk, as he sat down on a rock and examined the priming of his great elephant-gun, I thought as much! The black scoundrel is just playing with him  decoying the young idiot on till he gets him surrounded by his comrades; but Ill spoil his game, though its like to be the last shot Ill ever fire.

A low quiet sigh escaped from the hunter as he watched the two men and awaited the proper moment.

He was evidently right in his conjecture, for, as they drew near the cliff, the black man looked over his shoulder once or twice and slackened his pace. The next moment he gave a shout which proved to be a signal, for two of the robbers sprang out from the bushes and seized Considine, almost before he had seen them. Vigorously he struggled, and would perhaps have thrown off both, had not the man he had been chasing turned and run to aid the others.

Quickly but steadily Van Dyk raised his gun and covered this man. Next moment the muzzle was struck aside, the ball flew harmlessly into the jungle, and the hunter was pinioned, overthrown, and rendered helpless by four of the robbers, who had been watching his motions all the time.

Van Dyk was not taken much by surprise. He knew that such danger was probable, and had done his best to avoid it. With that self-command which a life of constant danger in the woods had taught him, he bowed to the inevitable, and quietly submitted to be bound and led away.

Mean while Ruyter, for it was he who had been chased, came up in time to assist in securing his victim.

What, Ruyter, is it you? exclaimed Considine in amazement.

When the robber-chief became aware who he had captured, an expression of deep annoyance or regret crossed his face, but it quickly passed into one of stern almost sulky determination, as he ordered the two men, in Dutch, to make the bonds secure. He deigned no reply to the prisoners question. He did not even appear to recognise him, but strode on in front, while the two robbers drove the youth up into the rocky fastnesses of the mountains.

That night our hero found himself seated in the deepest recesses of a cavern by the side of his comrade Van Dyk. The arms of both were firmly bound behind their backs, but their legs were free, their captors knowing well that a scramble among such giddy and rugged heights without the use of the hands was impossible. In the centre of the cavern sat the robbers round a small fire on which some of them were cooking a few scraps of meat.

A pretty mess youve led yourself and me into, young fellow! said the hunter sternly.

Indeed I have, replied Considine, with a very penitent air, and I would give or do anything to undo the mischief.

Ja  always the same with wild-caps like you, returned the other, ready to give anything when youve got nothing, and to do anything when youre helpless. How much easier it would have been to have given a little heed and shown a little common sense when you had the chance!

There was a touch of bitterness, almost fierceness, in the hunters tone, which, knowing the mans kindly nature, Considine could not quite understand.

Do you know what them reptiles there are saying? continued Van Dyk after a brief pause.

No, their language is mere gibberish to me.

Theyre discussin the best method of puttin us out of existence, said the hunter, with a grim smile. Some of em want to cut our throats at once and have done with it; some would like to torture us first; others are in favour of hangin, but all agree that we must be killed to prevent our tellin the whereabouts of their hiding-place up here,  all except one, the one you gave chase to this afternoon. He advises em to let us go, but he dont seem very earnest about it.

I think I know the reason of his favouring us, said Considine, with a look of hope.

Indeed?

Yes; he once journeyed with me from Capetown to the karroo, and probably he feels a touch of regard for his old travelling companion.

Hm! I wouldnt give much for his regard, growled Van Dyk. The reed is slender, but its the only one we have to lean on now. However, weve got a reprieve, for I heard em say just now that theyll delay executing us till to-morrow, after reaching one of their other and safer retreats in the mountains.

The prisoners were put into a smaller cave, close to the large one, that night. Their bonds were made more secure, and, as an additional precaution, their legs were tied. Two men were also appointed to guard the entrance of their prison.

About midnight the camp was perfectly still, and the only sounds that broke the silence were the tinkling of a neighbouring rill and the footfall of the sentinels. Van Dyk and Considine were lying uneasily on the bare ground, and thinking of the tragic fate that awaited them on the morrow, when they observed the dim figure of a man approaching from the innermost end of the cavern with a drawn knife in his right hand. Both started up and leant on their elbows; more than this they could not do. They felt some alarm, it is true, but both came to the same conclusion  that it is foolish to cry out before you are hurt.

The figure bent over Van Dyk, and whispered in his ear. Next moment the hunter stood on his feet with his limbs free.

You were right, young sir, he said to Considine as he stooped over him and cut his bonds; there is a touch of humanity in the rascally Hottentot after all. Come; he bids us follow him. Knows a secret passage out o the cave, no doubt.

The black-bearded huntsman turned as he spoke, and followed the dim figure, which melted into the depths of the cavern as if it had been a spirit. A few minutes gliding through darkness tangible, and they found themselves in the open air among thick bushes. Though the night was very dark there was sufficient light to enable Considine to see the glittering of white teeth close to his face, as a voice whispered in broken English Yous better tink twice when you try for to chases Tottie next time! Go; Van Dyk, hims old hand in de bush, will guide you safe.

Before morning Considine was back in Conrad Marais parlour, relating his adventures among the Bergenaars with a half-belief that the whole affair was nothing more than a romantic dream.




Chapter Fifteen.

Treats of the Zuurveld again, and one or two Surprising Incidents.

Seated one evening at the door of their dug-out hut or cavern on the banks of the river, the three brothers Skyd discussed the affairs of the colony and smoked their pipes.

Never knew such a country, said John Skyd, never!

Abominable! observed James.

Detestable! remarked Robert.

Why dont you Skyd-addle then? cried Frank Dobson. If I thought it as bad as you do, Id leave it at once. But you are unjust.

Unjust! echoed John Skyd; that were impossible. What could be worse? Here have we been for three years, digging and ploughing, raking and hoeing, carting and milking, churning and  and  and what the better are we now? Barely able to keep body and soul together, with the rust ruining our wheat, and an occasional Kafir raid depriving us of our cattle, while we live in a hole on the rivers bank like rabbits; with this disadvantage over these facetious creatures, that we have more numerous wants and fewer supplies.

Thats so, said Bob; if we could only content ourselves with a few bulbous roots and grass all would be well, but, Frank, we sometimes want a little tea and sugar; occasionally we run short of tobacco; now and then we long for literature; coffee sometimes recurs to memory; at rare intervals, especially when domestic affairs go wrong, the thought of woman, as of a long-forgotten being of angelic mould, will come over us. Ah! Frank, it is all very well for you to smile, you who have been away enjoying yourself for months past hunting elephants and other small game in the interior, but you have no notion how severely our failures are telling on our spirits. Why, Jim there tried to make a joke the other day, and it was so bad that Jack immediately went to bed with a sick-headache.

True, said Jack solemnly, quite true, and I couldnt cure that headache for a whole day, though I took a good deal of Cape-smoke before it came on, as well as afterwards.

But, my dear chums, remonstrated Dobson, is it not

Now dont ask, Is it not your own fault? with that wiseacre look of yours, said John Skyd, testily tapping the bowl of his pipe on a stone preparatory to refilling it. We are quite aware that we are not faultless; that we once or twice have planted things upside down, or a yard too deep, besides other little eccentricities of ignorance; but such errors are things of the past, and though we now drive our drills as straight as once, heigho! we ruled our account-books, things dont and wont improve.

If you had not interrupted me, Jack, you might have spared much breath and feeling. I was about to say, Is it not a fact that many of the other settlers are beginning to overcome their difficulties though you are not? True, it has now been found that the wheat crops, on which we at first expected almost entirely to depend, have for three seasons proved an entire failure, and sheep do not thrive on our sour grass pasturage, though they seem to have done admirably with the Scotch at Baviaans River; but have not many of those around us been successful in raising rye, barley, oats, and Indian corn? have they not many herds of healthy cattle? are not pumpkins and potatoes thriving pretty well, and gardens beginning to flourish? Our roasted barley makes very fair coffee, and honey is not a bad substitute for sugar.

You have made a successful bag this trip, I see, by your taking such a healthy view of our circumstances, said Bob.

Yes, Ive done very well, returned Dobson; and I find the hunters life so congenial, and withal so profitable, that Im really thinking of adopting it as a profession. And that brings me to the object of my visit here to-night. The fact is, my dear fellows, that men of your genius are not fit for farmers. It takes quiet-going men of sense to cultivate the soil. If you three were to live and dig to the age of Methuselah youd never make a living out of it.

Thats plain speaking, said John, with a nod, and I agree with you entirely.

I mean to speak plainly, rejoined Dobson, and now what I propose is, that you should give it up and join me in the ivory business. It will pay, I assure you.

Here their friend entered into a minute and elaborate account of his recent hunting expedition, and imparted to John Skyd some of his own enthusiasm, but James and Robert shook their heads. Leaving them to think over his proposal, their friend went to make a call on the Brooks of Mount Hope.

Drat that boy! hes escaped again, and after mischief Ill be bound! was the first sound that saluted him as he walked towards the house. It was Mrs Scholtzs voice, on the other side of the hedge with which the garden was surrounded. The remark was immediately followed by a piercing shriek from the nurse, who repeated it again and again. Dobson could see her through an opening in the branches, standing helpless, with her hands clasped and eyeballs glaring. Thoroughly alarmed, he dashed towards the gate. At the same moment the voice of a child was heard:  

Oh, look!  look ere, nuss, aint I cotched a pritty ting  such a pritty ting!

Springing through the gate, Dobson beheld Master Junkie, staggering up the track like a drunken man, with one hand clasped tight round the throat of a snake whose body and tail were twining round the chubby arm of its captor in a vain effort at freedom, while its forked tongue darted out viciously. It was at once recognised as one of the most deadly snakes in the country.

Aint it a booty? cried Junkie, confronting Dobson, and holding up his prize like the infant Hercules, whom he very much resembled in all respects.

Dobson, seizing the childs hand in his own left, compressed it still tighter, drew his hunting-knife, and sliced off the reptiles head, just as Edwin Brook with his wife and daughter, attracted by the nurses outcry, rushed from the cottage to the rescue. Scholtz and George Dally at the same time ran out respectively from stable and kitchen.

Mrs Scholtz had gone into a hysterical fit of persistent shrieking and laughter, which she maintained until she saw that her darling was saved; then, finishing off with a prolonged wail, she fell flat on the grass in a dead faint.

Junkie at the same moment, as it were, took up the cry. To be thus robbed of his new-found pet would have tried a better temper than his. Without a moments hesitation he rushed at Frank Dobson and commenced violently to kick his shins, while he soundly belaboured his knees with the still wriggling tail of the poor snake.

What a blessing! exclaimed Mrs Brook, grasping Dobson gratefully by the hand.

What a mercy! murmured Gertie, catching up the infant Hercules and taking him off to the cottage.

What a rumpus! growled Dally, taking himself off to the kitchen.

Scholtz gave no immediate expression to his feelings, but, lifting his better half from the grass, he tucked her under one of his great arms, and, with the muttered commentary, zhe shrieckz like von mad zow, carried her off to his own apartment, where he deluged her with cold water and abuse till she recovered.

Your arrival has created quite a sensation, Dobson, said Edwin Brook, with a smile, as they walked up to the house.

Say, rather, it was opportune, said Mrs Brook; but for your prompt way of using the knife our darling might have been bitten. Oh! I do dread these snakes, they go about in such a sneaking way, and are so very deadly. I often wonder that accidents are not more frequent, considering the numbers of them that are about.

So do I, Mrs Brook, returned Dobson; but I suppose it is owing to the fact that snakes are always most anxious to keep out of mans way, and few men are as bold as your Junkie. I never heard of one being collared before, though a friend of mine whom I met on my last visit to the karroo used sometimes to catch hold of a snake by the tail, whirl it round his head, and dash its brains out against a tree.

Youll stay with us to-day, Dobson! said Brook.

Frank, involuntarily casting a glance at the pretty face of Gertie  who had by that time attained to the grace of early womanhood,  accepted the invitation, and that day at dinner entertained the family with graphic accounts of his experiences among the wild beasts of the Great Fish River jungles, and dilated on his prospects of making a fortune by trading in ivory. If that foolish law, he said, had not been made by our Governor, prohibiting traffic with the Kafirs, I could get waggon-loads of elephants tusks from them for an old song. As it is, I must knock over the elephants for myself  at least until the laws in question are rescinded.

The Governor seems to have a special aptitude, said Brook, with a clouded brow, not only for framing foolish laws, but for abrogating good ones.

The Governor referred to was Lord Charles Somerset, who did more to retard the progress of the new settlements on the frontiers of Kafirland than any who have succeeded him. Having complicated the relations of the colonists and Kafirs, and confused as well as disgusted, not to say astonished, the natives during his first term of office, he went to England on leave of absence, leaving Sir Rufane Shaw Donkin to act as Governor in his place.

Lord Charles seems to have been a resentful as well as an incapable man, for immediately after his return to the colony in 1821 he overturned the policy of the acting Governor, simply because he and Sir Rufane were at personal enmity. The colony at that time, and the Home Government afterwards, approved of the wise measures of the latter. He had arranged the military forces on the frontier so as to afford the new settlers the greatest possible amount of protection; the Cape corps men had been partly placed at their disposal, both to assist and defend; those who found their allotted farms too small, had them increased to the extent of the farms of their Dutch neighbours; acceptable public officers were appointed; provisions were supplied on credit, and everything, in short, had been done to cheer and encourage the settlers during the period of gloom which followed their first great calamity, the failure of the wheat-crops. All this was upset on the return of Lord Charles Somerset. With a degree of tyranny and want of judgment worthy of a mere Jack-in-office, he immediately removed from the magistracy of the British Settlement of Albany a favourite and able man, to make room for one of his own protégés and supporters. He withdrew troops from one of the most important frontier villages (in a strategic point of view), and stopped the formation of a road to it, thus compelling the settlers to desert it and leave their standing crops to the surprised but pleased Kafirs, who were perplexed as well as emboldened by the vacillating policy of white Governors! In addition to this he gave permission to the savage chief Macomo to occupy the land so vacated, thus paving the way for future wars. Instead of encouraging traffic with the Kafirs he rendered it illegal. He issued a proclamation forbidding all public meetings for political purposes; he thwarted the philanthropic and literary Pringle and Fairbairn in their attempts to establish a newspaper, and drove the former from the colony. But why proceed? We cite these facts merely to account for the cloud on Edwin Brooks brow, and for the fact that at this time many of the British settlers, who would gallantly have faced the rust and other troubles and difficulties sent to them by Providence, could not bear the oppression which driveth a wise man mad, but, throwing up all their hopes and privileges as settlers, scattered themselves far and wide over the colony. This, as it happened, was much to the advantage of themselves and the old Dutch settlers with whom they mingled. Those of them who remained behind, however, continued to fight the battle against oppression and circumstances most manfully.

Long and patiently did Mrs Brook listen to her visitor and husband while they indignantly discussed these subjects.

But why, said she, at last giving vent to her feelings, why does the Government at home not remove such an incapable and wicked Governor and give us a better?

Because, my dear, replied Edwin, with a smile, the incapable and wicked Governor happens to possess almost despotic power, and can gain the ear of men in high places at home, so that they are deceived by him, while all who venture to approach them, except through this Governor, are regarded with suspicion, being described as malcontents. And yet, continued Brook, growing warm at the thought of his wrongs, we do not complain of those at home, or of the natural disadvantages of the country to which we have been sent. We settlers are actuated by one undivided feeling of respect and gratitude to the British Government, which future reverses will never efface; but it is peculiarly hard to have been sent to this remote and inaccessible corner of the globe, and to be left to the control of one individual, who misrepresents us and debars us the right to express our collective sentiments. Why, we might as well be living under the dominion of the Turk. But a word in your ear, Frank Dobson; meetings have been held, private ones, while you were away in the bush, and our case has been properly represented at last, and a Royal Commission of Inquiry is to be sent out to put things right. So theres hope for us yet! The clouds which have been so long lowering, are, I think, beginning to clear away.

While the sanguine settler was thus referring to the clouds of adversity which had for more than two years hovered over the young settlement, the natural clouds were accumulating overhead in an unusually threatening manner. Long periods of drought are frequently followed in South Africa by terrible thunderstorms. One of them seemed to be brewing just then.

I fear Hans and Considine will get wet jackets before they arrive, said Frank Dobson, rising and going to the window.

Hans and Considine! exclaimed Gertie, with a flush; are they here?

Ay, they came with me as far as Grahamstown on business of some sort.  By the way, what a big place that is becoming, quite a town! When we saw it first, you remember, it was a mere hamlet, the headquarters of the troops.

It will be a city some day, prophesied Brook as he put on an old overcoat that had hitherto survived the ravages of time; you see all our comrades who have discovered that farming is not their vocation are hiving off into it, and many of them, being first-rate mechanics, they have taken to their trades, while those with mercantile tendencies have opened stores. You shall see that things will shake into their proper places, and right themselves in time, and this will become a flourishing colony, for the most of us are young and full of British pluck, while the climate, despite a few trifling disadvantages, is really splendid.

Edwin Brook spoke heartily, as he clapped his hat firmly on, preparatory to going out to make things secure against the expected storm.

At the same moment the South African storm-fiend (an unusually large though not frequently obtrusive one) laughed in a voice of thunder and nearly dashed in the windows with a tempest of wind and rain! As if his voice had called up spirits from the vasty deep, two horsemen suddenly appeared approaching at full speed. One of them was of unusual size.

Here they come just in time! exclaimed Gertie, clapping her hands in excitement.

The girl spoke and acted there. Then she blushed for the woman interfered!

Hans Marais reached the quince hedge first and sprang off his steed. Charlie Considine came second. With a wild whoop he caused his steed to leap the garden gate and dismounted at the cottage door.

Then there was a hearty welcoming and inquiring, and shaking of bands, while the travellers were congratulated on having just escaped the storm.

While this was going on at Mount Hope, the Skyds were actively engaged in gathering in their rattle and otherwise making their place secure. They had more than once been warned that their position was one of danger, but being young, athletic, and rollicking, they had not cared hitherto to remove their humble dwelling. It was time enough to do that, they said, when lovely woman should come on the scene and render improvement in domicile necessary. Bob Skyd had more than once attempted to induce a lovely woman to invade the land and enlighten the cave, but somehow without success!

We shall have it stiff, said John, as the three brothers approached their burrow.

And heavy, added Bob.

James made no remark, but opened the door. It was growing dark at the time and inside their cavern only a dim light prevailed.

Why  whats  hallo! I say

Jim leaped back with a look of alarm. The brothers gazed in and saw, in the region of their bed (which held three easily), a pair of glaring eyeballs.

The brothers, although not superstitious, were by no means free from human weakness. At the same time they were gifted with a large share of animal courage. With beating heart John struck a light, and held up a flaming brimstone match. This caused the eyes to glare with fearful intensity, and revealed a distinct pair of horns. At that moment the match went out. With anxious trepidation another light was struck, and then it was discovered that a recently purchased goat had, under a wrong impression, taken possession of the family bed.

Laughing at this, they lit a tallow candle, which was stuck into that most convenient of candlesticks  an empty bottle.

The brothers, although not proficients, were mechanical in their way. One had set up the household bed; another had constructed a table, which had broken down only six times since their arrival; and the third had contrived a sofa. This last was Jims work. It was a masterpiece in its way, of simplicity, and consisted of two rough planks laid on two mounds of earth, the whole being covered with a piece of chintz which fell in a curtain to the floor. This curtain, like love, covered a multitude of improprieties, in the shape of old boots, dirty linen, miscellaneous articles, and a sea-chest.

Sitting down on the sofa, John Skyd laughed long and heartily at the scene with the goat. His laugh suddenly ceased, and was replaced by an exclamation and a look of anxious surprise. Something had moved under the sofa! Snakes occurred to their minds at once, and the deadly character of South African snakes was well known.

Look out, boys, cried John, leaping on the sofa, and seizing a sword which hung on a peg just above it. Fetch the light.

Bob quickly obeyed and revealed the tail of a large cobra disappearing among the improprieties. Jim ran to a rude cupboard where pistols and ammunition were kept, and began to load with small shot.

This way I hold it closer to the wall, said John, in an earnest voice; I see one of his coils at the back of the sofa. Now then, steady  there!

He made a deadly thrust as he spoke and pinned the snake to the ground, but evidently by the wrong coil, for in a moment its angry head was seen twining up towards the handle of the sword.

Quick, Jim  the pistol!

Jim was ready and Bob raised the curtain of the sofa, while John stood in readiness to let go the sword and bolt if the reptile should prove to be capable of reaching his hand.

Fire, Jim, fire! look sharp! cried John Skyd.

Jim took aim and fired. The candle was put out by the concussion.

In the dark John could risk the danger no longer. He let go the sword and sprang with a shout upon the bed. Bob and Jim made for the same place of refuge, and, tumbling over each other, broke the pint bottle and the candle. Securing a fragment of the latter they proceeded once more to strike a light, with quaking hearts, while a horrible hissing and lashing was heard under the sofa. At last light was again thrown on the scene, and when the curtain was cautiously raised the cobra was seen to be writhing in its death-agonies  riddled with shot, and still pinned with the sword.

This scene closed most appropriately with a flash of lightning and a tremendous clap of thunder,  followed, immediately, by cataracts of rain.




Chapter Sixteen.

The Great Floods of 1823.

All that night and all next day rain came down on the land in continuous floods. The settlers had previously been visited with occasional storms, which had roused some alarm among the timid and done a little damage, but nothing like this had yet befallen them. The water appeared to descend in sheets, and not only did the great rivers wax alarmingly, but every rill and watercourse became a brawling river.

The Skyds, and one or two others who, like themselves, had built too near the edge of streams, were the first to suffer.

This wont do, said John Skyd, on the evening of the second day, as he and his brothers sat in front of their cavern gazing at the turbid river, which, thick and yellow as pea-soup, was hurrying trees, bushes, and wrack in formidable masses to the sea. We must shift our abode. Come along.

Without a word more the brothers entered their cave, and began to carry out their goods and chattels. They were strong and active, but they had miscalculated the rapidity of the flood. Fortunately most of their valuables were removed to higher ground in time, but before all was got out a sudden increase in the rushing river sent a huge wave curling round the entire piece of ground on which their farm lay. It came on with devastating force, bearing produce, fences, fruit-trees, piggeries, and every movable thing on its foaming crest. The brothers dropped their loads and ran. Next moment the cavern was hollowed out to twice its former size, and the sofa, the rude cupboard, the sea-chest, and family bed were seen, with all the miscellaneous improprieties, careering madly down the yellow flood.

In their trousers and shirt-sleeves  for they had thrown off their coats, as all active men do in an emergency  the brothers watched the demolition of their possessions and hopes in solemn silence.

I think, said John at length, with a sigh, Ive made up my mind to join Frank Dobson now.

Bob and Jim smiled grimly, but said never a word.

Meanwhile the settlers of Mount Hope farm were not idle. Although not fully alive to the danger of the storm, they saw enough to induce a course of rapid action. Goods and cattle were removed from low-lying buildings to higher ground, but the dwelling-house, being on the highest point in the neighbourhood  with the exception of the hills themselves  was deemed safe.

In these arrangements the family were ably assisted by the unexpected accession of their friends. Hans, Considine, and Dobson taxed their activity and strength to the utmost, so that things were soon put in a state of security. Dobson did, indeed, think once or twice of his old chums on the river, but a feeling of gallantry prevented his deserting the ladies in the midst of danger, and besides, he argued, the Skyds are well able to look after themselves.

Just as this thought passed through his mind the chums in question appeared upon the scene, announcing the fact that their entire farm had been swept away, and that the water was still rising.

Well, it cant rise much higher now, said Edwin Brook, after condoling with his young friends on their misfortunes, and the moment it begins to abate we shall go down to save all we can of your property. You know, my poor fellows, that I shall be only too glad to help you to the utmost of my power in such a sad extremity as this.

The brothers thanked their neighbour, and meanwhile aided the others in removing the farm-produce and implements to higher ground.

Night at length settled down on the scene, and the wearied party returned to the cottage for food and rest.

Do you think, Mr Marais, said Gertie, looking up timidly at the handsome young Dutchman, that the worst of it is over?

Hans, who felt somewhat surprised and chilled by the Mister, replied that he hoped it was.

But Hans was wrong. Late that night, after they had all lain down to rest, Edwin Brook, feeling sleepless and uneasy, rose to look out at the window. All was comparatively still, and very dark. There was something grey on the ground, he thought, but judged it to be mist. The noise of the storm, with the exception of rushing streams, had gone down, and though it still rained there was nothing very unusual to cause alarm. He lay down again and tried to sleep, but in vain. Then he thought he heard the sound of the river louder than before. At the same time there was a noise that resembled the lapping of water round the frame of the house.

Jumping up, he ran to his door, opened it, discovered that the supposed mist was water, and that his dwelling was an island in a great sea.

To shout and rouse the household was the work of an instant. His guests were men of promptitude. They had merely thrown themselves down in their clothes, and appeared in an instant. Mrs Brook and Gertie were also ready, but Mrs Scholtz, being fond of comfort, had partially undressed, and was distracted between a wild effort to fasten certain garments, and restrain Junkie, who, startled by the shout, was roaring lustily.

Not a moment to lose! said Brook, running hastily into the room, where all were now assembled. Everything is lost. We must think only of life. Lend a helping hand to the women, friends  mind the boy.  Come, wife.

Brook was sharp, cool, and decisive in his manner. Seizing his wife round the waist, he hurried her out into the dark night, stepping, as he did so, above the ankles in rising water.

Dobson, Considine, and the three brothers turned with a mutual impulse towards Gertie, but Hans Marais had already taken possession of her, and, almost carrying her in his powerful arms, followed her father.

Come, my howlin toolip, said George Dally, youre my special and precious charge. Shut up, will you!

He seized the child and bore him away with such violence that the howling was abruptly checked; while Scholtz, quietly gathering his still half-clad spouse under an arm, followed with heavy stride.

The others, each seizing the object that in his eyes appeared to be most valuable  such as a desk or workbox,  sprang after the household and left the house to its fate. They first made for the cattle-kraals, but these were already flooded and the cattle gone. Then they tried a barn which stood a little higher, but it was evidently no place of refuge, for the stream just there was strong, and broke against it with violence.

To the hills, shouted Hans, lifting Gertie off the ground altogether, as if she had been a little child.

There was no time for ceremony. Edwin Brook lifted his wife in the same manner, for the water was deepening at every step, and the current strengthening. The darkness, which had appeared dense at first, seemed to lighten as they became accustomed to it, and soon a terrible state of things became apparent. Turbid water was surging among the trees and bushes everywhere, and rushing like a mill-race in hollows. One such hollow had to be crossed before the safety of the hills could be gained. The water reached Edwins waist as he waded through. To prevent accident, John Skyd and Considine waded alongside and supported him. James Skyd performed the same office for Hans, and Bob waded just below Scholtz and his burden  which latter, in a paroxysm of alarm, still tried frantically to complete her toilet.

The hills were reached at last, and the whole party was safe  as far, at least, as the flood was concerned  but a terrible prospect lay before them. The farm of Mount Hope was by that time a sea of tumultuous water, which seemed in the darkness of the night to be sweeping away and tearing up trees, bushes, and houses. Behind and around them were the hills, whose every crevice and hollow was converted into a wild watercourse. Above was the black sky, pouring down torrents of rain incessantly, so that the very ground seemed to be turning into mud, and slipping away from beneath their feet. Fortunately there was no wind.

To spend the night here will be death to the women and child, said Edwin Brook, as they gathered under a thick bush which formed only a partial shelter; yet I see no way of escape. Soaked as they are, a cavern, even if we can find one, will not be of much service, for our matches are hopelessly wet.

We must try to reach Widow Mertons farm, said John Skyd. It is only three miles off and stands on highish ground.

Its a bad enough road by daylight in fine weather, said George Dally, on whose broad shoulder Junkie had fallen sound asleep, quite regardless of damp or danger, but in a dark night, with a universal flood, it seems to me that it would be too much for the ladies. I know a cave, now, up on the hill-side, not far off, which is deep, an like to be dryish

Never do, interrupted Hans Marais, to whose arm Gertie clung with a feeling that it was her only hope; theyd die of cold before morning. We must keep moving.

Yes, let us try to reach the widows farm, said poor Mrs Brook anxiously, I feel stronger, I think; I can walk now.

Zee vidow is our only chanze.  Hold up, mein vrow, said Scholtz, taking a firmer grasp of his wife, who, having leisure to think and look about her now, felt her heart begin to fail. I know zee road vell, continued Scholtz. It is bad, but I have zeen vurse. Ve must carry zee vimen. Zey could not valk.

As the women made no objection, those who had carried them from the house again raised them in their arms  Mrs Scholtz insisting, however, on being treated a little less like a sack of old clothes  and the march along the hill-side was begun.

George Dally, knowing the way best, was set in advance to take the responsibility of guide as well as the risk of being swept away while fording the torrents. The brothers Skyd, being free from precious burdens, marched next, to be ready to support the guide in case of accident, and to watch as well as guard the passage of dangerous places by those in rear. Then followed in succession Mr Brook with his wife, Charlie Considine, Hans with Gertie, and Scholtz with his vrow, the procession closing with Frank Dobson and Junkie, the latter having been transferred to Frank when Dally took the lead.

It was a slow as well as dangerous march on that dreary night, because every step had to be taken with care, and the rivulets, white though they were with foam, could scarcely be seen in the thick darkness. Many a fall did they get, too, and many a bruise, though fortunately no bones were broken. Once George Dally, miscalculating the depth of a savage little stream, stepped boldly in and was swept away like a flash of light. Jack Skyd made a grasp at him, lost his balance and followed. For a moment the others stopped in consternation, but they were instantly relieved by hearing a laugh from George a few yards down the stream as he assisted Skyd to land. At another time Scholtz was not careful enough to follow exactly in the footsteps of Hans, and, while crossing a torrent, he put his foot in a deep hole and went down to the armpits, thereby immersing his vrow up to her neck. A wild shriek from the lady was followed by Zounds! hold me op! from the man.

Hans turned short round, stretched out his long right arm  the left being quite sufficient to support Gertie,  and, seizing the Germans shaggy hair with a mighty grip, held on till one of the Skyds returned to the rescue.

It was also a melancholy march on that dismal night, for poor Edwin Brook was well aware, and fully alive to the fact, that he was a ruined man. His labour for the previous three years was totally lost, and his property swept entirely away. Only life was spared,  but for that he felt so thankful as to feel his losses slightly at the time. The brothers Skyd were also painfully alive to the fact that they were ruined, and as they staggered and stumbled along, a sinking of heart unusual to their gay and cheerful natures seemed to have the effect of sinking their steps deeper in the soft mire through which they waded.

Only two of the party were in any degree cheerful. Gertie, although overwhelmed by the sudden calamity, which she had yet very imperfectly realised, felt a degree of comfort  a sort of under-current of peace  at being borne so safely along in such powerful arms; and Hans Marais, huge and deep-chested though he was, felt a strange and mysterious sensation that his heart had grown too large for his body that night. It perplexed him much at the time, and seemed quite unaccountable!

The storm had revelled furiously round the widow Mertons wattle-and-dab cottage, and the water had risen to within a few feet of its foundations, but the effect on her mind was as nothing compared with that produced by the sudden storming of her stronghold by the Mount Hope family in the dead of night, or rather in the small hours of morning. The widow was hospitable. She and her sons at once set about making the unfortunates as comfortable as the extent of their habitation and the state of their larder would admit.

But the widow Merton was not the only one of the Albany settlers who had to offer hospitality during the continuance of that terrible catastrophe of 1823, and Edwin Brooks was not the only family that was forced to accept it.

All over the land the devastating flood passed like the besom of destruction. Hundreds of those who had struggled manfully against the blight of the wheat crops, and Kafir thefts, and bandit raids, and oppression on the part of those who ought to have afforded aid and protection, were sunk to the zero of misfortune and despair by this overwhelming calamity, for in many cases the ruin was total and apparently irremediable. Everywhere standing crops, implements of husbandry, and even dwellings, were swept away, and whole families found themselves suddenly in a state of utter destitution. The evil was too wide-spread to admit of the few who were fortunate enough to escape rendering effectual assistance to the many sufferers, for it was obvious that hundreds of pounds would not be sufficient to succour the infant colony.

In this extremity Gods opportunity was found. The hearts of men and women far away, at Capetown, in India, and in England, were touched by the story of distress; generosity was awakened and purses were opened. Men such as HE Rutherfoord of Capetown, the Reverend Doctor Philip, the Reverend W Shaw, and others like-minded, entered heartily into the work of charity, and eventually some ten thousand pounds were distributed among those who had suffered. To many this was as life from the dead. Some who would never have recovered the blow took heart again, braced their energies anew, and ere long the wattle-and-dab cottages were rebuilt, the gardens replanted, and the lands cultivated as before.

The existence of the settlement was saved, but its prosperity was not yet secured. The battle had gone sorely against the valiant band of immigrants, and very nearly had they been routed, but the reinforcements had enabled them to rally and renew the fight. Still, it was a fight, and much time had yet to come and go before they could sit down in the sunshine of comparative peace and enjoy the fruits of their industry.

Meanwhile the oppressions and mismanagements of the Colonial Government went on as before. It were useless in a tale like this to inflict details on our readers. Suffice it to say that in the distribution of lands, in treaties with the Kafirs, in the formation of laws for the protection of Hottentots and slaves, in the treatment of the settlers, a state of things was brought about which may be described as confusion worse confounded, and the oppressed people at last demanded redress with so loud a voice that it sounded in England, and produced the Royal Commission of Investigation already referred to in a previous chapter.

The arrival of the gentlemen composing this Commission followed close on the Floods of 1823. The event, long looked for and anxiously desired, was hailed with a degree of eager delight scarcely to be understood except by those who had gone through the previous years of high-handed oppression, of weary wrangling and appeal, and of that hope deferred which maketh the heart sick. Expectation was raised to the highest pitch, and when it was heard that the Commissioners had reached Capetown preparations were made in Grahamstown to give them a warm reception.




Chapter Seventeen.

Treats of Hopes, Fears, and Prospects, besides describing a Peculiar Battle.

Mounted on a pair of sturdy ponies Hans Marais and Charlie Considine galloped over the plains of the Zuurveld in the direction of Grahamstown. The brothers Skyd had preceded them, Edwin Brook was to follow.

It was a glorious day, though this was nothing unusual in that sunny clime, and the spirits of the young men were high. Excitement has a tendency to reproduce itself. Hans and his friend did not feel particularly or personally interested in the arrival of the Royal Commissioners, but they were sympathetic, and could not resist surrounding influences. Everywhere they overtook or passed, or somehow met with, cavaliers on the road  middle-aged and young  for old men were not numerous there at that time  all hastening to the same goal, the city of the settlers, and all had the same tale to tell, the same hopes to express. Things are going to be put right now. The Commissioners have full powers to inquire and to act. We court investigation. The sky is brightening at last; the sun of prosperity will rise in the east ere long!

In Grahamstown itself the bustle and excitement culminated. Friends from the country were naturally stirred by meeting each other there, besides being additionally affected by the object of the meeting. Crowds gathered in the chief places of the fast rising town to discuss grievances, and friends met in the houses of friends to do the same and draw up petitions.

At last the Commissioners arrived and were welcomed by the people with wild enthusiasm.

Abel Slingsby, an impulsive youth, and a friend of Hans Marais, who had just been married to a pretty neighbour of Hans in the karroo, and was in Grahamstown on his honeymoon, declared that he would, without a moments hesitation, throw up his farm and emigrate to Brazil, if things were not put right without delay.

No, you wouldnt, said his pretty bride, with an arch look; youd take time to think well over it and consult with me first.

Right, Lizzie, right; so I would, cried Slingsby, with a laugh. But you must admit that we have had, and still have, great provocation. Just think, he added, with returning indignation, of free-born British subjects being allowed no newspaper to read except one that is first revised by a jealous, despotic Governor, and of our being obliged to procure a pass to entitle us to go about the country, as if we were Kafirs or Hottentots  to say nothing of the insolence of the Jacks-in-office who grant such passes, or the ridiculous laws regarding the natives  bah! I have no patience to recount our wrongs  Come, Hans, lets go out and see whats doing; and dont forget, Liz, to have candles ready for the illumination, and tell the Tottie to clean my gun. I must be ready to do them honour, like other loyal subjects.

The young men sallied forth and found that the Commissioners had been received by the authorities with sullen courtesy.

A clear sign that the authorities know themselves to be in the wrong, said Considine, for honest men always court open investigation.

This attitude looks like rebellion against the British Government on the part of the colonial authorities, said Hans. I shouldnt wonder if we were to get a surprise from them while in such a mood.

Evening drew on apace, and crowds of people moved about to witness the illumination and other evidences of rejoicing, while some of the more enthusiastic sought to express their sentiments by firing a volley with small arms. According to an eye-witness, (see Note 1) the signal was taken up at once, and, the example spreading like wildfire, the hills soon resounded on all sides with a noise that might have been mistaken for the storming of the town. This was a demonstration the authorities could not brook. The necessary orders were given and soon the bugles of the garrison sounded the assembly at Scotts Barracks, while the trumpets of the Mounted Rifles at Fort England sent squadrons of horse thundering up Bathurst Street to assist in the terrible emergency caused by blank cartridges and joyous hurrahs! Parties of infantry patrolled the streets, making prisoners in all directions, and the people assembled in Church Square to see the illuminations were surrounded by troops. The leading men there, foreseeing the advantage that would result so their cause by such a style of repressing public opinion, advised those around them to keep quiet and be true to their principles.

Hans Marais and his friends happened to be in Church Square at the time, and at once fell in with and acted on the peaceful advice, though the impulsive Slingsby found it difficult to restrain his British spirit.

See, he said, pointing to a gentleman who approached, there goes the Reverend Mr Geary. Do you know him, Hans? Hes a man of the true sort. Let me tell you in your ear that I heard he has got into bad odour in high quarters for refusing to have anything to do with a proscription list furnished by the Governor, which contains the names of persons who are to be shunned and narrowly watched  some of these persons being the best and most loyal in the colony.

As he spoke the clergyman referred to was stopped by a friend, and they overheard him express much gratification at the arrival of the Commissioners, and a hope that abuses would soon be reformed, at the same time stating his determination not to be a party man.

Unfortunately for the clergyman there were minions of the Government within earshot at the time. His words were reported, and, shortly afterwards, he was summarily removed.

Just then some of the Cape Corps men charged part of the crowd and scattered it. At the same time various persons were arrested. Among these was the indignant Slingsby. Unable to restrain his ire he called out Shame! and was instantly pounced upon by a serjeant and party of infantry. Immediately becoming sensible of his folly, after a momentary struggle he suffered himself to be led quietly away, but looked over his shoulder as he was marched off to the tronk, and said hurriedly  

Console Lizzie, Hans!

With a look of sympathy, Hans assured his friend that he would do so, without fail, and then, with Considine, proceeded to the house where poor Lizzie had already lit up the windows and got the gun in readiness.

They dare not keep him long, said Hans, in his vain attempts to comfort the weeping bride, and depend upon it that the conduct of the authorities this evening will go a long way to damage their own cause and advance that of the settlers.

Hans was right. Slingsby was liberated the following morning. The Commissioners turned out to be able men, who were not to be hoodwinked. True, a considerable period elapsed before the report afterwards made by them took effect, and for some time the settlers continued to suffer; but in the following year the fruits of the visit began to appear. Among other improvements was the creation of a Council to advise and assist the Governor  consisting of seven members, including himself,  whereby a wholesome check was put upon his arbitrary power. Trial by jury was also introduced, and the power of magistrates was modified. These and other more or less beneficial changes took place, so that there was reason to believe a time of real prosperity had at length dawned.

But the settlers were not yet out of the furnace.

Providence saw fit to send other troubles to try them besides unjust and foolish men in power. There was still another plague in store.

One day Charlie Considine rode towards the farm which had now for several years been his home.

The young members of the Marais family had grown learned under his care, and he was now regarded as a son by old Marais and his wife, while the children looked on him as an elder brother. Charlie had not intended to stay so long, and sometimes his conscience reproved him for having given up his profession of medicine, but the longer he stayed with those sweet-tempered Dutch-African farmers with whom his lot had been cast the more he liked them, and the more they liked him. What more natural then that he should stay on from day to day, until he became almost one of themselves? When people are happy they desire no change.

But it must not be supposed that the youths office was a sinecure. The young Marais were numerous, and some of them were stupid,  though amiable. The trouble caused by these, however, was more than compensated by the brightness of others, the friendship of Hans, and the sunshine of Bertha. The last by the way, had now, like Gertrude Brook, sprung into a woman, and though neither so graceful nor so sprightly as the pretty English girl, she was pre-eminently sweet and lovable.

Well, one day, as we have said, Charlie Considine rode towards the farm. He had been out hunting alone, and a springbok tied across the horse behind him showed that he had been successful.

Rousing himself from a reverie, he suddenly found himself in the midst of a scene of surpassing beauty. In front lay a quiet pond, whose surface was so still that it might have been a sheet of clear glass. On his left the familiar mountain-range beyond the farm appeared bluer and nearer than usual, owing to the intense heat. To the right the undulating karroo, covered with wild-flowers, and dotted with clumps of mimosa-bush, terminated abruptly in a lake which stretched away, in some places like a sea, to the horizon. Islands innumerable studded the smooth surface of this lake, and were reflected in its crystal depths. Not a breath of air riffled its surface, and there was a warm sunny brightness, a stillness, a deep quietude, about the whole scene which were powerfully suggestive of heavenly peace and rest.

Glorious! exclaimed Considine, reining up to a walking pace. How delicious while it lasts, and yet how evanescent! Does it not resemble my life here? That cannot last.

Charlie was not given to moralising, but somehow he could not help it that day. With an unusually profound sigh he shook the reins and cantered towards the lake. It was not the first time he had seen it, and he knew full well that it would not bar his progress. Even as he gave vent to the sigh the glassy waters trembled, undulated, retreated, and, under the influence of a puff of air, slowly melted away, leaving the waterless karroo in its place.

Truly it is no wonder that thirsty travellers in African deserts have, from time immemorial, rushed towards these phantom waters of the well-known mirage, to meet with bitter disappointment! The resemblance is so perfect that any one might be deceived if unacquainted with the phenomenon. (See note 2.)

On coming within sight of the farm, Considine observed columns of thick smoke rising from various parts of the homestead. With a vague feeling of alarm he put spurs to his horse. Drawing quickly nearer he perceived that the smoke arose from the garden, and that the people seemed to be bustling about in a state of violent activity. Stretching out at full speed, he was soon at the garden gate, and found that all the bustle, energising, and shouting went on at the end farthest from the gate. As he threw the reins over a post and sprang in he could see through the trees that every one in the establishment was engaged in a wild frantic fight, in which sticks and stones, bushes and blankets, were used indiscriminately. The smoke that rose around suggested fire on the plains, and he ran in haste to render assistance.

It was a goodly garden that he passed through. Fruit-trees of every kind were so laden with golden treasures that many of the branches, unable to bear the strain, had given way and the superabundance trailed upon the earth. Vegetables of all kinds covered the borders with luscious-looking bulbs and delicious green leaves, while grapes, currants, figs, etcetera, half smothered their respective bushes. Through this rich display of plenty Considine dashed, and, on reaching the wall at the further end, found Conrad Marais with his wife and daughter, sons, servants, and slaves, engaged in furious conflict with  locusts!

The enemy had come on them suddenly and in force. The ground was alive with them. Armies, legions, were there  not full-grown flying locusts, but young ones, styled foot-gangers, in other words, crawlers, walkers, or hoppers,  and every soul in the establishment had turned out to fight.

Even the modest Bertha was there, defending a breach in the garden wall with a big shawl, dishevelled in dress and hair, flushed in face, bold and resolute in aspect, laying about her with the vigour of an Amazon. The usually phlegmatic Conrad defended another weak point, while his at other times amiable spouse stood near him making fearful and frequent raids upon the foe with the branch of of a thorn-tree. Hans, like Gulliver among the Lilliputs, guarded a gate in company with four of his brothers, and they toiled and moiled like heroes, while perspiration rolled in streams from their blazing faces. Elsewhere men and women, boys and girls  black, brown, and yellow  exerted themselves to the uttermost.

Never was fortress more gallantly defended, never were ramparts more courageously assailed. Hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands, were slain under that garden wall  hundreds of thousands, millions, hopped over their comrades backs and continued the assault with unconquerable pluck. The heroes of ancient Greece and Rome were nothing to them. Horses, cattle, and sheep were driven in among them and made to prance wildly, not in the hope of destroying the foe  as well might you have attempted to blot out the milky way,  but for the purpose of stemming the torrent and turning, if possible, the leading battalions aside from the garden. They would not turn aside. On, hoppers, on  straight on! was their watchword. Death or victory must have been their motto!

At one spot was a hollow trench or dry ditch leading towards an outhouse which intervened between the locusts and the garden. No storming party was detailed to carry the point. Where the numbers were so vast as to cover the whole country, that was needless. They marched in columns, and the columns that chanced to come up to the point voluntarily and promptly undertook the duty. They swarmed into the ditch. Considine and a small Hottentot boy observed the move, and with admirable skill kept the advancing column in check until a fire was kindled in the ditch. It was roused to a pitch of fierce heat that would have satisfied Nebuchadnezzar himself, and was then left, for other points of danger in the walls claimed more vigorous attention. Onward hopped and crawled the enemy and stormed the fire. The leading files were roasted alive, those following tumbled over their dead bodies into the flames. Had the rest wished to take warning by the fate of their comrades  which they did not  they would have found it impossible to escape, for those behind pushed them on. The fire was filled with the dead, overwhelmed by the dying, fairly put out by both, and the victorious army marched over in triumph. Then the outhouse met them, but they scorned to turn aside, although there was a four foot wall, which one might have supposed more practicable. They walked straight up the outhouse and over it, and were triumphantly descending the other side in myriads before they were discovered and met, with shrieks of vengeance, by Mrs Marais.

Its of no use, lads, gasped old Marais, pausing for a moment to recover breath; the place is doomed.

Dont say so, father, cried Hans. Come on, boys! weve nearly stopped them at this gate.

Nearly,  but not quite! A few minutes later and the strength of the garrison began to fail.

How long  has this  lasted? asked Considine, pausing for a moment beside Bertha, and panting violently.

Since  breakfast, gasped the exhausted girl; we  dis  covered them  just after you  left us.  See! they come!

Hallo! this way, Hans! bring the flags! shouted Considine, observing the tremendous body of reserves which were following up the success of the stormers of the fire.

It is a curious fact that the waving of flags had been found of more avail on that occasion than most other means. The beating of the enemy with bushes and blankets was no doubt very effective, but it killed, scattered, and confused them, so that they pressed, as it were blindly, on their fate, whereas the flag-waving appeared to touch a cord of intelligence. They saw it, were obviously affected though not killed by it, and showed a tendency to turn aside. It was however only a tendency; soon the advance was resumed in force. The human giants were beaten  fairly overwhelmed. The wall was scaled and the garden finally entered by countless myriads of this truly formidable though individually contemptible enemy.

Thus are the strong at times confounded by things that are weak!

Had these been flying instead of pedestrian locusts they might, perhaps, have been turned aside by fires, for this is sometimes done. When a farmer sees a cloud of them coming  a cloud, it may be, of three miles in length by half a mile in breadth or more  he kindles fires round his garden and fields, raises a dense smoke, and may sometimes, though not often, succeed in preventing them from alighting. But the younger or jumping locusts, strong in the stupidity of youth, cannot be turned aside thus. Nothing, indeed, but a rushing stream will stop them; even a mighty river, if not rapid, is insufficient. Stagnant pools they cross by drowning the leading multitudes, until a bridge  not of sighs, but  of death is formed, of size sufficient to carry them over. They even cross the great Orange River thus in places where its flow is calm. In Africa they pass in such countless swarms, both winged and wingless, that their approach is viewed with dismay, for where they rest they devour every green thing, and flocks and herds are left utterly destitute, so that starvation or change of ground is unavoidable. They usually begin their march, or flight, after sunrise, and encamp at sunset  and woe betide the luckless farmer on whose lands they chance to fix their temporary abode.

Locust-swarms are followed by a little bird  named springkaan-vogel or locust-bird  which comes in such dense flocks as almost to darken the air. These locust-birds are about the size of a swallow, with numerous speckles like a starling. They live exclusively on locusts  follow them, build their nests, rear their young in the midst of them, and devour them. But this is by no means the locusts only enemy. Every animal, domestic and wild, destroys and eats him. Cattle, sheep, horses, fowls, dogs, antelopes  all may be seen devouring him with greediness. He even eats himself, the cannibal! for if any of his comrades get hurt or meet with accidents in travelling, as they often do, the nearest fellow-travellers fall on, kill and devour the unfortunates without delay.

The only human beings who rejoice at sight of the terrible locusts are the Bushmen. These have neither herds, flocks nor crops to lose, and though the wild animals on which they subsist are by these insects driven away, the Bushmen care little, for they delight in fresh locusts, follow them up, feed on them, and preserve quantities by drying them for future use.

Before morning the splendid garden of Conrad Marais was a leafless, fruitless wilderness. Not a scrap of green or gold was left. And his case was by no means singular. The whole colony was more or less visited by this plague at that time, and thus the reviving spirits of the settlers were once again knocked down by a crushing blow.



Note 1. Reverend A.A. Dugmore, the Reminiscences of an Albany Settler, page 23.



Note 2. The author, having seen the mirage while riding on the karroo, writes from personal experience.




Chapter Eighteen.

Fairs, Fights, Free-Trade, Factions, and other Matters.

In the heart of the wild mountain scenery of the frontier a grim-looking fort had been built to keep the Kafirs in check. It was named Fort Wilshire, and a truly warlike place it was, with its high walls and cannon, its red troops of the line, green rifles, and blue artillery. Lying remote from civilised men, it was a dreary enough place to the troops stationed there, though, with that ready spirit of adaptation to circumstances which characterises the British soldier, the garrison dispelled some of its ennui by hunting.

At one period of the year, however, the little frontier fortress thoroughly changed its silent and solitary character. The Government, yielding at last to earnest entreaties and strong representations, had agreed to permit, under certain restrictions, the opening of trade with the Kafirs. A periodical fair was established and appointed to be held under the guns of Fort Wilshire. The colonial traders, full of energy and thirsting for opportunity, took advantage of the fair, and assembled in hundreds, while the Kafirs, in a species of unbelieving surprise, met them in thousands to exchange wares. It was a new idea to many of these black sons and daughters of nudity, that the horns which they used to throw away as useless were in reality valuable merchandise, and that the gum, which was to be had for the gathering, could procure for them beads and buttons, and brass-wire and cotton, with many other desirable things that caused their red mouths to water.

On the day in which we introduce the scene to the reader some of the colonial traders had already arrived at the fair. These were not all of the same calibre. Some, of small means, had commenced modestly with a shoulder-bundle and went through the new land, as peddlers and packmen in older lands had done before them. Others, with more means, had set up the horse-pack, or the cart, and all aspired, while some had attained, to the waggon. These penetrated to every part of the frontier, supplying the Dutch boers with luxuries hitherto undreamed of, which, ere long, became necessities, obtaining from them sheep and cattle in exchange, with a fair proportion of their hoarded rix-daalers. The traders then returned to the towns, sold their stock, purchased fresh supplies, and went back to the interior. Thus was laid the foundation of a commerce which was destined in future years to become of great importance not only to the colony but to the world.

The opening of trade with the Kafirs had added materially to the prosperity of the traders, and those assembled at Fort Wilshire represented all the different classes.

Among the crowds who encamped under the fort guns, Stephen Orpin, the Wesleyan, represented those who stood on the first round of the mercantile ladder. Orpin was stout of limb, broad of shoulder, strong of heart, and empty of pocket; he therefore carried a pack in which were to be found not only gloves, neckerchiefs, and trinkets for the women, as well as gaudy waistcoats, etcetera, for the men, but New Testaments, tracts, and little books in the Dutch language wherewith Stephen hoped to do good to the souls of his customers. Orpin had come to the fair with the double view of trading and holding intercourse on spiritual things with the Kafirs. He longed to preach Christ, the crucified Saviour, to the heathen. Of such men, thank God, there always have been, and we believe always will be, many in the world  men in regard to whom bigots are apt to say, Lord, forbid him, for he followeth not with us, but of whom the Lord said, Forbid him not, for he that is not against us is on our part.

Among those who had attained to the enviable ox-waggon were our friends John Skyd and Frank Dobson. Possessing a remnant of their means when they gave up farming, two of the brothers, James and Robert, established a small general store in Grahamstown, while John and Frank set up a joint waggon and took to hunting and trading on a large scale. Of course they bought all their supplies of brass-wire, beads and buttons, powder and shot etcetera, from the Skyd store, and sold their ivory, etcetera, at the same place, with mutual benefit.

It was a strange and stirring sight to behold the long files of Kafir women, straight and graceful as Venus in body, ugly almost as baboons in visage, coming to the fair from all parts of the land with enormous loads on their heads of ox-hides, horns, gum, and elephants tusks. Threading the narrow bush-paths in long single files, they came from hillside and thicket towards the great centre of attraction. Gradually the crowd thickened. Kafir chiefs with leopard-skins thrown over their otherwise naked bodies stalked about with an assumption of quiet dignity which they found it difficult to maintain amid the excitement and temptations of the fair. Swarthy groups found shelter among the trees that fringed the Keiskamma below the post  the women resting after having gladly laid down their burdens; their lords sitting on their heels with knob-kerrie in hand, jealously guarding their property. The great chief himself was there, laying seignorial taxation on his people, and even condescending to beg for the white mans brandy.

Come with me, said Orpin to a newly made Dutch friend; Im told you understand Kafir, and I want you to interpret for me. Will you?

The Dutchman said Ja, and went, for Orpin had a persuasive tongue and pleasant manner which induced all sorts of men to aid him. And so they two went down into the bush among the dark-skinned crew, and Stephen preached in their wondering ears the old, old story of the Cross  a story which is never told entirely in vain, though many a time it does seem as if the effect of it were woefully disproportioned to the efforts of those who go forth bearing the precious seed.

Meanwhile Skyd and Dobson were driving lucrative bargains in another part of the field, speaking wonderful Kafir in the midst of a Babel of Dutch and English that was eminently suggestive of the ancient tower itself.

Besides the difficulties of language there were troubles also in reference to trade, for Kafirs, although savage, are fastidious. The men were as particular about their necklaces as any beau could be about the cut of his coat and the women were at times very hard to please in the matter of turban-covers and kaross back-stripes. But after much haggling the contending parties came to terms, to their mutual benefit and satisfaction.

In another part of the market there seemed to be a tendency to riot. Either bargaining was more hotly carried on there, or spirits of a pugnacious tendency were congregated. Among them was a tall powerful Kafir, who had been evidently treated to a glass of something stronger than water. He was not tipsy, he was only elevated, but the elevation roused his ire to such an extent that he began to boast loudly that he could fight any one, and flourished his sticks or kerries in a defiant manner. Kafirs always fight with two sticks, one to hit with, the other to guard.

A trader from the Green Isle chanced to pass this man, and to be jostled by him. Every one knows of the worlds opinion of the Irishmans love for fighting. Pat became nettled.

Arrah! says he, yer mighty fond o swagger, but Ill tache you manners, you black baste! Come on!

The big Kafir came on at once, and made a blow at Pats head with his knob-kerrie that would have ended the fight at once if it had taken effect, but the Irishman, well trained in the art, guarded it neatly, and returned with a blow so swift and vigorous that it fell on the pate of the savage like a flail. As well might Pat have hit a rock. If there is a strong point about a black man, it is his head. The Irish man knew this, but had forgotten it in the first flush of combat. He became wiser. Meanwhile a crowd of excited traders and Kafirs gathered round the combatants and backed them.

The Kafir made another wild swoop at his enemys skull, but the blow was easily turned aside. Pat returned with a feint at his foes head, but came down with terrible force on the inside of his right knee. The Kafir dropped his sticks, seized his knee with both hands, stood on one leg, and howled in agony.

Scorning to strike a defenceless foe, Paddy gave him a dab on the end of his already flat nose, by way of reminding him that he was off his guard. The Kafir took the hint, caught up his sticks and sprang at his opponent with the yell of a hyena, whirling aloft both sticks at once. The Irishman had to leap aside, and, as he did so, drew from the Kafir a shriek of pain by hitting him sharply on the left shin, adding to the effect immediately by a whack under the right eye that might have finished an average ox. The Kafir fell, more, however, because of the pain of the double blow, than because of its force, for he rolled about bellowing for a few seconds. Then, jumping up, he renewed the fight. There is no saying how long it might have lasted had not a party of troops chanced to pass just then, who separated the combatants and dispersed the crowd.

The fair, however, was made use of not only as an occasion for trading, preaching, and fighting, but for plotting. Chiefs met there in peace, who might otherwise have failed to meet except in battle, and these, with chiefs of banditti from the mountains, and malcontents from all quarters, concocted and hatched designs against the well-being of individuals and of the public at large.

At this time the colonists, besides being troubled by savage thieves, were threatened with disturbance from the inter-tribal feuds of the savages themselves. One tremendous Zulu monster of the name of Chaka  who excelled Nero himself in cruelty  was driving other tribes of Kafirs down into the colony, and designing chiefs were beginning to think or hope that the opportunity had arrived for carrying out their favourite idea of driving the white man into the sea.

In a dark forest glade, not far from the fort, and within hearing of its bugle-calls, Stephen Orpin walked up and down with one of the malcontents.

I tell you, Ruyter, it is in vain to join with the Kafirs, said Orpin. If all the Hottentots in Africa were to unite with them, you would not be strong enough to crush the white man.

Why not? demanded the Hottentot angrily, in his broken English; we be strong as you, and brave.

But you are not so well armed, said Orpin.

Fact, returned the freebooter, but time vill make dat all squaar. Smugglers bring guns to we, an pooder. Ver soon be all right.

Listen, Ruyter, you are like a child. You know nothing. The land from which the white man comes will never suffer him to be driven out of Africa. England is rich in everything, and will send men to fill the places of those who fall. Besides, I think God is on the white mans side, because the white man in the main intends and tries to do good. Just think of the fair. The black man wants beads and brass wire and cotton, and many other things  the white man brings these things from over the sea. On the other hand the white man wants hides, horns, ivory  the black man can supply these things. They meet to exchange, good is done by each to the other. Why should they fight?

For revenge, said Ruyter darkly.

No doubt revenge is sweet to you, but it is sinful, returned Orpin. Besides, the sweetness does not last long; and will it, let me ask, make the black man happier or the white man more sorrowful in the long-run? You should think of others, not only of yourself, Ruyter.

Does Jan Smit ever tink of oders  of anybody but hisself?

Perhaps not, but Conrad Marais does, and so do many other men of like mind. God, the Father of all men, is a God of peace, and does not permit His children to gratify feelings of revenge. Jesus, the Saviour of lost man, is the Prince of peace; He will not deliver those who wilfully give way to revenge.

I no want deliverance, said the robber chief sternly.

I know that, replied Orpin, and it was to deliver you from that state of mind that Jesus came. Think, Ruyter, think

He was interrupted at this point by the sound of an approaching ox-waggon. Ruyter, being a well-known outlaw, did not dare to show himself at the fair, although not a whit worse in any respect than most of the Kafir chiefs who walked openly there unchallenged. He shrank back into the shelter of the jungle while the trader awaited the coming up of the waggon.

Aha, here you are, Orpin  not kept you waiting long, I hope? said John Skyd as he followed his waggon into the glade.

Not long, answered the trader; but we must make the most of our time now, for the day is far spent.

It is, but I could not manage to get away sooner. We had to lay in a supply of powder and lead for the hunt, besides many other things. Dobson will be here with the other waggon immediately  hes not fifty yards behind,  and then we shall start fair for the elephant-ground. Youre quite sure that you know the way, I suppose?

I would not undertake to guide you if I were not sure.

In a few minutes Dobson came up with the second waggon, and the whole party set forth on a hunting expedition into the interior, under the guidance of Stephen Orpin, who had already wandered so much about the colony that he was beginning to be pretty well acquainted with a great extent of the border line.

About the same time that Skyd and Dobson went off to the interior another party of hunters and explorers set out on an expedition from the Scottish settlement of Glen Lynden. But before touching on this, we will turn aside to relate an incident which affected the movements of both parties, and has reference to a small though not unimportant personage of our story.




Chapter Nineteen.

Describes a Series of Early Risings.

One fine morning early, high up among the krantzes and dark jungles of a kloot or mountain gorge, which branched off from Glen Lynden, a noble specimen of an African savage awoke from his nights repose and stretched himself.

He had spent the night among the lower branches of a mimosa-bush, the opening into which was so small that it was a wonder how his large body could have squeezed through it. Indeed, it would have been quite impossible for him to have gained the shelter of that dark retreat if he had not possessed a lithe supple frame and four powerful legs furnished with tremendous claws.

We should have mentioned, perhaps, that our noble savage was a magnificent leopard  or Cape tiger.

As he stretched himself he laid back his head, shut his eyes, and yawned, by which act he displayed a tremendous collection of canines and grinders, with a pink throat of great capacity. The yawn ended in a gasp, and then he raised his head and looked quietly about him, gently patting the ground with his tail, as a man might pat his bedclothes while considering what to do next. Not unlike man, he lay down at full length and tried to go to sleep again, but it would not do. He had evidently had his full allowance, and therefore got up and stretched himself again in a standing position. In this act, bending his deep chest to the ground, he uttered a low gurr of savage satisfaction, sank his claws into the soil, and gently tore a number of tough roots into shreds. Sundry little creatures of various kinds in the neighbourhood, hearing the gurr, presented their tails to the sky and dived into their little holes with incredible rapidity.

The leopard now shook off dull sloth, and, lashing his sides in a penitential manner with his tail, glided through the opening in the mimosa-bush, bounded into the branches of a neighbouring tree, ran nimbly out to the end of one of them, and leaping with a magnificent spring over a gully, alighted softly on the turf at the other side. Trotting calmly into an open space, he stopped to take a survey of surrounding nature.

Breakfast now naturally suggested itself. At least we may suppose so from a certain eager look which suddenly kindled in the leopards eye, and a wrinkling of his nose as a bird flitted close over his head. At that moment a species of rabbit, or cony, chanced to hop round the corner of a rock. The lightning-flash is not quicker than the spring with which the Cape-tiger traversed the twenty feet between himself and his prey.

The result was very effectual as regarded the cony, but it was not much to gurr about in the way of breakfast. It was a mere whet to the appetite, which increased the desire for more.

Advancing down the kloof with that stealthy gliding motion peculiar to the feline race, the leopard soon came in sight of a fine bushbok, whose sleek sides drew from him an irrepressible snicker of delight. But the bushbok was not within spring-range. He was at the foot of a low precipice. Creeping to the top of this with great caution the leopard looked over with a view to estimate distance. It was yet too far for a spring, so he turned at once to seek a better way of approach. In doing so he touched a small stone, which rolled over the krantz, bounded from crag to cliff, and, carrying several other stones larger than itself along with it, dashed itself at the very feet of the bushbok, which wisely took to its heels and went off like the wind.

Sulky beyond all conception, the leopard continued to descend the kloof until he reached a narrow pass from which were visible, not far off, the abodes of men. Here he paused and couched in quiet contemplation.

Now there was another early waking on that fine morning, though not quite so early as the one just described. Master Junkie Brook, lying in a packing-box, which served as an extempore crib, in the cottage of Kenneth McTavish, opened his large round eyes and rubbed them. Getting up, he observed that Mrs Scholtz was sound asleep, and quietly dressed himself. He was a precocious child, and had learned to dress without assistance. The lesson was more easily learned than beings living in civilised lands might suppose, owing to the fact that he had only two garments  a large leather jacket and a pair of leather trousers, one huge button in front, and one behind, holding the latter securely to the former. A pair of veltschoen and a fur cap completed a costume which had been manufactured by the joint efforts of his mother and sister and Mrs Scholtz. The husband of the last, on seeing it for the first time, remarked that it vas more like me garb of a man of dirty zan a boy of dree. The garb had been made of such tough material that it seemed impossible to wear it out, and of such an extremely easy fit that although the child had now lived in it upwards of two years there were not more than six patches on it anywhere.

How Junkie got to the Baviaans River may perhaps perplex the reader. It is easily explained. Hans had invited all or any of the Brook family to visit his fathers farm on the karroo. Gertie catching a cold, or in some other way becoming feeble, wanted a change of air. Her father, recalling the invitation, and happening to know that Hans was in Grahamstown at the time, drove her over with Mrs Scholtz and Junkie to make the thing proper, and offered a visit of all three. You may be sure Hans did not refuse to take them to his home in his new cart. After spending some time there Mrs Scholtz took a fancy that she would like to go with Hans on one of his frequent excursions to Glen Lynden, but she would not leave Junkie behind. Hans objected to Junkie at first, but finally gave in, and thus the little hero found his way to the River of Baboons.

When dressed  which was soon done, as he omitted washing  Junkie began to consider what he had best do. Mischief, of course, but of what sort? That was the question.

His room was on the ground floor, and had a lattice window which opened like a door into the back premises. He pushed the window and found that it opened. What a chance! Mrs Scholtz was still asleep, and snoring. Absence without leave was his chief delight. In two minutes he was deep in the jungle, panting. Knowing from long and bitter experience that he would be pursued by the inveterate Mrs Scholtz, the urchin ran up the kloof, bent on placing the greatest possible space between him and his natural enemy in the shortest possible time. In this way he was not long of drawing near to the leopards point of observation.

No doubt that keen-sighted animal would quickly have observed the child, if its attention had not at the moment been attracted by other and equally mischievous game. A troop of baboons came down the kloof to pilfer the white mans fruit and vegetables. They had evidently risen late for breakfast, and were in a hurry to reach their breakfast parlour before the white man should awake. There were a dozen or so of females, several huge males, and quite a crowd of children of various ages, besides one or two infants clinging to their mothers waists.

It was pitiful to see the sad anxious faces of these infants. Perhaps they knew their parents errand and disapproved of it. More probably they felt their own weakness of frame, and dreaded the shocks sustained when their heedless mothers bounded from rock or stump like balls of india-rubber. They were extremely careless mothers. Even Junkie, as he stood paralysed with terror and surprise, could not avoid seeing that. The troop was led by a great blue-faced old-man baboon with a remarkably saturnine expression. On reaching the top of the rock which the leopard had just vacated, the old man called a halt. The others came tumbling awkwardly towards him on all-fours, with the exception of several of the youngsters, who loitered behind to play. One of these, a very small bad little boy-baboon, deliberately turned aside to explore on his own account. He came down near to the foot of the rock where the leopard had concealed himself. Catching sight of his glaring enemy, the bad boy uttered a terrified squawk. Instantly all the males, headed by the old man, rushed to the rescue. Powerful though he was, the leopard was cowardly at heart. A large troop of baboons had some time ago made mince-meat of his own grandmother. Remembering this, he sloped under a bank, glided round a corner of the cliff, bounded over a bush, and sought refuge in a thicket.

It was at this moment, while in the act of bounding, that he caught sight of Junkie, but being confused at the moment, and ashamed of having been twice foiled, he slunk away with his tail between his legs and concealed himself among the branches of an old gnarled and favourite tree.

The bad boy-baboon was the only one who had seen the leopard; the old males therefore had to content themselves with a few fierce looks round in all directions, and several defiant roars. Born and bred in the midst of alarms, however, they were soon composed enough to resume their descent on the white mans stores  to the great relief of the petrified Junkie, of whom in their alarm they took no notice, regarding him, possibly, as a badly executed statue of a baboon.

Junkie quickly recovered himself, and, seeing the baboons descend the kloof, thought it safer, as well as more in accord with his original plans, to ascend.

Gladly, hopefully, did the leopard observe his decision and watch his progress. To him the tide of fortune seemed to have taken a favourable turn, for Junkie, in the innocence of his heart, made straight for the gnarled tree.

But one of the many slips so often quoted with reference to cups and lips was at this time impending over the unfortunate leopard.

There was yet one other early riser that morning  namely Booby the Bushman. In pursuance of his calling, that ill-used and misguided son of the soil arose about daybreak with much of his native soil sticking to his person, and, with a few other desperadoes like himself, made a descent on Glen Lynden  not, by any means, the first that his fraternity had made. Not so bloodthirsty as the leopard, quite as mischievous as Junkie, and much more cunning than the baboons, Booby chanced to arrive at the gorge already mentioned just at the time when Junkie was approaching it. There was, if you will, somewhat of a coincidence here in regard to time, but there was no coincidence in the fact of such characters selecting the same route, because whoever passed up or down that kloof must needs go by the gorge.

Slowly Junkie picked his way up the ragged path towards the gnarled tree. The leopard, scarcely believing in his good luck, licked his lips. Rapidly the Bushman and his men descended the same path.

They rode on horses  stolen horses, of course. The leopard heard the clatter of hoofs and looked back. Junkie drew nearer to the gnarled tree; the leopard looked forward. Never was savage beast more thoroughly perplexed. Anxiety glared in his eyes; exasperation grinned in his teeth; indecision quivered in the muscles of his tail. Just at that moment Booby caught sight of his spotted skin. Had the leopard been less perturbed he would have been too wise to allow his carcass to appear. A poisoned arrow instantly quivered in his flank. It acted like a spur; with an angry growl and a clear bound of no one knows how many feet, he re-entered the jungle and fled to the mountains.

Petrified again, Junkie remained motionless till the Bushmen robbers rode up. Booby knew that his leopard was safe, for a poisoned arrow is sure to kill in time, so he did not care to hasten after it just then, but preferred to continue his approach to the white mans habitations. Great, then, was his amazement when he all but rode over Junkie.

Amazement was quickly succeeded by alarm. His knowledge of the white mans ways and habits told him at once the state of affairs. The appearance of Junkie in the company of tigers and baboons, was, he knew well, a mere juvenile indiscretion. He also knew that parental instincts among white men were keen, and thence concluded that discovery and pursuit would be immediate. His own plans were therefore not only defeated, but his own safety much endangered, as his presence was sure to be discovered by his tracks. Lets be off instanter, was the substance of Boobys communication to his brethren. The brethren agreed, but Booby had lived among white men, and although his own particular master was a scoundrel, there were those of his household  especially among the females  who had taught him something of Christian pity. He could not leave the child to the tender mercies of wild beasts. He did not dare to convey him back to the cottage of Kenneth McTavish. What was he to do? Delay might be death! In these circumstances he seized the horrified Junkie by the arm, swung him on the pommel of his saddle, and galloped away up the kloof and over the mountains into the deepest recesses of Kafirland.

When Mrs Scholtz awoke that morning, rubbed her eyes, looked up and discovered that Junkies crib was empty, she sprang from her bed, perceived the open lattice, and gave vent to an awful scream. In barbarous times and regions a shriek is never uttered in vain. The McTavish household was instantly in the room, some of them in deshabille  some armed  all alarmed.

Oh my!  oh me! cried Mrs Scholtz, leaping back into bed with unfeminine haste, hes gone!

Whos gone? asked McTavish.

Junkie!

What! where? when? how? why? said Mrs McTavish, Jessie, and others.

Mrs Scholtz gasped and pointed to the lattice; at the same time she grasped her garments as a broad hint to the men. They took it hastily.

Come, boys, search about, and one of you saddle up. Go, call Groot Willem, was the masters prompt order as he turned and left the room.

Six Hottentots, a Bushman, and a Bechuana boy obeyed, but those who searched sought in vain. Yet not altogether in vain  they found Junkies spoor, and traced it into the jungle. While two followed it, the others returned and saddled up the horses. Groot Willem chanced to be on a visit to the Highlanders at the time.

What a pity, he said, coming out of his room and stretching himself (it was quite an impressive sight to see such a giant stretch himself!) that the hunters are off. They might have helped us.

The giant spoke with good-humoured sarcasm, believing that the urchin would assuredly be found somewhere about the premises, and he referred to the departure of an exploring and hunting party under George Rennie, which had left Glen Lynden the previous day for the interior.

But when Groot Willem with his companions had ridden a considerable way up the kloof, and found Junkies spoor mingling with that of baboons, he became earnest. When he came to the gnarled tree and discovered that it was joined by that of horses and Cape tigers, he became alarmed.

A diligent examination was made. Drops of blood were found on the ground. The leopard itself was ultimately discovered stone dead in a thicket with the poisoned arrow in its side, the horse-spoor was followed up a long way, and then it was pretty clearly seen that the child had been carried off by marauders of some sort.

Of course a thorough search was made and pursuit was immediately instituted. Groot Willem and McTavish pushed on promptly to follow the spoor, while men were sent back to the glen for a supply of ammunition, etcetera, in case of a prolonged search becoming necessary.

The search was ably planned and vigorously carried out; but all in vain. Junkie had departed that life as thoroughly as if he had never been, and Mrs Scholtz remained at Glen Lynden the very personification of despair.

We shall now turn to the exploring party which had left the Baviaans River on the previous day.

About this time the rumours of war among the natives of the vast and almost unknown interior of the land had become unusually alarming. A wandering and warlike horde named the Fetcani had been, for some time past, driving all the other tribes before them, and were said at last to be approaching the Winterberg frontier of the colony. In order to ascertain what foundation there was for these reports, as well as to explore the land, the party under Rennie was sent out. Among those who formed this party were Charlie Considine, Hans Marais, Sandy Black and his satellite Jerry Goldboy, Andrew Rivers, Diederik and Christian Muller, and the tall black-bearded hunter Lucas Van Dyk, besides Slinger, Dikkop, and other Hottentots and Bushmen.

This is what I call real enjoyment, said Considine, as he rode with Hans, somewhat in advance of the cavalcade; splendid weather, magnificent scenery, lots of game big and little, good health and freedom. What more could a man wish?

Ja, said Hans quietly; you have reason to be thankful  yet there is more to wish for.

What more? asked Considine.

That the whole world were as happy as yourself, said Hans, looking full at his friend with a bland smile.

And so I do wish that, returned Considine with enthusiasm.

Do you? asked Hans, with a look of surprise.

Of course I do; why do you doubt it? asked his friend, with a perplexed look.

Hans did not reply, but continued to gaze at the mountain-range towards which the party was riding.

And, truly, it was a prospect which might well absorb the attention and admiration of men less capable of being affected by the beauties of nature than Hans Marais.

They were passing through a verdant glen at the foot of the mountains, the air of which was perfumed with wild flowers, and filled with the garrulous music of paroquets and monkeys. In front lay the grand range of the Winterberg, with its coronet of rocks, its frowning steeps, its grassy slopes, and its skirts feathered over with straggling forest,  all bathed in the rich warm glow of an African sunset.

You have not answered me, Hans, said Considine, after a pause. Why do you think I am indifferent to the worlds happiness?

Because, replied the other, with an expression unusually serious on his countenance, I do not see that you make any effort  beyond being good-natured and amiable, which you cannot help  to make the world better.

Considine looked at his friend with surprise, and replied, with a laugh Why, Hans, you are displaying a new phase of character. Your remark is undoubtedly true  so true indeed that, although I object to that commonplace retort, Youre another,  I cannot help pointing out that it applies equally to yourself.

It is just because it applies equably to myself that I make it, rejoined Hans, with unaltered gravity. You and I profess to be Christians, we both think that we are guided by Christian principles  and doubtless, to some extent, we are, but what have we done for the cause that we call good, that is good? I speak for myself at all events  I have hitherto done nothing, absolutely nothing.

My dear fellow, said Considine, with a sudden burst of candour, I believe you are right, and I plead guilty; but then what can we do? We are not clergymen.

Stephen Orpin is not a clergyman, yet see what he does. It was seeing what that man does, and how he lives, that first set me a-thinking on this subject. He attends to his ordinary calling quite as well as any man of my acquaintance, and, Ill be bound, makes a good thing of it, but any man with half an eye can see that he makes it subservient to the great work of serving the Saviour, whom you and I profess to love. I have seen him suffer loss rather than work on the Lords day. More than once Ive seen him gain discredit for his so-called fanaticism. He is an earnest man, eagerly seeking an end which is outside himself, therefore he is a happy man. To be eager in pursuit, is to be in a great degree happy, even when the pursuit is a trifling one; if it be a great and good one, the result must be greater happiness; if the pursuit has reference to things beyond this life, and ultimate success is hoped for in the next, it seems to me that lasting as well as highest happiness may thus be attained. Love of self, Charlie, is not a bad motive, as some folk would falsely teach us. The Almighty put love of self within us. It is only when love of self is a superlative affection that it is sinful, because idolatrous. When it is said that love is the fulfilling of the law, it is not love to God merely that is meant, I think, but love to Him supremely, and to all created things as well, self included, because if you can conceive of this passion being our motive power, and fairly balanced in our breasts  God and all created beings and things occupying their right relative positions,  self, although dethroned, would not be ignored. Depend on it, Charlie, there is something wrong here.

The young Dutchman smote himself heavily on his broad chest, and looked at his friend for a reply.

What that reply was we need not pause to say. These two young men ever since their first acquaintance had regarded each other with feelings akin to those of David and Jonathan, but they had not up to this time opened to each other those inner chambers of the soul, where the secret springs of life keep working continually in the dark, whether we regard them or not  working oftentimes harshly for want of the oil of human intercourse and sympathy. The floodgates were now opened, and the two friends began to discourse on things pertaining to the soul and the Saviour and the world to come, whereby they found that their appreciation and enjoyment of the good things even of this life was increased considerably. Subsequently they discovered the explanation of this increased power of enjoyment, in that Word which throws light on all things, where it is written that godliness is profitable for the life that now is, as well as that which is to come.




Chapter Twenty.

Treats of the Delights, Dangers, and Distresses of the Wilderness.

Afar in the desert,  far beyond the frontier settlements of the colony, far from the influences of civilisation, in the home of the wild beast and the savage, the explorers now ride under the blaze of the noontide sun.

They had passed over mountain and dale into the burning plains of the karroo, and for many hours had travelled without water or shelter from the scorching heat. Lucas Van Dyk, who guided them, said he knew where water was to be got, but there was no possibility of reaching it before evening. This announcement was received in silence, for not a drop of the life-giving fluid had passed the lips of man or beast since an early hour on the previous day, and their powers of endurance were being tried severely. The insupportable heat not only increased the thirst, but rendered the hunters less able to bear it. All round them the air quivered with the radiation from the glaring sand, and occasionally the mirage appeared with its delicious prospects of relief, but as the Dutchmen knew the ground well, none were deceived by it, though all were tantalised. Compressing their lips, and urging their wearied cattle to the utmost, they pushed steadily on, no sound breaking the stillness of the desert save the creak of a waggon-wheel or the groan of an exhausted animal.

At last Charlie Considine sought to relieve his feelings by conversation.

This is one of the unpleasant experiences of African travel.

Hans Marais, to whom the remark was made, replied Ja, but as he added nothing more, and looked stern, Charlie relapsed into silence.

Ere long one of the weaker oxen fell. The party halted a few minutes, while the Hottentot drivers plied their cruel whips unmercifully, but in vain. One more merciful than the drivers was there  death came to release the poor animal. Immediately, as if by magic, vultures appeared in the burning sky. From the far-off horizon they came sailing by twos and threes, as if some invisible messenger, like death himself, had gone with lightning-speed to tell that a banquet awaited them.

No time was wasted; a brief word from the leader sufficed. The dying ox was released from the yoke that had galled it so long, and the party proceeded. Before they were a mile off the ox was dead, its eyes were out, its carcass torn open, and the obscene birds were gorging themselves. Before night it was an empty skeleton covered with a dried hide! Not many hours would suffice to remove the hide and leave only the bleaching bones. Such remains are familiar objects on South African roadsides.

That evening, according to their leaders prophecy, water was reached. It was a thick muddy pool, but it sufficed to relieve them all, and a night of comparative comfort followed a day of suffering.

Next morning, just after breakfast, a herd of springboks was observed, and several of the more eager of the party dashed off in pursuit. Among these was Considine, Hans, Andrew Rivers, and Jerry Goldboy. The two last were always first in the mad pursuit of game, and caused their placid Dutch friends no little anxiety by the scrapes they frequently ran themselves into.

Follow them, theyll get lost, said Van Dyk to a group of Hottentots.

Two of these, Slinger and Dikkop, obeyed the order.

The antelopes were on a distant sandhill in the plain. There were two groups of them. Riven and Jerry made for one of these. Becoming suddenly imbued with an idea worthy of a hunter, Jerry diverged to the right, intending to allow his companion to start the game, while he should lie in wait for it under the shelter of a bush. Unfortunately the game took the opposite direction when started, so that Jerry was thrown entirely out. As it chanced, however, this did not matter much, for Jerrys horse, becoming unmanageable, took to its heels and dashed away wildly over the plain, followed by Dikkop the Hottentot.

Mind the ant-bear holes! shouted Dikkop, but as he shouted in Dutch Jerry did not understand him, and devoted himself to vain endeavours to restrain the horse. At first the animal looked after itself and avoided the holes referred to, but as Jerry kept tugging furiously at the reins it became reckless, and finally put a fore-leg into a hole. Instantly it rolled over, and the hunter flew off its back, turning a complete somersault in the air.

A low shrub grows in the karroo, called the ill-tempered thorn. It resembles a mass of miniature porcupine quills, an inch or two in length, planted as thickly as possible together, with the needle-points up and bristling. On one of these shrubs poor Jerry alighted!

Oh! eavens, this is hagony! he groaned, jumping up and stamping, while Dikkop almost fell off his horse with laughing.

To hide his mirth he bolted off in pursuit of Jerrys charger, which he soon caught and brought back, looking supernaturally grave.

We will rejoin the unters, Dikkop, said Jerry, in the tone of a man who endeavours to conceal his sufferings.

Ja, Mynheer, said Dikkop.

Whatever Jerry Goldboy might have said, that Hottentot would have replied Ja, Mynheer, for he understood not a word of English.

Jerry mounted with an ill-suppressed groan and rode back to the party, leaning very much forward in the saddle, while Dikkop followed, showing the white teeth in his dirty black visage from ear to ear.

Rivers soon afterwards returned with a springbok behind him, but there was no appearance of Considine or Hans. As, however, the latter was known to be an experienced traveller, no anxiety was felt for them, and the main party proceeded on its way. When night came they found that a well, on which they had counted, was dried up, and were therefore obliged to lie down without water. Several shots were fired after dark to guide the absent ones, but no reply was made. Still, those in camp felt no anxiety, knowing that Hans was quite able to take care of himself.

And so he was, truly, but he could not take care of a hot-headed youth who was as eager as Jerry in the chase, and much more daring.

At first he and Considine ran together after the springboks; then Hans got near enough, dismounted, and shot one. While he was busy fastening the carcass on his horse, Considine continued to pursue the others; going at full speed, he was soon far away on the horizon. Still Hans would have been able to see him if he had not got among some scattered groups of mimosa-bushes, which were sufficiently large to conceal him. When he remounted and looked around, his friend was not to be seen. He saw a few springboks, however, racing on the horizon in the direction in which Considine had galloped, and concluded somewhat hastily that they were pursued by his friend. Away he went, therefore, but soon discovered that he was mistaken. He turned then, and rode quickly back, blaming himself for not having followed the footprints of his friends horse. This he now did, and at last came up with him, but at so late an hour, and at such a distance from the line of march, that a bivouac in the plain was inevitable.

Oh, Hans, he said, Im so glad youve found me! I had no idea that one could get so easily lost in an open plain.

Youve had enough experience too, one would think, to have remembered the vastness of the karroo, said Hans, dismounting and making the fastenings of the springbok more secure, A man soon dwindles to the size of a crow in plains like this, when you gallop away from him. Men not accustomed to them misjudge distances and sizes in a wonderful way. I remember once being out hunting with a fellow who mistook a waggon for a springbok!  But come, mount; we must ride on to a better camping-place than this, and be content to sleep without blankets to-night.

I hope the camping-place is not far off, for Im parched with thirst, said Considine, mounting and following at a smart gallop.

Im sorry for you, returned Hans, for youll see no water this night. To-morrow well start early and get to the waggons by breakfast-time.

This was depressing news to Considine, for the heat of the day and exertions of the chase had, as he expressed it, almost dried him up. There was nothing for it, however, but patience.

About sunset they came to a place where were some old deserted huts. In one of these they resolved to pass the night, though, from certain holes in the side, it was evidently used at times as an abode by beasts of prey. Having flint and steel, they made a fire, and while thus engaged were serenaded by the distant and dolorous howls of a hyena and the inharmonious jabberings of a jackal.

Pleasant company! observed Considine as he roasted a steak over the fire.

Ja, replied Hans, who, being a more expert cook, was already busy with a rib.

The melancholy hoot of an owl seemed to indicate that the animal kingdom agreed with the sentiment, and the young men laughed. They were not, however, disposed to talk much. After a silent supper they lay down and slept soundly, quite oblivious of the prowlers of the night, who came, more than once, near to the door of the hut.

It was late next day when they awoke. Hans likewise missed his way, and though he afterwards discovered his mistake, they found it impossible to regain the track of their companions before sunset. All that day they were compelled to travel without tasting a drop of water, and their poor horses became so fatigued as to be scarcely equal to more than a walking pace. As Hans knew that water was not far off, he pushed on after sunset, so as to have the shorter distance to travel to it in the morning.

It is very tantalising, he said, drawing rein when the darkness of the night rendered travelling almost impossible, to know that our friends cannot be far off, and yet be unable to reach them.

Hadnt we better fire a shot? asked Considine.

Not of much use, I fear, but there can be no harm in trying.

The shot was fired and was instantly replied to by a tremendous roar from a lion, apparently close to where they stood. No wood was near them to make a fire, nothing but tufts of grass; they therefore pushed on towards a range of dark mountains as fast as their jaded steeds would go.

Halt a moment, said Hans in a low voice.

They stopped and listened. The approach of the lion in rear was distinctly heard.

We cannot escape from him, Charlie, said Hans, as they again urged their horses onward, and in the dark we cannot take aim at him. Our only chance is to reach yonder pass or glen that looms like a black cleft in the hills, and clamber up some precipice, whence we can pelt him with stones.

He spoke in quick, earnest tones. They soon entered the gorge and were greeted by the grunt of a baboon and the squalling of its young ones, which helped to increase the savage aspect of the towering cliffs on either side. They had not proceeded far when the lion gave another tremendous roar, which, echoing from cliff to cliff, gave the luckless hunters the feeling of having got into the very heart of a lions den. No suitable place to scramble up being found, they pushed madly on over a track of sand and bushes, expecting every instant to see the monster bound upon them. But the defile was shorter than Hans had supposed. On issuing from it they were cheered by the moon rising bright in the east, and found that their enemy had ceased to follow them at that point. Still, though weary, and with their tongues cleaving to the roofs of their mouths, they continued their march for several hours, and lying down at last, they scarcely knew how or there, they went to sleep with a prayer for protection and deliverance on their parched lips.

The weary wanderers passed that night in a very paradise, bathing in cool streams and slaking their thirst nearly, but never quite, to the full. There was always a peculiar desire to drink again, and, even then, to wish for more! Heavenly music, too, sounded in their ears, and the sweet shade of green trees sheltered them.

It was daybreak when they were roused from these delights by a hyenas howl, and awoke to find that they were speechless with thirst, their eyes inflamed, and their whole frames burning.

Saddling the horses at once, they rode forward, and in a couple of hours reached a hill near the top of which there was a projecting rock.

Dont let me raise your hopes too high, said Hans, pointing to the rock, but it is just possible that we may find water there.

God grant it! said Considine.

Your horse is fresher than mine, said Hans, and you are lighter than I am  go first. If there is water, hail me  if not, I will wait your return.

With a nod of assent the youth pushed forward, gained the rock, and found the place where water had once been, a dry hole!

For a few minutes he stood gazing languidly on the plain beyond the ridge. Despair had almost taken possession of his breast, when his eye suddenly brightened. He observed objects moving far away on the plain. With bated breath he stooped and shaded his eyes with his hand. Yes, there could be no doubt about it  a party of horsemen and bullock-waggons! He tried to cheer, but his dry throat refused to act. Turning quickly, he began to descend the hillside, and chanced to cough as he went along. Instantly he was surrounded by almost a hundred baboons, some of gigantic size, which came fearlessly towards him. They grunted, grinned, and sprang from stone to stone, protruding their mouths and drawing back the skin of their foreheads, threatening an instant attack. Considines gun was loaded, but he had lived long enough in those regions to be fully aware of the danger of wounding one of these creatures in such circumstances. Had he done so he would probably have been torn to pieces in five minutes. He therefore kept them off with the muzzle of his gun as he continued the descent. Some of them came so near as to touch his hat while passing projecting rocks. At last he reached the plain, where the baboons stopped and appeared to hold a noisy council as to whether they should make a great assault or not. He turned and levelled his gun.

Come, thought he at that moment, dont do it, Charlie. You have escaped. Be thankful, and leave the poor brutes alone.

Obeying the orders of his conscience, he re-shouldered his gun and returned to his friend, whom he found reclining under a low bush, and informed him of what he had seen. The young Dutchman jumped up at once, and, mounting, rode round a spur of the hill and out upon the plain. In an hour they had overtaken their comrades, but great was their dismay on finding that they had long ago consumed every drop of water, and that they were suffering from thirst quite as much as themselves.

Never mind, said Lucas Van Dyk; let me comfort you with the assurance that we shall certainly reach water in a few hours.

The hunter was right. Some hours before sunset the oxen and horses quickened their pace of their own accord  sure sign that they had scented water from afar. Shortly after, they came in sight of a stream. The excitement of all increased as they pushed forward. They broke into a wild run on nearing the stream; and then followed a scene which is almost indescribable. The oxen were cast loose, the riders leaped to the ground, and the whole party, men, oxen, and horses, ran in a promiscuous heap into the water.

Wow, man, Jerry, hae a care; eell be squizzen atween the beasts, said Sandy Black, as the active Jerry passed him in the race.

The Scots warning was not without reason, for next moment Jerry was up to the knees in the stream between two oxen, who, closing on each other, almost burst him. Easing off, they let him drop on hands and knees, and he remained in that position drinking thankfully. The whole place was quickly stirred up into a muddy compound like pea-soup, but neither man nor beast was particular. They struggled forward and fell on their knees  not inappropriately  to drink. One man was pushed down by an ox, but seemed pleased with the refreshing coolness of his position, and remained where he was drinking. Another in his haste tumbled over the edge of the bank and rolled down, preceded by an impatient horse, which had tripped over him. Both gathered themselves up, somehow, with their lips in the water,  and drank! Young Rivers, happening to gain the stream at a point where oxen and horses were wedged together tightly, tried to force in between them, but, failing in this, he stooped to crawl in below them. At that moment Slinger the Tottie gave a yell in Dutch, and said that a horse was trampling on him; whom Dikkop consoled by saying that he was fast in the mud  and so he was, but not too fast to prevent drinking. Meanwhile the Dutchmen and the knowing ones of the party restrained themselves, and sought for better positions where the water was clearer. There they, likewise, bent their tall heads and suggested  though they did not sing  the couplet:

Oh that a Dutchmans draught might be

As deep as the rooolling Zuyder-Zee!

The limit of drinking was capacity. Each man and beast drank as much as he, or it, could hold, and then unwillingly left the stream, covered with mud and dripping wet! Oh, it was a delicious refreshment, which some thought fully repaid them for the toil and suffering they had previously undergone. The aspect of the whole band may be described in the language of Sandy Black, who, beholding his friends after the fray, remarked that they were all dirty and drookit.




Chapter Twenty One.

Treats of Matters too Numerous and Stirring to be briefly referred to.

Soon after this the explorers passed beyond the level country, and their sufferings were for the time relieved. The region through which they then passed was varied  hilly, wooded, and beautiful, and, to crown all, water was plentiful. Large game was also abundant, and one day the footprints of elephants were discovered.

To some of the party that day was one of deepest interest and excitement.

Charlie Considine, who was, as we have said, an adept with the pencil, longed to sit down and sketch the lordly elephant in his native haunts. Andrew Rivers and Jerry Goldboy wanted to shoot him, so did George Rennie and the Mullers and Lucas Van Dyk. More moderate souls, like Sandy Black, said they would be satisfied merely to see him, while Slinger and Dikkop, with their brethren, declared that they wanted to eat him.

At last they came in sight of him! It was a little after mid-day. They were traversing at the time a jungle so dense that it would have been impassable but for a Kafir-path which had been kept open by wild animals. The hunters had already seen herds of quaggas, and buffaloes, and some of the larger sorts of antelopes, also one rhinoceros, but not yet elephants. Now, to their joy, the giant tracks of these monsters were discovered. Near the river, in swampy places, it was evident that some of them had been rolling luxuriously in the ooze and mud. But it was in the forests and jungles that they had left the most striking marks of their habits and mighty power, for there thorny brakes of the most impenetrable character had been trodden flat by them, and trees had been overturned. In traversing such places the great bull-elephant always marches in the van, bursting through everything by sheer force and weight, breaking off huge limbs of the larger trees with his proboscis when these obstruct his path, and overturning the smaller ones bodily, while the females and younger members of the family follow in his wake.

A little further on they came to a piece of open ground where the elephants had torn up a number of mimosa-trees and inverted them so that they might the more easily browse on the juicy roots. It was evident from appearances that the animals had used their tusks as crowbars, inserting them under the roots to loosen their hold of the earth, and it was equally clear that, like other and higher creatures, they sometimes attempted what was beyond their strength, for some of the larger trees had resisted their utmost efforts.

As these signs multiplied the hunters proceeded with increased vigilance and caution, each exhibiting the peculiarity of his character, more or less, by his look and actions. The Mullers, Van Dyk, Rennie, Hans, and other experienced men, rode along, calmly watchful, yet not so much absorbed as to prevent a humorous glance and a smile at the conduct of their less experienced comrades. Considine and Rivers showed that their spirits were deeply stirred, by the flash of their ever-roving eyes, the tight compression of their lips, the flush on their brows, and the position of readiness in which they carried their guns  elephant-guns, by the way, lent them by their Dutch friends for the occasion. Sandy Black rode with a cool, sober, sedate air, looking interested and attentive, but with that peculiar twinkle of the eyes and slightly sarcastic droop at the corners of the mouth which is often characteristic of the sceptical Scotsman. On the other hand, Jerry Goldboy went along blazing with excitement, while every now and then he uttered a suppressed exclamation, and clapped the blunderbuss to his shoulder when anything moved, or seemed to move, in the jungle.

Jerry had flatly refused to exchange his artillery for any other weapon, and having learned that small shot was useless against elephants, he had charged it with five or six large pebbles  such as David might have used in the slaying of Goliath. Mixed with these was a sprinkling of large nails, and one or two odd buttons. He was a source of constant and justifiable alarm to his friends, who usually compelled him either to ride in front, with the blunderbuss pointing forward, or in the rear, with its muzzle pointing backward.

There go your friends at last, Jerry, said Van Dyk, curling his black moustache, with a smile, as the party emerged from a woody defile into a wide valley.

What? where? eh! in which direction? point em out quick! cried Jerry, cocking the blunderbuss violently and wheeling his steed round with such force that his haunch hit Sandy Blacks leg pretty severely.

Hoot, ye loupin eedyit! growled the Scot, somewhat nettled.

Jerry subdued himself with a violent effort, while the experienced hunters pointed out the elephants, and consulted as to the best plan of procedure.

There were fifty at least of the magnificent animals scattered in groups over the bottom and sides of a valley about three miles in extent; some were browsing on the succulent spekboom, of which they are very fond. Others were digging up and feeding among the young mimosa-thorns and evergreens. The place where the hunters stood was not suitable for an attack. It was therefore resolved to move round to a better position. As they advanced some of the groups of elephants came more distinctly into view, but they seemed either not to observe, or to disregard, the intruders.

Why not go at em at once? asked young Rivers in an impatient whisper.

Because we dont want to be killed, was the laconic reply from Diederik Muller.

Dont you see, explained Van Dyk, with one of his quiet smiles, that the ground where the nearest fellows stand is not suitable for horsemen?

Well, I dont see exactly, but Ill take your word for it.

While they were speaking, and riding through a meadow thickly studded over with clumps of tall evergreens, Considine observed something moving over the top of a bush close ahead of him.

Look out there! he exclaimed, but those in advance had already turned the corner of a bush, and found themselves within a hundred paces of a huge male elephant.

Jerry at once pointed the blunderbuss and shut his eyes, and would infallibly have pulled the trigger, if Sandy Black, who had in some measure become his keeper, had not seized his wrist and wrenched the weapon from his grasp.

Man, yell be the death o somebody yet, he said in a low stern tone.

Jerry at once became penitent and on giving a solemn promise that he would not fire till he obtained permission, received his weapon back.

Een groot gruwzaam karl, whispered one of the Hottentots, in broken Dutch.

My certie, but he is a great gruesome carl! said Black, echoing in Scotch the Dutchmans expression as he gazed in admiration.

Hes fourteen feet high if hes an inch, observed George Rennie.

The scent and hearing of the elephant are both keen, but his sight is not very good. As the wind chanced to blow from him to the hunters he had not perceived them. This was fortunate, for it would have been highly dangerous to have attacked him in such ground. They wheeled round therefore and galloped away towards some scattered rocks, whence they could better approach him on foot. Dismounting, the leaders formed a hasty plan of operations, and immediately proceeded to put it in execution.

It may have been that their explanation of the plan was not lucid, or that Jerry Goldboys head was not clear, but certain it is that after having been carefully told what to do, he dashed into the jungle after Sandy Black and did what seemed right in his own eyes.

Black kept close to the heels of Hans Marais, and so did Considine, but Jerry soon began to pant with excitement; then he stumbled and fell. Before recovering himself from a wait-a-bit thorn he had been left out of sight behind. He pushed valiantly on however and came to a small open plain, where he looked anxiously round, but his comrades were nowhere to be seen. Just then a shot was fired, it was followed quickly by another, and then was heard, above the shouting of excited Hottentots, the shrill screaming of wounded and enraged elephants. Jerry heard the tremendous sounds for the first time, and quaked in his spinal marrow.

Observing the smoke of a shot on the opposite side of the little plain, he proceeded to cross over hastily, but had barely gained the middle of the open space when the shrill screams were repeated with redoubled fury. At the same time Jerry heard cries of warning, coupled with his own name. He looked right and left in alarm, not knowing where the threatened danger was likely to come from. He was not kept long in suspense. Behind him he heard the crackling and crashing of branches caused by elephants bursting through the wood. Then a large female with three young, but by no means small, ones issued from the edge of the jungle and made straight at the unfortunate man. Jerry turned and ran, but he had no chance; the elephants gained on him so fast that he felt, with an awful sickening of the heart, it was not possible to reach the rocky ground beyond the meadow, where he might have been safe. With the courage of despair he faced about and fired straight in the face of the old female, which ran him down with a shriek of indignation. She had only one tusk, but with that she made a prod at Jerry that would have quickly ended his days if it had not missed the mark and gone deep into the ground. She then caught him by the middle with her trunk, threw him between her fore-feet, and attempted to tread him to death. This she certainly would have accomplished, but that Jerry was remarkably agile and very small; the ground being soft and muddy was also in his favour. Once she set her foot on his chest, and he felt the bones bending. Of course had the creatures full weight pressed it, Jerry would have been cracked like a walnut, but the monsters foot was rounded and wet, and, the poor man making a desperate wrench, it slipped into the mud; then she trod on his arm, and squeezed it into the ground without snapping the bone. Thus stamping and wriggling for a few seconds, the two fought on for vengeance and for life, while George Rennie, Hans, and the two Mullers ran to the rescue and fired a volley. This caused the animal to wince and look up. Jerry, taking advantage of the pause, jumped up and dived out from below her between her hind-legs  alighting on his head and turning a complete somersault. He regained his feet just as she turned round again to seize him. At that critical moment Lucas Van Dyk put a ball in her head, and Considine sent another into the root of her trunk, which induced her to turn and join her screaming offspring in the bushes.

The hunters pursued, while Jerry, covered with mud and bruises, and scarcely able to run, made off in the opposite direction. He had scarcely reached the shelter of some broken ground, when the enormous male elephant which had been previously encountered, came running past, either to the rescue of its mate, or flying in alarm at the firing. It caught one of the Hottentots who had loitered in rear of the attacking party, carried him some distance in its trunk, and then, throwing him on the ground, brought its four feet together and trod and stamped on him for a considerable time. The unfortunate man was killed instantly. It left the corpse for a little, and then returned to it, as if to make quite sure of its deadly work, and, kneeling down, crushed and kneaded the body with its fore-legs. Then seizing it again with its trunk, it carried it off and threw it into the jungle.

This delay on the elephants part gave the hunters time to return from the destruction of the female, and with several successful shots to kill the male.

Tis a heavy price to pay for our sport, said Considine sadly, as he stood with his companions gazing on the body of the Hottentot, which was trodden into a shapeless mass.

Hunters dont go out for mere sport, said Lucas Van Dyk, they do it in the way of business  for ivory and hides. Of course they must take the chances of a risky trade.

This sad incident naturally cast a gloom over the party, and they remained there only long enough to cut out the tusks of the male elephant and stow them away with choice parts of the meat in their waggon.

After quitting the valley they fell in with the party under John Skyd and Frank Dobson, and led by Stephen Orpin. They were much surprised to find with these their friends Kenneth McTavish and Groot Willem, who soon accounted for their unexpected appearance. They had been steadily tracing the spoor of poor Junkie, had lost and re-found it several times and, during their pursuit, had crossed the waggon-tracks of Skyd and his party, whom they followed up, in the faint hope that they might have heard or seen something to guide them in their search. In this they were disappointed.

After a brief council of war it was resolved to join their forces and continue the search after Junkie.

Proceeding on their way, they fell in with a wounded Kafir. He lay dying under a bush, and made no attempt to escape, although he evidently regarded the white men as enemies. Having been reassured on this point, and comforted with a piece of tobacco, he told them that his village had been attacked by the Fetcani and completely destroyed, with all the women and children  only a few of the wounded warriors like himself having escaped, to perish in the jungle. The Fetcani he described as the most ferocious warriors ever seen. They did not use the ordinary assagai or throwing spear, but a short stabbing one, and invariably closed at once with their foes with irresistible impetuosity.

On being questioned about prisoners, and reference being made to white mens children, he said that he had heard of a white boy who was brought to a village a days march or more from where they then were, but added that the Fetcani hordes had gone off to destroy that village just after destroying his own, and that he had no doubt it was by that time reduced to ashes and all its inhabitants slain.

On hearing this, and learning the direction of the village in question, the hunters went off at full gallop, leaving the waggons to follow their spoor.

It was nearly sunset when they came to an eminence beyond which lay the Kafir town of which they were in search. The first glance showed that something unusual was going on in it  at the same time it relieved their fears to observe that it was not yet destroyed. The mud hovels, like huge beehives, in which the Kafirs dwelt, were not yet burnt, and the only smoke visible was that which rose from cooking fires. But it was quite plain that the people, who in the distance seemed to swarm in and about the place like black ants, were in wild excitement.

No doubt theyve heard that the Fetcani are coming, said Groot Willem, riding to the highest point of the ridge on which they stood. The place seems pretty strong. I think we might do worse than go lend the niggers a helping hand till weve made inquiries about the lad.

Lucas Van Dyk echoed this sentiment, and so did Stephen Orpin, but there were others who thought it best to let the niggers fight their own battles.

Well, friends, said Kenneth McTavish, you may hold what opinion you like on that point, but my business just now is to go into that town and see if I can find Junkie Brook. The sooner I do so the better, so let those who choose follow me.

He rode off at a brisk trot, and was followed by the whole party. On reaching the town they halted, and the principal chief, Eno, came out to meet them. One of the Hottentots being called to interpret, the hunters were informed that the Fetcani had threatened to attack the town, and that the inhabitants were busy putting themselves in a state of defence. They were glad, said the chief, to see the white men, and hoped they would stay to assist him.

To this Stephen Orpin replied through the interpreter. Stephen somehow fell naturally into the position of spokesman and chief of the party in positions where tact and eloquence or diplomacy were wanted, though in the hunting-field he held a very subordinate place.

He told Eno that the white men had come to seek for a white boy who had been stolen from one of the frontier settlements, and that he had heard the boy was in his, Enos, town. That he was glad to hear it, though of course he did not suppose Eno had stolen the boy, seeing that none of his people had been yet near the colony. That he and his friends now came to claim the boy, and would be glad to aid them in defending the town, if attacked while they were in it.

In reply the chief said he knew nothing about a white boy being in his town, but would make inquires.

While this conference was going on, a man was seen to approach, running at full speed. He fell from exhaustion on arriving, and for some moments could not speak. Recovering, he told that he had just escaped from a band of two hundred Fetcani warriors, who were even then on their way to attack the town.

Instantly all was uproar and confusion. The warriors, seizing their shields and spears, sallied forth under their chief to meet the enemy  a few of the youngest being left behind to guard the women and children. A party of the Hottentots under Kenneth McTavish also remained to guard the town, while the rest set off to aid the Kafirs. They were compelled, however, to ride back a short distance to meet the waggons, and obtain a supply of ammunition. Thus a little time was lost, and before they could reach the scene of action the Kafirs had met with the Fetcani warriors, been thoroughly beaten, and put to flight.

On the appearance, however, of the horsemen the pursuers halted.

Now, lads, cried Groot Willem, a steady volley and a charge home will send them to the right about.

Better fire over their heads, said Orpin earnestly. We are not at war with these men. Let us not kill if we can help it.

I agree with that heartily, cried Charlie Considine.

So do I, said Hans. Depend ont the sound will suffice for men who perhaps never saw fire-arms before.

Quite right, Maister Marais, said Sandy Black, with grave approval, an if oor charge is only heeded by Groot Willem an Jerry Goldboy, tak my word fort thae Fit-canny cratersll flee like chaff before the wund.

Very good, said Groot Willem, with a grin. Come along, Jerry.

The dauntless little man answered the summons with delight, and the whole party approached the wondering Fetcani at a trot. Halting when within about eighty yards, they fired a volley from horseback over the heads of the enemy. Then, through the smoke, they charged at full speed like thunderbolts, Groot Willem roaring like a mad buffalo-bull, Jerry Goldboy shrieking like a wounded elephant, and energising fearfully with legs, arms, reins, and blunderbuss, while the others shouted or laughed in wild excitement.

The Fetcani, as Sandy Black had prophesied, could not stand it. Turning their backs to the foe, they fled as only panic-stricken and naked niggers can fly, and were soon scattered and lost in the jungle.

While this was going on far out on the plain, Kenneth McTavish had much ado to keep the people quiet in the town  so great was their dread of falling into the hands of the ferocious Fetcani. But when the wounded warriors began to come in, breathless, gashed, and bleeding, with the report of their disaster, he found it impossible to restrain the people. The young warriors ignominiously left the place and fled, while the women followed, carrying their children and such of their worldly goods as they were loath to leave behind. For some time McTavish managed to restrain the latter, but when at last the hunters came thundering back after their bloodless victory, the poor women, fancying they were the enemy, flung down goods, and even babies, and ran.

The horsemen called out to assure them they were friends, but their terror was too great to permit of their comprehending, and they continued to fly.

Come, Charlie, we must head these poor creatures, and drive them back, said Hans, as he rode over ground which was strewn with utensils, mantles, and victuals, among which many little black and naked children were seen running, stumbling, tottering, or creeping, according to age and courage.

Followed by the other horsemen, they rode ahead of the flying multitude, and, cracking their whips menacingly in front, with an occasional charge, they succeeded in staying the flight and turning the poor women back. No sooner did these comprehend how matters stood than they turned, and caught up their little ones with as much affection and thankfulness as if they had just shown a readiness to die for, rather than forsake, them.

Among these children was one who, although as black as the ace of spades in body and face, had light curly flaxen hair. He ran about in a wild unaccountable manner, darting hither and thither, from side to side.

McTavish and the others, who had by that time dismounted, and were standing at their horses heads amused spectators of the scene, looked at this urchin in surprise, until they observed that he was endeavouring to escape from a stout young woman who did her best to catch him. She had nearly succeeded, when he suddenly doubled like a hare and bore straight down on the horsemen. Seeing this, the woman gave in, and, turning, fled to the town, while the little fellow ran and clasped the Highlander by the knees.

Oh! Missr Tavish! he cried, and looked up.

Ah! why  its Junkie! cried the Highlander, catching the child up in his arms and hugging him, by which means he left a dark imprint of him on his own breast and face.

It was indeed Junkie  naked as on the day of his birth, greased from head to foot, and charcoaled as black as the King of Ashantee!

Although an object of the deepest interest to the white men, poor Junkie was not at that moment personally attractive. He was, however, unspeakably happy at seeing white and familiar faces once more. He was also very much subdued, and had obviously profited by the rude teaching he had undergone in Kafirland, for his obedience to orders was prompt and unquestioning.

The first important matter was to clean Junkie. This was only partially effected, and with difficulty. The next was to clothe him. This was done, on the spur of the moment, with pocket-handkerchiefs, each hunter contributing one till the costume was complete. A large red cotton one formed a sort of plaid; a blue one with a hole in the middle, through which his head was thrust, served as a pretty good poncho or tippet; a green one with white spots, tied round the loins, did duty as a tunic or kilt; and one of crimson silk round the head formed a gorgeous turban.

Returning to the village, the hunters found Eno the chief, and, after expressing much satisfaction at having arrived in time to lend him effectual aid at so critical a period, they presented him with gifts of brass wire and cotton cloth, from the stores in Skyd and Dobsons waggons.

The chief expressed his gratitude in glowing terms, and begged the hunters to stay with him for some time. But this they would not do, as it was important to return to the colony, and report what they had seen without delay. Notwithstanding their professions of gratitude, however, these rascals stole as many small articles front the waggons as they could lay hands on, and would doubtless have taken all that the hunters possessed, if they had not been impressed by their valour, and by the dreadful firearms which they carried.

This accidental skirmish was the first meeting of the colonists with the Fetcani. It was not till two years later that the Government felt constrained to take active measures against these savages.

The Fetcani, or Mantatee hordes, having been driven from their own country by the bloodthirsty Zulu chief Chaka, had been preying upon other tribes for many years, and at last, in 1827, they precipitated themselves on the Tambookies, and afterwards on the Galekas, threatening to extirpate these Kafirs altogether, or to drive them into the colony as suppliants and beggars. In this extremity the Kafir chief Hintza urgently craved assistance.

It was granted. A body of the colonists sent out by Government, under Major Dundas of the Royal Artillery, defeated the warlike Fetcani, who were afterwards utterly routed and scattered, and their dreaded power finally annihilated, near the sources of the Umtata river, by a body of troops under Colonel Somerset. Hintzas warriors were present at that affair, to the number of about twenty thousand, and they hovered about during the engagement admiringly, though without rendering assistance. But when the enemy were routed and in confused retreat, they fell upon them, and, despite the remonstrances of the white men, committed the most appalling atrocities, mutilating the dead, and cutting off the arms and legs of the living, in order the more easily to obtain their brass rings and ornaments.

This warlike episode did not, however, affect the general condition of the frontier. The settlers, having overcome the misfortunes of the first years, began to prosper and multiply, troubled a good deal, no doubt, by the thievish propensities of their ungrateful black neighbours, but on the whole enjoying the fruit of their labours in comparative peace for several years.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Tells of Dark and Threatening Clouds, and War.

The exigencies of our somewhat acrobatic tale require, at this point, that we should make a considerable bound. We shall beg the obliging reader to leap with us into the year 1834.

Hans Marais, moustached, bearded, bronzed, and in the prime of life, sits at the door of a cottage recently built close to that of his father. Beside him sits his wife  formerly Miss Gertrude Brook, and now as sweet and pretty a young woman as you would find in a months ride through a country where sweet pretty women were, and still are, very numerous in proportion to the population.

Whether it was that Hans was timid, or Gertie shy, we cannot tell, but somehow it is only three months since they began their united career, and Hans considers himself to have married rather late in life. Gertie, being now twenty-six, begins to think herself quite an old woman. It is evident, however, that this ancient couple wear well, and are sufficiently happy  if we may presume to judge from appearances.

Gertie, said Hans, patting the fingers which handed him his big Dutch pipe, I fear that my father is determined to go.

Do you think so? said Gertie, while a sad expression chased the sunshine from her face.

Yes, he says he cannot stand the treatment we Cape-Dutchmen receive from the British Government, and that he means to give up his farm, take his waggons and goods, and treck away to the north, with the friends who are already preparing to go, in search of free lands in the wilderness where the Union Jack does not fly.

I must be very stupid, Hans, returned his wife, with a deprecating smile, for although Ive heard your father discussing these matters a good deal of late, I cannot quite understand them. Of course I see well enough that those men who approve of slavery must feel very much aggrieved by the abolition, but your father, like yourself and many others, is not one of these  what then does he complain of?

Of a great deal, Gertie, replied Hans, with an amused glance at her perplexed face, and not only in connection with slavery, but other things. It would take hours of talk to tell you all.

But cant you give me some sort of idea of these things in a few words?

Yes; at least Ill try, said Hans. I need scarcely tell you that there has been a sort of ill-will in the Cape-Dutch mind against the British Government  mores the pity  ever since the colony passed into the possession of England, owing partly to their not understanding each other, partly to incompetent and tyrannical Governors pursuing unwise policy, partly to unprincipled or stupid men misrepresenting the truth in England, and partly to the people of England being too ready to swallow whatever they are told.

What! is all the fault on the side of the English? interrupted Gertie, with a laugh.

Hear me out, wife, returned Hans partly owing to foolish Dutchmen rebelling against authority, and taking the law into their own hands, and partly to rascally Dutchmen doing deeds worthy of execration. Evil deeds are saddled on wrong shoulders, motives are misunderstood, actions are exaggerated, judges both here and in England are sometimes incompetent, prejudice and ignorance prevent veils from being removed, and six thousand miles of ocean, to say nothing of six hundred miles of land, intervene to complicate the confusion surrounding right or wrong.

Dear me! what an incomprehensible state of things! said Gertie, opening her blue eyes very wide.

Rather, returned Hans, with a smile; and yet there are sensible Englishmen and sensible Cape-Dutchmen who are pretty well agreed as to the true merits of the questions that trouble us. There is the abolition of slavery, for instance: many on both sides are convinced as to the propriety of that, but nearly all are agreed in condemning the way in which it is being gone about, believing that the consequences to many of the slaveholders will be ruinous. But it is useless to go into such matters now, Gertie. Right or wrong, many of the Dutch farmers are talking seriously of going out of the colony, and my father, I grieve to say, is among the number.

And you, Hans?

I will remain on the old homestead  at least for a time. If things improve we may induce father to return; if not, I will follow him into the wilderness.

And what of Considine? asked Gertie.

He remains to help me to manage the farm. There is no chance for him in the present exasperated state of my fathers mind. He unhappily extends his indignation against England to Englishmen, and vows that my sister Bertha shall never wed Charlie Considine.

Is he likely to continue in that mind?

I think so.

Then there is indeed no chance for poor Charlie, was the rejoinder, for Bertha Marais will never marry in direct opposition to her fathers wishes. Heigho! Tis the old story about the course of true love.

He may change  he will change his mind, I think, said Hans, but in the meantime he will go off into the wilderness, carrying Bertha along with him. I would have gone with him myself without hesitation, had it not been that I cannot bear to think of tearing you away just yet from the old people, and I may perhaps do some good here in the way of saving the old home.

Hans looked round with a somewhat mournful gaze at the home of his childhood, which bore evidences of the preparations that were being made by Conrad Marais to leave it.

That evening a large party of disaffected boers arrived at the homestead of Conrad Marais, with waggons, wives, children, goods, and arms, on their way to the far north. Some of these men were sterling fellows, good husbands and fathers and masters, but with fiery independent spirits, which could not brook the restraints laid on them by a Government that had too frequently aroused their contempt or indignation. Others were cruel, selfish savages who scorned the idea that a man might not wallop his own nigger, and were more than half pleased that the abolition of slavery and its consequences gave them a sort of reason for throwing off allegiance to the British Crown, and forsaking their homes in disgust; and some there were who would have been willing to remain and suffer, but could not bear the idea of being left behind by their kindred.

Next morning Conrad completed the loading of his waggons, placed his wife and children  there was still a baby!  in them, mounted his horse with the sons who yet remained with him, and bade farewell to the old home on the karroo. He was followed by a long train of his compatriots waggons. They all crossed the frontier into Kafirland and thenceforth deemed themselves free!

This was the first droppings of a shower  the first leak of a torrent  the first outbreak of that great exodus of the Dutch-African boers which was destined in the future to work a mighty change in the South African colony.

Hans and Gertie accompanied the party for several hours on their journey, and then, bidding them God-speed, returned to their deserted home.

But now a cloud was lowering over the land which had been imperceptibly, though surely, gathering on the horizon for years past.

We have said that hitherto the colony, despite many provocations, thefts, and occasional murders, had lived in a state of peace with the Kafirs  the only time that they took up arms for a brief space being in their defence, at Hintzas request, against the Fetcani.

Latterly, we have also observed, the British settlers had toiled hard and prospered. The comforts of life they had in abundance. Trade began to be developed, and missions were established in Kafirland. Among other things, the freedom of the press had been granted them after a hard struggle! The first Cape newspaper, the South African Commercial Advertiser, edited by Pringle the poet and Fairbairn, was published in 1824, and the Grahamstown Journal, the first Eastern Province newspaper, was issued by Mr Godlonton in 1831. Schools were also established. Wool-growing began to assume an importance which was a premonition of the future staple of the Eastern Provinces. Savings-banks were established, and, in short, everything gave promise of the colony  both east and west  becoming a vigorous, as it was obviously a healthy, chip of the old block.

But amongst all this wheat there had been springing up tares. With the growing prosperity there were growing evils. A generous and well-meant effort on the part of Christians and philanthropists to give full freedom and rights to the Hottentots resulted to a large extent in vagabondism, with its concomitant robbery. The Kafirs, emboldened by the weak, and exasperated by the incomprehensible, policy of the Colonial Government at that time, not only crossed the border to aid the Hottentot thieves in their work, and carry off sheep and cattle by the hundred, but secretly prepared for war. Behind the scenes were the paramount chief Hintza, the chief Macomo, and others. The first, forgetting the deliverance wrought for him by the settlers and British troops in 1828, secretly stirred up the Kafirs, whilst the second, brooding over supposed wrongs, fanned the flame of discontent raised among the Hottentots by the proposal of a Vagrancy Act.

When all is ready for war it takes but a spark to kindle the torch. The Kafirs were ready; the British, however, were not. The settlers had been peacefully following their vocations, many of the troops, which ought to have been there to guard them, had been unwisely withdrawn, and only a few hundred men remained in scattered groups along the frontier. The armed Hottentots of the Kat River  sent there as a defence  became a point of weakness, and required the presence of a small force to overawe them and prevent their joining the Kafirs. At last the electric spark went forth. A farmer (Nell) was robbed of seven horses, which were traced to the kraal of a chief on the neutral territory. Restoration was refused. A military patrol was sent to enforce restitution. Opposition was offered, and the officer in command wounded with an assagai. Hintza began to retreat and plunder British traders who were residing in his territory under his pledged protection, and at length a trader named Purcell was murdered near the chiefs kraal and his store robbed. Then Macomo began hostilities by robbing and murdering some farmers on the lower part of the Kat River, and two days afterwards the Kafir hordes, variously estimated at from eight to fifteen thousand men, burst across the whole frontier, wrapped the eastern colony in the smoke and flames of burning homesteads, scattered the unprepared settlers, demolished the works of fourteen years labour, penetrated to within twenty miles of Algoa Bay, and drove thousands of sheep and cattle back in triumph to Kafirland.




Chapter Twenty Three.

War.

It was at this juncture  the Christmas-tide of 1834, and the summer-time in South Africa  that a merry party was assembled under the shade of umbrageous trees that crowned a little knoll from which could be seen the blue smoke curling from a prosperous-looking homestead in the vale below. It was a party of settlers enjoying their Christmas festivities in the open air. Hans Marais and Charlie Considine were among them, but, feeling less inclined than was their wont to join in the hilarity of the young folks, they had sauntered into the shrubbery and conversed sadly about the departure of Conrad Marais and his family, and of the unsettled state of the frontier at that time.

While they talked, an armed band of savages had crept past them unperceived, and advanced stealthily towards the party of revellers on the knoll. Coming suddenly across the tracks of these savages, Hans cast an anxious look at his companion, and said quickly  

Look here, Charlie  the spoor of Kafirs! Lets go

The sentence was cut short by a wild war-cry, which was immediately followed by shouts of men and screams of women.

Turning without another word, the two friends ran back to the knoll at full speed, drawing their hunting-knives, which were the only weapons they happened to carry at the time.

On reaching the knoll a fearful scene presented itself. The Kafirs had already killed every man of the party  having come on them unawares and thrown their assagais with fatal precision from the bushes. They were completing the work of death with shouts and yells of fierce delight. Not a woman was to be seen. They had either been dragged into the bushes and slain, or had sought refuge in flight.

With a mighty shout of rage Hans and Considine dashed into the midst of the murderers, and two instantly fell, stabbed to the heart. Seizing the assagais of these, they rushed through the midst of their foes, and, as if animated by one mind, made for the homestead below. To reach the stables and get possession of their horses and rifles was their object.

The savages, of whom there were about thirty, were so taken aback by the suddenness and success of this onset that for a few seconds they did not pursue. Then, probably guessing the object of the fugitives, they uttered a furious yell and followed them down the hill. But Hans and Considine were active as well as strong. They kept well ahead, gained the principal house, and secured their rifles. Then, instead of barricading the doors and defending themselves, they ran out again and shot the two Kafirs who first came up.

Well did the savages know the deadly nature of the white mans rifle, although at that time they had not themselves become possessed of it. When their comrades fell, and the two white men were seen to kneel and take deliberate aim at those who followed, the whole party scattered right and left and took refuge in the bush.

But the friends did not fire. These were not the days of breech-loaders. Prudently reserving their fire, they made a rush towards the stables, saddled up in a few seconds, and, mounting, rode forth at a gallop straight back to the blood-stained hillock. To rescue, if possible, some of the females was their object. Regardless of several assagais that whizzed close to them, they galloped hither and thither among the bushes, but without success.

Lets try yonder hollow, cried Considine, pointing as he spoke.

The words had scarce left his lips when a host of some hundreds of Kafirs, with the shields, assagais and feathers of savage warriors, burst out of the hollow referred to. They had probably been attracted by the two shots, and instantly rushed towards the white men.

Hans Marais dismounted, kneeled to take steadier aim, fired, and shot the foremost warrior. Then, springing on his steed at a bound, he galloped away, loading as he went, and closely followed by his friend. Having reloaded, Hans pulled up and again leapt to the ground. This time Considine, appreciating his plan, followed his example, and both were about to kneel and fire when they perceived by a burst of smoke and flame that the farm-buildings had been set on fire.

In a straight line beyond, two other columns of dense smoke indicated the position of two neighbouring farms, and a third column, away to the right, and further removed from the line of the frontier, suddenly conveyed to the mind of Hans the fact that a general rising of the Kafirs had taken place. Instead of firing, he rose and remounted, exclaiming  

Home, Charlie  home!

At the moment a shout was heard in another direction. Turning round, they observed a body of a dozen or so of mounted Kafirs making straight towards them. To have killed two or four of these would have been easy enough to first-rate shots armed with double-barrels, but they knew that those unhurt would continue the chase. They therefore turned and fled in the direction of their own home. Their steeds were good and fresh, but their pursuers were evidently well mounted, for they did not seem to lose ground.

In the kitchen of Conrad Maraiss homestead Gertie stood that day, busily employed in the construction of a plum-pudding, with which she meant to regale Hans and Charlie on their return. And very pretty and happy did Gertie look, with her white apron and her dark hair looped up in careless braids, and her face flushed with exertion, and her pretty round arms bared to the dimpled elbows and scarcely capable of being rendered whiter by the flour with which they were covered.

A young Hottentot Venus of indescribable ugliness assisted in retarding her.

The master will be here soon, said Gertie, wiping the flour and pieces of dough off her hands; we must be quick. Is the pot ready?

Venus responded with a Ja, and a grin which displayed a splendid casket of pearls.

Just then the clatter of hoofs was heard.

Why, here they come already, and in such a hurry too! said Gertie in surprise, untying her apron hastily.

Before the apron was untied, however, Hans had pulled up at the door and shouted Gertie! in a voice so tremendous that his wife turned pale and came quickly to the door.

Oh, Hans! what

Come, darling, quick!

There was no time for more. Hans held out his hand. Gertie took it mechanically.

Your foot on my toe. Quick!

Gertie did as she was bid, and felt herself swung to the saddle in front of her husband, who held her in his strong right arm, while in the grasp of his huge left hand he held the reins and an assagai.

Poor Gertie had time, in that brief moment, to note that Charlie Considine sat motionless on his panting horse, gazing sternly towards the karroo, and that a cloud of dust was sweeping over the plain towards them. She guessed too surely what it was, but said not a word, while her husband leaped his horse through a gap in the garden wall in order to reach the road by a short cut. Double-weighted thus, the horse did not run so well as before. Considine was frequently obliged to check his pace and look back.

The stern frown on the Dutchmans brow had now mingled with it a slightly troubled look.

Go on. Ill follow immediately, said Considine as he reined in.

Dont be foolhardy, cried Hans, with an anxious look as he shot past.

Without replying, Considine dismounted, knelt on a slight eminence on the plain, and deliberately prepared to fire.

The pursuing savages observed the act, and when within about six or seven hundred yards began to draw rein.

Charlie Considine knew his rifle well; although not sighted for such a range, it was capable of carrying the distance when sufficiently elevated, and practice had accustomed him to long-range shots. He aimed a little above the head of the foremost rider, fired, and killed his horse. With the second barrel he wounded one of the Kafirs. At the same moment he observed that his late home was wrapped in flames, and that the cattle and sheep of Conrad Marais, which had been left in charge of Hans, were being driven off by the savages towards the mountains.

This was enough. Remounting, Charlie followed his friend, and was rejoiced to find on looking back that the Kafirs had ceased their pursuit.

Strange, he said on overtaking Hans, that they should have given in so easily.

It is not fear that influences them, returned his friend, with deeply knitted brows; the reptiles know there is a pass before us, and they will surely try to cut us off. They know all the short cuts better than I do. Push on!

Urging their horses to their utmost speed, the fugitives soon approached a more broken country, and skirted the mountain range through which the pass referred to by Hans led into level ground beyond. It was a narrow track through jungle, which was dense in some places, open in others. They were soon in it, riding furiously. At one of the open spaces they caught a glimpse of a mounted Kafir making towards a part of the pass in advance of them. Hans pulled up at once, and looked eagerly, anxiously round, while he pressed the light form of Gertie tighter to his breast.

We must fight here, Charlie, he said, as he made for a little mound which was crowned with a few bushes. If you and I were alone we might risk forcing a passage, but  come; they observe our intention.

A few bounds placed them on the top of the mound, where they took shelter among the bushes. These were scarcely thick enough to cover the horses, but among them was found a hole or crevice into which Hans told his wife to creep. She had barely found refuge in this place, when several assagais whizzed over their heads. Sheltering themselves behind stones, Hans and Considine looked eagerly in the direction whence the assagais had been thrown, and the former observed the ears of a horse just appearing over a bush. He fired at the spot where he conjectured the rider must be, and a yell told that he had not missed his mark. At the same moment his companion observed part of a Kafirs form opposite to him, and, firing, brought him to the ground.

Seeing this the other savages made a rush at the mound, supposing probably that both guns were empty. They had either forgotten about or were ignorant of double-barrelled weapons. Two more shots killed the two leading Kafirs, and the rest turned to fly, but a gigantic fellow shouted to them fiercely to come on, and at the same moment leaped on Charlie Considine with such force that, although the latter struck him heavily with the butt of his rifle, he was borne to the ground. The triumph however was momentary. Next instant Hans Marais seized him, stabbed him in the throat, and hurled him back among his comrades, a lifeless corpse. Charlie, recovering himself, pointed his unloaded gun at the savages, who recoiled, turned, and fled back to the cover of the opposite bush.

Now is our time, said Hans, dragging his wife from the place of shelter. Mount and make a dash before they recover.

While speaking Hans was acting. In another moment Gertie was in her old place, Considine in the saddle, and the two men made a bold push for life.

It turned out as the Dutchman had conjectured. The Kafirs had left all parts of the surrounding jungle to join in the assault on the mound, and when the fugitives made a dash through them, only a few had presence of mind to throw their assagais, and these missed their mark. A few bounds carried Hans and Charlie once more in advance of their enemies, but the clatter of hoofs immediately afterwards told that they were hotly pursued.

There is no saying how the chase might have ended, if they had not met with a piece of good fortune immediately afterwards. On emerging from the other end of the pass, they almost ran into a small patrol of Cape Mounted Rifles, who, attracted by the shots and cries in the pass, were galloping to the rescue.

They did not halt to ask questions, but, with a hearty cheer and a friendly wave of the hand from the officer in command, dashed into the pass and met the pursuing savages in the very teeth.

Of course the latter turned and fled, leaving, however, several of their comrades dead on the ground.

During this early period of the war the whole defending force of the frontier consisted of only between seven and eight hundred men, composed of Cape Mounted Rifles and the 75th regiment, with a few of the Artillery and Engineers, and these had to be broken up into numerous small companies, who were sent here and there where succour was most needed.

With this little patrol, Hans, Gertie, and Considine bivouacked that night, and, travelling with them, soon afterwards reached Grahamstown.

The sight of the country as they approached was a sad one. From all quarters, men, women, children, vehicles, horses, cattle, and sheep, were crowding into the town as a place of refuge. At first the settlers nearest the eastern frontier, taken by surprise, fled to temporary rallying-points. These, however, had to be abandoned for stronger places of refuge. On entering the town they found that the greatest confusion and excitement prevailed. The church had been set apart as an asylum for the women and children, who had to put up, however, with the undesirable accompaniments of fire-arms and gunpowder. Public meetings were being held; picquets of armed citizens were being despatched to watch the main roads. All the houses were thronged to suffocation with refugees  white, brown, and black. The streets, squares, yards, gardens, and other vacant places were crowded by night, and the surrounding hills by day, with the flocks and herds that had been saved from the invaders, while the lowing and bleating of these were mingled with the sobs and wails of the widow and fatherless.

What misery! exclaimed Gertie, as she rode slowly through the crowds by the side of her husband, mounted on a horse lent her by one of the patrol, Oh, how I dread to hear the news from home!

Gertie referred to her fathers home, about the condition of which she knew nothing at the time.

Where shall we go to seek for news? she asked anxiously.

To the barracks, replied Hans.

You need not be anxious, I think, said Considine; if anything very serious had happened, it is likely the patrol who rescued us would have heard some account of it before leaving Grahamstown.

Dont you think? he added, turning to Hans, that we had better inquire first at Dobsons place?

At that moment they were passing a large store, over the door of which was a blue board with the words Dobson, Skyd, and Company emblazoned in large white letters thereon.

The store itself presented in its windows and interior an assortment of dry goods, so extensive and miscellaneous as to suggest the idea of one being able to procure anything in it  from a silk dress to a grindstone. It was an extremely full, prosperous-looking store, and in the midst of it were to be seen, sitting on the counters, James and Robert Skyd, both looking bluffer and stronger than when we last met them, though scarcely a day older. James and Robert were the managing partners of this prosperous firm; Dobson and John Skyd were what the latter styled the hunting partners. Robert Skyd had recently married a pretty Grahamstown girl, and her little boy  then about one year old  was, so said his father, the sleeping partner of the firm, who had been vaguely hinted at by the Company long before he was born. Indeed, the Company had been prudently inserted with special reference to what might turn up in after years. At the time the firm was formed, it had been suggested that it should be styled Dobson, Skyd, and Sons, but as it was possible nothing but daughters might fall to the lot of any of them, Company was substituted as being conveniently indefinite. Dobson took precedence in the title in virtue of his having brought most capital into the firm. He had invested his all in it  amounting to three pounds four and nine-pence halfpenny. John Skyd had contributed half-a-crown, which happened to be a bad one. James brought nothing at all, and Robert entered it a little in debt for tobacco.

The great waggon of the hunting partners, loaded with hides, horns, and ivory, stood at the door of the store, as Gertie and her protectors passed, having just arrived from a successful trip into Kafirland, and fortunately escaped the outbreak of the war.

Fastening their bridles to one of its wheels, Hans, Gertie, and Considine entered. The first face they saw was that of Edwin Brook, into whose arms Gertie ran with a wild cry of joy.

Why, Hans Marais! cried James Skyd, jumping off the counter and grasping his big friend by the hand, while Robert seized that of Considine, where have you dropped from?  But I need scarcely ask, for all the world seems to be crowding into the town. Not hurt, I hope? he added, observing the blood which stained his friends dress.

Not in person, answered Hans, with a smile, returning his cordial grasp.

And what of property! asked Edwin Brook, looking round.

All gone, returned Hans sadly. I rose this morning a reasonably wealthy man  now, I am a beggar. But tell me, what of your family, Mr Brook?

All saved, thank God, was the reply. Junkie, dear boy, who is the most active young fellow in the land, managed to  Ah! here he comes, and will speak for himself.

As he spoke a tall strapping youth of about fifteen entered, opened wide his laughing blue eyes on seeing Hans, and, after a hearty greeting, told with some hesitation that he had chanced to be out hunting on foot in the jungles of the Great Fish River when the Kafirs crossed the frontier, and had managed, being a pretty good runner, to give his father warning, so that the family had time to escape. He did not tell, however, that he had, in a narrow pass, kept above sixty Kafirs in check with his own hand and gun until George Dally could run to the house for his weapons and ammunition, and that then the two held a hundred of them in play long enough to permit of the whole family escaping under the care of Scholtz.

But, said Edwin Brook, who related all this with evident satisfaction, I am like yourself, Hans, in regard to property. Mount Hope is a blackened ruin, the farm is laid waste, and the cattle are over the borders.

And where is Mrs Brook? asked Considine.

In this house. Up-stairs. Come, Gertie is getting impatient. Let us go to see her.

Now, friends, said Considine to the brothers Skyd, who had by that time been joined by the hunting partners, there is a matter on which we must consult and act without delay.

Here he told of Conrad Maraiss departure with the boers across the frontier, and added that if the party was to be saved at all it must be gone about instantly.

You cant go about it to-day, Charlie, said John Skyd, so dont give way to impatience. For such a long trip into the enemys country we must go well armed and supplied.

I will brook no delay, said Considine, with flushing countenance. If it had not been for the necessity of bringing Gertie here in safety, Hans and I would have set out at once and alone on their spoor. Is it not so?

Hans nodded assent.

No, friends, he said, turning to the brothers with decision, we must be off at once.

What! without your suppers? exclaimed Bob Skyd; but to be serious, it wont be possible to get things ready before to-morrow. Surely that will do, if we start at daybreak. Besides, the party with your father, Hans, is a strong one, well able to hold out against a vastly superior force of savages. Moreover, if you wait we shall get up a small body of volunteers.

Hans and Charlie were thus constrained unwillingly to delay. At grey dawn, however, they rode out of Grahamstown at the head of a small party, consisting of the entire firm of Dobson and Skyd, inclusive of Junkie, whose father granted him permission to go. His mother silently acquiesced. Mrs Scholtz violently protested; and when she found that her protests were useless, she changed them into pathetic entreaties that Junkie would on no account whatever go to sleep in camp with wet feet.

As soon as the invasion took place, an express had been sent to Capetown, and the able Governor, Sir Benjamin DUrban, took instant and energetic measures to undo, as far as possible, the mischief done by his predecessors. Colonel (afterwards Sir Harry) Smith was despatched to the frontier, and rode the distance  six hundred miles  in six days.

Arriving in Grahamstown, he took command with a firm hand, organised the whole male population into a warlike garrison, built barricades across the streets, planted cannon in commanding positions, cleared the town of flocks and herds, which were breeding a nuisance, sent them to the open country with a cattle guard, and prepared not only to defend the capital, but to carry war into the enemys country. In short, he breathed into the people much of his own energy, and soon brought order out of confusion.

The state of affairs in the colony had indeed reached a terrible pass. From all sides news came in of murder and pillage. The unfortunate traders in Kafirland fared ill at that time. One of these, Rodgers, was murdered in the presence of his three children. A man named Cramer was savagely butchered while driving a few cattle along the road. Another, named Mahony, with his wife and son-in-law, were intercepted while trying to escape to the military post of Kafir Drift, and Mahony was stretched a corpse at his wifes feet, then the son-in-law was murdered, but Mrs Mahony escaped into the bush with two of her children and a Hottentot female servant, and, after many hardships, reached Grahamstown. A mounted patrol scouring the country fell in with a farm-house where three Dutchmen, in a thick clump of bushes, were defending themselves against three hundred Kafirs. Of course the latter were put to flight, and the three heroes  two of them badly wounded  were rescued. Nearly everywhere the settlers, outnumbered, had to fly, and many were slain while defending their homes, but at the little village of Salem they held their ground gallantly. The Wesleyan chapel, mission-house, and schoolhouse, were filled with refugees, and although the Kafirs swooped down on it at night in large numbers and carried off the cattle, they failed to overcome the stout defenders. Theopolis also held out successfully against them  and so did the Scottish party at Baviaans River, although attacked and harassed continually.

During an attack near the latter place a Scottish gentleman of the Pringle race had a narrow escape. Sandy Black was with him at the time. Three or four Kafirs suddenly attacked them. Mr Pringle shot one, Sandy wounded another. A third ran forward while Pringle was loading and threw an assagai at him. It struck him with great force on the leathern bullet-pouch which hung at his belt. Sandy Black took aim at the savage with a pistol.

Aim low, Sandy, said Pringle, continuing to load.

Sandy obeyed and shot the Kafir dead, then, turning round, said anxiously  

Are ee stickit, sir?

Im not sure, Sandy, replied Pringle, putting his hand in at the waist of his trousers, theres blood, I see.

On examination it was found that the assagai had been arrested by the strong pouch and belt, and had only given him a trifling scratch, so that the gallant and amiable Mr Dods Pringle lived to fight in future Kafir wars. (See Note 1.)

In another place, near the Kat River, thirty men were attacked by a hundred and fifty Kafirs. The latter came on with fury, but five of the farmers brought down seven of the enemy at the first discharge, and thereafter poured into them so rapid and destructive a fire that they were seized with panic, and fled, leaving seventy-five of their number dead.

Instances of individual heroism might be endlessly multiplied, but we think this is enough to show the desperate nature of the struggle which had begun.

In the course of one fortnight the labours of fourteen years were annihilated. Forty-four persons were murdered, 369 dwellings consumed, 261 pillaged, and 172,000 head of live-stock carried off into Kafirland and irretrievably lost; and what aggravated the wickedness of the invasion was the fact that during a great part of the year the Governor had been engaged in special negotiations for a new  and to the Kafirs most advantageous  system of relations, with which all the chiefs except one had expressed themselves satisfied.

Writing on the condition of the country Colonel Smith said: Already are seven thousand persons dependent on Government for the necessaries of life. The land is filled with the lamentations of the widow and the fatherless. The indelible impressions already made upon myself by the horrors of an irruption of savages upon a scattered population, almost exclusively engaged in the peaceful occupations of husbandry, are such as to make me look on those I have witnessed in a service of thirty years, ten of which in the most eventful period of war, as trifles to what I have now witnessed, and compel me to bring under consideration, as forcibly as I am able, the heartrending position in which a very large portion of the inhabitants of this frontier are at present placed, as well as their intense anxiety respecting their future condition.

Sir Benjamin DUrban, arriving soon afterwards, constituted a Board of Relief to meet the necessities of the distressed; and relief committees were established in Capetown, Stellenbosch, Graaff-Reinet, and other principal towns, while subscriptions were collected in Mauritius, Saint Helena, and India.

Soon after the arrival of Colonel Smith, burgher forces were collected; troops arrived with the Governor on the scene of action, and the work of expelling the invader was begun in earnest. Skirmishes by small bodies of farmers and detachments of troops took place all over the land, in which the Dutch-African colonists and English settlers with their descendants vied with each other, and with the regulars, in heroic daring. Justice requires it to be added that they had a bold enemy to deal with, for the Kafirs were physically splendid men; full of courage and daring, although armed only with light spears.



Note 1. The author had the pleasure of spending a night last year (1876) under the hospitable roof of Mr Pringle, shortly before his death, and saw the identical assagai, which was bent by the force with which it had been hurled against him on that occasion.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Shows what befell a Trader and an Emigrant Band.

Stephen Orpin, with the goods of earth in his waggon and the treasures of heaven in his hand, chanced to be passing over a branch of the Amatola Mountains when the torch of war was kindled and sent its horrid glare along the frontier. Vague news of the outbreak had reached him, and he was hastening back to the village of Salem, in which was his bachelor home.

Stephen, we may remark in passing, was not a bachelor from choice. Twice had he essayed to win the affections of Jessie McTavish, and twice had he failed. Not being a man of extreme selfishness, he refused to die of a broken heart. He mourned indeed, deeply and silently, but he bowed his head, and continued, as far as in him lay, to fulfil the end for which he seemed to have been created. He travelled with goods far and wide throughout the eastern districts of the colony, became a walking newspaper to the farmers of the frontier, and a guide to the Better Land to whoever would grant him a hearing.

But Stephens mercantile course, like that of his affections, did not run smooth. At the present time it became even more rugged than the mountain road which almost dislocated his waggon and nearly maddened his Hottentot drivers, for, when involved in the intricacies of a pass, he was suddenly attacked by a band of wild Bushman marauders. The spot chanced to be so far advantageous that a high precipice at his back rendered it impossible to attack him except in front, where the ground was pretty open.

Orpin was by no means a milksop, and, although a Christian man, did not understand Christianity to teach the absolute giving up of all ones possessions to the first scoundrel who shall demand them. The moment, therefore, that the robbers showed themselves, he stopped the waggon at the foot of the precipice, drew his ever-ready double-barrelled large-bore gun from under the tilt, and ran out in front, calling on his men to support him. Kneeling down, he prepared to take a steady aim at the Bushman in advance, a wild-looking savage in a sheepskin kaross and armed with an assagai. The robbers were evidently aware of the nature of a gun, for they halted on seeing the decided action of the trader.

Come on! shouted Orpin to his men, looking back over his shoulder; but his men were nowhere to be seen: they had deserted him at the first sight of the robbers, and scrambled away into the jungle like monkeys.

To resist some dozens of savages single-handed Stephen knew would be useless, and to shed blood unnecessarily was against his principles. He therefore made up his mind at once how to act. Rising and turning round, he discharged his gun at the precipice, to prevent the Bushmen from accidentally doing mischief with it; then, sitting down on a piece of fallen rock, he quietly took out his pipe and began to light it.

This was not meant as a piece of bravado, but Stephen was eccentric, and it occurred to him that there was a touch of nature in a pipe which might possibly induce the Bushmen to be less rude to him personally than if he were to stand by and look aggrieved while his waggons were being pillaged.

In this conjecture he was right. The robbers rushed towards the waggon without doing him any harm. One of them, however, picked up the gun in passing. Then the leader seized the long whip and drove the waggon away, leaving its late owner to his meditations.

Stephen would have been more than human if he could have stood the loss of all his earthly goods with perfect equanimity. He groaned when the oxen began to move, and then, feeling a desperate desire to relieve his feelings, and a strong tendency to fight, he suddenly shut his eyes, and began to pray that the robbers might be forgiven, and himself enabled to bear his trials in a becoming manner. Opening his eyes again, he beheld a sturdy Bushman gazing at him in open-mouthed surprise, with an uplifted assagai in his hand. Stephen judged that this was the chief of the band, who had remained behind to kill him. At all events, when he ceased to pray, and opened his eyes, the Bushman shut his mouth, and poised his assagai in a threatening manner.

Unarmed as he was, Stephen knew that he was at the mans mercy. In this dilemma, and knowing nothing of the Bushman language, he put powerful constraint on himself, and looked placidly at his wallet, in which he searched earnestly for something, quite regardless, to all appearances, of the deadly spear, whose point was within ten feet of his breast.

The Bushmans curiosity was awakened. He waited until Stephen had drawn a lump of tobacco from his pouch  which latter he took care to turn inside out to show there was nothing else in it. Rising quietly, the trader advanced with a peaceful air, holding the tobacco out to the Bushman, who looked suspicious  and distrustfully shook his assagai; but Stephen took no heed. Stopping within a couple of yards of him, he held out the tobacco at the full length of his arm. The Bushman hesitated, but finally lowered his assegai and accepted the gift. Stephen immediately resumed his pipe, and smiled pleasantly at his foe.

The Bushman appeared to be unable to resist this. He grinned hideously; then, turning about, made off in the direction of his comrades as fast as his naked legs could carry him.

It was Booby, the follower of Ruyter the Hottentot, who had thus robbed the unfortunate trader, and, not two hours afterwards, Ruyter himself fell in with Stephen, wending his way slowly and sadly down the glen.

Desiring his men to proceed in advance, the robber chief asked Orpin to sit down on a fallen tree beside him, and relate what had happened. When he had done so, Ruyter shook his head and said in his broken English  

Yous bin my friend, Orpin, but I cannot help you dis time. Booby not under me now, an wes bof blong to Dragoeners band. Is sorry, but not can help you.

Never mind, Ruyter, I daresay youd help me if you could, said Stephen, with a sigh; then, with an earnest look in the Hottentots face, he continued, Im not, however, much distressed about the goods. The Lord who gave them has taken them away, and can give them back again if He has a mind to; but tell me, Ruyter, why will you not think of the things we once spoke of  that time when you were so roughly handled by Jan Smit  about your soul and the Saviour?

How you knows I not tink? demanded the Hottentot sharply.

Because any man can know a tree by its fruit, returned Orpin. If you had become a Christian, I should not now have found you the leader of a band of thieves.

No, I not a Christian, but I do tink, returned Ruyter, only I no can onderstan. De black heathen  so you calls him  live in de land. White Christian  so you calls him  come and take de land; make slabe ob black man, and kick im about like pair ob ole boots  I not onderstan nohow.

Come, I will try to make you understand, returned Orpin, pulling out the New Testament which he always carried in his pocket. Some white men who call themselves Christians are heathens, and some black men are Christians. We are all,  black and white,  born bad, and God has sent us a Saviour, and a message, so that all who will, black or white, may become good. Orpin here commenced to expound the Word, and to tell the story of the Cross, while the Hottentot listened with rapt attention, or asked questions which showed that he had indeed been thinking of these things since his last meeting with the trader, many years before. He was not very communicative, however, and when the two parted he declined to make any more satisfactory promise than that he would continue to tink.

Stephen Orpin spent the night alone in a tree, up which he had climbed to be more secure from wild beasts. Sitting there, he meditated much, and came to the conclusion that he ought in future to devote himself entirely to missionary labours. In pursuance of that idea, he made his way to one of the Wesleyan mission stations in Kafirland.

On the road thither he came to a Kafir kraal, where the men seemed to be engaged in the performance of a war-dance.

On being questioned by these Kafirs as to who he was, and where he came from, Orpin replied, in his best Kafir, that he was a trader and a missionary.

The chief looked surprised, but, on hearing the whole of Orpins story, a cunning look twinkled in his eyes, and he professed great friendship for the missionaries, stating at the same time that he was going to one of the Wesleyan stations, and would be glad to escort Orpin thither. Thereafter he gave orders that the white man should be taken to one of his huts and supplied with a basket of milk.

The white man gratefully acknowledged the kind offer, and, asking the name of the friendly chief, was informed that it was Hintza. Just then a court fool or jester stepped forward, and cried aloud his announcements of the events of the day, mixed with highly complimentary praises of his master. Stephen did not understand all he said, but he gathered thus much,  that the warriors had been out to battle and had returned victorious; that Hintza was the greatest man and most courageous warrior who had ever appeared among the Kafirs, to gladden their hearts and enrich their bands; and that there was great work yet for the warriors to do in the way of driving certain barbarians into the sea  to which desirable deed the heroic, the valiant, the wise, the unapproachable Hintza would lead them.

Orpin feared that he understood the meaning of the last words too well, but, being aware that Hintza was regarded by the colonists as one of the friendliest of the Kafir chiefs, he hoped that he might be mistaken.

Hintza was as good as his word, and set out next day with a band of warriors, giving the white man a good horse that he might ride beside him. On the way they came on a sight which filled Orpin with sadness and anxiety. It was the ruins of a village, which from the appearance of the remains had evidently been occupied in part by white men. He observed that a gleam of satisfaction lit up Hintzas swarthy visage for a moment as he passed the place.

Dismounting, the party proceeded to examine the ruins, but found nothing. The Kafirs were very taciturn, but the chief said, on being pressed, that he believed it had been a mission station which wicked men of other tribes had burned.

On the outbreak of this war some of the missionaries remained by their people, others were compelled to leave them.

The station just passed had been deserted. At the one to which Hintza was now leading Orpin the missionaries had remained at their post. There he found them still holding out, but in deep dejection, for nearly all their people had forsaken them, and gone to the war. Even while he was talking with them, crowds of the bloodstained savages were returning from the colony, laden with the spoils of the white man, and driving thousands of his sheep and cattle before them. In these circumstances, Stephen resolved to make the best of his way back to Salem. On telling this to Hintza, that chief from some cause that he could not understand, again offered to escort him. He would not accompany him personally, he said, but he would send with him a band of his warriors, and he trusted that on his arrival in the colony he would tell to the great white chief (the Governor) that he, Hintza, did not aid the other Kafir tribes in this war.

Stephens eyes were opened by the last speech, and from that moment he suspected Hintza of treachery.

He had no choice, however, but to accept the escort. On the very day after they had started, they came to a spot where a terrible fight had obviously taken place. The ground was strewn with the mangled corpses of a party of white men, while the remains of waggons and other signs showed that they had formed one of the bands of Dutch emigrants which had already begun to quit the colony. The savages made ineffectual attempts to conceal their delight at what they saw, and Orpin now felt that he was in the power of enemies who merely spared his life in the hope that he might afterwards be useful to them.

The band which escorted him consisted of several hundred warriors, a few of whom were mounted on splendid horses stolen from the settlers. He himself was also mounted on a good steed, but felt that it would be madness to attempt to fly from them. On the second day they were joined  whether by arrangement or not Orpin had no means of judging  by a band of over a thousand warriors belonging to a different tribe from his escort. As the trader rode along in a dejected state of mind, one of the advance-guard or scouts came back with excited looks, saying that a large band of Dutch farmers was encamped down in a hollow just beyond the rise in front of them. The chief of the Kafirs ordered the scout sternly to be silent, at the same time glancing at Orpin. Then he whispered to two men, who quietly took their assagais and stationed themselves one on either side of their white prisoner  for such he really was.

Orpin now felt certain that the group of principal men who drew together a little apart were concerting the best mode of attacking the emigrant farmers, and his heart burned within him as he thought of them resting there in fancied security, while these black scoundrels were plotting their destruction. But what could he do  alone and totally unarmed? He thought of making a dash and giving the alarm, but the watchful savages at his side seemed to divine his intentions, for they grasped their assagais with significant action.

A desperate disease, thought Orpin, requires a desperate remedy. I will try it, and may succeed  God helping me. A thought occurred just then. Disengaging his right foot from the stirrup, he made as if he were shortening it a little, but instead, he detached it from the saddle, and taking one turn of the leather round his hand, leaped his horse at the savage nearest him and struck him full on the forehead with the stirrup-iron. Dashing on at full speed, he bent low, and, as he had hoped, the spear of the other savage whizzed close over his back. The act was so sudden that he had almost gained the ridge before the other mounted Kafirs could pursue. He heard a loud voice, however, command them to stop, and, looking back, saw that only one Kafir  the leader  gave chase, but that leader was a powerful man, armed, and on a fleeter horse than his own. A glance showed him the camp of the emigrant farmers in a hollow about a mile or so distant. He made straight for it. The action of the next few seconds was short, sharp, and decisive.

The Dutchmen, having had a previous alarm from a small Kafir band, were prepared. They had drawn their waggons into a compact circle, closing the apertures between and beneath them with thorn-bushes, which they lashed firmly with leather thongs to the wheels and dissel-booms or waggon-poles. Within this circle was a smaller one for the protection of the women and children.

Great was the surprise of the farmers when they heard a loud shout, and beheld a white man flying for his life from a solitary savage. With the promptitude of men born and bred in the midst of alarms, they seized their guns and issued from their fortified enclosure to the rescue, but the Kafir was already close to Orpin, and in the act of raising his assagai to stab him.

Seeing the urgency of the case, Conrad Marais, who was considered a pretty good shot among his fellows, took steady aim, and, at the risk of hitting the white man, fired. The right arm of the savage dropped by his side and the assagai fell to the ground, but, plucking another from his bundle with his left hand, he made a furious thrust. Stephen Orpin, swaying aside, was only grazed by it. At the same time he whirled the stirrup once round his head, and, bringing the iron down with tremendous force on the skull of his pursuer, hurled him to the ground.

Stephen Orpin! exclaimed Conrad Marais in amazement, as the trader galloped up.

Youve got more pluck than I gave you credit for, growled Jan Smit.

Youll need all your own pluck presently, retorted Orpin, who thereupon told them that hundreds of Kafirs were on the other side of the ridge, and would be down on them in a few minutes. Indeed, he had not finished speaking when the ridge in question was crossed by the black host, who came yelling on to the attack,  the few mounted men leading.

Come, boys, lets meet them as far as possible from the waggons, cried Conrad.

The whole band of farmers, each mounted and carrying his gun, dashed forward. When quite close to the foe they halted, and, every man dismounting, knelt and fired. Nearly all the horsemen among the enemy fell to the ground at the discharge, and the riderless steeds galloped over the plain, while numbers of the footmen were also killed and wounded. But most of those savages belonged to a fierce and warlike tribe. Though checked for a moment, they soon returned to the attack more furiously than before. The Dutch farmers, remounting, galloped back a short distance, loading as they went; halting again, they dismounted and fired as before, with deadly effect.

There is no question that the white men, if sufficiently supplied with ammunition, could have thus easily overcome any number of the savages, but the waggons stopped them. On reaching these, they were obliged to stand at bay, and, being greatly outnumbered, took shelter inside of their enclosure. Of course their flocks and herds, being most of them outside, were at once driven away by a small party of the assailants, while the larger proportion, with savage yells and war-cries, made a furious attack on their position.

Closing round the circle, they endeavoured again and again to break through the line or to clamber over the waggon-tilts, and never did savage warriors earn a better title to the name of braves than on that occasion. Even the bristling four and six-inch thorns of the mimosa-bushes would not have been able to turn back their impetuous onset if behind these the stout Dutchmen, fighting for wives and children, had not stood manfully loading and firing volleys of slugs and buckshot at arms-length from them. The crowded ranks of the Kafirs were ploughed as if by cannon, while hundreds of assagais were hurled into the enclosure, but happily with little effect, though a few of the defenders  exposing themselves recklessly  were wounded.

While Conrad Marais was standing close to the hind-wheels of one of the waggons, watching for a good shot at a Kafir outside, who was dodging about for the double purpose of baulking Conrads intention and thrusting an assagai into him, another active Kafir had clambered unobserved on the tilt of the waggon and was in the very act of leaning over to thrust his spear into the back of the Dutchmans neck when he was observed by Stephen Orpin, who chanced to be reloading his gun at the moment.

With a loud roar, very unlike his usual gentle tones, Orpin sprang forward, seized a thick piece of wood like a four-foot rolling-pin, and therewith felled the savage, who tumbled headlong into the enclosure.

Oh, father! exclaimed a terrified voice at that moment, while a light touch was laid on Conrads shoulder.

What brings you here, Bertha? said Conrad, with an impatient gesture. Dont you know

Come, quick, to mother! cried the girl, interrupting.

No more was needed. In a moment Conrad was in the central enclosure, where, crowded under a rude erection of planks and boxes, were the women and children. An assagai had penetrated an unguarded crevice, and, passing under the arm of poor Mrs Marais, had pinned her to the family trunk, against which she leaned.

Bertha could not pull it out, said Mrs Marais, with a faint smile on her pale face, but I dont think Im much hurt.

In a moment her husband had pulled out the spear, found that it had penetrated her clothing, and only grazed her breast, took time merely to make sure of this, and then, leaving her in Berthas hands, returned to the scene of combat.

He was not an instant too soon. A yell was uttered by the savages as they rushed at a weak point, where the thorn-bush defences had been broken down. The point appeared to be undefended. They were about to leap through in a dense mass when ten Dutchmen, who had reserved their fire, discharged a volley simultaneously into the midst of them. It was a ruse of the defenders to draw the savages to that point. Whilst the Kafirs tumbled back over heaps of dead and dying, several other farmers thrust masses of impenetrable mimosa bush into the gap and refilled it. This discomfiture checked the assailants for a little; they drew off and retired behind the ridge to concert plans for a renewed and more systematic attack.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Treats of Various Strange Incidents, some Interesting Matters, and a Rescue.

While the emigrant farmers were thus gallantly defending themselves, the party under Hans Marais and Charlie Considine was hastening on their spoor to the rescue.

Their numbers had been increased by several volunteers, among whom were George Dally and Scholtz, also David, Jacob, and Hendrik, the sons of Jan Smit, who had made up their minds not to follow the fortunes of their savage-tempered sire, but who were at once ready to fly to his rescue on learning that he was in danger. While passing through the country they were further reinforced by a band of stout burghers, and by four brothers named Bowker. There were originally seven brothers of this family, who afterwards played a prominent part in the affairs of the colony. One of these Bowkers was noted for wearing a very tall white hat, in which, being of a literary turn of mind, he delighted to carry old letters and newspapers. From this circumstance his hat became known as the post-office.

Although small, this was about as heroic a band of warriors as ever took the field  nearly every man being strong, active, a dead shot well trained to fight with wild beasts, and acquainted with the tactics of wilder men.

Proceeding by forced marches, they soon drew near to that part of the country where the beleaguered farmers lay.

One evening, having encamped a little earlier than usual, owing to the circumstance of their having reached a fountain of clear good water, some of the more energetic among them went off to search for game. Among these were the brothers Bowker.

Theres very likely a buffalo or something in that bush over there, said Septimus Bowker, who was the owner of the post-office hat. Come, Mr Considine, you wanted to  Wheres Considine?

Every one looked round, but Considine and Hans were not there. One of the Skyds, however, remembered that they had fallen behind half an hour before, with the intention of procuring something fresh for supper.

Well, we must go without him. He wanted to shoot a buffalo. Will no one else go?

No one else felt inclined to go except Junkie Brook, so he and the four Bowkers went off, Septimus pressing the post-office tightly on his brows as they galloped away.

They had not far to go, game of all kinds being abundant in that region, but instead of finding a buffalo or gnu, they discovered a lioness in a bed of rushes. The party had several dogs with them, and these went yelping into the rushes, while the brothers stationed themselves on a mound, standing in a row, one behind another.

The brother with the tall white hat stood in front. Being the eldest, he claimed the post of honour. They were all fearless men and crack shots. Junkie was ordered to stand back, and complied with a bad grace, being an ardent sportsman.

Look out! exclaimed the brother in front to the brothers in rear.

Ready! was the quiet response.

Next moment out came the lioness with a savage growl, and went straight at Septimus, who cocked his gun as coolly as if he were about to slay a sparrow.

While the enraged animal was in the act of bounding, Septimus fired straight down its throat and suddenly stooped. By so doing he saved his head. Perhaps we should say the tall white hat saved it, for the crushing slap which the lioness meant to give him on the side of the head took effect on the post-office, and scattered its contents far and wide. Spurning Septimus on the shoulders with her hind-legs as she flew past, the lioness made at the brothers. Firm as the Horatii stood the other three. Deliberate and cool was their action as they took aim. Junkie followed suit, and the whole fired a volley, which laid the lioness dead at their feet.

Gathering himself up, Septimus looked with some concern at the white hat before putting it on. Remarking that it was tough, he proceeded to pick up its literary contents, while his brothers skinned the lioness. Shortly afterwards they all returned to camp.

Passing that way an hour or so later, Hans Marais and Charlie Considine came upon the spoor of the lioness.

I say, Charlie, called out Hans, there must be a lion in the vley there. Ive got the spoor. Come here.

Its not in the vley now, replied Charlie; come here yourself; Ive found blood, and, hallo! heres a newspaper! Why, it must be a literary lion! Look, Hans, can you make out the name?  Howker, Dowker, or something o that sort. Do lions ever go by that name?

Bowker, exclaimed Hans, with a laugh. Ah! my boy, theres no lion in the vley if the Bowkers have been here; and see, its all plain as a pikestaff. They shot it here and skinned it there, and have dragged the carcass towards that bush; yes, here it is  a lioness. Theyre back to camp by this time. Come, lets follow them.

As they rode along, Hans, who had been glancing at the newspaper, turned suddenly to his companion.

I say, Charlie, heres a strange coincidence. Its not every day that a man finds a Times newspaper in the wilds of Southern Africa with a message in it to himself.

What do you mean, Hans?

Tell me, Charlie, about that uncle of whom you once spoke to me  long ago  in rather disrespectful tones, if not terms. Was he rich?

I believe so, but was never quite certain as to that.

Did he like you?

I rather think not.

Had you a male cousin or relative of the same name with yourself whom he did like?

Then allow me to congratulate you on your good fortune, and read that, said Hans, giving him the newspaper.

Charlie read.

If this should meet the eye of Charles Considine, formerly of Golden Square, Hotchester, he is requested to return without delay to England, or to communicate with Aggard, Ale, and Ixley, Solicitors, 23a Fitzbustaway Square, London.

Most amazing! exclaimed Considine, after a pause, and there can be no doubt it refers to me, for these were my uncles solicitors  most agreeable men  who gave me the needful to fit me out, and it was their chief clerk  a Roman-nosed jovial sort of fellow, named Rundle something or other  who accompanied me to the ship when I left, and wished me a pleasant voyage, with a tear, or a drop of rain, Im not sure which, rolling down his Roman nose. Well, but, as I said before, isnt it an astonishing coincidence?

It wasnt you who said that before, it was I, returned Hans, but we must make allowance for your state of mind. And now, as were nearing the camp, what is it to be  silence?

Silence, of course, said Charlie. Theres no fear of Bowker reading the advertisements through, he has far too much literary taste for that, and even if he did, hes not likely to stumble on this one. So lets be silent.

There was anything but silence in the camp, however, when the friends reached it and reported their want of luck; for the warriors were then in the first fervour of appealing their powerful appetites.

Next morning they started at sunrise.

Early in the day they came on the mangled remains of the emigrant farmers before referred to. At first it was supposed this must be the remnant of the band they were in search of, but a very brief examination convinced them, experienced as they were in men and signs, that it was another band. Soon after, they came in sight of the party for which they were searching, just as the Kafirs were making a renewed attack. Already a few volleys had been fired by the Dutchmen, the smoke of which hung like a white shroud over the camp, and swarms of savages were yelling round it.

The cattle and flocks have been swept away, growled Frank Dobson.

But the women and children must be safe as yet, said Considine, with a sigh of relief.

Now, boys, cried Hans, who had been elected captain, we must act together. When I give the word, halt and fire like one man, and then charge where I lead you. Dont scatter. Dont give way to impetuous feelings. Be under command, if you would save our friends.

He spoke with quick, abrupt vigour, and waited for no reply or remark, but, putting himself where he fancied a leader should be, in front of the centre of his little line, set off in the direction of the emigrants camp at a smart gallop. As the horsemen drew near they increased their pace, and then a yell from the savages, and a cheer from their friends, told that they had been observed by the combatants on both sides. The Kafirs were seen running back to the ridge on the other side of the camp, and assembling themselves hurriedly in a dense mass.

On swept the line of stalwart burghers, over the plain and down into the hollow in dead silence. The force of their leaders character seemed to have infused military discipline into them. Most of them kept boot to boot like dragoons. Even Dally and Scholtz kept well in line, and none lagged or shot ahead. As they passed close to the camp without drawing rein, the Dutchmen gave them an enthusiastic cheer, but no reply was made, save by Junkie, who could not repress a cry of fierce delight. Down deeper into the hollow they went, and up the opposite slope,  the thunder of their tread alone breaking the stillness.

Halt! cried the leader in a deep loud voice.

They drew up together almost as well as they had run. Next moment every man was on the ground and down on one knee; then followed the roar of their pieces, and a yell of wild fury told that none had missed his mark. Before the smoke had risen a yard they were again in the saddle. No further order was given. Hans charged; the rest followed like a wall at racing speed, with guns and bridles grasped in their left hands and sabres drawn in their right.

The savages did not await the onset. They turned, scattered, and fled. Many were overtaken and cut down. The Dutchmen sallied from the camp and joined in the pursuit. The Kafirs were routed completely, and all the cattle and flocks were recovered.

That same day there was a hot discussion over the camp-fires as to whether the emigrant farmers should return at once to the colony or wait until they should gather together some of the other parties of emigrants which were known to have crossed the frontier. At last it was resolved to adopt the latter course, but the wives and families were to be sent back to Fort Wilshire under the escort of their deliverers, there to remain till better times should dawn.

Charlie, said Conrad Marais, as he walked up and down with his friend, I must stick by my party, but I can trust you and Hans. Youll be careful of the women and little ones.

You may depend on us, replied Considine, with emphasis.

And you neednt be afraid to speak to Bertha by the way, said Conrad, with a peculiar side glance.

Charlie looked up quickly with a flush.

Do you mean, sir, that  that

Of course I do, cried the stout farmer, grasping his friend by the hand; I forgive your being an Englishman, Charlie, and as I cant make you a Dutchman, the next best I can do for you is to give you a Dutch wife, who is in my opinion better and prettier than any English girl that ever lived.

Hold! cried Considine, returning the grasp, I will not join you in making invidious comparisons between Dutch and English; but Ill go farther than you, and say that Bertha is in my opinion the best and prettiest girl in the whole world.

Thatll do, lad, thatll do. So, now, well go see what the Totties have managed to toss us up for breakfast.

Before the sun set that night the emigrant farmers, united with another large band, were entrenched in a temporary stronghold, and the women and children, with the rescue party  strengthened by a company of hunters and traders who had been in the interior when the war broke out, were far on their way back to Fort Wilshire.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Relates Incidents of the War and a Great Deliverance.

On reaching the frontier fort it was found to be in a state of excitement bustle, and preparation.

News had just been received that the treacherous chief Hintza, although professedly at peace with the colony, was secretly in league with the invading chiefs, and the Governor was convinced of the necessity of taking vigorous measures against him. The savages, flushed with success, and retiring for a time to their own land with the cattle they had carried off, found in Hintza one ready to aid them in every way. It transpired that he had not only allowed the stolen cattle to be secreted in his territory, but many of his own people were out with the confederate chiefs fighting against the colonists, while traders under his protection had by his orders been seized and plundered. A message had therefore been sent to Hintza requiring him at once and decidedly to declare his intentions. To this, instead of a reply, the savage chief sent one of his braves, whose speech and conduct showed that his wily master only wished to gain time by trifling diplomacy. The brave was therefore sent back with another message, to the effect that if he, Hintza, should afford any of the other chiefs shelter or protection, and did not restore the booty concealed in his territory, he would be treated as an enemy. It was also proposed that himself should come and have an interview with the Governor, but this invitation he declined. Sir Benjamin DUrban, therefore, resolved to menace the truculent chief in his own dominions, and when Hans Marais with his band entered the square of the little fort, he found the troops on the point of setting out.

The force consisted of a body of regulars and a burgher band collected from all parts of the colony. Among them were hardy Englishmen from the Zuurveld, tough with the training of fourteen years in the wilderness, and massive Dutchmen from the karroo, splendid horsemen and deadly shots.

While the bustle was at its height a party of horsemen galloped up to the gate, headed by a giant. It turned out to be a contingent from Glen Lynden, under Groot Willem of Baviaans River, with Andrew Rivers, Jerry Goldboy, and several of the Dutch farmers of the Tarka in his train.

Ho! here you are, cried Groot Willem in his hearty bass roar, as he leaped to the ground and seized Hans Marais by the hand. All well at Eden  eh?

Burnt out, said Hans quietly.

The giant looked aghast for a moment. Then his friend ran hurriedly over the main points of his story. But there was no time for talk. While salutations were being exchanged by the members of the various parties thus assembled, Sir Benjamin appeared, mounted his horse, gave orders to several of his officers, and spoke a few words to Groot Willem and Hans. In a few minutes the troops were marched out of the fort, and next day reached the right bank of the Kei River.

This was the western boundary of Hintzas particular territory. On arriving, the Governor issued general orders to the effect that Hintza was not to be treated as an enemy. No kraals were to be burnt, no gardens or fields pillaged, and no natives meddled with, unless hostilities were first begun by them, and that no act of violence should be committed until due notice of the commencement of hostilities had been given. You see, said Sir Benjamin in a private conversation with one of his staff, I am resolved to take every possible precaution to avoid giving cause of complaint to the great chief, and to endeavour by mild forbearance to maintain peace. At the same time, it is essential that I should act with vigour because undue forbearance is always misinterpreted by savages to mean cowardice, and only precipitates the evils we seek to avoid.

On arriving at a spot where a trader named Purcell had been plundered and murdered, the troops were met by several councillors from Hintza and from the chief Booko, who were still a days journey distant. To these the Governor said:  

Go, tell the Great Chief that I request an interview with himself, because I desire that peace should be between us, and that justice should be done. I will not cease to advance until such interview is obtained, and it will depend on his own conduct whether Hintza is treated by the British Government as a friend or a foe.

But the Great Chief was doggedly bent on meeting his fate. He returned no answer to the message, and the troops moved on. Arriving at the mission station of Butterworth, they found it destroyed, and here they were met by a large body of Fingoes  native slaves  who eagerly offered their services to fight against their cruel masters the Kafirs. These Fingoes  destined in after years to make a deep impression on the colony  were the remains of eight powerful nations, who, broken up and scattered by the ferocious Chaka and his Zulu hordes, had taken refuge with Hintza, by whom they were enslaved and treated in the most brutal manner. He gave them generally the name of Fingo, which means dog. Their eager offer to serve under the British Chief was therefore most natural, but Sir Benjamin declined their services at the time, as war had not yet been declared.

Soon after, a detachment of thirty men was sent back to the colony with despatches, in charge of an ensign named Armstrong, who was waylaid and murdered by some of Hintzas Kafirs. The Governor, finding that his overtures were treated with studied neglect, and that hostilities were thus begun, called to him a Kafir councillor and warrior, and said  

Your master has treated all my messages with contempt. He is in secret alliance with the chiefs who have invaded our colony. He has received and concealed cattle stolen from the white men. A British trader has been deliberately murdered in his territory, near his own residence, and under his protection, and no steps have been taken to punish the murderers. Violence and outrage have been committed by him on British traders, and missionaries living under his safeguard have been forced to flee to the Tambookie chief to save their lives. I will no longer treat with him. Since Hintza is resolved on war, he shall have it. I will now take the Fingoes under my special protection, make them subjects of the king of England, and severely punish any who commit violence upon them. I will also carry off all the cattle I can find.  Go, tell your master his blood shall be on his own head.

This message, which was followed up by prompt action, the capture of considerable numbers of cattle, and a successful attack on one of his principal kraals, brought the great chief to his senses  apparently, but not really, as the sequel will show. He sent in four messengers with proposals, but the Governor refused to treat with any one except Hintza himself. Terrified at last into submission, he entered the camp with a retinue of fifty followers, and was courteously received by the commander-in-chief.

During the course of these proceedings detached parties were frequently sent hither and thither to surprise a kraal or to capture cattle, and the two parties under Groot Willem and Hans Marais, having arrived at Fort Wilshire at the same time, were allowed to act pretty much in concert.

One night they found themselves encamped in a dark mountain gorge during a thunderstorm.

Well, well, said Jerry Goldboy to Junkie, who with Scholtz had taken refuge under the very imperfect shelter of a bush, its orrible ard work this campaigning; specially in bad weather, with the point of ones nose amost cut off.

Jerry referred to a wound which an assagai aimed at his heart had that day inflicted on his nose. The wound was not severe, but it was painful, and the sticking-plaster which held the point of his unfortunate member in its place gave his countenance an unusually comical appearance.

Is it very zore, boy? asked Scholtz.

Zore! I wish you ad it, an you wouldnt ave to ask, returned Jerry.

How did you come by it? asked Junkie, looking grave with difficulty.

Well, it aint easy to say exactly. You see it was getting dark at the time, and I was doin my best to drive a thief of a hox down a place in the kloof where it had to stand upright, amost, on its front-legs, with its tail whirlin in the hair. An I adnt much time to waste neither, for I knew there was Kafirs all about, an the troops was gettin aead of me, an my oss was tied to a yellow-wood tree at the foot o the kloof, an I began to feel sort o skeery with the gloomy thickets all around, an rugged precipices lookin as if theyd tumble on me, an the great mountains goin up to eaven  oh! I can tell you it was  it was

In short, the most horrible sight you ever saw, said Junkie, drawing his blanket tighter round his shoulders, and crouching nearer to the bulky form of Scholtz for protection from the wind which was rising.

Yes, Junkie, it was  the most orrible sight I ever saw, for wild savageness, so I drew my sword and gave the hox a prog that sent im ead over eels down the kloof were e broke is back. Just at that werry moment  would you mind takin your toe out o my neck, Junkie? it aint comfortable: thank you.  Well, as I was sayin, at that very moment I spied a black fellow stealin away in the direction of my oss. He saw me too, but thought I didnt see im. Up I jumps, an run for the oss. Up e jumps an run likewise. But I was nearer than im, an a deal faster  though I dont mean to boast

An a deal frighteneder, suggested Junkie.

Praps, owever I got to the oss first. I didnt take time to mount, but went leap-frog over is tail slap into the saddle, which gave the hold oss such a skeer that e bolted! The Kafir e gave a yell an sent is assagai after me, an by bad luck I looks round just as it went past an all but took off the point of my nose. Wasnt it unlucky?

Unlucky! you ungrateful man, growled Scholtz. You should be ver glad de assagai did not stick you in de neck like von zow.  Is zat rain vich I feels in ze back of mine head?

Like enough. Theres plenty of it, anyhow, said Junkie, trying to peer through the gloom in the direction of the tents occupied by a small body of regular troops which accompanied them.

As he did so a sudden squall struck the tents, levelling two with the ground, and entirely whisking off one, which, after making a wild circle in the air, was launched over a precipice into thick darkness, and never more seen!

Lying under another bush, not far distant, Considine and Hans lay crouched together for the purpose at once of keeping each other warm and presenting the smallest possible amount of surface to the weather. They did not sleep at first, and being within earshot of the bush under which the brothers Skyd had sheltered themselves, found sufficient entertainment in listening to their conversation.

We scarce counted on this sort of thing, said John Skyd, when, fifteen years ago, we left the shores of old England for Africs southern wilds.

Thats true, Jack, was Bob Skyds reply, and I sometimes think it would have been better if we had remained at home.

Craven heart! what do you mean? demanded James.

Ay, what do you mean? repeated Dobson; will nothing convince you? It is true we made a poor job of the farming, owing to our ignorance, but since we took to merchandise have we not made a good thing of it  aint it improving every day, and wont we rise to the very pinnacle of prosperity when this miserable war is over.

Supposing that we are not killed in the mean-time, said Stephen Orpin, who formed one of the group.

That is a mere truism, and quite irrelevant, retorted Dobson.

Talking of irrelevant matters, does any one know why Sandy Black and McTavish did not come with Groot Willem? asked Orpin.

To this John Skyd replied that he had heard some one say a party of the Glen Lynden men had gone off to root out a nest of freebooters under that scoundrel Ruyter, who, taking advantage of the times, had become more ferocious and daring than ever.

Yet some say, observed Dobson, that the Hottentot robber is becoming religious or craven-hearted, I dont know which.

Perhaps broken-hearted, suggested Orpin.

Perhaps. Anyhow it is said his followers are dissatisfied with him for some reason or other. He does not lead them so well as he was wont to.

While the white men were thus variously engaged in jesting over their discomforts, or holding more serious converse, their sable enemies were preparing for them a warm reception in the neighbouring pass. But both parties were checked and startled by the storm which presently burst over them. At first the thunder-claps were distant, but by degrees they came nearer, and burst with deafening crash, seemingly close overhead, while lightning ran along the earth like momentary rivulets of fire. At the same time the windows of heaven were opened, and rain fell in waterspouts, drenching every one to the skin.

The storm passed as suddenly as it came, and at daybreak was entirely gone, leaving a calm clear sky.

Sleepy, wet, covered with mud, and utterly miserable, the party turned out of their comfortless bivouac, and, after a hasty meal of cold provisions, resumed their march up the kloof.

At the narrowest part of it, some of the troops were sent in advance as skirmishers, and the ambush was discovered. Even then they were in an awkward position, and there can be no question that if the natives had been possessed of fire-arms they would have been cut off to a man. As it was, the savages came at them with dauntless courage, throwing their assagais when near enough, and hurling stones down from the almost perpendicular cliffs on either side. But nothing could resist the steady fire of men who were, most of them, expert shots. Few of the white men were wounded, but heaps of the Kafirs lay dead on each other ere they gave way and retreated before a dashing charge with the bayonet.

Oh! it was a sad sight,  sad to see men in the vigorous health of early youth and the strong powers of manhoods prime cast lifeless on the ground and left to rot there for the mistaken idea on the Kafirs part that white men were their natural enemies, when, in truth, they brought to their land the comforts of civilised life; sad to think that they had died for the mistaken notion that their country was being taken from them, when in truth they had much more country than they knew what to do with  more than was sufficient to support themselves and all the white men who have ever gone there, and all that are likely to go for many years to come; sad to think of the stern necessity that compelled the white men to lay them low; sadder still to think of the wives and mothers, sisters and little ones, who were left to wail unavailingly for fathers and brothers lost to them for ever; and saddest of all to remember that it is not merely the naked savage in his untutored ignorance, but the civilised white man in his learned wisdom, who indulges in this silly, costly, murderous, brutal, and accursed game of war!

Returning from the fight next day with a large herd of captured cattle, the contingent found that Hintza had agreed unconditionally to all the proposals made to him by the Governor; among others that he should restore to the colonists 50,000 head of cattle and 1000 horses,  one half to be given up at once, the remainder in the course of a year.

The deceitful chief was thus ready in his acquiescence, simply because he had no intention whatever of fulfilling his engagements. To blind his white enemies the more effectually, he himself offered to remain in the camp as a hostage, with his followers. Two other chiefs, Kreli and Booko, also joined him. This seemingly gracious conduct won for Hintza so much confidence that orders were immediately given to evacuate his territory. He became the guest of Colonel Smith, and the Governor presented him with numerous conciliatory gifts. Thereafter the camp was broken up and the Governor took his departure.

No sooner was his back turned than Hintzas people commenced a general massacre of the Fingoes. About thirty were murdered in cold blood near to Colonel Somersets camp.

Full of indignation, when he heard this, the Governor summoned Hintza to his presence and related what had occurred.

Well, and what then? was the Kafirs cool reply, are they not my dogs?

Sir Benjamin met this by giving orders that Hintza and all the people with him should be put under guard, and held as hostages for the safety of the Fingoes. He instantly despatched messengers to stop the carnage, and said that if it continued after three hours he would shoot two of Hintzas suite for every Fingo killed. He added, moreover, that if he found there was any subterfuge in the message they sent  as he had discovered to have been the case in former messages  he would hang Hintza, Kreli, and Booko on the tree under which they were sitting.

In less than ten minutes the messengers of the chiefs were scampering off at full speed in different directions with orders! So potent was the power of this vigorous treatment that within the short time specified the massacre was stopped.

But the Governor knew well the character of the men with whom he had to deal. To have left the Fingoes in their hands after this would have been tantamount to condemning them to suffer the revengeful wrath of their cruel masters, who would no doubt have resumed the massacre the instant the troops were withdrawn. Sir Benjamin therefore collected them together, along with the few missionaries and other British subjects who had found temporary refuge at the station of Clarkeburg. He placed them under the care of the Reverend Mr Ayliffe, for whom the Fingoes expressed sincere regard, and transported the whole body in safety across the Kei.

An amazing sight, observed Charlie Considine to a knot of his comrades, as they reined up on the top of a knoll, and watched the long line of Fingoes defiling before him like an antediluvian black snake trailing its sinuous course over the land, with a little knot of red-coats in front, looking like its fiery head, and sundry groups of burghers, and other troops, here and there along its body, like parti-coloured legs and claws. The length of this mighty snake may be estimated when it is said that of the Fingo nation not fewer than 2000 men, 5600 women, and 9200 children, with 22,000 cattle, were led across the Kei into the colony at that time.

The whole scene, with its multitudinous details, was a commingling of the ludicrous, the touching, and the sublime. It was mirth-provoking to observe the wild energy of the coal-black men, as they sprang from side to side, with shield and assagai, driving in refractory cattle; the curious nature of the bundles borne by many of the women; the frolicking of the larger children and the tottering of the smaller ones, whose little black legs seemed quite unequal to the support of their rotund bodies. It was touching to see, here and there, a stalwart man pick up a tired goat and lay it on his shoulders, or relieve a weary woman of her burden  or catch up a stumbling little one that had lost its mother, and carry it along in his arms. And it was a sublime thought that this great army was being led, like the Israelites of old, out of worse than Egyptian bondage, into a Christian colony, as the adopted sons and daughters of a civilised Government.

It was, in one sense, a nation born in a day, for the Fingoes were destined, in after years, to become the faithful allies of their white deliverers, and the creators of much additional wealth in the colony,  a raw native material which at that time gladdened, and still rejoices, the hearts of those missionaries who look to the Fingoes with reasonable hope, as likely to become, in time, the bearers of the Gospel to their kindred in the wilds of Central Africa.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Fate of the Paramount Chief of Kafirland.

Meanwhile Hintza, not having shown sufficient readiness and alacrity in redeeming his promises, was held as a hostage in the hands of the white man. He was, however, treated with the utmost consideration, and when he proposed to accompany a division of the troops, in order to exercise to the utmost his personal influence in recovering from his people the cattle and horses due, and to apprehend the murderers, according to treaty, he was allowed to do so, not only quite free in person, but even with his weapons in his hands.

Colonel Smith, however, who commanded the force, distinctly told the chief through an interpreter, that if he attempted to escape he would instantly be shot.

The force consisted of detachments of the Cape Mounted Rifles, the 72nd regiment, and the corps of Guides  350 men in all.

Towards the afternoon of the day on which they marched, a circumstance occurred which justified Colonel Smiths suspicions as to Hintzas sincerity. They had reached a streamlet and encamped, when one of the guides reported to him that two Kafirs, with five head of cattle, were near the camp, and that Hintza, on the plea that they would be afraid to approach, had sent one of his people to bring them in.

On being questioned, the chief declined to give any explanation on the subject, and the Kafirs not only did not come in, as they were ordered, but made off, and carried the horse of Hintzas messenger along with them! The suspicion excited by this circumstance was increased by the evasive answers given to the Colonels repeated inquiries as to the point on which Hintza wished the troops to march.

We are going right, was the only answer that could be elicited from the taciturn savage.

After crossing the range of the Guadan Hills, the troops bivouacked on the Guanga, and here Hintza became more communicative, said that he wished them to march towards the mouth of the Bashee, by a route which he would point out, and that they must move at midnight. This was done, and they continued to move forward till eight oclock in the morning, observing as they went the spoor of numerous herds of cattle that had been driven in that direction quite recently.

The men, being tired, were then halted for refreshment.

At this point Hintza became particularly uneasy at the vigilance with which he was watched.

What have the cattle done, he said testily, that you should want them? and why should my subjects be deprived of them?

Why do you ask such questions, Hintza? replied Colonel Smith; you know well the many outrages committed on the colonists by your people, and the thousands of cattle that have been stolen. It is in redress of these wrongs that we demand them.

The chief looked stern, but made no rejoinder. He appeared to recover himself, however, after breakfast, and was in high spirits while on the march. He rode a remarkably strong horse that day, which he appeared very anxious to spare from fatigue  dismounting and leading him up every ascent.

As the party advanced, the tracks of numerous cattle were still found leading onward, but the animals themselves were nowhere to be seen.

You see, remarked the chief, with a touch of sarcasm in his tone as he rode beside the Colonel, you see how my subjects treat me: they drive their cattle from me in spite of me.

I do not want your subjects cattle, Hintza, was the Colonels pointed reply; I want, and will have, the colonial cattle which they have stolen.

Then, returned the chief, allow me to send forward my councillor Umtini to tell my people I am here, that they must not drive away their cattle, and that the cattle of your nation will be alone selected.

Although it was quite evident that the chief meditated mischief it was thought best to agree to this proposal. Accordingly, the councillor, after being enjoined to return that night, which he promised to do, mounted and left the camp at full speed, accompanied by an attendant.

There was ground for uneasiness and much caution in all this, for those who knew Hintza best were wont to say that he possessed in a high degree all the vices of the savage  ingratitude, avarice, cunning, and cruelty, and his treatment of the traders and missionaries under his protection, as well as his secret encouragement of the border chiefs, fully bore out their opinion.

Now! exclaimed the chief in high spirits when Umtini had left, you need not go on to the Bashee, you will have more cattle than you can drive on the Xabecca.

The path the troops were passing was a mere cattle-track leading up hill, from the bed of the Xabecca river, among tangled brushwood, and occasionally passing through a cleft in the rocks. Colonel Smith was the only member of the party who rode up the hill; Hintza and the others led their homes. On drawing near to the summit, the chief and his attendants mounted and rode silently but quickly past the Colonel into the bushes.

One of the guides observing the action called to the Colonel, who immediately shouted, Hintza, stop!

The savage had no intention of stopping, but, finding himself entangled in the thicket, was compelled to return to the track. He did so with such coolness and with such an ingenuous smile, that the Colonel, who had drawn a pistol, felt half ashamed of his suspicions, and allowed the chief to ride forward as before.

At the top of the steep ascent the country was quite open. The Xabecca river was seen in front with a few Kafir huts on its banks. Here the chief set off at full speed in the direction of the huts.

Colonel Smith and three of the guides pursued. The latter were quickly left behind, but the Colonel, being well mounted, kept up with the fugitive. Spurring on with violence, he soon overtook him.

Stop, Hintza! he shouted.

But Hintza was playing his last card. He urged his horse to greater exertion, and kept stabbing at his pursuer with an assagai.

The Colonel drew a pistol, but it snapped. A second was used with like ill success. He then spurred close up, struck the chief with the butt end of the pistol, and, in so doing, dropped it. Hintza looked round with a smile of derision, and the Colonel, hurling the other pistol at him, struck him on the back of the head. The blow was ineffectual. Hintza rode on; the troops followed as they best could. They were now nearing the huts. At length, making a desperate effort, the Colonel dashed close up to the chief. Having now no weapon, he seized him by the collar of his kaross, or cloak, and, with a violent effort, hurled him to the ground. Both horses were going at racing speed. The Colonel, unable to check his, passed on, but before he was beyond reach the agile savage had leaped to his feet, drawn another assagai from the bundle which he carried, and hurled it after his enemy. So good was the aim that the weapon passed within a few inches of the Colonels body.

The act afforded time to those behind to come up. Although Hintza turned aside instantly and ran down the steep bank of the Xabecca, the foremost of the guides  named Southey  got within gun-shot and shouted in the Kafir tongue to the chief to stop. No attention being paid to the order, he fired, and Hintza fell, wounded in the left leg. Leaping up in a moment, he resumed his flight, when Southey fired again, and once more the chief was hit and pitched forward, but rose instantly and gained the cover of the thicket which lined the bank of the river. Southey leaped off his horse and gave chase, closely followed by Lieutenant Balfour of the 72nd regiment. The former kept up, and the latter down, the stream.

They had proceeded thus in opposite directions some distance when Southey was startled by an assagai striking the cliff on which he was climbing. Turning sharply, he saw Hintzas head and his uplifted arm among the bushes within a few feet of him. The savage was in the act of hurling another assagai. Quick as thought the guide levelled his gun and fired. The shot completely shattered the upper part of Hintzas skull, and next instant a mangled corpse was all that remained of the paramount chief of Kafirland.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Results of War.

Peace at last! said Edwin Brook to George Dally, on arriving at his ravaged and herdless farm in the Zuurveld, whither George had preceded him.

Peace is it, sir? Ah, thats well. Its about time too, for weve got a deal to do  havent we, sir?

George spoke quite cheerily, under the impression that his master required comforting.

You see, sir, weve got to go back pretty well to where we was in 1820, and begin it all over again. It is somewhat aggrawatin! Might have been avoided, too, if theyd kep a few more troops on the frontier.

Well, Jack, the treaty is signed at last, said Robert Skyd to his brother, as he sat on his counter in Grahamstown, drumming with his heels.

Not too soon, replied John Skyd, taking a seat on the same convenient lounge. It has cost us something: houses burnt all over the settlement, from end to end; crops destroyed; cattle carried off, and, worst of all, trade almost ruined  except in the case of lucky fellows like you, Bob, who sell to the troops.

War would not have broken out at all, returned Bob, if the Kafirs had only been managed with a touch of ordinary common sense in times past. Our losses are tremendous. Just look at the Kafir trade, which last year I believe amounted to above 40,000 pounds,  thats crushed out altogether in the meantime, and wont be easily revived. Kafirs in hundreds were beginning to discard their dirty karosses, and to buy blankets, handkerchiefs, flannels, baize, cotton, knives, axes, and what not, while the traders had set up their stores everywhere in Kafirland  to say nothing of your own business, Jack, in the gum, ivory, and shooting way, and our profits thereon. We were beginning to flourish so well, too, as a colony. I believe that weve been absorbing annually somewhere about 150,000 pounds worth of British manufactured articles  not to mention other things, and now  Oh, Jack, mankind is a monstrous idiot!

Peace comes too late for us, Gertie, said Hans Marais to his wife, on their return to the old homestead on the karroo, which presented nothing but a blackened heap of dry mud, bricks, and charred timbers; herds and flocks gone  dreary silence in possession  the very picture of desolation.

Better late than never, remarked Charlie Considine sadly. We must just set to work, re-stock and re-build. Not so difficult to do so as it might have been, however, owing to that considerate uncle of mine. Were better off than some of our poor neighbours who have nothing to fall back upon. They say that more than 3000 persons have been reduced to destitution; 500 farm-houses have been burnt and pillaged; 900 horses, 55,000 sheep and goats, and above 30,000 head of cattle carried off, only a few of which were recovered by Colonel Smith on that expedition when Hintza was killed. However, well keep up heart and go to work with a will  shant we, my little wife!

Bertha  now Bertha Considine  who leaned on Charlies arm, spoke not with her lips, but she lifted her bright blue eyes, and with these orbs of light declared her thorough belief in the wisdom of what ever Charlie might say or do.

They say its all settled! cried Jerry Goldboy, hastily entering Kenneth McTavishs stable.

Whats all settled? demanded Sandy Black.

Peace with the Kafirs, said Jerry.

Peace wi the Kawfirs! echoed Sandy, in a slightly contemptuous tone. Hm! they should never hae had war wi them, Jerry, my man.

But aving ad it, aint it well that its hover? returned Jerry.

Its cost us a bonnie penny, rejoined Black.

Nae doot Glen Lynden has come off better than ither places, for weve managed to haud oor ain no that ill, but waes me for the puir folk o the low country! An Ill be bound the Imperial Treasuryll smart fort. (See Note 1.) But its an ill wind that blaws nae gude. Weve taken a gude slice o land frae the thievin craters, for its said Sir Benjamin DUrban has annexed all the country between the Kei and the Keiskamma to the colony. A most needfu addition, for the jungles o the Great Fish River or the Buffalo were jist fortresses where the Kawfirs played hide-an-seek wi the settlers, an its as plain as the nose on my face that peace wi them is not possible till theyre driven across the Kei  that bein a defensible boundary.

So, they say that peace is proclaimed, said Stephen Orpin to a pretty young woman who had recently put it out of his power to talk of his bachelor home at Salem. Jessie McTavish had taken pity on him at last!

Indeed! replied Jessie, with a half-disappointed look; then I suppose youll be going off again on your long journeys into the interior, and leaving me to pine here in solitude?

That depends, returned Orpin, on how you treat me! Perhaps I may manage to find my work nearer home than I did in days gone by. At all events Ill not go into Kafirland just now, for its likely to remain in an unsettled state for many a day. It has been a sad and useless war, and has cost us a heavy price. Think, Jessie, of the lives lost  forty-four of our people murdered during the invasion, and eighty-four killed and thirty wounded during the war. People will say that is nothing to speak of, compared with losses in other wars; but I dont care for comparisons, I think only of the numbers of our people, and of the hundreds of wretched Kafirs, who have been cut off in their prime and sent to meet their Judge. But there has been one trophy of the war at which I look with rejoicing; 15,000 Fingoes rescued from slavery is something to be thankful for. God can bring good out of evil. It may be that He will give me employment in that direction ere long.

These various remarks, good reader, were uttered some months after the events recorded in the last chapter, for the death of the great chief of Kafirland did not immediately terminate the war. On the contrary, the treaty of peace entered into with Kreli, Hintzas son and successor, was scouted by the confederate chiefs, Tyali, Macomo, etcetera, who remained still unsubdued in the annexed territory, and both there, and within the old frontier, continued to commit murders and wide-spread depredations.

It was not until the Kafirs had been hunted by our troops into the most impregnable of their woody fortresses, and fairly brought to bay, that the chiefs sent messengers to solicit peace. It was granted. A treaty of peace was entered into, by which the Kafirs gave up all right to the country conquered, and consented to hold their lands under tenure from the British Sovereign. It was signed at Fort Wilshire in September.

Thereafter Sir Benjamin DUrban laid down with great wisdom and ability plans for the occupation and defence of the annexed territory, so as to form a real obstruction to future raids by the lawless natives  plans which, if carried out, would no doubt have prevented future wars, and on the strength of which the farmers began to return to their desolated farms, and commence re-building and re-stocking with indomitable resolution. Others accepted offers of land in the new territory, and a few of the Dutch farmers, hoping for better times, and still trusting to British wisdom for protection, were prevailed on to remain in the colony at a time when many of their kindred were moving off in despair of being either protected, understood, or fairly represented.

Among these still trusting ones was Conrad Marais. Strongly urged by Hans and Considine, he consented to begin life anew in the old home, and went vigorously to work with his stout sons.

But he had barely begun to get the place into something like order when a shell was sent into the colony, which created almost as much dismay as if it had been the precursor of another Kafir invasion.

Conrad was seated in a friends house in Somerset when the said shell exploded. It came in the form of a newspaper paragraph. He looked surprised on reading the first line or two; then a dark frown settled on his face, which, as he read on, became pale, while his compressed lips twitched with suppressed passion.

Finishing the paragraph, he crushed the newspaper up in his hand, and, thrusting it into his pocket, hastened to the stable, where he saddled his horse. Leaping on its back as if he had been a youth of twenty, he drove the spur into its flanks and galloped away at full speed  away over the dusty road leading from Somerset to the hills: away over the ridge that separates it from the level country beyond; and away over the brown karroo, until at last, covered with dust and flecked with foam, he drew up at his own door and burst in upon the family. They were concluding their evening meal.

Read that! he cried, flinging down the paper, throwing himself into a chair, and bringing his fist down on the table with a crash that set cups and glasses dancing.

There! he added, pointing to the paragraph, as Hans took up the paper that despatch from Lord Glenelg  the British Colonial Secretary  at the top of the column. Read it aloud, boy.

Hans read as follows:  

In the conduct which was pursued towards the Kafir nation by the colonists and the public authorities of the colony, through a long series of years, the Kafirs had ample justification of the late war; they had to resent, and endeavour justly, though impotently, to avenge a series of encroachments; they had a perfect right to hazard the experiment, however hopeless, of extorting by force that redress which they could not expect otherwise to obtain, and the claim of sovereignty over the new province must be renounced. It rests upon a conquest resulting from a war in which, as far as I am at present enabled to judge, the original justice is on the side of the conquered, not of the victorious party.

Mark that! cried Conrad, starting to his feet when Hans had finished, and speaking loud, as if he were addressing the assembled colony instead of the amazed members of his own family, mark that: the claim of sovereignty over the new province must be renounced. So it seems that the Kafirs are not only to be patted on the back for having acted the part of cattle-lifters for years, but are to be invited back to their old haunts to begin the work over again and necessitate another war.

He stopped abruptly, as if to check words that ought not to be uttered. There was a momentary silence in the group as they looked at each other. It was broken by Conrad saying to his youngest son, in a voice of forced calmness  

Go, lad, get me a fresh horse. I will rouse the Dutch-African farmers all over the colony. The land is too hot to hold us. We cannot hope to find rest under the Union Jack!

We can sympathise strongly with the violent indignation of the honest Dutchman, for, in good truth, not only he and his kindred, but all the people of the colony, were most unjustly blamed and unfairly treated by the Government of that day. Nevertheless Conrad was wrong about the Union Jack. The wisest of plans are open to the insidious entrance of error. The fairest flag may be stained, by unworthy bearers, with occasional prostitution. A Secretary of State is not the British nation, nor is he even, at all times, a true representative of British feeling. Many a deed of folly, and sometimes of darkness, has unhappily been perpetrated under the protection of the Union Jack, but that does not alter the great historical fact, that truth, justice, fair-play, and freedom have flourished longer and better under its ample folds than under any other flag that flies on the face of the whole earth.

But Conrad Marais was not in a position to consider this just then. The boy who is writhing under the lash of a temporarily insane father, is not in a position to reflect that, in the main, his father is, or means to be, just, kind, loving, and true. Conrad bolted a hasty supper, mounted the fresh steed, and galloped away to rouse his kindred. And he proved nearly as good as his word. He roused many of them to join him in his intended expatriation, and many more did not need rousing. Some had brooded over their wrongs until they began to smoulder, and when they were told that the unprovoked raid of the Kafir thieves was deemed justifiable by the Government which ought to have protected their frontier, but had left them to protect themselves, the fire burst into a flame, and the great exodus began in earnest. Thus, a second time, did Conrad and his family, with many others, take to the wilderness. On this occasion the party included Hans and Charlie Considine, with their families.

There was still wanting, however, that last straw which renders a burden intolerable. It was laid on at the time when slavery was abolished.

The Abolition Act was carried into effect on the 1st December 1834, at which time the accursed system of slavery was virtually brought to an end in the colony, though the slaves were not finally freed from all control till 1838. But the glory of this noble work was sullied not a little by the unjust manner in which, during these four years, the details relative to the payment of compensation to slave-owners were carried out. We cannot afford space here to go into these details. Suffice it to say that, as one of the consequences, many families in the colony were ruined, and a powerful impulse was given to the exodus, which had already begun. The leading Dutch-African families in Oliphants Hock, Gamtoos River, along the Fish River, and Somerset, sold their farms  in many cases at heavy loss, or for merely nominal sums  crossed the border, and bade a final adieu to the land of their fathers. These were followed by other bands, among whom were men of wealth and education, from Graaff-Reinet, Uitenhage, and Albany, until a mighty host had hived off into the far north. Through many a month of toil and trouble did this host pass while traversing the land of the savage in scattered bands. Many a sad reverse befell them. Some were attacked and cut off; some defended themselves with heroism and passed on, defying the Kafirs to arrest their progress, until at last they reached the distant lands on which their hearts were set  and there they settled down to plough and sow, to reap and hunt and build, but always with arms at hand, for the savage was ever on the watch to take them at a disadvantage or unawares.

Thus were laid the foundations of the colony of Natal, the Orange Free State, and the Transvaal Republic.



Note 1. The war of 1884-6 cost the Treasury 800,000 pounds, and the colonists lost in houses, stock, etcetera, 288,625 pounds.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The Last.

With peace came prosperity. This was not indeed very obvious at first, for it took a long time to reconcile the unfortunates of the eastern provinces to their heavy losses, and a still longer time to teach them to forget. Nevertheless, from this time forward the march of the settlers of 1820, commercially, intellectually, and religiously, became steady, regular, and rapid.

No doubt they suffered one or two grievous checks as years rolled on. Again and again they had to fight the Kafir savage and drive him back into his native jungles, and each time they had more trouble in doing so than before, because the Kafir was an apt pupil, and learned to substitute the gun for the assagai; but he did not learn to substitute enlightened vigour for blind passion, therefore the white man beat him as before.

He did more than that. He sought to disarm the savage, and, to a large extent, succeeded. He disarmed him of ignorance by such means as the Lovedale Missionary Institution near Alice; the Institution near Healdtown, and other seminaries,  as well as by mission stations of French, Dutch Reformed, Wesleyan, English, and Scotch churches scattered all over Kafirland; he taught the savage that the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, and that industry is the high-road to prosperity. Some of the black men accepted these truths, others rejected them. Precisely the same may be said of white men all over the world. Those who accepted became profitable to themselves and the community. Those who rejected, continued slaves to themselves, and a nuisance to everybody. Again we remark that the same may be said of white men everywhere. White unbelievers continued to pronounce the red Kafir an irreclaimable savage, fit for nothing but coercion and the lash. Black unbelievers continued to curse the white man as being unworthy of any better fate than being driven into the sea, and, between the two, missionaries and Christians, both black and white, had a hard time of it; but they did not give in, for, though greatly disheartened at times, they remembered that they were soldiers of the cross, and as such were bound to endure hardness.

Moreover, missionaries and Christians of all colours and kinds, doubtless remembered their own sins and errors. Being imperfect men, they had in some cases  through prejudice and ignorance, but never through design  helped the enemy a little; or, if they did not remember these errors and aims, they were pretty vigorously reminded of them by white opponents, and no doubt the thought of this humbled them to some extent, and enabled them to bow more readily to chastisement. Then they braced themselves anew for the gospel-fight  the only warfare on earth that is certain to result in blessing to both the victors and the vanquished.

If any of the missionaries held with Lord Glenelg in his unwise reversal of the good Sir Benjamin DUrbans Kafir policy, they must have had the veil removed from their eyes when that nobleman himself confessed his error with a candour that said much for his heart; reversed his own decrees, and fell back upon that very plan which at first he had condemned in such ungenerous terms. His recantation could not, however, recall the thousands of Dutch-African farmers whom he helped to expatriate. Perhaps it was well that it should be so, for good came out of this evil,  namely, the reclamation of vast tracts of the most beautiful and fertile regions of the earth from the dominion of darkness and cruelty.

But what of those whose fortunes we have been following, during this period of peace and prosperity?

Some of them remained in the colony, helped on these blessings, and enjoyed them. Others, casting in their lot with the wanderers, fought the battles and helped to lay the foundations of the new colonies.

First, Charlie Considine. That fortunate man  having come into the possession of a considerable sum of money, through the uncle who had turned out so much better than he should be, and having become possessed of a huge family of sons and daughters through that Gertie whom he styled the sugar of his existence,  settled in Natal along with his friends Hans and Conrad Marais. When that fertile and warm region was taken possession of by the British, he refused to hive off with the Marais, and continued to labour there in the interests of truth, mercy, and justice to the end of his days.

Junkie Brook, with that vigour of character which had asserted itself on the squally day of his nativity, joined Frank Dobson and John Skyd in a hunting expedition beyond the Great Orange River; and when the Orange Free State was set up by the emigrant Dutchmen, he and his friends established there a branch of the flourishing house of Dobson, Skyd, and Company. Being on the spot when South Africa was electrified by the discovery (in 1866-67) of the Diamond Fields of that region, they sent their sons, whose name was legion, to dig, and soon became diamond merchants of the first water, so that when Junkie visited his aged parents on the Zuurveld  which he often did  he usually appeared with his pockets full of precious stones!

Ive found a diamond this time, nurse, he said, on the occasion of one of these visits, which is as big  oh!  as  as an ostrich-egg! See, here it is, and he laid on the table a diamond which, if not quite as big as the egg of the giant bird, was large enough to enable him, with what he had previously earned, to retire comfortably from the business in favour of his eldest son.

The sudden acquisition of riches in this way was by no means uncommon at that time, for the Fields were amazingly prolific, and having been discovered at a crisis of commercial depression, were the means, not only of retrieving the fortunes of South Africa, but of advancing her to a condition of hitherto unparalleled prosperity.

Mrs Scholtz  by that time grown unreasonably fat  eyed the diamond with a look of amused contempt; she evidently did not believe in it. Patting the hand of her former charge, she looked up in his laughing face, and said, with a shake of her head  

Ah! Junkie, I always said you was a wonderful child.

Sitting on a bench in front of the house  no longer domestics, but smoking their pipes there as friends of the family, who had raised themselves to a state of comparative affluence  George Dally and Scholtz, now aged men, commented on the same diamond.

Itll make his fortune, said George.

Zee boy vas always lucky, remarked Scholtz; zince I began to varm for myself I have not zeen so big a stone.

Ah! Scholtz, returned his friend, the hotel business has done very well for me, an I dont complain, but if I was young again Id sell off and have a slap at the Fields.

Zat vould only prove you vas von fool, said Scholtz quietly.

I believe it would, returned George.

In regard to the Scotch party at Glen Lynden, we have to record that they continued to persevere and prosper. Wool became one of the staple articles of colonial commerce, and the hills of the Baviaans River sent a large contingent of that article to the flourishing seaport of the eastern provinces.

Of course the people multiplied, and the sturdy sons of the South African highlands did credit to their sires, both in the matter of warring with the Kafir and farming on the hills.

Sandy Black stuck to his farm with the perseverance of a true Scot, and held his own through thick and thin. He married a wife also, and when, in later years, the native blacks made a sudden descent on his homestead, they were repulsed by a swarm of white Blacks, assisted by an army of McTavishes, and chased over the hills with a degree of energy that caused them almost to look blue!

Andrew Rivers, being a man of progressive and independent mind, cast about him in a state of uncertainty for some years, devoting himself chiefly to hunting, until the value of ostrich feathers had induced far-sighted men to domesticate the giant bird, and take to farming ostriches  incubating them by artificial as well as natural means. Then Rivers became an ostrich-farmer. He was joined in this enterprise by Jerry Goldboy, and the two ultimately bought a farm on the karroo and settled down. Rivers had a turn for engineering, and set himself to form a huge dam to collect rain near his dwelling. From this reservoir he drew forth constant supplies, not only to water flocks and herds, but to create a garden in the karroo, which soon glowed with golden fruit.

In this he set a good example, which has been followed with great success by many men of enterprise in those regions; and there is no doubt, we think, that if such dams were multiplied, Artesian wells sunk, and railways run into the karroos, those fine, though comparatively barren regions of South Africa, would soon begin to blossom like the rose.

Thus, what between ostrich feathers, wool, horses, cattle, and enterprise, Rivers and Goldboy made themselves comfortable. Like other men of sense, they married. Thereafter the garden had to be considerably enlarged, for the golden fruit created by the streams which had been collected and stored by Rivers, proved quite inadequate to the supply of those oceans of babies and swarms of Goldboys that flooded the karroo, and filled its solitudes with shouts and yells that would have done credit to the wildest tribe of reddest Kafirs in the land.

Some of these descendants, becoming men of energy, with roving dispositions like their sires, travelled into the far north, and west, and helped to draw forth the copper ore, and to open the mines of Great Namaqua-land  thus aiding in the development of South Africas inexhaustible treasure-house, while others of them, especially the sons of Jerry, went into the regions of the Transvaal Republic, and there proved themselves Goldboys in very truth, by successfully working the now celebrated gold-fields of that region.

Stephen Orpin did not give up trade, but he prosecuted it with less and less vigour as time went on, and at last merely continued it as a means of enabling him to prosecute the great object of his life, the preaching of the gospel, not merely to those whom men style par excellence the heathen, but to every one who was willing to listen to the good news  redemption from sin! Ah! there was great fervour in Stephen Orpins tones when he said, as he often did Men and women, I do not come here to make you good, which, in the estimation of more than one half of the so-called Christian world, means goody. My desire is to open your eyes to see Jesus, the Saviour from sin. Who among you  except the young  does not know the power of sin; our inability to restrain bad and vicious habits; our passionate desire to do what we know is wrong; our frequent falling from courses that we know to be right? It is not that hell frightens us; it is not that heaven fails to attract us. These ideas trouble us little  too little. It is present misery that torments. We long and desire to have, but cannot obtain; we fight and strive, but do not succeed, or, it may be, we do succeed, and discover success to be failure, for we are disappointed, and then feel a tendency towards apathetic indifference. If, however, our consciences be awakened, then the torment takes another form. We are tempted powerfully, and cannot resist. We cannot subdue our passions; we cannot restrain our tempers. No wonder. Has not God said, Greater is he who ruleth his own spirit, than he who taketh a city? The greatest conqueror is not so great as he who conquers himself. What then? Is there no deliverance from sin? Yes, there is. Sin shall not have dominion over you, are the words of Him who also said, Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.

Stephen Orpin, cried a sturdy sinner, in whose ears these words were preached, do you know all that to be true? Can you speak from experience of this deliverance, this rest?

Yes, cried Stephen, starting up with a sudden impulse, I do know it  partly by some deliverances that have been wrought for me, partly from some degree of rest attained to, and much, very much, from the firm assurance I have that, but for Gods forbearing and restraining mercy, I should have been a lost soul long long ago. Man, wherein I have failed in obtaining deliverance and rest, it has been owing to my sin, not to failure in the Lords faithfulness.

But Stephen did not travel so far or so long as had been his wont in days gone by. A wife and family, in the village of Salem, exercised an attractive influence, fastening him, as it were, to a fixed point, and converting his former erratic orbit into a circle which, with centripetal force, was always drawing nearer to its centre.

In the course of his early wanderings Orpin managed to search out Ruyter the Hottentot robber, and so influenced him as to induce him to give up his lawless career, and return to the colony. Ruyter drew with him Abdul Jemalee, Booby the Bushman, and one or two others, who settled down to peaceful occupations.

The Malay in particular  slavery being by that time abolished  returned to Capetown, and there found his amiable wife and loving children ready to receive him with open arms. It is true the wife was somewhat aged, like himself, and his children were grown up  some of them even married,  but these little matters weighed nothing in his mind compared with the great, glorious fact, that he was reunited to them in a land where he might call his body his own!

If Jemalee had been a man of much observation, he might have noted that many important changes had taken place in Capetown and its surroundings during his long absence. A new South African college had been erected; a library which might now stand in the front rank of the worlds libraries had been collected; the freedom of the press had been largely taken advantage of, and education generally was being prosecuted with a degree of rigour that argued well for the future of the colony  especially in Stellenbosch, Wellington, and neighbouring places. But Abdul Jemalee was not a man of observation. He did not care a straw for these things, and although we should like much to enlarge on them, as well as on other topics, we must hold our hand  for the new and eastern, not the old and western provinces of South Africa claim our undivided attention in this tale.

There is no necessary antagonism, however, between these two East and West. Circumstances and men have at present thrown a few apples of discord into them, just as was the case with England and Scotland of old; with the North and South in the United States of late; but, doubtless, these apples, and every other source of discord, will be removed in the course of time, and South Africa will ere long become a united whole, with a united religious and commercial people, under one flag, animated by one desire  the advancement of truth and righteousness among themselves, as well as among surrounding savages,  and extending in one grand sweep of unbroken fertility from the Cape of Good Hope to the Equator.

THE END
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Chapter One.

A Tale of Modern War.

Reveals the Explosive Nature of my Early Career.

The remarkable  I might even say amazing  personal adventures which I am about to relate occurred quite recently.

They are so full of interest to myself and to my old mother, that I hasten to write them down while yet vivid and fresh in my memory, in the hope that they may prove interesting,  to say nothing of elevating and instructive  to the English-speaking portions of the human race throughout the world.

The dear old lady to whom I have just referred  my mother  is one of the gentlest, meekest, tenderest beings of my acquaintance. Her regard for me is almost idolatrous. My feelings towards her are tinged with adoration.

From my earliest years I have been addicted to analysis.

Some of my younger readers may not perhaps know that by analysis is meant the reduction of compound things to their elements  the turning of things, as it were, inside out and tearing them to pieces. All the complex toys of infancy I was wont to reduce to their elements; I turned them inside out to see what they were made of, and how they worked. A doll, not my own, but my sister Bellas, which had moveable eyelids and a musical stomach, was treated by me in this manner, the result being that I learned little, while my poor sister suffered much. Everything in my fathers house suffered more or less from this inquiring tendency of my mind.

Time, however, while it did not abate my thirst for knowledge, developed my constructive powers. I became a mechanician and an inventor. Perpetual motion was my first hobby. Six times during the course of boyhood did I burst into my mothers presence with the astounding news that I had discovered it at last! The mild and trustful being believed me. Six times also was I compelled to acknowledge to her that I had been mistaken, and again she believed me, more thoroughly, perhaps, than at first. No one, I think, can form the least idea of the delight with which I pursued this mechanical will-o-the-wisp.

Growing older, I took to chemistry, and here my love for research and analysis found ample scope, while the sufferings of my fathers household were intensified. I am not naturally cruel  far from it. They little knew how much pain their sufferings caused me; how earnestly I endeavoured to lessen or neutralise the nuisances which the pursuit of science entailed. But I could not consume my own smoke, or prevent explosions, or convert bad and suffocating odours into sweet smells.

Settling down to this new pursuit with intense enthusiasm, I soon began to flow in my natural course, and sought to extend the bounds of chemical knowledge. I could not help it. The particular direction in which my interest ultimately became concentrated was that of explosives.

After becoming acquainted with gun-cotton, nitro-glycerine, dynamite, lithofracteur, and other combinations of powerfully-explosive agents, I took to searching for and inventing methods by which these might be utilised. To turn everything to good account, is a desire which I cannot resist.

Explosives naturally drew my attention to mines  tin-mines, coal-mines, and other commercial enterprises. They also suggested war and torpedoes.

At that time I had not reflected on the nature of war. I merely knew it to be a science, cultivated chiefly by the human race, and that in its practice explosives are largely used. To blow-up effectively, whether in a literal or figurative sense, is difficult. To improve this power in war, and in the literal sense, I set myself to work. I invented a torpedo, which seemed to me better than any that had yet been brought out. To test its powers, I made a miniature fortification, and blew it up. I also blew up our groom, Jacob Lancey.

It happened thus:  

The miniature fortress, which was made of cardboard, earth, and bricks, was erected in a yard near our stables. Under its walls the torpedo was placed, and the match lighted.

It was night and very dark. I had selected the hour as being that most suitable to the destruction of an enemys stronghold. The match was very slow in burning. Matches invariably are so in the circumstances. Suddenly I heard the sound of footsteps. Next moment, before I had time to give warning, Jacob Lancey came round the corner of the stables with a pitchfork on his shoulder, and walked right into the fortress. He set his foot on the principal gateway, tripped over the ramparts, and falling headlong into the citadel, laid its banner in the dust. At the same instant there came a terrific flash and crash, and from the midst of smoke and flames, the groom appeared to shoot into the air!

With feelings of horror I sprang to the rescue and dragged the poor fellow from the smoking débris. He was stunned at first, but soon recovered, and then it was found that one of the fingers of his left hand had been completely blown off. Words cannot describe my feelings. I felt as if I had become next thing to a murderer. Lancey was a tall powerful man of about thirty, and not easily killed. He had received no other injury worth mentioning. Although the most faithful of servants, he was irascible, and I anticipated an explosion of temper when he recovered sufficiently to understand the nature of his injury, but I was mistaken. The blowing-up seemed to have quite cured his temper  at least as regarded myself, for when I afterwards went to see him, with a very penitent face, he took my hand and said  

Dont take on so, Master Jeffry. You didnt do it a purpus, you know, and, after all, its ony the little finger o the left hand. Itll be rather hout o the way than otherwise. Moreover, I was used to make a baccy stopper o that finger, an it strikes me that the stumpll fit the pipe better than the pint did, besides bein less sensitive to fire, who knows? Anyow, Master Jeffry, youve got no occasion to grieve over it so.

I felt a little comforted when the good fellow spoke thus, but I could not forgive myself. For some time after that I quite gave up my chemical and other experiments, and when I did ultimately resume them, I went to work with extreme caution.

Not long after this event I went to college, and studied medicine. My course was nearly completed when my dear father died. He had earnestly desired that I should enter the medical profession. I therefore resolved to finish my course, although, being left in possession of a small estate named Fagend, in Devonshire, and an ample income, it was not requisite that I should practise for a livelihood.

One morning, a considerable time after my studies were completed, I sat at breakfast with my mother.

Jeff, she said (my name is Jeffry Childers); Jeff, what do you think of doing now? Being twenty-four, you ought, you know, to have some fixed idea as to the future, for, of course, though independent, you dont intend to be idle.

Right, mother, right, I replied, I dont mean to be an idler, nevertheless I dont mean to be a doctor. I shall turn my mind to chemistry, and talking of that, I expect to test the powers of a particular compound today.

And what, said my mother, with a peculiar smile, is the nature of this compound?

Violently explosive, said I.

Ah, of course, I might have guessed that, Jeff, for most of your compounds are either violently explosive or offensive  sometimes both; but what is the name of this one?

Before answering that, said I, pulling out my watch, allow me to ask at what hour you expect Bella home to-day.

She half promised to be over to breakfast, if cousin Kate would let her away. It is probable that she may arrive in less than an hour.

Curious coincidence, said I, that her lover is likely to arrive about the same time!

What! Nicholas Naranovitsch?

Yes. The ship in which he sailed from St. Petersburg arrived late last night, and I have just received a telegram, saying that he will be down by the first train this morning. Love, you know, is said to have wings. If the pair given to Naranovitsch are at all in keeping with his powerful frame, they will bear him swiftly to Fagend.

It may interest the reader at this point to know that my only sister, Bella, had been engaged the previous year to one of my dearest college friends, a young Russian, whose father had sent him to finish his education in England. My own father, having been a merchant, many of whose dealings were with Russia, had frequently visited St. Petersburg and twice my mother and sister and I accompanied him thither. While there we had met with the Naranovitsch family.

Young Nicholas was now in the army, and as fine-looking a fellow as one could wish to see. Not only was he strong and manly, but gentle in manner and tender of heart. My sister Bella being the sweetest  no, not quite that, for there is a pretty young  well, no matter  Bella being, as I may say, one of the sweetest girls in England, he fell in love with her, of course. So did she with him; no wonder! During a visit to our place in Devonshire at the end of his college career, he and Bella became engaged. Nicholas returned to St. Petersburg to obtain his parents consent to the union, and to make arrangements. He was rich, and could afford to marry. At the time I write of, he was coming back, not to claim his bride, for his father thought him still too young, but to see her, and to pay us a visit.

Now you know, mother, said I, after the young people have seen each other for half-an-hour or so, they will naturally want to take a walk or a ride, and

Only half-an-hour? interrupted my mother, with one of her peculiar little smiles.

Well, an hour if you like, or two if they prefer it, I returned; at all events, they will want a walk before luncheon, and I shall take the opportunity to show them some experiments, which prove the power of the singular compound about which you questioned me just now.

The explosive?

Yes. Its name is dynamite.

And what may that be, Jeff? Something very awful, I daresay, remarked my mother, with a look of interest, as she sipped her tea.

Very awful, indeed, said I; at least its effects are sometimes tremendous.

What! worse than gunpowder?

Ay, much worse, though I should prefer to say better than gunpowder.

Dear me! rejoined my mother, lifting her eyebrows a little, in surprise.

Yes, much better, I continued; gunpowder only bursts things

Pretty well that, Jeff, in the way of violence, isnt it?

Yes, but nothing to dynamite, for while powder only bursts things, dynamite shatters them.

How very dreadful! What is dynamite?

That is just what I am about to explain, said I. You must know, then, that it is a compound.

Dear, dear, sighed my mother; how many compounds you have told me about, Jeff, since you took to chemistry! Are there no uncompounded things  no simple things in the world?

Why, yes, mother; you are a simple thing, and I only wish there were a good many more simple things like you in the world

Dont be foolish, Jeff, but answer my question.

Well, mother, there are indeed some simple elements in creation, but dynamite is not one of them. It is composed of an excessively explosive oil named nitro-glycerine (itself a compound), and an earth called kieselguhr. The earth is not explosive, and is only mixed with the nitro-glycerine to render that liquid less dangerous; but the compound is named dynamite, in which form it is made up and sold in immense quantities for mining purposes. Here is some of it, I added, pulling from my pocket a cartridge nearly two inches in length, and about an inch in diameter. It is a soft, pasty substance, done up, as you see, in cartridge-paper, and this little thing, if properly fired, would blow a large boulder-stone to atoms.

Bless me, boy, be careful! exclaimed my mother, pushing back her chair in some alarm.

There is no danger, I said, in reassuring tones, for this cartridge, if opened out and set on fire by a spark or flame, would not, in the first place, light readily, and, in the second place, it would merely burn without exploding; but if I were to put a detonator inside and fire it by means of that, it would explode with a violence that far exceeds the force of gunpowder.

And what is this wonderful detonator, Jeff, that so excites the latent fury of the dynamite?

I was much amused by the pat way in which my mother questioned me, and became more interested as I continued my explanation.

You must know, I said, that many powders are violently explosive, and some more so than others. This violence of explosion is called detonation, by which is meant the almost instantaneous conversion of the ultimate molecules of an explosive compound (i.e. the whole concern) into gas.

I see; you mean that it goes off quickly, said my mother, in a simple way that was eminently characteristic.

Well, yes; but much more quickly than gunpowder does. It were better to say that a powder detonates when it all explodes at the same instant. Gunpowder appears to do so, but in reality it does not. One of the best detonators is fulminate of mercury. Detonating caps are therefore made of this, and one such cap put into the middle of that cartridge of dynamite and set fire to, by any means, would convert the cartridge itself into a detonator, and explode it with a shattering effect.

A human being, I continued, sometimes illustrates this principle figuratively  I mean the violent explosion of a large cartridge by means of a small detonator. Take, for example, a schoolmaster, and suppose him to be a dynamite cartridge. His heart is a detonating cap. The schoolroom and boys form a galvanic battery. His brain may be likened to a conducting-wire. He enters the schoolroom; the chemical elements are seething in riot, books are being torn and thrown, ink spilt, etcetera. Before opening the door, the good man is a quiet piece of plastic dynamite, but the instant his eye is touched, the electric circuit is, as it were, completed; the mysterious current flashes through the brain, and fires his detonating heart. Instantly the gleaming flame shoots with lightning-speed to temples and toes. The entire man becomes a detonator, and he explodes in a violent hurricane of kicks, cuffs, and invective! Now, without a detonator  a heart  the man might have burned with moderate wrath, but he could not have exploded.

Dont try illustration, Jeff, said my plain-spoken mother, gently patting my arm; it is not one of your strong points.

Perhaps not; but do you understand me?

I think I do, in a hazy sort of way.

Dear mother! she always professes to comprehend things hazily, and indeed I sometimes fear that her conceptions on the rather abstruse matters which I bring before her are not always correct; but it is delightful to watch the profound interest with which she listens, and the patient efforts she makes to understand. I must in justice add that she sometimes, though not often, displays gleams of clear intelligence, and powers of close incisive reasoning, that quite surprise me.

But now, to return to what we were speaking of  my future plans, said I; it seems to me that it would be a good thing if I were to travel for a year or so and see the world.

You might do worse, my boy, said my mother.

With a view to that, I continued, I have resolved to purchase a yacht, but before doing so I must complete the new torpedo that I have invented for the navy; that is, I hope it may be introduced into our navy. The working model in the outhouse is all but ready for exhibition. When finished, I shall show it to the Lords of the Admiralty, and after they have accepted it I will throw study overboard for a time and go on a cruise.

Ah, Jeff, Jeff, sighed my mother, with a shake of her head, youll never leave off till you get blown up. But I suppose you must have your way. You always had, dear boy.

But never in opposition to your wishes, had I? Now be just, mother.

Quite true, Jeff, quite true. How comes it, I wonder, that you are so fond of fire, smoke, fumes, crash, clatter, and explosions?

Really, said I, somewhat amused by the question, I cannot tell, unless it be owing to something in that law of compensation which appears to permeate the universe. You have such an abhorrence of fire, fumes, smoke, crash, clatter, and explosions, that your only son is bound, as it were, to take special delight in chemical analysis and combination, to say nothing of mechanical force and contrivance, in order that a balance of some sort may be adjusted which would otherwise be thrown out of order by your  pardon me  comparative ignorance of, and indifference to such matters.

Nay, Jeff, replied my mother, gently, with a look of reproof on her kind face; ignorance if you will, but not indifference. I cannot be indifferent to anything that interests you.

True; forgive me; I should have said dislike.

Yes, that would have been correct, Jeff, for I cannot pretend to like the bursting, smoking, and ill-smelling things you are so fond of; but you know I am interested in them. You cannot have forgotten how, when you were a boy, I used to run at your call to witness your pyrotechnic, hydraulic, mechanic, and chemic displays  you see how well I remember the names  and how the

The acids, I interrupted, taking up the theme, ruined your carpets and table-cloths, and the smoke stifled and blinded, while the noise and flames terrified you; no, mother, I have not forgotten it, nor the patient way you took the loss of your old silk dress, or

Ah! yes, sighed the dear old lady, with quite a pitiful look, if it had been any other than my wedding dress, which  but  well, its of no use regretting now; and you know, Jeff, I would not have checked you for worlds, because I knew you were being led in the right way, though, in my folly, I sometimes wished that the way had been a little further removed from smoke and smells. But, after all, you were very careful, dear boy  wonderfully so, for your years, and your little accidents did not give me much pain beyond the day of their occurrence. The poisoning of the cat, to be sure, was sad, though unavoidable, and so was the destruction by fire of the cooks hair; but the flooding of the house, after the repairs you executed on the great cistern, and the blowing out of the laundry window at the time the clothes-boiler was cracked, with other trifles of that sort, were

The remainder of my mothers speech was cut short by a clattering of hoofs.

Next moment my sister Bella came round the corner of the house at full gallop, her fresh face beaming with the exercise, and her golden hair streaming in the breeze.

She pulled up, leaped off her pony, and ran into the room. As she did so, I observed a tall, soldierly man appear in the avenue, advancing with rapid strides. Well did I know his grave, handsome face.

Here comes Nicholas! said I, turning round; but Bella had fled.

I observed that my friend, instead of coming straight to the room from the window of which my mother and I had saluted him, turned sharp off to the library.

I was running to the door to welcome him, when my mother called me back. I turned and looked at her. She smiled. So did I. Without uttering a word we both sat down to finish our breakfast.

Ah! Jeff, said my mother, with a little sigh, how I wish you would fall in love with some one!

Fall in love, mother! What nonsense! How could I? No doubt there are plenty loveable girls, and there is one charming little  well, no matter

At that moment Nicholas entered the room, heartily saluted my mother, and cut short our conversation.




Chapter Two.

Is Still More Explosive than the First.

Much to my surprise, I found that neither Nicholas Naranovitsch nor Bella nor my mother would consent to witness my experiments with dynamite that day.

As my old chum approached to greet me on the lawn before breakfast the day following, I could not help admiring his fine, tall, athletic figure. I dont know how it is, but I have always felt, somehow, as if I looked up at him, although we were both exactly the same height  six feet one without our boots. I suppose it must have been owing to his standing so erect, while I slouched a little. Perhaps my looking up to him mentally had something to do with it.

Youll come to-day, wont you? I said, referring to the experiments.

Of course I will, old boy; but, he added, with a smile, only on one condition.

What may that be?

That you dont bother Bella with minute details.

Of course I promised not to say a word unless asked for explanations, and after breakfast we all went to a part of the grounds which I wished to bring under cultivation. It was at that time encumbered with several large trees, old roots, and a number of boulders.

Come along with us, Lancey, I said to the groom, who was also my laboratory assistant, and whom I met in the stable-yard, the scene of his memorable blowing-up. I am about to try the effect of an explosive, and wish you to understand the details.

Yes, sir, replied Lancey, with a respectful touch of his cap; I must say, sir, if youll allow me, I never knowed any one like you, sir, for goin into details except one, and that one

Ah, yes, I know, that was your friend the Scotch boy, said I, interrupting; but Lancey was a privileged servant, and would not be interrupted.

Yes, sir, he resumed, the Scotch boy Sandy. We was at school together in Edinburgh, where I got the most o my edication, and I never did see such a boy, sir, for goin into

Yes, yes, Lancey, I know; but I havent time to talk about him just now. We are going to the bit of waste ground in the hollow; follow us there.

I was obliged to cut him short, because this Scotch hero of his was a subject on which he could not resist dilating on the slightest encouragement.

Arrived at the waste ground, we met the manager of a neighbouring mine, who was deeply learned in everything connected with blasting.

I have brought my mother and sister, you see, Mr Jones, said I, as we approached. They dont quite believe in the giant-power which is under your control; they seem to think that it is only a little stronger than gunpowder.

We can soon change their views on that point, said the manager, with a slight bow to the ladies, while I introduced Nicholas as an officer of the Russian army.

This is one of the stones you wish to blast, is it not? said Mr Jones, laying his hand on an enormous boulder that weighed probably several tons.

It is, I answered.

The manager was a man of action  grave of countenance and of few words. He drew a flask from his pocket and emptied its contents, a large quantity of gunpowder, on the boulder. Asking us to stand a little back, he applied a slow match to the heap, and retired several paces.

In a few seconds the powder went off with a violent puff and a vast cloud of smoke. The result was a little shriek of alarm from my mother, and an exclamation from Bella.

Not much effect from that, you see, said the manager, pointing to the blackened stone, yet it was a large quantity of powder, which, if fired in a cavity inside the stone, would have blown it to pieces. Here, now, is a small quantity of dynamite. (He produced a cartridge about two inches in length, similar to that which I had shown to my mother at breakfast.) Into this cartridge I shall insert a detonator cap, which is fastened to the end of a Pickford fuse  thus.

As he spoke, he inserted into the cartridge the end of the fuse, to which was attached a small cap filled with fulminate of mercury, and tied it tightly up. This done, he laid the cartridge on the top of the boulder, placed two or three similar cartridges beside it, and covered all with a small quantity of sand, leaving the other end of the fuse projecting.

Why the sand? asked Bella.

Because a slight amount of confinement is advantageous, replied Mr Jones. If I were to bore a short hole in the stone, and put the dynamite therein, the result would be still more effective; but the covering I have put on it will suffice, and will serve all the better to show the great difference between this explosive and gunpowder.

But, said my mother, who had a tendency to become suddenly interested in things when she began to have a faint understanding of them; but, Mr Jones, you did not give the powder fair play. If you had covered it with sand, would not its effect have been more powerful?

Not on the stone, madam; it would only have blown off its covering with violence, that would have been all. Now, ladies and gentlemen, if you will retire behind the shelter of that old beech-tree, I will light the fuse.

We did as we were desired. The manager lighted the fuse, and followed us. In a few moments there occurred an explosion so violent that the huge boulder was shattered into several pieces, which were quite small enough to be lifted and carted away.

Most amazing! exclaimed Bella, with enthusiasm.

It was quite obvious that she had no anticipation of such a thorough result. Nicholas, too, who I may mention had no natural turn of taste for such matters, was roused to a state of inquiry.

To a question put by him, Mr Jones explained that, taking its powers into consideration, dynamite was cheaper than gunpowder, and that it saved much labour, as it would have taken two men a considerable time to have bored an ordinary blasthole in the boulder he had just broken up.

I now led the way to another part of the ground on which grew a large beech-tree, whose giant roots took a firm grasp of the ground. It was a hundred years old at least; about twelve feet in circumference, and sixty feet high. One similar tree I had had cut down; but the labour had been very great, and the removal of the stump excessively troublesome as well as costly.

Mr Jones now went to work at the forest-giant. In the ground underneath the tree he ordered Lancey to make a hole with a crowbar. Into this he pressed some cartridges of dynamite with a wooden rammer. Then the cartridge, with the detonator inside of it; and the fuse, extending from its mouth, was placed in contact with the charge under the tree. The hole was next closed up with some earth, leaving about a foot of the fuse outside. The light was then applied, and we retired to a safe distance. In a few moments the charge exploded. The tree seemed to rise from its bed. All the earth under it was blown out, and the roots were torn up and broken, with the exception of four of the largest, which were fully ten inches in diameter. A small charge of dynamite inserted under each of these completed the work, and the old giant, slowly bowing forward, laid his venerable head upon the ground.

Another charge was next placed in the soil under some loose and decayed roots, which were easily broken to pieces, so as to permit of their removal. Thus, in a short time and at little cost, were trees and roots and boulders torn up and shattered.

But is dynamite not very dangerous, Mr Jones? asked my mother, as we walked slowly homeward.

Not at all dangerous,  at least not worth speaking of, replied the manager; nitro-glycerine by itself is indeed very dangerous, being easily exploded by concussion or mere vibration; but when mixed with infusorial earth and thus converted into dynamite, it is one of the safest explosives in existence  not quite so safe, indeed, as gun-cotton, but much more so than gunpowder. Any sort of fire will explode gunpowder, but any sort of fire will not explode dynamite; it will only cause it to burn. It requires a detonator to explode it with violence. Without its detonator, dynamite is a sleeping giant.

Ay, mother, said I, taking up the subject, the case stands thus: gunpowder is a big athlete, who slumbers lightly; any spark can wake him to violent action: but dynamite is a bigger athlete, who sleeps so soundly that a spark or flame can only rouse him to moderate rage; it requires a special shake to make him wide-awake, but when thus roused his fury is terrific, as you have just seen. And now, I added, as we drew near the house, we will change the subject, because I have this morning received two letters, which demand the united consideration of our whole party. I will therefore call up Bella and Nicholas, who have fallen behind, as usual. Mr Jones will excuse my talking of family matters for a few minutes, as replies must be sent by return of post.

I then explained that one of the letters was an invitation to me and my mother and sister, with any friends who might chance to be visiting us, to go to Portsmouth to witness a variety of interesting experiments with torpedoes and such warlike things; while the other letter was an offer by a friend, of a schooner-built yacht for a moderate sum.

Now, Nicholas, said I, apologetically, Im sorry to give you such an explosive reception, but it cannot be helped. If you dont care about torpedoes, you may remain here with my mother and Bella; but if you would like to go, I shall be happy to introduce you to one or two of my naval friends. For myself, I must go, because

We will all go, Jeff, interrupted Bella; nothing could be more appropriate as a sequel to this mornings experiments. A day among the torpedoes will be most interesting, wont it?

She looked up at Nicholas, on whose arm she leaned. He looked down with that peculiar smile of his which seemed to lie more in his eyes than on his lips, and muttered something about a day anywhere being, etcetera, etcetera.

My mother remarked that she did not understand exactly what a torpedo was, and looked at me for an explanation. I confess that her remark surprised me, for during the course of my investigations and inventions, I had frequently mentioned the subject of torpedoes to her, and once or twice had given her a particular description of the destructive machine. However, as she had evidently forgotten all about it, and as I cannot resist the temptation to elucidate complex subjects when opportunity offers, I began:  

It is a machine, mother, which

Which bursts, interrupted Bella, with a little laugh.

But that is no explanation, dear, returned my mother; at least not a distinctive one, for guns burst sometimes, and soap-bubbles burst, and eggs burst occasionally.

Bella, said Nicholas, who spoke English perfectly, though with a slightly foreign accent, never interrupt a philosopher. Allow Jeff to proceed with his definition.

Well, a torpedo, said I, is an infernal machine

Jeff, said my mother, seriously, dont

Mother, I use the word advisedly and dispassionately. It is a term frequently given to such engines, because of their horrible nature, which suggests the idea that they were originated in the region of Satanic influence. A torpedo, then, is a pretty large case, or box, or cask, or reservoir, of one form or another, filled with gunpowder, or gun-cotton, or dynamite, which is used chiefly under water, for blowing-up purposes. Sometimes men use torpedoes to blow up rocks, and sunken wrecks; and sometimes, I grieve to say it, they blow up ships and sailors.

Dreadful! my dear, said my mother; nevertheless I should like to go with you on this excursion, and see what devices men invent for the purpose of killing each other.

Very well, thats settled, said I. Now, as to the other letter about the yacht. I will buy it, mother, and go on a cruise to the Mediterranean, on one condition, namely, that you and Nicholas and Bella go with me.

Impossible! exclaimed my mother, firmly; I never could bear the sea.

But youve had little experience of it, said I.

Well, not much  but I cannot bear it.

Now, mother, said I, coaxingly, here is Bella dying to go to sea, I know. Nicholas has loads of time, and cannot be left behind, and I wish very much to go; but all will fall to the ground if you refuse to accompany us. We cannot leave you in this house alone. The sea air will certainly do you good, and if it does not, we can land, you know, at Lisbon, Gibraltar, Nice,  anywhere, and return home overland.

Well, then, I will go, returned my pliant mother.

Thats right, said I, sitting down to write. Now, then, all of you get ready to go to London this afternoon. We shall spend a day or two there, because, before leaving, I must see the first Lord of the Admiralty on particular business. Afterwards we shall run down to Portsmouth by the afternoon express, spend the night there, and so be ready to face the torpedoes in the morning.




Chapter Three.

An Interview with Men in Power.

There is something peculiarly exhilarating in bright sunshine and calm weather. This is no doubt a truism; but there are some truths of which one never tires, and in regard to which one feels ever-recurring freshness. Who ever wearied of a balmy breeze, or a bright sunrise? Even a glorious noon cannot pall upon us unless it be too hot.

When bright sunshine is associated with good health, pleasant company, a successful courtship, and the prospect of light on a favourite study, the reader will understand how it was that my mother and I, with Nicholas and Bella, formed a peculiarly happy quartette as we perambulated the streets of London prior to my visit to the Admiralty.

It was a Friday forenoon, and there were many holiday-keepers hastening to trains. At the corner of one of the main thoroughfares a crowd partly blocked the road. The cause of it became apparent to us when the head and arched neck of a black charger appeared, and then the white plume and polished cuirass of a Life Guardsman. We stood on a door-step, so that Bella might see the troop.

As they passed before us, with that stately bearing of man and horse which has always seemed to me peculiar to the Life Guards, and the sun flashed in dazzling gleams from breasts and helmets, I glanced at my friend Naranovitsch. His soldierlike form was drawn up to its full height, while the flashing eye, flushed countenance, distended nostrils, and compressed but slightly smiling lips told, I thought, of a strong feeling of martial joy. Doubtless he was thinking at the moment of his own regiment, to which he had been but recently appointed, and of his comrades-in-arms.

Fine-looking fellows! I whispered.

Splendid! glorious! he said, in a deep, low voice.

Bella looked quickly up at him, displaying an anxious, sorrowing face, and bright eyes, dimmed with ill-suppressed tears.

You are not ill, Bella? he whispered, bending down with a look of tenderness, not unmixed with surprise.

No; oh, no, she replied, in a low tone; but the sight of the Guards has made me very sad.

I knew full well the cause of her emotion, but the crowded street was not a suitable place for explanation.

Come, follow me, I said, and walked quickly along in the direction of the Strand, where I turned abruptly into one of those quiet courts which form, as it were, harbours of refuge from the rattle and turmoil of the great city. Here, sauntering slowly round the quiet precincts of the court, with the roar of the street subdued to a murmur like that of a distant cataract, Bella told Nicholas, in tones of the deepest pathos, how a German lady, Elsie Goeben, one of her dearest friends, had been married to the handsomest and best of men in one of the Prussian cavalry regiments. How, only six months after their union, the Franco-Prussian war broke out, and Elsies husband Wilhelm was sent with his regiment to the frontier; how in many engagements he had distinguished himself; and how, at last, he was mortally wounded during one of the sorties at the siege of Metz.

They did not find him till next day, continued my sister, for he had fallen in a part of the field so far in advance of the ground on which his dead comrades lay, that he had been overlooked. He was riddled with bullets, they say, and his noble face, which I had so often seen beaming with affection on his young wife, was so torn and disfigured that his friends could scarcely recognise him. He was still alive when found, and they knew his voice. When they raised him, he merely exclaimed, At last, thank God! with a deep sigh, as if of relief. The words were few, but they had terrible significance, for they told of a long, long night of agony and dreadful solitude; but he was not quite alone, my sister added, in a low voice, for he was a Christian. He died before reaching the tents of his division.

Bellas voice faltered as she said, after a moments pause, Dear Elsie never recovered the shock. She joined her husband in heaven two months afterwards.

Truly, said I, war is a terrible curse.

I hate it! I detest it! cried Bella, with a sudden tone and look of energy, that was all the more impressive because of her natural character being gentle and retiring.

I saw that Nicholas was surprised and pained. He would fain have comforted Bella, but knew not what to say, for he had been trained to talk of martial glory, and to look on war through the medium of that halo of false glitter with which it has been surrounded by too many historians in all ages. The young Russian had hitherto dwelt chiefly on one aspect of war. He had thought of noble and heroic deeds in defence of hearth and home, and all that man holds sacred. To fight for his country was to Nicholas an idea that called up only the thoughts of devotion, self-sacrifice in a good cause, duty, fidelity, courage, romance; while, in regard to the minor things of a warriors life, a hazy notion of dash, glitter, music, and gaiety floated through his brain. Of course he was not ignorant of some of the darker shades of war. History, which told him of many gallant deeds, also recorded numberless dreadful acts. But these latter he dismissed as being disagreeable and unavoidable accompaniments of war. He simply accepted things as he found them, and, not being addicted to very close reasoning, did not trouble himself much as to the rectitude or wisdom of war in the abstract. Neither did he distinguish between righteous and unrighteous war  war of self-defence and war of aggression. Sufficient for him that he served his country faithfully. This was a good general principle, no doubt, for a youthful officer; but as one who expected to rise to power and influence in his native land, something more definite would ultimately be required of him. As yet, he had neither experienced the excitement, beheld the miseries, nor bathed in the so-called glory of war; and now that a corner of the dark cloud was unexpectedly flung over him in Bellas sorrow, he felt deeply sympathetic but helpless. A sad look, however, and a gentle pressure of the hand that rested on his arm, was quite sufficient for Bella.

To relieve my friend from his embarrassment, I pulled out my watch and urged that we should walk in the direction of the Admiralty, as the hour for my interview had nearly arrived.

At Charing-Cross we parted, and I proceeded on my mission with the plan of my torpedo, which Nicholas styled the infernal machine, in my pocket, and a rather anxious heart in my breast, for although I was quite certain that my invention was superior to all others, inasmuch as it fulfilled several conditions which were not fulfilled by other torpedoes, I did not feel sure that the Lords of the Admiralty would take the same view of it that I did. Besides, the machine had only been tried as a model, and might not act perfectly when tested in actual warfare. But, of course, I knew that my inventive powers would readily overcome each weak point as it cropped into view in practice.

I met with a very gracious reception from the first Lord. Beside him were seated two elderly gentlemen, whom I judged to be brother Lords.

It were needless to recount all that passed during that memorable interview. Suffice it to say, that after I had given a most careful and clear explanation of my invention, to which the three Lords listened with marked attention, the first Lord said, with a bland smile  

But what, Mr Childers, is the peculiar point of superiority over other torpedoes which you claim for yours?

I confess that the question damped me a little, for I had been remarkably explicit in my explanations, which lasted nearly an hour. However, with the utmost alacrity, I went again over the chief points.

You observe, my Lord, said I, pointing to my drawing, which lay spread out on the table, that this watch-work arrangement in the heart of the machine is so intimately connected with that lever and screw on its exterior, that in passing out of the case from which it is launched into the sea, the machinery is set in motion, and the first act of the torpedo is to set or regulate itself for the special purpose for which it is designed. Thus it may be styled an automatic torpedo. The celebrated Whitehead fish-torpedo, beautiful and cleverly contrived though it be, can only advance straight to its object at a certain depth below the surface; but mine, as you see, by this arrangement of the main pneumatic engine, which connects the watch-work regulator with an eccentric wheel or fin outside, causes the torpedo to describe a curve of any size, and in any direction, during its progress. Thus, if you wish to hit an enemys vessel, but cannot venture to fire because of a friendly ship happening to lie between, you have only to set the eccentric indicator to the required curve, and send the torpedo on its mission of destruction right under the bottom of the friendly ship; or by laying the torpedo on its side, it will easily go round it, and afterwards hit the enemy.

Ah! I see, said the first Lord, with a grave nod; you have at last succeeded in making that which has so long been held impossible; an instrument which will shoot round the corner.

Well, a  ; yes, my Lord, although I confess it had not struck me in that light before. But, I continued, feeling my enthusiasm rise as the first Lord became more appreciative, the weapon may be used even in attacking fortresses from the sea, for by making what I may call the inverted trajectory of the curve very high, the torpedo may be made to rush under the surface of the water, gradually curve upwards, then shoot right out of its native element, and go straight into a fort or town on a hill, at least a hundred feet above the level of the sea.

Indeed! exclaimed the first Lord.

I observed that the other two Lords were gazing at me, with looks from which were banished every expression except that of intense surprise. Regarding this as a sign that the merits of my invention were beginning to tell on them, I went on  

Yes, my Lord, the action of the thing is absolutely certain, if the distance of the object aimed at be ascertained to a nicety, and the arrangements of the watch-work indicator adjusted to those of the eccentric wheel and the pneumatic engine with mathematical precision. This, of course, in these days of thorough education, can be easily done by even the youngest officer in a ship. I should have mentioned, however, that if it were required to send the torpedo into a citadel or fortress on a hill, it would be necessary to use a stronger explosive than any yet known,  gun-cotton and dynamite being too weak, and nitro-glycerine too dangerous, therefore inadmissible.

Ha! exclaimed the first Lord, and where is such an explosive to be found?

In my laboratory down in Devonshire, my Lord, I answered, with a look of diffidence, feeling uncertain how he would take the announcement.

For a few moments he contemplated me in perfect silence, and I observed that the other two Lords smiled. I felt perplexed, but the awkwardness of the moment was quickly removed by the first Lord asking what my new compound was made of.

That, my Lord, said I, is a secret.

Just so, and you wish to sell your secret to Government?

No, my Lord, I replied, with dignity; I wish to let my Government possess any slight gift which it lies in my power to present to it, in addition to that of a loyal heart; but I cannot afford to let my secret be known, unless I have some assurance that it shall be held inviolable.

That assurance you have, said the first Lord, but I should have supposed that to so loyal a subject the character of the British Admiralty would have been sufficient guarantee, and that nothing further would have been required from me.

I do not require further assurance, my Lord, said I, hastily; I merely wish you to understand how important it is that secrecy should be observed. I will reveal it to you.

Here I rose and whispered in the first Lords ear. He turned pale, as I sat down, and whispered to the other two Lords, who looked very grave, from which I augured good fortune to my invention. At the same time I was surprised, for my communication to him was in no way alarming, though connected with explosives.

Presently the first Lord touched a bell. A servant in uniform appeared, and after a few words, disappeared. I was puzzled, but silent.

Mr Childers, said the first Lord, I shall give your invention my best attention; but I must tell you that there are many others in this country, as well as yourself, who are exerting their minds to discover the most effectual method of spreading wholesale devastation among their fellow-creatures, and

Forgive my interrupting you, my Lord, I exclaimed, with a look of horror, but I repudiate entirely any intention to destroy my fellow-creatures. My motives in this matter have been purely scientific.

I have no doubt of it, returned the first Lord, with a smile, nevertheless the tendency of your labours is towards destruction; and my reference to the fact is merely for the purpose of informing you that there are many other inventors who have claimed my attention to their designs, and that you must not expect an immediate decision in regard to yours.

With this I was politely bowed out, and as I passed down the corridor, I could not help feeling disappointed at the rather faint success of my visit. The idea, too, that I was a would-be destroyer of my species had never before occurred to me, my whole soul and faculties having hitherto been engrossed in the simple idea of perfecting a chemical explosive and a mechanical contrivance. Thus, unintentionally, do we sometimes lend ourselves to that from which our hearts revolt.

I noticed, too, that the servant who had been summoned by the first Lord while we were discussing the torpedo, was particularly attentive to me, and very careful in seeing me off the premises; and then, for the first time, it flashed across my mind that I had been taken for a madman.

I was so tickled with the idea, that I burst into a sudden fit of hearty laughter, an act which induced a little boy, a policeman, and an old woman, who chanced to be passing, to imbibe the erroneous view of the first Lord.

However, although grievously disheartened, I was not subdued. Hope, which tells so many flattering tales, told me that after proper consideration the Admiralty would infallibly perceive the value of my invention; and in regard to the destruction of my fellow-creatures, I consoled myself with the reflection that torpedoes were much more calculated for defensive than offensive warfare.

Before quitting this subject, I may state that from that day to this, I have never heard from the Admiralty in reference to my invention. This fact gives me no pain now, although it did at first. I will explain why.

There is a friend of mine  a grave, kindly, young man, yet withal sarcastic and eccentric  who met me immediately after my visit to the Admiralty. He is a strange being this friend, who crops up at all sorts of unexpected times, and in divers places, when one least expects him. His name is U. Biquitous.

My dear Childers, said he, when I had explained matters, you are a victim;  you are the victim of self-delusion. You were victimised by self-delusion when I first met you, at the time you thought you had discovered perpetual motion. Your torpedo, as you have just described it to me, is an impossibility, and you yourself are

An ass? said I, looking up in his face.

No, by no means, returned Biquitous, earnestly; but you are an enthusiast without ballast. Enthusiasm is a fine, noble quality. The want of ballast is a grievous misfortune. Study mechanics, my boy, a little more than you have yet done, before venturing on further inventions, and dont theorise too much. You have been revelling of late in the regions of fancy. Take my advice, and dont do it.

I wont, said I, fervently, but I cannot give up my cherished pursuits.

There is no reason that you should, returned my friend, grasping my hand, and my earnest advice to you is to continue them; but lay in some ballast if possible.

With these cheery words ringing in my ears, I rejoined my mother and sister, and went off to Portsmouth.

It is well, however, to state here that my personal investigations in the matter of explosives had at this time received a death-blow. I went, indeed, with intense interest to see the display of our national destructive powers at Portsmouth, but I never again ventured to add my own little quota to the sum of human knowledge on such subjects; and the reader may henceforth depend upon it, that in all I shall hereafter write, there shall be drawn a distinct and unmistakable line between the region of fact and fancy.




Chapter Four.

A Day with the Torpedoes.

The sentence with which I finished the last chapter appears to me essential, because what I am now about to describe may seem to many readers more like the dreams of fancy than the details of sober fact.

When my mother and I, with Nicholas and Bella, arrived at Portsmouth, we were met by my naval friend, a young lieutenant, who seemed to me the beau-idéal of an embryo naval hero. He was about the middle height, broad, lithe, athletic, handsome, with a countenance beaming with good-will to, and belief in, everybody, including himself. He was self-possessed; impressively attentive to ladies, both young and old, and suave to gentlemen; healthy as a wild stag, and happy as a young cricket, with a budding moustache and a fluff on either cheek. Though gentle as a lamb in peace, he was said to be a very demon in war, and bore the not inappropriate name of Firebrand.

Allow me to introduce my friend, Lieutenant Naranovitsch, Mr Firebrand, my mother and sister; not too late, I hope, said I, shaking hands.

Not at all. In capital time, replied the young fellow, gaily, as he bowed to each. Allow me, Mrs Childers  take my arm. The boat is not far off.

Boat! exclaimed my mother, must we then go to sea?

Not exactly, replied Firebrand, with a light laugh, unless you dignify Portchester Creek by that name. The Nettle target-ship lies there, and we must go on board of her, as it is around and in connection with her that the various experiments are to be tried, by means of gunboats, launches, steam-pinnaces, and various other kinds of small craft.

How very fortunate that you have such a charming day, said my mother, whose interest was at once aroused by the youths cheery manner. Do you expect many people to witness the experiments, Mr Firebrand?

About five hundred invitations have been issued, answered the lieutenant, and I daresay most of those invited will come. It is an occasion of some importance, being the termination of the senior course of instruction in our Naval Torpedo School here. I am happy to think, he added, with an arch smile, that an officer of the Russian army will have such a good opportunity of witnessing what England is preparing for her enemies.

It will afford me the greatest pleasure to witness your experiments, replied Nicholas, returning the smile with interest, all the more that England and Russia are now the best of friends, and shall, I hope, never again be enemies.

In a few minutes we were conveyed on board the Nettle, on whose deck was a most animated assemblage. Not only were there present hundreds of gaily-dressed visitors, and officers, both naval and military, in bright and varied uniforms, but also a number of Chinese students, whose gaudy and peculiar garments added novelty as well as brilliancy to the scene.

Delightful! murmured Bella, as she listened to the sweet strains of the Commander-in-chiefs band, and gazed dreamily at the sun-flashes that danced on the glassy water.

Paradise! replied Naranovitsch, looking down into her eyes.

What are they going to do? asked my mother of young Firebrand, who kept possession of her during the whole of the proceedings, and explained everything.

They are going to illustrate the application of torpedo science to offensive and defensive warfare, said the lieutenant; and just now I see they are about to send off an outrigger launch to make an attack with two torpedoes, one on either bow, each being filled with 100 pounds of gunpowder. Sometimes gun-cotton is used, but this 100 pounds charge of powder is quite sufficient to send the vessel in which we stand to the bottom in five or ten minutes. Come this way  we shall see the operations better from this point. Now, dont be alarmed, there is not the slightest danger, I assure you.

He spoke in reassuring tones, and led my mother to the side of the ship, whither I followed them, and became at once absorbed in what was going on.

The outrigger launch referred to was a goodly-sized boat, fitted with a small engine and screw propeller. Its chief peculiarities were two long poles or spars, which lay along its sides, projecting beyond the bows. These were the outriggers. At the projecting end of each spar was fixed an iron case, bearing some resemblance in shape and size to an elongated kettle-drum. These were the torpedoes. I heard the lieutenant explain to my mother that if one of these torpedoes chanced to explode where it hung, it would blow the boat and men to atoms. To which my mother replied, Horrible! and asked how, in that case, the crew could fire it and escape. Whereupon he responded, You shall see presently.

Another peculiarity in the launch was that it had a species of iron hood or shield, like a broad and low sentry-box, from behind which protection the few men who formed her crew could steer and work the outriggers and the galvanic battery, without being exposed.

This little boat seemed to me like a vicious wasp, as it left the side of the ship with a rapid throbbing of its engine and twirling of its miniature screw.

When at a sufficient distance from the ship, an order was given by the officer in charge. Immediately the outrigger on the right or starboard side was run out by invisible hands to its full extent  apparently fifteen feet beyond the bow of the launch; then the inner end of the outrigger was tilted violently into the air, so that the other end with its torpedo was thrust down ten feet below the surface of the water. This, I was told, is about the depth at which an enemys ship ought to be struck. The launch, still going at full speed, was now supposed to have run so close to the enemy, that the submerged torpedo was about to strike her. Another order was given. The operator gave the needful touch to the galvanic battery, which, like the most faithful of servants, instantly sent a spark to fire the torpedo.

The result was tremendous. A column of seething mud and water, twenty feet in diameter, shot full thirty feet into the air, overwhelming the launch in such a shower that many of the unprofessional spectators imagined she was lost. Thus an imaginary ironclad was sent, with a tremendous hole in her, to the bottom of the sea.

That this is no imaginary result will be seen in the sequel of our tale.

Why, the shock has made the Nettle herself tremble! I exclaimed, in surprise.

Oh, the poor boat! cried my mother.

No fear of the boat, said young Firebrand, and as to the Nettle  why, my good fellow, I have felt our greatest ironclad, the mighty Thunderer, of which I have the honour to be an officer, quiver slightly from the explosion of a mere five-pounds torpedo discharged close alongside. Few people have an adequate conception of the power of explosives, and still fewer, I believe, understand the nature of the powers by which they are at all times surrounded. That 100-pounds torpedo, for instance, which has only caused us to quiver, would have blown a hole in our most powerful ship if fired in contact with it, and yet the cushion of water between it and the tiny launch that fired it is so tough as to be quite a sufficient protection to the boat, as you see.

We did indeed see, for the waspish little boat emerged from the deluge she had raised and, steaming swiftly on, turned round and retraced her track. On reaching about the same position as to the Nettle, she repeated the experiment with her second torpedo.

Splendid! exclaimed young Naranovitsch, whose military ardour was aroused.

It means, does it not, said Bella, a splendid ship destroyed, and some hundreds of lives lost?

Well  yes said Nicholas, hesitatingly; but of course it does not always follow, you know, that so many lives

He paused, and smiled with a perplexed look. Bella smiled dubiously, and shook her head, for it did not appear to either of them that the exact number of lives lost had much to do with the question. A sudden movement of the visitors to the other side of the ship stopped the conversation.

They were now preparing to show the effect of a gun-cotton hand-grenade; in other words, a species of bomb-shell, meant to be thrown by the hand into an enemys boat at close-quarters. This really tremendous weapon was an innocent-looking disc or circlet of gun-cotton, weighing not more than eight ounces. Innocent it would, in truth, have been but for the little detonator in its heart, without which it would only have burned, not exploded. Attached to this disc was an instantaneous fuse of some length, so that an operator could throw the disc into a passing boat, and then fire the fuse, which would instantly explode the disc.

All this was carefully explained by Firebrand to my astonished mother, while the disc, for experimental purposes, was being placed in a cask floating in the water. On the fuse being fired, this cask was blown into matchwood  a wreck so complete that the most ignorant spectator could not fail to understand what would have been the fate of a boat and its crew in similar circumstances.

How very awful! said my mother. Pray, Mr Firebrand, what is gun-worsted  I mean cotton.

The young lieutenant smiled rather broadly as he explained, in a glib and slightly sing-song tone, which savoured of the Woolwich Military Academy, that, gun-cotton is the name given to the explosive substance produced by the action of nitric acid mixed with sulphuric acid, on cotton fibre. He was going to add, It contains carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen, and oxygen, corresponding to when my mother stopped him.

Dear me, Mr Firebrand, is a popular explanation impossible?

Not impossible, madam, but rather difficult. Let me see. Gun-cotton is a chemical compound of the elements which I have just named  a chemical compound, you will observe, not a mechanical mixture, like gunpowder. Hence it explodes more rapidly than the latter, and its power is from three to six times greater.

My mother looked perplexed. What is the difference, she asked, between a chemical compound and a mechanical mixture?

Firebrand now in his turn looked perplexed. Why, madam, he exclaimed, in modulated desperation, the ultimate molecules of a mixture are only placed beside each other, so that an atom of gunpowder may be saltpetre, charcoal, or sulphur, dependent on its fellow-atoms for power to act; whereas a chemical compound is such a perfect union of substances, that each ultimate molecule is complete in its definite proportions of the four elements, and therefore an independent little atom.

Now, the next experiment, continued Firebrand, glad to have an opportunity of changing the subject, is meant to illustrate our method of countermining. You must know that our enemies may sometimes sink torpedoes at the entrance of their harbours, to prevent our ships of war entering. Such torpedoes consist usually of casks or cases of explosives, which are fired either by electric wires, like the telegraph, when ships are seen to be passing over them, or by contact. That is to say, an enemys ship entering a harbour runs against something which sets something else in motion, which explodes the torpedo and blows it and the ship into what natives of the Green Isle call smithereens. This is very satisfactory when it happens to an enemy, but not when it happens to ones-self, therefore when we have to enter an enemys harbour we countermine. This operation is now about to be illustrated. The last experiments exhibited the power of offensive torpedoes. There are several different kinds, such as Mr Whiteheads fish-torpedo, the Harvey torpedo, and others.

Dear me, said my mother, with a perplexed air, I should have thought, Mr Firebrand, that all torpedoes were offensive.

By no means; those which are placed at the entrance of harbours and navigable rivers are defensive. To protect ourselves from the offensive weapon, we use crinolines.

My mother looked quickly up at her polite young mentor. You play with the ignorance of an old woman, sir, she said, with a half-jocular air.

Indeed I do not, madam, I assure you, returned Firebrand, with much earnestness. Every iron-clad is provided with a crinoline, which is a powerful iron network, hung all round the ship at some distance from her, like  pardon me  a ladys crinoline, and is intended to intercept any torpedo that may be discharged against her.

Attention was called, at this point, to the counter-mining experiments.

It may be said, in regard to these, that they can be conducted in various ways, but always with the same end in view, namely, to destroy an enemys mines by exploding others in their midst.

For the sake of illustration, it was supposed that the surrounding sea-bottom was studded with invisible torpedoes, and that the Nettle was a warship, determined to advance into the enemys harbour. To effect this with safety, and in order to clear away the supposed sunken torpedoes, a counter-torpedo was floated between two empty casks, and sent off floating in the desired direction by means of the tide. This countermine consisted of an iron cylinder, containing 300 pounds of powder, and was electrically connected with the Nettle. A small charge of gun-cotton was fixed to the suspender that held the torpedo to its casks. When at a safe distance from the ship, this charge was fired. It cut the suspender and let the torpedo sink to the bottom. There it was exploded with terrific violence, as was quickly shown by the mighty fountain of mud, water, and smoke that instantly shot up into the air. It has been proved by experiment that 500 pounds of gun-cotton exploded below water, will destroy all the torpedoes that lie within a radius of 120 yards. It is obvious, therefore, that a warship could advance into the space thus cleared and then send a second countermine ahead of her in the same way. If neither tide, current, nor wind will serve to drift the casks, the operation might be accomplished by a small boat, which could back out of danger after laying each torpedo, and thus, step by step, or shot by shot, the advance could be made in safety through the enemys defences.

After this, twelve small charges of gun-cotton were sunk in various directions, each representing a countermine of 500 pounds. These were discharged simultaneously, to demonstrate the possibility of extending the operations over a wide area. These miniature charges were sent down in small nets, and were quite unprotected from the water, so that the gun-cotton was wet when fired.

This fact caught the attention of my mother at once.

How can it go off when wet? she exclaimed, turning her bright little eyes in astonishment on her young companion.

Ha, that is one of the strange peculiarities of gun-cotton, replied Firebrand, with an amused look; you dont require to keep it dry like powder. It is only necessary that there should be one small lump of dry gun-cotton inside the wet stuff, with a detonator in its heart. A detonator, you must know

Oh, I know what a detonator is, said my mother, quickly.

Well then, continued Firebrand, the exploding of the detonator and the dry disc causes the wet gun-cotton also to go off, as you have seen. Now they are going to exhibit one of the modes of defending harbours. They have sunk four mines, of 300 pounds of gunpowder each, not far from where you see yon black specks floating on the water. The black specks are buoys, called circuit-closers, because they contain a delicate contrivance  a compound of mechanism and galvanism  which, when the buoys are bumped, close the electric circuit and cause the mine to explode. Thus when a ship-of-war sails against one of these circuit-closers, she is immediately blown up.

Is not that rather a sneaking way of killing ones enemies? asked my mother.

Young Firebrand laughed, and admitted that it was, but pleaded that everything was fair in love and war.

In actual warfare the circuit-closers are placed just over the mines which they are designed to explode, but for safety on this occasion they were placed at a safe distance from their respective mines. A steam-launch was used to bump them, and a prodigious upheaval of water on each explosion showed clearly enough what would have been the fate of an iron-clad if she had been over the mine.

Oh, shade of Nelson! I could not help exclaiming, how shocked you must be if you are permitted to witness such methods of conducting war.

Ah, yes! sighed Firebrand; the bubble reputation, you see, is being transferred from the cannons mouth to the torpedo.

I made no reply, for my mind reverted to my laboratory in Devonshire, where lay the working-model of the terrible weapon I had spent so much time in perfecting. It seemed strange to me now, that, in the eager pursuit of a scientific object, I had scarcely ever, if at all, reflected on the dire results that the use of my torpedo involved, and I felt as if I were really guilty of the intent to murder. Just before leaving home I had charged my model, which was quite a large one, capable of holding about 50 pounds of dynamite, in the hope that I might prevail on the First Lord of the Admiralty and some of his colleagues to come down and see it actually fired. I now resolved to throw the dynamite into the sea, break up my model, and have done with explosives for ever.

While my mind was running on this, I was startled by an explosion close alongside. On turning towards the side of the ship, I found that it was caused by the rending of a huge iron chain, the links of which were more than one and a quarter inch in thickness. This powerful cable, which could have held an iron-clad, was snapped in twain like a piece of thread by the explosion against it of only two and a half pounds of gun-cotton.

Very well done, I said to Firebrand, but I think that a much smaller quantity of dynamite would have done it as effectively.

Now, Mrs Childers, said the young lieutenant, the last experiment is about to be made, and I think it will interest you even more than the others. See, they are about to send off the electrical steam-pinnace.

As he spoke, a boat was being prepared alongside the ship.

Why! exclaimed my mother, almost speechless with surprise, they have forgotten to send its crew in it.

No, madam, said Firebrand, with one of his blandest smiles, they have not forgotten her crew, but there are services so dangerous, that although the courage of the British sailor will of course enable him to face anything, it has been thought advisable not to put it to too severe a test, hence this automatic boat has been invented. It is steered, and all its other operations are performed, by means of electricity, applied not on board the boat but on board of the Nettle.

This was indeed the case. The electric pinnace went off as he spoke, her steam-engines, steering-gear, and all the other apparatus being regulated by electric wires, which were paid out from the ship as the boat proceeded on her mission of supposed extreme danger. Right under the withering fire of the imaginary enemys batteries she went, and having scorned the rain of small shot that swept over her like hail, and escaped the plunging heavy shot that fell on every side, she dropped a mine over her stern, exploded it by means of a slow fuse, turned round and steamed back in triumph, amid the cheers of the spectators.

This last was really a marvellous sight, and the little boat seemed indeed to deserve the encomiums of Firebrand, who said, that, If cool, calm pluck, in the face of appalling danger, merited anything, that heroic little steam-pinnace ought to receive the Victoria Cross.

I was still meditating on this subject, and listening to the animated comments going on around me, when I myself received a shock, compared to which all the explosions I had that day witnessed were as nothing.

It suddenly recurred to my memory that I had left a compound in my laboratory at home in a state of chemical preparation, which required watching to prevent its catching fire at a certain part of the process. I had been called away from that compound suddenly by Nicholas, just before we left for London, and I had been so taken up with what he had to tell me, that I had totally forgotten it. The mere burning of this compound would, in itself, have been nothing, for my laboratory was an old out-house, quite unconnected with the dwelling; but in the laboratory also lay my torpedo! The worst of it was that I had inserted a detonator and affixed a fuse, feeling quite secure in doing so, because I invariably locked the door and carried the key in my pocket.

My face must have turned very pale, for Nicholas, who came up at the moment, looked at me with anxious surprise, and asked if I were ill.

No, said I, hurriedly; no, not ill  but  yes  it is a slow process at best, and not always certain  sometimes takes a day or two to culminate. The fusion may not have been quite completed, or it may have failed altogether. Too late, I fear, too late, but I cannot rest till I know. Tell my mother Im off home  only business  dont alarm her.

Regardless of the amazed looks of those who stood near me, I broke from the grasp of Nicholas, leaped into one of the boats alongside, seized the oars, and rowed ashore in mad haste.

Fortune favoured me. The train had not left, though it was just in motion. I had no time to take a ticket, but leaping upon the moving footboard, I wrenched open a carriage-door and sprang in.

It was an express. We went at full sixty miles an hour, yet I felt as if we moved like a snail. No words can adequately explain the state of my mind and body  the almost uncontrollable desire I felt to spring out of the train and run on ahead. But I was forced to sit still and think. I thought of the nearness of the laboratory to our kitchen windows, of the tremendous energy of the explosive with which the model-torpedo was charged, of the mass of combustibles of all kinds by which it was surrounded, of the thousand and one possibilities of the case, and of my own inexcusable madness in not being more careful.

At last the train pulled up at the town from which our residence is about two miles distant. It was now evening; but it was summer, and the days were long. Hiring a horse at the nearest hotel, I set off at a break-neck gallop.

The avenue-gate was open. I dashed in. The laboratory was not visible from that point, being at the back of the house. At the front door I pulled up, sprang to the ground, let the horse go, and ran forward.

I was met by Lancey coming round the corner. I saw at once that all was over! His face and hands had been scorched, and his hair singed! I gasped for breath.

No one killed? I asked.

No, sir, nobody killed, but most of us orribly scared, sir.

Nobody hurt, Lancey? I asked again, leaning against the side of the house, and wiping my forehead.

No, sir, nor urt, continued my faithful groom, hastening to relieve my mind; youve no need to alarm yourself, sir, for were all alive and earty, though I must say its about the wust buster, sir, that youve yet turned out of ands. It sent in the kitchen winders as if theyd bin made of tissue paper, sir, an cook she went into highstericks in the coal-bunker, Margaret she swounded in the scullery, and Mary went into fits in the washus. But theyre all right again, sir,  only raither skeery ever since. We ad some trouble in puttin it out, for the cumbustibles didnt seem to care much for water. We got it under at last, early this morning.

This morning?

Yes, sir. It blowd up about two hours arter you left for London, an weve bin at it ever since. We was so glad your mother was away, sir, for it did make an uncommon crack. I was just sayin to cook, not alf an hour since, the master would have enjoyed that, he would; it was such a crusher.

Any of  of  the torpedo left, Lancey? I asked, with some hesitation.

The torpedo, sir. Bless your art, it went up to the eavens like a sky-rocket, an blowed the out-ouse about to that extent that you couldnt find a bit big enough to pick your teeth with.

On hearing this I roused myself, and hastened to the scene of devastation.

One glance sufficed. The spot on which my laboratory had stood was a blackened heap of rubbish!

Now, mother, said I next day, after relieving her mind by a full and rapid account of what had happened, there is nothing that I know of to detain me at home. I will therefore see to having the yacht got ready, and we shall all go to sea without delay.




Chapter Five.

Terrible Torpedo Tales, Followed By Overturned Plans.

Change of scene has almost always an invigorating effect on the mind. Whatever be the nature of your mind, variety, rest assured, will improve its condition.

So we thought, my mother and I, Nicholas and Bella, as we lay, one beautiful morning, becalmed in the English Channel.

The yacht turned out to be a most charming vessel. Schooner-rigged, with two cabins, one of which formed our salon during the day, and the gentlemens bed-room by night, the other being set apart entirely for the ladies. It was quite full. My mother and Bella filled it. Another female would have caused it to overflow.

Contrary to all expectation, my mother turned out a capital sailor; better even than Bella, on whom she attended during the first part of the voyage when the latter was ill.

Dyou think we shall have a good passage across the far-famed Bay of Biscay? asked Nicholas, as he sat on the cabin skylight, smoking a mild cigar. Talking of that, smoking was the only thing in which I could not join my future brother-in-law. I know not how it is, but so it is that I cannot smoke. I have often tried to, but it invariably makes me sick, for which, perhaps, I ought to be thankful.

It is to be hoped we shall, I replied to his question; but I am not a judge of weather. What think you, Mr Whitlaw? I said, addressing my skipper.

I hope we shall, sir, replied the skipper, with a deferential touch of his cap, and a glance round the horizon; but I dont feel sure.

Mr Whitlaw was an American, and a splendid specimen of the nation to which he belonged,  tall, lanky, broad-shouldered, gentlemanly, grave, self-possessed, prompt, good-humoured: I have seldom met a more agreeable man. He had been in the Northern navy of America during the last war, and had already introduced some of the discipline, to which he had been accustomed, amongst my small crew.

Bella was up on deck enjoying the sunset; so was my mother. Lancey was busy cleaning my fowling-piece, near the companion-hatch.

It is charming, exclaimed my mother.

So calm, said Bella.

And settled-looking, remarked Nicholas, flipping the end of his cigar over the side.

Mr Whitlaw does not appear to think so favourably of the weather, I remarked.

The skipper, looking gravely at a particular point on the horizon, said, in a quiet tone  

The clouds are heavy.

From which you judge that the fine weather may not last?

It may be so, but the indications are not certain, was his cautious reply.

That night we were in a perfect chaos of wind and water. The storm-fiend seemed to have reserved all his favours in order to give us a befitting reception. The sea roared, the wind yelled, the yacht  but why repeat the oft-told tale that invariably ends with Biscay, O! A week later and we were in a dead calm, revelling in warmth, bathed in sunshine, within the straits of Gibraltar.

It was evening. All sail was set. Not a puff of wind rendered that display available. The reef-points pattered as the yacht rolled gracefully from side to side on the gentle heave of the Mediterraneans bosom.

Sitting on a rug on the deck, between my mother and Nicholas, Bella said, in a low quiet tone, This is perfect felicity.

Agreed, said Nicholas, in a similar tone, with a puff from his cigar.

Bella referred to the calm, of course!

A sea-captain, sitting astride the bulwarks of his ship in the Doldrums, far far away from Bella, said, in reference to a similar calm which had beset him for three weeks, This is perfectly maddening, with many other strong expressions which we would rather not record; but Bella, of course, did not know that, and could not be expected to reflect on it. She was taken up with her own comforts at the time.

My dear, said Mrs Childers, I think I shall go to bed. Come with me. Good-night, Nicholas. Will you keep the skylight off to-night, Jeffry? It was too hot in our cabin last night.

Of course I will, said I; why did you not ring, and let me know that you would like fresh air? But I shall see to it to-night.

About eleven oclock that night, I lay on one of the lockers of the main cabin, in a wakeful mood. Nicholas lay on the other locker, in that profound slumber which is so characteristic of healthy youth. His regular breathing was the only sound I heard, except the soft footfall of our skipper, as he slowly paced the deck.

Presently I heard another step. It advanced, and a low Fine night, sir, apprised me that it was Lancey, who had come on deck to air himself after the culinary and other labours of the day, for he served in the capacity of cook and steward to the yacht.

I wish youd tell me about that expedition you was speakin off to the master this morning, said Lancey.

With pleasure, replied the skipper; sit down here, and Ill spin it off to you right away.

I knew by the sound of their motions that they had seated themselves at the foot of the main-mast, just between the skylights of the two cabins, and feared that their talk might disturb my mother; but, reflecting that she must have got to sleep long ago, I thought it better not to disturb them, unless their talk should become too loud. As for myself, in my wakeful mood, their converse could not annoy me. After a time it began to interest me deeply.

It was about the blowing-up of Southern ironclads, was it not? said the skipper. As he spoke I could distinctly hear the puff, puff, of his pipe between each half-dozen words.

Just so, replied Lancey. The master is uncommon fond of blowins-up and inquirin into the natur of things. I never knowd another except one as beat im at inwestigation, but that one beat everybody I ever seen or heard of. He was a Scotch boy, named Sandy

What was his other name? asked the skipper.

Avent a notion, replied Lancey. We never called im anythink else. I dont believe he ad any other name. He said he was the son of an apothecary. No doubt the schoolmaster knew is other name, if he ad one, but he never used it, and we boys were content with Sandy. That boy, sir, seemed to me to know everythink, and was able, I believe, to do hanythink. He was a tremendous fighter, too, though not out o the way as regards size. He could lick the biggest boy in the school, and when he made up his mind to do a thing, nothin on earth could stop him a-doin of it.

Good, said the skipper, with an emphatic puff; thats what we Americans call the power to go ahead. Did Sandy become a great man?

Dont know, answered Lancey. He went aead too fast for me to foller. One day the master gave im a lickin. He vowed hed be revenged. Next mornin early he got up an smashed the school winders, redooced the masters desk to matchwood, an walked away whistlin. I never seed im since.

Nor heard of him?

Nor eard of im.

That was a pity, said the skipper, with a prolonged whiff.

It was. But go on, Mister Whitlaw, with your hanecdotes. I couldnt rightly hear all you said to the master.

It was about torpedo warfare we were talking, said the skipper. You know that sort o thing is only in its infancy, but the Americans, as usual, had the honour of starting it fairly into being.

The honour, eh? said Lancey; hm! well, Im not so sure about the honour, but go on.

Well, whether it be an honour or no, I wont dispute, returned the skipper, with a puff; but of this I am sure, that during the late war between the North and South in America, torpedo practice was regularly brought into play for the first time, and the case which I brought before Mr Childers yesterday is only one of many which I could describe. Ill not relate the same story, but another and a better.

About the beginning of the war, in 1862, the Confederates  these were the Southern men  blew up our ironclad, the Cairo, in which I lost one of my most intimate friends; and in 1864 they attempted to blow up the Wabash, and myself along with it. The Cairo business was caused by sunk torpedoes. She was going up the Yazoo river at the time, and had lowered a boat to search for torpedoes, which were known to be sunk there. They succeeded in fishing up one, which was found to be an exploded one. Meanwhile the Cairo, having got rather too close in shore, backed out towards the middle of the stream, when two explosions occurred in quick succession, one close to the port-quarter, the other under the port-bow. The effect was tremendous. Some of the heavy guns were actually lifted from the deck. The captain instantly shoved the Cairo on the bank, and got a hawser out to a tree to keep her, if possible, from sinking in deep water. The pumps, steam and hand, were set going immediately; but her whole frame, ironclad though she was, had been so shattered, that nothing could save her. Twelve minutes afterwards she slipped down into six fathoms water, giving them barely time to get out the boats and save the sick men aboard, and the arms. My friend was one of the sick, and the moving was ultimately the death of him, though no lives were lost at the time.

Youre not tellin me crackers, are you? said Lancey, in an incredulous tone.

My good fellow, returned the skipper, I wish that I were. The story is only too true, and I would it were the only one of the sort I had to tell. You can find a book in London, (see note 1) if you like, which tells all about this and the other torpedo work done during the late American war.

Well, then, said Lancey, in the tone of an eager listener, while, by the tapping on the combings of the hatchway, I could distinguish that he was emptying his pipe, with a view, no doubt, to the enjoyment of another, and what happened when they tried to blow you up?

Well, you must know, resumed the skipper, it was long afterwards, near the end of the war. I was in the US steamer Wabash at the time. We were at anchor off Charleston, and we kept a sharp look-out at that time, for it was a very different state of things from the wooden-wall warfare that Nelson used to carry on. Why, we never turned in a night without a half sort of expectation of being blown into the sky before morning. It was uneasy work, too, for although American sailors are as good at facing death as any men, they dont like the notion of death coming in on them, like a sneak below the waterline, and taking them in the dark while asleep. We were always on the alert, and doubly so at that time, for only a short while previously, the Confederates had sunk another of our ironclads, the Housatonic, with one of their torpedo-Davids,  little boats that were so called because, compared with the great ironclads they were meant to attack, they somewhat resembled David when he went out against Goliath.

Well, as I said, the Wabash was at anchor, and it was night  not very late, about ten; but it was very dark.

Fortunately the deck was in charge that night of a young officer named Craven, and never was an officer worse named or better deserving to be called Courage. He had his wits about him. At the hour I have named, he observed something on the starboard-quarter, about 150 yards off. It resembled a plank on the water. In reality it was a torpedo-David. It was opposite the main-mast when first observed, going rapidly against the tide. At that moment it turned and made straight for the ship. Craven was up to the mark. He commenced with volleys of musketry; beat the gong for the crew to assemble at quarters; rang four bells for the engine to go ahead; opened fire with the watch and the starboard battery; and gave orders to slip the cable.

His orders, you may be sure, were obeyed with promptitude. The gong sent every man from his hammock as if he had received an electric shock. Jack-in-the-box never came out of his box more promptly than each man shot up the hatchway. An exaggerated idea of the effect of torpedoes  if that were possible  had got possession of us. We were at our quarters in a moment; the ship moved ahead; the chain slipped; and the torpedo-boat passed us about forty yards astern. A round shot from us at the same moment appeared to strike it. We cheered. A second shot was fired, and appeared to send it to the bottom, for we saw it no more.

But now our turn came, continued the skipper, refilling his pipe. Puff! you see we were not so well situated as the Southerners for the use of this weapon, for we had to go in to attack their forts, while they had only to defend themselves, which they did largely with sunk torpedoes.

We had long been desirous of revenging their attacks in a similar fashion, and at last we were successful on the 27th of October. I had the good luck to be one of the expedition. It was risky work, of course. We all knew that, but where is the nation worthy of the name that will not find men for risky work? People talk about the difference of courage in nations. In my opinion that is all gammon. Most nations that lie near to one another are pretty much alike as to courage. In times of trial among all nations, the men of pluck come to the front, and the plucky men, be they American, English, French, German, Russian, or Turk, do pretty much the same thing  they fight like heroes till they conquer or die.

Better if they didnt fight at all, remarked Lancey.

Thats true, but if youre attacked you must fight. Anyhow, on this particular occasion we attacked the Confederate ironclad ram Albemarle, and sent her to the bottom. I had volunteered for the duty with some other men from the squadron, and we started in a steam-launch under Lieutenant Cushing. The distance from the mouth of the river to where the ram lay was about eight miles, the stream averaging 200 yards in width, and being lined with the enemys pickets, so that we had to proceed with the utmost possible caution. We set out in the dead of night. There was a wreck on our way, which was surrounded by schooners, and we knew that a gun was mounted there to command the bend of the river. We had the good luck, however, to pass the pickets and the wreck without being discovered, and were not hailed until seen by the look-out of the ram itself.

Without replying to the hail, we made straight at her under a full head of steam. The enemy sprang their rattles, rang their bell, and commenced firing. The Albemarle was made fast to a wharf, with a defence of logs around her about thirty feet from her side. A chance fire on the shore enabled us to see this, although the night was intensely dark, and raining.

From the report afterwards published by the commander of the Albemarle, it seems that a good look-out had been kept. The watch also had been doubled, and when we were seen (about three in the morning) they were all ready. After hailing, a brisk fire was opened on us both by small arms and large guns; but the latter could not be brought to bear, owing to our being so close, and we partially disturbed the aim of the former by a dose of canister at close range. Paymaster Swan, of the Otsego, was wounded near me, and some others. My own jacket was cut in many places, and the air seemed full of bullets.

Our torpedo-boom was out and ready. Passing close to the Albemarle, we made a complete circle round her, so as to strike her fairly. Then Lieutenant Cushing gave the order, and we went straight at her, bows on. In a moment we struck the logs, just abreast of the quarter-port, with such force that we leaped half over them, at the same time breasted them in. The boom was lowered at once. Now, lads, a vigorous pull! said Cushing.

We obeyed, and sent the torpedo right under the overhang of the ship. It exploded. At the same instant the Albemarles great-gun was fired. A shot seemed to go crashing through the boat, and a dense mass of water rushed in from the torpedo. It seemed to me as if heaven and earth had come together. Smoke and yells, with continued firing at only fifteen feet range, followed, in the midst of which I heard the commander of the ironclad summon us to surrender. I heard our lieutenant twice refuse, and then, ordering the men to save themselves, he jumped into the water. I followed him, and for some time swam in the midst of a shower-bath caused by plunging shot and bullets, but not one of them struck me. At last I reached the shore, and escaped.

At the time I thought we must have failed in our purpose, but I was mistaken. Though we had lost one boat and some of our men, many of them being captured, I learned that the Albemarle had sunk in fifteen minutes after the explosion of the torpedo, only her shield and smoke-stack being left out of the water to mark the spot where a mighty iron-clad had succumbed to a few pounds of well-applied gunpowder!

If that be so, said Lancey, after a pause and deep sigh, it seems to me no manner of use to build ironclads at all, and that it would be better, as well as cheaper, in time to come, to fight all our battles with torpedo-boats.

It may be so, replied the skipper, rising, but as that is a subject which is to be settled by wiser heads than ours, and as you have to look after the ladies breakfast to-morrow morning, Id strongly advise you to turn in.

Lancey took the hint, and as he slept in a berth close to the cabin, I quickly had nasal assurance that he had thrown care and torpedoes to the dogs.

It was not so with myself. Much of the information which Mr Whitlaw had unconsciously conveyed to me was quite new, for although I had, as a youth, read and commented on the late American war while it was in progress, I had not given to its details that amount of close study which is necessary to the formation of a reasonable judgment. At first I could not resist the conviction that my skipper must have been indulging in a small amount of exaggeration, especially when I reflected on the great strength and apparent invulnerability of such massive vessels as our Thunderer; but knowing the sedate and truthful character of Mr Whitlaw, I felt perplexed. Little did I think at the time that I should live to see, and that within the year, the truth of his statements corroborated with my own eyes. I meditated long that night on war and its results, as well as the various processes by which it is carried on; and I had arrived at a number of valuable conclusions, which I would have given worlds to have been able to jot down at the moment, when I was overtaken by that which scattered them hopelessly to the winds: I fell sound asleep!

The rest of this delightful voyage I am compelled to pass over, in order that I may come to matters of greater importance.

We had reached the neighbourhood of the beautiful town of Nice, when my dear mother, to my surprise and mortification, suddenly announced that she could not endure the sea any longer. She had kept pretty well, she admitted, and had enjoyed herself, too, except when listening to those dreadful stories of the captain about the American war, which had travelled to her down the after-cabin skylight, during wakeful hours of the night. Despite appearances, she said she had suffered a good deal. There was something, she declared, like a dumpling in her throat, which always seemed about to come up, but wouldnt, and which she constantly tried to swallow, but couldnt.

In these circumstances, what could I do? We had meant to land at Nice in passing. I now resolved to leave my mother and sister there and proceed eastward  it might be to Egypt or the Black Sea  with Naranovitsch. The latter had ordered his letters to be forwarded to Nice; we therefore ran into the port, and, while my mother and sister and I drove to the Château to see the splendid view from that commanding position, he went off to the post-office.

On returning to the yacht, we found poor Nicholas in deep distress. He had received a letter announcing the death of his father, and requiring his immediate return to Russia. As the circumstances admitted of no delay, and as my mother could not be prevailed on to go farther in the yacht, it was hastily arranged that she and Bella should return through France to England, and that Nicholas should take charge of them.

Our plans being fixed, they were at once carried into effect, and the same evening I found myself alone in my yacht, with no one but the skipper and crew and the faithful Lancey, to keep me company.

The world was now before me where to choose. After a consultation with my skipper, I resolved to go on a cruise in the Black Sea, and perhaps ascend the Danube, in spite of the rumours of possible war between the Russians and Turks.



Note 1. A Treatise on Coast-Defence ... Compiled from official reports of officers of the United States. By Von Scheliha, Lieutenant-Colonel and chief engineer of the department of the Gulf of Mexico of the army of the late Confederate States of America.




Chapter Six.

Turk and Bulgarian  A Wrestling Match and a Dispute.

River navigation is, to my mind, most captivating; but space forbids that I should enlarge on it, and on many other points of interest in this eventful voyage. I shall therefore pass over the Dardanelles and the Bosporus, leaving the great and classic Stamboul itself behind untouched, and transport the reader at once to one of those touches of nature which make the whole world kin.

It is a little village on the Danube river  the mighty Danube, which bears the fleets of the world on its ample breast.

We had been a considerable time in the river, for we took things very leisurely, before reaching the village to which I refer. It was named Yenilik. While I had been rejoicing in the varied scenery  the lagoons and marshes of the several mouths of the great river, and the bolder prospects of hill and dale higher up  I had not been idling my time or making entire holiday of it, for I had devoted myself to the study of the Turkish language.

My powers as a linguist may not perhaps be above the average, nevertheless I confess to a considerable facility in the acquisition of languages. Russian I already knew very well, having, as before intimated, spent a considerable time in St. Petersburg.

Desiring to perfect myself in Turkish, I undertook to teach my man Lancey. Not that I had much opinion of his ability  far from it; but I entertain a strong belief in the Scriptural idea that two are better than one. Of course I do not hold that two fools are better than one wise man; but two men of average ability are, in nearly all circumstances, better than one, especially if one of them is decidedly and admittedly superior to the other. Lanceys powers were limited, but his ambition was not so, and I am bound to add that his application was beyond all praise. Of course his attainments, like his powers, were not great. His chief difficulty lay in his tendency to drop the letter h from its rightful position in words, and to insert it, along with r and k, in wrong places. But my efforts to impress Lanceys mind had the satisfactory effect of imbedding minute points of the language deeply in my own memory.

The village to which I have referred was in Bulgaria  on the right or southern shore of the Danube. It was a pretty spot, and the bright sunny weather lent additional charms to water, rock, and tree, while the twittering of birds, to say nothing of the laughter and song of men, women, and children working in the fields, or engaged in boisterous play, added life to it.

Towards the afternoon I landed, and, accompanied by Lancey, went up to the chief store or shop of the village. It was a primitive store, in which the most varied and incongruous articles were associated.

The owner of the shop was engaged in bargaining with, I think, one of the finest specimens of manhood I ever saw. His name I accidentally learned on entering, for the shopman, at that moment, said  

No, Dobri Petroff, I cannot let you have it for less.

The shopman spoke in the Bulgarian tongue, which, being a kindred dialect of the Russian language, I understood easily.

Too dear, said Petroff, as he turned over the article, a piece of calico, with a good-humoured affectation of contempt.

Dobri Petroff was a young man, apparently not more than twenty-five, tall, broad, deep-chested, small-waisted  a perfect study for an Apollo. Both dress and language betokened him an uneducated man of the Bulgarian peasantry, and his colour seemed to indicate something of gipsy origin; but there was an easy frank deportment about him, and a pleasant smile on his masculine countenance, which told of a naturally free, if not free-and-easy, spirit. Although born in a land where tyranny prevailed, where noble spirits were crushed, independence destroyed, and the people generally debased, there was an occasional glance in the black eye of Dobri Petroff which told of superior intelligence, a certain air of natural refinement, and a strong power of will.

No, Dobri, no; not a rouble less, repeated the shopman.

Petroff smiled, and shook back his black curly hair, as a lion might in sporting with an obstinate cub.

At that moment a Turk entered. His position in society I could not at the time guess, but he had the overbearing manner of one who might have been raised by favour from a low to a high station. He pushed Petroff rudely out of his way, and claimed the entire attention of the shopman, which was at once and humbly accorded.

A fine expression of fierce contempt flashed across Petroffs countenance; but to my surprise, he at once drew aside.

When the Turk was served and had gone out, the shopman turned to me.

After Petroff, I said, bowing towards the man.

The surprise and pleasure of Petroff was evidently great, but he refused to take advantage of my courtesy, and seemed so overwhelmed with modest confusion at my persisting that he should be served before me, that he ultimately left the shop, much to my regret, without making his purchase.

To my inquiries, the shopman replied that Dobri was the blacksmith of the place, and one of its best and steadiest workmen.

After completing my purchases I left, and strolled through the village towards its further extremity.

The Turks seem to ave it all their own way ere, sir, said Lancey, as we walked along.

If the treatment we have seen that man receive were the worst of it, I replied, the Bulgarians would not have very much to complain of, though insolence by superiors to inferiors is bad enough. They have, however, more than that to bear, Lancey; the story of Bulgarian wrongs is a long and a very sad one.

As we strolled beyond the village, and were engaged in earnest converse on this subject, we suddenly came on a group of holiday-makers. A number of the peasantry were assembled in a field, engaged in dances, games, and athletic sports. We mingled with the crowd and looked on. They were engaged at the time in a wrestling match. Little notice was taken of our appearing, so intent were they on the proceedings. Two strong men were engaged in what I may call a tremendous hug. Each was stripped to the waist. Their muscles stood out like those of Hercules, as they strained and tugged. At last they went down, one being undermost, with both shoulder-blades touching the ground, and a loud cheer greeted the victor as he stood up.

He was a splendid animal, unquestionably  over six feet, with immense chest and shoulders, and modest withal; but a man of about five feet eight stepped into the ring, and overthrew him with such ease that a burst of laughter mingled with the cheer that followed. The triumph of the little man was, however, short-lived, for a Bulgarian giant next made his appearance  evidently a stranger to those present  and after a prolonged struggle, laid the little man on his back.

For some time this giant strutted about defiantly, and it appeared as if he were to remain the champion, for no one seemed fit or willing to cope with him. At last some gipsy girls who were sitting in front of the ring, urged one of their tribe, a tall, strong, young fellow, to enter the lists against the giant.

The youth consented, and entered the ring; but a quick throw from the giant sent him sprawling, to the great disappointment of his brunette friends.

Amongst the girls present, there sat a remarkably pretty young woman, whom the others endeavoured to urge to some course of action, to which she at first objected. After a little persuasion, however, she appeared to give in, and, rising, left the circle. Soon after she returned with a magnificent specimen of humanity, whom she pushed into the ring with evident pride.

It was Dobri Petroff. The villagers greeted him by name with a ringing cheer as he advanced.

With a modest laugh he shook his huge antagonist by the hand.

He stripped to the waist, and each man presented a rounded development of muscular power, which would have done credit to any of the homeric heroes; but there was a look of grand intelligence and refinement in Petroffs countenance, which would probably have enlisted the sympathies of the villagers even if he had been an utter stranger.

Having shaken hands, the wrestlers began to walk round each other, eagerly looking for a chance to get the catch. It seemed at first as if neither liked to begin, when, suddenly, the Bulgarian turned sharp on Petroff, and tried a favourite throw; but with the lithe easy motion of a panther, the blacksmith eluded his grasp. The excitement of the spectators became intense, for it now seemed as if the two huge fellows were well-matched, and that a prolonged struggle was about to take place. This, however, was a mistake. The villagers apparently had underrated the powers of their own champion, and the gipsy girls looked anxious, evidently fearing that the hitherto victorious stranger would again triumph.

For some moments the cautious walk-round continued, then there was a sudden exclamation of surprise from the crowd, for the blacksmith seized his adversary by the waist, and with a quick throw, caused him to turn almost a somersault in the air, and to come down on his back with stunning violence.

While the heavy fellow lay, as if slightly stunned, on the ground, Petroff stooped, again shook hands with him, and then lifting him high in the air, as though he had been but a boy, set him on his feet, and turned to resume his jacket, amid the enthusiastic cheers of the people.

Petroffs jacket was handed to him by a pretty dark-eyed girl of about five years of age, who bore so strong a resemblance to the young woman who had brought the blacksmith on the scene, that I at once set them down as sisters. The child looked up in the champions face with such innocence that he could not resist the temptation to stoop and kiss her. Then, taking the little ones hand, he pushed through the crowd and left the ring. I observed that the young woman also rose and went with them.

Feeling interested in these people. Lancey and I followed, and overtook them before they had quitted the field. I said in Russian:  

Good-day, Petroff; you overthrew that fellow with greater ease than I had expected.

The blacksmith gave me a look of pleased recognition as he returned my salutation.

Well, sir, he said, it was not difficult. The man is strong enough, but does not understand the art well. You are an Englishman, I think.

I am, said I, somewhat surprised as well by the question as by the superior manner and address of the man.

It was a man from your land, returned Petroff, with a grave earnest look, who taught me to wrestle,  a man from Cornwall. He was a sailor  a stout fellow, and a good man. His vessel had been anchored off our village for some time, so that we saw a good deal of him. They had a passenger on board, who landed and went much about among the people. He was a German, and called himself a colporteur. He taught strange doctrines, and gave away many Bibles, printed in the Bulgarian tongue.

Ah, said I, no doubt he was an agent of the British and Foreign Bible Society.

Perhaps so, returned Petroff, with a somewhat perplexed look, but he said nothing about that. His chief desire seemed to be to get us to listen to what he read out of his Bible. And some of us did listen, too. He gave one of the Bibles to my wife here, and she has been reading it pretty eagerly ever since.

What! this, then, is your wife? I exclaimed.

Yes, Marika is my wife, and Ivanka is my daughter, replied Petroff, with a tender glance at the little girl that trotted by his side.

Perhaps, Marika, your Cornish friend may have taught you to speak English, said I, in my native tongue, turning to the woman.

Marika shook her pretty head, laughed, and blushed. She seemed to understand me, but would not consent to reply in English.

The colporteur of whom you have spoken, said I, turning to the blacksmith, and again speaking Russian, did you a great service when he gave your wife the Word of God.

Dobri Petroff assented, but a frown for a minute overspread his face. Yes, he said, I admit that, but he also taught me to think, and it might have been better for me  for many of us in this land  if we did not think; if we could eat and sleep and work like the brutes that perish.

I feared that I knew too well what the man referred to, and would gladly have dropped the subject, but could not do so without appearing rude.

It is always well to think, said I, when we think rightly, that is, in accordance with the teachings of the Bible, about which we have just been speaking. Marika has read much of it to you, no doubt?

She has, said the blacksmith, with a touch of sternness, and among other things, she has read to me that oppression driveth even a wise man mad. Am I to understand that as merely stating the fact, or justifying the madness?

Without waiting for a reply to the question, he went on, hurriedly  

You saw that Turk to-day, who pushed me aside as if I had been a dog? That showed you the spirit of the men in power here, but you little know their practices

Petroff, said I, interrupting, and looking at the man earnestly, forgive me if I say that we had better not discuss the subject now. I have just arrived in your land, and know little about it yet. When I have seen and heard and thought much, I will be better able to understand you.

Petroff admitted with ready grace that I was right, and thrusting his fingers through the wild clustering curls of his black hair, as if to let the air circle more freely about his head, he turned sharp round, and pointed to a cottage which stood at a short distance from the high-road, at the entrance to the village.

That is our home, sir; we shall feel happy if you will enter it.

I willingly complied, and turned with them into the by-path that led to it.

The cottage was a mere hut, long and low, one end of which constituted the forge, the other end, divided into three compartments, being the dwelling-house. Here I found the hand of Marika very evident, in the neatness and cleanliness of everything in and around the place. The owners were very poor, but there was sufficient for comfort and health. On a shelf in a corner lay the Bible which the family had received from the colporteur. It was the only book in the house, and evidently a cherished treasure.

In another corner, on a rudely-made but warm couch, lay a treasure of a different stamp  a boy, apparently about two years of age. As I looked at the curly black hair, the well-shaped nose, the firm, rosy lips, and the broad brow, I turned to Petroff with a smile, and said  

I need not ask if that boy is yours.

The man did not at once reply, but seized the child, which our entrance had awakened, and raised it high above his head.

Do you hear that, little Dob? The gentleman knows who you are by your mothers eyes.

Nay, said I, with a laugh, by its fathers nose. But now that you mention the eyes, I do recognise the mothers plainly. How old is he?

This was the first of a series of questions which opened the hearts of these people to me. On the strength of these jet-black eyes and the well-shaped nose, to say nothing of the colporteur and the Bible, Lancey and I struck up quite an intimate friendship, insomuch that at parting, little Dob gave me a familiar dab on the face, and Ivanka turned up her sweet little mouth to be kissed  quite readily and of her own accord. There is nothing on earth so captivating as a trustful child. My heart was knit to little Ivanka on the spot, and it was plain that little Dob and Lancey were mutually attracted.

I remained at that village several days longer than I had intended, in order to cultivate the acquaintance of the blacksmiths family. During that time I saw a good deal of the other villagers, and found that Petroff was by no means a typical specimen. He was above his compeers in all respects, except in his own opinion; one of Natures gentlemen, in short, who are to be found, not numerously perhaps, but certainly, in almost every land, with unusual strength of intellect, and breadth of thought, and power of frame, and force of will, and nobility of aspiration. Such men in free countries, become leaders of the good and brave. In despotic lands they become either the deliverers of their country or the pests of society  the terror of rulers, the fomentors of national discord. Doubtless, in many cases, where right principles are brought to bear on them, they learn to submit, and, sometimes, become mitigators of the evils which they cannot cure.

Most of the other inhabitants of this village, some of whom were Mohammedans, and some Christians of the Greek Church, were sufficiently commonplace and uninteresting. Many of them appeared to be simply lazy and inert. Others were kindly enough, but stupid, and some were harsh, coarse, and cruel, very much as we find the peasantry in other parts of the world where they are ill-treated or uncared for.

While staying here I had occasion to go on shore one morning, and witnessed a somewhat remarkable scene in a café.

Lancey and I, having made a longer excursion than usual and the day being rather hot, resolved to refresh ourselves in a native coffee-house. On entering we found it already pretty well filled with Bulgarians, of whom a few were Moslems. They were apparently of the poorer class. Most of them sat on low stools, smoking chibouks  long pipes, with clay heads and amber mouth-pieces  and drinking coffee. The Christians were all engrossed, at the moment of our arrival, with a stranger, who from his appearance and the package of books which lay open at his side, I at once judged to be a colporteur. Dobri Petroff, I observed, was near him, and interested so deeply in what was going on, that he did not at first perceive us.

Having selected some New Testaments and Bibles from his pack, the colporteur handed them round for inspection. These, I found, were printed in the modern Bulgarian tongue. The people greatly admired the binding of the volumes, and began to evince considerable interest in what the colporteur said about them. At last he proposed to read, and as no objection was made, he read and commented on several passages. Although a German, he spoke Bulgarian fluently, and ere long had aroused considerable interest, for the people had little or no knowledge of the Bible; the only one to which they had access being that which lay on the pulpit of the Greek Church of the village, and which, being written in the ancient Slavic language, was incomprehensible by them.

The priests in the Greek Church there are generally uneducated men, and their intoned services and unknown tongue do not avail much in the way of enlightenment. The schoolmasters, I was told by those who had good opportunity of judging, are much better educated than the priests. I observed that one of these, who had on a former visit been pointed out to me by my friend Dobri, sat not far from the colporteur smoking his chibouk with a grave critical expression of countenance.

At last the colporteur turned to the 115th Psalm, and I now began to perceive that the man had a purpose, and was gradually leading the people on.

It is well known that the Greek Church, although destitute of images in its religious buildings, accords the same reverence, or homage, to pictures which the Romish Church does to the former. At first, as the colporteur read, the people listened with grave attention; but when he came to the verses that describe the idols of the heathen as being made of, silver and gold, the work of mens hands, with mouths that could not speak, and eyes that could not see, and ears that could not hear, several of the more earnest listeners began to frown, and it was evident that they regarded the language of the colporteurs book as applicable to their sacred pictures, and resented the implied censure. When he came to the eighth verse, and read, They that make them are like unto them, so is every one that trusteth in them, there were indignant murmurs; for these untutored peasants, whatever their church might teach about such subtleties as worshipping God through pictures, accepted the condemnatory words in simplicity.

Why are you angry? asked the colporteur, looking round.

Because, answered a stern old man who sat, close to me, your words condemn us as well as the heathen. They make out the pictures of our saints to be idols  images and pictures being one and the same thing.

But these are not my words, said the colporteur, they are the words of God.

If these words are true, returned the old man, with increasing sternness, then we are all wrong; but these words are not true  they are only the words of your Bible, about which we know nothing.

My friends, returned the colporteur, holding up the volume from which he had been reading, this is not only my Bible, it is also yours, the same that is read in your own churches, only rendered into your own modern tongue.

At this point Dobri Petroff, who, I observed, had been listening keenly to what was said, started up with vehemence, and exclaimed  

If this be true, we can prove it. Our Bible lies in the neighbouring church, and here sits our schoolmaster who reads the ancient Slavic like his mother-tongue. Come, let us clear up the matter at once.

This proposal was heartily agreed to. The Bulgarians in the café rose en masse, and, headed by the village schoolmaster, went to the church, where they found the Bible that the priests were in the habit of reading, or rather intoning, and turned up the 115th Psalm. It was found to correspond exactly with that of the colporteur!

The result was at first received in dead silence, and with looks of surprise by the majority. This was followed by murmuring comments and some disputes. It was evident that the seeds of an inquiring spirit had been sown that day, which would bear fruit in the future. The colporteur, wisely forbearing to press his victory at that time, left the truth to simmer. (See note 1.)

I joined him as he went out of the church, and, during a brief conversation, learned from him that an extensive work is being quietly carried on in Turkey, which, although not attracting much attention, is nevertheless surely undermining the huge edifice of Error by means of the lever of Truth.

Among other things, he said that in the year 1876 so many as twenty-eight thousand Bibles, translated into the modern native tongue, had been circulated in the Turkish Empire and in Greece by the British and Foreign Bible Society, while the Americans, who are busily engaged in the blessed work in Armenia, had distributed twenty thousand copies.

Leaving the village of Yenilik and my Bulgarian friends with much regret, I continued the voyage up the Danube, landing here and there for a day or two and revelling in the bright weather, the rich prospects and the peaceful scenes of industry apparent everywhere, as man and beast rejoiced in the opening year.

Time passed rapidly as well as pleasantly. Sometimes I left the yacht in charge of Mr Whitlaw, and in company with my trusty servant travelled about the country, conversing with Turks wherever I met them, thus becoming more and more versed in their language, and doing my best, without much success, to improve Lancey in the same.



Note 1. The facts on which the above is founded were given to the author by the Reverend Doctor Thomson, who has resided in Turkey as the agent of the British and Foreign Bible Society for upwards of thirty years.




Chapter Seven.

The Black Clouds Gather.

While I was enjoying myself thus, among the towns and villages on the banks of the Danube, admiring the scenery, cultivating the acquaintance of the industrious rural population of the great river, and making an occasional trip into the interior, the dogs of war were let loose, and the curtain rose on the darkest tragedy of the nineteenth century.

The comic and the tragic are inextricably mingled in this world. I believe that this is no accident, but, like everything else, a special arrangement. All fun makes man a fool, but all sorrow makes him a desperado. The feeling of anxiety aroused by the war news was, I may say, mitigated by the manner of its announcement.

Sir, cried Lancey, bursting into the cabin one afternoon while I was preparing for a trip ashore, the Roossians as declared war, an the whole country is gettin hup in harms!

Of course I had been well aware for some time past that there was a prospect, nay, a probability, of war; but I had not allowed myself to believe it, because I have a strong natural tendency to give civilised men credit for more sense than they appear to possess. That Russia would really draw the sword, and sacrifice millions of treasure, and thousands of her best young lives, to accomplish an object that could be more easily and surely attained by diplomacy, with the expenditure of little money and no bloodshed, seemed to me incredible. That the other European nations should allow this state of things to come to pass, seemed so ridiculous that I had all along shut my eyes to facts, and proceeded on my voyage in the confidence of a peaceful solution of the Eastern question.

In days of old, I said to my skipper, in our last conversation on this subject, which we were fond of discussing, the nations were less educated than now, and less imbued perhaps with the principles of the peace-teaching gospel, which many of them profess to believe; but now the Christian world is almost out of its teens; intercommunication of ideas and interests is almost miraculously facile. Thought is well-nigh instantaneously flashed from hemisphere to hemisphere, if not from pole to pole; commerce is so highly cultivated that international exhibitions of the raw material and the fabrics of all nations are the order of the day; while good-will between man and man  to say nothing of woman  is so prevalent, that I really find it hard to believe in the possibility of a great European war.

Nevertheless, replied Mr Whitlaw, in a tone of cynicism, to which at times he gave pretty free indulgence, the Crimean war occurred in the nineteenth century, and the American civil war, and the young widows of the Franco-Prussian war are not yet grey-haired, while their children have scarcely reached their teens. Truly, civilisation and the progress of knowledge, which men boast of so much, seem to be of little value.

I pointed out to Mr Whitlaw that he was wrong in supposing that civilisation is of little value. If you compare the condition of the United States or England, I said, with that of the Red Indians of your own land, or with the semi-barbarous states of Asia, you must allow that civilisation has done much. It seems to me that the fault of mankind lies in expecting too much of that condition. Civilisation teaches man how to make the world most comfortable to himself and to his fellows; but there is a higher attainment than that, and it is only Christianity which can teach man how to sacrifice himself for others, and, in so doing, to attain the same ends as those arrived at by civilisation, with more important and lasting ends in addition.

Well, then, on that principle, objected the skipper, you ought to expect war just now, for there is very little Christianity going that I can see, though plenty of civilisation.

On these points we differ, Mr Whitlaw, said I, for there seems to me very little civilisation at present, considering the age of the world; and, on the other hand, there is much genuine Christianity,  more, I believe, than meets the careless or the jaundiced eye. However, now that war has been declared, it becomes necessary that we should get out of the Danube as fast as possible.

Accordingly, the yachts head was turned eastward, and we descended rapidly with the stream. My intention was good, but the result was disastrous; not an unwonted state of things, the best intentions in human affairs being frequently doomed to miscarry.

I must ask the reader now to turn aside with me from my own personal adventures, to events which had occurred near the banks of the Pruth,  the river that divides Russia from Turkey.

Here, on Tuesday, the 24th of April 1877, a scene of the utmost animation and excitement prevailed. The Emperor of all the Russias was about to review his troops previous to the declaration of war on Turkey. Up to that time, of course, war had been expected  as regards the army, eagerly desired; but no declaration had absolutely been made.

Ungheni, where the railway crosses the Pruth, and not far from Kischeneff, the capital of Bessarabia, was fixed on as the spot where the grand review should take place.

Great were the preparations for the reception of his Majesty, for whether majesty be right or wrong, majesty must be honoured and cheered. Majesty, male or female, represents power, and power must be treated with respect, nay, ought to be so treated  when it behaves itself!

There is something overwhelmingly grand in multitude. Humanity cannot resist the influence. It is quite clear that the human race were meant to be gregarious. What were the orator without his multitude? I might go further, and ask, What were the multitude without its orator? Flags and banners waved, and ribbons rippled that day in Bessarabia, for the serried legions of Russia marched in almost unending columns towards Ungheni, on the Roumanian frontier, and, after they had passed, the Emperor himself made for the same point with the Grand Duke Nicholas, and the Czarewitch, and General Ignatieff, and the Minister of War, and many other dignitaries of the empire, with a numerous and gorgeous staff.

The day was magnificent. The people who streamed out to see the review were enthusiastic. Perhaps, if they had been Bulgarian peasantry, and had been able to foresee the future, their enthusiasm would not have been so great. Yet I do not say that their enthusiasm was misplaced. They saw a nations chivalry assembled to fight and die, if need be, in the nations cause, with its Emperor to patronise, and its nobles to lead the legions on, in all of which there was ground for real enthusiasm.

Among the regiments that marched that day to Ungheni was one to which I would draw special attention. It was not much better, perhaps, than the others, but it was a good typical Russian regiment, and had a commander at its head who looked as if he could do it justice. They marched at a smart pace, four miles an hour, with a long, dogged, steady tramp that was clumsy to look at, but seemed likely to last. Few of the men were tall, but they were burly, square-set fellows, broad of shoulder, deep of chest, and smart of limb. They wore a French-like blue cap, with a red band round it, and a blue tunic, with loose blue trousers stuffed into boots that reached the knee. Their knapsacks were hairy, and their belts black, the latter suggesting deliverance from that absurdity of old, pipeclay. Their great-coats, heavy and brown, were worn in a roll over the left shoulder, and each man carried his own kettle, the latter being suggestive of tea and tuck-in, followed by tobacco and turn-in.

Among these warriors, in his proper position, marched a noteworthy young lieutenant. He was my old college chum and brother-in-law to be, Nicholas Naranovitsch, head and shoulders over his fellows, straight as a poplar, proud as a peacock, and modest as an untried man ought to be.

The spot for the review was well chosen, on a gentle undulating hillside, which enabled the spectators to see the whole army at once. The weather was bright and sunny, as I have said, and the glitter of uniforms and thousands of bayonets with the broad blaze reflected from a long line of polished field-pieces, sent a thrill through many a heart, suggesting glory. There were a few hearts also, no doubt, to whom they suggested the natural end for which these glorious things were called together  blood and murder, national ruination, broken constitutions, desolated homes, and sudden death.

Holiday reviews are common enough all over the world, but this was no holiday review. Every one knew that it was the prelude to war, and there was an appropriate gravity and silence in the conduct of spectators. It was deeply impressive, too, to watch the long lines and masses of troops,  each unit full of youth, strength, energy, enthusiasm, hope,  standing perfectly silent, absolutely motionless, like statues, for full an hour and a half. Their deep silence and immobility seemed to produce a sympathetic condition in the spectators. There was no laughing, jesting, or chaff among them.

Even when the Emperor arrived there was no cheering. A greater than the Emperor had overawed them. They merely swayed open and took off hats deferentially as he passed. It was not till he began to ride round the lines with his brilliant staff that the silence was broken by music and cheers.

Of the review itself I will not speak. That, and the three-quarters of an hour mass which followed, being over, a murmur of expectation ran through the crowd and along the ranks like a solemn growl. Then there was a deep, intense silence, which was faintly broken by the Bishop of Kischeneff reading the manifesto. He had not read far, when sobs were heard. It was the voice of the Emperor Alexander, who prided himself on the fact that the glory of his reign had hitherto been its peaceful character. They say that it had been his boast and hope that he should finish it without a war. Previously he had said to the troops: I have done everything in my power to avoid war and bloodshed. Nobody can say we have not been patient, or that the war has been of our seeking. We have practised patience to the last degree, but there comes a time when even patience must end. When that time comes, I know that the young Russian army of to-day will not show itself unworthy of the fame which the old army won in days gone by.

What the young army thought of the fame of its elder brother, as well as of the sobs of its present Emperor, may be gathered from the fact that it went all but mad with enthusiasm! When the Bishop finished reading, there went up a wild and universal shout of joy of exultation, of triumph, of relief, as though a great weight of suspense had been lifted from the hearts of the multitude. It spread through the army like light, and was raised again and again, until the very vault of heaven seemed to thunder, while the soldiers tossed their caps in the air, or twirled them on their bayonets for several minutes.

Then the ordre du jour of the Grand Duke Nicholas, commander-in-chief of the army, was read to every battalion, squadron, and battery, and the days work was done. The right was legally and constitutionally granted to some hundreds of thousands of young men to go forth and slaughter, burn, and destroy, to their hearts content  in other words, to gather laurels.

It was a sad days work  sad for Turkey, sad for Russia, sad for Europe, and especially sad for the women, children, and old people of the theatre of the future war. It was a good days work for nobody and for nothing; but it was the legitimate outcome of work that had been going on for years before.

In pondering over the matter since, I have often been led to ask myself with considerable surprise, Why did this war occur  who wanted it? It is quite plain that Europe did not, equally plain that Turkey did not, still more plain that the Emperor Alexander did not, for he wept at the prospect of it like a child. Who, then, did desire and cause it? There are some things in this remarkable world that no man can understand. At all events I cannot. When I put the same question, long afterwards, to my dear and ever-sagacious mother, she replied, Do you not think, Jeff; that perhaps the men in power, somewhere, wanted it and caused it? There are some countries, you know, where the people are mere chessmen, who have nothing whatever to do or say in the management of their own affairs, and are knocked about, wisely or foolishly as the case may be, by the men in power. England herself was in that sad case once, if we are to believe our school histories, and some of the European nations seem to be only now struggling slowly out of that condition, while others are still in bondage.

I think my mother was right. After much consideration, I have come to the conclusion that war is usually, though not always, caused by a few ambitious men in power at the head of enslaved or semi-enslaved nations. Not always, I repeat, because free nations, being surrounded by savage, barbarous, and semi-free, are sometimes wheedled, dragged, or forced into war in spite of themselves.

After the review some of the regiments started directly for the frontier.

Nicholas Naranovitsch was summoned to the presence of his colonel. Nicholas was very young and inexperienced; nevertheless, during the brief period in which he had served, he had shown himself possessed of so much ability and wisdom that he was already selected to go on a secret mission. What that mission was he never told me. One result of it, however, was, that he and I had a most unexpected meeting on the Danube in very peculiar circumstances.




Chapter Eight.

Treats of Torpedoes, Terrible Catastrophe, Unexpected Meetings, and Such Like.

To return to my personal experiences. It now became a matter of the deepest importance that we should get out of the river before the Russian army reached its banks and stopped the navigation. The weather, however, was against us. It rained a great deal, and the nights were very dark. The swollen current, it is true, was in our favour; nevertheless, as we had already spent several weeks in ascending the river, it was clear that we should have to race against time in retracing our course.

One dark night about the end of May, as we were approaching the Lower Danube, and speculating on the probability of our getting out in time, I gave orders to run into a creek and cast anchor, intending to land and procure a supply of fresh meat, of which we had run short.

Better wait for daylight, sir, suggested my skipper. Its not unlikely, in these days of torpedoes, that the entrance to places may be guarded by them.

The skipper was so far right. The entrance to unimportant creeks, indeed, had not been guarded, but the Russians had already laid down many torpedoes in the river to protect them from Turkish ironclads while engaged in constructing their pontoon bridges. He had scarcely made the remark, when I was half stunned by a shock under my feet, which seemed to rend the yacht asunder. There followed a terrific report, and the deck was instantly deluged with water. There could be no doubt what had occurred. We had touched a torpedo, and the yacht was already sinking. We rushed to our little boat in consternation, but before we could lower it, our trim little vessel went down, stern foremost.

For a few moments there was a horrible rushing sound in my ears, and I felt that I could hold my breath no longer when my head rose above the surface. I struck out with a gasp of relief, which was, as it were, echoed close to me. I looked round, as well as darkness and water would allow, and observed an object floating near me. I pushed towards it, and just as I caught hold, I heard a panting voice exclaim  

Eaven be praised!

Amen, said I; is that you, Lancey?

It is, sir, an Im right glad to ear your voice. Cetch a tight old, sir; its big enough for two.

What is it? I asked.

One of the en-coops, said Lancey.

Its too small for two, I fear, said I, seizing hold of it.

Hall right, sir; itll old us both. I can swim.

Clinging to our frail support we were hurried by the rapid current we knew not whither, for, although the moon was in the sky, it was so covered with black clouds that we could not see whether we were being swept towards the shore or into the middle of the stream. Besides this, the wind was driving the rain and dashing the water into our eyes continuously.

Lancey, I gasped, it is uuseless to let ourselves be  swe  swept about at the will of chance currents. The river is very wi-wide. Let us place ourselves side by side  and  strike  out  in  the  same  drection. Uniformity of action  necessary  in desprt situations!

Lancey at once acted on my suggestion, gasping that, Haction of  of  hany kind would tend to  to  kp limbs warm.

We proceeded in silence for some minutes, when I observed the masts and rigging of several vessels drawn faintly against the dark sky. They were considerably to our right, and the current was evidently bearing us away from them.

A strong effort now, Lancey, said I, and we may reach them.

I could feel, as well as see, that my faithful servant exerted himself to the utmost.

As we approached the vessels, their huge black hulls loomed up out of the dark surroundings, and were pictured against the sky, which, dark though it was, had not the intense blackness of the vessels themselves.

We passed the nearest one within twenty yards.

Let go, sir, and swim for it, cried Lancey.

No, no! I cried earnestly, never let go your

I stopped, for Lancey had already let go, and made a dash for the nearest ship. I heard him hail, and saw the flashing of lights for a moment, then all was dark again and silent, as I was hurried onward. The feeling of certainty that he could not have been saved with so rapid a current sweeping him past, filled my mind with intense anxiety. Just then I felt a shock. The hen-coop had been driven against another vessel, which I had not observed.

I tried to grasp her, but failed. I uttered a loud cry, not with the expectation that the crew of the vessel could save me,  that I knew to be impossible,  but in the hope that they might be ready for Lancey should he be carried close to them.

Then I was dragged onward by the powerful current, and tossed like a cork on the river. I had observed in passing that the vessel was a Turkish ironclad, and came to the conclusion that I had passed the Turkish flotilla, which I knew was at that time lying near the fortress of Matchin.

At the very time that I was being thus driven about by the wild waters, and praying to God for the deliverance of my comrades and myself  sometimes audibly, more frequently in spirit  another and a very different scene was taking place, not far off, on the Roumanian shore.

The wind had fallen; the clouds that covered the moon had just thinned enough to render darkness visible, and nothing was to be heard save the continual croaking of the frogs, which are very large and numerous in the marshes of the Danube, when four boats pushed off and proceeded quickly, yet quietly, up the river.

No men were visible in these boats, no sails, no oars. They were steam launches, and were destined for a night attack on the flotilla which I had just passed. Their crews were covered nearly from stem to stern by iron bullet-proof awnings, which, as well as the boats, were painted black. The engines were so constructed as to make the least possible amount of noise, and when speed was reduced no sound was heard save a dull throbbing that was almost drowned by the croaking frogs.

It was a little after midnight when these boats set out  two being meant to attack, and two to remain in support. They had seven miles of river to traverse before reaching the enemy, and it was while they were in the midst of their voyage that I chanced to meet them, clinging to my hen-coop. They came so straight at me that I was on the point of being run down by the leading boat, when I gave a sharp halloo!

It was replied to by one that indicated surprise, and was decidedly English in tone. Next moment the launch scraped violently against my raft, and I saw a hand extended. Grasping it, I was drawn quickly into the boat. Another hand instantly covered my mouth, and I was thrust down into the bottom of the boat with considerable violence. Being allowed to raise myself a little, the chink of a dark lantern was opened, and the light streamed full upon me. It at the same time lighted up several faces, the inquiring eyes of which gazed at me intently. A stern voice demanded who I was.

Just then a gleam of light fell on a countenance which gazed at me with open-mouthed and open-eyed amazement. It was that of Nicholas Naranovitsch! I was just going to answer, when the sight of him struck me dumb.

Nicholas touched the officer who had questioned me on the shoulder, and whispered in his ear. He at once closed the lantern, leaving us all in total darkness, while Nicholas caught me by the arm, and, making me sit down on a box of some kind beside him, gave vent to his surprise in hurried, broken whispers.

A short time sufficed to explain how it was that I came to be there. Then he began to tell me about his being sent on a secret expedition, and his having obtained leave to join in this midnight attack by torpedo-boats, when a low stern order to be silent compelled him to stop.

From that moment he and I remained perfectly quiet and observant.

After an hours steaming the Russian launches came to the immediate neighbourhood of the enemys flotilla, and the engines were slowed.

Each boat was armed with two torpedoes attached to the end of two long spars, which moved on pivots, and could also be dipped so that the torpedoes should be sunk ten feet under water at any moment. These torpedoes  each being about twenty inches long, by about fifteen in diameter  had a double action. They could be fired by contact, or, in the event of that failing, by electricity. The latter mode could be accomplished by an electric battery in a little box in the stern of each boat, with which a long cable, a quarter of an inch thick, of fine wires twisted together, connected each torpedo.

All this, of course, I learned afterwards. At the time, sitting in almost total darkness, I knew nothing more than that we were bound on a torpedo expedition. I could scarcely persuade myself that it was not a dream, but my numbed frame and drenched garments were too real to be doubted, and then I fancied it must be a special judgment to punish me for the part I had taken in the improvement of these terrible implements of war.

Despite the slowing of the engines, and the dead silence that prevailed, the boats were observed by the Turkish sentinels as we approached.

Who goes there? was demanded in the Turkish language.

The launch in which I sat was the first to approach, but the officer in command took no notice and made no reply.

Again the sentinel challenged  perhaps doubting whether in the darkness his eyes had not deceived him as well as his ears. Still no answer was given.

The darkness was not now quite so intense, and it was evident that longer concealment was impossible; when, therefore, the challenge was given a third time, our Russian commander replied, and I thought I observed a grim smile on his countenance as he said in Turkish, Friends!

The sentinel, however, seeing that we continued to advance, expressed his disbelief in our friendship by firing at us.

Then there began an uproar the like of which I had never before conceived. Being very near the Turkish monitor at the time, we distinctly heard the clattering of feet, the shout and rush of sailors, and the hurried commands to prepare for action. There was no lack of promptitude or energy on board the vessel. There was some lack of care or discipline, however, for I heard the order for the bow gun to be fired given three times, and heard the click of the answering hammer three times in little more than as many seconds, betokening a determined miss-fire. But if the bow gun had gone off, and sent one of us to the bottom, there would still have been three boats left to seal the vessels fate.

At the fourth order a globe of flame leaped from the iron side of the monitor and a heavy shot went harmlessly over our heads. Shouts and lights in the other vessels showed that the entire flotilla was aroused.

I observed that the launch next to ours drew off and we advanced alone, while the other two remained well behind, ready to support. A sharp fusillade had now been opened on us, and we heard the bullets pattering on our iron screen like unearthly hail, but in spite of this the launch darted like a wasp under the monitors bow. The torpedoes were arranged so as to be detached from their spars at any moment and affixed by long light chains to any part of an attacked ship. Round a rope hanging from the bow of the vessel one of these chains was flung, and the torpedo was dropped from the end of the spar, while the launch shot away, paying out the electric cable as she went. But this latter was not required. The torpedo swung round by the current and hit the ship with sufficient violence. It exploded, and the column of water that instantly burst from under the monitor half filled and nearly swamped us as we sped away. The noise was so great that it nearly drowned for an instant the shouts, cries, and firing of the Turks. The whole flotilla now began in alarm to fire at random on their unseen foes, and sometimes into each other.

Meanwhile the launches, like vicious mosquitoes, kept dodging about, struck often, though harmlessly, by small shot, but missed by the large guns.

Our commander now perceived that the monitor he had hit was sinking, though slowly, at the bows. He shouted, therefore, to the second launch to go at her. She did so at once; slipped in, under the fire and smoke that belched from her side, and fixed another torpedo to her stern in the same manner as the former. The officer in charge perceived, however, that the current would not drive it against the ship. He therefore shot away for a hundred yards,  the extent of his electric cable,  and then fired the charge. A terrible explosion took place. Parts of the ship were blown into the air, and a huge plank came down on the Russian launch, like an avenging thunderbolt, pierced the iron screen, which had so effectually resisted the bullets, and passed between two sailors without injuring either. It did no further damage, however, and when the crew turned to look at their enemy, they saw the great ironclad in the act of sinking. In a few minutes nothing of her was left above water except her masts. The crew were drowned, with the exception of a few who escaped by swimming.

By this time it was daybreak, and our danger, within near range of the other monitors, of course became very great. Just then an incident occurred which might have proved fatal to us. Our screw fouled, and the boat became unmanageable. Observing this, a Turkish launch from one of the monitors bore down upon us. One of our sailors, who chanced to be a good diver, jumped over the side and cleared the screw. Meanwhile the men opened so heavy fire on the enemys launch that she veered off, and a few minutes later we were steaming down the Danube towards the place from which the boats had set forth on their deadly mission.

That was gloriously done, wasnt it? said Nicholas to me with enthusiasm, after the first blaze of excitement began to abate; one of the enemys biggest ironclads sent to the bottom, with all her crew, at the trifling expense of two or three hundred pounds weight of powder, and not a man injured on our side!

I looked earnestly in my friends handsome face for a few seconds.

Yes, said I, slowly; many thousands of pounds worth of human property destroyed, months of human labour and ingenuity wasted, and hundreds of young lives sacrificed, to say nothing of relatives bereaved and souls sent into eternity before their time  truly, if that is glory, it has been gloriously done!

Bah! Jeff, returned Nicholas, with a smile; youre not fit to live in this world, you should have had a special one created for yourself. But come, let me hear how you came to be voyaging à la Boyton on the Danube.

We at once began a rapid fire of question and reply. Among other things, Nicholas informed me that the two boats which had accomplished this daring feat were commanded by Lieutenants Dubasoff and Thestakoff, one with a crew of fourteen, the other of nine, men.

The world is changing, Nicholas, said I, as we landed. That the wooden walls of Old England have passed away has long been acknowledged by every one, but it seems to me now that her iron walls are doomed to extinction, and that ere long the worlds war-navies will consist of nothing but torpedo-boats, and her wars will become simply tournaments therewith.

It may be so, said Nicholas gaily, as he led the way to his quarters. It may be that extremes shall meet at last, and we shall be reduced by sheer necessity to universal peace.

That would be glorious indeed, said I, though it would have the uncomfortable effect of leaving you without employment.

Well, in the meantime, he rejoined, as you are without employment just now, you must consider yourself my prisoner, for of course you cannot remain among us without passport, profession, purpose, or business of any kind. To be shot for a spy is your legitimate due just now. But we shall want surgeons soon, and newspaper correspondence is not a bad business in these times; come, Ill see what can be done for you.




Chapter Nine.

In which Lancey is Tried, Suspected, Blown Up, Captured, Half-Hanged, Delivered, and Astonished.

We must turn now to poor Lancey, from whom I parted in the waters of the Danube, but with whose fate and doings I did not become acquainted until long afterwards.

As I had anticipated, he missed the vessel of the Turkish flotilla towards which he had struck out, but fortunately succeeded in grappling the chain cable of that which lay next to it, and the crew of which, as the reader will recollect, I had roused by a shout in passing.

Lancey soon let the Turks know where he was. A boat being lowered, he was taken on board, but it was clear to him that he was regarded with much suspicion. They hurried him before the officer in charge of the deck, who questioned him closely. The poor fellow now found that his knowledge of the Turkish language was much slighter than, in the pride of his heart, while studying with me, he had imagined. Not only did he fail to understand what was said to him, but the dropping of hs and the introduction of rs in wrong places rendered his own efforts at reply abortive. In these circumstances one of the sailors who professed to talk English was sent for.

This man, a fine stalwart Turk, with a bushy black beard, began his duties as interpreter with the question  

Hoosyoo?

Eh? say that again, said Lancey, with a perplexed look.

Hoosyoo? repeated the Moslem, with emphasis.

Hoosyoo, repeated Lancey slowly. Oh, I see, (with a smile of sudden intelligence,) whos you? Just so. Im Jacob Lancey, groom in the family of Mrs Jeff Childers, of Fagend, in the county of Devonshire, England.

This having been outrageously misunderstood by the Turk, and misinterpreted to the officer, the next question was  

Wessyoocumfro?

Wessyoocumfro?

Again Lancey repeated the word, and once more, with a smile of sudden intelligence, exclaimed, Ah, I see: weres you come from? Well, I last come from the water, avin previously got into it through the hupsettin of our boat.

Lancey hereupon detailed the incident which had left him and me struggling in the water, but the little that was understood by the Turks was evidently not believed; and no wonder, for by that time the Russians had been laying down torpedoes in all directions about the Danube, to prevent the enemy from interfering with their labours at the pontoon bridges. The Turkish sailors were thus rendered suspicious of every unusual circumstance that came under their notice. When, therefore, a big, powerful, and rather odd-looking man was found clinging to one of their cables, they at once set him down as an unsuccessful torpedoist, and a careful search was instantly made round the vessel as a precaution.

Meanwhile Lancey was led rather roughly down to the cabin to be questioned by the captain.

The cabin, although very luxurious in its fittings, was not so richly ornate as had been anticipated by the English groom, whose conceptions of everything had been derived from the Arabian Nights Entertainments, or rather from a fanciful imagination fed by that romantic work. The appearance of the Turkish captain, however, and the brightly-coloured costume of an officer who sat by his side, were sufficiently striking and Oriental.

On Lancey being placed before him, the captain turned and said a few words to the officer at his side, who was a splendid fellow, in the prime of life, with a square bony frame and red beard, which harmonised, if it did not contrast, with his scarlet fez and blue tassel. A rich Eastern shawl encircled his waist, from the folds of which peeped the handles of a brace of pistols.

He looked at the dripping Englishman earnestly and sternly for a few moments, and the slightest tinge of a smile lighted his grave countenance as he said in broken, but sufficiently fluent English  

The captin do want you to repeat vat you have say on deck.

Lancey repeated it, with a considerable number of additions, but no variations.

After translating it all, and listening to something in reply, the officer turned again to Lancey.

The captin, he said, with quiet gravity, bids me tell to you that you is a liar.

Lancey flushed deeply. I would tell you, he said, with a frown, to tell the captain that es another, ony that would show I was as bad-mannered as imself.

If I do tells him zat, returned the officer, you should have your head cutted off immediately.

Lanceys indignation having already half-cooled, and his memory being refreshed just then with some vivid remembrances of the Eastern mode of summoning black slaves by the clapping of hands, followed by the flying off of heads or the prompt application of bowstrings to necks, he said, still however with an offended air  

Well then, tell im what you like, hall Ive got to say is that Ive told the plain truth, an es welcome to believe it or not as e likes.

Without the slightest change in his grave countenance, or his appearing in the least degree offended by Lanceys free-and-easy manner, the red-bearded officer again turned to address the captain. Lancey now observed that the latter replied with a degree of deferential respect which seemed unnatural in mere brother officers.

You is regarded as a spy, said the red-beard, turning once more to Lancey, and fixing his cold grey eye intently on him, as if to read his thoughts.

No, I aint a spy, returned the unfortunate man, somewhat bitterly, nor never mean to be. Ang me if you like. Ive nothink more to say.

Neither the captain nor the red-bearded officer replied, but the former waved his hand, and the two sailors who had led Lancey to the cabin again seized him and led him away, more roughly than before. The free spirit of my poor servant resented this unnecessary rudeness, and he felt a strong inclination to fight, but discretion, or some faint remembrance of scimitars and bowstrings, induced him to submit.

Full well did he know what was the fatal doom of a spy, and a sinking of the heart came over him as he thought of immediate execution. At the very least, he counted on being heavily ironed and thrust into the darkest recesses of the hold. Great, then, was his surprise when the man who had at first acted as interpreter took him below and supplied him with a dry shirt and a pair of trousers.

Thankfully accepting these, and standing between two guns, he put them on.

Who is the hofficer with the red beard? he asked, while thus engaged.

The interpreter seemed unwilling to answer at first, but, on a repetition of the question replied  

Pasha.

Pasha, eh? Ah, that accounts for the respect of the capn  rather shorter in the legs these ere than I could ave wished; owever, beggars, they say, mustnt be  well, theyre wide enough anyhow.  A Pasha, is e? Dont look like a sailor, though. Is e a sailor?

No, replied the interpreter sharply.

Well, well, no offence meant, said Lancey, buttoning his shirt. If you dont feel commoonicative I wont trouble you, no more than to thank ee for the shirt an trousers, which the latter bein dry is a blessin, though they air a trifle short in the legs an wide in the ips.

After this Lancey was supplied with food.

While he was eating it he was startled by sudden rushing and shouting, which was immediately followed by the discharge of musketry on deck. He sprang up, and seeing that the Turkish sailors were grasping their arms and swarming up the hatchways, he mingled with one of the streams. No one paid any attention to him. At that moment he felt a shock which he afterwards described as resembling an earthquake or the blowing up of a powder-magazine. Part of the planking near to where he stood was shattered. Some of the guns appeared almost to leap for an instant a few inches into the air. Gaining the deck he ascertained that an attack of Russian torpedo-boats was going on. It was, in fact, the attack which I have already described, the monitor by which Lancey was rescued being that which had been selected by the Russian commander as his victim.

When the second torpedo exploded, as already described, Lancey was standing near the gangway, and saw that the men were lowering the boats in urgent haste, for the vessel was evidently sinking.

Yoos know bout dat, said a stern voice near him. At the same moment he was seized by the interpreter and another man, who made an effort to hurl him into the sea. But Lancey was strong, and tenacious of life. Before a third sailor, who was about to aid his comrades, could act, the red bearded officer appeared with the captain and was about to descend into the boat when he observed Lancey struggling in the grasp of the sailors.

Spy! he exclaimed in the Turkish tongue, you must not escape. Get into the boat.

The sailors fell back. Lancey, not sure whether to regard this as temporary deliverance or his death-warrant, hesitated, but at a sign from the Pasha he was collared by five or six men and hurled into the bottom of the boat, where he lay, half-stunned, while they rowed towards the shore. Before reaching it, however, he was still doomed to rough handling, for one of the shots from the large guns, which were fired almost at random from the flotilla, accidentally struck the boat and sent it to the bottom.

Lancey was a good swimmer. The cold water restored him to full vigour, and he struck out boldly for the shore. He soon left the boats crew behind, with the exception of one man who kept close to his side all the way. As they neared the shore, however, this man suddenly cried out like one who is drowning. A second time he cried, and the gurgling of his voice told its own tale. The stout Englishman could not bear to leave a human being to perish, whether friend or foe. He swam towards the drowning man and supported him till their feet touched bottom.

Then, perceiving that he was able to stagger along unassisted, Lancey pushed hurriedly from his side in the hope of escaping from any of the crew who might reach land, for they were evidently the reverse of friendly.

He landed among a mass of bulrushes. Staggering through them, and nearly sinking at every step, he gradually gained firmer footing.

Ah, Jacob, he muttered to himself, pausing for a few minutes rest, little did you think youd git into such an orrible mess as this wen you left ome. Sarves you right for quittin your native land.

With this comforting reflection he pushed on again, and soon found himself on a road which led towards a town, or village, whose lights were distinctly visible.

What should he do? The village was on the Bulgarian side, and the natives, if not enemies, would of course become so on learning from any of the saved men of the monitor who he was. To swim across the Danube he felt was, after his recent exertions, impossible. To remain where he was would be to court death among the frogs.

Lancey was a prompt man. Right or wrong, his conclusions were soon come to and acted on. He decided to go straight to the village and throw himself on the hospitality of the people. In half an hour he found himself once more a prisoner! Worse than that; the interpreter, who was among the men saved from the wreck, chanced to discover him and denounced him as a spy. The mood in which the Turks then were was not favourable to him. He was promptly locked up, and about daybreak next morning was led out to execution.

Poor Lancey could scarcely credit his senses. He had often read of such things, but had never fully realised that they were true. That he, an innocent man, should be hung off-hand, without trial by jury or otherwise, in the middle of the nineteenth century, was incredible! There was something terribly real, however, in the galling tightness of the rope that confined his arms, in the troop of stern horsemen that rode on each side of him, and in the cart with ropes, and the material for a scaffold, which was driven in front towards the square of the town. There was no sign of pity in the people or of mercy in the guards.

The contrivance for effecting the deadly operation was simple in the extreme,  two large triangles with a pole resting on them, and a strong rope attached thereto. There was no drop. An empty box sufficed, and this was to be kicked away when the rope was round his neck.

Even up to the point of putting the rope on, Lancey would not believe.

Reader, have you ever been led out to be hanged? If not, be thankful! The conditions of mind consequent on that state of things is appalling. It is also various.

Men take it differently, according to their particular natures; and as the nature of man is remarkably complex, so the variation in his feeling is exceedingly diverse.

There are some who, in such circumstances, give way to abject terror. Others, whose nervous system is not so finely strung and whose sense of justice is strong, are filled with a rush of indignation, and meet their fate with savage ferocity, or with dogged and apparent indifference. Some, rising above sublunary matters, shut their eyes to all around and fix their thoughts on that world with which they may be said to be more immediately connected, namely, the next.

Lancey went through several of these phases. When the truth first really came home to him he quailed like an arrant coward. Then a sense of violated justice supervened. If at that moment Samsons powers had been his, he would have snapped the ropes that bound him like packthread, and would have cut the throat of every man around him. When he was placed upon the substitute for a block, and felt by a motion of his elbows his utter powerlessness, the dogged and indifferent state came on, but it did not last. It could not. His Christian training was adverse to it.

Come, he mentally exclaimed, it is Gods will. Quit you like a man, Jacob  and die!

There is no doubt that in this frame the brave fellow would have passed away if he had not been roused by the loud clattering of horses feet as a cavalcade of glittering Turkish officers dashed through the square. In front of these he observed the red-bearded officer who had acted as interpreter in the cabin of the Turkish monitor.

There came a sudden gush of hope! Lancey knew not his name, but in a voice of thunder he shouted  

Elp! elp! allo! Pasha! Redbeard!

The executioner hastened his work, and stopped the outcry by tightening the rope.

But Redbeard had heard the cry. He galloped towards the place of execution, recognised the supposed spy, and ordered him to be released, at the same time himself cutting the rope with a sweep of his sword.

The choking sensation which Lancey had begun to feel was instantly relieved. The rope was removed from his neck, and he was gently led from the spot by a soldier of the Pashas escort, while the Pasha himself galloped coolly away with his staff.

If Lancey was surprised at the sudden and unexpected nature of his deliverance, he was still more astonished at the treatment which he thereafter experienced from the Turks. He was taken to one of the best hotels in the town, shown into a handsome suite of apartments, and otherwise treated with marked respect, while the best of viands and the choicest of wines were placed before him.

This made him very uncomfortable. He felt sure that some mistake had occurred, and would willingly have retired, if possible, to the hotel kitchen or pantry; but the waiter, to whom he modestly suggested something of the sort, did not understand a word of English and could make nothing of Lanceys Turkish. He merely shook his head and smiled respectfully, or volunteered some other article of food. The worthy groom therefore made up his mind to hold his tongue and enjoy himself as long as it lasted.

When I wakes up out o this remarkable and not unpleasant dream, he muttered, between the whiffs of his cigarette, one evening after dinner, Ill write it out fair, an ave it putt in the Daily Noos or the Times.

But the dream lasted so long that Lancey began at last to fear he should never awake from it. For a week he remained at that hotel, faring sumptuously, and quite unrestrained as to his movements, though he could not fail to observe that he was closely watched and followed wherever he went.

Is it a Plenipotentiary or a furrin Prime Minister they take me for? he muttered to himself over a mild cigar of the finest quality, or mayhap they think Im a Prince in disguise! But then a man in disguise aint known, and therefore cant be follered, or, if he was, what would be the use of his disguise? No, I cant make it out, noow.

Still less, by any effort of his fancy or otherwise, could he make out why, after a weeks residence at the village in question, he was ordered to prepare for a journey.

This order, like all others, was conveyed to him by signs. Some parts of his treatment had been managed otherwise. When, for instance, on the night of his deliverance, it had been thought desirable that his garments should be better and more numerous, his attendants or keepers had removed his old wardrobe and left in its place another, which, although it comprehended trousers, savoured more of the East than the West. Lancey submitted to this, as to everything else, like a true philosopher. Generally, however, the wishes of those around him were conveyed by means of signs.

On the morning of his departure, a small valise, stuffed with the few articles of comfort which he required, and a change of apparel, was placed at his bed-side. The hotel attendant, who had apparently undertaken the management of him, packed this up in the morning, having somewhat pointedly placed within it his robe de nuit. Thereafter the man bowed, smiled gravely, pointed to the door, beckoned him to follow, and left the room.

By that time Lancey had, as it were, given himself up. He acted with the unquestioning obedience of a child or a lunatic. Following his guide, he found a native cart outside with his valise in it. Beside the cart stood a good horse, saddled and bridled in the Turkish fashion. His hotel-attendant pointed to the horse and motioned to him to mount.

Then it burst upon Lancey that he was about to quit the spot, perhaps for ever, and, being a grateful fellow, he could not bear to part without making some acknowledgment.

My dear Turk, or whatever you are, he exclaimed, turning to his attendant, Im sorry to say good-bye, an Im still more sorry to say that Ive nothin to give you. A ten-pun-note, if I ad it, would be but a small testimony of my feelins, but I do assure you I avnt got a rap.

In corroboration of this he slapped his empty pockets and shook his head. Then, breaking into a benignant smile, he shook hands with the waiter warmly, turned in silence, mounted his horse and rode off after the native cart, which had already started.

You dont know where were goin to, I spose? said Lancey to the driver of the cart.

The man stared, but made no reply.

Ah, I thought not! said Lancey; then he tried him in Turkish, but a shake of the head intimated the mans stupidity, or his interrogators incapacity.

Journeying in silence over a flat marshy country, they arrived about mid-day at a small village, before the principal inn of which stood a number of richly-caparisoned chargers. Here Lancey found that he was expected to lunch and join the party, though in what capacity he failed to discover. The grave uncommunicative nature of the Turks had perplexed and disappointed him so often that he had at last resigned himself to his fate, and given up asking questions, all the more readily, perhaps, that his fate at the time chanced to be a pleasant one.

When the party had lunched, and were preparing to take the road, it became obvious that he was not regarded as a great man travelling incognito, for no one took notice of him save a Turk who looked more like a servant than an aristocrat. This man merely touched him on the shoulder and pointed to his horse with an air that savoured more of command than courtesy.

Lancey took the hint and mounted. He also kept modestly in rear. When the cavalcade was ready a distinguished-looking officer issued from the inn, mounted his charger, and at once rode away, followed by the others. He was evidently a man of rank.

For several days they journeyed, and during this period Lancey made several attempts at conversation with the only man who appeared to be aware of his existence  who, indeed, was evidently his guardian. But, like the rest, this man was taciturn, and all the information that could be drawn out of him was that they were going to Constantinople.

I hasten over the rest of the journey. On reaching the sea, they went on board a small steamer which appeared to have been awaiting them. In course of time they came in sight of the domes and minarets of Stamboul, the great city of the Sultans, the very heart of Europes apple of discord.

It was evening, and the lights of the city were everywhere glittering like long lines of quivering gold down into the waters of the Bosporus. Here the party with which Lancey had travelled left him, without even saying good-bye,  all except his guardian, who, on landing, made signs that he was to follow, or, rather, to walk beside him. Reduced by this time to a thoroughly obedient slave, and satisfied that no mischief was likely to be intended by men who had treated him so well, Lancey walked through the crowded streets and bazaars of Constantinople as one in a dream, much more than half-convinced that he had got somehow into an Arabian Night, the entertainments of which seemed much more real than those by which his imagination had been charmed in days of old.

Coming into a part of the city that appeared to be suburban, his keeper stopped before a building that seemed a cross between a barrack and a bird-cage. It was almost surrounded by a wall so high that it hid the building from view, except directly in front. There it could be seen, with its small hermetically-closed windows, each covered with a wooden trellis. It bore the aspect of a somewhat forbidding prison.

Konak  palace, said the keeper, breaking silence for the first time.

A konak; a palace! eh? repeated Lancey, in surprise; more like a jail, I should say. Owever, customs differ. Oos palace may it be, now?

Pasha; Sanda Pasha, replied the man, touching a spring or bell in the wall; you goes in.

As he spoke, a small door was opened by an armed black slave, to whom he whispered a few words, and then, stepping back, motioned to his companion to enter.

Arter you, sir, said Lancey, with a polite bow.

But as the man continued gravely to point, and the black slave to hold the door open, he forbore to press the matter, and stepped in. The gate was shut with a bang, followed by a click of bolts. He found, on looking round, that the keeper had been shut out, and he was alone with the armed negro.

Youre in for it now, Jacob my boy, muttered Lancey to himself, as he measured the negro with a sharp glance, and slowly turned up the wristband of his shirt with a view to prompt action. But the sable porter, far from meditating an assault, smiled graciously as he led the way to the principal door of the palace, or, as the poor fellow felt sure it must be, the prison.




Chapter Ten.

Involves Lancey in Great Perplexities, which Culminate in a Vast Surprise.

No sooner did the dark and unpretending door of Sanda Pashas konak or palace open than Lanceys eyes were dazzled by the blaze of light and splendour within, and when he had entered, accustomed though he was to good society in England, he was struck dumb with astonishment. Perhaps the powerful contrast between the outside and the interior of this Eastern abode had something to do with the influence on his mind.

Unbridled luxury met his eyes in whatever direction he turned. There was a double staircase of marble; a court paved with mosaic-work of brilliant little stones; splendid rooms, the walls of which were covered with velvet paper of rich pattern and colour. Gilding glittered everywhere  on cornices, furniture, and ceilings, from which the eyes turned with double zest to the soft light of marble sculpture judiciously disposed on staircase and in chambers. There were soft sofas that appeared to embrace you as you sank into them; pictures that charmed the senses; here a bath of snow-white marble, there gushing fountains and jets of limpid water that appeared to play hide-and-seek among green leaves and lovely flowers, and disappeared mysteriously,  in short, everything tasteful and beautiful that man could desire. Of course Lancey did not take all this in at once. Neither did he realise the fact that the numerous soft-moving and picturesque attendants, black and white, whom he saw, were a mere portion of an army of servants, numbering upwards of a thousand souls, whom this Pasha retained. These did not include the members of his harem. He had upwards of a hundred cooks and two hundred grooms and coachmen. This household, it is said, consumed, among other things, nearly 7000 pounds of vegetables a day, and in winter there were 900 fires kindled throughout the establishment. (See note 1.)

But of all this, and a great deal more, Lancey had but a faint glimmering as he was led through the various corridors and rooms towards a central part of the building.

Here he was shown into a small but comfortable apartment, very Eastern in its character, with a mother-of-pearl table in one corner bearing some slight refreshment, and a low couch at the further end.

Eat, said the black slave who conducted him. He spoke in English, and pointed to the table; an sleep, he added, pointing to the couch. Sanda Pasha sees you de morrow.

With that he left Lancey staring in a bewildered manner at the door through which he had passed.

Sanda Pasha, repeated the puzzled man slowly, will see me de morrow, will he? Well, if de morrow ever comes, wich I doubt, Sanda Pasha will find e as made a most hegragious mistake of some sort. Owever thats is business, not mine.

Having comforted himself with this final reflection on the culminating event of the day, he sat down to the mother-of-pearl table and did full justice to the Pashas hospitality by consuming the greater part of the viands thereon, consisting largely of fruits, and drinking the wine with critical satisfaction.

Next morning he was awakened by his black friend of the previous night, who spread on the mother-of-pearl table a breakfast which in its elegance appeared to be light, but which on close examination turned out, like many light things in this world, to be sufficiently substantial for an ordinary man.

Lancey now expected to be introduced to the Pasha, but he was mistaken. No one came near him again till the afternoon, when the black slave reappeared with a substantial dinner. The Pasha was busy, he said, and would see him in the evening. The time might have hung heavily on the poor mans hands, but, close to the apartment in which he was confined there was a small marble court, open to the sky, in which were richly-scented flowers and rare plants and fountains which leaped or trickled into tanks filled with gold-fish. In the midst of these things he sat or sauntered dreamily until the shades of evening fell. Then the black slave returned and beckoned him to follow.

He did so and was ushered into a delicious little boudoir, whose windows, not larger than a foot square, were filled with pink, blue, and yellow glass. Here, the door being softly shut behind him, Lancey found himself in the presence of the red-bearded officer whom he had met on board the Turkish monitor.

Redbeard, as Lancey called him, mentally, reclined on a couch and smoked a chibouk.

Come here, he said gravely, in broken English. Lancey advanced into the middle of the apartment. It vas you what blewd up de monitor, he said sternly, sending a thick cloud of smoke from his lips.

No, your  . Lancey paused. He knew not how to address his questioner, but, feeling that some term of respect was necessary, he coined a word for the occasion  

No, your Pashaship, I did nothink of the sort. Im as hinnocent of that ewent as a new-born babe.

Vat is your name?

Lancey.

Ha! your oder name.

Jacob.

Ho! My name is Sanda Pasha. You have hear of me before?

Yes, on board the Turkish monitor.

Just so; but before zat, I mean, said the Pasha, with a keen glance.

Lancey was a bold and an honest man. He would not condescend to prevaricate.

Im wery sorry, your  your Pashaship, but, to tell the plain truth, I never did ear of you before that.

Well, zat matters noting. I do go now to sup vid von friend, Hamed Pasha he is called. You go vid me. Go, get ready.

Poor Lancey opened his eyes in amazement, and began to stammer something about having nothing to get ready with, and a mistake being made, but the Pasha cut him short with another Go! so imperative that he was fain to obey promptly.

Having no change of raiment, the perplexed man did his best by washing his face and hands, and giving his hair and clothes an extra brush, to make himself more fit for refined society. On being called to rejoin the Pasha, he began to apologise for the style of his dress, but the peremptory despot cut him short by leading the way to his carriage, in which they were driven to the konak or palace of Hamed Pasha.

They were shown into a richly-furnished apartment where Hamed was seated on a divan, with several friends, smoking and sipping brandy and water, for many of these eminent followers of the Prophet pay about as little regard to the Prophets rules as they do to the laws of European society.

Hamed rose to receive his brother Pasha, and Lancey was amazed to find that he was a Nubian, with thick lips, flat nose, and a visage as black as coal. He was also of gigantic frame, insomuch that he dwarfed the rest of the company, including Lancey himself.

Hamed had raised himself from a low rank in society to his present high position by dint of military ability, great physical strength, superior intelligence, reckless courage, and overflowing animal spirits. When Sanda Pasha entered he was rolling his huge muscular frame on the divan, and almost weeping with laughter at something that had been whispered in his ear by a dervish who sat beside him.

Sanda introduced Lancey as an Englishman, on hearing which the black Pasha seized and wrung his hands, amid roars of delight, and torrents of remarks in Turkish, while he slapped him heartily on the shoulder. Then, to the amazement of Lancey, he seized him by the collar of his coat, unbuttoned it, and began to pull it off. This act was speedily explained by the entrance of an attendant with a pale blue loose dressing-gown lined with fur, which the Pasha made his English guest put on, and sit down beside him.

Having now thoroughly resigned himself to the guidance of what his Turkish friends styled fate, Lancey did his best to make himself agreeable, and gave himself up to the enjoyment of the hour.

There were present in the room, besides those already mentioned, a Turkish colonel of cavalry and a German doctor who spoke Turkish fluently. The party sat down to supper on cushions round a very low table. The dervish, Hadji Abderhaman, turned out to be a gourmand, as well as a witty fellow and a buffoon. The Pasha always gave the signal to begin to each dish, and between courses the dervish told stories from the Arabian Nights Entertainments, or uttered witticisms which kept the Nubian Pasha in roars of laughter. They were all very merry, for the host was fond of boisterous fun and practical jokes, while his guests were sympathetic. Lancey laughed as much as any of them, for although he could not, despite his previous studies, follow the conversation, he could understand the pantomime, and appreciated the viands highly. His red-bearded friend also came to his aid now and then with a few explanatory remarks in broken English.

At such times the host sat with a beaming smile on his black face, and his huge mouth half-expanded, looking from one to another, as if attempting to understand, and ready at a moments notice to explode in laughter, or admiration, or enthusiasm, according to circumstances.

Hamed Pasha wants to know if you is in do army, said Sanda Pasha.

Not in the regulars, replied Lancey, but I ave bin, in the militia.

The Nubian gave another roar of delight when this was translated, and extended his great hand to one whom he thenceforth regarded as a brother-in-arms. Lancey grasped and shook it warmly.

Let the Englishman see your sword, said Sanda in Turkish to Hamed.

Sanda knew his friends weak point. The sword was at once ordered in for inspection.

Truly it was a formidable weapon, which might have suited the fist of Goliath, and was well fitted for the brawny arm that had waved it aloft many a time in the smoke and din of battle. It was blunt and hacked on both edges with frequent use, but its owner would not have it sharpened on any account, asserting that a stout arm did not require a keen weapon.

While the attention of the company was taken up with this instrument of death, the dervish availed himself of the opportunity to secure the remains of a dish of rich cream, to which he had already applied himself more than once.

The Nubian observed the sly and somewhat greedy act with a twinkling eye. When the dervish had drained the dish, the host filled a glass full to the brim with vinegar, and, with fierce joviality, bade him drink it. The poor man hesitated, and said something about wine and a mistake, but the Pasha repeated Drink! with such a roar, and threw his sword down at the same time with such a clang on the marble floor, that the dervish swallowed the draught with almost choking celerity.

The result was immediately obvious on his visage; nevertheless he bore up bravely, and even cut a sorry joke at his own expense, while the black giant rolled on his divan, and the tears ran down his swarthy cheeks.

The dervish was an adventurer who had wandered about the country as an idle vagabond until the war broke out, when he took to army-contracting with considerable success. It was in his capacity of contractor that he became acquainted with the boisterous black Pasha, who greatly appreciated his low but ready wit, and delighted in tormenting him. On discovering that the dervish was a voracious eater, he pressed  I might say forced  him with savage hospitality to eat largely of every dish, so that, when pipes were brought after supper, the poor dervish was more than satisfied.

Now, you are in a fit condition to sing, cried Hamed, slapping the over-fed man on the shoulder; come, give us a song: the Englishman would like to hear one of your Arabian melodies.

Redbeard translated this to Lancey, who protested that, nothink would afford im greater delight.

The dervish was not easily overcome. Despite his condition, he sang, well and heartily, a ditty in Arabic, about love and war, which the Nubian Pasha translated into Turkish for the benefit of the German doctor, and Sanda Pasha rendered into broken English for Lancey.

But the great event of the evening came, when the English guest, in obedience to a call, if not a command, from his host, sang an English ballad. Lancey had a sweet and tuneful voice, and was prone to indulge in slow pathetic melodies. The black Pasha turned out to be intensely fond of music, and its effect on his emotional spirit was very powerful. At the first bar of his guests flowing melody his boisterous humour vanished: his mouth and eyes partly opened with a look of pleased surprise; he evidently forgot himself and his company, and when, although unintelligible to him, the song proceeded in more touching strains, his capacious chest began to heave and his eyes filled with tears. The applause, not only of the host, but the company, was loud and emphatic, and Lancey was constrained to sing again. After that the colonel sang a Turkish war-song. The colonels voice was a tremendous bass, and he sang with such enthusiasm that the hearers were effectively stirred. Hamed, in particular, became wild with excitement. He half-suited his motions, while beating time, to the action of each verse, and when, as a climax in the last verse, the colonel gave the order to charge! Hamed uttered a roar, sprang up, seized his great sabre, and caused it to whistle over his friends with a sweep that might have severed the head of an elephant!

At this point, one of the attendants, who appeared to be newly appointed to his duties, and who had, more than once during the feast, attracted attention by his stupidity, shrank in some alarm from the side of his wild master and tumbled over a cushion.

Hamed glared at him for a moment, with a frown that was obviously not put on, and half-raised the sabre as if about to cut him down. Instantly the frown changed to a look of contempt, and almost as quickly was replaced by a gleam of fun.

Stand forth, said Hamed, dropping the sabre and sitting down.

The man obeyed with prompt anxiety.

Your name?

Mustapha.

Mustapha, repeated the Pasha, I observe that you are a capable young fellow. You are a man of weight, as the marble floor can testify. I appoint you to the office of head steward. Go, stand up by the door.

The man made a low obeisance and went.

Let the household servants and slaves pass before their new superior and do him honour.

With promptitude, and with a gravity that was intensely ludicrous  for none dared to smile in the presence of Hamed Pasha  the servants of the establishment, having been summoned, filed before the new steward and bowed to him. This ceremony over, Mustapha was ordered to go and make a list of the poultry. The poor man was here obliged to confess that he could not write.

You can draw? demanded the Pasha fiercely.

With some hesitation the steward admitted that he could a little.

Go then, draw the poultry, every cock and hen and chicken, said the Pasha, with a wave of his hand which dismissed the household servants and sent the luckless steward to his task.

After this pipes were refilled, fresh stories were told, and more songs were sung. After a considerable time Mustapha returned with a large sheet of paper covered with hieroglyphics. The man looked timid as he approached and presented it to his master.

The Pasha seized the sheet. What have we here? he demanded sternly.

The man said it was portraits of the cocks and hens.

Ha! exclaimed the Pasha, a portrait-gallery of poultry  eh!

He held the sheet at arms-length, and regarded it with a fierce frown; but his lips twitched, and suddenly relaxed into a broad grin, causing a tremendous display of white teeth and red gums.

Poultry! ha! just so. What is this?

He pointed to an object with a curling tail, which Mustapha assured him was a cock.

What! a cock? where is the comb? Who ever heard of a cock without a comb, eh? And that, what is that?

Mustapha ventured to assert that it was a chicken.

A chicken, cried the Pasha fiercely; more like a dromedary. You rascal! did you not say that you could draw? Go! deceiver, you are deposed. Have him out and set him to cleanse the hen-house, and woe betide you if it is not as clean as your own conscience before to-morrow morning  away!

The Pasha shouted the last word, and then fell back in fits of laughter; while the terrified man fled to the hen-house, and drove its occupants frantic in his wild attempts to cleanse their Augean stable.

It was not until midnight that Sanda Pasha and Lancey, taking leave of Hamed and his guests, returned home.

Come, follow me, said the Pasha, on entering the palace.

He led Lancey to the room in which they had first met, and, seating himself on a divan, lighted his chibouk.

Sit down, he said, pointing to a cushion that lay near him on the marble floor.

Lancey, although unaccustomed to such a low seat, obeyed.

Smoke, said the Pasha, handing a cigarette to his guest.

Lancey took the cigarette, but at this point his honest soul recoiled from the part he seemed to be playing. He rose, and, laying the cigarette respectfully on the ground, said  

Sanda Pasha, its not for the likes o me to be sittin ere smokin with the likes o you, sir. Theres some mistake ere, hobviously. Ive been treated with the consideration doo to a prince since I fell into the ands of the Turks, and it is right that I should at once correct this mistake, wich Id ave done long ago if I could ave got the Turks whove ad charge of me to understand Hinglish. Im bound to tell you, sir, that Im ony a groom in a Hinglish family, and makes no pretence to be hanythink else, though circumstances as putt me in a false position since I come ere. I ope your Pashaship wont think me ungracious, sir, but I cant a-bear to sail under false colours.

To this speech Sanda Pasha listened with profound gravity, and puffed an enormous cloud from his lips at its conclusion.

Sit down, he said sternly.

Lancey obeyed.

Light your cigarette.

There was a tone of authority in the Pashas voice which Lancey did not dare to resist. He lighted the cigarette.

Look me in the face, said the Pasha suddenly, turning his piercing grey eyes full on him guest.

Supposing that this was a prelude to an expression of doubt as to his honesty, Lancey did look the Pasha full in the face, and returned his stare with interest.

Do you see this cut over the bridge of my nose? demanded the Pasha.

Lancey saw it, and admitted that it must have been a bad one.

And do you see the light that is blazing in these two eyes? he added, pointing to his own glowing orbs with a touch of excitement.

Lancey admitted that he saw the light, and began to suspect that the Pasha was mad. At the same time he was struck by the sudden and very great improvement in his friends English.

But for you, continued the Pasha, partly raising himself, that cut had never been, and the light of those eyes would now be quenched in death!

The Pasha looked at his guest more fixedly than ever, and Lancey, now feeling convinced of his entertainers madness, began to think uneasily of the best way to humour him.

Twenty years ago, continued the Pasha slowly and with a touch of pathos in his tone, I received this cut from a boy in a fight at school, (Lancey thought that the boy must have been a bold fellow), and only the other day I was rescued by a man from the waters of the Danube. (Lancey thought that, on the whole, it would have been well if the man had left him to drown.) The name of the boy and the name of the man was the same. It was Jacob Lancey!

Lanceys eyes opened and his lower jaw dropped. He sat on his cushion aghast.

Jacob Lancey, continued the Pasha in a familiar tone that sent a thrill to the heart of his visitor, hae ye forgotten your auld Scotch freen and school-mate Sandy? In Sanda Pasha you behold Sandy Black!

Lancey sprang to his knees  the low couch rendering that attitude natural  grasped the Pashas extended hand, and gazed wistfully into his eyes.

Oh Sandy, Sandy! he said, in a voice of forced calmness, while he shook his head reproachfully, many and many a time ave I prophesied that you would become a great man, but little did I think that youd come to this  a Mayomedan and a Turk.

Unable to say more, Lancey sat down on his cushion, clasped his hands over his knees, and gazed fixedly at his old friend and former idol.

Lancey, my boy  it is quite refreshing to use these old familiar words again,  I am no more a Mohammedan than you are.

Then youre a ypocrite, replied the other promptly.

By no means,  at least I hope not, said the Pasha, with a smile and a slightly troubled look. Surely there is a wide space between a thoroughly honest man and an out-and-out hypocrite. I came here with no religion at all. They took me by the hand and treated me kindly. Knowing nothing, I took to anything they chose to teach me. What could a youth do? Now I am what I am, and I cannot change it.

Lancey knew not what to reply to this. Laying his hand on the rich sleeve of the Pasha he began in the old tone and in the fulness of his heart.

Sandy, my old friend, as I used to all but worship, nominal Mayomedan though you be, its right glad I am to words failed him here.

Well, well, said the Pasha, smiling, and drawing a great cloud from his chibouk, Im as glad as yourself, and not the less so that Ive been able to do you some small service in the way of preventing your neck from being stretched; and that brings me to the chief point for which I have brought you to my palace, namely, to talk about matters which concern yourself, for it is obvious that you cannot remain in this country in time of war with safety unless you have some fixed position. Tell me, now, where you have been and what doing since we last met in Scotland, and I will tell you what can be done for you in Turkey.

Hereupon Lancey began a long-winded and particular account of his life during the last twenty years. The Pasha smoked and listened with grave interest. When the recital was finished he rose.

Now, Lancey, said he, it is time that you and I were asleep. In the morning I have business to attend to. When it is done we will continue our talk. Meanwhile let me say that I see many little ways in which you can serve the Turks, if you are so minded.

Sandy Black, said Lancey, rising with a look of dignity, you are very kind  just what I would ave expected of you  but you must clearly understand that I will serve only in works of umanity. In a milingtary capacity I will serve neither the Turks nor the Roossians.

Quite right, my old friend, I will not ask military service of you, so good-night. By the way, it may be as well to remind you that, except between ourselves, I am not Sandy Black but Sanda Pasha,  you understand?

With an arch smile the Pasha laid down his chibouk and left the room, and the black attendant conducted Lancey to his bedroom. The same attendant took him, the following morning after breakfast, to the Pashas Selamlik or Place of Salutations, in order that he might see how business matters were transacted in Turkey.

The Selamlik was a large handsome room filled with men, both with and without turbans, who had come either to solicit a favour or a post, or to press on some private business. On the entrance of the Pasha every one rose. When he was seated, there began a curious scene of bowing to the ground and touching, by each person present, of the mouth and head with the hand. This lasted full five minutes.

Sanda Pasha then received a number of business papers from an officer of the household, to which he applied himself with great apparent earnestness, paying no attention whatever to his visitors. Lancey observed, however, that his absorbed condition did not prevent a few of these visitors, apparently of superior rank, from approaching and whispering in his ear. To some of them he was gracious, to others cool, as they severally stated the nature of their business. No one else dared to approach until the reading of the papers was finished. Suddenly the Pasha appeared to get weary of his papers. He tossed them aside, ordered his carriage, rose hastily, and left the room. But this uncourteous behaviour did not appear to disconcert those who awaited his pleasure. Probably, like eels, they had got used to rough treatment. Some of them ran after the Pasha and tried to urge their suits in a few rapid sentences, others went off with a sigh or a growl, resolving to repeat the visit another day, while Sanda himself was whirled along at full speed to the Sublime Porte, to hold council with the Ministers of State on the arrangements for the war that had by that time begun to rage along the whole line of the Lower Danube  the Russians having effected a crossing in several places.

After enjoying himself for several days in the palace of his old school-mate, my worthy servant, being resolved not to quit the country until he had done his utmost to discover whether I was alive or drowned, accepted the offer of a situation as cook to one of the Turkish Ambulance Corps. Having received a suitable change of garments, with a private pass, and recommendations from the Pasha, he was despatched with a large body of recruits and supplies to the front.



Note 1. A similar establishment to this was, not long ago, described by the correspondent of a well-known Journal.




Chapter Eleven.

Refers to two Important Letters, and a Secret Mission.

It is a curious coincidence that, about the very time when my servant was appointed to serve in the Turkish Ambulance Corps, I received permission to act as a surgeon in the Russian army. Through the influence of Nicholas Naranovitsch, I was attached to his own regiment, and thus enjoyed the pleasure of his society for a considerable time after the breaking out of the war.

I preferred this course to that of returning home, because, first, I could not bear the thought of leaving the country without making every possible exertion to ascertain the fate of my yachts crew, and rendering them succour if possible; and, secondly, because I felt an irresistible desire to alleviate, professionally, the sufferings of those who were certain to be wounded during the war. I also experienced much curiosity to know something more of the power and influence of modern war-engines. Perhaps some people will think this latter an unworthy motive. It may have been so; I cannot tell. All I can say is that it was a very secondary one, and would not, of itself, have been sufficient to induce me to remain for an hour to witness the horrors and carnage of battle-fields. Still, putting the various motives together, I felt justified in remaining.

In order that I might render still more effective service to the cause of humanity, I wrote, immediately after my appointment as surgeon, to an intimate friend, north of the Tweed, offering my services as war correspondent to a paper of which he was editor, namely, the Scottish Bawbee.

That celebrated journal,  well known on the east, west, and north coasts of Scotland, and extensively circulated in the centre and south of the country, including England,  is liberal in its principles, conservative in reference only to things that are good, and violently radical when treating of those that are bad. It enjoys the credit of being curt in its statements, brief in the expression of its opinions, perfectly silent in reference to its surmises, distinctly repudiative of the gift of prophecy, consistently averse to the attribution of motives, persistently wise in giving the shortest possible account of murders and scandalous cases, and copious in its references to literature, art, and religious progress, besides being extremely methodical in its arrangement.

In regard to the latter quality, I cannot refrain from referring to its sensible mode of treating births, marriages, and deaths, by putting the Christian and surname of the born, married, or defunct as the first words in each announcement, so that ones digestion at breakfast is aided by reading with some comfort of the joys and sorrows of ones friends, instead of having incipient dyspepsia engendered by a painful search for the main facts in confusing sentences.

The editors reply came by return of post. It contained the acceptance of my services, and a proposal of extremely liberal terms, allowing me, besides a handsome retaining fee, two horses, and such travelling attendants as might be found necessary. There were also certain emphatic stipulations which are worth recording. I was not, on any pretext whatever, to attempt the divination, much less the revelation, of the future. I was never, upon any consideration, to be seduced into lengthy descriptions of things that I did not see, or minute particulars about matters which I did not know. I was utterly to ignore, and refuse to be influenced by, personal predilections or prejudices in regard to either combatant. I was to say as little about scenery as was consistent with a correct delineation of the field of war, and never to venture on sentimental allusions to sunsets, moonlights, or water-reflections of any kind. I was not to forget that a newspaper was a vehicle for the distribution of news, the announcement of facts and the discussion thereof, not a medium for the dissemination of fancies and fiddlededee. Above all, I was never to write a column and a half of speculation as to the possible and probable movements of armies; to be followed in our next by two columns of the rumoured movements of armies; to be continued in our next by two columns and a half of the actual movements of armies; to wind up in our next with three columns of retrospective consideration as to what might, could, would, or should have been the movements of armies; but that I was, on the contrary, to bear in remembrance the adage about brevity being the soul of wit, and, when I had nothing to write, to write nothing. By so doing, it was added, I should please the editor and charm the public, one of whose minor griefs is, as regards newspapers, that it is brought into a state of disgust with every event of this life long before it has happened, and thoroughly nauseated with it long after it is past,  to say nothing of the resulting mental confusion.

In case any gentleman of the press should feel injured by these statements, I must remind him that I am not responsible for them. They are the sentiments of the Scottish Bawbee, which must be taken for what they are worth. It is true, I heartily agree with them, but that is an entirely different subject, on which I do not enter.

I readily agreed to fall in with the wishes of the editor, and thenceforward devoted myself, heart and soul, to correspondence and surgery. In both fields of labour I found ample scope for all the powers of body and mind that I possessed.

Just about this time I received a letter from my dear mother, who was aware of my plans. It cost me some anxiety, as it was utterly impossible that I should comply with the injunctions it contained. Jeffry, my dear boy, she wrote, let me entreat you, with all the solemnity of maternal solicitude, to take care of your health. Let Russians and Turks kill and expose themselves as they please, but ever bear in remembrance that it is your duty to avoid danger. Whatever you do, keep your feet dry and your  I need not go further into particulars; medical allusions cannot always be couched in language such as one desires. Never sleep on damp ground, nor, if possible, without a roof or a covering of some sort over your head. Even a parasol is better than nothing. If, despite your precautions, you should catch cold, tie a worsted sock  one of the red and black striped ones I have knitted for you  round your neck, and take one drop of aconite  only one, remember  before going to bed. I know how, with your allopathic notions, you will smile at this advice, but I assure you, as your mother, that it will prove an infallible cure. Never sit in a draught when you can avoid it. If you ever come under fire, which I trust you never may, be sure to get behind a house, or a wall, or a stone, if possible; if you cannot do so, get behind a soldier, one larger than yourself would be preferable of course, but if you have not the opportunity of doing this, then turn your side to the enemy, because in that position you are a much narrower target, and more likely to escape their bullets. I need not caution you not to run away. I would rather see you, dear boy, in a premature grave, than hear that you had run away. But you could not run away. No Childers ever did so  except from school.

Let the phial of globules which I gave you at parting be your bosom friends, till their friendship is required in another and a lower region. They are a sovereign remedy against rheumatism, catarrh, bronchitis, dyspepsia, lumbago, nervous affections, headaches, loss of memory, debility, monomania, melancholia, botherolia, theoretica, and, in short, all the ills that flesh is heir to, if only taken in time.

It struck me, as I folded my mothers letter and that of the editor, that there never was a man who went into any course of action better guarded and advised than myself. At the moment when this thought occurred to me, my friend Nicholas burst into my room in a state of unusual excitement.

Come, Jeff, he said, Im detailed for another secret duty. People seem to have inordinate faith in me, for all my duties are secret! Are you willing to go with me?

Go where? I asked.

That I may not tell, he replied; anywhere, or nowhere, or everywhere. All I can say is, that if you go, it will be to act as surgeon to a squadron of cavalry. I see you have letters. Good news from home  eh? What of Bella?

Yes I replied, good news and good advice  listen.

I reopened the letters and read them aloud.

Capital! exclaimed Nicholas, just the thing for you. No doubt my expedition will furnish a column and a half, if not more, of unquestionable facts for the Scottish Bawbee. Get ready, my boy; I start in half-an-hour.

He swung off in the same hearty, reckless manner with which he had entered; and I immediately set about packing up my surgical instruments and note-books, and making other preparations for a journey of unknown extent and duration.




Chapter Twelve.

My First Experience of Actual War, and my Thoughts Thereon.

We set out by the light of the moon. Our party consisted of a small force of Russian light cavalry. The officer in command was evidently well acquainted with our route, for he rode smartly ahead without hesitation or sign of uncertainty for several hours.

At first Nicholas and I conversed in low tones as we cantered side by side over hill and dale, but as the night advanced we became less communicative, and finally dropped into silence. As I looked upon village and hamlet, bathed in the subdued light, resting in quietness and peace, I thought sadly of the evils that war would surely bring upon many an innocent and helpless woman and child.

It was invariably in this course that my thoughts about war flowed. I was, indeed, quite alive to the national evils of war, and I will not admit that any man-of-peace feels more sensitively than I do the fact that, in war, a nations best, youngest, and most hopeful blood is spilled, while its longest lives and most ardent spirits are ruthlessly, uselessly sacrificed  its budding youths, its strapping men, its freshest and most muscular, to say nothing of mental, manhood. Still, while contemplating war and its consequences, I have always been much more powerfully impressed with the frightful consequences to women and children, than anything else. To think of our wives, our little ones, our tender maidens, our loving matrons, and our poor helpless babes, being exposed to murder, rapine, torture, and all the numerous and unnameable horrors of war, for the sake of some false, some fanciful, some utterly ridiculous and contemptible idea, such as the connection of one or two provinces of a land with this nation or with that, or the integrity of a foreign empire, has always filled me with sensations of indignation approaching to madness, not unmingled, I must add, with astonishment.

That savages will fight among themselves is self-evident; that Christian nations shall defend themselves from the assaults of savages is also obvious; but that two Christian nations should go to war for anything, on any ground whatever, is to my mind inexplicable and utterly indefensible.

Still, they do it. From which circumstance I am forced to conclude that the Christianity as well as the civilisation and common-sense of one or the other of such nations is, for the time, in abeyance.

Of course I was not perplexed in regard to the Turks. Their religion is not Christian. Moreover, it was propagated by the sword, and teaches coercion in religious matters; but I could not help feeling that the Russians were too ready to forsake diplomacy and take to war.

My dear fellow, said Nicholas, rousing himself, when I stated my difficulty, dont you see that the vacillating policy of England has driven us to war in spite of ourselves? She would not join the rest of Europe in compelling Turkey to effect reforms which she  Turkey  had promised to make, so that nothing else was left for us but to go to war.

My dear fellow, I retorted, somewhat hotly, that Turkey has behaved brutally towards its own subjects is a well-known fact. That she has treated the representatives of all the great powers of Europe with extreme insolence is another well-known fact, but it is yet to be proved that the efforts of diplomacy were exhausted, and even if they were, it remained for Europe, not for Russia, to constitute herself the champion of the oppressed.

Jeff, my boy, returned Nicholas, with a smile, Im too sleepy to discuss that subject just now, further than to say that I dont agree with you.

He did indeed look sleepy, and as we had been riding many hours I forbore to trouble him further.

By daybreak that morning we drew near to the town of Giurgevo, on the Roumanian  or, I may say, the Russian  side of the Danube, and soon afterwards entered it.

Considerable excitement was visible among its inhabitants, who, even at that early hour, were moving hurriedly about the streets. Having parted from our escort, Nicholas and I refreshed ourselves at the Hôtel de lEurope, and then went to an hospital, where my companion wished to visit a wounded friend one, he said, who had lately taken part in a dashing though unsuccessful expedition.

This visit to Giurgevo was my first introduction to some of the actual miseries of war. The hospital was a clean, well-ventilated building. Rows of low beds were ranged neatly and methodically along the whitewashed walls. These were tenanted by young men in every stage of suffering and exhaustion. With bandaged heads or limbs they sat or reclined or lay, some but slightly wounded and still ruddy with the hue of health on their young cheeks; some cut and marred in visage and limbs, with pale cheeks and blue lips, that told of the life-blood almost drained. Others were lying flat on their backs, with the soft brown moustache or curly brown hair contrasting terribly with the grey hue of approaching death.

In one of the beds we found the friend of Nicholas.

He was quite a youth, not badly wounded, and received us with enthusiasm.

My dear Nicholas, he said, in reply to a word of condolence about the failure of the expedition, you misunderstand the whole matter. Doubtless it did not succeed, but that was no fault of ours, and it was a glorious attempt. Come, I will relate it. Does your friend speak Russian?

He at all events understands it, said I.

On this assurance the youth raised his hand to his bandaged brow as if to recall events, and then related the incident, of which the following is the substance.

While the Russians were actively engaged in preparing to cross the Danube at a part where the river is full of small islands, the Turks sent monitors and gunboats to interrupt the operations. The Russians had no vessels capable of facing the huge ironclads of the enemy. Of the ten small boats at the place, eight were engaged in laying torpedoes in the river to protect the works, and two were detailed to watch the enemy. While they were all busily at work, the watchers in a boat named the Schootka heard the sound of an approaching steamer, and soon after descried a Turkish gunboat steaming up the river. Out went the little Schootka like a wasp, with a deadly torpedo at the end of her spar. The gun-boat saw and sought to evade her, put on full steam and hugged the Turkish shore, where some hundreds of Circassian riflemen kept up an incessant fire on the Russian boat. It was hit, and its commander wounded, but the crew and the second in command resolved to carry out the attack. The Schootka increased her speed, and, to the consternation of the Turks, succeeded in touching the gun-boat just behind the paddle-boxes, but the torpedo refused to explode, and the Schootka was compelled to haul off, and make for shelter under a heavy fire from the gun-boat and the Circassian riflemen, which quite riddled her. While she was making off a second Turkish gun-boat hove in sight. The Schootka had still another torpedo on board, one on the Harvey principle. This torpedo may be described as a somewhat square and flat case, charged with an explosive compound. When used it is thrown into the sea and runs through the water on its edge, being held in that position by a rope and caused to advance by pulling on it sidewise. Anglers will understand this when I state that it works on the principle of the otter, and, somewhat like the celebrated Irish pig going to market, runs ahead the more it is pulled back by the tail. With this torpedo the daring Russians resolved to attack the second gunboat, but when they threw it overboard it would not work; something had gone wrong with its tail, or with the levers by which, on coming into contact with the enemy, it was to explode. They were compelled therefore to abandon the attempt, and seek shelter from the Turkish fire behind an island.

So then, said I, on quitting the hospital, torpedoes, although terrible in their action, are not always certain.

Nothing is always certain, replied Nicholas, with a smile, except the flight of time, and as the matter on which I have come requires attention I must now leave you for a few hours. Dont forget the name of our hotel. That secure in a mans mind, he may lose himself in any town or city with perfect safety  au revoir.

For some time I walked about the town. The morning was bright and calm, suggesting ideas of peace; nevertheless my thoughts could not be turned from the contemplation of war, and as I wandered hither and thither, looking out for reminiscences of former wars, I thought of the curiously steady way in which human history repeats itself. It seems to take about a quarter of a century to teach men to forget or ignore the lessons of the past and induce them to begin again to fight. Here, in 1829, the Russians levelled the fortifications which at that time encircled the town; here, in 1854, the Russians were defeated by the Turks; and here, in 1872, these same Russians and Turks were at the same old bloody and useless game  ever learning, yet never coming to a knowledge of the great truth, that, with all their fighting, nothing has been gained and nothing accomplished save a few changes of the men on the chess-board, and the loss of an incalculable amount of life and treasure.

As the day advanced it became very sultry. Towards the afternoon I stopped and gazed thoughtfully at the placid Danube, which, flowing round the gentle curve of Slobosia, reflected in its glittering waters the white domes and minarets of the opposite town of Rustchuk. A low, rumbling sound startled me just then from a reverie. On looking up I perceived a small puff of smoke roll out in the direction of the Turkish shore. Another and another succeeded, and after each shot a smaller puff of smoke was seen to hang over the Turkish batteries opposite.

A strange conflicting rush of feelings came over me, for I had awakened from dreaming of ancient battles to find myself in the actual presence of modern war. The Russian had opened fire, and their shells were bursting among the Turks. These latter were not slow to reply. Soon the rumbling increased to thunder, and I was startled by hearing a tremendous crash not far distant from me, followed by a strange humming sound. The crash was the bursting of a Turkish shell in one of the streets of the town, and the humming sound was the flying about of ragged bits of iron. From the spot on which I stood I could see the havoc it made in the road, while men, women, and children were rushing in all directions out of its way.

Two objects lay near the spot, however, which moved, although they did not flee. One was a woman, the other a boy; both were severely wounded.

I hurried through the town in the direction of the Red-Cross hospital, partly expecting that I might be of service there, and partly in the hope of finding Nicholas. As I went I heard people remarking excitedly on the fact that the Turks were firing at the hospital.

The bombardment became furious, and I felt an uncomfortable disposition to shrink as I heard and saw shot and shell falling everywhere in the streets, piercing the houses, and bursting in them. Many of these were speedily reduced to ruins.

People hurried from their dwellings into the streets, excited and shouting. Men rushed wildly to places of shelter from the deadly missiles, and soon the cries and wailing of women over the dead and wounded increased the uproar. This was strangely and horribly contrasted with the fiendish laughter of a group of boys, who, as yet unhurt, and scarcely alive to the real nature of what was going on, had taken shelter in an archway, from which they darted out occasionally to pick up the pieces of shells that burst near them.

These poor boys, however, were not good judges of shelter-places in such circumstances. Just as I passed, a shell fell and burst in front of the archway, and a piece of it went singing so close past my head that I fancied at the first moment it must have hit me. At the same instant the boys uttered an unearthly yell of terror and fled from under the archway, where I saw one of their number rolling on the ground and shrieking in agony.

Hastening to his assistance, I found that he had received a severe flesh wound in the thigh. I carried him into a house that seemed pretty well protected from the fire, dressed his wound, and left him in charge of the inmates, who, although terribly frightened, were kind and sympathetic.

Proceeding through the marketplace, I observed a little girl crouching in a doorway, her face as pale as if she were dead, her lips perfectly white, and an expression of extreme horror in her eyes. I should probably have passed her, for even in that short sharp walk I had already seen so many faces expressing terror that I had ceased to think of stopping, but I observed a stream of blood on her light-coloured dress.

Stooping down, I asked  

Are you hurt, dear?

Twice I repeated the question before she appeared to understand me; then, raising a pair of large lustrous but tearless eyes to my face, she uttered the single word Father, and pointed to something that lay in the gloom of the passage beyond her. I entered, lifted the corner of a piece of coarse canvas, and under it saw the form of a man, but there was no countenance. His head had been completely shattered by a shell. Replacing the canvas, I returned to the child. Her right hand was thrust into her bosom, and as she held it there in an unnatural position, I suspected something, and drew it gently out. I was right. It had been struck, and the middle finger was hanging by a piece of skin. A mere touch of my knife was sufficient to sever it. As I bandaged the stump, I tried to console the poor child. She did not appear to care for the pain I unavoidably caused her, but remained quite still, only saying now and then, in a low voice, Father, as she looked with her tearless eyes at the heap that lay in the passage.

Giving this hapless little one in charge of a woman who seemed to be an inhabitant of the same building, I hurried away, but had not gone a hundred yards when I chanced to meet Nicholas.

Ha! well met, my boy! he exclaimed, evidently in a state of suppressed excitement; come along. I expected to have had a long hunt after you, but fortune favours me, and we have not a moment to lose.

Where are you going? I asked.

Just think, he said, seizing my arm and hurrying me along, but taking no heed of my question; we are fairly over the Danube in force! The night before last three thousand men, Cossacks and infantry, crossed from Galatz in boats and rafts, and gained the heights above Matchin. Zoukoff has beaten the enemy everywhere, and Zimmermann is reported to have driven them out of Matchin  in fact we have fairly broken the ice, and all that we have now to do is to go in and win.

I saw by the flush on his handsome countenance that the martial ardour of Nicholas was stirred to its depths. There was a noble look of daring in his clear grey eye, and a smile of what seemed like joy on his lips, which I knew well were the expression of such sentiments as love of country, desire to serve, like a brave son, that Emperor whom he regarded as a father, hatred of oppression, belief in the righteousness of the cause for which he fought, and delight in the prospect of wild animal excitement. He was full of high hopes, noble aspirations, superabundant energy, and, although not a deep thinker, could tell better than most men, by looking at it, whether the edge of a grindstone were rough or smooth.

We walked smartly to our hotel, but found that our servant had fled, no one knew whither, taking our horses with him. The landlord, however, suggested the railway station, and thither we ran.

A train was entering when we arrived. It was full of Russian soldiers. On the platform stood a Jew, to whom Nicholas addressed himself. The Jew at first seemed to have difficulty in understanding him, but he ultimately said that he had seen a man who must be the one we were in search of, and was about to tell us more, when a Turkish shell burst through the roof of the station, and exploded on the platform, part of which it tore up, sending splinters of iron and wood in all directions. The confused noise of shout and yell that followed, together with the smoke, prevented my observing for a moment or two what damage had been done, but soon I ascertained that Nicholas and myself were unhurt; that the Jew had been slightly wounded, and also several of the people who were waiting the arrival of the train.

The groans of some of the wounded, and the cursing and shouting of the soldiers just arrived, made a powerful impression on me.

Come, I see our fellow, cried Nicholas, seizing me suddenly by the arm and hurrying me away.

In a few minutes we had caught our man, mounted our horses, rejoined our cavalry escort, which awaited us in the marketplace, and galloped out of the town.

It is a fact worthy of record that of all the people killed and hurt during this bombardment of Giurgevo, not one was a Russian! This arose from the fact that the soldiers were under the safe cover of their batteries. The Turkish shells did not produce any real damage to works or men. In short, all that was accomplished in this noisy display of the art of war was the destruction of many private houses, the killing and maiming of several civilians, including women and children, and a shameful waste of very expensive ammunition, partly paid for by the sufferers. In contemplating these facts, the word glory assumed a very strange and quite a new meaning in my mind.

Soon we were beyond the reach of Turkish missiles, though still within sound of the guns. Our pace showed that we were making what I suppose my military friends would style a forced march. Nicholas was evidently unwilling to converse on the object of our march, but at length gave way a little.

I see no harm, he said, in telling you that we are about to cross the Danube not far from this, and that at least one of my objects is to secure a trustworthy intelligent spy. You know  perhaps you dont know  that such men are rare. Of course we can procure any number of men who have pluck enough to offer themselves as spies, for the sake of the high pay, just as we can get any number of men who are willing to jump down a cannons throat for the honour and glory of the thing.

Yes, said I, interrupting, men like our friend Nicholas Naranovitsch!

Well, perhaps, he replied, with a light laugh, but dont change the subject, Jeff, youve got a bad tendency to do so. I say there is no difficulty in getting spies; but it is not easy to find men well qualified for such work. Now one has been heard of at last, and, among other things, I am commissioned to secure him for the purpose of leading our troops across the Balkans.

The Balkans! said I, in surprise; you are a long way from that range.

The length of any way, Jeff, depends not so much upon the way as on the spirit of him who measures it. Ten miles to one man is a hundred miles to another, and vice versa.

I could make no objection to that, for it was true. Nevertheless, said I, after a pause, there may be spirits among the Turks who could render that, which is only a few days journey in ordinary circumstances, a six months business to the Russians.

Admitted heartily, returned Nicholas, with animation; if the Turk were not a brave foe, one could not take so much interest in the war.

This last remark silenced me for a time. The view-point of my future kinsman was so utterly different from mine that I knew not what to reply. He evidently thought that a plucky foe, worthy of his steel, was most desirable, while to my mind it appeared obvious that the pluckier the foe the longer and more resolute would be the resistance, and, as a consequence, the greater the amount of bloodshed and of suffering to the women, children, and aged, the heavier the drain on the resources of both empires, and of addition to the burdens of generations yet unborn.

When, after a considerable time, I put the subject in this light before Nicholas, he laughed heartily, and said  

Why, Jeff, at that rate you would knock all the romance out of war.

That were impossible, Nick, I rejoined quickly, for there is no romance whatever in war.

No romance? he exclaimed, opening his eyes to their widest, and raising his black brows to their highest in astonishment.

No, said I, firmly, not a scrap. All the romance connected with war is in spite of it, and by no means the result of it. The heroism displayed in its wildest sallies is true heroism undoubtedly, but it would be none the less heroism if it were exercised in the rescue of men and women from shipwreck or from fire. The romance of the bivouac in the dark woods or on the moonlit plains of foreign lands, with the delights of fresh air and life-giving exercise and thrilling adventure, is not the perquisite of the warrior; it is the privilege, quite as much, if not more, of the pioneer in the American backwoods and prairies, and of the hunter in the wilds of Africa. The romance of unexpected meetings with foreign fair ones in out-o-the-way circumstances, with broken bones, perhaps, or gunshot wounds, to lend pathos to the affair, and necessitate nursing, which may lead to love-making,  all that is equally possible to the Alpine climber and the chamois-hunter, to the traveller almost anywhere, who chooses to indulge in reckless sport, regardless of his neck.  Of course, I added, with a smile, for I did not wish to appear too cynical in my friends eyes, the soldier has a few advantages in which the civilian does not quite come up to him, such as the glorious brass band, and the red coat, and the glittering lace.

Jeff, said Nicholas, somewhat gravely, would you then take all the glory out of war, and reduce soldiers to a set of mere professional and legalised cut-throats, whose duty it is callously to knock over so many thousand men at the command of governments?

Bear with me a little, said I, and hear me out. You misunderstand me. I speak of war, not of warriors. As there is no romance, so there is no glory in war. Many a glorious deed may be, and often is, done in connection with war. Such a deed is done when a handful of brave men sacrifice their lives at the call of duty, and in defence of country, as at Thermopylae. Such a deed is done when a wounded Prussian soldier, dying of thirst on the battle-field, forgets the accursed custom  war  which has brought him to that pass, and shares the last drops of his water-flask with a so-called French enemy. And such a deed is done, still more gloriously, when a soldier, true to his Queen and country, is true also to his God, and preaches while he practises the principles and gospel of the Prince of Peace, in the presence of those with whom he acts his part in this worlds drama. There is indeed much that is glorious in the conduct of many warriors, but there is no glory whatever in war itself. The best that can be said of it is, that sometimes it is a stern yet sad necessity.

We dropped the subject here, having reached the point of the river where our party was to cross to the Turkish shore.

The passage was soon accomplished by means of rafts, and many thousands of Russians having already preceded us we experienced no opposition. It was daylight when we rode into a village on the Bulgarian shore, and I looked up sleepily at the cottages as we passed.

We halt here, said Nicholas, with a yawn as he drew rein.

The officer in command of our party had already halted his men, who, gladly quitting their saddles, streamed after us into the courtyard of the village.




Chapter Thirteen.

Shews what Sometimes Happens in the Track of Troops.

Why, Nicholas, I exclaimed, looking round the inn, I have been here before. It is  it must be  the very place where, on my way up, I saw a famous wrestling-match. Did I ever tell you about it?

Never; but come along, I must finish one part of my duty here without delay by paying a visit. You can tell me about the wrestling-match as we walk together.

I described the match with great interest, for my heart warmed towards the chief actor and his family, and as I proceeded with the narration I observed with some satisfaction that the road we were following led in the direction of the cottage of Dobri Petroff. As we drew near to the path that diverged to it I resolved, if possible, to give Nicholas, who was evidently interested in my narrative, a surprise by confronting him unexpectedly with the blacksmith and his family.

Nicholas, I said, you see that cottage on the hillside? I have a great desire to pay its inmates a visit. Have you any objection to turn aside just for a few minutes?

Nicholas gave me a look of surprise and laughed.

None in the world, Jeff, for it happens that I particularly wish to visit the cottage myself.

You do? Why  what

Well, finish your question, Jeff; why should it seem strange to you that I want to visit a Bulgarian family?

Why, because, Nick, this is the cottage of the very blacksmith about whom I have been speaking, and I wanted to give you a surprise by introducing him to you.

His name? asked Nicholas quickly.

Dobri Petroff.

The very man. How strange! You have already given me a surprise, Jeff, and will now add a pleasure and a service by introducing me to him, and, perhaps, by using your powers of suasion. It is no breach of confidence to tell you that part of my business here is to secure the services of this man as a guide over the Balkans, with the passes of which we have been told he is intimately acquainted. But it is said that he is a bold independent fellow, who may dislike and refuse the duty.

He wont dislike it at all events, said I. He has no love for the Turks, who have treated him shamefully, just because of that same bold and independent spirit.

Well, come, we shall see, rejoined my friend.

In a few minutes we had come to a turn in the path which brought the cottage full into view, and I experienced a sudden shock on observing that part of it  that part which had been the forge  was a blackened ruin. I was at the same moment relieved, however, by the sight of Ivanka and little Dobri, who were playing together in front of the uninjured part of the cottage.

Next moment the tall handsome form of the blacksmith appeared stooping under the doorway as he came out to receive us. I noticed that there was an expression of trouble on his countenance, mingled with a look of sternness which was not usual to him. He did not recognise me at first, and evidently eyed Nicholas  as a Russian officer  with no favour.

As we drew near, the stern look vanished, and he sprang forward with a glad smile to seize and shake my hand. At the same moment Ivankas black eyes seemed to blaze with delight, as she ran towards me, and clasped one of my legs. Little Dobri, bereft of speech, stood with legs and arms apart, and mouth and eyes wide open, gazing at me.

All well? I asked anxiously.

All well, said the blacksmith; then, with a glance at the forge except the  ; but thats not much after all.  Come in, gentlemen, come in.

We entered, and found Marika as neat and thrifty as ever, though with a touch of care about her pretty face which had not been there when I first met her.

A few words explained the cause of their trouble.

Sir, said Petroff, addressing me, but evidently speaking at Nicholas, we unfortunate Bulgarians have hard times of it just now. The Turk has oppressed and robbed and tortured and murdered us in time past, and now the Russian who has come to deliver us is, it seems to me, completing our ruin. What between the two we poor wretches have come to a miserable pass indeed.

He turned full on Nicholas, unable to repress a fierce look.

Friend, said Nicholas gently, but firmly, the chances of war are often hard to bear, but you ought to recognise a great difference between the sufferings which are caused by wilful oppression, and those which are the unavoidable consequences of a state of warfare.

Unavoidable! retorted the blacksmith bitterly. Is it not possible for the Russians to carry supplies for their armies, instead of demanding all our cattle for beef and all our harvests for fodder?

Do we not pay you for such things? asked Nicholas, in the tone of a man who wishes to propitiate his questioner.

Yes, truly, but nothing like the worth of what you take; besides, of what value are a few gold pieces to me? My wife and children cannot eat gold, and there is little or nothing left in the land to buy. But that is not the worst. Your Cossacks receive nothing from your Government for rations, and are allowed to forage as they will. Do you suppose that, when in want of anything, they will stop to inquire whether it belongs to a Bulgarian or not? When the war broke out, and your troops crossed the river, my cattle and grain were bought up, whether I would or no, by your soldiers. They were paid for  underpaid, I say  but that I cared not for, as they left me one milch-cow and fodder enough to keep her. Immediately after that a band of your lawless and unrationed Cossacks came, killed the cow, and took the forage, without paying for either. After that, the Moldavians, who drive your waggon-supplies for you  a lawless set of brigands when there are no troops near to watch them,  cleaned my house of every scrap that was worth carrying away. What could I do? To kill a dozen of them would have been easy, but that would not have been the way to protect my wife and children.

The man laid his great hand tenderly on Ivankas head, while he was speaking in his deep earnest voice; and Nicholas, who was well aware of the truth of his remarks about the Cossacks and the waggon-drivers of the army, expressed such genuine feeling and regret for the sufferings with which the household had been visited, that Petroff was somewhat appeased.

But how came your forge to be burned? I asked, desiring to change the drift of the conversation.

The question called up a look of ferocity on the blacksmiths face, of which I had not believed it capable.

The Turks did it, he hissed, rather than said, between his teeth. The men of this village  men whom I have served for years  men by whom I have been robbed for years, and to whose insults I have quietly and tamely submitted until now, for the sake of these, (he pointed to his wife and children) became enraged at the outbreak of the war, and burned my workshop. They would have burned my cottage too, but luckily there is a good partition-wall between it and the shop, which stayed the flames. No doubt they would have despoiled my house, as they have done to others, but my door and windows were barricaded, and they knew who was inside. They left me; but that which the Turks spared the Russians have taken. Still, sir, (he turned again full on Nicholas), I must say that if your Government is honest in its intentions, it is far from wise in its methods.

You hate the Turks, however, and are willing to serve against them? asked Nicholas.

The blacksmith shook his shaggy locks as he raised his head.

Ay, I hate them, and as for

Oh, husband! pleaded Marika, for the first time breaking silence, do not take vengeance into your own hands.

Well, as to that, returned Dobri, with a careless smile, I have no particular desire for vengeance; but the Turks have taken away my livelihood; I have nothing to do, and may as well fight as anything else. It will at all events enable me to support you and the children. We are starving just now.

Nicholas hastened to assure the unfortunate man that his family would be specially cared for if he would undertake to guide the Russian columns across the Balkan mountains. Taking him aside he then entered into earnest converse with him about the object of his mission.

Meanwhile I had a long chat with his wife and the little ones, from whom I learned the sad details of the sufferings they had undergone since we last met.

But you wont leave us now, will you? said little Ivanka pitifully, getting on my knee and nestling on my breast; you will stay with father, wont you, and help to take care of us? Im so frightened!

Which do you fear most, dear? said I, smoothing her hair the Turks or the Cossacks?

The child seemed puzzled. I dont know she said, after a thoughtful pause. Father says the Turks are far, far worst; but mother and I fear them both; they are so fierce  so very fierce. I think they would have killed us if father had been away.

Nicholas did not find it hard to persuade the blacksmith. He promised him a tempting reward, but it was evident that his assurance that the wife and family would be placed under the special care of the authorities of the village, had much greater effect in causing the man to make up his mind than the prospect of reward.

It was further arranged that Petroff should accompany us at once.

Ready, he said, when the proposal was made. Ive nothing left here to pack up, he added, looking sadly round the poor and empty room. In less than an hour arrangements had been made with the chief man of the village for the comfort and safeguard of the family during the blacksmiths absence.

It was bright noontide when we were again prepared to take the road.

Oh, Dobri, said Marika, as in an angle of the inn-yard she bade her husband farewell, dont forget the Saviour  Jesus  our one hope on earth.

God bless you, Marika; Ill never forget you, returned Petroff, straining his young wife to his heart.

He had already parted from the children. Next moment he was in the saddle, and soon after was galloping with the troop to which we were attached towards the Balkan mountains.




Chapter Fourteen.

Tells More of what Occasionally Happens in the Track of Troops.

As we advanced towards the high lands the scenery became more beautiful and picturesque. Rich fields of grain waved on every side. Pretty towns, villages, and hamlets seemed to me to lie everywhere, smiling in the midst of plenty; in short, all that the heart of man could desire was there in superabundance, and as one looked on the evidences of plenty, one naturally associated it with the idea of peace.

But as that is not all gold which glitters, so the signs of plenty do not necessarily tell of peace. Here and there, as we passed over the land, we had evidences of this in burned homesteads and trampled fields, which had been hurriedly reaped of their golden store as if by the sword rather than the sickle. As we drew near to the front these signs of war became more numerous.

We had not much time, however, to take note of them; our special service required hard riding and little rest.

One night we encamped on the margin of a wood. It was very dark, for, although the moon was nearly full, thick clouds effectually concealed her, or permitted only a faint ray to escape now and then, like a gleam of hope from the battlements of heaven.

I wandered from one fire to another to observe the conduct of the men in bivouac. They were generally light-hearted, being very young and hopeful. Evidently their great desire was to meet with the enemy. Whatever thoughts they might have had of home, they did not at that time express them aloud. Some among them, however, were grave and sad; a few were stern  almost sulky.

Such was Dobri Petroff that night. Round his fire, among others, stood Sergeant Gotsuchakoff and Corporal Shoveloff.

Come, scout, said the corporal, slapping Petroff heartily on the shoulder, dont be down-hearted, man. That pretty little sweetheart you left behind you will never forsake such a strapping fellow as you; she will wait till you return crowned with laurels.

Petroff was well aware that Corporal Shoveloff, knowing nothing of his private history, had made a mere guess at the little sweetheart, and having no desire to be communicative, met him in his own vein.

Its not that, corporal, he said, with a serious yet anxious air, which attracted the attention of the surrounding soldiers, its not that which troubles me. Im as sure of the pretty little sweetheart as I am that the sun will rise to-morrow; but theres my dear old mother that lost a leg last Christmas by the overturning of a sledge, an my old father whos been bedridden for the last quarter of a century, and the brindled cow thats just recovering from the measles. How they are all to get on without me, and nobody left to look after them but an old sister as tall as myself, and in the last stages of a decline

At this point the scout, as Corporal Shoveloff had dubbed him, was interrupted by a roar of laughter from his comrades, in which the corporal joined heartily.

Well, well, said the latter, who was not easily quelled either mentally or physically, I admit that you have good cause for despondency; nevertheless a man like you ought to keep up his spirits  if it were only for the sake of example to young fellows, now, like André Yanovitch there, who seems to have buried all his relatives before starting for the wars.

The youth on whom Shoveloff tried to turn the laugh of his own discomfiture was a splendid fellow, tall and broad-shouldered enough for a man of twenty-five, though his smooth and youthful face suggested sixteen. He had been staring at the fire, regardless of what was going on around.

What did you say? he cried, starting up and reddening violently.

Come, come, corporal, said Sergeant Gotsuchakoff, interposing, no insinuations. André Yanovitch will be ten times the man you are when he attains to your advanced age.  Off with that kettle, lads; it must be more than cooked by this time, and there is nothing so bad for digestion as overdone meat.

It chanced that night, after the men were rolled in their cloaks, that Dobri Petroff found himself lying close to André under the same bush.

You dont sleep, he said, observing that the young soldier moved frequently. Thinking of home, like me, no doubt?

That was all nonsense, said the youth sharply, about the cow, and your mother and sister, wasnt it?

Of course it was. Do you think I was going to give a straight answer to a fool like Shoveloff?

But you have left a mother behind you, I suppose? said André, in a low voice.

No, lad, no; my mother died when I was but a child, and has left naught but the memory of an angel on my mind.

The scout said no more for a time, but the tone of his voice had opened the heart of the young dragoon. After a short silence he ventured to ask a few more questions. The scout replied cheerfully, and, from one thing to another, they went on until, discovering that they were sympathetic spirits, they became confidante, and each told to the other his whole history.

That of the young dragoon was short and simple, but sad. He had been chosen, he said, for service from a rural district, and sent to the war without reference to the fact that he was the only support of an invalid mother, whose husband had died the previous year. He had an elder brother who ought to have filled his place, but who, being given to drink, did not in any way fulfil his duties as a son. There was also, it was true, a young girl, the daughter of a neighbour, who had done her best to help and comfort his mother at all times, but without the aid of his strong hand that girls delicate fingers could not support his mother, despite the willingness of her brave heart, and thus he had left them hurriedly at the sudden and peremptory call of Government.

That young girl, said Petroff, after listening to the lads earnest account of the matter with sympathetic attention, has no place there, has she?  he touched the left breast of Andrés coat and nodded.

The blush of the young soldier was visible even in the dim light of the camp-fire as he started up on one elbow, and said  

Well, yes; she has a place there!

He drew out a small gilt locket as he spoke, and, opening it, displayed a lock of soft auburn hair.

I never spoke to her about it, he continued, in a low tone, till the night we parted. She is very modest, you must know, and I never dared to speak to her before, but I became desperate that night, and told her all, and she confessed her love for me. Oh, Petroff, if I could only have had one day more of  of  but the sergeant would not wait. I had to go to the wars. One evening in paradise is but a short time, yet I would not exchange it for all I ever He paused.

Yes, yes, I know all about that, said the scout, with an encouraging nod; Ive had more than one evening in that region, and so will you, lad, after the war is over.

Im not so sure of that, returned the dragoon sadly; however, she gave me this lock of her hair  she is called Maria with the auburn hair at our place  and mother gave me the locket to put it in. I noticed that she took some grey hair out when she did so.

Keep it, lad; keep it always near your heart, said the scout, with sudden enthusiasm, as the youth replaced and buttoned up his treasure; it will save you, mayhap, like a charm, in the hour of temptation.

I dont need that advice, returned the soldier, with a quiet smile, as he once more laid his head on his saddle.

Soon the noise in our little camp ceased, and, ere long, every man was asleep except the sentinels.

Towards morning one of these observed a man approaching at full speed. As he came near the sentinel threw forward his carbine and challenged. The man stopped and looked about him like a startled hare, then, without reply, turned sharply to the left and dashed off. The sentinel fired. Of course we all sprang up, and the fugitive, doubling again to avoid another sentinel, almost leaped into the arms of André Yanovitch, who held him as if in a vice, until he ceased his struggles, and sank exhausted with a deep groan.

On being led to one of the fires in a half-fainting condition, it was found that he was covered with blood and wounds. He looked round him at first with an expression of maniacal terror, but the moment he observed Petroff among his captors he uttered a loud cry, and, springing forward seized his hand.

Why, Lewie, exclaimed the scout, with a gleam of recognition, what has happened?

The Bashi-Bazouks have been at our village! cried the man wildly, as he wiped the blood out of his eyes.

Ha! exclaimed Dobri, with a fierce look; we can succour

No, no, no, interrupted the man: with a strange mixture of horror and fury in his blood-streaked face; too late! too late!

He raised his head, stammered as if attempting to say more, then, lifting both arms aloft, while the outspread fingers clutched the air, uttered an appalling cry, and fell flat on the ground.

Not too late for revenge, muttered the officer commanding the detachment. Dress his wounds as quickly as may be, Mr Childers.

He gave the necessary orders to get ready. In a few minutes the horses were saddled, and I had done what I could for the wounded man.

You know the village he came from, and the way to it? asked the commanding officer of Petroff.

Yes, sir, I know it well.

Take the man up behind you, then, and lead the way.

The troop mounted, and a few minutes later we were galloping over a wide plain, on the eastern verge of which the light of the new day was slowly dawning.

An hours ride brought us to the village. We could see the smoke of the still burning cottages as we advanced, and were prepared for a sad spectacle of one of the effects of war; but what we beheld on entering far surpassed our expectations. Harvests trampled down or burned were bad enough, so were burning cottages, battered-in doors, and smashed windows, but these things were nothing to the sight of dead men and women scattered about the streets. The men were not men of war; their peasant garbs bespoke them men of peace. Gallantly had they fought, however, in defence of hearth and home, but all in vain. The trained miscreants who had attacked them form a part of the Turkish army, which receives no pay, and is therefore virtually told that, after fighting, their recognised duty is to pillage. But the brutes had done more than this. As we trotted through the little hamlet, which was peopled only by the dead, we observed that most of the men had been more or less mutilated, some in a very horrible manner, and the poor fellow who had escaped said that this had been done while the men were alive.

Dismounting, we examined some of the cottages, and there beheld sights at the mere recollection of which I shudder. In one I saw women and children heaped together, with their limbs cut and garments torn off, while their long hair lay tossed about on the bloody floors. In another, which was on fire, I could see the limbs of corpses that were being roasted, or had already been burnt to cinders.

Not one soul in that village was left alive. How many had escaped we could not ascertain, for the wounded man had fallen into such a state of wild horror that he could not be got to understand or answer questions. At one cottage door which we came to he stood with clasped hands gazing at the dead inside, like one petrified. Some one touched him on the shoulder, when we were ready to leave the place, but he merely muttered, My home!

As we could do no good there, and were anxious to pursue the fiends who had left such desolation behind them, we again urged the man to come with us, but he refused. On our attempting to use gentle force, he started suddenly, drew a knife from his girdle, and plunging it into his heart, fell dead on his own threshold.

It was with a sense of relief, as if we had been delivered from a dark oppressive dungeon, that we galloped out of the village, and followed the tracks of the Bashi-Bazouks, which were luckily visible on the plain. Soon we traced them to a road that led towards the mountainous country. There was no other road there, and as this one had neither fork nor diverging path, we had no difficulty in following them up.

It was night, however, before we came upon further traces of them,  several fires where they had stopped to cook some food. As the sky was clear, we pushed on all that night.

Shortly after dawn we reached a sequestered dell. The road being curved at the place, we came on it suddenly, and here, under the bushes, we discovered the lair of the Bashi-Bazouks.

They kept no guard, apparently, but the sound of our approach had roused them, for, as we galloped into the dell, some were seen running to catch their horses, others, scarcely awake, were wildly buckling on their swords, while a few were creeping from under the low booths of brushwood they had set up to shelter them.

The scene that followed was brief but terrible. Our men, some of whom were lancers, some dragoons, charged them in all directions with yells of execration. Here I saw one wretch thrust through with a lance, doubling backward in his death-agony as he fell; there, another turned fiercely, and fired his pistol full at the dragoon who charged him, but missed, and was cleft next moment to the chin. In another place a wretched man had dropped on his knees, and, while in a supplicating attitude, was run through the neck by a lancer. But, to say truth, little quarter was asked by these Bashi-Bazouks, and none was granted. They fought on foot, fiercely, with spear and pistol and short sword. It seemed to me as if some of my conceptions of hell were being realised: rapid shots; fire and smoke; imprecations, shouts, and yells, with looks of fiercest passion and deadly hate; shrieks of mortal pain; blood spouting in thick fountains from sudden wounds; men lying in horrible, almost grotesque, contortions, or writhing on the ground in throes of agony.

O God! thought I, and all this is done for the amelioration of the condition of the Christians in Turkey!

Ha! haa! shouted a voice near me, as if in mockery of my thought. It was more like that of a fiend than a man. I turned quickly. It was André Yanovitch, his young and handsome face distorted with a look of furious triumph as he wiped his bloody sword after killing the last of the Bashi-Bazouks who had failed to escape into the neighbouring woods. These brutes at least wont have another chance of drawing blood from women and children, he cried, sheathing his sword with a clang, and trotting towards his comrades, who were already mustering at the bottom of the dell, the skirmish being over.

The smooth-faced, tender-hearted youth, with the lock of auburn hair in his bosom, had fairly begun his education in the art of war. His young heart was bursting and his young blood boiling with the tumultuous emotions caused by a combination of pity and revenge.

The scout also galloped past to rejoin our party. I noticed in the mêlée that his sword-sweep had been even more terrible and deadly than that of André, but he had done his fearful work in comparative silence, with knitted brows, compressed lips, and clenched teeth. He was a full-grown man, the other a mere boy. Besides, Dobri Petroff had been born and bred in a land of rampant tyranny, and had learned, naturally bold and independent though he was, at all times to hold himself, and all his powers, well in hand.

Little did the scout imagine that, while he was thus inflicting well-deserved punishment on the Turkish Bashi-Bazouks, the Cossacks of Russia had, about the same time, made demands on the men of his own village, who, resisting, were put to the sword, and many of them massacred. Strong in the belief that the country which had taken up arms for the deliverance of Bulgaria would be able to fulfil its engagements, and afford secure protection to the inhabitants of Yenilik, and, among them, to his wife and little ones, Dobri Petroff went on his way with a comparatively easy mind.

It was evening when we reached another village, where the people had been visited by a body of Russian irregular horse, who had murdered some of them, and carried off whatever they required.

Putting up at the little hostelry of the place, I felt too much fatigued to talk over recent events with Nicholas, and was glad to retire to a small room, where, stretched on a wooden bench, with a greatcoat for a pillow, I soon forgot the sorrows and sufferings of Bulgaria in profound slumber.




Chapter Fifteen.

Simtova  New Views of War  Lancey Goes to the Front, and Sees Service, and Gets a Scare.

Shortly afterwards our detachment reached the headquarters of General Gourko, who, with that celebrated Russian general, Skobeleff the younger, was pressing towards the Balkans.

Here changes took place which very materially altered my experiences.

Nicholas Naranovitsch was transferred to the staff of General Skobeleff. Petroff was sent to act the part of guide and scout to the division, and I, although anxious to obtain employment at the front, was obliged to content myself with an appointment to the army hospitals at Sistova.

As it turned out, this post enabled me to understand more of the true nature of war than if I had remained with the army, and, as I afterwards had considerable experience in the field, the appointment proved to be advantageous, though at the time I regarded it as a disappointment.

When I had been some weeks at Sistova I wrote a letter to my mother, which, as it gives a fair account of the impressions made at the time, I cannot do better than transcribe:  

Dearest Mother,  I have been in the hospitals now for some weeks, and it is not possible for you to conceive, or me to convey, an adequate description of the horrible effects of this most hideous war. My opinions on war  always, as you know, strong  have been greatly strengthened; also modified. Your heart would bleed for the poor wounded men if you saw them. They are sent to us in crowds daily, direct from the battle-fields. An ordinary hospital, with its clean beds, and its sufferers warmly housed and well cared for, with which you are familiar enough, gives no idea of an army hospital in time of war.

The men come in, or are carried in, begrimed with powder, smoke, and dust; with broken limbs and gaping wounds, mortifying and almost unfit for inspection or handling until cleansed by the application of Listers carbolic acid spray. Some of these have dragged themselves hither on foot from that awful Shipka Pass  a seven days journey,  and are in such an abject state of exhaustion that their recovery is usually impossible. Yet some do recover. Some men seem very hard to kill. On the other hand, I have seen some men whose hold on life was so feeble as to make it difficult to say which of their comparatively slight wounds had caused death.

I am now, alas! familiar with death and wounds and human agony in every form. Day and night I am engaged in dressing, operating, and tending generally. The same may be said of all connected with the hospital. The doctors under Professor Wahl are untiring in their work. The Protestant sisters of mercy, chiefly Germans, and the Sanitaires, who take the weary night-watches, are quite worn out, for the number of sick and wounded who pour in on us has far exceeded the computations formed. Everything in this war has been under-estimated. What do you think of this fact  within the last fifty days 15,000 men have been killed, and 40,000 sick and wounded sent to Russian hospitals? This speaks to 55,000 Russian homes plunged into mourning,  to say nothing of similar losses, if not greater, by the Turks,  a heavy price to pay for improving the condition of Bulgaria,  isnt it?

There is a strong feeling in my mind that this is a war of extermination. No quarter is too frequently the cry on either side. I do not say that the Russians mean it to be so, but when Bashi-Bazouks torture their prisoners in cold blood, and show fiendish delight in the most diabolical acts of cruelty, even going the length of roasting people alive, is it strange that a brutalising effect is produced on the Russians, and that they retaliate in a somewhat similar spirit at times? The truth is, mother, that one of the direct and most powerful effects of war is to dehumanise, and check the influence of, the good men engaged, while it affords a splendid opportunity to the vicious and brutal to give the rein to their passions, and work their will with impunity.

But, while this is so with the combatants, many of those outside the ring are stirred to pity and to noble deeds. Witness the self-sacrificing labours of the volunteer heroes and heroines who do their work in an hospital such as this, and the generous deeds evoked from the peoples of other lands, such as the sending of two splendid and completely equipped ambulance trains of twenty-five carriages each, by the Berlin Central Committee of the International Association for the Relief of Sick and Wounded Soldiers in the field, the thousands of pounds that have been contributed by the Russians for the comfort of their sick and wounded, and the thousands contributed by England for that fund which embraces in its sympathies both Russian and Turk. It seems to me that a great moral war is going on just now  a war between philanthropy and selfishness; but I grieve to say that while the former saves its thousands, the latter slays its tens of thousands. Glorious though the result of our labours is, it is as nothing compared with the torrent of evil which has called us out, and the conclusion which has been forced upon me is, that we should  every one of us, man, woman, and child  hold and pertinaciously enforce the precept that war among civilised nations is outrageous and intolerable. Of course we cannot avoid it sometimes. If a man will insist on fighting me, I have no resource left but to fight him; but for two civilised nations to go to war for the settlement of a dispute is an unreasonable and childish and silly as it would be for two gentlemen, who should differ in opinion, to step into the middle of a peaceful drawing-room, button up their coats, turn up their wristbands, and proceed to batter each others eyes and noses, regardless of ladies, children, and valuables. War would be a contemptible farce if it were not a tremendous tragedy.

My mothers reply to this letter was characteristic and brief.

My dear Jeff, she wrote, in regard to your strictures on war I have only to say that I agree with you, as I have always done on all points, heart and soul. Dont forget to keep your feet dry when sleeping out at nights, and never omit to take the globules.

While I was busy at Sistova  too busy with the pressing duties of my post to think much of absent friends, my poor servant Lancey was going through a series of experiences still more strange and trying than my own.

As I have said, he had been appointed by Sanda Pasha to a post in connection with a Turkish ambulance corps. He was on his way to the front, when the detachment with which he travelled met with a reverse which materially affected his fortunes for some time after.

There were two Turkish soldiers with whom Lancey was thrown much in contact, and with whom he had become very intimate. There was nothing very particular in the appearance of the two men, except that they formed contrasts, one being tall and thin, the other short and thick. Both were comrades and bosom friends, and both took a strong fancy to their English comrade. Lancey had also taken a fancy to them. It was, in short, the old story of kindred souls, and, despite the fact that these Turks were to Lancey furriners and unbelievers, while he was to them a giaour, they felt strong human sympathies which drew them powerfully together. The name of the thick little man was Ali Bobo, that of the tall comrade Eskiwin.

That these two loved each other intensely, although Turks, was the first thing that touched Lanceys feelings. On discovering that Ali Bobo happened to have dwelt for a long time with an English merchant in Constantinople, and could speak a little of something that was understood to be English, he became intimate and communicative.

Not more tender was the love of David and Jonathan than was that of Eskiwin and Ali Bobo. As the screw to the nut, so fitted the one to the other. Eskiwin was grave, his friend was funny. Ali Bobo was smart, his comrade was slow. They never clashed. Jacob Lancey, being quiet and sedate, observed the two, admired each, philosophised on both and gained their esteem. Their friendship, alas! was of short duration.

Yous goodish sorro man, said Ali Bobo to Lancey one evening, as they sat over the camp-fire smoking their pipes in concert.

Lancey made no reply, but nodded his head as if in approval of the sentiment.

Heskiwin, es a good un too, haint e, Bobo? asked Lancey, pointing with his thumb to the tall Turk, who sat cross-legged beside him smoking a chibouk.

Ali Bobo smiled in the way that a man does when he thinks a great deal more than he chooses to express.

At that moment the officer in command of the detachment galloped furiously into the camp with the information that the Russians were upon them!

Instantly all was uproar, and a scramble to get out of the way. Eskiwin, however, was an exception. He was a man of quiet promptitude. Deliberately dropping his pipe, he rose and saddled his horse, while his more excitable comrades were struggling hurriedly, and therefore slowly, with the buckles of their harness. Ali Bobo was not less cool, though more active. Lancey chanced to break his stirrup-leather in mounting.

I say, Bobo, he called to his stout little friend, who was near, lend a and, like a good fellow. This brute wont stand still. Give us a leg.

The little Turk put his hand on Lanceys instep and hoisted him into the saddle. Next moment the whole party was in full retreat. Not a moment too soon either. A scattering volley from the Russians, who were coming on in force, quickened their movements.

The faint moonlight enabled the Turks to distance their pursuers, and soon the chase appeared to be given up. Still, most of the detachment continued its headlong retreat for a considerable time.

Suddenly Eskiwin observed that Ali Bobo swayed from side to side as he rode, and then fell heavily to the ground. He pulled up at once and dismounted. Lancey, who saw what had happened, also dismounted. The rest of the detachment was out of sight in a moment. There was no sound of pursuers, and they found themselves left thus in a lonely spot among the hills.

On examining the fallen Turk it was found that he had been hit by two balls. One had apparently penetrated his shoulder, the other had grazed his temple. It was the latter which had brought him to the ground, but the shoulder-wound seemed to be the more dangerous.

Dead! said Lancey solemnly, as he kneeled beside the body.

Eskiwin made no answer, his grave countenance expressed nothing but stern decision. His friends face was colourless, motionless, and growing cold. He raised Bobos hand and let it drop as he gazed mournfully into his face.

Just then the sound of the pursuers was heard, as if searching the neighbouring thicket.

Eskiwin rose slowly, and, with his bayonet, began to dig a grave. The soil was soft. A hollow was soon scooped out, and the dead Turk was put therein. But while the two men were engaged in burying it, the Russians were heard still beating about in the thicket, and apparently drawing near. Lancey felt uneasy. Still Eskiwin moved with slow deliberation. When the grave was covered he kneeled and prayed.

Come, come; you can do that on horseback said Lancey, with impatience.

Eskiwin took no notice of the irreverent interruption, but calmly finished his prayer, cast one sorrowful glance on the grave, and remounted his charger.

Lancey was about to do the same, being retarded by the broken stirrup-leather, when a tremendous shout caused his horse to swerve, break its bridle, and dash away. At the same moment a band of Don Cossacks came swooping down the gorge. Lancey flung himself flat beneath a mass of underwood. The Cossacks saw only one horseman, and went past the place with a wild yell. Another moment and Lancey was left alone beside the grave.

To find his way out of the thicket was now the poor mans chief care, but this was difficult, for, besides being ignorant of the road, he had to contend with darkness, the moon having become obscured.

It is a well-known fact that when a lost man wanders he does so in a circle. Twice, during that night, did Lancey start with a view to get away from that spot, and twice did he find himself, after two hours wandering, at the side of Ali Bobos grave. A third time he set out, and at the end of that effort he not only came back to the same spot, but chanced, inadvertently, to plant his foot over the stomach of the luckless Turk.

This was too much, even for a dead man. Ali Bobo turned in his shallow grave, scattered the sod, and, sitting up, looked round him with an expression of surprise. At that moment the moon came out as if expressly for the purpose of throwing light on the dusty, blood-stained, and cadaverous visage of the Turk.

Jacob Lancey, although a brave man, was superstitious. On beholding the yellow countenance and glaring eyeballs turned full upon him, he uttered a yell of deadly terror, turned sharp round and fled, stumbling over stumps and stones in his blind career. The Don Cossacks heard the yell, and made for the spot. Lancey saw them coming, doubled, and eluded them. Perceiving only a wounded man sitting on the ground, the foremost Cossack levelled his lance and charged. Ali Bobos stare of surprise developed into a glare of petrified consternation. When the Cossack drew near enough to perceive an apparently dead man sitting up in his grave, he gave vent to a hideous roar of horror, turned off at a tangent, and shot away into the bushes. Those in rear, supposing that he had come on an ambuscade, followed his example, and, in another moment, Ali Bobo was left alone to his moonlight reflections.

That these were of a perplexing nature was evident from his movements. Allowing his eyes to resume their ordinary aspect, he looked round him with a troubled expression, while his fingers played slowly with the loose earth that still covered his legs. Then he shook his head, after that he scratched it, and put on his fez, which had fallen off. Finding, apparently, that meditation was of no avail, he finally heaved a deep sigh, rose, shook off the dust, picked up his rifle and marched away.

He had not gone far when he came upon Lancey, who, having fled with such haste that he could scarcely breathe, had been fain to lie down and rest for a few minutes. Hearing a step behind him, he started up. One glance sufficed. The dead Turk again! With another horrific howl he plunged headlong into the nearest thicket and disappeared.

A humorous smile stole over the features of Ali Bobo as he began to understand the situation. He searched the thicket, but his late companion was not to be found. Continuing his march, therefore, he travelled all night. Next morning he found his detachment, and introduced himself to his friend Eskiwin, whose astonishment, I need scarcely say, was great, but his joy was greater.

Ali Bobos wounds turned out after all to be slight, and were not permitted by him to interfere long with his service in the field.




Chapter Sixteen.

Lancey gets Embroiled in Troubles, and Sees some Peculiar Service.

Meanwhile Jacob Lancey, impressed with the belief that the Turkish detachment had taken to the mountains, travelled as rapidly as possible in that direction.

Next morning at daybreak he found himself so thoroughly exhausted as to be unable to proceed. With difficulty he climbed a neighbouring eminence, which, being clear of bushes, gave him a view of the country around. There was a small village, or hamlet, within a stones throw of him. The sight revived his drooping spirits. He descended to it at once, but found no one stirring  not even a dog. Perceiving a small outhouse with its door ajar, he went to it and peeped in. There were a few bundles of straw in a corner. The temptation was irresistible. He entered, flung himself on the straw, and fell sound asleep almost immediately.

The sun was shining high in the heavens when he was awakened by a rude shake. He started up and found himself in the rough grasp of a Bulgarian peasant.

Lancey, although mentally and morally a man of peace, was physically pugnacious. He grappled at once with the Bulgarian, and being, as we have said, a powerful fellow, soon had him on his back with a hand compressing his windpipe, and a knee thrust into his stomach. It would certainly have fared ill with the Bulgarian that day if a villager had not been attracted to the hut by the noise of the scuffle. Seeing how matters stood, he uttered a shout which brought on the scene three more villagers, who at once overwhelmed Lancey, bound him, and led him before the chief man of the place.

This chief man was a Turk with a very black beard. Lancey of course expected to receive severe punishment without trial. But, on hearing that he had merely attacked a Bulgarian, the Turk seemed rather inclined to favour the prisoner than otherwise. At all events, after ascertaining that he could not communicate with him by any known language, he sent him to his kitchen to obtain a meal, and afterwards allowed him to depart, to the evident indignation of the Bulgarian and his friends, who did not, however, dare to show their feelings.

For some time Lancey wandered about endeavouring to make friends with the people, but without success. As the day advanced, the men, and most of the women, went to work in the fields. Feeling that he had not obtained nearly enough of sleep, our wanderer took an opportunity of slipping into another outhouse, where he climbed into an empty loft. There was a small hole in the loft near the floor. As he lay down and pillowed his head on a beam, he found that he could see the greater part of the village through the hole, but this fact had barely reached his brain, when he had again fallen into the heavy slumber of an exhausted man.

His next awakening was caused by shouts and cries. He raised himself on one elbow and looked out of his hole. A large body of Russian soldiers had entered the village, and were welcomed with wild joy by the Bulgarians, while the Turkish inhabitants  those of them who had not been able or willing to leave  remained quiet, but polite. The column halted. The men swarmed about the place and requisitioned, as the phrase goes, whatever they wanted  that is, they took what they chose from the people, whether they were willing or not. To do them justice, they paid for it, though in most cases the payment was too little.

There was a good deal of noisy demonstration, and some rough treatment of the inhabitants on the part of those who had come to deliver them, but beyond being cleaned out, and an insufficient equivalent left in money, they were not greatly the worse of this visit from the regulars.

The loft where Lancey had ensconced himself did not attract attention. He felt, therefore, comparatively safe, and, while he watched the doings of the soldiery, opened his wallet and made a hearty meal on the débris of his rations.

Before he had finished it the trumpets sounded, the troops fell in, and the column left the place.

Then occurred a scene which astonished him not a little. No sooner were the troops out of sight than the Bulgarian population, rising en masse, fell upon their Turkish brethren and maltreated them terribly. They did not, indeed, murder them, but they pillaged and burned some of their houses, and behaved altogether in a wild and savage manner. Lancey could not understand it. Perhaps if he had known that these Bulgarians had, for many years, suffered horrible oppression and contemptuous treatment from the Turks under whose misrule they lay, he might have felt less surprise, though he might not have justified the act of revenge. If it be true that the worm turns on the foot that crushes it, surely it is no matter of wonder that human beings, who have long been debased, defrauded, and demoralised, should turn and bite somewhat savagely when opportunity offers!

It had occurred to Lancey, when the Russians had arrived, that it would be well for him to descend and join these troops, so as to get out of his present predicament; but, remembering that he had actually accepted service with the Turks, and that, being clothed in a semi-Turkish costume, he might be taken for a spy, he resolved to remain where he was. The riot in the village after the Russian column had left confirmed him in his intention to remain quiet.

Your wisest plan, Jacob, he soliloquised, is to old on and bide your time. Dont urry yourself on any account.

Scarcely had he made this resolve when, looking through his hole of observation, he observed a body of spearmen galloping along the road that led to the village. The inhabitants also observed them with some anxiety, for by that time they had come to know the difference between regular and irregular troops.

The horsemen proved to be Cossacks. The Bulgarians, of course, regarded them as friends. They formed a portion of the army of deliverers from Turkish misrule. As such they were received with cheers. The cheers were returned heartily  in some cases mingled with laughter  by the gay cavaliers, who had also come to make requisitions. Their mode of proceeding, however, was quite different from that of their regular brethren. Leaping from their saddles, they set about the business without delay. Some went to the fields and cut grain for fodder. Others entered the houses and carried off victuals and wine, while many chased and caught pigs and poultry.

They were evidently in a hurry. So much so, that they had no time to put off in making payment! It was obviously to be regarded as an outstanding debt against them by the villagers. As the rear-guard passed out of the place, the corporal in command observed a fat young pig in the middle of a by-road. He turned aside sharply, charged, picked the pig neatly up on the point of his lance, and galloped after his friends, accompanied by a tune that would have done credit to a Scotch bagpipe.

All this did Lancey see from his secret point of observation, and deeply did his philosophic mind moralise on what he saw.

The village in which he had sought shelter was in the very heart of the district swept by the wave of war. The panorama of incidents commenced to move again at an early hour.

When morning light had just begun to conquer night, Lancey was once more awakened from a refreshing sleep by a noise in the room below. He looked down and saw an old, old woman, with bent form, tottering step, and wrinkled brow. She was searching for something which, evidently, she could not find. Scraping various things, however, and tasting the ends of her thin fingers, suggested that she was in search of food. Lancey was a sympathetic soul. The old womans visage reminded him of his own mother  dead and gone for many a day, but fresh and beautiful as ever in the memory of her son.

He descended at once. The old woman had flung herself down in despair in a corner of the hovel. Lancey quickly emptied the remnants of food in his wallet into her lap.

It would have saddened you, reader, to have seen the way in which that poor old thing hungrily munched a mouthful of the broken victuals without asking questions, though she glanced her gratitude out of a pair of large black eyes, while she tied up the remainder in a kerchief with trembling haste.

No doubt, soliloquised Lancey, as he sat on a stool and watched her, you were a pretty gal once, an somebody loved you.

It did not occur to Lancey, for his philosophy was not deep, that she might have been loved more than once, even although she had not been a pretty gal; neither did it occur to him  for he did not know  that she was loved still by an old, old man in a neighbouring hut, whose supper had been carried off by the Cossacks, and whose welfare had induced her to go out in search of food.

While the two were thus engaged their attention was attracted by a noise outside. Hastening to the door Lancey peeped out and beheld a band of Bashi-Bazouks galloping up the road. The Turks of the village began to hold up their heads again, for they regarded these as friends, but scant was the courtesy they received from them. To dismount and pillage, and to slay where the smallest opposition was offered, seemed the order of the day with these miscreants. For some time none of them came near to the hut where Lancey and the old woman were concealed, as it stood in an out-of-the-way corner and escaped notice.

While the robbers were busy, a wild cheer, accompanied by shots and cries, was heard some distance along the road. The Bashi-Bazouks heard it and fled. A few minutes later Lancey saw Turkish soldiers running into the village in scattered groups, but stopping to fire as they ran, like men who fight while they retreat. Immediately after there was a rush of men, and a column of Turkish infantry occupied the village in force. They were evidently hard pressed, for the men ran and acted with that quick nervous energy which denotes imminent danger.

They swarmed into the houses, dashed open the windows, knocked out loop-holes in the walls, and kept up a furious fusillade, while whistling balls came back in reply, and laid many of them low.

One party of Turks at last made a rush to the hut where Lancey sat with the old woman. There was no weapon of any sort in the hut, and as Lanceys arms had been taken from him when he was captured, he deemed it the wisest policy to sit still.

Leaping in with a rush, the Turks shut and barred the door. They saw Lancey, but had evidently no time to waste on him. The window-frame was dashed out with rifle-butts, and quick firing was commenced by some, while others made loop-holes in the mud walls with their bayonets. Bullets came pinging through the window and brought down masses of plaster from the walls. Suddenly a terrible yell rang in the little room, and the commander of the party, raising both hands above him, dropped his sword and fell with a terrible crash. He put a hand to his side and writhed on the floor in agony, while blood flowed copiously from his wound. The poor fellows pain lasted but a moment or two. His head fell back suddenly, and the face became ashy pale, while his glaring eyeballs were transfixed in death.

No notice was taken of this except by a man who sat down on the floor beside his dead commander, to bandage his own wounded arm. Before he had finished his task, a shout from his comrades told that danger approached. Immediately the whole party rushed out of the hut by a back door. At the same instant the front door was burst open, and a soldier leaped in.

It was evident to Lancey that, in the midst of smoke and turmoil, a mistake had been made, for the man who appeared was not a Russian but a Turk. He was followed by several companions.

Casting a savage piercing look on Lancey, and apparently not feeling sure, from his appearance, whether he was friend or foe, the man presented his rifle and fired. The ball grazed Lanceys chest, and entering the forehead of the old woman scattered her brains on the wall.

For one moment Lancey stood horror-struck, then uttered a roar of rage, rose like a giant in his wrath, and seized a rifle which had been dropped by one of the fugitive soldiers. In an instant the bayonet was deep in the chest of his adversary. Wrenching it out, he swung the rile round and brought the butt down on the skull of the man behind, which it crushed in like an egg-shell. Staggered by the fury of the onslaught, those in rear shrank back. Lancey charged them, and drove them out pell-mell. Finding the bayonet in his way, he wrenched it off, and, clubbing the rifle, laid about him with it as if it had been a walking-cane.

There can be no question that insanity bestows temporary and almost supernatural power. Lancey was for the time insane. Every sweep of the rifle stretched a man on the ground. There was a wavering band of Turks around him. The cheers of victorious Russians were ringing in their ears. Bullets were whizzing, and men were falling. Shelter was urgently needful. Little wonder, then, that one tall sturdy madman should drive a whole company before him. The Russians saw him as they came on, and cheered encouragingly. He replied with savage laughter and in another moment the Turks were flying before him in all directions.

Then Lancey stopped, let the butt of his rifle drop, leaned against the corner of a burning house, and drew his left hand across his brow. Some passing Russians clapped him on the back and cheered as they ran on to continue the bloody work of ameliorating the condition of the Bulgarian Christians.

Nearly the whole village was in flames by that time. From the windows of every house that could yet be held, a continuous fire was kept up. The Russians replied to it from the streets, rushing, in little bands, from point to point, where shelter could be found, so as to escape from the withering shower of lead. Daring men, with apparently charmed lives, ran straight up in the face of the enemy, sending death in advance of them as they ran. Others, piling brushwood on a cart, pushed the mass before them, for the double purpose of sheltering themselves and of conveying combustibles to the door of the chief house of the town, to which most of the inhabitants, with a company of Turks, had retired.

But the brushwood proved a poor defence, for many of those who stooped behind it, as they ran, suddenly collapsed and dropped, as men are wont to do when hit in the brain. Still, a few were left to push the cart forward. Smoke disconcerted the aim of the defenders to some extent, and terror helped to make the firing wild and non-effective.

Against the town-house of the village some of the Russians had already drawn themselves up so flat and close that the defenders at the windows could not cover them with their rifles. These ran out ever and anon to fire a shot, and returned to reload. Meanwhile the brushwood was applied to the door and set on fire, amid yells of fiendish joy.

Lancey had followed the crowd almost mechanically. He had no enemy  no object. The Turk, as it happened, was, for the time being, his friend.

The Muscovite was not, and never had been, his foe. After the first deadly burst of his fury on seeing the innocent old woman massacred had passed, his rage lost all point. But he could not calm his quivering nerves or check the fierce flow of his boiling blood. Onward he went with the shouting, cheering, yelling, and cursing crowd of soldiery, his clothes cut in many places with bullets, though flesh and bone were spared.

Close to the town-house stood the dwelling of the Turk who had released him, and shown him hospitality when he was seized by the inhabitants. The door of the house was being burst open by clubbed rifles. The memory of a helping hand, however slight, was sufficient to give direction to the rage of the madman, for such he still undoubtedly was at the moment  like many another man who had become sane enough the following day when the muster-roll was called.

Up to that moment he had been drifting before the gale. He now seized the helm of his rage, and, upsetting two or three of the men who stood in his way, soon drew near to the front. As he came forward the door gave way. A tremendous discharge of fire-arms laid low every man in advance; but of what avail is it to slay hundreds when thousands press on in rear?

Lancey sprang over the dead and was met by the points of half a dozen bayonets,  the foremost man being his deliverer with the black beard.

Grounding his rifle with a crash, and holding up his left hand, he shouted A friend!

At the same moment he was thrown down and leaped over by the soldiers behind, who were stabbed by the Turks and fell on him. But Lancey staggered again to his feet, and using his superior strength to push aside and crush through those in front, he gained an empty passage before the others did, and rushed along towards a door at the end of it.

Opening the door and entering he was arrested by the sight of a beautiful Turkish girl, who stood gazing at him in horror. Before he had time to speak or act, a door at the other end of the room opened, and the Turk with the black beard entered sword in hand. The girl rushed into his arms, with a cry of joy. But this was changed into alarm as the Turk flung her off and ran at Lancey.

There was no time for explanation. The Russians were already heard coming along the passage by which he had reached the apartment. Lancey felt intuitively that a brave man would not stab him in the back. Instead of defending himself he dropped his rifle, turned, and hastily shut and bolted the door, then, turning towards the Turk, held aloft his unarmed hands. The Turk was quick to understand. He nodded, and assisted his ally to barricade the door with furniture, so that no one could force a passage for a considerable time. Then they ran to the other door, which had not yet been menaced. They were almost too late, for shouts and tramping feet were heard approaching.

Lancey caught up his rifle, stepped out of the room, shut the door, and, locking it on the Turk and his daughter, commenced to pace calmly up and down in front of it like a sentinel. Another moment and the Russians rushed up, but halted and looked surprised on beholding a sentinel there, who did not even condescend to stop in his slow measured march, or to bring his arms to the charge to stop them.

One of them advanced to the door, but Lancey grasped his waist with one hand, gently, almost remonstratively, and shook his head. As the man persisted, Lancey gave him a throw which was peculiarly Cornish in its character  he slewed his hip round under the Russians groin and hurled him back heels over head amongst his comrades, after which feat he resumed the sedate march of a sentinel.

By this time he had been recognised as the man who had routed a whole Turkish company, and was greeted with a laugh and a loud cheer, as the men turned away and ran to effect some other work of destruction.

Now, my fine fellow, said Lancey, opening the door and entering. Youll ave to defend yourself, for Im neither a friend o the Turk nor the Rooshian. Theyre fools, if not worse, both of em, in my opinion; but one good turn desarves another, so now you an I are quits. Adoo!

Hurrying out of the house, Lancey picked up a Russian cap and greatcoat as he ran, and put them on, having a vague perception that they might help to prevent his being made prisoner.

He was right. At all events, in the confusion of the moment, he passed through the village, and escaped unnoticed into a neighbouring thicket, whence he succeeded in retiring altogether beyond the range of the assailed position.




Chapter Seventeen.

In which some Desperate Enterprises are Undertaken.

At this time the Russians had taken up a strong position in the Balkan mountain range, and entrenched themselves within a short distance of the enemy.

After a night and a day of aimless wandering, Jacob Lancey found himself at last in a rocky defile between the hostile lines. How he got there he could not tell, but there he was, in a position of imminent danger, with the sentinels of the belligerent armies on either side of him.

Evening was setting in when he made this discovery, and recoiled, happily without having been seen, into a narrow rocky place where the fast-failing light had already deepened into gloom. A cold white fog was slowly creeping up from the valleys and covering the hill-sides.

It is in such places and circumstances that men conceive and execute designs, which, according to their nature, are deeds of recklessness or of heroism. Two such ventures were afoot that night.

In the Russian camp preparations were being made for a night attack on a village in possession of the Turks, and out of which, with a view to future movements, it was deemed necessary to drive them. In this village there dwelt a youth, an intimate friend of Dobri Petroff. The two had played with each other in childhood, had roamed about the country together in boyhood, and, when they reached mans estate, had become faster friends than ever, being bound by the ties of intellectual as well as physical sympathy. When this friend, Petko Borronow, left Yenilik at the death of his mother, it was to take charge of the little farm in the Balkan mountains,  the desolate home where his sister Giuana, an invalid, and a beautiful girl, was now left in solitude.

In his capacity of scout, Petroff was always in the neighbourhood of headquarters, and was frequently summoned to the tent of the general commanding, to be interrogated. Thus he chanced to overhear occasional remarks and hints which, when pieced together by his intelligent mind, showed him pretty clearly what was pending.

He sat by the camp-fire that night, buried in meditation, with a series of troubled wrinkles on a brow that was usually open and unclouded. Many a time did he light his pipe and forget to smoke it, and relight it, and again let it die out, until his comrades were impressed by his absence of mind. Well did the scout know by that time the certain fate of a village which was to be fought for by contending armies. To warn his friend Borronow in time to remove his sister from the doomed village became to the scout a duty which must be performed at all hazards, but how to do this without deserting his post, and appearing to go over to the enemy, was the difficulty.

Something troubles you, said his young friend André Vanovitch, who had for some time sat smoking quietly at his side, gazing into the fire, and thinking, no doubt, of the girl with the auburn hair, far away in the land of the Muscove.

Yes, Im troubled about friends, was the scouts laconic answer.

Oh! theyre all right, you may be sure, now that our fellows have crossed the Danube in such force, said André, supposing that the other referred to his family.

Perhaps! returned Petroff, and relapsed into silence.

Suddenly it occurred to him that he had overheard some expression among the officers around the General of a desire to know more particularly about the disposition of the Turkish force, and the suggestion that a spy should be sent out. His brow cleared at once; with almost a triumphant look on his countenance, he turned sharply to André, and seized his arm.

Well, Dobri, said the latter, with a smile and look of surprise, I have had perfect faith in the strength of your grip without requiring positive proof.

Listen, said the scout earnestly. I have a job to do, and a risk to run.

That is obvious to every one in the division, returned André, with a touch of the smile still curling his young moustache.

Ay, but I mean a private job, and a great risk  the risk of being shot as a traitor or a spy, and I want you, André, to clear my character with the Russians if it fares ill with me.

Petroffs unwonted energy of action and earnestness of look and tone produced their effect on the young dragoon. He listened intently while his friend told him of his intended plan.

But why go into the enemys lines without permission? objected André. Why risk being thought a deserter when you have only to go and ask leave? It seems to me they would be only too glad to accept your services as a spy.

Im not certain that they would accept them, replied the scout, with a return of the perplexed look; and if they chanced to refuse leave, my case would be hopeless, because I could not and would not dare to act in opposition to positive orders; whereas, if I go off without leave, I shall only be blamed for undertaking a foolish or reckless act; that is, if I return in safety. If I dont return at all, it wont matter what is said or done, but I should count on you, André, explaining that I did not desert.

But, returned André, if you merely go to warn and save your friends, I think the General wont think much of your spying.

You do me injustice, lad, said Petroff quietly. I shall enter the enemys lines as a real spy. I will visit every point of his position, ascertain the number of his troops, count his guns, and bring in such information as will make the General wink, I hope, at my having acted without orders. It would please me better to go with permission, but I cannot allow the lives of my friends to hang upon the chance humour of a Russian general. You must remember, André, that I am not a Russian soldier, and may therefore take upon me to exercise a little more personal liberty than you can. Why, you know, continued the scout, with a touch of humour in his glance, as he rose and made some preliminary preparations, I might refuse to lead you Russians, or might lead you to your destruction.

You would be shot if you did, returned the dragoon quietly.

And what if I am willing to be shot in a good cause? I should be no greater hero than every man in your armies. But now, André, one more shake of your hand. We may never meet again, and I wont part without saying Ive taken a fancy to you.

God knows I can truly say the same to you, cried André, leaping up with enthusiasm, and seizing the scouts hand with a grasp as powerful as his own.

And dont be angry, added Petroff, in a gentle tone, as he tightened his belt, if I again urge you to keep the locket always in remembrance. Youre not likely ever to forget the auburn hair, but you may, lad, you may, for there is no perfection in this world, and soldiering is a dangerous life.

André smiled half-contemptuously. He felt that the advice was needless. Petroff also smiled kindly, for he knew that it might be needful.

Neither of these men was very deeply impressed with the fact that keeping before the mental eye the Maker of the auburn hair, and of all other blessed human influences, was a better and safer refuge. But what matter? Does not our Creator in all His dealings make use of means? Does He not lead us step by step from a lower to a higher level? There are no ready-made human angels in this life, male or female, with full-grown wings to bear them over the troubles of earth to a state of sudden sanctification. We are in a rebel world, and, when lifted from the pit by a Saviours hand, the steps by which the Spirit of God leads us upwards are numerous as well as varied, including sometimes  I write without irreverence  such footholds as auburn hair.

Disguised as a Bulgarian rustic, Dobri Petroff left the Russian camp, passed the outposts, and, under cover of the fog, gained the neutral ground between the two armies.

Of course the sentries on both sides were numerous as well as vigilant  especially so on such a night. It therefore behoved him to advance with extreme caution. Creeping from mound to rock, and bush to knoll, he reached a small clump of bushes, into which he entered for the purpose of resting a few minutes and considering well his future movements.

A thrill of excitement ran through his frame when he discovered that he was not alone in this thicket. A man sat there leaning against a tree as if asleep. The scout crouched and drew a revolver. A moment sufficed to show that his arrival had not been observed. No wonder, for his approach had been like that of a cat! He was now in great perplexity. The man was evidently not a sentinel of either belligerent  that was plain, but it was equally plain that he was armed. To shoot him would be impossible without putting the sentries of both sides on the alert. To pass him in so small a thicket, without attracting attention, would be difficult. To draw back would necessitate a long détour, involving loss of precious time and increase of risk. A thought occurred to him. Many a time had he hunted among these mountains, and well accustomed was he to glide with serpentine caution towards his game. He would stalk him! Petroff seldom thought twice in cases of emergency. He unbuckled his sword quietly and hung it on a branch, and leant his carbine against a tree, resolving to trust to his great personal strength alone, for he did not mean to sacrifice life if he could avoid it. In case of being driven to extremity, his knife and revolver would suffice.

Then, sinking down until he became lost among the deep shadows of bush and brake, he began the slow, laborious, and silent process of gliding towards his unconscious victim.

This was one of those ventures to which we have referred as being afoot on that foggy night. The other venture had some points of similarity to it, though the end in view was different.

Let us turn aside for a little to the Turkish camp.

There, round one of the watch-fires, a considerable distance to the rear, stood a group of Turkish soldiers chatting and smoking. Although not so noisy as the Russians round their camp-fires, these Turks were by no means taciturn. There was a touch, now and then, of dry humour in the remarks of some, and a sedate chuckle occasionally. Among them stood Eskiwin and his resuscitated friend Ali Bobo. The latter, although not naturally boastful, had been so nettled by a big comrade underrating his courage and muscular power, in regard to which latter he, Bobo, was rather vain, that he vowed he would prove both by going to the front and bringing in, single-handed, a live Russian sentinel!

The big comrade laughed contemptuously, whereupon Ali Bobo rose to carry out his threat, but was warned by his mates of the danger of being shot by his own commander for going on such an errand without leave. Bobo replied that his captain would forgive him when he presented his Russian prisoner. As it was clear that the angry little man was in earnest, his friend Eskiwin vowed he would go with him, and the big comrade agreed to regard the deed as a sufficient proof of Ali Bobos strength and prowess if a Russian should be brought in by the two of them. Bobo would have preferred to go alone, but Eskiwin would take no denial.

Accordingly the two adventurous fellows went off and were soon lost in the fog. In a short time they reached the front, and began to move with excessive caution in order to pass their own sentries unobserved.

Ali Bobo, it must be remarked, had not originated this idea of stalking sentinels. Some Albanians in the army had already done so with great success; but these ferocious murderers had done it for the mere pleasure of killing their enemies, without any other end in view. Their method was to creep towards a wearied sentinel, which they did with comparative ease, being expert mountaineers. Each man on reaching his victim sprang on him from behind, clapped a hand on his mouth, crushed his neck, after the manner of garrotters, with his strong left arm, and drawing a long keen knife thrust it into his heart.

But our adventurers had no such murderous design as this. To capture a live Russian was their aim.

The front reached, and the Turkish line of sentries safely passed in the fog, they came unexpectedly on two Russian horsemen who were cautiously riding towards the Turkish lines. These horsemen were Sergeant Gotsuchakoff and Corporal Shoveloff. They had been visiting the outposts, and, before returning, were making a little private reconnaissance of the enemys disposition, for Gotsuchakoff and Shoveloff were enthusiasts in their way, and fond of adventure.

The ground at the spot being much broken, and affording facility for concealment, especially to men on foot, Eskiwin and Ali Bobo crept unseen upon a low cliff, and lay down behind a mass of rocks.

The Russians chanced to select the same spot as a point of observation, but, instead of riding to the top of the eminence, where they would have been rather conspicuous, they rode under the cliff and halted just below,  not far distant from the spot where the Turks lay, so that Eskiwin, craning his long neck over the rocks, could look down on the helmets of the Russian cavaliers.

For some minutes the sergeant and corporal conversed in whispers. This was exceedingly tantalising to the friends above! The hiss of their voices could be distinctly heard. Eskiwins long arm could almost have reached them with a lance. Presently the corporal rode slowly away, became dim in the fog, and finally disappeared, while the sergeant remained immoveable like an equestrian statue.

This, whispered Ali Bobo solemnly, is more than I can stand.

Eskiwin whispered in reply that he would have to stand it whether he could or not.

Bobo didnt agree with him (not an unusual condition of mind with friends). He looked round. A huge stone lay at his elbow. It seemed to have been placed there on purpose. He rose very slowly, lifted the stone, held it in a position which is familiar to Scotch Highlanders, and hurled it with tremendous force down on the head of Sergeant Gotsuchakoff.

The sergeant bowed to circumstances. Without even a cry, he tumbled off his horse and laid his helmet in the dust.

The Turks leaped down, seized him in their powerful arms, and carried him away, while the frightened horse bolted. It followed, probably, an animal instinct, and made for the Russian lines.

The corporal chanced to return at that moment. The Turks dropped their burden and lay flat down beside it. Seeing that his friend was gone, and hearing the clatter of his retreating charger, Corporal Shoveloff put spurs to his steed and followed.

The Turks then rose, tied the legs of the sergeant with his own sword-belt, lest he should recover inopportunely, and bore him to a neighbouring thicket which loomed darkly through the fog.

Fate smiles upon us, whispered Ali Bobo, as the comrades entered the bushes and laid their burden down.

If Bobo had known that he had laid that burden down within ten yards of the spot where Dobri Petroff was preparing, as I have described, to stalk the figure he had discovered in the same thicket, he might have recalled the sentiment in reference to Fate. But Bobo did not know.

Suddenly, however, he discovered the figure that Petroff was stalking. It was leaning against a tree. He pointed it out to Eskiwin, while the scout, interrupted in his plans, sank into darkness and watched the result with much curiosity and some impatience.

Just then the figure roused itself with a heavy sigh, looked sleepily round, and, remarking in an undertone, Its an orrible sitooation, turned itself into a more comfortable position and dropped off again with another sigh.

But Ali Bobo did not allow it to enjoy repose. He glided forward, and, with a spring like that of a cat, laid his hand upon its mouth and threw it violently to the ground. With the aid of Eskiwin he pinned it, and then proceeded to gag it.

All this Dobri Petroff observed with much interest, not unmingled with concern, for he perceived that the new-comers were Turks, and did not like the idea of seeing a man murdered before his eyes. But the thought of his friend Petko Borronow, and what he had at stake, restrained him from action. He was however at once relieved by observing that, while the short Turk kneeled on the prisoners chest and kept his mouth covered, so as to prevent his crying out, the tall Turk quickly tied his legs and hands. It was thus clear that immediate death was not intended.

The scouts interest, to say nothing of surprise, was increased by what followed. When the short Turk, pointing a revolver at the prisoners head, removed his hand so as to admit of speech, that prisoners first utterance was an exclamation of astonishment in tones which were familiar to Petroffs ear. This was followed by exclamations of recognition from the Turks, and the short man seizing one of victims tied hands shook it warmly.

At that moment the scouts eyes were opened still wider with amazement, for the unfortunate Sergeant Gotsuchakoff  who, as I have said, had been laid down a few yards from him, and whom he had almost forgotten  began to recover consciousness and growled something in an undertone about its being far too soon to turn out.

Petroff recognised the well-known growl of the sergeant. In an instant he glided to his side, laid his hand on his mouth, and whispered  

Gotsuchakoff, be still for your life! I am Dobri Petroff. Do you understand?

He looked close to the sergeants eyes, and saw that he was understood. At once he removed his hand, and untied the belt which fastened the sergeants feet.

Gotsuchakoff was too well used to wars alarms to give way to unreasonable curiosity. He instantly perceived that the scout required of him the utmost circumspection for some reason or other, and, in the spirit of a true soldier, awaited orders in total silence, ready for prompt action.

This was well, because there was little time to spare. When Petroff directed the sergeants attention to the Turks they were busy undoing the bonds of their prisoner.

Without saying another word, the scout glided swiftly forward. He was promptly followed by the sergeant. Next moment both men leaped on the Turks and had them by their throats.

Eskiwin was no match for Gotsuchakoff, who bore him back and held him like a vice. As for Ali Bobo, strong though he was, he felt himself to be a perfect baby in the grasp of the scout. The two men submitted at once, and while Petroff ordered them in a low tone to keep silence, enforcing the order with the touch of a revolvers muzzle, the sergeant quickly bound their arms behind them.

The scout turned to the prisoner, who was sitting on the ground with eyes dilated to the uttermost, and mouth wide open. He sat perfectly speechless.

There was just light enough to make darkness visible. Petroff looked close in to the face of the man whom he had been about to stalk.

Lancey! he exclaimed.

Dobri Peterhuff, gasped the other.

Why, where did you come from? asked the scout in Turkish, which he was aware Lancey had been attempting to learn.

Dobri, my friend, replied the other solemnly, in English, if this is a dream, it is the most houtrageous dream that Ive ad since I was a babby. But Im used to em now  only I do wish it was morning.

The scout smiled, not because of what was said, which of course he did not understand, but because of the Englishmans expression. But time pressed; too much had already been lost. He therefore contented himself by giving Lancey a friendly slap on the shoulder and turned to the sergeant.

Gotsuchakoff, said he, Im out on special service, and have already been delayed too long. This man, pointing to Lancey, is an Englishman and a friend  remember that. The others are Turks. You know what to do with them. I cannot help you, but you wont need help.

Just so, replied Gotsuchakoff, with an intelligent nod, only lend a hand to tie them together and then be off about your business.

Lancey, said Ali Bobo, while the operation was being performed, zat big Bulgar beast he say yous his friend.

Big he is, a beast hes not, and a friend he was, replied Lancey, with a dazed look.

Further conversation was cut short by the sergeant ordering the trio to move on. He led them towards the Russian lines by a cord passed round Bobos neck, and carried a revolver in his right hand. Dobri Petroff immediately disappeared in the opposite direction.

At a later hour that night he entered the cottage of young Borronow. Giuana, Petkos sister, reclined on a rude but comfortable couch. She was singularly pretty and innocent-looking, but very delicate and young. Her friends called her Formosa Giuana or Pretty Jane. Petko had been seated beside her, talking about the war, when his friend entered with a quick stealthy motion and laid a hand on his shoulder.

Dobri! exclaimed the youth.

Petko, there is danger at hand. Mischief is in the air. Time is precious. I may not say what it is, but you know me  I am not easily alarmed. You must promise me to quit this village with your sister within one hour.

But, Dobri, why?  what?

Petko, no questions. More than that, no remarks, interrupted the scout earnestly and firmly. Another time I will explain. At present I ask you to trust, believe, and obey your friend. If you would save your life and that of Giuana leave this village within an hour. Go where you will, but leave it.

I will both trust and obey you, Dobri, said Petko, returning the squeeze of his friends hand, which he had not yet let go.

I said that time pressed, Petko; God be with you! Farewell.

The scout turned, stooped to kiss Giuana on her pale cheek, and before either could utter another word was gone.

By midnight Dobri Petroff had made his rounds  now as a carter gruffly and clumsily driving a cart and horse of which he had managed to possess himself; anon as a stupid countryman belonging to the village on the height, noisily wanting to know why the Turks had robbed him of the said cart and horse, which he had conveniently tipped over a precipice, and vowing that he would carry his complaint against the army to the Sultan himself; once he was fain to act the part of a drunk man, almost incapable of taking care of himself.

During his perambulations he ran frequent risk of being shot by irascible Bashi-Bazouks or wearied Albanians; was more than once looked on with suspicion, and frequently suffered rough treatment, but he acted his part well. Nothing could draw from him a word or look beyond average intelligence.

No indignity could rouse him to more than the warfare of abuse, and the result was that long before dawn he found himself once more close to the front.

But fortune seemed inclined to fail him here. He was creeping cautiously among a heap of rocks when a sentinel of the advanced line of the Turks discovered and challenged him. Petroff knew well that escape by running would be impossible, for he was only six yards distant. He made therefore no reply, but sank on the ground, keeping his eye, however, sharply on the advancing sentinel. His only cause of anxiety was that the Turk might fire at him, in which case his doom would have been sealed. The Turk, however, preferred to advance and thrust his bayonet into him.

Petroff had calculated on and was prepared for this. He caught the bayonet and checked its progress between his ribs. Another moment and the Turk lay on his back with the stock of his own rifle broken over his skull. The scuffle had attracted the next sentry, who ran to his comrades assistance. The scout instantly made the best use of his legs. He was as fleet as a mountain deer, but the rifle-ball was fleeter. He felt a sharp pain in his left arm, and almost fell. The alarm was given. Sentries on both sides fired, and another bullet grazed his temple, causing blood to flow freely down his face. Still he ran steadily on, and in a few minutes was safe within the Russian lines.

He was seized, of course, by those who first met him, and, not being known to them, was at once carried before a captain of dragoons, who knew him.

By the captain he was sent to the tent of the General  the younger Skobeleff,  to whom he related the important information which he had obtained at so great risk.

Thank you, my fine fellow, said the General, when Petroff had finished; you have done good service  are you badly wounded?

No  nothing worth mentioning, replied the scout, but as he spoke a feeling of giddiness oppressed him. He fainted and fell as he left the Generals tent, and was carried on a stretcher to the rear.

Before the grey dawn had dissipated the mists of morning, the village on the height was fought for, lost, and won; its dwellings were reduced to ashes, and those of its inhabitants who had escaped massacre were scattered like sheep among the gorges of their native hills; but Petko and Giuana Borronow were safe  at least for the time  with a kinsman, among the higher heights of the Balkan range.




Chapter Eighteen.

Treats of one of our Great Ironclads.

While these stirring events were taking place among the mountains, I had made arrangements to quit the hospitals at Sistova and proceed with a detachment of Russian troops to the front.

The evening before my departure I received a most unexpected and interesting letter from my friend U. Biquitous, the effects of which were so surprising, and I may add unparalleled, that I cannot forbear quoting it. After a few of those sage reflections in which Biquitous is prone to indulge, he went on to say:  

You will be surprised to hear that there is some probability of my meeting you shortly, as I have become a special correspondent, like yourself. My paper, however, is an illustrated one, an Irish weekly of some merit, named the Evergreen Isle, which will now, it is expected, advance to the front rank of such periodicals. I purpose using the pencil as well as the pen, and, unlike you, and subject to no restrictions of any kind. I have carte-blanche, in fact, to draw what I like, write what I please, go where I feel inclined, stay as long as I may, and quit when I must. Veracity is no object. I am told to keep as many servants and as large a retinue as I find convenient, and to spare no expense. For the duties of this situation I am to receive no salary, but am at liberty to pay my own expenses. The honour of the thing is deemed more than sufficient compensation.

In virtue of this appointment I went recently to see and take notes of Her Majestys famous ironclad turret-ship, the Thunderer. Knowing how much you are interested in the navy of England, I will relate a little of what I saw, premising, how ever, that although strict veracity is not required of me, I am, as you know, a man of principle, and therefore impose it on myself, so that whatever I say in this letter in regard to this splendid man-of-war may be relied on as absolutely true.

Well, then, the gallant captain of the Thunderer, who is said to be one of the best disciplinarians in the service, and to have done many a deed of daring in the course of his adventurous career, received me very kindly. He is every inch a sailor, and as there are full seventy-three inches of him, I may be excused for styling him a splendid specimen. In consequence of my being a friend of a friend of his, the captain invited me to spend several days on board. During my stay I inhabited the captains fighting cabin,  and this, by the way, reminds me that I was introduced to a young lieutenant on board, named Firebrand, who says he met you not long ago at Portsmouth, and mortally offended your mother by talking to her about the Thunderers crinoline! The fighting cabin is so styled because it may be inhabited in safety while the ship is in action, being within the ships tremendous armour plating. In times of peace the captain occupies a large handsome cabin on the deck, which, although made of iron capable of resisting winds and waves, and beautifully furnished, is nevertheless liable to be swept bodily into the sea if hit by the giant shot of modern days. A corresponding cabin on the port side of the ship constitutes the ward-room. This also might be blown to atoms, with the officers and all their belongings, if a shell were to drop into it. But the officers also have places of refuge below while in action.

A large proportion of what meets the eye above the water-line of this ironclad, and looks solid enough, is of this comparatively flimsy build; not meant to resist shot or shell; willing, as it were, to be blown away, if the enemy can manage it, though proof against rifle-bullets. There is a huge central erection, styled the flying or hurricane deck, from which enormous davits project with several boats pendent therefrom. Out of this flying structure rise the great iron mast  with a staircase inside leading to the top  and the two smoke-funnels of the engines. In the heart of it rises the fighting tower, an armoured core, as it were, from which the captain and officers may survey the aspect of affairs while fighting, steer, and, by means of electricity, etcetera, work the monster guns of the ship. If all the flimsy work about the vessel were blown into the sea, her vitality would not be affected, though her aspect would indeed be mightily changed for the worse, but the Thunderer in her entirety, with her low-armoured hull, her central fighting-tower, her invulnerable turrets with their two 35-ton and two 38-ton guns, and all her armament and men, would still be there, as able and ready for action as ever.

Very simply yet very tastefully arranged did the captains fighting cabin seem to me as I lay down on its narrow but comfortable bed, the first night of my visit, and looked around me. Besides a commodious little chest of drawers, there were on one wall telescopes, swords, and naval caps; on another a compact library. Above my head, stretching diagonally across the bed, was an object which caused me no little surprise and much speculation. In appearance it resembled a giant flute with finger holes that no man of mortal mould could have covered. Not till next morning did I discover that this tube was part of a system of air-distributing pipes, supplied by fanners worked by steam, whereby fresh air is driven to every part of the vessel.

So, said I to myself, turning to the prettily-painted wall at my side, and giving it a slight tap, the proverbial two-inch plank between me and death is here increased to somewhere about thirty inches.

In this soliloquy I referred to the Thunderers armour-plates, of from ten to twelve inches thick, which are affixed to a timber backing of eighteen inches in two layers. With such a backing of solid comfort between me and death, I felt soothed, and dropped asleep.

It was Saturday night. On Sunday morning I was awakened by a rushing of water so furious that I fancied the sea must have proved more than a match for the 12-inch armour and 18-inch backing; but a moment or two of attentive reflection relieved me. Your friend Firebrands voice was audible. I listened. He muttered something, and yawned vociferously, then muttered again Splend  propns  a  yi  a  ou!

Splendid proportions! he resumed again, after a pause, during which the rush of water became more alarming, sundry gasps and much hard breathing being mingled with it, Mag-nificent, continued Firebrand in the low calm tone of a contemplative connoisseur; couldnt have believed it if I hadnt seen it. Quite Herculean!

From all this I came gradually to understand that some of the officers were performing their morning ablutions with sponge and towel, while Firebrand was looking languidly over the edge of his hammock, indulging in a critical commentary.

Just then I was surprised to hear a muffled thunderous bang! It was the big drum, and, next moment, the ships band announced itself with a single bar, excellently played, of God Save the Queen.

Every Sunday, I found, was begun by a careful and minute inspection of the crew and ship. After breakfast the captain, followed by all his chief officers, went through every hole and corner of the mighty iron fabric. I followed in his wake. At first the thought did not occur to me, but after all was over it struck me that this act was somewhat appropriate to the day. The great Thunderer had, as it were, gone into a condition of introspection.

It was a species of self-examination on the part of the great war-ship, through the medium of its mind  the captain. Here was the father of a tremendously large family going the rounds on Sunday morning to observe whether his moral precepts and personal example during the week had been attended with appropriate results  to see that his boys were neat and clean, and ready for church, and that they had arranged their rooms before breakfast.

First of all, the men were mustered (by bugle) on the upper deck,  marines on one side, blue-jackets on the other. Then we walked slowly along the front ranks and down the rear, with critical eyes. I observed a crooked collar; the captain observed it too, and put it straight: I saw an ill-put-on belt; the captain also saw it, pointed and referred to it in an undertone. A hole in a pair of trousers I did not observe, but the captain saw it, and commented on it in a somewhat severer manner. Nothing was passed over. Every brawny, powerful, broad-shouldered blue-jacket there was, in nautical phraseology, overhauled from stem to stern. A comment here, a word of approval there, or a quiet reprimand, was all that passed, but, being uttered to the attentive ears of the responsible officers, this was sufficient. After inspection, the men were dismissed, and the captain with his following descended to the interior of the ship. It would take reams of paper, my dear Jeffry, to refer to all that was said and done. I must give you but a brief outline. We went along the sides of the vessel, where the arms were ranged, and any speck of rust or appearance of careless treatment of the polished and glittering weapons was noted, and the responsible officer called then and there to account. So was it in every department. The Thunderer lies low, as I have said; much of her is below water, therefore light is scarce and valuable. During our perambulation we came to some machinery and bulkheads, etcetera, which were dingy in colour. Paint them white, said the captain to the officer of each department; I dont point out details, but use as much white paint as you can. It makes the ship look light and cheerful. Every order given was emphatic yet considerate; given to the officer in whose department the hitch occurred, and retailed by him to subordinates who knew well that they would come to grief if they did not make a note of it. Many of the departments were so well managed that no fault at all could be found, and it was evident that the captain, in such cases, found a pleasure in giving honour to whom honour was due.

Some men, said Firebrand, who chanced to be close to me, and to whom I commented on the advantage of thorough obedience, some men, however, carry this quality a little too far. I knew of a man once, named Billy Ewart, who prided himself greatly on the care with which he fulfilled every part of his duty, so that it was impossible for the strictest disciplinarian to find fault with him. He had charge of the main deck. One day the Admiral inspected the ship, and took occasion to praise Billy Ewart for cleaning so well the main deck and everything connected with it. The only dirty things I see, he said, pointing to a hen-coop, are the legs of your geese. This was, of course, a joke, but it preyed on Billys mind, and at next inspection he had the geese whitewashed and their legs and bills blackleaded. Poor Billy had no peace after that; even at the theatres, when he chanced to be observed there by his mates, one would call to another, I say, Jack, who whitewashed the geese!

As Firebrand concluded, we had completed the inspection of the main deck, and descended to the lower deck, where the men lived and messed, and where a clean and trim blue-jacket cook of the mess for the day  stood at the head of each table. The tables and cans and tins and platters and men were required to be as clean and bright as a new pin. Then on we went to the berth of the warrant-officers, and after that down still lower to the engine-room. There the chief engineer came to the front and became responsible for the mighty cranks and gigantic cylinders and awe-inspiring beams, and complicated mazes of machinery, which raised him, in my mind, to little short of a demigod  for you must know that I, like yourself, am full of admiration and ignorance in regard to engineering forces. Next we went to the lowest depths of all, among the boilers, which appeared to me like an avenue  a positive street, sir  in Pandemonium. It was here that the tremendous explosion occurred in July 1876, when upwards of forty men were killed and many wounded, the captain himself (who was in the engine-room at the time) having narrowly escaped suffocation. Thereafter, the magazines of shot and shell were visited, and, in short, every hole and corner of the ship, and thus in an hour or so it was ascertained that the Nelsonian demand, and Englands expectation, had been fulfilled, every man had done his duty, and the great ironclad was pronounced to be in a healthy, Sabbatic state of mind and body.

In this satisfactory frame we finally went to the fore part of the ship, where we found the crew assembled, and where, standing at the capstan, the captain read the Church of England service, the responses being effectively rendered by the stalwart crew. In regard to this service I will only remark that I observed the introduction of a prayer which was entirely new to me, namely, that for the blessing of God on the ship, its crew, its duties, and its destination, to which I could and did, with all heartiness, respond Amen, because as long as Gods blessing rests on the Thunderer she will not be sent out to do battle in an unrighteous cause.

Next morning I had an opportunity of witnessing the big-gun turret drill.

It was an imposing spectacle, a fine display of the power of mind over matter. Force, might, weight, appeared to have attained their culminating exemplification here, and yet the captain said to me that his 35-ton and 38-ton guns are mere pistols to the things which are being prepared for vessels of our navy yet to come.

My dear fellow, do you know what a 38-ton gun means? Have you ever seen one? Can you appreciate the fact that its weight is equal to thirty-eight carts of coals? Did you ever see the powder with which it is fed? One grain of it was given to me as a great favour, by the chief gunners mate  I think that is his correct title, but am not quite sure. He presented it in a cardboard box. I now send you its portrait.

(Facsimile of a grain of powder for the 38-ton guns of the Thunderer  actual size.)

Here it is, as large as life  really so, without a touch of exaggeration. I have measured it carefully with a tape foot-rule, and I find the dimensions to be five inches and a quarter in circumference.

It is a solid cube of gunpowder. The cartridge which holds this powder is a pillow, an absolute bolster, of some three feet in length and twelve inches in diameter. It had need be, for the shell which it is meant to propel is the size of a small boy and the weight of an average ox, namely 814 lbs. The length of each 38-ton gun is nineteen feet, and its range about 6000 yards. Just try to imagine an ox being propelled through space, between three and four miles, at a rate which I dont recollect, and which doesnt signify. Try also to remember that each gun costs between 2000 pounds and 3000 pounds, and that, every time a turret lets fly a shot from one of her guns, the expense is 12 pounds, 10 shillings. The 80-ton guns which are to supersede these will, it is said, cost upwards of 10,000 pounds each. This will enable you to form some idea of Englands greatness.

The drill and working of these guns is magnificent. Nearly everything in the fore-turret is worked by steam and hydraulic power, so that comparatively few men are required to move the iron monsters. Let me ask you to imagine the men at their stations. Some are inside the turret, and as guns and turret move in concert the men inside move with them. Those outside the turret stand at its base, and are therefore below the iron deck and protected by the iron sides of the ship. The insiders revolve, aim, and fire the gun; the outsiders load. The first lieutenant, standing at the base of the tower, close to the hole by which it is entered, so that he may be heard by both out and insiders, shouts, Close up, in the voice of a Stentor. At this some men grasp levers, others stand by wheels which let on respectively hydraulic power and steam. The captain of the tower, seated on an elevated position, puts his head through a man-hole in the roof of the turret, which hole is covered with a bullet-proof iron hood, having a narrow opening in front. He surveys the supposed enemy, and his duty is to revolve the tower, take aim, and let go the firing machinery, i.e. pull the trigger. The outsiders stand by the locking bolt, levers, shot-racks, etcetera. Then, in the attitude of ready-for-action, all become motionless attentive statues  a regular tableau-vivant.

Stentor again shouts, Cast loose. To my ignorant eye energetic confusion ensues. The captain of the turret is causing it to revolve this way and that, with its crew and guns, by a mere touch of his finger. Lever and wheel-men do their duty; the guns are run in (or out when required) with the ease of pop-guns, till certain marks on carriages and slides correspond; then they are laid, firing-gear is cleared and made ready, while the outsiders take out the tompion, open the port and scuttle of the gun about to be loaded, bring forward a bolster of powder (or a representative mass of wood), and place a giant shot on a trolly, which is just a little railway-carriage to convey the shot on rails from its rack to the gun. Meanwhile the captain of the turret gives the order, Starboard (or port) loading position, turns the turret until the gun is opposite its loading-hole, and then depresses its muzzle to the same point, jams it against the hole, and the turret is locked.

Sponge and load, is now given  but not by Stentor. The forces at work are too great in some cases to be left to the uncertain human voice. A piece of mechanism, called a tell-tale, communicates with infallible certainty that the monster is quite ready to feed! A hydraulic ramrod thereupon wets his whistle with a sponge, on the end of which is a small reservoir of water. The monster is temperate. This withdrawn, a wad is placed on the end of the ramrod. Three men shove a bolster of powder into the guns mouth. The huge shot is then hydraulically lifted to the muzzle. No mortal man could move that shot a hairs-breadth in the right direction, but the hydraulic ram is brought to bear, and shoves the delicious morceau not down but up his throat with an ease that would be absurd if it were not tremendous. The tell-tale now intimates to the insiders, Gun loaded. The captain of the turret gives the order, Run out. Hydraulic at work again. In a few seconds the gun muzzle is raised, and projects through its port-hole. When the object and distance are named, the captain of the turret takes aim, and then follows, in more or less rapid succession, Elevate, Depress, Extreme elevation, or the reverse, Ready! Fire! when the Thunderer is shaken to her centre, and twelve pounds ten shillings sterling go groaning uselessly into the deep, or crashing terrifically through the armour-plates of an unfortunate enemy.

My dear fellow, this gives you but a faint outline of it, but time and paper would fail me if I were to tell in detail of the mode by which all this can be done by the captain of the Thunderer himself, by means of speaking-tubes and electricity and a director, so that he can, while standing in the fighting tower, aim, point, and fire, as if with his own hand, guns which he cannot see, and which are forty feet or so distant from him. Would that I could relate to you a tithe of what I have seen!  the day, for instance, when the blue-jackets, to the number of one hundred and fifty, had a field-day on shore, and went through infantry drill  skirmishing and all  as well, to my unpractised eye, as if they had been regular boiled lobsters, to say nothing of their manoeuvres with the Gatling gun. This latter weapon, perhaps you dont know, is simply a bundle of gigantic muskets which load and fire themselves by the mere turning of a handle  a martial barrel-organ, in short, which sends a continuous shower of balls in the face of an advancing or on the back of a retreating foe. The greater involves the less. No one can deny that, and it is my opinion that in the British navy the sailor now includes the soldier. He is, as it were, a bluejacket and a boiled lobster rolled into one tremendous sausage  a sausage so tough that would be uncommonly difficult for any one, in Yankee phrase, to chaw him up.

Then there is the Whitehead torpedo.

A thing of beauty, says the poet, is a joy for ever. The poet who said it was an  no, I wont go that length, but it is clear that he had not seen a Whitehead torpedo. That delicate instrument is indeed a thing of beauty, for it is elegantly formed of polished steel, but when it happens to stick its head into a ships stern, it is not a joy even for a moment, and it effectually stops, for ever, all consideration of its qualities by those who chance to feel them. It is shaped like a fish, and has a tail. Its motive power is in its tail, which is a screw propeller. It has lungs, consisting of a tank for holding compressed air. It has a stomach, composed of a pair of pneumatic engines which drive it through the water. Its body is fourteen feet long, more or less. Its head contains an explosive charge of 110 pounds of wet gun-cotton, with a dry disc of the same in its heart. It goes off by concussion, and could sink our largest ironclad  there is no doubt whatever about that. Its cost is between four and five hundred pounds sterling. One of the peculiarities of this celebrated torpedo is, that it can be regulated so as to travel at a given depth below water. This is not so much to conceal its course, which is more or less revealed by the air-bubbles of its atmospheric engine, as to cause it to hit the enemy ten or twelve feet below her waterline. What the effect of this new war-monster shall be is at present in the womb of futurity. I hope sincerely that the world may suffer no greater loss from it than its cost.

By the way, I must not forget to tell you that I have grown at least an inch since I saw you last, in consequence of having been mistaken for the captain of the Thunderer! That the mistake was made by a pretty, innocent, sweet, ignorant young girl, with intensely blue eyes, does not abate my vanity one jot. That such a mistake should be made by anybody was complimentary. It happened thus:  I was seated alone in the captains cabin, writing for the Evergreen Isle, when a party of ladies and gentlemen passed the door and looked in. They were being shown over the ship. That, said the blue-jacket who conducted them, is the captains cabin. And is that, whispered blue-eyes, in the sweetest of voices, the captain? My heart stopped! U. Biquitous the captain of the Thunderer! I felt indignant when blue-jacket replied, with a contemptuous growl No, miss, taint. They passed on, but I could not rest. I rose and followed blue-eyes about the ship like a loving dog, at a respectful distance. I tried to find out her name, but failed  her address, but failed again. Then they left, and she vanished from my sight  for ever.

But enough of this. Adieu, my dear Jeffry, till we meet.  Yours affectionately, U.B.

P.S.  I mentioned you to the captain as a friend of mine, and an enthusiastic torpedoist. Be sure you call on him if you should ever find yourself in the neighbourhood of the mighty Thunderer.




Chapter Nineteen.

Describes a Stirring Fight.

It was late when I folded this letter, about the surprising effects of which I have yet to speak.

Having been very much overwrought in the hospitals that day, I flung myself on my bed and fell into a sound sleep, having previously cautioned my assistant, who occupied a couch opposite mine, not to disturb me except in a case of necessity.

It could not have been long afterwards when I was awakened by him violently, and told that a telegram had just arrived summoning me home! I sprang up and read it anxiously. There was no explanation. The telegram was simple but urgent. My mother, my sister, Nicholas, illness, death, disaster of some sort, filled my mind as I huddled on my clothes and made hurried preparations to obey the summons. Of course no inquiries could be made. The telegram was peremptory. I crushed a few things into a portmanteau, and, obtaining permission, left the hospital without a moments delay.

The distance to the coast was considerable, but I had ample means, and found no difficulties in the way. It is always so in this life  at least in regard to ordinary things  when one possesses unlimited means.

Now I must pause at this point, and beg the reader to bear with me while I relate a few things that may appear at first sight overdrawn. Let judgment be suspended until all has been told.

There was no difficulty whatever, I repeat, in reaching Varna. From thence to Constantinople was merely a matter of a few hours in an ordinary steamer. My personal acquaintance with several European ambassadors enabled me to pass the lines and travel in the enemys country without obstruction or delay. My position as occasional war-correspondent of the Scottish Bawbee would have procured me interviews with many celebrities, but anxiety prevented my taking advantage of this.

In process of time I arrived at Besika Bay, and here I found the British fleet at anchor. Of course I had been aware of its presence there, and felt some pleasure in contemplating a visit to some of the ships, in several of which I had friends. It was with great surprise that I found the Thunderer among the war-ships assembled in the Bay. I had never heard of her having left England, though I had been told that her sister-ship the Devastation was at Besika.

Remembering the injunction of my friend Biquitous, I went on board the Thunderer, and was hospitably received by the captain. He had only time, however, to shake hands and beg me to make myself at home. There was obviously something of importance about to happen, for great activity prevailed among officers and men. It seemed to my untutored eye as if they were getting up steam and preparing for some sort of expedition. The captain did not invite me to accompany them; nevertheless I went. It was not long before the object of the expedition was revealed. A monster Russian ironclad, it was said, lay somewhere outside. We were sent to observe her. In the evening we sighted her. There was another Russian war-ship  a frigate  close to her. The ironclad was similar to ourselves: a long low hull  a couple of turrets with a central flying structure or hurricane-deck. We made straight towards her. The bugle sounded and the crew was called to quarters.

My dear sir, said I to the captain, has war been declared between England and Russia?

The captain made no reply. On repeating the question anxiously he merely said  

Never mind!

I was surprised, almost hurt, and greatly perplexed, for the captain was noted for politeness and urbanity, but of course I retired at once.

Next moment I saw a puff of smoke burst from the side of the Russian ironclad, and a shot leaped towards us. Its size was such that we could trace it from the muzzle of the gun. Describing, as I thought (for strange is the power of thought), a rather high trajectory, it passed over us and plunged into the sea with a swish that sent hundreds of tons of water like an inverted cascade into the air. A gush of indignation filled my breast. That the warship of a nation with which we were at peace should fire at us without provocation was more than I could endure.

Are you going to stand that, captain? I asked, with an uncontrollable gush of indignation at the Russians audacity.

The captain gave one sardonic laugh, and a shrug of his shoulders, but vouchsafed no reply.

Hearing one of the officers give some order about Whitehead torpedoes, I ran to the room where these monsters were kept. I was just in time to see one lifted on to a species of carriage and wheeled to the side of the ship. Here a powerful air-pump was set to work, and the torpedos lungs were filled almost to the bursting point. Its deadly head  brought from the magazine  was at the same time attached to its body. Another instant and a port was thrown open in the Thunderers side, through which the Whitehead was launched. It went with a sluggish plunge into the sea. While it was in the act of passing out a trigger was touched which set the pneumatic engines agoing. The screw-propelling tail twirled, and the monster, descending ten feet below the surface, sped on its mission. I rushed on deck. The air-bubbles showed me that the engine of destruction had been aimed at the Russian frigate. In a few seconds it had closed with it. I could see that there was terrible consternation on board. Next moment a fountain of foam shot from the deep and partially obscured the frigate. I saw men leaping overboard and spars falling for a few moments, then the frigate lurched heavily to port and went head foremost to the bottom.

I stood gazing in a species of horrified abstraction, from which I was recalled by some of our men running to the side of the vessel. They were about to lower the steam-launch. It was to be sent out as a torpedo-boat, and young Firebrand, whom I now observed for the first time, took command.

Just then a torpedo-boat was seen to quit the side of the Russian. We were ready for her. Our largest Gatling gun had been hoisted to that platform on our mast which is styled the top.

When within range this weapon commenced firing. It was absolutely horrible. One man turned a handle at the breech, another kept supplying the self-acting cartridge-box. As the handle was turned the cartridges dropped into their places and exploded. Six or nine tubes, I forget which, were thus made to rain bullets without intermission. They fell on the screen of the advancing torpedo-boat like hail, but quite harmlessly. Then I heard a voice within the fore-turret give a command which sounded like Extreme depression. It was quickly followed by Fire! and the Thunderer quivered from keel to truck under the mighty explosion. The great 38-ton gun had been splendidly served, for the monster ball hit the boat amidships and crushed the bow under water, at the same instant the stern leaped into the air, and she went down with a dive like a Greenland whale.

Hearty cheers burst from the men in the top. These were echoed with a muffled sound from the men shut up in the armoured hull below  for it must be remembered that not a soul had been visible all this time on the Thunderer except the men in the top and those who had been sent to lower the steam-launch.

Apparently rendered savage by this event, the Russians let fly a volley from their four great-guns, but without serious result. They had been admirably pointed, however, for the two outer shots hit our turrets, deeply indented them, and glanced off, while the inner shots went slap through the flying structure as if it had been made of pasteboard, leaving clean-cut holes, which, of course, only made the place more airy.

Night had now fallen. The danger of attack by torpedo-boats having been recognised, both ironclads had let down their crinolines. But the captain of the Thunderer had resolved on a  a  what shall I call it?  a dodge, which would probably deceive the enemy. He had an electric light on board. Every one knows nowadays that this is an intense light, which, being thrown on a given point, illuminates it with a glare equal, almost, to that of day. After dark the captain shot this light from his mast-head straight at the enemy, and in the full glare of it our steam-launch or torpedo-boat was sent out!

I was amazed beyond measure. Forgetting myself for a moment, I exclaimed, Captain, you are mad!

As might have been expected, the captain made no reply.

The steam-launch carried two torpedoes, each containing 100 pounds of powder.

Be careful to sheer off quickly after exploding, said the captain to Firebrand quietly.

Firebrand replied, Yes, sir, respectfully, but I heard him distinctly add, in a low tone, to himself, Ill run slap into her and blow her to atoms as well as myself. Somebody must fail in every action. Its a forlorn hope at sea, thats all.  Full steam! he added aloud to the engineer.

As the boat rushed away in the blaze of the electric light, the captains ruse suddenly dawned on my mind. The Russian at once saw the boat, and, with naturally nervous haste, knowing the terrible nature of such boats, made preparations to thwart her. Close in the wake of the boat the Thunderer followed with the intent to run the Russian down with her ram, which is a tremendous iron beak projecting, below water, from her bow. The dodge was to dazzle the enemy with the electric light, and, while her attention was concentrated on the torpedo-boat, to ram her!

Steady! said Firebrand, in a deep voice.

Something else was replied by somebody in a deeper voice.

The boat ploughed on its way like a furious hornet.

Fire! shouted the Russians.

Instantly, from turret, bulwark, and mast-head leaped livid flames of fire, and the sea was torn up by bullets, while fearful spouts were here and there raised by shots from the heavy guns. Everything was concentrated on the torpedo-boat. It was obvious that the dazzling light at the mast-head of the Thunderer had blinded her adversary as to her own movements.

Let drive!

I heard the order of the Russian captain as distinctly as if I had been on board his own ship, and was somewhat surprised at its being given in slang English.

The result was a rain of musketry, which rattled on the iron armour of the launchs protecting screen as the sticks rattle on a kettle-drum.

Ready! said Firebrand, with suppressed intensity.

As the boat drew near the Russian small shot was tearing up the sea like a wintry storm. The order having been given, the torpedo-spars were lowered, so that each torpedo sank ten feet under water.

Fire! yelled Firebrand.

Electricity was applied, both torpedoes exploded, and the launch sheered off gallantly in cataracts of foam.

At the same moment the Russians observed us not ten yards distant, coming stem on at full speed. Her turret guns were concentrated and fired; so were ours. The crash was indescribably hideous, yet it was as nothing compared with that which followed a few seconds later. Our ram, entering the Russian fairly amidships, cut her almost in two. We backed out instantly, intending to repeat the operation. Well was it for us that we did so. We had just backed a few hundred yards astern, and given the order to go ahead full steam, when the Russians magazine exploded. Our charge had somehow fired it. Instantly there was a crashing roar as if heaven and earth had met in chaotic conflict. The air was darkened with bursting clouds of blackest smoke, in the midst of which beams, guns, pistons, boilers, armour-plates, human limbs and heads were seen hurling about like the débris of a wrecked universe. Much of this came down upon our iron deck. The clatter was appalling. It was a supreme moment! I was standing on the flying structure beside one of the officers. Glorious! he muttered, while a pleasant smile played upon his lips. Just then I chanced to look up, and saw one of the Russian fore-turret 85-ton guns falling towards me. It knocked me off the flying structure, and I fell with an agonising yell on the deck below.

Hallo! exclaimed a familiar voice, as a man stooped to raise me.

I looked up. It was my hospital-assistant. I had fallen out of bed!

You seem to have had a night of it, sir  cheering and shouting to such an extent that I thought of awaking you once or twice, but refrained because of your strict orders to the contrary. Not hurt, I hope?

So, then, I said, with a sigh of intense relief, as I proceeded to dress, the whole affair has been  A Dream!

Ah! thought I, on passing through the hospital for the last time before quitting it, and gazing sadly on the ghastly rows of sick and wounded, well were it for this unfortunate world if war and all its horrors were but the phantasmagoria of a similar dream.




Chapter Twenty.

Treats of War and some of its Glorious Results.

In process of time I reached the front, and chanced to arrive on the field of action at a somewhat critical moment.

Many skirmishes, and some of the more important actions of the war, had been fought by that time  as I already knew too well from the hosts of wounded men who had passed through my hands at Sistova; and now it was my fate to witness another phase of the dreadful game.

Everywhere as I traversed the land there was evidence of fierce combats and of wanton destruction of property; burning villages, fields of produce trodden in the earth, etcetera. Still further on I encountered long trains of wagons bearing supplies and ammunition to the front. As we advanced these were met by bullock-trains bearing wounded men to the rear. The weather had been bad. The road was almost knee-deep in mud and so cut up by traffic that pools occurred here and there, into which wagons and horses and bullocks stumbled and were got out with the greatest difficulty. The furious lashing of exhausted and struggling cattle was mingled with the curses and cries of brutal drivers, and the heartrending groans of wounded soldiers, who, lying, in many cases with undressed wounds, on the hard, springless, and jolting vehicles, suffered excruciating agony. Many of these, unable to endure their sufferings, died, and thus the living and the dead were in some cases jolted slowly along together. The road on each side was lined with dead animals and men  the latter lying in a state of apparent rest, which called forth envious looks from the dying.

But a still sadder spectacle met my eye when, from another road which joined this one, there came a stream of peasantry, old men, women, and children, on foot and in country carts of all kinds, flying from the raging warriors who desolated their villages, and seeking, they knew not where  anywhere  for refuge. Too often they sought in vain. Many of these people had been wounded  even the women and little ones  with bullet, sword, and spear. Some carried a few of their most cherished household articles along with them. Others were only too glad to have got away with life. Here an old man, who looked as if he had been a soldier long before the warriors of to-day were born was gently compelled by a terror-stricken young woman with a wounded neck to lay his trembling old head on her shoulder as they sat on a little straw in the bottom of a native cart. He had reached that venerable period of life when men can barely totter to their doors to enjoy the sunshine, and when beholders regard them with irresistible feelings of tenderness and reverence. War had taught the old man how to stand erect once more  though it was but a spasmodic effort  and his poor fingers were clasped round the hilt of an old cavalry sabre, from which female hands had failed to unclasp them. There, in another cart, lay an old woman, who had been bed-ridden and utterly helpless for many a year, but war had wrought miracles for her. It had taught her once again to use her shrunken limbs, to tumble out of the bed to which she had been so long accustomed, and where she had been so lovingly nursed, and to crawl in a paroxysm of terror to the door, afraid lest she should be forgotten by her children, and left to the tender mercies of Cossack or Bashi-Bazouk. Needless fear, of course, for these children were only busy outside with a few absolute necessaries, and would sooner have left their own dead and mangled bodies behind than have forgotten granny! Elsewhere I saw a young woman, prone on her back in another cart, with the pallor of death on her handsome face, and a tiny little head pressed tenderly to her swelling breast. It was easy to understand that war had taught this young mother to cut short the period of quiet repose which is deemed needful for woman in her circumstances. Still another cart I must mention, for it contained a singular group. A young man, with a powerfully-made frame, which must once have been robust, but was now terribly reduced by the wasting fires of a deadly fever, was held forcibly down by a middle-aged man, whose resemblance to him revealed his fatherhood. Two women helped the man, yet all three were barely able to restrain the youth, who, in the fury of his delirium, gnashed with his teeth, and struggled like a maniac. I knew nothing about them, but it was not difficult to read the history of one who had reached a critical period in a fell disease, who had, perchance, fallen into a long-desired and much-needed slumber that might have turned the scale in his favour, when the hope of parents and the chances of life were scattered suddenly by the ruthless trump of war. War had taught him how to throw off the sweet lethargy that had been stealing over him, and to start once again on that weary road where he had been grappling in imagination with the brain-created fiends who had persecuted him so long, but who in reality were gentle spirits compared with the human devils by whom he and his kindred were surrounded.

On this journey, too, I met many brethren of the medical profession, who, urged by the double motive of acquiring surgical skill and alleviating human woe, were pressing in the same direction. Some had been fortunate enough, like myself, to obtain horses, others, despising difficulties, were pushing forward through the mud on foot. I need scarcely add that some of us turned aside from time to time, as opportunity offered, to succour the unfortunates around us.

At last I reached the front, went to headquarters, presented my credentials, and was permitted to attach myself to one of the regiments. At once I made inquiries as to the whereabouts of Nicholas Naranovitsch, and was so fortunate as to find him. He was in the act of mounting his horse as I reached his quarters.

It is impossible to describe the look of surprise and delight with which he greeted me.

My dear fellow! said he, turning at once to his girths and stirrups after the first hearty squeeze, what breeze of good fortune has blown you here? Any news from home?

Yes, all well, and a message  by the way, I had almost forgot it, fumbling in my pocket, for you.

Almost forgot it! echoed Nicholas, looking round with a smile and a glance which was meant for one of withering rebuke.

Here it is, I exclaimed, handing him a three-cornered note, which had come in my mothers letter. He seized it eagerly and thrust it into the breast-pocket of his coat.

Now look here, Jeff, he said, having seen to the trappings of his steed, you know what war is. Great things are at stake. I may not delay even to chat with you. But a few words will suffice. Do you know anything about your servant Lancey?

Nothing. I would give anything to hear that the poor fellow was alive. Have you

Yes, I have seen him. I chanced this very morning, while galloping across country with an order from the General, to see him among the camp-followers. Why there I know not. To search for him now would be like looking for a needle in a haystack, but I observed that he was in company with our Bulgarian friend the scout Dobri Petroff, who is so well known that he can easily be found, and will probably be able to lead you to him. Now, only one word for myself: dont forget a message to Bella  say  say  bah! You English are such an undemonstrative set that I dont like to put it in words, but  you ought to know what to say, and when youve said it, just add, like a good fellow, that I would have said a great deal more if I had had the saying of it myself. Dyou understand?

All right, said I, with a laugh. We English feel, although we dont demonstrate much, and can act when occasion requires it with as much energy as Russians Ill say all you could wish, and some things, mayhap, that you couldnt have said yourself.  But where are you going in such haste?

To battle, Jeff, he replied, with one of those proud glances of the eyes which must be somewhat akin to the expanded nostrils of the warhorse when he scents the battle from afar. At least, he added, to convey orders which will have some bearing on what is about to follow. The Turk is brave. We find that he fights well.

Ha! said I quickly, you find him a plucky fellow, and begin to respect him?

Yes, truly, he is a worthy foe, returned Nicholas with animation.

Just so, I rejoined, unable to repress a feeling of bitterness, a worthy foe simply because he possesses the courage of the bull-dog; a worthy foe, despite the fact that he burns, pillages, violates, murders, destroys, and tortures in cold blood. What if Bella were in one of these Bulgarian villages when given over to the tender mercies of a troop of Bashi-Bazouks?

Nicholas had his left hand on the reins and resting on the pommel of his saddle as I said this. He turned and looked at me with a face almost white with indignation.

Jeff, how can you suggest? Bashi-Bazouks are devils

Well, then, said I, interrupting, let us suppose Cossacks, or some other of your own irregulars instead

I stopped, for Nicholas had vaulted on his horse, and in another second was flying at full speed over the plain. Perhaps I was hard on him, but after the miseries I witnessed that day I could not help trying to send the truth home.

Time pressed now. The regiment to which I was attached had received orders to march. I galloped off in search of it. At first I had thought of making a hurried search for Lancey or the scout, but gave up the idea, well content to have heard that the former was alive.

The Turks at this time were advancing under Mahomet Ali Pasha on the position occupied by the Russians on the Lom river. As I joined my regiment and reported myself, I heard distant cannonading on the left, and observed troops moving off in all directions. We soon got the order to march, and, on going to the top of a small eminence, came in sight of the field of action.

To my unaccustomed eyes the country appeared to be alive with confused masses of moving men, from some of which masses there burst at intervals the rolling smoke of rifle-firing. Of course I knew that there was order and arrangement, but the only order that impressed itself on me was that of the Russian regiment at my side, as the men strode steadily forward, with compressed lips and stern yet eager glances.

The Turkish troops had moved out and taken up a position on the face of a hill under cover of some woods. As battalion after battalion marched away, I, for the first time, became impressed with the multitudes of men who constitute an army, and, at the same time, with the feeling that something like a pitched battle was about to be fought. From the elevated position on which we stood, I could see that numbers of Russian cavalry were prowling about over the plain, as if watching the movements of the enemy. The intention of the Turks soon became evident, for they suddenly swarmed out of the woods and advanced to the attack. A Russian battery on our right instantly opened on them. This was replied to vigorously by a Turkish battery opposite. While these two turned their attention on each other, the troops in the plain below came into action. They swarmed over the numerous undulations, skirmished through the scrub and the fields of corn and maize, attacked a village in a hollow, and charged on various batteries and positions of strength,  sometimes one side, sometimes the other, being successful. The thunder of the great guns increased, the tremendous rattle of small arms became continuous, with now and again exceptionally strong bursts, when whole battalions fired in volleys. The smoke soon became so dense as partly to obscure the vision.

At that moment a Turkish battalion was seen to approach the mound on which we stood, with the evident intention of storming it. At the same time I observed a squadron of Russian cavalry trot smartly round the skirt of a wood on our left and take up a position. They were not fifty yards from the spot where I stood. I could even see the expression of their faces, and I fancied that the figure and countenance of the right-hand man of the troop were familiar to me.

Hes a fine-looking man, sir, is he not? said a voice at my elbow.

I turned in amazement. It was Dobri Petroff! There was no room for more than a squeeze of the hand at such a moment.

That is our friend André Vanovitch, sir.

As he spoke I saw the captain of the troop fall from his horse. A stray ball had killed him, and this was the first thing that drew my attention to the fact that bullets were whistling over our own heads now and then.

This happened at the very moment when a staff officer galloped up to the troop with an order. Seeing what had happened, this officer put himself at the head of the troop and gave the command to advance.

I recognised the voice at once as that of Nicholas. They swept past close in front of us at full gallop, and I could see on the face of Nicholas and on that of the stalwart André the same open, gladsome, noble expression, suggestive of high chivalrous sentiment, and a desire to do noble self-sacrificing deeds for fatherland. My own heart bounded within me as I looked at them, and I could not resist bursting into a cheer, which was taken up and prolonged wildly by the troops around.

The squadron came upon the Turks unexpectedly, but they stood like true men. Courage, however, was of no avail. The dragoons were heavy and irresistible. They cut right through the Turks; turned, charged again, and scattered them like chaff. I could perceive, in the midst of the fray, the lithe forms of Nicholas and André laying about them with tremendous impetuosity.

Personal valour is necessary, but it is not omnipotent nowadays. When the squadron returned, reduced almost to a skeleton, the Turks had reformed, were largely reinforced, and came at us again with steady determination. At the same time reinforcements came pouring in on our side, and I soon found that the position we occupied was deemed one of considerable importance.

The Turks came on steadily, and now I learned, for the first time, the power of modern weapons. Our men were armed with breech-loaders, so that no time was lost in loading.

Our commander acted on a principle which is said to be usually adopted by General Skobeleff. He reserved his fire until the Turks were within a hundred yards, and then gave the order to commence. The scene that followed is indescribable. Eight hundred men fell at once before the withering blast of lead. The firing was continuous. No troops on earth could have stood it. The Turks were instantly shattered and repulsed.

When they had retired, and the smoke had partially cleared away, I saw the plain covered with slaughtered men. Some were prone and motionless in death. Some were moving slightly. Others were struggling, as if in a delirium of agony, which it was frightful to witness. A few had life enough to rise, stagger forward several paces, fall and rise again to repeat the process until death ensued.

I stood fascinated.

God help us! I exclaimed aloud; these murdered hundreds represent thousands of bleeding hearts At Home, and yet the maniacs continue to kill each other as if human lives were of no account and human souls not worth a thought.

Pardon me, sir, said a voice at my side, the maniacs who cause all this are not here, but at the place you mentioned just now  at home. These fine fellows are their unhappy tools, who, with untold depths of enthusiasm and kindliness in their nature, and a good deal of devilment too, are compelled, willing or not willing, to fight for what is called religion and country!

I found that the speaker was the special correspondent of a Scotch newspaper. As brother specials we fraternised immediately; but we had scarcely had time to exchange a few rapid queries and replies when our men were ordered to advance to the attack.

Very soon the ambulance corps was busily employed, and I had to devote my entire energies to the wounded who came pouring in.

Oh! it was pitiful to see the hundreds of strong and stalwart youths, who might have been the glory of succeeding generations, brought in with frames shattered beyond recovery, with brave lip compressed to check the rising cry of agony, with eyes glaring in the terrible conflict between lusty manhood and sudden death, or, with nerves utterly unstrung, giving vent to the shrieks of the maniac.

Several surgeons and students among us had extemporised an hospital in the shelter of a cliff.

One of the students, whose mind was in advance of his years and whose spirit seemed roused, came suddenly to me, during a brief interval in our labours.

Our rulers are fools, or worse, said he, with indignation; what is the use of diplomacy if it cannot prevent this?

I remonstrated with the youth on the impropriety of his language, but my new friend the special broke in with  

Ah! young man, you have not yet seen enough of life to understand it. A man is a machine which regulates itself, more or less, for its own interests. A household does the same; a town does likewise; so does a state. No doubt a man sometimes fights with himself  so, too, households are addicted to disagreement, and towns are often afflicted with difference of opinion, while a state is not unacquainted with internal commotions, but, in each and all of these cases, reason and common sense prevent the people from degenerating into pure savages. It is reserved for governments alone, when they come into collision with each other, to do that. Peoples dont desire war, my good sir, it is government  in other words, the non-combatant gentlemen at the head of the worlds affairs  who thirst for blood, backed up, of course, by such of the people as are more or less interested in the breaking out of war. In all ordinary matters humanity is satisfied to submit its cases to courts of law, to umpires, to individual or collective arbitrators. If things dont go right, it is usually understood among Christian men and women that a little touch of forbearance here, of self-sacrifice there, of pocketing of slight affronts elsewhere, will bring things into the best possible condition, and, where these plans wont do,  as in the case of drunkards, maniacs, and villains,  they understand and quietly practise the power of overwhelming constraint. If the Turks had been overwhelmingly constrained by Europe during the late Conference at Constantinople, we should have had no war.

I never met with any nation so fond of argument as the Scotch! Surrounded as we were by dead and dying men, the special and the student (who was also Scotch) sat down and lighted their pipes to have it out. To do them justice, there was a lull at the time in the arrival of wounded men.

But, said the student, in that tone which is so well known to the argumentative, is not overwhelming constraint tyranny?

My friend, replied the special, lighting his pipe at the others cigar, if a blackguard stole a poor widows purse, and six policemen took him up, compelled him to restore it, and put him in limbo, would you call that tyranny?

Of course not.

But it would be overwhelming constraint, would it not?

Well  ah!  yes  I see  but

Of course theres a but. Quite right. That is the word by which it is conveniently stated that the mind is not yet clear. Far be it from me to coerce you. I would, if I could, clear you. Listen, then:  

Has not the Turk treated his Christian subjects in a way that can only be expressed as diabolical?

Unquestionably. Every one admits that: but he promises to govern them better in future.

If a thief, said the special, were to promise amendment and restoration of stolen property, would you let him off with the stolen property in his pocket?

Certainly not, answered the student.

Well, then, the Turk has stolen the liberty of his Christian subjects  to say nothing of his own subjects  and he only promises to give it back. He promised that more than twenty years ago, but has not done it yet. Ought he not to have been overwhelmingly constrained by the European Conference to fulfil his promises? And if he had been thus constrained, would not war have been avoided?

But perhaps he would have resisted, said the student.

No, the Turk is not mad, therefore he would not have resisted united Europe, returned the special; and, even suppose that he had, his resistance could not have produced such a frightful war as this, for Europe would have crushed him at once, with comparatively little bloodshed. As it is, we have left the Muscovite (with good or bad intentions, I know not which) to tackle him alone,  and the result is before you. If the Russian is upright in his intentions we have treated him shabbily, if he is false we have given him a splendid opportunity to carry out his plans. I pronounce no opinion on Russia; the sin of this war lies with Europe; certainly not with England, for, whether she behaved rightly or wrongly, she was not omnipotent at the Conference. Perhaps I should say that the sin lies with the members of that Conference who misrepresented Europe, and allowed a notorious criminal to escape.

There are various opinions on that subject, said the student.

There are various opinions on every subject, replied the special, but that is no reason why men and women should be content to have no opinion at all, or a bigoted one  which latter means an opinion founded largely on feeling, and formed before both sides of a question have been considered.

An ambulance-wagon drove up at this moment. The student and I, forgetting the subject of discussion, hastened with our brethren to attend to the wretched beings who were laid shattered, bleeding, and dying on the ground before us, while the special, seeing that we had run short of water, caught up a couple of buckets and ran to a neighbouring spring. It chanced that the ground between our place of shelter and the spring was at that time swept by the fire of contending troops, but in spite of this the special coolly filled his buckets and brought them in  happily without being injured.

The battle raged during the whole of that day all over the plain. Being taken up almost exclusively with our duties, we surgeons had little time to observe the progress of the fight; nevertheless, mindful of my character as a reporter, I took advantage of an occasional moment of relaxation to jot down a few notes.

There was a hill not far from that on which we stood which was held by a Russian regiment. Around it the fight appeared to rage very fiercely. The roar of artillery and the incessant rattle of small arms had by this time gathered in force until it resembled a storm. Hundreds of white puffs all over the field told of death from shots which were too far off to be heard, while the belching of a battery on the hill just mentioned caused the very earth to tremble.

The Turks at this point executed a flank movement, and attempted to take the hill by storm. At the same time one of their batteries appeared on the top of a ridge opposite, and began to play on the hill with terrible precision. To counteract this a Russian battery of three guns was despatched. I saw the horses come galloping in from the rear; one of the guns was limbered up, and off they went like the wind. At that moment a shell from the Turkish battery fell right under the gun, and, exploding, blew it, with the men and horses, into the air. The other guns reached the hill in safety, wheeled into position, and, for a time, checked the Turkish fire. Nevertheless, undeterred by the withering salvos, the Turks came on in powerful columns till they drew near to the hotly contested point.

At the foot of it the Russians had dug trenches and thrown up earth-works the night before. I observed with surprise that, as the attacking columns advanced, the Russian rifle-fire ceased, though the battery continued to cut lanes in the living masses. It occurred to me that our men were reserving fire according to the Skobeleff plan. In this I was right. When the Turks were within a hundred yards of the trenches the defenders fired as one man. The front ranks of the enemy fell like corn before the scythe; those in rear charged with irresistible impetuosity over their dead comrades. But the Russians had anticipated such an event. They had placed mines in the ground, which, when the Turks passed over them, were fired, and hundreds of men were blown into the air. This checked them. For a time they recoiled and were thrown into disorder. At that moment a young officer rallied them and charged again. The trenches were entered and a hand-to-hand conflict ensued. With my field-glass I could see the fierce expressions of the men as they drove their reeking bayonets right through their enemies, and the appalling gasp and glare of eye in those whose mortal career had been thus suddenly brought to a close. Yells of fury, shouts, curses, clubbed rifles, battered skulls, unearthly shrieks, smoke and blood  who can imagine or describe such a scene!

The Russian soldier fights well. His courage is equal to that of the men of other nations, and his weight gives him the advantage over some, but nothing can resist the power of overwhelming numbers.

Sitting on a height, and comfortably watching the battle through telescopes, the Turkish generals quietly move the men on the bloody board. Hundreds of Turks have perished. What matter? there are thousands on thousands ready to follow. Turkey must maintain her integrity. Pashas must wallow in wealth. Millions of peasants must toil to accomplish these ends; if need be, they must die. The need at present is  to die. Push on more battalions to reinforce them is the order. No doubt the hundreds who have fallen, and the thousands who must yet fall, will leave hundreds of wives and thousands of children to hopeless mourning; but what of that? they are only canaille, cared for by nobody in particular, but God. No doubt the country must suffer for it. We must pay for war. We shall have an enormous national debt  that cant be helped, and other countries have the same,  besides, we can borrow from rich trusting nations, and repudiate our debts; our land shall feel the drain of its best young blood for generations yet to come, but time heals most sores; people will multiply as heretofore; fate is unavoidable, and Allah is great! Moreover, what does it all matter to us so long as our integrity is maintained, our seraglios remain intact, and our coffers are filled? That hillock must be taken. It is a priceless hillock. Like other hillocks, no doubt, and not very promising in an agricultural point of view, but still a priceless hillock, which must be carried at any cost, for on our obtaining it depends somehow (we cant say exactly how) the honour of our name, the success of our arms, the weal of the Turkish empire.

And so another order is given; fresh troops are hurled into the trenches, already filled with dead and dying; and the hillock is carried by storm, swept over with fierce cries of Allah! Allah! which mingle strangely with Russian curses, and is then left behind and regarded with as much indifference as if it were the most insignificant mass of earth and stone in all Bulgaria!

Flying backwards, the beaten Russians come panting towards the hill on which we stand, and rally, while our men advance, meet and stop the enemy, charge and overthrow them, turn the tide of battle, retake the hillock which has cost so much, and ultimately things remain in statu quo when the blessed shades of evening put an end to the frightful scene  leaving nothing whatever accomplished on either side, except the legitimate and ordinary end of most wars, namely  death and destruction!

I had just finished dressing the wounds of a soldier, at the end of this terrible episode, when a touch on my shoulder caused me to look up. It was Dobri Petroff.

Have you seen your servant Lancey? he asked quickly.

No. I had intended to ask if you knew anything about him when the beginning of this carnage drove him and everything else out of my mind. Do you know where he is?

I saw him not five minutes since, looking wildly for you.

While Petroff was speaking, Lancey appeared, running towards me, bloodstained, blackened with powder, and with a rifle on his shoulder.




Chapter Twenty One.

More of the Results of War.

I need not trouble the reader with an account of the meeting with my faithful servant. While we were still engaged in questioning each other, I noticed that the countenance of our friend the scout wore an anxious and almost impatient expression.

Anything wrong, Dobri? I inquired.

God knows! he replied in a solemn tone, which impressed me much. A rumour has come that the Circassians or the Bashi-Bazouks  I know not which, but both are fiends and cowards  have been to Venilik, and

He stopped abruptly.

But that village was in the hands of the Russians, I said, at once understanding his anxiety.

It may be so, but I go to see without delay, he replied, and have only stopped thus long to know if you will go with me. These brutes kill and wound women and children as well as men. Perhaps your services may  Will you go?

He spoke so earnestly, and his face looked so deadly pale, that I felt it impossible to refuse him. I was much exhausted by the prolonged labours of the day, but knew that I had reserve strength for an emergency.

Give me a few minutes, said I, just to get leave, you know. I cant go without leave.

The scout nodded. In ten minutes I had returned. Meanwhile, Lancey had prepared my horse and his own. Swallowing a can of water, I vaulted into the saddle. It was very dark, but Petroff knew every foot of the country. For several hours we rode at a smart gallop, and then, as day was breaking, drew near to Venilik. As we approached, I observed that the bold countenance of the scout became almost pinched-looking from anxiety. Presently we observed smoke against the sky, and then saw that the village had undoubtedly been burned. I glanced at Petroff nervously. There was no longer a look of anxiety on his face, but a dark vindictive frown.

He increased his pace to racing speed. As we followed close at his heels, I observed that he drew a knife from his belt, and with that as a spur urged on his jaded steed. At last we reached the outskirts of the village, and dashed through. Blackened beams, ruined houses, dead men and women, met our horrified gaze on every side.

At the well-known turn of the road, where the bypath joined it, Dobri vaulted from his horse, and let the animal go, while he ran towards his dwelling. We also dismounted and followed him. Then a great and terrible shout reached our ears. When we came to the cottage we found the scout standing motionless before his old home, with his hands clasped tightly, and his eyes riveted to the spot with a glare of horror that words cannot describe.

Before him all that had been his home was a heap of blackened ashes, but in the midst of these ashes were seen protruding and charred bones. It did not require more than one glance to show that recognition of the remains was impossible. Everything was reduced to cinders.

As we gazed an appalling cry rang in our ears, and next moment a young woman darted out from behind a piece of the blackened walls with a knife in her hand.

Hah! are you come back, you devils? she shrieked, and flew at Dobri, who would certainly have been stabbed, for he paid no attention to her, if I had not caught her wrist, and forced the knife from her grasp. Even then she sprang at him and fastened her fingers in his neck while she cried, Give me back my child, I say! give me my child, you fiend!

She stopped and looked earnestly in his face, then, springing back, and standing before him with clenched hands, she screamed  

Ha, haa! it is you, Dobri! why did you not come to help us? traitor  coward  to leave us at such a time! Did you not hear the shrieks of Marika when they dragged her from your cottage? Did you not see the form of little Dobri quivering on the point of the Circassians spear? Were you deaf when Ivankas death-shriek pierced my ears like  . Oh! God forgive me, Dobri, I did not mean to

She stopped in the torrent of her wrath, stretched both arms convulsively towards heaven, and, with a piercing cry for Mercy! fell dead at our feet.

Still the scout did not move. He stood in the same half-shrinking attitude of intense agony, glaring at the ruin around him.

Dobri, said I at last, gently touching his arm, and endeavouring to arouse him.

He started like one waking out of a dream, hurled me aside with such violence that I fell heavily to the ground, and rushed from the spot at full speed.

Lancey ran after him, but soon stopped. He might as well have chased a mountain hare. We both, however, followed the track he had pursued, and, catching our horses, passed into the village.

Its of no use to follow, sir, said Lancey, we cant tell which way es gone.

I felt that pursuit would indeed be useless, and pulled up with the intention of searching among the ruins of the village for some one who might have escaped the carnage, and could give me information.

The sights that met our eyes everywhere were indeed terrible. But I pass over the sickening details with the simple remark, that no ordinary imagination could conceive the deeds of torture and brutality of which these Turkish irregulars had been guilty. We searched carefully, but for a long time could find no one.

Cattle were straying ownerless about the place, while dogs and pigs were devouring the murdered inhabitants. Thinking it probable that some of the people might have taken refuge in the church, we went to it. Passing from the broad glare of day into the darkened porch, I stumbled over an object on the ground. It was the corpse of a young woman with the head nearly hacked off, the clothes torn, and the body half burnt. But this was as nothing to the scene inside. About two hundred villagers  chiefly women, children, aged, and sick  had sought refuge there, and been slaughtered indiscriminately. We found the dead and dying piled together in suffocating heaps. Little children were crawling about looking for their mothers, wounded mothers were struggling to move the ghastly heaps to find their little ones. Many of these latter were scarce recognisable, owing to the fearful sword-cuts on their heads and faces. I observed in one corner an old man whose thin white hair was draggled with blood. He was struggling in the vain endeavour to release himself from a heap of dead bodies that had either fallen or been thrown upon him.

We hastened to his assistance. After freeing him, I gave him a little brandy from my flask. He seemed very grateful, and, on recovering a little, told us, with many a sigh and pause for breath, that the village had been sacked by Turkish irregular troops, Circassians, who, after carrying off a large number of young girls, returned to the village, and slaughtered all who had not already fled to the woods for refuge.

While the old man was telling the mournful tale I observed a little girl run out from behind a seat where she had probably been secreting herself, and gaze wildly at me. Blood-stained, dishevelled, haggard though she was, I instantly recognised the pretty little face.

Ivanka! I exclaimed, holding out my arms.

With a scream of delight she rushed forward and sprang into them. Oh how the dear child grasped me,  twined her thin little arms round me, and strained as if she would crush herself into my bosom, while she buried her face in my neck and gave way to restful moans accompanied by an occasional convulsive sob!

Well did I understand the feelings of her poor heart. For hours past she had been shocked by the incomprehensible deeds of blood and violence around her; had seen, as she afterwards told me, her brother murdered, and her mother chased into the woods and shot by a soldier; had sought refuge in the church with those who were too much taken up with their own terrible griefs to care for her, and, after hours of prolonged agony and terror, coupled with hunger and thirst, had at last found refuge in a kindly welcome embrace.

After a time I tried to disengage her arms, but found this to be impossible without a degree of violence which I could not exert. Overcome by the strain, and probably by long want of rest, the poor child soon fell into a profound slumber.

While I meditated in some perplexity as to how I should act, my attention was aroused by the sudden entrance of a number of men. Their dress and badges at once told me that they formed a section of that noble band of men and women, who, following close on the heels of the dogs of war, do all that is possible to alleviate the sufferings of hapless victims.  Gods work going on side by side with that of the devil! In a few minutes surgeons were tenderly binding up wounds, and ambulance-men were bearing them out of the church from which the dead were also removed for burial.

Come, Lancey, said I, our services here are happily no longer required. Let us go.

Where to, sir? said Lancey.

To the nearest spot, I replied after a moments thought, where I can lie down and sleep. I am dead beat, Lancey, for want of rest, and really feel unable for anything. If only I can snatch an hour or two, that will suffice. Meanwhile, you will go to the nearest station and find out if the railway has been destroyed.

We hurried out of the dreadful slaughter-house, Ivanka still sound asleep on my shoulder, and soon discovered an outhouse in which was a little straw. Rolling some of this into a bundle for a pillow, I lay down so as not to disturb the sleeping child. Another moment and I too was steeped in that profound slumber which results from thorough physical and mental exhaustion.

Lancey went out, shut the door, fastened it, and left us.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Fall of Plevna.

The events which followed the massacre in the Bulgarian village remain in my mind, and ever must remain as a confused dream, for I was smitten that night with a fever, during the course of which  part of it at least  I was either delirious or utterly prostrate.

And who can tell, save those who have passed through a similar condition, the agonies which I endured, and the amazing fancies by which I was assailed at that time! Of course I knew not where I was, and I cared not. My unbridled fancy led me everywhere. Sometimes I was in a bed, sometimes on horseback; now in hospital attending wounded people, most of whom I noticed were women or little children; then on a battle-field, cheering the combatants with all my power, or joining them, but, when I chanced to join them, it was never for the purpose of taking, but of saving life. Often I was visited by good spirits, and also by bad. One of these latter, a little one, made a deep impression on me. His particular mission seemed to lie in his power to present before me, within a flaming frame, pictures of whatever I wished to behold. He was wonderfully tractable at first, and showed me whatever I asked for,  my mother, Bella, Nicholas, and many of my friends,  but by degrees he insisted on showing what I did not wish to see, and among these latter pictures were fearful massacres, and scenes of torture and bloodshed. I have a faint recollection of being carried somewhere in a jolting wagon, of suffering from burning thirst which no one seemed to care to relieve, of frequent abrupt stoppages, while shouts, shrieks, and imprecations filled my ears; but whether these things were realities or fancies, or a mingling of both, I cannot tell, for assuredly the bad spirit never once succeeded in showing me any picture half so terrible as those realities of war which I had already beheld.

One day I felt a peculiar sensation. It seemed to me that my intellectual faculties became more active, while those of my body appeared to sink.

Come, said I to the demon who had wearied me so much; come, you troublesome little devil, and show me my man Lancey. I can see better than usual; present him!

Immediately Lancey stood by my side. He looked wonderfully real, and I noticed that the fiery frame was not round him as it used to be. A moment later, the pretty face of Ivanka also glided into the picture.

Hallo! I exclaimed, I didnt ask you to send her here. Why dont you wait for orders  eh?

At this Lancey gently pushed Ivanka away.

No, dont do that, I cried hastily; I didnt mean that; order her back again  do you hear?

Lancey appeared to beckon, and she returned. She was weeping quietly.

Why do you weep, dear? I asked in Russian.

Oh! you have been so ill, she replied, with an anxious look and a sob.

So, then, I said, looking at Lancey in surprise, you are not delusions!

No, sir, we aint; but I sometimes fancy that everythink in life is delusions since we comed to this orrible land.

I looked hard at Ivanka and Lancey again for some moments, then at the bed on which I lay. Then a listless feeling came over me, and my eyes wandered lazily round the chamber, which was decidedly Eastern in its appearance. Through a window at the farther end I could see a garden. The sun was shining brightly on autumnal foliage, amidst which a tall and singular-looking man walked slowly to and fro. He was clad in flowing robes, with a red fez on his head which was counterbalanced by a huge red beard.

At all events he must be a delusion, said I, pointing with a hitch of my nose to the man in question.

No, sir, e aint; wery much the rewerse.  But you mustnt speak, sir; the doctor said we was on no account to talk to you.

But just tell me who he is, I pleaded earnestly; I cant rest unless I know.

Well, sir, I spose it wont do no arm to tell you that es a Pasha  Sanda Pasha by name  a hold and hintimate friend of mine,  the Scotch boy, you know, that I used to tell you about. We are livin in one of is willas. Es in disgrace, is Sanda Pasha, just now, an superseded. The day you was took bad, sir, Russians came into the willage, an wen I come back I found em swarmin in the ouses an loop-oling the walls for defence, but Sanda Pasha came down on em with a harmy of Turks an drove em out. Es bin a-lickin of em all up an down the country ever since, but the other Pashas they got jealous of im, specially since es not a real Turk born, an the first rewerse that come to im  as it will come to every one now an again, sir  they left im in a fix instead of sending im reinforcements, so e was forced to retreat, an the Sultan recalled im. It do seem to me that the Turkish Government dont know good men when theyve got em; an, whats more, dont deserve to ave em. But long before these things appened, wen e found that you was my master an Ivanka our friend, e sent us to the rear with a strong guard, an ere we are now in one of is willas, in what part o the land is more than I can tell  near Gallipopolly, or somethink like that, I believe.

So, then, we are prisoners? said I.

Well, I spose we are, sir, or somethink o the sort, but, bless your art, sir, its of no manner of consiquence. We are treated like princes and live like fighting-cocks.  But you mustnt talk, sir, you mustnt indeed, for the doctor gave strict orders that we was to keep you quiet.

Lanceys communications were of so surprising a nature, so varied and so suggestive, that my mind was overwhelmed in the mere attempt to recall what he had said; in another moment I had forgotten all, and dropped into a deep, dreamless, refreshing slumber.

During the period that I was thus fighting, as it were, with death  in which fight, through Gods blessing, I finally gained the victory  the fight between the Russians and the Turks had progressed apace; victory leaning now to the former, now to the latter. Many bloody engagements had taken place on the plains of Bulgaria and among the Balkan mountains, while Osman Pasha had carried on for some time that celebrated defence of Plevna which afterwards carried him to the front rank of the Turkish generals, and raised him, in the worlds estimation, above them all. Everywhere breech-loading weapons, torpedoes, telegraphs, monster cannon, and novel appliances of modern warfare, had proved that where hundreds fell in the days of our fathers, thousands fall in our own  that the bloody game is immensely more expensive and deadly than it used to be, and that if war was folly before, it is sheer madness now.

The first great attack had been made on the redoubts in front of Plevna, and in assaulting one of these poor Dobri Petroff distinguished himself so highly for desperate, reckless courage, that he drew the special attention of General Skobeleff, who sent for him, probably to offer him some appointment, but whatever it might be the scout declined promotion or reward. His object was to seek what he styled honourable death in the front of battle. Strange to say, he led a sort of charmed life, and the more he sought death the more it appeared to avoid him. Somewhat like Skobeleff himself, he stood unhurt, many a time, when balls were whistling round him like hail, and comrades were mown down in ranks and heaps around him.

In all armies there are men who act with heroic valour and desperate daring. Some are urged thereto by calm contempt of danger, coupled with a strong sense of duty. It was something like this, probably, that induced Skobeleff to expose himself so recklessly on almost all occasions. It was simply despair, coupled with natural lion-like courage, that influenced the wretched scout.

Nicholas Naranovitsch had also acquired a name among his fellows for that grand sweeping fervour in attack which we are wont to associate with the heroes and demigods of ancient story. But Nicholass motive was a compound of great physical strength, hot-blooded youth, and a burning desire to win distinction in the path of duty.

One consequence of the scouts return to headquarters was that he frequently met Nicholas, and felt an intense drawing towards him as being one who had shown him sympathy and kindness in that home which was now gone for ever. Deep was the feeling of pity which Nicholas felt when the scout told him, in a few sternly-uttered sentences, what had occurred at Venilik; and when Dobri expressed a desire to attach himself to Nicholas as his servant, the latter was only too glad to agree. Each knew the other well by report, and felt that the connection would be mutually agreeable.

At last one of the greatest events of the war approached. Plevna had been so closely hemmed in by Russian troops, and cut off from supplies, that the garrison was reduced to starvation. In this extremity, as is well known, Osman Pasha resolved on the desperate attempt to cut his way out of the beleaguered position.

Snow had fallen heavily, and the ground was white with it  so were the huts of the Russian soldiers, who, welcoming the snowfall as a familiar reminiscence of home, went about cooking their food and singing joyously. The houses of Plevna, with blue lines of smoke curling above them, were faintly visible through the driving snow. Now and then the sullen boom of a great gun told of the fell work that the forces had assembled there to execute.

We are ordered to the front to-night, Dobri, said Nicholas, as he entered his tent hurriedly, unbuckled his sword, and sat down to a hasty meal. Our spies have brought information that Osman means to play his last card. Our field telegraphs have spread the news. We even know the particular point where the attempt to cut through our lines is to be made. The troops are concentrating. I have obtained leave to join the advance columns. Just see that my revolvers are in order, and look to your own. Come after that and feed. Without food a man can do nothing.

The scout made no reply. Ever since the terrible calamity that had befallen him he had been a taciturn semi-maniac, but there was a glitter in his black eye that told of latent fires and deadly purpose within.

During the night another spy came in, reporting that Osman was concentrating his men near the bridge over the Vid, and that he had issued three days rations to the troops, with a hundred and fifty cartridges and a new pair of sandals to each man. About the same time there came a telegram to the effect that lights were moving about with unwonted activity in Plevna, and something unusual was evidently afoot. Thus the report of the first spy was partly corroborated.

Meanwhile Nicholas and Dobri Petroff, mounting in the dark hours of morning, rode through the snowstorm  which was gradually abating  in the direction of the bridge over the Vid, while Skobeleff himself proceeded towards the Krishina redoubts, which, it was reported, were being abandoned. The report was true; he took possession of these redoubts unopposed, and instantly put them in a state of defence.

Meanwhile Osman, with his brave but worn-out band, made his last sortie from Plevna.

The grey light of a dull wintry morning broke and revealed masses, like darker clouds of the threatening storm, driving across the plain. These were the Ottoman troops  some say 20,000 men  rushing like baited tigers towards the trenches. Suddenly there came the thunderous roar of a hundred heavy guns, followed by the crash and incessant rattle of the rifles. The deciding battle had begun. The mists of early morning mingled with the smoke of fire-arms, so that the movements of men were not visible in many places. In others a few fighting companies were just visible, showing indistinctly through the haze for a minute or two, while sheets of flame played in front of their rifles like trickling lines of electric light. Elsewhere, from the cliffs above the Vid, globes of fire were seen to rend the mists, as cannon played their part in the deadly game, while the fearful cries of maddened and wounded men mingled with the crashing of artillery. Here and there numerous bullock-wagons were seen rolling slowly along, and horses and cattle were galloping wildly about the plain. It was a scene that might have made the flesh of the most callous people creep with pitying horror.

Advancing as far as possible under cover of their bullock-wagons, the Turks began to play their part with vigour, but the Russians opened on them from one of their batteries with shell and shrapnel, whilst the men in the trenches sent a rain of bullets from their Berdan breech-loaders. The terrified oxen, tearing about madly, or falling, soon rendered the wagon-cover useless. Then the Turks forsook it, and, with a wild shout, charged the first line of trenches. These were held by a Siberian regiment. The Turks swept over them like a tornado, poured into the battery, where the artillerymen, who stood to their guns like heroes, were bayoneted almost to a man. Thus the first investing circle was broken, but here Ottoman courage was met by irresistible force, and valour quite equal to its own, and here the tide of battle turned.

Nicholas Naranovitsch, despatched by General Strukoff, galloped towards the scene of action.

Come, Dobri! he cried, with blazing eyes that told of excitement almost too strong to be mastered, there is work for you and me now.

Petroff, mounted and ready, awaiting the orders of his master, sprang out at the summons from a troop of the first brigade of grenadiers, who were at she moment preparing to advance. They dashed forward. An order had been intrusted to Nicholas, but he never delivered it. He was met by advancing hosts of the enemy. He turned aside, intending to execute his mission, if possible, by a détour. In this effort he was caught up, as it were, and carried on by the Russian grenadiers, who flung themselves on the Turks with irresistible fury. In another moment his horse fell under him. Dobri instantly dismounted, but the horse which he meant to offer to his master also fell, and the two were carried onward. The opposing forces met. A hand-to-hand fight ensued  man to man, bayonet to bayonet. The Turks clung to the guns in the captured battery with obstinate bravery. Nicholas and Dobri having both broken their sabres at the first onset, seized the rifles of fallen men and laid about them with a degree of overpowering energy, which, conserved and expended rightly for the good of man, might have made each a noted benefactor of the human race, but which, in this instance, resulted only in the crushing in of a few dozen Turkish skulls!

Gradually the stabbing and smashing of Gods image, on the part of the Russians, began to tell. The Turks gave way, and finally took to flight.

But shortly before this occurred there was a desperate effort made by a handful of Turks to retrieve the fortunes of the day. It was personally led by Sanda Pasha, who, reinstated by the vacillating and contemptible powers at Constantinople, had been sent  too late  to the relief of Plevna.

At the first rush the Pasha fell. He was only wounded, but his followers thought he was killed, and, stung with rage and despair, fought like fiends to avenge him. At that moment the Russian general rode up to a neighbouring eminence and had his attention drawn to this point in the battle.

He ordered up reinforcements. Nicholas and his man now seemed on the point of having their wishes gratified. Poor Petroffs desire to meet an honourable death had every chance of being realised, while the thirst for military distinction in Nicholas had at last a brilliant opportunity of being quenched.

As the fight in this part of that bloody field progressed, it concentrated into a knot around the two heroes. Just then a fresh body of Turkish infantry charged, led by the Nubian, Hamed Pasha, whose horse had been killed under him. Dobri Petroff and Hamed rushed at one another instantly; each seemed at once to recognise the other as a worthy foeman. The great hacked sword whistled for a few minutes round the scouts head so fast that it required his utmost agility to parry cut and thrust with his rifle, but a favourable chance soon offered, and he swung the stock of his piece at his adversarys head with such force as to break the sword short off at the hilt. The Nubian sprang at Dobri like a tiger. They grappled, and these men of herculean mould were so well matched that for a few seconds they stood quivering with mighty but fruitless efforts to bear each other down. It was at this moment that the Russian reinforcements came up, fired a volley, and charged. Dobri and Hamed dropped side by side, pierced with bullets. Nicholas also fell. The raging hosts passed over them, and the Turks were driven over the plain like autumn leaves before the gale.

Immediately after, a battery of horse artillery swept across the hotly-contested ground, the wheels of the heavy ordnance and the hoofs of the half-mad horses crashing over the heads said limbs of all who chanced to lie in their way.

Oh! it is bitter to reflect on the grand courage that is mis-displayed in the accursed service of war! Beaten, overwhelmed, crushed, all but annihilated, the poor peasant-soldiers of Turkey, who probably knew nothing whatever about the cause for which they fought, took shelter at last behind the broken wagons under which they had advanced, and then turned at bay. Others made for the deep banks of the Vid, where they re-formed, and instantly began to return the Russian fire.

The sortie was now virtually repulsed. It was about half-past eight. The Turks, evidently apprehensive that the enemy would charge and drive them back into the gorge which led to Plevna, remained on the defensive. The Russians, obviously afraid lest the enemy should attempt another sortie, also remained on the defensive. For four hours they continued in this condition, during which period the battle raged, it was said, with the utmost fury, but it is also admitted that very little damage was done to either side, for both armies were under cover! In other words, the belligerents remained for four hours in the condition of a couple of angry costermongers, hooting and howling at each other without coming to blows, while shot and shell and powder and lead were being expended for nothing, at a rate which added thousands sterling to the burdens of the peace-loving members of both countries!

About twelve oclock, according to an eye-witness, the firing began to diminish on both sides, as if by mutual agreement.

I have a very thorough appreciation of this idea of mutual agreement. It is well known among schoolboys. When two of these specimens of the rising generation have been smashing each others faces, blackening each others eyes, and bleeding each others noses for three-quarters of an hour, without having decided a victory, they both feel a strong desire to stop, are ready to give in, and, on the smallest encouragement from seconds, will shake hands. Indeed, this well-known and somewhat contemptible state of mind is familiar to a larger growth of boys  happily not in England  called duellists. We deliberately call the state of mind contemptible, because, if a matter is worth fighting for (physically), it ought to be fought for to the bitter end. If it is not worth fighting for, there should be no fighting at all!

However, as I have said, the fire began to slacken about mid-day, and then gradually ceased. The silence that succeeded was deeply impressive  also suggestive. Half-an-hour later a white flag was seen waving from the road that ran round the cliffs beyond the bridge.

Plevna had fallen. Osman Pasha and his army had surrendered. In other words  the fate of the Turkish Empire was sealed!




Chapter Twenty Three.

Woe to the Auburn Hair! After the Battle  Prowling Villains Punished.

When the white flag was seen a loud shout went up from the Russian army. Then a party of officers rode forward, and two Turkish horsemen were seen advancing. They stated that Osman himself was coming to treat with the Russians.

The spot on which they stood was covered with the grim relics of battle. The earth had been uptorn by exploding shells. Here lay a horse groaning and struggling in its agony. Close to it lay an ox, silently bleeding to death, his great, round, patient eyes looking mournfully at the scene around him. Close by, was a cart with a dead horse lying in the yoke as he had fallen, and a Turkish soldier, stretched alongside, whose head had been carried away by a cannon shot. Under the wagon was a wounded man, and close to him four others, who, drained of nearly all their life-blood, lay crouched together in helplessness, with the hoods of their ragged grey overcoats drawn down on their faces. These latter gazed at the murky sky in listless indifference, or at what was going on in a sort of weary surprise. Among them was Nicholas Naranovitsch.

Russian surgeons were already moving about the field of battle, doing what they could, but their efforts were trifling compared with the vast necessity.

At last there was a shout of Osman! He comes!

We will give him a respectful reception, exclaimed one Russian officer, in what is supposed by some to be the gallant spirit of true chivalry.

That we will, cried another; we must all salute him, and the soldiers must present arms.

He is a great soldier, exclaimed a third, and has made a heroic defence.

Even Skobeleff himself seems to have been carried away by the feeling of the moment, if we may credit report, for he is said to have exclaimed  

He is the greatest general of the age, for he has saved the honour of his country: I will proffer him my hand and tell him so.

So, thought I, when afterwards meditating on this subject, the Turks have for centuries proved themselves to be utterly unworthy of self-government; they have shown themselves to be ignorant of the first principles of righteousness,  meum and tuum; they (or rather their rulers) have violated their engagements and deceived those who trusted them; have of late repudiated their debts, and murdered, robbed, violated, tortured those who differed from them in religious opinions, as is generally admitted,  nevertheless now, because one of their generals has shown somewhat superior ability to the rest, holding in check a powerful enemy, and exhibiting, with his men, a degree of bull-dog courage which, though admirable in itself, all history proves to be a common characteristic of all nations  that honour, which the country never possessed, is supposed to have been saved!

All honour to the brave, truly, but when I remember the butcheries that are admitted, by friend and foe of the Turk, to have been committed on the Russian wounded by the army of Plevna (and which seem to have been conveniently forgotten at this dramatic incident of the surrender),  when I reflect on the frightful indifference of Osman Pasha to his own wounded, and the equally horrible disregard of the same hapless wounded by the Russians after they entered Plevna,  I cannot but feel that a desperate amount of error is operating here, and that multitudes of mankind, especially innocent, loving, and gentle mankind, to say nothing of tender, enthusiastic, love-blinded womankind, are to some extent deceived by the false ring of that which is not metal, and the falser glitter of a tinsel which is anything but gold.

However, Osman did not come after all. He had been wounded, and the Russian generals were obliged to go to a neighbouring cottage to transact the business of surrender.

As the cavalcade rode away in the direction of the cottage referred to, a Russian surgeon turned aside to aid a wounded man. He was a tall strapping trooper. His head rested on the leg of his horse, which lay dead beside him. He could not have been more than twenty years of age, if so much. He had carefully wrapped his cloak round him. His carbine and sabre were drawn close to his side, as if to protect the weapons which it had always been his pride to keep bright and clean. He was a fresh handsome lad, with courage and loveableness equally stamped upon his young brow. He opened his eyes languidly as the doctor attended to him.

Come, my fine fellow, keep up your heart, said the doctor tenderly; you will perhaps  that is to say, the ambulance-wagons will be round immediately, and

Thank you, interrupted the trooper quietly, Gods blessing rest upon you. I know what you mean.  Look, sir.

He tried to take a locket from his neck as he spoke, but could not. The doctor gently assisted him. See, he said, take this to Dobri Petroff  the scout. You know him? Every one knows dashing Dobri!

I know him. Well?

Tell him to give it to her  he knows who  and  and  say it has kept me in  in heaven when sometimes it seemed to me as if I had got into hell.

From whom? asked the doctor, anxiously, as the youths head sank forward, and the terrible pallor of approaching death came on.

From André

Alas! alas for Maria with the auburn hair!

The doctor rose. His services were no longer needed. Mounting his horse, he rode away.

The ground over which he galloped was strewn with weapons. The formal surrender had been made, and each Turk, obeying literally the order to lay down his arms, had deposited his rifle in the mud where he stood.

That night a faint light shone through the murky clouds, and dimly illumined the grim battle-field.

It was deserted by all but the dead and dying, with now and then a passing picket or fatigue-party. As the night advanced, and the cold became piercing, even these seemed to have finally retired from the ghastly scene. Towards morning the moon rose high, and, piercing the clouds, at times lit up the whole battle-field. Ah! there was many a pale countenance turned wistfully on the moon that night, gazing at it until the eyes became fixed in death. There was one countenance, which, deadly white, and gashed by a Turkish sabre, had been ruddy with young life in the morning. It was that of Nicholas Naranovitsch. He lay on his back near his dead horse, and close to a heap of slaughtered men. He was so faint and so shattered by sabre-cuts and bullets as to be utterly unable to move anything but his eyes. Though almost in a state of stupor, he retained sufficient consciousness to observe what went on around him. The night, or rather the early morning, had become very still, but it was not silent, for deep sighs and low moanings, as of men suffering from prolonged and weary pain, struck on his listening ear. Now and then some wretch, unable to bear his misery, would make a desperate effort to rise, only, however, to fall back with a sharp cry or a deep-despairing groan. Here and there a man might be seen creeping a few paces on his hands and knees, and then dropping to rest for a time, after which the creeping was resumed, in the vain hope, no doubt, that some place of shelter or an ambulance might be reached at last. One of these struggling men passed close to Nicholas, and stopped to rest almost at his side. In a few minutes he rose again, and attempted to advance, but instead of doing so writhed in a hideous contortion over on his back, and stretching himself with a convulsive shudder, died with his teeth clenched and his protruding eyeballs glaring at the sky.

Suddenly a low sweet sound broke on Nicholass ear. It swelled gradually, and was at length recognised as a hymn with which he had been familiar in childhood. Some dying Christian soldier near him had apparently sought relief in singing praise to God. Nicholas wept as he listened. He soon found that there were sympathetic listeners besides himself, for the strains were taken up by one and another, and another, until the hymn appeared to rise from all parts of the battle-field. It was faint, however, and tremulous, for the life-blood was draining rapidly from the hearts of those who raised it. Ere long it altogether ceased.

For some time Nicholas had been aware that a wounded man was slowly gasping out his life quite close to him, but, from the position in which he lay, it was not possible to see more than his red fez. Presently the man made a powerful effort, raised himself on one elbow, and displayed the ghastly black countenance of Hamed Pasha. He looked unsteadily round him for a moment, and then sank backward with a long-drawn sigh.

Close to him, under a heap of slain, Dobri Petroff himself lay. For a long time he was unconscious, and had been nearly crushed to death by the weight of those above him. But the life which had been so strong in his huge body seemed to revive a little, and after a time he succeeded in freeing himself from the load, and raising himself on his hands, but he could not get up on his feet. A wound in the neck, which had partly closed while he was in a recumbent position, now burst out afresh. He looked at the blood with a faint sad smile, and sank down again.

Nicholas recognised him, and tried to speak, but he could neither speak nor move. It seemed to him that every part of his frame had been paralysed except his brain and eyes.

Presently the scout felt for something at his side. His flask was there; putting it to his lips he drank a little and was evidently refreshed, for he raised himself again and began to look about him.

Another moment and Petroff had discovered the Pasha, who lay near him with a look of intense longing in his eyes as he saw the flask and heard the gurgling water. A fierce frown crossed the scouts brow for a moment, but it was instantly chased away by a look of pity. He dragged himself slowly towards the dying Turk, and held the flask to his lips.

With a murmur of thankfulness and a look of gratitude at his late enemy, the Pasha uttered a faint sigh and closed his eyes in the last long sleep of death.

The effort to drag himself even a few paces served to show Petroff how severely he had been wounded. He was in the act of raising the flask to his lips a second time, when Nicholas, by a desperate effort, succeeded in uttering a low groan.

The scout turned quickly, observed his master, and crept to his side.

Drink, sir, he said, knowing well that water was what Nicholas required most at such a time.

The avidity with which the latter obeyed prevented him observing that the scout was almost sinking. The successive efforts he had made had caused the blood to pour copiously from his wounds.

You are badly hurt, Dobri, I fear, he said, when the life-giving draught had sent new vigour into his frame, and loosed his tongue.

Ay, replied the scout, with a faint smile. I shall soon be with you now, Marika, and with the little ones and the dear Lord you loved so well and tried so hard to make me follow too. And you succeeded, Marika, though you little th

He stopped abruptly, swayed a moment to and fro, then fell heavily forward with his head on the bosom of his friend.

Take some more water, Dobri, said Nicholas anxiously. Quick, before you lose consciousness. I have not power to move a limb to help you.  Dobri!

He called in vain,  the scout had fainted.

Nicholas had not power at first to remove the poor fellows head from his chest, and he felt as if he should be suffocated. By degrees, however, he managed to roll it slightly to one side, and, at the same time, returning vigour enabled him to raise his right arm. He observed that his hand still grasped a revolver, but for some time he had no power to unclasp it. At last he succeeded, and raising Petroffs flask with difficulty to his lips obtained another draught.

Just at that moment the moon, which had passed behind a dark cloud, shone through an opening, and he saw three men not far off searching among the dead. He was about to call to them, but a thought occurred and he restrained himself.

He was right; the three men, one of whom was habited like a priest, were rifling the dead. He saw them come up to a prostrate form which struggled on being touched. One of the three men instantly drew a knife and stabbed the wounded man. When they had searched the body and taken from it what they required they came towards the spot where Nicholas lay.

A feeling of horror came over him for a moment, but that seemed to give him strength, for he instantly grasped his revolver. Hoping, however that they might pass without observing him, he shut his eyes and lay quite still.

The three murderers drew near, talking in low tones, and seemed about to pass, when one of them stopped.

Heres a big-looking fellow whose boots will just fit me, he said, stooping and seizing the scouts leg.

Theres an officer behind him, said the villain in the priests dress; he will be more worth stripping.

Nicholas pointed his revolver full in the mans face and fired, but his aim was unsteady. He had missed. Again he pulled the trigger, but it had been the last shot. The man sprang upon him. The report, however, had attracted the notice of a picket of Russian soldiers, who, well aware of the deeds of foul villainy that are practised by the followers of an army on battle-fields at night, immediately rushed up and secured the three men.

They are murderers, exclaimed Nicholas in reply to a question from the sergeant in command.

Lead them out, said the sergeant promptly.

The men were bound and set up in a row.

Ready  present!

A volley rang out in the night air, and three more corpses were added to the death-roll of the day.

It was summary justice, but richly deserved. Thereafter the soldiers made a rough-and-ready stretcher of muskets, on which Nicholas, who had fainted, was carefully laid and borne from the field.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Farewell to Sanda Pasha  A Scuffle, and an Unexpected Meeting.

Some time after the events narrated in the last chapter I was seated in an apartment of Sanda Pashas residence in Adrianople, the Turkish city next in importance to Constantinople.

My health had returned, and, although still somewhat weak, I felt sufficiently strong to travel, and had once or twice urged my kind host, who was fast recovering from his wound, to permit me, if possible, to return to the Russian lines. I had had from him, of course, a full account of the fall of Plevna, and I had also learned from another source that Nicholas had been desperately wounded; but the latter information was a mere rumour, which only rendered me the more anxious to get away.

The Pashas chief secretary, who spoke Russian well, informed me at this time of some of the doings of his countrymen in the city and neighbourhood. I could hardly credit him, but English correspondents afterwards confirmed what he said. The daily executions of Bulgarians on the slightest pretexts, without trial, were at that time so numerous that it seemed as if the Turks had determined to solve the question of Bulgarian autonomy by killing or banishing every male in the province. In one instance fifteen Bulgarian children, the youngest of whom was ten years of age, and the eldest fifteen, were condemned to hard labour for life. It was said, but not proved I believe, that these young people had committed murder and contributed to the insurrection. At this time there were over 20,000 refugees in Adrianople, all of whom were women and children whose protectors had either been massacred or forced to join the army.

The secretary evidently rejoiced in the slaying and otherwise getting rid of Bulgarian men, but he seemed to have a slight feeling of commiseration for the helpless refugees, among whom I had myself witnessed the most heart-rending scenes of mental and physical suffering.

Wherever I wandered about the town there were groups of these trembling ones, on whose pallid faces were imprinted looks of maniacal horror or of blank despair. Little wonder! Some of them had beheld the fathers, brothers, lovers, around whom their heart-strings twined, tortured to death before their eyes. Others had seen their babes tossed on spear-points and bayonets, while to all the future must have appeared a fearful prospect of want and of dreary sighing for a touch of those vanished hands that had passed from earth for ever.

Philanthropic societies, said the secretary, have done great things for Turkey and for Russia too. Had it not been for the timely aid sent out by the charitable people in England and other countries, it is certain that many thousands of these refugees would already have been in their graves.

I did not like the tone or looks of this secretary. He was an oily man, with a touch of sarcasm.

Doubtless there are many of them, I returned sharply, who wish that they had fallen with their kindred. But you say truth: the tender-hearted and liberal ones of England and elsewhere have done something to mitigate the horrors of war, and yet there is a party among us who would draw the sword, if they were allowed, and add to the number of these wretched refugees. A pretty spectacle of consistency, truly, is presented by war! If we English were to join the Turks, as of course you wish us to do, and help you to maintain your misrule, to say nothing of the massacres which have been and still are going on around us, we should have to keep our philanthropic societies at work still longer, and thus we should be seen cutting men down with one hand and binding them up with the other,  roaring like fiends as we slaughter sires, and at the same time, with the same voice, softly comforting widows and fatherless children. Oh, sir, if there is a phrase of mockery on the face of this earth, it is the term civilised warfare!

Before the secretary had time to reply the Pasha entered, accompanied by Lancey.

Mr Childers, said the Pasha, sitting down on a cushion beside me, I have managed it at last, though not without difficulty, but when a man wants to help an old school-mate in distress he is not easily put down. You have to thank Lancey for anything I have done for you. There is, it seems, to be an exchange of prisoners soon, and I have managed that you and Lancey shall be among the number. You must be ready to take the road to-morrow.

I thanked the Pasha heartily, but expressed surprise that one in so exalted a position should have found difficulty in the matter.

Exalted! he exclaimed, with a look of scorn, Im so exalted as to have very narrowly missed having my head cut off. Bah! there is no gratitude in a Turk  at least in a Turkish grandee.

I ventured to suggest that the Pasha was in his own person a flat  or rather sturdy  contradiction of his own words, but he only grinned as he bowed, being too much in earnest to smile.

Do you forget, he continued, that I am in disgrace? I have served the Turk faithfully all my life, and now I am shelved at the very time my services might be of use, because the Sultan is swayed by a set of rascals who are jealous of me! And is it not the same with better men than myself? Look at Mehemet Ali, our late commander-in-chief, deposed from office by men who had not the power to judge of his capacities  for what? Did he not say with his own lips, to one of your own correspondents, that although he had embraced the religion of Mohammed they never could forget or forgive the fact that he was not born a Turk, but regarded him as a Giaour in disguise; that his elevation to power excited secret discontent among the Pashas, which I know to be true; that another Pasha thwarted instead of aiding him, while yet another was sent to act the spy on him. Is not this shameful jealousy amongst our leaders, at a time when all should have been united for the common weal, well known to have operated disastrously in other cases? Did not Osman Pasha admit as much, when he complained bitterly, after the fall of Plevna, that he had not been properly supported? Our rank and file are lions in the field  though I cannot allow that they are lambs anywhere else  but as for our  Bah! I have said enough. Besides, to tell you the truth, I am tired of the Turks, and hate them.

Here my servant interrupted the Pasha with a coolness and familiarity that amused me much.

Sandy, said he, with a disapproving shake of the head, you oughtnt to go an speak like that of your hadopted nation.

The Pashas indignation vanished at once. He turned to Lancey with a curious twinkle in his eye.

But, my good fellow, he said, it isnt my hadopted nation. When I came here a poor homeless wanderer the Turks adopted me, not I them, because they found me useful.

That, returned Lancey, should ave called hout your gratitood.

So it did, Lancey. Didnt I serve them faithfully from that day to this, to the best of my power, and didnt I shave my head and wear their garb, and pretend to take to their religion all out of gratitude?

Worse and worse, retorted Lancey; that was houtrageous ypocrisy. Im afraid, Sandy, that youre no better than you used to be wen you smashed the school-windows an went about playin truant on the Scottish ills.

No better indeed, returned the Pasha, with a sudden touch of sadness; that is true, but how to become better is the difficulty. Islamism fills a land with injustice, robbery, and violence; while, in order that such things may be put right, the same land is desolated, covered with blood, and filled with lamentation, in the name of Christianity.

Here I could not refrain from reminding the Pasha that the professors of religion did not always act in accordance with their profession, and that the principles of the Prince of Peace, when carried out, even with average sincerity, had an invariable tendency to encourage peace and good-will among men, which was more than could be said of the doctrines of Mohammed.

It may be so, said the Pasha, with a sigh.

Meanwhile, to return to our point, you will find everything ready for your journey at an early hour to-morrow.

But what of little Ivanka Petroff? I asked. She must go with us.

The Pasha seemed a little perplexed. I had not thought of that, he said; she will be well-cared for here.

I cannot go without her, said I firmly.

No more can I, said Lancey.

Well, that shall also be arranged, returned the Pasha, as he left us.

Never saw nothink like im, observed Lancey; e sticks at nothink, believes nothink, cares for nothink, an can do hanythink.

You are showing want of gratitude now, Lancey, for it is plain that he cares a good deal for you.

Lancey admitted that he might, perhaps, have been a little harsh in expressing himself, and then went off to prepare for the journey.

We are going back again to your own country, Ivanka, said I, gently stroking the childs head, as we sat together in the same room, some hours later.

Ivanka raised her large eyes to mine.

There is no home now, she said, in a mournful voice.

But we shall find father there, perhaps.

The child dropped her eyes, and shook her head, but made no further remark. I saw that tears were trickling down her cheeks, and, feeling uncertain as to how far she realised her forlorn condition, refrained from further speech, and drew her little head upon my breast, while I sought to comfort her with hopes of soon meeting her father.

Snow lay on the ground when we bade farewell to our kind host. Good-bye, Sanda Pasha; I shall hope to see you in England one of these days, said I at parting.

Farewell, Sandy, said my man, grasping the Pashas hand warmly, and speaking in a deeply impressive tone; take the advice of a wery old friend, who as your welfare at art, an leave off your evil ways, wich its not possible for you to do wile youve got fifty wives, more or less, shaves your ead like a Turk, and hacts the part of a ypocrite. Come back to your own land, my friend, wich is the only one I knows on worth livin in, an dress yourself like a Christian.

The Pasha laughed, returned the squeeze heartily, and said that it was highly probable he would act upon that advice ere another year had passed away.

Half an hour later we were driving over the white plains, on which the sun shone with dazzling light.

I felt unusual exhilaration as we rattled along in the fresh frosty air, and crossed the fields, which, with the silvered trees and bushes, contrasted so pleasantly with the clear blue sky. I began to feel as if the horrible scenes I had lately witnessed were but the effects of a disordered imagination, which had passed away with fever and bodily weakness.

Ivanka also appeared to revive under those genial influences with which God surrounds His creatures, for she prattled a little now and then about things which attracted her attention on the road; but she never referred to the past. Lancey, too, was inspirited to such an extent that he tackled the Turkish driver in his own tongue, and caused the eyes of that taciturn individual occasionally to twinkle, and his moustache to curl upwards.

That night we slept at a small road-side inn. Next day we joined a group of travellers, and thus onward we went until we reached the region where the war raged. Here we were placed under escort, and, with some others, were exchanged and set free.

Immediately I hired a conveyance and proceeded to the Russian rear, where I obtained a horse, and, leaving Ivanka in charge of Lancey at an inn, hastened to headquarters to make inquiries about Nicholas and Petroff.

On the way, however, I halted to telegraph to the Scottish Bawbee, and to write a brief account of my recent experiences among the Turks.

I was in the midst of a powerful article  powerful, of course, because of the subject  on one of the war-episodes, when I heard a foot on the staircase. I had placed my revolver on the table, for I was seated in a room in a deserted village. One wall of the room had been shattered by a shell, while most of the furniture was more or less broken by the same missile, and I knew well that those sneak-marauders who infest the rear of an army were in the habit of prowling about such places.

Suddenly I heard a loud shout on the staircase, followed by the clashing of swords. I leaped up, seized the revolver, and ran out. One man stood on the stair defending himself against two Circassians. I knew the scoundrels instantly by their dress, and not less easily did I recognise a countryman in the grey tweed shooting coat, glengarry cap, and knickerbockers of the other. At the moment of my appearance the Englishman, who was obviously a dexterous swordsman, had inflicted a telling wound on one of his adversaries. I fired at the other, who, leaping nearly his own height into the air, fell with a crash down the staircase. He sprang up, however, instantly, and both men bolted out at the front door and fled.

The Englishman turned to thank me for my timely aid, but, instead of speaking, looked at me with amused surprise.

Can it be? I exclaimed; not possible! you, Biquitous?

I told you we should probably meet, he replied, sheathing his sword, but I was not prophetic enough to foretell the exact circumstances of the meeting.

Come along, my dear fellow, said I, seizing his arm and dragging him up-stairs; how glad I am! what an unexpected  oh! never mind the look of the room, its pretty tight in most places, and Ive stuffed my overcoat into the shell-hole.

Dont apologise for your quarters, Jeff, returned my friend, laying his sword and revolver on the table; the house is a palace compared with some places Ive inhabited of late. The last, for instance, was so filthy that I believe, on my conscience, an irish pig, with an average allowance of self-respect, would have declined to occupy it.  Here it is, youll find it somewhere near the middle.

He handed me a small sketch-book, and, while I turned over the leaves, busied himself in filling a short meerschaum.

Why, how busy you must have been! said I, turning over the well-filled book with interest.

Slightly so, he replied. Some of these will look pretty well, I flatter myself, in the Evergreen Isle, if they are well engraved; but that is the difficulty. No matter how carefully we correspondents execute our sketches, some of these engravers  I wont say all of them  make an awful mess of em.

Yes, you may well laugh at that one. It was taken under fire, and I can tell you that a sketch made under fire is apt to turn out defective in drawing. That highly effective and happy accidental touch in the immediate foreground I claim no credit for. It was made by a bullet which first knocked the pencil out of my hand and then terminated the career of my best horse; while that sunny gleam in the middle distance was caused by a piece of yellow clay being driven across it by the splinter of a shell. On the whole, I think the sketch will hardly do for the Evergreen, though it is worth keeping as a reminiscence.

My friend and I now sat down in front of a comfortable fire, fed with logs from the roof of a neighbouring hut, but we had not chatted long before he asked me the object of my visit to headquarters.

To inquire about my friend Nicholas Karanovitsch, I said.

From the sudden disappearance of the look of careless pleasantry from my friends face, and the grave earnest tone in which he spoke, I saw that he had bad news to tell.

Have you not heard he said, and paused.

Not dead? I exclaimed.

No, not dead, but desperately wounded. He went on in a low rapid voice to relate all the circumstances of the case, with which the reader is already acquainted, first touching on the chief points, to relieve my feelings.

Nicholas was not dead, but so badly wounded that there was no chance of his ever again attaining to the semblance of his old self. The doctors, however, had pronounced him at last out of danger. His sound constitution and great strength had enabled him to survive injuries which would have carried off most men in a few days or hours. His whole frame had been shattered; his handsome face dreadfully disfigured, his left hand carried away, and his right foot so grievously crushed by a gun-carriage passing over it that they had been obliged to amputate the leg below the knee. For a long time he had lain balancing between life and death, and when he recovered sufficiently to be moved had been taken by rail to Switzerland. He had given strict orders that no one should be allowed to write to his friends in England, but had asked very anxiously after me.

Biquitous gave me a great many more particulars, but this was the gist of his sad news. He also told me of the fall of Dobri Petroff.

Nicholas had fainted, as I told you, he said, just before the picket by which he had been rescued lifted him from the ground, and he was greatly distressed, on recovering, to find that his faithful follower had been left behind. Although he believed him to be dead, he immediately expressed an earnest wish that men should be sent to look for and recover the body. They promised that this should be done, but he never learned whether or not they had been successful.

And you dont know the name of the place in Switzerland to which Nicholas has been sent? I asked.

Not sure, but I think it was Montreux, on the Lake of Geneva.

After all this sad news I found it impossible to enjoy the society of my eccentric friend, and much though I liked him, resolved to leave the place at once and make arrangements to quit the country.

I therefore bade him farewell, and hastened back to the inn where I had left Ivanka and Lancey.

The grief of the dear child, on hearing that her father had fallen on the battle-field, was for a time uncontrollable. When it had abated, I said:  

There is no one here to love you now, my little darling, but God still loves you, and, you see, has sent me and Lancey to take care of you.  Come, we will return to Venilik.

I did not dare at this time to raise hopes, which might soon be dashed to pieces, in the heart of the poor forlorn child, and therefore did not say all that was in my mind; but my object in returning to Venilik was to make inquiry after her mother. My own hopes were not strong, but I did not feel satisfied that we had obtained sufficient proof that Marika had been killed.

Our search and inquiries, however, were vain. Venilik was almost deserted. No one could tell anything about the Petroff family that we did not already know. It was certainly known that many persons  men and women  had fled to the neighbouring woods, and that some had escaped, but it was generally believed that Marika had been burnt in her own cottage. No doubt, however, was entertained as to the fate of her little boy; for there were several people who had seen him thrust through and held aloft on the point of a Circassian spear. When I told of Dobri Petroff having fallen by the side of Nicholas, several of the villagers said they had heard of that from other sources.

As nothing further could be done, I resolved to adopt Ivanka, and take her away with me.

My preparations were soon made, a conveyance was obtained, and before many days were over I found myself flying by road and rail far from the land where war still raged, where the fair face of nature had been so terribly disfigured by human wrath  so fearfully oppressed with human woe.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Describes a Wreck, and the Triumph of Love.

A Swiss châlet on a woody knoll, high up on the grand slopes that bathe their feet in the beautiful Lake of Geneva.

It is evening  a bright winter evening  with a golden glory in the sky which reminds one powerfully of summer, and suggests the advent of spring.

In the neighbouring town of Montreux there are busy people engaged in the labours of the day. There are also idlers endeavouring to kill the little span of time that has been given them, in which to do their quota of duty on the earth. So, also, there are riotous young people who are actively fulfilling their duty by going off to skate, or slide down the snow-clad hills, after the severer duties connected with book and slate have been accomplished. These young rioters are aided and abetted by sundry persons of maturer years, who, having already finished the more important labours of the day of life, renew their own youth, and encourage the youngsters by joining them.

Besides these there are a few cripples who have been sent into the world with deficient or defective limbs  doubtless for wise and merciful ends. Merciful I say advisedly, for, shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? These look on and rejoice, perchance, in the joy of the juveniles.

Among them, however, are some cripples of a very different stamp. The Creator sent these into the world with broad shoulders, deep chests, good looks, gladsome spirits, manly frames, and vigorous wills. War has sent them here  still in young manhood  with the deep chests pierced by bullets or gashed by sabres, with the manly frames reduced to skeletons, the gladsome spirits gone, the ruddy cheeks hollow and wan, and the vigorous wills  subdued at last.

A few of these young cripples move slowly about with the aid of stick or crutch, trying to regain, in the genial mountain air, some of the old fire which has sunk so low  so very low. Others, seated in wheel-chairs, doubled up like old, old men, are pushed about from point to point by stalwart mountaineers, while beside them walk sisters, mothers, or, perchance, young wives, whose cheery smiles and lightsome voices, as they point out and refer to the surrounding objects of nature, cannot quite conceal the feelings of profound and bitter sorrow with which they think of the glorious manhood that has been lost, or the tender, pitiful, heart-breaking solicitude with which they cherish the poor shadow that remains.

In a large airy apartment of the châlet on the woody knoll, there is one who occupies a still lower level than those to whom we have just referred  who cannot yet use the crutch or sit in the wheelchair, and on whose ear the sounds of glee that enter by the open window fall with little effect.

He reclines at full length on a bed. He has lain thus, with little effort to move, and much pain when such effort was made, for many weary weeks. Only one side of his face is visible, and that is scarred and torn with wounds, some of which are not yet healed. The other side is covered with bandages.

I am seated by his side, Ivanka is sitting opposite, near to the invalids feet, listening intently, if I may be allowed to say so, with her large black eyes, to a conversation which she cannot understand.

You must not take so gloomy a view of your case, Nicholas. The doctors say you will recover, and, my good fellow, you have no idea what can be done by surgery in the way of putting a man together again after a break-down. Bella would be grieved beyond measure if I were to write as you wish.

I spoke cheerily, more because I felt it to be a duty to do so, than because I had much hope.

The invalid paused for a few minutes as if to recover strength. Then he said  

Jeff, I insist on your doing what I wish. It is unkind of you to drag me into a dispute when I am so weak. Tell the dear girl that I give her up  I release her from our engagement. It is likely that I shall die at any rate, which will settle the question, but if I do recover  why, just think, my dear fellow, I put it to you, what sort of husband should I make, with my ribs all smashed, my right leg cut off, my left hand destroyed, an eye gone, and my whole visage cut to pieces. No, Jeff

He paused; the light vein of humour which he had tried to assume passed off, and there was a twitching about the muscles of his mouth as he resumed  

No, Bella must never see me again.

Ivanka looked from the invalids face to mine with eyes so earnest, piercing, and inquiring, that I felt grieved she did not understand us.

Im sorry, Nicholas, very sorry, said I, but Bella has already been written to, and will certainly be here in a day or two. I could not know your state of mind on my first arrival, and, acting as I fancied for the best, I wrote to her.

Nicholas moved uneasily, and I observed a deep flush on his face, but he did not speak.

That evening Ivanka put her arms round my neck, told me she loved Nicholas because of his kindness to her father, and besought me earnestly to tell her what had passed between us.

A good deal amused, I told her as much as I thought she could understand.

Oh! I should so like to see Bella, she said.

So you shall, dear, when she comes.

Does she speak Russian?

Yes. She has been several times in Russia, and understands the language well.

As I had predicted, Bella arrived a few days after receiving my letter. My mother accompanied her.

Oh, Jeff, this is dreadful! said my poor mother, as she untied her bonnet-strings, and sat down on the sofa beside Bella, who could not for some time utter a word.

What child is that? added my mother quickly, observing Ivanka.

It is the daughter of Dobri Petroff.  Let me introduce you, Ivanka, to my mother, and to my sister Bella  you know Bella?

I had of course written to them a good deal about the poor child, and Bella had already formed an attachment to her in imagination. She started up on hearing Ivankas name, and held out both hands. The child ran to her as naturally as the needle turns to the pole.

While my mother and I were talking in a low tone about Nicholas, I could not avoid hearing parts of a conversation between my sister and Ivanka that surprised me much.

Yes, oh! yes, I am quite sure of it. Your brother told me that he said he would never, never, never be so wicked as to let you come and see him, although he loved you so much that he

Hush, my dear child, not so loud.

Bellas whisper died away, and Ivanka resumed  

Yes, he said there was almost nothing of him left. He was joking, you know, when he said that, but it is not so much of a joke after all, for I saw

Oh! hush, dear, hush; tell me what he said, and speak lower.

Ivanka spoke so low that I heard no more, but what had reached my ear was sufficient to let me know how the current ran, and I was not sorry that poor Bellas mind should be prepared for the terrible reality in this way.

The battle of love was fought and won that day at Nicholass bedside, and, as usual, woman was victorious.

I shall not weary the reader with all that was said. The concluding sentences will suffice.

No, Nicholas, said Bella, holding the right hand of the wounded soldier, while my mother looked on with tearful, and Ivanka with eager, eyes, no, I will not be discarded. You must not presume, on the strength of your being weak, to talk nonsense. I hold you, sir, to your engagement, unless, indeed, you admit yourself to be a faithless man, and wish to cast me off. But you must not dispute with me in your present condition. I shall exercise the right of a wife by ordering you to hold your tongue unless you drop the subject. The doctor says you must not be allowed to talk or excite yourself, and the doctors orders, you know, must be obeyed.

Even if he should order a shattered man to renounce all thoughts of marriage? asked Nicholas.

If he were to do that, retorted Bella, with a smile, I should consider your case a serious one, and require a consultation with at least two other doctors before agreeing to submit to his orders. Now, the question is settled, so we will say no more about it. Meanwhile you need careful nursing, and mother and I are here to attend upon you.

Thus with gentle raillery she led the poor fellow to entertain a faint hope that recovery might be possible, and that the future might not be so appallingly black as it had seemed before. Still the hope was extremely faint at first, for no one knew so well as himself what a wreck he was, and how impossible it would be for him, under the most favourable circumstances, ever again to stand up and look like his former self. Poor Bella had to force her pleasantry and her lightsome tones, for she also had fears that he might still succumb, but, being convinced that a cheerful, hopeful state of mind was the best of all medicines, she set herself to administer it in strong doses.

The result was that Nicholas began to recover rapidly. Time passed, and by slow degrees he migrated from his bed to the sofa. Then a few of his garments were put on, and he tried to stand on his remaining leg. The doctor, who assisted me in moving and dressing the poor invalid, comforted him with the assurance that the stump of the other would, in course of time, be well enough to have a cork foot and ankle attached to it.

And do you know, he added, with a smile, they make these things so well now that one can scarcely tell a false foot from a real one,  with joint and moveable instep, and toes that work with springs, so that people can walk with them quite creditably  indeed they can; I do not jest, I assure you.

Nothing, however, can replace the left hand or the lost eye, returned Nicholas, with a faint attempt at a smile.

There, my dear sir, returned the doctor, with animation, you are quite wrong. The eye, indeed, can never be restored, though it will partially close, and become so familiar to you and your friends that it will almost cease to be noticed or remembered; but we shall have a stump made for the lower arm, with a socket to which you will be able to fix a fork or a spoon, or

Why, doctor, interrupted Nicholas, what a spoon you must be to

Come, returned the doctor heartily, thatll do. My services wont be required here much longer I see, for I invariably find that when a patient begins to make bad jokes, there is nothing far wrong with him.

One morning, when we had dressed our invalid, and laid him on the sofa, he and I chanced to be left alone.

Come here, Jeff, he said, assist me to the glass  I want to have a look at myself.

It was the first time he had expressed such a desire, and I hesitated for a moment, not feeling sure of the effect that the sight might have on him. Then I went to him, and only remarking in a quiet tone, Youll improve, you know, in the course of time, I led him to the looking-glass.

He turned slightly pale, and a look of blank surprise flitted across his face, but he recovered instantly, and stood for a few seconds surveying himself with a sad expression.

Well might he look sad, for the figure that met his gaze stooped like that of an aged man; the head was shorn of its luxuriant curls; the terrible sabre-cut across the cheek, from the temple to the chin, which had destroyed the eye, had left a livid wound, a single glance at which told that it would always remain as a ghastly blemish; and there were other injuries of a slighter nature on various parts of the face, which marred his visage dreadfully.

Yes, Jeff, he said, turning away slowly, with a sigh, and limping back to his couch, theres room for improvement. I thought myself not a bad-looking fellow once. Its no great matter to have that fancy taken out of me, perhaps, but I grieve for Bella, and I really do think that you must persuade her to give up all idea of

Now, Nic, said I, dont talk nonsense.

But I dont talk nonsense, he exclaimed, flushing with sudden energy, I mean what I say. Do you suppose I can calmly allow that dear girl to sacrifice herself to a mere wreck, that cannot hope to be long a cumberer of the ground?

And do you suppose, I retorted, with vehemence, that I can calmly allow my sister to be made a widow for life?  a widow, I say, for she is already married to you in spirit, and nothing will ever induce her to untie the knot. You dont know Bella  ah! you neednt smile,  you dont indeed. She is the most perversely obstinate girl I ever met with. Last night, when I mentioned to her that you had been speaking of yourself as a mere wreck, she said in a low, easy-going, meek tone, Jeff, I mean to cling to that wreck as long as it will float, and devote my life to repairing it. Now, when Bella says anything in a low, easy-going, and especially in a meek tone, it is utterly useless to oppose her: she has made up her mind, drawn her sword and flung away the scabbard, double-shotted all her guns, charged every torpedo in the ship, and, finally, nailed her colours to the mast.

Then, said Nicholas, with a laugh, I suppose I must give in.

Yes, my boy, you had better. If you dont, just think what will be the consequences. First of all, you will die sooner than there is any occasion for; then Bella will pine, mope, get into bad health, and gradually fade away. That will break down my mother, whose susceptible spirit could not withstand the shock. Of course, after that my own health would give way, and the hopes of a dear little  well, that is to say, ruination and widespread misery would be the result of your unnatural and useless obstinacy.

To save you all from that, said Nicholas, of course I must give in.

And Nicholas did give in, and the result was not half so disastrous as he had feared.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Some More of Wars Consequences.

Let us turn once more to the Balkan Mountains. Snow covers alike the valley and the hill. It is the depth of that inhospitable season when combative men were wont, in former days, to retire into winter quarters, repose on their laurels, and rest a while until the benign influences of spring should enable them to recommence the glorious work of slaying one another.

But modern warriors, like modern weapons, are more terrible now than they used to be. They scout inglorious repose  at least the great statesmen who send them out to battle scout it for them. While these men of super-Spartan mould sit at home in comfortable conclave over mild cigar and bubbling hookah, quibbling over words, the modern warrior is ordered to prolong the conflict; and thus it comes to pass that Muscovite and Moslem pour out their blood like water, and change the colour of the Balkan snows.

In a shepherds hut, far up the heights, which the smoke of battle could not reach, and where the din of deadly strife came almost softly, like the muttering of distant thunder, a young woman sat on the edge of a couch gazing wistfully at the beautiful countenance of a dead girl. The watcher was so very pale, wan, and haggard, that, but for her attitude and the motion of her great dark eyes, she also might have been mistaken for one of the dead. It was Marika, who escaped with only a slight flesh-wound in the arm from the soldier who had pursued her into the woods near her burning home.

A young man sat beside her also gazing in silence at the marble countenance.

No, Petko, no, said Marika, looking at the youth mournfully, I cannot stay here. As long as the sister of my preserver lived it was my duty to remain, but now that the bullet has finished its work, I must go. It is impossible to rest.

But, Marika, urged Petko Borronow, taking his friends hand, you know it is useless to continue your search. The man who told me said he had it from the lips of Captain Naranovitsch himself that dear Dobri died at Plevna with his head resting on the captains breast, and

The youth could not continue.

Yes, yes, returned Marika, with a look and tone of despair, I know that Dobri is dead; I saw my darling boy slain before my eyes, and heard Ivankas dying scream; no wonder that my brain has reeled so long. But I am strong now. I feel as if the Lord were calling on me to go forth and work for Himself since I have no one else to care for. Had Giuana lived I would have stayed to nurse her, but

Oh that the fatal ball had found my heart instead of hers! cried the youth, clasping his hands and gazing at the tranquil countenance on the bed.

Better as it is, said Marika in a low voice. If you had been killed she would have fallen into the hands of the Bashi-Bazouks, and that would have been worse  far worse. The Lord does all things well. He gave, and He has taken away  oh let us try to say, Blessed be His name!

She paused for a few minutes and then continued  

Yes, Petko, I must go. There is plenty of work in these days for a Christian woman to do. Surely I should go mad if I were to remain idle. You have work here, I have none, therefore I must go. Nurses are wanted in the ambulance corps of our  our  deliverers.

There was no sarcasm in poor Marikas heart or tone, but the slight hesitation in her speech was in itself sarcasm enough. With the aid of her friend Petko, the poor bereaved, heart-stricken woman succeeded in making her way to Russian headquarters, where her sad tale, and the memory of her heroic husband, at once obtained for her employment as a nurse in the large hospital where I had already spent a portion of my time  namely, that of Sistova.

Here, although horrified and almost overwhelmed, at first, at the sight of so much and so terrible suffering, she gradually attained to a more resigned and tranquil frame of mind. Her sympathetic tenderness of heart conduced much to this, for she learned in some degree to forget her own sorrows in the contemplation of those of others. She found a measure of sad comfort, too, while thus ministering to the wants of worn, shattered, and dying young men, in the thought that they had fought like lions on the battle-field, as Dobri had fought, and had lain bleeding, crushed, and helpless there, as Dobri had lain.

Some weeks after her arrival there was a slight change made in the arrangements of the hospital. The particular room in which she served was selected as being more airy and suited for those of the patients who, from their enfeebled condition, required unusual care and nursing.

The evening after the change was effected, Marika, being on what may be called the night-shift, was required to assist the surgeons of the ward on their rounds. They came to a bed on which lay a man who seemed in the last stage of exhaustion.

No bones broken, said one surgeon in a low tone to another, to whom he was explaining the cases, but blood almost entirely drained out of him. Very doubtful his recovery. Will require the most careful nursing.

Marika stood behind the surgeons. On hearing what they said she drew nearer and looked sadly at the man.

He was gaunt, cadaverous, and careworn, as if from long and severe suffering, yet, living skeleton though he was, it was obvious that his frame had been huge and powerful.

Marikas first sad glance changed into a stare of wild surprise, then the building rang with a cry of joy so loud, so jubilant, that even those whose blood had almost ceased to flow were roused by it.

She sprang forward and leaped into the mans outstretched arms.

Ay, it was Dobri Petroff himself  or rather his attenuated shadow,  with apparently nothing but skin and sinew left to hold his bones together, and not a symptom of blood in his whole body. The little blood left, however, rushed to his face, and he found sufficient energy to exclaim Thank the Lord! ere his senses left him.

It is said that joy never kills. Certainly it failed to do so on this occasion. Dobri soon recovered consciousness, and then, little by little, with many a pause for breath, and in tones that were woefully unlike to those of the bold, lion-like scout of former days, he told how he had fainted and fallen on the breast of his master, how he had lain all night on the battle-field among the dead and dying, how he had been stripped and left for dead by the ruffian followers of the camp, and how at last he had been found and rescued by one of the ambulance-wagons of the Red Cross.

When Marika told him of the death of their two children he was not so much overwhelmed as she had anticipated.

Im not so sure that you are right, Marika, he said, after a long sad pause. That our darling boy is now in heaven I doubt not, for you saw him killed. But you did not see Ivanka killed, and what you call her death-shriek may not have been her last. We must not be too ready to believe the worst. If I had not believed you and them to have been all murdered together, I would not have sought death so recklessly. I will not give up hope in that God who has brought you back, and saved me from death. I think that darling Ivanka is still alive.

Marika was only too glad to grasp at and hold on to the hope thus held out  feeble though the ground was on which it rested, and it need scarcely be said that she went about her hospital duties after that with a lightness and joy of heart which she had not felt for many a day.

Dobri Petroffs recovery was now no longer doubtful. Day by day his strength returned, until at last he was dismissed cured.

But it must not be supposed that Dobri was himself again. He stood as erect, indeed, and became as sturdy in appearance as he used to be, but there was many a deep-seated injury in his powerful frame which damaged its lithe and graceful motions, and robbed it of its youthful spring.

Returning to the village of Venilik at the conclusion of the armistice, the childless couple proceeded to rebuild their ruined home.

The news of the bold blacksmiths recovery, and return with his wife to the old desolated home, reached me at a very interesting period of our family history  my sister Bellas wedding day.

It came through my eccentric friend U. Biquitous, who, after going through the Russo-Turkish war as correspondent of the Evergreen Isle, had proceeded in the same capacity to Greece. After detailing a good many of his adventures, and referring me to the pages of the EI for the remainder of his opinions on things in general, he went on, By the way, in passing through Bulgaria lately, I fell in with your friend Dobri Petroff, the celebrated scout of the Balkan army. He and his pretty wife send their love, and all sorts of kind messages which I totally forget. Dobri said he supposed you would think he was dead, but he isnt, and I can assure you looks as if he didnt mean to die for some time to come. They are both very low, however, about the loss of their children, though they still cling fondly to the belief that their little girl Ivanka has not been killed.

Here, then, was a piece of news for my mother and family!  for we had regularly adopted Ivanka, and the dear child was to act that very day as one of Bellas bridesmaids.

I immediately told my mother, but resolved to say nothing to Ivanka, Nicholas, or Bella, till the ceremony was over.

It was inexpressibly sad to see Nicholas Naranovitsch that day, for, despite the fact that by means of a cork foot he could walk slowly to the church without the aid of a crutch, his empty sleeve, marred visage, and slightly stooping gait, but poorly represented the handsome young soldier of former days.

But my sister saw none of the blemishes  only the beauties  of the man.

Youve only got quarter of a husband, Bella, he said with a sad smile when the ceremony was over.

You were unnecessarily large before, retorted Bella. You could stand reducing; besides, you are doubled to-day, which makes you equal to two quarters, and as the wife is proverbially the better half, that brings you up nearly to three quarters, so dont talk any more nonsense, sir. With good nursing I shall manage, perhaps, to make a whole of you once more.

So be it, said Nicholas, kissing her. When they had left us, my mother called me  

Jeff, she said, with a look of decision in her meek face which I have not often observed there, I have made up my mind that you must go back to Turkey.

Indeed!

Yes, Jeff. You had no right, my dear boy, to bring that child away from her home in such a hurry.

But, said I remonstratively, her home at the time I carried her off was destroyed  indeed, most of the village was a smoking ruin, and liable at any moment to be replundered by the irregular troops of both sides, while Ivankas parents were reported dead  what could I do?

I dont know what you could do in those circumstances, but I know what you can do now, and that is, pack your portmanteau and prepare to take Ivanka to Venilik. The child must be at once restored to her parents. I cannot bear to think of their remaining in ignorance of her being alive. Very likely Nicholas and Bella will be persuaded to extend their honeymoon to two, or even three, months, and join you in a tour through the south of Europe, after which you will all come home strong and well to spend the winter with me.

Agreed, mother; your programme shall be carried out to the letter, if I can manage it.

When, asked my mother, did your friend say he passed through that village?

I opened his letter to ascertain, when my eye fell on a postscript which had escaped me on the first perusal. It ran thus  

P.S. I see no reason why I should not ask you to wish me joy. Im going to be married, my boy, to Blue-eyes! I could not forget her. I had no hope whatever of discovering her. I had settled in my mind to live and die an old bachelor, when I suddenly met her. It was in Piccadilly, when I was home, some months ago, in reference to an increase of my nominal salary from the EI (which by the way came to nothing  its original figure). I entered a bus and ran my head against that of a lady who was coming out. I looked up to apologise, and was struck dumb. It was Blue-eyes! I assisted her to alight, and stammered, I know not what, something like A thousand pardons  surely we have met  excuse me  a mistake  Thunderer  captain, great guns, torpedoes, and blazes in the midst of which she smiled, bowed, and moved on. I moved after her. I traced her (reverentially) to a house. It was that of a personal friend! I visited that friend, I became particularly intimate with that friend, I positively bored that friend until he detested me. At last I met her at the house of that friend and  but why go on? I am now captain of the Blue-eyes, and would not exchange places with any officer in the Royal Navy; we are to be married on my return, if Im not shot, assassinated, or hanged in the meantime. U.B.

Ah, Jeff, said my mother, how I wish that you would

She stopped.

I know what youre going to say, I returned, with a smile; and there is a charming little

Well, Jeff, why dont you go on?

Well, I dont see why I should not tell you, mother, that there is a charming little woman  the very best woman in the world  who has expressed herself willing to  you understand?

Yes, I understand.

Reader, I would gladly make a confidant of yourself in this matter, and tell you all about this charming little woman, if it were not for the fact that she is standing at my elbow at this very minute, causing me to make blots, and telling me not to write nonsense!

Before dismissing U. Biquitous, I may as well introduce here the last meeting I had with him. It was a considerable time after the war was over  after the Congress had closed its labours, and my friend had settled  if such a term could be applied to one who never settled  near London. Nicholas and I were sitting in a bower at the end of our garden, conversing on the war which had been happily brought to a close. Bella and my mother were seated opposite to us, the latter knitting a piece of worsted-work, the size of whose stitches and needles was suited to the weakness of her eyes, and the former busy with a pencil sketch of the superb view of undulating woodland which stretched away for miles in front of our house.

No doubt it is as you state, Jeff, said Nicholas, in reply to my last remark; war is a miserable method of settling a dispute, quite unworthy of civilised, to say nothing of Christian, men; but, then, how are we to get along without it? Its of no use saying that an evil must be put down  put a stop to  until you are able to show how it is to be stopped.

That does not follow, said I, quickly; it may be quite possible for me to see, point out, and condemn an evil although I cannot suggest a remedy and my earnest remonstrances regarding it may be useful in the way of helping to raise a general outcry of condemnation, which may have the effect of turning more capable minds than my own to the devising of a remedy. Sea-sickness is a horrible malady; I perceive it, I know it to be so. I loudly draw attention to the fact; I wont be silenced. Hundreds, thousands, of other miserables take heart and join me. We cant stand it! we shant! is the general cry. The attention of an able engineer is attracted by the noise we make, and the Calais-Douvre steamboat springs into being, a vessel which is supposed to render sea-sickness an impossibility. Whether it accomplishes this end or not is beside the question. The point is, that, by the vigorous use of our tongues and pens in condemnation of an admitted evil, we have drawn forth a vigorous attempt to get the better of it.

But you dont expect to do away with war altogether? said Nicholas.

Certainly not; I am not mad, I am only hopeful. As long as sin reigns in this world we shall have more or less of war, and I dont expect universal peace until the Prince of Peace reigns. Nevertheless, it is my duty to seek peace, and in every way to promote it.

Come, now, let us have this matter out, said Nicholas, lighting a cigar.

You are as fond of argument as a Scotsman, Nic, murmured Bella, putting a powerful touch in the foreground of her sketch.

Suppose, now, continued Nicholas, that you had the power to influence nations, what would you suggest instead of war?

Arbitration, said I, promptly; I would have the nations of Europe to band together and agree never to fight but always to appeal to reason, in the settlement of disputes. I would have them reduce standing armies to the condition of peace establishments  that is, just enough to garrison our strongholds, and be ready to back up our police in keeping ruffians in order. This small army would form a nucleus round which the young men of the nation would rally in the event of unavoidable war.

Ha! exclaimed Nicholas, with a smile of sarcasm, you would then have us all disarm, beat our swords into reaping-hooks, and melt our bayonets and cannon into pots and pans. A charming idea! Now, suppose there was one of the nations  say Russia or Turkey  that declined to join this peaceful alliance, and, when she saw England in her disarmed condition, took it into her head to pay off old scores, and sent ironclads and thousands of well-trained and well-appointed troops to invade you, what would you do?

Defend myself, said I.

What! with your peace-nucleus, surrounded by your rabble of untrained young men?

Nicholas, said my mother, in a mild voice, pausing in her work, you may be as fond of argument as a Scotsman, but you are not quite as fair. You have put into Jeffs mouth sentiments which he did not express, and made assumptions which his words do not warrant. He made no reference to swords, reaping-hooks, bayonets, cannon, pots or pans, and did not recommend that the young men of nations should remain untrained.

Bravo! mother; thank you, said I, as the dear old creature dropped her mild eyes once more on her work; you have done me nothing but justice. There is one point, however, on which I and those who are opposed to me coincide exactly; it is this, that the best way to maintain peace is to make yourself thoroughly capable and ready for war.

With your peculiar views, that would be rather difficult, I should fancy, said Nicholas, with a puzzled look.

You fancy so, because you misunderstand my views, said I; besides, I have not yet fully explained them  but here comes one who will explain them better than I can do myself.

As I spoke a man was seen to approach, with a smart free-and-easy air.

It is my friend U. Biquitous, said I, rising and hastening to meet him.

Ah, Jeff, my boy, glad Ive found you all together, cried my friend, wringing my hand and raising his hat to the ladies. Just come over to say good-bye. Im engaged again on the Evergreen Isle  same salary and privileges as before  freer scope, if possible, than ever.

And where are you going to, Mr Biquitous? asked my mother.

To Cyprus, madam,  the land of the  of the  the something or other; not got coached up yet, but you shall have it all in extenso ere long in the Evergreen, with sketches of the scenery and natives. Ill order a copy to be sent you.

Very kind, thank you, said my mother; you are fond of travelling, I think?

Fond of it! exclaimed my friend; yes, but that feebly expresses my sentiments,  I revel in travelling, I am mad about it. To roam over the world, by land and sea, gathering information, recording it, collating it, extending it, condensing it, and publishing it, for the benefit of the readers of the Evergreen Isle, is my chief terrestrial joy.

Why, Mr Biquitous, said Bella, looking up from her drawing, with a slight elevation of the eyebrows, I thought you were a married man.

Ah! Mrs Naranovitsch, I understand your reproofs; but that, madam, I call a celestial joy. Looking into my wifes blue eyes is what I call star-gazing, and that is a celestial, not a terrestrial, occupation. Next to making the stars twinkle, I take pleasure in travelling  flying through space,  

Crashing on the railroads,

Skimming on the seas,

Bounding on the mountain-tops,

Battling with the breeze.

Roaming through the forest,

Scampering on the plain,

Never stopping, always going,

Round and round again.

How very beautiful,  so poetical! said Bella.

So suggestively peaceful, murmured Nicholas.

Your own composition? asked my mother.

A mere morceau, replied my friend, modestly, tossed off to fill up a gap in the Evergreen.

You should write poetry, said I.

Think so? Well, Ive had some notion at times, of trying my hand at an ode, or an epic, but, man, I find too many difficulties in the way. As to feet, now, I cant manage feet in poetry. If it were inches or yards, one might get along, but feet are neither one thing nor another. Then, rhyme bothers me. Ive often to run over every letter in the alphabet to get hold of a rhyme  click, thick, pick, rick, chick, brick  that sort of thing, you know. Sentiment, too, is very troublesome. Either I put too much or too little sentiment into my verses; sometimes they are all sentiment together; not unfrequently they have none at all; or the sentiment is false, which spoils them, you know. Yes, much though I should like to be a poet, I must content myself with prose. Just fancy, now, my attempting a poem on Cyprus! What rhymes with Cyprus? Fyprus, gyprus, highprus, kyprus, lyprus, tryprus, and so on to the end. Its all the same; nothing will do. No doubt Hook would have managed it; Theodore could do anything in that way, but I cant.

Most unfortunate! But for these difficulties you might have been a second Milton. You leave your wife behind, I suppose, said Bella, completing her sketch and shutting the book.

What! exclaimed my volatile friend, becoming suddenly grave, leave Blue-eyes behind me! leave the mitigator of my woes, the doubler of my joys, the light of my life behind me! No, Mrs Naranovitsch, Blue-eyes is necessary to my existence; she inspires my pen and corrects my spelling; she lifts my soul, when required, above the petty cares of life, and enables me to take flights of genius, which, without her, were impossible, and you know that flights of genius are required, occasionally, of the correspondent of a weekly  at least of an Irish weekly. Yes, Blue-eyes goes with me. We shall levant together.

Are bad puns allowed in the Evergreen? I asked.

Not unless excessively bad, returned my friend; they wont tolerate anything lukewarm.

Well, now, Biquitous, said I, sit down and give Nicholas, who is hard to convince, your opinion as to the mode in which this and other countries ought to prepare for self-defence.

In earnest, do you mean?

In earnest, said I.

Well, then, said my friend, if I were in power I would make every man in Great Britain a trained soldier.

Humph! said Nicholas, that has been tried by other nations without giving satisfaction.

But, continued U. Biquitous, impressively, I would do so without taking a single man away from his home, or interfering with his duties as a civilian. I would have all the males of the land trained to arms in boyhood  during school-days  at that period of life when boys are best fitted to receive such instruction, when they would go in for military drill, as they now go in for foot-ball, cricket, or gymnastics  at that period when they have a good deal of leisure time, when they would regard the thing more as play than work  when their memories are strong and powerfully retentive, and when the principles and practice of military drill would be as thoroughly implanted in them as the power to swim or skate, so that, once acquired, theyd never quite lose it. I speak from experience, for I learned to skate and swim when a boy, and I feel that nothing  no amount of disuse  can ever rob me of these attainments. Still further, in early manhood I joined the great volunteer movement, and, though I have now been out of the force for many years, I know that I could fall in and behave tolerably well at a moments notice, while a weeks drill would brush me up into as good a soldier as I ever was or am likely to be. Remember, I speak only of rank and file, and the power to carry arms and use them intelligently. I would compel boys to undergo this training, but would make it easy, on doctors certificate, or otherwise, for anxious parents to get off the duty, feeling assured that the fraction of trained men thus lost to the nation would be quite insignificant. Afterwards, a few days of drill each year would keep men well up to the mark; and even in regard to this brushing-up drill I would make things very easy, and would readily accept every reasonable excuse for absence, in the firm belief that the willing men would be amply sufficient to maintain our reserve force. As to the volunteers, I would encourage them as heretofore, and give them more honour and privileges than they possess at present. Thus would an army be ever ready to spring into being at a days notice, and be thoroughly capable of defending hearths and homes in a few weeks.

For our colonies and our authority at home, I would have a very small, well-paid, and thoroughly efficient standing army, which would form a perfect model in military matters, and a splendid skeleton on which the muscle and sinew of the land might wind itself if invasion threatened. For the rest, I would keep my bayonets and artillery in serviceable condition, and my powder dry. If all Europe acted thus, she would be not less ready for war than she is now, and would have all her vigorous men turned into producers instead of consumers, to the immense advantage of the States coffers, to the great comfort of the women and children, to the lessening of crime and poverty, and to the general well-being of the world at large.

My dear sir, said Nicholas, with a laugh, you were born before your time.

It may be so, returned the other, lightly, nevertheless I will live in the hope of seeing the interests of peace more intelligently advanced than they have been of late; and if the system which I suggest is not found to be the best, I will rejoice to hear of a better, and will do my best to advocate it in the Evergreen Isle. But now I must go; Blue-eyes and Cyprus await me. Farewell.

U. Biquitous shook hands heartily, and walked rapidly away down the avenue, where he was eventually hidden from our view by a bush of laurel.

To return from this digression.

It is not difficult in these days to put a girdle round the world. Ivanka and I soon reached the village of Venilik.

It was a sad spectacle of ruin and desolation, but we found Dobri Petroff and Marika in the old home, which had been partially rebuilt. The blacksmiths anvil was ringing as merrily as ever when we approached, and his blows appeared to fall as heavily as in days gone by, but I noticed, when he looked up, that his countenance was lined and very sad, while his raven locks were prematurely tinged with grey.

Shall I describe the meeting of Ivanka with her parents? I think not. The imagination is more correct and powerful than the pen in such cases. New life seemed from that moment to be infused into the much-tried pair. Marika had never lost her trust in God through all her woes, and even in her darkest hours had refused to murmur. She had kissed the rod that smote her, and now she praised Him with a strong and joyful heart.

Alas! there were many others in that village, and thousands of others throughout that blood-soaked land, who had no such gleam of sunshine sent into the dark recesses of their woe-worn hearts  poor innocent souls these, who had lost their joy, their possessions, their hope, their all in this life, because of the mad, unreasonable superstition that it is necessary for men at times to arrange their differences by war!

War! what is it? A monster which periodically crushes the energies, desolates the homes, swallows thousands of the young lives, and sweeps away millions of the money of mankind. It bids Christianity stand aside for a time. It legalises wholesale murder and robbery. It affords a safe opportunity to villainy to work its diabolic will, so that some of the fairest scenes of earth are converted into human shambles. It destroys the labour of busy generations, past and present, and saddles heavy national debt on those that are yet unborn. It has been estimated that the national debts of Europe now amount to nearly 3000 millions sterling, more than three-fourths of which have been required for war and warlike preparations, and that about 600 millions are annually taken from the capital and industry of nations for the expense of past, and the preparation for future wars. War tramples gallantry in the dust, leaves women at the mercy of a brutal soldiery, slaughters old men, and tosses babes on bayonet-points. All this it does, and a great deal more, in the way of mischief; what does it accomplish in the way of good? What has mankind gained by the wars of Napoleon the First, which cost, it is said, two million of lives, to say nothing of the maimed-for-life and the bereaved? Will the gain or the loss of Alsace and Lorraine mitigate or increase in any appreciable degree the woe of French and Prussian widows? Will the revenues of these provinces pay for the loss consequent on the stagnation of trade and industry? What has been gained by the Crimean war, which cost us thousands of lives and millions in money? Nothing whatever! The treaties which were to secure what had been gained have been violated, and the empire for which we fought has been finally crushed.

When waged in self-defence war is a sad, a horrible necessity. When entered into with a view to national aggrandisement, or for an idea, it is the greatest of crimes. The man who creeps into your house at night, and cuts your throat while you are asleep in bed, is a sneaking monster, but the man who sits at home at ease, safe from the tremendous dogs which he is about to let loose, and, with diplomatic pen, signs away the peace of society and the lives of multitudes without serious cause, is a callous monster. Of the two the sneak is the less objectionable, because less destructive.

During this visit to Venilik, I spent some time in renewing my inquiries as to the fate of my yachts crew, but without success, and I was forced to the sad conclusion that they must either have been drowned or captured, and, it may be, killed after reaching the land. Long afterwards, however, I heard it rumoured that Mr Whitlaw had escaped and returned to his native country. There is, therefore, some reason to hope that that sturdy and true-hearted American still lives to relate, among his other stirring narratives, an account of that memorable night when he was torpedoed on the Danube.

Before finally bidding adieu to the Petroff family, I had many a talk with Dobri on the subject of war as we wandered sadly about the ruined village. The signs of the fearful hurricane by which it had been swept were still fresh upon it, and when I looked on the burnt homesteads, the trampled crops, and neglected fields, the crowds of new-made graves, the curs that quarrelled over unburied human bones, the blood-stained walls and door-posts, the wan, almost bloodless, faces of the few who had escaped the wrath of man, and reflected that all this had been brought about by a Christian nation, fighting in the interests of the Prince of Peace, I could not help the fervent utterance of the prayer: O God, scatter thou the people that delight in war!

THE END


JARWIN AND CUFFY
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Chapter One.

Adrift on the Ocean.

On a certain morning, not very long ago, the sun, according to his ancient and admirable custom, rose at a very early hour, and casting his bright beams far and wide over the Pacific, lighted up the yellow sands and the verdant hills of one of the loveliest of the islands of that mighty sea.

It was early morning, as we have said, and there was plenty of life  animal as well as vegetable  to be seen on land and sea, and in the warm, hazy atmosphere. But there were no indications of mans presence in that beautiful scene. The air was perfectly calm, yet the gentle swell of the ocean terminated in great waves, which came rolling in like walls of glass, and fell on the coral-reef like rushing snow-wreaths with a roar as loud as thunder.

Thousands of sea-birds screamed and circled in the sky. Fish leaped high out of their native element into the air, as if they wished to catch the gulls, while the gulls, seemingly smitten with a similar desire, dived into the water as if they wished to catch the fish. It might have been observed, however, that while the fish never succeeded in catching the gulls, the latter very frequently caught the fish, and, without taking the trouble to kill them, bolted them down alive.

Cocoanut-palms cast the shadows of their long stems and graceful tops upon the beach, while, farther inland, a dense forest of tropical plants  bread-fruit trees, bananas, etcetera  rose up the mountain-sides. Here and there open patches might be seen, that looked like fields and lawns, but there were no cottages or villas. Droves of pigs rambled about the valleys and on the hill-sides, but they were wild pigs. No man tended them. The bread-fruits, the cocoanuts, the bananas, the plantains, the plums, all were beautiful and fit for food, but no man owned them or used them, for, like many other spots in that sea of coral isles and savage men, the island was uninhabited.

In all the wide expanse of ocean that surrounded that island, there was nothing visible save one small, solitary speck on the far-off horizon. It might have been mistaken for a seagull, but it was in reality a raft  a mass of spars and planks rudely bound together with ropes. A boats mast rose from the centre of it, on which hung a rag of sail, and a small red flag drooped motionless from its summit. There were a few casks on the highest part of the raft, but no living soul was visible. Nevertheless, it was not without tenants. In a hollow between two of the spars, under the shadow of one of the casks, lay the form of a man. The canvas trousers, cotton shirt, blue jacket, and open necktie, bespoke him a sailor, but it seemed as though there were nothing left save the dead body of the unfortunate tar, so pale and thin and ghastly were his features. A terrier dog lay beside him, so shrunken that it looked like a mere scrap of door-matting. Both man and dog were apparently dead, but they were not so in reality, for, after lying about an hour quite motionless, the man slowly opened his eyes.

Ah, reader, it would have touched your heart to have seen those eyes! They were so deep set, as if in dark caverns, and so unnaturally large. They gazed round in a vacant way for a few moments, until they fell on the dog. Then a gleam of fire shot through them, and their owner raised his large, gaunt, wasted frame on one elbow, while he gazed with a look of eagerness, which was perfectly awful, at his dumb companion.

Not dead yet! he said, drawing a long sigh.

There was a strange, incongruous mixture of satisfaction and discontent in the remark, which was muttered in a faint whisper.

Another gleam shot through the large eyes. It was not a pleasant look. Slowly, and as if with difficulty, the man drew a clasp-knife from his pocket, and opened it. As he did so, his brows lowered and his teeth became clenched. It was quite plain what he meant to do. As he held the open knife over the dogs head, he muttered, Am I to die for the sake of a dog!

Either the terriers slumbers had come to an end naturally, at a fortunate moment, or the masters voice had awakened it, for it opened its eyes, raised its head, and looked up in the sailors face. The hand with the knife drooped a little. The dog rose and licked it. Hunger had done its work on the poor creature, for it could hardly stand, yet it managed to look in its masters face with that grave, simple gaze of self-forgetting love, which appears to be peculiar to the canine race. The savage glare of the seamans eyes vanished. He dropped the knife.

Thanks, Cuffy; thanks for stoppin me. It would have been murder! No, no, my doggie, you and I shall die together.

His voice sank into a murmur, partly from weakness and partly from the ideas suggested by his concluding words.

Die together! he repeated, surely it aint come to that yet. Wot, John Jarwin, youre not goin to give in like that, are you? to haul down your colours on a fine day with a clear sky like this overhead? Come, cheer up, lad; youre young and can hold out a good while yet. Hey, old dog, wot say you?

The dog made a motion that would, in ordinary circumstances, have resulted in the wagging of its tail, but the tail was powerless to respond.

At that moment a gull flew towards the raft; Jarwin watched it eagerly as it approached. Ah, he muttered, clasping his bony hand as tightly over his heart as his strength would allow and addressing the gull, if I only had hold of you, Id tear you limb from limb, and drink your blood!

He watched the bird intently as it flew straight over him. Leaning back, he continued slowly to follow its flight, until his head rested on the block of wood which had served him for a pillow. The support felt agreeable, he forgot the gull, closed his eyes, and sank with a deep sigh into a slumber that strongly resembled death.

Presently he awoke with a start, and, once more raising himself, gazed round upon the sea. No ship was to be seen. How often he had gazed round the watery circle with the same anxious look only to meet with disappointment! The hills of the coral island were visible like a blue cloud on the horizon, but Jarwins eyes were too dim and worn out to observe them.

Come, he exclaimed, suddenly, scrambling to his feet, rouse up, Cuffy; you an I aint a-goin to die without a good fight for life. Come along, my hearty; well have another glass of grog  Adams grog it is, but it has been good grog to you an me, doggie  an then we shall have another inspection o the locker; mayhap theres the half of a crumb left.

The comparatively cheery tone in which the sailor said this seemed to invigorate the dog, for it rose and actually succeeded in wriggling its tail as it staggered after its master  indubitable sign of hope and love not yet subdued!

Jarwin went to a cask which still contained a small quantity of fresh water. Three weeks before the point at which we take up his story, a storm had left him and his dog the sole survivors on the raft of the crew of a barque which had sprung a leak, and gone to the bottom. His provision at the time was a very small quantity of biscuit and a cask of fresh water. Several days before this the last biscuit had been consumed but the water had not yet failed. Hitherto John Jarwin had husbanded his provisions, but now, feeling desperate, he drank deeply of the few remaining drops of that liquid which, at the time, was almost as vital to him as his life-blood. He gave a full draught also to the little dog.

Share and share alike, doggie, he said, patting its head, as it eagerly lapped up the water; but theres no wittles, Cuffy, an ye dont care for baccy, or ye should be heartily welcome to a quid.

So saying, the sailor supplied his own cheek with a small piece of his favourite weed, and stood up on the highest part of the raft to survey the surrounding prospect. He did so without much hope, for hope deferred had at last made his heart sick. Suddenly his wandering gaze became fixed and intense. He shaded his eyes with one hand, and steadied himself against the mast with the other. There could be no doubt of it! Land ho! he shouted, with a degree of strength that surprised himself, and even drew from Cuffy the ghost of a bark. On the strength of the discovery Jarwin and his dumb friend immediately treated themselves to another glass of Adams grog.

But poor Jarwin had his patience further tried. Hours passed away, and still the island seemed as far off as ever. Night drew on, and it gradually faded from his view. But he had unquestionably seen land; so, with this to comfort him, the starving tar lay down beside his dog to spend another night  as he had already spent many days and nights  a castaway on the wide ocean.

Morning dawned, and the sailor rose with difficulty. He had forgotten, for a moment, the discovery of land on the previous night, but it was brought suddenly to his remembrance by the roar of breakers near at hand. Turning in the direction whence the sound came, he beheld an island quite close to him, with heavy rollers breaking furiously on the encircling ring of the coral-reef. The still water between the reef and the shore, which was about a quarter of a mile wide, reflected every tree and crag of the island, as if in a mirror. It was a grand, a glorious sight, and caused Jarwins heart to swell with emotions that he had never felt before; but his attention was quickly turned to a danger which was imminent, and which seemed to threaten the total destruction of his raft, and the loss of his life.

A very slight breeze  a mere zephyr  which had carried him during the night towards the island, was now bearing him straight, though slowly, down on the reef, where, if he had once got involved in the breakers, the raft must certainly have been dashed to pieces; and he knew full well, that in his weak condition, he was utterly incapable of contending with such a surf.

Being a man of promptitude, his first act, on making this discovery, was to lower the sail. This was, fortunately, done in time; had he kept it up a few minutes longer, he must inevitably have passed the only opening in the reef that existed on that side of the island. This opening was not more than fifty yards wide. To the right and left of it the breakers on the reef extended, in lines of seething foam. Already the raft was rolling in the commotion caused by these breakers, as it drifted towards the opening.

Jarwin was by no means devoid of courage. Many a time, in days gone by, when his good ship was tossing on the stormy sea, or scudding under bare poles, had he stood on the deck with unshaken confidence and a calm heart, but now he was face to face with the seamans most dreaded enemy breakers ahead!  nay, worse, breakers around him everywhere, save at that one narrow passage, which appeared so small, and so involved in the general turmoil, as to afford scarcely an element of hope. For the first time in his life Jarwins heart sank within him  at least so he said in after years while talking of the event  but we suspect that John was underrating himself. At all events, he showed no symptoms of fear as he sat there calmly awaiting his fate.

As the raft approached the reef, each successive roller lifted it up and dropped it behind more violently, until at last the top of one of the glittering green walls broke just as it passed under the end of the raft nearest the shore. Jarwin now knew that the next billow would seal his fate.

There was a wide space between each of those mighty waves. He looked out to sea, and beheld the swell rising and taking form, and increasing in speed as it came on. Calmly divesting himself of his coat and boots, he sat down beside his dog, and awaited the event. At that moment he observed, with intense gratitude to the Almighty, that the raft was drifting so straight towards the middle of the channel in the reef, that there seemed every probability of being carried through it; but the hope thus raised was somewhat chilled by the feeling of weakness which pervaded his frame.

Now, Cuffy, said he, patting the terrier gently, rouse up, my doggie; we must make a brave struggle for life. Its neck or nothing this time. If we touch that reef in passing, Cuff, you an I shall be food for the sharks to-night, an its my opinion that the shark as gits us wont have much occasion to boast of his supper.

The sailor ceased speaking abruptly. As he looked back at the approaching roller he felt solemnised and somewhat alarmed, for it appeared so perpendicular and so high from his low position, that it seemed as if it would fall on and overwhelm the raft. There was, indeed, some danger of this. Glancing along its length, Jarwin saw that here and there the edge was lipping over, while in one place, not far off, the thunder of its fall had already begun. Another moment, and it appeared to hang over his head; the raft was violently lifted at the stern, caught up, and whirled onward at railway speed, like a cork in the midst of a boiling cauldron of foam. The roar was deafening. The tumultuous heaving almost overturned it several times. Jarwin held on firmly to the mast with his right arm, and grasped the terrier with his left hand, for the poor creature had not strength to resist such furious motion. It all passed with bewildering speed. It seemed as if, in one instant, the raft was hurled through the narrows, and launched into the calm harbour within. An eddy, at the inner side of the opening, swept it round, and fixed the end of one of the largest spars of which it was composed on the beach.

There were fifty yards or so of sandy coral-reef between the beach outside, that faced the sea, and the beach inside, which faced the land; yet how great the difference! The one beach, buffeted for ever, day and night, by the breakers  in calm by the grand successive rollers that, as it were, symbolised the oceans latent power  in storm by the mad deluge of billows which displayed that power in all its terrible grandeur. The other beach, a smooth, sloping circlet of fair white sand, laved only by the ripples of the lagoon, or by its tiny wavelets, when a gale chanced to sweep over it from the land.

Jarwin soon gained this latter beach with Cuffy in his arms, and sat down to rest, for his strength had been so much reduced that the mere excitement of passing through the reef had almost exhausted him. Cuffy, however, seemed to derive new life from the touch of earth again, for it ran about in a staggering drunken sort of way; wagged its tail at the root,  without, however, being able to influence the point,  and made numerous futile efforts to bark.

In the midst of its weakly gambols the terrier chanced to discover a dead fish on the sands. Instantly it darted forward and began to devour it with great voracity.

Halo! Cuffy, shouted Jarwin, who observed him; ho! hold on, you rascal! share and share alike, you know. Here, fetch it here!

Cuffy had learned the first great principle of a good and useful life  whether of man or beast  namely, prompt obedience. That meek but jovial little dog, on receiving this order, restrained its appetite, lifted the fish in its longing jaws, and, carrying it to his master, humbly laid it at his feet. He was rewarded with a hearty pat on the head, and a full half of the coveted fish  for Jarwin appeared to regard the share-and-share-alike principle as a point of honour between them.

The fish was not good, neither was it large, and of course it was raw, besides being somewhat decayed; nevertheless, both man and dog ate it, bones and all, with quiet satisfaction. Nay, reader, do not shudder! If you were reduced to similar straits, you would certainly enjoy, with equal gusto, a similar meal, supposing that you had the good fortune to get it. Small though it was, it sufficed to appease the appetite of the two friends, and to give them a feeling of strength which they had not experienced for many a day.

Under the influence of this feeling, Jarwin remarked to Cuffy, that a man could eat a-most anything when hard put to it, and that it wos now high time to think about goin ashore.

To which Cuffy replied with a bark, which one might imagine should come from a dog in the last stage of whooping-cough, and with a wag of his tail  not merely at the root thereof, but a distinct wag  that extended obviously along its entire length to the extreme point. Jarwin observed the successful effort, laughed feebly, and said, Brayvo, Cuffy, with evident delight; for it reminded him of the days when that little shred of a door-mat, in the might of its vigour, was wont to wag its tail so violently as to convulse its whole body, insomuch that it was difficult to decide whether the tail wagged the body, or the body the tail!

But, although Jarwin made light of his sufferings, his gaunt, wasted frame would have been a sad sight to any pitiful spectator, as with weary aspect and unsteady gait he moved about on the sandy ridge in search of more food, or gazed with longing eyes on the richly-wooded island.

For it must be remembered that our castaway had not landed on the island itself, but on that narrow ring of coral-reef which almost encircled it, and from which it was separated by the lagoon, or enclosed portion of the sea, which was, as we have said, about a quarter of a mile wide.

John Jarwin would have thought little of swimming over that narrow belt of smooth water in ordinary circumstances, but now he felt that his strength was not equal to such a feat. Moreover, he knew that there were sharks in these waters, so he dismissed the idea of swimming, and cast about in his mind how he should manage to get across. With Jarwin, action soon followed thought. He resolved to form a small raft out of portions of the large one. Fortunately his clasp-knife had been attached, as seamen frequently have it, to his waist-belt, when he forsook his ship. This was the only implement that he possessed, but it was invaluable. With it he managed to cut the thick ropes that he could not have untied, and, in the course of two hours  for he laboured with extreme difficulty  a few broken planks and spars were lashed together. Embarking on this frail vessel with his dog, he pushed off, and using a piece of plank for an oar, sculled himself over the lagoon.

It was touching, even to himself, to observe the slowness of his progress. All the strength that remained in him was barely sufficient to move the raft. But the lagoon was as still as a mill-pond. Looking down into its clear depths, he could see the rich gardens of coral and sea-weed, among which fish, of varied and brilliant colours, sported many fathoms below. The air, too, was perfectly calm.

Very slowly he left the reef astern; the middle of the lagoon was gained; then, gradually, he neared the island-shore, but oh! it was a long, weary pull, although the space was so short, and, to add to the poor mans misery, the fish which he had eaten caused him intolerable thirst. But he reached the shore at last.

The first thing that greeted his eye as he landed was the sparkle of a clear spring at the foot of some cocoanut-trees. He staggered eagerly towards it, and fell down beside a hollow in the rock, like a large cup or bowl, which had been scooped out by it.

Who shall presume to describe the feelings of that shipwrecked sailor as he and his dog drank from the same cup at that sparkling crystal fountain? Delicious odours of lime and citron trees, and well-nigh forgotten herbage, filled his nostrils, and the twitter of birds thrilled his ears, seeming to bid him welcome to the land, as he sank down on the soft grass, and raised his eyes in thanksgiving to heaven. An irresistible tendency to sleep then seized him.

If theres a heaven upon earth, Im in it now, he murmured, as he laid down his head and closed his eyes.

Cuffy, nestling into his breast, placed his chin on his neck, and heaved a deep, contented sigh. This was the last sound the sailor recognised, as he sank into profound repose.




Chapter Two.

Island Life.

There are few of the minor sweets of life more agreeable than to awake refreshed, and to become gradually impressed with the conviction that you are a perfectly free agent,  that you may rise when you choose, or lie still if you please, or do what you like, without let or hindrance.

So thought our hero, John Jarwin, when he awoke, on the same spot where he had thrown himself down, after several hours of life-giving slumber. He was still weak, but his weakness did not now oppress him. The slight meal, the long draught, and the deep sleep, had restored enough of vigour to his naturally robust frame to enable him, while lying on his back, to enjoy his existence once more. He was, on first awaking, in that happy condition of mind and body in which the former does not care to think and the latter does not wish to move  yet both are pleased to be largely conscious of their own identity.

That he had not moved an inch since he lay down, became somewhat apparent to Jarwin from the fact that Cuffys chin still rested immovable on his neck, but his mind was too indolent to pursue the thought. He had not the most remote idea as to where he was, but he cared nothing for that. He was in absolute ignorance of the time of day, but he cared, if possible, still less for that. Food, he knew, was necessary to his existence, but the thought gave him no anxiety. In short, John and his dog were in a state of quiescent felicity, and would probably have remained so for some hours to come, had not the setting sun shone forth at that moment with a farewell gleam so intense, that it appeared to set the world of clouds overhead on fire, converting them into hills and dales, and towering domes and walls and battlements of molten glass and gold. Even to the wearied seamans sleepy vision the splendour of the scene became so fascinating, that he shook off his lethargy, and raised himself on one elbow.

Why, Cuffy! he exclaimed, to the yawning dog, seems to me that the heavens is a-fire! Hope it wont come on dirty weather before you an I get up somethin in the shape o a hut. That minds me, doggie, he added, glancing slowly round him, that we must look after prokoorin of our supper. I do believe weve bin an slep away a whole day! Well, well, it dont much matter, seein that we haint got no dooty for to do  no trick at the wheel, no greasin the masts  wust of all, no splicin the main brace, and no grub.

This latter remark appeared to reach the understanding of the dog, for it uttered a melancholy howl as it gazed into its masters eyes.

Ah, Cuffy! continued the sailor with a sigh, youve good reason to yowl, for the half of a rotten fish aint enough for a dog o your appetite. Come, lets see if we cant find somethin more to our tastes.

Saying this the man rose, stretched himself, yawned, looked helplessly round for a few seconds, and then, with a cheery Hallo! Cuff, come along, my hearty, went down to the beach in quest of food.

In this search he was not unsuccessful, for the beach abounded with shell-fish of various kinds; but Jarwin ate sparingly of these, having been impressed, in former years, by some stories which he had heard of shipwrecked sailors having been poisoned by shell-fish. For the same reason he administered a moderate supply to Cuffy, telling him that it warnt safe wittles, an that if they was to be pisoned, it was as well to be pisoned in moderation. The dog, however, did not appear to agree with its master on this point, for it went picking up little tit-bits here and there, and selfishly ignoring the share-and-share-alike compact, until it became stuffed alarmingly, and could scarcely follow its master back to the fountain.

Arrived there, the two slaked their thirst together, and then Jarwin sat down to enjoy a pipe, and Cuffy lay down to suffer the well-merited reward of gluttony.

We have said that Jarwin sat down to enjoy a pipe, but he did not enjoy it that night, for he discovered that the much-loved little implement, which he had cherished tenderly while on the raft, was broken to atoms in his coat-pocket! In his eagerness to drink on first landing, he had thrown himself down on it, and now smoking was an impossibility, at least for that night. He reflected, however, that it would not be difficult to make a wooden pipe, and that cigarettes might perhaps be made by means of leaves, or bark, while his tobacco lasted; so he consoled himself in the meantime with hopeful anticipations, and a quid. Being still weak and weary, he lay down again beside the fountain, and almost immediately fell into a sleep, which was not at all disturbed by the starts and groans and frequent yelps of Cuffy, whose sufferings could scarcely have been more severe if he had supped on turtle-soup and venison, washed down with port and claret.

Thus did those castaways spend the first night on their island.

It must not be supposed, however, that we are going to trace thus minutely every step and sensation in the career of our unfortunate friends. We have too much to tell that is important to devote our valuable space to everyday incidents. Nevertheless, as it is important that our readers should understand our hero thoroughly, and the circumstances in which we find him, it is necessary that we should draw attention to some incidents  trifling in themselves, but important in their effects  which occurred to John Jarwin soon after his landing on the island.

The first of these incidents was, that John one day slipped his foot on a tangle-covered rock, and fell into the sea. A small matter this, you will say, to a man who could swim, and in a climate so warm that a dip, with or without clothes, was a positive luxury. Most true; and had the wetting been all, Jarwin would have had nothing to annoy him; for at the time the accident occurred he had been a week on the island, had managed to pull and crack many cocoa-nuts, and had found various excellent wild-fruits, so that his strength, as well as Cuffys, had been much restored. In fact, when Jarwins head emerged from the brine, after his tumble, he gave vent to a shout of laughter, and continued to indulge in hilarious demonstrations all the time he was wringing the water out of his garments, while the terrier barked wildly round him.

But suddenly, in the very midst of a laugh, he became grave and pale,  so pale, that a more obtuse creature than Cuffy might have deemed him ill. While his mouth and eyes slowly opened wider and wider, his hands slapped his pockets, first his trousers, then his vest, then his coat, after which they fell like pistol-shots on his thighs, and he exclaimed, in a voice of horror Gone!

Ay, there could be no doubt about it; every particle of his tobacco was gone! It had never been much, only three or four plugs; but it was strong, and he had calculated that, what with careful husbanding, and mixing it with other herbs, it would last him for a considerable length of time.

In a state bordering on frenzy, the sailor rushed back to the rock from which he had fallen. The baccy was not there. He glanced right and left  no sign of it floating on the sea. In he went, head foremost, like a determined suicide; down, down to the bottom, for he was an expert diver, and rioted among the coral groves, and horrified the fish, until he well-nigh burst, and rose to the surface with a groan and splutter that might have roused envy in a porpoise. Then down he went again, while Cuffy stood on the shore regarding him with mute amazement.

Never did pearl-diver grope for the treasures of the deep with more eager intensity than did John Jarwin search for that lost tobacco. He remained under water until he became purple in the face, and, coming to the surface after each dive, stayed only long enough to recharge his lungs with air. How deeply he regretted at that time the fact that mans life depended on so frequent and regular a supply of atmospheric air! How enviously he glanced at the fish which, with open eyes and mouths, appeared to regard him with inexpressible astonishment  as well they might! At last Jarwins powers of endurance began to give way, and he was compelled to return to the shore, to the great relief of Cuffy, which miserable dog, if it had possessed the smallest amount of reasoning power, must have deemed its master hopelessly insane.

But why so much ado about a piece of tobacco? we hear some lady-reader or non-smoker exclaim.

Just because our hero was, and had been since his childhood, an inveterate smoker. Of course we cannot prove our opinion to be correct, but we are inclined to believe that if all the smoke that had issued from Jarwins lips, from the period of his commencing down to that terrible day when he lost his last plug, could have been collected in one vast cloud, it would have been sufficient to have kept a factory chimney going for a month or six weeks. The poor man knew his weakness. He had several times tried to get rid of the habit which had enslaved him, and, by failing, had come to know the tyrannical power of his master. He had once been compelled by circumstances to forego his favourite indulgence for three entire days, and retained so vivid a recollection of his sufferings that he made up his mind never more to strive for freedom, but to enjoy his pipe as long as he lived  to swim with the current, in fact, and take it easy. It was of no use that several men, who objected to smoking from principle, and had themselves gone through the struggle and come off victorious, pointed out that if he went on at his present rate, it would cut short his life. Jarwin didnt believe that. He felt well and hearty, and said that he was too tough, by a long way, to be floored by baccy; besides, if his life was to be short, he saw no reason why it should not be a pleasant one. It was vain for these disagreeable men of principle to urge that when his health began to give way he would not find life very pleasant, and then baccy would fail to relieve him. Stuff and nonsense? Did not Jarwin know that hundreds of thousands of old men enjoyed their pipes to the very last. He also knew that a great many men had filled early graves owing to the use of tobacco, but he chose to shut his eyes to this fact  moreover, although a great truth, it was a difficult truth to prove.

It was of still less use that those tiresome men of principle demonstrated that the money spent in tobacco would, if accumulated, form a snug little fortune to retire upon in his old age. John only laughed at this. Wot did he want with a fortin in his old age, he would say; he would rather work to the last for his three Bs  his bread and beer and baccy  an die in harness. A man couldnt get on like a man without them three Bs, and he wosnt goin for to deprive hisself of none of em, not he; besides, his opponents were bad argifiers, he was wont to say, with a chuckle, for if, as they said, baccy would be the means of cuttin his life short, why then, he wouldnt never come to old age to use his fortin, even if he should manage to save it off his baccy.

This last argument always brought Jarwin off with flying colours  no wonder, for it was unanswerable; and thus he came to love his beer and baccy so much that he became thoroughly enslaved to both.

His brief residence on the south-sea island had taught him, by painful experience, that he was capable of existing without at least two of his three Bs  bread and beer. He had suffered somewhat from the change of diet; and now that his third B was thus suddenly, unexpectedly, and hopelessly wrenched from him, he sat himself down on the beach beside Cuffy, and gazed out to sea in absolute despair.

We must guard the reader at this point from supposing that John Jarwin had ever been what is called an intemperate man. He was one of those honest, straightforward tars who do their duty like men, and who, although extremely fond of their pipe and their glass of grog, never lower themselves below the level of the brutes by getting drunk. At the same time, we feel constrained to add that Jarwin acted entirely from impulse and kindly feeling. He had little to do with principle, and did not draw towards those who professed to be thus guided. He was wont to say that they was troublesome fellers, always shovin in their oars when they werent wanted to, an settin themselves up for better than everybody else. Had one of those troublesome fellows presented John Jarwin with a pound of tobacco in his forlorn circumstances, at that time he would probably have slapped him on the shoulder, and called him one of the best fellows under the sun!

Cuffy, my friend, exclaimed Jarwin at last, with an explosive sigh, all the baccys gone, so well have to smoke sea-weed for the futur. The terrier said Bow-wow to this, cocked its ears, and looked earnest, as if waiting for more.

Come along, exclaimed the man, overturning his dog as he leaped up, well go home and have summat to eat.

Jarwin had erected a rude hut, composed of boughs and turf, near the fountain where he had first landed. It was the home to which he referred. At first he had devoted himself entirely to the erection of this shelter, and to collecting various roots and fruits and shell-fish for food, intending to delay the examination of the island until his strength should be sufficiently restored to enable him to scale the heights without more than ordinary fatigue. He had been so far recruited as to have fixed for his expedition the day following that on which he sustained his irreparable loss.

Entering his hut he proceeded to kindle a fire by means of a small burning-glass, with which, in happier times, he had been wont to light his pipe. Very soon he had several roots, resembling small potatoes, baking in the hot ashes. With these, a handful of plums, a dozen of oyster-like fish, of which there were plenty on the shore, and a draught of clear cold water, he made a hearty repast, Cuffy coming in for a large share of it, as a matter of course. Then he turned all his pockets inside out, and examined them as carefully as if diamonds lurked in the seams. No, not a speck of tobacco was to be found! He smelt them. The odour was undoubtedly strong  very strong. On the strength of it he shut his eyes, and endeavoured to think that he was smoking; but it was a weak substitute for the pipe, and not at all satisfying. Thereafter he sallied forth and wandered about the sea-shore in a miserable condition, and went to bed that night  as he remarked to his dog  in the blues.

Reader, it is not possible to give you an adequate conception of the sensations and sufferings of John Jarwin on that first night of his bereaved condition. He dreamed continuously of tobacco. Now he was pacing the deck of his old ship with a splendid pipe of cut Cavendish between his lips. Anon he was smoking a meerschaum the size of a hogshead, with a stem equal to the length and thickness of the main-topmast of a seventy-four; but somehow the meerschaum wouldnt draw, whereupon John, in a passion, pronounced it worthy of its name, and hove it overboard, when it was instantly transformed into a shark with a cutty pipe in its mouth. To console himself our hero endeavoured to thrust into his mouth a quid of negro-head, which, however, suddenly grew as big as the cabin-skylight, and became as tough as gutta-percha, so that it was utterly impossible to bite off a piece; and, stranger still, when the poor sailor had by struggling got it in, it dwindled down into a point so small that he could not feel it in his mouth at all. On reaching this, the vanishing-point, Jarwin awoke to a consciousness of the dread reality of his destitute condition. Turning on his other side with a deep groan, he fell asleep again, to dream of tobacco in some new and tantalising form until sunrise, when he awoke unrefreshed. Leaping up, he cast off his clothes, rushed down the beach, and plunged into sea, by way of relieving his feelings.

During the day John Jarwin brooded much over his dreams, for his mind was of a reflective turn, and Cuffy looked often inquiringly into his face. That sympathetic doggie would evidently have besought him to pour his sorrows into his cocked ears if he could have spoken; but  alas! for people who are cast away on desert islands  the gift of speech has been denied to dogs.

Besides being moody, Jarwin was uncommonly taciturn that day. He did not tell Cuffy the result of his cogitations, so that we cannot say anything further about them. All that we are certainly sure of is, that he was profoundly miserable that day  that he postponed his intended expedition to the top of the neighbouring hill  that he walked about the beach slowly, with his chin on his breast and his hands in his pockets  that he made various unsuccessful attempts to smoke dried leaves, and bark, and wild-flowers, mixing with those substances shreds of his trousers pockets, in order that they might have at least the flavour of tobacco  that he became more and more restive as the day wore on, became more submissive in the evening, paid a few apologetic attentions to Cuffy at supper-time, and, finally, went to bed in a better frame of mind, though still craving painfully for the weed which had enslaved him. That night his dreams were still of tobacco! No lover was ever assailed more violently with dreams of his absent mistress than was John Jarwin with longings for his adorable pipe. But there was no hope for him  the beloved one was effectually and permanently gone; so, like a sensible man, he awoke next morning with a stern resolve to submit to his fate with a good grace.

In pursuance of this resolution he began the day with a cold bath, in which Cuffy joined him. Then he breakfasted on chestnuts, plums, citrons, oysters, and shrimps, the former of which abounded in the woods, the latter on the shore. Jarwin caught the shrimps in a net, extemporised out of his pocket-handkerchief. While engaged with his morning meal, he was earnestly watched by several green paroquets with blue heads and crimson breasts; and during pauses in the meal he observed flocks of brightly-coloured doves and wood-pigeons, besides many other kinds of birds, the names of which he did not know, as well as water-hens, plover, and wild ducks.

Lost your appetite this morning, Cuff? said Jarwin, offering his companion a citron, which he decidedly refused. Ah! he continued, patting the dogs sides, I see how it is; youve had breakfast already this morning; bin at it when I was a-sleepin. For shame, Cuffy!  you should have waited for me; an youve bin an over-ate yourself again, you greedy dog!

This was evidently the case. The guilty creature, forgetful of its past experiences, had again gorged itself with dead fish, which it had found on the beach, and looked miserable.

Well, never mind, doggie, said Jarwin, finishing his meal, and rising. Ill give you a little exercise to-day for the good of your health. We shant go sulking as we did yesterday; so, come along.

The sailor left his bower as he spoke, and set off at a round pace with his hands in his pockets, and a thick stick under his arm, whistling as he went, while Cuffy followed lovingly at his heels.




Chapter Three.

Communings of Man and Beast.

It would appear to be almost an essential element in life that man should indulge in speech. Of course we cannot prove this, seeing that we have never been cast alone on a desert island (although we have been next thing to it), and cannot positively conclude what would have been the consequences to our castaway if he had rigidly refrained from speech. All that we can ground an opinion on is the fact that John Jarwin talked as much and as earnestly to his dog as if he knew that that sagacious creature understood every word he uttered. Indeed, he got into such a habit of doing this, that it is very probable he might have come to believe that Cuffy really did understand, though he was not gifted with the power to reply. If it be true that Jarwin came to this state of credulity, certain it is that Cuffy was deeply to blame in the matter, because the way in which that ridiculous hypocrite sat before his master, and looked up in his face with his lustrous, intelligent eyes, and cocked his ears, and wagged his tail, and smiled, might have deceived a much less superstitious man than a British tar.

We have said that Cuffy smiled, advisedly. Some people might object to the word, and say that he only snickered, or made faces. That, we hold, is a controvertible question. Cuffys facial contortions looked like smiling. They came very often inappropriately, and during parts of Jarwins discourse when no smile should have been called forth; but if that be sufficient to prove that Cuffy was not smiling, then, on the same ground, we hold that a large proportion of those ebullitions which convulse the human countenance are not smiles but unmeaning grins. Be this as it may, Cuffy smiled, snickered, or grinned amazingly, during the long discourses that were delivered to him by his master, and indeed looked so wonderfully human in his knowingness, that it only required a speaking tongue and a shaved face to constitute him an unanswerable proof of the truth of the Darwinian theory of the origin of the human species.

Cuffy, said Jarwin, panting, as he reached the summit of his island, and sat down on its pinnacle rock, thats a splendid view, aint it?

To any one save a cynic or a misanthrope, Cuffy replied with eye and tail, It is magnificent.

But youre not looking at it, objected Jarwin, youre looking straight up in my face; so how can you tell what its like, doggie?

I see it all, replied Cuffy with a grin; all reflected in the depths of your two loving eyes.

Of course Jarwin lost this pretty speech in consequence of its being a mute reply, but he appeared to have some intuitive perception of it, for he stooped down and patted the dogs head affectionately.

After this there was a prolonged silence, during which the sailor gazed wistfully round the horizon. The scene was indeed one of surpassing beauty and grandeur. The island on which he had been cast was one of those small coral gems which deck the breast of the Pacific. It could not have been more than nine or ten miles in circumference, yet within this area there lay a miniature world. The mountain-top on which the seaman sat was probably eight or nine hundred feet above the level of the sea, and commanded a view of the whole island. On one side lay three lesser hills, covered to their summits with indescribably rich verdure, amongst which rose conspicuous the tall stems and graceful foliage of many cocoanut-palms. Fruit-trees of various kinds glistened in the sunshine, and flowering shrubs in abundance lent additional splendour to the scene. On the other side of the mountain a small lake glittered like a jewel among the trees; and there numerous flocks of wild-fowl disported themselves in peaceful security. From the farther extremity of the lake flowed a rivulet, which, from the mountain-top, resembled a silver thread winding its way through miniature valleys, until lost in the light yellow sand of the sea-shore. On this beach there was not even a ripple, because of the deep calm which prevailed but on the ring or coral-reef, which completely encircled the island, those great rollers  which appear never to go down even in calm  fell from time to time with a long, solemn roar, and left an outer ring of milk-white foam. The blue lagoon between the reef and the island varied from a few yards to a quarter of a mile in breadth, and its quiet waters were like a sheet of glass, save where they were ruffled now and then by the diving of a sea-gull or the fin of a shark. Birds of many kinds filled the grove with sweet sounds, and tended largely to dispel that feeling of intense loneliness which had been creeping that day over our seamans spirit.

Come, my doggie, said Jarwin, patting his dumb companions head, if you and I are to dwell here for long, weve got a most splendid estate to look after. I only hope we wont find South Sea niggers in possession before us, for theyre not hospitable, Cuffy, they aint hospitable, bein given, so Im told, to prefer human flesh to most other kinds o wittles.

He looked anxiously round in all directions at this point, as if the ideas suggested by his words were not particularly agreeable.

No, he resumed, after a short survey, it dont seem as if there was any of em here. Anyhow I cant see none, and most parts of the island are visible from this here mast-head.

Again the seaman became silent as he repeated his survey of the island; his hands, meanwhile, searching slowly, as if by instinct, round his pockets, and into their most minute recesses, if haply they might find an atom of tobacco. Both hands and eyes, however, failed in their search; so, turning once more towards his dog, Jarwin sat down and addressed it thus:  

Cuff, my doggie, dont wink in that idiotical way, you hanimated bundle of oakum! and dont wag yer tail so hard, else youll shake it off some fine day! Well, Cuff, here you an I are fixed it may be for years, an it may be for ever  as the old song says; so it behoves you and me to hold a consultation as to wots the best to be done for to make the most of our sukumstances. Ah, doggie! he continued in a low tone, looking pensively towards the horizon, its little that my dear wife (your missus and mine, Cuff) knows that her John has fallen heir to sitch an estate; become, so to speak, monarch of all he surveys. O Molly, Molly, if you was only here, wot a paradise it would be! Eden over again; Adam an Eve, without amost no difference, barrin the close, by the way, for if I aint mistaken, Adam didnt wear a straw hat and a blue jacket, with pumps and canvas ducks. Leastwise, Ive never heard that he did; an Im quite sure that Eve didnt go to church on Sundays in a gown wi sleeves like two legs o mutton, an a bonnet like a coal-scuttle. By the way, I dont think they owned a doggie neither.



At this point the terrier, who had gradually quieted down during the above soliloquy, gave a responsive wag of its tail, and looked up with a smile  a plain, obvious, unquestionable smile, which its master believed in most thoroughly.

Ah, you neednt grin like that, Cuff, replied Jarwin, its quite certain that Adam and Eve had no doggie. No doubt they had plenty of wild uns  them as they givd names to  but they hadnt a good little tame un like you, Cuff; no, nor nobody else, for youre the best dog in the world  if youd only keep yer spanker-boom quiet; but youll shake it off, you will, if you go on like that. There, lie down, an lets get on with our consultation. Well, as I was sayin when you interrupted me, wot a happy life we could live here if wed only got the old girl with us! Id be king, you know, Cuff, and shed be queen, and wed make you prime minister  youre prime favourite already, you know. There now, if you dont clap a stopper on that ere spanker-boom, Ill have to lash it down. Well, to proceed: wed build a hut  or a palace  of turf an sticks, with a bunk alongside for you; an wen our close began for to wear out, wed make pants and jackets and petticoats of cocoanut-fibre; for you must know Ive often seed mats made o that stuff, an splendid wear theres in it too, though it would be rather rough for the skin at first; but wed get used to that in coorse o time. Only fancy Mrs Jarwin in a cocoanut-fibre petticoat with a palm-leaf hat, or somethink o that sort! An, after all, it wouldnt be half so rediklous as some o the canvas shes used to spread on Sundays.

Jarwin evidently thought his ideas somewhat ridiculous, for he paused at this point and chuckled, while Cuffy sprang up and barked responsively.

While they were thus engaged, a gleam of white appeared on the horizon.

Sail ho! shouted the sailor in the loud, full tones with which he was wont to announce such an appearance from the mast-head in days gone by.

Oh, how earnestly he strained his eyes in the direction of that little speck! It might have been a sail; just as likely it was the wing of a sea-gull or an albatross. Whatever it was, it grew gradually less until it sank out of view on the distant horizon. With it sank poor Jarwins newly-raised hopes. Still he continued to gaze intently, in the hope that it might reappear; but it did not. With a heavy sigh the sailor rose at length, wakened Cuffy, who had gone to sleep, and descended the mountain.

This look-out on the summit of the island now became the regular place of resort for Jarwin and his dumb, but invaluable companion. And so absorbed did the castaway become, in his contemplation of the horizon, and in his expectation of the heaving in sight of another sail, that he soon came to spend most of his time there. He barely gave himself time to cook and eat his breakfast before setting out for the spot, and frequently he remained there the livelong day, having carried up enough of provision to satisfy his hunger.

At first, while there, he employed himself in the erection of a rude flag-staff, and thus kept himself busy and reasonably cheerful. He cut the pole with some difficulty, his clasp-knife being but a poor substitute for an axe; then he bored a hole at the top to reave the halliards through. These latter he easily made by plaiting together threads of cocoanut-fibre, which were both tough and long. When ready, he set up and fixed the staff, and hoisted thereon several huge leaves of the palm-tree, which, in their natural size and shape, formed excellent flags.

When, however, all this was done, he was reduced to a state of idleness, and his mind began to dwell morbidly on the idea of being left to spend the rest of his days on the island. His converse with Cuffy became so sad that the spirits of that sagacious and sympathetic dog were visibly affected. He did, indeed, continue to lick his masters hand lovingly, and to creep close to his side on all occasions; but he ceased to wag his expressive tail with the violence that used to characterise that appendage in other days, and became less demonstrative in his conduct. All this, coupled with constant exposure in all sorts of weather  although Jarwin was not easily affected by a breeze or a wet jacket  began at last to undermine the health of the stout seaman. He became somewhat gaunt and hollow-cheeked, and his beard and moustache, which of course he could not shave, and which, for a long time, presented the appearance of stubble, added to the lugubriosity of his aspect.

As a climax to his distress, he one day lost his dog! When it went off, or where it went to, he could not tell, but, on rousing up one morning and putting out his hand almost mechanically to give it the accustomed pat of salutation, he found that it was gone.

A thrill of alarm passed through his frame on making this discovery, and, leaping up, he began to shout its name. But no answering bark was heard. Again and again he shouted, but in vain. Without taking time to put on his coat, he ran to the top of the nearest eminence, and again shouted loud and long. Still no answer.

A feeling of desperate anxiety now took possession of the man. The bare idea of being left in utter loneliness drove him almost distracted. For some time he ran hither and thither, calling passionately to his dog, until he became quite exhausted; then he sat down on a rock, and endeavoured to calm his spirit and consider what he should do. Indulging in his tendency to think aloud, he said  

Come now, John, dont go for to make a downright fool of yerself. Cuffy has only taken a longer walk than usual. Hell be home to breakfast; but you may as well look a bit longer, theres no sayin wot may have happened. He may have felled over a precepiece or spraind his leg. Dont you give way to despair anyhow, John Jarwin, but nail yer colours to the mast, and never say die.

Somewhat calmed by these encouraging exhortations, the sailor rose up and resumed his search in a more methodical way. Going down to the sea, he walked thence up to the edge of the bush, gazing with the utmost intensity at the ground all the way, in the hope of discovering Cuffys fresh footsteps; but none were to be seen.

Come, said he, its clear that you havent gone to the suthard o yer home; now, well have a look to the norard.

Here he was more successful. The prints of Cuffys small paws were discovered on the wet sand bearing northward along shore. Jarwin followed them up eagerly, but, coming to a place where the sand was hard and dry, and covered with thin grass, he lost them. Turning back to where they were distinct, he recommenced the search. No red Indian, in pursuit of friend or foe, ever followed up a trail with more intense eagerness than poor Jarwin followed the track of his lost companion. He even began to develop, in quite a surprising way, some of the deep sagacity of the savage; for he came, before that day was over, not only to distinguish the prints of Cuffys paws on pretty hard sand, where the impressions were very faint, but even on rough ground, where there were no distinct marks at all  only such indications as were afforded by the pressure of a dead leaf into soft ground, or the breaking of a fallen twig!

Nevertheless, despite his care, anxiety, and diligence, Jarwin failed to find his dog. He roamed all that day until his limbs were weary, and shouted till his voice was hoarse, but only echoes answered him. At last he sat down, overcome with fatigue and grief.

It had rained heavily during the latter part of the day and soaked him to the skin, but he heeded it not. Towards evening the weather cleared up little, but the sun descended to the horizon in a mass of black clouds, which were gilded with (a) strange lurid light that presaged a storm; while sea-birds flew overhead and shrieked in wild excitement, as if they were alarmed at the prospect before them. But Jarwin observed and cared for none of these things. He buried his face in his hands, and sat for some time perfectly motionless.

While seated thus, a cold shiver passed through his frame once or twice, and he felt unusually faint.

Humph! said he, the second time this occurred, strange sort o feelin. Never felt it before. No doubt its in consikince o goin without wittles all day. Well, well, he added, with a deep long-drawn sigh, whod have thought Id lose ee, Cuff, in this fashion. Its foolish, no doubt, to take on like this, but I cant help it somehow. I dont believe I could feel much worse if I had lost my old ooman. Its kurious, but I feels awful lonesome without ee, my doggie.

He was interrupted by the shivering again, and was about to rise, when a long low wail struck on his ear. He listened intently. No statue ever sat more motionless on its pedestal than did Jarwin during the next three minutes.

Again the wail rose, faint and low at first, then swelling out into a prolonged loud cry, which, strange to say, seemed to be both distant and near.

John Jarwin was not altogether free from superstition. His heart beat hard under the influence of a mingled feeling of hope and fear; but when he heard the cry the third time, he dismissed his fears, and, leaping up, hurried forward in the direction whence the sound appeared to come. The bushes were thick and difficult to penetrate, but he persevered on hearing a repetition of the wail, and was thus led into a part of the island which he had not formerly visited.

Presently he came to something that appeared not unlike an old track; but, although the sun had not quite set, the place was so shut in by tangled bushes and trees that he could see nothing distinctly. Suddenly he put his right foot on a mass of twigs, which gave way under his weight, and he made a frantic effort to recover himself. Next moment, he fell headlong into a deep hole or pit at the bottom of which he lay stunned for some time. Recovering, he found that no bones were broken, and after considerable difficulty, succeeded in scrambling out of the hole. Just as he did so, the wail was again raised; but it sounded so strange, and so unlike any sound that Cuffy could produce, that he was tempted to give up the search  all the more that his recent fall had so shaken his exhausted frame that he could scarcely walk.

While he stood irresolute, the wail was repeated, and, this time, there was a melancholy sort of bow-wow mingled with it, that sent the blood careering through his veins like wildfire. Fatigue and hunger were forgotten. Shouting the name of his dog, he bounded forward, and would infallibly have plunged head-foremost into another pit, at the bottom of which Cuffy lay, had not that wise creature uttered a sudden bark of joy, which checked his master on the very brink.

Hallo! Cuff, is that you, my doggie?

Bow, wow, wow! exclaimed Cuffy in tones which there could be no mistaking, although the broken twigs and herbage which covered the mouth of the pit muffled them a good deal, and accounted for the strangeness of the creatures howls when heard at a distance.

Why, where ever have ee got yourself into? said Jarwin, going down on his knees and groping carefully about the opening of the pit. I do believe youve bin an got into a trap o some sort. The savages must have been here before us, doggie, and made more than one of em, for Ive just comed out o one myself. Hallo! there, Im into another! he exclaimed as the treacherous bank gave way, and he slipped in headlong, with a dire crash, almost smothering Cuffy in his fall.

Fortunately, no damage, beyond a few scratches, resulted either to dog or man, and in a few minutes more both stood upon firm ground.

It would be vain, reader to attempt to give you in detail all that John Jarwin said and did on that great occasion, as he sat there on the ground caressing his dog as if it had been his own child. We leave it to your imagination!

When he had expended the first burst of feeling, he got up, and was about to retrace his steps, when he observed some bones lying near him. On examination, these proved to be the skeleton of a man. At first Jarwin thought it must be that of a native; but he was startled to find among the dust on which the skeleton lay several brass buttons with anchors on them. That he stood beside the remains of a brother seaman, who had probably been cast on that island, as he himself had been, seemed very evident, and the thought filled him with strange depressing emotions. As it was by that time too dark to make further investigations, he left the place, intending to return next day; and, going as cautiously as possible out of the wood, returned to his abode, where he kindled a fire, gave Cuffy some food, and prepared some for himself; but before he had tasted that food another of the shivering fits seized him. A strange feeling of being very ill, and a peculiar wandering of his mind, induced him to throw himself on his couch. The prolonged strain to which body and mind had been subjected had proved too much for him, and before morning he was stricken with a raging fever.




Chapter Four.

Hopes and Fears and Stern Resolves Lead to Vigorous Action.

For several days the sailor lay tossing in helpless misery in his bower, without food or fire. Indeed he could not have eaten even if food had been offered him, and as to fire, there was heat enough in his veins, poor fellow! to more than counterbalance the want of that.

During part of the time he became delirious, and raved about home and sea-life and old companions in a way that evidently quite alarmed Cuffy, for that sagacious terrier approached his master with caution, with his tail between his legs, and a pitiful, earnest gaze, that was quite touching. This was partly owing to the fact that Jarwin had several times patted him with such painful violence as to astonish and render him doubtful of the affection displayed by such caresses. Jarwin also recurred at these times to his tobacco and beer, and apparently suffered a good deal from dreams about those luxuries. In his ravings he often told Cuffy to fill a pipe for him, and advised him to look sharp about it, and he frequently reproached some of his old comrades for not passing the beer. Fortunately the fountain was close at hand, and he often slaked his burning thirst at it. He also thought frequently of the skeleton in the thicket, and sometimes raved with an expression of horror about being left to die alone on a desert island.

By degrees the fever reached its climax, and then left him almost dead. For a whole day and night he lay so absolutely helpless that it cost him an effort to open his eyes, and he looked so ill that the poor dog began to whine piteously over him, but the day after that a sensation of hunger induced him to make an effort to rouse up. He tried to raise his head  it felt as if made of lead.

Hallo! Cuffy, somethin wrong I suspect!

It was the first time for many days that Jarwin had spoken in his natural tones. The effect on the dog was instantaneous and powerful. It sprang up, and wagged its expressive tail with something of the energy of former times; licked the sick mans face and hands; whined and barked intelligently; ran away in little bursts, as if it had resolved to undertake a journey off-hand, but came back in a few seconds, and in many other ways indicated its intense delight at finding that Jarwin was himself again.

But alas! Jarwin was not quite himself yet, and Cuffy, after his first ebullition, sat looking in surprise at the invalid, as he strove to turn on his side, and reach out his heavy hand and skinny arm towards a few scraps of the last meal he had cooked before being struck down. Cuffy, after eating the portion of that meal that suited his taste, had left the remnants there as being unworthy of notice, and catered for himself among the dead fish cast up on the beach. Although lying within a yard of his couch, Jarwin had the greatest difficulty in reaching the food; and when he did at length succeed in grasping it, he fell back on his couch, and lay for a long time as if dead. Soon, however, he recovered, and, with a feeling of gratitude such as he had never before experienced, began to gnaw the hard morsels.

Im in a bad way, Cuff, he said, after satisfying the first cravings of hunger.

Cuffy gave a responsive wag with his tail, and cocked his ears for more.

Howsever, seems to me that Ive got the turn; lets be thankful for that, my doggie. Wonder how long Ive bin ill. Months mayhap. Dont think I could have come to be sitch a skeleton in a short time. Ha! that minds me o the skeleton in the wood. Have ee seed it, Cuff, since I found ee there? Well, I must eat and drink too, if I would keep the skin on my skeleton. Wish you had hands, doggie, for Im greatly in need o help just now. But youre a comfort, anyhow, even though you haint got no hands. I should have died without you, my doggie  you cheer me up, dee see, and when its nigh low water with a man, it dont take much to make him slip his cable. The want of a kind look at this here time, Cuffy, would have sent me adrift, I do believe.

It must not be supposed that all this was spoken fluently. It came slowly, by fits and starts, with a long pause at the end of each sentence, and with many a sigh between, expressive of extreme weakness.

I wish I had a drink, Cuffy, said the invalid after a long pause, turning a longing look towards the spring, which welled up pleasantly close to the opening of the hut. Ay, thats all very well in its way, but bow-wowin an waggin yer tail wont fetch me a can o water. Howsever, its o no manner o use wishin. Never say die. Here goes.

So saying, he began slowly and painfully, but with unyielding perseverance, to push, and draw, and hitch himself, while lying at full length, towards the spring, which he reached at last so exhausted, that he had barely put his lips to it and swallowed a mouthful, when his head dropped, and he almost fainted. He was within an ace of being drowned, but with a violent effort he drew his face out of the spring, and lay there in a half unconscious condition for some time, with the clear cool water playing about his temples. Reviving in a little time, he took another sip, and then crawled back to his couch. Immediately he fell into a profound slumber, from which Cuffy strove in vain to awaken him; therefore, like a sagacious dog, he lay down at his masters side and joined him in repose.

From that hour Jarwin began to mend rapidly. In a few days he was able to walk about with the aid of a stick. In a few weeks he felt somewhat like his former self, and soon after that, he was able to ascend to the top of the island, and resume his watch for a passing sail. But the first few hours of his watch beside the old flagstaff convinced him that his hopes would, in all probability, be doomed to disappointment, and that he would soon fall back into a state of apathy, from which he might perhaps be unable to rouse himself, in which case his fate would certainly be that of the poor sailor whose remains he had that day buried in the pit near to which they had been discovered. He resolved, therefore, to give up watching altogether, and to devote all his energies in future to devising some plan of escape from the island, but when he bent his mind to this task he felt a deep sinking of the heart, for he had no implements wherewith to construct a boat or canoe.

Suddenly it occurred to him, for the first time in his life, that he ought, in this extremity, to pray to God for help. He was, as we have said, a straightforward man, prompt to act as well as ready to conceive. He fell on his knees at once, humbly confessed his sin in depending so entirely on himself in time past, and earnestly asked help and guidance for the future. His prayer was not long  neither was the publicans  but it was effectual. He arose with feelings of strong resolution and confidence, which appeared to himself quite unaccountable, for he had not, as yet, conceived any new idea or method as to escaping from the island. Instead of setting his mind to work, as he had intended, he could not help dwelling on the fact that he had never before deliberately asked help from his Maker, and this raised a train of self-condemnatory thoughts which occupied him the remainder of that day. At night he prayed again before laying down to rest.

Next morning he rose like a giant refreshed, and, after a plunge in the sea and a hearty breakfast, set out with Cuffy for a meditative walk.

Great were the thoughts that swelled the seamans broad chest during that walk, and numerous, as well as wild and quaint, were the plans of escape which he conceived and found it necessary to abandon.

Its harder work to think it out than I had expected, Cuffy, he said, sitting down on a cliff that overlooked the sea, and thinking aloud. If you and I could only swim twenty miles or so at a stretch, Id risk it; but, as nothin short o that would be likely to be of sarvice, we must give it up. Then, if I could only cut down trees with my shoe, and saw planks with my jacket, we might make a boat; but I cant do that, and we havent no nails  except our toe-nails, which aint the right shape or strong enough; so we must give that up too. Its true that we might burn a canoe out of a solid tree, but whos to cut down the solid tree for us, doggie? Im sure if the waggin of a tail could do it you wouldnt be long about it! Why on earth cant ee keep it still for a bit? Well, then, as we cant swim or fly, and havent a boat or canoe, or the means o makin em, whats the next thing to be done?

Apparently neither man nor dog could return an answer to that question, for they both sat for a very long time in profound silence, staring at the sea.

After some time Jarwin suddenly exclaimed, Ill do it!

Cuffy, startled by the energy with which it was said, jumped up and said, Thats right!  or something very like it  with his eyes.

Yes, Cuffy, Ill make a raft, and you and I shall get on it, some day, with a fair wind, and make for the island that we think weve seen so often on the horizon.

He alluded here to a faint blue line which, on unusually fine and clear days, he had distinguished on the horizon to the southward, and which, from its always appearing on the same spot, he believed to be land of some sort, although it looked nothing more than a low-lying cloud.

So thats settled, continued Jarwin, getting up and walking smartly back to his hut with the air of a man who has a purpose in view. We shall make use of the old raft, as far as itll go. Luckily the sail is left, as you and I know, Cuff, for it has been our blanket for many a day, and when alls ready we shall go huntin, you and I, till weve got together a stock of provisions, and then  up anchor and away! We can only be drownded once, you know, and its better that than stopping here to die o the blues. What think ee o that, my doggie?

Whatever the doggie thought of the idea, there can be no question what he thought of the cheery vigorous tones of his masters voice, for he gambolled wildly round, barked with vociferous delight, and wagged his spanker boom to such an extent that Jarwin warned him to have a care lest it should be carried away, an go slap overboard.

In pursuance of the designs thus expressed, the sailor began the construction of a raft without delay, and worked at it diligently the remainder of that day. He found, on examination, that a considerable portion of the old raft yet remained stranded on the beach, though all the smaller spars of which it had been composed had been used for firewood. With great difficulty he rolled these logs one by one into the sea, and, getting astride of each, pushed them by means of a pole towards a point of rocks, or natural jetty, alongside of which the water was deep. Here he fastened them together by means of a piece of rope  one of the old fastenings which remained to him, the others having been used in the construction of the hut. The raft thus formed was, however, much too small to weather a gale or float in a rough sea. In whatever way he placed the spars the structure was too narrow for safety. Seeing, therefore, that it was absolutely necessary to obtain more logs, he set brain and hands to work without delay.

Many years before, he had seen an ancient stone hatchet in a museum, the head of which was fastened to the haft by means of a powerful thong of untanned hide. He resolved to make a hatchet of this sort. Long did he search the beach for a suitable stone, but in vain. At last he found one pretty nearly the proper shape, which he chipped and ground into the rude form of an axe. It had no eye for the handle. To have made a hole in it would have weakened the stone too much. He therefore cut a groove in the side of the handle, placed the head of the stone into it, and completed the fastening by tying it firmly with the tough fibrous roots of a tree. It was strongly and neatly made, though clumsy in appearance, but, do what he would, he could not put a sufficiently fine edge on it, and although it chipped pretty well when applied to the outside of a tree, it made very slow progress indeed as the cut deepened, and the work became so toilsome at last that he almost gave it up in despair. Suddenly it occurred to him that fire might be made use of to facilitate the work. Selecting a tall cocoanut-tree, he piled dry wood all round the foot of it. Before setting it on fire he dipped a quantity of cocoanut fibre in the sea and tied a thick belt of this round the tree just above the pile, so as to protect the upper parts of the spar from the flames as much and as long as possible. This done, he kindled the pile. A steady breeze fanned the flame into an intense fire, which ere long dried up the belt of fibre and finally consumed it. The fire was pretty well burnt out by that time, however, so that the upper part of the stem had been effectually preserved. Removing the ashes, he was rejoiced to find that the foot of the tree had been so deeply burned that several inches of it were reduced to charcoal, which his stone hatchet readily cut away, and the operation was so successful that it only required a second fire to enable him to fell the tree.

This done, he measured it off in lengths. Under each point of measurement he piled up dry wood  which consisted merely of broken branches  with belts of wet fibre on each side of these piles. Then, applying a light to the fires he reduced the parts to charcoal as before, and completed the work with the hatchet. Thus, in the course of a single day, he felled a tall tree and cut it up into six lengths, which he rolled down to the sea and floated off to the end of the jetty.

Next day Jarwin rose with the sun, and began to make twine of twisted cocoanut fibre  of which there was great abundance to be had everywhere. When a sufficient quantity had been made he plaited the twine into cords, and the cords into stout ropes, which, although not so neat as regular ropes, were, nevertheless, sufficiently pliable and very strong. Several days were spent over this somewhat tedious process; and we may mention here, that in all these operations the busy seaman was greatly assisted by his dog, who stuck close to him all the time, encouraging him with looks and wags of approbation.

After the ropes were made, the raft was put together and firmly lashed. There was a mast and yard in the centre of it, and also a hollow, formed by the omission of a log, which was just large enough to permit of the man and his dog lying down. This hollow, slight though it was, afterwards proved of the utmost service.

It is needless to recount all the details of the building and provisioning of this raft. Suffice it to say that, about three weeks after the idea of it had been conceived, it was completed and ready for sea.

During his residence on the island, although it had only extended over a few months, Jarwin had become very expert in the use of a sharp-pointed pole, or javelin, with which he had become quite an adept in spearing fish. He had also become such a dead-shot with a stone that when he managed to get within thirty yards of a bird, he was almost certain to hit it. Thus he was enabled to procure fish and fowl as much as he required and as the woods abounded with cocoa-nuts, plums, and other wild fruits, besides many edible roots, he had no lack of good fare. Now that he was about to go to sea, he bethought him of drying some of the fruits as well as curing some fish and birds. This he did by degrees, while engaged on the raft, so that when all was ready he had a store of provisions sufficient to last him several weeks. In order to stow all this he removed another log from the middle of the raft, and, having deposited the food in the hollow  carefully wrapped in cocoanut leaves and made into compact bundles  he covered it over by laying a layer of large leaves above it and lashing a small spar on the top of them to keep them down. The cask with which he had landed from the original raft, and which he had preserved with great care, not knowing how soon he might be in circumstances to require it, served to hold fresh water.

On a fine morning about sunrise, Jarwin embarked with his little dog and bade farewell to the coral island, and although he had not dwelt very long there, he felt, to his own surprise, much regret at quitting it.

A fresh breeze was blowing in the direction of the island  or the supposed island  he wished to reach. This was important, because, in such a craft, it was impossible to sail in any way except before the wind. Still, by means of a rude oar or paddle, he could modify its direction so as to steer clear of the passage through the reef and get out to sea.

Once outside, he squared the sail and ran right before the breeze. Of course such a weighty craft went very slowly through the water, but the wind was pretty strong, and to Jarwin, who had been for a comparatively long time unaccustomed to moving on the water, the speed seemed fast enough. As the island went astern, and the raft lifted and fell gently on the long swell of the ocean, the seamans heart beat with a peculiar joy to which it had long been a stranger, and he thanked God fervently for having so soon answered his prayer.

For a long time he sat reclining in the hollow of the raft, resting his hand lightly on the steering oar and gazing in silence at the gradually fading woods of his late home. The dog, as if it were aware that a great change was being effected in their destiny, lay also perfectly still  and apparently contemplative  at his masters feet; resting his chin on a log and gazing at the receding land. It was evident, however, that his thoughts were not absent or wandering, for, on the slightest motion made by his master, his dark eyes turned towards him, his ears slightly rose, and his tail gave the faintest possible indication of an intention to wag.

Well, Cuffy, said Jarwin at last, rousing himself with a sigh, wot are ee thinking of?

The dog instantly rose, made affectionate demonstrations, and whined.

Ah, you may well say that, Cuff, replied the man; I know you aint easy in yer mind, and theres some reason in that, too, for were off on a raither uncertain viage, in a somewhat unseaworthy craft. Howsever, cheer up, doggie. Whoever turns up, you and I shall sink or swim together.

Just then the sail flapped.

Hallo! Cuff, exclaimed Jarwin, with a look of anxiety, the winds going to shift.

This was true. The wind did shift, and in a few minutes had veered so much round that the raft was carried away from the blue line on the horizon, which Jarwin had so fondly hoped would turn out to be an inhabited island. It blew lightly, however, and when the sun went down, had completely died away. In these circumstances Jarwin and his dog supped together, and then lay down to rest, full of sanguine hope.

They were awakened during the night by a violent squall, which, however, did no further damage than wash a little spray over them, for Jarwin had taken the precaution to lower and make fast the sail. He now turned his attention to preparing the raft for rough weather. This consisted in simply drawing over the hollow  in which he, his dog, and his provisions lay  a piece of canvas that he had cut off the sail, which was unnecessarily large. It served as a tarpaulin, and effectually shielded them from ordinary sprays, but when the breeze freshened to a gale, and green seas swept over the raft, it leaked so badly, that Jarwins cabin became a salt-water bath, and his provisions by degrees were soaked.

At first he did not mind this much, for the air and water were sufficiently warm, but after being wet for several hours he began feel chilled. As for poor Cuffy, his trembling body bore testimony to the state of his feelings; nevertheless he did not complain, being a dog of high spirit and endurance. In these circumstances the seaman hailed the rising sun with great joy, even although it rose in the midst of lurid murky clouds, and very soon hid its face altogether behind them, as if it had made up its mind that the state of things below was so bad as to be not worth shining upon.

All that day and night the gale continued, and they were driven before it. The waves rushed so continuously and furiously over the raft, that it was with the utmost difficulty Jarwin could retain his position on it. Indeed it would have been impossible for him to have done so, if he had not taken the precaution of making the hollow in the centre, into which he could crouch, and thus avoid the full force of the seas. Next day the wind abated a little, but the sea still rolled mountains high. In order to break their force a little, he ventured to show a little corner of the sail. Small though it was, it almost carried away the slender mast, and drove the raft along at a wonderfully rapid rate.

At last the gale went down, and, finally, it became a dead calm, leaving the raft like a cork heaving on the mighty swell of the Pacific Ocean. Weary and worn  almost dead with watching and exposure  John Jarwin lay down and slept, but his slumber was uneasy and unrefreshing. Sunrise awoke him, and he sat up with a feeling of deep thankfulness, as he basked once more in its warm rays and observed that the sky above him was bright blue. But other feelings mingled with these when he gazed round on the wide waste of water, which still heaved its swelling though now unruffled breast, as if panting after its recent burst of fury.

Ho! Cuffy  whats that? Not a sail, eh? exclaimed Jarwin, suddenly starting up, while his languid eyes kindled with excitement.

He was right. After a long, earnest, anxious gaze, he came to the conclusion that it was a sail which shone, white and conspicuous, like a speck or a snow-flake on the horizon.




Chapter Five.

Jarwin and Cuffy Fall into Bad Company.

Immediately on discovering the sail, Jarwin hoisted a small canvas flag, which he had prepared for the purpose, to the mast-head, and then sat down to watch with indescribable earnestness the motions of the vessel. There was great cause for anxiety he well knew, because his raft was a mere speck on the great waste of waters which might easily be overlooked even by a vessel passing at a comparatively short distance, and if the vessels course should happen to lie across that of the raft, there was every probability she would only be visible for a short time and then pass away like a ray of hope dying out.

After gazing in perfect silence for half-an-hour, Jarwin heaved a deep sigh and said  

She steers this way, Cuffy.

Cuffy acknowledged the remark with a little whine and a very slight wag of his tail. It was evident that his spirits had sunk to a low ebb, and that he was not prepared to derive comfort from every trifling circumstance.

Come, well have a bit of summat to eat, my doggie, said the sailor, reaching forward his hand to the provision bundle.

Thoroughly understanding and appreciating this remark, Cuffy roused himself and looked on with profound interest, while his master cut up a dried fish. Having received a large share of it, he forgot everything else, and devoted all his powers, physical and mental, to the business in hand. Although Jarwin also applied himself to the food with the devotion of a man whose appetite is sharp, and whose strength needs recruiting, he was very far indeed from forgetting other things. He kept his eyes the whole time on the approaching sail, and once or twice became so absorbed and so anxious lest the vessel should change her course, that he remained with his mouth half open, and with the unconsumed morsel reposing therein for a minute or more at a time.

But the vessel did not change her course. On she came; a fine large schooner with raking masts, and so trim and neat in her rig that she resembled a pleasure-yacht. As she drew near, Jarwin rose, and holding on to the mast, waved a piece of canvas, while Cuffy, who felt that there was now really good ground for rejoicing, wagged his tail and barked in an imbecile fashion, as if he didnt exactly know whether to laugh or cry.

Were all safe now, doggie, exclaimed Jarwin, as the schooner came cutting through the water before a light breeze, leaving a slight track of foam in her wake.

When within about two or three hundred yards of the raft, the castaway could see that a figure leant on the vessels side and brought a telescope to bear on him. With a feeling of irrepressible gladness he laughed and waved his hand.

Ay, ay, take a good squint, he shouted, an then lower a boat  eh!

He stopped abruptly, for at that moment the figure turned towards the steersman; the schooners head fell away, presenting her stern to the raft, and began to leave her behind.

The truth flashed upon Jarwin like a thunderbolt. It was clear that the commander of the strange vessel had no intention of relieving him. In the first burst of mingled despair and indignation, the seaman uttered a bass roar of defiance that might have done credit to the lungs of a small carronade, and at the same time shook his fist at the retiring schooner.

The effect of this was as sudden as it was unexpected. To his surprise he observed that the schooners head was immediately thrown up into the wind, and all her sails shook for a few moments, then, filling out again, the vessel bent gracefully over on the other tack. With returning joy the castaway saw her run straight towards him. In a few minutes she was alongside, and her topsails were backed.

Look out! catch hold! cried a gruff voice, as a sailor sent a coil of rope whirling over the raft. Jarwin caught it, took a turn round the mast, and held on.

In a minute the raft was alongside. Weak though he was, Jarwin retained enough of his sailor-like activity to enable him to seize a rope and swing himself on board with Cuffy in his arms.

He found himself on the pure white deck of a craft which was so well appointed and so well kept, that his first impressions were revived  namely, that she was a pleasure-yacht. He knew that she was not a vessel of war, because, besides the absence of many little things that mark such a vessel, the few men on deck were not clothed like man-of-wars-men, and there was no sign of guns, with the exception of one little brass carronade, which was probably used as a signal-gun.

A tall stout man, in plain costume, which was neither quite that of a seaman nor a landsman, stood with his arms crossed on his broad chest near the man at the wheel. To him, judging him to be the captain or owner of the vessel, Jarwin went up, and, pulling his forelock by way of salutation, said  

Why, sir, I thought ee was a-goin to leave me!

So I was, answered the captain, drily. Hold on to the raft, he added, turning to the man who had thrown the rope to Jarwin.

Well, sir, said the latter in some surprise, in course I dont know why you wos a-goin to leave a feller-creetur to his fate, but Im glad you didnt go for to do it, cos it wouldnt have bin Christian-like. But Im bound for to thank ee, sir, all the same for havin saved me  and Cuffy.

Dont be too free with your thanks, my good man, returned the captain, for youre not saved, as you call it, yet.

Not saved yet? repeated Jarwin.

No. Whether I save you or not depends on your keeping a civil tongue in your head, and on your answers to my questions.

The captain interlarded his speech with many oaths, which, of course, we omit. This, coupled with his rude manners, induced Jarwin to suspect that the vessel was not a pleasure-yacht after all, so he wisely held his peace.

Where do you belong to? demanded the captain.

To Yarmouth, sir.

What ship did you sail in, what has come of her, and how came you to be cast adrift?

I sailed in the Nancy, sir, from Plymouth, with a miscellaneous cargo for China. She sprung a leak in a gale, and we was bliged to make a raft, the boats bein all stove in or washed away. It was barely ready when the ship went down starn foremost. Durin the gale all my mates were washed off the raft or died of exposure; only me and my dog left.

How long ago was that? asked the captain.

Couldnt rightly say, sir, Ive lost count o time, but its more than a year gone by anyhow.

Thats a lie, said the captain, with an oath.

No, taint, sir, replied Jarwin, reddening, its a truth. I was nigh starved on that raft, but was cast on an island where Ive bin till a few days ago ever since, when I put to sea on the raft that now lays a-starn there.

For a few seconds the captain made no rejoinder, but a glance at the raft seemed to satisfy him of the truth of what was said. At length he said abruptly  

Whats your name?

John Jarwin, sir.

Well, John Jarwin, Ill save you on one condition, which is, that you become one of my crew, and agree to do my bidding and ask no questions. What say you?

Jarwin hesitated.

Haul up the raft and let this man get aboard of it, said the captain, coolly but sternly, to the seaman who held the rope.

Youve no occasion to be so sharp, sir, said John, remonstratively. If you wos to tell me to cut my own throat, you know, I could scarce be expected for to do it without puttin a few questions as to the reason why. Youre a trader, I suppose?

Yes, Im a trader, replied the captain, but I dont choose to be questioned by you. All youve got to do is to agree to my proposal or to walk over the side. To tell you the truth, when I saw you first through the glass, you looked such a starved wretch that I thought youd be of no use to me, and if it hadnt been for the yell you gave, that showed there was something in you still, Id have left you to sink or swim. So you see what sort of man youve got to deal with. Im short-handed, but not so short as to engage an unwilling man, or a man who wouldnt be ready for any sort of dirty work. You may take your choice.

Well, sir, replied Jarwin, Ive no objection to take service with ee. As the sayin goes, beggars mustnt be choosers. I aint above doin dirty work, if required.

John Jarwin, in the simplicity of his heart, imagined that the captain was in need of a man who could and would turn his hand to any sort of work, whether nautical or otherwise, on board ship or ashore, which was his idea of dirty work; but the captain appeared to understand him in a different sense, for he smiled in a grim fashion, nodded his head, and, turning to the seaman before mentioned, bade him cut the raft adrift. The man obeyed, and in a few minutes it was out of sight astern.

Now, Jarwin, go below, said the captain; Isaacs will introduce you to your messmates.

Isaacs, who had just cut away the raft, was a short, thick-set man, with a dark, expressionless face. He went forward without saying a word, and introduced Jarwin to the men as a new and.

And a green un, I spose; give us your flipper, lad, said one of the crew, holding out his hand.

Jarwin shook it, took off his cap and sat down, while his new friends began, as they expressed it, to pump him. Having no objection to be pumped, he had soon related the whole of his recent history. In the course of the narrative he discovered that his new associates were an unusually rough set. Their language was interspersed with frightful oaths, and their references to the captain showed that his power over them was certainly not founded on goodwill or affection. Jarwin also discovered that the freeness of his communication was not reciprocated by his new mates, for when he made inquiries as to the nature of the trade in which they were engaged, some of the men merely replied with uproarious laughter, chaff, or curses, while others made jocular allusions to sandal-wood trading, slaving, etcetera.

I shouldnt wonder now, said one, if you was to think we was pirates.

Jarwin smiled as he replied, Well, I dont exactly think that, but Im bound for to say the schooner has got such a rakish look that it wouldnt seem unnatural like if you were to hoist a black flag at the peak. An youll excuse me, shipmets, if I say that yer lingo aint just so polished as it might be.

And pray who are you, that comes here to lecture us about our lingo? cried one of the men fiercely, starting up and confronting Jarwin with clenched fists.

Why, mate, replied Jarwin, quietly folding back the cuffs of his coat, and putting himself in an attitude of defence, I aint nobody in partikler, not the Lord Chancellor o England, anyhow still less the Archbishop of Canterbury. Im only plain Jack Jarwin, seaman, but if you or any other man thinks

Come, come, cried one of the men in a tone of authority, starting forward and thrusting Jarwins assailant violently aside, none o that sort o thing here. Keep your fists for the niggers, Bill, were all brothers here, you know; an affectionate family, so to speak!

There was a general laugh at this. Bill retired sulkily, and Jarwin sat down to a plate of hot lob-scouse, which proved to be very good, and of which he stood much in need.

For several days our hero was left very much to himself. The schooner sped on her voyage with a fair wind, and the men were employed in light work, or idled about the deck. No one interfered with Jarwin, but at the same time no one became communicative. The captain was a very silent man, and it was evident that the crew stood much in awe of him. Of course Jarwins suspicions as to the nature of the craft were increased by all this, and from some remarks which he overheard two or three days after his coming on board, he felt convinced that he had fallen into bad company. Before a week had passed, this became so evident that he made up his mind to leave the vessel at the very first opportunity.

One day he went boldly to the captain and demanded to know the nature of the trade in which the schooner was employed and their present destination. He was told that that was no business of his, that he had better go forward and mind his duty without more ado, else he should be pitched overboard. The captain used such forcible language when he said this, and seemed so thoroughly in earnest, that Jarwin felt no longer any doubt as to his true character.

Ill tell you what it is, my lad, said the captain, my schooner is a trader or a man-of-war according to circumstances, and Im a free man, going where I choose and doing what I please. I treat my men well when they do their duty; when they dont I make em walk the plank. No doubt you know what that means. If you dont we shall soon teach you. Take to-night to think over it. To-morrow morning Ill have a question or two to ask you. There  go!

Jarwin bowed submissively and retired.

That night the moon shone full and clear on the wide oceans breast, and Jarwin stood at the bow of the schooner, looking sadly over the side, and patting his little dog gently on the head.

Cuffy, you and mes in a fix, I suspect, he murmured in a low tone; but cheer up, doggie, a way to escape will turn up no doubt.

He had scarcely uttered the words when his eye fell on the distant outline of land on the lee bow. He started, and gazed with fixed intensity for some minutes, under the impression that it might perhaps be a fog-bank lighted by the moon, but in a short time it became so distinct that there could be no doubt it was land. He pointed it out to the watch on deck, one of whom said carelessly that he had seen it for some time, and that there were plenty more islands of the same sort in these seas.

Jarwin walked aft and stood near the lee gangway contemplating the island in silence for some time. A small oar lay at his feet. Suddenly he conceived the daring idea of seizing this, plunging overboard and attempting to swim to land. He was a splendid swimmer, and although the island appeared to be more than two miles distant, he did not fear failure. A moments reflection, however, convinced him that the men on deck would certainly hear the plunge, heave the ship to, and lower a boat, in which case he should be immediately overtaken. Still, being resolved to escape at all hazards, he determined to make the venture. Fastening a rope to a belaying pin, he tied the oar to it and lowered it over the side until it trailed in the water, he then lifted Cuffy, who was almost always near him, on to the side of the vessel, with a whisper to keep still. The watch paced the weather side of the deck conversing in low tones. The steersman could, from his position, see both gangways, and although the light was not strong enough to reveal what Jarwin was about, it was too strong to admit of his going bodily over the side without being observed. He, therefore, walked slowly to the head of the vessel, where he threw over the end of a small rope. By means of this, when the watch were well aft, he slid noiselessly into the sea, hanging on by one hand and supporting Cuffy with the other. Once fairly in the water he let go, the side of the vessel rubbed swiftly past him, and he all but missed grasping the oar which trailed at the gangway. By this he held on for a few seconds to untie the rope. He had just succeeded and was about to let go, when, unfortunately, the handle of the oar chanced to hit the end of Cuffys nose a severe blow. The poor dog, therefore, gave vent to a loud yell of pain. Instantly Jarwin allowed himself to sink and held his breath as long as he possibly could, while Cuffy whined and swam on the surface.

Meanwhile the men on deck ran to the side. Hallo! cried one, its Jarwins little dog gone overboard.

Let it go, cried another with a laugh; its a useless brute and eats a power o grub.

I say, wot a splashin it do kick up, he added as the little dog was left astern making vain efforts to clamber on the oar. Why, lads, theres somethin else floatin beside it, uncommon like a seal. Are ee sure, Bill, that Jarwin hasnt gone overboard along with his dog?

Why no, replied Bill; I seed him go forward a little ago; besides it aint likely hed go over without givin a shout.

I dun know that, said the other; he might have hit his head again somethin in tumblin over.

By this time the objects in question were almost out of sight astern. In a few minutes more a dark cloud covered the moon and effectually shut them out from view.

Just then the Captain came on deck, and asked what was wrong.

Fools! he exclaimed, in a voice of thunder, on being told, lower the gig. Look sharp! Dont you see the land, you idiots? The mans away as well as the dog.

In a few seconds the topsails were backed and the boat lowered, manned, and pushed off.

But Jarwin heard and saw nothing of all this. He was now far astern, for the vessel had been going rapidly through the water.

On coming to the surface after his dive he caught hold of Cuffy, and, with a cheering word or two, placed him on his back, telling him to hold on by his paws the best way he could. Then grasping the end of the oar, and pointing the blade land-wards, he struck out vigorously with his legs.

It was a long and weary swim, but as his life depended on it, the seaman persevered. When he felt his strength giving way, he raised not only his heart but his voice in prayer to God, and felt restored each time that he did so. Just as he neared the shore, the sound of oars broke on his ears, and presently he heard the well-known voice of the Captain ordering the men to pull hard. Fortunately it was by this time very dark. He landed without being discerned. The surf was heavy, but he was expert in rough water, went in on the top of a billow, and was safely launched on a soft sandy beach, almost at the same moment with the boat. The latter was, however, at a considerable distance from him. He crept cautiously up the shore until he gained a thicket, and then, rising, he plunged into the woods and ran straight before him until he was exhausted, carrying the little dog in his arms. Many a fall and bruise did the poor fellow receive in his progress, but the fear of being retaken by the pirates  for such he felt convinced they were  lent him wings. The Captain and his men made a long search, but finally gave it up, and, returning to the boat, pushed off. Jarwin never saw them again.

He and Cuffy lay where they had fallen, and slept, wet though they were, till the sun was high. They were still sleeping when a native chief of the island, happening to pass along the beach, discerned Jarwins footsteps and traced him out. This chief was an immensely large powerful man, armed with a heavy club. He awoke the sailor with a kick, and spoke in a language which he did not understand. His gestures, however, said plainly enough, Get up and come along with me, so Jarwin thought it best to obey. Of course whatever Jarwin thought, Cuffy was of precisely the same opinion. They therefore quietly got up and followed the big chief to his village, where they were received by a large concourse of savages with much excitement and curiosity.




Chapter Six.

Our Hero Becomes a Favourite, and Entertains Hopes of Escape.

The sufferings which Jarwin with his little dog had hitherto undergone were as nothing compared to those which he endured for some months after being taken prisoner by the savages. At first he gave himself up for lost, feeling assured that ere long he would be sacrificed in the temple of one of their idols, and then baked in an oven and consumed as food, according to the horrible practice of the South-Sea Islanders. Indeed he began to be much astonished that, as day after day passed, there was no sign of any intention to treat him in this way, although several times the natives took him out of the hut in which he was imprisoned, and, placing him in the centre of a circle, held excited and sometimes angry discussions over him.

It was not till months afterwards, when he had acquired a slight knowledge of their language, that he came to understand why he was spared at this time. It appeared that four shipwrecked sailors, who had been cast on a neighbouring island, had been killed, baked, and eaten, according to usage, by the chief and his friends. Immediately afterwards, those who had partaken of this dreadful food had been seized with severe illness, and one or two had died. This fact had been known for some time to Jarwins captors, and the discussions above referred to had been engaged in with reference to the question whether it was likely that the flesh of the white man who had been thrown on their island would be likely to disagree with their stomachs! It was agreed that this was highly probable, and thus the seamans life was spared; but he was sometimes tempted to wish that it had not been spared, for his master, the Big Chief, was a very hard man; he put him to the most toilsome labour, and treated him with every sort of indignity. Moreover, he was compelled to be a witness of practices so revolting and cruel, that he often put the question to himself whether it was possible for devils to display greater wickedness and depravity than these people.

Jarwin was frequently tempted to resent the treatment he received, but, fortunately, he was prudent enough to bear it submissively, for it is certain that if he had rebelled he would have been slain on the spot. Moreover, he set himself to carry out his favourite maxim  namely, that it was wise in all circumstances to make the best of everything. He laboured, therefore, with such goodwill, that he softened the breast of the Big Chief, who gradually became more amiable, and even indulgent to him. Thus he came to know experimentally the wisdom of that Scripture, Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good.

John Jarwin possessed a remarkably fine sonorous bass voice, which, in former days, had been a source of great delight to his messmates. Although strong and deep, it was very sweet and tender in its tones, and eminently suited for pathetic and sentimental songs. Indeed Jarwins nature was so earnest, that although he had a great deal of quiet humour about him, and could enjoy comic songs very much, he never himself sang anything humorous. Now, it chanced that the Big Chief had a good ear for music, and soon became so fond of the songs which his slave was wont to hum when at work, that he used to make him sit down beside him frequently and sing for hours at a time! Fortunately, Jarwins lungs were powerful, and his voice being full-toned and loud, he was able to sing as much as his master desired without much exertion. He gave him his whole budget which was pretty extensive  including melodies of the Black-eyed Susan and Ben Bolt stamp. When these had been sung over and over again, he took to the Psalms and Paraphrases  many of which he knew by heart, and, finally, he had recourse to extempore composition, which he found much easier than he had expected  the tones flowing naturally and the words being gibberish! Thus he became a sort of David to this remarkable Saul. By degrees, as he learnt the native tongue, he held long conversations with the Big Chief, and told him about his own land and countrymen and religion. In regard to the last the Chief was very inquisitive, and informed his slave that white men had been for some time in that region, trying to teach their religion to the men of an island which, though invisible from his island, was not very far distant. Jarwin said little about this, but from that time he began to hope that, through the missionaries, he might be able to make his escape ere long.

During all this time poor Cuffy experienced a variety of vicissitudes, and made several narrow escapes. At first he had been caught and was on the point of being killed and roasted, when he wriggled out of his captors grasp and made off to the mountains, terrorstruck! Here he dwelt for some weeks in profound melancholy. Being unable to stand separation from his master any longer, he ventured to return to the village, but was immediately hunted out of it, and once again fled in horror to the hills. Jarwin was not allowed to quit the village alone, he therefore never saw his little dog, and at length came to the conclusion that it had been killed. When, however, he had ingratiated himself with his master, he was allowed more freedom, and one day, having wandered a considerable distance into the mountains, he came suddenly and unexpectedly upon Cuffy. Having experienced nothing from man of late but the most violent and cruel treatment, Cuffy no sooner beheld, as he supposed, one of his enemies, than, without giving him a second glance, he sprang up, put his ears back, his tail between his legs, and, uttering a terrible yell, fled on the wings of terror! But Jarwin put two fingers in his mouth and gave a peculiarly shrill whistle, which brought the dog to a sudden stop. He looked back with ears cocked. Again Jarwin whistled. Instantly Cuffy turned and ran at him with a series of mingled yells, whines, and barks, that gave but a faint idea of his tumultuous feelings. It would scarcely be too much to say that he almost ate his master up. He became like an india-rubber ball gone mad! He bounded round him to such an extent that Jarwin found it very difficult to get hold of or pat him. It is impossible to do justice to such a meeting. We draw a veil over it, only remarking that the sailor took his old favourite back to the village, and, after much entreaty and a good deal of persuasive song, was permitted to keep him.

About ten months after this event, war broke out between the Big Chief and a neighbouring tribe of natives, who were a very quarrelsome and vindictive set. The tribe with whom Jarwin dwelt would gladly have lived at peace, but the other tribe was stronger in numbers and thirsted for conquest  a consequence of strength which is by no means confined to savages!

When war was formally declared, the Big Chief told Jarwin to prepare himself for battle. At first our hero had some qualms of conscience about it, but on reflecting that on the part of the tribe to which he belonged it was a war of self-defence, his conscience was pacified.

The Big Chief ordered him to throw away his now ragged garments, smear his whole body over with oil and red earth, paint black spots on his cheeks, and a white streak down his nose, and put on warriors costume. In vain Jarwin begged and protested and sang. The Big Chiefs blood was up, and his commands must be obeyed, therefore Jarwin did as he was bid; went out to battle in this remarkable costume  if we may so style it  and proved himself such a prodigy of valour that his prowess went far to turn the tide of victory wherever he appeared during the fight. But we pass over all this. Suffice it to say, that the pugnacious tribe was severely chastised and reduced to a state of quiet  for the time at least.

One day, not long after the cessation of the war, a canoe arrived with several natives, all of whom wore clothing of a much more civilised description than is usually seen among South-Sea savages. They had a long, earnest talk with the natives, but Jarwin was not allowed to hear it, or to show himself. Next day they went away. For some time after that Big Chief was very thoughtful, but silent, and Jarwin could not induce him to become confidential until he had sung all his melodies and all his psalms several times over, and had indulged in extempore melody and gibberish until his brain and throat were alike exhausted. The Big Chief gave way at last, however, and told him that his late visitors were Christians, who, with two native teachers, had been sent from a distant island by a white chief named Williams, to try and persuade him and his people to burn their idols.

And are ee goin to do it? asked Jarwin.

No, replied the Chief, but I am going to Raratonga to see Cookee Williams.

Of course they conversed in the native tongue, but as this would be unintelligible to the reader, we translate. It may also be remarked here that Cookee signified a white man, and is a word derived from the visit of that great navigator Captain Cook to these islands, by the natives of which he was ultimately murdered.

Jarwin had heard, while in England, of the missionary Williams. On learning that he was among the islands, his heart beat high, and he begged earnestly that he might be allowed to go with the chief and his party to Raratonga, but his wily master would not consent You will run away! he said.

No, I wont, said Jarwin, earnestly. Big Chief shook his head. They will take you from me, he said, when they find out who you are.

Ill not let em, replied Jarwin, with pathetic sincerity, and then began to sing in such a touching strain, that his master lay back on his couch and rolled his large eyes in rapture.

You shall go, Jowin, (that was the best he could make of the name), if you will make me a promise.

Name it, old boy, said Jarwin.

That you will go dressed like one of my young men, and never open your lips to speak a word, no more than if you were dumb, whether the Cookees speak to you or not.

Jarwin hesitated, but reflecting that there was no chance of his seeing the missionary at all if he did not give this promise, he consented.

A week after that all the preparations were made, and four large canoes, full of well-armed men, set out for Raratonga.

At the time we write of, the island of Raratonga had been recently discovered by the missionary Williams. The success of the labours of that devoted man and his native teachers, is one of the most marvellous chapters in the history of the isles of the Pacific. At Raratonga, God seemed to have prepared the way for the introduction of the Gospel in a wonderful manner, for although the native teachers who first went ashore there were roughly handled, they were enabled, nevertheless, to persevere, and in not much more than a single year, the Gospel wrought a change in the feelings and habits of the people, which was little short of miraculous. Within that brief period they had given up and burnt all their idols, had ceased to practise their bloody and horrible rites, and had embraced Christianity  giving full proof of their sincerity by submitting to a code of laws founded on Scripture, by agreeing to abandon polygamy, by building a large place of worship, and by leading comparatively virtuous and peaceful lives. And all this was begun and carried on for a considerable time, not by the European missionaries but by two of the devoted native teachers, who had previously embraced Christianity.

The extent of the change thus wrought in the Raratongans in so short a time by the Gospel, may be estimated by a glance at the difficulties with which the missionaries had to contend. In writing of the ancient usages of the people, Mr Williams, (See Williams most interesting work, entitled A Narrative of Missionary Enterprises in the South-Sea Islands), tells us that one of their customs was an unnatural practice called Kukumi anga. As soon as a son reached manhood, he would fight and wrestle with his father for the mastery, and if he obtained it, would take forcible possession of the farm belonging to his parent, whom he drove in a state of destitution from his home. Another custom was equally unnatural and inhuman. When a woman lost her husband, the relatives of the latter, instead of paying visits of kindness to the fatherless and widow in their affliction, would seize every article of value belonging to the deceased, turn the disconsolate mother and her children away, and possess themselves of the house, food, and land. But they had another custom which caused still greater difficulties to the missionaries. It was called land-eating  in other words, the getting possession of each others lands unjustly, and these, once obtained, were held with the greatest possible tenacity, for land was exceedingly valuable at Raratonga, and on no subject were the contentions of the people more frequent or fierce.

From this it will be seen that the Raratongans were apparently a most unpromising soil in which to plant the good seed, for there is scarcely another race of people on earth so depraved and unnatural as they seem to have been. Nevertheless, Gods blessed Word overcame these deep-rooted prejudices, and put an end to these and many other horrible practices in little more than a year.

After this glorious work had been accomplished, the energetic missionary  who ultimately laid down his life in one of these islands (The Island of Erramanga) for the sake of Jesus Christ  resolved to go himself in search of other islands in which to plant the Gospel, and to send out native teachers with the same end in view. The record of their labours reads more like a romance than a reality, but we cannot afford to diverge longer from the course of our narrative. It was one of these searching parties of native teachers that had visited the Big Chiefs island as already described, and it was their glowing words and representations that had induced him to undertake this voyage to Raratonga.

Big Chief of course occupied the largest of the four canoes, and our friend Jarwin sat on a seat in front of him  painted and decorated like a native warrior, and wielding a paddle like the rest. Of course Cuffy had been left behind.

Poor Jarwin had, during his captivity, undergone the process of being tatooed from head to foot. It had taken several months to accomplish and had cost him inexpressible torture, owing to the innumerable punctures made by the comb-like instrument with which it was done on the inflamed muscles of his body. By dint of earnest entreaty and much song, he had prevailed on Big Chief to leave his face and hands untouched. It is doubtful if he would have succeeded in this, despite the witching power of his melodious voice, had he not at the same time offered to paint his own face in imitation of tatooing, and accomplished the feat to such perfection that his delighted master insisted on having his own painted forthwith in the same style.

During a pause in their progress, while the paddlers were resting, Big Chief made his captive sit near him.

You tell me that Cookee-men (by which he meant white men) never lie, never deceive.

I shud lie an deceive myself, if I said so, replied Jarwin, bluntly.

What did you tell me, then? asked the Chief, with a frown.

I told you that Christian men dont lie or deceive  leastwise they dont do it with a will.

Are you a Christian man, Jowin?

I am, replied the sailor promptly. Then with a somewhat perplexed air, Anyhow I hope I am, an I try to act as sitch.

Good, I will soon prove it. You will be near the Cookee-men of Raratonga to-morrow. You will have chance to go with them and leave me; but if you do, or if you speak one word of Cookee-tongue  you are not Christian. Moreover, I will batter your skull with my club, till it is like the soft pulp of the bread-fruit.

Youre a cute fellar, as the Yankees say, remarked Jarwin, with a slight smile. This being said in English, the Chief took no notice of it, but glanced at his slave suspiciously.

Big Chief, said Jarwin, after a short silence, even before I was a Christian, I had been taught by my mother to be ashamed of telling a lie, so youve no occasion for to doubt me. But its a hard thing to stand by a countryman, specially in my pecooliar circumstances, an not let him know that you can speak to him. May I not be allowed to palaver a bit with em? I wont ask em to take me from you.

No, said the Chief sternly. You came with me promising that you would not even speak to the Cookee-men.

Well, Big Chief, replied Jarwin, energetically, you shall see that a British seaman can stick to his promise. Ill be true to you. Honour bright. Ill not give em a word of the English lingo if they was to try to tear it out o me wi red hot pincers. Ill content myself wi lookin at em and listenin to em. Itll be a comfort to hear my mother-tongue, anyhow.

Good, replied the Chief, I trust you.

The interval of rest coming to an end at this point, the conversation ceased and the paddles were resumed.

It was a magnificent day. The great Pacific was in that condition of perfect repose which its name suggests. Not a breath of air ruffled the wide sheet of water, which lay spread out like a vast circular looking-glass to reflect the sky, and it did reflect the sky with such perfect fidelity, that the clouds and cloudlets in the deep were exact counterparts of those that floated in the air, while the four canoes, resting on their own reflections, seemed to be suspended in the centre of a crystal world, which was dazzlingly lit up by two resplendent suns.

This condition of calm lasted the whole of that day and night, and the heat was very great; nevertheless the warriors  of whom there were from forty to fifty in each canoe  did not cease to paddle for an instant, save when the short spells of rest came round, and when, twice during the day, they stopped to eat a hasty meal.

When the sun set they still continued to paddle onwards, the only difference being that instead of passing over a sea of crystal, they appeared to traverse an ocean of amber and burnished gold. All night they continued their labours. About daybreak the Chief permitted them to enjoy a somewhat longer period of rest, during which most of them, without lying down, indulged in a short but refreshing nap. Resuming the paddles, they proceeded until sunrise, when their hearts were gladdened by the sight of the blue hills of Raratonga on the bright horizon.

Now we shall soon be at the end of our voyage, said the Chief, as he pointed to the distant hills, and glanced at Jarwin as he might at a prize which he was much afraid of losing. Remember the promise, you Christian. Dont be a deceiver, you Breetish tar! (He quoted Jarwin here.)

Honour bright! replied our hero.

The savage gazed earnestly into the sailors bright eyes, and appeared to think that if his honour was as bright as they were, there was not much cause to fear. At all events he looked pleased, nodded his head, and said Good, with considerable emphasis.

By this time the hills of Raratonga were beginning to look less like blue clouds and more like real mountains; gradually as the canoes drew nearer, the markings on them became more and more defined, until at last everything was distinctly visible  rocky eminences and luxuriant valleys, through which flowed streams and rivulets that glittered brightly in the light of the ascending sun, and almost constrained Jarwin to shout with delight, for he gazed upon a scene more lovely by far than anything that he had yet beheld in the Southern Seas.




Chapter Seven.

Our Hero is Exposed to Stirring Influences and Trying Circumstances.

When the four canoes drew near to the island, immense numbers of natives were seen to assemble on the beach, so that Big Chief deemed it advisable to advance with caution. Presently a solitary figure, either dressed or painted black, advanced in front of the others and waved a white flag. This seemed to increase the Chiefs anxiety, for he ordered the men to cease paddling.

Jarwin, whose heart had leaped with delight when he saw the dark figure and the white flag, immediately turned round and said  

You neednt be afraid, old boy; thats the missionary, Ill be bound, in his black toggery, an a white flag means peace among Cookee men.

On hearing this, the Chief gave the order to advance, and Jarwin, seizing a piece of native cloth that lay near him, waved it round his head.

Stop that, you Breetish tar! growled Big Chief, seizing a huge club, which bristled with sharks teeth, and shaking it at the seaman, while his own teeth were displayed in a threatening grin.

All right, old codger, replied the British tar, with a submissive look; honour bright, honour bright, he added several times, in a low tone, as if to keep himself in mind of his promise.

We have already said that our hero and his master talked in the native tongue, which the former had acquired with wonderful facility, but such familiar expressions as old boy, old codger, etcetera, were necessarily uttered in English. Fortunately for Jarwin, who was by nature free-and-easy, the savage chief imagined these to be terms of respect, and was, consequently, rather pleased to hear them. Similarly, Big Chief said Breetish tar and Christian in English, as he had learned them from his captive. When master and slave began to grow fond of each other  as we have seen that they soon did, their manly natures being congenial  they used these expressions more frequently: Jarwin meaning to express facetious goodwill, but his master desiring to express kindly regard, except when he was roused to anger, in which case he did not, however, use them contemptuously, but as expressive of earnest solemnity.

On landing, Big Chief and his warriors were received by the Reverend Mr Williams and his native teachers  of whom there were two men and two women  with every demonstration of kindness, and were informed that the island of Raratonga had cast away and burned its idols, and now worshipped the true God, who had sent His Son Jesus Christ to save the world from sin.

I know that, replied Big Chief to the teacher who interpreted; converts, like yourself, came to my island not long ago, and told me all about it. Now I have come to see and hear. A wise man will know and understand before he acts.

Big Chief was then conducted to the presence of the king of that part of the island, who stood, surrounded by his chief men, under a grove of Temanu trees. The king, whose name was Makea, was a handsome man, in the prime of life, about six feet high, and very massive and muscular. He had a noble appearance and commanding aspect, and, though not so tall as Big Chief, was, obviously, a man of superior power in every way. His complexion was light, and his body most beautifully tatooed and slightly coloured with a preparation of tumeric and ginger, which gave it a light orange tinge, and, in the estimation of the Raratongans, added much to the beauty of his appearance.

The two chiefs advanced frankly to each other, and amiably rubbed noses together  the South Sea method of salutation! Then a long palaver ensued, in which Big Chief explained the object of his visit, namely, to hear about the new religion, and to witness its effects with his own eyes. The missionary gladly gave him a full account of all he desired to know, and earnestly urged him to accept the Gospel of Jesus Christ, and to throw away his idols.

Big Chief and his men listened with earnest attention and intense gravity, and, after the palaver was over, retired to consult together in private.

During all this time poor Jarwins heart had been greatly stirred. Being tatooed, and nearly naked, as well as painted like the rest of his comrades, of course no one took particular notice of him, which depressed him greatly, for he felt an intense desire to seize the missionary by the hand, and claim him as a countryman. Indeed this feeling was so strong upon him on first hearing Mr Williamss English tone of voice  although the missionary spoke only in the native tongue  that he could scarcely restrain himself, and had to mutter honour bright several times, in order, as it were, to hold himself in check. Honour bright became his moral rein, or curb, on that trying occasion. But when, in the course of the palaver, Mrs Williams, who had accompanied her husband on this dangerous expedition, came forward and addressed a few words to the missionary in English, he involuntarily sprang forward with an exclamation of delight at hearing once more the old familiar tongue. He glanced, however, at Big Chief, and checked himself. There was a stern expression on the brow of the savage, but his eyes remained fixed on the ground, and his form and face were immovable, as though he heard and saw nothing.

Honour bright, whispered Jarwin, as he turned about and retired among his comrades.

Fortunately his sudden action had only attracted the attention of a few of those who were nearest to him, and no notice was taken of it.

When Big Chief retired with his men for consultation, he called Jarwin aside.

Jarwin, he said, with unusual gravity, you must not hear our palaver.

Why not, old feller?

It is your business to obey, not to question, replied Big Chief, sternly. Go  when I want you I will find you. You may go and look at the Cookee missionary, but, remember, I have your promise.

Honour bright, replied Jarwin with a sigh.

The promise of a Breetish tar?

Surely, replied Jarwin.

Of a Christian? said Big Chief, with emphasis.

Aye, thats the idee; but its a hard case, old boy, to advise a poor feller to go into the very jaws o temptation. I would rather ee had ordered me to keep away from em. Howsever, here goes!

Muttering these words to himself, he left his savage friends to hold their palaver, and went straight into the jaws of temptation, by walking towards the cottage of the missionary. It was a neat wooden erection, built and plastered by the natives. Jarwin hung about the door; sometimes he even ventured to peep in at the windows, in his intense desire to see and hear the long-lost forms and tones of his native land; and, as the natives generally were much addicted to such indications of curiosity, his doing so attracted no unusual attention.

While he was standing near the door, Mrs Williams unexpectedly came out. Jarwin, feeling ashamed to appear in so very light a costume before a lady, turned smartly round and walked away. Then, reflecting that he was quite as decently clothed as the other natives about, he turned again and slowly retraced his steps, pretending to be interested in picking stones and plants from the ground.

The missionarys wife looked at him for a moment with no greater interest than she would have bestowed on any other native, and then gazed towards the sea-shore, as if she expected some one. Presently Mr Williams approached.

Well, have you been successful? she asked.

Yes, it has been all arranged satisfactorily, so I shall begin at once, replied Mr Williams. The only thing that gives me anxiety is the bellows.

Poor Jarwin drew nearer and nearer. His heart was again stirred in a way that it had not been for many a day, and he had to pull the rein pretty tightly; in fact, it required all his Christianity and British-tar-hood to prevent him from revealing himself, and claiming protection at that moment.

As he raised himself, and gazed with intense interest at the speakers, the missionarys attention became fixed on him, and he beckoned him to approach.

I think you are one of the strangers who have just arrived, are you not?

This was spoken in the language of Raratonga, which was so similar to that which he had already acquired, that he opened his mouth to reply, Yes, your honour, or Your reverence, in English. But it suddenly occurred to him that he must translate this into the native tongue if his secret was to be preserved. While he was turning over in his mind the best words to use for this purpose he reflected that the imperfection of his knowledge, even the mere tone of his voice, would probably betray him; he therefore remained dumb, with his mouth open.

The missionary smiled slightly, and repeated his question.

Jarwin, in great perplexity, still remained dumb. Suddenly an idea flashed across his mind. He pointed to his mouth, wagged his tongue, and shook his head.

Ah! you are dumb, my poor man, said the missionary, with a look of pity.

Or tabooed, suggested the lady; his tongue may have been tabooed.

There was some reason and probability in this, for the extraordinary custom of tabooing, by which various things are supposed to be rendered sacred, and therefore not to be used or touched, is extended by the South Sea Islanders to various parts of their bodies, as for instance, the hands; in which case the person so tabooed must, for a time, be fed by others, as he dare not use his hands.

Jarwin, being aware of the custom, was so tickled by the idea of his tongue being tabooed, that he burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, to the intense amazement of his questioners. While in the midst of this laugh, he became horrified by the thought that that of itself would be sufficient to betray him, so he cleverly remedied the evil, and gave vent to his feelings by tapering the laugh off into a hideous yell, and rushed frantically from the spot.

Strange, observed the missionary, gazing after the fugitive mariner, how like that was to an English laugh!

More like the cry of a South Sea maniac, I think, said Mrs Williams, re-entering the house, followed by her husband.

The matter which the missionary said had been arranged so satisfactorily, and was to be begun at once, was neither more nor less than the building of a ship, in which to traverse the great island-studded breast of the Pacific.

In case some one, accustomed to think of the ponderous vessels which are built constantly in this land with such speed and facility, should be inclined to regard the building of a ship a small matter, we shall point out a few of the difficulties with which the missionary had to contend in this projected work.

In the first place, he was on what is sometimes styled a savage island  an island that lay far out of the usual track of ships, that had only been discovered a little more than a year at that time, and was inhabited by a blood-thirsty, savage, cruel, and ignorant race of human beings, who had renounced idolatry and embraced Christianity only a few months before. They knew no more of ship-building than the celebrated man in the moon, and their methods of building canoes were quite inapplicable to vessels of large capacity. Besides this, Mr Williams was the only white man on the island, and he had no suitable implements for shipbuilding, except axes and augurs, and a few of the smaller of the carpenters tools. In the building of a vessel, timbers and planks are indispensable, but he had no pit-saw wherewith to cut these. It is necessary to fasten planks and timbers together, but he had no nails to do this. Heavy iron forgings were required for some parts of the structure, but, although he possessed iron, he had no smiths anvil, or hammer, or tongs, or bellows, wherewith to forge it. In these circumstances he commenced one of the greatest pieces of work ever undertaken by man  greatest, not only because of the mechanical difficulties overcome, but because of the influence for good that the ship, when completed, had upon the natives of the Southern Seas, as well as its reflex influence in exciting admiration, emulation, and enthusiasm in other lands.

The first difficulty was the bellows. Nothing could be done without these and the forge. There were four goats on the island. Three of these were sacrificed; their skins were cut up, and, along with two boards, converted into a pair of smiths bellows in four days.

No one can imagine the intense interest with which John Jarwin looked on while the persevering but inexperienced missionary laboured at this work, and tremendous was the struggle which he had to keep his hands idle and his tongue quiet; for he was a mechanical genius, and could have given the missionary many a useful hint, but did not dare to do so lest his knowledge, or voice, or aptitude for such work, or all these put together, should betray him. He was, therefore, fain to content himself with looking on, or performing a few trifling acts in the way of lifting, carrying, and hewing with the axe.

His friends frequently came to look on, as the work progressed, and he could not help fancying that they regarded him with looks of peculiar interest. This perplexed him, but, supposing that it must result from suspicion of his integrity, he took no notice of it, save that he became more resolute than ever in reference to honour bright! Big Chief also came to look on and wonder, but, although he kept a sharp eye on his slave, he did not seem to desire intercourse with him.

When the bellows were finished, it was found that they did not work properly. The upper box did not fill well, and, when tried, they were not satisfied with blowing wind out, but insisted on drawing fire in! They were, in short, a failure! Deep were the ponderings of the missionary as to how this was to be remedied, and small was the light thrown on the subject by the various encyclopaedias and other books which he possessed; but the question was somewhat abruptly settled for him by the rats. These creatures devoured all the leather of the bellows in a single night, and left nothing but the bare boards!

Rats were an absolute plague at that time at Raratonga. Mr Williams tells us, in his interesting Narrative, that he and his family never sat down to a meal without having two or more persons stationed to keep them off the table. When kneeling at family prayer, they would run over them in all directions, and it was found difficult to keep them out of the beds. On one occasion, when the servant was making one of the beds, she uttered a scream, and, on rushing into the room, Mr Williams found that four rats had crept under the pillow and made themselves snug there. They paid for their impudence, however, with their lives. On another occasion, a pair of English shoes, which had not been put in the usual place of safety, were totally devoured in a night, and the same fate befell the covering of a hair-trunk. No wonder, then, that they did not spare the bellows!

Poor Jarwin sorrowed over this loss fully as much as did the missionary, but he was forced to conceal his grief.

Still bent on discovering some method of raising the wind, Mr Williams appealed to his inventive powers. He considered that if a pump threw water, there was no reason why it should not throw wind. Impressed with this belief, he set to work and made a box about eighteen or twenty inches square and four feet high, with a valve in the bottom to let air in, a hole in the front to let it out, and a sort of piston to force it through the hole. By means of a long lever the piston could be raised, and by heavy weights it was pushed down. Of course considerable power was required to raise the piston and its weights, but there was a superabundance of power, for thousands of wondering natives were ready and eager to do whatever they were bid. They could have pumped the bellows had they been the size of a house! They worked admirably in some respects, but had the same fault as the first pair, namely, a tendency to suck in the fire! This, however, was corrected by means of a valve at the back of the pipe which communicated with the fire. Another fault lay in the length of interval between the blasts. This was remedied by making another box of the same kind, and working the two alternately, so that when one was blowing the fire, the other was, as it were, taking breath. Thus a continuous blast was obtained, while eight or ten grinning and delighted natives worked the levers.

The great difficulty being thus overcome, the work progressed rapidly. A large hard stone served for an anvil, and a small stone, perforated, with a handle affixed to it, did duty for a hammer. A pair of carpenters pincers served for tongs, and charcoal, made from the cocoanut and other trees, did duty for coals. In order to obtain planks, the missionary split trees in half with wedges and then the natives thinned them down with adzes extemporised by fitting crooked handles to ordinary hatchets. When a bent or twisted plank was required, having no apparatus for steaming it, he bent a piece of bamboo to the required shape, and sent natives to scour the woods in search of a suitable crooked tree. Thus planks suited to his purpose were obtained. Instead of fastening the planks to the timbers of the ship with iron nails, large wooden pins, or trenails, were used, and driven into augur holes, and thus the fabric was held together. Instead of oakum, cocoanut husk was used, and native cloth and dried banana stumps to caulk the seams, and make them watertight. The bark of a certain tree was spun into twine and rope by a rope-machine made for the purpose, and a still more complex machine, namely, a turning-lathe, was constructed for the purpose of turning the block sheaves; while sails were made out of native mats, quilted to give them sufficient strength to resist the wind.

By these means was completed, in about three months, a decked vessel of from seventy to eighty tons burden  about sixty feet long by eighteen broad. She was finally launched and named The Messenger of Peace. And, truly, a messenger of peace and glad tidings did she afterwards prove to be on many occasions among the islands of the Southern Seas.

But our hero, John Jarwin, was not allowed to remain to see this happy consummation. He only looked on and assisted at the commencement of the work.

Many and many a time did he, during that trying period, argue with himself as to the propriety of his conduct in thus refusing the means of escape when it was thrown in his way, and there was not wanting, now and then, a suggestion from somewhere  he knew not where, but certainly it was not from outside of him  that perhaps the opportunity had been providentially thrown in his way. But Jarwin resisted these suggestions. He looked up, and reflected that he was there under a solemn promise; that, but for his promise, he should not have been there at all, and that, therefore, it was his peculiar duty at that particular time to whisper to himself continually honour bright!

One morning Big Chief roused Jarwin with his toe, and said  

Get up. We go home now.

What say ee, old man?

Get ready. We go to-day. I have seen and heard enough.

Big Chief was very stern, so that Jarwin thought it wise to hold his tongue and obey.

There was a long animated palaver between the chief, the missionary, and the king, but Jarwin had been carefully prevented from hearing it by his master, who ordered him to keep by the canoes, which were launched and ready. Once again he was assailed by an intense desire to escape, and this sudden approach of the time that was perchance to fix his fate for life rendered him almost desperate  but he still looked up, and honour bright carried the day. He remained dumb to the last, and did not even allow himself the small comfort of waving a piece of native cloth to the missionary, as he and his captors paddled from the Raratonga shore.




Chapter Eight.

Despair is Followed by Surprises and Deliverance.

At first John Jarwin could not quite realise his true position after leaving Raratonga. The excitement consequent on the whole affair remained for some time on his mind, causing him to feel as if it were a dream, and it was not until he had fairly landed again on Big Chiefs island, and returned to his own little hut there, and had met with Cuffy  whose demonstrations of intense delight cannot by any possibility be described  that he came fully to understand the value of the opportunity which he had let slip through his fingers.

Poor Jarwin! words fail to convey a correct idea of the depth of his despair, for now he saw clearly, as he thought, that perpetual slavery was his doom. Under the influence of the feelings that overwhelmed him he became savage.

Cuff, said he, on the afternoon of the day of his return, its all up with you and me, old chap.

The tone in which this was uttered was so stern that the terrier drooped its ears, lowered its tail, and looked up with an expression that was equivalent to Dont kick me, please dont!

Jarwin smiled a grim yet a pitiful smile as he looked at the dog.

Yes, its all up with us, he continued; we shall live and die in slavery; wot a fool I was not to cut and run when I had the chance!

The remembrance of honour bright flashed upon him here, but he was still savage, and therefore doggedly shut his eyes to it.

At this point a message was brought to him from Big Chief requesting his attendance in the royal hut. Jarwin turned angrily on the messenger and bid him begone in a voice of thunder, at the same time intimating, by a motion of his foot, that if he did not obey smartly, he would quicken his motions for him. The messenger vanished, and Jarwin sat down beside Cuffy  who looked excessively humble  and vented his feelings thus  

I cant stand it no longer Cuff. I wont stand it! Im goin to bust up, I am; so look out for squalls.

A feeling of uncertainty as to the best method of busting up induced him to clutch his hair with both hands, and snort. It must not be supposed that our hero gave way to such rebellious feelings with impunity. On the contrary, his conscience pricked him to such an extent that it felt like an internal pin-cushion or hedgehog. While he was still holding fast to his locks in meditative uncertainty, three natives appeared at the entrance of his hut, and announced that they had been sent by Big Chief to take him to the royal hut by force, in case he should refuse to go peaceably.

Uttering a shout of defiance, the exasperated man sprang up and rushed at the natives, who, much too wise to await the onset, fled in three different directions. Instead of pursuing any of them, Jarwin went straight to his masters hut, where he found him seated on a couch of native cloth. Striding up to him he clenched his fist, and holding it up in a threatening manner, exclaimed  

Now look ee here, Big Chief  which it would be big thief if ee had yer right name  I aint goin to stand this sort o thing no longer. I kep my word to you all the time we wos at Raratonga, but now Ill keep it no longer. Ill do my best to cut the cable and make sail the wery first chance I gits  so I give ee fair warnin.

Big Chief made no reply for some moments, but opened his eyes with such an intense expression of unaffected amazement, that Jarwins wrath abated, in spite of his careful nursing of it to keep it warm.

Jowin, he exclaimed at length, you Christian Breetish tar, have your dibbil got into you?

This question effectually routed Jarwins anger. He knew that the savage, to whom he had spoken at various times on the subject of satanic influence, was perfectly sincere in his inquiry, as well as in his astonishment. Moreover, he himself felt surprised that Big Chief, who was noted for his readiness to resent insult, should have submitted to his angry tones and looks and threatening manner without the slightest evidence of indignation. The two men therefore stood looking at each other in silent surprise for a few moments.

Big Chief, said Jarwin at last, bringing his right fist down heavily into his left palm, by way of emphasis, theres no dibbil, as you call him, got possession o me. My own spirit is dibbil enough, I find, to account for all that Ive said and done  an a great deal more. But it has bin hard on me to see the door open, as it were, an not take adwantage of it. Howsever, its all over now, an I ax yer parding. Ill not mutiny again. Youve been a kind feller to me, old chap  though you are a savage  an I aint on-grateful; as long as Im your slave Ill do my duty honour bright; at the same time I think it fair an above board to let you know that Ill make my escape from you when I git the chance. Im bound for to sarve you while I eat your wittles, but I am free to go if I can manage it. There  you may roast me alive an eat me, if you like, but you cant say, after this, that Im sailin under false colours.

During this speech a variety of expressions affected the countenance of Big Chief, but that of melancholy predominated.

Jowin, he said, slowly, I like you.

Youre a good-hearted old buffer, said Jarwin, grasping the Chiefs hand, and squeezing it; to say the truth, Im wery fond o yourself, but its natral that I should like my freedom better.

Big Chief pondered this for some time, and shook his head slowly, as if the result of his meditation was not satisfactory.

Jowin, he resumed, after a pause, sing me a song.

Well, you are a queer codger, said Jarwin, laughing in spite of himself; if ever there was a man as didnt feel up to singin, thats me at this moment. Howsomedever, I spose it must be done. Wotll you ave? Ben Bolt, Black-eyed Susan, The Jolly Young Waterman, Jim Crow, There is a Happy Land, or the Old Hundred, eh? Only say the word, an Ill turn on the steam.

Big Chief made no reply. As he appeared to be lost in meditation, Jarwin sat down, and in a species of desperation, began to bellow with all the strength of his lungs one of those nautical ditties with which seamen are wont to enliven the movements of the windlass or the capstan. He changed the tune several times, and at length slid gradually into a more gentle and melodious vein of song, while Big Chief listened with evident pleasure. Still there was perceptible to Jarwin a dash of sadness in his masters countenance which he had never seen before. Wondering at this, and changing his tunes to suit his own varying moods, he gradually came to plaintive songs, and then to psalms and hymns.

At last Big Chief seemed satisfied, and bade his slave good-night.

Hes a wonderful cracter, remarked Jarwin to Cuffy, as he lay down to rest that night, a most onaccountable sort o man. Theres sumthin workin in is ead; tho wot it may be is more nor I can tell. Praps hes agoin to spiflicate me, in consikence o my impidence. If so, Cuff, whatever will became o you, my poor little doggie!

Cuffy nestled very close to his masters side at this point, and whined in a pitiful tone, as if he really understood the purport of his remarks. In five minutes more he was giving vent to occasional mild little whines and half barks, indicating that he was in the land of dreams, and Jarwins nose was creating sounds which told that its owner had reached that blessed asylum of the weary  oblivion.

Next day our sailor awakened to the consciousness of the fact that the sun was shining brightly, that paroquets were chattering gaily, that Cuffy was still sleeping soundly, and that the subjects of Big Chief were making an unusual uproar outside.

Starting up, and pulling on a pair of remarkably ancient canvas trousers, which his master had graciously permitted him to retain and wear, Jarwin looked out at the door of his hut and became aware of the fact that the whole tribe was assembled in the spot where national palavers were wont to be held. The House appeared to be engaged at the time in the discussion of some exceedingly knotty question  a sort of national education bill, or church endowment scheme  for there was great excitement, much gesticulation, and very loud talk, accompanied with not a little angry demonstration on the part of the disputants.

Hallo! wots up? inquired Jarwin of a stout savage who stood at his door armed with a club, on the head of which human teeth formed a conspicuous ornament.

Palaver, replied the savage.

Its easy to hear and see that, replied Jarwin, but wot is it all about?

The savage vouchsafed no farther reply, but continued to march up and down in front of the hut.

Jarwin, therefore, essayed to quit his abode, but was stopped by the taciturn savage, who said that he must consider himself a prisoner until the palaver had come to an end. He was therefore fain to content himself with standing at his door and watching the gesticulations of the members of council.

Big Chief was there of course, and appeared to take a prominent part in the proceedings. But there were other chiefs of the tribe whose opinions had much weight, though they were inferior to him in position. At last they appeared to agree, and finally, with a loud shout, the whole band rushed off in the direction of the temple where their idols were kept.

Jarwins guard had manifested intense excitement during the closing scene, and when this last act took place he threw down his club, forsook his post, and followed his comrades. Of course Jarwin availed himself of the opportunity, and went to see what was being done.

To his great surprise he found that the temple was being dismantled, while the idols were carried down to the palaver-ground, if we may so call it, and thrown into a heap there with marks of indignity and contempt.

Knowing, as he did, the superstitious reverence with which the natives regarded their idols, Jarwin beheld this state of things with intense amazement, and he looked on with increasing interest, hoping, ere long, to discover some clue to the mystery, but his hopes were disappointed, for Big Chief caught sight of him and sternly ordered him back to his hut, where another guard was placed over him. This guard was more strict than the previous one had been. He would not allow his prisoner even to look on at what was taking place.

Under the circumstances, there was therefore nothing for it but to fall back on philosophic meditation and converse with Cuffy. These were rather poor resources, however, to a man who was surrounded by a tribe of excited savages. Despite his natural courage and coolness, Jarwin felt, as he said himself, raither oncomfortable.

Towards the afternoon things became a little more quiet, still no notice was taken of our hero save that his meals were sent to him from the Chiefs hut. He wondered at this greatly, for nothing of the kind had ever happened before, and he began to entertain vague suspicions that such treatment might possibly be the prelude to evil of some kind befalling him. He questioned his guard several times, but that functionary told him that Big Chief had bidden him refuse to hold converse with him on any subject whatever.

Being, as the reader knows, a practical, matter-of-fact sort of man, our hero at last resigned himself to his fate, whatever that might be, and beguiled the time by making many shrewd remarks and observations to Cuffy. When the afternoon meal was brought to him, he heaved a deep sigh, and apparently, with that effort flung off all his anxieties.

Come along, Cuff, he said in a hearty voice, sitting down to dinner, lets grub together an be thankful for small mercies, anyhow. Wotever turns up, you and I shall go halves and stick by one another to the last. Not that I have any doubts of Big Chief, Cuffy; you mustnt suppose that; but then, you see, he aint the only chief in the island, and if all the rest was to go agin him, he couldnt do much to save us.

The dog of course replied in its usual facetious manner with eyes and tail, and sat down with its ears cocked and its head turned expectantly on one side, while the sailor removed the palm-leaf covering of the basket which contained the provisions sent to him.

Wot have we here, Cuffy? he said soliloquising and looking earnestly in; let me see; bit of baked pig  good, Cuff, good; thats the stuff to make us fat. Wot next? Roast fish  thats not bad, Cuff  not bad, though hardly equal to the pig. Here we have a leaf full of plantains and another of yams,  excellent grub that, my doggie, nothing could be better. Whats this? Cocoanut full of its own milk  the best o drink; it cheers  as the old song, or the old poet says but it dont inebriate; that wos said in regard to tea, you know, but it holds good in respect of cocoanut milk, and its far better than grog, Cuffy; far better, though you cant know nothin about that, but you may take my word for it; happy is the man as drinks nothin stronger than cocoanut milk or tea. Hallo! wots this  plums? Why, doggie, theyre oncommon good to us to-day. I wonder wots up. I say Jarwin paused as he drew the last dish out of the prolific basket, and looked earnestly at his dog while he laid it down, I say, what if they should have taken it into their heads to fatten us up before killin us? Thats not a wery agreeable notion, is it, eh?

Apparently Cuffy was of the same opinion, for he did not wag even the point of his tail, and there was something dubious in the glance of his eye as he waited for more.

Well, well, it aint no use surmisin, observed the seaman, with another sigh, wot weve got for to do just now is to eat our wittles an hope for the best. Here you are, Cuff  catch!

Throwing a lump of baked pig to his dog, the worthy man fell to with a keen appetite, and gave himself no further anxiety as to the probable or possible events of the future.

Dinner concluded, he would fain have gone out for a ramble on the shore  as he had been wont to do in time past  but his gaoler forbade him to quit the hut. He was therefore about to console himself with a siesta, when an unexpected order came from Big Chief, requiring his immediate attendance in the royal hut. Jarwin at once obeyed the mandate, and in a few minutes stood before his master, who was seated on a raised couch, enjoying a cup of cocoanut milk.

I have send for you, began Big Chief with solemnity, to have a palaver. Sit down, you Breetish tar.

All right, old chap, replied Jarwin, seating himself on a stool opposite to his master. Wot is it to be about?

Jowin, rejoined Big Chief, with deepening gravity, yous bin well treated here.

Big Chief spoke in broken English now, having picked it up with amazing facility from his white slave.

Well, yees, Im free to confess that I has bin well treated  barrin the fact that my libertys bin took away; besides which, some of your black rascals aint quite so civil as they might be, but on the whole, Ive been well treated; anyhow I never received nothin but kindness from you, old codger.

He extended his hand frankly, and Big Chief, who had been taught the meaning of our English method of salutation, grasped it warmly and shook it with such vigour that he would certainly have discomposed Jarwin had that Breetish tar been a less powerful man. He performed this ceremony with the utmost sadness, however, and continued to shake his head in such a melancholy way that his white slave began to feel quite anxious about him.

Hallo! old feller, you aint bin took bad, have ee?

Big Chief made no reply, but continued to shake his head slowly; then, as if a sudden idea had occurred to him, he rose, and, grasping Jarwin by his whiskers with both hands, rubbed noses with him, after which he resumed his seat on the couch.

Just so, observed our hero with a smile, you shake hands with me English fashion  I rub noses with you South-Sea fashion. Give an take; all right, old codger may our friendship last for ever, as the old song puts it. But wot about this here palaver you spoke of? It warnt merely to rub our beaks together that you sent for me, I fancy. Is it a song you wants, or a hymn? Only say the word, and Im your man.

I spose, said Big Chief, using, of course, Jarwins sea phraseology, only still farther broken, youd up ankar an make sail most quick if you could, eh?

Well, although I has a likin for you, old man, replied the sailor, I cant but feel a sort o preference, dee see, for my own wife an childn. Therefore I would cut my cable, if I had the chance.

Kite right, kite right, replied Big Chief, with a deep sigh, you say it am natral. Good, good, so tis. Now, Jowin, continued the savage chief, with intense earnestness, yous free to go when you pleases.

Oh, gammon! replied Jarwin, with an unbelieving grin.

Wot is gammon? demanded Big Chief, with a somewhat disappointed look.

Well, it dont matter what it means  its nothin or nonsense, if you like  but wot do you mean, old man, thats the rub, as Hamblet, or some such cracter, said to his father-in-law; you aint in airnest, are you?

Jowin, answered the Chief, with immovable gravity, I not onderstan you. Wot you mean by airnest? He did not wait for a reply, however, but seizing Jarwin by the wrist, and looking into his eyes with an expression of child-like earnestness that effectually solemnised his white slave, continued, Lissen, onderstan me. I is a Christian. My broder chiefs an I have watch you many days. You have always do wot is right, no matter wot trouble follers to you. You do this for love of your God, your Saviour, so you tells me. Good, I do not need much palaver. Wen de sun shines it am hot; wen not shine am cold. Wot more? Cookee missionary have say the truth. My slave have prove the truth. I love you, Jowin. I love your God. I keep you if possible, but Christian must not have slave. Go  you is free.

You dont mean that, old man? cried Jarwin, starting up with flashing eyes and seizing his masters hand.

You is free! repeated Big Chief.

We need not relate all that honest John Jarwin said and did after that. Let it suffice to record his closing remarks that night to Cuffy.

Cuff, said he, patting the shaggy head of his humble friend, many a strange thing crops up in this here koorious world, but it never did occur to my mind before, that while a larned man like a missionary might state the truth, the likes o me should have the chance an the power to prove it. Thats a wery koorious fact, so you an I shall go to sleep on it, my doggie  good-night.




Chapter Nine.

The Last.

That Jarwins deliverance from slavery was not a dream, but a blessed reality, was proved to him next day beyond all doubt by the singular proceedings of Big Chief and his tribe. Such of the native idols as had not been burned on the previous day were brought out, collected into a heap, and publicly burned, after which the whole tribe assembled on the palavering ground, and Big Chief made a long, earnest, and animated speech, in which he related all that he had seen of his white slaves conduct at the island of Raratonga, and stated how that conduct had proved to him, more conclusively than anything else he had heard or seen, that the religion of the white missionaries was true.

While this was being spoken, many sage reflections were passing through Jarwins mind, and a feeling of solemn thankfulness filled him when he remembered how narrowly he had escaped doing inconceivable damage by giving way to temptation and breaking his word. He could not avoid perceiving that, if he had not been preserved in a course of rectitude all through his terrible trial, at a time when he thought that no one was thinking about him, not only would Big Chief and his nation have probably remained in heathen superstition, and continued to practise all the horrid and bloody rites which that superstition involved, but his own condition of slavery would, in all probability, have been continued and rendered permanent; for Big Chief and his men were numerous and powerful enough to have held their own against the Raratongans, while, at the same time, it was probable that he would have lost his masters regard, as he would certainly have lost his respect.

He could not help reflecting, also, how much the cause of Christianity must often suffer in consequence of the conduct of many seamen, calling themselves Christians, who visit the South-Sea Islands, and lead dissolute, abandoned lives while there. Some of these, he knew, brought this discredit on the name of Jesus thoughtlessly, and would, perhaps, be solemnised and sorry if they knew the terrible results of their conduct; while others, he also knew, cared nothing for Christianity, or for anything in the world except the gratification of their own selfish desires.

While he was yet pondering these things, Big Chief advanced towards him, and, taking him by the hand, led him into the centre of the concourse. To his great surprise and confusion the tall chief said  

Now, Jowin will palaver to you. He is one Breetish tar  one Christian. He can tell us what we shall do.

Saying this, Big Chief sat down, and left Jarwin standing in the midst scratching his head, and looking with extreme perplexity at the vast sea of black faces and glittering eyes which were directed towards him.

Wy, you know, old man, it aint fair of you, this aint, he said, addressing himself to Big Chief; youve took me all aback, like a white squall. How dee spose that I can tell ee wot to do? I aint a parson  no, not even a clerk, or a parish beadle!

To this Big Chief vouchsafed no further reply than Palaver, you Breetish tar!

Wery good, exclaimed Jarwin, turning round, and looking full at his audience, while a bright smile lit up his sunburnt countenance, as if a sudden idea had occurred to him, Ill do my best to palaver. Here goes, then, for a yarn.

Jarwin spoke, of course, in the native tongue, which we translate into his own language.

Big Chief, small chiefs, and niggers in general, he began, with a wave of his right hand, youve called on me for a speech. Good. Im your man, Im a Breetish tar, as your great chief says truly  thats a fact; an Im a Christian  I hope. God knows, Ive sometimes my own doubts as to that same; but the doubts aint with reference to the Almighty; theyre chiefly as regards myself. Howsever, to come to the point, youve gone and burnt your idols

Ho! exclaimed the whole assembly, with a degree of energy that made a deep impression on the sailor  just as one might be impressed when he has been permitted to become the happy medium of achieving some great end which he had never dreamed of being privileged to accomplish.

Well, then, continued Jarwin, that is a good thing, anyhow; for its a disgrace to human natur, not to speak o common-sense an other things, to worship stocks an stones, wen the Bible distinctly tolls ee not to do it. Youve done right in that matter; an glad am I to hear from Big Chief that you intend, after this, to foller the truth. Old man, an niggers, cried Jarwin, warming up, to my mind, the highest thing that a man can dewot his-self to is, the follerin out an fallin in with the truth. Just spose that chemists, an ingineers, an doctors was to foller lies! Wy, wot would come of it? Confoosion wus confounded. In coorse, therefore, they carefully tries to foller wots true  though Im bound for to say they do git off the track now an then. Well, if its so with such like, its much more so with religion. Wot then? Wy, stand by your colours, through thick an thin. Hold on to the Bible! Thats the watchword. Thats your sheet-anchor  though you havent seed one yet. Its good holdin ground is the Bible  its the only holdin ground. How does I know that? says you. Well, it aint easy for me to give you an off-hand answer to that, any more than it is to give you an off-hand answer to a complicated question in the rule o three. A parson could do it, no doubt, but the likes o me can only show a sort o reflected light like the moon; nevertheless, we may show a true light  though reflected. Chiefs an niggers, theres asses in every generation (young asses chiefly) as thinks theyve found out somethin noo in regard to the Bible, an then runs it down. An them fellers grow old, an sticks to their opinions; an they think themselves wise, an other people thinks em wise cause theyre old, as if oldness made em wise! Wy are they asses? Wy, because they formed their opinions early in life, in opposition to men wot has studied these matters all through their lives. Havin hoisted their colours, they nails em to the mast; an there they are! They never goes at the investigation o the subject as a man investigates mathematics, or navigation, or logarithms; so theyre like a ship at sea without a chart. Niggers, no man can claim to be wise unless he can render a reason. He may be, praps, but he cant claim to be. I believe the Bibles true because o two facts. Fust of all, men of the highest intellec have found it true, an tried it, an practised its teachins, an rested their souls on it. In the second place, as the parsons say, I have tried it, an found it true as fur as Ive gone. Ive sailed accordin to the chart, an have struck on no rocks or shoals as yet. Ive bin wery near it; but, thank God, I wasnt allowed to take the wrong course altogether, though Ive got to confess that I wanted to, many a time. Now, wot does all this here come to? demanded Jarwin, gazing round on his audience, who were intensely interested, though they did not understand much of what he said, wot does it come to? Wy that, havin wisely given up yer idols, an taken to the true God, the next best thing you can do is to go off at once to Raratonga, an git the best adwice you can from those wot are trained for to give it. I cant say no fairer than that, for, as to askin adwice on religious matters from the likes o me, wy the things parfitly ridiklous!

Jarwin sat down amid a murmur of applause. In a few minutes an old chief rose to reply. His words were to the effect that, although there was much in their white brothers speech beyond their understanding  which was not to be wondered at, considering that he was so learned, and they so ignorant  there was one part of it which he thoroughly agreed with, namely, that a party should be sent to Raratonga to inform the Cookee missionaries as to what had taken place, to ask advice, and to beg one of the Cookees to come and live permanently on their island, and teach them the Christian religion. Another chief followed with words and sentiments to much the same effect. Then Big Chief gave orders that the canoes for the deputation should be got ready without delay, and the meeting broke up with loud shouts and other pleasant demonstrations.

Matters having been thus satisfactorily arranged, Jarwin returned to his hut with a grateful heart, to meditate on the happy turn that had taken place in his prospects. Finding the hut not quite congenial to his frame of mind, and observing that the day was unusually fine, he resolved to ramble in the cool shades of a neighbouring wood.

Come, Cuff, my doggie, you an I shall go for a walk this fine day; weve much to think about an talk over, dee see, which is best done in solitary places.

Need we say that Cuffy responded with intense enthusiasm to this invitation, and that his spanker boom became violently demonstrative as he followed his master into the wood.

Jarwin still wore, as we have said, his old canvas trousers, which had been patched and re-patched to such an extent with native cloth, that very little of the original fabric was visible. The same may be said of his old flannel shirt, to which he clung with affectionate regard long after it had ceased to be capable of clinging to him without patchwork strengthening. The remnants of his straw hat, also, had been carefully kept together, so that, with the exception of the paint on his face, which Big Chief insisted on his wearing, and the huge South-Sea club which he carried habitually for protection, he was still a fair specimen of a British tar.

Paroquets were chattering happily; rills were trickling down the hillsides; fruit and flower trees perfumed the air, and everything looked bright and beautiful  in pleasant accordance with the state of Jarwins feelings  while the two friends wandered away through the woods in dreamy enjoyment of the past and present, and with hopeful anticipations in regard to the future. Jarwin said something to this effect to Cuffy, and put it to him seriously to admit the truth of what he said, which that wise dog did at once  if there be any truth in the old saying that silence is consent.

After wandering for several hours, they came out of the wood at a part of the coast which lay several miles distant from Big Chiefs village. Here, to his surprise and alarm, he discovered two war-canoes in the act of running on the beach. He drew back at once, and endeavoured to conceal himself, for he knew too well that this was a party from a distant island, the principal chief of which had threatened more than once to make an attack on Big Chief and his tribe. But Jarwin had been observed, and was immediately pursued and his retreat cut off by hundreds of yelling savages. Seeing this, he ran down to the beach, and, taking up a position on a narrow spit of sand, flourished his ponderous club and stood at bay. Cuffy placed himself close behind his master, and, glaring between his legs at the approaching savages, displayed all his teeth and snarled fiercely. One, who appeared to be a chief, ran straight at our hero, brandishing a club similar to his own. Jarwin had become by that time well practised in the use of his weapon; he evaded the blow dealt at him, and fetched the savage such a whack on the small of his back as he passed him, that he fell flat on the sand and lay there. Cuffy rushed at him and seized him by the throat, an act which induced another savage to launch a javelin at the dog. It grazed his back, cut it partly open, and sent him yelling into the woods. Meanwhile, Jarwin was surrounded, and, although he felled three or four of his assailants, was quickly overpowered by numbers, gagged, lashed tight to a pole, so that he could not move, and laid in the bottom of one of the war-canoes.

Even when in this sad plight the sturdy seaman did not lose heart, for he knew well that Cuffy being wounded and driven from his masters side, would run straight home to his masters hut, and that Big Chief would at once suspect, from the nature of the wound and the circumstance of the dog being alone, that it was necessary for him and his men-of-war to take the field; Jarwin, therefore, felt very hopeful that he should be speedily rescued. But such hopes were quickly dispelled when, after a noisy dispute on the beach, the savages, who owned the canoe in which he lay, suddenly re-embarked and pushed off to sea, leaving the other canoe and its crew on the beach.

Hour after hour passed, but the canoe-men did did not relax their efforts. Straight out to sea they went, and when the sun set, Big Chiefs island had already sunk beneath the horizon.

Now, indeed, a species of wild despair filled the breast of the poor captive. To be thus seized, and doomed in all probability to perpetual bondage, when the cup of regained liberty had only just touched his lips, was very hard to bear. When he first fully realised his situation, he struggled fiercely to burst his bonds, but the men who had tied him knew how to do their work. He struggled vainly until he was exhausted. Then, looking up into the starry sky, his mind became gradually composed, and he had recourse to prayer. Slumber ere long sealed his eyes, setting him free in imagination, and he did not again waken until daylight was beginning to appear.

All that day he lay in the same position, without water or food, cramped by the cords that bound him, and almost driven mad by the heat of an unclouded sun. Still, onward went the canoe  propelled by men who appeared to require no rest. Night came again, and Jarwin  by that time nearly exhausted  fell into a troubled slumber. From this he was suddenly aroused by loud wild cries and shouts, as of men engaged in deadly conflict, and he became aware of the fact that the canoe in which he lay was attacked, for the warriors had thrown down their paddles and seized their clubs, and their feet trod now on his chest, now on his face, as they staggered to and fro. In a few minutes several dead and wounded men fell on him; then he became unconscious.

When John Jarwins powers of observation returned, he found himself lying on his back in a neat little bed, with white cotton curtains, in a small, comfortably-furnished room, that reminded him powerfully of home! Cuffy lay on the counterpane, sound asleep, with his chin on his masters breast. At the bedside, with her back to him, sat a female, dressed in European clothes, and busy sewing.

Surely it aint bin all a long dream! whispered Jarwin to himself.

Cuffy cocked his ears and head, and turned a furtive glance on his masters face, while his spanker boom rose with the evident intention to wag, if circumstances rendered it advisable; but circumstances had of late been rather perplexing to Cuffy. At the same time the female turned quickly round and revealed a brown, though pleasant, face. Simultaneously, a gigantic figure arose at his side and bent over him.

Yous bedder? said the gigantic figure.

Hallo! Big Chief! Wots up, old feller? exclaimed Jarwin.

Hold yous tongue! said Big Chief, sternly. Go way, he added, to the female, who, with an acquiescent smile, left the room.

Well, this is queer; an I feels queer. Queery  wots the meanin of it? asked Jarwin.

Yous bin bad, Jowin, answered Big Chief, gravely, wery bad. Dead a-most. Now, yous goin to be bedder. Doctor say that

Doctor! exclaimed Jarwin in surprise, what doctor?

Doctor of ship. Hims come ebbery day for to see you.

Ship! cried Jarwin, springing up in his bed and glaring at Big Chief in wonder.

Lie down, you Christian Breetish tar, said the Chief, sternly, at the same time laying his large hand on the sailors chest with a degree of force that rendered resistance useless. Hold yous tongue an listen. Doctor say you not for speak. Me tell you all about it.

Fust place, continued Big Chief, yous bin bad, konsikince of de blackguards havin jump on yous face an stummick. But we give em awful lickin, Jowin  oh! smash um down right and left; got you out de canoe  dead, I think, but no, not jus so. Bring you here  Raratonga. De Cookee missionary an his wife not here; away in ship you sees im make. Native teecher here. Dat teechers wife bin nurse you an go away jus now. Ship comes here for trade, bound for England. Ams got doctor. Doctor come see you, shake ums head; looks long time; say he put you all right. Four week since dat. Now, yous hall right?

The last words he uttered with much anxiety depicted on his countenance, for he had been so often deceived of late by Jarwin having occasional lucid intervals in the midst of his delirium, that his faith in him had been shaken.

All right! exclaimed Jarwin, aye, right as a trivet. Bound for England, did ee say  the ship?

Big Chief nodded and looked very sad. You go home? he asked, softly.

Jarwin was deeply touched, he seized the big mans hand, and, not being strong, failed to restrain a tear or two. Big Chief, being very strong  in feelings as well as in frame  burst into tears. Cuffy, being utterly incapable of making head or tail of it, gave vent to a prolonged, dismal howl, which changed to a bark and whine of satisfaction when his master laughed, patted him, and advised him not to be so free in the use of his spanker boom!



Four weeks later, and Jarwin, with Cuffy by his side, stood, himself again, on the quarterdeck of the Nancy of Hull, while the Yo, heave ho! of the sailors rang an accompaniment to the clatter of the windlass as they weighed anchor, Big Chief held his hand and wept, and rubbed noses with him  to such an extent that the cabin boy said it was a perfect miracle that they had a scrap of nose left on their faces  and would not be consoled by the assurance that he, Jarwin, would certainly make another voyage to the South Seas, if he should be spared to do so, and occasion offered, for the express purpose of paying him a visit. At last he tore himself away, got into his canoe, and remained gazing in speechless sorrow after the homeward-bound vessel as she shook out her topsails to the breeze.

Despite his efforts, poor Jarwin was so visibly affected at parting from his kind old master, that the steward of the ship, a sympathetic man, was induced to offer him a glass of grog and a pipe. He accepted both, mechanically, still gazing with earnest looks at the fast-receding canoe.

Presently he raised the glass to his lips, and his nose became aware of the long-forgotten odour! The current of his thoughts was violently changed. He looked intently at the glass and then at the pipe.

Drink, said the sympathetic steward, and take a whiff. Itll do you good.

Drink! whiff! exclaimed Jarwin, while a dark frown gathered on his brow. There, old Father Neptune, he cried, tossing the glass and pipe overboard, you drink and whiff, if you choose; John Jarwin has done wi drinkin an whiffin for ever! Thanks to you, all the same, an no offence meant, he added in a gentler tone, turning to the astonished steward, and patting him on the shoulder, but if you had suffered all that I have suffered through bein a slave to the glass and the pipe  when I thought I was no slave, mark you, an would have larfed any one to scorn whod said I wos  if youd seed me groanin, an yearnin, an dreamin of baccy an grog, as I have done wen I couldnt get neither of em for love or money  you wouldnt wonder that I aint goin to be such a born fool as to go an sell myself over again!

Turning quickly towards the shore, as if regretting that he should, for a moment, have appeared to forget his old friend, he pulled out his handkerchief and waved it over the side. Big Chief replied energetically with a scrap of native cloth  not having got the length of handkerchiefs at that time.

Look at im, Cuff exclaimed Jarwin, placing his dog on the bulwarks of the ship, look at him, Cuff, and wag your spanker boom to him, too  ay, thats right  for hes as kind-hearted a nigger as ever owned a Breetish tar for a slave.

He said no more, but continued to wave his handkerchief at intervals until the canoe seemed a mere speck on the horizon, and, after it was gone, he and his little dog continued to gaze sadly at the island, as it grew fainter and fainter, until it sank at last into the great bosom of the Pacific Ocean.

The next land seen by Jarwin and Cuffy was  the white cliffs of Old England!

THE END
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Chapter One.

Begins with Differences of Opinion.

If ever there was a man in this world who was passionately fond of painting and cut out for a painter, that man was Frank Allfrey; but fate, in the form of an old uncle, had decided that Frank should not follow the bent of his inclinations.

We introduce our hero to the reader at the interesting age of eighteen, but, long before that period of life, he had shown the powerful leaning of his spirit. All his school-books were covered with heads of dogs, horses, and portraits of his companions. Most of his story-books were illustrated with coloured engravings, the colouring of which had been the work of his busy hand, and the walls of his nursery were decorated with cartoons, done in charcoal, which partial friends of the family sometimes declared were worthy of Raphael.

At the age of thirteen, his uncle  for the poor fellow was an orphan  asked him one day what he would like to be. This was an extraordinary condescension on the part of Mr Allfrey, senior, who was a grim, hard-featured man, with little or no soul to speak of, and with an enormously large ill-favoured body. The boy, although taken by surprise  for his uncle seldom addressed him on any subject,  answered promptly, Id like to be an artist, sir.

A what?

An artist.

Get along, you goose!

This was all that was said at the time, and as it is the only conversation which is certainly known to have taken place between the uncle and nephew during the early youth of the latter, we have ventured, at the risk of being tedious, to give the whole of it.

Frank was one of those unfortunates who are styled neglected boys. He was naturally sharp-witted, active in mind and body, good-tempered, and well disposed, but disinclined to study, and fond of physical exertion. He might have been a great man had he been looked after in youth, but no one looked after him. He was an infant when his father and mother died and left him to the care of his uncle, who cared not for him but left him to care for himself, having, as he conceived, done his duty towards him when he had supplied him with food, clothing, and lodging, and paid his school fees. No blame, therefore, to poor Frank that he grew up a half-educated youth, without fixed habits of study or thought, and with little capacity for close or prolonged mental exertion.

Mr Allfrey entertained the ridiculous idea that there were only three grand objects of ambition in life, namely, to work, to eat and drink, and to sleep. At least, if he did not say in definite terms that such was his belief, he undoubtedly acted as though it were. His mind appeared to revolve in a sort of small circle. He worked in order that he might eat and drink; he ate and drank that he might be strengthened for work, and he slept in order to recruit his energies that he might be enabled to work for the purposes of eating and drinking. He was a species of self-blinded human-horse that walked the everlasting round of a business-mill of his own creating. It is almost unnecessary to add that he was selfish to the back-bone, and that the only individual who did not see the fact was himself.

When Frank reached the age of eighteen, Mr Allfrey called him into his private study,  so called because he was in the habit of retiring regularly at fixed periods every day to study nothing there,  and, having bidden him sit down, accosted him thus:  

Well, boy, have you thought over what I said to you yesterday about fixing upon some profession? You are aware that you cannot expect to lead a life of idleness in this world. I know that you are fit for nothing, but fit or not fit, you must take to something without delay.

Frank felt a sensation of indignation at being spoken to thus rudely, and in his heart he believed that if he was indeed fit for nothing, his sad condition was due much more to his uncles neglect than to his own perversity. He did not, however, give utterance to the thought, because he was of a respectful nature; he merely flushed and said, Really, uncle, you do me injustice. I may not be fit for much, and every day I live I feel bitterly the evil of a neglected education, but

Its well, at all events, interrupted Mr Allfrey, that you admit the fact of your having neglected it. That gives you some chance of amendment.

Frank flushed again and drew his breath shortly; after a moments silence he went on:  

But if I am not fit for much, I am certainly fit for something. I have only a smattering of Latin and Greek, it is true, and a very slight knowledge of French, but, if I am to believe my teachers reports, I am not a bad arithmetician, and I know a good deal of mathematics, besides being a pretty fair penman.

Humph! well, but you know you have said that you dont want to enter a mercantile or engineers office, and a smattering of Latin and Greek will not do for the learned professions. What, therefore, do you propose to yourself, the army, eh? it is the only opening left, because you are now too old for the navy.

I wish to be an artist, said Frank with some firmness.

I thought so; the old story. No, sir, you shall never be an artist  at least not with my consent. Why, do you suppose that because you can scribble caricatures on the fly-leaves of your books you have necessarily the genius of Rubens or Titian?

Not quite, replied Frank, smiling in spite of himself at the irascibility of the old gentleman, and yet I presume that Rubens and Titian began to paint before either themselves or others were aware of the fact that they possessed any genius at all.

Tut, tut, cried Mr Allfrey impatiently, but what have you ever done, boy, to show your ability to paint?

I have studied much, uncle, said Frank eagerly, although I have said little to you about the matter, knowing your objection to it; but if you would condescend to look at a few of my drawings from nature, I think

Drawing from nature, cried Mr Allfrey with a look of supreme contempt, what do I care for nature? What have you to do with nature in this nineteenth century? Nature, sir, is only fit for savages. There is nothing natural now-a-days. Why, what do you suppose would become of my ledger and cash-book, my office and business, if I and my clerks raved about nature as you do? A fig for nature!  the less you study it the better. I never do.

Excuse me, sir, said Frank respectfully, if I refuse to believe you, because I have heard you frequently express to friends your admiration of the view from your own drawing-room window

Of course you have, you goose, and you ought to have known that that was a mere bit of conventional humbug, because, since one is constrained unavoidably to live in a world full of monstrous contradictions, it is necessary to fall in with its habits. You ought to know that it is customary to express admiration for a fine view.

You spoke as if you felt what you said, replied Frank, and I am certain that there are thousands of men in the position of yourself and your clerks who delight in nature in all her varied aspects; who, because they unfortunately see so little of her in town, make it their ambition to have cottages in the country when they can afford it, and many of whom decorate their walls with representations of nature.

Frank, said Mr Allfrey, somewhat solemnly, as he turned his gaze full on the animated face of his nephew, if I could get you put into a lunatic asylum without a doctors certificate I would do so without delay, but, that being impossible just now  although I think it will be not only possible but necessary ere long  I have to make you a final proposal. It is this:  that, as you express such a powerful objection to enter an office in this country, you should go abroad and see whether a three-legged stool is more attractive in foreign parts than it is in England. Now, I happen to have a friend in California. If your geography has not been neglected as much as your Latin, you will remember that this country lies on the western seaboard of North America, not far from those gold-fields which have been recently turning the world upside-down. Will you go?

I shall be delighted to go, said Frank with enthusiasm.

Eh! exclaimed Mr Allfrey, with a look of surprise, as if he could not understand the readiness with which his nephew agreed to the proposal, why, hows this? I had fully expected you to refuse. Remember, boy, it is not to be a romantic gold-digger, which is another name for a born idiot, that I would send you out to California. It is to be a clerk, a quill-driver. Dyou understand?

I understand, uncle, perfectly, replied Frank with a smile. The fact is that I had made up my mind, lately, not to oppose your wishes any longer, but to agree to go into an office at home. Of course it is more agreeable to me to think of going into one abroad.

Im glad you take such a sensible view of the matter, Frank, said Mr Allfrey, much mollified.

Besides, continued Frank, I have read a good deal about that country of late, and the descriptions of the magnificence of the scenery have made me long to have an opportunity of painting it and

He paused abruptly and started up, for his uncle had seized a book, which usually lay open on his desk, and was in fact a sort of dummy intended to indicate the study that was supposed to go on there. Next moment Frank sprang laughing into the passage, and the book flew with a crash against the panels of the door as he shut it behind him, leaving Mr Allfrey to solace himself with a large meerschaum, almost the only unfailing friend that he possessed.

Thus it came to pass that Frank Allfrey went out to the gold regions of California.




Chapter Two.

Frank discusses his Prospects with a Friend.

We pass over our heros long voyage round the Horn, and introduce him in a totally new scene and under widely different circumstances  seated near a magnificent tree of which he is making a study, and clad in a white linen coat and pantaloons and a broad-brimmed straw hat.

Just the day before, the House to which he had been sent had failed. Two years had he spent in grinding at its account books, perched on a three-legged stool, and now he found himself suddenly cast loose on the world. Of course when the stool was knocked from under him his salary was stopped, and he was told by his employers that it would be necessary for him to go elsewhere to earn a subsistence.

This was rather a startling piece of advice, and for a time Frank felt much depressed, but on returning to his lodgings the day he received his dismissal, his eye fell on his palette and brushes, which he at once seized, and, hastening out to his favourite tree, was soon so thoroughly absorbed in the study of nature that his sorrows vanished like morning mist.

After three hours steady work he arose refreshed in soul and comforted.

Thereafter he returned to his lodgings and sat down to think over his prospects. His cogitations were temporarily interrupted, and afterwards materially assisted, by a short thick-set man of about thirty years of age who entered with a deferential air, and pulled his forelock.

Come in, Joe. I was just thinking over my future plans, and I daresay you can assist me, being, I suppose, in the same fix with myself.

Joe Graddy had been a porter in the House which had failed, and was indeed in the same fix, as Frank said, with himself.

Ive comed, sir, said Joe, to ax yer advice, an to offer ye my sarvice, it its of any use, said the porter, who was a shrewd straightforward man, and had originally been a sailor.

If you had come to offer me advice and ask my services, said Frank, I would have been better pleased to see you. However, sit down and let me hear what you have to say.

Well, sir, said Joe; this is wot Ive got for to say, that we are in what the Yankees call a pretty considerable fix.

I know it, Joe; but how do you think we are to get out of the fix?

Thats just wot I comed for to ax, said the man; and when youve told me how, Ill lend a hand to weigh anchor an set sail. The fact is, Im in want of a place, and Im willing to engage with you, sir.

Frank Allfrey experienced a strange mingling of feelings when he heard this. Of course he felt much gratified by the fact that a man so grave and sensible as Joe Graddy should come and deferentially offer to become his servant at a time when he possessed nothing but the remnant of a months salary; and when he considered his own youth, he felt amazed that one so old and manly should volunteer to place himself under his orders. The fact is that Frank was not aware that his straightforward earnest manner had commended him very strongly to those with whom he had lately come in contact. He was one of those attractive men whose countenances express exactly what they feel, who usually walk with a quick earnest step, if we may say so, and with a somewhat downcast contemplative look. Frank knew well enough that he was strong and tall, unusually so for his age, and therefore did not continually assert the fact by walking as if he was afraid to fall forward, which is a common practice among men who wish to look bigger than they are. Besides, being an ardent student of nature, Frank was himself natural, as well as amiable, and these qualities had endeared him to many people without his being aware of it.

Why, Joe! he exclaimed, what do you mean?

I mean wot I says, sir.

Are you aware, said Frank, smiling, that I do not possess a shilling beyond the few dollars that I saved off my last months salary?

I sposed as much, sir.

Then if you engage with me, as you express it, how do you expect to be paid?

I dont expect to be paid, sir.

Come, Joe, explain your meaning, for I dont pretend to be a diviner of mens thoughts.

Well, sir, this is how it is. Wen we got the sack the other day, says I to myself, says I, now youre afloat on the world without rudder, compass, or charts, but youve got a tight craft of your own,  somewhat scrubbed, no doubt, with rough usage, but sound,  so its time for you to look out for rudder, compass, and charts, and it seems to me that thems to be found with young Mister Allfrey, so youd better go an git him to become skipper o your ship without delay. You see, sir, havin said that to myself, Ive took my own advice, so if youll take command of me, sir, you may steer me where you please, for Im ready to be your sarvant for love, seein that you hant got no money.

Most obliging of you, said Frank, laughing, and by this offer I understand that you wish to become my companion.

Of coorse, in a country o this kind, replied Graddy, its difficult,  I might amost say unpossible,  to be a mans sarvant without bein his companion likewise.

But here is a great difficulty at the outset, Joe. I have not yet made up my mind what course to pursue.

Just so, sir, said the ex-seaman, with a look of satisfaction, I knowd you wouldnt be doin that in a hurry, so Ive comed to have a talk with e about it.

Very good, sit down, said Frank, and let us consider it. In the first place, I regret to say that I have not been taught any trade, so that I cannot become a blacksmith or a carpenter or anything of that sort. A clerks duties I can undertake, but it seems to me that clerks are not much wanted here just now. Porterage is heavy work and rather slow. I may be reduced to that if nothing better turns up, but it has occurred to me that I might try painting with success. What would you say to that, Joe?

The man looked at Frank in surprise. Well, said he, people dont look as if they wanted to paint their houses here, an most of ems got no houses.

Why, man, I dont mean house-painting. It is portrait and landscape painting that I refer to, said Frank, laughing.

Joe shook his head gravely. Never do, Mr Frank

Stop! if you and I are to be companions in trouble, you must not call me Mister Frank, you must drop the mister.

Then I wont go with e, sir, thats all about it, said Joe firmly.

Very well, please yourself, said Frank, with a laugh; but if painting is so hopeless, what would you advise?

The diggins, answered Joe.

I thought so, said Frank, shaking his head.

Most men out of work rush to the diggings. Indeed, many men are fools enough to leave their work to go there, but I confess that I dont like the notion. It has always appeared to me such a pitiful thing to see men, who are fit for better things, go grubbing in the mud for gold.

But what are men to do, Mr Frank, wen they cant git no other work?

Of course it is better to dig than to idle or starve, or be a burden on ones friends; nevertheless, I dont like the notion of it. I suppose, however, that I must try it just now, for it is quite certain that we cannot exist here without gold. By the way, Joe, have you got any more?

Not a rap, sir.

Hm, then I doubt whether I have enough to buy tools, not to speak of provisions.

Ive bin thinkin about that, sir, said Joe, and it seems to me that our only chance lie in settin up a grog and provision store!

A grog and provision store!

Yes, sir, the fact is that I had laid in a stock of pipes and baccy, tea and brandy, for winters use this year. Now as things have turned out, I shant want these just at this minute, so we can sell em off to the diggers at a large profit. We might make a good thing of it, sir, for youve no notion wot prices theyll give for things on the road to the diggins

Frank here interrupted his friend with a hearty laugh, and at the same time declared that he would have nothing to do with the grog and provision store; that he would rather take to porterage than engage in any such enterprise.

Well, then, sir, we wont say no more about that, but wot coorse would ye advise the ships head to be laid?

Frank was silent for a few minutes as he sat with downcast eyes, absorbed in meditation. Then he looked up suddenly, and said, Joe, Ill give you a definite answer to that question to-morrow morning. To-night I will think over it and make arrangements. Meanwhile, let it suffice that I have made up my mind to go to the diggings, and if you remain in the same mind to-morrow, come here all ready for a start.

The ruddy countenance of the sturdy ex-porter beamed with gratification as he rose and took his leave of Frank, who heard him, as he walked away, making sundry allusions in nautical phraseology to having his anchor tripped at last, and the sails shook out, all ready for a start with the first o the flood-tide in the morning!




Chapter Three.

A Visit to the Diggings resolved on. Terrible Commencement of the Journey.

When next morning arrived, Joe Graddy, true to his word, appeared with the first  if not of the flood-tide, at least of the morning sun, and Frank told him that, on the previous evening, he had made arrangements to go to the diggings in company with a party that was to start the following day; that he had already made purchases of the few things which they would require on the journey, and that the only thing remaining to be done was to pack up.

Now, Joe, you must go at once to the principal guide and make arrangements with him as to that brandy and tea on which you expect to found your future fortunes. I told him to expect a visit from you early in the day.

Wotiver you do, do it at once, said Joe, putting on his straw hat with an energetic slap. Thats one of my mottos. Ill go an carry it into practice.

The following day saw Frank and his man set forth with a party of about thirty men, all of whom were clad in blue or red flannel shirts, straw hats, big boots, and other rough garments; with rifles on their shoulders, and bowie-knives and pistols in their belts. These were men of various nations; Californians, Chinamen, Malays, Americans, Scotch, and English, and many of them looked not only rough but savage. In truth, they were as diverse in their characters as in their appearance, some of them being men who had evidently moved in good society, while others were as evidently of the lowest  probably the convict  class. They had all, however, been thrown together by the force of a common interest. All were bound for the gold-mines, and it was necessary that they should travel in company for mutual protection and assistance.

There were two guides, who had charge of ten pack-mules loaded with provisions for the storekeepers at some remote diggings. These guides were stern, powerful, bronzed fellows, who had to make their way among rough men in difficult circumstances, and they seemed to be quite prepared to do so, being fearless, resolute, and armed to the teeth.

Joe Graddy had obtained permission, on promise of payment, to place his little fortune on the backs of the mules, so that he and Frank had nothing to carry save their weapons and blankets, besides a tin cup each at their girdles, and a water-bag.

Come, I like this sort of thing, said one of the party, an Englishman, when the order was given to start. If it is all like this it will be uncommonly jolly.

I guess it aint all like this, stranger, said one of the Americans with a good-humoured grin.

One of the guides laughed, and the other ejaculated humph! as they set forward.

There was indeed some ground for the remark of the Englishman, for the country through which they passed was most beautiful, and the weather delicious. Their track lay over an undulating region of park-like land covered with short grass; clumps of bushes were scattered here and there about the plain, and high above these towered some magnificent specimens of the oak, sycamore, and Californian cypress, while in the extreme distance rose the ranges of the golden mountains  the Sierra Nevada  in the midst of which lay the treasures of which they were in search.

All the members of the party were on foot, and, being fresh, full of hope, and eager to reach their destination. They chatted gaily as they marched over the prairie.

On the way the good-humoured American seemed to take a fancy to Frank, with whom he had a great deal of animated conversation. After asking our hero every possible question in regard to himself and intentions, he told him that he was Yankee,  a piece of superfluous information, by the way;  that his name was Jeffson, that he was a store-keeper at one of the farthest off diggings, that the chief part of the loading of one of the mules belonged to him, and that he was driving a considerable business in gold-dust without the trouble of digging for it.

Towards evening they came to a very small hole in the plain, which was dignified with the name of a well. Here they stopped to replenish their water-casks.

Take as much as you can carry, men, said the principal guide, weve a long march to the next well, over sandy ground, and sometimes there aint much water in it.

They all followed this advice with the exception of one man, a coarse savage-looking fellow, with a huge black beard and matted locks, who called himself Bradling, though there was ground for doubting whether that was the name by which he had been at first known in the world. This man pulled out an enormous brandy-flask, and with a scoffing laugh said:  

This is the water for me, mister guide, pure and unmixed, theres nothin like it.

He nodded as he spoke, and put the flask to his lips, while the guide, who made no rejoinder, eyed him with a grave, stern expression of countenance.

That night they all encamped under the shade of a small clump of trees, kindled several large fires, and, heartily glad to be relieved of their back-burdens, sat down to enjoy supper. After it was over pipes were smoked and stories told, until it was time to retire to rest. Then each man lay down under his blanket, the sky being his canopy, and the howling of the wolves his lullaby.

It seemed to each sleeper, when awakened next morning, that he had only just closed his eyes, so sound had been his repose, and there was a great deal of violent yawning, stretching, grumbling, and winking before the whole party was finally aroused and ready to set forth. However, they got under way at last, and early in the forenoon came to the edge of a sandy plain, which appeared to be interminable, with scarcely a blade of grass on it. Here they halted for a few minutes.

How wide is the plain, guide? inquired Frank.

Forty miles, replied the man, and theres not a drop of water to be had till the end of the first twenty. Well get there about sundown, and replenish our kegs, if its not all gone dry. Let me warn you, however, to use the water you have sparingly.

Do we encamp at the end o the first twenty? asked Jeffson.

Yes, youll find it a long enough days march.

No one made any reply, but by their looks they appeared to think nothing of a twenty-mile walk. They found, however, that such a distance, traversed over loose sand ankle-deep, and under a burning sun, was not what any of them had been accustomed to.

On entering the plain they observed that the heat had opened cracks and fissures in the earth, which omitted a fiery heat. At intervals pyramids of sand arose, which were borne with great velocity through the air, sometimes appearing in the shape of columns sixty feet high, which moved majestically over the plain. Ere long some of these clouds of sand enveloped them, and they were accompanied by hot winds, which seemed to shrivel up, not only the skin, but the very vitals of the travellers. The pores of their skin closed, producing feverish heat in the blood and terrible thirst, while their eyes became inflamed by the dazzling glare of the sun on the white sand.

Of course most of the party applied pretty frequently to their water-kegs and bottles. Even Bradling gave up his brandy, and was content to refresh himself with the little of the pure element which chanced to remain in his formerly despised, but now cherished, water-bottle. The guides carried skins of water for themselves and the mules, but these they opened very seldom, knowing full well the torments that would ensue if they should run short before getting across the scorching desert.

Thus they went on hour after hour, becoming more and more oppressed at every step. The improvident among them drank up the precious water too fast, and towards evening began to sigh for relief, and to regard with longing eyes the supplies of their more self-denying companions. They consoled themselves, however, to some extent, with thoughts of the deep draughts they hoped to obtain at night.

Our hero and Joe were among those who reserved their supplies.

As night approached the thirst of the travellers increased to a terrible extent, insomuch that they appeared to forget their fatigue, and hurried forward at a smart pace, in the eager hope of coming to the promised water-hole. Great, therefore, was their dismay when the guides told them that it was impossible to reach the place that night, that the mules were too much knocked up, but that they would get to it early on the following day.

They said little, however, seeming to be too much depressed to express their disappointment in words, but their haggard looks were fearfully eloquent. Some of those who had wasted their supplies earnestly implored their more prudent comrades to give them a little, a very little, of the precious element, and two or three were generous enough to give away a few drops of the little that still remained to them.

The place where they had halted was without a scrap of vegetation, and as there was no wood wherewith to kindle a fire, they were compelled to encamp without one. To most of the travellers, however, this was a matter of little importance, because they were too much exhausted to eat. Those who had water drank a mouthful sparingly, and then lay down to sleep. Those who had none also lay down in gloomy silence. They did not even indulge in the usual solace of a pipe, for fear of adding to the burning thirst with which they were consumed.

At day-break they were aroused by the guides, and rose with alacrity, feeling a little refreshed, and being anxious to push on to the water-hole, but when the sun rose and sent its dazzling rays over the dreary waste, giving promise of another dreadful day, their spirits sank again. Seeing this the principal guide encouraged them by saying that the water-hole was not more than three miles distant.

Onward they pushed with renewed energy and hope. At last they reached the place, and found that the hole was dry!

With consternation depicted on their haggard countenances the men looked at the guide.

Dig, men, dig, he said, with a troubled look on his bronzed face, there may be a little below the surface.

They did dig with shovels, spades, knives, sticks, hands, anything, and they dug as never men did for gold. All the gold in California would they have given at that time for a cupful of cold water, but all the gold in the world could not have purchased one drop from the parched sand. Never was despair more awfully pictured on mens faces as they gazed at one another after finding that their efforts were unavailing. Their case was truly pitiable, and they turned to the guide as if they expected commiseration; but the case had become too desperate for him to think of others. In a stern, hard voice he cried  

Onwards, men! onwards! The nearest stream is forty miles off. None of those who have water can spare a drop, and death lies in delay. Every man for himself now. Onward, men, for your lives!

Saying this he applied the whip to the poor mules, which, with glazed eyes and hanging ears, snorted with agony, and dropped down frequently as they went along, but a sharp thrust of the goad forced them to rise again and stumble forward.

God help the poor wretches, murmured Joe Graddy to Frank as they staggered along side by side. Is our supply nearly out  could we not give them a drop?

Frank stopped suddenly, and, with desperate energy, seized the keg which hung over his shoulder, and shook it close to the ear of his companion.

Listen, he said, can we afford to spare any with forty miles of the desert before us? It is our life! we must guard it.

Graddy shook his head, and, admitting that the thing was out of the question, went silently forward. It was all that Frank himself could do to refrain from drinking the little that remained, for his very vitals seemed on fire. Indeed, in this respect, he suffered more than some of his companions, for while those of them who had not charge of the water-kegs and bottles experienced the pain of suffering and hopeless longing, he himself had the additional misery of having to resist temptation, for at any moment he could have obtained temporary relief by gratifying his desires at the expense of his companions.

Overpowered with heat, and burnt up with thirst, those without water to moisten their parched lips and throats could scarcely keep pace with the guide. By degrees they threw away their possessions  their blankets, their clothes,  until the plain behind was strewn with them.

Dont go so fast, groaned one.

Wont ye halt a while? said another uttering a curse  then, suddenly changing his tone, he implored them to halt.

We cannot halt. It is death to halt, said the guide, in a tone so resolute and callous that those who were enfeebled lost heart altogether, and began to lag behind.

At that time the man Bradling, who had become nearly mad with drinking brandy, ran in succession to each of those who had water, and offered all that he possessed of the former for one mouthful of the latter. His flushed face, glassy eyes, and haggard air, told how terrible was his extremity; but although some might have felt a touch of commiseration not one was moved to relieve him. The law of self-preservation had turned the hearts of all to stone. Yet not quite to stone, for there were one or two among them who, although nothing would induce them to give a single drop to a comrade, were content to do with less in order that they might relieve a friend!

One man in his desperation attempted to lick the bodies of the mules, hoping to obtain relief from the exudations of their skins, but the dust on them rendered this unavailing.

Suddenly Bradling darted at the water-skin hanging by the side of the guides mule, and swore he would have it or die.

Youll die, then, observed the guide quietly, cocking a pistol and presenting it at his head.

Bradling hesitated and looked at the man. There was a cold stony stare, without the least excitement, in his look, which convinced him that his attempt, if continued, would end in certain death. He fell back at once with a deep groan.

Onward they pressed, hour after hour, until, in many of them, exhausted nature began to give way. They became slightly delirious, and, finding that they could not keep up with the party, a few determined, if left behind, to keep together. Among the number was Bradling, and terrible were the imprecations which he hurled after the more fortunate as they parted. It seemed cruel; but to remain with them would have done no good, while it would have sacrificed more lives. Bradling seemed to regard Frank as his chief enemy, for he shouted his name as he was moving off, praying God to send down the bitterest curses on his head.

A sudden impulse moved the heart of Frank. He turned back, poured about half a wine-glassful of water into a tin can and gave it to the unfortunate man, who seized and drained it greedily, licking the rim of the can and gazing into it, to see that not a drop had escaped him, with an eagerness of manner that was very painful to behold.

God bless you, he said to Frank with a deep sigh.

Do you think, said Frank earnestly, that God will curse and bless at your bidding?

I dont know, and dont care, replied the man, but I say God bless you. Go away and be content with that.

Frank had already lost too much time. He turned and hastened after the others as fast as possible.

They wont last long, said the guide harshly, as he came up. The wolves or the redskins will soon finish them. You were a fool to waste your water on them.

You are a fool to give your opinion to one who neither asks nor cares for it, retorted Frank.

The man took no notice of the reply, and Frank afterwards felt somewhat ashamed of being so hasty, for at night, when they encamped, the guide advised him, in a friendly way, to keep a sharp look-out on the water, as those who had finished theirs during the day would be not unlikely to make an attack on those who had any left. Frank thanked him; but being too much fatigued to mount guard, he and Graddy, with his Yankee friend Jeffson, slept together, rolled in their blankets, with pistols in their hands and the water-bottles attached to them. Nothing disturbed them, however, during the night, save the howling of wolves, and the imploring cries, irritated exclamations, and angry discontent of the suffering men, which latter sounds were far more terrible than the cries of wild beasts.

A little before day-break some who could not rest sprang up and continued their journey, walking at their utmost speed until they sighted the woodland. Then, indeed, did a new sensation of delight fill their souls as they gazed upon the green verdure. Even the mules, though their eyes were bandaged, seemed to know that water was near. They snuffed the breeze, pricked up their ears, and neighed loudly. On reaching the woods, and sighting the river, a momentary halt was called to cast off the burdens of the mules. This was speedily done, and then they all rushed  men and mules together  deep into the stream and luxuriated in the cool water!

When they had slaked their thirst to the uttermost, Graddy proposed that a party should be sent back to the relief of those left behind, and offered to join it. Frank seconded this proposal, and the Yankee, Jeffson, volunteered to join it. A German named Meyer, who had borne his sufferings with great fortitude, also volunteered, as did a Scotchman named Douglas.

You may propose what you please, said the guide, when he heard them talking, but I will not wait for you.

Why not? inquired Frank somewhat angrily. Because I was not hired for such work. It is my business to push on to the mines, and push on I will, follow who pleases.

Bot fat if ve compel you for to stay? asked the German with an indignant air.

Then you will guide yourselves as you best may, I will refuse to go a step further. Is it fair that I should be hired for a special job and then be asked to turn aside and risk my life for the sake of men who have chosen to throw their own lives away, and who are no doubt dead by this time?

A number of the travellers applauded this sentiment, and it was evident that the philanthropists were very much in the minority, but here Frank stepped in and turned the scale, at least to some extent.

Men, said he, raising his clenched fist, I know not what your notions of humanity may be, or your ideas of justice, but this I know, that the man who has the power to help a fellow-mortal in deadly distress and holds back his hand, is worse than a beast, for he has reason to guide him, and a beast has not. I and my comrade Joe Graddy, at least, will remain behind, even though we should be left alone, but I am convinced that we shall not be left alone. Meanwhile, he added, addressing the guide, I shall pay you my share of what is due, after which you may go, and I shall wish you no worse luck than that your conscience may go with you and be a lively companion.

There is more to be said than that, observed the Yankee at this point. You are so very fond of fulfilling your duty, mister guide, that I have concluded to relieve you of some of it. One of these mules is loaded entirely with my goods. Now, I guess, Ill remain behind with Mister Allfrey, and keep the mule at a reasonable valuation.

Ill not part with him at any price, said the guide with a sneer. Ill carry your goods to the diggings or Ill unstrap them, stranger, and let you carry them the best way you can, but Im not bound to sell my mules to you.

Now, men, cried the Yankee, springing forward and addressing his comrades, I appeal to you all in the name of fair-play! Here am I, willin to pay this man a fair price for his mule. Theres not a pick or shovel belongin to any one else on its back, so Im doin damage to nobody by the proposal. This critter is bent on refusin me out of spite; now, I propose to settle the question here with the rifle or pistol or bowie-knife. He is welcome to choose his weapon  it matters nothin to me, and whichever falls loses the day.

There was a burst of laughter at this, and the majority insisted that the guide should give in, while a few, who were fond of excitement, suggested that the two should be allowed to fight it out, but this the guide refused to do; and when his comrade, the second guide, stepped forward and said he would join those who wanted to remain, he grumblingly agreed to part with the mule for its full value.

The bargain was soon made. The one party continued their journey; the other, with an abundant supply of water, returned to those who had been left behind, and reached them in time to save their lives.

That night, as Frank and Graddy lay together under the same blanket, the latter observed that, he had travelled a goodish bit over the univarse, but that he had niver before comed across nothin like the experiences of the last two days; and that, if the end of their diggin for goold woe to be as bad as the begginin, the sooner they set about diggin their graves the better!

With which sentiment Frank Allfrey heartily agreed, and thereafter fell asleep.




Chapter Four.

Describes an Incident of Devouring Interest, an Unexpected Visit, and a Violent Assault.

Next day our gold-hunters and the rescued men reached the forest, and after resting a short time to recruit, continued their journey to the diggings.

The particular part towards which their steps were directed was Bigbear Gully, a small and comparatively unknown, because recently discovered, gorge, opening out of the great Sacramento valley. On the way they passed through a country the very reverse of that which had so nearly cost them their lives. It was well wooded and watered, and abounded with game of various kinds, particularly hares, deer, quails, and other creatures; shooting these afforded pleasant pastime to the sporting characters of the party, and consuming them was enjoyed by all without exception!

Rance, the guide, now that he was separated from his comrade, turned out to be a capital fellow, and, during the remainder of the journey, did much to make the travellers harmonise. The party now consisted of our hero and Joe Graddy, Jeffson the Yankee, Douglas the Scot, Meyer the German, and Bradling; all of whom, excepting the last, were good and true men. As for Bradling, no one could make out what he was, for at times he was amiable and polite, while at other times he was savage and morose.

One night the travellers reached a part of the mountains which was densely covered with wood. As there was no moon, and it was almost impossible to see a step before them, Rance called a halt.

We must sleep here, he said to Jeffson. I had half expected to make out Bigbear Gully to-night, but the road is not safe; too many precipices and steep parts, which require to be passed in daylight.

Very good, Rance; then we had better set about encamping.

Tis a dreary-looking place, said Frank Allfrey, glancing round him.

Twill look more cheery when the fire is kindled, said Jeffson.

Dismal enough to give a man the blues just now, anyhow, observed Joe Graddy.

This was undoubtedly true. There is, perhaps, nothing more desolate, more cheerless, more oppressive to the spirits, than the influence of the woods at night. They are so dark, so black-looking and dismal, that one is led irresistibly to contrast them with home and its bright fireside and well-remembered faces  just as the starving man is led by his condition to dream of rich feasts. In both cases the result is the same. The dream of food makes the starving mans case more terrible, and the thought of home makes the dreariness of the dark wilderness more dismal.

But what magic there is in a spark of light! The first burst of flame drives all the sad lonesome feelings away, and the blaze of the increasing fire creates positively a home-feeling in the breast. The reason of this is plain enough. Before the fire is kindled the eye wanders restlessly through the dim light that may chance to straggle among the trees. The mind follows the eye, and gets lost among indistinct objects which it cannot understand. The feelings and the faculties are scattered  fixed upon nothing, except perhaps on this, that the wanderer is far, very far, from home. But when the bright glare of the fire springs up, everything beyond the circle of light becomes pure black. The thoughts and feelings are confined within that chamber with the ebony walls, and are forcibly attracted and made to rest upon the tree-stems, the leaves, the flowers, and other objects that glow in the ruddy blaze. Thus the thoughts are collected, and the wanderer feels, once more, something of the home-feeling.

It was not long before our travellers realised this agreeable change. The depression of their spirits vanished with the darkness and rose with the leaping flames, until some of the members of the party became quite facetious. This was especially the case when supper had been disposed of and the pipes were lighted. It was then that Rance became chatty and anecdotal in his tendencies, and Jeffson told marvellous stories of Yankee-land, and Douglas, who devoted himself chiefly to his pipe, became an attentive listener and an awkward tripper up of the heels of those who appeared to be drawing the long-bow, and Meyer looked, if possible, more solid and amiable than at other times, and Frank enjoyed himself in a general way, and made himself generally agreeable, while Joe Graddy became profoundly sententious. Even Bradlings nature appeared to be softened, for he looked less forbidding and grumpy than at other times, and once condescended to remark that a life in the woods was not such a bad one after all!

Not such a bad one! cried Joe Graddy; why, messmate, is that all youve got to say about it? Now Ill give e my opinion on that head. This is where it lies  see here. (Joe removed his pipe from his mouth and held up his fore-finger by way of being very impressive.) Ive travelled pretty well now in every quarter of the globe; gone right round it in fact, and found that it is round after all, cause why? I went in, so to speak, at one end from the westard an comed out at the same end from the eastard, though I must confess it all appeared to me as flats a pancake, always exceptin the mountainous parts of it, wich must be admitted to be lumpy. Howsever, as I wos sayin, Ive bin amost all over the world  Ive smoked wi the Turks, an hobnobbled with John Chinaman, an scrambled through the jungles of the Indies, an gone aloft the Himalayas

What, have you seen the Himalayas? asked Jeffson, with a doubtful look.

How could I be among em without seein of em? replied Joe.

Ah, das is goot  vair goot, said Meyer, opening his huge mouth very wide to let out a cloud of smoke and a quiet laugh.

Well, but you know, said Jeffson, apologetically, a poor fellow livin out here in the wilderness aint just always quite up in the gee-graphical changes that take place on the airth. When was it that they cut a ship canal up to the Himalayas, and in what sort o craft did ye sail there?

I didnt go for to say I sailed there at all, retorted Joe; I walked it partly, and went part o the way on elephants an horses, and went aloft o them there mountains pretty nigh as far up as the main-topmast cross-trees of em; Ive also slep in the snow-huts of the Eskimos, an bin tossed about in amost every sort o craft that swims, but wot Ive got to say is this, that of all the things I ever did see, travellin in Californy beats em all to sticks and stivers.

Youve got a somewhat indefinite way of stating things, observed Douglas. Dee mean to say that it beats them in a good or a bad way?

I means wot I says, replied Joe, with a stern expression of countenance, as he relighted his pipe with the burnt end of a piece of stick. I means that it beats em both ways;  if ye havent got schoolin enough to understand plain English, youd better go home again an get your edicashun completed.

Id do that at once, Joe, if I could only make sure o finding the schoolmaster alive that reared you.

Ha! goot, observed the German. Him must be von notable krakter.

Further conversation on this point was cut short by the sudden appearance within the circle of light of an Indian, who advanced in a half-crouching attitude, as if he feared a bad reception, yet could not resist the attraction of the fire.

At that time some of the tribes in the neighbourhood of Bigbear Gully had committed numerous depredations at the diggings, and had murdered several white men, so that the latter had begun to regard the Red Men as their natural enemies. Indeed some of the more violent among them had vowed that they would treat them as vermin, and shoot down every native they chanced to meet, whether he belonged to the guilty tribe or not. The Indian who now approached the camp-fire of the white men knew that he had good ground to fear the nature of his reception, and there is no doubt that it would have been an unpleasant one had it not been for the fact that his appearance was pitiable in the extreme.

He was squalid, dirty, and small, and so attenuated that it was evident he had for some time been suffering from starvation. He wore no clothing, carried no arms of any kind, and was so utterly abject, and so evidently incapable of doing harm to any one, that none of the party thought it worth while to rise, or lay hands on a weapon. When he appeared, Joe Graddy merely pointed to him with the stem of his pipe and said  

Theres a beauty, aint it? another of the cooriosities of Californy!

Starvin, observed Rance.

Poor wretch! exclaimed Frank, as the man advanced slowly with timid steps, while his large sunken eyes absolutely glared at the broken meat which lay scattered about.

Give him von morsel, suggested Meyer.

Give him a bullet in his dirty carcase, growled Bradling.

The Indian stopped when within ten paces of the fire and grinned horribly.

Here, stop up your ghastly mouth wi that, cried Jeffson, tossing a lump of salt-pork towards him.

He caught it with the dexterity of a monkey, and, squatting down on the trunk of a fallen tree, devoured it with the ravenous ferocity of a famishing hyena. The piece of pork would have been a sufficient meal for any ordinary man, but it quickly vanished down the throat of the savage, who licked his fingers, and, with eyes which required no tongue to interpret their meaning, asked for more!

Look out! cried Joe Graddy, tossing him a sea biscuit as one throws a quoit.

The Indian caught it deftly; crash went his powerful teeth into the hard mass, and in an incredibly short time it was  with the pork!

The whole party were so highly amused by this, that they went in, as Jeffson said, for an evenings entertainment. One tossed the poor man a cut of ham, another a slice of pork, a third a mass of bread, and so they continued to ply him with victuals, determined to test his powers to the uttermost.

Try another bit of pork, said Douglas, laughing, as he threw him a cut as large as the first; youve finished all the cooked meat now.

The Indian caught it eagerly, and began to devour it as though he had eaten nothing.

Hes tightening up like a drum, observed Jeffson, handing him a greasy wedge off a raw flitch of bacon.

Him vill boost, said Meyer, staring at the Indian and smoking slowly, owing to the strength of his amazement.

Jack the Giant Killer was a joke to him, muttered Graddy.

A bottomless pit, observed Rance, referring to his stomach.

The Indian, however, proved that Rance was wrong by suddenly coming to a dead halt and dropping the last morsel he was in the act of raising to his mouth. He then heaved a deep sigh and looked round on the whole party with a radiant smile, which was literally sparkling by reason of the firelight which glittered on his greasy countenance.

What! stuffed full at last? exclaimed Jeffson, as they all burst into a fit of laughter.

Ay, chock full to the beams, said Joe Graddy; moreover, hatches battened down, topsails shook out, anchor up, and away!

This was indeed the case. Having eaten as much as he could hold, the poor Indian attempted to rise and walk off, but he suddenly fell down, and rolled about groaning and rubbing himself as if in great agony. The alarmed travellers began to fear that the poor little man had absolutely, as Joe said, eaten himself to death. He recovered, however, in a few minutes, rose again with some difficulty, and went off in the midst of a splendid burst of moonlight which appeared to have come out expressly to light him on his way! His gait was awkward, and he was obliged to sit down every twenty or thirty yards like a man resting under a heavy load. When last seen on his diminutive legs he looked like a huge bloated spider waddling into the obscurity of the forest.

How disgusting! perhaps exclaims the reader. True, yet not much more disgusting than the gormandising which goes on among too many civilised men, who, besides possessing better knowledge, have got dyspepsia to inform them that they daily act the part of the Californian savage, while many learned doctors, we believe, tell them that it is not so much quality as quantity that kills.

That eventful night did not terminate, however, with the departure of the Indian. Another scene was enacted, but, unlike the popular mode of theatrical procedure, the farce was followed by a tragedy.

Before lying down to rest, the fire was drawn together, fresh logs were heaped upon it, and a great blaze was made to scare away the wolves. Frank, Jeffson, and Douglas, then rolled themselves in their blankets, and lay down with their feet towards the fire and their rifles beside them. The others lighted their pipes for a finishing whiff  a nightcap as Joe styled it.

They had not sat long thus, making occasional quiet remarks, as fatigued and sleepy men are wont to do before going to rest, when they were startled by the sound of heavy footsteps in the woods. Rance, whose duty it was to keep watch the first part of the night, instantly leaped up and cocked his rifle, while the sleepers awoke, raised themselves on their elbows, and looked about somewhat bewildered.

Before any one had time to act or speak, a man, clad in the flannel shirt, heavy boots, etcetera, of a miner, strode into the circle of light, with the air of one whose intentions are peaceful.

Evening, strangers, he said, looking round and setting the butt of a long rifle on the ground; Ive got lost. Youll not object to let me rest a bit by your fire, I daresay  hallo!

The latter exclamation was uttered when the strangers eyes fell on Bradling, who was gazing at him with the expression of a man who had seen a ghost. At the same time the stranger threw forward his rifle, and his countenance became unusually pale.

For two seconds each looked at the other in profound silence, which was only broken by the sharp click of the lock as the stranger cocked his piece.

Like a flash of lightning Bradling plucked a revolver from his belt, pointed full at the mans breast and fired. He fell without uttering a cry, and his rifle exploded as he went down, but the ball passed harmlessly over the heads of the party.

For a few seconds the travellers stood as if paralysed, and Bradling himself remained motionless, gazing sullenly on his victim. Then Frank Allfrey leaped upon him, and grasping him by the throat wrenched the pistol out of his hand.

Murderer! he exclaimed, tightening his hold, as Bradling struggled to release himself.

Im no murderer, gasped Bradling; you saw as well as I did that the fellow threatened to shoot me. Besides, he is not dead.

Thats true, said Joe Graddy, turning towards the fallen man, whom Rance and some of the others were examining, and who had showed some symptoms of returning consciousness; but his wound is a bad one, and if you aint a murderer yet, praps it wont be long afore ye are one.

Hearing this Frank flung Bradling violently off, and turned to examine the wounded man. As he did so the other pointed his pistol deliberately at Franks back, fired, and then sprang into the woods. Before he had quite disappeared, however, each man who could seize his gun or pistol in time fired a shot after him, but apparently without effect, for although they examined the bushes carefully afterwards no marks of blood could be found.

Fortunately the miscreant missed Frank, yet so narrowly that the ball had touched his hair as it whistled past his ear.

The wounded man was as carefully tended as was possible in the circumstances, but neither on that night nor the following day did he recover sufficiently to be able to give any account of himself. He was left at the first ranch they came to next day, with directions from Frank that he should be cared for and sent back to Sacramento city as soon as possible. Our hero was unable of course to pay his expenses, but he and all the party contributed a small sum, which, with the gold found on the strangers person, was sufficient to satisfy the ranchero, who appeared to be a more amiable man than the rest of his class. To secure as far as possible the faithful performance of his duty, Frank earnestly assured him that if he was attentive to the man he would give him something additional on his return from the diggings.

Thats very good of you, sir, said the ranchero with a peculiar smile, but I wouldnt promise too much if I were you. Mayhap you wont be able to fulfil it. All gold-diggers dont make fortunes.

Perhaps not, said Frank; but few of them, I believe, fail to make enough to pay off their debts.

Hm, except those who die, said the ranchero.

Well, but I am not going to die, said Frank with a smile.

I hope not. All the young and strong ones seem to think as you do when they go up; but I have lived here, off an on, since the first rush and all I can say is that I have seen a lot more men go up to the diggins than ever I saw come down from em; and, of those who did return, more were poor than rich, while very few of em looked either as stout or as cheerful as they did when passing up.

Come, shut up your potato-trap, old man, and dont try to take the heart out of us all in that fashion, said Jeffson; but lets have a feed of the best you have in the house, for were all alive and kicking as yet, anyhow, and not too poor to pay our way; and, I say, lets have some home-brewed beer if you can, because weve got a German with us, and a haggis also for our Scotchman.

You have forgotten roast-beef for the Englishman, said Frank, laughing.

I daresay you wont want sauce, observed the host with an air of simplicity; my meat never seems to want it when theres a Yankee in the room.

Saying this the worthy ranchero went to work, and speedily supplied the travellers with a meal consisting of hard biscuit and rancid pork, with a glass of bitter brandy to wash it down; for which he charged them the sum of eight shillings a head.




Chapter Five.

The Travellers meet with Indians, and are led to wish that they had not gone seeking for Gold.

It was the evening of a hot sultry day, when our travellers, fatigued and foot-sore, arrived at the entrance of a small valley not far distant from the intended scene of their future operations. Here they determined to encamp for the night on the margin of a small stream, where there was grass for the mule and shelter under the trees for the men. On making their way, however, to the place, they observed an Indian village down on a plain below, and, being uncertain as to the numbers or the temper of the natives, they were about to cross the stream and continue their journey a little further, when a party of six Indians suddenly made their appearance in front, and advanced fearlessly, making signs of friendship.

It was found that they understood and could talk a little Spanish, which Rance spoke fluently. After a short conversation, the guide thought that it would be quite safe to stay beside them. The encampment therefore was made, and supper prepared.

While this was in progress Frank and Joe went to the top of a neighbouring mound to survey the village. It was a curious residence for human beings. Joes remark that it resembled a colony of big moles was not inappropriate, for the huts, of which there were about forty, were not unlike huge mole-hills.

These huts, it was found, they formed by excavating circular holes in the earth, about twelve feet in diameter and four feet deep, then bending over these a number of stout saplings, which they bound together with tendrils of the vine, they formed a dome-shaped roof, which was plastered with a thick coat of clay. An opening in one side of each formed a door, through which entrance could be made by creeping. On the roofs of these curious dwellings many of the natives were seated, evidently awaiting the result of the deputations conference with the white men.

The main object that the Indians appeared to have in view was the obtaining of fire-arms, and it was observed that they cast longing eyes upon the rifles which leaned on the trees beside the fire. Rance therefore advised every man to look carefully after his weapons, while he talked with the chief, and told him that he had no guns or ammunition to spare. In order to please him, however, he gave him an old rusty carbine, which was bent in the barrel, and nearly useless, in exchange for a few fresh fish.

My white brother is liberal, said the delighted savage in bad Spanish, as he surveyed the weapon with admiration, but it is necessary to have black powder and balls.

I have none to spare, replied Rance, but the settlements of the white men are not far off. Besides, the Indian chief is wise. He does not require to be told that white men come here continually, searching for gold, and that they bring much powder and ball with them. Let gold be offered, and both may be obtained.

The chief took this remark for a hint, and at once offered some gold-dust in exchange for powder and shot, but Rance shook his head, knowing that, if obtained, the ammunition would in all probability be used against himself. The chief was therefore obliged to rest content in the mean time with the harmless weapon.

Meanwhile, another party of seven or eight Indians had gone towards Frank and Joe, and by signs made them to understand that there was something worth shooting on the other side of a cliff not fifty yards off. Our hero and his nautical friend were both of unsuspicious natures, and being much amused by the ludicrous gesticulations of the savages in their efforts to enlighten them, as well as curious to ascertain what it could be that was on the other side of the cliff, they accompanied them in that direction.

The moment they had passed out of sight of the camp a powerful savage leaped on Frank from behind, and, grasping him round the throat with both arms, endeavoured to throw him, while another Indian wrenched the rifle out of his hand. At the same moment Joe Graddy was similarly seized. The savages had, however, underrated the strength of their antagonists. Frank stooped violently forward, almost to the ground, and hurled the Indian completely over his head. At the same time he drew a revolver from his belt, fired at and wounded the other Indian, who dropped the rifle, and doubled like a hare into the bushes. The others fled right and left, as Frank sprang forward and recovered his weapon  all save the one whose unhappy lot it had been to assault Joe Graddy, and who was undergoing rapid strangulation, when Frank ran to his rescue.

Have mercy on him, Joe! he cried.

Marcy! why should I have marcy on such a dirty  lie still, then, said Joe sternly, as he pressed his knee deeper into the pit of the Indians stomach, and compressed his throat with both hands until his tongue protruded, and both eyes seemed about to start from their sockets.

Come, come, Joe; you volunteered to be my servant, so you are bound to obey me.

Saying this, Frank seized the angry tar by the collar, and dragged him forcibly off his victim, who, after a gasp or two, rose and limped away.

He has got quite enough, continued Frank, to keep you vividly in his remembrance for the rest of his life, so we must hasten to the camp, for I fear that the Indians wont remain friendly after this unfortunate affair.

Grunting out his dissatisfaction pretty freely, Joe accompanied his friend to the camp-fire, where their comrades were found in a state of great alarm about their safety. They had heard the shots and shouts, and were on the point of hastening to the rescue. The chief and his companions, meanwhile, were making earnest protestations that no evil was intended.

When Frank and Joe appeared, Rance turned angrily on the chief, and ordered him and his men to quit the camp instantly. This they hesitated to do for a little, and the chief made fresh efforts to calm the irritated guide, but Rance knew that he had to deal with treacherous men, and repeated his order to be off at the same time throwing forward his rifle in a threatening manner. Whereupon the chief flew into a violent rage, and, after using a good deal of abusive language, returned to his village, where he immediately summoned a council of war, and, by his violent gesticulations and frequent looking and pointing towards the camp, left no doubt on the minds of the travellers as to his intentions.

Rance therefore made the best preparations possible in the circumstances to repel an attack.

Their position was very critical, for the Indians numbered about a hundred men, while their own party consisted only of six. But they had the one great advantage over their enemies  the possession of fire-arms, and felt much confidence in consequence.

Get out all your weapons, big and little, said Rance, as he loaded his rifle, and fire em off to begin with. It will show them that we are well prepared.

Accordingly they commenced letting off their pieces, and what with rifles, double shot-guns, double and single barrelled pistols, and revolvers, they made up the formidable number of fifty-three discharges, which had a very warlike effect when fired in quick and regular succession.

Carrying these in their hands, and disposed round their persons, intermixed with short swords and long bowie-knives, the whole party mounted guard, bristling like human hedge-hogs, and, placed at equal intervals on each side of the camp, marched about for an hour or two, without seeing or hearing anything more of their enemies.

At last their mule became a little restive, putting them on the alert, and shortly afterwards an arrow whizzed past Joes ear. He instantly presented his carbine in the direction whence it came, and fired. The shot was answered by a perfect shower of arrows, which pierced the clothes of some of the white men, and slightly wounded Douglas in the left arm, but fortunately did no further damage. The discharge was followed by a quick movement in the bushes, rendered audible by the crushing of dried leaves and breaking of branches. This guided the whites in their aim, and a volley was poured into the bush, followed by several random shots from revolvers.

Soon after all noise was hushed, and a brief examination of the surrounding bushes was made, but it could not be ascertained that any damage had been done to the Indians, who always make it a point, when possible, to carry off their dead to prevent their being scalped  a dishonour they fear almost as much as death.

Now, one half of us may sleep, said Rance, when the party was again collected round the fire.

Sleep! exclaimed Frank.

Ay, theres nothing more to fear from the rascals to-night, if we keep a good look-out  and that may be done as effectively by three of us as by six. If we each get a wink of an hour or two, we shall be quite fit to travel or to fight in the morning. So let me advise you to lose no time about it.  Not badly hurt, sir, I hope? he added, addressing Douglas.

Nothing to speak of, answered the Scot, only a graze of the skin.

Well, get away to rest. You can take the second watch, and it is not likely they will disturb you before morning. If they do, you wont require to be called, so keep your weapons handy.

As Rance prophesied, so it turned out. The Indians had got an unexpectedly severe repulse, and did not attempt to interfere with the travellers during the night, but in the morning they were found to have posted themselves on the opposite banks of the stream, evidently with the intention of disputing the further progress of the party.

Nothing now but prompt determination could save them from being cut off by overwhelming numbers, for if they were to hesitate, or waver in the least, the Indians would be encouraged to make an attack. They therefore calmly and deliberately blew up the fire, boiled their kettle and had breakfast, after which the mule was loaded, and the party prepared to cross the stream.

Before doing so, however, Rance and Jeffson, being the best marksmen, advanced to the edge of the bank with two of the largest rifles and took aim at the Indians, hoping by that means to frighten them away without being obliged to shed more blood. In this they failed, for, the distance being fully five hundred yards, the natives evidently believed that it was impossible for a ball to tell at such a distance. On seeing Rance point his rifle at them they set up a yell of derision. There was nothing for it, therefore, but to fire. This Rance did, and one of the Indians fell. Jeffson also fired and hit the chief, who reeled, but did not fall. The savages immediately began a hurried retreat, and the travellers refrained from firing, in order to convince them that all they desired was to be allowed to go on their way unmolested.

The crossing of the stream was then effected. On mounting the opposite bank it was found that the Indians had taken up their position, fully armed, on the top of their huts, with an air of quiet resolution that showed they apprehended an attack, and were prepared to defend their homes to the death.

This, however, they were not called upon to do, for the travellers turned off to the right, and pursued their way as if nothing had happened. But two of the Indians had been badly hit, perhaps killed, and the thought of this dwelt much on the minds of Frank and his friend Joe all that day. Another thing that distressed them much was the well-known custom of the natives to take their revenge at the first favourable opportunity. It was a rule among them to take two lives of white men for every redskin killed, and they were known not to be particular as to who the whites might be,  sufficient for them that they were of the offending and hated race. The fact that the innocent might thus suffer for the guilty was to them a matter of perfect indifference.

The route over which the whites travelled that day chanced to be unusually picturesque and beautiful. The path, or trail,  for there was scarcely anything worthy the name of path,  wound through a sycamore and white-oak grove that fringed the river, the sloping banks of which were covered with an infinite variety of shrubs and evergreens, bearing flowers and blossoms of most delicate beauty and exquisite fragrance, amidst which tangled festoons of the indigenous vine drooped with pendant bunches of purple grapes. Arbutus shrubs of immense size were seen, and the landscape was in some places interspersed thickly with manzanita rushes, the crimson berries of which are much in favour with the Indians, also with the grizzly bear! Some of the plains they crossed were studded with magnificent oaks, devoid of underwood, such as one is accustomed to see in noblemens parks in England.

But all this beauty and luxuriance made comparatively little impression on Frank and Joe, for they could not forget that human life had probably been sacrificed that day  a thought which filled them with sincere regret that it had ever entered into their hearts to go digging for gold.




Chapter Six.

Arrival at the Gold-Fields, and Lessons in Gold-Washing received.

At last Bigbear Gully was reached, and our travellers  especially those of them who, being new to the work, were all enthusiasm  pressed eagerly forward, anxious to begin without delay.

Bigbear Gully  so named because of a huge grizzly bear that had been shot there at the commencement of digging operations  was a wild and somewhat gloomy but picturesque mountain gorge, the first sight of which, with its lights and shadows, stupendous cliffs and clumps of wood clinging to the hill-sides, called forth a burst of delight and admiration from Frank Allfrey, whose mind at once leaped with loving desire to the brush and the colour-box; but as these implements were at that time packed among the baggage on the mules back, and as the love of art was not sufficiently strong in the guide to induce him to permit of a moments delay in the journey, our hero was fain to content himself with visions of future indulgence in his favourite study.

The diggings, which they first got sight of in the afternoon of a fine and sunny but cool day, were at the mouth of a deep gorge at the lower end of the gully, having an abrupt mountain acclivity about eight hundred feet high on one side, and on the other a plain bounded by mountains. Here numbers of tents of all sizes and various shapes were pitched on the slopes and near the banks of the river that brawled down the centre of the little valley.

No sooner had the travellers entered the camp than the diggers left their work and flocked round them to ask the news, and, more particularly, to ascertain what provisions had been brought to the valley,  for the necessaries of life at that time were getting scarce, and the party from which Frank and his companions had separated, strange to say, had not arrived.

Great anxiety was manifested by the diggers on hearing of this separation, because on the safe and speedy arrival of that party they depended almost for their existence, and deep as well as loud were the expressions of disappointment and discontent when they were told that, if all had gone well, they should have been at the gully some days before.

Soon, however, the diggers had exhausted their queries and returned to their work, leaving the new arrivals to look after their own affairs. This they proceeded to do promptly.

Now, friends, said Jeffson, our journeying together has come to an end, and it remains for you to settle whether you shall keep together and work in company, or separate. As for me, my business compels me to leave you. Yonder white tent, which you see about half a mile up the river, belongs to me and my partner. It is the great economico-universal store of Jeffson and Company, which supplies diggers liberally on the most moderate terms, giving credit as long as it seems advisable to do so. When Jeffson is absent, Company takes charge of the concern, and it is my opinion that Company will be kind o glad to-night to see the head of the firm come back safe and sound with fresh supplies. You see, gentlemen, I feel it sort of incumbent on me to make you a farewell speech as a fellow-traveller, because I mean to become a host for to-night, and ask you to come up to the store and partake of our hospitality. I am quite sure that you will acquit me of the unworthy motive of wishing to attract you as customers, when I tell you that I am already certain of your custom, seeing that there is no other store in the gully, and I guess you wont be inclined to go down to Sacramento for supplies for some time to come.

There was a general laugh at this, followed by a hearty expression of thanks from all the party, who forthwith adjourned to the store, where they found Company (who was an Irishman named Quin) barely able to keep his legs, in consequence of a violent attack of dysentery which had reduced him to a mere shadow. The poor man could scarcely refrain from shedding tears of joy at the sight of his partner, who, to do him justice, was almost as much affected by sorrow at the miserable appearance presented by his friend.

Sure its dead I am intirely  all but, said Quin, as he wrung Jeffsons hand again and again; if yed bin a day later its my belaif Id have gone under the sod.

Well, you do look like it, Quin, said Jeffson, stepping back to take a more critical view of him. What on airth pulled all the flesh off yer bones in this fashion?

Sickness, no less. Faix, theres more than me is in the same fix. Jim Dander, down at the cross creek, has got so thin that its of no manner o use looking at him sideways, hes not quite visible till he turns his flat front to ye. And Foxey is all but gone; and theres many a man besides as is on the road to the grave, if not there already. Sure, the doctors the only man that makes money now, though he kills more than he cures. The baste called to try his hand on mysilf, but I flung my big boots at his head, an saw no more of him.

Thats a bad account of things, said Jeffson; however, here I am back again with fresh supplies, so cheer up, man, and well weather the storm yet. Ive brought some fellow-travellers, you see, and hope you will receive them hospitably.

That must not be, said Frank Allfrey, advancing, it would be unfair to put your friend to unnecessary trouble considering the state of weakness to which

Waikness, is it? exclaimed Quin, seizing Franks hand and shaking it; well, now, its little I thought Id iver live to be called waik! Howsever, its too thrue, but me moral strength is wonderful, so youre heartily welcome, if ye can slaip on a plank floor an ait salt-pork an paise. There, now, dont be botherin a sick man wid yer assurances. Just make yerselves at home, gintlemen, an the head o the firm will git yer supper ready.

Saying this, the poor man, who was quite worn out with excitement and the exertion of welcoming his partner, flung himself on his couch with a deep sigh. As Jeffson also pressed his friends to remain, they made no further objection.

While supper was being prepared, Frank and Joe went out to look at the diggers.

Now, said the former as they sauntered along the bank of the river, the question that you and I must settle at once is, are we two to work by ourselves, or are we to join with our late friends, and work in company?

Jine em, say I, replied Joe. Im fond of Meyer, and I like the Scotchman too, though he is rather fond of argification; besides, it strikes me that from what we have heard of diggers ways, we shall be the better of being a strong party.

Four men dont form a very strong party, Joe; however, I agree with you. It would be well that we four should stick together. So, thats settled, and now we shall go and ask yonder fellow in the red shirt and big boots something about our prospects.

The scene in the midst of which they now found themselves was curious, interesting, and suggestive. For two miles along its course the banks of the river were studded with tents, and on each side of it were diggers, working at short distances apart, or congregated together, according to the richness of the deposits. About twenty feet was the space generally allowed at that time to a washing machine. Most of the diggers worked close to the banks of the stream, others partially diverted its course to get at its bed, which was considered the richest soil. At one place a company of eighty men had banded together for the purpose of cutting a fresh channel for the river  a proceeding which afterwards resulted in a fierce and fatal affray with the men who worked below them. Elsewhere on the sides of the mountains and in gulches formed by torrents, men toiled singly and in twos or threes, with picks, shovels, washing-pans, and cradles. All were very busy, but all were not equally hopeful, for, while some had been successful in finding the precious metal, others had failed, and were very desponding.

Have you had good fortune to-day? asked Frank, stopping at the edge of the hole in which the miner with the red shirt toiled.

Not very good, replied the man, whose voice betokened him an Englishman.

He was an immensely powerful, good-looking fellow, and paused in his work to reply to Franks question with a hearty air.

Have you to dig very deep? inquired Frank.

Not very, he replied; the depth varies in different parts of the diggings. Here it is seldom necessary to go deeper than four feet. Indeed, a white rock usually lays about the depth of two feet under the soil. It is difficult to cut through, and does not pay for the trouble.

Do you find gold on the surface? continued Frank.

Almost none. Being weighty, it sinks downwards through the loose earth, and settles on the rock. I see, gentlemen, that you are strangers, and, if I mistake not, Englishmen. I am a countryman, hailing from Cornwall, and, if you have no objection, will accompany you in your inspection of the diggings. My experience may be of service to you, perhaps, and I can at all events guard you from the scoundrels who make a livelihood by deceiving and cheating newcomers.

Frank thanked the Cornish miner for his kind offer, and accompanied by this new and intelligent friend, he and Joe continued their ramble.

One of the first men whom they addressed happened to be one of the sharpers referred to. He was a Yankee, and although the Yankees were by no means the only scoundrels there, for there was no lack of such  English, Scotch, Irish, German, and Chinese  they were unquestionably the cutest!

This man was very busy when they approached, and appeared to be quite indifferent to them. Observing, however, that they were about to pass by, he looked up, and, wiping his brow, said, Good-evening.

Good-evening, said Frank, What luck?

Luck enough, replied the man, Im tired of luck; the fact is, I have made my pile, and want to make tracks for home, but this is such a splendid claim that I cant tear myself away from it. See here.

He struck his shovel into the ground as he spoke, and lifted a quantity of earth, or dirt, into a basin, washed it out, and displayed to the astonished gaze of the greenhorns, as newcomers were called, a large quantity of gold-dust, with several small nuggets interspersed.

Splendid! exclaimed Frank.

Youll make your fortin, said Joe Graddy.

Its made already, I reckon, said the Yankee, with the air of a man who was overburdened with success. The truth is, I want to get away before the rainy season comes on, and will part with this here claim for an old song. Im half inclined to make you a present of it, but I dont quite see my way to that. However, Ive no objection to hand it over for, say a hundred dollars.

Hm! ejaculated the Cornish man, will you take a shovelful from the other end of the claim and wash it out?

The Yankee smiled, put his finger on the side of his nose, and, wishing them success in whatever line of life they chose to undertake, went on with his work.

The Cornish miner laughed, and, as he walked away, explained to his astonished companions that this was a common dodge.

The rascals, he said, hide a little gold in a claim that is valueless, and, digging it up as you have seen, wash it out in the presence of newcomers, in the hope of taking them in. But here we come to a party who will show you a little of legitimate gold-washing.

They approached, as he spoke, a bend of the river where several men were busy at work  some with pick and shovel, some with the cradle, and others with tin washing-pans. Here they stood for some time watching the process of gold-washing.

At the time of which we write, only the two simple processes of washing, with the pan and with the cradle, were practised at Bigbear Gully, the more elaborate methods of crushing quartz, etcetera, not having been introduced.

The most simple of these was the pan process, which was much in favour, because the soil, or dirt was so rich in gold-dust that it paid well, and it only required that the miner should possess a pick, a shovel, and a tin pan. With this very limited stock in trade he could begin without delay, and earn at least a subsistence; perhaps even make his pile, or, in other words, his fortune.

One of the men connected with the party above referred to was engaged in pan-washing. He stood in a hole four feet deep, and had just filled a flat tin dish with dirt, as Frank and his companions stopped to observe him. Pouring water on the dirt, the miner set the pan down, dipped both hands into it and stirred the contents about until they became liquid mud  removing the stones in the process, and operating in such a manner that he caused some of the contents to escape, or spill, off the top at each revolution. More water was added from time to time, and the process continued until all the earthy matter was washed away, and nothing but a kind of black sand, which contained the gold, left at the bottom. The separation of the metal from the black sand was an after process, and a more difficult one. It was accomplished in some cases by means of a magnet which attracted the sand. In other cases this was blown carefully off from a sheet of paper, but a few of the miners, who managed matters in a more extensive and thorough manner, effected the separation by means of quicksilver. They mixed it with the sand, added a little water, and stirred it about until the gold amalgamated with the quicksilver, converting it into a little massive, tangible, and soft heap. It was then put into a buckskin cloth, through the pores of which the quicksilver was squeezed, leaving the pure gold behind. Any trifling quantity of the former that might still remain was afterwards evaporated on a heated shovel or pan.

An expert worker in average ground could gather and wash a panful of dirt every ten minutes. There were few places in Bigbear Gully that would not yield two shillings worth of gold to the panful, so that in those early days, while the surface soil was still fresh, a man could, by steady work alone  without incidental nuggets  work out gold-dust to the value of between five and six pounds sterling a day, while, occasionally, he came upon a lump, or nugget, equal, perhaps, to what he could procure by the labour of a week or more.

Many, however, of the more energetic miners worked in companies and used cradles, by means of which they washed out a much larger quantity of gold in shorter time; and in places which did not yield a sufficient return by the pan process to render it worth while working, the cradle owners obtained ample remuneration for their toil.

The cradle, which Frank and his comrades saw working not far from the pan-washer, was by no means a complex affair. It was a semi-circular trough hollowed out of a log six feet long by sixteen inches diameter. At one end of this was a perforated copper or iron plate, with a rim of iron or wood round it, on which the dirt was thrown, and water poured thereon, by one man, while the cradle was rocked by another. The gold, earth, and small gravel were thus separated from the larger stones, and washed down the trough, in which, at intervals, two tranverse bars were placed; the first of these arrested the gold, which from its great weight sunk to the bottom, while the gravel, and lighter substances, were swept away by the current. The lower bar caught any particles that, by awkward management, might have passed the upper one.

Having satisfied their curiosity, and learned from an obliging miner the method of washing the gold, our adventurers returned to Jeffsons store, and there spent the night in discussing their plan of procedure. It was decided, first of all, that they should stick together and work in company.

You see, mates, observed Joe Graddy, after the others had given their opinions, this is how it stands. I must stick by Mister Allfrey, cause why, weve bin pullin in the same boat together for some time past, an its natral for to wish to continue so to do. Then Douglas and Meyer ought to stick to us, cause we have for so long stuck to them, an they ought to stick to one another cause theyre mootooally fond o misty-physical jabberin on religious subjects, which is greatly to our edification, seein that we dont onderstand it, and finds it highly amoosin while we smoke our pipes after a hard days work, dye see? So, on them grounds, I votes that we jine company an go to work at seven oclock to-morrow mornin.

Das ist goot advise, said the German, slapping Joe on the shoulder, an I vould add mine vott, vich is, to make you commandair of de forces.

Very good, then I command you to shut your mouth, and go to bed.

Unpossabil, replied Meyer, for I do snor, an always do him troo de mout.

I prefers to do it through the nose, remarked Joe, rolling his blanket round him and lying down on the hard boards with his head on a sack.

Expressing a hope that they would restrain their snoring propensities as much as possible, the remaining members of the new co-partnery lay down beside them, and were speedily in the land of dreams. Need we add that their dreams that night were of gold? Surely not, and perhaps it were equally unnecessary to observe that their slumbers were profound.




Chapter Seven.

Gives the Result of the First Days Digging, and shows the Powerful Effect of Lynch-Law.

Next morning Frank and his friends went out to choose their claim. As we have said, the Bigbear Gully was not at that time generally known. A comparatively small number of diggers had set to work in it, and they were careful to avoid giving much information to prospecting, or searching parties, because they knew that if the richness of the soil were known, there would be a general rush to it from all quarters. There was therefore no lack of unoccupied ground.

A suitable spot was chosen in a pleasant grove on the banks of the stream where it swept round the base of a magnificent precipice, not far from Jeffsons store. Here Douglas, Meyer, and Joe set to work to build a kind of hut of logs, branches, and mud, while Frank returned to the store to purchase the necessary tools. Having little money left, he was compelled to take credit, which Jeffson readily granted to him, knowing full well that there was little fear of the account remaining long unpaid.

In order that the reader may have an idea of the charges made at the diggings in those days, we subjoin the list of purchases made at the commencement of operations by the firm of Allfrey, Douglas and Company.

A rocker or cradle

6 pounds 5 shillings



A spade, shovel, pick-axe, and two tin washing-pans

3 pounds 15 shillings



12 pounds weight of biscuit, 12 pounds weight of salt-pork and beef





4 pounds weight of lard, and 6 pounds weight of flour

10 pounds 8 shillings



A frying-pan, sauce-pan, and four tin mugs

2 pounds 12 shillings



Sum-Total

23 pounds 0 shillings



When Joe Graddy heard the sum-total he looked very blank indeed, but, quickly recovering himself, insisted that they should leave off house-building, which, in the fine weather, he said, wos o no manner o use, and it was a matter o prime importance to go to dig at once, an pay off their debt without delay.

Joe was overruled, however, and when it was explained to him that the fine weather might not last long, that it was essential to health that they should have a roof of some sort to keep off the dews, and that digging might be commenced in right earnest on the morrow, he consented to continue his labours at the hut.

That night they slept sounder than usual, and, on the following morning, began to dig for gold.

They commenced within a few feet of the waters edge. Joe handled the pick and spade; Meyer carried the dirt on his broad shoulders to Douglas, who rocked the cradle, while Frank washed out the auriferous matter in one of the tin pans, until nothing but pure gold and black sand remained. It was reserved for evening to separate the sand from the gold, and ascertain the result of their days labour.

At noon, in accordance with the universal custom at the mines, they threw down their tools and went up to the hut for an hours rest and refreshment. Of course they discussed while they dined, and hoped largely! but their jaws were more active than their tongues, and the moment the hour was completed they returned vigorously to work.

When the shades of evening began to descend, they returned to the hut, and, kindling a fire, commenced to fry blacksand and gold, being anxious to ascertain the result of the first days work before supper! As each panful was dried and blown, the gold was weighed and put into a small white bowl, the bottom of which was soon heaped up with shining particles, varying in size from the smallest visible specks to little lumps like grains of corn.

A neighbouring miner, who had offered to weigh the result for them, pronounced this first days work as an unusually successful one, being, he said, a little over thirty-six pounds sterling.

How much? exclaimed Joe Graddy in amazement.

Thirty-six pounds sterling, repeated the miner.

You dont mean that?

Indeed I do, replied the miner, smiling.

Then our fortins is made aready  all but

Not quite; you forget the price of our outfit, said Frank.

No doubt, I did, answered the seaman, a little subdued.

And the price o grub, added Douglas; not to mention clothing, which we shall want very soon, I fear, for the tear and wear of this kind of work is considerable. Why, I found to-day, when I took a stroll at noon, that they charge five pounds sterling for a flannel shirt, and four pounds for a pair of boots, and everything else is in proportion; so, you see, our thirty-six pounds wont do much for us at that rate. However, I admit that we have reason to be satisfied with the days work.

You certainly have, said their friend the miner; for it is very seldom that beginners do so much. And now I would give you one piece of advice before I go, which is, that you appoint one of your number to cook for the rest. More men are killed, I believe, by eating half-cooked victuals, than by hard work. They come in fagged and wet at night, cook their grub hastily, bolt it, and then lie down to sleep in damp clothes. Of course they soon break down. Our party have kept very fair health in the midst of great sickness; and I believe it is chiefly owing to the fact that, on first setting to work, we appointed one of our number, who had a talent that way, to attend to the cooking department. We relieved him of a great deal of the hard labour, but gave him his equal share of the profits. The consequence has been that we are all in first-rate health, and dig more energetically than our neighbours.

Has there then been much sickness here of late? asked Frank.

A great deal, and I fear there will be much more when the rains set in; but let me urge you again to take my advice about appointing a cook.

That, said Joe Graddy, is just wot we means to do, Mister wots-yer-name?

Stewart, said the miner.

Well, Mister Stewart, Ill apint myself cook to our party, havin, if I may say so, a natral talent that way, wich wos deweloped on my first voyage round the world, wen our cook died of a broken heart  so its said cause the doctor knocked off his grog, and put him on an allowance o lime juice.

Saying this, Joe heaved a deep sigh, seized the frying-pan, and commenced his self-imposed duties. Our hero took up the bowl of gold-dust, and was about to leave the hut, when Douglas arrested him with  

Hallo, Frank, where away? I shall have to shout stop thief if you go off like that with the gold.

Im going to pay our debt to Jeffson, said Frank, with a laugh. I have great belief, Douglas, in the plan of paying as one goes. Debt is a heavy weight, which I never mean to carry if I can help it. A good old aunt of mine used often to din into everybodys ears the text owe no man anything, and I really believe she has caused it to take a strong hold of me, for I cant rest till I square off Jeffsons account!

Frank hastened away, and soon after returned with the balance, thirteen pounds, which, as Douglas observed when they began supper, was the nucleus of their future fortune; while Joe remarked that he didnt know wot nooklius wos, but if it meant the beginnin of their fortin, it wasnt a big un, as things went at the diggins.

The proceeds of the next days work were nearly equal to those of the first, and the spirits of the diggers were proportionally high; but on the third day they did not wash out much more than half the quantity of gold. They were therefore somewhat depressed; and this condition of mind was increased by one of those events which were at times of frequent occurrence there. This was the murder of one miner by another, and the summary application of Lynch-law to the criminal.

It occurred about noon, when the miners were at dinner. A man named Higson, who was noted for swearing and brutality, was standing near Jeffsons store, when a young miner named Elms came up, greatly excited, in consequence of having just found a large nugget, which he wished to have weighed. To the surprise of all, and the indignation of Elms, Higson suddenly snatched the nugget out of his hand, and swore that it had been got in a claim to which Elms had no title, and that, being alongside of his own, and included in the line he had marked off, the nugget was his by rights!

The young man sprang upon Higson, and a struggle ensued, in the midst of which the latter drew his bowie-knife and stabbed Elms to the heart. When he fell, Higson attempted to run, but a stout German tripped up his heels, and a cry of wild anger arose from those who had witnessed the deed.

Lynch him! they shouted furiously.

Frank Allfrey and his friends heard the shout, and ran to the spot; but the administration of justice was so prompt that, before they reached it, the murderer was swinging by the neck to the branch of a tree.

Surely you have been too hasty, exclaimed Frank, advancing without any settled intention, but under an indefinable sense that wrong was being done.

At this several miners leaped forward, and drawing their revolvers, swore with a terrible oath that they would shoot any man who should attempt to cut the murderer down.

As one of the miners here explained hastily why it was that justice had been meted out with such promptitude, our hero drew back and left the spot, feeling, however, that Judge Lynch was a very dangerous character, seeing that he might be just as prompt with the innocent as with the guilty, although he would find it rather difficult to recall life if he should find out afterwards that he had been mistaken in his views.

This event was followed two days after by another incident, which caused considerable excitement in Bigbear Gully. With the increase of miners there had been a considerable increase of crime, as might naturally have been expected in a country where, while there were undoubtedly many honest men, there were also thousands of scoundrels of all nations who had been attracted thither by the dazzling accounts given of the new El Dorado in the West. Rows, more or less severe, in reference to claims and boundaries, had become frequent. Cold-blooded murders were on the increase; and thefts became so common that a general sense of insecurity began to be felt.

This state of things at last wrought its own cure. One day a youth went into the hut of a neighbouring digger, a Yankee, and stole a coffee-tin. He was taken in the act, and as this was the second time that he had been caught purloining his neighbours goods, those in the vicinity rose up en masse in a furore of indignation. A hurried meeting of all the miners was called, and it was unanimously resolved  at least so unanimously that those who dissented thought it advisable to be silent  that Lynch-law should be rigorously put in force.

Accordingly, several of the most energetic and violent of the miners constituted themselves judges on the spot, and, on hearing a brief statement of the case, decreed that the culprit was to be subjected to whatever punishment should be determined on by the man whom he had injured. The Yankee at once decided that the rims of his ears should be cut off, and that he should be seared deeply in the cheek with a red-hot iron; which sentence was carried into execution on the spot!

It happened that while this was going on, another of the thieving fraternity, who did not know of the storm that was gathering and about to burst over the heads of such as he, took advantage of the excitement to enter a tent, and abstract therefrom a bag of gold worth several hundred pounds. It chanced that the owner of it happened to be ailing slightly that day, and, instead of following his companions, had lain still in his tent, rolled up in blankets. He was awakened by the thief, sprang up and collared him, and, observing what he was about, dragged him before the tribunal which was still sitting in deliberation on the affairs of the community. The man was instantly condemned to be shot, and this was done at once  several of the exasperated judges assisting the firing party to carry the sentence into execution.

Now men, cried a tall raw-boned Yankee from the Western States, mounting on a stump after the body had been removed, and speaking with tremendous vehemence, I guess things have come to such a deadlock here that its time for honest men to carry things with a high hand, so I opine we had better set about it and make a few laws,  an if you have no objections, Ill lay down a lot o them slick off  bran new laws, warranted to work well, and stand wear and tear, and ready greased for action.

Hear! hear! cried several voices in the crowd that surrounded this western Solon, while others laughed at his impudence. All, however, were eager to see the prevailing state of things put right, and glad to back any one who appeared able and willing to act with vigour.

Wall then, here goes, cried the Yankee. Let it be decreed that whatever critter shall be nabbed in the act of makin tracks with what isnt hisn, shall have his ears cut off, if its a mild case, and be hanged or shot if its a bad un.

A hearty and stern assent was at once given to this law, and the law-giver went on to lay down others. He said that of course murder would be punished also with death, and for several other offences men should be flogged or branded on the cheeks with red-hot irons. Having in little more than ten minutes laid down these points, he enacted that thenceforth each man should be entitled to a claim of ten feet square, which, being multiplied by the number of his mess, would give the limits of the allotments in particular locations; but that, he said, would not prevent any man from moving from one site and fixing on another.

To this proposition, however, some of the miners demurred, and the law-giver found that, although in criminal law he had been allowed to have it all his own way, in civil matters he must listen to the opinion of others. However, after much wrangling this law was agreed to; and it was also arranged, among other things, that as long as any one left his tools in his claim, his rights were to be respected.

This meeting had the most beneficial influence on the miners. Rough and ready, as well as harsh, though their proceedings were, they accomplished the end in view most effectually, for after several terrible examples had been made, which proved to evil-doers that men were thoroughly in earnest, stealing, quarrelling about boundaries, and murdering were seldom heard of in that district  insomuch that men could leave bags of gold in their tents unwatched for days together, and their tools quite open in their claims without the slightest fear of their being touched!

The reader must not suppose here that we are either upholding or defending the proceedings of the celebrated Judge Lynch. We are merely recording facts, which prove how efficacious his severe code was in bringing order out of confusion in Bigbear Gully at that time.

It is not necessary that we should follow the varied fortunes of our hero and his friends, day by day, while they were engaged in digging for gold. Suffice it to say that sometimes they were fortunate, sometimes the reverse, but that on the whole, they were successful beyond the average of diggers, and became sanguine of making their fortunes in a short time.

Nevertheless Frank Allfrey did not like the life. Whatever else might arouse his ambition, he was evidently not one of those whose soul was set upon the acquisition of wealth. Although successful as a digger, and with more gold in his possession than he knew what to do with, he detested the dirty, laborious work of digging and dabbling in mud from morning till night. He began to see that, as far as the nature of his daily toil was concerned, he worked harder, and was worse off than the poorest navvy who did the dirtiest work in old England! He sighed for more congenial employment, meditated much over the subject, and finally resolved to give up gold-digging.

Before, however, he could carry this resolve into effect, he was smitten with a dire disease, and in a few days lay on the damp floor of his poor hut, as weak and helpless as a little child.




Chapter Eight.

Frank and Joe take to Wandering; See some Wonderful Things, and have a Narrow Escape.

Before our hero became convalescent, his comrade Douglas was laid down with dysentery. In these circumstances, the digging went on slowly, for much of the time of Meyer and Graddy was necessarily occupied in nursing  and truly kind and devoted, though rough, nurses they proved to be in that hour of need.

Gradually, but surely, Douglas sank. There was no doctor to prescribe for him, no medicine to be had for love or money. In that wretched hut he lay beside his sick friend, and conversed, as strength permitted, in faint low tones, on the folly of having thrown his life away for mere gold, and on the importance of the things that concern the soul. As he drew near his end, the name of the Saviour was often on his lips, and often did he reproach himself for having neglected the great salvation, until it was almost too late. Sometimes he spoke of home  in Scotland,  and gave many messages to Frank, which he begged him to deliver to his mother, if he should ever get well and live to return home.

There was something in that if which went with a thrill to Franks heart, as he lay there, and realised vividly that his comrade was actually dying, and that he too might die.

One evening Joe entered the hut with more alacrity than he had done for many a day. He had a large nugget, just dug up, in his hand, and had hastened to his companions to cheer them, if possible, with a sight of it. Douglas was just passing away. He heard his comrades hearty remarks, and looked upon the mass of precious metal.

Joe, he whispered faintly, Wisdom is more to be desired than gold; The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.

He never spoke again, and died within an hour after that.

At last Frank began to mend, and soon found himself strong enough to travel, he therefore made arrangements to leave Bigbear Gully with his inseparable friend Joe. Meyer, being a very strong man, and in robust health, determined to remain and work out their claim, which still yielded abundance of gold.

Meyer, said Frank, the evening before his departure, Im very sorry that we are obliged to leave you.

Ya, das ist mos miserable, said the poor German, looking disconsolate.

But you see, continued Frank, that my remaining, in my present state of health, is out of the question. Now, Joe and I have been talking over our affairs. We intend to purchase three mules and set off under the guidance of a half-caste Californian, to visit different parts of this country. We will continue our journey as long as our gold lasts, and then return to San Francisco and take passage for England,  for we have both come to the unalterable determination that we wont try to make our fortunes by gold-digging. We have sufficient dust to give us a long trip and pay our passage to England, without making use of that big nugget found by Joe, which is worth at least 200 pounds; so we have determined to leave it in possession of Jeffson, to be used by you if luck should ever take a wrong turn  as it will sometimes do  and you should chance to get into difficulties. Of course if you continue prosperous, we will reclaim our share of it on our return hither.

Ah, you is too goot, cried the warm-hearted German, seizing Franks hand and wringing it, bot I vill nevair use de nuggut  nevair! You sall find him here sartainly ven you do com bak.

Well, I hope so, for your own sake, said Frank, because that will show you have been successful. But if you get into low water, and do not use it, believe me I shall feel very much aggrieved.

Next day about noon, our hero and Joe, with Junk, their vaquero, mounted their mules and rode away.

A new style o cruisin this, said Joe Graddy, one fine day, as they pulled up under the shade of a large tree, at a spot where the scenery was so magnificent that Frank resolved to rest and sketch it.

New, indeed, and splendid too, he exclaimed enthusiastically, leaping off his mule. You can go shoot squirrels or bears if you like, Joe, but here I remain for the next three or four hours.

As Frank had been in the habit of treating his friend thus almost every day since starting on their tour, he was quite prepared for it; smiled knowingly, ordered the vaquero to tether the mules and accompany him into the forest, and then, taking his bearings with a small pocket-compass, and critically inspecting the sun, and a huge pinchbeck watch which was the faithful companion of his wanderings, he shouldered his gun and went off, leaving the enthusiastic painter to revel in the glories of the landscape.

And truly magnificent the scenery was. They had wandered by that time far from the diggings, and were involved in all the grandeur of the primeval wilderness. Stupendous mountains, capped with snow, surrounded the beautiful valley through which they were travelling, and herbage of the richest description clothed the ground, while some of the trees were so large that many of the giant oaks of old England would have appeared small beside them. Some of the precipices of the valley were fully three thousand feet high, without a break from top to bottom, and the mountain-ranges in the background must have been at least as high again. Large tracts of the low grounds were covered with wild oats and rich grasses; affording excellent pasturage to the deer, which could be seen roving about in herds. Lakes of various sizes were alive with waterfowl, whose shrill and plaintive cries filled the air with wild melody. A noble river coursed throughout the entire length of the valley, and its banks were clothed with oaks, cypresses, and chestnuts, while, up on the mountain sides, firs of truly gigantic size reared their straight stems above the surrounding trees with an air of towering magnificence, which gave them indisputable right to be considered the aristocracy of those grand solitudes.

Of these firs Frank observed one so magnificent that, although anxious to begin work without delay, he could not resist the desire to examine it closely. Laying down his book and pencil he ran towards it, and stood for some time in silent amazement, feeling that he was indeed in the presence of the Queen of the Forest. It was a pine which towered to a height of certainly not less than three hundred and sixty feet, and, after careful measurement, was found to be ninety-three feet in circumference. In regarding this tree as the Queen, Frank was doubly correct, for the natives styled it the Mother of the Forest. The bark of it, to the height of a hundred and sixteen feet, was, in after years, carried to England, and built up in its original form in the Crystal Palace of Sydenham. It was unfortunately destroyed in the great fire which a few years ago consumed a large part of that magnificent building.

But this was not the only wonderful sight that was seen that day. After Frank had finished his drawing, and added it to a portfolio which was already well filled, he fired a shot to recall his nautical comrade and the vaquero. They soon rejoined him, and, continuing their journey, came to a waterfall which, in some respects, excelled that of the far-famed Niagara itself.

It had sounded like murmuring thunder in their ears the greater part of that day, and as they approached it the voice of its roar became so deafening that they were prepared for something unusually grand, but not for the stupendous sight and sound that burst upon them when, on turning round the base of a towering precipice, they came suddenly in full view of one of the most wonderful of the Creators works in that land.

A succession of wall-like mountains rose in two tiers before them into the clouds. Some of the lower clouds floated far below the highest peaks. From the summit of the highest range, a river, equal to the Thames at Richmond, dropt sheer down a precipice of more than two thousand feet. Here it met the summit of the lower mountain-range, on which it burst with a deep-toned sullen roar, comparable only to eternal thunder. A white cloud of spray received the falling river in its soft embrace, and sent it forth again, turbulent and foam-bespeckled, towards its second leap,  another thousand feet,  into the plain below. The entire height of this fall was above three thousand feet!

Our hero was of course anxious to make a careful drawing of it, but having already exhausted the greater part of the day, he was fain to content himself with a sketch, after making which they pushed rapidly forward, and encamped for the night, still within sight and sound of the mighty fall.

Dyou know, Joe, said Frank, leaning back against a tree stem, as he gazed meditatively into into the fire after supper was concluded, it has often struck me that men are very foolish for not taking full possession of the splendid world in which they have been placed.

Frank paused a few moments, but the observation not being sufficiently definite for Joe, who was deep in the enjoyment of his first pipe, no reply was made beyond an interjectional hm.

Just look around you, pursued Frank, waving his hand towards the landscape, at this magnificent country; what timber, what soil, what an amount of game, what lakes, what rivers, what facilities for farming, manufacturing, fishing,  everything, in fact, that is calculated to gladden the heart of man.

Includin gold, suggested Joe.

Including gold, assented Frank; and there it all lies  has lain since creation  hundreds of thousands of acres of splendid land unoccupied.

Ha! theres a screw loose somewhere, said Joe, taking the pipe from his lips and looking at it earnestly, as if the remark were addressed to it, somethin out o jint  a plank started, so to speak  cernly.

No doubt of it, said Frank; and the broad acres which we now look upon, as well as those over which we have lately travelled, are as nothing compared with the other waste but fertile lands in America, on which hundreds of thousands of the human race might live happily. Yet, strange to say, men seem to prefer congregating together in little worlds of brick, stone, and mortar, living tier upon tier above each others heads, breathing noxious gases instead of the scent of flowers, treading upon mud, stone, and dust, instead of green grass, and dwelling under a sky of smoke instead of bright blue ether  and this, too, in the face of the Bible command to go forth and replenish the earth.

Yes, theres great room, said Joe, for the settin up of a ginral enlightenment an universal emigration society, but I raither think it wouldnt pay.

I know it wouldnt, but why not? demanded Frank.

Ah, why not? repeated Joe.

As neither of them appeared to be able to answer the question, they both remained for some time in a profound reverie, Frank gazing as he was wont to do into the fire, and Joe staring through smoke of his own creation at the vaquero, who reclined on the opposite side of the fire enjoying the tobacco to the full by letting it puff slowly out at his nose as well as his mouth.

Joe, said Frank.

Ay, ay, sir, answered Joe with nautical promptitude.

I have been thinking a good deal about our affairs of late, and have come to the conclusion that the sooner we go home the better.

My notions pre-cisely.

Moreover, continued Frank, I think that we have come far enough in this direction, and that it would be a good plan to return to Bigbear Gully by a different route from that by which we came here, and thus have an opportunity of seeing some of the other parts of the diggings. What say you to that?

Im agreeable, answered Joe.

Well then, shall we decide to commence our return journey to-morrow?

By all means. Down wi the helm, bout ship an lay our course on another tack by daylight, said Joe, shaking the ashes out of his pipe with the slow unwilling air of a man who knows that he has had enough but is loath to give up; I always like to set sail by daylight. It makes one feel up to the mark so to speak, as if one had lost none of the day, and I suppose, he added with a sigh which resolved itself into a yawn, that if we means to start so bright an early the sooner we tumble in the better.

True, said Frank, whose mouth irresistibly followed the example of Joes, I think it will be as well to turn in.

There was a quiet, easy-going lowness in the speech and motions of the two friends, which showed that they were just in a state of readiness to fall into the arms of the drowsy god. They rolled themselves in their blankets, placed their rifles by their sides, their heads on their saddles, and their feet to the fire.

Joe Graddys breathing proclaimed that he had succumbed at once, but Frank lay for a considerable time winking owlishly at the stars, which returned him the compliment with interest by twinkling at him through the branches of the overhanging trees.

Early next morning they arose, remounted their mules and turned back, diverging, according to arrangement, from their former track, and making for a particular part of the diggings where Frank had been given to understand there were many subjects of interest for his pencil. We would fain linger by the way to describe much of what they saw, but the limits of our space require that we should hasten onward, and transport the reader at once to a place named the Great Cañon, which, being a very singular locality, and peculiarly rich in gold, merits description.

It was a gloomy gap or gorge  a sort of gigantic split in the earth  lying between two parallel ranges of hills at a depth of several hundred feet, shaped like a wedge, and so narrow below that there was barely standing room. The gold all lay at the bottom, the slopes being too steep to afford it a resting-place.

The first diggers who went there were said to have gathered vast quantities of gold; and when Frank and Joe arrived there was quite enough to repay hard work liberally. The miners did not work in companies there. Indeed, the form of the chasm did not admit of operations on a large scale being carried on at any one place. Most of the men worked singly with the pan, and used large bowie-knives with which they picked gold from the crevices of the rocks in the bed of the stream, or scratched the gravelly soil from the roots of the overhanging trees, which were usually rich in deposits. The gorge, about four miles in extent, presented one continuous string of men in single file, all eagerly picking up gold, and admitting that in this work they were unusually successful.

But these poor fellows paid a heavy price for the precious metal in the loss of health, the air being very bad, as no refreshing breezes could reach them at the bottom of the gloomy defile.

The gold at that place was found both in very large and very small grains, and was mixed with quantities of fine black sand, which the miners blew off from it somewhat carelessly  most of them being green hands, and anxious to get at the gold as quickly as possible. This carelessness on their part was somewhat cleverly taken advantage of by a keen old fellow who chanced to enter the hut of a miner when Frank and Joe were there. He had a bag on his back and a humorous twinkle in his eye.

Well, old foxey, what do you want? asked the owner of the hut, who happened to be blowing off the sand from a heap of his gold at the time.

Sure its only a little sand I want, said the man, in a brogue which betrayed his origin.

Sand, Paddy, what for?

For emery, sure, said the man, with a very rueful look; troth its myself as is gittin too owld entirely for the diggins. I was a broth of a boy wance, but what wid dysentery and rheumatiz theres little or nothin o me left, so Im obleeged to contint myself wid gatherin the black sand, and sellin it as a substitute for emery.

Well, that is a queer dodge, said the miner, with a laugh.

True for ye, it is quare, but its what Im redooced to, so av youll be so kind as plaze to blow the sand on to this here tray, itll be doin a poor man a good turn, an costin ye nothin.

He held up a tin tray as he spoke, and the miner cheerfully blew the sand off his gold-dust on to it.

Thanking him with all the fervour peculiar to his race, the Irishman emptied the sand into his bag, and heaving a heavy sigh, left the hut to request a similar favour of other miners.

You may depend on it, said Frank, as the old man went out, that fellow is humbugging you. It is gold, not sand, that he wants.

Thats a fact, said Joe Graddy, with an emphatic nod and wink.

Nonsense, said the miner, I dont believe we lose more than a few specks in blowing off the sand  certainly nothing worth speaking of.

The man was wrong in this, however, for it was afterwards discovered that the sly old fellow carried his black sand to his hut, and there, every night, by the agency of quicksilver, he extracted from the sand double the average of gold obtained by the hardest working miner in the Cañon!

At each end of this place there was a hut made of calico stretched on a frame of wood, in which were sold brandy and other strong liquors of the most abominable kind, at a charge of about two shillings for a small glass! Cards were also to be found there by those who wished to gamble away their hard-earned gains or double them. Places of iniquity these, which abounded everywhere throughout the diggings, and were the nightly resort of hundreds of diggers, and the scene of their wildest orgies on the Sabbath-day.

Leaving the Great Cañon, our travellers  we might almost term them inspectors  came to a creek one raw, wet morning, where a large number of miners where at work. Here they resolved to spend the day, and test the nature of the ground. Accordingly, the vaquero was directed to look after the mules while Frank and Joe went to work with pick, shovel, and pan.

They took the dirt from a steep incline considerably above the winter level of the stream, in a stratum of hard bluish clay, almost as hard as rock, with a slight surface-covering of earth. It yielded prodigiously. At night they found that they had washed out gold to the value of forty pounds sterling! The particles of gold were all large, many being the size of a grain of corn, with occasional nuggets intermixed, besides quartz amalgamations.

If this had been my first experience o them there diggins, said Joe Graddy, as he smoked his pipe that night in the chief gambling and drinking store of the place, I would have said our fortin wos made, all but. Howsever, I dont forget that the last pair o boots I got cost me four pound, an the last glass o brandy two shillins  not to speak o death cuttin an carvin all round, an the rainy season a-comin on, so its my advice that we bout ship for home as soon as may be.

I agree with you, Joe, said Frank, and I really dont think I would exchange the pleasure I have derived from journeying through this land, and sketching the scenery, for all the gold it contains. Nevertheless I would not like to be tempted with the offer of such an exchange!  Now, Ill turn in.

Next morning the rain continued to pour incessantly, and Frank Allfrey had given the order to get ready for a start, when a loud shouting near the hut in which they had slept induced them to run out. A band of men were hurrying toward the tavern with great haste and much gesticulation, dragging a man in the midst of them, who struggled and protested violently.

Frank saw at a glance that the prisoner was his former companion Bradling, and that one of the men who held him was the stranger who had been so badly wounded by him at the camp-fire, as formerly related.

On reaching the tavern, in front of which grew a large oak-tree  one of the limbs of which was much chafed as if by the sawing of a rope against it  the stranger, whose comrades called him Dick, stood up on a stump, and said  

I tell you what it is, mates, Im as sure that he did it as I am of my own existence. The man met his death at the hands of this murderer Bradling; ha! he knows his own name, you see! He is an escaped convict.

And what are you? said Bradling, turning on him bitterly.

That is no mans business, so long as I hurt nobody, cried Dick passionately. I tell you, he continued, addressing the crowd, which had quickly assembled, I found this fellow skulking in the bush close to where the body was found, and I know he did it, because he all but murdered me not many months ago, and there, he continued, with a look of surprise, pointing straight at our hero, is a man who can swear to the truth of what I say!

All eyes were at once turned on Frank, who stepped forward, and said  

I can certainly testify to the fact that this man Bradling did attempt to shoot the man whom you call Dick, but I know nothing about the murder which seems to have been perpetrated here, and

Its a young feller as was a quiet harmless sort o critter, said one of the bystanders, who was found dead under a bush this morning with his skull smashed in; and its my opinion, gentlemen, that, since this stranger has sworn to the fact that Bradling tried to murder Dick, he should swing for it.

I protest, gentlemen, said Frank energetically, that I did not swear at all! I did not even say that Bradling tried to murder anybody: on the contrary, I think the way in which the man Dick handled his gun at the time when Bradling fired was very susp

A shout from the crowd drowned the remainder of this speech.

String him up without more ado, cried several voices.

Three men at once seized Bradling, and a rope was quickly flung over the bough of the oak.

Mercy! mercy! cried the unhappy man, I swear that I did not murder the man. I have made my pile down at Bigbear Gully, and Ill give it all  every cent  if you will wait to have the matter examined. Stay, he added, seeing that they paid no heed to him, let me speak one word, before I die, with Mr Allfrey. I want to tell him where my gold lies hid.

Its a dodge, cried one of the executioners with a sneer, but have your say out. Its the last youll have a chance to say here, so look sharp about it.

Frank went forward to the man, who was trembling, and very pale, and begged those who held him to move off a few paces.

Oh! Mr Allfrey, said Bradling, I am innocent of this; I am an escaped convict, it is true, and I did try to kill that man Dick, who has given me provocation enough, God knows, but, as He shall be my judge at last, I swear I did not commit this murder. If you will cut the cords that bind my hands, you will prevent a cold-blooded murder being committed now. You saved my life once before. Oh! save it again.

The man said all this in a hurried whisper, but there was something so intensely earnest and truthful in his bearing that Frank, under a sudden and irresistible impulse, which he could not afterwards account for, drew his knife and cut the cords that bound him.

Instantly Bradling bounded away like a hunted deer, overturning several men in his flight, and being followed by a perfect storm of bullets from rifles and revolvers, until he had disappeared in the neighbouring wood. Then the miners turned with fury on Frank, but paused abruptly on seeing that he and Joe Graddy stood back to back, with a revolver in each hand.

Of course revolvers and rifles were instantly pointed at them, but fortunately the miners in their exasperation had discharged all their fire-arms at Bradling  not a piece remained loaded!

Several therefore commenced hurriedly to re-load, but Frank shouted, in a voice that there was no misunderstanding  

The first who attempts to load is a dead man!

This caused them to hesitate, for in those times men, when desperate, were wont to be more prompt to act than to threaten. Still, there were some present who would have run the risk, and it is certain that our hero and his friend would have then and there terminated their career, had not a backwoods hunter stepped forward and said:

Well now, ye air makin a pretty noise bout nothin! See here, I know that feller Bradling well. He didnt kill the man. It was a Redskin as did it; I came up in time to see him do it, and killed the Redskin afore he could get away. In proof whereof here is his gun, an youll find his carcase under the bank where the murder was committed, if yeve a mind to look for it. But Bradling is a murderer. I knows him of old, an so, although hes innocent of this partikler murder, I didnt see no occasion to try to prevent him gittin his desarts. Its another matter, howsever, when youre goin to scrag the men as let him off. If yell take the advice of an old hunter as knows a thing or two, youll go to work on yer claims slick off, for the rains are comin on, and they will pull ye up sharp, I guess. Youll make hay while the sun shines if youre wise.

The opportune interference of this hunter saved Frank and Joe, who, after thanking their deliverer, were not slow to mount their mules and hasten back to Bigbear Gully, resolved more firmly than ever to wind up their affairs, and bid a final adieu to the diggings.




Chapter Nine.

Conclusion.

When they arrived at Bigbear Gully they found the condition of the people most deplorable, owing to scarcity of provisions, prevailing sickness, and the total absence of physic or medical attendance. To make matters worse, there were indications that the rainy season was about to set in; an event that would certainly increase the violence of the disease which had already swept away so many of the miners, not a few of whom fell down in the holes where they were digging for gold, and thus, in digging their own graves, ended their golden dreams, with gold-dust for their winding-sheets.

In California there may be said to be only two seasons  a wet one and a dry. The wet season is from November to March, during which period foggy weather and cold south-west winds prevail. During the remaining months of the year, arid scorching north-east winds blow so frequently and so long that everything green becomes parched and shrivelled up. Of course this state of things is modified in different localities by the proximity or absence of mountains, rivers, and sandy plains, and there are various periods throughout the year during which the climate is delightful; but on the whole it is considered bad  especially during the rains, when water comes down in such continuous deluges that gold-digging and all other work is much interfered with  sometimes stopped altogether. At midday in this season there is frequently July heat, while in the morning and evening there is January cold.

Anxious to escape before the weather became worse, Frank went at once to Jeffsons store to obtain supplies, settle up accounts, and inquire for his friend Meyer. He found Jeffson looking very ill  he having recently had a severe attack of the prevailing complaint, but Company had recovered completely, and was very busy with the duties of his store, which (Company being a warm-hearted man) included gratuitous attendance on, and sympathy with, the sick.

Itll ruin us intirely, he was wont to say, for we cant stand by and see them die o sickness an intarvation mixed, an the poor critters has nothin wotever to pay. Howsever, vartue is its own reward, an we makes the tough miners pay handsome for their supplies, which makes up for the sick wans, an kapes us goin on hearty enough.

And what of Meyer? asked Frank, somewhat anxiously.

Instead of answering, Jeffson put on his hat, and bidding him follow, went out of the store. He led him and Joe towards a large pine-tree, at the root of which there was a low mound, carefully covered with green turf. Pointing to it, the Yankee store-keeper said with some emotion  

There he lies, poor fellow; and a better, more kind-hearted, or honester man, never drove pick and shovel into the airth.

In compliance with the request of Frank, who was deeply moved, Jeffson told how that, after the departure of his friends, the poor Germans spirits sank; and while he was in this state, he was prevented from rallying by a severe attack of dysentery which ended in his death.

I trust that he was not pressed by poverty at the last, said Frank.

He would have been, replied the Yankee, if he had been allowed to have is own way; for, being unable to work, of course he ran out o gold-dust, and nothing would persuade him to touch the nugget you left in my charge. I hit upon a plan, however, which answered very well. I supplied him all through his illness with everything that he required to make him as comfortable as could be, poor fellow, tellin him it was paid for in full by a friend of his, whose name I couldnt and wouldnt mention. Jeffson, says he, startin up like a livin skeleton, and lookin at me so serious with his hollow eyes; Jeffson, if it bees you dat give me de tings, I vill not have dem. I vill die first. You is poor, an ve cannot expect you keep all de dyin miners vor noting.

Well, says I, I wont go for to say Im over rich, for times air raither hard just now; but it aint me as is the friend. I assure you Im paid for it in full, so you make your mind easy.

With that he lay down an gave a long sigh. He was exhausted, and seemed to have dismissed the subject from his mind, for he never spoke of it again.

I rather suspect, said Frank, that you did not tell him the exact truth.

I guess I did, replied the Yankee.

Who, then, was the friend?

Yourself, said Jeffson, with a peculiar smile. I intend to keep payment of it all off your nugget, for you see it is a fact that we aint in very flourishing circumstances at present; and I knew you would thank me for not deserting your friend in his distress.

You did quite right, said Frank earnestly; and I thank you with all my heart for your kindness to poor Meyer, as well as your correct estimate of me.

Frank did not forget that his own resources were at a low ebb just then, and that he had been counting on the nugget for the payment of his expenses to the coast, and his passage to England, but he made no mention of the fact. His comrade, Joe Graddy, however, could not so easily swallow his disappointment in silence.

Well, said he, turning his quid from one cheek to the other  for Joe was guilty of the bad habit of chewing tobacco, well, its not for the likes o me to put my opinion contrairy to yourn, an in coorse its all very right that our poor messmate should have been looked arter, an Im very glad he wos. Notwithstandin, Im bound for to say it is raither okard as it stands, for were pretty nigh cleaned out, an have got to make for the coast in the rainy season, wich, it appears to me, is very like settin sail in a heavy gale without ballast.

Come, Joe, interposed Frank, were not quite so hard up as that comes to. There is a little ballast left,  sufficient, if we only turn to, and wash out a little more gold, to take us home.

Sorry to hear youre in such a fix, said Jeffson, still regarding his friends with a peculiar smile on his cadaverous countenance; but I think I can get ye out of it. See here, he added, leading them to another grave not far distant from that of Meyer; can you guess who lies under the sod there? He was a friend of yours; though perhaps you would scarcely have acknowledged him had he been alive. You remember Bradling

What! our old travelling companion! exclaimed Frank.

The same.

Why, I saved his life only a few days ago.

I know it, said Jeffson, He came here late one night, all covered with blood; and, flinging himself down on a bench in my store, said that he was done for. And so he was, I guess,  all riddled with bullets, none of which, however, had given him a mortal wound; but he had lost so much blood by the way that he had no chance of recovering. I did my best for him, poor fellow, but he sank rapidly. Before he died he told me how you had saved him from being scragged, and said that he wanted to make you his heir.

Poor fellow, said Frank with a sad smile, it was a kind expression of gratitude that I did not expect of him, considering his reputation.

I spose, said Joe Graddy, with a sarcastic laugh, that youll be goin to set up your carriage an four, an make me your coachman, mayhap?

I think I may promise that with safety, replied Frank.

Indeed you may, said Jeffson, for Bradling has been one of the most successful diggers in Bigbear Gully since you left it, and has made his fortune twice over. The value of gold-dust and nuggets left by him in my charge for you is about ninety-six thousand dollars, which, I believe, is nigh twenty thousands pounds sterling of your money.

Gammon! exclaimed Joe.

You are jesting, said Frank.

That I am not, as you shall see, if you will come with me to the store. When he felt sure that he was dying, Bradling asked me to call together a few of the honest and trustworthy men in the diggings. I did so, and he told us the amount of his gatherings, and, after explaining how you had helped him in his hour of need, said that he took us all solemnly to witness that he left you his heir. He got one of the miners to write out a will for him and signed it, after which he directed us to a tree, under which, he said, his gold was hid. We thought at first that he was raving, but after he was dead we went to the tree, and there, sure enough, we found the gold, just as he had described it, and, on weighing it, found that it amounted to the sum I have named  so, Mr Allfrey, I guess that I may congratulate you on your good fortune. But come, I will show you the will and the witnesses.

Saying this he led them into the store, where he showed the will to Frank and Joe, who were at first sceptical, and afterwards began to doubt the evidence of their senses. But when the witnesses were called, and had confirmed Jeffsons statements, and, above all, when the bags of gold-dust and nuggets were handed over to him, Frank could no longer question the amazing fact that he had suddenly come into possession of a comfortable fortune!

Need we say, reader, that he insisted on sharing it with Joe Graddy, without whose prompt and vigorous aid the rescue of Bradling could not have been effected? and need we add that the two friends found their way to the sea-coast as quickly as possible, and set sail for England without delay? We think not. But it may be as well to state that, on his arrival in England, Frank found his old uncle in a very sour condition of mind indeed, having become more bilious and irascible than ever over his cash-books and ledgers,  his own special diggings  without having added materially to his gold.

When Frank made his appearance, the old gentleman was very angry, supposing that he had returned to be a burden and a bore to him, but, on learning the true state of the case, his feelings towards his successful nephew were wonderfully modified and mollified!

It was very difficult at first to convince him of the truth of Franks good fortune, and he required the most incontestable proofs thereof before he would believe. At length, however, he was convinced, and condescended to offer his nephew his hearty congratulations.

Now, uncle, said Frank, I shall build a house somewhere hereabouts, and live beside you.

You could not do better, said the old gentleman, who became suddenly and wonderfully amiable!

And I dont intend to bother myself with business, uncle.

Quite right, my boy; you have no occasion to do so.

But I intend to devote much of my time to painting.

A most interesting occupation, said the tractable old gentleman.

And a good deal of it, also, continued Frank, to the consideration of the cases of persons in sickness and poverty.

Hm! a most laudable purpose, though it has always appeared to me that this is a duty which devolves upon the guardians of the poor. Nevertheless the intention is creditable to you; but I am surprised to hear you, who are so young, and can have seen so little of poverty or sickness, talk of giving much of your time to such work.

You are wrong, uncle, in supposing that I have seen little. During my wanderings in foreign lands I have seen much, very much, of poverty and sickness, and have felt something of both, as my friend Joe Graddy can testify.

Joe, who was sitting by, and had been listening to the conversation with much interest, bore testimony forthwith, by stoutly asserting that that was a fact, and slapping his thigh with great vehemence, by way of giving emphasis to the assertion.

The fact is, sir, continued Joe, kindling with enthusiasm, that your nephy has gone through a deal o rough work since he left home, an Im free for to say has learned, with myself, a lot o walooable lessons. He has made his fortin at the gold-mines, kooriously enough, without diggin for it, an has come for to know that its sometimes possible to pay too high a price for that same metal, as is proved by many an many a lonely grave in the wilds of Californy. Your nephy an me, sir, has comed to the conclusion that distributin gold is better than diggin for it, so we intends to set up in that line, an hopes that your honour will go into pardnership along with us.

Mr Allfrey, senior, received Joes invitation with a benignant and patronising smile, but he did not accept it, neither did he give him any encouragement to suppose that he sympathised with his views on that subject. There is reason to believe, however, that his opinions on this head were somewhat modified in after years. If report speaks truly, he came to admit the force of that text in Scripture which says, that as it is certain man brings nothing into the world, so he takes nothing out of it, and that therefore it was the wisest policy to do as much good with his gold as he could while he possessed it.

Acting on these convictions, it is said, he joined the firm of Allfrey and Graddy, and, making over his cash-books and ledgers to the rising generation, fairly and finally, like his new partners, renounced his ancient habit of digging for gold.

THE END
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Letter 1.

A Life on the Ocean Wave.

South Africa.

Dear Periwinkle,  Since that memorable, not to say miserable, day, when you and I parted at Saint Katherines Docks, (see note 1), with the rain streaming from our respective noses  rendering tears superfluous, if not impossible  and the noise of preparation for departure damaging the fervour of our farewell  since that day, I have ploughed with my adventurous keel upwards of six thousand miles of the main, and now write to you from the wild Karroo of Southern Africa.

The Karroo is not an animal. It is a spot  at present a lovely spot. I am surrounded by  by nature and all her southern abundance. Mimosa trees, prickly pears, and aloes remind me that I am not in England. Ostriches, stalking on the plains, tell that I am in Africa. It is not much above thirty years since the last lion was shot in this region, (see note 2), and the kloofs, or gorges, of the blue mountains that bound the horizon are, at the present hour, full of Cape-tigers, wild deer of different sorts, baboons, monkeys, and  but hold! I must not forestall. Let me begin at the beginning.

The adventurous keel above referred to was not, as you know, my own private property. I shared it with some two hundred or so of human beings, and a large assortment of the lower animals. Its name was the Windsor Castle  one of a magnificent line of ocean steamers belonging to an enterprising British firm.

There is something appallingly disagreeable in leave-taking. I do not refer now to the sentiment, but to the manner of it. Neither do I hint, my dear fellow, at your manner of leave-taking. Your abrupt Well, old boy, bon voyage, good-bye, bless you, followed by your prompt retirement from the scene, was perfect in its way, and left nothing to be desired; but leave-takings in general  how different!

Have you never stood on a railway platform to watch the starting of an express?

Of course you have, and you have seen the moist faces of those two young sisters, who had come to see off that dear old aunt, who had been more than a mother to them since that day, long ago, when they were left orphans, and who was leaving them for a few months, for the first time for many years; and you have observed how, after kissing and weeping on her for the fiftieth time, they were forcibly separated by the exasperated guard; and the old lady was firmly, yet gently thrust into her carriage, and the door savagely locked with one hand, while the silver whistle was viciously clapt to the lips with the other, and the last gooood  bye  darling! was drowned by a shriek, and puff and clank, as the train rolled off.

Youve seen it all, have you not, over and over again, in every degree and modification? No doubt you have, and as it is with parting humanity at railway stations, so is it at steamboat wharves.

There are differences, however. After you had left, I stood and sympathised with those around me, and observed that there is usually more emotion on a wharf than on a platform  naturally enough, as, in the case of long sea voyages, partings, it may be presumed, are for longer periods, and dangers are supposed to be greater and more numerous than in land journeys,  though this is open to question. The waiting process, too, is prolonged. Even after the warning bell had sent non-voyagers ashore, they had to stand for a considerable time in the rain while we cast off our moorings or went through some of those incomprehensible processes by which a leviathan steamer is moved out of dock.

After having made a first false move, which separated us about three yards from the wharf  inducing the wearied friends on shore to brighten up and smile, and kiss hands, and wave kerchiefs, with that energy of decision which usually marks a really final farewell  our steamer remained in that position for full half an hour, during which period we gazed from the bulwarks, and our friends gazed from under their dripping umbrellas across the now impassable gulf in mute resignation.

At that moment a great blessing befell us. A boy let his cap drop from the wharf into the water! It was an insignificant matter in itself, but it acted like the little safety-valve which prevents the bursting of a high-pressure engine. Voyagers and friends no longer looked at each other like melancholy imbeciles. A gleam of intense interest suffused every visage, intelligence sparkled in every eye, as we turned and concentrated our attention on that cap! The unexpressed blessing of the whole company, ashore and afloat, descended on the uncovered head of that boy, who, all unconscious of the great end he was fulfilling, made frantic and futile efforts with a long piece of stick to recover his lost property.

But we did at last get under weigh, and then there were some touches of real pathos. I felt no disposition to note the humorous elements around when I saw that overgrown lad of apparently eighteen summers, press to the side and wave his thin hands in adieu to an elderly lady on shore, while tears that he could not, and evidently did not care to restrain, ran down his hollow cheeks. He had no friend on board, and was being sent to the Cape for the benefit of his health. So, too, was another young man  somewhere between twenty and thirty years  whose high colour, brilliant eye, and feeble step told their own tale. But this man was not friendless. His young wife was there, and supported him with tender solicitude towards a seat. These two were in the after-cabin. Among the steerage passengers the fell disease was represented in the person of a little boy. Too late was written on the countenances of at least two of these,  the married man and the little boy.

As to the healthy passengers, what shall I say of them? Need I tell you that every species of humanity was represented?

There were tall men, and short men, as well as men broad and narrow,  mentally, not less than physically. There were ladies pretty, and ladies plain, as well as grave and gay. Fat and funny ones we had, also lean ones and sad. The wise and foolish virgins were represented. So too were smokers and drinkers; and not a few earnest, loving, and lovable, men and women.

A tendency had been gaining on me of late to believe that, after passing middle-life, a man cannot make new and enthusiastic friendships. Never was I more mistaken. It is now my firm conviction that men may and do make friendships of the closest kind up to the end of their career. Of course the new friends do not, and cannot, take the place of the old. It seems to me that they serve a higher purpose, and, by enabling one to realise the difference between the old and the new, draw the cords of ancient friendship tighter. At all events, you may depend upon it, my dear Periwinkle, that no new friend shall ever tumble you out of the niche which you occupy in my bosom!

But be this as it may, it is a fact that in my berth  which held four, and was full all the voyage  there was a tall, dark, powerful, middle-aged man, an Englishman born in Cape Colony, (see note 3), who had been home for a trip, and was on his way out again to his African home on the great Karroo. This man raised within me feelings of disgust when I first saw him in the dim light of our berth, because he was big, and I knew that a big man requires more air to fill his lungs than a little one, and there was no superabundant air in our berth  quite the reverse. This man occupied the top berth opposite to mine. Each morning as I awoke my eyes fell on his beard of iron-grey, and I gazed at his placid countenance till he awoke  or I found his placid countenance gazing at me when I awoke. From gazing to nodding in recognition is an easy step in ordinary circumstances, but not when ones head is on ones pillow. We therefore passed at once, without the ceremony of nodding, into a quiet good morning. Although reticent, he gradually added a smile to the good morning, and I noticed that his smile was a peculiarly pleasant one. Steps that succeed the first are generally easy. From disliking this man  not on personal, but purely selfish grounds  I came to like him; then to love him. I have reason to believe that the attachment was mutual. His name  why should I not state it? I dont think he would object  is Hobson.

In the bunk below Hobson lay a young Wesleyan minister. He was a slender young fellow,  modest and thoughtful. If Hobsons bunk had given way, I fear that his modesty and thoughtfulness might have been put to a severe test. I looked down upon this young Wesleyan from my materially exalted position, but before the voyage was over I learned to look up to him from a spiritually low position. My impression is that he was a meek man. I may be mistaken, but of this am I certain, that he was one of the gentlest, and at the same time one of the most able men in the ship.

But, to return to my berth  which, by the way, I was often loth to do, owing to the confined air below, and the fresh glorious breezes on deck  the man who slept under me was a young banker, a clerk, going out to the Cape to make his fortune, and a fine capable-looking fellow he was, inclined rather to be receptive than communicative. He frequently bumped me with his head in getting up; I, not unfrequently, put a foot upon his nose, or toes, in getting down.

What can I say about the sea that has not been said over and over again in days of old? This, however, is worthy of record, that we passed the famous Bay of Biscay in a dead-calm. We did not lay one single day on that Bay of Biscay, O! The O! seems rather awkwardly to imply that I am not stating the exact truth, but I assure you that it is a fact. More than this, we had not a storm all the way to the Cape. It was a pure pleasure excursion  a sort of yacht voyage  from beginning to end; very pleasant at the time, and delightful now to dwell upon; for, besides the satisfaction of making a new friend like Hobson, there were others to whom I was powerfully drawn, both by natural sympathy and intellectual bias.

There was a Wesleyan minister, also an Englishman, born in South Africa, and of the race of Anak, with whom, and his amiable wife, and pretty children, I fraternised ardently. My soul was also gladdened by intercourse with a clergyman of the Dutch-Reformed Church, well-known in the Cape, and especially in the Transvaal  who, with his pleasant wife and daughter, was on his way back to South Africa after a brief trip to Europe. He was argumentative; so, you know, am I. He was also good-tempered, therefore we got on well.

It would be an endless business to name and describe all the passengers who were personally attractive, and who were more or less worthy of description. There were, among others, a genial and enthusiastic Dutch-African legislator of the Cape; a broad-shouldered but retiring astronomer; also a kindly Cape merchant; and a genial English banker, with their respective wives and families. I had the good fortune to sit in the midst of these at meals, close to Captain Hewat, who is unquestionably, what many of us styled him, a trump. He is also a Scotchman. There was likewise a diamond-digger, and another man who seemed to hate everybody except himself. There were also several sportsmen; one of whom, a gallant son of Mars, and an author, had traversed the Great Lone Land of British America, and had generally, it seemed to me, done the world, with the exception of Central Africa, which he was at last going to add to his list. There were also troops of children, who behaved remarkably well considering the trials they had to undergo; and numerous nurses, some of whom required more attention than all the ladies put together.

You will now, no doubt, expect an account of romantic adventures on the deep, and narrow escapes, and alarms of fire, and men overboard, and thrilling narratives. If so, your expectations are doomed to disappointment. We fished for no sharks, we chased no whales, we fell in with no slavers or pirates. Nevertheless we saw flying fish, and we had concerts and lectures; and such delightful perambulations of the decks, and such charming impromptu duets and glees and solos on retired parts of the deck in moonlight nights, and such earnest discussions, and such genial companionship! Truly that voyage was one of those brilliant episodes which occur only once in a lifetime, and cannot be repeated; one of those green spots in memory, which, methinks, will survive when all other earthly things have passed away.

I will write no more about it, however, at present. Neither will I proceed in what is usually considered the natural manner with my epistles  namely, step by step. Arrivals, cities, travelling, roads, inns, and all such, I will skip, and proceed at one bound to that which at the present moment is to me most interesting, merely remarking that we reached Capetown, (of which more hereafter), in November,  the South African summer  after a voyage of twenty-five days.

I am now sojourning at Ebenezer-Hobsons residence on the Karroo.



Note 1. Near the Tower of London. The South African traffic is now carried on chiefly through the East India Docks, Poplar, from which the Union Castle liners depart. The mail boats proceed from Southampton.



Note 2. In 1840. See page 83. The author was writing in 1876.



Note 3. Known as the Province of the Cape of Good Hope, (or the Cape Province), since the establishment of the Union of South Africa in 1910.




Letter 2.

Hunting Springboks on the Karroo.

To start for the hunting-field at seven in the morning in a carriage and six, smacks of royalty and sounds luxurious, but in South Africa there are drawbacks connected therewith.

Hobsons farm is, as I have said, on the Karroo  those vast plains which at some seasons resemble a sandy desert, and at others are covered with rich verdure and gorgeous flowers. They are named after the small, succulent, Karroo-bush, which represents the grass of other plains, and is excellent food for cattle, sheep, and ostriches.

These plains embrace a considerable portion of the territory of the Cape. The Karroo is pre-eminently lumpy. Its roads in most places are merely the result of traffic. They, also, are lumpy. Our carriage was a native cart, by which is meant a plain and powerful machine with springs that are too strong readily to yield. Five of our team were mules, the sixth was a pony.

Our party at starting numbered five, but grew as we progressed. We took with us provisions and fodder for two days. The driving was undertaken by Hobsons nephew, assisted by his eldest son Six-foot Johnny. There was a double necessity for two drivers. To hold the reins of five kicking mules and a prancing pony required both hands as well as all the strength of the cousin, though he was a powerful fellow, and the management of the whip claimed both arms, and all the strength, as well as the undivided attention of his assistant. The whip was a salmon-rod in appearance, without exaggeration. It had a bamboo handle somewhere between twelve and fourteen feet long, with a proportionate lash. The operator sometimes found it convenient to stand when he made a cast with his fishing-rod weapon. He was an adept with it; capable, it seemed to me, of picking a fly off one of the leaders ears.

There was some trouble in keeping our team quiet while rifles, ammunition, provisions, etcetera, were being stowed in the cart.

At last the cousin gave the word. Six-foot Johnny made a cast. The lash grazed the leaders flank with a crack that might have shamed a small revolver. The mules presented first their noses, then their heels to the sky; the cart leaped from the ground, and we were off  bumping, rattling, crashing, swinging, over the wild Karroo, followed by some half-dozen horses led by two mounted Hottentot attendants.

My friend Hobson, greatly to our grief, did not accompany us, owing to inflamed eyes, but I shared the back seat of the cart with his brother Jonathan, a tall strapping man of middle age and modest mien, who seemed to me the perfect type of a colonial hero.

In an hour or so we came to the solitary farm of a Mr Green, who regaled us with a sumptuous breakfast, and lent me a spur. I had the liberal offer of two spurs, but as, in hunting with the rifle, it is sometimes advisable to sit on ones right heel, and memory during the excitement of the chase is apt to prove faithless, I contented myself with one spur,  feeling pretty confident that if I persuaded the left side of my horse to go, the right side could not well remain behind.

Mr Green joined us. Thereafter we came to the residence of a Mr Priest, who also joined us with his son, and thus we sped on over the flat sandy plains, inhaling the sweet scent of mimosa blossom, glowing in the fervid sunshine, and picking up comrades here and there, until about noon we reached the scene of our intended operations.

This was a vast, almost level plain named the Plaat River Flats. It lay between two rivers, was eight or ten miles wide and upwards of twenty miles in length  a mighty ocean, as it were, of short, compact Karroo, with a boundless horizon like the sea in all directions save one, where a great South African mountain range intercepted the view. Here and there a few clumps of mimosa bushes rose like islets, and lent additional interest to the scene.

We outspanned, that is, we unyoked, and off-saddled here for luncheon, and found shelter from the sun under a mimosa, which was large enough to merit being styled a tree. Its thorns were from four to six inches in length.

The party had now swelled to fourteen  all stout hardy descendants of the English, Scotch, or Dutch settlers, who had originally peopled the land; good rifle shots, and splendid horsemen. One of them was conspicuous by his brawny arms, which were burnt to a deep brown in consequence of his preferring to hunt and work at all times with shirt sleeves rolled up above the elbows. Another struck me as having the broadest pair of shoulders I ever saw in a man of his size.

Capital water here, said Green to me, on alighting beside the mimosa-thorn.

Indeed, said I, thirsting for some, where is it?

Here! come; Ill show you.

He led me to a spot among the bushes where lay a small pond of thin mud the colour of weak tea with milk.

There you are, said Green.

I looked at him inquiringly.

He looked at me and smiled.

I laughed.

Green grinned, and assured me that it was first-rate water.

He dipped a cup, as he spoke, and drank it. So did his comrades, with evident satisfaction, though the liquid was so opaque that I could not see the bottom of a tea-cup when it was full.

There could be no further doubt on the point. These reckless and jovial South Africans  European by extraction though they were, and without a drop of black blood in their veins  had actually accommodated themselves to circumstances so far as to consider liquid mud good water! More than that, I found that most of the party deemed it a sufficient beverage, for they were all temperance men, if not total abstainers. Still further, I followed their example, drank of that yellow pond, and actually enjoyed it. Subsequently I made the discovery that there were small animals in it; after that I preferred it in the form of tea, which was quickly infused by our active Hottentots.

The discovery above referred to was made when Green, (or Brownarms, or Broadshoulders, I forget which), was quaffing a cup of the cold element. Having drained it he spat out the last mouthful, and along with it a lively creature like a small shrimp, with something like a screw-propeller under its tail!

Enjoying our tea under the shade of the mimosa, we rested for an hour, and then, saddling our steeds and slinging on rifles and cartridge-pouches, we mounted, and sallied forth upon the plain.

A glorious sensation of freedom came over me as I felt my horses springy step,  a sensation which brought powerfully back the memory of those days when I first galloped over the American prairies. Surely there must be a sympathy, a mesmeric influence, between a horse and his rider which sends a thrill through each. Hobson had lent me his own favourite horse, Rob Roy. He was a charming creature; well made, active, willing, and tender in the mouth, but, best of all, he trippled splendidly.

Trippling is a favourite gait in South Africa, especially among the Dutch farmers. It is something between pacing and ambling, a motion so easy that one scarce rises at all from the saddle. We trippled off into the vast plain towards the horizon, each horseman diverging a little from his comrades, like a fleet of fishing-boats putting out to sea. Most of the party rode without coats, for the sky was cloudless, and we looked for a broiling day. Brownarms, I observed, had his sleeves rolled up, as usual, to the shoulder. Six-foot Johnny rode a cream-coloured pony, which, like himself, enjoyed itself intensely, and seemed ready for anything. Each man grasped his rifle by the middle with the right hand, and rested the stock on his thigh.

Being a stranger to the work, I had been supplied with a Hottentot as well as a horse,  to guide me and carry my rifle; but I scorned to ride without my weapon, and did not at first see the necessity of a guide in the circumstances. Ultimately I was only too glad to avail myself of his services!

The South Africans call Hottentots boys, whatever their age or size may be. My boy was named Michael. He was a small wiry man of twenty or thirty,  more or less,  with a dirty brown face, dirty brown garments, and a dirty brown horse. Though a bad one to look at, it was a marvellous horse to go. Michael had a cavernous red mouth, and magnificent white teeth. Likewise he was gifted with a strong sense of the ludicrous, as I have reason to know.

We advanced slowly into the plain at first, and gradually scattered until some of the party began to look like mere specks in the distance. Presently I saw two or three of them break into a gallop, and observed a few moving spots of white on the horizon. I looked anxiously at my boy. He returned the gaze with glittering eyes and said bok.

Boks! are they? said I, applying my spur and making a leap over an ant-bear hole.

Rob Roy stretched his legs with a will, but a howl from Michael caused me to look round. He was trending off in another direction, and pointing violently towards something. He spoke nothing but Dutch. My acquaintance with that tongue was limited to the single word Ja.

He was aware of this, and his visage became all eyes and mouth in his frantic effort to assure me it would be wise were I to follow his lead.

I turned at once and galloped alongside of him in faith.

It soon became clear what he aimed at. The horsemen on the far off horizon were driving the springboks towards the stream which bounded one side of the great plain, Mike was making for the bushes that bordered that stream in the hope of reaching them before the boks should observe us.

Oh! it was a glorious burst, that first race over the wild Karroo, on a spirited steed, in the freshness of early morning  

With the silent bushboy alone by my side,

for he was silent, though tremendously excited. His brown rags fluttered in the self-made breeze, and his brown pony scrambled over the ground quite as fast as Rob Roy. We reached a clump of underwood in time, and pulled up, panting, beside a bush which was high enough to conceal the horses.

Anxiously we watched here, and carefully did I look to my rifle,  a double-barrelled breech-loading Soaper-Henry,  to see that it was loaded and cocked, and frequently did I take aim at stump and stone to get my hand and eye well in, and admiringly, with hope in every lineament, did Michael observe me.

See anything of them, Mike? I asked.

I might as well have asked a baboon. Mike only grinned, but Mikes grin once seen was not easily forgotten.

Suddenly Mike caught sight of something, and bolted. I followed. At the same moment pop! pop! went rifles in different parts of the plain. We could not see anything distant for the bushes, but presently we came to the edge of an open space, into which several springboks were trotting with a confusedly surprised air.

Now, Sar,  nows you chance, said Mike, using the only English sentence he possessed, and laying hold of the bridle of my horse.

I was on the ground and down on one knee in such a hurry, that to this day I know not by what process I got off the horse.

Usually, when thus taken by surprise, the springboks stop for a moment or two and gaze at the kneeling hunter. This affords a splendid though brief chance to take good aim, but the springboks were not inquisitive that day. They did not halt. I had to take a running shot, and the ball fell short, to my intense mortification. I had sighted for three hundred yards. Sighting quickly for five hundred, while the frightened animals were scampering wildly away, I put a ball in the dust just between the legs of one.

The leap which that creature gave was magnificent. Much too high to be guessed at with a hope of being believed! The full significance of the animals name was now apparent. Charging a breech-loader is rapid work, but the flock was nine hundred or a thousand yards off before I could again take aim. In despair I fired and sent a bullet into the midst of them, but without touching one.

I now turned to look at the boy, who was sitting on his pony with both eyes nearly shut, and a smile so wide that the double row of his teeth were exposed to the very last grinders!

But he became extremely grave and sympathetic as I turned towards him, and made a remark in Dutch which was doubtless equivalent to better luck next time.

Remounting I rode to the edge of the clump of bushes and found several of my companions, some of whom carried the carcasses of springboks at their cruppers. Hope revived at once, and I set off with them in search of another flock.

Youve failed, I see, remarked my friend Jonathan Hobson in a sympathetic tone.

Ah! what a blessed thing is sympathy!

Yes, said I; my shots fell short.

Dont let that discourage you, returned Jonathan, youre not used to the Karroo. Distance is very deceptive. Sighting ones rifle is the chief difficulty in these regions, but youll soon come to it.

Another flock of springboks was discovered at this moment on a distant knoll, towards which we trotted, trippled, and cantered. We quickly scattered,  each man taking his own course. Six-foot Johnny, already burdened with a buck, went off at reckless speed. He soon came near enough to cause the game to look up inquiringly. This made him draw rein, and advance with caution in a sidling and indirect manner. In a few minutes the boks trotted off. We were now within long range, and made a dash at racing-speed to head them. The creatures absolutely played with us at first, and performed some of their astounding leaps, as if for our special amusement. Had they set off at full speed at once we should not have had a chance, for they are fleeter than horses. Their manner of leaping is à la indiarubber ball. It is not a bound forwards, but a stott straight upwards,  six, eight, or nine feet, without apparent effort, and displaying at each bound a ridge, or fold, of pure white hair on their backs which at other times is concealed.

We now put on a spurt, and the leading men got near enough  between two and three hundred yards. They dismounted, dropped their bridles, and kneeled to take aim. Brownarms fired and brought one down  so did Broadshoulders. Six-foot Johnny, in his eagerness, let the cream pony stumble, somehow, and went over its head  also over his own, and landed on his knees. The bok he was after stopped to gaze at the catastrophe. Johnny, profiting by his position, took aim and tumbled it over.

Mike was by this time leading me towards an animal. We got within three hundred yards when it began to stretch out. Further pursuit being useless, I pulled up, leaped off, kneeled, fired, and missed again  the ball, although straight, falling short. With wild haste I scrambled on Rob Roy  who, by the way, stood as still as a stone when left with the bridle thrown over his head and hanging from his nose. The horses were trained to this.

Loading as I ran we soon came to a bok which had been turned by some of the other hunters. Again I raced, pulled up, leaped off, and fired. The pop! pop! was now going on all over the plain, and balls were whistling everywhere. Again my bok refused to stop to look at me  as he ought to have done  and again I missed. Michaels eyes were now quite shut, and his jaws visible to the wisdom teeth  supposing he possessed any.

Growing reckless under disappointment I now dashed away in pursuit of animals that had been scattered by the fusillade, and fired right and left at all ranges between two and ten hundred yards, but without any other effect than that of driving up the dust under two or three of them, and causing many of their astounding leaps. Soon the rest of the party were scattered so far on the plain as to be utterly out of sight and hearing. As far as sensation went, my Tottie and I were as lonely in that wilderness as was Mungo Park in days gone by.

All this time the sun was blazing in the sky with unclouded and fervent heat. It had been 110 degrees in the shade at Ebenezer a day or two before, therefore I judged it to have been much the same on this occasion. There was not a breath of wind. Everything was tremulous with heat.

Suddenly I beheld, with the deepest interest, a magnificent lake with beautiful islets scattered over its crystal breast. Often had I read of the mirage of African deserts, and much had I thought about it. Now, for the first time, it was before me. Never was deception more perfect. If I had not known that no such lake existed in the region I should have been almost ready to stake my life on the reality of what I saw. No wonder that thirsty travellers in unknown regions should have so often pushed forward in eager pursuit of this beautiful phantom.

Things are not what they seem, truly! This applies to many terrestrial things, but to none of them more thoroughly than to the mirage.

While I was looking at it, the form of the lake altered sufficiently to have dispelled the illusion, if I had been labouring under it. In a few minutes it passed away altogether, but only to reappear elsewhere.

Another curious effect, and rather absurd mistake, resulted from the different densities in the super-heated atmosphere which caused this mirage. Fancying that I saw two springboks on the horizon I pointed them out to my boy.

Ja! said Mike, nodding his head and riding towards them at a smart canter. As we advanced I observed that the boks began to grow rather larger than life, and that Mike slackened his pace and began to grin. It turned out that the objects were two carts with white canvas hoods, and when we came up to them we found they belonged to a party who had come out to join us, but who, up to that hour, had been unable to discover us in the vast hunting-field!

After directing them to our camp we proceeded on our way. That is to say Mike did. For myself, I was completely lost, and if left to myself should have been quite unable to return to camp.

While galloping along, revelling in the sunshine  in the love of which I will not yield to cats  we came suddenly on the largest snake I had yet seen. It was, I believe, a cobra, must have been fully six feet long, if not more, and was gliding with an easy sinuous motion over the plain as fast apparently, as a mans ordinary running-pace. I observed that it did not get out of the way of small bushes, but went straight through them without the smallest check to its speed. It suddenly dived into a hole and disappeared. It is said that when snakes take to a hole to escape pursuit, some of them have a habit of causing their heads to stop abruptly at the entrance, and allowing their bodies and tails to flip past like the lash of a whip, so that if the pursuer were to thrust in his hand to grasp the tail he would be met by the fangs! As the bite of most South African snakes means death, if the part be not cut out, or otherwise effectually treated, handling them is carefully avoided. Nevertheless my friend Jonathan  when a younger man, let us hope!  was in the habit of occasionally catching deadly snakes by the tail, swinging them round his head, and dashing out their brains on a stone or tree!

Soon we perceived two of our comrades driving a flock of springboks towards the river. Mike at once diverged towards a clump of bushes which it seemed probable they would pass. In ten minutes we were down in a hollow, with the horses hid behind a mimosa-thorn. The boks had not seen us, being too much taken up with their pursuers; they came straight towards us.

Now, sar, whispered Mike once again, while his eyes glared with glee, nows you chance!

I went down on one knee, carefully sighted the rifle, and looked up. The foremost bok was within good range. I fired and missed! Desolation! said I, cramming in another cartridge while the flock diverged to the left.

There was no hope now of anything but a running shot. I aimed carefully. The smoke cleared off, the flock dashed on, but  one bok lay prone upon the earth. Bang! went my second barrel, and another bok, leaping into the air, fell, rose, fell again, then rose and ran on.

Mike was now jubilant. The whole internal structure of his mouth was disclosed to view in his satisfaction, as he viewed the prostrate animal. I may add that although we did not find the wounded bok that evening, we found him next day.

With our prize strapped behind Mikes saddle we rode in triumph into camp, a little before sunset, and found most of our companions assembled, busy preparing supper and making other arrangements for camping out on the veldt  as they call the plain. Some had been successful, some had failed, but a good many springboks had been killed, and all were hearty as crickets and hungry as hyenas.

To kindle fires, boil tea, roast venison steaks, spread blankets on the ground, and otherwise attend to the duties of the bivouac, was now the order of the hour. The moon rose while we were thus engaged, and mingled her pale light with the ruddy blaze of camp-fires. We spoke little and ate much. Then followed the inevitable pipe and the pleasant chat, but we were all too ready for rest to care about keeping it up long. I was constrained to take the bed of honour in the cart. The others stretched their limbs on the Karroo, and in ten minutes every man was in the land of nod.

Next day we mounted at daybreak and renewed the hunt, but I will say no more about it than that we bagged twenty-six springboks amongst us, and that Six-foot Johnny, having killed the greatest number of animals, returned home King of the hunt, with a scrap of ostrich feather in his cap.




Letter 3.

Somerset  The British Settlers  Original Owners  Native Church-Going.

On my way to the Karroo I had to pass through Somerset East, and it so fell out that I fell in with a countryman from Edinburgh, who chanced to be going to Somerset in the same passenger-cart with myself. His name must have been a novelty once, though much of its freshness is worn off now  it was Brown.

Our cart had a hood; the roads were very bad, and the behaviour of that hood was stupendous! Its attachment to the cart was, so to speak, partial; therefore it possessed a semi-independent motion which was perplexing. You could not count on its actions. A sudden lurch of the cart to right or left did, of course, carry the hood with it, and, counting on that, you laid your sudden plans to avoid collision; but the elasticity of the hood enabled it to give you a slap on the face before obeying its proper impulse. So, too, it would come down on your head unexpectedly, or, without the slightest provocation, would hit you on the neck behind. I learned with painful certainty in that cart that I had a small to my back! It seemed to me that it grew large before the journey was over.

Brown was an intelligent man,  not an unusual state of things with the Browns. He had two pretty daughters with him, aged eight and twelve respectively. We got on well together, and crossed the Zuurberg range in company on the last day of the year.

It was over passes in this range that the settlers of 1820 went in long trains of Cape wagons, with wives and little ones, and household goods, and civilised implements of husbandry, and weapons of defence, with high hopes and strong courage, and with their lives in their hands, to subdue the wilderness. It was from these heights that they looked over the beautiful and bush-clad plains of Albany, which lay before them as the lot of their inheritance.

The breaking up and scattering of the various parties was most eloquently and graphically told by the Reverend H.H. Dugmore in a lecture delivered at Grahamstown, on the occasion of the British Settlers Jubilee, in May 1870  fifty years after the arrival of the fathers. (See Note 1.) I quote one passage, which gives a good idea of the manner in which the land was taken up.

And now the Sundays River is crossed, and the terrible old Ado Hill is climbed, and Quaggas Flat is passed, and the Bushmans river heights are scaled. The points of divergence are reached, and the long column breaks into divisions. Baillies party made their way to the mouth of the Fish River, where, it was said, the Head had been allowed to choose a territory, and where he hoped to realise imaginations of commercial wealth by founding a seaport town. And the Duke of Newcastles protégés from Nottingham took possession of the beautiful vale of Clumber, naming it in honour of their noble patron. And Wilsons party settled between the plains of Waay-plaats and the Kowie bush, right across the path of the elephants, some of which they tried to shoot with fowling-pieces. And Seftons party founded the village of Salem, the religious importance of which to the early progress of the settlement, is not to be estimated by its present size and population. These four were the large parties. The smaller ones filled up the intervening spaces between them. Behind the thicket-clad sandhills of the Kowie and Green Fountain, and extending over the low plains beyond Bathurst, were the locations of Cocks, Thornhills, Ostlers, Smiths, and Richardsons parties. Skirting the wooded Kloofs from Bathurst towards the banks of the Klienemonden, were ranged the parties of James and Hyman. It was the latter who gravely announced to Captain Trapps, the Bathurst magistrate, the discovery of precious stones on his location; and which the angry gentleman, jealous of the reserved rights of Government, found, on further inquiry, were only precious big ones! The rich valley of Lushington afforded a resting-place to Dyasons party. Holders people called their location New Bristol; which never, however, acquired any resemblance to Old Bristol. Passing on towards the front, there were Mounceys party, Hayhursts party, Bradshaws party, Southeys party, stretching along the edge of the wide plains of the Round Hill, and drinking their Western waters. The post of honour and of danger was the line of the Kap River. This was occupied by the party of Scott below Kafir Drift, and by the Irish party above it. The forlorn hope of the entire settlement was Mahonys party at the clay pits, who had to bear the first brunt of every Kafir depredation in the Lower Albany direction. Names thicken as we proceed from Waay-plaats towards Grahamstown. Passing Greatheads location, we come among the men of Dalgairns at Blauw Krantz. Then those of Liversage about Manlys Flats. John Stanley, Head of all Parties, as he styled himself, belonged to the same neighbourhood. Turveys party were in Grobblaars Kloof; William Smiths at Stony Vale, Dr Clarkes at Collingham. Howards, Morgans, and Carlisles, bring us by successive steps to the neighbourhood of Grahamstown.

My reminiscences are those of an Albany settler; but I do not forget that there was another party, who, though locally separated from the main body, occupied a position, the importance of which developed itself in the after-history of the settlement. I refer to the Scotch party, who were located on the Baviaans River, among mountains and glens that have been rendered classic by the poetry of their leader and historic by the gallant deeds and endurance of his compatriots in the after-struggles of the frontier. I need make no particular reference, however, to the early circumstances of that body of men, as in Pringles African Sketches they have a most graphically-written history of their own.

Thus, in 1820, was the land overrun and taken possession of by the British Settlers. It had once been the land of the Hottentots, but had never at any time rightfully belonged to the Kafirs, who, after wrongfully entering it and rendering themselves by their thievish disposition and deceit an unbearable nuisance, were finally driven out of it in 1819.

The idea of Government in sending the settlers out to occupy these vacated lands was, that a convenient buffer might thus be placed on the frontier of the colony to keep the savages in check. That these settlers and their descendants received many a rude shock, and played their part nobly, has been proved, and is admitted on all hands. That they received less encouragement and help from those who induced them to emigrate than might have been expected, is equally certain.

Brown and I chatted, more or less, of these things as we toiled up the slopes of the Zuurberg, where the original settlers had toiled fifty-five years before us, and in the afternoon came to a pretty good inn, where a small misfortune befell us. While we were indulging in a cup of tea, one of our horses escaped. We had crossed the mountain range by that time, and the truant had a fine range of undulating country to scamper over. That animal gave us some trouble, for, although nearly a dozen men went, after him on horseback, he kept dodging about actively with many flourishes of heels and tail during the whole afternoon.

When one is in no hurry, and the weather is fine, a delay of this kind is rather pleasant than otherwise. While men and boys were engaged in the fruitless chase, I wandered off into the bush in the hope of stumbling on a tortoise or a snake, or some other creature that I had previously been accustomed to see in zoological collections, but the reptiles kept close, and refused to show themselves. I came, however, on a gigantic beehive; at least it resembled one in appearance, though the smoke that issued from a hole in its top suggested humanity. There was also a hole in one side partially covered by a rickety door. Close beside it stood a little black creature which resembled a fat and hairless monkey. It might have been a baboon. The astonished gaze and grin with which it greeted me warranted such an assumption, but when it suddenly turned and bolted through the hole into the beehive, I observed that it had no tail  not even a vestige of such a creation,  and thus discovered that it was a Tottie, or Hottentot boy. The sublime, the quaint, the miserable, the ridiculous, and the beautiful, were before me in that scene. Let me expound these five heads in order.

On my left rose the woody slopes and crags of the Zuurberg, above whose summits the white hills and towers and gorgeous battlements of cloud-land rose into the bright blue sky. Around me were groups of flowering mimosa bushes, with thorns from three to six inches long, interspersed with which were curious aloes, whose weird leafy tops gave them the aspect of shrubs growing upside down with their roots scrambling aimlessly in the air. In front stood the native hut, the wretchedness of whose outside was only equalled by the filth and poverty-stricken aspect within. Near to this were several native children, as black as coal, as impudent-looking as tom-tits, and as lively as crickets. Beyond all lay the undulating plains studded with flowering shrubs of varied form and hue, and bathed in golden sunshine.

There is something sad, ay, and something mysterious, to me in the thought that such a lovely land had been, until so recently, the home of the savage and the scene of his wicked and ruthless deeds.

On New Years day I dined in a public restaurant in Somerset,  in a strange land with strangers. But the strangers were not shy. Neither was I. There were about a dozen of us at table, and before dinner was half over we were as sociable as if we had been bosom friends from infancy. We even got to the length of warm discussion, and I heard some sentiments expressed regarding natives and native policy, with which I could not agree; but, being ignorant on the subject at the time, I stuck to general principles. It seemed to me that some of the speakers must have been born with their brains turned the wrong way. This idea recalls to memory the curious fact that, during my first walk in Somerset, I saw a mounted Hottentot policeman wearing his helmet with the fore part to the back, because its rear peak was longer, and a better sunshade, than the front.

The same tendency to sacrifice appearance to utility is observable among the Malays of Capetown, who treat their sou-westers similarly.

My first visit to a native church was on a Sunday,  the hottest Sunday I ever spent. The congregation was entirely black and brown. It, also, was hot, so that the church was by no means cool. Whatever depth, or want of depth, there might have been in the Christianity of these people, the garb and the bearing of civilisation were very obvious and very pleasant to behold. Their behaviour was most orderly and modest, though, probably, many of them had gone there to display their finery.

Taking my place near the pulpit I saw them to advantage. The church was pretty full. I sat down beside a very stout Hottentot girl, whose dress of showy chintz was as much a subject of interest to herself as of indifference to the congregation. There were marvellous contrasts and surprising harmonies displayed in that church, with not a few discords. Childlike good-humour sat on every countenance. When Mr Green ascended the pulpit eager expectancy gleamed in every jet-black eye. When the psalm was given out the preparatory clearing of throats and consequent opening of thick red lips and revelation of splendid rows of teeth all over the church had quite a lighting-up effect on the scene. They sang heartily and well of course,  all black people do so, I think. Just opposite me sat a young man with a countenance so solemn that I felt sure he had made up his mind to be good, and get the full benefit of the services. His black cheeks seemed to glisten with earnestness; his thick lips pouted with devotional good-will. I do not write in ridicule, but merely endeavour to convey my full meaning. He wore a superfine black dress coat, a gaudy vest, and buff corduroy trousers so short that they displayed to advantage his enormous bare feet. Beside him was an elderly man with tweed trousers, a white shirt and brown shooting coat, and a face not quite so solemn but very sedate. Some of the men had boots, some had black silk hats, others wideawakes,  which of course they removed on entering. It seemed to me that there was among them every part and variety of costume from morning to evening dress, but no individual could boast of being complete in himself.

As for the women, they were indescribable. Some of them wore little more than a blanket, others were clothed in the height of European fashion,  or something like it,  and all had evidently put on their Sundays best. One stout and remarkably healthy young woman appeared in a brilliant skirt, and an indescribable hat with ostrich feathers on her woolly head. She sat herself down close beside me and went to sleep at the beginning of the sermon  not out of irreverence, I am persuaded, but from heat. In this state she continued swaying to and fro to the end of the discourse, occasionally drooping, as though she meant to make a pillow of my shoulder, which she would certainly have done, but for a more modestly clad Hottentot girl at her other side, who, evidently scandalised, kept poking at her continuously with her elbow. In justice to the congregation I am bound to add, that I saw very few sleepers. They were most attentive and earnest, despite the distracting elements of a humorous kind that obtruded themselves.

Somerset East is a pretty town on the Little Fish River, at the foot of the Boschberg mountains, which rise abruptly from the plain. It boasts of banks, a newspaper, several churches, and the Gill College,  an imposing edifice which was erected by private endowment. In regard to its inhabitants, all I can say is, that the few members I had the pleasure of meeting there during a three days sojourn were exceedingly hospitable and kind.



Note 1. This deeply interesting lecture was published in Grahamstown as a pamphlet, entitled, The Reminiscences of an Albany Settler.




Letter 4.

Adventures with Ostriches.

Ostrich-farming is no childs play. It involves risk in more ways than one, and sometimes taxes both the courage and strength of the farmer.

In ordinary circumstances the ostrich is a mild, inoffensive creature  indeed the female is always so; but when a male ostrich is what I may style nesting  when, enclosed in a large field or paddock, he guards his wives and his eggs  no lion of the desert, no tiger of the jungle or kloof, is more ferocious or more savagely bent on the death of any or all who dare to intrude on his domain.

The power of the ostrich, too, is quite equal to his strength of will. He stands from seven to nine feet in height, and is very heavy.

His tremendous legs are his only weapons, and his kick is almost, if not quite, equal to that of a horse. Possessing enormous feet, with two toes on each, the horny points of which can cut and rip like cold chisels, he rushes at an adversary and kicks, or hits out, straightforward, like a prize-fighter. No unarmed man on earth could stand long before a furious male ostrich without being killed. But there are one or two weak points about him, which abate somewhat the danger of his attack. In the first place his power lies only in his mighty legs, the thighs of which  blue-grey and destitute of feathers  are like two shoulders of mutton. With his beak he can do nothing, and his long neck is so weak that if you can only lay hold of it and pull his head to the ground you are comparatively safe, for he cannot kick effectively in that position, and devotes all his energies, when thus caught, to useless attempts to pull his head out of your grasp. But, then, how are you to get hold of that neck  the root of which stands nearly as high as your own head  in the face of two claws that go like battering-rams wrought by lightning? As well might you attempt to lay hold of a prize-fighters nose while his active fists are darting out at you.

A powerful, active man has been known, when attacked while unarmed, to spring on the bird, grasp a wing with one arm and the body with the other, and hug it, but there is great danger in this method, because in the attempt you are pretty sure to receive at least one kick, and that, if it takes effect, will be quite sufficient to put you out of action. It also requires much power of endurance, for, hugging a creature that is strong enough to dance about and lift you off your legs in its wild efforts to get rid of you, must be hard work. Supposing that you do succeed, however, in holding on until you work your way along to the neck and get the head into custody, then you can without much difficulty choke the bird, but a male ostrich costs about 150 pounds, and one hesitates to choke 150 pounds, even for the sake of ones life, especially when the valuable bird belongs to ones friend.

Another and perhaps the best plan, if you are caught unarmed, is to lie down. An ostrich cannot kick you when you lie flat on the ground, he can only dance on you, and although that process is unpleasant it is not necessarily fatal.

The ostrich is easily killed by a blow on the neck with a stout stick, but this is as objectionable as the choking process, on the ground of cost. In short, the only legitimate method of meeting a savage papa, in his own field, is with a strong forked pole eight or nine feet long, with which you catch the bird at the root of the neck, and thus keeping him at poles-length, let him kick and hiss away to his hearts content till he is tired, or until assistance comes to you, or until you work him near a wall, when you may jump over and escape, for an ostrich will not jump.

Often have I gone, thus armed, with my friend Hobson to feed the nesting ostriches. The risk of attack, I may mention in passing, is not great when two men go together, because the bird seems undecided which foe to attack, and generally ends by condescending to pick at the mealies, (Indian corn), which are thrown down to him.

One morning Hobson and his eldest son Six-foot Johnny and I mounted our steeds and rode away to the field in which one of the male ostriches dwelt with his meek brown wives. The wives are always brown, the husbands are jet-black, with the exception of those magnificent and pure white feathers in wings and tail which are so much prized and worn by the fair dames of Europe. Hobson carried a sack of mealies at his saddle-bow.

There were several male birds on the farm, all of which were distinguished by name. There were Master, and David Marais, and Black Jack, and Blind-boy, (minus one eye!) and Gouws, etcetera. Our visit that morning was to David Marais. David was by far the fiercest of the lot, but he was excessively fond of mealies, and could be attracted  though by no means appeased  by these.

Johnny, said Hobson, as we cantered along by the side of the little stream which caused a strip of bright fertility to wind like a green-snake over the brown Karroo, and which was, as it were, the life-blood of the farm, Johnny, I want you to go to the nest and count the eggs, while I keep David in play.

Very well, father.

The order, and the quiet acceptance of it, did not seem to involve much, yet Johnny had been ordered on somewhat dangerous service that morning, for David Marais was intensely watchful as well as savage. Several of the other males, although capable of giving way to temper, were so far amiable that my friend and I had frequently gone into their enclosures with our forked sticks and mealies, and had received no worse at their hands than a threatening attitude or a suspicious look, which passed away when the food was thrown down; but Davids temper was such that we never ventured into his paddock, contenting ourselves by throwing the mealies over the hedge or wall that bounded the field. This field, or enclosure, by the way, was not a small piece of ground which one could take in at a glance. It was more than a mile in extent, undulating in form, with a stream bisecting it, and mimosa bushes scattered here and there, so that from any one point you could not see the entire field, or ascertain its exact form or size. Sometimes, on going into such a field, one has to look about for the birds  also to look out for them, as they are prone to sudden assault!

But David Marais required no looking for. His large eagle-eye had detected us from afar, and we found him at the nearest extremity of the nearest angle of his grounds ready to give us battle, pacing slowly to and fro, with that peculiar motion of the wings which indicates suppressed wrath.

We rode along close to his hedge a short distance, and he marched with us, brushing against the hedge and showing an anxious desire to get at us. If there had been a gap in that hedge he would have charged like a thunderbolt, but there was no gap, and it is a strange fact that an ostrich cannot leap  at least he will not. The merest trifle of an obstruction  a bit of wall or hedge over which he could step with perfect ease  is sufficient to check his advance and keep him in; that is, if he walks up to it, but he is a stupid bird, and if he runs up to such an obstruction he may tumble over it, gather himself up on the other side, and so continue the charge.

On reaching a part of the hedge which dipped into a hollow, Hobson dismounted and opened the sack with the peace-offering. The bird, after breasting up to the hedge and finding it impassable, sat down on what may be styled his elbows, scraped his wings on the ground, and rolled his head and neck about in a fashion that is indescribable. This, I was told, was his method of rousing himself, or of relieving his feelings. It looked more like making a fool of himself. A handful of mealies seemed to irritate him at first, but by degrees the temptation became too strong. He commenced to pick a few seeds  ready, however, on the smallest provocation, to forsake them, charge up to the hedge, and hiss at us.

Now, Johnny, Ill keep him in play, said Hobson senior. You go round to the nest. Keep well down in the hollows, else hell be sure to see you.

Johnny at once rode off. The suspicious David looked after him and showed a tendency to retire in the direction of his nest, but Hobson raised his forked stick over the hedge and made a demonstration therewith. This was more than enough.

Inflated with rage David at once accepted the challenge, and rushed back to the hedge, over which another handful of mealies were thrown at him, but mealies had lost much of their power by that time. Thus, with alternate taunt and temptation was the false attack maintained by the father, while the real attack was made by the son, at the other extremity of the fortress.

I followed the real attack. We did not go direct. The bird would at once have made for its nest had we done so. We rode off in the direction in which we had come until out of sight, and then, making a long circuit at full gallop, came round to the other end of the enclosure, from which point the enemy could not be seen.

There was a wall to cross, then a deep hollow through which the little stream ran, then a belt of pretty thick bushes, beyond which, on the open plain, the nest was known to lie  if I may call that a nest which is a mere hollow in the sand, in which the eggs are laid. Here the female sits all day while the male marches about on guard. At night the male sits while the female goes about and feeds. They are most attentive parents, and there is a fitness in this arrangement as regards colour, for the brown female squatted on the brown Karroo is almost invisible in daylight, while the black male is equally invisible during the darkness of the night.

You mustnt come with me, said Johnny, dismounting; it would only increase the chance of my being seen by David.

I was detailed, therefore, to the inglorious duty of holding the horses, while my young friend made the assault alone.

He leaped the wall, descended into the bed of the stream, scrambled up the opposite bank, crossed the clump of small wood, and came out into the open. Now a short piece of this open  fifty yards or so, perhaps  was visible from the lower end of the field, where Hobson and David were still coquetting with each other. Johnny tried to skulk over this open ground. He might as well have sought to evade the eyes of Argus. The long-sighted bird caught the very first glint of his cap. Insult and mealies were alike unavailing now. He forsook the sire and made at the son with his great compass-like legs, covering the ground in tremendous as well as rapid strides. No race-horse ever cleared the ground like David Marais! Johnny saw that the game was up. Applying his own long legs to the ground with a will, he rushed at the nest. The female bounced up, ran a few yards, and squatted in helpless stupidity. Johnny counted the eggs, turned, and fled. Not a moment too soon! Indeed he was too late, for the ostrich was already close up, and Johnnys retreat by the way he had come was cut off; but he turned at a sharp angle, and made for another clump of bushes, through which he plunged with a wild hilarious laugh, into the safe retreat of the river-bed. David Marais could not follow there, but he doubtless consoled himself with the reflection that he had gallantly defended his wife and little ones, and had beaten the enemy from the field!

Nothing of all this had I seen, for the belt of bushes hid the actors from view, but I heard the ringing laugh with rather anxious surprise, and saw Johnny emerge immediately after from the banks of the stream, flushed and panting from his adventure.

That I do not exaggerate the power and ferocity of these birds, may be gathered from an incident which occurred to Hobson himself, and which he related on our way home.

One morning he rode to the enclosure of the bird named Master, and entered, intending to feed him and his wife with mealies. Master must have risen off his wrong side that morning, for, instead of amiably accepting his breakfast, he made a sudden and furious rush at his benefactor. Hobsons horse wheeled round and bolted,  no wonder, with the claw of an ostrich acting as a spur on his flank! The horse was so frightened that he fairly ran away. Master ran after him, and, being much fleeter, kept on kicking his legs and flanks, so that they were soon covered with blood, and once he kicked so high as to cut the crupper. The horse became almost mad with terror, and quite ungovernable. It was chased round and round the place, the walls being too high to leap, and the gate having been closed. At last the horse dashed madly into a mimosa bush, and stuck fast. The impetuous Master followed, but, before he could back out, Hobson caught him by the throat in his powerful grasp. He held on until Master choked. Not wishing to kill the bird, he then let go, and Master dropped like a stone. Hobson then galloped to the river, but Master, who recovered immediately, came rushing on to renew the attack. Hobson, however, had found shelter and safety behind some bushes in the bed of the stream.

Not long after our visit to David Marais, I went with Six-foot Johnny to the territory which belonged to Blind-boy. That sagacious bird was not so blind but that, with his one eye, he observed us coming, and met us more than half-way. Knowing him to be, comparatively, a peaceable bird, and being mounted, we entered the enclosure and rode towards him. From certain symptoms and rufflings of the feathers and cockings of the tail, however, my companion knew that Blind-boy was not as amiable as might have been wished.

Take care, said Johnny.

Why? said I.

Because hes angry.

The signs of wrath did not appear to me very obvious, but I afterwards came to understand that, in an ostrich, a small amount of demonstration means an extreme depth of anger.

We rode slowly forward. Blind-boy advanced as slowly, with a dangerous motion of the wings.

Keep on this side of the ditch, said Johnny. Now, then, wed better be off.

Before I well understood that it was advisable to get out of the birds way, my companion had put spurs to his horse, and was off like an arrow. Or ever I was aware what my horse meant to do, I was almost thrown to the ground. He whirled on his hind-legs  without orders,  and went off like the wind. Nothing but a natural tendency to hold tight with my knees prevented me from being left beside Blind-boy. We went at racing-speed to the gate, and then found, on looking back, that we might have spared ourselves the rush, for Blind-boy was standing as we left him! The ditch had proved an impassable barrier, and he was gazing after us in apparent wonder at our haste. My own wonder at the smart behaviour of my horse was removed when Johnny told me that it was the identical steed his father had ridden when attacked, as I have described, by Master.

Johnny himself was once assaulted, trampled on, and severely cut about the head, by one of these same ostriches, and might have been killed if his father had not chanced to be at hand. Johnny was younger at the time, and, in the foolish ardour of youth, attempted to rise when knocked down. This gave the ostrich the opportunity of once and again repeating his blows. If the lad had lain still he would have suffered less. I might draw a beautiful moral on submission and humility out of this, but wont.

Strange to say, the male ostrich loses nearly all his courage when out of his own proper paddock or domain. This was illustrated to me one morning in the case of Gouws. We were walking by the side of his enclosure, and he was advancing to meet us in his own warlike style, when we observed that the gate was open. Before we could get near to close it Gouws marched through. If we had entered his grounds an attack would have been highly probable, but no sooner did he find himself outside the accustomed wall than the spirit in him changed. He looked confusedly round at the unfamiliar objects, then dropped his defiant tail, and fled.

It cost us the better part of a forenoon, with temperature at 105 degrees in the shade, before we succeeded in driving that bird back into his own paddock, and all that time he was running away from us, overwhelmed, apparently, with fear!




Letter 5.

More about Ostriches  Karroo Gardens  A Ride with Bonny  Sketching under Difficulties  Anecdotes and Incidents.

Ah, those were happy days, when, with a congenial spirit, I drove and galloped over the South African plains. There was not much in the way of thrilling incidents, to be sure, and nothing whatever of wild adventure, but there was novelty in everything, and possibilities enough to keep the spirit ever on the alert.

We used to ride out sometimes after steenboks,  small brown creatures, that made little show when bagged, but then there were huge and horrid vultures to remind one of the sandy desert, and there were pauws  gigantic birds that were splendid eating; and the very thought that I trod on land which little more than quarter of a century back had been marked by the print of the royal lion was in itself sufficient to arouse unwonted interest, which was increased by the knowledge of the fact that the kloofs or glens and gorges of the blue hills on the horizon were at that time the natural homes of leopards or Cape-tigers and huge baboons.

These animals are, however, extremely wary. The baboons go about in troops, and are wont to leave a trusty old-man baboon on guard, while the rest go down at early morn to rob the settler of his fruits and vegetables. If the old man happens to see or scent danger he gives a signal and the troop flies helter-skelter to the nearest cliffs. They are therefore not easily got at by hunters. As to tigers, they go about stealthily like cats. I was told there was not a chance of getting a shot at them, unless I went out with dogs and a hunting party for the purpose. As this could not be accomplished at the time, I had to content myself with smaller game.

Bonny, (one of Hobsons younger sons), and I went out one day after breakfast to try for a steenbok before dinner. There were plenty of them in the stretches of bush-land that dotted the Karroo in the immediate neighbourhood of the farmhouse.

Stretching out at a gallop with that light-hearted cheerfulness which is engendered by bright weather, fresh air, and a good mount, we skirted the river where Hreikie nursed her little flock.

Hreikie was a small Hottentot girl, as lightly clad as was compatible with propriety. Her face was dirty brown, her mouth large, her nose a shapeless elevation with two holes in the front of it. Her head was not covered, but merely sprinkled with tight woolly knobs or curls the size of peas. Each knob grew apart from its neighbour knob, and was surrounded, so to speak, by bald or desert land. This style of hair was not peculiar to Hreikie alone, but to the whole Hottentot race. Hreikies family consisted of thirty-three young ostriches, which, though only a few weeks of age, stood, I think, upwards of two feet high. Some of them had been brought out by artificial incubation  had been heated, as it were, into existence without maternal aid. These birds, Bonny said, had been already purchased for 15 pounds sterling apiece, and were deliverable to the purchaser in six months. They were fed and guarded all day and housed each evening with tender solicitude by their Hottentot stepmother, whom the birds evidently regarded as their own natural parent.

We swept on past the garden, where, on a previous morning, Bonny and I had killed a deadly green-tree snake upwards of five feet long, and where, on many other mornings, he and I, with sometimes other members of the family entered into strong temptation among the magnificent fruit. We used to overcome the temptation by giving way to it! There were plums, peaches, figs, apples, apricots, grapes, nectarines, and other fruits, with which the trees were so laden that some of the branches had given way and their luscious loads were lying on the ground. Cartloads of these were given away to friends, and to any one, as there was no market for their disposal.

Many splendid gardens like this exist on what is sometimes styled the barren Karroo; but the land is anything but barren. All it requires is a copious supply of water, and wherever farmers have taken the trouble to form dams and store the heavy though infrequent rains, gardens of the most prolific kind have been the result. The Karroo-bush itself, which gives name to these plains, is a succulent plant, which thrives in the almost waterless soil, and forms a rich pasturage for sheep and cattle. Hobsons garden  copiously watered by streams led out from his large dams  was a beautiful shady oasis of green and gold, in the midst of what, to some eyes, might have appeared a desert, but which, if irrigated properly, would become a perfect paradise of fertility.

We cantered on over the plain, till the garden and the farm looked in the distance like ships at sea, and rode among the bushes that crowned a rising ground. We set up some guinea-fowl and other birds, and startled a hare, but let them go, as our aim was steenboks. The little boks, however, were not on the knoll that day, so away we went again at a gallop until the garden and the farm went down on the horizon.

Sometimes we kept together and chatted, at other times we diverged and skirted small clumps of underwood on opposite sides. At one time, while separated from Bonny, I saw a large stone lying on the ground. As I looked, the stone began to crawl! It was a tortoise, fully as large as a soup-tureen. The sight of an animal in its native wilds, which you have all your life been accustomed to see in zoological gardens, has something peculiar, almost absurd, in it. As it is with animals, so it is with other objects. I remember being impressed with this idea, for the first time, in the south of France, when I beheld a tree covered with lemons  a fruit which, up to that period, had been connected in my mind with grocers windows and brown sugar!

I turned aside and dismounted. The sluggish tortoise stopped, recognised in me an enemy, and drew in its head and feet. After lifting and looking at him I set him down. Then it occurred to me that some one had said a tortoise could carry a man. I stepped upon this ones back forthwith. He lay perfectly still for some time. At last with great caution the head and feet were protruded. Another pause, as if of meditation, then the feet were applied to the ground; they pushed and strained, until finally the creature advanced about two inches, and then stopped! This was not much, but it was sufficient to prove his great strength, and to convince me that a large tortoise could easily have walked off with a little boy.

I found Bonny dismounted and waiting.

No steenboks to-day, I fear, he said.

We must have a shot at something, Bonny, said I, dismounting, and sitting down on an anthill. Having been a fair average shot in a rifle corps in Scotland I took careful aim at a small bush, bent on doing credit to the British Volunteers. The result was a bulls-eye.

Capital! exclaimed Bonny; if you shoot like that youll kill plenty of boks.

Half an hour later I was passing round the left of a knoll, while Bonny took the right. Up leaped a steenbok, which ran a hundred yards or so, and stopped to look at me. I was already off the horse and down in the Hythe position. A careful aim was again taken. The result was a miss! while the small deer vanished like the smoke of my rifle. So great is the difference between target-practice and hunting!

It was time now to think of returning for dinner. I was thoroughly lost by that time in the vast plain  like a ship at sea without a compass. But Bonny was as knowing in Karroo-craft as a Kentucky hunter is in wood-craft. He steered as true a course for home as if he had smelt the leg of mutton that was roasting at the fire. Probably he did  in imagination! Soon the two ships reappeared on the horizon; our fleet nags quickly transformed them into the garden and the farm, and in half an hour we were relating our mild adventure round Hobsons hospitable board.

Im going to visit brother Jonathan after dinner: will you come? said my host.

Yes, with pleasure, said I, but first, while you have your siesta, (midday nap), I will go into the opposite field and make that long-talked-of sketch of your house.

Very good; Ill send for you when the cart is ready. There are some ostriches in the field, but you dont need to mind them, for they are quite young, although full-grown.

It is a common custom among South Africans to take a nap in the heat of the day during summer. They dine early, and the power of the sun at that part of the day renders work almost impossible. I could not at first fall in with this custom; therefore, while the family retired, I took my sketch-book and colours and went off to the field.

There was a mound, whence I could obtain a good view of the house with its surroundings, the cattle-kraal or enclosure, the course of the little stream, with one of the small dams or lakelets, and the garden, the whole backed by the blue mountain range on the horizon.

The sun was blazing fiercely, but, as before remarked, I delight in heat. Selecting a stone I sat down, opened my book and colour-box, and began. To those who dont know it, I may say that sketching is a most fascinating and engrossing species of work. I soon forgot where I was, forgot Hobson, forgot time, forgot every thing in fact except the glowing face of nature, when a sound recalled me. I looked round and observed eight or ten huge ostriches stalking towards me with slow funereal gait. I felt somewhat uneasy,  for their youth, of which Hobson had assured me, was in no way indicated by their huge bodies and dreadful legs. However, I had taken the precaution to carry my forked stick, and drawing it nearer continued at my work with an easier mind. If they meant war I knew escape to be hopeless, for the nearest wall was a quarter of a mile off.

The females halted at a respectful distance, but two of the largest black males came stalking close up to me and stood still, gazing intently, first with one eye, then with the other, at a distance of about six yards.

Meanwhile some of the females sat down, and one of them put herself in an attitude so absurd that I introduced her into the drawing. Presently the largest male advanced a little nearer, and kept somewhat behind me. This was embarrassing. It occurred to me that, in the art of war, an attacking party is supposed to have the advantage of one that is assaulted. I therefore rose, brought my fork to the charge, and went at the bird with a furious roar. It turned and ran a few yards, but stopped when I stopped, and began to return slowly, as before, the moment I had sat down. As it drew nearer I observed that it eyed my colour-box curiously. Stories about the peculiar taste of these giant birds recurred to me. People say they will eat anything. Their digestive powers have passed into a proverb. The day before I had given an ostrich a large apple, which it coolly bolted, and I could trace the progress of the apple by the lump in its throat as it passed rather slowly down. Some one  Bonny I rather think  had told me he had seen an ostrich accept and swallow a bottle of shoe-blacking! Anything bright is sure to attract the eye of an ostrich and be coveted. I trembled for my colour-box, and, seizing my fork, charged again.

About this time Bonny himself came to say that the cart was ready. We therefore packed up and came away. The ostriches, he said, were too young to think of molesting us, though he admitted that they would probably have swallowed the colour-box if I had allowed them. They followed us down to the gate, and finally saw us safely off their premises.

Father once had an ostrich, said Bonny, as we walked towards the house, that caught a couple of thieves for him.

Indeed! how was that, Bonny?

You are aware that Kafirs are terrible thieves? he replied.

Yes, Ive been given to understand that they have propensities that way.

Oh! but you have no idea how clever they are at it, and the Totties are just as bad, if not worse. On one occasion we had a nest of eggs in the field over there, which we had left to be hatched in the natural way by the hen-ostrich. One night it rained very hard  so hard that we feared the young ones would be drowned in the nest, so brother Johnny was sent to look after them. He took two Totties with him. It was very dark, but he found the nest with the cock bird sitting on it. You know the cock always sits at night. Well, Johnny took him by the nose and pulled him off the nest, and gave him to the two Totties to hold. It was hard work, but they kept his head well down, so that he couldnt kick. Johnny soon bagged all the little ones, leaped over the wall, and then called out to let go the cock. It was so dark that he couldnt see very well. He could only hear a scuffle, and then saw the two men bounding over the wall like indiarubber balls while the cock went bang against it like a battering-ram. We got the little ones home all safe, but, would you believe it? these rascally Totties had managed to pull out all the best wing-feathers while they were holding the cock  each feather worth, perhaps, twenty shillings or more  and got clear away with them to the canteen, where they can always sell stolen goods.

But that is not what I was going to tell you, continued Bonny. It was about two Kafir thieves who were going round the country stealing. They came to our place one evening, and, in the course of their depredations, happened to cross one of the fields where a pair of our ostriches had a nest. The cock had not yet commenced his night duty on the nest. He caught sight of the two Kafirs, and was down on them instantly like lightning. They took refuge in a mimosa-thorn, and there he kept them all night. It was no use their trying to make a bolt for it, because twice or three times their speed could not have saved them from the ostrich. There they remained, and there father found them next morning, when he rode out to feed the birds.

The sturdy sons of this Karroo farmer had no light duty to perform each day. The farm was twenty miles in length, and of variable breadth. There were no crops raised on it, save the fruit of the splendid garden already mentioned, some grapes, and a few mealies. The sources of gain were ostriches and their feathers, Angora goat hair, (mohair), horses, sheep-wool, and cattle, looking after which kept father and sons pretty constantly in the saddle. It was a dashing style of life, requiring robust health and spirits. I have seen one or both of the boys return of an evening  after having been up at five or six, and out all day,  scarce able to decide whether to eat or sleep! Counting and guarding the flocks formed a part of the duty.

One evening the report was brought that a horse and thirteen bucks had disappeared. The Kafir thief had driven them off in the direction of Somerset. There he had been questioned closely as to where he came from, etcetera. His replies not being satisfactory, the animals were seized and put in the pound, whence they were afterwards reclaimed, while the thief escaped being put in the tronk, or jail, by a sudden dart into the jungle of the Boschberg!

My friend and I were soon on the road which led to the farm of his brother Jonathan. It stood about two miles distant. On our way we had to pass one corner of the private domain of Black Jack, or David Marais, I forget which  I think it was the former. He was there ready for us, and evidently in a rage at the mere possibility of our intrusion, for the wings were going like flails and the tail was up. Hobson pulled up to look at him for a minute. I got down and went to the wall, knowing that it afforded perfect security. Black Jack came up slowly, as if he meant no mischief. I leant over the wall, which was breast-high, and poked fun at him. In an instant, like a flash of light, he came at me. I saw his great claw over my head, and almost before I could jump back, a couple of heavy stones were driven violently off the top of the wall. To bolt and jump into the cart was almost an involuntary and instantaneous impulse on my part, though there was no need for haste, because the furious biped could not leap the wall.

Yes, remarked my friend, with a quiet chuckle, as we drove along; I expected as much. Black Jack is in a bad humour to-day.

The farm of Jonathan lay at the side of the stream which watered that of his brother. It was a pretty place. We drove through the stream to get to the house. On entering we found Jonathan standing in his hall, besprinkled with his own blood, and smiling. He was one of those tall, thin, powerful sort of men, with genial good-humour wrinkling the corners of their eyes, who seem to be ready to smile at everything, pleasant or otherwise, that befalls them.

Hallo! whats wrong, Jonathan? asked his brother, with a touch of tenderness in his tone.

Nothing particular, replied the other; Ive just had a tussle with one of my birds. He wriggled out of the stick and kicked me.

On more particular inquiry we found that Jonathan and his son  another powerful six-footer  had gone that morning to search for eggs, which they felt sure must have been laid somewhere about the enclosed field. To keep the male bird in play while the search was being made, the father took his forked stick, met the cock in single combat, clapped the fork on his neck, and let him kick away. All might have gone well, for the father, besides being strong, was accustomed to such work; but the bird, instead of keeping up a straightforward assault, as it ought to have done, turned its back to its foe, wriggled its neck, in some inexplicable manner, out of the fork, and before it could be refixed had given Jonathan several tremendous kicks. One of these nearly tore his trousers to pieces, and another cut him across the right wrist into the bone. This rendered his right arm powerless for the moment, and it might have gone ill with him, had not his son, who was still in sight, observed what had occurred, and run back to the rescue. As it was, the fathers wrist was severely, though I hope not permanently, damaged.

On a certain occasion three friends visited Ebenezer. One of these  we shall call him Squib  was a sporting character, and anxious to have a shot at the guinea-fowl which abounded on the farm. Hobson, with his usual kindness, readily agreed to pilot him and his friends.

The ground, however, said Hobson, is part of the domain which belongs to one of my ostriches, whose temper is uncertain. I dont feel sure of him. Perhaps it would be better

Oh! never mind that, interrupted Squib; were not afraid of ostriches. Come along.

Very well, returned the host, come along.

And along they went to the domain of Gouws, who was found pacing solemnly inside the wall of his enclosure. His wings were active, and his tail was cocked. Otherwise he was calm enough to all appearance. Hobson knew that the bird was in a rage, and said so, but his friends, who were young and reckless, insisted on entering the enclosure.

They did so, and Gouws followed them with a stately air, but did not attack, being no doubt perplexed by numbers.

They walked in Indian file, Hobson being the last of the line.

I could turn him with a bit of a bush, said Squib, glancing at Gouws, who was drawing gradually nearer to the party. Just cut one for me, Hobson, will you, like a good fellow?

Hobson turned aside and stooped to cut a branch from a mimosa bush.

Just then the ostrich, which had marched ahead of the party, turned sharp round and charged. Poor Squib tripped, by good luck, and fell as the bird passed over him. It kicked down the other two, and sprang on the shoulders of the stooping Hobson, who fell and gashed his finger as the bird tumbled over him.

The whole party rose with marvellous celerity, and the sportsmen rushed towards the boundary wall, while Gouws scrambled on his long legs and ran after them. Had the distance been great, their chance of escape would have been small. As it was, Gouws overtook one of the party just as he reached a part of the wall which had been mended with mimosa-thorn bushes. With one tremendous kick he sent the unfortunate man into the midst of the thorns, where he would certainly have given him further punishment had he not been attracted by a yell of alarm from another of the party. Poor Squib was not fleet of foot or active. He made a clumsy attempt to vault the wall, which his companions had already leaped. Leaving his thorn-pierced victim, Gouws made at Squib, applied his huge foot to his person, with a slap that must have forcibly recalled the days of childhood, and sent him over the wall with undignified haste. It is generally believed that Squib has not gone guinea-fowl shooting among ostriches since that day!

The profits on ostrich feathers are very considerable. I do not profess to give statistical information in these pages, but merely touch lightly on what came under my observation. At one farm which I visited near Capetown I was told that the owner had cleared 2500 pounds in one year. Timid men are sometimes alarmed by depressions in the trade in feathers, and some of them have sold off their birds at heavy loss; but bold and hopeful men continue to persevere and prosper, as such men always will in every trade all the world over. That ostrich-farming has been found worthy of zealous attention is proved by the fact that, while in 1865 there were only between eighty and ninety birds in the colony, in 1875 there were upwards of 22,000. (In 1925 there were 239,000.)

Some days afterwards, I pretty well completed my circle of knowledge on this subject by witnessing the birth of an ostrich!

Hobson and I rode that day over to a lovely place named Glenbonny, on the edge of that part of the Karroo where the mountainous lands begin. It was a charming ride of forty miles  there and back  with a pleasant visit, and a rest between. Here dwelt relatives of my friend  a family named Berrington  one daughter of which, (with wealth of golden hair), had been a shipmate on the voyage out. The principal neighbours of this family were tigers and baboons. There was a minor population of deer, hyenas, hares, coneys, monkeys, and moles, but no human beings of any kind. Their dwelling was low and flat-roofed, the walls being coated with mud, so that its aspect outside was not imposing, but inside we found substantial comfort if not luxury, refinement, and hospitality. This is not an infrequent combination in the outlying districts of the Cape, where the nature of life and things is such that wealth, education, and refinement are often found robed in a modest homespun garb, and housed in a mere hut.

Among other objects of interest inside we found ostriches  very little ones  in divers stages of progression. There was one, the size of an ordinary fowl, which had been in existence  after egg life I mean  a few days, and swaggered about the premises like an impudent child. There was another baby  weak in the understanding, physically as well as mentally  which staggered about in a drunken manner, with an insane tendency to use its tail as a support. This creature was kept in existence by having its food forcibly crammed down its throat, the amount given each meal being gauged not by appetite but by the tension of its stomach. Last, and least, there was one which had succeeded in bursting out one end of its native egg that morning. Its already tremendous toes protruded, and were engaged in further efforts to get out when we arrived. While we were at dinner that day the creature effected its liberation, and entered on the staggering and stuffing phase of its career.

All these birds, and many others, had been nursed into life through a hot-air and warm blanket incubator, by the amiable lady of the house, and were destined to spend the early part of their lives under the care of some Hottentot stepmother.




Letter 6.

Over the Plains  Lion and Tiger Reminiscences  Frontier Forces and Escaped Convicts  Monkeys and Prickly Pears  A Veteran Settlers Experiences of Kafir Warfare  Story of the Dutch Farmers Rising in 1815.

It was a sad day that on which I left the Karroo and bade farewell to Ebenezer.

I had gone there in absolute ignorance of men and things, and had found a hearty welcome in the abode of a warm-hearted Christian family and a romantic region, full, to me, of new ideas, experiences, circumstances, and sensations.

Hobson drove me in his cart. Our destination was the mountain region of Baviaans, or Baboons, River.

The first part of our route lay across the Karroo and over the mountain range which separated us from the town of Somerset East. As we sped along, drawn by two powerful horses, over the ocean-like plains, we were silent at first, but gradually the cheering influence of rapid motion and fine weather began to tell. Our spirits rose, and Hobson related numerous anecdotes, historical and adventurous, from the rich stores of a good memory.

About noon we outspanned beside a stream and allowed the horses to have a roll. Under the shade of a bush we lay and chatted, while our eyes roamed over the rolling plains to the blue mountain range which formed its northern boundary.

There, said my friend, pointing towards the mountains, is the spot where one of the last lions was seen in this part of the country. There were plenty of them here once, and the last one disappeared in 1840, only thirty-six years ago.

He then related the incident connected with the lion referred to. The following is the substance of it.

Early in the year 1840 a runaway soldier was travelling through that part of the country. He was on his way to Graaff-Reinet in search of work. At that time farmhouses were very few and far between in that region. The wearied soldier came one evening to the house of a Boer named Smit, not many miles from the spot where Hobson and I were reposing.

Smit was a surly fellow, and refused shelter to the traveller, who was therefore obliged to continue his journey during the night. Next day the unfortunate mans mangled body was found not far off, a few yards from the foot of a small tree. The traces revealed clearly that he had been killed by a lion, whose footprints had been seen and voice heard for some time in the neighbourhood. On the approach of the lion the man had sought refuge in the small tree just mentioned, but being little better than a large bush, it failed him in the hour of need. Even when perched on the highest branch that would bear him, he was not beyond the spring of the lion. It had caught him, torn him down, and devoured his breast and arms, after which it left him.

This was the last lion in that region that succeeded in taking human life. Six months later the last lion of all made his appearance. He was evidently a less ferocious animal, and made his final exit in a rather humorous manner. In his prowling about he chanced to find an old Dutchman, and pounced upon him, but the old man had his wits about him. At first sight of his enemy he let himself go limp as if dead. Lions are particular. They dont like dead meals; they prefer to kill their own dinners. After pouncing on his prey the lion put his mouth to the old fellows ear and roared. If he was not deaf for life after that he ought to have been! At all events he was deaf at the time to the remark, for he paid no attention to it whatever. Then the lion pawed him a little, lay down on him, rolled him about as a cat plays with a mouse, and ultimately couched a few yards off to watch jealously for the slightest sign of life. But the Dutchman was a splendid actor. Even in breathing he managed to remain motionless, and at last the lion sneaked away overwhelmed with disappointment. Then the old man slowly lifted his head, rose, congratulated himself, and returned home in a thankful state of mind.

Although lions had finally taken themselves off, and retired to safer and more distant retreats, the mountain glens of the neighbourhood were, as I have already said, still inhabited by leopards of large size and dangerous temper.

They are powerful and savage fellows, said my friend, as he rose to inspan, and few men like to face them unless assisted by a party, and with good dogs. One friend of mine, a doctor, used to boast that he could stare a leopard out of countenance. At last one was caught in a trap, and the doctor tried the experiment, but only got knocked over and his nose scratched for his pains. There was a curious instance, once, of a Fingo going mad in consequence of being bitten by a leopard. The madness took the form of his feigning to be a leopard, and there was no doubt as to his insanity, for he continually growled and scratched and snapped with his teeth, and finished off by jumping through a glass door.  Now then, the carts ready; in you go.

I jumped in, and off we went again over the sweet-scented plain,  now on a good bit of road, now on a bad; often forsaking the track altogether, and occasionally plunging into holes that knocked our heads against the hood, and tried our springs to the uttermost, till evening at last found us among the hills, where a rough-and-ready inn afforded us shelter for the night.

Passing through Somerset we came to a place named Cookhouse Drift, where there is a bridge over the Great Fish River.

We also met here with seven troopers of the frontier, armed and mounted police, as tight and serviceable a set of young fellows as one could wish to see  clad in corduroy, thorough-going, rough-and-ready colonial cavalry  and well-trained to bush fighting. They were out after seven escaped convicts, and had caught one, a big Kafir, who was handcuffed, and seemed sulky when I looked at him.

At another place, where the prickly pear was very prolific, and the bush so dense that it formed a pretty safe retreat to escaped convicts, as well as baboons and tigers, we discovered a band of Kafirs celebrating a wedding.

The prickly pears, which were ripe at this time, we found to be very pleasant and refreshing, but we had to handle them with care, as they were covered with prickles so fine that they pierced the skin and broke off the pear with the least touch. The great evil of prickly pear thorns is that it is almost impossible to extract them, and although it can scarcely be said that they cause pain, the irritation they produce is great and prolonged. The monkeys know this well!

I was greatly amused once, while delayed at a road-side inn, by the antics of a monkey with a prickly pear. I had fed him with part of one, of which he seemed passionately fond. Wishing to know whether monkeys as well as men were cautious in handling the fruit, I pulled another by means of a couple of sticks. The usual mode of proceeding is to rub the pear on the ground with a bunch of grass, and thus remove the prickles, when it may be handled with impunity. Without doing this, however, I lifted the pear with my sticks and handed it to Jacko. He looked at it earnestly for a few seconds, then at me with a round mouth and reproachful eyes, as though to say, You dont mean that, do you?

I smiled and nodded.

Jacko looked again at the pear and put one finger towards it with great caution, but drew back and looked up at me again, as if to say, Wont you help me?

I smiled again and shook my head, whereupon he went to work with the most gingerly and delicate touches, as if he were handling red-hot iron. At last he managed to tear a hole in the skin, into which he inserted his black nose, and greedily devoured the contents. Despite his caution, however, I noticed that Jacko kept scratching his hands pretty steadily for some time afterwards.

As we advanced into the hills the roads became unimaginably bad. In one place our track had been carried away by a flood, and the boulder-covered bed of the torrent was our only road.

At last we got up into the mountain region of Glen Lynden, the place to which the Scotch settlers were sent by Government in 1820, under the care of Thomas Pringle, the African poet, who, among other pieces, wrote the beautiful poem which begins:

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent bushboy alone by my side.

The descendants of the 1820 men now occupy these valleys. Both in physique and character they do credit to their sires.

Here I met one of the few survivors of the original settlers, Mr Dodds Pringle, and brother to the poet. (This happened about 1876.) Although upwards of seventy, and a large, stout man, I saw him mount his horse with the activity of a man of thirty. At his house in Glen Lynedock, where I spent a night, they showed me an assagai, or Kafir spear, which had been bent into the form of a half-moon against his, (Mr Pringles), stomach! It happened thus:

He was out fighting with the rest of the farmers in the war of 1851, and one day was attacked by Kafirs, one of whom flung his assagai at him with tremendous force. Mr Pringle had just fired his rifle, and was reloading when the assagai struck him. It was arrested, however, in its deadly flight by his belt and bullet-pouch. The savage rushed forward, intending to finish his adversary by a thrust from a short spear, but old Pringle guarded the thrust with one hand, while, with the other, he drew a pistol and shot the Kafir through the heart. At that moment another savage ran at him, but a comrade of Pringle suddenly came on the scene and the savage turned to fly. The comrade took aim at him.

Be cool, and take him low, said Pringle, undoing his belt to examine his wound.

The comrade fired, and the savage fell.

Are you killed? asked the comrade, turning to Pringle and glancing at the bent assagai.

I dont know, replied the other, with a serious look, as he thrust his hand under his waist-belt, theres no hole that I can find, anyhow.

The hand, when withdrawn, was covered with blood, but it was found on examination that the wound was slight, thanks to the providential interposition of the thick bullet-pouch. The old gentleman is now naturally fond of showing the weapon which had so nearly proved fatal.

Advancing into the Baviaans River District we passed through many places of historic interest, and scenery that must have reminded the Scottish settlers of the rugged glens to which they had bidden farewell for ever.

Among other places, Hobson pointed out a small cavern, high up on the cliffs, which was the scene of a cruel affray not many years before the arrival of the Scotch settlers in the district.

As it illustrates the wild frontier life of those times, and bears on the subject of the grievances of early colonists, I shall relate it.

There was a Dutch Boer, a farmer named Bezuidenhout, who, in the year 1815, dwelt in the lonely and wild recesses of the Baviaans River District. He seems to have been a passionate, headstrong man. The Dutch Boers were generally honest, sterling men, though at that time very ignorant, being far removed from the means of instruction. But the Dutchmen, not less than others, had wild and foolish men amongst them who were easily misled by unprincipled adventurers.

Bezuidenhout seems to have been one of these; at all events he was savage enough to treat one of his Hottentot servants so ill that he was cited to appear before the Court of his district, and was foolish enough to resist the summons. A messenger was therefore sent to arrest him, and as he was known to be a daring character, and had threatened to shoot any limb of the law who should dare to approach his residence, twenty men of the Cape Corps, under Lieutenant Rousseau accompanied the messenger.

On reaching the mountain home of Bezuidenhout they found him prepared. He and a powerful half-caste in his employment were found sheltered behind the high wall of a cattle enclosure, well armed. The Dutchman called to the soldiers to stop, else he would shoot the first man. Disregarding the threat, the lieutenant extended his men in skirmishing order, and attacked. Bezuidenhout fired, happily missed, and retreated into his house, whence he passed by a back-door into the thick jungle in rear. They lost him for a time, but finally traced him to a steep krantz, or precipice, up the almost inaccessible face of which he and his follower had taken refuge in a small cavern. The muzzles of their rifles were seen protruding from the entrance. Lieutenant Rousseau therefore crept up warily, until he reached a ledge above the aperture, from which point he challenged the farmer to surrender, telling him the reason of his being there, and assuring him of personal safety.

The man replied he would die rather than submit. The Lieutenant endeavoured to persuade him to surrender, but he was obdurate. Night was approaching. The officer was anxious to get his men out of these dark kloofs in daylight. He therefore ordered them to ascend in two bodies. They did so, reached the cave, and rushed to the entrance, from which Bezuidenhout fired, but without effect, the muzzle of his rifle having been thrown up. At the same moment one of the soldiers fired into the cavern, and shot the farmer dead on the spot. The servant surrendered, and on entering the place it was found that a large quantity of ammunition had been collected there, evidently with a view to standing a siege.

After the departure of the military, the relations and friends of the unfortunate and misguided man assembled to bury him, and, over his grave, they vowed to avenge his death. A brother of Bezuidenhout spoke to them, and so wrought on their feelings that a great number of the farmers of that and the neighbouring districts ultimately assembled under arms, with the avowed intention of ridding themselves altogether of British interference! They went still further, and took a step which might have been much more serious. They sent Cornelius Faber, a brother-in-law of the Bezuidenhouts, to the Kafir chief Gaika for the purpose of rousing that savage and his hordes to attack the Colony.

Of course the Government was obliged to frustrate such an attempt with all possible speed. Troops were immediately sent against the rebels, under Colonel Cuyler. One of the rebel leaders, named Prinsloo, was captured at a critical moment, and the main body, amounting to between three and four hundred, was finally met with. But before proceeding to extremities, a field-commandant, William Nel, volunteered to go alone among the rebels, and reason with them. He did so, and was so far successful as to shake the resolution of some, for, although disaffected, many of these men were by no means so foolish as their leaders. Indeed, many of them had been threatened and coerced into rebellion. Seeing the effect of Nels remonstrances, Faber, Bezuidenhout, and other leaders, assembled their forces at a place called Slachters Nek, and exacted from them an oath to remain faithful to each other until they had expelled the tyrants from the frontier.

Next morning Colonel Cuyler proceeded to attack them. On his approach thirty or more of them threw down their arms in token of surrender; the remainder, seeing that resistance would be hopeless, retired into the fastnesses of Baviaans River. There they were followed and surrounded, and an attempt was made to bring them to submission, but during the night most of them managed to escape by familiar mountain passes.

The principal leaders, rejecting all terms, escaped with their wagons, families, and goods to the Winterberg Mountains, bordering on Kafirland, where they hoped to be safe; but, being followed up hotly by a body of troops under Major Fraser, they were eventually overtaken and surrounded in a deep kloof. Here six of them were brought to bay, among whom were Faber, with his wife, his son  a lad of fourteen years,  and John Bezuidenhout. These, retiring behind the wagons, a skirmish began, which was not concluded until one of the soldiers was killed, another wounded, Bezuidenhout shot, and Faber and his wife and son severely wounded. Then the party were taken prisoners.

Subsequently fifty or sixty of the other rebels were captured and taken to Capetown. Of these, thirty-nine of the most culpable were tried on the charge of high treason. Six were condemned to death; the others, after being compelled to witness the execution of their leaders, were to undergo various degrees of punishment, according to their proved guilt. One of the six had the capital sentence commuted to transportation for life, and the remaining five ringleaders were executed.




Letter 7.

Lion-Hunting, etcetera, in the Early Days  Bushmen and their Troubles.

It is deeply interesting to tread in the footsteps of bold adventurous men, and visit the scenes which have been rendered classic by their deeds of heroic daring or of patient endurance. So I found it during my brief sojourn in the regions of Baviaans River, where, upwards of fifty years before, my countrymen had faced, fought, and subdued the savage, the wilderness, and the wild-beast.

The every-day life of the early settlers of this region cannot be better illustrated than by a brief quotation from the diary of one of them.

October 1st.  Arrival of the Somerset wagon with flour, seed-corn, etcetera. I discharged the servant Sandy from the party, gave him a pass, countersigned by the Deputy-Landdrost, and sent him off with the Somerset wagon towards Grahamstown. This lad has turned out to be at once a fool and a blackguard, and quite beyond hope of reform.

4th.  A sharp frost last night blighted all our early potatoes, pumpkins, melons, kidney-beans, etcetera. It appears we had sown some of our seed too early.

8th, Sunday.  A troop of about twenty quaggas galloped through the corner of our gardens during divine service.

9th.  A herd of hartebeests passed close to our huts, pursued by a pack of six wild dogs (Hyaena venatica). Fired at the latter, but without effect. This day Mr John Rennie, being out hunting on Hyndhope Fells, fell in with two wild Bushmen, dressed in sheepskins. They ran off on his approach, but made no demonstration of hostility. He came upon six hyenas devouring a hartebeest, and brought me its skull and horns.

11th.  Visited by three Boers from the Tarka  desirous of exchanging horses and cattle for guns and ammunition. Completed my map of the location.

16th.  Surprised by a slight fall of snow; weather chill and cloudy. The laughing hyena heard near the folds last night. The sound truly horrible.

21st.  Fine weather. Killed a large yellow snake.

23rd.  Received a visit from our district clergyman, the Reverend J. Evans of Cradock. He brought a packet from the Landdrost conveying letters from the Colonial Secretary, assuring me of the continued support of the Government, and giving us the agreeable intelligence that a party of emigrants from the West of Scotland were speedily expected out, who would be located close beside us. Received also very pleasant letters from Scotland, from Dr Philip, and from our parted comrade Mr Elliott. Religious service in the evening by Mr Evans. All much pleased and comforted.

24th.  Mr G. Rennie, who at my request had gone with a party of Hottentots to explore the country beyond the mountains towards the Koonap River, returned with a very favourable report of it. Abundance of wood, water, and rich pasturage. He saw a great deal of large game, and the recent traces of elephants. Shot a gnu and hartebeest.

November 1st.  The weather warm and serene, like the finest summer weather in England. Two snakes and a large scorpion killed. Turtle-doves, touracoos, thrushes, finches, and other birds of beautiful plumage become numerous.

6th.  Violent storm of thunder. The peals fearfully loud. Magnificent clouds at sunset.

15th.  A tiger-wolf broke into the kraal last night, and killed several sheep.

22nd.  A wolf-trap constructed, with the aid of the Hottentots, of large stones and timber.

29th.  A wolf caught in the trap.

December 4th.  A heavy rain for three days swells the river to an unfordable size. All the dry beds of torrents filled with furious floods.

7th.  Weather again warm and serene. Mr G. Rennie kills another wild-boar at Glen Vair.

19th.  My brother John finds stone fit for millstones, and with the aid of one of the Hottentots begins to construct a small mill.

29th.  My father narrowly escapes being gored by a furious ox. Blight appears in the wheat.

30th.  Receive a large packet of letters and newspapers from Scotland. All deeply interested. This is the first packet of British newspapers that has reached us.

How all the Robinson-Crusoe blood in ones veins is stirred by such a diary! Truly I sometimes almost regret that I was not born to become a pioneer settler in the African wilds!

However, it is some comfort to have the privilege of paying a flying visit to these same wilds, which in many respects are quite as wild now as they were then. The lions, elephants, quaggas, and some others of the large game, it is true, have taken themselves off to remoter wilds, but the leopards, hyenas, baboons, antelopes, still inhabit these kloofs, while snakes, scorpions, and the like are as plentiful as ever.

Talking of baboons reminds me that these creatures are said to sleep sometimes on a ledge of rock on the face of a precipice for security against lurking foes. I was assured that sometimes a row of them may be seen in such a situation sitting sound asleep, with their faces in their hands, against the precipice, and their tails hanging over the ledge. Of course I do not vouch for the truth of such reports. I am answerable only for what I profess to have seen.

The highest type of monkey suggests the lowest type of man in Africa. This is the Bushman, or, as the Dutch have it, Bosjesman. He is a branch of the Hottentot race, and a very miserable, stunted branch; nevertheless he is very far indeed removed from the baboon. He has no tail, for certain; at least if he has, he conceals it effectually. He wears garments, which no monkey does, and he speaks, which no monkey ever did.

No thanks to the white man, however, if the poor Bushman is not a baboon with the spirit of a tiger, for he has been most shamefully treated in time past. It is true the Bushmen were arrant thieves, and committed great havoc among the frontier farmers at various times, and it was both natural and right that these farmers should defend their homes and property. But it was neither right nor natural that these unfortunate natives should have been so cruelly dealt with.

When the Scotch party settled at Glen Lynden, their troubles with wild-beast pilferers were augmented occasionally by the appearance of Bosjesman-thieves.

In the beginning of October, writes Mr Pringle, we were somewhat alarmed by the discovery of a band of predatory Bushmen, lurking among the rocks and caverns of the wild mountains between us and the valley of the Tarka. Lieutenant Pettingal, an officer of engineers, who was then in our valley, engaged in the Government survey of the country, discovered this horde in searching for some of his horses that were missing. Suspecting, from the traces, that they had been carried off by Bushmen, he went out with an armed troop in pursuit, and came upon a party of these wild marauders in one of the most savage recesses of the neighbouring mountains. They were at breakfast, on a grey horse which they had slaughtered, and had steaks roasting on the fire cut out of the flank, with the hide still upon them. Pettingal, enraged by the supposed loss of his best blood-horse, poured in a volley upon them; but, apparently, without effect, for they all scrambled off with inconceivable agility among the rocks and bushes. He recovered, however, some of his own horses, and eight belonging to our neighbour which were tied up under an overhanging cliff near the top of a mountain.

There were no Bushmen running wild among the beautiful hills and valleys of Glen Lynden when Hobson and I entered it, but the region was not free, as I have related, from naked Kafirs, and it is still noted for its population of hairy baboons.




Letter 8.

Rain! Rain! Rain!  Baboons River  Seahorse Kloof  We hunt the Hills on Horseback in spite of Rain  Floods and Accidents  Part from Hobson  Mail-Carts and Diamond-Diggers.

Rain is a blessed refreshment to the thirsty land; it is a life-giving cordial to the thirsty soul; but when rain descends in torrents and without cessation during the greater part of ones brief holiday, or at any other very unseasonable period, and when one is not thirsty, it becomes depressing, to say the least.

Thus was I treated by rain during my week in Baviaans River. Hobson and I had at last pushed up into the very heart of that wild mountain region,  the allotted home of the Scottish settlers of 1820, the scene of many Kafir raids and battles.

For months before we had lived in perpetual sunshine. Hobson had sighed for a drop of rain. Sometimes South Africans have to sigh for a twelve-month before relief is sent. Even while I write, the colony is suffering excessively from drought, and many farmers have been ruined. On the Karroo I had almost come to forget the sensation of being rained upon, and an umbrella there would have appeared as great an impropriety as a muslin overcoat in Nova Zembla. Nevertheless, no sooner did we arrive at Seahorse Kloof than the windows of heaven were opened, and the rain came down steadily night and day, while the sky presented a universal grey that would have done credit to the Scottish Highlands. It was too bad!

My main object in penetrating to these rugged wilds was to visit one of the Pringles, a relative of personal friends on the borders of my own land. Finding that Mr Pringle was absent from home, we turned aside to visit a cousin of Hobsons, a Mr John Edwards, who dwelt in what appeared to me the fag-end of the world,  a lonely farmhouse, at the head of the mountain gorge named Seahorse Kloof.

Its a splendid country, said Hobson, with lots of game, and Edwards is a noted hunter, besides being a capital fellow.

What more could man desire? We arrived full of hope and spirits, received a hearty welcome, and awoke next day to find the sky grey, as I have said, and the rain descending steadily.

Of course we hoped against hope, but as day after day came and went, our hopes and spirits sank. Then there came a reaction that is not uncommon in the circumstances,  we grew desperate, and began to enjoy our misery. We got out our rifles, took up a sheltered position in the shed of an outhouse, and blazed away from dripping morn to pouring eve at empty bottles, amongst which we did tremendous execution.

Of course, also, we relieved the tedium of enforced indoor life by song and talk, but these resources could not make up for lost time, and the depth to which I had been sunk was revealed to me by the sudden rebound of joy when, after a week of heavy wet, there was a break in the universal grey and the sun came feebly out. Blessed sun, if thou wert to roast me alive, methinks I would love thee still!

Before this happened, however, we had a few brief intervals of modified dripping. During one of these, in which the rain all but ceased for a forenoon, I resolved to go out into one of the mountain gorges for a ramble alone. My host lent me his double barrel  one barrel being for shot, the other rifled.

It is loaded, said he, the right with shot, the left with ball.

Very good, said I; expect a tiger when I return.

My host smiled. Leopards were there, truly, but as he knew, and as I have elsewhere mentioned, they never show themselves except when driven out of their retreats by dogs. To say truth, I only wanted a walk, expected to kill a rabbit or a crow, and hoped faintly for a buck. None of these things did I see, but I found a small coney, at which I fired the shot barrel. To my surprise there came no report from the gun, merely a feeble spirt. I afterwards learned that one of the boys had loaded it the day before with a miniature charge for small birds. Hope increased as I pushed further up into the Kloof, and fancy began to play. Although there was no chance of seeing tigers, it was something to know that such creatures were really there; that I was actually in the native home of wild-beasts. The floor of my hosts parlour was covered with the beautiful spotted skins of animals which had been shot or trapped by himself. One of these measured about nine feet, which, allowing three for the tail, gives a body of six feet long.

As the day advanced rain again began to fall, but nothing could damp me now. I had almost worked myself into the belief that I was tiger-hunting! I advanced with cautious tread, looked earnestly into dark caverns, and passed under the deep shadow of thick and tangled bushes with feelings of awe. I even indulged my wayward fancy by thinking of Gordon Cumming and Livingstone; did my best to mistake gnarled roots for big snakes, and red stones for couching leopards. At last, while in the sombre twilight of a dense mass of underwood, I actually did see a bit of brown hair moving. I threw forward my rifle with a promptitude worthy of Hawkeye himself, but experienced no shock of excitement, for the object was so palpably a small rabbit, or coney, that imagination sternly refused to deceive me. Baboons had been heard barking on the evening of our arrival. I looked out for these, but saw none. In short, none of the inhabitants of wood, glen, or mountain, save myself, were foolish enough to go out in such weather. Nevertheless I returned to the house happy and ready for supper.

On Saturday morning the sunshine, which I have before mentioned, gladdened our eyes and hearts. The weather seemed at last favourable. Edwards at once ordered out horses and rifles, and away we went  four of us  up the mountains after game. It was a new experience in regard to riding. Horses, I knew, were capable of travelling over exceedingly rough roads, and trained ones could even ascend staircases, but I now learned that horses can climb precipices. Never saw anything like it before; never even imagined it!

Our prospects were fair, but they were false, for, ere long, the rain began again. However, we were reckless by that time and defied it. Riding up the kloof that I had traversed on foot, we sighted bucks but got no shot. Gaining the top of the kloof we saw more bucks  out of range. We passed over the shoulder of the mountain into another glen, and skirted the top of a precipice. While descending some slopes at an angle of I know not what, the use of our cruppers became strikingly apparent. I began, for the first time in my life, to feel anxiety as to the strength of a horses tail. In going up such places the saddle girths were severely tried, but the mane kept one from slipping down ones perpendicular animal.

Coming to a comparatively level stretch we sank into a silently reflective and forgetful mood, while the rain-drops dribbled down our noses, sopped from our mackintoshes to our saddles, whence they re-ascended, through the capillary influence of garments, to our necks, and soon equalised our humidity.

Look out! shouted Edwards, suddenly. We all obeyed, and saw a brown buck labouring up a slope so steep that running was out of the question. I stuck my heels into my steed and faced him at the slope. He took it. He would have taken the side of a house, I think, if told to. But he gasped with the frantic nature of his efforts. I felt as if he were leaping up the slope, kangaroo fashion, on his hind-legs. On reaching the top, the antelope was observed disappearing in the distance. It was of no use weeping. Rain would have washed the tears away.

Look out! again shouted our host; get off!

We all obeyed, cocked our guns, and gazed. A herd of antelopes! just visible in the mist. We all fired, and missed.

Very mysterious, muttered one of our number,  I forget which.

We loaded hastily, but not quickly. Our guns were muzzle-loaders, and rain does not facilitate loading. In trying to force a bullet down, my ramrod slipped, and I cut my knuckles severely.

Youve drawn first blood, anyhow, savagely muttered one of us,  I forget who.

We mounted again, and let me tell you that mounting on a steep hillside in a long wet mackintosh with a big rifle, bleeding knuckles, and a heavy heart, is difficult as well as disagreeable.

To increase our enjoyment, Edwards again shouted, Get off! We did so with more than military obedience, and I saw a buck standing not more than a hundred yards in front of me. I gave him the rifled barrel. He hopped. Then the shot barrel. He winced and fled, but presently stopped and lay down. Edwards ran towards him, kneeled, fired, and broke his leg. Between us all we managed to kill him, and then turned homewards.

The only noteworthy incident that occurred on the way back was the starting of a troop of baboons, which went scampering down the cliffs in consternation like balls of brown hair. We also descended some broken ground, so steep that it was almost impossible to keep the saddle. Looking at Edwards, I observed that the ears of his horse appeared between his feet, while its tail waved over his head like a dragoons plume. At last we were compelled to dismount and lead our animals, our minds being sometimes divided between the danger of missing our footing in front, and being tumbled on by our steeds behind.

Thus we hunted on the Baviaans River mountains in adverse circumstances, and returned home moderately pleased, though not particularly successful.

The rains had by that time flooded the whole country, and rendered travelling almost impossible. The river was running wildly past the house, and there was no bridge over it.

We held a consultation on Monday as to our departure. The weather was fine at last, but the river flooded. The tortuous nature of its bed necessitated five or six crossings in the course of twelve miles. Were they fordable? was the question. We shall go and try, was Hobsons final decision. Try is the watchword of all true pioneers. We saddled and set forth. Hobson drove the cart, with my portmanteau. During the first part of the journey I was to accompany Edwards on horseback. We had a Hottentot servant with us, who rode one horse and led another.

It was a most enjoyable ride in the bright sunshine that day. Everything was fresh, green, and glittering after the long-continued rain. Baboons were seen on the way, and shouted at us, whether in defiance, derision, or encouragement, is best known to themselves. All the drifts or fords were passed in safety till we came to the last on Baviaans River. Here the powerful stream rose to our saddles, and the opposite bank had been so much washed away that it seemed impossible to get the cart up.

Ill cross, said Edwards, and if necessary well cut a slope in the bank.

In he went, floundered through, and managed to ascend the opposite bank, though not without a severe struggle, for besides being high and steep, it was very wet  coated, in fact, with soft mud.

The Tottie with the led horse followed his master. I followed the Tottie  close in his steps, so as to get the benefit of his experience, either by imitating or avoiding his example. We gained the opposite side. I saw the Hottentots horse rise before me as if mounting a staircase. He slipped, and floundered on his nose and knees. The led horse disconcerted him. Just then my own horse made a bound up the bank, and pawed the mud for a moment. Slack the reins! give him his head! shouted Edwards. I did so. With a mighty plunge and a groan the sturdy animal bore me to the top of the bank in safety. I turned and saw the Totties horse throw up its head and fore legs, as if imploringly, to the skies, and fall backwards. The Tottie himself appeared for a moment in the form of a spread-eagle, and then horse and man went back with a sounding splash into the river.

Hobson, who had been all the time enjoying the spectacle, now crossed with the cart; but, on taking the bank, despite their utmost efforts, the powerful pair stuck fast on their knees and noses. Meanwhile the Hottentot scrambled out with his animals, none the worse for the plunge.

As the horses could not move the cart an inch in their semi-perpendicular position, we unharnessed them, and the four of us, by slow degrees, working one wheel at a time, zig-zagged the cart upward a few feet, when horses were once more attached, and the crossing was finally accomplished.

That evening we came to Smiths farm, one of the places where the Diamond-field coaches stop to change horses. It was beyond the mountains at the commencement of the great rolling plains. Here I had arranged to await the arrival of the mail-cart, and proceed viâ Bedford to Grahamstown.

And here, with deep regret, I bade farewell to my friend Hobson  a true-hearted, well-educated Englishman, born in the colony; the son of one of the 1820 settlers; a brave, bold, fearless, loving man, who hunted lions, leopards, elephants, zebras, and all the large game of Africa in his youth, and was out in the war,  a warm friend, a splendid type of those hardy men whose lot it is to subdue the wilderness.

There were several hours to pass before the arrival of the mail-cart. Smith and his people were busy, and, as there were no guests at the time in that lonely road-side inn, I had plenty of leisure to bask in the sunshine, sketch the cactus bushes that abounded there, (see Note 1), gaze dreamily over the boundless Karroo, and meditate sadly on friendships and partings.

The first thing that struck me on turning from Smiths humble abode to ramble on the plains was the presence of a bad smell  a very bad smell! I brought my nose to bear in various directions, but could discover no cause. Having nothing to do I applied myself with diligence to the investigation, all the more earnestly that I found it impossible to get out of the tainted atmosphere. Regarding the heavens steadily, for it was very calm, and making up my mind as to the direction which the little wind that there was came from, I followed my nose, and was led by it to the decaying carcass of an ox which lay not a hundred yards from Smiths door. My opinion of Smith was lowered! When I passed to windward of the carcass, the bad smell ceased.

I mention this, not because it is an interesting incident, but because it is a feature of South African travel. Wherever you go on the Karroo, there you will find the rotting remains of poor creatures, which, having died in harness, are cast loose for the benefit of the vultures. These ill-looking and disgusting birds are most useful scavengers. They scent the quarry from afar  so far, indeed, as to be beyond the vision of human eyes. You may gaze round you far and near in the plains, and behold no sign of any bird; but kill one of your horses and leave it dead on the plain, and straightway, from various quarters of the heavens, you will see little specks which grow and float, and circle and grow, until they assume the ugly form and huge proportions of unclean vultures, which will perch on the carcass, and make away with it in a remarkably short space of time. It was only the skin and bones of the ox which rendered themselves obnoxious at Smiths. Vultures had cleared out of it every morsel of flesh some days before.

As I have said, there are no roads worthy of the name in many parts of the Karroo. Those that exist are often in such a dilapidated condition that travellers sometimes find it more pleasant to forsake them and drive over the rugged veldt. This can be easily understood when it is remembered that the roads are traversed by the celebrated Cape wagons, which are of enormous size and weight, requiring from sixteen to twenty oxen to draw them. Such vehicles finding a hollow in a road, soon make it a deep hole, which finally becomes an impassable cavern. In drawing, struggling, and fighting with these wagons, sick and weakly animals constantly succumb, are left to die, and thus vultures are supplied with a continual feast, while carcasses and skulls, and bleaching bones, are familiar objects by the roadsides on the plains.

At last the mail-cart arrived, and I secured a place.

It is usually a small two-wheeled vehicle drawn by four horses, the driver of which seems to think that every one ought to possess an iron frame as callous as his own. The cart has a species of canvas hood, such as I have described in a former letter, stretched on a movable frame. It serves the purpose of a monstrous parasol. You get into this cart, the team is cleverly started by, it may be, a smart fellow, and driven away with the speed at which mails ought to travel; or it is wildly started by a conceited driver, who sets out with a plunge, and continues his course with a prolonged crash, as though the fate of empires reposed in his mail-bags. You come to a ditch; you go in with a plunge, and come out with a jerk. Your head hits the back of the hood when you go in, your nose hits the back of the driver when you come out. A rut in the road causes one wheel to descend suddenly about eighteen inches; or an unavoidable lump of that height produces the same effect; the hood gives you a deliberate punch on the head. Before you have quite recovered, it gives you another. A miniature precipice appears. This was caused by the latest waterspout choosing to cut the road instead of follow it. The mail-cart does not pause. Its springs were made, apparently, to spring. It descends. For one instant you are left in the air, the next you resume your seat  with violence. This sort of thing does not last long, however, for you quickly become wise. You acquire the habit of voluntarily stiffening your backbone at the ditches, of yielding to the ruts, and of holding on at the precipices. Still, with all your precautions, you suffer severely. I have been seriously informed that, during some of their plunges on what may be called stormy roads, men have been jolted bodily out of mail-carts at the Cape, and I can easily believe it.

The Diamond-field mail was full, but they kindly made room for me, and plastered my portmanteau, like an excrescence, on the other baggage.

The drive to Bedford was too short to admit of much familiar intercourse with the diggers,  if diggers they were. Subsequently I met with a successful digger, who told me a good deal about the diamond-fields. He was a Scot, who had left a lucrative claim to be managed by a partner while he took a trip to the old country. His account of diamond digging inclined me to think that coal-heaving is a much easier occupation, and more remunerative on the whole, except in the case of lucky diggers. This Scot showed me what he called a big diamond, and allowed me to make a careful drawing of it. He could not guess at its value. If it had been a pure diamond like the star of South Africa, it would have been worth many thousands of pounds, but it was not pure. According to digger parlance it was off-colour, and, therefore, not excessively valuable. Still it was a precious gem, and would doubtless fetch several hundreds of pounds. Of course it was unpolished, but even in that state was very beautiful. It weighed seventy-eight carats. The star of South Africa, above referred to, was a pure and magnificent gem. It was found by a Hottentot, named Swartzboy, sold by him for 400 pounds, and disposed of the same day for 12,000 pounds  so, at least, runs one account of the matter.

Late in the evening we reached Bedford.

As we started next morning at break of day my personal knowledge of that flourishing town is too limited to warrant many remarks thereon. It may be that the vision of ghostly houses passing our cart in the morning mists suggested to my sleepy imagination the idea of a town, but I cannot remember that it did. Possibly the fact that the population numbered above 1000 may have occurred to my mind, but I think not. It is more probable that the mind, if it operated at all, pictured the population as recumbent and snoring. Indeed, the only thing that memory will recall, when severely taxed, in regard to Bedford, is  bed, its first syllable.



Note 1. The author was an artist as well as a writer of merit, and exhibited water-colour drawings at the Royal Scottish Academy.




Letter 9.

Crossing the Great Fish River  Travelling at the Cape as it is to be  Grahamstown, her Early Struggles and Present Prosperity.

Travelling in South Africa is occasionally interrupted by sudden storms of rain which convert dry beds of streams into roaring torrents, and perennial rivers into devastating floods.

At the Great Fish River I came on a specimen of the mighty power of water in the ruins of a splendid bridge. The great floods of the previous year had carried one-half of it away. The other half  denuded of its flooring and all its woodwork, and standing out against the sky a mere skeleton of iron girders  still connected the left bank of the river with the massive tower of masonry in the middle. From this tower to the other bank was a gulf impassable to horse or cart. The great river itself flows in a deep channel. It was still somewhat flooded. From its high banks we saw it roaring more than forty feet beneath the level of the bridge. It was clear to the most ignorant eye that fording the stream was impossible. I looked inquiringly at the driver.

Youll have to go over on the rope, he said, with a sardonic smile.

The rope? said I, with an earnest gaze at the impassable gulf.

Yes, the rope. Theres a man crossing now.

I looked again, and observed something like a cobweb on the sky between the central pier and the opposite bank. There was a black spot that resembled a spider moving slowly along the cobweb. It was a fellow-man!

And the mails and the luggage? I asked.

Go over same way.

The cart and horses?

Dont go over at all. Get fresh ones on other side. There was once a box on the river for hauling them over, but its been damaged.

The process of crossing was begun at once.

The driver and some workmen shouldered the bags and baggage, while the passengers  of whom there were three  followed to the central pier.

To men with heads liable to giddiness the passage from the bank to the pier would have been trying, for, the floor having been carried away, we had to walk on the open girders, looking down past our feet to the torrent as to a miniature Niagara. The distance of forty feet seemed changed to four hundred from that position. Fortunately none of us were afflicted with giddy heads.

The flat space on the tower-top gained, we found two workmen engaged in tying our baggage to a little platform about four feet square, which was suspended by ropes to a couple of little wheels. These wheels travelled on a thick cable,  the spider web before referred to. The contrivance was hauled to and fro by a smaller line after the manner of our rocket apparatus for rescuing life at sea, and, when we passengers afterwards sat down on it with nothing but the tight grip of our hands on an iron bar to save us from falling into the flood below, we flattered ourselves that we had attained to something resembling the experience of those who have been saved from shipwreck.

Many people hold the erroneous doctrine that travellers and traffic create railways, whereas all experience goes to prove that railways create travellers and traffic. Of course at their first beginnings railways were formed by the few hundreds of travellers who were chiefly traffickers, but no sooner were they called into being than they became creative,  they turned thousands of stay-at-homes into travellers; they rushed between the great centres of industry, sweeping up the people in their train, and, with a grand contempt of littleness in every form, caught up the slow-going cars and coaches of former days in their huge embrace, and whirled them along in company with any number you chose of tons and bales of merchandise; they groaned up the acclivities of Highland hills, and snorted into sequestered glens, alluring, nay, compelling, the lonely dwellers to come out, and causing hosts of men, with rod and gun and hammer and botanical box, to go in; they scouted the old highroads, and went, like mighty men of valour, straight to the accomplishment of their ends, leaping over and diving under each other, across everything, through anything, and sticking at nothing, until over lands where, fifty years ago, only carts and coaches used to creep and poor pedestrians were wont to plod, cataracts of travellers now flow almost without intermission night and day  the prince rolling in his royal bedroom from palace to palace; the huntsman flying to the field, with his groom and horse in a box behind him; the artisan travelling in comfort to his daily toil, with his tools and a mysterious tin of victuals at his feet; thousands on thousands of busy beings hurrying through the land where one or two crawled before; shoals of foreigners coming in to get rid of prejudices and add wrinkles to their horns, while everything is cheapened, and, best of all, knowledge is increased by this healthy  though, it may be, rather rapid  moving about of men and women.

Thus railways have created travellers and traffic. But they have done much more; they have turned road-side inns into grand hotels; they have clambered up on the worlds heights, and built palatial abodes on the home of the mountain-hare and the eagle, where weak and worn invalids may mount without exertion, and drink in health and happiness with the freshest air of heaven.

The principle cannot be disputed that the creation of railways between great centres of industry has a direct tendency to stimulate that industry and to create other subsidiary industries with their travellers on business and travellers for pleasure. If railways ran over the Karroo, adventurous capitalists would come from all ends of the earth to see it; they would buy land when they found a convenient mode of running their produce to the markets of the large towns and the ports on the coast; they would start ostrich farms and breed horses, and grow wool, and build mighty dams, and sink artesian wells, as the French have done with some success I believe in Algiers. If railways were run up to the diamond-fields, adventurous diggers would crowd in hundreds to the great pit of Kimberley; some would succeed; those who failed would gravitate into the positions for which they were fitted by nature in a land where the want of labourers is a confessedly perplexing evil. The population would not only be increased by much new blood from without, but by that which results from prosperity and wealth within; off shoot, and as yet unimagined, enterprises would probably become numerous; additional lines would be pushed on into the gold regions; all sorts of precious gems and minerals, including black diamonds, are known to be abundant in the Transvaal, and,  but why go on? Those who agree with me understand these matters so well as to require no urging. As for those who dont agree:

The man convinced against his will

Is of the same opinion still.

What I have written is for the benefit of those who know little or nothing about South Africa. I will only add to it my own conviction, (see note 1), that the day is not far distant when a Cape man will breakfast one morning in Capetown, and dine next day at Port Elizabeth, (510 miles), run on to Grahamstown, (84 miles), to sup with a friend there take the early train to Graaff-Reinet, (160 miles), so as to have time for luncheon and a chat with a friend or relation before the starting of the night train for Kimberley, (280 miles), where he has to assist at the marriage of a sister with a diamond-digger who intends to spend his honeymoon at the Cliff Hotel amid the romantic scenery of the Catberg, and finish off with a week or two at Snowy Retreat, a magnificent hotel, (yet to be), on the tiptop of the Compassberg mountain.

This brings me back to the point at which I diverged  the Great Fish River, which takes its rise in the Sneewberg range.

What tremendous floods are implied in the carrying away of this bridge! What superabundance of water in that so-called land of drought! What opportunities for engineering skill to catch and conserve the water, and turn the barren land into fruitful fields! Dont you see this, Periwinkle? If not, I will say no more, for, according to the proverb, a nod is as good as a wink to the blind horse.

Having crossed the bridge in safety we continued our journey in the new vehicle with fresh horses, and reached Grahamstown at four in the afternoon.

Between sixty and seventy years is not a great age for a city. Indeed, as cities go, Grahamstown may be called quite infantile. Nevertheless this youthful city has seen much rough work in its brief career.

Grahamstown was born in smoke, and cradled in wars alarms. It began life in 1812, at which time the thieving and incorrigible Kafirs were driven across the Great Fish River  then the colonial boundary  by a strong force of British and Burgher troops under Colonel Graham. During these disturbed times it was established as headquarters of the troops which guarded the frontier.

When the infant was seven years old its courage and capacity were severely put to the proof. In the year 1818-19  just before the arrival of the British settlers,  it was deemed necessary to interfere in the concerns of contending Kafir chiefs, and to punish certain tribes for their continued depredations on the colony. For these ends, as well as the recovery of stolen cattle, a strong force was sent into Kafirland. While the troops were absent, a body of Kafirs assembled in the bush of the Great Fish River, from which they issued to attack Grahamstown. They were led by a remarkable man named Makana. He was also styled the Lynx.

This Kafir, although not a chief, rose to power by the force of a superior intellect and a strong will. He was well-known in Grahamstown, having been in the habit of paying it frequent visits, on which occasions he evinced great curiosity on all subjects, speculative as well as practical.

Makana appears to have been an apt scholar. Being a man of eloquence as well as originality, he soon acquired ascendency over most of the great chiefs of Kafirland, was almost worshipped by the people, who acknowledged him a warrior-chief as well as a prophet, and collected around him a large body of retainers. It has been thought by some that Makana was a noble savage, and that although he imposed on the credulity of his countrymen, his aim was to raise himself to sovereign power in order to elevate the Kafir race nearer to a level with Europeans.

But whatever be the truth regarding his objects, the invasion of Kafirland by the white men gave Makana an opportunity of which he was not slow to avail himself. His followers had suffered, with others, from the proceedings of the troops, and his soul was fired with a desire to be revenged and drive the white men into the sea,  a favourite fate, in the Kafir mind, reserved for the entire colonial family!

Makana was general enough to perceive that nothing effective could be accomplished by the mere marauding habits to which his countrymen were addicted. He had learned that union is strength, and, making use of his spirit-rousing power of eloquence, went about endeavouring to concentrate the aims of the savages and to direct their energies. In these efforts he was in some measure successful. He pretended to have received heavenly revelations, and to have been sent by the great spirit to avenge their wrongs; predicted certain success to the enterprise if his followers only yielded implicit obedience to his commands, and thus managed to persuade most of the various clans to unite their forces for a simultaneous attack on the headquarters of the British troops. He told them that he had power to call from their graves the spirits of their ancestors to assist them in the war, and confidently affirmed that it was decreed that they were to drive the white men across the Zwartkops River into the ocean, after which they should sit down and eat honey!

Early on the morning of the 22nd April 1819 this singular man led his force of 9000 sable warriors towards Grahamstown, and the affair had been conducted with so great secrecy that the few troops there were almost taken by surprise.

Enemies in the camp are always to be more dreaded than open foes. Makana had taken care to provide himself with a spy and informer, in the person of Klaas Nuka, the Government Interpreter to Colonel Wilshire, who was at that time in command of the troops. Three days previous to the attack, this villain  well aware of Makanas approach  informed the Colonel that Kafirs had been seen in the precisely opposite direction. The unsuspecting Colonel at once fell into the trap. He detached the light company of the 38th regiment to patrol in the direction pointed out. Thus was the garrison of the town, which consisted of 450 European soldiers and a small body of mounted Hottentots, weakened to the extent of 100 men.

On that same April morning Colonel Wilshire was quietly inspecting a detachment of the mounted Cape Corps, when the Hottentot Captain Boezac, chief of a band of buffalo-hunters, informed him that he had just received information of Makanas advance. The Colonel, mounted on a fleet charger, at once rode off with an escort of ten men to reconnoitre. He came unexpectedly on the enemy in a ravine not far from the town. They were taking a rest before rushing to the assault, and so sure were these poor savages of their irresistible power, that thousands of their wives and children followed them with their mats, pots, and cooking-jars ready to take possession of the place!

Colonel Wilshire retreated instantly, and there was need for haste. The Kafirs pursued him so closely that he reached his troops only a few minutes before them.

The small band of defenders more than made up for the difference in numbers, by the deadly precision of their fire. The Kafirs came on in a dense sable mass, led by their various chiefs, and generalled by the Lynx, who had impressed his followers with the belief that the muskets of the foe were charged only with hot water!

The field pieces of the troops were loaded with shrapnel shells, which at the first discharge mowed long lanes in the advancing masses, while musketry was discharged with deadly effect. But Kafirs are stern and brave warriors. On they came with wild cries, sending a shower of short spears, (assagais), before them, which, however, fell short. Regardless of the havoc in their ranks, they still came on, and the foremost men were seen to break short their assagais, with the evident intention of using them more effectively as daggers in hand-to-hand conflict. This was deliberately done by Makanas orders, and showed his wisdom, for, with the great bodily strength, size, and agility of the Kafirs, and their overwhelming numbers, the attack, if promptly and boldly made at close quarters, could not have failed of success.

At this moment the Hottentot Captain Boezac created a diversion. He rushed with his band of a hundred and thirty men to meet the foe. These buffalo-hunters had among them some of the coolest and best marksmen in the country. Singling out the boldest of those who advanced, and were encouraging their followers in the final charge, Boezac and his men laid low many of the bravest chiefs and warriors. This gave the Kafirs a decided check. The troops cheered and fired with redoubled speed and energy. Lieutenant Aitcheson of the Artillery plied the foe with a withering fire of grapeshot. Boezac and his hunters, turning their flank, pressed them hotly in rear, and the Hottentot cavalry charged. The Kafirs recoiled, though some of the boldest, scorning to give in, rushed madly among the soldiers, and perished fighting. Then a wild panic and a total rout ensued, and the great host was scattered like chaff, and driven into the ravines.

Brief though this fight had been, the carnage among the Kafirs was terrible. One who was an eye-witness of the fight tells us that the bodies of about 2000 Kafir warriors strewed the field of battle, and that many others perished of their wounds in the rivulet leading down to the Cape Corps barracks. Nuka, the faithless interpreter, was shot, but Makana escaped.

A few months afterwards, however, he delivered himself up, and the other chiefs sued for peace. With Makanas surrender the war of 1819 ended. The Lynx himself was sent prisoner to Robben Island. After nearly two years confinement he attempted to escape in a boat with some other prisoners, but the boat was upset in the surf on Blueberg beach, and Makana was drowned, while his companions escaped.

As Grahamstown grew in years and size, she bore her part well, both in the suffering and the action which the colony has been called on to endure and undertake, during all the vicissitudes of its career  in peace and in war. What that part has been would take a volume to tell.

She is now a large and beautiful town  the capital of the Eastern Province  situated on the slopes of the Zuurberg range, near the head waters of the Kowie River, 1760 feet above the sea, and thirty-six miles distant therefrom. She is also the focus where all the roads from the interior converge to enter the only available gap through the mountains  Howisons Poort.

Very pleasant to dwell in is this City of the Settlers  alias the city of gardens, with its agreeable society, fresh breezes, and charming situation; its twenty miles of well-gravelled and tree-lined streets; its handsome shops and stores, its fine public buildings  notably the Cathedral, and the Albany Hall  its three great reservoirs, with their twenty-four million gallons of water, and its twelve miles of main pipes, by means of which its inhabitants are watered.

But I must not linger in Grahamstown now. When there in the body, I was sorely tempted to do so, too long, by the kindness of friends and the salubrity of the weather. Adieu, Grahamstown! thou art a green spot in memory, as well as in reality.



Note 1. The map of the present railways on page vi will enable the reader to judge how far this has been realised.




Letter 10.

Salem  A Peculiar Picnic  Polo under Difficulties  Lecturing and Singing  Sporting at Night.

Salem is, as it should be, a peaceful spot. It was not always so. There was a time when its inhabitants had to toil, so to speak, with the spade in one hand, and the musket in the other. It lies in a hollow of the great rolling plains, and was founded, like many of the eastern towns, in the memorable 1820, when the British settlers came out, and a new era for the colony began.

The arrival of the original settlers at Salem is thus described by one who was a noted leader in the first days:

Our Dutch wagon-driver intimating that we had at length reached our proper location, we took our boxes out of the wagon, and placed them on the ground. He bade us goeden dag, or farewell, cracked his long whip, and drove away, leaving us to our reflections. My wife sat down on one box, and I on another. The beautiful blue sky was above us, and the green grass beneath our feet. We looked at each other for a few moments, indulged in some reflections, and perhaps exchanged a few sentences; but it was no time for sentiment, and hence we were soon engaged in pitching our tent, and when that was accomplished, we removed into it our trunks and bedding. All the other settlers who arrived with us were similarly engaged, and in a comparatively short time the somewhat extensive valley of that part of the Assagai Bush River, which was to be the site of our future village, presented a lively and picturesque appearance.

Soon the spade, the plough, and the axe began their subduing work. Some of the beautiful grassy slopes were turned up. Small clearings were made in the bush. Frail huts with doors of matting and windows of calico began to arise. Lime was found, white-wash was applied, and the huts began to smile. So did the waters of the stream when partially shorn of the bush-moustache by which, from time immemorial, they had been partially concealed; the first crops were sown, and the work of civilisation began. There was a ruinous wattle and daub edifice which had been deserted by a Dutch Boer before the arrival of the settlers. This was converted into a church, town-hall, and hospital.

The yell of the Kafir and the whizzing assagai afterwards disturbed the peace of Salem, and at that time the settlers proved that, though on peaceful plans intent, they could bravely hold their own; but it was peaceful enough, and beautiful, when I first beheld it.

At the door of a moderately handsome residence  which had succeeded the wattle-and-daub style of thing  I was heartily welcomed by my friend and his amiable spouse. Here I had the pleasure of enjoying a South African picnic.

A picnic is at all times interesting, doubly so when undertaken in peculiar circumstances. One of the peculiarities of this picnic was that the invitation to it was publicly given, and embraced the entire population. Another peculiarity was that the population, almost in its entirety, accepted the invitation. But there were still other peculiarities which will appear in the sequel.

The morning of the day fixed was bright and beautiful. This, indeed, was no peculiarity. Most of the mornings, days, and nights in that splendid region were of much the same stamp at that time. The spot fixed on for the scene of the picnic was about six miles from Salem, where a wild buffalo had been killed the week before.

The killing of this buffalo was an event, for that wild denizen of the African Bush had long ago retired before the rifle of the settler to safer retreats, and rarely returned to his old haunts. A band of buffaloes, however, had apparently taken a fancy to revisit the home of their childhood at this time. There was nothing to prevent them, for, although the country is settled, the original Bush is in many places sufficiently extensive and impervious to afford safe shelter to the wildest of animals. At all events, a band of buffaloes did come to the neighbourhood of Salem, and there met with a farmer-Nimrod, who picked off one of their number. I turned aside, during one of my rides, to visit the head and horns, which lay near his house.

The place of rendezvous for those who dwelt in the village was an open space in front of the church. Here, at an early hour, there assembled numerous equestrians, as well as vehicles of varied shape and character. I was mounted on a smart brown pony kindly lent by Mr Shaw, teacher of the flourishing school of Salem. My friend Caldecott bestrode a powerful steed suited to his size. When the gathering had reached considerable proportions, we started like an Eastern caravan.

Among the cavaliers there were stalwart men and fair damsels  also little boys and girls, prancing in anxiety to get away. There were carts, and gigs, and buggies, or things that bore some resemblance to such vehicles, in which were the more sedate ones of the gathering; and there were great Cape wagons, with fifteen or twenty oxen to each, containing whole families  from hale old grannies down to grannies weaknesses in the shape of healthy lumps of live lard clad in amazement and bibs. It was a truly grand procession, as, after toiling up the slope that leads from the valley of Salem, we debouched upon the wide plain, and assumed our relative positions  that is, the riders dashed away at speed, the carts and buggies, getting up steam, pushed on, and the oxen trailed along at their unalterable gait, so that, in a few minutes, the dense group spread into a moving mass which gradually drew itself out into an attenuated line, whereof the head ultimately became invisible to the tail.

My tall host led the way with enthusiastic vigour. He was a hearty, earnest man, who could turn quickly from the pleasant contemplation of the trivialities of life to the deep and serious consideration of the things that bear on the life to come.

One Sunday I rode over the plains with him to visit a native church in which it was his duty to conduct worship. The congregation was black and woolly-headed  Hottentots chiefly, I believe, though there may have been some Kafirs amongst them.

There is something very attractive to me in the bright, eager, childlike look of black men and women. The said look may be the genuine expression of feeling  it may be, for aught I can tell, the result of contrast between the dazzling whites of eyes and teeth, with liquid-black pupils and swarthy cheeks,  but that does not alter the fact that it is pleasant.

The Hottentot who translated my friends discourse, sentence by sentence, was a fine specimen  I wont say of his race, but of humanity. He was full of intelligence and fire; caught the preachers meaning instantly, riveted with his glittering eye the attention of his audience, and rattled out his words with a power that was most impressive, and with the interspersion of those indescribable clicks with which the native language abounds.

But to return to the picnic.

As we advanced, groups and couples of cavaliers and carts and wagons joined the line of march from outlying farms, so that when we reached the rendezvous we must have formed a body of two hundred strong, or more.

The spot chosen was the summit of a woody knoll, from which we could survey all the country round, and look down upon the river with its miles and miles of dense bush, in which the buffaloes had vainly fancied themselves free from the danger of human foes.

Was there plenty of food at that picnic? I should think there was. South Africans do not live upon air, by any means  though air has a good deal to do with their living. These comely maidens and strapping boys had not been brought up on water-gruel. These powerful men and ruddy matrons, to say nothing of the aged and the juvenile, would not have gone to that knoll on the plain without a prospect of strong meat of some sort. There were pies and joints, buns and beef, cakes and coffee, tea and tongues, sugar and sandwiches, hams and hampers, mounds of mealies, oceans of milk, and baskets of bread and butter. Im not sure whether there were wines or spirits. I culpably forget. Probably there were not, for Good Templars are powerful in that region, and so is temperance.

Did we do justice to the viands? Didnt we? My notions of human capacity were enlarged that day. So was my own capacity  out of sympathy, coupled with the ride. But we did not linger over our food. Seated in groups near the margin of, and partly in, the bush, we refreshed ourselves in comparative silence. Then we grew noisy over our milk and tea. Some of us even got the length of singing and speech-making, but the younger portion of the band soon lost their appetites and dispersed  some to romp, some to ramble, others to engage in games.

A few of the more reckless among us extemporised a game of polo.

Most people know, though some may not, that this is a game played on horseback with a club and ball  a species of equestrian hockey, as it is styled in England, shinty in Scotland. To be well done it requires good and trained horses, a wide expanse of level country, and expert riders. Our state of preparation for the game may be understood when I say that we had indifferent and untrained horses, that the ground was very uneven and covered with huge ant-hills, while the riders were not expert  at least, not at polo.

We got sticks, however, and went at it. Half a dozen men cut and levelled several ant-hills, and marking off a square patch of ground, four of us  I wont say who  were placed, one at each corner, while the ball, a football, was put in the middle of the square.

Our innocent horses stood quietly there till the signal was given to start. Then each cavalier essayed to reach the ball first. The sudden urging of the steeds to instant action seemed to confuse them. They did not spring, as they should have done like arrows from bows. One rider wildly kicked with his heels and shook his reins. The horse turned round, as if in contempt, from the ball. Another applied his whip with vehemence, but his horse only backed. A third shouted, having neither whip nor spur, and brought his polo-stick savagely down on his animals flank, but it plunged and reared. The only horse that behaved well was that of a gallant youth who wore spurs. A dig from these sent him into the field. He reached the ball, made a glorious blow at it, and hit the terrestrial ball by mistake. Before the mistake could be rectified three of the other players were up, flourishing their long clubs in reckless eagerness; the fourth rode into them; the horses then lost patience and refused obedience to orders  no wonder, for one club, aimed at the ball, fell on a horses shins, while another saluted a horses ear. Presently the ball spurted out from the midst of us; the horses scattered, and one was seen to rise on its hind-legs. Immediately thereafter one of the players  I wont say which  was on the ground and his horse was careering over the plain! Regardless of this the other three charged, met in the shock of conflict; clubs met clubs, and ears, and shins  but not the ball  until finally an accidental kick, from one of the horses I think, sent it towards the boundary at a considerable distance from the players.

Then it was that the power of spurs became conspicuously apparent. While two of the champions backed and reared, the gallant youth with the armed heels made a vigorous rush at the ball, miraculously hit it, and triumphantly won the game.

On the whole it was a failure in one sense, but a great success in another, inasmuch as it afforded immense amusement to the spectators, and pleasant excitement as well as exercise to the performers.

It must not be supposed, however, that the energies of the whole picnic were concentrated on polo. The party, as I have said, had broken up into groups, one of which played hide-and-seek among the bushes on the knoll, while another engaged in a game which involved sitting in a circle, changing places, frequent collisions, constant mistakes on the part of the ignorant, and shouts of laughter, with rectifying advice on the part of the knowing.

All this time the sun was glowing as only a South African summer sun can glow, in a cloudless sky, and it was not until that sun had become red in the face, and sunk far down into the west, that the panting, but far from exhausted revellers saddled up and inspanned, and began to quit the scene.

Then it was, as my friend and I stood on the bush-topped knoll, that the magnificence of our picnic fully impressed us, for, as we surveyed the long line of riders, and trundling carts, and gigs, and carriages, and heavy Cape wagons with their creeping teams winding over the plain, the head of the column was seen almost on the horizon before the rear-guard had left the scene of our festivities. This was altogether one of the pleasantest days I had spent in the colony; the people were so hearty and vigorous, so varied in appearance, character, and age, so full of life and fun and good-will.

But it is not always in the sunshine that the good people of Salem enjoy themselves. The hunters among them occasionally go out shooting at night with the aid of a dark lantern, and the wretched creature which they pursue on such occasions is called a spring-hare. It seems a mixture of the hare and the kangaroo  its size and aspect being those of the former animal, while its long hind-legs and its action in springing resemble the latter. In running it does not use its fore legs, but bounds like the kangaroo.

Never having engaged in night-sporting  save in dreams  I agreed to accompany two Salem Nimrods on a hunt after spring-hares.

We went into the fields. That is all I can vouch for. It happened to be so dark that we might as well have been groping about in a coal-pit. My companions, however, knew the ground, which was fortunate, for walking over a rugged surface in the dark is not only confusing, but trying to the nerves, to say nothing of the temper. I followed faithfully and close to heel, like a well-trained dog.

This way, Sir; mind the ditch.

Where? ah! all riight!

The last syllable was shot out of me like a bullet as I plunged into the ditch.

The Nimrod who carried the lantern opened the slide for a moment, revealed the rugged nature of the ground, and closed it when I had risen.

Its better farther on, he said, encouragingly.

Is it? Ah, thats well.

We came to a piece of ground which my feet and legs told me was covered with long rough grass and occasional bushes. Over this we stumbled, and here the rays of the lantern were directed far in advance of us, so as to sweep slowly round, bringing bushes, and grassy tufts, and stumps, and clods, into spectral view for a moment as the focus of light moved on.

We never see their bodies, said the lantern-bearer, slowly, as he peered earnestly in front, we only see the sparkle of one eye when the light falls on it, and  then  we  fire  at  there, thats one! Look, dont you see his eye? Fire, Sir, fire!

I raised my gun, and looked eagerly with all my eyes, but saw nothing. Never having been in the habit of firing at nothing, I hesitated.

Ah, hes gone! Never mind, well soon see another.

We stumbled on again. The surrounding gloom depressed me, but I revived under the influence of one or two false alarms, and a severe plunge into a deepish hole.

There he is again, quite near, whispered my light-bearer.

Aim for the eye, whispered the other.

The whispering, and intense silence that followed, coupled with the gloom, made me feel guilty. I saw nothing, but tried so hard to do so that I persuaded myself that I did, and attempted to aim.

The sights of the gun are invisible, I whispered somewhat testily.

Without a word the lantern was raised until the light glittered on the barrels. Then I saw nothing whatever except the gun! In sheer desperation I pulled the trigger. The tremendous appearance in the dark of the sheet of flame that belched forth, and the crash of the report in the silent night, gave me quite new ideas as to firearms.

Youve missed, said the light-bearer.

As I had fired at nothing I felt inclined to reply that I had not  but refrained.

Again we stumbled on, and I began to grow melancholy, when another there he goes brought me to the ready, with eager eyes.

I saw it clearly enough this time. A diamond was sparkling in the blackness before me. I aimed and fired. There was a squeal and a rush. Instantly my friends dashed off in wild pursuit and I stood listening, not daring to move for fear of ditches. The sounds of leaping, stumbling, and crashing came to me on the night air for a few minutes; then my friends returned with the light, and with a poor little spring-hares lifeless and long-hind-legged body.

With this trophy I returned home, resolved never more to go hunting at night.




Letter 11.

Algoa Bay  Kafirs on the Coast  Difficulties Regarding Servants.

Standing on the shores of Algoa Bay, with the Liverpool of South Africa  Port Elizabeth  at my back, I attempted to realise what must have been the scene, in the memorable 1820, when the flourishing city was yet unborn, when the whole land was a veritable wilderness, and the sands on which the port now stands were covered with the tents of the settlers.

Some of the surroundings, thought I, are pretty much as they were in those days. The shipping at anchor in the offing must resemble the shipping that conveyed the emigrants across the sea  except, of course, these two giant steamers of the Donald Currie and the Union lines. The bright blue sky, too, and the fiery sun are the same, and so are those magnificent rollers, which, rising, one scarce can tell when or where, out of a dead-calm sea, stand up for a few seconds like liquid walls, and then rush up the beach with a magnificent roar.

As I gazed, the scene was rendered still more real by the approach from seaward of a great surf-boat, similar to the surf-boats that brought the settlers from their respective ships to the shore. Such boats are still used at the port to land goods  and also passengers, when the breakers are too high to admit of their being landed in small boats at the wooden pier. The surf-boats are bulky, broad, and flat, strongly built to stand severe hammering on the sand, and comparatively shallow at the stern, to admit of their being backed towards the beach, or hauled off to sea through the surf by means of a rope over the bow.

As the surf-boat neared the shore, I heard voices behind me, and, turning round, beheld a sight which sent me completely back into the 1820 days. It was a band of gentlemen in black  black from the crowns of their heads to the soles of their feet, with the exception of their lips and teeth and eyes. Here was the Simon Pure in very truth. They were so-called Red Kafirs, because of their habit of painting their bodies and blankets with red ochre. At this time the paint had been washed off, and the blankets laid aside. They were quite naked, fresh from the lands of their nativity, and apparently fit for anything.

Shade of Othello!  to say nothing of Apollo  what magnificent forms the fellows had, and what indescribably hideous faces! They were tall, muscular, broad-shouldered, small waisted and ankled, round-muscled, black-polished  in a word, elegantly powerful. Many of them might have stood as models for Hercules. Like superfine cloth, they were of various shades; some were brown-black, some almost blue-black, and many coal-black.

They were coming down to unload the surf-boat, and seemed full of fun, and sly childlike humour, as they walked, tripped, skipped and sidled into the water. At first I was greatly puzzled to account for the fact that all their heads and throats were wrapped up, or swathed, in dirty cloth. It seemed as if every man of them was under treatment for a bad cold. This I soon found was meant to serve as a protection to their naked skins from the sharp and rugged edges and corners of the casks and cases they had to carry.

The labour is rather severe, but is well paid, so that hundreds of Kafirs annually come down from their homes in the wilderness to work for a short time. They do not, I believe, make a profession of it. Fresh relays come every year. Each young fellows object is to make enough money to purchase a gun and cattle, and a wife  or wives. As these articles cost little in Africa, a comparatively short attention to business, during one season, enables a man who left home a beggar to return with his fortune made! He marries, sets his wives to hoe the mealies and milk the cows, and thereafter takes life easy, except when he takes a fancy to hunt elephants, or to go to war for pastime. Ever after he is a drone in the worlds beehive. Having no necessity he need not work, and possessing no principle he will not.

As the boat came surging in on the foam, these manly children waded out to meet her, throwing water at each other, and skylarking as they went. They treated the whole business in fact as a rather good jest, and although they toiled like heroes, they accompanied their work with such jovial looks, and hummed such lilting, free-and-easy airs the while, that it was difficult to associate their doings with anything like labour.

Soon the boat grounded, and the Kafirs crowded round her, up to their waists sometimes in the water, and sometimes up to the arm-pits, when a bigger wave than usual came roaring in. The boat itself was so large that, as they stood beside it, their heads barely rose to a level with the gunwale. The boatmen at once began to heave and roll the goods over the side. The Kafirs received them on their heads or shoulders, according to the shape or size of each package  and they refused nothing. If a bale or a box chanced to be too heavy for one man, a comrade lent assistance; if it proved still too heavy, a third added his head or shoulder, and the box or bale was borne off.

One fellow, like a black Hercules, put his wrapper on his head, and his head under a bale, which I thought would crush him down into the surf, but he walked ashore with an easy springing motion, that showed he possessed more than sufficient power. Another man, hitting Hercules a sounding smack as he went by, received a mighty cask on his head that should have cracked it  but it didnt. Then I observed the boatmen place on the gunwale an enormous flat box, which seemed to me about ten feet square. It was corrugated iron, they told me, of, I forget, how many hundredweight. A crowd of Kafirs got under it, and carried it ashore as easily as if it had been a butterfly. But this was nothing to a box which next made its appearance from the bowels of that capacious boat. It was in the form of a cube, and must have measured nine or ten feet in all directions. Its contents I never ascertained, but the difficulty with which the boatmen got it rested on the side of the boat proved its weight to be worthy of its size. To get it on the shoulders of the Kafirs was the next difficulty. It was done by degrees. As the huge case was pushed over the edge, Kafir after Kafir put his head or shoulder to it, until there were, I think, from fifteen to twenty men beneath the weight;  then, slowly, it left the boat, and began to move towards the shore.

Assuredly, if four or five of these men had stumbled at the same moment, the others would have been crushed to death, but not a man stumbled. They came ashore with a slow, regular, almost dancing gait, humming a low monotonous chant, as if to enable them to step in time, and making serio-comic motions with arms and hands, until they deposited safely in a cart a weight that might have tested Atlas himself!

It seemed obvious that these wild men, (for such they truly were), had been gifted with all the powers that most white men lay claim to,  vigour, muscle, energy, pluck, fun, humour, resolution. Only principle is wanted to make them a respectable and useful portion of the human family. Like all the rest of us they are keenly alive to the influence of kindness and affection. Of course if your kindness, forbearance, or affection, take the form of action which leads them to think that you are afraid of them, they will merely esteem you cunning, and treat you accordingly; but if you convince a Kafir, or any other savage, that you have a disinterested regard for him, you are sure to find him grateful, more or less.

One family with which I dined gave me to understand that this was the result of their own experience. At that very time they had a Kafir girl in training as a housemaid. Servants, let me remark in passing, are a Cape difficulty. The demand is in excess of the supply, and the supply is not altogether what it should be, besides being dear and uncomfortably independent. I suppose it was because of this difficulty that the family I dined with had procured a half-wild Kafir girl, and undertaken her training.

Her clothes hung upon her in a manner that suggested novelty. She was young, very tall, black, lithe as an eel, strong as a horse. She was obviously new to the work, and went about it with the air of one who engages in a frolic. But the free air of the wilderness had taught her a freedom of action and stride, and a fling of body that it was not easy to restrain within the confined precincts of a dining  room. She moved round the table like a sable panther  ready to spring when wanted. She had an open-mouthed smile of amused good-will, and an open-eyed what-next  only-say-quick  and-Ill-do-it expression that was impressive. She seized the plates and dishes and bore them off with a giraffe-like, high-stepping action that was quite alarming, but she broke or spilt nothing. To say that she flung about, would be mild. It would not have been strange, I thought  only a little extra dash in her jubilant method of proceeding  if she had gone head-foremost through the dining-room window for the sake of bearing the mutton round by a shorter route to the kitchen.

The family expected that this girl would be reduced to moderation, and rendered faithful  as she certainly was intelligent  by force of kindness in a short time.

Of course in a country thus circumstanced, there are bad servants. The independence of the Totties is most amusing  to those who do not suffer from it. I was told that servants out there have turned the tables on their employers, and instead of bringing characters with them, require to know the characters of master and mistress before they will engage. It is no uncommon thing for a domestic to come to you and say that she is tired and wants a rest, and is going off to see her mother. Indeed it is something to her credit if she takes the trouble to tell you. Sometimes she goes off without warning, leaving you to shift for yourself, returning perhaps after some days. If you find fault with her too severely on her return, she will probably leave you altogether.

This naturally tries the temper of high-spirited mistresses  as does also the incorrigible carelessness of some servants.

A gentle lady said to me quietly, one day, I never keep a servant after slapping her!

Is it your habit to slap them? I asked with a smile.

No, she replied with an answering smile, but occasionally I am driven to it. When a careless girl, who has been frequently cautioned, singes ones linen and destroys ones best dress, and melts ones tea-pot by putting it on the red-hot stove, what can flesh and blood do?

I admitted that the supposed circumstances were trying.

The last one I sent off, continued the lady, had done all that. When she filled up her cup of iniquity by melting the tea-pot, I just gave her a good hearty slap on the face. I couldnt help it. Of course she left me after that.

I did not doubt it, for the lady was not only gentle in her manner, and pretty to boot, but was tall and stout, and her fair arm was strong, and must have been heavy.




Letter 12.

Port Elizabeth  Algoa Bay  Diamonds  Kafir Nobility.

Port Elizabeth may be described as the first-born city of the Eastern Province of the Cape of Good Hope. It came into being in 1820. It is now a flourishing seaport, full of energetic, busy, money-making men. It is the principal seaport of the Eastern Province, and the nearest point on the coast to the Diamond-fields  420 miles from De Beers New Rush, a distance which was traversed in about six days by coaches.

Among its more useful enterprises it has the honour of having sent out one pioneer of future commercial prosperity in the Eastern Province, for Port Elizabeth is the starting-point of one branch of that great railway system which is to revolutionise Africa. I do not say South Africa, but advisedly use the title of wider scope.

It is not every day that one can boast of having handled a tumbler full of diamonds. Being anxious to see a mass of those precious gems in an uncut condition, I appealed to a friend who had come out with me in the Windsor Castle.

He introduced me to a broker, who took me into a back office, opened a strong-box, took out a small packet, and, untying it, poured out a tumblerful of diamonds! They ranged from the size of a pin-head to that of a bean, and were varied in shade, from pure crystal to straw-colour. The broker then opened one or two separate parcels, each of which contained a specially large or fine diamond, varying in size from a pea to a hazelnut.

That one, he said, may be worth four hundred pounds, and this, perhaps about five or six hundred.

Looking at them, it was difficult to believe that they were other than paltry pebbles; yet these were the things for which men left home and kindred, pushed into the wilds of a savage land, toiled and moiled in the Great Pit at Kimberley, and too often sacrificed health, happiness, and life itself. Judging them from their looks, I would not have given sixpence for the entire lot  so true is it that we do wrong in judging uncut gems, as well as unknown men, by the outward appearance.

A very striking, and rather unfortunate instance of this false style of judgment occurred not many days afterwards in reference to some Kafir princes and chiefs: it was on the occasion of my quitting Port Elizabeth for Capetown.

We were to have started on a Saturday afternoon, but a gale said no, and we left on Sunday morning. Even then, although the gale had abated, a surf so magnificent was rolling into Algoa Bay that no ships boat could approach the jetty. This obliged the passengers to go off to the steamer in a surf-boat. Of course the boat could not approach nearer the dry sand than fifty yards or so. There she heaved about in oceans of boiling foam, while Kafirs carried us on board one by one. The Kafirs bore the women in their strong arms as children are carried, and put them over the gunwale tenderly, but the men were made to sit on their shoulders, as one sits on horseback, and were treated with less ceremony. A giant in ebony carried me off, and trotted as he went, to the delight of some of his comrades; but I was accustomed to riding, and patted his black head approvingly.

While standing on a commanding point in the stern, a fellow-passenger directed attention to a group of Kafirs who tried to keep apart from the others, and looked dignified. These, he told me, were a party of native princes, chiefs, and councillors, who had been brought fresh from their wilderness home  with their own consent, of course  and were being taken to Capetown for the purpose of being impressed with the wealth, power, grandeur, and vast resources of the white man. The other Kafirs, of whom there was a large gang, were common fellows, who chanced to be going by the same steamer as navvies to work on the Western railways. The difference between the navvies and their nobility was not great. Personally there was scarcely any, and the somewhat superior cloth of the robes worn by the latter made no great show.

The big boat was hauled off by a rope through the surf, the sail set, and we were soon alongside the ocean steamer whose iron sides rose above us like a city wall. There was nothing but an iron ladder, flat against this wall, by which to ascend. The heaving of the surf-boat was great. It approached the ladder and retreated from it in the most irregularly spasmodic manner. Only active men, accustomed to such feats, could get upon it. Kafirs, although active as kittens, are not accustomed to the sea, or to the motion of ships and boats. For them to ascend was a matter of great difficulty; for the women and children it was impossible.

But the difficulty had been provided for. Presently we saw a great cask like an overgrown hogs-head swing over the side and descend into the boat. It was caught by our sailors and placed on the stern-sheets. Several tars from the steamer descended to assist. The cask was large enough to hold three or four women besides a child or two. Amid much giggling and persuading it was filled, a signal given, steam applied, and the party was whirled aloft with a scream, and lowered on the vessels deck in safety.

The cask was again sent down. Meanwhile some of us had scrambled up the ladder, and a few of the Kafir navvies followed our example, but the most of them required a good deal of encouragement, and some strong persuasion, while others refused flatly to attempt it. All this time the black aristocrats looked on in grave silence. If I remember rightly there were a young prince, an old councillor, and two or three chiefs.

When those navvies that could be persuaded, or kicked up the ladder, had been disposed of, the sailors turned upon the timid ones and bundled them into the cask, neck and crop, four and five at a time. There was necessity for speed, and sailors are not wont to be delicate when this is the case. At last the aristocracy were approached. Whether the sailors knew who they were I cannot tell; it is probable that they did not, but judged by the outward appearance. They were niggers, that was enough for Jack.

Come along, old boy, said one, grasping the old councillor; but the councillor held back; Jack therefore gave him a powerful shove and he went into the cask head-foremost. Another man had seized the young prince at the same moment. That potentate  who in his own land possessed the power of life and death  turned round with dignity, and in doing so afforded an unlooked for opportunity to the sailor, who pushed him gently till he tripped against the cask and went in backwards, squeezing the old councillor almost flat.

Thats your sort, Bill, fetch another! cried Jack, as he packed the prince down.

One chief was quick-witted enough to submit and stepped in of his own accord. Another half-stepped and was half-thrust in.

Hoist away! shouted Bill.

At that moment a forgotten navvy caught Bills eye, he seized him by the neck; Jack helped; the man was thrown on the top of all, and went up next moment like a spread-eagle cover to the cask.

When this lot was lowered four or five of the Jack-tars on deck, who greatly enjoyed the fun, turned it suddenly over, and thus it was emptied of its human contents.

Even at that moment of humiliation the savage chiefs were true to themselves. They rose from the deck in dignified silence, the prince merely saying, sternly, to the gentleman who had charge of the party, Was this what you brought me here for?

It is but just to add that the gentleman in charge of these noble visitors did his best to prevent the outrage, but it had occurred suddenly, in the exuberance of Jacks spirits, was over in a few seconds, and could not be undone.

These Kafir chiefs were afterwards feasted and fêted by the governor and gentry of Capetown, but I have my doubts whether they will ever forget or forgive the treatment received on that occasion in Algoa Bay.

To correct the false is more difficult than to imbibe the true. Did you ever think of that before? All my life have I been under the false impression that the Cape of Good Hope was the most southerly point of Africa. It is nothing of the sort. Cape Agulhas, not far distant, is the real extremity of South Africa. We doubled it on the 3rd of April.

Oh! Bartholomew Diaz and Vasco da Gama, what would you say if you knew that we doubled the Cape  the Cape of Storms  the Cape of Torments  in calm and sunshine, at the rate of thirteen knots or thereabouts, without a stitch of canvas, with ladies and gentlemen in every attitude of lazy ease upon our deck, and troops of children romping round them? How vast the difference between the doublings of the 15th and the 19th centuries! Then  the ships were small wooden tubs; now they are huge iron kettles. Then,  a few bold and sometimes turbulent spirits faced the dangers of unknown seas under the leadership of famous and heroic men; now, hundreds of men and women  timid and brave mixed undistinguishably  are carried in safety and comfort over the well-known ocean, by respectable captains of whom the world knows little or nothing beyond their names. Once in a lifetime was the daring feat attempted then. Once or twice a week is the trifling trip accomplished now.

But enough of moralising. Suffice it to say that we doubled the Cape without sails, without anxiety, without care, and with no triumph whatever,  but not without interest. Calm and sunny though it chanced to be, we could not look upon that barren, mountainous, rocky shore, without reflecting that it still is not less now than in days of old, the Stormy Cape, and that danger as appalling as that of yore may sometimes be encountered, while heroism quite as exalted as that of the ancient Portuguese navigators is sometimes displayed by modern Britons.

There is a point not far from Cape Agulhas  between it and the Cape of Good Hope  named Point Danger, where courage of the highest kind once calmly faced and fought with Death. On that Point, in February 1852, the Birkenhead was wrecked. It may be truly said that courage conquered on that occasion, because the end for which it fought was the deliverance of women and children from death, and this end was gained, though above 400 of the gallant men who fought the battle perished in the hour of victory.

The Birkenhead, a large iron steamer, was engaged in the transport of troops to the frontier, where war with the Kafirs raged at the time. These troops were detachments from several regiments under command of Colonel Seton of the 74th Highlanders. About two oclock in the morning the vessel struck upon a rock near the well-named Point Danger, and so tremendous was the shock that her iron plates were driven in as if made of egg-shell. The cabin was immediately flooded, and it was evident that in a few minutes the vessel would be engulfed among the breakers.

None but those who have witnessed similar scenes can imagine the horrors of the situation. It was dark; the breakers roared around; the rugged and almost inaccessible shores of the Cape of Storms were on the one hand, the ocean on the other; men, women, and children were rushing about the decks in wild terror; sharks were known to be in these waters, and only two of the ships boats were available for service. In this moment of extremity God put it into the hearts of both officers and men to act with unexampled courage and wisdom.

To save all was manifestly out of the question. When people are in such circumstances it is too often every man for himself; the strong push aside the weak, fight for the boats, overcrowd and swamp them, and thus few, if any, are left to tell the tale. But it was not so with the heroes of the Birkenhead. At the word of command from Colonel Seton, the soldiers drew up on the reeling deck as if on parade, and obeyed his orders with steady calm, unflinching bravery. If there were any selfish spirits on board they were overawed by the heroism of the soldiers. The Colonel directed that the women and children and the sick should be put into the boats. This was quickly done, and these were all saved without a single exception  to the number of two hundred souls.

But while this was being accomplished the vessel was breaking up, and the fact that the men would be soon left to struggle in the waves was apparent to all; yet the noble officer continued to give his orders, and the not less noble men continued to obey, and saw the boats depart without a murmur. They were young soldiers too, who had never been under fire, and this action was the first and last that they and their leader were destined to fight. The vessel suddenly parted amidships, and though a few saved themselves by swimming and on floating pieces of wreck, the greater number perished  no fewer than 357 officers and soldiers  among whom was the Colonel  and sixty seamen, going down with the ship. It was a sad but splendid specimen of cool self-sacrificing courage, and of the power of discipline in moments of tremendous trial.




Letter 13.

The Cape Doctor  The Capetown Mine  Mules, Literature, and Customs-Officials.

It is pretty generally known that there is a tablecloth at Capetown. Its proper resting-place is Table Mountain. When the flat top of that celebrated hill is clear, (I write of the summer season), the thirty thousand inhabitants of Capetown may go forth in comfort if they can stand the blazing sunshine, but as surely as that pure white cloud  the tablecloth  rests on the summit of Table Mountain, so surely does the gale known as the south-easter come down like a wolf on the fold.

The south-easter is a sneezer, and a frequent visitor at the Cape in summer. Where it comes from no one can tell: where it goes to is best known to itself: what it does in passing is painfully obvious to all. Fresh from the Antarctic seas it swoops down on the southern shores of Africa, and sweeps over the land as if in search of a worthy foe. It apparently finds one in Table Mountain, which, being 3582 feet high, craggy and precipitous, meets the enemy with frowning front, and hurls him back discomfited  but not defeated.

Rallying on the instant, the south-easter rushes up over its cloud-capped head and round its rugged sides, and down its dizzy slopes, and falls with a shriek of fiendish fury on the doomed city. Oceans of sand and dust are caught up by it, whirled round as if in mad ecstasy, and dashed against the faces of the inhabitants  who tightly shut their mouths and eyes as they stoop to resist the onset. Then the south-easter yells while it sweeps dust, small stones, twigs, leaves, and stray miscellanies, right over Signal Hill into the South Atlantic.

This is bad enough, but it is a mere skirmish  only the advance guard of the enemy. Supposing this attack to have been commenced in the morning, the remainder of the day is marked by a series of violent assaults with brief intervals of repose. In rapid succession the south-easter brings up its battalions and hurls them on the mountain. It leaps over the moat and ramparts of the castle with fury, roars down the cannons throats, shrieks out at the touch-holes, and lashes about the town right and left, assaulting and violating, for the south-easter respects neither person nor place. It rattles roofs and windows, and all but overturns steeples and chimneys; it well-nigh blows the shops inside out, and fills them with dust; it storms the barracks and maltreats the soldiers; it compels the shutting up of sun-umbrellas, or reverses and blows them to ribbons; it removes hats and bonnets by the score, and sweeps up small pebbles in its mad career, so that one feels as if being painfully pelted with buck-shot; it causes the shipping to strain fearfully at its cables, and churns the waters of Table Bay into a seething mass of snow and indigo.

All this time the sun shines intensely in a cloudless sky, and beautifies the cloth which floats on Table Mountain, undulating on its surface, or pouring over its edge like a Niagara of wool, to be warmed into invisibility before tumbling half-way down the mighty precipice that backs the town.

Although I have compared the south-easter to an enemy, he is in reality a friend. The inhabitants call him the Cape doctor, because in the general clearance he sweeps away bad smells, the natural result of bad drainage.

But the south-easter was not blowing when I arrived at the ancient capital of South Africa. The cloth was drawn; the crags of the mountain, the white buildings and green groves of the town and suburbs, were unsullied by mist or dust as we steamed into the Bay, and the rugged outlines of the hills of the interior were distinctly visible through the warm haze.

The suburbs of the city are exceedingly beautiful, and here many of the principal inhabitants have built elegant mansions, to which they retire after the business of each day to escape the heat, dust, and smells of the town. A short line of railroad runs to these verdant spots at one side, while a tramway extends on the other. In another direction the railway runs by Stellenbosch and the Paarl to Wellington and Worcester.

It may surprise some people to be told that there is a mine  a rich and prolific mine  at Capetown. Nevertheless, such is undoubtedly the case.

This mine is more extensive and valuable than any of the diamond or gold mines of the Orange River or the Transvaal. Indeed it is one of the most extensive mines in the world. It is, as already said, exceedingly prolific, and is marked by one grand peculiarity, namely, that among those who devote themselves to the working of it there are no disappointed or unsuccessful diggers. Another peculiarity is, that very little capital is required to work it. The digger is not obliged to purchase claims, for it is almost if not altogether Free.

The only capital that must be sunk in it is Time, and of that even one hour a day will suffice to bring up vast stores of wealth from its unfathomable depths, while the labour bestowed tends to rest rather than to weary the body, at the same time that it enlarges the mind and invigorates the soul.

Still another peculiarity of this mine is, that its products are various and innumerable. You must go to Australia or to California for gold, to Golconda or Kimberley for diamonds, to Mexico or Spain for silver, to Cornwall for copper, tin, and lead, and to Sweden for iron; but in this mine you will find the various metals and gems in neighbouring pockets and nuggets, and seams and beds. Here you may gather the golden opinions of the ancients in close proximity to those of the moderns. Here you will find pearls of thought, sparkling gems of imagery, broad seams of satire, and silvery streams of sentiment, with wealth of wisdom and of wit. Hard iron-fisted facts also, and funny mercurial fancies are to be found here in abundance, and there are tons of tin in the form of rubbish, which is usually left at a pits mouth, and brings little or no tin to those who brought it to light, while there are voluminous layers of literary lead, whose weight and dulness render the working of them tedious;  but this need not, and does not, dishearten the digger, for in all mines the poor and worthless material is ever in excess of that which is valuable, and miserable indeed must be the spirit of him who should refuse to manipulate the dirt because the large nuggets and gems are few and far between. Throughout all the cuttings flow glittering brooks of knowledge, and also many crystal rivulets drawn from the pure waters of the River of Life.

The mine of which I write is the Public Library of Capetown.

And let it not be supposed that I exaggerate or over-estimate this mine. It unquestionably takes rank as one of the noted libraries of the world, and South Africa has reason to be proud of, and grateful to, the men who, by their enlightened schemes and liberality, were the means of creating what is at once a mine and a monument to the Cape.

But Capetown boasts of many other institutions which are well worthy of notice. It is  and has been since its foundation by Van Riebeek in 1652  the seat of Governments. (See Note 1.) It is also the seat of the Supreme Court and of the University of the Cape of Good Hope. It possesses a first-rate South African museum, two cathedrals, many churches, a castle, fort, barracks, and other buildings too numerous to mention. Also a splendid breakwater, patent slip, and docks.

From the sublime to the ridiculous is well-known to be but a step. From mines of knowledge to matter-of-fact mules may seem a rather long step. If it is, the blame of my taking it must rest on the force of association. From the library you can walk in a few minutes to the docks, and docks has brought me to mules. I saw a ship-load of mules there, and it was a sight not to be forgotten.

Have you ever seen a fair stand-up fight between men and mules? It is not easy to say which of the two combatants is the more mulish. I went one day to the docks and chanced to witness a conflict. They were discharging the mules  the men were  from the hold of the small vessel which had brought them over sea from South America. Victory or death was undoubtedly the motto of each. Of course man prevailed because of superior power,  not obstinacy.

Many days, ay weeks, had these mules spent on the heaving deep; no doubt they had all been sea-sick, certainly they had been half killed, but when I went down into the hold of that ship, where there must have been at least fifty animals, the hundred ears of all of them lay quite flat, pinned to their necks as a desperate pirate might nail his colours to the mast, while deep unutterable hate and dogged resolution gleamed from every eye.

They were ranged along the sides of the ship in two rows. The rows had been full all the voyage, but when I saw them, half the animals had been got on shore, so that there was plenty of room for the remnant to career about and kick defiance at their human persecutors. What charmed me most was not the triumph of intelligence over brute force, but the application of brute force on both sides, with just sufficient mechanical addition on the part of the men to render their power irresistible.

When I entered the hold, the stench of which was almost overpowering, I could see nothing in the dim light, but I could hear the wild clattering of hoofs on wooden floors, the little shrieks of irrepressible fury, and the deep firmly uttered command  such as:  

Now, then, Dick, look out!

Grab im!

Dig into im!

Twist is tail!

Thats it!

Hup!

My eyes soon becoming accustomed to the dim light, I saw a trembling mule in the embrace of three men. It trembled with passion only. One had passed a stout sheet under it. Next moment there was an order to hoist away, and the mule went past me, with rigid limbs, high into the air, whence it was lowered I could not see whither, and disappeared.

Meanwhile the three men went viciously at another animal. They were unusually strong men, with immense chests, and brawny arms bared to the shoulders. They panted and perspired freely, and had been severely dishevelled by their recent struggles.

I saw the dim outline of a mule, in the dark recesses of the hold to which he had retired, crushing his companions against the bulk-heads of the ship. He evidently knew that his hour was come.

To this demon Dick advanced with a short rope in his hand. The mule eyed him with a gleam of malice. Its ears became, if possible, flatter. Dick made a loop on the rope, and leaning over the breast-high barricade between him and his adversary made a cast after the manner of South Americans, but the mule jerked his head aside, and the lasso missed him. While Dick was preparing for another cast, Tom came up behind him with a sly motion. The mule observed Tom, let fly both heels with a tremendous crash on the barrier, and bolted to the other end of the ship. There Harry met him with a stick, and turned him back whence he came.

Again Dick advanced, made a successful cast, and drew the noose tight. For a few moments a perfect shower of kicks was delivered at the barrier and on the sides of the ship, but the three men did not wait till the creature was exhausted: they had no time for that. Two of them hauled the mules head by main force to the edge of the barrier, the third leaning far over caught its tail, and instantly drew it broadside on. It was still some distance from the spot under the hatchway where the band and tackle were to be attached. Towards this Tom and Dick dragged the beast by the head, while Harry assisted with the tail. No power on earth could have made that mule walk! With its ears back and all its legs planted stiffly forward, it was made to slide in the required direction by main force. The place of execution reached, Dick jammed its head against the barrier, Tom hauled its tail taut over the same and made fast. There was no intentional cruelty in their actions, but difficult work had to be quickly done, and they could not afford to be squeamish. Obstinate violence had to be overcome by resolute vigour. The mule was now helplessly fixed, with its tongue hanging out and its eyes protruding. Nevertheless, in that condition it continued, without ceasing, to struggle and try to kick, and flatten its ears. It was a magnificent exhibition of determination to resist to the very death!  a glorious quality when exercised in a good cause, thought I  my mind reverting to patriots and martyrs.

Meanwhile Harry had passed the broad band under the mule, drawn it over its back, and attached the big hook to it. The signal was given to the men who managed the tackle on deck, and the animal bounded into empty space.

It was at that moment I made the discovery that a mules spirit resides in its legs. Its last act on earth, before leaving, was to deliver a concentrated double-kick at the barrier, but the instant it found itself in air its flattened ears sprung up with an air of horrified astonishment, and all its legs hung straight and rigid, the four hoofs coming together as if in abject supplication to any one, or anything, that could deliver. Not the smallest effort did it make; not a trace of self-will did it display, while it shot upwards through the hatchway nearly to the yard-arm, whence it obtained its first birds-eye view of Capetown docks. For one moment it hung, while it was being swung over the quay, whither it was lowered, and its feet once more came in contact with mother-earth. Then, but not till then, did the disease of its limbs depart, and the spirit of its ears and heels return. With a bound it sprang into the air, but, before it had time to think, a human enemy caught its rope, and drew its head tight to an iron post. Another such enemy cast off the broad band and tackle, and the creature was suddenly let go free. Its final act was to flourish its heels in the air, and utter a squeal of rage as it trotted into the midst of a group of its kindred which had already been treated in the same way.



A spirited literary commencement  the publication of newspapers  under men of great ability and high principle, bade fair to inaugurate an era of progress that might have quickly led the colony to a far greater height of moral, mental, and, by consequence, physical prosperity than it has ever yet attained; but a long struggle for freedom of the press followed, and in 1828 this freedom was secured. The sparkling streams thus set free have flowed and waxed in volume ever since.

There is a custom-house at Capetown. It is not because of being one of the noteworthy buildings of the port that I mention it, but because of its having been to me a personal nuisance on the occasion of my arrival in the colony. A fellow-passenger had informed me  whether rightly or wrongly I knew not and cared not  that watches, jewellery, and guns, were among the taxable articles. Knowing that my portmanteau contained no such articles, except a brass watch-guard, I presented myself to the official with an air of conscious innocence. I had hoped that, like many such officials in France and elsewhere, he would have been content with an assurance that I had nothing to declare and the offer of my keys, but I was mistaken. This particular official was perhaps a new broom. It may be that he had caught some smugglers not long before, and the excitement had not yet worn off. At all events, instead of allowing me to pass he ordered me to open my portmanteau.

While I was engaged in doing so he opened my shoulder-bag and eyed its contents curiously. They were not numerous. He found nothing contraband, and appearing somewhat disappointed applied his nose to it.

It has a queer smell, he remarked.

As the bag had frequently done duty at picnics and been loaded with flasks and sandwiches, I was not surprised. Besides, it occurred to me that no tax was levied on queer smells, though such a tax might have been, with advantage, levied on the town itself. It would certainly have produced an immense revenue. I smiled, however, in a pleasant manner and said nothing.

Having shut the bag this official opened the portmanteau, and began to examine each article in a way that would have rendered it probable he might have finished sometime within the next twenty-four hours. He slowly turned over my shirts and flannels as if he expected to find mines of jewellery in the folds thereof. Suddenly he came on the brass chain and his eye glittered, which was more than the chain did. It had to be re-deposited with a sigh. I began to grow despairing. Presently he took up a book and opened it. Was he going to refresh himself with a chapter? His turning over the leaves very slowly gave reason for the suspicion. Or did the obtuse creature expect to find watches and gun-barrels between the leaves? At last he shut the book, and, laying it down, proceeded to exhume a morning coat.

At this point one of his superiors told him that that was enough, to my immense relief, and the too-conscientious official allowed me to re-pack and lock-up my property.



Note 1. The Parliament of the Union of South Africa meets at Capetown, but Pretoria is now the seat of the Union Government.




Letter 14.

Stellenbosch, etcetera.

An agreeable surprise is not only interesting to the recipient, but sometimes to his friends. I received one at Capetown, which is worthy of record on several grounds.

For the proper explanation of that surprise I must turn aside for a little.

A mission started in the year 1860 for the Zambesi, where it was met, and for a time joined, by the great Dr Livingstone. Its leader, Bishop Mackenzie, who laid down his life in the cause, was a man as well as a missionary. By that I mean that he was manly,  a quality which is not sufficiently appreciated, in some quarters, as being a most important element in the missionary character.

While on his way up to the selected sphere of labour in Central Africa, the Bishop and his party, with Dr Livingstone, got into the region of the accursed slave-trade, and one day came unexpectedly on a band of slaves. They were chiefly women and children, bound together with sticks and chains, and herded by a few armed slave-dealers, who, having murdered their male defenders and burned their villages, were driving them to the coast for shipment to eastern lands  largely, it is said, to the land of the amiable Turk.

With characteristic zeal and energy Dr Livingstone advanced with a few men to set these poor wretches free. The slave-catchers did not await the onset: they bravely fired a shot or two and fled. To set the slaves free was naturally a most congenial work for the good Bishop who had gone there to free the black man from the slavery of sin. The sticks were cut, the bonds were unloosed, and the people were told that they were free to go back to their homes. Homes! Their homes were in ashes, and the brave hearts and stout arms that might have reared new homes were cold and powerless in death, while armed Arab and Portuguese bands were prowling about the land gathering together more victims. To send these unfortunates away would have been to insure their death or recapture. There was no alternative left but to keep and guard them.

Thus the Bishop suddenly found himself in possession of a small flock with which to begin his mission.

He accepted the charge, conducted them to the region where the mission was to be established, and finally settled down with them there.

Some time after this there came a rumour that a large and powerful band of slavers was approaching the settlement with many slaves in possession, and with the intention of attacking the tribe among whom the missionaries were located. What was now to be done? To have remained inactive until the slavers marched up to their huts would have been equivalent to suicide. It would have been worse, for it would have insured the putting to flight of the few men of the tribe  who it seems were not celebrated for courage  and the result would have been the overthrow of the mission and the recapture of the women and children who had already been delivered.

In these trying circumstances Bishop Mackenzie and his people came to the conclusion that self-defence called for vigorous action, and, with musket and rifle, sallied forth to meet the men-stealers, with the Bishop at their head.

On reaching the position of the enemy they paused at a distance of above six hundred yards. A group of Arab slavers were standing on a hill together. One of the mission party kneeled, and with an Enfield rifle sent a bullet over their heads. The effect was powerful! The slavers, accustomed to the smooth-bore musket, had thought themselves quite safe at such a distance. They were panic-stricken: perhaps the unexpected sight of white men aided the effect. At all events, when another bullet was dropped into the midst of them, they took to flight. The missionaries, like good generals, seized their opportunity, charged home, and chased the scoundrels into the woods. Thus, with little fighting, they gained an important victory, and became possessed of a second large band of slaves  chiefly women and children  who had been forsaken by their terrified captors.

These the Bishop resolved to add to his settlement. Indeed, as in the previous case, he had no alternative. They were at once liberated and conducted to the station, and one of the poor black children  a little girl named Dauma  was carried home by Mackenzie on his own shoulders.

Soon afterwards the mission failed in that quarter. Among other misfortunes disease attacked and carried off several of the chief Europeans of the party. The earnest enthusiastic Bishop himself died there in his Masters cause, and left his bones in the swamps of the Shire River.

All this, and a great deal more, had I read with profound interest, many years before my visit to the Cape, and the whole subject had made a deep impression on my memory  especially the figure of the gallant Bishop returning from his raid on the men-stealers with the little wearied Dauma on his shoulders!

Well, one day I went to visit the Saint Georges Orphanage for Girls, in Capetown. I was conducted over the dormitories and schools, etcetera, and at last came to a class-room in which were assembled some hundred or so of black orphans  infants almost, most of them, and irresistibly comic in their little looks and actions.

It was here that I received the agreeable surprise before referred to. The teacher of this class was as black as her pupils.

She is herself an orphan, one of the best girls in our school, said Miss Arthur, referring to her. She was saved from the slavers in Central Africa many years ago.

What! I exclaimed, the little girl who was saved by the missionaries of the Shire River?

The same.

And who was carried home on the shoulders of Bishop Mackenzie?

Yes; her name is Dauma.

I shook hands with Dauma immediately, and claimed old acquaintance on the spot!

Chief among the many interesting visits which I paid while at Capetown was one to the beautiful towns of Stellenbosch and Wellington. Both are but a short distance from the capital, and connected with it by rail. The former is one of the oldest towns of the colony. Many of the French refugees settled there in 1685.

When, in 1684, Governor Van der Stell founded the lovely town of Stellenbosch, and led out the sparkling waters of its river to irrigate trees which afterwards became very giants of the forest, little did he, or his oppressive and tyrannical son and successor, imagine that they had sown the seed of that which was destined to become an academic grove, in the pleasant retirement of which lads and men should study the universal laws of matter and of mind.

That, however, which made the deepest impression on me during this visit was the manner in which the work of training the young is conducted. Everything seemed to be done with an amount of wisdom and vigour which cannot fail to tell most beneficially and extensively on future generations.

Well do I remember in days gone by, how, with my juvenile mind addled and my juvenile fingers tingling after an application of the tawse, I have stared at my arithmetic book in despair  hopelessly ignorant of the meaning of words and terms, utterly incapable of comprehending explanatory rules, passionately averse to learning in every form, and longingly anxious for the period of emancipation to arrive, when I should be old and big enough to thrash my master! No such feelings, sentiments, or difficulties can ever find a place in the breasts of those fortunate pupils whose happy lot has been cast in the Seminaries of Stellenbosch and Wellington.

Periwinkle, my friend, farewell.


THE LONELY ISLAND
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Chapter One.

The Refuge of the Mutineers.

The Mutiny.

On a profoundly calm and most beautiful evening towards the end of the last century, a ship lay becalmed on the fair bosom of the Pacific Ocean.

Although there was nothing piratical in the aspect of the ship  if we except her guns  a few of the men who formed her crew might have been easily mistaken for roving buccaneers. There was a certain swagger in the gait of some, and a sulky defiance on the brow of others, which told powerfully of discontent from some cause or other, and suggested the idea that the peaceful aspect of the sleeping sea was by no means reflected in the breasts of the men. They were all British seamen, but displayed at that time none of the well-known hearty off-hand rollicking characteristics of the Jack-tar.

It is natural for man to rejoice in sunshine. His sympathy with cats in this respect is profound and universal. Not less deep and wide is his discord with the moles and bats. Nevertheless, there was scarcely a man on board of that ship on the evening in question who vouchsafed even a passing glance at a sunset which was marked by unwonted splendour. The vessel slowly rose and sank on a scarce perceptible ocean-swell in the centre of a great circular field of liquid glass, on whose undulations the sun gleamed in dazzling flashes, and in whose depths were reflected the fantastic forms, snowy lights, and pearly shadows of cloudland. In ordinary circumstances such an evening might have raised the thoughts of ordinary men to their Creator, but the circumstances of the men on board of that vessel were not ordinary  very much the reverse.

No, Bill McCoy, muttered one of the sailors, who sat on the breach of a gun near the forecastle, Ive bin flogged twice for merely growlin, which is an Englishmans birthright, an I wont stand it no longer. A pretty pass things has come to when a man maynt growl without tastin the cat; but if Captain Bligh wont let me growl, Ill treat him to a roar thatll make him cock his ears an wink six times without speakin.

The sailor who said this, Matthew Quintal by name, was a short, thick-set young man of twenty-one or thereabouts, with a forbidding aspect and a savage expression of face, which was intensified at the moment by thoughts of recent wrongs. Bill McCoy, to whom he said it, was much the same in size and appearance, but a few years older, and with a cynical expression of countenance.

Whether you growl or roar, Matt, said McCoy, with a low-toned laugh, Id advise you to do it in the minor key, else the Captain will give you another taste of the cat. Hes awful savage just now. You should have heard him abusin the officers this afternoon about his cocoa-nuts.

So I should, returned Quintal. As ill luck would have it, I was below at the time. They say he was pretty hard on Mr Christian.

Hard on him! I should think he was, rejoined McCoy. Why, if Mr Christian had been one of the worst men in the ship instead of the best officer, the Capn could not have abused him worse. I heard and saw im with my own ears and eyes. The cocoa-nuts was lyin, as it might be here, between the guns, and the Capn he came on deck an said he missed some of his nuts. He went into a towerin rage right off  in the old style  and sent for all the officers. When they came aft he says to them, says he, Who stole my cocoa-nuts? Of course they all said they didnt know, and hadnt seen any of the people take em. Then, says the Capn, fiercer than ever, you must have stole em yourselves, for they couldnt have been taken away without your knowledge. So he questioned each officer separately. Mr Christian, when he came to him, answered, I dont know, sir, who took the nuts, but I hope you do not think me so mean as to be guilty of stealing yours. Whereupon the Capn he flared up like gunpowder. Yes, you hungry hound, I do, says he; you must have stolen them from me, or you would have been able to give a better account of them.

That was pitchin into im pretty stiff, said Quintal, with a grim smile. What said Mr Christian?

He said nothin, but he looked thunder. I saw him git as red as a turkey cock, an bite his lips till the blood came. Its my opinion, messmate, added McCoy, in a lower tone, that if Capn Bligh dont change his tone therell be

Come, come, mate, interrupted a voice behind him; if you talk mutiny like that youll swing at the end o the yard-arm some fine mornin.

The sailor who joined the others and thus spoke was a short, sturdy specimen of his class, and much more like a hearty hare-brained tar than his two comrades. He was about twenty-two years of age, deeply pitted with small-pox, and with a jovial carelessness of manner that had won for him the sobriquet of Reckless Jack.

Im not the only one that talks mutiny in this ship, growled McCoy. Theres a lot of us whose backs have bin made to smart, and whose grog has been stopped for nothin but spite, John Adams, and you know it.

Yes, I do know it, returned Adams, sharply; and I also know that theres justice to be had in England. Weve got a good case against the Captain, so wed better wait till we get home rather than take the law into our own hands.

I dont agree with you, Jack, said Quintal, with much decision, and I wonder to see you, of all men, show the white feather.

Adams turned away with a light laugh of contempt, and the other two joined a group of their mates, who were talking in low tones near the windlass.

Matthew Quintal was not the only man on board who did not agree with the more moderate counsels of Reckless Jack, alias John Adams, alias John Smith, for by each of those names was he known. On the quarter-deck as well as on the forecastle mutterings of deep indignation were heard.

The vessel was the celebrated Bounty, which had been fitted up for the express purpose of proceeding to the island of Otaheite, (now named Tahiti), in the Pacific for plants of the breadfruit tree, it being thought desirable to introduce that tree into the West India Islands. We may remark in passing, that the transplantation was afterwards accomplished, though it failed at this time.

The Bounty had been placed under the command of Lieutenant Bligh of the Royal Navy. Her burden was about 215 tons. She had been fitted with every appliance and convenience for her special mission, and had sailed from Spithead on the 23rd December 1787.

Lieutenant Bligh, although an able and energetic seaman, was of an angry tyrannical disposition. On the voyage out, and afterwards at Otaheite, he had behaved so shamefully, and with such unjustifiable severity, both to officers and men, that he was regarded by a large proportion of them with bitter hatred. It is painful to be obliged to write thus of one who rose to positions of honour in the service; but the evidence led in open court, coupled with Blighs own writings, and testimony from other quarters, proves beyond a doubt that his conduct on board the Bounty was not only dishonourable but absolutely brutal.

When the islanders were asked at first the name of the island, they replied, O-Tahiti, which means, It is Tahiti, hence the earlier form of the name  Otaheite.

It was after the Bounty had taken in the breadfruit trees at Otaheite, and was advanced a short distance on the homeward voyage, that the events we are about to narrate occurred.

We have said that mutterings of deep discontent were heard on the quarter-deck. Fletcher Christian, acting lieutenant, or masters mate, leaned over the bulwarks on that lovely evening, and with compressed lips and frowning brows gazed down into the sea. The gorgeous clouds and their grand reflections had no beauty for him, but a shark, which swam lazily alongside, showing a fin now and then above water, seemed to afford him a species of savage satisfaction.

Yes, he muttered, if one of his legs were once within your ugly jaws, wed have something like peace again after these months of torment.

Fletcher Christian, although what is called a high-spirited youth, was not quick to resent injury or insult. On the contrary, he had borne with much forbearance the oft-repeated and coarse insolence of his superior. His natural expression was bright and his temperament sunny. He possessed a powerful frame and commanding stature, was agile and athletic, and a favourite with officers and men. But Blighs conduct had soured him. His countenance was now changed. The last insult about the cocoa-nuts, delivered openly, was more than he could bear. When Greek meets Greek, then comes the tug of war. In this case the tug was tremendous, the immediate results were disastrous, and the ultimate issues amazing, as will be seen in the sequel of our tale.

To whom does your amiable wish refer? asked a brother-officer named Stewart, who came up just then and leaned over the bulwarks beside him.

Can you not guess? said the other, sternly.

Yes, I can guess, returned the midshipman, gazing contemplatively at the sharks fin. But, I say, surely you dont really mean to carry out your mad intention of deserting.

Yes, I do, said Christian with emphasis. Ive been to the fore-cockpit several times to-day, and seen the boatswain and carpenter, both of whom have agreed to help me. Ive had a plank rigged up with staves into a sort of raft, on which I mean to take my chance. Theres a bag all ready with some victuals in it, and another with a few nails, beads, etcetera, to propitiate the natives. Young Hayward is the only other officer besides yourself to whom I have revealed my intention. Like you, he attempts to dissuade me, but in vain. I shall go to-night.

But where will you go to? asked Stewart.

Christian pointed to Tofoa, one of the Friendly Islands, which was then in sight like a little black speck on the glowing sky where the sun had just disappeared.

And how do you propose to escape him? said the midshipman, pointing significantly to the shark, which at the moment gave a wriggle with its tail as if it understood the allusion and enjoyed it.

Ill take my chance of that, said Christian, bitterly, and with a countenance so haggard yet so fierce that his young companion felt alarmed. See here, he added, tearing open his vest and revealing within it a deep sea-lead suspended round his neck; I had rather die than live in the torments of the last three weeks. If I fail to escape, you see, there will be no chance of taking me alive.

Better try to take the ship! whispered a voice behind him.

Christian started and grew paler, but did not turn his head to see who had spoken. The midshipman at his side had evidently not heard the whisper.

I cannot help thinking you are wrong, said Stewart. We have only to bear it a little longer, and then we shall have justice done to us in England.

Well would it have been for Fletcher Christian, and well for all on board the Bounty, if he had taken the advice of his young friend, but his spirit had been tried beyond its powers of endurance  at least so he thought  and his mind was made up. What moral suasion failed to effect, however, the weather accomplished. It prevented his first intention from being carried out.

While the shades of evening fell and deepened into a night of unusual magnificence, the profound calm continued, and the ship lay motionless on the sea. The people, too, kept moving quietly about the deck, either induced thereto by the sweet influences around them, or by some indefinable impression that a storm sometimes succeeds a calm as well in the moral as the material world. As the ship had no way through the water, it was impossible for the rash youth to carry out his plan either during the first or middle watches. He was therefore compelled to give it up, at least for that night, and about half-past three in the morning he lay down to rest a few minutes, as he was to be called by Stewart to relieve the watch at four oclock.

He had barely fallen into a troubled slumber when he was awakened by Stewart, and rose at once to go on deck. He observed in passing that young Hayward, the mate of his watch, had lain down to take a nap on the arm-chest. Mr Hallet, the other midshipman of the watch, had also gone to sleep somewhere, for he was not to be seen. Whether the seriously reprehensible conduct of these two officers roused his already excited spirit to an ungovernable pitch, or their absence afforded a favourable opportunity, we cannot tell, but certain it is that Fletcher Christian opened his ear at that time to the voice of the tempter.

Better try to take the ship, seemed burning in words of fire into his brain.

Quick to act as well as to conceive, he looked lustily and earnestly at the men of his watch. The one who stood nearest him, looking vacantly out upon the sea, was Matthew Quintal. To him Christian revealed his hastily adopted plan of seizing the ship, and asked if he would join him. Quintal was what men call a deep villain. He was quite ripe for mutiny, but from some motive known only to himself he held back, and expressed doubt as to the possibility of carrying out the plan.

I did not expect to find cowardice in you, said Christian, with a look of scornful indignation.

It is not cowardice, sir, retorted Quintal. I will join if others do. Try some one else. Try Martin there, for instance.

Isaac Martin was a raw-boned, sallow, six-foot man of about thirty, who had been undeservedly flogged by Bligh. Christian went to him at once, and put the question, Will you join me in taking the ship?

The very thing, Mr Christian. Im with you, answered Martin, promptly.

The eager readiness of this man at once decided Quintal. Christian then went to every man in his watch, all of whom had received more or less harsh treatment from the Captain, and most of whom were more than willing to join the conspirators. Those who hesitated, whatever might have been their motives, had not sufficient regard for their commander to warn him of his danger. Perhaps the very suddenness of the proposal, as well as fear of the mutineers, induced them to remain silent. In passing along the deck Christian encountered a man named William Brown. He was assistant-botanist, or gardener, to the expedition, and having been very intimate with Christian, at once agreed to join him. Although a slenderly made young man, Brown was full of vigour and resolution.

We must look sharp, said Christian to him, in that low eager whisper in which the conversation among the mutineers had hitherto been carried on. It will soon be daylight. You know the men as well as I do. Go below and gain over those whom you feel sure of influencing. Dont waste your time on the lukewarm or cowardly. Away with you. Here, Williams, he added, turning to another man who was already in the plot, go below and send up the gunners mate, I want him; then call John Adams,  I feel sure that Reckless Jack will join; but do it softly. No noise or excitement.

In a few seconds John Mills, the gunners mate, a strongly-built middle-aged man, came on deck, and agreeing at once to join, was sent to fetch the keys of the arm-chest from the armourer, under pretence of getting out a musket to shoot a shark which was alongside.

Meanwhile John Williams went to the hammock of John Adams and roused him.

I dont half like it, said Adams, when he was sufficiently awake to understand the message of his mate. Its all very true what you say, Williams; the ship has been little better than a hell since we left Spithead, and Captain Bligh dont deserve much mercy, but mutiny is wrong any way you look at it, and Ive got my doubts whether any circumstances can make it right.

The reasoning of Adams was good, but his doubts were cleared away, if not solved, by the abrupt entrance of Christian, who went to the arm-chest just opposite Adamss hammock and began to distribute arms to all the men who came for them. Seeing this, and fearing to be left on the weaker side, Adams rose, armed himself with a cutlass, and went on deck.

The morning of the 28th of April was now beginning to dawn. Before that the greater part of the ships company had been gained over and armed; yet all this was done so quietly and with such firmness that the remainder of the crew were ignorant of what was going on. No doubt a few who might have given the alarm were afraid to do so. Among those who were asleep was one deserving of special notice, namely, Peter Heywood, a midshipman who was true as steel at heart, but whose extreme youth and inexperience, coupled with the surprise and alarm of being awakened to witness scenes of violence, produced a condition of inaction which resulted in his being left, and afterwards classed, with the mutineers.

Shortly after five oclock the armed men streamed quietly up the fore-hatch and took possession of the deck. Sentinels were placed below at the doors of the officers berths, and above at the hatchways. Then Fletcher Christian, John Adams, Matthew Quintal, William McCoy, Isaac Martin, and several others went aft, armed with muskets, bayonets, and cutlasses. Leaving Martin in charge of the quarter-deck, they descended to Captain Blighs cabin.

The commander of the Bounty, all ignorant of the coming storm which his ungentlemanly and cruel conduct had raised, was sleeping calmly in his berth.

He was roughly awakened and bidden to rise.

What is the reason of such violence? he demanded, addressing Christian, as they half forced him out of bed.

Silence, sir, said Christian, sternly; you know the reason well enough. Tie his hands, lads.

Disregarding the order to be silent, Bligh shouted murder! at the top of his voice.

Hold your tongue, sir, else youre a dead man, said Christian, seizing him by the tied hands with a powerful grasp, and holding a bayonet to his breast.

Of course no one responded to the Captains cry, the hatchways, etcetera, being guarded. They gave him no time to dress, but hurried him on deck, where, amid much confusion and many abusive cries, preparations were being made for getting out a boat, for it was resolved to set Bligh and his friends adrift. At first there was some disputing among the mutineers as to which boat should be given to them. Eventually the launch was decided on.

Hoist her out, bosn. Do it smartly and instantly, or look-out for yourself.

The order was given sternly, for the boatswain was known to be friendly to Bligh. He obeyed at once, with the assistance of willing men who were only too glad to get rid of their tyrannical commander.

Now, Mr Hayward and Mr Hallet, get into the boat, said Christian, who seemed to be torn with conflicting emotions. His tone and look were sufficient for those young midshipmen. They obeyed promptly.

Mr Samuel the clerk and several more of the crew were then ordered into the boat. At this point Captain Bligh attempted to interfere. He demanded the intentions of the mutineers, but was told to hold his tongue, with threats of instant death if he did not obey. Particular persons were then called on to go into the boat, and some of these were allowed to collect twine, canvas, lines, sails, cordage, and other things to take with them. They were also allowed an eight-and-twenty gallon cask of water, fifty pounds of bread, a small quantity of rum and wine, a quadrant, and a compass.

When all the men obnoxious to the mutineers were in the boat, Captain Bligh was ordered into it. Isaac Martin had been placed as a guard over the Captain, and appeared to favour him, as he enabled him to moisten his parched lips with a shaddock. For this he was removed, and Adams took his place. Bligh looked round, but no friendly eye met his. He had forfeited the regard of all on board, though there were undoubtedly men there whose detestation of mutiny and whose sense of honour would have inclined them to aid him if they had not been overawed by the numbers and resolution of the mutineers. The master, indeed, had already made an attempt to rally some of the men round him, but had failed, and been sent to his cabin. He, with the others, was now in the boat. Poor young Peter Heywood the middy looked on bewildered as if in a dream. He could not be said in any sense, either by look or act, to have taken part with the mutineers.

At last he went below for some things, intending to go in the boat, but was ordered to remain below. So also, it is thought, was Edward Young, another midshipman, who did not make his appearance on deck at all during the progress of the mutiny. It was afterwards said that the leading seamen among the mutineers had purposely ordered these officers below, and detained them with a view to their working the ship in the event of anything happening to Christian.

Bligh now made a last appeal.

Ill give you my honour, Mr Christian, he said, never to think of what has passed this day if you will desist. To cast us adrift here in an open boat is to consign us to destruction. Think of my wife and family!

No, Captain Bligh, replied Christian, sternly; if you had any honour things had not come to this; and if you had any regard for your wife and family, you should have thought of them before and not behaved so much like a villain. It is too late. You have treated me like a dog all the voyage. Come, sir, your officers and men are now in the boat, and you must go with them. If you attempt resistance you shall be put to death.

Seeing that further appeal would be useless, Bligh allowed himself to be forced over the side. When in the boat his hands were untied.

You will at least allow us arms, to defend ourselves from the savages, he said. Fire-arms were refused, but four cutlasses were ultimately allowed him. At this point Isaac Martin quietly descended into the boat, but Quintal, pointing a musket at him, threatened to shoot him if he did not return to the ship. He obeyed the order with reluctance, and soon after the boat was cast adrift.

The crew of the Bounty at the time consisted of forty-four souls, all told. Eighteen of these went adrift with the Captain. The remaining twenty-five steered back to the sunny isles of the Pacific.




Chapter Two.

Records the Duties and Troubles of the Mutineers.

It is not our purpose to follow the fortunes of Captain Bligh. The mutineers in the Bounty claim our undivided attention.

As regards Bligh, it is sufficient to say that he performed one of the most remarkable boat-voyages on record. In an overloaded and open boat, on the shortest allowance of provision compatible with existence, through calm and tempest, heat and cold, exposed to the attacks of cannibals and to the reproaches of worn-out and mutinous men, he traversed 3618 miles of ocean in forty-one days, and brought himself and his followers to land, with the exception of one man who was killed by the natives. In this achievement he displayed those qualities of indomitable resolution and unflagging courage which ultimately raised him to high rank in the navy. But we leave him now to trace those incidents which result from the display of his other qualities  ungovernable passion, overbearing impetuosity, and incomprehensible meanness.

The first act of Fletcher Christian, after taking command of the ship, was to serve out a glass of grog all round. He then called a council of war, in which the mutineers discussed the question what they should do.

You see, lads, said Christian, it is absolutely certain that we shant be left among these islands in peace. Whether Bligh manages to get home or not, the British Government is sure to send out to see what has become of us. My notion is that we should bear away to the southard, far out of the usual track of ships, find out some uninhabited and suitable island, and establish ourselves thereon?

What! without wives, or sisters, or mothers, or grandmothers, to say nothin o mothers-in-law, to cook our victuals an look after our shirt-buttons? said Isaac Martin, who, having been detained against his will, had become lugubriously, or recklessly, facetious, and was stimulated to a sort of fierce hilarity by his glass of rum.

Youre right, Martin, said Brown, the assistant botanist, we couldnt get along without wives, so I vote that we go back to Otaheite, get married, every man of us, an ho! for the South Pole. The British cruisers would never find us there.

There was a general laugh at this sally, but gravity returned almost instantly to every face, for they were in no humour just then for jesting. It is probable that each man began to realise the dreadful nature of his position as an outlaw whose life was forfeited to his country, and who could never more hope to tread the shores of Old England, or look upon the faces of kindred or friends. In such circumstances men sometimes try to hide their true feelings under a veil of recklessness or forced mirth, but seldom succeed in the attempt.

No man in his senses would go back to Otaheite  at least not to stay there, said John Adams, gravely; its the first place they will send to look for us.

Whats the odds? growled one of the seamen. They wont look there for us for a long time to come, unless Capn Bligh borrows a pair of wings from an albatross, an goes home as the crow flies.

At this point John Mills, the gunners mate, a man of about forty, cleared his throat and gave it as his opinion that they should not go back to Otaheite, but should leave the matter of their future destination in the hands of Mr Christian, who was well able to guide them.

This proposal was heartily backed by Edward Young, midshipman, a stout young fellow of twenty-two, who was fond of Christian; but there were one or two dissentient voices, among which were the little middy Peter Heywood, his brother-officer George Stewart, and James Morrison the boatswains mate. These wished to return to Otaheite, but the counsel of the majority prevailed, and Christian ultimately steered for the island of Toubouai, which lay some five hundred miles to the south of Otaheite. There he expected to be safe from pursuit, and there it was resolved that the mutineers should take up their abode if the natives proved friendly.

That night, while the Bounty was skimming gently over the starlit sea before a light breeze, the three officers, Heywood, Stewart, and Young, leaned over the weather side of the quarter-deck, and held a whispered conversation.

Why did you vote for going back to Otaheite, Heywood? asked Young.

Because it is to Otaheite that they will send to look after us, and I should like to be there to give myself up, the instant a man-of-war arrives, and declare my innocence of the crime of mutiny.

You are right, Heywood, said Stewart; I, too, would like to give myself up the moment I get the chance. Captain Bligh knows that you and I had no hand in the mutiny, and if he reaches England will clear us of so foul a stain. Its a pity that those who voted for Otaheite were not in the majority.

Thats all very well for you, who were seen to go below to fetch your clothes, and were detained against your will, said Young, but it was not so with me. I was forcibly detained below. They would not allow me to go on deck at all until the launch had left, so that it would go hard with me before a court-martial. But the die is now cast, and theres no help for it. Although I took no part in the mutiny, I wont risk falling into the hands of justice, with such an unprincipled scoundrel as Bligh to witness against me. My future fortunes now lie with Fletcher Christian. I cannot avoid my fate.

Young spoke sadly, yet with some bitterness of tone, like one who has made up his mind to face and endure the worst.

On reaching the remote island of Toubouai the mutineers were much impressed with its beauty. It seemed exceedingly fertile, was wooded to the waters edge, and surrounded by a coral reef, with one opening through which a ship might enter. Altogether it seemed a most suitable refuge, but here they met with an insurmountable difficulty. On drawing near to the shore they saw hundreds of natives, who, armed with clubs and spears, lined the beach, blew their shell-horns, and resolutely opposed the landing of the strangers.

As all efforts to conciliate them were fruitless, resort was had to cannon and musketry. Of course the terrible thunder of the white mans artillery had its usual effect on the savages. They fled inland, and the mutineers gained a footing on the island.

But the natives continued their opposition so vigorously, that this refuge proved to be the reverse of a place of rest.

Christian therefore changed his plan, and, re-embarking in the Bounty, set sail for Otaheite.

On the way thither the mutineers disagreed among themselves. Some of those who had been forcibly detained even began to plot the retaking of the ship, but their intentions were discovered and prevented.

On the 6th of June they reached their former anchorage in Otaheite, where the natives received them with much joy and some surprise, but a story was trumped up to account for this sudden re-appearance of the mutineers.

Christian, however, had not yet given up his intention of settling on the island of Toubouai. He foresaw the doom that awaited him if he should remain at Otaheite, and resolved to return to the former island with a quantity of livestock. He began to barter with the friendly Otaheitans, and soon had as many hogs, goats, fowls, cats, and dogs as he required, besides a bull and a cow which had been left there by Captain Cook. With these and several natives he sailed again for Toubouai. Arriving there in nine days, he found that a change had come over the spirit of the natives. They were decidedly and unaccountably amiable. They not only permitted the white men to land, but assisted them in warping the ship into a place of shelter, as well as in landing provisions and stores.

Fletcher Christian, whatever his faults may have been, seems to have had peaceful tendencies. He had not only secured the friendship of the Otaheitans by his just and considerate treatment of them while engaged in barter, but he now managed to conciliate some of the chiefs of Toubouai. As a precaution, however, he set about building an entrenched fortress, in the labours connected with which he took his full share of work with the men. While the building was in progress the natives, despite the friendly chiefs, threw off the mask of good-will, which had doubtless been put on for the purpose of getting the white men into their power. Strong in overwhelming numbers, they made frequent attacks on the mutineers, which these latter, being strong in arms, successfully repelled. It soon became evident that warfare, not peace, was to be the lot of the residents on Toubouai, and, finally, it was agreed that the Bounty should be got ready for sea, and the whole party should return to Otaheite.

The resolution was soon carried into effect, and the mutineers ere long found themselves once again drawing near to the island.

As they approached it under full sail, for the wind was light, the men stood looking at it, commenting on its beauty and the amiableness of its people, but Fletcher Christian stood apart by himself, with his back to the shore, gazing in the opposite direction.

Edward Young went up to him.

If this breeze holds, sir, we shall soon be at anchor in our old quarters.

The midshipman spoke in the respectful tone of one addressing his superior officer. Indeed, although Christian had, by his rash and desperate act of mutiny, forfeited his position, and lowered himself to a level with the worst of his associates, he never lost their respect. It is recorded that they styled him Mister Christian to the end.

At anchor! said Christian, in a tone of deepest despondency. Ah, Edward Young, there is no anchorage for us now in this world! We may anchor in Matavai Bay to-night, but it will only be to up anchor and off again in a few days.

Come, come, sir, said Young, heartily, dont give way to despondency. You know we were driven to act as we did, and it cant be helped now.

We were driven! My poor fellow, returned Christian, laying a hand on the midshipmans shoulder, you had no part in this miserable business. It is I who have drawn you all into it, but  well, well, as you say, it cant be helped now. We must make the best of it,  God help us!

He spoke in a low, soft tone of profound sadness, and continued his wistful gaze over the stern of the Bounty. Presently he looked quickly round, and, taking Youngs arm, began to pace the deck while he spoke to him.

As you say, Edward, we shall anchor once more in Matavai Bay, but I am firmly resolved not to remain there.

Im sorry to hear it, sir, said Young, for most of the men are as firmly resolved to stay, and you know several of them are resolute, not to say desperate, characters.

I am quite aware of that, but I shall make a proposal to them, which I think they will accept. I will first of all propose to leave Otaheite for some safer place of refuge, and when they object to that, I will propose to divide the whole of the ships stores and property among us all, landing that portion which belongs to those who elect to remain on the island, and sailing away with the rest, and with those who choose to follow my fortunes, to seek a more distant and a safer home.

That may perhaps suit them, said Young.

Suit them, rejoined Christian, with a quick glance; then you dont count yourself one of them?

No, returned the midshipman with a frank look, I will follow you now, sir, to the end. How far I am guilty is a question that does not concern me at present. If the British Government gets hold of me, my fate is sealed. I am in the same boat with yourself, Mr Christian, and I mean to stick by it.

There was a strange spasm on Christians countenance, as if of conflicting emotions, while he grasped the youths hand and squeezed it.

Thank you, Edward, thank you. Go now and see the anchor cleared to let go.

He descended quickly to the cabin, while the unfortunate midshipman went forward to give the order.

When the proposal just referred to was made the following day, after landing at Otaheite, it was at once agreed to. Peter Heywood, Stewart, Morrison, and others who had taken no active part in the mutiny, were glad to have the prospect of being enabled, sooner or later, to make a voluntary surrender of themselves, while the thoughtless and reckless among the men were well pleased to have done with uncertain wanderings, and to be allowed to settle among their amiable native friends.

Preparations for instant departure were made by Christian and those who chose to follow his lead. The contents of the Bounty were landed and fairly divided; then the vessel was got ready for her final voyage. Those who resolved to sail in her were as follows:  

Fletcher Christian, formerly acting lieutenant  age 24.

Edward Young, midshipman  age 22.

John Adams, seaman  age 22.

William McCoy, seaman  age 25.

Matthew Quintal, seaman  age 21.

John Williams, seaman  age 25.

Isaac Martin, seaman  age 30.

John Mills, gunners mate  age 40.

William Brown, botanists assistant  age 27.

All these had married native women of Otaheite, who agreed to forsake home and kindred and follow the fortunes of their white husbands. There were also six native men who consented to accompany them. Their names were Talaloo, Ohoo, Timoa, Nehow, Tetaheite, and Menalee. Three of these had wives, and one of the wives had a baby girl by a former husband. The European sailors named the infant Sally. She was a round light-brown embodiment of gleeful impudence, and had barely reached the staggering age of infancy when taken on board the Bounty to begin her strange career.

Thus the party consisted of twenty-eight souls  namely, nine mutineers, six native men, twelve native women, and the light-brown baby.

It was a pleasant bright morning in September 1790 when Fletcher Christian and his followers bade farewell to Otaheite. For some time the breeze was light, and the Bounty hovered round the Island as if loath to leave it. In the dusk of evening a boat put off from her, pulled to the shore, and Christian landed, alone, near the house of a chief who had become the special friend of Peter Heywood and Stewart. With the two midshipmen he spent some time in earnest conversation.

I could not leave you, he said in conclusion, without relieving my mind of all that I have just said about the mutiny, because you are sure to be sent for and taken to England as soon as the intelligence of this sad affair reaches. I advise you to go off at once to the first ship that may appear, and give yourselves up to the commander.

Such is our intention, said Heywood.

Right, rejoined Christian; you are both innocent. No harm can come to you, for you took no part in the mutiny. For me, my fate is fixed. I go to search for some remote and uninhabited island, where I hope to spend the remainder of my days without seeing the face of any Europeans except those who accompany me. It is a dreary thought, lads, to lose country and kindred and friends for ever by the act of one dark hour. Now, remember, Heywood, what I have told you to tell my friends. God knows I do not plead guiltless; I am alone responsible for the mutiny, and I exonerate all, even my adherents, from so much as suggesting it to me; nevertheless, there are some who love me in England, to whom I would beg of you to relate the circumstances that I have told you. These may extenuate though they cannot justify the crime I have committed. I assure you, most solemnly, that almost up to the last I had no intention of doing more than making my own escape from the ship which the injustice and brutality of Bligh had made a place of torment to me. When you called me, Stewart, to relieve the watch, my brain seemed on fire, and it was when I found the two officers both asleep, who should have been on duty, that I suddenly made up my mind to take the ship. Now, concluded Christian, grasping the hands of the youths, I must say farewell. I have done you grievous wrong. God forgive me, and bless you. Good-bye, Peter; good-bye, Stewart, good-bye.

He turned abruptly, stepped into his boat, and was rowed out to sea.

The young midshipmen, with moistened eyes, stood silently watching the boat until it reached the ship. Then they saw the Bounty steering away to the northward. Before daylight was quite gone she had disappeared on the distant horizon.

Thus did Fletcher Christian and his comrades pass from the sight and ken of man, and they were not heard of after that for more than twenty years!

But you and I, reader, have a special privilege to follow up these mutineers. Before doing so, however, let us note briefly what became of their comrades left on Otaheite.

These, to the number of sixteen, soon distributed themselves among the houses of their various friends, and proceeded to make themselves quite at home. Some of them, however, were not disposed to take up a permanent abode there. Among these was the boatswains mate, James Morrison, a man of superior mental power and energy, who kept an interesting and graphic journal of events. (See note.) He, with the armourer, cooper, carpenters mate, and others, set to work to construct a small vessel, in which they meant to sail to Batavia, whence they hoped to procure a passage to England. The natives opposed this at first, but on being told that the vessel was only meant for pleasure trips round the island, they ceased their opposition, and watched with great wonder at the process of ship-building, which was carried on industriously from day to day.

During the progress of the work there was witnessed an interesting ceremony, which, according to custom, was annually performed by the chief of the district and a vast concourse of natives. It shows how deeply the celebrated Captain Cook had gained the reverence and love of the people of Otaheite. A picture of the circumnavigator, which had been presented to the islanders by the captain of a merchant vessel, was brought out with great ceremony and held up before the people, who, including their queen, Eddea, paid homage to it. A ceremonial dance was also performed in its honour, and a long oration was pronounced by a leading chief, after which the portrait was returned to the care of an old man, who was its appointed custodian.

Long and earnestly did the white men labour at their little ship, and with equal, if not superior, earnestness did the natives flock from all parts of the island to see the wonderful work advance, bringing supplies of provisions to the whites as a sort of payment for admission to the show. The vessel was completed and launched after months of toil, but its sails of matting were found to be so untrustworthy that the plan of proceeding in it to Batavia had to be given up.

Meanwhile, two of the worst of the mutineers, named Thompson and Churchill, came to a tragical end. The former insulted a member of the family with whom he resided, and was knocked down. He left them in high dudgeon, and went to that part of the island where the vessel above referred to was being built. One day a canoe from a distant district touched there, and the owner landed with his wife and family, carrying his youngest child in his arms. Thompson angrily ordered him to go away, but the man did not obey the order, whereupon Thompson seized his musket and shot father and child with the same bullet. For this murder he was shunned with abhorrence by his comrades, and obliged to go off to another part of the island, accompanied by Churchill. These two took up their abode with a chief who was a tayo, or sworn friend, of the latter. This chief died shortly afterwards, leaving no children behind him; and Churchill, being his tayo, succeeded to his possessions and dignity, according to the custom of the country. He did not, however, enjoy his new position long, for Thompson, from jealousy or some other cause, shot him. The natives were so incensed at this that they arose en masse and stoned Thompson to death.

While these events were occurring, a messenger of retribution was speeding over the sea to Otaheite. On the morning of 23rd March 1791, exactly sixteen months after the landing of the mutineers, H.M.S. Pandora, Captain Edwards, sailed into Matavai Bay. Before she had anchored, Coleman the armourer swam off to her, and Peter Heywood and Stewart immediately followed and surrendered themselves. These, and all the mutineers, were immediately put in irons, and thrown into a specially prepared prison on the quarter-deck, named the Pandoras Box, in which they were conveyed to England.

We have not space to recount the stirring incidents of this remarkable and disastrous voyage, and the subsequent trial of the mutineers. Let it suffice to say, that the Pandora, after spending three months in a fruitless search for the Bounty, was wrecked on the homeward voyage, and a large number of the crew and some of the prisoners were drowned, among whom was poor Stewart the midshipman. The remainder of the crew were saved in the ships boats, after performing a voyage which, as to its length and the sufferings endured, rivals that previously made by Bligh. Thereafter, on reaching England, the mutineers were tried by court-martial; some were honourably acquitted, others were condemned to death but afterwards pardoned, and ultimately only three were executed.

Among those who were condemned, but afterwards pardoned as being unquestionably innocent, was Peter Heywood, whose admirable defence and correspondence with his family, especially that between himself and his charming sister Nessy, form a most interesting feature in the records of the trial; but all this must be passed over in silence, while we resume the thread of our story.



Note. Part of this journal is quoted in an excellent account of the Mutineers of the Bounty, by Lady Belcher.




Chapter Three.

The Lonely Island Sighted.

It is pleasant to turn for a time from the dark doings of evil men to the contemplation of innocent infancy.

We return to the Bounty, and solicit the readers attention to a plump brown ball which rolls about that vessels deck, exhibiting a marked tendency to gravitate towards the lee scuppers. This brown ball is Sally, the Otaheitan infant.

Although brown, Sallys face is extremely pretty, by reason of the regularity of her little features, the beauty of her little white teeth, and the brilliancy of her large black eyes, to say nothing of her luxuriant hair and the gleeful insolence of her sweet expression.

We cannot say how many, or rather how few, months old the child is, but, as we have already remarked, she is a staggerer. That is to say, she has begun to assert the independence of her little brown legs, and progresses, even when on shore, with all the uncertainty of a drunken woman. Of course, the ships motion does not tend to remedy this defect. Sallys chief delight is wallowing. No matter what part of the ships deck she may select for her operations  whether the scuppers, the quarter-deck, or the forecastle  she lays her down straightway for a luxurious wallow. If the spot be dirty, she wallows it clean; if it be clean, she wallows it dirty. This might seem an awkward habit to an English mother; but it is a matter of supreme indifference to Sallys mother, who sits on a gun-carriage plaiting a mat of cocoa-nut fibre, for Sally, being naked, requires little washing. A shower of rain or a dash of spray suffices to cleanse her when at sea. On shore she lives, if we may say so, more in the water than on the land.

The day is fine, and the breeze so light that it scarce ruffles the face of the great ocean, though it manages to fill the topsails of the Bounty, causing her to glide quietly on. Some of the mutineers are seated on the deck or bulwarks, patching a canvas jacket or plaiting a grass hat. Others are smoking contemplatively. John Adams is winding up the log-line with McCoy. Edward Young stands gazing through a telescope at something which he fancies is visible on the horizon, and Fletcher Christian is down in the cabin poring over Carterets account of his voyage in the Pacific.

There were goats on board. One of these, having become a pet with the crew, was allowed to walk at liberty, and became a grand playmate for Sally. Besides the goats, Christian had taken care to procure a number of hogs and poultry from Otaheite; also a supply of young breadfruit-trees and other vegetable products of the island, wherewith to enrich his new home when he should find it. All the animals were confined in cribs and pens with the exception of Sallys playmate.

Take care! exclaimed John Adams as he left the quarter-deck with his hands in his pockets; your matell butt you overboard, Sal, if you dont look-out.

There was, indeed, some fear of such a catastrophe, for the precocious infant had a tendency to scramble on any object which enabled her to look over the low bulwarks, and the goat had a propensity to advance on its hind legs with a playful toss of its head and take its playmate by surprise, in truth, what between the fore-hatch, the companion-hatch, and the low bulwarks, it may be said that Sally led a life of constant and imminent danger. She was frequently plucked by the men out of the very jaws of death, and seemed to enjoy the fun.

While attempting to avoid one of the goats playful assaults, Sally stumbled up against Matthew Quintal, deranged the work on which he was engaged, and caused him to prick his hand with a sail-needle, at which William McCoy, who was beside him, laughed.

Get out o that, you little nigger! exclaimed Quintal, angrily, giving the child a push with his foot which sent her rolling to the side of the ship, where her head came in contact with an iron bolt. Sally opened her mouth, shut her eyes, and howled.

Quintal had probably not intended to hurt the child, but he expressed no regret. On the contrary, seeing that she was not much injured, he laughed in concert with McCoy.

These two, Quintal and McCoy, were emphatically the bad men of the party. They did not sympathise much, if at all, with human suffering  certainly not with those whom they styled niggers; but there was one witness of the act whose heart was as tender towards the natives as Quintals was hard.

If you ever dare to touch her so again, said Young, striding up to Quintal, Ill kick you into the pig-sty.

The midshipman seemed to be the last man on board whose natural disposition would lead him to utter such a threat, and Quintal was quite taken aback; but as Young was a powerful fellow, perfectly capable of carrying his threat into execution, and seemed, moreover, thoroughly roused, the former thought it best to hold his tongue, even though lugubrious Isaac Martin chuckled audibly, and Ohoo, one of the natives, who stood near, displayed his fine teeth from ear to ear.

Lifting up Sally with much tenderness, Young carried her to her mother, who, after a not very careful examination of the bruised head, set her down on the deck, where she immediately began to wallow as before. Rising on her brown little feet, she staggered forward a few paces, and then seated herself without bending her knees. From this position she rolled towards the starboard side of the ship and squeezed herself between a gun-carriage and the bulwarks, until she got into the porthole. Thrusting her head over the edge of this, she gazed at the ripples that rolled pleasantly from the side. This was paradise! The sun glittered on these ripples, and Sallys eyes glittered in sympathy. A very gentle lurch of the ship soon after sent Sally head foremost into the midst of the ripples.

This event was nothing new to Sally. In her Otaheitan home her mother had been wont to take her out for a swim as British mothers take their offspring for a walk. Frequently had that mother pitched Sally off her shoulders and left her to wabble in the water, as eagles are said to toss their eaglets into the air, and leave them to flutter until failing strength renders aid advisable.

No doubt when Sally, falling from such a height, and turning so as to come flat on her back, experienced a tingling slap upon her skin, she felt disposed to shed a salt tear or two into the mighty ocean; but when the smart passed away, she took to wallowing in the water, by way of making the most of her opportunities. Both Christian and Young heard the plunge. The former leaped up the companion ladder, the latter ran to the stern of the ship, but before either could gain the side one of the Otaheitan men, who had witnessed the accident, plunged into the sea and was soon close to Sally. The playful creature, after giving him a kick in the face, consented to be placed on his shoulders.

The ship of course was brought up to the wind and her topsails backed as quickly as possible, but the swimmers were left a considerable distance astern before this was accomplished.

No need to lower a boat, remarked Christian, as he drew out the tubes of his telescope; that fellow swims like a fish.

So do all his countrymen, said Young.

And the women and children too, added John Adams, who was at the helm.

Shes tugging at the mans woolly head as if it were a door mat, said Christian, laughing; and I do believe  yes  the little thing is now reaching round  and pulling his nose. Look at them, Young.

Handing the glass to the midshipman, he turned to inquire for the childs mother, and to his astonishment found that brown lady sitting on the deck busy with her mat-making, as unconcerned as if nothing unusual were going on.

The fact was, that Sallys mother thought no more of Sally falling into the sea than a white mother might of her child falling on its nose  not so much, perhaps. She knew that the ship would wait to pick her up. She also knew that Sally was an expert swimmer for her age, and that the man who had gone to her rescue was thoroughly able for the duty, having, like all the South Sea Islanders, been accustomed from infancy to spend hours at a time in the water.

In a few minutes he came alongside, with Sally sitting astride his neck, holding on to both sides of his head, and lifting her large eyes with a gaze of ecstasy to those who looked over the vessels side. She evidently regarded the adventure as one of the most charming that had up to that time gladdened her brief career. Not only so, but, no sooner had she been hauled on board with her deliverer, than she made straight for the porthole from which she had fallen, and attempted to repeat the manoeuvre, amid shouts of laughter from all who saw her. After that the various portholes had to be closed up, and the precocious baby to be more carefully watched.

I have come to the conclusion, said Christian to Young, as they paced the deck by moonlight that same night, that it is better to settle on Pitcairns Island than on any of the Marquesas group. It is farther out of the track of ships than any known island of the Pacific, and if Carterets account of it be correct, its precipitous sides will induce passers-by to continue their voyage without stopping.

If we find it, and it should turn out to be suitable, what then! asked Young.

We shall land, form a settlement, and live and die there, answered Christian.

A sad end to all our bright hopes and ambitions, said Young, as if speaking to himself, while he gazed far away on the rippling pathway made by the sun upon the sea.

Christian made no rejoinder. The subject was not a pleasant one to contemplate. He thought it best to confront the inevitable in silence.

Captain Carteret, the navigator who discovered the island and named it Pitcairn, after the young officer of his ship who was the first to see and report it, had placed it on his chart no less than three degrees out of its true longitude. Hence Christian cruised about unsuccessfully in search of it for several weeks. At last, when he was on the point of giving up the search in despair, a solitary rock was descried in the far distance rising out of the ocean.

There it is at last! said Christian, with a sigh that seemed to indicate the removal of a great weight from his spirit.

Immediately every man in the ship hurried to the bow of the vessel, and gazed with strangely mingled feelings on what was to be his future home. Even the natives, men and women, were roused to a feeling of interest by the evident excitement of the Europeans, and hastened to parts of the ship whence they could obtain a clear view. By degrees tongues began to loosen.

Its like a fortress, with its high perpendicular cliffs, remarked John Adams.

All the better for us, said Quintal; well need some place thats difficult to get at and easy to defend, if one o the Kings ships should find us out.

So we will, laughed McCoy in gruff tones, and its my notion that theres a natural barrier round that island which will go further to defend us agin the Kings ships than anything that we could do. Isnt that white line at the foot o the cliffs like a heavy surf, boys?

It looks like it, answered John Mills, the gunners mate; an wherever you find cliffs rising like high walls out o the sea, you may be pretty sure the waters too deep for good anchorage.

Thats in our favour too, returned Quintal; nothin like a heavy surf and bad anchorage to indooce ships to give us a wide berth.

I hope, said William Brown the botanist, that theres some vegetation on it. I dont see much as yet.

Aint it a strange thing, remarked long-legged Isaac Martin, in a more than usually sepulchral tone, that land-lubbers invariably shows a fund of ignorance when at sea, even in regard to things they might be supposed to know somethin about?

How have I shown ignorance just now? asked Brown, with a smile, for he was a good-humoured man, and could stand a great deal of chaffing.

Why, how can you, bein a gardener, returned Martin, expect to see wegitation on the face of a perpindikler cliff?

Youre right, Martin; but then, you know, there is generally an interior as well as a face to a cliffy island, and one might expect to find vegetation there, dont you see.

Thats true  to find it, retorted Martin, but not to see it through tons of solid rock, and from five or six miles out at sea.

But what if theres niggers on it? suggested Adams, who joined the party at this point.

Fight em, of coorse, said John Williams.

An drive em into the sea, added Quintal.

Ay, the place aint big enough for more than one lot, said McCoy. It dont seem more than four miles long, or thereabouts.

An order to shorten sail stopped the conversation at this point.

It is too late to attempt a landing to-night, said Christian to Young. Well dodge off and on till morning.

The Bounty was accordingly put about, and her crew spent the remainder of the night in chatting or dreaming about their future home.




Chapter Four.

The Island Explored.

A bright and pleasant morning forms a powerful antidote to the evils of a cheerless night. Few of the mutineers slept soundly on the night of their arrival off Pitcairn, and their dreams of that island were more or less unpleasantly mingled with manacles and barred windows, and men dangling from yard-arms. The blessed sunshine dissipated all this, rousing, in the hearts of some, feelings of hope and forgiveness, in the breasts of others, only those sensations of animal enjoyment which man shares in common with the brutes.

Lower away the boat there, said Fletcher Christian, coming on deck with a more cheerful air than he had worn since the day of the mutiny; we shall row round the island and search for a landing-place. You will take charge, Mr Young, during my absence. Put muskets and ammunition into the boat, John Adams; the place may be inhabited  theres no saying  and South Sea savages are not a hospitable race as a rule. Now then, look sharp, lads.

In a few minutes, Adams, Martin, McCoy, Brown, and Quintal were in the boat, with two of the Otaheitan men.

Wont you take cutlasses? asked Young, looking over the side.

Well, yes, hand down half-a-dozen; and dont go far from this end of the island, Mr Young. Just keep dodging off and on.

Ay, ay, sir, said the middy, touching his cap from the mere force of habit.

Shove off, said Christian, seating himself at the helm.

In a few minutes the boat was skimming over the calm water towards the shore, while the Bounty, wearing round, went slowly out to sea.

As the boat neared the shore it soon became evident that it would be extremely difficult to effect a landing. Nothing could be seen but high precipitous cliffs without any sign of a harbour or creek sufficiently large or safe to afford anchorage for the ship. Worst of all, the only spot that seemed to offer any prospect of a landing-place, even for a boat, was guarded by tremendous breakers that seemed to bid defiance to mans feeble powers. These great waves, or rollers, were not the result of storm or wind, but of the mere ocean-swell of the great Pacific, which undulates over her broad breast even when becalmed. No signs of the coming waves were visible more than a few hundred yards from the shore. There, each roller gradually and silently arose when the undulating motion of the sea caught the bottom. A little farther in it assumed the form of a magnificent green wall of liquid glass, which became more and more vast and perpendicular as it rolled on, until it curled over and rushed with a mighty roar and a snowy crest towards the beach. There it dashed itself in tumultuous foam among the rocks.

Give way, lads, said Christian, sitting down after a prolonged gaze at this scene; we may find a better spot farther on.

As they proceeded they were received with wild and plaintive cries by innumerable sea-birds, whose homes were on the cliffs, and who evidently resented this intrusion of strangers.

Shall we give em a shot, sir? asked McCoy, laying his hand on a musket.

No, time enough for that, replied Christian, shortly.

They pulled right round the island without seeing a single spot more available for a landing than the place they had first approached.

It was a very little bay, with a small clump of six cocoa-nut trees near the waters edge on the right, and a single cocoa-nut tree on the left, about two hundred yards from the others. Above these, on a hill a little to the westward, there was a grove of the same species.

Well have to try it, sir, said John Adams, looking at his leader inquiringly.

Were sure to capsize, observed McCoy.

No matter, said Christian; we have at last reached home, and Im bound not to be baffled at the door. Come, Ohoo, you know something about beaching canoes in a surf; there cant be much difference with a boat. Get up in the bow and direct me how to steer.

He spoke to one of the native in the imperfect jumble of Otaheitan and English with which the white men had learned to communicate with the natives. Ohoo understood, and at once went to the bow of the boat, the head of which was now directed towards a place in the cliffs where there seemed to be a small bay or creek. The native gave directions with his arms right or left, and did not require to speak. Christian steered with one of the oars instead of the rudder, to give him more power over the boat.

Soon they began to feel the influence of the in-going wave. It was a moment of intense anxiety. Christian ordered the men to cease rowing. Ohoo made a sudden and violent indication with his left arm. Christian obeyed.

Give a gentle pull, boys, he said.

They rose as he spoke on the top of a wave so high that they could look down for a moment on the seething foam that raged between them and the beach, and Christian was about to order the men to pull hard, when the native looked back and shook his head excitedly. They had not got sufficiently into the grasp of that wave; they must wait for the next.

Back all! shouted the steersman. The boat slid back into the trough of the sea, while the wave went roaring inward.

The succeeding wave was soon close astern. It seemed to curl over them, threatening destruction, but it lifted them, instead, on its high shoulders. There was a slight appearance of boiling on the surface of the moving billow as it caught them. It was about to break, and the boat was fairly in its grasp.

Give way! shouted Christian, in a sharp, loud voice.

A moment more, and they were rushing grandly in on a mountain of snow, with black rocks rising on either side. It was nervous work. A little to the right or a little to the left, and their frail bark would have been dashed to pieces. As it was, they were launched upon a strip of sand and gravel that lay at the foot of the towering cliffs.

Hurrah! cried Martin and Brown, in wild excitement, as they leaped over the bow after the natives, while Christian, Adams, Quintal, and McCoy went over the stern to prevent the boat being dragged back by the recoiling foam, and pushed it high and dry on the beach.

Well done! Here we are at last in Bounty Bay! exclaimed Christian, with a look of satisfaction, giving to the spot, for the first time, that name which it ever afterwards retained. Make fast the painter  there; get your arms now, boys, and follow me.

At the head of the bay there was a hill, almost a cliff, up which there wound something that had the appearance of a path, or the almost dry bed of a water-course. It was exceedingly steep, but seemed the only route by which the interior of the island could be reached. Up the tangled pass for about three hundred yards the explorers advanced in single file, all except Quintal, who was left in charge of the boat.

It looks very like a path that has been made by men, said Christian, pausing to breathe, and turning round when half-way up the height; dont you think so, Brown?

Thus appealed to, the botanist, whose eyes had been enchained by the luxuriant and lovely herbage of the place, stooped to inspect the path.

It does look a little like it, sir, he replied, with some caution, but it also looks not unlike a water-course. You see it is a little wet just hereabouts. Isnt it? What think you, Isaac Martin?

I dont think nothin about it, returned Martin, solemnly, turning over the quid of tobacco that bulged his cheek; but if I might ventur for to give an opinion, I should say it dont much matter what it is, one way or another.

Thats true, Isaac, said Christian, with a short laugh, as he resumed his march up the cliff.

On the way they were shaded and kept pleasantly cool by the neighbouring precipices but on gaining the top they came into a blaze of sunshine, and then became suddenly aware that they had discovered a perfect paradise. They stood on a table-land which was thickly covered with cocoa-nut trees. A quarter of a mile farther on lay a beautiful valley, the slopes and mounds of which were clothed with trees and beautiful flowering herbage of various kinds, in clumps and groves of picturesque form, with open glades and little meadows between, the whole being backed by a grand mountain-range which traversed the island, and rose to a height of more than a thousand feet.

It is heaven upon earth! exclaimed Brown, as they began to push into the heart of the lovely scene.

Humph! Its not all gold that glitters, growled McCoy, with a sarcastic smile.

Its pretty real, nevertheless, observed Isaac Martin; I only hope there aint none o the rascally niggers livin here.

Christian said nothing, but wandered on, looking about him like one in a dream.

Besides cocoa-nut palms and other trees and shrubs, there were banyan-trees, the branches of which dropped downwards to the earth and there took root, and other large timber-trees, and plantains, bananas, yams, taro-roots, mulberry, tee-plant, and other fruit-bearing plants in great profusion. Over this richly varied scene the eyes of William Brown wandered in rapture.

Magnificent! he exclaimed; a perfect garden!

Rich enough soil, eh? said Martin, turning some of it up with the point of his shoe.

Rich enough, ay; couldnt be finer, said Brown. I should think, from its deep red colour, that it is chiefly decomposed lava. The island is evidently volcanic in its origin. I hope we shall find fresh water. Weve not seen much yet, but its sure to be found somewhere, for such magnificent vegetation could not exist without it.

What have we here? said Christian, stooping to pick up something. A stone implement of some kind, like a spear-head, I think. It seems to me that the island must have been inhabited once, although it does not appear to be so now.

After they had wandered about for some time, examining the land, and passing many a commentary, both grave and humorous, they turned to retrace their steps, when Brown, who had gone on in advance, was heard to cheer as he waved his hat above his head. He had discovered a spring. They all hastened towards the spot. It lay like a clear gem in the hollow of a rock a considerable distance up the mountain. It was unanimously named Browns Pool, but it did not contain much water at the time.

Can we do better than dine here? said Isaac Martin. Theres lots o food around us.

This was true, for of the various fruits which grew wild in the island, the cocoa-nut, plantain, and banana were to be had all the year round.

Brown had brought a small hatchet with him, which enabled them to break open several cocoa-nuts, whose hard outer husks would not have yielded easily to a clasp-knife.

While they sat thus enjoying themselves beside Browns Pool, a small lizard was observed to run over a rock near to them. It stopped for a moment to raise its little head and look at the visitors, apparently with great surprise. A rat was also seen, and chased without success, by Isaac Martin.

A small species of fly-catcher, of a whitey-brown colour, was likewise observed, and those creatures, it was afterwards ascertained, were the only living things to be found on the island, with the exception of a variety of insects and the innumerable gulls already mentioned.

Here, then, said Christian, raising a piece of the cocoa-nut shell filled with water to his lips, I drink to our health and happiness in our island home.

There was a strange mingling of pathos with heartiness in his tone, which did not fail to impress his companions, who cheerfully responded to the toast.

I only wish we had something stronger than water to drink it in, said McCoy.

Better without strong drink, remarked John Adams, who was naturally a temperate man.

Worse without it, I think, growled McCoy, who was naturally contentious and quarrelsome; dont it warm the heart and raise the spirits and strengthen the frame, and

Ay, and clear the brain, interrupted Martin, with one of his most lugubrious looks, an steady the gait, specially wen ones pretty far gone, an beautify the expression, an  an  clear the intleck, an (hic) an genrly in  in  tenshify sh powers (hic) of cconverzashun, eh?

Martin was a pretty fair mimic, and illustrated his meaning so well, not only with his tongue but with his solemn countenance, that the whole party burst into a laugh, with the exception of McCoy, who replied with the single word, Bosh!

To which Martin returned, Bam!

Just so, said Christian, as he stooped to refill the cocoa-nut shell; you may be said to have reduced that spirited question to an essence, which is much beyond proof, and closed it; we will therefore return to the shore, get on board as quickly as possible, and make arrangements for anchoring in the bay.

I doubt its too deep for anchoring, remarked Adams, as they walked down the hill.

Well, then, we shall run the ship on shore, said Christian, curtly, for here we must remain. There is no other island that I know of in these regions. Besides, this one seems the very thing we want. It has wood and water in abundance; fruits and roots of many kinds; a splendid soil, if we may believe our eyes, to say nothing of Browns opinion; bad anchorage for ships, great difficulty and some danger in landing even in fine weather, and impossible to land at all, I should think, in bad; beautiful little valleys and hills; rugged mountains with passes so difficult that a few resolute men might defy a host, and caves to which we might retreat and sell our lives dearly if hard pushed. What more could we wish for?

In a short time they reached the little narrow strip of shingly beach where the boat had been left in charge of Quintal. Here they had to encounter the great difficulty of forcing their way through the surf which had borne them shoreward in such grand style. The chief danger lay in the liability of the boat to be caught by the bow, turned broadside to the great tumbling billows, and overturned. Safety and success lay in keeping the boats bow straight end-on to the seas, and pulling hard. To accomplish this, Fletcher Christian again took an oar to steer with, in preference to the rudder. Besides being the most powerful man of the party, he was the best boatman, and the most agile in his movements.

Steady, now! he said, as the boat lay in the seething foam partially sheltered by a rock, while the men sat with oars out, ready for instant action.

A bigger wave than usual had just hurled itself with a thunderous roar on the reverberating cliffs, and the great sheet of foaming water had just reached that momentary pause which indicated the turning-point previous to the backward rush, when Christian shouted  

Give way!

The boat leaped out, was kept end-on by a powerful stroke of the steersman, rushed on the back-draught as if down a cataract, and met the succeeding billow fairly. The bow was thrown up so high that it seemed as if the boat were standing on end, and must inevitably be thrown right over, but the impetus given by the willing men forced her half through and half over the crest of the watery mountain.

With a will, boys, with a will! cried Christian.

Another moment and they slid down the billows back into the trough between the seas. A few more energetic strokes carried them over the next wave. After that the danger was past, and in less than half-an-hour they were once more on board the Bounty.




Chapter Five.

The Landing of the Livestock in Bounty Bay.

Preparations were now made for landing. The bay which they had discovered, and was the only one on the island, lay on its northern side. Into it they succeeded in running the Bounty, and cast anchor. Soon the women, with little Sally, were landed and sent up to the table-land above, to make some sort of encampment, under the charge of midshipman Young. The ship was warped close up to the cliffs, so close that she ran the end of her bowsprit against them and broke it off. Here there was a narrow ledge that seemed suitable for a landing-place. Night put a stop to their labours on board. While some lighted fires and encamped on the shore, others remained in the ship to guard her and to be ready for the debarkation that was to take place in the morning.

And a strange debarkation it was. It had been found that there was a rise of eight feet in the tide. This enabled Christian to lay the ship in such a position that it was possible to extend several long planks from the bow to the beach. Fortunately the weather was fine, otherwise the landing would have been difficult if not disastrous.

When all was complete, the goats were collected and driven over the bow to the shore. The procession was headed by an old billy-goat, who looked supremely philosophical as he went slowly along the rough gangway.

It minds one o pirates makin the crew of a merchantman walk the plank, remarked John Williams, as he assisted to urge the unwilling flock along.

Quite like a menadgeree, suggested Mills.

More like old Noah comin out o the ark, said Williams, on the top o Mount  Mount  what was its name? I forget.

Mount Sy-nee, suggested Quintal.

Not at all; it was Mount Arrowroot, said Isaac Martin, with the air of an oracle.

Clear the way, lads, for the poultry, shouted midshipman Young.

A tremendous cackling in rear rendered further orders inaudible as well as unnecessary, while the men stood aside from the opening to the gangway of planks.

A considerable number of fowls had been taken on board at Otaheite, and these, besides being bewildered and uncertain as to the point to which they were being driven, and the precise duty that was required of them, were infected with the general obstinacy of the rest of the animal kingdom. At last, however, a splendid cock was persuaded to enter the gangway, down which he ran, and flew shrieking to the shore, followed by the rest of his kindred.

Now for the hogs, said Quintal, to whose domineering spirit the work was congenial.

But the hogs were not to be managed as easily as the goats and fowls had been. With native obstinacy and amazing energy they refused to do what they were bid, and shrieked defiance when force was attempted. The noise was further increased by the butting of a few goats and the cackling of some poultry, which had got mixed up with them.

First of all they declined to leave the enclosures, out of which they had tried pertinaciously to escape all the voyage. By way of overcoming this difficulty, Christian ordered the enclosures to be torn down, and the planks with which they had been formed were used as persuaders to urge the refractory creatures on. As each poke or slap produced a series of horrible yells, it may be understood that the operation was accompanied with noise.

At last some of the men, losing patience, rushed at the hogs, seized them by ears and tails, and forcibly dragged them to the gangway. McCoy and Quintal distinguished themselves in this service, hurling their animals on the planks with such violence that several of them fell over into the sea, and swam towards the shore in the surf from which they were rescued by the Otaheitan men, who danced about in the water, highly enjoying this part of their labour.

A profound calm seemed to succeed a wild storm when the last of the unruly pigs had left the ship.

Weve got em all out at last, said one of the men, with a sigh, wiping the perspiration from his forehead with his sleeve.

Bad luck to them, growled another, tying up a slight wound received in the conflict.

Weve done with the live stock, anyhow, and thats a comfort, said a third.

Done with the live stock! exclaimed Martin. Why, the worst lot has yet to come.

That must be yourself, then, Martin, my boy, said Brown.

I wish it was, Brown, retorted Martin; but youve forgotten the cats.

So we have! exclaimed everybody.

And you may be sure theyll give us some trouble, said Christian. Come, lets go at em at once.

This estimate of the cats was fully justified by what followed. A considerable number of these useful creatures, black, white, and grey, had been brought from Otaheite for the purpose of keeping down the rats, with which many of the South Sea Islands are afflicted. During the voyage most of them had retired to the privacy of the hold, where they found holes and corners about the cargo, and came out only at night, like evil spirits, to pick up a precarious livelihood. During the recent conflict a few had found insecure refuge in holes and corners about the deck, where yelling and fugitive pigs had convulsed them with horror; and one, a huge grey cat, having taken madly to the rigging, rushed out to the end of the foresail-yard, where it was immediately roused to frenzy by a flock of astonished gulls. Now, these cats had to be rummaged out of their retreats by violence, in which work all the white men in the ship had to take part amid a chorus of awful skirling, serpentlike fuffing, ominous and deadly growling, and, generally, hideous caterwauling, that no pen, however gifted, could adequately describe.

I see im, cried Mills, with his head thrust down between a nail-cask and a bundle of Otaheitan roots.

Where? from John Adams, who, with heels and legs in the air, and head and shoulders down somewhere about the keel, was poking a long stick into total darkness.

There, right under you, with a pair of eyes blazing like green lamps.

A poke in the right direction caused a convulsion in the bowels of the cargo like a miniature earthquake. It was accompanied by a fearful yell.

Ive touched him at last, said Adams, quietly. Look-out there, Brown, hes goin to scramble up the bulkhead.

There goes another, shouted Martin, whose head was so far down among the cargo that his voice had a muffled sound.

There was no occasion to ask where this time, for, with a wild shriek, a large black fellow left its retreat, sprang up the hatchway, and sought refuge in the rigging. At the same moment there came a sepulchral moan from a cat whose place of refuge was invaded by Quintal. The moan was followed by a cry, loud and deep, that would have done credit to a mad baby.

Isnt it appalling to see creeturs so furious? said Adams, solemnly, as he drew his head and shoulders out of the depths.

Theyre fiendishly inclined, no doubt, said Christian, who stood hard by with a stick, ready to expedite the process of ejection when a cat ventured to show itself.

At last, with infinite trouble the whole body of the enemy were routed from the hold, and the hatches fastened down to prevent a return. But the end was not yet gained, for the creatures had found various refuges on deck, and some had taken to the rigging.

Come out o that, cried Martin, making a poke at the big grey cat, like a small tiger, which had fled to the foretop.

With a ferocious caterwaul and fuff the creature sprang down the shrouds on the opposite side as if it had been born and bred a sailor. Unfortunately it made a wild leap at a pendant rope in passing, missed it, and came down on the deck with a prodigious flop. Only one of its nine lives, apparently, was damaged. With the other eight it rushed to the opening in the bow, and soon gained the shore, where it immediately sprang to the leafy head of a cocoa-nut palm. At the same moment a black-and-white cat was sent flying in the same direction by Young. Quintal, indulging his savage nature, caught one of the cats by the neck and tried to strangle it into subjection, but received such punishment with teeth and claws that he was fain to fling it into the sea. It swam ashore, emerged a melancholy drookit spectacle, and dashed into the nearest underwood.

Thus, one by one, the cats were hunted out of the Bounty, and introduced to their future home. The last to give in was, appropriately, an enormous black Tom, which, with deadly yellow eyes, erect hair, bristling tail, curved back, extended claws, and flattened ears, rushed fuffing and squealing from one refuge to another, until at last, giving way to the concentrated attack of the assembled crew, it burst through the opening, scurried down the gangway, and went like a shot into the bushes, a confirmed maniac,  if not worse.




Chapter Six.

Settling down and Exploration.

The first few days were devoted by the mutineers to conveying ashore every article that was likely to prove useful. Not only were chests, boxes, tools, bedding, culinary implements, etcetera, removed from the vessel, but the planks that formed the bulkheads, much of the cordage, and all the loose spars and removable iron-work were carried ashore. In short, the vessel was completely gutted.

When this was finished, a council was called to decide what should be done with the Bounty herself, for although Christian was the acknowledged leader of the party, he took no important step without consulting his comrades.

You see it is useless, he said, to think of venturing again to sea in the Bounty; we are too short-handed for that. Besides, we could not find a more suitable island than this. I therefore propose that we should burn the ship, to prevent her being seen by any chance vessel that may pass this way. If she were observed, men might be tempted to land, and of course they would tell that we were here, and His Majesty would soon have a cruiser out in search of us. What say you?

I say wait a bit and consider, replied Young.

Ditto, said Adams.

Some of the others thought with Christian. Quintal, in particular, who seemed to live in a chronic state of objection to being hanged, was strong for destroying the vessel. Eventually, after a good deal of delay and much discussion, the good ship Bounty finished her career by being burned to the waters edge in Bounty Bay. This occurred on the 23rd January 1790. The lower part of the vessel, which would not burn, was towed out into deep water and sunk, so that not a vestige of her remained.

And now all was bustling activity. A spot some few hundred yards farther inland than that selected as their camping-ground on the day of arrival, was fixed on as suitable for their permanent location. It was beautifully situated, and pleasantly sheltered by trees, through between the stems of which the sea was visible. To this spot everything was conveyed, and several of the most powerful of the men began to clear the ground, and fell the trees with axes.

One morning, soon after landing, a party was organised to traverse the island and investigate its character and resources. As they were not yet quite sure that it was uninhabited, this party was a strong one and well armed. It consisted of Christian, Adams, Brown, Martin, and four of the Otaheitans. Edward Young stayed at the encampment with the remaining men and the women.

In which direction shall we go? asked Christian, appealing to Brown.

The botanist hesitated, and glanced round him.

If I might make so bold, sir, said Isaac Martin, I would suggest that we go right up to the top o the mountains. Theres nothin like a birds-eye view for fillin the mind wi right notions o form, an size, an character.

Following this advice, they traversed the lower ground, which was found very prolific everywhere. Then they ascended the undulating slopes of the mountain-sides until they reached the rugged and bare rocks of the higher ground.

On the way they found further and indisputable evidence of the island having been inhabited at some previous and probably long past era. Among these evidences were spear-heads, and axes of stone, and several warlike weapons.

Hallo! heres a circumstance, exclaimed Martin, stopping in front of an object which lay on the ground.

On closer examination the circumstance turned out to be an image made of a hard and coarse red stone.

It is evidently an idol, said Christian; and here are some smooth round stones, resembling those used by the Otaheitans in war.

Not far from the spot, and in other places as they advanced, the exploring party found heaps of stone chips, as well as more images and tools.

Ive been thinking, said Brown, turning for a moment to look down at the sea, which now lay spread out far below them like a blue plain, Ive been thinking that the proof of people having been here long ago lies not only in these stones, axes, spears, and images, but also in the fact that we find the cocoa-nut trees, bananas, plantains, breadfruit-trees, as well as yams and sweet potatoes, grow chiefly in the sunny and sheltered parts of the island, and gathered together as if they had been planted there.

Heres the best proof of all, exclaimed Martin, who had a tendency to poke about, with his long nose advanced, as if scenting out things.

They looked at the spot to which Martin pointed, and there saw a human skeleton in the last stage of decay, with a large pearl shell under the skull. Not far-off more human bones were discovered.

Thats proof positive, said Brown. Now, I wonder why these natives came here, and why they went away.

Praps they didnt come, but was bornd here, suggested Martin; an mayhap they didnt go away at all, but died here.

True, Martin, said Adams; and that shell reminds me of what Captain Bligh once told me, that the natives o the Gambier Islands, which must lie to windard o this, have a custom of puttin a shell under the heads of the dead in this fashion. Moreover, he told me that these same Gambier chaps, long ago, used to put the people they vanquished in war on rafts, and turn em adrift to sink or swim, or fetch what land they might. No doubt some of these people got drifted here.

As he spoke the party emerged from a somewhat rugged pass, close to the highest peak of the mountain-ranges. A few minutes scramble brought them to the summit, whence they obtained a magnificent view of the entire circuit of the island.

We have said that the peak is just over a thousand feet high. From this commanding position the Pacific was seen with a boundless horizon all round. Not a speck of land visible save the rocky isle on which they stood. Not a sail to mark the vast expanse of water, which, from that height, seemed perfectly flat and smooth, though a steady breeze was blowing, and the islet was fringed with a pure white ring of foam. Not a cloud even to break the monotony of the clear sky, and no sound to disturb the stillness of nature save the plaintive cries, mellowed by distance, of the myriads of sea-fowl which sailed round the cliffs, or dipped into the water far below.

Solitude profound, said Christian, in a low voice, breaking the silence which had fallen on the party as they gazed slowly round them.

Just then a loud and hideous yell issued from, apparently; the bowels of the earth, and rudely put to flight the feeling of profound solitude. The cry, although very loud, had a strangely muffled sound, and was repeated as if by an echo.

The explorers looked in each others faces inquiringly, and not without an expression of awe.

Strange, said Adams; an it sounded very like some one in distress.

It was observed suddenly that Isaac Martin was absent.

But the voice was not like his, said Brown.

The mysterious cry was repeated at the moment, and Christian ran quickly in the direction whence it seemed to come. As they neared a rugged mass of rocks which lay close to the peak on which they had been standing, the cry lost much of its mystery, and finally assumed the tones of Martins voice.

Hallo! hi! murder! help! O my leg! Mr Christian, Adams, Brown, this way. Help! ho! hi!

What between the muffled sound and the echo, Martin created a noise that would have set his friends into fits of laughter if they had not been greatly alarmed.

In a few seconds the party reached what seemed to be a dark hole, out of which the poor mans left leg was seen protruding. Christian and Adams grasped it. Brown and one of the Otaheitans lent a hand, and Martin was quickly dragged out of danger and set on his legs.

I say, Martin, said Brown, anxiously, sit down or youll bust. Every drop o blood in your body has gone to your head.

No wonder, gasped Isaac, if youd bin hangin by one fut half as long, your blood would have blowed your head off altogether.

There now, sit down a minute, and youll be all right, said Christian. How did it happen?

To this Martin replied that it was simple enough. He had fallen a few yards behind, and, taking a wrong turn, had come on a hole, into which he looked. Seeing something like a light at the bottom of it, he stooped down to look further, slipped on the rocks, and went in head foremost, but was arrested by his foot catching between two rocks and getting jammed.

In this position he would soon have perished had not his comrades come to the rescue.

With some curiosity they now proceeded to examine the hole. It turned out to be the entrance to a cave which opened towards the northern side of the island, and from which a splendid sweep of the sea could be seen, while in the immediate neighbourhood, far down the precipices, innumerable sea-birds were seen like flakes of snow circling round the cliffs. A few of the inquisitive among these mounted to the giddy height of the caves seaward-mouth, and seemed to gaze in surprise at the unwonted sight of man.

A most suitable cavern for a hermit or a monk, said Brown.

More fit for a monkey, said Martin.

Not a bad place of refuge in case our retreat should be discovered, observed Christian.

Hm! the Mutineers Retreat, muttered John Adams, in a slightly bitter tone.

A few resolute men, continued Christian, taking no notice of the last remark, could hold out here against a hundred  at least while their ammunition lasted.

He returned as he spoke to the caves landward entrance, and clambered out with some difficulty, followed by his companions. Proceeding with their investigations, they found that, while a large part of the island was covered with rich soil, bearing fruit-trees and shrubs in abundance, the remainder of it was mountainous, rugged, and barren. They also ascertained that, although the place had been inhabited in times long past, there seemed to be no inhabitants at that time to dispute their taking possession. Satisfied with the result of their investigations, they descended to their encampment on the table-land close to the heights above Bounty Bay.

On drawing near to the clearing they heard the sound of voices raised as if in anger.

Its Quintal and McCoy, said Adams; I know the sound o their ill-natured voices.

Presently the two men could be seen through the trees. Quintal was sitting on a felled tree, looking fiercely at McCoy, who stood beside him.

I tell you the baccy is mine, said Quintal.

Its nothin o the sort, its mine, answered McCoy, snatching the coveted weed out of the others hand.

Quintal jumped up, hit McCoy on the forehead, and knocked him down.

McCoy instantly rose, hit Quintal on the nose, and tumbled him over the log on which he had been sitting.

Not much the worse, Quintal sprang to his feet, and a furious set-to would have immediately followed if the arrival of Christian and his party had not prevented it. It was no easy matter to calm the ruffled spirits of the men who had treated each other so unceremoniously, and there is no doubt the bad feeling would have been kept up about the tobacco in dispute if Christian had not intervened. McCoy reiterated stoutly that the tobacco was his.

You are wrong, said Christian, quietly; it belongs to Quintal. I gave it to him this morning.

As there was no getting over this, McCoy returned the tobacco with a bad grace, and Christian was about to give the assembled party some good advice about not quarrelling, when the mother of little Sally appeared suddenly, wringing her hands, and exclaiming in her native tongue, My child is lost! my child is lost!

As every one of the party, even the roughest, was fond of Sally, there was an eager and anxious chorus of questioning.

Where away did ee lose her? asked McCoy; but the poor mother could only wring her hands and cry, Lost! lost!

Has she gone over the cliffs? asked Edward Young, who came up at the moment; but the woman would say nothing but Lost! lost! amid floods of tears.

Fortunately some of the other women, who had been away collecting cocoa-nuts, arrived just then, and somewhat relieved the men by prevailing on the mother to explain that, although she could not say positively her child had fallen over the cliffs, or come by any other mishap, Sally had nevertheless disappeared early in the forenoon, and that she had been searching for her ever since without success.

The process of interrogation was conducted chiefly by Isabella, alias Mainmast, the wife of Fletcher Christian, and Susannah, the wife of Edward Young; and it was interesting to note how anxious were the native men, Talaloo, Timoa, Ohoo, Nehow, Tetaheite, and Menalee. They were evidently as concerned about the safety of the child as were the white men.

Now, lads, said Christian, after it was ascertained that the poor woman could give no information whatever, we must search at once, but we must go about it according to a fixed plan. I remember once reading of a General having got lost in a great swamp one evening with his staff. It was near the sea, I think, and the tide was making. He collected his officers and bade them radiate out from him in all directions, each one in a straight line, so as to make sure of at least one of them finding the right road out of the danger. We will do likewise.

Following out this plan, the entire party scattered themselves into the bush, each keeping in a straight line, searching as he went, and widening the field of search as his distance from the centre increased. There was no time to lose, for the shades of night had already begun to fall.

Anxiously did the poor mother and one or two of the other women sit in the clearing, listening for the expected shout which should indicate success. For a long time no shout of any kind was heard, though there was considerable noise when the searching party came upon the lairs of members of the livestock that had taken up their quarters in the bush.

We will follow only the line of search which ended in success. It was pursued by Christian himself. At first he came on spots where domestic fowls had taken up their abode. Then, while tramping through a mass of luxuriant ferns, he trod on the toes of a slumbering hog, which immediately set up a shriek comparable only to the brake of an ill-used locomotive. This uncalled-for disturbance roused and routed a considerable number of the same family which had taken refuge in the same locality. After that he came on a bevy of cats, seated at respectful distances from each other, in glaring and armed neutrality. His sudden and evidently unexpected appearance scattered these to the four points of the compass.

Presently he came upon a pretty open spot of small size, which was surrounded by shrubs and trees, through the leafy branches of which the setting sun streamed in a thousand rays. One of these rays dazzled the eyes, and another kissed the lips of a Nanny-goat. It was Sallys pet, lying down and dozing. Beside it lay Sally herself, sound asleep, with her pretty little face resting on its side, and one of her little fat hands holding on to a lock of its white hair.

With a loud shout Christian proclaimed his success to the Pitcairn world, and, picking up the still slumbering child, carried her home in triumph to her mother.




Chapter Seven.

Roasting, Foraging, and Fabricating.

One morning John Adams awoke from a pleasant dream and lay for some time on his back, in that lazy, half-conscious fashion in which some men love to lie on first awaking. The canopy above him was a leafy structure through which he could see the deep azure of the sky with its few clouds of fleecy white. Around him were the rude huts of leaves and boughs which his comrades had constructed for themselves more or less tastefully, and the lairs under bush and tree with which the Otaheitan natives were content. Just in front of his own hut was that of Fletcher Christian. It was more thoroughly built than the others, being partly formed of planks and other woodwork saved from the Bounty, and was well thatched with the broad leaves of tropical plants.

In front of the hut Christians wife, Isabella, was busily engaged digging a hole in the ground. She was the only member of the party astir that morning.

I wonder why Mainmast is up so early, murmured Adams, rousing himself and using his elbow as a prop while he observed her.

Mainmast, who was better known by that sobriquet than by the name which Christian had given to her on his wedding-day at Otaheite, was a very comely and naturally amiable creature, graceful in form, and although a so-called savage, possessing an air of simple dignity and refinement which might almost be termed lady-like. Indeed, several of the other native wives of the mutineers were similar to Mrs Christian in these respects, and, despite their brown complexions, were remarkably good-looking. One or two, however, were commonplace enough, especially the wives of the three married Otaheitan men, who seemed to be, as no doubt they were, of a lower social class than the others who had mingled with the best Otaheitan society, Edward Youngs wife, for instance, being a sort of native princess  at least she was the daughter of a great chief.

The dress of these women was simple, like themselves, and not ungraceful. It consisted of a short petticoat of tapa, or native cloth, reaching below the knees, and a loose shawl or scarf of the same material thrown over the shoulders.

After gazing a short time, Adams perceived what Mainmast was about. She was preparing breakfast, which consisted of a hog. It had been shot by Christian the night before, partly because it annoyed him with pertinacious grunting in the neighbourhood of his hut, and partly because several families of hoglets having been born soon after their arrival on the island, he could not be charged with extravagance in giving the people a treat of flesh once in a way.

The process of cooking the hog was slow, hence the early move. It was also peculiar, therefore we shall describe it in detail, in order that the enterprising housewives of England may try the plan if convenient.

Mainmasts first act was to kindle a large fire, into which she put a number of goodly-sized and rounded stones. While these were heating, she dug a large hole in the ground with a broken shovel, which was the only implement of husbandry possessed at that time by the community. This hole was the oven. The bottom of it she covered with fresh plantain leaves. The stones having been heated, were spread over the bottom of the hole and then covered with leaves. On this hotbed the carcass of the pig was placed, and another layer of leaves spread over it. Some more hot stones were placed above that, over which green leaves were strewn in bunches, and, finally, the whole was covered up with earth and rubbish piled up so as to keep in the heat.

Just as she had accomplished this, Mainmast was joined by Mrs Young (Susannah) and Mrs McCoy.

Good-morning, said Mrs Christian, using the words of salutation which she had learned from the Europeans. The hog will not be ready for a long time; will you help me with the cakes?

The women at once assented, and set to work. They spoke to each other in the Otaheitan tongue. To their husbands they spoke in a jumble of that tongue and English. For convenience we shall, throughout our tale, give their conversations in ordinary English.

While Mrs McCoy prepared some yams and sweet potatoes for baking, Mrs Young compounded a cake of yams and plantains, beaten up, to be baked in leaves. Mainmast also roasted some breadfruit.

This celebrated fruit  but for which the Bounty, would never have been sent forth, and the mutiny with its wonderful consequences would never have occurred  grows on a tree the size of a large apple-tree, the leaves of which are of a very deep green. The fruit, larger than an orange, has a thick rind, and if gathered before becoming ripe, and baked in an oven, the inside resembles the crumb of wheaten bread, and is very palatable. It lasts in season about eight months of the year.

While the culinary operations were going on, the precocious Sally, awaking from her slumbers, rose and staggered forth to survey the face of the newborn day. Her little body was clothed in an admirably fitting garment of light-brown skin, the gift of Nature. Having yawned and rubbed her eyes, she strayed towards the fire. Mrs Christian received her with an affable smile, and presented her with a pannikin of cocoa-nut milk to keep her quiet. Quaffing this beverage with evident delight, she dropped the pannikin, smacked her rosy lips, and toddled off to seek adventures. Her first act was to stand in front of Isaac Martins hut, and gaze with a look not unmixed with awe at the long nose pointing to the sky, from which sonorous sounds were issuing.

It is said that familiarity breeds contempt. It was obvious that the awesome feeling passed from the infants mind as she gazed. Under the impulse of a sudden inspiration she entered the hut, went up to the nose, and tweaked it.

Hallo! shouted Martin, springing up and tumbling Sally head over heels in the act. Oh, poor thing, I havent hurt you, have I?

He caught the child in his arms and kissed her; but Sally seemed to care neither for the tumble nor the kisses. Having been released, she sallied from the hut in search of more adventures.

Martin, meanwhile, having been thoroughly aroused, got up and went towards the fire.

Youre bright and early, Mainmast, he said, slowly filling his pipe.

Yes, hog takes time to cook.

Hog is it, eh? Thatll be first-rate. Got sauce for it?

Hog needs no sauce, said Mrs Christian, with a laugh. To say truth, it required very little to arouse her merriment, or that of her amiable sisterhood.

When Martin had lighted his pipe, he stood gazing at the fire profoundly, as if absorbed in meditation. Presently he seized a frying-pan which lay on the ground, and descended therewith by way of the steep cliffs to the sea.

While he was gone, one and another of the party came to the fire and began to chat or smoke, or both, according to fancy. Ere long Martin was seen slowly ascending the cliffs, holding the frying-pan with great care.

What have you got there? asked one.

Oysters, eh? said another, scrutinising the pan.

More like jelly-fish, said Young.

What in all the world is it? asked Adams, as the pan was put on the fire.

Youll see when it boils, said Martin.

Theres nothin in it at all but water, said Quintal, somewhat contemptuously.

Well, Ive heerd of many a thing, but never fried water, remarked McCoy.

I should think it indigestible, said Christian, coming up at the moment.

Whether the natives understood the jest or not we cannot say, but certain it is that all of them, men and women, burst into a fit of laughter at this, in which they were joined by Otaheitan Sally from mere sympathy.

Well, what is to be the order of the day? asked Christian, turning to Young. Shall we proceed with our dwellings, or divide the island into locations?

I think, answered the midshipman, that some of us at least should set up the forge. I know that Williamss fingers are tingling to grasp the sledge-hammer, and the sooner he goes at it, too, the better, for were badly off for tools.

If you dont require my services, said Brown, Ill go plant some breadfruits and other things at that sheltered spot we fell upon yesterday.

I intend to finish the thatching of my hut, said Quintal, in that off-hand tone of independence and disregard of the wishes of others which was one of his characteristics.

Well, there are plenty of us to do all the work, said Christian. Let every man do what pleases himself. I would only ask for one or two volunteers to cut the water-tanks I spoke of yesterday. The water we have discovered, although a plentiful supply for present needs, may run short or cease altogether if drought comes. So we must provide against a dry instead of a rainy day, by cutting a tank or two in the solid rock to hold a reserve.

Adams and Mills at once volunteered for this duty. Other arrangements were soon made, and they sat down to breakfast, some using plates saved from the Bounty, others flat stones as substitutes, while empty cocoa-nut shells served for drinking-cups.

Your water pancake should be done brown by this time, said Young, as he sat down on the turf tailor-wise.

Not quite, but nearly, returned Martin, as he stirred the furiously-boiling contents of the frying-pan.

In a few minutes more the sea water had boiled quite away, leaving a white residuum, which Martin scraped carefully off into a cocoa-nut cup.

You see, boys, he said, setting down the salt thus procured, I never could abide fresh meat without a pick o salt to give it a relish. It may be weakness perhaps, but

Being the weakness of an old salt, interrupted Christian, its excusable. Now, boys, fall-to with a will. Weve got plenty of work before us, an cant afford to waste time.

This exhortation was needless. The savoury smell of the roast pig, when it had been carefully disentombed, might have given appetite to a seasick man. They ate heartily, and for some time in silence.

The women, however, did not join in the feast at that time. It was the custom among the Otaheitans that the men should eat first, the women afterwards; and the mutineers, having become habituated to the custom, did not see fit to change it. When the men had finished and discussed the days proceedings, the remainder of the pig, fruits, and vegetables, were consumed by the females, among whom, we are bound to state, Sally was the greatest gourmand.

When pipes were finished, and the digestion of healthy young men had been thus impaired as far as was possible in the circumstances, the party went off in several groups about their various avocations.

Among other things removed from the Bounty were a smiths anvil and bellows, with various hammers, files, etcetera, and a large quantity of iron-work and copper. One party, therefore, under Young and Williams the armourer, busied themselves in setting up a forge near their settlement, and preparing charcoal for the forge fire.

Another party, under Christian, proceeded to some neighbouring rocks, and there, with sledge-hammer and crowbars, which they used as jumpers, began the laborious task of boring the solid rock, intending afterwards to blast, and partly to cut it, into large water-tanks. Quintal continued the thatching of his hut, in which work his humble wife aided him effectively. Brown proceeded with the planting operations which he had begun almost immediately after landing; and the women busied themselves variously, some in preparing the mid-day meal, some in gathering fruits and roots for future use, and others in improving the internal arrangements of their various huts, or in clearing away the débris of the late feast. As for little Sally, she superintended generally the work of the home department, and when she tired of that, went further afield in search of adventures.




Chapter Eight.

Division of the Island  Moralisings, Misgivings, and a Great Event.

There was no difficulty in apportioning the new possessions to which the mutineers had served themselves heirs. In that free-and-easy mode in which men in power sometimes arrange matters for their own special behoof, they divided the island into nine equal parts, of which each appropriated one part. The six native men were not only ignored in this arrangement, but they were soon given to understand, by at least several of their captors, that they were to be regarded as slaves and treated as such.

It is, however, but just to Edward Young to say that he invariably treated the natives well and was much liked by them, from which it is to be supposed that he did not quite fall in with the views of his associates, although he made no objection to the unjust distribution of the land. John Adams, being an amiable and kindly man, also treated the natives well, and so did Fletcher Christian; but the others were more or less tyrannical, and those kindred spirits, Matthew Quintal and William McCoy, treated them with great severity, sometimes with excessive cruelty.

At first, however, things went well. The novelty and romance of their situation kept them all in good spirits. The necessity for constant activity in laying out their gardens, clearing the land around the place of settlement, and erecting good log-houses,  all this, with fresh air and abundance of good food, kept them in excellent health and spirits, so that even the worst among them were for a time amiably disposed; and it seemed as if those nine men had, by their act of mutiny, really introduced themselves into a terrestrial paradise.

And so they had, as far as nature was concerned, but the seeds of evil in themselves began ere long to grow and bear fruit.

The fear of the avenger in the form of a man-of-war was constantly before their minds. We have said that the Bounty had been burnt, and her charred remnants sunk to remove all traces of their presence on the island. For the same end a fringe of trees was left standing on the seaward side of their clearing, and no erection of any kind was allowed upon the seaward cliffs or inland heights.

One afternoon, Christian, who had been labouring in his garden, threw down his tools, and taking up the musket which he seldom left far from his hand, betook himself to the hills. He was fond of going there, and often spent many hours in solitary watching in the cave near the precipitous mountain-peak.

On his way up he had to pass the hut of William McCoy. The others, conforming to the natural tendency of mankind to congregate together, had built their houses round the cleared space on the table-land above Bounty Bay, from which central point they were wont to sally forth each morning to their farms or gardens, which were scattered wide apart in separate valleys. McCoy, however, aspired to higher heights and grander solitudes. His dwelling, a substantial log-hut, was perched upon a knoll overlooking the particular valley which he cultivated with the aid of his Otaheitan wife and one of the native men.

You are getting on well, said Christian to McCoy, who was felling a tree when he came up to him.

Ay, slowly, but Id get on a deal faster if that lazy brown-skin Ohoo would work harder. Just look at him. He digs up that bit o ground as if he was paid by the number o minutes he took to do it. I had to give him a taste of a ropes end this morning, but it dont seem to have done him much good.

It didnt seem to do much good to you when you got it on board the Bounty, said Christian, gravely.

Praps not; but were not on board the Bounty, now, returned McCoy, somewhat angrily.

Depend on it, McCoy, said Christian, softening his tone, that the cat never made any man work well. It can only force a scoundrel to obedience, nothing more.

Hm, I blieve youre not far wrong, sir, returned the other, resuming his work.

Giving a friendly nod to Ohoo as he passed, and a cheerful good-morning to Mrs McCoy, who was busy inside the hut, Christian passed slowly on through the luxuriant herbage with which that part of the hillside was covered.

At first he walked in the shade of many-stemmed banyans and feathery-topped palms, while the leaves of tall and graceful ferns brushed his cheeks, and numerous luxuriant flowering plants perfumed the air. Then he came to a clump of bushes, into which darted one of the goats that had by this time become almost wild. The goats rush disturbed a huge sow with a litter of quite new pigs, the gruntings and squeakings of which gave liveliness to an otherwise quiet and peaceful scene.

Coming out on the shoulder of the mountain just above the woods, he turned round to look back. It was a splendid panorama of tropical vegetation, rounded knolls, picturesque mounds, green patches, and rugged cliffs, extending downwards to Bounty Bay with its fringe of surf, and beyond  all round  the sleeping sea.

Two or three little brown, sparrow-like birds twittered in the bushes near, and looked askance, as if they would question the mans right to walk there. One or two active lizards ran across his path, pausing now and then, and glancing upwards as if in great surprise.

Christian smiled sadly as he looked at them, then turned to breast the hill.

It was a rugged climb. Towards the top, where he diverged to the cave, every step became more difficult.

Reaching the hole where Isaac Martin had come by his misadventure, Christian descended by means of a rude ladder which he had constructed and let down into it. Entering the cave, he rested his musket against the wall of rock, and sat down on a ledge near the opening towards the sea. It was a giddy height. As he sat there with hands clasped over one knee and eyes fixed wistfully on the horizon, his right foot, thrust a little beyond the edge of the rock, overhung a tremendous precipice, many hundred feet deep.

For a long time he gazed so steadfastly and remained so motionless as to seem a portion of the rock itself. Then he heaved a sigh that relieved the pent-up feelings of an overburdened soul.

So early! he muttered, in a scarcely audible voice. At the very beginning of life, just when hope, health, manhood, and opportunity were at the flood.

He stopped, and again remained motionless for a long time. Then, continuing in the same low, sad tone, but without altering his position or his wistful gaze.

And now, an outlaw, an outcast, doomed, if taken, to a felons death! Comrades seduced to their ruin! The brand of Cain not more terrible than mine! Self-exiled for life! Never, never more to see friends, country, kindred, sisters  mother! God help me!

He laid his face in his hands and groaned aloud. Again he was silent, and remained without motion for nearly an hour.

Can it be true? he cried in a voice of suppressed agony, looking up as if expecting an answer from heaven. Shall I never, never, never awake from this hideous dream!

The conscience-smitten young man laid strong constraint upon himself and became calmer. When the sun began to approach the horizon he rose, and with an air of stern resolution, set about making various arrangements in the cave.

From the first Fletcher Christian had fixed on this cavern as a retreat, in case his place of refuge should be discovered. His hope was that, if a man-of-war should come at last and search the island, he and his comrades might escape detection in such a sequestered and well-concealed cavern. If not, they could hold out to the last and sell their lives dearly. Already he had conveyed to it, by degrees, a considerable supply of ammunition, some of the arms and a quantity of such provisions as would not readily spoil with time. Among other things, he carried to that elevated outlook Carterets book of voyages and some other works, which had formed the very small library of the Bounty, including a Bible and a Church of England Prayer-book.

When not gazing on the horizon, expecting yet fearing the appearance of a sail, he passed much of his time in reading.

On the evening of which we write he had beguiled some time with Carteret, when a slight sound was heard outside the cavern.

Starting up with the nervous susceptibility induced by a guilty conscience, he seized his musket and cocked it. As quickly he set it down again, and smiled at his weakness. Next moment he heard a voice shouting. It drew nearer.

Hallo, sir! Mr Christian! cried John Adams, stooping down at the entrance.

Come down, Adams, come down; theres no occasion to keep shouting up there.

True, sir; but do you come up. Youre wanted immediately.

There was something in the mans voice which alarmed Christian. Grasping his musket, he sprang up the ladder and stood beside his comrade.

Well?

Its  its all right, sir, said Adams, panting with his exertions in climbing the hill; its  its a boy!

Without a word of reply Christian shouldered his weapon, and hurried down the mountain-side in the direction of home.




Chapter Nine.

Sallys Chief Joys  Dark Clouds Overspread the Pitcairn Sky, and Darker Deeds are done.

Just before John Adams left the settlement for the purpose of calling Christian, whose retreat at the mountain-top was by that time well-known to every one, little Sally had gone, as was her wont, to enjoy herself in her favourite playground. This was a spot close to the house of Edward Young, where the débris of material saved from the Bounty had been deposited. It formed a bristling pile of masts, spars, planks, cross-trees, oars, anchors, nails, copper-bolts, sails, and cordage.

No material compound could have been more dangerous to childhood, and nothing conceivable more attractive to Sally. The way in which that pretty little nude infant disported herself on that pile was absolutely tremendous. She sprang over things as if she had been made expressly to fly. She tumbled off things as if she had been created to fall. She insinuated herself among anchor-flukes and chains as if she had been born an eel. She rolled out from among the folds of sails as if she were a live dumpling. She seemed to dance upon upturned nails, and to spike herself on bristling bolts; but she never hurt herself,  at least if she did she never cried, except in exuberant glee.

Now, it was while thus engaged one day that Sally became suddenly conscious of a new sound. Young as she was, she was fully alive to the influence of a new sensation. She paused in an attitude of eager attention. The strange sound came from Christians hut. Sally waddled thither and looked in. The first thing that met her gaze was her own mother with a live creature in her hands, which she was carefully wrapping up in a piece of cloth. It was a pitifully thin whitey-brown creature, with a puckered face, resembling that of a monkey; but Sally had never seen a monkey, and probably did not think of the comparison. Presently the creature opened its mouth, shut its eyes, and uttered a painfully weak squall.

Cause and effect are not infrequently involved in mystery. We cannot tell why Sally, who never cried, either when hurt or scolded, should, on beholding this sight, set up a tremendous howl; but she did, and she kept up the howl with such vigour that John Adams was attracted to the spot in some alarm.

Stopping only long enough to look at the infant and see that the mother was all right, Adams ran off at full speed to the mountain-top, as we have seen, to be the first to announce the joyful news to the father.

Thus came into the world the first descendant of the mutineers of the Bounty.

It was with unwonted animation that the men sat down to supper that evening, each having congratulated Christian and inquired at the hut for the baby and mother, as he came in from work.

What will you call him? inquired Young, after pledging the new arrival in a cup of cocoa-nut milk.

What day is it? asked Christian.

Thursday, answered Martin.

Then Ill call him Thursday, said Christian; it will commemorate the day.

Youd better add October, and commemorate the month, said Adams.

So I will, said Christian.

An stick on Seventeen-ninety to commemorate the year, suggested Mills.

No, there are limits to everything, returned Christian; three names are enough. Come, fill up your cups, lads, and drink to Thursday October Christian!

With enthusiasm and a shout of laughter, the toast was pledged in cocoa-nut milk, and once again Christians hand was shaken by his comrades all round.

The advent of TOC, as Adams called him, (or Toc, as he afterwards came to be styled), was, as it were, the breaking of the ice. It was followed ere long by quite a crop of babies. In a few months more a Matthew Quintal was added to the roll. Then a Daniel McCoy furnished another voice in the chorus, and Sally ceased to disquiet herself because of that which had ceased to be a novelty. This all occurred in 1791. After that there was a pause for a brief period; then, in 1792, Elizabeth Mills burst upon the astonished gaze of her father, and was followed immediately by another Christian, whom Fletcher, discarding his eccentric taste for days and months, named Charles.

By this time Sally had developed such a degree of matronly solicitude, that she was absolutely intrusted at times with the care of the other children. In a special manner she devoted herself to little Charlie Christian, who was a particularly sedate infant. Indeed, solemnity was stamped upon that childs visage from his birth. This seemed to harmonise intensely with Sallys sense of fun. She was wont to take Charlie away from his mother, and set him up on a log, or the rusty shank of the Bountys best bower, prop him up with sticks or bushes  any rubbish that came to hand  and sit down in front of him to gaze. Charlie, after the first few months of precarious infancy, became extremely fat. He used to open his solemn eyes as wide as was possible in the circumstances, and return the gaze with interest. Unable to restrain herself, Sally would then open her pretty mouth, shut her gorgeous eyes, and give vent to the richest peals of laughter.

Oh, yous so good, Charlie!

She had learned by that time to speak broken English in an infantine fashion, and her assertion was absolutely true, for Charlie Christian was preternaturally good.

The same cannot be said of all the members of this little community. Ere long, a period approached when the harmony which had hitherto prevailed was about to be broken. Increasing life had marked their course hitherto. Death now stepped in to claim his share.

The wife of John Williams went out one day to gather gulls eggs among the cliffs. The women were all in the habit of doing this at times, and they had become expert climbers, as were also the men, both white and brown.

When day began to close, they wondered why Mrs Williams was so late of returning. Soon her husband became uneasy; then, taking alarm, he went off to search for her, accompanied by all the men. The unfortunate woman was found dead at the base of the cliffs. She had missed her footing and fallen while searching for eggs.

This accident had at first a deeply solemnising effect on the whole community. Accustomed though these men were to the sight of death in some of its worst forms in war, they were awed by this sudden and unexpected assault of the great enemy. The poor mangled body lying so quietly among the rocks at the foot of the awful precipice, the sight of the husbands grief, the sad and silent procession with the ghastly burden in the deepening gloom of evening, the wailing of the women, and the awestruck gaze of such of the children as were old enough to know that something terrible had occurred, though unable to understand it,  all conspired to deepen the impression, even on those among the men who were least easily impressed; and it was with softened feelings of pity that Quintal and McCoy, volunteering their services on the occasion, dug the first grave at Pitcairn.

Time, however, soon wore away these feelings. Williams not only got over his bereavement easily, but soon began to wish for another wife. It was, of course, impossible to obtain one righteously in the circumstances; he therefore resolved to take the wife of Talaloo the Otaheitan.

It must not be supposed that all Williams, comrades supported him in this wicked design. Christian, Young, and Adams remonstrated with him strongly; but he was obstinate, and threatened to take the boat and leave the island if they interfered with him. As he was an expert blacksmith, his comrades could not afford to lose him, and ceased remonstrating. Eventually he carried out his intention.

This was, as might have been expected, the beginning of trouble. The coloured men made common cause of it, and from that time forward began to plot the destruction of their white masters. What made matters worse was that Talaloos wife was not averse to the change, and from that time became a bitter enemy of her Otaheitan husband. It was owing to this wicked womans preference for Williams that the plot was afterwards revealed.

One evening, while sitting in Christians house, Talaloos wife began to sing a sort of extempore song, the chorus to which was:  

Why does black man sharpen axe?

To kill white man.

Hearing this, Christian, who was close at hand, entered the hut and demanded an explanation. On being informed of the plot of the Otaheitan men to murder all the whites, a dark frown overspread his face. Hastily seizing his musket, he loaded it, but it was observed that he put no bullet in.

The Otaheitans were assembled at the time in a neighbouring house. Christian went straight to the house, charged the men with their guilty intentions, pointed his gun at them, and pulled the trigger. The piece missed fire. Before he could re-cock, Talaloo leaped through the doorway, followed by his friend Timoa, and took shelter in the woods.

The other four men begged for mercy, said that the two who had just left were the instigators as well as ringleaders in the plot, and promised to hunt them down and murder them if their own lives should be spared. As Christian had probably no fixed intention to kill any of the men, and his sudden anger soon abated, he accepted their excuses and left them. It was impossible, however, for the mutineers to feel confidence in the natives after that. The two men who had fled for refuge to the bush did not return to the settlement, but remained in hiding.

One day Talaloos wife went, with some of the other women, to the southern side of the island to fish from the rocks. They were soon busily at work. The lines used had been made by themselves from the fibrous husk of the cocoa-nut. The hooks had been brought on shore from the Bounty. Chattering and laughing with the free-and-easy gaiety of savages, they plied their work  it seemed more like play  with varying success.

Suddenly the wife of Talaloo heard a faint hiss behind her. Turning her head, she saw her former husband in the bushes. He beckoned to her, and disappeared. None of the other women appeared to have heard or observed the man. Presently, Talaloos wife rose, and going into the woods, joined her husband. She found him in company with Timoa.

Is Talaloo become a dog that he should be driven to live in the bush? demanded the man, with a stern air.

The white men are strong, answered his wife, with a subdued look; the women can do nothing.

You can stay with me here in the bush if you will, said Talaloo. The white men are strong, but we are stronger. We will kill the white men.

He turned with an air of offended dignity, and strode away. His wife meekly followed, and Timoa went with them.

Now, there was one woman among the fishers whose eyes were sharp and her hearing was keen.

This was Susannah, the wife of the midshipman Edward Young. She had followed Talaloos wife, saw what occurred, and carried back a report to the settlement. A council of war was at once held.

If we leave these men at liberty, said Williams, we shall never again be able to go to rest in security.

Something must be done, said Christian, with the air of a man whose mind wanders far away from the subject in hand.

Kill them, suggested McCoy.

Yes, said Quintal; I vote that we get up a grand hunt, run them to earth, and shoot them like dogs, as they are.

Not so easy as you think to hunt down such men among these wild and wooded hills, said Young. Besides, it is only Talaloo who has threatened us; Timoa is guiltless, I think.

Ill tell you what well do, lads; well poison em, said Williams. Ive heard of such a thing bein done at Otaheite by one of the women. She knows how to get the poison from some sort of plant, I believe, and Im pretty sure that Menalee will help us.

The plan thus suggested was finally adopted. One of the women made three puddings, two of which were good, the third was poisoned. Menalee at once agreed to go to the fugitives, say he had stolen the puddings, and would be willing to share them. The two good puddings were to be given to Talaloos wife and Timoa, the poisoned one to Talaloo himself. For further security Menalee was to carry a pistol with him, and use it if necessary.

The assassin was not long in tracking out his countrymen.

You bring us food? said Talaloo.

Yes, I have stolen it. Will you have some?

They all accepted the puddings, and Timoa and the woman began to eat; but Talaloo was quick witted. He observed something unusual in Menalees manner, suspected poison, and would not eat his pudding. Laying it aside, he ate that of his wife along with her.

Menalee pretended not to notice this. After the others had done eating, he proposed that they should all go a little farther up into the bushes, where, he said, he had left his own wife among some breadfruit trees.

Talaloo agreeing to this, they rose and walked away. The footpath being narrow, they were obliged to go in single file. Menalee walked behind Talaloo. After having gone a few paces, the former drew his pistol, pointed it at the back of his countrymans head, and pulled the trigger, but it missed fire. Talaloo hearing the click, turned round, saw the pistol, and immediately fled; but his enemy was swift of foot, soon overtook him, and the two grappled. A severe struggle ensued, Timoa and the woman standing by and looking on, but rendering help to neither party.

The two combatants were pretty well matched. The pistol had fallen at the first onset, and for a few minutes it seemed doubtful which should prove the victor, as they swayed to and fro, straining their dark and sinewy forms in deadly conflict. At last the strength of Talaloo seemed to give way, but still he retained a vice-like grasp of his antagonists right wrist.

Wont you help me? gasped Talaloo, turning an appealing glance on his wife.

No, cried Menalee, but she will help me to kill Talaloo.

The hardened woman picked up the pistol, and going towards her husband struck him on the head. Menalee quickly finished with his knife what the murderess had begun.

For a few minutes the three stood looking at the murdered man in silence, when they returned to the settlement and told what they had done. But the assassins work was not yet over. Another of the natives, named Ohoo, had fled to the woods, threatening vengeance against the white men. It was deemed necessary that he too should be killed, and Menalee was again found to be a willing instrument. Timoa, who had exhibited such callous indifference at the murder of Talaloo, was his fitting companion. They soon found Ohoo, and succeeded in killing him.

Strange to say, the mutineers, after these foul deeds, dwelt for a long time in comparative peace and harmony. It seemed as if their worst feelings had found full vent and been expended in the double murder. No doubt this state of hollow peace was partly owing to the fact that the native men, now being reduced to four in number, felt themselves to be unable to cope with their masters, and quietly submitted to the inevitable.

But by degrees the evil spirits in some of the party began to reassert their power. McCoy and Quintal in particular became very savage and cruel. They never hesitated to flog or knock down a native on the slightest pretext, insomuch that these unhappy men were again driven to plot the destruction of their masters. Adams, Christian, and Young were free from the stain of wanton cruelty. Young in particular was kind to the natives, and a favourite both with men and women.




Chapter Ten.

Dangers, Joys, Trials, and Multiplication.

Im going to the cliffs to-day, Williams, said Young one morning. Will you come?

Williams was busy at the forge under the pleasant shade of the great banyan-tree. Resting his hammer on the anvil, he looked up.

No, he answered. I cant go till Ive finished this spade. Its the last bit of iron we have left thatll serve for such a purpose.

Thats no reason why you should not let it lie till the afternoon or to-morrow.

True, but Ive got another reason for pushing through with it. Isaac Martin says the want of a spade keeps him idle, and you know its a pity to encourage idleness in a lazy fellow.

You are right. What is Martin about just now?

Working at the big water-tank. It suits him, a heavy quiet sort of job with the pick, requiring no energy or thought,  only a sleepy sort o perseverance, of which long-legged Isaac has plenty.

Come, now, returned Young, with a laugh. I see you are getting jealous of Martins superior intellect. But where are Quintal and McCoy?

Diggin in their gardens, I suppose. Leastwise, I heerd Mr Christian say to Mainmast hed seen em go off in that direction. Mr Christian himself has gone to his old outlook aloft on the mountains. If he dont see a sail at last it wont be for want o keepin a bright look-out.

The armourer smiled grimly as he thrust the edge of the half-formed spade into the fire, and began to blow his bellows.

Youve got them to work again, said Young, referring to the bellows which had belonged to the Bounty.

Ay, patched em up after a fashion, though theres a good deal o windage somewheres. If them rats git hold of em again, the blacksmiths occupationll be gone. Here comes Bill Brown; praps he wont object to go bird-nestin with ee.

The armourer drew the glowing metal from the fire as he spoke, and sent the bright sparks flying up into the leaves of the banyan-tree while the botanist approached.

Ill go, with all my heart, said Brown, on being invited by Young to accompany him. Wed better take Nehow with us. He is the best cliff-man among the natives.

Thats just what I thought of doing, said Young, and  ah! here comes some one else who will be glad to go.

The midshipmans tone and manner changed suddenly as he held out both hands by way of invitation to Sally, who came skipping forward, and ran gleefully towards him.

Sally was no longer the nude cherub which had landed on the island. She had not only attained to maturer years, but was precocious both in body and mind,  had, as we have shown, become matronly in her ideas and actions, and was clothed in a short petticoat of native cloth, and a little scarf of the same, her pretty little head being decorated with a wreath of flowers culled and constructed by herself.

No, I cant go, answered Sally to Youngs invitation, with a solemn shake of her head.

Why not?

Cause Is got to look arter babby.

Up to this period Sally had shown a decided preference for the ungrammatical language of the seamen, though she associated freely with Young and Christian. Perhaps her particular fondness for John Adams may have had something to do with this.

Which baby, Sall? You know your family is a pretty large one.

Yes, theres a stunnin lot of em  amost too many for me; but I said the babby.

Oh, I suppose you mean Charlie Christian?

In coorse I means Challie, replied the child, with a smile that displayed a dazzling set of teeth, the sparkle of which was only equalled by that of her eyes.

Well, but you can bring Charlie along with you, said Young, and Ill engage to carry him and you too if you get tired. There, run away; find him, and fetch him quick.

Little Sall went off like the wind, and soon returned with the redoubtable Charles in her arms. It was all she could do to stagger under the load; but Charlie Christian had not yet attained to facility in walking. He was still in the nude stage of childhood, and his faithful nurse, being afraid lest he should get badly scratched if dragged at a rapid pace through the bushes, had carried him.

Submitting, according to custom, in solemn and resigned surprise, Charlie was soon seated on the shoulders of our midshipman, who led the way to the cliffs. William Brown followed, leading Sally by the hand, for she refused to be carried, and Nehow brought up the rear.

The cliffs to which their steps were directed were not more than an hours walk from the settlement at Bounty Bay, though, for Sallys sake, the time occupied in going was about half-an-hour longer. It was a wild spot which had been selected. The towering walls of rock were rugged with ledges, spurs, and indentations, where sea-birds in myriads gave life to the scene, and awakened millions of echoes to their plaintive cries. There was a pleasant appearance of sociability about the birds which was powerfully attractive. Even Nehow, accustomed as he was to such scenes, appeared to be impressed. The middy and the botanist were excited. As for Sally, she was in ecstasies, and the baby seemed lost in the profoundest fit of wonder he had experienced since the day of his birth.

Oh, Challie, exclaimed his nurse in a burst of laughter, what a face yous got! Jis like de figread o the Bounty. (Sall quoted here!) Aint they bootiful birds?

She effectually prevented reply, even if such had been intended, by suddenly seizing her little charge round the neck and kissing his right eye passionately. Master Charlie cared nothing for that. He gazed past her at the gulls with the unobliterated eye. When she kissed him on the left cheek, he gazed past her at the gulls with the other eye. When she let him go, he continued to gaze at the gulls with both eyes. He had often seen the same gulls at a distance, from the lower level of Bounty Bay, but he had never before stood on their own giddy cliffs, and watched them from their own favourite birds-eye-view point; for there were thousands of them sloping, diving, and wheeling in the airy abyss, pictured against the dark blue sea below, as well as thousands more circling upwards, floating and gyrating in the bright blue sky above. It seemed as if giant snowflakes were trembling in the air in all directions. Some of the gulls came so near to those who watched them that their black inquiring eyes became distinctly visible; others swept towards them with rustling wings, as if intending to strike, and then glanced sharply off, or upwards, with wild cries.

Wouldnt it be fun to have wings? asked Brown of Sally, as she stood there open-mouthed and eyed.

Oh, wouldnt it?

If I had wings, said Young, with a touch of sadness in his tone, Id steer a straight course through the air for Old England.

I didnt know you had such a strong desire to be hanged, said Brown.

Theyd never hang me, returned Young. Im innocent of the crime of mutiny, and Captain Bligh knows it.

Bligh would be but a broken reed to lean on, rejoined Brown, with a shrug of contempt. If he liked you, hed favour you; if he didnt, hed go dead against you. I wouldnt trust myself in his hands whether innocent or guilty. Depend upon it, Mr Young, Fletcher Christian would have been an honour to the service if he had not been driven all but mad by Bligh. I dont justify Mr Christians act  it cannot be defended,  but I have great sympathy with him. The only man who deserves to be hanged for the mutiny of the Bounty, in my opinion, is Mr Bligh himself; but men seldom get their due in this world, either one way or another.

Thats a powerfully radical sentiment, said Young, laughing; its to be hoped that men will at all events get their due in the next world, and it is well for you that Pitcairn is a free republic. But come, we must go to work if we would have a kettle of fresh eggs. I see a ledge which seems accessible, and where there must be plenty of eggs, to judge from the row the gulls are making round it. Ill try. See, now, that you dont get yourself into a fix that you cant get out of. You know that the heads of you landsmen are not so steady as those of seamen.

I know that the heads of landsmen are not stuffed with such conceit as the heads of you sailors, retorted Brown, as he went off to gather eggs.

Now, Sally, do you stop here and take care of Charlie, said Young, leading the little girl to a soft grassy mound, as far back from the edge of the cliff as possible. Mind that you dont leave this spot till I return. I know I can trust you, and as for Charlie

Oh, he never moves amost, xcept wen I lifts im. Hes so good! interrupted Sally.

Well, just keep a sharp eye on him, and well soon be back with lots of eggs.

While Edward Young was thus cautioning the child, William Brown was busy making his way down the cliffs to some promising ledges below, and Nehow, the Otaheitan, clambered up the almost perpendicular face of the part that rose above them. (See frontispiece.)

It was interesting to watch the movements of the three men. Each was, in his own way, venturesome, fearless, and more or less practised in cliff climbing. The midshipman ascended the perpendicular face with something of a nautical swagger, but inasmuch as the ledges, crevices, and projections were neither so well adapted to the hands nor so sure as ratlines and ropes, there was a wholesome degree of caution mingled with his confidence. When the wished-for ledge was gained, he gave relief to his feelings in a hearty British cheer that reverberated from cliff to cliff, causing the startled sea-gulls to drive the very echoes mad with their clangour.

The botanist, on the other hand, proceeded with the extreme care of a man who knew that a false step or uncertain grip might send him into the seething mass of foam and rocks below. But he did not hesitate or betray want of courage in attempting any difficulty which he had made up his mind to face.

The proceedings of Nehow, however, seemed little short of miraculous. He appeared to run up perpendicular places like a cat; to leap where the others crept, to scramble where his companions did not dare to venture, and, loosely speaking, to hang on occasionally to nothing by the point of his nose, his eyelids, or his finger-nails! We say that he appeared to do all this, but the gulls who watched and followed him in noisy indignation could have told you, if they had chosen, that his eye was quick, that his feet and hands were sure, and that he never trusted foot or hand for one moment on a doubtful projection or crevice.

For some time all went well. The three men soon returned, each with a few eggs which they laid on the grass in three little heaps, to be watched and guarded by Sally, and to be stared at in grave surprise by Charlie. They carried their eggs in three round baskets without lids, and with handles which folded over on one side, so that the baskets could be fitted into each other when not in use, or slung round the necks of the egg-collectors while they were climbing.

The last to return to the children was William Brown. He brought his basket nearly half full of fine eggs, and set it down beside the two heaps already brought in.

Aint they lovely, Sall? asked Brown, wiping the perspiration from his brow with the sleeve of his coat. That same coat, by the way, was very disreputable  threadbare and worn,  being four years old on the lowest calculation, and having seen much rough service, for Brown had an objection to the tapa cloth, and said he would stick to the old coat as long as it would stick to him. The truth is he felt it, with his worn canvas trousers and Guernsey shirt, to be in some sense a last link to home, and he was loath to part with them.

Lovely! exclaimed Sally, theys jus bootiful. Nothing could exceed bootiful in Sallys mind  she had paid the eggs the highest possible compliment.

Charlie did them, at the same moment, the greatest possible damage, by sitting down in the basket, unintentionally, with an awful crash.

From the gaze of horror that he cast upwards, it was evident that he was impressed with a strong belief that he had done something wrong, though the result did not seem to him unpleasant. The gaze of horror quickly changed into one of alarm when he observed the shocked countenance of Sally, and he burst into uncontrollable tears.

Poor thing, said Brown, lifting him out of the mess and setting him on his legs. Never mind, old man, Ill fetch you a better basketful soon. You clean him up, Sall, and Ill be back in a jiffy.

So saying, Brown took up his basket, emptied out the mess, wiped it with a bunch of grass, and descended the short slope to the cliff edge, laughing as he went.

Poor Sallys shocked expression had not yet passed off when Charlie came to a sudden stop, shut his mouth tightly and opened his eyes, as though to say, Well, how do you take it now?

Oh, Challie, but you is bad to-day.

This was enough. The shades of darkest night settled down on Charlies miserable soul. Re-shutting his eyes and reopening his mouth, he poured forth the woe of his inconsolable heart in prolonged and passionate howling.

No, no; O dont! cried the repentant Sally, her arms round his neck and fondling him. I didnt mean it. Im so sorry. Its me thats bad  badder than you ever was.

But Charlie refused to be comforted. He flung himself on the grass in agony of spirit, to the alarm and grief of his poor nurse.

Mes dood? he cried, pausing suddenly, with a blaze of inquiry in his wet visage.

Yes, yes, good as gold  gooder, far gooder!

Sally did not possess an enlightened conscience at that time. She would have said anything to quiet him, but he would not be quieted.

Mes dood  O dood! ah-o-ee-aw-ee!

The noise was bad enough, but the way he flung himself about was worse. There was no occasion for Sally to clean him up. Rolling thus on the green turf made him as pure, if not bright, as a new pin; but it had another effect, which gave Sally a fright such as she had never up to that time conceived of, and never afterwards forgot.

In his rollings Charlie came to the edge of the knoll where a thick but soft bush concealed a ledge, or drop, of about two feet. Through this bush he passed in a moment. Sally leaped up and sprang to the spot, just in time to see her charge rolling helplessly down the slope to what appeared to be certain death.

There was but a short slope between the bush and the cliff. Rotund little Charlie fetched way as he advanced, despite one or two feeble clutches at the rocks.

If Sally had been a few years older she would have bounded after him like a goat, but she had only reached that period of life which rendered petrifaction possible. She stood ridged for a few moments with heart, head, and eyes apparently about to burst. At last her voice found vent in a shriek so awful that it made the heart of Young, high on the cliffs above, stand still. It had quite the contrary effect on the legs of Brown. That cautious man chanced to be climbing the cliff slowly with a fresh basketful of eggs. Hearing the shriek, and knowing full well that it meant imminent danger, he leaped up the last few steps of the precipice with a degree of heedless agility that equalled that of Nehow himself. He was just in time to see Charlie coming straight at him like a cannon shot. It was really an awful situation. To have received the shock while his footing was still precarious would have insured his own destruction as well as that of the child. Feeling this, he made a kangaroo-like bound over the edge of the cliff, and succeeded in planting both feet and knees firmly on a grassy foundation, just in time. Letting go his burden, he spread out both arms. Charlie came into his bosom with extreme violence, but he remained firm, while the basket of eggs went wildly downward to destruction.

Meanwhile, Sally stood there with clasped hands and glazed eyes, sending up shriek after shriek, which sent successive stabs to the heart of Edward Young, as he scurried and tumbled, rather than ran, down from the upper cliffs towards her.

In a few minutes he came in pale and panting. A minute later and Nehow ran round a neighbouring point like a greyhound.

All right? gasped Young.

All right, replied Brown.

Wheeaow-ho! exclaimed Nehow, expanding his cavernous mouth with a grin of satisfaction.

It is worthy of record that little Sally did not revisit these particular cliffs for several years after that exciting and eventful day, and that she returned to the settlement with a beating and grateful heart.

It must not be supposed that Charlie Christian remained for any great length of time the babby of that infant colony. By no means. In a short time after the event which we have just described, there came to Pitcairn a little sister to Charlie. She was named Mary, despite the earnest suggestion of Isaac Martin, that as she was born of a Wednesday, she ought to be called by that name.

Of course Otaheitan Sally at once devoted herself to the newcomer, but she did not on that account forsake her first love. No; her little brown heart remained true to Charlie, though she necessarily gave him less of her society than before.

Then Mrs Quintal gave her husband the additional burden, as he styled it, of a daughter, whom he named Sarah, for no other reason, that any one could make out, than the fact that his wife did not like it, and his friend McCoy had advised him on no account to adopt it. Thus was little Matthew Quintal also provided with a sister.

Shortly after that, John Adams became a moderately happy father, and called the child Dinah, because he had never had a female relation of that name; indeed, he had never possessed a relation of any kind whatever that he knew of, having been a London street-boy, a mere waif, when he first became aware, so to speak, of his own existence.

About the same time that little Dinah was born, John Mills rushed one day into the yam-field of Edward Young, where the midshipman was at work, seized his hand, and exclaimed I wish you joy, sir, its a girl!

Not to be out-done in civility, Young carefully watched his opportunity, and, only four days later, rushed into the yam-garden of John Mills, where he was smoking, seized his hand, and exclaimed I congratulate you, Mills, its a boy! So, Young called his daughter Folly, because he had an old aunt of that name who had been kind to him; and Mills called his son John, after himself, who, he said, was the kindest friend he ever had.

By this time poor Otaheitan Sally became overburdened with care. It became evident that she could not manage to look after so large a family of helpless infants, even though her services should only be required when the mothers were busy in the gardens. Mrs Isabella Christian, alias Mainmast, was therefore relieved of part of her field duties, and set apart for infantry drill.

Thus the rising generation multiplied and grew apace; and merry innocent laughter and gleeful childlike shouts began to resound among the cliffs and groves of the lonely refuge of the mutineers.




Chapter Eleven.

Sporting, Schooling and Moralising.

Time flew by with rapid wing, and the infant colony prospered in many ways, though not in all.

One day John Adams took down his gun from the pegs on which it rested above the door of his hut. Saying to his wife that he was going to shoot a few cats and bring home a pig for supper, he sallied forth, and took the footpath that led to one of the darkest recesses of the lonely island.

Lest the reader should imagine that Adams was a cruel man, we must explain that, several years having elapsed since the landing of the mutineers on Pitcairn, the cats had by that time multiplied excessively, and instead of killing the rats, which was their duty, had taken to hunting and devouring the chickens. For this crime the race of cats was condemned to death, and the sentence was put in force whenever opportunity offered.

Fortunately, the poultry had also multiplied quickly, and the hogs had increased to such a degree that many of them had been allowed to take to a wild life in the woods, where they were hunted and shot when required for food. Sporting, however, was not often practised, because the gunpowder which had been saved from the Bounty had by this time sensibly diminished. Strange to say, it did not seem to occur to any of the men that the bow and arrow might become of use when guns became useless. Probably they looked upon such weapons with contempt, for they only made little bows, as playthings for the children, with harmless, blunt-headed arrows.

On turning from the clearing into the bush, Adams came on a sight which amused him not a little. In an open place, partially screened from the sun by the graceful leaves of palms and bananas, through which was obtained a glimpse of the sea, Otaheitan Sally was busily engaged in playing at school. Seated on the end of a felled tree was Thursday October Christian, who had become, as Isaac Martin expressed it, a great lout of a boy for his age.

Thursday was at the head of the class, not in virtue of his superior knowledge, but his size. He was a strong-made fellow, with a bright, intelligent, good-humoured face, like that of his father. Next to him sat little Matt Quintal, rather heavy and stupid in expression, but quiet and peaceable in temperament, like his mother. Next came Daniel McCoy, whose sharp sparkling countenance seemed the very embodiment of mischief, in which quality he resembled his father. Fortunately for little Dan, his mother was the gentlest and most unselfish of all the native women, and these qualities, transmitted to her son, were the means of neutralising the evil which he inherited from his father. After him came Elizabeth Mills, whose pretty little whitey-brown face was the counterpart of her mothers in expression. Indeed, all of these little ones inherited in a great degree that sweet pliability of character for which the Otaheitan women were, and we believe still are, famous. Last, but not least, sat Charlie Christian at the bottom of the class.

Now, hol up your heads an pay tention, said the teacher, with the air of authority suitable to her position.

It may be observed here, that Sallys knowledge of schooling and class-work was derived from Edward Young, who sometimes amused himself and the children by playing at school, and even imparted a little instruction in this way.

Dont wink, Danl McCoy, said Sally, in a voice which was meant to be very stern, but was laughably sweet.

Pease, Missis, Tocs vinkin too. Thus had Dan learned to express Thursdays name by his initials.

There was a touch of McCoy senior in this barefaced attempt to divert attention from himself by criminating another.

I know that Toc is winking, replied Sally, holding up a finger of reproof; but he winks with both eyes, an you does it with only one, which is naughty. An when you speaks to me, sir, dont say vink  say wink.

Yis, mum, replied little Dan, casting down his eyes with a look of humility so intense that there was a sudden irruption of dazzling teeth along the whole class.

Now, Toc, how much does two and three make?

Six, replied Thursday, without a moments hesitation.

Oh, you booby! said Sally.

Pease, mum, he aint booby, hims dux, said Dan.

But hes a booby for all that, sir. You hold you tongue, Danl, an tell me what three and two makes.

Pease, mum, I cant, answered Dan, folding his hands meekly; but praps Charlie can; hes clebber you know. Wont you ax im?

Yes, I will ask im. Challie, whats three an two?

If Charlie had been asked how to square the circle, he could not have looked more innocently blank, but the desire to please Sally was in him a sort of passion. Gazing at her intently with reddening face, he made a desperate guess, and by the merest chance said, Five.

Sally gave a little shriek of delight, and looked in triumph at Dan. That little creature, who seemed scarce old enough to receive a joke, much less to make one, looked first at Charlie and winked with his left eye, then at Thursday and winked with his right one.

Youre winkin again, sir, cried Sally, sharply.

Yis, mum, but with bof eyes this time, vich isnt naughty, you know.

But it is naughty, sir, unless you do it with both eyes at once.

Oh, with bof at vunce! exclaimed Dan, who thereupon shut both eyes very tight indeed, and then opened them in the widest possible condition of surprise.

This was too much for Sally. She burst into a hearty fit of laughter. Her class, being ever ready to imitate such an example, followed suit. Charlie tumbled forward and rolled on the grass with delight, little Dan kicked up his heels and tumbled back over the log in ecstasy, and Thursday October swayed himself to and fro, while the other two got up and danced with glee.

It was while the school was in this disorganised state that John Adams came upon them.

Thats right, Sall, he said, heartily, as he patted the childs head. You keep em at it. Nothin like havin their noses held to the grindstone when theyre young. You didnt see anybody pass this way, did you?

No, replied the child, looking earnestly up into the seamans countenance.

It was a peculiarity of these children that they could change from gay to grave with wonderful facility. The mere putting of the question had changed the current of their minds as they earnestly and gravely strove to recollect whether any one had been seen to pass during the morning.

No, repeated Sally, dont think nobody have pass this mornin.

Yis, there vas vun, said little Dan, who had become more profoundly thoughtful than the others.

Ay, who was that, my little man? said Adams.

Isaac Martins big sow, replied Dan, gravely.

The shout of laughter that followed this was not in proportion to the depth but the unexpectedness of the joke, and John Adams went on his way, chuckling at the impudence of what he called the precocious snipe.

In a short time the seaman found himself in a thicket, so dense that it was with difficulty he could make his way through the luxuriant underwood. On his left hand he could see the sky through the leaves, on his right the steep sides of the mountain ridge that divided the island.

Coming to a partially open space, he thought he saw the yellow side of a hog. He raised his gun to fire, when a squeaky grunt told him that this was a mother reposing with her family. He contented himself, therefore, with a look at them, and gave vent to a shout that sent them scampering down the hill.

Soon after that he came upon a solitary animal and shot it.

The report of the musket and the accompanying yell brought the Otaheitan man Tetaheite to his side.

Well met, Tighty, (so he styled him); I want you to carry that pig to Mrs Adams. You didnt see any cats about, did you?

No, sar.

Have you seen Mr Christian at the tanks this morning?

Yis, sar; but hims no dere now. Hims go to de mountain-top.

Ha! I thought so. Well, take the pig to my wife, Tighty, and say Ill be back before dark.

The native threw the animal over his broad shoulders, and Adams directed his steps to the well-known cave on the mountain-top, where the chief of the mutineers spent so much of his leisure time.

After the murder of the two natives, Talaloo and Ohoo, Fletcher Christian had become very morose. It seemed as if a fit of deep melancholy had taken entire possession of him. His temper had become greatly soured. He would scarcely condescend to hold intercourse with any one, and sought the retirement of his outlook in the cave on the mountain-top, where few of his comrades ventured to disturb him, save when matters of importance claimed his immediate attention.

Latterly, however, a change had been observed in his demeanour. He had become gentle, almost amiable, and much more like his former self before the blighting influence of Bligh had fallen on him. Though he seldom laughed, he would chat pleasantly with his companions, as in days gone by, and frequently took pains to amuse the children. In particular, he began to go frequently for long walks in the woods with his own sons  little Charlie on his back, and Thursday October gambolling by his side; also Otaheitan Sally, for that careful nurse refused to acknowledge any claim to the guardianship of Charlie as being superior to her own, not even that of a father.

But Fletcher Christian, although thus changed for the better in many respects, did not change in his desire for solitude. His visits to the outlook became not less but rather more frequent and prolonged than before.

He took no one into his confidence. The only man of the party who ever ventured to visit him in his outlook was Edward Young; but his visits were not frequent, though they were usually protracted when they did take place, and the midshipman always returned from them with an expression of seriousness, which, it was observed, never passed quickly away. But Young was not more disposed to be communicative as to these visits than Christian himself, and his comrades soon ceased to think or care about the matter.

With his mind, meditating on these things, John Adams slowly wended his way up the mountain-side, until he drew near to the elevated hermitage of his once superior officer, now his comrade in disgrace and exile.

Stout John Adams felt his blunt, straightforward, seafaring spirit slightly abashed as he thus ventured to intrude on the privacy of one for whom, despite his sins and their terrible consequences, he had never lost respect. It felt like going into the captains cabin without orders. The seamans purpose was to remonstrate with Christian for thus daily giving himself up, as he expressed it, to such a long spell o the blues.

Drawing near to the entrance of the cavern, he was surprised to hear the sound of voices within.

Humph, somebody here before me, he muttered, coming to an abrupt pause, and turning, as if with the intention of retracing his steps,  but the peculiarity of the sounds that issued from the cave held him as if spellbound.




Chapter Twelve.

Converse in the Cave  Cruelty, Punishment, and Revelry.

It was Fletcher Christians voice,  there could be no doubt about that; but it was raised in very unfamiliar tones, and it went on steadily, with inflections, as if in pathos and entreaty.

Can he be praying? thought Adams, in surprise, for the tones, though audible, were not articulate. Suddenly they waxed louder, and God be merciful to me, a sinner! broke on the listeners ear. Oh bless and deliver the men whom I have led astray  poor Edward Young, John Adams, Isaac Martin

The tones here sank and again became inarticulate, but Adams could not doubt that Christian was praying, by name, for the rest of his companions. Presently the name of Jesus was heard distinctly, and then the voice ceased.

Ashamed to have been thus unintentionally led into eavesdropping, Adams coughed, and made as much noise as possible while stooping to pass under the low entrance to the cave. There was no door of any kind, but a turn in the short passage concealed the cave itself from view. Before entering, Adams stopped.

May I come in, sir? he called out.

Is that you, Adams? By all means come in.

Christian was seated, partly in the shadow, partly in the light that streamed in from the seaward opening. A quiet smile was on his lips, and his hand rested on an open book. It was the old Bible of the Bounty.

Beg pardon, sir, said Adams, touching his hat. Hope I dont intrude. I heard you was  was

Praying, said Christian. Yes, Adams, I have been praying.

Well, sir, said Adams, feeling rather awkward, but assuming an air of encouragement, youve got no reason to be ashamed of that.

Quite true, Adams, and Im not ashamed of it. Ive not only got no reason to be ashamed of praying, but I have strong reason to be thankful that Im inclined to pray. Sit down, Adams, on the ledge opposite. Youve got something on your mind, I see, that you want to get rid of. Come, lets have it.

There was nothing but good-natured encouragement in Christians look and tone; nevertheless, John Adams felt it extremely difficult to speak, and wished with all his heart that he had not come to the cave. But he was too bold and outspoken a man to be long oppressed with such feelings. Clearing his voice, he said, Well, Mr Christian, heres what Ive got to say. Ive bin thinkin for a long time past that its of no manner of use your comin up here day after day an mopin away about what cant be mended, an goin into the blues. Youll excuse me, sir, for bein so free, but you shouldnt do it, sir. You cant alter whats bin done by cryin over spilt milk, an it comes heavy on the rest of us, like. Indeed it do. So Ive made so bold as to come an say youd better drop it and come along with me for a days shootin of the cats an pigs, and then well go home an have a royal supper an a song or two, or maybe a game at blind-mans-buff with the childn. Thats whatll do you good, sir, an make you forget whats past, take my word for it, Mister Christian.

While Adams was speaking, Christians expression varied, passing from the kindly smile with which he had received his friend to a look of profound gravity.

You are both right and wrong, Adams, like the rest of us, he said, grasping the sailors extended hand; thank you all the same for your advice and good feeling. You are wrong in supposing that anything short of death can make me forget the past or lessen my feeling of self-condemnation; but you are right in urging me to cease moping here in solitude. I have been told that already much more strongly than you have put it.

Have you, sir? said Adams, with a look of surprise.

Yes, said Christian, touching the open Bible, Gods book has told me. It has told me more than that. It has told me there is forgiveness for the chief of sinners.

You say the truth, sir, returned Adams, with an approving nod. Repenting as you do, sir, an as I may say we all do, of what is past and cant be helped, a merciful God will no doubt forgive us all.

Thats not it, thats not it, said Christian, quickly. Repentance is not enough. Why, man, do you think if I went to England just now, and said ever so earnestly or so truly, I repent, that Id escape swinging at the yard-arm?

Well, I cant say you would, replied the sailor, somewhat puzzled; but then mans ways aint the same as Gods ways; are they, sir?

Thats true, Adams; but justice is always the same, whether with God or man. Besides, if repentance alone would do, where is the need of a Saviour?

Adamss puzzled look increased, and finally settled on the horizon. The matter had evidently never occurred to him before in that light. After a short silence he turned again to Christian.

Well, sir, to be frank with you, I must say that I dont rightly understand it.

But I do, said Christian, again laying his hand on the Bible, at least I think I do. God has forgiven me for Jesus Christs sake, and His Spirit has made me repent and accept the forgiveness, and now I feel that there is work, serious work, for me to do. I have just been praying that God would help me to do it. Ill explain more about this hereafter. Meanwhile, I will go with you to the settlement, and try at least some parts of your plan. Come.

There was a quiet yet cheerful air of alacrity about Fletcher Christian that day, so strongly in contrast with his previous sad and even moody deportment, that John Adams could only note it in silent surprise.

Have you been readin much o that book up here, sir? he asked, as they began to descend the hill.

Do you mean Gods book?

Yes.

Well, yes, Ive been reading it, off and on, for a considerable time past; but I didnt quite see the way of salvation until recently.

Ha! thats it; thats what must have turned your head.

What! exclaimed Christian, with a smiling glance at his perplexed comrade. Do you mean turned in the right or the wrong direction?

Well, whether right or wrong, its not for me to say but for you to prove, Mr Christian.

This reply seemed to set the mind of the other wandering, for he continued to lead his companion down the hill in silence after that. At last he said  

John Adams, whatever turn my head may have got, I shall have reason to thank God for it all the days of my life  ay, and afterwards throughout eternity.

The silence which ensued after this remark was broken soon after by a series of yells, which came from the direction of Matthew Quintals house, and caused both Christian and Adams to frown as they hastened forward.

Theres one man that needs forgiveness, said Adams, sternly. Whether hell get it or not is a question.

Christian made no reply. He knew full well that both McCoy and Quintal were in the habit of flogging their slaves, Nehow and Timoa, and otherwise treating them with great cruelty. Indeed, there had reached him a report of treatment so shocking that he could scarcely credit it, and thought it best at the time to take no notice of the rumour; but afterwards he was told of a repetition of the cruelty, and now he seemed about to witness it with his own eyes. Burning indignation at first fired his soul, and he resolved to punish Quintal. Then came the thought, Who was it that tempted Quintal to mutiny, and placed him in his present circumstances? The continued cries of agony, however, drove all connected thought from his brain as he ran with Adams towards the house.

They found poor Nehow tied to a cocoa-nut tree, and Quintal beside him. He had just finished giving him a cruel flogging, and was now engaged in rubbing salt into the wounds on his lacerated back.

With a furious shout Christian rushed forward. Quintal faced round quickly. He was livid with passion, and raised a heavy stick to strike the intruders; but Christian guarded the blow with his left arm, and with his right fist knocked the monster down. At the same time Adams cut the lashings that fastened Nehow, who instantly fled to the bush.

Quintal, although partially stunned, rose at once and faced his adversary, but although possessed of bulldog courage, he could not withstand the towering wrath of Christian. He shrank backward a step, with a growl like a cowed but not conquered tiger.

The slave is mine! he hissed between his teeth.

He is not; he belongs to God, said Christian. And hark ee, Matthew Quintal, if ever again you do such a dastardly, cowardly, brutal act, Ill take on myself the office of your executioner, and will beat out your brains. You know me, Quintal; I never threaten twice.

Christians tone was calm, though firm, but there was something so deadly in the glare of his clear blue eyes, that Quintal retreated another step. In doing so he tripped over a root and fell prone upon the ground.

Ha! exclaimed Adams, with a bitter laugh, youd better lie still. Its your suitable position, you blackguard.

Without another word he and Christian turned on their heels and walked away.

This is a bad beginning to my new resolves, said Christian, with a sigh, as they descended the hill.

A bad beginning, echoed Adams, to give a well-deserved blow to as great a rascal as ever walked?

No, not exactly that; but  Well, no matter, well dismiss the subject, and go have a lark with the children.

Christian said this with something like a return to his previous good-humour. A few minutes later they passed under the banyan-tree at the side of Adamss house, and entered the square of the village, where children, kittens, fowls, and pigs were disporting themselves in joyous revelry.




Chapter Thirteen.

Tyrants and Plotters.

Leaving Christian and Adams to carry out their philanthropic intentions, we return to Matthew Quintal, whom we left sprawling on the ground in his garden.

This garden was situated in one of the little valleys not far from Bounty Bay. Higher up in the same valley stood the hut of McCoy. Towards this hut Quintal, after gathering himself up, wended his way in a state of unenviable sulkiness.

His friend McCoy was engaged at the time in smoking his evening pipe, but that pipe did not now seem to render him much comfort, for he growled and puffed in a way that showed he was not soothed by it, the reason being that there was no tobacco in the pipe. That weed,  which many people deem so needful and so precious that one sometimes wonders how the world managed to exist before Sir Walter Raleigh put it to its unnatural use  had at last been exhausted on Pitcairn Island, and the mutineers had to learn to do without it. Some of them said they didnt care, and submitted with a good grace to the inevitable. Others growled and swore and fretted, saying that they knew they couldnt live without it. To their astonishment, and no doubt to their disgust, they did manage to live quite as healthily as before, and with obvious advantage to health and teeth. Two there were, however, namely, Quintal and McCoy, who would not give in, but vowed with their usual violence of language that they would smoke seaweed rather than want their pipes. Like most men of powerful tongue and weak will, they did not fulfil their vows. Seaweed was left to the gulls, but they tried almost every leaf and flower on the island without success. Then they scraped and dried various kinds of bark, and smoked that. Then they tried the fibrous husk of the cocoa-nut, and then the dried and pounded kernel, but all in vain. Smoke, indeed, they produced in huge volumes, but of satisfaction they had none. It was a sad case.

If we could only taste the flavour o baccy ever so mild, they were wont to say to their comrades, the craving would be satisfied.

To which Isaac Martin, who had no mercy on them, would reply, If ye hadnt created the cravin boys, ye wouldnt have bin growlin and hankerin after satisfaction.

As we have said, McCoy was smoking, perhaps we should say agonising, over his evening pipe. His man, or slave, Timoa, was seated on the opposite side of the hut, playing an accompaniment on the flute to McCoys wife and two other native women, who were singing. The flute was one of those rough-and-ready yellow things, like the leg of a chair, which might serve equally well as a policemans baton or a musical instrument. It had been given by one of the sailors to Timoa, who developed a wonderful capacity for drawing unmusical sounds out of it. The singing was now low and plaintive, anon loud and harsh  always wild, like the song of the savages. The two combined assisted the pipe in soothing William McCoy  at least so we may assume, because he had commanded the music, and lay in his bunk in the attitude of one enjoying it. He sometimes even added to the harmony by uttering a bass growl at the pipe.

During a brief pause in the accompaniment Timoa became aware of a low hiss outside, as if of a serpent. With glistening eyes and head turned to one side he listened intently. The hiss was repeated, and Timoa became aware that one of his kinsmen wished to speak with him in secret. He did not dare, however, to move.

McCoy was so much taken up with his pipe that he failed to notice the hiss, but he observed the stoppage of the flutes wail.

Why dont you go on, you brute! he cried, angrily, at the same time throwing one of his shoes at the musician, which hit him on the shin and caused him a moments sharp pain.

Timoa would not suffer his countenance to betray his feelings. He merely raised the flute to his lips, exchanged a glance with the women, and continued his dismal strain. His mind, however, was so engrossed with his comrade outside that the harmony became worse than ever. Even McCoy, who professed himself to be no judge of music, could not stand it, and he was contemplating the application of the other shoe, when a step was heard outside. Next moment his friend Quintal strode in and sat down on a stool beside the door.

Oh, I say, Matt, cried McCoy, who put that cocoa-nut on the bridge of your nose?

Who? grow led Quintal, with an oath. Who on the island would dare to do it but that domineerin upstart, Christian?

Humph! answered McCoy, with a slight sneer. He followed this up with a curse on domineerers in general, and on Fletcher Christian in particular.

It is right to observe here that though we have spoken of these two men as friends, it must not be understood that they were friendly. They had no personal regard for each other, and no tastes in common, save the taste for tobacco and drink; but finding that they disliked each other less than they disliked their comrades, they were thus drawn into a hollow friendship, as it were, under protest.

How did it happen? asked McCoy.

Give us a whiff an Ill tell ee. What sort o stuff are you tryin now?

Cocoa-nut chips ground small. The best o baccy, Matt, for lunatics, which we was when we cast anchor on this island. Here, fill your pipe an fire away. You wont notice the difference if you dont think about it. My! what a cropper you must have come down when you got that dab on your proboscis!

Stop your howlin, shouted Quintal to the musicians, in order to vent some of the spleen which his friends remark had stirred up.

Timoa, not feeling sure whether the command was meant for the women or himself, or, perhaps, regarding McCoy as the proper authority from whom such an order should come, continued his dismal blowing.

Quintal could not stand this in his roused condition. Leaping up, he sprang towards Timoa, snatched the flute from his hand, broke it over his head, and kicked him out of the hut.

Excepting the blow and the kick, this was just what the Otaheitan wanted. He ran straight into the bush, which was by that time growing dark under the shades of evening, and found Nehow leaning against a tree and groaning heavily, though in a suppressed tone.

Quick, come with me to the spring and wash my back, he cried, starting up.

They did not converse in broken English now, of course, but in their native tongue.

What has happened? asked Timoa, anxiously.

While Nehow explained the nature of the cruel treatment he had just received, they ran together to the nearest water-course. It chanced to be pretty full at the time, heavy rain having fallen the day before.

There; oh! haa! not so hard, groaned the unfortunate man, as his friend laved the water on his lacerated back.

In a few minutes the salt was washed out of the wounds, and Nehow began to feel easier.

Where is Menalee? he asked, abruptly, as he sat down under the deep shadow of a banyan-tree.

In his masters hut, I suppose, answered Timoa. Go find him and Tetaheite; fetch them both here, he said, with an expression of ferocity on his dark face.

Timoa looked at him with an intelligent grin.

The white men must die, he said.

Yes, Nehow replied, the white men shall die.

Timoa pointed to the lump which had been raised on his shin, grinned again, and turning quickly round, glided into the underwood like an evil spirit of the night.

At that time Menalee was engaged in some menial work in the hut of John Mills. Managing to attract his attention, Timoa sent him into the woods to join Nehow.

When Timoa crept forward, Tetaheite was standing near to a large bush, watching with intense interest the ongoings of Christian, Adams, and Young. These three, in pursuance of the philanthropic principle which had begun to operate, were playing an uproarious game with the children round a huge bonfire; but there was no method in their madness; the children, excepting Thursday October Christian and Sally, were still too young for concerted play. They were still staggerers, and the game was simply one of romps.

Tetaheites good-humoured visage was glistening in the firelight, the mouth expanded from ear to ear, and the eyes almost closed.

Suddenly he became aware of a low hissing sound. The mouth closed, and the eyes opened so abruptly, that there seemed some necessary connection between the two acts. Moving quietly round the bush until he got into its shadow, his dark form melted from the scene without any one observing his disappearance.

Soon the four conspirators were seated in a dark group under shade of the trees.

The time has come when the black man must be revenged, said Nehow. Look my back. Salt was rubbed into these wounds. It is not the first time. It shall be the last! Some of you have suffered in the same way.

It scarcely needed this remark to call forth looks of deadly hate on the Otaheitan faces around him.

The white men must die, he continued. They have no mercy. We will show none.

Even in the darkness of that secluded spot the glistening of the eyes of these ill-treated men might have been seen as they gave ready assent to this proposal in low guttural tones.

How is it to be done? asked Menalee, after a short pause.

That is what we have met to talk about, returned Nehow. I would hear what my brothers have to say. When they have spoken I will open my mouth.

The group now drew closer together, and speaking in still lower tones, as if they feared that the very bushes might overhear and betray them, they secretly plotted the murder of the mutineers.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Influence of Infancy, also of Villainy.

While the dark plots referred to in the last chapter were being hatched, another life was introduced into the little community in the form of a third child to Fletcher Christian,  a little girl. Much though this man loved his two boys, a tenderer, though not, perhaps, a deeper region of his heart was touched by his daughter. He at once named her Mary. Who can tell the multitude of old memories and affections which were revived by this name? Might it not have been that a mother, a sister, some lost though not forgotten one, came forcibly to mind, and accounted, in some degree at least, for the wealth of affection which he lavished on the infant from the day of her birth? We cannot tell, but certain it is that there never was a more devoted father than this man, who in England had been branded with all that was ferocious, mean, desperate,  this hardened outlaw, this chief of the mutineers.

Otaheitan mothers are not particular in the matter of infant costume. Little Marys dress may be described in one word  nothing. Neither are such mothers much troubled with maternal anxieties. Long before a European baby would have been let out of the hands of mother or nurse, even for a moment, little Molly Christian was committed to the care of her delighted father, who daily bore her off to a favourite resort among the cliffs, and there played with her.

One day, on reaching his place of retirement, he was surprised to find a man in possession before him. Drawing nearer, he observed that the man also had a baby in his arms.

Why, I declare, its Edward Young! he exclaimed, on going up.

Of course it is, said the midshipman, smiling, as he held his own little daughter Jane aloft. Do you think you are to have it all to yourself? And do you imagine that yours is the only baby in the world worth looking at?

You are right, Young, returned Christian, with the nearest approach to a laugh he had made for years. Come now, he added, sitting down on a rock, and placing little Moll tenderly in the hollow of his left arm, so as to make her face his friend, lets set them up, and compare notes; isnt she a beauty?

No doubt of it whatever; and isnt mine ditto? asked the midshipman, sitting down, and placing little Poll in a similar position on his right arm.

But, I say, if you and I are to get on amicably, we mustnt praise our own babies. Let it be an agreement that you praise my Poll, and Ill praise your Moll. Dont they make lovely pendants! Come, let us change them for a bit.

Christian agreeing to this, the infants were exchanged, and thereupon these two fathers lay down on the soft grass, and perpetrated practical jokes upon, and talked as much ineffable nonsense to, those two whitey-brown balls, as if they had been splendid specimens of orthodox pink and white. It was observed, however, by the more sagacious of the wondering gulls that circled round them, that a state of perfect satisfaction was not attained until the babies were again exchanged, and each father had become exclusively engrossed with his own particular ball.

Now, I say, Fletcher, remarked Young, rising, and placing himself nearer his friend, its all very well for you and me to waste our time and make fools of ourselves here; but I didnt merely come to show off my Polly. I came to ask what you think of that rumour we heard last night, that there has been some sort of plotting going on among the Otaheitan men.

I dont think anything of it at all, replied Christian, whose countenance at once assumed that look of gravity which had become habitual to him since the day of the mutiny. They have had too good reason to plot, poor fellows, but I have such faith in their native amiability of disposition, that I dont believe they will ever think of anything beyond a brief show of rebellion.

I also have had faith in their amiability, rejoined Young; but some of us, I fear, have tried them too severely. I dont like the looks they sometimes give us now. We did wrong at the first in treating them as servants.

No doubt we did, but it would have been difficult to do otherwise, said Christian; they fell so naturally into the position of servants of their own accord, regarding us, as they did, as superior beings. We should have considered their interests when we divided the land, no doubt. However, that cant well be remedied now.

Perhaps not, remarked Young, in an absent tone. It would be well, however, to take some precautions.

Come, we can discuss this matter as we go home, said Christian, rising. I have to work in my yam-plot to-day, and must deliver Molly to her mother.

They both rose and descended the slope that led to the village, chatting as they went.

Now, although the native men were of one mind as to the slaying of the Englishmen, they seemed to have some difference of opinion as to the best method of putting their bloody design in execution. Menalee, especially, had many objections to make to the various proposals of his countrymen. In fact, this wily savage was deceitful. Like Quintal and McCoy among the whites, he was among the blacks a bad specimen of humanity.

The consequence was that Timoa and Nehow, being resolved to submit no longer to the harsh treatment they had hitherto received, ran away from their persecutors, and took refuge in the bush.

To those who have travelled much about this world, it may sound absurd to talk of hiding away in an island of such small size; but it must be borne in mind that the miniature valleys and hills of the interior were, in many places, very rugged and densely clothed with jungle, so that it was, in reality, about as difficult to catch an agile native among them as to catch a rabbit in a whin-field.

Moreover, the two desperate men carried off two muskets and ammunition, so that it was certain to be a work of danger to attempt their recapture. In these circumstances, Christian and Young thought it best to leave them alone for a time.

You may be sure, said the former, as they joined their comrades, that theyll soon tire of rambling, especially when their ammunition is spent.

Quintal, who stood with all the other men by the forge watching John Williams as he wrought at a piece of red-hot iron, and overheard the remark, did not, he said, feel so sure of that. Them niggers was fond o their liberty, and it was his opinion they should get up a grand hunt, and shoot em down off-hand. There would be no peace till that was done.

There would be no peace even after that was done, said Isaac Martin, with a leer, unless we shot you along wi them.

Its impossible either to shoot or drown Matt Quintal, for hes born to be hanged, said McCoy, sucking viciously at his cocoa-nut-loaded pipe, which did not seem to draw well.

Thats true, cried Mills, with a laugh, in which all the party except Christian joined more or less sarcastically according to humour.

Oh, mother, exclaimed Otaheitan Sally, going into her hut on tiptoe a few minutes later, with her great eyes dilated in horror, the white mens is talkin of shootin Timoa and Nehow!

Never mind, dear, replied her mother in her own language, its only talk. Theyll never do such a thing. Im sure Mr Young did not agree to help in such a deed, did he?

O no, mother, answered Sally, with tremendous emphasis; he said it would be very very, wicked to do such tings.

So it would, dear. No fear. Its only talk.

Satisfied with this assurance, Sally went off with a cleared visage to superintend some operation in connection with her ever-increasing infantry charge, probably to pay some special attention to her favourite Charlie, or to chaff that booby Thursday October, though, to say truth, Thursday was no booby, but a smart intelligent fellow.

The very next day after that, Timoa and Nehow came down to Edward Young as he was at work alone in his yam-field. This field was at a considerable distance from the settlement, high up on the mountain-side. The two men had left their weapons behind them.

Wes comed for give you a helpin hand, Missr Yong, if you no lay hands on us, said Nehow.

I have no wish to lay hands on you, replied Young; besides, I have no right to do so. You know I never regarded you as slaves, nor did I approve of your bad treatment. But let me advise you to rejoin us peaceably, and I promise to do what I can to make things go easier.

Nebber! exclaimed Nehow, fiercely.

Well, it will be the worse for yourselves in the long-run, said Young, for Quintal and McCoy will be sure to go after you at last and shoot you.

The two men looked at each other when he said that, and smiled intelligently.

However, if you choose to help me now, continued Young, Ill be obliged to you, and will pay you for what you do.

The men set to work with a will, for they were fond of the kindly midshipman; but they kept a bright look-out all the time, lest any of the other Englishmen should come up and find them there.

For two or three evenings in succession Timoa and Nehow came to Youngs field and acted in this way. Young made no secret of the fact, and Quintal, on hearing of it, at once suggested that he and McCoy should go up and lie in ambush for them.

If you do, said Young, with indignation, Ill shoot you both. I dont jest. You may depend on it, if I find either of you fellows skulking near my field when these men are at work there, your lives wont be worth a sixpence.

At this Quintal and McCoy both laughed, and said they were jesting. Nevertheless, while walking home together after that conversation, they planned the carrying out of their murderous intention.

Thus, with plot and counterplot, did the mutineers and Otaheitans render their lives wretched. What with the bitter enmity existing between the whites and blacks, and the mutual jealousies among themselves, both parties were kept in a state of perpetual anxiety, and the beautiful isle, which was fitted by its Maker to become a paradise, was turned into a place of torment.

Sometimes the other native men, Tetaheite and Menalee, joined Nehow and Timoa in working in Youngs garden, and afterwards went with them into the bush, where they planned the attack which was afterwards made.

At last the lowering cloud was fully charged, and the thunderbolt fell.




Chapter Fifteen.

Murder!

The planting time came round at Pitcairn, and all was busy activity in the little settlement at Bounty Bay. The women, engaged in household work and in the preparation of food, scarcely troubled themselves to cast an anxious eye on the numerous children who, according to age and capacity, rolled, tumbled, staggered, and jumped about in noisy play. The sun, streaming through the leaves of the woods, studded shady places with balls of quivering light, and blazed in fierce heat in the open where the men were at work, each in his respective garden. We have said that those gardens lay apart, at some distance from each other, and were partially concealed by shrubs or undulating knolls.

The garden of John Williams was farthest off from the settlement. He wrought in it alone on the day of which we write. Next to it was that of Fletcher Christian. He also worked alone that day.

About two hundred yards from his garden, and screened from it by a wooded rising ground, was a piece of plantation, in which John Mills, William McCoy, and Menalee were at work together. John Adams, William Brown, and Isaac Martin were working in their own gardens near their respective houses, and Quintal was resting in his hut. So was Edward Young, who, having been at work since early morning, had lain down and fallen into a deep slumber.

The three native men, Timoa, Nehow, and Tetaheite, were still away in the woods. If the unfortunate Englishmen had known what these men were about, they would not have toiled so quietly on that peaceful morning!

The Otaheitans met in a cocoa-nut grove at some distance to the eastward of the settlement. Each had a musket, which he loaded with ball. They did not speak much, and what they did say was uttered in a suppressed tone of voice.

Come, said Timoa, leading the way through the woods.

The others followed in single file, until they reached the garden where Williams was at work. Here their movements were more cautious. As they advanced, they crept along on their knees with the motion of cats, and with as little noise. They could hear the sound of the armourers spade, as he turned up the soil. Presently they came to an opening in the bushes, through which they could see him, not thirty yards off.

Timoa drew himself together, and in a crouching attitude levelled his musket.

During their absence in the woods, these men had practised shooting at a mark, doubtless in preparation for the occasion which had now arrived. The woods and cliffs rang to the loud report, and Williams fell forward without a cry or groan, shot through the heart.

The murderers rose and looked at each other, but uttered not a word, while Timoa recharged his gun.

The report had, of course, been heard by every one in the settlement, but it was a familiar sound, and caused neither surprise nor alarm. McCoy merely raised himself for a moment, remarked to Mills that some one must have taken a fancy for a bit of pork to supper, and then resumed his work.

Christian also heard the shot, but seemed to pay no regard to it. Ceasing his labour in a few minutes, he raised himself, wiped his forehead, and resting both hands on his spade, looked upwards at the bright blue sky. Fleecy clouds passed across it now and then, intensifying its depth, and apparently riveting Christians gaze, for he continued motionless for several minutes, with his clear eye fixed on the blue vault, and a sad, wistful expression on his handsome face, as if memory, busy with the past and future, had forgotten the present. It was his last look. A bullet from the bushes struck him at that moment on the breast. Uttering one short, sharp cry, he threw both hands high above his head, and fell backwards. The spasm of pain was but momentary. The sad, wistful look was replaced by a quiet smile. He never knew who had released his spirit from the prison-house of clay, for the eyes remained fixed on the bright blue sky, clear and steadfast, until death descended. Then the light went out, just as his murderers came forward, but the quiet smile remained, and his spirit returned to God who gave it.

It seemed as if the murderers were, for a few moments, awestruck and horrified by what they had done; but they quickly recovered. What they had set their faces to accomplish must now be done at all hazards.

Did you hear that cry? said McCoy, raising himself from his work in the neighbouring garden.

Yes; what then? demanded Quintal.

It sounded to me uncommon like the cry of a wounded man, said McCoy.

Didnt sound like that to me, returned Quintal; more like Mainmast callin her husband to dinner.

As he spoke, Tetaheite appeared at the edge of the garden with a musket in his hand, the other two natives remaining concealed in the bushes.

Ho, Missr Mills, he called out, in his broken English, me have just shoot a large pig. Will you let Menalee help carry him home?

Yes;  you may go, said Mills, turning to Menalee.

The Otaheitan threw down his tools, and joined his comrades in the bush, where he was at once told what had been done.

Menalee did not at first seem as much pleased as his comrades had expected, nevertheless, he agreed to go with them.

How shall we kill Mills and McCoy? asked Timoa, in a low whisper.

Shoot them, answered Menalee; you have three muskets.

But they also have muskets, objected Tetaheite, and are good shots. If we miss them, some of us shall be dead men at once.

Ill tell you what well do, said Nehow, who thereupon hastily detailed a plan, which they proceeded at once to carry out.

Creeping round through the woods, they managed to get into McCoys house by a back window, unobserved. Menalee then ran down to the garden, as if in a state of great excitement.

Oh, Missr McCoy, Timoa and Nehow hab come down from mountain, an is robbin you house!

The bait took. McCoy ran up to his house. As soon as he reached the door there was a volley from within, but McCoy remained untouched.

Seeing this, and, no doubt, supposing that he must be badly wounded, Menalee, who had followed him, seized him from behind. But McCoy, being the stronger man, twisted himself suddenly round, grasped Menalee by the waist with both hands, and flung him headlong into a neighbouring pig-sty. He then turned and ran back to his garden to warn Mills.

Run for it, Mills, he cried; run and take to the bush. All the black scoundrels have united to murder us.

He set the example by at once disappearing in the thick bush. But Mills did not believe him. He and Menalee had always been good friends, and he seemed to think it impossible that they would kill him. He hesitated, and the hesitation cost him his life, for next moment a bullet laid him low.

Meanwhile McCoy ran to warn Christian. Reaching his garden, he found him there, dead, with the tranquil smile still on his cold lips, and the now glazed eyes still gazing upwards. One glance sufficed. He turned and ran back to Christians house to tell his wife what he had seen, but the poor woman was sick in bed at the time and could not move. Running then to Quintals garden, he found him alive, but quite ignorant of what was going on.

They seem to be wastin a deal of powder to-day, he growled, without raising himself, as McCoy came up; but  hallo! youre blowing hard. Whats wrong?

As soon as he heard the terrible story he ran to his wife, who chanced to be sitting near the edge of his garden.

Up, old girl, he cried, your nigger countrymen are murderin us all. If you want to see any of us escape youd better go and warn em. I shall look after number one.

Accordingly, with his friend of kindred spirit, he sought refuge in the bush.

Mrs Quintal had no desire to see all the white men slaughtered by her countrymen. She therefore started off at once, and in passing the garden of John Adams, called to him to take to the bush without delay, and ran on.

Unfortunately Adams did not understand what she meant. He, like the others, had heard the firing, but had only thought of it as a foolish waste of ammunition. Nothing was further from his thoughts on that peaceful day and hour than deeds of violence and bloodshed. He therefore continued at work.

The four murderers, meanwhile, ran down to Isaac Martins house, found him in the garden, and pointing their muskets at him, pulled the triggers. The pieces missed fire, and poor Martin, thinking probably that it was a practical joke, laughed at them. They cocked again, however, and fired. Martin, although he fell mortally wounded, had strength to rise again and fly towards his house. The natives followed him into it. There was one of the sledge-hammers of the Bounty there. One of them seized it, and with one blow beat in the poor mans skull.

Roused, apparently, to madness by their bloody work, the Otaheitans now rushed in a body to Browns garden. The botanist had been somewhat surprised at the frequent firing, but like his unfortunate fellow-countrymen, appeared to have not the remotest suspicion of what was going on. The sight of the natives, however, quickly opened his eyes. He turned as if to fly, but before he could gain the bushes, a well-aimed volley killed him.

Thus in little more than an hour were five of the Englishmen murdered.

It now seemed as if the revenge of the Otaheitans had been sated, for after the last tragic act they remained for some time in front of Browns house talking, and resting their hands on the muzzles of their guns.

All this time Edward Young was lying asleep in ignorance of what was being done, and purposely kept in ignorance by the women. Having been told by Quintals wife, they knew part of the terrible details of the massacre, but they had no power to check the murderers. They, however, adopted what means they could to shield Young, who, as we have said, was a favourite with all the natives, and closed the door of the hut in which he lay to prevent his being awakened.

The suspicions of Adams having at length been aroused, he went down to Browns house to see what all the firing could be about. The children, meanwhile, having some vague fears that danger threatened, had run into their mothers huts. Everything passed so quickly, in fact, that few of the people had time to understand or think, or take action in any way.

Reaching the edge of Browns garden, and seeing the four Otaheitans standing as we have described, Adams stopped and called out to know what was the matter.

Silence, shouted one of them, pointing his gun. Being unarmed, and observing the body of Brown on the ground, Adams at once leaped into the bush and ran. He was hotly pursued by the four men, but being strong and swift of foot, he soon left them behind. In passing Williamss house, he went towards it, intending to snatch up some thick garments, and, if possible, a musket and ammunition, for he had no doubt now that some of his countrymen must have been killed, and that he would have to take to the bush along with them. An exclamation of horror escaped him when he came upon the armourers body. It needed no second glance to tell that his comrade was dead. Passing into the house, he caught up an old blanket and a coat, but there was no musket. He knew that without arms he would be at the mercy of the savages. Being a cool and courageous man, he therefore made a long détour through the bush until he reached his own house, and entered by a back window. His sick wife received him with a look of glad surprise.

Is it true they have killed some of the white men? she asked.

Ay, too true, he replied, quickly; and I must take to the bush for a while. Where can I find a bag to hold some yams? Ah, here you are. Theres no fear o them hurting you, lass.

As he spoke a shot was heard. The natives had seen and followed him. A ball, coming through the window, entered the back of his neck and came out at the front. He fell, but instantly sprang up and leaped through the doorway, where he was met by the four natives.

Besides being a powerful man, Adams was very active, and the wound in his neck was only a flesh one. He knocked down Timoa, the foremost of the band, with one blow of his fist, and grappling with Nehow, threw him violently over his prostrate comrade; but Menalee, coming up at the moment, clubbed his musket and made a furious blow at Adamss head. He guarded it with one hand, and in so doing had one of his fingers broken. Tetaheite and Menalee then both sprang upon him, but he nearly throttled the one, tripped up the other, and, succeeding by a violent wrench in breaking loose, once more took to his heels.

In running, the Otaheitans were no match for him. He gradually left them behind. Then Timoa called out to him to stop.

No, you scoundrels, he shouted back in reply, you want to kill me; but youll find it a harder job than you think.

No, no, cried Nehow, vehemently, we dont want to kill you. Stop, and we wont hurt you.

Adams felt that loss of blood from his wound was quickly reducing his strength. His case was desperate. He formed a quick resolve and acted promptly. Stopping, he turned about and walked slowly but steadily back towards the natives, with his hands in his pockets and his eyes fixed sternly upon them.

Well, I have stopped, you see, he said, on coming up. I will take you at your word.

We will do you no harm if you will follow us, said Timoa.

They then went together to the house of Young. Here they found its owner, just roused by the noise of the scuffle with Adams, listening to the explanations of the women, who were purposely trying to lead him astray lest he should go out and be shot. The entrance of the four natives, armed and covered with blood, and Adams unarmed and wounded, at once showed him how matters stood.

This is a terrible business, he said in a low tone to Adams, while the murderers were disputing noisily about going into the woods to hunt down McCoy and Quintal. Have they killed many of our comrades?

God knows, said Adams, while Quintals wife bound up the wound in his neck. There has been firin enough to have killed us all twice over. I thought some of you were spending the ammunition foolishly on hogs or gulls. Williams is dead, I know, and poor Brown, for I saw their bodies, but I cant say

Fletcher Christian is killed, said Quintals wife, interrupting.

Fletcher Christian! exclaimed Adams and Young in the same breath.

Ay, and Isaac Martin and John Mills, continued the woman.

While she was speaking, the four Otaheitans, having apparently come to an agreement as to their future proceedings, loaded their muskets hastily, and rushing from the house soon disappeared in the woods.

We shall not harrow the readers feelings by following farther the bloody details of this massacre. Let it suffice to add, briefly, that after retiring from a fruitless search for the white men in the bush, Menalee quarrelled with Timoa and shot him. This roused the anger of the other two against Menalee, who fled to the bush and tried to make friends with McCoy and Quintal. This he appeared to succeed in doing, but when he was induced by them to give up his musket, he found out his mistake, for they soon turned it on himself and killed him. Then Youngs wife, Susannah, was induced to kill Tetaheite with an axe, and Young himself immediately after shot Nehow.

When McCoy and Quintal were told that all the Otaheitan men were dead they returned to the settlement. It was a terrible scene of desolation and woe. Even these two rough and heartless men were awed for a time into something like solemnity.

The men now left alive on the island were Young, Adams, Quintal, and McCoy. In the households of these four the widows and children of the slain were distributed. The evidences of the bloody tragedy were removed, the murdered men were buried, and thus came to a close the first great epoch in the chequered history of Pitcairn Island.




Chapter Sixteen.

Matt Quintal makes a Tremendous Discovery.

Upwards of four years had now elapsed since the mutiny of the Bounty, and of the nine mutineers who escaped to Pitcairn Island, only four remained, with eleven women and a number of children.

These latter had now become an important and remarkably noisy element in the colony. They and time together did much to efface the saddening effects of the gloomy epoch which had just come to a close. Time, however, did more than merely relieve the feelings of the surviving mutineers and widows. It increased the infantry force on the island considerably, so that in the course of a few years there were added to it a Robert, William, and Edward Young, with a little sister named Dolly Young, to keep them in countenance. There also came a Jane Quintal and an Arthur Quintal, who were closely followed by a Rebecca Adams and a James Young. So that the self-imposed cares and burdens of that pretty, active, and self-denying little creature, Otaheitan Sally, increased with her years and stature.

Before the most of these made their appearance, however, the poor Otaheitan wives and widows became downcast and discontented. One cannot wonder at this. Accustomed though they no doubt had been to war and bloodshed on their native island, they must have been shocked beyond measure by the scenes of brutality and murder through which they had passed. The most of them being now without husbands, and the men who remained being not on very amicable terms among themselves, these poor creatures seem to have been driven to a state of desperation, for they began to pine for their old home, and actually made up their minds to quit the island in one of the Bountys old boats, and leave the white men and even the children behind them. See Note 1.

The old boat turned out to be so leaky, however, that they were compelled to return. But they did not cease to repine and to desire deliverance. Gentle-spirited and tractable though they undoubtedly were, they had evidently been tried beyond their powers of endurance. They were roused, and when meek people are roused they not unfrequently give their friends and acquaintances, (to say nothing of those nearer), a considerable surprise.

Matthew Quintal, who had a good deal of sly humour about him, eventually hit on a plan to quiet them, at least for a time.

What makes you so grumpy, old girl? he said one day to his wife, while eating his dinner under the shade of a palm-tree.

We wiss to go home, she replied, in a plaintive tone.

Well, well, you shall go home, so dont let your spirits go down. If youve got tired of me, lass, youre not worth keeping. Well set to work and build you a new boat out o the old un. Well begin this very day, and when its finished, you may up anchor and away to Otaheite, or Timbuctoo for all that I care.

The poor woman seemed pleased to hear this, and true to his word, Quintal set to work that very day, with McCoy, whom he persuaded to assist him. His friend thought that Quintal was only jesting about the women, and that in reality he meant to build a serviceable boat for fishing purposes. Young and Adams took little notice of what the other two were about; but one day when the former came down to the beach on Bounty Bay, he could not help remarking on the strange shape of the boat.

Itll never float, he remarked, with a look of surprise.

Its not wanted to float, replied Quintal, at least not just yet. We can make it float well enough with a few improvements afterwards.

Young looked still more surprised, but when Quintal whispered something in his ear, he laughed and went away.

The boat was soon ready, for it was to some extent merely a modification of the old boat. Then all the women were desired to get into it and push off, to see how it did.

Get in carefully now, old girls, said Quintal, with a leer. Lay hold of the oars and well shove you through the first o the surf. Lend a hand, McCoy. Now then, give way all  hi!

With a vigorous shove the two men sent the boat shooting through the surf, which was unusually low that day. Young and Adams, with some of the children, stood on the rocks and looked on. The women lay to their oars like men, and the boat leaped like a flying-fish through the surf into deep water. Forgetting, in the excitement of the moment, the object they had in view, the poor things shouted and laughed with glee; but they dipped their oars with sad irregularity, and the boat began to rock in a violent manner. Then Youngs wife, Susannah, caught what in nautical parlance is called a crab; that is, she missed her stroke and fell backwards into the bottom of the boat.

With that readiness to render help which was a characteristic of these women, Christians widow, Mainmast, leaped up to assist the fallen Susannah. It only wanted this to destroy the equilibrium of the boat altogether. It turned bottom up in a moment, and left the female crew floundering in the sea.

To women of civilised lands this might have been a serious accident, but to these Otaheitan ladies it was a mere trifle. Each had been able to swim like a duck from earliest childhood. Indeed, it was evident that some of their own little ones were equally gifted, for several of them, led by Sally, plunged into the surf and went out to meet their parents as they swam ashore.

The men laughed heartily, and, after securing the boat and hauling it up on the beach, returned to the settlement, whither the women had gone before them to change their garments.

This incident effectually cured the native women of any intention to escape from the island, at least by boat, but it did not tend to calm their feelings. On the contrary, it seemed to have the effect of filling them with a thirst for vengeance, and they spent part of that day in whispered plottings against the men. They determined to take their lives that very night.

While they were thus engaged, their innocent offspring were playing about the settlement at different games, screaming at times with vehement delight, and making the palm-groves ring with laughter. The bright sun shone equally upon the heads that whirled with merriment and those that throbbed with dark despair.

Suddenly, in the midst of her play, little Sally came to an abrupt pause. She missed little Matt Quintal from the group.

Wheres he gone, Charlie? she demanded of her favourite playmate, whose name she had by that time learned to pronounce.

I dunno, answered Charlie, whose language partook more of the nautical tone of Quintal than of his late father.

Dyou know, Danl? she asked of little McCoy.

I dunno nuffin, replied Dan, xcep hes not here.

Well, I must go an seek im. You stop an play here. I leave em in your care, Toc. See you be good.

It would have amused you, reader, if you had seen with your bodily eyes the little creatures who were thus warned to be good. Even Dan McCoy, who was considered out and out the worst of them, might have sat to Rubens for a cherub; and as for the others, they were, we might almost say, appallingly good. Thursday October, in particular, was the very personification of innocence. It would have been much more appropriate to have named him Sunday July, because in his meek countenance goodness and beauty sat enthroned.

Of course we do not mean to say that these children were good from principle. They had no principle at that time. No, their actuating motive was selfishness; but it was not concentrated, regardless selfishness, and it was beautifully counteracted by natural amiability of temperament.

But they were quite capable of sin. For instance, when Sally had left them to search for her lost sheep, little Dan McCoy, moved by a desire for fun, went up behind little Charlie Christian and gave him an unmerited kick. It chanced to be a painful kick, and Charlie, without a thought of resentment or revenge, immediately opened his mouth, shut his eyes, and roared. Horrified by this unexpected result, little Dan also shut his eyes, opened his mouth, and roared.

The face that Charlie made in these circumstances was so ineffably funny, that Toc burst into uncontrollable laughter. Hearing this, the roarers opened their eyes, slid quickly into the same key, and tumbled head over heels on the grass, in which evolutions they were imitated by the whole party, except such as had not at that time passed beyond the staggering age.

Meanwhile Sally searched the neighbouring bush in vain; then bethinking her that Matt Quintal, who was fond of dangerous places, might have clambered down to the rocks to bathe, she made the best of her way to the beach, at a place which, being somewhat difficult of access from above, was seldom visited by any save the wild and venturesome.

She had only descended a few yards when she met the lost one clambering up in frantic haste, panting violently, his fat cheeks on fire, and his large eyes blazing.

Oh, Matt, what is it? she exclaimed, awestruck at the sight of him.

Sip!  sip! he cried, with labouring breath, as he pointed with one hand eagerly to the sea and with the other to the shore; bin men down dare!  look, got suffin! Oh!

A prolonged groan of despair escaped the child as he fumbled in a trousers-pocket and pushed three fingers through a hole in the bottom of it.

Its hoed through!

Whats hoed through? asked Sally, with quick sympathy, trying to console the urchin for some loss he had sustained.

De knife! exclaimed little Dan, with a face of blank woe.

The knife! what knife? But dont cry, dear; if you lost it through that hole it must be lying on the track, you know, somewhere between us and the beach.

This happy thought did not seem to have occurred to Matt, whose cheeks at once resumed their flush and his eyes their blaze.

Taking his hand, Sally led him down the track.

They looked carefully as they went, and had not gone far when Matt sprang forward with a scream of delight and picked up a clasp-knife. It was by no means a valuable one. It had a buckhorn handle, and its solitary blade, besides being broken at the point, was affected with rust and tobacco in about equal proportions.

Oh, Matt, where did you find it?

Come down and you see, he exclaimed, pointing with greater excitement than ever to the beach below.

They were soon down, and there, on the margin of the woods, they found a heap of cocoa-nut shells scattered about.

Found de knife dere, said Matt, pointing to the midst of the shells, and speaking in a low earnest voice, as if the subject were a solemn one.

Oh! exclaimed Sally, under her breath.

An look here, said Matt, leading the girl to a sandy spot close by. They both stood transfixed and silent, for there were strange foot-prints on the sand.

They could not be mistaken. Sally and Matt knew every foot and every shoe, white or black, in Pitcairn. The marks before them had been made by unknown shoes.

Just in proportion as youth is more susceptible of astonishment than age, so was the surprise of those little ones immeasurably greater than that of Robinson Crusoe in similar circumstances. With awestruck faces they traced the foot-prints down to the waters edge. Then, for the first time, it struck Matt that he had forgotten something.

Oh, me forget de sip  de sip! he cried, and pointed out to sea.

Sally raised her eyes and uttered an exclamation of fresh astonishment, as well she might, for there, like a seagull on the blue wave, was a ship under full sail. It was far-off, nearly on the horizon, but quite distinct, and large enough to be recognised.

Of course the gazers were spellbound again. It was the first real ship they had ever seen, but they easily recognised it, being familiar with mans floating prisons from the frequent descriptions given to them by John Adams, and especially from a drawing made by him, years ago, on the back of an old letter, representing a full-rigged man-of-war. This masterpiece of fine art had been nailed up on the walls of John Adamss hut, and had been fully expounded to each child in succession, as soon after its birth as was consistent with common-sense  sometimes sooner.

Suddenly Otaheitan Sally recovered herself.

Come, Matt, we must run home an tell what weve seen.

Away they went like two goats up the cliffs. Panting and blazing, they charged down on their amazed playmates, shouting, A sip! a sip! but never turning aside nor slacking their pace until they burst with the news on the astonished mutineers.

Something more than astonishment, however, mingled with the feelings of the seamen, and it was not until they had handled the knife, and visited the sandy cove, and seen the foot-prints, and beheld the vessel herself, that they became fully convinced that she had really been close to the island, that men had apparently landed to gather cocoa-nuts, and had gone away without having discovered the settlement, which was hid from their view by the high cliffs to the eastward of Bounty Bay.

The vessel had increased her distance so much by the time the men reached the cove, that it was impossible to make out what she was.

A man-o-war, mayhap, sent to search for us, suggested Quintal.

Not likely, said Adams. If shed bin sent to search for us, she wouldnt have contented herself with only pickin a few nuts.

I should say she is a trader that has got out of her course, said Young; but whatever she is, weve seen the last of her. Im not sure that I wouldnt have run the risk of having our hiding-place found out, and of being hung, for the sake of seeing once more the fresh face of a white man.

He spoke with a touch of sadness in his tone, which contrasted forcibly with the remark that followed.

Its little I would care about the risk o bein scragged, said Quintal, if I could only once more have a stiff glass o grog an a pipe o good, strong, genuine baccy!

Youll maybe have the first sooner than you think, observed McCoy, with a look of intelligence.

What dye mean? asked Quintal.

Ax no questions an youll be told no lies, was McCoys polite rejoinder, to which Quintal returned a not less complimentary remark, and followed Young and Adams, who had already begun to reascend the cliffs.

This little glimpse of the great outer world was obtained by the mutineers in 1795, and was the only break of the kind that occurred during a residence of many years on the lonely island.



Note 1. We are led to this conclusion in regard to the children by the fact that in the various records which tell us of these women attempting their flight, no mention is made of the children being with them.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Clouds grow Thicker and Blacker.

This glimpse of a stray vessel left a deep impression on the minds of the exiles for many days, and it so far influenced the women that they postponed their scheme of vengeance for some time.

It must not be supposed, however, that all of those women, whom we have described as being so gentle in character, were suddenly transformed into demons. It was only two or three of the more energetic and passionate among them who stirred up the rest, and forced them to fall in with their views. These passionate ones were the widows of the men who had been slain. They not only felt their loss most bitterly, but became almost mad with the despair caused by their forlorn condition, and the apparent hopelessness of deliverance.

The sight of the passing ship had diverted their thoughts for a time, perhaps had infused a little hope; but when the excitement died down they renewed their plots against the men and at last made a desperate attempt to carry them out.

It was on a dark and stormy night. Thunder was rolling in the sky. Lightning flashed among the mountain-peaks. Rain, the first that had descended for many days, fell in fitful showers. It must have seemed to the women either that the elements sympathised with them, or that the extreme darkness was favourable to the execution of their plan, for about midnight one of them rose from her bed, and crept noiselessly to the corner of her hut, where she had seen Quintal deposit a loaded musket the previous day. Possessing herself of the weapon, she went straight to the widow of Fletcher Christian, and wakened her. She rose, somewhat reluctantly, and followed the woman, whose face was concealed in a kerchief of native cloth. The two then went cautiously to another hat, where two of the wives of the murdered Otaheitans awaited them, the one with a long knife, the other with an axe in her hand.

They whispered together for a few seconds. As they did so there came a tremendous crash of thunder, followed by a flash which revealed the dark heads and glistening eyeballs drawn together in a group.

We had better not try to-night, said one voice, timidly.

Faint heart, you may stay behind, replied another voice, firmly. Come, let us not delay. They were cruel; we will be cruel too.

They all crouched down, and seemed to melt into the dark earth. When the next lightning-flash rent the heavens they were gone.

Lying in his bunk, opposite the door of his house, that night, John Adams lay half asleep and half-conscious of the storm outside. As he lay with closed eyes there came a glaring flash of light. It revealed in the open doorway several pallid faces and glistening eyeballs.

A strange dream, thought Adams; stranger still to dream of dreaming.

The thunder-clap that followed was mingled with a crash, a burst of smoke, and a shriek that caused Adams to leap from his couch as a bullet whistled past his ear. In the succeeding lightning-flash he beheld a woman near him with an uplifted axe, another with a gleaming knife, and Edward Young, who slept in his house that night, in the act of leaping upon her.

Adams was prompt to act on all occasions. He caught the uplifted axe, and wrenching it from her grasp, thrust the woman out of the door.

There, he said, quietly, go thy way, lass. I dont care to know which of ees done it. Let the other one go too, Mr Young. Its not worth while making a work about it.

The midshipman obeyed, and going to a shelf in a corner, took down a torch made of small nuts strung on a palm-spine, struck a light, and kindled it.

Poor things, he said, Im sorry for them. Theyve had hard times here.

They wont try it again, remarked Adams, as he closed the door, and quietly turned again into his sleeping-bunk.

But John Adams was wrong. Foiled though they were on this occasion, and glad though some of them must have been at their failure, there were one or two who could not rest, and who afterwards made another attempt on the lives of the men. This also failed. The first offence had been freely forgiven, but this time it was intimated that if another attempt were made, they should all be put to death. Fortunately, the courage of even the most violent of the women had been exhausted. To the relief of the others they gave up their murderous designs, and settled down into that state of submission which was natural to them.

One might have thought that now, at last, the little colony of Pitcairn had passed its worst days, most of the disturbing elements having been removed; but there was yet one other cloud, the blackest of all, to burst over them. One of the worlds greatest curses was about to be introduced among them. It happened thus:  

One night William McCoy went to his house up on the mountain-side, entered it, and shut and bolted the door. This was an unusual proceeding on his part, and had no connection with the recent attempts at murder made by the women, because he was quite fearless in regard to that, and scoffed at the possibility of being killed by women. He also carefully fastened the window-shutters. He appeared to be somewhat excited, and went about his operations with an air at once of slyness and of mystery.

A small torch or nut-candle which he lighted and set on a bracket on the wall gave out a faint flickering light, which barely rendered darkness visible, and from its position threw parts of the chamber into deepest gloom. It looked not unlike what we suppose would be the laboratory of an alchemist of the olden time, and McCoy himself, with his eager yet frowning visage, a native-made hat slouched over his brows, and a piece of native cloth thrown over his shoulders like a plaid, was no bad representative of an old doctor toiling for the secrets that turn base metal into gold, and old age into youth  secrets, by the way, which have been lying open to mans hand for centuries in the Word of God.

Taking down from a shelf a large kettle which had formed part of the furniture of the Bounty, and a twisted metal pipe derived from the same source, he fitted them up on a species of stove or oven made of clay. The darkness of the place rendered his movements not very obvious; but he appeared to put something into the kettle, and fill it with water. Then he put charcoal into the oven, kindled it, and blew it laboriously with his mouth until it became red-hot. This flameless fire did not tend much to enlighten surrounding objects; it merely added to them a lurid tinge of red. The operators face, being close in front of the fire as he blew, seemed almost as hot as the glowing coals.

With patient watchfulness he sat there crouching over the fire for several hours, occasionally blowing it up or adding more fuel.

As the experiment went on, McCoys eyes seemed to dilate with expectation, and his breathing quickened. After a time he rose and lifted a bottle out of a tub of water near the stove. The bottle was attached to one end of the twisted tube, which was connected with the kettle on the fire. Detaching it therefrom, he raised it quickly to the light. Then he put it to his nose and smelt it. As he did so his face lit up with an expression of delight. Taking down from a shelf a cocoa-nut cup, he poured into it some sparkling liquid from the bottle. It is a question which at that moment sparkled most, McCoys eyes or the liquid.

He sipped a little, and his rough visage broke into a beaming smile. He drank it all, and then he smacked his lips and laughed  not quite a joyous laugh, but a wild, fierce, triumphant laugh, such as one might imagine would issue from the panting lips of some stout victor of the olden time as he clutched a much-coveted prize, after slaying some half-dozen enemies.

Ha ha! Ive got it at last! he cried aloud, smacking his lips again.

And so he had. Long and earnestly had he laboured to make use of a fatal piece of knowledge which he possessed. Among the hills of Scotland McCoy had learned the art of making ardent spirits. After many failures, he had on this night made a successful attempt with the ti-root, which grew in abundance on Pitcairn. The spirit was at last produced. As the liquid ran burning down his throat, the memory of a passion which he had not felt for years came back upon him with overwhelming force. In his new-born ecstasy he uttered a wild cheer, and filling more spirit into the cup, quaffed it again.

Splendid! he cried, first-rate. Hurrah!

A tremendous knocking at the door checked him, and arrested his hand as he was about to fill another cup.

Whos that? he demanded, angrily.

Open the door an youll see.

The voice was that of Matthew Quintal. McCoy let him in at once.

See here, he cried, eagerly, holding up the bottle with a leer, Ive got it at last!

So any deaf man might have found out by the way youve bin shoutin it. Why didnt you open sooner?

Never heard you, Matt. Was too much engaged with my new friend, I suppose. Come, Ill introdooce him to you.

Look alive, then, growled Quintal, impatiently, for he seemed to have smelt the spirit, as the warhorse is said to smell the battle from afar. Give us hold o the cup and fill up; fill up, I say, to the brim. None o your half measures for me.

He took a mouthful, rolled it round and round with his tongue once or twice, and swallowed it.

Heh, thats it once more! Come, heres your health, McCoy! Well be better friends than ever now; good luck to ee.

McCoy thought that there was room for improvement in their friendship, but said nothing, as he watched his comrade pour the fiery liquid slowly down his throat, as if he wished to prolong the sensation.

Another, he said, holding out the cup.

No, no; drink fair, Matt Quintal; wotever you do, drink fair. Its my turn now.

Your turn? retorted Quintal, fiercely; why, youve bin swillin away for half-an-hour before I came.

No, Matt, no; honour bright. Id only just begun. But come, we wont quarrel over it. Heres the other half o the nut, so well drink together. Now, hold steady.

More need for me to give you that advice; you shake the bottle as if youd got the ague. If you spill a drop, now, Ill  Ill flatten your big nose on your ugly face.

Not in the least hurt by such uncomplimentary threats, McCoy smiled as he filled the cup held by his comrade. The spirit was beginning to tell on him, and the smile was of that imbecile character which denotes perfect self-satisfaction and good-will. Having poured the remainder into his own cup, he refixed the bottle to the tube of the still, and while more of the liquid was being extracted, the cronies sat down on low stools before the stove, to spend a pleasant evening in poisoning themselves!

It may be interesting and instructive, though somewhat sad, to trace the steps by which those two men, formed originally in Gods image, reduced themselves, of their own free will, to a level much lower than that of the brutes.

Doesnt the taste of it bring back old times? said McCoy, holding his cup to the light as he might have held up a transparent glass.

Ay, assented Quintal, gradually becoming amiable, the good old times before that fool Fletcher Christian indooced us to jine him. Heres to ee, lad, once more.

Why, when I think o the jolly times Ive had at the Blue Boar of Plymouth, said McCoy, or at the Swan wi the two throttles, in  in  I forget where, I feel  I feel  like  like  heres your health again, Matt Quintal. Give us your flipper, man. Youre not a bad feller, if you wasnt given to grumpin so much.

Quintals amiability, even when roused to excess by drink, was easily dissipated. The free remarks of his comrade did not tend to increase it, but he said nothing, and refreshed himself with another sip.

I really do think, continued McCoy, looking at his companion with an intensity of feeling which is not describable, I really do think that  that  when I think o that Blue Boar, I could amost become poetical.

If you did, growled Quintal, you would not be the first that had become a big fool on a worse subjec.

I shay, Matt Quintal, returned the other, who was beginning to talk rather thickly, so powerful was the effect of the liquor on his unaccustomed nerves; I shay, ole feller, you used to sing well once. Come ggive us a stave now.

Bah! was Quintals reply, with a look of undisguised contempt.

Jus-so. Xactly my opinion about it. Well, as you wont sing, Ill give you a ditty myself.

Hereupon McCoy struck up a song, which, being deficient in taste, while its execution was defective as well as tuneless, did not seem to produce much effect on Quintal. He bore it with equanimity, until McCoy came to a note so far beyond his powers that he broke into a shriek.

Come, get some more drink, growled his comrade, pointing to the still; it must be ready by this time.

Shum more drink! exclaimed McCoy, with a look of indignant surprise. Then, sliding into a smile of imbecile good-humour, You shl-ave-it, my boy, you shl-ave-it.

He unfixed the bottle with an unsteady hand, and winking with dreadful solemnity, filled up his companions cup. Then he filled his own, and sat down to resume his song. But Quintal could stand no more of it; he ordered his comrade to stop his noise.

Shtop my noise! exclaimed McCoy, with a look of lofty disdain.

Yes, stop it, an lets talk.

Well, Im wwillin t talk, returned McCoy, after a grave and thoughtful pause.

They chose politics as a light, agreeable subject of conversation.

Now, you see, s my pinion, Matt, that them coves upt th Admiralty dont know no more how to guvn this country than they knows how to work a Turks head on a man-rope.

Praps not, replied Quintal, with a look of wise solemnity.

Nor-a-bit  on it, continued McCoy, becoming earnest. An wot on earths the use o the Lords an Commons an War Office? Wy dont they slump em all together into one ouse, an get the Archbishop o Cantingbury to bless em all, right off, same as the Pope does. Thats were it is. Dye see? Thats were the shoe pinches.

Ah, an what would you make o the King? demanded Quintal, with an argumentative frown.

The King, eh? said McCoy, bringing his fuddled mind to bear on this royal difficulty; the King, eh? Why, Id  Id make lop-scouse o the King.

Come, thats treason. You shant speak treason in my company, Bill McCoy. Im a man-o-wars man. It wont do to shove treason in the face of a mar-o-wa-a-r. If I am a mutineer, wat o that? Ill let no other man haul down my colours. So dont go shovin treason at me, Bill McCoy.

Ill shove treason werever I please, said McCoy, fiercely.

No you shant.

Yes I shall.

From this point the conversation became very contradictory in tone, then recriminative, and after that personally abusive. At last Quintal, losing temper, threw the remains of his last cup of spirits in his friends face. McCoy at once hit Quintal on the nose. He returned wildly on the eye, and jumping up, the two grappled in fierce anger.

They were both powerful men, whose natural tendency to personal violence towards each other had, up to this time, been restrained by prudence; but now that the great destroyer of sense and sanity was once again coursing through their veins, there was nothing to check them. All the grudges and bitternesses of the past few years seemed to have been revived and concentrated on that night, and they struggled about the little room with the fury of madmen, striking out savagely, but with comparatively little effect, because of excessive passion, coupled with intoxication, clutching and tugging at each others whiskers and hair, and cursing with dreadful sincerity.

There was little furniture in the room, but what there was they smashed in pieces. Quintal flung McCoy on the table, and jumping on the top of him, broke it down. The other managed to get on his legs again, clutched Quintal by the throat, and thrust him backward with such violence that he went crashing against the little window-shutters, split them up, and drove them out. In one of their wildest bursts they both fell into the fireplace, overturned the still, and scattered the fire. Fortunately, the embers were nearly out by this time. Tumbling over the stools and wreck, these men  who had begun the evening as friends, continued it as fools, and ended it as fiends  fell side by side into one of the sleeping-bunks, the bottom of which was driven down by the shock as they sank exhausted amid the wreck, foaming with passion, and covered with blood. This was the climax; they fell into a state of partial insensibility, which degenerated at last into a deep lethargic slumber.

Hitherto the quarrels and fights that had so disturbed the peace of Pitcairn, and darkened her moral sky, had been at least intelligently founded on hatred or revenge, with a definite object and murderous end in view. Now, for the first time, a furious battle had been fought for nothing, with no object to be gained, and no end in view; with besotted idiots for the champions, and with strong drink for the cause.




Chapter Eighteen.

Aquatic Amusements.

Now, it must not be supposed that the wives and widows of these mutineers gave themselves up to moping or sadness after the failure of their wild attempt to make their condition worse by slaying all the men. By no means. By degrees they recovered the natural tone of their mild yet hearty dispositions, and at last, we presume, came to wonder that they had ever been so mad or so bad.

Neither must it be imagined that these women were condemned to be the laborious drudges who are fitly described as hewers of wood and drawers of water. They did indeed draw a good deal of water in the course of each day, but they spent much time also in making the tapa cloth with which they repaired the worn-out clothes of their husbands, or fabricated petticoats for themselves and such of the children as had grown old enough to require such garments. But besides these occupations, they spent a portion of their time in prattling gossip, which, whatever the subject might be, was always accompanied with a great deal of merriment and hearty laughter. They also spent no small portion of their time in the sea, for bathing was one of the favourite amusements of the Pitcairners, young and old.

Coming up one day to Susannah, the wife of Edward Young, Thursday October Christian begged that she would go with him and bathe.

Susannah was engaged in making the native cloth at the time, and laid down her mallet with a look of indecision. It may be remarked here that a mallet is used in the making of this cloth, which is not woven, but beaten out from a state of pulp; it is, in fact, rather a species of tough paper than cloth, and is produced from the bark of the paper mulberry.

Is got to finish dis bit of cloth to-day, Toc, said Susannah, in broken English, for she knew that Master Thursday October preferred that tongue to Otaheitan, though he could speak both, an its gettin late.

Oh, what a pity! said TOC, with a look of mild disappointment.

Now Susannah was by far the youngest and most girlish among the Otaheitan women, and could not resist an appeal to her feelings even when uttered only by the eyes. Besides, little Toc was a great favourite with her. She therefore burst into a merry laugh, gently pulled Thursdays nose, and said, Well, come along; but well git some o the others for go too, an have some fun. You go klect de jumpers. Me git de womans. Susannah referred to the older children by the term Jumpers.

Highly pleased, the urchin started off at once. He found one of the jumpers, namely, Otaheitan Sally, nursing Polly Young, while she delivered an oracular discourse to Charlie Christian, who sat at her feet, meekly receiving and believing the most outrageous nonsense that ever was heard. It is but just to Sally, however, to say that she gave her information in all good faith, having been previously instructed by John Adams, whose desire for the good of the young people was at that period stronger than his love of truth. Wishing to keep their minds as long as possible ignorant of the outer world, he had told them that ships came out of a hole in the clouds on the horizon.

Yes, Charlie, its quite true; father Adams says so. They comes out of a hole on the horizon.

Charlies huge eyes gazed in perplexity from his instructors face to the horizon, as if he expected to behold a ship emerging from a hole then and there. Then, turning to Sally again with a simple look, he asked  

But why does sips come out of holes on de rizon?

Sally was silenced. She was not the first knowing one who had been silenced by a child.

Little Daniel McCoy came up at the moment. Having passed the staggering period of life, he no longer walked the earth in a state of nudity, but was decorated with a pair of very short tapa trousers, cut in imitation of seafaring ducks, but reaching only to the knees. He also wore a little shirt.

Me kin tell why ships come out ob de hole in de horizon, he said, with a twinkle in his eyes; just for notin else dan to turn about an go back into de hole again.

Nonsense, Danl! cried Sally, with a laugh.

Nonsense! repeated Dan, with an injured look. Didnt you sawd it happen jus tother day?

Well, I did saw the ship go farer an farer away, an vanish, admitted Sall; but he didnt go into a hole that time.

Pooh! ejaculated little Dan, dats cause de hole was too far away to be seen.

Further discussion of the subject was prevented by the arrival of Thursday.

Well, Toc, yous in a hurry to-day, said little Dan, with a look of innocent insolence.

Were all to go an bathe, childn, cried Thursday, with a look of delight; Susannahs goin, an all the oomans, an she send me for you.

Hurrah! shouted Dan and Sally.

Goin to bave, cried Charlie Christian to Lizzie Mills, who was attracted by the cheering, which also brought up Matt Quintal, who led his little sister Sarah by the hand. Sarah was yet a staggerer, and so was Dinah Adams, also Mary Christian; Polly Young and John Mills had not yet attained even to the staggering period  they were only what little Dan McCoy called sprawlers.

Before many minutes had elapsed, the whole colony of women, jumpers, staggerers, and sprawlers, were assembled on the beach at Bounty Bay.

It could scarcely be said that the women undressed  they merely threw off the light scarf or bodice that covered their shoulders, but kept on the short skirts, which were no impediment to their graceful movements in the water. The jumpers, of course, were only too glad of the excuse to get out of their very meagre allowance of clothing, and the rest were, so to speak, naturally ready for the plunge.

It was a splendid forenoon. There was not a zephyr to ruffle the calm breast of the Pacific, nevertheless the gentle undulation of that mighty bosom sent wave after wave like green liquid walls into the bay in ceaseless regularity. These, toppling over, and breaking, and coming in with a succession of magnificent roars, finally hissed in harmless foam on the shingly beach.

Now, Tursday, said Mrs Adams, you stop here an take care o de sprawlers.

Adamss helpmate was the oldest of the women, and defective in vision. Her commands were law. Thursday October would as soon have thought of disobeying Adams himself as his wife. It was not in his nature, despite its goodness, to help feeling disappointed at being left in charge of the little ones. However, he made up his mind at once to the sacrifice.

Never mind, Toc, said Youngs wife, with a bright smile, Ill stay an keep you company.

This was ample compensation to Thursday. He immediately flung himself into the shallow surf, and turning his face to the land, held out his arms and dared the little ones to come to him. Two of them instantly accepted the challenge, crept down to the water, and were beaten back by the next rush of foam. But they were caught up and held aloft with a shout of glee by Susannah.

Meanwhile, the women advanced into the deep surf with the small children on their shoulders, while the others, being able to look after themselves, followed, panting with excitement for although able to swim like corks they found it extremely difficult to do battle with the rushing water.

Deeper and deeper the foremost women went, until they neared the unbroken glassy billows.

Ill go at de nixt, muttered Mrs Adams to Mary Christian, who was on her back, clutching tight round her neck.

The nixt was a liquid wall that came rolling grandly in with ever-increasing force and volume, until it hovered to its fall almost over the heads of the daring women. Mrs Adams, Mainmast, and Millss widow, who were the foremost of the group, bent their heads forward, and with a graceful but vigorous plunge, sprang straight into the wall of water and went right through it. The others, though a moment later, were quite in time. The children also, uttering wild screams in varied keys, faced the billow gallantly, and pierced it like needles. Another moment, and they were all safe in deep water on the seaward side, while the wave went thundering to the shore in a tumultuous wilderness of foam, and spent its weakened force among the babies.

The moment the women were safe beyond the rolling influence of these great waves, in the calm sea beyond, they threw the staggerers from their shoulders and let them try their own unaided powers, while the jumpers swam and floated around to watch the result.

These wonderful infants disported themselves variously in the sea. Mary Christian wobbled about easily, as if too fat to sink, and Bessy Mills supported herself bravely, being much encouraged by the presence and the cheering remarks of that humorous imp Dan McCoy. But Charlie Christian showed symptoms of alarm, and losing heart after a few moments, threw up his fat little arms and sank. Like the swooping eagle, his mother plunged forward, placed a hand under him, and lifted him on her shoulders, where he recovered equanimity in a few minutes, and soon wanted to be again sent afloat. When this had gone on for a little time, the women reshouldered their babies and swam boldly out to sea, followed at various distances by the youngsters. Of these latter, Sall of Otaheite was by far the best. She easily outstripped the other children, and could almost keep pace with the women.

Meanwhile Thursday October Christian and Susannah Young performed amazing feats with the infants in the shallow water on the beach. Sarah Quintal and Johnny Mills gave them some trouble, having a strong disposition to explore places beyond their depth; but Dinah Adams and Polly Young were as good as gold, spluttering towards their guardians when called, and showing no tendency to do anything of their own immediate free will, except sit on the sand and let the foam rush round and over them like soap-suds.

Now, it is well-known that every now and then there are waves of the sea which seem to have been born on a gigantic scale, and which, emerging somewhere from the great deep, come to shore with a grander roar and a higher rush than ordinary waves.

One such roller came in while no one was on the look-out for it. Its deep-toned roar first apprised Susannah of its approach, but before she could run to the rescue its white crest was careering up the beach in magnificent style. It caught the infants, each sitting with a look of innocent surprise on the sand. It turned them head over heels, and swept them up the shingly shore. It tumbled Susannah herself over in its might, and swept Thursday October fairly off his legs. Having terminated its career thus playfully, the big wave retired, carrying four babies in its embrace. But Susannah and Thursday had regained their footing and their presence of mind. With a brave and, for him, a rapid spring, Thursday caught little Sarah and Dinah as they were rolling helpless down the strand, the one by an arm, the other by a leg, and held on. At the same instant Susannah sprang forward and grasped Jack Mills by the hair of the head, but poor Polly Young was beyond her reach. Little Polly was the smallest, the neatest, and the dearest of the sprawling band. She was rolling to her doom. The case was desperate. In this emergency Susannah suddenly hurled Jack Mills at Thursday. The poor boy had to drop the other two in order to catch the flying Jack, but the other two, sliding down his body, held each to a Thursday October leg like limpets. The result was that the four remained firm and safe, while Susannah leaped into the surf and rescued little Poll.

It all happened so quickly that the actors had scarcely time to think. Having reached the dry land, they looked seaward, and there saw their more practised companions about to come in on the top of a wave. For a few seconds their heads were seen bobbing now on the top, now between the hollows of the waves. Then they were seen on a towering snowy crest which was just about to fall. On the summit of the roaring wave, as if on a snowy mountain, they came rushing on with railway speed. To an unpractised eye destruction among the rocks was their doom. But they had taken good aim, and came careering to the sandy patch where the little ones sprawled. In another moment they stood safe and sound upon the land.

This was but an everyday feat of the Pitcairners, who went up to their village chatting merrily, and thinking nothing more about the adventure than that it was capital fun.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Darkest Hour.

A long time after the events narrated in the last chapter, John Adams and Edward Young sat together one evening in the cave at the top of the mountain, where poor Fletcher Christian had been wont to hold his lonely vigils.

Ive bin thinkin of late, said Young, that it is very foolish of us to content ourselves with merely fishing from the rocks, when there are better fish to be had in deep water, and plenty of material at hand for making canoes.

Youre right, sir; we ought to try our hands at a canoe. Pity we didnt do so before the native men was all killed. They knew what sort o trees to use, and how to split em up into planks, an all that sort o thing.

But McCoy used to study that subject, and talk much about it, when we were in Otaheite, returned Young. Ive no doubt that with his aid we could build a good enough canoe, and the women would be as able as the men, no doubt, to direct us what to do if we were in a difficulty. McCoy is a handy fellow, you know, with tools, as he has proved more than once since the death of poor Williams.

Adams shook his head.

No doubt, Mr Young, hes handy enough with the tools; but ever since he discovered how to make spirits, neither he nor Quintal, as you know, sir, are fit for anything.

True, said Young, with a perplexed look; it never occurred to me before that strong drink was such a curse. I begin now to understand why some men that I have known have been so enthusiastic in their outcry against it. Perhaps it would be right for you and me to refuse to drink with Quintal and McCoy, seeing that they are evidently killing themselves with it.

I dont quite see that, sir, objected Adams. A glass of grog dont do me no harm that I knows of, an it wouldnt do them no good if we was to stop our allowance.

It might; who can tell? said Young. Ive not thought much about the matter, however, so we wont discuss it. But what would you say if we were to hide the kettle that McCoy makes it in, and refuse to give it up till the canoe is finished?

Again Adams shook his head.

Theyd both go mad with DT, said he, by which letters he referred to the drunkards awful disease, delirium tremens.

Well, at all events, we will try to persuade him to go to work, and the sooner the better, said Young, rising and leaving the cave.

In pursuance of this plan, Young spoke to McCoy in one of his few sober moments, and got him persuaded to begin the work, and to drink less while engaged in it.

Under the impulse of this novelty in his occupation, the unhappy man did make an attempt to curb himself, and succeeded so far that he worked pretty steadily for several days, and made considerable progress with the canoe.

The wood was chosen, the tree felled, the trunk cut to the proper length and split up into very fair planks, which were further smoothed by means of a stone adze, brought by the natives from Otaheite, and it seemed as if the job would be quickly finished, when the terrible demon by whom McCoy had been enslaved suddenly asserted his tyrannical power. Quintal, who rendered no assistance in canoe-building, had employed himself in making a new brew, as he expressed it, and McCoy went up to his hut in the mountain one evening to taste.

The result, of course, was that he was absolutely incapable of work next day; and then, giving way to the maddening desire, he and his comrade-in-debauchery went in, as they said, for a regular spree. It lasted for more than a week, and when it came to an end, the two men, with cracked lips, bloodshot eyes, and haggard faces, looked as if they had just escaped from a madhouse.

Edward Young now positively refused to drink any more of the spirits, and Adams, although he would not go quite to that length, restricted himself to one glass in the day.

This at first enraged both Quintal and McCoy. The former cursed his comrades in unmeasured terms, and drank more deeply just to spite them. The latter refused to work at the canoe, and both men became so uproarious, that Young and Adams were obliged to turn them out of the house where they were wont occasionally to meet for a social evening.

Thus things went on for many a day from bad to worse. Bad as things had been in former years, it seemed as if the profoundest depth of sin and misery had not yet been fathomed by these unhappy mutineers.

In all these doings, it would have gone hard with the poor women and children if Adams and Young had not increased in their kindness and consideration for them, as the other two men became more savage and tyrannical.

At last matters came to such a crisis that it became once more a matter of discussion with Young and Adams whether they should not destroy the machinery by which the spirits were made, and it is probable that they might have done this, if events had not occurred which rendered the act unnecessary.

One day William McCoy was proceeding with a very uncertain step along the winding footpath that led to his house up in the mountain. The mans face worked convulsively, and it seemed as if terrible thoughts filled his brain. Muttering to himself as he staggered along, he suddenly met his own son, who had grown apace by that time, being nearly seven years of age. Both father and son stopped abruptly, and looked intently at each other.

What brings you here? demanded the father, with a look of as much dignity as it was in his power to assume.

The poor boy hesitated, and looked frightened. His natural spirit of fun and frolic seemed of late to have forsaken him.

What are ee afraid of? roared McCoy, who had not quite recovered from his last fit of delirium tremens. Why dont ee speak?

Mothers not well, said Daniel, softly; she bid me come and tell you.

Whats that to me? cried McCoy, savagely. Come here, Dan. He lowered his tone, and held out his hand, but the poor boy was afraid to approach.

Uttering a low growl, the father made a rush at him, stumbled over a tree-root, and fell heavily to the earth. Little Dan darted into the bush, and fled home.

Rising slowly, McCoy looked half-stunned at first, but speedily recovering himself, staggered on till he reached the hut, when he wildly seized the bottle from its shelf, and put it to his lips, which were bleeding from the fall, and covered with dust.

Ha ha! he shouted, while the light of delirium rekindled in his eyes, this is the grand cure for everything. My own sons afraid o me now, but who cares? Whats that to Bill McCoy! an his mothers ill too  ha!

He checked himself in the middle of a fierce laugh, and stared before him as if horror-stricken.

No, no! he gasped. I  I didnt. Oh! God be merciful to me!

Again he stopped, raised both hands high above his head, uttered a wild laugh which terminated in a prolonged yell, as he dashed the bottle on the floor, and darted from the hut.

All the strength and vigour which the wretched man had squandered seemed to come back to him in that hour. The swiftness of youth returned to his limbs. He ran down the path by which he had just come, and passed Quintal on the way.

Hallo, Bill! youre pretty bad to-night, said his comrade, looking after him. He then followed at a smart run, as if some new idea had suddenly occurred to him. Two of the women met McCoy further down, but as if to evade them, he darted away to the right along the track leading to the eastward cliffs. The women joined Quintal in pursuit, but before they came near him, they saw him rush to the highest part of the cliffs and leap up into the air, turning completely over as he vanished from their sight.

At that spot the cliff appeared to overhang its base, and was several hundred feet high. Far down there was a projecting rock, where sea-gulls clustered in great numbers. McCoy, like the lightning-flash, came in contact with the rock, and was dashed violently out into space, while the affrighted sea-birds fled shrieking from the spot. Next moment the mans mangled body cleft the dark water like an arrow, leaving only a little spot of foam behind to mark for a few seconds his watery grave.

It might have been thought that this terrible event would have had a sobering effect upon Matthew Quintal, but instead of that it made him worse. The death of his wife, too, by a fall from the cliffs about the same time, seemed only to have the effect of rendering him more savage; insomuch that he became a terror to the whole community, and frequently threatened to take the lives of his remaining comrades. In short, the man seemed to have gone mad, and Young and Adams resolved, in self-defence, to put him to death.

We spare the reader the sickening details. They accomplished the terrible deed with an axe, and thus the number of the male refugees on Pitcairn was reduced to two. The darkest hour of the lonely island had been reached  the hour before the dawn.




Chapter Twenty.

The Dawn of a Better Day.

The eighteenth century passed away, and as the nineteenth began its course, a great and marvellous change came over the dwellers on the lonely island in that almost unknown region of the Southern Seas. It was a change both spiritual and physical, the latter resulting from the former, and both having their roots, as all things good must have, in the blessed laws of God.

The change did not come instantaneously. It rose upon Pitcairn with the sure but gradual influence of the morning dawn, and its progress, like its advent, was unique in the history of the Church of God.

No preacher went forth to the ignorant people, armed with the powers of a more or less correct theology. No prejudices had to be overcome, or pre-existing forms of idolatry uprooted, and the people who had to be changed were what might have been deemed most unlikely soil  mutineers, murderers, and their descendants. The one hopeful characteristic among them was the natural amiability of the women, for Young and Adams did not display more than the average good-humour of men, yet these amiable women, as we have seen, twice plotted and attempted the destruction of the men, and two of them murdered in cold blood two of their own kinsmen.

It may, perhaps, have already been seen that Young and Adams were of a grave and earnest turn of mind. The terrible scenes which they had passed through naturally deepened this characteristic, especially when they thought of the dreadful necessity which had been forced on them  the deliberate slaying of Matthew Quintal, an act which caused them to feel like murderers, however justifiable it may have seemed to them.

Like most men who are under deep and serious impressions, they kept their thoughts to themselves. Indeed, John Adams, with his grave matter-of-fact tendencies and undemonstrative disposition, would probably never have opened his lips on spiritual things to his companion if Young had not broken the ice; and even when the latter did venture to do so, Adams resisted at first with the dogged resolution of an unbelieving man.

Weve been awful sinners, John Adams, said Young one afternoon as they were sauntering home from their plantations to dinner.

Well, sir, no doubt theres some truth in what you say, replied Adams, slowly, but then, dye see, weve bin placed in what you may call awful circumstances.

Thats true, thats true, returned Young, with a perplexed look, and Ive said the same thing, or something like it, to myself many a time; but, man, the Bible doesnt seem to harmonise with that idea somehow. It seems to make no difference between big and little sinners, so to speak, at least as far as the matter of salvation is concerned; and yet I cant help feeling somehow that men who have sinned much ought to repent much.

Just so, sir, said John Adams, with a self-satisfied air, youre right, sir. We have been awful sinners, as you say, an now weve got to repent as hard as we can and lead better lives, though, of course, we cant make much difference in our style o livin, seein that our circumstances dont allow o much change, an neither of us has bin much given to drink or swearin.

Strange! rejoined Young. You almost echo what Ive been saying to myself over and over again, yet I cant feel quite easy, for if we have only got to repent and try to lead better lives, whats the use of our talking about Our Saviour? and what does the Bible mean in such words as these: Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved. Only believe. By grace are ye saved, through faith, and that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God. By the works of the law shall no flesh living be justified.

Do you mean to say, sir, that them words are all out of the Bible? asked Adams.

Yes, I know they are, for I read them all this morning. I had a long hunt after the Bible before I found it, for poor Christian never told me where he kept it. I turned it up at last under a bit of tarpaulin in the cave, and Ive been reading it a good deal since, and I confess that Ive been much puzzled. Hold on a bit here, he added, stopping and seating himself on a flowering bank beside the path; that old complaint of mine has been troubling me a good deal of late. Lets rest a bit.

Young referred here to an asthmatic affection to which he was subject, and which had begun to give him more annoyance since the catching of a severe cold while out shooting among the hills a year before.

From what you say, sir, said Adams, thoughtfully, after they had sat down, it seems to me that if we can do nothing in the matter o workin out our salvation, and have nothin to do but sit still an receive it, we cant be to blame if we dont get it.

But we may be to blame for refusing it when its offered, returned Young. Besides, the Bible says, Ask and ye shall receive, so that knocks away the ground from under your notion of sitting still.

Praps youre right, sir, continued Adams, after a few minutes thought, during which he shook his head slowly as if not convinced; but I cant help thinkin that if a man only does his best to do his dooty, itll be all right with him. Thats all thats required in His Majestys service, you know, of any man.

True, but if a man doesnt do his best, what then? Or if he is so careless about learning his duty that he scarce knows what it is, and in consequence falls into sundry gross mistakes, what then? Moreover, suppose that you and I, having both done our duty perfectly up to the time of the mutiny, were now to go back to England and say, like the bad boys, We will never do it again, what would come of it, think you?

Wed both be hanged for certain, answered Adams, with emphasis.

Well, then, the matter isnt as simple an you thought it, at least according to your view.

It is more puzzlin than I thought it, returned Adams; but then thats no great wonder, for if it puzzles you its no wonder that it should puzzle me, who has had no edication whatever xcep what Ive picked up in the streets. But it surprises me  youll excuse me, Mr Young  that you whos bin at school shouldnt have your mind more clear about religion. Dont they teach it at school?

They used to read a few verses of the Bible where I was at school, said Young, and the master, who didnt seem to have any religion in himself, read over a formal prayer; but I fear that that didnt do us much good, for we never listened to it. Anyhow, it could not be called religious teaching. But were you never at school, Adams?

No, sir, not I, answered the seaman, with a quiet laugh; leastwise not at a reglar true-blue school. I was brought up chiefly in the streets of London, though thats a pretty good school too of its kind. It teaches lads to be uncommon smart, I tell you, and up to a thing or two, but it dont do much for us in the book-larnin way. I can scarcely read even now, an what I have of it was got through spellin out the playbills in the public-house windows. But what dye say, sir, now that we both seem inclined to turn over a new leaf, if you was to turn schoolmaster an teach me to read and write a bit better than I can do at present? Id promise to be a willin scholar an a good boy.

Not a bad idea, said Young, with a laugh, as he rose and continued the descent of the track leading to the settlement.

The village had by this time improved very much in appearance, good substantial cottages, made of the tafano or flower wood, and the aruni, having taken the place of the original huts run up at the period of landing. Some of the cottages were from forty to fifty feet long, by fifteen wide and thirteen high. It was evident that ships were, partly at least, the model on which they had been constructed; for the sleeping-places were a row of berths opposite the door, each with its separate little window or porthole. There were no fireplaces, the range of the thermometer on the island being from 55 degrees to 85 degrees, and all cooking operations were performed in detached outhouses and ovens.

In the chief of these cottages might have been found, among the many miscellaneous objects of use and ornament, two articles which lay apart on a shelf, and were guarded by Young and Adams with almost reverential care. These were the chronometer and the azimuth compass of the Bounty.

The cottages, some of which had two stories, were arranged so as to enclose a large grassy square, which was guarded by a strong palisade from the encroachments of errant hogs, goats, and fowls. This spot, among other uses, served as a convenient day-nursery for the babies, and also a place of occasional frolic and recreation to the elder children.

To the first of these was added, not long after the death of their respective fathers, Edward Quintal and Catherine McCoy. To John Adams, also, a daughter was born, whom he named Hannah, after a poor girl who had been in the habit of chucking him under the chin, and giving him sugar-plums when he was an arab in the streets of London  at least so he jestingly remarked to his spouse on the day she presented the new baby to his notice.

On the day of which we write, Young and Adams found the square above-mentioned in possession of the infantry, under command of their self-elected captain, Otaheitan Sally, who was now, according to John Adams, no longer a chicken. Being in her eleventh year, and, like her country-women generally at that age, far advanced towards big girlhood, she presented a tall, slight, graceful, and beautifully moulded figure, with a sweet sprightly face, and a smile that was ever disclosing her fine white teeth. Her profusion of black hair was gathered into a knot which hung low on the back of her pretty round head. She was crowned with a wreath of wild-flowers, made and presented by her troops. It is needless to say that every one of these, big and little, was passionately attached to Sally.

Chief among her admirers now, as of old, was Charlie Christian, who, being about eight years of age, well grown and stalwart like his father, was now almost as tall as his former nurse.

Charlie had not with years lost one jot of that intensely innocent and guileless look of childhood, which inclined one to laugh while he merely cast earnest gaze into ones face; but years had given to him a certain gravity and air of self-possession which commanded respect, even from that volatile imp, his contemporary, Dan McCoy.

Thursday October Christian, who was less than a year younger than Sally, had also shot up into a long-legged boy, and bade fair to become a tall and sturdy man. He, like his brother, was naturally grave and earnest, but was easily roused to action, and if he did not himself originate fun, was ever ready to appreciate the antics and mild wickedness of Dan McCoy, or to burst into sudden and uproarious laughter at the tumbles or ludicrous doings of the sprawlers, who rolled their plump-made forms on the soft grass.

Not one of the band, however, had yet attained to the age which renders young people ashamed of childish play. When Young and Adams appeared on the scene, Sally, her hair broken loose and the wreath confusedly mingled with it, was flying round the square with Dolly Young on her shoulder, and chased by Charlie Christian, who pretended, in the most obvious manner, that he could not catch her. Toc was sitting on the fence watching them, and perceiving his brothers transparent hypocrisy, was chuckling to himself with great delight.

Matt Quintal and Dan McCoy, at the head of two opposing groups, were engaged in playing French and English, each group endeavouring to pull the other over a rope laid on the grass between them.

Several of the others, being too little, were not allowed to join in the game, and contented themselves with general scrimmaging and skylarking, while Edward Quintal, Catherine McCoy, and Hannah Adams, the most recent additions to the community, rolled about in meaningless felicity.

Hold on hard, shouted Dan McCoy, whose flushed face and blue eyes beamed and flashed under a mass of curling yellow hair, and who was the foremost boy of the French band.

Im holdin on, cried Matt Quintal, who was intellectually rather obtuse.

Tight, cried Dan.

Tight, repeated Matt.

There, dont let go  oh! hup!

The grasp of Dan suddenly relaxed when Matt and his Englishmen were straining their utmost. Of course they went back on the top of each other in a wild jumble, while Dan, having put a foot well back, was prepared, and stood comparatively firm.

You did that a-purpose, cried Matt, springing up and glaring.

I know you did it a-purpose, retorted Dan.

But  but I said that  that you did it a-purpose, stammered Matt.

Well, an didnt I say that you said that I said you did it a-purpose?

A yell of delight followed this reply, in which, however, Matt did not join.

Like his father, Matt Quintal was short in the temper  at least, short for a Pitcairn boy. He suddenly gave Dan McCoy a dab on the nose with his fist. Now, as every one must know, a dab on the nose is painful; moreover, it sometimes produces blood. Dan McCoy, who also inherited a shortish temper from his father, feeling the pain, and seeing the blood, suddenly flushed to the temples, and administered to Matt a sounding slap on the side of the head, which sent him tumbling on the grass. But Matt was not conquered, though overturned. Jumping up, he made a rush at Dan, who stood on the defensive. The other children, being more gentle in their natures, stood by, and anticipated with feelings of awe the threatened encounter; but Thursday October Christian, who had listened with eager ears, ever since his intelligence dawned, to the conversations of the mutineers, here stepped between the combatants.

Come, come, said he, authoritatively, in virtue of his greater age and superior size, lets have fair play. If you must fight, do it ship-shape, an, accordin to the articles of war. We must form a ring first, you know, an get a bottle an a sponge and

An appalling yell at this point nearly froze the marrow in everybodys bones. It was caused by a huge pig, which, observing that the gate had been left open, had entered the square, and gone up to snuff at one of the nude babies, who, seated like a whitey-brown petrifaction, gazed with a look of horror in the pigs placid face.

If ever a pig in this sublunary sphere regretted a foolish act, that Pitcairn pig must have been steeped in repentance to the latest day of its life. With one howl in unison, the entire field, minus the infants, ran at that pig like a human tornado. It was of no avail that the pig made straight for the gate by which it had entered. That gate had either removed or shut itself. In frantic haste, the unhappy creature coursed round the square, followed by its pursuers, who soon caught it by the tail, then by an ear, then by the nose and the other ear, and a fore leg and two hind ones, and finally hurled it over the fence, amid a torrent of shrieks which only a Pitcairn pig could utter or a Pitcairn mind conceive. It fell with a bursting squeak, and retired in grumpy silence to ruminate over the dire consequences of a too earnest gaze in the face of a child.

Well done, childn! cried John Adams. Sarves him right. Come, now, to grub, all of you.

Even though the Pitcairn children had been disobedient by nature, they would have obeyed that order with alacrity. In a few brief minutes a profound silence proclaimed, more clearly than could a trumpet-tongue, that the inhabitants of the lonely island were at dinner.




Chapter Twenty One.

The Last Man.

One morning John Adams, instead of going to work in his garden, as was his wont, took down his musket from its accustomed pegs above the door, and sallied forth into the woods behind the village. He had not gone far when he heard a rustling of the leaves, and looking back, beheld the graceful form of Sally bounding towards him.

Are you going to shoot, father? she said, on coming up.

The young people of the village had by this time got into the habit of calling Adams father, and regarded him as the head of the community; not because of his age, for at this time he was only between thirty and forty years, but because of his sedate, quiet character, and a certain air of elderly wisdom which distinguished him. Even Edward Young, who was about the same age, but more juvenile both in feeling and appearance, felt the influence of his solid, unpretending temperament, and laughingly acknowledged him King of Pitcairn.

No, dear, Im not goin to shoot, said Adams, in reply, Im only going up to Christians outlook to try if I can find somethin there, an I always like to have the old blunderbuss with me. It feels sort of company, you know, an minds me of old times; but youll not understand what I mean, Sall.

No, because Ive no old times to mind about, said Sally, with a peculiar smile. May I go with you, father?

Of course you may. Come along, lass.

Adams held out his strong hand. Sally put her peculiarly small one into it, and the two went slowly up the mountain-track together.

On reaching the top of a little knoll or plateau, they stopped, and turned to look back. They could see over the tops of the palm-groves from that place. The track by which they had ascended was visible here and there, winding among the flowering shrubs and trees. The village lay far below, like a gem in a setting of bright green, which contrasted pleasantly with the warm clouds and the blue sea beyond. The sun was bright and the air was calm  so calm that the voices of the children at play came up to them distinctly in silvery ripples.

How comes it, Sall, that youve deserted your post to-day?

Because the guard has been relieved; same as you say they do on board a man-of-war. I left the sprawlers in charge of Bessy Mills, and the staggerers are shut into the green. You see, Im feeling a little tired to-day, and thought I would like to have a quiet walk in the woods.

She finished this explanation with a little sigh.

Dear, dear me! exclaimed Adams, with a look of amused surprise, youre not becomin sentimental are you, Sally?

What is sentimental, father!

Why, its a  its a sort of a feelin  a sensation, you know, a kind of all-overishness, that  dye see

He stopped short and stared with a perplexed air at the girl, who burst into a merry laugh.

Thats one of your puzzlers, I think, she said, looking up slyly from the corners of her eyes.

Well, Sall, that is a puzzler, returned Adams, with a self-condemning shake of the head. I never before felt so powerfully the want o dictionary knowledge. Ill be shot if I can tell you what sentimental is, though I know what it is as well as I know what six-water grog or plum-duff is. We must ask Mr Young to explain it. Hes bin to school, you know, an thats more than I have  mores the pity.

Well, said Sally, as they proceeded on their way, whatever senti  senti

Mental, said Adams.

Whatever sentimental is, Im not that, because Im just the same as ever I was, for I often want to be quiet and alone, and I often am quiet and alone in the bush.

And what do you think about, Sall, when youre alone in the bush? said the seaman, looking down with more interest than usual at the innocent face beside him.

Oh, about heaps and heaps of things. I couldnt tell you in a month all I think about; but one thing I think most about is a man-of-war.

A man-of-war, Sall?

Yes; I would give anything to see a man-of-war, what youve so often told us about, with all its masts and sails, and bunks and guns and anchors, and officers and men. I often wonder so much what new faces would be like. You see Im so used to the faces of yourself and Mr Young, and Mainmast and Susannah, and Toc and Matt and Dan and

Just say the rest o the youngsters, dear, interrupted Adams. Theres no use in goin over em all by name.

Well, Im so used to them that I cant fancy how any other faces can be different, and yet I heard Mr Young say the other day that theres no two faces in the world exactly alike, and you know there must be hundreds and hundreds of faces in the world.

Ay, theres thousands and thousands  for the matter o that, theres millions and millions of em  an its quite true that you cant ever pick out two that would fit into the same mould. Of course, continued Adams, in an argumentative tone, Im not goin for to say but that you could find a dozen men any day with hook noses an black eyes an lanky hair, just as you can find another dozen with turn-up noses an grey eyes an carroty hair; but what I mean to say is, that you wont find no two of em that hant got a difference of some sort somewheres. Its very odd, but its a fact.

Another puzzler, said Sally, with a laugh.

Just so. But what else do you think about, Sall?

Sometimes I think about those fine ladies youve told us of, who drive about in grand carriages with horses. Oh, these horses; what I would give to see horses! Have they got tails, father?

Tails! cried Adams, with a laugh, of course they have; long hairy ones, and manes too; thats hair down the back o their necks, dear. See here, fetch me that bit of red stone and Ill draw you a horse.

Sally brought the piece of red stone, and her companion, sitting down beside a smooth rock, from which he wiped the dust with the sleeve of his shirt, began, slowly and with compressed lips, frowning eyebrows, and many a hard-drawn sigh, to draw the portrait of a horse.

Adams was not an artist. The drawing might have served almost equally well for an ass, or even for a cow, but Sally watched it with intense interest.

You see, dear, said the artist, commenting as the work proceeded, this is his head, with a turn-up  there  like that, for his nose. A little too bluff, no doubt, but no matter. Then comes the ears, two of em, somewhat longish  so, not exactly fore an aft, as Ive made em, but athort ships, so to speak, only I never could understand how painters manage to make one thing look as if it was behind another. I cant get behind the one ear to put on the other one nohow.

A puzzler! ejaculated Sally.

Just so. Well, you have them both, anyhow, only fore an aft, as I said before. Well, then comes his back with a hollow  so, for people to sit in when they go cruisin about on shore; then heres his legs  somethin like that, the fore ones straight an the aft ones crooked.

Has he only two legs, asked Sally, in surprise, one before an one behind?

No, dear, hes got four, but Ive the same difficulty wi them that I had wi the ears  one behind the other, you know. However, there you have em  so, in the fore-an-aft style. Then hes got hoofs at the end o the legs, like the goats, you know, only not split up the middle, though why theyre not split is more than I can tell; an theres a sort o curl behind, a little above it  the fetlock I think they call it, but thats far beyond my powers o drawin.

But youve forgot the tail, said Sally.

So I have; think o that now, to forget his tail! Hed never do that himself if he was alive. It sticks out from hereabouts. There you have it, flowin quite graceful down amost to his heels. Now, Sally, thats a horse, an not much to boast of after all in the way of a likeness, though I say it that shouldnt.

How I should like to see a real one! said the girl, gazing intently at the wild caricature, while her instructor looked on with a benignant smile.

Then I often think of the poor people Mr Young is so fond of telling us stories about, continued Sally, as they resumed their upward path, though Im much puzzled about them. Why are they poor? Why are they not rich like other people?

Theres a many reasons why, dear, continued Adams, whose knowledge of political economy was limited; some of em dont work, an some of em wont work, and some of em cant work, an what between one thing an another, theres a powerful lot of em everywhere.

Sally, whose thirst for knowledge was great, continued to ply poor John Adams with questions regarding the poor, until he became so involved in puzzlers that he was fain to change the subject, and for a time they talked pleasantly on many themes. Then they came to the steep parts of the mountains, and relapsed into silence. On reaching another plateau or flat knoll, where they turned to survey the magnificent panorama spread out before them, Sally said, slowly  

Sometimes when Im alone in the bush I think of God. Mr Young has been talking to me about Him lately, and I am wondering and wanting to know more about Him. Do you know anything about Him, father?

John Adams had looked at his simple interrogator with surprise and not a little perplexity.

Well, to tell you the honest truth, said he, I cant say that I do know much about Him, more shame to me; an some talks Ive had lately with Mr Young have made me see that I know even less than I thought I did. But well ask Mr Young to explain these matters to us when we return home. As it happens. Ive come up here to search for the very book that tells us about God  His own book, the Bible. Mr Christian used to read it, an kept it in his cave.

Soon afterwards the man and child reached the cave referred to. On entering, they were surprised to find Young himself there before them. He was reading the Bible, and Adams could not help recalling his previous visit, when he had found poor Fletcher Christian similarly occupied.

I didnt know you was here, Mr Young, else I wouldnt have disturbed you, said Adams. I just came up to see if I could find the book, for it seems to me that if you agree to carry out your notion of turnin schoolmaster, it would be as well to have the school-book down beside us.

My notion of turning schoolmaster, said Young, with a faint smile; it was your notion, Adams. However, Ive no objection to fall in with it, and I quite agree about carrying the Bible home with us, for, to say truth, I dont feel the climbing of the mountain as easy as I used to.

Again the faint smile played on the midshipmans lips for a moment or two.

Im sorry to hear you say that, sir, said Adams, with a look of concern.

And it cant be age, you know, continued Young, in a tone of pleasantry, for Im not much above thirty. I suspect its that asthmatic affection that has troubled me of late. However, he added, in a heartier tone, it wont do to get downhearted about that. Come, what say you to begin school at once? Well put you at the bottom of the class, being so stupid, and well put Sally at the top. Will you join, Sall?

We need scarcely say that Sally, who was always ready for anything, whether agreeable to her or otherwise, assented heartily to the proposition, and then and there began to learn to read out of the Bible, with John Adams for a class-fellow.

Of course it was uphill work at first. It was found that Adams could blunder on pretty well with the small words, but made sad havoc among the long ones. Still his condition was pronounced hopeful. As to Sally, she seemed to take up the letters at the first sitting, and even began to form some correct notion of the power of syllables. After a short trial, Young said that that was quite enough for the first day, and then went on to read a passage or two from the Bible himself.

And now, for the first time, Otaheitan Sally heard the old, old story of the love of God to man in the gift of Jesus Christ. The name of Jesus was, indeed, not quite unfamiliar to her; but it was chiefly as an oath that her associations presented it to her. Now she learned that it was the name of Immanuel, God with us, the Just One, who died that sinful man might be justified and saved from the power of sin.

She did not, indeed, learn all this at that time; but she had her receptive mind opened to the first lessons of the glorious truth on than summer evening on the mountain-top.

From this date forward, Edward Young became a real schoolmaster; for he not only taught Adams to read better than he had ever yet read, but he daily assembled all the children, except the very little ones, and gave them instruction in reading out of the Word of God. In all this John Adams gave him hearty assistance, and, when not acting as a pupil, did good service in teaching the smaller children their letters.

But Young went a step further.

John Adams, said he, one morning, it has been much on my mind of late that God has spared you and me in order that we may teach these women and children the way of salvation through Jesus Christ.

It may be as you say, sir, returned Adams, but I cant exactly feel that Im fit to say much to em about that. I can only give the little uns their A B C, an praps a little figurin. But Ill go in with you, Mr Young, an do my best.

Thank you, Adams, thank you. I feel sure that you will do well, and that God will bless our efforts. Do you know, John, I think my difficulties about the way are somewhat cleared up. Its simpler than I thought. The whole work of our salvation is already accomplished by our blessed Lord Jesus. All we have got to do is, not to refuse it. You see, whatever I know about it is got from the Bible, an you can judge of that as well as I. Besides the passages that I have already shown you about believing, I find this, Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest; and this, Whosoever will, let him come; and this, Turn ye, turn ye, for why will ye die. So you see theres no doubt the offer is made to every one who will; and then it is written that the Holy Spirit is able to make us willing. If God entreats us to come, and provides the way, what is it that hinders but unwillingness? Indeed, the Word says as much, for I find it written, Ye will not come to me, that ye might have life.

What you say seems very true, sir, replied Adams, knitting his brows and shaking his head dubiously; but then, sir, do you mean to say a mans good behaviour has nothin to do with his salvation at all?

Nothing whatever, John, as far as I can make out from the Bible  at least, not in the matter of procuring his salvation. As a consequence of salvation, yes. Why, is it not said by the Lord, If ye love me, keep my commandments? What could be plainer or stronger than that? If I wont behave myself because of love to my Lord, Ill not do it on any lower ground.

Still John Adams shook his head. He admitted that the arguments of his friend did seem unanswerable, but,  in short, he became an illustration of the truth of the proverb, A man convinced against his will is of the same opinion still. He had promised, however, to render all the aid in his power, and he was not the man to draw back from his word. When, therefore, Edward Young proposed to read daily prayers out of the Church of England Prayer-book, which had been taken from the Bounty with the Bible and Carterets Voyages, he made no objection; and he was similarly agreeable, as he expressed it, when Young further proposed to have service forenoon and afternoon on Sundays.

For some months these various occupations and duties were carried on with great vigour, much to the interest of all concerned, the native women being quite as tractable scholars as the children.

We cannot tell now whether it was the extra labour thus undertaken by Young, or some other cause, that threw him into bad health; but certain it is, that a very few months later, he began to feel his strength give way, and a severe attack of his old complaint, asthma, at last obliged him to give up the work for a time. It is equally certain that at this important period in the history of the lonely island, the good seed was sown in good ground, for Young had laboured in the name of the Lord Jesus, and the promise regarding such work is sure: Your labour is not in vain in the Lord.

I must knock under for a time, John, he said, with a wearied look, on the occasion of his ceasing to work. He had of late taken to calling Adams by his Christian name, and the latter had been made unaccountably uneasy thereby.

Never mind, sir, said the bluff seaman, in an encouraging tone. You just rest yourself for a bit, an Ill carry on the school business, Sunday services an all. I aint much of a parson, no doubt, but Ill do my best, and a man cant do no more.

All right, John, I hand it over to you. A short time of loafing about and taking it easy will set me all to rights again, and Ill resume office as fresh as ever.

Alas! poor Edward Youngs day of labour was ended. He never more resumed office on earth.

Shortly after the above conversation he had another and extremely violent attack of asthma. It prostrated him completely, so that for several days he could not speak. Afterwards he became a little better, but it was evident to every one that he was dying, and it was touching to see the earnest way in which the tearful women, who were so fond of him, vied with each other in seeking to relieve his sufferings.

John Adams sat by his bedside almost continually at last. He seemed to require neither food nor rest, but kept watching on hour after hour, sometimes moistening the patients lips with water, sometimes reading a few verses out of the Bible to him.

John, said the poor invalid one afternoon, faintly, your hand. Im going  John  to be  for ever with the Lord  the dear Lord!

There was a long pause, then  

Youll  carry on  the work, John; not in your own strength, John  in His?

Adams promised earnestly in a choking voice, and the sick man seemed to sink to rest with a smile on his lips. He never spoke again. Next day he was buried under the palm-trees, far from the home of his childhood, from the land which had condemned him as a heartless mutineer.




Chapter Twenty Two.

John Adams longs for a Chum and becomes a Story-Teller.

Faithful to his promise, John Adams, after the death of Young, did his best to carry on the good work that had been begun.

But at first his spirit was very heavy. It had not before occurred to him that there was a solitude far more profound and overwhelming than anything he had hitherto experienced. The difference between ten companions and one companion is not very great, but the difference between one and none is immeasurable. Of course we refer to that companionship which is capable of intelligent sympathy. The solitary seaman still had his Otaheitan wife and the bright children of the mutineers around him, and the death of Young had drawn out his heart more powerfully than ever towards these, but they could not in any degree fill the place of one who could talk intelligently of home, of Old England, of British battles fought and won, of ships and men, and things that might have belonged, as far as the women and children were concerned, to another world. They could only in a slight degree appreciate the nautical phraseology in which he had been wont to convey some of his strongest sentiments, and they could not in any degree enter into his feelings when, forgetting for a moment his circumstances, he came out with a pithy forecastle allusion to the politics or the Government of his native land.

Oh, you meek-faced brute, if you could only speak! he exclaimed one day, dropping his eyes from the sea, on which he had been gazing, to the eyes of a pet goat that had been looking up in his face. Whats the use of having a tongue in your head if you cant use it!

As may be imagined, the goat made no reply to this remark, but continued its gaze with somewhat of the solemnity of the man himself.

For want of a companion, poor Adams at this time took to talking frequently in a quiet undertone to himself. He also fell a good deal into Fletcher Christians habit of retiring to the cave on the mountain-top, but he did not read the Bible while there. He merely communed with his own spirit, meditated sadly on the past, and wondered a good deal as to the probable future.

Its not that I aint happy enough here, he muttered softly to himself one evening, while he gazed wistfully at the horizon as Christian had been wont to gaze. Im happy enough  more so than what I deserve to be, God knows  with them good  natured women an jolly bit things of childn, but  but Im awful hard up for a chum! I do believe that if Bill McCoy, or even Matt Quintal, was here, Id get along pretty well with either of em. Ah, poor Quintal! I feel as if Id never git over that. If it wasnt murder, it feels awful like it; an yet I cant see that they could call it murder. If we hadnt done it he would certainly have killed both me an Mr Young, for Matt never threatened without performin, and then hed have gone mad an done for the women an childn as well. No, it wasnt murder. It was necessity.

He remained silent for some time, and then his thoughts appeared to revert to the former channel.

If only a ship would come an be wrecked here, now, we could start fresh once more with a new lot maybe, but Im not so sure about that either. Praps wed quarrel an fight an go through the bloody business all over again. No, its better as it is. But a ship might touch in passin, an we could prevail on two or three of the crew, or even one, to stop with us. What would I not give to hear a mans voice once more, a good growlin bass. I wouldnt be partickler as to sentiments or grammar, not I, if it was only gruff, an well spiced with sea-lingo an smelt o baccy. Not that I cares for baccy myself now, or grog either. Humph! it do make me amost laugh to think o the times Ive said, ay, and thought, that I couldnt git along nohow without my pipe an my glass. Why, I wouldnt give a chip of a brass farden for a pipe now, an as to grog, after what Ive seen of its cursed natur, I wouldnt taste a drop even if they was to offer to make me Lord High Admiral o the British fleet for so doin. But I would like once more to see a bearded man; even an unbearded one would be better than nothin. Ah, well, its no manner o use sighin, any more than cryin, over spilt milk. Here I am, an I suppose here I shall be to the end o the chapter.

Again he was silent for a long time, while his eyes remained fixed, as usual, on the horizon. Suddenly the gaze became intent, and, leaning forward with an eager expression, he shaded his eyes with his hand.

Its not creditable, he murmured, as he fell back again into his former listless attitude, its not creditable for an old salt like me to go mistakin sea-gulls for sails, as Ive bin doin so often of late. Im out o practice, thats where it is.

Come, John Adams, he added, after another pause, and jumping up smartly, this will never do. Rouse yourself, John, an give up this mumble-bumble style o thing. Why, itll kill you in the long-run if you dont. Besides, you promised Mr Young to carry on the work, and you must keep your promise, old boy.

Yes, rang out a clear sweet voice from the inner end of the cave, and you promised to give up coming here to mope; so you must keep your promise to me as well, father.

Otaheitan Sally tripped into the cave, and seating herself on the stone ledge opposite, beamed up in the sailors face.

Youre a good girl, Sall, an Ill keep my promise to you from this day forth; see if I dont. Ill make a note of it in the log.

The log to which Adams here referred was a journal or register, which Edward Young had begun to keep, and in which were inserted the incidents of chief interest, including the births and deaths, that took place on the island from the day of landing. After Youngs death, John Adams continued to post it up from time to time.

The promise to Sally was faithfully kept. From that time forward, Adams gave up going to the outlook, except now and then when anything unusual appeared on the sea, but never again to mope. He also devoted himself with increased assiduity to the instruction of the women and children in Bible truths, although still himself not very clear in his own mind as to the great central truth of all. In this work he was ably assisted by Sally, and also by Youngs widow, Susannah.

We have mentioned this woman as being one of the youngest of the Otaheitans. She was also one of the most graceful, and, strange to say, though it was she who killed Tetaheite, she was by nature one of the gentlest of them all.

The school never became a prison-house to these islanders, either women or children. Adams had wisdom enough at first to start it as a sort of play, and never fell into the civilised error of giving the pupils too much to do at a time. All the children answered the daily summons to school with equal alacrity, though it cannot be said that their performances there were equally creditable. Some were quick and intelligent, others were slow and stupid, while a few were slow but by no means stupid. Charlie Christian was among these last.

Oh, Charlie, you are such a booby! one day exclaimed Otaheitan Sally, who, being advanced to the dignity of monitor, devoted much of her time to the instruction of her old favourite. What can be the matter with your brains?

The innocent gaze of blank wonder with which the Challie of infancy had been wont to receive his companions laughing questions, had not quite departed; but it was chastened by this time with a slight puckering of the mouth and a faint twinkle of the eyes that were suggestive.

Sitting modestly on the low bench, with his hands clasped before him, this strapping pupil looked at his teacher, and said that really he did not know what was wrong with his brains.

Perhaps, he added, looking thoughtfully into the girls upturned orbs, perhaps I havent got any brains at all.

O yes, you have, cried Sall, with a laugh; you have got plenty, if youd only use them.

Ah! sighed Charlie, stretching out one of his strong muscular arms and hands, if brains were only things that one could lay hold of like an oar, or an axe, or a sledge-hammer, Id soon let you see me use them; but bein only a soft kind o stuff in ones skull, you know

A burst of laughter from Sally not only cut short the sentence, but stopped the general hum of the school, and drew the attention of the master.

Hallo, Sall, I say, you know, said Adams, in remonstrative tone, you forget that youre a monitor. If you go on like that well have to make a school-girl of you again.

Please, father, I couldnt help it, said Sally, while her cheeks flushed crimson, Charlie is such a

She stopped short, covered her face with both hands, and bending forward till she hid her confusion on her knees, went into an uncontrollable giggle, the only evidences of which, however, were the convulsive movements of her shoulders and an occasional squeak in the region of her little nose.

Come now, childn, cried Adams, seating himself on an inverted tea-box, which formed his official chair, times up, so well have a slap at Carteret before dismissing. Thursday October Christian will bring the book.

There was a general hum of satisfaction when this was said, for Carterets Voyages, which, with the Bible and Prayer-book, formed the only class-books of that singular school, were highly appreciated by young and old alike, especially as read to them by Adams, who accompanied his reading with a free running commentary of explanation, which infused great additional interest into that old writers book. TOC rose with alacrity, displaying in the act the immense relative difference between his very long legs and his ordinary body, in regard to which Adams used to console him by saying, Never mind, Toc, your legsll stop growin at last, and when they do, your body will come out like a telescope. Youll be a six-footer yet. Why, youre taller than I am already by two inches.

In process of time Carteret was finished; it was then begun a second time, and once more read through. After that Adams felt a chill feeling of helplessness steal over him, for Carteret could not be read over and over again like the Bible, and he could not quite see his way to reading the Church of England prayers by way of recreation. In his extremity he had recourse to Sally for advice. Indeed, now that Sall was approaching young womanhood, not only the children but all the grown people of the island, including their chief or father, found themselves when in trouble gravitating, as if by instinct, to the sympathetic heart and the ready hand.

Ill tell you what to do, said Sally, when appealed to, as she took the seamans rough hand and fondled it; just try to invent stories, and tell them to us as if you was readin a book. You might even turn Carteret upside down and pretend that you was readin.

Adams shook his head.

I never could invent anything, Sall, xcept wen I was tellin lies, an thats a long while ago now  a long, long while. No; I doubt that I couldnt invent, but Ill tell ee what; Ill try to remember some old yarns, and spin them off as well as I can.

The new idea broke on Adamss mind so suddenly that his eyes sparkled, and he bestowed a nautical slap on his thigh.

The very thing! cried Sally, whose eyes sparkled fully more than those of the sailor, while she clapped her hands; nothing could be better. What will you begin with?

Let me see, said Adams, seating himself on a tree-stump, and knitting his brows with a severe strain of memory. Theres Cinderella; an theres Ally Babby or the fifty thieves  if it wasnt forty  Im not rightly sure which, but it dont much matter; an theres Jack the Giant-killer, an Jack and the Pea-stalk  no; let me see; it was a beanstalk, I think  anyhow, it was the stalk of a vegetable o some sort. Why, I wonder it never struck me before to tell you all about them tales.

Reader, if you had seen the joy depicted on Sallys face, and the rich flush of her cheek, and her half-open mouth with its double row of pearls, while Adams ran over this familiar list, you would have thought it well worth that seamans while to tax his memory even more severely than he did.

And then, he continued, knitting his brows still more severely, theres Gulliver an the Lillycups or putts, an the Pilgrims Progress  though, of course, I dont mean for to say I knows em all right off by heart, but thats no odds. An theres Robinson Crusoe  ha! thats the story for you, Sall; thats the tale thatll make your hair stand on end, an amost split your sides open, an cause the very marrow in your spine to wriggle. Yes; well begin with Robinson Crusoe.

Having settled this point to their mutual and entire satisfaction, the two went off for a short walk before supper. On the way, they met Elizabeth Mills and Mary Christian, both of whom were now no longer staggerers, but far advanced as jumpers. They led between them Adamss little daughter Dinah, who, being still very small, could not take long walks without assistance and an occasional carry.

Di, my pet, cried her father, seizing the willing child, and hoisting her on his shoulder. Come, you shall go along with us. And you too, lassies, if you have no other business in hand.

Yes, well go with you, cried Bessy Mills. May was just saying it was too soon to go home to supper.

Come along, then, cried Adams, tossing his child in the air as he went. My beauty, youll beat your mammy in looks yet, eh? an when youre old enough well tell you all about Rob

He checked himself abruptly, cleared his voice, and looked at Sally.

Well, father, said May Christian, quickly, about Rob who?

Ahem! eh? well, yes, about Rob  ha, but we wont talk about him just now, dear. Sally and I were havin some private conversation just now about Rob, though that isnt the whole of his name neither, but we wont make it public at present. Youll hear about him time enough  eh, Sall?

The girls were so little accustomed to anything approaching to mystery or secrecy in John Adams, that they looked at him in silent wonder. Then they glanced at Sally, whose suppressed smile and downcast eyes told eloquently that there was, as Adams would have said, something in the wind, and they tried to get her to reveal the secret, but Sall was immovable. She would not add a single syllable to the information given inadvertently by Adams, but she and he laughed a good deal in a quiet way, and made frequent references to Rob in the course of the walk.

Of course, when the mysterious word was pronounced in the village in the evening, and what had been said and hinted about it was repeated, curiosity was kindled into a violent flame; and when the entire colony was invited to a feast that night, the excitement was intense. From the oldest to the youngest, excluding the more recently arrived sprawlers, every eye was fixed on John Adams during the whole course of supper, except at the commencement, when the customary blessing was asked, at which point every eye was tightly closed.

Adams, conscious of increased importance, spoke little during the meal, and maintained an air of profounder gravity than usual until the dishes were cleared away. Then he looked round the assembled circle, and said, Women an childn, Im goin to tell ee a story.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Pitcairners have a Night of it.

Although John Adams had often, in the course of his residence on Pitcairn, jested and chatted and taken his share in relating many an anecdote, he had never up till that time resolved to go in, as he said, for a regular story, like a book.

Women an childn, he began, it may be that Im goin to attempt more than Im fit to carry out in this business, for my memorys none o the best. However, that wont matter much, for I tell ee, fair an aboveboard at the beginnin, that when I come to gaps that I cant fill up from memory, Ill just bridge em over from imagination, dye see?

Whats imagination? demanded Dan McCoy, whose tendency to pert interruption and reply nothing yet discovered could restrain.

Its a puzzler, said Otaheitan Sally, in a low tone, which called forth a laugh from the others.

It did not take much to make these people laugh, as the observant reader will have perceived.

Well, it is a puzzler, said Adams, with a quiet smile and a perplexed look. I may say, Dan McCoy, in an off-hand rough-an-ready sort o way, that imagination is that power o the mind which enables a man to tell lies.

There was a general opening of juvenile eyes at this, as if recent biblical instruction had led them to believe that the use of such a power must be naughty.

You see, explained Adams, when a man, usin his imagination, tells whats not true, just to deceive people an mislead em, we call it lyin, but when his imagination invents whats not true merely for the fun o the thing, an tells it as a joke, never pretendin that its true, he aint lyin, hes only tellin a story, or a anecdote, or a parable. Now, Dan, put that in your pipe an smoke it. Likewise shut your potato-trap, and let me go on wi my story, which is, (he looked impressively round, while every eye gazed, and ear listened, and mouth opened in breathless attention), the Adventure of Robinson Crusoe an his man Friday!

All eyes were turned, as if by magic, on Thursday,  as if there must be some strange connection here. Toc suddenly shut his mouth and hung his head in confusion at this unexpected concentration of attention on himself.

Youve no need to be ashamed, Thursday, said Adams, with a laugh. Youve got the advantage of Friday, anyhow, bein a day in advance of him. Well, as I was about to say, boys an girls, this Robinson Crusoe was a seafarin man, just like myself; an he went to sea, an was shipwrecked on a desolate island just like this, but there was nobody whatever on that island, not even a woman or a babby. Poor Robinson was all alone, an it wasnt till a considrable time after he had gone ashore that he discovered Friday, (who was a black savage), through seein his footprint in the sand.

Adams having burst thus suddenly into the very marrow of his story, had no reason thereafter to complain either of interruption or inattention. Neither had he reason to find fault with the wealth of his prolific imagination. It would have done the soul of a painter good to have watched the faces of that rapt, eager, breathless audience, and it would have afforded much material for reflection to a student of mind, had he, knowing the original story of Robinson Crusoe, been permitted to trace the ingenious sinuosities and astounding creations by which Adams wove his meagre amount of original matter into a magnificent tale, which not only thrilled his audience, but amazed himself.

In short, he quite justified the assurance formerly given to Sally, that the story of Robinson Crusoe would make the hair of his hearers stand on end, their sides almost split open, and the very marrow in their spines wriggle. Indeed, his version of the tale might have caused similar results in Robinson Crusoe himself, had he been there to hear it, besides causing his eyebrows to rise and vanish evermore among the hair of his head with astonishment.

It was the same with the Pilgrims Progress, which he often told to them afterwards. Simple justice to Adams, however, requires us to state that he was particularly careful to impress on his hearers that the Pilgrims Progress was a religious tale.

Its a allegory, you must know, he said, on first introducing it, which means a story intended to teach some good lesson  a story which says one thing and means another.

He looked pointedly at Dan McCoy here, as if to say, Thats an exhaustive explanation, which takes the wind out o your sails, young man, but Dan was not to be so easily silenced.

Whats the use, father, he asked, with an air of affected simplicity, of a story sayin one thing an meanin another? Wouldnt it be more honest like if it said what it meant at once, straight off?

Praps it would, returned Adams, who secretly enjoyed Dans irrepressible impudence; but, then, if it did, Dan, it would take away your chance of askin questions, dye see? Anyhow, this story dont say what it means straight off, an that gives me a chance to expound it.

Now, it was in the expounding of the Pilgrims Progress that John Adamss peculiar talents shone out brilliantly, for not only did he misremember, jumble, and confuse the whole allegory, but he so misapprehended its meaning in many points, that the lessons taught and the morals drawn were very wide of the mark indeed. In regard to some particular points, too, he felt himself at liberty to let his genius have free untrammelled scope, as, for instance, in the celebrated battle between Christian and Apollyon. Arguing with himself that it was not possible for any man to overdo a fight with the devil, Adams made up his mind to go well in for that incident, and spent a whole evening over it, keeping his audience glaring and on the rack of expectation the whole time. Taking, perhaps, an unfair advantage of his minute knowledge as a man-of-wars-man of cutlass-drill and of fighting in general, from pugilistic encounters to great-gun exercise, including all the intermediate performances with rapiers, swords, muskets, pistols, blunderbusses, and other weapons for general scrimmaging, he so wrought upon the nerves of his hearers that they quivered with emotion, and when at last he drove Apollyon discomfited from the field, like chaff before the wind, there burst forth a united cheer of triumph and relief, Dan McCoy, in particular, jumping up with tumbled yellow locks and glittering eyes in a perfect yell of exultation.

But, to return from this digression to the story of Robinson Crusoe. It must not be supposed that Adams exhausted that tale in one night. No; soon discovering that he had struck an intellectual vein, so to speak, he resolved to work it out economically, and with that end in view, devoted the first evening to a minute dissection of Crusoes character as a man and a seaman, to the supposed fitting out and provisioning of his ship, to the imaginary cause of the disaster to the ship, which, (with Bligh, no doubt, in memory), he referred to the incompetence and wickedness of the skipper, and to the terrible incidents of the wreck, winding up with the landing of his hero, half-dead and alone, on the uninhabited island.

Now, childn, he concluded, thatll do for one night; and as its of no manner of use sending you all to bed to dream of bein shipwrecked and drownded, well finish off with a game of blind-mans-buff.

Need we say that the disappointment at the cutting short of the story was fully compensated by the game? Leaping up with another cheer, taught them by the best authorities, and given with true British fervour, they scattered about the room.

Otaheitan Sally was, as a matter of course, the first to be blindfolded.

And really, reader, it was wonderful how like that game, as played at Pitcairn, was to the same as performed in England. To justify this remark, let us describe it, and see whether there were any points of material difference.

The apartment, let it be understood, was a pretty large one, lighted by two nut-candles in brackets on the walls. There was little furniture in it, only a few stools and two small tables, which were quickly thrust into a corner. Then Sally was taken to the centre of the room by Adams, and there blindfolded with a snuff-coloured silken bandana handkerchief, which had seen much service on board of the Bounty.

Now, Sall, can you see? asks Adams.

No, not one bit.

Oh, yes you can, from Charlie Christian, who hovers round her like the moth round the candle.

No, really, I cant.

Yes you can, from Dan McCoy, who is on the alert; I see your piercin black eyes comin right through the hankitchif.

Get along, then, cries Adams, twirling Sally round, and skipping out of the way.

It is not the first time the women have played at that game, and their short garments, reaching little below the knees, seem admirably adapted to it, while they glide about with motions little less easy and agile than those of the children, and cause the roof to ring with laughter at the various misadventures that occur.

Mrs Adams, however, does not join. Besides being considerably older than her husband, that good woman has become prematurely short-sighted and deaf. This being so, she sits in a corner, not inappropriately, to act the part of grandmother to the players, and to serve as an occasional buffer to such of the children as are hurled against her.

Now, Otaheitan Sally, having gone rather cautiously about without catching any one except Charlie  whom she pretends not to know, examines from head to foot, and then guesses wrong on purpose  becomes suddenly wild, makes a desperate lunge, as she thinks, at Dan McCoy, and tumbles into Mrs Adamss lap, amid shouts of delight.

Of course Dan brought about this incident by wise forethought. His next success is unpremeditated. Making a pull at Sallys skirt, he glides quickly out of her way as she wheels round, and hits Mainmast an unintentional backhander on the nose. This is received by Mainmast with a little scream, and by the children with an Oh! oo of consternation, while Sally, pulling down the handkerchief, hastens to give needless assurance that she is so vexed, etcetera. Susannah joins her in condoling, and so does widow Martin; but Mainmast, with tears in her eyes, (drawn by the blow), and a smile on her lips, declares that she dont care a button. Sally is therefore blindfolded again. She catches Charlie Christian immediately, and feeling that there is no other way of escaping from him, names him.

Then Charlie, being blindfolded, sets to work with one solitary end in view, namely, to capture Sally. The injustice to the others of this proceeding never enters his innocent mind. He hears no voice but Sallys; he clutches at nobody but Sally. When he is compelled to lay hold of any one else, he guesses wrong, not on purpose, but because he is thinking of Sally. Perceiving this, Sally retires quietly behind Mrs Adamss chair, and Charlie, growing desperate, makes wild dashes, tumbling into the corner among the tables and stools, sending the staggerers spinning in all directions, and finally pitching headlong into Mrs Adamss lap.

At last he catches John Adams himself and as there is no possibility of mistaking him, the handkerchief is changed, and the game becomes more sedate, at the same time more nervous, for the stride of the seaman is awful, and the sweep of his outstretched arms comprehensive. Besides, he has a way of listening and making sudden darts in unexpected directions, which is very perplexing.

After a few failures, Adams makes what he calls a wild roll to starboard, followed instantly by a heavy lurch to port, and pins Dan McCoy into a corner.

Ha! Ive grabbed you at last, have I? says he.

Who is it? shout half-a-dozen voices.

Who but Danl? Theres impudence in the very feel of his hair.

So Dan is blindfolded. And now comes the tug of war. If it was fast and furious before, it is maniacal madness now. The noise is indescribable, yet it fails to waken two infants, who, with expressions of perfect peace on their innocent faces, repose in two bunks at one side of the room.

At last Thursday October tumbles into one of these bunks, and all but immolates an infant. Mrs Adams is fairly overturned; one table comes by a damaged leg, the other is split lengthwise, and one of the candles is blown out. These symptoms are as good as a weather-glass to Adams.

Now, then, one and all, its time for bed, he says.

Instantly the rioting comes to a close, and still panting from their exertions, the elder children carry out the tables and rectify their damages as well as may be, while the younger range the stools round the wall and sit down on them or on the floor.

Fetch the Bible and Prayer-book, Matt Quintal, says Adams.

They are about to close the evening with worship. It has become habitual now, and there is no difficulty in calming the spirits of the children to the proper tone, for they have been trained by a man who is unaffected and sincere. They slide easily, because naturally, from gay to grave; and they would as soon think of going to work without breakfast, as of going to rest without worship.

A chapter is read with comparative ease by John Adams, for he has applied himself heartily to his task, and overcome most of his old difficulties. Then he reads a short prayer, selected from the Prayer-book. The Lords Prayer follows, in which they all join, and the evening comes to a close.

Trooping from Adamss house, they dispersed to their respective homes. The lights are extinguished. Only the quiet stars remain to shed a soft radiance over the pleasant scene; and in a few minutes more the people of Pitcairn are wrapped in deep, healthy, sound repose.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Refers to Things Spiritual and Physical.

It was not until some years had elapsed after the death of Edward Young, that John Adams became seriously impressed with the great responsibility of his position.

In the year 1804 a son was born to him, whom he named George, whether after the King of England or a relative of his own we are not prepared to state. After the King very likely, for Adams, although a mutineer, was a loyal subject at heart, and never ceased to condemn and deplore the act of mutiny into which, after all, he had been surprised rather than willingly led.

This infant, George, was the last of this first generation, and his father was extremely proud and fond of him. Having already three daughters, he seemed to have peculiar satisfaction in the advent of a son; and having latterly acquired the habit of mingling a dash of Scriptural language with his usual phraseology, he went about the first day or two after the childs birth, murmuring, Ive gotten a man-child from the Lord  a man-child, lets be thankful; an a regular ship-shape, trim little craft he is too.

There can be no doubt that the seamans naturally serious mind became more profoundly impressed with religion shortly after this event. A dream which he appears to have had deepened his impressions. Like most dreams, it was not in itself very definite or noteworthy, but we have no doubt it was used as a means towards perfecting the good work which had been already begun. At all events, it is certain that about this time Adams began to understand the way of life more clearly, and to teach it more zealously to the little community which was fast growing up around him. The duties which he had undertaken to fulfil were now no longer carried on merely because of his promise to Edward Young and a sense of honour. While these motives did indeed continue to operate with all their original force, he was now attracted to his labour out of regard to the commands of God, and a strong desire for the welfare of the souls committed to his charge.

Naturally he fell into one or two errors of judgment. Among other things, he at first imagined that it was his duty to attempt the keeping of all the Jewish festivals, and to institute a fast twice in the week. These errors were, however, corrected by increased knowledge in the course of time.

But it must not be supposed that this earnest searcher after truth became ascetic or morose. Despite his mistakes, and the somewhat severe discipline which he was thereby led to impose on himself and the community, the effect on him and his large family of the Scriptures  pure, unadulterated, and without note or comment  was to create love to God, to intensify their love for each other, to render them anxious to imitate the example and walk in the footsteps of Jesus, and to cause them to rejoice at all times. It was quite evident, ere long, that the whole community had drunk deeply into the spirit of such passages in the Word as these: Delight thyself in the Lord, By love serve one another, Rejoice in the Lord alway: and again I say, rejoice, Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might, as unto the Lord and not unto men, Ask and ye shall receive, seek and ye shall find, knock and it shall be opened unto you, Let each esteem other better than himself. Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them. Love is the fulfilling of the law, Let not the sun go down upon your wrath.

The last text was a favourite one with Adams, who occasionally found that even among the tractable and kindly troop he had to deal with, sin was by no means extinct.

Do not suppose, good reader, that we are now attempting to depict a species of exceptional innocence which never existed, an Arcadia which never really had a local habitation. On the contrary, we are taking pains to analyse the cause of a state of human goodness and felicity, springing up in the midst of exceptionally unpromising circumstances, which has no parallel, we think, in the history of mankind; which not only did exist, but which, with modifications, does still exist, and has been borne witness to through more than half a century by men of varied and unquestionable authority, including merchant-skippers, discoverers, travellers, captains and admirals in the Royal Navy. The point that we wish to press is, not that the enviable condition of things we have described is essentially true, but that this condition has been brought about by the unaided Word of God; that Word which so many now-a-days would fain underrate, but which for those who are taught by the Holy Spirit is still the power of God unto salvation.

The hilarity of the Pitcairners increased rather than diminished as their love for the Bible deepened. Fun and solemnity are not necessarily, and never need be, antagonistic. Hand in hand these two have walked the earth together since Adam and Eve bid each other good-morning in the peaceful groves of Paradise. They are subject, no doubt, to the universal laws which make it impossible for two things to fill the same place at the same time, and they sometimes do get, as it were, out of step, and jostle each other slightly, which calls forth a gentle shake of the head from the one and a deprecatory smile from the other; but they seldom disagree, and never fight.

Thus it came to pass that though John Adams, as time went on, read more than ever of the Bible to his audiences, and dilated much on the parables, he did not dismiss Robinson Crusoe, or expel Gulliver, or put a stop to blind-mans-buff. On the contrary, waxing courageous under the influence of success, he cast off his moorings from the skeletons of the stories to which he had at first timidly attached himself, and crowding all sail alow and aloft, swept out into the unexplored seas of pure, unadulterated, and outrageous fiction of his own invention.

Thems the stories for me, Daniel McCoy was wont to say, when commenting on this subject. Truth is all very well in its way, you know, but its a great bother when youve got to stick to it; of course I mean when story-tellin.

Neither John Adams nor his pupils knew at that time, though doubtless their descendants have learned long ere now, that after all truth is in very deed stranger than fiction.

As time passed changes more or less momentous occurred in the lonely island. True, none of those convulsions which rack and overturn the larger communities of men on earth visited that favoured spot; but forces of Nature were being slowly yet surely developed, which began to tell with considerable effect on the people of Pitcairn.

They were not, however, much troubled by the ills that flesh is heir to. Leading, as they did, natural and healthy lives, eating simple and to a large extent vegetable fare, and knowing nothing of the abominations of tobacco or strong drink, their maladies were few and seldom fatal.

John Adams himself had the constitution of a horse. Nevertheless, he was troubled now and then with a bad tooth, and once had a regular attack of raging toothache. As none of the people had ever even heard of this malady, they were much alarmed and not a little solemnised by its effects on their chief.

Walking up and down the floor of his house, holding his afflicted jaw with both hands, the poor man endeavoured to endure it with fortitude; but when the quivering nerve began, as it were, to dance a hornpipe inside of his tooth, irrepressible groans burst from him and awed the community.

Is it very bad, John? asked his sympathetic wife, who was cleaning up the house at the time.

Hooorible! answered John.

Im very sorry, John, said the wife.

Ohooo-oh! groaned the husband.

When it became known in the village that Adams was suffering from some mysterious complaint that nearly drove him mad, two or three of the children, unable to restrain their curiosity, ran to his house and peeped in at the open door and windows. The sufferer either disregarded or did not see them.

In a few minutes the poor mans steps became more frantic, and another groan burst from him. Then he stopped in the middle of the room, uttered a deep growl, and stamped.

At this the heads of the peeping children disappeared. They gazed at each other in solemn wonder. They had never seen the like of this before. To stamp on the floor without an apparent reason, and without being done in fun, was beyond their comprehension.

Wheres the tool-box, lass? gasped Adams suddenly.

His helpmate brought to him an old hand-box for nails and small tools, which had once done service in the Bounty.

With eager haste Adams selected a pair of pincers, and, seizing his tooth therewith, he began to twist.

At the same time his features began to screw up into an expression of agony.

Howgh! he exclaimed, between a gasp and a short roar, as the pincers slipped. And no wonder, for it was a three-fanged grinder of the largest size, situate in the remote backwoods of the under jaw.

He tried again, and again failed. Then a third time, and then discovered that, up to a certain point, his will was free to act, but that beyond that point, the agony was so intense that the muscles of the hand and arm refused to act responsive to the will. In other circumstances he might have moralised on this curious fact. As it was he only moaned aloud. Two of the children, of peculiarly sympathetic natures, echoed the moan unintentionally. They immediately vanished, but soon peeped up again in irresistible curiosity.

Old ooman, said Adams, this is out o sight the worst fit as ever I had. Just fetch me a bit of that small strong cord out o the cupboard there.

Mrs Adams did as she was bid, and her husband, making a sailor-like loop on it, fastened the same round his tooth, which was not difficult, for the evil grinder stood unsupported and isolated in the jaw.

Now, said her husband, you take hold o the end o this and haul; haul hard,  dont be afraid.

Mrs Adams felt nervous, and remonstrated, but being persuaded after a time to try again, she gave a vigorous pull, which drew from the unhappy man a terrible yell, but did not draw the tooth.

Thisll never do, groaned John, feeling the rebellious molar with his finger; its as firm as a copper bolt yet. Come, wife, Ill try another plan. You go outside that door an do what I bid you. Mind, never you heed what it means; you just obey orders exactly.

It was not necessary thus to caution poor tractable Mrs Adams. She went outside the door as bid.

Now, then, said her husband, when I cry, Pull, you shut the door with all your might  with a bang. Dye hear?

Yes, replied the wife, faintly.

Fastening the cord once more round the tooth, the wretched sailor attached the other end to the handle of the door, and retiring till there was only about eight inches or a foot of slack cord left, stood up and drew a long breath. The glaring children also drew long breaths. One very small one, who had been lifted on to the window-sill by an amiable companion, lay there on his breast visibly affected by alarm.

Shut the door! cried Adams.

There was a tremendous bang, followed by an instantaneous yell. The children jumped nearly out of their own skins, and the little one on the window-sill fell flat on the ground in speechless horror; but the tooth was not yet out. The cord had slipped again.

This is becomin terrible, said Adams, with a solemn look. Ill tell ee what, lass; you run round to the smiddy an tell Thursday that I want him drectly, an look alive, old girl.

Mrs Adams hastened out, and scattering the children, soon returned with the desired youth.

And a most respectable youth had Thursday October Christian become at that time. He was over six feet high, though not quite sixteen years of age, with a breadth of shoulder and depth of chest that would have befitted a man of six-and-twenty. He had no beard, but he possessed a deep bass voice, which more than satisfied John Adamss oft-expressed wish of earlier days to hear the sound of a man.

Toc, said Adams, holding his jaw with one hand and the pincers in the other, Ive got a most astoundin fit o the toothache, and must git rid o this grinder; but its an awful one to hold on. Ive tried it three times myself wi them pincers, an my old ooman has tried it wi this here cable  once with her fist an once wi the door as a sort o capstan; but its still hard an fast, like the sheet-anchor of a seventy-four. Now, Toc, my lad, youre a stout young chap for your age. Just you take them pincers, lay hold o the rascally thing, an haul him out. Dont be afeared. He must come if you only heave with a will.

What, father, do you mean that Im to lay hold o that tooth wi them pincers an wrench it bodily out of your head?

Thats just about what I do mean, Toc, returned Adams, with a grim smile. Moreover, I want you to make no bungle of it. Dont let your narves come into play. Just take a grip like a brave man, heave away wi the force of a windlass, an dont stop for my yellin.

Thus adjured, Thursday October took the pincers, and gazed with a look of great anxiety into the cavernous mouth that Adams opened to his view.

Which one is it, father, asked Toc, rolling up his shirt sleeves to the shoulder and displaying arms worthy of Vulcan.

Man alive! dont you see it? The one furthest aft, with a black hole in it big enough amost to stuff my George into.

Thursday applied the pincers gently. Adams, unable to use clear speech in the circumstances, said chokingly, Ats e un ool away! which, interpreted, is, Thats the one  pull away.

Toc pulled, Adams roared, the children quaked, and the pincers slipped.

Oh, Toc, Toc! cried Adams, with a remonstrative look, such as martyrs are said to give when their heads are not properly cut off; is that all you can do with your big strong arms? Fie, man, fie!

This disparaging reference to his strength put poor Thursday on his mettle.

Ill try again, father, he said.

Well, do; an see you make a better job of it this time.

The powerful youth got hold of the tooth a second time, and gave it a terrible wrench. Adams roared like a bull of Bashan, but Tocs heart was hardened now; he wrenched again  a long, strong, and steady pull. The martyr howled as if his spinal marrow were being extracted. Toc suddenly staggered back; his arm flew up, displaying a bloody tooth with three enormous fangs. The old ooman shrieked, the child on the window-sill fell again therefrom in convulsions, and the others fled panic-struck into the woods, where they displayed their imitative tendencies and relieved their feelings by tearing up wild shrubs by the roots, amid yells and roars of agony, during the remainder of the day.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Tells of an Important Matter.

Not very long after this, Thursday October Christian experienced at the hands of John Adams treatment which bore some slight resemblance to a species of tooth-drawing. In fact, Adams may be said to have had his revenge. It happened thus:  

Adams was seated, one afternoon, in front of his house on a low stool, where he was wont to sun himself and smoke an imaginary pipe, while the children were at play in the grassy square. He was absorbed, apparently, in what he used to term a brown study. Thursday October, making his appearance from among the bushes on the opposite side of the square, leaped the four-foot fence like a greyhound, without a run, and crossed over.

Whether it was the leap or the rate at which he had walked home through the woods, we cannot say; but his handsome face was unusually flushed, and he stopped once or twice on nearing Adams, as if undecided what to do. At last he seemed to make up his mind, walked straight up to the seaman, and stood before him with folded arms.

Hallo, Toc, said Adams, rousing himself; youve caught me napping. The truth is, Ive bin inventin a lot of awful whackers to spin a yarn out o for the childn. This is Friday, you know, an as theyve bin fastin, poor things, I want to give em what you may call mental food, to keep their bread-baskets quiet, dye see? But youve got somethin to tell me, Toc; what is it?

Father, said Thursday,  and then followed a long pause, during which the youth shifted from one leg to the other.

Well, now, Toc, said Adams, eyeing the lad with a twinkling expression, dye know, I have heard it said or writ somewhere, that brevity is the soul of wit. If that sayins true, an Ive no reason for to suppose that it isnt, I should say that that observation of yours was wit without either soul or body, its so uncommon short; too witty, in short. Couldnt you manage to add something more to it?

Yes, father, said Thursday, with a deprecating smile, I have come to ask  to ask you for leave to  to  to

Well, Toc, you have my cheerful leave to  to  to, and tootle too, as much as you please, replied Adams, with a bland smile.

In short, said Thursday, with a desperate air, I  I  want leave to marry.

Whew! whistled Adams, with a larger display of eyeball than he had made since he settled on the island. Youve come to the point now, and no mistake. You  want  leave  to  marry, Thursday October Christian, eh?

Yes, father, if youve no objection.

Hem! no objection, marry  eh? said Adams, while his eyebrows began to return slowly to their wonted position. Ha! well, now, lets hear; who do you want to marry?

Having fairly broken the ice, the bashful youth said quickly, Susannah.

Again John Adams uttered a prolonged whistle, while his eyebrows sprang once more to the roots of his hair.

What! the widdy?

Yes, Mr Youngs widow, replied Thursday, covered with confusion.

Well, I never! But this does beat cock-fightin. He gave his thigh a sounding slap, and seemed about to give way to irrepressible laughter, when he suddenly checked himself and became grave.

I say, Toc, said he, earnestly, hand me down the Prayer-book.

Somewhat surprised, the lad took the book from its shelf, and placed it on the sailors knees.

Look ee here, Toc; theres somethin here that touches on your case, if I dont misremember where. Let me see. Ah, here it is, A man may not marry his grandmother, much less a boy, he added, looking up.

But, father, Susannah aint my grandmother, said Toc, stoutly feeling that he had got an advantage here.

True, lad, but she might be your mother. Shes to the full sixteen years older than yourself. But seriously, boy, do you mean it, and is she willin?

Yes, father, I do mean it, an she is quite willin. Susannah has bin kinder to me than any one else I ever knew, and I love her better than everybody else put together. She did laugh a bit at first when I spoke to her about it, an told me not to talk so foolishly, an said, just as you did, that she might be my mother; but that made no odds to me, for shes not one bit like my mother, you know.

No, shes not, said Adams, with an assenting nod. Shes not like Mainmast by any means, bein a deal younger an better lookin. Well, now, Toc, youve given me matter to put in my pipe, (if I had one), an smoke it for some time to come  food for reflection, so to speak. Just you go to work, my lad, as if there was nothin in the wind, an when Ive turned it over, looked at it on all sides, gone right round the compass with it, worked at it, so to speak, like a cooper round a cask, Ill send for you an let you know how the land lies.

When Adams had anything perplexing on his mind, he generally retired to the outlook cave at the mountain-top. Thither he went upon this occasion. The result was, that on the following day he sent for Thursday, and made him the following oration:  

Thursday, my lad, its not for the likes o me to fly in the face o Providence. If you still remain in earnest about this little matter, an Susannahs mind aint changed, Ill throw no difficulty in your way. Ive bin searchin the Book in reference to it, an I see nothin particular there regardin age one way or another. Its usual in Old England, Toc, for the man to be a deal older than the wife, but theres no law against its bein the other way, as I knows on. All I can find on the subject is, that a man must leave his father and mother, an cleave to his wife. You hant got no father to leave, my boy, mores the pity, an as for Mainmast, you can leave her when you like, though, in the circumstances, you cant go very far away from her, your tether bein somewhat limited. As to the ceremony, I cant find nothin about that in the Bible, but theres full directions in the Prayer-book; so Ill marry you off all ship-shape, fair an above board, when the time comes. But theres one point. Toc, that I feel bound to settle, and its this: That you cant be married till youve got a good bit of ground under cultivation, so that you may be able to keep your wife comfortably without callin on her to work too hard. Youve bin a busy enough fellow, I admit, since ever you was able to do a hands turn, but you havent got a garden of your own yet. Now, Ill go up with you to-morrow, an mark off a bit o your fathers property, which you can go to work on, an when youve got it into something of a forard state, Ill marry you. So  thats a good job settled.

When Adams finished, he turned away with a profound sigh of relief, as if he felt that he had not only disposed of a particular and knotty case, but had laid down a great general principle by which he should steer his course in all time to come.

It need scarcely be said that Thursday October was quite prepared to undertake this probationary work; that the new garden was quickly got into a sufficiently forard state; and that, ere long, the first wedding on Pitcairn was celebrated under circumstances of jubilant rejoicing.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Treats of a Birth and of Devastation.

More than eighteen years had now elapsed without the dwellers on that little isle of the Southern Sea having beheld a visitant from the great world around them. That world, meanwhile, had been convulsed with useless wars. The great Napoleon had run through a considerable portion of his withering career, drenching the earth with blood, and heaping heavy burdens of debt on the unfortunate nations of Europe. Nelson had shattered his fleets, and Wellington was on the eve of commencing that victorious career which was destined, ere long, to scatter his armies; but no echo of the turmoil in which all this was being accomplished had reached the peaceful dwellers on Pitcairn, who went on the even tenor of their way, proving, in the most convincing and interesting manner, that after all love is the fulfilling of the law.

But the year 1808 had now arrived, a year fraught with novelty, interest, and importance to the Pitcairners.

The first great event of that year was the birth of a son to Thursday October Christian, and if ever there was a juvenile papa who opened his eyes to the uttermost, stared in sceptical wonder, pinched himself to see if he were awake, and went away into the bush to laugh and rejoice in secret, that man was TOC.

Boys and girls, said Thursday, about a month after the birth, well celebrate this event with a picnic to Martins Cove, if you would like it.

There was an assumption of fine paternal dignity about Toc when he said this, which was quite beautiful to behold. His making the proposal, too, without any reference to John Adams, was noted as being unusual.

Dont you think wed better ask father first? suggested Otaheitan Sally.

Of course I do, said Toc, on whose ear the word father fell pleasantly. You dont suppose, do you, that Id propose to do anything of importance without his consent?

It may strike the supercilious reader here that a picnic, even on Pitcairn, was not a matter of profound importance, but he must remember that that particular picnic was to be held in honour of Thursdays baby. It may be that this remark is thrown away on those who are not in the position of Thursday. If so, let it pass.

We will invite Father Adams to go with us, continued Toc, ingeniously referring to Adams in a manner suggestive of the idea that there were other fathers on the island as well as he.

When Father Adams was invited, he accepted the invitation heartily, and, slapping Toc on his huge broad back, wished him joy of the noo babby, and hoped he might live to see it grow up to have a babby of its own similar to itself, dye see? at which remark Toc laughed with evident delight.

Well, the whole thing was arranged, and they proceeded to carry the picnic into effect. It was settled that some were to go by land, though the descent from the cliffs to the cove was not an easy or safe one. Others were to go by water, and the water-party was sub-divided into two bands. One band, which included Susannah and the amazing baby, was to go in canoes; the other was to swim. The distance by water might be about eight miles, but that was a mere trifle to the Pitcairners, some of whom could swim right round their island.

It turned out, however, that that charming island was not altogether exempt from those vicissitudes of weather which play such a prominent part in the picnicry of other and less favoured lands, for while they were yet discussing the arrangements of the day, a typhoon stepped in unexpectedly to arrest them.

It may be that there are some persons in Britain who do not know precisely what a typhoon is. If they saw or felt one, they would not be apt to forget it. Roughly speaking, a typhoon is a terrific storm. Cyclopaedias, which are supposed to tell us about everything, say that the Chinese name such a storm Tei-fun, or hot-wind. No-fun would seem to be a more appropriate term, if one were to name it from results. One writer says of typhoons, They are storms which rage with such intensity and fury that those who have never seen them can form no conception of them; you would say that heaven and earth wished to return to their original chaos.

Obviously, if this writer be correct, there would be no use in our attempting to enlighten those who can form no conception of the thing. Nevertheless, in the hope that the writer referred to may be as ignorant on this point as he is in regard to the wishes of heaven and earth, we will attempt a brief description of the event which put such a sudden stop to what may be called the Toc-baby-picnic.

For several days previously the weather had been rather cloudy, and there had been a few showers; but this would not have checked the proceedings if the wind had not risen so as to render it dangerous to launch the canoes into the surf on the beach of Bounty Bay. As the day advanced it blew a gale, and Toc congratulated himself on having resisted the urgent advice of the volatile Dan McCoy to stick at nothing.

About sunset the gale increased to a hurricane. John Adams, with several of the older youths, went to the edge of the precipice, near the eastern part of the village, where a deep ravine ran up into the mountains. There, under the shelter of a rock, they discussed the situation.

Lucky that you didnt go, Toc, said Adams, pointing at the sea, whose waves were lashed and churned into seething foam.

Yes, thanks be to God, replied Thursday.

It will blow harder yet, I think, said Charlie Christian, who had grown into a tall stripling of about seventeen. He resembled his father in the bright expression of his handsome face and in the vigour of his lithe frame.

Looks like it, Charlie. It minds me o a regular typhoon we had when you was quite a babby, that blew down a lot o trees, an almost took the roofs off our huts.

As he spoke it seemed as if the wind grew savage at having been recognised, for it came round the corner of the rock with a tremendous roar, and nearly swept Adamss old seafaring hat into the rising sea.

Id ha bin sorry to lose ee, muttered John, as he thrust the glazed and battered covering well down on his brows. I wore you in the Bounty, and I expect, with care, to make you last out my time, an leave you as a legacy to my son George.

Look-out, father! shouted Matt Quintal and Jack Mills in the same breath.

The whole party crouched close in beside the rock, and looked anxiously upwards, where a loud rending sound was going on. Another moment and a large cocoa-nut palm, growing in an exposed situation, was wrenched from its hold and hurled like a feather over the cliffs, carrying a mass of earth and stones along with it.

Its well the rock overhangs a bit, or wed have got the benefit o that shower, said Adams. Come, boys, its clear that were goin to have a dirty night of it, an I think wed better look to our roofs an make all snug. If our ground-tackle aint better than that o the tree which has just gone by the board, we shall have a poor look-out.

There was much cause for the anxiety which the seaman expressed regarding the roofs of the houses. Already, before they got back to the village, part of the roof of one of the oldest huts had been stripped off, and the women were beginning to look anxiously upwards as they heard the clattering overhead.

Now, lads, all hands to work. Not a moment too soon either. Out wi the old tacklin o the Bounty. Get the tarpaulins up. Lash one over Tocs hut. Clap some big stones on Quintals. Fetch the ladders, some o you youngsters. Out o the way, boys. Here, Mainmast; you get the little uns off to their bunks. Fetch me the big sledge-hammer, Charlie. Look alive, lads!

While he shouted these directions, John Adams went to work as actively as the youngest among them. Every one wrought with a will. In a few minutes all moveables were carried under shelter, heavy stones were placed where they were required, tarpaulins and stout ropes were lashed over roofs and pegged to the ground, shutters and doors were made fast, and, in short, the whole village was made snug for a dirty night with almost as much celerity as if it had been a fully-manned and well-disciplined ship of the line.

As John Adams had said, it was not begun a moment too soon. They had barely finished, indeed, when the heavens appeared to rend with a blinding flash of lightning. Then came a thunder crash, or, rather, a series of crashes and flashes, that seemed to imply the final crack of doom. This was followed by rain in sheets so heavy that it seemed as if the ocean had been lifted and poured upon the island. To render the confusion worse confounded, the wind came in what may be called swirls, overturning trees as if they were straws, and mixing up rain, mud, stones, and branches in the great hurly-burly, until ancient chaos seemed to reign on land and sea.

Its an awful night, said John Adams, as he sat beside his wife and listened, while the children, unable to sleep, peeped in awe and wonder from their several bunks round the room. God save them thats at sea this night.

Amen! said Mrs Adams.

By midnight the typhoon had reached its height. The timbers of the houses appeared to groan under the strain to which they were subjected. The whole heavens seemed in a continual blaze, and the thunder came, not in bursts, but in one incessant roar, with intermittent cracks now and then. Occasionally there were louder crashes than usual, which were supposed to be only more violent thunder, but they were afterwards found to be the results of very different causes.

Now, old ooman, you turn in, said Adams, when the small hours of morning had advanced a little. Youll only be unfit for work to-morrow if you sit up bobbin about on your stool like that.

Mrs Adams obediently and literally tumbled into her bunk without taking the trouble to undress, while her anxious husband trimmed the lamp, took down the Bountys Bible, and made up his mind to spend the remainder of the night in study.

Away at the other end of the village, near the margin of the ravine before referred to, there stood a cottage, in which there was evidently a watcher, for the rays of his light could be seen through the chinks of the shutters. This was the house occupied by Thursday October Christian and his wife and baby.

Thursday, like Adams, felt the anxieties of fatherhood strong upon him, and was unable to sleep. He therefore, also like Adams, made up his mind to sit up and read. Carterets Voyages claimed his attention, and he was soon deep in this old book, while his wife lay sound asleep, with the baby in her arms in the same condition. Both were quite deaf to the elemental turmoil going on around them.

The watchful husband and father was still poring over his book, when there came a noise so deafening that it caused him to start to his feet, and awoke his wife. That cant be thunder, he exclaimed, and sprang to the door.

The sight that met his gale when he looked out was sufficiently terrible. Day had begun to dawn, and the grey light showed him a large mass of earth and trees moving down the ravine. The latter were crashing and overturning. As he gazed they went bodily over the cliffs, a mighty avalanche, into the sea. The whole had evidently been loosened from the rocks by the action of the wind on the trees, coupled with the deluges of rain.

But this was not the worst of it. While Thursday was gazing at this sight, another crash was heard higher up the ravine. Turning quickly in that direction, he saw the land moving slowly towards him. Immense masses of rock were borne along with slow but irresistible violence. Many cocoa-nut trees were torn up by the roots and carried bodily along with the tough stream of mud and stones and general débris. Some of these trees advanced several yards in an upright position, and then fell in dire confusion.

Suddenly Toc observed to his horror that the mass was slowly bearing down straight towards his hut. Indeed, so much had his mind been impressed with the general wreck, that he had failed to observe a few tons of stones and rubbish which even then appeared on the point of overwhelming him.

Without uttering a word he sprang into the hut.

Whats wrong, Thursday? asked his wife, in some alarm.

Never mind. Hold your tongue, an hold tight to Dumplin.

The baby had been named Charles, after Tocs young brother, and the inelegant name of Dumplin had been given him to prevent his being confounded with Charlie, senior.

Susannah did as she was bid, and the young giant, rolling her and the baby and the bedclothes into one bundle, lifted them in his wide-spreading arms and rushed out of the house.

He had to pass a neighbours house on the way, which also stood dangerously near the ravine. Kicking its door open, he shouted, All hands, ahoy! Turn out! turn out! and passed on.

A few seconds later John Adams, who had gone to sleep with his nose flattened on the Bible, was startled by the bursting in of his door.

Hallo, Toc! he cried, starting up; whats wrong, eh?

All right, father, but the ravine is bearin down on us.

Thrusting his living bundle into an empty bunk, the stout youth left it to look after itself, and rushed out with Adams to the scene of devastation.

The avalanche was still advancing when they reached the spot, but a fortunate obstruction had turned it away from the houses. It moved slowly but steadily downwards like genuine lava, and in the course of a few hours swept some hundreds of cocoa-nut trees, a yam ground, containing nearly a thousand yams, one of the canoes, and a great mass of heterogeneous material, over the cliffs into the sea. Then the stream ceased to flow, the consternation of the people began to abate, and they commenced to repair, as far as possible, the damage caused by that memorable typhoon.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

A Picnic and a Surprise.

But the cyclone, terrible though it was, did not altogether put an end to the Dumplin picnic, if we may be allowed the phrase. It only delayed it. As soon as the weather cleared up, that interesting event came off.

Wholl go by land and wholl go by water? asked Thursday, when the heads of houses were assembled in consultation on the morning of the great day, for great it was in more ways than one in the annals of Pitcairn.

Ill go by water, said Charlie Christian, who was one of the heads, inasmuch as he had been appointed to take charge of the hut which had been nearly carried away.

Does any one know how the girls are going? asked Matt Quintal.

Im not sure, said John Adams, with one of those significant glances for which he was noted. I did hear say that Sally meant to go by land, but, of course, I cant tell. Girls will be girls, you know, an theres no knowing when you have them.

Well, perhaps the land road will be pleasanter, said Charlie. Yes, now I think of it, Ill go by land.

I think, also, continued Adams, without noticing Charlies remark, that some one said Bessy Mills was going by water.

Youre all wrong, Charlie, about the land road, said Matt Quintal; the water is far better. I shall go by water.

Danl, my lad, said Adams, addressing young McCoy, which way did you say youd go?

I didnt say Id go any way, father, answered Dan.

That may be so, lad, but youll have to go one way or other.

Not of necessity, father. Mightnt I stay at home and take care of the pigs?

You might, said Adams, with a smile, if you think they would be suitable company for you. Well, now, the sooner we start the better. I mean to go by water myself, for Im gettin rather stiff in the legs for cliff-work. Besides, I promised to give Sarah Quintal a lesson in deep-sea fishing, so shes goin with me.

Perhaps, observed Dan McCoy, after a pause, I might as well go by water too, and if youve no objection to take me in your canoe, I would lend you a hand wi the paddle. I would be suitable company for you, father, you know, and Im very anxious to improve in deep-sea fishin.

It dont take much fishin to find out how the wind blows, you blessed innocents, thought John Adams, with a quiet chuckle, which somewhat disconcerted Dan; but he only said aloud, Well, yes, you may come, but only on condition that you swim alongside, for I mean to carry a cargo of staggerers and sprawlers.

Theres only one staggerer and one sprawler now, said Dan, with a laugh; your own George and Tocs Dumplin.

Just so, but aint these a host in themselves? You keep your tongue under hatches, Dan, or Ill have to lash it to your jaw with a bit o rope-yarn.

Oh, what a yarn Id spin with it if you did! retorted the incorrigible Dan. But how are the jumpers to go, and where are they?

They may go as they please, returned Adams, as he led the way to the footpath down the cliffs; they went to help the women wi the victuals, an Ive no doubt are at their favourite game of slidin on the waves.

He was right in this conjecture. While the younger women and girls of the village were busy carrying the provisions to the beach, those active little members of the community who were styled jumpers, and of whom there were still half-a-dozen, were engaged in their favourite game. It was conducted amid shouts and screams of delight, which rose above the thunder of the mighty waves that rolled in grand procession into the bay.

Ned Quintal, the stoutest and most daring, as well as the oldest of these jumpers, being over eight years, was the best slider. He was on the point of dashing into the sea when Adams and the others arrived on the scene.

Clothed only with a little piece of tapa cloth formed into breeches reaching to about the knees, his muscular little frame was shown to full advantage, as he stood with streaming curly hair, having a thin board under his arm, about three feet long, and shaped like a canoe.

He watched a mighty wave which was coming majestically towards him. Just as it was on the point of falling, little Ned held up the board in front of him, and with one vigorous leap dived right through the wave, and came out at the other side. Thus he escaped being carried by it to the shore, and swam over the rolling backs of the waves that followed it until he got out to sea. Then, turning his face landward, he laid his board on the water, and pushing it under himself, came slowly in, watching for a larger wave than usual. As he moved along, little Billy Young ranged alongside.

Heres a big un, Billy, cried Ned, panting with excitement and exertion, as he looked eagerly over his shoulder at a billow which seemed big enough to have wrecked an East Indiaman.

Billy did not reply, for, having a spice of Dan McCoys fun-loving spirit in him, he was intent on giving Neds board a tip and turning it over.

As the wave came up under them, it began as it were to boil on the surface, a sure sign that it was about to break. With a shout Ned thrust his board along, and actually mounted it in a sitting posture. Billy made a violent kick, missed his aim, lost hold of his own board, and was left ignominiously behind. Ned, caught on the waves crest, was carried with a terrific rush towards the shore. He retained his position for a few seconds, then tumbled over in the tumult of water, but got the board under him again as he was swept along.

How that boy escaped being dashed to pieces on the rocks which studded Bounty Bay is more than we can comprehend, much more, therefore, than we can describe. Suffice it to say, that he arrived, somehow, on his legs, and was turning to repeat the manoeuvre, when Adams called to him and all the others to come ashore an get their sailin orders.

Things having been finally arranged, Adams said, By the way, whos stopping to take charge of poor Jimmy Young?

A sympathetic look from every one and a sudden cessation of merriment followed the question, for poor little James Young, the only invalid on Pitcairn, was afflicted with a complaint somewhat resembling that which carried off his father.

Of course, continued Adams, I know that my old ooman an Mainmast are with him, but I mean who of the young folk?

May Christian, said Sally, who had come down to see the water-party start. Two or three of us offered also to stay, father, but Jim wouldnt hear of it, an said he would cry all the time if we stayed. He said that May was all he wanted.

Dear little Jim, said Adams, I do believe hes got more o Gods book into him, small though he is, than all the rest of us put together. An hes not far wrong, neither, about May. Shes worth a dozen ornary girls. Now then, lend a hand wi the canoe. Are you ready, Mistress Toc?

Quite, replied the heroine of the day, with a pleased glance in Thursdays somewhat sheepish face.

An Dumplin, is he ready? said the seaman.

The hero of the day was held up in the arms of his proud father.

Now then, lads, shove off!

In a few minutes the canoe, with its precious freight and Thursday at the steering-paddle, was thrust through the wild surf, and went skimming over the smooth sea beyond. Immediately thereafter another canoe was launched, with John Adams and a miscellaneous cargo of children, women, and girls, including graceful Bessy Mills and pretty Sarah Quintal.

Now then, here goes, cried Matt Quintal, wading deep into the surf. Are you coming, Dan?

Im your man, said Dan, following.

Both youths raised their hands and leaped together. They went through the first wave like two stalwart eels, and were soon speeding after the canoes, spurning the water behind them, and conversing as comfortably on the voyage as though the sea were their native element.

Close on their heels went two of the most athletic among the smaller boys, while one bold infant was arrested in a reckless attempt to follow by Otaheitan Sally, who had to rush into the surf after him.

Descended though he was of an amiable race, it is highly probable that this infant would have displayed the presence of white blood in his veins had his detainer been any other than Sally; but she possessed a power to charm the wildest spirit on the island. So the child consented to be good, and go along with her overland.

Now, are you ready to go? said Sally to Charlie, who was the only other one of the band left on the beach besides herself.

Poor Charlie stood looking innocently into the sparkling face of the brunette. He did not know what was the matter with him, still less did he care. He knew that he was supremely happy. That was enough. Sally, who knew quite well what was the matter  quite as well, almost, as if she had gone through a regular civilised education  laughed heartily, grasped the infants fat paw, and led him up the hill.

Truly it was a pleasant picnic these people had that day. Healthy and hearty, they probably came as near to the realisation of heaven upon earth as it is ever given to poor sinful man to know, for they had love in their hearts, and their religion, drawn direct from the pure fountain-head, was neither dimmed by false sentimentality on the one hand, nor by hypocrisy on the other.

Perhaps John Adams was the only one of the band who wondered at the sight, and thanked God for undeserved and unexpected mercy, for he alone fully understood the polluted stock from which they had all sprung, and the terrible pit of heathenish wickedness from which they had been rescued, not by him (the humbled mutineer had long since escaped from that delusion), but by the Word of God.

After proceeding a considerable distance along the rocky coast of their little isle, John Adams ordered the canoes to lie-to, while he made an attempt to catch a fresh cod for dinner.

Of course, Matt Quintal and Dan McCoy ranged up alongside, and were speedily joined by some of the adventurous small boys. Adams took these latter into the canoe, but the former he ordered away.

No, no, he said, while Sarah Quintal assisted to get out the bait and Bessy Mills to arrange the line. No, no, we dont want no idlers here. You be off to the rocks, Matt and Dan, an see what you can catch. Remember, he who wont work shall not eat. There should be lots o crawfish about, or you might try for a red-snapper. Now, be off, both of you.

Ay, ay, father, replied the youths, pushing off and swimming shoreward rather unwillingly.

I dont feel much inclined to go after crawfish or red-snappers to-day, Matt, do you? asked Dan, brushing the curls out of his eyes with his right hand.

No, not I; but were bound to do something towards the dinner, you know.

At that moment there was a loud shouting and screaming from the canoe. They looked quickly back. Adams was evidently struggling with something in the water.

He has hooked something big, cried Matt; lets go see.

Dan said nothing, but turned and made for the canoe with the speed of a porpoise. His companion followed.

Adams had indeed hooked a large cod, or something like it, and had hauled it near to the surface when the youths came up.

Have a care. He bolts about like a mad cracker, cried Adams. There, I have him now. Stand clear all!

Gently did the seaman raise the big fish to the surface, and very tenderly did he play him, on observing that he was not well hooked.

Come along, my beauty! What a wopper! Wont he go down without sauce? Pity Ive got no kleek to gaff him. Not quite so close, Dan, hell get  Hah!

The weight of the fish tore it from the hook at that moment, and it dropped.

Dropped, ay, but not exactly into its native element. It dropped into Dans bosom! With a convulsive grasp Dan embraced it in his strong arms and sank. Matt Quintal dived, also caught hold of the fish with both hands and worked his two thumbs deep into its gills. By the process called treading water, the two soon regained the surface. Sarah Quintal seized Dan McCoy by the hair, Bessy Mills made a grasp at Matt and caught him by the ear, while John Adams made a grab at the fish, got him by the nose, thrust a hand into his mouth, which was wide open with surprise or something else, as well it might be, and caught it by the tongue.

Another moment, and a wild cheer from the boys announced that the fish was safe in the canoe.

Were entitled to dinner now, father, said Dan, laughing.

Not a bit of it, you lazy boys; that fish is only big enough for the girls. We want something for the men and childn. Be off again.

With much more readiness the youths, now gratified by their success, turned to the outlying rocks of a low promontory which jutted from the inaccessible cliffs at that part. Effecting a landing with some difficulty, they proceeded to look for crawfish, a species of lobster which abounds there.

Leaning over a ledge of rock, and peering keenly down into a clear pool which was sheltered from the surf, Dan suddenly exclaimed, Theres one, Matt; I see his feelers.

As he spoke he dived into the water and disappeared. Even a pearl diver might have wondered at the length of time he remained below. Presently he reappeared, puffing like a grampus, and holding a huge lobster-like creature in his hands.

Thatll stop the mouths of two or three of us, Matt! he exclaimed, looking round.

But Matt Quintal was nowhere to be seen. He, too, had seen a fish, and gone to beard the lobster in his den. In a few seconds he reappeared with another crawfish.

Thus, in the course of a short time, these youths captured four fine fish, and returned to the canoe, swimming on their backs, with one in each hand.

While things were progressing thus favourably at sea, matters were being conducted not less admirably, though with less noise, on land.

The canoe containing Mrs Toc and the celebrated baby went direct to the landing-place at Martins Cove, which was a mere spot of sand in a narrow creek, where landing was by no means easy even for these expert canoemen.

Here the women kindled a fire and heated the culinary stones, while Toc and some of the others clambered up the cliffs to obtain gulls eggs and cocoa-nuts.

Meanwhile Charlie Christian and Otaheitan Sally and the staggerer wended their way overland to the same rendezvous slowly  remarkably slowly. They had so much to talk about; not of politics, you may be sure, nor yet of love, for they were somewhat shy of that, being, so to speak, new to it.

I wonder, said Charlie, sitting down for the fiftieth time, on a bank whereon time grew to such an extent that he seemed to take no account of it whatever; I wonder if the people in the big world weve heard so much of from father lead as pleasant lives as we do.

Some of em do, of course, said Sally. You know there are plenty of busy people among them who go about working, read their Bible, an try to make other people happy, so of course they must be happy themselves.

Thats true, Sall; but then they have many things to worry them, an you know we havent.

Yes, theyve many things to worry them, I suppose, rejoined Sall, with a pensive look at the ground. I wonder what sort of things worry them most? It cant be dressin up grand, an goin out to great parties, an drivin in lovely carriages. Nobody could be worried by that, you know.

Charlie nodded his head, and agreed with her entirely.

Neither can it be money, resumed Sall, for money buys everything you want, as father says, and that can be nothin but pleasure. If their yam-fields went wrong, I could understand that, because even you and I know somethin about such worries; but, you see, they havent got no yam-fields. Then father says the rich ones among em eat an drink whatever they like, and as much as they like, and sleep as long as they like, an we know that eatin an drinkin an sleepin dont worry us, do they, Charlie?

Again Charlie accorded unmeasured assent to Salls propositions.

I can understand better, continued Sall, how the poor ones among em are worried. It must worry em a good deal, I should think, to see some people with far more than they want, when they havent got half as much as they want; an father says some of em are sometimes well-nigh starvin. Now, it must be a dreadful worry to starve. Just think how funny it would feel to have nothin to eat at all, not even a yam! Then it must be a dreadful thing for the poor to see their childn without enough to eat. Yes, the poor childn of the poor must be a worry to em, though the childn of the rich never are.

At this point a wild shriek from the little child caused Sallys heart to bound. She looked up, and beheld the fat legs of her charge fly up as he went headlong over a precipice. Fortunately the precipice was only three feet high, so that when Sally and Charlie ran panting to the spot, he was already on his feet, looking much surprised, but none the worse for his tumble.

This incident sobered the inquisitive friends, and brought them back from fanciful to actual life. They hurried over the remainder of the journey, and arrived at Martins Cove just as the picnic party were beginning dinner.

Feasting is a commonplace and rather gross subject, having many points of similitude in all lands. We shall therefore pass over this part of the days enjoyment, merely remarking that, what with fish and lobster, and yams and cocoa-nuts, and bananas and plantains, and sundry compounds of the same made into cakes, and clear water from the mountain-side, there was ample provision for the wants of nature. There was no lack, either, of that feast which is said to flow from reason and soul There was incident, also, to enliven the proceedings; for the child who had come by the overland route with Sally fell into something resembling a yam-pie, and the hero of the day managed to roll into the oven which had cooked the victuals. Fortunately, it had cooled somewhat by that time, and seemed to tickle his fancy rather than otherwise.

Dinner was concluded; and as it had been preceded by asking a blessing, it was now closed with thanksgiving. Then Dinah Adams began to show a tendency to clear up the débris, when Dan McCoy, who had wandered away with Sarah Quintal in search of shells to a neighbouring promontory, suddenly uttered a tremendous and altogether new cry.

What is he up to now? said John Adams, rising hastily and shading his eyes with his hand.

Dan was seen to be gesticulating frantically on the rocks, and pointing wildly out to sea.

The whole party ran towards him, and soon became as wildly excited as himself, for there, at long last, was a ship, far away on the horizon!

To launch the canoes and make for home was the work of a very few minutes. No one thought of swimming now. Those who did not go in the canoes went by the land road as fast as they could run and clamber. In a short time the gulls were left in undisturbed possession of Martins Cove.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The First Ship, and News of Home.

No wonder that there was wild excitement on the lonely island at the sight of this sail, for, with the exception of the ship that had been seen years before, and only for a few minutes, by Sally and Matt Quintal, no vessel of any kind had visited them during the space of nineteen years.

Ive longed for it, old ooman, as nobody but myself can understand, said Adams, in a low, earnest voice to his wife, who stood on the cliffs beside him. Although nearly blind, Mrs Adams was straining her eyes in the direction of the strange sail. And now that its come, continued her husband, I confess to you, lass, Im somewhat afeared to face it. Its not that I fear to die more than other men, but Id feel it awful hard to be took away from you an all them dear childn. But Gods will be done.

Theyd never take you from us, father, exclaimed Dinah Adams, who overheard this speech.

Theres no sayin, Di. Ive forfeited my life to the laws of England. I tell ee what it is, Thursday, said Adams, going up to the youth, who was gazing wistfully like the others at the rapidly approaching vessel, it may be a man-o-war, an they may praps want to ship me off to England on rather short notice. If so, I must go; but Id rather not. So Ill retire into the bushes, Toc, while you go aboard in the canoe. Ill have time to think over matters before you come back with word who they are, an where they hail from.

While Thursday went down to the beach, accompanied by Charlie, to prepare a canoe for this mission, the ship drew rapidly near the island, and soon after hove to, just outside of Bounty Bay. As she showed no colours, and did not look like a man-of-war, Adams began to feel easier in his mind, and again going out on the cliffs, watched the canoe as it dashed through the surf.

Under the vigorous strokes of Thursday and Charlie Christian, it was soon alongside the strange ship. To judge from the extent to which the men opened their eyes, there is reason to believe that those on board of that strange ship were filled with unusual surprise; and well they might be, for the appearance of our two heroes was not that which voyagers in the South Pacific were accustomed to expect. The remarks of two of the surprised ones, as the canoe approached, will explain their state of mind better than any commentary.

I say, Jack, it aint a boat; I guess its a canoe.

Yes, Bill, its a canoe.

What dye make em out to be, Jack?

Men, I think; leastwise theyre not much like monkeys; though, of coorse, a feller cant be sure till they stand up an show their tails,  or the want of em.

Well, now, remarked Bill, as the canoe drew nearer, thats the most puzzlin lot Ive seen since I was raised. They aint niggers, thats plain; theyre too light-coloured for that, an has none o the nigger brick-dust in their faces. One on em, moreover, seems to have fair curly hair, an they wears jackets an hats with something of a sailor-cut about em. Why, I do blieve theyre shipwrecked sailors.

No, returned Jack, with a critical frown, theyre not just the colour o white men. Mayhap, theyre a noo style o savage, this bein raither an out-o-the-way quarter.

Stand by with a rope there, cried the captain of the vessel, cutting short the discussion, while the canoe ranged longside.

Ship ahoy! shouted Thursday, in the true nautical style which he had learned from Adams.

If the eyes of the men who looked over the side of the ship were wide open with surprise before, they seemed to blaze with amazement at the next remark by Thursday.

Where dye hail from, an whats your name? he asked, as Charlie made fast to the rope which was thrown to them.

The Topaz, from America, Captain Folger, answered the captain, with a smile.

With an agility worthy of monkeys, and that might have justified Jack and Bill looking for tails, the brothers immediately stood on the deck, and holding out their hands, offered with affable smiles to shake hands. We need scarcely say the offer was heartily accepted by every one of the crew.

And who may you be, my good fellows? asked Captain Folger, with an amused expression.

I am Thursday October Christian, answered the youth, drawing himself up as if he were announcing himself the king of the Cannibal Islands. Im the oldest son of Fletcher Christian, one of the mutineers of the Bounty, an this is my brother Charlie.

The sailors glanced at each other and then at the stalwart youths, as if they doubted the truth of the assertion.

Ive heard of that mutiny, said Captain Folger. It was celebrated enough to make a noise even on our side of the Atlantic. If I remember rightly, most of the mutineers were caught on Otaheite and taken to England, being wrecked and some drowned on the way; the rest were tried, and some acquitted, some pardoned, and some hanged.

I know nothin about all that, said Thursday, with an interested but perplexed look.

But I do, sir, said the man whom we have styled Jack, touching his hat to the captain. Im an Englishman, as you knows, an chanced to be in England at the very time when the mutineers was tried. There was nine o the mutineers, sir, as went off wi the Bounty from Otaheite, an theyve never bin heard on from that day to this.

Yes, yes! exclaimed Thursday, with sudden animation, thats us. The nine mutineers came to our island here, Pitcairn, an remained here ever since, an weve all bin born here; theres lots more of us,  boys and girls.

You dont say so! exclaimed the captain, whose interest was now thoroughly aroused. Are the nine mutineers all on Pitcairn still?

Thursdays mobile countenance at once became profoundly sad, and he shook his head slowly.

No, said he, theyre all dead but one. John Adams is his name.

Dont remember that name among the nine said to be lost, remarked the Englishman.

Ive heard father say he was sometimes called John Smith, said Thursday.

Ah, yes! I remember the name of Smith, said Jack. He was one of em.

And is he the only man left on the island? asked the captain.

Yes, the only man, replied Thursday, who had never yet thought of himself in any other light than a boy; an if youll come ashore in our canoe, fatherll take you to his house an treat you to the best hes got. Hell be right glad to see you too, for hes not seen a soul except ourselves for nigh twenty years.

Not seen a soul! Dye mean to say no ship has touched here for that length of time? asked the captain in surprise.

No, except one that only touched an went off without discovering that we were here, an none of us found out she had bin here till we chanced to see her sailin away far out to sea. That was five years ago.

Thats very strange and interestin. Id like well to visit old Adams, lad, an I thank ee for the invitation; but I wont run my ship through such a surf as that, an dont like to risk leavin her to go ashore in your canoe.

If you please, sir, Id be very glad to go, an bring off what news there is, said Jack, the English sailor, whose surname was Brace.

At first Captain Folger refused this offer, but on consideration he allowed Jack to go, promising at the same time to keep as near to the shore as possible, so that if there was anything like treachery he might have a chance of swimming off.

So your father is dead? asked the captain, as he walked with Thursday to the side.

Yes, long, long ago.

But you called Adams father just now. Hows that?

Oh, we all calls im that. Its only a way weve got into.

What made your father call you Thursday?

Cause I was born on a Thursday.

Hm I an I suppose if youd bin born on a Tuesday or Saturday, hed have called you by one or other of these days?

Spose so, said Thursday, with much simplicity.

Are you married, Thursday?

Yes, Im married to Susannah, said Thursday, with a pleased smile; shes a dear girl, though shes a deal older than me  old enough to be my mother. And Ive got a babby too  a splendid babby!

Thursday passed ever the side as he said this, and fortunately did not see the merriment which him remarks created.

Jack Brace followed him into the canoe, and in less than half-an-hour he found himself among the wondering, admiring, almost awestruck, islanders of Pitcairn.

Its a man! whispered poor Mainmast to Susannah, with the memory of Fletcher Christian strong upon her.

What a lovely beard he has! murmured Sally to Bessy Mills.

Charlie Christian and Matt Quintal chancing, curiously enough, to be near Sally and Bessy, overheard the whisper, and for the first time each received a painful stab from the green-eyed demon, jealousy.

But the children did not whisper their comments. They crowded round the seaman eagerly.

Youve come to live with us? asked Dolly Young, looking up in his face with an innocent smile, and taking his rough hand.

To tell us stories? said little Arthur Quintal, with an equally innocent smile.

Well, no, my dears, not exactly, answered the seaman, looking in a dazed manner at the pretty faces and graceful forms around him; but if I only had the chance to remain here, its my belief that I would.

Further remark was stopped by the appearance of John Adams coming towards the group. He walked slowly, and kept his eyes steadily, yet wistfully, fastened on the seaman. Holding out his hand, he said in a low tone, as if he were soliloquising, At last! Its like a dream! Then, as the sailor grasped his hand and shook it warmly, he added aloud a hearty Welcome, welcome to Pitcairn.

Thank ee, thank ee, said Jack Brace, not less heartily; an may I ax if you are one o the Bounty mutineers, an no mistake?

The old tone, murmured Adams, and the old lingo, an the old cut o the jib, an  an  the old toggery.

He took hold of a flap of Jacks pea-jacket, and almost fondled it.

Oh, man, but it does my heart good to see you! Come, come away up to my house an have some grub. Yes, yes  axin your pardon for not answerin right off  I am one o the Bounty mutineers; the last one  John Smith once, better known now as John Adams. But where do you hail from, friend?

Jack at once gave him the desired information, told him on the way up all he knew about the fate of the mutineers who had remained at Otaheite, and received in exchange a brief outline of the history of the nine mutineers who had landed on Pitcairn.

The excitement of the two men and their interest in each other increased every moment; the one being full of the idea of having made a wonderful discovery of, as it were, a lost community, the other being equally full of the delight of once more talking to a man  a seaman  a messmate, he might soon say, for he meant to feed him like a prince.

Get a pig cooked, Molly, he said, during a brief interval in the conversation, an do it as fast as you can.

Theres one amost ready-baked now, replied Mrs Adams.

All right, send the girls for fruit, and make a glorious spread  outside; hell like it better than in the house  under the banyan-tree. Sit down, sit down, messmate. Turning to the sailor, Man, what a time it is since Ive used that blessed word! Sit down and have a glass.

Jack Brace smacked his lips in anticipation, thanked Adams in advance, and drew his sleeve across his mouth in preparation, while his host set a cocoa-nut-cup filled with a whitish substance before him.

Thats a noo sort of a glass, John Adams, remarked the man, as he raised and smelt it; also a strange kind o tipple.

He sipped, and seemed disappointed. Then he sipped again, and seemed pleased.

What is it, may I ax?

Its milk of the cocoa-nut, answered Adams.

Milk o the ko-ko-nut, eh? Well, now, that is queer. If youd a called it the milk o the cow-cow-nut, I could have believed it. Howsever, it aint bad, tho raither wishy-washy. Got no stronger tipple than that?

Nothin stronger than that, xcept water, said John, with one of his sly glances; but its a toss up which is the strongest.

Well, itll be a toss down with me whichever is the strongest, said the accommodating tar, as he once more raised the cup to his lips, and drained it.

But, I say, you unhung mutineer, do you mean for to tell me that all them good-lookin boys an girls are yours?

He looked round on the crowd of open-mouthed young people, who, from six-foot Toc down to the youngest staggerer, gazed at him solemnly, all eyes and ears.

No, they aint, answered Adams, with a laugh. What makes you ask?

Cause they all calls you father.

Oh! replied his host, thats only a way they have; but theres only four of em mine, three girls an a boy. The rest are the descendants of my eight comrades, who are now dead and gone.

Well, now, dye know, John Adams, alias Smith, mutineer, as ought to have bin hung but wasnt, an as nobody would have the heart to hang now, even if they had the chance, this here adventur is out o sight one o the most extraornar circumstances as ever did happen to me since I was the length of a marlinspike.

As Mainmast here entered to announce that the pig was ready for consumption, the amazed mariner was led to a rich repast under the neighbouring banyan-tree. Here he was bereft of speech for a considerable time, whether owing to the application of his jaws to food, or increased astonishment, it is difficult to say.

Before the repast began, Adams, according to custom, stood up, removed his hat, and briefly asked a blessing. To which all assembled, with clasped hands and closed eyes, responded Amen.

This, no doubt, was another source of profound wonder to Jack Brace, but he made no remark at the time. Neither did he remark on the fact that the women did not sit down to eat with the males of the party, but stood behind and served them, conversing pleasantly the while.

After dinner was concluded, and thanks had been returned, Jack Brace leaned his back against one of the descending branches of the banyan-tree, and with a look of supreme satisfaction drew forth a short black pipe.

At sight of this the countenance of Adams flushed, and his eyes almost sparkled.

There it is again, he murmured; the old pipe once more! Let me look at it, Jack Brace; its not the first by a long way that Ive handled.

Jack handed over the pipe, a good deal amused at the manner of his host, who took the implement of fumigation and examined it carefully, handling it with tender care, as if it were a living and delicate creature. Then he smelt it, then put it in his mouth and gave it a gentle draw, while an expression of pathetic satisfaction passed over his somewhat care-worn countenance.

The old taste, not a bit changed, he murmured, shutting his eyes. Brings back the old ships, and the old messmates, and the old times, and Old England.

Come, old feller, said Jack Brace, if its so powerful, why not light it and have a real good pull, for old acquaintance sake?

He drew from his pocket flint and tinder, matches being unknown in those days, and began to strike a light, when Adams took the pipe hastily from his mouth and handed it back.

No, no, he said, with decision, its only the old associations that it calls up, thats all. As for baccy, Ive bin so long without it now, that I dont want it; and it would only be foolish in me to rouse up the old cravin. There, you light it, Jack. Ill content myself wi the smell of it.

Well, John Adams, have your way. You are king here, you know; nobody to contradict you. So Ill smoke instead of you, if these young ladies wont object.

The young ladies referred to were so far from objecting, that they were burning with impatience to see a real smoker go to work, for the tobacco of the mutineers had been exhausted, and all the pipes broken or lost, before most of them were born.

And let me tell you, John Adams, continued the sailor, when the pipe was fairly alight, Ive not smoked a pipe in such koorious circumstances since I lit one, an had my right fore-finger shot off when I was stuffin down the baccy, in the main-top o the Victory at the battle o Trafalgar. But it was against all rules to smoke in action, an served me right. Howsever, it got me my discharge, and thats how I come to be in a Yankee merchantman this good day.

At the mention of battle and being wounded in action, the old professional sympathies of John Adams were awakened.

What battle might that have been? he asked.

Which? said Jack.

Traflegar, said the other.

Jack Brace took the pipe out of his mouth and looked at Adams, as though he had asked where Adam and Eve had been born. For some time he could not make up his mind how to reply.

You dont mean to tell me, he said at length, that youve never heard of the  battle  of  Trafalgar?

Never, answered Adams, with a faint smile.

Nor of the great Lord Nelson?

Never heard his name till to-day. You forget, Jack, that Ive not seen a mortal man from Old England, or any other part o the civilised world, since the 28th day of April 1789, and thats full nineteen years ago.

Thats true, John; thats true, said the seaman, slowly, as if endeavouring to obtain some comprehension of what depths of ignorance the fact implied. So, I suppose youve never heerd tell of  hold on; let me rake up my brain-pan a bit.

He tilted his straw hat, and scratched his head for a few minutes, puffing the while immense clouds of smoke, to the inexpressible delight of the open-mouthed youngsters around him.

You  youve never heerd tell of Lord Howe, who licked the French off Ushant, somewheres about sixteen years gone by?

Never.

Nor of the great victories gained in the 95 by Sir Edward Pellew, an Admiral Hotham, an Admiral Cornwallis, an Lord Bridgeport?

No, of coorse ye couldnt; nor yet of Admiral Duncan, who, in the 97, (I think it was), beat the Dutch fleet near Camperdown all to sticks. Nor yet of that tremendous fight off Cape Saint Vincent in the same year, when Sir John Jervis, with nothin more than fifteen sail o the Mediterranean fleet, attacked the Spaniards wi their twenty-seven ships o the line  line-o-battle ships, youll observe, John Adams  an took four of em, knocked half of the remainder into universal smash, an sunk all the rest?

That was splendid! exclaimed Adams, his martial spirit rising, while the eyes of the young listeners around kept pace with their mouths in dilating.

Splendid? Pooh! said Jack Brace, delivering puffs between sentences that resembled the shots of miniature seventy-fours, that was nothin to what followed. Nelson was in that fight, he was, an Nelson began to shove out his horns a bit soon after that, I tell you. Well, well, continued the British tar with a resigned look, to think of meetin a man out of Bedlam who hasnt heerd of Nelson and the Nile, wich, of coorse, ye havent. Its worth while comin all this way to see you.

Adams smiled and said, Lets hear all about it.

All about it, John? Why, it would take me all night to tell you all about it, (there was an audible gasp of delight among the listeners), and I havent time for that; but you must know that Lord Nelson, bein Sir Horatio Nelson at that time, chased the French fleet, under Admiral Brueys, into Aboukir Bay, (thats on the coast of Egypt), sailed in after em, anchored alongside of em, opened on em wi both broadsides at once, an blew them all to bits.

You dont say that, Jack Brace!

Yes, I do, John Adams; an nine French line-o-battle ships was took, two was burnt, two escaped, and the biggest o the lot, the great three-decker, the Orient, was blowed up, an sent to the bottom. It was a thorough-goin piece o business that, I tell you, an Nelson meant it to be, for wen he gave the signal to go into close action, he shouted, Victory or Westminster Abbey.

What did he mean by that? asked Adams.

Why, dont you see, Westminster Abbey is the old church in London where they bury the great nobs o the nation in; theres none but great nobs there, you know  snobs not allowed on no account whatever. So he meant, of coorse, victory or death, dye see? After which hed be put into Westminster Abbey. An death it was to many a good man that day. Why, if you take even the Orient alone, wen she was blowed up, Admiral Brueys himself an a thousand men went up along with her, an never came down again, so far as we know.

It must have bin bloody work, said Adams.

I believe you, my boy, continued the sailor, it was bloody work. There was some of our chaps that was always for reasonin about things, an would never take anything on trust, xcept their own inventions, who used to argufy that it was an awful waste o human life, to say nothin o treasure, (as they called it), all for nothin. I used to wonder sometimes why them reasoners jined the sarvice at all, but to be sure most of em had been pressed. To my thinkin, war wouldnt be worth a brass farthin if there wasnt a deal o blood and thunder about it; an, of coorse, if were goin to have that sort o thing we must pay for it. Then, we didnt do it for nothin. Is it nothin to have the honour an glory of lickin the Mounseers an bein able to sing Britannia rules the waves?

John Adams, who was not fond of argument, and did not agree with some of Jacks reasoning, said, Praps; and then, drawing closer to his new friend with deepening interest, said, Well, Jack, what more has happened?

What more? Why, Ill have to start a fresh pipe before I can answer that.

Having started a fresh pipe he proceeded, and the group settled down again to devour his words, and watch and smell the smoke.

Well, then, there was  but you know I aint a dictionry, or a cyclopodia, or a gazinteer  let me see. After the battle o the Nile there came the Irish Rebellion.

Did that do em much good, Jack?

O yes, John; it united em immediately after to Old England, so that were now Great Britain an Ireland. Then Sir Ralph Abercromby, he gave the French an awful lickin on land in Egypt at Aboukir, where Nelson had wopped em on the sea, and, last of all came the glorious battle of Trafalgar. But it wasnt all glory, for we lost Lord Nelson there. He was killed.

That was a bad business, said Adams, with a look of sympathy. And you was in that battle, was you?

In it! I should just think so, replied Jack Brace, looking contemplatively at his mutilated finger. Why, I was in Lord Nelsons own ship, the Victory. Come, Ill give you an outline of it. This is how it began.

The ex-man-of-wars-man puffed vigorously for a few seconds, to get the pipe well alight, he remarked, and collect his thoughts.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Jack Brace stirs up the War Spirit of Adams.

You must know, John Adams, said Jack Brace, with a look and a clearing of the throat that raised great expectations in the breasts of the listeners, you must know that for a long while before the battle Lord Nelson had bin scourin the seas, far and near, in search o the French and Spanish fleets, but do what he would, he could never fall in with em. At last he got wind of em in Cadiz Harbour, and made all sail to catch em. It was on the 19th of October 1805 that Villeneuve, that was the French admiral, put to sea with the combined fleets o France and Spain. It wasnt till daybreak of the 21st that we got sight of em, right ahead, formed in close line, about twelve miles to leeard, standin to the suthard, off Cape Trafalgar.

Ha, John Adams, an boys an girls all, you should have seen that sight; it would have done you good. An you should have felt our buzzums; they was fit to bust, I tell you! You see, wed bin chasin of em so long, that we could scarce believe our eyes when we saw em at long last. They wor bigger ships and more of em than ours; but what cared Nelson for that? not the shank of a brass button! he rather liked that sort o thing; for, you know, one Englishman is equal to three Frenchmen any day.

No, no, Jack Brace, said John Adams, with a quiet smile and shake of the head; snot quite so many as that.

Not quite! repeated Brace, vehemently; why, its my opinion that I could lick any six o the Mounseers myself. Thursday November Christian there

He aint November yet, interrupted Adams, quietly, hes only October.

No matter, its all the same. I tell ee, John, that he could wallop twenty of em, easy. There aint no go in em at all.

Didnt you tell me, Jack Brace, that Trafalgar was a glorious battle?

In coorse I did, for so it was.

Didnt the Frenchmen stick to their guns like men?

No doubt of it.

An they didnt haul down their colours, I suppose, till they was about blown to shivers?

Youre about right there, John Adams.

Well, then, you cant say theyve got no go in em. Dont underrate your enemy, whatever you do, for its not fair; besides, in so doin you underrate your own deeds. Moreover, we dont allow boastin aboard of this island; so go ahead, Jack Brace, and tell us what you did do, without referrin to what you think you could do. Mind, Im king here, and Ill have to clap you in irons if you let your tongue wag too freely.

All right, your majesty, replied Brace, with a bow of graceful humility, which deeply impressed his juvenile audience; Ill behave better in futur if youll forgive me this time. Well, as I was about to say, when you sent that round shot across my bows and brought me up, Nelson he would have fought em if theyd had ten times the number o ships that we had. As it was, the enemy had thirty-three sail of the line and seven frigates. We had only twenty-seven sail of the line and four frigates, so we was outnumbered by nine vessels. Moreover the enemy had 4000 lobsters on board

Lobsters bein land sodgers, my dears, remarked Adams, in explanation, so-called cause of their bein all red-coated; but the French sodgers are only red-trousered, coats bein blue. Axin your pardon, Brace, go on.

The seaman, who had availed himself of the interruption to stir up and stuff down his pipe, resumed.

Likewise one of their line-o-battle ships was a huge four-decker, called the Santissima Trinidad, and they had some of the best Tyrolese riflemen that could be got scattered throughout the fleet, as we afterwards came to find out to our cost.

Soon after daylight Nelson came on deck. I see him as plain as if he was before me at this moment, for, bein stationed in the mizzen-top o the Victory  that was Nelsons ship, you know  I could see everything quite plain. He stood there for a minute or so, with his admirals frock-coat covered with orders on the left breast, and his empty right sleeve fastened up to it; for you must know he had lost his right arm in action before that, and also his right eye, but the arm and eye that were left were quite enough for him to work with. After a word or two with the officers, he signalled to bear down on the enemy in two lines.

Then it seemed to have occurred to him that the smoke of battle might render the signals difficult or impossible to make out, for he immediately made one that would serve for everything. It was this: if signals cant be seen, no captain can do wrong if he places his ship alongside an enemy. Of coorse we all knew that he meant to win that battle; but, for the matter of that, every soul in the fleet, from the admiral to the smallest powder-monkey, meant

Boasting not allowed, said Dan McCoy, displaying his fine teeth from ear to ear.

The seaman looked at him with a heavy frown.

You young slip of a pump-handle, what dye mean?

The kings orders, said Dan, pointing to Adams, while the rest of the Pitcairners seemed awestruck by his presumption.

The frown slowly left the visage of Jack Brace. He shut his eyes, smiled benignly, and delivered a series of heavy puffs from the starboard side of his mouth.

Then a little squeak that had been bottled up in the nose of Otaheitan Sally forced a vent, and the whole party burst into hilarious laughter.

Just so, resumed Brace, when they had recovered, that is exactly what we did in the mizzen-top o the Victory when we made out the signal, only we stuck a cheer on to the end o the laugh. After that came another signal, just as we were about to go into action, England expects that every man will this day do his duty. The effect of that signal was just treemendious, I tell you.

I noticed at this time that some of Nelsons officers were botherin him,  tryin to persuade him, so to speak, to do somethin he didnt want to. I afterwards found out that they were tryin to persuade him not to wear his orders, but he wouldnt listen to em. Then they tried to convince him it would be wise for him to keep out of action as long as possible. He seemed to give in to this, for he immediately signalled the Temeraire and Leviathan, which were abreast of us, to pass ahead; but in my opinion this was nothin more than a sly joke of the Admiral, for he kept carrying on all sail on the Victory, so that it wasnt possible for these ships to obey the order.

We made the attack in two lines. The Victory led the weather-line of fourteen ships, and Collingwood, in the Royal Sovereign, led the lee-line of thirteen ships.

As we bore down, the enemy opened the ball. We held our breath, for, as no doubt you know, messmate, just before the beginnin of a fight, when a man is standin still an doin nothin, hes got time to think; an he does think, too, in a way, mayhap, that hes not much used to think.

Thats true, Jack Brace, responded Adams, with a grave nod; an, dye know, it strikes me that it would be better for all of us if wed think oftener in that fashion when weve got time to do it.

Youre right, John Adams; youre right. Howsever, we hadnt much time to think that morning, for the shot soon began to tell. One round shot came, as it seemed, straight for my head, but it missed me by a shave, an only took off the hat of a man beside me that was about a fut shorter than myself.

You see the advantage, says he, o bein a little feller. Thats so, says I, but I didnt say or think no more that I knows on after that, for we had got within musket range, and the small bullets went whistling about our heads, pickin off or woundin a man here an there.

It was just then that I thought it time to put my pipe in my pocket, for, you see, I had been havin a puff on the sly as we was bearin down; an I put up my fore-finger to shove the baccy down, when one o them stingin little things comes along, whips my best cutty out o my mouth, an carries the finger along with it. Of coorse I warnt goin below for such a small matter, so I pulls out my hankerchief, an says I to the little man that lost his hat, Just take a round turn here, Jim, says I, an Ill be ready for action again in two minutes. Jim, he tied it up, but before he quite done it, the round shot was pitchin into us like hail, cuttin up the sails and riggin most awful.

They told me afterwards that Nelson gave orders to steer straight for the bow of the great Santissima Trinidad, and remarked, Its too warm work to last long, but he did not return a single shot, though about fifty of our men had been killed and wounded. You see, he never was fond of wastin powder an shot. He generally reserved his fire till it could be delivered with stunnin effect.

Just then a round shot carried away our main-topmast with all her stun-sls an booms. By good luck, however, we were close alongside o the enemys ship Redoubtable by that time. Our tiller ropes were shot away too, but it didnt matter much now. The word was given, and we opened with both broadsides at once. You should have felt the Victory tremble, John Adams. We tackled the Redoubtable with the starboard guns, and the Bucentaur and Santissima Trinidad with the port guns. Of course they gave it us hot and strong in reply. At the same time Captain Hardy, in the Temeraire, fell on board the Redoubtable on her other side, and the Fougueux, another o the enemy, fell on board the Temeraire; so there we were four ships abreast  a compact tier  blazin into each other like mad, with the muzzles of the guns touchin the sides when they were run out, an men stationed with buckets at the ports, to throw water into the shot-holes to prevent their takin fire.

It was awful work, I tell you, with the never-stopping roar of great guns and rattle of small arms, an the smoke, an the decks slippery with blood. The order was given to depress our guns and load with light charges of powder, to prevent the shot going right through the enemy into our own ship on the other side.

The Redoubtable flew no colours, so we couldnt tell when she struck, and twice the Admiral, wishing to spare life, gave orders to cease firing, thinking she had given in. But she had not done so, and soon after a ball from her mizzen-top struck Nelson on the left shoulder, and he fell. They took him below at once.

Of course we in the mizzen-top knew nothing of this, for we couldnt see almost anything for the smoke, only here and there a bit of a mast, or a yard-arm, or a bowsprit, while the very air trembled with the tremendous and continuous roar.

We were most of us wounded by that time, more or less, but kept blazing away as long as we could stand. Then there came cheers of triumph mingling with the shouts and cries of battle. The ships of the enemy were beginning to strike. One after another the flags went down. Before long the cry was, Five have struck! then Ten, hurrah! then fifteen, then twenty, hurrah!

Hurrah! Old England for ever! cried Adams, starting to his feet and waving his hat in a burst of irrepressible excitement, which roused the spirits of the youths around, who, leaping up with flushed faces and glittering eyes, sent up from the groves of Pitcairn a vigorous British cheer in honour of the great victory of Trafalgar.

But, continued Jack Brace, when the excitement had abated, there was great sorrow mingled with our triumph that day, for Nelson, the hero of a hundred fights, was dead. The ball had entered his spine. He lived just long enough to know that our victory was complete, and died thanking God that he had done his duty.

That was truly a great battle, said Adams, while Brace, having concluded, was refilling his pipe.

Right you are, John, said the other; about the greatest victory we ever gained. It has settled the fleets of France and Spain, I guess, for the next fifty years.

But what was it all for? asked Bessy Mills, looking up in the sailors face with much simplicity.

What was it for? repeated Brace, with a perplexed look. Why, my dear, it was  it was for the honour and glory of Old England, to be sure.

No, no, Jack, not quite that, interposed Adams, with a laugh, it was to clap a stopper on the ambition of the French, as far as I can make out; or rather to snub that rascal Napoleon Bonnypart, an keep him within bounds.

But he aint easy to keep within bounds, said Brace, putting his pipe in his pocket and rising; for hes been knockin the lobsters of Europe over like ninepins of late years. Howsever, well lick him yet on land, as weve licked him already on the sea, or my names not

He stopped abruptly, having caught sight of Dan McCoys twinkling eye.

Now, John Adams, I must go, else the Capnll think Ive deserted altogether.

Oh, dont go yet; please dont! pleaded Dolly Young, as she grasped and fondled the seamans huge hand.

Dolly was at that time about nine years of age, and full of enthusiasm. She was seconded in her entreaties by Dinah Adams, who seized the other hand, while several of the older girls sought to influence him by words and smiles; but Jack Brace was not to be overcome.

Ill be ashore again to-morrow, praps, with the Captain, if he lands, said Brace, and spin you some more yarns about the wars.

With this promise they were obliged to rest content. In a few minutes the visitor was carried over the surf by Toc and Charlie in their canoe, and soon put on board the Topaz, which stood inshore to receive him.




Chapter Thirty.

Adams and the Girls.

Great was the interest aroused on board the Topaz when Jack Brace narrated his experiences among the islanders, and Captain Folger resolved to pay them a visit. He did so next day, accompanied by the Englishman and some of the other men, the sight of whom gladdened the eyes and hearts of Adams and his large family.

Besides assuring himself of the truth of Braces statements, the Captain obtained additional proof of the truth of Adamss account of himself and his community in the form of the chronometer and azimuth compass of the Bounty.

How many did you say your colony consists of? asked Folger.

Thirty-five all told, sir, answered Adams; but I fear we shall be only thirty-four soon.

How so?

One of our lads, a dear boy of about eight years of age, is dying, I fear, returned Adams, sadly.

Im sorry to hear it, and still more sorry that I have no doctor in my ship, said Folger, but I have a smatterin of doctors work myself. Let me see him.

Adams led the way to the hut where poor James Young lay, tenderly nursed by Mary Christian. The boy was lying on his bed as they entered, gazing wistfully out at the little window which opened from the side of it like the port-lights or bulls-eyes of a ships berth. His young nurse sat beside him with the Bounty Bible open on her knees. She shut it and rose as the strangers entered.

The poor invalid was too weak to take much interest in them. He was extremely thin, and breathed with great difficulty. Nevertheless his face flushed, and a gleam of surprise shot from his eyes as he turned languidly towards the Captain.

My poor boy, said Folger, taking his hand and gently feeling his pulse, do you suffer much?

Yes,  very much, said little James, with a sickly smile.

Can you rest at all? asked the Captain.

I am  always  resting, he replied, with a pause between each word; resting  on Jesus.

The Captain was evidently surprised by the answer.

Who told you about Jesus? he asked.

Gods book  and  the Holy  Spirit.

It was obvious that the exertion of thinking and talking was not good for poor little James. Captain Folger therefore, after smoothing the hair on his forehead once or twice very tenderly, bade him good-bye, and went out.

Doctors could do nothing for the child, he said, while returning with Adams to his house; but he is rather to be envied than pitied. I would give much for the rest which he apparently has found.

Give much! exclaimed Adams, with an earnest look. Rest in the Lord is not to be purchased by gifts. Itself is the grand free gift of God to man, to be had for the asking.

I know it, was the Captains curt reply, as he entered Adamss house. Where got you the chronometer and azimuth compass? he said, on observing these instruments.

They belonged to the Bounty. You are heartily welcome to both of them if you choose; they are of no use to me. (See Note.)

Folger accepted the gift, and promised to write to England and acquaint the Government with his discovery of the colony.

You see, sir, said Adams, with a grave look, while hospitably entertaining his visitor that afternoon, we are increasing at a great rate, and although they may perhaps take me home and swing me up to the yard-arm, I think it better to run the risk o that than to leave all these poor young things here unprotected. Why, just think what might happen if one o them traders which are little better than pirates were to come an find us here.

He looked at the Captain earnestly.

Now, if we were under the protection o the British flag  only just recognised, as it were,  that would go a long way to help us, and prevent mischief.

At this point the importunities of some of the young people to hear about the outside world prevailed, and Folger began, as Jack Brace had done the day before, to tell them some of the most stirring events in the history of his own land.

But he soon found out that the mental capacity of the Pitcairners was like a bottomless pit. However much they got, they wanted more. Anecdote after anecdote, story after story, fact after fact, was thrown into the gulf, and still the cry was, More! more!

At last he tore himself away.

Good-bye, and God bless you all, he said, while stepping into the canoe which was to carry him off. I wont forget my promise.

And tell em to send us story-books, shouted Daniel McCoy, as the canoe rose on the back of the breakers.

The Captain waved his hand. Most of the women and children wiped their eyes, and then they all ran to the heights to watch the Topaz as she sailed away. They watched her till she vanished over that mysterious horizon which seemed to the Pitcairners the utmost boundary of the world, and some of them continued to gaze until the stars came out, and the gulls retired to bed, and the soft black mantle of night descended like a blessing of tranquillity on land and sea.

Before bidding the Topaz farewell, we may remark that Captain Folger faithfully fulfilled his promise. He wrote a letter to England giving a full account of his discovery of the retreat of the mutineers, which aroused much interest all over the land; but at that time the stirring events of warfare filled the minds of men in Europe so exclusively, that the lonely island and its inhabitants were soon forgotten  at least no action was taken by the Government  and six years elapsed before another vessel sailed out of the great world into the circle of vision around Pitcairn.

Meanwhile the Pitcairners, knowing that, even at the shortest, a long, long time must pass before Folger could communicate with the old country, continued the even tenor of their innocent lives.

The school prospered and became a vigorous institution. The church not less so. More children were born to Thursday October, insomuch that he at last had one for every working-day in the week; more yam-fields were cultivated, and more marriages took place  but hold, this is anticipating.

We have said that the school prospered. The entire community went to it, male and female, old and young. John Adams not only taught his pupils all he knew, but set himself laboriously to acquire all the knowledge that was to be obtained by severe study of the Bible, the Prayer-book. Carterets Voyages, and by original meditation. From the first mine he gathered and taught the grand, plain, and blessed truths about salvation through Jesus, together with a few tares of error resulting from misconception and imperfect reasoning. From the second he adopted the forms of worship of the Church of England. From the third he gleaned and amplified a modicum of nautical, geographical, and general information; and from the fourth he extracted a flood of miscellaneous, incomplete, and disjointed facts, fancies, and fallacies, which at all events served the good purpose of interesting his pupils and exercising their mental powers.

But into the midst of all this life death stepped and claimed a victim. The great destroyer came not, however, as an enemy but as a friend, to raise little James Young to that perfect rest of which he had already had a foretaste on the island.

It was the first death among the second generation, and naturally had a deeply solemnising effect on the young people. This occurred soon after the departure of the Topaz. The little grave was made under the shade of a palm-grove, where wild-flowers grew in abundance, and openings in the leafy canopy let in the glance of heavens blue eye.

One evening, about six months after this event, Adams went up the hill to an eminence to which he was fond of retiring when a knotty problem in arithmetic had to be tackled. Arithmetic was his chief difficulty. The soliloquy which he uttered on reaching his place of meditation will explain his perplexities.

That rithmetic do bother me, an no mistake, he said, with a grave shake of the head at a lively lizard which was looking up in his face. You see, history is easy. What I knows I knows an can teach, an what I dont know I let alone, an theres an end ont. Theres no makin a better o that. Then, as to writin, though my hand is crabbed enough, and my pot-hooks are shaky and sprawly, still I know the shapes o things, an the youngsters are so quick that they can most of em write better than myself; but in regard to that rithmetic, its a heartbreak altogether, for Ive only just got enough of it to puzzle me. Wi the use o my fingers I can do simple addition pretty well, an I can screw round subtraction, but multiplications a terrible business. Unfortnitely my edication has carried me only the length o the fourth line, an that aint enough.

He paused, and the lively lizard, ready to fly at a moments notice, put its head on one side as if interested in the mans difficulty.

Seven times eight, now, continued Adams. Ive no more notion what that is than the man in the moon. An Ive no table to tell me, an no way o findin it out  eh? Why, yes I have. Ill mark em down one at a time an count em up.

He gave his thigh a slap, which sent the lively lizard into his hole, horrified.

Poor thing, I didnt mean that, he said to the absent animal. Howsever, Ill try it. Why, Ill make a multiplication-table for myself. Strange that that way never struck me before.

As he went on muttering he busied himself in rubbing clean a flat surface of rock, on which, with a piece of reddish stone, he made a row of eight marks, one below another. Alongside of that he made another row of eight marks, and so on till he had put down seven rows, when he counted them up, and found the result to be fifty-six. This piece of acquired knowledge he jotted down in a little notebook, which, with a quantity of other stationery, had originally belonged to that great fountain of wealth, the Bounty.

Why, Ill make out the whole table in this way, he said, quite heartily, as he sat down again on the flat rock and went to work.

Of course he found the process laborious, especially when he got among the higher numbers; but Adams was not a man to be turned from his purpose by trifles. He persevered until his efforts were crowned with success.

While he was engaged with the multiplication problem on that day, he was interrupted by the sound of merry voices, and soon Otaheitan Sally, Bessy Mills, May Christian, Sarah Quintal, and his own daughter Dinah, came tripping up the hill towards him.

These five, ranging from fifteen to nineteen, were fond of rambling through the woods in company, being not only the older members of the young flock, but like-minded in many things. Sally was looked up to by the other four as being the eldest and wisest, as well as the most beautiful; and truly, the fine clear complexion of the pretty brunette contrasted well with their fairer skins and golden or light-brown locks.

We came up to have a chat with you, father, said Sally, as they drew near. Are you too busy to be bothered with us?

Never too busy to chat with such dear girls, said the gallant seaman, throwing down his piece of red chalk, and taking one of Sallys hands in his. Sit down, Sall; sit down, May, on the other side  there. Now, what have you come to chat about?

About that dear Topaz, of course, and that darling Captain Folger, and Jack Brace, and all the rest of them, answered Sarah Quintal, with sparkling eyes.

Hallo, Sarah! youve sent your heart away with them, I fear, said Adams.

Not quite, but nearly, returned Sarah. I would give anything if the whole crew would only have stayed with us altogether.

Oh! how charming! delightful! so nice! exclaimed three of the others. Sally said nothing, but gave a little smile, which sent a sparkle from her pearly teeth that harmonised well with the gleam of her laughter-loving eyes.

No doubt, said Adams, with a peculiar laugh; but, I say, girls, you must not go on thinking for ever about that ship. Why, it is six months or more since it left us, and you are all as full of it as if it had sailed but yesterday.

How can we help it, father? said Sally. It is about the most wonderful thing that has happened since we were born, and you cant expect us to get it out of our heads easily.

And how can we help thinking, and talking too, said Bessy Mills, about all the new and strange things that Jack Brace related to us?

Besides, father, said Dinah, you are quite as bad as we are, for you talk about nothing else now, almost, except Lord Nelson and the battles of the Nile and Trafalgar.

Come, come, Di; dont be hard on me. I dont say much about them battles now.

Indeed you do, cried May Christian, and it is only last night that I heard you muttering something about Trafalgar in your sleep, and you suddenly broke out with a half-muttered shout like this: Englan specs every manll dos dooty!

May was not a bad mimic. This was received with a shout of laughter by the other girls.

While they were conversing thus two tall and slim but broad-shouldered youths were seen climbing the hill towards them, engaged in very earnest conversation. And this reference to conversation reminds us of the curious fact that the language of the young Pitcairners had greatly improved of late. As they had no other living model to improve upon than John Adams, this must have been entirely the result of reading. Although the books they had were few, they proved to be sufficient not only to fill their minds with higher thoughts, but their mouths with purer English than that nautical type which had been peculiar to the mutineers.

The tall striplings who now approached were Daniel McCoy and Charlie Christian. These two were great friends and confidants. We will not reveal the subject of their remarkably earnest conversation, but merely give the concluding sentences.

Well, Charlie, said Dan, as they came in view of the knoll on which Adams and the girls were seated, we will pluck up courage and make a dash at it together.

Ye-es, said Charlie, with hesitation.

And shall we break the ice by referring to Tocs condition, eh? said Dan.

Well, it seems to me the easiest plan; perhaps I should say the least difficult, returned Charlie, with a faint smile.

Come, dont lose heart, Charlie, said Dan, with an attempt to look humorous, which signally failed.

Hallo, lads! where away? said Adams, as they came up.

Just bin havin a walk and a talk, father, answered Dan. We saw you up here, and came to walk back with you.

Im not so sure that well let you. The girls and I have been having a pleasant confab, an praps they dont want to be interrupted.

Oh, we dont mind; they may come, said Di Adams, with a laugh.

So the youths joined the party, and they all descended the mountain in company.



A footnote in Lady Belchers book tells us that this chronometer had been twice carried out by Captain Cook on his voyages of discovery. It was afterwards supplied to the Bounty when she was fitted out for what was to be her last voyage, and carried by the mutineers to Pitcairn Island. Captain Folger brought it away, but it was taken from him the same year by the governor of Juan Fernandez, and sold in Chili to A Caldeleugh, Esquire, of Valparaiso, from whom it was purchased by Captain, (afterwards Admiral), Sir T. Herbert for fifty guineas. That officer took it to China, and in 1843 brought it to England and transmitted it to the Admiralty, by which department it was presented to the United Service Museum, in Great Scotland Yard, where the writer saw it only a few days ago, and was told that it keeps excellent time still.




Chapter Thirty One.

Treats of Interesting Matters.

Of course Charlie Christian gravitated towards Sally, and these two, falling slowly behind the rest, soon turned aside, and descended by another of the numerous paths which traversed that part of the mountain.

Of course, also, Daniel McCoy drew near to Sarah Quintal, and these two, falling slowly behind, sought another of the mountain-paths. It will be seen that these young people were charmingly unsophisticated.

For a considerable time Charlie walked beside Sally without uttering a word, and Sally, seeing that there was something on his mind, kept silence. At last Charlie lifted his eyes from the ground, and with the same innocent gaze with which, as an infant, he had been wont to look up to his guardian, he now looked down at her, and said, Sally.

Well, Charlie?

There was a little smile lurking about the corners of the girls mouth, which seemed to play hide-and-seek with the twinkle in her downcast eyes.

Well, Charlie, what are you going to tell me?

Isnt Toc  very  happy?

He blushed to the roots of his hair when he said this, and dropped his eyes again on the ground.

Of course he is, replied Sally, with a touch of surprise.

But  but  I mean, as

Well, why dont you go on, Charlie?

I mean as a  a married man.

Every one sees and knows that, Charlie. There was another silence, during which the timid youth cleared his throat several times. At last he became desperate.

And  and  Sally, dont you think that other people might be happy too if they were married?

To be sure they might, said the girl, with provoking coolness. Theres Dan McCoy, now, and Sarah Quintal, they will be very happy when

Why, how do you know?  Charlie spoke with a look of surprise and stopped short.

The girl laughed in a low tone, but did not reply, and the youth, becoming still more desperate, said  

But I  I didnt mean Dan and Sarah, when I  Oh, Sally, dont you know that I love you?

Yes, I know that, replied the girl, with a blush and a little tremulous smile. I couldnt help knowing that.

Have I made it so plain, then? he asked, in surprise.

Havent you followed me ever since you were a staggerer? asked Sally, with a simple look.

O yes, of course  but  but I love you far far more now. In short, I want to marry you, Sally.

He had reached the culminating point at last. Well, Charlie, why dont you ask fathers leave? said the maiden.

And you agree? he exclaimed, timidly taking her hand.

Oh, Charlie, returned Sally, looking up in his face, with an arch smile, how stupid you are! Nothing goes into your dear head without such a deal of hammering. Will you never become wise, and

Charlie became wise at last, and stopped her impudent mouth effectively; but she broke from him and ran into the woods, while he went down to the village to tell Adams.

Meanwhile Daniel McCoy led Sarah Quintal by a round-about path to the cliffs above Pitcairn.

Pretty little Sarah was timid, and had a vague suspicion of something that caused her heart to flutter.

I say, Sarah, said the bold and stalwart Dan, did you ever see such a jolly couple as Toc and his wife before?

I never saw any couple before, you know, replied the girl, simply, except father Adams and his wife.

Well, they are an oldish couple, returned Dan, with a laugh; but its my opinion that before long youll see a good many more couples  young ones, too.

Indeed, said Sarah, becoming much interested, for this was the first time that any young man had ventured to refer to such a subject, though she and her female companions had often canvassed the possibilities that surrounded them.

Yes, indeed, returned Dan. Let me see, now. Theres Charlie Christian and Otaheitan Sally

Why, how did you come to know that? asked Sarah, in genuine surprise.

Dan laughed heartily. Come to know what? he asked.

That  that he is fond of Sally, stammered Sarah.

Why, everybody knows that, returned Dan; the very gulls must be aware of it by this time, unless they are geese.

Yes, of course, said the poor girl, blushing crimson at the thought of having been led almost to betray her friends confidences.

Well, then, continued Dan, Charlie and Sall bein so fond o one another

I did not say that Sally was fond of Charlie, interrupted Sarah, quickly.

Oh dear no! said Dan, with deep solemnity; of course you didnt; nevertheless I know it, and it wouldnt surprise me much if something came of it  a wedding, for instance.

Sarah, being afraid to commit herself in some way if she opened her lips, said nothing, but gazed intently at the ground as they walked slowly among the sweet-scented shrubs.

But theres one o the boys that wants to marry you, Sarah Quintal, and it is for him I want to put in a good word to-day.

A flutter of surprise, mingled with dismay at her heart, tended still further to confuse the poor girl. Not knowing what to say, she stammered, Indeed! Who can it  it and stopped short.

They sometimes call him Dan, said the youth, suddenly grasping Sarahs hand and passing an arm round her waist, but his full name is Daniel McCoy.

Sarah Quintal became as suddenly pale now as she had formerly become red, and struggled to get free.

Oh, Dan, Dan, dont! she cried, earnestly; do let me go, if you love me!

Well, I will, if you say I may speak to Father Adams about it.

Sarahs answer was quite inaudible to ordinary ears, but it caused Dan to loosen his hold; and the girl, bounding away like a frightened gazelle, disappeared among the palm-groves.

Well, exclaimed Dan, thrusting both hands into his trousers-pockets as he walked smartly down the hill, you are the dearest girl in all the world. There cant be two opinions on that point.

Dans world was a remarkably small one, as worlds go, but it was quite large enough to fill his heart to overflowing at that time.

In turning into another path he almost ran against Charlie Christian.

Well? exclaimed Charlie, with a brilliant smile. Well? repeated Dan, with a beaming countenance.

All right, said Charlie.

Ditto, said Dan, as he took his friends arm, and hastened to the abode of John Adams, the great referee in all important matters.

They found him seated at his table, with the big Bible open before him.

Well, my lads, he said, with a kindly smile as they entered, you find me meditatin over a verse that seems to me full o suggestive thoughts.

Yes, father, what is it? asked Dan.

A prudent wife is from the Lord. Youll find it in the nineteenth chapter o Proverbs.

The youths looked at each other in great surprise. It is very strange, said Charlie, that you should hit upon that text to-day.

Why so, Charlie?

Because  because  we came to  that is to say, we want to

Get spliced, Charlie; out with it, man. You keep shuffling about the edge like a timid boy goin to dive into deep water for the first time.

Well, and so it is deep water, replied Charlie; so deep that we cant fathom it easily; and this is the first time too.

The fact is, youve come to tell me, said Adams, looking at Charlie, that you want to marry Otaheitan Sally, and that Dan there wants to marry Sarah Quintal. Is it not so?

I think, father, you must be a wizard, said Dan, with a surprised look. How did you come to guess it?

I didnt guess it, lad; I saw it as plain as the nose on your own face. Anybody could see it with half an eye. Why, Ive seen it for years past; but thats not the point. The first question is, Are you able to feed your wives without requirin them to work too hard in the fields?

Yes, father, answered Dan, promptly. Charlie helped me, and I helped him, and so weve both got enough of land enclosed and stocked to keep our  our  wives comfortably, (even Dan looked modest here!) without requiring them to work at all, for a long time at least.

Well. I dont want em not to work at all  thats good for neither man, nor woman, nor beast. Even childn work hard, poor things, while playin at pretendin to work. However, Im glad to hear you are ready. Of course I knew what you were up to all along. Now, youll want to borrow a few odds an ends from the general stock, therefore go an make out lists of what you require, and Ill see about it. Is it long since you arranged it wi the girls?

About half-an-hour, returned Dan.

Hm! sharp practice. Youll be the better of meditation for a week or two. Now, get along with you, lads, and think of the word I have given you from Gods book about marriage. Ill not keep you waitin longer than I think right.

So Dan and Charlie left the presence-chamber of their nautical ruler, quite content to wait for a couple of weeks, having plenty to keep them employed, body and mind, in labouring in their gardens, perfecting the arrangements of their respective cottages, and making out lists of the various things they required to borrow. In all of which operations they were lovingly assisted by their intended wives, with a matter-of-fact gravity that would have been quite touching if it had not been half ridiculous.

The list of things to be borrowed was made out in accordance with a system of barter, exchange, and loan, which had begun in necessity, and was afterwards conducted on regular principles by Adams, who kept a systematic journal and record of accounts, in which he entered the nature and quantity of work performed by each family, what each had received, and what each was due on account. The exchanges also were made in a systematic manner. Thus, when one family had too many salt fish, and another had too much fruit or vegetables, a fair exchange restored the equilibrium to the satisfaction of both parties; and when the stores of one family were exhausted, a fresh supply was raised for it from the general possessions of all the rest, to be repaid, however, in exact measure when the suffering family should be again in affluence, through good harvests and hard work. All details were minutely noted down by Adams, so that injustice to individuals or to the community at large was avoided.

It is interesting to trace, in this well-conducted colony, the great root-principles on which the colossal system of the worlds commerce and trade has been reared, and to recognise in John Adams the germs of those principles of equity and method which have raised England to her high commercial position. But still more interesting is it to recognise in him that good seed, the love of God and His truth, spiritual, intellectual, and material, which, originated by the Holy Spirit, and founded in Jesus Christ, produces the righteousness that exalteth a nation.

When the short period of probation was past, Charlie Christian became the happy husband of the girl whom he had all but worshipped from the earliest rememberable days of infancy, and Dan McCoy was united to Sarah Quintal. As in the first case of marriage, Otaheitan Sall was older than her husband; but in her case the difference was so slight as scarcely to be worth mentioning. As to appearance, tall, serious, strapping Charlie looked old enough to have been Sallys father.

The wedding-day was a day of great rejoicing, considerable solemnity, and not a little fun; for the religion of the Pitcairners, being drawn direct from the inspired Word, was the reverse of dolorous. Indeed, the simplicity of their faith was extreme, for it consisted in merely asking the question, What does God wish me to do? and doing it.

Of course the simplicity of this rule was, in Pitcairn as elsewhere, unrecognised by ignorance, or rendered hazy and involved by stupidity. Adams had his own difficulties in combating the effects of evil in the hearts of his children, for, as we have said before, they were by no means perfect, though unusually good.

For instance, one day one of those boys who was passing into the hobbledehoy stage of life, came with a perplexed air, and said  

Didnt you tell us in school yesterday, father, that if we were good Jesus would save us?

No, Jack Mills, I told you just the reverse. I told you that if Jesus saved you you would be good.

Then why doesnt He save me and make me good? asked Jack, anxious to cast the blame of his indecision about his salvation off his own shoulders.

Because you refuse to be saved, said Adams, pointedly.

Jack Mills felt and looked somewhat hurt at this. He was one of the steadiest boys at the school, always learned his tasks well, and was generally pretty well behaved; but there was in him an ugly, half-hidden root of selfishness, which he did not himself perceive.

Do you remember going to the shore yesterday? asked Adams, replying to the look,  for the boy did not speak.

Yes, father.

And you remember that two little boys had just got into a canoe, and were pushing off to enjoy themselves, when you ran down, turned them out, and took the canoe to yourself?

Jack did not reply; but his flushed face told that he had not forgotten the incident.

Thats right, dear boy, continued Adam, Your blood tells the truth for you, and your tongue dont contradict it. So longs you keep the unruly member straight youll get along. Well, now, Jack, that was a sin of unkindness, and a sort of robbery, too, for the canoe belonged to the boys while they had possession. Did you want to be saved from that sin, my boy?

Jack was still silent. He knew that he had not wished to be saved at the time, because, if he had, he would have at once returned to the shore and restored the canoe, with an apology for having taken it by force.

But I was sorry afterwards, father, pleaded the boy.

I know you were, Jack, and your guilty conscience longed for forgiveness. But Jesus did not come to this world to forgive us. He came to save us  to save this people from their sins; His people,  forgiven people, my boy,  from their sins. If you had looked to Jesus, He would have sent His Spirit into you, and brought His Word to your mind, Be ye kind one to another, or, Whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them: or in some way or other He would have turned you back and saved you from sin, but you did not look to Jesus; in short, you refused to be saved just then, and thought to make up for it by being sorry afterwards. Isnt that the way of it, Jack?

Yes, father, said Jack, with downcast but no longer hurt looks, for Adamss tone and manner were very kind.

Then you know now, Jack Mills, why youre not yet saved, and you cant be good till you are saved, any more than you can fly till youve got wings. But dont be cast down, my lad; He will save you yet. All youve got to do is to cease your opposition, and let Him take you in hand.

Thus, or in some such way, did this God-appointed pastor lead his little flock from day to day and year to year.

But to return from this digression.

We have said that the double wedding-day was one of mingled rejoicing, solemnity, and fun. If you insist on further explanation, good reader, and want to know something more about the rejoicing, we can only direct you to yonder clump of blossoming plants in the shade of the palm-grove. There you will find Charlie Christian looking timidly down into the gorgeous orbs of Otaheitan Sally as they hold sweet converse of things past, present, and to come. They have been so trained in ways of righteousness, that the omission of the world-to-come from their love-making, (not flirtation, observe), would be as ridiculous as the absence of reference to the wedding-day.

On the other side of the same knoll Daniel McCoy sits by the side of modest Sarah Quintal, his only half-tamed spirit torn by the conflicting emotions aroused by a compound of jollity, love, joy, thankfulness, and fun, which render his words too incoherent to be worthy of record.

In regard to solemnity, reader, we refer you to the little school-room, which also serves for a chapel, where John Adams, in tones befitting a bishop and with feelings worthy of an apostle, reads the marriage service in the midst of the assembled population of the island. He has a brass curtain-ring which did duty at the marriage of Thursday October Christian, and which is destined to do duty in similar circumstances in many coming years. The knots are soon tied. There are no sad tears, for at Pitcairn there are no partings of parents and children, but there are many tears of joy, for Adamss words are telling though few, and his prayers are brief but deeply impressive, while the people, young and middle-aged, are powerfully sympathetic. The most of the girls break down when Adams draws to an abrupt close, and most of the youths find it hard to behave like men.

They succeed, however, and then the wedding party goes off to have a spell of fun.

If you had been there, reader, to behold things for yourself, it is not improbable that some of the solemnity of the wedding would have been scattered, (for you, at least), and some of the fun introduced too soon, for the costumes of the chief actors were not perfect; indeed, not quite appropriate, according to our ideas of the fitness of things.

It is not that we could object to the bare feet of nearly all the party, for to such we are accustomed among our own poor. Neither could we find the slightest fault with the brides. Their simple loose robes, flowing hair, and wreaths of natural flowers, were in perfect keeping with the beauty of their faces. But the garb of guileless Charlie Christian was incongruous, to say the least of it. During the visit of the Topaz a few old clothes had been given by the seamen to the islanders, and Charlie had become the proud possessor of a huge black beaver hat, which had to be put on sidewise to prevent its settling down on the back of his neck; also, of a blue dress-coat with brass buttons, the waist and sleeves of which were much too short, and the tails unaccountably long; likewise, of a pair of Wellington boots, the tops of which did not, by four inches, reach the legs of his native trousers, and therefore displayed that amount of brawny, well-made limbs, while the absence of a vest and the impossibility of buttoning the coat left a broad, sunburnt expanse of manly chest exposed to view. But such is the difference of opinion resulting from difference of custom, that not a muscle of any face moved when he appeared, save in open admiration, though there was just the shade of a twinkle for one moment in the eye of John Adams, for he had seen other, though not better, days.

Even Dans excitable sense of the ridiculous was not touched. Himself, indeed, was a greater guy than Charlie, for he wore a richly-flowered vest, so tight that it would hardly button, and had been split up the back while being put on. As he wore a shell-jacket, much too short for him, this accident to the vest and a portion of his powerful back were clearly revealed.

But these things were trifles on that great day, and when the fun did begin, it was kept up with spirit. First, the greater part of the population went to the beach for a little surf-sliding. It is not necessary to repeat our description of that exercise. The waves were in splendid order.

It seemed as if the great Pacific itself were pulsating with unwonted joy. The billows were bigger grander, almost slower and more sedate than usual. Outside it was dead calm. The fall of each liquid wall was more thunderous, its roar more deep-toned, and the confusion of the surf more riotous than ever. For average rejoicers this exercise might in itself have sufficed for one day, but they were used to it, and wanted variety; so the youths took to racing on the sands, and the maidens to applauding, while the elderly looked on and criticised. The small children went, loosely speaking, mad.

Some there were who went off on their own accounts, and cast a few of those shadows which are said to precede coming events. Others, less poetically inclined just then, remained in the village to prepare roast pig, yam-pie, and those various delicacies compounded of fruits and vegetables, which they knew from experience would be in great demand ere long.

As evening descended they all returned to the village, and at sunset hauled down their flag.

This flag, by the way, was another souvenir of the Topaz. It was an old Union Jack, for which Adams had set up a flagstaff, having by that time ceased to dread the approach of a ship. By Jack Brace he had been reminded of the date of the kings birthday, and by a strange coincidence that happened to be the very day on which the two couples were united. Hence there was a double, (perhaps we should say a treble), reason for rejoicing. As John Adams was now endeavouring to undo the evils of his former life, he naturally became an enthusiastic loyalist. On passing the flagstaff he called for three cheers for the British king, and with his own voice led off the first verse of the national anthem before hauling down the colours. Thereafter, assembling round the festive board in the school-room, they proceeded to take physical nourishment, with the memory of mental food strong upon them. Before the meal a profound hush fell on all the scene, and the deep voice of Adams was heard asking a blessing on the food they were about to receive. Thanks were returned with equal solemnity after meat. Then the tables were cleared, and games became the order of the evening. When a point of semi-exhaustion was reached, a story was called for, and the nautical pastor at once launched into oceans of imagination and fancy, in which he bid fair to be wrecked and drowned. During the recital of this the falling of a pin would have been heard, if there had been such a thing as a pin at Pitcairn to fall.

Last, but not least, came blind-mans-buff. This exhausted the last spark of physical energy left even in the strongest. But the mental and spiritual powers were still vigorous, so that when they all sat down in quiescence round the room, and Toc took down the family Bible from its accustomed shelf and set it before Adams, they were all, young and old, in a suitable state of mind to join in the worship of Him who had given them the capacity, as well as the opportunity, to enjoy that glorious and ever memorable day.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Another Visit from the Great World.

If ever there had been a doubt of the truth of the proverb that example is better than precept, the behaviour of the young men and maidens of Pitcairn, after the wedding just described, would have cleared that doubt away for ever.

The demands upon poor Adamss services became ridiculous, insomuch that he began to make laws somewhat in the spirit of the Medo-Persic lawmakers, and sternly refused to allow any man to marry under the age of twenty years, or any woman under eighteen. Even with this drag on the wheels, the evil  if evil it were  did not abate, but as time went on, steadily increased. It seemed as if, the ice having been broken, the entire population kept on tumbling into the water.

Among others, our once little friend Matthew Quintal married Bessy Mills.

The cares of the little colony now began to tell heavily on John Adams, for he was what is termed a willing horse, and would not turn over to another the duties which he could perform with his own hands. Besides acting the part of pastor, schoolmaster, law-maker, and law-enforcer, he had to become the sympathetic counsellor of all who chose to call upon him; also public registrar of events, baptiser of infants, and medical practitioner. It is a question whether there ever was a man placed in so difficult and arduous a position as this last mutineer of the Bounty, and it is not a question at all, but an amazing and memorable fact, that he filled his unique post with statesmanlike ability.

As time went on, he, of course, obtained help, sympathy, and counsel from the men and women whom he had been training for God around him; but he seems to have been loath formally to hand over the helm, either wholly or in part, to any one else as long as he had strength to steer the ship.

We have said that England was too much engaged with her European wars to give much thought to this gem in her crown, which was thus gradually being polished to such a dazzling brightness. She knew it was but a little gem, if gem at all, and at such a distance did not see its brilliant sheen. Amid the smoke and turmoil of war she forgot it; yet the God of Battles and the Prince of Peace were winning a grand, moral, bloodless victory in that lonely little island.

It was not till the year 1814, six years after the visit of the Topaz, that the solitude of Pitcairn was again broken in upon by visitors from the outside world.

In that year two frigates, H.M.S. Britain and Tagus, commanded respectively by Captain Sir F. Staines and Captain Pipon, came unexpectedly on Pitcairn Island while in pursuit of an American ship, the Essex, which had been doing mischief among the British whalers.

It was evening when the ships sighted Pitcairn, and were observed by one of the almost innumerable youngsters with which the island had by that time been peopled. With blazing eyes and labouring breath, the boy rushed down the cliffs, bounded over the level ground, and burst into the village, shouting, Ships!

No warwhoop of Red Indians ever created greater excitement. Pitcairn swarmed at once to the cliffs with flushed faces, glittering eyes, and hopeful looks. Yes, there they were, and no mistake,  two ships!

Theyre men-o-war, father, said Thursday October Christian, a little anxiously.

So I see, lad; but I wont hide this time. I dont believe theyd think it worth while hangin me now. Anyhow, Ill risk it.

Many of the people spent the whole of that night on the cliffs, for, as it was too late to attempt a landing, Captain Staines did not venture to approach till the following morning.

Soon after daybreak the ships were seen to stand inshore, and a canoe was launched through the surf to meet them. As on the occasion of the visit of the Topaz, Thursday was deputed to represent the islanders. He was accompanied by Edward Young, now a handsome youth of eighteen years of age. As on the previous boarding of a ship, Toc amazed the sailors by shouting in English to throw him a rope. Being now possessed of a wardrobe, he had in his heart resolved to appear in a costume worthy of the great occasion. For this end he had put on a vest without sleeves, trousers that had done duty in the Topaz, and were much too short, and a beaver hat which he had jauntily ornamented with cock-tail feathers, and wore very much on the back of his head.

Thursday met the eager inquiries of Sir F. Staines with his usual good-humoured off-hand urbanity, and gave his name in full; but a sudden change came over his face while he spoke  a look of amazement, mingled with alarm.

Look! look there, Ned, he said, in a low tone, laying his hand on his comrades shoulder and pointing towards a certain part of the ship. What is that?

Ned looked with an expression of awe in the direction indicated.

What is it that puzzles you? asked the Captain, not a little amused by their looks.

The beast! the beast! said Toc.

What, dyou mean the cow?

Is it a cow? asked Toc in wonder.

Of course it is. Did you never see a cow before?

No, never. I thought it was a big goat, or a horned sow, returned the young man, as he approached the quiet animal cautiously. I say, Ned, its a cow! It dont look much like the things that father Adams used to draw, do it?

Ned agreed that Adamss representation fell far short of the original, and for some time they stood cautiously examining the strange creature, and gently touching its sides.

Just then a little black terrier came bounding forward and frisked round the Captain.

Ha! exclaimed Edward Young, with an intelligent look, I know that beast, Toc; its a dog! Im sure it is, for I have read of such things in Carteret, and father has described em often, so have the women. They have dogs, you know, on some islands.

But the surprise and interest raised in them by two animals were nothing to what they felt on being conducted over the ship and shown all the details of stores and armament in a man-of-war. The surprise changed sides, however, when, on being asked to partake of luncheon, these men stood up, clasped their hands, shut their eyes, and asked a blessing before commencing to eat, in the familiar phrase, For what we are about to receive, etcetera.

Of course Captains Staines and Pipon went on shore, where they were received by Adams, hat in hand, and by the rest of the population down to the minutest infant, for no one would consent to miss the sight, and there was no sick person to be looked after. Up at the village the pigs and poultry had it all their own way, and made the most of their opportunity.

It was curious to mark the air of respect with which Adams regarded the naval uniform which had once been so familiar. As he stood conversing with the officers, he occasionally, in sailor-like fashion, smoothed down his scanty locks, for although little more than fifty at that time, care, sorrow, and anxiety had given his countenance an aged and worn look, though his frame was still robust and healthy.

In the course of the interview, Captain Pipon offered to give him a passage to England, with any of his family who chose to accompany him. To his surprise Adams at once expressed a desire to go.

We know not whether this was a piece of pleasantry on Adamss part, but when he sent for his old wife and daughters to tell them of it, the scene of distress that ensued baffles description. The old woman was in despair. Dinah Adams burst into tears, and entreated the officers not to take her dear father away. Her sister Rachel flung her arms round her fathers neck and held on. Hannah Adams clasped her hands and wept in silent despair, and even George, at that time about ten years of age, and not at all given to the melting mood, felt a tear of sympathy trickling down his nose. Of course, when the cause of the ebullition became known, the whole Pitcairn colony was dissolved in tears or lamentations, insomuch that Adams gave up all idea of leaving them. We firmly believe that he never had any intention of doing so, but had merely thrown out the hint to see what effect it would have.

Like Captain Folger of the Topaz, the captains of the Britain and Tagus wrote eloquent and enthusiastic letters to the Admiralty about their discovery, but the dogs of war were still loose in Europe. Their Lordships at Whitehall had no time to devote to such matters, and once again the lonely island was forgotten.

It is a curious coincidence that death came close on the heels of this visit, as it had come on that of the Topaz. Scarcely had the two frigates left when Matthew Quintal took a fit while out fishing in his canoe and was drowned. About the same time Jack Mills was killed by falling from the rocks when out after gulls eggs. Thus poor Bessy Quintal lost her husband and brother in the same year, but she was not without comfort. She had been early taught to carry her cares to Jesus, and found Him now a very present help. Besides, she had now two little sons, John and Matthew, who were old enough to fondle her and sympathise with her to some extent, though they scarce understood her sorrow; and her fast friend and comforter, Sally Christian, did not fail her in the hour of need. Indeed, that warm-hearted Otaheitan would have taken poor Bessy into her house to live with her and Charlie, but for the difficulty that six riotous little creatures of her own, named Fletcher, Edward, Charles, Isaac, Sarah, and Maria, already filled it to overflowing.

A little more than six years after this, there came a visitant of a rare and heart-gladdening kind, namely, a parcel of books. Although the Government of England was too busy to think of the far-off isle, there were Englishmen who did not forget her. The Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge, happening, in 1819, to hear of an opportunity of communicating with Pitcairn, made up and despatched to it a parcel of books, containing, besides Bibles and Prayer-books, works of instruction fitted for all ages. Who can imagine the delight produced by this gift to minds which had been well educated and were thirsting for more knowledge? It must have been as food to the starving; as water to the dry ground.

Four years after that, a whale-ship from London, named the Cyrus, touched in passing.

As this visit was a noteworthy epoch in the lonely island, we shall devote a new chapter to it.




Chapter Thirty Three.

New Arrivals and Strange Adventures.

My dear, said Adams one morning to his spouse, as he was about to go forth to superintend the working of his busy hive, Im beginnin to feel as if I was gettin old, and would soon have to lay up like an old hulk.

Youve done good service for the Master, John; perhaps He thinks you should rest now, answered his wife. Youve got plenty able helpers to take the heavy work off your hands.

True, old woman, able, willin, and good helpers, thank God, but they want a headpiece still. However, theres a deal of life in the old dog yet. If that dear angel, Otaheitan Sally, were only a man, now, I could resign the command of the ship without a thought. But Ive committed the matter to the Lord. He will provide in His own good time. Good-day, old girl. If any one wants me, you know where to send em.

Not many days after that in which these remarks were made a sail was seen on the horizon. So few and far between had these visitants been that the excitement of the people was as wild as when the first ship appeared, and much more noisy, seeing that the juveniles had now become so very numerous.

The ship soon drew near. Canoes were sent off to board her. Thursday October, as of old, introduced himself, and soon the captain and several men were brought on shore, to the intense joy of the inhabitants.

One of the sailors who landed attracted Adamss attention in a special manner, not so much because of his appearance, which was nothing uncommon, as because of a certain grave, kindly, serious air which distinguished him. This mans name was John Buffett. Another of the men, named John Evans, less serious in manner, but not less hearty and open, made himself very agreeable to the women, especially to old Mrs Adams, to whom he told a number of nautical anecdotes in an undertone while the captain was chatting with Adams himself. Buffett spoke little.

After spending an agreeable day on shore, the sailors walked down to the beach towards evening to return to their ship.

You lead a happy life here, Mr Adams, said Buffett, in an earnest tone. Would you object to a stranger staying among you!

Object! said Adams, with a quick, pleasant glance. I only wish the Lord would send us one; one at least who is a follower of Himself.

John Buffett said no more, but that same evening he expressed to his captain so strong a desire to remain behind that he obtained leave, and next day was sent on shore.

The sailor named John Evans accompanied him to see him all right and bring off the latest news; but Evans himself had become so delighted with the appearance of the place and people, that he deserted into the mountains, and the ship had to sail without him.

Thus were two new names added to the muster-roll of Pitcairn.

John Buffett in particular turned out to be an invaluable acquisition. He was a man of earnest piety, and had obtained a fairly good education. Adams and he drew together at once.

Youll not object, praps, said the former on the occasion of their first talk over future plans, to give me a lift wi the school?

Nothing would please me better, answered Buffett. Im rather fond o teachin, to say truth, and am ready to begin work at once.

Not only did Buffett thereafter become to Adams as a right arm in the school, but he assisted in the church services on Sundays, and eventually came to read sermons, which, for the fixing of them more effectually on the minds of the people, he was wont to deliver three times over.

But Buffett could tell stories as well as read sermons. One afternoon some of the youngsters caught him meditating under a cocoa-nut tree, and insisted on his telling the story of his life.

It aint a long story, boys an girls, said he, for Ive only lived some six-and-twenty years yet. I was born in 1797, near Bristol, and was apprenticed to a cabinet-maker. Not takin kindly to that sort o work, I gave it up an went to sea. However, Im bound to say, that the experience I had with the saw and plane has been of the greatest service to me ever since; and its my opinion, that what ever a man is, or whoever he may be, he should learn a trade; ay, even though he should be a king.

The Pitcairn juveniles did not see the full force of this remark, but nevertheless they believed it heartily.

It was the American merchant service I entered, continued Buffett, an my first voyage was to the Gulf of Saint Lawrence. I was wrecked there, and most o the crew perished; but I swam ashore and was saved, through Gods mercy. Mark that, childn. It wasnt by good luck, or good swimmin, or chance, or fate, or anything else in the shape of a second cause, but it was the good God himself that saved, or rather spared me. Now, I say that because theres plenty of people who dont like to give their Maker credit for anything, cept when they do it in a humdrum, matter-of-course way at church.

These last remarks were quite thrown away upon the children, whose training from birth had been to acknowledge the goodness of God in everything, and who could not, of course, comprehend the allusions to formalism.

Well, he continued, after suffering a good deal, I was picked up by some Canadian fishermen, and again went to sea, to be once again wrecked and saved. That was in the year 1821. Then I went to England, and entered on board a ship bound for China, from which we proceeded to Manilla, and afterwards to California, where I stayed some time. Then I entered an English whaler homeward bound, intendin to go home, and the Lord did bring me home, for he brought me here, and here I mean to stay.

And were all so glad! exclaimed Dolly Young, who had now become an enthusiastic, warm-hearted, pretty young woman of twenty-three summers.

Dolly blushed as she spoke, but not with consciousness. It was but innocent truthfulness. John Buffett paused, and looked at her steadily. What John Buffett thought we are not prepared to say, but it may be guessed, when we state that within two months of that date, he and Dolly Young were united in marriage by old Adams, with all the usual ceremonial, including the curtain-ring which did duty on all such occasions, and the unfailing game of blind-mans-buff.

John Evans was encouraged, a few months later, to take heart and do likewise. He was even bolder than Buffett, for he wooed and won a princess; at least, if John Adams was in any sense a king, his second daughter Rachel must have been a princess! Be this as it may, Evans married her, and became a respected member of the little community.

And now another of these angel-like visits was looming in the distance. About twelve years after the departure of the Britain and Tagus, one of H.M. cruisers, the Blossom, Captain Beechy, sailed out of the Great Unknown into the circlet of Pitcairn, and threw the islanders into a more intense flutter than ever, for there were now upwards of fifty souls there, many of whom had not only never seen a man-of-war, but had had their imaginations excited by the glowing descriptions of those who had. This was in 1825.

The Blossom had been fitted out for discovery. When Buffett first recognised her pennant he was in great trepidation lest they had come to carry off Adams, but such was not the case. It was merely a passing visit. Three weeks the Blossom stayed, during which the captain and officers were entertained in turn at the different houses; and it seems to have been to both parties like a brief foretaste of the land of Beulah.

Naturally, Captain Beechy was anxious to test the truth of the glowing testimony of former visitors. He had ample opportunity, and afterwards sent home letters quite as enthusiastic as those of his predecessors in regard to the simplicity, truthfulness, and genuine piety alike of old and young.

If a few hours visit had on former occasions given the community food for talk and reflection, you may be sure that the three weeks of the Blossoms sojourn gave them a large supply for future years. It seemed to Otaheitan Sally, and Dinah Adams, and Dolly and Polly Young, and the rest of them, that the island was not large enough now to contain all their new ideas, and they said so to John Adams one evening.

My dears, said John, in reply, laying his hand on that of Sally, who sat beside him on their favourite confabulation-knoll, which overlooked Bounty Bay, ideas dont take up much room, and if they did, we could send em out on the sea, for they wont drown. Ah! Sall, Sall

What are you thinking of, dear father? asked Sally, with a sympathetic look, as the old man stopped.

That my time cant be long now. I feel as if I was about worn-out.

Oh, dont say that, father! cried his daughter Hannah, laying her cheek on his arm, and hugging it. Theres ever so much life in you yet.

It may be so. It shall be so if the Lord will, said Adams, with a little smile; but Im not the man I was.

Poor John Adams spoke truly. He had landed on Pitcairn a slim young fellow with broad shoulders, powerful frame, and curling brown hair. He was now growing feeble and rather corpulent; his brow was bald, his scanty locks were grey, and his countenance deeply care-worn. No wonder, considering all he had gone through, and the severe wound he had received upwards of thirty years before.

Nevertheless, Hannah was right when she said there was a good deal of life in the old man yet. He lived after that day to tie the wedding-knot between his own youngest child George, and Polly Young. More than that, he lived to dandle Georges eldest son, Johnny, on his knees, and to dismiss him in favour of his little brother Jonathan when that child made his appearance.

But before this latter event the crowning joy of John Adamss life was vouchsafed to him, in the shape of a worthy successor to his Pitcairn throne.

The successors name was neither pretty nor suggestive of romance, yet was closely allied with both. It was George Nobbs. He arrived at the island in very peculiar circumstances, on the 15th of November 1828, and told his story one afternoon under the banyan-tree to Adams and Buffett, and as many of the young generation as could conveniently get near him, as follows:  

Entering the navy at an early period of life, I went through many vicissitudes and experiences in various quarters of the globe. But circumstances induced me to quit the navy, and for a short time I remained inactive, until my old commander offered to procure me a berth on board a ship of eighteen guns, designed for the use of the patriots in South America.

Accepting the offer, I left England early in 1816 for Valparaiso, and cruised there for sixteen months, taking many prizes. While on board of one of our prizes I was taken prisoner, and carried into Callao, where I and my comrades were exposed to the gaze and insults of the people. Here, for many months, I walked about the streets with fifty pounds weight of iron attached to me, on a spare diet of beans and Chili peppers, with a stone at night for a pillow. We were made to carry stones to repair the forts of the place. There were seventeen of us. Five or six of our party died of fever and exposure to the sun, after which our guardians became careless about us. We managed to get rid of our irons by degrees, and at length were left to shift for ourselves. Soon after, with some of my comrades, I escaped on board a vessel in the bay, and succeeded in getting put on board our own vessel again, which was still cruising in these seas.

Entering Valparaiso in the latter part of 1817, I had now an opportunity of forwarding about 140 pounds to my poor mother in England, who was sorely in need of help at the time. Some time after that I went with a number of men in a launch to attempt the cutting out of a large merchant ship from Cadiz. We were successful, and my share of the prize-money came to about 200 pounds, one hundred of which I also sent to my mother. After this I took a situation as prize-master on board a vessel commanded by a Frenchman. Deserting from it, I sought to discover a road to Guayaquil through the woods, where I suffered great hardships, and failed in the attempt.

The adventurer paused a few seconds, and looked earnestly in Adamss countenance.

I am not justifying my conduct, he said, still less boasting.

Right you are, Nobbs, said Adams, with an approving nod. Your line of life wont stand justification according to the rule of Gods book.

I know it, Adams; I am merely telling you a few of the facts of my life, which you have a right to know from one who seeks an asylum among your people. Well, returning to the coast, I went on board an English whaler, by the captain of which I was kindly treated and landed at Talcahuans. I had not been long there, when, at midnight, on the 7th May, in the year 1819, the Chilian garrison, fifteen in number, was attacked by Benevades and his Indian troops. A number of the inhabitants were killed, the town was sacked, and a large number of prisoners, myself included, carried off. Next morning troops from Concepcion came in pursuit, and rescued us as we were crossing a river.

Soon after this affair I returned to Valparaiso, and engaged as first officer of a ship named the Minerva, which had been hired by the Chilian Government as a transport to carry out troops to Peru. Having landed the troops, I took part, on 5th November, in cutting out a Spanish frigate named the Esmeraldas from under the Callao batteries. This affair was planned and headed by Lord Cochrane. Owing to my being in this affair I was appointed to a Chilian sloop of war, and received a lieutenants commission.

I will not take up your time at present with an account of the various cuttings-out and other warlike expeditions I was engaged in while in the Chilian service. It is enough to refer to the last, which ended my connection with that service. Having been sent in charge of a boat up a river, to recover a quantity of property belonging to British and American merchants, which had been seized by the miscreant Benevades, we set off and pulled up unmolested, but finding nothing of consequence, turned to pull back again, when volleys of musketry were poured into us from both banks. We saw no one, and could do nothing but pull down as fast as possible, losing many men as we went. At last a few horsemen showed themselves. We had a carronade in the bow, which we instantly turned on them and discharged. This was just what they wanted. At the signal, a large boat filled with soldiers shoved out and boarded us. We fought, of course; but with so many wounded, and assailed by superior numbers, we had no chance, and were soon beaten. I received a tremendous blow on the back of the neck, which nearly killed me. Fortunately I did not fall. Those who did, or were too badly wounded to walk, were at once thrown into the river. The rest of us had our clothes stripped off, and some rags given us in exchange. A pair of trousers cut off at the knees, a ragged poncho, and a sombrero fell to my share. We were marched off to prison, where we lay three weeks. Every Chilian of our party was shot, while I and three other Europeans were exchanged for four of Benevadess officers.

Soon after this event, while at Valparaiso, I received a letter from my dear mother telling me that she was ill. I quitted the Chilian navy at once, and went home, alas! to see her die.

In 1822 I went to Naples, and was wrecked while on my way to Messina. In the following year I went to Sierra Leone as chief mate of a ship called the Gambia. Of nineteen persons who went out in that ship, only the captain, two coloured men, and myself lived to return.

Why, Mr Nobbs, interrupted John Buffett at this point, I used to think Id seen a deal o rough service, but I couldnt hold a candle to you, sir.

It is an unenviable advantage to have of you, returned the other, with a sad smile. However, Im getting near the end now. In all that I have said I have not told you what the Lord has done for my soul. Another time I will tell that to you. At present it is enough to say, that I had heard of your little island here, and of the wonderful accounts of it brought home at various times. I had an intense longing to reach it and devote my life to the service of Jesus. I sold all my little possessions, resolving to quit England for ever. But I could find no means of getting to Pitcairn. Leaving England, however, in November 1825, I reached Calcutta in May 1826, sailed thence for Valparaiso in 1827, and proceeded on to Callao. Here I fell in with Bunker, to whom you have all been so kind. Finding no vessel going in this direction, and my finances being nearly exhausted, I agreed on a plan with him. He had a launch of eighteen tons, a mere boat, as you know, but, being in bad health and without means, could not fit her out. I agreed to spend my all in fitting this launch for sea, on the understanding that I should become part proprietor, and that Bunker should accompany me to Pitcairn.

Well, you see, friends, we have managed it. Through the mercy of God we have, by our two selves, made this voyage of 3500 miles, and now I hope that my days of wandering are over, and that I shall begin here to do the work of the Prince of Peace; but, alas! I fear that my poor friend Bunkers days are numbered.

He was right. This bold adventurer, about whose history we know nothing, died a few weeks after his arrival at Pitcairn.




Chapter Thirty Four.

Farewell!

And now, at last, approached a crisis in the Life of Pitcairn, which had indeed been long foreseen, long dreaded, and often thought of, but seldom hinted at by the islanders.

Good, patient, long-enduring John Adams began to draw towards the end of his strange, unique, and glorious career. For him to live had been Christ, to die was gain. And he knew it.

George Nobbs, said he, about four months after the arrival of the former, the Lords ways are wonderful, past finding out, but always sure and safe. Nothing puzzles me so much as my own want of faith, when theres such good ground for confidence. But Gods book tells me to expect even that, he added, after a pause, with a faint smile. Does it not tell of the desperately wicked and deceitful heart?

True, Mr Adams, replied his friend, with the term of respect which he felt constrained to use, but it also tells of salvation to the uttermost.

Ay. I know that too, returned Adams, with a cheery smile. Well do I know that. But dont mister me, George. There are times when the little titles of this world are ridiculous. Such a time is now. I am going to leave you, George. The hour of my departure is at hand. Strange, how anxious I used to feel! I used to think, what if I am killed by a fall from the cliffs, or by sickness, and these poor helpless children should be left fatherless! The dear Lord sent me a rebuke. He sent John Buffett to help me. But John Buffett has not the experience, or the education thats needful. Not that I had education myself, but, somehow, my experience, beginnin as it did from the very beginnin, went a long way to counterbalance that. Then, anxious thoughts would rise up again. Want of faith, nothing else, George, nothing else. So the Lord rebuked me again, for he sent you.

Ah, father, I hope it is as you say. I dare hardly believe it, yet I earnestly hope so.

I have no doubt, now, resumed Adams. You have got just the qualities that are wanted. Regularly stored and victualled for the cruise. Theyll be far better off than ever they were before. If I had only trusted more I should have suffered less. But I was always thinking of John Adams. Ah! that has been the great curse of my life  John Adams!  as if everything depended on him. Why, continued the old man, kindling with a sudden burst of indignation, could I have saved these souls by merely teaching em readin and writin, or even by readin Gods book to em? Isnt it read every day by thousands to millions, against whom it falls like the sea on a great rock? Can the absence of temptation be pleaded, when here, in full force, there have been the most powerful temptations to disobedience continually? If that would have done, why were not all my brother mutineers saved from sin? It was not even when we read the Bible that deliverance came. I read it for ten years as a sealed book. No, George, no; it was when Gods Holy Spirit opened the eyes and the heart, that I an the dear women an childn became nothin, and fell in with His ways.

He stopped suddenly, as if exhausted, and his new friend led him gently to his house. Many loving eyes watched him as he went along, and many tender hearts beat for him, but better still, many true hearts prayed for him.

That night he became weaker, and next day he did not rise.

When this became known, all the settlement crowded to his house, while from his bed there was a constant coming and going of those who had the right to be nearest to him. Nursed by the loving women whom he had led  and whose childrens children he had led  to Jesus, and surrounded by men whom he had dandled, played with, reared, and counselled, he passed into the presence of God, to behold the King in his beauty, to be for ever with the Lord.

May we join him, reader, you and I, when our time comes!

On a tombstone over a grave under the banyan-tree near his house, is the simple record, John Adams, died 5th March 1829, aged 65.



And here our tale must end, for the good work which we have sought to describe has no end. Yet, for the sake of those who have a regard for higher things than a mere tale, we would add a few words before making our farewell bow.

The colony of Pitcairn still exists and flourishes. But many changes have occurred since Adams left the scene, though the simple, guileless spirit of the people remains unchanged.

Here is a brief summary of its history since 1829.

George Nobbs had gained the affections of the people before Adamss death, and he at once filled the vacant place as well as it was possible for a stranger to do so.

In 1830 the colony consisted of nearly ninety souls, and it had for some time been a matter of grave consideration that the failure of water by drought might perhaps prove a terrible calamity. It was therefore proposed by Government that the people of Pitcairn should remove to Otaheite, or, to give the island its modern name, Tahiti. There was much division of opinion among the islanders, and Mr Nobbs objected. However, the experiment was tried, and it failed signally. The whole community was transported in a ship to Tahiti in March 1831.

But the loose manners and evil habits of many of the people there had such an effect on the Pitcairners that they took the first opportunity of returning to their much-loved island. John Buffett and a few families went first. The remainder soon followed in an American brig.

Thereafter, life on the Lonely Island flowed as happily as ever for many years, with the exception of a brief but dark interval, when a scoundrel, named Joshua Hill, went to the island, passed himself off as an agent of the British Government, misled the trusting inhabitants, and established a reign of terror, ill-treating Nobbs, Buffett, and Evans, whom for a time he compelled to quit the place. Fortunately this impostor was soon found out and removed. The banished men returned, and all went well again.

Rear-Admiral Moresby visited Pitcairn in 1851, and experienced a warm reception. Finding that the people wished Mr Nobbs to be ordained, he took him to England for this purpose. The faithful pastor did not fail to interest the English public in the romantic isle of which God had given him the oversight. During his visit he was presented to the Queen, who gave him portraits of herself and the Royal family. The Society for the Propagation of the Gospel placed Mr Nobbs on their missionary list, with a salary of 50 pounds per annum.

Soon after this the increasing population of Pitcairn Island rendered it necessary that the islanders should find a wider home. Government, therefore, offered them houses and land in Norfolk Island, a penal settlement from which the convicts had been removed. Of course the people shrank from the idea of leaving Pitcairn when it was first proposed, but ultimately assented, and were landed on Norfolk Island, hundreds of miles from their old home, in June 1856. On this lovely spot the descendants of the mutineers of the Bounty have lived ever since, under the care of that loved pastor on whom John Adams had dropped his mantle.

We believe that the Reverend George H. Nobbs is still alive. At all events he was so last year, (1879), having written a letter in June to the Secretary of the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel, in which, among other things, he speaks of the rapidly increasing community, now numbering 370 persons. He adds I am becoming very feeble from age, and my memory fails me in consequence of an operation at the back of my neck for carbuncle two years since; and goes on to tell of the flourishing condition of his flock.

In regard to the other personages who have figured in our little tale, very few, perhaps none, now survive. So late as the year 1872 we read in a pamphlet of the Melanesian Mission, that George Adams and his sister, Rachel Evans, (both over seventy years of age), were present at an evening service in Norfolk Island, and that Arthur Quintal was still alive, though quite imbecile. But dear Otaheitan Sally and her loving Charlie and all the rest had long before joined the Church above.

There was, however, a home-sick party of the Pitcairners who could by no means reconcile themselves to the new home. These left it not very long after landing in 1856, and returned to their beloved Pitcairn. Multiplying by degrees, as the first settlers had done, they gradually became an organised community; and now, while we write, the palm-groves of Pitcairn resound with the shouts of childrens merriment and with the hymn of praise as in days of yore. A.J.R. McCoy is chief magistrate, and a Simon Young acts as minister, doctor, and schoolmaster, while his daughter, Rosalind Amelia, assists in the school.

In a report from the chief magistrate, we learn that, although still out of the beaten track of commerce, the Pitcairners are more frequently visited by whalers than they used to be. Their simplicity of life, manners, and piety appears to be unchanged. He says, among other things:  

No work is done on the Sabbath-day. We have a Bible-class every Wednesday, and a prayer-meeting the first Friday of each month. Every family has morning and evening prayers without intermission. We have a public or church library, at which all may read. Clothing we generally get from whalers who call in for refreshments. No alcoholic liquors of any kind are used on the island, except for medical purposes. A drunkard is unknown here.

So the good seed sown under such peculiar circumstances at the beginning of the century continues to grow and spread and flourish, bringing forth fruit to the glory of God. Thus He causes light to spring out of darkness, good to arise out of evil; and the Lonely Island, once an almost unknown rock in the Pacific Ocean, was made a centre of blessed Christian influence soon after the time when it became  the refuge of the mutineers.

THE END


PHILOSOPHER JACK
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Chapter One.

Treats of our Hero and Others.

If the entire circuit of a friends conversation were comprised in the words Dont and Do,  it might perhaps be taken for granted that his advice was not of much value; nevertheless, it is a fact that Philosopher Jacks most intimate and valuable  if not valued  friend never said anything to him beyond these two words. Nor did he ever condescend to reason. He listened, however, with unwearied patience to reasoning, but when Jack had finished reasoning and had stated his proposed course of action, he merely said to him, Dont, or Do.

For what end was I created? said the philosopher, gloomily.

Wise and momentous question when seriously put, but foolish remark, if not worse, when flung out in bitterness of soul!

Jack, whose other name was Edwin, and his age nineteen, was a student. Being of an argumentative turn of mind, his college companions had dubbed him Philosopher. Tall, strong, active, kindly, hilarious, earnest, reckless, and impulsive, he was a strange compound, with a handsome face, a brown fluff on either cheek, and a moustache like a ladys eyebrow. Moreover, he was a general favourite, yet this favoured youth, sitting at his table in his own room, sternly repeated the question  in varied form and with increased bitterness Why was I born at all?

Deep wrinkles of perplexity sat on his youthful brow. Evidently he could not answer his own question, though in early life his father had carefully taught him the Shorter Catechism with proofs, while his good old mother had enforced and exemplified the same. His taciturn friend was equally unable, or unwilling, to give a reply.

After prolonged meditation, Jack relieved his breast of a deep sigh and re-read a letter which lay open on his desk. Having read it a third time with knitted brows, he rose, went to the window, and gazed pathetically on the cats parade, as he styled his prospect of slates and chimney cans.

So, said he at last, my dreams are over; prospects gone; hopes collapsed  all vanished like the baseless fabric of a vision.

He turned from the cats parade, on which the shades of evening were descending, to the less romantic contemplation of his empty fire-grate.

Now, said he, re-seating himself at his table and stretching his long legs under it, the question is, What am I to do? shall I kick at fate, throw care, like physic, to the dogs, cut the whole concern, and go to sea?

Dont, said his taciturn friend, speaking distinctly for the first time.

Or, continued Jack, shall I meekly bow to circumstances, and struggle with my difficulties as best I may?

Do, replied his friend, whose name, by the way, was Conscience.

For a long time the student sat gazing at the open letter in silence. It was from his father, and ran thus:  

Dear Teddie,  Its a long time now that Ive been thinkin to write you, and couldnt a-bear to give you such a heavy disappointment but cant putt it off no longer, and, as your mother, poor soul, says, its the Lords will and cant be helped  which, of course, it shouldnt be helped if thats true  but  well, howsomever, its of no use beatin about the bush no longer. The seasons have been bad for some years past, and its all Ive been able to do to make the two ends meet, with your mother slavin like a nigger patchin up the childns old rags till theyre like Josephs coat after the wild beast had done its worst on it  though we are given to understand that the only wild beasts as had to do with that coat was Josephs own brothers. Almost since ever I left the North of England  a small boy  and began to herd cattle on the Border hills, Ive had a strange wish to be a learned man, and ever since I took to small farmin, and perceived that such was not to be my lot in life, Ive had a powerful desire to see my eldest son  thats you, dear boy  trained in scientific pursoots, all the more that you seemed to have a natural thirst that way yourself. Your mother, good soul, in her own broad tongue  which Ive picked up somethin of myself through livin twenty year with her  was used to say she wad raither see her laddie trained in ways o wisdom than o book-learnin, which Im agreed to myself, though it seems to me the two are more or less mixed up. Howsomever, its all up now, my boy; youll have to fight your own battle and pay your own way, for Ive not got one shillin to rub on another, except whatll pay the rent; and, what with the grey mare breakin her leg an the turnips failin, the look-out ahead is darkish at the best.

The letter finished with some good advice and a blessing.

To be left thus without resources, just when the golden gates of knowledge were opening, and a few dazzling gleams of the glory had pierced his soul, was a crushing blow to the poor student. If he had been a true philosopher, he would have sought counsel on his knees, but his philosophy was limited; he only took counsel with himself and the immediate results were disastrous.

Yes, said he, with an impulsive gush, Ill go to sea.

Dont, said his quiet friend.

But, regardless of this advice, Edwin Jack smote the table with his clenched fist so violently that his pen leapt out of its ink-bottle and wrote its own signature on one of his books. He rose in haste and rang the bell.

Mrs Niven, he said to his landlady, let me know how much I owe you. Im about to leave town  and  and wont return.

Ech! Maister Jack; what for? exclaimed the astonished landlady.

Because Im a beggar, replied the youth, with a bitter smile, and I mean to go to sea.

Hoots! Maister Jack, yere jokin.

Indeed I am very far from joking, Mrs Niven; I have no money, and no source of income. As I dont suppose you would give me board and lodging for nothing, I mean to leave.

Toots! yere haverin, persisted Mrs Niven, who was wont to treat her young men with motherly familiarity. Tak time to think ot, an yell be in anither mind the morns mornin. Nae doot yere

Now, my good woman, interrupted Jack, firmly but kindly, dont bother me with objections or advice, but do what I bid you  theres a good soul; be off.

Mrs Niven saw that she had no chance of impressing her lodger in his present mood; she therefore retired, while Jack put on a rough pilot-cloth coat and round straw hat in which he was wont at times to go boating. Thus clad, he went off to the docks of the city in which he dwelt; the name of which city it is not important that the reader should know.

In a humble abode near the said docks a bulky sea-captain lay stretched in his hammock, growling. The prevailing odours of the neighbourhood were tar, oil, fish, and marine-stores. The sea-captains room partook largely of the same odours, and was crowded with more than an average share of the stores. It was a particularly small room, with charts, telescopes, speaking-trumpets, log-lines, sextants, portraits of ships, sou-westers, oil-cloth coats and leggings on the walls; model ships suspended from the beams overhead; sea-boots, coils of rope, kegs, and handspikes on the floor; and great shells, earthenware ornaments, pagodas, and Chinese idols on the mantel-piece. In one corner stood a childs crib. The hammock swung across the room like a heavy cloud about to descend and overwhelm the whole. This simile was further borne out by the dense volumes of tobacco smoke in which the captain enveloped himself, and through which his red visage loomed over the edge of the hammock like a lurid setting sun.

For a few minutes the clouds continued to multiply and thicken. No sound broke the calm that prevailed, save a stertorous breathing, with an occasional hitch in it. Suddenly there was a convulsion in the clouds, and one of the hitches developed into a tremendous cough. There was something almost awe-inspiring in the cough. The captain was a huge and rugged man. His cough was a terrible compound of a choke, a gasp, a rend, and a roar. Only lungs of sole-leather could have weathered it. Each paroxysm suggested the idea that the mans vitals were being torn asunder; but not content with that, the exasperated mariner made matters worse by keeping up a continual growl of indignant remonstrance in a thunderous undertone.

Hah! that was a splitter. A few more hug  sh! ha! like that will burst the biler entirety. Polly  hallo!

The lurid sun appeared to listen for a moment, then opening its mouth it shouted, Polly  ahoy! as if it were hailing the maintop of a seventy-four.

Immediately there was a slight movement in one corner of the room, and straightway from out a mass of marine-stores there emerged a fairy! At least, the little girl, of twelve or thereabouts, who suddenly appeared, with rich brown tumbling hair, pretty blue eyes, faultless figure, and ineffable sweetness in every lineament of her little face, might easily have passed for a fairy or an angel.

What! caught you napping? growled the captain in the midst of a paroxysm.

Only a minute, father; I couldnt help it, replied Polly, with a little laugh, as she ran to the fireplace and took up a saucepan that simmered there.

Here, look alive! shove along! hand it up! Im chokin!

The child held the saucepan as high as she could towards the hammock. The captain, reaching down one of his great arms, caught it and took a steaming draught. It seemed to relieve him greatly.

Youre a trump for gruel, Polly, he growled, returning the saucepan. Now then, up with the pyramid, and give us a nor-wester.

The child returned the saucepan to the fireplace, and then actively placed a chair nearly underneath the hammock. Upon the chair she set a stool, and on the top she perched herself. Thus she was enabled to grasp the lurid sun by two enormous whiskers, and, putting her lips out, gave it a charming nor-wester, which was returned with hyperborean violence. Immediately after, Polly ducked her head, and thus escaped being blown away, like a Hindoo mutineer from a cannons mouth, as the captain went off in another fit.

Oh! father, said Polly, quite solemnly, as she descended and looked up from a comparatively safe distance, isnt it awful?

Yes, Poll, its about the wust un Ive had since I came from Barbadoes; but the last panful has mollified it, I think, and your nor-wester has Pollyfied it, so, turn into your bunk, old girl, an take a nap. Youve much need of it, poor thing.

No, father, if I get into my crib Ill sleep so heavy that you wont be able to wake me. Ill just lie down where I was before.

Well, well  among the rubbish if ye prefer it; no matter slong as you have a snooze, growled the captain as he turned over, while the fairy disappeared into the dark recess from which she had risen.

Just then a tap was heard at the door. Come in, roared the captain. A tall, broad-shouldered, nautical-looking man entered, took off his hat, and stood before the hammock, whence the captain gave him a stern, searching glance, and opened fire on him with his pipe.

Forgive me if I intrude, Captain Samson, said the stranger; I know you, although you dont know me. You start to-morrow or next day, I understand, for Melbourne?

Wind and weather permittin, growled the captain. Well, what then?

Have you completed your crew? asked the stranger.

Nearly. What then? replied the captain with a touch of ferocity, for he felt sensations of an approaching paroxysm.

Will you engage me? asked Philosopher Jack, for it was he.

In what capacity? demanded the captain somewhat sarcastically.

As an ordinary seaman  or a boy if you will, replied Edwin, with a smile.

No, growled Samson, decisively, I wont engage you; men with kid gloves and white hands dont suit me.

From the mere force of habit the young student had pulled on his gloves on leaving his lodging, and had only removed that of the right hand on entering the captains dwelling. He now inserted a finger at the wrist of the left-hand glove, ripped it off, and flung it with its fellow under the grate. Thereafter he gathered some ashes and soot from the fireplace, with which he put his hands on a footing with those of a coal-heaver.

Will you take me now, captain? he said, returning to the hammock, and spreading out his hands.

The captain gave vent to a short laugh, which brought on a tremendous fit, at the conclusion of which he gasped, Yes, my lad, praps I will; but first I must know something about you.

Certainly, said the philosopher, and at once gave the captain a brief outline of his circumstances.

Well, you know your own affairs best said Captain Samson when he had finished; Im no judge of such a case, but as youre willin to ship, Im willin to ship you. Come here before ten to-morrow. Good night. There, its a-comin  hash  k  !

In the midst of another furious paroxysm Edwin Jack retired.

Not long after, the captain raised himself on one elbow, listened intently for a few seconds, and, having satisfied himself that Polly was asleep, slipped from his hammock  as only seamen know how  and proceeded to dress with the utmost caution. He was evidently afraid of the little sleeper among the rubbish. It was quite interesting to observe the quiet speed with which he thrust his great limbs into his ample garments, gazing anxiously all the time at Pollys corner.

Issuing from his own door with the step of an elephantine mouse, the captain went rapidly through several streets to the house of an intimate friend, whom he found at supper with his wife and family.

Evenin, Bailie Trench; how are ee, Mrs T? hows everybody? said the captain, in a hearty rasping voice, as he shook hands right and left, while one of his huge legs was taken possession of, and embraced, by the bailies only daughter, a pretty little girl of six.

Why, Samson, exclaimed the bailie, after quiet had been restored, and his friend had been thrust into a chair with little Susan on his knee, I thought you were laid up with influenza  eh?

So I was, bailie, an so I am, replied the captain; leastwise Im still on the sick-list, and was in my hammock till about half an hour ago, but Im gettin round fast. The night air seems to do me a world o good  contrariwise to doctors expectations.

Have some supper? said Mrs Trench, who was a weakish lady with watery eyes.

No supper, Mrs T, thank ee; the fact is, Ive come on business. I should be on my beam-ends by rights. Im absent without leave, an have only a few minutes to spare. The passenger I spoke of has changed his mind and his berth is free, so Im glad to be able to take your son Ben after all. But hell have to get ready quick, for the Lively Poll sails the day after to-morrow or next day  all bein well.

The eyes of young Benjamin Trench sparkled. He was a tall, thin, rather quiet lad of eighteen.

I can be ready to-night if you wish it, Captain Samson, he said, with a flush on his usually pale face.

Beside Mrs Trench there sat a sturdy little boy. He was the bosom friend of Ben  a bright ruddy fellow of fourteen, overflowing with animal spirits, and with energy enough for three lads of his size. This youths countenance fell so visibly when Ben spoke of going away, that Mrs Trench could not help noticing it.

Why, whats the matter, Wilkins? she asked.

Oh, nothing! returned the boy, only I dont like to hear Ben speak of leaving us all and going to Australia. And I would give all the world to go with him. Wont you take me as a cabin boy, Captain Samson?

Sorry I cant, lad, said the captain, with a grin, got a cabin boy already.

Besides, your father would not let you, said Mrs Trench, and it would never do to go without his leave. Only misfortune could come of that.

Humph! its very hard, pouted the boy. I wanted him to get me into the navy, and he wouldnt; and now I want him to get me into the merchant service, and he wont. But Ill go in spite of him.

No, you wont, Watty, said Ben, laying his hand on his friends shoulder.

Yes, Ben, I will, returned little Wilkins, with such an air of determination that every one except Ben laughed.

Now, bailie, said the captain, rising, Im off. The truth is, I wouldnt have come if it had not been important to let you know at once to get your boy ready; but I had no one to send except Polly, and I wouldnt send her out at night by herself for all the wealth of Indy. Moreover, she wouldnt have let me out to-night for any consideration whatever. Shes very strict with me, is my little keeper. I wouldnt for the world she should wake and find me gone. So, good-night all.

Ten minutes more, and the guilty man entered his dwelling on tiptoe. In order to get into his hammock with extreme caution he forsook his ancient method of a spring, and mounted on an empty cask. The cask was not equal to the emergency. He went through the head of it with a hideous crash! Spurning it from him, he had just time to plunge into his place of repose and haul the clothes over him, when Polly emerged from her lair with wondering eyes.

What ever was that, father?

Nothin, my dear, nothin in partickler  only a cask I kicked over. Now, then, Poll, since youre keepin me awake in this fashion, its your dooty to soothe me with an extra panful, and another nor-wester  so, up wi the pyramid; and after youve done it you must turn into your crib. Ill not want you again to-night; the coughs much better. There  thank ee. Pollyfy me now  thats right. Good-night.

Oh, base mariner! little did you merit such a pleasant termination to your evenings work; but you are not the only wicked man in this world who receives more than he deserves.

Two days after the incidents just related a noble ship spread her canvas to a favouring breeze, and bowing farewell to her port of departure, commenced the long long voyage to the Antipodes.

She was not a passenger ship, but a trader; nevertheless there were a few passengers on her quarter-deck, and among these towered the colossal figure of Captain Samson. Beside him, holding his hand, stood a fairy-like little creature with brown curls and pretty blue eyes. Not far from her, leaning over the bulwarks, Benjamin Trench frantically waved a handkerchief and wiped his eyes. The signal was responded to, with equal feeling, by the bailie, his wife, and little Susan. A good number of people, young and old, assembled at the pier-head, among whom many waved handkerchiefs, and hands, and scarfs, and hats to the crew.

Among the sailors who gazed wistfully towards the pier was one who made no farewell signal, and received no parting wave. Philosopher Jack had concealed his intention of going to sea from all his college chums, and a bitter feeling of loneliness oppressed his heart as he thought of his old father and mother, and the lowly cottage on the Border hills. He had not, indeed, acted in direct opposition to the wishes of his parents, but he had disobeyed the well-known Scripture command to do them honour, for he had resolved on his course of action without consulting them, or asking their advice. He felt that he had very selfishly forsaken them in their old age; in the hour of their sore distress, and at a time when they stood woefully in need of his strong muscles, buoyant spirit, and energetic brain. In short, Edwin Jack began to feel that he required all his philosophy, and something more, to enable him to face the future with the unflinching courage of a man.

So the ship moved slowly on, revealing on her stern the Lively Poll in letters of burnished gold  past the pier-head, down the broad river, out upon the widening firth, beyond lighthouse, buoy, and beacon, until at last the fresh Atlantic breezes filled her snowy sails.

And ever as she rose and sank upon the rolling waves, their swish and thud fell strangely on the ear of one who lay deep down in the recesses of the hull, where  among barrels of pork, and casks of tar, and cans of oil, and coils of rope, and other unsavoury stores  he consorted with rats and mice and an uneasy conscience, in thick darkness. This was a stowaway. He was a sturdy, bright, ruddy little fellow of fourteen. Down in that unwholesome place, with a few ship-biscuits and a bottle of water to keep him alive, he would have looked like a doubled-up overgrown hedgehog if there had been light enough to reveal him.

Thus, with its little world of hopes and fears, its cares and pleasures, and its brave, trembling, trusting, sorrowing, joyful, anxious, reckless hearts, the good ship passed from the shores of Britain, until her sails quivered like a petrels wings on the horizon, and then vanished into the boundless bosom of the mighty sea.




Chapter Two.

Tells of a Ghost and an Overwhelming Disaster.

It may seem strange, nevertheless it is true, that ignorance is a misfortune which now and then results in good. Of course we do not make this remark in commendation of ignorance, but if Baldwin Burr had not been ignorant and densely stupid, Philosopher Jack would not have had the pleasure of instructing him, and the seaman himself would not have enjoyed that close intimacy which frequently subsists between teacher and pupil. Even Polly Samson derived benefit from Baldwins want of knowledge, for, being remarkably intelligent for her years, and having been well taught, she took great pleasure in enlightening his darkness.

How is it, she asked one day, while sitting on the cabin skylight and looking up in the mans rugged countenance, how is it that you are so stupid?

Burr, who was steering, gave the wheel a turn, looked up at the mast-head, then round the horizon, then down at his questioner with a bland smile, and said  

Well now, Miss Polly, dee know, thats wot I cant exactly tell. Praps its cause of a natral want of brains, or, maybe, cause the brains is too much imbedded in fat  for Im a fleshy man, as you see  or, praps its cause I never went to school, my parients bein poor, uncommon poor, though remarkably honest. Ive sometimes thought, wen meditatin on the subject, that my havin bin born of a Friday may have had somethin to do with it.

Oh, Baldwin, said Polly with a little laugh, surely you cant believe that. Father says its all nonsense about Friday being an unlucky day.

Praps it is, an praps it aint, returned the cautious seaman. I regard your father, my dear, as a deeply learned man, and would give in, if I could, to wotever he says, but facts is facts, and opinions is opinions, you cant change that, nohow you fix it. Wots the capns opinions, now, as to ghosts?

He dont believe in em at all, was Pollys prompt answer. No more do I, for father knows everything, and hes always right.

Hes a lucky man to have you, Polly, and theres a lucky boy knockin about the world somewheres lookin out for you. A good daughter, its said, inwariably makes a good wife; which you dont understand just now, but youll come to in course of time. Howsever, as I wos observin, Ive been of the same opinion as your father till two nights ago, when I heard a ghost right under the deck, it seemed to me, blow my hammock, where theres nothin but ships stores and rats.

Heard a ghost! exclaimed Polly, with opening eyes.

Ay, an seed im too, said Burr. Night before yesterday I heerd im as plain as I hear myself. He wos groanin, an its quite impossible that a tar-barrel, or a cask, or a rat, could groan. The only thing that puzzled me wos that he seemed to snore; more than that he sneezed once or twice. Now, I never heard it said that a ghost could sleep or catch cold. Did you, Polly?

Polly laughed and said that she never did, and asked eagerly what the ghost was like.

It was wery much like an ornary man of small size, said the seaman, but it were too dark to make out its face. I know the figure of every soul in the ship by this time, an I could swear before a maginstrate, or a bench of bishops, that the ghost is neither one of the crew nor a passenger.

Why didnt you speak to it? asked Polly.

So I did speak to it, but it wouldnt answer; then I made a grab at it, but it was as active as a kitten, dodged round the mainmast, flew fored on inwisible wings, and went slap down the fore-scuttle, head first, with a crash that would have broke the neck of anything but a ghost.

At this interesting point the conversation was interrupted by Edwin Jack, whose turn it was to relieve the man at the wheel. He nodded to Polly as he came up, took his post, and received the ships course from Burr, who thrust his hands into his pockets, and left the quarter-deck.

Edwin was by this time a considerably changed man, although but a few days at sea. The rough blue trousers, guernsey, and pea-jacket, took as naturally to his strong limbs as if he had been born and bred a sailor; and already some huge blisters, a few scars, and not a little tar, had rendered his hands creditable.

Steering at the time was a mere matter of form, as a dead calm prevailed. Our philosopher therefore amused himself and Polly with commentaries on the ghost-subject which Burr had raised.

Late that night, when the stars were shining in a cloudless sky, and winking at their reflections in the glassy ocean, the ghost appeared to Edwin Jack. It was on this wise:

Jack, being one of the watch on deck, went to the port bulwarks near the foremast shrouds, leant over, and, gazing down into the reflected sky, thought sadly of past, present, and future. Tiring at last of his meditations, he went towards a man who appeared to be skulking under the shadow of the long-boat and remarked that it was a fine night, but the man made no reply.

A most enjoyable night, shipmate, he said, going closer.

Im glad you think so, said the ghost, its anything but enjoyable to me. The state of the weather hasnt much effect, either one way or another, on a fellow who is half-dead with hunger, half-choked with a cold caught among the rats and stores, and half-killed by a tumble down the fore-scuttle, or whatever may be the name of that vile ladder that leads to the regions below.

Surely, exclaimed Jack in surprise, seizing the ghost by the shoulders and looking close into its face, I have heard your voice before now, and, eh?  no, I dont know you.

Yes, Philosopher Jack, you do know me, returned the ghost; Ive had the honour of playing cricket with you on the green, though youve forgotten me, and no wonder, for Ive suffered much from bad air and sea-sickness of late. My name is Walter, more familiarly Watty Wilkins.

Little Wilkins! exclaimed Jack, in surprise, well, you are changed; you dont mean to say that youve run away from home?

Thats just what Ive done, said the poor lad in a tone of despondency; but youve no occasion to shake your head at me so solemnly, for, to all appearance, you have run away too.

No, Wilkins, you are wrong, I have walked away, being my own master, and I have done it openly, though I admit somewhat hastily

Jack was interrupted at that moment by Ben Trench laying a hand on his shoulder.

It strikes me, he said, in some surprise, that I recognise the voice of a townsman  Mister Jack, if I mistake not?

No, sir, replied the philosopher, not Mister, only Edwin Jack, seaman aboard the Lively Poll. You are right, however, in styling me townsman. Allow me to introduce you to another townsman, Mr Watty Wilkins, stowaway on board of the same vessel!

Trench had not, in the darkness, recognised his friend. He now seized him by both shoulders, and peering into his face, said  

O Watty, Watty, have you really done it? I had thought better of you.

I said I would do it, and Ive done it, returned the little youth somewhat testily; and now I want to know what is to be done next.

Report yourself and take the consequences, said Jack, promptly.

This advice being seconded by Ben Trench, Watty Wilkins went aft to the captain, who had just come on deck, touched his cap, and confessed himself.

For some moments the captain spoke not a word, but looked at the young culprit with a portentous frown. Then, uttering something like a deep bass growl, he ordered the lad to follow him into his private cabin. When there, Captain Samson seated himself on a locker, and with a hand on each knee, glared at his prisoner so long and so fiercely from under his shaggy brows, that Watty, in spite of his recklessness, began to feel uneasy.

So, youngster, youve run away? he said at length, in deep solemnity.

Yes, sir, replied Wilkins.

And you think yourself a fine clever fellow, no doubt?

No, sir, I dont, said Watty, with much humility.

I knew your father, boy, continued the captain, assuming a softer and more serious tone, and I think he is a good man.

He is, sir, returned the boy promptly.

Ay, and he is a kind man; he has been kind to you, I think.

Watty hung his head.

He has fed you, clothed you, educated you since you was a babby; nursed you, maybe, in sickness, and prayed for you, no doubt that God would make you a good, obedient and loving son.

The boys head drooped still lower.

And for all this, continued the captain, you have repaid him by running away. Now, my lad, as you have made your bed you shall lie on it. Ill clap your nose to the grindstone, and keep it there. Steward!

A smart little man answered to the call.

Take this boy fored, and teach him to clean up. Dont spare him.

In obedience to this order the steward took little Wilkins forward and introduced him to the cook, who introduced him to the coppers and scrubbing brushes. From that day forward Master Watty became deeply versed in the dirty work and hard work of the ship, so that all the romance of a sea life was driven out of him, and its stern realities were implanted. In less than three weeks there was not a cup, saucer, or plate in the ship that Watty had not washed; not a brass that he had not polished and re-polished; not a copper that he had not scraped; not an inch of the deck that he had not swabbed. But it must not be supposed that he groaned under this labour. Although reckless, hasty, and inconsiderate, he was not mean-spirited. Making up his mind to do his best in the circumstances, he went cheerfully to his dirty work, and did it well.

You see, said he to Philosopher Jack, as they chanced one dark night to have a few minutes talk together near the weather gangway, where Watty paused on his way to the caboose with a soup-tureen, as the captain says, Ive made the bed myself, so I must lie on it and Im resolved to lie straight, and not kick.

Right, Watty, right, said Jack, with a sigh; we have both been fools, so must grin and bear it.

Watty greeted this remark, to Jacks surprise, with a sudden and unexpected yell, as he received a cut from a ropes-end over the back.

What, idling, eh? cried the steward, flourishing the ropes-end again.

In a burst of rage the poor boy raised the soup-tureen, and would infallibly have shattered it on the mans head if Jack had not caught his arm.

Come, Wilkins, mind what youre about, he said, pushing him towards the forepart of the ship to prevent a scuffle.

A moments reflection sufficed to convince Wilkins of the folly, as well as uselessness, of rebellion. Pocketing his pride and burning with indignation, he walked forward, while the tyrannical steward went grumbling to his own private den.

It chanced that night that the captain, ignorant of what had occurred, sent for the unfortunate stowaway, for the mitigation of whose sorrows his friend Ben Trench had, more than once, pleaded earnestly, but in vain. The captain invariably replied that Watty had acted ungratefully and rebelliously to a kind father, and it was his duty to let him bear the full punishment of his conduct.

Watty was still smarting from the ropes-end when he entered the cabin.

Youngster, said the captain, sternly, I sent for you to tell you of a fact that came to my knowledge just before we left port. Your father told me that, being unwilling to disappoint you in your desires, he had managed to get a situation of some sort for you on board a well-known line of ocean steamers, and he only waited to get the thing fairly settled before letting you know about it. There, you may go fored and think what you have lost by running away.

Without a word of reply Watty left the cabin. His days work had just been completed. He turned into his hammock, and, laying his head on his pillow, quietly wept himself to sleep.

Aint you rather hard on the poor boy, father? said Polly, who had witnessed the interview.

Not so hard as you think, little woman, answered the captain, stroking the childs head with his great hand; that little rascal has committed a great sin. He has set out on the tracks of the prodigal son youve often read about, an hes not sufficiently impressed with his guilt. When I get him into a proper frame o mind Ill not be so hard on him. Now, Polly, go putt your doll to bed, and dont criticise your father.

Polly seized the huge whiskers of her sire, and giving him an unsolicited nor-wester, which was duly returned, went off to her little cot.

We do not mean to trouble the reader with all the incidents of a prolonged voyage to southern latitudes, during which Philosopher Jack formed a strong friendship with Ben Trench and Watty Wilkins; continued his instruction of the amiable and unfathomable Baldwin Burr, and became a general favourite with the crew of the Lively Poll. Suffice it to say that all went well, and the good ship sailed along under favouring breezes without mishap of any kind until she reached that great ocean whose unknown waters circle round the Southern Pole.

Here, however, good fortune forsook them, and contrary-gales baffling the Lively Poll drove her out of her course, while tumbling billows buffeted her severely.

One night a dead calm prevailed. The air became hot, clouds rose rapidly over the sky, and the barometer  that faithful friend of the mariner  fell unusually low.

How dreadfully dark it is getting, said Polly, in a low, half-frightened tone to Baldwin Burr, who was at the wheel.

Were going to have a night of it, my dear, replied the seaman.

If he had said that the winds and waves were going to have a night of it Baldwin Burr would have been more strictly correct. He had scarcely uttered the words when the captain gave orders to close-reef the top-sails. Our philosopher, springing aloft with his comrades, was out on the top-sail yard in a few seconds. Scarcely had the sails been reefed when the gale burst upon the ship, and almost laid her flat upon the foaming sea. At first the very violence of the wind kept the waves down, but they gradually rose until the ship was tossed on their crests and engulfed in their hollows like a cork. As the force of the gale increased sail was further reduced, until nothing but a mere rag was left and even this at last was split and blown to ribbons. Inky clouds soon obscured the sky, and, as night descended on the wild scene, the darkness became so intense that nothing could be seen except the pale gleam of foaming billows as they flashed past over the bulwarks. In the midst of the turmoil there came a blinding flash of lightning, followed instantly by a terrible crash of thunder. This was succeeded by a sound of rending which was not the result of elemental strife.

Foremast gone, sir, cried one of the men, staggering aft.

Seizing an axe, the captain sprang forward. Edwin Jack followed. They found the ships-carpenter already at work cutting the shrouds and other ropes that held the wreck of the mast. As flashes of lightning followed in quick succession they revealed a scene of ruin on the forepart of the vessel, with the tall figure of Edwin as he stood on the bulwarks wielding an axe. At last the wreck was cleared, but the seas were now bursting over the decks and sweeping away everything not made fast. Among other things the long-boat was carried away, and ere long all the other boats were torn from their fastenings or destroyed. It was a fearful night. Even the most reckless among the sailors were overawed by such a display of the terrors of God. At such times scoffers are wont to become tremblers, and those who trust in God find Him a very present help in trouble.

The gale was as short-lived as it was fierce. By the dawn of the following day it had abated considerably, and it was found that less damage had been done to the ship than might have been expected.

Were all right, Polly, thank God! said the captain, earnestly, when he ventured to open the companion hatch and go below. You prayed for us, dear, didnt you?

Yes, father, I did; I prayed that our lives might be spared, if He pleased.

Well, Polly, our prayers have been answered, said the captain; our lives are spared and the ship is safe, though weve lost the foremast and the boats. However, that can be putt to rights; well rig up a jury-mast and get on famously, so keep up your heart, old girl, and give us a nor  . There, youd better stay below yet awhile; its dirty on deck.

The weather was not long of improving. A profound calm followed the storm. Bright sunshine banished the thunder-clouds. The contrast between the dangers just past and the peaceful condition that prevailed had the effect of raising the spirits of all on board the Lively Poll to an unusual height, so that snatches of song, whistling, and cheery remarks, were heard on all sides among the busy crew as they rigged up a new mast, bent on new sails, and repaired the various damages. When night put a stop to their labours, and every one sought repose, except the watch and the captain and the man at the wheel, the same peaceful calm continued. Only the long undulating swell of ocean remained to tell of the recent storm, while the glassy surface reflected a universe of stars.

It was at this time of profound repose and fancied security that the death-knell of the Lively Poll was sounded. In the southern seas there is a little creature, named the coral insect (of which we shall have more to say hereafter), which is ever at work building walls and ramparts on the bottom of the sea. These rise by degrees to the surface,  rise above it  and finally become some of the fairest isles of the Pacific. Charts tell of the isles, but no charts can tell the locality of coral reefs which have just, or barely, reached the surface. The Lively Poll was forging slowly ahead under a puff of air that only bulged her top-sails as she rose and sank on the majestic swell. Presently she rose high, and was then let down on a coral reef with such violence that the jury-mast with the main-topmast and all the connected rigging, went over the side. Another swell lifted her off, and flung her on the oceans breast a total wreck.

The scene that followed may be imagined. Whatever could be done by an able and active seaman in such an emergency was done by Captain Samson. Water was rushing in through the shattered hull. To pass a sail under the ships bottom and check this was the first act. Then the pumps were rigged and worked by all on board. Besides Ben Trench there were three gentlemen passengers. These took their turn with the rest, but all was of no avail. The ship was sinking. The utmost efforts of those whose lives seemed dependent on her only delayed the final catastrophe.

There is no hope, said the captain in a low tone to his chief mate, to whom he gave some rapid orders, and went below.

It was daybreak, and the first gleam of light that leaped over the glassy sea tinged the golden curls of Polly Samson as she lay sleeping on one of the cabin sofas. She awoke and started up.

Lie still, darling, and rest as long as you may, said the captain in a low tender voice, and pray, Polly, pray for us again. God is able to save to the uttermost, my pet.

He said this without pausing, as he went to his berth and brought out a sextant, with which he returned on deck.

Standing near the foot of the companion-ladder, Watty Wilkins had heard the words, There is no hope, and the few sentences addressed to the child. His impressionable spirit leapt to the conclusion that the fate of all on board was sealed. He knew that the boats had all been swept away, and a feeling of profound despair seized him. This was quickly followed by contrition for his past conduct and pity for his father, under the impulse of which he sat down in a corner of the stewards pantry and groaned aloud. Then he wrote a few lines in pencil on a piece of paper, bidding farewell to his father. Often had he read of such messages from the sea being wafted ashore in bottles, but little did he expect ever to have occasion to write one. He had just put the paper in a bottle, corked it up, and dropped it out of one of the cabin windows, when he was summoned on deck, and found that a raft was being hastily prepared alongside. Already some casks of biscuits and water had been lowered on it, while the carpenter and several men were busily at work increasing its size and binding it together with iron clamps, hawsers, and chains.

There was urgent need for haste, as the ship was fast settling down.

Now then, my lads, look alive! cried the captain, as he lifted his little daughter over the side. The ship cant float much longer. Here, Jack, catch hold.

Edwin sprang to the side of the raft, and, standing up, received Polly in his arms.

Take care of her! Hold her tight! cried the anxious father.

Trust me, said Philosopher Jack.

The child was placed on the highest part of the raft with the passengers, and partially covered with a shawl. The crew were then ordered to leave the ship. Having seen every one out of it Captain Samson descended and gave the order to shove off. This was quickly done, and the distance was slowly increased by means of two large oars. The huge mass of spars and planks moved gradually away from the doomed vessel, whose deck was by that time little above the level of the sea. They had not got more than a few hundred yards off, when Baldwin Burr, who pulled one of the oars, uttered an exclamation. Edwin Jack and Ben Trench, who knelt close to him fastening a rope, looked up and saw the captain standing on the high part of the raft near Polly and little Wilkins, waving his right hand. He was bidding farewell to the old ship, which suddenly went down with a heavy roll. Another moment, and only a few ripples remained to mark the spot where the Lively Poll had found an ocean tomb.




Chapter Three.

Adrift on the Great Ocean.

Sunshine gladdens the heart of man and causes him more or less to forget his sorrows. The day on which the Lively Poll went down was bright and warm, as well as calm, so that some of those who were cast away on the raft  after the first shock had passed, and while busily employed in binding the spars and making other needful arrangements  began to feel sensations approaching almost to hilarity.

Polly Samson, in particular, being of a romantic turn of mind, soon dried her eyes, and when called on to assist in the construction of a little place of shelter for herself on the centre of the raft, by means of boxes and sails, she began to think that the life of a castaway might not be so disagreeable after all. When this shelter or hut was completed, and she sat in it with her father taking luncheon, she told him in confidence that she thought rafting was very nice.

Glad you find it so, Polly, replied the captain with a sad smile.

Of course, you know, she continued, with great seriousness of look and tone, I dont think its nice that our ship is lost. Im very very sorry  oh, you cant think how sorry!  for that, but this is such a funny little cabin, you know, and so snug, and the weather is so fine; do you think it will last long, father?

I hope it may; God grant that it may, darling, but we cant be sure. If it does last, I daresay we shall manage to reach one of the islands, of which there are plenty in the Southern Seas, but

A roar of laughter from the men arrested and surprised the captain. He raised the flap of sail which served as a door to the hut  Pollys bower, as the men styled it  and saw one of the passengers dragged from a hole or space between the spars of the raft, into which he had slipped up to the waist. Mr Luke, the passenger referred to, was considered a weak man, mind and body,  a sort of human nonentity, a harmless creature, with long legs and narrow shoulders. He took his cold bath with philosophic coolness, and acknowledged the laughter of the men with a bland smile. Regardless of his drenched condition, he sat down on a small keg and joined the crew at the meal of cold provisions which served that day for dinner.

Lucky for us, said one of the sailors, making play with his clasp-knife on a junk of salt pork, that weve got such a fine day to begin with.

Thats true, Bob, said another; a raft aint much of a sea-goin craft. If it had blowed hard when we shoved off from the ship we might ha bin tore to bits before we was well fixed together, but weve had time to make all taut now, and can stand a stiffish breeze. Shove along the breadbasket, mate.

Youve had your allowance, Bob; mind, were on short commons now, said Baldwin Burr, who superintended the distribution of provisions, and served out a measured quantity to every man. Theres your grog for you.

Bob Corkey growled a little as he wiped his knife on his leg, and accepted the allowance of grog, which, however, was only pure water.

Are you sure the raft can stand a storm? inquired Watty Wilkins of Philosopher Jack, who sat eating his poor meal beside him.

Sure? responded Jack, we can be sure of nothing in this life.

Except trouble, growled Corkey.

Oh yes, you can be sure of more than that, said Baldwin Burr; you can always be sure of folly coming out of a fools mouth.

Come, come, Baldwin, be civil, said Philosopher Jack; its cowardly, you know, to insult a man when you cant fight him.

Cant fight him? repeated Burr with a grin; who said I couldnt fight him, eh? Why, Im ready to fight him now, right off.

Nevertheless, you cant, persisted the philosopher; how could two men fight on a raft where theres not room for a fair stand-up scrimmage between two rats? Come now, dont argue, Burr, but answer little Wilkinss question if you can.

Stowaways dont desarve to have their questions answered, said Corkey; in fact, they dont desarve to live. If I had my way, Id kill little Wilkins and salt him down to be ready for us when the pork and biscuit fail.

Well, now, as to the safety of this here raft in a gale, small Wilkins, said Baldwin, regardless of Corkeys interruption, that depends summat on the natur o the gale. If it was only a half-gale wed weather it all right, I make no doubt; but, if it should come to blow hard, dee see, we have no occasion to kill and eat you, as wed all be killed together and eaten by the sharks.

Sharks! exclaimed Mr Luke, whose damp garments were steaming under the powerful sun like a boiler on washing-day; are there sharks here?

Ay, said Corkey, pointing to the sea astern, where the glassy surface was broken and rippled by a sharp angular object, thats a shark a-follerin of us now, leastwise the back fin of one. If you dont believe it, jump overboard and youll soon be convinced.

This reference to the shark was overheard by Polly, who came out of her bower to see it. The monster of the deep came close up at that moment, as if to gratify the child, and, turning on its back, according to shark habit when about to seize any object, thrust its nose out of the water. For one moment its double row of teeth were exposed to view, then they closed on a lump of pork that had been accidentally knocked overboard by Corkey.

Is that the way you take care of our provisions? said the captain, sternly, to Baldwin.

Weve got a big hook, sir, said Edwin Jack, touching his cap; shall we try to recover the pork?

You may try, returned the captain.

Little Wilkins uttered something like a war-whoop as he leaped up and assisted Jack to get out the shark-hook. It was soon baited with another piece of pork. Ben Trench, who had a strong leaning to natural history, became very eager; and the men generally, being ever ready for sport, looked on with interest and prepared to lend a hand. The shark, however, was cautious. It did indeed rush at the bait, and seemed about to swallow it, but suddenly changed its mind, swam round it once or twice, then fell slowly astern, and finally disappeared.

Although the fish was not caught, this little incident served to raise the spirits of every one, and as the calm sunny weather lasted the whole day, even the most thoughtful of the party found it difficult to realise their forlorn condition; but when evening drew near, the aspect of things quickly changed. The splendid ocean-mirror, which had reflected the golden crags and slopes, the towers and battlements of cloud-land, was shivered by a sudden breeze and became an opaque grey; the fair blue sky deepened to indigo; black and gathering clouds rose out of the horizon, and cold white crests gleamed on the darkening waves. The men gathered in anxious groups, and Polly sat in the entrance of her bower gazing on the gloomy scene, until her young heart sank slowly but steadily. Then, remembering her fathers advice, she betook herself to God in prayer.

Young though she was, Polly was no sentimentalist in religion. She believed with all her heart in Jesus Christ as a living, loving Saviour. Her faith was very simple, and founded on experience. She had prayed, and had been answered. She had sought Jesus in sorrow, and had been comforted. The theologian can give the why and how and wherefore of this happy condition, but in practice he can arrive at it only by the same short road. One result of her prayer was that she went to sleep that night in perfect peace, while most of her companions in misfortune sat anxiously watching what appeared to be a gathering storm.

Before going to rest however, Polly had an earnest little talk with her father.

Polly, said Captain Samson, sitting down under the shelter of the tarpaulin, and drawing the childs fair head on his breast, I never spoke to you before on a subject that praps you wont understand, but I am forced to do it now. Its about money.

About money! exclaimed Polly in surprise; oh, father, surely you forget! The very last night we spent on shore, you spoke to me about money; you gave me a half-sovereign, and said you meant to give a blow-out to old Mrs Brown before leaving, and told me to buy  stay, let me see  there was half a pound of tea, and four pounds of sugar, and three pennorth of snuff, and

Yes, yes, Polly, interrupted the captain, with a smile, but I meant about money in a business way, you know, because if you chanced, dee see, ever to be in England without me, you know,  it

But Ill never be there without you, father, will I? asked the child with an earnest look.

Of course not  thats to say, I hope not  but you know, Polly, that God arranges all the affairs of this world, and sometimes in His love and wisdom He sees fit to separate people  for a time, you know, only for a time  so that they dont always keep together. Now, my darling, if it should please Him to send me cruising to  to  anywhere in a different direction from you, and you chanced ever to be in England alone  in Scotland, that is  at your own home, you must go to Bailie Trench  you know him  our old friend and helper when we were in shoal water, my dear, and say to him that I handed all my savings over to Mr Wilkins  thats Wattys father, Poll  to be invested in the way he thought best. When you tell that to Bailie Trench hell know what to do; he understands all about it. I might send you to Mr Wilkins direct but hes a very great man, dee see, and doesnt know you, and might refuse to give you the money.

To give me the money, father! But what should I do with the money when I got it?

Keep it, my darling.

Oh! I see, keep it safe for you till you came back? said Polly.

Just so, Poll, youre a clever girl; keep it for me till I come back, or rather take it to Bailie Trench and hell tell you how to keep it. Its a good pot o money, Poll, and has cost me the best part of a lifetime, workin hard and spendin little, to lay it by. Once I used to think, continued the captain in a sad soliloquising tone, that Id live to cast anchor near the old spot, and spend it with your mother, Polly, and you; but the Lord willed it otherwise, and He does all things well, blessed be His name! Now you understand what youre to do about the money, dont you, if you should ever find yourself without me in Scotland, eh?

Polly did not quite clearly understand, but after a little further explanation she professed herself to be quite prepared for the transaction of that important piece of financial business.

Poor Captain Samson sought thus to secure, to the best of his ability, that the small savings of his life should go to Polly in the event of her being saved and himself lost. Moreover, he revealed the state of his finances to Philosopher Jack, Ben Trench, and Watty Wilkins, whom he found grouped apart at a corner of the raft in earnest conversation, and begged of them, if they or any of them should survive, to see his daughters interest attended to.

You see, my lads, although I would not for the world terrify the dear child uselessly, by telling her that we are in danger, it must be clear to you that if a gale springs up and our raft should be broken up, its not likely that all of us would be saved. Yet Polly might escape, and some of you also. We are all in the Lords hands, however, and have nothing to fear if we are His followers.

Ah! that if went home. The captain did not lay stress on it; nevertheless stress was laid on it somehow, for the three youths found it recurring again and again to memory that night, though they did not speak of it to each other.

As the night advanced, the threatening gale passed away; the stars came out in all their splendour, and the morning sun found the glassy sea again ready to reflect his image. Thus they floated for several days in comparative peace and comfort. But it came at last.

One evening a squall came rushing down on them, turning up the sea, and converting it to ink and foam as it approached. The rag of sail with which they had previously courted the breeze in vain was hastily taken in; the fastenings of everything were looked to. Polly was placed in her canvas bower, and the whole structure of the raft was strengthened with a network of hawsers and cordage.

When the squall struck them, the raft appeared to tremble. The seas broke clean over them, several articles not properly secured were swept off, and weak points in the main fastenings were made plain, as the spars, beams, and planks writhed and struggled to get free.

But Captain Samson and his men were equal to the occasion; an iron clamp here, and an extra turn of a chain or hawser there, made all fast, so that before the squall had time to raise the sea, the raft held well together, and yielded, without breaking, to the motions of the waves.

Of course every one was drenched, including poor little Polly, for although the tarpaulin turned off the waves and spray above, it could not prevent the water spirting up between the spars from below. But Polly was, according to Baldwin, a true chip of the old block; she bore her discomforts with heroism, and quite put to shame poor Mr Luke, whose nervous temperament caused him great suffering.

Thus was spent a night of anxiety. The next day was little better, and the night following was worse. In addition to the violence of the wind and constant breaking over them of heavy seas, the darkness became so intense that it was difficult to see where damage to the fastenings occurred, and repairs became almost impossible.

About midnight there was a terrible rending of wood in that part of the raft lying farthest from Pollys bower, and a great cry of fear was heard. The more courageous among the men sprang, by a natural impulse, to assist those in distress. It was found that a large portion of the raft had broken adrift, and was only held to it by a single rope. On this portion were two passengers and one of the crew. The former were apparently panic-stricken; the latter made frantic but futile attempts to haul in on the rope.

Bear a hand, boys! cried Edwin Jack, as he laid hold of the inner end of the rope.

Strong and willing hands were ready, but before they could lay hold the rope parted, and Jack was dragged violently into the sea. He rose like a cork. Little Wilkins lay down, and stretched out a helping hand. Jack caught it, and would infallibly have dragged the little fellow into the water if Ben Trench had not thrown himself on his legs and held on. Baldwin Burr seized hold of Ben, and the captain coming up at the moment, lent his powerful aid. Jack was saved, but the broken part of the raft, with its hapless occupants, was swept away and lost sight of.

This sad event had naturally a very depressing effect on every one. True, the portion of the raft which had broken away was large enough to sustain the unfortunates who were on it. Moreover, some of the provisions had also gone with them, so that there was hope of their holding out for a time and being picked up by a passing ship, but the hope was slight, and in the event of rougher weather, their fate would be certain.

For six days and nights the raft was tossed about on the open sea. It could scarcely be said that it sailed, although as large a mast and piece of canvas as they could set up urged it slowly though the water when the wind was strong. As to steering, that was next to impossible, and in truth it did not matter much how they steered.

Constant exposure by night and by day now began to tell on the less robust of the crew. Little Polly, however, was not one of these. She possessed a naturally good constitution, and was, besides, specially cared for by her father, who devoted all the powers of an inventive mind to the strengthening and improving of the bower. In this he was ably assisted by Philosopher Jack, whose love for the child deepened daily as he watched the sweet contented manner with which she received every drenching  and she got many  and the anxious way in which she inquired for, and sought to help, those of the party whose health began to fail.

Among these latter was Ben Trench.

Ah! Polly, said Ben one sultry forenoon when she brought him a glass of sweetened lime-juice and water, youre a kind little nurse. I really dont know how I should get on without you.

Upon my word, said little Wilkins, pouting, youre a grateful fellow! Here have I been nursing you all the morning, yet you seem to think nothing of that in comparison with Pollys glass of lime-juice.

Come, Watty, dont be jealous, said Ben; its not the glass of lime-juice, but Pollys sympathetic face beaming behind it, that does me so much good. Besides, you know, Pollys a girl, and a girl is always a better nurse than a man; you must admit that.

Watty was not at all prepared to admit that, but his being spoken of as a man did much to mollify his hurt feelings.

But I do hope you feel better to-day, said Polly, observing with some anxiety the short, half-breathless manner in which the invalid spoke.

Oh yes! I feel better  that is to say, I think I do. Sometimes I do, and sometimes I dont. You know, Polly, I came on this voyage chiefly on account of my health, and of course I must expect to be a little damaged by so much exposure, though your good father has indeed done his best to shelter me. Why, do you know, I sometimes think the berth he has made for me between the logs here is a greater triumph of his inventive genius than your bower. I often think they spoiled a splendid engineer when they made your father a sailor.

Polly laughed at this, and Watty Wilkins tried to laugh, just by way of keeping up his friends spirits and being what Baldwin called good company; but poor Watty could not laugh. He had loved and played with Ben Trench since ever he could remember, and when he looked at his pale face and listened to his weak voice, a dread foreboding came over him, and brought such a rush of feeling to his heart that he was fain to leap up and spring to the farthest end of the raft, where he fell to hauling and tightening one of the rope-fastenings with all the energy of his little body and soul.

Land ho! shouted one of the men at that moment from the top of a cask, which formed the outlook, where, every day and all day, a man was stationed to watch for a sail or a sign of land.

An electric shock could not have produced greater excitement than these two words.

Where away? exclaimed the captain, leaping up beside the look-out.

On the port-bow, sir,  there! pointing eagerly.

I dont see it  oh  yes  no. Its only a cloud. Who ever heard of the port-bow of a raft? Bah! your eyes have been squintin. Not a bit of it, I see it  low lyin; why, I see the palms  and I see the nuts  ah, and the monkeys, no doubt a-eatin of em  hip, hip, hurrah!

Such were some of the exclamations, ending in a long, deep-toned, British cheer, with which the discovery of land was greeted.

In a short time all uncertainty was removed, and the land was clearly made out to be a small coral island with its narrow outlying reef, and a few cocoa-nut palms waving thereon.

The joy of the shipwrecked crew was excessive  somewhat in proportion to their previous depression. They shook bands, laughed, cheered, and in some cases wept, while a few clasped their hands, looked up, and audibly thanked God.

Youll soon get ashore, said Polly, laying her hand on Ben Trenchs arm.

Ay, and the cocoa-nut milk will set you up and make you fat in no time, added Watty Wilkins.

So it will, returned Ben, who had not risen like the others; well have jolly times of it, wont we? Like Robinson Crusoe. Oh! how I wish that sister Susan was here! She would enjoy it so much. Its an island, isnt it?

Yes, said Edwin Jack, coming forward at the moment, a coral island, with plenty of vegetation on it. So cheer up, Ben, we shall soon be ashore.

Not so soon, however, as they expected, for the wind was light, although favourable, the raft was heavy, and the two oars had but little influence on it. The sun sank and rose again before they drew near to the reef. Inside the reef, between it and the island-shore, there was a lake or lagoon of calm water, but outside, on the reef itself, a heavy swell broke with continuous roar. To get involved in those giant breakers would have been destruction to the raft, and probably death to most of those on board. One narrow opening, marked by a few shrubs and palms on either side, formed the only portal to the calm lagoon. The captain himself took the steering oar, and summoned our philosopher to his assistance.

Give way now, lads, with a will.

As many men as could grasp the two oars laid hold of them, and bent their backs till the strong wood cracked again. Gradually the raft neared the opening. As it did so the ground-swell began to act on it. By degrees the towering billows  which seemed to rise out of a calm sea and rush to their destruction like walls of liquid glass  caught it, dragged it on a little, and then let it slip. At last one great wave began to curl in hissing foam underneath, caught the raft fairly, carried it forward on its boiling crest, and launched it with lightning speed into the opening. The space was too narrow! One of the projecting spars touched the reef. Instantly the fastenings were rent like pack-thread, and the raft was hurled forward in disconnected fragments. One of these turned completely over with several men on it. Another portion passed through the opening and swung round inside. The steering oar was wrenched from Jacks hands, and struck the captain into the water. As if by instinct, Jack sprang to the bower, caught Polly in his arms, and leaped into the sea. At the same moment Wilkins ran to the rescue of his friend Ben. These two were on the part that had swung round to the calm side of the reef, and Watty waded to it with Ben on his back. The captain and all the rest were washed in a cataract of foam and wreckage through the opening into the lagoon, and pitched by curling eddies on the shore. In a few minutes they all stood in safety, panting, but uninjured, on the white sands of the coral reef.




Chapter Four.

The Coral Island  Proceedings Therein.

The island on which the raft with its occupants had been cast was of small size, not more than six miles in extent, and lay low in the water. Nevertheless it was covered with luxuriant vegetation, among which were several groves of cocoa-nut palms, the long feathery branches of which waved gracefully in a gentle breeze, as if beckoning an invitation to the castaways on the reef to cross the lagoon and find shelter there. But crossing the lagoon was not an easy matter.

Shure its a mile wide if its a futt, said one of the men as they stood in a group on the reef, dripping and gazing at the isle.

No, Simon ORook, said Bob Corkey, in that flat contradictions way to which some men are prone; no, its only half a mile if its an inch.

Youre wrong, both of you, said Baldwin Burr, it aint more than quarter of a mile. Quite an easy swim for any of us.

Except my Polly, observed the captain quietly.

Ay, and those who are too weak to swim, said Watty Wilkins, with a glance at his friend Ben, who had lain down on the sand and listened with a calm untroubled look to the conversation.

You dont seem at all anxious, whispered Polly to Ben.

No, Polly, Im not. I have lately been taught how to trust in God by your example.

By mine! exclaimed the child in extreme surprise.

Before Ben could reply the captain turned and called to Polly.

Come here, my duckey; Edwin Jack offers to swim over the lagoon to the island with you on his back. Will you trust yourself to him?

Yes, father, answered the child promptly.

But maybe there are sharks, suggested ORook.

There was a momentary silence. In the excitement of the occasion every one had forgotten sharks. What was to be done? The raft was utterly destroyed. Only a few of the logs which had formed it lay on the reef; the rest were floating on the lagoon at various distances, none nearer than fifty yards.

Theres nothing for it, then, but to reconstruct our raft, said the captain, throwing off his coat and shoes; so these logs must be secured.

He had only taken two steps towards the water when Philosopher Jack grasped his arm.

Stop, sir, it is your duty to look after Polly. Now lads, those who can swim come along!

Another instant and he was in the sea, regardless of sharks, and striking out for the floating wreckage, closely followed by ORook, Corkey, Burr, and Watty Wilkins. Strange to say, eight other men of the crew could not swim, although they had managed somehow to scramble on the reef. Whether it was that the sharks were not there at the time, or that the number and energy of the swimmers frightened them, we cannot tell, but each man reached a log or plank in safety, and began pushing it towards the reef. It was when they drew near to this that the trial of their courage was most severe. The excitement and gush of daring with which they had plunged in was by that time expended, and the slow motion of the logs gave them time for reflection. ORooks lively fancy troubled him much.

If the baists would only attack a man in front, he muttered, its little Id mind em, but to come up behind, sneakin like  hooroo!

At that moment a branch of coral, which projected rather far from the bottom, touched ORooks toe and drew from him an uncontrollable yell of alarm. Baldwin Burr, who swam close behind, was humorously inclined as well as cool. He pushed the plank he was guiding close to his comrades back, dipped the end of it, and thrust it down on ORooks legs.

The effect was even more powerful than he had hoped for.

A shark!  a sha-a-a-rk! howled ORook, and dived under the broken main-yard, which he was piloting ashore. Coming up on the other side, he tried to clamber on it, but it rolled round and dropped him. He went down with a gurgling cry. Again he rose, grasped the spar with his left arm, glared wildly round, and clenched his right hand as if ready to hit on the nose any creature  fish, flesh, or fowl  that should assail him.

Take it easy, messmate, said Burr in a quiet tone; sorry I touched you. Hope it didnt hurt much.

Och! it was you, was it? Sure, I thought it was a shark; well, well, its plaised I am to be let off so aisy.

With this philosophic reflection ORook landed with his piece of timber. Enough of material was soon collected to form a raft sufficiently large to ferry half of the party across the lagoon, and in two trips the whole were landed in safety on the island.

You dont mean to tell me, Jack, said Baldwin Burr, that this island was made by coral insects?

Yes, I do! said Jack.

From the top to the bottom? asked Burr.

From the bottom to the top, said Edwin.

Baldwin asked this question of the philosopher during a pause in their labours. They were, at the time, engaged in constructing a new bower for Polly among the flowering shrubs under the cocoa-nut palms. Polly herself was aiding them, and the rest of the party were scattered among the bushes, variously employed in breaking down branches, tearing up long grass, and otherwise clearing ground for an encampment.

How could insects make an island? asked Polly, sitting down on a bank to rest.

Dont you know, Poll? said Edwin; why, I thought your father taught you about almost everything.

Oh no, replied Polly, with an innocent smile, not everything yet, you know, but I daresay he will in the course of time. Tell me about the insects.

Well, let me see, how shall I begin? said Jack, leaning against the bank, and crossing his arms on his breast. The coral insects, Polly, are very small, some of them not larger than a pins head. They are great builders. There is lime in sea-water. The insects, which are called corallines, have the power of attracting this lime to them; drawing it away from the water, so to speak, and fixing it round their own bodies, which is called secreting the lime. Thus they form shells, or houses, to themselves, which they fix at the bottom of the sea. Having laid the basements of their houses close together, they proceed to add upper storeys, and thus they add storey to storey, until they reach the surface of the sea. They work in such innumerable millions that, in course of time, they form reefs and islands, as you see.

But I dont see! said Polly, looking round; at least, I dont see corallines working.

Ah, good, said Baldwin, with a nod of approval to the child, as if to say, You have him there!

True, returned the philosopher, because the corallines can only work under water. The moment they reach the surface they die; but those that remain continue their labours on the sides of the reef or island, and thus widen it. Then the waves break off masses of coral, and cast them, with drifting sea-weed and other things, up on the reef, which makes it higher; then sea-birds come to rest on it. The winds carry seeds of various plants to it, which take root, grow up, die; and thus thicken the soil by slow degrees, till at last, after a long, long time, the island becomes a pretty large and fertile one like this.

Wonderful! exclaimed Polly; what a clever insect!

Clever indeed, returned Edwin; especially when we consider that it has got no brains.

No brains! echoed Baldwin.

No, it has little more than a stomach.

Oh! come now, remonstrated Baldwin; we cant believe that, can we, Miss Polly? Even a house-builder must think, much more an island-builder; and no fellow can think with his stomach, you know.

Nevertheless, it is as I tell you, continued Jack, and these little creatures manage to create hundreds of islands in the Southern Seas, by their perseverance, energy, and united action. Quite an example to man  eh, Baldwin?

Ha! just so  a long pull, and a strong pull, and a pull all together. I think wed better act on the principles of these corry-lines, else Miss Pollys bower wont be ready afore dark.

So saying, the seaman and our philosopher resumed their work with such united energy  aided by Polly herself  that a very comfortable habitation of boughs and large leaves was finished before the day closed. It resembled a large beehive, was overshadowed by dense foliage of a tropical kind, and carpeted with a species of fern.

Polly was profuse in her thanks, and when it was finished, called to her father to come and admire it. The stout mariner at once obeyed the summons. He quitted the pile of firewood on which he had been labouring, and with a violently red face and perspiring brow, appeared on the scene, bearing a mighty axe on his shoulder.

Splendid! he exclaimed, with beaming admiration. Its fit for the queen of the coral isles.

For whom it is intended! said Philosopher Jack, quickly.

Polly laughed, for she understood the compliment, but suddenly became grave, as she remembered Ben Trench, and said, No, no; it must be used as a shelter for Ben.

Thats kind of you, Polly, said Watty coming up with a huge bundle of grass and foliage for bedding at the moment; but Ben has got friends to remember him as well as you. Bob Corkey and I have made him a hut on the other side of the bushes  there, you may see the top of it through the leaves.

Does any one know where Mr Luke is? asked the captain.

None of those assembled at the bower had seen him for some hours, and Captain Samson was on the point of organising a party to go in search of him, when one of the crew came in from the bush and said he had gone off with Simon ORook to the highest point of the low islet, to ascertain if possible its extent.

Hes all right if ORook is with him, said the captain to Polly, in confidence, when they went into the bower together; but hes not to be trusted away by himself. I never saw a man more unfit to look after himself.

And yet he is a good, kind man, father, said Polly.

True, quite true, Poll, replied the captain, musingly. I wonder why it is that some men seem as if they had been meant for women; maybe it is by way of balancing those women who seem to have been meant for men!

Polly listened to this with a look of grave consideration, but not having formed an opinion on the subject, wisely held her tongue.

Meanwhile ORook led his companion towards the highest part of the islet, which, being clear of trees, seemed likely to afford them a good outlook. The sailor was a man of inquiring disposition, and, being of a free-and-easy nature, did not hesitate to speak out his mind on all occasions. After walking beside his tall companion and eyeing his thin figure and sad countenance in silence for some time, he said  

Youre a cadaverous sort o man, Mr Luke.

Think so? said Mr Luke, gently.

Of course; I cant help thinkin so, because I see it, returned ORook. Was it a fall, now, wen you was a babby, that did it, or measles?

Neither, that I am aware of, replied Mr Luke, with a good-natured smile; my father before me was cadaverous.

Ah! said ORook, with a look of sympathy, as he touched the region of his heart with his left thumb, praps it was somethin o this sort, eh? Ive bin through that myself in the ould country, where as purty a  well, well, its all over now, but Ive a fellow-feelin for

No, interrupted Mr Luke, with a sigh, it wasnt a disappointment, it was  oh! what a splendid view!

They had reached the top of the ridge at the moment, and the view of the verdant islet that burst upon them might well have called forth admiration from men of coarser mould than they.

ORook forgot for a few minutes the subject of his curiosity, and compared the prospect to some of the beautiful scenery of Ireland, though there was no resemblance whatever between the two. He soon returned, however, to the previous subject of conversation, but Mr Luke had ceased to be communicative.

What is that lying on the beach there? he said, pointing in the direction referred to.

Its more than I can tell, answered ORook; looks like a boat, dont it?

Very, said Mr Luke, and there is something lying beside it like a man. Come, lets go see.

The two explorers went rapidly down the gentle slope that led to the beach, and soon found that the object in question was indeed a boat, old, rotten, and blistered with the sun. Beside it lay the skeleton of a man, with a few rags of the garments that had once formed its clothing still clinging to it here and there. It was a pitiful sight. Evidently the unfortunate man had been cast away in an open boat, and had been thrown on that beach when too much exhausted to make a last struggle for life, for there was no sign of his having wandered from the boat or cut down bushes, or attempted to make a fire. His strength had apparently enabled him to get out of the boat, that was all, and there he had lain down to die.

For some time the two wanderers stood contemplating the sight in silence, and when at length they spoke it was in low, sad tones.

Poor, poor fellow, said Mr Luke, he must have been shipwrecked, like ourselves, and cast adrift in the boat. But I wonder that he is alone; one would expect that some of his comrades must have got into the boat along with him.

No doubt, said ORook, they was all starved at sea and throwd overboard. Come, Mr Luke, lets bury him; its all we can do for him now.

Saying this, ORook threw off his jacket and, with his companions assistance, soon scraped a hole in the sand. Into this they were about to lift the skeleton, when they observed that its right hand covered a decayed remnant of rag, under which was seen a glittering substance. It turned out to be the clasp of a notebook, which, however, was so decayed and glued together that it could not be opened. ORook therefore wrapped it in his handkerchief and put it in his pocket. Then they buried the skeleton, and rolled a large mass of coral rock upon the grave to mark the spot.

A careful examination was next made of the old boat and the locality around it, but nothing whatever was found to throw light on the fate of the vessel to which the man had belonged.

Returning to the encampment, ORook and his companion found their friends busy preparing supper, which consisted of some provisions saved from the raft, and cocoa-nuts.

In a few seconds the whole party was assembled in front of Pollys bower, listening attentively, while ORook described the discovery of the skeleton to the captain, and produced the old notebook. Deep was the interest of every member of that little community as the captain attempted to open the book, and intense was the expression of disappointment on each countenance  especially on that of Polly  when, after a prolonged trial, he utterly failed.

Let Philosopher Jack try it, exclaimed Watty Wilkins eagerly.

The captain at once handed the book to Jack with a smile.

To be sure, said he, a philosopher ought to understand the management of books better than a skipper; but when a book is glued hard and fast like that, it may puzzle even a philosopher to master its contents.

Jack made the attempt, however. He went to work with the calm deliberation of a thorough workman. By the aid of heat and gentle friction and a little moisture, and the judicious use of a penknife, he succeeded at last in opening the book in one or two places. While he was thus engaged, the rest of the party supped and speculated on the probable contents of the book.

Here is a legible bit at last, said Jack, but the writing is very faint. Let me see. It refers to the state of the weather and the wind. The poor man evidently kept a private journal. Ah! here, in the middle of the book, the damp has not had so much effect.

As he turned and separated the leaves with great care, Jacks audience gazed at him intently and forgot supper. At last he began to read:  

Saturday, 4th.  Have been three weeks now on short allowance. We are all getting perceptibly weaker. The captain, who is not a strong man, is sinking. The boat is overcrowded. If a gale should spring up we shall all perish. I dont like the looks of two of the men. They are powerful fellows, and the captain and I believe them to be quite capable of murdering the most of us, and throwing us overboard to save their own lives.

Here there is a blank, said Jack, and the next date is the 8th, but there is no month or year given. The writing continues:  

I scarce know what has passed during the last few days. It is like a horrible dream. The two men made the attempt, and killed big George, whom they feared most, because of his courage and known fidelity to the captain; but, before they could do further mischief, the second mate shot them both. The boat floats lighter now, and, through Gods mercy, the weather continues fine. Our last ration was served out this morning  two ounces of biscuit each, and a wine-glass of water. Sunday, 11th.  Two days without food. The captain read to us to-day some chapters out of the Bible, those describing the crucifixion of Jesus. Williams and Ranger were deeply impressed, and for the first time seemed to lament their sins, and to speak of themselves as crucifiers of Jesus. The captains voice very weak, but he is cheerful and resigned. It is evident that his trust is in the Lord. He exhorts us frequently. We feel the want of water more than food. Wednesday.  The captain and Williams died yesterday. Ranger drank sea water in desperation. He went mad soon after, and jumped overboard. We tried to save him, but failed. Only three of us are left. If we dont meet with a ship, or sight an island, it will soon be all over with us. Thursday.  I am alone now. An island is in sight, but I can scarcely raise myself to look at it. I will bind this book to my hand. If any one finds me, let him send it to my beloved wife, Lucy. It will comfort her to know that my last thoughts on earth were of her dear self, and that my soul is resting on my Redeemer. I grow very cold and faint. May Gods best blessing rest

The voice of the reader stopped suddenly, and for some moments there was a solemn silence, broken only by a sob from Polly Samson.

Why dont you go on? asked the captain.

There is nothing more, said Jack sadly. His strength must have failed him suddenly. It is unfortunate, for, as he has neither signed his name nor given the address of his wife, it will not be possible to fulfil his wishes.

Maybe, suggested ORook, if you open some more o the pages youll find a name somewheres.

Jack searched as well as the condition of the book would admit of and found at last the name of David Ban  , the latter part of the surname being illegible. He also discovered a lump in one place, which, on being cut into, proved to be a lock of golden hair, in perfect preservation. It was evidently that of a young person.

Thats Lucys hair, said ORook promptly. Blessins on her poor heart! Give it me, Philosopher Jack, as well as the book. They both belong to me by rights, cause I found em; an if ever I set futt in old England again, Ill hunt her up and give em to her.

As no one disputed ORooks claim, the book and lock of hair were handed to him.

Soon afterwards Polly lay down to rest in her new bower, and her father, with his men, made to themselves comfortable couches around her, under the canopy of the luxuriant shrubs.

A week passed. During that period Captain Samson, with Polly, Jack, and Wilkins, walked over the island in all directions to ascertain its size and productions, while the crew of the Lively Poll found full employment in erecting huts of boughs and broad leaves, and in collecting cocoa-nuts and a few other wild fruits and roots.

Meanwhile the bottle thrown overboard by Watty Wilkins, with its message from the sea, began a long and slow but steady voyage.

It may not, perhaps, be known to the reader that there are two mighty currents in the ocean, which never cease to flow. The heated waters of the Equator flow north and south to get cooled at the Poles, and then flow back again from the Poles to get reheated at the Equator.

The form of continents, the effect of winds, the motion of the earth, and other influences, modify the flow of this great oceanic current and produce a variety of streams. One of these streams, a warm one, passing up the coast of Africa, is driven into the Gulf of Mexico, from which it crosses the Atlantic to the west coast of Britain, and is familiarly known as the Gulf Stream. If Watty Wilkinss bottle had been caught by this stream, it would, perhaps, in the course of many months, have been landed on the west of Ireland. If it had been caught by any of the other streams, it might have ended its career on the coasts of Japan, Australia, or any of the many ends of the earth. But the bottle came under a more active influence than that of the ocean streams. It was picked up, one calm day, by a British ship, and carried straight to England, where its contents were immediately put into the newspapers, and circulated throughout the land.

The effect of little Wilkinss message from the sea on different minds was various. By some it was read with interest and pathos, while others glanced it over with total indifference. But there were a few on whom the message fell like a thunderbolt, as we shall now proceed to show.




Chapter Five.

Tells of Plottings and Trials at Home, with Doings and Dangers Abroad.

In a dingy office, in a back street in one of the darkest quarters of the city, whose name we refrain from mentioning, an elderly man sat down one foggy morning, poked the fire, blew his nose, opened his newspaper, and began to read. This man was a part-owner of the Lively Poll. His name was Black. Black is a good wearing colour, and not a bad name, but it is not so suitable a term when applied to a mans character and surroundings. We cannot indeed, say positively that Mr Blacks character was as black as his name, but we are safe in asserting that it was very dirty grey in tone. Mr Black was essentially a dirty little man. His hands and face were dirty, so dirty that his only clerk (a dirty little boy) held the firm belief that the famous soap which is said to wash black men white, could not cleanse his master. His office was dirty, so were his garments, and so was his mean little spirit, which occupied itself exclusively in scraping together a paltry little income, by means of little ways known only to its owner. Mr Black had a soul, he admitted that; but he had no regard for it, and paid no attention to it whatever. Into whatever corner of his being it had been thrust, he had so covered it over and buried it under heaps of rubbish that it was quite lost to sight and almost to memory. He had a conscience also, but had managed to sear it to such an extent that although still alive, it had almost ceased to feel.

Turning to the shipping news, Mr Blacks eye was arrested by a message from the sea. He read it, and, as he did so, his hands closed on the newspaper convulsively; his eyes opened, so did his mouth, and his face grew deadly pale  that is to say, it became a light greenish grey.

Anything wrong, sir? asked the dirty clerk.

The Lively Poll, gasped Mr Black, is at the bottom of the sea!

Shes in a lively position, then, thought the dirty clerk, who cared no more for the Lively Poll than he did for her part-owner; but he only replied, O dear! with a solemn look of hypocritical sympathy.

Mr Black seized his hat, rushed out of his office, and paid a sudden visit to his neighbour, Mr Walter Wilkins, senior. That gentleman was in the act of running his eye over his newspaper. He was a wealthy merchant. Turning on his visitor a bland, kindly countenance, he bade him good-morning.

I do hope  excuse me, my dear sir, said Mr Black excitedly, I do hope you will see your way to grant me the accommodation I ventured to ask for yesterday. My business is in such a state that this disaster to the Lively Poll

The Lively Poll! exclaimed Mr Wilkins, with a start.

Oh, I beg pardon, said Mr Black, with a confused look, for his seared conscience became slightly sensitive at that moment. I suppose you have not yet seen it (he pointed to the paragraph); but, excuse me, I cannot understand how you came to know that your son was on board  pardon me

Mr Wilkins had laid his face in his hands, and groaned aloud, then looking up suddenly, said, I did not certainly know that my dear boy was on board, but I had too good reason to suspect it, for he had been talking much of the vessel, and disappeared on the day she sailed, and now this message from

He rose hastily and put on his greatcoat.

Excuse me, my dear sir, urged Mr Black; at such a time it may seem selfish to press you on business affairs, but this is a matter of life and death to me

It is a matter of death to me, interrupted the other in a low tone, but I grant your request. My clerk will arrange it with you.

He left the office abruptly, with a bowed head, and Mr Black having arranged matters to his satisfaction with the clerk, left it soon after, with a sigh of relief. He cared no more for Mr Wilkinss grief than did the dirty clerk for his masters troubles.

Returning to his dirty office, Mr Black then proceeded to do a stroke of very dingy business.

That morning, through some mysterious agency, he had learned that there were rumours of an unfavourable kind in reference to a certain bank in the city, which, for convenience, we shall name the Blankow Bank. Now, it so happened that Mr Black was intimately acquainted with one of the directors of that bank, in whom, as well as in the bank itself, he had the most implicit confidence. Mr Black happened to have a female relative in the city named Mrs Niven  the same Mrs Niven who had been landlady to Philosopher Jack. It was one of the root-principles of Mr Blacks business character that he should make hay while the sun shone. He knew that Mrs Niven owned stock in the Blankow Bank; he knew that the Bank paid its shareholders a very handsome dividend, and he was aware that, owing to the unfavourable rumours then current, the value of the stock would fall very considerably. That, therefore, was the time for knowing men like Mr Black, who believed in the soundness of the bank, to buy. Accordingly he wrote a letter to Mrs Niven, advising her to sell her shares, and offering to transact the business for her, but he omitted to mention that he meant to buy them up himself. He added a postscript on the back, telling of the loss of the Lively Poll.

Mrs Niven was a kind-hearted woman, as the reader knows; moreover, she was a trusting soul.

Very kind o Maister Black, she observed to Peggy, her maid-of-all-work, on reading the letter. The Blankow Bank gies a high dividend, nae doot, but Im well enough off, and hae nae need to risk my siller for the sake o a pund or twa mair income i the year. Fetch me the ink, Peggy.

A letter was quickly written, in which worthy Mrs Niven agreed to her relatives proposal, and thanked him for the interest he took in her affairs. Having despatched Peggy with it to the post, she re-read Mr Blacks epistle, and in doing so observed the postscript, which, being on the fourth page, had escaped her on the first perusal.

Hoots! said she, thats stipid. I didna notice the PS. Reading in a low tone, and commenting parenthetically, she continued, By the way, did not one of your lodgers, a student, sail in the Lively Poll, (Atweel did he; he telt me, though he telt naebody else, an gaed muckle again my wull) as a common sailor? (Common indeed! na, na, he was an uncommon sailor, if he was onything.) If so, youll be sorry to learn that the Lively Poll is lost, and all her crew and passengers have per

Instead of reading perished poor Mrs Niven finished the sentence with a shriek, and fell flat on the floor, where she was found soon after, and with difficulty restored to consciousness by the horrified Peggy.

That same morning, in his lowly cottage on the Scottish border, Mr John Jack opened a newspaper at the breakfast-table. Besides Mrs Jack there sat at the table four olive branches  two daughters and two sons  the youngest of whom, named Dobbin, was peculiarly noticeable as being up to the eyes in treacle, Dobbins chief earthly joy being treacle pieces.

Mr Jacks eye soon fell on the message from the sea. Of course he knew nothing of the writer, but recognised the name of the vessel as being that in which his son had sailed for the Southern Seas, for our hero had written to tell of his departure, although he had not asked or waited for advice. Mr Jack was a man of strong nerve. Rising quietly from the table, he left the room, but his wife noticed the expression of his face, and followed him into their bedroom.

Whats wrang, John?

The poor man turned abruptly, drew his wife to him, and pressed her head on his breast.

O Maggie! he said, in a low husky voice, the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away, can you finish the sentence?

Ay, blessed be the name o the Lord, said Mrs Jack in a tremulous voice; but what

Listen, said her husband, and he read out the fatal message.

It canna be  oh! it canna be  that my Teddie is gone, said the stricken mother, clasping her hands; I canna, I winna believe it. Are ye sure that was the ships name?

Yes, too sure, answered her husband. Ive mislaid the dear boys letter, but Ill go and see Mrs Niven. He mentioned it, I know, to her.

There was yet another house in Scotland into which the message carried profound grief; namely, that of Bailie Trench. Need we say that the supposed loss of an only son was a crushing blow, rendered all the more terrible by the thought that death had been met so suddenly in a voyage which had been undertaken in search of health?

But we will spare the reader further details, and return once more to the Coral Island, where we left the castaways making themselves as comfortable as the nature of the place would admit of.

And, truth to tell, there are many people in civilised lands much less comfortably situated than were these same castaways.

The weather, as ORook said, was splendacious, almost equal to that of ould Ireland. Cocoa-nuts and other fruits were abundant. The lagoon swarmed with fish, including sharks, which rendered fishing an excitingly dangerous, as well as enjoyable, pastime. Polly Samson found gardens of coral and seaweed in crystal pools, which she could gaze at and admire for hours, though she could not walk in them. But she could, and did, sympathise with the little fish of varied size and colour which darted about in these water gardens, and Philosopher Jack found in them an inexhaustible theme for discourse to the teachable and inquisitive Baldwin Burr. The captain found enough of employment in directing and planning generally for the whole party. Cutting firewood, gathering nuts and wild fruit, fell to the lot of Bob Corkey; and Simon ORook slid naturally into the office of cook. The remainder of the men were employed at various jobs, according to circumstances.

Watty Wilkins was a passionate fisher. He divided his time between the lagoon and the couch of his sick friend Bell Trench, who soon began to improve on rest, sunshine, and cocoa-nut milk. As for Mr Luke, being fit for nothing, he was allowed to do very much what he pleased, except at meal times, when ORook made him wash the dishes, many of which were merely flat stones. In short, the place was, according to Polly, a sort of paradise, and would have been almost perfect, but for a tendency in one or two of the men to quarrel, and a powerful disposition in Bob Corkey and Simon ORook to argue. Though the arguing never quite degenerated into quarrelling, and the quarrelsome men never absolutely came to blows, their tendencies made this coral paradise imperfect.

Two of the most troublesome men, named respectively Bounce and Badger, were cured by the captain in the following manner:  They had been quarrelling verbally for half an hour one morning, calling each other names, and threatening, as usual, to fight, but not doing so.

Come, lads, follow me, said the captain to them sternly, and much to their surprise.

He led the way to a neighbouring grove, where he stopped. Now, said he, this is a cool, shady spot. I want to know which of you two is the best man. Come, go to work and fight it out. Ill see fair play.

Bounce and Badger showed much unwillingness, whereupon the captain buttoned his coat, turned up his wristbands, doubled his enormous fists, and declared that they would have to fight with him if they would not fight with each other.

But we dont want to fight, sir, said Bounce, humbly, seeing that the captain was thoroughly in earnest.

Very well, then, shake hands, said the captain, in a tone so peremptory that the men were fain to obey.

Now, go back to camp together, said the captain, and let us have no more boasting  dee understand?

They went off at once. After that there was less disagreement and no threatening to fight among the men.

One morning  it was a Sunday  the captain called the whole party together after breakfast, and announced the fact that he was going to preach them a sermon.

You see, my lads, said he, since you have agreed that I shall continue to be your captain on shore as well as at sea  to be the governor, in short, of this little colony  it is right that we should come to a distinct understanding as to our new position, and be guided by fixed laws. In time I will draw you up a code which I hope will be ratified by yourselves, and will work well. To-day I mean to start by preaching a sermon. I prpose to do so every Sunday, and to have family prayers every morning. Is that agreed to?

Agreed, said nearly every one. Bounce and Badger laughed, however, supposing that the captain was jesting.

But he was very far from jesting. Taking no notice of the laughter, he continued, in an earnest, impressive manner, which enforced respect while he pointed towards the other side of the island  

My lads, the skeleton that lies over yonder furnishes me with a text: One is taken, and another left. That poor fellow was taken away from this life. You and I have been left behind. Assuredly we have been left for a good purpose, and the merciful God who has spared us means that we should henceforth live for His glory. My lads, you all know what a blessed thing is a state of peace, and you also know what a miserable thing it is to be for ever quarrelling. Since we landed on this island, weve had a little of both. I took in hand to stop the quarrelling the other day, in my own way. Praps it wasnt altogether my own way either, for Ive read in the Bible of smiting a scorner, that the simple might take warning. However, be that as it may, that system may serve a turn; but its not the straight road to come to a state of peace. If we are to live happily here, my lads, to avoid quarrelling, to honour our Maker, and to prove to each other  as well as to angels and devils, who may be lookin on for all that I know  that we stand on a higher level than the brutes, we must square our conduct by the rules and laws laid down by the Prince of Peace, whose desire is that on earth men should live together in peace and goodwill. Ill now read you some of these laws.

Here the captain drew a small Bible from his pocket, and slowly read the fifth chapter of Matthews Gospel, pausing at each verse, and commenting thereon, after his own peculiar fashion, to the surprise of all who heard him; for although all knew the captain to be an upright man, they were not prepared, by his usually stern look and brusque off-hand manner, for the tender spirit and depth of feeling which he now displayed.

Now, my lads, said he, shutting the book, thats all Ive got to say to you to-day, but before closing, let me ask you to think like men  not like children  about what we have been reading. The service of God is not a mere matter of ceremonies. Jesus Christ came to save you and me, not so much from punishment, as from sin itself. It is a great salvation. Those of you who may have been swimming with the current know and care nothing about the power of sin. If you think you do, my lads, turn up stream. Try to resist sin, and youll learn something new. Only those who are made willing and strong by the Spirit of God can do it successfully. No doubt that remark will set adrift a lot o thoughts and questions in your minds. To all of them I give you a short text as a good course to steer by: Ask, and ye shall receive. Ask light and ask wisdom.

Now, cook, continued the captain, turning to ORook, go to work and get your dinner under weigh, for talking makes one hungry. Meanwhile, I intend to go and have a short ramble on the sea-shore, and I want to know if there is any small female on this island who wants to go with me.

At this Polly jumped up with a laugh, put her little hand in that of her father, and stood on tiptoe, with upturned face. The captain stooped, received a stiff nor-wester, and the two went off together.

The following night, as the party were seated round the fire finishing supper, Watty Wilkins surprised his friends by rising, clearing his throat, extending his right arm, after the manner of an orator, and delivering himself of the following speech:  

Lady and gentlemen,  I rise on the present occasion, with or without your leave (Order, from Ben Trench), to make a few pertinent remarks (Impertinent, from Philosopher Jack) regarding our present strange and felicitous circumstances. (Hear, hear.) Our community is a republic  a glorious republic! Having constituted Captain Samson our governor, pastor, and lawgiver, it has occurred to me that we might, with great advantage to ourselves, institute a college of learning, and, without delay, elect professors. As a stowaway, I would not have presumed to make such a proposal, but, as a free and independent citizen of this republic, I claim the right to be heard; and I now move that we proceed to elect a professor of natural philosophy, natural history, and any other natural or unnatural science that any of us may happen to remember or invent. (Hear, hear, and laughter.) As a student is naturally allied to a professor, and somewhat resembles him  the only difference being that the one knows mostly everything, and the other next to nothing  I further propose that we appoint to this professorship Philosopher Jack, with a salary of gratitude depending on merit, and the duty of lecturing to us every night after supper for our entertainment.

Watty Wilkins sat down amid great applause, and Ben Trench seconded the motion, which was of course carried unanimously.

Philosopher Jack at once accepted the professorship, and proceeded then and there to deliver his inaugural address, in which he philosophised of things past, present, and to come, both seriously and humorously, in a way that filled his favourite pupil, Baldwin Burr, with inexpressible delight.

When he had finished, Bob Corkey rose, and with an air of intense solemnity said  

Messmates, my lady, fathers, and brethren,  I begs to offer a observation or two. It seems to me that a college with only one professor aint quite the thing for this great and enlightened republic. Seems to me; therefore, that we should appint a professor who could spin yarns for our amusement, not to say edification. And, for this end, I moves that we appint Simon ORook (great applause), whose gifts in the way o story-tellin, or natral lyin, so to speak, is unequalled by any natral philosopher on the island. (Hear, hear, and cheers, mingled with laughter.)

This motion was seconded by Bounce, and the appointment was gracefully accepted by ORook, who, however, declined taking office till the following night as it was getting late, and he required time to compose his professional lies; but he ventured, as a free citizen of the noo republic, to move that the house should adjourn to bed.

The idea thus jestingly introduced was so far carried into effect in earnest, that Philosopher Jack did, on many evenings thereafter, amuse and interest his comrades round the camp-fire, by relating many a tale from history, both ancient and modern, with which his memory was well stored. He also proved to himself, as well as to others, the great value of even a small amount of scientific knowledge, by being able to comment on the objects of surrounding nature in a way that invested them with an interest which, to absolutely ignorant men, they could not have possessed.

ORook also fulfilled his engagements to some extent, being not only able, but willing, to spin long-winded yarns, which, when genuine material failed, he could invent with facility.

Thus the time passed pleasantly enough for several weeks, and the shipwrecked crew succeeded in keeping up their spirits, despite the undercurrent of heavy anxiety with which they were oppressed,  as indeed they could scarcely fail to be, when they reflected on the fact that the island, on which they had been cast, lay far out of the ordinary track of ships. This had been ascertained by the captain, who, it may be remembered, had taken his sextant from the ship, and who, the day before the destruction of the raft on the coral reef, had obtained a reliable observation, and fixed their position.

But this anxiety was deepened, and a darker gloom was cast over the party, by an incident which happened soon afterwards.

It has been said that Watty Wilkins was passionately fond of fishing. This business he prosecuted by means of a small raft, made from the remnants of the old one, which he pushed about with a long pole. But the raft was inconvenient; moreover, it had been more than once nearly upset by a shark. Watty therefore resolved to make a small boat out of the remains of the old boat beside which the skeleton had been found. In this he was so ably assisted by his friends Jack and Ben, that the boat  which was a very small one  was launched in the course of two weeks. A pair of light oars was also made, and in this boat the fishing was prosecuted with redoubled vigour. Sometimes the three friends went off in company; more frequently little Wilkins went out alone.

One day he pushed off by himself, and pulled to different parts of the lagoon, casting his line now and then with varying success. The day happened to be unusually calm and bright. When he passed the opening in the reef, the surf appeared less violent than usual, so that he was tempted to pull though it. The breakers were passed in safety, and he soon found himself with a sensation of great delight, floating on the gentle swell of the open sea. He pulled out for a considerable distance, and then cast his lines. So intent was he on these, that he did not observe the approach of a squall till it was almost upon him. Seizing the oars, he pulled towards the island, but he had drifted off shore a considerable distance. The wind, also, was against him. His efforts were vain. In short he was blown out to sea.

The desperate anxiety of the poor boy was changed to despair when the island gradually receded and finally disappeared. At first the little boat was nearly swamped, but by clever management of the oars Watty saved it. The squall was short-lived. Before long it again fell calm, and the sky cleared, but nothing was now to be seen save the unbroken circle of the horizon.

Who can tell the feelings of the poor youth when night descended on the sea? For hours he sat in the stern-sheets quite motionless, as if stunned. (Note: see frontispiece.) Rowing, he knew, would be of no use, as he might be pulling away from the island instead of towards it. Fastening his jacket to an oar, he set it up as a signal, and sat down helpless and inactive, but his mind was busy as he gazed into the depths of the moonlit sky. He thought of home, of the father whom he had so deeply injured, of the prospects that he had unwittingly blighted, of his comrade Ben Trench, and his other friends on the Coral Island. As he continued to think, conscience rose up and condemned him sternly. Wilkins bowed his head to the condemnation, and admitted that it was just.

Oh! he cried, in a passion of sudden remorse, O God! spare me to return home and be a comfort to my father,  my dear, dear father!

He put his face in his hands and wept bitterly. Sitting thus, overcome with sorrow and fatigue, he gradually sank lower and lower, until he slid to the bottom of the boat, and lay at last with his head on the thwart, in profound slumber. He dreamed of home and forgiveness as he floated there, the one solitary black spot on the dark breast of the solemn sea.




Chapter Six.

Watty Wilkins is Tried, Comforted, Run Down, Rescued, and Restored.

When Watty Wilkins awoke from sleep, the sun was high in the heavens and the sea smooth as a mirror.

The poor boy raised himself on one elbow and looked about him, at first with a confused feeling of uncertainty as to where he was. Then the truth burst upon him with overwhelming force. Not only was he alone in a little, half-decayed boat without sail, rudder, or compass, on the great Pacific Ocean, but, with the exception of a few fish, he was without food, and, worst of all, he had not a drop of fresh water.

What was to be done? An unspoken prayer ascended from his heart to God, as he rose and seized the oars. A belief that it was needful to act vigorously and at once was strong upon him. For several minutes he relieved his feelings by rowing with all his might. Then he stopped abruptly, and his spirit sank almost in despair as he exclaimed aloud  

Whats the use? I dont know where the island is. I may only be pulling farther away from it. Oh! what shall I do?

At that moment of extreme depression, the value of having had a God-fearing father who had taught him the Bible was unexpectedly realised, for there flashed into his mind, as if in reply to his question, the words, Call upon me in the time of trouble; I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me.

He pulled in the oars at once, fell on his knees, and, clasping his hands, prayed fervently. Watty had been taught a form of prayer in childhood, and had often used it with little or no regard to its meaning. Now, in his distress, he prayed in earnest. He meant what he said. It followed, also, that he said what he meant. The old form, being quite unsuitable to the occasion, was forgotten, and very homely language indeed was used, but it was sufficient for the purpose. The substance of it was a cry for pardon and deliverance. That which winged it to the Throne of Grace was the name of Jesus Christ.

Resuming the oars, he rowed gently; not for the sake of directing the boat, but because a state of inaction was disagreeable, and as he rowed he thought of the promise that had been sent to him. Strange to say, the latter part of it, Thou shalt glorify me, seemed to take a stronger hold of his mind than the first. Yes, he thought, the whole promise is true. He will deliver me and make me to glorify Himself in some way or other. Perhaps He will let me live to return home, and be a comfort to my father.

The thought of the sorrow he had caused his father weighed heavier than ever in the poor boys mind, and the desire to express his repentance, and, if possible, make his father glad again, became very intense. It seemed to him that a millstone would be removed from his heart if he could be allowed, even for one minute, to hold his fathers hand and say, Oh, I am so sorry, sorry, sorry that I ran away! The millstone was not removed at that time, however; but in answer to prayer it was unquestionably lightened.

The exercise of rowing and the fresh morning air produced their natural effect ere long on the little castaway. He became ravenously hungry, and turned his eyes inquiringly on the few fish which surged about in the pool of dirty water that had gathered in the bottom of the boat. It was not an inviting breakfast. Watty turned his eyes away from it, looked up into the fair blue sky, and tried to think of other things! But the calls of nature were not to be silenced. Instead of thinking of other things, he somehow thought of bread and butter. He even fell into a species of argument with himself as to whether it would not be uncommonly pleasant in various supposable circumstances, to eat bread without butter. Then he found himself meditating on the delights of butter and jam together, which somehow suggested the scriptural figure of a land flowing with milk and honey.

Oh! he sighed at this point, if the sea was only milk and honey  milk even without honey!  what a glorious prospect!

He looked at it as if he half thought it would be transformed under the power of his intense wish. Then he looked again at the floating fish and shuddered. Well might he shudder, for they were contemptible little fish, most of them, with unnaturally large heads, and great staring eyes, as if they had failed, even in death, to get rid of their surprise at being caught. With their mouths opened to the uttermost, they seemed to wish to shout, but couldnt.

I may as well take them out of the dirty water anyhow, he muttered, suiting the action to the word, and spreading the fish on the thwart in front of him. Liking their appearance still less in that position, he put them on the thwart behind him, and tried to forget them. Impossible! He might as well have tried to forget his own existence. At last, after holding out as long as possible, the poor boy made up his mind to eat a little. Then he thought, If I could only cook them; oh! for only one small lump of live coal from the camp fire on

The thought was checked abruptly, for he suddenly remembered that he had a burning-glass in his trousers pocket. He might perhaps be able to roast them with that  in a somewhat underdone fashion, no doubt  still, any sort of cooking would be better than none!

It need scarcely be said that the attempt failed. The only results were a burnt spot or two and a faint odour that served to intensify his hunger. At last he bit a mouthful out of the back of one of the fish, chewed it viciously, swallowed it in a hurry, and felt very sick. The ice was broken, however, and he got on better than he had expected. But when hunger was appeased, there came gradually upon him the far less endurable condition of thirst. He really felt as if he should choke, and once or twice he dipped his baling-dish over the side, but restrained himself on remembering the journal of the skeleton, wherein it was recorded that one of the men had gone mad after drinking salt water.

Towards the afternoon hope was revived in his breast by the appearance of clouds indicating rain. It came at last, in a soft gentle shower  far too gentle, indeed, for it could not be collected. What dropped upon the wooden baling-dish seemed to sink into or evaporate off it. The few drops that fell upon his patiently protruded tongue served only to tantalise him. But Watty was not prone to give way to despair; at least, not to remain in that condition. He took off his jacket, spread it out so as to form a basin, and eagerly watched the result. Alas! the cloth was too soft. It acted like a sponge, into which the rain-drops disappeared.

When it became evident that the coat was a failure  refusing even to part with a single drop when wrung,  Watty chanced to cast down his eyes, and they naturally fell on his trousers. They were stiff canvas trousers, and very greasy from much service among the dishes. Instantly he had them off, and spread out as the coat had been. Joy inexpressible  they held water! To convert the body of them into a lake and the legs into two water-courses was not difficult for one whose ingenuity was beyond the average. But oh! the lake basin was slow to gather the precious drops! He caused the two legs to debouch into the baling-dish, and watched eagerly for half an hour, at the end of which period about a wineglassful was collected. He sucked it in, to the last drop, and waited for more. It seemed as if the very sky sympathised with the boys distress, for soon afterwards the rain increased, then it poured, and finally, Watty Wilkins was more than satisfied, he was drenched. Fortunately the downpour was short-lived. It ceased suddenly; the clouds broke up, and the evening sun came out in full splendour, enabling him to partially dry his garments.

In the Southern Seas at that time, the weather was particularly warm, so that our castaway felt no inconvenience from his ducking, and spent the second night in comparative comfort, his dreams  if he had any  being untroubled with visions of food or drink. Once, indeed, he awoke, and, looking up, recalled so vividly the fate of the man who had been cast alone and dying on the Coral Island, that he became deeply depressed by the thought of meeting a similar fate; but the text of the previous day again recurred to him. Clinging to it, he again fell asleep, and did not wake till morning.

Looking over the side, he saw what sent a gush of hope and joy to his heart. A ship, under full sail, not half a mile off! He rubbed his eyes and looked again. Was he dreaming? Could it be?

He sprang up with a cry of delight and gave vent to a long, loud cheer, as much to relieve his feelings as to attract attention. It was almost too good to be true, he thought. Then a voice within whispered, Did you not ask for deliverance? and the boy mentally responded, Yes, thank God, I did.

While he was thinking, his hands were busy refastening his jacket (which he had taken down to sleep in) by a sleeve to its former place at the end of an oar. But there was no occasion to signal. The vessel, a barque, was running straight towards him before a light breeze under full sail  as Baldwin Burr would have said, with stunsls slow and aloft. Believing that he had been observed, he ceased waving his flag of distress.

But soon a new idea sent a thrill through his heart. No sign of recognition was made to him as the ship drew near. Evidently the look-out was careless.

Leaping up, Watty seized the oar, waved his flag frantically, and yelled out his alarm. Still the ship bore majestically down on him, her huge bow bulking larger and higher as she drew near. Again Watty yelled, loud and long, and waved his flag furiously. The ship was close upon him  seemed almost towering over him. He saw a sailor appear lazily at the bow with his hands in his pockets. He saw the eyes of that seaman suddenly display their whites, and his hands, with the ten fingers extended, fly upwards. He heard a tremendous Starboard ha-a-a-rd! followed by a terrific Starboard it is! Then there was a crashing of rotten wood, a fearful rushing of water in his ears, a bursting desire to breathe, and a dreadful thrusting downwards into a dark abyss. Even in that moment of extremity the text of the morning flashed through his whirling brain  then all was still.

When Wattys mind resumed its office, its owner found himself in a comfortable berth between warm blankets with a hot bottle at his feet, and the taste of hot brandy-and-water in his mouth. A man with a rough hairy visage was gazing earnestly into his face.

Wall, youngster, I guess, said the man, that youd pretty nigh slipped your cable.

Watty felt thankful that he had not quite slipped his cable, and said so.

You went over me, I think, he added.

Over you! Yes, I just think we did. You went down at the bows  I seed you myself  and came up at the starn. The capn, he seed you come up, an said you bounced out o the water like the cork of a soda-water bottle. But here he comes himself. He told me I wasnt to speak much to you.

The captain, who was an American, with a sharp-featured and firm but kindly countenance, entered the berth at the moment.

Well, my boy, glad to see you revived. You had a narrow escape. Wouldnt have been so if it hadnt chanced that one of our worst men was the look-out  or rather wasnt the look-out. However, youre all right now. Your ship went down, I expect, not long since?

About three or four months ago, answered Watty.

Come, boy, your mind hasnt got quite on the balance yet. It aint possible that you could be as fat as a young pig after bein three or four months at sea in an open boat. What was the name of your ship?

The Lively Poll.

What! a Scotch ship?

Yes; part owned and commanded by Captain Samson.

I know him; met him once in Glasgow. A big, rough-bearded, hearty fellow  six foot two or thereabouts. Didnt go down with his ship, did he? asked the captain with a look of anxiety.

No, replied Watty with increasing interest in the American; we escaped on a raft to an island, off which I was blown, while alone in my boat only two days ago.

Only two days ago, boy! echoed the captain, starting up; dyou happen to know the direction of that island?

Watty did not know, of course, having had no compass in his boat; but he fortunately remembered what Captain Samson had said when he had ascertained the latitude and longitude of it.

Mr Barnes, shouted the captain to the first mate, who stood on deck near the open skylight, hows her head?

Sou-sou-west, sir.

Put her about and lay your course west and by north. Now, said the captain, turning again to Watty, with a look of satisfaction, well soon rescue Captain Samson and his crew. Im sorry I wont be able to take you all back to England, because we are bound for San Francisco, but a trip to California is preferable to life on a coral island. Now, boy, Ive talked enough to you. The steward will bring you some dinner. If you feel disposed, you may get up after that. Here are dry clothes for you. We ripped up your own to save time after hauling you out of the sea.

It was not usual for the gentle Polly Samson to alarm the camp with a shriek that would have done credit to a mad cockatoo, nevertheless, she did commit this outrage on the feelings of her companions on the afternoon of the day on which Watty was run down and rescued.

Her father and all the others were seated around the camp fire among the bushes at the time. Polly had left them, intending to pay a visit to one of her beautiful water-gardens on the beach, and had just emerged from the bushes and cast her eyes upon the sea, when she beheld the sight that drew from her the shriek referred to. She gave it forth in an ascending scale.

Oh! Oh!! Oh!!! father! come here! quick! quick! oh!

Never since he was a boy had the captain jumped so sharply from a sitting posture to his legs. Every man followed suit like a Jack-in-the-box. There was a rush as if of a tempest through the bushes, and next moment the whole party burst upon the scene, to find Polly  not as they had feared in some deadly peril, but  with flashing eyes and glowing cheeks waving her arms like a windmill, and shrieking with joy at a ship which was making straight for the island under full sail.

The captain greeted the sight with a bass roar, Philosopher Jack with a stentorian shout. Ben Trench did his best to follow Jacks example. Simon ORook uttered an Irish howl, threw his cap into the air, and forthwith began an impromptu hornpipe, in which he was joined by Bob Corkey. Baldwin Burr and his comrades vented their feelings in prolonged British cheers, and Mr Luke, uttering a squeak like a wounded rabbit, went about wanting to embrace everybody, but nobody would let him. In short every one went more or less mad with joy at this sudden realisation of hope long deferred. Only then did they become fully aware of the depth of anxiety which had oppressed them at the thought of being left, perhaps for years, it might be to the end of their days, on that unknown island.

As the vessel approached, it became apparent that there was some one on board whose temporary insanity was as demonstrative as their own, so wild were his gesticulations.

Its too fur off, said Baldwin, to make out the critturs phisog; but if it warnt for his size, Id say he was a monkey.

Praps its an ourang-outang, suggested Corkey.

Or a gorilla, said ORook.

Oh! exclaimed Polly, in a low, eager voice of surprise, I do believe it is Watty Wilkins!

Polly is right, said Philosopher Jack; Id know Wattys action among a thousand.

As he spoke, the vessel rounded-to outside the reef, backed her top-sails, and lowered a boat. At the same time the excited figure disappeared from her bow, and reappeared, wilder than ever, in the stern of the boat. As it crossed the lagoon, the voice of Watty became audible, and was responded to by a succession of hearty cheers, in the midst of which the boat was run ashore. The excited lad sprang on the beach, and was almost annihilated by the species of miscellaneous embracing that he immediately underwent.

Need we say that Captain Samson and his men were only too thankful to have such an opportunity of deliverance? They at once accepted the offer of the American captain, embarked in his ship the following morning, passed Cape Horn not long after, sailed up the coast of South America, and, in course of time, cast anchor in the renowned harbour of San Francisco.

At the time of which we write, the excitement about the gold-fields of California was at its highest pitch. Men were flocking to that region from all parts of the earth. Fortunes were being made by some in a few months, and lost by others, at the gaming-tables, in a few days, or even hours. While a few gained a competence, many gained only a bare subsistence; thousands lost their health, and not a few their lives. It was a strange play that men enacted there, embracing all the confusion, glitter, rapid change of scene, burlesque, and comedy of a pantomime, with many a dash of darkest tragedy intermingled. Tents were pitched in all directions, houses were hastily run up, restaurants of all kinds were opened, boats were turned keel up and converted into cottages, while ships were stranded or lying idle at their anchors for want of crews, who had made off to that mighty centre of attraction, the diggings.

Arrived at San Francisco, Captain Samson and his crew were landed one fine morning at an early hour, and went up to a modest-looking hotel, without any definite idea as to what was best to be done in their peculiar circumstances. Feeling a strange sensation of helplessness in the midst of so much turmoil and human energy, after their quiet sojourn on the Coral Island, they kept together like a flock of sheep, and wandered about the town. Then they returned to their hotel and had luncheon, for which so large a sum was demanded, that they resolved to return on board at once, and ask the American captains advice.

They found their deliverer pacing his quarterdeck, with his hands in his pockets, and a stern frown on his countenance. He was quite alone, and the vessel wore an unusually quiet air.

Nothing wrong, I hope, said Captain Samson, as he stepped over the gangway.

Everything wrong, replied the American; crew skedaddled.

What! bolted?

Ay, every man, to the diggins.

What will you do? asked Captain Samson, in a sympathetic tone.

Sell off the ship and cargo for what theyll fetch, and go to the diggins too, replied the other. Moreover, Id strongly recommend you to do the same.

What say you to that advice, Philosopher Jack? asked Captain Samson, turning to our hero, with a peculiar smile.

I say, answered the philosopher, returning the smile, that the advice requires consideration.

Cautiously replied; and what says my Polly? continued the captain.

I say whatever you say, father.

Ah! Poll, Poll, that sort of answer dont help one much. However, well call a council of war, and discuss the matter seriously; but, first of all, lets see how the wind blows. How do you feel inclined, Ben Trench? Bein the invalid of our party, so to speak, youre entitled, I think, to speak first.

I say, Go, replied Ben.

And I say ditto, burst from Watty Wilkins with powerful emphasis.

You wasnt axed yet, observed Bob Corkey. Besides, stowaways have no right to speak at all.

What says Mr Luke! continued the captain.

Dont go, answered Mr Luke feebly.

Now, lads, said the captain, after putting the question to the others, well go in for the pros and cons.

They went in for the pros and cons accordingly, and after an animated debate, resolved that the path of duty, as well as that of interest and propriety, lay in the direction of the diggings.

Having settled the matter, and gathered together into a common fund the small amount of cash and property which each had saved from the wreck, they went ashore, purchased the articles necessary for their expedition, and followed the great stream of Californian gold-diggers.

We shall join them, but let not the reader suppose that we intend to bore him or her with the statistics and details of Californian gold-digging. It is our purpose only to touch lightly on those salient points in the adventures of our wanderers which had a more or less direct bearing on the great issues of their lives.




Chapter Seven.

Failure.

There are times, probably, in the life of all when everything seems to go against one,  when plans and efforts turn out ill, or go wrong, and prospects look utterly black and hopeless. Such a time fell upon Philosopher Jack and his friends some months after their arrival at the gold-diggings.

At first they were moderately successful, and at that time what amazingly golden visions they did indulge!

A carriage and pair, soliloquised Watty Wilkins, one evening at supper, while his eyes rested complacently on the proceeds of the days labour  a little heap of nuggets and gold-dust, which lay on a sheet of paper beside him; a carriage and pair, a town house in London, a country house near Bath or Tunbridge Wells, and a shooting-box in the Scotch Highlands. Such is my reasonable ambition.

Not bad, said Philosopher Jack, if you throw in a salmon river near the shooting-box, and the right to wear the bonnet, plaid, and kilt at pleasure.

Not to mention bare legs an rheumatiz, remarked Simon ORook, who was busy with the frying-pan. Sure, if the good Queen herself was to order me to putt on such things, Id take off me bonnet an plaid in excuse that Id be kilt entirely if she held me to it. All the same Id obey her, for Im a loyal subject.

Youre a bad cook, anyhow, said Baldwin Burr, to burn the bacon like that.

Burn it! retorted ORook with an air of annoyance, man alive, how can I help it? It hasnt fat enough to slide in, much less to swim. Its my belief that the pig as owned it was fed on mahogany-sawdust and steel filins. There, ait it, an howld yer tongue. Its good enough for a goold-digger, anyhow.

In regard to that little bit of ambition o yourn, said Bob Corkey, as the party continued their meal, seems to me, Watty, that you might go in for a carriage an four, or six, when youre at it.

No, Corkey, no, returned the other, that would be imitating the foibles of the great, which I scorn. What is your particular ambition, now, Mr Luke? What will you buy when youve dug up your fortune?

The cadaverous individual addressed, who had become thinner and more cadaverous than ever, looked up from his pewter plate, and, with a sickly smile, replied that he would give all the gold in the mines to purchase peace of mind.

This was received with a look of surprise, which was followed by a burst of laughter.

Why, you aint an escaped convict, are you? exclaimed Baldwin Burr.

No, Im only an escaped man of business, escaped from the toils, and worries, and confinements of city life, returned Mr Luke, with another sickly smile, as he returned to his tough bacon.

Well, Mr Luke, if contrast brings any blessing with it, said Edwin Jack, you ought to revive here, for you have splendid fresh country air  by night as well as by day  a fine laborious occupation with pick and shovel, a healthy appetite, wet feet continually, mud up to the eyes, and gold to your hearts content. What more can you desire?

Nothing, replied the cadaverous man with a sigh.

The state of prosperity to which Jack referred did not last. Their first claim, though rich, was soon worked out, and they were obliged to seek another. This turned out to be a poor one, yielding barely enough of the precious metal to enable them to pay their way, every article of clothing, tools, and food being excessively dear at the mines. Nevertheless, they worked on in hope, but what was termed their luck became worse and worse every day, so that at last they were obliged to run into debt.

This was not difficult to do, for the principal store-keeper, Higgins by name, saw that they were respectable, trustworthy men, and felt pretty safe in giving them supplies on credit. One bad result of the debt thus incurred was that the whole tone and spirit of the party was lowered.

Its too bad, growled Philosopher Jack one evening, as he strode into the tent and flung down his tools; got barely enough to keep the pot boiling.

Better that than nothing, remarked Watty Wilkins, who was in the act of taking off his wet boots. I havent got as much dust as would gild the end of a bumbees nose. Hope some of the others have been more successful. None of them have come in yet except ORook, who is as unlucky as myself. Hes off to the store for something for supper.

Watty sat down before the fire which burned in front of the tent, and sadly toasted his toes.

Ill tell you what, said Jack, sitting down beside him, I fear we were fools to come here.

Not so sure of that returned Wilkins, with a dubious shake of the head. Every one, you know, cannot be lucky. Some succeed and some dont. We are down just now, thats all. The wheel of fortune is going round, and something will be sure to turn up soon.

Nothing will turn up unless we turn it up for ourselves, you may depend upon that said Philosopher Jack.

The captain seemed to preach a different doctrine from that last Sunday, didnt he, when he remarked that God sometimes sends prosperity and riches to those who neither ask, work for, nor deserve them?

True, Watty, but these, he told us, were exceptional cases; the rule being, that those who labour with body or mind acquire possessions, while those who dont labour fall into poverty. The simple truth of that rule is partially veiled by the fact that thousands of laborious men labour unwisely, on the one hand, while, on the other hand, thousands of idle men live on the product of their forefathers labours. Besides, didnt the captain also impress upon us that success is not success when it leads to evil, and failure is not failure when it results in good?

From all which, retorted Watty, you bring forward strong proof that your present growling at bad luck is most unphilosophic, you cross-grained philosopher.

Not at all, returned Jack. The captains principles may, or may not be correct. The mere statement of them does not prove that my ill luck just now is going to result in good. But the worst of it is, that during the time of our good fortune, I had been hoarding up in order to be able to send money to my poor father, and now it has all melted away.

Im sorry for you, Jack, said Watty, but that is not the worst of it to my mind, bad though it be. What grieves me most is, that my dear friend and chum, Ben Trench, is surely losing his health under the strain of anxiety and hard work. You see, he is not gifted with the gutta-percha feelings and cast-iron frame of Philosopher Jack, neither has he the happy-go-lucky spirit and tough little corpus of Watty Wilkins, so that it tells on him heavily  very heavily.

Poor Watty said this half jestingly, yet with such a look of genuine feeling that Jack forgot his own troubles for the moment.

Something must be done, he said, gazing with a concerned look at the fire. Did you observe that man Conway last night up at the store?

Yes; what of him?

He staked largely at the gaming-table last night  and won.

Little Wilkins glanced quickly in his friends face. Jack, he said, with a look and tone of earnestness quite unusual to him, we must not think of that. Whatever straits we are reduced to, we must not gamble  I repeat, we must not!

Why not, little man? asked Jack, with an amused smile at what he considered an uncalled-for burst of seriousness.

Because it is dishonourable, said Wilkins, promptly.

I dont see it to be so, returned Jack. If I am willing to stake my money on a chance of black or red turning up, and the banker is willing to take his chance, why should we not do it? the chances are equal; both willing to win or to lose, nothing dishonourable in that! Or, if I bet with you and you bet with me, we both agree to accept the consequences, having a right, of course, to do what we please with our own.

Now, Jack, said Wilkins, Im not going to set up for a little preacher, or attempt to argue with a big philosopher, but Ill tell you what my father has impressed on me about this matter. One day, when we were passing some ragged boys playing pitch-and-toss on the street, he said to me, Watty, my boy, no man should gamble, because it is dishonourable. To want money that does not belong to you is greedy. To try to get it from your neighbour without working for it is mean. To risk your money in the hope of increasing it by trade, or other fair means, and so benefit yourself and others, is right; but to risk it for nothing, with the certainty of impoverishing some one else if you win, or injuring yourself if you lose, is foolish and unfeeling. The fact that some one else is willing to bet with you, only proves that you have met with one as foolish and unfeeling as yourself, and the agreement of two unfeeling fools does not result in wisdom. You will hear it said, my boy, that a man has a right to do what he will with his own. That is not true. As far as the world at large is concerned, it is, indeed, partially true, but a man may only do what God allows with what He has lent him. He is strictly accountable to God for the spending of every penny. He is accountable, also, to his wife and his children, in a certain degree, ay, and to his tradesmen, if he owes them anything. Yes, Watty, gambling for money is dishonourable, believe me! Now, Jack, I did, and I do believe him, from the bottom of my heart.

What Jack would have replied we cannot tell, for the conversation was interrupted at that moment by the abrupt appearance of Captain Samson. He led Polly by the hand. The child had an unwonted expression of sadness on her face.

Come into the tent. Now then, darling, said the captain; sit on my knee, and tell me all about it. Polly has seen something in her rambles that has made her cry, he explained to Jack, Wilkins, and the rest of the party who chanced to come in while he was speaking. Let us hear about it.

Oh! it is so sad, said Polly, whimpering. You know that good kind man Jacob Buckley, who lives up in Redmans Gap with his sick brother Daniel, who is so fond of me; well, I went up to the Gap this afternoon, when I had done cleaning up, to sit with the sick brother for a little. I found him in great anxiety and very ill. He told me that Jacob, who had always been such a good nurse to him, is much cast down by his bad luck, and has taken to drink, and that he has lost or spent all his money, and cant get credit at the store. He went out quite drunk last night, and has not returned since. Of course poor Daniel has had nothing to eat, for he cant leave his bed without help, and even if he could, there isnt a morsel of food in the house.

This story created much sympathy in the hearts of Pollys hearers.

Well now, messmates, whats to be done in this case? asked Captain Samson, looking round.

Make a clection, said ORook.

Here you are, said Watty, taking up his cap and dropping several small nuggets into it as he handed it to Jack.

The philosopher contributed a pretty large nugget, which, in his heart, he had intended to stake at the gaming-table. Well, said he, we are reduced to low enough circumstances just now, but we are rich compared with poor Buckley.

The entire party at that time numbered only nine, including Polly, Bounce, and Badger, the other members of the crew of the Lively Poll having separated soon after leaving San Francisco. But as all of them were men of generous spirit, Wattys cap soon contained a very creditable clection, which was made up forthwith into a bag, and carried with some cooked provisions by Polly to Redmans Gap, under the safe escort of her father and Baldwin Burr.

The following evening, after supper, Philosopher Jack quietly put his last bag of gold into his pocket and went off with it to Higgins store. On the way up he entered into a debate with himself as to the rectitude of gambling. He seemed to himself to be composed of two persons, one of whom condemned, while the other defended gambling. But Jack had a strong will of his own. He was not to be lightly turned from a purpose, either by the disputants within him or by the arguments of his friend Wilkins. Being a good reasoner, our philosopher found that the condemner of gambling within him was rapidly getting the best of the argument; he therefore brought the matter to a point by suddenly exclaiming aloud, Now, the question is, shall I do it?

Dont? said his old, brusque, but faithful friend Conscience, with a promptitude that made him quite uncomfortable.

Or, continued Jack slowly, shall I go back and wait to see whether things will turn and mend?

Do! answered his friend at once.

If Jack had put more questions, he would have received clear and emphatic replies, but he merely said, Pooh! and when a man says pooh! to conscience, he is in a very bad way indeed.

At Higgins store gold-miners assembled to buy and sell, to talk and drink and gamble. As the necessaries of life were procured there, miners of all sorts, from the steady to the disreputable, were to be found assembled at times, but it was chiefly the latter who hung about the place. No notice was taken of Jack as he mingled with the crowd, except by one or two acquaintances, who gave him a passing nod of recognition.

At the bar there was assembled a boisterous group, who were laughing heartily at something. Jack joined it, and found a tall, half-tipsy man offering to bet with another. When men are smitten with the gambling spirit anything that affords a chance will serve their turn.

See here, now, said the tall man, looking round, I repeat, that Ill bet any man ten dollars  all I have in the world  that theres not any four of the men in this store can prevent my lifting this tumbler of water to my lips.

He held out a tumbler in his right hand as he spoke, and straightened his long sinewy arm.

Some of those present laughed, but one, a short, thick-set, powerful fellow, said Done! at once, and stepped forward.

Well, stranger, said the tall man, with a smile, lay hold. You ought to be strong enough to prevent me by yourself, but come on some more of you.

Three strong fellows rose and laughingly grasped the mans arm, while several of the lookers-on began to bet on the event.

Now, hold fast, said the tall man, giving his arm a slight but vigorous shake, which had the effect of causing those who held it to tighten their grip powerfully.

Oh! youre not strong enough, he added; come, another of you! Hereupon a fifth man rose, and laid hold of the arm amid much laughter.

At that moment a big, rough miner pushed his way through the crowd and demanded to know what was up. On being told, he drew a bag from his pocket and exclaimed, Ill bet you this bag of dust if you can match it, that these five men will prevent you easily. They are strong enough to hold Goliath himself, if he were here.

Sorry that I cant match your bag, stranger, replied the tall man; Im only game for ten dollars, and thats already staked.

But I can match it, exclaimed Philosopher Jack, suddenly producing his bag, which was much the same size as that of the big miner.

Now, then, hold fast, but dont break the bone if you can help it, said the tall man, giving his arm another shake.

The laugh with which this was received was changed into a roar of delight, when the tall man passed his left arm over the heads of those who held him, and with his left hand conveyed the tumbler to his lips.

There was a good deal of disputation immediately, as to the justice of paying up bets on what was obviously a sell, but it was ruled that in this case they had been fairly lost and won, so that the big miner turned his back on his bag of gold, and, with a deep curse, left the store.

Never before had Edwin Jack felt so thoroughly ashamed of himself as when he went forward and took up the two bags of gold. He did it, how ever, and, hurriedly quitting the store, returned to his tent.

There was a small portion of the tent curtained off at the farther extremity, as a chamber for Polly Samson. Jack was relieved, on arriving, to find that she had retired to it for the night. He was also glad to observe that all his tired companions were asleep, with the exception of ORook. That worthy was busy clearing up his pots and pans for the night.

Its late you are to-night, remarked ORook with a yawn.

Yes, Ive been to the store, said Jack; hand me that candle; thanks.

Turning his back on his comrade, he opened the bag which he had won, and looked in. The first thing that met his astonished gaze was the identical nugget which he had contributed the evening before to the sick miner at Redmans Gap. There was a name inside the bag. Holding it near the candle, he read Buckley!

They must have been robbed! he muttered to himself; then, rising, said to ORook, Ive taken a fancy to go up to the Gap to see the Buckleys. Dont mistake me for a thief when I return.

No mistake at all if I did, returned ORook, for youre stealin a march on us all just now, an isnt it robbin yourself of your nights rest you are? ah! then, a wilful man must have his way; good luck go with ye.

Before the sentence and the yawn that followed it were finished, Jack was on his way to the Gap. He found the elder Buckley seated on a log by his brothers couch, with his face buried in his hands. A glance showed him that the sick man was dying. Jacob looked up quickly. His face was haggard from the combined effects of dissipation, grief, and watching. He seemed rather annoyed than pleased by Jacks visit.

Im grieved to see Daniel so ill, said Jack in a low voice, which, however, roused the attention of the invalid.

Dying, said Jacob sternly, though in a voice that was scarcely audible. What have you got there? he added, almost fiercely, as he observed, and at once recognised, the bag in his visitors hand.

Your property, answered Jack. Have you not missed it? I conclude, of course, that it has been stolen from you, because it was gambled away by a big rough fellow at Higgins store this evening.

A peculiar smile flitted for a moment across the rugged face of Jacob Buckley as he said, No, he didnt steal it. Not being able to leave my brother myself, I sent him with it to the store, to try his luck. It was my last throw, contained all I had, includin the dust and nuggets you and your comrades sent me last night.

He said this in a hard, reckless, defiant manner, then looked suddenly in Jacks eyes, and inquired with an expression of curiosity how he came by the bag.

I won it, God forgive me, said Jack, a deep flush of shame overspreading his face, and I now come to return what I had no right to win.

A sound from the dying man attracted their attention at that moment.

He wants to speak to you, said Jacob, who had stooped down to listen.

Jack bent over the sick man, who said in a low whisper, with occasional pauses for breath, for his strength was almost gone.

God bless you! Youve saved his life. He said if he lost that gold that hed blow out his brains  and hed have done it  he would; I know Jacob  hed have done it. Read to me  the Word  the only true gold.

Jack looked round. Jacob had sat down, and again covered his face with his hands.

I have not my Bible with me, said Jack, but I can repeat passages from memory.

He began with the words, They that trust in Him shall never be put to confusion, when the dying man roused himself, and with a strong effort whispered, O, sir, I do trust in Him! Will you try to save my brother from gambling and drink. Speak!  promise!

I will! whispered Jack in his ear.

The mans energy left him at once, and he fell back on the pillow, from which he had partially risen, with a deep, prolonged sigh. Jacob heard it. Springing up, he fell on his knees by the bedside and seized his brothers hand.

O Dan! dear Dan, he exclaimed, passionately, dont give way like that. Youll get well soon, an well cut this infernal place altogether; well go home and work with the old folk. Dan, dear Dan! speak to me

He stopped abruptly, and rose with a stony stare of hopelessness, for Dans spirit had returned to God who gave it.

Without a word Jacob set to work to lay out the body, and Jack quietly assisted him. Having finished, the former put the recovered bag of gold in his pocket, stuck a revolver in his belt, and took up the door key of the hut.

Come, Jacob, said Jack, purposely taking no notice of these actions, youll go home and spend the night with me. Dear Dan wants no tending now. We will return together, and see to his remains to-morrow. Come.

Buckley looked undecided.

You havent your flask, have you? he asked eagerly.

Jack felt in his pockets, and with something like joy found that his flask was not there. No, said he, I havent got it. But come, Jacob, you want rest. Ill give you something better than spirits to drink when we reach the tent. Come.

The man submitted. They went out and, locking the door, walked quickly and silently away.

Many and anxious were the thoughts that chased each other through the busy brain of our hero during that dreary midnight walk. Before it was ended, he had almost resolved upon a plan of action, which was further matured while he prepared a can of strong hot coffee for poor Jacob Buckley.

This is how the matter stands, he said to Captain Samson next morning, during a private conversation, while Buckley and the others were at breakfast in the tent. I, who am not a teetotaller, and who last night became a gambler, have pledged myself to do what I can to save Jacob Buckley from drink and gaming. To attempt that here would be useless. Well, we are at our lowest ebb just now. To continue working here is equally useless. I will therefore leave you for a time, take Buckley and Wilkins with me, and go on a prospecting tour into the mountains. There it will be impossible to drink or gamble; time may cure Buckley, and perhaps we may find gold! Of course, he added, with a sad smile, if we do, well return and let you know.

The captain approved of this plan. Jacob Buckley and Watty Wilkins at once agreed to go, and immediately after Daniels burial, the prospecters set out. The entire party, including Polly, convoyed them as far as Redmans Gap, where, wishing them good-speed, they parted company. Then the three adventurers passed through the Gap, and were soon lost in the wild recesses of the mountain range.




Chapter Eight.

Success.

For more than a month did the prospecting party wander among the Californian mountains in quest of gold, but found none  at least not in paying quantities.

At first the trip was to each of them full of romance, interest and hope. Even Buckley began to cheer up after a few days had passed. The craving for drink began to wear off, and grief for his lost brother  whom he had truly loved  began to abate. The wild scenery through which they passed was in itself sufficient to rouse to a high pitch the enthusiasm of such youths as Philosopher Jack and Watty Wilkins, while their comrade, though not so impressionable in regard to the sublime and beautiful, was roused to sympathy by their irresistible ardour. The necessity of hunting, too, in order to obtain food, added excitement of a more stirring kind, and an occasional encounter with a grizzly bear introduced a spice of danger to which none of them objected. Their various washings of the soil and examination of river beds afforded a sufficient quantity of gold to foster hope, though not to pay expenses. Thus they progressed through many a scene of loveliness, where the hand of God had sown broadcast all the forms and hues of grace and beauty which render this world attractive; they also passed through many a savage defile and mountain gorge  dark, gloomy, almost repulsive  which served to enhance their enjoyment of the beautiful by contrast.

But as the time passed by they became accustomed to the life, and therefore less appreciative. They failed, also, to find gold in larger quantities, and as the finding of gold was their highest aim, they were proportionally disappointed and downcast. Watty, indeed, kept up his spirits pretty well. He experienced the benefit of the change that had taken place in his soul that time when he was alone with God in the little boat upon the sea. He prayed in secret for light, and tried to believe that all things work together for good to them that love God; but his faith was weak, and the old heart of unbelief was still very strong.

As for Philosopher Jack, his spirit was still engaged in rebellious warfare. He growled a good deal at his luck, and was heartily seconded by Buckley. In addition to this, Jacks spirit was much troubled by his promise to Daniel Buckley on his deathbed. He shrank, with a strength of feeling that surprised himself, from speaking to Jacob about his infirmity, yet he felt the duty lying strong upon him, for he knew well that, if nothing was said, the man would certainly go back to his old habits on returning to the neighbourhood of the store where drink could be obtained.

Shall I break the ice at once? thought Jack. Perhaps it would be well to wait till we know each other better.

Dont, said the voice of his old laconic friend.

But Jack did wait, and the longer he waited the more disinclined to speak did he become. He held strongly, however, that a right promise once given should never be broken, and, under a feeling of desperation, said to himself one day, Would it not be much better to end this matter by speaking without further delay?

Do, said conscience, approvingly.

And Jack did, then and there, the result being that Jacob Buckley did not take it well, but told him flatly to mind his own business. Jack flushed crimson and clenched his fist; then the absurdity of attempting to knock sobriety into a man struck him, and he laughed as he said  

Well, Buckley, that is just what I am doing, for it is my business to remonstrate with a comrade when I see him give way to a habit which will result in his destruction if not abandoned.

After this Buckley allowed him to talk a little on the subject, but Jack felt the work to be very distasteful. Eventually he gave it up, consoling himself with the reflection that at all events he had brought the man away on an expedition where nothing stronger than cold water and hot tea was to be had for love or money.

At last the tide turned. On the same day a piece of great good and bad fortune befell our explorers. It happened thus:  

Watty Wilkins roused himself from a golden dream one morning, threw off his blanket looked up at the bush which served him and his comrades as a canopy, and yawned. It was grey dawn. There was that clear sweet light in the sky which gives sure promise of a fine day. Seeing that his companions still slept, he drew from his breast a small Testament, read a few verses, and prayed. This had been his custom ever since his deliverance by the American ship.

Soon after, Jack moved his bulky frame, rolled round, threw out his arms, and yawned. The yawn awakened Buckley, who immediately followed suit  such is the force of example!

Ill tell you what it is, mates, said the latter, sitting up, that twist I gave my leg yesterday troubles me a little. I shall remain in camp to-day and smoke.

Very good, said Jack, rising and putting the kettle on the fire with a view to breakfast. Watty and I will go up that valley and prospect. We will expect that youll eat no more than your share of the provisions during our absence, and that youll have supper ready for us when we return.

The simple breakfast being disposed of and washed down with cans of hot tea, the two friends shouldered their guns and set off up the gorge or narrow mountain valley, near the mouth of which they had bivouacked. There was a belt of wood close to their camp; beyond that a small plain, after crossing which they entered a dense thicket, and began a toilsome march up the bed of a little mountain stream. The channel was nearly dry at the time, but the boulders, which were strewn about everywhere, showed that it was sometimes a formidable torrent.

A likely place for gold, said Watty, with a hopeful look and tune.

Weve tried many such likely places, replied Jack, with a look and tone not quite so hopeful.

For several miles they advanced, washing out a panful of dirt here and there, and finding a little gold-dust as usual. Mid-day arrived, and they sat down to a cold dinner, consisting of a few scraps of meat left from breakfast. Little conversation was indulged in. They were too hungry for that  perhaps too much depressed by hope deferred.

Ill try the banks higher up, said Jack, rising.

And Ill try the bed of the stream lower down, just by way of opposition, said Watty.

They separated, and the latter soon found himself among the boulders, where he continued to search  actively at first, but more lazily as time passed by. Presently he came to a wild spot where the stream was overhung by bushes. He turned over a small stone. Beneath it was a hole or pocket. He stooped quickly, and pulled out a nugget of gold about the size of a thimble. He stooped again, and, inserting his hand, pulled at something that would not come. His heart gave a jump and appeared to get into his throat, where it apparently remained, while the blood rushed to his forehead. Another pull, and out came a mass of solid gold, about the size of his own fist! A cheer rose to his lips, but he checked it. Praps theres more! he said. Yes, the greedy little wretch said that! But there was no more in that pocket.

Quickly turning over several more stones, he found more pockets, with nuggets of various sizes in each. In a short time his specimen pouch was pretty well lined with the precious metal.

Meanwhile his friend Jack was equally successful, the chief difference between them being that the latter washed out the earth on the banks above, and found his gold in little grains and specks, but in such quantities that he felt as if his fortune were already made. Towards evening Watty hallooed and was replied to. As they walked rapidly towards the pre-arranged rendezvous, each hit on the same idea  that of deception!

Well, what luck? asked Watty with a careless air that ill concealed the elation of his heart.

Only a little dust  nothing to speak of  at least not as compared with what some fellows get, said Jack, whose laughing eye gave the lie direct to his melancholy tones. See here, Watty, this is all Ive got.

As he spoke, the hypocrite poured the glittering contents of his pouch into his tin wash-pan.

Well, what a lucky fellow you are! said Watty, with mouth expanded. Just look here; this is all that I have got.

He opened his bag and displayed the nuggets, with the big one in the midst!

Need we say that these youths found it difficult to express their joy and astonishment? The fact was evident that they had at last discovered unusually rich ground, and they travelled back to the camp to tell their lazy comrade the good news.

It was near sunset when they reached the little plain or open space at the mouth of the gorge. Here Jack turned aside to cut a stick of peculiar form, which had caught his eye on the way up, and which he meant to keep as a souvenir of their discovery and the spot. Watty sauntered slowly across the plain.

He had just reached the wood on the other side, and turned to wait for his comrade, when he heard two shots in quick succession. There was nothing unusual in this, but when he heard the Philosopher utter a loud cry, he started, cocked his gun, and ran a few steps back to meet him. Next moment Jack burst from the thicket and ran across the plain at a speed that told of imminent danger. From the same thicket there also rushed a large grizzly bear, whose speed was greater than that of Jack, though it did not appear to be so.

All the blood in Watty Wilkinss body seemed to fly back to his heart, and immediately after it rushed to his brain and toes. Prompt action! no time to think! Life! death! Watty never afterwards could tell clearly what he felt or did on that tremendous occasion, but Jack could tell what he did, for he saw him do it.

Going down on one knee and resting his left arm on the other, in what is known to volunteers as the Hythe position, the little youth calmly levelled his double-barrelled gun. It was charged only with small shot, and he knew that that was useless at long range, therefore he restrained himself and waited.

Jack and the bear ran straight towards him.

Up, Watty, up a tree, gasped Jack; its no use  shot wont hurt him  quick!

As he spoke he darted to the nearest tree, seized a large limb, and swung himself up among the branches. The bear passed under him, and, observing the kneeling figure in front, charged at once. When it was within three feet of him the youth let fly the contents of both barrels into the grizzlys mouth. So true was his aim that about six inches of the barrel followed the shot as the bear rushed upon it. This saved Watty, who was violently hurled aside by the stock of his own gun, while the bear went head-over-heels, vomiting blood and rage amid smoke and dust and scattered nuggets of gold!

O Watty! cried Jack, leaping down to the rescue with his drawn hunting-knife.

But before Jack reached him, or the bear had time to recover himself, Watty was on his active legs, and sprang up a tree like a monkey. Jack caught a branch of the same tree, and by sheer strength swung himself up, but on this occasion with so little time to spare, that the bear, standing on its hind legs, touched his heel lovingly with its protruded lips, as he drew himself out of reach.

We need scarcely say it was with beating and thankful hearts that the two friends looked down from their perch of safety on the formidable and bloody foe who kept pawing at the foot of the tree and looking hungrily up at them.

What a mercy that the grizzly cant climb! panted Watty, who had not yet recovered breath.

But he can watch and keep us here all night, said Jack, and we have no means of killing him. I fell and lost my gun in escaping, and yours is doubled up. Were in for a night of it, my boy. Why didnt you do what I bade you, get up into the tree with your gun when you saw us coming, and then we could have shot him at our leisure?

Why didnt you lend me your own cool head and clear brain, retorted the other, and then we might have done something of the sort? But surely the shot I gave him must tell in the long-run.

Pooh! said Jack, its not much more to him than an over-dose of mustard would be to a cat. However, weve nothing for it but to wait. Perhaps Buckley may have heard our shots.

In this conjecture Jack was right. The gold-miner was enjoying an unsocial cup of tea at the time, and fortunately heard the distant shots and shouting. Buckley was a prompt man. Loading his double barrel with ball as he ran, he suddenly made his appearance on the field, saw at a glance how matters stood, and, being a good shot, put two balls in the bears carcass with deadly effect. Grizzly bears are, however, remarkably tenacious of life. This one at once turned on his new foe, who, getting behind a tree, re-loaded as quickly as possible. As the animal passed he put two more balls in its heart and killed it.

Splendidly done! cried Jack, leaping to the ground and shaking Buckley by the hand, as he thanked him for his timely aid. Almost in the same breath he told of their unexpected good fortune.

Now, then, he added, well cut off the claws of this fellow as a trophy, and then to camp and supper.

Stop a bit, not so fast, said Wilkins, who had descended the tree and was sitting on the ground with a most lugubrious countenance; we must gather up my nuggets before going. Besides, it strikes me theres something wrong with my ankle.

This was found to be too true. In scrambling into the tree Watty had sprained his ankle badly, and in jumping down had made it so much worse that he could not bear to put even his toe to the ground. He was compelled, therefore, to accept the services of Jacob Buckley, who carried him into camp on his back.

Despite his sufferings poor Wilkins rejoiced that night with his comrades at their good fortune, and it was long before he or they could cease to talk over future plans and take needful rest. At length Buckley rolled himself in his blanket, and lay down.

Poor fellow, said Jack, seeing Watty wince a little, does it hurt much?

Yes, rather, but Ill be all right to-morrow. Now, Jack, Im going to sleep. Do me a favour before turning in. Just make a pile of my nuggets close to my pillow here, with the big one on the top. There, thanks.

What a covetous little wretch you are becoming! said Jack with a laugh, as he lay down. Have a care, Watty, that you dont become a miser.

Watty made no reply, but in the night, when he thought his comrades were asleep, he was overheard muttering in a low tone: Yes, my dear old dad, you shall have them every one, big un as well; at least Ill send you every rap that they will fetch. Not that you need it. Youre rich enough as it is, but this will show you, perhaps, that my first thoughts after my first luck were of you.

A long sigh followed the remark. Looking up soon afterwards, Jack saw that Watty was sound asleep, with the point of his nose reposing on the big nugget.

The poor lads idea of a sprain was not quite correct. Instead of being all right next day, he found himself to be hopelessly lame, and was unable to move from the camp for a couple of weeks. During that period Jack and Buckley went forth to the new diggings every morning, and returned at night laden with gold, so that in a short time they had gathered as much as they could conveniently carry. Then they resolved to go for their comrades and return with them to continue their labours at what they named Grizzly Bear Gulch. As Watty was still unable to walk without great pain, they made a sort of litter of a blanket between two poles. In this contrivance they carried him, with their gold and their other belongings, back to the old diggings.

But here, on arrival, they found a wonderfully altered state of affairs.

Immediately after you left, said Captain Samson, over a cup of tea, while Polly, who presided, listened with sympathetic delight, we bought a new claim or two, without much hope, however, of bettering our circumstances. One of these claims we bought for you, Jack, with part of the money you left in our charge, one for Buckley, and another for Wilkins. Well, these claims all turned out splendidly, and weve been makin our fortunes ever since! As you were off prospecting, as much for our benefit as your own, we agreed that it was the least we could do to work a little for you, so we gave your claims a rummage day about, and thus weve made your fortunes too, or part of em anyhow. Weve bin sendin home bills of exchange too, and knowin your wish to help your father, Jack, I took upon me to send a small sum to him with your love. I did right didnt I?

Right! exclaimed Jack, seizing the captains hand and squeezing it; need you ask? Im only sorry I didnt dig the gold out with my own hand, and enclose the bill in my own letter. How much did you send?

Only 1000 pounds, replied the captain.

Come, dont joke. Im anxious to know, because he was very hard up when I left.

More shame to you for leaving him, my young Philosopher, returned the captain, but I tell you the truth; I sent him 1000 pounds sterling, and I believe theres as much lyin here in gold-dust and nuggets that belongs to you. Weve all done equally well, Im thankful to say, and, better than that, good fortune seems to have brought us good health. Even Ben Trench there is able to dig like the rest of us.

Not exactly, said Ben with a pleasant smile at his old friend Wilkins, but Im very well, thank God, and able to do a little. I wouldnt have been what I am now but for the care of this dear little nurse.

Polly was quite pleased with the compliment, and made a liberal offer to supply more tea to any of the company who might want it.

All this, and a great deal more, was corroborated by every one present; moreover, it was told them that there were many other claims which had suddenly turned out well, and that the whole aspect of these diggings had changed for the better.

And what of Mr Luke? asked Jack, glancing round the circle.

Gone, said the captain, nobody knows where. He became gloomier and stranger than ever after you went away, and one morning announced his intention to leave us and return to San Francisco. He left, and has not been heard of since. Bob Corkey, too, is off. He got restless and disappointed at our bad luck, said hed go away prospectin on his own hook, and went.

Good luck go with him! He was altogether too fond of argifying, said Simon ORook.

Hes not the only one, remarked Baldwin Burr, with a grin.

After much consideration and consultation, it was agreed that, in the meantime, the party should remain where they were, and, when their claims began to fail, go off to Grizzly Bear Gulch.

This being decided, Jacob Buckley rose, saying that he was going to visit his friends at Higgins store. Jack followed him. When they were alone he said  

Now, Jacob, dont go, theres a good fellow. You saved my life, I may say, and that gives me a claim on you. Buckley frowned, but said nothing. If you get among your old mates, continued Jack, and begin to taste, youre a gone man. God has been very good to us. He has made us rich. We may live to be useful, Jacob. Think of it.

A half sarcastic smile flitted over Buckleys face as he said, You didnt use to be a preacher, Jack; what makes you now so keen to save me, as you call it?

Im not sure what it is that makes me anxious now, replied Jack, but I know what made me anxious at first. It was your poor brother Daniel. That night he died, when he whispered in my ear, it was to make me promise to save you from drink and gambling if I could.

Did he? exclaimed the miner vehemently, as he clenched his hands. O Dan! dear Dan, did you say that at such an hour? Look you, Jack, he added, turning sharply round, Ill not go near the store, and if I am saved it is Dan who has done it, mind that  not you.

And Buckley held to his word. For months after that he worked with the Samson party  as it was styled  and never once tasted a drop of anything stronger than tea.

During all that time success continued, but Philosopher Jack felt in his heart that no success in digging up gold was at all comparable to that of working with the Lord in helping a brother-sinner to turn from the error of his ways.

As their wealth accumulated, the different members of the party converted it into cash, sent some of it home to the assistance of friends or relatives, and the rest for safe and remunerative investment. For the latter purpose they committed it to the care of Mr Wilkins senior, who, being a trusty and well-known man of business, was left to his own discretion in the selection of investments. Simon ORook, however, did not follow the example of his friends. He preferred to keep his gold in his own hands, and, as its bulk increased, stowed it away in a small chest, which, for further security, he buried in a hole in the tent directly under his own sleeping corner.

In addition to his remittances to Mr Wilkins for investment, Edwin Jack sent large sums regularly to his father, for the purpose not only of getting him out of his difficulties, but of enabling him to extend his farming operations. The wheel of fortune, however, had turned upwards with Jack senior, and he did not require these sums, as we shall see.

While things were going on thus prosperously at the other side of the world, a wonderful change  intimately connected with gold  took place in the Old Country, which materially altered the circumstances of some of those personages whose names have figured in our tale.




Chapter Nine.

Treats of a Catastrophe and Ruin.

We return once again to the cottage on the Scottish Border. It is not quite so lowly as it was when first introduced to our readers. Although not extensively changed, there is a certain air of comfort and prosperity about it which gives it much the appearance of a dirty boy who has had his face washed and a suit of new clothes put on. It has been whitewashed and partially re-roofed. A trellis-work porch with creepers has been added. The garden bears marks of improvement, and in one part there are four little plots of flower-beds, so conspicuously different in culture and general treatment as to suggest the idea of four different gardens. Inside of Mr Jacks abode there are also many changes for the better. The rooms are better furnished than they used to be. Several cheap oleograph copies of beautiful pictures adorn the walls, and the best parlour, which used to be kept in a condition of deadly propriety for state occasions only, is evidently used in the course of daily life. A brand-new piano, with a pretty little girl seated before it, suggests advancing refinement, and the expression of the childs face, while she attempts the impossible task of stretching an octave, indicates despair. There is another little girl seated at a table darning with all the energy of a Martha-like character. She is engaged upon a pair of juvenile socks, which have apparently been worn last by a cart-horse. Books and drawing materials and mathematical instruments on the table betoken progressive education, and, in short, everything without and within the cottage tells, as we have said, of prosperity.

It must not be supposed, however, that all this is due to Philosopher Jacks good fortune and liberality. When the first letter came from California, telling of the safety of our hero and his friends, Mr Jack was indeed in great material distress, but there was no money in that letter. It was despatched from San Francisco at the time of the arrival of the party, along with letters from the other members, informing their various relations of their deliverance. But if the letter had contained tons of the finest gold it could not have added a feathers weight to the joy of the old couple, who, like the widow of Nain or the sisters of Bethany, had received their dear lost one direct from the Lord, and, as it were, back from the dead. Then, after an interval, came Captain Samsons letter enclosing the bill for 1000 pounds, and explaining why Philosopher Jack himself did not write with it. Mr Jack senior thankfully used two hundred of the amount, which was quite sufficient to extricate him from all his difficulties. The balance he put into the nearest bank, to be kept for the dear boy on his return.

From that date God sent prosperity to the cottage on the Border. Flocks increased, seasons were no longer bad, grey mares no longer broke their legs, turnips throve, and, in short, everything went well, so that, instead of using the large sums of money which his son frequently sent him, Mr Jack placed them all to dear Teddies credit in the bank.

In one of these letters, his son mentioned that he had sent still larger sums to the care of Mr Wilkins senior, to be invested for himself. Mr Jack, having consulted with his faithful spouse, drew his sons gifts from the local bank, went to the city of Blankow, called on Mr Wilkins, and desired him to invest the money in the same concern with the rest. Mr Wilkins purchased shares with it in the Blankow Bank, telling Mr Jack that he considered it one of the best and safest investments in Scotland, that he had invested in it all the funds sent home by his own son and his comrades, and that he himself was a large shareholder. Thus did Mr Jack senior act with all the gifts that Jack junior sent him, saying to Mr Wilkins on each occasion, that, though the dear boy meant him to use the money, he had no occasion to do so, as the Lord had prospered him of late, and given him enough and to spare.

We re-introduce the Jack family to the reader at breakfast-time, not because that was the only noteworthy period of their day, but because it was the time when the parents of the family were wont to talk over the daily plans.

Mr Jack went to the door and shouted, Breakfast! in a sonorous tone. Instantly the octave was abandoned and the socks were dropped. Next moment there was a sound like the charge of a squadron of cavalry. It was the boys coming from the farm-yard. The extreme noise of the familys entry was rendered fully apparent by the appalling calm which ensued when Mr Jack opened the family Bible, and cleared his throat to begin worship. At breakfast the noise began again, but it was more subdued, appetite being too strong for it. In five minutes Dobbin was up to the eyes in a treacle-piece. This was a good opportunity for conversation.

Maggie, said Mr Jack, looking up from his plate, the last bill sent us from the diggins by the dear boy makes the sum in my hands up to two thousand pounds. Ill go to town to-day and give it to Mr Wilkins to invest as usual.

Very weel, John, replied Mrs Jack, but its been runnin in my mind that its no that safe to pit a yer eggs in the same basket. Maybe ye might invest it in somethin else.

Thats true, Maggie, we shall see, said Mr Jack, who was at all times a man of few words. As Dobbin became at the moment clamorous for more food, nothing further was said on the subject.

Arrived in the city, John Jack made his way to the office of Mr Wilkins. He found that gentleman with an expression of unwonted resignation on his countenance.

Ive brought you more money to invest, Mr Wilkins, said John Jack, sitting down after wiping his forehead, and producing a fat pocketbook; I thought of doin it in the old way, but my wife and I have been thinkin that perhaps it might be wise to put some of the eggs in another basket.

A very sad and peculiar smile flitted for a moment across Mr Wilkinss face. It is plain that you have not heard of the disastrous failure, he said. Only last week the Blankow Bank suspended payment, and if the reports as to its liabilities be true, the result will be widespread ruin throughout the country.

Do you mean to say that the Bank has failed? asked Mr Jack, anxiously.

Yes, and it is feared that most of the shareholders will be ruined. I am one, you know.

Will you be ruined, Mr Wilkins?

I fear that the first call will be more than I can meet. I trust that you are not personally involved.

No, thank God, Im not, said Mr Jack, with an increasingly anxious look. But tell me, Mr Wilkins  for I dont understand banking matters very well  is my sons money all gone?

All, returned Mr Wilkins sadly, and all that my own son has invested, as well as that of his friends!

How was it, sir, asked Mr Jack, in a reproachful tone, that you were so confident in recommending the investment?

Because I thoroughly believed in the soundness of the bank and in the character of its directors. Investing my own funds so largely in its stock proves how I trusted it. But I was mistaken. It is a mystery which I cannot solve. Perhaps, when the examination of its affairs is completed, light may be thrown on the subject. I hope that no more of your relations or friends have stock in it?

None that I know of, except indeed my poor friend Mrs Niven, who was my sons landlady when he was at college. Ill go and inquire about her.

Mr Jack thrust the fat pocket-book into a breast pocket, and buttoned up his coat with the determined air of a man who means to keep hold of what he has got.

Bidding Mr Wilkins good-bye, he walked rapidly to Mrs Nivens house and pulled the bell rather violently. The summons was promptly answered by Peggy, who ushered him into a little parlour, where he was quickly joined by Mrs Niven.

Im very sorry to hear the bad news, said Mr Jack, pressing the good womans hand in sympathy.

What bad news? asked Mrs Niven, in alarm.

The bank, you know, said Mr Jack. Its very hard, and to think that youre in the same boat with my dear boy, whose fortune is wrecked

A little scream stopped him, for the word wrecked struck a chill to the poor womans heart.

What! wrecked again? she cried, on a bank, in a boat? Oh! dont tell me, dont tell me that hes drownded.

No, no, cried Mr Jack, hastening to relieve her mind, while he supported her to a chair; no, no; my dear boys all right. Its the Blankow Bank I mean thats gone to wreck, you know, and all his money with it, and yours too, I suppose, for you told me you had shares in that bank.

Oh! as to that, said Mrs Niven, greatly relieved, you may mak yer mind easy. Ive got nae shares intilt noo. I selt them through Mr Black lang syne. Hes a douce, clever, honest felly  a relation o mine, and a first-rate business man; but for him Id hae lost my siller, nae doot. He warned me that the bank was nae a right ane, and advised me to sell.

Mr Jack thought that such a clever, disinterested man-of-business, and a relation of Mrs Niven, might be just the person to give him sound advice at this crisis; he therefore obtained his address, and, after a long chat with the good woman, who would have listened for hours to the adventures of her bonny lodger, took his departure, and in due time stood at the door of the dirty little office.

The dirty clerk ushered the visitor into the presence of Mr Black, whose presence was more repulsive than it used to be. He received Mr Jack rather gruffly, and asked his business.

Oho! an eccentric character, gruff but honest, thought Mr Jack, who began by saying that he had just come from visiting his friend Mrs Niven.

Mr Blacks face grew almost green at the name, and his brows scowled fiercely.

Strange look for an honest, kindly man, thought Mr Jack, but we must never judge from the outward appearance; then he said aloud, I went to see her about that bank failure

Ha! growled Mr Black, interrupting, but for that woman, and that he checked himself and said, but you came here on some matter of business, I suppose. Will you state it?

A very eccentric man indeed, remarkably so, for a kindly, honest man, thought Mr Jack; but he only said, I came here to consult you about the investment of two thousand pounds

Oh! indeed, said Mr Black, in quite an altered tone, as he rose and politely offered his visitor a chair.

But, continued Mr Jack, rebuttoning his greatcoat which he had partly opened, but, sir, I have changed my mind, and bid you good-day.

So saying, he went out, leaving Mr Black standing at the door in stupid amazement and his dirty clerk agonising with suppressed laughter behind his desk. Mr Black had been groaning and growling all the day at the thoughts of the ruin which had overtaken him  thoughts which were embittered by the knowledge that he had drawn it on himself through the instrumentality of Mrs Niven. The climax of Mr Jacks visit did not tend to restore him. Recovering from his amazement, and observing the condition of the clerk, he suddenly hurled the cash-book at him. Cleverly dodging it, the dirty little creature bolted from the office, and banged the door behind him.

Meanwhile Mr Jack cashed his last bill of exchange, returned home, and presented his wife with a bag of gold, which she deposited in the darkest recesses of the great family chest.

That bank gives no interest, said John Jack, with a quiet chuckle, as he superintended the deposit, but we shall always have the interest of knowing that it is there.

Long afterwards Mr Wilkins sought to combat Mr Jacks objection to invest in another Scotch bank. This disaster, he said, ought not to be called a bank failure; it is a bank robbery committed by its own directors, as has been clearly proved, and no more touches the credit of Scotch banks in general than the failure of a commercial house, through the dishonesty of its principals, affects the other commercial houses of the kingdom.

It may be as you say, sir, replied John Jack, gravely, an if it was my own money I might act on your advice. But I intend to take care of whats left of the dear boys money myself.

So saying, the stout farmer threw his shepherds plaid over his shoulder, and went off to his cottage on the Border.

But we must pass from this subject. Space forbids our going deeper into it, or touching on the terrible consequences of dishonesty coupled with unlimited liability. Fortunes were wrecked; the rich and the poor, the innocent and guilty, the confiding and the ignorant as well as the knowing and wise, fell in the general crash. Many homes were desolated, and many hearts were broken. May we not believe, also, that many hearts were purified in passing through the furnace of affliction!

All is not evil that brings sorrow, may be quite as true as the proverb, All is not gold that glitters. Some have been glad to say with the Psalmist, It was good for me that I was afflicted. This truth, however, while it might strengthen some hearts to bear, did not lighten the load to be borne. The great Bank failure produced heart-rending and widespread distress. It also called forth deep and general sympathy.

Out among the mountain gorges of California the gold-hunters knew nothing of all this for many a day, and our adventurers continued to dig, and wash, and pile up the superstructure of their fortunes, all ignorant of the event which had crumbled away the entire foundations.

At last there came a day when these fortunate gold-miners cried, Hold! enough! an unwonted cry  not often uttered by human beings.

Standing beside the camp fire one evening, while some of the party were cooking and others were arranging things inside the tent Captain Samson looked around him with an unusually heavy sigh.

Its a grand country, and Ill be sorry to leave it, he said.

Troth, and so will meself, responded ORook.

It was indeed a grand country. They had lately changed the position of their tent to an elevated plateau near a huge mass of rock where a little mountain stream fell conveniently into a small basin. From this spot they could see the valley where it widened into a plain, and again narrowed as it entered the gloomy defile of the mountains, whose tops mingled magnificently with the clouds.

You see, my lads, continued the captain, its of no use goin on wastin our lives here, diggin away like navvies, when weve got more gold than we know what to do with. Besides, Im not sure that we aint gettin into a covetous frame of mind, and if we go on devotin our lives to the gettin of gold that we dont need, its not unlikely that it may be taken away from us. Moreover, many a man has dug his grave in California and bin buried, so to speak, in gold-dust, which is a fate that no sensible man ought to court  a fate, let me add, that seems to await Ben Trench if he continues at this sort o thing much longer. And, lastly, its not fair that my Polly should spend her prime in acting the part of cook and mender of old clothes to a set of rough miners. For all of which reasons I vote that we now break up our partnership, pack up the gold-dust that weve got, and return home.

To this speech Polly Samson replied, promptly, that nothing pleased her more than to be a cook and mender of old clothes to rough miners, and that she was willing to continue in that capacity as long as her father chose. Philosopher Jack also declared himself willing to remain, but added that he was equally willing to leave if the rest of the firm should decide to do so, as he was quite content with the fortune that had been sent him. Simon ORook, however, did not at first agree to the proposal.

Its rich enough that I am already, no doubt, he said, but sure, theres no harm in bein richer. I may be able to kape me carriage an pair at present, but why shudnt I kape me town house an country house an me carriage an four, if I can?

Because we wont stay to keep you company, answered Watty Wilkins, and surely you wouldnt have the heart to remain here digging holes by yourself? Besides, my friend Ben is bound to go home. The work is evidently too hard for him, and hes so fond of gold that he wont give up digging.

Ah! Watty, returned Ben with a sad smile, you know it is not my fondness for gold that makes me dig. But I cant bear to be a burden on you, and you know well enough that what I do accomplish does little more than enable me to pay my expenses. Besides, a little digging does me good. It occupies my mind and exercises my muscles, an prevents moping. Doesnt it, Polly?

In this estimate of his case Ben Trench was wrong. The labour which he undertook and the exposure to damp, despite the remonstrances of his companions, were too much for a constitution already weakened by disease. It was plain to every one  even to himself  that a change was necessary. He therefore gladly agreed to the captains proposal.

Baldwin Burr, however, dissented. He did not, indeed, object to the dissolution of the partnership of Samson and Company, but he refused to quit the gold-fields, saying that he had no one in the Old Country whom he cared for, and that he meant to settle in California.

It was finally agreed that the captain, Philosopher Jack, Watty Wilkins, Ben Trench, Simon ORook, and Polly should return home, while Baldwin Burr and Jacob Buckley should enter into a new partnership and remain at the fields.

Although, as we have said, most of our adventurers had sent their gold home in the form of bills of exchange for investment, they all had goodly sums on hand in dust and nuggets  the result of their more recent labours  for which strong boxes were made at Higginss store. Simon ORook, in particular,  who, as we have said, did not send home any of his gold,  had made such a huge pile that several strong boxes were required to hold all his wealth. The packing of these treasure-chests occupied but a short time. Each man cut his name on the lid of his box inside, and printed it outside, and nailed and roped it tight, and took every means to make it secure. Then, mounting their mules and travelling in company with a trader and a considerable party of miners, they returned to San Francisco, having previously secured berths in a ship which was about to sail for England via Cape Horn.

Baldwin Burr and Buckley convoyed them a days journey on the way.

Im sorry youre goin, Miss Polly, said Baldwin, riding up alongside of our little heroine, who ambled along on a glossy black mule.

I am not sorry that were going, replied Polly, but Im sorry  very sorry  that we are leaving you behind us, Baldwin. Youre such a dear old goose, and Im so fond of teaching you. I dont know how I shall be able to get on without you.

Yes, thats it, Miss Polly, returned the bluff seaman, with a look of perplexity. Youre so cram full of knowledge, an Im sitch an empty cask, that its bin quite a pleasure to let you run over into me, so to speak.

Come, Baldwin, dont joke, said Polly, with a quick glance.

Im far from jokin, Miss Polly, returned the seaman; Im in downright earnest. An then, to lose Philosopher Jack on the selfsame day. It comes hard on an old salt. The way that young man has strove to drive jogriffy, an rithmetic, an navigation into my head is wonderful; an all in vain too! Its amost broke his heart  to say nothin of my own. Its quite clear that Ill never make a good seaman. Howsever, its a comfort to know that Ive got edication enough for a landsman  aint it, Miss Polly?

Polly laughed, and admitted that that was indeed a consoling reflection.

While these two were conversing thus, Jack and Jacob Buckley were riding together in the rear of the party. They had been talking as if under some sort of restraint. At last Jack turned to his companion with a kind, straightforward look.

Its of no use, Buckley, my beating about the bush longer. This is likely to be the last time that you and I shall meet on earth, and I cant part without saying how anxious I am that you should persevere in the course of temperance which you have begun.

Thank you, Jack, thank you, said the miner heartily, for the interest you take in me. I do intend to persevere.

I know that, Jacob, I know it; but I want you to believe that you have no chance of success unless you first become a follower of Jesus Christ. He is the only Saviour from sin. Your resolutions, without Him, cannot succeed. I have found that out, and I want you to believe it, Jacob.

I do believe it, said the miner earnestly. Dear Dan used to tell me that  often  often. Dear Dan!

Now, added Jack, we shall have to part soon. There is another thing I want to mention. There is a bag of gold with my name on it, worth some few hundred pounds, more or less. I want you to accept it, for I know that you have not been so successful as we have during our short

But I wont take it, Jack, interrupted Buckley.

Yes you will, Jacob, from an old friend and comrade. It may tide you over a difficulty, who knows? Luck does not always last, as the saying goes.

Still Buckley shook his head.

Well, then, continued Jack, you cant help yourself, for Ive left the bag under your own pillow in the tent!

Buckleys reply was checked by a shout from Captain Samson. They had reached the parting point  a clump of trees on an eminence that overlooked a long stretch of undulating park-like region. Here they dismounted to shake hands and say farewell. Little was said at the time, but moistened eyes and the long grasp of hard muscular hands told something of feelings to which the lips could give no utterance.

The party could see that knoll for miles after leaving it, and whenever Polly reined up and looked back, she saw the sturdy forms of Baldwin Burr and Jacob Buckley waving a kerchief or a hat, standing side by side and gazing after them. At last they appeared like mere specks on the landscape, and the knoll itself finally faded from their view.

At San Francisco they found their vessel, the Rainbow, a large full-rigged ship, ready for sea. Embarking with their boxes of gold-dust they bade farewell to the golden shore, where so many young and vigorous men have landed in hopeful enthusiasm, to meet, too often, with disappointment, if not with death.

Our friends, being among the fortunate few, left it with joy.

The Rainbow shook out her sails to a favouring breeze, and, sweeping out upon the great Pacific, was soon bowling along the western coast of South America, in the direction of Cape Horn.




Chapter Ten.

Change of Scene and Fortune.

The fair wind that swept the good ship Rainbow away from Californias golden shores carried her quickly into a fresh and purer atmosphere, moral as well as physical. It seemed to most, if not all, of the gold-finders as if their brains had been cleared of golden cobwebs. They felt like convalescents from whom a low fever had suddenly departed, leaving them subdued, restful, calm, and happy.

Its more like a dream than a reality, observed Ben Trench one day, as he and Polly sat on the after part of the vessel, gazing out upon the tranquil sea.

What seems like a dream? asked Philosopher Jack, coming aft at the moment with Watty Wilkins, and sitting down beside them.

Our recent life in California, replied Ben. There was such constant bustle and toil, and restless, feverish activity, both of mind and body; and now everything is so calm and peaceful, and we are so delightfully idle. I can hardly persuade myself that it is not all a dream.

Perhaps it is, said Philosopher Jack. There are men, you know, who hold that everything is a dream; that matter is a mere fancy or conception, and that there is nothing real or actually in existence but mind.

Bah! exclaimed Watty with contempt; what would these philosophers say if matter, in the shape of a fist, were to hit them on their ridiculous noses?

Theyd say that they only imagined a fist and fancied a blow, I suppose, returned Jack.

And would they say that the pain and the blood were imagination also?

I suppose they would.

But what if I were to come on them slily behind and hit them on their pates before they had a chance to see or to exert their terribly real and powerful minds? demanded Watty.

You must ask one of themselves, Watty, for I dont know much about their views; indeed, Im not sure that I have represented them correctly, though its very likely I have, for there is no species of nonsense under the sun that men have not been found to hold and defend with more or less vigour.

Would you not call that a proof of the Creators intention that man should exercise the investigative powers of his mind? asked Ben.

I would call it a proof of mans depravity, said Wilkins.

What does Polly think? asked Jack, with an amused look at the child, whose fair brow wore an anxious little frown as she tried to understand.

I think its a proof of both, replied Polly, with a blush and a laugh; we have got the power to think and speak and reason, and we are sometimes very naughty.

Well said, Polly; we must call you the philosopher in future, cried Watty. But Jack, he added, with a perplexed air, it seems to me that we live in such a world of confusion, both as to the limited amount of our knowledge, and the extent of our differences of opinion, while presumptuous incapacity attempts to teach us on the one hand, and designing iniquity, or pure prejudice, seeks to mislead us on the other, and misconception of ones meaning and motives all round makes such a muddle of the whole that  that  it seems to me the search after truth is almost hopeless, at least to ordinary minds.

I admit it to be a great difficulty, replied Jack, but it is by no means hopeless. We must not forget that the world is well supplied with extraordinary minds to keep the ordinary minds right.

True, but when the extraordinary minds differ, what are the poor ordinary ones to do? asked Watty.

Use their brains, Watty, use their brains, said Captain Samson, who had come aft, and been listening to the conversation. Your brains, whether good or bad, were given to be used, not to be sold. The power to reason is a gift that is not bestowed only on extraordinary minds. The unlearned are sometimes better reasoners than the learned, though, of course, they havent got so many tools to work with. Still, they are sufficiently furnished with all thats needful to run the race that is set before them. God has given to every man  civilised and savage  a brain to think with, a heart to feel with, a frame to work with, a conscience to guide him, and a world, with all its wonderful stores, in which to do what he will. Conscience  which, I think, is well named the voice of God in man  tells him to do right, and forbids him to do wrong; his heart glows with a certain degree of pleasure when he does well, and sinks, more or less, when he does ill; his reason tells him, more or less correctly, what is right, and what is wrong. The Word of God is the great chart given to enlighten our understandings and guide us heavenward. As my reason tells me to go to my charts for safe direction at sea, so every mans reason will tell him to go to Gods revealed Word, when he believes he has got it. There he will find that Jesus Christ is the centre of the Word, the sum and substance of it, that he cannot believe in or accept the Saviour except by the power of the Holy Spirit. He will also find the blessed truth that God has promised the Spirit to those who simply ask for Him. There is no difficulty in all this. The great and numberless difficulties by which we are undoubtedly surrounded are difficulties of detail, which we may be more or less successful in solving, according to our powers of mind, coupled with our submission to the revealed will of God. To some extent we fail and get into trouble because we lazily, or carelessly, let other men think for us, instead of making use of other mens thoughts to help us to think for ourselves. Depend upon it, Watty, we wont be able to justify ourselves at the judgment day by saying that things were too deep for us, that things seemed to be in such a muddle that it was of no use trying to clear em up. Why, what would you say of the mainspring of a watch if it were suddenly to exclaim, Ill give up trying! Here am I  so powerful and energetic, and so well able to spin round  checked, and hindered, and harassed by wheels and pinions and levers, some going this way, and some going that way, all at sixes and sevens, and all for no good end that I can see, buried as I am in this dark hole and scarcely allowed to move at all? Would it be right or reasonable to charge the watchmaker with having made the watch in vain, or made it wrong? Of this I at least am convinced, that God is perfect, and that all things are working towards a good end, Gods sovereignty, our mysterious free-will and personal responsibility being among these all things.

While Captain Samson was discoursing on these important subjects, the look-out on the forecastle reported a sail on the weather-bow.

Shes a whaler, I do believe, and her boats are after a sperm whale, said Simon ORook, who stood by the mizzen shrouds looking intently at her through his double glass. Simon, being now a rich man, had not only taken a cabin passage, but had bought for himself one of the best binocular telescopes to be had in San Francisco.

It was soon seen that ORook was right for the whale rose to blow, and swam towards the Rainbow, while the boats of the whaler immediately followed in pursuit.

Great was the excitement on board the Rainbow as the men clustered on the forecastle, or ran up the rigging, to watch the chase, while the officers and passengers got out their telescopes.

Come here, Polly, cried Jack; look through my glass. Its a rare chance youve got of seeing what men have to go through in order to send oil to market.

Polly at once accepted the invitation. Jack assisted her to mount on the top of the capstan, and arranged the glass.

There she blows! shouted one of the men who had been an old whaler; there she breaches!

As he spoke the whale rose about three miles to windward of them, not far from the boat that led the chase. The men in the boat were seen to bend to their oars, as Captain Samson said, with a will. Another moment and the harpooneer stood up in the bow. The spectators were too far off to see the weapon used, but they could perceive the mans action, and there was no possibility of mistake as to the result, when the tail of the enormous creature was suddenly flourished in the air, and came down on the sea like a clap of distant thunder.

Oh! oh!! shrieked the horrified Polly, the boat is gone!

But the boat was not gone. It had been quickly backed out of danger when the harpoon was thrown, and reappeared when the cataract of spray sent up had dispersed.

Hes pouring water on the rope now, said Jack, in a low excited voice, to prevent its catching fire as it runs out. Theyre fast to the fish.

Yes, I see, exclaimed Polly, squeezing her right eye against the glass and shutting the other with her hand.

But in a few minutes there was no need for telescopes, as the whale came straight towards the Rainbow, dragging the boat after it, while the other boats followed as fast as the men could pull. The whale-ship steered in the same direction, but there was scarcely wind enough to fill her top-sails.

Suddenly the leviathan came to the surface for breath, not far off, and sent up a grand spout of water on the Rainbows starboard bows. The boat pulled quickly up, and another harpoon was sent deep into the whales side. It dived immediately, and, turning at an angle, darted off in an other direction. This time the excited onlookers could hear the cheer given by the whalers as the second iron was fixed, and replied to it with enthusiasm. Soon the boat was carried far away, and the telescopes became again necessary, but ere long the fish turned, and once more made for the ship. It could not have been more than five hundred yards distant when it came to the surface for the third time, and the harpooneer was distinctly seen to drive a lance deep into its side, from which fountains of blood flowed. He had struck its life, as whalemen express it, and the whale soon went into its dying struggles, in the course of which it hit the boat, stove in its side, and overturned it.

There was a cry of consternation on board the Rainbow at this. Instantly the order was given to lower the boats. Philosopher Jack and ORook sprang to obey, by an irresistible impulse, as if they had been part of the ships crew. In a few seconds two boats were rowing at full speed to the rescue, while the boats belonging to the whale-ship  still far distant  made for the scene of disaster.

Ere long the rescue party had the great satisfaction of picking up the wrecked whalers, and found that not a man among them had received greater injury than a bruise or two and a ducking. Their boat, however, was completely destroyed. They were therefore taken on board the Rainbow, while the whalers boats came up and secured their prize.

That night, while the stars twinkled at their own reflections in the sleeping sea, the crew of the whale-ship had a gam on board the Rainbow.

A gam, good reader, may be described as a small tea-party on the sea. But it differs in many respects from such gatherings on shore, inasmuch as the revellers are not a few friends, male and female, but are usually absolute strangers to each other, and of the male sex only. But the circumstances of their meeting  on the lone ocean, far from home and friends  have a marvellous effect in opening up the fountains of the human heart. The men and officers fraternised at once. The whalers were chiefly American, the Rainbowers principally English, with a slight mixture of Irish and Scotch. They all spoke the same language; that was enough. Soon after the arrival of their guests, powerful friendships were formed. While tea, or rather supper, was being discussed, these were cemented; and, when pipes were lit, confidences of the most touching nature were interchanged. Anecdotes and stories naturally followed the confidences, broke up the separate parties, and drew the company more together. The union was finally and effectually concentrated by one of the whalers crew making a demand for a song.

Come, ORook, cried one of the Rainbow men, lets have The poor little pig wi the purple nose.

ORook began at once, and sang with such fervour and pathos, that his auditors became quite uproarious in their admiration. But when the Irishman called on the whalers for a ditty, a fine-looking youth sang a song of the Homeward Bound, in a voice so sweet and true, that the spirit of the men was changed, and many a moistened eye told that deep chords of sympathy had been touched.

Can you play the fiddle? asked one of the men of ORook, when the song was finished.

Sure its myself can do that same, he replied, with a modest air, which drew forth a peal of laughter. When the fiddle was produced and ORook struck up reels, and strathspeys, and hornpipes, with a precision of touch and time and perfection of tune that was far above the average of amateurs, the joy of the party could no longer find vent through eye and mouth. They were forced to open the safety-valves of heel and toe. For this purpose the quarter-deck was cleared, and flags were festooned round it; the officers joined, and Polly Samson was placed on the capstan, like the presiding angel of the scene.

Ah! reader, if you have not been for many months on the ocean, or in the lone wilderness, without seeing a new face, or hearing a sweet sound, or feeling the power of female influence, you cannot fully appreciate what we describe. There was no drink save coffee and tea at that feast. The Rainbow was a temperance ship. But the men required no spirits. Each one had more than sufficient within himself. The presence of Polly, too, had a powerful effect. Every man there saw his own particular Polly or Susan or Nancy in her pretty laughing face and sparkling eyes.

Your men are powerful fellows, said the captain of the Rainbow to the captain of the whaler; Ive no doubt theyll be quite game for work to-morrow, though they should keep it up all night.

They certainly would, replied the latter, if called on to do duty; but they wont be required to work to-morrow, for we keep the Sabbath on board of our ship as a duty we owe to God, and we find that we are great gainers in health and strength, while we are no losers of fish by doing so.

Ha! the great Captain Scoresby tried that before you, and said that he found keeping the Sabbath to be good both for body and soul, said the captain of the Rainbow.

I know he did, replied the other, and I am trying to follow in Scoresbys wake.

It was pretty late in the evening before the whalers could tear themselves away, and when at last they did so, they expressed a unanimous opinion that it had been the most successful gam they had ever had in their lives.

Not long after parting company from the whale-ship the Rainbow sailed into the cold and variable regions south of Cape Horn. Here they experienced what the men styled very dirty weather. The skies were seldom blue, and the decks were never dry, while it became necessary to keep the stove burning constantly in the cabin, and the berth-ports almost always shut.

The effect of all this on poor Ben Trench was to injure his health severely. His cough increased, and it soon became evident that his complaint, which at first had only threatened to grow worse, had now become chronic and serious.

Watty, he said one day, while his friend sat beside his cot reading to him, its of no use shutting ones eyes to facts. I fear that I am now hopelessly ill, and that I shall never see father or mother or Susan again in this world.

O Ben! dont speak like that, said Watty, laying down the book, and gently taking his friends thin hand in both of his. You mustnt do it. It will only make you worse. When we get out of this horrible region into the trade winds and the sunshine near the Line, youll be a new man. Come now, cheer up, Ben, and dont let your good little nurse see you with such a sad face.

Pollys step was heard at the moment. She entered with a bowl of soup.

Here, Ben, this will do you good, she said, handing him the bowl. The cook says its the stuff to stick to your ribs. There now, I cant stop to give it you, for father wants me, but youre all right when Wattys by. Are you better?

Well, not much, replied Ben with a smile; but Im always the better of seeing your little face. Dont be long of returning, Poll.

When she had left, Ben drank the soup, and then lay down with a sigh.

It may be that the warm latitudes will do me good, Watty, he said, but I dont feel as if they would. Still Im resigned to Gods will, though it seems sad to die so young, and just when Ive come to know my dear Redeemer, and might, perhaps, have done some little work for Him. It seems so strange to be saved and not allowed time to do anything.

You have done something, returned his friend with an earnest look; if I have really turned to Jesus at all, it has been through your influence, Ben, and Im sure that Jack would say the same of himself; and if he and I are spared to do any good work for our Lord, it will be all owing to you.

Not to me, Watty, not to me, rejoined Ben, with a glad look; but if Gods holy Spirit has used me as an instrument in this, I shall have cause to praise Him for it throughout eternity. Oh! is it not strange that in a region where there is so little godliness, and while we were in the eager pursuit of gold, our eyes should have been opened to see and appreciate the true gold? But now, Watty, he added in a lower tone, I want to ask you to do me a favour. I want you to go yourself to our house, without delay, and break it to mother.

He paused. Watty laid his face in the bedclothes, and wept silently.

They are very fond of you, continued Ben, and I should not like them to hear of it from any one but you. Be very tender to Susan, Watty. Poor Susan, she will need comfort, and you know how to direct her.

For some time Ben Trench continued talking, and then fell into a quiet slumber, in which his friend left him, while Polly watched by his side.

The warm latitudes did no good to the invalid. On the contrary, he suffered much from the heat, and became visibly weaker.

At last the shores of Old England drew nigh. A few days more and they should sight land. They sought to cheer him with this, but there was no answering sparkle in Bens eyes.

Yes, he said, faintly, I shall see them all again, but not here.

Ben was dying when the Rainbow approached the British Channel. The whole of the previous day a stiff gale had blown, and this had not much abated when night drew on. Liverpool was their port, and the captain carried on full sail  more than the good ship could well bear. It is not known whether he felt so sure of his course that he did not think it necessary to shorten sail on nearing the Lands End, or that he was anxious, at all hazards, to reach port before Ben Trench should die, but he held on recklessly, and, in the dead of night, ran the Rainbow straight against the high cliffs not far from the Cornish town of Saint Just.

The wreck of the ship was complete in a few seconds. All her masts went over the side, and the waves overwhelmed her. She would have gone down in deep water if she had not been dashed between two rocks and held there. Time was thus given for one of the boats to be got out, but utter confusion reigned, for the captain had disappeared. No wonder that several of the men leaped into her, crying, Every man for himself, and endeavoured to cast off.

Have you got Polly? cried Jack, as he dimly saw a figure staggering through the turmoil of wind and whirling spray.

All safe! gasped Captain Samson.

Jack instantly jumped into the boat and found ORook struggling to prevent one of the men from cutting the hawser. Jack knocked the man down, and, hauling the boat close alongside, shouted, Jump, Captain, jump! The captain did so at the right moment, and alighted safely, though with great violence. Just then Watty Wilkins was seen striving to lift Ben Trench over the bulwark of the ship. It was impossible to render him assistance, though Jack tried to do so, for at the moment a towering billow fell on the deck and tore the invalid from his grasp. With a shriek of despair Watty fell back into the sea, but was caught by one of the men and hauled into the boat which was then cut adrift. It was not a moment too soon, for the next wave dashed their ship to pieces.

As it was impossible to effect a landing among perpendicular cliffs which were lashed by roaring breakers, they were obliged to push out to sea, where they rowed till daylight, and succeeded in reaching Penzance harbour.

Leaving the others to report the news, Jack and Wilkins started off along the coast to the scene of the wreck. They found the spot, but not a vestige was to be seen of what had so long been their home, save a few broken spars, here and there far down in the clefts of inaccessible rocks. A fisherman, however, told them that several bodies had been thrown into a little bay, and were then lying in a shed near the spot. Hastening thither, they found five lying side by side. Among them were those of poor Ben Trench and the captain of the ship  the one strong, stalwart and still ruddy in the face, the other attenuated and ghastly, as might have been expected of one who had, as it were, died a double death.

We will not dwell on the terrible scene. While Jack and Captain Samson remained to attend to the dead, Wilkins set off, without delay, to be first, if possible, in breaking the sad news to his friends family, according to promise.

In regard to the wreck, it is sufficient to say that she, with all her precious freight was scattered on the rugged coasts of Cornwall, and our adventurers stood once more on their native shores without even the means of paying their travelling expenses home. They did not like to speak of their invested wealth, fearing that their statements might be disbelieved. They therefore stood literally in the position of beggars.

In this extremity they found the hospitable men of Cornwall to be friends indeed and full of sympathy.




Chapter Eleven.

Return of the Wanderer.

Great was the anxiety of Edwin Jack as he walked, with light foot and fluttering heart, over the Border hills and drew near to the old home. He had not heard from his father for nearly a year. Were they all well? had they struggled out of their difficulties with the funds he had sent them. Was there no empty chair? Such and similar thoughts hurried through his mind as he went along, until he was forced to run for relief. There was a rocky ridge of land in front of him. From the top of this he knew the cottage could be seen. Panting with exertion when he gained the top, he sat down on a mass of rock and gazed at the old place till tears disturbed his vision. There it stood as of yore  no change in the general aspect of things, though there did seem one or two improvements about the cottage. But he did not gaze long. Starting up again he hurried on.

At last he stood in the midst of the old home-circle  all well, and, thank God, not one absent!

Philosopher though he was, he could not reason down the tears of joy that blinded, and the lump in his throat that well-nigh choked him. After the first wild miscellaneous embrace all round was over, Jack (or Teddie, as the home-circle called him) found relief by catching up Dobbin and burying his face in his neck and curls, regardless of the treacle with which that gentleman was plentifully besmeared.

Ive got bad news for you, Teddie, my boy, said his father, after they had moderated a little.

Nobody ill or  dead? asked Jack, with a look of anxiety.

No, nobody.

Then Im prepared for any other kind of bad news, said our philosopher with a quiet smile.

The Blankow Bank, said his father, laying a hand impressively on his shoulder, has failed, and every penny of your gold is gone!

The family had become very grave. Jack looked from one to the other with a bewildered air.

You are jesting, father.

No, my boy; I would that it were not true. The distress that is abroad in the land because of this calamity is very great. Not only is all your fortune gone, Ted, but anything that you may have brought home with you will be taken to pay the creditors of the bank; and they require so much money that it would ruin you, though you had thousands upon thousands of pounds.

A strange smile flitted across the youths face as he replied  

What I brought home with me wont benefit them much, for it lies with the wreck of the Rainbow at the bottom of the sea.

This was indeed a surprise to the old couple, who now learned, for the first time, that the wrecked ship, about which a rumour had just reached them, was that in which their son had come home.

But, father, continued Jack, with a look of deepening anxiety, if this be as you say, then my comrades must also be ruined, for their gold was all invested by Mr Wilkins in the same bank.

All ruined, replied the old man in a sad tone. Mr Wilkins himself is bankrupt  the first call brought him and many others down.

And yourself father; I hope you had no shares in it.

None, my boy, thank God. Prosperity has attended me ever since I got the first money you sent home. That saved me, Teddie.

A gleam of joy overspread Philosopher Jacks countenance as he started to his feet.

Then am I well and undeservedly rewarded, daddy, he exclaimed; but all this news is pretty tough. I must go out to tackle it. Ill be back in a few minutes.

He sprang through the cottage door and sped away over the moor like a greyhound. Reaching the top of a rising ground  from which he could see a boundless stretch of border-land, with the sea in the far distance and the sun setting in a flood of golden light  he drew himself up, and pushing back the hair from his temples with both hands, stood gazing wistfully into the radiant glory.

So like a dream  so like a dream! he murmured. It was God who gave; surely it is He who has taken away. Can there be anything but good in all this?

His hands dropped to his side as he spoke, and he sauntered slowly down the slope on which he stood. Entering a small plantation of fir-trees at the foot of it, he disappeared.

When he returned to the cottage all trace of strong feeling was gone. We wont talk of the bank to-night, he said, lets be jolly, and jolly he was accordingly. Not only so, but he made Dobbin jolly too, by supplying him with such a number of treacle-pieces that the child could hardly gasp his refusal of the last slice offered, and was made sticky from the ends of his filthy fingers to the crown of his curly head.

It is not necessary, nor would it be pleasant to describe minutely the effect of the bad news on the other members of our gold-digging party. Captain Samson and Watty Wilkins took it well, but Polly and Simon ORook could not easily reconcile themselves to their fate. The former, it is true, sorrowed not for herself, but for her father. ORook, however, was more selfish, and came down very heavily on what he called his luck.

Sure its a misfortunate pig Ive been iver since I left Owld Ireland, he remarked to his pipe one day after dinner, being alone with that implement at the time; an no sooner does the first stroke of good luck befall me, an me fortunes made intirely, than whoop! down goes the whole consarn to the bottom of the say. Its well, howsever, that ye didnt go down yerself along with it, Simon. Yeve raison to be thankful for that, anyhow.

If ORooks pipe did not offer him a comforting reply it appeared to console him with its fumes, for after a pause, during which the smoke played voluminously about his nose, he wrinkled his visage into a smile of good humour.

Now, Simon, he said, rising and putting the black little implement in his pocket, youre in a fit state to go an comfort the widdy.

Saying which he went out of the cheap refreshment room in which he had dined, and betook himself to the principal street of the city, whose name we have already declined to mention.

To explain his remark, we may state here that after the most diligent inquiry without success, the Irishman had, by the merest chance, discovered the widow of David Ban  in this very city, to which he had accompanied Philosopher Jack and Captain Samson, after clearly ascertaining that every vestige of the wreck of the Rainbow had disappeared, and that all his gold was irrevocably gone. Walking along the principal street one day, he had been attracted by a temperance eating-house named the Holly Tree. Entering it for the purpose of, as he said, revictualling the ship, he was rooted to the spot by hearing a customer call out, Another cup of coffee, please, Mrs Bancroft, while at the same moment an assistant at the counter addressed the comely woman, who replied, Yes, sir, by the name of Lucy. Could proof be more conclusive? Upon inquiry Lucy turned out in very truth to be the widow of David Bancroft, and the lock of hair corresponded. Of course ORook revealed to her the sad circumstances connected with her husbands end. To say that Mrs Bancroft was overwhelmed with grief would not be true. She had long mourned him as dead, and although the information, corroborated as it afterwards was by Edwin Jack and Captain Samson, did re-open the old wound to some extent, she nevertheless bore it heroically, and took Simon ORooks comforting observations in good part. But we must not anticipate. Let us return to Watty Wilkins.

Having broken the news of Ben Trenchs death to the Bailie and his family  and a terrible duty he found it to be,  Watty went straight to his fathers house. We drop the curtain on the meeting. The joy of the elder Wilkins can only be fully understood by those who can say of an only son, He was lost and is found.

Now, Watty, dear boy, said Mr Wilkins when they came to talk of ordinary matters, God has mingled mercy with my sorrows. My business has indeed been ruined, and I have passed through the bankruptcy court; but I am by no means so unfortunate as hundreds of people who have been reduced to absolute poverty by this crash. You remember my brother James  Uncle Jimmy? well, he has got a flourishing business in the West Indies. For some years past he had been meditating the establishment of an agency in connection with it in this city. The moment he heard of my failure he offered to make me his agent here, with a good salary. Of course I was only too glad and thankful to accept the offer, and after my affairs were wound up, entered upon the office. So now, you see, here I am, through Gods goodness, still inhabiting the old house, which I now rent from the person who purchased it. Of course I can no longer keep a carriage, and it will cost me some calculation and economy to make the two ends meet, but these are small matters.

Oh, father, Im so glad and thankful! said Watty with sparkling eyes.

But, continued Mr Wilkins, with a look of profound gravity, at present I happen to be troubled with a great difficulty.

Whats that? asked his little son, with a ready sympathy that was natural to him, and which his recent experiences had rendered much more powerful.

I find the nature of my duties too much for me, replied Mr Wilkins with a peculiar smile, and it is almost impossible that I can get along without a clever, honest, intelligent clerk, or, shall we say, secretary  a character that is not easily found in these degenerate days. Can you recommend one, Watty?

O yes, cried the youth, springing up and seizing his fathers hand in both of his; you mean me! Dont you, now? You cant get on without me.

Watty felt inclined to dance a hornpipe, but he sat down instead, and, covering his face with his hands, burst into tears of joy. Being a tender-hearted man, Mr Wilkins could not help joining him, but in a moderate degree. We will leave them thus engaged, merely remarking that if the act was a weakness, it nevertheless seemed to do them a world of good.

After a considerable time had elapsed, Philosopher Jack left the Border cottage one day, went up to town, and presented himself at his old lodgings to Mrs Niven. That ladys feelings, under the influence of surprise, had a tendency, as we have shown, to lay her flat on the floor. But the faithful Peggy had come to understand her tendencies, and was usually too much for her. When her old lodger made his appearance in her parlour, Mrs Niven exhibited symptoms which caused Peggy to glide swiftly forward and receive her in her arms, whence she was transferred to an easy-chair.

Recovering, she gave Jack what, in the circumstances, was a hearty welcome.

Losh me, laddie, yell be the death o me!

I hope not, Mrs Niven, said Jack, laughing, as he shook her hand heartily and sat down, for my own sake as well as yours; because I have come to take my old room if it is vacant.

Yer auld room, Maister Jack! exclaimed the bewildered woman.

Yes, if it is not already occupied.

The yin wi the reeky lum and the view o chimbley-pots frae the wundy?

The same. I hope I can have it, for Im going to college again, and Ive an affection for the old place, despite the smoky chimney and the cans on the cats parade.

Yer jokin, Maister Jack.

Indeed I am not, Mrs Niven.

They telt me ye was in Callyforny, an had made eer fortin there by howkin gold.

Well, they told the truth, my good woman, but I happened to invest all in Blankow Bank shares, and

Wow! wow! exclaimed Mrs Niven, whimpering, for she understood full well the meaning of that, an eeve been ruined! Oh dear! Weel, weel, ay, ay, an its come to that. Jist like my kind freen Maister Black. Losh me! man, she added in a sudden burst of indignation, what for disna the Government order a penny subscription ower the hail kingdom to git the puir guiltless shareholders oot o their diffeeculties?

Philosopher Jack declined to enter upon so subtle a question, but after finding that his old room was vacant, retook it, and then went out to the region of the docks to pay a visit to Captain Samson. He found that old salt in possession of his old lodging, but it was wonderfully changed, and, perhaps, not for the better. Polly was there, however, and her presence would have made any place charming.

Sit down. There is an empty keg to offer a friend, said the captain, looking round the almost empty room. You see theyve cleared me out. Had to sell everything amost.

This was true. The marine stores, coils of rope, kegs, charts, telescopes, log-lines, sextants, foreign shells, model ships, Chinese idols  all were gone, excepting a table, a chair, a childs crib in a corner, and the hammock, which latter looked more like an overwhelmingly heavy cloud than ever, as it hung over the clean but desolate scene.

But were going to have such a nice tea, said Polly, and you shall stay and have some.

She bustled about the fire, but it had so little heart that even her coaxing nearly failed to make it burn. Jack offered to assist.

Take care, said Polly with some anxiety; if you cough or sneeze youll put it out.

But I promise neither to cough nor sneeze, said Jack.

Under their united efforts the fire blazed, and tea with buttered toast ere long smoked on the board.

Pollys going to London, said the captain suddenly  almost fiercely.

Yes, said Polly, hastening to explain; you see, my aunt Maria has been so good as to offer to take me to live with her and put me to school.

Ha! said the captain, almost blowing the buttered toast out of his mouth with contempt, and Aunt Maria says shell make a lady of Polly! Think o that, Jack; make a lady out of an angel!

The captain was so tickled with the idea that he went off into a roar of sarcastic laughter.

Ill tell ee what it is, Jack, he continued on recovering, I shouldnt wonder it in the course of a few months residence with her, Polly was to make a lady out of Aunt Maria  supposin that to be possible.

Oh! father, remonstrated Polly.

Come, cried the captain savagely, give us a nor-wester  thats it; another  thank ee. The fact is, Im goin in for nor-westers durin the next fortnight  goin to have it blow a regular hurricane of em.

Philosopher Jack hoped, if at all allowable, that he might be permitted to come under the influence of the gale, and then asked why Polly was leaving her father.

Shes not leavin me, bless you, said the captain, its me thats leavin her. The fact is, Ive got a ship. Whats left of me is not over young, but its uncommon tough, so I mean to use it up as long as it lasts for Polly. Im off to the East Indies in two or three weeks. If it hadnt been for this Aunt Maria I shouldnt have known what to do for Polly, so Ive no call to abuse the stupid old thing. A lady, indeed  ha!

You might have been quite sure that my fathers house would have been open to Polly, said Jack quite warmly, or Mr Wilkinss, for the matter of that.

I know it lad, I know it returned the captain, slapping his friend on the shoulder, but after all, this Aunt Maria  this lady-like individual  is the most natural protector. But now, tell me, what of ORook?

I know nothing of him. Havent seen him for several days. When I last met him he seemed to be much depressed, poor fellow. I dont wonder, considering the fortune he has lost. However, Wilkinss father is sure to do the best he can for him. He feels so deeply having led him and the rest of us into this  though it was no fault of his, and he went in and suffered along with us. I couldnt understand, however, what ORook meant by some wild remarks he made the other day about taking to the temperance line and going in for coffee and mutton chops up a holly-tree. I hope it hasnt unseated his reason, poor fellow.

While the trio were thus discussing ORook over a cup of tea, that bold Irishman was busily engaged comforting the widdy over a cup of coffee in Mrs Bancrofts private parlour.

It is only just to ORook to say that he originally sought the widow from a simple desire to tell her of her husbands sad end, which, as we have seen, had made a deep impression on his sympathetic heart. When, however, he found that the widow was young, cheery, and good-looking, his sympathy was naturally increased, and the feeling was not unnaturally intensified when he found her engaged in the management of so excellent an institution as the Holly Tree Public House without Drink. At first ORook confined his visits to pure sympathy; then, when he had allowed a raisonable time to elapse, he made somewhat warmer approaches, and finally laid siege to the widows heart. But the widow was obdurate.

Why wont ye have me, now? asked the poor man one evening, with a perplexed look; sure its not bad-lookin I am, though Ive no occasion to boast of gud looks neither.

No, its not your looks, said Mrs Bancroft with a laugh, as she raised her eyes from her knitting and looked at her sister Flo, who sat opposite, also knitting, and who took a smiling but comparatively indifferent view of the matter.

Then it must be because Im not owld enough. Sure if ye wait a year or two Ill be as owld as yourself, every bit, said ORook.

No, its not that either, said the widow.

Ah, then, it cant be because Im poor, persisted ORook, for with this good business you dont want money, an Im great at cookin, besides havin the willin hands that can turn to amost anything. If yed seen me diggin for goold, bad luck to it, yed belaive what I tell ye. Ah! he added with a sigh, its a rich man Id have been this day if that ship had only kep afloat a few hours longer. Well, well, I neednt grumble, when me own comrades, that thought it so safe in the Blankow Bank, are about as badly off as me. When was it they began to suspec the bank was shaky?

Oh, long ago, said Mrs Bancroft, soon after the disappearance of Mr Luke, the cashier

Mr who? demanded ORook with a start.

Mr Luke. Did you know him?

Ive heard of such a man, replied ORook with assumed carelessness; what about him?

Well, it was supposed that he was goin deranged, poor fellow, and at last he suddenly disappeared, no one could tell why; but its clear enough now, for he was made to put the accounts all wrong, and I suppose the struggle in his mind drove him to suicide, for he was a long, thin, weakly sort of man, without much brains except for figures.

Hereupon ORook told the widow all he knew about the strange passenger of that name with whom he had sailed to the Southern Seas and worked at the gold fields. The conclusion which they came to was that the gold-digging passenger was the absconded cashier. Having settled this, ORook renewed the siege on the widows heart but without success, though she did not cast him off altogether. The poor man, however, lost patience, and, finally, giving it up in despair, went off to sea.

Ive been too hard on him, remarked the widow, sadly, to her sister Flo, after he was gone.

You have, was Flos comforting reply, as she rose to serve a clamorous customer of the Holly Tree.

Philosopher Jack from that time forth devoted himself heartily to study, and gradually ceased to think of the golden dreams which had for so long a time beset him by night and by day. He had now found the gold which cannot perish, and while he studied medicine and surgery to enable him to cure the bodies of men, he devoted much of his time to the study of the Book which would enable him to cure their souls.

The captain came and went across the seas in the course of his rough calling, and he never came without a heart full of love and hands full of foreign nick-nacks, which he conveyed to Polly in London, and never went away without a rousing nor-wester.

Watty and his father worked on together in vigorous contentment and many a visit did the former pay to Bailie Trench, attracted by the strong resemblance in Susan to the bosom friend who had reached the Better Land before him.

Thus time rolled quietly on, until an event occurred which modified the career of more than one of those whose fortunes we have followed so long.




Chapter Twelve.

Conclusion of the Whole Matter.

If it be true that there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip  which we have no reason to doubt  it is not less true that many a cup of good fortune is, unexpectedly and unsought, raised to the lips of thankless man.

Captain Samson was seated one fine summer evening in his shore-going cabin, that used to be the abode of fishy smells, marine-stores, Polly, and bliss, but which now presented an unfurnished and desolate aspect. He had just returned from a voyage. Little kickshaws for Polly lay on the table before him, and a small fire burned in the grate, with a huge kettle thereon. A stormy sigh escaped the captain as he glanced round the old room.

Come, come, Samson, he exclaimed, apostrophising himself, this will never do. You mustnt give way to the blues. Its true you havent got as much to leave to Polly when you slip your cable as you once had; but you have scraped together a little these few years past, and theres lots of work in you yet, old boy. Besides, its His way of ordering events, and that way must be right, whatever it appears to me. Why, Samson, for all your preaching to others, your own faith isnt as big as a grain of mustard seed. Ah! Polly, youre a woman now amost  and a beauty, Ill be bound. I wish youd come though. Youre not up to time, young ooman. Its as well youve got one or two faults, just to keep you in sympathy with other mortals. Ah, here you come.

He hastened to answer a double knock at the door, and checked himself, not a moment too soon, from giving a warm embrace to the postman. Under a strong impulse to knock the man down he took a letter from him, flung it on the table, and shut the door. After pacing the room for some time impatiently he sat down, opened the letter, and read it aloud. It ran thus:  

Sir  Having been for some years past engaged in diving operations at the wreck of the Rainbow  lost off the coast of Cornwall in 18 hundred and something, I write to say that I have recovered a large chest of gold with your name on the inside of it, and that of a man named Simon ORook. Most of the gold recovered from the Rainbow has been scattered about, but in all cases when ownership could be proved, I have handed over the property. If you can give such an account of the contents of the chest referred to as shall satisfy me that it is yours, the part of its contents which belongs to you shall be restored.

I would feel obliged if you could give me any clew to the whereabouts of ORook.  I am, etcetera.

The whereabouts of ORook! cried the captain, starting up and gazing at the letter; why, hes my own first mate, an close alongside at this good hour!

True for ye, cried a man outside the window, as he flattened his nose against the glass, an is it polite to kape yer own first mate rappin the skin off his knuckles at the door?

The captain at once let in his follower, and showed him the letter. His surprise may be better imagined than described.

But dee think its true, capn?

I havent a doubt of it, but we can settle that to-morrow by a visit to the writer of the letter.

Thats true, said ORook; which o the boxes, now, that belonged to us dee think it is?

It can only be one, replied the captain, that box of mine in which you asked me to stuff the remnant of the gold-dust that you hadnt room for in your own boxes. It was the strongest box o the lot, which accounts for its not breakin up like the others.

It must be that. I rowled it up in an owld leather coat bought from an Injin the day before we left the diggins. Its but a small remainder o me fortune  a thousand pounds, more or less,  but sure, its found money an comes handy this good day, which reminds me Ive got some noose for ee. What dee think, capn? continued ORook, with a very conscious look.

How can I think if ye dont give me somethin to think about?

The widdys tuk me after all! said ORook.

What! widow Bancroft?

ORook nodded impressively. Moreover, he said, shes tuk me as a poor beggar with nothin but his pay, for better and for worse, an, sure now, its better Ill be than she tuk me for.

The captain was interrupted in his congratulations of the mate by another knock at the door. He opened it, and next moment was seized round the neck by a tall, graceful, beautiful, exquisite  oh! reader, you know who we mean.

Why didnt you come up to time, old girl? demanded the captain, while ORook looked on in admiration.

Oh, father, gasped Polly, dont crush me so and Ill tell you.

When she had explained that delay in the train had caused her want of punctuality, she shook hands with ORook, with whom she had renewed acquaintance at the time of his being appointed first mate to her fathers ship. Then she was bid stand up in a corner to be overhauled. The captain retired to an opposite corner, and gazed at his daughter critically, as though she had been a fine portrait.

Yes, Polly, youll do, he said, while an approving smile wrinkled his vast countenance. Fit for a queen any day. A lady  ha! ha! Have you done your duty to Aunt Maria, Polly, eh? Have you made a lady of her, eh? Have you infused into her something allied to the angelic, eh? Come, now, a rousing nor-wester!

With a laugh worthy of her girlhood, Polly ran out of her corner and obeyed orders.

Now, my pet said the captain, seating her on his knee, here are some kickshaws from foreign parts for you; but before letting you look at em, I must explain why I asked you to meet me here instead of going to see you as usual in London. The fact is, I had bin longing to take you with me my next voyage, and it would have been handier to have you by me here when were getting ready for sea, but  but, the fact is, things have taken a sudden turn, and  and  in short, circumstances have come about that I cant speak of just now; only Im not quite so sure about going to sea as I was an hour ago. But you dont seem to jump at the notion, Polly. Surely youd have liked to go  wouldnt you?

Liked, father, of course. I should have been overjoyed to have gone with you, but  but  the truth is, she said, with a little laugh and a glance at ORook, circumstances have come about that I cant speak of just now.

Well, my pet, rejoined the captain, with a puzzled, anxious look, well not talk about em. Now, you must know that Ive got up a small party to meet you here to-night, and expect you to do me credit. The pastry-cook next door has undertaken to send in cakes, and tea, and hot sausages, and buns, at a moments notice. I expect his man here every minute to lay out the spread. Now, who dee think are coming? Youll never guess. Theres Mr and Mrs John Jack, the father and mother of Edwin Jack  you remember him, Polly? Philosopher Jack we used to call him.

Yes, replied Polly, in a low tone.

Well, they happen to be in town just now with their family, and theyre all coming. Then theres my first mate, Simon ORook; he would be coming, only hes come already, a full hour before his time! Then theres a Mr Burr and a Mr Buckley, both returned from California with fortunes

A-rowlin in gold, muttered ORook, in a low tone.

You dont really mean, father, that

Yes I do, Polly. I mean that Baldwin Burr and Jacob Buckley are coming. I met em only two days ago in the streets, going about in chimney-pot hats and broadcloth like gentlemen  which they are, every inch of em, if worth and well-doing and wisdom make the gentleman. So, knowing you were to be here, I made em promise to come. Well, then, theres your old friend Watty Wilkins, who, by the way, is engaged to be married to Susan Trench. I tried to get Susan to come too, but shes shy, and wont. Besides these, theres a doctor of medicine, whom I think you have met before, a very rising young man  quite celebrated, I may say. Got an enormous practice, and

The captain was interrupted by the rattle of wheels outside, and the pulling up of a carriage at the door.

Polly rose quickly, with a half-frightened look.

Dont be alarmed, Poll, its only the doctor, he said, going out to the passage.

Pardon my coming so much before the appointed time, said a familiar voice; but I have something to communicate before she comes  something very important and

Philosopher Jack stopped short, for he had entered the room and saw that Polly had already come. With one spring he was at her side, seized her in his arms, and imprinted on her lips what her father afterwards called the stiffest norwester hed ever seen. At the time, however, the captain strode up to our philosopher with a frown.

Come, come, doctor, he said, sternly, there is a limit to familiarity even among

Pardon me, said our hero, drawing Pollys unresisting hand through his arm; I had no intention of doing it until I had your consent; but somehow  I cant tell how  it came upon me suddenly while I was paying my respects to her in London, not long ago, and before I knew where I was, it all came out, and she accepted me, on the understanding that I should consider it no engagement until I had obtained your consent. So now, I have to ask your forgiveness and your blessing  father.

Captain Samson stood there, bereft of speech, and ORook stood there, the picture of benignity, in a corner. What the former would have said it is impossible to tell, for at that moment there came an impatient rapping at the door.

Hurrah! captain, I could not help looking in before the time, cried Watty Wilkins, to tell you that Susans coming after all. The dear girl

He stopped suddenly, and stared at Polly, as if he had applied the term of endearment to her.

The ghost of Polly Samson! he exclaimed, after a breathless pause.

Nothing of the sort, my boy, said the captain, grasping his little friends hand, but an enlarged and improved edition of Polly Samson, not yet full-bound, but goin to be, very soon, by Philosopher Jack.

At that auspicious moment the pastry-cook made his appearance, and compelled the party to quit the premises. They therefore went for a stroll while he put things in order. When they returned, it was found that his wonderful powers had made a change little short of miraculous. The floor was swept. Chairs had been introduced on the scene. The table groaned, being weak in the legs, under a surfeit of viands. The hammock had been removed. The fire leaped high, as if desirous of going up the chimney altogether, and the huge kettle sat thereon, leaning back, with its spout in the air, pouring its very heart out in a joyous domestic song.

Need we say that the united party made the most of their opportunity? They spoke of the golden land, of their toils and joys, their successes and losses, and of their Heavenly Fathers guiding hand. The ex-gold-diggers, Baldwin Burr and Jacob Buckley, fought their battles over again, and sang the camp-fire songs. Philosopher Jack sat beside his mother, who was a little deaf, to explain the miners slang and point the jokes. Watty Wilkins became involved in Susan, and was comparatively useless; but he laughed at the jokes, whether he saw them or not, and joined with telling effect in the choruses. Polly sang, in a voice that corresponded with her sweet face, two or three of the hymns with which they had been wont to make vocal the palm grove on the coral island in the southern seas, and Philosopher Jack related the story of the slaying of the bear at Grizzly Bear Gulch. All this was a rare treat to the family from the lonely cottage on the Border, the younger members of which had by that time ascended, through Christian example and improved education, to a high level in the social scale. Dobbin, in particular, had become a strapping youth of gentlemanly mien, and would as soon have thought of shoe-blacking as of treacle to his bread. He retained a sneaking fondness for it, however, especially when presented in the form of golden syrup.

But we must not prolong the scene. It is sufficient to say that they had a glorious night of it, on strictly temperance principles, which culminated and drew to a close when Captain Samson, opening his Bible, and reading therefrom many precious promises, drew his friends minds from things seen and temporal to things unseen and eternal. Thereafter he prayed that neither he nor they should be permitted to forget that a loving Father holds the helm and guides the souls of his people, whether in joy or in sorrow, success or failure, through time into eternity.

And now it is incumbent on us to draw our story to a close.

On the day following the feast Captain Samson called with his chief mate on the writer of the important letter, and found that his principal chest of gold had indeed been fished up from the deep. He and ORook were able to give so correct an account of its contents that their claim was at once admitted, and thus the captain became possessor of gold to the value of about four thousand pounds sterling, while ORook recovered upwards of one thousand. This was only a fraction of their original fortune, but the interest of it was sufficient to supply their moderate wants.

Going straight off to the Holly Tree, of which a healthy shoot had been planted in the suburbs, ORook proceeded, according to use and wont, to comfort the widdy.

Its a rich man I am, darlin, after all, he said, on sitting down beside her.

How so, Simon?

Simon explained.

An would you consider yourself a poor man if you had only me? asked the widow, with a hurt air.

Ah! then, its the women can twist their tongues, anyhow, cried ORook. Sure its about dirty goold Im spakin, isnt it? I made no reference to the love of purty woman  did I, now? In regard of that I wouldnt change places with the Shah of Pershy.

Well now, Simon, if its the women that can twist their tongues, its the Irishmen that can twist their consciences, so you an I will be well matched.

Thats well said, anyhow, rejoined ORook. An now, darlin, will ye name the day?

No, Simon, I wont; but Ill think about it. There, now. Go home, its gettin late, and if ye happen to be passing this way to-morrow you may give us a call.

Thus Simon ORook prosecuted his courtship. In process of time he married the widow, and was finally installed as master of the juvenile Holly Tree in the suburbs, while his wife conducted the parent stem in town. Vegetables and other country produce had to be conveyed to the town Tree regularly. For this purpose a pony-cart was set up, which travelled daily between it and the country branch. Thus it came to pass that ORooks Californian dreams were realised, for sure, he was wont to say, havent I got a house in the country an a mansion in the town, an if I dont drive my carriage and four, I can always drive me cart an wan, anyhow, with a swate little widdy into the bargain.

It is, we suppose, almost superfluous to say that Doctor Jack and Polly Samson were united in due course, but it is necessary to record that, by special arrangement, Walter Wilkins, Esquire, and Susan Trench were married on the same day. More than that, the Doctor and Watty so contrived matters that they rented a double villa in the suburbs of the nameless city, one-half of which was occupied by Dr Jacks family, the other by that of Wilkins. Still further, it was so contrived by Philosopher Jack that a small cottage was built on an eminence in his garden, in which there was a room, precisely similar in all respects to that in which he had first met his father-in-law. There was a hammock in this room, slung as the original hammock had been, and although the old telescopes and sou-westers and marine stores and charts had been sold and lost past redemption, a good many new things, bearing a strong resemblance to such articles, were purchased and placed on the walls and in the corners, so that almost the only difference between it and the old room was the absence of fishy smells. There was an improvement, also, in the view; for whereas, in the old room, the window commanded a prospect of about ten yards in extent, comprising a brick wall, a lamp-post, and a broken pump, the windows of the new room overlooked miles and miles of landscape, embracing villages, hamlets, fields, and forests, away to the horizon.

In this cottage Captain Samson took up his abode, rent free, and the money which he was thus enabled to save, or which Jack insisted on his saving, was spent in helping the poor all round his dwelling. Here the captain spent many happy hours in converse with Polly and her husband. To this room, as time rolled on, he brought a small child, to which, although not its nurse, he devoted much of his spare time, and called it Polly.

And oh! it was a wonderful sight to see Polly the second, with her heart in her mouth and her hair flying in the air, riding the captains foot in a storm!

Here, too, as time continued to roll on, he fabricated innumerable boats and ships for little boys, whose names were Teddie, Watty, Ben, Baldwin, and such like. In this room, also, every Sunday morning early, the captain was to be found with a large, eager, attentive class of little boys and girls, to whom he expounded the Word of God, with many an illustrative anecdote, while he sought to lead them to that dear Lord who had saved his soul, and whose Holy Spirit had enabled him to face the battles of life, in prosperity and adversity, and had made him more than conqueror. Here, also, in the evenings of the same holy day, he was wont to gather a meeting of old people, to whom he discanted on the same old, old story. In all which works he was aided and abetted by the families of the double house close by.

Besides his constant visitors among the young, the aged, and the poor, the captain had a few occasional visitors at his residence, which, by the way, was named Harmony Hall.

Among these were Bailie Trench and his wife, who were naturally attracted to that region by the presence there of a slender, loving, sprightly boy, whose name was Benjamin Walter Wilkins, and who bore  at least they thought he bore  a striking resemblance to their loved and lost son Ben. The family from the cottage on the Border also paid annual visits to Number 1 of the double house (which was the Doctors), and the various members of that family, being very fond of a chat with the old sailor, often found themselves of an evening in the old store-room (as the boys styled it) of Harmony Hall.

These visits were regularly returned, chiefly in the summer-time, by the captain and the families of the double house, on which occasions the cottage on the Border was taxed to such an extent that Philosopher Jack was obliged to purchase a neighbouring barn, which he had fitted up as a dormitory that could accommodate almost a battalion of infantry. During these visits the trouting streams of the neighbourhood were so severely whipped that the fish knew the difference between a real and an artificial fly as well as their tormentors, but they were captured for all that.

Baldwin Burr and Jacob Buckley were also among the occasional visitors at the Hall; but their visits were few and far between, because of their having taken up their permanent abode in California. Only when they came home on business, once in the two years, had they an opportunity of seeing their old comrade, but they never failed to take advantage of such opportunities. These men were not prone to speak about themselves, but from various remarks they made, and from their general appearance, it was easy to see that they were substantial and influential members of society in foreign parts.

From Baldwin the captain heard that Bob Corkey had, during his wanderings, fallen in with Bounce and Badger, and that these three had formed a partnership, in which they tried their luck at gold-digging, farming, fur-trading, and many other sources of livelihood, but, up to the last news of them, without success. There was hope of them yet, however, so thought Baldwin Burr, because of the latest remarks made by them in the hearing of credible witnesses. Bob Corkey, having attained to the lowest depths of destitution and despair, had, it was said, made to his comrades the following observation: Mates, it strikes me that we are three great fools; whereupon Bounce had replied, Were more than that Bob, were three great sinners; to which Badger had added, with considerable emphasis, Thats a fact, and when men come to this, there is hope for them.

The only personage of our tale who now remains to be mentioned is Mrs Niven.

That steady-going female continued her vocation of ministering to the wants of young students, some of whom treated her well, while others  to their shame, be it said  took advantage of her amiability. In regard to this latter fact, however, it may be recorded that Peggy proved a sharp-witted, tight-handed, and zealous defender of her mistress. Among Mrs Nivens other boarders there was one who was neither young nor a student. He came to reside with her in the following manner:  

One evening Peggy was heard in altercation with a man in the passage who seemed bent on forcing his way into the house. The students who chanced to be in their rooms at the time cocked their ears, like war-steeds snuffing the battle from afar, and hoped for a row. Mrs Niven, after opening the parlour door softly, and listening, called out, Let the gentleman come up, Peggy.

Gentleman indeed! cried the irate Peggy, who had the intruder by the throat, hes only a dirty auld blagyird.

Niver ye mind, Peggy, returned Mrs Niven peremptorily; I ken him. Let him up.

Immediately after, there walked into the parlour a bowed, mean-looking, dirty little old man, who, as he sat down on a chair, paid some doubtful compliments to Peggy.

Oh, Maister Black, is it you! said Mrs Niven, sitting down beside him.

Besides being all that we have said, Mr Black was ragged, dishevelled, haggard, and in every way disreputable.

Yes, its me, Mrs Niven, he replied harshly, and you see Im in a sorry plight.

I see, I see, said the good woman, taking his hand and shedding tears. I kent ye had lost a by that fearfu bank failure, but I didna ken ye had come doon sae low. And oh! to think that it was a through me, an your kindness in offerin to tak the shares aff my hands. Oh! Maister Black, my heart is wae when I look at ye. Is there onything I can dae for ye?

Now, it was quite a new light to Mr Black that his relative had not found him out. He had called in a fit of desperation, for the purpose of extorting money from her by any means. He now changed his tactics, and resolved to board and lodge with her gratuitously. The proposition rather startled the poor woman, for she found it difficult to make the two ends meet, even when her house was full of lodgers. She had not the heart to refuse him, however, and thus Mr Black was fairly installed in the old room whose window opened on the cats parade.

In her difficulty Mrs Niven went, as she was in the habit of doing, to Philosopher Jack, to whom she represented Mr Black as such a suffering and self-sacrificing man, that his heart was quite melted.

Ill tell you what Ill do, Mrs Niven, he said. There is a sum of money in my fathers possession, the interest of which enabled me to pay my way when I came back from the gold-fields. My father wont use that money himself and I wont accept it from him. We have therefore resolved to devote it to charitable purposes. Now, we will give Mr Black a small annuity out of it, for your sake, Mrs Niven.

Philosopher Jack was not, however, so easily deceived as Mrs Niven. He afterwards found out Mr Black, and told him so in very stern language. Nevertheless, he did not stop his allowance. Neither did he enlighten Mrs Niven as to the mans true character, though he kept a sharp eye on him.

Thus did Mr Black become a pensioner and a free boarder. There is no sinner on this side (of) the grave who is beyond redemption. That which prosperity and adversity had equally failed to accomplish, was finally brought about by unmerited kindness,  Mr Blacks spirit was quietly and gradually, but surely, broken. The generous forbearance of Edwin Jack, and the loving Christian sympathy of his intended victim, proved too much for him. He confessed his sin to Jack, and offered to resign his pension; but Jack would not hear of it, as the pensioner was by that time too old and feeble to work. He also confessed to Mrs Niven, but that unsuspecting woman refused to believe that he ever did or could harbour so vile a design towards her, and she continued in that mind to her dying day.

Peggy, however, was made of sterner stuff. She not only believed his confession, but she refused to believe in his repentance, and continued to treat him with marked disrespect until her mistress died. After that however, she relented, and retired with him to a poorer residence, in the capacity of his servant. Peggy was eccentric in her behaviour. While she nursed him with the assiduous care and kindness of a rough but honest nature, she continued to call him a dirty auld blagyird to the last. The expression of this sentiment did not, however, prevent her from holding more polite intercourse. When his eyes grew dim, she read to him not only from the Bible, but from the Pilgrims Progress and Robinson Crusoe, which were their favourites among the books of the little library furnished to them by Christian friends. And many sage and original remarks did Peggy make on those celebrated books. The topics of conversation which she broached with Mr Black from time to time were numerous, as a matter of course, for Peggy was loquacious; but that to which she most frequently recurred was the wonderful career of Philosopher Jack, for Peggy liked to sing his praises, and never tired of treating the old man to long-winded accounts of that heros ever memorable voyage to the Southern Seas.

THE END
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Preface.

This tale is founded chiefly on facts furnished by the Postmaster-Generals Annual Reports, and gathered, during personal intercourse and investigation, at the General Post-Office of London and its Branches.

It is intended to illustrate  not by any means to exhaust  the subject of postal work, communication, and incident throughout the Kingdom.

I have to render my grateful acknowledgments to Sir Arthur Blackwood; his private secretary, Charles Eden, Esquire; and those other officers of the various Departments who have most kindly afforded me every facility for investigation, and assisted me to much of the information used in the construction of the tale.

If it does not greatly enlighten, I hope that it will at all events interest and amuse the reader.

R.M. Ballantyne.




Chapter One.

A Hero and His Worshipper.

Once upon a time  only once, observe, she did not do it twice  a widow of the name of Maylands went, in a fit of moderate insanity, and took up her abode in a lonely, tumble-down cottage in the west of Ireland.

Mrs Maylands was very poor. She was the widow of an English clergyman, who had left her with a small family and the smallest income that was compatible with that familys maintenance. Hence the migration to Ireland, where she had been born, and where she hoped to live economically.

The tumble-down cottage was near the sea, not far from a little bay named Howlin Cove. Though little it was a tremendous bay, with mighty cliffs landward, and jutting ledges on either side, and forbidding rocks at the entrance, which waged continual warfare with the great Atlantic billows that rolled into it. The whole place suggested shipwreck and smugglers.

The small family of Mrs Maylands consisted of three babes  so their mother styled them. The eldest babe, Mary  better known as May  was seventeen years of age, and dwelt in London, to which great city she had been tempted by an elderly English cousin, Miss Sarah Lillycrop, who held out as baits a possible situation and a hearty welcome.

The second babe, Philip, was verging on fifteen. Having kicked, crashed, and smashed his way though an uproarious infancy and a stormy childhood, he had become a sedate, earnest, energetic boy, with a slight dash of humour in his spirit, and more than a dash of determination.

The third babe was still a baby. As it plays little or no part in our tale we dismiss it with the remark that it was of the male sex, and was at once the hope, fear, joy and anxiety of its distracted mother. So, too, we may dismiss Miss Madge Stevens, a poor relation, who was worth her weight in gold to the widow, inasmuch as she acted the part of general servant, nurse, mender of the household garments, and recipient of joys and sorrows, all of which duties she fulfilled for love, and for just shelter and sustenance sufficient to keep her affectionate spirit within her rather thin but well-favoured body.

Phil Maylands was a hero-worshipper. At the time when our tale opens he worshipped a youth  the son of a retired naval officer,  who possessed at least some of the qualities that are occasionally found in a hero. George Aspel was daring, genial, enthusiastic, tall, broad-shouldered, active, and young  about twenty. But George had a tendency to dissipation.

His father, who had recently died, had been addicted to what he styled good-fellowship and grog. Knowing his so-called weakness, Captain Aspel had sent his boy to be brought up in the family of the Reverend James Maylands, but some time before the death of that gentleman he had called him home to help to manage the small farm with which he amused his declining years. George and his father amused themselves with it to such an extent that they became bankrupt about the time of the fathers death, and thus the son was left with the world before him and nothing whatever in his pocket except a tobacco-pipe and a corkscrew.

One day Phil met George Aspel taking a ramble and joined him. These two lived near to each other. Indeed, Mrs Maylands had been partly influenced in her choice of a residence by her desire to be near George.

It was a bitterly cold December afternoon. As the friends reached the summit of the grey cliffs, a squall, fresh from the Arctic regions, came sweeping over the angry sea, cutting the foam in flecks from the waves, and whistling, as if in baffled fury, among the opposing crags.

Isnt it a grand sight? said Phil, as they sought shelter under the lee of a projecting rock.

Glorious! I never look upon that sight, said Aspel, with flashing eyes, without wishing that I had lived in the days of the old Vikings.

The youth traced his descent from the sea-kings of Norway  those tremendous fellows who were wont in days of yore to ravage the shores of the known and unknown world, east and west, north and south, leaving their indelible mark alike on the hot sands of Africa and the icebound rocks of Greenland. As Phil Maylands knew nothing of his own lineage further back than his grandfather, he was free to admire the immense antiquity of his friends genealogical tree. Phil was not, however, so completely under the fascination of his hero as to be utterly blind to his faults; but he loved him, and that sufficed to cover them up.

Sure, they were a wild lot, after all? he said in a questioning tone, as he looked up at the glowing countenance of his friend, who, with his bold mien, bulky frame, blue eyes, and fair curls, would have made a very creditable Viking indeed, had he lived in the tenth century.

Of course they were, Phil, he replied, looking down at his admirer with a smile. Men could not well be otherwise than wild and warlike in those days; but it was not all ravage and plunder with them. Why, it is to them and to their wise laws that we owe much of the freedom, coupled with the order, that prevails in our happy land; and didnt they cross the Atlantic Ocean in things little better than herring-boats, without chart or compass, and discover America long before Columbus was born?

You dont mean that? said Phil, with increased admiration; for the boy was not only smitten by his friends physical powers, but by his supposed intellectual attainments.

Yes, I do mean that, returned Aspel. If the Norsemen of old did mischief, as no one can deny, they were undoubtedly grand old scoundrels, and it is certain that they did much good to the world, whether they meant it or not.

Phil Maylands made no reply, but continued to look meditatively at his friend, until the latter laughed, and asked what he was thinking about.

Its thinking I am, what I wouldnt give if my legs were only as long as yours, George.

That they will soon be, returned George, if they go on at the rate theyve been growing of late.

Thats a true word, anyhow; but as mens legs dont go on growing at the same rate for ever, its not much hope I have of mine. No, George, its kind of you to encourage me, but the Maylands have ever been a short-legged and long-bodied race. So its said. However, its some comfort to know that short men are often long-headed, and that many of them get on in the world pretty well.

Of course they do, returned Aspel, and though they cant grow long, they never stop short in the race of life. Why, look at Nelson  he was short; and Wellington wasnt long, and Bonny himself was small in every way except in his intellect  whos that coming up the hill?

Its Mike Kenny, the postman, I think. I wonder if he has brought a letter from sister May. Mother expects one, I know.

The man who had attracted their attention was ascending towards them with the slow, steady gait of a practised mountaineer. He was the post-runner of the district. Being a thinly-peopled and remote region, the runners walk was a pretty extensive one, embracing many a mile of moorland, vale and mountain. He had completed most of his walk at that time, having only one mountain shoulder now between him and the little village of Howlin Cove, where his labours were to terminate for that day.

Good-evening, Mike, said George Aspel, as the man approached. Any letters for me to-night?

No, sur, not wan, answered Mike, with something of a twinkle in his eye; but Ive left wan at Rocky Cottage, he added, turning to Philip Maylands.

Was it Mays handwriting? asked the boy eagerly.

Sure I dont know for sartin whose hand it is i the inside, but its not Miss Mays on the cover. Niver a wan in these parts could write like her  copperplate, no less.

Come, George, lets go back, said Phil, quickly, weve been looking out for a letter for some days past.

Its not exactly a letter, Master Phil, said the post-runner slowly.

Ah, then, shed never put us off with a newspaper, said Phil.

No, its a telegram, returned Mike.

Phil Maylands looked thoughtfully at the ground. A telegram, he said, thats strange. Are ye sure, Mike?

Troth am I.

Without another word the boy started off at a quick walk, followed by his friend and the post-runner. The latter had to diverge at that place to leave a letter at the house of a man named Patrick Grady. Hence, for a short distance, they followed the same road.

Young Maylands would have passed the house, but as Grady was an intimate friend of George Aspel, he agreed to stop just to shake hands.

Patrick Grady was the soul of hospitality. He was not to be put off with a mere shake of the hand, not he  telegrams meant nothing now-a-days, he said, everybody sent them. No cause for alarm. They must stop and have a glass of mountain dew.

Aspel was resolute, however; he would not sit down, though he had no objection to the mountain dew. Accordingly, the bottle was produced, and a full glass was poured out for Aspel, who quaffed off the pure spirit with a free-and-easy toss and smack of the lips, that might have rendered one of the beery old sea-kings envious.

No, sur, I thank ye, said Mike, when a similar glass was offered to him.

What! ye havent taken the pledge, have ye? said Grady.

No, sur; but Ive had three glasses already on me walk, an thats as much as I can rightly carry.

Nonsense, Mike. Youve a stiff climb before you  here, take it off.

The facile postman did take it off without further remonstrance.

Have a dhrop, Phil?

No, thank ee, said Phil, firmly, but without giving a reason for declining.

Being a boy, he was not pressed to drink, and the party left the house. A short distance farther on the road forked, and here the post-runner turned off to the right, taking the path which led towards the hill whose rugged shoulder he had yet to scale.

Mike Kenny breasted it not only with the energy of youth and strength, but with the additional and artificial energy infused by the spirits, so that, much to his own surprise, his powers began to fail prematurely. Just then a storm of wind and sleet came down from the heights above, and broke with bitter fury in his face. He struggled against it vigorously for a time till he gained a point whence he saw the dark blue sea lashing on the cliffs below. He looked up at the pass which was almost hid by the driving sleet. A feeling of regret and self-condemnation at having so readily given in to Grady was mingled with a strong sense of the duty that he had to discharge as he once more breasted the steep. The bitter cold began to tell on his exhausted frame. In such circumstances a small matter causes a man to stumble. Kennys foot caught on something  a root it might be  and he fell headlong into a ditch and was stunned. The cold did its work, and from that ditch he never rose again.

Meanwhile Mr Grady looked out from the window of his cottage upon the gathering storm, expressed some satisfaction that it did not fall to his lot to climb hills on such a day, and comforted himself  though he did not appear to stand in need of special comfort  with another glass of whisky.

George Aspel and Philip Maylands, with their backs to the storm, hurried homewards; the former exulting in the grand  though somewhat disconnected  thoughts infused into his fiery soul by the fire-water he had imbibed, and dreaming of what he would have dared and done had he only been a sea-king of the olden time; the latter meditating somewhat anxiously on the probable nature of his sisters telegram.




Chapter Two.

Tells of Womans Work and some of Womans Ways.

Many, and varied, and strange, are the duties which woman has to perform in this life  especially in that wonderful and gigantic phase of this life which is comprehended in the word London.

One chill December afternoon there sat in front of a strange-looking instrument a woman  at least she was as nearly a woman as is compatible with the age of seventeen. She was also pretty  not beautiful, observe, but pretty  sparklingly pretty; dark, dimpled, demure and delightful in every way; with a turn-up nose, a laughing eye, and a kindly look.

Her chief duty, from morning to night, consisted in playing with her pretty little fingers on three white pianoforte keys. There were no other keys  black or white  in connection with these three. They stood alone and had no music whatever in them  nothing but a click. Nevertheless this young woman, whose name was May Maylands, played on them with a constancy and a deft rapidity worthy of a great, if not a musical, cause. From dawn to dusk, and day by day, did she keep those three keys clicking and clittering, as if her life depended on the result; and so in truth it did, to some extent, for her bread and butter depended on her performances on that very meagre piano.

Although an artless and innocent young girl, fresh from the western shores of Erin, May had a peculiar, and, in one of her age and sex, almost pert way of putting questions, to which she often received quaint and curious replies.

For instance one afternoon she addressed to a learned doctor the following query:  

Can you send copy last prescription? Lost it. Face red as a carrot. In agonies! What shall I do? Help!

To which the learned doctor gave the matter-of-fact but inelegant reply:  

Stick your feet in hot water. Go to bed at once. Prescription sent by post. Take it every hour.

But May Maylands did not stick her feet in hot water; neither did she go to bed, or take any physic. Indeed there was no occasion to do so, for a clear complexion and pink cheeks told of robust health.

On another occasion she asked an Irish farmer if he could send her twenty casks of finest butter to cost not more than 6 pence per pound.

To which the farmer was rude enough to answer Not by no manner of means.

In short Mays conduct was such that we must hasten to free her from premature condemnation by explaining that she was a female telegraphist in what we may call the literary lungs of London  the General Post-Office at St. Martins-le-Grand.

On that chill December afternoon, during a brief lull in her portion of the telegraphic communication of the kingdom, May leaned her little head on her hand, and sent her mind to the little cottage by the sea, already described as lying on the west coast of Ireland, with greater speed than ever she flashed those electric sparks which it was her business to scatter broadcast over the land. The hamlet, near which the cottage stood, nestled under the shelter of a cliff as if in expectation and dread of being riven from its foundations by the howling winds, or whelmed in the surging waves. The cottage itself was on the outskirts of the hamlet, farther to the south. The mind of May entered through its closed door,  for mind, like electricity, laughs at bolts and bars.

There was a buzz of subdued sound from more than twelve hundred telegraphists, male and female, in that mighty telegraph-hall of Saint Martins-le-Grand, but May heard it not. Dozens upon dozens of tables, each with its busy occupants  tables to right of her, tables to left of her, tables in rear of her, tables in front of her,  swept away from her in bewildering perspective, but May saw them not. The clicking of six or seven hundred instruments broke upon her ear as they flashed the news of the world over the length and breadth of the land, pulsating joy and sorrow, surprise, fear, hope, despair, and gladness to thousands of anxious hearts, but May regarded it not. She heard only the booming of the great sea, and saw her mother seated by the fire darning socks, with Madge engaged in household work, and Phil tumbling with baby-brother on the floor, making new holes and rents for fresh darns and patches.

Mrs Maylands was a student and lover of the Bible. Her children, though a good deal wilder, were sweet-tempered like herself. It is needless to add that in spite of adverse circumstances they were all moderately happy. The fair telegraphist smiled, almost laughed, as her mind hovered over the home circle.

From the contemplation of this pleasant and romantic picture she was roused by a familiar rustle at her elbow. Recalling her mind from the west of Ireland, she fixed it on a mass of telegrams which had just arrived from various parts of the city.

They had been sucked through several pneumatic tubes  varying from a few yards to two miles in length  had been checked, assorted, registered, and distributed by boys to the various telegraphists to whose lot they fell. May Maylands chanced, by a strange coincidence, to command the instrument in direct connection with Cork. The telegrams just laid beside her were those destined for that city, and the regions to which it was a centre of redistribution. Among others her own village was in connection with it, and many a time had she yearned to touch her keys with a message of love to her mother, but the rules of the office sternly forbade this. The communicative touch which she dispensed so freely to others was forbidden to herself. If she, or any other telegraphist in St. Martins-le-Grand, wished to send a private message, it became necessary to step out of the office, go to the appointed place, pay her shilling, and become one of the public for the occasion. Every one can see the necessity for such a rule in the circumstances.

Mays three-keyed machine, by the way, did not actually send forth the electricity. It only punched holes in a long tape of white paper, which holes, according to their relative arrangement, represented the alphabet. Having punched a message by playing on the keys, she transferred her tape to the electric machine at her elbow and passed it through. This transmitting machine was automatic or self acting. It required only to be fed with perforated tapes. In Ireland the receiving-machine presented its messages in the form of dots and dashes, which, according to arrangement, became alphabetic. You dont understand this, reader, eh? It would be surprising if you did! A treatise on electric telegraphy would be required to make it clear  supposing you to have a mechanical turn of mind. Suffice it to say that the Wheatstone telegraph instrument tapes off its messages at the rate of 100 words a minute.

But to return  

With a sigh May Maylands cast her eyes on the uppermost telegram. It ran thus:  

Buy the horse at any price. Hes a spanker. Let the pigs go for what theyll fetch.

This was enough. Romance, domesticity, and home disappeared, probably with the message along the wire, and the spirit of business descended on the little woman as she applied herself once more to the matter-of-fact manipulation of the keys.

That evening as May left the Post-Office and turned sharply into the dark street she came into collision with a letter-carrier.

Oh! Miss, he exclaimed with polite anxiety, I beg your pardon. The sleet drivin in my face prevented my seeing you. Youre not hurt I hope.

No, Mr Flint, you havent hurt me, said May, laughing, as she recognised the voice of her own landlord.

Why, its you, Miss May! Now isnt that good luck, my turnin up just in the nick o time to see you home? Here, catch hold of my arm. The winds fit to tear the lamp-posts up by the roots.

But this is not the way home, objected the girl.

Thats true, Miss May, it aint, but Im only goin round a bit by St. Pauls Churchyard. Theres a shop there where they sell the sausages my old oomans so fond of. It dont add more than a few yards to the road home.

The old ooman to whom Solomon Flint referred was his grandmother. Flint himself had spent the greater part of his life in the service of the Post-Office, and was now a widower, well stricken in years. His grandmother was one of those almost indestructible specimens of humanity who live on until the visage becomes deeply corrugated, contemporaries have become extinct, and age has become a matter of uncertainty. Flint had always been a good grandson, but when his wife died the love he had borne to her seemed to have been transferred with additional vehemence to the old ooman.

Theres a present for you, old ooman, said Flint, placing the paper of sausages on the table on entering his humble abode, and proceeding to divest himself of his waterproof cape; just let me catch hold of a fryin-pan and Ill give you to understand what a blow-out means.

Youre a good laddie, Sol, said the old woman, rousing herself and speaking in a voice that sounded as if it had begun its career far back in the previous century.

Mrs Flint was Scotch, and, although she had lived from early womanhood in London, had retained something of the tone and much of the pronunciation of the land o cakes.

Yell be wat, lassie, she said to May, who was putting off her bonnet and shawl in a corner. No, Grannie, returned the girl, using a term which the old woman had begged her to adopt, Im not wet, only a little damp.

Change your feet, lassie, direcly, or youll tak cauld, said Mrs Flint in a peremptory tone.

May laughed gently and retired to her private boudoir to change her shoes. The boudoir was not more than eight feet by ten in size, and very poorly furnished, but its neat, methodical arrangements betokened in its owner a refined and orderly mind. There were a few books in a stand on the table, and a flower-pot on the window-sill. Among the pegs and garments on the walls was a square piece of cardboard, on which was emblazoned in scarlet silk, the text, God is love. This hung at the foot of the bed, so as to be the first object to greet the girls eyes on awaking each morning. Below it hung a row of photographs, embracing the late Reverend James Maylands, his widow, his son Philip, his distant relative Madge, and the baby. These were so arranged as to catch the faint gleam of light that penetrated the window; but as there was a twenty-foot brick wall in front of the window at a distance of two yards, the gleam, even on a summer noon, was not intense. In winter it was barely sufficient to render darkness visible.

Poor May Maylands! It was a tremendous change to her from the free air and green fields of Ireland to a small back street in the heart of London; but necessity had required the change. Her mothers income could not comfortably support the family. Her own salary, besides supporting herself, was devoted to the enlargement of that income, and as it amounted to only 50 pounds a year, there was not much left to pay for lodgings, etcetera. It is true Miss Lillycrop would have gladly furnished May with board and lodging free, but her house was in the neighbourhood of Pimlico, and Mays duties made it necessary that she should live within a short distance of the General Post-Office. Miss Lillycrop had heard of the Flints as being good-hearted and trusty people, and advised her cousin to board with them, at least until some better arrangement could be made for her. Meanwhile May was to go and spend part of every Sunday with Miss Lillycrop at Number 9 Purr Street.

Well, Grannie, said May, returning to the front room, where the sausages were already hissing deliciously, what news have you for me to-night?

She sat down beside the old woman, took her hand and spoke in that cheery, cosy, confidential way which renders some women so attractive.

Deed, May, theres little but the auld story  Mercies, mornin, noon, and night. But, oo ay, I was maist forgettin; Miss Lillycrap was here, an left ye a message o some sort.

And what was the message, Grannie?

Shes gone and forgot it, said Solomon Flint, putting the sausages on the table, which had already been spread for supper by a stout little girl who was the sole domestic of the house and attendant on Mrs Flint. Youve no chance of getting it now, Miss May, for Ive noticed that when the old ooman once forgets a thing it dont come back to her  except, praps, a week or two afterwards. Come now, draw in and go to work. But, praps, Dollops may have heard the message. Hallo! Dollops! come here, and bring the kettle with you.

Dollops  the little girl above referred to  was particularly small and shy, ineffably stupid, and remarkably fat. It was the last quality which induced Solomon to call her Dollops. Her hair and garments stuck out from her in wild dishevelment, but she was not dirty. Nothing belonging to Mrs Flint was allowed to become dirty.

Did you see Miss Lillycrop, Dollops? asked Solomon, as the child emerged from some sort of back kitchen.

Yes, sir, I did; I sawd er a-goin hout.

Did you hear her leave a message?

Yes, sir, I did. I eard er say to missis, Be sure that you give May Maylands my love, an tell er wotever she do to keep er feet dry, an dont forgit the message, an say Im so glad about it, though its not much to speak of arter all!

What was she so glad about? demanded Solomon.

I dun know, sir. She said no more in my earin than that. I only comed in wen she was a-goin hout. Praps it was about the findin of er gloves in er pocket wen she was a talkin to missis, which she thought shed lost, though they wasnt wuth pickin up out of the

Pooh! be off to your pots an pans, child, said Flint, turning to his grandmother, who sat staring at the sausages with a blank expression. You cant remember it, I spose, eh?

Mrs Flint shook her head and began to eat.

Thats right, old ooman, said her grandson, patting her shoulder; heap up the coals, mayhap itll revive the memory.

But Mrs Flints memory was not so easily revived. She became more abstracted than usual in her efforts to recover it. Supper passed and was cleared away. The old woman was placed in her easy chair in front of the fire with the cat  her chief evening amusement  on her knee; the letter-carrier went out for his evening walk; Dollops proceeded miscellaneously to clean up and smash the crockery, and May sat down to indite an epistle to the inmates of Rocky Cottage.

Suddenly Mrs Flint uttered an exclamation.

May! she cried, and hit the cat an involuntary slap on the face which sent it with a caterwaul of indignant surprise from her knee, it wasnt a message, it was a letter!

Having thus unburdened her mind the old woman relapsed into the previous century, from which she could not be recalled. May, therefore, made a diligent search for the letter, and found it at last under a cracked teapot on the mantelpiece, where Mrs Flint had told Miss Lillycrop to place it for safety.

It was short but satisfactory, and ran thus:  

Dearest May,  Ive been to see my friend in power, and he says its all right, that youve only to get your brother over as soon as possible, and hell see to getting him a situation. The enclosed paper is for his and your guidance. Excuse haste.  Your affectionate coz, Sarah Lillycrop.

It need hardly be said that May Maylands finished her letter with increased satisfaction, and posted it that night.

Next morning she wrote out a telegram as follows: Let Phil come here at once. The application has been successful. Never mind clothes. Everything arranged. Best love to all.

The last clause was added in order to get the full value for her money. She naturally underscored the words at once, forgetting for the moment that, in telegraphy, a word underlined counts as two words. She was therefore compelled to forego the emphasis.

This message she did not transmit through her own professional instrument, but gave it in at the nearest district office. It was at once shot bodily, with a bundle of other telegrams, through a pneumatic tube, and thus reached St. Martins-le-Grand in one minute thirty-five seconds, or about twenty minutes before herself. Chancing to be the uppermost message, it was flashed off without delay, crossed the Irish Channel, and entered the office at Cork in about six minutes. Here there was a short delay of half-an-hour, owing to other telegrams which had prior claim to attention. Then it was flashed to the west coast, which it reached long before the letter posted on the previous night, and not long after May had seated herself at her own three-keyed instrument. But there, telegraphic speed was thwarted by unavoidable circumstances, the post-runner having already started on his morning rounds, and it was afternoon before the telegram was delivered at Rocky Cottage.

This was the telegram which had caused Philip Maylands so much anxiety. He read it at last with great relief, and at the same time with some degree of sadness, when he thought of leaving his mother unprotected in her lonely cottage by the sea.




Chapter Three.

Brilliant Prospects.

Madge  whose proper name was Marjory Stevens  was absent when Mays letter arrived the following day. On her return to the cottage she was taken into the committee which sat upon the subject of Phils appointment.

Its not a very grand appointment, said Mrs Maylands, with a sigh.

Sure its not an appointment at all yet, mother, returned Phil, who held in his hand the paper of instructions enclosed in Mays letter. Beggars, you know, mustnt be choosers; an if Im not a beggar, its next thing to it I am. Besides, if the position of a boy-telegraph-messenger isnt very exalted in itself, its the first step to better things. Isnt the first round of a ladder connected with the top round?

Thats true, Phil, said Madge; theres nothing to prevent your becoming Postmaster-General in course of time.

Nothing whatever, that I know of, returned Phil.

Perhaps somebody else knows of something that may prevent it, said his mother with an amused smile.

Perhaps! exclaimed the boy, with a twinkle in his eye; dont talk to me of perhapses, Im not to be damped by such things. Now, just consider this, he continued, looking over the paper in his hand, here we have it all in print. I must apply for the situation in writin no less. Well, I can do it in copperplate, if they please. Then my age must be not less than fourteen, and not more than fifteen.

That suits to a T, said Madge.

Yes; and, but hallo! what have we here? said Phil, with a look of dismay.

What is it? asked his mother and Madge in the same breath, with looks of real anxiety.

Well, well, its too bad, said Phil slowly, it says here that Im to have no claim on the superannuation fund. Isnt that hard?

A smile from Mrs Maylands, and a laugh from Madge, greeted this. It was also received with an appalling yell from the baby, which caused mother and nurse to leap to the rescue. That sprout of mischief, in the course of an experimental tour of the premises, had climbed upon a side-table, had twisted his right foot into the loop of the window-curtains, had fallen back, and hung, head downwards, howling.

Having been comforted with bread and treacle, and put to bed, the committee meeting was resumed.

Well, then, said Phil, consulting his paper again, I give up the superannuation advantages. Then, as to wages, seven shillings a week, rising to eight shillings after one years service. Why, its a fortune! Any man at my age can live on sixpence a day easy  thats three-and-six, leaving three-and-six a week clear for you, mother. Then theres a uniform; just think o that!

I wonder what sort of uniform it is, said Madge.

A red coat, Madge, and blue trousers with silver lace and a brass helmet, for certain

Dont talk nonsense, boy, interrupted Mrs Maylands, but go on with the paper.

Oh! theres nothing more worth mentioning, said Phil, folding the paper, except that boy-messengers, if they behave themselves, have a chance of promotion to boy-sorterships, indoor-telegraph-messengerships, junior sorterships, and letter-carrierships, on their reaching the age of seventeen, and, I suppose, secretaryships, and postmaster-generalships, with a baronetcy, on their attaining the age of Methuselah. Its the very thing for me, mother, so Ill be off to-morrow if

Phil was cut short by the bursting open of the door and the sudden entrance of his friend George Aspel.

Come, Phil, he cried, blazing with excitement, theres a wreck in the bay. Quick! theres no time to lose.

The boy leaped up at once, and dashed out after his friend.

It was evening. The gale, which had blown for two days was only beginning to abate. Dark clouds were split in the western sky by gleams of fiery light as the sun declined towards its troubled ocean-bed.

Hurrying over the fields, and bending low to the furious blast, Aspel and Philip made their way to the neighbouring cliffs. But before we follow them, reader, to the wave-lashed shore, it is necessary, for the satisfactory elucidation of our tale, that we should go backward a short way in time, and bound forward a long way into space.




Chapter Four.

The Royal Mail Steamer.

Out, far out on the mighty sea, a large vessel makes her way gallantly over the billows  homeward bound.

She is a Royal Mail steamer from the southern hemisphere  the Trident  and a right royal vessel she looks with her towering iron hull, and her taper masts, and her two thick funnels, and her trim rigging, and her clean decks  for she has an awning spread over them, to guard from smoke as well as from sun.

There is a large family on board of the Trident, and, like all other large families, its members display marked diversities of character. They also exhibit, like not a few large families, remarkable diversities of temper. Among them there are several human magnets with positive and negative poles, which naturally draw together. There are also human flints and steels which cannot come into contact without striking fire.

When the Trident got up steam, and bade adieu to the Southern Cross, there was no evidence whatever of the varied explosives and combustibles which she carried in her after-cabin. The fifty or sixty passengers who waved kerchiefs, wiped their eyes, and blew their noses, at friends on the receding shore, were unknown to each other; they were intent on their own affairs. When obliged to jostle each other they were all politeness and urbanity.

After the land had sunk on the horizon the intro-circumvolutions of a large family, or rather a little world, began. There was a birth on board, an engagement, ay, and a death; yet neither the interest of the first, nor the romance of the second, nor the solemnity of the last, could check for more than a few hours the steady development of the family characteristics of love, modesty, hate, frivolity, wisdom, and silliness.

A proportion of the passengers were, of course, nobodies, who aspired to nothing greater than to live and let live, and who went on the even tenor of their way, without much change, from first to last. Some of them were somebodies who, after a short time, began to expect the recognition of that fact. There were ambitious bodies who, in some cases, aimed too high, and there were unpretending-bodies who frequently aimed too low. There were also selfish-bodies who, of course, thought only of themselves  with, perhaps, a slight passing reference to those among the after-cabin passengers who could give them pleasure, and there were self-forgetting-bodies who turned their thoughts frequently on the ship, the crew, the sea, the solar system, the Maker of the universe. These also thought of their fellow-passengers in the fore-cabin, who of course had a little family or world of their own, with its similar joys, and sins, and sorrows, before the mast; and there were uproarious-bodies who kept the little world lively  sometimes a little too lively.

As the Royal Mail steamer rushed out to sea and was tossed on the oceans breast, these human elements began to mix and effervesce and amalgamate, or fizz, burst, and go off, like squibs and crackers.

There was a Mrs Pods with three little girls, and a Mrs Tods with two little boys, whose first casual glance at each other was transmuted into a glare of undying and unreasoning hate. These ladies were exceptions to the rule of general urbanity before mentioned. Both had fiery faces, and each read the other through and through at a glance. There was a Miss Bluestocking who charmed some people, irritated others, frightened a few, and caused many to sneer. Her chief friend among the males was a young man named Mr Weakeyes, who had a small opinion of himself and a very receptive mind. Miss Troolove, among the ladies, was her chief friend. The strange misnomers which one meets with in society were also found in the little world in that steamer  that Royal Mail steamer we should say  for, while we turn aside for a brief period to condescend upon these particulars, we would not have the reader forget that they have an indirect bearing on the main thread of our tale.

One misnamed lady was a Miss Mist, who, instead of being light, airy, and ethereal, as she ought to have been, weighed at least twelve stone six. But she sang divinely, was a great favourite with the young people on board, and would have been very much missed indeed if she had not been there. There was also a Mr Stout, who was the tallest and thinnest man in the ship.

On the other hand there were some whose names had been obviously the result of a sense of propriety in some one. Among the men who were rabidly set on distinguishing themselves in one way or another was a Major Beak. Now, why was it that this Majors nose was an aquiline of the most outrageous dimensions? Surely no one would argue that the nose grew to accommodate the name. Is it not more probable  nay, certain  that the name grew to accommodate the nose? Of course when Major Beak was born he was a minor, and his nose must have been no better than a badly-shaped button or piece of putty; but the Majors father had owned a tremendous aquiline nose, which at birth had also been a button, and so on we can proceed backwards until we drive the Beaks into that remote antiquity where historical fact begins and mythological theory terminates  that period when men were wont, it is supposed, to name each other intelligently with reference to personal characteristic or occupation.

So, too, Mr Bright  a hearty good-natured fellow, who drew powerfully to Major Beak and hated Miss Bluestocking  possessed the vigorous frame, animated air, and intelligent look which must have originated his name. But why go on? Every reader must be well acquainted with the characters of Mr Fiery and Mr Stiff, and Mrs Dashington, and her niece Miss Squeaker, and Colonel Blare who played the cornet, and Lieutenant Limp who sang tenor, and Dr Bassoon who roared bass, and Mrs Silky, who was all things to all men, besides being everything by turns and nothing long; and Lady Tower and Miss Gentle, and Mr Blurt and Miss Dumbbelle.

Suffice it to say that after a week or two the effervescing began to systematise, and the family became a living and complex electrical machine, whose sympathetic poles drew and stuck together, while the antagonistic poles kept up a steady discharge of sparks.

Then there arose a gale which quieted the machine a little, and checked the sparkling flow of wit and humour. When, during the course of the gale, a toppling billow overbalanced itself and fell inboard with a crash that nearly split the deck open, sweeping two of the quarterboats away, Mr Blurt, sitting in the saloon, was heard to exclaim:  

Pon my word, its a terrible gale  enough almost to make a fellow think of his sins.

To which Mrs Tods, who sat beside him, replied, with a serious shake of her head, that it was indeed a very solemn occasion, and cast a look, not of undying hate but of gentle appeal at Mrs Pods, who sat opposite to her. And that lady, so far from resenting the look as an affront, met her in a liberal spirit; not only admitted that what Mrs Tods had said was equally just and true, but even turned her eyes upward with a look of resignation.

Well was it for Mrs Pods that she did so, for her resigned eyes beheld the globe of the cabin lamp pitched off its perch by a violent lurch and coming straight at her. Thus she had time to bow to circumstances, and allow the missile to pass over her head into the bosom of Lady Tower, where it was broken to atoms. The effect of mutual concession was so strong on Mrs Pods and Mrs Tods, that the former secretly repented having wished that one of Mrs Tods little sons might fall down the hatchway and get maimed for life, while the latter silently regretted having hoped that one of Mrs Pods little girls might fall overboard and be half-drowned.

But the storm passed away and the effervescence returned  though not, it is pleasing to add, with so much pungency as before. Thus, night and day, the steamer sped on over the southern seas, across the mystic line, and into the northern hemisphere, with the written records, hopes, commands, and wishes of a continent in the mail-bags in her hold, and leaving a beautiful milky-way behind her.

But there were more than letters and papers in these mail-bags. There were diamonds! Not indeed those polished and glittering gems whose proper resting-place is the brow of beauty, but those uncut pebbles that are turned up at the mines, which the ignorant would fling away or give to their children as playthings, but for which merchants and experts would give hundreds and thousands of pounds. A splendid prize that Royal Mail steamer would have been for the buccaneers of the olden time, but happily there are no buccaneers in these days  at least not in civilised waters. A famous pirate had, however, set his heart on those diamonds  even old Neptune himself.

This is how it happened.




Chapter Five.

Wreck and Rescue.

One evening Miss Gentle and rotund little Mr Blurt were seated on two camp-stools near the stern, conversing occasionally and gazing in a dreamy frame of mind at the milky-way over which they appeared to travel.

I wonder much, Miss Gentle, said Mr Blurt, that you were not more afraid during that gale we had just before crossing the line?

I was a good deal afraid, though perhaps I did not show it. Your remark, she added, with an arch glance at her companion, induces me to express some surprise that you seemed so much afraid.

Afraid! echoed Mr Blurt, with a smile; why, I wasnt afraid  eh! was I?

I beg pardon, hastily explained Miss Gentle, I dont mean frightened, of course; perhaps I should have said alarmed, or agitated

Agitated! cried Mr Blurt, pulling off his hat, and rubbing his bald head  he was prematurely bald, being only forty, though he looked like fifty agitated! Well, Miss Gentle, if you had diamonds

He stopped short, and looked at his companion with a confused smile.

Diamonds, Mr Blurt, said Miss Gentle, slightly surprised; what do you mean?

Well  ha! hem! said the other, rubbing his forehead; I see no reason why I should make a mystery of it. Since I have mentioned the thing, I may as well say that a man who happens to have a packet of diamonds in the mail-bags worth about twenty thousand pounds, may well be excused showing some little agitation lest the ship containing them should go to the bottom.

I dont quite see that, returned Miss Gentle. If the owner is on board, and goes to the bottom with his diamonds, it does not matter to him, does it?

Ah! said Mr Blurt, it is the inconsiderateness of youth which prompts that speech. (Miss Gentle looked about twenty, though she was in reality twenty-seven!) Do you think I have no anxiety for any one but myself? Suppose I have a wife and family in England who are dependent on these diamonds.

Ah! that did not occur to me, returned the lady.

Have you any objection to become a confidante? asked Mr Blurt.

None whatever, replied Miss Gentle, laughing.

Well, then, to let you understand my feelings, I shall explain. I have a brother  a dear little fellow like mys  ah, excuse me; I did not mean dear like myself, but little. Well, he is a naturalist. He lives in London, and is not a very successful naturalist; indeed, I may say that he is an unfortunate and poor naturalist. Last year he failed. I sent him a small sum of money. He failed again. I sent him more money. Being a successful diamond-merchant, you see, I could afford to do so. We are both bachelors; my brother being much older than I am. At last I resolved to send home my whole fortune, and return to live with him, after winding up my affairs. I did so: made up my diamonds into a parcel, and sent it by mail as being the most secure method. Just after doing this, I got a letter informing me of my brother being dangerously ill, and begging me to come to England without delay. I packed up at once, left my partner to wind up the business, and so, here I am, on board the very steamer that carries my diamonds to England.

How curious  and how interesting, said the sympathetic Miss Gentle.

Whatever more she intended to say was checked by a large parti-coloured ball hitting her on the cheek, and falling into her lap. It was followed up and captured with a shriek by the two little Todses and the three little Podses. At the same moment the gong sounded for tea. Thus the conversation came to a close.

The voyage of the Trident  with the exception of the gale before referred to  was prosperous until her arrival in the waters of the northern hemisphere. By that time the passengers had crystallised into groups, the nobodies and self-forgetting-bodies fraternised, and became more and more friendly as time went on. The uproarious-bodies got up concerts and charades. The hatred of Pods for Tods intensified. The arrogance of Major Beak, and the good-natured modesty of Mr Bright, increased. The noise of Dr Bassoon made the manner of Mr Silky quite agreeable by contrast, while the pride of Lady Tower and Mr Stiff formed a fine, deep-shade to the neutral tint of Miss Gentle, and the high-light of Miss Squeaker.

Gradually, however, feelings began to modify. The squalls and breezes that ruffled the human breasts on board the Trident moderated in exact proportion as that vessel penetrated and experienced the storms of what should have been named the in-temperate zone.

At last they drew near to the shores of Old England, and then there burst upon them a nor-wester, so violent that within the first hour the close-reefed topsails were blown to ribbons, and the foretopmast, with the jib-boom, was carried away. Of course this was a comparatively small matter in a steamer, but when it was afterwards discovered that the vessel had sprung a leak, things began to look more serious.

Its only a trifle, Miss Gentle; dont alarm yourself. We can put that to rights in a few minutes, said Major Beak, with the confident air of a man whose nautical education had begun with Noah, and continued uninterruptedly down to the present time.

Hes a hooked-nosed humbug, Miss Gentle, an knows nothing about it, growled the captain.

Water rising rapidly in the hold, sir, said the carpenter, coming aft and touching his cap.

Rig the pumps, said the captain, and the pumps were rigged. What is more to the purpose, they were wrought with a will by the crew; but in spite of their efforts the water continued to rise.

It might have done a student of human nature good to have observed the effect of this information on the passengers. Regarded as a whole the little world became perceptibly paler in the cheeks, and strikingly moderate in tone of voice and manner. Major Beak, in particular, began to talk low, and made no reference whatever to nautical matters, while Mrs Pods looked amiably  almost affectionately  at Mrs Tods.

Of course the passengers observed with breathless interest the action of the captain at this crisis. That important personage did his best to stop the leak, but only succeeded in checking it, and it required the constant exertions of the crew night and day at the pumps to reduce the water in the hold even by an inch. In these circumstances the young men among the passengers readily volunteered their services to assist the crew.

The gale continued and steadily increased. At night the ladies, and such of the passengers as were not employed at the pumps, retired to the cabin. Some of those who did not realise the danger of the situation went to bed. Others sat up in the saloon and consoled each other as best they might.

Morning came, but with it came no abatement of the storm. Water and sky seemed mingled together, and were of one uniform tone. It was obvious that the men at the pumps were utterly exhausted, and worst of all the water was beginning to gain slowly on them. The elderly men were now called on to help. It became necessary that all should work for their lives. Miss Bluestocking, who was muscular as well as masculine, rose to the occasion, and suggested that the ladies, so to speak, should man the pumps. Her suggestion was not acted on.

At this point Mr Bright, who had been toiling night and day like an inexhaustible giant, suggested that music might be called in to aid their flagging powers. It was well known that fatigued soldiers on a march are greatly re-invigorated by the band. Major Beak, soaking from head to foot with salt water, almost blind with fatigue and want of sleep, and with the perspiration dropping from the point of his enormous nose, plucked up heart to raise himself and assert that that was true. He further suggested that Colonel Blare might play to them on the cornet. But Colonel Blare was incapable by that time of playing even on a penny trumpet. Dr Bassoon was reduced so low as to be obliged to half whisper his incapacity to sing bass, and as for the great tenor, Lieutenant Limp  a piece of tape was stiffer than his backbone.

Let the ladies sing to us, sighed Mr Fiery, who was mere milk and water by that time. Im sure that Mrs Tods and Mrs Pods would be

A united shriek of protest from those ladies checked him.

Or Miss Troolove, suggested Mr Blurt, on whose stout person the labour told severely.

The lady appealed to, after a little hesitation, began a hymn, but the time was found to be too slow, while the voice, although sweet and true, was too weak.

Come, let us have one of the Christy Minstrels, cried Mr Bright in a lively tone. Im certain Miss Mist can sing one.

Poor Miss Mist was almost hysterical with fear and prolonged anxiety, but she was an obliging creature. On being assured that the other ladies would support her, she struck up the Land of Dixey, and was joined in the chorus with so much spirit that those who laboured at the pumps felt like giants refreshed. Explain it how we may, there can be no question that lively music has a wonderful power of sustaining the energies of mankind. With the return of cheerful sensations there revived in some of them the sense of the ludicrous, and it was all that they could do to refrain from laughter as they looked at the forlorn females huddled together, wrapped in rugs and cloaks, drenched to the skin, almost blown from their seats, ghastly with watching and fear, solemn-visaged in the last degree, and yet singing Pop goes the weasel, and similar ditties, with all the energy of despair.

We paint no fanciful picture. We describe facts, and there is no saying how far the effect of that music might have helped in the saving of the ship, had not an event occurred which rendered further efforts unnecessary.

The captain, who had either lost his reckoning or his head, or both, was seen to apply himself too frequently to a case-bottle in the cabin, and much anxiety began to be felt as to his capacity to manage the vessel. Owing, also, to the length of time that thick weather had prevailed, no reliable observation had been obtained for several days. While the anxiety was at its height, there came a sudden and terrible shock, which caused the good ship to tremble. Then, for the first time, the roar of breakers was heard above the howling of the storm. As if to increase the horror of the scene, the fog lifted and revealed towering cliffs close ahead of them.

The transition from a comparatively hopeful state to one of absolute despair was overwhelming. The wild waves lifted the great hull of the vessel and let it down on the rocks with another crash, sending the masts over the side, while the passengers could only shriek in agony and cling to the wreck. Fortunately, in taking the ground, the vessel had kept straight, so that the forepart formed a comparative shelter from the waves that were fast breaking up the stern.

In the midst of all this confusion the first mate and Mr Bright seemed to keep quite cool. Between them they loaded and fired the bow signal-guns several times, by which means they brought a few fishermen and coastguard-men to the scene of disaster. And among these, as we have seen, were our heroes, Philip Maylands and George Aspel.

On arriving, these two found that the rocket apparatus was being set up on the beach.

Phil, said Aspel in a quick low voice, theyll want the lifeboat, and the wind carries the sound of their guns in the wrong direction. Run round, lad, and give the alarm. Theres not a moment to lose.

The boy turned to run without a word of reply, but he could not help observing, as he turned, the compressed lips, the expanding nostrils, and the blazing eyes of his friend, who almost quivered with suppressed excitement.

For some time George Aspel stood beside the men of the coastguard while they set up their apparatus and fired the rocket. To offer assistance, he knew, would only retard them. The first rocket was carried to the right of the vessel, which was now clearly visible. The second went to the other side. There was a reef of rocks on that side which lay a few yards farther out from the beach than the wreck. Over this reef the rocket-line fell and got entangled. Part of the shore-end of the apparatus also broke down. While the men were quickly repairing it Aspel said in a hurried manner: Ill clear the rocket-line, and away he darted like a greyhound.

Hold ha-a-rd! foolish fellow, youll be drownded, roared one of the men.

But Aspel heeded him not. Another minute and he was far away on the ledge of rock jutting out from a high cape  the point of which formed the outlying reef above referred to. He was soon at the extremity of the ledge beyond which nearly a hundred yards of seething foam heaved between him and the reef. In he plunged without a moments halt. Going with the rush of the waves through the channel he struck diagonally across, and landed on the reef. Every billow swept over it, but not with sufficient force to prevent his struggling towards the rocket-line, which he eventually reached and cleared.

Wasnt that nately done! cried an enthusiastic young fisherman on the beach; but, och! what is he up to now?

A few seconds sufficed to give an answer to his question. Instead of letting go the line and returning, young Aspel tied it round his waist, and ran or waded to the extreme edge of the reef which was nearest to the wreck. The vessel lay partially to leeward of him now, with not much space between, but that space was a very whirlpool of tormented waves. Aspel gave no moment to thought. In his then state of mind he would have jumped down the throat of a cannon. Next instant he was battling with the billows, and soon reached the ship; but now his danger was greatest, for the curling waves threw him so violently against the side of the wreck that he almost lost consciousness and missed the lifebuoy which, with a rope attached, had been thrown to him by the anxious crew.

A great cry of anxiety arose at this, but Mr Bright had anticipated it, and the first mate was ready to aid him. Leaping into the sea with a rope round his waist, Mr Bright caught Aspel as he struggled past. The mates powerful hands held them both fast. Some of the crew lent a ready hand, and in a few seconds George Aspel was hauled on board. He had quite recovered by that time, and replied with a smile to the ringing cheer that greeted him. The cheer was echoed again and again by the men on shore. Major Beak attempted to grasp his hand, but failed. Mr Blurt, feeling an irresistible impulse, tried to embrace him, but was thrust aside, fell, and rolled into the lee-scuppers.

Scattering the people aside Aspel sprang on the bulwarks at the bow, and, snatching Mr Stiffs travelling-cap from his head, held it up as a signal to the men on shore.

Well did the youth know what to do in the circumstances, for many a time had he talked it over with the men of the coastguard in former days. On receiving an answering signal from the shore he began to haul on the rocket-line. The men in charge had fastened to it a block, or pulley, with two tails to it; a line was rove through this block. The instant the block reached his hands Aspel sprang with it to the stump of the foremast, and looking round cried, Wholl lend a

Here you are, said Mr Bright, embracing the mast with both arms and stooping,  for Mr Bright also knew well what to do.

George Aspel leaped on his shoulders and stood up. Mr Bright then raised himself steadily, and thus the former was enabled to tie the block by its two tails to the mast at a height of about eleven feet. The line rove through the block was the whip, which was to be manipulated by those on shore. It was a double, and, of course, an endless line.

Again the signal was given as before, and the line began to run. Very soon a stout hawser or cable was seen coming out to the wreck. Aspel fastened the end of this to the mast several feet below the pulley.

A third time the signal was given.

Now then, ladies, stand by to go ashore, and lets have no hesitation. Its life or death with us all, said the mate in a voice so stern that the crowd of anxious and somewhat surprised females prepared to obey.

Presently a ring-shaped lifebuoy, with something like a pair of short breeches dangling from it, came out from the shore, suspended to a block which traversed on the cable, and was hauled out by means of the whip.

A seaman was ordered to get into it. Mrs Tods, who stood beside the mate, eyeing the process somewhat curiously, felt herself firmly but gently seized.

Come, Mrs Tods, step into it. Hell take care of you  no fear.

Never! never! without my two darlings, shrieked Mrs Tods.

But Mrs Tods was tenderly lifted over the side and placed in the powerful arms of the sailor. Her sons instantly set up a howl and rushed towards her. But Mr Bright had anticipated this also, and, with the aid of a seaman, arrested them. Meanwhile, the signal having been given, the men on the land pulled in the cradle, and Mrs Tods went shrieking over the hissing billows to the shore. A few minutes more and out came the cradle again.

Now, then, for the two darlings, growled the mate.

They were forcibly put over the side and sent howling to their mother.

After them went Mrs Pods, who, profiting by the experience of her friend, made no resistance. This however, was more than counterbalanced by the struggles of her three treasures, who immediately followed.

But the shades of evening were now falling, and it was with an anxious feeling at his heart that the mate surveyed the cluster of human beings who had yet to be saved, while each roaring wave that struck the wreck seemed about to break it up.

Suddenly there arose a cry of joy, and, looking seaward, the bright white and blue form of the lifeboat was seen coming in like an angel of light on the crests of the foaming seas.

We may not stay to describe what followed in detail. The lifeboats anchor was let go to windward of the wreck, and the cable paid out until the boat forged under the vessels lee, where it heaved on the boiling foam so violently that it was difficult to prevent it being stove in, and still more difficult to get the women and children passed on board. Soon the lifeboat was full  as full as she could hold  and many passengers yet remained to be rescued.

The officer in charge of the mail-bags had got them up under the shelter of the companion-hatch ready to be put into the boat, but human life was of more value than letters  ay, even than diamonds.

Now, then, one other lady. Only room for one, roared the mate, who stood with pistol in hand near the gangway.

Miss Gentle tried to get to the front, but Lady Tower stepped in before her.

Never mind, little woman, said Mr Bright, encouragingly, the rocket apparatus is still at work, and the wreck seems hard and fast on the reef. Youll get off next trip.

But I cant bear to think of going by that awful thing, said Miss Gentle, shuddering and sheltering herself from the blinding spray under the lee of Brights large and powerful body.

Well, then, he returned, cheerfully, the lifeboat will soon return; youll go ashore with the mails.

Mr Bright was right about the speedy return of the lifeboat with her gallant crew, who seemed to rejoice in danger as if in the presence of a familiar friend, but he was wrong about the wreck being hard and fast. The rising tide shifted her a little, and drove her a few feet farther in. When the other women and children were got into the boat, Mr Bright, who stood near the mail-bags looking anxiously at them, left his position for a moment to assist Miss Gentle to the gangway. She had just been safely lowered when a tremendous wave lifted the wreck and hurled it so far over the reef that the fore part of the vessel was submerged in a pool of deep water lying between it and the shore.

Mr Bright looked back and saw the hatchway disappearing. He made a desperate bound towards it, but was met by the rush of the crew, who now broke through the discipline that was no longer needed, and jumped confusedly into the lifeboat on the sea, carrying Bright along with them. On recovering his feet he saw the ship make a final plunge forward and sink to the bottom, so that nothing was left above water but part of the two funnels. The splendid lifeboat was partly drawn down, but not upset. She rose again like a cork, and in a few seconds freed herself from water through the discharging tubes in her bottom. The men struggling in the water were quickly rescued, and the boat, having finished her noble work, made for the shore amid cheers of triumph and joy.

Among all the passengers in that lifeboat there was only one whose visage expressed nothing but unutterable woe.

Why, Mr Bright, said Miss Gentle, who clung to one of the thwarts beside him, and was struck by his appearance, you seem to have broken down all at once. What has happened?

The mail-bags! groaned Mr Bright.

Why do you take so deep an interest in the mails? asked Miss Gentle.

Because I happen to be connected with the post-office; and though I have no charge of them, I cant bear to see them lost, said Mr Bright with another groan, as he turned his eyes wistfully  not to the shore, at which all on board were eagerly gazing  but towards the wreck of the Royal Mail steamer Trident, the top of whose funnels rose black and defiant in the midst of the raging waves.




Chapter Six.

Treats of Poverty, Pride, and Fidelity.

Behind a very fashionable square in a very unfashionable little street, in the west end of London, dwelt Miss Sarah Lillycrop.

That ladys portion in this life was a scanty wardrobe, a small apartment, a remarkably limited income, and a tender, religious spirit. From this it will be seen that she was rich as well as poor.

Her age was, by a curious coincidence, exactly proportioned to her income  the one being forty pounds, and the other forty years. She added to the former, with difficulty, by teaching, and to the latter, unavoidably, by living.

By means of a well-known quality styled economy, she more than doubled her income, and by uniting prayer with practice and a gracious mien she did good, as it were, at the rate of five hundred, or five thousand, a year.

It could not be said, however, that Miss Lillycrop lived well in the ordinary sense of that expression.

To those who knew her most intimately it seemed a species of standing miracle that she contrived to exist at all, for she fed chiefly on toast and tea. Her dietary resulted in an attenuated frame and a thread-paper constitution. Occasionally she indulged in an egg, sometimes even in a sausage. But, morally speaking, Miss Lillycrop lived well, because she lived for others. Of course we do not mean to imply that she had no regard for herself at all. On the contrary, she rejoiced in creature comforts when she had the chance, and laid in daily one haporth of milk all for herself. She paid for it, too, which is more than can be said of every one. She also indulged herself to some extent in the luxury of brown sugar at twopence-halfpenny a pound, and was absolutely extravagant in hot water, which she not only imbibed in the form of weak tea and eau sucrée hot, but actually took to bed with her every night in an india-rubber bottle. But with the exception of these excusable touches of selfishness, Miss Lillycrop ignored herself systematically, and devoted her time, talents, and means, to the welfare of mankind.

Beside a trim little tea-table set for three, she sat one evening with her hands folded on her lap, and her eyes fixed on the door as if she expected it to make a sudden and unprovoked assault on her. In a few minutes her expectations were almost realised, for the door burst open and a boy burst into the room with Here we are, Cousin Lillycrop.

Phil, darling, at last! exclaimed Cousin Lillycrop, rising in haste.

Philip Maylands offered both hands, but Cousin Lillycrop declined them, seized him round the neck, kissed him on both cheeks, and thrust him down into an easy chair. Then she retired into her own easy chair and gloated over him.

How much youve grown  and so handsome, dear boy, murmured the little lady.

Ah! then, cousin, its the blarney stone youve been kissing since I saw you last!

No, Phil, Ive kissed nothing but the cat since I saw you last. I kiss that delicious creature every night on the forehead before going to bed, but the undemonstrative thing does not seem to reciprocate. However, I cannot help that.

Miss Lillycrop was right, she could not help it. She was overflowing with the milk of human kindness, and, rather than let any of that valuable liquid go to waste, she poured some of it, not inappropriately, on the thankless cat.

Im glad you arrived before your sister, Phil, said Miss Lillycrop. Of course I asked her here to meet you. I am so sorry the dear girl cannot live with me: I had fully meant that she should, but my little rooms are so far from the Post-Office, where her work is, you know, that it could not be managed. However, we see each other as often as possible, and she visits sometimes with me in my district. What has made you so late, Phil?

I expected to have been here sooner, cousin, replied Phil, as he took off his greatcoat, but was delayed by my friend, George Aspel, who has come to London with me to look after a situation that has been promised him by Sir James Clubley, M.P. for I forget where. Hes coming here to-night.

Who, Sir James Clubley?

No, returned the boy, laughing, George Aspel. He went with Mr Blurt to a hotel to see after a bed, and promised to come here to tea. I asked him, knowing that youd be glad to receive any intimate friend of mine. Wont you, Coz?

Miss Lillycrop expressed and felt great delight at the prospect of meeting Phils friend, but the smallest possible shade of anxiety was mingled with the feeling as she glanced at her very small and not too heavily-loaded table.

Besides, continued Phil, George is such a splendid fellow, and, as maybe you remember, lived with us long ago. May will be glad to meet him; and he saved Mr Blurts life, so you see

Saved Mr Blurts life! interrupted Miss Lillycrop.

Yes, and he saved ever so many more people at the same time, who would likely have been all lost if he hadnt swum off to em with the rocket-line, and while he was doing that I ran off to call out the lifeboat, an didnt they get her out and launch her with a will  for you see I had to run three miles, and though I went like the wind they couldnt call out the men and launch her in a minute, you know; but there was no delay. We were in good time, and saved the whole of em  passengers and crew.

So, then, you had a hand in the saving of them, said Miss Lillycrop.

Sure I had, said Phil with a flush of pleasure at the remembrance of his share in the good work; but Id never have thought of the lifeboat, I was so excited with what was going on, if George hadnt sent me off. He was bursting with big thoughts, and as cool as a cucumber all the time. I do hope hell get a good situation here. Its in a large East India house, I believe, with which Sir James Clubley is connected, and Sir James was an old friend of Georges father, and was very kind to him in his last days, but they say hes a proud and touchy old fellow.

As Phil spoke, the door, which had a tendency to burst that evening, opened quickly, though not so violently as before, and May Maylands stood before them, radiant with a glow of expectation.

Phil sprang to meet her. After the first effusions were over, the brother and sister sat down to chat of home in the Irish far-west, while Miss Lillycrop retired to a small kitchen, there to hold solemn converse with the smallest domestic that ever handled broom or scrubbing-brush.

Now, Tottie, you must run round to the baker directly, and fetch another loaf.

What! a whole one, maam? asked the small domestic  in comparison with whom Dollops was a giantess.

Yes, a whole one. You see theres a young gentleman coming to tea whom I did not expect  a grand tall gentleman too, and a hero, who has saved people from wrecks, and swims in the sea in storms like a duck, and all that sort of thing, so hes sure to have a tremendous appetite. You will also buy another pennyworth of brown sugar, and two more pats of butter.

Tottie opened her large blue eyes in amazement at the extent of what she deemed a reckless order, but went off instantly to execute it, wondering that any hero, however regardless of the sea or storms, could induce her poor mistress to go in for such extravagance, after having already provided a luxurious meal for three.

It might have seemed unfair to send such a child even to bed without an attendant. To send her into the crowded streets alone in the dusk of evening, burdened with a vast commission, and weighted with coppers, appeared little short of inhumanity. Nevertheless Miss Lillycrop did it with an air of perfect confidence, and the result proved that her trust was not misplaced.

Tottie had been gone only a few seconds when George Aspel appeared at the door and was admitted by Miss Lillycrop, who apologised for the absence of her maid.

Great was the surprise and not slight the embarrassment of May Maylands when young Aspel was ushered into the little room, for Phil had not recovered sufficiently from the first greetings to mention him. Perhaps greater was the surprise of Miss Lillycrop when these two, whom she had expected to meet as old playmates, shook hands rather stiffly.

Sure, I forgot, May, to tell you that George was coming

I am very glad to see him, interrupted May, recovering herself, though I confess to some surprise that he should have forsaken Ireland so soon, after saying to me that it was a perfect paradise.

Aspel, whose curly flaxen hair almost brushed the ceiling, brought himself down to a lower region by taking a chair, while he said with a meaning smile  

Ah! Miss Maylands, the circumstances are entirely altered now  besides, he added with a sudden change of tone and manner, that inexorable man-made demon, Business, calls me to London.

I hope Business intends to keep you here, said Miss Lillycrop, busying herself at the tea-table.

That remains to be seen, returned Aspel. If I find that

The loaf and butter, maam, said Tottie, announcing these articles at the door as if they were visitors.

Hush, child; leave them in the kitchen till I ask for them, said Miss Lillycrop with a quiet laugh. My little maid is such an original, Mr Aspel.

Shes a very beautiful, though perhaps somewhat dishevelled, original, returned Aspel, of which one might be thankful to possess even an inferior copy.

Indeed you are right, rejoined Miss Lillycrop with enthusiasm; shes a perfect little angel  come, draw in your chairs; closer this way, Phil, so  a perfect little angel  you take sugar I think? Yes. Well, as I was saying, the strange thing about her was that she was born and bred  thus far  in one of the worst of the back slums of London, and her father is an idle drunkard. I fear, also, a criminal.

How strange and sad, said Aspel, whose heart was easily touched and sympathies roused by tales of sorrow. But how comes it that she has escaped contamination?

Because she has a good  by which I mean a Christian  mother. Ah! Mr Aspel, you have no idea how many unknown and unnoticed gems there are half smothered in the moral mud and filth of London. It is a wonderful  a tremendous city;  tremendous because of the mighty influences for good as well as evil which are constantly at work in it. There is an army of moral navvies labouring here, who are continually unearthing these gems, and there are others who polish them. I have the honour to be a member of this army. Dear little Tottie is one of the gems, and I mean, with Gods blessing, to polish her. Of course, I cant get her all to myself, continued Miss Lillycrop with a sigh, for her mother, who is a washer-woman, wont part with her, but she has agreed to come and work for me every morning for a few hours, and I can get her now and then of an evening. My chief regret is that the poor thing has a long long way to walk from her miserable home to reach me. I dont know how she will stand it. She has been only a few days in my service.

As the unpolished diamond entered at this moment with a large plate of buttered toast, Miss Lillycrop changed the subject abruptly by expressing a hope that May Maylands had not to go on late duty that evening.

Oh, no; its not my turn for a week yet, said May.

It seems to me very hard that they should work you night and day, said Phil, who had been quietly drinking in new ideas with his tea while his cousin discoursed.

But they dont work us night and day, Phil, returned May, it is only the telegraphs that do that. We of the female staff work in relays. If we commence at 8 a.m. we work till 4 p.m. If we begin at nine we work till five, and so on  eight p.m. being our latest hour. Night duty is performed by men, who are divided into two sections, and it is so arranged that each man has an alternate long and short duty  working three hours one night and thirteen hours the next. We are allowed half-an-hour for dinner, which we eat in a dining-hall in the place. Of course we dine in relays also, as there are above twelve hundred of us, male and female.

How many? asked George Aspel in surprise.

Above twelve hundred.

Why, that would make two pretty fair regiments of soldiers, said Aspel.

No, George, said Phil, its two regiments of pretty fair soldiers that theyd make.

Cant you hold your tongue, man, an let May talk? retorted Aspel.

So, you see, continued May, that amongst us we manage to have the telegraphic communication of the kingdom well attended to.

But tell me, May, said Phil, do they really suck messages through tubes two miles long?

Indeed they do, Phil. You see, the General Post-Office in London is in direct communication with all the chief centres of the kingdom, such as Birmingham, Liverpool, Manchester, Edinburgh, Glasgow, Dublin, Cork, etcetera, so that all messages sent from London must pass through the great hall at St. Martins-le-Grand. But there are many offices in London for receiving telegrams besides the General Post-Office. Suppose that one of these offices in the city receives numerous telegrams every hour all day long,  instead of transmitting these by wire to the General Post-Office, to be re-distributed to their various destinations, they are collected and put bodily into cylindrical leather cases, which are inserted into pneumatic metal tubes. These extend to our central office, and through them the telegrams are sucked just as they are written. The longest tube, from the West Strand, is about two miles, and each bundle or cylinder of telegrams takes about three minutes to travel. There are upwards of thirty such tubes, and the suction business is done by two enormous fifty-horse-power steam-engines in the basement of our splendid building. There is a third engine, which is kept ready to work in case of a break-down, or while one of the others is being repaired.

Ah! May, wouldnt there be the grand blow-up if you were to burst your boilers in the basement? said Phil.

No doubt there would. But steam is not the only terrible agent at work in that same basement. If you only saw the electric batteries there that generate the electricity which enables us up-stairs to send our messages flying from London to the Lands End or John o Groats, or the heart of Ireland! You must know that a far stronger battery is required to send messages a long way than a short. Our Battery Inspector told me the other day that he could not tell exactly the power of all the batteries united, but he had no doubt it was sufficient to blow the entire building into the middle of next week. Now you know, Phil, it would require a pretty severe shock to do that, wouldnt it? Fortunately the accidental union of all the batteries is impossible. But youll see it for yourself soon. And it will make you open your eyes when you see a room with three miles of shelving, on which are ranged twenty-two thousand battery-jars.

My dear, said Miss Lillycrop, with a mild smile, you will no doubt wonder at my ignorance, but I dont understand what you mean by a battery-jar.

It is a jar, cousin, which contains the substances which produce electricity.

Well, well, rejoined Miss Lillycrop, dipping the sugar-spoon into the slop-bowl in her abstraction, this world and its affairs is to me a standing miracle. Of course I must believe that what you say is true, yet I can no more understand how electricity is made in a jar and sent flying along a wire for some hundreds of miles with messages to our friends than I can comprehend how a fly walks on the ceiling without tumbling off.

Im afraid, returned May, that you would require to study a treatise on Telegraphy to comprehend that, but no doubt Phil will soon get it so clearly into his head as to be able to communicate it to you.  Youll go to the office with me on Monday, wont you, Phil?

Of course I will  only too glad to begin at once.

My poor boy, said May, putting her hand on her brothers arm, its not a very great beginning of life to become a telegraph-messenger.

Ah! now, May, thats not like yourself, said Phil, who unconsciously dropped  perhaps we should say rose  to a more decided brogue when he became tender or facetious. Is it rousin the pride of me youd be afther? Dont they say that any ould fiddle is good enough to learn upon? Mustnt I put my foot on the first round o the ladder if I want to go up higher? If Im to be Postmaster-General mustnt I get a general knowledge of the post from the bottom to the top by goin through it? Its only men like George there that can go slap over everything at a bound.

Come, Phil, dont be impertinent, said George, its a bad sign in one so young. Will you convoy me a short way? I must go now.

He rose as he spoke and bade Miss Lillycrop good-evening. That lady expressed an earnest hope that he would come to see her frequently, and he promised to do so as often as he could find time. He also bade May good-evening because she was to spend the night with her cousin, but May parted from him with the same touch of reserve that marked their meeting. He resented this by drawing himself up and turning away somewhat coldly.

Now, Phil, he said, almost sternly, on reaching the street, heres a letter to Sir James Clubley which I want to read to you.  Listen.

By the light of a lamp he read:  

Dear Sir,  I appreciate your kindness in offering me the situation mentioned in your letter of the 4th, and especially your remarks in reference to my late father, who was indeed worthy of esteem. I shall have pleasure in calling on you on hearing that you are satisfied with the testimonials herewith enclosed.  I am, etcetera.

Now, Phil, will that do?

Do? of course it will. Nothing could be better. Only

Well, what?

Dont you think that you might call without waiting to hear his opinion of your testimonials?

No, Phil, I dont, replied the other in a slightly petulant tone; I dont feel quite sure of the spirit in which he referred to my dear father. Of course it was kind and all that, but it was slightly patronising, and my father was an infinitely superior man to himself.

Well, I dont know, said Phil; if youre going to accept a favour of him you had better try to feel and act in a friendly way, but of course it would never do to encourage him in pride.

Well then, Ill send it, said Aspel, closing the letter; do you know where I can post it?

Not I. Never was here before. Ive only a vague idea of how I got here, and mustnt go far with you lest I lose myself.

At that moment Miss Lillycrops door opened and little Tottie issued forth.

Ah! she will help us.  Dyou know where the Post-Office is, Tottie?

Yes, sir, its at the corner of the street, Miss Lillycrop says.

Which direction?

That one, I think.

Here, Im going the other way: will you post this letter for me?

Yes, sir, said Tottie.

Thats a good girl; heres a penny for you.

Please, sir, thats not a penny, said the child, holding out the half-crown which Aspel had put in her hand.

Never mind; keep it.

Tottie stood bereft of speech at the youths munificence, as he turned away from her with a laugh.

Now, when Tottie Bones said that she knew where the post was, she did so because her mistress had told her, among other pieces of local information, that the pillar letter-box stood at the corner of the street and was painted red; but as no occasion had occurred since her arrival for the posting of a letter, she had not yet seen the pillar with her own eyes. The corner of the street, however, was so plain a direction that no one except an idiot could fail to find it. Accordingly Tottie started off to execute her mission.

Unfortunately  or the reverse, as the case may be  streets have usually two corners. The child went, almost as a matter of course, to the wrong one, and there she found no pillar. But she was a faithful messenger, and not to be easily balked. She sought diligently at that corner until she really did find a pillar, in a retired angle. Living, as she did, chiefly in the back slums of London, where literary correspondence is not much in vogue, Tottie had never seen a pillar letter-box, or, if she had, had not realised its nature. Miss Lillycrop had told her it was red, with a slit in it. The pillar she had found was red to some extent with rust, and it unquestionably had a slit in it where, in days gone by, a handle had projected. It also had a spout in front. Tottie had some vague idea that this letter-box must have been made in imitation of a pump, and that the spout was a convenient step to enable small people like herself to reach the slit. Only, she thought it queer that they should not have put the spout in front of the pillar under the slit, instead of behind it. She was still more impressed with this when, after having twice got on the spout, she twice fell off in futile efforts to reach round the pump with her small arms.

Baffled, but not defeated, Tottie waited till some one should pass who could put the letter in for her, but in that retired angle no one passed. Suddenly her sharp eyes espied a brickbat. She set it up on end beside the pump, mounted it, stood on tip-toe, and, stretching her little body to the very uttermost, tipped the letter safely in. The brickbat tipped over at the same instant and sent her headlong to the ground. But this was no novelty to Tottie. Regardless of the fall, she gathered herself up, and, with the light heart of one who has gained a victory in the performance of duty, ran off to her miserable home in the back slums.




Chapter Seven.

Phil Begins Life, and Makes a Friend.

Some time after the small tea-party described in our last chapter, Philip Maylands was invested with all the dignity, privileges, and emoluments of an Out-door Boy Telegraph Messenger in the General Post-Office. He rejoiced in the conscious independence of one who earns his own livelihood, is a burden to nobody, and has something to spare. He enjoyed the privilege of wearing a grey uniform, of sitting in a comfortable room with a huge fire in the basement of the office, and of walking over a portion of London as the bearer of urgent and no doubt all-important news. He also enjoyed a salary of seven shillings sterling a week, and was further buoyed up with the hope of an increase to eight shillings at the end of a year. His duties, as a rule, began at eight each morning, and averaged nine hours.

We have said that out of his vast income he had something to spare. This, of course, was not much, but owing to the very moderate charge for lodging made by Solomon Flint  with whom and his sister he took up his abode  the sum was sufficient to enable him, after a few months, to send home part of his first years earnings to his mother. He did this by means of that most valuable institution of modern days a Post-Office order, which enables one to send small sums of money, at a moderate charge, and with perfect security, not only all over the kingdom, but over the greater part of the known world.

It would have been interesting, had it been possible, to have entered into Phils feelings on the occasion of his transacting this first piece of financial business. Being a country-bred boy, he was as bashful about it as if he had been only ten years old. He doubted, first, whether the clerk would believe him in earnest when he should demand the order. Then, when he received the form to fill up, he had considerable hesitation lest he should fill in the blanks erroneously, and when the clerk scanned the slip and frowned, he felt convinced that he had done so.

Youve put only Mrs Maylands, said the clerk.

Only Mrs Maylands! thought Phil; does the man want me to add widow of the Reverend James Maylands, and mother of all the little Maylands? but he only said, Sure, sir, its to her I want to send the money.

Put down her Christian name; said the clerk; order cant be drawn without it.

Phil put down the required name, handed over the money, received back the change, inserted the order into a previously prepared letter, posted the same, and walked away from that office as tall as his friend George Aspel  if not taller  in sensation.

Let us now follow our hero to the boy-messengers room in the basement of St. Martins-le-Grand.

Entering one morning after the delivery of a telegram which had cost him a pretty long walk, Phil proceeded to the boys hall, and took his seat at the end of the row of boys who were awaiting their turn to be called for mercurial duty. Observing a very small telegraph-boy in a scullery off the hall, engaged in some mysterious operations with a large saucepan, from which volumes of steam proceeded, he went towards him. By that time Phil had become pretty well acquainted with the faces of his comrades, but this boy he had not previously met with. The lad was stooping over a sink, and carefully holding in the contents of the pan with its lid, while he strained off the boiling water.

Sure Ive not seen you before? remarked Phil.

The boy turned up a sharp-featured, but handsome and remarkably intelligent face, and, with a quick glance at Phil, said, Well, now, any man might know you for an Irishman by your impudence, even if you hadnt the brogue.

Why, what do you mean? asked Phil, with an amused smile.

Mean! echoed the boy, with the most refined extract of insolence on his pretty little face; I mean that small though I am, surely Im big enough to be seen.

Well, returned Phil, with a laugh, you know what I mean  that I havent seen you before to-day.

Then wy dont you say what you mean? How dyou suppose a man can understand you unless you speak in plain terms? You wont do for the GPO if you cant speak the Queens English. We want sharp fellows here, we do. So youd better go back to Owld Ireland, avic cushla mavourneen  there, put that in your pipe and smoke it.

Whether it was the distraction of the boys mind, or the potent working of his impertinence, we know not, but certain it is that his left hand slipped somehow, and a round ball, with a delicious smell, fell out of the pot. The boy half caught it, and wildly yet cleverly balanced it on the lid, but it would have rolled next moment into the sink, if Phil had not made a dart forward, caught it like a football, and bowled it back into the pot.

Well done! splendidly done! cried the boy, setting down his pot. Arrah! Pat, he added, mocking Phils brogue, and holding out his hand, youre a man after my own heart; give me your flipper, and let us swear eternal friendship over this precious goblet.

Of course Phil cheerfully complied, and the friendship thus auspiciously begun afterwards became strong and lasting. So it is all through the course of life. At every turn we are liable to meet with those who shall thenceforth exercise a powerful influence on our characters, lives, and affections, and on whom our influence shall be strong for good or evil.

Whats your name? asked Phil; mine is Philip Maylands.

Mines Peter Pax, answered the small boy, returning to his goblet; but Ive no end of aliases  such as Mouse, Monkey, Spider, Snipe, Imp, and Little un. Call me what you please, its all one to me, so as you dont call me too late for dinner.

And what have you got there, Pax? asked Phil, referring to the pot.

A plum-pudding.

Do two or three of you share it?

Certainly not, replied the boy.

What! you dont mean to say you can eat it all yourself for dinner?

The extent of my ability in the disposal of wittles, answered Pax, I have never fairly tested. I think I could eat this at one meal, though I aint sure, but its meant to serve me all day. You see I find a good, solid, well-made plum-pudding, with not too much suet, and a moderate allowance of currants and raisins, an admirable squencher of appetite. Its portable too, and keeps well. Besides, if I cant get through with it at supper, it fries up next mornin splendidly.  Come, Ill let you taste a bit, an thats a favour wich I wouldnt grant to every one.

No, thank ee, Pax. Im already loaded and primed for the forenoon, but Ill sit by you while you eat, and chat.

Youre welcome, returned Pax, only dont be cheeky, Philip, as I cant meet you on an equal footing wen Im at grub.

Ill be careful, Pax; but dont call me Philip  call me Phil.

I will, Phil; come along, Phil; Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can  that sort o thing you understand, Phil, me darlint?

There was such a superhuman amount of knowing presumption in the look and air of Pax, as he poked Phil in the ribs and winked, that the latter burst into laughter, in which however he was not joined by his companion, who with the goblet in one hand and the other thrust into his pocket, stood regarding his new friend with a pitiful expression till he recovered, and then led him off to a confabulation which deepened their mutual esteem.

That same evening a gentleman called at the Post-Office, desiring to see Philip Maylands. It turned out to be George Aspel.

Why, George, what brings you here? said Phil in surprise.

I chanced to be in the neighbourhood, answered Aspel, and came to ask the address of that little creature who posted my letter the other night. I want to see her. She does not go to your cousins, I know, till morning, and I must see her to-night, to make sure that she did post the letter, for, dyou know, Ive had no reply from Sir James, and I cant rest until I ascertain whether my letter was posted. Can you tell me where she lives, Phil?

At that moment Phil was summoned for duty. Giving his friend the address hastily, he left him.

George Aspel passed the front of the General Post-Office on his way to visit Tottie Bones, and, observing a considerable bustle going on there, he stopped to gaze, for George had an inquiring mind. Being fresh from the country, his progress through the streets of London, as may be well understood, was slow. It was also harassing to himself and the public, for when not actually standing entranced in front of shop-windows his irresistible tendency to look in while walking resulted in many collisions and numerous apologies. At the General Post-Office he avoided the stream of human beings by getting under the lee of one of the pillars of the colonnade, whence he could look on undisturbed.

Up to six oclock letters are received in the letter-box at St. Martins-le-Grand for the mails which leave London at eight each evening. The place for receiving book-parcels and newspapers, however, closes half-an-hour sooner. Before five a brass slit in the wall suffices for the public, but within a few minutes of the half-hour the steady run of men and boys towards it is so great that the slit becomes inadequate. A trap-door is therefore opened in the pavement, and a yawning abyss displayed which communicates by an inclined plane with the newspaper regions below. Into this abyss everything is hurled.

When Aspel took up his position people were hurrying towards the hole, some with single book-parcels, or a few newspapers, others with armfuls, and many with sackfuls. In a few minutes the rapid walk became a run. Men, boys, and girls sprang up the steps  occasionally tumbled up,  jostled each other in their eager haste, and tossed, dropped, hurled, or poured their contributions into the receptacle, which was at last fed so hastily that it choked once or twice, and a policeman, assisted by an official, stuffed the literary matter down its throat  with difficulty, however, owing to the ever-increasing stream of contributors to the feast. The trap-door, when open, formed a barrier to the hole, which prevented the too eager public from being posted headlong with their papers. One youth staggered up the steps under a sack so large that he could scarcely lift it over the edge of the barrier without the policemans aid. Him Aspel questioned, as he was leaving with the empty sack, and found that he was the porter of one of the large publishing firms of the city.

Others he found came from advertising agents with sacks of circulars, etcetera.

Soon the minutes were reduced to seconds, and the work became proportionally fast and furious; sacks, baskets, hampers, trays of material were emptied violently into that insatiable maw, and in some cases the sacks went in along with their contents. But owners names being on these, they were recoverable elsewhere.

Suddenly, yet slowly, the opening closed. The monster was satisfied for that time; it would not swallow another morsel, and one or two unfortunates who came late with large bags of newspapers and circulars had to resort to the comparatively slow process of cramming their contents through the narrow slit above, with the comforting certainty that they had missed that post.

Turning from this point George Aspel observed that the box for letters  closing, as we have said, half an hour later than that for books and papers  was beginning to show symptoms of activity. At a quarter to six the long metal slit suddenly opened up like a gaping mouth, into which a harlequin could have leaped easily. Through it Aspel could look  over the heads of the public  and see the officials inside dragging away great baskets full of letters to be manipulated in the mysterious realms inside. At five minutes to six the rush towards this mouth was incessant, and the operations at the newspaper-tomb were pretty much repeated, though, of course, the contents of bags and baskets were not quite so ponderous. At one side of the mouth stood an official in a red coat, at the other a policeman. These assisted the public to empty their baskets and trays, gave information, sometimes advice, and kept people moving on. Little boys there, as elsewhere, had a strong tendency to skylark and gaze at the busy officials inside, to the obstruction of the way. The policeman checked their propensities. A stout elderly female panted towards the mouth with a letter in one hand and a paper in the other. She had full two minutes and a half to spare, but felt convinced she was too late. The red-coated official posted her letter, and pointed out the proper place for the newspaper. At two minutes to six anxious people began to run while yet in the street. Cool personages, seeing the clock, and feeling safe, affected an easy nonchalance, but did not loiter. One minute to six  eager looks were on the faces of those who, from all sides, converged towards the great receiving-box. The active sprang up the wide stairs at a bound, heaved in their bundles, or packets, or single missives, and heaved sighs of relief after them; the timid stumbled on the stairs and blundered up to the mouth; while the hasty almost plunged into it bodily. Even at this critical moment there were lulls in the rush. Once there was almost a dead pause, and at that moment an exquisite sauntered towards the mouth, dropped a solitary little letter down the slope where whole cataracts had been flowing, and turned away. He was almost carried off his legs by two youths from a lawyers office, who rushed up just as the first stroke of six oclock rang out on the night air. Slowly and grandly it tolled from St. Pauls, whose mighty dome was visible above the house-tops from the colonnade. During these fleeting moments a few dozens of late ones posted some hundreds of letters. With kindly consideration the authorities of St. Martins-le-Grand have set their timepieces one minute slow. Aware of this, a clerk, gasping and with a pen behind his ear, leaped up the steps at the last stroke, and hurled in a bundle of letters. Next moment, like inexorable fate, the mouth closed, and nothing short of the demolition of the British Constitution could have induced that mouth to convey another letter to the eight oclock mails.

Hope, however, was not utterly removed. Those who chose to place an additional penny stamp on their letters could, by posting them in a separate box, have them taken in for that mail up to seven. Twopence secured their acceptance up to 7:15. Threepence up to 7:30, and sixpence up to 7:45, but all letters posted after six without the late fees were detained for the following mail.

Sharp practice! observed George Aspel to the red-coated official, who, after shutting the mouth, placed a ticket above it which told all corners that they were too late.

Yes, sir, and pretty sharp work is needful when you consider that the mails weve got to send out daily from this office consist of over 5800 bags, weighing forty-three tons, while the mails received number more than 5500 bags. Speaks to a deal of correspondence that, dont it, sir?

What!  every day? exclaimed Aspel in surprise.

Every day, replied the official, with a good-humoured smile and an emphatic nod. Why, sir, he continued, in a leisurely way, were some what of a literary nation, we are. How many letters, now, dyou think, pass through the Post-Office altogether  counting England, Scotland, and Ireland?

Havent the remotest idea.

Well, sir, continued the red-coated man, with impressive solemnity, we passes through our hands in one year about one thousand and fifty-seven million odd.

I know enough of figures, said Aspel, with a laugh, to be aware that I cannot realise such a number.

Nevertheless, sir, continued the official, with a patronising air, you can realise something about such a number. For instance, that sum gives thirty-two letters per head to the population in the year; and, of course, as thousands of us cant write, and thousands more dont write, it follows that the real correspondents of the kingdom do some pretty stiff work in the writing way. But these are only the letters. If you include somewhere about four hundred and twenty million post-cards, newspapers, book-packets, and circulars, you have a sum total of fourteen hundred and seventy-seven million odd passing through our hands. Put that down in figures, sir, wen you git home  1,477,000,000  an praps itll open your eyes a bit. If you want em opened still wider, just try to find out how long it would take you to count that sum, at the rate of sixty to the minute, beginning one, two, three, and so on, workin eight hours a day without takin time for meals, but givin you off sixty-five days each year for Sundays and holidays to recruit your wasted energies.

How long would it take? asked Aspel, with an amused but interested look.

Wy, sir, it would take you just a little over one hundred and seventy years. The calculation aint difficult; you can try it for yourself if you dont believe it.  Good-night, sir, added the red-coated official, with a pleasant nod, as he turned and entered the great building, where a huge proportion of this amazing work was being at that moment actively manipulated.




Chapter Eight.

Downward  Deeper and Deeper.

As the great bell of St. Pauls struck the half-hour, George Aspel was reminded of the main object of his visit to that part of the City. Descending to the street, and pondering in silent wonder on the vast literary correspondence of the kingdom, he strode rapidly onward, his long legs enabling him to pass ahead of the stream of life that flowed with him, and causing him to jostle not a few members of the stream that opposed him.

Hallo, sir! Look out! Mind your eye, stoopid! Now, then, you lamp-post, were are you a-goin to? Wot asylum ave you escaped from? were among the mildest remarks with which he was greeted.

But Aspel heeded them not. The vendors of penny marvels failed to attract him. Even the print-shop windows had lost their influence for a time; and as for monkeys, barrel-organs, and trained birds, they were as the dust under his feet, although at other times they formed a perpetual feast to his unsophisticated soul. Letters, letters, letters!

He could think of nothing else. Fourteen hundred and seventy-seven millions of letters, etcetera, through the Post-Office in one year! kept ringing through his brain; only varied in its monotony by that gives thirty-two letters per head to the entire population, and as lots of em cant write, of course its much more for those who can! Take a man one hundred and seventy years to count em!

At this point the brilliant glare of a gin-palace reminded him that he had walked far and long, and had for some time felt thirsty. Entering, he called for a pot of beer. It was not a huge draught for a man of his size. As he drained it the memory of grand old jovial sea-kings crossed his mind, and he called for another pot. As he was about to apply it to his lips, and shook back his flaxen curls, the remembrance of, a Norse drinking-cup in his possession  an heirloom, which could not stand on its bottom, and had therefore to be emptied before being set down,  induced him to chuckle quietly before quaffing his beer.

On setting down the empty pot he observed a poor miserable-looking woman, with a black eye and a black bottle, gazing at him in undisguised admiration. Instantly he called for a third pot of beer. Being supplied by the wondering shop-boy, he handed it to the woman; but she shook her head, and drew back with an air of decision.

No, sir, she said, but thank you kindly all the same, sir.

Very well, returned the youth, putting the pot and a half-crown on the counter, you may drink it or leave it as you please. I pay for it, and you may take the change  or leave that too if you like, he added, as he went out, somewhat displeased that his feeling of generosity had been snubbed.

After wandering a short distance he was involved in labyrinths of brick and mortar, and suddenly became convinced that he was lost. This was however a small matter. To find ones way by asking it is not difficult, even in London, if one possesses average intelligence.

The first man he stopped was a Scot. With characteristic caution that worthy cleared his throat, and with national deliberation repeated Aspels query, after which, in a marked tone of regret, he said slowly, Weel, sir, I really div not ken.

Aspel thanked him with a sarcastic smile and passed on. His next effort was with a countryman, who replied, Troth, sur, thats more nor I can tell ee, and looked after his questioner kindly as he walked away. A policeman appearing was tried next. First to the right, sir, third to the left, and ask again, was the sharp reply of that limb of the Executive, as he passed slowly on, stiff as a post, and stately as a law of fate.

Having taken the required turns our wanderer found himself in a peculiarly low, dirty, and disagreeable locality. The population was in keeping with it  so much so that Aspel looked round inquiringly before proceeding to ask again. He had not quite made up his mind which of the tawdry, half-drunken creatures around him he would address, when a middle-aged man of respectable appearance, dressed in black, issued from one of the surrounding dens.

A city missionary, thought George Aspel, as he approached, and asked for direction to the abode of a man named Abel Bones.

The missionary pointed out the entrance to the desired abode, and looked at his questioner with a glance which arrested the youths attention.

Excuse me, sir, he said, but the man you name has a very bad character.

Well, what then? demanded Aspel sharply.

Oh! nothing. I only meant to warn you, for he is a dangerous man.

The missionary was a thin but muscular man, with stern black eyes and a powerful nose, which might have rendered his face harsh if it had not been more than redeemed by a large firm mouth, round which played lines that told unmistakably of the milk of human kindness. He smiled as he spoke, and Aspel was disarmed.

Thank you, he said; I am well able to take care of myself.

Evidently the missionary thought so too, for, with a quiet bow, he turned and went his way.

At the end of a remarkably dark passage George Aspel ran his head against a beam and his knee against a door with considerable violence.

Come in, said a very weak but sweet little voice, as though doors in that region were usually rapped at in that fashion.

Lifting the latch and entering, Aspel found himself confronted by Tottie Bones in her native home.

It was a very small, desolate, and dirty home, and barely rendered visible by a thin dip stuck into an empty pint-bottle.

Tottie opened her large eyes wide with astonishment, then laid one of her dirty little fingers on her rosy lips and looked imploringly at her visitor. Thus admonished, he spoke, without knowing why in a subdued voice.

You are surprised to see me, Tottie?

Im surprised at nothink, sir. Taint possible to surprise me with anythink in this life.

Dyou expect to be surprised by anything in any other life, Tottie? asked Aspel, more amused by the air of the child than by her answer.

Praps. Dont much know, and dont much care, said Tottie.

Well, Ive come to ask something, said the youth, sitting down on a low box for the convenience of conversation, and I hope, Tottie, that youll tell me the truth. Heres a half-crown for you. The truth, mind, whether you think it will please me or not; I dont want to be pleased  I want the truth.

Id tell you the truth without that, said Tottie, eyeing the half-crown which Aspel still held between his fingers, but hand it over. We want a good many o these things here, bein pretty hard up at times.

She spun the piece deftly in the air, caught it cleverly, and put it in her pocket.

Well, tell me, now, did you post the letter I gave you the night I took tea with Miss Lillycrop?

Yes, I did, answered the child, with a nod of decision.

Youre telling the truth?

Yes; as sure as death.

Poor Tottie had made her strongest asseveration, but it did not convey to Aspel nearly so much assurance as did the earnest gaze of her bright and truthful eyes.

You put it in the pillar? he continued.

Yes.

At the end of the street?

Yes, at the end of the street; and oh, youve no idea what an awful time I was about it; the slit was so high, an I come down sitch a cropper wen it was done!

But it went in all right?

Yes, all right.

George Aspel sat for some moments in gloomy silence. He now felt convinced of that which at first he had only suspected  namely, that his intending patron was offended because he had not at once called in person to thank him, instead of doing so by letter. Probably, also, he had been hurt by the expressions in the letter to which Philip Maylands had objected when it was read to him.

Well, well, he exclaimed, suddenly giving a severe slap to his unoffending thigh, Ill have nothing to do with him. If hes so touchy  as that comes to, the less that he and I have to say to each other the better.

Oh! please, sir, hush! exclaimed Tottie, pointing with a look of alarm to a bundle which lay in a dark corner, youll wake im.

Wake who?

Father, whispered the child.

The visitor rose, took up the pint-bottle, and by the aid of its flaring candle beheld something that resembled a large man huddled together in a heap on a straw mattress, as he had last fallen down. His position, together with his torn and disarranged garments, had destroyed all semblance to human form save where a great limb protruded. His visage was terribly disfigured by the effects of drink, besides being partly concealed by his matted hair.

What a wretched spectacle! exclaimed the young man, touching the heap with his foot as he turned away in disgust.

Just then a woman with a black eye entered the room with a black bottle in her hand. She was the woman who had refused the beer from Aspel.

Mother, said Tottie, running up to her, heres the gent who

Av-ee-go-th-gin? growled a deep voice from the dark corner.

Yes, Abel

Ave ee got th gin, I say, Molly? roared the voice in rising wrath.

Yes, yes, Abel, here it is, exclaimed the woman, hastening towards the corner.

The savage who lay there was so eager to obtain the bottle that he made a snatch at it and let it slip on the stone floor, where it was broken to pieces.

O dont, Abel dear, dont! Ill get another, pleaded the poor woman; but Abels disappointment was too great for endurance; he managed to rise, and made a wild blow at the woman,  missed her, and staggered into the middle of the room. Here he encountered the stern glance of George Aspel. Being a dark, stern man himself, with a bulky powerful frame, he rather rejoiced in the sight of a man who seemed a worthy foe.

What dee wan here, you long-legged  hah! would you? he added, on observing Aspels face flush and his fists close, Take that!

He struck out at his adversarys face with tremendous violence. Aspel parried the blow and returned it with such good-will that Abel Bones went headlong into the dark corner whence he had risen,  and lay there.

Im very sorry, said the instantly-repentant George, turning to Mrs Bones, but I couldnt help it; really, I

There, there; go away, sir, and thank you kindly, said the unfortunate woman, urging  almost pushing  her visitor towards the door. Itll do im good, praps. He dont get that every day, an it wont urt im.

Aspel found himself suddenly in the dark passage, and heard the door slammed. His first impulse was to turn, dash in the door with his foot, and take vengeance on Abel Bones, his next to burst into a sardonic laugh. Thereafter he frowned fiercely, and strode away. In doing so he drew himself up with sea-king-like dignity and assaulted a beam, which all but crushed his hat over his eyes. This did not improve his temper, but the beer had not yet robbed him of all self-control; he stooped to conquer and emerged into the street.

Well was it for George Aspel that his blow had been such an effective one, for if a riot with Bones had followed the blow, there were numerous kindred spirits there who would have been only too glad to aid their chum, and the intruder would have fared badly among them, despite his physical powers. As it was, he soon regained a respectable thoroughfare, and hastened away in the direction of his lodgings.

But a dark frown clouded his brow, for as he went along his thoughts were busy with what he believed to be the insolent pride of Sir James Clubley. He also thought of May Maylands, and the resolution with which she so firmly yet so gently repelled him. The latter thought wounded his pride as well as his feelings deeply. While in this mood the spirit of the sea-kings arose within him once again. He entered a public-house and had another pot of beer. It was very refreshing  remarkably so! True, the tall and stalwart young frame of George Aspel needed no refreshment at the time, and he would have scorned the insinuation that he required anything to support him  but  but  it was decidedly refreshing! There could be no doubt whatever about that, and it induced him to take a more amiable view of men in general  of poor Abel Bones in particular. He even felt less savagely disposed towards Sir James, though he by no means forgave him, but made up his mind finally to have nothing more to do with him, while as to May  hope told him flattering tales.

At this point in his walk he was attracted by one of those traps to catch the unwary, which are so numerous in London  a music-hall. George knew not what it was, and cared not. It was a place of public entertainment: that was enough for him. He wanted entertainment, and in he went.

It is not our purpose to describe this place. Enough is told when we have said that there were dazzling lights and gorgeous scenes, and much music, and many other things to amuse. There were also many gentlemen, but  no ladies. There was also much smoking and drinking.

Aspel soon observed that he was expected either to drink or smoke. He did not wish to do either, but, disliking singularity, ordered a cigar and a glass of brandy-and-water. These were followed by another cigar and another glass. Towards midnight he had reached that condition when drink stimulates the desire for more drink. Being aware, from former experience, of the danger of this condition, and being, as we have said, a man of some strength of will, he rose to go.

At the moment a half-tipsy man at the little table next him carelessly flung the end of his cigar away. It alighted, probably by accident, on the top of Aspels head.

Hallo, sir! shouted the enraged youth, starting up and seizing the man by his collar.

Hallo, sir! echoed the man, who had reached his pugnacious cups, let go.

He struck out at the same moment. Aspel would have parried the blow, but his arm had been seized by one of the bystanders, and it took effect on his nose, which instantly sent a red stream over his mouth and down the front of his shirt.

Good-humour and kindliness usually served Aspel in the place of principle. Remove these qualities temporarily, and he became an unguarded savage  sometimes a roaring lion.

With a shout that suspended the entertainments and drew the attention of the whole house, he seized his adversary, lifted him in the air, and would infallibly have dashed him on the floor if he had not been caught in the arms of the crowd. As it was, the offender went down, carrying half-a-dozen friends and a couple of tables with their glasses along with him.

Aspel was prevented from doing more mischief by three powerful policemen, who seized him from behind and led him into the passage. There a noisy explanation took place, which gave the offender time to cool and reflect on his madness. On his talking quietly to the policemen, and readily paying for the damage he had done, he was allowed to go free. Descending the stair to the street, where the glare of the entrance-lamps fell full upon him, he felt a sudden sensation of faintness, caused by the combination of cold air, excitement, drink, and smoke. Seizing the railings with one hand, he stood for a moment with his eyes shut.

Re-opening them, and gazing stupidly before him, he encountered the horrified gaze of May Maylands! She had been spending the evening with Miss Lillycrop, and was on her way home, escorted by Solomon Flint.

Come along, Miss May, said Solomon, dont be afraid of im. He cant urt you  too far gone for that, bless you. Come on.

May yielded, and was out of sight in a moment.

Filled with horror, despair, madness, and self-contempt, George Aspel stood holding on to the railings and glaring into vacuity. Recovering himself he staggered home and went to bed.




Chapter Nine.

Mr Blurt and George Aspel in Peculiar Circumstances.

When a man finds himself in a false position, out of which he sees no way of escape, he is apt to feel a depression of spirits which reveals itself in the expression of his countenance.

One morning Mr Enoch Blurt sat on a high stool in his brothers shop, with his elbows on a screened desk, his chin in his hands, and a grim smile on his lips.

The shop was a peculiar one. It had somewhat the aspect of an old curiosity shop, but the predominance of stuffed birds gave it a distinctly ornithological flavour. Other stuffed creatures were there, however, such as lizards, frogs, monkeys, etcetera, all of which straddled in attitudes more or less unlike nature, while a few wore expressions of astonishment quite in keeping with their circumstances.

Here am I, soliloquised Mr Blurt with a touch of bitterness, in the position of a shop-boy, in possession of a shop towards which I entertain feelings of repugnance, seeing that it has twice ruined my poor brother, and in regard to the details of which I know absolutely nothing. I had fancied I had reached the lowest depths of misfortune when I became a ruined diamond-merchant, but this is a profounder deep.

Heres the doctor a-comin down-stairs, sir, said an elderly female, protruding her head from the back shop, and speaking in a stage-whisper.

Very well, Mrs Murridge, let him come, said Mr Blurt recklessly.

He descended from the stool, as the doctor entered the shop looking very grave. Every expression, save that of deep anxiety, vanished from Mr Blurts face.

My brother is worse? he said quickly.

Not worse, replied the doctor, but his case is critical. Everything will depend on his mind being kept at ease. He has taken it into his head that his business is going to wreck while he lies there unable to attend to it, and asked me earnestly if the shop had been opened. I told him Id step down and inquire.

Poor Fred! murmured his brother sadly; he has too good reason to fancy his business is going to wreck, with or without his attendance, for I find that very little is doing, and you can see that the entire stock isnt worth fifty pounds  if so much. The worst of it is that his boy, who used to assist him, absconded yesterday with the contents of the till, and there is no one now to look after it.

Thats awkward. We must open the shop how ever, for it is all-important that his mind should be kept quiet. Do you know how to open it, Mr Blurt?

Poor Mr Blurt looked helplessly at the closed shutters, through a hole in one of which the morning sun was streaming. Turning round he encountered the deeply solemn gaze of an owl which stood on a shelf at his elbow.

No, doctor, I know no more how to open it than that idiot there, he said, pointing to the owl, but Ill make inquiries of Mrs Murridge.

The domestic fortunately knew the mysterious operations relative to the opening of a shop. With her assistance Mr Blurt took off the shutters, stowed them away in their proper niche, and threw open the door to the public with an air of invitation, if not hospitality, which deserved a better return than it received. With this news the doctor went back to the sick man.

Mrs Murridge, said Mr Blurt, when the doctor had gone, would you be so good as mind the shop for a few minutes, while I go up-stairs? If any one should come in, just go to the foot of the stair and give two coughs. I shall hear you.

On entering his brothers room, he found him raised on one elbow, with his eyes fixed wildly on the door.

Dear Fred, he said tenderly, hurrying forward; you must not give way to anxiety, theres a dear fellow. Lie down. The doctor says youll get well if you only keep quiet.

Ay, but I cant keep quiet, replied the poor old man tremulously, while he passed his hand over the few straggling white hairs that lay on but failed to cover his head. How can you expect me to keep quiet, Enoch, when my business is all going to the dogs for want of attention? And that boy of mine is such a stupid fellow; he loses or mislays the letters somehow  I cant understand how. Theres confusion too somewhere, because I have written several times of late to people who owe me money, and sometimes have got no answers, at other times been told that they had replied, and enclosed cheques, and

Come now, dear Fred, said Enoch soothingly, while he arranged the pillows, do give up thinking about these things just for a little while till you are better, and in the meantime I will look after

And hes such a lazy boy too, interrupted the invalid, never gets up in time unless I rouse him.  Has the shop been opened, Enoch?

Yes, didnt the doctor tell you? I always open it myself; returned Enoch, speaking rapidly to prevent his brother, if possible, from asking after the boy, about whose unfaithfulness he was still ignorant. And now, Fred, I insist on your handing the whole business over to me for a week or two, just as it stands; if you dont Ill go back to Africa. Why, youve no idea what a splendid shopman I shall make. You seem to forget that I have been a successful diamond-merchant.

I dont see the connection, Enoch, returned the other, with a faint smile.

Thats because youve never been out of London, and cant believe in anybody who hasnt been borne or at least bred, within the sound of Bow Bells. Dont you know that diamond-merchants sometimes keep stores, and that stores mean buying and selling, and corresponding, and all that sort of thing? Come, dear Fred, trust me a little  only a little  for a day or two, or rather, I should say, trust God, and try to sleep. Theres a dear fellow  come.

The sick man heaved a deep sigh, turned over on his side, and dropped into a quiet slumber  whether under the influence of a more trustful spirit or of exhaustion we cannot say  probably both.

Returning to the shop, Mr Blurt sat down in his old position on the stool and began to meditate. He was interrupted by the entrance of a woman carrying a stuffed pheasant. She pointed out that one of the glass eyes of the creature had got broken, and wished to know what it would cost to have a new one put in. Poor Mr Blurt had not the faintest idea either as to the manufacture or cost of glass eyes. He wished most fervently that the woman had gone to some other shop. Becoming desperate, and being naturally irascible, as well as humorous, he took a grimly facetious course.

My good woman, he said, with a bland smile, I would recommend you to leave the bird as it is. A dead pheasant can see quite as well with one eye as with two, I assure you.

La! sir, but it dont look so well, said the woman.

O yes, it does; quite as well, if you turn its blind side to the wall.

But we keeps it on a table, sir, an wen our friends walk round the table they cant elp seein the broken eye.

Well, then, persisted Mr Blurt, dont let your friends walk round the table. Shove the bird up against the wall; or tell your friends that its a humorous bird, an takes to winking when they go to that side.

The woman received this advice with a smile, but insisted nevertheless that a noo heye would be preferable, and wanted to know the price.

Well, you know, said Mr Blurt, that depends on the size and character of the eye, and the time required to insert it, for, you see, in our business everything depends on a life-like turn being given to an eye  or a beak  or a toe, and we dont like to put inferior work out of our hands. So youd better leave the bird and call again.

Very well, sir, wen shall I call?

Say next week. I am very busy just now, you see  extremely busy, and cannot possibly give proper attention to your affair at present. Stay  give me your address.

The woman did so, and left the shop while Mr Blurt looked about for a memorandum-book. Opening one, which was composite in its character  having been used indifferently as day-book, cashbook, and ledger  he headed a fresh page with the words Memorandum of Transactions by Enoch Blurt, and made the following entry:  

A woman  I should have said an idiot  came in and left a pheasant, minus an eye, to be repaired and called for next week.

There! exclaimed the unfortunate man, shutting the book with emphasis.

Please, sir, said a very small sweet voice.

Mr Blurt looked over the top of his desk in surprise, for the owner of the voice was not visible. Getting down from his stool, and coming out of his den, he observed the pretty face and dishevelled head of a little girl not much higher than the counter.

Please, sir, she said, can you change alf a sov?

No, I cant, said Mr Blurt, so gruffly that the small girl retired in haste.

Stay! come here, cried the repentant shopman. The child returned with some hesitation.

Who trusted you with half a sov?

Miss Lillycrop, sir.

And whos Miss Lillycrop?

My missis, sir.

Does your missis think that Im a banker? demanded Mr Blurt sternly.

I dun know, sir.

Then why did she send you here?

Please, sir, because the gentleman wot keeps this shop is a friend o missis, an always gives er change wen she wants it. He stuffs her birds for her too, for nothink, an once he stuffed a tom-cat for er, wich she was uncommon fond of, but he couldnt make much of a job of it, cause it died through a kittle o boilin water tumblin on its back, which took off most of the air.

While the child was speaking Mr Blurt drew a handful of silver from his pocket, and counted out ten shillings.

There, he said, putting the money into the childs hand, and tell Miss Lillycrop, with my compliments  Mr Enoch Blurts compliments  that my brother has been very ill, but is a little  a very little  better; and see, there is a sixpence for yourself.

Oh, thank you, sir! exclaimed the child, opening her eyes with such a look of surprised joy that Mr Blurt felt comforted in his difficulties, and resolved to face them like a man, do his duty, and take the consequences.

He was a good deal relieved, however, to find that no one else came into the shop during the remainder of that day. As he sat and watched the never-ceasing stream of people pass the windows, almost without casting a glance at the ornithological specimens that stood rampant there, he required no further evidence that the business had already gone to that figurative state of destruction styled the dogs. The only human beings in London who took the smallest notice of him or his premises were the street boys, some of whom occasionally flattened their noses on a pane of glass, and returned looks of, if possible, exaggerated surprise at the owl, while others put their heads inside the door, yelled in derision, and went placidly away. Dogs also favoured him with a passing glance, and one or two, with sporting tendencies, seemed about to point at the game inside, but thought better of it, and went off.

At intervals the patient man called Mrs Murridge to mind the shop, while he went up-stairs. Sometimes he found the invalid dozing, sometimes fretting at the thoughts of the confusion about his letters.

If they all went astray one could understand it, he would say, passing his hand wearily over his brow, because that would show that one cause went on producing one result, but sometimes letters come right, at other times they dont come at all.

But how dyou find out about those that dont come at all? asked his brother.

By writing to know why letters have not been replied to, and getting answers to say that they have been replied to, said the invalid. Its very perplexing, Enoch, and Ive lost a deal of money by it. I wouldnt mind so much if I was well, but

There, now, youre getting excited again, Fred; you must not speak about business matters. Havent I promised to take it in hand? and Ill investigate this matter to the bottom. Ill write to the Secretary of the General Post-Office. Ill go down to St. Martins-le-Grand and see him myself, and if he dont clear it up Ill write letters to the Times until I bust up the British Post-Office altogether; so make your mind easy, Fred, else Ill forsake you and go right away back to Africa.

There was no resisting this. The poor invalid submitted with a faint smile, and his brother returned to the shop.

Its unsatisfactory, to say the least of it, murmured Mr Blurt as he relieved guard and sat down again on the high stool. To solicit trade and to be unable to meet the demand when it comes is a very false position. Yet I begin to wish that somebody would come in for something  just for a change.

It seemed as if somebody had heard his wish expressed, for at that moment a man entered the shop. He was a tall, powerful man. Mr Blurt had just begun to wonder what particular branch of the business he was going to be puzzled with, when he recognised the man as his friend George Aspel.

Leaping from his stool and seizing Aspel by the hand, Mr Blurt gave him a greeting so hearty that two street boys who chanced to pass and saw the beginning of it exclaimed, Go it, old un! and waited for more. But Aspel shut the door in their faces, which induced them to deliver uncomplimentary remarks through the keyhole, and make unutterable eyes at the owl in the window ere they went the even tenor of their way.

Kind and hearty though the greeting was, it did not seem to put the youth quite at his ease, and there was a something in his air and manner which struck Mr Blurt immediately.

Why, youve hurt your face, Mr Aspel, he exclaimed, turning his friend to the light. And  and  youve had your coat torn and mended as if

Yes, Mr Blurt, said Aspel, suddenly recovering something of his wonted bold and hearty manner; I have been in bad company, you see, and had to fight my way out of it. London is a more difficult and dangerous place to get on in than I had imagined at first.

I suppose it is, though I cant speak from much experience, said Mr Blurt. But come, sit down. Heres a high stool for you. Ill sit on the counter. Now, lets hear about your adventures or misadventures. How did you come to grief?

Simply enough, replied Aspel, with an attempt to look indifferent and easy, in which he was only half-successful I went into a music-hall one night and got into a row with a drunk man who insulted me. Thats how I came by my damaged face. Then about two weeks ago a fellow picked my pocket. I chased him down into one of his haunts, and caught him, but was set upon by half a dozen scoundrels who overpowered me. They will carry some of my marks, however, for many a day  perhaps to their graves; but I held on to the pick-pocket in spite of them until the police rescued me. Thats how my clothes got damaged. The worst of it is, the rascals managed to make away with my purse.

My dear fellow, said Mr Blurt, laughing, you have been unfortunate. But most young men have to gather wisdom from experience.  And now, what of your prospects? Excuse me if I appear inquisitive, but one who is so deeply indebted to you as I am cannot help feeling interested in your success.

I have no prospects, returned the youth, with a tone and look of bitterness that was not usual to him.

What do you mean? asked his friend in surprise, have you not seen Sir James Clubley?

No, and I dont intend to see him until he has answered my letter. Let me be plain with you, Mr Blurt. Sir James, I have heard from my father, is a proud man, and I dont much (half) like the patronising way in which he offered to assist me. And his insolent procrastination in replying to my letter has determined me to have nothing more to do with him. Hell find that Im as proud as himself.

My young friend, said Mr Blurt, I had imagined that a man of your good sense would have seen that to meet pride with pride is not wise; besides, to do so is to lay yourself open to the very condemnation which you pronounce against Sir James. Still further, is it not possible that your letter to him may have miscarried? Letters will miscarry, you know, at times, even in such a well-regulated family as the Post-Office.

Oh! as to that, returned Aspel quickly, Ive made particular inquiries, and have no doubt that he got my letter all right.  But the worst of it is, he continued, evidently wishing to change the subject, that, having lost my purse, and having no account at a bankers, I find it absolutely necessary to work, and, strange to say, I cannot find work.

Well, if you have been searching for work with a black eye and a torn coat, it is not surprising that you have failed to find it, said Mr Blurt, with a laugh. But, my dear young friend and preserver, he added earnestly, I am glad you have come to me. Ah! if that ship had not gone down I might have  well, well, the proverb says its of no use crying over spilt milk. I have still a little in my power. Moreover, it so happens that you have it in your power to serve me  that is to say, if you are not too proud to accept the work I have it in my power to offer.

A beggar must not be a chooser, said Aspel, with a light laugh.

Well, then, what say you to keeping a shop?

Keeping a shop! repeated Aspel in surprise.

Ay, keeping a shop  this shop, returned Mr Blurt; you once told me you were versed in natural history; here is a field for you: a natural-historical shop, if I may say so.

But, my dear sir, I know nothing whatever about the business, or about stuffing birds  and  and fishes. He looked round him in dismay. But you are jesting!

Mr Blurt declared that he was very far from jesting, and then went on to explain the circumstances of the case. It is probable that George Aspel would have at once rejected his proposal if it had merely had reference to his own advantage, and that he would have preferred to apply for labour at the docks, as being more suitable work for a sea-kings descendant; but the appeal to aid his friend in an emergency went home to him, and he agreed to undertake the work temporarily, with an expression of face that is common to men when forced to swallow bitter pills.

Thus George Aspel was regularly, though suddenly, installed. When evening approached Mrs Murridge lighted the gas, and the new shopman set to work with energy to examine the stock and look over the books, in the hope of thereby obtaining at least a faint perception of the nature of the business in which he was embarked.

While thus engaged a woman entered hastily and demanded her pheasant.

Your pheasant, my good woman?

Yes, the one I left here to-day wi the broken heye. I dont want to ave it mended; changed my mind. Will you please give it me back, sir?

I must call the gentleman to whom you gave it, said Aspel, rather sharply, for he perceived the woman had been drinking.

Oh! youve no need, for theres the book he put my name down in, an theres the bird a-standin on the shelf just under the howl.

Aspel turned up the book referred to, and found the page recently opened by Mr Blurt. He had no difficulty in coming to a decision, for there was but one entry on the page.

This is it, I suppose, he said. A woman  I should say an idiot  left a pheasant, minus

No more a hidyot than yourself, young man, nor a minus neither, cried the woman, swelling with indignation, and red in the face.

Just then a lady entered the shop, and approached the counter hurriedly.

Oh! she exclaimed, almost in a shriek of astonishment, Mr Aspel!

Mr Aspel, indeed, cried the woman, with ineffable scorn, Mr Impudence, more like. Give me my bird, I say!

The lady raised her veil, and displayed the amazed face of Miss Lillycrop.

I came to inquire for my old friend  Im so grieved; I was not aware  Mr Aspel

Give me my bird, I say! demanded the virago.

Step this way, madam, said Aspel, driven almost to distraction as he opened the door of the back shop. Mrs Murridge, show this lady up to Mr Blurts room.  Now then, woman, take your  your  brute, and be off.

He thrust the one-eyed pheasant into the customers bosom with such vigour that, fearing a personal assault, she retreated to the door. There she came to a full stop, turned about, raised her right hand savagely, exclaimed Youre another! let her fingers go off with the force of a pea-cracker, and, stumbling into the street, went her devious way.




Chapter Ten.

A Mystery Cleared Up.

When night had fairly hung its sable curtains over the great city, Mr Blurt descended to the shop.

Now, Mr Aspel, Ill relieve you. The lady you sent up, Miss Lillycrop, is, it seems, an old friend of my brother, and she insists on acting the part of nurse to-night. I am all the better pleased, because I have business to attend to at the other end of the town. We will therefore close the shop, and you can go home. By the way, have you a home?

O yes, said Aspel, with a laugh. A poor enough one truly, off the Strand.

Indeed?  that reminds me: we always pay salaries in advance in this office. Here is a sovereign to account of your first quarter. We can settle the amount afterwards.

Aspel accepted the coin with a not particularly good grace.

Now then, you had better  ha  excuse me  put up the shutters.

Instantly the youth pulled out the sovereign and laid it on the counter.

No, sir, he said firmly; I am willing to aid you in your difficulties, but I am not willing to become a mere shop-boy  at least not while there is mans work to be had.

Mr Blurt looked perplexed. What are we to do? he asked.

Hire a little boy, said Aspel.

But there are no little boys about, he said, looking out into the street, where the wind was sending clouds of dust and bits of straw and paper into the air. I would do it myself, but have not time; Im late as it is. Ah! I have it  Mrs Murridge!

Calling the faithful domestic, he asked if she knew how to put up the shutters, and would do it. She was quite willing, and set about it at once, while Mr Blurt nodded good-night, and went away.

With very uncomfortable feelings George Aspel stood in the shop, his tall figure drawn up, his arms crossed on his broad breast, and his finely formed head bent slightly down as he sternly watched the operation.

Mrs Murridge was a resolute woman. She put up most of the shutters promptly in spite of the high wind, but just as she was fixing the last of them a blast caught it and almost swept it from her grasp. For two seconds there was a tough struggle between Boreas and the old woman. Gallantry forbade further inaction. Aspel rushed out just in time to catch Mrs Murridge and the shutter in his strong arms as they were about to be swept into the kennel. He could do no more, however, than hold them there, the wind being too much even for him. While in this extremity he received timely aid from some one, whom the indistinct light revealed as a broad-shouldered little fellow in a grey uniform. With his assistance the shutter was affixed and secured.

Thank you, friend, whoever you are, said Aspel heartily, as he turned and followed the panting Mrs Murridge.

But the friend, instead of replying, seized Aspel by the arm and walked with him into the shop.

George Aspel! he said.

George looked down and beheld the all but awe-stricken visage of Philip Maylands.

Without uttering a word the former sat down on the counter, and burst into a fit of half-savage laughter.

Ah, then, you may laugh till you grow fat, said Phil, but its more than that you must do if Im to join you in the laugh.

What more can I do, Phil? asked Aspel, wiping his eyes.

Sure, ye can explain, said Phil.

Well, sit down on the counter, and Ill explain, returned Aspel, shutting and locking the door. Then, mounting the stool, he entered into a minute explanation  not only in reference to his present position and circumstances but regarding his recent misfortunes.

Phils admiration and love for his friend were intense, but that did not altogether blind him to his faults. He listened attentively, sympathetically but gravely, and said little. He felt, somehow, that London was a dangerous place compared with the west of Ireland,  that his friend was in danger of something vague and undefined,  that he himself was in danger of  he knew not what. While the two were conversing they heard a step in the now quiet street. It advanced quickly, and stopped at the door. There was a rustling sound; something fell on the floor, and the step passed on.

Its only a few letters, said Aspel; Mr Blurt explained matters to me this morning. They seem to have been a careless lot who have managed this business hitherto. A slit was made in the door for letters, but no box has ever been attached to the slit. The letters put through it at night are just allowed to fall on the floor, as you see, and are picked up in the morning. As I am not yet fully initiated into my duties, and dont feel authorised to open these, we will let them lie.  Hallo! look there.

The last words were uttered in a low, soft tone. Phil Maylands glanced in his friends face, and was directed by his eyes to a corner near the front door, where, from behind the shelter of an over-stuffed pelican of the wilderness, two intensely bright little eyes were seen glistening. The gradual advance of a sharp nose revealed the fact that their owner was a rat!

No Red Indian of the prairie ever sat with more statuesque rigidity, watching his foe, than did these two friends sit watching that rat. They were sportsmen, both by nature and practice, to the backbone. The idiotic owl at their elbow was not more still than they  one point only excepted: Phils right hand moved imperceptibly, like the hour-hand of a watch, towards a book which lay on the counter. Their patience was rewarded. Supposing, no doubt, that the youths had suddenly died to suit its convenience, the rat advanced a step or two, looked suspicious, became reassured, advanced a little farther and displayed its tail to full advantage. After smelling at various objects, with a view, no doubt, to supper, it finally came on the letters, appeared to read their addresses with some attention, and, seizing one by a corner, began apparently to open it.

At this point Phil Maylands fingers, closing slowly but with the deadly precision of fate, grasped the book and hurled it at the foe, which was instantly swept off its legs. Either the blow or the fright caused the rat to fly wriggling into the air. With a shriek of agonised emotion, it vanished behind the pelican of the wilderness.

Bravo, Phil! splendidly aimed, but rather low, cried Aspel, as he vaulted the counter and dislodged the pelican. Of course the rat was gone. After a little more conversation the two friends quitted the place and went to their respective homes.

Very odd and absolutely unaccountable, observed Mr Blurt, as he sat next morning perusing the letters above referred to, heres the same thing occurred again. Brownlow writes that he sent a cheque a week ago, and no one has heard of it. That rascal who made off with the cash could not have stolen it, because he never stole cheques,  for fear, no doubt, of being caught,  and this was only for a small amount. Then, here is a cheque come all right from Thomson. Why should one appear and the other disappear?

Could the rats have made away with it? suggested Aspel, who had told his patron of the previous nights incident.

Rats might destroy letters, but they could not eat them  at least, not during the few hours of the night that they lie on the floor. No; the thing is a mystery. I cannot help thinking that the Post-Office is to blame. I shall make inquiries. I am determined to get to the bottom of it.

So it ever is with mankind. People make mistakes, or are guilty of carelessness, and straightway they lay the blame  not only without but against reason  on broader shoulders than their own. That wonderful and almost perfect British Post-Office delivers quickly, safely, and in good condition above fourteen hundred millions of letters etcetera in the year, but some half-dozen letters, addressed to Messrs Blurt and Company, have gone a-missing,  therefore the Post-Office is to blame!

Full of this idea Mr Enoch Blurt put on his hat with an irascible fling and went off to the City. Arrived at St. Martins-le-Grand he made for the principal entrance. At any other time he would have, been struck with the grandeur of the buildings. He would have paused and admired the handsome colonnade of the old office and the fine front of the new buildings opposite, but Mr Blurt could see nothing except missing letters. Architecture appealed to him in vain. Perhaps his state of irritability was increased by a vague suspicion that all Government officials were trained and almost bound to throw obstacles in the way of free inquiry.

I want, said he, planting himself defiantly in front of an official who encountered him in the passage, to see the  the  Secretary, the  the  Postmaster-General, the chief of the Post-Office, whoever he may be. There is my card.

Certainly, sir, will you step this way?

The official spoke with such civility, and led the way with such alacrity, that Mr Blurt felt it necessary to think exclusively of his wrongs lest his indignation should cool too soon. Having shown him into a comfortable waiting-room, the official went off with his card. In a few minutes a gentleman entered, accosted Mr Blurt with a polite bow, and asked what he could do for him.

Sir, said Mr Blurt, summoning to his aid the last rags of his indignation, I come to make a complaint. Many of the letters addressed to our firm are missing  have been missing for some time past,  and from the inquiries I have made it seems evident to me that they must have been lost in passing through the Post-Office.

I regret much to hear this, returned the gentleman, whom  as Mr Blurt never ascertained who he was  we shall style the Secretary, at all events he represented that officer. You may rely on our doing our utmost to clear up the matter. Will you be kind enough to give me the full particulars?

The Secretarys urbanity gave the whole of Mr Blurts last rags of indignation to the winds. He detailed his case with his usual earnestness and good-nature.

The Secretary listened attentively to the close. Well, Mr Blurt, he said, we will investigate the matter without delay; but from what you have told me I think it probable that the blame does not lie with us. You would be surprised if you knew the number of complaints made to us, which, on investigation, turn out to be groundless. Allow me to cite one or two instances. In one case a missing letter having fallen from the letter-box of the person to whom it was addressed on to the hall-floor, was picked up by a dog and buried in some straw, where it was afterwards found. In another case, the missing letter was discovered sticking against the side of the private letter-box, where it had lain unobserved, and in another the letter had been placed between the leaves of a book as a mark and forgotten. Boys and others sent to post letters are also frequently unfaithful, and sometimes stupid. Many letters have been put into the receptacles for dust in our streets, under the impression that they were pillar letter-boxes, and on one occasion a letter-carrier found two letters forced behind the plate affixed to a pillar letter-box which indicates the hours of collection, obviously placed there by the ignorant sender under the impression that that was the proper way of posting them. Your mention of rats reminds me of several cases in which these animals have been the means of making away with letters. The fact that rats have been seen in your shop, and that your late letters drop on the floor and are left there till morning, inclines me to think that rats are at the bottom of it. I would advise you to make investigation without delay.

I will, sir, I will, exclaimed Mr Blurt, starting up with animation, and I thank you heartily for the trouble you have taken with my case. Good-morning. I shall see to this at once.

And Mr Blurt did see to it at once. He went straight back to his brothers house, and made preparation for a campaign against the rats, for, being a sanguine and impulsive man, he had now become firmly convinced that these animals were somehow at the bottom of the mystery. But he kept his thoughts and intentions to himself.

During the day George Aspel observed that his friend employed himself in making some unaccountable alterations in the arrangements of one part of the shop, and ventured to ask what he was about, but, receiving a vague reply, he said no more.

That night, after the shop was closed and Aspel had gone home, and Mr Fred Blurt had gone to sleep, under the guardianship of the faithful Miss Lillycrop, and Mrs Murridge had retired to the coal-hole  or something like it  which was her dormitory, Mr Enoch Blurt entered the shop with a mysterious air, bearing two green tablecloths. These he hung like curtains at one corner of the room, and placed a chair behind them raised on two empty packing-boxes. Seating himself in this chair he opened the curtains just enough to enable him to peep through, and found that he could see the letter-slit in the door over the counter, but not the floor beneath it. He therefore elevated his throne by means of another packing-box. All being ready, he lowered the gas to something like a dim religious light, and began his watch. It bade fair to be a tedious watch, but Enoch Blurt had made up his mind to go through with it, and whatever Enoch made up his mind to do he did.

Suddenly he heard a scratching sound. This was encouraging. Another moment and a bright pair of miniature stars were seen to glitter behind the pelican of the wilderness. In his eagerness to see, Mr Blurt made a slight noise and the stars went out  suddenly.

This was exceedingly vexatious. He blamed himself bitterly, resettled himself in his chair, rearranged the curtains, and glared intently. But although Mr Blurt could fix his eyes he could not chain his thoughts. These unruly familiars ere long began to play havoc with their owner. They hurried him far away from rats and ornithological specimens, carried him over the Irish Channel, made him look sadly down on the funnels of the Royal Mail steamer, plunged him under the waves, and caused him to gaze in fond regret on his lost treasures. His thoughts carried him even further. They bore him over the sea to Africa, and set him down, once more, in his forsaken hut among the diamond-diggers. From this familiar retreat he was somewhat violently recalled by a scratching sound. He glared at the pelican of the wilderness. The little stars reappeared. They increased in size. They became unbearable suns. They suddenly approached. As suddenly Mr Blurt rose to fight or fly  he could scarce tell which. It did not matter much, because, next instant, he fell headlong to the floor, dragging the curtains down, and forming a miscellaneous avalanche with the chair and packing-boxes.

The unfortunate man had fallen asleep, and the rats, which had in truth ventured out, fled to their homes as a matter of course.

But Mr Blurt had resolved to go through with it. Finding that he was unhurt, and that the household had not been disturbed, he rebuilt his erection and began his watch over again. The shock had thoroughly roused him. He did not sleep again. Fortunately London rats are not nervous. Being born and bred in the midst of wars alarms they soon get over a panic. The watcher had not sat more than a quarter of an hour when the stars appeared once again. The Pyramid of Cheops is not more immovably solid than was Mr Blurt. A sharp nose advanced; a head came out; a body followed; a tail brought up the rear, and the pelican of the wilderness looked with calm indifference on the scene.

The rat was an old grey one, and very large. It was followed by a brown one, nearly as large. There was an almost theatrical caution in their movements at first, but courage came with immunity from alarm. Six letters, that had been thrust through the slit by the evening postman, lay on the floor. To these the grey rat advanced, seized one in its teeth, and began to back out, dragging the letter after it. The brown rat followed the grey rats example. While thus engaged, another brown rat appeared, and followed suit. Nothing could have been more fortunate. Mr Blurt was charmed. He could afford to let the grey rat well out of sight, because the two brown rats, following in succession, would, when he sprang on them, leave a trail of letters to point the direction of their flight.

Just as the third rat dragged its missive behind the pelican of the wilderness the watcher leaped upon them, and in his haste consigned the pelican to all but irretrievable destruction! The rats vanished, but left the tell-tale letters, the last two forming pointers to the first, which was already half dragged through a slit between the skirting and the wall. At the extremity of this slit yawned the gateway to the rats palace.

Mr Blurt rubbed his hands, chuckled, crowed internally, and, having rescued the letters, went to bed.

Next morning, he procured a crowbar, and, with the able assistance of George Aspel, tore off the skirting, uprooted a plank, and discovered a den in which were stored thirty-one letters, six post-cards, and three newspapers. (See Postmaster-Generals Report for 1877, page 13.)

The corners of the letters, bearing the stamps, were nibbled away, showing that gum  not money or curiosity  was the occasion of the theft.

As four of these letters contained cheques and money-orders, their discovery afforded instant relief to the pressure which had been gradually bearing with intolerable weight on the affairs of Messrs Blurt and Company.




Chapter Eleven.

The Letter-Carrier Goes His Rounds, Aids a Little Girl, and Overwhelms a Lady Statistically.

Solomon Flint, being a man of letters, was naturally a hard-working man. By night and by day did that faithful servant of his Queen and country tramp through the streets of London with the letters of the lieges in his care. The dim twilight of early morning found him poking about, like a solitary ghoul, disembowelling the pillar posts. The rising sun sent a deflected ray from chimney-pot or steeple to welcome him  when fog and smoke permitted. The noon-tide beams broiled him in summer and cheered him in winter on his benignant path of usefulness. The evening fogs and glimmering lamps beheld him hard at work, and the nightly returning stars winked at him with evident surprise when they found him still fagging along through heat and cold, rain and snow, with the sense of urgent duty ever present in his breast, and part of the recorded hopes, joys, fears, sorrows, loves, hates, business, and humbug of the world in his bag.

Besides being a hard-working man, Solomon Flint was a public man, and a man of note. In the district of London which he frequented, thousands of the public watched for him, wished for him, even longed for him, and received him gladly. Young eyes sometimes sparkled and old eyes sometimes brightened when his well-known uniform appeared. Footmen opened to him with good-will, and servant-girls with smiles. Even in the low neighbourhoods of his district  and he traversed several such  Solomon was regarded with favour. His person was as sacred as that of a detective or a city missionary. Men who scowled on the world at large gave a familiar nod to him, and women who sometimes desired to tear off peoples scalps never displayed the slightest wish to damage a hair of the postmans head. He moved about, in fact, like a benign influence, distributing favours and doing good wherever he went. May it not be said truly that in the spiritual world we have a good many news-bearers of a similar stamp? Are not the loving, the gentle, the self-sacrificing such?  in a word, the Christ-like, who, if they do not carry letters about, are themselves living epistles known and read of all men?

One of the low districts through which Solomon Flint had to pass daily embraced the dirty court in which Abel Bones dwelt. Anticipating a very different fate for it, no doubt, the builder of this region had named it Archangel Court.

As he passed rapidly through it Solomon observed a phenomenon by no means unusual in London and elsewhere, namely, a very small girl taking charge of an uncommonly large baby. Urgent though his duties were, Solomon would have been more than human if he had not stopped to observe the little girl attempt the apparently impossible feat of lifting the frolicsome mass of fat which was obviously in a rebellious state of mind. Solomon had occasionally seen the little girl in his rounds, but never before in possession of a baby. She grasped him round the waist, which her little arms could barely encircle, and, making a mighty effort, got the rebel on his legs. A second heave placed him on her knees, and a third effort, worthy of a gymnast, threw him on her little bosom. She had to lean dangerously far back to keep him there, and being incapable of seeing before her, owing to the bulk of her burden, was compelled to direct her course by faith. She knew the court well, however, and was progressing favourably, when a loose stone tripped her and she fell. Not having far to fall, neither she nor the baby was the worse for it.

Hallo, little woman! said Solomon, assisting her to rise, cant he walk?

Yes, sir; but e wont, replied the little maid, turning up her pretty face, and shaking back her dishevelled hair.

The baby looked up and crowed gleefully, as though it understood her, and would, if able to speak, have said, Thats the exact truth, he wont!

Come, Ill help you, said Solomon, carrying the baby to the mouth of the alley pointed out by the little girl. Is he your brother?

O no, sir; I aint got no brother. He blonged to a neighbour whos just gone dead, an mother she was fond o the neighbour, an promised to take care of the baby. So she gave im to me to nuss. An oh! youve no hidea, sir, what a hobstinate thing e is. Ive ad im three days now.

Yes; the child had had him three days, and an amazing experience it had been to her. During that brief period she had become a confirmed staggerer, being utterly incapable of walking with baby in her arms. During the same period she had become unquestionably entitled to the gold medals of the Lifeboat Institution and the Humane Society, having, with reckless courage, at the imminent risk of her life, and on innumerable occasions, saved that baby from death by drowning in washtubs and kennels, from mutilation by hot water, fire, and steam, and from sudden extinction by the wheels of cabs, carriages, and drays, while, at the same time she had established a fair claim to at least the honorary diploma of the Royal College of Surgeons, by her amazing practice in the treatment of bruises and cuts, and the application of sticking-plaster.

Have you got a father or mother, my dear? asked the letter-carrier.

Yes, sir; Ive got both of em. And oh! Im so miserable. I dont know what to do.

Why, whats wrong with you?

The childs eyes filled with tears as she told how her father had gone off on the spree; how her mother had gone out to seek him, promising to be back in time to relieve her of the baby so as to let her keep an appointment she had with a lady; and how the mother had never come back, and didnt seem to be coming back; and how the time for the engagement was already past, and she feared the lady would think she was an ungrateful little liar, and she had no messenger to send to her.

Where does the lady live, and whats her name, little woman? asked Solomon.

Her name is Miss Lillycrop, sir, and she lives in Pimlico.

Well, make your mind easy, little woman. Its a curious coincidence that I happen to know Miss Lillycrop. Her house lies rather far from my beat, but I happen to have a messenger who does his work both cheaply and quickly. I do a deal of work for him too, so, no doubt, hell do a little for me. His name is Post-Office.  What is yours, my dear?

Tottie Bones, replied the child, with the air of a full-grown woman. An please, sir, tell er I meant to go back to her at the end of three days, as I promised; but I couldnt leave the ouse with baby inside, an the fire, an the kittle, with nobody to take care on em  could I, sir?

Cernly not, little woman, returned the letter-carrier, with a solemn look at the overburdened creature who appealed to him. Giving her twopence, and a kindly nod, Solomon Flint walked smartly away  with a reproving conscience  to make up for lost time.

That evening Mrs Bones returned without her husband, but with an additional black eye, and other signs of bad treatment. She found the baby sound asleep, and Tottie in the same condition by his side, on the outside of the poor counterpane, with one arm round her charge, and her hair tumbled in confusion over him. She had evidently been herself overcome while in the act of putting the baby to sleep.

Mrs Bones rushed to the bed, seized Tottie, clasped her tightly to her bosom, sat down on a stool, and began to rock herself to and fro.

The child, nothing loath to receive such treatment, awoke sufficiently to be able to throw her arms round her mothers neck, fondled her for a moment, and then sank again into slumber.

Oh! God help me! God save my Abel from drink and bad men! exclaimed the poor woman, in a voice of suppressed agony.

It seemed as if her prayer had been heard, for at that moment the door opened and a tall thin man entered. He was the man who had accosted George Aspel on his first visit to that region.

Youve not found him, I fear? he said kindly, as he drew a stool near to Mrs Bones and sat down, while Tottie, who had been re-awakened by his entrance, began to bustle about the room with something of the guilty feeling of a sentry who has been found sleeping at his post.

Yes, Mr Sterling; thank you kindly for the interest you take in im. I found im at the old place, but e knocked me down an went out, an Ive not been able to find im since.

Well, take comfort, Molly, said the city missionary, for such he was; Ive just seen him taken up by the police and carried to the station as drunk and incapable. That, you know, will not bring him to very great trouble, and I have good reason to believe it will be the means of saving him from much worse.

He glanced at the little girl as he spoke.

Tottie, dear, said Mrs Bones, you go out for a minute or two; I want to speak with Mr Sterling.

Yes, mother, and Ill run round to the bank; Ive got twopence more to put in, said Tottie as she went out.

Your lesson has not been lost, sir, said the poor woman, with a faint smile; Tottie has a good bit o money in the penny savings-bank now. She draws some of it out every time Abel brings us to the last gasp, but we dont let im know were it comes from. To be sure, e dont much care. Shes a dear child is Tottie.

Thank the Lord for that, Molly. He is already answering our prayers, said Mr Sterling. Just trust Him, keep up heart, and persevere; were sure to win at last.

When Tottie Bones left the dark and dirty den that was the only home she had ever known, she ran lightly out into the neighbouring street, and, threading her way among people and vehicles, entered an alley, ascended a stair, and found herself in a room which bore some resemblance to an empty schoolroom. At one corner there was a desk, at which stood a young man at work on a business-looking book. Before him were several children of various ages and sizes, but all having one characteristic in common  the aspect of extreme poverty. The young man was a gratuitous servant of the public, and the place was, for the hour at least, a penny savings-bank.

It was one of those admirable institutions, which are now numerous in our land, and which derive their authority from Him who said, Gather up the fragments that remain, that nothing be lost. Noble work was being done there, not so much because of the mere pence which were saved from the grog and tobacco shops, as because of the habits of thrift which were being formed, as well as the encouragement of that spirit of thoughtful economy, which, like the spirit of temperance, is one of the hand-maids of religion.

Please, sir, said Tottie to the penny banker, I wants to pay in tuppence.

She handed over her bank-book with the money. Receiving the former back, she stared at the mysterious figures with rapt attention.

Please, sir, ow much do it come to now? she asked.

Its eight and sevenpence, Tottie, replied the amiable banker, with a smile.

Thank you, sir, said Tottie, and hurried home in a species of heavenly contemplation of the enormous sum she had accumulated.

When Solomon Flint returned home that night he found Miss Lillycrop seated beside old Mrs Flint, shouting into her deafest ear. She desisted when Solomon entered, and rose to greet him.

I have come to see my niece, Mr Flint; do you expect her soon?

The letter-carrier consulted his watch.

It is past her time now, Miss Lillycrop; she cant be long. Pray, sit down. Youll stay and ave a cup of tea with us? Now, dont say no. Were just goin to ave it, and my old ooman delights in company.  There now, sit down, an dont go splittin your lungs on that side of her next time you chance to be alone with her. Its her deaf side. A cannon would make no impression on that side, except you was to fire it straight into her ear.  Ive got a message for you, Miss Lillycrop.

A message for me?

Ay, from a beautiful angel with tumbled hair and jagged clothes named Tottie Bones. Aint it strange how coincidences happen in this life! I goes an speaks to Tottie, which I never did before. Tottie wants very bad to send a message to Miss Lillycrop. I happens to know Miss Lillycrop, an takes the message, and on coming home finds Miss Lillycrop here before me  and all on the same night  aint it odd?

It is very odd, Mr Flint; and pray what was the message?

The letter-carrier, having first excused himself for making arrangements for the evening meal while he talked, hereupon related the circumstances of his meeting with the child, and had only concluded when May Maylands came in, looking a little fagged, but sunny and bright as usual.

Of course she added her persuasions to those of her landlord, and Miss Lillycrop, being induced to stay to tea, was taken into Mays private boudoir to put off her bonnet.

While there the good lady inquired eagerly about her cousins health and work and companions; asked for her mother and brother, and chatted pleasantly about her own work among the poor in the immediate neighbourhood of her dwelling.

By the way, said she, that reminds me that I chanced to meet with that tall, handsome friend of your brothers in very strange circumstances. Do you know that he has become a shopman in the bird-shop of my dear old friend Mr Blurt, who is very ill  has been ill, I should have said,  were you aware of that?

No, answered May, in a low tone.

I thought he came to England by the invitation of Sir Somebody Something, who had good prospects for him. Did not you?

So I thought, said May, turning her face away from the light.

It is very strange, continued Miss Lillycrop, giving a few hasty touches to her cap and hair; and do you know, I could not help thinking that there was something queer about his appearance? I can scarce tell what it was. It seemed to me like  like  but it is disagreeable even to think about such things in connection with one who is such a fine, clever, gentlemanly fellow  but

Fortunately for poor May, her friend was suddenly stopped by a shout from the outer room.

Hallo, ladies! how long are you goin to be titivatin yourselves? There aint no company comin. The sausages are on the table, and the old oomans gittin so impatient that shes beginnin to abuse the cat.

This last remark was too true and sad to be passed over in silence. Old Mrs Flints age had induced a spirit of temporary oblivion as to surroundings, which made her act, especially to her favourite cat, in a manner that seemed unaccountable. It was impossible to conceive that cruelty could actuate one who all her life long had been a very pattern of tenderness to every living creature. When therefore she suddenly changed from stroking and fondling her cat to pulling its tail, tweaking its nose, slapping its face, and tossing it off her lap, it is only fair to suppose that her mind had ceased to be capable of two simultaneous thoughts, and that when it was powerfully fixed on sausages she was not aware of what her hands were doing to the cat.

Youll excuse our homely arrangements, Miss Lillycrop, said Mr Flint, as he helped his guest to the good things on the table. I never could get over a tendency to a rough-and-ready sort o feedin. But youll find the victuals good.

Thank you, Mr Flint. I am sure you must be very tired after the long walks you take. I cant think how postmen escape catching colds when they have such constant walking in all sorts of weather.

Its the constancy as saves us, maam, but we dont escape altogether, said Flint, heaping large supplies on his grandmothers plate. We often kitch colds, but they dont often do us damage.

This remark led Miss Lillycrop, who had a very inquiring mind, to induce Solomon Flint to speak about the Post-Office, and as that worthy man was enthusiastic in regard to everything connected with his profession, he willingly gratified his visitor.

Now, I want to know, said Miss Lillycrop, after the conversation had run on for some time, and appetites began to abate, when you go about the poorer parts of the city in dark nights, if you are ever attacked, or have your letters stolen from you.

Well, no, maam  never. I cant, in all my long experience, call to mind sitch a thing happenin  either to me or to any other letter-carrier. The worst of people receives us kindly, cause, you see, we go among em to do em service. I did indeed once hear of a letter being stolen, but the thief was not a man  he was a tame raven!

Oh, Solomon! said May, with a laugh. Remember that Grannie hears you.

No, she dont, but its all the same if she did. Whatever I say about the Post-Office I can give chapter and verse for. The way of it was this. The letter-carrier was a friend o mine. He was goin his rounds at Kelvedon, in Essex, when a tame raven seized a money letter he had in his hand and flew away with it. After circlin round the town he alighted, and, before he could be prevented, tore the letter to pieces. On puttin the bits together the contents o the letter was found to be a cheque for thirty pounds, and of course, when the particulars o the strange case were made known the cheque was renewed!  There now, concluded Solomon, if you dont believe that story, youve only got to turn up the Postmaster-Generals Report for 1862, and youll find it there on page 24.

How curious! said Miss Lillycrop. Theres another thing I want to know, she added, looking with deep interest into the countenance of her host, while that stalwart man continued to stow incredible quantities of sausages and crumpets into his capacious mouth. Is it really true that people post letters without addresses?

True, maam? why, of course its true. Thousands of people do. The average number of letters posted without addresses is about eighty a day.

How strange! I wonder what causes this?

Miss Lillycrop gazed contemplatively into her teacup, and Solomon became suddenly aware that Grannies plate was empty. Having replenished it, he ordered Dollops to bring more crumpets, and then turned to his guest.

Ill tell you what it is, maam, that causes this  its forgetfulness, or rather, what we call absence of mind. Its my solemn belief, maam, that if our heads warnt screwed on pretty tight youd see some hundreds of people walkin about London of a mornin with nothin whatever on their shoulders. Why, there was one man actually posted a cheque for 9 pounds, 15 shillings loose, in a pillar letter-box in Liverpool, without even an envelope on it. The owner was easily traced through the bank, but was unable to explain how the cheque got out of his possession or into the pillar.  Just listen to this, maam, he added, rising and taking down a pamphlet from a bookshelf, this is last years Report. Hear what it says:  

Nearly 28,500 letters were posted this year without addresses. 757 of these letters were found to contain, in the aggregate, about 214 pounds in cash and bank-notes, and about 9088 pounds in bills of exchange, cheques, etcetera.  Of course, said the letter-carrier, refreshing himself with a mouthful of tea, the money and bills were returned to the senders, but it warnt possible to do the same with 52,856 postage-stamps which were found knocking about loose in the bottom of the mail-bags.

How many? cried Miss Lillycrop, in amazement.

Fifty-two thousand eight hundred and fifty-six, repeated Solomon with deliberation. No doubt, he continued, some of these stamps had bin carelessly stuck on the envelopes, and some of em praps had come out of busted letters which contained stamps sent in payment of small accounts. Youve no idea, maam, what a lot o queer things get mixed up in the mail-bags out of bust letters and packages  all along of people puttin things into flimsy covers not fit to hold em. Last year no fewer than 12,525 miscellaneous articles reached the Returned Letter Office (we used to call it the Dead Letter Office) without covers or addresses, and the number of inquiries dealt with in regard to these things and missing letters by that Office was over 91,000.

Were very partickler, Miss Lillycrop, in regard to these things, continued Solomon, with a touch of pride. We keep books in which every stray article, unaddressed, is entered and described minutely, so that when people come howlin at us for our carelessness in non-delivery, we ask em to describe their missing property, and in hundreds of cases prove to them their own carelessness in makin up parcels by handin the wrecks over to em!

But what sort of things are they that break loose? asked Miss Lillycrop.

Oh, many sorts. Anything may break loose if its ill packed, and, as almost every sort of thing passes through the post, it would be difficult to describe em all. Here is a list, however, that may give you an idea of what kind of things the public sent through our mail-bags last year. A packet of pudding, a steam-gauge, a tin of cream, a birds wing, a musical box, packet of snowdrops, fruit sweets, shrimps, and sample potatoes; a dormouse, four white mice, two goldfinches, a lizard and a blind-worm, all alive; besides cutlery, medicines, varnish, ointments, perfumery, articles of dress; a stoat, a squirrel, fish, leeches, frogs, beetles, caterpillars, and vegetables. Of course, many of these, such as live animals, being prohibited articles, were stopped and sent to the Returned Letter Office, but were restored, on application, to the senders.

Observing Miss Lillycrops surprised expression of face, the old womans curiosity was roused. Whats he haverin aboot, my dear? she asked of May.

About the many strange things that are sent through the post, Grannie.

Ay, ay, likely enough, returned the old creature, shaking her head and administering an unintentional cuff to the poor cat; folk write a heap o lees noo-a-days, nae doot.

Youd hardly believe it now, continued Solomon, turning the leaves of the Report, but its a fact that live snakes have frequently been sent through the post. No later than last year a snake about a yard long managed to get out of his box in one of the night mail sorting carriages on the London and North-Western Railway. After a good deal of confusion and interruption to the work, it was killed. Again, a small box was sent to the Returned Letter Office in Liverpool, which, when opened, was found to contain eight living snakes.

Come now, Mr Flint, said May, you mustnt bore my cousin with the Post-Office. You know that when you once begin on that theme there is no stopping you.

Very well, Miss May, returned the letter-carrier, with a modest smile, lets draw round the fire and talk of something else.  Hallo, Dollops! clear away the dishes.

But he doesnt bore me, protested Miss Lillycrop, who had the happy knack of being intensely interested in whatever happened to interest her friends. I like, of all things, to hear about the Post-Office. I had no idea it was such a wonderful institution.  Do tell me more about it, Mr Flint, and never mind Mays saucy remarks.

Much gratified by this appeal, Solomon wheeled the old woman to her own corner of the fire, placed a stool under her feet, the cat on her knees, and patted her shoulder, all of which attentions she received with a kindly smile, and said that Sol was a good laddie.

Meanwhile the rotund maid-of-all-work having, as it were, hurled the crockery into her den, and the circle round the fire having been completed, as well as augmented, by the sudden entrance of Phil Maylands, the good laddie re-opened fire.

Yes, maam, as you well observe, it is a wonderful institution. More than that, its a gigantic one, and it takes a big staff to do the duty too. In London alone the staff is 10,665. The entire staff of the kingdom is 13,763 postmasters, 10,000 clerks, and 21,000 letter-carriers, sorters, and messengers,  sum total, a trifle over 45,500. Then, the total number of Post-offices and receptacles for receiving letters throughout the kingdom is 25,000 odd. Before the introduction of the penny postage  in the year 1840  there were only 4500! Then, again

O Mr Flint! pray stop! cried Miss Lillycrop, pressing her hands to her eyes; I never could take in figures. At least I never could keep them in. They just go in here, and come out there (pointing to her two ears), and leave no impression whatever.

Youre not the only one thats troubled with that weakness, maam, said the gallant Solomon, but if a few thousands puzzle you so much what will you make of this?  The total number of letters, post-cards, newspapers, etcetera, that passed through the Post-Offices of the kingdom last year was fourteen hundred and seventy-seven million eight hundred and twenty-eight thousand two hundred! What dye make o that, maam?

Mr Flint, I just make nothing of it at all, returned Miss Lillycrop, with a placid smile.

Come, Phil, said May, laughing, can you make nothing of it? You used to be good at arithmetic.

Well, now, said Phil, it dont take much knowledge of arithmetic to make something of that. George Aspel happened to be talking to me about that very sum not long ago. He said he had been told by a man at the Post-Office that it would take a man about a hundred and seventy years to count it. I tried the calculation, and found he was right. Then I made another calculation:  

I put down the average length of an envelope at four inches, and I found that if you were to lay fourteen hundred and seventy-seven million letters out in a straight line, end to end, the lot would extend to above 93,244 miles, which is more than three times the circumference of the world. Moreover, this number is considerably more than the population of the whole world, which, at the present time, is about 1444 millions, so that if the British Post-Office were to distribute the 1477 millions of letters that pass through it in the year impartially, every man, woman, and child on the globe would receive one letter, post-card, newspaper, or book-packet, and leave thirty-three millions to spare!

Now, really, you must stop this, said May; I see that my cousins colour is going with her efforts to understand you. Cant you give her something more amusing to think of?

Oh, cernly, said Solomon, again turning with alacrity to the Report. Would you like to hear what some people think its our dooty to attend to? Ill give you a letter or two received by our various departments.

Here the letter-carrier began to read the following letters, which we give from the same Report, some being addressed to the Chief of the Dead Office, others to the Postmaster-General, etcetera.

May 18  .

Dear Sir,  I write to ask you for some information about finding out persons who are missing  I want to find out my mother and sisters who are in Melbourne in Australia i believe  if you would find out for me please let me know by return of post, and also your charge at the lowest, yours, etcetera.

Nov. 8, 18  .

Sir,  Not having received the live bullfinch mentioned by you as having arrived at the Returned Letter Office two days ago, having been posted as a letter contrary to the regulations of the Postal system, I now write to ask you to have the bird fed and forwarded at once to  , and to apply for all fines and expenses to  . If this is not done, and I do not receive the bird before the end of the week, I shall write to the Postmaster-General, who is a very intimate friend of my fathers, and ask him to see that measures are taken against you for neglect.

This is not an idle threat, so you will oblige by following the above instructions.

Wales, Nov. 12, 18  .

Dear Sir,  I am taking the liberty of writeing you those few lines as I am given to understand that you do want men in New South Wales, and I am a Smith by Trade; a single man. My age is 24 next birthday. I shood be verry thankful if you would be so kind and send all the particulars by return.

London, Nov. 5, 18  .

Sir,  i right to you and request of you sinsearly for to help me to find out my husband. I ham quite a stranger in London, only two months left Ireland  i can find know trace of my husband  your the only gentleman that I know that can help me to find him. Thears is letters goes to him to  in his name and thears is letters comes to him to the  Post-Office for him.  Sir you may be sure that i ham low in spirit in a strange contry without a friend. I hope you will be so kind as not to forget me. Sir, I would never find  for I would go astray, besides i have no money.

So you see, maam, continued Solomon, closing the Report, much though we do, more is expected of us. But although we cant exactly comply with such requests as these, we do a pretty stroke of business in other ways besides letter-distributin. For instance, we are bankers on a considerable scale. Through our money-order agency the sum we transmitted last year was a trifle over 27,870,000 pounds, while the deposits in our Savings-Banks amounted to over 9,166,000 pounds. Then as to telegraphs: there were  But I forgot, said Solomon, checking himself, Miss May is the proper authority on that subject.  How many words was it you sent last year?

I wont tell you, said May, with a toss of her little head. You have already driven my cousin distracted. She wont be able to walk home.

My dear, I dont intend to walk home; I shall take a cab, said the mild little woman. Do tell me something about your department.

No, cousin, I wont.

Sure, if ye dont, I will, said Phil.

Well then, I will tell you a very little just to save you from Phil, who, if he once begins, will kill you with his calculations. But you cant appreciate what I say. Let me see. The total number of telegraphic messages forwarded by our offices in the United Kingdom during the last twelve months amounted to a little more than twenty-two millions.

Dear me! said Miss Lillycrop, with that look and tone which showed that if May had said twenty-two quintillions it would have had no greater effect.

There, thats enough, said May, laughing. I knew it was useless to tell you.

Ah, May! said Phil, thats because you dont know how to tell her.  See here now, cousin Sarah. The average length of a message is thirty words. Well, that gives 660 millions of words. Now, a good average story-book of 400 pages contains about ninety-six thousand words. Divide the one by the other, and that gives you a magnificent library of 6875 volumes as the work done by the Postal Telegraphs every year. All these telegrams are kept for a certain period in case of inquiry, and then destroyed.

Phil, I must put on my things and go, exclaimed Miss Lillycrop, rising. Ive had quite as much as I can stand.

Just cap it all with this, maam, to keep you steady, interposed Solomon Flint; the total revenue of the Post-Office for the year was six millions and forty-seven thousand pounds; and the expenditure three millions nine hundred and ninety-one thousand. Now, you may consider yourself pretty well up in the affairs of the Post-Office.

The old ooman, awaking at this point with a start, hurled the cat under the grate, and May laughingly led Miss Lillycrop into her little boudoir.




Chapter Twelve.

In Which a Bosom Friend is Introduced, Rural Felicity is Enlarged on, and Deep Plans are Laid.

A bosom friend is a pleasant possession. Miss Lillycrop had one. She was a strong-minded woman. We do not say this to her disparagement. A strong mind is as admirable in woman as in man. It is only when woman indicates the strength of her mind by unfeminine self-assertion that we shrink from her in alarm. Miss Lillycrops bosom friend was a warm-hearted, charitable, generous, hard-featured, square-shouldered, deep-chested, large-boned lady of middle age and quick temper. She was also in what is styled comfortable circumstances, and dwelt in a pretty suburban cottage. Her name was Maria Stivergill.

Come with me, child, said Miss Stivergill to Miss Lillycrop one day, and spend a week at The Rosebud.

It must not be supposed that the good lady had given this romantic name to her cottage. No, when Miss Stivergill bought it, she found the name on the two gate-posts; found that all the tradespeople in the vicinity had imbibed it, and therefore quietly accepted it, as she did all the ordinary affairs of life.

Impossible, dear Maria, said her friend, with a perplexed look, I have so many engagements, at least so many duties, that

Pooh! interrupted Miss Stivergill. Put em off. Fulfil em when you come back. At all events, she continued, seeing that Miss Lillycrop still hesitated, come for a night or two.

But

Come now, Lilly  thus she styled her friend but give me no buts. You know that youve no good reason for refusing.

Indeed I have, pleaded Miss Lillycrop; my little servant

What, the infant who opened the door to me?

Yes, Tottie Bones; she is obliged to stay at nights with me just now, owing to her mother, poor thing, being under the necessity of shutting up her house while she goes to look after a drunken husband, who has forsaken her.

Hah! exclaimed Miss Stivergill, giving a nervous pull at her left glove, which produced a wide rent between the wrist and the thumb. I wonder why women marry!

Dont you think its a sort of  of  unavoidable necessity? suggested Miss Lillycrop, with a faint smile.

Not at all, my dear, not at all. I have avoided it. So have you. If I had my way, Id put a stop to marriage altogether, and bring this miserable world to an abrupt close.  But little Bones is no difficulty: well take her along with us.

But, dear Maria

Well, what further objections, Lilly?

Tottie has charge of a baby, and

What! one baby in charge of another?

Indeed it is too true; and, you know, you couldnt stand a baby.

Couldnt I? said Miss Stivergill sharply. How dyou know that? Let me see it.

Tottie being summoned with the baby, entered the room staggering with the rotund mountain of good-natured self-will entirely concealing her person, with exception of her feet and the pretty little coal-dusted arms with which she clasped it to her heaving breast.

Ha! I suppose little Bones is behind it, said Miss Stivergill. Set the baby down, child, and let me see you.

Tottie obeyed. The baby, true to his principles, refused to stand. He sat down and stared at those around him in jovial defiance.

What is your age, little Bones?

Just turned six, mm, replied Tottie, with a courtesy, which Miss Lillycrop had taught her with great pains.

Youre sixty-six, at the least, compared with male creatures of the same age, observed her interrogator.

Thank you, mm, replied Tottie, with another dip.

Have you a bonnet and shawl, little Bones?

Tottie, in a state of considerable surprise, replied that she had.

Go and put em on then, and get that thing also ready to go out.

Miss Stivergill pointed to the baby contemptuously, as it were, with her nose.

Hes a very good bybie  so the child pronounced it ony rather self-willed at times, mm, said Tottie, going through the athletic feat of lifting her charge.

Just so. True to your womans nature. Always ready to apologise for the male monster that tyrannises over you. I suppose, now, youd say that your drunken father was a good man?

Miss Stivergill repented of the speech instantly on seeing the tears start into Totties large eyes as she replied quickly Indeed I would, mm. Oh! youve no notion ow kind father is wen es not in liquor.

There, there. Of course he is. I didnt mean to say he wasnt, little Bones. Its a curious fact that many drun  , I mean people given to drink, are kind and amiable. Its a disease. Go now, and get your things on, and do you likewise, Lilly. My cab is at the door. Be quick.

In a few minutes the whole party descended to the street. Miss Stivergill locked the door with her own hand, and put the key in her pocket. As she turned round, Totties tawdry bonnet had fallen off in her efforts to raise the baby towards the outstretched hands of her mistress, while the cabman stood looking on with amiable interest.

Catching up the bonnet, Miss Stivergill placed it on the childs head, back to the front, twisted the strings round her head and face  anyhow  lifted her and her charge into the cab, and followed them.

Where to, maam? said the amiable cabman.

Charing Cross,  you idiot.

Yes, maam, replied the man, with a broad grin, touching his hat and bestowing a wink on a passing policeman as he mounted the box.

On their way to the station the good lady put out her head and shouted Stop!

The maligned man obeyed.

Stay here, Lilly, with the baby.  Jump out, little Bones. Come with me.

She took the childs bonnet off and flung it under the cab, then grasped Totties hand and led her into a shop.

A hat, demanded the lady of the shopwoman.

What kind of hat, maam?

Any kind, replied Miss Stivergill, suitable for this child  only see that its not a dolls hat. Let it fit her.

The shopwoman produced a head-dress, which Tottie afterwards described as a billycock at with a feather in it. The purchaser paid for it, thrust it firmly on the childs head, and returned to the cab.

A few minutes by rail conveyed them to a charmingly country-like suburb, with neat villas dotting the landscape, and a few picturesque old red brick cottages scattered about here and there.

Such a drive to such a scene, reader, may seem very commonplace to you, but what tongue can tell, or pen describe, what it was to Tottie Bones? That pretty little human flower had been born in the heart of London  in one of the dirtiest and most unsavoury parts of that heart. Being the child of a dissolute man and a hard-working woman, who could not afford to go out excursioning, she had never seen a green field in her life. She had never seen the Thames, or the Parks. There are many such unfortunates in the vast city. Of flowers  with the exception of cauliflowers  she knew nothing, save from what little she saw of them in broken pots in the dirty windows of her poor neighbourhood, and on the barrows and baskets of the people who hawked them about the city. There was a legend among the neighbours of Archangel Court that once upon a time  in some remote period of antiquity  a sunbeam had been in the habit of overtopping the forest of chimneys and penetrating the court below in the middle of each summer, but a large brick warehouse had been erected somewhere to the southward, and had effectually cut off the supply, so that sunshine was known to the very juvenile population only through the reflecting power of roofs and chimney-cans and gable windows. In regard to scents, it need scarcely be said that Tottie had had considerable experience of that class which it is impossible to term sweet.

Judge then, if you can, what must have been the feelings of this little town-sparrow when she suddenly rushed, at the rate of forty miles an hour, into the heavenly influences of fields and flowers, hedgerows, and trees, farm-yards and village spires, horse-ponds, country inns, sheep, cattle, hay-carts, piggeries, and poultry.

Her eyes, always large and liquid, became great crystal globes of astonishment, as, forgetful of herself, and almost of baby, she sat with parted lips and heaving breast, gazing in rapt ecstasy from the carriage window.

Miss Stivergill and Miss Lillycrop, being sympathetic souls, gazed with almost equal interest on the childs animated face.

She only wants wings and washing to make her an angel, whispered the former to the latter.

But if the sights she saw on the journey inflated Totties soul with joy, the glories of Rosebud Cottage almost exploded her. It was a marvellous cottage. Rosebushes surrounded it, ivy smothered it, leaving just enough of room for the windows to peep out, and a few of the old red bricks to show in harmony with the green. Creepers in great variety embraced it, and a picturesque clump of trees on a knoll behind sheltered it from the east wind. There was a farm-yard, which did not belong to itself, but was so close to it that a stranger could scarcely have told whether it formed part of the Rosebud domain or that of the neighbouring cottage. The day, too, was exceptionally fine. It was one of those still, calm, sunny, cloudless days, which induce healthy people sometimes to wish that earth might be their permanent home.

Oh, bybie! exclaimed Tottie Bones, when, having clambered to the top of the knoll, she sat down on a tree-root and gazed on the cottage and the farm-yard, where hens were scratching in the interest of active chickens, and cows were standing in blank felicity, and pigs were revelling in dirt and sunshine Oh, bybie! its eaven upon earth, aint it, darling?

The darling evidently agreed with her for once, for, lying on his back in the long grass, he seized two handfuls of wild-flowers, kicked up his fat legs, and laughed aloud.

Thats right, darling. Aint it fun? And such flowers too  oh! all for nothing, only got to pull em. Yes, roll away, darling, you cant dirty yourself ere. Come, I shall ave a roll too. With which remark Tottie plunged into the grass, seized the baby and tumbled him and herself about to such an extent that the billycock hat was much deteriorated and the feather damaged beyond recovery.

Inside The Rosebud the other two members of the party were also enjoying themselves, though not exactly in like manner. They revelled in tea and in the feast of reason.

Where, and when, and why did you find that child? asked Miss Stivergill.

Her friend related what she knew of Totties history.

Strange! remarked Miss Stivergill, but beyond that remark she gave no indication of the state of her mind.

It is indeed strange, returned her friend, but it is just another instance of the power of Gods Word to rescue and preserve souls, even in the most unfavourable circumstances. Totties mother is Christian, and all the energies of her vigorous nature are concentrated on two points  the training of her child in the fear of God, and the saving of her husband from drink. She is a woman of strong faith, and is quite convinced that her prayers will be answered, because, she says, He who has promised is faithful, but I fear much that she will not live to see it.

Why so? demanded the other sharply.

Because she has a bad affection of the lungs. If she were under more favourable circumstances she might recover.

Pooh! nonsense. People constantly recover from what is called bad affection of the lungs. Can nothing be done for her?

Nothing, replied Miss Lillycrop; she will not leave her husband or her home. If she dies

Well, what then?

Little Tottie must be rescued, you know, and I have set my heart on doing it.

Youll do nothing of the sort, said Miss Stivergill firmly.

Miss Lillycrop looked surprised.

No, you shant rescue her, continued the good lady, with still firmer emphasis; youve got all London at your feet, and theres plenty more where that one came from. Come, Lilly, you mustnt be greedy. You may have the baby if you like, but you must leave little Bones to me.

Miss Lillycrop was making feeble resistance to this proposal when the subject of dispute suddenly appeared at the door with glaring eyes and a horrified expression of face. Baby was in her arms as usual, and both he and his nurse were drenched, besides being covered from head to foot with mud.

It needed little explanation to tell that in crossing a ditch on a single plank Tottie had stumbled and gone headlong into the water with baby in her arms. Fortunately neither was hurt, though both had been terribly frightened.

Miss Stivergill was equal to the occasion. Ordering two tubs half-full of warm water into the back kitchen, she stripped the unfortunates and put them therein, to the intense joy of baby, whose delight in a warm bath was only equalled by his pleasure in doing mischief. At first Miss Stivergill thought of burning the childrens garments, and fitting them out afresh, but on the suggestion of her friend that their appearing at home with new clothes might create suspicion, and cause unpleasant inquiries, she refrained. When thoroughly cleaned, Tottie and baby were wrapped up in shawls and set down to a hearty tea in the parlour.

While this was being devoured, the two friends conversed of many things. Among others, Miss Stivergill touched on the subject of her progenitors, and made some confidential references to her mother, which her friend received with becoming sympathy.

Yes, my dear, said Miss Stivergill, in a tone of unwonted tenderness. I dont mind telling you all about her, for youre a good soul, with a feeling heart. Her loss was a terrible loss to me, though it was great gain to her. Before her death we were separated for a time  only a short time,  but it proved to be a blessed separation, for the letters she wrote me sparkled with love and wit and playfulness, as though they had been set with pearls and rubies and diamonds. I shall show you my treasures before going to bed. I keep them in that box on the sideboard, to be always handy. It is not large, but its contents are more precious to me than thousands of gold and silver.

She paused; and then, observing that Tottie was staring at her, she advised her to make the most of her opportunity, and eat as much as possible.

If you please, mm, I cant eat any more, said Tottie.

Cant eat more, child?  try, urged the hospitable lady.

Tottie heaved a deep sigh and said that she couldnt eat another morsel if she were to try ever so much. As baby appeared to be in the same happy condition, and could with difficulty keep his eyes open, both children were sent to bed under the care of a maid, and Miss Stivergill, taking down her treasure-box, proceeded to read part of its contents to her bosom friend.

Little did good Miss Stivergill imagine that she had dug a mine that night under Rosebud Cottage, and that the match which was destined to light it was none other than her innocent protégée, little Bones.

Throwing herself into the receptive arms of her mother, two days after the events just described, Tottie poured the delight and amazement of her surcharged spirit into sympathetic ears. Unfortunately her glowing descriptions also reached unsympathetic ears. Mrs Bones had happily recovered her husband, and brought him home, where he lay in his familiar corner, resting from his labours of iniquity. The unsympathetic ears belonged to Mr Abel Bones.

When Tottie, however, in her discursive wandering began to talk of pearls, and rubies, and diamonds, and treasures worth thousands of gold and silver, in a box on the sideboard, the ears became suddenly sympathetic, and Mr Bones raised himself on one elbow.

Hush! darling, said Mrs Bones, glancing uneasily at the dark corner.

Mr Bones knew well that if his wife should caution Tottie not to tell him anything about Rosebud Cottage, he would be unable to get a word out of her. He therefore rose suddenly, staggered towards the child, and seized her hand.

Come, Tot, you and I shall go out for a walk.

Oh, Abel, dont. Dear Abel

But dear Abel was gone, and his wife, clasping her hands, looked helplessly and hopelessly round the room. Then a gleam of light seemed to come into her eyes. She looked up and went down on her knees.

Meanwhile Abel went into a public-house, and, calling for a pint of beer, bade his child drink, but Tottie declined. He swore with an oath that hed compel her to drink, but suddenly changed his mind and drank it himself.

Now, Tot, tell father all about your visit to Miss Stivergill. Shes very rich  eh?

Oh! awfully, replied Tottie, who felt an irresistible drawing to her father when he condescended to speak to her in kindly tones.

Keeps a carriage  eh?

No, nor a oss  not even a pony, returned the child.

An no man-servant about the house?

No  not as I seed.

Not even a gardener, now?

No, only women  two of em, and very nice they was too. One fat and short, the other tall and thin. I liked the fat one best.

Ha! blessins on em both, said Mr Bones, with a bland smile. Come now, Tot, tell me all about the cottage  inside first, the rooms and winders, an specially the box of treasure. Then well come to the garden, an so well get out by degrees to the fields and flowers. Go ahead, Tot.

It need scarcely be said that Abel Bones soon possessed himself of all the information he required, after which he sent Tottie home to her mother, and went his way.




Chapter Thirteen.

Miss Lillycrop Gets a Series of Surprises.

What a world this is for plots! And there is no escaping them. If we are not the originators of them, we are the victims  more or less. If we dont originate them designedly we do so accidentally.

We have seen how Abel Bones set himself deliberately to hatch one plot. Let us now turn to old Fred Blurt, and see how that invalid, with the help of his brother Enoch, unwittingly sowed the seeds of another.

Dear Enoch, said Fred one day, turning on his pillow, I should have died but for you.

And Miss Lillycrop, Fred. Dont be ungrateful. If Miss Lillycrop had not come to my assistance, its little I could have done for you.

Well, yes, I ought to have mentioned her in the same breath with yourself, Enoch, for she has been kind  very kind and patient. Now, I want to know if that snake has come.

Are you sure youve recovered enough to attend to business? asked the brother.

Yes, quite sure. Besides, a snake is not business  it is pleasure. I mean to send it to my old friend Balls, who has been long anxious to get a specimen. I had asked a friend long ago to procure one for me, and now that it has come I want you to pack it to go by post.

By post! echoed the brother.

Yes, why not?

Because I fear that live snakes are prohibited articles.

Get the Post-Office Directory and see for yourself, said the invalid.

The enormous volume, full six inches thick, which records the abodes and places of business of all noteworthy Londoners, was fetched.

Nothing about snakes here, said Enoch, running his eye over the paragraph referring to the articles in question,Glass bottles, leeches, game, fish, (but that refers to dead ones, I suppose) flesh, fruit, vegetables, or other perishable substances (a snake aint perishable, at least not during a brief post-journey) nor any bladder or other vessel containing liquid, (ha! that touches him: a snake contains blood, dont it?) or anything whatsoever which might by pressure or otherwise be rendered injurious to the contents of the mail-bags or to the officers of the Post-Office.  Well, brother, continued Enoch, Im not quite sure that it comes within the forbidden degrees, so well give it the benefit of the doubt and pack it. How dyou propose doing it up? In a letter?

No, I had a box made for it before I was taken ill. Youll find it in the shop, on the upper shelf, beside the northern diver.

The little box was brought, and the snake, which had been temporarily consigned to an empty glass aquarium, was put into it.

Youre sure he dont bite, Fred, and isnt poisonous?

Quite sure.

Then here goes  whew! what a lively fellow he is!

This was indeed true. The animal, upwards of a yard in length, somewhat resembled the eel in his efforts to elude the grasp of man, but Mr Blurt fixed him, coiled him firmly down on his bed of straw and wadding, pressed a similar bed on the top of him to keep him quiet, and shut the lid.

There; Ive got him in all right. Now for the screws. He cant move easily, and even if he could he wouldnt make much noise.

The box was finally secured with a piece of string, a label with the address and the proper number of stamps was affixed, and then it was committed to the care of George Aspel to post, in time for the evening mail.

It was five minutes to six when Aspel ascended the steps of St. Martins-le-Grand. The usual rush was in progress. There was a considerable crowd in front of the letter-box. Instead of pushing through, George took advantage of his height, stretched his long arm over the heads of the people, and, with a good aim, pitched the box into the postal jaws.

For a few seconds he stood still, meditating a call on Phil Maylands. But he was not now as eager to meet his friend as he used to be. He had begun a course of dissipation, and, superior though he was in years, physique, and knowledge to his friend, he felt a new and uncomfortable sense of inferiority when in the presence of the straightforward, steady boy.

At seventeen a year adds much to the manhood of a youth. Phils powers of perception had been greatly quickened by his residence in London. Although he regarded Aspel with as warm affection as ever, he could not avoid seeing the change for the worse in him, and a new feeling of deep anxiety and profound but respectful pity filled his heart. He prayed for him also, but did not quite believe that his prayers would be heard, for as yet he did not fully realise or comprehend the grand truths of the religion in which his mother had faithfully trained him. He did not at that time understand, as he afterwards came to understand, that the prayer of faith  however weak and fluttering  is surely answered, whether we see the answer or not, and whether the answer be immediate or long delayed.

On one occasion, with feelings of timorous self-abasement, he ventured to remonstrate with his friend, but the effort was repelled. Possibly the thought of another reproof from Phil was the cause of Aspels decision not to look him up on the present occasion.

As he descended the steps, a man as tall and powerful as himself met him and stared him in the face. Aspel fired up at once and returned the stare. It was Abel Bones, on his way to post a letter. The glare intensified, and for a moment it seemed as if the two giants were about to fight. A small street boy, observing the pair, was transfixed with ardent hope, but he was doomed to disappointment. Bones had clenched his right hand. If he had advanced another inch the blood of the sea-kings would have declared for war on the spot, regardless of consequences. But Bones was too old a bird thus to come within reach of his great enemy, the law. Besides, a deeper though not immediate plan of revenge flashed into his mind. Relaxing the hand and frown simultaneously, he held out the former.

Come, he said, in a hearty tone, I dont bear you no ill-will for the crack on the nut you gave me, and youve surely no occasion to bear ill-will to a man you floored so neatly. Shake hands.

The familiarity, not to say insolence, of this proposal, from one so much beneath him, would probably have induced the youth to turn aside with scorn, but the flattering reference to his pugilistic powers from one who was no mean antagonist softened his feelings.

Well, Im sure that I bear you no ill-will, he said, with a smile, extending his hand.

Bah! chicken-livers, exclaimed the small boy, turning away in supreme contempt.

And I assure you, continued Aspel, I had no intention of doing you injury. But no doubt a stout fellow like you didnt let a knock-down blow interfere with his next days work.

His next days work! repeated Mr Bones, with a chuckle. It would be a queer blow as would interfere with my work. Why, guvnor, I haint got no work at all Here he put on a very lugubrious expression. Praps you wont believe it, sir, but I do assure you that I havent, in them hard times, had a full days work for ever so long. And I havent earned a rap this day, except the penny I got for postin this here letter.

George Aspel, besides being, as we have said, a kind-hearted man, was unusually ignorant of the ways of the world, especially the world of London. He believed Abel Bones at once, and spoke in quite a softened, friendly tone as he replied  

Im sorry to hear that, and would gladly help you if I could, but, to tell you the truth, Mr Bones, Im not in flourishing circumstances myself. Still, I may perhaps think of some way of helping you. Post your letter, and Ill walk with you while we talk over it.

The man ran up the steps, posted his letter, which had missed the mail  though he did not appear to care for that  and returned.

Although we have spoken of this man as a confirmed drunkard, it must not be supposed that he had reached the lowest state of degradation. Like George Aspel, he had descended from a higher level in the social scale. Of course, his language proved that he had never been in the rank of a gentleman, but in manners and appearance he was much above the unhappy outcasts amongst whom he dwelt. Moreover, he had scarcely reached middle life, and was, or had been, a handsome man, so that, when he chose to dress decently and put on a sanctimonious look (which he could do with much facility), he seemed quite a respectable personage.

Now, guvnor, Im at your sarvice, he said. This is my way. Is it yours?

Yes  any way will do, continued Aspel. Now let me hear about you. I owe you some sort of reparation for that blow. Have you dined?  will you eat?

Well, no; thank ee all the same, but Ive no objection to drink.

They chanced to be near a public-house as he spoke. It would be difficult in some thoroughfares of London to stop without chancing to be near a public-house!

They entered, and Aspel, resolving to treat the man handsomely, called for brandy and soda. It need scarcely be said that at that hour the brandy and soda was by no means the first of its kind that either of the men had imbibed that day. Over it they became extremely confidential and chatty. Mr Bones was a lively and sensible fellow. It was noticeable, too, that his language improved and his demeanour became more respectful as the acquaintance progressed. After a time they rose. Aspel paid for the brandy and soda, and they left the place in company.

Leaving them, we shall return to St. Martins-le-Grand, and follow the footsteps of no less a personage than Miss Lillycrop, for it so happened that that enthusiastic lady, having obtained permission to view the interior of the Post-Office, had fixed on that evening for her visit. But we must go back a little in time  to that period when the postal jaws were about to open for the reception of the evening mail.

Ever since Miss Lillycrops visit to the abode of Solomon Flint, she had felt an increasing desire to see the inside and the working of that mighty engine of State about which she had heard so much. A permit had been procured for her, and her cousin, May Maylands, being off duty at that hour, was able to accompany her.

They were handed over to the care of a polite and intelligent letter-sorter named Bright. The sorter seemed fully to appreciate and enter into Miss Lillycrops spirit of inquiry. He led her and May to the inside  the throat, as it were  of those postal jaws, the exterior aspect of which we have already described. On the way thither they had to pass through part of the great letter-sorting hall. It seemed to Miss Lillycrops excited imagination as if she had been suddenly plunged over head and ears into a very ocean of letters. From that moment onwards, during her two hours visit, she swam, as it were, among snowy billows of literature.

This is the receiving-box  the inside of it, said Mr Bright, as he led the way through a glass door into a species of closet or compartment about six feet by ten in dimension, or thereabouts, with a low roof.

This way ladies. Stand here on one side. They are just going to open it.

The visitors saw in front of them a recess, divided by a partition, in which were two large baskets. A few letters were falling into these as they entered. Glancing upwards, they saw a long slit, through which a number of curious human eyes peeped for a moment, and disappeared, to be replaced by other eyes. Little spurts of letters came intermittently through the slit and fell into the baskets. These, when full, were seized by two attendants, dragged away, and replaced by empty ones.

Suddenly the upper lip of the slit, or postal mouth, rose.

Oh, May, look! exclaimed Miss Lillycrop eagerly.

Not only the eyes but the heads and shoulders of the moving public now became visible to those inside, while the intermittent spurts became gradually a continuous shower of letters. The full significance of the old superscription, Haste, post haste, for thy life, now began to dawn on Miss Lillycrop. The hurry, mentioned elsewhere in our description of the outside view, increased as the minutes of grace flew by, and the visitors fairly laughed aloud when they saw the cataract of correspondence  the absolute waterfall, with, now and then, a bag or an entire bandboxful of letters, like a loosened boulder  that tumbled into the baskets below.

From this letter-fall Miss Lillycrop was led, speechless, by her cicerone, followed by May, to whom the scene was not quite new, and whose chief enjoyment of it consisted in observing her interested and excitable friends surprise.

Mr Bright led them back to the great sorting-room, where the energetic labour of hundreds of men and boys  facing, carrying, stamping, distributing, sorting, etcetera  was going on full swing. Everywhere there was rapid work, but no hurry; busy and varied action, but no confusion; a hum of mingled voice and footfall, but no unnecessary noise. It was a splendid example of the power of orderly and united action. To Miss Lillycrop it conveyed the idea of hopeless and irretrievable confusion!

Mounting a staircase, Mr Bright conducted the ladies to a gallery from which they had a birds-eye view of the entire hall. It was, in truth, a series of rooms, connected with the great central apartment by archways. Through these  extending away in far perspective, so that the busy workers in the distance became like miniature men  could be seen rows on rows of facing and sorting-tables, covered, heaped up, and almost hidden, by the snows of the evening mail. Here the chaos of letters, books, papers, etcetera, was being reduced to order  the whole under the superintendence of a watchful gentleman, on a raised platform in the centre, who took good care that England should not only expect, but also be assured, that every man and boy did his duty.

Miss Lillycrop glanced at the clock opposite. It was a quarter to seven.

Do you mean to tell me, she said, turning full on Mr Bright, and pointing downwards, that that ocean of letters will be gone, and these tables emptied by eight oclock?

Indeed I do, maam; and more than what you see there, for the district bags have not all come in yet. By eight oclock these tables will be as bare as the palm of my hand.

Mr Bright extended a large and manly palm by way of emphasising his remark.

Miss Lillycrop was too polite to say, Thats a lie! but she firmly, though mutely, declined to believe it.

Dyou observe the tables just below us, maam?

He pointed to what might have been six large board-room tables, surrounded by boys and men as close as they could stand. As, however, the tables in question were covered more than a foot deep with letters, Miss Lillycrop only saw their legs.

These are the facing-tables, continued Mr Bright. All that the men and lads round em have got to do with the letters there is to arrange them for the stampers, with their backs and stamps all turned one way. We call that facing the letters. They have also to pick out and pitch into baskets, as you see, all book-packets, parcels, and newspapers that may have been posted by mistake in the letter-box.

While the sorter went on expounding matters, one of the tables had begun to show its wooden surface as its faced letters were being rapidly removed, but just then a man with a bag on his shoulder came up, sent a fresh cataract of letters on the blank spot, and re-covered it. Presently a stream of men with bags on their backs came in.

These are the district mails, maam, explained Mr Bright; during the last half-hour and more they have been hurrying towards us from all quarters of London; the nearest being brought by men on foot, the more distant bags by vans. Some are still on their way; all will concentrate here at last, in time for sorting.

The contents of these bags as they came in were shot out, and the facing-tables  all of which had begun to show symptoms of the flood going down and dry land appearing  were flooded and reflooded again and again to a greater depth than before.

The mail will be late to-night, observed Miss Lillycrop, with an assured nod.

O no, maam, it wont, replied Bright, with an easy smile, and May laughed as they returned to the hall to inspect the work in detail.

Here, you see, we stamp the letters.

Mr Bright stopped in front of a long table, at which was standing a row of stampers, who passed letters under the stamps with amazing rapidity. Each man or youth grasped a stamp, which was connected with a machine on a sort of universal joint. It was a miniature printing-machine, with a little inking-roller, which was moved over the types each time by the mere process of stamping, so the stamper had only to pass the letters under the die with the one hand and stamp with the other as fast as he could. The rate varied, of course, considerably. Nervous and anxious stampers illustrated more or less the truth of the proverb, The more hurry the less speed, while quiet, steady hands made good progress. They stamped on the average from 100 to 150 letters in the minute, each man.

You see, maam, remarked Mr Bright, its the way all the world over: cool-headed men who know their powers always get on best. The stamping-machine is a great improvement on the old system, where you had to strike the inker first, and then the letter. It just doubled the action and the time. We have another ingeniously contrived stamp in the office. It might not occur to you that stamping parcels and other articles of irregular shape is rather difficult, owing to the stamper not striking flatly on them. To obviate this, one of our own men invented a stamp with an india-rubber neck, so that, no matter how irregular the surface of the article may be, the face of the stamp is forced flat upon it by one blow.

When stamped, continued Mr Bright, moving on, the letters are taken by boys, as you see, to the sorters. You observe that each sorter has a compartment or frame before him, with separate divisions in it for the great towns only, such as Manchester, Liverpool, Birmingham, Brighton, etcetera. Now, you know  here he stopped and assumed an impressive explanatory tone you couldnt expect any single man to sort the letters for every town and village in the kingdom  could you, maam?

Miss Lillycrop admitted that she could not indulge such an expectation, and further expressed her belief that any man who could must be little better than a lunatic.

But every man you see here, continued Mr Bright, has batch after batch of letters put before him, which may contain letters from anywhere to everywhere. So, you see, we subdivide the work. The sorters you are now looking at sort the letters for the large towns into separate sections, and all the rest into divisions representing the various parts of the country, such as northern, southern, etcetera. The letters are then collected by the boys you see going up and down the hall.

I dont see them, interrupted Miss Lillycrop.

There, thats a northern division boy who has just backed against you, maam.

The boy referred to turned, apologised, and gathering the letters for the northern division from the sorter at their elbow, moved on to gather more from others.

The division letters, continued Bright, are then conveyed to other sorters, who subdivide them into roads, and then the final sorting takes place for the various towns. We have a staff of about a thousand sorters, assistant sorters, and boy-sorters in this (Inland) office alone, who have been, or are being, carefully trained for the work. Some are smart, and some of course are slow. They are tested occasionally. When a sorter is tested he is given a pack of five hundred cards  dummies  to represent letters. A good man will sort these in thirteen or fifteen minutes. There are always sure to be a few mis-sorts, even in our well-regulated family  that is, letters sorted to the wrong sections or divisions. Forty mis-sorts in the five hundred is considered very bad work.

But what if a sorter does not happen to know the division to which any particular letter belongs? asked Miss Lillycrop.

He ought to know, replied her guide, because all the sorters have to undergo a strict examination once a year as to their knowledge of towns and villages throughout England.

Indeed! but, persisted Miss Lillycrop, what does he do with a letter if he chances to forget?

Why, he must get other sorters to help him.

And what happens if he finds a letter so badly addressed that he cannot read it?

Sends it to the blind division; we shall come to that presently, said Mr Bright. Meanwhile we shall visit the hospital I need scarcely explain to you that the hospital is the place to which wounded letters and packages are taken to be healed. Here it is.

The party now stood beside a table, at which several clerks  we might almost say surgeons  were at work, busy with sealing-wax and string.

The patients were a wondrous lot, and told eloquently of human carelessness. Here were found letters containing articles that no envelope of mere paper could be expected to hold  such as bunches of heavy keys, articles of jewellery, etcetera, which had already more than half escaped from their covers. There were also frail cardboard boxes, so squeezed and burst that their contents were protruding, and parcels containing worsted and articles of wearing apparel, which had been so carelessly put up as to have come undone in the mail-bags. All these things were being re-tied, re-folded, patched up here and there with sealing-wax, or put into new covers, by the postal surgeons, and done with as much care, too, as though the damage had been caused by the Post-Office rather than by carelessness in the public.

But among these invalided articles were a few whose condition accidentally revealed attempts to contravene the postal laws. One letter which had burst completely open revealed a pill-box inside, with Dinner Pills on the outside. On examination, the pills turned out to be two sixpences wrapped up in a scrap of paper, on which was written Thought you had no money to get a stamp with, so sent you some. It is contrary to regulations to send coin by post without registering the letter. The unfortunate receiver would have to pay eightpence, as a registration fee, for this shilling!

While the party was looking at the hospital work another case was discovered. A book-packet came open and revealed a letter inside. But still further, the letter was found to contain sixpence in silver, sent to defray postage when the book should be returned. Here was a double sin! No letter, or writing of the nature of a letter, is allowed to go by book post, and coin may not be sent unregistered. In this case the book would be forwarded at letter-rate, and the 8 pence registration fee would be charged for the coin  the whole amounting to 6 shillings, 6 pence.

If the public would only attend, observed Mr Bright, in commenting on these facts, to the regulations laid down for their guidance by the Post-Office  as detailed in our Directories and Postal Guides  such errors would seldom occur, for I believe that things of this sort are the result of ignorance rather than dishonesty.

Now, maam, he continued, we come to the blind officers.

There were several of those gentlemen, whose title, we presume, was satirically expressive of the extraordinary sharpness of their eyes and intellects. They were seated at a table, engaged in examining addresses so illegible, so crabbed, so incomplete, and so ineffably ridiculous, that no man of ordinary mental capacity could make head or tail of them. All the principal London and Provincial Directories, Guides, and Gazetteers were ranged in front of the blind officers, to assist them in their arduous labours, and by the aid of these, and their own extensive knowledge of men and places, they managed to dispose of letters for which a stranger would think it impossible to find owners.

What would you make of that address, now? said Mr Bright, presenting a letter to Miss Lillycrop for inspection.

It looks like Cop  Cup  no  it begins with a C at all events.  What think you of it, May? said the puzzled lady.

It seems to me something like Captain Troller of Rittler Bunch, said May, laughing. It is quite illegible.

Not quite, said one of the blind officers, with a smile. It is  Comptroller of the Returned Letter Branch. Some one making inquiries, no doubt, after a lost letter addressed as badly as this one.

Having looked at a few more of the letters that were then passing under examination, Mr Bright showed them a book in which were copied facsimiles of addresses which had passed through the post. Some of these were pictorial  embracing quaint devices and caricatures, most of them in ink, and some in colours, all of which had been traced by a gentleman in the office with great skill. One that struck May as being very original was the representation of an artist painting the portrait of the Queen. Her Majesty was depicted as sitting for her portrait, and the canvas on the easel before which the artist stood was made the exact size of the postage-stamp.

While the ladies were examining this book of literary curiosities, Mr Bright took occasion to comment with pardonable pride on the working of the Post-Office.

You see, maam, he said, we do our best for the public  though many of em have no idea of it. We dont send letters to the Returned Letter Branch till weve tried, as you see, to get the correct addresses, and until two separate letter-carriers have attempted to deliver them. After leaving the letter-carriers hands, the address of every undelivered letter, and the indorsement it bears, are carefully examined by a superior officer, who is held responsible for discovering any wrong treatment it may have undergone, and for having recourse to any further available means of finding the owner. It is considered better that the sender of a letter should know as soon as possible of its non-delivery, than that it should travel about with little prospect of its owner being found. We therefore send it to the Returned Branch without further delay, where it is carefully examined by a superior officer, to see that it has actually been presented as addressed, and that the reasons assigned for its non-delivery are sufficient. In doubtful cases the Directories and other books of reference in the branch are consulted, and should it be found that there has been any oversight or neglect, the letter is immediately re-issued. After all has been done that can be to deliver such letters, they are opened, and returned the same day to the senders. If valuables are enclosed, the address and contents are recorded in case of inquiry. When senders fail to give their addresses, sometimes these are discovered by bills of exchange, cheques, or money-orders, which happen to be enclosed. When addresses of senders can be discovered by information on the outside of covers, the letters are returned without passing through the Returned Letter Branch, and are not opened. When all efforts have failed, and the letters do not contain property, they are not preserved.

Do many letters come into the Returned Letter Offices in this way? asked Miss Lillycrop.

Ay; over the whole kingdom, including the letters sent direct to the senders last year, there were above four millions eight hundred thousand, and of these we managed to return nine-tenths to the writers, or re-issued them to corrected addresses.

Oh, indeed! said Miss Lillycrop, utterly bewildered.

A large proportion of the letters passing through this office, said Mr Bright, consists of circulars. An account of these was once taken, and the number was found to be nearly twenty millions a year, and of these circulars it was ascertained that

Stop! pray, sir, stop! exclaimed Miss Lillycrop, pressing her hand to her forehead; I am lost in admiration of your amazing memory, but I  I have no head for figures. Indeed, what I have already heard and seen in this place has produced such confusion in my poor brain that I cannot perceive any difference whatever between millions, billions, and trillions!

Well, come, we will continue our round, said Mr Bright, laughing.

Now, while all this was going on in the hall, there was a restive creature inside of a box which did not relish its confinement. This was Mr Fred Blurts snake.

That sagacious animal discovered that there was a knot in the side of his pine-wood box. Now, knots are sometimes loose. Whether the snake found this out, and wrought at the knot intentionally, or forced it out accidentally during its struggles, we cannot tell, but certain it is that it got it out somehow, made its escape, and glided away into the darkest corner it could find.

Meanwhile its box was treated after the manner of parcels, and put safely into one of the mail-bags.

As the mass of letters began to diminish in bulk the snake began to feel uncomfortably exposed. At the same time Miss Lillycrop, with that wicked delight in evil prophecy which is peculiar to mankind, began to feel comfortably exultant.

You see I was right! she said to her guide, glancing at the clock, which now indicated ten minutes to eight; the confusion is almost as great as ever.

We shall see, replied Mr Bright, quietly, as he led the way back to the gallery.

From this point it could be seen, even by unpractised eyes, that, although the confusion of letters all over the place was still considerable, there were huge gaps on the sorting-tables everywhere, while the facing-tables were of course empty. There was a push and energy also which had not prevailed at first. Men seemed as though they really were in considerable haste. Letters were being bundled up and tied with string and thrust into bags, and the bags sealed with a degree of celerity that transfixed Miss Lillycrop and silenced her. A few minutes more and the tables were cleared. Another minute, and the bags were being carried out. Thirty red vans outside gaped to receive them. Eight oclock struck, whips cracked, wheels rattled, the eight oclock mail was gone, and there was not a single letter left in the great sorting-room of St. Martins-le-Grand!

I was right, you see, said Mr Bright.

You were right, responded Miss Lillycrop.

They descended and crossed the now unencumbered floor. The snake took it into its mottled head at that moment to do the same. Miss Lillycrop saw it, shrieked, sprang to get out of its way, fell, and sprained her ankle!

There was a rush of sorters, letter-carriers, boy-sorters, and messengers; the snake was captured, and Miss Lillycrop was tenderly borne from the General Post-Office in a state of mental amazement and physical collapse.




Chapter Fourteen.

Formation of the Pegaway Literary Association and Other Matters.

Close to the residence of Solomon Flint there was a small outhouse or shed, which formed part of the letter-carriers domain, but was too small to be sub-let as a dwelling, and too inconveniently situated in a back court to be used as an apartment. It was therefore devoted to the reception of lumber. But Solomon, not being a rich man, did not possess much lumber. The shed was therefore comparatively empty.

When Philip Maylands came to reside with Solomon, he was allowed to use this shed as a workroom.

Phil was by nature a universal genius  a Jack-of-all-trades  and formed an exception to that rule about being master of none, which is asserted, though not proved, by the proverb, for he became master of more than one trade in the course of his career. Solomon owned a few tools, so that carpentry was naturally his first attempt, and he very soon became proficient in that. Then, having discovered an old clock among the lumber of the shed, he took to examining and cleaning its interior of an evening after his work at the Post-Office was done. As his mechanical powers developed, his genius for invention expanded, and soon he left the beaten tracks of knowledge and wandered into the less trodden regions of fancy.

In all this Phil had an admirer and sympathiser in his sister May; but Mays engagements, both in and out of the sphere of her telegraphic labours, were numerous, so that the boy would have had to pursue his labours in solitude if it had not been for his friend Peter Pax, whose admiration for him knew no bounds, and who, if he could, would have followed Phil like his shadow. As often as the little fellow could manage to do so, he visited his friend in the shed, which they named Pegaway Hall. There he sometimes assisted Phil, but more frequently held him in conversation, and commented in a free and easy way on his work,  for his admiration of Phil was not sufficient to restrain his innate insolence.

One evening Phil Maylands was seated at his table, busy with the works of an old watch. Little Pax sat on the table swinging his legs. He had brought a pipe with him, and would have smoked, but Phil sternly forbade it.

Its bad enough for men to fumigate their mouths, he said, with a smile on his lip and a frown in his eye, but when I see a thing like you trying to make yourself look manly by smoking, I cant help thinking of a monkey putting on the boots and helmet of a Guardsman. The boots and helmet look grand, no doubt, but that makes the monkey seem all the more ridiculous. Your pipe suggests manhood, Pax, but you look much more like a monkey than a man when its in your mouth.

How severe you are to-night, Phil! returned Pax, putting the pipe, however, in his pocket; where did you graduate, now  at Cambridge or Oxford? Because wen my eldest boy is big enough Id like to send im were hed acquire sitch an amazin flow of eloquence.

Phil continued to rub the works of the watch, but made no reply.

I say, Phil, observed the little fellow, after a thoughtful pause.

Well?

Dont it strike you, sometimes, that this is a queer sort of world?

Yes, Ive often thought that, and it has struck me, too, that you are one of the queerest fish in it.

Come, Phil, dont be cheeky. Im in a sedate frame of mind to-night, an want to have a talk in a philosophical sort o way of things in general.

Well, Pax, go ahead. I happen to have been reading a good deal about things in general of late, so perhaps between us we may grind something out of a talk.

Just so; thems my ideas precisely. Theres nothin, said Pax, thrusting both hands deeper into his trousers pockets, and swinging his legs more vigorously nothin like a free an easy chat for developin the mental powers. But I say, what a fellow you are for goin ahead! Seems to me that youre always either workin at queer contrivances or readin.

You forget, Pax, that I sometimes carry telegraphic messages.

Ha! true, then you and I are bound together by the cords of a common dooty  praps I should say an uncommon dooty, all things considered.

Among other things, returned Phil, I have found out by reading that there are two kinds of men in the world, the men who push and strive and strike out new ideas, and the men who jog along easy, on the let-be-for-let-be principle, and who grow very much like cabbages.

Youre right there, Phil  an yet cabbages aint bad vegetables in their way, remarked Pax, with a contemplative cast of his eyes to the ceiling.

Well, continued Phil gravely, I shouldnt like to be a cabbage.

Wich means, said the other, that youd rather be one o the fellows who push an strive an strike out noo ideas.

Phil admitted that such were his thoughts and aspirations.

Now, Pax, he said, laying down the tool with which he had been working, and looking earnestly into his little friends face, something has been simmering in my mind for a considerable time past.

Youd better let it out then, Phil, for fear it should bust you, suggested Pax.

Come, now, stop chaffing for a little and listen, because I want your help, said Phil.

There was something in Phils look and manner when he was in earnest which effectually quelled the levity of his little admirer. The appeal to him for aid, also, had a sedative effect. As Phil went on, Pax became quite as serious as himself. This power of Pax to suddenly discard levity, and become interested, was indeed one of the qualities which rendered him powerfully attractive to his friend.

The fact is, continued Phil, I have set my heart on forming a literary association among the telegraph-boys.

A what?

A literary association. That is, an association of those boys among us who want to read, and study: and discuss, and become knowing and wise.

The daring aspirations suggested by this proposition were too much for little Pax. He remained silent  open mouthed and eyed  while Phil went on quietly to expound his plans.

There is a capital library, as you know, at the Post-Office, which is free to all of us, though many of us make little use of it  mores the pity,  so that we dont require a library of our own, though we may come to that, too, some day, who knows? Sure it wouldnt be the first time that great things had come out of small beginnings, if all I have read be true. But its not only books we would be after. What we want, Pax, is to be organised  made a body of. When weve got that done we shall soon put soul into the body,  what with debates, an readings, an lectures, an maybe a soirée now and then, with music and speeches, to say nothing of tea an cakes.

As Phil Maylands warmed with his subject his friend became excited. He ceased to chaff and raise objections, and finally began to see the matter through Phils rose-coloured glasses.

Capital, he exclaimed heartily. Itll do, Phil. Itll work  like everything else you put your hand to. But  here his chubby little visage elongated how about funds? Nothin in this world gets along without funds; an then weve no place to meet in.

We must content ourselves with funds of humour to begin with, returned Phil, resuming his work on the watch. As for a meeting-room, wouldnt this do? Pegaway Hall is not a bad place, and quite enough room in it when the lumbers cleared out o the way. Then, as to members, we would only admit those who showed a strong desire to join us.

Just so  who showed literary tastes, like you an me, suggested Pax.

Exactly so, said Phil, for, you see, I dont want to have our society flourished about in the eyes of people as a public Post-Office affair. We must make it private and very select.

Yes, uncommon select, echoed Pax.

It would never do, you know, continued the other, to let in every shallow young snipe that wanted to have a lark, and make game of the affair. We will make our rules very stringent.

Of course, murmured Pax, with a solemn look, tremendously stringent. For first offences of any kind  a sousin with dirty water. For second offences  a woppin and a fine. For third  dismissal, with ears and noses chopped off, or such other mutilation as a committee of the house may invent. But, Phil, who dyee think would be suitable men to make members of?

Well, let me see, said Phil, again laying down his tools, and looking at the floor with a thoughtful air, theres Long Poker, hes a long-legged, good-hearted fellow  fond o the newspapers.

Yes, put in Pax, Pokerll do for one. Hed be a capital member. Long and thin as a literary cracter ought to be, and pliable too. We could make amost anything of him, except a fire-screen or a tablecloth. Then theres Big Jack  hes got strong sedate habits.

Too fond of punning, objected Phil.

A little punishment in the mutilation way would stop that, said Pax.

And theres Jim Brown, rejoined Phil. Hes a steady, enthusiastic fellow; and little Grigs, hes about as impudent as yourself, Pax. Strange, isnt it, that its chiefly little fellows who are impudent?

Wouldnt it be strange if it were otherwise? retorted Pax, with an injured look. As we cant knock people down with our fists, arent we justified in knockin em down with our tongues?

Then, continued Phil, theres George Granger and Macnab

Ah! aint he the boy for argufyin too? interrupted Pax, and hell meet his match in Sandy Tod. And theres Tom Blunter

And Jim Scroggins

An Limp Letherby

An Fat Collins

An Bobby Sprat. Oh! exclaimed Pax, with a glowing countenance, weve got lots o first-rate men among the message-boys, though there are some uncommon bad uns. But well have none except true-blues in our literary association.

The society thus planned was soon called into being, for Philip Maylands was one of those determined characters who carry their plans into execution with vigour and despatch. His first move was to seek counsel of Mr Sterling, a city missionary  the same who had directed George Aspel to the abode of Abel Bones on the night of that youths visit to Archangel Court,  with whom he had become acquainted on one of his visits to Miss Lillycrop. That good lady was a staunch ally and able assistant of many city missionaries, and did much service in the way of bringing them into acquaintance with people who she thought might be helpful to them, or get help from them. A mutual liking had sprung up between Mr Antony Sterling and Phil on that occasion, which had ripened into friendship.

Youll help us at our first meeting, wont you? asked Phil, after they had talked the matter over.

Yes, if you wish it, replied Mr Sterling. But I wont come at the beginning. Ill drop in towards the close, and wont say much. Youd best begin the work by yourselves. Ill come to your aid whenever you seem to require it. But have a care how you start, Phil. Whatever the other members may do, remember that you, as the originator of the association, are bound to lay the foundations with the blessing of God.

Phil did not neglect this all-important point, and, having obtained permission from Solomon Flint to use the shed, the society was soon auspiciously commenced with a lively debate, in Pegaway Hall, as to the best method of conducting its own affairs. On this occasion Philip Maylands proved himself to be an able organiser. Long Poker showed that he had not dabbled in newspapers without fishing up and retaining a vast amount of miscellaneous knowledge. Jim Brown roused the meeting to a pitch of enthusiasm almost equal to his own. Little Grigs made stinging remarks all round, and chaffed little Pax with evident delight. Macnab disputed with everybody. Sandy Tod argued and objected more or less to everything, while Tom Blunter, Jim Scroggins, Limp Letherby, Fat Collins, and Bobby Sprat, lent more or less effectual fire to the debate. Big Jack did not speak much. He preferred, as he said, to form a large audience, but, if he might be permitted to offer an opinion, would suggest that less talk and more action might facilitate the despatch of business, and that they ought to try to emulate the House of Commons by allowing a little common sense to mingle with their discussions.

As for Peter Pax, he assumed the rôle of peacemaker-general. When the debaters seemed to be getting too warm, he rose to order; and, in a calm dignified manner, commented on the conduct of the disputants with such ineffable insolence as to draw down their wrath on his devoted head  to the great delight of the other members. Thus he threw oil on the troubled waters, and, generally, kept the meeting lively.

Finally, the laws of the Pegaway Literary Association were fixed, the plan of meetings was arranged, and the whole thing fairly started.

The society worked well for a time, but after the various members had done their best, as Pax said, to keep the pot boiling, it was felt and suggested that they should seek a little aid from without. A reading or a lecture was proposed, seconded, and carried. Then came the question who should be asked to read or lecture. Macnab proposed that their chairman should endeavour to procure a lecturer, and report to next meeting. Sandy Tod objected, and proposed a committee to consider the subject. Phil Maylands said he had anticipated the demand, and had already secured the promise of a lecturer  if the members chose to accept him.

Name! name! cried several voices.

Our excellent landlord, Solomon Flint, said Phil. You all know his admirable powers of memory, and his profound knowledge of men and things (At least if you dont, you ought to, from Pax), and you may be sure hell give us something good.

And proverbial, added little Grigs.

Ay, Flint will certainly strike fire out of whatever he tackles, said Big Jack.

(Order! from Pax.)

When is he to give it? asked one.

Wont fix the time just yet, said Phil.

Whats his subject? asked another.

Cant say; not yet decided.

With this uncertainty as to time and subject the association was obliged to rest content, and thereafter the meeting was dissolved.

We are grieved to be obliged to state that the society thus hopefully commenced came to a premature close at an early period of its career, owing to circumstances over which its members had no control.

Some time before that sad event occurred, however, Solomon Flint delivered his discourse, and as some of the events of that memorable evening had special bearing on the issues of our tale, we shall recur to it in a succeeding chapter.




Chapter Fifteen.

George Aspel Receives Various Visitors at the Ornithological Shop, and is Called to Vigorous Action.

As long as a man retains a scrap of self-respect, and struggles, from any motive whatever, against his evil tendencies, his journey to destruction is comparatively slow; but when once he gives way to despair, assumes that he has tried his best in vain, and throws the reins on the neck of his passions, his descent into the dark abyss is terribly rapid.

For a time George Aspel was buoyed up by hope. He hoped that May Maylands might yet come to regard him with favour, though she studiously avoided giving him ground for such hope. He also continued, though faintly, to hope that Sir James Clubley might still think of fulfilling his promises, and, in pursuance of that hope, frequently inquired whether any letters had been left for him at the hotel where he first put up on arriving in London. But, when both of these hopes forsook him, and he found himself in what he deemed the ridiculous position of shopman to a bird-stuffer, without an influential friend in the great city, or the slightest prospect of improving his condition, he gave way to despair.

Before quite giving way, however, he made several attempts to obtain work more suited to his tastes and acquirements, in which efforts he was heartily seconded by Mr Enoch Blurt; but Enoch was about as unknown in London as himself, so that their united efforts failed.

In these circumstances the ambitious youth began to regard himself as a martyr to misfortune, and resolved to enjoy himself as he best might. With a view to this he spent his evenings in places of amusement, with companions whose example and influence helped to drag him down and increase his tendency to drink.

This tendency was in part hereditary. His father had been a confirmed drinker. Although well aware of this, he did not believe in his own fallibility. Few young men of his stamp do. Other men might give way to it, but there was no fear of him. He admitted that he could, and sometimes did, take a stiff glass of grog  but what then? It did him no harm. He was not a slave to it. He could give it up and do without it if he chose  although, it is to be remarked, he had never made the trial, and only assumed this power. To be rather screwed now and then was, he admitted, somewhat discreditable; but he wasnt worse than many others, and it didnt occur often. Thus he reasoned, half-justifying himself in a thoroughly selfish, sinful course; growling at his bad luck, and charging the guilt of his sin, which he said he couldnt help, on Fate  in other words, on God.

It never occurred to George Aspel that the true way to get out of his troubles was to commit his way to his Maker; to accept the position assigned him; to do the work of a faithful servant therein; to get connected with good society through the medium of churches and young mens Christian associations, and to spend a few years in establishing a character for trustworthiness, capacity, vigour, and intelligence, which would secure his advancement in life. At least, if such thoughts did occur to him, he refused to entertain them, and resolved to fling care to the dogs and defy fortune.

Of course, it soon became apparent to his employer that there was a great change for the worse in the youth, whom he not only admired for his frank bearing and strapping appearance, but loved as his deliverer from death. Delicacy of feeling, however, prevented Mr Blurt from alluding to dissipations at which he could only guess.

Poverty and distress bring about strange companionships. When Aspel first arrived in London he would have scouted the idea of his having anything whatever to do with such a man as Abel Bones, but he had not proceeded far in his downward course when that disreputable character became, if not a companion, at least an acquaintance.

This state of things was brought about primarily by the patronage which Aspel had extended to the poor worthless fellow whom he had so unceremoniously knocked down. But the poor worthless fellow, although born in a lower rank of life, was quite equal to him in natural mental power, and much superior in cunning and villainy. Mr Bones had also a bold, reckless air and nature, which were attractive to this descendant of the sea-kings. Moreover, he possessed a power of mingling flattery with humbug in a way that made his victim fall rather easily into his toils.

Revenge, as we have said, lay at the bottom of Abel Bones desire to become better acquainted with Aspel, but profit soon took the place of revenge. Mr Bones earned his livelihood chiefly by appropriating what belonged to other people. He was not particular as to what he took, or how he took it, but on the whole preferred easy work (like most people) and large profit. Being a man of bold, ambitious views, he had often thought of forgery, but a neglected education stood in the way of that. Being also a man of resource, he did not doubt that this, like many other difficulties, would ere long succumb to his perseverance. While in this frame of mind it occurred to him that he might make a tool of his new acquaintance and would-be patron. At the same time he had penetration enough to perceive that his intended tool was a dangerous instrument, highly-tempered and sharp-set, with a will of its own, not yet quite demoralised, and not by any means to be played with.

It might be tedious to trace the steps and winding ways by which Abel Bones led his victim from one piece of impropriety to another  always concealing his real character, and playing the rôle of an unfortunate man, willing to work, but unable to find employment  until he almost had him in his toils.

Its of no use your dancing attendance on me any longer, Bones, said Aspel one day, as the former appeared at the door of the ornithological shop. I have all the will to help you, but I have not the power. My friends have failed me, and I can do no more than keep my own soul in my body. You must look to some one else with more influence than I possess.

Thats a bad job, sir, returned Bones, with a downcast look. Ive bin down at the docks all day, an earned only enough to get a plate of bacon and beans. Surely theres somethin wrong when a cove thats willin to work must starve; and theres my wife and child starvin too. Seems to me that a cove is justified in stealin in the circumstances.

He cast a sidelong glance at Aspel. It was the first time he had ventured to suggest dishonest intentions. If they should be taken ill, he could turn it off as a jest; if taken well, he could proceed.

Im very sorry for you, Bones, said Aspel, not noticing the hint, very sorry, but what can I do? I have not a copper left beyond what I absolutely require.

Well, sir, I know that you can do nothing, but now that my wife and child are actually starvin, I really dont see the sin of helpin myself to a loaf at the nearest bakers, and giving him leg-bail for it.

Nothing justifies stealing, said Aspel.

Dee think not, sir? said Bones. If you saw your wife now, supposin you had one, at the pint of death with hunger, an you saw a loaf lyin as didnt belong to you, would you let her die?

Aspel thought of May Maylands.

I dont know, he replied, what I should do. All that I say is, that stealing is unjustifiable.

The argument was stopped at this point by the entrance of a small telegraph message-boy.

Bones was startled by his sudden entrance.

Well, good-night, sir, well talk that matter over some other time, he said quickly, pulling his wideawake well over his face as he went out, and giving the message-boy a prolonged stare.

The boy paid no regard to him, but, turning to Aspel, introduced himself as Peter Pax.

What! the comrade-in-arms of my friend Phil Maylands? asked Aspel.

The same, at your service, replied the small messenger; an if you are the friend he talks to me so much about, as goes by the name of George Aspel, an is descended in a direct line from the old sea-kings, Im proud to make your acquaintance.

Aspel laughed at the consummate self-possession of the boy, and shaking hands with him heartily as a comrade of their common friend Phil, bade him take a seat, which he immediately did on the counter.

Youre surrounded by pleasant company here, observed Pax, gazing intently at the pelican of the wilderness.

Well, yes; but its rather silent company, said Aspel.

Did that fellow, now, continued Pax, pointing to the owl, die of surprise?

Perhaps he did, but I wasnt present at his death, returned the other.

Well, now, I do like this sort o thing.

Little Pax said this with such genuine feeling, and looked round him with such obvious interest, that Aspel, with some surprise, asked him why he liked it.

Why? because from my earliest years I always was fond of animals. No matter what sort they wos, I liked em all  birds an beasts an fishes, flyers and creepers, an squeakers and flutterers, said the boy, clasping both hands over one knee, and rocking himself to and fro on the counter, while he gazed into the owls face with the air of one whose mind is rambling far away into the remote past.

Once on a time, he continued, sadly, I dwelt in the country. I was born in the country. Im a sort o country gentleman by nature, so to speak, and would have bin revellin in the country to this day if a perwerse fate hadnt driven me into the town  a very perwerse fate indeed.

Indeed? said Aspel, unable to restrain a laugh at his visitors old-fashioned ways, what sort of fate was it?

A perwerse one, didnt I tell you?

Yes, but wherein consisted its perversity? How did it act, you know?

Ah, its perwersity consisted in drivin me into town in a market-cart, said Pax. You must know that my perwerse fate was a uncle. He was a big brute. I dont mean to speak of im disrespectfully. I merely give im his proper name. He was a market-gardener and kept cows  also a pump. He had a wife and child  a little girl. Ah! a sweet child it was.

Indeed, said Aspel, as the boy relapsed into a silent contemplative gaze at the pelican.

Yes, resumed Pax, with a sigh, it was a child, that was. Her name was Mariar, but we called er Merry. Her fathers name  the Brutes, you know  was Blackadder, and a blacker adder dont wriggle its slimy way through filthy slums nowhere  supposin him to be yet unscragged, for he was uncommon hard on his wife  thats my Aunt Georgie. Her name was Georgianna. I wonder how it is that people never give people their right names! Well, Mr Aspel, you must know I was nuss to baby. An amytoor nuss I was  got no pay for it, but a considerable allowance o kicks from the Brute, who wasnt fond o me, as Id done im a mortal injury, somehow, by being his defunct brothers orphan child. You understand?

George Aspel having professed a thorough comprehension of these family relationships, little Pax went on.

Well then, bein nuss to Merry, I used to take er out long walks in the fields among the flowers, an I was used to catch butterflies and beetles for er, an brought em home an stuck pins through em an made clections; an oh, I did like to scuttle about the green lanes an chase the cows, an roll on the grass in the sunshine with Merry, an tear an bust my trousers, for wich I got spanked by the Brute, but didnt care a rap, because that brought me double allowance o coddlin from Aunt Georgie. One day the Brute drove me into town in the market-cart; set me down in the middle of a street, and drove away, an I havent seen him, nor Aunt Georgie, nor Merry from that day to this.

Dear me! exclaimed George Aspel, rather shocked at this sudden and unexpected termination of the narrative; do you mean to say

It strikes me, interrupted Pax, looking pointedly at the door, that youve got another visitor.

Aspel turned and saw the dishevelled curls and pretty face of Tottie Bones in the doorway.

Please, sir, she said, entering, I didnt like to interrupt you, but Miss Lillycrop sent me to say that there was a strange smell of singein in the ouse, an would Mr Aspel be so kind as to come and try to find out where it was, as she didnt understand such things.

Smell of singeing, child! exclaimed Aspel, rising at once and putting on his coat and hat. Did you search for the cause, especially about your kitchen fireplace?

O yes, sir, exclaimed Tottie, an we couldnt see no cause at all  only the flue seemed to be otter than usual. We looked all over the ouse too, but couldnt see nothink  but we could feel a most drefful smell.

Desiring Mrs Murridge to call Mr Blurt to attend to the shop, George Aspel hurried out.

Dont try to keep up with us, said Aspel to Tottie; I must run. It may be fire!

Oh! please, sir, dont leave me behind, pleaded the child.

All right  we wont; kitch hold of my hand; give the other to Mr Aspel, said Peter Pax.

Holding on to her two friends, Tottie was swept along the streets at a rate which she had never before experienced  at least not as a foot-passenger,  and in a few minutes they were in Miss Lillycrops dwelling.

That excellent lady was in a state of dreadful perturbation, as well she might be, for the house was filled with a thin smoke of very peculiar odour.

Few persons except the initiated are fully alive to the immense importance of checking fire at its commencement. The smoke, although not dense enough to attract the attention of people outside, was sufficiently so to make those inside commence an anxious search, when they should have sent at once for the fire-engine.

Three families occupied the tenement. Miss Lillycrops portion was at the top. A dealer in oils and stores of a miscellaneous and unsavoury kind occupied the basement.

George Aspel at once suspected and made for this point, followed by Miss Lillycrop, who bade Tottie remain in her kitchen, with the intention of keeping her at once out of danger and out of the way.

Theres certainly fire somewhere, Pax; run, call the engines out, said Aspel, descending three steps at a time.

Pax took the last six steps at a bound, and rushed along the street, overturning in his flight two boys bigger than himself, and a wheelbarrow.

The owner of the cellars was absent and his door locked. Where was the key? No one knew, but George Aspel knew of a key that had done some service in times past. He retreated a few steps, and, rushing at the door with all his weight and momentum, dashed it in with a tremendous crash, and went headlong into the cellar, from out of which came belching flames and smoke. Re-issuing instantly therefrom with singed hair and glaring eyes, he found Miss Lillycrop lying on her back in a faint, where the fire and smoke had floored her. To gather her up and dash into the street was the work of a moment. Scarcely less rapid was the rush of the fire, which, having been richly fed and long pent up in the cellar, now dashed up the staircases like a giant refreshed.

Meanwhile little Pax ran headlong into a policeman, and was collared and throttled.

Now then, young un!

Fire! station! gasped Pax.

All right, this way  just round the corner, said the man in blue, releasing his captive, and running along with him; but the man in blue was stout, middle-aged, and heavy. Pax outran him, saw the red lamp, found the fire-station door open, and leaped through with a yell of Fire! that nearly split his little lungs.

The personification of calmness in the form of a fireman rose and demanded Where?

Before Pax could gasp the address, two other personifications of calmness, who had been snoring on trestle-beds, dressed and booted, when he entered, now moved swiftly out, axed and helmeted. There was a clattering of hoofs outside. The double doors flew open, and the red engine rolled out almost of its own accord. More brass helmets were seen flashing outside.

Are you sure of the address, youngster? asked one of the imperturbable firemen, settling his chinstrap more comfortably.

Are you sure o your own grandmother? said Pax.

Youre cheeky, replied the man, with a smile.

You make haste, retorted Pax; three minutes allowed to get under weigh. Two and a half gone already. Two-and-six fine if late, besides a

The whip cracked, and Pax, leaping forward, seized the side of the engine. Six brass helmets bounded into the air, and their owners settled on their seats, as the horses made that momentary pause and semi-rear which often precedes a dashing start. The man whom he had been insulting held out a hand; Pax seized it, and was next moment in a terrestrial heaven, while calmness personified sauntered into the back office to make a note of the circumstance, and resume his pipe.

Oh! it was a brief but maddening ride. To experience such a magnificent rush seemed to Pax worth living for. It was not more than half-a-mile; but in that brief space there were three corners to turn like zigzag lightning, which they did chiefly on the two near wheels, and there were carts, vans, cabs, drays, apple-stalls, children, dogs, and cats innumerable. To have run over or upset these would have been small gratification to the comparatively tender spirit of Pax, but to shave them; to graze the apple-stalls; to just scrape a lamp-post with your heart in your mouth; to hear the tremendous roar of the firemen; to see the abject terror of some people, the excitement of others, the obedient skedaddling of all, while the sparks from the pump-boiler trailed behind, and the two bulls-eyes glared ahead, so that the engine resembled some awful monster rushing through thick and thin, and waving in triumph its fiery tail  ah! words are but feeble exponents of thought: it was excruciating ecstasy! To have been born for this one burst, and died, would have been better than never to have been born at all,  in the estimation of the enthusiastic Peter Pax!

A few minutes after George Aspel had borne the fainting Miss Lillycrop from the house the engine arrived. Some of the men swarmed into the house, and dived to the basement, as if fire and smoke were their natural food. Others got the engine to work in a few seconds, but already the flames had rushed into the lower rooms and passages and licked away the windows. The thick stream of water had just begun to descend on the fire, when another engine came rattling to the field, and its brazen-headed warriors leaped down to join the battle.

Oh! groaned Miss Lillycrop at that moment, recovering in Aspels arms. Oh! Tottie  To-o-o-o-ties in the kitchen!

Little Pax heard and understood. In one moment he bounded through the blazing doorway and up the smoking stair.

Just then the fire-escape came into view, towering up against the black sky.

Hold her, some one! cried Aspel, dropping his poor burden into the ready arms of a policeman.

The boys lost! he exclaimed, leaping after Pax.

Aspel was a practised diver. Many a time had he tried his powers under the Atlantic waves on the west of Ireland. He drew one long breath, and was in the attic kitchen before it was expended. Here he found little Pax and Tottie on the floor. The former had fallen, suffocated, in the act of hauling the latter along by the hair of the head. Aspel did not see them. He stumbled over them, grasped both in his strong arms, and bore them to the staircase. It was by that time a roaring furnace. His power of retaining breath was exhausted. In desperation he turned sharp to the right, and dashed in Miss Lillycrops drawing-room door, just as the fire-escape performed the same feat on one of the windows. The gush of air drove back the smoke for one moment. Gasping and reeling to the window, Aspel hurled the children into the bag of the escape. He retained sufficient power to plunge in head first after them and ram them down its throat. All three arrived at the bottom in a state of insensibility.

In this state they were borne to a neighbouring house, and soon restored to consciousness.

The firemen battled there during the greater part of that night, and finally gained the victory; but, before this happy consummation was attained, poor Miss Lillycrops home was gutted and her little property reduced to ashes.

In these circumstances she and her little maid found a friend in need in Miss Stivergill, and an asylum in Rosebud Cottage.




Chapter Sixteen.

Begins with Juvenile Flirtation, and Ends with Canine Cremation.

The disreputable nature of the wind which blows good to nobody has been so frequently referred to and commented on by writers in general that it merits only passing notice here. The particular breeze which fanned the flames that consumed the property that belonged to Miss Lillycrop, and drove that lady to a charming retreat in the country thereby rescuing her from a trying existence in town, also blew small Peter Pax in the same direction.

Boy, said Miss Stivergill in stern tones, on the occasion of her first visit to the hospital in which Pax was laid up for a short time after his adventure, youre a good boy. I like you. The first of your sex I ever said that to.

Thank you, maam. I hope I shant be the last, returned Pax languidly, for he was still weak from the effects of the partial roasting and suffocation he had undergone.

Miss Lillycrop desired me to come and see you, resumed Miss Stivergill. She has told me how bravely you tried to rescue poor little Bones, who

Not much hurt, I hope? asked the boy eagerly.

No, very little  scarcely at all, Im glad to say. Those inexplicable creatures called firemen, who seem to me what you may call fire-fiends of a good-natured and recklessly hilarious type, say that her having fallen down with her nose close to the ground, where there is usually a free current of air, saved her. At all events she is saved, and quite well.

I hope I didnt haul much of the hair out of her poor head? said Pax.

Apparently not, if one may judge from the very large quantity that remains, replied his visitor.

You see, maam, in neck-or-nothin scrimmages o that sort, continued Pax, in the off-hand tone of one much experienced in such scrimmages, one cant well stop to pick and choose; besides, I couldnt see well, dee see? an her hair came first to hand, you know, an was convenient. Its well for both on us, however, that that six foot odd o magnificence came to the rescue in time. I like im, I do, an shall owe im a good turn for savin little Bones.  What was her other name, did you say, maam?

I didnt mention any other name, but I believe it is Tottie.  Now, little Peter, when the doctor gives you leave to be moved, you are to come to me to recruit your health in the country.

Thank you, maam. Youre too good, said Pax, becoming languid again. Pray give my best respects to Tottie and Miss Lillycrop.

So small, and so pretty, and such a wise little thing, murmured Miss Stivergill, unaware, apparently, that she soliloquised aloud.

So big, and so ugly, and such a good-hearted stoopid old thing! murmured Pax; but it is only just to add that he was too polite to allow the murmur to be heard.

Good-bye, little Peter, till we meet again, said Miss Stivergill, turning away abruptly.

Farewell, maam, said Pax, farewell; and if for ever

He stopped, because his visitor was gone.

According to this arrangement, Pax found himself, not many days after, revelling in the enjoyment of what he styled tooral-ooral felicity  among cows and hay, sunshine and milk, buttercups and cream, green meadows and blue skies,  free as a butterfly from telegraphic messagery and other postal cares. He was allowed to ramble about at will, and, as little Bones was supposed to be slightly invalided by her late semi-suffocation, she was frequently allowed by her indulgent mistress to accompany him.

Seated on a stile one day, Pax drew Tottie out as to her early life, and afterwards gave an account of his own in exchange.

How strange, said Tottie, that you and I should both have had bybies to nuss wen we was young, aint it?

It is, Tot  very remarkable. And weve had a sad fate, both of us, in havin bin wrenched from our babbies. But the wrench couldnt have bin so bad in your case as in mine, of course, for your babby was nobody to you, whereas mine was a full cousin, an such a dear one too. Oh, Tot, youve no notion what splendid games we used to have, an such clections of things I used to make for er! Of course she was too young to understand it, you know, for she could neither walk nor speak, and I dont think could understand, though she crowed sometimes as if she did. My! how she crowed!  But whats the matter, Tot?

Tottie was pouting.

I dont like your bybie at all  not one bit, she said emphatically.

Not like my babby! exclaimed Pax.

No, I dont, cause it isnt alf so good as mine.

Well, returned Pax, with a smile, I was took from mine. I didnt forsake it like you.

I didnt forsake it, cried Tottie, with flashing eyes, and shaking her thick curls indignantly  which latter, by the way, since her coming under the stern influence of Miss Stivergill, had been disentangled, and hung about her like a golden glory. I left it to go to service, and mother takes care of it till I return home. I wont speak to you any more. I hate your bybie, and I adore mine!

So saying, little Bones jumped up and ran away. Small Pax made no attempt to stop her or to follow. He was too much taken aback by the sudden burst of passion to be able for more than a prolonged whistle, followed by a still more prolonged stare. Thereafter he sauntered away slowly, ruminating, perhaps, on the fickle character of woman, even in her undeveloped stages.

Tottie climbed hastily over a stile and turned into a green lane, where she meant to give full vent to her feelings in a satisfactory cry, when she was met face to face by Mr Abel Bones.

Why, father! she exclaimed, running to her sire with a look of joyful surprise, for occasional bad treatment had failed to dry up the bottomless well of love in her little heart.

Hush! Tottie; there  take my hand, an dont kick up such a row. You neednt look so scared at seein me here. Im fond o the country, you know, an Ive come out to ave a little walk and a little talk with you.  Who was that you was talkin with just now?

Tottie told him.

Stoppin here, I spose?

Yes. Hes bin here for some time, but goes away soon  now that hes better. It was him as saved my life  at least him and Mr Aspel, you know.

No, I dont know, Tot. Lets hear all about it, replied Mr Bones, with a look of unwonted gravity.

Tottie went off at once into a glowing account of the fire and the rescue, to which her father listened with profound attention, not unmingled with surprise. Then he reverted to the aspect of the surrounding country.

Its a pretty place you live in here, Tot, an a nice house. Its there the lady lives, I suppose who has the strange fancy to keep her wealth in a box on the sideboard? Well, it is curious, but theres no accountin for the fancies o the rich, Tot. An you say she keeps no men-servants about her? Well, thats wise, for men are dangerous characters for women to ave about em. Shes quite right. Theres a dear little dog too, she keeps, Im told. Is that the only one she owns?

Yes, its the only one, and such a darlin it is, and so fond of me! exclaimed Tottie.

Ah, yes, wery small, but wery noisy an vicious, remarked Mr Bones, with a sudden scowl, which fortunately his daughter did not see.

O no, father; little Floppart aint vicious, though it is awful noisy wen it chooses.

Well, Tot, Id give a good deal to see that dear little Floppart, and make friends with it. Dyou think you could manage to get it to follow you here?

Oh, easily. Ill run an fetch it; but praps you had better come to the house. I know theyd like to see you, for theyre so kind to me.

Mr Bones laughed sarcastically, and expressed his belief that they wouldnt like to see him at all.

Just at that moment Miss Stivergill came round the turn of the lane and confronted them.

Well, little Bones, whom have you here? asked the lady, with a stern look at Mr Bones.

Please, maam, its father. He appened to be in this neighbourhood, and came to see me.

Your father! exclaimed Miss Stivergill, with a look of surprise. Indeed!

Yes, maam, said Bones, politely taking off his hat and looking her coolly in the face. I ope its no offence, but I came a bit out o my way to see er. She says youve bin wery kind to her.

Well, she says the truth. I mean to be kind to her, returned Miss Stivergill, as sternly as before. Take your father to the cottage, child, and tell them to give him a glass of beer. If you see Miss Lillycrop, tell her Ive gone to the village, and wont be back for an hour. So saying, Miss Stivergill walked down the lane with masculine strides, leaving Tottie pleased, and her father smiling.

I dont want no beer, Tot, said the latter. But you go to the cottage and fetch me that dear little dog. I want to see it; and dont forget the ladys message to Miss Lillycrop  but be sure you dont say Im waitin for you. Dont mention me to nobody. Dee understand?

Poor Tottie, with a slight and undefined misgiving at her heart, professed to understand, and went off.

In a few minutes she returned with the little dog  a lively poodle  which at first showed violent and unmistakable objections to being friendly with Mr Bones. But a scrap of meat, which that worthy had brought in his pocket, and a few soothing words, soon modified the objection.

Presently Mr Bones pulled a small muzzle from his pocket.

Dyou think, now, that Floppart would let you put it on er, Tot?

Tot was sure she would, and soon had the muzzle on.

Thats right; now, hold er fast a moment  just a  there  !

He sprang at and caught the dog by the throat, choked a snarling yelp in the bud, and held it fast.

Dear, dear, how wild it has got all of a sudden! Wy, it must be ill  praps mad. Its well you put that muzzle on, Tot.

While he spoke Abel Bones thrust the dog into one of the capacious pockets of his coat.

Now, Tot, he said, somewhat sternly, I durstnt let this dog go. It wants a doctor very bad. You go back to the ouse and tell em a man said so. You neednt say what man; call me a philanthropist if you choose, an tell em Ill send it back wen it recovers. But you neednt tell em anything until youre axed, you know  it might get me into trouble, dee see, an say to Miss Stivergill it wasnt your father as took the dog, but another man.

He leaped over a low part of the hedge and was gone, leaving poor Tottie in a state of bewildered anxiety on the other side.

Under the influence of fear Tottie told the lies her father had bid her tell, and thereafter dwelt at Rosebud Cottage with an evil conscience and a heavy heart.

Having gained the high-road, Mr Bones sauntered easily to the railway station, took a third-class ticket for Charing Cross, and in due time found himself passing along the Strand. In the course of that journey poor little Floppart lay on its back in the bottom of its captors pocket, with a finger and thumb gently pressing her windpipe. Whenever she became restive, the finger and thumb tightened, and this with such unvarying regularity that she soon came to understand the advantage of lying still. She did, however, make sundry attempts to escape  once very violently, when the guard was opening the carriage-door to let Mr Bones enter, and again almost as violently at Charing Cross, when Mr Bones got out. Indeed, the dog had well-nigh got off, and was restored to its former place and position with difficulty.

Turning into Chancery Lane, and crossing over to Holborn, Abel Bones continued his way to Newgate, where, appropriately enough, he stopped and gazed grimly up at the massive walls.

Dont be in a urry, said a very small boy, with dirt and daring in equal proportions on his face, itll wait for you.

Mr Bones made a tremendous demonstration of an intention to rush at the boy, who precipitately fled, and the former passed quietly on.

At St. Martins-le-Grand he paused again.

Strange, he muttered, there seems to be some sort o fate as links me wi that Post-Office. It was here I began my London life as a porter, and lost my situation because the Postmaster-General couldnt see the propriety of my opening letters that contained coin and postage-stamps and fi-pun notes, which was quite unreasonable, for I had a special talent that way, and even the clargy tell us that our talents was given us to be used. It wasnt far from here where I sot my little nephy down, that time I got rid of him, and it was goin up these wery steps I met with the man Im tryin my best to bring to grief, an that same man wants to marry one of the girls in the Post-Office, and now, I find, has saved my Tot from bein burnt alive! Wery odd! It was here, too, that

Floppart at this moment turned the flow of his meditations by making a final and desperate struggle to be free. She shot out of his pocket and dropped with a bursting yell on the pavement. Recovering her feet before Bones recovered from his surprise she fled. Thought is quick as the lightning-flash. Bones knew that dogs find their way home mysteriously from any distance. He knew himself to be unable to run down Floppart. He saw his schemes thwarted. He adopted a mean device, shouted Mad dog! and rushed after it. A small errand-boy shrieked with glee, flung his basket at it, and followed up the chase. Floppart took round by St. Pauls Churchyard. However sane she might have been at starting, it is certain that she was mad with terror in five minutes. She threaded her way among wheels and legs at full speed in perfect safety. It was afterwards estimated that seventeen cabmen, four gentlemen, two apple-women, three-and-twenty errand-boys  more or less,  and one policeman, flung umbrellas, sticks, baskets, and various missiles at her, with the effect of damaging innumerable shins and overturning many individuals, but without hurting a hair of Flopparts body during her wild but brief career. Bones did not wish to recapture her. He wished her dead, and for that end loudly reiterated the calumny as to madness. Floppart circled round the grand cathedral erected by Wren and got into Cheapside. Here, doubling like a hare, she careered round the statue of Peel and went blindly back to St. Martins-le-Grand, as if to add yet another link to the chain of fate which bound her arch-pursuer to the General Post-Office. By way of completing the chain, she turned in at the gate, rushed to the rear of the building, dashed in at an open door, and scurried along a passage. Here the crowd was stayed, but the policeman followed heroically. The passage was cut short by a glass door, but a narrow staircase descended to the left. Any port in a storm is a proverb as well known among dogs as men. Down went Floppart to the basement of the building, invading the sanctity of the letter-carriers kitchen or salle-à-manger. A dozen stalwart postmen leaped from their meals to rush at the intruder. In the midst of the confusion the policemans truncheon was seen to sway aloft. Next instant the vaulted roof rang with a terrible cry, which truth compels us to state was Flopparts dying yell.

None of those who had begun the chase were in at the death  save the policeman,  not even Abel Bones, for that worthy did not by any means court publicity. Besides, he felt pretty sure that his end was gained. He remembered, no doubt, the rule of the Office, that no letters or other things that have been posted can be returned to the sender, and, having seen the dog safely posted, he went home with a relieved mind.

Meanwhile the policeman took the remains of poor Floppart by the tail, holding it at arms-length for fear of the deadly poison supposed to be on its lips; and left the kitchen by a long passage. The men of the Post-Office returned to their food and their duties. Those who manage the details of her Majestys mails cannot afford to waste time when on duty. The policeman, left to himself, lost himself in the labyrinth of the basement. He made his way at last into the warm and agreeable room in which are kept the boilers that drive the engine that works the lifts. He was accosted by a stalwart stoker, whose appearance and air were as genial as the atmosphere of his apartment.

Hallo! said he, what ave you got there?

A mad dog, answered the policeman. I say, stoker, have you any ashpit where I could bury him?

Couldnt allow im burial in our ashpit, replied the stoker, with a decided shake of the head; altogether out of the question.

The policeman looked at the dead dog and at the stoker with a perplexed air.

I say, look here, he said, couldnt we  ah  dont you think that we might

He paused, and cast a furtive glance at the furnaces.

What! you dont mean  cremate im?

The policeman nodded.

Well, now, I dont know that its actooally against the rules of the GPO, replied the stoker, with a meditative frown, but it seems to me a raither unconstitootional proceedin. Its out o the way of our usual line of business, but

Thats right, said the policeman, as the stoker, who was an obliging man, took up a great shovel and flung open the furnace-door.

A terrific glare of intense heat and light shot out, appearing as if desirous of licking the stoker and policeman into its dreadful embrace.

I dont half like it, said the stoker, glancing in; the Postmaster-General might object, you know.

Not a bit of it, hes too much of a gentleman to object  come, said the policeman encouragingly.

The stoker held up the shovel. The body of Floppart was put thereon, after the removal of its collar. There was one good swing of the shovel, followed by a heave, and the little dog fell into the heart of the fiery furnace. The stoker shut the great iron door with a clang, and looked at the policeman solemnly. The policeman returned the look, thanked him, and retired. In less probably than three minutes Flopparts body was reduced to its gaseous elements, vomited forth from the furnace chimney, and finally dissipated by the winds of heaven.

Thus did this, the first recorded and authentic case of cremation in the United Kingdom, emanate  as many a new, advantageous, and national measure has emanated before  from the prolific womb of the General Post-Office.




Chapter Seventeen.

Tottie and Mrs Bones in Difficulty.

The descent of George Aspel became very rapid in course of time. As he lost self-respect he became reckless and, as a natural consequence, more dissipated. Remonstrances from his friend Mr Blurt, which were repelled at first with haughty disdain, came to be received with sullen indifference. He had nothing to say for himself in reply, because, in point of fact, there was nothing in his case to justify his taking so gloomy and despairing a view of life. Many men, he knew, were at his age out of employment, and many more had been crossed in love. He was too proud to condescend to false reasoning with his lips, though he encouraged it in his heart. He knew quite well that drink and bad companionship were ruining him, and off-hand, open-hearted fellow though he was said to be, he was mean enough, as we have already said, to growlingly charge his condition and his sins on Fate.

At last he resolved to give up the business that was so distasteful to him. Unable to give a satisfactory reason for so doing, or to say what he meant to attempt next, and unwilling or ashamed to incur the remonstrances and rebut the arguments of his patron, the bold descendant of the sea-kings adopted that cowardly method of departure called taking French leave. Like some little schoolboy, he ran away! In other words, he disappeared, and left no trace behind him.

Deep was Mr Enoch Blurts regret, for he loved the youth sincerely, and made many fruitless efforts to find him  for lost in London means lost indeed! He even employed a detective, but the grave man in grey  who looked like no class of man in particular, and seemed to have no particular business in hand, and who talked with Mr Blurt, at their first meeting, in a quiet, sensible, easy way, as though he had been one of his oldest friends  could find no clue to him, for the good reason that Mr Bones had taken special care to entice Aspel into a distant locality, under pretence of putting him in the way of finding semi-nautical employment about the docks. Moreover, he managed to make Aspel drunk, and arranged with boon companions to strip him, while in that condition, of his garments, and re-clothe him in the seedy garb peculiar to those gentlemen who live by their wits.

Very strange, muttered Aspel, on recovering sufficiently to be led by his friend towards Archangel Court, very strange that I did not feel the scoundrels robbing me. I must have slept very soundly.

Yes, you slep wery sound, and theyre a bad lot, and uncommon sharp in that neighbourhood. Its quite celebrated. I tried to get you away, but you was as obstinate as a mule, an kep on singing about some sort o coves o the old times that must have bin bigger blackguards than we ave about us now-a-days, though the song calls em glorious.

Well, well, said Aspel, shrinking under the public gaze as he passed through the streets, dont talk about that. Couldnt you get into some by-lanes, where there are not so many people? I dont like to be seen, even by strangers, in this disreputable guise. I wish the sun didnt shine so brightly. Come, push on, man.

Wy, sir, said Bones, becoming a little more respectful in spite of himself, youve no need to be ashamed of your appearance. Theres not alf a dozen people in a mile walk in London as would look twice at you whatever appearance you cut  so long as it was only disreputable.

Never mind  push on, said Aspel sternly; I am ashamed whether I have need to be or not. Im a fool. Im more  Im a brute. I tell you what it is, Bones, Im determined to turn over a new leaf. Ill write to Mr Blurt and tell him where I am, for, of course, I cant return to him in such clothes as these, and  and  Ill give up drink.

Bones met this remark with an unexpected and bitter laugh.

What dyou mean? demanded Aspel, turning fiercely upon him.

I mean, replied Bones, returning his stare with the utmost coolness, that you cant give up drink, if you was to try ever so much. Youre too far gone in it. Ive tried it myself, many a time, and failed, though Ive about as strong a will as your own  maybe stronger.

We shall see, returned Aspel, as they moved on again and turned into the lane which led to the wretched abode of Bones.

Bring me pen, ink, and paper! he exclaimed, on entering the room, with a grand air  for a pint of ale, recently taken, had begun to operate.

Bones, falling in with his friends humour, rummaged about until he found the stump of a quill, a penny inkbottle, and a dirty sheet of paper. These he placed on a rickety table, and Aspel wrote a scrawly note, in which he gave himself very bad names, and begged Mr Blurt to come and see him, as he had got into a scrape, and could by no means see his way out of it. Having folded the note very badly, he rose with the intention of going out to post it, but his friend offered to post it for him.

Accepting the offer, he handed him the note and flung himself down in a heap on the straw mattress in the dark corner, where he had first become acquainted with Bones. In a few seconds he was in a deep lethargic slumber.

What a wretched spectacle! exclaimed Bones, touching him with his toe, and, in bitter mockery, quoting the words that Aspel had once used regarding himself.

He turned to leave the room, and was met by Mrs Bones.

Theres a friend o yours in the corner, Molly. Dont disturb him. Im goin to post a letter for him, and will be back directly.

Bones went out, posted the letter in the common sewer, and returned home.

During the brief interval of his absence Tottie had come in  on a visit after her prolonged sojourn in the country. She was strangling her mother with a kiss when he entered.

Oh, mother! Im so happy, and so sorry! she exclaimed, laughing and sobbing at once.

Tottie was obviously torn by conflicting emotions. Take your time, darling, said Mrs Bones, smoothing the childs hair with her red toil-worn hand.

Ay, take it easy, Tot, said her father, with a meaning glance, that sent a chill to the childs heart, while he sat down on a stool and began to fill his pipe. Whats it all about?

Oh! its the beautiful country Ive been in. Mother, you cant think  the green fields and the trees, and, oh! the flowers, and no bricks  almost no houses  and  But did you know  her grief recurred here that Mr Aspel as bin lost? an Ive been tellin such lies! We came in to town, Miss Lillycrop an me, and weve heard about Mr Aspel from old Mr Blurt, whos tryin to find him out with vertisements in the papers an detectives an a message-boy they call Phil, whos a friend of Mr Aspel, an also of Peter.

Whos Peter? asked Mrs Bones.

Ah, whos Peter? echoed Mr Bones, with a somewhat sly glance under his brows.

Hes a message-boy, and such a dear fellow, replied Tottie. I dont know his other name, he didnt mention it, and they only call him little Peter, but he saved me from the fire; at least he tried

Saved you from the fire! exclaimed Mrs Bones in amazement.

Yes; didnt Miss Lillycrop tell you? asked Tottie in no less surprise.

Now it is but justice to Miss Lillycrop to say that even in the midst of her perturbation after the fire she sought to inform Mrs Bones of her childs safety, and sent her a note, which failed to reach her, owing to her being away at the time on one of her prolonged absences from home, and the neighbour to whose care it had been committed had forgotten all about it. As Mrs Bones read no newspapers and took no interest in fires, she knew nothing about the one that had so nearly swallowed up Tottie.

Come, tell us all about it, Tot. You mentioned it to me, but we couldnt go into details at the time, said her father, puffing a vigorous cloud of smoke into the chimney.

Nothing loath, the child gave her parents an account of the event, which was as glowing as the fire itself. As she dwelt with peculiar delight on the brave rescue effected by Aspel at the extreme peril of his life, conscience took Abel Bones by surprise and gave him a twinge.

At that moment the sleeper in the corner heaved a deep sigh and turned round towards the light. Mrs Bones and the child recognised him at once, and half rose.

Keep still! said Bones, in a low savage growl, which was but too familiar to his poor wife and child. Now, look here, he continued in the same voice, laying down his pipe, if either of you two tell man, woman, or child were George Aspel is, itll be the death of you both, and of him too.

Oh, Abel! dont be hard on us, pleaded his wife. You would  no, you cant mean to do im harm!

No, I wont hurt him, said Bones, but you must both give me your word that youll make no mention of him or his whereabouts to any one till I give you leave.

They were obliged to promise, and Bones, knowing from experience that he could trust them, was satisfied.

But youll make a promise to me too, Abel, wont you, dear? said Mrs Bones; youll promise not to do im harm of any kind  not to tempt im?

Yes, Molly, I promise that.

Mrs Bones knew, by some peculiarity in the tone of her husbands voice, that he meant what he said, and was also satisfied.

Now, Molly, said Bones, with a smile, I want you to write a letter for me, so get another sheet of paper, if you can; Mr Aspel used up my last one.

A sheet was procured from a neighbouring tobacconist. Mrs Bones always acted as her husbands amanuensis (although he wrote very much better than she did), either because he was lazy, or because he entertained some fear of his handwriting being recognised by his enemies the police! Squaring her elbows, and with her head very much on one side  almost reposing on the left arm  Mrs Bones produced a series of hieroglyphics which might have been made by a fly half-drowned in ink attempting to recover itself on the paper. The letter ran as follows:  

Deer bil i am a-goin to doo it on mundy the 15th tother cove wont wurk besides Iv chaningd my mind about him. Dont fale.

Whats the address, Abel? asked Mrs Bones.

Willum Stiggs, replied her husband.

So  i  g  s, said Mrs Bones, writing very slowly, Rosebud Cottage.

What! exclaimed the man fiercely, as he started up.

Oh, I declare! said Mrs Bones, with a laugh, if that place that Totties been tellin us of aint runnin in my ead. But Ive not writ it, Abel, I only said it.

Well, then, dont say it again, growled Bones, with a suspicious glance at his wife; write number 6 Little Alley, Birmingham.

So  numr sx littlaly bringinghum, said Mrs Bones, completing her task with a sigh.

When Bones went out to post this curious epistle, his wife took Tottie on her knee, and, embracing her, rocked to and fro, uttering a moaning sound. The child expressed anxiety, and tried to comfort her.

Come whats the use o strivin against it? she exclaimed suddenly. Shes sure to come to know it in the end, and I need advice from some one  if it was even from a child.

Tottie listened with suspense and some anxiety.

Youve often told me, mother, that the best advice comes from God. So has Miss Lillycrop.

Mrs Bones clasped the child still closer, and uttered a short, fervent cry for help.

Tottie, she said, listen  youre old enough to understand, I think. Your father is a bad man  at least, I wont say hes altogether bad, but  but, hes not good.

Tottie quite understood that, but said that she was fond of him notwithstanding.

Fond of im, child! cried Mrs Bones, thats the difficulty. Im so fond of im that I want to save him, but I dont know how.

Hereupon the poor woman explained her difficulties. She had heard her husband murmuring in his sleep something about committing a burglary, and the words Rosebud Cottage had more than once escaped his lips.

Now, Tottie dear, said Mrs Bones firmly, when I heard you tell all about that Rosebud Cottage, an the treasure Miss Stiffinthegills

Stivergill, mother.

Well, Stivergill. It aint a pretty name, whichever way you put it. When I heard of the treasure shes so foolish as to keep on her sideboard, I felt sure that your father had made up his mind to rob Miss Stivergill  with the help of that bad man Bill Stiggs  all the more wen I see how your father jumped wen I mentioned Rosebud Cottage. Now, Tottie, we must save your father. If he had only got me to post his letter, I could easily have damaged the address so as no one could read it. As it is, Ive writ it so bad that I dont believe theres a man in the Post-Office could make it out. This is the first time, Tottie, that your father has made up his mind to break into a ouse, but when he do make up his mind to a thing hes sure to go through with it. He must be stopped, Tottie, somehow  must be stopped  but I dont see how.

Tottie, who was greatly impressed with the anxious determination of her mother, and therefore with the heinous nature of her fathers intended sin, gave her entire mind to this subject, and, after talking it over, and looking at it in all lights, came to the conclusion that she could not see her way out of the difficulty at all.

While the two sat gazing on the ground with dejected countenances, a gleam of light seemed to shoot from Totties eyes.

Oh! Ive got it! she cried, looking brightly up. Peter!

What! the boy you met at Rosebud Cottage? asked Mrs Bones.

Yes. Hes such a nice boy, and youve no idea, mother, what a inventor he is. He could invent anythink, I do believe  if he tried, and Im sure hell think of some way to help us.

Mrs Bones was not nearly so hopeful as her daughter in regard to Peter, but as she could think of nothing herself, it was agreed that Tottie should go at once to the Post-Office and inquire after Peter. She did so, and returned crestfallen with the news that Peter was away on a holiday until the following Monday.

Why, thats the 15th, said Mrs Bones anxiously. You must see him that day, Tottie dear, though I fear it will be too late. How did you find him out? There must be many Peters among the telegraph-boys.

To be sure there are, but there are not many Peters who have helped to save a little girl from a fire, you know, said Tottie, with a knowing look. They knew who I wanted at once, and his other name is such a funny one; it is Pax

What? exclaimed Mrs Bones, with a sudden look of surprise.

Pax, mother; Peter Pax.

Whatever Mrs Bones might have replied to this was checked by the entrance of her husband. She cautioned Tottie, in earnest, hurried tones, to say nothing about Rosebud Cottage unless asked, and especially to make no mention whatever of the name of Pax.




Chapter Eighteen.

Business Interfered with in a Remarkable Manner.

The modest estimate which Mrs Bones had formed of her penmanship turned out to be erroneous, and her opinion that there was not a man in the Post-Office able to read it was ill-founded. She was evidently ignorant of the powers and intelligence of the Blind Division.

To make this more plain we will follow the letter. You and I, reader, will post ourselves, as it were, and pass through the General Post-Office unstamped. At a few minutes to six p.m. the mouth is wide enough to admit us bodily. Mr Bones has just put in his epistle and walked away with the air of a man who feels that he has committed himself, and is in for it. He might have posted it at an office or a pillar nearer home, but he has an idea, founded no doubt on experience, that people, especially policemen, are apt to watch his movements and prefers a longish walk to the General.

There! we take a header and descend with the cataract into the basket. On emerging in the great sorting-room, somehow, we catch sight of the Bones epistle at once. There is no mistaking it. We should know its dirty appearance and awry folding  not to mention bad writing  among ten thousand. Having been turned with its stamp in the right direction at the facing-tables and passed under the stamping-machines without notice, it comes at last to one of the sorters, and effectually, though briefly, stops him. His rapid distributive hand comes to a dead pause. He looks hard at the letter, frowns, turns it upside down, turns his head a little on one side, can make nothing of it, puts it on one side, and continues his work.

But at the Blind Division, to which it is speedily conveyed, our letter proves a mere trifle. It is nothing to the hieroglyphics which sometimes come under the observation of the blind officers. One of these officers gazes at it shrewdly for a few seconds. William Stiggs, I think, he says, appealing to a comrade. Yes, replies the comrade, number six little lady  no  aly  oh, Little Alley, Bring  Bringing  ah, Birmingham!

Just so  the thing is made out almost as quickly as though it had been written in copperplate, and the letter, redirected in red ink, finds its way into the Birmingham mail-bag.

So far so good, but there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip, and other elements were more successful than bad writing in preventing Mr William Stiggs from receiving that letter.

When the mail-bag containing it was put into the Travelling Post-Office van, Mr Bright passed in after it. Our energetic sorter was in charge of the van that night, and went to work at once. The letters to be dropped at the early stages of the journey had to be commenced even before the starting of the train. The letter did not turn up at first. The officials, of whom there were six in the van, had littered their sorting-table and arranged many of the letters, and the limited mail was flying north at full speed before the Bones epistle found its appropriate pigeon-hole  for it must be understood that the vans of the Travelling Post-Office  the T.P.O., as it is familiarly called by its friends  are fitted up on one side with a long narrow table, above which are numerous pigeon-holes, arranged somewhat like those of the sorting-tables in the non-travelling Post-Offices. There is a suggestive difference, however, in the former. Their edges are padded to prevent the sorters knuckles and noses from being damaged in the event of violent jolting. The sides and ends of the vans are padded all round to minimise their injuries in the event of an accident. Beyond this padding, however, there are no luxuries  no couches or chairs; only a few things like bicycle saddles attached to the tables, astride which the sorters sit in front of their respective pigeon-holes. On the other side of the van are the pegs on which to hang the mail-bags, a lamp and wax for sealing the same, and the apparatus for lowering and lifting the net which catches the bags.

Everything connected with railways must needs be uncommonly strong, as the weight of materials, coupled with high speed, subjects all the parts of a carriage to extremely violent shocks. Hence the bag-catching affair is a powerful iron frame with rope netting, the moving of which, although aided by a pulley and heavy weight, tries the strength of a strong man.

Nimbly worked the sorters, as they swept by town and field, village, tunnel, bridge, and meadow,  for time may not be wasted when space between towns is being diminished at the rate of forty or fifty miles an hour, and chaos has to be reduced to order. The registered-letter clerk sat in one corner in front of a set of special pigeon-holes, with a sliding cover, which could be pulled over all like a blind and locked if the clerk should have occasion to quit his post for a moment. While some were sorting, others were bagging and sealing the letters. Presently the junior sorter, whose special duty it is to manipulate the net, became aware that a bag-exchanging station drew near. His eyes might have assured him of this, but officers of the Travelling Post-Office become so expert with their ears as to know stations by the peculiarity of the respective sounds connected with them  caused, it might be, by the noise of tunnels, cuttings, bridges, or even slighter influences.

Going quietly to the apparatus above referred to, the junior sorter looked out at the window and lowered the net, which, instead of lying flat against the van, now projected upwards of three feet from it. As he did so something flashed about his feet. He leaped aside and gave a shout. Fearful live creatures were sometimes sent by post, he knew, and serpents had been known before that to take an airing in Post-Office vans as well as in the great sorting-room of St. Martins-le-Grand! A snake had only a short time before been observed at large on the floor of one of the night mail sorting carriages on the London and North-Western Railway, which, after a good deal of confusion and interruption to the work, was killed. This flashed into his mind, but the moment was critical, and the junior sorter had no time to indulge in private little weaknesses. Duty required prompt action.

About a hundred yards from the approaching station, a mail-bag hung suspended from a massive wooden frame. The bag weighed nearly eighty pounds. It was fitted so exactly in its place, with reference to the approaching train, that its neck was caught to a nicety in a fork, which swept it with extreme violence off its hook, and laid it in the net. This process, reversed, had been at the same moment performed on the bag given out by the train. To prevent the receiving and delivering apparatus from causing mutual destruction in passing each other, the former is affixed to the upper, the latter to the lower, part of the van. There was a rather severe jerk. The junior sorter exerted his powers, raised the net, and hauled in the bag, while the train with undiminished speed went thundering on.

What was that I saw on the floor? asked the junior sorter, looking anxiously round as he set the mail-bags down.

Only two white mice, replied Bright, who was busy in front of his pigeon-holes. They nibbled themselves out of a parcel under my very nose. I made a grab at em, but they were too quick for me.

Isnt it strange, observed the registered-letter clerk, sealing one of the bags which had just been made up, that people will break the law by sending live animals through the post?

More strange, it seems to me, returned Bright, as he tied up a bundle of letters, that the people who do it cant pack em properly.

Theres the next station, said the junior sorter, proceeding once more to the net.

Whew! shrieked the steam-whistle, as the train went crashing towards the station. Bright looked out. The frame and its mail-bags were all right and ready. The net was lowered. Another moment and the mail-bags were swept into the van, while the out-going bags were swept off the projecting arm into the fixed net of the station. The train went through the station with a shriek and a roar. There was a bridge just beyond. The junior sorter forgot to haul up the net, which caught some object close to the bridge  no one knew what or how. No one ever does on such occasions! The result was that the whole apparatus was demolished; the side of the van was torn out, and Mr Bright and the junior sorter, who were leaning against it at the time, were sent, in a shower of woodwork, burst bags, and letters, into the air. The rest of the van did not leave the rails, and the train shot out of sight in a few seconds, like a giant war-rocket, leaving wreck and ruin behind!

There are many miraculous escapes in this world. Mr Bright and the junior sorter illustrated this truth by rising unhurt from the débris of their recent labours, and began sadly to collect the scattered mails. These however were not, like their guardians, undamaged. There were several fatal cases, and among these was the Bones epistle. That important document had been caught by a mass of timber and buried beyond recovery in the ballast of the line.

But why pursue this painful subject further? It is sufficient to say that although the scattered mails were carefully collected, re-sorted, and, finally, as far as possible, delivered, the letter with which we have specially to do never reached its destination. Indeed, it never more saw the light of day, but remained in the hole where it had been buried, and thus it came to pass that Mr William Stiggs failed to make his appearance on the appointed night of the 15th, and Abel Bones was constrained to venture on his deed of darkness alone.

On the appointed night, however, Tottie did not fail to do her best to frustrate her fathers plans. After a solemn, and last, consultation with her mother, she left her home with fluttering heart and dry tongue, and made for the General Post-Office.




Chapter Nineteen.

Deep-Laid Plans for Checkmating Mr Bones.

Now it chanced that the Post-Office Message-boys Literary Association had fixed to hold its first grand soirée on the night of the 15th.

It was a great occasion. Of course it was held in Pegaway Hall, the shed in rear of Solomon Flints dwelling. There were long planks on trestles for tables, and school forms to match. There were slabs of indigestible cake, buns in abundance, and tea, with milk and sugar mixed, in illimitable quantities. There were paper flowers, and illuminated texts and proverbs round the walls, the whole being lighted up by two magnificent paraffin lamps, which also served to perfume the hall agreeably to such of the members and guests as happened to be fond of bad smells.

On this particular evening invitations had been issued to several friends of the members of the Association, among whom were Mr Enoch Blurt and Mr Sterling the missionary. No ladies were invited. A spirited discussion had taken place on this point some nights before the soirée, on which occasion the bashful Poker opposed the motion that invitations should be issued to ladies, on the ground that, being himself of a susceptible nature, the presence of the fair sex would tend to distract his attention from the business on hand. Big Jack also opposed it, as he thought it wasnt fair to the fair sex to invite them to a meeting of boys, but Big Jack was immediately called to order, and reminded that the Society was composed of young men, and that it was unmanly  not to say unmannerly  to make puns on the ladies. To this sentiment little Grigs shouted Hear! hear! in deafening tones, and begged leave to support the motion. This he did in an eloquent but much interrupted speech, which was finally cut short by Macnab insisting that the time of the Society should not be taken up with an irrelevant commentary on ladies by little Grigs; whereupon Sandy Tod objected to interruptions in general  except when made by himself  and was going on to enlarge on the inestimable blessing of free discussion when he was in turn called to order. Then Blunter and Scroggins, and Fat Collins and Bobby Sprat, started simultaneously to their feet, but were put down by Peter Pax, who rose, and, with a calm dignified wave of his hand, remarked that as the question before the meeting was whether ladies should or should not be invited to the soirée, the simplest plan would be to put it to the vote. On this being done, it was found that the meeting was equally divided, whereupon the chairman  Phil Maylands  gave his casting vote in favour of the amendment, and thus the ladies were excluded from the soirée amid mingled groans and cheers.

But although the fair sex were debarred from joining in the festivities, they were represented on the eventful evening in question by a Mrs Square, an angular washer-woman with only one eye (but that was a piercingly black one), who dwelt in the same court, and who consented to act the double part of tea-maker and doorkeeper for that occasion. As most of the decorations and wreaths had been made and hung up by May Maylands and two of her telegraphic friends, there was a pervading influence of woman about Pegaway Hall, in spite of Phils ungallant and un-Irish vote.

When Tottie Bones arrived at the General Post-Office in search of Peter Pax, she was directed to Pegaway Hall by those members of the staff whose duties prevented their attendance at the commencement of the soirée.

Finding the hall with difficulty, she was met and stopped by the uncompromising and one-eyed stare of Mrs Square.

Please, maam, is Mr Peter Pax here? asked Tottie.

Yes, he is, but hes engaged.

Tottie could not doubt the truth of this, for through the half-open door of the hall she saw and heard the little secretary on his little legs addressing the house.

Please may I wait till hes done? asked Tottie.

You may, if you keep quiet, but I doubt if hell ave time to see you even wen he is done, said the one-eyed one, fiercely. Dyou like buns or cake best?

Tottie was much surprised by the question, but stated at once her decided preference for cake.

Look here, said Mrs Square, removing a towel from a large basket.

Tottie looked, and saw that the basket was three-quarters full of buns and cakes.

That, said the washer-woman, is their leavins. One on em called it the debree of the feast, though what that means is best known to hisself. For one hour by the clock these literairies went at it, tooth an nail, but they failed to get through with all that was purwided, though they stuffed themselves to their muzzles.  There, elp yourself.

Tottie selected a moderate slab of the indigestible cake, and sat down on a stool to eat it with as much patience as she could muster in the circumstances.

Peter Paxs remarks, whatever else they might have been considered, possessed the virtue of brevity. He soon sat down amid much applause, and Mr Sterling rose to speak.

At this point Tottie, who had cast many anxious glances at a small clock which hung in the outer porch or vestibule of the hall, entreated Mrs Square to tell Pax that he was wanted very much indeed.

I durstnt, said Mrs Square; its as much as my sitooations worth. I was told by Mr Maylands, the chairman, to allow of no interruptions nor anythink of the kind.

But please, maam, pleaded Tottie, with such an earnest face that the woman was touched, its a matter of  of  life an death  at least it may be so. Oh! do-o-o-o tell im hes wanted  by Tottie Bones. Only say Tottie Bones, thatll be sure to bring im out.

Well  I never! exclaimed Mrs Square, sticking her fists in her waist and leaning her head to one side in critical scrutiny of her small petitioner. You do seem cock-sure o your powers. Hm! praps youre not far out neither. Well, Ill try it on, though it may cost me a deal of abuse. You sit there an see that cats dont get at the wittles, for the cats in this court are a sharper set than ornar.

Mrs Square entered the hall, and begged one of the members near the door to pass up a message  as quietly as possible  to the effect that Mr Pax was wanted.

This was immediately done by the member shouting, irreverently, that the secretarys mother ad come to take im ome.

Order, order! Put im out! from several of the members.

Anyow, es wanted by some one on very partikler business, growled the irreverent member, and the secretary made his way to the door.

Wy, Tottie! exclaimed Pax, taking both the childs hands patronisingly in his, what brings you here?

With a furtive glance at Mrs Square, Tottie said, Oh! please, I want to speak about something very partikler.

Indeed! come out to the court then, said little Pax, leading the way; youll be able to air the subject better there, whatever it is, and the cats wont object. Sorry I cant take you into the hall, little un, but ladies aint admitted.

When the child, with eager haste, stated the object of her visit, and wound up her discourse with the earnest remark that her father must be stopped, and mustnt be took, her small counsellor looked as perplexed and anxious as herself. Wrinkling up his smooth brow, he expressed the belief that it was a difficult world to deal with, and he had had some trouble already in finding out how to manage it.

You see, Tot, he said, this is a great evenin with the literary message-boys. Not that I care a rap for that, but Ive unfortunately got to move a vote of thanks to our lecturer to-night, and say somethin about the lecture, which I couldnt do, you know, unless I remained to hear it. To be sure, I might get some one else to take my place, but Im not easily spared, for half the fun o the evenin would be lost if they hadnt got me to make game of and air their chaff upon. Still, as you say, your dad must have his little game stopped. He must be a great blackg  I beg pardon, Tot, I mean that he must be a great disregarder of the rights of man  woman, as it happens, in this case. However, as you said, with equal truth, he must not be took, for if he was, hed probably be hanged, and I couldnt bear to think of your father bein scragged. Let me see. When did you say he meant to start?

He said to mother that hed leave at nine, and might ave to be out all night.

At nine  eh? That would just give im time to get to Charing Cross to catch the 9:30 train. Solomon Flints lecture will be over about eight. I could polish im off in ten minutes or so, and ave plenty of time to catch the same train. Yes, that will do. But how am I to know your father, Tot, for you know I havent yet had the pleasure of makin his acquaintance?

Oh, you cant mistake him, replied the child confidently. Hes a big, tall, andsome man, with a ook nose an a great cut on the bridge of it all down is left cheek. Youll be sure to know im. But how will you stop im?

That is more than I can tell at present, my dear, replied Pax, with a careworn look, but Ill hatch a plot of some sort durin the lecture.  Let me see, he added, with sudden animation, glancing at the limited portion of sky that roofed the court, I might howl im down! Thats not a bad idea. Yellin is a powerful influence wen brought properly to bear. Dyou mind waitin in the porch till the lectures over?

O no! I can wait as long as ever you please, if youll only try to save father, was Totties piteous response.

Well, then, go into the porch and sit by the door, so that you can hear and see whats goin on. Dont be afraid of the one-eyed fair one who guards the portals. Shes not as bad as she looks; only take care that you dont tread on her toes; she cant stand that.

Tottie promised to be careful in this respect, and expressed a belief that she was too light to hurt Mrs Square, even if she did tread on her toes accidentally.

Youre wrong, Tottie, returned Pax; most females of your tender years are apt to jump at wrong conclusions. As you live longer youll find out that some peoples toes are so sensitive that they cant bear a feathers weight on em. Wy, theres a member of our Society who riles up directly if you even look at his toes. We keep that members feet in hot water pretty continuously, we do.  There now, Ill be too late if I keep on talkin like this. Youll not feel tired of the lecture, for Solomons sure to be interesting, whatever his subject may be. I dont know what it is  he hasnt told us yet. Youll soon hear it if you listen.

Pax re-entered the hall, and Tottie sat down by the door beside Mrs Square, just as Solomon Flint rose to his legs amid thunders of applause.




Chapter Twenty.

The Post of the Olden Time.

When the applause had subsided Solomon Flint caused a slight feeling of depression in the meeting by stating that the subject which he meant to bring before them that evening was a historical view of the Post-Office. Most of those present felt that they had had more than enough of the Post-Office thrust on their attention every day of their lives, and the irreverent member ventured to call out Shop, but he was instantly and indignantly called to order.

When, however, Solomon went on to state his firm belief that a particular branch of the Post-Office began in the immediate neighbourhood of the Garden of Eden, and that Adam was the first Postmaster-General, the depression gave way to interest, not unmingled with curiosity.

You see, my young friends, continued the lecturer, our information with regard to the origin of the Post-Office is slight. The same may be said as to the origin of amost everythink. Taking the little information that we do possess, and applying to it the reasoning power which was given to us for the purpose of investigatin an discoverin truth, I come to the following conclusions:  

Adam was a tiller of the ground. There can be no doubt about that. Judging from analogy, we have the best ground for supposing that while Adam was digging in the fields Eve was at home preparing the dinner, and otherwise attending to the domestic arrangements of the house, or hut, or hovel, or cave. Dinner being ready, Eve would naturally send little Cain or Abel to fetch their father, and thus, you see, the branch of boy-messengers began. (Applause, mingled with laughter and cheers.)

Of course, continued Solomon, it may be objected  for some people can always object  (Hear, hear)  that these were not Post-Office messengers, but, my young friends, it is well known that the greater includes the less. As mankind is involved in Adam, and the oak is embedded in the acorn, so it may be maintained that the first faint germ of the Boy-Messenger Branch of the Post-Office was included in Cain and Abel.

Passing, however, from what I may style this Post-Office germ, over many centuries, during which the records of postal history are few and faint and far between, we come down to more modern times  say five or six hundred years ago  and what do we find? (Here Solomon became solemn.) We find next to nothink! Absolutely next to nothink! The Boy-Messenger Department had indeed developed amazingly, insomuch that, whereas there were only two to begin with, there were in the 15th century no fewer than innumerable millions of em in every region and land and clime to which the uman family had penetrated, but no section of them had as yet prefixed the word Telegraph to their name, and as to postal arrangements, wy, they were simply disgraceful. Just think, now, up to the century of which I speak  the fifteenth  there was no regular Post-Office in this country. Letters were conveyed by common carriers at the rate, probably, of three or four miles an hour. Flesh and blood couldnt stand that, you know, so about the close of the century, places, or posts, were established in some parts of the country, where horses could be hired by travellers, and letters might be conveyed. The post-boys of those days evidently required spurring as well as their horses, for letters of the period have been preserved with the words Haste, post haste on their backs. Sometimes the writers seem to have been in a particularly desperate hurry. One letter, written by a great man of the period, had on the back of it the words, In haste; post haste, for thy life, for thy life, for thy life; and it is believed that this was no idle caution, but a threat which was apt to be carried out if the post-boy loitered on the way.

It may be remarked that Solomons language became more refined as he proceeded, but lapsed into a free-and-easy style whenever he became jocular.

The first horse-posts, continued the lecturer, were established for military purposes  the convenience of the public being deemed quite a secondary matter. Continental nations were in advance of England in postal arrangements, and in the first quarter of the sixteenth century (1514) the foreign merchants residing in London were so greatly inconvenienced by the want of regular letter conveyance, that they set up a Post-Office of their own from London to its outports, and appointed their own Postmaster, but, quarrelling among themselves, they referred their dispute to Government. James the First established a Post-Office for letters to foreign countries, for the benefit of English merchants, but it was not till the year 1635  in the reign of Charles the First  that a Post-Office for inland letters was established. It was ordained that the Postmaster of England for foreign parts should settle a running post or two to run night and day between Edinburgh and London, to go thither and come back again in six days, and to take with them all such letters as shall be directed to any post-town in or near that road.

In 1640 the Post-Office was placed under the care and superintendence of the Principal Secretary of State, and became one of the settled institutions of the country.

Here, then, we have what may be considered the birth of the Post-Office, which is now pretty nigh two centuries and a half old. And what a wonderful difference there is between this infant Post-Office and the man! Then, six days; now, less than a dozen hours, between the capitals of England and Scotland  to say nothing of other things. But, my lads, we must not turn up our noses at the day of small things.

Hear, hear, cried little Grigs, who approved the sentiment.

Lay it to heart then, Grigs, said Peter Pax, who referred to the fact that little Grigss nose was turned up so powerfully by nature that it could not help turning up at things small and great alike.

Laughter and great applause were mingled with cries of Order, which Solomon subdued by holding up his hand.

At the same time, continued the lecturer, bye-posts were set a-going to connect the main line with large towns, such as Hull, Lincoln, Chester, etcetera. These bye-posts were farmed out to private individuals, and the rates fixed at 2 pence a single letter to any place under 80 miles; 4 pence up to 140 miles; 6 pence to any more distant place in England; and 8 pence to Scotland.

From that date forward the infant began to grow  sometimes slowly, sometimes quickly, now and then by spurts  just like other infants, and a horribly spoiled and mismanaged baby it was at first. Those who see it now,  in the prime of its manhood, wielding its giant strength with such ease, accomplishing all but miraculous work with so great speed, regularity, and certainty, and with so little fuss,  can hardly believe what a cross-grained little stupid thing it was in those early days, or what tremendous difficulties it had to contend with.

In the first place, the roads in the land were few, and most of them inconceivably bad, besides which they were infested by highwaymen, who often took a fancy to rummage the mail-bags and scatter their contents. The post in those days was slow, but not sure. Then it experienced some trouble from other infants, of the same family, who claimed a right to share its privileges. Among these was a Post-Office established by the Common Council of London in direct rivalry to the Parliamentary child. This resulted in a great deal of squabbling and pamphleteering, also in many valuable improvements  for it is well known that opposition is the life of trade. The Council of State, however, came to the conclusion that, in an affair so thoroughly national, the office of Postmaster and the management of the Post-Office ought to rest in the sole power and disposal of Parliament; the City posts were peremptorily suppressed; opposition babies were quietly  no doubt righteously  murdered; and from that date the carrying of letters has remained the exclusive privilege of the Crown. But considerable and violent opposition was made to this monopoly. This is a world of opposition, my young friends  the lecturer was pathetic here and I have no doubt whatever that it was meant to be a world of opposition  the lecturer was energetic here, and drew an emphatic Hear, hear, from the Scotch members. Why, it is only by opposition that questions are ventilated and truth is established!

No doubt every member of this ancient and literary Society is well acquainted with the name of Hill  (great cheering)  Sir Rowland Hill, who in the year 1840 succeeded in getting introduced to the nation one of the greatest boons with which it has been blessed  namely, the Penny Post. (Renewed cheering.) Well, it is a curious and interesting fact that in the middle of the seventeenth century  more than two hundred years ago  a namesake of Sir Rowland (whether an ancestor or not I cannot tell), a Mr John Hill, wrote a pamphlet in which monopoly was condemned and a penny post suggested. The title of the pamphlet was John Hills Penny Post; or, A Vindication of every Englishman in carrying Merchants or any other Mens Letters against any restraints of Farmers of such Employment. So, you see, in regard to the Penny Post, the coming event cast its shadow about two hundred years in advance.

The Creeping Era may be the title assigned to this period of Post-Office history. Little was expected of the Post-Office, and not much was done. Nevertheless, considering the difficulties in its way, our infant progressed wonderfully. Its revenue in 1649 was 5000 pounds. Gradually it got upon its legs. Then it monopolised post-horses and began to run. Waxing bolder, it also monopolised packet-boats and went to sea. Like all bold and energetic children, it had numerous falls, and experienced many troubles in its progress. Nevertheless its heart was kept up by the steady increase of its revenue, which amounted to 76,000 pounds in 1687. During the following seventy-eight years the increase was twofold, and during the next ninety years (to 1854) it was tenfold.

It was hard times with the Post-Office officials about the beginning of last century.

During what we may call the Post-boy Era, the officials were maltreated by robbers on shore and by privateers (next thing to pirates) at sea. In fact they were compelled to become men of war. And the troubles and anxieties of the Postmaster-Generals were proportionately great. The latter had to fit out the mail-packets as ships of war, build new ships, and sell old ones, provide stores and ammunition for the same, engage captains and crews, and attend to their disputes, mutinies, and shortcomings. They had also to correspond with the deputy-postmasters all over the country about all sorts of matters  chiefly their arrears and carelessness or neglect of duty  besides foreign correspondence. What the latter involved may be partly gathered from lists of the articles sent by post at that time. Among other things, we find reference to fifteen couple of hounds going to the King of the Romans with a free pass. A certain Dr Crichton, carrying with him a cow and divers other necessaries, is mentioned as having been posted! also two servant-maids going as laundresses to my Lord Ambassador Methuen, and a deal case with four flitches of bacon for Mr Pennington of Rotterdam. The captains of the mail-packets ought to have worn coats of mail, for they had orders to run while they could, to fight when they could not run, and to throw the mails overboard when fighting failed!

Of course, it is to be hoped, this rule was not strictly enforced when doctors and females formed part of the mails.

In one case a certain James Vickers, captain of the mail-packet Grace Dogger, lay in Dublin Bay waiting till the tide should enable him to get over the bar. A French privateer chanced to be on the look-out in these waters, and pounced upon James Vickers, who was either unable or unwilling to fight. The French captain stripped the Grace Dogger  as the chronicler writes of rigging, sails, spars, yards, and all furniture wherewith she had been provided for due accommodation of passengers, leaving not so much as a spoone, or a naile, or a hooke to hang anything on. Having thus made a clean sweep of her valuables, and having no use for the hull, the Frenchman ransomed the Grace Dogger to poor J.V. for fifty guineas, which the Post-Office had to pay!

But our mail-packets were not always thus easily or summarily mastered. Sometimes they fought and conquered, but, whatever happened, the result was invariably productive of expense, because wounded men had to be cared for and cured or pensioned. Thus one Edward James had a donation of 5 pounds, because a musket shot had grazed the tibia of his left leg. What the tibia may be, my young friends, is best known to the doctors  I have not taken the trouble to inquire! (Hear, hear, and applause.) Then another got 12 pounds because a shot had divided his frontal muscles and fractured his skull; while a third received a yearly pension of 6 pounds, 13 shillings, 4 pence on account of a shot in the hinder part of the head, whereby a large division of scalp was made. Observe what significance there is in that fourpence! Dont it speak eloquently of the strict justice of the Post-Office authorities of those days? Dont it tell of tender solicitude on their part thus to gauge the value of gunshot wounds? Might it not be said that the men were carefully rated when wounded? One Postmaster-General writes to an agent at Falmouth in regard to rates: Each arm or leg amputated above the elbow or knee is 8 pounds per annum; below the knee, 20 nobles. Loss of sight of one eye, 4 pounds; of pupil of the eye, 5 pounds; of sight of both eyes, 12 pounds; of pupils of both eyes, 14 pounds. Our well-known exactitude began to crop up, you see, even in those days.

The post-boys  who in many instances were grey-headed men  also gave the authorities much trouble, many of them being addicted to strong drink, and not a few to dilatory habits and dishonesty. One of them was at one time caught in the act of breaking the laws. At that period the bye-posts were farmed, but the post-boys, regardless of farmers rights, often carried letters and brought back answers on their own account  receiving and keeping the hire, so that neither the Post-Office nor the farmer got the benefit. The particular boy referred to was convicted and committed to prison, but as he could not get bail  having neither friends nor money  he begged to be whipped instead! His petition was granted, and he was accordingly whipped to his hearts content  or, as the chronicler has it, he was whipped to the purpose.

Many men of great power and energy contributed to the advance of the Post-Office in those times. I wont burden your minds with many of their names however. One of them, William Dockwra, started a penny post in London for letters and small parcels in 1683. Twenty-three years later an attempt was made to start a halfpenny post in London, but that was suppressed.

Soon after that a great man arose named Ralph Allen. He obtained a lease of the cross posts from Government for life at 6000 pounds a year. By his wisdom and energy he introduced vast improvements in the postal system, besides making a profit of 12,000 pounds a year, which he lived to enjoy for forty-four years, spending much of his fortune in charity and in the exercise of hospitality to men of learning and genius.

About the middle of last century  the eighteenth  the Post-Office, although greatly increased in efficiency, was an insignificant affair compared with that of the present day. It was bound to pay into the Exchequer 700 pounds a week. In Ireland and Scotland improvements also went on apace, but not so rapidly as in England, as might have been expected, considering the mountainous nature of these countries. In Scotland the first modern stage-coach was introduced in 1776. The same year a penny post was started in Edinburgh by a certain Peter Williamson of Aberdeen, who was a keeper of a coffee-stall in the Parliament House, and his experiment was so successful that he had to employ four carriers to deliver and collect letters. These men rang a bell on their rounds and wore a uniform. Others soon entered into competition, but the Post-Office authorities came forward, took the local penny post in hand, and pensioned Williamson off.

It was not till the end of the century that the Post-Office made one of its greatest and most notable strides.

The Mail-coach Era followed that of the post-boys, and was introduced by Mr John Palmer, manager of the Bath theatre. The post-boys had become so unbearably slow and corrupt that people had taken to sending valuable letters in brown paper parcels by the coaches, which had now begun to run between most of the great towns. Palmer, who afterwards became Controller-General of the Post-Office, proposed that mail-bags should be sent by passenger-coaches with trusty and armed guards. His advice, after some opposition, was acted on, and thus the mails came to travel six miles an hour, instead of three or four  the result being an immediate increase of correspondence, despite an increase of postage. Rapidity, security, regularity, economy, are the great requisites in a healthy postal system. Here, then, was an advance in at least two of these. The advance was slight, it is true, but once more, I repeat, we ought not to turn up our noses at the day of small things. (Little Grigs was going to repeat Hear! hear! but thought better of it and checked himself.) Of course there was opposition to the stage-coaches. There always is and will be opposition to everything in a world of mixed good and evil. (The Scotsman here thought of repeating Hear! hear! but refrained.) One pamphleteer denounced them as the greatest evil that had happened of late years in these kingdoms,  mischievous to the public, prejudicial to trade, and destructive to lands. Those who travel in these coaches contract an idle habit of body, become weary and listless when they had rode a few miles, and were unable to travel on horseback, and not able to endure frost, snow, or rain, or to lodge in the fields. Opposition for ever! So it ever is. So it was when foot-runners gave place to horsemen; so it was when horseflesh succumbed to steam. So it will be when electro-galvanic aerial locomotives take the place  . (The remainder of the sentence was lost in laughter and rapturous applause.) But roads were still intolerably bad. Stage-coach travelling was a serious business. Men made their wills before setting out on a journey. The journey between Edinburgh and London was advertised to last ten days in summer, and twelve in winter, and that, too, in a so-called flying machine on steel springs. But, to return:  Our infant, having now become a sturdy youth, advanced somewhat more rapidly. In 1792 a money-order office was set on foot for the first time. It had been originally undertaken by some post-office clerks on their own account, but was little used until the introduction of the penny postage. Great reforms were made in many departments. Among them was an Act passed to authorise the sending of letter-bags by private ships. This originated the ship-letter system, by which letters are now conveyed to every part of the world visited by private ships.

Another mighty influence for good was the introduction (about 1818) of macadamised roads, which brought travelling up to the point of ten miles an hour. So also was the opening for use in 1829 of St. Martins-le-Grand  a grand event this, in every sense of the word. (Here a member objected to punning, and was immediately hooted out of countenance.)

With mail-coaches, macadamised roads, security, ten miles an hour, and a vastly increased revenue, the Post-Office seemed to have reached the highest heights of prosperity. The heights from which we now look down upon these things ought to make us humble in our estimate of the future! We have far surpassed the wildest dreams of those days, but there were some points of picturesque interest in which we can never surpass them. Ah! boys, said Solomon, looking up with a gleam of enthusiasm in his eyes, I mind the old mail-coaches well. They had for a long time before I knew them reached their best days. It was about the year 1820 that most of the post-roads had been macadamised, and the service had reached its highest state of efficiency. In 1836 there were fifty four-horse mails in England, thirty in Ireland, and ten in Scotland, besides forty-nine two-horse mails in England. Those who have not seen the starting of the mail-coaches from the General Post-Office can never understand the magnificence and excitement of that scene. The coaches were clean, trim, elegant, and glittering; the blood-horses were the finest that could be procured, groomed to perfection, and full of fire; the drivers and guards were tried and trusty men of mettle, in bright scarlet costume  some of the former being lords, baronets, and even parsons! It was a gay and stirring sight when the insides and outsides were seated, when the drivers seized their reins, and the bugles sounded, the whips cracked, the impatient steeds reared, plunged, or sprang away, and the Royal Mails flew from the yard of St. Martins-le-Grand towards every corner of the Kingdom.

Their progress, too, was a sort of royal progress  a triumphal march. Wherever they had to pass, crowds of people waited for them in subdued excitement, hailed them with delight, and waved them on with cheers, for they were almost the only means of distributing news; and when a great victory, such as Trafalgar, Vittoria, or Waterloo had to be announced, the mail-coaches  dressed in flowers and ribbons, with guards shouting the news to eager crowds as they passed through hamlet, village, and town  swept like a thrill of electric fire throughout the land. News was news in those days! You didnt get it at all till you got it altogether, and then you got it like a thunderbolt. There was no dribbling of advance telegrams; no daily papers to spread the news (or lies), and contradict em next day, in the same columns with commentaries or prophetic remarks on what might or should have been, but wasnt, until news got muddled up into a hopeless entanglement, so that when all was at last cleared up youd been worried out of all your interest in it! Yes, my lads, although I would not wish to see the return of those stirring days, Im free to assert that the world lost something good, and that it was not all clear gain when the old four-in-hand Royal Mail coaches drove out of the present into the past, and left the Iron Horse in possession of the field.

But nothing can arrest the hand of Time. When mail-coaches were at their best, and a new Great North Road was being laid out by Telford, the celebrated engineer, another celebrated engineer, named Stephenson, was creating strange commotion among the coal-pits of the North. The iron horse was beginning to snort. Soon he began to shriek and claw the rails. Despite the usual opposition, he succeeded in asserting himself, and, in the words of a disconsolate old mail-coach guard, men began to make a gridiron of old England. The romance of the road had faded away. No more for the old guard were there to be the exciting bustle of the start, the glorious rush out of the smoky town into the bright country; the crash through hamlet and village; the wayside changings; the rough crossing of snow-drifted moorlands; the occasional breakdowns; the difficulties and dangers; the hospitable inns; the fireside gossipings. The old guards day was over, and a new act in the drama of human progress had begun.

The Railway Era may be said to have commenced about the time of the opening of the Liverpool and Manchester line in 1830, though the railway system developed slowly during the first few years. Men did not believe in it, and many suggestions were made to accelerate the speed of mails in other ways. One writer proposed balloons. Another  Professor Babbage  suggested a series of high pillars with wires stretched thereon, along which letter-bags might be drawn. He even hinted that such pillars and wires might come to be made available for a species of telegraphic communication yet more rapid  a hint which is peculiarly interesting when we consider that it was given long prior to the time of the electric telegraph. But the Iron Horse rode roughshod over all other plans, and finally became the recognised and effective method of conveyance.

During this half-century of the mail-coach period many improvements and alterations had been made in the working of the Post-Office.

Among other things, the mails to India were despatched for the first time by the overland route  the Mediterranean, Suez, and the Red Sea  in 1835. A line of communication was subsequently extended to China and Australia. In the following year the reduction of the stamp-duty on newspapers to one penny led to a great increase in that branch of the service.

But now approached the time for the greatest reform of all  that reduction of postage of which I have already spoken  namely, the uniform rate of one penny for all inland letters not exceeding a certain weight.

The average postage of a letter in 1837 was 8 pence three farthings. Owing to the heavy rates the net proceeds of the Department had remained stationary for nearly twenty years. To mend this state of matters, Sir Rowland Hill fought his long and famous fight, the particulars of which I may not enter on just now, but which culminated in victory in 1840, when the Penny Post was established throughout the kingdom. Sir Rowland still (1879) lives to witness the thorough success of his daring and beneficent innovation! It is impossible to form a just estimate of the value of cheap postage to the nation,  I may say, to the world. Trade has been increased, correspondence extended, intelligence deepened, and mental activity stimulated.

The immediate result of the change was to raise the number of letters passing through the post from seventy-six millions in 1839 to one hundred and sixty-nine millions in 1840. Another result was the entire cessation of the illicit smuggling of letters. Despite penal laws, some carriers had been doing as large a business in illegal conveyance of letters as the Post-Office itself! One seizure made, a single bag in the warehouse of a well-known London carrier, revealed eleven hundred such letters! The horrified head of the firm hastened to the Postmaster-General, and offered immediate payment of 500 pounds to escape the penalties incurred. The money was accepted, and the letters were all passed through the Post-Office the same night!

Sir Rowland  then Mr  Hill had said that the Post-Office was capable of performing a distinguished part in the great work of national education. His prophetic words have been more than justified. People who never wrote letters before write them now. Those who wrote only a few letters now write hundreds. Only grave and important subjects were formerly treated of by letter, now we send the most trifling as well as the most weighty matters by the penny post in such floods that there is scarce room to receive the correspondence, but liberal men and measures have been equal to the emergency. One objector to cheap rates prophesied that their adoption would cause the very walls of the General Post-Office to burst. Well, it has seemed as if his prophecy were about to come true, especially on recent Christmas eves, but it is not yet fulfilled, for the old place has a tough skin, and wont burst up for a considerable time to come. (Great applause.)

Financially, too, continued Solomon, the Penny Post reform was an immense success, though at first it showed a tendency to hang fire. The business of the Money-Order Office was enormously increased, as the convenience of that important department became obvious to the public, and trade was so greatly improved that many tradesmen, at the end of the first three years, took the trouble to write to the Post-Office to tell how their business had increased since the introduction of the change. In short, the Penny Post would require a lecture to itself. I will therefore dismiss it with the remark that it is one of the greatest blessings of modern times, and that the nation owes an everlasting debt of gratitude to its author.

With decreased rates came the other great requisites,  increased speed and security; and now, as you all know, the work of the Post-Office, in all its wide ramifications, goes on with the uniform regularity of a good chronometer from year to year.

To the special duty of letter-carrying the Post-Office has now added the carriage of books and patterns, and a Savings-Bank as well as a Money Order department; but if I were to enlarge on the details of all this it would become necessary to order coffee and buns for the whole Society of literary message-boys, and make up our beds on the floor of Pegaway Hall  (Hear! hear! applause, and cries of Go on!)  to avoid which I shall bring my discourse to a close, with a humble apology for having detained you so long.




Chapter Twenty One.

Tells of a Series of Terrible Surprises.

Well, what did you think of that, old girl? asked Peter Pax of Tottie, on issuing from the Literary Message-Boys Hall, after having performed his duties there.

It was wonderful. I ad no idear that the Post-Office was so old or so grand a institootion  But please dont forget father, said Tottie, with an anxious look at the battered clock.

I dont forget im, Tot. Ive been thinkin about im the whole time, an Ive made up my mind what to do. The only thing I aint sure of is whether I shouldnt take my friend Phil Maylands into partnership.

Oh, please, dont, pleaded Tottie; I shouldnt like im to know about father.

Well, the less he knows about im the better. Praps youre right. Ill do it alone, so you cut away home. Ill go to have my personal appearance improved, and then off to Charing Cross. Lots of time, Tottie. Dont be anxious. Try if you can trust me. Im small, no doubt, but Im tough.  Good-night.

When Abel Bones seated himself that night in a third-class carriage at Charing Cross, and placed a neat little black hand-bag, in which he carried his housebreaking tools, on the floor between his feet, a small negro boy entered the carriage behind him, and, sitting down directly opposite, stared at him as if lost in unutterable amazement.

Mr Bones took no notice of the boy at first, but became annoyed at last by the pertinacity of his attention.

Well, you chunk of ebony, he said, how much are you paid a week for starin?

No pound no shillins an nopence, massa, and find myself, replied the negro so promptly that Bones smiled in spite of himself. Being, however, in no mood for conversation, he looked out at the carriage window and let the boy stare to his hearts content.

On drawing up to the platform of the station for Rosebud Cottage, Mr Bones seemed to become anxious, stretched his head out at the carriage window, and muttered to himself. On getting out, he looked round with a disappointed air.

Failed me! he growled, with an anathema on some one unknown. Well, Ill do it alone, he muttered, between his teeth.

O no! you wont, my fine fellow, thought the negro boy; Ill help you to do it, and make you do it badly, if you do it at all.  May I carry your bag, massa? he added, aloud.

Mr Bones replied with a savage kick, which the boy eluded nimbly, and ran with a look of mock horror behind a railway van. Here he put both hands to his sides, and indulged in a chuckle so hearty  though subdued  that an ordinary cat, to say nothing of a Cheshire one, might have joined him from sheer sympathy.

O the brute! he gasped, on partially recovering, and Tottie!  Tottie!! why shes Again this eccentric boy went off into subdued convulsions, in which state he was discovered by a porter, and chased off the premises.

During the remainder of that night the chunk of ebony followed Mr Bones like his shadow. When he went down to the small public-house of the hamlet to moisten his throat with a glass of beer, the negro boy waited for him behind a hay-stack; when he left the public-house, and took his way towards Rosebud Cottage, the boy walked a little behind him  not far behind, for the night was dark. When, on consulting his watch, with the aid of a match, Bones found that his time for action had not arrived and sat down by the side of a hedge to meditate, the chunk crept through a hole in the same hedge, crawled close up like a panther, lay down in the grass on the other side, and listened. But he heard nothing, for the burglar kept his thoughts, whatever they might have been, to himself. The hour was too still, the night too dark, the scene too ghostly for mutterings. Peering through the hedge, which was high and thick, the boy could see the red glow of Mr Boness pipe.

Suddenly it occurred to Pax that now was a favourable opportunity to test his plan. The hedge between him and his victim was impassable to any one larger than himself; on his side the ground sloped towards a plantation, in which he could easily find refuge if necessary. There was no wind. Not a leaf stirred. The silence was profound  broken only by the puffing of the burglars lips. Little Pax was quick to conceive and act. Suddenly he opened his mouth to its widest, took aim where he thought the ear of Bones must be, and uttered a short, sharp, appalling yell, compared to which a shriek of martyrdom must have been as nothing.

That the effect on Bones was tremendous was evinced by the squib-like action of his pipe, as it flew into the air, and the stumbling clatter of his feet, as he rushed blindly from the spot. Little Pax rolled on the grass in indescribable ecstasies for a few seconds, then crept through the hole, and followed his victim.

But Bones was no coward. He had only been taken by surprise, and soon stopped. Still, he was sufficiently superstitious to look frequently over his shoulder as he walked in the direction of Miss Stivergills Cottage.

Pax was by that time on familiar ground. Fearing that Bones was not to be scared from his purpose by one fright, he made a détour, got ahead of him, and prepared to receive him near the old well of an adjoining farm, which stood close by the road. When the burglars footsteps became audible, he braced himself up. As Bones drew near Pax almost burst his little chest with an inhalation. When Bones was within three feet of him, he gave vent to such a skirl that the burglars reason was again upset. He bounded away, but suddenly recovered self-possession, and, turning round, dashed at the old well, where Pax had prematurely begun to enjoy himself.

To jump to his feet and run like the wind was the work of a moment. Bones followed furiously. Rage lent him for the moment unwonted power. He kept well up for some distance, growling fiercely as he ran, but the lithe limbs and sound lungs of the boy were too much for him. He soon fell behind, and finally stopped, while Pax ran on until out of breath.

Believing that he had now rid himself of some mischievous boy of the neighbourhood, the burglar turned back to transact his business at Rosebud Cottage.

Peter Pax also turned in the same direction. He felt that things were now beginning to look serious. To thwart Mr Bones in his little game by giving information as to his intentions, would have been easy, but then that would have involved his being took, which was not to be thought of. At the same time, it was evident that he was no longer to be scared by yells.

Somewhat depressed by his failure, Pax hastened towards the cottage as fast as he could, resolved to give his enemy a last stunning reception in the garden, even although, by so doing, he would probably scare Miss Stivergill and her household out of their wits.

He reached the garden some minutes before Bones, and clambered over the wall. While in the very act of doing so, he felt himself seized by the throat and nearly strangled.

Now then, young un, growled a deep voice, which was not that of Bones, what little game may you be up to?

Ease your grip and Ill tell you, gasped Pax.

It was the constable of the district who had caught him. That faithful guardian of the night, having been roused by the unwonted yells, and having heard Paxs footsteps, had followed him up.

Im not a burglar, sir, pleaded Pax, not well knowing what to say. Suddenly he opened his mouth in desperation, intending to give one final yell, which might scare Bones from his impending fate, but it was nipped in the bud by the policemans strong hand.

Ha! youd give your pal a signal, would you? he said, in a gruff whisper. Come now, keep quiet if you dont want to be choked. You cant save im, so youd better give in.

Poor Pax now saw that nothing more could be done. He therefore made a virtue of necessity, and revealed as much of the object of his mission as he deemed prudent. The man believed him, and, on his promising to keep perfectly still, released him from his deadly grip.

While the policeman and the boy lay thus biding their time in the shrubbery, Bones got over the wall and quietly inspected the premises.

Ill let him begin, and take him in the act, whispered the policeman.

But hes an awful big, strong, determined feller, said Pax.

So am I, returned the policeman, with a smile, which was lost in the dark.

Now it so happened that Miss Lillycrop, who had been spending that day with Miss Stivergill, had been induced to spend the night also with her friend. Of course these two had much to talk about  ladies generally have in such circumstances  and they were later than usual in going to bed. Mr Bones was therefore, much against his will, obliged to delay the execution of his plans. Little dreaming that two admirers lay in ambush about fifty yards off, he retired to a dark corner behind a bit of old wall, and there, appropriately screened by a laurel bush, lit his pipe and enjoyed himself.

My dear, said Miss Stivergill to her friend about midnight, we must go to bed. Do you go up to my room; Ill follow after looking round.

It was the nightly practice of this lady to go over her premises from cellar to garret, to make quite sure that the servant had fastened every bolt and bar and lock. She began with the cellars. Finding everything right there, she went to the dining-room windows.

Ha! the gipsy!  unbolted, and the shutters open! exclaimed Miss Stivergill, fastening the bolt.

Hm! The old fool, thought the burglar, observing her tall square figure while thus engaged, might as well bolt the door of Newgate with a steel pen. Cottage window-gear is meant for show, not for service, old girl.

I look round regularly every night, observed Miss Stivergill, entering her bedroom, in which Miss Lillycrop usually occupied a chair bed when on a visit to The Rosebud. Youve no idea how careless servants are (Havent I, just? thought her friend), and although I have no personal fear of burglars, I deem it advisable to interpose some impediments to their entrance.

But what would you do if they did get in? asked Miss Lillycrop, in some anxiety, for she had a very strong personal fear of burglars.

Oh! I have several little plans for their reception, replied the lady, with a quiet smile. Theres a bell in the corner there, which was meant for the parish church, but was thought to be a little too small. I bought it, had a handle affixed to it, as you see, and should ring it at an open window if the house were attempted.

But they might rush in at the door and stop you  kill you even! suggested the other, with a shudder.

Have you not observed, said Miss Stivergill, that I lock my door on the inside? Besides, I have other little appliances which I shall explain to you in the morning, for I scorn to be dependent on a man-servant for protection. Theres a revolver in that drawer beside you  Miss Lillycrop shrank from the drawer in question but I would only use it in the last extremity, for I am not fond of taking human life. Indeed, I would decline to do so even to save my own, but I should have no objection to maim. Injuries about the legs or feet might do burglars spiritual as well as physical good in the long-run, besides being beneficial to society.  Now, my dear, good-night.

Miss Stivergill extinguished the candle as violently as she would have maimed a burglar, and poor Miss Lillycrops heart leapt as she was suddenly plunged into total darkness  for she was naturally timid, and could not help it.

For some time both ladies lay perfectly still; the hostess enjoying that placid period which precedes slumber; the guest quaking with fear caused by the thoughts that the recent conversation had raised.

Presently Miss Lillycrop raised herself on one elbow, and glared in the direction of her friends bed so awfully that her eyes all but shone in the dark.

Did you hear that, dear? she asked, in a low whisper.

Of course I did, replied Miss Stivergill aloud. Hush! listen.

They listened and heard that again. There could be no doubt about it  a curious scratching sound at the dining-room window immediately below theirs.

Rats, said Miss Stivergill in a low voice.

Oh! I do hope so, whispered Miss Lillycrop. She entertained an inexpressible loathing of rats, but compared with burglars they were as bosom friends whom she would have welcomed with a glad shudder.

In a few minutes the scratching ceased and a bolt or spring snapped. The wildest of rats never made a sound like that! Miss Lillycrop sat bolt up in her bed, transfixed with horror, and could dimly see her friend spring from her couch and dart across the room like a ghostly phantom.

Lilly, if you scream, said Miss Stivergill, in a voice so low and stern that it caused her blood to curdle, Ill do something awful to you.  Get up!

The command was peremptory. Miss Lillycrop obeyed.

Here, catch hold of the bell-handle  so. Your other hand  there  keep the tongue fast in it, and dont ring till I give the word.

Miss Lillycrop was perfect in her docility.

A large tin tea-tray hung at the side of Miss Stivergills bed. Beside it was a round ball with a handle to it. Miss Lillycrop had wondered what these were there for. She soon found out.

Miss Stivergill put the dressing-table a little to one side, and placed a ewer of water on it.

At that moment the dining-room window was heard to open slowly but distinctly.

Miss Stivergill threw up the bedroom window.

The marrow in Miss Lillycrops spine froze.

Mr Bones started and looked up in surprise. He received a deluge of water on his face, and at the same moment a ewer burst in atoms on the gravel at his feet  for Miss Stivergill did nothing by halves. But Bones was surprise-proof by that time; besides, the coveted treasure was on the sideboard  almost within his grasp. He was too bold a villain to be frightened by women, and he knew that sleeping country-folk are not quickly roused to succour the inmates of a lonely cottage. Darting into the room, he tumbled over chairs, tables, work-boxes, fire-irons, and coal-scuttle.

Ring! said Miss Stivergill sharply. At the same moment she seized the tea-tray in her left hand and belaboured it furiously with the drumstick.

Ring out at the window! shouted Miss Stivergill.

Miss Lillycrop did so until her spinal marrow thawed.

The noise was worse than appalling. Little Pax, unable to express his conflicting emotions in any other way, yelled with agonising delight. Even the hardened spirit of Bones trembled with mingled feelings of alarm and surprise. He found and grasped the coveted box, and leaped out of the window with a bound. It is highly probable that he would have got clear off but for the involuntary action of Miss Lillycrop. As that ladys marrow waxed warm she dashed the great bell against the window-sill with such fervour that it flew from her grasp and descended full on the burglars cranium, just as he leaped into the arms of the policeman, and both fell heavily to the ground. The guardian of the night immediately jumped up uninjured, but Bones lay prone on the green sward  stunned by the bell.

Thats well done, anyhow, an saved me a world o trouble, said the constable, looking up at the window as he held the burglar down, though there was little necessity for that. You couldnt shy me over a bit of rope, could you, maam?

Miss Stivergill, to whom nothing seemed difficult, and who had by that time stopped her share in the noise, went into a cupboard and fetched thence a coil of rope.

I meant it to be used in the event of fire, she said quietly to her friend, who had thrown herself flat on her bed, but it will serve other purposes as well.  There, policeman.

She threw it down, and when Bones recovered consciousness he found himself securely tied and seated in a chair in the Rosebud kitchen  the policeman looking at him with interest, and the domestics with alarm. Miss Stivergill regarded him with calm severity.

Now hes quite safe, maam, but I cant venture to take im to the station alone. If youll kindly consent to keep an eye on him, maam, till I run down for a comrade, Ill be greatly obleeged. Theres no fear of his wrigglin out o that, maam; you may make your mind easy.

My mind is quite easy, policeman; you may go. I shall watch him.

When the man had left, Miss Stivergill ordered the servants to leave the kitchen. Little Pax, who had discreetly kept out of range of the burglars eye, went with them, a good deal depressed in spirit, for his mission had failed. The burglary had not indeed, been accomplished, but father was took.

When Miss Stivergill was left alone with the burglar she gazed at him for some time in silence.

Man, she said at length, you are little Boness father.

If you means Tottie, maam, I is, replied Bones, with a look and tone which were not amiable.

I have a strong feeling of regard for your child, though not a scrap of pity for yourself, said Miss Stivergill, with a frown.

Mr Bones muttered something to the effect that he returned the compliment with interest.

For Totties sake I should be sorry to see you transported, continued the lady, therefore I mean to let you off. Moreover, bad as you are, I believe you are not so bad as many people would think you. Therefore Im going to trust you.

Bones looked inquiringly and with some suspicion at his captor. He evidently thought there was a touch of insanity about her. This was confirmed when Miss Stivergill, seizing a carving-knife from the dresser, advanced with masculine strides towards him. He made a desperate effort to burst his bonds, but they were too scientifically arranged for that. Dont fear, said the lady, severing the cord that bound the burglars wrists, and putting the knife in his hands. Now, she added, you know how to cut yourself free, no doubt.

Well, you are a trump! exclaimed Bones, rapidly touching his bonds at salient points with the keen edge.

In a few seconds he was free.

Now, go away, said Miss Stivergill, and dont let me see you here again.

Bones looked with admiration at his deliverer, but could only find words to repeat that she was a trump, and vanished through the back-door, just as a band of men, with pitchforks, rakes, spades, and lanterns, came clamouring in at the front garden gate from the neighbouring farm.

What is it? exclaimed the farmer.

Only a burglar, answered Miss Stivergill.

Where is he? chorussed everybody.

Thats best known to himself, replied the lady, who, in order to give the fugitive time, went into a minute and slow account of the whole affair  excepting, of course, her connivance at the escape  to the great edification of her audience, among whom the one who seemed to derive the chief enjoyment was a black boy. He endeavoured to screen himself behind the labourers, and was obviously unable to restrain his glee.

But whats come of im, maam? asked the farmer impatiently.

Escaped! answered Miss Stivergill.

Escaped! echoed everybody, looking furtively round, as though they supposed he had only escaped under the dresser or into the keyhole.

Escaped! repeated the policeman, who entered at the moment with two comrades; impossible! I tied im so that no efforts of his own could avail im. Somebody must ave elped im.

The carving-knife helped him, said Miss Stivergill, with a look of dignity. Perhaps, instead of speculating how he escaped, policeman, it would be better to pursue him. He cant be very far off, as it is not twenty minutes since he cut himself free.

In a state of utter bewilderment the policeman rushed out of the cottage, followed by his comrades and the agriculturists. Peter Pax essayed to go with them, but was restrained by an iron grip on his collar. Pulling him back, Miss Stivergill dragged her captive into a parlour and shut the door.

Come now, little Pax, she said, setting the boy in a chair in front of her, you neednt try to deceive me. Id know you among a thousand in any disguise. If you were to blacken your face with coal-tar an inch thick your impertinence would shine through. You know that the burglar is little Boness father; youve a pretty good guess that I let him off. You have come here for some purpose in connection with him. Come  out with it, and make a clean breast.

Little Pax did make a clean breast then and there, was washed white, supped and slept at The Rosebud, returned to town next day by the first train, and had soon the pleasure of informing Tottie that the intended burglary had been frustrated, and that her father wasnt took after all.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Shows How One Thing Leads to Another, and so on.

It is a mere truism to state that many a chain of grave and far-reaching events is set in motion by some insignificant trifle. The touching of a trigger by a child explodes a gun which extinguishes a valuable life, and perhaps throws a whole neighbourhood into difficulties. The lighting of a match may cause a conflagration which shall bring down an extensive firm, some of whose dependants, in the retail trade, will go down along with it, and cause widespreading distress, if not ruin, among a whole army of greengrocers, buttermen, and other small fry.

The howling of a bad baby was the comparatively insignificant event which set going a certain number of wheels, whose teeth worked into the cogs which revolved in connection with our tale.

The howling referred to awoke a certain contractor near Pimlico with a start, and caused him to rise off what is popularly known as the wrong side. Being an angry man, the contractor called the baby bad names, and would have whipped it had it been his own. Going to his office before breakfast with the effects of the howl strong upon him, he met a humble labourer there with a surly Well, what do you want?

The labourer wanted work. The contractor had no work to give him. The labourer pleaded that his wife and children were starving. The contractor didnt care a pinch of snuff for his wife or children, and bade him be off. The labourer urged that the times were very hard, and he would be thankful for any sort of job, no matter how small. He endeavoured to work on the contractors feelings by referring to the premature death, by starvation, of his pet parrot, which had been for years in the family, and a marvellous speaker, having been taught by his mate Bill. The said Bill was also out of work, and waiting for him outside. He too would be thankful for a job  anything would do, and they would be willing to work for next to nothing. The contractor still professed utter indifference to the labourers woes, but the incident of the parrot had evidently touched a cord which could not be affected by human suffering. After a few minutes consideration he said there was a small job  a pump at the corner of a certain street not far off had to be taken down, to make way for contemplated alterations. It was not necessary to take it down just then, but as the labourers were so hard up for a job they were at liberty to undertake that one.

Thus two wheels were set in motion, and the result was that the old pump at the corner of Purr Street was uprooted and laid low by these labourers, one of whom looked into the lower end of the pump and said Hallo!

His companion Bill echoed the Hallo! and added Whats up?

Wy, if there aint somethink queer inside of the old pump, said the labourer, going down on both knees in order to look more earnestly into it. I do blieve its letters. Some double-extra stoopids ave bin an posted em in the pump.

He pulled out handfuls of letters as he spoke, some of which, from their appearance, must have lain there for years, while others were quite fresh!

A passing letter-carrier took charge of these letters, and conveyed them to the Post-Office, where the machinery of the department was set in motion on them. They were examined, faced, sorted, and distributed. Among them was the letter which George Aspel had committed to the care of Tottie Bones at the time of his first arrival in London, and thus it came to pass that the energies of Sir James Clubley, Baronet, were roused into action.

Dear me! how strange! said Sir James to himself, on reading the letter. This unaccountable silence is explained at last. Poor fellow, I have judged him hastily. Come! Ill go find him out.

But this resolve was more easily made than carried into effect. At the hotel from which the letter had been dated nothing was known of the missing youth except that he had departed long long ago, leaving as his future address the name of a bird-stuffer, which name had unfortunately been mislaid  not lost. Oh no  only mislaid! On further inquiry, however, there was a certain undersized, plain-looking, and rather despised chamber-maid who retained a lively and grateful recollection of Mr Aspel, in consequence of his having given her an unexpectedly large tip at parting, coupled with a few slight but kindly made inquiries as to her welfare, which seemed to imply that he regarded her as a human being. She remembered distinctly his telling her one evening that if any one should call for him in his absence he was to be found at the residence of a lady in Cat Street, Pimlico, but for the life of her she couldnt remember the number, though she thought it must have been number nine, for she remembered having connected it in her mind with the well-known lives of a cat.

Cat Street! Strange name  very! said Sir James. Are you sure it was Cat Street?

Well, I aint quite sure, sir, replied the little plain one, with an inquiring frown at the chandelier, but I know it ad somethink to do with cats. Praps it was Mew Street; but Im quite sure it was Pimlico.

And the ladys name?

Well, sir, I aint sure of that neither. It was somethink queer, I know, but then theres a-many queer names in London  aint, there, sir?

Sir James admitted that there were, and advised her to reflect on a few of them.

The little plain one did reflect  with the aid of the chandelier  and came to the sudden conviction that the ladys name had to do with flowers. Not roses  no, nor yet violets, she said, with an air of intense mental application, for the maidens memory was largely dependent on association of ideas; it might ave been marigolds, though it dont seem likely. Stay, was it water  ?  Oh! it was lilies! Yes, I ave it now: Miss Lilies-somethink.

Think again, now, said the Baronet, everything depends on the something, for Miss Lilies is not so extravagantly queer as you seem to think her name was.

Thats true, sir, said the perplexed maid, with a last appealing gaze at the chandelier, and beginning with the first letter of the alphabet  Miss Lilies A  Lilies B  Lilies C  , etcetera, until she came to K. Thats it now. I ave it almost. It ad to do with lots of lilies, Im quite sure  quantities, it must ave been.

On Sir James suggesting that quantities did not begin with a K the little plain ones feelings were slightly hurt, and she declined to go any further into the question. Sir James was therefore obliged to rest content with what he had learned, and continued his search in Pimlico. There he spent several hours in playing, with small shopkeepers and policemen, a game somewhat analogous to that which is usually commenced with the words Is it animal, vegetable, or mineral? The result was that eventually he reached Number 9 Purr Street, and found himself in the presence of Miss Lillycrop.

That lady, however, damped his rising hopes by saying that she did not know where George Aspel was to be found, and that he had suddenly disappeared  to her intense regret  from the bird-warehouse in which he had held a situation. It belonged to the brothers Blurt, whose address she gave to her visitor.

Little Tottie Bones, who had heard the conversation through the open parlour door, could have told where Aspel was to be found, but the promise made to her father sealed her lips; besides, particular inquiries after any one were so suggestive to her of policemen, and being took, that she had a double motive to silence.

Mr Enoch Blurt could throw no light on the subject, but he could, and did, add to Sir Jamess increasing knowledge of the youths reported dissipation, and sympathised with him strongly in his desire to find out Aspels whereabouts. Moreover, he directed him to the General Post-Office, where a youth named Maylands, a letter-sorter  who had formerly been a telegraph message-boy,  and an intimate friend of Aspel, was to be found, and might be able to give some information about him, though he (Mr Blurt) feared not.

Phil Maylands could only say that he had never ceased to make inquiries after his friend, but hitherto without success, and that he meant to continue his inquiries until he should find him.

Sir James Clubley therefore returned in a state of dejection to the sympathetic Miss Lillycrop, who gave him a note of introduction to a detective  the grave man in grey,  a particular friend and ally of her own, with whom she had scraped acquaintance during one of her many pilgrimages of love and mercy among the poor.

To the man in grey Sir James committed his case, and left him to work it out.

Now, the way of a detective is a mysterious way. Far be it from us to presume to point it out, or elucidate or expound it in any degree. We can only give a vague, incomplete, it may be even incorrect, view of what the man in grey did and achieved, nevertheless we are bound to record what we know as to this officers proceedings, inasmuch as they have to do with the thread of our narrative.

It may be that other motives, besides those connected with George Aspel, induced the man in grey to visit the General Post-Office, but we do not certainly know. It is quite possible that a whole host of subsidiary and incidental cases on hand might have induced him to take up the Post-Office like a huge stone, wherewith to knock down innumerable birds at one and the same throw; we cannot tell. The brain of a detective must be essentially different from the brains of ordinary men. His powers of perception  we might add, of conception, reception, deception, and particularly of interception  are marvellous. They are altogether too high for us. How then can we be expected to explain why it was that, on arriving at the Post-Office, the man in grey, instead of asking eagerly for George Aspel at the Inquiry Office, or the Returned Letter Office, or the poste restante, as any sane man would have done, began to put careless and apparently unmeaning questions about little dogs, and to manifest a desire to be shown the chief points of interest in the basement of St. Martins-le-Grand?

In the gratifying of his desires the man in grey experienced no difficulty. The staff of the Post-Office is unvaryingly polite and obliging to the public. An order was procured, and he soon found himself with a guide traversing the mysterious regions underneath the splendid new building where the great work of postal telegraphy is carried on.

While his conductor led him through the labyrinthine passages in which a stranger would infallibly have lost his way, he explained the various objects of interest  especially pointing out the racks where thousands on thousands of old telegrams are kept, for a short time, for reference in case of dispute, and then destroyed. He found the man in grey so intelligent and sympathetic that he quite took a fancy to him.

Do you happen to remember, asked the detective, in a quiet way, during a pause in his companions remarks, anything about a mad dog taking refuge in this basement some time ago  a small poodle I think it was  which disappeared in some mysterious way?

The conductor had heard a rumour of such an event, but had been ill and off duty at the time, and could give him no details.

This, said he, opening a door, is the Battery Room, where the electricity is generated for the instruments above.  Allow me to introduce you to the Battery Inspector.

The man in grey bowed to the Inspector, who was a tall, powerful man, quite fit, apparently, to take charge of a battery of horse artillery if need were.

A singular place, remarked the detective, looking sharply round the large room, whose dimensions were partially concealed, however, by the rows of shelving which completely filled it from floor to ceiling.

Somewhat curious, assented the Inspector; you see our batteries require a good deal of shelving. All put together, there is in this room about three miles of shelving, completely filled, as you see, with about 22,000 cells or jars. The electricity is generated in these jars. They contain carbon and zinc plates in a solution of bichromate of potash and sulphuric acid and water. We fill them up once every two weeks, and renew the plates occasionally. There is a deal of sulphate of copper used up here, sir, in creating electricity  about six tons in the year. Pure copper accumulates on the plates in the operation, but the zinc wears away.

The detective expressed real astonishment and interest in all this, and much more that the Inspector told him.

Poisonous stuff in your jars, I should fancy? he inquired.

Rather, replied the Inspector.

Does your door ever stand open? asked the detective.

Sometimes, said the other, with a look of slight surprise.

You never received a visit down here from a mad dog, did you? asked the man in grey.

Never!

I only ask the question, continued the other, in a careless tone, because I once read in the newspapers of a poodle being chased into the Post-Office and never heard of again. It occurred to me that poison might account for it.  A curious-looking thing here; what is it?

He had come to a part of the Battery Room where there was a large frame or case of dark wood, the surface of which was covered with innumerable brass knobs or buttons, which were coupled together by wires.

That is our Battery Test-Box, explained the Inspector. There are four thousand wires connected with it  two thousand going to the instruments up-stairs, and two thousand connected with the battery-jars. When I complete the circuit by connecting any couple of these buttons, the influence of the current is at once perceived.

He took a piece of charcoal, as he spoke, and brought it into contact with two of the knobs. The result was to convert the coal instantly into an intense electric light of dazzling beauty. The point of an ordinary lead pencil applied in the same way became equally brilliant.

That must be a powerful battery, remarked the detective.

The Inspector smilingly took two handles from a neighbouring shelf and held them out to his visitor.

Lay hold of these, he said, and you will feel its powers.

The detective did as directed, and received a shock which caused him to fling down the handles with great promptitude and violence. He was too self-possessed a man, however, to seem put out.

Strong! he said, with a short laugh; remarkably strong and effective.

Yes, assented the Inspector, it is pretty powerful, and it requires to be so, for it does heavy work and travels a considerable distance. The greater the distance, you know, the greater the power required to do the work and transmit the messages. This is the battery that fires two signal-guns every day at one oclock  one at Newcastle, the other at South Shields, and supplies Greenwich time to all our principal stations over a radius of three hundred miles.  I sent the contents of one hundred and twenty jars through you just now!

Thats curious and interesting; I may even say it is suggestive, returned the detective, in a meditative tone. Double that number of jars, now, applied to the locks of street doors at night and the fastenings of windows would give a powerful surprise to burglars.

Ah, no doubt, and also to belated friends, said the Inspector, not to mention the effect on servant-maids in the morning when people forgot to disconnect the wires.

The man in grey admitted the truth of the observation, and, thanking the Battery Inspector for his kind attentions, bade him a cordial adieu. Continuing his investigation of the basement, he came to the three huge fifty-horse-power engines, whose duty it is to suck the air from the pneumatic telegraph tubes in the great hall above. Here the detective became quite an engineer, asked with much interest and intelligence about governors, pistons, escape-valves, actions, etcetera, and wound up with a proposition.

Suppose, now, he said, that a little dog were to come suddenly into this room and dash about in a miscellaneous sort of way, could it by any means manage to become entangled in your machinery and get so demolished as never more to be seen or heard of?

The engineer looked at his questioner with a somewhat amused expression. No, sir, I dont think it could. No doubt it might kill itself with much facility in various ways, for fifty horsepower, properly applied, would do for an elephant, much more a dog. But I dont believe that power to be sufficient to produce annihilation. There would have been remains of some sort.

From the engine-room our detective proceeded to the boiler-room and the various kitchens, and thence to the basement of the old building on the opposite side of the street, where he found a similarly perplexing labyrinth. He was taken in hand here by Mr Bright, who chanced to be on duty, and led him first to the Stamp Department. There was much to draw him off his canine mania here. First he was introduced to the chief of the department, who gave him much interesting information about stamps in general.

Then he was conducted to another room, and shown the tables at which men were busy counting sheets of postage-stamps and putting them up in envelopes for all parts of the United Kingdom. The officer in charge told him that the weight of stamps sent out from that room averaged a little over three tons daily, and that the average value of the weekly issue was 150,000 pounds. Then he was led into a fireproof safe  a solid stone apartment  which was piled from floor to ceiling with sheets of postage-stamps of different values. Those for letters ranged from one halfpenny to one pound, but those used for telegrams ran up to as much as five pounds sterling for a single stamp. Taking down from a shelf a packet of these high-priced stamps, which was about the size of a thick octavo book, the official stated that it was worth 35,000 pounds.

Yes, sir, he added, this strong box of ours holds a deal of money. You are at this moment in the presence of nearly two millions sterling!

A tidy little sum to retire upon. Would build two thousand Board Schools at a thousand pounds each, said the detective, who was an adept at figures,  as at everything else.

Feeling that it would be ridiculous to inquire about mad dogs in the presence of two millions sterling, the man in grey suffered himself to be led through long passages and vaulted chambers, some of which latter were kitchens, where the men on duty had splendid fires, oceans of hot water, benches and tables, and liberty to cook the food either brought by themselves for the day or procured from a caterer on the premises  for Post-Office officials when on duty may not leave the premises for any purpose whatever, except duty, and must sign books specifying to the minute when, where, and why, they come and go. In this basement also, as in the other, were long rows of numbered cupboards or large pigeon-holes with lockable doors, one of which was appropriated to each man for the safe depositing of his victuals and other private property.

Here, too, were whitewashed lavatories conveniently and plentifully distributed, with every appliance for cleanliness and comfort, including a large supply of fresh and good water. Of this, 49,000 gallons a day is supplied by an artesian well, and 39,000 gallons a day by the New River Company, in the new building. In the old building the 27,000 gallons consumed daily is supplied by the New River Company. It is, however, due to the 5900 human beings who labour in both buildings to state that at least 55,000 of these gallons are swallowed by steam-engines on the premises.

To all these things Mr Bright directed attention with professional zeal, and the man in grey observed with much interest all that he saw and heard, until he came to the letter-carriers kitchen, where several of the men were cooking food at the fire, while others were eating or chatting at the tables.

Happening to mention the dog here, he found that Mr Bright was partially acquainted with the incident.

It was down these stairs it ran, he said, and was knocked on the head in this very room by the policeman. No one knows where he took the body to, but he went out at that door, in the direction, it is supposed, of the boiler-house.

The detective had at last got hold of a clew. He was what is styled, in a well-known game, getting warm.

Let us visit the boiler-house, he said.

Again, for the nonce, he became an engineer. Like Paul, he was all things to all men. He was very affable to the genial stoker, who was quite communicative about the boilers. After a time the detective referred to the dog, and the peculiar glance of the stoker at once showed him that his object was gained.

A policeman brought it? he asked quietly.

Yes, a policeman brought it, said the stoker suspiciously.

The man in grey soon, however, removed his suspicions and induced him to become confidential. When he had obtained all the information that the stoker could give  in addition to poor Flopparts collar, which had no name on it, but was stamped with three stars on its inside  the detective ceased to make any further inquiries after mad dogs, and, with a disengaged mind, accompanied Mr Bright through the remainder of the basement, where he commented on the wise arrangement of having the mail-bags made by convicts, and on the free library, which he pronounced a magnificent institution, and which contained about 2000 volumes, that were said by the courteous librarian to be largely used by the officials, as well as the various newspapers and magazines, furnished gratuitously by their proprietors. He was also shown the lifts, which raised people  to say nothing of mails, etcetera  from the bottom to the top of the building, or vice versa; the small steam-engine which worked the same, and the engineer of which  an old servant  was particularly impressive on the peculiar governor by which his engine was regulated; the array of letter stampers, which were kept by their special guardian in immaculate order and readiness; the fire-hose, which was also ready for instant service, and the firemen, who were in constant attendance with a telegraphic instrument at their special disposal, connecting them with other parts of the building. All this, and a great deal more which we have not space to mention, the man in grey saw, admired, and commented on, as well as on the general evidence of order, method, regularity, neatness, and system which pervaded the whole place.

You manage things well here, he said to his conductor at parting.

We do, responded Mr Bright, with an approving nod; and we had need to, for the daily despatch of Her Majestys mails to all parts of the world is no childs play. Our motto is  or ought to be Security, Celerity, Punctuality, and Regularity. We couldnt carry that out, sir, without good management.  Good-bye.

Good-bye, and thank you, said the detective, leaving St. Martins-le-Grand with his busy brain ruminating on a variety of subjects in a manner that no one but a detective could by any possibility understand.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Turning-Point.

As time advanced Philip Maylands circumstances improved, for Phil belonged to that class of which it is sometimes said they are sure to get on. He was thorough-going and trustworthy  two qualities these which the world cannot do without, and which, being always in demand, are never found begging.

Phil did not set up for anything. He assumed no airs of superior sanctity. He did not even aim at being better than others, though he did aim, daily, at being better than he was. In short, the lad, having been trained in ways of righteousness, and having the Word of God as his guide, advanced steadily and naturally along the narrow way that leads to life. Hence it came to pass in the course of time that he passed from the ranks of Out-door Boy Telegraph Messenger to that of Boy-Sorter, with a wage of twelve shillings a week, which was raised to eighteen shillings. His hours of attendance at the Circulation Department were from 4:30 in the morning till 9; and from 4:30 in the evening till 8. These suited him well, for he had ever been fond of rising with the lark while at home, and had no objection to rise before the lark in London. The evening being free he devoted to study  for Phil was one of that by no means small class of youths who, in default of a College education, do their best to train themselves, by the aid of books and the occasional help of clergymen, philanthropists, and evening classes.

In all this Phil was greatly assisted by his sister May, who, although not much more highly educated than himself, was quick of perception, of an inquiring mind, and a sympathetic soul. He was also somewhat assisted, and, at times, not a little retarded, by his ardent admirer Peter Pax, who joined him enthusiastically in his studies, but, being of a discursive and enterprising spirit, was prone to tempt him off the beaten paths of learning into the thickets of speculative philosophy.

One evening Pax was poring over a problem in Euclid with his friend in Pegaway Hall.

Phil, he said uneasily, drop your triangles a bit and listen. Would you think it dishonest to keep a thing secret that ought to be known?

That depends a good deal on what the secret is, and what I have got to do with it, replied Phil. But why do you ask?

Because Ive been keeping a secret a long time  much against my will  an I can stand it no longer. If I dont let it out, itll bust me  besides, Ive got leave to tell it.

Out with it, then, Pax; for its of no use trying to keep down things that dont agree with you.

Well, then, said Pax. I know where George Aspel is!

Phil, who had somewhat unwillingly withdrawn his mind from Euclid, turned instantly with an eager look towards his little friend.

Ah, I thought that would rouse you, said the latter, with a look of unwonted earnestness on his face. You must know, Phil, that a long while ago  just about the time of the burglary at Miss Stivergills cottage  I made the amazin discovery that little Tottie Bones is Mariar  alias Merry,  the little baby-cousin I was nuss to in the country long ago, whom Ive often spoke to you about, and from whom I was torn when she had reached the tender age of two or thereby. It follows, of course, that Totties father  old Bones  is my uncle, alias Blackadder, alias the Brute, of whom I have also made mention, and who, it seems, came to London to try his fortune in knavery after havin failed in the country. I saw him once, I believe, at old Blurts bird-shop, but did not recognise im at the time, owin to his hat bein pulled well over his eyes, though I rather think he must have recognised me. The second time I saw him was when Tottie came to me for help and set me on his tracks, when he was goin to commit the burglary on Rosebud Cottage. Ive told you all about that, but did not tell you that the burglar was Totties father, as Tottie had made me promise not to mention it to any one. I knew the rascal at once on seeing him in the railway carriage, and could hardly help explodin in his face at the fun of the affair. Of course he didnt know me on account of my bein as black in the face as the King of Dahomey.  Well, continued Pax, warming with his subject, it also follows, as a matter of course, that Mrs Bones is my blessed old aunt Georgie  now changed into Molly, on account, no doubt, of the Brutes desire to avoid the attentions of the police. Now, as Ive a great regard for aunt Georgie, and have lost a good deal of my hatred of the Brute, and find myself fonder than ever of Tottie  I beg her pardon, of Merry  Ive been rather intimate  indeed, I may say, pretty thick  with the Boneses ever since; and as I am no longer a burden to the Brute  can even help im a little  he dont abominate me as much as he used to. Theyre wery poor  awful poor  are the Boneses. The Brute still keeps up a fiction of a market-garden and a dairy  the latter bein supplied by a cow and a pump  but it dont pay, and the business in the city, whatever it may be, seems equally unprofitable, for their town house is not a desirable residence.

This is all very interesting and strange, Pax, but what has it to do with George Aspel? asked Phil. You know Im very anxious about him, and have long been hunting after him. Indeed, I wonder that you did not tell me about him before.

How could I, said Pax, when Tot  I mean Merry  no, Ill stick to Tottie it comes more natural than the old name  told me not for worlds to mention it. Only now, after pressin her and aunt Georgie wery hard, have I bin allowed to let it out, for poor Aspel himself dont want his whereabouts to be known.

Surely! exclaimed Phil, with a troubled, anxious air, he has not become a criminal.

No. Auntie assures me he has not, but he is sunk very low, drinks hard to drown his sorrow, and is ashamed to be seen. No wonder. Youd scarce know im, Phil, workin like a coal-heaver, in a suit of dirty fustian, about the wharves  tryin to keep out of sight. Ive come across im once or twice, but pretended not to recognise im. Now, Phil, added little Pax, with deep earnestness in his face, as he laid his hand impressively on his friends arm, we must save these two men somehow  you and I.

Yes, God helping us, we must, said Phil.

From that moment Philip Maylands and Peter Pax passed, as it were, into a more earnest sphere of life, a higher stage of manhood. The influence of a powerful motive, a settled purpose, and a great end, told on their characters to such an extent that they both seemed to have passed over the period of hobbledehoyhood at a bound, and become young men.

With the ardour of youth, they set out on their mission at once. That very night they went together to the wretched abode of Abel Bones, having previously, however, opened their hearts and minds to May Maylands, from whom, as they had expected, they received warm encouragement.

Little did these unsophisticated youths know what a torrent of anxiety, grief, fear, and hope their communication sent through the heart of poor May. The eager interest she manifested in their plans they regarded as the natural outcome of a kind heart towards an old friend and playfellow. So it was, but it was more than that!

The same evening George Aspel and Abel Bones were seated alone in their dismal abode in Archangel Court. There were tumblers and a pot of beer before them, but no food. Aspel sat with his elbows on the table, grasping the hair on his temples with both hands. The other sat with arms crossed, and his chin sunk on his chest, gazing gloomily but intently at his companion.

Remorse  that most awful of the ministers of vengeance  had begun to torment Abel Bones. When he saved Tottie from the fire, Aspel had himself unwittingly unlocked the door in the burglars soul which let the vengeful minister in. Thereafter Miss Stivergills illustration of mercy, for the sake of another, had set the unlocked door ajar, and the discovery that his ill-treated little nephew had nearly lost his life in the same cause, had pulled the door well back on its rusty hinges.

Having thus obtained free entrance, Remorse sat down and did its work with terrible power. Bones was a man of tremendous passions and powerful will. His soul revolted violently from the mean part he had been playing. Although he had not succeeded in drawing Aspel into the vortex of crime as regards human law, he had dragged him very low, and, especially, had fanned the flame of thirst for strong drink, which was the youths chief  at least his most dangerous  enemy. His thirst was an inheritance from his forefathers, but the sin of giving way to it  of encouraging it at first when it had no power, and then of gratifying it as it gained strength, until it became a tyrant  was all his own. Aspel knew this, and the thought filled him with despair as he sat there with his now scarred and roughened fingers almost tearing out his hair, while his bloodshot eyes stared stonily at the blank wall opposite.

Bones continued to gaze at his companion, and to wish with all his heart that he had never met him. He had, some time before that, made up his mind to put no more temptation in the youths way. He now went a step further  he resolved to attempt the task of getting him out of the scrapes into which he had dragged him. But he soon found that the will which had always been so powerful in the carrying out of evil was woefully weak in the unfamiliar effort to do good!

Still, Bones had made up his mind to try. With this end in view he proposed a walk in the street, the night being fine. Aspel sullenly consented. The better to talk the matter over, Bones proposed to retire to a quiet though not savoury nook by the river-side. Aspel objected, and proposed a public-house instead, as being more cheerful.

Just opposite that public-house there stood one of those grand institutions which are still in their infancy, but which, we are persuaded, will yet take a prominent part in the rescue of thousands of mankind from the curse of strong drink. It was a public-house without drink  a coffee-tavern, where working men could find a cheap and wholesome meal, a cheerful, warm, and well-lit room wherein to chat and smoke, and the daily papers, without being obliged to swallow fire-water for the good of the house.

Bones looked at the coffee-house, and thought of suggesting it to his companion. He even willed to do so, but, alas! his will in this matter was as weak as the water which he mingled so sparingly with his grog. Shame, which never troubled him much when about to take a vicious course, suddenly became a giant, and the strong man became weak like a little child. He followed Aspel into the public-house, and the result of this first effort at reformation was that both men returned home drunk.

It seemed a bad beginning, but it was a beginning, and as such was not to be despised.

When Phil and Pax reached Archangel Court, a-glow with hope and good resolves, they found the subjects of their desires helplessly asleep in a corner of the miserable room, with Mrs Bones preparing some warm and wholesome food against the period of their recovery.

It was a crushing blow to their new-born hopes. Poor little Pax had entertained sanguine expectations of the effect of an appeal from Phil, and lost heart completely. Phil was too much cast down by the sight of his friend to be able to say much, but he had a more robust spirit than his little friend, and besides, had strong faith in the power and willingness of God to use even weak and sinful instruments for the accomplishment of His purposes of mercy.

Afterwards, in talking over the subject with his friend Sterling, the city missionary, he spoke hopefully about Aspel, but said that he did not expect any good could be done until they got him out of his miserable position, and away from the society of Bones.

To his great surprise the missionary did not agree with him in this.

Of course, he said, it is desirable that Mr Aspel should be restored to his right position in society, and be removed from the bad influence of Bones, and we must use all legitimate means for those ends; but we must not fall into the mistake of supposing that no good can be done by the Almighty to His sinful creatures even in the worst of circumstances. No relatives or friends solicited the Prodigal Son to leave the swine-troughs, or dragged him away. It was God who put it into his heart to say I will arise and go to my father. It was God who gave him power to will and to do.

Would you then advise that we should do nothing for him, and leave him entirely in the hands of God? asked Phil, with an uncomfortable feeling of surprise.

By no means, replied the missionary. I only combat your idea that no good can be done to him if he is left in his present circumstances. But we are bound to use every influence we can bring to bear in his behalf, and we must pray that success may be granted to our efforts to bring him to the Saviour. Means must be used as if means could accomplish all, but means must not be depended on, for it is God who giveth us the victory. The most appropriate and powerful means applied in the wisest manner to your friend would be utterly ineffective unless the Holy Spirit gave him a receptive heart. This is one of the most difficult lessons that you and I and all men have to learn, Phil  that God must be all in all, and man nothing whatever but a willing instrument. Even that mysterious willingness is not of ourselves, for it is God who maketh us both to will and to do of His good pleasure. Without me, says Jesus, ye can do nothing. A rejecter of Jesus, therefore, is helpless for good, yet responsible.

That is hard to understand, said Phil, with a perplexed look.

The reverse of it is harder to understand, as you will find if you choose to take the trouble to think it out, replied the missionary.

Phil Maylands did take the trouble to think it out. One prominent trait in his character was an intense reverence for truth  any truth, every truth  a strong tendency to distinguish between truth and error in all things that chanced to come under his observation, but especially in those things which his mother had taught him, from earliest infancy, to regard as the most important of all.

Many a passer-by did Phil jostle on his way to the Post-Office that day, after his visit to the missionary, for it was the first time that his mind had been turned, earnestly at least, to the subject of Gods sovereignty and mans responsibility.

Too deep by far for boys, we hear some reader mutter. And yet that same reader, perchance, teaches her little ones to consider the great fact that God is One in Three!

No truth is too deep for boys and girls to consider, if they only approach it in a teachable, reverent spirit, and are brought to it by their teacher in a prayerful spirit. But fear not, reader. We do not mean to inflict on you a dissertation on the mysterious subject referred to. We merely state the fact that Phil Maylands met it at this period of his career, and, instead of shelving it  as perhaps too many do  as a too difficult subject, which might lie over to a more convenient season, tackled it with all the energy of his nature. He went first to his closet and his knees, and then to his Bible.

To the law and to the testimony used to be Mrs Maylands watchword in all her battles with Doubt. To whom shall we go, she was wont to say, if we go not to the Word of God?

Phil therefore searched the Scripture. Not being a Greek scholar, he sought help of those who were learned  both personally and through books. Thus he got at correct renderings, and by means of dictionaries ascertained the exact meanings of words. By study he got at what some have styled the general spirit of Scripture, and by reading both sides of controverted points he ascertained the thoughts of various minds. In this way he at length became fully persuaded in his own mind that Gods sovereignty and mans responsibility are facts taught in Scripture, and affirmed by human experience, and that they form a great unsolvable mystery  unsolvable at least by man in his present condition of existence.

This not only relieved his mind greatly, by convincing him that, the subject being bottomless, it was useless to try to get to the bottom of it, and wise to accept it as a little child, but it led him also to consider that in the Bible there are two kinds of mysteries, or deep things  the one kind being solvable, the other unsolvable. He set himself, therefore, diligently to discover and separate the one kind from the other, with keen interest.

But this is by the way. Phils greatest anxiety and care at that time was the salvation of his old friend and former idol, George Aspel.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Plans and Counter Plans.

One evening Phil sat in the sorting-room of the General Post-Office with his hand to his head  for the eight oclock mail was starting; his head, eyes, and hands had been unusually active during the past two hours, and when the last bundle of letters dropped from his fingers into the mail-bags, head, eyes, and hands were aching.

A row of scarlet vans was standing under a platform, into which mail-bags, apparently innumerable, were being shot. As each of these vans received its quota it rattled off to its particular railway station, at the rate which used, in the olden time, to be deemed the extreme limit of haste, haste, post haste. The yard began to empty when eight oclock struck. A few seconds later the last of the scarlet vans drove off; and about forty tons of letters, etcetera, were flying from the great centre to the circumference of the kingdom.

Phil still sat pressing the aching fingers to the aching head and eyes, when he was roused by a touch on the shoulder. It was Peter Pax, who had also, by that time, worked his way upwards in the service.

Tired, Phil? asked Pax.

A little, but it soon passes off, said Phil lightly, as he rose. Theres no breathing-time, you see, towards the close, and its the pace that kills in everything.

Are you going to Pegaway Hall to-night? asked Pax, because, if so, Ill go with you, bein, so to speak, in a stoodious humour myself.

No, Im not going to study to-night,  dont feel up to it. Besides, I want to visit Mr Blurt. The book he lent me on Astronomy ought to be returned, and I want to borrow another.  Come, youll go with me.

After exchanging some books at the library in the basement, which the man in grey had styled a magnificent institootion, the two friends left the Post-Office together.

Old Mr Blurt is fond of you, Pax.

That shows him to be a man of good taste, said Pax, and his lending you and me as many books as we want proves him a man of good sense. Do you know, Phil, it has sometimes struck me that, what between our Post-Office library and the liberality of Mr Blurt and a few other friends, you and I are rather lucky dogs in the way of literature.

We are, assented Phil.

And ought, somehow, to rise to somethin, some time or other, said Pax.

We ought  and will, replied the other, with a laugh.

But do you know, continued Pax, with a sigh, Ive at last given up all intention of aiming at the Postmaster-Generalship.

Indeed, Pax!

Yes. It wouldnt suit me at all. You see I was born and bred in the country, and cant stand a city life. No; my soul  small though it be  is too large for London. The metropolis cant hold me, Phil. If I were condemned to live in London all my life, my spirit would infallibly bust its shell an blow the bricks and mortar around me to atoms.

Thats strange now; it seems to me, Pax, that London is country and town in one. Just look at the Parks.

Pooh! flat as a pancake. No ups and downs, no streams, no thickets, no wild-flowers worth mentioning  nothin wild whatever cept the childn, returned Pax, contemptuously.

But look at the Serpentine, and the Thames, and

Bah! interrupted Pax, would you compare the Thames with the clear, flowing, limpid

Come now, Pax, dont become poetical, it isnt your forte; but listen while I talk of matters more important. Youve sometimes heard me mention my mother, havent you?

I have  with feelings of poetical reverence, answered Pax.

Well, my mother has been writing of late in rather low spirits about her lonely condition in that wild place on the west coast of Ireland. Now, Mr Blurt has been groaning much lately as to his having no female relative to whom he could trust his brother Fred. You know he is obliged to look after the shop, and to go out a good deal on business, during which times Mr Fred is either left alone, or under the care of Mrs Murridge, who, though faithful, is old and deaf and stupid. Miss Lillycrop would have been available once, but ever since the fire she has been appropriated  along with Tottie Bones  by that female Trojan Miss Stivergill, and dare not hint at leaving her. Its a good thing for her, no doubt, but its unfortunate for Mr Fred. Now, do you see anything in the mists of that statement?

Ah  yes  just so, said Pax; Mr Blurt wants help; mother wants cheerful society. A sick-room aint the perfection of gaiety, no doubt, but its better than the west coast of Ireland  at least as depicted by you. Yes, somethin might come o that.

More may come of it than you think, Pax. You see I want to provide some sort of home for George Aspel to come to when we save him  for were sure to save him at last. I feel certain of that, said Phil, with something in his tone that did not quite correspond to his words quite certain of that, he repeated, God helping us. I mean to talk it over with May.

They turned, as he spoke, into the passage which led to Mr Flints abode.

May was at home, and she talked the matter over with Phil in the boudoir with the small window, and the near prospect of brick wall, and the photographs of the Maylands, and the embroidered text that was its occupants sheet-anchor.

She at once fell in with his idea about getting their mother over to London, but when he mentioned his views about her furnishing a house so as to offer a home to his friend Aspel, she was apparently distressed, and yet seemed unable to explain her meaning, or to state her objections clearly.

Oh! Phil, dear, she said at last, dont plan and arrange too much. Let us try to walk so that we may be led by God, and not run in advance of him.

Phil was perplexed and disappointed, for May not only appeared to throw cold water on his efforts, but seemed unwilling to give her personal aid in the rescue of her old playmate. He was wrong in this. In the circumstances, poor May could not with propriety bring personal influence to bear on Aspel, but she could and did pray for him with all the ardour of a young and believing heart.

Its a very strange thing, continued Phil, that George wont take assistance from any one. I know that he is in want  that he has not money enough to buy respectable clothes so as to be able to appear among his old friends, yet he will not take a sixpence from me  not even as a loan.

May did not answer. With her face hid in her hands she sat on the edge of her bed, weeping at the thought of her lovers fallen condition. Poor May! People said that telegraphic work was too hard for her, because her cheeks were losing the fresh bloom that she had brought from the west of Ireland, and the fingers with which she manipulated the keys so deftly were growing very thin. But sorrow had more to do with the change than the telegraph had.

It must be pride, said her brother.

Oh! Phil, she said, looking up, dont you think that shame has more to do with it than pride?

Phil stooped and kissed her.

Sure its that, no doubt, and Im a beast entirely for suggesting pride.

Supper! Hallo in there, shouted Mr Flint, thundering at the door; dont keep the old ooman waiting!

Phil and May came forth at once, but the former would not remain to supper. He had to visit Mr Blurt, he said, and might perhaps sup with him. Pax would go with him.

Well, my lads, please yourselves, said Mr Flint,  wheeling the old woman to the table, on which smoked a plentiful supply of her favourite sausages.

Let me take the cat off your lap, grannie, said May.

Let the cat be, lassie; its daein nae ill. Are the callants gaein oot?

Yes, grannie, said Phil, we have business to attend to.

Bizness! exclaimed Mrs Flint. Weel, weel, they lay heavy burdens on ee at that Post-Office. Night an day  night an day. Theyve maist killed my Solomon. Theyve muckle to answer for.

In her indignation she clenched her fist and brought it down on her knee. Unfortunately the cat came between the fist and the knee. With its usual remonstrative mew it fled and found a place of rest and refuge in the coal-box.

But its not to the Post-Office were goin, grannie, said Phil, laying his hand kindly on the old womans shoulder.

What o that? what o that? she exclaimed somewhat testily at being corrected, has that onything to dae wi the argiment? If ye git yer feet wat, bairns, mind to chynge them  an whatever ye dae

She stopped suddenly. One glance at her placid old countenance sufficed to show that she had retired to the previous century, from which nothing now could recall her except sausages. The youths therefore went out.

Meanwhile Mr Enoch Blurt sat in his brothers back shop entertaining a visitor. The shop itself had, for a considerable time past, been put under the care of an overgrown boy, who might  by courtesy and a powerful stretch of truth  have been styled a young man.

Jiggs  he appeared to have no other name  was simply what men style a born idiot: not sufficiently so to be eligible for an asylum, but far enough gone to be next to useless. Mr Blurt had picked him up somewhere, in a philanthropic way  no one ever knew how or where  during one of his many searches after George Aspel. Poor Mr Blurt was not happy in his selection of men or boys. Four of the latter whom he had engaged to attend the shop and learn the business had been dismissed for rough play with the specimens, or making free with the till when a few coppers chanced to be in it. They had failed, also, to learn the business; chiefly because there was no business to learn, and Mr Enoch Blurt did not know how to teach it. When he came in contact with Jiggs, Mr Blurt believed he had at last secured a prize, and confided that belief to Mrs Murridge. So he had, as regards honesty. Jiggs was honest to the core; but as to other matters he was defective  to say the least. He could, however, put up and take down the shutters, call Mr Blurt down-stairs if wanted  which he never was; and tell customers, when he was out, to call again  which he never did, as customers never darkened the door. Jiggs, however, formed a sufficient scarecrow to street boys and thieves.

The visitor in the back shop  to whom we now return  was no less a personage than Miss Gentle, whose acquaintance Mr Blurt had made on board the ill-fated mail steamer Trident. That lady had chanced, some weeks before, to pass the ornithological shop, and, looking in, was struck dumb by the sight of the never-forgotten fellow-passenger who had made her a confidant. Recovering speech, she entered the shop and introduced herself. The introduction was needless. Mr Blurt recognised her at once, dropped his paper, extended both hands, gave her a welcome that brought even Jiggs back to the verge of sanity, and had her into the back shop, whence he expelled Mrs Murridge to some other and little-known region of the interior.

The interview was so agreeable that Mr Blurt begged it might be repeated. It was repeated four times. The fifth time it was repeated by special arrangement in the evening, for the purpose of talking over a business matter.

I fear, Miss Gentle, began Mr Blurt, when his visitor was seated in the back shop, and Mrs Murridge had been expelled to the rear as usual, and Jiggs had been left on guard in the front I fear that you may think it rude in me to make such a proposal, but I am driven to it by necessity, and  the fact is, I want you to become a nurse.

A nurse, Mr Blurt!

There, now, dont take offence. Its below your position, I dare say, but I have gathered from you that your circumstances are not  are not  not exactly luxurious, and,  in short, my poor brother Fred is a hopeless invalid. The doctors say he will never be able to leave his bed. Ah! if those diamonds I once spoke to you about had only been mine still, instead of adorning the caves of crabs and fishes, Miss Gentle, I would have had half-a-dozen of the best nurses in London for dear Fred. But the diamonds are gone! I am a poor man, a very poor man, Miss Gentle, and I cannot afford a good nurse. At the same time, I cannot bear to think of Fred being, even for a brief period, at the mercy of cheap nurses, who, like other wares, are bad when cheap  although, of course, there may be a few good ones even among the cheap. What I cannot buy, therefore, I must beg; and I have come to you, as one with a gentle and pitiful spirit, who may, perhaps, take an interest in my poor brothers case, and agree to help us.

Having said all this very fast, and with an expression of eager anxiety, Mr Blurt blew his nose, wiped his bald forehead, and, laying both hands on his knees, looked earnestly into his visitors face.

You are wrong, Mr Blurt, in saying that the office of nurse is below my position. It is below the position of no one in the land. I may not be very competent to fill the office, but I am quite willing to try.

My dear madam, exclaimed the delighted Mr Blurt, your goodness is  but I expected as much. I knew you would. Of course, he said, interrupting himself, all the menial work will be done by Mrs Murridge. You will be only required to fill, as it were, the part of a daughter  or  or a sister  to my poor Fred. As to salary: it will be small, very small, I fear; but there are a couple of nice rooms in the house, which will be entirely at your

I quite understand, interrupted Miss Gentle, with a smile. We wont talk of these details, please, until you have had a trial of me, and see whether I am worthy of a salary at all!

Miss Gentle, returned Mr Blurt, with sudden gravity, your extreme kindness emboldens me to put before you another matter of business, which I trust you will take into consideration in a purely business light.  I am getting old, madam.

Miss Gentle acknowledged the truth with a slight bow.

And you are  excuse me  not young, Miss Gentle.

The lady acknowledged this truth with a slighter bow.

You would not object to regard me in the light of a brother, would you?

Mr Blurt took one of her hands in his, and looked at her earnestly.

Miss Gentle looked at Mr Blurt quite as earnestly, and replied that she had no objection whatever to that.

Still further, Miss Gentle: if I were to presume to ask you to regard me in the light of a husband, would you object to that?

Miss Gentle looked down and said nothing, from which Mr Blurt concluded that she did not object. She withdrew her hand suddenly, however, and blushed. There was a slight noise at the door. It was Jiggs, who, with an idiotical stare, asked if it was not time to put up the shutters!

The plan thus vexatiously interrupted was, however, ultimately carried into effect. Miss Gentle, regardless of poverty, the absence of prospects, and the certainty of domestic anxiety, agreed to wed Mr Enoch Blurt and nurse his brother. In consideration of the paucity of funds, and the pressing nature of the case, she also agreed to dispense with a regular honeymoon, and to content herself with, as it were, a honey-star at home.

Of course, the event knocked poor Phils little plans on the head for the time being, though it did not prevent his resolving to do his utmost to bring his mother to London.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Light Shining in Dark Places.

Down by the river-side, in an out-of-the-way and unsavoury neighbourhood, George Aspel and Abel Bones went one evening into a small eating-house to have supper after a day of toil at the docks. It was a temperance establishment. They went to it, however, not because of its temperance but its cheapness. After dining they adjourned to a neighbouring public-house to drink.

Bones had not yet got rid of his remorse, nor had he entirely given up desiring to undo what he had done for Aspel. But he found the effort to do good more difficult than he had anticipated. The edifice pulled down so ruthlessly was not, he found, to be rebuilt in a day. It is true, the work of demolition had not been all his own. If Aspel had not been previously addicted to careless living, such a man as Bones never could have had the smallest chance of influencing him. But Bones did not care to reason deeply. He knew that he had desired and plotted the youths downfall, and that downfall had been accomplished. Having fallen from such a height, and being naturally so proud and self sufficient, Aspel was proportionally more difficult to move again in an upward direction.

Bones had tried once again to get him to go to the temperance public-house, and had succeeded. They had supped there once, and were more than pleased with the bright, cheerful aspect of the place, and its respectable and sober, yet jolly, frequenters. But the cup of coffee did not satisfy their depraved appetites. The struggle to overcome was too much for men of no principle. They were self-willed and reckless. Both said, Whats the use of trying? and returned to their old haunts.

On the night in question, after supping, as we have said, they entered a public-house to drink. It was filled with a noisy crew, as well as with tobacco-smoke and spirituous fumes. They sat down at a retired table and looked round.

God help me, muttered Aspel, in a low husky voice, Ive fallen very low!

Ay, responded Bones, almost savagely, very low.

Aspel was too much depressed to regard the tone. The waiter stood beside them, expectant. Two pints of beer, said Bones, ginger-beer, he added, quickly.

Yessir.

The waiter would have said Yessir to an order for two pints of prussic acid, if that had been an article in his line. It was all one to him, so long as it was paid for. Men and women might drink and die; they might come and go; they might go and not come  others would come if they didnt,  but he would go on, like the brook, for ever, supplying the terrible demand.

As the ginger-beer was being poured out the door opened, and a man with a pack on his back entered. Setting down the pack, he wiped his heated brow and looked round. He was a mild, benignant-looking man, with a thin face.

Opening his box, he said in a loud voice to the assembled company, Who will buy a Bible for sixpence?

There was an immediate hush in the room. After a few seconds a half-drunk man, with a black eye, said We dont want no Bibles ere. Weve got plenty of em at ome. Bibles is only for Sundays.

Dont people die on Mondays and Saturdays? said the colporteur, for such he was. It would be a bad job if we could only have the Bible on Sundays. Gods Word says, To-day if ye will hear His voice, harden not your hearts. Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever. Now is the accepted time, now is the day of salvation. It says the same on Tuesdays and Wednesdays, and every day of the week.

Thats all right enough, old fellow, said another man, but a public is not the right place to bring a Bible into.

Turning to this man the colporteur said quietly, Does not death come into public-houses? Dont people die in public-houses? Surely it is right to take the Word of God into any place where death comes, for after death the judgment. The blood of Jesus Christ, Gods Son, cleanseth us from all sin.

Come, come, thatll do. We dont want none of that here, said the landlord of the house.

Very well, sir, said the man respectfully, but these gentlemen have not yet declined to hear me.

This was true, and one of the men now came forward to look at the contents of the box. Another joined him.

Have you any book thatll teach a man how to get cured of drink? asked one, who obviously stood greatly in need of such a book.

Yes, I have. Here it is  The Author of the Sinners Friend; it is a memoir of the man who wrote a little book called The Sinners Friend, said the colporteur, producing a thin booklet in paper cover, but Id recommend a Bible along with it, because the Bible tells of the sinners best friend, Jesus, and remember that without Him you can do nothing. He is God, and it is God who giveth us the victory. You cant do it by yourself, if you try ever so much.

The man bought the booklet and a Testament. Before he left the place that colporteur had sold a fourpenny and a twopenny Testament, and several other religious works, beside distributing tracts gratuitously all round. (See Report of The Christian Colportage Association for England, 1879, page 12.)

Thats what I call carryin the war into the enemys camp, remarked one of the company, as the colporteur thanked them and went away.

Come, lets go, said Aspel, rising abruptly and draining his glass of ginger-beer.

Bones followed his example. They went out and overtook the colporteur.

Are there many men going about like you? asked Aspel.

A good many, answered the colporteur. We work upwards of sixty districts now. Last year we sold Bibles, Testaments, good books and periodicals, to the value of 6700 pounds, besides distributing more than 300,000 tracts, and speaking to many people the blessed Word of Life. It is true we have not yet done much in public-houses, but, as you saw just now, it is not an unhopeful field. That branch has been started only a short time ago, yet we have sold in public-houses above five hundred Bibles and Testaments, and over five thousand Christian books, besides distributing tracts.

Its a queer sort o work, said Bones. Do you expect much good from it?

The colporteur replied, with a look of enthusiasm, that he did expect much good, because much had already been done, and the promise of success was sure. He personally knew, and could name, sinners who had been converted to God through the instrumentality of colporteurs; men and women who had formerly lived solely for themselves had been brought to Jesus, and now lived for Him. Swearers had been changed to men of prayer and praise, and drunkards had become sober men  

Through that little book, I suppose? asked Bones quickly.

Not altogether, but partly by means of it.

Have you another copy? asked George Aspel.

The man at once produced the booklet, and Aspel purchased it.

What do you mean, he said, by its being only partly the means of saving men from drink?

I mean that there is no Saviour from sin of any kind but Jesus Christ. The remedy pointed out in that little book is, I am told, a good and effective one, but without the Spirit of God no man has power to persevere in the application of the remedy. He will get wearied of the continuous effort; he will not avoid temptation; he will lose heart in the battle unless he has a higher motive than his own deliverance to urge him on. Why, sirs, what would you expect from the soldier who, in battle, thought of nothing but himself and his own safety, his own deliverance from the dangers around him? Is it not those men who boldly face the enemy with the love of Queen and country and comrades and duty strong in their breasts, who are most likely to conquer? In the matter of drink the man who trusts to remedies alone will surely fail, because the disease is moral as well as physical. The physical remedy will not cure the souls disease, but the moral remedy  the acceptance of Jesus  will not only cure the soul, but will secure to us that spiritual influence which will enable us to persevere to the end with the physical. Thus Jesus will save both soul and body it is God who giveth us the victory.

They parted from the colporteur at this point.

What think you of that? asked Bones.

It is strange, if true  but I dont believe it, replied Aspel.

Well now, it appears to me, rejoined Bones, that the man seems pretty sure of what he believes, and very reasonable in what he says, but I dont know enough about the subject to hold an opinion as to whether its true or false.

It might have been well for Aspel if he had taken as modest a view of the matter as his companion, but he had been educated  that is to say, he had received an average elementary training at an ordinary school,  and on the strength of that, although he had never before given a serious thought to religion, and certainly nothing worthy of the name of study, he held himself competent to judge and to disbelieve!

While they walked towards the City, evening was spreading her grey mantle over the sky. The lamps had been lighted, and the enticing blaze from gin-palaces and beer-shops streamed frequently across their path.

At the corner of a narrow street they were arrested by the sound of music in quick time, and energetically sung.

A penny gaff, remarked Bones, referring to a low music-hall; what dee say to go in?

Aspel was so depressed just then that he welcomed any sort of excitement, and willingly went.

Whats to pay? he asked of the man at the door.

Nothing; its free.

Thats liberal anyhow, observed Bones, as they pushed in.

The room was crowded by people of the lowest order  men and women in tattered garments, and many of them with debauched looks. A tall thin man stood on the stage or platform. The singing ceased, and he advanced.

Bah! whispered Aspel, its a prayer-meeting. Lets be off.

Stay, returned Bones. I know the feller. He comes about our court sometimes. Lets hear what hes got to say.

Friends, said Mr Sterling, the city missionary, for it was he, I hold in my hand the Word of God. There are messages in this Word  this Bible  for every man and woman in this room. I shall deliver only two of these messages to-night. If any of you want more of em you may come back to-morrow. Only two to-night. The first is, Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be as white as snow, though they be red like crimson they shall be as wool. The other is, It is God who giveth us the victory.

Bones started and looked at his companion. It seemed as if the missionary had caught up and echoed the parting words of the colporteur.

Mr Sterling had a keen, earnest look, and a naturally eloquent as well as persuasive tongue. Though comparatively uneducated, he was deeply read in the Book which it was his lifes work to expound, and an undercurrent of intense feeling seemed to carry him along  and his hearers along with him  as he spoke. He did not shout or gesticulate: that made him all the more impressive. He did not speak of himself or his own feelings: that enabled his hearers to give undistracted attention to the message he had to deliver. He did not energise. On the contrary, it seemed as if he had some difficulty in restraining the superabundant energy that burned within him; and as people usually stand more or less in awe of that which they do not fully understand, they gave him credit, perhaps, for more power than he really possessed. At all events, not a sound was heard, save now and then a suppressed sob, as he preached Christ crucified to guilty sinners, and urged home the two messages with all the force of unstudied language, but well-considered and aptly put illustration and anecdote.

At one part of his discourse he spoke, with bated breath, of the unrepentant sinners awful danger, comparing it to the condition of a little child who should stand in a blazing house, with escape by the staircase cut off, and no one to deliver  a simile which brought instantly to Boness mind his little Tottie and the fire, and the rescue by the man he had resolved to ruin  ay, whom he had ruined, to all appearance.

But there is a Deliverer in this case, continued the preacher. Jesus Christ came to seek and to save the lost; to pluck us all as brands from the burning; to save us from the fire of sin, of impurity, of drink! Oh, friends, will you not accept the Saviour

Yes! yes! shouted Bones, in an irresistible burst of feeling, I do accept Him!

Every eye was turned at once on the speaker, who stood looking fixedly upwards, as though unaware of the sensation he had created. The interruption, however, was only momentary.

Thanks be to God! said the preacher. There is joy among the angels of heaven over one sinner that repenteth.

Then, not wishing to allow attention to be diverted from his message, he continued his discourse with such fervour that the people soon forgot the interrupter, and Bones forgot them and himself and his friend, in contemplation of the Great Salvation.

When the meeting was over he hurried out into the open air. Aspel followed, but lost him in the crowd. After searching a few minutes without success, he returned to Archangel Court without him.

The proud youth was partly subdued, though not overcome. He had heard things that night which he had never heard before, as well as many things which, though heard before, had never made such an impression as then. Lighting the remnant of the candle in the pint-bottle, he pulled out the little book which he had purchased, and began to read, and ever as he read there seemed to start up the words, It is God who giveth us the victory. At last he came to the page on which the prescription for drunkards is printed in detail. He read it with much interest and some hope, though, of course, being ignorant of medicine, it conveyed no light to his mind.

Ill try it at all events, he muttered in a somewhat desponding tone; but Ive tried before now to break off the accursed habit without success, and have my doubts of this, for

He paused, for the words, It is God that giveth us the victory, leaped again to his mind with tenfold power.

Just then there arose a noise of voices in the court. Presently the sound of many footsteps was heard in the passage. The shuffling feet stopped at the door, and some one knocked loudly.

With a strange foreboding at his heart, Aspel leaped up and opened it.

Four men entered, bearing a stretcher. They placed it gently on the low truckle-bed in the corner, and, removing the cover, revealed the mangled and bloody but still breathing form of Abel Bones.

He seemed to be a bit unhinged in his mind, said one of the men in reply to Aspels inquiring look was seen goin recklessly across the road, and got run over. We would ave took im to the hospital, but he preferred to be brought here.

All right. George, said Bones in a low voice, Ill be better in a little. It was an accident. Send em away, an try if you can find my old girl and Tottie.  It is strange, he continued faintly, as Aspel bent over him, that the lady I wanted to rob set me free, for Totties sake; and the boy I cast adrift in London risked his life for Tottie; and the man I tried to ruin saved her; and the man I have often cursed from my door has brought me at last to the Sinners Friend. Strange! very strange!




Chapter Twenty Six.

Tells of a Sham Fight and a Real Battle.

There are periods in the busy round of labour at the great heart in St. Martins-le-Grand when some members of the community cease work for a time and go off to enjoy a holiday.

Such periods do not occur to all simultaneously, else would the great postal work of the kingdom come to a dead-lock. They are distributed so that the action of the heart never flags, even when large drafts are made on the working staff, as when a whole battalion of the employés goes out for a field-day in the garb of Volunteers.

There are between eight and nine hundred men of the Post-Office, who, not content with carrying Her Majestys mails, voluntarily carry Her Majestys rifles. These go through the drudgery and drill of military service at odd hours, as they find time, and on high occasions they march out to the martial strains of fife and drum.

On one such occasion the Post-Office battalion (better known as the 49th Middlesex) took part in a sham fight, which Phil Maylands and Peter Pax (who chanced to have holidays at the time) went out to see. They did not take part in it, not being Volunteers, but they took pride in it, as worthy, right-spirited men of the Post could not fail to do.

The 49th Middlesex distinguished themselves on that occasion. Their appearance as they marched on to the battle-ground  some distance out of London  bore creditable comparison with the best corps in the service. So said Pax; and Pax was a good judge, being naturally critical.

When the fight began, and the rattling musketry, to say nothing of booming artillery, created such a smoke that no unmilitary person could make head or tail of anything, the 49th Middlesex took advantage of a hollow, and executed a flank movement that would have done credit to the 42nd Highlanders, and even drew forth an approving nod and smile from the reviewing officer, who with his cocked-hatted staff witnessed the movement from an eminence which was swept by a devastating cross-fire from every part of the field.

When the artillery were ordered to another eminence to check the movement and dislodge them from the hollow, the gallant 49th stood their ground in the face of a fire that would have swept that hollow as with the besom of destruction. They also replied with a continuous discharge that would, in five minutes, have immolated every man and horse on the eminence.

When, afterwards, a body of cavalry was sent to teach the gallant 49th a lesson, and came thundering down on them like a wolf on the fold, or an avalanche on a Swiss hamlet, they formed square with mathematical precision, received them with a withering fire that ought to have emptied every saddle, and, with the bayonets point, turned them trooping off to the right and left, discomfited.

When, finally, inflated with the pride of victory, they began to re-form line too soon, and were caught in the act by the returning cavalry, they flung themselves into rallying squares, which, bristling with bayonets like porcupines of steel, keeping up such an incessant roar of musketry that the spot on which they stood became, as it were, a heart or core of furious firing, in the midst of a field that was already hotly engaged all round. We do not vouch for the correctness of this account of the battle. We received it from Pax, and give it for what it is worth.

Oh! it was, as Phil Maylands said, a glorious day entirely for the 49th Middlesex, that same Queens Birthday, for there was all the pomp and circumstance of war, all the smoke and excitation, all the glitter of bright sunshine on accoutrements, the flash of sword and bayonet, and the smoke and fire of battle, without the bloodshed and the loss of life!

No doubt there were drawbacks. Where is the human family, however well-regulated, that claims exemption from such? There were some of the warriors on that bloodless battle-field who had no more idea of the art of war than the leg of a telescope has of astronomy. There were many who did not know which were friends and which were foes. Many more there were who did not care! Some of the Volunteer officers (though not many), depending too much on their sergeants to keep them right, drove these sergeants nearly mad. Others there were, who, depending too much on their own genius, drove their colonels frantic; but by far the greater number, both of officers and men, knew their work and did it well.

Yes, it was indeed a glorious day entirely, that same Queens Birthday, for all arms of the service, especially for the 49th Middlesex; and when that gallant body of men marched from the field of glory, with drums beating and fifes shrieking, little Pax could scarcely contain himself for joy, and wished with all his heart that he were drum-major of the corps, that he might find vent for his feelings in the bursting of the big drum.

Now, said Phil, when they had seen the last of the Volunteers off the field, what shall you and I do?

Ah! true, that is the question, returned Pax; what are we to do? Our holidays are before us. The day is far spent; the evening is at hand. We cant bivouac here, that is plain. What say you, Phil, to walking over to Miss Stivergills? I have a general invite from that lady to spend any holidays I have to dispose of at Rosebud Cottage. It is not more than two miles from where we stand.

Dye think shed extend her invite to me, asked Phil dubiously.

Think! exclaimed Pax, I am sure of it. Why, that respectable old lady owns a heart that might have been enshrined in a casket of beauty. Shes a trump  a regular brick.

Come, Pax, be respectful.

Aint I respectful, you Irish noodle? My language maynt be choice, indeed, but you cant find fault with the sentiment. Come along, before it gets darker. Any friend of mine will be welcome; besides, I half expect to find your sister there, and we shall be sure to see Miss Lillycrop and my sweet little cousin Tottie, who has been promoted to the condition of ladies-maid and companion.

Ah, poor Tottie! said Phil, her fathers illness has told heavily on her.

Thats true, returned Pax, as every vestige of fun vanished from his expressive face and was replaced by sympathy, but Ive good news for her to-night. Since her last visit her father has improved, and the doctor says he may yet recover. The fresh air of the new house has done him good.

Pax referred here to a new residence in a more airy neighbourhood, to which Bones had been removed through the kindness and liberality of Miss Stivergill, whose respect for the male sex had, curiously enough, increased from the date of the burglary. With characteristic energy she had removed Bones, with his wife and a few household goods, to a better dwelling near the river, but this turned out to be damp, and Bones became worse in it. She therefore instituted another prompt removal to a more decidedly salubrious quarter. Here Bones improved a little in health. But the poor mans injury was of a serious nature. Ribs had been broken, and the lungs pierced. A constitution debilitated by previous dissipation could not easily withstand the shock. His life trembled in the balance.

The change, however, in the mans spirit was marvellous. It had not been the result of sudden calamity or of prolonged suffering. Before his accident, while in full vigour and in the midst of his sins, the drops which melted him had begun to fall like dew. The night when his eyes were opened to see Jesus was but the culminating of Gods work of mercy. From that night he spoke little, but the little he said was to express thankfulness. He cared not to reason. He would not answer questions that were sometimes foolishly put to him, but he listened to the Word of God, read by his poor yet rejoicing wife, with eager, thirsting looks. When told that he was in danger he merely smiled.

Georgie, he whispered  for he had reverted to the old original name of his wife, which, with his proper name of Blackadder, he had changed on coming to London Georgie, I wish I might live for your sake and His, but itll be better to go. Were on the same road at last, Georgie, and shall meet again.

Aspel marked the change and marvelled. He could not understand it at all. But he came to understand it ere long. He had followed Bones in his changes of abode, because he had formed a strange liking for the man, but he refused to associate in any way with his former friends. They occasionally visited the sick man, but if Aspel chanced to be with him at the time he invariably went out by the back-door as they entered by the front. He refused even to see Phil Maylands, but met Pax, and seemed not to mind him. At all events he took no notice of him. Whether his conduct was owing to pride, shame, or recklessness, none could tell.

The changes of residence we have referred to had the effect of throwing off the scent a certain gentleman who had been tracking out Abel Bones with the perseverance, though not the success, of a bloodhound.

The man in grey, after losing, or rather coming to the end, of his clew at the Post-Office furnace, recovered it by some magical powers known best to himself and his compeers, and tracked his victim to Archangel Court, but here he lost the scent again, and seemed to be finally baffled. It was well for Bones that it so fell out, because in his weak state it would probably have gone hard with him had he believed that the police were still on his tracks. As it was, he progressed slowly but favourably, and with this good news Pax and his friend hurried to Rosebud Cottage.

What an unmitigated blessing a holiday is to those who work hard! Ah! ye lazy ones of earth, if ye gain something by unbounded leisure ye lose much. Stay  we will not preach on that text. It needs not!

To return: Phil and Pax found Tottie and May at The Rosebud as they had anticipated  the latter being free for a time on sick-leave  and the four went in for a holiday, as Pax put it, neck and crop.

It may occur to some that there was somewhat of incongruity in the companionship of Tottie and May, but the difference between the poor mans daughter who had been raised to comparative affluence, and the gentlemans daughter who had been brought down to comparative poverty, was not so great as one might suppose. It must be remembered that Tottie had started life with a God-fearing mother, and that of itself secured her from much contamination in the midst of abounding evil, while it surrounded her with a rich influence for good. Then, latterly, she had been mentally, morally, and physically trained by Miss Lillycrop, who was a perfect pattern of propriety delicacy, good sense, and good taste. She first read to her pupil, and then made the pupil read to her. Miss Lillycrops range of reading was wide and choice. Thus Tottie, who was naturally refined and intelligent, in time became more so by education. She had grown wonderfully too, and had acquired a certain sedateness of demeanour, which was all the more captivating that it was an utterly false index to her character, for Totties spirit was as wildly exuberant as that of the wildest denizen of Archangel Court.

In like manner Pax had been greatly improved by his association with Phil Maylands. The vigorous strength of Phils mind had unconsciously exercised a softening influence on his little admirer. We have said that they studied and read together. Hence Pax was learned beyond his years and station. The fitness therefore of the four to associate pleasantly has, we think, been clearly made out.

Pax, at all events, had not a shadow of a doubt on that point, especially when the four lay down under the shadow of a spreading oak to examine the butterflies and moths they had captured in the fields.

What babies we are, said Phil, to go after butterflies in this fashion!

Speak for yourself, retorted Pax; I consider myself an entomologist gathering specimens. Call em specimens, Phil; that makes a world of difference.  Oh, Tot! what a splendid one you have got there! It reminds me so of the time when I used to carry you about the fields on my back, and call you Merry. Dont you remember?

No, said Tottie, I dont.

And wont you let me call you Merry? pleaded Pax.

No, I wont. I dont believe you ever carried me on your back, or that my name was Merry.

What an unbeliever! exclaimed Pax.

You cant deny that you are merry to-day, Tot, said May.

Tot did not deny it, but, so to speak, admitted it by starting up and giving sudden chase to a remarkably bright butterfly that passed at the moment.

And dont you remember, resumed Pax, when she returned and sat down again by his side, the day when we caught the enormous spider, which I kept in a glass box, where it spun a net and caught the flies I pushed into the box for it to feed on? No? Nor the black beetle we found fighting with another beetle, which, I tried to impress on you, was its grandmother, and you laughed heartily as if you really understood what I said, though you didnt. You remember that, surely? No? Well, well  these joys were thrown away on you, for you remember nothing.

O yes, I do remember something, cried Tottie. I remember when you fell into the horse-pond, and came out dripping, and covered from head to foot with mud and weeds!

She followed up this remark with a merry laugh, which was suddenly checked by a shrill and terrible cry from the neighbouring field.

In order to account for this cry, we must state that Miss Lillycrop, desirous of acquiring an appetite for dinner by means of a short walk, left Rosebud Cottage and made for the dell, in which she expected to meet May Maylands and her companions. Taking a short cut, she crossed a field. Short cuts are frequently dangerous. It proved so in the present instance. The field she had invaded was the private preserve of an old bull with a sour temper.

Beholding a female, he lowered his horrid head, cocked his tail, and made at her. This it was that drew from poor Miss Lillycrop a yell such as she had not uttered since the days of infancy.

Phil Maylands was swift to act at all times of emergency. He vaulted the fence of the field, and rushed at Miss Lillycrop as if he himself had been a bull of Bashan, and meant to try his hand at tossing her. Not an idea had Phil as to what he meant to do. All he knew was that he had to rush to the rescue! Between Phil and the bull the poor lady seemed to stand a bad chance.

Not a whit less active or prompt was Peter Pax, but Peter had apparently more of method in his madness than Phil, for he wrenched up a stout stake in his passage over the fence.

Lie down! lie down! O lie down! shouted Phil in agony, for he saw that the brute was quickly overtaking its victim.

Poor Miss Lillycrop was beyond all power of self-control. She could only fly. Fortunately a hole in the field came to her rescue. She put her foot into it and fell flat down. The bull passed right over her, and came face to face with Phil, as it pulled up, partly in surprise, no doubt, at the sudden disappearance of Miss Lillycrop and at the sudden appearance of a new foe. Before it recovered from its surprise little Pax brought the paling down on its nose with such a whack that it absolutely sneezed  or something like it  then, roaring, rushed at Pax.

As if he had been a trained matador, Pax leaped aside, and brought the paling down again on the bulls head with a smash that knocked it all to splinters.

Dont dodge it, shouted Phil, draw it away from her!

Pax understood at once. Tempting the bull to charge him again, he ran off to the other side of the field like a greyhound, followed by the foaming enemy.

Meanwhile Phil essayed to lift Miss Lillycrop, who had swooned, on his shoulders. Fortunately she was light. Still, it was no easy matter to get her limp form into his arms. With a desperate effort he got her on his knee; with an inelegant hitch he sent her across his shoulder, where she hung like a limp bolster, as he made for the fence. May and Tottie stood there rooted to the earth in horror. To walk on uneven ground with such a burden was bad enough, but Phil had to run. How he did it he never could tell, but he reached the fence at last, and shot Miss Lillycrop over into the arms of her friends, and all three were sent headlong down into a thick bush.

Phil turned at once to run to the aid of Pax, but there was no occasion to do so. That youth had reached and leaped the fence like an acrobat, and was now standing on the other side of it making faces at the bull, calling it names, and insulting it with speeches of the most refined insolence, by way of relieving his feelings and expressing his satisfaction.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Greatest Battle of All.

Time advanced apace, and wrought many of those innumerable changes in the fortunes of the human race for which Time is famous.

Among other things it brought Sir James Clubley to the bird-shop of Messrs Blurt one Christmas eve.

My dear sir, said Sir James to Mr Enoch in the back shop, through the half-closed door of which the owl could be seen gazing solemnly at the pelican of the wilderness, I have called to ask whether you happen to have heard anything of young Aspel of late?

Nothing whatever, replied Mr Blurt, with a sad shake of his head. Since Bones died  the man, you know, with whom he lived  he has removed to some new abode, and no one ever hears or sees anything of him, except Mrs Bones. He visits her occasionally (as I believe you are aware), but refuses to give her his address. She says, however, that he has given up drink  that the dying words of her husband had affected him very deeply. God grant it may be so, for I love the youth.

I join your prayer, Mr Blurt, said Sir James, who was slightly, though perhaps unconsciously, pompous in his manner. My acquaintance with him has been slight  in fact only two letters have passed between us  but I entertained a strong regard for his father, who in schoolboy days saved my life. In after years he acquired that passion for spirits which his son seems to have inherited, and, giving up all his old friends, went to live on a remote farm in the west of Ireland.

Sir James spoke slowly and low, as if reflectively, with his eyes fixed on the ground.

In one of the letters to which I have referred, he continued, looking up, young Aspel admitted that he had fallen, and expressed regret in a few words, which were evidently sincere, but he firmly, though quite politely, declined assistance, and wound up with brief yet hearty thanks for what he called my kind intentions, and especially for my expressions of regard for his late father, who, he said, had been worthy of my highest esteem.

Hes a strange character;  but how did you manage to get a letter conveyed to him? asked Mr Blurt.

Through Mrs Bones. You are aware, I think, that a considerable time ago I set a detective to find out his whereabouts

How strange! So did I, said Mr Blurt.

Indeed! exclaimed Sir James. Well, this man happened by a strange coincidence to be engaged in unravelling a mystery about a lost little dog, which after many failures led him to the discovery of Abel Bones as being a burglar who was wanted. Poor Bones happened at the time of his visit to be called before a higher tribunal. He was dying. Aspel was at his bedside, and the detective easily recognised him as the youth of whom he had been so long in search. I sent my letter by the detective to Mrs Bones, who gave it to Aspel. His reply came, of course, through the ordinary channel  the post.

And what do you now propose doing? asked Mr Blurt.

I think of going to see Philip Maylands, who, I am given to understand by Miss Lillycrop, was once an intimate friend of Aspel. Do you happen to know his address?

Yes, he lives with his mother now, but its of no use your going to his home to-night. You are aware that this is Christmas eve, and all the officials of the Post-Office will be unusually busy. They often work night and day at this season.

Then I will go direct to the General Post-Office. Perhaps I shall be able to exchange a few words with him there, said Sir James, rising.

At that moment there burst upon the ears of the visitor a peculiar squall, which seemed to call forth a bland and beaming smile on the glad countenance of Mr Blurt. Sir James looked at him inquiringly.

My babe, Sir James, said Mr Blurt, with ill-concealed pride; since last I had the pleasure of seeing you I have been married. Ah! Sir James, it is not good for man to be alone. That is a truth with which I was but feebly impressed until I came to understand the blessedness of the wedded state. Words cannot

He was cut short by a sudden crash of something overhead, and a bump, followed by a squall of unwonted vehemence. The squall was simultaneous with the ringing of a handbell, and was followed by the cry of a soft entreating voice roused to excitation.

Oh! Nockie dear  thus the former Miss Gentle named her spouse, come here, quick  oh! do be quick! Babys fallen and Freds ringing.

The truth of this was corroborated by another furious ring by the invalid, which mingled with the recurring squalls, and was increased by the noisy and pertinacious clatter of the cracked bell that announced the opening of the shop-door.

Zounds! Mrs Murridge, mind the shop!  Good-bye, Sir James. Excuse  . Coming, dear!

Mr Blurt, glaring as he clutched his scant side locks, dashed up-stairs with the agility of a schoolboy.

Sir James Clubley, who was a bachelor, left the place with a quiet smile, and proceeded, at what we may style a reflective pace, towards the City.

But Sir James might have saved himself the trouble. It was, as we have said, Christmas eve, and he might as well have demanded audience of a soldier in the heat of battle as of a Post-Office official on that trying night of the year.

In modern times the tendency of the human race (the British part of it at least) to indulge in social intercourse by letter and otherwise at the Christmas season has been on the increase, and, since the introduction of cheap postage, it has created a pressure on the Post-Office which has taxed its powers very considerably. The advent of halfpenny post-cards, and especially the invention of Christmas-card and packet correspondence, with the various facilities which have of late years been afforded to the public by the Department, have created such a mass of inter-communication throughout the kingdom, that Christmas has now to be regularly prepared for as a great field-day, or rather a grand campaign extending over several days. Well-planned arrangements have to be made beforehand. Contingencies and possibilities have to be weighed and considered. All the forces of the Department have to be called out, or rather called in. Provisions  actual food, of exceptional kind and quantity  have to be provided, and every man, boy, nerve, muscle, eye, hand, brain, and spirit, has to be taxed to the very uttermost to prevent defeat.

On the particular year of which we write, symptoms of the coming struggle began to be felt before Christmas eve. On the morning of the 23rd, the enemy  if we may so style the letters  began to come in like a flood, and the whole of that day the duty was most pressing, although the reserve forces had been called into action. On the morning of the 24th the strain was so severe that few men could be allowed to leave the Office, though some of them had been at work for eighteen hours. During the whole of the 24th the flood was at its height. Every available man in the other branches whose services could be utilised was pressed into the service of the Circulation Department at St. Martins-le-Grand.

The great mouth under the portico was fed with a right royal feast that day  worthy of the Christmas season! The subsidiary mouths elsewhere were fed with similar liberality. Through these, letters, cards, packets, parcels, poured, rushed, leaped, roared into the great sorting-hall. Floods is a feeble word; a Highland spate is but a wishy-washy figure wherewith to represent the deluge. A bee-hive, an ant-hill, were weak comparisons. Nearly two thousand men energised  body, soul, and spirit  in that hall that Christmas-tide, and an aggregate of fifteen thousand eight hundred and seventy-nine hours work was accomplished by them. They faced, stamped, sorted, carried, bundled, tied, bagged, and sealed without a moments intermission for two days and two nights continuously. It was a great, a tremendous battle! The easy-going public outside knew and cared little or nothing about the conflict which themselves had caused. Letters were heaped on the tables and strewed on the floors. Letters were carried in baskets, in bags, in sacks, and poured out like water. The men and boys absolutely swam in letters. Eager activity  but no blind haste  was characteristic of the gallant two thousand. They felt that the honour of Her Majestys mails depended on their devotion, and that was, no doubt, dearer to them than life! So the first day wore on, and the warriors stood their ground and kept the enemy at bay.

As the evening of the 24th drew on apace, and the ordinary pressure of the evening mail began to be added to the extraordinary pressure of the day, the real tug of war began! The demand for extra service throughout the country began to exercise a reflex influence on the great centre. Mails came from the country in some instances with the letters unsorted, thus increasing the difficulties of the situation. The struggle was all the more severe that preparations for the night despatch were begun with a jaded force, some of the men having already been twenty-six and twenty-eight hours at work. Moreover, frost and fog prevailed at the time, and that not only delayed trains and the arrival of mails, but penetrated the building so that the labour was performed in a depressing atmosphere. To meet the emergency, at least in part, the despatch of the usual eight oclock mail was delayed for that night fifty minutes. As in actual war an hours delay may be fraught with tremendous issues for good or ill, so this brief postal delay permitted the despatch of an enormous amount of correspondence that would have otherwise been left over to the following day.

Usually the despatch of the evening mail leaves the vast sorting-hall in serene repose, with clean and empty tables; but on the night of this great battle  which has to be re-fought every Christmas  the embarrassment did not cease with the despatch of the evening mail. Correspondence continued to flow on in as great a volume as before.

Squads of the warriors, however, withdrew at intervals from the fight, to refresh themselves in the various kitchens of the basement.

As we have said elsewhere, the members of the Post-Office provide their own food, and there are caterers on the premises who enable them to do so without leaving the Office while on duty. But on this occasion extra and substantial food  meat, bread, tea, coffee, and cocoa  were provided by the Department at its own cost, besides which the men were liberally and deservedly remunerated for the whole severe and extra duty.

It chanced that Phil Maylands and Peter Pax retired from the battle about the same time; and met in the sorters kitchen.

Well, old fellow, said Phil, who was calm and steady but looking fagged, to Pax, who was dishevelled about the head and dress and somewhat roused by the exciting as well as fatiguing nature of the work, Well, old fellow; tough work, isnt it?

Tough? Its glorious! said Pax, seating himself enthusiastically at the table; Im proud of my country  proud of the GPO  proud... I say, is that beef that I see before me? Hand me a dagger  no, a knife will do. You cut it, Phil, and help me first, cause Im little.

While Phil was cutting the meat Pax rested his head on the table, and was asleep almost instantly.

Hallo, Pax! rouse yourself! cried Phil, giving his comrade a hearty slap on the shoulder; up, lad, and eat  the battle still rages; no rest allowed till victory is ours.

His little friend set to work at once, and the food and coffee soon banished drowsiness. A number of men were similarly engaged around him. But they did not feast long. Like giants refreshed, they returned to the scene of combat, while others took their places.

And what a scene it was! Despite all that had been done, the hall might be described as waist-deep in letters! The fever had not yet abated. It seemed as if the whole world had concentrated its literary produce into one mighty avalanche on St. Martins-le-Grand!

The midnight mails worked off some of this, but a large portion of it still remained to be disposed of on Christmas-day, together with what the mails brought in on that morning, but the officers worked so well that between nine and ten on Christmas morning all were allowed to go home, with the exception of twenty-six, who volunteered to remain.

Thus the battle was fought and won; the tables were cleared; the fever was subdued; and the pulse of the Post-Office was reduced to its normal condition.

Think on these things, reader, when next you read the little card that wishes you a merry Christmas!

Some of the facts and results connected with this great battle are worth recording. The number of extra bags and sacks received at the chief office altogether on that occasion was 1401. The number of extra bags despatched was 2269; all of them were crammed full to their mouths, and the aggregate weight of these extra mails was 197 tons.

To convey these from the chief office 176 extra vans were used, and 75 extra carts. As nearly as could be estimated, the number of extra letters and packets was not less than four millions. There was a vast increase, also, in the registered correspondence  to the extent of thirty-one thousand in excess of the ordinary numbers.

During these three days some of the men did nearly thirty hours extra duty, besides performing their ordinary work. The continuous attendance at the office of some of them varied from forty to forty-eight hours, and the total increase to the revenue on that auspicious but trying occasion was estimated to be about twenty thousand pounds sterling!

Phil Maylands and Peter Pax were among those who had volunteered to remain after the press of work was over; and it was not till the afternoon of Christmas-day that they finally, and simultaneously, plunged into their beds and oblivion.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Storming of Rocky Cottage and Other Matters.

Years flew by. The daily routine at St. Martins-le-Grand went on; the mails departed and came in with unvarying regularity; in the working of the vast machine good men and boys rose to the surface, and bad ones went down. Among the former were Phil Maylands and Peter Pax.

The latter, in course of time, rose to the rank of Inspector, in which condition he gradually developed a pretty pair of brown whiskers and a wonderful capacity for the performance of duty. He also rose to the altitude of five feet six inches, at which point he stuck fast, and continued the process of increase laterally. Pax, however, could not become reconciled to city life. He did his work cheerfully and with all his might, because it was his nature so to do, but he buoyed up his spirits  so he was wont to say  by fixing his eye on the Postmaster-Generalship and a suburban villa on the Thames.

His friend Phil, on the contrary, was quite pleased with city life, and devoted himself with such untiring energy to his work, and to his own education, that he came ere long to be noted as the youth who knew everything. Faults he had, undoubtedly, and his firm, severe way of expressing his opinions raised him a few enemies in the Post-Office, but he attained at last to the condition of being so useful and so trustworthy as to make men feel that he was almost indispensable. They felt as if they could not get on without him.

When man or boy comes to this point, success is inevitable. Phil soon became a favourite with the heads of departments. The Chief of the Post-Office himself at last came to hear of him, and, finding that he was more than capable of passing the requisite examinations, he raised him from the ranks and made him a clerk in the Savings-Bank Department.

Having attained to this position, with a good salary for a single man, and a prospect of a steady rise, Phil set about the accomplishment of the darling wish of his heart. He obtained leave of absence, went over to the west of Ireland, and took Rocky Cottage by storm.

Mother dear, he said, almost before he had sat down, Im promoted. Im rich  comparatively. Ive taken a house  a small house  at Nottinghill, and your room in it is ready for you; so pack up at once, for we leave this to-morrow afternoon.

You jest, Phil.

Im in earnest, mother.

But it is impossible, said the good lady, looking anxiously round; I cannot pack up on so short notice. And the furniture

Its all arranged, mother, said Phil, stroking the curls of a strapping boy who no longer went by the name of Baby, but was familiarly known as Jim. Being aware of your desire to get rid of the furniture, I have arranged with a man in Howlin Cove to take it at a valuation. He comes out to value it this evening, so youve nothing to do but pack up your trunks. With the aid of Madge and Jim well manage that in no time.

Sure well do it in less than no time! cried Jim, who was a true son of Erin.

You see, mother, continued Phil, my leave extends only to four days. I have therefore ordered a coach  a sort of Noahs Ark  the biggest thing I could hire at the Cove  to take you and all your belongings to the railway tomorrow evening. Well travel all night, and so get to London on Thursday. May expects you. May and I have settled it all, so you neednt look thunderstruck. If I hadnt known for certain that youd be glad to come and live with us I would not have arranged it at all. If I had not known equally well that your fluttering bird of a heart would have been totally upset at the prospect, I would have consulted you beforehand. As it is, the die is cast. Your fate is fixed. Nothing can reverse the decrees that have gone forth, so its as well to make your mind easy and go to work.

Mrs Maylands wisely submitted. Three days afterwards she found herself in London, in a very small but charming cottage in an out-of-the-way corner of Nottinghill.

It was a perfect bijou of a cottage; very small  only two stories  with ceilings that a tall man could touch, and a trellis-work porch at the front door, and a little garden all to itself, and an ivy wall that shut out the curious public, but did not interfere with the sky, a patch of which gleamed through between two great palatial residences hard by, like a benignant eye.

This is our new home, mother, and we have got it at such a low rent from Sir James Clubley, our landlord, that your income, coupled with Mays salary and mine, will enable us easily to make the two ends meet, if we manage economically.

As he spoke, Phil seized the poker, and, with an utter disregard of the high price of coal, caused the fire to roar joyously up the chimney.

It was a brilliant winter day. White gems sparkled on the branches of the trees, and Jim was already commencing that course of romping which had, up to that date, strewn his path through life with wreck and ruin. Madge was investigating the capabilities of cupboards and larders, under the care of a small maid-of-all-work.

May wont be home till after dark, said Phil. She could not get away from duty to meet us. I shall telegraph to her that we have arrived, and that I shall meet her under the portico of the Post-Office and fetch her home this evening.

It is an amazing thing that telegraph! To think that one can send messages and make appointments so quickly! remarked Mrs Maylands.

Why, mother, said Phil, with a laugh, that is nothing to what can be  and is  done with it every day. I have a friend in the City who does a great part of his business with India by telegraph. The charge is four shillings and sixpence a word, and if a word has more than ten letters it is charged as two words. A registered address also costs a guinea, so, you see, telegraphic correspondence with India is expensive. Business men have therefore fallen on the plan of writing out lists of words, each of which means a longish sentence. This plan is so thoroughly carried out that books like thick dictionaries are now printed and regularly used.  What would you think, now, of Obstinate Kangaroo for a message?

I would think it nonsense, Phil.

Nevertheless, mother, it covers sense. A Quebec timber-merchant telegraphed these identical words the other day to a friend of mine, and when the friend turned up the words obstinate kangaroo in his corresponding code, he found the translation to be, Demand is improving for Ohio or Michigan white oak (planks), 16 inches and upwards.

You dont say so! exclaimed Mrs Maylands, raising both hands and eyebrows.

Yes I do, mother, and in my City friends code the word Blazing means Quality is approved, while Blissful signifies What is the smallest quantity you require?

Do you mean, Phil, asked the widow, with a perplexed look, that if I were a man of business, and wanted to ask a customer in India what was the smallest quantity of a thing he required, I should have to telegraph only the word Blissful?

Only that, mother. A blissful state of brevity to have come to, isnt it? And some of the telegraph clerks fall into queer mistakes, too, owing to their ignorance. One of the rules is that the words sent must be bona fide words  not a mere unmeaning arrangement of letters. My City friend told me that on three different occasions telegrams of his were refused, because the words were not known, yet each of them was taken from the Bible! One of the telegrams was, Blastus unholy.

Oh, Phil, how can you! exclaimed Mrs Maylands, with a shocked look.

Well, mother, whats wrong in that?

You know very well, Phil, that Blast us is not in the Bible at all, and that it is a very awful species of slang swearing.

So the telegraph clerk thought, returned Phil, but when my City friend pointed out that Blastus was the kings chamberlain they were obliged to let the telegram go. Blastus stands for superior quality, and unholy for Offer is open for three days from time of despatch of telegram. Using the same code, if a merchant wants to ask a Calcutta friend the question How is the coming crop as regards extent and appearance? he merely telegraphs the word Hamlet. If he wishes to say Bills of lading go forward by this mail, Invoices will follow, he has only to telegraph Heretic. For the most part, the compilers of these codes seem to have used the words arbitrarily, for the word Ellwood has no visible connection with the words Blue Velvet, which it represents; neither is there connection between Doves and French Brandy, nor between Collapse and Scotch Coals, though there does seem to have been a gleam of significance when they fixed on Downward to represent Irish Whisky.

Thats true, Phil, there was a touch of sense there, if not sarcasm, said the widow heartily, for she was an abhorrer of strong drink!

Then, mother, think of the saving of time accomplished by the telegraph. In days not long past, if a merchant in India wished to transact business with another in New York he had to write a letter which took months to make the voyage out, and his correspondent had to write a reply which took about the same time to return. Now, not long ago the head of an Indian house wanted a ship-load of something (I forget what) from New York. He telegraphed a few unconnected words to my City friend in London. If there had been no obstruction of any kind the message could have been flashed from Bombay to London in a few seconds; as it was, it made the journey in three hours. My friend, who received it in the forenoon, telegraphed to New York, transacted the business, received a reply from New York, and telegraphed back to Bombay that the order was given and in process of execution before five p.m. on the same day. Thus a commercial transaction between India and America, via England, involving, perhaps, thousands of pounds, was completed at the cost of a few pounds between breakfast and dinner. In other words, Bombay aroused New York to action by means of a flash of electricity within twenty-four hours.

Phil, remarked Mrs Maylands, with a sigh, dont you think that man has now made almost all the discoveries that it is possible to make?

Why, no, mother, I think he is only on the threshold of discovery yet. The thought has sometimes come into my mind with tremendous power, that as God is infinite, and His knowledge infinite, there is, as it were, a necessity that we shall go on learning something new for ever!  But that is too deep a subject to enter on just now, said Phil, rising, for I must go and send off my telegram to May  she will be anxious to hear about you, poor girl. You must not be troubled when you see how the roses have faded from her cheeks. She is in good enough health, but I fear the telegraph service is too heavy for her, and the City air is not so bracing as that of the west of Ireland.

Mrs Maylands was quite prepared for the change referred to, for she knew, what Phil did not know, that it was neither the telegraph nor the City that had robbed May of the bloom of youth and health.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Describes an Interview and a Rencontre.

One frosty winter afternoon Sir James Clubley sat in his chambers, having finished dinner, and toasted his toes while he sipped his wine and glanced languidly over the Times.

Sir James was a lazy, good-natured man, in what is sometimes styled easy circumstances. Being lazy, and having nothing to do, he did nothing  nothing, that is, in the way of work. He found the world enjoyable, and enjoyed it. He never ran to excess  in truth he never ran at all, either literally or figuratively, but always ate, drank, slept, read, and amused himself in moderation. In politics, being nothing in particular, he was wont to say he was a Liberal-Conservative, if anything, as that happy medium, in which truth is said, though not proved, to lie, enabled him to agree with anybody. Everybody liked him, except perhaps a few fiery zealots who seemed uncertain whether to regard him with indignation, pity, or contempt. It mattered not to which feeling the zealots leaned, Sir James smiled on them all alike.

That foolish fellow is going to be late, he muttered, glancing over his paper at the clock on the chimney-piece.

The foolish fellow referred to was George Aspel. Sir James had at last discovered and had an interview with him. He had offered to aid him in any way that lay in his power, but Aspel had firmly though gratefully declined aid in any form.

Sir James liked the youth, and had begged him, by letter, to call on him, for the purpose of chatting over a particular piece of business, had appointed an hour, and now awaited his arrival.

The muttered remark had just passed Sir Jamess lips when there came a tap at the door, and Aspel stood before him.

But how changed from what he was when we last saw him, reader! His aspect might have forcibly recalled the words, was lost and is found.

His tall, broad frame stood erect again as of old, but the proud bearing of the head was gone. There was the same fearless look in his bright blue eye, but the slightly self-satisfied curl of the lip was not there. He looked as strong and well as when, on the Irish cliffs, he had longed for the free, wild life of the sea-kings, but he did not look so youthful; yet the touch of sadness that now rested at times on his countenance gave him a far more regal air,  though he knew it not,  than he ever possessed before. He was dressed in a simple suit of dark grey.

Glad to see you, Aspel; thought you were going to fail me. Sit down. Now, come, I hope you have considered my proposal favourably.  The piece of business I asked you to come about is nothing more than to offer you again that situation, and to press it on you. It would just suit a man of your powers.  What! No?

The Baronet frowned, for George Aspel had smiled slightly and shaken his head as he sat down.

Forgive me, Sir James, if I seem to regard your kind proposals with indifference. Indeed, I am sincerely grateful, especially for the motive that actuates you  I mean regard for my dear fathers memory

How do you know, sir, interrupted Sir James testily, that this is my only motive?

I did not say it was your only motive, Sir James. I cannot doubt, from your many expressions of kindness, that personal regard for myself influences you; but I may not accept the situation you offer me  bright with future prospects though it be  because I feel strongly that God has called me to another sphere of action. I have now been for a considerable time, and hope to be as long as I live, a missionary to the poor.

What! A city missionary? One of those fellows who go about in seedy black garments with long lugubrious faces? exclaimed Sir James in amazement.

Some of them do indeed wear seedy black garments, replied Aspel, under some strange hallucination, I suppose, that it is their duty to appear like clergymen, and I admit that they would look infinitely more respectable in sober and economical grey tweeds; but you must have seen bad specimens of the class of men if you think their faces long and lugubrious. I know many of them whose faces are round and jovial, and whose spirits correspond to their faces. No doubt they are sometimes sad. Your own face would lengthen a little, Sir James, if you went where they go, and saw what they sometimes see.

I dare say you are right. Well, but have you seriously joined this body of men?

Not officially. I  I  hesitate to offer myself, because  that is to say, I am a sort of free-lance just now.

But, my young friend, returned Sir James slowly, I understand that city missionaries preach, and usually have a considerable training in theology; now, it is not very long ago since you were a  excuse me  I  I shrink from hurting your feelings, but

A drunkard, Sir James, said Aspel, looking down and blushing crimson. State the naked truth. I admit it, with humiliation and sorrow; but, to the everlasting praise of God, I can say that Jesus Christ has saved me from drink. Surely, that being the case, I am in some degree fitted to speak of the Great Remedy  the Good Physician  to the thousands who are perishing in this city from the effects of drink, even though I be not deeply versed in theology. To save men and women from what I have suffered, by exhorting and inducing them to come to the Saviour is all my aim  it is now my chief ambition.

Sir James looked inquiringly at the fire and shook his head. He was evidently not convinced.

There is truth in what you say, Aspel, but by taking this course you sacrifice your prospects entirely  at least in this life.

On the contrary, Sir James, I expect, by taking this course, to gain all that in this life is worth living for.

Ah! I see, you have become religiously mad, said Sir James, with a perplexed look; well, Aspel, you must take your own way, for I am aware that it is useless to reason with madmen; yet I cannot help expressing my regret that a young fellow of your powers should settle down into a moping, melancholy, would-be reformer of drunkards.

To this Aspel replied with a laugh.

Why, Sir James, he said, do I look very moping or melancholy? If so, my looks must belie my spirit, for I feel very much the reverse, and from past experience  which is now considerable  I expect to have a great deal of rejoicing in my work, for it does not all consist in painful strivings with unrepentant men and women. Occasionally men in our position know something of that inexpressible joy which results from a grateful glance of the eye or a strong squeeze of the hand from some one whom we have helped to pluck from the very edge of hell. It is true, I do not expect to make much money in my profession, but my Master promises me sufficient, and a man needs no more. But even if much money were essential, there is no doubt that I should get it, for the silver and gold of this world are in the hands of my Father.

Where do you work? asked Sir James abruptly.

Chiefly in the neighbourhood of Archangel Court. It was there I fell and sinned; it was there my Saviour rescued me: it is there I feel bound to labour.

Very well, I wont press this matter further, said the Baronet, rising; but remember, if you ever get into a better frame of mind, I shall be happy to see you.

Profound and various were the thoughts of the reformed drunkard that afternoon as he left his friends abode and walked slowly towards the City. There was a strange feeling of sadness in his heart which he could not account for. It was not caused by the sacrifice of worldly good he had just made, for that had cost him no effort. The desire to rescue the perishing had been infused so strongly into his soul that he had become quite regardless of mere temporal advancement. Neither had he been unfaithful, as far as he could remember, in the recent conversation  at least not in words. The hopes and joys which he had truly referred to ought to have been as strong as ever within him, nevertheless his spirit was much depressed. He began to think of the position from which he had fallen, and of the great amount of good he might have done for Christ in a higher sphere of society  but this thought he repelled as a recurrence of pride.

As he came to St. Martins-le-Grand he stopped, and, forgetting the bustling crowd of people, buses, cabs, and carts by which he was surrounded, allowed his mind to wander into the past. It was on the broad steps of the Post-Office that he had been first led astray by the man who wished to compass his ruin, but who was eventually made the willing instrument in bringing about his salvation. He thought of the scowling look and clenched fist of poor Bones as he had stood there, long ago, under the grand portico. He thought of the same man on his sick-bed, with clasped hands and glittering eyes, thanking God that he had been brought to the gates of death by an accident, that his eyes and heart had been opened to see and accept Jesus, and that he had still power left to urge his friend (George Aspel) to come to Jesus, the sinners Refuge. He thought also of the burglars death, and of the fading away of his poor wife, who followed him to the grave within the year. He thought of the orphan Tottie, who had been adopted and educated by Miss Stivergill, and was by that time as pretty a specimen of budding womanhood as any one could desire to see, with the strong will and courage of her father, and the self-sacrificing, trusting, gentleness of her mother. But above and beyond and underlying all these thoughts, his mind kept playing incessantly round a fair form which he knew was somewhere engaged at that moment in the building at his side, manipulating a three-keyed instrument with delicate fingers which he longed to grasp.

Ah! it is all very well for a man to resolve to tear an idol from his heart; it is quite another thing to do it. George Aspel had long ago given up all hope of winning May Maylands. He not only felt that one who had fallen so low as he, and shown such a character for instability, had no right to expect any girl to trust her happiness to him; but he also felt convinced that May had no real love for him, and that it would be unmanly to push his suit, even although he was now delivered from the power of his great enemy. He determined, therefore, to banish her as much as possible from his mind, and, in furtherance of his purpose, had conscientiously kept out of her way and out of the way of all his former friends.

Heaving a little sigh as he dismissed her, for the ten-thousandth time, from his mind, he was turning his back on the Post-Office  that precious casket which contained so rich but unattainable a jewel  when he remembered that he had a letter in his pocket to post.

Turning back, he sprang up the steps. The great mouth was not yet wide open. The evening feeding-hour had not arrived, and the lips were only in their normal condition  slightly parted. Having contributed his morsel to the insatiable giant, Aspel turned away, and found himself face to face with Phil Maylands.

It was not by any means their first meeting since the recovery of Aspel, but, as we have said, the latter had kept out of the way of old friends, and Phil was only partially excepted from the rule.

The very man I wanted to see! cried Phil, with gleaming eyes, as he seized his friends hand. Ive got mother over to London at last. Shes longing to see you. Come out with me this evening  do. But Im in sudden perplexity: Ive just been sent for to do some extra duty. It wont take me half an hour.  Youre not engaged, are you?

Well, no  not particularly.

Then youll do me a favour, Im sure you will. Youll mount guard here for half an hour, wont you? I had appointed to meet May here this evening to take her home, and when she comes shell not know why I have failed her unless you

My dear Phil, I would stay with all my heart, said Aspel hastily, but  but  the fact is  Ive not seen May for a long time, and

Why, what on earth has that to do with it? asked Phil, in some surprise.

You are right, returned Aspel, with a deprecating smile, that has nothing to do with it. My wits are wool-gathering, Phil. Go: I will mount guard.

Phil was gone in a moment, and Aspel leaned his head on his arm against one of the pillars of the portico. He had scarcely breathed a prayer for guidance when May approached. She stopped abruptly, flushed slightly, and hesitated a moment, then, advancing with the hearty air of an old playmate, she frankly held out her hand.

This was enough for Aspel. He had been depressed before; he was in the depths of despair now. If May had only shown confusion, or shyness, or anything but free-and-easy goodwill, hope might have revived, but he was evidently nothing more to her than the old playmate. Hope therefore died, and with its death there came over Aspel the calm subdued air of a crushed but resigned man. He observed her somewhat worn face and his heart melted. He resolved to act a brothers part to her.

Im so glad to meet you at last, May! he said, returning the kindly grasp of the hand with interest, but quite in a brotherly way.

You might have seen me long ago. Why did you not come? We would all have been so glad to see you.

May blushed decidedly as she made this reply, but the shades of evening were falling. Moreover, the pillar near to which they stood threw a deep shadow over them, and Aspel did not observe it. He therefore continued  in a quiet, brotherly way  

Ah! May, it is cruel of you to ask that. You know that I have been unfit

Nay, I did not mean that, interrupted May, with eager anxiety; I meant that since  since  lately, you know  why did you not come?

True, May, I might have come lately  praise be to God!  but, but  why should I not speak out? Its all over now. You know the love I once bore you, May, which you told me I must not speak of, and which I have tried to cure with all the energy of my heart, for I do not want to lose you as a sister  an old playmate at least  though I may not have you as  But, as I said, its all over now. I promise never again to intrude this subject on you. Let me rather tell you of the glorious work in which I am at present engaged.

He stopped, for, in spite of his efforts to be brotherly, there was a sense of sinking at his heart which slightly embittered his tone.

Is true love, then, so easily cured?

May looked up in his face as she asked the question. There was something in the look and in the tone which caused George Aspels heart to beat like a sledge-hammer. He stooped down, and, looking into her eyes,  still in a brotherly way, said  

Is it possible, May, that you could trifle with my feelings?

No, it is not possible, she answered promptly.

Oh! May, continued Aspel, in a low, earnest tone; if I could only dare to think,  to believe,  to hope, that

Forgive me, May, Im so sorry, cried her brother Phil, as he sprang up the steps; I did my best to hurry through with it. Im afraid Ive kept you and George waiting very long.

Not at all, replied May, with unquestionable truth.

If you could have only kept us waiting five minutes longer! thought Aspel, but he only said Come along, Phil, Ill go home with you to-night.

The evening was fine  frosty and clear.

Shall we walk to Nottinghill? asked Phil. Its a longish tramp for you, May, but thats the very thing you want.

May agreed that it was a desirable thing in every point of view, and George Aspel did not object.

As they walked along, the latter began to wonder whether a new experiment had been made lately in the way of paving the streets with india-rubber. As for May, she returned such ridiculous answers to the simplest questions, that Phil became almost anxious about her, and finally settled it in his own mind that her labours in the telegraph department of the General Post-Office must be brought to a close as soon as possible.

You see, mother, he said that night, after Aspel had left the cottage and May had gone to her room, it will never do to let her kill herself over the telegraph instrument. Shes too delicately formed for such work. We must find something better suited to her.

Yes, Phil, we must find something better suited to her.  Good-night, replied Mrs Maylands.

There was a twinkle in the widows eye as she said this that sorely puzzled Phil, and kept him in confused meditation that night, until the confusion became worse confounded and he fell into an untroubled slumber.




Chapter Thirty.

The Last.

Sitting alone in the breakfast parlour of The Rosebud, one morning in June, Miss Stivergill read the following paragraph in her newspaper: Gallant Rescue.  Yesterday forenoon a lady and her daughter, accompanied by a gentleman, went to the landing-wharf at Blackfriars with the intention of going on board a steamer. There were some disorderly men on the wharf, and a good deal of crowding at the time. As the steamer approached, one of the half-drunk men staggered violently against the daughter above referred to, and thrust her into the river, which was running rapidly at the time, the tide being three-quarters ebb. The gentleman, who happened to have turned towards the mother at the moment, heard a scream and plunge. He looked quickly back and missed the young lady. Being a tall powerful man, he dashed the crowd aside, hurled the drunk man  no doubt inadvertently  into the river, sprang over his head, as he was falling, with a magnificent bound, and reached the water so near to the young lady that a few powerful strokes enabled him to grasp and support her. Observing that the unfortunate cause of the whole affair was lulling helplessly past him with the tide, he made a vigorous stroke or two with his disengaged arm, and succeeded in grasping him by the nape of the neck, and holding him at arms-length, despite his struggles, until a boat rescued them all. We believe that the gentleman who effected this double rescue is named Aspel, and that he is a city missionary. We have also been informed that the young lady is engaged to her gallant deliverer, and that the wedding has been fixed to come off this week.

Laying down the paper, Miss Stivergill lifted up her eyes and hands, pursed her mouth, and gave vent to a most unladylike whistle! She had barely terminated this musical performance, and recovered the serenity of her aspect, when Miss Lillycrop burst in upon her with unwonted haste and excitement.

My darling Maria! she exclaimed, breathlessly, flinging her bonnet on a chair and seizing both the hands of her friend, I am so glad youre at home. Its such an age since I saw you! I came out by the early train on purpose to tell you. I hardly know where to begin. Oh! Im so glad!

Youre not going to be married? interrupted Miss Stivergill, whose stern calmness deepened as her friends excitement increased.

Married? oh no! Ridiculous! but I think Im going deranged.

That is impossible, returned Miss Stivergill, You have been deranged ever since I knew you. If there is any change in your condition it can only be an access of the malady. Besides, there is no particular cause for joy in that. Have you no more interesting news to give me?

More interesting news! echoed Miss Lillycrop, sitting down on her bonnet, of course I have. Now, just listen: Peter Pax  of the firm of Blurt, Pax, Jiggs, and Company, Antiquarians, Bird-Stuffers, Mechanists, Stamp-Collectors, and I dont know what else besides, to the Queen  is going to be married to  whom do you think?

The Queen of Sheba, replied Miss Stivergill, folding her hands on her lap with a placid smile.

To  Tottie Bones! said Miss Lillycrop, with an excited movement that ground some of her bonnet to straw-powder.

Miss Stivergill did not raise her eyes or whistle at this. She merely put her head a little on one side and smiled.

I knew it, my dear  at least I felt sure it would come to this, though it is sooner than I expected. It is not written anywhere, I believe, that a boy may not marry a baby, nevertheless

But shes not a baby, broke in Miss Lillycrop.

Tottie is seventeen now, and Pax is twenty-four. But this is not the half of what I have to tell you. Ever since Pax was taken into partnership by Mr Enoch Blurt the business has prospered, as you are aware, and our active little friend has added all kinds of branches to it  such as the preparation and sale of entomological, and ichthyological, and other -ological specimens, and the mechanical parts of toy-engines; and that lad Jiggs has turned out such a splendid expounder of all these things, that the shop has become a sort of terrestrial heaven for boys. And dear old Fred Blurt has begun to recover under the influence of success, so that he is now able to get out frequently in a wheel-chair. But the strangest news of all is that Mister Enoch Blurt got a new baby  a girl  and recovered his diamonds on the self-same day!

Indeed! said Miss Stivergill, beginning to be influenced by these surprising revelations.

Yes, and its a curious evidence of the energetic and successful way in which things are managed by our admirable Post-Office

What! the union of a new baby with recovered diamonds?

No, no, Maria, how stupid you are! I refer, of course, to the diamonds. Have you not seen reference made to them in the papers?

No. Ive seen or heard nothing about it.

Indeed! Im surprised. Well, that hearty old letter-carrier, Solomon Flint, sent that ridiculously stout creature whom he calls Dollops to me with the last Report of the Postmaster-General, with the corner of page eleven turned down, for he knew I was interested in anything that might affect the Blurts. But here it is. I brought it to read to you. Listen: On the occasion of the wreck of the Trident in Howlin Cove, on the west of Ireland, many years ago, strenuous efforts were made by divers to recover the Cape of Good Hope mails, and, it will be recollected, they were partially successful, but a portion which contained diamonds could not be found. Diving operations were, however, resumed quite recently, and with most satisfactory results. One of the registered-letter-bags was found. It had been so completely imbedded in sand, and covered by a heavy portion of the wreck, that the contents were not altogether destroyed, notwithstanding the long period of their immersion. On being opened in the Chief Office in London, the bag was found to contain several large packets of diamonds, the addresses on which had been partially obliterated, besides about seven pounds weight of loose diamonds, which, having escaped from their covers, were mixed with the pulp in the bottom of the bag. Every possible endeavour was used by the officers of the Department to discover the rightful owners of those packets which were nearly intact, and with such success that they were all, with very little delay, duly delivered. The remaining diamonds were valued by an experienced broker, and sold  the amount realised being about 19,000 pounds. After very great trouble, and much correspondence, the whole of the persons for whom the loose diamonds were intended were, it is believed, ascertained, and this sum proved sufficient to satisfy the several claimants to such an extent that not a single complaint was heard.

How strange! Why did you not tell me of this before, Lilly?

Because Mr Blurt resolved to keep it secret until he was quite sure there was no mistake about the matter. Now that he has received the value of his diamonds he has told all his friends. Moreover, he has resolved to take a house in the suburbs, so that Fred may have fresh country air, fresh milk, and fresh eggs. Peter Pax, too, talks of doing the same thing, being bent, so he says, on devoting himself to the entomological department of his business, in order that he may renew his youth by hunting butterflies and beetles with Tottie.

It never rains but it pours, said Miss Stivergill. Surprises dont come singly, it appears.  Have you read that? She handed her friend the newspaper which recounted the gallant rescue.

Miss Lillycrops countenance was a study which cannot be described. The same may be said of her bonnet. When she came to the name of Aspel her eyeballs became circular, and her eyebrows apparently attempted to reach the roots of her hair.

Maria dear! she cried, with a little shriek, this only reminds me that I have still more news to tell. You remember Sir James Clubley? Well, he is dead, and he has left the whole of his property to George Aspel! It seems that Sir James went one night, secretly, as it were, to some low locality where Aspel was preaching to poor people, and was so affected by what he heard and saw that he came forward at the close, signed the pledge along with a number of rough and dirty men, and then and there became a total abstainer. This, I am told, occurred a considerable time ago, and he has been a helper of the Temperance cause ever since. Sir James had no near relatives. To the few distant ones he possessed he left legacies, and in his will stated that he left the rest of his fortune  which, although not large, is considerable  to George Aspel, in the firm belief that by so doing he was leaving it to further the cause of Christianity and Temperance.

Come, now, dont stop there, observed Miss Stivergill calmly, go on to tell me that Phil Maylands has also had a fortune left him, or become Postmaster-General and got married, or is going to be.

Well, I cant exactly tell you that, returned Miss Lillycrop, but I can tell you that he has had a rise in the Post-Office Savings Bank, with an increase of salary, and that May declines to marry Aspel unless he agrees to live with her mother in the cottage at Nottinghill. Of course Aspel has consented  all the more that it is conveniently situated near to a station whence he can easily reach the field of his missionary labours.

Does he intend to continue these now that he is rich? asked Miss Stivergill.

How can you ask such a question? replied her friend, with a slightly offended look. Aspel is not a man to be easily moved from his purpose. He says he will labour in the good cause, and devote health and means to it as long as God permits.

Good! exclaimed Miss Stivergill with a satisfied nod. Now, Lilly, she added, with the decision of tone and manner peculiar to her, I mean to make some arrangements. The farmer next to me has a very pretty villa, as you are aware, on the brow of the hill that overlooks the whole country in the direction of London. It is at present to let. Mr Blurt must take it. Beside it stands a cottage just large enough for a new-married couple. I had already rented that cottage for a poor friend. He, however, knows nothing about the matter. I will therefore have him put somewhere else, and sub-let the cottage to Mr and Mrs Pax. Lastly, you shall give up your insane notion of living alone, come here, with all your belongings, and take up your abode with me for ever.

Thats a long time, dear Maria, said Miss Lillycrop, with a little smile.

Not too long, by any means, Lilly. Now, clear that rubbish off the chair  its well got rid of, I never liked the shape  go, put yourself to rights, use one of my bonnets, and come out for a walk. To-morrow you shall go into town and arrange with Pax and Blurt about the villa and the cottage to the best of your ability. Its of no use attempting to resist me, Lilly  tell them that  for in this affair I have made up my mind that my will shall be law.



Reader, what more need we add  except that Miss Stivergills will did eventually become law, because it happened to correspond with the wishes of all concerned. It is due, also, to Solomon Flint to record that after his long life of faithful service in the Post-Office he retired on a small but comfortable pension, and joined the Rosebud Colony, as Pax styled it, taking his grandmother along with him. That remarkable piece of antiquity, when last seen by a credible witness, was basking in the sunshine under a rustic porch covered with honeysuckle, more wrinkled, more dried-up, more tough, more amiable  especially to her cat  and more stooped in the previous century than ever. Mr Bright, the energetic sorter, who visits Solomon whenever his postal duties will allow, expresses his belief that the old lady will live to see them all out, and Mr Brights opinion carries weight with it; besides which, Phil Maylands and May Aspel with her husband are more than half inclined to agree with him. Time will show.

Pegaway Hall still exists, but its glory has departed, for although Mrs Square still keeps her one watchful eye upon its closed door, its walls and rafters no longer resound with the eloquence, wit, and wisdom of Boy Telegraph Messengers, although these important servants of the Queen still continue  with their friends the letter-carriers  to tramp the kingdom post haste, in ceaseless, benignant activity, distributing right and left with impartial justice the varied contents of Her Majestys Mails.
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A TALE OF THE RED RIVER FLOOD
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Chapter One.

Opens the Ball.

If ever there was a man who possessed a gem in the form of a daughter of nineteen, that man was Samuel Ravenshaw; and if ever there was a girl who owned a bluff, jovial, fiery, hot-tempered, irascible old father, that girl was Elsie Ravenshaw.

Although a gem, Elsie was exceedingly imperfect. Had she been the reverse she would not have been worth writing about.

Old Ravenshaw, as his familiars styled him, was a settler, if we may use such a term in reference to one who was, perhaps, among the most unsettled of men. He had settled with his family on the banks of the Red River. The colony on that river is now one of the frontier towns of Canada. At the time we write of, it was a mere oasis in the desert, not even an offshoot of civilisation, for it owed its existence chiefly to the fact that retiring servants of the Hudsons Bay Fur Company congregated there to spend the evening of life, far beyond the Canadian boundary, in the heart of that great wilderness where they had spent their working days, and on the borders of that grand prairie where the red man and the buffalo roamed at will, and the conventionalities of civilised life troubled them not.

To this haven of rest Samuel Ravenshaw had retired, after spending an active life in the service of the fur-traders, somewhat stiffened in the joints by age and a rough career, and a good deal soured in disposition because of promotion having, as he thought, been too long deferred.

Besides Elsie, old Ravenshaw possessed some other gems of inferior lustre. His wife Maggie, a stout, well-favoured lady, with an insufficient intellect and unbounded good humour, was of considerable intrinsic value, but highly unpolished. His second daughter, Cora, was a thin slip of sixteen years, like her mother in some respects  pretty, attractive, and disposed to take life easily. His eldest son, Victor, a well-grown lad of fourteen, was a rough diamond, if a diamond at all, with a soul centred on sport. His second son, Anthony, between five and six, was large and robust, like his father. Not having been polished at that time, it is hard to say what sort of gem Tony was. When engaged in mischief  his besetting foible  his eyes shone like carbuncles with unholy light. He was the plague of the family. Of course, therefore, he was the beloved of his parents.

Such were the chief inmates of Willow Creek, as old Ravenshaw styled his house and property.

It was midwinter. The owner of Willow Creek stood at his parlour window, smoking and gazing. There was not much to look at, for snow had overwhelmed and buried the landscape, fringed every twig of the willows, and obliterated the frozen river.

Elsie was seated by the stove, embroidering a pair of moccasins.

Victor is bringing down some of the lads to shoot to-day, father, she said, casting a furtive glance at her sire.

Humph! that boy does nothing but shoot, growled the old man, who was a giant in body if not in spirit. Who all is he bringing?

Theres John Flett, and David Mowat, and Sam Hayes, and Herr Winklemann, and Ian Macdonald, and Louis Lambert  all the best shots, I suppose, said Elsie, bending over her work.

The best shots! cried Mr Ravenshaw, turning from the window with a sarcastic laugh. Louis Lambert, indeed, and Winklemann are crack shots, and John Flett is not bad, but the others are poor hands. Mowat can only shoot straight with a crooked gun, and as for that half-cracked schoolmaster, Jan Macdonald, he would miss a barn door at fifty paces unless he were to shut his eyes and fire at random, in which case hed have some chance

Here they is; the shooters is comin. Hooray! shouted Master Anthony Ravenshaw, as he burst into the room with a scalping-knife in one hand and a wooden gun in the other. An Is goin to shoot too, daddy!

So you are, Tony, my boy! cried the old trader, catching up the pride of his heart in his strong arms and tossing him towards the ceiling. You shall shoot before long with a real gun.

Tony knocked the pipe out of his fathers mouth, and was proceeding to operate on his half-bald head with the scalping-knife, when Cora, who entered the room at the moment, sprang forward and wrenched the weapon from his grasp.

Well give them dinner after the shooting is over, shant we, father? asked Cora.

Of course, my dear, of course, replied the hospitable old gentleman, giving the pride of his heart a sounding kiss as he put him down. Set your mother to work on a pie, and get Miss Trim to help you with a lot of those cakes you make so famously.

As he spoke there was a sudden clattering in the porch. The young men were taking off their snow-shoes and stamping the snow from off their leggings and moccasined feet.

Here we are, father! cried a bright, sturdy youth, as he ushered in his followers. Of course Elsie has prepared you for our sudden invasion. The fact is that we got up the match on the spur of the moment, because I found that Ian had a holiday.

No explanation required, Victor. Glad to see you all, boys. Sit down, said Mr Ravenshaw, shaking hands all round.

The youths who were thus heartily welcomed presented a fine manly appearance. They were clad in the capotes, leggings, fur caps, moccasins, and fingerless mittens usually worn by the men of the settlement in winter.

That tall handsome fellow, with the curly black hair and flashing eyes, who bears himself so confidently as he greets the sisters, is Louis Lambert. The thickset youth behind him, with the shock of flaxen hair and imperceptible moustache, is Herr Winklemann, a German farmers son, and a famed buffalo-hunter. The ungainly man, of twenty-four apparently  or thereabouts  with the plain but kindly face, and the frame nearly as strong as that of the host himself, is Ian Macdonald. In appearance he is a rugged backwoodsman. In reality he is the schoolmaster of that part of the widely-scattered colony.

The invitation to sit down was not accepted. Daylight was short-lived in those regions at that season of the year. They sallied forth to the work in hand.

Youve had the target put up, Cora? asked Victor, as he went out.

Yes, in the old place.

Where is Tony?

I dont know, said Cora, looking round. He was here just now, trying to scalp father.

Youll find him at the target before you, no doubt, said Elsie, putting away her moccasins as she rose to aid in the household preparations.

The target was placed against the bank of the river, so that the bullets might find a safe retreat. The competitors stood at about a hundred yards distance in front of it. The weapons used were single-barrelled smooth-bores, with flint locks. Percussion locks had not at that time come into fashion, and long ranges had not yet been dreamed of.

Come, open the ball, Lambert, said Victor.

The handsome youth at once stepped forward, and old Mr Ravenshaw watched him with an approving smile as he took aim. Puff! went the powder in the pan, but no sound followed save the peal of laughter with which the miss-fire was greeted. The touch-hole was pricked, and next time the ball sped to its mark. It hit the target two inches above the bulls-eye.

The well done with which the shot was hailed was cut short by an appalling yell, and little Tony was seen to tumble from behind the target. Rolling head over heels, he curled himself round in agony, sprang up with a spasmodic bound, dropped upon his haunches, turned over a complete somersault, fell on his back with a fearful shriek, and lay dead upon the snow!

The whole party rushed in consternation towards the boy, but before they had reached him he leaped up and burst into a fit of gleeful laughter, which ended in a cheer and a savage war-whoop as he scampered up the track which led to the house, and disappeared over the brow of the rivers bank.

The imp was joking! exclaimed Mr Ravenshaw, as he stopped and wiped the cold perspiration from his brow.

At that moment a Red Indian appeared on the scene, in his blanket robe, paint, and feathers. Attracted by the shot, he had come to look on. Now, the old fur-traders nerves had received a tremendous shock, and the practical jest which the pride of his heart had perpetrated had roused the irascibility of his nature, so that an explosion became unavoidable. In these circumstances the arrival of the Indian seemed opportune, for the old gentleman knew that this particular savage was a chief, and had visited the colony for the purpose of making inquiries into the new religion reported to be taught by certain white men in black garments; and Mr Ravenshaw, besides having very little regard for missionaries, had a very strong contempt for those Indians who became their disciples. He therefore relieved himself on the red man.

What do you want here, Petawanaquat? he demanded sternly, in the language of the Indian.

The Little Wolf, replied the Indian, referring to himself, for such was the interpretation of his name, wishes to see how his white brothers shoot.

Let the Little Wolf put his tail between his legs and be gone, cried the angry old man. He is not wanted here. Come, be off!

The chief looked straight in the eyes of the trader with a dark scowl, then, turning slowly on his heel, stalked solemnly away.

There was an irrepressible laugh at this episode as the group of marksmen returned to their former position. Mr Ravenshaw, however, soon left them and returned home. Here he found Miss Trim in a state of considerable agitation; she had just encountered the redskin! Miss Trim was a poor relation of Mrs Ravenshaw. She had been invited by her brother-in-law to leave England and come to Red River to act as governess to Tony and assistant-companion in the family. She had arrived that autumn in company with a piano, on which she was expected to exercise Elsie and Cora. Petawanaquat, being the first really wild and painted savage she had seen, made a deep impression on her.

Oh, Mr Ravenshaw, I have seen such an object in the garden! she exclaimed, in a gushing torrent  she always spoke in a torrent and it was all I could do to stagger into the house without fainting. Such eyes! with black cheeks and a red nose  at least, it looked red, but I was in such a state that I couldnt make sure whether it was the nose or the chin, and my shoe came off as I ran away, having broken the tie in the morning. And such a yell as it gave!  the creature, not the shoe-tie  but I escaped, and peeped out of the upper window  the one in the gable, you know, with the green blind, where you can see the garden from end to end, and I found it had disappeared, though I cant understand

Tut, tut, Miss Trim; how you do gallop! Was it a beast? asked the old trader.

A beast? No; a man  a savage.

Oh! I understand; it was that scoundrel Petawanaquat, said Sam Ravenshaw, with a laugh; hes Little Wolf by name, and a big thief by practice, no doubt. You neednt fear him, however, hes not so dangerous as he looks, and I gave him a rebuff just now that will make him shy of Willow Creek.  Ha, Tony, you rascal! Come here, sir.

Tony came at once, with such a gleeful visage that his fathers intended chastisement for the recent practical joke ended in a parental caress.

Bitterly did Ian Macdonald repent of his agreeing to join the shooting party that day. Owing to some defect in his vision or nervous system, he was a remarkably bad shot, though in everything else he was an expert and stalwart backwoodsman, as well as a good scholar. But when his friend Victor invited him he could not refuse, because it offered him an opportunity of spending some time in the society of Elsie Ravenshaw, and that to him was heaven upon earth! Little of her society, however, did the unfortunate teacher enjoy that day, for handsome Louis Lambert engrossed not only Elsie, but the mother and father as well. He had beaten all his competitors at the target, but, to do him justice, did not boast of that; neither did he make any reference to the fact that Ian had twice missed the target, though he did not spare the bad shooting of some of the other youths; this, no doubt, because he and Ian had been fast friends for many years. Jealousy  at least on the part of Ian  now seemed about to interfere with the old friendship. Moreover, Lambert had brought to Mrs Ravenshaw a gift of a collar made of the claws of a grizzly bear, shot by himself in the Rocky Mountains. Elsie admired the collar with genuine interest, and said she would give anything to possess one like it. Cora, with the coquettishness of sixteen, said, with a laugh and a blush, that she would not accept such a ridiculous thing if it were offered to her. Ian Macdonald groaned in spirit, for, with his incapacity to shoot, he knew that Elsies wish could never be gratified by him.

Seeing that Lambert was bent on keeping Elsie as much as possible to himself, Ian devoted himself to Cora, but Cora was cross. Feeling it up-hill work, he soon rose to say good-bye, and left Willow Creek before the others.

Dont look so crestfallen, man, said old Mr Ravenshaw heartily, as he shook hands; its nobler work to teach the young idea how to shoot than to be able to hit a bulls-eye.

True, but he who cannot hit a bulls-eye, returned Ian, with a smile, can scarcely be expected to touch a maidens  I mean a grizzlys heart.

A shout of laughter from Lambert greeted him as he left the house. His way home lay over the frozen bed of the river. Victor accompanied him part of the way.

That was a strange slip for an unromantic fellow like you to make about a maidens heart, Ian, said Victor, looking up at the rugged countenance of his friend.

Unromantic, eh? Well, I suppose I am.

Of course you are, said Victor, with the overweening assurance of youth. Come, lets sit down here for a few minutes and discuss the point.

He sat down on a snowdrift; Ian kicked off his snowshoes and leaned against the bank.

Youre the most grave, sensible, good-natured, matter-of-fact, unsentimental, unselfish fellow I ever met with, resumed Victor. If you were a romantic goose I wouldnt like you half as much as I do.

Men are sometimes romantic without being geese, returned Ian; but I have not time to discuss that point just now. Tell me, for I am anxious about it, have you spoken to your father about selling the field with the knoll to my father?

Yes, and he flatly refused to sell it. Im really sorry, Ian, but you know how determined my father is. Once he says a thing he sticks to it, even though it should be to his own disadvantage.

Thats bad, Victor, very bad. It will raise ill-blood between them, and estrange our families. You think theres no chance?

None whatever.

One more word before we part. Do you know much about that redskin whom your father called Petawanaquat?

Not much, except that he has come from a considerable distance to make inquiries, he says, about the Christian religion. He has been prowling about our place for a few days, and father, who has no great love to missionaries, and has strong suspicions of converted Indians, has twice treated him rather roughly.

Im sorry to hear that, Victor. These fellows are sometimes very revengeful. If youll be advised by me youll keep a sharp eye upon Petawanaquat. There, Ill say no more. You know Im not an alarmist. Good-bye.

Good-bye, old boy.

I say.

Well?

It was an awfully bad shot, that last of mine.

It was, admitted Victor, with a laugh, to miss a thing as big as a door at a hundred yards is only so-so.

No chance of improvement, I fear, said Ian, with a sigh.

Oh, dont say that, replied Victor. Practice, perseverance, and patience, you know, overcome every

Yes, yes. I know that well. Good-bye. They shook hands again, and were soon striding over the snow to their respective homes.




Chapter Two.

Conflicting Elements and a Catastrophe.

Hoary winter passed away, and genial spring returned to rejoice the land.

In a particularly amiable frame of mind, old Ravenshaw went out one morning to smoke.

Everything had gone well that morning. Breakfast had been punctual; appetite good; rheumatics in abeyance; the girls lively; and Miss Trim less of a torrent than was her wont. Mrs Ravenshaws intellect had more than once almost risen to the ordinary human average, and Master Tony had been better  perhaps it were more correct to say less wicked  than usual.

Old Ravenshaw was what his friends styled a heavy smoker, so was his kitchen chimney; but then the chimney had the excuse of being compelled to smoke, whereas its owners insane act was voluntary.

Be not afraid, reader. We have no intention of entering into an argument with smokers. They are a pigheaded generation. We address those who have not yet become monomaniacs as regards tobacco.

In order to the full enjoyment of his pipe, the old gentleman had built on a knoll what Elsie styled a summer-house. Regardless of seasons, however  as he was of most things  her father used this temple at all seasons of the year, and preferred to call it a smoking box. Now, as this smoking-box, with its surroundings, had much to do with the issues of our story, we bring it under particular notice. It resembled a large sentry-box, and the willow-clad knoll on which it stood was close to the river. Being elevated slightly above the rest of the country, a somewhat extended view of river and plain was obtainable therefrom. Samuel Ravenshaw loved to contemplate this view through the medium of smoke. Thus seen it was hazy and in accord with his own idea of most things. The sun shone warmly into the smoking-box. It sparkled on the myriad dew-drops that hung on the willows, and swept in golden glory over the rolling plains. The old gentleman sat down, puffed, and was happy. The narcotic influence operated, and the irascible demon in his breast fell sound asleep.

How often do bright sunshine and profound calm precede a storm? Is not that a truism  if not a newism. The old gentleman had barely reduced himself to quiescence, and the demon had only just begun to snore, when a cloud, no bigger than a mans body, arose on the horizon. Gradually it drew near, partially obscured the sky, and overshadowed the smoking-box in the form of Angus Macdonald, the father of Ian. (The demon ceased snoring!)

Coot tay to you, sir, said Angus. You will pe enchoyin your pipe this fine mornin.

Yes, Angus, I am, replied Ravenshaw, with as much urbanity as he could assume  and it wasnt much, for he suspected the cause of his neighbours visit youd better sit down and light your own.

Angus accepted the invitation, and proceeded to load with much deliberation.

Now it must be known that the Highlander loved the view from that knoll as much as did his neighbour. It reminded him of the old country where he had been born and bred on a hill-top. He coveted that willow knoll intensely, desiring to build a house on it, and, being prosperous, was willing to give for it more than its value, for his present dwelling lay somewhat awkwardly in the creek, a little higher up the river, so that the willows on the knoll interfered vexatiously with his view.

Its a peautiful spote this! observed Angus, after a few preliminary puffs.

It is, answered the old trader curtly, (and the demon awoke).

Angus made no rejoinder for a few minutes, but continued to puff great clouds with considerable emphasis from his compressed lips. Mr Ravenshaw returned the fire with interest.

Itll no pe for sellin the knowl, ye are? said Angus.

The demon was fairly roused now.

No, Angus Macdonald, said the trader sternly, Ill not sell it. Ive told you already more than once, and it is worse than ill-judged, it is impertinent of you to come bothering me to part with my land.

Ho! inteed! exclaimed Angus, rising in wrath, and cramming his pipe into his vest pocket; it is herself that will pe pothering you no more spout your dirty land, Samyool Ruvnshaw.

He strode from the spot with a look of ineffable scorn, and the air of an offended chieftain.

Old Ravenshaw tried to resume his tranquillity, but the demon was self-willed, and tobacco had lost its power. There were more clouds, however, in store for him that morning.

It so fell out that Ian Macdonald, unable to bear the suspense of uncertainty any longer, and all ignorant of his fathers visit to the old trader, had made up his mind to bring things to a point that very morning by formally asking permission to pay his addresses to Elsie Ravenshaw. Knowing the old mans habits, he went straight to the smoking-box. If he had set out half an hour sooner he would have met his own father and saved himself trouble. As it was, they missed each other.

Mr Ravenshaw had only begun to feel slightly calmed when Ian presented himself, with a humble, propitiatory air. The old man hated humility in every form, even its name. He regarded it as a synonym for hypocrisy. The demon actually leaped within him, but the old man had a powerful will. He seized his spiritual enemy, throttled, and held him down.

Good-morning, Mr Ravenshaw.

Good-morning.

Nothing more was said by either for a few minutes. Ian was embarrassed. He had got up a set speech and forgotten it. He was shy, but he was also resolute. Drawing himself up suddenly he said, with an earnest, honest look, Mr Ravenshaw, I love your daughter, (there was only one daughter in Ians estimation!) and I come to ask leave to woo her. If, by earnest devotion and

Ian Macdonald, interrupted the old gentleman, in a voice of suppressed anger, you may save yourself and me the trouble of more talk on this subject. Your father has just been here wanting me to sell him this knoll. Now, look here, (he rose, and stepping out of the smoking-box, pointed to Angus Macdonalds house, which was full in view), you see that house, young man. Mark what I say. I will sell this knoll to your father, and give my daughter to you, when you take that house, and with your own unaided hands place it on the top of this knoll!

This was meant by the old trader as a bitterly facetious way of indicating the absolute hopelessness of the case. Ian accepted it in that light, for he was well aware that Samuel Ravenshaws firmness  or obstinacy  was insurmountable. He did not despair, however; true love never does that; but he felt tremendously cast down. Without a word or look of reproach he turned and walked slowly away.

Once again the old trader sought comfort in his pipe, but found none. Besides feeling extremely indignant; with the Macdonalds, father and son, for what he styled their presumption, he was now conscious of having treated both with undue severity. Dashing his pipe on the ground, he thrust both hands into his coat pockets, and returned towards his dwelling. On the way he unfortunately met Petawanaquat in one of his fields, leaning composedly over a gate. That intelligent redskin had not yet finished his inquiries at the missionary village. He had appeared more than once at Willow Creek, and seemed to hover round the old trader like a moth round a candle. The man was innocent of any evil intent on this occasion, but Ravenshaw would have quarrelled with an angel just then.

What are you doing here? Be off! he said sternly.

The Indian either did not or would not understand, and the old man, seizing him by the arm, thrust him violently through the gateway.

All the hot blood of the Petawanaquats, from Adam downwards, seemed to leap through the red mans veins and concentrate in his right hand as he turned fiercely on the trader and drew his scalping-knife. Quick as lightning Ravenshaw hit out with his fist, and knocked the Indian down, then, turning on his heel, walked away.

For a moment Petawanaquat lay stunned. Recovering, he arose, and his dark glittering eyes told of a purpose of deadly revenge. The trader was still in sight. The Indian picked up his gun, glided swiftly behind a tree, and took a long steady aim. Just then little Tony rushed from the house and leaped into his fathers arms, where he received an unusually warm embrace, for the trader wanted some sort of relief for his feelings. The Indians finger was pressing the trigger at the moment. Death was very near Samuel Ravenshaw just then, but the finger relaxed and the gun was lowered. A more terrible form of revenge had flashed into the mind of the savage. Gliding quietly from his position, he entered the willows and disappeared.

Meanwhile Angus Macdonald returned in no very amiable mood to his own house. It was a small house; had been built by its owner, and was, like most of the other houses of the colony at that time, a good solid log structure  a sort of Noahs ark on a small scale. It stood on a flat piece of mother earth, without any special foundation except a massive oblong wooden frame to which all the superstructure was attached. You might, if strong enough, have grasped it by the ridge-pole and carried it bodily away without tearing up any foundation or deranging the fabric. It was kept in order and managed by an elderly sister of Angus, named Martha, for Angus was a widower. His only son Ian dwelt in the school-house, a mile farther up the river.

Marthas strong point was fowls. We are too ignorant of that subject to go into particulars. We can only say that she was an adept at fowls. Marthas chickens were always tender and fat, and their eggs were the largest and freshest in Red River. We introduce these fowls solely because one of them acted a very important part on a very critical occasion. As well might the geese who saved Rome be omitted from history as Martha Macdonalds Cochin-China hen which  well, we wont say what just yet. That hen was frightfully plain. Why Cochin-China hens should have such long legs and wear feather trousers are questions which naturalists must settle among themselves. Being a humorous man, Angus had named her Beauty. She was a very cross hen, and her feather unmentionables fitted badly. Moreover, she was utterly useless, and never laid an egg, which was fortunate, for if she had laid one it would have been an egregious monstrosity. She was obviously tough. If they had slain her for the table they would have had to cut her up with a hand-saw, or grind her into meal to fit her for use. Besides all this, Beauty was a widow. When her husband died  probably of disgust  she took to crowing on her own account. She received Angus with a crow when he entered the house after his interview with Ravenshaw, and appeared to listen intently as he poured his sorrows into his sisters ear.

Its up at the knowl Ive peen, Martha, an I left Samyool Ruvnshaw there in a fery pad temper  fery pad inteed. Hell come oot of it, whatever.

An hell not be for sellin you the knowl? asked Martha.

No, he wont, replied Angus.

From this point they went off into a very long-winded discussion of the pros and cons of the case, which, however, we will spare the reader, and return to Willow Creek. The bed of the creek, near to the point where it joined the Red River, was a favourite resort of Master Tony. Thither he went that same afternoon to play.

Having observed the childs habits, Petawanaquat paddled his canoe to the same point and hid it and himself among the overhanging bushes of the creek. In the course of his gambols Tony approached the place. One stroke of the paddle sent the light birch-bark canoe like an arrow across the stream. The Indian sprang on shore. Tony gave him one scared look and was about to utter an appalling yell, when a red hand covered his mouth and another red hand half throttled him.

Petawanaquat bundled the poor child into the bottom of his canoe, wrapped a leather coat round his head, spread a buffalo robe over him, gave him a smart rap on the head to keep him quiet, and paddled easily out into the stream. Steadily, but not too swiftly, he went down the river, down the rapids, and past the Indian settlement without attracting particular notice. Once the buffalo robe moved; the paddle descended on it with a sounding whack, and it did not move again. Before night closed, the Indian was paddling over the broad bosom of Lake Winnipeg.

Of course, Tony was soon missed; his haunts were well known; Miss Trim traced his footprints to the place where he had been seized, saw evidences of the struggle, the nature of which she correctly guessed, and came shrieking back to the house, where she went off into hysterics, and was unable to tell anything about the matter.

Fortunately, Victor was there; he also traced the footsteps. Instead of returning home he ran straight to the school-house, which he reached out of breath.

Come, Ian, come! he gasped. Tonys been carried off  Petawanaquat! Bring your canoe and gun; all the ammunition you can lay hands on!

Ian asked for no explanations; he ran into the house, shouldered a small bag of pemmican, gave his gun and ammunition to Victor, told his assistant to keep the school going till his return, and ran with his friend down to the river, where his own birch canoe lay on the bank.

A few minutes sufficed to launch it. Both Ian and Victor were expert canoe-men. Straining their powers to the utmost, they were soon far down the Red River, in hot pursuit of the fugitive.




Chapter Three.

The Pursuit begins.

There is something delightfully exhilarating in a chase, whether it be after man or beast. How the blood careers! How the nerves tingle! But you know all about it, reader. We have said sufficient.

There was enough of righteous indignation in Victors bosom to have consumed Petawanaquat, and ground enough to justify the fiercest resolves. Was not the kidnapper a redskin  a low, mean, contemptible savage? Was not the kidnapped one his brother  his own brother? And such a brother! One of a thousand, with mischief enough in him, if rightly directed, to make half a dozen ordinary men! The nature of the spirit which animated Victor was obvious on his compressed lips, his frowning brows, his gleaming eyes. The strength of his muscles was indicated by the foam that fled from his paddle.

Ian Macdonald was not less excited, but more under self-control than his friend. There was a fixed look in his plain but pleasant face, and a tremendous sweep in his long arms as he plied the paddle, that told of unfathomed energy. The canoe being a mere egg-shell, leaped forward at each quick stroke like a thing of life.

There was no time to lose. They knew that, for the Indian had probably got a good start of them, and, being a powerful man, animated by the certainty of pursuit sooner or later, would not only put his strength but his endurance to the test. If they were to overtake him it must be by superhuman exertion. Lake Winnipeg was twenty miles off. They must catch up the Indian before he reached it, as otherwise it would be impossible to tell in which direction he had gone.

They did not pause to make inquiries of the settlers on the banks by the way, but they hailed several canoes, whose occupants said they had seen the Indian going quietly down stream some hours before  alone in his canoe!

Never mind, Vic, push on, said Ian; of course he would make Tony lie flat down.

The end of the settlement was passed, and they swept on into the wilderness beyond. Warming to their work, they continued to paddle hour after hour  steadily, persistently, with clockwork regularity of stroke, but never decreasing force. To save time they, as it were, cut off corners at the river-bends, and just shaved the points as they went by.

Have a care, Ian! exclaimed Victor, at one of these places, as his paddle touched the bottom. We dont draw much water, to be sure, but a big stone might  hah!

A roar of dismay burst from the youth and his companion as the canoe rasped over a stone.

We have said that the birch canoe was an egg-shell. The word is scarcely figurative. The slightest touch over a stone has a tendency to rip the bark of such a slender craft, or break off the resinous gum with which the seams are pitched. Water began to pour in.

Too bad! exclaimed Victor, flinging his paddle ashore, as he stepped over the side into water not much above his ankles, and pulled the canoe slowly to land.

An illustration of the proverb, The more haste the less speed, sighed Ian, as he stepped into the water and assisted in lifting the canoe tenderly to dry ground.

Oh, its all very well for you to take it philosophically, but you know our chance is gone. If it was your brother we were after you wouldnt be so cool.

He is Elsies brother, replied Ian, and that makes me quite as keen as if he were my own, besides keeping me cool. Come, Vic, dont be cross, but light the fire and get out the gum.

While he spoke Ian was actively untying a bundle which contained awls and wattape, a small pliable root, with which to repair the injury. The gum had to be melted, so that Victor found some relief to his feelings in kindling a fire. The break was not a bad one. With nimble fingers Ian sewed a patch of bark over it. While that was being done, Victor struck a light with flint and steel, and soon had a blazing firebrand ready.

Hand it here, Vic, said Ian.

He covered the stitches with melted gum, blew the charcoal red-hot, passed it here and there over the old seams where they exhibited signs of leakage, and in little more than half an hour had the canoe as tight as a bottle. Once more they embarked and drove her like an arrow down stream.

But precious time had been lost, and it was dark when they passed from the river and rested on the bosom of the mighty fresh-water sea.

Its of no use going on without knowing which shore the redskin has followed, said Ian, as he suddenly ceased work and rested his paddle on the gunwale.

Its of no use to remain where we are, replied the impatient Victor, looking back at his comrade.

Yes, it is, returned Ian, the moon will rise in an hour or so and enable us to make observations; meanwhile we can rest. Sooner or later we shall be compelled to rest. It will be a wise economy of time to do so now when nothing else can be done.

Victor was so tired and sleepy by that time that he could scarcely reply. Ian laughed quietly, and shoved the canoe among some reeds, where it lay on a soft bed. At the same time he advised his companion to go to sleep without delay.

More than half asleep already, he obeyed in silence, waded to the shore, and sat down on a bank to take off his moccasins. In this position and act he fell asleep.

Hallo! exclaimed Ian, coming up with the paddles and pemmican bag; too soon, Vic, too soon, lad, (he tumbled him over on the bank); come, one mouthful of grub first, then off with the moccasins, and down we go.

Victor picked himself up with a yawn. On ordinary occasions a backwoodsman pays some little attention to the comforts of his encampment, but our heroes were in no condition to mind such trifles. They pulled off their wet moccasins, indeed, and put on dry ones, but having done that they merely groped in the dark for the flattest piece of ground in the neighbourhood, then each rolled himself in his blanket and lay, or rather fell, down.

Hah! gasped Victor.

Was wrong? sighed Ian faintly.

Put m shoulder n a puddle, ats all, lisped Victor.

Tket out o the purl, then  oh! groaned Ian.

Was e marrer now, eh? sighed Victor.

Ony a big stone i m ribs.

Shovet out o yr ribs en an old yr tongue.

Profound slumber stopped the conversation at this point, and the frogs that croaked and whistled in the swamps had it all to themselves.

Deep tranquillity reigned on the shores of Lake Winnipeg during the midnight hours, for the voices of the frogs served rather to accent than to disturb the calm. Stars twinkled at their reflections in the water, which extended like a black mirror to the horizon. They gave out little light, however, and it was not until the upper edge of the full moon arose that surrounding objects became dimly visible. The pale light edged the canoe, silvered the rocks, tipped the rushes, and at last, touching the point of Ians upturned nose, awoke him. (See Frontispiece).

He leaped up with a start instantly, conscious of his situation, and afraid lest he had slept too long.

Hi! lève! lève! awake! up! he exclaimed in a vigorous undertone.

Victor growled, turned on his other side with a deep sigh, wanted to be let alone, became suddenly conscious, and sprang up in alarm.

Were too late!

No, were not, Vic. The moon is just rising, but we must be stirring. Times precious.

Victor required no urging. He was fully alive to the situation. A few minutes sufficed to get the canoe ready and roll up their blankets, during the performance of which operations they each ate several substantial mouthfuls of pemmican.

Looking carefully round before pushing off the canoe to see that nothing was forgotten, Ian observed some chips of wood on the beach close at hand.

See, Vic! he said eagerly; some one has been here  perhaps the Indian.

They examined the chips, which had been recently cut. Its not easy to make out footprints here, said Ian, going down on his knees the better to observe the ground; and so many settlers and Indians pass from time to time, having little boys with them too, that  . I say, look here, Vic, this little footmark might or might not be Tonys, but moccasins are so much alike that

Out o the light, man; if you were made o glass the moon might get through you. Why, yes, it is Tonys moccasin! cried Victor, in eager excitement. I know it by the patch, for I saw Elsie putting it on this very morning. Look, speak, man! dont you see it? A square patch on the ball of the right foot!

Yes, yes; I see it, said Ian, going down on his knees in a spirit of semi-worship, and putting his nose close to the ground.

He would fain have kissed the spot that had been pressed by a patch put on by Elsie, but he was unromantic, and refrained.

Now, he said, springing up with alacrity, that settles the question. At least it shows that there is strong probability of their having taken the left shore of the lake.

Come along, then, lets after them, cried Victor impatiently, pushing off the canoe.

The moment she floated  which she did in about four inches of water  they stepped swiftly yet gently into her; for bark canoes require tender treatment at all times, even when urgent speed is needful. Gliding into deep water, they once more dipped their paddles, deep and fast, and danced merrily over the moonlit sea  for a sea Lake Winnipeg certainly is, being upwards of three hundred miles long, and a gathering together of many waters from all parts of the vast wilderness of Ruperts Land.

After two hours of steady work they paused to rest.

Now, Ian, said Victor, leaning against the wooden bar at his back, and resting his paddle across the canoe, Venus tells me that the sun is about to bestir himself, and something within me tells me that empty space is a bad stomachic; so, out with the pemmican bag, and hand over a junk.

Ian drew his hunting-knife, struck it into the mass of meat, and chipped off a piece the size of his fist, which he handed to his comrade.

Probably our readers are aware that pemmican is made of dried buffalo meat pounded to shreds and mixed with melted fat. Being thus half-cooked in the making, it can be used with or without further cookery. Sewed up in its bag, it will keep good for months, or even years, and is magnificent eating, but requires a strong digestion. Ian and Victor were gifted with that requisite. They fed luxuriously. A draught from the crystal lake went down their unsophisticated throats like nectar, and they resumed their paddles like giants refreshed.

Venus mounted like a miniature moon into the glorious blue. Her perfect image went off in the opposite direction, for there was not the ghost of a zephyr to ruffle the deep. Presently the sun followed in her wake, and scattered the battalions of cloudland with artillery of molten gold. Little white gulls, with red legs and beaks, came dipping over the water, solemnly wondering at the intruders. The morning mists rolling along before the resistless monarch of day confused the visible world for a time, so that between refraction and reflection and buoyant spirits Victor Ravenshaw felt that at last he had found the realms of fairyland, and a feeling of certainty that he should soon rescue his brother filled him with exultation.

But the exultation was premature. Noon found them toiling on, and still no trace of the fugitives was to be seen.

What if we have overshot them? said Victor.

Impossible, answered Ian, the shore is too open for that, and I have been keeping a sharp look-out at every bend and bay.

That may be true, yet Petawanaquat may have kept a sharper look-out, and concealed himself when he saw us coming. See, here is a creek. He may have gone up that. Let us try. Why! there is a canoe in it. Hup! drive along, Ian!

The canoe seemed to leap out of the water under the double impulse, and next moment almost ran down another canoe which was half hidden among the reeds. In it sat an old Indian named Peegwish, and a lively young French half-breed named Michel Rollin. They were both well known to our adventurers; old Peegwish  whose chief characteristic was owlishness  being a frequent and welcome visitor at the house of Ians father.

You pears to be in one grand hurray, exclaimed Rollin, in his broken English.

Ian at once told the cause of their appearance there, and asked if they had seen anything of Petawanaquat.

Yes, oui, no  dat is to say. Look ere!

Rollin pushed the reeds aside with his paddle, and pointed to a canoe lying bottom up, as if it had been concealed there.

Ves be come ere after duck, an ve find dat, said the half-breed.

An immediate investigation showed that Petawanaquat had forsaken his canoe and taken to the woods. Ian looked troubled. Peegwish opened his owlish eyes and looked so solemn that Victor could scarce forbear laughing, despite the circumstances. It was immediately resolved to give chase. Peegwish was left in charge of the canoes. The other three soon found the track of the Red Man and followed it up like blood-hounds. At first they had no difficulty in following the trail, being almost as expert as Indians in woodcraft, but soon they came to swampy ground, and then to stony places, in which they utterly lost it. Again and again did they go back to pick up the lost trail, and follow it only to lose it again.

Thus they spent the remainder of that day until night put a stop to their exertions and crushed their hopes. Then, dispirited and weary, they returned to the canoes and encamped beside them.

Peegwish was engaged in roasting a duck when they arrived.

What a difference between the evening and the morning, said Victor, as he flung himself down beside the fire.

Dat is troo, an vat I has obsarve oftin, said Rollin, looking earnestly into a kettle which rested on the fire.

Never mind, Vic, said Ian heartily, well be at it again to-morrow, bright and early. Were sure to succeed in the long-run. Petawanaquat cant travel at night in the woods any more than we can.

Old Peegwish glared at the fire as though he were pondering these sayings deeply. As he understood little or no English, however, it is more probable that his astute mind was concentrated on the roasting duck.




Chapter Four.

A Discovery  The Chase Continued on Foot.

To bound from the depths of despair to the pinnacles of hope is by no means an uncommon experience to vigorous youth. When Victor Ravenshaw awoke next morning after a profound and refreshing sleep, and looked up through the branches at the bright sky, despondency fled, and he felt ready for anything. He was early awake, but Peegwish had evidently been up long before him, for that wrinkled old savage had kindled the fire, and was seated on the other side of it wrapped in his blanket, smoking, and watching the preparation of breakfast. When Victor contemplated his solemn eyes glaring at a roasting duck, which suggested the idea that he had been sitting there and glaring all night, he burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter.

Come, I say, Vic, said Ian, roused by this from a comfortable nap, if you were a hyena there might be some excuse for you, but being only a man  forgive me, a boy  you ought to have more sense than to disturb your friends so.

Oui, yes; dat is troo. Vraiment, it is too bad, growled Rollin, sitting up and stretching himself. Howsomewhatever, it is time to rise. Oui!

I should think it was, retorted Victor; the sun is already up, and you may be sure that Petawanaquat has tramped some miles this morning. Come, Peegwish, close your eyes a bit for fear they jump out. What have you got to give us, eh? Robbiboo, ducks, and  no, is it tea? Well, we are in luck to have fallen in with you.

He rested his head on his hand, and lay looking at the savage with a pleased expression, while Rollin rose and went off to cut more firewood.

The robbiboo referred to was a sort of thick soup made of pemmican boiled with flour. Without loss of time the party applied themselves to it. When appetite was partially appeased Ian propounded the question, What was to be done?

Follow up the trail as fast as we can, said Victor promptly.

Dat is bon advise, observed Rollin. Hand over de duck, Peegvish, an do try for shut your eyes. If you vould only vink it vould seem more comfortabler.

Peegwish did not smile, but with deepened gravity passed the duck.

Im not so sure of the goodness of the advice, said Ian. To go scampering into the woods on a chase that may lead us we know not where or how long, with only a small quantity of provisions and ammunition, and but one gun, may seem energetic and daring, but it may not, perhaps, be wise.

Victor admitted that there was truth in that, and looked perplexed.

Nevertheless, to give up at this point, and return to the settlement for supplies, he said, would be to lose the advantage of our quick start. How are we to get over the difficulty?

Moi, I can you git out of de difficulty, said Rollin, lighting his pipe with a business air. Dis be de vay. Peegvish et me is out for long hunt vid much pemmican, poodre an shote. You make von greement vid me et Peegvish. You vill engage me; I vill go vid you. You can take vat you vill of our tings, and send Peegvish back to de settlement for tell fat ye bees do.

This plan, after brief but earnest consideration, was adopted. The old Indian returned to Willow Creek with pencil notes, written on birch bark, to old Samuel Ravenshaw and Angus Macdonald, and the other three of the party set off at once to renew the chase on foot, with blankets and food strapped to their backs and guns on their shoulders  for Rollin carried his own fowling-piece, and Victor had borrowed that of Peegwish.

As happened the previous day, they failed several times to find the trail of the fugitives, but at last Ian discovered it, and they pushed forward with renewed hope. The faint footmarks at first led them deep into the woods, where it was difficult to force a passage; then the trail disappeared altogether on the banks of a little stream. But the pursuers were too experienced to be thrown off the scent by such a well-known device as walking up stream in the water. They followed the brook until they came to the place where Petawanaquat had once more betaken himself to dry land. It was a well-chosen spot; hard and rocky ground, on which only slight impressions could be left, and the wily savage had taken care to step so as to leave as slight a trail as possible; but the pursuers had sharp and trained eyes. Ian Macdonald, in particular, having spent much of his time as a hunter before setting up his school, had the eyes of a lynx. He could distinguish marks when his companions could see nothing until they were pointed out, and although frequently at fault, he never failed to recover the trail sooner or later.

Of course they lost much time, and they knew that Petawanaquat must be rapidly increasing the distance between them, but they trusted to his travelling more leisurely when he felt secure from pursuit, and to his being delayed somewhat by Tony, whom it was obvious he had carried for long distances at a stretch.

For several days the pursuers went on with unflagging perseverance and ever-increasing hope, until they at last emerged from the woods, and began to traverse the great prairie. Here the trail diverged for a considerable distance southward, and then turned sharply to the west, in which direction it went in a straight line for many miles, as if Petawanaquat had made up his mind to cross the Rocky Mountains, and throw poor Tony into the Pacific!

The travellers saw plenty of game  ducks, geese, plover, prairie-hens, antelopes, etcetera,  on the march, but they were too eager in the pursuit of the savage to be turned aside by smaller game. They merely shot a few ducks to save their pemmican. At last they came to a point in the prairie which occasioned them great perplexity of mind and depression of spirit.

It was on the evening of a bright and beautiful day  one of those days in which the air seems fresher and the sky bluer, and the sun more brilliant than usual. They had found, that evening, that the trail led them away to the right towards one of the numerous clumps of woodland which rendered that part of the prairie more like a noblemans park than a wild wilderness.

On entering the bushes they perceived that there was a lakelet embosomed like a gem in the surrounding trees. Passing through the belt of woodland they stood on the margin of the little lake.

How beautiful! exclaimed Ian, with a flush of pleasure on his sunburnt face. Just like a bit of Paradise.

Did you ever see Paradise, that you know so well what it is like? asked Victor of his unromantic friend.

Yes, Vic, Ive seen it many a time  in imagination.

Indeed, and what like was it, and what sort of people were there?

It was like  let me see  the most glorious scene ever beheld on earth, but more exquisite, and the sun that lighted it was more brilliant by far than ours.

Not bad, for an unromantic imagination, said Victor, with much gravity. Were there any ducks and geese there?

Yes, ducks; plenty of them, but no geese; and nobler game  even lions were there, so tame that little children could lead them.

Better and better, said Victor; and what of the people?

Ian was on the point of saying that they were all  men, women, and children  the exact counterparts of Elsie Ravenshaw, but he checked himself and said that they were all honest, sincere, kind, gentle, upright, and that there was not a single cynical person there, nor a  

Hush! what sort of a bird is that? interrupted Victor, laying his hand on Ians arm and pointing to a small patch of reeds in the lake.

There were so many birds of various kinds gambolling on the surface, that Ian had difficulty in distinguishing the creature referred to. At last he perceived it, a curious fat-bodied little bird with a pair of preposterously long legs, which stood eyeing its companions as if in contemplative pity.

I know it not, said Ian; never saw it before.

Well bag it now. Stand back, said Victor, raising his gun.

The above conversation had been carried on in a low tone, for the friends were still concealed by a bush from the various and numerous birds which disported themselves on the lake in fancied security and real felicity.

The crash of Victors gun sent them screaming over the tree-tops  all save the fat creature with the long legs, which now lay dead on the water.

Go in for it, Rollin, its not deep, I think, said Victor.

Troo, but it may be dangeroose for all dat, replied the half-breed, leaning his gun against a tree. Howsomewhatever I vill try!

The place turned out, as he had suspected, to be somewhat treacherous, with a floating bottom. Before he had waded half way to the dead bird the ground began to sink under him. Presently he threw up his arms, went right down, and disappeared.

Both Ian and Victor started forward with the intention of plunging into the water, but they had not reached the edge when Rollin reappeared, blowing like a grampus. They soon saw that he could swim, and allowed him to scramble ashore.

This misadventure did not prevent them from making further attempts to secure the bird, which Victor, having some sort of naturalistic propensities, was eager to possess. It was on going round the margin of the lake for this purpose that they came upon the cause of the perplexities before mentioned. On the other side of a point covered with thick bush they came upon the remains of a large Indian camp, which had evidently been occupied very recently. Indeed, the ashes of some of the fires, Rollin declared, were still warm; but it was probably Rollins imagination which warmed them. It was found, too, that the trail of Petawanaquat entered this camp, and was there utterly lost in the confusion of tracks made everywhere by many feet, both large and small.

Here, then, was sufficient ground for anxiety. If the savage had joined this band and gone away with it, the pursuers could of course follow him up, but, in the event of their finding him among friends, there seemed little or no probability of their being able to rescue the stolen child. On the other hand, if Petawanaquat had left the Indians and continued his journey alone, the great difficulty that lay before them was to find his point of departure from a band which would naturally send out hunters right and left as they marched along.

Its a blue look-out any way you take it, remarked poor Victor, with an expression worthy of Peegwish on his countenance.

I vish it vas blue. It is black, said Rollin.

Ian replied to both remarks by saying that, whether black or blue, they must make the best of it, and set about doing that at once. To do his desponding comrades justice, they were quite ready for vigorous action in any form, notwithstanding their despair.

Accordingly, they followed the broad trail of the Indians into the prairie a short way, and, separating in different directions round its margins, carefully examined and followed up the tracks that diverged from it for considerable distances, but without discovering the print of the little moccasin with Elsies patch, or the larger footprint of Tonys captor.

You see, there are so many footprints, some like and some unlike, and they cross and recross each other to such an extent that it seems to me a hopeless case altogether, said Victor.

You dont propose to give it up, do you? asked Ian.

Give it up! repeated Victor, almost fiercely. Give up Tony? NO! not as long as I can walk, or even crawl.

Ve vill crawl before long, perhaps, said Rollin; ve may even stop crawling an die at last, but ve must not yet give in.

In the strength of this resolve they returned to the lakelet when the sun went down, and encamped there. It is needless to say that they supped and slept well notwithstanding  or notwithforstanding, as Rollin put it. Rollin was fond of long words, and possessed a few that were his own private property. Victor had a dream that night. He dreamt that he caught sight of an Indian on the plains with Tony on his shoulder; that he gave chase, and almost overtook them, when, to save himself, the Indian dropped his burden; that he, Victor, seized his rescued brother in a tight embrace, and burst into tears of joy; that Tony suddenly turned into Petawanaquat, and that, in the sharp revulsion of feeling, he, Victor, seized the nose of the savage and pulled it out to a length of three yards, twisted it round his neck and choked him, thrust his head down into his chest and tied his arms in a knot over it, and, finally, stuffing him into a mud-puddle, jumped upon him and stamped him down. It was an absurd dream, no doubt, but are not dreams generally absurd?

While engaged in the last mentioned humane operation, Victor was awakened by Ian.

Its time to be moving, said his comrade with a laugh. I would have roused you before, but you seemed to be so busily engaged with some friend that I hadnt the heart to part you sooner.

The whole of that day they spent in a fruitless effort to detect the footprints of Petawanaquat, either among the tracks made by the band of Indians or among those diverging from the main line of march. In so doing they wandered far from the camp at the lakelet, and even lost sight of each other. The only result was that Ian and Rollin returned in the evening dispirited and weary, and Victor lost himself.

The ease with which this is done is scarcely comprehensible by those who have not wandered over an unfamiliar and boundless plain, on which the clumps of trees and shrubs have no very distinctive features.

Victors comrades, however, were alive to the danger. Not finding him in camp, they at once went out in different directions, fired shots until they heard his answering reply, and at last brought him safely in.

That night again they spent on the margin of the little lake, and over the camp-fire discussed their future plans. It was finally assumed that Petawanaquat had joined the Indians, and resolved that they should follow up the trail as fast as they could travel.

This they did during many days without, however, overtaking the Indians. Then the pemmican began to wax low, for in their anxiety to push on they neglected to hunt. At last, one evening, just as it was growing dark, and while they were looking out for a convenient resting-place, they came on the spot where the Indians had encamped, evidently the night before, for the embers of their fires were still smoking.

Here, then, they lay down with the pleasing hope, not unmingled with anxiety, that they should overtake the band on the following day.




Chapter Five.

Tony becomes a Redskin, and the Pursuers change their Game.

When Petawanaquat joined the band of Indians, of whom we left Victor Ravenshaw and his comrades in eager pursuit, he deemed it advisable for various reasons to alter the costume and general appearance of his captive, and for that purpose took him to a sequestered spot in the bushes outside the camp.

Poor Tony had at first shrunk from his captor with inexpressible horror, but when he found that the Indian did not eat him his mind was calmed. As time advanced, and he perceived that Petawanaquat, although stern and very silent, took much pains to assist him on his long marches, and, above all, fed him with a liberal hand, his feelings changed considerably, and at last he began to regard the taciturn red man with something like fondness. Petawanaquat made no positive effort to gain the childs affections; he never fondled him, and seldom spoke, save for the purpose of giving a brief command, which Tony always obeyed with miraculous promptitude. The utmost that can be said is that the savage was gentle and supplied his wants. Could a civilised man have done much more?

It may be well to remark in passing that Tony, having associated a good deal with Indian boys in Red River, could speak their language pretty well. The Indian, of course, spoke his own tongue correctly, while Tony spoke it much as he spoke his own  childishly. As the reader probably does not understand the Indian language, we will give its equivalent as spoken by both in English.

On reaching the sequestered spot above referred to, Petawanaquat sat down on a fallen tree and made the wondering child stand up before him.

The white mans boy must become an Indian, he said solemnly.

How zat possble? demanded the child with equal solemnity.

By wearing the red mans clothes and painting his face, returned his captor.

Zatll be jolly, said Tony, with a smile of hearty approval.

How he expressed the word jolly in the Indian tongue we cannot tell, but he conveyed it somehow, for the Indians lips expanded in a grim smile, the first he had indulged in since the day of the abduction.

The process by which Tony was transformed was peculiar. Opening a little bundle, the Indian took therefrom a small coat, or capote, of deer-skin; soft, and of a beautiful yellow, like the skin of the chamois. It was richly ornamented with porcupine-quill-work done in various colours, and had fringes of leather and little locks of hair hanging from it in various places. Causing Tony to strip, he put this coat on him, and fastened it round his waist with a worsted belt of bright scarlet. Next he drew on his little legs a pair of blue cloth leggings, which were ornamented with beads, and clothed his feet in new moccasins, embroidered, like the coat, with quill-work. Tony regarded all this with unconcealed pleasure, but it did not seem to please him so much when the Indian combed his rich curly hair straight down all round, so that his face was quite concealed by it. Taking a pair of large scissors from his bundle, the Indian passed one blade under the hair across the forehead, gave a sharp snip, and the whole mass fell like a curtain to the ground. It was a sublimely simple mode of clearing the way for the countenance  much in vogue among North American savages, from whom it has recently been introduced among civilised nations. The Indian then lifted the clustering curls at the back, and again opened the scissors. For a few moments his fingers played with the locks as he gazed thoughtfully at them; then, apparently changing his mind, he let them drop, and put the scissors away.

But the toilet was not yet complete. The versatile operator drew from his bundle some bright-red, yellow ochre, and blue paint, with a piece of charcoal, and set to work on Tonys countenance with all the force of a Van Dyck and the rich colouring of a Rubens. He began with a streak of scarlet from the eyebrows to the end of the nose. Skipping the mouth, he continued the streak from the lower lip down the chin, under which it melted into a tender half-tint made by a smudge of yellow ochre and charcoal. This vigorous touch seemed to rouse the painters spirit in Petawanaquat, for he pushed the boy out at arms length, drew himself back, frowned, glared, and breathed hard. Three bars of blue from the bridge of the nose over each cheek, with two red circles below, and a black triangle on the forehead, were touched in with consummate skill and breadth. One of the touches was so broad that it covered the whole jaw, and had to be modified. On each closed upper eyelid an intensely black spot was painted, by which simple device Tony, with his azure orbs, was made, as it were, to wink black and gaze blue. The general effect having thus been blocked in, the artist devoted himself to the finishing touches, and at last turned out a piece of work which old Samuel Ravenshaw himself would have failed to recognise as his son.

It should have been remarked that previous to this, Petawanaquat had modified his own costume. His leggings were fringed with scalp-locks; he had painted his face, and stuck a bunch of feathers in his hair, and a gay firebag and a tomahawk were thrust under his belt behind.

Ho! he exclaimed, with a look of satisfaction, now Tony is Tonyquat, and Petawanaquat is his father!

When will zoo take me back to my own fadder? asked Tony, emboldened by the Indians growing familiarity.

No reply was given to this, but the question seemed to throw the red man into a savage reverie, and a dark frown settled on his painted face, as he muttered, The Little Wolf meant to take the white mans life, but he was wise: he spared his life and took his heart. His revenge is sweeter. Wah!

Tony failed to catch the meaning of this, but fearing to rouse the anger of his new father, he held his tongue. Meanwhile the Indian put the child on a stump a few yards off in front of him, filled his pipe, lighted it, placed an elbow on each knee, rested his chin on his doubled fists, and glared at his handiwork. Tony was used to glaring by that time, though he did not like it. He sat still for a long time like one fascinated, and returned the stare with interest.

At last the Indian spoke.

Is Tonyquat a Christian?

Somewhat surprised but not perplexed by the question Tony answered, Ho, yis, promptly.

The Indian again looked long and earnestly at the child, as if he were considering how far such a juvenile mind might be capable of going into a theological discussion.

What is a Christian? asked the Indian abruptly.

A Kistns a dood boy, replied Tony; then, dropping his eyes for a moment in an effort to recall past lessons, he suddenly looked up with an intelligent smile, and said, Oh, yis, I memers now. Elsie teach me a Kistn boys one what tries to be like de Lord  dood, kind, gentle, fogivin, patient, an heaps more; zats what a Kistn is.

The Indian nodded approvingly. This accorded, as far as it went, with what he had learned from the missionaries of Red River, but his mind was evidently perplexed. He smoked, meditated a considerable time, and glared at Tony in silence; then said suddenly  

Tonyquat, your father is not a Christian.

My fadder would knock zoo down if zoo say dat to hims face, replied the child confidently.

This seemed so palpable a truth that the Indian nodded several times, and grinned fiendishly.

Do Christians swear, an drink, and fight, and get angry till the blood makes the face blue, and strike with the fist? asked Petawanaquat.

Oh, no  never, replied Tony, adopting that shocked tone and look which Elsie was in the habit of using when anything wicked was propounded to her; deys always dood, like Josuf an Abel an Saml, an Cain, an David, an Saul

Tony stopped short, with an indistinct idea that he was mixing pattern characters.

Ho! muttered the savage, with a gleam of triumph in his eyes, Petawanaquat has got his heart.

Eh, zoo got im by heart aready? Took me long, long time to git em by heart, said Tony, with a look of admiration, which was sadly marred by the paint. Mes not got em all off yet. But yous clever, an  an  big.

The Indians smile became a sad one, and his look was again perplexed, as he rose and returned to the camp, followed by his adopted son. It was obvious that no light was to be thrown on his religious difficulties, whatever they were, by Tonyquat.

After leaving the lakelet on the plains, the Indian travelled for several days with his friends; and then parting from them, went towards the west, to rejoin his family. This point of divergence the pursuers had missed, and when they overtook the Indian band, they found, to their intense regret, that the kidnapper had escaped them.

We will hold on with the redskins, said Ian Macdonald, while sitting in council with his companions after this discovery. The chief tells me that buffaloes have been reported in a spot which lies in the direction we must follow to recover the trail. This advantage we now possess, however: we know where Petawanaquat is going  thanks to his so-called friends here, who dont seem to care much about him  and as he believes he has distanced all pursuers, he will now journey slower than before. Besides, we must help to kill a buffalo or two, our meat being nearly done. What say you, Vic?

I say what you say, of course, though Id rather set off ahead of the band, and push on as fast as we can.

Vich means dat youth bees impetoous toujours, said Rollin.

In pursuance of this plan they journeyed with the Indians for three days, when an event occurred which modified their plans considerably. This was the discovery one afternoon of a broad trail, made by the passage of numerous carts and horsemen over the prairie.

Buffalo-runners! exclaimed Rollin, when they came upon the track.

From Red River! cried Victor.

Even so, boys, said Ian.

The Indian chief, who led the party, held the same opinion, and added that they were evidently journeying in the same direction with themselves. This rendered it necessary that they should make a forced march during the night, it being otherwise impossible for men on foot to overtake a party of horsemen. Towards midnight of the same day they had the satisfaction of seeing their campfires in the distance. Soon afterwards they were within the circle of the camp, where men were still smoking and eating round the fires, and women and children were moving busily about.

Why, there are John Flett and David Mowat, exclaimed Victor, as several of the men came forward to meet the party.

An Hayes, an Vinklemann, cried Rollin.

Another minute and they were shaking hands amid a chorus of surprised and hearty questions and replies.

Is Louis Lambert with you? asked Victor, after mutual explanations had been given.

No, said David Mowat, with a laugh, hes got other fish to fry at home.

Poor Ian winced, for he at once pictured to himself Elsie as the mermaid hinted at.

Now, boys, Im going to ask some of you to make a sacrifice, said Ian. We had intended to follow up this chase on foot, but of course will be able to accomplish our end sooner on horseback. I want three of you to lend us your horses. Youre sure to be well paid for them by Sam Ravenshaw and my father. Ill guarantee you that

We want no guarantee, interrupted John Flett, and we have spare horses enough in the camp to mount you without giving up our own; so make your mind easy.

Zat is troo, said Herr Winklemann; ve has goot horse to spare; bufflo-runners every von. Bot you mus stay vid us von day for run ze bufflo an git supply of meat.

Victor and his friends at once agreed to this, all the more readily that the possession of horses would now enable them easily to overtake the fugitives. Accordingly, they sat down to a splendid supper of robbiboo, and continued to eat, chat, and quaff tea far into the following morning, until nature asserted herself by shutting up their eyelids.

The band with which our adventurers were now associated was composed of a motley crew of Red River half-breeds, out for the great spring buffalo hunt. It consisted of nearly 700 hunters, as many women, more than 400 children, and upwards of 1000 carts, with horses and draught oxen, besides about 700 buffalo-runners, or trained hunting-horses, and more than 500 dogs. These latter, although useless in the spring hunt, were, nevertheless, taken with them, fed, and cared for, because of their valuable qualities as draught animals for light sledges in winter.

Some of the hunters were steady-going and respectable enough; others were idle, thriftless fellows, who could not settle to farming in the colony, and even in the chase were lazy, bad hunters. The women were there for the purpose of attending to camp duties  cooking, dressing the buffalo skins, making bags from the animals green hides, with the hair left on the outside, and filling the same with pemmican.

This substance, as we have elsewhere remarked, is by no means unpalatable; it is very nutritious, and forms the chief food of the hundreds of voyageurs who traverse Ruperts Land in boats and canoes during the open season of the year. It must be understood, however, that the compost is not attractive in appearance. It is made in the open air by women who are not very particular in their habits. Hence, during windy weather, a modicum of dust is introduced into it. Even stray leaves and twigs may get into it at times, and it is always seasoned more or less profusely with buffalo hairs. But these are trifles to strong and hungry men.

Two trips to the plains were made annually by these hunters. The proceeds of the spring hunt were always sold to supply them with needed clothing, ammunition, etcetera, for the year. The fall or autumn hunt furnished them with their winter stock of food, and helped to pay off their debts, most of them being supplied on credit. Sometimes the fall hunt failed, in which case starvation stared the improvident among them in the face, and suffering, more or less severe, was the lot of all.

Little, however, did the reckless, jovial half-breeds care for such considerations on the occasion about which we write. It was the spring hunt. The year was before them. Health rolled in the veins and hope revelled in the breasts of all as they mounted their steeds, and sallied forth to the chase.

Ah! it was a memorable day for Victor, when, at early dawn, he vaulted into the saddle of the horse lent to him, and went off to hunt the buffalo.

The said horse began by standing straight up on its hind legs like a man! Victor held on by the mane. Reversing the process, it pointed its tail to the sky. Victor stood in the stirrups. It swerved to the right, it swerved to the left, but Victor swerved with it accommodatingly. He was a splendid horseman. Finding that out at last, the steed took the bit in its teeth and ran away. Victor let it run  nay, he whacked its sides and made it run. Dozens of wild fellows were curvetting and racing around him. It was his first hunt. Mad with excitement, he finally swept away from his comrades with a series of war-whoops that would have done credit to the fiercest redskin on the North American plains.




Chapter Six.

Describes a Great Hunt.

The huge bison, or buffalo, of the North American prairie is gregarious; in other words, it loves society and travels in herds. These herds are sometimes so vast as absolutely to blacken the plains for miles around.

The half-breed buffalo-hunters of Red River were also gregarious. From the moment of their quitting the settlements they kept together for mutual help and protection. Although a free, wild, and lawless set, they found it absolutely necessary for hunting purposes to organise themselves, and thus by voluntary submission to restraint, unwittingly did homage to Law! On a level plain at a place called Pembina, three days out from Red River, the whole camp squatted down; the roll was called, and rules and regulations for the journey were agreed upon and settled. Then ten captains were named, the senior being Baptiste Warder, an English half-breed, a fine bold-looking and discreet man of resolute character, who was thus elected the great war chief of the little army. As commander-in-chief Baptiste had various duties to perform, among others to see that lost property picked up about the camp should be restored to its owner through the medium of a public crier, who went his rounds every evening. Each captain had ten stout fellows under him to act as soldiers or policemen. Ten guides were also appointed, each of whom led the camp day about and carried its flag or standard. The hoisting of the flag each morning was the signal for raising the camp. Half an hour was the time allowed to get ready, unless, any one being sick or animals having strayed, delay became necessary. All day the flag remained up; its being lowered each evening was the signal for encamping. Then the captains and their men arranged the order of the camp. The carts as they arrived moved to their appointed places, side by side, with the trains outwards, and formed a circle, inside of which, at one end, the tents were pitched in double and triple rows, the horses, etcetera, being tethered at the other end. Thus they were at all times ready to resist attack from Indians.

Among other rules laid down on this occasion at starting were the following:  

No hunting to be allowed on the Sabbath day. No party to fork off, lag behind, or go before, without permission. No hunter or party to run buffalo before the general order, and every captain in turn to mount guard with his men and patrol the camp. The punishments for offenders were, like themselves, rather wild and wasteful. For a first offence against the laws, a culprit was to have his saddle and bridle cut up! For the second, his coat to be taken and cut up; and for the third he was to be flogged. A person convicted of theft was to be brought to the middle of the camp, and have his or her name loudly proclaimed three times, with the word thief added each time.

It was the third week out from the settlement when the hunters met with Victor Ravenshaw and his friends, yet up to that day they had failed to find the buffalo, and were well-nigh starving. The intelligence, therefore, that scouts had at length discovered game, had filled the camp with joy.

After having taken a little of the mettle out of his steed, as related in the last chapter, Victor caused him to make a wide circuit on the plain, and came up behind the line of hunters just as they topped a prairie undulation, or wave, and sighted the buffalo. It was a grand array, the sight of which thrilled the young sportsman to the heart. Full four hundred huntsmen, mounted on fresh and restive steeds, were slowly advancing, waiting eagerly for the word to start. Baptiste Warder, their chief, was in front with his telescope, surveying the game and the ground. Victor pushed in between Ian and Rollin, who rode near the centre of the impatient line. The wild cattle blackened the plain at the distance of about a mile and a half from them.

Surely they must have seen us by this time, said Victor, in a voice of suppressed agitation.

Have you got your powder-horn and bullets handy? asked Ian.

Yes; all right.

Put im in de mout, de mout, said Rollin quickly.

The half-breed here referred to a habit of the hunters, who carry several bullets in their mouths to facilitate loading while running at full speed. The method is simple. The hunter merely pours powder into his left palm, transfers it to his gun, drops a bullet from his mouth into the muzzle, hits the butt smartly on his pommel, which at once sends the charge home and forces priming into the pan, and thus is ready for another shot.

Victor, having forgotten all about this, immediately put three bullets into his mouth, his gun being already loaded.

Dont swallow them! said Ian.

Swallow your own advice, growled Victor.

Start! shouted Captain Warder.

The welcome signal sent an electric thrill along the line. It was promptly obeyed, first at a slow trot, then at a hard gallop. The low rumbling thunder of their tramp was in keeping with the wild eager looks of the half-savage hunters. They had approached to within four or five hundred yards before the buffalo-bulls curved their tails into marks of interrogation and began to paw the ground. Another moment, and the mighty herd took to flight. Then the huntsmen let loose their eager steeds. As squadrons of dragoons charge into the thick of battle, these wild fellows bore down with grand momentum on the buffalo bands. The very earth seemed to tremble when they charged, but when the herd sprang away in the frenzy of terror it was as though a shock of earthquake had riven the plains. Right into the careering mass the horsemen rushed. Shots began  here, there, and everywhere, until a rattle of musketry filled the air, while smoke, dust, shouts, and bellowing added to the wild confusion. The fattest animals were selected, and in an incredibly short space of time a thousand of their carcasses strewed the plain.

The men who were best mounted of course darted forward in advance and secured the fattest cows. They seldom dropped a mark to identify their property. These hunters possess a power of distinguishing the animals they have slain during a hot and long ride, which amounts almost to an instinct  even though they may have killed from ten to twelve animals. An experienced hunter on a good horse will perform such a feat during one race. He seldom fires till within three or four yards of his prey, and never misses. A well-trained horse, the moment it hears the shot, springs on one side to avoid stumbling over the buffalo. An awkward or shy horse will not approach nearer than ten or fifteen yards. Badly mounted men think themselves well off if they secure two or three animals during one run.

As the battle continued, the very air was darkened with dust and smoke. Of course such a fight could not rage without casualties. There were, in truth, many hairbreadth and some almost miraculous escapes, for the ground was rocky and full of badger-holes. Twenty-three horses and riders were seen at one moment all sprawling on the ground. One horse was gored by a bull and killed on the spot: two other horses fell over it and were disabled. One rider broke his shoulder-blade, another burst his gun by careless loading, and lost three fingers, while another was struck on the knee by a spent ball. The wonder was, not that so many, but that so few, were hurt, when it is considered that the riders were dashing about in clouds of dust and smoke, crossing and recrossing each other in all directions, with shots firing right and left, before, behind  everywhere  in quick succession. The explanation must be that, every man being a trained marksman, nearly every bullet found its billet in a buffalos body.

With his heart in his mouth, as well as his bullets, Victor Ravenshaw entered into the wild mêlée, scarce knowing what he was about. Although inexperienced, he knew well what to do, for many a time had he listened to the stories of buffalo-hunters in times past, and had put all their operations in practice with a wooden gun in mimic chase. But it was not easy to keep cool. He saw a fat animal just ahead of him, pushed close alongside; pointed his gun without raising it to his shoulder, and fired. He almost burnt the animals hair, so near was he. The buffalo fell and his horse leaped to one side. Victor had forgotten this part of the programme. He was nearly unseated, but held on by the mane and recovered his seat.

Immediately he poured powder into his palm  spilling a good deal and nearly dropping his gun from under his left arm in the operation  and commenced to reload while at full speed. He spat a ball into the muzzle, just missed knocking out some of his front teeth, forgot to strike the butt on the pommel of the saddle, (which omission would have infallibly resulted in the bursting of the gun had it exploded), pointed at another animal and drew the trigger. It missed fire, of course, for want of priming. He remembered his error; corrected it, pointed again, fired, and dropped another cow.

Elated with success, he was about to reload when a panting bull came up behind him. He seized his bridle, and swerved a little. The bull thundered on, mad with rage; its tail aloft, and pursued by Michel Rollin, who seemed as angry as the bull.

Hah! I vill stop you! growled the excited half-breed as he dashed along.

Animals were so numerous and close around them that they seemed in danger, at the moment, of being crushed. Suddenly the bull turned sharp round on its pursuer. To avoid it the horse leaped on one side; the girths gave way and the rider, saddle and all, were thrown on the bulls horns. With a wild toss of its head, the surprised creature sent the man high into the air. In his fall he alighted on the back of another buffalo  it was scarcely possible to avoid this in the crowd  and slipped to the ground. Strange to say, Rollin was not hurt, but he was effectually thrown out of the running for that time, and Victor saw him no more till evening. We relate no fanciful or exaggerated tale, good reader. Our description is in strict accordance with the account of a credible eye-witness.

For upwards of an hour and a half the wild chase was kept up; the plain was strewn with the dead and dying, and horsemen as well as buffaloes were scattered far and wide.

Victor suddenly came upon Ian while in pursuit of an animal.

What luck! he shouted.

Ive killed two  by accident, I think, said Ian, swerving towards his comrade, but not slackening his pace.

Capital! Ive killed three. Whos that big fellow ahead after the old bull?

Its Winklemann. He seems to prefer tough meat.

As Ian spoke the bull in question turned suddenly round, just as Rollins bull had done, and received Winklemanns horse on its hairy forehead. The poor man shot from the saddle as if he had been thrown from a catapult, turned a complete somersault over the buffalo, and fell on his back beyond. Thrusting the horse to one side, the buffalo turned and seemed to gore the prostrate German as it dashed onward.

Puffing up at once, both Victor and Ian leaped from their horses and hastened to assist their friend. He rose slowly to a sitting posture as they approached, and began to feel his legs with a troubled look.

Not much hurt, I hope? said Ian, kneeling beside him. No bones broken?

No, I think not; mine leks are fery vell, but I fear mine lunks are gone, answered the German, untying his belt.

It was found, however, on examination, that the lungs were all right, the bulls horn having merely grazed the poor mans ribs. In a few minutes his horse was caught, and he was able to remount, but the trio were now far behind the tide of war, which had swept away by that time to the horizon. They therefore determined to rest content with what they had accomplished and return to camp.

What a glorious chase! exclaimed Victor as they rode slowly back; I almost wish that white men might have the redskins heaven and hunt the buffalo for ever.

Youd soon grow tired of your heaven, said Ian, laughing. I suspect that the soul requires occupation of a higher kind than the pursuing and slaying of wild animals.

No doubt you are right, you learned philosopher; but you cant deny that this has been a most enjoyable burst.

I dont deny anything. I merely controvert your idea that it would be pleasant to go on with this sort of thing for ever.

Hah! de more so, ven your back is almost broke and your lunks are goréd.

But your lunks are not goréd, said Victor. Come, Winklemann, be thankful that you are alive.  By the way, Ian, where are the animals you killed?

We are just coming to one. Here it is. I threw my cap down to mark it, and there is another one, a quarter of a mile behind it. We have plenty of meat, you see, and shall be able to quit the camp to-morrow.

While the friends were thus jogging onwards, the hunt came to an end, and the hunters, throwing off their coats and turning up their sleeves, drew their scalping-knives, and began the work of skinning and cutting up the animals. While thus engaged their guns and bridles lay handy beside them, for at such times their Indian enemies are apt to pounce on and scalp some of them, should they chance to be in the neighbourhood. At the same time the carts advanced and began to load with meat and marrow-bones. The utmost expedition was used, for all the meat that they should be obliged to leave on the field when night closed in would be lost to them and become the property of the wolves. We know not what the loss amounted to on this occasion. But the gain was eminently satisfactory, no fewer than 1375 tongues, (as tit-bits and trophies), being brought into camp.

Is it to be wondered at that there were sounds of rejoicing that night round the blazing camp-fires? Need we remark that the hissing of juicy steaks sounded like a sweet lullaby far on into the night; that the contents of marrow-bones oiled the fingers, to say nothing of the mouths, cheeks, and noses, of man, woman, and child? Is it surprising that people who had been on short allowance for a considerable time past took advantage of the occasion and ate till they could hardly stand?

Truly they made a night of it. Their Indian visitors, who constituted themselves camp-followers, gorged themselves to perfect satisfaction, and even the dogs, who had a full allowance, licked their lips that night with inexpressible felicity.




Chapter Seven.

Some of the Shadows of a Buffalo-Hunters Life.

In order to give the women time to prepare some pemmican for them, Victor Ravenshaw and his companions agreed to spend another day with the hunters, and again, as a matter of course, followed them to the chase.

The same wild pursuit, accompanied by accidents, serious and serio-comic, took place, and success again attended the hunt, but the day did not end so happily, owing to an event which filled the camp with great anxiety. It happened at the close of the day.

The men were dropping into camp by twos and threes, wearied with hard work, more or less covered with dust and blood, and laden with buffalo tongues. Carts, also, were constantly coming in, filled with meat. The women were busy cutting up and drying the meat in the sun, or over a slow fire, melting down fat, pounding the dried meat with stones, and manufacturing bags out of the raw hides. Chatting and merry laughter resounded on all sides, for pemmican and bales of dried meat meant money, and they were coining it fast.

Towards sunset a band of several hunters appeared on the ridge in front of the camp, and came careering gaily towards it. Baptiste Warder, the mighty captain, led. Victor, Ian, Rollin, Winklemann, Flett, Mowat, and others followed. They dashed into camp like a whirlwind, and sprang from their steeds, evidently well pleased with the success of the day.

Had splendid sport, said Victor, with glittering eyes, to one of the subordinate captains, who addressed him. I killed ten animals myself, and Ian Macdonald missed fifteen; Winklemann dropped six, besides dropping himself

Vat is dat you zay? demanded the big German, who was divesting himself of some of the accoutrements of the chase.

I say that you tumbled over six buffaloes and then tumbled over yourself, said Victor, laughing.

Zat is not troo. It vas mine horse vat tombled. Of course I could not go on riding upon noting after mine horse vas down.

At supper Herr Winklemann was quieter than usual, and rather cross. His propensity to tumble seemed to be a sore subject with him, both as to body and mind. He made more than one cutting remark to Victor during the meal. After supper pipes were of course lighted, and conversation flowed freely. The only two who did not smoke were Ian Macdonald and, strange to say, Winklemann. That worthy German was a brilliant exception to his countrymen in the matter of tobacco. Victor, under the influence of example, was attempting in a quiet way to acquire the art, but with little success. He took to the pipe awkwardly.

Vat vor you smok? asked Winklemann, in a tone of contempt to Victor. It is clear zat you do not loike it.

How dyou know that I dont like it? asked Victor, with a blush and a laugh.

Becowse your face do show it. Ve does not make faces at vat ve loikes.

That may be, retorted Victor, somewhat sharply. Nevertheless, I have earned a hunters right to enjoy my pipe as well as the rest of you.

Bon, bon, cest vrai  true, cried Rollin, letting a huge cloud escape from his lips.

Bah! doos killing buffalo give you right to do voolishness? Do not try for deceive yourself. You loike it not, bot you tink it makes you look loike a man. Zat is vat you tink. Nevair vas you more mistouken. I have seen von leetle poy put on a pair of big boots and tink he look very grand, very loike him fadder; bot de boots only makes him look smaller dan before, an more foolish. So it is vid de pipe in de mout of de beardless poy.

Having thrown this apple of discord into the midst of the party, Winklemann shut his mouth firmly, as if waiting for a belligerent reply. As for Victor, he flushed again, partly from indignation at this attack on his liberty to do as he pleased, and partly from shame at having the real motive of his heart so ruthlessly exposed. Victor was too honest and manly to deny the fact that he had not yet acquired a liking for tobacco, and admitted to himself that, in very truth, his object in smoking was to appear, as he imagined, more like a man, forgetful or ignorant of the fact that men, (even smokers), regard beardless consumers of tobacco as poor imitative monkeys. He soon came to see the habit in its true light, and gave it up, luckily, before he became its slave. He would have been more than mortal, however, had he given in at once. Continuing, therefore, to puff with obstinate vigour, he returned to the charge.

Smoking is no worse than drinking, Winklemann, and you know that youre fond of beer.

Bon! said Rollin, nodding approval.

Vat then? cried the German, who never declined a challenge of any kind, and who was fond of wordy war; doos my sin joostify yours? Bot you is wrong. If smoking be not worse dan trinking, it is less excusable, for to trink is natural. I may apuse mine power an trink vat is pad for me, but den I may likewise trink vat is coot for me. Vit smoking, no; you cannot smok vat is coot; it is all pad togeder. Von chile is porn; vell, it do trink at vonce, vidout learning. Bot did any von ever hear of a chile vat cry for a pipe ven it was porn?

The laugh with which this question was greeted was suddenly arrested by the sound of a galloping steed. Every one sprang up and instinctively seized a weapon, for the clatter of hoofs had that unmistakable character which indicates desperate urgency. It was low and dull at first, but became suddenly and sharply distinct as a rider rose over the ridge to the left and bore madly down on the camp, lashing his horse with furious persistency.

Its young Vallé, exclaimed Captain Baptiste, hastening to meet him.

Vallé, who was a mere youth, had gone out with his father, Louison Vallé, and the rest of the hunters in the morning. With glaring eyes, and scarce able to speak, he now reined in his trembling steed, and told the terrible news that his father had been killed by Sioux Indians. A party of half-breeds instantly mounted and dashed away over the plains, led by the poor boy on a fresh horse. On the way he told the tale more fully.

We have already said that when skinning the buffalo late in the evening, or at a distance from camp, the hunters ran considerable risk from savages, and were more or less wary in consequence. It was drawing towards sunset when Louison Vallé perceived that night would descend before he could secure the whole of the animals he had shot, and made up his mind to the sacrifice. While busily engaged on a buffalo, he sent his son, on his own horse, to a neighbouring eminence, to watch and guard against surprise. Even while the father was giving directions to the son, a party of Sioux, armed with bows and arrows, were creeping towards him, snake-like, through the long grass. These suddenly rushed upon him, and he had barely time to shout to his son, Make for the camp! when he fell, pierced by a shower of arrows. Of course, the savages made off at once, well knowing that pursuit was certain. The murderers were twelve in number. They made for the bush country. Meanwhile, the avengers reached the murdered man. The body was on its back, just as it had fallen. Death must have relieved the unfortunate hunter before the scalp had been torn from his skull.

It was the first time that Victor Ravenshaw had looked upon a slain man. Many a time and oft had he read, with a thrill of interest, glowing descriptions of fights in which isolated acts of courage, or heroism, or magnanimity on the battle-field, coupled with but slight reference to the killed and wounded, had blinded his perceptions as to the true nature of the game of war. Now his eyes beheld the contorted form of one with whose manly aspect he had been familiar in the settlement, scarcely recognisable in its ghastliness, with blue lips, protruding eyeballs, and a horrid mass of coagulated blood where the once curling hair had been. Victors ears were still ringing with the deadly shriek that had burst from Vallés wife when she heard the dreadful news  just as he and his party galloped out of the camp. He knew also that the dead hunter left several young children to be pinched by dire poverty in future years for want of their natural bread-winner. These and many similar thoughts crowded on his throbbing brain as he gazed at the new and terrible sight, and his eyes began for the first time to open to truths which ever after influenced his opinions while reading of the so-called triumphs of war.

Vengeance! was now the cry, as the hunters left the place in hot pursuit.

They knew that the savages could not be far off, and that they were unmounted, but they also knew that if they succeeded in gaining the larger portions of thick bush with which some parts of that region were covered it would be impossible to follow them up. Moreover, it was growing dark, and there was no time to lose.

In a few minutes Ian and Victor were left alone with two men who had agreed to look after the body of the murdered man.

Sadly and silently they assisted in laying the corpse in a cavity of the rocks, and covering it over with large stones to protect it from wolves, and then prepared to leave the spot.

Will they succeed, think you, in overtaking the murderers? asked Victor of one of the men.

Succeed? Ay, no fear of that! replied the hunter, with a vindictive scowl. Its not the first time some of them have been out after the Sioux.

We will ride back to camp, Vic, said Ian, rousing himself from a reverie; it is no part of our duty to assist in executing vengeance. If the camp were assailed we should indeed be bound to help defend it, but there are more than enough men out to hunt down these murderers. If a cart is not already on its way for the corpse we will send one. Come.

That night the avengers returned; they had overtaken and shot down eight of the Sioux,  the remaining four gained the bushes and escaped. None of themselves were hurt, but one had a narrow escape, an arrow having passed between his shirt and skin.

Next day Victor and his friends prepared to leave the hunters and resume the chase of Petawanaquat, but they were arrested by one of those terrific thunderstorms which occasionally visit the prairies. They were already mounted and on the point of taking leave, when the air darkened suddenly, the sky became overcast, lightning began to flash in vivid gleams, and a crash of thunder seemed to rend the earth and heavens.

Presently Herr Winklemann, who meant to ride with the parting guests a short way, and was also mounted, uttered a shout, and immediately horse and man rolled upon the plain. The man rose slowly, but the horse lay still  killed by lightning! By the same flash, apparently, another horse was struck dead.

Vell, you has tomble very often vid me, said the German, contemplating the fallen steed, bot you vill tomble again no mor.

Oui, he is mort, sighed Rollin, looking down.

After this first burst there was a considerable lull, but appearances were so gloomy that departure was delayed.

Soon after, the storm burst with a degree of violence that the oldest hunter said he had never before witnessed. Lightning, wind, rain, thunder, seemed to have selected the spot for a battle-ground. Although the camp was pitched on comparatively high and rocky ground, the deluge was so great that in the course of ten minutes nearly everything was afloat. (See Note 1.) The camp was literally swimming, and some of the smaller children were with difficulty saved from drowning. So furious was the wind that the tents were either thrown down or blown to ribbons. During the storm three of the Indian tents, or lodges, were struck by lightning. In one of these a Canadian was killed; in another all the inmates  an Indian, his wife, two children, and two dogs  were killed, and a gun beside them was melted in several parts as though it had been lead.

Then there fell a shower of hail, the stones of which were solid angular pieces of ice larger than a hens egg, by which some of the people were severely wounded before they found shelter under the carts and overturned tents.

It was a terrible display of the power of God, and yet, strange to say, so far is such a scene incapable of influencing mans fallen nature for good, that occasions such as these, when the camp is in disorder, are often taken advantage of by Indians to approach and steal the horses.

Being well aware of this propensity of the red man, Baptiste Warder and his captains kept a sharp look-out. It was well they did so, for, after the storm, a formidable band of Sioux was discovered within a short distance of the camp.

Their wily chief was, however, equal to the occasion. He assumed the rôle of an injured man. He had come to remonstrate with the half-breeds, and charge them with cruelty.

My warriors, said he, killed only one of your people, and for that one you murdered eight of my braves.

The half-breeds spoke the chief fairly, however, and entertained him and his followers hospitably, so that the affair was amicably settled, and they went away in peace. But dark eyes had met in deadly hatred during the conference.

The party of Indians who had joined the hunters with Victor and his comrades were Saulteaux, (Pronounced Sotoes), and the bitter enemies of the Sioux. Some time after the Sioux had taken their departure, a band of about fifty of these Saulteaux left the camp stealthily, and pursued a detached party of their foes for about ten miles. They overtook them at a small stream. The unsuspecting Sioux prepared to swim over to them, mistaking them at first for friends, but a volley which killed three undeceived them. The fire was instantly returned and a smoke raised to alarm the country. The Saulteaux retreated, while the Sioux, gathering force, pursued, and it is probable that the whole of the assailants would have been scalped if night had not favoured them. In this raid seven Sioux were killed and three wounded. Of the Saulteaux three were killed and four wounded.

Again the camp was visited by enraged and armed Sioux to the number of 300, who challenged the Saulteaux to come forth man to man, and fight it out. The latter declined, and the half-breeds, many of whom were related by marriage to the Saulteaux, managed to patch up a hollow peace between them.

At last Victor, Ian, and Rollin got away, glad to have done both with buffalo and savages. They now possessed three good horses, a supply of fresh provisions, and plenty of ammunition. Thus provided they galloped off with light hearts over the boundless plains, and soon left the camp of the hunters far behind them.



Note 1. This is no picture of the fancy, but true in all its details.




Chapter Eight.

The Chase Continued, and Brought to a Fiery Termination.

With the unerring certainty of blood-hounds, the three friends now settled down to the pursuit of Petawanaquat. From the Saulteaux Indians they had received an exact description of the spot where the fugitive had parted from them; they had, therefore, little difficulty in finding it. Still less difficulty had they in following up the trail, for the grass was by that time very long, and a horse leaves a track in such grass which, if not very obvious to unaccustomed eyes, is as plain as a highway to the vision of a backwoods hunter or a redskin.

Over the prairie waves they sped, with growing excitement as their hopes of success increased; now thundering down into the hollows, anon mounting the gentle slopes at full swing, or rounding the clumps of trees that here and there dotted the prairie like islets in an interminable sea of green; and ever, as they rounded an islet or topped a prairie wave, they strained their eyes in earnest expectation of seeing the objects of their pursuit on the horizon, but for several days they raced, and gazed, and hoped in vain. Still they did not lose confidence, but pressed persistently on.

Our horses are fresh and good, said Victor as they reined in to a gentle trot on the brow of a knoll to rest for a few minutes, and Petawanaquats horse, whether good or bad, is double-weighted  although, to be sure, Tony is not heavy.

Besides, said Ian, the redskin does not dream now of pursuit; so that, pressing on as we do, we must overtake him ere long.

Voilà, de buffalo! said Rollin, pointing to a group of these huge creatures, in the midst of which two bulls were waging furious war, while the cows stood by and looked on. Shall ve go an chase dem?

No, Rollin; we have more important game to chase, said Victor, whose conscience, now that he was free from the exciting influences of the camp, had twinged him more than once for his delay  even although it was partly justifiable  while the image of poor Tony, with outstretched, appealing hands on a flying horse behind a savage, was ever before him. Come on come on!

He switched his horse, and went skimming down the slope, followed by his comrades.

Soon they came to a place where the ground was more broken and rocky.

Voilà! a bar! a bar! shouted the excitable half-breed; com, kill him!

They looked, and there, sure enough, was an object which Rollin declared was a large grizzly bear. It was a long way off, however, and the ground between them seemed very broken and difficult to traverse on horseback. Ian Macdonald thought of the bears claws, and a collar, and Elsie, and tightened his reins. Then he thought of the risk of breaking a horses leg if the bear should lead them a long chase over such ground, and of the certain loss of time, and of Petawanaquat pushing on ahead. It was a tempting opportunity, but his power of self-denial triumphed.

No, Rollin, we have no time to hunt.

Behold! exclaimed Rollin again; more buffalo!

They had swept past the stony ground and rounded a clump of trees, behind which a small herd of animals stood for a few seconds, staring at them in mute amazement. These snorted, set up their tails, and tore wildly away to the right. This was too much. With a gleeful yell, Rollin turned to pursue, but Victor called to him angrily to let the buffalo be. The half-breed turned back with a sigh.

Ah, vell! ve must forbear.

I say, Vic, remarked Ian, with a significant smile, why wont you go after the buffalo?

Victor looked at his friend in surprise.

Surely, he said, it is more important as well as more interesting to rescue ones brother than to chase wild animals!

True, but how does that sentiment accord with your wish that you might spend eternity in hunting buffalo?

Oh, you know, returned Victor, with a laugh, when I said that I wasnt thinking of  of

He switched his horse into a wilder gallop, and said no more. He had said quite enough. He was not the only youth in North America and elsewhere who has uttered a good deal of nonsense without thinking. But then that was long ago. Youths are wiser now!

On the evening of that day, when the sun went down, and when it became too dark to follow the trail, and, therefore, unsafe to travel for fear of stumbling into badger-holes, the three friends pulled up beside a clump of wood on the margin of a little stream, and prepared their encampment.

Little did they imagine, while busy with the fire and kettle, how nearly they had gained their end, yet how disastrously they had missed it. Well for man, sometimes, that he is ignorant of what takes place around him. Had the three pursuers known who was encamped in a clump of trees not half a mile beyond them, they would not have feasted that night so heartily, nor would they have gone to sleep with such calm placidity.

In the clump of trees referred to, Petawanaquat himself sat smoking over the dying embers of the fire that had cooked his recently devoured supper, and Tony, full to repletion, lay on his back gazing at him in quiet satisfaction, mingled slightly with wonder; for Tony was a philosopher in a small way, and familiarity with his fathers pipe had failed to set at rest a question which perplexed his mind, namely, why men should draw smoke into their mouths merely to puff it out again!

When the pipe and the camp-fire had burnt low, Tony observed, with much interest, that the Indians eyes became suddenly fixed, that his nostrils dilated, his lips ceased to move, the cloud that had just escaped from them curled round the superincumbent nose and disappeared without being followed by another cloud, and the entire man became rigid like a brown statue. At that point Tony ceased to think, because tired nature asserted her claims, and he fell sound asleep.

The practised ear of the Indian had detected the sound of horses feet on the prairie. To any ordinary man no sound at all would have been perceptible save the sighing of the night wind. Petawanaquat, however, not only heard the tramp, but could distinguish it from that of buffalo. He rose softly, ascertained that Tony was asleep, turned aside the bushes, and melted into darkness among the trees. Presently he emerged on the plain at the other side of the clump, and there stood still. Patience is one of the red mans characteristics. He did not move hand or foot for half an hour, during which time, despite the distance of the neighbouring clump, he could easily make out the sound of an axe chopping wood, and even heard human voices in conversation. Then a gleam of light flickered among the trees, and the kindling camp-fire of our three friends became visible.

The Indian now felt comparatively safe. He knew that, whoever the new arrivals might be, they were unsuspicious of his presence in the vicinity, and had encamped for the night. He also knew that when men are busy with supper they are not very watchful, especially when danger is not expected. He, therefore, gave them another quarter of an hour to prepare supper, and then moved stealthily over the plain towards them.

On gaining the shelter of the trees, Petawanaquat advanced with cat-like caution, until he could clearly see the travellers. He recognised them instantly, and a dark frown settled on his features. His first thought was to steal their horses, and thus leave them incapable of pursuing further, but Ian Macdonald was too much of a backwoodsman to give a foe the opportunity to do this. The horses were tethered close beside the fire. Then the Indian thought of shooting them, but his gun being a single-barrel, such as was sold to the Indians by the fur-traders, could only dispose of one horse at a time, thus leaving the other two to his incensed enemies, who would probably capture him before he could reload or regain his own camp. With a feeling of baffled rage he suddenly thought of murder. He could easily kill Ian Macdonald, could probably reload before Rollin should overtake him, and as for Victor, he was nothing! Quick as thought the Indian raised his gun, and took a long steady aim at Ians forehead.

The contemplative schoolmaster was looking at the fire, thinking of Elsie at the time. He smiled as he thought of her. Perhaps it was the smile that checked the savage perhaps it was the words, Thou shalt not kill, which had been sounded in his ears more than once during the past winter by the missionary. At all events, the fatal trigger was not drawn. Ians contemplations were not disturbed, the gun was lowered, and the savage melted once more into the deep shade of the thicket.

Returning to his own camp in the same cat-like manner as before, Petawanaquat quietly but quickly packed his provisions, etcetera, on his horse. When all was ready he tried to awaken Tony, but Tony slept the sleep of infancy and comparative innocence. The Indian pushed him, kicked him, even lifted him up and shook him, before he awoke. Then, expressing astonishment at having to resume the journey at so early an hour, the child submitted silently to orders.

In a few minutes the Indian led his horse down to the rivulet close at hand, crossed it with Tony, half asleep, clinging to his back, ascended the opposite bank, and gained the level plain. Here he mounted, with Tony in front to guard against the risk of his falling off in a state of slumber, and galloped away.

Fortunately for him, the moon had risen, for red men are not a whit better than white at seeing in the dark. Indeed, we question the proverbial capacity of cats in that way. True, the orb of night was clouded, and only in her first quarter, but she gave light enough to enable the horseman to avoid dangers and proceed at full speed. Thus, while the pursuers snored, the pursued went scouring over the prairies, farther and farther towards the fair west.

Michel Rollin, being a lively, restless character, used generally to be up before his comrades in the mornings, and gratified an inquisitive propensity by poking about. In his pokings he discovered the trail of the midnight visitor, and thereupon set up a howl of surprise that effectually roused Ian and Victor. These, guns in hand, rushed, as they fancied, to the rescue.

What a noisy goose you are! said Victor, on learning the cause of the cry.

There is reason for haste, however, said Ian, rising from a close inspection of the trail. Some one has been here in the night watching us. Why he didnt join us if a friend, or kill us if an enemy, puzzles me. If there were horse-tracks about I should say it must have been Petawanaquat himself. Come, we must mount and away without breakfast.

They went off accordingly, and soon traced the Indians original track to the place where he had encamped. Petawanaquat had taken the precaution to pour water on his fire, so as to cool the ashes, and thus lead to the supposition that he had been gone a considerable time, but Ian was not to be so easily deceived. The moment he had examined the extinct fire, and made up his mind, he leaped up and followed the trail to the spot where the Indian had mounted.

Now then, mount, boys! he cried, vaulting into the saddle, no time to lose. The redskin seems to have a good horse, and knows we are at his heels. It will be a straight end-on race now. Hup! get along!

Their course at first lay over a level part of the plain, which rendered full speed possible; then they came to a part where the thick grass grew rank and high, rendering the work severe. As the sun rose high, they came to a small pond, or pool.

The rascal has halted here, I see! cried Ian, pulling up, leaping off, and running to the water, which he lifted to his mouth in both hands, while his panting horse stooped and drank. It was very likely more for Tonys sake than for his own. But if he could stop, so can we for a few minutes.

It vill make de horses go more better, said Rollin, unstrapping the pemmican bag.

Thats right, cried Victor, give us a junk  a big one  so  thanks, we can eat it as we go.

Up and away they went again, urging their horses now to do their utmost, for they began to hope that the day of success had surely arrived.

Still far ahead of his pursuers, the Indian rode alone without check or halt, to the alarm of Tony, who felt that something unusual had occurred to make his self-appointed father look so fierce.

What de matter? he ventured to ask. Nobody chase us.

Let Tonyquat shut his mouth, was the brief reply. And Tony obeyed. He was learning fast!

Suddenly the air on the horizon ahead became clouded. The eyes of the savage dilated with an expression that almost amounted to alarm. Could it be fire? It was  the prairie on fire! As the wind blew towards him, the consuming flames and smoke approached him at greater speed than he approached them. They must soon meet. Behind were the pursuers; in front the flames.

There was but one course open. As the fire drew near the Indian stopped, dismounted, and tore up and beat down a portion of the grass around him. Then he struck a light with flint and steel and set fire to the grass to leeward of the cleared space. It burned slowly at first, and he looked anxiously back as the roar of the fiery storm swelled upon his ear. Tony looked on in mute alarm and surprise. The horse raised its head wildly and became restive, but the Indian, having now lighted the long grass thoroughly, restrained it. Presently he sprang on its back and drew Tony up beside him. Flames and smoke were now on both sides of him. When the grass was consumed to leeward he rode on to the blackened space  not a moment too soon, however. It was barely large enough to serve as a spot of refuge when the storm rolled down and almost suffocated horse and riders with smoke. Then the fire at that spot went out for want of fuel, and thus the way was opened to the coal-black plain over which it had swept. Away flew the Indian then, diverging sharply to the right, so as to skirt the fire, (now on its windward side), and riding frequently into the very fringe of flame, so that his footprints might be burnt up.

When, some hours later, the pursuers met the fire, they went through the same performance in exactly the same manner, excepting that Victor and Rollin acted with much greater excitement than the savage. But when they had escaped the flames, and rode out upon the burnt prairie to continue the chase, every trace of those of whom they were in pursuit had completely vanished away.




Chapter Nine.

Meteorological Changes and Consequences, and a Grand Opportunity Misimproved.

It must not be supposed that the life of a backwoodsman is all pleasure and excitement. Not wishing to disappoint our readers with it, we have hitherto presented chiefly its bright phases, but truth requires that we should now portray some of the darker aspects of that life. For instance, it was a very sombre aspect indeed of prairie-life when Victor Ravenshaw and his party crossed a stony place where Victors horse tripped and rolled over, causing the rider to execute a somersault which laid him flat upon the plain, compelling the party to encamp there for three days until he was sufficiently recovered to resume the journey. Perhaps we should say the chase, for, although the trail had been lost, hope was strong, and the pursuers continued to advance steadily in what they believed to be the right direction.

The aspect of things became still more dreary when the fine weather, which was almost uninterrupted as summer advanced, gave way to a period of wind and rain. Still, they pushed on hopefully. Michel Rollin alone was despondent.

It is a wild goose chase now, he remarked sulkily one day, while the wet fuel refused to kindle.

That same night Victor half awoke and growled. He seldom awoke of his own accord. Nature had so arranged it that parents, or comrades, usually found it necessary to arouse him with much shouting and shaking  not unfrequently with kicks. But there was a more powerful influence than parents, comrades, or kicks at work that night. Being tired and sleepy, the party had carelessly made their beds in a hollow. It was fair when they lay down. Soon afterwards, a small but exceedingly heavy rain descended like dew upon their unprotected heads. It soaked their blankets and passed through. It soaked their garments and passed through. It reached their skins, which it could not so easily pass through, but was stopped and warmed before being absorbed. A few uneasy turns and movements, with an occasional growl, was the result  nothing more. But when the density of the rain increased, and the crevices in the soil turned into active water-courses, and their hollow became a pool, Victor became, as we have said, half-awake. Presently he awoke completely, sat up, and scratched his head. It was the power of a soft and gentle but persistent influence triumphantly asserted.

Wass-e-marrer? asked Ian, without moving.

Why, (yawning), Lake Winnipeg is a trifle to this, said Victor.

O-gor-o-sleep, returned Ian.

Niagara have com to de plains! exclaimed Rollin, rising to a sitting posture in desperation. It have been rush longside of me spine for two hours by de cloke. Oui.

This aroused Ian, who also sat up disconsolate and yawned.

Its uncomfortable, he remarked.

No one replied to so ridiculously obvious a truth, but each man slowly rose and stumbled towards higher ground. To add to their discomfort the night was intensely dark; even if wide awake they could not have seen a yard in front of them.

Have you found a tree? asked Victor.

Oui  yes  to be sure, said Rollin angrily. Anyhow von branch of a tree have found me, an amost split my head.

Where is it?  speak, Ian; I can see nothing. Is it  ah! Ive found it too.

Vid yoos head? inquired Rollin, chuckling.

Victor condescended not to reply, but lay down under the partial shelter of the tree, rolled himself up in his wet blanket, and went to sleep. His companions followed suit. Yes, reader, we can vouch for the truth of this, having more than once slept damp and soundly in a wet blanket. But they did not like it, and their spirits were down about zero when they mounted at grey dawn and resumed the chase in a dull, dreadful drizzle.

After a time the aspect of the scenery changed. The rolling plain became more irregular and broken than heretofore, and was more studded with patches of woodland, which here and there almost assumed the dignity of forests.

One evening the clouds broke; glimpses of the heavenly blue appeared to gladden our travellers, and ere long the sun beamed forth in all its wonted splendour. Riding out into a wide stretch of open country, they bounded away with that exuberance of feeling which is frequently the result of sunshine after rain.

It is like heaven upon earth, cried Victor, pulling up after a long run.

I wonder what heaven is like, returned Ian musingly. It sometimes occurs to me that we think and speak far too little of heaven, which is a strange thing, considering that we all hope to go there in the long-run, and expect to live there for ever.

Oh! come now, Mr Wiseman, said Victor, I didnt mean to call forth a sermon.

Your remark, Vic, only brings out one of the curious features of the case. If I had spoken of buffalo-hunting, or riding, or boating, or even of the redskins happy hunting-grounds  anything under the sun or above it  all would have been well and in order, but directly I refer to our own heaven I am sermonising!

Well, because its so like the parsons, pleaded Victor.

What then? Were not the parsons, as you style them, sent to raise our thoughts to God and heaven by preaching Christ? I admit that some of them dont raise our thoughts high, and a few of them help rather to drag our thoughts downward. Still, as a class, they are Gods servants; and for myself I feel that I dont consider sufficiently what they have to tell us. I dont wish to sermonise; I merely wish to ventilate my own thoughts and get light if I can. You are willing to chat with me, Vic, on all other subjects; why not on this?

Oh! Ive no objection, Ian; none whatever, only its  its  I say, there seems to me to be some sort of brute moving down in the woods there. Hist! lets keep round by that rocky knoll, and Ill run up to see what it is.

Victor did not mean this as a violent change of subject, although he was not sorry to make the change. His attention had really been attracted by some animal which he said and hoped was a bear. They soon galloped to the foot of the knoll, which was very rugged  covered with rocks and bushes. Victor ascended on foot, while his comrades remained at the bottom holding his horse.

The sight that met his eyes thrilled him. In the distance, on a wooded eminence, sat a huge grizzly bear. The size of Victors eyes when he looked back at his comrades was eloquently suggestive, even if he had not drawn back and descended the slope toward them on tiptoe and with preternatural caution.

A monstrous grizzly! he exclaimed in a hoarse whisper  though the bear was at beast half a mile off on the other side of the knoll.

The eyes of Ian surpassed those of Victor in the matter of dilation.

Did he see you?

No; he was nibbling his paws when I gave him my last look.

Now, comrades, said Ian, whose usually calm demeanour had given place to intense, yet suppressed excitement, it may seem selfish  though I hope it is not  when I ask you to leave that bear entirely to me. You know, Vic, that your sister Elsie once expressed a wish for a grizzly-bear collar, and at the time I inwardly resolved to get her one, of my own procuring, if I could. It is a whim, you know, but, in the circumstances, I do hope that  that

Ah! it is for une dame  une affair of de heart. Bon! You shall go in an vin, said the gallant Rollin.

I dont know, said Victor dubiously; it seems to me rather hard to give up my chance of the first grizzly Ive ever seen. However, Im willing to do so on one condition  that Rollin and I go as near you as may be without interfering. You know  excuse me, Ian  what an awful bad shot you are. If you were to miss, you know  which youre sure to do  and we were not there  eh?

All right, you shall go with me; but have a care, no helping of me except in case of dire necessity.

This being agreed to, they made a wide circuit to reach a hollow. In its shelter they galloped swiftly towards the woodland, near the margin of which the bear had been seen. Arrived at a point which they judged to be near the animal, they dismounted, fastened up their horses, and prepared for war.

There were no encumbrances to lay aside, for they travelled in the simplest possible costume, but Ian drew the charge of his gun, wiped the piece carefully out with a bit of rag, made sure that the touch-hole was clear, fixed in a new flint, and loaded carefully with ball. The others acted similarly.

Empty de pan an prime again ven you gits near, said Rollin.

Ian made some uncalled-for reference to eggs and the education of Rollins grandmother, tightened his belt, felt that the hatchet and scalping-knife were handy behind him, and set off on his adventure, followed by his companions at a considerable distance.

On drawing near to the outer edge of the woods he stooped slightly, and trod with the extreme caution of an Indian. Indeed, no red man could have beaten Ian at woodcraft  except, of course, in the matter of shooting. He felt this defect keenly as he glided along, but never faltered for an instant. Elsie smiled at him as visibly as if she had been there. His mind was made up.

At the edge of the wood he saw the rough spot where the bear had been seen, but no bear was visible. He felt a sinking of the heart. It must have heard me and run away, he thought, and hurried forward. The actual spot where it had been seen was reached, but Bruin was not there. Disappointment rendered Ian somewhat impatient. He entered the bushes beyond the knoll hastily. The bear had only changed its position, and was wagging its head and nibbling its paws on the other side of these bushes. It heard a footstep, ceased to nibble and wag, and looked up inquiringly. Suddenly Macdonald burst through the bushes and stood before him.

It is an open question whether the man or the beast was the more surprised, for the former had given up all hope by that time. But the bear was first to recover self-possession, and advanced to meet the intruder.

It is well known that the king of the western wilds is endowed with more than average ferocity and courage. He may perhaps let you alone if you let him alone, but if you take him by surprise he is not prone to flee. The bear in question was a magnificent specimen, with claws like the fingers of a man. Even in that moment of extreme peril Ian saw these claws strung together and encircling Elsies neck.

We say that the peril was extreme, for not only was the hunter a bad shot, but the hunted was a creature whose tenacity of life is so great that one shot, even if well placed, is not sufficient to kill it outright.

No one knew all this better than Ian Macdonald, but Elsie smiled approval, and Ian, being a matter-of-fact, unromantic fellow, clenched his teeth with a snap and went down on one knee. The bear quickened his pace and came straight at him. Ian raised his gun. Then there came a gush of feeling of some sort at his heart. What if he should miss? What if the gun should miss fire? Certain death! he well knew that. He took deadly aim when the monster was within a few yards of him and fired at the centre of its chest. The ball took effect on the extreme point of its nose, coursed under the skin over its forehead, and went out at the back of its head.

Never before was a shot taken with a more demonstrative expression of rage. To say that the bear roared would be feeble. A compounded steam-whistle and bassoon might give a suggestive illustration. The pain must have been acute, for the creature fell on its knees, drove its nose into the ground, and produced a miniature earthquake with a snort. Then it sprang up and rushed at its foe. Ian was reloading swiftly for his life. Vain hope. Men used to breech-loaders can scarce understand the slow operations of muzzle-loaders. He had only got the powder in, and was plucking a bullet from his pouch. Another moment and he would have been down, when crack! crack! went shots on either side of him, and the bear fell with a ball from Victor in its heart and another from Rollin in its spine.

Even thus fatally wounded it strove to reach its conquerors, and continued to show signs of ungovernable fury until its huge life went out.

Poor Ian stood resting on his gun, and looking at it, the picture of despair.

You hit him after all, said Victor, with a look of admiration at his friend, not on account of the shooting, but of his dauntless courage. And of course, he continued, the grizzly is yours, because you drew first blood.

Ian did not reply at once, but shook his head gravely.

If you and Rollin had not been here, he said, I should have been dead by this time. No, Vic, no. Do you think I would present Elsie with a collar thus procured? The bear belongs to you and Rollin, for it seems to me that both shots have been equally fatal. You shall divide the claws between you, I will have none of them.

There was bitterness in poor Ians spirit, for grizzly bears were not to be fallen in with every day, and it might be that he would never have another opportunity. Even if he had, what could he do?

I dont believe I could hit a house if it were running, he remarked that night at supper. My only chance will be to wait till the bear is upon me, shove my gun into his mouth, and pull the trigger when the muzzle is well down his throat.

That would be throttling a bear indeed, said Victor, with a laugh, as he threw a fresh log on the fire. What say you, Rollin?

It vould bust de gun, replied the half-breed, whose mind, just then, was steeped in tobacco smoke. Bot, he continued, it vould be worth vile to try. Possiblement de bustin of de gun in his troat might do ver vell. It vould give him con  con  vat you call him? De ting vat leetil chile have?

Contrariness, said Victor.

Contradictiousness, suggested Ian; theyre both good long words, after your own heart.

Non, non! Con  convulsions, dat is it. Anyhow it vould injure his digestiveness.

Ha! ha! yes, so it would, cried Victor, tossing off a can of cold water like a very toper. Well, boys, Im off to sleep, my digestiveness being uninjured as yet. Good-night.

What! without a pipe, Vic?

Come, now, dont chaff. To tell you the truth, Ian, Ive been acting your part lately. Ive been preaching a sermon to myself, the text of which was given to me by Herr Winklemann the night before we left the buffalo-runners, and Ive been considerably impressed by my own preaching. Anyhow, I mean to take my own advice  good-night, again.

Ian returned good-night with a smile, and, lying down beside him, gazed long and thoughtfully through the trees overhead at the twinkling, tranquil stars. Michel Rollin continued to smoke and meditate for another hour. Then he shook the ashes out of his pipe, heaped fresh logs on the declining fire, and followed his comrades to the land of Nod.




Chapter Ten.

Fate of the Buffalo-Hunters.

In vain did the pursuers search after the lost Tony. Finding it impossible to rediscover the trail, they made for the nearest post of the fur-traders, from whom they heard of an Indian who had passed that way in the direction of the Rocky Mountains, but the traders had taken no special notice of the boy, and could tell nothing about him. They willingly, however, supplied the pursuers with provisions on credit, for they knew Victors father well by repute, and allowed them to join a party who were about to ascend the Saskatchewan river.

On being further questioned, one of the traders did remember that the hair of the boy seemed to him unusually brown and curly for that of a redskin, but his reminiscences were somewhat vague. Still, on the strength of them, Victor and Ian resolved to continue the chase, and Rollin agreed to follow. Thus the summer and autumn passed away.

Meanwhile a terrible disaster had befallen the buffalo-hunters of the Red River.

We have said that after disposing of the proceeds of the spring hunt in the settlement, and thus securing additional supplies, it is the custom of the hunters to return to the plains for the fall or autumn hunt, which is usually expected to furnish the means of subsistence during the long and severe winter. But this hunt is not always a success, and when it is a partial failure the gay, improvident, harum-scarum half-breeds have a sad time of it. Occasionally there is a total failure of the hunt, and then starvation stares them in the face. Such was the case at the time of which we write, and the improvident habits of those people in times of superabundance began to tell.

Many a time in spring had the slaughter of animals been so great that thousands of their carcasses were left where they fell, nothing but the tongues having been carried away by the hunters. It was calculated that nearly two-thirds of the entire spring hunt had been thus left to the wolves. Nevertheless, the result of that hunt was so great that the quantity of fresh provisions  fat, pemmican, and dried meat  brought into Red River, amounted to considerably over one million pounds weight, or about two hundred pounds weight for each individual, old and young, in the settlement. A large proportion of this was purchased by the Hudsons Bay Company, at the rate of twopence per pound, for the supply of their numerous outposts, and the half-breed hunters pocketed among them a sum of nearly 1200 pounds. This, however, was their only market, the sales to settlers being comparatively insignificant. In the same year the agriculturists did not make nearly so large a sum  but then the agriculturists were steady, and their gains were saved, while the jovial half-breed hunters were volatile, and their gains underwent the process of evaporation. Indeed, it took the most of their gains to pay their debts. Thus, with renewed supplies on credit, they took the field for the fall campaign in little more than a month after their return from the previous hunt.

It is not our purpose to follow the band step by step. It is sufficient to say that the season was a bad one; that the hunters broke up into small bands when winter set in, and some of these followed the fortunes of the Indians, who of course followed the buffalo as their only means of subsistence.

In one of these scattered groups were Herr Winklemann and Baptiste Warder  the latter no longer a captain, his commission having lapsed with the breaking up of the spring hunt. The plains were covered with the first snows. The party were encamped on a small eminence whence a wide range of country could be seen.

There is a small herd on the horizon, said Baptiste, descending from the highest part of the hillock towards the fire where the German was seated eating a scrap of dried meat.

Zat is vell. I vill go after dem.

He raised his bulky frame with a sigh, for he was somewhat weak and dispirited  the band with which he hunted having been at the starving-point for some days. Winklemann clothed himself in a wolf-skin, to which the ears and part of the head adhered. A small sledge, which may be described as a long thin plank with one end curled up, was brought to him by a hungry-looking squaw. Four dogs were attached to it with miniature harness made to fit them. When all was ready the hunter flung himself flat on his face at full length on the sledge, cracked his whip, and away went the dogs at full speed. Herr Winklemann was armed only with bow and arrows, such weapons being most suitable for the work in hand.

Directing his course to a small clump of trees near to which the buffalo were scraping away the yet shallow snow to reach their food, he soon gained the shelter of the bushes, fastened up the dogs, and advanced through the clump to the other side.

It was a fine sight to a hungry man. About a dozen animals were browsing there not far out of gunshot. Winklemann at once went down on all-fours, and arranged the large wolf-skin so that the legs hung down over his own legs and arms, while the head was pulled over his eyes like a hood. Thus disguised, he crept into the midst of the unsuspicious band.

The buffalo is not afraid of wolves. He treats them with contempt. It is only when he is wounded, or enfeebled by sickness or old age, that his sneaking enemy comes and sits down before him, licking his chops in the hope of a meal.

A fat young cow cast a questioning glance at Winklemann as he approached her. He stopped. She turned aside and resumed her feeding. Then she leaped suddenly into the air and fell quivering on the snow, with an arrow up to the feathers in her side. The hunter did not rise. The animals near to the cow looked at her a moment, as if in surprise at her eccentric behaviour, and then went on feeding. Again the hunter bent his bow, and another animal lay dying on the plain. The guardian bull observed this, lifted his shaggy head, and moved that subtle index of temper, his tail. An ill-directed arrow immediately quivered in his flank. With a roar of rage he bounded into the air, tossed up his heels, and seeing no enemy on whom to wreak his vengeance  for the wolf was crouching humbly on the snow  he dashed wildly away, followed by the rest of the astonished herd.

The whole camp had turned out by that time to resume their journey, and advanced joyfully to meet the returning hunter. As they passed one of the numerous clumps of wood with which the plains were studded, another herd of buffalo started suddenly into view. Among other objects of interest in the band of hunters, there happened to be a small child, which was strapped with some luggage on a little sled and drawn by two dogs. These dogs were lively. They went after the buffalo full swing, to the consternation of the parents of the child. It was their only child. If it had only been a fragment of their only child, the two dogs could not have whisked it off more swiftly. Pursuit was useless, yet the whole band ran yelling after it. Soon the dogs reached the heels of the herd, and all were mixed pell-mell together,  the dogs barking, the sled swinging to and fro, and the buffalo kicking. At length a bull gored one of the dogs; his head got entangled in the harness, and he went off at a gallop, carrying the dog on his horns, the other suspended by the traces, and the sled and child whirling behind him. The enraged creature ran thus for full half a mile before ridding himself of the encumbrance, and many shots were fired at him without effect. Both dogs were killed, but, strange to say, the child was unhurt.

The supply of meat procured at this time, although very acceptable, did not last long, and the group with which Winklemann was connected was soon again reduced to sore straits. It was much the same with the scattered parties elsewhere, though they succeeded by hard work in securing enough of meat to keep themselves alive.

In these winter wanderings after the buffalo, the half-breeds and their families had travelled from 150 to 200 miles from the colony, but in the midst of their privations they kept up heart, always hoping that the sudden discovery of larger herds would ere long convert the present scarcity into the more usual superabundance. But it was otherwise ordained. On the 20th of December there was a fearful snowstorm, such as had not been witnessed for years. It lasted several days, drove the buffalo hopelessly beyond the reach of the hunters, and killed most of their horses. What greatly aggravated the evil was the suddenness of the disaster. According to the account of one who was in Red River at the time, and an eye-witness, the animals disappeared almost instantaneously, and no one was prepared for the inevitable famine that followed. The hunters were at the same time so scattered that they could render each other no assistance. Indeed, the various groups did not know whereabouts the others were. Some were never found. Here and there whole families, despairing of life, weakened by want, and perishing with cold, huddled themselves together for warmth. At first the heat of their bodies melted the snow and soaked their garments. These soon froze and completed the work of destruction. They died where they lay. Some groups were afterwards discovered thus frozen together in a mass of solid ice.

While the very young and the feeble succumbed at once, the more robust made a brave struggle for life, and, as always happens in cases of extreme suffering, the good or evil qualities of men and women came out prominently to view. The selfish, caring only for themselves, forsook their suffering comrades, seized what they could or dared, and thus prolonged awhile their wretched lives. The unselfish and noble-hearted cared for others, sacrificed themselves, and in many cases were the means of saving life.

Among these last were Baptiste Warder and Winklemann.

I vill valk to de settlement, said the latter, one morning towards the middle of January, as he rose from his lair and began to prepare breakfast.

Ill go with you, said Warder. Its madness to stop here. Death will be at our elbow anyhow, but hell be sure to strike us all if we remain where we are. The meat we were lucky enough to get yesterday will keep our party on short allowance for some time, and the men will surely find something or other to eke it out while we push on and bring relief.

Goot, returned the German; ve vill start after breakfast. My lecks are yet pretty strong.

Accordingly, putting on their snow-shoes, the two friends set out on a journey such as few men would venture to undertake, and fewer could accomplish, in the circumstances.

On the way they had terrible demonstration of the extent of suffering that prevailed among their friends.

They had not walked twenty miles when they came on tracks which led them to a group  a father, mother, and two sons  who were sitting on the snow frozen to death. In solemn silence the hunters stood for a few minutes and looked at the sad sight, then turned and passed on. The case was too urgent to permit of delay. Many lives hung on their speedy conveyance of news to the settlement. They bent forward, and with long swinging strides sped over the dreary plains until darkness  not exhaustion  compelled them to halt. They carried with them a small amount of pemmican, about half rations, trusting to meet with something to shoot on the way. Before daylight the moon rose. They rose with it and pushed on. Suddenly they were arrested by an appalling yell. Next moment a man rushed from a clump of trees brandishing a gun. He stopped when within fifty yards, uttered another demoniacal yell, and took aim at Warder.

Quick as thought the ex-captain brought his own piece to his shoulder. He would have been too late if the gun of his opponent had not missed fire.

Stop! tis Pierre Vincent! cried Winklemann, just in time to arrest Warders hand.

Vincent was a well-known comrade, but his face was so disfigured by dirt and blood that they barely recognised him. He flung away his gun when it snapped, and ran wildly towards them.

Come! come! I have food, food! ha! ha! much food yonder in the bush! My wife and child eat it! they are eating eating now! ha! ha!

With another fierce yell the poor maniac  for such he had become  turned off at a tangent, and ran far away over the plains.

They made no attempt to follow him; it would have been useless. In the bush they found his wife and child stone-dead. Frequently during that terrible walk they came on single tracks, which invariably showed that the traveller had fallen several times, and at length taken to creeping. Then they looked ahead, for they knew that the corpse of a man or woman was not far in advance of them.

One such track led them to a woman with an infant on her back. She was still pretty strong, and trudged bravely over the snow on her snow-shoes, while the little one on her back appeared to be quite content with its lot, although pinched-looking in the face.

The men could not afford to help her on. It would have delayed themselves. The words life and death seemed to be ringing constantly in their ears. But they spoke kindly to the poor woman, and gave her nearly all their remaining stock of provisions, reserving just enough for two days.

Ive travelled before now on short allowance, said Warder, with a pitiful smile. Were sure to come across something before long. If not, we can travel empty for a bit.

Goot; it vill make us lighter, said Winklemann, with a grave nod.

They parted from the woman, and soon left her out of sight behind. She never reached the settlement. She and the child were afterwards found dead within a quarter of a mile of Pembina. From the report of the party she had left, this poor creature must have travelled upwards of a hundred miles in three days and nights before sinking in that terrible struggle for life.

Warder and his companion did not require to diverge in order to follow these tracks. They all ran one way, straight for Red River  for home! But there were many, very many, who never saw that home again.

One exception they overtook on their fourth day. She was a middle-aged woman, but her visage was so wrinkled by wigwam smoke, and she had such a stoop, that she seemed very old indeed.

Why, I know that figure, exclaimed Warder, on sighting her; its old Liz, Michel Rollins Scotch mother!

So it turned out. She was an eccentric creature, full of life, fire, and fun, excessively short and plain, but remarkably strong. She had been forsaken by her nephew, she said. Michel, dear Michel, would not have left her in the lurch if he had been there. But she would be at home to receive Michel on his return. That she would! And she was right. She reached the settlement alive, though terribly exhausted.

Warder and Winklemann did not come across anything except one raven, but they shot that and devoured it, bones and all. Then they travelled a day without food and without halt. Next day they might reach the settlement if strength did not fail, but when they lay down that night Warder said he felt like going to die, and Winklemann said that his lecks were now useless, and his lunks were entirely gone!




Chapter Eleven.

To the Rescue.

Elsie and Cora Ravenshaw were seated at a table in Willow Creek, with their mother and Miss Trim, repairing garments, one night in that same inclement January of which we have been writing.

Mr Ravenshaw was enjoying his pipe by the stove, and Louis Lambert was making himself agreeable. The old man was a little careworn. No news had yet been received of Tony or of Victor. In regard to the latter he felt easy; Victor could take care of himself, and was in good company, but his heart sank when he thought of his beloved Tony. What would he not have given to have had him smashing his pipe or operating on his scalp at that moment.

It is an awful winter, observed Elsie, as a gust of wind seemed to nearly blow in the windows.

I pity the hunters in the plains, said Cora. They say a rumour has come that they are starving.

I heard of that, but hope it is not true, observed Lambert.

Oh! they always talk of starving, said old Ravenshaw. No fear of em.

At that moment there was a sound of shuffling in the porch, the door was thrown open, and a gaunt, haggard man, with torn, snow-sprinkled garments, pale face, and bloodshot eyes, stood pictured on the background of the dark porch.

Baptiste Warder! exclaimed Lambert, starting up.

Ay, whats left o me; and heres the remains o Winklemann, said Warder, pointing to the cadaverous face of the starving German, who followed him.

Need we say that the hunters received a kindly welcome by the Ravenshaw family, as they sank exhausted into chairs. The story of starvation, suffering, and death was soon told  at least in outline.

You are hungry. When did you eat last? asked Mr Ravenshaw, interrupting them.

Two days ago, replied Warder, with a weary smile.

It seems like two veeks, observed the German, with a sigh.

Hallo! Elsie, Cora, victuals! cried the sympathetic old man, turning quickly round.

But Elsie, whose perceptions were quick, had already placed bread and beer on the table.

Here, have a drink of beer first, said the host, pouring out a foaming glass.

Warder shook his head. Winklemann remarked that, beer vas goot, ver goot, but they had been used to vatter of late.

Ah! he added, after devouring half a slice of bread while waiting for Cora to prepare another; blessed brod an booter! Nobody can know vat it is till he have starve for two veek  a  I mean two days; all de same ting in my feel

The entrance of a huge bite put a sudden and full stop to the sentence.

Why did you not stop at some of the houses higher up the river to feed? asked Lambert.

Warder explained that they meant to have done so, but they had missed their way. They had grown stupid, he thought, from weakness. When they lost the way they made straight for the river, guided by the pole-star, and the first house they came in sight of was that of Willow Creek.

How can the pole-star guide one? asked Cora, in some surprise.

Dont you know? said Lambert, going round to where Cora sat, and sitting down beside her. I will explain.

If I did know I wouldnt ask, replied Cora coquettishly; besides, I did not put the question to you.

Nay, but you dont object to my answering it, do you?

Not if you are quite sure you can do so correctly.

I think I can, but the doubts which you and your sister so often throw on my understanding make me almost doubt myself, retorted Lambert, with a laughing glance at Elsie. You must know, then, that there is a constellation named the Great Bear. It bears about as much resemblance to a bear as it does to a rattlesnake, but thats what astronomers have called it. Part of it is much more in the shape of a plough, and one of the stars in that plough is the pole-star. You can easily distinguish it when once you know how, because two of the other stars are nearly in line with it, and so are called pointers. When you stand looking at the pole-star you are facing the north, and of course, when you know where the north is, you can tell all the other points of the compass.

It must not be supposed that the rest of the party listened to this astronomical lecture. The gallant Louis had sought to interest Elsie as well as Cora, but Elsie was too much engrossed with the way-worn hunters and their sad tale to think of anything else. When they had eaten enough to check the fierce cravings of hunger they related more particulars.

And now, said Warder, sitting erect and stretching his long arms in the air as if the more to enjoy the delightful sensation of returning strength, we have pushed on at the risk of our lives to save time. This news must be carried at once to the Governor. The Company can help us best in a fix like this.

Of course, of course; I shall send word to him at once, said his host.

All right, Baptiste, said Lambert, coming forward, I expected youd want a messenger. Here I am. Black Dicks in the stable. Hell be in the cariole in ten minutes. What shall I say to the Governor?

Ill go with you, answered Warder.

So vill I, said Winklemann.

Youll do nothing of the sort, retorted Ravenshaw. You both need rest. A sound sleep will fit you to do your work more actively in the morning. I myself will go to the fort.

Only one can go, at least in my cariole, remarked Lambert, for it only holds two, and no one can drive Black Dick but myself.

Baptiste Warder was immoveable; it ended in his going off in the cariole with Lambert to inform the governor of the colony, who was also chief of the Hudsons Bay Company in Red River, and to rouse the settlement. They had to pass the cottage of Angus Macdonald on the way.

Oh! wow! cried that excitable old settler when he heard the news. Can it pe possible? So many tead an tying. Oh! wow!  Here, Martha! Martha! where iss that wuman? It iss always out of the way she iss when shes wantit. Ay, Peegwish, you will do equally well. Go to the staple, man, an tell the poy to put the mare in the cariole. Make him pe quick; its slow he iss at the best, whatever.

Lambert did not wait to hear the remarks of Angus, but drove off at once. Angus put on his leather coat, fut cap, and mittens, and otherwise prepared himself for a drive over the snow-clad plains to Fort Garry, where the Governor dwelt, intending to hear what was going to be done, and offer his services.

With similarly benevolent end in view, old Ravenshaw harnessed his horse and made for the same goal, regardless alike of rheumatism, age, and inclement weather. At a certain point, not far from the creek, the old traders private track and that which led to the house of Angus Macdonald united, and thereafter joined the main road, which road, by the way, was itself a mere track beaten in the snow, with barely room for two carioles to pass. Now, it so happened that the neighbours came up to the point of junction at the same moment. Both were driving hard, being eager and sympathetic about the sufferings of the plain-hunters. To have continued at the same pace would have been to insure a meeting and a crash. One must give way to the other! Since the affair of the knoll these two men had studiously cut each other. They met every Sabbath day in the same church, and felt this to be incongruous as well as wrong. The son of the one was stolen by savages. The son of the other was doing his utmost to rescue the child. Each regretted having quarrelled with the other, but pride was a powerful influence in both. What was to be done? Time for thought was short, for two fiery steeds were approaching each other at the rate of ten miles an hour. Who was to give in?

Ill see both carioles smashed to atoms first! thought Ravenshaw, grinding his teeth.

Shell tie first, thought Angus, pursing his lips.

The instinct of self-preservation caused both to come to a dead and violent halt when within six yards of the meeting-point. A happy thought burst upon Angus at that instant.

Efter you, sir, he said, with a palpable sneer, at the same time backing his horse slightly.

It was an expression of mock humility, and would become an evidence of superior courtesy if Ravenshaw should go insolently on. If, on the other hand, he should take it well, a friendly reference to the roads or the weather would convert the sneer into a mere nasal tone.

Ah, thanks, thanks, cried Mr Ravenshaw heartily, as he drove past; bad news that about the plain-hunters. I suppose youve heard it.

Ay, it iss pad news  ferry pad news inteed, Mister Ruvnshaw. It will pe goin to the fort ye are?

Yes; the poor people will need all the help we can give them.

They wull that; oo ay.

Discourse being difficult in the circumstances, they drove the remainder of the way in silence, but each knew that the breach between them was healed, and felt relieved. Angus did not, however, imagine that he was any nearer to his desires regarding the knoll. Full well did he understand and appreciate the unalterable nature of Sam Ravenshaws resolutions, but he was pleased again to be at peace, for, to say truth, he was not fond of war, though ready to fight on the smallest provocation.

Baptiste Warder was right in expecting that the Company would lend their powerful aid to the rescue.

The moment the Governor heard of the disaster, he took immediate and active steps for sending relief to the plains. Clothing and provisions were packed up as fast as possible, and party after party was sent out with these. But in the nature of things the relief was slow. We have said that some of the hunters and their families had followed the Indians and buffalo to a distance of between 150 and 200 miles. The snow was now so deep that the only means of transport was by dog-sledges. Dogs, being light and short-limbed, can travel where horses cannot, but even dogs require a track, and the only way of making one on the trackless prairie, or in the forest, is by means of a man on snow-shoes, who walks ahead of the dogs and thus beats the track. The men employed, however, were splendid and persevering walkers, and their hearts were in the work.

Both Samuel Ravenshaw and Angus Macdonald gave liberally to the cause; and each obtaining a team of dogs, accompanied one of the relief parties in a dog-cariole. If the reader were to harness four dogs to a slipper-bath, he would have a fair idea of a dog-cariole and team. Louis Lambert beat the track for old Ravenshaw. He was a recognised suitor at Willow Creek by that time. The old gentleman was well accustomed to the dog-cariole, but to Angus it was new  at least in experience.

It iss like as if she was goin to pathe, he remarked, with a grim smile, on stepping into the machine and sitting down, or rather reclining luxuriously among the buffalo robes.

The dogs attempted to run away with him, and succeeded for a hundred yards or so. Then they got off the track, and discovered that Angus was heavy. Then they stopped, put out their tongues, and looked humbly back for the driver to beat the track for them.

A stout young half-breed was the driver. He came up and led the way until they reached the open plains, where a recent gale had swept away the soft snow, and left a long stretch that was hard enough for the dogs to walk on without sinking. The team was fresh and lively.

Shed petter hold on to the tail, suggested Angus.

The driver assented. He had already left the front, and allowed the cariole to pass him, in order to lay hold of the tail-line and check the pace, but the dogs were too sharp for him. They bolted again, ran more than a mile, overturned the cariole, and threw its occupant on the snow, after which they were brought up suddenly by a bush.

On the way the travellers passed several others of the wealthy settlers who were going personally to the rescue. Sympathy for the plain-hunters was universal. Every one lent a willing hand. The result was that the lives of hundreds were saved, though many were lost. Their sufferings were so great that some died on their road to the colony, after being relieved at Pembina. Those found alive had devoured their horses, dogs, raw hides, leather, and their very moccasins. Mr Ravenshaw and his neighbour passed many corpses on the way, two of which were scarcely cold. They also passed at various places above forty sufferers in seven or eight parties, who were crawling along with great difficulty. To these they distributed the provisions they had brought with them. At last the hunters were all rescued and conveyed to the settlement  one man, with his wife and three children, having been dug out of the snow, where they had been buried for five days and nights. The woman and children recovered, but the man died.

Soon after this sad event the winter began to exhibit unwonted signs of severity. It had begun earlier, and continued later than usual. The snow averaged three feet deep in the plains and four feet in the woods, and the cold was intense, being frequently down to forty-five degrees below zero of Fahrenheits scale, while the ice measured between five and six feet in thickness on the rivers.

But the great, significant, and prevailing feature of that winter was snow. Never within the memory of man had there been such heavy, continuous, persistent snow. It blocked up the windows so that men had constantly to clear a passage for daylight. It drifted up the doors so that they were continually cutting passages for themselves to the world outside. It covered the ground to such an extent that fences began to be obliterated, and landmarks to disappear, and it weighted the roofs down until some of the weaker among them bid fair to sink under the load.

A severe winter was old Mr Ravenshaws usual morning remark as he went to the windows, pipe in hand, before breakfast. To which his better half invariably replied, Never saw anything like it before; and Miss Trim remarked, It is awful.

It snows hard  whatever, was Angus Macdonalds usual observation about the same hour. To which his humble and fast friend Peegwish  who assisted in his kitchen  was wont to answer, Ho! and glare solemnly, as though to intimate that his thoughts were too deep for utterance.

Thus the winter passed away, and when spring arrived it had to wage an unusually fierce conflict before it gained the final victory over ice and snow.




Chapter Twelve.

Victory!

But before that winter closed, ay, before it began, a great victory was gained, which merits special mention here. Let us retrace our steps a little.

One morning, while Ian Macdonald was superintending the preparation of breakfast in some far-away part of the western wilderness, and Michel Rollin was cutting firewood, Victor Ravenshaw came rushing into camp with the eager announcement that he had seen the footprints of an enormous grizzly bear!

At any time such news would have stirred the blood of Ian, but at that time, when the autumn was nearly over, and hope had almost died in the breast of our scholastic backwoodsman, the news burst upon him with the thrilling force of an electric shock.

Now, Ian, take your gun and go in and win, said Victor with enthusiasm, for the youth had been infected with Rollins spirit of gallantry.

You see, Rollin had said to Victor during a confidential tête-à-tête, ven a lady is in de case ye must bow de head. Ian do love your sister. Ver goot. Your sister do vish for a bar-claw collar. Ver goot. Vell, de chance turn up at last  von grizzly bar do appear. Who do shot im? Vy, Ian, certaintly. Mais, it is pity he am so bominibly bad shot!

Victor, being an unselfish fellow, at once agreed to this; hence his earnest advice that Ian should take his gun and go in and win. But Ian shook his head.

My dear boy, he said, with a sigh, its of no use my attempting to shoot a bear, or anything else. I dont know what can be wrong with my vision, I can see as clear and as far as the best of you, and Im not bad, youll allow, at following up a trail over hard ground; but when it comes to squinting along the barrel of a gun Im worse than useless. Its my belief that if I took aim at a haystack at thirty yards Id miss it. No, Vic, I must give up the idea of shooting altogether.

What! have you forgotten the saying, Faint heart never won fair lady? exclaimed Victor, in surprise.

Nay, lad, my memory is not so short as that, neither is my heart as faint as you seem to think it. I do intend to go in and win, but I shall do it after a fashion of my own, Vic.

Rollin, who came up at the moment and flung a bundle of sticks on the fire, demanded to know what vas the vashion referred to.

That I wont tell you at present, boys, said Ian; but, if you have any regard for me, youll make me a solemn promise not in any way to interfere with me or my plans unless you see me in actual and imminent danger of losing my life.

Jus so, said Rollin, with a nod, ye vill not step in to de reskoo till you is at de very last gasp.

Having obtained the requisite promise, Ian set off with his comrades to examine the bears track. There could be but one opinion as to the size of the grizzly which had made it. As Victor had said, it was enormous, and showed that the animal had wandered about hither and thither, as if it had been of an undecided temperament. Moreover the track was quite fresh.

Of course there was much eager conversation about it among the friends; carried on in subdued tones and whispers, as if they feared that the bear might be listening in a neighbouring bush. After discussing the subject in every point of view, and examining the tracks in every light, they returned to the camp, at Victors suggestion, to talk it over more fully, and make preparations for the hunt. Ian, however, cut short their deliberations by reminding his comrades of their promise, and claiming the strict fulfilment of it.

If this thing is to be undertaken by me, he said, I must have it all my own way and do the thing entirely by myself.

Nobody objects to your having it all your own way, retorted Victor, somewhat testily, but why should you be so secret about it? Why not give a fellow some sort of idea what your plan is, so that, if we cant have the pleasure of helping you, we may at least enjoy the comfort of thinking about it?

No, Vic, no. I wont give you a hint, because my plan is entirely new, and you would laugh at it; at least it is new to me, for I never heard of its having been attempted with grizzlies before, though I have heard of it in connection with other bears. Besides, I may fail, in which case the less that is known about my failure the better. Only this much will I say, the idea has been suggested to me by the formation of the land hereabouts. You know there is a gap or pass in the rocks just ahead of us, through which the bear seems to have passed more than once in the course of his rambles. Well, that gap is the spot where I will make my attempt. If you follow me to that gap I will at once return to camp and let you manage the matter yourselves.

Well, well, do as you please, said Victor, with a laugh, and the sooner you set about it the better. Rollin and I will ride away some miles in the opposite direction and see if we cant get hold of a wild goose for supper.

Ha! perhaps de grizzly vill get hold of anoder and a vilder goose for supper, said Rollin, with a shake of his head.

When his companions had departed, Ian Macdonald cleaned his gun carefully and loaded with ball; then placing his axe in his belt beside his scalping-knife, he proceeded with long and rapid strides towards the gap or pass above referred to. The bears track led through this pass, which was a narrow cut, not more than thirty feet wide, in a steep rocky ridge with which the country at that place was intersected for a considerable distance. The ridge itself, and the pass by which it was divided, were thickly covered with trees and dense undergrowth.

The floor of the pass was level, although rugged, and the rocks on either side rose in a sheer precipice, so that whoever should attempt to penetrate without wings to the region beyond must needs go by that narrow cut.

Arrived at the middle of the pass, where it was narrowest, Ian leant his gun against the precipice on one side, took off his coat, tucked up his sleeves, grasped his axe, and attacked a mighty tree. Like Ulysses of old, he swung the axe with trenchant power and skill. Huge chips flew circling round. Ere long a goodly tree creaked, groaned, and finally fell with a crash upon the ground. It was tough work. Ian heaved a sigh of satisfaction and wiped his streaming brow as he surveyed the fallen monarch. There was another king of the same size near to the opposite precipice, which he felled in the same way. Both monarchs mingled and severely injured their royal heads in the middle of the pass, which thus became entirely blocked up, for our woodsman had so managed that the trees fell right across it.

Next, Ian attacked the united heads, and with great labour hewed a passage through them, near to a spot where a large boulder lay. Selecting another forest king, Ian cut it so that one end of it fell on the boulder. The result of all this hewing and guiding of the falling monarchs was that the only available track through the pass was a hole about four feet in diameter, with a tree of great weight suspended above it by the boulder.

To chop off the branches and convert this latter tree into a log did not take long. Neither did it take much time or exertion to fashion a sort of support, or trigger, in the shape of a figure 4, immediately under the log, so as to obstruct the hole before mentioned. But to lower the log gently from the boulder on to this trigger without setting it off was a matter of extreme difficulty, requiring great care and much time, for the weight of the log was great, and if it should once slip to the ground, ten Ian Macdonalds could not have raised it up again. It was accomplished at last, however, and several additional heavy logs were leaned upon the main one to increase its weight.

If he returns this way at all, he will come in the evening, muttered Ian to himself, as he sat down on a stump and surveyed his handiwork with a smile of satisfaction. But perhaps he may not come back till morning, in which case I shall have to watch here all night, and those impatient geese in the camp will be sure to disturb us on the plea that they feared I had been killed  bah! and perhaps he wont come at all!

This last idea was not muttered; it was only thought, but the thought banished the smile of satisfaction from Ians face. In a meditative mood he took up his gun, refreshed the priming and slightly chipped the flint, so as to sharpen its edge and make sure of its striking fire.

By that time it was long past noon, and the hunter was meditating the propriety of going to a neighbouring height to view the surrounding country, when a slight noise attracted his attention. He started, cocked his gun, glared round in all directions, and held his breath.

The noise was not repeated. Gradually the frown of his brows melted, the glare of his eyes abated, the tension of his muscles was relaxed, and his highly-wrought feelings escaped in a long-drawn sigh.

Pshaw twas nothing. No bear in its senses would roam about at such an hour, considering the row I have been kicking up with hacking and crashing. Come, Ill go to the top of that crag, and have a look round.

He put on his coat and belt, stuck his axe and knife into the latter, shouldered his gun, and went nimbly up the rocky ascent on his left.

Coming out on a clear spot at the crag which had attracted him, he could see the whole pass beneath him, except the spot where his trap had been laid. That portion was vexatiously hidden by an intervening clump of bushes. Next moment he was petrified, so to speak, by the sight of a grizzly bear sauntering slowly down the pass as if in the enjoyment of an afternoon stroll.

No power on earth  except, perhaps, a glance from Elsie  could have unpetrified Ian Macdonald at that moment. He stood in the half-crouching attitude of one about to spring over the cliff  absolutely motionless  with eyes, mouth, and nostrils wide open, as if to afford free egress to his spirit.

Not until the bear had passed slowly out of sight behind the intervening bushes was he disenchanted. Then, indeed, he leaped up like a startled deer, turned sharp round, and bounded back the way he had come, with as much caution and as little noise as was compatible with such vigorous action.

Before he had retraced his steps ten yards, however, he heard a crash! Well did he know what had caused it. His heart got into his threat somehow. Swallowing it with much difficulty, he ran on, but a roar such as was never uttered by human lungs almost stopped his circulation. A few seconds brought Ian within view of his trap, and what a sight presented itself!

A grizzly bear, which seemed to him the hugest, as it certainly was at that moment the fiercest, that ever roamed the Rocky Mountains, was struggling furiously under the weight of the ponderous tree, with its superincumbent load of logs. The monster had been caught by the small of the back  if such a back can be said to have possessed a small of any kind  and its rage, mingled as it must have been with surprise, was awful to witness.

The whole framework of the ponderous trap trembled and shook under the influence of the animals writhings. Heavy though it was, the bear shook it so powerfully at each spasm of rage, that it was plainly too weak to hold him long. In the event of his breaking out, death to the trapper was inevitable.

Ian did not hesitate an instant. His chief fear at the moment was that his comrades at the camp might have heard the roaring  distant though they were from the spot  and might arrive in time to spoil, by sharing, his victory.

Victory? Another struggle such as that, and victory would have rested with the bear! Ian resolved to make sure work. He would put missing out of the question. The tremendous claws that had already worked a small pit in the earth reminded him of the collar and of Elsie. Leaping forward, he thrust the point of his gun into the ear of the infuriated animal and pulled the trigger. He was almost stunned by the report and roar, together with an unwonted shock that sent him reeling backward.

We know not how a good twist-barrelled gun would behave if its muzzle were thus stopped, but the common Indian gun used on this occasion was not meant to be thus treated. It was blown to pieces, and Ian stood gazing in speechless surprise at the fragment of wood remaining in his hand. How far it had injured the bear he could not tell, but the shot had not apparently abated its power one jot, for it still heaved upwards in a paroxysm of rage, and with such force as nearly to overthrow the complex erection that held it down. Evidently there was no time to lose.

Ian drew his axe, grasped it with both hands, raised himself on tiptoe, and brought it down with all his might on the bears neck.

The grizzly bear is noted for tenacity of life. Ian had not hit the neck-bone. Instead of succumbing to the tremendous blow, it gave the handle of the axe a vicious twist with its paw, which jerked the hunter violently to the ground. Before he could recover himself, the claws which he coveted so much were deep in his right thigh. His presence of mind did not forsake him even then. Drawing his scalping-knife, he wrenched himself round, and twice buried the keen weapon to the haft in the bears side.

Just then an unwonted swimming sensation came over Ian; his great strength seemed suddenly to dissipate, and the bear, the claw collar, even Elsie, faded utterly from his mind.

The stars were shining brightly in the calm sky, and twinkling with pleasant tranquillity down upon his upturned countenance when consciousness returned to Ian Macdonald.

Ah, Vic! he murmured, with a long sad sigh; Ive had such a splendid dream!

Come, thats right, old boy. Here, have another mouthful, said Victor, holding a tin can to his friends lips. Its only tea, hot and strong  the best thing in the world to refresh a wounded man; and after such a fight

What! exclaimed Ian, starting and sitting bolt upright, while he gazed in the faces of his two comrades. Is it true? Have I killed the  the  grizzly?

Killed him! exclaimed Victor, rising; I should think you have.

Killed im! echoed Rollin. Yous killed im two or tree time over; vy, yous axed im, stabbed im, shotted im, busted im, squashed im  ho!

Am I much damaged? inquired Ian, interrupting, for he felt weak.

Oh! no  noting whatsocomever. Only few leetil holes in yous legs. Be bedder in a veek.

Look here, said Victor, kneeling beside the wounded man and presenting to him a piece of wood on which were neatly arranged a row of formidable claws. I knew you would like to see them.

How good of you, Vic! It was thoughtful of you, and kind. Put them down before me  a little nearer  there,  so.

Ian gazed in speechless admiration. It was not that he was vain of the achievement; he was too sensible and unselfish for that; but it was such a pleasure to think of being able, after all, and in spite of his bad shooting, to present Elsie with a set of claws that were greatly superior to those given to her mother by Louis Lambert  the finest, in short, that he had ever seen.




Chapter Thirteen.

A Cunning Device ends in Failure Followed by Destruction.

In a previous chapter it has been told how the long hard winter of that year, (1826), had passed away, after an unwontedly severe tussle with the spring. The prophets of the land now began to hold up their heads and look owlishly wise, for their predictions were evidently about to be fulfilled.

Had not old Sam Ravenshaw said all through the winter that something would come of it? Was it not the daily remark of Angus Macdonald that such a state of things, could not go on for ever  whatever? Had not Peegwish glared prophecy with a degree of solemnity that rendered words not only impossible, but unnecessary? and had not Miss Trim asserted that dreadful consequences of some sort were sure to follow?

Dreadful consequences did follow, and they began with a fine warm day. For a considerable time the fields of snow had been subjected to the influence of the blazing sun, and had been greatly diminished in depth. The day in question, however, was so very warm that Louis Lambert was induced to take his horse and gun with a view to wolf-hunting on the plains. The hard crust formed on the snows surface by the partial meltings of early spring is sufficiently strong to bear the weight of a wolf, but will not support a horse. Wolves, therefore, roam about with ease and at will at that period, while horses are obliged to keep to beaten tracks. When, however, the thaws set in, the case is reversed. The wolf, with his short limbs, flounders laboriously in the drifts of soft snow, while the horse, with his long and powerful legs, can gallop in spite of these. Thus wolf-hunting becomes, for a time, possible.

Louis Lambert was fond of the chase. He was also fond of courting, and, resolving to combine the two, galloped away to the abode of old Ravenshaw. He had been there so often of late that he felt half ashamed of this early morning visit. Lovers easily find excuses for visits. He resolved to ask if Herr Winklemann had been seen passing that morning, as he wished his companionship on the plains  the shallow deceiver!

Good-morning, Cora, he said, on entering the hall.

Elsie, who stood at the window with her back to the door, turned quickly round.

Oh, I beg pardon, he said, with a slightly confused air; I thought you were Cora, and

Well, interrupted Elsie, with a hurt look that accorded ill with a twinkle in her eyes; I think you might know the difference between me and Cora by this time, though you only saw my back.

Ah, Elsie! returned the youth, as he shook hands, you ought in fairness to make allowance for the effects of spring. You know full well that the glare of the sun on the snow half blinds a fellow, so that even when, when

Come, now, dont search about in your empty brain for one of your unmeaning compliments, but say at once what brings you here at so early an hour. Has a war party of Sioux come down on us, or is the river about to break up?

War-parties of Sioux are no doubt prowling about the plains somewhere, returned Lambert, with a smile, and the ice will go soon if this heat continues; but neither of these things brought me here. The truth is, I came to ask if Winklemann has been seen to pass your windows this morning?

The truth? repeated Elsie, with a searching look.

Well, replied the youth, with a laugh, I came also to see you and  and  Cora.

And father also, I suppose?

Why, Elsie, you are unusually sharp this morning; but I really do wish to know if Winklemann has been seen, because he had left home when I passed his house, and I want him to hunt with me.

Then I may tell you that he passed our window not ten minutes before your arrival, going in the direction of the Lower Fort. He rides fast, as you know, so if you would catch him up you must follow quickly.

The young man stood for a moment undecided, then, perceiving that Elsie gave him no encouragement to remain, he bade her adieu and rode away.

Louis is remarkably fond of coming here, said Elsie to Cora, who entered the room a few minutes later, but he did not come to see us this morning. He only came to ask after Herr Winklemann.

Cora laughed, but gave no further evidence of the state of her mind.

Just then Peegwish the Indian entered. He walked towards the sisters with that solemn dignity of manner peculiar to the North American savage, but the intensified solemnity of his looks and a certain unsteadiness in his gait rather marred the dignity.

Peegwish, said Elsie, going towards him with a grieved look, you have been drinking beer again.

The Indian protested, in very bad English, that he had not tasted beer since the previous Christmas; whereupon Elsie proceeded to administer an earnest reproof to the muddled hypocrite, for she was really anxious to save him from the destruction which had already overtaken many of his red brethren through the baleful influence of fire-water; but Peegwish was just then in no condition to appreciate her remarks. To all she said his only reply was that he wanted bally.

You want bally? returned Elsie, with a puzzled look.

Yis  bally, he repeated, and a gleam of indescribable slyness broke like a sunbeam on his solemn visage as he said it.

What can he mean by bally, Cora?

Perhaps he means barley.

Ho! exclaimed the Indian, with emphasis, by which he meant, Youre right.

But Elsie had no barley to give him. She tried to find out what he wanted to do with the barley, but Peegwish was not communicative. The gleam of cunning faded from his mahogany countenance, and he relapsed into a state of impenetrable wisdom, in which condition he retired, and betook himself to the upper part of the settlement, near Fort Garry, in quest of bally. Here he found the people in a state of considerable excitement owing to the sudden and unusual rise of the river.

At Fort Garry the Assinaboine River joins the Red River, and flows with it into Lake Winnipeg. At the period of which we write, (the month of May), both rivers were yet covered with the icy garment  between four and five feet thick  under which they had gone to rest five or six months before. The vast accumulation of snow which had fallen that winter was melted so fast that the Red River had risen with terrible rapidity, and it was obvious, from the ominous complainings of the thick-ribbed ice, that a burst-up of unwonted violence was impending. The strength of the ice, however, was so great that it rose with the swelling waters without breaking until nearly on a level with the top of the river banks. In some places, where the banks were low, the pent-up floods broke forth and swamped the land, but as yet little damage had been done.

Of course the alarm of the settlers was considerable. Rumours of former floods which had devastated the surrounding plains were rife, and those of the people whose houses stood on the lower grounds began to remove their goods and chattels to higher places. Others delayed doing so in the belief that the river would not rise much higher, at all events that it would subside as soon as the ice broke up and cleared away to Lake Winnipeg. Some there were whose dwellings stood on high ground, and who professed to have no belief in floods at all.

In other circumstances Peegwish would have noted the state of things that prevailed, but at that time his faculties were steeped in beer. For some days past they had been in this condition, but his supply was exhausted, and people who knew his propensity refused to give him more. Peegwish, therefore, being a somewhat resolute savage, resolved to adopt a course which would render him independent. Chuckling to himself at the depth and cunning of his intended course of action, he went among the farmers begging for bally! Some to whom he appealed treated him facetiously, others turned him away from their doors, being too anxious about the impending flood to listen to him. At last he found a soft-hearted soul in the person of Michel Rollins mother, old Liz, who dwelt in a very small log-hut on a knoll at a considerable height above the river.

What dee want wi the barley? demanded old Liz, who, besides being amiable, had a feeling of kindness for the man with whom her absent son had for years been in the habit of hunting.

To heat im, replied the Indian.

To eat it, echoed the sturdy little woman; weel, come in. I can spare some, but dinna mak a noise, Daddys sleepin.

The savage entered with solemn though wavering caution. Old though she was, Liz had a living father. He was so very ancient, that if he had dwelt in Egypt he would probably have been taken for a live mummy. He sat in the chimney corner, in an arm-chair to which Liz had tied him to prevent his falling into the fire. He smiled and nodded at the fire when awake, and snored and nodded at it when asleep. Beyond this, and a grateful recognition of his daughters attentions, he did and said nothing. Gazing at Daddy, Peegwish fell into an owlish reverie, from which he was aroused by old Liz putting a small sack of barley on the ground before him. The Indian received it with thanks, threw it on his shoulder, and with an expression of unalterable determination on his visage, returned to his own home.

The home of Peegwish was dilapidated like himself. It stood on a portion of ground belonging to Angus Macdonald, and was very near to the rivers brink. It was a mere log-cabin of the smallest dimensions, having one low door and one glassless window. The window also served the purpose of a chimney. Its furniture was in keeping with its appearance  a stool, a couple of blankets, two little heaps of brushwood for beds, a kettle or two, a bag of pemmican, an old flint gun, two pairs of snow-shoes, a pair of canoe-paddles, a couple of very dirty bundles, and an old female. The latter was the dirtiest piece of furniture in the establishment. She was sister to Peegwish, and was named by him Wildcat.

Despite appearances, the hut was comfortably warm, for Wildcat  who, to do her justice, had been grossly misnamed  was fond of heat. She devoted the chief part of her existence to the collection of fuel, most of the remainder being spent in making moccasins, etcetera, and cooking.

Put on the pot, Wildcat, said Peegwish on entering, as he threw down the sack of barley.

The woman obeyed with alacrity. The fire burned on the earthen floor in primitive style. Erecting three sticks over it in the tripod form, she hung a pot therefrom, filled it with water, and awaited further orders. Knowing her brothers cast of mind well, she refrained from questioning, though she perceived from the peculiar cunning of his looks that something unusual occupied his mind. Peegwish saw that Wildcats curiosity was aroused, and resolved to keep it in that condition. He had learned the fact that beer was made from barley, and had resolved, thenceforth, to brew his own beer; but no hint of this did he permit to escape him. He even went to the other extreme, and became unusually communicative on subjects remote from beer. He told how that the people up the river were being frightened by the rise in the water; how he had met Lambert and Winklemann going to hunt wolves; how these Nimrods had been obliged to change their minds and turn back for the purpose of looking after their property; and, in short, he wandered as far from the subject of beer and brewing as possible.

His reference to the rise of the river, however, turned Wildcats thoughts to the fact that the ice in their immediate neighbourhood had been forced up in a manner that caused her some anxiety. She mentioned her fears to Peegwish, but that worthy was too deeply immersed in his experiments just then to care much for anything else. To her remarks he merely replied by a solemn shake of the head and an owlish gaze into the big pot.

Soon the water in the pot began to boil. Peegwish put in a large proportion of barley, lighted his pipe, and sat down to await the result with the patience of a Stoic. Wildcat sat beside him with equal patience. An hour passed, Peegwish dipped a wooden spoon into the pot and tasted. The result was not satisfactory  it burnt his lips. He let the spoonful cool, and tried again. The liquid was marvellously like barley-broth, with which delicacy he was well acquainted. Another hour passed; again he dipped the spoon, and again met with disappointment, for his brew was not yet beer. The sun went down, the moon arose, the stars came out, and still Peegwish and Wildcat sat watching and dozing over the big pot.

At last the former bade the latter watch alone while he slept. He lay back where he sat and slumbered instantly. Wildcat obeyed orders by heaping fresh logs on the fire and following suit. They snored in concert.

The night advanced; the uneasy grindings of the ice increased; the tinkling of a thousand snow-born rills filled the air with liquid melody. The sub-glacial murmuring of many waters filled many hearts with anxious care, and numerous households near the rivers brink sat up the live-long night to watch  perhaps to pray. Intermittent cracking of the ice kept up the sound, as it were, of spattering musketry, and occasional loud reports were interspersed like the thunder of heavy guns.

At grey dawn Peegwish awoke, looked slowly round, observed his sister asleep, and seized her by the nose. She awoke, rose hastily, and stirred the fire. An inspection of the big pot showed that its contents had become barley porridge. Even Peegwishs imagination failed to regard it as beer. But Peegwish had been somewhat sobered by his sleep. Hearing the ominous sounds on the river he jumped up and ran outside. The sight that presented itself was sufficiently alarming. During the night the water had risen six feet, and the ice had been raised to a level with the floor of the Indians hut. But this was not the worst. A short tongue of land just above the hut had up to that time formed a sort of breakwater to the dwelling. Now, however, the ice had been forced quite over the barrier by the irresistible pressure behind, and even while he gazed a great wedge of ice, nearly five feet thick and several yards in length, was being reared up like a glittering obelisk, and forced slowly but surely down upon the hut.

Peegwish had not recovered from his first surprise when the obelisk broke off by its own weight and fell in a mass of ruins, whilst the ice behind kept thrusting with terrible force towards him.

If Peegwish was sluggish by nature his malady was evidently not incurable. He uttered a shout, and leaped back into his hut like a panther. His sister came out, gave one glance at the river, became wild-cattish for the first time in her life, and sprang after her brother.

A few seconds later and the pair reappeared, bearing some of their poor possessions to a place of safety higher up the bank. They returned for more, and in a very few minutes had the whole of their worldly wealth removed from their doomed edifice. Then they sat down on the bank, and sadly watched the destruction of their home.

From their point of view they could see that the main body of ice on the river was still unbroken, and that it was merely a huge tongue, or needle, which had been thrust up at that point by the form of the land above referred to. The shattered masses were soon forced against the side of the hut. There was a slight pause and a creaking of timbers; then the ice slipped upwards and rose above the roof. More ice came down from above  slowly grinding. Again there was a pause. The creaking timbers began to groan, the hut leaned gently over. One of the door-posts snapped, the other sloped inwards, the roof collapsed, the sides went in, the ice passed over all, and the hut of Peegwish was finally obliterated from off the face of the earth. So, a giant with his foot might slowly and effectually crush the mansion of a snail!




Chapter Fourteen.

The Flood begins to do its Work.

It is very sad that the hut of poor Peegwish has been carried away, observed Miss Martha Macdonald, while presiding at the breakfast-table.

Yes, it iss fery sad, responded Angus Macdonald, in a somewhat unamiable tone; but it iss more sad that he will pe living in our kitchen now, for that wuman Wildcat must pe there too, and it iss not coot for Wildcat to live in the kitchen. She will pe too fond of the kitchen altogether, an she will pe a greater thief than our own cawtie, for she is more omniferous an not so easy to scare.

But cook is as good as a weasel at watching cats, returned Martha, with a smile; and it is reason we have to be thankful we have no heavier trouble, Angus, for many of the people up the river are driven out of their houses.

What you say iss true, Martha. Just pefore breakfast I met that Cherman crater, Winklemann, ridin to the mission-house for help. The ice would pe scrapin the end of his gardin, he was tellin me, an if the ruver would pe risin another fut it would come into the house. He says the people are goin off to the mountain like flocks of sheep, carryin their coots and trivin their cattle pefore them. It is fery pad times, whatever.

In the parlour of Willow Creek House the breakfast party enlarged on the same theme.

Things look serious, observed Samuel Ravenshaw, as he commenced his third egg. If the water rises at this rate much longer, not only the houses that stand low on the river banks, but the whole settlement will be in danger. It is said that four houses and a barn were swept away last night by the force of the ice somewhere above the mission premises, and that about sixty people slept in the church.

It is well that our house stands high, said Mrs Ravenshaw. Dont you think, Sam, that we might have the barn prepared, in case some of our neighbours have to leave their houses?

The barn is ready, mother, said Elsie. Father and I have been arranging it all the morning with the aid of Peegwish, poor fellow, who has been sent to us by Macdonald.

Ay, and its as trim as an hospital, added Mr Ravenshaw; but I hope it wont be wanted. The ice is now clearing away. When it is gone, the river will be sure to fall.  Tell the boy to saddle the horse, Cora, continued the old gentleman, attacking his fourth egg. I shall ride up to see how Winklemann gets on. Lambert is helping him.

Is Lamberts own house safe? asked Elsie, with a glance at her sister.

Safe enough just now, replied her father; for it stands much higher and further back.

Dont forget old Liz Rollin, said Elsie. Her hut stands high, but if things get worse she will be in danger, and there is no one to look after her, you know.

No fear of my forgetting the mother of the man who is helping to search for my dear boy, returned Ravenshaw, besides, old Liz is not without friends. Both Louis and Winklemann have promised to keep their eyes on her.

This reference to the mother of Michel Rollin turned the thoughts of the party into a channel that was very familiar, for the lost Tony and his brother were seldom absent from their thoughts. Of late, however, they had ceased to talk much of the absent ones, because, as months flew by without any tidings, their anxieties increased, and as their fears increased they felt less inclined to talk hopefully. Long before the breaking up of the ice Mr Ravenshaw had sent off an expedition at his own cost in search of the searchers. It consisted of a trusty Indian and two half-breeds. They were to cross the plains towards the Saskatchewan district, and make inquiries among the fur-traders there; but nothing had yet been heard of them, and although the face and figure of Tony were never absent from the old mans memory, his name was not now so frequently on his lips.

A sigh from Miss Trim revealed clearly the nature of her thoughts. Poor Miss Trim! Her occupation was almost gone since Tonys disappearance. Besides losing the terrible and specific task of teaching Tony his lessons, the amiable lady had lost the general duty of keeping Tony in order, putting right what Tony had put wrong, and, generally, undoing what Tony did. She also missed painfully those little daily attentions to her hands and shins, which were rendered necessary in consequence of Tonys activity with his nails and the toes of his boots, to say nothing of his teeth. For many weeks past  it seemed to her years  Miss Trim had not bandaged a cut, or fomented a bruise, or mollified a scratch with ointment. She absolutely felt as though she had suffered bereavement.

The silence which had descended on the breakfast-table was not broken until Mr Ravenshaws horse was reported ready at the door. On his way to the main road the old gentleman had to pass close to the summer-house on the knoll so much coveted by Angus Macdonald. There he reined up a few minutes. The position commanded an extensive view, and the aspect of the river was sufficiently alarming. The ice, which by that time had broken up, was rolling and crashing along with inconceivable force before the impetuous torrent. The water had risen to such a height that the lower lands were completely inundated. That it was still rising was made obvious by the fact that the rolling masses at the river-sides were being thrust higher and higher on obstructing points, carrying bushes and trees before them. Even while he gazed a lofty elm that grew on a low part of Angus Macdonalds property was overthrown as if it had been a mere twig, and swept away. Several young maple and oak trees further down shared the same fate a few minutes later.

The house of Angus was full in view. It occupied a mound nearly, though not quite, as high as the knoll on which he stood, and was still, like his own dwelling, far above the reach of the raging flood. The spot where the hut of Peegwish had stood was by that time deep below the surface of the ice-torrent.

Mr Ravenshaw did not remain long in contemplation. The weather, which had been stormy, became suddenly cold, and a blinding fall of sleet induced him to button his greatcoat up to the chin as he hastened away.

Arriving at the mission station after a gallop of several miles, he found a state of things which almost beggars description. Men, women, and children were hurrying to and fro, laden with their chief valuables, or driving carts loaded with household goods, which they deposited on the mission premises for safety, preparatory to the desertion of houses, which was expected to take place on the morrow. Goods of every description were scattered about in wild confusion, for many of the people were half mad with alarm. The missionary, with his assistants, was doing his best to reduce the chaos to order.

Farther up the river Mr Ravenshaw encountered Herr Winklemann bearing a huge arm-chair on his shoulders. Mine hause is toomed! he said.

Doomed? I hope not. Where are you going with the chair?

To zee hause of old Liz.

Without waiting for a rejoinder the stout German hurried on, and was soon lost to view among the bushes. Ravenshaw followed him shortly afterwards, and found old Liz arranging and piling away the belongings of Winklemann, who, after depositing the arm-chair by the side of the fire opposite the corner occupied by Daddy, had returned to his doomed house for more. Anxious to know in what condition his friends house was, the old gentleman took the road to it. The house of old Liz, as we have said, stood high, and well back from the river. It had been made a place of refuge by the nearest neighbours, and was not only filled but surrounded by goods and furniture, as well as live stock. A dense mass of willow bushes, by which the little hut was surrounded, completely shut out the view all round, except backward, in the direction of the prairie, so that Ravenshaw did not come in sight of the spot where the flood had already commenced its work of destruction until he had traversed a footpath for nearly a quarter of a mile. Many wet and weary settlers passed him, however, with their possessions on their backs, and here and there groups of women and children, to all of whom he gave a cheering word of hope and encouragement.

On clearing the bushes the full extent of desolation was presented to view. The river here had overflowed its banks, so that a large part of the country wore the aspect of a lake. Knolls and slight eminences, which in happier times had been scarcely observable, now stood boldly out as conspicuous islets, while many farmhouses were either partly submerged or stood on the margin of the rising waters which beat against them. There was a strong current in some places, elsewhere it was calm; but the river itself was clearly traceable by the turmoil of crashing ice and surging water which marked its course. Men and women were seen everywhere  in the water and out of it  loading carts or barrows with their property, and old people, with children, looked on and shivered, for the thermometer had fallen to five degrees below the freezing-point of Fahrenheits scale, as indicated by the thermometer at the parsonage. The sleet had ceased, and the wind had fallen, but dark masses of clouds hurried athwart the lowering sky, and the dreary character of the scene was heightened by the poor cattle, which, being turned out of their warm places of shelter, stood on knolls or in the water and lowed piteously.

One of the most conspicuous objects of the scene, from Ravenshaws point of view, was poor Winklemanns house  a small one which stood on a low spot already surrounded by water. In front of it was Winklemann himself, wading through the flood, without coat or hat, and carrying a large bundle in his arms.

What have you got there? asked Ravenshaw, as German went staggering past.

Mine moder, he replied, and hurried on.

Herr Winklemann had a mother  as old as the hills, according to his own report, and any one who beheld her feeble frame and wrinkled visage might well have believed him. With tender regard for her welfare her stout son had refrained from removing or even alarming her until the last moment, partly from fear that fright and the removal might do her serious injury, and partly from the hope that the flood had reached its highest point; but when the danger to his dwelling became great he resolved to carry her to the hut of old Liz, and, as a preliminary step, had removed her old arm-chair, as we have seen, to be ready for her reception. On returning to the house, however, he found that a portion of the river bank above had unexpectedly given way, diverging the flood a little in that part, so that his dwelling was already a foot deep in water. The old woman, however, lay safely on the bed where Winklemann had placed her, and was either unconscious of, or indifferent to what was going on. She did indeed look a little surprised when her son wrapped the blanket, on which she lay, completely round her, and took her up in his arms as if she had been a little child, but the look of surprise melted into a humorous smile as he drew the last fold over her face. She clearly believed it to be one of her dear boys little practical jokes, and submitted without a murmur.

Staggering through the flood with her, as we have said, Winklemann carried her to the cottage of old Liz, who received her with tender care, helped to place her in the big chair, and remembering Daddys tendency to fall into the fire, tied her securely therein.

Meanwhile Winklemann ran back to his house, where he found Mr Ravenshaw and Louis Lambert assisting several men to secure it on its foundations by tying it with ropes to the nearest trees.

Joining these, he lent his powerful aid; but a power greater than his was at work, which could not be resisted. Not only did the water rise at an alarming rate and rush against the house with tremendous violence, but great cakes of ice bore down on it and struck it with such force as to make every timber tremble. Like all the other houses of the settlement, it was built entirely of wood, and had no other foundation than the levelled ground on which its framework stood.

When the water rose considerably above his knees, and ice-floes threatened to sweep him away, Mr Ravenshaw thought it was time for an elderly gentleman to retire. The others continued for some time longer securing the ropes and, with poles, turning aside the ice; but ere long they also were driven to the higher ground, and compelled to stand idly by and watch the work of destruction.

Youve got everything out, I fancy? asked Lambert.

Everyting, replied Winklemann, with a deep sigh; noting is left but zee hause.

An that wont be left long, observed Mr Ravenshaw, as a huge mass of ice went against its gable-end like a battering-ram.

It seemed to be the leader of a fresh battalion of the destroyer. A succession of ice-floes ran against the house and trees to which it was fastened. An additional rush of water came down at the same time like a wave of the sea. Every one saw that the approaching power was irresistible. The wave, with its ice-laden crest, absolutely roared as it engulfed the bushes. Two goodly elms bowed their heads into the flood and snapped off. The ropes parted like packthread; the building slewed round, reeled for a moment with a drunken air, caught on a shallow spot, and hung there.

Ach! mine goot old hause  farvell! exclaimed Winklemann, in tones of deepest pathos.

The house bowed as if in recognition of the old familiar voice, sloped into deeper water, gurgled out its latest breath, like a living thing, through its doors and windows, and sank beneath the wreck and ruin of its old surroundings.

It was what men aptly term a clean sweep, but Winklemanns was not the only house that succumbed to the flood on that occasion. Many besides himself were rendered homeless. That night, (the 4th of May), the waters rose four feet, and the settlers even on the higher grounds began to think of flight.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Flood continues to do its Work.

Rapidly and steadily did the waters of the Red River rise, until, overflowing all their banks, they spread out into the plains, and gradually settler after settler retired before the deluge, each forsaking his home at the last moment, and going off in quest of higher ground with his cattle and property.

These high places were not numerous, for the whole region was very level. Many settlers discovered at that time a number of features in the colony which had been unrecognised before, and found refuge on spots which had never been observed as lying above the dead level of the plains. Even these spots were not all safe. Many of them were speedily submerged, and those who had fled to them sought refuge on the still higher knolls, which soon became inconveniently crowded. Some miles from the river there was an elevation of ground named the Little Mountain, and to this many of the people repaired. It was about as deserving of its title as is a molehill; nevertheless it proved a safe asylum in the end.

Louis Lambert was driven from his home the day after that on which the house of his friend Winklemann was destroyed. His house was a stout one of two storeys, and, owing to its position, was less exposed to the current of the flood than many other dwellings. Confident of its strength and the security of its position, its owner had carried all his goods and furniture to the upper storey, but on returning, after assisting his friend, he found the water in it so high that he feared it might be set afloat  as some of the houses had already been  and finally made up his mind to remove. But where should he remove to? That was the question.

To zee hause of old Liz, observed his friend. It is close to hand, an zere is yet room.

This was true, but Lamberts inclinations turned in the direction of Willow Creek; he therefore protested there was not room.

No, no, he said; its not fair to crowd round old Liz as we are doing. Ill ride down to Ravenshaws and see if there is room on his ground to place my property. There will be plenty of time. Even if the water should go on rising, which I hope it wont, my house cant float for many hours. Meanwhile, if youll fetch round the boat, and place some of the heavy goods in it, youll be doing me a good turn.

Vell, vell, muttered the German, as he looked after his friend with a quiet smile and a shake of the head, dere is no madness like lof! Ven a man falls in lof he becomes blind, qvite blind!

The blind one, meanwhile, mounted his steed and galloped away on the wings of lof. Lambert was a reckless rider, and an impatient though good-natured fellow. He dashed at full speed through shallow places, where the floods were creeping with insidious, tide-like persistency over the farm-lands, and forded some of the creeks, which almost rendered swimming unavoidable; but in spite of his daring he was compelled to make many a vexatious détour in his headlong course down to Willow Creek. On the way his mind, pre-occupied though it was, could not escape being much affected by the scenes of devastation through which he passed. Everywhere near the river houses were to be seen standing several feet deep in water, while their owners were either engaged in conveying their contents in boats and canoes to the nearest eminences, or removing them from such eminences in carts to spots of greater security. Some of the owners of these deserted houses had become so reckless or so despairing under their misfortunes, that they offered to sell them for merely nominal sums. It is said that some of them changed hands for so small a sum as thirty shillings or two pounds.

Cantering round the corner of a fence, Lambert came within a hundred yards of a house round which the water was deep enough to float a large boat. Here he observed his friends, John Flett and David Mowat, embarking household goods into a large canoe out of the parlour window. Riding into the water, Lambert hailed them.

Hallo, Flett, dee want help?

Thank ee, no; this is the last load. Got all the rest down to the church; the minister is lettin us stow things in the loft.

Youre in too great haste, Flett, returned Lambert. The water cant rise much higher; your place is sure to stand.

Not so sure o that, Louis; theres a report brought in by a redskin that all the country between the sources of the Assinaboine and Missouri is turned into a sea, and the waters o the Missouri itself are passing down to Lake Winnipeg. He says, too, that a whole village of redskins has been swept away.

Bah! its not true, said Lambert.

True or false, rejoined Flett, resuming his work, its time for me to clear out o this.

Forsaking the road, which he had hitherto attempted to follow, Lambert now stretched out at full gallop into the plains. He came to a small creek and found that the simple wooden bridge had been washed away, and that the waters of the river were driving its tiny current in the wrong direction. In a fit of impatience he applied the whip to his steed, which, being a fiery one, rushed furiously at the creek. Fire does not necessarily give an untrained horse power to leap. The animal made an awkward attempt to stop, failed, made a still more awkward attempt to jump, failed again, and stumbled headlong into the creek, out of which he and his master scrambled on the opposite side.

Lambert shook himself, laughed, leaped into the saddle, and went off again at full speed. He came to the mission station, but did not stop there. It still stood high above the waters, and was crowded with settlers. Not far from it was a spot of rising ground, which was covered with more than a hundred tents and wigwams belonging to Canadian and half-breed families. Passing on, he came upon other scenes of destruction, and finally arrived at the abode of old Mr Ravenshaw. It, like the mission premises, still stood high above the rising flood. The family were assembled in the chief sitting-room, old Ravenshaw enjoying a pipe, while the ladies were variously occupied around him.

Youve heard the report brought by the Indian about the flood, I fancy?

Oh, yes; but I give no ear to reports, said the old gentleman, emitting an indignant puff of smoke; they often end like that.

True; nevertheless, its as well to be prepared, said Lambert, with a glance at Elsie and Cora, who sat together near the window; and Ive come to beg for house-room for my goods and chattels, for the old house is not so safe as I had thought.

Theres plenty of room in the barn for people in distress, said Elsie, with a glance at her sister.

Or in the cow-house, added Cora, with a laugh and a slight toss of her head; weve had the cattle removed on purpose to make room for you.

How considerate! And the cow-house of Willow Creek, with its pleasant associations, is a palace compared to the hall of any other mansion, said the gallant Louis.

A crash was heard outside just then. On looking from the windows, a great cake of ice about five feet thick, with a point like a church spire, was seen attempting, as it were, to leap the lower end of the garden-fence. It failed; but on making a second attempt was more successful. The fence went slowly down, and the spire laid its head among the vegetables, or rather on the spot where the vegetables would have been had the season been propitious. It was accompanied by a rush of water.

The sight was viewed with comparative composure by old Mr Ravenshaw, but his better half took it less quietly, and declared that they would all be drowned.

I hope not! exclaimed Miss Trim fervently, clasping her hands.

Were high and dry just now, Louis, said Mr Ravenshaw gravely, but Willow Creek wont be a place of refuge long if the rise goes on at this rate. See, my neighbour is beginning to show signs of uneasiness, though the ground on which he stands is not much lower than my own.

As he spoke, the old fur-trader pointed to the house of Angus Macdonald, where a large cart was being loaded with his property.

Angus himself entered at the moment to beg leave to remove some of his valuables to his friends barn.

It iss not the danger, you see, Muster Ruvnshaw, that troubles me; it iss the watter. There are some things, as the leddies fery well know, will pe quite destroyed py watter, an it is puttin them out of harms way that I will pe after.

Put whatever you like in the barn, Macdonald, said Mr Ravenshaw promptly; Elsie and I have had it and the other outhouses prepared. You are heartily welcome. I hope, however, that the water wont rise much higher.

The watter will rise higher, Muster Ruvnshaw, returned Angus, with the decision of an oracle; an it will pe goot for us if it will leave our houses standin where they are. Peegwish will be tellin me that; an Peegwish knows what he iss apout when he is not trunk, whatever.

Peegwish did indeed know what he was about. At the very time that Angus was speaking about him, Peegwish, feeling convinced that Macdonalds house was in danger, was on his way to the mission station, which he knew to be a place of greater safety, and where he felt sure of a welcome, for the Reverend Mr Cockran  in charge at the time  had a weakness for the old hypocrite, and entertained strong hopes of bringing about his reformation. For two days he stayed in the parsonage kitchen, smoking his pipe, revelling in the odds and ends, such as knuckle-bones, stray bits of fat and tripe, which fell to his lot, and proudly exhibiting himself in one of the ministers cast-off black coats, which contrasted rather oddly with a pair of ornamented blue leggings and a scarlet sash. When not busy in the kitchen, he went about among the homeless settlers assembled round the mission, sometimes rendering a little help, oftener causing a good deal of obstruction, and vainly endeavouring to obtain beer, while he meditated sadly now and then on his failure in the brewing line.

At the end of these two days, however, a great change took place at the mission station, for the flood continued steadily to increase until it reached the church and parsonage, and drove the hundreds of people who had assembled there away to the more distant knolls on the plains. Mr Cockran, with his household and Sabbath scholars, besides a few of the people, resolved to stick to the church as long as it should stick to the ground, and Peegwish remained with them. He had unbounded confidence in the good missionary, and still more unbounded confidence in the resources of the parsonage kitchen. Wildcat was similarly impressed.

At last the water rose to the church itself and beat against the foundations of the parsonage, for the current was very strong and had carried away some of the fences. All the people were thus obliged to take refuge in the church itself, or in the parsonage.

On the 13th of May there were very few dry spots visible on or near the banks of the Red River. Dozens of houses had been carried away, and were either destroyed or stranded on localities far from their original sites. As far as the eye could reach, the whole region had been converted into a mighty lake, or rather sea; for in the direction of the plains the waters seemed to join the horizon. Everywhere this sea was studded with islets and knolls, which grew fewer and smaller as the floods increased. Here and there piles of floating firewood looked like boats with square-sails in the distance, while deserted huts passed over the plains with the stream like fleets of Noahs arks!

When the water began to touch the parsonage, its owner gave orders to collect timber and make preparation for the erection of a strong stage as a final place of refuge.

Come, said he to Peegwish, when his orders were being carried out; come, get your canoe, Peegwish, and we will pay a visit to the poor fellows on the knoll up the river.

The Indian waded to a spot close by, where his canoe was fastened to a post, and brought it to the door, after the fashion of a gondolier of Venice. The faithful Wildcat took the bow paddle; the clergyman stepped into the middle of the craft and sat down.

They shot swiftly away, and were soon out of sight. The day was calm and warm, but the sky had a lurid, heavy appearance, which seemed to indicate the approach of bad weather. Paddling carefully along to avoid running against sunk fences, they soon came into the open plains, and felt as though they had passed out upon the broad bosom of Lake Winnipeg itself. Far up the river  whose course was by that time chiefly discernible by empty houses, and trees, as well as bushes, half-submerged  they came in sight of a stage which had been erected beside a cottage. It stood only eighteen inches out of the water, and here several women and children were found engaged in singing Watts hymns. They seemed quite comfortable, under a sort of tarpaulin tent, with plenty to eat, and declined to be taken off, though their visitors offered to remove them one at a time, the canoe being unable to take more. Further up, the voyagers came to the hut of old Liz.

This hut was by that time so nearly touched by the water that all the people who had formerly crowded round it had forsaken it and made for the so-called mountain. Only Liz herself remained, and Herr Winklemann, to take care of their respective parents.

Do you think it safe to stay? asked the clergyman, as he was about to leave.

Safe, ya; qvite safe. Besides, I have big canoe, vich can holt us all.

Good-bye, then, and remember, if you want anything that I can give you, just paddle down to the station and ask for it. Say I sent you.

Ya, I vill go down, said Herr Winklemann gratefully. And Herr Winklemann did go down, much to his own subsequent discomfiture and sorrow, as we shall see.

Meanwhile Mr Cockran reached the knoll which he had set out to visit. It was of considerable extent, and crowded with a very miscellaneous, noisy, and quarrelsome crew, of all sorts, ages, and colours, in tents and wigwams and extemporised shelters.

They received the clergyman heartily, however, and were much benefited by his visit, as was made apparent by the complete though temporary cessation of quarrelling.

The elements, however, began to quarrel that evening. Mr Cockran had intended to return home, but a gale of contrary wind stopped him, and he was fain to accept the hospitality of a farmers tent. That night the storm raged with fury. Thunder and lightning added to the grandeur as well as to the discomfort of the scene. Some time after midnight a gust of wind of extreme fury threw down the farmers tent, and the pole hit the farmer on the nose! Thus rudely roused, he sprang up and accidentally knocked down Peegwish, who happened to be in his way. They both fell on the minister, who, being a powerful man, caught them in a bear-like grasp and held them, under the impression that they had overturned the tent in a quarrel while he was asleep.

At that moment a cry of fire was raised. It was found that a spark from a tent which stood on the windward side of the camp had caught the long grass, and a terrestrial conflagration was added to the celestial commotions of the night. It was a moment of extreme peril, for the old grass was plentiful and sufficiently dry to burn. It is probable that the whole camp would have been destroyed but for a providential deluge of rain which fell at the time and effectually put the fire out.

Of course Mr Cockran became very anxious about those he had left at home, for the storm had increased the danger of their position considerably. Happily, with the dawn the gale moderated. The improvement did not, indeed, render canoeing safe, for the white-crested waves of that temporary sea still lashed the shores of the new-made islet; but the case was urgent, therefore the clergyman launched his canoe, and, with Peegwish and the faithful Wildcat, steered for the station.




Chapter Sixteen.

Winklemann and Old Liz get into Trouble.

At the parsonage, before the storm had fairly begun, the canoe party was thought of with considerable anxiety, for Mrs Cockran knew how frail the craft was in which her husband had embarked, and among the sixty-three persons who had taken refuge with her not one was capable of taking command of the rest in a case of emergency. Great, therefore, was her satisfaction when Herr Winklemann appeared in his canoe with a request for a barrel of flour.

You shall have one, said Mrs Cockran, and anything else you may require; but pray do not leave me to-night. I can give you a comfortable bed, and will let you go the moment my husband returns. I fully expect him this evening.

Madam, answered the gallant Winklemann, with a perplexed look, you is vere goot, bot de gale vill be rise qvickly, an I dares not leaf mine moder vidout protection.

Oh! but just stay for an hour or two, entreated Mrs Cockran, and show the people how to go on with the stage. Perhaps my husband may return sooner than we expect. Perhaps the storm may not come on; many such threatenings, you know, come to nothing.

Winklemann looked anxiously up at the sky and shook his head, but the entreaties of the lady prevailed. The good-natured German consented to remain for a ver leetle time, and at once set about urging on and directing the erection of the stage. This stage was planned to be a substantial platform about thirty feet square, supported on posts firmly driven into the ground, so that the water might pass freely under it. In the event of the parsonage becoming untenable it would form a refuge of comparative safety.

It was while Winklemann was busily engaged on the stage that the storm broke forth which compelled the clergyman to spend the night on the islet, as already described. Of course the storm also forced Winklemann to remain at the station. But that impulsive youths regard for his moder would not permit of his giving in without a struggle. When he saw that the gale increased rapidly, he resolved to start off without delay. He launched his canoe; a half-breed in his employment managed the bow paddle, but they found that their united strength was insufficient to drive the craft more than a hundred yards against wind and waves. Returning to the station, Winklemann engaged two additional men to aid him, but the increasing gale neutralised the extra force. After a vain struggle the canoe was hurled back on the knoll, a wave caught the bow, overturned it, and threw the men into the water at the very door of the parsonage.

The canoe was partially broken. Time was required to repair it. Time also gave the gale opportunity to gather power, and thus the chafing German was compelled to spend the night at the station.

Meanwhile, those men whom he had left behind him spent a terrible night, but the brunt of the trouble fell upon old Liz.

Poor old Liz! She was a squat piece of indomitable energy, utterly regardless of herself and earnestly solicitous about every one else.

When the storm commenced, her dwelling had begun to show symptoms of instability. This fact she carefully concealed from Daddy and old Mrs Winklemann, who remained in their respective chairs smiling at each other, for both were accustomed to good treatment from their children, and regarded life in general from a sunny point of view. They knew that something very unusual was going on, but the old frau said  or thought  to herself, My boy will look after me! while Daddy said, or thought, Liz knows all about it. Happy trustful spirits! Enviable pair!

Having informed the pair that she was going away for a minute or two to look after something outside, old Liz left them. She found herself up to the knees in water, of course, the moment she passed the doorway. From an outhouse she procured a strong rope. This she fastened to a large iron ring in the side of the hut, and attached the other end to a thick tree whose branches overshadowed it. Even during the brief time she was thus engaged the flood increased so rapidly, and the rising wind blew so wildly, that the poor creature was almost carried off her short legs. But old Liz had a powerful will, and was strong-hearted. Having accomplished her object, and lost for ever her frilled cap in so doing, she struggled back towards the door of the hut. A passing billet of firewood tripped her up and sent her headlong into the flood. She disappeared, but emerged instantly, with glaring eyes, gasping mouth, and streaming hair. A resolute rush brought her to the door-step; she seized the door-post, and was saved.

Hech! but its an awfu time, gasped old Liz, as she wrung the water from her garments. Comin, Daddy! Ill be their this meenit. Ive gotten mysel a wee wat.

Whats wrang? asked Daddy, in a feeble voice, as his ancient daughter entered.

Its only a bit spate, Daddy. The hoose is amaist soomin, but yeve nae need to fear.

Im no feared, Liz. What wad I be feared o whan yere there?

Ver is mine boy? demanded old Mrs Winklemann, looking round.

Hes gane to the kirk for floor. Neer fash yer heed aboot him. Hell be back afore lang.

The old woman seemed content, though she did not understand a word of Lizs Scotch.

Bless mine boy, she said, with a mild smile at Daddy, who replied with an amiable nod.

But this state of comparative comfort did not last long. In half an hour the water came over the threshold of the door and flooded the floor. Fortunately the old couple had their feet on wooden stools and thus escaped the first rush, but old Liz now felt that something must be done to keep them dry. There was a low table in the room. She dragged it out and placed it between the couple, who smiled, under the impression, no doubt, that they were about to have their evening meal.

Daddy, Im gaun to pit yer legs on the table. Itll be mair comfortabler, anll keep ye oot o the wat.

Daddy submitted with a good grace, and felt more easy than usual, the table being very little higher than his chair. Mrs Winklemann was equally submissive and pleased. Covering the two pairs of legs with a blanket, old Liz produced some bread and cheese, and served out rations thereof to keep their minds engaged. She plumed herself not a little on the success of the table-and-legs device, but as the water rose rapidly she became anxious again, though not for herself. She waded about the hut with supreme indifference to the condition of her own lower limbs. At last she mounted upon the bed and watched, as the water rose inch by inch on the legs of the two chairs.

What wull I do whan it grups them? she muttered, experiencing that deep feeling of anticipation with which one might watch the gradual approach of fire to gunpowder.

The objects of her solicitude snored pleasantly in concert.

Itll kill them wi the cauld, to say naething o the start, continued the old woman with deepening, almost desperate, anxiety. Oh man, man, what for did ye leave us?

This apostrophe was addressed to the absent Winklemann.

One inch more, five minutes longer, and the flood would reach the bodies of the old couple. Liz looked round wildly for some mode of delivering them, but looked in vain. Even if her strength had been adequate, there was no higher object in the room to which she could have lifted them. The bed, being a truckle one, and lower than the chairs, was already submerged, and old Liz herself was coolly, if not calmly, seated in two inches of water. At the very last moment deliverance came in an unexpected manner. There was a slight vibration in the timbers of the hut, then a sliding of the whole edifice. This was followed by a snap and a jolt: the ring-bolt or the rope had gone, and old Liz might, with perfect propriety, have exclaimed, in the words of the sea song, Im afloat! Im afloat! and the Rover is free!

For one moment her heart failed; she had read of Noahs ark, but had never quite believed in the stability of that mansion. Her want of faith was now rebuked, for the old hut floated admirably, as seamen might say, on an even keel. True, it committed a violent assault on a tree at starting, which sent it spinning round, and went crashing through a mass of drowned bushes, which rendered it again steady; but these mishaps only served to prove the seaworthiness of her ark, and in a few minutes the brave little woman revived. Splashing off the bed and spluttering across the room, she tried to open the door with a view to see what had happened and whither they were bound, for the two windows of the mansion were useless in this respect, being fitted with parchment instead of glass. But the door was fast, and refused to open.

Well a be lost! exclaimed Daddy, in alarm, for he had been awakened by the shock against the tree, and was now slightly alive to their danger.

Ver is mine boy? asked the old frau, in a whimpering voice.

Nae fear o ee, said Liz, in a soothing tone. Him that saved Noah can save us.

Open the door an see where we are, lassie, said the old man.

Itll no open, Daddy.

Try the wundy, then.

Im sweerd to break the wundy, said Liz. Losh, man, Ill try the lum!

The chimney, to which old Liz referred, was capacious enough to admit a larger frame than hers. Moreover, it was a short one, and the fire had long ago been drowned out. With the enthusiasm of an explorer, the little woman stooped and entered the fireplace. She felt about inside for a few moments, and in doing so brought down an enormous quantity of soot. Immediately there was a tremendous coughing in the chimney.

Lassie! lassie! come oot! Vell be chokit, cried Daddy, in alarm.

Hoots, man, hand yer gab, was the polite reply.

Liz was not to be easily turned from her purpose. Raising one leg up she found a crevice for her right foot, and the aged couple beheld the old creature, for the first time, in the attitude of a danseuse, standing on one toe. Next moment the remaining leg went up, and she disappeared from view. If there had been any one outside, the old woman would have been seen, two minutes later, to emerge from the chimney-top with the conventional aspect of a demon  as black as a Zulu chief, choking like a chimpanzee with influenza, and her hair blowing freely in the wind. Only those who have intelligently studied the appearance of chimney-sweeps can form a proper idea of her appearance, especially when she recovered breath and smiled, as she thought of her peculiar position.

But that position was one which would have damped the courage of any one except old Liz. The storm was beginning to grow furious; the sun, which had already set, was tingeing the black and threatening clouds with dingy red. Far as the eye could reach, the once green prairie presented an angry sea, whose inky waves were crested and flecked with foam, and the current was drifting the hut away into the abyss of blackness that seemed to gape on the horizon.

What see ye, Liz? cried Daddy, bending a little, so as to send his voice up the chimney.

I see naethin but watter; watter everywhere, said Liz, unconsciously quoting the Ancient Mariner, and bending so as to send her reply down. She did more; she lost her balance, and sent herself down to the bottom of the chimney, where she arrived in a sitting posture with a flop, perhaps we should say a squash, seeing that she alighted in water, which squirted violently all over her sooty person.

This sudden reappearance astonished the aged couple almost more than it surprised Liz herself, for she could not see herself as they saw her.

Hech! but that was a klyte; but neer heed, Daddy. Im nane the waur. Eh, but Ill hae to clean mysel, said old Liz, rising slowly and going straight to a corner cupboard, whence she took a slab of soap, and began to apply it vigorously, using the entire room, so to speak, as a wash-tub. The result was unsatisfactory; beginning the process as a pure black, she only ended it as an impure mulatto, but she was content, and immediately after set herself to fasten the aged pair more securely in their chairs, and to arrange their limbs more comfortably on the table; after that she lighted a candle and sat down on the sloppy bed to watch.

Thus that household spent the night, rocked, as it were, on the cradle of the deep.

At daylight Herr Winklemann rose from his sleepless couch at the parsonage, and finding that the wind had moderated, launched his canoe. He left the mission station just an hour before Mr Cockran returned to it.

Anxious was the heart of the poor youth as he wielded the paddle that morning, and many were the muttered remarks which he made to himself, in German, as he urged the canoe against wind and current. As he neared home his fears increased. On reaching a certain part from which he had been wont to descry the chimney of old Lizs hut, he perceived that the familiar object was gone, and uttered a mighty roar of horror.

The half-breed in the bow ceased paddling, and looked back in alarm.

Git on, you brute! shouted Winklemann, at the same time exerting his great strength as though he meant to urge the light craft out of the water into the air.

A few minutes more and they swept round into the space where the hut had once stood. There was nothing left but the bit of rope that had been made fast to the ring-bolt. Poor Winklemann let his paddle drop and sank almost double with his face in his hands.

Mine moder, was all he could say, as he groaned heavily. In a few seconds he recovered with a start and bade the man in the bow paddle for his life.

Winklemann, of course, knew that the house must have floated downwards with the current, if it had not been utterly overwhelmed. He directed his search accordingly, but the breadth of land now covered by the flood caused the currents to vary in an uncertain manner, as every ridge, or knoll, or hollow in the plains modified them. Still, there could be only one general direction. After a few minutes of anxious reflection the bereaved man resolved to keep by the main current of the river. He was unfortunate in this, for the hut, in commencing its adventurous career, had gone off in the direction of the plains. All day he and his companion paddled about in search of the lost family, but in vain. At night they were forced to return to the parsonage for a little food and rest, so as to fit them for a renewal of the search on the following morning.

At the mission station they found Mr Cockran, with his wife and forty of his people, established on the stage. Early in the day the water had burst into the parsonage, and soon stood a foot deep on the floor, so that the pastor deemed it high time to forsake it and take to the last refuge. It was a crowded stage, and great was the anxiety of many of the mothers upon it lest their little ones should be thrust over the edge into the water. No such anxiety troubled the little ones themselves. With that freedom from care which is their high privilege, they even gambolled on the brink of destruction.

Next day was the Sabbath. To go to church was impossible. There were three and a half feet of water in that building. The day was fine, however, and sunny. The pastor, therefore, had service on the stage, and being an earnest, intelligent man, he made good use of the floods and the peculiarity of their circumstances to illustrate and enforce his discourse.

Long before the hour of worship had arrived, however, poor Winklemann went off in his canoe, and spent the whole of that day, as he spent several succeeding days, in anxious, diligent, hopeful, but finally despairing search for his lost old moder.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Waves still rise, and Miss Trim comes to Grief.

On the night of the 15th the gale broke out again with redoubled fury, and the stage at the mission station was shaken so much by the violence of the waves and wind that fears were entertained of its stability, despite its great strength. The water rose six inches during that night, and when the vast extent of the floods is taken into account, this rise was prodigious. The current was also so strong that it was feared the church itself, with the property and people in its loft, would be swept away.

Towards daylight a boat was seen approaching. It turned out to be that of Mr Ravenshaw, containing himself and Lambert, with a crew from Willow Creek. The house of the old gentleman had, he said, much water in the lower rooms, so that he had been driven to its upper floor; but he felt sure of its strength, having himself helped to lay its foundations. Knowing the danger of those who dwelt in the parsonage, he had come to offer an asylum to as many as his house would hold. But Mr Cockran declined to quit his post. The gale was by that time abating, the cheering daylight increasing; and as he had a large boat of his own moored to a neighbouring post, he preferred to remain where he was. Mr Ravenshaw therefore ordered Louis to hoist the sail, and bidding adieu to the clerical party, returned to Willow Creek.

Of all the household there, Miss Trim had viewed the approach of the water with the greatest anxiety and Mrs Ravenshaw with the greatest philosophy. Miss Trim, being an early riser, was the first to observe the enemy on the morning of its entrance. She came down-stairs and found the water entering the house quietly by the sides, oozing from under the boards and secretly creeping along till it covered the floors. She rushed up-stairs to alarm Mr Ravenshaw, and met that active old gentleman coming down. He set to work at once to rescue his goods on the lower floor, while Miss Trim, in great excitement, went and roused the girls, who leaped up at once. Then she went to Mrs Ravenshaws room.

Oh, Mrs Ravenshaw, get up quick; the flood is coming in at last  over the floors  through the chinks  up the seams  everywhere  do  do get up! We shall all be

She stopped. A long-drawn sigh and a gentle hush! was all the reply vouchsafed by Mrs Ravenshaw.

A quarter of an hour later Miss Trim came nervously back. Its rushing in now like anything! Oh, do get up! We may have to fly! The boards of the floor have been forced up, and theyve had to take the door off its hinges

She stopped again. Mrs Ravenshaw, with placid face and closed eyes, had replied with another gentle hushsh!

Descending once more, Miss Trim was met by a sudden stream, which had burst in the back door. Rushing again into the old ladys bedroom, she cried vehemently, Woman! wont you get up?

Why should I? asked the other in a sleepy tone. Isnt Samuel looking after it?

Of course he is, but

Well, well, interrupted the old lady, a little testily, if hes there its all right. He knows what to do, I dont. Neither do you, Miss Trim; so pray go away and let me sleep.

Poor Miss Trim retired discomfited. Afterwards when the family were driven to the upper storey of the dwelling she learned to regard things with something of Mrs Ravenshaws philosophy.

One morning at daylight there was a calm so profound that the sleepers at Willow Creek were not awakened until the sun rose in a cloudless sky and glittered over the new-born sea with ineffable splendour. It was a strange and sad though beautiful sight. Where these waters lay like a sheet of glass, spreading out to the scarce visible horizon, the grass-waves of the prairie had rolled in days gone by. There were still some knolls visible, some tops of trees and bushes, like islets on the sea, and one or two square masses of drift-wood floating slowly along with the now imperceptible current, like boats under full sail. Here and there could be seen several wooden houses and barns, some of which had come down from the upper parts of the settlement, like the hut of old Liz, and were stranded awkwardly on shoals, while others were still drifting over the watery waste.

All this was clearly visible from the windows of the upper room, in which slept the sisters Elsie and Cora, and presented itself to the former when she awoke like a vision of fairyland. Unable to believe her eyes, she rubbed them with her pretty little knuckles, and gazed again.

How beautiful! she exclaimed.

The exclamation awoke Cora, who sat up and yawned. Then she looked at her sister, and being only half-awake, smiled in an imbecile manner.

Isnt it? asked Elsie.

Splendid! replied Cora, turning to the windows. Oh, Im so sleepy!

She sank on the pillow again and shut her eyes.

Come, Cora, let us finish the discussion we began last night about Louis Lambert, said Elsie, with an arch smile.

No, I wont! Let me sleep. I hate Louis Lambert! said Cora, with a shake of her uppermost shoulder.

Elsie laughed and rose; she was already dressed. Mr Ravenshaw had on the previous night ordered both his daughters to lie down in their clothes, as no one could tell what might happen to the house at any moment. The flood had not yet begun to abate; Elsie could tell that, as she sat arranging her hair, from the sound of water gurgling through the lower rooms.

We have said that the Ravenshaws had been driven by the floods to the upper floor of their residence. This floor consisted of three bedrooms and a lumber-room. One of the bedrooms was very small and belonged to the sisters, to whose sole use it was apportioned. For convenience, the other two rooms were set apart on this occasion as the male and the female rooms of the establishment, one being used by as many of the women as could get comfortably into it, the other by the men. The overflow of the household, including those neighbours who had sought refuge with the family, were accommodated in the adjoining barn, between which and the main building communication was kept up by means of a canoe, with Peegwish and Wildcat as the ferrymen. The lumber-room having had most of its lumber removed, was converted into a general hall, or salon, where the imprisoned family had their meals, received their friends, and discussed their trials. It was a rather dusty place, with sloping roof, no ceiling, and cross-beams, that caused cross tempers in those who ran against them. In one corner a door, removed from its hinges, did duty as a dresser. In another Mr Ravenshaw had erected a small stove, on which, being rather proud of his knowledge of cookery, he busied himself in spoiling a good deal of excellent food. A couple of planks, laid on two trunks, served for a table. Such cooking utensils and such portions of light furniture as were required had been brought up from the rooms below, that which was left having been weighted with large stones to prevent its being carried away, for the lower doors and windows had been removed to prevent their being driven in or out, as the case might be.

So complete was the destruction everywhere, that Samuel Ravenshaw had passed into a gleeful state of recklessness, and appeared to enjoy the fun of thus roughing it rather than otherwise, to the amusement of his amiable wife, who beheld his wasteful and daring culinary efforts without a murmur, and to the horror of Miss Trim, who was called upon to assist in and share the triumphs as well as the dangers of these efforts.

Fetch the pepper now, Miss Trim. Thats it, thank ee.  Hallo! I say, the top has come off that rascally thing, and half the contents have gone into the pan!

He was engaged in frying a mess of pemmican and flour, of which provender he had secured enough to stand a siege of at least six months duration.

Never mind, he continued; in with more flour and more pemmican. Thats your sort. Itll make it taste more like curry, which is hot enough, in all conscience.

But pepper is not like curry, said Miss Trim, who had a brother in India, and was consequently a secondhand authority on Indian affairs. Curry is hot, no doubt, and what one may call a seasoning; but it has not the flavour of pepper at all, and is not the colour of it, and

Yes, yes, I know all about that, Miss Trim. Why, theres a box of it, isnt there, in the little cupboard on the stair? I quite forgot it. Fetch it, please, and well have real pemmican curry; and rouse up my lazy girls as you pass. Dont disturb Mrs R, though. The proverb says, Let sleeping  no, I dont mean that exactly. By the way, dont slip on the stair. The waters about up to that cupboard. Mind, there are six feet water or more in the passage now, and if

He stopped, for Miss Trim had already left the room, just as Lambert entered it.

The cupboard to which Miss Trim had been sent was an angular one, let into the wall to utilise a crooked corner. The step of the stair immediately below it was the last dry one of the flight. From that step to the bottom was held by the flood, which gurgled oilily through the deserted basement. Descending to that step with caution, and gazing anxiously at her own image reflected below, she opened the cupboard door.

Now, it chanced that Angus Macdonalds Cochin-China hen, having been driven from its own home by the flood, had strayed into Mr Ravenshaws house and established itself, uninvited, in the cupboard. It received Miss Trim with a croak of indignation and a flutter. Starting back with a slight, Oh! the poor lady fell; and who shall adequately describe, or even imagine, the effects of that fall? Many a time had Miss Trim descended that stair and passage on her feet, but never until then had she done so on her back, like a mermaid or a seal! Coming to the surface immediately, she filled the house with a yell that almost choked the hearers, caused old Ravenshaw to heave the pemmican curry into the lap of Lambert, and induced Lambert himself to leap down-stairs to the rescue like a harlequin. The bold youth had to swim for it! A gurgle at the far end of the passage told where Miss Trim was going down, like wedding announcements, for the third and last time. Lambert went in like an otter, caught the lady in his arms, and bore her to the staircase, and thence to the upper floor in a few minutes. She was at once taken to the sisters bedroom, and there restored to life and lamentation.

My dear, said Mr Ravenshaw to his wife when she appeared, youd better look after our breakfast  Ive made a mess of it, and Ill go over to Angus Macdonald and invite him and his household to come and stay with us. Their house must be almost afloat by this time.

The old gentleman hailed Peegwish, who was outside in the canoe at the moment.

That would-be brewer at once made for the house, paddled his canoe through the doorway and up the passage to the staircase, where Wildcat, who managed the bow paddle, held on by the bannister while Mr Ravenshaw embarked. Reissuing from the doorway, they made for their neighbours residence.

Macdonalds house had indeed become almost uninhabitable. It stood so deep in the water that only the upper windows were visible. The chimneys and roofs of some of the outhouses formed, with the main building and a few tree-tops, a small Archipelago.

You are fery kind, Mr Ruvnshaw, said Angus from an upper window, beneath which the canoe floated. It iss not improbaple that my house will pe goin down the river like a post, but that iss nothing  not anything at all  when there will pe such a destruction goin on all over the settlement whatever. It iss fery coot of you, oo ay. I will put my fuddle into the canoe, an my sister she will pe ready at wance.  Wass you ready, Martha?

A voice from the interior intimated that Miss Martha would be, ready in two minutes.

Pe quick, then, said Macdonald, looking inwards while he lowered his violin, to which he was passionately attached, into the canoe, you hef not much time to waste, Martha, for it wass time we will pe goin.

In a few minutes Angus Macdonalds house was abandoned to its fate, and himself and sister, with a couple of domestics, were added to the number of refugees who crowded to the abode of hospitable Sam Ravenshaw.

Hef you forgotten the cawtie? asked Angus of his sister, while assisting her to land on the steps from which Miss Trim had taken her dive.

No, Angus, Ive got it in my basket, but I fear the poor old hen has been lost. Its all over the house I sought for it before comin away, but

A triumphant cackle from the cupboard overhead interrupted Miss Martha.

Ha! ha! shouted Mr Ravenshaw; thats where the sound came from this morning! And I do believe it must have been that brute which caused Miss Trim to fall into the water.

With a twinkle in his eye, the old gentleman related the incident of the morning, while Angus, with a grim expression, kept his eye on Beauty, who gazed inquiringly out at the half-open door of her retreat.

It iss a pad craitur youve peen  fery pad  ever since I got you, but it iss no more mischief you will pe dooin after this  whatever.

Angus seized the unfortunate hen by the neck as he spoke, and flung it along the passage, where it fell into the water, and went cackling and choking through the doorway.

Beautys powers were varied as well as surprising. Although thus, for the first time in her life, compelled to take to the water, she swam as well as any duck, and went straight off as if by instinct, to the forsaken house. From the window of the lumber-room Angus saw her reach it, scramble, somehow, on to its roof, and there utter a crow of defiance that would have done credit to her defunct husband. There was one other object besides his own house and surroundings which Angus saw from that window. It was the smoking-box on the willow-clad knoll, which formed a separate island in the flood. The sight stirred up unpleasant recollections. He turned from the window, and gave his attention to the substantial breakfast to which his host invited him.

The greater part of that day was spent in rearranging the habitable parts of Willow Creek, and placing the more delicate valuables further out of danger. At night candles were lighted, fresh wood was heaped up in the stove, and the lumber-room became comparatively comfortable.

Will you play us a tune, Angus? said Louis Lambert, drawing a stool between Elsie and Cora and sitting down. The ladies, you know, never tire of your music.

I hef not anything new, replied Angus, with becoming modesty; but if the leddies wass willin to listen to some o the old tunes, my fuddle an I will try what we can do.

We love the old tunes best, said Cora.

As every one else echoed the sentiment, Angus, nothing loath, began to discourse sweet sounds, which, to say truth, were indeed very sweet, and mingled not inharmoniously with the sound of waters which gurgled gently underneath.

Angus could play Scotch reels in a manner that made dancing almost unavoidable, but he preferred slow, plaintive music, and on this occasion indulged his taste to the full, so as to fling a mantle of quiescence and pathos over the family circle.

Samuel Ravenshaw had retired to a darkish corner to enjoy his pipe, but the music awoke sad memories. The lost Tony came vividly before him, and beside his darling boy arose the dark form of the Red Man, whose mode of taking his revenge had been to him so terrible, all the more terrible that the nature of the old man was secretive in regard to sorrow. His joys he was ever ready to share with every one, but his griefs he smothered in his own breast, and scorned to let his countenance betray his heart.

No one knew how much he suffered. Perhaps Elsie understood him best. At all events she had become more earnest and thoughtful in her attentions after that dark day when her little brother was spirited away. Leaving Lambert to Cora, she went over to her father, sat down beside him, and, laying her head upon his shoulder, listened with a sort of melancholy pleasure to the sweet strains of the violin.

They were suddenly and rudely awakened from this state of quiescence by a blinding flash of lightning, followed almost instantaneously by a tremendous clap of thunder which sounded like colliding worlds overhead, and then rolled away in deep mutterings of discontent. This was repeated at short intervals, then the rain and hail came down in torrents, and the wind rose so that soon the waves began to beat violently on the house. The day which had begun so calmly ended in furious storm  emblematic of many a day in every human life.

Seated there with feelings of awe and anxiety, the Ravenshaw household passed the night in silence.

And still the waters of the Red River continued to rise  slowly, it is true, and inch by inch instead of foot by foot  until these settlers in the great wilderness began to think, with something akin to superstitious fear, of that mighty deluge which had been sent to submerge the world in the days of old.




Chapter Eighteen.

Old Ravenshaw goes Exploring and Rescuing.

Another fine calm day came to comfort the victims of the flood in the midst of that tempestuous time, with its April character of mingled storm and sunshine. The rise in the water on the previous night had been almost imperceptible. Feeling, therefore, somewhat easier in his mind, old Mr Ravenshaw determined to embark in his boat for the purpose of paying a visit to those unfortunates who, after being driven from their homes, had taken refuge on the imperceptible eminence which had been styled The Mountain. Taking with him Lambert and a stout crew, he embarked from his upper bedroom window, bade his wife and daughters an affectionate adieu, hoisted his sail, and pushed off.

The hoisting of the sail was a mere matter of form.

Its of no use at present, but will be ready to catch the first puff that may favour us, observed the old gentleman, as he sat down and took the tiller. Give way, lads.

The oars were dipped, and the Willow Creek mansion was soon but a speck on the horizon of the watery waste.

And now the old fur-trader learned the full extent of the desolation with which it had pleased God to visit the settlement at that time. While taken up with the cares and anxieties connected with Willow Creek, he was of course aware that terrible destruction, if not death, must have been going on around him; but now, when he rowed over the plains, saw the state of things with his own eyes, and heard the accounts of many settlers, some of whom he rescued from positions of danger, the full extent of the damage done by the great flood of 1826 was borne powerfully in upon his mind.

The varied stories which some had to tell of their escapes, others of their losses, and all, of their sufferings, were sad as well as interesting. Some of the people had taken shelter in garrets or on stages, where they had to wait anxiously till some boat or canoe should turn up to rescue them. Some had been surprised by the sudden rise of the flood at night while asleep, and had wakened to find themselves and their beds afloat. Two men who had gone to sleep on a rick of hay found themselves next morning drifting with the current some three miles below the spot where they had lain down. Others, like old Liz, had been carried off bodily in their huts. Not a few had been obliged to betake themselves to the housetops until help came. Some there were who took to swimming, and saved themselves by clinging to the branches of trees; yet, strange to say, during the whole course of that flood only one man lost his life. (See Note 1.)

It was very different, however, with regard to the lower animals. When at its height the water spread out on each side of the river to a distance of six miles, and about fourteen miles of its length, so that not only were many horses, cattle, pigs, and poultry drowned in the general stampede, but the pretty little ground squirrels were driven out of their holes, and along with rats, mice, snakes, and insects, perished in thousands. Even the frogs discovered that too much of a good thing is bad, for they found no rest for the soles of their feet, except floating logs, planks, and stray pieces of furniture, on which many of them were seen by our voyagers gazing contemplatively at the situation.

Everywhere houses and barns were seen floating about, their owners gone, but with dogs and cats in the doorways and windows, and poultry on the roofs; and the barking, mewing, and cackling of these, with the squealing of sundry pigs, tended to increase the general desolation. Such of the contents of these houses as had been left behind in the flight were washed out of them, and the waters were sprinkled here and there with bedsteads, chairs, tables, feather-beds, and other property, besides the carcasses of dead animals.

At certain points of the river, where there were shallows towards which the currents set, carts, carioles, boxes, carriages, gigs, fencing, and property of every description were stranded in large quantities and in dire confusion, but much of the wreck was swept onward and engulfed in Lake Winnipeg.

The unfortunate settlers found refuge ultimately, after being driven from knoll to knoll, on the higher ground of the Assinaboine, on the Little Mountain, and on a low hill twelve miles from the settlement.

On his way to the Little Mountain Mr Ravenshaw touched at the mission station. Here the various groups in the garret of the parsonage, the gallery of the church, and on the stage, were greatly reduced in numbers, many of the refugees having availed themselves of the visits of several settlers and gone off to the mountain in their boats or canoes, with what of their property they had managed to save.

Among those who remained there was a marked spirit of cheerful submission.

You see, said the pastor, in reply to an observation of Mr Ravenshaw on this point, I have endeavoured to impress upon my poor people that mere quiet submission to the inevitable is not a Christian characteristic, that men of all creeds and nations may and do thus submit, and that it is the special privilege of the follower of Jesus to submit cheerfully to whatever befalls  pleasant or otherwise  because he has the promise that all things shall work together for his good.

Humph! said the trader with a shrug of his shoulders; it seems to me that some of us dont avail ourselves much of our privilege.

The pastor could scarcely repress a laugh at the grumpy tone in which his visitor spoke.

You are right, Mr Ravenshaw, none of us come nearly up to the mark in our Christian course. The effort to do so constitutes much of the battle that we have to fight, but our comfort is, that we shall be more than conquerors in the long-run. There sits a widow now, he continued, pointing to an Indian woman seated on the stage who was busy making a pair of moccasins for a little child that played by her side, who is fighting her battle bravely at present. Not a murmur has yet escaped her lips, although she has lost all her possessions  except her boy.

Ah! except her boy! The old trader did not speak. He only thought of Tony and quickly changed the drift of the conversation.

Soon after leaving the mission station a breeze sprang up; the sail filled; the oars were pulled in, and they went more swiftly on. Ere long they sighted the stage on which the women had been previously discovered singing hymns. They did not sing now. Their provisions were failing, their hopes of an abatement in the flood were dying out, and they no longer refused to accept deliverance from their somewhat perilous position.

Have you seen anything of Herr Winklemann lately? asked Lambert of one of the women.

Nothing; but John Flett and David Mowat passed our stage yesterday in a canoe, and they told us that the hut of old Liz Rollin has been carried away with her and her father and Winklemanns mother, and they say that her son has been seen in a small canoe rangin about by himself like a madman searchin for her.

The moment we reach the Mountain Ill get hold of a canoe and go in search of him, said Lambert.

Right, boy! right! said Ravenshaw; I fear that something may have happened to the poor lad. These small canoes are all very well when you can run ashore and mend em if they should get damaged, but out here, among sunk posts and fences, and no land to run to, it is dangerous navigation.  Hist! Did ye hear a cry, lads?

The men ceased to talk, and listened intently, while they gazed round the watery waste in all directions.

Besides a stranded house here and there, and a few submerged trees, nothing was to be seen on the water save the carcasses of a few cattle, above which a couple of ravens were wheeling slowly.

The cry was not repeated.

Imagination, muttered old Ravenshaw to himself, after Lambert had given a lusty shout, which, however, elicited no reply.

It must have been; I hear nothing, said Lambert, looking round uneasily.

Come, out oars again, lads, said the old gentleman, as the sail flapped in the failing breeze. Night will catch us before we reach  . Hallo! back your oars  hard! Catch hold of im.

A living creature of some sort came out from behind a floating log at that moment, and was almost run down. The man at the bow oar leaned over and caught it. The yell which followed left no shadow of doubt as to the nature of the creature. It was a pig. During the next two minutes, while it was being hauled into the boat, it made the air ring with shrieks of concentrated fury. Before dismissing this pig, we may state that it was afterwards identified by its owner, who said it had been swept way from his house two days before, and must therefore have been swimming without relief for eight-and-forty hours.

That accounts for the cry you heard, said Louis Lambert, when the screams subsided.

No, Louis; a pigs voice is too familiar to deceive me. If it was not imagination, it was the voice of a man.

The old trader was right. One of the objects which, in the distance, resembled so closely the floating carcass of an ox was in reality an overturned canoe, and to the stern of that canoe Herr Winklemann was clinging. He had been long in the water, and was almost too much exhausted to see or cry. When the boat passed he thought he heard voices. Hope revived for a moment, and he uttered a feeble shout, but he failed to hear the reply. The canoe happened to float between him and the boat, so that he could not see it as it passed slowly on its course.

Poor Winklemann! In searching wildly about the wide expanse of water for his lost mother, he had run his canoe violently against the top rail of a fence. The delicate birch bark was ripped off. In another minute it sank and turned bottom up. It was a canoe of the smallest size, Winklemann having preferred to continue his search alone rather than with an unwilling companion. The German was a good swimmer; a mere upset might not have been serious. He could have righted the canoe, and perhaps clambered into it over the stern, and baled it out. But with a large hole in its bottom there was no hope of deliverance except in a passing boat or canoe. Clinging to the frail craft, the poor youth gazed long and anxiously round the horizon, endeavouring the while to push the wreck towards the nearest tree-top, which, however, was a long way off.

By degrees the cold told on his huge frame, and his great strength began to fail. Once, a canoe appeared in the distance. He shouted with all his might, but it was too far off. As it passed on out of sight he raised his eyes as if in prayer, but no sound escaped his compressed lips. It was noon when the accident occurred. Towards evening he felt as though his consciousness were going to forsake him, but the love of life was strong; he tightened his grasp on the canoe. It was just then that he heard the voices of Ravenshaws party and shouted, but the cry, as we have said, was very feeble, and the poor fellows sense of hearing was dulled with cold and exhaustion, else he would have heard Lamberts reply.

Oh! mine moder! mine moder! he sighed, as his head drooped helplessly forward, though his fingers tightened on the canoe with the convulsive grasp of a drowning man.

Night descended on the water. The moon threw a fitful gleam now and then through a rift in the sailing clouds. All was still and dark and desolate above and around the perishing man. Nothing with life was visible save a huge raven which wheeled to and fro with a solemn croak and almost noiseless wing.

But the case of Winklemann was not yet hopeless. His chum, Louis Lambert, could not shake himself free from a suspicion that the cry, which had been put down to imagination, might after all have been that of some perishing human being  perhaps that of his friend. Arrived at the Little Mountain, Louis lost no time in obtaining a canoe, also an Indian to take the bow paddle.

The mountain, which was a mere undulation of the prairie, presented a strange scene at that time. Many settlers  half-breeds, Canadians, and Indians  were encamped there; some under tents of various sizes, others under upturned boats and canoes; not a few under the wider canopy of the heavens. Intermingled with the men, women, and children, were horses, cattle, sheep, pigs, poultry, dogs, cats, and pets of the feathered tribe, besides goods, household furniture, carts, etcetera, so that no words can adequately describe the scene. It was confusion worse confounded!

Many were the hospitable proposals made here to Louis Lambert that he should remain all night, for he was a general favourite, but to all these he turned a deaf ear, and set out on a searching expedition, in the canoe, just after the sun had gone down.

At first he made as straight as he could for the place where Mr Ravenshaw had fancied he heard the cry, but on consideration came to the conclusion that, as the current must have carried all floating objects considerably farther down the settlement by that time, he ought to change his course. Soon it grew too dark to see objects distinctly, but an occasional gleam of moonshine came to his aid. He passed several floating barns and cow-houses, but found them empty. He also nearly ran against several dead animals, but the silent Indian in the bow was wary and vigilant. Hope was at last beginning to die within Louiss breast, when he observed a raven circling round some floating object.

Ho! theres something yonder. Strike out, old copper-nose, he exclaimed, as he directed the canoe towards it.

The light craft cut the water like a knife, and was quickly alongside.

Why, it is a canoe, bottom up. Have a care. Ha! hold on!

Lambert nearly overturned his own canoe as he made a sudden grasp at something, and caught a man by the hair.

Hallo! I say, let go your canoe and hold on to me, cried Lambert, in excitement, but the man spoken to made no reply, and would not let go the wrecked canoe.

Lambert therefore hauled him powerfully and slowly alongside until his visage was level with the gunwale. Just then a gleam of moonlight broke forth and revealed the face of Herr Winklemann! The difficulties that now beset the rescuers were great, for the poor German, besides being stupefied, had grasped his canoe with tremendous power, and could not be detached. To get an active and living man out of the water into a birch canoe is no easy matter; to embark a half-dead one is almost impossible; nevertheless Lambert and his red-skinned comrade managed to do it between them. Raising his unconscious friend as far out of the water as possible, Louis caught one of his hands and wrenched it from its hold. Meanwhile the Indian leaned out of the opposite side of the canoe so as to balance it. Another violent wrench freed the other hand. It also freed Winklemanns spirit to some extent, and called it back to life, for he exclaimed, Vat is dat? in a tone of faint but decided surprise.

Here, lay hold of my neck, said Lambert, in a peremptory voice.

Winklemann obeyed. Lambert exerted all his strength and heaved. The Indian did not dare to lend a hand, as that would have upset the canoe, but he leaned still farther over its other side as a counterpoise. At last Lambert got his friend on the edge, and tumbled him inboard. At the same moment the Indian adroitly resumed his position, and Winklemann was saved!

Youll soon be all right, said Lambert, resuming his paddle. Havent swallowed much water, I hope?

No, no, said Winklemann faintly; mine lunks, I do tink, are free of vatter, but mine lecks are stranchly qveer. I hav no lecks at all! Pears as if I vas stop short at zee vaist!

Herr Winklemann said no more, but was swiftly borne, in a state of semi-consciousness, to his friends on the Little Mountain.



Twenty-six years later, in 1852, Red River Settlement was visited by a flood very similar in its main features to that of 1826, above described; and it is a curious coincidence that only one man lost his life during the latter flood; also, that the waters of the floods of both years began to subside on exactly the same date.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Red Man receives a Visitor, cogitates deeply, and acts with Decision.

We return now, to the red man, who, with his captive, spent the greater part of that winter on the slopes of the Rocky mountains, in a valley between two spurs of the range which merged gradually into the prairie.

In this sequestered spot Petawanaquat could, by turning to the right hand, seek the rugged haunts of the grizzly near and the Rocky Mountain goat; or, by turning to the left, ride after the buffalo on his own undulating plains. Here the Indian instructed Tony in all the mysteries of the hunters craft, showed him how to set traps for wolves and foxes, and snares for rabbits, and taught him how to use the gun, and how to follow the tracks of game in the snow. He also made him a little bow, with a sheaf of blunt-headed arrows, and a pair of snow-shoe frames, the interstices of which were filled up by the red mans wife.

Petawanaquat had only one wife, named Meekeye. He might have had half a dozen wives if he had chosen, because he was a strong, able, and successful hunter, which is equivalent to saying he was, for an Indian, a rich man, and among the Indians there is no legal limit, we believe, to the number of a mans wives. But our red man seemed to think one quite enough. He was very good to her  which is more than can be said, alas! of many white men. He never failed to bring her the tit-bits of all animals slain in the chase. He never beat her if she grew weary on the march, as too many of his savage countrymen are wont to do, but, on the contrary, relieved her of part of her burden, and, as a rule, carried the heaviest part of the family baggage on his own shoulders or sledge. Moreover, when on a visit with his furs to the stores of the fur-traders, he never failed to consult Meekeye as to every purchase that he made, and invariably gladdened her heart with gifts of scarlet cloth and white enamelled beads, and brilliant ribbons and little circular mirrors, which were deemed ample in size, though hardly big enough to display to advantage the point of an average nose. In short, Petawanaquat was quite un-Indian and chivalrous in his attentions to his squaw, who repaid him with faithful service, and, above all, with loving looks from the orbs which had originated her name.

Some people may think the loving looks produced the chivalry; others that the chivalry caused the looks. Whichever way it was, the result was mutual felicity. The red man had no family, hence Meekeye took to Tony with something of the fervour of a mother. Tony soon reciprocated. At first he indulged some of his mischievous tendencies, but, being only smiled at when he was naughty, found that the interest of being bad was gone, and ere long gave it up.

In the presence of his new father he never dared to be other than absolute perfection. Petawanaquats solemnity was too much for him. Thus it came to pass that Tony was soon thoroughly broken in. Meekeye taught him to make leggings and to ornament moccasins, for the boy was omnivorous in his thirst for knowledge. He swallowed everything with avidity, including immense quantities of food, so that his frame and mind developed together in a marvellous manner.

Of course the red man did not take Tony with him on his longest hunting expeditions, but he took him considerable distances from home notwithstanding, and showed him the far west sport in all its phases, insomuch that Tony, who could scarcely sit a trotting horse in the settlements, became Tonyquat the Fearless in the course of time  could ride bare-backed steeds with ease, and could send his little arrows into the flank of a buffalo with as much coolness, if not as much force, as his instructor.

Tony even got the length of drawing first blood from a grizzly bear. It happened thus:  

He was out with Petawanaquat one day, in a narrow defile of the mountains. The Indian carried his gun; the boy his bow. Tonys quiver contained two sorts of arrows, one set shod with iron, and sharp, the other set not only blunt, but with a lumpy wooden head, meant not to pierce but to stun birds.

Ho, look here! exclaimed Tony, fitting a blunt arrow to the string, and pointing up at a tree, among the branches of which sat a bird resembling a grey hen in size and colour.

Petawanaquat stopped, let the butt of his gun fall to the ground, rested his hands on the muzzle, and smiled approval.

The arrow flew, hit the bird on its astonished eye, and brought it down.

Good! Tonyquat will be a great chief, said the red man, with another grave nod.

Ho, look there! whispered Tony, glaring in the direction of a thicket while he fitted a sharp arrow to his bow.

Turning quickly, the Indian saw a grizzly bear rise from behind a rock and look at the hunters inquiringly. Before he could raise his gun he heard a twang, and next moment saw an arrow quivering in the bears neck. The roar of the enraged animal and the report of his own gun commingled. Another instant, and Tony found himself in the midst of the tree out of which he had just brought the grey bird, hurled there by Petawanaquat, who was himself not a moment too soon in climbing to the same place of refuge. From this point of vantage the Indian, having carried his gun up with him, fired several deadly shots, and killed the bear, whose claws Tony afterwards wore in commemoration of the event.

This was but one of the varied and stirring adventures which befell our little hero while under the care of his red-skinned captor.

What passed in the mind of the Indian during that winter Tony had little opportunity of knowing, for he was remarkably taciturn, though at night, when smoking the calumet over his wigwam fire, the thoughtful expression of his face, and occasional troubled look on his brows, suggested the idea that he was ill at ease. He frequently gazed at his captive as if about to speak to him seriously, but as often seemed to abandon the idea with something like a sigh.

One evening, however, Petawanaquat seemed more troubled than usual, and held frequent earnest consultations with Meekeye in an undertone, in the midst of which Tony could distinguish a few words, such as tracks, white strangers, encampment, etcetera. Before going to rest the Indian smoked an extra pipe, and then said  

Tonyquat is a brave boy!

Yes, answered Tony, with an air of gravity quite equal to that of his red father. The few months he had been in captivity had indeed wrought an almost miraculous change in the child. His ideas were much more manly. Even his speech had lost its childish lisp, and he had begun to express himself somewhat in the allegorical language of the American Indian. Under the influence of a will stronger than his own he had proved himself an apt scholar.

Tonyquat is a boy who keeps his word? continued the other, with a keen glance.

Tony turned his large eyes full on the Indian.

Has my Indian father ever found Tonyquat telling lies?

To this Petawanaquat said Good, and smoked his pipe with increasing vigour, while Tony sat with his hands clasped over one knee, gazing sternly at the fire, as though he were engaged in consulting on matters of life and death. He glanced, however, for one instant at Meekeye, to see that she observed his staid demeanour. The same glance revealed to Tony the fact that Meekeyes right foot was rather near the fire, with the red-hot end of a log close to it. Tonys own left foot chanced to rest on the other and unburnt end of the same log. A very gentle motion on his part sufficed to bring Meekeyes toes and the fire into contact. She drew back with a sudden start, but was too much of an Indian to scream. Tony was enough of one to remain motionless and abstracted like a brown statue. The slightest possible twitch at one corner of Petawanaquats mouth showed that he had observed the movement, but his brow did not relax as he said  

Tonyquat must make his red father a promise. White men are coming here. They travel towards the setting sun. If they hear the voice of Tonyquat they will take him away.

Will they take me to my own father? cried Tony, forgetting his rôle in the excitement of the moment.

Petawanaquat has said that the white strangers travel towards the setting sun. Red River lies in the direction of the rising sun. Would Tonyquat like to go with white strangers into the mountains?

Tony was most emphatic in his denial of entertaining any such desire, and declared with his wonted candour that he loved Petawanaquat and Meekeye next to his own father and mother.

If this be so, returned the Indian, Tonyquat must be dumb when the white men speak to him. He must know nothing. His voice must be more silent than the waters of a lake when the wind is dead.

Tony promised to be as dumb as a stone, as ignorant as a new-born infant, and as quiet as a dead man. He then questioned the Indian about the white men, but obtained no further information than that Petawanaquat had come on their camp unexpectedly the day before, had observed them secretly from among the bushes, knew that the route they were pursuing would infallibly lead them to his wigwam, and that therefore he had hurried home to be ready for them. He could not tell who the white men were. They looked like traders  that was all he knew, or, at least, chose to communicate.

That night Meekeye repainted Tonys neck and face with considerable care; dyed his luxuriant hair with grease and charcoal; touched up his eyebrows with the same, and caused him to dirty his hands effectively with mud and ashes.

Next morning, a little after sunrise, the twinkle of bells, the yelping of dogs, and the cracking of whips were heard. Petawanaquat and Tony had just time to step out of the tent when a cariole, somewhat in the form of a slipper-bath, drawn by four dogs, dashed up to the door. The dogs, being fresh and young, took to fighting. Their driver, who wore a head-dress with horns, belaboured the combatants and abused them in French, while a tall, quiet-looking man arose from the furs of the cariole, and, mounting the slope on which the Indian stood to receive him, advanced towards the wigwam. Some minutes later another team of dogs with a provision-sled and driver came rattling up.

What cheer? said the tall man heartily, as he held out his hand.

Wat-chee? replied Petawanaquat, grasping the hand, and repeating the phrase as he had learnt it in the settlements.

The tall man was very affable, and at once revealed the object of his journey. He was a missionary, he said, and was making a tour among the native tribes of that region to preach the good news of salvation from sin and its consequences through Jesus Christ the Son of God.

Petawanaquat listened with grave intelligence, but with the reticence of an Indian.

Some tribes of Indians, I have been told, are encamped not far from this spot, said the missionary through his interpreter.

Petawanaquat admitted that such was the case, and that some lodges of Indians were pitched in the mountains not two days march from his tent.

The missionary entered the wigwam and sat down. He gradually introduced the subject of his mission, and endeavoured to bring it home to the Indian and his wife, who, however, replied in very brief sentences. He also addressed Tony, but that sharp child seemed to be less impressionable than a pine stump, and refused to utter a word on any subject. The missionary, however, was a true man, with the love of God burning brightly in his breast. Although slightly disappointed he was not discouraged. He spoke of Christ crucified with great earnestness, and commended the Christian virtues  among others the duty of forgiving, nay, even loving, ones enemies, and especially of returning good for evil. He also dwelt much on the wickedness of harbouring revengeful feelings, and on the sweetness and blessedness of doing good to others  enforcing his arguments on the latter point by quoting the Saviours own words, Whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.

Still the red man listened with stolid composure, Meekeye with apparent indifference, and Tony with absolute vacancy, so that the missionary, after offering up a silent prayer, went on his way with a sad feeling at his heart that his labour with that family of savages had been in vain. He comforted himself, however, with the reflection that it is written, Your labour is not in vain in the Lord.

And he was right. His labour had not been in vain, though it was not given to him at that time to see the fruit thereof.

We have said that Petawanaquat had smoked and pondered deeply in the evenings that winter over his wigwam fire. His slightly enlightened mind had been busy with those difficult problems about good and evil, God and man, which seem to exercise all earnest souls more or less in every land, savage as well as civilised. The revenge which he had taken on Mr Ravenshaw was sweet  very sweet, for his indignation against that irascible old gentleman was very bitter; justifiably so, he thought. But the clergyman at Red River had enlightened the red mans conscience, and conscience being once aroused cannot easily be put to sleep again. His reasoning powers told him that the revenge which he had taken was far in excess of the injury which he had received. This was unjust, and conscience told him that injustice was wrong. The great Manitou Himself could not be unjust. Had He not taken the guilt of man on Himself in the person of Jesus, in order that, without injustice, He might be the justifier of sinners? Injustice is wrong, reiterated conscience again and again; but revenge is sweet, thought the Indian.

Now this visit of the missionary had cleared the mind of Petawanaquat to some extent. It was a new idea to him that returning good for evil was sweeter than revenge. He coupled this thought with the fact that the Saviour had laid down His life for His enemies, and the result was that a change, gradual but decided, was wrought in the red mans sentiments. The seed thus sown by the wayside fell into good ground. Unlike ordinary seed, it bore fruit during the winter, and that fruit ripened into action in the spring.

Tonyquat, said the red man one morning, after much of the snow had left the ground, your Indian father intends to start on a long journey to-morrow.

Petawanaquat, replied Tony, your white-faced son is ready to follow.

It must be understood that Tonys language was figurative, for at the time he was speaking his white face was changed so much by paint and smoke that it quite equalled that of his adopted father in dirty brownness.

Meekeye will get ready, continued the Indian. Our journey shall be towards the rising sun.

The result of this order was that on the following day the Indians leather tent was taken down, wrapped up into a bundle, and fastened to a couple of poles along with the rest of the family property. One end of each of these poles was fastened to a horse like shafts; the other ends were left to trail on the ground, the load resting between these ends and the steeds tail. It was, as it were, a cart without wheels or body. Meekeye mounted the horse after the fashion of a man. Petawanaquat and Tony together mounted another steed. Three dogs formed part of the establishment. These were harnessed to little poles like those of the horse, and each dragged a little load proportioned to his size. Thus they left the spur of the Rocky Mountains and travelled over the plains towards Red River settlement.

About the same time, and with the same destination in view, and not far distant from the same region, another party on horseback commenced their journey towards the rising sun.

The two parties ultimately met  but these and other matters we shall reserve for our next chapter.




Chapter Twenty.

A Terrible Disaster and a Joyful Meeting.

We left Ian Macdonald, it will be remembered, far away in the western wilderness, suffering from the wounds received during his memorable and successful combat with a grizzly bear. These wounds were much more serious than had at first been supposed, and, despite the careful nursing of Vic Ravenshaw and Michel Rollin, he grew so weak from loss of blood that it became evident to all of them that they should have to take up their abode in that wild unpeopled spot for a considerable period of time. They therefore planned and built a small log-hut in a wood well stocked with game, and on the margin of a little stream where fish abounded.

At first Victor resolved to ride to the nearest fort of the fur-traders and fetch a doctor, or the means of conveying their wounded friend to a place where better attendance and shelter were to be had, but insurmountable difficulties lay in the way. There were no doctors in the land! The nearest abode of civilised man was several hundred miles distant, and neither he nor Rollin knew the way to any place whatever. They had depended entirely on Ian as a guide, and now that he was helpless, so were they! It would have been difficult for them even to have found their way back to the Red River Settlement without the aid of the scholastic backwoodsman. They were constrained, therefore, to rest where they were, hoping from day to day that Ian would regain strength sufficient to bear the fatigue of a journey. Thus the winter slowly slipped away, and wild-fowl  the harbingers of spring  were beginning to awake the echoes of the northern woods before Ian felt himself strong enough to commence the journey homewards.

That winter, with all its vicissitudes, hopes, fears, adventures, and pleasures, we must pass over in absolute silence, and re-introduce our three friends on the evening of a fine spring day, while riding over a sweep of prairie land in the direction of a thick belt of forest.

The river must be somewhere hereabouts, said Ian, reining up on an eminence, and gazing earnestly round him.

Vas you ever here before? asked Rollin.

Ay, once, but not at this precise spot. I dont quite recognise it. I hope my long illness has not damaged my memory.

If we dont reach the river soon, said Victor, with something of weariness in his tone, this poor brute will give in.

Victor referred to his horse, which had been reduced by some unknown disease to skin and bone.

However, Im well able to walk, he continued, more cheerfully; and it cant be long before we shall fall in with the river, and some Indians, who will sell or lend us a canoe.

Ah! my cheval is not much more better dan your von, said Rollin; and he spoke the truth, for his horse was afflicted with the same disease that had attacked that of Victor. Ians steed, however, was in excellent condition.

That night the invalid horses were freed from all their troubles by a pack of wolves while their owners were asleep. They had been hobbled so carelessly that they had broken loose and strayed far from the encampment. Being weak they fell an easy prey to their sneaking enemies.

Next day, however, the three friends reached the river of which they were in search, found a family of Indians there who bartered with them a canoe and some provisions for the remaining horse, and continued their homeward journey by water.

For a time all went well. The river was in high flood, for the snow-fall there, as elsewhere, had been unusually heavy, but all three were expert voyageurs, and succeeded in steering past difficulties of all kinds, until one afternoon, when good fortune seemed to forsake them utterly. They began by running the canoe against a sunk tree, or snag, and were obliged to put ashore to avoid sinking. The damage was, however, easily remedied; and while Ian was busy with the repairs his comrades prepared a hot dinner, which meal they usually ate cold in the canoe. Next they broke a paddle. This was also easily replaced. After that they ventured to run a rapid which almost proved too much for them; it nearly overturned the canoe, and filled it so full of water that they were compelled to land again, unload, and empty it.

Dat is too bad, observed Rollin, with a growl of discontent.

It might have been worse, said Ian.

Bah! returned Rollin.

Pooh! ejaculated Victor.

Very good, said Ian; I only hope the truth of my remark maynt be proved to both of you.

It has been asserted by the enemies of Ian Macdonald that the catastrophe which followed was the result of a desire on his part to prove the truth of his own remark, but we acquit him of such baseness. Certain it is, however, that the very next rapid they came to they ran straight down upon a big stone over which the water was curling in grand fury.

Hallo! shouted Ian, in sudden alarm, dipping his paddle powerfully on the right.

Hi! yelled Rollin, losing his head and dipping wildly on the same side  which was wrong.

Look out! roared Victor.

He might as well have roared Look in, for any good that could have come of it. There was a crash; the canoe burst up and doubled down, the bow was hurled high in the air, the rest of it lay out limp, and disappeared. Rollin went clean over the rock, Victor went round it, and Ian, after grasping it for a second, went under it apparently, for, like the canoe, he disappeared. That rapid treated these voyagers roughly. Of the three, Michel Rollin appeared to suffer most. After sending him round the stone in a rush of foam that caused his arms and legs to go round like a mad windmill, it sucked him down, rubbed his head on the boulders at the bottom, shot him up feet foremost into the air, received him on its raging breast again, spun him round like a teetotum, and, at last, hurled him almost contemptuously upon a sandbank at its foot.

Ian and Victor also received a severe buffeting before gaining the same sandbank, where they faced each other in a blaze of surprise and horror!

Unable to find words to express their feelings, they turned simultaneously, and waded in silence from the sandbank to the shore.

Here a consultation of the most doleful character that can be imagined was entered into.

Everything lost, said Ian, sitting down on a bank, and wringing the water out of his garments.

Not even a gun saved, said Victor gravely.

No, nor von moutful of pemmican, cried Rollin, wildly grasping his hair and glaring.

The poor fellow seemed to his friends to have gone suddenly mad, for the glare of despair turned to a grin of wild amusement, accompanied by a strange laugh, as he pointed straight before him, and became, as it were, transfixed.

Turning to look in the direction indicated, they beheld a small Indian boy, absolutely naked, remarkably brown, and gazing at them with a look of wonder that was never equalled by the most astonished owl known to natural history.

Seeing that he was observed, the boy turned and fled like an antelope. Rollin uttered a yell, and bounded away in pursuit. The half-breed could easily have caught him, but he did not wish to do so. He merely uttered an appalling shriek now and then to cause the urchin to increase his speed. The result was that the boy led his pursuer straight to the wigwam of his father, which was just what Rollin wanted. It stood but a short distance from the scene of the wreck.

And now, when, to all appearance, they had reached the lowest turn in the wheel of fortune, they were raised to the highest heights of joy, for the Indian proved to be friendly, supplied them with provisions to continue their journey, and gave them a good bow and quiver of arrows on their simple promise to reward him if he should visit them at Red River in the course of the summer. He had not a canoe to lend them, however. They were therefore constrained to complete their journey over the prairies on foot.

You see, I said that things might be worse, said Ian, as they lay on their backs beside each other that night after supper, each rolled in his blanket and gazing complacently at the stars.

Yes, but you did not say that they might also be better. Why did not your prophetic soul enable you to see further and tell of our present state of comparative good fortune, Mr Wiseman? asked Victor with a sigh of contentment.

I did not prophesy, Vic; I only talked of what might be.

Vat is dat you say? vat might be? exclaimed Rollin. Ah! vat is is vorse. Here am me, go to bed vidout my smok. Dat is most shockable state I has yet arrive to.

Poor fellows! said Ian, in a tone of commiseration.

You indeed lose everything when you lose that on which your happiness depends.

Bah! ejaculated Rollin, as he turned his back on his comrades and went to sleep.

A feeling of sadness as well as drowsiness came over Victor as he lay there blinking at the stars. The loss of their canoe and all its contents was but a small matter compared with the failure of their enterprise, for was he not now returning home, while Tony still remained a captive with the red man? Ians thoughts were also tinged with sadness and disappointment on the same account. Nevertheless, he experienced a slight gleam of comfort as the spirit of slumber stole over him, for had he not, after all, succeeded in killing a grizzly bear, and was not the magnificent claw collar round his neck at that very moment, with one of the claw-points rendering him, so to speak, pleasantly uncomfortable? and would he not soon see Elsie? and  . Thought stopped short at this point, and remained there  or left him  we know not which.

Again we venture to skip. Passing over much of that long and toilsome journey on foot, we resume the thread of our tale at the point when our three travellers, emerging suddenly from a clump of wood one day, came unexpectedly to the margin of an unknown sea!

Lak Vinnipeg have busted hisself, an cover all de vorld, exclaimed Rollin, with a look of real alarm at his companions.

The Red River has overflowed, and the land is flooded, said Ian, in a low solemn voice.

Surely, surely, said Victor, in sudden anxiety, there must have been many houses destroyed, since the water has come so far, but  but, fathers house stands high.

Ians face wore a troubled look as he replied  

Ay, boy, but the water has come more than twelve miles over the plains, for I know this spot well. It must be deep  very deep  at the Willow Creek.

Vat shall ye do vidout bot or canoe?

Rollins question was not heeded, for at that moment two canoes were seen in the distance coming from the direction of Lake Winnipeg. One was paddled by an Indian, the other by a squaw and a boy. They made straight for the spot where our travellers were standing. As they drew near, Victor hailed them. The boy in the bow of the foremost canoe was observed to cease paddling. As he drew nearer, his eyes were seen to blaze, and eager astonishment was depicted on his painted face. When the canoe touched land he leaped of it, and, with a yell that would have done credit to the wildest redskin in the prairie, rushed at Victor, leaped into his arms, and, shouting Vic! Vic! besmeared his face with charcoal, ochre, vermilion, and kisses!

To say that Victor was taken by surprise would be feeble language. Of course he prepared for self-defence, at the first furious rush, but the shout of Vic! opened his eyes; he not only submitted to be kissed, but returned the embrace with tenfold interest, and mixed up the charcoal, ochre, and vermilion with his mouth and pose and Tonys tears of joy.

Oh, it was an amazing sight, the meeting of these brothers. It is hard to say whether the eyes or the mouth of the onlookers opened widest. Petawanaquat was the only one who retained his composure. The eyes of Meekeye were moistened despite her native stoicism, but her husband stood erect with a grave sad countenance, and his blanket folded, with his arms in classic fashion, on his breast. As for Rollin, he became, and remained for some time, a petrifaction of amazement.

When the first burst was over, Victor turned to Petawanaquat, and as he looked at his stern visage a dark frown settled on his own, and he felt a clenching of his fists, as he addressed the Indian in his native tongue.

What made you take him away? he demanded indignantly.

Revenge, answered the red man, with dignified calmness.

And what induces you now to bring him back? asked Victor, in some surprise.

Forgiveness, answered Petawanaquat.

For a few moments Victor gazed at the calm countenance of the Indian in silent surprise.

What do you mean? he asked, with a puzzled look.

Listen, replied the Indian slowly. Petawanaquat loves revenge. He has tasted revenge. It is sweet, but the Indian has discovered a new fountain. The old white father thirsts for his child. Does not the white mans Book say, If your enemy thirst, give him drink? The red man brings Tonyquat back in order that he may heap coals of fire on the old white fathers head. The Great Spirit has taught Petawanaquat that forgiveness is sweeter than revenge.

He stopped abruptly. Victor still looked at him with a puzzled expression.

Well, he said, smiling slightly, I have no doubt that my father will forgive you, now that you have brought back the child.

A gleam, which seemed to have a touch of scorn in it, shot from the Indians eye as he rejoined  

When Petawanaquat brings back Tonyquat, it is a proof that he forgives the old white father.

This was all that the Indian would condescend to say. The motives which had decided him to return good for evil were too hazy and complex for him clearly to understand, much less explain. He took refuge, therefore, in dignified silence.

Victor was too happy in the recovery of his brother to push the investigation further, or to cherish feelings of ill-will. He therefore went up to the Indian, and, with a smile of candour on his face, held out his hand, which the latter grasped and shook, exclaiming Wat-chee! under the belief that these words formed an essential part of every white mans salutation.

This matter had barely been settled when a man came out of the woods and approached them. He was one of the Red River settlers, but personally unknown to any of them. From him they heard of the condition of the settlement. Of course they asked many eager questions about their own kindred after he had mentioned the chief points of the disastrous flood.

And what of my father, Samuel Ravenshaw? asked Victor anxiously.

What! the old man at Willow Creek, whose daughter is married to Lambert?

Married to Lambert! exclaimed Ian, turning deadly pale.

Ay, or engaged to be, Im not sure which, replied the man. Oh, hes all right. The Willow Creek house stands too high to be washed away. The family still lives in it  in the upper rooms.

And Angus Macdonald, what of him? asked Ian.

An ma mère  my moder, ole Liz Rollin, an ole Daddy, has you hear of dem? demanded Rollin.

At the mention of old Liz the mans face became grave.

Angus Macdonald and his sister, he said, are well, and with the Ravenshaws, I believe, or at the Little Mountain, their house being considered in danger; but old Liz Rollin, he added, turning to the anxious half-breed, has been carried away with her hut, nobody knows where. They say that her old father and the mother of Winklemann have gone along with her.

Words cannot describe the state of mind into which this information threw poor Michel Rollin. He insisted on seizing one of the canoes and setting off at once. As his companions were equally anxious to reach their flooded homes an arrangement was soon come to. Petawanaquat put Tony into the middle of his canoe with Victor, while Ian took the bow paddle. Michel took the steering paddle of the other canoe, and Meekeye seated herself in the bow.

Thus they launched out upon the waters of the flood, and, bidding adieu to the settler who had given them such startling information, were soon paddling might and main in the direction of the settlement.




Chapter Twenty One.

Return of the Lost One.

It chanced that, on the morning of the arrival of Victor and his comrades at the margin of the flood, Peegwish went a-fishing.

That astute Indian was fond of fishing. It suited his tastes and habits; it was an art which was admirably adapted to his tendencies. Peegwish was, naturally as well as by training, lazy, and what could be more congenial to a lazy man than a gentle art which involved nothing more than sitting on a river bank smoking a pipe and awaiting a bite? It had a spice of intellectuality about it too, for did it not foster a spirit of meditation, contemplation, and even of philosophical speculation  when he chanced to be awake? Moreover, it saved him from harder labour, and shut the mouths of those ill-natured people who objected to drones, and had a tendency to reproach them, for was he not assiduously procuring for men and women a portion of that nourishment without which labour would be impossible?

The peculiar action of the flood had favoured Peegwish in regard to his beloved art, for, whereas in former days he was obliged to get up from his lair and go down to the river bank to fish, now he had nothing more to do than open the window and cast out his line, and Wildcat was close at hand to fetch him a light when his pipe chanced to go out, which it frequently did, for the red old savage slept much. When, therefore, we say that Peegwish went a-fishing, it must be understood that he merely left his seat by the stove in the upper room at Willow Creek and opened the window.

Wildcat was as fond of fishing as her brother, but there were a few difficulties in her way which did not exist in his. Water had to be drawn, wood to be chopped, moccasins and leggings and coats to be made, as well as meals to be cooked. She was, therefore, compelled to fish in moderation.

Bring a light, said Peegwish, in that tone of mild entreaty with which he was wont to make his wants known.

There being no one else in the room at the moment, Wildcat obeyed.

Peegwish looked into the room for a moment, and extended his left hand for the piece of lighted stick; with his right hand he held his line. Suddenly that hand received an amazing tug. Peegwish unintentionally scattered the firebrand, dropped his pipe from his lips, and uttered a shout, while with both hands he held on to the jerking line.

One of Mr Ravenshaws largest pigs had been swept out of the outhouse lofts. Struggling with the stream, he passed under the window of the storeroom, and came across the line of Peegwish with his tail. Every one must be familiar with the tendency of tails in general to shut down when touched. The unfortunate pig obeyed the natural law, and the line continued to slip until the hook was reached, when, of course, the natural result followed. There could be no hope of escape, for the tail was remarkably tough and the line strong. Peegwish held on stoutly. Wildcat lent her aid. The jerking on the tail depressed the snout of the pig, whose shrieks, being thus varied by intermittent gurgles, rendered the noise more appalling, and quickly drew the whole household to the windows.

Unfortunately there were none there but women  Mr Ravenshaw and the other men being still absent with the boat. The canoe had also been sent off that morning for a load of firewood, so that the only way of relieving the pig was to haul him in at the window. But he was too heavy to be thus treated, and as Peegwish did not wish to break his line and lose his hook he could only hold on in despair, while Elsie and Cora, with their mother and Wildcat, stood by helpless and horrified, yet amused, by the novelty of the situation and the frightful noise.

While this scene was being enacted at Willow Greek, Victor, with the recovered Tony and the rest of them, were drawing quickly near.

Deeply though the hearts of most of these wanderers were filled with anxious fears, they could not help being impressed with the scenes of desolation  deserted and submerged homesteads, wreck and ruin  through which they passed. At one moment the two canoes were skimming over the waters of a boundless lake; at another they were winding out and in among the trees of a submerged bit of woodland. Presently they found themselves among house tops, and had to proceed cautiously for fear of sunken fences, and then out they swept again over the wide sheet of water, where the once familiar prairie lay many feet below.

The maple-trees were by that time in full leaf, and the rich green verdure of bush and tree was bursting out on all sides, when not submerged. Swallows skimmed about in hundreds, dipping the tips of their blue wings in the flood, as though to test its reality, while flocks of little yellow birds  like canaries, but rather larger, with more black on their wings  flitted from bush to tree or from isle to isle. The month of May in those regions is styled the flower month, and June the heart-berry month, but flowers and heart-berries were alike drowned out that year in Red River of the North, and none of the wonted perfumes of the season regaled the noses of our voyagers as they returned home.

There they are at last! exclaimed Victor, with sparkling eyes, the elms on the knoll. Dye see them, Tony? I do believe I see the smoking-box. But for the bushes we might see the chimneys of Willow Creek.

Tonys excitement was great, but the effect of his late training was seen in the suppression of all feeling, save that which escaped through the eyes. Paint and charcoal concealed the flush on his cheeks effectually.

Tonyquat sees, he replied.

Victor received this with a loud laugh, but Tony, although annoyed, did not lose his dignity, which the red man in the stern of the canoe observed with a look of pride and satisfaction.

Michel Rollin, in the other canoe, close alongside, was observed to hold up his hand.

Hush! he said, turning his head as if to listen. I do hear someting  someting not meloderous.

Is it melliferous, then? asked Vic, with a smile.

But Rollin made no reply. He was far from jesting, poor fellow, at that moment. The thought of his old mother and grandfather, and fears as to their fate, weighed heavily on his heart, and took all the fun out of him.

It sounds like pigs, said Ian.

Oui. Dey be killin porkers, said Rollin, with a nod, as he dipped his paddle again and pushed on.

As they drew near, the excitement of the voyagers increased, so did their surprise at the prolonged and furious shrieking. Gradually the vigour of their strokes was strengthened, until they advanced at racing speed. Finally, they swept round the corner of the old house at Willow Creek, and burst upon the gaze of its inhabitants, while Peegwish and the pig were at the height of their struggles.

Mrs Ravenshaw chanced to be the first to observe them.

Ian Macdonald! she shouted, for his form in the bow of the leading canoe was the most conspicuous.

Victor! cried the sisters, with a scream that quite eclipsed the pig.

They rushed to another window, under which the canoes were pulled up.

Oh! Victor, Victor, cried Mrs Ravenshaw, with a deadly faintness at her heart; you havent found

Mother! cried Tony, casting off his Indian reserve and starting up with a hysterical shout, Mother!

Tony! exclaimed everybody in the same breath, for they all knew his voice, though they did not believe their eyes.

It was only four feet or so from the canoe to the window. Mrs Ravenshaw leaned over and seized Tonys uplifted hands. Elsie and Cora lent assistance. A light vault, and Tony went in at the window, from which immediately issued half-stifled cries of joy. At that moment Peegwish uttered a terrible roar, as he fell back into the room with the broken line in his hand, accidentally driving Wildcat into a corner. A last supreme effort had been made by the pig. He had broken the hook, and went off with a final shriek of triumph.

Thus, amid an appropriate whirlwind of confusion, noise, and disaster, was the long-lost Tony restored to his mothers arms!

Seated calmly in the stern of his canoe, Petawanaquat observed the scene with a look of profound gravity. His revenge was complete! He had returned to his enemy the boy of whom he had become so fond that he felt as though Tony really were his own son. He had bowed his head to the dictates of an enlightened conscience. He had returned good for evil. A certain feeling of deep happiness pervaded the red mans heart, but it was accompanied, nevertheless, by a vague sense of bereavement and sadness which he could not shake off just then.

Quite as calmly and as gravely sat Ian Macdonald. His eyes once more beheld Elsie, the angel of his dreams, but he had no right to look upon her now with the old feelings. Her troth was plighted to Lambert. It might be that they were already married! though he could not bring himself to believe that; besides, he argued, hoping against hope, if such were the case, Elsie would not be living with her fathers family. No, she was not yet married, he felt sure of that; but what mattered it? A girl whose heart was true as steel could never be won from the man to whom she had freely given herself. No, there was no hope; and poor Ian sat there in silent despair, with no sign, however, of the bitter thoughts within on his grave, thoughtful countenance.

Not less gravely sat Michel Rollin in the stern of his canoe. No sense of the ludicrous was left in his anxious brain. He had but one idea, and that was  old Liz! With some impatience he waited until the ladies inside the house were able to answer his queries about his mother. No sooner did he obtain all the information they possessed than he transferred Meekeye to her husbands canoe, and set off alone in the other to search for the lost hut  as Winklemann had done before him.

Meanwhile the remainder of the party were soon assembled in the family room on the upper floor, doing justice to an excellent meal, of which most of them stood much in need.

Let me wash that horrid stuff off your face, darling, before you sit down, said Miss Trim to Tony.

The boy was about to comply, but respect for the feelings of his Indian father caused him to hesitate. Perhaps the memory of ancient rebellion was roused by the old familiar voice, as he replied  

Tonyquat loves his war-paint. It does not spoil his appetite.

It was clear from a twinkle in Tonys eye, and a slight motion in his otherwise grave face, that, although this style of language now came quite naturally to him, he was keeping it up to a large extent on purpose.

Tonyquat! exclaimed Mrs Ravenshaw, aghast with surprise, what does the child mean?

Ill say Tony, mother, if you like it better, he said, taking his mothers hand.

Hes become a redskin, said Victor, half-amused, half-anxious.

Tony, said Miss Trim, whose heart yearned towards her old but almost unrecognisable pupil, dont you remember how we used to do lessons together and play sometimes?

And fight? added Cora, with a glance at Ian, which caused Elsie to laugh.

Tonyquat does not forget, replied the boy, with profound gravity. He remembers the lessons and the punishments. He also remembers dancing on the teachers bonnet and scratching the teachers nose!

This was received with a shout of delighted laughter, for in it the spirit of the ancient Tony was recognised.

But Ian Macdonald did not laugh. He scarcely spoke except when spoken to. He seemed to have no appetite, and his face was so pale from his long illness that he had quite the air of a sick man.

Come, Ian, why dont you eat? Why, you look as white as you did after the grizzly had clawed you all over.

This remark, and the bear-claw collar on the youths neck, drew forth a question or two, but Ian was modest. He could not be induced to talk of his adventure, even when pressed to do so by Elsie.

Come, then, if you wont tell it I will, said Victor; and thereupon he gave a glowing account of the great fight with the bear, the triumphant victory, and the long illness, which had well-nigh terminated fatally.

But why did you not help him in the hunt? asked Elsie of Victor, in a tone of reproach.

Because he wouldnt let us; the reason why is best known to himself. Perhaps native obstinacy had to do with it.

It was a passing fancy; a foolish one, perhaps, or a touch of vanity, said Ian, with a smile, but it is past now, and I have paid for it.  Did you make fast the canoe? he added, turning abruptly to the Indian, who was seated on his buffalo robe by the stove.

Without waiting for an answer he rose and descended the staircase to the passage, where poor Miss Trim had nearly met a watery grave.

Here the canoe was floating, and here he found one of the domestics.

Has the wedding come off yet? he asked in a low, but careless, tone, as he stooped to examine the fastening of the canoe.

What wedding? said the domestic, with a look of surprise.

Why, the wedding of Mr Ravenshaws daughter.

Oh no, Mr Ian. It would be a strange time for a wedding. But its all fixed to come off whenever the flood goes down. And she do seem happy about it. You see, sir, they was throwd a good deal together here of late, so it was sort of natural they should make it up, and the master he is quite willin.

This was enough. Ian Macdonald returned to the room above with the quiet air of a thoughtful schoolmaster and the callous solidity of a human petrifaction. Duty and death were the prominent ideas stamped upon his soul. He would not become reckless or rebellious. He would go through life doing his duty, and, when the time came, he would die!

They were talking, of course, about the flood when he returned and sat down.

Elsie was speaking. Ian was immediately fascinated as he listened to her telling Victor, with graphic power, some details of the great disaster  how dwellings and barns and stores had been swept away, and property wrecked everywhere, though, through the mercy of God, no lives had been lost. All this, and a great deal more, did Elsie and Cora and Mrs Ravenshaw dilate upon, until Ian almost forgot his resolve.

Suddenly he remembered it. He also remembered that his fathers house still existed, though it was tenantless, his father and Miss Martha having gone up to see friends at the Mountain.

Come, Vic, he exclaimed, starting up, I must go home. The old place may be forsaken, but it is not the less congenial on that account. Come.

Victor at once complied; they descended to the canoe, pushed out from the passage, and soon crossed the flood to Angus Macdonalds dwelling.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Impossible Accomplished.

And what a dwelling Angus Macdonalds house had become!

What a home-coming! exclaimed Ian, thinking, in the bitterness of his soul, of Elsie as well as the house.

Its awful! said Victor, with a sympathetic glance at his friend.

The desolation was indeed complete  symbolic, Ian thought, of the condition of his own heart. Besides having eight or ten feet of water on its walls, all the lower rooms were utterly wrecked. A heavy log, ready for the saw-pit, had come down with the torrent, and, taking upon it the duties of a battering-ram, had charged the parlour window. Not only did it carry this bodily into the room, but it forced it into the passage beyond, where it jammed and stuck fast. The butt of this log, projecting several feet from the window, had intercepted straw and hay to such an extent that a miniature stack was formed, in which all sorts of light articles of furniture and débris had been caught. With the stubborn determination of a Celt, Angus had refused to remove his main door, which faced up stream. The result was that the flood removed it for him with a degree of violence that had induced Miss Martha to exclaim, The house is goin at last! to which Angus had replied doggedly.

Let it go. It will hef to go some day, whatever. But the house had not gone. It was only, as we have said, the main door which went, and was hurled through the passage into the kitchen, where it charged the back door, wrenched it off, and accompanied it to Lake Winnipeg with a tail of miscellaneous cooking utensils. Only shreds of the back windows remained hanging by twisted hinges to the frames, telling with mute eloquence of heroic resistance to the last gasp. Whatever had not been removed by Angus from the ground-floor of his house had been swept out at the windows and doorways, as with the besom of destruction.

Paddling in through the front door, the two friends disembarked from their canoe on the staircase, and ascended to the upper floor. Here everything betokened a hurried departure. Furniture was strewn about in disorder; articles of clothing were scattered broadcast, as if Miss Martha and her maid had been summoned to sudden departure, and had rummaged recklessly for their most cherished possessions. In the principal bedroom, on the best bed, stood Beauty in her native ugliness  the only living thing left to do the honours of the house.

What a brute! exclaimed Victor.

He seized a saucepan that stood handy, and hurled it at her. Beauty was equal to the emergency; she leaped up, allowed the pan to pass under her, fled shrieking through the window, and took refuge on the top of the house.

Im glad you missed her, Vic, said Ian, in a slightly reproachful tone; shes an old friend of the family, and a harmless thing.

Miss Trim would not agree with you in your opinion of her, returned Victor, with a laugh; but Im also glad I missed her. It was a sudden impulse that I couldnt resist, and you know a fellow is scarcely accountable for his impulses.

True; not for his impulses, but he is very accountable for actions resulting from impulse. If you had killed Beauty I should have had an irresistible impulse to pitch you over the window. If I were to do so in such circumstances would you hold me unaccountable?

Im not sure, said Victor, with a grim smile. But well change the subject; I dont like argument when Im likely to get the worst of it. Its plain that you can do no good here, I therefore propose that we return to Willow Creek, take the small boat, and go up to the Mountain to see father, taking Tony and Petawanaquat along with us.

Ian shook his head with an expression of sadness that surprised his friend.

No, Vic, no; my work with you in search of your brother is done, my fathers home now claims my chief care. You are wrong in saying I can do no good here; look round at the wreck and mess. There is much to be done. Now I tell you what Ill do. Ill remain here all day and all night too. You will return home and send me the little punt, if it can be spared, for I shall have to row to the outhouses a good deal, and round the house too. As you see, nothing can be done without a craft of some sort. Send Peegwish with it, without Wildcat, she would only be in the way.

Victor tried to induce his friend to change his mind, but Ian was immoveable. He therefore returned to Willow Creek in the canoe, and sent Peegwish back with the punt  a tub-like little boat, with two small oars or sculls.

Left alone, Ian Macdonald leaned on the sill of a window in the gable of the house, from which he could see the house at Willow Creek, and sighed deeply. So then, he thought, all my hopes are blighted; my air castles are knocked down, my bear-hunting has been in vain; Elsie is engaged to Louis Lambert!

There was no bitterness in his heart now, only a feeling of profound loneliness. As he raised himself with another sigh, the top of the window tipped off his cap, which fell into the water. He cared little for the loss, but stood watching the cap as it floated slowly away with the current, and compared its receding form with his dwindling joys. The current, which was not strong there, carried the cap straight to the knoll several hundred yards off, on which stood the smoking-box of old Sam Ravenshaw, and stranded it there.

The incident turned the poor youths mind back to brighter days and other scenes, especially to the last conversation which he had held with the owner of the smoking-box. He was mentally enacting that scene over again when Peegwish pulled up to the house and passed under the window.

Come along, you old savage, said Ian, with a good-humoured nod; I want your help. Go round to the front and shove into the passage. The doorways wide enough.

Peegwish, who was fond of Ian, replied to the nod with a hideous smile. In a few minutes the two were busily engaged in collecting loose articles and bringing things in general into order.

While thus engaged they were interrupted by Beauty cackling and screaming with tremendous violence. She was evidently in distress. Running up a ladder leading to the garret, Ian found that the creature had forced her way through a hole in the roof, and entangled herself in a mass of cordage thrown in a heap along with several stout ropes, or cables, which Angus had recently bought with the intention of rigging out a sloop with which to traverse the great Lake Winnipeg. Setting the hen free, Ian returned to his work.

A few minutes later he was again arrested suddenly, but not by Beauty this time. He became aware of a peculiar sensation which caused a slight throbbing of his heart, and clearly proved that, although lacerated, or even severely crushed, that organ was not quite broken!

He looked round at Peegwish, and beheld that savage glaring, as if transfixed, with mouth and eyes equally wide open.

Did you feel that, Peegwish?

Yes, Peegwish had felt that, and said so in an awful whisper without moving.

Surely  no, it cannot have been the

He stopped short. There was a low, grinding sound, accompanied by a strange tremor in the planks on which they stood, as if the house were gradually coming alive! There could be no mistake. The flood had risen sufficiently to float the house, and it was beginning to slide from its foundations!

Peegwish, he said, quickly dropping the things with which he had been busy, is there a stout rope anywhere? Oh, yes; I forgot, he added, springing towards the attic. Blessings on you, Beauty, for having guided me here!

In a few seconds a stout rope or cable was procured. The end of this Ian ran out at the main doorway, round through the parlour window, and tied it in a trice. The other end he coiled in the punt, and soon made it fast to a stout elm, under whose grateful shade Angus Macdonald had enjoyed many a pipe and Martha many a cup of tea in other days. The tree bent slowly forward; the thick rope became rigid. Ian and Peegwish sat in the boat anxiously looking on.

In that moment of enforced inaction Ian conceived an idea! Thought is quick, quicker than light, which, we believe, has reached the maximum of express speed in material things. By intermittent flashes, so rapid that it resembled a stream of sparks, the whole plan rushed through his mind, from conception to completion. We can only give a suggestive outline, as follows. The knoll, the smoking-box, the smoker, his words, Mark what I say. I will sell this knoll to your father, and give my daughter to you, when you take that house, and with your own unaided hands place it on this knoll! The impossible had, in the wondrous course of recent events, come just within the verge of possibility  a stout arm, a strong will, coupled with a high flood There is a tide in the affairs of men, which, taken at the flood,  immortal and prophetic bard! There could be no chance of Elsie now, but even to win the right to claim her if she had been willing was better than nothing. In any case old Angus and the knoll would be united!

Peegwish! shouted Ian, turning on the unfortunate ex-brewer with a flushed face and blazing eyes that caused him to shrink in alarm, can you sit still and do nothing?

Eh? exclaimed Peegwish, in surprise.

Bah! said Ian, seizing the sculls.

The punt whirled round, leaped over the water, dashed through the doorway, and went crashing into the staircase. Before Peegwish could pick himself up, Ian had vanished up the stairs. The savage found him a moment later wildly selecting a rope from the heap that lay on the floor of the attic. As Peegwish entered, Ian suddenly turned on him with a gaze of increased intensity. Had the young man gone mad? Peegwish felt very uncomfortable. He had some reason to! Another thought had flashed into Ians mind  the words your own unaided hands troubled him. Peegwish could be kept out of the boat, but he could not be kept from rendering aid of some sort, in some way or other. There was but one resource.

Ian sprang on Peegwish like a lion. The savage was both bold and strong, but he was elderly, and Ian was young and bolder; besides, he had the unusual strength of a half-madman at that moment. Down went the ex-brewer. He struggled hard. Ian crushed him in his arms, raised him, crammed him into a chair, seized a pliant rope and bound him therewith, winding him and the chair round and round in his haste  for there was no time to tie knots  until he resembled a gigantic spool of ravelled thread. Not a moment too soon! There was a snap outside; the rope was gone! A grind, a slide, and then a lurch, as of a ship at sea.

Ian is on the staircase now, in the punt, and out upon the flood with a stout rope fast to the stern and to the door-post. Panting from his recent exertions, and half-wild with the mingled excitement, danger, novelty, and fun of the thing, he draws two or three long breaths as he grasps the sculls and looks quickly round.

The house moves sluggishly, probably retarded by sunken shrubs, or dragging débris connected with the foundation. This is somewhat of a relief. There is time. He pulls ahead till the rope tightens, and then stands up in the punt to observe the situation critically. The current is bearing him straight towards the knoll. So far well; but there are two slightly diverging currents on right and left, caused by the knoll itself, which are so strong that if the house should get fairly into either of them no power that he possessed could prevent its being swept, on the one hand, into the main current of the Red River, on the other hand away over the flooded plains. To watch with lynx eyes the slightest tendency to divergence on the part of the house now absorbs his whole being. But thought again intervenes. What if he should be observed by those at Willow Creek, and they should send assistance? horror! But by good fortune all the males at the Creek have departed, and none are left but women. He casts one of the lynx glances in that direction  no one is coming. He breathes again, freely. Suddenly the house diverges a little to the right. Away flies the punt to the left, and he is just about to bend to the sculls with the force of Goliath, when he perceives his mistake  the divergence was to the left! In agonies of haste he shoots to the other side, where he discovers that the divergence must have been in his own excited brain, for the house still holds on the even tenor of its way; and Ian, puffing straight ahead, tightens the rope, and helps it on its voyage.

Presently there is a sudden, and this time a decided divergence to the right  probably caused by some undercurrent acting on the foundations. Away goes the punt in the opposite direction, and now Goliath and David together were babes to Ian! Talk of horse-power. Elephanto-hippopotamus-Power is a more appropriate term. The muscles of his arms rise up like rolls of gutta-percha; the knotted veins stand out on his flushed forehead, but all in vain  the house continues to diverge, and Ian feeling the game to be all but lost, pulls with the concentrated energy of rage and despair. The sculls bend like wands, the rowlocks creak, the thole-pins crack. It wont do. As well might mortal man pull against Niagara falls.

At this moment of horrible disappointment the house touches something submerged  a post, a fence, a mound; he knows not nor cares what  which checks the divergence and turns the house back in the right direction.

What a rebound there is in Ians heart! He would cheer if there were a cubic inch of air to spare in his labouring chest  but there is not, and what of it remains must be used in a tough pull to the opposite side, for the sheer given to the building has been almost too strong. In a few minutes his efforts have been successful. The house is bearing steadily though slowly down in the right direction.

Ian rests on his oars a few seconds, and wipes his heated brow.

So  in the great battle of life we sometimes are allowed to pause and breathe awhile in the very heat of conflict; and happy is it for us if our thoughts and hearts go out towards Him whose love is ever near to bless those who trust in it.

He is drawing near to the knoll now, and there seems every chance of success; but the nearer he draws to the goal the greater becomes the risk of divergence, for while the slack water at the head of the knoll becomes slacker, so that the house seems to have ceased moving, the diverging currents on either side become swifter, and their suction-power more dangerous. The anxiety of the pilot at this stage, and his consequent shooting from side to side, is far more trying than his more sustained efforts had been.

At last the punt reaches the smoking-box, which itself stands in several feet of water, for the ground of the knoll is submerged, its bushes alone being visible. There is only the length of the rope now between our hero and victory! In that length, however, there are innumerable possibilities. Even while he gazes the house bumps on something, slews round, and is caught by the current on the right. Before Ian has time to recover from his agony of alarm, and dip the sculls, it bumps again and slews to the left; a third favouring bump sends it back into the slack water. The combined bumps have given an impulse to the house under the influence of which it bears straight down upon the knoll with considerable force. Its gable-end is close to the smoking-box. Entranced with expectancy Ian sits in the punt panting and with eyes flashing. There is a sudden shock! Inside the house Peegwish and his chair are tumbled head over heels. Outside, the gable has just touched  as it were kissed  the smoking-box, Elsies summer-house; Beauty, flapping her wings at that moment on the ridge-pole, crows, and Angus Macdonalds dwelling is, finally and fairly, hard and fast upon Sam Ravenshaws knoll.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Found and Saved.

Now it must not be imagined that old Liz, after being carried away by the flood, submitted to her fate without a struggle. It was not in her nature to give in without good reason. She did not sit down and wring her hands, or tear her hair, or reproach her destiny, or relieve her feelings by venting them on the old couple under her charge. In short, she did not fall back in her distress on any of the refuges of the imbecile.

Her first care was to arrange Daddy and Mrs Winklemann in such a manner that they could sleep with some degree of comfort in their chairs. This she did by means of pillows and blankets, and, after accomplishing it, sat down on the wet bed to contemplate the pair. Her satisfaction was soon marred, however, by the discovery that Mrs Winklemann was given to kicking in her sleep. In one of the spasmodic lunges with her lower limbs she gave Daddys legs such a shake that the old gentleman was half awakened by the surprise.

It will be remembered that the pair were seated vis-à-vis in their respective arm-chairs, with a low table between them, and their legs resting thereon. To prevent a recurrence of the kick Liz put a piece of broken plank between them on the table, and by means of a rope wound round legs and table, effectually restrained the unruly members.

She then returned to her place on the soaking truckle-bed, and, leaning her wet shoulders against the wall, endeavoured to think what was to be done when the return of day should enable her to act. To act was easy to Liz, but thought was difficult. In attempting it she fell sound asleep. Her shape helped her; she did not require to lie down. Her head merely dropped on one of her fat shoulders. The rotundity of her frame rendered a collapse impossible. Thus she slept and snored until daylight shone through the parchment windows  until Daddy awoke her with a gasping cough.

Hough! Hi! Liz, theres sumthin wrang wi my legs!

Hoots! haud yer gab! cried his polite daughter, leaping from her damp couch into the water, with no other evidence of feeling than a sharp Hech! as the cold element laved her limbs. Theres naethin wrang wi yer legs, only Ive tied them to the table to keep them frae tumlin aff.

Mine boy, have he comin back? asked Mrs Winklemann, who was awakened by the conversation.

Na; hes no come back yet, but hell be here afore lang, nae doot. Be quiet noo, like guid bairns. I canna let yer legs doon yet, for the floors dreedfu wat. There! she added, casting loose the ropes and arranging the limbs more comfortably; jist let them lie where they are, and Ill gie ye yer brekfists in a meenit.

She was as good as her word. In a few minutes the submissive pair were busy with bread and cheese, which, with a little cold water, was the only breakfast poor Liz had to give them.

While the morning meal was being dispensed the anxious little woman thrust a bite or two into her own mouth, and ate as she moved about. Then she told the old people she was gauin up the lum to look aboot her. Without more ado she dipped into the fireplace and disappeared up the chimney.

Her surprise on reaching this point of vantage was very great. The cottage was no longer driven over the bosom of a wide sea, but floated quietly in a calm basin surrounded by trees. During the night it had been carried far down in the direction of Lake Winnipeg, and had got entangled in one of the clumps of wood with which some parts of that region were studded. The hut had been so completely thrust into the copse that it was quite encompassed by foliage, and nothing of the surrounding country was visible from the chimney-top. The only thing that remained obvious to old Liz was the fact that the hut still floated, and was held in position by a stout branch which had caught the roof.

We have said that thought  that is, profound or consecutive thought  was a trouble to old Liz. Her mind leaped in an interjectional, flashing manner. Her actions were impulsive. A tall tree, a squirrel, and a birds-eye view flashed into her brain at the same moment. She desired the last, and proceeded to act like the second, by seizing a limb of the first, which hung conveniently at her elbow. But her emulation of the squirrel was not very successful, for, although a strong frame and powerful will are useful in climbing tall trees, petticoats, even when short, are against that operation. It is needless to say, however, that in the case of old Liz difficulties were only met to be overcome. In five or ten minutes she stood with dishevelled hair, bleeding hands, and torn garments, among the topmost branches of the tall tree, and surveyed the world beneath with feelings of mingled surprise and dismay. There was evidently no abatement of the flood. On her left hand lay a boundless lake; on her right there spread out a little archipelago of trees and bushes. While she gazed her eye was arrested by two dark specks on the horizon. Could they be boats? Yes; they moved! Clearly they must be either boats or canoes.

One of the old womans intellectual flashes occurred at this point. There was a fishing-rod in the hut below, a primitive one, such as Adam might have used in Eden  the branch of a tree.

Down came old Liz, much faster than she went up; slipping, scratching, rending, grasping, and clutching, until she gained the chimney, down which she went unceremoniously, alighting as formerly, with a squash which not only alarmed but besprinkled the old couple.

Liz caught up the rod, tied an apron to it, and then, using it as a lance, charged the fireplace. It stuck, of course, but Liz was in no mood to be baffled. She bent the rod powerfully and forced it up. Following it, she emerged from the chimney, and, with a spirit worthy of Excelsior, bore her banner to the tall tree-top, and fastened it to the topmost bough with the last remnant of her torn neckerchief.

It was in the morning of the day about which we now write, that Victor Ravenshaw and his friends arrived at the settlement. We have said that Michel Rollin set off alone in a canoe in search of his mother the moment he obtained sufficient information to enable him to act. At first he paddled wildly over the watery plain, as if mere exertion of muscle would accomplish his end, but soon he began to consider that without giving definite direction to his energies he could not hope for success. He therefore made straight for the mission station, where he found Mr Cockrans family and people encamped on the stage, the minister himself being away in his canoe visiting some of his scattered flock, and offering them such comfort as only those can who truly trust in Christ. Here he was advised to go to the Mountain, to which place it was probable his mother and grandfather would have been conveyed if picked up by any passing boat or canoe.

Deciding to do so, he paddled away at once with diminishing hopes and a heavy heart, for the evidences of total destruction around him were terribly real. He had not gone far when a canoe appeared on the horizon. There was one figure in it. As it drew near the figure seemed familiar. Nearer still, and he recognised it.

Vinklemann!

Michel!

The friends arrested their canoes by grasping hands.

I seek for ma mère, said the half-breed.

I for mine moder, returned the German.

A hurried consultation ensued. It was of no use going to the Mountain. Winklemann had just come from it, having failed to find his mother. He was still suffering from the effects of his recent accident, but he could not wait. He would continue the search till he died. Rollin was of the same mind, though neither he nor his friend appeared likely to die soon. They resolved to continue the search together.

Both of them were thoroughly acquainted with the Red River plains in all directions, but Rollin was more versed in the action of water. The greater part of his boyhood had been spent in canoeing and hunting expeditions with his father, from whom he inherited the French tongue and manners which showed so much more powerfully than the Scotch element in his composition. After his fathers death he had consorted and hunted much with Peegwish, who spoke Indian and French, but remarkably little English. Peegwish was also a splendid canoe-man, so that Rollin had come to study with great intelligence the flow and effect of currents of water, whether deep or shallow, narrow or broad. Hence when Winklemann related circumstantially all he had done, he shook his head and gave it as his opinion that he had not gone the right way to work at all, and that, according to the lie of the land and the height of the flood, it was certain the hut must have been carried far below that part of the settlement in the direction of the lower fort.

Poor Winklemann was so worn out with unsuccessful searching that he was only too glad to follow wherever Michel Rollin chose to lead. Hence it came to pass that in the afternoon of the same day the searchers came in view of the tall tree where old Liz had hoisted her flag of distress.

Voilà! exclaimed Michel, on first catching sight of the ensign.

Vat is dat? said his companion, paddling closer alongside of his friend, and speaking in a hoarse whisper.

It look like a flag, said Rollin, pushing on with increased vigour. Theres something like one crow below it, he added, after a short time.

It have stranch voice for von crow, said the German.

He was right. The yell of triumphant joy uttered by old Liz when she saw that her signal had been observed was beyond the imitative powers of any crow. As the poor creature waved her free arm, and continued to shout, while her loose hair tossed wildly round her sooty face, she presented a spectacle that might well have caused alarm not unmixed with awe even in a manly breast; but there was a certain tone in the shouts which sent a sudden thrill to the heart of Rollin, causing him, strange to say, to think of lullabies and infant days! With eyeballs fixed on the tree-top, open-mouthed and breathing quick, he paddled swiftly on.

Michel, said Winklemann, in a whisper, even hoarser than before, your moder!

Rollin replied not, but gave a stentorian roar, that rolled grandly over the water.

Why was it that old Liz suddenly ceased her gesticulations, lifted her black brows in unutterable surprise, opened her mouth, and became a listening statue? Did she too recognise tones which recalled other days  and the puling cries of infancy? It might have been so. Certain it is that when the shout was repeated she broke down in an effort to reply, and burst into mingled laughter and tears, at the same time waving her free arm more violently than ever.

This was too much for the branch on which she had been performing. It gave way, and old Liz suddenly came down, as sailors have it, by the run. She crashed through the smaller branches of the tree-top, which happily broke her fall, bounded from mass to mass of the thicker foliage below, and finally came down on a massive bough which, shunting her clear of the tree altogether, and clear of the hut as well, sent her headlong into the water.

With something like frozen blood and marrow, Michel witnessed the fall. A few seconds more and his canoe went crashing through the leafy screen that hid the hut. Old Liz was up and floundering about like a black seal, or mermaid. She could not swim, but, owing to some peculiarity of her remarkable frame, she could not sink. Her son was at her side in a moment, seized her, and tried to kiss her. In his eagerness the canoe overturned, and he fell into her arms and the water at the same time.

It was a joyful though awkward meeting. Much water could not quench the love wherewith the poor creature strained Michel to her heart. Winklemann came up in time to rescue both, and dragged them to the door-step of the floating hut, the door of which he burst open with a single kick, and sprang in.

Who shall attempt to describe the meeting that followed? We ask the question because we feel unequal to the task. There issued from the hut a roll of German gutturals. Winklemann, rushing through two feet of water, seized his mothers hand and fell on his knees beside her. He was thus, of course, submerged to the waist; but he recked not  not he! Michel and old Liz entered, dripping like water-nymphs, and sat down on the soppy bed. Daddy, impressed with the idea that a good practical joke was being enacted, smiled benignantly like a guardian angel.

Now den, zee night draws on. Ve must be gone, said Winklemann, turning to Rollin; git zee canoes ready  qveek!

Both canoes were soon got ready; blankets and pillows were spread in the centre of each. Mrs Winklemann was lifted carefully into one; Daddy, as carefully, into the other. Old Liz quietly took her seat in the bow of Daddys canoe; her son sat down in the stern, while Herr Winklemann took charge of that which contained his mother.

No room to take any of de property to-night, ma mère, said Michel.

Hoots! niver heed, replied Liz.

No, I vill not heed. Moreover, Veenklemann and moi ve vill retoorn demorrow.

As he spoke he chanced to look up and saw the apron which had guided him to the spot waving gently at the tree-top. In a few seconds he was beside it. Cutting the staff free, he descended and stuck it in the bow of his canoe as a trophy. Thus they paddled away from the old home.

It was night when they reached the camp of the settlers on the Little Mountain. The homeless people were busy with their evening meal, and, sad though their case was, the aspect of things just then did not convey the idea of distress. The weather was fine; camp-fires blazed cheerfully lighting up bronzed and swarthy men, comely women, and healthy children, with a ruddy glow, while merry laughter now and then rose above the general hum, for children care little for unfelt distress, and grown people easily forget it in present comfort. Ruined though they were, many of them felt only the warmth of the hour.

There was a shout of welcome when Winklemanns canoe was observed emerging from surrounding darkness, and a cheer burst from those who first heard the glad news The old folk saved! But that was a mere chirp to the roar of congratulation that rang out when the little party landed, and the rescuers strode into camp bearing the rescued in their arms.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Surprising Discovery  And More.

When Ian Macdonald had seen his fathers house fairly stranded on the knoll, and had made it fast there with innumerable ropes, thin and thick, as the Lilliputians secured Gulliver, he bethought him that it was high time to visit the Little Mountain, to which his father had gone on at that time, and inform him of the amazing fact.

Before setting off, however, common propriety required that he should look in at Willow Creek in passing, not only to let them know what had occurred, if they had not already observed it, but to ask if there was any message for Mr Ravenshaw.

First releasing Peegwish, who now regarded him as a maniac, he embarked with him in the punt, and rowed over.

It was by that time approaching the afternoon. Before that  indeed before the house of Angus had gone afloat  Tony, Victor, and Petawanaquat had gone off to the Little Mountain in search of Mr Ravenshaw. Those of the family who remained behind had been so busy about their various avocations, that no one had observed the sudden removal of their neighbours dwelling.

Cora! quick! come here! cried Elsie, in a tone that alarmed her sister. Am I dreaming?

Cora looked out at the window, where the other stood as if petrified. Angus Macdonalds house on the knoll! she screamed.

The scream brought her mother and Miss Trim hurriedly into the room. They stared in speechless amazement, and rubbed their eyes, but they could not rub the house of Angus Macdonald off the knoll.

There comes Ian in the punt, said Cora; he will explain it.

He seems to be miserable enough about it if one may judge from the expression of his face, observed Miss Trim.

Poor Ian was indeed profoundly miserable. The excitement of the recent event over, his mind insisted on reverting to his forlorn condition. So near, he thought, and yet to miss her! Old Ravenshaw could not refuse her to me now, but of what avail is his consent without Elsies? Ah, Lambert! youre a lucky fellow, and it is shameful in me to wish it were otherwise when it makes Elsie happy.

Ian now tried to act philosophically, but it would not do. In the upper room he gave the ladies a brief account of his adventure. He spoke in a cold, passionless manner, without looking once at Elsie. Of course, he did not reveal the motives that had influenced him. When he had finished he rose abruptly to leave.

Dont go yet, said Mrs Ravenshaw, theres a bit of carpentering that I want done, and there is not a man left at the house to do it. The last gale loosened some of the shingles on the roof, and one of them slipped down to-day, so that the place leaks.  Go, Elsie, and show him the shingle near the attic window.

Ian looked at Elsie, and his resolves vanished like smoke. He went meekly to the attic.

You are much changed, said Elsie, since you went on this trip.

Changed? Not for the worse, I hope, said Ian.

Well, scarcely for the better, returned the girl with a smile. See, here is the window, and the loose shingle is close to the sill. You wont require to go out on the roof. There is fathers tool-box. If you want anything some of us will be in the room below. You may call, or come down.

Stay, Elsie, said the youth, turning abruptly on her. You say I am changed. Well, perhaps I am. Ive gone through pretty severe hardships since we parted, and the injuries I received on gaining this have left their mark.

He touched, as he spoke, the splendid bear-claw collar which still graced his neck.

I doubt not you have suffered, returned Elsie, in a softened tone, but you are now well, or nearly so, and your reason is not a sufficient one to account for your being rude to all your old friends, and taking no interest in anything.

Am I, then, so rude, so callous? rejoined Ian, drawing his hand across his brow. Ah! Elsie, if  if  but what am I saying? Forgive me! I think that grizzly must have touched my brain when he had me under his paw. There can be no harm, however, in telling you that a wish, lightly expressed by you long ago, has been the motive power which led to the procuring of this collar. Will you accept it of me now? It is but a trifle, yet, being a bad hunter, and more used to grammars than to guns, it cost me no trifle of anxiety and trouble before I won it. I am afraid that the hope of procuring it for you had almost as much to do with cheering me on as the hope of finding Tony. Nay, dont refuse it, Elsie, from one who has known you so long that he feels almost as if he might regard you as a sister.

He took off the collar as he spoke, and, with a return of his wonted heartiness, presented it to Elsie. There was something in his manner, however, which induced her to blush and hesitate.

Your kindness in searching for Tony we can never forget or repay, she said quickly, and  and

She paused.

Well, well, continued Ian, a little impatiently; I did not mean to talk of Tony just now. Surely you wont refuse a gift from so old a friend as I on the eve of my departure for Canada?

For Canada! echoed Elsie, in surprise.

Yes. I leave the instant I can get my affairs in Red River settled.

And you return?

Never!

Elsie looked at the youth in undisguised astonishment. She, too, began to suspect that a claw of the collar must have touched his brain.

But why hesitate? continued Ian. Surely you cannot refuse me so simple a favour! Even Lambert himself would approve of it in the circumstances.

Lambert! exclaimed Elsie, with increasing amazement; what has Lambert got to do with it?

It was now Ians turn to look surprised.

Forgive me if I have touched on a forbidden subject; but as every one in the settlement seems to know of your engagement to Lambert, I thought

My engagement! interrupted Elsie. It is Cora who is engaged to Lambert.

A sudden and mighty shock seemed to fall on Ian Macdonald. He slightly staggered, paled a little, then became fiery red, leaped forward, and caught the girls hand.

Elsie! Elsie! he exclaimed, in tones of suppressed eagerness, will  will you accept the collar?

He put it over her head as he spoke, and she blushed deeply, but did not refuse it.

And, Elsie, he added, in a deeper voice, drawing her nearer, will you accept the hunter?

No, answered Elsie, with such an arch smile; but I would accept the schoolmaster if he were not going away to Canada for

She did not finish the sentence, because something shut her mouth.

Youre taking a very long time to that shingle, called Mrs Ravenshaw from below. Have you got everything you want, Ian?

Yes, replied Ian promptly; Ive got all that the world contains.

Whats that you say?

It will soon be done now, mother, cried Elsie, breaking away with a soft laugh, and hurrying down-stairs.

She was right. A few minutes sufficed to put the loose shingle to rights, and then Ian descended to the room below.

What a time you have been about it! said Cora, with a suspicious glance at the young mans face; and how flushed you are! I had no idea that fixing a loose shingle was such hard work.

Oh yes, its tremendously hard work, said Ian, recovering himself; you have to detach it from the roof, you know, and it is wonderful the tenacity with which nails hold on sometimes; and then theres the fitting of the new shingle to the

Come, dont talk nonsense, said Cora; you know that is not what kept you. You have been telling some secret to Elsie. What was it?

Instead of answering, Ian turned with a twinkle in his eyes, and asked abruptly:

By the way  when does Louis Lambert return?

It was now Coras turn to flush.

I dont know, she said, bending quickly over her work; how should I know? But you have not answered my question.  Oh! look there!

She pointed to the doorway, where a huge rat was seen seated, looking at them as if in solemn surprise at the trifling nature of their conversation.

Not sorry to have a reason for escaping, Ian uttered a laughing shout, threw his cap at the creature, missed, and rushed out of the room in chase of it. Of course he did not catch it; but, continuing his flight down-stairs, he jumped into the punt, pushed through the passage, and out at the front door. As he passed under the windows he looked up with a smile, and saw Cora shaking her little fist at him.

You have not improved in your shooting, she cried; you missed the rat.

Never mind, he replied, Lambert will fetch his rifle and hunt for it; and, I say, Cora, ask Elsie to explain how shingles are put on. She knows all about it.

He kissed his hand as he turned the corner of the house, and rowed away.

A dark shadow falling over him at the moment caused him to turn round, and there, to his amazement, stood one of his fathers largest barns! It had been floated, like many other houses, from its foundation, and, having been caught by a diverging current, had been stranded on the lawn at the side of Mr Ravenshaws house so as to completely shut out the view in that direction.

Intense amusement followed Ians feeling of surprise. His first impulse was to return and let the inmates of Willow Creek know what had occurred; but be thinking himself that they would find it out the first time they chanced to look from the windows on that side of the house, and observing that the day was advancing, he changed his mind and rowed away in the direction of the plains, chuckling heartily as he meditated on the very peculiar alterations which the flood had effected on the properties of his father and Samuel Ravenshaw, to say nothing of the probable result in regard to his own future.

A stiffish breeze sprang up soon after he left. Being a fair wind, he set up a rag of sail that fortunately chanced to be in the punt, and advanced swiftly on his voyage to the Little Mountain.

On their way to the same place, at an earlier part of the day, Victor and Tony, with Petawanaquat and Meekeye, touched at the mission station. Many of the people were still on the stage, but Mrs Cockran, finding that the water had almost ceased to rise, and that the parsonage still stood fast, returned to the garret of her old home. Here she received Victor and the recovered Tony with great delight. It chanced to be about the period which Tony styled feeding-time, so that, although Victor was anxious to reach his father as soon as possible, he agreed to remain there for an hour or so. While they were enjoying the hospitality of the garret, Petawanaquat was entertained in a comparatively quiet corner of the stage, by a youth named Sinclair, a Scotch half-breed, who had been a pupil in Ian Macdonalds school, and, latterly, an assistant.

Petawanaquat had made the acquaintance of young Sinclair on his first visit to Red River. They were kindred spirits. Both were earnest men, intensely desirous of finding out truth  truth in regard to everything that came under their notice, but especially in reference to God and religion. This grave, thoughtful disposition and earnest longing is by no means confined to men of refinement and culture. In all ranks and conditions among men, from the so-called savage upwards, there have been found more or less profound thinkers, and honest logical reasoners, who, but for the lack of training, might have become pillars in the world of intellect.

Both Sinclair and Petawanaquat were naturally quiet and modest men, but they were not credulous. They did not absolutely disbelieve their opponents, or teachers; but, while giving them full credit for honesty and sincerity  because themselves were honest and sincere  they nevertheless demanded proof of every position advanced, and utterly refused to take anything on credit. Bigoted men found them obstinate and troublesome. Capable reasoners found them interesting. Sinclair possessed a considerable amount of education, and spoke the Indian language fluently. Petawanaquat, although densely ignorant, had an acute and logical mind.

To look at them as they sat there, spoon in hand, over a pan of burgout, one would not readily have guessed the drift of their conversation.

It almost broke my heart, said Sinclair, when I heard you had stolen Mr Ravenshaws boy, and words cannot express my joy that you have repented and brought him back. What induced you to steal him?

My bad heart, replied the Indian.

Was it then your good heart that made you bring him back? asked Sinclair, with a keen glance at his friend.

No; it was the voice of the Great Spirit in Petawanaquat that made him do it. The voice said, Forgive! Return good for evil!

Ah; you learned these words here, and have been pondering them.

Petawanaquat heard them here; he did not learn them here, returned the red man quietly. Listen! he continued with a sudden glow of animation on his countenance, My brother is young, but he knows much, and is wise. He will understand his friend. In the mountains I pitched my tent. It was a lonely spot. No trappers or Indians came there, but one day in winter a paleface came. He was a servant of the Great Spirit. He talked much. I said little, but listened. The paleface was very earnest. He spoke much of Jesus. He told the story of His love, His sufferings, His death. He spoke of little else. When he was gone I asked Jesus to forgive me. He forgave. Then I was glad, but I looked at Tonyquat and my spirit was troubled. Then it was that I heard the voice of the Great Spirit. It did not fall on my ear: it fell upon my heart like the rippling of a mountain stream. It said, Send the child back to his father. I obeyed the Voice, and I am here.

With sparkling eyes Sinclair stretched out his right hand, and, grasping that of the red man, said in a deep voice My brother!

Petawanaquat returned the grasp in silence. Before either of them could resume the conversation they were interrupted by Victor shouting from a window of the parsonage to fetch the canoe.

A few minutes later they were again on their way.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Brings Things to a Point.

While Tony was being received at the old home, as already related, and Michel Rollin and Winklemann were rescuing their mothers, and Ian Macdonald was busy transplanting his fathers house, Mr Samuel Ravenshaw was sitting disconsolate on the Little Mountain.

Lest the reader should still harbour a false impression in regard to that eminence, we repeat that the Little Mountain was not a mountain; it was not even a hill. It was merely a gentle elevation of the prairie, only recognisable as a height because of the surrounding flatness.

Among the settlers encamped on this spot the children were the most prominent objects in the scene, because of their noise and glee and mischievous rapidity of action. To them the great floods had been nothing but a splendid holiday. Such camping out, such paddling in many waters, such games and romps round booths and tents, such chasing of cattle and pigs and poultry and other live stock, and, above all, such bonfires! It was a glorious time! No lessons, no being looked after, no restraint of any kind. Oh! it was such fun!

It was the sight of this juvenile glee that made Mr Ravenshaw disconsolate. Seated in the opening of a tent he smoked his pipe, and looked on at the riotous crew with a tear in each eye, and one, that had overflowed, at the point of his nose. The more these children laughed and shouted the more did the old gentleman feel inclined to weep. There was one small boy  a half-breed, with piercing black eyes and curly hair, whose powers of mischief were so great that he was almost equal to the lost Tony. He did his mischief quietly, and, as it were, with restrained enthusiasm. For instance, this imp chanced to be passing a group of Canadian buffalo-hunters seated round one of the camp-fires enjoying a can of tea. One of them raised a pannikin to his lips. The imp was at his elbow like a flash of light; the elbow was tipped, by the merest accident, and half of the tea went over the hunters legs. The awful look of hypocritical self-condemnation put on by the imp was too much for the hunter, who merely laughed, and told him to get along which he did with a yell of triumph. Old Mr Ravenshaw felt a strong desire to embrace that boy on the spot, so vividly did he bring before his mind his beloved Tony!

Sometimes the older people in that miscellaneous camp emulated the children in riotous behaviour. Of course, in such an assemblage there were bad as well as good people, and some of the former, taking advantage of the unprotected state of things, went about the camp pilfering where opportunity offered. One of these was at last caught in the act, and the exasperated people at once proceeded to execute summary justice. The thief was a big, strong, sulky-looking fellow. He was well known as an incorrigible idler, who much preferred to live on the labours of other men than to work. The captor was Baptiste Warder, the half-breed chief who had acted so conspicuous a part in the buffalo hunt of the previous season.

Lets string him up, cried John Flett, as Warder, grasping the thiefs collar, led him into the middle of the camp.

But there were two objections to this proceeding. First, it was deemed too severe for the offence, and, second, there was not a tree or a post, or any convenient object, whereon to hang him.

Roast him alive! suggested David Mowat, but this also was laughed at as being disproportioned to the offence.

Duck him! cried Sam Hayes.

This was hailed as a good proposal, though some were of opinion it was too gentle. However, it was agreed to, with this addition, that the culprits capote should be cut to pieces. In order to accomplish the latter part of the ceremony with more ease, one of the men removed the capote by the simple process of ripping the back up to the neck, and slitting the sleeves with a scalping-knife. The man here showed a disposition to resist, and began to struggle, but a quiet squeeze from Warder convinced him that it was useless. He was then seized by four men, each of whom, grasping an arm or a leg, carried him down to the waters edge. They passed Mr Ravenshaw in the opening of his tent. He rose and followed them.

Serves him right, said the old gentleman, on hearing who it was, and what he had done.

Ay, hes done worse than that, said one of the men who carried him. Its only last Sunday that he stole a blanket out of old Rentons tent, and that, too, when Mr Cockran was holding service here; but well put a stop to such doings. Now, then, heave together  one, two, three

The four powerful men hurled the thief into the air with vigour. He went well up and out, came down with a sounding splash, and disappeared amid shouts of laughter. He rose instantly, and with much spluttering regained the shore, where he was suffered to depart in peace by the executioners of the law, who returned quietly to their tents.

Mr Ravenshaw was left alone, moralising on the depravity of human nature. The sun was setting in a blaze of golden light, and tipping the calm waters of the flood with lines of liquid fire. Turning from the lovely scene with a sigh, the old trader was about to return to his tent when the sound of a voice arrested him. It came from a canoe which had shot suddenly from a clump of half-submerged trees by which it had been hitherto concealed.

As the canoe approached, Mr Ravenshaw ascended a neighbouring mound to watch it. Soon it touched the shore, and three of its occupants landed  an Indian and two boys. A woman who occupied the bow held the frail bark steady. The Indian at once strode up towards the camp. In doing so he had to pass the mound where Mr Ravenshaw was seated on a ledge of rock. He looked at the trader, and stopped. At the same moment the latter recognised Petawanaquat!

If a mine had been sprung beneath his feet he could not have leaped up with greater celerity. Then he stood for a moment rooted to the spot as if transformed into stone  with mouth open and eyes glaring.

To behold his enemy standing thus calmly before him, as if they had only parted yesterday and were on the best of terms, with no expression on his bronzed visage save that of grave solemnity, was almost too much for him! He grasped convulsively the heavy stick which he usually carried. The thought of the foul wrong done him by the red man rushed into his memory with overwhelming force. It did not occur to him to remember his own evil conduct! With a roar of rage worthy of a buffalo bull he rushed towards him. The red man stood firm. What the result would have been if they had met no one can tell, for at that moment an Indian boy ran forward and planted himself right in front of the angry man.

Father!

Mr Ravenshaw dropped his cudgel and his jaw, and stood aghast! The painted face was that of a savage, but the voice was the voice of Tony!

The old man shut his mouth and opened his arms. Tony sprang into them with a wild cheer that ended in a burst of joyful tears!

The way in which that boy hugged his sire and painted his face all over by rubbing his own against it was a sight worth seeing.

It had been a concerted plan between Tony and Victor that the latter was to keep a little in the background while the former should advance and perplex his father a little before making himself known, but Tony had over-estimated his powers of restraint. His heart was too large for so trifling a part. He acted up to the promptings of nature, as we have seen, and absolutely howled with joy.

Dont choke him, Tony, remonstrated Victor; mind, you are stronger than you used to be.

Ha! Choke me? gasped Mr Ravenshaw; try it, my boy; just try it!

Tony did try it. But we must not prolong this scene. It is enough to say that when Tony had had his face washed and stood forth his old self in all respects  except that he looked two or three sizes larger, more sunburnt, and more manly  his father quietly betook himself to his tent, and remained there for a time in solitude.

Thereafter he came out, and assuming a free-and-easy, off-hand look of composure, which was clearly hypocritical, ordered tea. This was soon got ready, and the joyful party seated themselves round the camp-fire, which now sent its ruddy blaze and towering column of sparks into the darkening sky.

Victor was not long in running over the chief outlines of their long chase, and also explained the motives of the red man  as far as he understood them  in bringing Tony back.

Well, Vic, said Mr Ravenshaw, with a puzzled look, its a strange way of taking his revenge of me. But after all, when I look at him there, sucking away at his calumet with that pleased, grave face, I cant help thinkin that you and I, Christians though we call ourselves, have something to learn from the savage. Ive been mistaken, Vic, in my opinion of Petawanaquat. Anyhow, his notion of revenge is better than mine. It must be pleasanter to him now to have made us all so happy than if he had kept Tony altogether, or put a bullet through me. Its a clever dodge, too, for the rascal has laid me under an obligation which I can never repay  made me his debtor for life, in fact. Its perplexing, Vic; very much so, but satisfactory at the same time.

There were still more perplexing things in store for old Samuel Ravenshaw that night.

But why did you not bring Ian Macdonald along with you, Vic? he asked. I expect his father here this evening from Fort Garry, where he went in the morning for some pemmican.

Before Victor had time to reply, Ian himself stepped out of the surrounding darkness. Just previous to this the party had been joined by Herr Winklemann and Michel Rollin, who, after seeing their respective mothers made as comfortable as possible in the circumstances, had been going about the camp chatting with their numerous friends. Louis Lambert had also joined the circle, and Peegwish stood modestly in the background.

Come along, Ian, we were just talking of you, said Mr Ravenshaw heartily, as he rose and extended his hand, for the disagreeables of his last meeting with the young man had been obliterated by the subsequent kindness of Ian in going off to aid in the search for Tony.

Ian returned the grasp with good will, but he soon destroyed the good understanding by deliberately, and it seemed unwisely, referring to the two points which still rankled in the old mans breast.

Tut, man, said Mr Ravenshaw, a little testily, why drag in the subjects of the knoll and my Elsie to-night, of all nights in the year?

Because I cannot avoid it, said Ian. Events have occurred to-day which compel me to speak of them  of the knoll, at least.

Oh, for the matter of that, interrupted the old gentleman angrily, you may speak of Elsie too, and the old woman, and Cora, and all the household to boot, for all that I care.

I come here to claim a right, went on Ian, in a calm voice. It is well known that Samuel Ravenshaw is a man of his word; that what he promises he is sure to perform; that he never draws back from an agreement.

This speech took Mr Ravenshaw by surprise. He looked round until his eyes rested on Tony. Then he said, in a slightly sarcastic tone  

What you say is true. Even Tony knows that.

Tonyquat knows that what Ian says of his white father is true, said the boy.

At the name Tonyquat, which was the only word of the sentence he understood, Petawanaquat cast a look of affection on Tony, while his father and the others burst into a laugh at the childs sententious gravity. But Tony maintained his Indian air, and gazed solemnly at the fire.

Well, go on, Ian, said the old gentleman, in somewhat better humour.

You remember our last meeting in the smoking-box on the knoll? continued Ian.

Too well, said the other, shortly.

Part of what you said was in the following words: Mark what I say. I will sell this knoll to your father, and give my daughter to you, when you take that house, and with your own unaided hands place it on the top of this knoll!

Well, you have a good memory, Ian. These are the words I used when I wished to convince you of the impossibility of your obtaining what you wanted, said Mr Ravenshaw, with the determined air of a man who is resolved not to be turned from his purpose.

What you wanted to convince me of, rejoined Ian, has nothing to do with the question. It is what you said that I have to do with.

Again the irascible fur-traders temper gave way as he said  

Well, what I said I have said, and what I said Ill stick to.

Just so, returned Ian, with a peculiar smile, and, knowing this, I have come here to claim the knoll for my father and Elsie for myself.

This was such a glaring absurdity in the old gentlemans eyes that he uttered a short contemptuous laugh. At that moment Angus Macdonald appeared upon the scene. His look of amazement at beholding his son may be imagined. Angus was not, however, demonstrative.

He only stepped across the fire, and gave Ian a crushing squeeze of the hand.

It iss fery glad to see you I am, my poy, but it is taken py surprise I am, whatever. An ho! (as his eyes fell on Tony), it iss the child you hef found. Well, it iss a happy father you will pe this night, Mr Ruvnshaw. I wish you choy. Dont let me stop you, whatever. It wass something interesting you would pe telling these chentlemen when I came up.

I was just going to tell them, father, said Ian, resting a hand on his sires shoulder, that I have come straight from Willow Creek with the news that this day I have, with my own unaided hands,  he cast a sidelong glance at the old gentleman transported your house to Mr Ravenshaws knoll, and have asked Elsie Ravenshaw to be my wife, and been accepted.

Moreover, continued Ian, in a calm, steady tone, my fathers biggest barn has, without any assistance from any one, stranded itself on Mr Ravenshaws lawn!

Bless me, Ian, iss it jokin ye are?

No, father. Its in earnest I am.

Good reader, the aspect of the party  especially of old Ravenshaw and Angus  on hearing these announcements is beyond our powers of description; we therefore prefer to leave it to your own vivid imagination.




Chapter Twenty Six.

The Last.

A change  like the flashing colours of a kaleidoscope; like the phantoms of a dream! Red River settlement is dry again, or drying; but ah! what a scene of wreck and ruin! It looks as if the settlement had been devastated by fire and sword as well as water. Broken-down houses, uprooted fences and trees, piles of débris, beds and boxes, billets of wood and blankets, habiliments and hay, carioles and cordage and carcasses of cattle, all mixed up more or less, and cemented together with mud. Nearly every house in the settlement had been destroyed.

Of course many a day passed after the great catastrophe before Red River was itself again, with its river confined to the proper channel, and its prairies rolling with grass-waves; but it was not long before the energetic inhabitants returned to their labours and their desolated houses to begin the world anew. About the 1st of May the flood began; by the 20th of the same month it had reached its height, and on the 22nd the waters began to assuage. On that day they had made a decided fall of two inches. The height to which the waters had risen above the level of ordinary years was fifteen feet. The flood subsided very gradually. About the middle of June the ploughs were at work again, and the people busy sowing what was left to them of their seed-barley and potatoes.

Among the busiest of the busy at that bustling time was Peegwish. While others were hard at work clearing, rebuilding, ploughing, and sowing, our noble savage was fishing. The labour of this occupation consisted chiefly in staring at his line, while he sat on a mud-heap on the river bank, and smoked in the pleasant sunshine. Occasionally he roused himself to haul out a goldeye. Wildcat assisted him ably in his labours, and still more ably in the after consumption of the goldeyes. Angus Macdonald discovered them thus occupied, and had difficulty in resisting his desire to pitch the lazy fellow into the river.

What wass you doin there? he cried. Wass it wastin your time wi small fush you will pe doin, an every wan else workin hard? Go an putt the ox in the cart an haul watter. Look sharp!

Angus concluded with some deep gutturals in Gaelic which we cannot translate, and Peegwish, rising hastily, went off to do as he was bid. But Peegwish was a poor water-drawer. The ox turned out to be more obstinate than himself, and also more callous, for when it became fatigued with hauling the water-barrel to and fro, it stopped at the foot of the slope near a corner of the garden, and refused to budge. Peegwish lashed it, but it did not feel  at all events, it did not care. He tried to wheedle it, but failed: he became abusive, and used bad language to the ox, but without success. He was in the height of his distress when Petawanaquat passed by with a load of firewood on his shoulder. The red man having been reconciled to his old enemy, had remained at Red River, partly to assist him, partly to see the end of the flood, and partly to be near his friend Sinclair and his adopted son Tonyquat. From the latter he could not tear himself away.

The Indian stood and gazed solemnly at his brother savage for some minutes, then he threw down his load, and entering the garden, cut the remains of a cabbage which had survived the flood. With this he went to the ox and held it to its nose. The animal advanced; the Indian retreated a few steps. The ox advanced again in the hope of obtaining a savoury mouthful, but the Indian still retreated. Thus, step by step, the slope was ascended!

Wah! said Petawanaquat, with a grave look, as he handed the cabbage to Peegwish, who profited by the lesson, and gained his ends.

Shes fery lazy, muttered Angus to himself  referring to Peegwish  as he went up the river bank towards the knoll, where his house now stood triumphantly, fery lazy; more lazy than  than

Failing to find a just comparison, he tailed off in expressive but untranslatable Gaelic.

Goot tay to you, Muster Ruvnshaw, said Angus, on reaching the summit of the knoll. It wass fery goot of you, whatever, to let my hoose stand here.

Dont mention it, Angus, said the old gentleman, removing his pipe with one hand, and extending the other. It would be difficult to prevent it remaining where it is now. Besides, I passed my word, you know, and that cannot be broken. Come, sit down. Im thankful your house was so considerate as to spare my smoking-box, though it has given it a shove of a few feet to the southard. In other respects the house is an advantage, for while it has not hurt the view, it serves to protect my box from the quarter which used to be exposed to east winds. But there is one stipulation I have to make Angus, before the bargain is closed.

An what may that pe? asked Angus, with a shade of anxiety.

That this smoking-box and the ground on which it stands, together with the footpath leading up to it, shall remain my property as long as I live.

Angus smiled. He had the peculiarity of turning the corners of his mouth down instead of up when he did so, which gave a remarkably knowing look to his smile.

You shall pe fery welcome, he said. And now, Muster Ruvnshaw, I came here to say a word for my poy. You know it iss natural that Ian will pe getting anxious apout the wedding. It iss impatient he will pe, whatever. He is a little shy to speak to you himself, and he will pe botherin me to

All right, Angus, I understand, interrupted Mr Ravenshaw. You know both he and Lambert are busy removing your barn from my lawn. When that is finished we shall have the weddings. My old woman wants em to be on the same day, but nothing can be done till the barn is removed, for I mean to have the dance on that lawn on the double-wedding day. So you can tell them that.

Angus did tell them that, and it is a remarkable fact which every one in the establishment observed, that the unsightly barn, which had so long disfigured the lawn at Willow Creek, disappeared, as if by magic, in one night, as Cora put it, like the baseless fabric of a vision!

Time passed, and changed the face of nature entirely. Wrecks were swept away; houses sprang up; fences were repaired; crops waved on the fields of Red River as of yore, and cattle browsed on the plains; so that if a stranger had visited that outlying settlement there would have been little to inform his eyes of the great disaster which had so recently swept over the place. But there would have been much to inform his ears, for it was many a day before the interest and excitement about the great flood went down. In fact, for a long time afterwards the flood was so much in the thoughts and mouths of the people that they might have been mistaken for the immediate descendants of those who had swarmed on the slopes of Ararat.

Let us now present a series of pictures for the readers inspection.

The first is a little log-hut embosomed in bushes, with a stately tree rising close beside it. Flowers and berries bedeck the surrounding shrubbery, pleasant perfumes fill the air. A small garden, in which the useful and ornamental are blended, environs the hut. The two windows are filled with glass, not parchment. A rustic porch, covered with twining plants, conceals the door, and a general air of tidiness marks all the surroundings. Need we say more to convince the intelligent reader that this is the hut of old Liz? It occupies the spot where it was deposited by the flood, the family having been allowed to remain there.

Under the genius of Herr Winklemann and Michel Rollin the old hut has displayed some characteristics of the cactus in sending forth offshoots from its own body. An offshoot in the rear is the kitchen; another on the right is a mansion, as large nearly as the parent, in which Winklemann has placed his mother, to the great relief of Daddy, who never forgot, and with difficulty forgave, the old womans kicking habits when their legs reposed together on the table. It must be added, however, that the old people live on good terms, and that Mrs Winklemann frequently visits Daddy, and smokes with him. The offshoot on the left, built by Michel, is a stable, and an excrescence beyond is a cow-house. There, are fowls in front of the hut, and flour, sugar, pork, and tea within, so it may be concluded that the families are now in comfort.

When the improvements just mentioned were completed, Michel Rollin, unable to settle down, had arranged with Peegwish and Wildcat to go off on a fishing expedition.

Before starting he entered the hut, and said to Winklemann, who was filling his moders pipe for her  

You vill be here ven I come back? You vill not leave the ol peepil?

No; I vill stope till you retoorns. Be sure I vill take care of zee old vons. But dere is not much fear of anodor flood joost now.

What says he, Liz? asked old Daddy, with a hand to his ear. Speak oot.

Oh, hes jist haverin aboot the flood. He says theres nae fear o anither flood, an I think hes aboot right.

Im no sae sure o that, returned Daddy, whose memory for the past was much stronger than for current events. Its been said, on the best authority, that there was a seemilar flood i the year seeventeen hunner an seeventy-sax, anither in seeventeen ninety, an anither in aughteen hunner an nine.

Hoots! haud yer gab. What div ye ken aboot floods?

Daddy, hearing nothing, and believing from the pleasant expression of Lizs countenance that she appreciated his remarks, nodded to Mrs Winklemann cheerily, and smiled.

Ha! laughed her son; you is von stranch being, old Liz  ver stranch.

Having finished the filling of his moders pipe and lighted it for her, Herr Winklemann arose and followed his friend Michel out of the hut.

Let us look at another picture.

It is a pair of cottages close to each other, and about a stones cast from the farm at Willow Creek. The buildings are new, and much alike in form and size. There are well-tilled fields around, and fat cattle and a few sheep. The insides of these mansions have not much to boast of in the way of ornament, but there is enough to display the influence, the good taste, and the refinement of woman.

Immediately after the abating of the waters Ian Macdonald and Louis Lambert set to work to build these houses, and you may be sure they were not long about it, for the tyrannical old father-in-law elect not only compelled them to take down the barn on the lawn before the weddings, but also to build houses for their brides.

And after the knots were tied and the dance on the lawn at Willow Creek was over, and the happy couples were fairly established in their own homes, they kept open house for a long time, and interchanged innumerable visits between Bearclaw Cottage, (that was Ians), and Hunters Lodge, (that was Lamberts), and the Ark on Ararat, (that was the house of Angus), and Willow Creek, insomuch that Tony was heard one day to inform Miss Trim confidentially that he found it difficult to tell where he lived, or which was his proper home  and Miss Trim confessed that she was in much the same condition of mind.

What an amazing time we have passed through! said Miss Trim, referring to the flood, at one of their social gatherings.

Yes, said Victor hastily, for he knew that Miss Trim was on the point of delivering one of her parenthetical and pointless orations, it was indeed an amazing time! Such boating on the plains, and such camping out! To say nothing of tumbling into the water and being half drowned.

By the way, asked Ian, was not poor John Flett nearly drowned about the beginning of the flood?

Of course he was, said Mr Ravenshaw, and if it had not been for your father he and his family would have been lost altogether. Is not that so, Angus?

Well, it iss droont he would have been in all probabeelity, said Angus, for he was on the wrong road when I met him, an he couldnt find the right wan, whatever. Shon Flett iss a good man, but he iss also foolish. You see, when the watter came on him so strong that his hoose began to slup away, he took two of his oxen an he tied them together wi ropes, an put planks on their backs, which he also tied; ay! an so he made a sort of livin stage, on which he sat his wife and four children; two of them wass poys and the other two wass girls, whatever. The frightened craters went about the best way they could, sometimes wadin an sometimes sweemin, an Shon, he wass leadin them wi a line roond their horns, an he wass wadin an sweemin also. I came across them wi my post an took them in. That was just pefore we saw the hoose on fire floatin down the river.

The house on fire! exclaimed Cora; I did not hear of that.

No wonder, said Lambert. There have been so many strange incidents and hairbreadth escapes during the flood that we wont likely hear about them all for many a day to come.

But what about the house on fire? asked Victor; was any one in it?

No, it was only a house that had been left somewhat hastily by its owners, who must have forgot to put out the fire or capsized something over it. At all events the house was seen floating down stream at night, and a splendid sight it was, burning furiously, with the flames glittering in the water that swept it away.

How sad! said Elsie, whose mind dwelt on the evil rather than on the picturesque aspect of the incident.

I cant imagine what ever was the cause of the flood, remarked Mrs Ravenshaw.

Well, my dear, said her husband, in a somewhat oracular tone, no one can certainly tell what caused it, but my own opinion is that it was caused by the unusual wetness of the fall. You remember how it rained; well, when the lakes and rivers were as full as they could hold, and the ground was soaking like a full sponge, the winter came on us suddenly and set all fast, thus preventing the water getting away. Then came the snow, also unusually heavy. Then came a late spring with a sudden burst of warm weather, and a south wind for several days in succession, turning all this accumulation into water. Red Lake, Otter-tail Lake, and Lake Travers overflowed, as you know; the Red River ice burst up and jammed against the solid ice of Lake Winnipeg, which stopped the current, and thus caused the overflow. Thats my notion about the flood. Whether its right or no, who can tell?

Your observations, sir, are fery goot, whatever, said Angus, taking an unusually long draw at his pipe.

Turn we now to look upon one more picture. It is on the shores of the great lake  Lake Winnipeg. There among a tangled but picturesque mass of reeds and bushes, a canoe is resting on the reeds, and, not far from it, a rude structure of boughs and bark has been set up. It is open in front, and before it burns a large fire, whose light, however, is paled by the effulgence of the glorious sun as it dips into the lake.

Petawanaquat is there, seated with a book on his knee, and a dignified, yet slightly perplexed expression on his face. His friend Sinclair is there too, teaching him to read the Word of God. Meekeye, faithful partner and sympathiser with the red man, is also there; and beside them reclines our friend Tony. That childs taste for hunting is strong. Having been  according to Miss Trims report  a very good boy and remarkably diligent at his lessons, he has been granted a holiday and permission to go a-hunting with his red father. He is tired after the days hunt, and reclines placidly awaiting supper, which Meekeye with downcast look prepares.

Having spent two hours over the Book that evening, Petawanaquat closed it slowly and looked up.

You find it rather difficult to understand, said Sinclair, with a pleasant smile.

The red man rose, drew himself up, and, turning his black eyes, like the eagle, on the flashing sun, stretched out his hand.

My brother, he said, beholds the sun. Can he tell where it comes from, or whither it goes? No; but he understands that the Great Spirit guides its course, and he is satisfied. When Petawanaquat was a child he understood very little. He is a man now, and understands a little more. When the Great Spirit takes him up yonder, no doubt his mind shall be made bigger, and it shall be filled. The book that the Great Spirit has sent is very big. Some things in it are hard to understand, but the greatest thing of all is not hard. There is but one thing needful. Is not Jesus the one thing? Petawanaquat wishes to live for ever. To know the Great Spirit and Jesus is to live for ever. Petawanaquat has lived long and seen much. He has seen men torture men like evil spirits. He has seen scalps torn from men and women. He has seen little ones dashed against the stones. The spirit of Petawanaquat has groaned within him  he knew not why  perhaps the Great Spirit was speaking to him in his heart. Shall these deeds of evil never have an end? he asked, but there was no answer. Now, an answer has come. Jesus is the Saviour from sin. All things shall be put under Him. When that time comes all things shall be good. At present good and evil are mixed.

The red man paused a moment, with a slightly troubled look, but the shadow passed like a fleeting cloud as he dropped his arm, and, with an air of simple humility, sat down again beside his friend.

Petawanaquat is only a child, he added; at present he is only learning. In good time he shall know all.

The suns last rays were still gilding the horizon and flickering on the waves of Winnipeg when the tired hunters lay down to rest. Gradually the camp-fire lost its ruddy glow; the evening breeze died slowly down; one by one the stars came out, and the soft curtain of night, descending like a gentle spirit on the wilderness, hid the red man and his comrades from mortal eyes, and wrapped them in profound repose.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Introduces our Hero and his Kindred.

The Giant was an Eskimo of the Arctic regions. At the beginning of his career he was known among his kindred by the name of Skreekinbroot, or the howler, because he howled oftener and more furiously than any infant that had ever been born in Arctic land. His proper name, however, was Chingatok, though his familiars still ventured occasionally to style him Skreekinbroot.

Now it must not be supposed that our giant was one of those ridiculous myths of the nursery, with monstrous heads and savage hearts, who live on human flesh, and finally receive their deserts at the hands of famous giant-killing Jacks. No! Chingatok was a real man of moderate size  not more than seven feet two in his sealskin boots  with a lithe, handsome figure, immense chest and shoulders, a gentle disposition, and a fine, though flattish countenance, which was sometimes grave with thought, at other times rippling with fun.

We mention the howling characteristic of his babyhood because it was, in early life, the only indication of the grand spirit that dwelt within him  the solitary evidence of the tremendous energy with which he was endowed. At first he was no bigger than an ordinary infant. He was, perhaps, a little fatter, but not larger, and there was not an oily man or woman of the tribe to which he belonged who would have noticed anything peculiar about him if he had only kept moderately quiet; but this he would not or could not do. His mouth was his safety-valve. His spirit seemed to have been born big at once. It was far too large for his infant body, and could only find relief from the little plump dwelling in which it was at first enshrined by rushing out at the mouth. The shrieks of pigs were trifles to the yelling of that Eskimo childs impatience. The caterwauling of cats was as nothing to the growls of his disgust. The angry voice of the Polar bear was a mere chirp compared with the furious howling of his disappointment, and the barking of a mad walrus was music to the roaring of his wrath.

Every one, except his mother, wished him dead and buried in the centre of an iceberg or at the bottom of the Polar Sea. His mother  squat, solid, pleasant-faced, and mild  alone put up with his ways with that long-suffering endurance which is characteristic of mothers. Nothing could disturb the serenity of Toolooha. When the young giant, (that was to be), roared, she fondled him; if that was ineffectual, she gave him a walrus tusk or a seals flipper to play with; if that did not suffice, she handed him a lump of blubber to suck; if that failed, as was sometimes the case, she gambolled with him on the floor of her snow-hut, and rubbed his oily visage lovingly over her not less oleaginous countenance. Need we enlarge on this point? Have not all mothers acted thus, or similarly, in all times and climes?

From pole to pole a mothers soul

Is tender, strong, and true;

Whether the loved be good or bad  

White, yellow, black, or blue.

But Tooloohas love was wise as well as strong. If all else failed, she was wont to apply corporal punishment, and whacked her baby with her tail. Be not shocked, reader. We refer to the tail of her coat, which was so long that it trailed on the ground, and had a flap at the end which produced surprising results when properly applied.

But the howling condition of life did not last long.

At the age of five years little Chingatok began to grow unusually fast, and when he reached the age of seven, the tribe took note of him as a more than promising youth. Then the grand spirit, which had hitherto sought to vent itself in yells and murderous assaults on its doting mother, spent its energies in more noble action. All the little boys of his size, although much older than himself, began to look up to him as a champion. None went so boldly into mimic warfare with the walrus and the bear as Chingatok. No one could make toy sledges out of inferior and scanty materials so well as he. If any little one wanted a succourer in distress, Skreekinbroot was the lad to whom he, or she, turned. If a broken toy had to be mended, Chingatok could do it better than any other boy. And so it went on until he became a man and a giant.

When he was merely a big boy  that is, bigger than the largest man of his tribe  he went out with the other braves to hunt and fish, and signalised himself by the reckless manner in which he would attack the polar bear single-handed; but when he reached his full height and breadth he gave up reckless acts, restrained his tendency to display his great strength, and became unusually modest and thoughtful, even pensive, for an Eskimo.

The superiority of Chingatoks mind, as well as his body, soon became manifest. Even among savages, intellectual power commands respect. When coupled with physical force it elicits reverence. The young giant soon became an oracle and a leading man in his tribe. Those who had wished him dead, and in the centre of an iceberg or at the bottom of the Polar Sea, came to wish that there were only a few more men like him.

Of course he had one or two enemies. Who has not? There were a few who envied him his physical powers. There were some who envied him his moral influence. None envied him his intellectual superiority, for they did not understand it. There was one who not only envied but hated him. This was Eemerk, a mean-spirited, narrow-minded fellow, who could not bear to play what is styled second fiddle.

Eemerk was big enough  over six feet  but he wanted to be bigger. He was stout enough, but wanted to be stouter. He was influential too, but wanted to reign supreme. This, of course, was not possible while there existed a taller, stouter, and cleverer man than himself. Even if Eemerk had been the equal of Chingatok in all these respects, there would still have remained one difference of character which would have rendered equality impossible.

It was this: our young giant was unselfish and modest. Eemerk was selfish and vain-glorious. When the latter killed a seal he always kept the tit-bits for himself. Chingatok gave them to his mother, or to any one else who had a mind to have them. And so in regard to everything.

Chingatok was not a native of the region in which we introduce him to the reader. He and the tribe, or rather part of the tribe, to which he belonged, had travelled from the far north; so far north that nobody knew the name of the land from which they had come. Even Chingatok himself did not know it. Being unacquainted with geography, he knew no more about his position on the face of this globe than a field-mouse or a sparrow.

But the young giant had heard a strange rumour, while in his far-off country, which had caused his strong intellect to ponder, and his huge heart to beat high. Tribes who dwelt far to the south of his northern home had told him that other tribes, still further south, had declared that the people who dwelt to the south of them had met with a race of men who came to them over the sea on floating islands; that these islands had something like trees growing out of them, and wings which moved about, which folded and expanded somewhat like the wings of the sea-gull; that these mens faces were whiter than Eskimo faces; that they wore skins of a much more curious kind than sealskins, and that they were amazingly clever with their hands, talked a language that no one could understand, and did many wonderful things that nobody could comprehend.

A longing, wistful expression used to steal over Chingatoks face as he gazed at the southern horizon while listening to these strange rumours, and a very slight smile of incredulity had glimmered on his visage, when it was told him that one of the floating islands of these Kablunets, or white men, had been seen with a burning mountain in the middle of it, which vomited forth smoke and fire, and sometimes uttered a furious hissing or shrieking sound, not unlike his own voice when he was a Skreekinbroot.

The giant said little about these and other subjects, but thought deeply. His mind, as we have said, was far ahead of his time and condition. Let us listen to some of the disjointed thoughts that perplexed this man.

Who made me? he asked in a low tone, when floating alone one day in his kayak, or skin canoe, whence came I? whither go I? What is this great sea on which I float? that land on which I tread? No sledge, no spear, no kayak, no snow-hut makes itself! Who made all that which I behold?

Chingatok looked around him, but no audible answer came from Nature. He looked up, but the glorious sun only dazzled his eyes.

There must be One, he continued in a lower tone, who made all things; but who made Him? No one? It is impossible! The Maker must have ever been. Ever been! He repeated this once or twice with a look of perplexed gravity.

The northern savage had grasped the grand mystery, and, like all true philosophers savage or civilised who have gone before him, relapsed into silence.

At last he resolved to travel south, until he should arrive at the coasts where these strange sights before described were said to have been seen.

Having made up his mind, Chingatok began his arrangements without delay; persuaded a few families of his tribe to accompany him, and reached the north-western shores of Greenland after a long and trying journey by water and ice.

Here he spent the winter. When spring came, he continued his journey south, and at last began to look out, with sanguine expectation, for the floating islands with wings, and the larger island with the burning mountain on it, about which he had heard.

Of course, on his way south, our giant fell in with some members of the tribes through whom the rumours that puzzled him had been transmitted to the far north; and, as he advanced, these rumours took a more definite, also a more correct, form. In time he came to understand that the floating islands were gigantic kayaks, or canoes, with masts and sails, instead of trees and wings. The burning mountain, however, remained an unmodified mystery, which he was still inclined to disbelieve. But these more correct views did not in the least abate Chingatoks eager desire to behold, with his own eyes, the strange men from the unknown south.

Eemerk formed one of the party who had volunteered to join Chingatok on this journey. Not that Eemerk was influenced by large-minded views or a thirst for knowledge, but he could not bear the thought that his rival should have all the honour of going forth on a long journey of exploration to the mysterious south, a journey which was sure to be full of adventure, and the successful accomplishment of which would unquestionably raise him very much in the estimation of his tribe.

Eemerk had volunteered to go, not as second in command, but as an independent member of the party  a sort of free-lance. Chingatok did not quite relish having Eemerk for a companion, but, being a good-humoured, easy-going fellow, he made no objection to his going. Eemerk took his wife with him. Chingatok took his mother and little sister; also a young woman named Tekkona, who was his wifes sister. These were the only females of the exploring party. Chingatok had left his wife behind him, because she was not robust at that time; besides, she was very small  as is usually the case with giants wives  and he was remarkably fond of her, and feared to expose her to severe fatigue and danger.

The completed party of explorers numbered twenty souls, with their respective bodies, some of which latter were large, some small, but all strong and healthy. Four of the men were friends of Eemerk, whom he had induced to join because he knew them to be kindred spirits who would support him.

I go to the ice-cliff to look upon the sea, said Chingatok one morning, drawing himself up to his full height, and unconsciously brushing some of the lamp-black off the roof of his hut with the hood of his sealskin coat.

At this point it may be well to explain, once for all, that our giant did not speak English, and as it is highly improbable that the reader understands the Eskimo tongue, we will translate as literally as possible  merely remarking that Chingatoks language, like his mind, was of a superior cast.

Why goes my son to the ice-cliff? asked Toolooha in a slightly reproachful tone. Are not the floes nearer? Can he not look on the great salt lake from the hummocks? The sun has been hot a long time now. The ice-cliffs are dangerous. Their edges split off every day. If my son goes often to them, he will one day come tumbling down upon the floes and be crushed flat, and men will carry him to his mothers feet like a mass of shapeless blubber.

It is interesting to note how strong a resemblance there is in sentiment and modes of thought between different members of the human family. This untutored savage, this Polar giant, replied, in the Eskimo tongue, words which may be freely translated Never fear, mother, I know how to take care of myself.

Had he been an Englishman, he could not have expressed himself more naturally. He smiled as he looked down at his stout and genial mother, while she stooped and drew forth a choice morsel of walrus flesh from one of her boots. Eskimo ladies wear enormous sealskin boots the whole length of their legs. The tops of these boots are made extremely wide, for the purpose of stowing away blubber, or babies, or other odd articles that might encumber their hands.

Chingatok seemed the personification of savage dignity as he stood there, leaning on a short walrus spear. Evidently his little mother doted on him. So did Oblooria, a pretty little girl of about sixteen, who was his only sister, and the counterpart of her mother, hairy coat and tail included, only a few sizes smaller.

But Chingatoks dignity was marred somewhat when he went down on his hands and knees, in order to crawl through the low snow-tunnel which was the only mode of egress from the snow-hut.

Emerging at the outer end of the tunnel, he stood up, drew the hood of his sealskin coat over his head, shouldered his spear, and went off with huge and rapid strides over the frozen billows of the Arctic Sea.

Spring was far advanced at the time of which we write, and the sun shone not only with dazzling brilliancy, but with intense power on the fields of ice which still held the ocean in their cold unyielding embrace. The previous winter had been unusually severe, and the ice showed little or no sign of breaking up, except at a great distance from land, where the heaving of the waves had cracked it up into large fields. These were gradually parting from the main body, and drifting away with surface-currents to southern waters, there to be liquefied and re-united to their parent sea.

The particular part of the Greenland coast to which the giant went in his ramble is marked by tremendous cliffs descending perpendicularly into the water. These, at one part, are divided by a valley tilled with a great glacier, which flows from the mountains of the interior with a steep declivity to the sea, into which it thrusts its tongue, or extreme end. This mighty river of ice completely fills the valley from side to side, being more than two miles in width and many hundred feet thick. It seems as solid and motionless as the rocks that hem it in, nevertheless the markings on the surface resemble the currents and eddies of a stream which has been suddenly frozen in the act of flowing, and if you were to watch it narrowly, day by day, and week by week, you would perceive, by the changed position of objects on its surface, that it does actually advance or flow towards the sea. A further proof of this advance is, that although the tongue is constantly shedding off large icebergs, it is never much decreased in extent, being pushed out continuously by the ice which is behind. In fact, it is this pushing process which causes the end of the tongue to shed its bergs, because, when the point is thrust into deep water and floats, the motion of the sea cracks the floating mass off from that pail which is still aground, and lets it drift away.

Now it was to these ice-cliffs that the somewhat reckless giant betook himself. Although not well acquainted with that region, or fully alive to the extent of the danger incurred, his knowledge was sufficient to render him cautious in the selection of the position which should form his outlook.

And a magnificent sight indeed presented itself when he took his stand among the glittering pinnacles. Far as the eye could reach, the sea lay stretched in the sunshine, calm as a mill-pond, and sparkling with ice-jewels of every shape and size. An Arctic haze, dry and sunny, seemed to float over all like golden gauze. Not only was the sun encircled by a beautiful halo, but also by those lovely lights of the Arctic regions known as parhelia, or mock-suns. Four of these made no mean display in emulation of their great original. On the horizon, refraction caused the ice-floes and bergs to present endless variety of fantastic forms, and in the immediate foreground  at the giants feet  tremendous precipices of ice went sheer down into the deep water, while, away to the right, where a bay still retained its winter grasp of an ice-field, could be seen, like white bee-hives, the temporary snow-huts of these wandering Eskimos.

Well might the eye, as well as the head, of the so-called savage rise upwards while he pondered the great mystery of the Maker of all! As he stood on the giddy ledge, rapt in contemplation, an event occurred which was fitted to deepen the solemnity of his thoughts. Not twenty yards from the point on which he stood, a great ice-cliff  the size of an average house  snapped off with a rending crash, and went thundering down into the deep, which seemed to boil and heave with sentient emotion as it received the mass, and swallowed it in a turmoil indescribable.

Chingatok sprang from his post and sought a safer but not less lofty outlook, while the new-born berg, rising from the sea, swayed majestically to and fro in its new-found cradle.

It is not understandable, muttered the giant as he took up his new position and gazed with feelings of awe upon the grand scene. I wonder if the pale-faced men in the floating islands think much about these things. Perhaps they dwell in a land which is still more wonderful than this, and hunt the walrus and the seal like us. It is said they come for nothing else but to see our land and find out what is in it. Why should I not go to see their land? My kayak is large, though it has no wings. The land may be far off, but am I not strong? They are pale-faced; perhaps the reason is that they are starved. That must be so, else they would not leave their home. I might bring some of the poor creatures to this happy land of ours, where there is always plenty to eat. They might send messengers for their relations to come and dwell with us. I will speak to mother about that; she is wise!

Like a dutiful son, the giant turned on his heel, descended the cliffs, and went straight home to consult with his mother.




Chapter Two.

Unexpected Meetings, Alarms, and Confidences.

Mother, I have been thinking, said Chingatok, as he crept into his hut and sat down on a raised bench of moss.

That is not news, my son; you think much. You are not like other men. They think little and eat much.

The stout little woman looked up through the smoke of her cooking-lamp and smiled, but her big son was too much absorbed in his thoughts to observe her pleasantry, so she continued the cooking of a walrus chop in silence.

The Kablunets are not to be seen, mother, resumed Chingatok. I have looked for them every day for a long time, and begin to weary. My thought is now to launch my kayak when we come to open water, load it with meat, take four spears and more lines than a strong hunter needs for a whole season; then paddle away south to discover the land of the Kablunets. They must be poor; they may be starving. I will guide them to our home, and show them this land of plenty.

He paused abruptly, and looked at his mother with solemn anxiety, for he was well aware that he had given her food for profound reflection.

We feel tempted here to repeat our remark about the strong resemblance between different members of the human family, but refrain.

This untutored woman of the Arctic lands met her sons proposition with the well-known reply of many civilised persons.

Of what use would it be, my son? No good can come of searching out these poor lands. You cannot benefit the miserable Kablunets. Perhaps they are savage and fierce; and you are sure to meet with dangers by the way. Worse  you may die!

Mother, returned Chingatok, when the white bear stands up with his claws above my head and his mouth a-gape, does my hand tremble or my spear fail?

No, my son.

Then why do you speak to me of danger and death?

Toolooha was not gifted with argumentative powers. She relapsed into silence and lamp-smoke.

But her son was not to be so easily dissuaded. He adopted a line of reasoning which never failed.

Mother, he said, sadly, it may be that you are right, and I am of too fearful a spirit to venture far away from you by myself; I will remain here if you think me a coward.

Dont say so, Chingatok. You know what I think. Go, if you must go, but who will hunt for your poor old mother when you are gone?

This was an appeal which the astute little woman knew to be very powerful with her son. She buried her head in the smoke again, and left the question to simmer.

Chingatok was tender-hearted. He said nothing, but, as usual, he thought much, as he gazed in a contemplative manner at his oily parent, and there is no saying to what lengths of self-sacrifice he would have gone if he had not been aroused, and his thoughts scattered to the winds, by a yell so tremendous that it might well have petrified him on the spot. But it did nothing of the kind. It only caused him to drop on his knees, dart through the tunnel like an eel, spring into the open air like an electrified rabbit from its burrow, and stand up with a look of blazing interrogation on his huge countenance.

The cry had been uttered by his bosom friend and former playmate Oolichuk, who came running towards him with frantic gesticulations.

The Kablunets! he gasped, the white-faces have come!  on a floating island!  alive!  smoking!  it is all true!

Where? demanded our giant, whose face blazed up at once.

There! cried Oolichuk, pointing seaward towards the ice-hummocks with both hands, and glaring up at his friend.

Without another word Chingatok ran off in the direction pointed out, followed hotly by his friend.

Oolichuk was a large and powerful man, but, his legs were remarkably short. His pace, compared with that of Chingatok, was as that of a sparrow to an ostrich. Nevertheless he kept up, for he was agile and vigorous.

Have you seen them  have you spoken? asked the giant, abruptly.

Yes, all the tribe was there.

No one killed?

No, but terribly frightened; they made me run home to fetch you.

Chingatok increased his speed. So did Oolichuk.

While they run, let us leap a little ahead of them, reader, and see what had caused all the excitement.

The whole party had gone off that morning, with the exception of Chingatok and his mother, to spear seals in a neighbouring bay, where these animals had been discovered in great numbers. Dogs and sledges had been taken, because a successful hunt was expected, and the ice was sufficiently firm.

The bay was very large. At its distant southern extremity there rose a great promontory which jutted far out into the sea. While the men were busy there making preparations to begin the hunt, Oblooria, Chingatoks little sister, amused herself by mounting a hummock of ice about thirty feet high.

When there, she chanced to look towards the promontory. Instantly she opened her eyes and mouth and uttered a squeal that brought her friends running to her side.

Oolichuk was the first to reach her. He had no need to ask questions. Obloorias gaze directed his, and there, coming round the promontory, he beheld an object which had never before filled his wondering eyes. It was, apparently, a monstrous creature with a dark body and towering wings, and a black thing in its middle, from which were vomited volumes of smoke.

Kablunets! white men! he yelled.

Kablunets!  huk! huk! echoed the whole tribe, as they scrambled up the ice-hill one after another.

And they were right. A vessel of the pale-faces had penetrated these northern solitudes, and was advancing swiftly before a light breeze under sail and steam.

Despite the preparation their minds had received, and the fact that they were out in search of these very people, this sudden appearance of them filled most of the Eskimos with alarm  some of them with absolute terror, insomuch that the term pale-face became most appropriate to themselves.

What shall we do? exclaimed Akeetolik, one of the men.

Fly! cried Ivitchuk, another of the men, whose natural courage was not high.

No; let us stay and behold! said Oolichuk, with a look of contempt at his timid comrade.

Yes, stay and see, said Eemerk sternly.

But they will kill us, faltered the young woman, whom we have already mentioned by the name of Tekkona.

No  no one would kill you, said Eemerk gallantly; they would only carry you off and keep you.

While they conversed with eager, anxious looks, the steam yacht  for such she was  advanced rapidly, threading her way among the ice-fields and floes with graceful rapidity and ease, to the unutterable amazement of the natives. Although her sails were spread to catch the light breeze, her chief motive power at the time was a screw-propeller.

Yes, it must be alive, said Oolichuk to Akeetolik, with a look of solemn awe. The white men do not paddle. They could not lift paddles big enough to move such a great oomiak, (see Note 1), and the wind is not strong; it could not blow them so fast. See, the oomiak has a tail  and wags it!

Oh! do let us run away! whispered the trembling Oblooria, as she took shelter behind Tekkona.

No, no, said the latter, who was brave as well as pretty, we need not fear. Our men will take care of us.

I wish that Chingatok was here! whimpered poor little Oblooria, nestling closer to Tekkona and grasping her tail, he fears nothing and nobody.

Ay, assented Tekkona with a peculiar smile, and is brave enough to fight everything and everybody.

Does Oblooria think that no one can fight but the giant? whispered Oolichuk, who stood nearest to the little maid.

He drew a knife made of bone from his boot, where it usually lay concealed, and flourished it, with a broad grin. The girl laughed, blushed slightly, and, looking down, toyed with the sleeve of Tekkonas fur coat.

Meanwhile the yacht drew near to the floe on which our Eskimos were grouped. The ice was cracked right across, leaving a lane of open water about ten feet wide between its inner edge and the shore ice. The Eskimos stood on the land side of this crack, a hundred yards or so from it. On nearing the floe the strange vessel checked her speed.

It moves its wings! exclaimed Eemerk.

And turns its side to us, said Akeetolik.

And wags its tail no more, cried Oolichuk.

Oh! do, do let us run away, gasped Oblooria.

No, no, we will not run, said Tekkona.

At that moment a white cloud burst from the side of the yacht.

Hi! hee! huk! shouted the whole tribe in amazement.

A crash followed which not only rattled like thunder among the surrounding cliffs, but went like electric fire to the central marrow of each Eskimo. With a united yell of terror, they leaped three feet into the air  more or less  turned about, and fled. Tekkona, who was active as a young deer, herself took the lead; and Oblooria, whose limbs trembled so that she could hardly run, held on to Oolichuk, who gallantly dragged her along. The terror was increased by a prolonged screech from the steam-whistle. It was a wild scramble in sudden panic. The Eskimos reached their sledges, harnessed their teams, left their spears on the ice, cracked their whips, which caused the dogs to join in the yelling chorus, and made for the land at a furious gallop.

But their fear began to evaporate in a few minutes, and Oolichuk was the first to check his pace.

Ho! stop, he cried.

Eemerk looked back, saw that they were not pursued, and pulled up. The others followed suit, and soon the fugitives were seen by those on board the yacht grouped together and gazing intently at them from the top of another ice-hummock.

The effect of the cannon-shot on board the yacht itself was somewhat startling. The gun had been loaded on the other side of the promontory for the purpose of being fired if Eskimos were not visible on the coast beyond, in order to attract them from the interior, if they should chance to be there. When, however, the natives were discovered on the ice, the gun was, of course, unnecessary, and had been forgotten. It therefore burst upon the crew with a shock of surprise, and caused the Captain, who was in the cabin at the moment, to shoot up from the hatchway like a Jack-in-the-box.

Who did that? he demanded, looking round sternly.

The crew, who had been gazing intently at the natives, did not know.

I really cannot tell, sir, said the chief mate, touching his cap.

Two strapping youths  one about sixteen, the other eighteen  leaned over the side and paid no regard to the question; but it was obvious, from the heaving motion of their shoulders, that they were not so much absorbed in contemplation as they pretended to be.

Come, Leo, Alf, you know something about this.

The Captain was a large powerful man of about forty, with bushy iron-grey curls, a huge beard, and an aquiline nose. The two youths turned to him at once, and Leo, the eldest, said respectfully, We did not see it done, uncle, but  but we think

Well, what do you think?

At that moment a delicate-looking, slender lad, about twelve years of age, with fair curly hair, and flashing blue eyes, stepped out from behind the funnel, which had hitherto concealed him, and said boldly, though blushingly  

I did it, father.

Ha! just like you; why did you do it? eh!

I can hardly tell, father, said the boy, endeavouring to choke a laugh, but the Eskimos looked so funny, and I  I had a box of matches in my pocket, and  and  I thought a shot would make them look so very much funnier, and  and  I was right!

Well, Benjamin, you may go below, and remain there till further orders.

When Captain Vane called his son Benjamin, he was seriously displeased. At other times he called him Benjy.

Yes, father, replied the boy, with a very bad grace, and down he went in a state of rebellious despair, for he was wildly anxious to witness all that went on.

His despair was abated, however, when, in the course of a few minutes, the yacht swung round so as to present her stern to the shore, and remained in that position, enabling him to observe proceedings from the cabin windows almost as well as if he had been on deck. He was not aware that his father, knowing his sons nature, and wishing to temper discipline with mercy, had placed the vessel in that position for his special benefit!

The difficulty now was, how to attract the natives, and inspire them with confidence in the good intentions of their visitors. In any case this would have been a difficult matter, but the firing of that unlucky gun had increased the difficulty tenfold. When, however, Captain Vane saw the natives cease their mad flight, and turn to gaze at the vessel, his hopes revived, and he set about a series of ingenious efforts to attain his end.

First of all, he sent a boat in charge of his two nephews, Leonard and Alphonse Vandervell, to set up a small table on the ice, on which were temptingly arranged various presents, consisting of knives, beads, looking-glasses, and articles of clothing. Having done this, they retired, like wary anglers, to watch for a bite. But the fish would not rise, though they observed the proceedings with profound attention from the distant hummock. After waiting a couple of hours, the navigators removed the table and left an Eskimo dog in its place, with a string of blue beads tied round its neck. But this bait also failed.

Try something emblematic, uncle, suggested Leonard, the elder of the brothers before mentioned.

And get Benjy to manufacture it, said Alphonse.

As Benjy was possessed of the most fertile imagination on board, he was released from punishment and brought on deck. The result of his effort of genius was the creation of a huge white calico flag, on which were painted roughly the figure of a sailor and an Eskimo sitting on an iceberg, with a kettle of soup between them. On one side were a pair of hands clasped together; on the other a sprig of heath, the only shrub that could be seen on the shore.

Splendid! exclaimed Leo and Alf in the same breath, as they held the flag up to view.

Youll become a Royal Academician if you cultivate your talents, Benjy, said the Captain, who was proud, as well as fond, of this his only child.

The boy said nothing, but a pleased expression and a twinkle in his eyes proved that he was susceptible to flattery, though not carried off his legs by it.

The banner with the strange device was fixed to a pole which was erected on an ice-hummock between the ship and the shore, and a bag containing presents was hung at the foot of it.

Still these Eskimo fish would not bite, though they rose at the flag.

Oolichuks curiosity had become so intense that he could not resist it. He advanced alone, very warily, and looked at it, but did not dare to touch it. Soon he was joined by Eemerk and the others. Seeing this, Captain Vane sent to meet them an interpreter whom he had procured at one of the Greenland settlements in passing. Just as this man, whose name was Anders, stepped into the boat alongside, it occurred to the Eskimos that their leader should be sent for. Oolichuk undertook to fetch him; he ran back to the sledges, harnessed a small team, and set off like the wind. Thus it came to pass that Chingatok and his mother were startled by a yell, as before mentioned.

Meanwhile Anders was put on the ice, and advanced alone and unarmed towards the canal, or chasm, which separated the parties. He carried a small white flag and a bag containing presents. Innocent-looking and defenceless though he was, however, the Eskimos approached him with hesitating and slow steps, regarding every motion of the interpreter with suspicion, and frequently stooping to thrust their hands into their boots, in which they all carried knives.

At last, when within hearing, Anders shouted a peaceful message, and there was much hallooing and gesticulation among the natives, but nothing comprehensible came of it. After a time Anders thought he recognised words of a dialect with which he was acquainted, and to his satisfaction found that they understood him.

Kakeite! kakeite!  come on, come on, he cried, holding up the present.

Nakrie! nakrie!  no, no, go away  you want to kill us, answered the doubtful natives.

Thereupon Anders protested that nothing was further from his thoughts, that he was a man and a friend, and had a mother like themselves, and that he wanted to please them.

At this Eemerk approached to the edge of the canal, and, drawing a knife from his boot, said, Go away! I can kill you.

Nothing daunted, Anders said he was not afraid, and taking a good English knife from his bag threw it across the canal.

Eemerk picked it up, and was so pleased that he exclaimed, Heigh-yaw! heigh-yaw! joyously, and pulled his nose several times. Anders, understanding this to be a sign of friendship, immediately pulled his own nose, smiled, and threw several trinkets and articles of clothing to the other natives, who had by that time drawn together in a group, and were chattering in great surprise at the things presented. Ivitchuk was perhaps the most excited among them. He chanced to get hold of a round hox, in the lid of which was a mirror. On beholding himself looking at himself, he made such an awful face that he dropt the glass and sprang backward, tripping up poor Oblooria in the act, and tumbling over her.

This was greeted with a shout of laughter, and Anders, now believing that friendly relations had been established, went to the boat for a plank to bridge the chasm. As Leo and Alf assisted him to carry the plank, the natives again became grave and anxious.

Stop! shouted Eemerk, you want to kill us. What great creature is that? Does it come from the moon or the sun? Does it eat fire and smoke?

No, it is only a dead thing. It is a wooden house.

You lie! cried the polite Eemerk, it shakes its wings. It vomits fire and smoke. It has a tail, and wags it.

While speaking he slowly retreated, for the plank was being placed in position, and the other natives were showing symptoms of an intention to fly.

Just then a shout was heard landwards. Turning round they saw a dog-sledge flying over the ice towards them, with Oolichuk flourishing the long-lashed whip, and the huge form of their leader beside him.

In a few seconds they dashed up, and Chingatok sprang upon the ice. Without a moments hesitation he strode towards the plank and crossed it. Walking up to Anders he pulled his own nose. The interpreter was not slow to return the salutation, as he looked up at the giant with surprise, not unmingled with awe. In addition, he grasped his huge hand, squeezed, and shook it.

Chingatok smiled blandly, and returned the squeeze so as to cause the interpreter to wince. Then, perceiving at once that he had got possession of a key to the affections of the strangers, he offered to shake hands with Leonard and his brother, stooping with regal urbanity to them as he did so. By this time the Captain and first mate, with Benjy and several of the crew, were approaching. Instead of exhibiting fear, Chingatok advanced to meet them, and shook hands all round. He gazed at Captain Vane with a look of admiration which was not at first quite accountable, until he laid his hand gently on the Captains magnificent beard, and stroked it.

The Captain laughed, and again grasped the hand of the Eskimo. They both squeezed, but neither could make the other wince, for Captain Vane was remarkably powerful, though comparatively short of limb.

Well, you are a good fellow in every way, exclaimed the Captain.

Heigh, yah! returned Chingatok, who no doubt meant to be complimentary, though we confess our inability to translate. It was obvious that two sympathetic souls had met.

Come across, shouted Chingatok, turning abruptly to his companions, who had been gazing at his proceedings in open-mouthed wonder.

The whole tribe at once obeyed the order, and in a few minutes they were in the seventh heaven of delight and good-will, receiving gifts and handshakings, each pulling his own nose frequently by way of expressing satisfaction or friendship, and otherwise exchanging compliments with the no less amiable and gratified crew of the steam yacht Whitebear.



Note. The oomiak is the open boat of skin used by Eskimo women, and is capable of holding several persons. The kayak, or mans canoe, holds only one.




Chapter Three.

Shows how the Eskimos were Entertained by the White Men.

The Whitebear steam yacht, owned and commanded by Captain Jacob Vane, had sailed from England, and was bound for the North Pole.

Ill find it  Im bound to find it, was the Captains usual mode of expressing himself to his intimates on the subject, if theres a North Pole in the world at all, and my nephews Leo and Alf will help me. Leos a doctor, almost, and Alfs a scientific Jack-of-all-trades, so we cant fail. Ill take my boy Benjy for the benefit of his health, and see if we dont bring home a chip o the Pole big enough to set up beside Cleopatras Needle on the Thames embankment.

There was tremendous energy in Captain Vane, and indomitable resolution; but energy and resolution cannot achieve all things. There are other factors in the life of man which help to mould his destiny.

Short and sad and terrible  ay, we might even say tremendous  was the Whitebears wild career.

Up to the time of her meeting with the Eskimos, all had gone well. Fair weather and favouring winds had blown her across the Atlantic. Sunshine and success had received her, as it were, in the Arctic regions. The sea was unusually free of ice. Upernavik, the last of the Greenland settlements touched at, was reached early in the season, and the native interpreter Anders secured. The dreaded middle passage, near the head of Baffins Bay, was made in the remarkably short space of fifty hours, and, passing Cape York into the North Water, they entered Smiths Sound without having received more than a passing bump  an Arctic kiss as it were  from the Polar ice.

In Smiths Sound fortune still favoured them. These resolute intending discoverers of the North Pole passed in succession the various farthests of previous explorers, and the stout brothers Vandervell, with their cousin Benjy Vane, gazed eagerly over the bulwarks at the swiftly-passing headlands, while the Captain pointed out the places of interest, and kept up a running commentary on the brave deeds and high aspirations of such well-known men as Frobisher, Davis, Hudson, Ross, Parry, Franklin, Kane, McClure, Rae, McClintock, Hayes, Hall, Nares, Markham, and all the other heroes of Arctic story.

It was an era in the career of those three youths that stood out bright and fresh  never to be forgotten  this first burst of the realities of the Arctic world on minds which had been previously well informed by books. The climax was reached on the day when the Eskimos of the far north were met with.

But from that time a change took place in their experience. Fortune seemed to frown from that memorable day. We say seemed, because knitted brows do not always or necessarily indicate what is meant by a frown.

After the first fears of the Eskimos had been allayed, a party of them were invited to go on board the ship. They accepted the invitation and went, headed by Chingatok.

That noble savage required no persuasion. From the first he had shown himself to be utterly devoid of fear. He felt that the grand craving of his nature  a thirst for knowledge  was about to be gratified, and that would have encouraged him to risk anything, even if he had been much less of a hero than he was.

But if fear had no influence over our giant, the same cannot be said of his companions. Oolichuk, indeed, was almost as bold, though he exhibited a considerable amount of caution in his looks and movements; but Eemerk, and one or two of his friends, betrayed their craven spirits in frequent startled looks and changing colour. Ivitchuk was a strange compound of nervousness and courage, while Akeetolik appeared to have lost the power of expressing every feeling but one  that of blank amazement. Indeed, surprise at what they saw on board the steam yacht was the predominant feeling amongst these children of nature. Their eyebrows seemed to have gone up and fixed themselves in the middle of their foreheads, and their eyes and mouths to have opened wide permanently. None of the women accepted the invitation to go aboard except Tekkona, and Oblooria followed her, not because she was courageous, but because she seemed to cling to the stronger nature as a protection from undefined and mysterious dangers.

Tell them, said Captain Vane to Anders, the Eskimo interpreter, that these are the machines that drive the ship along when there is no wind.

He pointed down the hatchway, where the complication of rods and cranks glistened in the hold.

Huk! exclaimed the Eskimos. They sometimes exclaimed Hi! ho! hoy! and hah! as things were pointed out to them, but did not venture on language more intelligible at first.

Let em hear the steam-whistle, suggested the mate.

Before the Captain could countermand the order, Benjy had touched the handle and let off a short, sharp skirl. The effect on the natives was powerful.

They leaped, with a simultaneous yell, at least a foot off the deck, with the exception of Chingatok, though even he was visibly startled, while Oblooria seized Tekkona round the waist, and buried her face in her friends jacket.

A brief explanation soon restored them to equanimity, and they were about to pass on to some other object of interest, when both the steam-whistle and the escape-valve were suddenly opened to their full extent, and there issued from the engine a hissing yell so prolonged and deafening that even the Captains angry shout was not heard.

A yard at least was the leap into the air made by the weakest of the Eskimos  except our giant, who seemed, however, to shrink into himself, while he grasped his knife and looked cautiously round, as if to guard himself from any foe that might appear. Eemerk fairly turned and fled to the stern of the yacht, over which he would certainly have plunged had he not been forcibly restrained by two stout seamen. The others, trembling violently, stood still, because they knew not what to do, and poor Oblooria fell flat on the deck, catching Tekkona by the tail, and pulling her down beside her.

You scoundrel! exclaimed the Captain, when the din ceased, I  I  go down, sir, to

Oh! father, dont be hard on me, pleaded Benjy, with a gleefully horrified look, I really could not resist it. The  the temptation was too strong!

The temptation to give you a ropes-ending is almost too strong for me, Benjamin, returned the Captain sternly, but there was a twinkle in his eye notwithstanding, as he turned to explain to Chingatok that his son had, by way of jest, allowed part of the mighty Power imprisoned in the machinery to escape.

The Eskimo received the explanation with dignified gravity, and a faint smile played on his lips as he glanced approvingly at Benjy, for he loved a jest, and was keenly alive to a touch of humour.

What power is imprisoned in the machinery? asked our Eskimo through the interpreter.

What power? repeated the Captain with a puzzled look, why, its boiling water  steam. Here he tried to give a clear account of the nature and power and application of steam, but, not being gifted with capacity for lucid explanation, and the mind of Anders being unaccustomed to such matters, the result was that the brain of Chingatok was filled with ideas that were fitted rather to amaze than to instruct him.

After making the tour of the vessel, the party again passed the engine hatch. Chingatok touched the interpreter quietly, and said in a low, grave tone, Tell Blackbeard, (thus he styled the Captain), to let the Power yell again!

Anders glanced up in the giants grave countenance with a look of amused surprise. He understood him, and whispered to the Captain, who smiled intelligently, and, turning to his son, said  

Do it again, Benjy. Give it em strong.

Never before did that lad obey his father with such joyous alacrity. In another instant the whistle shrieked, and the escape-valve hissed ten times more furiously than before. Up went the Eskimo  three feet or more  as if in convulsions, and away went Eemerk to the stern, over which he dived, swam to the floe, leaped on his sledge, cracked his whip, and made for home on the wings of terror. Doubtless an evil conscience helped his cowardice.

Meanwhile Chingatok laughed, despite his struggles to be grave. This revealed the trick to some of his quick-witted and humour-loving companions, who at once burst into loud laughter. Even Oblooria dismissed her fears and smiled. In this restored condition they were taken down to the cabin and fed sumptuously.

That night, as Chingatok sat beside his mother, busy with a seals rib, he gradually revealed to her the wonders he had seen.

The white men are very wise, mother.

So you have said four times, my son.

But you cannot understand it.

But my son can make me understand, said Toolooha, helping the amiable giant to a second rib.

Chingatok gazed at his little mother with a look of solemnity that evidently perplexed her. She became restless under it, and wiped her forehead uneasily with the flap at the end of her tail. The youth seemed about to speak, but he only sighed and addressed himself to the second rib, over which he continued to gaze while he masticated.

My thoughts are big, mother, he said, laying down the bare bone.

That may well be, for so is your head, my son, she replied, gently.

I know not how to begin, mother.

Another rib may open your lips, perhaps, suggested the old woman, softly.

True; give me one, said Chingatok.

The third rib seemed to have the desired effect, for, while busy with it, he began to give his parent a graphic account of the yacht and its crew, and it was really interesting to note how correctly he described all that he understood of what he had seen. But some of the things he had partly failed to comprehend, and about these he was vague.

And they have a  a Power, mother, shut up in a hard thing, so that it cant get out unless they let it, and it drives the big canoe through the water. It is very strong  terrible!

Is it a devil? asked Toolooha.

No, it is not alive. It is dead. It is that, he pointed with emphasis to a pot hanging over the lamp out of which a little steam was issuing, and looked at his mother with awful solemnity. She returned the look with something of incredulity.

Yes, mother, the Power is not a beast. It lives not, yet it drives the white mans canoe, which is as big as a little iceberg, and it whistles; it shrieks; it yells!

A slightly sorrowful look rested for a moment on Tooloohas benign countenance. It was evident that she suspected her son either of derangement, or having forsaken the paths of truth. But it passed like a summer cloud.

Tell me more, she said, laying her hand affectionately on the huge arm of Chingatok, who had fallen into a contemplative mood, and, with hands clasped over one knee, sat gazing upwards.

Before he could reply the heart of Toolooha was made to bound by a shriek more terrible than she had ever before heard or imagined.

Chingatok caught her by the wrist, held up a finger as if to impose silence, smiled brightly, and listened.

Again the shriek was repeated with prolonged power.

Tell me, my son, gasped Toolooha, is Oblooria  are the people safe? Why came you to me alone?

The little sister and the people are safe. I came alone to prevent your being taken by surprise. Did I not say that it could shriek and yell? This is the white mans big canoe.

Dropping the old womans hand as he spoke, Chingatok darted into the open air with the agility of a Polar bear, and Toolooha followed with the speed of an Arctic hare.




Chapter Four.

A Catastrophe and a Bold Decision.

Two days after her arrival at the temporary residence of the northern Eskimos, the steam yacht Whitebear, while close to the shore, was beset by ice, so that she could neither advance nor retreat. Everywhere, as far as the eye could reach, the sea was covered with hummocks and bergs and fields of ice, so closely packed that there was not a piece of open water to be seen, with the exception of one small basin a few yards ahead of the lead or lane of water in which the vessel had been imprisoned.

No chance of escaping from this, I fear, for a long time, said Alf Vandervell to his brother, as they stood near the wheel, looking at the desolate prospect.

It seems quite hopeless, said Leo, with, however, a look of confidence that ill accorded with his words.

I do believe we are frozen in for the winter, said Benjy Vane, coming up at the moment.

There speaks ignorance, said the Captain, whose head appeared at the cabin hatchway. If any of you had been in these regions before, you would have learned that nothing is so uncertain as the action of pack ice. At one time you may be hard and fast, so that you couldnt move an inch. A few hours after, the set of the currents may loosen the pack, and open up lanes of water through which you may easily make your escape. Sometimes it opens up so as to leave almost a clear sea in a few hours.

But it is pretty tight packed just now, father, and looks wintry-like, doesnt it? said Benjy in a desponding tone.

Looks! boy, ay, but things are not what they seem hereaway. You saw four mock-suns round the real one yesterday, didnt you? and the day before you saw icebergs floating in the air, eh?

True, father, but these appearances were deceptive, whereas this ice, which looks so tightly packed, is a reality.

That is so, lad, but it is not set fast for the winter, though it looks like it. Well, doctor, added the Captain, turning towards a tall cadaverous man who came on deck just then with the air and tread of an invalid, how goes it with you? Better, I hope?

He asked this with kindly interest as he laid his strong hand on the sick mans shoulder; but the doctor shook his head and smiled sadly.

It is a great misfortune to an expedition, Captain, when the doctor himself falls sick, he said, sitting down on the skylight with a sigh.

Come, come, cheer up, doctor, returned the Captain, heartily, dont be cast down; well all turn doctors for the occasion, and nurse you well in spite of yourself.

Ill keep up all heart, Captain, you may depend ont, as long as two of my bones will stick together, but  well, to change the subject; what are you going to do now?

Just all that can be done in the circumstances, replied the Captain. You see, we cannot advance over ice either with sail or steam, but theres a basin just ahead which seems a little more secure than that in which we lie. Ill try to get into it. There is nothing but a neck of ice between us and it, which I think I could cut by charging in under full steam, and there seems a faint gleam of something far ahead, which encourages me. Tell the steward to fetch my glasses, Benjy.

Butterface! shouted the boy.

Yis, massa.

Fetch the Captains glasses, please.

Yis, massa.

A pair of large binoculars were brought up by a huge negro, whose name was pre-eminently unsuggestive of his appearance.

After a long steady gaze at the horizon, the Captain shut up the glass with an air of determination, and ordered the engineer to get up full steam, and the crew to be ready with the ice-poles.

There was a large berg at the extremity of the lakelet of open water into which Captain Vane wished to break. It was necessary to keep well out of the way of that berg. The Captain trusted chiefly to his screw, but got out the ice-poles in case they should be required.

When all the men were stationed, the order was given to go ahead full steam. The gallant little yacht charged the neck of ice like a living creature, hit it fair, cut right through, and scattered the fragments right and left as she sailed majestically into the lakelet beyond. The shock was severe, but no harm was done, everything on board having been made as strong as possible, and of the very best material, for a voyage in ice-laden seas.

An unforeseen event followed, however, which ended in a series of most terrible catastrophes. The neck of ice through which they had broken had acted as a check on the pressure of the great body of the floe, and it was no sooner removed than the heavy mass began to close in with slow but irresistible power, compelling the little vessel to steam close up to the iceberg  so close that some of the upper parts actually overhung the deck.

They were slowly forced into this dangerous position. With breathless anxiety the Captain and crew watched the apparently gentle, but really tremendous grinding of the ice against the vessels side. Even the youngest on board could realise the danger. No one moved, for nothing whatever could be done.

Everything depends, under God, on the ice easing off before we are crushed, said the Captain.

As he spoke, the timbers of the yacht seemed to groan under the pressure; then there was a succession of loud cracks, and the vessel was thrust bodily up the sloping sides of the berg. While in this position, with the bow high and dry, a mass of ice was forced against the stern-post, and the screw-propeller was snapped off as if it had been made of glass.

Poor Captain Vanes heart sank as if he had received his death-blow, for he knew that the yacht was now, even in the event of escaping, reduced to an ordinary vessel dependent on its sails. The shock seemed to have shaken the berg itself, for at that moment a crashing sound was heard overhead. The terror-stricken crew looked up, and for one moment a pinnacle like a church spire was seen to flash through the air right above them. It fell with an indescribable roar close alongside, deluging the decks with water. There was a momentary sigh of relief, which, however, was chased away by a succession of falling masses, varying from a pound to a ton in weight, which came down on the deck like cannon-shots, breaking the topmasts, and cutting to pieces much of the rigging. Strange to say, none of the men were seriously injured, though many received bruises more or less severe.

During this brief but thrilling period, the brothers Vandervell and Benjy Vane crouched close together beside the port bulwarks, partially screened from the falling ice by the mizzen shrouds. The Captain stood on the quarter-deck, quite exposed, and apparently unconscious of danger, the picture of despair.

It cant last long, sighed poor Benjy, looking solemnly up at the vast mass of the bluish-white berg, which hung above them as if ready to fall.

Presently the pressure ceased, then the ice eased off, and in a few minutes the Whitebear slid back into the sea, a pitiable wreck! Now had come the time for action.

Out poles, my lads, and shove her off the berg! was the sharp order.

Every one strained as if for life at the ice-poles, and slowly forced the yacht away from the dreaded berg. It mattered not that they were forcing her towards a rocky shore. Any fate would be better than being crushed under a mountain of ice.

But the danger was not yet past. No sooner had they cleared the berg, and escaped from that form of destruction, than the ice began again to close in, and this time the vessel was nipped with such severity, that some of her principal timbers gave way. Finally, her back was broken, and the bottom forced in.

So, exclaimed the Captain, with a look of profound grief, our voyage in the Whitebear, lads, has come to an end. All that we can do now is to get the boats and provisions, and as much of the cargo as we can, safe on the ice. And sharps the word, for when the floes ease off, the poor little yacht will certainly go to the bottom.

No, massa, said the negro steward, stepping on deck at that moment, we cant go to de bottom, cause wes dare a-ready!

What dye mean, Butterface?

Jus what me say, replied the steward, with a look of calm resignation. Is bin blow, an seed de rocks stickin troo de bottom. Ders one de size ob a jolly-boats bow comed right troo my pantry, an knock all de crockery to smash, an de best teapot, hes so flat he wouldnt know hisself in a lookin-glass.

It turned out to be as Butterface said. The pack had actually thrust the little vessel on a shoal, which extended out from the headland off which the catastrophe occurred, and there was therefore no fear of her sinking.

Well, weve reason to be thankful for that, at all events, said the Captain, with an attempt to look cheerful; come, lads, lets to work. Whatever our future course is to be, our first business is to get the boats and cargo out of danger.

With tremendous energy  because action brought relief to their overstrained feelings  the crew of the ill-fated yacht set to work to haul the boats upon the grounded ice. The tide was falling, so that a great part of the most valuable part of the cargo was placed in security before the rising tide interrupted the work.

This was fortunate, for, when the water reached a certain point the ice began to move, and the poor little vessel was so twisted about that they dared not venture on board of her.

That night  if we may call it night in a region where the sun never quite went down  the party encamped on the north-western coast of Greenland, in the lee of a huge cliff just beyond which the tongue of a mighty glacier dipped into the sea. For convenience the party divided into two, with a blazing fire for each, round which the castaways circled, conversing in subdued, sad tones while supper was being prepared.

It was a solemn occasion, and a scene of indescribable grandeur, with the almost eternal glacier of Greenland  the great Humboldt glacier  shedding its bergs into the dark blue sea, the waters of which had by that time been partially cleared to the northward. On the left was the weird pack and its thousand grotesque forms, with the wreck in its iron grasp; on the right the perpendicular cliffs, and the bright sky over all, with the smoke of the campfires rising into it from the foreground.

Now, my friends, said Captain Vane to the crew when assembled after supper, I am no longer your commander, for my vessel is a wreck, but as I suppose you still regard me as your leader, I assemble you here for the purpose of considering our position, and deciding on what is best to be done.

Here the Captain said, among other things, it was his opinion that the Whitebear was damaged beyond the possibility of repair, that their only chance of escape lay in the boats, and that the distance between the place on which they stood and Upernavik, although great, was not beyond the reach of resolute men.

Before going further, or expressing a decided opinion, he added, I would hear what the officers have to say on this subject. Let the first mate speak.

Its my opinion, said the mate, that theres only one thing to be done, namely, to start for home as soon and as fast as we can. We have good boats, plenty of provisions, and are all stout and healthy, excepting our doctor, whom we will take good care of, and expect to do no rough work.

Thanks, mate, said the doctor with a laugh, I think that, at all events, I shall keep well enough to physic you if you get ill.

Are you willing to take charge of the party in the event of my deciding to remain here? asked the Captain of the mate.

Certainly, sir, he replied, with a look of slight surprise. You know I am quite able to do so. The second mate, too, is as able as I am. For that matter, most of the men, I think, would find little difficulty in navigating a boat to Upernavik.

That is well, returned the Captain, because I do not intend to return with you.

Not return! exclaimed the doctor; surely you dont mean to winter here.

No, not here, but further north, replied the Captain, with a smile which most of the party returned, for they thought he was jesting.

Benjy Vane, however, did not think so. A gleeful look of triumph caused his face, as it were, to sparkle, and he said, eagerly  

Well winter at the North Pole, father, eh?

This was greeted with a general laugh.

But seriously, uncle, what do you mean to do? asked Leonard Vandervell, who, with his brother, was not unhopeful that the Captain meditated something desperate.

Benjy is not far off the mark. I intend to winter at the Pole, or as near to it as I can manage to get.

My dear Captain Vane, said the doctor, with an anxious look, you cannot really mean what you say. You must be jesting, or mad.

Well, as to madness, returned the Captain with a peculiar smile, you ought to know best, for its a perquisite of your cloth to pronounce people mad or sane, though some of yourselves are as mad as the worst of us; but in regard to jesting, nothing, I assure you, is further from my mind. Listen!

He rose from the box which had formed his seat, and looked earnestly round on his men. As he stood there, erect, tall, square, powerful, with legs firmly planted, and apart, as if to guard against a lurch of his ship, with his bronzed face flushed, and his dark eye flashing, they all understood that their leaders mind was made up, and that what he had resolved upon, he would certainly attempt to carry out.

Listen, he repeated; it was my purpose on leaving England, as you all know, to sail north as far as the ice would let me; to winter where we should stick fast, and organise an over-ice, or overland journey to the Pole with all the appliances of recent scientific discovery, and all the advantages of knowledge acquired by former explorers. It has pleased God to destroy my ship, but my life and my hopes are spared. So are my stores and scientific instruments. I intend, therefore, to carry out my original purpose. I believe that former explorers have erred in some points of their procedure. These errors I shall steer clear of. Former travellers have ignored some facts, and despised some appliances. These facts I will recognise; these appliances I will utilise. With a steam yacht, you, my friends, who have shown so much enthusiasm and courage up to this point, would have been of the utmost service to me. As a party in boats, or on foot, you would only hamper my movements. I mean to prosecute this enterprise almost alone. I shall join myself to the Eskimos.

He paused at this point as if in meditation. Benjy, whose eyes and mouth had been gradually opening to their widest, almost gasped with astonishment as he glanced at his cousins, whose expressive countenances were somewhat similarly affected.

I have had some long talks, continued the Captain, with that big Eskimo Chingatok, through our interpreter, and from what he says I believe my chances of success are considerable. I am all the more confirmed in this resolution because of the readiness and ability of my first mate to guide you out of the Arctic regions, and your willingness to trust him. Anders has agreed to go with me as interpreter, and now, all I want is one other man, because

Put me down, father, cried Benjy, in a burst of excitement Im your man.

Hush, lad, said the Captain with a little smile, of course I shall take you with me and also your two cousins, but I want one other man to complete the party  but he must be a heartily willing man. Who will volunteer?

There was silence for a few moments. It was broken by the doctor.

I for one wont volunteer, he said, for Im too much shaken by this troublesome illness to think of such an expedition. If I were well it might be otherwise, but perhaps some of the others will offer.

You cant expect me to do so, said the mate, for Ive got to guide our party home, as agreed on; besides, under any circumstances, I would not join you, for it is simple madness. Youll forgive me, Captain. I mean no disrespect, but I have sailed many years to these seas, and I know from experience that what you propose is beyond the power of man to accomplish.

Experience! repeated the Captain, quickly. Has your experience extended further north than this point?

No, sir, I have not been further north than this  nobody has. It is beyond the utmost limit yet reached, so far as I know.

Well, then, you cannot speak from experience about what I propose, said the Captain, turning away. Come, lads, I have no wish to constrain you, I merely give one of you the chance.

Still no one came forward. Every man of the crew of the Whitebear had had more or less personal acquaintance with arctic travel and danger. They would have followed Captain Vane anywhere in the yacht, but evidently they had no taste for what he was about to undertake.

At last one stepped to the front. It was Butterface, the steward. This intensely black negro was a bulky, powerful man, with a modest spirit and a strange disbelief in his own capacities, though, in truth, these were very considerable. He came forward, stooping slightly, and rubbing his hands in a deprecating manner.

Scuse me, massa Capting. Praps it bery presumsheeous in dis yer chile for to speak afore his betters, but as no oder man pears to want to volunteer, Is willin to go in an win. Ob course I aint a man  ony a nigger, but Is a willin nigger, an kin do a few small tings  cook de grub, wash up de cups an sarsers, pull a oar, clean yer boots, fight de Eskimos if you wants me to, an ginrally to scrimmage around amost anything. Moreover, I eats no more dan a babby sep wen Is hungry  an Ill foller you, massa, troo tick and tin  to de Nort Pole, or de Sout Pole, or de East Pole, or de West Pole  or any oder pole wotsomediver  all de same to Butterface, slongs youll let im stick by you.

The crew could not help giving the negro a cheer as he finished this loyal speech, and the Captain, although he would have preferred one of the other men, gladly accepted his services.

A few days later the boats were ready and provisioned; adieus were said, hats and handkerchiefs waved, and soon after Captain Vane and his son and two nephews, with Anders and Butterface, were left to fight their battles alone, on the margin of an unexplored, mysterious Polar sea.




Chapter Five.

Left to their Fate.

There are times, probably, in all conditions of life, when men feel a species of desolate sadness creeping over their spirits, which they find it hard to shake off or subdue. Such a time arrived to our Arctic adventurers the night after they had parted from the crew of the wrecked Whitebear. Nearly everything around, and much within, them was calculated to foster that feeling.

They were seated on the rocky point on the extremity of which their yacht had been driven. Behind them were the deep ravines, broad valleys, black beetling cliffs, grand mountains, stupendous glaciers, and dreary desolation of Greenland. To right and left, and in front of them, lay the chaotic ice-pack of the Arctic sea, with lanes and pools of water visible here and there like lines and spots of ink. Icebergs innumerable rose against the sky, which at the time was entirely covered with grey and gloomy clouds. Gusts of wind swept over the frozen waste now and then, as if a squall which had recently passed, were sighing at the thought of leaving anything undestroyed behind it. When we add to this, that the wanderers were thinking of the comrades who had just left them  the last link, as it were, with the civilised world from which they were self-exiled, of the unknown dangers and difficulties that lay before them, and of the all but forlorn hope they had undertaken, there need be little wonder that for some time they all looked rather grave, and were disposed to silence.

But life is made up of opposites, light and shade, hard and soft, hot and cold, sweet and sour, for the purpose, no doubt, of placing man between two moral battledores so as to drive the weak and erring shuttlecock of his will right and left, and thus keep it in the middle course of rectitude. No sooner had our adventurers sunk to the profoundest depths of gloom, than the battledore of brighter influences began to play upon them. It did not, however, achieve the end at once.

Im in the lowest, bluest, dreariest, grumpiest, and most utterly miserable state of mind I ever was in in all my life, said poor little Benjy Vane, thrusting his hands into his pockets, sitting down on a rock, and gazing round on the waste wilderness, which had only just ceased howling, the very personification of despair.

Sos I, massa, said Butterface, looking up from a compound of wet coal and driftwood which he had been vainly trying to coax into a flame for cooking purposes; Is most orribly miserable!

There was a beaming grin on the negros visage that gave the lie direct to his words.

Thats always the way with you, Benjy, said the Captain, either bubblin over with jollity an mischief, or down in the deepest blues.

Blues! father, cried the boy, dont talk of blues  its the blacks Im in, the very blackest of blacks.

Ha! jus like me, muttered Butterface, sticking out his thick lips at the unwilling fire, and giving a blow that any grampus might have envied.

The result was that a column of almost solid smoke, which had been for some time rising thicker and thicker from the coals, burst into a bright flame. This was the first of the sweet influences before referred to.

Mind your wool, Flatnose, cried Benjy, as the negro drew quickly back.

It may be remarked here that the mysterious bond of sympathy which united the spirits of Benjy Vane and the black steward found expression in kindly respect on the part of the man, and in various eccentric courses on the part of the boy  among others, in a habit of patting him on the back, and giving him a choice selection of impromptu names, such as Black-mug, Yellow-eyes, Square-jaws, and the like.

What have you got in the kettle? asked Leo Vandervell, who came up with some dry driftwood at the moment.

Bubble-um-squeak, replied the cook.

What sort o squeak is that? asked Leo, as he bent his tall strong frame over the fire to investigate the contents of the kettle.

What am it, massa? Why, it am a bit o salt pork, an a bit o dat bear you shooted troo de nose yesrday, an a junk o walrus, an two puffins, an some injin corn, a leetil pepper, an a leetil salt.

Good, that sounds well, said Leo. Ill go fetch you some more driftwood, for itll take a deal of boiling, that will, to make it eatable.

The driftwood referred to was merely some pieces of the yacht which had been cast ashore by the hurly-burly of ice and water that had occurred during the last tide. No other species of driftwood was to be found on that coast, for the neighbouring region was utterly destitute of trees.

Where has Alf gone to? asked the Captain, as Leo was moving away.

Oh, hes looking for plants and shells, as usual, answered Leo, with a smile. You know his heart is set upon these things.

Hell have to set his heart on helping wi the cargo after supper, said the Captain, drawing a small notebook and pencil from his pocket.

A few more of the sweet and reviving influences of life now began to circle round the wanderers. Among them was the savoury odour that arose from the pot of bubble-um-squeak, also the improved appearance of the sky.

It was night, almost midnight, nevertheless the sun was blazing in the heavens, and as the storm-clouds had rolled away like a dark curtain, his cheering rays were by that time gilding the icebergs, and rendering the land-cliffs ruddily. The travellers had enjoyed perpetual daylight for several weeks already, and at that high latitude they could count on many more to come. By the time supper was ready, the depressing influences were gone, and the spirits of all had recovered their wonted tone. Indeed it was not to the discredit of the party that they were so much cast down on that occasion, for the parting, perhaps for ever, from the friends with whom they had hitherto voyaged, had much more to do with their sadness than surrounding circumstances or future trials.

What plan do you intend to follow out, uncle? asked Alphonse Vandervell, as they sat at supper that night round the kettle.

That depends on many things, lad, replied the Captain, laying down his spoon, and leaning his back against a convenient rock. If the ice moves off, I shall adopt one course; if it holds fast I shall try another. Then, if you insist on gathering and carrying along with you such pocket-loads of specimens, plants, rocks, etcetera, as youve brought in this evening, Ill have to build a sort of Noahs ark, or omnibus on sledge-runners, to carry them.

And suppose I dont insist on carrying these things, what then?

Well, replied the Captain, in that case I would  well, let me see  a little more of the bubble, Benjy.

Wouldnt you rather some of the squeak? asked the boy.

Both, lad, both  some of everything. Well, as I was saying  and youve a right to know whats running in my head, seeing that you have to help me carry out the plans  Ill give you a rough notion of em.

The Captain became more serious as he explained his plans. The Eskimos, you know, he continued, have gone by what I may call the shore ice, two days journey in advance of this spot, taking our dogs along with them. It was my intention to have proceeded to the same point in our yacht, and there, if the sea was open, to have taken on board that magnificent Eskimo giant, Chingatok, with his family, and steered away due north. In the event of the pack being impassable, I had intended to have laid the yacht up in some safe harbour; hunted and fished until we had a stock of dried and salted provisions, enough to last us two years, and then to have started northward in sledges, under the guidance of Chingatok, with a few picked men, leaving the rest and the yacht in charge of the mate. The wreck of the Whitebear has, however, forced me to modify these plans. I shall now secure as much of our cargo as we have been able to save, and leave it here en cache

What sort of cash is that, father? asked Benjy.

You are the best linguist among us, Leo, tell him, said the Captain, turning to his nephew.

En cache is French for in hiding, returned Leo, with a laugh.

Why do you speak French to Englishmen, father? said Benjy in a pathetic tone, but with a pert look.

Cause the expression is a common one on this side the Atlantic, lad, and you ought to know it. Now, dont interrupt me again. Well, having placed the cargo in security, (En cache, muttered Benjy with a glance at Butterface.) I shall rig up the sledges brought from England, load them with what we require, and follow up the Eskimos. Youre sure, Anders, that you understood Chingatoks description of the place?

The interpreter declared that he was quite sure.

After that, resumed the Captain, Ill act according to the information the said Eskimos can give me. Dye know, I have a strong suspicion that our Arctic giant Chingatok is a philosopher, if I may judge from one or two questions he put and observations he made when we first met. He says he has come from a fine country which lies far  very far  to the north of this; so far that I feel quite interested and hopeful about it. I expect to have more talk with him soon on the subject. A little more o the bubble, lad; really, Butterface, your powers in the way of cookery are wonderful.

Chingatok seems to me quite a remarkable fellow for an Eskimo, observed Leo, scraping the bottom of the kettle with his spoon, and looking inquiringly into it. I, too, had some talk with him  through Anders  when we first met, and from what he said I cant help thinking that he has come from the remote north solely on a voyage of discovery into what must be to him the unknown regions of the south. Evidently he has an inquiring mind.

Much like yourself, Leo, to judge from the way you peer into that kettle, said Benjy; please dont scrape the bottom out of it. Theres not much tin to mend it with, you know, in these regions.

Brass will do quite as well, retorted Leo, and there can be no lack of that while you are here.

Come now, Benjy, said Alf, that insolent remark should put you on your mettle.

So it does, but I wont open my lips, because I feel that I should speak ironically if I were to reply, returned the boy, gazing dreamily into the quiet countenance of the steward. What are you thinking of, you lump of charcoal?

Me, massa? me tink dere pears to be room for more wittles inside ob me; but as all de grubs eated up, praps it would be as well to be goin an tacklin suffin else now.

Youre right, Butterface, cried the Captain, rousing himself from a reverie. What say you, comrades? Shall we turn in an have a nap? Its past midnight.

Im not inclined for sleep, said Alf, looking up from some of the botanical specimens he had collected.

No more am I, said Leo, lifting up his arms and stretching his stalwart frame, which, notwithstanding his youth, had already developed to almost the full proportions of a powerful man.

I vote that we sit up all night, said Benjy, the sun does it, and why shouldnt we?

Well, Ive no objection, rejoined the Captain, but we must work if we dont sleep  so, come along.

Setting the example, Captain Vane began to shoulder the bags and boxes which lay scattered around with the energy of an enthusiastic railway porter. The other members of the party were not a whit behind him in diligence and energy. Even Benjy, delicate-looking though he was, did the work of an average man, besides enlivening the proceedings with snatches of song and a flow of small talk of a humorous and slightly insolent nature.




Chapter Six.

Future Plans Discussed and Decided.

Away to the northward of the spot where the Whitebear had been wrecked there stretched a point of land far out into the Arctic Ocean. It was about thirty miles distant, and loomed hugely bluff and grand against the brilliant sky, as if it were the forefront of the northern world. No civilised eyes had ever beheld that land before. Captain Vane knew that, because it lay in latitude 83 north, which was a little beyond the furthest point yet reached by Arctic navigators. He therefore named it Cape Newhope. Benjy thought that it should have been named Butterface-beak, because the steward had been the first to observe it, but his father thought otherwise.

About three miles to the northward of this point of land the Eskimos were encamped. According to arrangement with the white men they had gone there, as we have said, in charge of the dogs brought by Captain Vane from Upernavik, as these animals, it was thought, stood much in need of exercise.

Here the natives had found and taken possession of a number of deserted Eskimo huts.

These rude buildings were the abodes to which the good people migrated when summer heat became so great as to render their snow-huts sloppily disagreeable.

In one of the huts sat Chingatok, his arms resting on his knees, his huge hands clasped, and his intelligent eyes fixed dreamily on the lamp-flame, over which his culinary mother was bending in busy sincerity. There were many points of character in which this remarkable mother and son resembled each other. Both were earnest  intensely so  and each was enthusiastically eager about small matters as well as great. In short, they both possessed great though uncultivated minds.

The hut they occupied was in some respects as remarkable as themselves. It measured about six feet in height and ten in diameter. The walls were made of flattish stones, moss, and the bones of seals, whales, narwhals, and other Arctic creatures. The stones were laid so that each overlapped the one below it, a very little inwards, and thus the walls approached each other gradually as they rose from the foundation; the top being finally closed by slabs of slate-stone. Similar stones covered the floor  one half of which floor was raised a foot or so above the other, and this raised half served for a seat by day as well as a couch by night. On it were spread a thick layer of dried moss, and several seal, dog, and bear skins. Smaller elevations in the corners near the entrance served for seats. The door was a curtain of sealskin. Above it was a small window, glazed, so to speak, with strips of semi-transparent dried intestines sewed together.

Tooloohas cooking-lamp was made of soapstone, formed like a clam-shell, and about eight inches in diameter; the fuel was seal-oil, and the wick was of moss. It smoked considerably, but Eskimos are smoke-proof. The pot above it, suspended from the roof, was also made of soapstone. Sealskins hung about the walls drying; oily mittens, socks and boots were suspended about on pegs and racks of rib-bones. Lumps of blubber hung and lay about miscellaneously. Odours, not savoury, were therefore prevalent  but Eskimos are smell-proof.

Mother, said the giant, raising his eyes from the flame to his parents smoke-encircled visage, they are a most wonderful people, these Kablunets. Blackbeard is a great man  a grand man  but I think he is

Chingatok paused, shook his head, and touched his forehead with a look of significance worthy of a white man.

Why think you so, my son? asked the old woman, sneezing, as a denser cloud than usual went up her nose.

Because he has come here to search for nothing.

Nothing, my son?

Yes  at least that is what he tried to explain to me. Perhaps the interpreter could not explain. He is not a smart man, that interpreter. He resembles a walrus with his brain scooped out. He spoke much, but I could not understand.

Could not understand? repeated Toolooha, with an incredulous look, let not Chingatok say so. Is there anything that passes the lips of man which he cannot understand?

Truly, mother, I once thought there was not, replied the giant, with a modest look, but I am mistaken. The Kablunets make me stare and feel foolish.

But it is not possible to search for nothing, urged Toolooha.

So I said, replied her son, but Blackbeard only laughed at me.

Did he? cried the mother, with a much relieved expression, then let your mind rest, my son, for Blackbeard must be a fool if he laughed at you.

Blackbeard is no fool, replied Chingatok.

Has he not come to search for new lands here, as you went to search for them there? asked Toolooha, pointing alternately north and south.

No  if I have understood him. Perhaps the brainless walrus translated his words wrongly.

Is the thing he searches for something to eat?

Something to drink or wear?

No, I tell you. It is nothing! Yet he gives it a name. He calls it Nort Pole!

Perhaps it is needless to remind the reader that Chingatok and his mother conversed in their native tongue, which we have rendered as literally as possible, and that the last two words were his broken English for North Pole!

Nort Pole! repeated Toolooha once or twice contemplatively. Well, he may search for nothing if he will, but that he cannot find.

Nay, mother, returned the giant with a soft smile, if he will search for nothing he is sure to find it!

Chingatok sighed, for his mother did not see the joke.

Blackbeard, he continued with a grave, puzzled manner, said that this world on which we stand floats in the air like a bird, and spins round!

Then Blackbeard is a liar, said Toolooha quietly, though without a thought of being rude. She merely meant what she said, and said what she meant, being a naturally candid woman.

That may be so, mother, but I think not.

How can the world float without wings? demanded the old woman indignantly. If it spinned should we not feel the spinning, and grow giddy?

And Blackbeard says, continued the giant, regardless of the questions propounded, that it spins round upon this Nort Pole, which he says is not a real thing, but only nothing. I asked Blackbeard  How can a world spin upon nothing?

And what said he to that? demanded Toolooha quickly.

He only laughed. They all laughed when the brainless walrus put my question. There is one little boy  the son I think of Blackbeard  who laughed more than all the rest. He lay down on the ice to laugh, and rolled about as if he had the bowel-twist.

That son of Blackbeard must be a fool more than his father, said Toolooha, casting a look of indignation at her innocent kettle.

Perhaps; but he is not like his father, returned Chingatok meekly. There are two other chiefs among the Kablunets who seem to me fine men. They are very young and wise. They have learned a little of our tongue from the Brainless One, and asked me some questions about the rocks, and the moss, and the flowers. They are tall and strong. One of them is very grave and seems to think much, like myself. He also spoke of this Nothing  this Nort Pole. They are all mad, I think, about that thing  that Nothing!

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the sudden entrance of the giants little sister with the news that the Kablunets were observed coming round the great cape, dragging a sledge.

Is not the big oomiak with them? asked her brother, rising quickly.

No, we see no oomiak  no wings  no fire, answered Oblooria, only six men dragging a sledge.

Chingatok went out immediately, and Oblooria was about to follow when her mother recalled her.

Come here, little one. There is a bit of blubber for you to suck. Tell me, saw you any sign of madness in these white men when they were talking with your brother about this  this  Nort Pole.

No, mother, no, answered Oblooria thoughtfully, I saw not madness. They laughed much, it is true  but not more than Oolichuk laughs sometimes. Yes  I think again! There was one who seems mad  the small boy, whom brother thinks to be the son of Blackbeard  Benjay, they call him.

Hah! I thought so, exclaimed Toolooha, evidently pleased at her penetration on this point. Go, child, I cannot quit the lamp. Bring me news of what they say and do.

Oblooria obeyed with alacrity, bolting her strip of half-cooked blubber as she ran; her mother meanwhile gave her undivided attention to the duties of the lamp.

The white men and all the members of the Eskimo band were standing by the sledge engaged in earnest conversation when the little girl came forward. Captain Vane was speaking.

Yes, Chingatok, he said, looking up at the tall savage, who stood erect in frame but with bent head and his hands clasped before him, like a modest chief, which in truth he was. Yes, if you will guide me to your home in the northern lands, I will pay you well  for I have much iron and wood and such things as I think you wish for and value, and you shall also have my best thanks and gratitude. The latter may not indeed be worth much, but, nevertheless, you could not purchase it with all the wealth of the Polar regions.

Chingatok looked with penetrating gaze at Anders while he translated, and, considering the nature of the communication, the so-called Brainless One proved himself a better man than the giant gave him credit for.

Does Blackbeard, asked Chingatok, after a few seconds thought, expect to find this Nothing  this Nort Pole, in my country?

Well, I cannot exactly say that I do, replied the Captain; you see, Im not quite sure, from what you tell me, where your country is. It may not reach to the Pole, but it is enough for me that it lies in that direction, and that you tell me there is much open water there. Men of my nation have been in these regions before now, and some of them have said that the Polar Sea is open, others that it is covered always with ice so thick that it never melts. Some have said it is a sea of ancient ice so rough that no man can travel over it, and that it is not possible to reach the North Pole. I dont agree with that. I had been led to expect to fall in with this sea of ancient ice before I had got thus far, but it is not to be found. The sea indeed is partly blocked with ordinary ice, but there is nothing to be seen of this vast collection of mighty blocks, some of them thirty feet high  this wild chaos of ice which so effectually stopped some of those who went before me.

This speech put such brains as the Brainless One possessed to a severe test, and, after all, he failed to convey its full meaning to Chingatok, who, however, promptly replied to such portions as he understood.

What Blackbeard calls the sea of old ice does exist, he said; I have seen it. No man could travel on it, only the birds can cross it. But ice is not land. It changes place. It is here to-day; it is there to-morrow. Next day it is gone. We cannot tell where it goes to or when it will come back. The very old ice comes back again and again. It is slow to become like your Nort Pole  nothing. But it melts at last and more comes in its place  growing old slowly and vanishing slowly. It is full of wonder  like the stars; like the jumping flames; like the sun and moon, which we cannot understand.

Chingatok paused and looked upwards with a solemn expression. His mind had wandered into its favourite channels, and for the moment he forgot the main subject of conversation, while the white men regarded him with some surprise, his comrades with feelings of interest not unmingled with awe.

But, he continued, I know where the sea of ancient ice-blocks is just now. I came past it in my kayak, and can guide you to it by the same way.

That is just what I want, Chingatok, said the Captain with a joyful look, only aid me in this matter, and I will reward you well. Ive already told you that my ship is wrecked, and that the crew, except those you see here, have left me; but I have saved all the cargo and buried it in a place of security with the exception of those things which I need for my expedition. One half of these things are on this sledge,  the other half on a sledge left behind and ready packed near the wreck. Now, I want you to send men to fetch that sledge here.

That shall be done, said Chingatok. Thanks, thanks, my good fellow, returned the Captain, and we must set about it at once, for the summer is advancing, and you know as well as I do that the hot season is but a short one in these regions.

A moment more shall not be lost, said the giant.

He turned to Oolichuk, who had been leaning on a short spear, and gazing open-mouthed, eyed, and eared, during the foregoing conversation, and said a few words to him and to the other Eskimos in a low tone.

Oolichuk merely nodded his head, said Yah! or something similarly significant, shouldered his spear and went off in the direction of the Cape of Newhope, followed by nearly all the men of the party.

Stay, not quite so fast, cried Captain Vane.

Stop! shouted Chingatok.

Oolichuk and his men paused.

One of us had better go with them, said the Captain, to show the place where the sledge has been left.

I will go, uncle, if youll allow me, said Leo Vandervell.

Oh! let me go too, father, pleaded Benjy, Im not a bit tired; do.

You may both go. Take a rifle with you, Leo. Theres no saying what you may meet on the way.

In half-an-hour the party under Oolichuk had reached the extremity of the cape, and Captain Vane observed that his volatile son mounted to the top of an ice-block to wave a farewell. He looked like a black speck, or a crow, in the far distance. Another moment, and the speck had disappeared among the hummocks of the ice-locked sea.




Chapter Seven.

Difficulties Encountered and Faced.

They had not quite doubled the Cape of Newhope, and were about to round the point which concealed the spot that had been named Wreck Bay, when they suddenly found themselves face to face with a Polar bear!

Bruin was evidently out for an evening stroll, for he seemed to have nothing particular to do.

Surprise lit up alike the countenances of the men and the visage of the bear. It was an unexpected meeting on both sides. The distance between them was not more than thirty feet. Leo was the only one of the party who carried a rifle. More than once during the voyage had Leo seen and shot a bear. The sight was not new to him, but never before had he come so suddenly, or so very close, upon this king of the Arctic Seas. He chanced at the time to be walking a few yards in advance of the party in company with Oolichuk and Benjy.

The three stopped, stared, and stood as if petrified.

For one moment, then they uttered a united and half involuntary roar.

Right royally did that bear accept the challenge. It rose, according to custom, on its hind legs, and immediately began that slow, but deadly war-dance with which the race is wont to preface an attack, while its upper lip curled in apparent derision, exposing its terrible fangs.

Leo recovered self-possession instantly. The rifle leaped to his shoulder, the centre of the bears breast was covered, and the trigger pulled.

Only a snap resulted. Leo had forgotten to load! Benjy gasped with anxiety. Oolichuk, who had held himself back with a sparkling smile of expectation at the prospect of seeing the Kablunet use his thunder-weapon, looked surprised and disappointed, but went into action promptly with his spear, accompanied by Akeetolik. Leos rifle, being a breech-loader, was quickly re-charged, but as the rest of the party stood leaning on their spears with the evident intention of merely watching the combat, the youth resolved to hold his hand, despite Benjys earnest recommendation to put one ball between the bears eyes, and the other into his stomach.

It was but a brief though decisive battle. Those Eskimos were well used to such warfare.

Running towards the animal with levelled spears, the two men separated on coming close, so that Bruin was forced to a state of indecision as to which enemy he would assail first. Akeetolik settled the point for him by giving him a prick on the right side, thus, as it were, drawing the enemys fire on himself. The bear turned towards him with a fierce growl, and in so doing, exposed his left side to attack. Oolichuk was not slow to seize the opportunity. He leaped close up, and drove his spear deep into the animals heart  killing it on the spot.

Next day the party returned to the Eskimo camp with the sledge-load of goods, and the bear on the top.

While steaks of the same were being prepared by Toolooha, Captain Vane and his new allies were busy discussing the details of the advance.

I know that the difficulties will be great, he said, in reply to a remark from the interpreter, but I mean to face and overcome them.

Ah! exclaimed Alf, who was rather fond of poetry:  

To dare unknown dangers in a noble cause,

Despite an adverse Nature and her tiresome Laws.

Just so, Alf, my boy, stick at nothing; never give in; victory or death, thats my way of expressing the same sentiment. But theres one thing that I must impress once more upon you all  namely, that each man must reduce his kit to the very lowest point of size and weight. No extras allowed.

What, not even a box of paper collars? asked Benjy.

Not one, my boy, but you may take a strait-waistcoat in your box if you choose, for youll be sure to need it.

Oh! father, returned the boy, remonstratively, you are severe. However, I will take one, if you agree to leave your woollen comforter behind. You wont need that, you see, as long as I am with you.

Of course, said Alf, you will allow us to carry small libraries with us?

Certainly not, my lad, only one book each, and that must be a small one.

The only book I possess is my Bible, said Leo, and that wont take up much room, for its an uncommonly small one.

If I only had my Robinson Crusoe here, cried Benjy, Id take it, for theres enough of adventure in that book to carry a man over half the world.

Ay, said Alf, and enough of mind to carry him over the other half. For my part, if we must be content with one book each, I shall take Buzzbys poems.

Oh! horrible! cried Benjy, why, hes no better than a maudlin, dawdlin, drawlin, caterwaulin

Come, Benjy, dont be insolent; hes second only to Tennyson. Just listen to this morceau by Buzzby. It is an Ode to Courage  

High! hot! hillarious compound of

Stop! stop! man, dont begin when were in the middle of our plans, interrupted Benjy, let us hear what book Butterface means to take.

I not take no book, massa, only take my flute. Music is wots de matter wid me. Dat is de ting what hab charms to soove de savage beast.

I wouldnt advise you try to soothe a Polar bear with it, said Leo, unless you have a rifle handy.

Yes  and especially an unloaded one, which is very effective against Polar bears, put in the Captain, with a sly look. Ah, Leo, I could hardly have believed it of you  and you the sportsman of our party, too; our chief huntsman. Oh, fie!

Come, uncle, dont be too hard on that little mistake, said Leo, with a slight blush, for he was really annoyed by the unsportsmanlike oversight hinted at; but pray, may I ask, he added, turning sharply on the Captain, what is inside of these three enormous boxes of yours which take up so much space on the sledges?

You may ask, Leo, but you may not expect an answer. That is my secret, and I mean to keep it as a sort of stimulus to your spirits when the hardships of the way begin to tell on you. Ask Chingatok, Anders, continued the Captain, turning to the interpreter, if he thinks we have enough provisions collected for the journey. I wish to start immediately.

We have enough, answered Chingatok, who had been sitting a silent, but deeply interested observer  so to speak  of the foregoing conversation.

Tell him, then, to arrange with his party, and be prepared to set out by noon to-morrow.

That night, by the light of the midnight sun, the Eskimos sat round their kettles of bear-chops, and went into the pros and cons of the proposed expedition. Some were enthusiastically in favour of casting in their lot with the white men, others were decidedly against it, and a few were undecided. Among the latter was Akeetolik.

These ignorant men, said that bold savage, are foolish and useless. They cannot kill bears. The one named Lo, (thus was Leonards name reduced to its lowest denomination), is big enough, and looks very fine, but when he sees bear he only stares, makes a little click with his thunder-weapon, and looks stupid.

Blackbeard explained that, said Oolichuk; Lo made some mistake.

That may be so, retorted Akeetolik, but if you and me had not been there, the bear would not make a mistake.

I will not go with these Kablunets, said Eemerk with a frown, they are only savages. They are not taught. No doubt they had a wonderful boat, but they have not been able to keep their boat. They cannot kill bears; perhaps they cannot kill seals or walruses, and they ask us to help them to travel  to show them the way! They can do nothing. They must be led like children. My advice is to kill them all, since they are so useless, and take their goods.

This speech was received with marks of decided approval by those of the party who were in the habit of siding with Eemerk, but the rest were silent. In a few moments Chingatok said, in a low, quiet, but impressive tone: The Kablunets are not foolish or ignorant. They are wise  far beyond the wisdom of the Eskimos. It is Eemerk who is like a walrus without brains. He thinks that his little mind is outside of everything, and so he has not eyes to perceive that he is ignorant as well as foolish, and that other men are wise.

This was the severest rebuke that the good-natured Chingatok had yet administered to Eemerk, but the latter, foolish though he was, had wisdom enough not to resent it openly. He sat in moody silence, with his eyes fixed on the ground.

Of course Oolichuk was decidedly in favour of joining the white men, and so was Ivitchuk, who soon brought round his hesitating friend Akeetolik, and several of the others. Oblooria, being timid, would gladly have sided with Eemerk, but she hated the man, and, besides, would in any case have cast in her lot with her mother and brother, even if free to do otherwise.

The fair Tekkona, whose courage and faith were naturally strong, had only one idea, and that was to follow cheerfully wherever Chingatok led; but she was very modest, and gave no opinion. She merely remarked: The Kablunets are handsome men, and seem good.

As for Toolooha, she had enough to do to attend to the serious duties of the lamp, and always left the settlement of less important matters to the men.

You and yours are free to do what you please, said Chingatok to Eemerk, when the discussion drew to a close. I go with the white men to-morrow.

What says Oblooria? whispered Oolichuk when the rest of the party were listening to Eemerks reply.

Oblooria goes with her brother and mother, answered that young lady, toying coquettishly with her sealskin tail.

Oolichuks good-humoured visage beamed with satisfaction, and his flat nose curled up  as much as it was possible for such a feature to curl  with contempt, as he glanced at Eemerk and said  

I have heard many tales from Anders  the white mans mouthpiece  since we met. He tells me the white men are very brave and fond of running into danger for nothing but fun. Those who do not like the fun of danger should join Eemerk. Those who are fond of fun and danger should come with our great chief Chingatok  huk! Let us divide.

Without more palaver the band divided, and it was found that only eight sided with Eemerk. All the rest cast in their lot with our giant, after which this Arctic House of Commons adjourned, and its members went to rest.

A few days after that, Captain Vane and his Eskimo allies, having left the camp with Eemerk and his friends far behind them, came suddenly one fine morning on a barrier which threatened effectually to arrest their further progress northward. This was nothing less than that tremendous sea of ancient ice which had baffled previous navigators and sledging parties.

Chaos! absolute chaos! exclaimed Alf Vandervell, who was first to recover from the shock of surprise, not to say consternation, with which the party beheld the scene on turning a high cape.

It looks bad, said Captain Vane, gravely, but things often look worse at a first glance than they really are.

I hope it may be so in this case, said Leo, in a low tone.

Good-bye to the North Pole! said Benjy, with a look of despondency so deep that the rest of the party laughed in spite of themselves.

The truth was that poor Benjy had suffered much during the sledge journey which they had begun, for although he rode, like the rest of them, on one of the Eskimo sledges, the ice over which they had travelled along shore had been sufficiently rugged to necessitate constant getting off and on, as well as much scrambling over hummocks and broken ice. We have already said that Benjy was not very robust, though courageous and full of spirit, so that he was prone to leap from the deepest depths of despair to the highest heights of hope at a moments notice  or vice versa. Not having become inured to ice-travel, he was naturally much cast down when the chaos above-mentioned met his gaze.

Strange, said the Captain, after a long silent look at the barrier, strange that we should find it here. The experience of former travellers placed it considerably to the south and west of this.

But you know, said Leo, Chingatok told us that the old ice drifts about just as the more recently formed does. Who knows but we may find the end of it not far off, and perhaps may reach open water beyond, where we can make skin canoes, and launch forth on a voyage of discovery.

I vote that we climb the cliffs and try to see over the top of this horrid ice-jumble, said Benjy.

Not a bad suggestion, lad. Let us do so. We will encamp here, Anders. Let all the people have a good feed, and tell Chingatok to follow us. You will come along with him.

A few hours later, and the Captain, Leo, Alf, Benjy, Chingatok, and the interpreter stood on the extreme summit of the promontory which they had named Cape Chaos, and from which they had a splendid birds-eye view of the whole region.

It was indeed a tremendous and never-to-be-forgotten scene.

As far as the eye could reach, the ocean was covered with ice heaped together in some places in the wildest confusion, and so firmly wedged in appearance that it seemed as if it had lain there in a solid mass from the first day of creation. Elsewhere the ice was more level and less compact. In the midst of this rugged scene, hundreds of giant icebergs rose conspicuously above the rest, towering upwards in every shape and of all sizes, from which the bright sun was flashed back in rich variety of form, from the sharp gleam that trickled down an edge of ice to the refulgent blaze on a glassy face which almost rivalled the sun himself in brilliancy. These icebergs, extending as they did to the horizon, where they mingled with and were lost in the pearl-grey sky, gave an impression of vast illimitable perspective. Although no sign of an open sea was at first observed, there was no lack of water to enliven the scene, for here and there, and everywhere, were pools and ponds, and even lakes of goodly size, which had been formed on the surface by the melting ice. In these the picturesque masses were faithfully reflected, and over them vast flocks of gulls, eider-ducks, puffins, and other wild-fowl of the north, disported themselves in garrulous felicity.

On the edge of the rocky precipice, from which they had a birds-eye view of the scene, our discoverers stood silent for some time, absorbed in contemplation, with feelings of mingled awe and wonder. Then exclamations of surprise and admiration broke forth.

The wonderful works of God! said the Captain, in a tone of profound reverence.

Beautiful, beyond belief! murmured Alf.

But it seems an effectual check to our advance, said the practical Leo, who, however, was by no means insensible to the extreme beauty of the scene.

Not effectual, lad; not effectual, returned the Captain, stretching out his hand and turning to the interpreter; look, Anders, dye see nothing on the horizon away to the norard? Isnt that a bit of water-sky over there?

Ya, replied the interpreter, gazing intently, there be watter-sky over there. Ya. But not possobubble for go there. Ice too big an brokkin up.

Ask Chingatok what he thinks, returned the Captain.

Chingatoks opinion was that the water-sky indicated the open sea. He knew that sea well  had often paddled over it, and his own country lay in it.

But how ever did he cross that ice? asked the Captain; what says he to that, Anders?

I did not cross it, answered the Eskimo, through Anders. When I came here with my party the ice was not there; it was far off yonder.

He pointed to the eastward.

Just so, returned the Captain, with a satisfied nod, that confirms my opinion. You see, boys, that the coast here trends off to the Eastard in a very decided manner. Now, if that was only the shore of a bay, and the land again ran off to the norard, it would not be possible for such a sea of ice to have come from that direction. I therefore conclude that we are standing on the most northern cape of Greenland; that Greenland itself is a huge island, unconnected with the Polar lands; that we are now on the shores of the great Polar basin, in which, somewhere not very far from the Pole itself, lies the home of our friend Chingatok  at least so I judge from what he has said. Moreover, I feel sure that the water-sky we see over there indicates the commencement of that open sea which, I hold, in common with many learned men, lies around the North Pole, and which I am determined to float upon before many days go by.

Wed better spread our wings then, father, and be off at once, said Benjy; for its quite certain that well never manage to scramble over that ice-jumble with sledges.

Nevertheless, I will try, Benjy.

But how, uncle? asked Leo.

Ay, how? repeated Alf, that is the question.

Come, come, Alf, let Shakespeare alone, said the pert Benjy, if you must quote, confine yourself to Buzzby.

Nay, Benjy, be not so severe. It was but a slip. Besides, our leader has not forbidden our carrying a whole library in our heads, so long as we take only one book in our pockets. But, uncle, you have not yet told us how you intend to cross that amazing barrier which Benjy has appropriately styled an ice-jumble.

How, boy? returned the Captain, who had been gazing eagerly in all directions while they talked, it is impossible for me to say how. All that I can speak of with certainty as to our future movements is, that the road by which we have come to the top of this cliff will lead us to the bottom again, where Toolooha is preparing for us an excellent supper of bear-steaks and tea. One step at a time, lads, is my motto; when that is taken we shall see clearly how and where to take the next.

A sound sleep was the step which the whole party took after that which led to the bear-steaks. Then Captain Vane arose, ordered the dogs to be harnessed to the sledges, and, laying his course due north, steered straight out upon the sea of ancient ice.




Chapter Eight.

Difficulties and Dangers increase, and the Captain expounds his Views.

The first part of the journey over the rugged ice was not so difficult as had been anticipated, because they found a number of openings  narrow lanes, as it were  winding between the masses, most of which were wide enough to permit of the passage of the sledges; and when they chanced to come on a gap that was too narrow, they easily widened it with their hatchets and ice-chisels.

There was, however, some danger connected with this process, for some of the mighty blocks of ice amongst which they moved were piled in such positions that it only required a few choppings at their base to bring them down in ruins on their heads. One instance of this kind sufficed to warn them effectually.

Captain Vanes dog-sledge was leading the way at the time. Leo drove it, for by that time the Eskimos had taught him how to use the short-handled whip with the lash full fifteen feet long, and Leo was an apt pupil in every athletic and manly exercise. Beside him sat the Captain, Alf, Benjy, and Butterface  the black visage of the latter absolutely shining with delight at the novelty of the situation. Behind came the sledge of Chingatok, which, besides being laden with bear-rugs, sealskins, junks of meat, and a host of indescribable Eskimo implements, carried himself and the precious persons of Toolooha and Tekkona. Next came the sledge of the laughter-loving Oolichuk, with the timid Oblooria and another woman. Then followed the sledges of Ivitchuk and Akeetolik, laden with the rest of the Eskimo women and goods, and last of all came Captain Vanes two English-made sledges, heavily-laden with the goods and provisions of the explorers. These latter sledges, although made in England, had been constructed on the principle of the native sledge, namely, with the parts fastened by means of walrus-sinew lashings instead of nails, which last would have snapped like glass in the winter frosts of the Polar regions, besides being incapable of standing the twistings and shocks of ice-travel.

All the dogs being fresh, and the floor of the lanes not too rough, the strangely-assorted party trotted merrily along, causing the echoes among the great ice-blocks, spires, and obelisks, to ring to the music of their chatting, and the cracks of their powerful whips. Suddenly, a shout at the front, and an abrupt pull up, brought the whole column to a halt. The Captains dogs had broken into a gallop. On turning suddenly round a spur of a glacier about as big as Saint Pauls Cathedral, they went swish into a shallow pond which had been formed on the ice. It was not deep, but there was sufficient water in it to send a deluge of spray over the travellers.

A burst of laughter greeted the incident as they sprang off the sledge, and waded to the dry ice a few yards ahead.

No damage done, exclaimed the Captain, as he assisted the dogs to haul the sledge out of the water.

No damage! repeated Benjy, with a rueful look, why, Im soaked from top to toe!

Yes, youve got the worst of it, said Leo, with a laugh; that comes of being forward, Benjy. You would insist on sitting in front.

Well, it is some comfort, retorted Benjy, squeezing the water from his garments, that Alf is as wet as myself, for that gives us an opportunity of sympathising with each other. Eh, Alf? Does Buzzby offer no consolatory remarks for such an occasion as this?

O yes, replied Alf; in his beautiful poem on Melancholy, sixth canto, Buzzby says:  

When trouble, like a curtain spread,

Obscures the clouded brain,

And worries on the weary head

Descend like soaking rain  

Lift up thumbrella of the heart,

Stride manfully along;

Defy depressions dreary dart,

And shout in gleeful song.

Come, Alf, clap on to this tow-rope, an stop your nonsense, said Captain Vane, who was not in a poetical frame of mind just then.

Dat is mos boosiful potry! exclaimed Butterface, with an immense display of eyes and teeth, as he lent a willing hand to haul out the sledge. Mos boosiful. But hes rader a strong remdy, massa, don you tink? Not bery easy to git up a gleefoo shout when ones down in de mout bery bad, eh!

Alfs reply was checked by the necessity for remounting the sledge and resuming the journey. Those in rear avoided the pond by going round it.

The weathers warm, anyhow, and thats a comfort, remarked Benjy, as he settled down in his wet garments. We cant freeze in summer, you know, and

He stopped abruptly, for it became apparent just then that the opening close ahead of them was too narrow for the sledge to pass. It was narrowed by a buttress, or projection, of the cathedral-berg, which jutted up close to a vast obelisk of ice about forty feet high, if not higher.

Nothing for it, boys, but to cut through, said the Captain, jumping out, and seizing an axe, as the sledge was jammed between the masses. The dogs lay down to rest and pant while the men were at work.

Its cut an come again in dem regins, muttered the negro steward, also seizing an axe, and attacking the base of the obelisk.

A sudden cry of alarm from the whole party caused him to desist and look up. He echoed the cry and sprang back swiftly, for the huge mass of ice having been just on the balance, one slash at its base had destroyed the equilibrium, and it was leaning slowly over with a deep grinding sound. A moment later the motion was swift, and it fell with a terrible crash, bursting into a thousand fragments, scattering lumps and glittering morsels far and wide, and causing the whole ice-field to tremble. The concussion overturned several other masses, which had been in the same nicely-balanced condition, some near at hand, others out of sight, though within earshot, and, for a moment, the travellers felt as if the surrounding pack were disrupting everywhere and falling into utter ruin, but in a few seconds the sounds ceased, and again all was quiet.

Fortunately, the obelisk which had been overturned fell towards the north  away from the party; but although it thus narrowly missed crushing them all in one icy tomb, it blocked up their path so completely that the remainder of that day had to be spent in cutting a passage through it.

Need we say that, after this, they were careful how they used their axes and ice-chisels?

Soon after the occurrence of this incident, the labyrinths among the ice became more broken, tortuous, and bewildering. At last they ceased altogether, and the travellers were compelled to take an almost straight course right over everything, for blocks, masses, and drifts on a gigantic scale were heaved up in such dire confusion, that nothing having the faintest resemblance to a track or passage could be found.

Its hard work, this, remarked the Captain to Leo one evening, seating himself on a mass of ice which he had just chopped from an obstruction, and wiping the perspiration from his brow.

Hard, indeed, said Leo, sitting down beside him, I fear it begins to tell upon poor Benjy. You should really order him to rest more than he does, uncle.

A grim smile of satisfaction played for a minute on the Captains rugged face, as he glanced at his son, who, a short distance ahead, was hacking at the ice with a pick-axe, in company with Alf and Butterface and the Eskimo men.

Itll do him good, lad, replied the Captain. Hard work is just what my Benjy needs. Hes not very stout, to be sure, but there is nothing wrong with his constitution, and hes got plenty of spirit.

This was indeed true. Benjy had too much spirit for his somewhat slender frame, but his father, being a herculean man, did not quite perceive that what was good for himself might be too much for his son. Captain Vane was, however, the reverse of a harsh man. He pondered what Leo had said, and soon afterwards went up to his son.

Benjy, my lad.

Yes, father, said the boy, dropping the head of his pick-axe on the ice, resting his hands on the haft, and looking up with a flushed countenance.

You should rest a bit now and then, Benjy. Youll knock yourself up if you dont.

Rest a bit, father! Why, Ive just had a rest, and Im not tired  that is, not very. Aint it fun, father? And the ice cuts up so easily, and flies about so splendidly  see here.

With flashing eyes our little hero raised his pick and drove it into the ice at which he had been working, with all his force, so that a great rent was made, and a mass the size of a dressing-table sprang from the side of a berg, and, falling down, burst into a shower of sparkling gems. But this was not all. To Benjys intense delight, a mass of many tons in weight was loosened by the fall of the smaller lump, and rolled down with a thunderous roar, causing Butterface, who was too near it, to jump out of the way with an amount of agility that threw the whole party into fits of laughter.

What dye think o that, father?

I think its somewhat dangerous, answered the Captain, recovering his gravity and re-shouldering his axe. However, as long as you enjoy the work, it cant hurt you, so go ahead, my boy; itll be a long time before you cut away too much o the Polar ice!

Reaching a slightly open space beyond this point, the dogs were harnessed, and the party advanced for a mile or so, when they came to another obstruction worse than that which they had previously passed.

Theres a deal of ice-rubbish in these regions, remarked Benjy, eyeing the wildly heaped masses with a grave face, and heaving a deep sigh.

Yes, Massa Benjy, bery too much altogidder, said Butterface, echoing the sigh.

Come, we wont cut through this, cried Captain Vane in a cheery voice; well try to go over it. There is a considerable drift of old snow that seems to offer a sort of track. What says Chingatok?

The easy-going Eskimo said that it would be as well to go over it as through it, perhaps better!

So, over it they went, but they soon began to wish they had tried any other plan, for the snow-track quickly came to an end, and then the difficulty of passing even the empty sledges from one ice mass to another was very great, while the process of carrying forward the goods on the shoulders of the men was exceedingly laborious. The poor dogs, too, were constantly falling between masses, and dragging each other down, so that they gave more trouble at last than they were worth.

In all these trying circumstances, the Eskimo women were almost as useful as the men. Indeed they would have been quite as useful if they had been as strong, and they bore the fatigues and trials of the journey with the placid good humour, and apparent, if not real, humility of their race.

At last, one afternoon, our discoverers came suddenly to the edge of this great barrier of ancient ice, and beheld, from an elevated plateau to which they had climbed, a scene which was calculated to rouse in their breasts feelings at once of admiration and despair, for there, stretching away below them for several miles, lay a sea of comparatively level ice, and beyond it a chain of stupendous glaciers, which presented an apparently impassable barrier  a huge continuous wall of ice that seemed to rise into the very sky.

This chain bore all the evidences of being very old ice  compared to which that of the so-called ancient sea was absolutely juvenile. On the ice-plain, which was apparently illimitable to the right and left, were hundreds of pools of water in which the icebergs, the golden clouds, the sun, and the blue sky were reflected, and on the surface of which myriads of Arctic wild-fowl were sporting about, making the air vocal with their plaintive cries, and ruffling the glassy surfaces of the lakes with their dipping wings. The heads of seals were also observed here and there.

These will stop us at last, said Alf, pointing to the bergs with a profound sigh.

No, they wont, remarked the Captain quietly. Nothing will stop us!

Thats true, anyhow, uncle, returned Alf; for if it be, as Chingatok thinks, that we are in search of nothing, of course when we find nothing, nothing will stop us!

Why, Alf, said Leo, I wonder that you, who are usually in an enthusiastic and poetical frame of mind, should be depressed by distant difficulties, instead of admiring such a splendid sight of birds and beasts enjoying themselves in what I may style an Arctic heaven. You should take example by Benjy.

That youth did indeed afford a bright example of rapt enthusiasm just then, for, standing a little apart by himself, he gazed at the scene with flushed face, open mouth, and glittering eyes, in speechless delight.

Ask Chingatok if he ever saw this range before, said the Captain to Anders, on recovering from his first feeling of surprise.

No, Chingatok had never seen it, except, indeed, the tops of the bergs  at sea, in the far distance  but he had often heard of it from some of his countrymen, who, like himself, were fond of exploring. But that sea of ice was not there, he said, when he had passed on his journey southward. It had drifted there, since that time, from the great sea.

Ah! the great sea that he speaks of is just what we must find and cross over, muttered the Captain to himself.

But how are we to cross over it, uncle? asked Leo.

The Captain replied with one of his quiet glances. His followers had long become accustomed to this silent method of declining to reply, and forbore to press the subject.

Come now, boys, get ready to descend to the plain. Well have to do it with caution.

There was, indeed, ground for caution. We have said that they had climbed to an elevated plateau on one of the small bergs which formed the outside margin of the rugged ice. The side of this berg was a steep slope of hard snow, so steep that they thought it unwise to attempt the descent by what in Switzerland is termed glissading.

Well have to zig-zag down, I think, continued the Captain, settling himself on his sledge; but the Captains dogs thought otherwise. Under a sudden impulse of reckless free-will, the whole team, giving vent to a howl of mingled glee and fear, dashed down the slope at full gallop. Of course they were overtaken in a few seconds by the sledge, which not only ran into them, but sent them sprawling on their backs right and left. Then it met a slight obstruction, and itself upset, sending Captain Vane and his companions, with its other contents, into the midst of the struggling dogs. With momentarily increasing speed this avalanche of mixed dead and living matter went sliding, hurtling, swinging, shouting, struggling, and yelling to the bottom. Fortunately, there was no obstruction there, else had destruction been inevitable. The slope merged gradually into the level plain, over which the avalanche swept for a considerable distance before the momentum of their flight was expended.

When at length they stopped, and disentangled themselves from the knot into which the traces had tied them, it was found that no one was materially hurt. Looking up at the height down which they had come, they beheld the Eskimos standing at the top with outstretched arms in the attitude of men who glare in speechless horror. But these did not stand thus long. Descending by a more circuitous route, they soon rejoined the Captains party, and then, as the night was far advanced, they encamped on the edge of the ice-plain, on a part that was bathed in the beams of the ever-circling sun.

That night at supper Captain Vane was unusually thoughtful and silent.

Youre not losing heart, are you, uncle? asked Leo, during a pause.

No, lad, certainly not, replied the Captain, dreamily.

Youve not been bumped very badly in the tumble, father, have you? asked Benjy with an anxious look.

Bumped? no; what makes you think so?

Because youre gazing at Tooloohas lamp as if you saw a ghost in it.

Well, perhaps I do see a ghost there, returned the Captain with an effort to rouse his attention to things going on around him. I see the ghost of things to come. I am looking through Tooloohas lamp into futurity.

And what does futurity look like? asked Alf. Bright or dark?

Black  black as me, muttered Butterface, as he approached and laid fresh viands before the party.

It ought to be told that Butterface had suffered rather severely in the recent glissade on the snow-slope, which will account for the gloomy view he took of the future at that time.

Listen, said the Captain, with a look of sudden earnestness; as it is highly probable that a day or two more will decide the question of our success or failure, I think it right to reveal to you more fully my thoughts, my plans, and the prospects that lie before us. You all know very well that there is much difference of opinion about the condition of the sea around the North Pole. Some think it must be cumbered with eternal ice, others that it is comparatively free from ice, and that it enjoys a somewhat milder climate than those parts of the Arctic regions with which we have hitherto been doing battle. I hold entirely with the latter view  with those who believe in an open Polar basin. I wont weary you with the grounds of my belief in detail, but here are a few of my reasons  

It is an admitted fact that there is constant circulation of the water in the ocean. That wise and painstaking philosopher, Maury, of the US navy, has proved to my mind that this grand circulation of the sea-water round the world is the cause of all the oceanic streams, hot and cold, with which we have been so long acquainted.

This circulation is a necessity as well as a fact. At the Equator the water is extremely warm and salt, besides lime-laden, in consequence of excessive evaporation. At the Poles it is extremely cold and fresh. Mixing is therefore a necessity. The hot salt-waters of the Equator flow to the Poles to get freshened and cooled. Those of the Poles flow to the Equator to get salted, limed, and warmed. They do this continuously in two grand currents, north and south, all round the world. But the land comes in as a disturbing element; it diverts the water into streams variously modified in force and direction, and the streams also change places variously, sometimes the hot currents travelling north as under-currents with the cold currents above, sometimes the reverse. One branch of the current comes from the Equator round the Cape of Good Hope, turns up the west coast of Africa, and is deflected into the Gulf of Mexico, round which it sweeps, and then shoots across the Atlantic to England and Norway. It is known as our Gulf Stream.

Now, the equatorial warm and salt current enters Baffins Bay as a submarine current, while the cold and comparatively fresh waters of the Polar regions descend as a surface-current, bearing the great ice-fields of the Arctic seas to the southward. One thing that goes far to prove this, is the fact that the enormous icebergs thrown off from the northern glaciers have been frequently seen by navigators travelling northward, right against the current flowing south. These huge ice-mountains, floating as they do with seven or eight parts of their bulk beneath the surface, are carried thus forcibly up stream by the under-current until their bases are worn off by the warm waters below, thus allowing the upper current to gain the mastery, and hurry them south again to their final dissolution in the Atlantic.

Now, lads, continued the Captain, with the air of a man who propounds a self-evident proposition; is it not clear that if the warm waters of the south flow into the Polar basin as an under current, they must come up somewhere, to take the place of the cold waters that are for ever flowing away from the Pole to the Equator? Can anything be clearer than that  except the nose on Benjys face? Well then, that being so, the waters round the Pole must be comparatively warm waters, and also, comparatively, free from ice, so that if we could only manage to cross this ice-barrier and get into them, we might sail right away to the North Pole.

But, father, said Benjy, since you have taken the liberty to trifle with my nose, I feel entitled to remark that we cant sail in waters, either hot or cold, without a ship.

Thats true, boy, rejoined the Captain. However, he added, with a half-humorous curl of his black moustache, you know Im not given to stick at trifles. Time will show. Meanwhile I am strongly of opinion that this is the last ice-barrier we shall meet with on our way to the Pole.

Is there not some tradition of a mild climate in the furthest north among the Eskimos? asked Alf.

Of course there is. It has long been known that the Greenland Eskimos have a tradition of an island in an iceless sea, lying away in the far north, where there are many musk-oxen, and, from what I have been told by our friend Chingatok, I am disposed to think that he and his kindred inhabit this island, or group of islands, in the Polar basin  not far, perhaps, from the Pole itself. He says there are musk-oxen there. But there is another creature, and a much bigger one than any Eskimo, bigger even than Chingatok, who bears his testimony to an open Polar sea, namely, the Greenland whale. It has been ascertained that the right whale does not, and cannot, enter the tropical regions of the Ocean. They are to him as a sea of fire, a wall of adamant, so that it is impossible for him to swim south, double Cape Horn, and proceed to the North Pacific; yet the very same kind of whale found in Baffins Bay is found at Behring Straits. Now, the question is, how did he get there?

Was born there, no doubt, answered Benjy, and had no occasion to make such a long voyage!

Ah! my boy, but we have the strongest evidence that he was not born there, for you must know that some whalers have a habit of marking their harpoons with date and name of ship; and as we have been told by that good and true man Dr Scoresby, there have been several instances where whales have been captured near Behring Straits with harpoons in them bearing the stamp of ships that were known to cruise on the Baffins Bay side of America. Moreover, in one or two instances a very short time had elapsed between the date of harpooning on the Atlantic and capturing on the Pacific side. These facts prove, at all events, a North-west Passage for whales, and, as whales cannot travel far under ice without breathing, they also tend to prove an open Polar sea.

Another argument in favour of this basin is the migration of birds to the northward at certain seasons. Birds do not migrate to frozen regions, and such migrations northward have been observed by those who, like ourselves, have reached the highest latitudes.

Captain Nares of the Alert, in May 1876, when only a little to the southward of this, saw ptarmigan flying in pairs to the north-west, seeking for better feeding-grounds. Ducks and geese also passed northward early in June, indicating plainly the existence of suitable feeding-grounds in the undiscovered and mysterious North.

We have now passed beyond the point reached by Captain Nares. My last observation placed us in parallel 84 degrees 40 minutes, the highest that has yet been reached by civilised man.

The highest, uncle? interrupted Leo. Yes  the highest. Scoresby reached 81 degrees 50 minutes in 1806, Parry 82 degrees 45 minutes in 1827  with sledges. That unfortunate and heroic American, Captain Hall, ran his vessel, the Polaris, in the shortest space of time on record, up to latitude 82 degrees 16 minutes. Captain Nares reached a higher latitude than had previously been attained by ships, and Captain Markham, of Captain Nares expedition, travelled over this very sea of ancient ice with sledges to latitude 83 degrees 20.4 minutes  about 400 miles from the Pole, and the highest yet reached, as I have said. So, you see, we have beaten them all! Moreover, I strongly incline to the belief that the open Polar Sea lies just beyond that range of huge icebergs which we see before us.

The Captain rose as he spoke, and pointed to the gigantic chain, behind one of which the sun was just about to dip, causing its jagged peaks to glow as with intense fire.

But how are we ever to pass that barrier, uncle? asked Alf, who was by nature the least sanguine of the party in regard to overcoming difficulties of a geographical nature, although by far the most enthusiastic in the effort to acquire knowledge.

You shall see, to-morrow, answered the Captain; at present we must turn in and rest. See, the Eskimos have already set us the example.




Chapter Nine.

The Captain makes a Stupendous Effort. Disappointments and Discoveries.

Next morning the ice-plain was crossed at a swinging gallop. Indeed, the dogs were so fresh and frisky after a good rest and a hearty meal that they ran away more than once, and it became a matter of extreme difficulty to check them. At last the great chain was reached, and the party came to an abrupt halt at the base of one of the largest of the bergs. Captain Vane gazed up at it as Napoleon the First may be supposed to have gazed at the Alps he had resolved to scale and cross.

The resemblance to alpine scenery was not confined to mere form  such as towering peaks and mighty precipices  for there were lakelets and ponds here and there up among the crystal heights, from which rivulets trickled, streams brawled, and cataracts thundered.

It was evident, however, that the old giant that frowned on them was verging towards dissolution, for he was honey-combed in all directions.

Impossible to scale that, said Alf, with a solemn look.

Even Leos sanguine temperament was dashed for a moment. We dare not attempt to cut through it, he said, for masses are falling about here and there in a very dangerous fashion.

As he spoke, a tall spire was seen to slip from its position, topple over, and go crashing down into a dark blue gulf of ice below it.

No chance of success now, said Benjamin Vane, gloomily.

None wotsomediver, muttered Butterface, his broad black visage absolutely elongated by sympathetic despair. For, you must know, as far as his own feelings were concerned, sympathy alone influenced him. Personally, he was supremely indifferent about reaching the North Pole. In fact he did not believe in it at all, and made no scruple of saying so, when asked, but he seldom volunteered his opinion, being an extremely modest and polite man.

During these desponding remarks Captain Vane did not seem to be much depressed.

Anders, he said, turning abruptly to the interpreter, ask Chingatok what he thinks. Can we pass this barrier, and, if not, what would he advise us to do?

It was observed that the other Eskimos drew near with anxious looks to hear the opinion of their chief.

Toolooha and Tekkona, however, seemed quite devoid of anxiety. They evidently had perfect confidence in the giant, and poor little Oblooria glanced up in the face of her friend as if to gather consolation from her looks.

Chingatok, after a short pause, said:  

The ice-mountains cannot be passed. The white men have not wings; they cannot fly. They must return to land, and travel for many days to the open water near the far-off land  there.

He pointed direct to the northward.

Captain Vane made no reply. He merely turned and gave orders that the lashings of one of the large sledges which conveyed the baggage should be cast loose. Selecting a box from this, he opened it, and took therefrom a small instrument made partly of brass, partly of glass, and partly of wood.

You have often wondered, Benjy, he said, what I meant to do with this electrical machine. You shall soon see. Help me to arrange it, boy, and do you, Leo, uncoil part of this copper wire. Here, Alf, carry this little box to the foot of the berg, and lay it in front of yon blue cavern.

Which? That one close to the waterfall or

No, the big cavern, just under the most solid part of the berg  the one that seems to grow bluer and bluer until it becomes quite black in its heart. And have a care, Alf. The box you carry is dangerous. Dont let it fall. Lay it down gently, and come back at once. Anders, he added, turning round, let all the people go back with dogs and sledges for a quarter of a mile.

There was something so peremptory and abrupt in their leaders manner that no one thought of asking him a question, though all were filled with surprise and curiosity as to what he meant to do.

Come here, Leo, he said, after his orders had been obeyed. Hold this coil, and pay it out as I walk to the berg with the end in my hand.

The coil was one of extremely fine copper wire. Leo let it run as the Captain walked off. A minute or two later he was seen to enter the dark blue cavern and disappear.

My dear dad is reckless, exclaimed Benjy, in some anxiety, what if the roof o that cave should fall in. There are bits of ice dropping about everywhere. What can he be going to do?

As he spoke, the Captain issued from the cave, and walked smartly towards them.

Now then, its all right, he said, give me the coil, Leo, and come back, all of you. Fetch the machine, Alf.

In a few minutes the whole party had retired a considerable distance from the huge berg, the Captain uncoiling the wire as he went.

Surely youre not going to try to blow it up piecemeal? said Leo.

No, lad, Im not going to do that, or anything so slow, returned the Captain, stopping and arranging the instrument.

But if the box contains gunpowder, persisted Leo, theres not enough to

It contains dynamite, said the Captain, affixing the coil to the machine, and giving it a sharp turn.

If a volcano had suddenly opened fire under the iceberg the effect could not have been more tremendous. Thunder itself is not more deep than was the crash which reverberated among the ice-cliffs. Smoke burst in a huge volume from the heart of the berg. Masses, fragments, domes, and pinnacles were hurled into the air, and fell back to mingle with the blue precipices that tumbled, slid, or plunged in horrible confusion. Only a portion, indeed, of the mighty mass had been actually disrupted, but the shock to the surrounding ice was so shattering that the entire berg subsided.

Stu-pendous! exclaimed Alf, with a look of awe-stricken wonder.

Benjy, after venting his feelings in a shriek of joyful surprise, seemed to be struck dumb. Anders and Butterface stood still,  speechless. As for the Eskimos, they turned with one hideous yell, and fled from the spot like maniacs  excepting Chingatok, who, although startled, stood his ground in an attitude expressive of superlative surprise.

So,  it has not disappointed me, remarked the Captain, when the hideous din had ceased, dynamite is indeed a powerful agent when properly applied: immeasurably more effective than powder.

But it seems to me, said Leo, beginning to recover himself, that although you have brought the berg down you have not rendered it much more passable.

Thats true, lad, answered the Captain with a somewhat rueful expression. It does seem a lumpy sort of heap after all; but there may be found some practicable bits when we examine it more closely. Come, well go see.

On closer inspection it was found that the ruined berg still presented an absolutely insurmountable obstacle to the explorers, who, being finally compelled to admit that even dynamite had failed, left the place in search of a natural opening.

Travelling along the chain for a considerable time, in the hope of succeeding, they came at last to a succession of comparatively level floes, which conducted them to the extreme northern end of the chain, and there they found that the floes continued onwards in an unbroken plain to what appeared to be the open sea.

That is a water-sky, for certain, exclaimed Captain Vane, eagerly, on the evening when this discovery was made. The open ocean cannot now be far off.

Theres a very dark cloud there, father, said Benjy, who, as we have before said, possessed the keenest sight of the party.

A cloud, boy! where? Um  Yes, I see something

It is land, said Chingatok, in a low voice.

Land! exclaimed the Captain, are you sure?

Yes, I know it well. I passed it on my journey here. We left our canoes and oomiaks there, and took to sledges because the floes were unbroken. But these ice-mountains were not here at that time. They have come down since we passed from the great sea.

There! said the Captain, turning to Leo with a look of triumph, he still speaks of the great sea! If these bergs came from it, we must have reached it, lad.

But the land puzzles me, said Leo. Can it be part of Greenland?

Scarcely, for Greenland lies far to the eastard, and the latest discoveries made on the north of that land show that the coast turns still more decidedly east  tending to the conclusion that Greenland is an island. This land, therefore, must be entirely new land  an island  a continent perhaps.

But it may be a cape, father, interposed Benjy. You know that capes have a queer way of sticking out suddenly from land, just as mens noses stick out from their faces.

True, Benjy, true, but your simile is not perfect, for mens noses dont always stick out from their faces  witness the nose of Butterface, which, you know, is well aft of his lips and chin. However, this may be Greenlands nose  who knows? We shall go and find out ere long. Come, use your whip, Leo. Ho! Chingatok, tell your hairy kinsmen to clap on all sail and make for the land.

Hold on, uncle! cried Alf, I think I see a splendid specimen of

The crack of Leos whip, and the yelping of the team, drowned the rest of the sentence, and Alf was whirled away from his splendid specimen, (whatever it was), for ever!

It is a piece of great good fortune, said the Captain, as they swept along over the hard and level snow, that the Eskimos have left their boats on this land, for now I shall have two strings to my bow.

What is the other string? asked Leo, as he administered a flip to the flank of a lazy dog.

Ah, that remains to be seen, lad, replied the Captain.

Why, what a tyrant you are, uncle! exclaimed Alf, who had recovered from his disappointment about the splendid specimen. You wont tell us anything, almost. Who ever before heard of the men of an expedition to the North Pole being kept in ignorance of the means by which they were to get there?

The Captains reply was only a twinkle of the eye.

Father wants to fill you with bliss, Alf, said Benjy, according to your own notions of that sort of thing.

What do you mean, Ben?

Why, have we not all heard you often quote the words: Where ignorance is bliss, tis folly to be wise.

Hear, hear! Thats it, Benjy, said the Captain, with a nod and a short laugh, while his son assumed the satisfied gravity of look appropriate to one who has made a hit; I wont decrease his bliss by removing his ignorance yet awhile.

Haint Buzzby got nuffin to say on that ere pint? whispered Butterface to Benjy, who sat just in front of him.

Ah! to be sure. I say, Alf, said the boy with an earnest look, hasnt your favourite author got something to say about the bliss of ignorance? Im almost sure I heard you muttering something in your dreams on that subject the other day.

Of course he has. He has a long poem on that subject. Here is a bit of it.

Alf, whose memory was good, immediately recited the following:

How sweet is ignorance! How soothing to the mind,

To search for treasures in the brain, and nothing find!

Consider. When the memory is richly stored,

How apt the victim of redundant knowledge to be bored!

When Nothing fills the chambers of the heart and brain,

Then negative enjoyment comes with pleasures in her train!

Descending on the clods of sense like summer rain.



Knowledge, tis said, gives power, and so it often does;

Knowledge makes sorrow, too, around our pillows buzz.

In debt I am, with little cash; I know it  and am sad.

Of course, if I were ignorant of this  how glad!

A loving friend, whom once I knew in glowing health,

Has broken down, and also, somehow, lost his wealth.

How sad the knowledge makes me! Better far

In ignorance to live, than hear of things that jar,

And think of things that are not,  not of things that are.



If ignorance is bliss, the poet saith  why if?

Why doubt a fact so clearly proven, stubborn, stiff?

The heavy griefs and burdens of the world around,

The hideous tyranny by which mankind is ground,

The earthquake, tempest, rush of war, and wail of woe,

Are all as though they were not  if I do not know!

Wrapped in my robe of ignorance, what can I miss?

Am I not saved from all  and more than all  of this?

Do I not revel in a regal realm of bliss?

Bravo! Buzzby, cried the Captain, but, I say, Alf, dont it seem to smack rather too much of selfishness?

Of course it does, uncle. I do not think Buzzby always sound in principle, and, like many poets, he is sometimes confused in his logic.

Youre right, Benjy, the land is clear enough now, remarked the Captain, whose interest in Buzzby was not profound, and whose feelings towards logic bordered on the contemptuous, as is often the case with half-educated men, and, strange to say, sometimes with highly-educated men, as well as with the totally ignorant  so true is it that extremes meet!

In the course of a couple of hours the sledges drew near to the island, which proved to be a large but comparatively low one, rising not more than a hundred feet in any part. It was barren and ragged, with patches of reindeer moss growing in some parts, and dwarf willows in others. Myriads of sea-birds made it their home, and these received the invaders with clamorous cries, as if they knew that white men were a dangerous novelty, and objected to the innovation.

Despite their remonstrances, the party landed, and the Eskimos hurried over the rocks to that part of the island where they had left their kayaks and womens boats in charge of a party of natives who were resident on the island at the time they passed, and from whom they had borrowed the dogs and sledges with which they had travelled south.

Meanwhile the white men took to rambling; Leo to shoot wild-fowl for supper, Alf to search for specimens, and Benjy to scramble among the rocks in search of anything that might turn up. Butterface assisted the latter in his explorations. While the rest were thus engaged, the Captain extemporised a flag-staff out of two spears lashed together with a small block at the top for the purpose of running up a flag, and formally taking possession of the island when they should re-assemble. This done, he wrote a brief outline of his recent doings, which he inserted in a ginger-beer bottle brought for that very purpose. Then he assisted Anders in making the encampment and preparing supper.

The two were yet in the midst of the latter operation when a shout was heard in the distance. Looking in the direction whence it came they saw Chingatok striding over the rocks towards them with unusual haste. He was followed by the other Eskimos, who came forward gesticulating violently.

My countrymen have left the island, said Chingatok when he came up.

And taken the kayaks with them? asked Captain Vane anxiously.

Every one, replied the giant.

This was depressing news to the Captain, who had counted much on making use of the Eskimo canoes in the event of his own appliances failing.

Where have they gone, think you? he asked.

Tell Blackbeard, replied Chingatok, turning to Anders, that no one knows. Since they went away the lanes of open water have closed, and the ice is solid everywhere.

But where the kayak and the oomiak cannot float the sledge may go, said the Captain.

That is true; tell the pale chief he is wise, yet he knows not all things. Let him think. When he comes to the great open sea what will he do without canoes?

Huk! exclaimed Oolichuk, with that look and tone which intimated his belief that the pale chief had received a clincher.

The chattering of the other Eskimos ceased for a moment or two as they awaited eagerly the Captains answer, but the Captain disappointed them. He merely said, Well, we shall see. I may not know all things, Chingatok, nevertheless I know a deal more than you can guess at. Come now, lets have supper, Anders; we cant wait for the wanderers.

As he spoke, three of the wanderers came into camp, namely Leo, Benjy, and Butterface.

Whats come of Alf? asked the Captain.

Neither Leo nor Benjy had seen him since they parted, a quarter of an hour after starting, and both had expected to find him in camp, but Butterface had seen him.

Sawd him runnin, said the sable steward, runnin like a mad kangaroo arter a smallish brute like a mouse. Nebber sawd nuffin like Massa Alf for runnin.

Well, we cant wait for him, said the Captain, I want to take possession of the island before supper. What shall we call it?

Disappointment Isle, said Leo, seeing that the Eskimos have failed us.

No  I wont be ungrateful, returned the Captain, considering the successes already achieved.

Call it Content Isle, then, suggested Benjy.

But I am not content with partial success. Come, Butterface, havent you got a suggestion to make.

The negro shook his woolly head. No, he said, Is orrible stoopid. Nebber could get nuffin to come out o my brain  sep wen its knocked out by accident. Yous hard to please, massa. Spose you mix de two,  dispintment an content,  an call im Half-an-half Island.

Home is in sight now, said Chingatok, who had taken no interest in the above discussion, as it was carried on in English. A few days more and we should be there if we only had our kayaks.

Theres the name, exclaimed the Captain eagerly when this was translated, Home-in-sight, that will do.

Rising quickly, he bent a Union Jack to the halyards of his primitive flag-staff, ran it up, and in the name of Queen Victoria took possession of Home-in-sight Island. After having given three hearty British cheers, in which the Eskimos tried to join, with but partial success, they buried the ginger-beer bottle under a heap of stones, a wooden cross was fixed on the top of the cairn, and then the party sat down to supper, while the Captain made a careful note of the latitude and longitude, which he had previously ascertained. This latest addition to Her Majestys dominions was put down by him in latitude 85 degrees 32 minutes, or about 288 geographical miles from the North Pole.




Chapter Ten.

A Sketcher in Imminent Danger. Difficulties increase, and are overcome as usual.

The first night on Home-in-sight Island was not so undisturbed as might have been expected. The noisy gulls did indeed go to sleep at their proper bed-time, which, by the way, they must have ascertained by instinct, for the sun could be no certain guide, seeing that he shone all night as well as all day, and it would be too much to expect that gulls had sufficient powers of observation to note the great luminarys exact relation to the horizon. Polar bears, like the Eskimo, had forsaken the spot. All nature, indeed, animate and inanimate, favoured the idea of repose when the explorers lay down to sleep on a mossy couch that was quite as soft as a feather bed, and much more springy.

The cause of disturbance was the prolonged absence of Alf Vandervell. That enthusiastic naturalists failure to appear at supper was nothing uncommon. His non-appearance when they lay down did indeed cause some surprise, but little or no anxiety, and they all dropped into a sound sleep which lasted till considerably beyond midnight. Then the Captain awoke with a feeling of uneasiness, started up on one elbow, yawned, and gazed dreamily around. The sun, which had just kissed his hand to the disappointed horizon and begun to re-ascend the sky, blinded the Captain with his beams, but did not prevent him from observing that Alfs place was still vacant.

Very odd, he muttered, Alf didnt use to  to  wats is name in  this  way

The Captains head dropped, his elbow relaxed, and he returned to the land of Nod for another half-hour.

Again he awoke with a start, and sat upright.

Thisll never do, he exclaimed, with a fierce yawn, something must be wrong. Ho! Benjy!

Umph! replied the boy, who, though personally light, was a heavy sleeper.

Rouse up, Ben, Alfs not come back. Where did you leave him?

Don know, Burrerface saw im las  . Benjy dropped off with a sigh, but was re-aroused by a rough shake from his father, who lay close to him.

Come, Ben, stir up Butterface! We must go look for Alf.

Butterface lay on the other side of Benjy, who, only half alive to what he was doing, raised his hand and let it fall heavily on the negros nose, by way of stirring him up.

Hallo! massa Benjamin! Yous dreamin drefful strong dis mornin.

Yer up, ol ebony! groaned the boy.

In a few minutes the whole camp was roused; sleep was quickly banished by anxiety about the missing one; guns and rifles were loaded, and a regular search-expedition was hastily organised. They started off in groups in different directions, leaving the Eskimo women in charge of the camp.

The Captain headed one party, Chingatok another, and Leo with Benjy a third, while a few of the natives went off independently, in couples or alone.

I was sure Alf would get into trouble, said Benjy, as he trotted beside Leo, who strode over the ground in anxious haste. That way he has of getting so absorbed in things that he forgets where he is, wont make him a good explorer.

Not so sure of that, Ben, returned Leo; he can discover things that men who are less absorbed, like you, might fail to note. Let us go round this hillock on separate sides. We might pass him if we went together. Keep your eyes open as you go. He may have stumbled over one of those low precipices and broken a leg. Keep your ears cocked also, and give a shout now and then.

We have said that the island was a low one, nevertheless it was extremely rugged, with little ridges and hollows everywhere, like miniature hills and valleys. Through one of these latter Benjy hurried, glancing from side to side as he went, like a red Indian on the war-path  which character, indeed, he thought of, and tried to imitate.

The little vale did not, however, as Leo had imagined, lead round the hillock. It diverged gradually to the right, and ascended towards the higher parts of the island. The path was so obstructed by rocks and boulders which had evidently been at one time under the pressure of ice, that the boy could not see far in any direction, except by mounting one of these. He had not gone far when, on turning the corner of a cliff which opened up another gorge to view, he beheld a sight which caused him to open mouth and eyes to their widest.

For there, seated on an eminence, with his back to a low precipice, not more than three or four hundred yards off, sat the missing explorer, with book on knees and pencil in hand  sketching; and there, seated on the top of the precipice, looking over the edge at the artist, skulked a huge Polar bear, taking as it were, a surreptitious lesson in drawing! The bear, probably supposing Alf to be a wandering seal, had dogged him to that position just as Benjy Vane discovered him, and then, finding the precipice too high for a leap perhaps, or doubting the character of his intended victim, he had paused in uncertainty on the edge.

The boys first impulse was to utter a shout of warning, for he had no gun wherewith to shoot the brute, but fear lest that might precipitate an attack restrained him. Benjy, however, was quick-witted. He saw that the leap was probably too much even for a Polar bear, and that the nature of the ground would necessitate a détour before it could get at the artist. These and other thoughts passed through his brain like the lightning flash, and he was on the point of turning to run back and give the alarm to Leo, when a rattling of stones occurred behind him  just beyond the point of rocks round which he had turned. In the tension of his excited nerves he felt as if he had suddenly become red hot. Could this be another bear? If so, what was he to do, whither to fly? A moment more would settle the question, for the rattle of stones continued as the steps advanced. The boy felt the hair rising on his head. Round came the unknown monster in the form of  a man!

Ah, Benjy, I

But the appearance of Benjys countenance caused Leo to stop abruptly, both in walk and talk. He had found out his mistake about sending the boy round the hillock, and, turning back, had followed him.

Ah! look there, said Benjy, pointing at the tableau vivant on the hill-top.

Leos ready rifle leaped from his shoulder to his left palm, and a grim smile played on his lips, for long service in a volunteer corps had made him a good judge of distance as well as a sure and deadly shot.

Stand back, Benjy, behind this boulder, he whispered. Ill lean on it to make more certain.

He was deliberately arranging the rifle while speaking, but never for one instant took his eye off the bear, which still stood motionless, with one paw raised, as if petrified with amazement at what it saw. As for Alf, he went on intently with his work, lifting and lowering his eyes continuously, putting in bold dashes here, or tender touches there; holding out the book occasionally at arms length to regard his work, with head first on one side, then on the other, and, in short, going through all those graceful and familiar little evolutions of artistic procedure which arouse ones home feelings so powerfully everywhere  even in the Arctic regions! Little did the artist know who was his uninvited pupil on that sunny summer night!

With one knee resting on a rock, and his rifle on the boulder, Leo took a steady, somewhat lengthened aim, and fired. The result was stupendous! Not only did the shot reverberate with crashing echoes among surrounding cliffs and boulders, but a dying howl from the bear burst over the island, like the thunder of a heavy gun, and went booming over the frozen sea. No wonder that the horrified Alf leapt nearly his own height into the air and scattered his drawing-materials right and left like chaff. He threw up his arms, and wheeled frantically round just in time to receive the murdered bear into his very bosom! They rolled down a small slope together, and then, falling apart, lay prone and apparently dead upon the ground.

You may be sure that Leo soon had his brothers head on his knee, and was calling to him in an agony of fear, quite regardless of the fact that the bear lay at his elbow, giving a few terrific kicks as its huge life oozed out through a bullet-hole in its heart, while Benjy, half weeping with sympathy, half laughing with glee, ran to a neighbouring pool to fetch water in his cap.

A little of the refreshing liquid dashed on his face and poured down his throat soon restored Alf, who had only been stunned by the fall.

What induced you to keep on sketching all night? asked Leo, after the first explanations were over.

All night? repeated Alf in surprise, have I been away all night? What time is it?

Three oclock in the morning at the very least, said Leo. The sun is pretty high, as you might have seen if you had looked at it.

But he never looked at it, said Benjy, whose eyes were not yet quite dry, he never looks at anything, or thinks of anything, when he goes sketching.

Surely you must allow that at least I look at and think of my work, said Alf, rising from the ground and sitting down on the rock from which he had been so rudely roused; but you are half right, Benjy. The sun was at my back, you see, hid from me by the cliff over which the bear tumbled, and I had no thoughts for time, or eyes for nature, except the portion I was busy with  by the way, where is it?

What, your sketch?

Ay, and the colours. I wouldnt lose these for a sight of the Pole itself. Look for them, Ben, my boy, I still feel somewhat giddy.

In a few minutes the sketch and drawing-materials were collected, undamaged, and the three returned to camp, Alf leaning on Leos arm. On the way thither they met the Captains party, and afterwards the band led by Chingatok. The latter was mightily amused by the adventure, and continued for a considerable time afterwards to upheave his huge shoulders with suppressed laughter.

When the whole party was re-assembled the hour was so late, and they had all been so thoroughly excited, that no one felt inclined to sleep again. It was resolved, therefore, at once to commence the operations of a new day. Butterface was set to prepare coffee, and the Eskimos began breakfast with strips of raw blubber, while steaks of Leos bear were being cooked.

Meanwhile Chingatok expressed a wish to see the drawing which had so nearly cost the artist his life.

Alf was delighted to exhibit and explain it.

For some time the giant gazed at it in silence. Then he rested his forehead in his huge hand as if in meditation.

It was truly a clever sketch of a surpassingly lovely scene. In the foreground was part of the island with its pearl-grey rocks, red-brown earth, and green mosses, in the midst of which lay a calm pool, like the islands eye looking up to heaven and reflecting the bright indescribable blue of the midnight sky. Further on was a mass of cold grey rocks. Beyond lay the northern ice-pack, which extended in chaotic confusion away to the distant horizon, but the chaos was somewhat relieved by the presence of lakelets which shone here and there over its surface like shields of glittering azure and burnished gold.

Ask him what he thinks of it, said Leo to Anders, a little surprised at Chingatoks prolonged silence.

I cannot speak, answered the giant, my mind is bursting and my heart is full. With my finger I have drawn faces on the snow. I have seen men put wonderful things on flat rocks with a piece of stone, but this!  this is my country made little. It looks as if I could walk in it, yet it is flat!

The giant is rather complimentary, laughed Benjy, when this was translated; to my eye your sketch is little better than a daub.

It is a daub that causes me much anxiety, said the Captain, who now looked at the drawing for the first time. Dyou mean to tell me, Alf, that youve been true to nature when you sketched that pack?

As true as I could make it, uncle.

Ill answer for its truth, said Leo, and so will Benjy, for we both saw the view from the top of the island, though we paid little heed to it, being too much occupied with Alf and the bear at the time. The pack is even more rugged than he has drawn it, and it extends quite unbroken to the horizon.

The Captains usually hopeful expression forsook him for a little as he commented on his bad fortune.

The season advances, you see, he said, and its never very long at the best. I had hoped we were done with this troublesome sea of ancient ice, but it seems to turn up everywhere, and from past experience we know that the crossing of it is slow work, as well as hard. However, we mustnt lose heart. Nebber say die, as Butterface is fond of remarking.

Yis, Massa, nebber say die, but allers say lib, to de top ob your bent. Dems my pinions wen deys wanted. Also go a-hid. Dats a grand sentment  was borned mong de Yankees, an I stoled it wen I left ole Virginny.

What says Chingatok? asked the Captain of the Eskimo, who was still seated with the sketch on his knees in profound meditation.

Blackbeard has trouble before him, answered the uncompromising giant, without removing his eyes from the paper. There, he said, pointing to the pack, you have three days hard work. After that three days easy and swift work. After that no more go on. Must come back.

He speaks in riddles, Anders. What does he mean by the three days of hard work coming to an end?

I mean, said Chingatok, that the ice was loose when I came to this island. It is now closed. The white men must toil, toil, toil  very slow over the ice for three days, then they will come to smooth ice, where the dogs may run for three days. Then they will come to another island, like this one, on the far-off side of which there is no ice  nothing but sea, sea, sea. Our kayaks are gone, continued the giant, sadly, we must come back and travel many days before we find things to make new ones.

While he was speaking, Captain Vanes face brightened up.

Are you sure of what you say, Chingatok?

Chingatok is sure, replied the Eskimo quietly.

Then well conquer our difficulties after all. Come, boys, lets waste no more time in idle talk, but harness the dogs, and be off at once.

Of course the party had to travel round the island, for there was neither ice nor snow on it. When the other side was reached the real difficulties of the journey were fully realised. During the whole of that day and the next they were almost continuously engaged in dragging the sledges over masses of ice, some of which rose to thirty feet above the general level. If the reader will try to imagine a very small ant or beetle dragging its property over a newly macadamised road, he will have a faint conception of the nature of the work. To some extent the dogs were a hindrance rather than a help, especially when passing over broken fragments, for they were always tumbling into holes and cracks, out of which they had to be dragged, and were much given to venting their ill-humour on each other, sometimes going in for a free fight, in the course of which they tied their traces into indescribable knots, and drove their Eskimo masters furious. On such occasions the whips  both lash and handle  were applied with unsparing vigour until the creatures were cowed.

Danger, also, as well as toil, was encountered during the journey. On the evening of the second day the sledge driven by Oolichuk diverged a little from the line of march towards what seemed an easier passage over the hummocks. They had just gained the top of an ice-block, which, unknown to the driver, overhung its base. When the dogs reached the edge of the mass, it suddenly gave way. Down went the team with a united howl of despair. Their weight jerked the sledge forward, another mass of the ice gave way, and over went the whole affair. In the fall the lashings broke, and Oolichuk, with several of his kindred, including poor little Oblooria, went down in a shower of skins, packages, bags, and Eskimo cooking utensils.

Fortunately, they dropped on a slope of ice which broke their fall, and, as it were, shunted them all safely, though violently, to the lower level of the pack.

Beyond a few scratches and bruises, no evil resulted from this accident to these hardy natives of the north.

That night they all encamped, as on the previous night, in the midst of the pack, spreading their skins and furs on the flattest ice they could find, and keeping as far from overhanging lumps as possible.

What does Blackbeard mean by coming here? asked Chingatok of Anders, as they lay side by side, gazing up at the blue sky awaiting sleep. We cannot swim over the sea, and we have no boats.

I dont know, answered the interpreter. Our chief is a wonderful man. He does things that seem to be all wrong, but they turn out mostly to be all right.

Does he ever speak of a Great Spirit? asked the giant in a solemn tone.

Not to me, replied the other, but I hear him sometimes speaking to his little boy about his God.

Then he must know his God, returned Chingatok. Has he seen him  spoken to him?

Anders was a good deal surprised as well as puzzled by the questions put by his new friend. His extremely commonplace mind had never been exercised by such ideas. I never asked him about that, he said, and he never told me. Perhaps he will tell you if you ask him.

The interpreter turned on his side with a sigh and went to sleep. The giant lay on his back gazing long and steadily with a wistful look at the unbroken vault of sky, whose vast profundity seemed to thrust him mercilessly back. As he gazed, a little cloud, light as a puff of eider-down, and golden as the sun from which its lustre came, floated into the range of his vision. He smiled, for the thought that light may suddenly arise when all around seems blank gave his inquiring spirit rest, and he soon joined the slumbering band who lay upon the ice around him.

According to Chingatoks prophecy, on the third day the fagged and weary discoverers surmounted their first difficulty, and came upon comparatively smooth ice, the surface of which resembled hard-trodden snow, and was sufficiently free from obstructing lumps to admit of rapid sledge travelling. It was late when they reached it, but as they could now all sit on the sledges and leave the hard work to the dogs, the leader resolved to continue the advance without resting.

Its time enough to stop when were stopped, he remarked to Leo, while making preparations to start. We will sleep at the first obstruction we meet with, if its a sufficiently troublesome one. See that the things are well lashed on all the sledges, Alf. Remember that I hold you responsible for lost articles.

And what am I responsible for, father? asked Benjy with a pert look.

For keeping out of mischief, Ben. Thats the most I can expect of you.

You are only a sort of negative blessing to us, you see, Benjy, said Alf, as he stooped to tighten a rope. Its not so much what you do, as what you dont do, that rejoices us.

Im glad of that, retorted the boy, arranging himself comfortably on his fathers sledge, because I wont do anything at all for some hours to come, which ought to fill you all with perfect felicity. Awake me, Leo, if we chance to upset.

Now then, all ready? cried the Captain. Off you go, then  clap on all sail!

Crack went the mighty whips, howl went the dogs, and the sledges were soon skimming over the sea at the rate of ten miles an hour. Of course they did not keep that pace up very long. It became necessary to rest at times, also, to give the dogs a little food. When this latter process had been completed, the teams became so lively that they tried to runaway.

Let them run, said the Captain to Leo.

And help them on, added Benjy.

Leo took the advice of both, applied the lash, and increased the speed so much that the sledge swung from side to side on the smooth places, sometimes catching on a lump of ice, and all but throwing out its occupants. The Eskimos entered into the spirit of their leaders. They also plied their lashes, and, being more dexterous than Leo, soon converted the journey into a race, in which Chingatok  his giant arm flourishing an appropriately huge whip  was rapidly coming to the front when a tremendous shout in the rear caused them to pull up. Looking back, Alfs sledge was seen inverted and mixed, as it were, with the team, while Alf himself and his Eskimo friends were sprawling around on the ice. No damage was done to life or limb, but a sledge-runner had been partially broken, and could not be mended,  so said Oolichuk  in less than an hour.

This, then, said the Captain, is our first obstruction, so here we will make our beds for the night.




Chapter Eleven.

Another Island discovered  The Englishmen and Eskimos alike are Astonished in more Ways than one.

As Chingatok had predicted, on the sixth day from Home-in-sight Island the party came to another island, where the great pack abruptly terminated. It was not large, probably ten or twelve miles in length, from the Eskimo account, but the ends of it could not be seen from the spot where they landed. At that point it was only two miles wide, and on the opposite side its shores were laved by an open sea, which was quite free from ice, with the exception of a few scattered floes and bergs  a sea whose waves fell in slow regular cadence on a pebbly beach, and whose horizon was an unbroken line barely distinguishable from the sky.

Close to it a few black rocks showed above the water, around which great numbers of gulls, puffins, and other sea-birds disported themselves in clamorous joy; sometimes flying to the shore as if to have a look at the newcomers, and then sheering off with a scream  it might be a laugh  to tell their comrades what they had seen.

Here, then, at last, is the open Polar Sea, said Captain Vane, after the first long silent gaze of joy and admiration. I have no doubt of it whatever. And now we shall proceed, I hope without interruption, to the Pole!

Of course you do not intend that we should swim there, do you, uncle? said Leo.

Of course not, my boy. In those big cases, which have cost us so much labour to bring here, I have three large and stout india-rubber boats

Ha! I guessed as much, exclaimed Alf.

No doubt, returned the Captain, but you did not guess all.

I hope not, said Leo, for to say truth I dont much relish the idea of rowing over an unknown sea an unknown distance at the rate of three or four miles an hour. I hope you have a patent steam-engine that will drive us along somewhat faster.

No, lad, no, I have no such steam-engine or any other miraculous contrivance that sets the laws of nature at defiance, and appears only in nursery tales. This expedition has been undertaken on no haphazard or insane plan. It was all cut and dry before we left Old England, and it is much simpler than you suppose.

What, then, is to be your motive power, if not oars or sails  which last would not work well, I fear, in an india-rubber boat? asked Leo.

Kites, replied the Captain.

Kites! repeated both Alf and Leo in surprise.

Not paper ones, surely, said Benjy, in a tone of disappointment, not unmingled with contempt.

No, Ben, not paper ones, said the Captain, but you shall see. Let the boxes be unlashed and carried into yonder cave. Ill unpack them presently. Meanwhile, Anders, I want you to interpret for me. Go, tell Chingatok I wish to have a talk with him.

While the brothers went to obey their leaders order, and Benjy to superintend the pitching of the camp, Captain Vane walked along the shore with Anders and the giant.

Are you sure, Chingatok, that there is no more ice in this sea? asked the Captain.

No more great packs; only a little here and there, and a few ice-mountains, answered the Eskimo.

And no more islands?

No more islands till you come to the land where I and my people dwell. There are more islands beyond that with people on them  people who are not friendly to us.

How far off, now, is your land from this island? continued the Captain, with a grave nod to Leo, who joined them at the moment.

About three days with a kayak.

The Captain pondered for a few minutes.

Leo, he said, the observation which I took yesterday enables me to place this island in latitude 86 degrees 40 minutes. I judge that a kayak may travel at the rate of three miles an hour, which, making allowance for sleep and rests, gives the distance of this island from Chingatoks native land approximately at about 100 miles, so that the home of this giant and his tribe is actually in the near neighbourhood of the Pole itself. If this be so, we may consider that our success, wind, weather, etcetera, permitting, is absolutely certain.

The Captain spoke in the deep earnest tones of one under the influence of powerful but suppressed enthusiasm.

Now then, Leo, he continued, we will go and take formal possession of this new discovery. What shall we call it? Good Hope is too familiar as a cape.

Why not Great Hope? asked Leo.

Good! That will do well.

So Captain Vane took possession of Great Hope Island; having fixed its position in latitude 86 degrees 40 minutes north, and longitude 60 degrees west.

After that he proceeded to open the cases which had so long been objects of interest to his own party, and objects of intense curiosity to the Eskimos, who crowded round the entrance of the shallow cavern with eager looks, while their leader went to work with hammer and chisel on the copper fastenings.

Wugh! Huk! hi! hosh! ho! were something like the exclamations uttered by the Eskimos when the lid of the first case flew up and revealed only a mass of brown paper wrappings.

It was interesting to observe the utter self-oblivion of these children of nature! Of course the eyes and mouths of all opened wider and wider while the work went on. We can understand this, for it is characteristic of the simple in all nations, but it was not so easy to understand why shoulders should slowly rise and elbows be slightly bent, and the ten fingers gradually expand like claws. Anxiety might account for the way in which some of them softly lifted one foot and then the other; but why did little Oblooria raise her left foot by imperceptible degrees, and remain poised upon the other as if she were a bird, except on the supposition that she was unconsciously imitating Tekkona, who was doing the same thing?

It was interesting, also, to note the slight substratum of consciousness that displayed itself in Oolichuk, who, while regarding the Captain in glaring expectancy, put his arm, inadvertently as it were, round Obloorias waist  also the complete absence of consciousness in the latter, who was so engrossed with the Captain, that she did not appear to feel the touch of Oolichuk! These little peculiarities, however, although extremely interesting, were not observed by any of the actors on that occasion  except, perhaps, by Benjy, who, being sharp-witted, had a knack of seeing round a corner at times!

When the contents of the case were turned out, they proved to consist of several coils of rope, and a large square bundle. The uncording of the latter intensified the expectation of the Eskimo to boiling point, and when the brown paper was removed, and a roll of something with a strange, not to say bad, smell was displayed, they boiled over in a series of exclamations to which the former huks and hos were mere childs play. But when the roll was unrolled, and assumed a flat shape not unlike the skin of a huge walrus, they gave a shout. Then, when the Captain, opening a smaller package, displayed a pair of bellows like a concertina, they gave a gasp. When he applied these to a hole in the flat object, and caused it slowly to swell, they uttered a roar, and when, finally, they saw the flat thing transformed into a goodly-sized boat, they absolutely squealed with delight, and began to caper about in childlike joy.

In this manner, three cases were opened, and three boats produced. Then the Magician, who went about his work in perfect silence, with a knowing smile on his lips, opened several longish boxes, which Leo had guessed to be filled with fishing-rods or spare rifles, but which, it turned out, contained oars for the india-rubber boats. After that, the Captain opened another large case, which roused the surprise of his white followers as much as that of the natives.

It looks like one of mothers silk dresses, remarked Benjy, as the new wonder was dragged forth.

Too voluminous for that, said Alf.

A balloon! exclaimed Leo.

No, boys, its only a kite, said the Captain, unfolding it. I confess it does not look very like one, but its appearance will change by and by.

And its appearance did change remarkably as it was opened out and put together.

The construction of this kite was peculiar. In the first place, it was square in form, or, rather, diamond-shaped, and its size, when fully distended, was eighteen feet by fourteen.

The simplicity of it, you see, said the Captain, as he put it together, is its great recommendation.

He ceased to speak for a few moments, while engaged with a troublesome joint, and Benjy took advantage of the pause to express a hope that simplicity was not its greatest recommendation, because he had never heard of any one attempting to reach the Pole on the strength of simplicity.

Without noticing this remark, the Captain went on  

You see it would be troublesome to carry distending sticks of great length, because they would be in the way, and apt to get broken. Each stick, therefore, has a joint in the middle like that of a fishing-rod. There are four such sticks, fastened to, or radiating from, a strong steel central hinge, so that they can be folded together, or opened out into the form of a cross. A small but very strong cross of bamboo fits on the machine, behind the central hinge, and locks it in a distended position, after the silk has been placed on it. Strong cords run round the outer edges of the silk, and there are loops at the corners to attach it to the distenders. Thus, you see, the kite can be put up, or folded into a portable form like an umbrella, though not of course as quickly, nor yet as easily, owing to its great size.

While he was speaking, the Captain was busily putting the several parts of the kite together.

As he concluded, he laid the machine on its face, locked it with the little bamboo cross, and then held it up in triumph, to the delight of his white observers, and the blank astonishment of the Eskimos. We say blank, because, unlike the boat, the nature of which they understood before it had been quite inflated, this machine was to them an absolute mystery, and seemed to be of no use at all.

Their opinion of it was not improved when a sudden puff of wind blew it flat on the ground, causing the Captain to fall on the top of it.

Its a little awkward in handling, he growled, unlocking the centre-cross. Hold the points down, lads, till I drag it into the umbrella form. There; its all safe now. The truth is, unmanageableness when in hand is the only fault of my kite. Once in the air, its as tractable as a lamb; getting it up is the chief difficulty, but that is not too great to be overcome.

Besides, you know, nothings perfect in this world, father, said Benjy, with a wink at Butterface, who, having acute risible tendencies, exploded. Some of the Eskimos, whose sympathies were strong, joined in the laugh by way of relief to their feelings.

When the Captain had wound a strap round the closed kite, to restrain its volatile nature, he opened another large case which contained several reels of strong cord, somewhat resembling log-lines, but with this peculiarity, that, alongside of each thick cord there ran a thin red line of twine, connected with though not bound to the other by means of little loops or rings of twine fixed about six feet apart throughout its entire length.

These are the cords to fly the kites, said the Captain, taking up one of the reels, which was as large as a mans hat. You see I have three sets of silk in that box, and six sets of reels and sticks, besides a few spare pieces of the latter, so that we can afford to suffer a little damage. Now, the use of this peculiar sort of double line will be clear when in action, but I may as well explain it. The end of this stout line is to be made fast to the band which you saw on the kite, and the end of this thin red line to the top of its upright stick. You remember well enough how independent ordinary kites are. You cannot cause them to descend except by hauling them in by main force, and you cannot moderate their pull. This kite of mine is capable of exerting a pull equal to six horses, with a sufficiently strong wind. So, you see, it would be impossible for a dozen men to hold it without some check on its power. This check is supplied by the thin red line, which is made of the strongest silk. By pulling it gently you bend the head of the kite forward, so that it ceases to present a flat surface to the wind, which flies off it more or less at the tail. By pulling still more on the red line, the traction-power is still further reduced, and, with a good pull, the kite can be made to present its head altogether to the wind, and thus to lie flat on it, when, of course, it will descend slowly to the ground, waving from side to side, like a dropped sheet of paper.

Are you going to try it, father? asked Benjy eagerly.

The Captain looked up at the clouds with a critical glance. Theres hardly enough of wind to-day, boy. Nevertheless we will try.

In a very short time the kite was again extended, the centre locked, the thick cord fixed to a loop in the band, and the thin cord to the head of the main stick. While this was being done, the corners were held down by Leo, Benjy, Anders, and Butterface.

How about a tail, father? asked Benjy, with sudden animation.

Ha! I forgot the tail. Ive got several tails. Its well you reminded me.

It is indeed, responded the boy, for I remember well that when my kites lost their tails they used to whirl wildly about until they dashed their heads on the ground. This kite would be little better than a mad elephant without its tail!

A short tail, made of the strongest cat-gut, was now fixed to the lower extremity of the kite. It had a bag at the end, to be weighted with stones as required.

Now, then, Alf, do you carry the reel away fifty yards or so, and pay out the line as you go. Make a dozen of the Eskimos hold on with you till I come and regulate the pull. I must remain here to set it off.

Alf did as he was ordered. When he was far enough out, the Captain and Leo raised the aerial monster with caution, grasping it by the shoulders, while Benjy held on to the tail. Their great care was to keep it flat, so that it presented nothing but its thin head to the wind, but this was a difficulty, for it kept fluttering as if anxious to get away, catching a slant of wind underneath now and then, which caused both Leo and the Captain to stagger.

Dont hold down the tail, Benjy, cried the Captain, looking anxiously over his shoulder.

Unfortunately Ben did not hear the dont. Not only did he hold on with increased vigour, but he gave the tail an energetic pull downwards. The result was that the wind got fairly underneath, and the head was jerked upward. Leo, fearing to tear the silk, let go, and the Captain was thrown violently off. Benjy alone stood to his guns  or to his tail  with loyal heroism for a moment, but when he felt himself lifted off the ground a few inches, a feeling of horror seized him. He let go, and came down with a whack.

Free at last, the huge kite shot upwards like a rocket, and a terrible howl from the Eskimo showed that all was not right at their end of the line. The truth was that none of them were impressed with the importance of the duty required of them. The sudden strain jerked the line out of the hands of some, and threw others to the ground, and Alf, who had for greater security taken a turn of the line round his right arm, was dragged forward at full racing speed. Indeed he was beginning to take those tremendous bounds called giant strides, which were sure to terminate in his being dragged along the ground.

Captain Vane saw the danger, and was equal to the occasion. There was little time for thought or action. Another moment and Alf would be off the beach into the sea.

Let go! Alf; let go! cried Leo, in an agony of alarm.

No, no! hold on! shouted the Captain.

Poor Alf could not help holding on. The turns of the line round his arm held him fast.

Another moment, and he was abreast of the Captain who sprang at him as he passed like a leopard on his prey and held on. But the pace was little checked with this additional weight. It was beyond the Captains running powers, and both he and Alf would have been thrown violently to the ground had it not happened that they had reached the water, into which they plunged with a tremendous splash. They were dragged through it, however, only for a few seconds, for by that time the Captain had succeeded in getting hold of the red line and pulling it separately. The result was immediate and satisfactory. The head of the kite was thrown forward, acting somewhat as a sail does when a ship is thrown into the wind, and the two unfortunates came to an anchor in four feet of water.

We must not let it into the water, Alf, gasped the Captain, clearing the water from his eyes.

How can we prevent it? spluttered Alf, shaking the wet hair off his face.

Ease your fingers a bit. There; hold on. As he spoke the Captain gave a slight pull on the regulating line. The kite at once caught the wind and soared, giving the two operators an awful tug, which nearly overturned them again.

Too much, growled the Captain. You see it takes some experience to regulate the excitable thing properly. There, now, haul away for the shore.

By this time they were joined by Leo and Chingatok, who ran into the water and aided them in dragging the refractory machine ashore.

Thats a vigorous beginning, father, remarked Benjy as they came to land.

It is, my boy. Go and fetch me dry clothes while we haul in the kite and make her snug.

When do you mean to start? asked Leo, as he coiled away the slack of the line on the reel.

The first steady fair wind that blows from the south, answered the Captain, but we must have one or two experimental trials of the kites and boats together, before we set out on the real voyage.

Its a capital idea, returned Leo enthusiastically. Theres a sort of neck-or-nothing dash about it that quite suits me. But, uncle, what of the Eskimos? The three boats wont carry the half of them.

I know that, lad, and shall get over the difficulty by leaving some of them behind. Chingatok says they are quite able to take care of themselves; can easily regain the Greenland shore, find their canoes, or make new ones, and return to their own land if they choose.

But, uncle, said Alf, who was by no means as reckless as his brother, dont you think its rather risky to go off into an unknown sea in open boats, for no one knows how long, to go no one knows exactly where?

Why, Alf, returned the Captain with a laugh, if you were as stupid about your scientific pursuits as you are about geographical affairs, you would not be worth your salt. A seas a sea, isnt it, whether known or unknown, and the laws that affect all seas are pretty much alike. Of course it is risky. So is going on a forlorn hope. So is shooting with a set of fellows who dont know how to manage their guns. So is getting on a horse, for it may kick you off or run away. So is eating fish, for you may choke yourself. Everything, almost, is more or less risky. You must risk something if youd discover the North Pole, which has baffled adventurers from the days of Adam till now. And you are wrong in saying that we shall go off for no one knows how long. The distance from this island to the Pole is pretty nearly 200 miles. If our kites carry us along at the rate of ten miles an hour, we shall cover the distance in 20 hours. If we have calms or contrary winds we may take 20 days. If storms come, we have not much to fear, for the weather is warm,  so, too,  is the water. Then, our boats are lifeboats  they cannot sink. As to not knowing where exactly we are going, why, man, were going to the North Pole. Everybody knows where that is, and we are going to the home of Chingatok, which cannot be very far from it.

There, Alf, I hope you are sufficiently answered, said Leo, as he undid the locking-gear of the kite, which by that time lay prone on its face, as peaceful as a lamb.

The next three days were spent in flying the other kites, tying them on the boats, acquiring experience, and making preparations for the voyage. It was found that, with a moderate breeze, the kites towed the boats at the rate of ten miles an hour, which was beyond the most sanguine hopes of the Captain. Of course they could not beat to windward with them, but they could sail with a considerable slant, and they prevented the boats, while thus advancing, from making much leeway by means of deep leeboards, such as are used even at the present day by Dutch ships.

But I cant understand, said Benjy, after several trials had been made, why you should not have fitted sails to the boats, instead of kites.

Because a sail only a quarter the size of a kite would upset the boat, said the Captain, and one small enough to suit it would be little better than a pair of oars. This kite system is like fitting a gigantic sail to a lilliputian boat, dye see?

I see, father. But I wish it had been a balloon. It would have been greater fun to have gone to the Pole in a balloon!

A balloon will never go there, nor anywhere else, Benjy, except where the wind carries it, for a balloon cannot be steered. Its impossible in the nature of things  as much so as that dream of the visionary, perpetual motion.

On the fourth day after their arrival at Great Hope Island the wind blew strong and steady from the south, and the explorers prepared to start. The Eskimos had been told that they were to remain behind and shift for themselves  a piece of news which did not seem to affect them at all, one way or other. Those who were selected to go with the explorers were perfectly willing to do so. Chingatok, of course, was particularly ready. So were his corpulent mother and Tekkona and Oblooria; so also were Oolichuk, Ivitchuk, and Akeetolik.

It was a splendid sunny afternoon when the kites were finally flown and attached to the three boats which were commanded respectively by the Captain Leo, and Alf. These three sat at the bow of each boat manipulating the regulators, and keeping the kites fluttering, while the goods and provisions were put on board. Then the Eskimo women and crews stepped in, and the stern ropes were cast loose.

Let go the check-strings! shouted the Captain.

This was done. The huge kites began to strain at once, and the india-rubber boats went rushing out to sea, leaving the remainder of the Eskimo band speechless on the shore. They stood there motionless, with open mouths and eyes, the very embodiment of unbelieving wonder, till the boats had disappeared on the horizon.




Chapter Twelve.

The Open Polar Basin at last! Alf washes himself in it.

Who can imagine or describe the feelings of Captain Vane and his young relatives on finding themselves sweeping at such a magnificent rate over the great Polar basin?  that mysterious sea, which some believe to be a sea of thick-ribbed ice, and others suppose to be no sea at all, but dry land covered with eternal snows. One theorist even goes the length of saying that the region immediately around the Pole is absolutely nothing at all!  only empty space caused by the whirling of the earth,  a space which extends through its centre from pole to pole!

Much amusement did the Captain derive from the contemplation of these theories as he crossed over the grand and boundless ocean, and chatted pleasantly with his son, or Chingatok, or Toolooha, who formed the crew of his little boat.

The party consisted of thirteen, all told. These were distributed as follows:  

In the Captains boat were the three just mentioned.

In Leos boat were Butterface, Oolichuk, and Oblooria. How it came to pass that Oolichuk and Oblooria were put into the same boat no one seemed to know, or indeed to care, except Oolichuk himself, who, to judge from the expression of his fat face, was much pleased. As for Oblooria, her mild visage always betokened contentment or resignation  save when overshadowed by timidity.

In Alfs boat were Anders, Ivitchuk, Akeetolik, and Tekkona. The interpreter had been given to Alf because he was not quite so muscular or energetic as the Captain or his brother, while Anders was eminently strong and practical. The Eskimo women counted as men, being as expert with oar and paddle as they, and very nearly as strong as most ordinary men.

What added to the romance of the first days experience was the fact that, a few hours after they started, a dead calm settled down over the sea, which soon became like a great sheet of undulating glass, in which the rich, white clouds, the clear sky, and the boats with their crews, were reflected as in a moving, oily mirror; yet, strange to say, the kites kept steady, and the pace of ten or twelve miles an hour did not abate for a considerable time. This, of course, was owing to the fact that there was a continuous current blowing northward in the higher regions of the atmosphere. The sun, meantime, glowed overhead with four mock-suns around him, nevertheless the heat was not oppressive, partly because the voyagers were sitting at rest, and partly because a slight current of cool air, the creation of their own progress, fanned their cheeks. Still further to add to the charm, flocks of sea-birds circling in the air or dipping in the water, a berg or two floating in the distance, a porpoise showing its back fin now and then, a seal or a walrus coming up to stare in surprise and going down to meditate, perhaps in wonder, with an occasional puff from a lazy whale,  all this tended to prevent monotony, and gave life to the lovely scene.

Is it not the most glorious and altogether astonishing state of things you ever heard or dreamed of, father? asked Benjy, breaking a prolonged silence.

Out o sight, my boy, out o sight, replied the Captain. Never heard nor saw nor dreamed of anything like it before.

Praps it is a dream! said Benjy, with a slightly distressed look. How are we ever to know that were not dreaming?

The boy finished his question with a sharp cry and leaped up.

Steady, boy, steady! Have a care, or youll upset the boat, said the Captain.

What did you do that for, father?

What, my boy?

Pinch me so hard! Surely you didnt do it on purpose?

Indeed I did, Ben, replied the Captain with a laugh. You asked how you were to know you were not dreaming. If you had been dreaming that would have wakened you  wouldnt it?

I dare say it would, father, returned the boy, resuming his seat, but Im convinced now. Dont do it again, please. I wish I knew what Chingatok thinks of it. Try to ask him, father. Im sure youve had considerable experience in his lingo by this time.

Benjy referred here, not only to the numerous conversations which his father had of late carried on with the giant through the interpreter, but to the fact that, having been a whaler in years past, Captain Vane had previously picked up a smattering of various Eskimo dialects. Up to that day he had conversed entirely through the medium of Anders, but as that useful man was now in Alfs boat, the Captain was left to his own resources, and got on much better than he had expected.

Chingatok turned his eyes from the horizon on which they had been fixed, and looked dreamily at the Captain when asked what he was thinking about.

I have been thinking, said he, of home, my home over there. He lifted his huge right arm and pointed to the north. And I have been thinking, he continued, that there must be another home up there. He raised his hand and pointed to the sky.

Why do you think so? asked the Captain in some surprise.

Because it is so beautiful, so wonderful, so full of light and peace, replied the Eskimo. Sometimes the clouds, and the wind, and the rain, come and cover it; but they pass away, and there it is, just the same, always calm, and bright, and beautiful. Could such a place have been made for nothing? Is there no one up there? not even the Maker of it? and if there is, does he stay there alone? Men and women die, but surely there is something in us that does not die. If there is no spirit in us that lives, of what use was it to make us at all? I think we shall have a home up there.

Chingatok had again turned his eyes to the horizon, and spoke the concluding words as if he were thinking aloud. The Captain looked at him earnestly for some time in silence.

You are right, Chingatok, he said at length, or at least attempted to say as best he could you are right. My religion teaches me that we have spirits; that God  your God and mine  dwells up there in what we call heaven, and that His people shall dwell with him after death.

His people! repeated the Eskimo with a perplexed look. Are some men his people and some not?

Undoubtedly, replied the Captain, men who obey a chiefs commands are his men  his friends. Those who refuse to obey, and do every kind of wickedness, are not his friends, but his enemies. God has given us free-wills, and we may reject him  we may choose to be his enemies.

It must not be supposed that Captain Vane expressed himself thus clearly, but the above is the substance of what he attempted by many a strange and complicated sentence to convey. That he had made his meaning to some extent plain, was proved by Chingatoks reply.

But I do not know Gods commands; how then can I obey them?

You may not know them by book, replied the Captain promptly; for you have no books, but there is such a thing as the commands or law of God written in the heart, and it strikes me, Chingatok, that you both know and obey more of your Makers laws than many men who have His word.

To this the Eskimo made no answer, for he did not rightly understand it, and as the Captain found extreme difficulty in expressing his meaning on such questions, he was quite willing to drop the conversation. Nevertheless his respect for Chingatok was immensely increased from that day forward.

He tried to explain what had been said to Benjy, and as that youths mind was of an inquiring turn he listened with great interest, but at last was forced to confess that it was too deep for him. Thereafter he fell into a mood of unusual silence, and pondered the matter for a long time.

Awaking from his reverie at last, he said, abruptly, Hows her head, father?

Due north, Benjy.

He pulled out a pocket-compass about the size of an ordinary watch, which instrument it was his habit to guard with the most anxious care.

North! repeated the boy, glancing at the instrument with a look of surprise, why, were steering almost due east!

Ah! Ben, that comes of your judging from appearances without knowledge, not an uncommon state of mind in man and boy, to say nothing of woman. Dont you know what variation of the compass is?

No, father.

What! have you been so long at sea with me and never heard yet about the magnetic pole?

Never a word, father. It seems to me that poles are multiplying as we get further north.

Oh, Benjy, for shame  fie! fie!

Maybe if you had told me about it I might have had less to be shamed of, and you too, father.

Thats true, Benjy. Thats true. Youre a sharp boy for your age. But dont be disrespectful to your father, Ben; no good can ever come o that. Whatever you are, be respectful to your old father. Come, Ill tell you about it now.

It will have been observed by this time that little Benjamin Vane was somewhat free in his converse with his father, but it must not therefore be supposed that he was really insolent. All his freedom of speech was vented in good humour, and the Captain knew that. There was, indeed, a powerful bond not only of affection but of sympathy between the little delicate boy and the big strong man. They thoroughly understood each other, and between those who understand each other there may be much freedom without offence, as everybody knows.

You must understand, began the Captain, that although the needle of the mariners compass is said to point to the north with its head and to the south with its tail, it does not do so exactly, because the magnetic poles do not coincide exactly with the geographical poles. There are two magnetic poles just as there are two geographical poles, one in the southern hemisphere, the other in the northern. Dye understand!

Clear as daylight, father.

Well, Benjy, the famous Arctic discoverer, Sir James Ross, in 1832, discovered that the northern magnetic pole was situated in the island of Boothia Felix, in latitude 70 degrees 5 seconds and longitude 96 degrees 46 seconds West. It was discovered by means of an instrument called the dipping needle, which is just a magnetised needle made for dipping perpendicularly instead of going round horizontally like the mariners compass. A graduated arc is fitted to it so that the amount of dip at any place on the earths surface can be ascertained. At the magnetic equator there is no dip at all, because the needle being equally distant from the north and south magnetic poles, remains horizontal. As you travel north the needle dips more and more until it reaches the region of the north magnetic pole when it is almost perpendicular  pointing straight down.

Now, it is only on a very few places of the earths surface that the horizontal needle points to the true north and south, and its deviation from the earths pole in its determination to point to the magnetic pole is called the variation of the compass. This variation is greater or less of course at different places, and must be allowed for in estimating ones exact course. In our present explorations we have got so far beyond the beaten track of travel that greater allowance than usual has to be made. In fact we have got considerably to the north of the magnetic pole. At the same time we are a good way to the eastard of it, so that when I see the compass with its letter N pointing to what I know to be the magnetic north, I take our geographical position into account and steer almost due east by compass, for the purpose of advancing due north. Dye see?

Im not so sure that I do, father. It seems to me something like the Irishmans pig which you pull one way when you want him to go another. However, Ill take your word for it.

Thats right, my boy; when a man cant understand, he must act on faith, if he can, for theres no forcing our beliefs, you know. Anyhow he must be content to follow till he does understand; always supposing that he can trust his leader.

Im out of my depths altogether now, father. Praps wed better change the subject. What dye say to try a race with Leo? His boat seems to be overhauling us.

No, no, Ben; no racing. Let us advance into the great unknown north with suitable solemnity.

We appear to sail rather better than you do, uncle, shouted Leo, as his boat drew near.

Thats because youre not so heavily-laden, replied the Captain, looking back; you havent got giants aboard, you see; moreover theres one o you rather light-headed.

Hallo! uncle; evil communications, eh? Youd better change Benjy for Oblooria. Shes quite quiet, and never jokes. I say, may I go ahead of you?

No, lad, you maynt. Take a reef in your regulator, and drop into your proper place.

Obedient to orders, Leo pulled the regulator or check-string until the kites position was altered so as to present less resistance to the wind, and dropped astern of the Faith, which was the name given by Benjy to his fathers boat, the other two being named respectively the Hope and the Charity.

The prosperous advance did not, however, last very long. Towards evening the three kites suddenly, and without any previous warning, began to dive, soar, flutter, and tumble about in a manner that would have been highly diverting if it had not been dangerous. This no doubt was the effect of various counter-currents of air into which they had flown. The order was at once given to haul on the regulators and coil up the towing lines. It was promptly obeyed, but before a few fathoms had been coiled in, the kites again became as steady as before, with this change, however, that they travelled in a north-westerly direction.

The value of the leeboards now became apparent.

These were hinged down the middle so as to fold and become small enough to stow in the bottom of each boat when not in use. When unfolded and hung over the side, they presented a surface of resistance to the water much greater than that of an ordinary boats keel, so that very little leeway indeed was made. By means of the steering-oar Captain Vane kept his boat advancing straight northward, while the kite was puffing in a north-westerly direction. The kite was thus compelled by the boat also to travel due north, though of course it did so in a sidelong manner.

Thus far the advance continued prosperously, the pace being but little checked and the course unaltered, but when, an hour or two later, the wind again shifted so as to carry the kites further to the west, the pace became much slower, and the leeway, or drift to leeward, considerable. Ultimately the wind blew straight to the west, and the boats ceased to advance. This wont do, uncle, said Leo, who was close astern of the Faith, Im drifting bodily to leeward, and making no headway at all.

Down with the tops,  I mean, the kites, shouted the Captain. Pass the word to Alf.

Accordingly, the kites were reeled in, the regulators being so pulled and eased off that they were kept just fluttering without tugging during the operation. When, however, they passed out of the wind-stratum into the region of calm which still prevailed immediately above the sea, the kites descended in an alarming manner, swaying to and fro with occasional wild swoops, which rendered it necessary to haul in on the lines and reel up with the utmost speed.

Captain Vane was very successful in this rather difficult operation. While he hauled in the line Benjy reeled it up with exemplary speed, and the kite was finally made to descend on the boat like a cloud. When secured the locking-cross was removed, the distending-rods were folded inwards, the restraining, or what we may term the waist-band was applied, and the whole affair was changed into a gigantic Mrs Gamp umbrella. Being placed in the bow of the boat, projecting over the water, it formed a not ungraceful though peculiar bowsprit, and was well out of the way.

Leo and Butterface were equally successful, but poor Alf was not so fortunate. The too eager pursuit of knowledge was the cause of Alfs failure as has often been the case with others! He took on himself, as chief of his boat, the difficult and responsible task of hauling in the line,  which involved also the occasional and judicious manipulation of the regulating cord, when a sudden puff of wind should tend to send the kite soaring upwards with six or eight horse-power into the sky. To Ivitchuk was assigned the easy task of gathering in the slack and holding on to Alf if a sudden jerk should threaten to pull him overboard. Anders reeled up.

Just as the kite was passing out of the windy region above into the calm region below Alf beheld floating near the boat a beautiful, and to him entirely new, species of marine creature of the jelly-fish kind. With a wild desire to possess it he leaned over the boats edge to the uttermost and stretched out his left hand, while with his right he held on to the kite! Need we say that the kite assisted him?  assisted him overboard altogether, and sent him with a heavy plunge into the sea!

Ivitchuk dropped his line and stretched out both arms towards the spot where the Kablunet had gone down. Akeetolik roared. Anders howled, and dropped his reel. Left to itself, the kite, with characteristic indecision, made an awful swoop towards the North Pole with its right shoulder. Changing its mind, it then made a stupendous rush with its left to the south-east. Losing presence of mind it suddenly tossed up its tail, and, coming down head foremost, went with fatal facility into the deep sea.

When Alf rose and was dragged panting into the boat, his first glance was upwards,  but not in thankfulness for his preservation!

Gone! he groaned, rising to his feet.

But the kite was not gone. The word had barely left his lips when it rose half its length out of the water, and then fell, in melancholy inaptitude for further mischief, flat upon the sea.

Anything damaged? asked the Captain, as he and Leo rowed their boats towards the Charity.

Nothing, replied Alf with a guilty look, the stick and things seem to be all right, but it has got awfully wet.

No matter, said the Captain, laughing at Alfs forlorn look, the sun will soon dry it. So long as nothing is broken or torn, well get on very well. But now, boys, we must go to work with oars. There must be no flagging in this dash for the Pole. Its a neck-or-nothing business. Now, mark my orders. Although weve got four oars apiece, we must only work two at a time. I know that young bloods like you are prone to go straining yourselves at first, an then bein fit for nothing afterwards. We must keep it up steadily. Two in each boat will pull at a time for one hour, while the other two rest or sleep, and so on, shift about; till another breeze springs up. Dont fold it up tight, Alf. Leave it pretty slack till it is dry, and then put on its belt.

Dont you think we might have supper before taking to the oars? suggested Leo.

I second that motion, cried Benjy.

And I support it, said Alf.

Very good, get out the prog; an well lay ourselves alongside, three abreast, as Nelson did at the Battle o the Nile, said the Captain.

Their food was simple but sufficient. Pemmican  a solid greasy nutricious compound  was the foundation. Hard biscuit, chocolate, and sugar formed the superstructure. In default of fire, these articles could be eaten cold, but while their supply of spirits of wine lasted, a patent Vesuvian of the most complete and almost miraculous nature could provide a hot meal in ten minutes. Of fresh water they had a two-weeks supply in casks, but this was economised by means of excellent water procured from a pond in a passing berg  from which also a lump of clear ice had been hewn, wrapped in a blanket, and carried into the Captains boat as a supply of fresh water in solid form.

Laying the oars across the boats to keep them together, they floated thus pleasantly on the glassy sea, bathed in midnight sunshine. And while they feasted in comfort inexpressible  to the surprise, no doubt, of surrounding gulls and puffins  Benjamin Vane once again gave utterance to the opinion that it was the most glorious and altogether astonishing state of things that he had ever heard or dreamed of since the world began!




Chapter Thirteen.

A Gale and a Narrow Escape.

This is a world of alternations. We need not turn aside to prove that. The calm with which the voyage of our discoverers began lasted about four days and nights, during which period they advanced sometimes slowly under oars, sometimes more or less rapidly under kites  if we may so express it  according to the state of the wind.

And, during all that time the discipline of two and two  at watch, or at sleep, if not at work  was rigidly kept up. For none knew better than Captain Vane the benefit of discipline, and the demoralising effect of its absence, especially in trying circumstances. It is but just to add that he had no difficulty in enforcing his laws. It is right also to state that the women were not required to conform, even although they were accustomed to hard labour and willing to work as much as required. In all three boats the bow was set apart as the womens quarters, and when Toolooha, Oblooria or Tekkona showed symptoms of a desire to go to sleep  (there was no retiring for the night in these latitudes)  a blanket stretched on two oars cut their quarters off from those of the men, and maintained the dignity of the sex.

But soon the serene aspect of nature changed. Grey clouds overspread the hitherto sunny sky. Gusts of wind came sweeping over the sea from time to time, and signs of coming storm became so evident that the Captain gave orders to make all snug and prepare for dirty weather.

You see, lads, he said, when the three boats were abreast, and the kites had been furled, we dont know what may happen to us now. Nobody in the world has had any experience of these latitudes. It may come on to blow twenty-ton Armstrongs instead of great guns, for all we know to the contrary. The lightning may be sheet and fork mixed instead of separate for any light weve got on the subject, and it may rain whales and walruses instead of cats and dogs; so it behoves us to be ready.

Thats true, father, said Benjy, but it matters little to me, for Ive made my will. Only I forgot to leave the top with the broken peg and the rusty penknife to Rumty Swillpipe; so if you survive me and get home on a whales back  or otherwise  youll know what to do.

This is not a time for jesting, Ben, said Alf rather seriously.

Did I say it was? inquired Ben, with a surprised look.

Alf deigned no reply, and Butterface laughed, while he and the others set about executing the Captains orders.

The arrangements made in these india-rubber boats for bad weather were very simple and complete. After the lading in each had been snugly arranged, so as to present as flat a surface on the top as possible, a waterproof sheet was drawn over all, and its edges made fast to the sides of the boat, by means of tags and loops which were easily fastened and detached. As each sheet overhung its boat, any water that might fall upon it was at once run off. This, of course, was merely put on to protect the cargo and any one who chose to take shelter under it. The boat being filled with air required no such sheet, because if filled to overflowing it would still have floated. All round this sheet ran a strong cord for the crew, who sat outside of it as on a raft, to lay hold of if the waves should threaten to wash them off. There were also various other ropes attached to it for the same purpose, and loops of rope served for rowlocks.

When all had been arranged, those whose duty it was to rest leaned comfortably against the lumps caused by inequalities of the cargo, while the others took to their oars.

Its coming! cried Benjy, about half-an-hour after all had been prepared.

And unquestionably it was coming. The boys quick eyes had detected a line on the southern horizon, which became gradually broader and darker as it rose until it covered the heavens. At the same time the indigo ripple caused by a rushing mighty wind crept steadily over the sea. As it neared the boats the white crests of breaking waves were seen gleaming sharply in the midst of the dark blue.

Clap the women under hatches, shouted the Captain, with more good sense than refinement.

Benjy, Butterface, and Anders at the word lifted a corner of their respective sheets. Obedient Toolooha, Oblooria, and Tekkona bent their meek heads and disappeared: The sheets were refastened, and the men, taking their places, held on to the cords or life-lines. It was an anxious moment. No one could guess how the boats would behave under the approaching trial.

Oars out, cried the Captain, we must run before it.

A hiss, which had been gradually increasing as the squall drew near, broke into a kind of roar, and wind and waves rushed upon them as the men bent their backs to the oars with all their might.

It was soon found that the boats had so little hold of the water that the wind and oars combined carried them forward so fast as to decrease considerably the danger of being whelmed by a falling wave. These waves increased every moment in size, and their crests were so broken and cut off by the gale that the three boats, instead of appearing as they had hitherto done the only solid objects in the scene, were almost lost to sight in the chaos of black waves and driving foam. Although they tried their best to keep close together they failed, and each soon became ignorant of the position of the others. The last that they saw of Alfs boat was in the hollow between two seas like a vanishing cormorant or a northern diver. Leo was visible some time longer. He was wielding the steering-oar in an attitude of vigorous caution, while his Eskimos were pulling as if for their lives. An enormous wave rose behind them, curled over their heads and appeared ready to overwhelm them, but the sturdy rowers sent the boat forward, and the broken crest passed under them. The next billow was still larger. Taken up though he was with his own boat the Captain found time to glance at them with horror.

Theyre gone! he cried, as the top of the billow fell, and nothing was seen save the heads of the four men like dark spots on the foam. The boat had in truth been overwhelmed and sunk, but, like a true lifeboat it rose to the surface like a cork the instant the weight of water was removed, and her crew, who had held on to the life-lines and oars, were still safe.

Well done the little Hope! cried the Captain, while Benjy gave vent to his feelings in a cheer, which was evidently heard by Leo, for he was seen to wave his hand in reply. Next moment another wave hid the Hope from view, and it was seen no more at that time.

I feel easier now, Benjy, thank God, after that. Alf is a fair steersman, and our boats are evidently able to stand rough usage.

Benjy made no reply. He was rubbing the water out of his eyes, and anxiously looking through the thick air in the hope of seeing Leos boat again. The poor boy was grave enough now. When the might and majesty of the Creator are manifested in the storm and the raging sea, the merely humorous fancies of man are apt to be held in check.

The Captains boat went rushing thus wildly onwards, still, fortunately, in the right direction; and for some hours there was no decrease in the force of the gale. Then, instead of abating, as might have been expected, it suddenly increased to such an extent that speedy destruction appeared to be inevitable.

No sort o craft could live long in this, muttered the Captain, as if to himself rather than to his son, who sat with a firm expression on his somewhat pale countenance, looking wistfully towards the northern horizon. Perhaps he was wondering whether it was worth while to risk so much for such an end. Suddenly he shaded his eyes with his hand and gazed intently.

Land! he exclaimed in a low eager tone.

Whereaway, boy? Ay, so there is something there. What say you, Chingatok? Is it land?

The giant, who, during all this time, had calmly plied a pair of oars with strength equal almost to that of four men, looked over his shoulder without, however, relaxing his efforts.

No, he said, turning round again, it is an ice-hill.

A berg! exclaimed the Captain. We will make for it. Tie your handkerchief, Benjy, to the end of an oar and hold it up. It will serve as a guide to our comrades.

In a wonderfully short space of time the berg which Benjy had seen as a mere speck on the horizon rose sharp, rugged, and white against the black sky. It was a very large one  so large that it had no visible motion, but seemed as firm as a rock, while the billows of the Arctic Ocean broke in thunder on its glassy shore.

Well get shelter behind it, Ben, my boy, said the Captain, hold the oar well up, and dont let the rag clap round the blade. Shake it out so. God grant that they may see it.

Amen, ejaculated Benjy to the prayer with heartfelt intensity.

There was danger as well as safety in the near vicinity to this berg, for many of its pinnacles seemed ready to fall, and there was always the possibility of a mass being broken off under water, which might destroy the equilibrium of the whole berg, and cause it to revolve with awfully destructive power.

However, there was one favourable point  the base was broad, and the ice-cliffs that bordered the sea were not high.

In a few more minutes the western end of the berg was passed. Its last cape was rounded, and the Faith was swept by the united efforts of Chingatok, Benjy, and Toolooha, (who would not remain under cover), into the comparatively still water on the lee, or northern side of the berg.

Hurrah! shouted Benjy in a tone that was too energetic and peculiar to have been called forth by the mere fact of his own escape from danger.

Captain Vane looked in the direction indicated by the boys glistening eyes  glistening with the salt tears of joy as well as with salt sea spray  and there beheld the other two boats coming dancing in like wild things on the crests of the heaving waves. They had seen the signal of the handkerchief, understood and followed it, and, in a few minutes more, were under the lee of the ice-cliffs, thanking God and congratulating each other on their deliverance.

A sheltered cove was soon found, far enough removed from cliffs and pinnacles to insure moderate safety. Into this they ran, and there they spent the night, serenaded by the roaring gale, and lullabied by the crash of falling spires and the groans of rending ice.




Chapter Fourteen.

Records a Wonderful Apparition but a Furious Night.

When the storm had passed, a profound calm once more settled down on the face of nature, as if the elements had been utterly exhausted by the conflict. Once more the sea became like a sheet of undulating glass, in which clouds and sun and boats were reflected vividly, and once again our voyagers found themselves advancing towards the north, abreast of each other, and rowing sociably together at the rate of about four miles an hour.

When advancing under oars they went thus abreast so as to converse freely, but when proceeding under kites they kept in single file, so as to give scope for swerving, in the event of sudden change of wind, and to prevent the risk of the entanglement of lines.

What is that? exclaimed Benjy, pointing suddenly to an object ahead which appeared at regular intervals on the surface of the water.

A whale, I think, said Leo.

A whale usually spouts on coming up, doesnt it? said Alf.

Chingatok uttered an unpronounceable Eskimo word which did not throw light on the subject.

What is it, Anders? shouted the Captain.

What you say? asked the interpreter from Alfs boat, which was on the other side of the Hope.

If these squawkin things would hold their noise, youd hear better, growled the Captain before repeating the question.

His uncourteous remark had reference to a cloud of gulls which circled round and followed the boats with remonstrative cries and astonished looks.

Its beast, shouted Anders, not knows his name in Ingliss.

Humph! a man with half an eye might see it is beast, retorted the Captain in an undertone.

As he spoke, the beast changed its course and bore down upon them. As it drew near the Englishmen became excited, for the size of the creature seemed beyond anything they had yet seen. Strange to say, the Eskimos looked at it with their wonted gaze of calm indifference.

Its the great sea-serpent at last, said Benjy, with something like awe on his countenance.

It does look uncommon like it, replied the Captain, with a perplexed expression on his rugged visage. Get out the rifles, lad! Its as well to be ready. Dye know what it is, Chingatok?

Again the giant uttered the unpronounceable name, while Benjy got out the fire-arms with eager haste.

Load em all, Ben, load em all, an cram the Winchester to the muzzle, said the Captain. Theres no sayin what we may have to encounter; though I have heard of a gigantic bit of seaweed bein mistaken for the great sea-serpent before now.

That may be, father, said Benjy, with increasing excitement, but nobody ever saw a bit of seaweed swim with the activity of a gigantic eel like that. Why, I have counted its coils as they rise and sink, and Im quite sure its a hundred and fifty yards long if its an inch.

Those in the other boats were following the Captains example,  getting out and charging the fire-arms,  and truly there seemed some ground for their alarm, for the creature, which approached at a rapid rate, appeared most formidable. Yet, strange to say, the Eskimos paid little attention to it, and seemed more taken up with the excitement of the white men.

When the creature had approached to within a quarter of a mile, it diverged a little to the left, and passed the boats at the distance of a few hundred yards. Then Captain Vane burst into a sudden laugh, and shouted:  

Grampuses!

What? cried Leo.

Grampuses! repeated the Captain. Why, its only a shoal of grampuses following each other in single file, that weve mistaken for one creature!

Never before was man or boy smitten with heavier disappointment than was poor Benjy Vane on that trying occasion.

Why, whats wrong with you, Benjy? asked his father, as he looked at his woeful countenance.

To think, said the poor boy, slowly, that Ive come all the way to the North Pole for this! Why Ive believed in the great sea-serpent since ever I could think, Ive seen pictures of it twisting its coils round three-masted ships, and goin over the ocean with a mane like a lion, and its head fifty feet out o the water! Oh! its too bad, Id have given my ears to have seen the great sea-serpent.

There wouldnt have been much of you left, Benjy, if you had given them.

Well, well, continued the boy, not noticing his fathers remark, its some comfort to know that Ive all but seen the great sea-serpent.

It is some comfort to us, reader, to be able to record the fact that Benjy Vane was not doomed to total disappointment on that memorable day, for, on the same evening, the voyagers had an encounter with walruses which more than made up for the previous misfortune.

It happened thus:  

The three boats were proceeding abreast, slowly but steadily over the still calm sea, when their attention was attracted by a sudden and tremendous splash or upheaval of water, just off what the Captain styled his port bow. At the same moment the head of a walrus appeared on the surface like a gigantic black bladder. It seemed to be as large as the head of a small elephant, and its ivory tusks were not less than two feet long. There was a square bluntness about the creatures head, and a savage look about its little bloodshot eyes, which gave to it a very hideous aspect. Its bristling moustache, each hair of which was six inches long, and as thick as a crow quill, dripped with brine, and it raised itself high out of the water, turning its head from side to side with a rapidity and litheness of action that one would not have expected in an animal so unwieldy. Evidently it was looking eagerly for something.

Catching sight of the three boats, it seemed to have found what it looked for, and made straight at them. Leo quietly got ready his Winchester repeater, a rifle which, as the reader probably knows, can discharge a dozen or more shots in rapid succession; the cartridges being contained in a case resembling a thick ram-rod under the barrel, from which they are thrust almost instantaneously into their places.

But before the creature gained the boats, a second great upheaval of water took place, and another walrus appeared. This was the real enemy of whom he had been in quest. Both were bulls of the largest and most ferocious description. No sooner did they behold each other, than, with a roar, something betwixt a bark and a bellow, they collided, and a furious fight began. The sea was churned into foam around them as they rolled, reared, spurned, and drove their tusks into each others skulls and shoulders.

The boats lay quietly by, their occupants looking on with interest. The Eskimos were particularly excited, but no one spoke or acted. They all seemed fascinated by the fight.

Soon one and another and another walrus-head came up out of the sea, and then it was understood that a number of cow walruses had come to witness the combat! But the human audience paid little regard to these, so much were they engrossed by the chief actors.

It might have been thought, from the position of their tusks, which are simply an enlargement and prolongation of the canine teeth, that these combatants could only strike with them in a downward direction, but this was not so. On the contrary, they turned their thick necks with so much ease and rapidity that they could strike in all directions with equal force, and numerous were the wounds inflicted on either side, as the blood-red foam soon testified.

We have said that the human spectators of the scene remained inactive, but, at the first pause, the Captain said he thought they might as well put a stop to the fight, and advised Leo to give one of them a shot.

Well not be the worse for a fresh steak, he added to Benjy, as Leo was taking aim.

The effect of the shot was very unexpected. One of the bulls was hit, but evidently not in a deadly manner, for the motion of the boat had disturbed Leos aim. Each combatant turned with a look of wild surprise at the interruptor, and, as not unfrequently happens in cases of interference with fights, both made a furious rush at him. At the same moment, all the cows seemed to be smitten with pugnacity, and joined in the attack. There was barely time to get ready, when the furious animals were upon them. Guns and rifles were pointed, axes and spears grasped, and oars gripped. Even the women seized each a spear, and stood on the defensive. A simultaneous volley checked the enemy for a moment, and sent one of the cows to the bottom; but with a furious bellow they charged again.

The great anxiety of the defenders was to prevent the monsters from getting close to the boats, so as to hook on to them with their tusks, which would probably have overturned them, or penetrated the inflated sides. In either case, destruction would have been inevitable, and it was only by the active use of oar, axe, and spear that this was prevented.

Twice did one of the bulls charge the Captains boat, and on both occasions he was met by the tremendous might of Chingatok, who planted the end of an oar on his blunt nose, and thrust him off. On each occasion, also, he received a shot from the double barrel of Benjy, who fired the first time into his open mouth, and the second time into his eye, but an angry cough from the one, and a wink from the other showed that he did not mind it much. Meantime the Captain, with the Winchester repeater, was endeavouring  but vainly, owing to the motions of the giant, and the swaying of the boat  to get a shot at the beast, while Toolooha, with an axe, was coquetting with a somewhat timid cow near the stern.

At last an opportunity offered. Captain Vane poured half a dozen balls as quick as he could fire into the head of the bull, which immediately sank.

Not less vigorously did the occupants of the other boats receive the charge. Leo, being more active than the Captain, as well as more expert with his repeater, slew his male opponent in shorter time, and with less expenditure of ammunition. Butterface, too, gained much credit by the prompt manner in which he split the skull of one animal with an axe. Even Oblooria, the timid, rose to the occasion, and displayed unlooked-for heroism. With a barbed seal-spear she stood up and invited a baby walrus to come on  by looks, not by words. The baby accepted the invitation  perhaps, being a pugnacious baby, it was coming on at any rate  and Oblooria gave it a vigorous dab on the nose. It resented the insult by shaking its head fiercely, and endeavouring to back off, but the barb had sunk into the wound and held on. Oblooria also held on. Oolichuk, having just driven off a cow walrus, happened to observe the situation, and held on to Oblooria. The baby walrus was secured, and, almost as soon as the old bull was slain, had a line attached to it, and was made fast to the stern.

Well done, little girl! exclaimed Oolichuk in admiration, youre almost as good as a man.

Among civilised people this might have been deemed a doubtful compliment, but it was not so in Eskimo-land. The little maid was evidently much pleased, and the title of the Timid One, which Oolichuk was wont to give her when in a specially endearing frame of mind, was changed for the Brave One from that day. In a few more minutes the last charge of the enemy was repulsed, and those of them that remained alive dived back to that native home into which the slain had already sunk.

Thus ended that notable fight with walruses.

After consummating the victory with three cheers and congratulating each other, the conquerors proceeded to examine into the extent of damage received. It was found that, beyond a few scratches, the Faith and the Hope had escaped scathless, but the Charity had suffered considerably. Besides a bad rip in the upper part of the gunwale, a small hole had been poked in her side below water, and her air-chamber was filling rapidly.

Come here, quick, uncle, cried Alf, in consternation, when he discovered this.

To his surprise the Captain was not so much alarmed as he had expected.

It wont sink you, Alf, so keep your mind easy, he said, while examining the injury. You see I took care to have the boats made in compartments. It will only make you go lop-sided like a lame duck till I can repair the damage.

Repair it, uncle! how can

Never mind just now, hand out a blanket, quick; Ill explain after; we must undergird her and keep out as much water as we can.

This operation was soon accomplished. The blanket was passed under the boat and made fast. By pressing against the injured part it checked the inflow of water. Then the cargo was shifted, and part of it was transferred to the other boats, and soon they were advancing as pleasantly, though not as quickly as before, while the Captain explained that he had brought a solution of gutta-percha for the express purpose of repairing damages to the boats, but that it was impossible to use it until they could disembark either on land or on an iceberg.

Well come to another berg ere long, no doubt, shant we, Chingatok? he asked.

The Eskimo shook his head and said he thought not, but there was a small rocky islet not far from where they were, though it lay somewhat out of their course.

On hearing this the Captain changed his course immediately, and rowed in the direction pointed out.

Theres wind enough up there, Benjy, remarked his father, looking up to the sky, where the higher clouds were seen rapidly passing the lower strata to the northward, but how to get the kites set up in a dead calm is more than I can tell.

There is a way out of the difficulty, father, said Benjy, pointing behind them.

He referred to a slight breeze which was ruffling the sea into what are called cats paws far astern.

Right boy, right. Prepare to hoist your topsls, lads, shouted the Captain.

In a few minutes the kites were expanded and the tow-lines attached. When the light breeze came up they all soared, heavily, it is true, but majestically, into the sky. Soon reaching the upper regions, they caught the steady breeze there, and towed the boats along at the rate of eight or ten miles an hour.

In two hours they sighted the islet which Chingatok had mentioned, and, soon afterwards, had landed and taken possession of it, in the usual manner, under the name of Refuge Island.




Chapter Fifteen.

Discourses of Deep Things.

The islet, or rock, for it was little more, which the explorers had reached, was low and extremely barren. Nevertheless it had on it a large colony of sea-fowl, which received the strangers with their wonted clamour of indignation  if not of welcome.

As it was near noon at the time, the Captain and Leo went with their sextants to the highest part of the island to ascertain its position; the Eskimos set about making an encampment, unloading the boats, etcetera, and Alf, with hammer and botanical box, set off on a short ramble along the coast, accompanied by Benjy and Butterface.

Sometimes these three kept together and chatted, at other times they separated a little, each attracted by some object of interest, or following the lead, it might have been, of wayward fancy. But they never lost sight of each other, and, after a couple of hours, converged, as if by tacit consent, until they met and sat down to rest on a ledge of rock.

Well, I do like this sort o thing, remarked Benjy, as he wiped his heated brow. There is something to me so pleasant and peaceful about a low rocky shore with the sun blazing overhead and the great sea stretching out flat and white in a dead calm with just ripple enough to let you know it is all alive and hearty  only resting, like a good-humoured and sleepy giant.

Why, Ben, I declare you are becoming poetical, said Alf with a smile; your conceptions correspond with those of Buzzby, who writes:  

Great Ocean, slumbring in majestic calm,

Lies like a mighty  a mighty

I  I fear Ive forgotten. Let me see:  

Great Ocean, slumbring in majestic calm,

Lies like a mighty

Giant in a dwalm, suggested Benjy.

Well change the subject, said Alf, opening his botanical box and taking out several specimens of plants and rocks. See, here are some bits of rock of a kind that are quite new to me.

Whats de use ob dem? inquired Butterface with a look of earnest simplicity.

The use? said Benjy, taking on himself to reply; why, you flat-nosed grampus, dont you know that these bits of rock are made for the express purpose of being carried home, identified, classified, labelled, stuck up in a museum, and stared at by wondering ignoramuses, who care nothing whatever about them, and know less. Geologists are constantly going about the world with their little hammers keeping up the supply.

Yes, Butterface, said Alf, Benjy is partly correct; such specimens will be treated as he describes, and be stared at in blank stupidity by hundreds of fellows like himself, but they will also be examined and understood by geologists, who from their profound knowledge of the plans which our Creator seems to have had in arranging the materials of the earth, are able to point out many interesting and useful facts which are not visible to the naked and unscientific eye, such, for instance, as the localities where coal and other precious things may be found.

Kin dey tell whar gold is to be found, massa Alf?

O yes, they can tell that.

Den its dis yer chile as wishes, said Butterface with a sigh, dat he was a jollygist.

Oh! Butterface, youre a jolly goose at all events, said Benjy; wouldnt it be fun to go and discover a gold mine, and dig up as much as would keep us in happy idleness all the rest of our lives? But I say, Alf, have you nothing better than geological specimens in your box  no grubological specimens, eh?

Alf replied by producing from his box a paper parcel which contained some of the required specimens in the shape of biscuit and pemmican.

Capital! Well, you are a good fellow, Alf. Let us make a table-cloth of the paper  now, you undisciplined black, dont glare so at the victuals, else youll grow too hungry for a moderate supply.

When the trio were in the full swing of vigorous feeding, the negro paused, with his mouth full, to ask Alf what would be the use of the North Pole when it was discovered.

Make matches or firewood of it, said Benjy just as he was about to stop up his impudent mouth with a lump of pemmican.

Truly, of what use the Pole itself may be  supposing it to exist in the form of a thing, said Alf, I cannot tell, but it has already been of great use in creating expeditions to the Polar regions. You know well enough, Butterface, for youve been round the Capes of Good Hope and Horn often enough, what a long long voyage it is to the eastern seas, on the other side of the world, and what a saving of time and expense it would be if we could find a shorter route to those regions, from which so many of our necessaries and luxuries come. Now, if we could only discover an open sea in the Arctic regions which would allow our ships to sail in a straight line from England across the North Pole to Behrings Straits, the voyage to the East would be reduced to only about 5000 miles, and we should be able to reach Japan in three or four weeks. Just think what an advantage that would be to commerce!

Tea at twopence a pound an sugar to match  not to mention molasses and baccy, you ignorant nigger! said Benjy; pass the biscuits.

An now, massa Alf, said Butterface with an eager look, wes diskivered dis open sea  eh!

Well, it seems as if we had.

But what good will it do us, argued Benjy, becoming more earnest in the discussion, if its all surrounded by a ring of ice such as we have passed over on sledges.

If, repeated Alf, in that if lies the whole question. No doubt Enterprise has fought heroically for centuries to overleap this supposed ring of ice, and science has stood expectant on the edge, looking eagerly for the day when human perseverance shall reveal the secrets of the Far North. It is true, also, that we at last appear to have penetrated into the great unknown, but who shall say that the so-called ice-ring has been fully examined? Our explorations have been hitherto confined to one or two parts of it. We may yet find an ever-open entrance to this open Polar sea, and our ships may yet be seen sailing regularly to and fro over the North Pole.

Just so, said Benjy, a North Pole steam line once a month to Japan and back  first class accommodation for second class fares. Walrus and white bear parties dropped on the way at the Pole Star Hotel, an easy trip from the Pole itself, which may be made in Eskimo cabs in summer and reindeer sleighs in winter. Return tickets available for six months  touching at China, India, Nova Zembla, Kamtschatka, and Iceland. Splendid view of Hecla and the great Mer de Glace of Greenland  fogs permitting.  Dont eat so much, Butterface, else bustin will surely be your doom.

Your picture is perhaps a little overdrawn, Ben, rejoined Alf with a smile.

So would the ancients have said, retorted Benjy, if you had prophesied that in the nineteenth century our steamers would pass through the Straits of Hercules, up the Mediterranean, and over the land to India; or that our cousins steam cars would go rattling across the great prairies of America, through the vast forests, over and under the Rocky Mountains from the States to California, in seven days; or that the telephone or electric light should ever come into being.

Well, you see, Butterface, said Alf, there is a great deal to be said in favour of Arctic exploration, even at the present day, and despite all the rebuffs that we have received. Sir Edward Sabine, one of the greatest Arctic authorities, says of the route from the Atlantic to the Pacific, that it is the greatest geographical achievement which can be attempted, and that it will be the crowning enterprise of those Arctic researches in which England has hitherto had the pre-eminence. Why, Butterface, continued Alf, warming with his subject, while the enthusiastic negro listened as it were with every feature of his expressive face, and even the volatile Benjy became attentive, why, there is no telling what might be the advantages that would arise from systematic exploration of these unknown regions, which cover a space of not less than two million, five hundred thousand square miles. It would advance the science of hydrography, and help to solve some of the difficult problems connected with Equatorial and Polar currents. It would enable us, it is said, by a series of pendulum observations at or near the Pole, to render essential service to the science of geology, to form a mathematical theory of the physical condition of the earth, and to ascertain its exact conformation. It would probably throw light on the wonderful phenomena of magnetism and atmospheric electricity and the mysterious Aurora Borealis  to say nothing of the flora of these regions and the animal life on the land and in the sea.

Why, Alf, exclaimed Benjy in surprise, I had no idea you were so deeply learned on these subjects.

Deeply learned! echoed Alf with a laugh, why, I have only a smattering of them. Just knowledge enough to enable me in some small degree to appreciate the vast amount of knowledge which I have yet to acquire. Why do you look perplexed, Butterface?

Cause, massa, yous too deep for me altogidder. My brain no big nough to hold it all.

And your skulls too thick to let it through to the little blob of brain that you do possess, said Benjy with a kindly-contemptuous look at his sable friend. Oh! flatnose, youre a terrible thick-head.

Yous right dere, massa, replied the negro, with a gratified smile at what he deemed a compliment. You should ha seed me dat time when I was leetle boy down in Ole Virginny, whar dey riz me, when my granmoder she foun me stickin my fist in de molasses-jar an lickin it off. She swarmed at me an fetch me one kick, she did, an sent me slap troo a pannel ob de loft door, an tumbled me down de back stair, whar I felled over de edge an landed on de top ob a tar barrel wich my head run into. I got on my legs, I did, wiv difficulty, an runned away never a bit de worse  not even a headache  only it was tree months afore I got dat tar rightly out o my wool. Yes, my heads tick nough.

While Butterface was speaking, Leo and the Captain were seen approaching, and the three rose to meet them. There was a grave solemnity in the Captains look which alarmed them.

Nothing wrong I hope, uncle? said Alf.

Wrong! no, lad, theres nothing wrong. On the contrary, everything is right. Why, where do you think we have got to?

A hundred and fifty miles from the Pole, said Alf.

Less, less, said Leo, with an excited look.

We are not more, said the Captain slowly, as he took off his hat and wiped his brow, not more than a hundred and forty miles from it.

Then we could be there in three days or sooner, with a good breeze, cried Benjy, whose enthusiasm was aroused.

Ay, Ben, if there was nothing in the way; but its quite clear from what Chingatok says, that we are drawing near to his native land, which cannot be more than fifty miles distant, if so much. You remember he has told us his home is one of a group of islands, some of which are large and some small; some mountainous and others flat and swampy, affording food and shelter to myriads of wild-fowl; so, you see, after we get there our progress northward through such a country, without roads or vehicles, wont be at the rate of ten miles an hour by any means.

Besides, added Leo, it would not be polite to Chingatoks countrymen if we were to leave them immediately after arriving. Perhaps they would not let us go, so I fear that we shant gain the end of our journey yet a while, but that does not matter much, for were sure to make it out at last.

What makes the matter more uncertain, resumed the Captain, as they sauntered back to camp, is the fact that this northern archipelago is peopled by different tribes of Eskimos, some of whom are of a warlike spirit and frequently give the others trouble. However, Chingatok says we shall have no difficulty in reaching this Nothing  as he will insist on styling the Pole, ever since I explained to him that it was not a real but an imaginary point.

I wonder how Anders ever got him to understand what an imaginary point is, said Benjy.

That has puzzled me too, returned the Captain, but he did get it screwed into him somehow, and the result is  Nothing!

Out of nothing nothing comes, remarked Leo, as the giant suddenly appeared from behind a rock, but assuredly nothing can beat Chingatok in size or magnificence, which is more than anything else can.

The Eskimo had been searching for the absentees to announce that dinner was ready, and that Toolooha was impatient to begin; they all therefore quickened their pace, and soon after came within scent of the savoury mess which had been prepared for them by the giants squat but amiable mother.




Chapter Sixteen.

Arrival in Poloeland.

Fortune, which had hitherto proved favourable to our brave explorers, did not desert them at the eleventh hour.

Soon after their arrival at Refuge Island a fair wind sprang up from the south, and when the Charity had been carefully patched and repaired, the kites were sent up and the voyage was continued. That day and night they spent again upon the boundless sea, for the island was soon left out of sight behind them, though the wind was not very fresh.

Towards morning it fell calm altogether, obliging them to haul down the kites and take to the oars.

It cant be far off now, Chingatok, said the Captain, who became rather impatient as the end drew near.

Not far, was the brief reply.

Land ho! shouted Benjy, about half-an-hour after that.

But Benjy was forced to admit that anxiety had caused him to take an iceberg on the horizon for land.

Well, anyhow you must admit, said Benjy, on approaching the berg, that its big enough for a fellow to mistake it for a mountain. I wonder what its doing here without any brothers or sisters to keep it company.

Under-currents brought it here, lad, said the Captain. You see, such a monster as that must go very deep down, and the warm under-current has not yet melted away enough of his base to permit the surface-current to carry him south like the smaller members of his family. He is still travelling north, but that wont last long. Hell soon become small enough to put about and go the other way. I never saw a bigger fellow than that, Benjy. Hayes, the American, mentions one which he measured, about 315 feet high, and nearly a mile long. It had been grounded for two years. He calculated that there must have been seven times as much of it below water as there was above, so that it was stranded in nearly half-a-mile depth of water. This berg cannot be far short of that one in size.

Hm! probably then his little brothers and sisters are being now crushed to bits in Baffins Bay, said Benjy.

Not unlikely, Ben, if theyve not already been melted in the Atlantic, which will be this ones fate at last  sooner or later.

From a pool on this berg they obtained a supply of pure fresh water.

When our explorers did at last sight the land it came upon them unexpectedly, in the form of an island so low that they were quite close before observing it. The number of gulls hovering above it might have suggested its presence, but as these birds frequently hover in large flocks over shoals of small fish, little attention was paid to them.

Is this your native land, Chingatok? asked the Captain, quickly.

No, it is over there, said the Eskimo, pointing to the distant horizon; this is the first of the islands.

As they gazed they perceived a mountain-shaped cloud so faint and far away that it had almost escaped observation. Advancing slowly, this cloud was seen to take definite form and colour.

I knew it was! said Benjy, but was afraid of making another mistake.

Had the boy or his father looked attentively at the giant just then, they would have seen that his colour deepened, his eyes glittered, and his great chest heaved a little more than was its wont, as he looked over his shoulder while labouring at the oars. Perhaps we should have said played with the oars, for they were mere toys in his grasp. Chingatoks little mother also was evidently affected by the sight of home. But the Captain and his son saw it not  they were too much occupied with their own thoughts and feelings. To the Englishmen the sight of land roused only one great all-engrossing thought  the North Pole! which, despite the absurdity of the idea, would present itself in the form of an upright post of terrific magnitude  a worthy axle-tree, as it were, for the world to revolve upon. To the big Eskimo land presented itself in the form of a palatial stone edifice measuring fifteen feet by twelve, with a dear pretty little wife choking herself in the smoke of a cooking-lamp, and a darling little boy choking himself with a mass of walrus blubber. Thus the same object, when presented to different minds, suggested ideas that were:

Diverse as calm from thunder,

Wide as the poles asunder.

It was midnight when the boats drew near to land. The island in which stood the giants humble home seemed to Captain Vane not more than eight or ten miles in extent, and rose to a moderate height  apparently about five or six hundred feet. It was picturesque in form and composed of rugged rocks, the marks on which, and the innumerable boulders everywhere, showed that at some remote period of the worlds history, it had been subjected to the influence of glacial action. No glacier was visible now, however  only, on the rocky summit lay a patch or two of the last winters snow-drift, which was too deep for the summer sun to melt away. From this storehouse of water gushed numerous tiny rivulets which brawled cheerily rather than noisily among the rocks, watering the rich green mosses and grasses which abounded in patches everywhere, and giving life to countless wild-flowers and berries which decked and enriched the land.

Just off the island  which by a strange coincidence the inhabitants had named Poloe  there were hundreds of other islets of every shape and size, but nearly all of them low, and many flat and swampy  the breeding-grounds of myriads of waterfowl. There were lakelets in many of these isles, in the midst of which were still more diminutive islets, whose moss-covered rocks and fringing sedges were reflected in the crystal water. Under a cliff on the main island stood the Eskimo village, a collection of stone huts, bathed in the slanting light of the midnight sun.

But no sound issued from these huts or from the neighbouring islands. It was the period of rest for man and bird. Air, earth, and water were locked in profound silence and repose.

Weve got to Paradise at last, father, was the first sound that broke the silence, if we except the gentle dip of the oars and the rippling water on the bow.

Looks like it, Benjy, replied the Captain.

A wakeful dog on shore was the first to scent the coming strangers. He gave vent to a low growl. It was the keynote to the canine choir, which immediately sent up a howl of discord. Forthwith from every hut there leaped armed men, anxious women, and terrified children, which latter rushed towards the cliffs or took refuge among the rocks.

Hallo! Chingatok, your relations are not to be taken by surprise, said the Captain  or something to that effect  in Eskimo.

The giant shook his head somewhat gravely.

They must be at war, he said.

At war! whom with?

With the Neerdoowulls, replied Chingatok with a frown. They are always giving us trouble.

Not badly named, father, said Benjy; one would almost think they must be of Scotch extraction.

At that moment the natives  who had been gesticulating wildly and brandishing spears and bone knives with expressions of fury that denoted a strong desire on their part to carve out the hearts and transfix the livers of the newcomers  suddenly gave vent to a shout of surprise, which was succeeded by a scream of joy. Chingatok had stood up in the boat and been recognised. The giants dog  an appropriately large one  had been the first to observe him, and expressed its feelings by wagging its tail to such an extent that its hind legs had difficulty in keeping the ground.

Immediately on landing, the party was surrounded by a clamorous crew, who, to do them justice, took very little notice of the strangers, so overjoyed were they at the return of their big countryman.

Soon a little pleasant though flattish-faced woman pushed through the crowd and seized the giant. This was his wife Pingasuk, or Pretty One. She was petite  not much larger than Oblooria the timid. The better to get at her, Chingatok went down on his knees, seized her by the shoulders, and rubbed her nose against his so vigorously that the smaller nose bid fair to come off altogether. He had to stoop still lower when a stout urchin of about five years of age came up behind him and tried to reach his face.

Meltik! exclaimed the giant, rubbing noses gently for fear of damaging him, you are stout and fat, my son, you have been eating much blubber  good.

At that moment Chingatoks eyes fell on an object which had hitherto escaped his observation. It was a little round yellow head in his wifes hood, with a pair of small black eyes which stared at him in blank surprise. He made a snatch at it and drew forth  a naked baby!

Our girlie, said the wife, with a pleased but anxious look; dont squeeze. She is very young and tender  like a baby seal.

The glad father tried to fold the creature to his bosom; nearly dropped it in his excess of tender caution; thrust it hastily back into his wifes hood, and rose to give a respectful greeting to an aged man with a scrubby white beard, who came forward at the moment.

Who are these, my son? asked the old man, pointing to the Englishmen, who, standing in a group with amused expressions, watched the meeting above described.

These are the Kablunets, father. I met them, as I expected, in the far-off land. The poor creatures were wandering about in a great kayak, which they have lost, searching for nothing!

Searching for nothing! my son, that cannot be. It is not possible to search for nothing  at least it is not possible to find it.

But that is what they come here for, persisted Chingatok; they call it the Nort Pole.

And what is the Nort Pole, my son?

It is nothing, father.

The old man looked at his stately son with something of anxiety mingled with his surprise.

Has Chingatok become a fool, like the Kablunets, since he left home? he asked in a low voice.

Chingatok is not sure, replied the giant, gravely. He has seen so much to puzzle him since he went away, that he sometimes feels foolish.

The old Eskimo looked steadily at his son for a few moments, and shook his head.

I will speak to these men  these foolish men, he said. Do they understand our language?

Some of them understand and speak a little, father, but they have with them one named Unders, who interprets. Come here, Unders.

Anders promptly stepped to the front and interpreted, while the old Eskimo put Captain Vane through an examination of uncommon length and severity. At the close of it he shook his head with profound gravity, and turned again to his son.

You have indeed brought to us a set of fools, Chingatok. Your voyage to the far-off lands has not been very successful. These men want something that they do not understand; that they could not see if it was before them; that they cannot describe when they talk about it, and that they could not lay hold of if they had it.

Yes, father, sighed Chingatok, it is as I told you  nothing; only the Nort Pole  a mere name.

A new light seemed to break in on Chingatok as he said this, for he added quickly, But, father, a name is something  my name, Chingatok, is something, yet it is nothing. You cannot see it, you do not lay hold of it, yet it is there.

Toohoo! my son, that is so, no doubt, but your name describes you, and you are something. No one ever goes to a far-off land to search for a name. If this Nort Pole is only a name and not a thing, how can it be? exclaimed the old man, turning on his heel and marching off in a paroxysm of metaphysical disgust.

He appeared to change his mind, however, for, turning abruptly back, he said to Anders, Tell these strangers that I am glad to see them; that a house and food shall be given to them, and that they are welcome to Poloe. Perhaps their land  the far-off land  is a poor one; they may not have enough to eat. If so, they may stay in this rich land of mine to hunt and fish as long as they please. But tell them that the Eskimos love wise men, and do not care for foolishness. They must not talk any more about this search after nothing  this Nort Pole  this nonsense  huk!

Having delivered himself of these sentiments with much dignity, the old man again turned on his heel with a regal wave of the hand, and marched up to his hut.

That must be the King of Poloe, whispered Captain Vane to Leo, endeavouring to suppress a smile at the concluding caution, as they followed Anders and one of the natives to the hut set apart for them.

The Captain was only half right. Amalatok was indeed the chief of the island, but the respect and deference shown to him by the tribe were owing more to the mans age and personal worth, than to his rank. He had succeeded his father as chief of the tribe, and, during a long life, had led his people in council, at the hunt, and in war, with consummate ability and success. Although old, he still held the reins of power, chiefly because his eldest son and rightful successor  Chingatoks elder brother  was a weak-minded man of little capacity and somewhat malignant disposition. If our giant had been his eldest, he would have resigned cheerfully long ago. As it was, he did not see his way to change the customs of the land, though he could not tell when, or by whom, or under what circumstances, the order of succession had been established. Probably, like many other antiquated customs, it had been originally the result of despotism on the part of men in power, and of stupid acquiescence on the part of an unthinking people.

On reaching his hut the old chief sat down, and, leaning carelessly against the wall, he toyed with a bit of walrus rib, as an Englishman might with a pair of nut-crackers at dessert.

Why did you bring these barbarians here?

I did not bring them, father, they brought me, said the son with a deprecating glance.

Huk! exclaimed the chief, after which he added, hum!

It was evident that he had received new light, and was meditating thereon.

My son, continued Amalatok, these Kablunets seem to be stout-bodied fellows; can they fight  are they brave?

They are brave, father, very brave. Even the little one, whom they call Bunjay, is brave  also, he is funny. I have never seen the Kablunets fight with men, but they fight well with the bear and the walrus and the ice. They are not such fools as you seem to think. True, about this nothing  this Nort Pole  they are quite mad, but in other matters they are very wise and knowing, as you shall see before long.

Good, good, remarked the old chief, flinging the walrus rib at an intrusive dog with signal success, I am glad to hear you say that, because I may want their help.

Amalatok showed one symptom of true greatness  a readiness to divest himself of prejudice.

For what do you require their help, father? asked Chingatok.

Instead of answering, the old chief wrenched off another walrus rib from its native backbone, and began to gnaw it growlingly, as if it were his enemy and he a dog.

My father is disturbed in his mind, said the giant in a sympathising tone.

Even a less observant man than Chingatok might have seen that the old chief was not only disturbed in mind, but also in body, for his features twitched convulsively, and his face grew red as he thought of his wrongs.

Listen, said Amalatok, flinging the rib at another intrusive dog, again with success, and laying his hand impressively on his sons arm. My enemy, Grabantak  that bellowing walrus, that sly seal, that empty-skulled puffin, that porpoise, cormorant, narwhal  sssus!

The old man set his teeth and hissed.

Well, my father?

It is not well, my son. It is all ill. That marrowless bear is stirring up his people, and there is no doubt that we shall soon be again engaged in a bloody  a useless war.

What is it all about, father?

About!  about nothing.

Huk! about Nort Pole  nothing, murmured Chingatok  his thoughts diverted by the word.

No, it is worse than Nort Pole, worse than nothing, returned the chief sternly; it is a small island  very small  so small that a seal would not have it for a breathing-place. Nothing on it; no moss, no grass. Birds wont stay there  only fly over it and wink with contempt. Yet Grabantak says he must have it  it is within the bounds of his land!

Well, let him have it, if it be so worthless, said Chingatok, mildly.

Let him have it! shouted the chief, starting up with such violence as to overturn the cooking-lamp  to which he paid no regard whatever  and striding about the small hut savagely, no, never! I will fight him to the last gasp; kill all his men; slay his women; drown his children; level his huts; burn up his meat

Amalatok paused and glared, apparently uncertain about the propriety of wasting good meat. The pause gave his wrath time to cool.

At all events, he continued, sitting down again and wrenching off another rib, we must call a council and have a talk, for we may expect him soon. When you arrived we took you for our enemies.

And you were ready for us, said Chingatok, with an approving smile.

Huk! returned the chief with a responsive nod. Go, Chingatok, call a council of my braves for to  night, and see that these miserable starving Kablunets have enough of blubber wherewith to stuff themselves.

Our giant did not deem it worth while to explain to his rather petulant father that the Englishmen were the reverse of starving, but he felt the importance of raising them in the old chiefs opinion without delay, and took measures accordingly.

Blackbeard, he said, entering the Captains hut and sitting down with a troubled air, my father does not think much of you. Tell him that, Unders.

I understand you well enough, Chingatok; go on, and let me know why the old man does not think well of me.

He thinks you are a fool, returned the plain spoken Eskimo.

Hm! Im not altogether surprised at that, lad. Ive sometimes thought so myself. Well, I suppose youve come to give me some good advice to make me wiser  eh! Chingatok?

Yes, that is what I come for. Do what I tell you, and my father will begin to think you wise.

Ah, yes, the old story, remarked Benjy, who was an amused listener  for his father translated in a low tone for the benefit of his companions as the conversation proceeded the same here as everywhere  Do as I tell you and all will be well!

Hold your tongue, Ben, whispered Alf.

Well, what am I to do? asked the Captain.

Invite my father to a feast, said Chingatok eagerly, and me too, and my mother too; also my wife, and some of the braves with their wives. And you must give us biskit an  what do you call that brown stuff?

Coffee, suggested the Captain.

Yes, cuffy, also tee, and shoogre, and seal st ate  what?

Steak  eh?

Yes, stik, and cook them all in the strange lamp. You must ask us to see the feast cooked, and then we will eat it.

It will be observed that when Chingatok interpolated English words in his discourse his pronunciation was not perfect.

Well, you are the coolest fellow Ive met with for many a day! To order a feast, invite yourself to it, name the rest of the company, as well as the victuals, and insist on seeing the cooking of the same, said the Captain in English; then, in Eskimo, Well, Chingatok, I will do as you wish. When would you like supper?

Now, replied the giant, with decision.

You hear, Butterface, said the Captain when he had translated, go to work and get your pots and pans ready. See that you put your best foot foremost. It will be a turning-point, this feast, I see.

Need we say that the feast was a great success? The wives, highly pleased at the attention paid them by the strangers, were won over at once. The whole party, when assembled in the hut, watched with the most indescribable astonishment the proceedings of the negro  himself a living miracle  as he manipulated a machine which, in separate compartments, cooked steaks and boiled tea, coffee, or anything else, by means of a spirit lamp in a few minutes. On first tasting the hot liquids they looked at each other suspiciously; then as the sugar tickled their palates, they smiled, tilted their pannikins, drained them to the dregs, and asked for more!

The feast lasted long, and was highly appreciated. When the company retired  which did not happen until the Captain declared he had nothing more to give them, and turned the cooking apparatus upside down to prove what he said  there was not a man or woman among them who did not hold and even loudly assert that the Kablunets were wise men.

After the feast the council of war was held and the strangers were allowed to be present. There was a great deal of talk  probably some of it was not much to the point, but there was no interruption or undignified confusion. There was a peace-party, of course, and a war-party, but the latter prevailed. It too often does so in human affairs. Chingatok was understood to favour the peace-party, but as his sire was on the other side, respect kept him tongue-tied.

These Eskimos reverence age and are respectful to women, whispered Leo to Alf, so we may not call them savages.

The old chief spoke last, summing up the arguments, as it were, on both sides, and giving his reasons for favouring war.

The island is of no use, he said; it is not worth a seals nose, yet Grabantak wishes to tear it from us  us who have possessed it since the forgotten times. Why is this? because he wishes to insult us, (huk! from the audience). Shall we submit to insult? shall we sit down like frightened birds and see the black-livered cormorant steal what is ours? shall the courage of the Poloes be questioned by all the surrounding tribes? Never! while we have knives in our boots and spears in our hands. We will fight till we conquer or till we are all dead  till our wives are husbandless and our children fatherless, and all our stores of meat and oil are gone! (huk! huk!) Then shall it be said by surrounding tribes, Behold! how brave were the Poloes! they died and left their wives and little children to perish, or mourn in slavery, rather than submit to insult!

The huks that greeted the conclusion of the speech were so loud and numerous that the unfortunate peace-makers were forced to hide their diminished heads.

Thus did Amalatok resolve to go to war for worse than Nort Pole  for nothing  rather than submit to insult! (See Note 1.)



Note 1. It may not be inappropriate here to point out that Eskimo savages are sometimes equalled, if not surpassed, in this respect, by civilised and even Christian nations.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Effect of Persuasion on Diverse Characters.

The warlike tendencies of Grabantak, the northern savage, had the effect of compelling Captain Vane and his party to delay for a considerable time their efforts to reach the Pole. This was all the more distressing that they had by that time approached so very near to it. A carefully made observation placed the island of Poloe in latitude 88 degrees 30 minutes 10 seconds, about 90 geographical, or 104 English statute miles from the Pole.

There was no help for it, however. To have ventured on Grabantaks territory while war was impending would have been to court destruction. Captain Vane saw therefore that the only way of advancing his own cause was to promote peace between the tribes. With a view to this he sought an interview with the old chief Amalatok.

Why do you wish to go to war? he asked.

I do not wish to go to war, answered the chief, frowning fiercely.

Why do you go then? said the Captain in a soothing tone, for he was very anxious not to rouse the chiefs anger; but he was unsuccessful, for the question seemed to set the old man on fire. He started up, grinding his teeth and striding about his hut, knocking over pots, oil cans, and cooking-lamps somewhat like that famous bull which got into a china shop. Finding the space too small for him he suddenly dropped on his knees, crept through the low entrance, sprang up, and began to stride about more comfortably.

The open air calmed him a little. He ceased to grind his teeth, and stopping in front of the Captain, who had followed him, said in a low growl, Do you think I will submit to insult?

Some men have occasionally done so with advantage, answered the Captain.

Kablunets may do so, Eskimos never! returned the old man, resuming his hurried walk to and fro, and the grinding of his teeth again.

If Amalatok were to kill all his enemies  all the men, women and children, said the Captain, raising a fierce gleam of satisfaction in the old mans face at the mere suggestion, and if he were to knock down all their huts, and burn up all their kayaks and oomiaks, the insult would still remain, because an insult can only be wiped out by ones enemy confessing his sin and repenting.

For a few seconds Amalatok stood silent; his eyes fixed on the ground as if he were puzzled.

The white man is right, he said at length, but if I killed them all I should be avenged.

Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, leaped naturally to the Captains mind; but, reflecting that the man before him was a heathen who would not admit the value of the quotation, he paused a moment or two.

And what, he then said, if Grabantak should kill Amalatok and all his men, and carry away the women and children into slavery, would the insult be wiped out in that case? Would it not rather be deepened?

True, it would; but then we should all be dead  we should not care.

The men would all be dead, truly, returned the Captain, but perhaps the women and children left behind might care. They would also suffer.

Go, go, said the Eskimo chief, losing temper as he lost ground in the argument; what can Kablunets know about such matters? You tell me you are men of peace; that your religion is a religion of peace. Of course, then, you understand nothing about war. Go, I have been insulted, and I must fight.

Seeing that it would be fruitless talking to the old chief while he was in this frame of mind, Captain Vane left him and returned to his own hut, where he found Chingatok and Leo engaged in earnest conversation  Alf and Benjy being silent listeners.

Im glad youve come, uncle, said Leo, making room for him on the turf seat, because Chingatok and I are discussing the subject of war; and

A strange coincidence, interrupted the Captain. I have just been discussing the same subject with old Amalatok. I hope that in showing the evils of war you are coming better speed with the son than I did with the father.

As to that, said Leo, I have no difficulty in showing Chingatok the evils of war. He sees them clearly enough already. The trouble I have with him is to explain the Bible on that subject. You see he has got a very troublesome inquiring sort of mind, and ever since I have told him that the Bible is the Word of God he wont listen to my explanations about anything. He said to me in the quietest way possible, just now, Why do you give me your reasons when you tell me the Great Spirit has given His? I want to know what He says. Well, now, you know, it is puzzling to be brought to book like that, and I doubt if Anders translates well. You understand and speak the language, uncle, better than he does, I think, so I want you to help me.

Ill try, Leo, though I am ashamed to say I am not so well read in the Word myself as I ought to be. What does Chingatok want to know?

He wants to reconcile things, of course. That is always the way. Now I told him that the Great Spirit is good, and does not wish men to go to war, and that He has written for us a law, namely, that we should live peaceably with all men. Chingatok liked this very much, but then I had told him before, that the Great Spirit had told His ancient people the Jews to go and fight His enemies, and take possession of their lands. Now he regards this as a contradiction. He says  How can a man live peaceably with all men, and at the same time go to war with some men, kill them, and take their lands?

Ah! Leo, my boy, your difficulty in answering the Eskimo lies in your own partial quotation of Scripture, said the Captain. Then, turning to Chingatok, he added, My young friend did not give you the whole law  only part of it. The word is written thus: if it be possible, as much as lieth in you, live peaceably with all men. Some times it is not possible, Chingatok; then we must fight. But the law says keep from fighting as much as you can. Mind that, Chingatok, and if you are ever induced to go to war for the sake of a little island  for the sake of a little insult,  dont flatter yourself that you are keeping out of it as much as lieth in you.

Good, good, said the giant, earnestly; Blackbeards words are wise.

As to the people of God in the long past, continued the Captain, God told them to go to war, so they went; but that does not authorise men to go to war at their own bidding. What is right in the Great Father of all may be very wrong in the children. God kills men every day, and we do not blame Him, but if man kills his fellow we hunt him down as a murderer. In the long past time the Great Father spoke to His children by His wise and holy men, and sometimes He saw fit to tell them to fight. With His reasons we have nothing to do. Now, the Great Father speaks to us by His Book. In it He tells us to live in peace with all men  if possible.

Good, said the giant with an approving nod, though a perplexed expression still lingered on his face. But the Great Father has never before spoken to me by His Book  never at all to my forefathers.

He may, however, have spoken by His Spirit within you, Chingatok, I cannot tell, returned the Captain with a meditative air. You have desires for peace and a tendency to forgive. This could not be the work of the spirit of evil. It must have been that of the Good Spirit.

This seemed to break upon the Eskimo as a new light, and he relapsed into silence as he thought of the wonderful idea that within his breast the Great Spirit might have been working in time past although he knew it not. Then he thought of the many times he had in the past resisted what he had hitherto only thought of as good feelings; and the sudden perception that at such times he had been resisting the Father of all impressed him for the first time with a sensation of guiltiness. It was some time before the need of a Saviour from sin entered into his mind, but the ice had been broken, and at last, through Leos Bible, as read by him and explained by Captain Vane, Jesus, the Sun of Righteousness, rose upon his soul and sent in the light for which he had thirsted so long.

But, as we have said, this effect was not immediate, and he remained in a state of uncertainty and sadness while the warlike councils and preparations went on.

Meanwhile Captain Vane set himself earnestly to work to hit on some plan by which, if possible, to turn the feeling of the Eskimo community in favour of peace. At first he thought of going alone and unarmed, with Anders as interpreter, to the land of Grabantak to dissuade that savage potentate from attacking the Poloes, but the Eskimos pointed out that the danger of this plan was so great that he might as well kill himself at once. His own party, also, objected to it so strongly that he gave it up, and resolved in the meantime to strengthen his position and increase his influence with the natives among whom his lot was cast, by some exhibitions of the powers with which science and art had invested him.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Captain electrifies as well as surprises his New Friends.

It will be remembered that the party of Englishmen arrived at Poloeland under oars, and although the india-rubber boats had been gazed at, and gently touched, with intense wonder by the natives, they had not yet seen the process of disinflation, or the expansion of the kites.

Of course, Chingatok and their other Eskimo fellow-travellers had given their friends graphic descriptions of everything, but this only served to whet the desire to see the wonderful oomiaks in action. Several times, during the first few days, the old chief had expressed a wish to see the Kablunets go through the water in their boats, but as the calm still prevailed, and the Captain knew his influence over the natives would depend very much on the effect with which his various proceedings were carried out, he put him off with the assurance that when the proper time for action came, he would let him know.

One night a gentle breeze sprang up and blew directly off shore. As it seemed likely to last, the Captain waited till the whole community was asleep, and then quietly roused his son.

Lend a hand here, Ben, he whispered, and make no noise.

Benjy arose and followed his father in a very sleepy frame of mind.

They went to the place where the india-rubber boats lay, close behind the Englishmens hut, and, unscrewing the brass heads that closed the air-holes, began to press out the air.

Thats it, Ben, but dont squeeze too hard, lest the hissing should rouse some of em.

Whatr ee doin this for  ee  yaou? asked Benjy, yawning.

Youll see that to-morrow, lad.

Hum! goin tsqueezem all?

Yes, all three, and put em in their boxes.

The conversation flagged at this point, and the rest of the operation was performed in silence.

Next morning, after breakfast, seeing that the breeze still held, the Captain sent a formal message to Amalatok, that he was prepared to exhibit his oomiaks.

The news spread like wild-fire, and the entire community soon assembled  to the number of several hundreds  in front of the Englishmens hut, where the Captain was seen calmly seated on a packing-case, with a solemn expression on his face. The rest of his party had been warned to behave with dignity. Even Benjys round face was drawn into something of an oval, and Butterface made such superhuman attempts to appear grave, that the rest of the party almost broke down at the sight of him.

Great was the surprise among the natives when they perceived that the three oomiaks had disappeared.

My friends, said the Captain, rising, I will now show you the manner in which we Englishmen use our oomiaks.

A soft sigh of expectation ran through the group of eager natives, as they pressed round their chief and Chingatok who stood looking on in dignified silence, while the Captain and his companions went to work. Many of the women occupied a little eminence close at hand, whence they could see over the heads of the men, and some of the younger women and children clambered to the top of the hut, the better to witness the great sight.

Numerous and characteristic were the sighs, huks, grunts, growls, and other exclamations; all of which were in keeping with the more or less intense glaring of eyes, and opening of mouths, and slight bending of knees and elbows, and spreading of fingers, and raising of hands, as the operators slowly unrolled the india-rubber mass, attached the bellows, gradually inflated the first boat, fixed the thwarts and stretchers, and, as it were, constructed a perfect oomiak in little more than ten minutes.

Then there was a shout of delight when the Captain and Leo, one at the bow, the other at the stern, lifted the boat as if it had been a feather, and, carrying it down the beach, placed it gently in the sea.

But the excitement culminated when Chingatok, stepping lightly into it, sat down on the seat, seized the little oars, and rowed away.

We should have said, attempted to row away, for, though he rowed lustily, the boat did not move, owing to Anders, who, like Eskimos in general, dearly loved a practical joke. Holding fast by the tail-line a few seconds, he suddenly let go, and the boat shot away, while Anders, throwing a handful of water after it, said, Go off, bad boy, and dont come back; we can do without you. A roar of laughter burst forth. Some of the small boys and girls leaped into the air with delight, causing the tails of the latter to wriggle behind them.

The Captain gave them plenty of time to blow off the steam of surprise. When they had calmed down considerably, he proceeded to open out and arrange one of the kites.

Of course this threw them back into the open-eyed and mouthed, and finger-spreading condition, and, if possible, called forth more surprise than before. When the kite soared into the sky, they shouted; when it was being attached to the bow of the boat, they held their breath with expectation, many of them standing on one leg; and when at last the boat, with four persons in it, shot away to sea at the rate of eight or ten miles an hour, they roared with ecstasy; accompanying the yells with contortions of frame and visage which were so indescribable that we gladly leave it all to the readers imagination.

There can be no doubt of the fact that the Captain placed himself and his countrymen that day on a pedestal from which there was no fear of their being afterwards dislodged.

Did not I tell you, said Chingatok to his sire that night, in the privacy of his hut, that the Kablunets are great men?

You did, my son. Chingatok is wise, and his father is a fool!

No doubt the northern savage meant this self-condemning speech to be understood much in the same way in which it is understood by civilised people.

When the oomiak swelled I thought it was going to burst, added the chief.

So did I, when I first saw it, said Chingatok. Father and son paused a few minutes. They usually did so between each sentence. Evidently they pondered what they said.

Have these men got wives? asked the chief.

The old one has, and Bunjay is his son. The other ones  no. The black man may have a wife: I know not, but I should think that no woman would have him.

What made him black?

I know not.

Was he always black?

The Kablunets say he was  from so big.

Chingatok measured off the half of his left hand by way of explaining how big.

Is he black under the clothes?

Yes; black all over.

Again the couple paused.

It is strange, said the old man, shaking his head. Perhaps he was made black because his father was wicked.

Not so, returned the young giant. I have heard him say his father was a very good man.

Strange, repeated the chief, with a solemn look, he is very ugly  worse than a walrus. Tell me, my son, where do the Kablunets live? Do they hunt the walrus or the seal?

Blackbeard has told me much, father, that I do not understand. His people do not hunt much  only a very few of them do.

Wah! they are lazy! The few hunt to keep the rest in meat, I suppose.

No, father, that is not the way. The few hunt for fun. The great many spend their time in changing one thing for another. They seem to be never satisfied  always changing, changing  every day, and all day. Getting and giving, and never satisfied.

Poor things! said the chief.

And they have no walruses, no white bears, no whales, nothing! added the son.

Miserables! Perhaps that is why they come here to search for nothing!

But, father, if they have got nothing at home, why come here to search for it?

What do they eat? asked Amalatok, quickly, as if he were afraid of recurring to the puzzling question that had once already taken him out of his mental depth.

They eat all sorts of things. Many of them eat things that are nasty  things that grow out of the ground; things that are very hot and burn the tongue; things that are poison and make them ill. They eat fish too, like us, and other people bring them their meat in great oomiaks from far-off lands. They seem to be so poor that they cannot find enough in their own country to feed themselves.

Wretched creatures! said the old man, pitifully. Yes, and they drink too. Drink waters so hot and so terrible that they burn their mouths and their insides, and so they go mad.

Did I not say that they were fools? said Amalatok, indignantly.

But the strangest thing of all, continued Chingatok, lowering his voice, and looking at his sire in a species of wonder, is that they fill their mouths with smoke!

What? Eat smoke? said Amalatok in amazement.

No, they spit it out.

Did Blackbeard tell you that?

Yes.

Then Blackbeard is a liar!

Chingatok did not appear to be shocked by the old mans plain speaking, but he did not agree with him.

No, father, said he, after a pause. Blackbeard is not a liar. He is good and wise, and speaks the truth. I have seen the Kablunets do it myself. In the big oomiak that they lost, some of the men did it, so  puff, pull, puff, puff  is it not funny?

Both father and son burst into laughter at this, and then, becoming suddenly grave, remained staring at the smoke of their cooking-lamp, silently meditating on these things.

While thus engaged, a man entered the low doorway in the only possible manner, on hands and knees, and, rising, displayed the face of Anders.

Blackbeard sends a message to the great old chief, said the interpreter. He wishes him to pay the Kablunets a visit. He has something to show to the great old chief.

Tell him I come, said the chief, with a toss of the head which meant, be off!

I wonder, said Amalatok slowly, as Anders crept out, whether Blackbeard means to show us some of his wisdom or some of his foolishness. The white men appear to have much of both.

Let us go see, said Chingatok.

They went, and found the Captain seated in front of the door of his hut with his friends round him  all except Benjy, who was absent. They were very grave, as usual, desiring to be impressive.

Chief, began the Captain, in that solemn tone in which ghosts are supposed to address mankind, I wish to show you that I can make the stoutest and most obstinate warrior of Poloeland tremble and jump without touching him.

That is not very difficult, said the old man, who had still a lurking dislike to acknowledge the Englishmen his superiors. I can make any one of them tremble and jump by throwing a spear at him.

A slight titter from the assembly testified to the success of this reply.

But, rejoined the Captain, with deepening solemnity, I will do it without throwing a spear.

So will I, by suddenly howling at him in the dark, said Amalatok.

At this his men laughed outright.

But I will not howl or move, said the Captain.

That will be clever, returned the chief, solemnised in spite of himself. Let Blackbeard proceed.

Order one of your braves to stand before me on that piece of flat skin, said the Captain.

Amalatok looked round, and, observing a huge ungainly man with a cod-fishy expression of face, who seemed to shrink from notoriety, ordered him to step forward. The man did so with obvious trepidation, but he dared not refuse. The Captain fixed his eyes on him sternly, and, in a low growling voice, muttered in English: Now, Benjy, give it a good turn.

Cod-fishiness vanished as if by magic, and, with a look of wild horror, the man sprang into the air, tumbled on his back, rose up, and ran away!

It is difficult to say whether surprise or amusement predominated among the spectators. Many of them laughed heartily, while the Captain, still as grave as a judge, said in a low growling tone as if speaking to himself:  

Not quite so stiff, Benjy, not quite so stiff. Be more gentle next time. Dont do it all at once, boy; jerk it, Benjy, a turn or so at a time.

It is perhaps needless to inform the reader that the Captain was practising on the Eskimos with his electrical machine, and that Benjy was secretly turning the handle inside the hut. The machine was connected, by means of wires, with the piece of skin on which the patients stood. These wires had been laid underground, not, indeed, in the darkness, but, during the secrecy and silence of the previous night.

After witnessing the effect on the first warrior, no other brave seemed inclined to venture on the skin, and the women, who enjoyed the fun greatly, were beginning to taunt them with cowardice, when Oolichuk strode forward. He believed intensely, and justifiably, in his own courage. No man, he felt quite sure, had the power to stare him into a nervous condition  not even the fiercest of the Kablunets. Let Blackbeard try, and do his worst!

Animated by these stern and self-reliant sentiments, he stepped upon the mat.

Benjy, being quick in apprehension, perceived his previous error, and proceeded this time with caution. He gave the handle of the machine a gentle half-turn and stopped, peeping through a crevice in the wall to observe the effect.

Ha! ha! ho! ho!  hi! huk! laughed Oolichuk, as a tickling sensation thrilled through all his nervous system. The laugh was irresistibly echoed by the assembled community.

Benjy waited a few seconds, and then gave the handle another and slightly stronger turn.

The laugh this time was longer and more ferocious, while the gallant Eskimo drew himself together, determined to resist the strange and subtle influence; at the same time frowning defiance at the Captain, who never for a moment took his coal-black eye off him!

Again Benjy turned the handle gently. He evidently possessed something of the ancient Inquisitor spirit, and gloated over the pains of his victim! The result was that Oolichuk not only quivered from head to foot, but gave a little jump and anything but a little yell. Benjys powers of self-restraint were by that time exhausted. He sent the handle round with a whirr and Oolichuk, tumbling backwards off the mat, rent the air with a shriek of demoniac laughter.

Of course the delight of the Eskimos  especially of the children  was beyond all bounds, and eager were the efforts made to induce another warrior to go upon the mysterious mat, but not one would venture. They would rather have faced their natural enemy, the great Grabantak, unarmed, any day!

In this difficulty an idea occurred to Amalatok. Seizing a huge dog by the neck he dragged it to the mat, and bade it lie down. The dog crouched and looked sheepishly round. Next moment he was in the air wriggling. Then he came to the ground, over which he rushed with a prolonged howl, and disappeared among the rocks on the hill side.

It is said that that poor dog was never again seen, but Benjy asserts most positively that, a week afterwards, he saw it sneaking into the village with its tail very much between its legs, and an expression of the deepest humility on its countenance.

Youd better give them a taste of dynamite, father, said Benjy that evening, as they all sat round their supper-kettle.

No, no, boy. It is bad policy to fire off all your ammunition in a hurry. Well give it em bit by bit.

Just so, impress them by degrees, said Alf.

De fust warrior was nigh busted by degrees, said Butterface, with a broad grin, as he stirred the kettle. You gib it im amost too strong, Massa Benjee.

Blackbeard must be the bad spirit, remarked Amalatok to his son that same night as they held converse together  according to custom  before going to bed.

The bad spirit is never kind or good, replied Chingatok, after a pause.

No, said the old man, never.

But Blackbeard is always good and kind, returned the giant.

This argument seemed unanswerable. At all events the old man did not answer it, but sat frowning at the cooking-lamp under the influence of intense thought.

After a prolonged meditation  during the course of which father and son each consumed the tit-bits of a walrus rib and a seals flipper  Chingatok remarked that the white men were totally beyond his comprehension. To which, after another pause, his father replied that he could not understand them at all.

Then, retiring to their respective couches, they calmly went to sleep perchance to dream!




Chapter Nineteen.

A Shooting Trip to Paradise Isle, and further Display of the Captains Contrivances.

While our explorers were thus reduced to a state of forced inaction as regarded the main object of their expedition, they did not by any means waste their time in idleness. On the contrary, each of the party went zealously to work in the way that was most suitable to his inclination.

After going over the main island of Poloe as a united party, and ascertaining its size, productions, and general features, the Captain told them they might now do as they pleased. For his part he meant to spend a good deal of his time in taking notes and observations, questioning the chief men as to the lands lying to the northward, repairing and improving the hut, and helping the natives miscellaneously so as to gain their regard.

Of course Leo spent much of his time with his rifle, for the natives were not such expert hunters but that occasionally they were badly off for food. Of course, also, Alf shouldered his botanical box and sallied forth hammer in hand, to break stones, as Butterface put it. Benjy sometimes followed Alf  more frequently Leo, and always carried his fathers double-barrelled shot-gun. He preferred that, because his powers with the rifle were not yet developed. Sometimes he went with Toolooha, or Tekkona, or Oblooria, in one of the native oomiaks to fish. At other times he practised paddling in the native kayak, so that he might accompany Chingatok on his excursions to the neighbouring islands after seals and wild-fowl.

In the excursions by water Leo preferred one of the india-rubber boats  partly because he was strong and could row it easily, and partly because it was capable of holding more game than the kayak.

These expeditions to the outlying islands were particularly delightful. There was something so peaceful, yet so wild, so romantic and so strange about the region, that the young men felt as if they had passed into a new world altogether. It is scarcely surprising that they should feel thus, when it is remembered that profound calms usually prevailed at that season, causing the sea to appear like another heaven below them; that the sun never went down, but circled round and round the horizon  dipping, indeed, a little more and more towards it each night, but not yet disappearing; that myriads of wild birds filled the air with plaintive cries; that whales, and sea-unicorns, and walruses sported around; that icebergs were only numerous enough to give a certain strangeness of aspect to the scene  a strangeness which was increased by the frequent appearance of arctic phenomena, such as several mock-suns rivalling the real one, and objects being enveloped in a golden haze, or turned upside down by changes in atmospheric temperature.

No wonder that arctic voyagers are always hankering after the far north, said Leo to Benjy, one magnificent morning, as they rowed towards the outlying islands over the golden sea.

Captain Vane was with them that morning, and it was easy to see that the Captain was in a peculiar frame of mind. A certain twinkle in his eyes and an occasional smile, apparently at nothing, showed that his thoughts, whatever they might be, were busy.

Now, it cannot have failed by this time to strike the intelligent reader, that Captain Vane was a man given to mystery, and rather fond of taking by surprise not only Eskimos but his own companions. On the bright morning referred to he took with him in the boat a small flat box, or packing-case, measuring about three feet square, and not more than four inches deep.

As they drew near to Leos favourite sporting-ground,  a long flat island with several small lakes on it which were bordered by tall reeds and sedges, where myriads of ducks, geese, gulls, plover, puffins, and other birds revelled in abject felicity,  Benjy asked his father what he had got in the box.

Ive got somethin in it, Benjy,  somethin.

Why, daddy, returned the boy with a laugh, if I were an absolute lunatic you could not treat me with greater contempt. Do you suppose I am so weak as to imagine that you would bring a packing-case all the way from England to the North Pole with nothing in it?

Youre a funny boy, Benjy, said the Captain, regarding his son with a placid look.

Youre a funny father, daddy, answered the son with a shake of the head; and its fortunate for you that Im good as well as funny, else Id give you some trouble.

Youve got a good opinion of yourself, Ben, anyhow, said Leo, looking over his shoulder as he rowed. Just change the subject and make yourself useful. Jump into the bow and have the boat-hook ready; the water shoals rather fast here, and I dont want to risk scraping a hole in our little craft.

The island they were approaching formed part of the extensive archipelago of which Poloe was the main or central island. Paradise Isle, as Leo had named it, lay about two miles from Poloe. The boat soon touched its shingly beach, but before it could scrape thereon its occupants stepped into the water and carefully carried it on shore.

Now, Benjy, hand me the rifle and cartridges, said Leo, after the boat was placed in the shadow of a low bank, and fetch the game-bag. What! you dont intend to carry the packing-case, uncle, do you?

I think Id better do it, answered the Captain, lifting the case by its cord in a careless way; it might take a fancy to have a swim on its own account, you know. Come along, the birds are growing impatient, dont you see?

With a short laugh, Leo shouldered his rifle, and marched towards the first of a chain of little lakes, followed by Benjy with the game-bag, and the Captain with the case.

Soon a splendid grey wild-goose was seen swimming at a considerable distance beyond the reeds.

Theres your chance, now, Leo, said the Captain. But Leo shook his head. No use, he said; if I were to shoot that one Id never be able to get it; the mud is too deep for wading, and the reeds too thick for swimming amongst. Its a pity to kill birds that we cannot get hold of, so, you see, I must walk along the margin of the lake until I see a bird in a good position to be got at, and then pot him.

But isnt that slow work, lad? asked the Captain.

It might be slow if I missed often or wounded my birds, replied Leo, but I dont often miss.

The youth might with truth have said he never missed, for his eye was as true and his hand as sure as that of any Leatherstocking or Robin Hood that ever lived.

Why dont you launch the boat on the lake? asked the Captain.

Because I dont like to run the risk of damaging it by hauling it about among mud and sticks and overland. Besides, that would be a cumbersome way of hunting. I prefer to tramp about the margin as you see, and just take what comes in my way. There are plenty of birds, and I seldom walk far without getting a goodish  hist! Theres one!

As he spoke another large grey goose was seen stretching its long neck amongst the reeds at a distance of about two hundred yards. The crack of the rifle was followed by the instant death of the goose. At the same moment several companions of the bird rose trumpeting into the air amid a cloud of other birds. Again the rifles crack was heard, and one of the geese on the wing dropped beside its comrade.

As Leo carried his repeating rifle, he might easily have shot another, but he refrained, as the bird would have been too far out to be easily picked up.

Now, Benjy, are you to go in, or am I? asked the sportsman with a sly look.

Oh! I suppose I must, said the boy with an affectation of being martyred, though, in truth, nothing charmed him so much as to act the part of a water-dog.

A few seconds more, and he was stripped, for his garments consisted only of shirt and trousers. But it was more than a few seconds before he returned to land, swimming on his back and trailing a goose by the neck with each hand, for the reeds were thick and the mud softish, and the second bird had been further out than he expected.

Its glorious fun, said Benjy, panting vehemently as he pulled on his clothes.

Its gloriously knocked up youll be before long at that rate, said the Captain.

Oh! but, uncle, said Leo, quickly, you must not suppose that I give him all the hard work. We share it between us, you know. Benjy sometimes shoots and then I do the retrieving. Youve no idea how good a shot he is becoming.

Indeed, let me see you do it, my boy. Dye see that goose over there?

What, the one near the middle of the lake, about four hundred yards off?

Ay, Benjy, I want that goose. You shoot it, my boy.

But youll never be able to get it, uncle, said Leo.

Benjy, I want that goose. You shoot it. There was no disobeying this peremptory command. Leo handed the rifle to the boy.

Down on one knee, Ben, Hythe position, my boy, said the Captain, in the tone of a disciplinarian. Benjy obeyed, took a long steady aim, and fired.

Bravo! shouted the Captain as the bird turned breast up. Theres that gooses brother comin to see whats the matter with him; just cook his goose too, Benjy.

The boy aimed again, fired, and missed.

Again! cried the Captain, look sharp!

Again the boy fired, and this time wounded the bird as it was rising on the wing.

Although wounded, the goose was quite able to swim, and made rapidly towards the reeds on the other side.

What! am I to lose that goose? cried the Captain indignantly.

Leo seized the rifle. Almost without taking time to aim, he fired and shot the bird dead.

There, said he, laughing, but I suspect it is a lost goose after all. It will be hard work to get either of these birds, uncle. However, Ill try.

Leo was proceeding to strip when the Captain forbade him.

Dont trouble yourself, lad, he said, Ill go for them myself.

You, uncle?

Ay, me. Dye suppose that nobody can swim but you and Benjy? Here, help me to open this box.

In silent wonder and expectation Leo and Benjy did as they were bid. When the mysterious packing-case was opened, there was displayed to view a mass of waterproof material. Tumbling this out and unrolling it, the Captain displayed a pair of trousers and boots in one piece attached to something like an oval life-buoy. Thrusting his legs down into the trousers and boots, he drew the buoy  which was covered with india-rubber cloth  up to his waist and fixed it there. Then, putting the end of an india-rubber tube to his mouth, he began to blow, and the buoy round his waist began to extend until it took the form of an oval.

Now, boys, said the Captain, with profound gravity, Im about ready to go to sea. Here, you observe, is a pair o pants that wont let in water. At the feet youll notice two flaps which expand when driven backward, and collapse when moved forward. These are propellers  human web-feet  to enable me to walk ahead, dye see? and here are two small paddles with a joint which I can fix together  so  and thus make one double-bladed paddle of em, about four feet long. It will help the feet, you understand, but Im not dependent on it, for I can walk without the paddles at the rate of two or three miles an hour.

As he spoke Captain Vane walked quietly into the water, to the wild delight of Benjy, and the amazement of his nephew.

When he was about waist-deep the buoy floated him. Continuing to walk, though his feet no longer touched ground, he was enabled by the propellers to move on. When he had got out a hundred yards or so, he turned round, took off his hat, and shouted land ho!

Ship ahoy! shrieked Benjy, in an ecstasy.

Mind your weather eye! shouted the Captain, resuming his walk with a facetious swagger, while, with the paddles, he increased his speed. Soon after, he returned to land with the two geese.

Well now, daddy, said his son, while he and Leo examined the dress with minute interest, I wish youd make a clean breast of it, and let us know how many more surprises and contrivances of this sort youve got in store for us.

I fear this is the last one, Benjy, though theres no end to the applications of these contrivances. Youd better apply this one to yourself now, and see how you get on in it.

Of course Benjy was more than willing, though, as he remarked, the dress was far too big for him.

Never mind that, my boy. A tight fit aint needful, and nobody will find fault with the cut in these regions.

Where ever did you get it, father? asked the boy, as the fastenings were being secured round him.

I got it from an ingenious friend, who says hes goin to bring it out soon. Mayhap its in the shops of old England by this time. There, now, off you go, but dont be too risky, Ben. Keep her full, and mind your helm. (See Note.)

Thus encouraged, the eager boy waded into the water, but, in his haste, tripped and fell, sending a volume of water over himself. He rose, however, without difficulty, and, proceeding with greater caution, soon walked off into deep water. Here he paddled about in a state of exuberant glee. The dress kept him perfectly dry, although he splashed the water about in reckless fashion, and did not return to land till quite exhausted.

Benjamin Vane from that day devoted himself to that machine. He became so enamoured of the water-tramp, as he styled it  not knowing its proper name at the time  that he went about the lakelets in it continually, sometimes fishing, at other times shooting. He even ventured a short distance out to sea in it, to the amazement of the Eskimos, the orbits of whose eyes were being decidedly enlarged, Benjy said, and their eyebrows permanently raised, by the constant succession of astonishment-fits into which they were thrown from day to day by their white visitors.



Note. Lest it should be supposed that the pedomotive here described is the mere creature of the authors brain, it may be well to state that he has seen it in the establishment of the patentees, Messrs Thornton and Company of Edinburgh.




Chapter Twenty.

Benjys Enjoyments Interrupted, and Poloeland Overwhelmed with a Catastrophe.

One pleasant morning, towards the end of summer, Benjamin Vane went out with his gun in the water-tramp on the large lake of Paradise Isle.

Leo and he had reached the isle in one of the india-rubber boats. They had taken Anders with them to carry their game, and little Oblooria to prepare their dinner while they were away shooting; for they disliked the delay of personal attention to cooking when they were ravenous! After landing Benjy, and seeing him busy getting himself into the aquatic dress, Leo said he would pull off to a group of walruses, which were sporting about off shore, and shoot one. Provisions of fowl and fish were plentiful enough just then at the Eskimo village, but he knew that walrus beef was greatly prized by the natives, and none of the huge creatures had been killed for some weeks past.

About this time the threatened war with the northern Eskimos had unfortunately commenced.

The insatiable Grabantak had made a descent on one of Amalatoks smaller islands, killed the warriors, and carried off the women and children, with everything else he could lay hands on. Of course Amalatok made reprisals; attacked a small island belonging to Grabantak, and did as much general mischief as he could. The paltry islet about which the war began was not worthy either of attack or defence!

Then Amalatok, burning with the righteous indignation of the man who did not begin the quarrel, got up a grand muster of his forces, and went with a great fleet of kayaks to attack Grabantak in his strongholds.

But Grabantaks strongholds were remarkably strong. A good deal of killing was done, and some destruction of property accomplished, but that did not effect the conquest of the great northern Savage. Neither did it prove either party to be right or wrong! Grabantak retired to impregnable fastnesses, and Amalatok returned to Poloeland covered with glory,  some of his followers also covered with wounds, a few of which had fallen to his own share. The success, however, was not decided. On the whole, the result was rather disappointing, but Amalatok was brave and high-spirited, as some people would say. He was not going to give in; not he! He would fight as long as a man was left to back him, and bring Grabantak to his knees  or die! Either event would, of course, have been of immense advantage to both nations. He ground his teeth and glared when he announced this determination, and also shook his fist, but a sharp twinge of pain in one of his unhealed wounds caused him to cease frowning abruptly.

There was a sound, too, in the air, which caused him to sit down and reflect. It was a mixed and half-stifled sound, as if of women groaning and little children wailing. Some of his braves, of course, had fallen in the recent conflicts  fallen honourably with their faces to the foe. Their young widows and their little ones mourned them, and refused to be comforted, because they were not. It was highly unpatriotic, no doubt, but natural.

Amalatok had asked the white men to join him in the fight, but they had refused. They would help him to defend his country, if attacked, they said, but they would not go out to war. Amalatok had once threatened Blackbeard if he refused to go, but Blackbeard had smiled, and threatened to retaliate by making him jump! Whereupon the old chief became suddenly meek.

This, then, was the state of affairs when Benjy and Leo went shooting, on the morning to which we have referred.

But who can hope to describe, with adequate force, the joyful feelings of Benjamin Vane as he moved slily about the lakelets of Paradise Isle in the water-tramp? The novelty of the situation was so great. The surrounding circumstances were so peculiar. The prolonged calms of the circumpolar basin, at that period of the year, were so new to one accustomed to the variable skies of England; the perpetual sunshine, the absence of any necessity to consider time, in a land from which night seemed to have finally fled; the glassy repose of lake and sea, so suggestive of peace; the cheery bustle of animal life, so suggestive of pleasure  all these influences together filled the boys breast with a strong romantic joy which was far too powerful to seek or find relief in those boisterous leaps and shouts which were his usual safety-valves.

Although not much given to serious thought, except when conversing with his father, Benjy became meditative as he moved quietly about at the edge of the reeds, and began to wonder whether the paradise above could exceed this paradise below!

Events occurred that day which proved to him that the sublunary paradise was, at least, woefully uncertain in its nature.

Now, just keep still, will you, for one moment, muttered Benjy, advancing cautiously through the outer margin of reeds, among the stems of which he peered earnestly while he cocked his gun.

The individual to whom he spoke made no reply, because it was a goose  would that it were thus with all geese! It was a grey goose of the largest size. It had caught a glimpse of the new and strange creature that was paddling about its home, and was wisely making for the shelter of a spot where the reeds were more dense, and where Benjy would not have dared to follow. For, it must be remembered that our young sportsman was sunk to his waist in water, and that the reeds rose high over his head, so that if once lost in the heart of them, he might have found it extremely difficult to find his way out again.

Anxious not to lose his chance, he gave vent to a loud shout. This had the effect of setting up innumerable flocks of wild-fowl, which, although unseen, had been lurking listeners to the strange though gentle sound of the water-tramp. Among them rose the grey goose with one or two unexpected comrades.

Benjy had not at that time acquired the power of self-restraint necessary to good shooting. He fired hastily, and missed with the first barrel. Discharging the second in hotter haste, he missed again, but brought down one of the comrades by accident. This was sufficiently gratifying. Picking it up, he placed it on the boat-buoy in front of him to balance several ducks which already lay on the part in rear. He might have carried a dozen geese on his novel hunting-dress, if there had been room for them, for its floating power was sufficient to have borne up himself, and at least four, if not five, men.

Pursuing his way cautiously and gently, by means of the webbed feet alone, the young sportsman moved about like a sly water-spirit among the reeds, sometimes addressing a few pleasant words, such as, how dye do, old boy, or, dont alarm yourself, my tulip, to a water-hen or a coot, or some such bird which crossed his path, but was unworthy of his shot; at other times stopping to gaze contemplatively through the reed stems, or to float and rest in placid enjoyment, while he tried to imagine himself in a forest of water-trees.

Everywhere the feathered tribes first gazed at him in mute surprise; then hurried, with every variety of squeak, and quack, and fluttering wing, from his frightful presence.

Suddenly he came in sight of a bird so large that his heart gave a violent leap, and the gun went almost of its own accord to his shoulder, but the creature disappeared among the reeds before he could take aim. Another opening, however, again revealed it fully to view! It was a swan  a hyperborean wild swan!

Just as he made this discovery, the great bird, having observed Benjy, spread its enormous wings and made off with an amazing splutter.

Bang! went Benjys gun, both barrels in quick succession, and down fell the swan quite dead, with its head in the water and its feet pointing to the sky.

What a feast the Eskimos will have to-night! was Benjys first thought as he tramped vehemently towards his prize.

But his overflowing joy was rudely checked, for, having laid his gun down in front of him, for the purpose of using the paddle with both hands, it slipped to one side, tilted up, and, disappearing like an arrow in the lake, went to the bottom.

The sinking of Benjys heart was not less complete. He had the presence of mind, however, to seize the reeds near him and check his progress at the exact spot. Leaning over the side of his little craft, he beheld his weapon quivering, as it were, at the bottom, in about eight feet of water. What was to be done? The energetic youth was not long in making up his mind on that point. He would dive for it. But diving in the water-tramp was out of the question. Knowing that it was all but impossible to make his way to the shore through the reeds, he resolved to reach the opposite shore, which was in some places free from vegetation. Seizing one of the reeds, he forced it down, and tied it into a knot to mark the spot where his loss had happened. He treated several more reeds in this way till he gained the open water outside, thus marking his path. Then he paddled across the lake, landed, undressed, and swam out again, pushing the empty dress before him, intending to use it as a resting-place.

On reaching the spot, he dived with a degree of vigour and agility worthy of a duck, but found it hard to reach the bottom, as he was not much accustomed to diving. For the same reason he found it difficult to open his eyes under water, so as to look for the gun. While trying to do so, a desperate desire to breathe caused him to leap to the surface, where he found that he had struggled somewhat away from the exact spot. After a few minutes rest, he took a long breath and again went down; but found, to his dismay, that in his first dive he had disturbed the mud, and thus made the water thick. Groping about rendered it thicker, and he came to the surface the second time with feelings approaching to despair. Besides which, his powers were being rapidly exhausted.

But Benjy was full of pluck as well as perseverance. Feeling that he could not hold out much longer, he resolved to make the next attempt with more care  a resolve, it may be remarked, which it would have been better to have made at first.

He swam to the knotted reed, considered well the position he had occupied when his loss occurred, took an aim at a definite spot with his head, and went down. The result was that his hands grasped the stock of the gun the moment they reached the bottom.

Inflated with joy he leaped with it to the surface like a bladder; laid it carefully on the water-dress, and pushing the latter before him soon succeeded in getting hold of the dead swan. The bird was too heavy to be lifted on the float, he therefore grasped its neck with his teeth, and thus, heavily weighted, made for the shore.

It will not surprise the reader to be told that Benjy felt hungry as well as tired after these achievements, and this induced him to look anxiously for Leo, and to wonder why the smoke of Obloorias cooking-lamp was not to be seen anywhere.

The engrossing nature of the events just described had prevented our little hero from observing that a smart breeze had sprung up, and that heavy clouds had begun to drive across the hitherto blue sky, while appearances of a very squally nature were gathering on the windward horizon. Moreover, while engaged in paddling among the reeds he had not felt the breeze.

It was while taking off the water-tramp that he became fully alive to these facts.

Thats it, he muttered to himself. Theyve been caught by this breeze and been delayed by having had to pull against it, or perhaps the walruses gave them more trouble than they expected.

Appeasing his appetite as well as he could with this reflection, he left the water-tramp on the ground, with the dripping gun beside it, and hurried to the highest part of the island. Although not much of an elevation, it enabled him to see all round, and a feeling of anxiety filled his breast as he observed that the once glassy sea was ruffled to the colour of indigo, while wavelets flecked it everywhere, and no boat was visible!

They may have got behind some of the islands, he thought, and continued his look-out for some time, with growing anxiety and impatience, however, because the breeze was by that time freshening to a gale.

When an hour had passed away the poor boy became thoroughly alarmed.

Can anything have happened to the boat? he said to himself. The india-rubber is easily cut. Perhaps they may have been blown out to sea!

This latter thought caused an involuntary shudder. Looking round, he observed that the depression of the sun towards the horizon indicated that night had set in.

This will never do, he suddenly exclaimed aloud. Leo will be lost. I must risk it!

Turning as he spoke, he ran back to the spot where he had left the water-dress, which he immediately put on. Then, leaving gun and game on the beach, he boldly entered the sea, and struck out with feet and paddle for Poloeland.

Although sorely buffeted by the rising waves, and several times overwhelmed, his waterproof costume proved well able to bear him up, and with comparatively little fatigue he reached the land in less than two hours. Without waiting to take the dress off, he ran up to the Eskimo village and gave the alarm.

While these events were going on among the islets, Captain Vane and Alphonse Vandervell had been far otherwise engaged.

Come, Alf, said the Captain, that same morning, after Leo and his party had started on their expedition, let you and me go off on a scientific excursion,  on what we may style a botanico-geologico-meteorological survey.

With all my heart, uncle, and let us take Butterface with us, and Oolichuk.

Ay, lad, and Ivitchuk and Akeetolik too, and Chingatok if you will, for Ive fixed on a spot whereon to pitch an observatory, and we must set to work on it without further delay. Indeed I would have got it into working order long ago if it had not been for my hope that the cessation of this miserable war would have enabled us to get nearer the North Pole this summer.

The party soon started for the highest peak of the island of Poloe  or Poloeland, as Alf preferred to call it. Oolichuk carried on his broad shoulders one of those mysterious cases out of which the Captain was so fond of taking machines wherewith to astonish the natives.

Indeed it was plain to see that the natives who accompanied them on this occasion expected some sort of surprise, despite the Captains earnest assurance that there was nothing in the box except a few meteorological instruments. How the Captain translated to the Eskimos the word meteorological we have never been able to ascertain. His own explanation is that he did it in a roundabout manner which they failed to comprehend, and which he himself could not elucidate.

On the way up the hill, Alf made several interesting discoveries of plants which were quite new to him.

Ho! stop, I say, uncle, he exclaimed for the twentieth time that day, as he picked up some object of interest.

What now, lad? said the Captain, stopping and wiping his heated brow.

Here is another specimen of these petrifactions  look!

He means a vegetable o some sort turned to stone, Chingatok, explained the Captain, as he examined the specimen with an interested though unscientific eye.

You remember, uncle, the explanation I gave you some time ago, said the enthusiastic Alf, about Professor Heer of Zurich, who came to the conclusion that primeval forests once existed in these now treeless Arctic regions, from the fossils of oak, elm, pine, and maple leaves discovered there. Well, I found a fossil of a plane leaf the other day,  not a very good one, to be sure  and now, here is a splendid specimen of a petrified oak-leaf. Dont you trace it quite plainly?

Well, lad, returned the Captain, frowning at the specimen, I do believe youre right. There does seem to be the mark of a leaf there, and there is some ground for your theory that this land may have been once covered with trees, though its hard to believe that when we look at it.

An evidence, uncle, that we should not be too ready to judge by appearances, said Alf, as they resumed their upward march.

The top gained, a space was quickly selected and cleared, and a simple hut of flat stones begun, while the Captain unpacked his box. It contained a barometer, a maximum and minimum self-registering thermometer, wet and dry bulb, also a black bulb thermometer, a one-eighth-inch rain-gauge, and several other instruments.

I have another box of similar instruments, Alf, down below, said the Captain, as he laid them carefully out, and I hope, by comparing the results obtained up here with those obtained at the level of the sea, to carry home a series of notes which will be of considerable value to science.

When the Captain had finished laying them out, the Eskimos retired to a little distance, and regarded them for some minutes with anxious expectancy; but, as the strange things did not burst, or go up like sky-rockets, they soon returned with a somewhat disappointed look to their hut-building.

The work was quickly completed, for Eskimos are expert builders in their way, and the instruments had been carefully set up under shelter when the first symptoms of the storm began.

I hope the sportsmen have returned, said the Captain, looking gravely round the horizon.

No doubt they have, said Alf, preparing to descend the mountain. Leo is not naturally reckless, and if he were, the cautious Anders would be a drag on him.

An hour later they regained the Eskimo village, just as Benjy came running, in a state of dripping consternation, from the sea.

Need it be said that an instant and vigorous search was instituted? Not only did a band of the stoutest warriors, headed by Chingatok, set off in a fleet of kayaks, but the Captain and his companions started without delay in the two remaining india-rubber boats, and, flying their kites, despite the risk of doing so in a gale, went away in eager haste over the foaming billows.

After exerting themselves to the uttermost, they failed to discover the slightest trace of the lost boat. The storm passed quickly, and a calm succeeded, enabling them to prosecute the search more effectively with oar and paddle, but with no better result.

Day after day passed, and still no member of the band  Englishman or Eskimo  would relax his efforts, or admit that hope was sinking. But they had to admit it at last, and, after three weeks of unremitting toil, they were compelled to give up in absolute despair. The most sanguine was driven to the terrible conclusion that Leo, Anders, and timid little Oblooria were lost.

It was an awful blow. What cared Alf or the Captain now for discovery, or scientific investigation! The poor negro, who had never at any time cared for plants, rocks, or Poles, was sunk in the profoundest depths of sorrow. Benjys gay spirit was utterly broken. Oolichuks hearty laugh was silenced, and a cloud of settled melancholy descended over the entire village of Poloe.




Chapter Twenty One.

Fate of the Lost Ones.

Leo, Anders, and timid little Oblooria, however, were not lost! Their case was bad enough, but it had not quite come to that.

On parting from Benjy, as described in the last chapter, these three went after a walrus, which coquetted with them instead of attacking, and drew them a considerable distance away from the island. This would have been a matter of trifling import if the weather had remained calm, but, as we have seen, a sudden and violent gale arose.

When the coming squall was first observed the boat was far to leeward of Paradise Isle, and as that island happened to be one of the most northerly of the group over which Amalatok ruled, they were thus far to leeward of any land with the exception of a solitary sugar-loaf rock near the horizon. Still Leo and his companions were not impressed with any sense of danger. They had been so long accustomed to calms, and to moving about in the india-rubber boats by means of paddles with perfect ease and security, that they had half forgotten the force of wind. Besides, the walrus was still playing with them provokingly  keeping just out of rifle-shot as if he had studied fire-arms and knew their range exactly.

The rascal! exclaimed Leo at last, losing patience, he will never let us come an inch nearer.

Try im once more, said Anders, who was a keen sportsman, push him, paddle strong. Ho! Oblooria, paddle hard and queek.

Although the interpreter, being in a facetious mood, addressed Oblooria in English, she quite understood his significant gestures, and bent to her work with a degree of energy and power quite surprising in one apparently so fragile. Leo also used his oars, (for they had both oars and paddles), with such good-will that the boat skimmed over the Arctic sea like a northern diver, and the distance between them and the walrus was perceptibly lessened.

I dont like the looks o the southern sky, said Leo, regarding the horizon with knitted brows.

Hims black nough  anyow, said Anders.

Hold. Ill have a farewell shot at the brute, and give up the chase, said Leo, laying down the oars and grasping his rifle.

The ball seemed to take effect, for the walrus dived immediately with a violent splutter, and was seen no more.

By this time the squall was hissing towards them so fast that the hunters, giving up all thought of the walrus, turned at once and made for the land, but land by that time lay far off on the southern horizon with a dark foam-flecked sea between it and them.

Theres no fear of the boat, Oblooria, said Leo, glancing over his shoulder at the girl, who sat crouching to meet the first burst of the coming storm, but you must hold on tight to the life-lines.

There was no need to caution Anders. That worthy was already on his knees embracing a thwart  his teeth clenched as he gazed over the bow.

On it came like a whirlwind of the tropics, and rushed right over the low round gunwale of the boat, sweeping loose articles overboard, and carrying her bodily to leeward. Leo had taken a turn of the life-lines round both thighs, and held manfully to his oars. These, after stooping to the first rush of wind and water, he plied with all his might, and was ably seconded by Oblooria as well as by the interpreter, but a very few minutes of effort sufficed to convince them that they laboured in vain. They did not even hold their own, as sailors have it, but drifted slowly, yet steadily, to the north.

Its impossible to make head against this, said Leo, suddenly ceasing his efforts, and I count it a piece of good fortune, for which we cannot be too thankful, that there is still land to leeward of us.

He pointed to the sugar-loaf rock before mentioned, towards which they were now rapidly drifting.

Nothing to eat dere. Nothing to drink, said Anders, gloomily.

Oh! that wont matter much. A squall like this cant last long. We shall soon be able to start again for home, no doubt. I say, Anders, what are these creatures off the point there? They seem too large and black for sea-birds, and not the shape of seals or walruses.

The interpreter gazed earnestly at the objects in question for some moments without answering. The rock which they were quickly nearing was rugged, barren, and steep on its southern face, against which the waves were by that time dashing with extreme violence, so that landing there would have been an impossibility. On its lee or northern side, however they might count on quiet water.

We have nothing to fear, said Leo, observing that Oblooria was much agitated; tell her so, Anders; we are sure to find a sheltered creek of some sort on the other side.

I fear not the rocks or storm, replied the Eskimo girl to Anders. It is Grabantak, the chief of Flatland, that I fear.

Grabantak! exclaimed Anders and Leo in the same breath.

Grabantak is coming with his men!

Poor little Oblooria, whose face had paled while her whole frame trembled, pointed towards the dark objects which had already attracted their attention. They were by that time near enough to be distinguished, and as they came, one after another, round the western point of Sugar-loaf rock, it was all too evident that the girl was right, and that the fleet of kayaks was probably bearing the northern savage and his men to attack the inhabitants of Poloe.

Leos first impulse was to seize his repeating rifle and fill its cartridge-chamber quite full. It may be well to observe here that the cartridges, being carried in a tight waterproof case, had not been affected by the seas which had so recently overwhelmed them.

Whats de use? asked Anders, in an unusually sulky tone, as he watched the youths action. Two men not can fight all de mans of Flatland.

No, but I can pick off a dozen of them, one after another, with my good rifle, and then the rest will fly. Grabantak will fall first, and his best men after him.

This was no idle boast on the part of Leo. He knew that he could accomplish what he threatened long before the Eskimos could get within spear-throwing distance of his boat.

No use, repeated Anders, firmly, still shaking his head in a sulky manner. When yous bullets be done, more an more inimies come on. Then dey kill you, an me, an Oblooria.

Leo laid down his weapon. The resolve to die fighting to the last was the result of a mere impulse of animal courage. Second thoughts cooled him, and the reference to Obloorias fate decided him.

You are right, Anders. If by fighting to the death I could save Oblooria, it would be my duty as well as my pleasure to fight; but I see that I havent the ghost of a chance against such a host as is approaching, and it would be simply revengeful to send as many as I can into the next world before going there myself. Besides, it would exasperate the savages, and make them harder on the poor girl.

In saying this Leo was rather arguing out the point with himself than talking to the interpreter, who did not indeed understand much of what he said. Having made up his mind how to act, Leo stowed his precious rifle and ammunition in a small bag placed for that purpose under one of the thwarts, and, resuming the oars, prepared to meet his fate, whatever it should be, peacefully and unarmed.

While thus drifting in silence before the gale, the thought suddenly occurred to Leo, How strange it is that I, who am a Christian  in name at least  should feel as if it were absurd to pray for Gods help at such a time as this! Surely He who made me and these Eskimos is capable of guarding us? The very least we can do is to ask Him to guide us!

The youth was surprised at the thought. It had flashed upon him like a ray of light. It was not the first time that he had been in even more imminent danger than the present, yet he had never before thought of the necessity of asking help from God, as if He were really present and able as well as willing to succour. Before the thought had passed he acted on it. He had no time for formal prayer. He looked up! It was prayer without words. In a few minutes more the boat was surrounded by the fleet of kayaks. There were hundreds of these tiny vessels of the north, each with its solitary occupant, using his double-bladed paddle vigorously.

Need we say that the strangers were at first gazed on with speechless wonder? and that the Eskimos kept for some time hovering round them at a respectful distance, as if uncertain how to act, but with their war-spears ready? All the time the whole party drifted before the gale towards the island-rock.

Anders, said Leo, while the natives remained in this state of indecision, my mind is made up as to our course of action. We will offer no resistance whatever to these fellows. We must be absolutely submissive, unless, indeed, they attempt to ill-treat Oblooria, in which case of course we will defend her. Do you hear?

This was said with such quiet decision, and the concluding question was put in such a tone, that the interpreter replied, Yis, sar, promptly.

As Leo made no sign of any kind, but continued to guide the boat steadily with the oars, as if his sole anxiety was to round the western point of the island and get into a place of shelter, the natives turned their kayaks and advanced along with him. Naturally they fell into the position of an escort  a part of the fleet paddling on each side of the captives, (for such they now were), while the rest brought up the rear.

What ails Oblooria, Anders? asked Leo in a low tone.

What is the matter? asked the interpreter, turning to the girl, who, ever since the approach of the Eskimos, had crouched like a bundle in the bottom of the boat with her face buried in her hands. There is no fear. Grabantak is a man, not a bear. He will not eat you.

Grabantak knows me, answered the poor girl, without lifting her head; he came to Poloe once, before the war, and wanted me to be the wife of his son. I want not his son. I want Oolichuk!

The simplicity and candour of this confession caused Leo to laugh in spite of himself, while poor little Oblooria, who thought it no laughing matter, burst into tears.

Of course the men of Flatland kept their eyes fixed in wide amazement on Leo, as they paddled along, and this sudden laugh of his impressed them deeply, being apparently without a cause, coupled as it was with an air of absolute indifference to his probable fate, and to the presence of so many foes. Even the ruthless land-hungerer, Grabantak, was solemnised.

In a few minutes the whole party swept round the point of rocks, and proceeded towards the land over the comparatively quiet waters of a little bay which lay under the lee of the Sugar-loaf rock.

During the brief period that had been afforded for thought, Leo had been intently making his plans. He now proceeded to carry them out.

Hand me the trinket-bundle, he said to Anders.

The interpreter searched in a waterproof pouch in the stern of the boat, and produced a small bundle of such trinkets as are known to be valued by savages. It had been placed and was always kept there by Captain Vane, to be ready for emergencies.

They will be sure to take everything from us at any rate, remarked Leo, as he divided the trinkets into two separate bundles, so I shall take the wind out of their sails by giving everything up at once with a good grace.

The Grabantaks, if we may so style them, drew near, as the fleet approached the shore, with increasing curiosity. When land was reached they leaped out of their kayaks and crowded round the strangers. It is probable that they would have seized them and their possessions at this point, but the tall strapping figure of Leo, and his quiet manner, overawed them. They held back while the india-rubber boat was being carried by Leo and Anders to a position of safety.

Poor Oblooria walked beside them with her head bowed down, shrinking as much as possible out of sight. Everybody was so taken up with the strange white man that no one took any notice of her.

No sooner was the boat laid down than Leo taking one of the bundles of trinkets stepped up to Grabantak, whom he easily distinguished by his air of superiority and the deference paid him by his followers.

Pulling his own nose by way of a friendly token, Leo smiled benignantly in the chiefs face, and opened the bundle before him.

It is needless to say that delight mingled with the surprise that had hitherto blazed on the visage of Grabantak.

Come here, Anders, and bring the other bundle with you. Tell this warrior that I am very glad to meet with him.

Great and unconquerable warrior, began the interpreter, in the dialect which he had found was understood, by the men of Poloe, we have come from far-off lands to bring you gifts

Anders, said Leo, whose knowledge of the Eskimo tongue was sufficient, by that time, to enable him in a measure to follow the drift of a speech, Anders, if you dont tell him exactly what I say Ill kick you into the sea!

As Anders stood on a rock close to the waters edge, and Leo looked unusually stern, he thereafter rendered faithfully what the latter told him to say. The speech was something to the following effect:  

I am one of a small band of white men who have come here to search out the land. We do not want the land. We only want to see it. We have plenty of land of our own in the far south. We have been staying with the great chief Amalatok in Poloeland.

At the mention of his enemys name the countenance of Grabantak darkened. Without noticing this, Leo went on:  

When I was out hunting with my man and a woman, the wind arose and blew us hither. We claim your hospitality, and hope you will help us to get back again to Poloeland. If you do so we will reward you well, for white men are powerful and rich. See, here are gifts for Grabantak, and for his wife.

This latter remark was a sort of inspiration. Leo had observed, while Anders was speaking, that a stout cheerful-faced woman had been pushing aside the men and gradually edging her way toward the Eskimo chief with the air of a privileged person. That he had hit the mark was obvious, for Grabantak turned with a bland smile, and hit his wife a facetious and rather heavy slap on the shoulder. She was evidently accustomed to such treatment, and did not wince.

Taking from his bundle a gorgeous smoking-cap richly ornamented with brilliant beads, Leo coolly crowned the chief with it. Grabantak drew himself up and tried to look majestic, but a certain twitching of his face, and sparkle in his eyes, betrayed a tendency to laugh with delight. Fortunately, there was another cap of exactly the same pattern in the bundle, which Leo instantly placed on the head of the wife  whose name he afterwards learned was Merkut.

The chiefs assumed dignity vanished at this. With that childlike hilarity peculiar to the Eskimo race, he laughed outright, and then, seizing the cap from Merkuts head, put it above his own to the amusement of his grinning followers.

Leo then selected a glittering clasp-knife with two blades, which the chief seized eagerly. It was evidently a great prize  too serious a gift to be lightly laughed at. Then a comb was presented to the wife, and a string of gay beads, and a pair of scissors. Of course the uses of combs and scissors had he explained, and deep was the interest manifested during the explanation, and utter the forgetfulness of the whole party for the time being in regard to everything else in the world  Oblooria included, who sat unnoticed on the rocks with her face still buried in her hands.

When Grabantaks possessions were so numerous that the hood of his coat, and the tops of his wifes boots were nearly filled with them, he became generous, and, prince-like, (having more than he knew what to do with), began to distribute things to his followers.

Among these followers was a tall and stalwart son of his own, to whom he was rather stern, and not very liberal. Perhaps the chief wished to train him with Spartan ideas of self-denial. Perhaps he wanted his followers to note his impartiality. Merkut did not, however, act on the same principles, for she quietly passed a number of valuable articles over to her dear son Koyatuk, unobserved by his stern father.

Things had gone on thus pleasantly for some time; the novelty of the gifts, and the interest in their explanation having apparently rendered these people forgetful of the fact that they might take them all at once; when a sudden change in the state of affairs was wrought by the utterance of one word.

We must not, said Leo to Anders, looking at his follower over the heads of the Eskimos, forget poor little Oblooria.

Oblooria! roared Grabantak with a start, as if he had been electrified.

Oblooria! echoed Koyatuk, glaring round.

Oblooria! gasped the entire band.

Another moment and Grabantak, bursting through the crowd, leaped towards the crouching girl and raised her face. Recognising her he uttered a yell which probably was meant for a cheer.

Hurrying the frightened girl into the circle through which he had broken, the chief presented her to his son, and, with an air worthy of a civilised courtier, said:  

Your wife, Koyatuk  your Oblooria!  Looria!

He went over the last syllables several times, as if he doubted his senses, and feared it was too good news to be true.

This formal introduction was greeted by the chiefs followers with a series of wild shouts and other demonstrations of extreme joy.




Chapter Twenty Two.

A Fight in Defence of Woman, And Rifle-Shooting Extraordinary.

When the excitement had somewhat abated, Leo stepped to the side of Oblooria, and laying his hand on her shoulder said firmly, through Anders:  

Pardon me, Grabantak, this girl is not the wife of Koyatuk; she is my sister!

The chief frowned, clenched his teeth, and grasped a spear  

When did Kablunet men begin to have Eskimo sisters?

When they took all distressed women under their protection, returned Leo promptly. Every woman who needs my help is my sister, he added with a look of self-sufficiency which he was far from feeling.

This new doctrine obviously puzzled the chief, who frowned, smiled, and looked at the ground, as if in meditation. It seemed to afford great comfort to Oblooria, who nestled closer to her champion. As for Koyatuk, he treated the matter with an air of mingled surprise and scorn, but dutifully awaited his fathers pleasure.

Koyatuk was physically a fine specimen of a savage, but his spirit was not equal to his body. Like his father he was over six feet high, and firmly knit, being of both larger and stronger build than Leo, whom he now regarded, and of course hated, as his rival  a contemptible one, no doubt; still  a rival.

The warriors watched their chief in breathless suspense. To them it was a thoroughly new and interesting situation. That a white stranger, tall and active, but slender and very young, should dare single-handed to defy not only their chief, but, as it were, the entire tribe, including the royal family, was a state of things in regard to which their previous lives afforded no parallel. They could not understand it at all, and stood, as it were, in eager, open-mouthed, and one-legged expectation.

At last Grabantak looked up, as if smitten by a new idea, and spoke  

Can Kablunet men fight? he asked.

They love peace better than war, answered Leo, but when they see cause to fight they can do so.

Turning immediately to his son, Grabantak said with a grim smile  

Behold your wife, take her!

Koyatuk advanced. Leo placed Oblooria behind him, and, being unarmed, threw himself into a pugilistic posture of defence. The young Eskimo laid one of his strong hands on the Englishmans shoulder, intending to thrust him aside violently. Leo was naturally of a tender disposition. He shrank from dealing a violent blow to one who had not the remotest idea of what was coming, or how to defend himself from the human fist when used as a battering-ram.

But Leo chanced to be, in a sense, doubly armed. During one of his holiday rambles in England he had visited Cornwall, and there had learned that celebrated throw which consists in making your haunch a fulcrum, your right arm a lever, and your adversary a shuttlecock. He suddenly grasped his foe round the waist with one arm. Next moment the Grabantaks saw what the most imaginative among them had never till then conceived of  Koyatuks soles turned to the sky, and his head pointing to the ground! The moment following, he lay flat on his back looking upwards blankly.

The huk! hi! ho! hooroos! that followed may be conceived, but cannot be described. Some of the men burst into laughter, for anything ludicrous is irresistible to an Eskimo of the very far north. A few were petrified. Others there were who resented this indignity to the heir-apparent, and flourished their spears in a threatening manner. These last Grabantak quieted with a look. The incident undoubtedly surprised that stern parent, but also afforded him some amusement. He said it was an insult that must be avenged. Oddly enough he made use of an expression which sounded curiously familiar to Leos ears, as translated by Anders. The insult, said Grabantak, could only be washed out in blood!

Strange, that simple savages of the far north should hold to that ridiculous doctrine. We had imagined that it was confined entirely to those further south, whose minds have been more or less warped by civilised usage.

A ring was immediately formed, and poor Leo now saw that the matter was becoming serious. He was on the eve of fighting an enforced duel in Obloorias service.

While the savages were preparing the lists, and Koyatuk, having recovered, was engaged in converse with his father, Leo whispered to Anders  

Perhaps Oblooria has no objection to be the wife of this man?

But the poor girl had very strong objections. She was, moreover, so emphatic in her expressions of horror, and cast on her champion such a look of entreaty, that he would have been more than mortal had he refused her. It was very perplexing. The idea of killing, or being killed, in such a cause was very repulsive. He tried to reason with Grabantak about the sin of injuring a defenceless woman, and the abstract right of females in general to have some say in the selection of their husbands, but Grabantak was inexorable.

Is the Kablunet afraid? he asked, with a glance of scornful surprise.

Does he look afraid? returned Leo, quietly.

Koyatuk now stepped into the middle of the ring of warriors, with a short spear in his right hand, and half-a-dozen spare ones in his left, whereby Leo perceived that the battle before him was not meant to be a mere exchange of shots, for the satisfaction of honour. There was evidently no humbug about these Eskimos.

Two men mounted guard over Anders and Oblooria, who, however, were allowed to remain inside the ring to witness the combat. A warrior now advanced to Leo and presented him with a small bundle of spears. He took them almost mechanically, thanked the giver, and laid them down at his feet without selecting one. Then he stood up, and, crossing his arms on his breast, gazed full at his opponent, who made a hideous face at him and flourished his spear.

It was quite evident that the Eskimos were perplexed by the white youths conduct, and knew not what to make of it. The truth is that poor Leo was almost beside himself with conflicting emotions and uncertainty as to what he ought to do. Despite all that had taken place, he found it almost impossible to persuade himself that he was actually about to engage in mortal combat. He had not a vestige of angry feeling in his heart against the man whom he was expected to fight with to the death, and the extraordinary nature of the complex faces that Koyatuk was making at him tended to foster the delusion that the whole thing was a farce  or a dream.

Then the knowledge that he could burst through the ring, get hold of his rifle, and sell his life dearly, or, perhaps, cause the whole savage tribe to fly in terror, was a sore temptation to him. All this, coupled with the necessity for taking instant and vigorous action of some sort, was enough to drive an older head distracted. It did drive the blood violently to the youths face, but, by a powerful effort of self-restraint, he continued to stand perfectly still, like a living statue, facing the Eskimo.

At last Koyatuk became tired of making useless faces at his rival. Suddenly poising his spear, he launched it.

Had Leos eye been less quick, or his limbs less active, that spear had laid him low for ever. He had barely time to spring aside, when the weapon passed between his side and his left arm, grazing the latter slightly, and drawing blood which trickled to the ends of his fingers.

There could be no further doubt now about the nature of the fight. Catching up a spear from the bundle at his feet he was just in time to receive the Eskimo, who sprang in on him with the intention of coming at once to close quarters. His rush was very furious; probably with a view to make it decisive. But the agile Leo was equal to the occasion. Bending suddenly so low as to be quite under his opponents desperate thrust, he struck out his right leg firmly. Koyatuk tripped over it, and ploughed the land for some yards with his hands, head, and knees.

Considerably staggered in mind and body by the fall, he sprang up with a roar, and turned to renew the attack. Leo was ready. The Eskimo, by that time mad with pain, humiliation, and rage, exercised no caution in his assault. He rushed at his rival like a mad bull. Our Englishman saw his opportunity. Dropping his own spear he guarded the thrust of his adversarys with his right arm, while, with his left fist, he planted a solid blow on Koyatuks forehead. The right fist followed the left like the lightning flash, and alighted on Koyatuks nose, which, flat by nature, was rendered flatter still by art. Indeed it would be the weakest flattery to assert that he had any nose at all after receiving that blow. It was reduced to the shape of a small pancake, from the two holes in which there instantly spouted a stream of blood so copious that it drenched alike its owner and his rival.

After giving him this double salute, Leo stepped quickly aside to let him tumble forward, heels over head, which he did with the only half-checked impetuosity of his onset, and lay prone upon the ground.

There, Anders, said the victor, turning round as he pointed to his prostrate foe, surely Grabantaks son has got enough of blood now to wipe out all the insults he ever received, or is likely to receive, from me.

Grabantak appeared to agree to this view of the case. That he saw and relished the jest was obvious, for he burst into an uproarious fit of laughter, in which his amiable warriors joined him, and, advancing to Leo, gave him a hearty slap of approval on the shoulder. At the same time he cast a look of amused scorn on his fallen son, who was being attended to by Merkut.

It may be observed here that Merkut was the only woman of the tribe allowed to go on this war-expedition. Being the chiefs wife, she had been allowed to do as she pleased, and it was her pleasure to accompany the party and to travel like the warriors in a kayak, which she managed as well as the best of them.

Grabantak now ordered his men to encamp, and feed till the gale should abate. Then, calling Leo and the interpreter aside, he questioned them closely as to the condition of the Poloese and the numbers of the white men who had recently joined them.

Of course Leo made Anders give him a graphic account of the preparations made by his enemies to receive him, in the hope that he might be induced to give up his intentions, but he had mistaken the spirit of the Eskimo, who merely showed his teeth, frowned, laughed in a diabolic manner, and flourished his spear during the recital of Amalatoks warlike arrangements. He wound up by saying that he was rejoiced to learn all that, because it would be all the more to his credit to make his enemy go down on his knees, lick the dust, crawl in his presence, and otherwise humble himself.

But tell him, Anders, said Leo, earnestly, that my white brothers, though few in number, are very strong and brave. They have weapons too which kill far off and make a dreadful noise.

Grabantak laughed contemptuously at this.

Does the Kablunet, he asked, think I am afraid to die  afraid of a noise? does he think that none but white men can kill far off?

As he spoke he suddenly hurled his spear at a gull, which, with many others, was perched on a cliff about thirty yards off, and transfixed it.

Go to the boat, Anders, and fetch my rifle, said Leo in a low tone.

When the rifle was brought a crowd of Eskimos came with it. They had been closely observing their chief and the stranger during the conference, but remained at a respectful distance until they saw something unusual going on.

Tell the chief, said Leo, to look at that peak with the solitary gull standing on it.

He pointed to a detached cone of rock upwards of two hundred yards distant.

When the attention of the whole party was concentrated on the bird in question, Leo took a steady aim and fired.

Need we say that the effect of the shot was wonderful? not only did the braves utter a united yell and give a simultaneous jump, but several of the less brave among them bolted behind rocks, or tumbled in attempting to do so, while myriads of sea-fowl, which clustered among the cliffs, sprang from their perches and went screaming into the air. At the same time echoes innumerable, which had lain dormant since creation, or at best had given but sleepy response to the bark of walruses and the cry of gulls, took up the shot in lively haste and sent it to and fro from cliff to crag in bewildering continuation.

Wonderful! exclaimed Grabantak in open-mouthed amazement, when he beheld the shot gull tumbling from its lofty perch, Do it again.

Leo did it again  all the more readily that another gull, unwarned by its predecessors fate, flew to the conical rock at the moment, and perched itself on the same peak. It fell, as before, and the echoes were again awakened, while the sea-birds cawed and screamed more violently than ever.

The timid ones among the braves, having recovered from their first shock, stood fast this time, but trembled much and glared horribly. The chief, who was made of sterner stuff than many of his followers; did not move, though his face flushed crimson with suppressed emotion. As to the sea-birds, curiosity seemed to have overcome fear, for they came circling and wheeling overhead in clouds so dense that they almost darkened the sky  many of them swooping close past the Eskimos and then shearing off and up with wild cries.

An idea suddenly flashed into Leos head. Pointing his rifle upwards he began and continued a rapid fire until all the bullets in it, (ten or twelve), were expended. The result was as he had expected. Travelling through such a dense mass of birds, each ball pierced we know not how many, until it absolutely rained dead and wounded gulls on the heads of the natives, while the rocks sent forth a roar of echoes equal to a continuous fire of musketry. It was stupendous! Nothing like it had occurred in the Polar regions since the world first became a little flattened at the poles! Nothing like it will happen again until the conjunction of a series of similar circumstances occurs. The timid braves lost heart again and dived like the coneys into holes and corners of the rocks. Others stood still with chattering teeth. Even Grabantak wavered for a moment. But it was only for a moment. Recovering himself he uttered a mighty shout; then he yelled; then he howled; then he slapped his breast and thighs; then he seized a smallish brave near him by the neck and hurled him into the sea. Having relieved his feelings thus he burst into a fit of laughter such as has never been equalled by the wildest maniac either before or since.

Suddenly he calmed, stepped up to Leo, and wrenched the rifle from his grasp.

I will do that! he cried, and held the weapon out at arms-length in front of his face with both hands; but there was no answering shot.

Why does it not bark? he demanded, turning to Leo sternly.

It will only bark at my bidding, said Leo, with a significant smile.

Bid it, then, said the chief in a peremptory tone, still holding the rifle out.

You must treat it in the right way, otherwise it will not bark. I will show you.

Having been shown how to pull the trigger, the chief tried again, but a sharp click was the only reply. Grabantak having expected a shot, he nervously dropped the rifle, but Leo was prepared, and caught it.

You must not be afraid of it; it cannot work properly if you are afraid. See, look there, he added, pointing to the conical rock on which another infatuated gull had perched himself.

Grabantak looked earnestly. His timid braves began to creep out of their holes, and directed their eyes to the same spot. While their attention was occupied Leo managed to slip a fresh cartridge into the rifle unobserved.

Now, said he, handing the rifle to the chief, try again.

Grabantak, who was not quite pleased at the hint about his being afraid, seized the rifle and held it out as before. Resolved to maintain his reputation for coolness, he said to his followers in imitation of Leo:  

Do you see that gull?

Huk! replied the warriors, with eager looks.

Leo thought of correcting his manner of taking aim, but, reflecting that the result would be a miss in any case, he refrained.

Grabantak raised the rifle slowly, as its owner had done, and frowned along the barrel. In doing so, he drew it back until the butt almost touched his face. Then he fired. There was a repetition of previous results with some differences. The gull flew away from the rock unhurt; one of the braves received the bullet in his thigh and ran off shrieking with agony, while the chief received a blow from the rifle on the nose which all but incorporated that feature with his cheeks, and drew from his eyes the first tears he had ever shed since babyhood.

That night Grabantak sat for hours staring in moody silence at the sea, tenderly caressing his injured nose, and meditating, no doubt, on things past, present, and to come.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Leo visits Flatland and sees as well as hears much to interest him there.

The result of Grabantaks meditation was that, considering the nature and wonderful weapons of the men by whom Amalatok had been reinforced, he thought it advisable to return to his own land, which was not far distant, for the purpose of adding to the force with which he meant to subjugate the men of Poloe.

We are unconquerable, he said, while conversing on the situation with Teyma, his first lieutenant, or prime minister; everybody knows that we are invincible. It is well-known that neither white men, nor yellow men,  no, nor black men, nor blue men,  can overcome the Flatlanders. We must keep up our name. It will not do to let the ancient belief die down, that one Flatlander is equal to three men of Poloe, or any other land.

The Poloe men laugh in their boots when they hear us boast in this way, said Teyma gently.

We draw attention to the curious resemblance in this phrase to our more civilised laughing in the sleeve, while we point out that the prime minister, although of necessity a man of war, was by nature a man of peace. Indeed his name, Teyma, which signifies peace, had been given him because of his pacific tendencies.

What! would you not have me defend the Flatland name? demanded Grabantak, fiercely.

No, I would have you defend only the Flatland property, replied the blunt minister.

And is not Puiröe my property? growled Grabantak, referring to the barren rock which was the cause of war.

So is that your property, said Teyma, picking up a stone, and yet I treat it thus! (He tossed it contemptuously into the sea.) Is that worth Flatlander blood? would you kill me for that? shall Eskimo wives and mothers weep, and children mourn and starve for a useless rock in the sea.

You always thwart me, Teyma, said Grabantak, trying to suppress a burst of wrath, which he was well aware his fearless minister did not mind in the least. It is true this island is not worth the shake of a puffins tail; but if we allow the Poloe men to take it

To keep it, mildly suggested Teyma, they have long had it.

Well, to keep it, if you will, continued the chief testily; will not other tribes say that the old name of the Flatlanders is dead, that the war-spirit is gone, that they may come and attack us when they please; for we cannot defend our property, and they will try to make us slaves? What! shall Flatlanders become slaves? no never, never, never! cried Grabantak, furiously, though unconsciously quoting the chorus of a well-known song.

No, never, re-echoed Teyma with an emphatic nod, yet there are many steps between fighting for a useless rock, and being made slaves.

Well then, cried Grabantak, replying to the first part of his lieutenants remark and ignoring the second, we must fight to prove our courage. As to losing many of our best men, of course we cannot help that. Then we must kill, burn, and destroy right and left in Poloeland, to prove our power. After that we will show the greatness of our forbearance by letting our enemies alone. Perhaps we may even condescend to ask them to become our friends. What an honour that would be to them, and, doubtless, what a joy!

Grabantak, said Teyma with a look and tone of solemnity which invariably overawed his chief, and made him uncomfortable, you have lived a good many years now. Did you ever make a friend of an enemy by beating him?

Of course not, said the other with a gesture of impatience.

Grabantak, you had a father.

Yes, said the chief, with solemn respect.

And he had a father.

True.

And he, too, had a father.

Well, I suppose he had.

Of course he had. All fathers have had fathers back and back into the mysterious Longtime. If not, where did our tales and stories come from? There are many stories told by fathers to sons, and fathers to sons, till they have all come down to us, and what do these stories teach us? that all fighting is bad, except what must be. Even what must be is bad  only, it is better than some things that are worse. Loss of life, loss of country, loss of freedom to hunt, and eat, and sleep, are worse. We must fight for these  but to fight for a bare rock, for a name, for a coast, for a fancy, it is foolish! and when you have got your rock, and recovered your name, and pleased your fancy, do the brave young men that are dead return? Do the maidens that weep rejoice? Do the mothers that pine revive? Of what use have been all the wars of Flatland from Longtime till now? Can you restore the mountain-heaps of kayaks, and oomiaks, and spears, and walrus-lines, from the smoke into which they vanished! Can you recall the great rivers of whale-oil from the sea into which they have been poured, or the blood of men from the earth that swallowed it? Is not war always loss, loss, loss, and never gain? Why cannot we live at peace with those who will, and fight only with those who insist on war.

Go, Teyma, stop your mouth with blubber, said the chief, rising; I am weary of you. I tell you, Amalatok shall die; Puiröe shall be mine. The tribes shall all learn to tremble at the name of Grabantak and to respect the men of Flatland.

Ay, and to love them too, I suppose, added Teyma with a facetious sneer.

Boo! replied his chief, bringing the conversation to an abrupt close by walking away.

In accordance with their chiefs resolve, the Grabantak band embarked in their kayaks next morning, the gale having moderated, and with the intention of obtaining reinforcements, paddled back to Flatland, which they reached in a couple of days.

On the voyage Leo confined himself strictly to the oars and paddles, being unwilling to let the Eskimos into the secret of the kite, until he could do so with effect, either in the way of adding to their respect for the white man and his contrivances, or of making his escape.

Now, as has been said or hinted, although Grabantaks son, Koyatuk, was a stout and tall man, he was not gifted with much brain. He possessed even less of that substance than his father, whose energy and power of muscle, coupled with indomitable obstinacy, enabled him to hold the reins of government which were his by hereditary right. Besides being a fearless man, Grabantak was respected as a good leader in war. But Koyatuk had neither the energy of his father, nor his determination. He was vacillating and lazy, as well as selfish. Hence he was not a favourite, and when, after landing at Flatland, he endeavoured to renew his claim to Oblooria, neither his father nor the people encouraged him. The timid one was therefore left with Leo and Anders, who immediately fitted up for her a separate screened-off apartment in the hut which was assigned to them in the native village.

Even Koyatuks mother did not befriend her son on this occasion. Merkut had her own reasons for proving faithless to her spoilt boy, whom on most occasions she favoured. Knowing his character well, the sturdy wife of Grabantak had made up her mind that Koyatuk should wed a young intelligent, and what you may call lumpy girl named Chukkee, who was very fond of the huge and lazy youth, and who, being herself good-natured and unselfish, would be sure to make him a good wife.

After one or two unavailing efforts, therefore, and a few sighs, the heir-apparent to the throne of Flatland ceased to trouble Oblooria, and devoted himself to his three favourite occupations  hunting, eating, and repose.

Misser Lo, whispered Anders, on the first night after landing, as they busied themselves with the partition above referred to, we scapes from dis here land very easy.

How, Anders?

Wy, yous ony got wait for nort vint, den up kite, launch boat, an  hup! away.

True, lad, but I dont want to escape just yet.

Not want to scape?

No. You see, Anders, we are now on very friendly terms with this tribe, and it seems to me that if we were to remain for a time and increase our influence, we might induce Grabantak to give up this war on which he seems to have set his heart. I have great hopes of doing something with Teyma. He is evidently a reasonable fellow, and has much power, I think, with the chief  indeed with every one. Pity that he is not to succeed Grabantak instead of that stupid Koyatuk. Besides, now I am here I must explore the land if possible. It is a pity no doubt to leave our friends, even for a short time, in ignorance of our fate, but we cant help that at present. Light the lamp, Anders, and lets see what were about.

The summer was by that time so far advanced that the sun descended a considerable way below the horizon each night, leaving behind a sweet mellow twilight which deepened almost into darkness inside the Eskimo huts. These latter, like those already described, were made of stone, and the small openings that served for windows did not let in much light at any time.

The hut which had been assigned by Grabantak to his prisoners  or visitors, for as such he now seemed to regard them  was a large roomy one, made chiefly of clay. It stood on a little mound a hundred yards or so apart from the main village of Flatland, and was probably one of the chiefs private palaces. It was oval in form  like a huge oven  about fifteen feet in diameter, and six feet in height. One-half of the floor was raised about eight inches, thus forming the breck, which served for a lounge by day, and a couch by night. Its furniture of skins, cooking-lamp, etcetera, was much the same as that of the Eskimo huts already described, except that the low tunnel-shaped entrance was very long  about twelve feet. Light was admitted by a parchment-covered hole or window, with several rents in it, as well as by various accidental holes in the roof.

When the lamp was lighted, and skins were spread on the breck, and Leo, having finished the partition, was busy making entries in a note-book, and Anders was amusing himself with a tobacco pipe  foolish man! and Oblooria was devoting herself to the lamp, from which various charming sounds and delicious smells emanated  as well as smoke  this northern residence looked far more cheerful and snug than the luxurious dwellers in civilised lands will readily believe.

I wonder, said Leo, looking up from his book after a prolonged silence, I wonder what strange sounds are those I hear.

Praps its de vint, said Anders, puffing a cloud from his lips in sleepy contentment, and glancing upwards.

When he and Leo looked at the roof of the hut it shook slightly, as if something had fallen on it.

Strange, muttered Leo, reverting to his notebook, it did not look like wind when the sun went down. It must be going to blow hard.

After a few minutes of silence Leo again looked up inquiringly.

Deres anoder squall, said Anders.

More like a sneeze than a squall. Listen; that is a queer pattering sound.

They listened, but all was silent. After a minute or so they resumed their occupations.

The sounds were, however, no mystery to those who were in the secret of them. Knowing the extreme curiosity of his countrymen, Grabantak had placed a sentinel over his guests hut, with orders to let no one go near it. The sentinel entered on his vigil with that stern sense of duty-unto-death that is supposed to animate all sentinels. At first the inhabitants of Flatland kept conscientiously away from the forbidden spot, but as the shades of night toned down the light, some of them could not resist drawing near occasionally and listening with distended eyes, ears, and nostrils, as if they expected to drink in foreign sounds at all these orifices. The sentinel grasped his spear, steeled his heart, and stood in front of the door with a look of grand solemnity worthy of the horse-guards.

At last, however, the sentinels own curiosity was roused by the eager looks of those  chiefly big boys  who drew ever nearer and nearer. Occasional sounds from the hut quickened his curiosity, and the strange smell of tobacco-smoke at last rendered it unbearable.

Slowly, sternly, as if it were part of his duty to spy, he moved to the torn window and peeped in. He was fascinated at once of course. After gazing for five minutes in rapt admiration, he chanced to withdraw his face for a moment, and then found that nine Eskimos had discovered nine holes or crevices in the hut walls, against which their fat faces were thrust, while at least half-a-dozen others were vainly searching for other peep-holes.

A scarcely audible hiss caused the rapt nine to look up. A terrible frown and a shake of the official spear caused them to retire down the slope that led to the hut.

This was the unaccountable squall that had first perplexed Leo and his comrade.

But like tigers who have tasted blood, the Flatlanders could not now be restrained.

Go! said the sentinel in a low stern voice to the retreating trespassers, whom he followed to the foot of the slope. If you come up again I will tell Grabantak, who will have you all speared and turned into whale-buoys.

The boys did not appear to care much for the threat. They were obviously buoyed up with hope.

Oh! do, do let us peep! just once! entreated several of them in subdued but eager tones.

The sentinel shook his obdurate head and raised his deadly spear.

We will make no noise, said a youth who was the exact counterpart of Benjamin Vane in all respects except colour and costume  the first being dirty yellow and the latter hairy.

The sentinel frowned worse than ever.

The Kablunets, said another of the band, entreatingly, shall hear nothing louder than the falling of a snow-flake or a bit of eider-down.

Still the sentinel was inexorable.

The Eskimos were in despair.

Suddenly Benjys counterpart turned and fled to the village on light and noiseless toe. He returned immediately with a rich, odorous, steaming piece of blubber in his hand. It was a wise stroke of policy. The sentinel had been placed there without any reference to the fact that he had not had his supper. He was ravenously hungry. Can you blame him for lowering his spear, untying his eyebrows, and smiling blandly as the held out his hand?

Just one peep, and it is yours, said the counterpart, holding the morsel behind him.

My life is in danger if I do, remonstrated the sentinel.

Your supper is in danger if you dont, said the counterpart.

It was too much for him. The sentinel accepted the bribe, and, devouring it, returned with the bribers on tiptoe to the hut, where they gazed in silent wonder to their hearts content.

Well, that beats everything, said Leo, laying down his book and pencil, but I never did hear a gale that panted and snorted as this one does. Ill go out and have a look at it.

He rose and crawled on hands and knees through the tunnel. The spies rolled off the hut with considerable noise and fled, while the sentinel resuming his spear and position, tried to look innocent.

While he was explaining to Anders why he was there, Grabantak himself walked up, accompanied by his lieutenant. They were hospitably entertained, and as Oblooria had by that time prepared a savoury mess, such as she knew the white men loved, the chief and Teyma condescended to sup with their captive-guests.

Leo had not with him the great cooking machine with which his uncle had effected so much in Poloeland, but he had a tin kettle and a couple of pannikins, with some coffee, sugar, and biscuit, which did good service in the way of conciliating, if not surprising, the chief of Flatland.

Both he and his lieutenant, moreover, were deeply interested in Anderss proceedings with the pipe.

At first they supposed he was conducting some religious ceremony, and looked on with appropriate solemnity, but, on being informed of the mistake, Grabantak smiled graciously and requested a whiff. He received one, and immediately made such a hideous face that Anders could not restrain a short laugh, whereupon the chief hit him over the head with his empty pannikin, but, after frowning fiercely, joined in the laugh.

Leo then began to question the chief about the land over which he ruled, and was told that it was a group of islands of various sizes, like the group which belonged to Amalatok, but with more islands in it; that most of these islands were flat, and covered with lakes, large and small, in which were to be found many animals, and birds as numerous almost as the stars.

Ask him from what direction these birds come, said Leo, pulling out his pocket-compass and expecting that Grabantak would point to the south; but the chief pointed to the north, then to the south, then to the east, and then to the west!

What does he mean? I dont understand him, said Leo.

The birds come from everywhere  from all round. They come here to breed, said the chief, spreading his hands round him and pointing in all directions. Then, when the young are strong and the cold season begins, they spread the wing and go away there  to every place  all round.

Anders, said Leo impressively, do you know I think we have actually arrived at the immediate region of the North Pole! What the chief says almost settles the question. This, you see, must be the warmest place in the Polar regions; the central spot around the Pole to which migratory birds flock from the south. If voyagers, crossing the Arctic circle at all parts, have observed these birds ever flying north, it follows that they must have some meeting-place near the Pole, where they breed and from which they depart in autumn. Well, according to Grabantak, this is the meeting-place, therefore this must be near the Pole! How I wish uncle were here!

Leo had been more than half soliloquising; he now looked up and burst into a laugh, for the interpreter was gazing at him with an expression of blank stupidity.

Yous kite right, Missr Lo, he said at last, with a meek smile, kite right, no doubt; only yous too clibber for me.

Well, Anders, Ill try not to be quite so clibber in future; but ask Grabantak if he will go with me on an expedition among these islands. I want very much to examine them all.

Examine them all! repeated the chief with emphasis when this was translated; tell the young Kablunet with the hard fist, that the sunless time would come and go, and the sun-season would come again, before he could go over half my lands. Besides, I have more important work to do. I must first go to Poloeland, to kill and burn and destroy. After that I will travel with Hardfist.

Hardfist, as the chief had styled him in reference to his late pugilistic achievements, felt strongly inclined to use his fists on Grabantaks skull when he mentioned his sanguinary intentions, but recalling Alfs oft-quoted words, Discretion is the better part of valour, he restrained himself. He also entered into a long argument with the savage, in the hope of converting him to peace principles, but of course in vain. The chief was thoroughly bent on destroying his enemies.

Then, in a state of almost desperate anxiety, Leo sought to turn him from his purpose by telling him about God the Father, and the Prince of Peace, and, pulling out his Bible, began to read and make Anders interpret such passages of the Word as bore most directly on his subject. While acting in this, to him, novel capacity as a teacher of Gods Word, Leo more than once lifted up his heart in brief silent prayer that the Spirit might open the heart of the savage to receive the truth. The chief and his lieutenant listened with interest and surprise. Being savages, they also listened with profound respect to the young enthusiast, but Grabantak would not give up his intention. He explained, however, that he meant first to go to the largest and most central island of his dominions, to make inquiry there of the Man of the Valley what would be the best time to set out for the war.

The Man of the Valley! asked Leo, who is that?

He is an Eskimo, replied Grabantak, with a sudden air of solemnity in his manner, whose first forefather came in the far past longtime, from nobody knows where; but this first forefather never had any father or mother. He settled among the Eskimos and taught them many things. He married one of their women, and his sons and daughters were many and strong. Their descendants inhabit the Great Isle of Flatland at the present day. They are good and strong; great hunters and warriors. The first forefather lived long, till he became white and blind. His power and wisdom lay in a little strange thing which he called buk. How it made him strong or wise no one can tell, but so it was. His name was Makitok. When he died he gave buk to his eldest son. It was wrapped up in a piece of sealskin. The eldest son had much talk with his father about this mystery-thing, and was heard to speak much about the Kablunets, but the son would never tell what he said. Neither would he unwrap the mystery-thing, for fear that its power might escape. So he wrapped it up in another piece of sealskin, and gave it to his eldest son, telling him to hand it down from son to son, along with the name Makitok. So buk has grown to be a large bundle now, and no one understands it, but every one has great reverence for it, and the Makitok now in possession is a great mystery-man, very wise; we always consult him on important matters.

Here was food for reflection to Leo during the remainder of that night, and for many hours did his sleepless mind puzzle over the mystery of Makitok, the Man of the Valley.

This sleepless condition was, not unpleasantly, prolonged by the sounds of animal life that entered his oven-like dwelling during great part of the night. Evidently great numbers of the feathered tribes were moving about, either because they meant to retire at dissipatedly late, or had risen at unreasonably early, hours. Among them he clearly distinguished the musical note of the long-tailed duck and the harsh scream of the great northern diver, while the profound calmness of the weather enabled him to hear at intervals the soft blow and the lazy plash of a white whale, turning, it might be, on his other side in his water-bed on the Arctic Sea.

Following the whales example, Leo turned round at last, buried his face in a reindeer pillow, and took refuge in oblivion.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Glorious Region Contemplated, and a Glorious Chase Planned.

Leo did not slumber long. Very early in the morning he awoke with that sensation about him which told that at that time further repose was not attainable. He therefore rose, donned the few garments which he had put off on lying down, crept through his tunnel, and emerged into the open air.

And what a vision of glorious beauty met his enraptured eyes, while the fresh sea-breeze entered, like life, into his heaving chest! It was still a profound calm. Earth, air, water, sky, seemed to be uniting in a silent act of adoration to their great Creator, while the myriad creatures therein contained were comparatively quiet in the enjoyment of His rich and varied bounties. It seemed as if the hour were too early for the strife of violent passions  too calm for the stirrings of hatred or revenge. Everything around spoke only of peace. Sitting down with his back to a sun-bathed rock, and his face to the silver sea, Leo drew out his Bible and proceeded to read the records of the Prince of Peace.

As he lifted his eyes from the words, marvellous are thy works, and that my soul knoweth right well, to the vision of beauty and life that lay before him, Leo made the words and the thought, for the first time, his own.

The prospect embraced innumerable islands of all sizes, studding like gems the gently-heaving sea. Over these, countless millions of sea-birds flew or sailed to and fro; some with the busy fluttering of activity, as if they had something to do and a mind to do it; others loitering idly on the wing, or dipping lightly on the wave, as if to bid their images good-morning. Burgomaster, yellow-legged, and pink-beaked gulls, large and small, wheeled in widening circles round him. Occasional flocks of ptarmigan, in the mixed brown and white plumage of summer, whirred swiftly over him and took refuge among the rocky heights of the interior, none of which heights rose above three hundred feet. Eider-ducks, chattering kittiwakes, and graceful tern, auks, guillemots, puffins, geese, and even swans, swarmed on the islands, far and near, while seals, whales, narwhals, dolphins, and grampuses, revelled in the sea, so that the Arctic world appeared almost overcharged with animal life.

Of course the noise of their cries and evolutions would have been great had not distance lent enchantment to sound as well as view. To Leo there seemed even a sort of restfulness in the voices of the innumerable wild-fowl. They were so far off, most of them, that the sounds fell on his ear like a gentle plaint, and even the thunderous plash of the great Greenland whale was reduced by distance to a ripple like that which fell on the shore at his feet.

While he was meditating, Anders joined him and responded heartily to his salutation, but Anders was not in a poetical frame of mind that morning. His thoughts had been already turned to an eminently practical subject.

Im tole, said he, seating himself beside our hero, dat Grabantak holds a talk bout fighting.

And a council of war, said Leo. I know what the result of that will be. When leaders like Grabantak and Amalatok decide for war, most of the people follow them like a flock of sheep. Although most of the people never saw this miserable island  this Puiröe  and know, and care, nothing about it, youll see that the Flatlanders will be quite enthusiastic after the council, and ready to fight for it to the bitter end. A very bitter end it is, indeed, to see men and women make fools of themselves about nothing, and be ready to die for the same! Will Grabantak allow us to be present at the council, think you?

Ho yis. He send me to say you muss come.

Leo was right. Nothing could surpass the impetuosity of Grabantak, except the anxiety of many of the Flatlanders to be led by the nose. Was not the point in question one of vital importance to the wellbeing of the community  indeed of the whole Arctic world? Teyma mildly asked them what was the point in question, but not a soul could tell, until Grabantak, starting up with furious energy, manufactured a point, and then explained it in language so intricate, yet so clear, that the whole council stood amazed at their never having seen it before in that light, and then said, more or less emphatically, There, thats what we thought exactly, only we could not state it so well as the great Grabantak!

After this there was no chance for Teyma and his party  and he had a party, even among northern savages,  who believed in men working hard at their own affairs and letting other people alone, as far as that was possible. But the peace-party in Arctic land was in a minority at that time, and the council broke up with shouts for Grabantak, and denunciations of death and destruction to the men of Poloeland.

But things do not always turn out as men  even wise men  arrange them. From that day, during the brief period of preparation for the setting out of an expedition to visit Makitok of Great Isle, Leo received daily visits from the Prime Minister, who was deeply interested and inquisitive about the strange thing, as he styled the Bible, which told the Kablunets about God and the Prince of Peace. Of course Leo was willing and happy to give him all the information he desired, and, in doing so, found a new and deep source of pleasure.

Teyma was not the man to hide his light under a bushel. He was a fearless outspoken counsellor, and not only sought to advance the pacific views he held, by talking to the men of his own party in private, but even propounded them in public to Grabantak himself, who, however, could not be moved, though many of his men quietly changed sides.

With all this Teyma was loyal to his chief. Whatever he did was in the way of fair and open argument. He was too loyal to help Leo when he made a certain proposal to him one day.

Teyma, said Leo, on that occasion, you have been very friendly to me. Will you do me a great favour? Will you send a young man in a kayak to Poloeland with a message from me to my people? They must think I am dead. I wish them to know that I am here, and well.

No, replied Teyma promptly; that would let the men of Poloe know that we talk of going to attack them. I do not love war. I wish to let our enemies alone, but if my chief decides for war, it is my duty to help, not to frustrate him. If we go to war with Poloeland, we must take the men of Poloe by surprise. That could not be if a young man went with your message.

Leo saw the force of this, and respected Teymas disinterested loyalty to his chief; but felt inclined to argue that, fidelity to the best interests of his country stood higher than loyalty to a chief. He refrained, however, from pressing the matter at that time.

Not so Anders. When that worthy saw that Teyma would not act, and that Leo from some inexplicable reason hesitated, he quietly took the matter into his own hands, and so wrought on the feelings of a weak but amiable youth of the tribe, that he prevailed on him to carry a message to the enemy, explaining to him earnestly that no evil, but the reverse, would result from his mission; that the Kablunets were men of peace, who would immediately come over to Flatland and put everything right in a peaceable and satisfactory manner.

Tell the white men, said Anders, that we are prisoners in Flatland  alive and well  but they must come to help us quickly.

No difficulty was experienced in sending the messenger away. There was unlimited personal freedom in Flatland. Young men frequently went off to hunt for days together at a time, without saying anything about their intentions, unless they chose; so the secret messenger set out. Thus the interpreter lighted the fuse of a mine which was eminently calculated to blow up the plans of Grabantak.

But another fuse had been lighted which, in a still more effectual manner, overturned the plans of that warlike chief.

It chanced at this time that the Flatlanders ran short of meat. Their habit was to go off on a grand hunt, gather as much meat as they could, and then come home to feast and rejoice with their families until scarcity again obliged them to hunt. Of course there were many among them whose natural activity rebelled against this lazy style of life, but the exertions of these did not suffice to keep the whole tribe supplied. Hence it came to pass, that they often began to be in want while in the midst of plenty. A grand hunt was therefore organised.

They were tired, they said, of ducks and geese and swans. They wanted a change from seals and bears, walruses and such small fry. Nothing short of a whale would serve them!

Once stirred up to the point of action, there was no lack of energy among these northern Eskimos. Kayaks, lines, and spears were got ready, and oomiaks were launched; for women and children loved to see the sport, though they did not join in it. Everywhere bustle and excitement reigned, and the hubbub was not a little increased by the agitated dogs, which knew well what was a-foot, and licked their lips in anticipation.

Of course Leo and Anders prepared to go and see the fun. So did Oblooria. It was arranged that Leo and the latter were to go in the india-rubber boat.

That vessel had been the source of deep, absorbing interest and curiosity to the natives. When our travellers landed, it had been conveyed to the side of the hut assigned them, and laid gently on the turf, where it was stared at by successive groups all day. They would have stayed staring at it all night, if they had not been forbidden by Grabantak to approach the Kablunets during the hours of repose. Leo explained its parts to them, but made no reference to its expansive and contractile properties. He also launched it and paddled about to gratify the curiosity of his new friends, but did not show them the kite, which, folded and in its cover, he had stowed away in the hut.

One night, fearing that the sun might injure the boat, Leo had squeezed the air out of it, folded it, and stowed it away in the hut beside the kite. The astonishment of the natives, when they came out next morning to stare and wonder, according to custom, was very great. Leo resolved to make a mystery of it, looked solemn when spoken to on the point, and gave evasive replies.

When, however, the time came for setting off on this grand hunt, he carried his boat, still bundled up in skins, down to the waters edge, where kayaks and oomiaks in hundreds lay ready to be launched.

The news spread like wild-fire that the Kablunet was going to act wonderfully!

Every man, woman, and child in the place hurried to the spot.

It is destroyed! exclaimed Grabantak, sadly, when he saw the boat unrolled, flat and empty, on the sand.

We shall not describe the scene in detail. It is sufficient to say that Leo did not disappoint the general expectation. He did indeed act wonderfully, filling the unsophisticated savages with unbounded surprise and admiration, while he filled the boat with air and launched it. He then stepped into it with Anders, gallantly lifted Oblooria on board, and, seizing the oars, rowed gently out to sea.

With shouts of delight the Eskimos jumped into their kayaks and followed. Their admiration was, however, a little calmed by the discovery that the kayaks could beat the Kablunet boat in speed, though the women in their oomiaks could not keep up with it. There was no emulation, however; Leo carefully refrained from racing.

He had been supplied with a long lance and a couple of spears, to which latter were attached, by thongs of walrus hide, two inflated sealskins to act as buoys. These Leo had been previously instructed how to use.

He took the kite with him on this occasion, without, however, having much expectation of being able to use it, as the calm still prevailed. It was folded of course, and fixed in its place in the bow. The natives thought it must be a spear or harpoon of strange form.

It was not long before a whale was sighted. There were plenty of these monsters about, some coming lazily to the surface to blow, others lying quite still, with their backs out of the water as if sunning themselves, or asleep.

Soon the spirit of the hunter filled each Eskimo bosom. What appeared to be an unusually large whale was observed on the horizon. Kablunets, india-rubber boats, and all less important things, were forgotten for the moment; paddles were plied with energy, and the chase began.




Chapter Twenty Five.

In which a Great Hunt is Described, a War Expedition Frustrated, and a Hero Ennobled.

Now, in a fit of unwise ambition, Anders the interpreter resolved to signalise himself, and display his valour on the occasion of this hunt. He borrowed a kayak of one of the natives, and went as an independent hunter. Leo, being quite able to row his boat alone, with Oblooria to steer, did not object.

The whale which had been selected was a thorough-going Arctic monster of the largest size, nearly a hundred feet long, which, while on his passage from the Atlantic to the Pacific through Behring Straits, had paused for a nap off the isles of Flatland.

The fleet of kayaks converged towards the fish like a flock of locusts. Despite his utmost efforts, Leo could not do more than keep up in rear of the hunters, for the sharp shuttle-like kayaks shot like arrows over the smooth sea, while his clumsier boat required greater force to propel it.

In a few minutes those Eskimos who were best paddlers crept ahead of the rest. Grabantak and his son took the lead, whether because of right or because of superior strength it was hard to say. Anders, who was a powerful fellow, and an expert canoeman, kept close alongside of them. Not content with this, he attempted to pass them; but they saw his intention, put on what sporting men call a spurt, and in a few seconds left him several yards behind.

On nearing their victim, Grabantak and Koyatuk checked their speed and got their spears ready. A few minutes later and a dozen of the followers were up and prepared to act, but they all held back  all except the excitable Anders  while the chief and his son glided cautiously towards the fish, one on either side. Suddenly each grasped a spear and drove it with all the force of both arms deep into the whales flesh. It was a rude awaking! Of course the fish dived instantly. In doing so it flung its tail on high with a superb sweep, sending tons of water, and the impatient Anders, into the air.

The interpreter came down in a cataract of spray, with his kayak doubled up but himself uninjured, while the Eskimos greeted the event with a shout of alarm. This changed into laughter when it was found that the ambitious man was none the worse for his toss; and the women in one of the oomiak; paddling quickly up, hauled the drenched and crestfallen man out of the sea. They also picked up his spear with the sealskin buoy attached. Giving him the place of honour in the bow, they put the spear in his hand, and bade him keep up heart and do better next time.

Meanwhile the whale, having got over its first surprise, and feeling the two large sealskin-floats a somewhat heavy as well as unusual drag, soon came again to the surface, not far from the spot where Leo lay on his oars, an amused as well as interested spectator of the scene.

Ho! shrieked Oblooria, whose eager little heart was easily excited. She pointed to the fish, and gazed at Leo with blazing eyes.

You may be sure our hero did not lose time. The india-rubber boat leaped over the water as if it had suddenly been endowed with life. The smart little woman carefully arranged the spear and buoy ready to hand. Several of the kayaks which chanced to be nearest to the whale rushed towards it like sword-fish; but they had no chance, Leo being so near. He did not check his speed on reaching the fish, but allowed the boat to run tilt on its back. The smooth india-rubber glided up on the slippery surface till more than half its length was on the creatures back. It was thus checked without a shock  probably unfelt by the whale.

Leo seized the spear, leaped up, and, with both hands, drove it deep into the flesh, just as the chief and his son had done. The force with which he drove it was so great that it thrust the boat back into the water. This was fortunate, for it enabled them narrowly to escape the vortex that was instantly made by the diving of the now enraged monster; a few back-strokes of the oars took them out of the sea of foam left behind.

The masterly manner in which this was done called forth shouts of admiration from the entire fleet, and it greatly surprised Leo himself, for it was the first time he had attempted to use the harpoon.

It must have been chance, he muttered to himself as he again lay on his oars awaiting the whales reappearance, a sort of happy accident. I feel convinced I could not do it so well a second time.

The fish took a longer dive on this occasion, and when he retained to the surface for another breath of air, was at a considerable distance from all parts of the fleet. The instant he was seen, however, every paddle flashed into the sea, and the kayaks darted away in pursuit. They soon came up with their victim, and another spear, with its accompanying sealskin buoy, was fixed in its side. Down it went a third time, and reappeared in quite an opposite direction from that in which it had been looked for.

This uncertainty in the movements of the whale was a matter of small moment to the occupiers of the light kayaks, but it told rather heavily on Leo in his clumsier boat. He therefore resolved to paddle gently about, take things easy, watch the progress of the chase, and trust to the chapter of accidents giving him another chance.

You see, Oblooria, he said in the Eskimo tongue, which he was picking up rapidly, its of no use my pulling wildly about in all directions, blowing myself for nothing; so well just hang off-and-on here and watch them.

As this remark called for no direct reply, Oblooria merely smiled  indeed she more than smiled  but said nothing. It is just possible that Leos rendering of the phrase off-and-on into Eskimo may have sounded ridiculous.

However this may be, the two sat there for some time, absorbed and silent spectators of the chase.

How long will they take to kill it? asked Leo when he saw Grabantak thrust somewhere about the thirty-fifth spear into the victim.

All day, answered Oblooria.

All day! repeated Leo in surprise.

If they could lance him far in, said the girl, he would die soon, but his flesh is thick and his life is deep down.

Leo relapsed into silence. The idea of remaining a mere spectator all day was distasteful to his active mind and body. He had almost made up his mind to ask one of the natives to lend him a kayak and change places, when a puff of wind sent a few cats-paws over the hitherto glassy sea.

He looked quickly in the direction whence it came, and observed a blue line on the horizon. It was a coming breeze. Ere long it touched them, blowing gently, indeed, but steadily. A glance upwards showed that it was steadier and stronger in the upper regions, and blew towards the south-east, in which direction the chase was being prosecuted with unflagging activity.

If there was only enough, muttered Leo, to take the kite up, Id soon be alongside of the whale; come, Ill try. Lend a hand, Oblooria.

The Eskimo girl had, during her voyage to Flatland, become so well acquainted with the operation of extending and setting up the kite, that she was able to lend effective assistance. In less than ten minutes it was expanded, and although Leo was nearly pulled into the water before he got fair hold of the regulator, while Oblooria was thrown down by an eccentric whisk of the tail, they managed at last to get it fairly over their heads, and soon sent it shooting upwards into the stronger air current above. Of course they began to rush over the sea at a pace that would have quickly left the best kayak in the fleet far astern, but Leo did not wish to act precipitately. He sat down in the bow to attend to the regulator, while Oblooria held the steering-oar.

Keep her away a bit, Oblooria; starboard  I mean to that side. So, we wont spoil their sport too soon.

He pulled the regulator as he spoke, and eased the pace, while the Eskimo girl, with eyes glittering from expectancy and hope, turned the boat off to the right.

Leo seemed to be meditative at first, as if uncertain how to proceed. Soon this condition of mind passed. He let go the regulator, and, taking up the long whale lance with which he had been provided, examined its blade and point. The full force of the breeze filled the kite and carried them along at not less than ten miles an hour.

Hitherto the Eskimos had been so intent on their prey that they had no eyes for anything else. Again and again had the whale been pierced by the stinging harpoons, and the number of inflated sealskins which he was obliged by that time to drag down into the deep was so great that his dives had become more frequent and much shorter. It was obvious that the perseverance of his little foes would in the end overcome his mighty strength. It was equally evident, however, that there was still a great deal of fighting power left in him, and as some of the harpoons had come out while several of the floats had broken loose, there was just a possibility that he might yet escape if not vigorously followed up.

Suddenly one of the Eskimos was seen to drop his paddle and point with both hands to the sky, uttering at the same time a cry of surprise and alarm. There was no mistaking the cry. Every paddle ceased to dip, and every eye was turned to the sky. Of course every voice gave forth a howl!

A mystery! shouted Grabantak.

An evil spirit! cried Koyatuk.

A new kind of bird! roared Teyma.

At that moment a cry louder than ever arose. Leos boat was observed coming like a narwhal over the sea, with the foam flying from its bows!

The new kind of bird, so they at first imagined, had let down a long thin tail, caught the boat of the white man, and was flying away with it!

Into the midst of them the boat rushed. They dashed aside right and left. Leo was standing in the bow. He moved not, spoke not, looked at no one, but stood up, bent a little forward, with a stern frown on his brow, his lips compressed, and the long lance held level in both hands as if in the act of charging.

Catch hold of him! yelled Grabantak as they flew past. As well might they have tried to catch a comet!

Steer a little to the left, said Leo in a low tone.

Obedient, on the instant, the girl made a sharp stroke with the oar.

Steady  so. Now, Oblooria, hold on tight for your life!

They were going straight at the whale. Leo did not dare to think of the result of his intended attack. He could not guess it. He hoped all would be well. He had no time to think of pros and cons. They were close to the victim. On it, now, sliding over its back, while the sharp lance entered its body with the full momentum of the charge,  deep down into its vitals! Blood flew out like a waterspout. The lance was torn from Leos grasp as he fell backwards. Oblooria leaped up, in wild excitement, dropped her oar, and clapped her hands. At that instant the stout traction-line snapped, and the boat remained fast, while the kite descended in a series of helpless gyrations into the sea. Next moment the whale went down in a convulsive struggle, and the boat, with its daring occupants, was whelmed in a whirlpool of blood and foam.

No cry proceeded from the Eskimos during this stupendous attack. They seemed bereft alike of voice and volition, but, on beholding the closing catastrophe, they rushed to the rescue with a united roar.

Before they could gain the spot, Leo was seen to emerge from the deep, dripping with pink and white foam like a very water-god. Oblooria followed instantly, like a piebald water-nymph. The boat had not been upset, though overwhelmed, and they had held on to it with the tenacity of a last hope.

Looking sharply round, as he gasped and swept the water from his eyes, Leo seized the oars, which, being attached to the boat, were still available, and rowed with all his might away from the approaching Eskimos as if he were afraid of being caught by them. They followed with, if possible, increased surprise at this inexplicable conduct. They made up to him; some even shot ahead of him. Poor Leo was not a moment too soon in reaching his kite, for these people were about to transfix it with their whale-harpoons, when he dashed up and ordered them to desist.

Having rescued the miserable-looking thing from the sea and hastily folded it, he placed it in the bow. Then breathing freely, he began to look about him just as the whale came again to the surface in a dying flurry. It so chanced that it came up right under Grabantaks kayak, which it tossed up end over end. This would not have been a serious matter if it had not, the next moment, brought its mighty tail down on the canoe. It then sheered off a hundred yards or so, leaped half its length out of the water, and fell over on its side with a noise like thunder and died.

Every one turned to the place where the chiefs kayak lay a complete wreck on the water. Its owner was seen swimming beside it, and was soon hauled into one of the womens oomiaks. Evidently he had been severely hurt, but he would not admit the fact. With characteristic dignity he sternly ordered the fleet to lay hold of the whale and make for the shore.

Tell him his arm is broken, said Leo that evening to Anders, after examining the chiefs hurts in the privacy of his own hut, and let him know that I am a medicine-man and will try to cure him.

Grabantak received the information with a look of anger.

Then, said he, Amalatok must live a little longer, for I cannot fight him with a broken arm. Go, he added, looking full at Leo with something like admiration, go, you have done well to-day; my young men want to make your nose blue.

The peremptory nature of the chiefs command forbade delay. Leo was therefore obliged to creep out of his hut, wondering intensely, and not a little uncomfortably, as to what having his nose made blue could mean.

He was quickly enlightened by Anders, who told him that the most successful harpooner in a whale hunt is looked on as a very great personage indeed, and is invariably decorated with what may be styled the Eskimo order of the Blue Ribbon.

Scarcely had he received this information, when he was seized by the young men and hurried into the midst of an expectant circle, where he submitted with a good grace to the ceremony. A youth advanced to him, made a few complimentary remarks, seized him by the right ear, and, with a little wet paint, drew a broad blue line across his face over the bridge of his nose. He was then informed that he had received the highest honour known to the Eskimos of the far north, and that, among other privileges, it gave him the right of marrying two wives if he felt disposed to do so! Accepting the honour, but declining the privilege, Leo expressed his gratitude for the compliment just paid him in a neat Eskimo speech, and then retired to his hut in search of much-needed repose, not a little comforted by the thought that the chiefs broken arm would probably postpone the threatened war for an indefinite period.

That night ridiculous fancies played about his deerskin pillow, for he dreamed of being swallowed by a mad whale, and whisked up to the sky by a kite with a broken arm and a blue stripe across its nose!




Chapter Twenty Six.

Tells of a Warlike Expedition and its Happy Termination.

While these stirring events were taking place in Flatland, our friends in the Island of Poloe continued to fish and hunt, and keep watch and ward against their expected enemies in the usual fashion; but alas for the poor Englishmen! All the light had gone out of their eyes; all the elasticity had vanished from their spirits. Ah! it is only those who know what it is to lose a dear friend or brother, who can understand the terrible blank which had descended on the lives of our discoverers, rendering them, for the time at least, comparatively indifferent to the events that went on around them, and totally regardless of the great object which had carried them so far into those regions of ice.

They could no longer doubt that Leo and his companions had perished, for they had searched every island of the Poloe group, including that one on which Leo and the Eskimos had found temporary refuge. Here, indeed, a momentary gleam of hope revived, when Alf found the spent cartridge-cases which his brother had thrown down on the occasion of his shooting for the purpose of impressing his captors, and they searched every yard of the island, high and low, for several days, before suffering themselves to relapse into the old state of despair. No evidence whatever remained to mark the visit of the Eskimos, for these wily savages never left anything behind them on their war-expeditions, and the storm had washed away any footprints that might have remained in the hard rocky soil.

Amalatok  who, with his son and his men, sympathised with the Englishmen in their loss, and lent able assistance in the prolonged search  gave the final death-blow to their hopes by his remarks, when Captain Vane suggested that perhaps the lost ones had been blown over the sea to Flatland.

That is not possible, said Amalatok promptly.

Why not? The distance is not so very great.

The distance is not very great, that is true, replied Amalatok. If Lo had sailed away to Flatland he might have got safely there, but Blackbeard surely forgets that the storm did not last more than a few hours. If Lo had remained even a short time on this island, would not the calm weather which followed the storm have enabled him to paddle back again to Poloe? No, he must have thought the storm was going to be a long one, and thinking that, must have tried, again to face it and paddle against it. In this attempt he has perished. Without doubt Lo and Unders and Oblooria are in the land of spirits.

Eskimos of the far north, unlike the red men of the prairies, are prone to give way to their feelings. At the mention of the timid ones name, Oolichuk covered his face with his hands and wept aloud. Poor Alf and Benjy felt an almost irresistible desire to join him. All the fun and frolic had gone completely out of the latter, and as for Alf, he went about like a man half asleep, with a strange absent look in his eyes and a perfect blank on his expressionless face. No longer did he roam the hills of Poloeland with geological hammer and box. He merely went fishing when advised or asked to do so, or wandered aimlessly on the sea-shore. The Captain and Benjy acted much in the same way. In the extremity of their grief they courted solitude.

The warm hearts of Chingatok and the negro beat strong with sympathy. They longed to speak words of comfort, but at first delicacy of feeling, which is found in all ranks and under every skin, prevented them from intruding on sorrow which they knew not how to assuage.

At last the giant ventured one day to speak to Alf. Has the Great Spirit no word of comfort for His Kablunet children? he asked.

Yes, yes, replied Alf quickly. He says, Call upon me in the time of trouble and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me.

Have you not called? asked Chingatok with a slight look of surprise.

No; I say it to my shame, Chingatok. This blow has so stunned me that I had forgotten my God.

Call now, said the giant earnestly. If He is a good and true God, He must keep His promise.

Alf did call, then and there, and the Eskimo stood and listened with bowed head and reverent look, until the poor youth had concluded his prayer with the name of Jesus.

The negros line of argument with Benjy was different and characteristically lower toned.

You muss keep up de heart, Massa Benjy. Nobody nebber knows wot may come for to pass. Praps Massa Leo he go to de Nort Pole by hisself. He was allers bery fond o takin peepil by surprise. Nebber say die, Massa Benjy, slongs ders a shot in de locker.

At any other time Benjy would have laughed at the poor cooks efforts to console him, but he only turned away with a sigh.

Two days after that the Eskimos of Poloe were assembled on the beach making preparations to go off on a seal hunt.

Is that a whale on the horizon or a walrus! asked the Captain, touching Chingatok on the arm as they stood on the edge of the sea, ready to embark.

More like a black gull, said Benjy, or a northern diver.

Chingatok looked long and earnestly at the object in question, and then said with emphasis A kayak!

One of the young men returning from a hunt, I suppose, said Alf, whose attention was aroused by the interest manifested by the surrounding Eskimos.

Not so, said Amalatok, who joined the group at the moment, the man paddles like a man of Flatland.

What! one of your enemies? cried the Captain, who, in his then state of depression, would have welcomed a fight as a sort of relief. Evidently Butterface shared his hopes, for he showed the whites of his eyes and grinned amazingly as he clenched his horny hands.

Yes  our enemies, said Amalatok.

The advanced guard of the host, said the Captain, heartily; come, the sooner we get ready for self-defence the better.

Yis, dats de word, said the negro, increasing his grin for a moment and then collapsing into sudden solemnity; we nebber fights cep in self-defence  oh no  nebber!

They come not to attack, said Chingatok quietly. Flatlanders never come except in the night when men sleep. This is but one man.

Perhaps he brings news! exclaimed Benjy, with a sudden blaze of hope.

Perhaps, echoed Alf, eagerly.

It may be so, said Chingatok.

It was not long before the question was set at rest. The approaching kayak came on at racing speed. Its occupant leaped on shore, and, panting from recent exertion, delivered his thrilling message.

Prisoners in Flatland, said the Captain at the council of war which was immediately summoned, but alive and well. Let us be thankful for that good news, anyhow; but then, they ask us to help them, quickly. That means danger.

Yes, danger! shouted Oolichuk, who, at the thought of Oblooria in the hands of his foes, felt an almost irresistible desire to jump at some of the youths of his own tribe, and kill them, by way of relieving his feelings.

Rest content, Oolichuk, cried Amalatok, with a horrible grinding of his teeth; we will tear out their hearts, and batter in their skulls, and

But, resumed the Captain hastily, I do not think the danger so great. All I would urge is that we should not delay going to their rescue

Ho! huk! hi! interrupted the whole band of assembled warriors, leaping up and going through sundry suggestive actions with knives and spears.

Does my father wish me to get the kayaks ready? asked Chingatok, who, as usual, retained his composure.

Do, my son. Let plenty of blubber be stowed in them, and war-spears, said the old chief; we will start at once.

The promptitude with which these northern Eskimos prepared for war might be a lesson to the men of civilised communities. We have already said that the sun had by that time begun to set for a few hours each day. Before it had reached the deepest twilight that night a hundred and fifty picked warriors, with their kayaks and war material, were skimming over the sea, led by the fiery old chief and his gigantic but peace-loving son. Of course Captain Vane, Benjy, Alphonse Vandervell, and Butterface accompanied them, but none of the women were allowed to go, as it was expected that the war would be a bloody one. These, therefore, with the children, were left in charge of a small body of the big boys of the tribe, with the old men.

The weather was fine, the sea smooth, and the arms of the invading host strong. It was not long before the sea that separated Poloe Island from Flatland was crossed.

Towards sunset of a calm and beautiful day they sighted land. Gently, with noiseless dip of paddle, they glided onward like a phantom fleet.

That same evening Leo and Oblooria sat by the couch of Grabantak, nursing him. The injury received by the chief from the whale had thrown him into a high fever. The irritation of enforced delay on his fiery spirit had made matters worse, and at times he became delirious. During these paroxysms it required two men to hold him down, while he indulged in wild denunciations of his Poloe foes, with frequent allusions to dread surgical operations to be performed on the body of Amalatok  operations with which the Royal College of Surgeons is probably unacquainted. Leo, whose knowledge of the Eskimo tongue was rapidly extending, sought to counteract the patients ferocity by preaching forgiveness and patience. Being unsuccessful, he had recourse to a soporific plant which he had recently discovered. To administer an overdose of this was not unnatural, perhaps, in a youthful doctor. Absolute prostration was not the precise result he had hoped for, but it was the result, and it had the happy effect of calming the spirit of Grabantak and rendering him open to conviction.

Fortunately the Flatlanders were on the look-out when the men of Poloe drew near. One of the Flatland braves was returning from a fishing expedition at the time, saw the advancing host while they were yet well out at sea, and came home at racing speed with the news.

Strange that they should come to attack us, said Teyma to Leo at the council of war which was immediately called. It has always, up to this time, been our custom to attack them.

Not so strange as you think, said Anders, who now, for the first time, mentioned the sending of the message to Poloeland.

Black looks were turned on the interpreter, and several hands wandered towards boots in search of daggers, when the prime minister interfered.

You did not well, Unders, to act without letting us know, he said with grave severity. We must now prepare to meet the men of Poloe, whether they come as friends or foes. Let the young men arm. I go to consult with our chief.

You must not consult with Grabantak, said Leo firmly. He lies limp. His backbone has no more strength than a piece of walrus line. His son must act for him at present.

Boo! exclaimed one of the warriors, with a look of ineffable contempt, Koyatuk is big enough, but he is brainless. He can bluster and look fierce like the walrus, but he has only the wisdom of an infant puffin. No, we will be led by Teyma.

This sentiment was highly applauded by the entire council, which included the entire army, indeed the whole grown-up male part of the nation; so that Koyatuk was deposed on the spot, as all incompetents ought to be, and one of the best men of Flatland was put in his place.

But if I am to lead you, said the premier firmly, it shall be to peace, not to war!

Lead us to what you like; you have brains, returned the man who had previously said boo! We know not what is best, but we can trust you.

Again the approval was unanimous.

Well, then, I accept the command until my chiefs health is restored, said Teyma, rising. Now, the council is at an end. To your huts, warriors, and get your spears ready; and to your lamps, girls. Prepare supper for our warriors, and let the allowance of each be doubled.

This latter command caused no small degree of surprise, but no audible comment was made, and strict obedience was rendered.

Leo returned to Grabantaks hut, where he found that fiery chief as limp as ever, but with some of the old spirit left, for he was feebly making uncomfortable references to the heart, liver, and other vital organs of Amalatok and all his band.

Soon afterwards that band came on in battle array, on murderous deeds intent. The Flatlanders assembled on the beach to receive them.

Leave your spears on the ground behind you, shouted Teyma to his host; advance to the waters edge, and at my signal, throw up your arms.

They have been forewarned, growled Amalatok, grinding his teeth in disappointment, and checking the advance of his fleet by holding up one hand.

No doubt, said Captain Vane, who, with Benjy, Alf, and Butterface, was close to the Poloe chief in one of the india-rubber boats, no doubt my young countryman, having sent a message, expected us. Surely  eh! Benjy, is not that Leo standing in front of the rest with another man?

The Captain applied his binocular telescope to his eyes as he spoke.

Yes, its him  thank God! and I see Anders too, quite plainly, and Oblooria!

Are they bound hand and foot? demanded Amalatok, savagely.

No, they are as free as you are. And the Eskimos are unarmed, apparently.

Ha! that is their deceit, growled the chief. The Flatlanders were always sly; but they shall not deceive us. Braves, get ready your spears!

May it not be that Leo has influenced them peacefully, my father? suggested Chingatok.

Not so, my son, said the chief savagely. Grabantak was always sly as a white fox, fierce as a walrus, mean as a wolf, greedy as a black gull, contemptible as

The catalogue of Grabantaks vices was cut short by the voice of Teyma coming loud and strong over the sea.

If the men of Poloe come as friends, let them land. The men of Flatland are about to feed, and will share their supper. If the men of Poloe come as foes, still I say let them land. The braves of Flatland have sharpened their spears!

Teyma threw up both hands as he finished, and all his host followed suit.

For a moment or two the Poloese hesitated. They still feared deception. Then the voice of Leo was heard loud and clear.

Why do you hesitate? come on, uncle, suppers getting cold. Weve been waiting for you a long time, and are all very hungry!

This was received with a shout of laughter by the Englishmen, high above which rose a wild cheer of joy from Benjy. Amalatok swallowed his warlike spirit, laid aside his spear, and seized his paddle. Chingatok gave the signal to advance, and, a few minutes later, those warriors of the north  those fierce savages who, probably for centuries, had been sworn hereditary foes  were seated round the igloe-lamps, amicably smearing their fingers and faces with fat, as they feasted together on chops of the walrus and cutlets of the polar bear.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Great Discovery.

Friendly relations having been established between the Flatlanders and the Poloese, both nations turned their attention to the arts of peace.

Among other things, Captain Vane and his party devoted themselves once more, with renewed energy, to the pursuit of discovery and scientific investigation. An expedition was planned to Great Isle, not now for the purpose of consulting Makitok, the oracle, as to the best time for going to war, but to gratify the wishes of Captain Vane, who had the strongest reason for believing that he was in the immediate neighbourhood of the Pole.

Blackbeard says he must be very near nothing now, observed Chingatok to Anders the day after their arrival.

Near nothing! exclaimed Teyma, who was sitting close by.

Of course the giant explained, and the premier looked incredulous.

I wish I had not left my sextant behind me in the hurry of departure, said the Captain that evening to Leo. But we came off in such hot haste that I forgot it. However, Ill ask Amalatok to send a young man back for it. Im persuaded we cannot now be more than a few miles distant from our goal.

I quite agree with you, uncle, for when I looked at the north star last night it seemed to me as directly in the zenith as it was possible to imagine.

Ay, lad; but the unaided eye is deceptive. A few miles of difference cannot be distinguished by it. When did the Pole star become visible?

Only last night; I fancied I had made it out the night before, but was not quite sure, the daylight, even at the darkest hour, being still too intense to let many of the stars be seen.

Well, we shall see. I am of opinion that we are still between twenty and forty miles south of the Pole. Meanwhile, Ill induce Teyma to get up an expedition to the island of this Maki-what?

Tok, said Leo; Makitok. Everything almost ends in tok or tuk hereabouts.

Who, and what, is this man? asked the Captain.

No one seems to know precisely. His origin has been lost in the mists of antiquity. His first forefather  so tradition styles him  seems, like Melchisedec, to have had no father or mother, and to have come from no one knows where. Anyhow he founded a colony in Great Isle, and Makitok is the present head of all the families.

Leo then explained about the mystery-thing called buk, which was wrapped up in innumerable pieces of sealskin.

Strange, said the Captain, passing strange. All you tell me makes me the more anxious to visit this man of the valley. You say there is no chance of Grabantak being able to take the reins of government again for a long time?

None. He has got a shake that will keep him helpless for some time to come. And this is well, for Teyma will be ready to favour any project that tends towards peace or prosperity.

Now, while preparations for the northern expedition were being made, our friend Oolichuk went a-wooing. And this is the fashion in which he did it.

Arraying himself one day, like any other lovesick swain, in his best, he paid a ceremonial visit to Oblooria, who lived with Merkut, the wife of Grabantak, in a hut at the eastern suburb of the village. Oolichuks costume was simple, if not elegant. It consisted of an undercoat of bird-skins, with the feathers inwards; bearskin pantaloons with the hair out; an upper coat of the grey seal; dogskin socks and sealskin boots.

That young Eskimo did not visit his bride empty-handed. He carried a bundle containing a gift  skins of the young eider-duck to make an undergarment for his lady-love, two plump little auks with which to gratify her palate, and a bladder of oil to wash them down and cause her heart to rejoice.

Good fortune favoured this brave man, for he met Oblooria at a lonely part of the shore among the boulders.

Romance lies deep in the heart of an Eskimo  so deep that it is not perceptible to the naked eye. Whatever the Poloe warrior and maiden felt, they took care not to express in words. But Oolichuk looked unutterable things, and invited Oblooria to dine then and there. The lady at once assented with a bashful smile, and sat down on a boulder. Oolichuk sat down beside her, and presented the bundle of under-clothing.

While the lady was examining this with critical eyes, the gentleman prepared the food. Taking one of the auks, he twisted off its head, put his forefinger under the integuments of the neck, drew the skin down backwards, and the bird was skinned. Then he ran his long thumb-nail down the breast and sliced off a lump, which he presented to the lady with the off-hand air of one who should say, If you dont want it you may let it alone!

Raw though the morsel was, Oblooria accepted it with a pleased look, and ate it with relish. She also accepted the bladder, and, putting it to her lips, pledged him in a bumper of oil.

Oolichuk continued this process until the first auk was finished. He then treated the second bird in the same manner, and assisted his lady-love to consume it, as well as the remainder of the oil. Conversation did not flow during the first part of the meal, but, after having drunk deeply, their lips were opened and the feast of reason began. It consisted chiefly of a running commentary by the man on the Kablunets and their ways, and appreciative giggles on the part of the woman; but they were interrupted at the very commencement by the sudden appearance of one of the Kablunets sauntering towards them.

They rose instantly and rambled away in opposite directions, absorbed in contemplation  the one of the earth, and the other of the sky.

Three days after that, Captain Vane and his party approached the shores of Great Isle. It was low like the other islands of Flatland, but of greater extent, insomuch that its entire circumference could not be seen from its highest central point. Like the other islands it was quite destitute of trees, but the low bush was luxuriantly dense, and filled, they were told, with herds of reindeer and musk-oxen. Myriads of wild-fowl  from the lordly swan to the twittering sandpiper  swarmed among its sedgy lakelets, while grouse and ptarmigan were to be seen in large flocks on its uplands. The land was clothed in mosses and grasses of the richest green, and decked with variegated wild-flowers and berries.

The voyagers were received with deep interest and great hospitality by the inhabitants of the coast, who, it seemed, never quarrelled with the neighbouring islanders or went to war.

Makitok dwelt in the centre of the island. Thither they therefore went the following day.

It was afternoon when they came to the valley in which dwelt the angekok, or, as Red Indians would have styled him, the medicine-man.

It was a peculiar valley. Unlike other vales it had neither outlet or inlet, but was a mere circular basin or depression of vast extent, the lowest part of which was in its centre. The slope towards the centre was so gradual that the descent was hardly perceived, yet Captain Vane could not resist the conviction that the lowest part of the vale must be lower than the surface of the sea.

The rich luxuriance of herbage in Great Isle seemed to culminate in this lovely vale. At the centre and lowest part of the valley, Makitok, or rather Makitoks forefathers, had built their dwelling. It was a hut, resembling the huts of the Eskimos. No other hut was to be seen. The angekok loved solitude.

Beside the hut there stood a small truncated cone about fifteen feet high, on the summit of which sat an old white-bearded man, who intently watched the approaching travellers.

Behold  Makitok! said Teyma as they drew near.

The old man did not move. He appeared to be over eighty years of age, and, unlike Eskimos in general, had a bushy snow-white beard. The thin hair on his head was also white, and his features were good.

Our travellers were not disappointed with this strange recluse, who received them with an air of refinement and urbanity so far removed from Eskimo manners and character, that Captain Vane felt convinced he must be descended from some other branch of the human family. Makitok felt and expressed a degree of interest in the objects of the expedition which had not been observed in any Eskimo, except Chingatok, and he was intelligent and quick of perception far before most of those who surrounded him.

And what have you to say about yourself? asked the captain that evening, after a long animated conversation on the country and its productions.

I have little to say, replied the old man, sadly. There is no mystery about my family except its beginning in the long past.

But is not all mystery in the long past? asked the Captain.

True, my son, but there is a difference in my mystery. Other Eskimos can trace back from son to father till they get confused and lost, as if surrounded by the winter-fogs. But when I trace back  far back  I come to one man  my first father, who had no father, it is said, and who came no one knows from where. My mind is not confused or lost; it is stopped!

Might not the mystery-bundle that you call buk explain matters? asked Alf.

When this was translated, the old man for the first time looked troubled.

I dare not open it, he said in an undertone, as if speaking to himself. From father to son we have held it sacred. It must grow  ever grow  never diminish!

Its a pity he looks at it in that light, remarked Leo to Benjy, as they lay down to sleep that night. I have no doubt that the man whom he styles first father wrapped up the thing, whatever it is, to keep it safe, not to make a mystery of it, and that his successors, having begun with a mistaken view, have now converted the re-wrapping of the bundle by each successive heir into a sacred obligation. However, we may perhaps succeed in overcoming the old fellows prejudices. Good-night, Benjy.

A snore from Benjy showed that Leos words had been thrown away, so, with a light laugh, he turned over, and soon joined his comrade in the land of dreams.

For two weeks the party remained on Great Isle, hunting, shooting, fishing, collecting, and investigating; also, we may add, astonishing the natives.

During that period many adventures of a more or less exciting nature befell them, which, however, we must pass over in silence. At the end of that time, the youth who had been sent for the Captains sextant and other philosophical instruments arrived with them all  thermometers, barometers, chronometers, wind and water gauges, pendulums, etcetera, safe and sound.

As the instruments reached Cup Valley, (so Benjy had styled Makitoks home), in the morning, it was too early for taking trustworthy observations. The Captain therefore employed the time in erecting an observatory. For this purpose he selected, with Makitoks permission, the truncated cone close to the recluses dwelling. Here, after taking formal possession and hoisting the Union Jack, he busied himself, in a state of subdued excitement, preparing for the intended observations.

Ill fix the latitude and longitude in a few hours, he said. Meantime, Leo, you and Benjy had better go off with the rifle and fetch us something good for dinner.

Leo and Benjy were always ready to go a-hunting. They required no second bidding, but were soon rambling over the slopes or wading among the marshes of the island in pursuit of game.

Leo carried his repeater; Benjy the shot-gun. Both wore native Eskimo boots as long as the leg, which, being made of untanned hide, are, when soaked, thoroughly waterproof. (See Note.)

Oolichuk and Butterface carried the game-bags, and these were soon filled with such game as was thought best for food. Sending them back to camp with orders to empty the bags and return, Leo and Benjy took to the uplands in search of nobler game. It was not difficult to find. Soon a splendid stag was shot by Leo and a musk-ox by Benjy.

Not long after this, the bag-bearers returned.

You shoots mos awful well, Massas, said Butterface; but its my pinion dat you bof better go home, for Captain Vane he go mad!

What dyou mean, Butterface? asked Leo.

I mean dat de Cappn hes hoed mad, or suffin like it, an Massa Alf not mush better.

A good deal amused and surprised by the negros statement, the two hunters hastened back to Makitoks hut, where they indeed found Captain Vane in a state of great excitement.

Well, uncle, whats the news? asked Leo; found your latitude higher than you expected?

Higher! exclaimed the Captain, seizing his nephew by both hands and shaking them. Higher! I should think so  couldnt be higher. Theres neither latitude nor longitude here, my boy! Ive found it! Come  come up, and Ill show you the exact spot  the North Pole itself!

He dragged Leo to the top of the truncated cone on which he had pitched his observatory.

There, look round you, he cried, taking off his hat and wiping the perspiration from his brow.

Well, uncle, where is it? asked Leo, half-amused and half-sceptical.

Where! why, dont you see it? No, of course you dont. Youre looking all round it, lad. Look down,  down at your feet. Leonard Vandervell, he added, in sudden solemnity, youre on it! youre standing on the North Pole now!

Leo still looked incredulous.

What I you dont believe? Convince him, Alf.

Indeed it is true, said Alf; we have been testing and checking our observations in every possible manner, and the result never varies more than a foot or two. The North Pole is at this moment actually under our feet.

As we have now, good reader, at last reached that great point of geographical interest which has so long perplexed the world and agitated enterprising man, we deem this the proper place to present you with a map of Captain Vanes discoveries.

And so, said Benjy with an injured look, the geography books are right after all; the world is a little flattened at the Poles like an orange. Well, I never believed it before, and I dont believe yet that its like an orange.

But it is more than flattened, Benjy, said Leo; dont you see it is even hollowed out a little, as if the spinning of the world had made a sort of whirlpool at the North Pole, and no doubt there is the same at the South.

Chingatok, who was listening to the conversation, without of course understanding it, and to whom the Captain had made sundry spasmodic remarks during the day in the Eskimo tongue, went that night to Amalatok, who was sitting in Makitoks hut, and said  

My father, Blackbeard has found it!

Found what, my son?  his nothing  his Nort Pole?

Yes, my father, he has found his Nort Pole.

Is he going to carry it away with him in his soft wind-boat? asked the old chief with a half-humorous, half-contemptuous leer.

And, continued Chingatok, who was too earnest about the matter to take notice of his fathers levity, his Nort Pole is something after all! It is not nothing, for I heard him say he is standing on it. No man can stand on nothing; therefore his Nort Pole which he stands on must be something.

He is standing on my outlook. He must not carry that away, remarked Makitok with a portentous frown.

Boh! exclaimed Amalatok, rising impatiently. I will not listen to the nonsense of Blackbeard. Have I not heard him say that the world stands on nothing, spins on nothing, and rolls continually round the sun? How can anything spin on nothing? And as to the sun, use your own eyes. Do you not see that for a long time it rolls round the world, for a long time it rolls in a circle above us, and for a long time it rolls away altogether, leaving us all in darkness? My son, these Kablunets are ignorant fools, and you are not much better for believing them. Boo! I have no patience with the nonsense talk of Blackbeard.

The old chief flung angrily out of the hut, leaving his more philosophic son to continue the discussion of the earths mysteries with Makitok, the reputed wizard of the furthest possible north.



Note. The writer has often waded knee-deep in such boots, for hours at a time, on the swampy shores of Hudsons Bay, without wetting his feet in the slightest degree.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Tells, among other Things, of a Notable Discovery.

Soon after this, signs of approaching winter began to make their appearance in the regions of the North Pole. The sun, which at first had been as a familiar friend night and day, had begun to absent himself not only all night, but during a large portion of each day, giving sure though quiet hints of his intention to forsake the region altogether, and leave it to the six months reign of night. Frost began to render the nights bitterly cold. The birds, having brought forth and brought up their young, were betaking themselves to more temperate regions, leaving only such creatures as bears, seals, walruses, foxes, wolves, and men, to enjoy, or endure, the regions of the frigid zone.

Suddenly there came a day in October when all the elemental fiends and furies of the Arctic circle seemed to be let loose in wildest revelry. It was a turning-point in the Arctic seasons.

By that time Captain Vane and his party had transported all their belongings to Great Isle, where they had taken up their abode beside old Makitok. They had, with that wizards permission, built to themselves a temporary stone hut, as Benjy Vane facetiously said, on the very top of the North Pole itself; that is, on the little mound or truncated cone of rock, in the centre of the Great Isle, on which they had already set up the observatory, and which cone was, in very truth, as nearly as possible the exact position of that long-sought-for imaginary point of earth as could be ascertained by repeated and careful observations, made with the best of scientific instruments by thoroughly capable men.

Chingatok and his father, with a large band of their followers and some of their women, had also encamped, by permission, round the Pole, where, in the intervals of the chase, they watched, with solemn and unflagging interest, the incomprehensible doings of the white men.

The storm referred to began with heavy snow  that slow, quiet, down-floating of great flakes which is so pleasant, even restful, in its effect on the senses. At first it seemed as if a golden haze were mixed with the snowfall, suggesting the idea that the suns rays were penetrating it.

Most beautiful! said Leo, who sat beside the Captain and his friends on the North Pole enjoying the view through the open doorway of the hut, and sipping a cup of coffee.

It reminds me, said Alf, of Buzzbys lines:  

The snowflakes falling softly

In the mornings golden prime,

Suggestive of a gentle touch

And the silent flight of Time.

Behold a more powerful reminder of the flight of Time! said Benjy, pointing to the aged Makitok, who, with white beard and snow-besprinkled person, came slowly towards them like the living embodiment of Old Father Christmas.

Come, said Leo, hastening to assist the old man, let me help you up the Pole.

Leo, and indeed all the party, had fallen in with Benjys humour, and habitually referred thus to their mound.

Why comes the ancient one here through the snow? said Captain Vane, rising and offering Makitok his seat, which was an empty packing-case. Surely my friend does not think we would forget him? Does not Benjy always carry him his morning cup of coffee when the weather is too bad for him to come hither?

Truly, returned the old man, sitting down with a sigh, the Kablunets are kind. They never forget. Bunjee never fails to bring the cuffy, though he does sometimes pretend to forget the shoogre, till I have tasted it and made a bad face; then he laughs and remembers that the shoogre is in his pouch. It is his little way. But I come not to-day for cuffy; I come to warn. There is danger in the air. Blackbeard must take his strange things, (thus he referred to the philosophical instruments), away from here  from  ha!  from Nort Pole, and put them in my hut, where they will be safe.

The Captain did not at once reply. Turning to his companions he said  

I see no particular reason to fear this danger in the air. Ill go and consult Chingatok or his father on the point.

The ancient one, as you call him, said Benjy, seems to be growing timid with age.

The youthful one, retorted the Captain, seems to be growing insolent with age. Go, you scamp, and tell Amalatok I want to speak with him.

Whatever faults our young hero had, disobedience was not one of them. He rose promptly, and soon returned with the chief of Poloeland.

Amalatok confirmed the wizards opinions, and both opinions were still more powerfully confirmed, while he was speaking, by a gust of wind which suddenly came rushing at them as if from all points of the compass, converging at the Pole and shooting upwards like a whirlwind, carrying several hats of the party with volumes of the now wildly agitated snow up into the sky.

There was no room for further hesitation.

Why, Massa Bunjay, I thought my woolly scalp he hoed up long wid my hat! cried Butterface, leaping up in obedience to the Captains hurried order to look sharp and lend a hand.

In a short time all the instruments were removed from the observatory and carefully housed in Makitoks hut. Even while they were thus engaged the storm burst on them with excessive violence. The snow which had been falling so softly, was caught up by the conflicting winds and hurled high into the air, or driven furiously over the valley in all directions, for the gale did not come from any fixed quarter; it rose and swooped and eddied about, driving the snow-drift now here, now there, and shrieking as if in wild delight at the chaotic havoc it was permitted to play.

Confusion worse confounded! gasped Leo, as he staggered past Alf with the last load on his shoulder.

And yet there must be order everywhere, observed Chingatok, when, after all were safely housed in Makitoks hut that evening, he heard Leo repeat that sentiment.

Why do you think so, Chingatok? asked the Captain with some curiosity.

Because there is order even in my hut, returned the giant. Pingasuk, (referring to his wife), keeps all things in perfect order. Is the World-Maker less wise than Pingasuk? Sometimes, no doubt, when Pingasuk is cooking, or arranging, things may seem in disorder to the eye of my little boy Meltik and the small one, (referring to baby), but when Meltik and the small one grow older and wiser, they will see that it is not so.

While Chingatok was speaking, a gust of wind more furious than ever struck the hut and shook it to its foundations. At the same time a loud rumbling sound was heard outside. Most of the men leaped up, caught hold of spears or knives, and rushed out. Through the driving drift they could just see that the observatory, which was a flimsy structure, had been swept clean away, and that the more solid hut was following it. Even as they gazed they saw its roof caught up, and whirled off as if it had been a scroll of paper. The walls fell immediately after, and the stones rolled down the rocky cone with a loud rattling, which was partially drowned by the shrieking of the tempest.

For three days the storm lasted. During that time it was almost impossible to show face in the open air. On the night of the third day the fury of the wind abated. Then it suddenly became calm, but when Butterface opened the door, and attempted to go out, he found himself effectually checked by a wall of snow. The interior of the hut was pitch dark, and it was not until a lamp had been lighted that the party found they were buried alive!

To dig themselves out was not, however, a difficult matter. But what a scene presented itself to their view when they regained the upper air! No metamorphosis conceived by Ovid or achieved by the magic lantern; no pantomimic transformation; no eccentricity of dreamland ever equalled it! When last seen, the valley was clothed in all the rich luxuriance of autumnal tints, and alive with the twitter and plaintive cry of bird-life. Now it was draped in the pure winding-sheet of winter, and silent in the repose of Arctic death. Nothing almost was visible but snow. Everything was whelmed in white. Only here and there a few of the sturdier clumps of bushes held up their loads like gigantic wedding-cakes, and broke the universal sameness of the scene. One raven was the only living representative of the birds that had fled. It soared calmly over the waste, as if it were the wizard who had wrought the change, and was admiring its work.

Winter is upon us fairly now, friends, said Captain Vane as he surveyed the prospect from the Pole, which was itself all but buried in the universal drift, and capped with the hugest wedding-cake of all; we shall have to accommodate ourselves to circumstances, and prepare for the campaign.

I suppose the first thing we shall have to do is to build a snow-house, said Benjy, looking ruefully round, for, as usual, he was depressed by first appearances.

Just so, Benjy; and the sooner we go to work the better.

Now, the reader must not hastily conclude that we are about to inflict on him or her a detailed narrative of a six months residence at the North Pole. We have no such fell design. Much though there is to tell,  much of suffering, more of enjoyment, many adventures, numerous stirring incidents, and not a few mishaps  we shall pass over the most of it in total silence, and touch only on those points which are worthy of special notice.

Let us leap, then, into the very middle of the Arctic winter. It is continuously dark now. There is no day at all at the Pole; it is night all round. The last glimmer of the departing sun left them months ago; the next glimmer of his return will not reach them for months to come. The northern Eskimos and their English visitors were well aware of that, nevertheless there was nothing of gloom or depressed spirits among them. They were too busy for that. Had not meat to be procured, and then consumed? Did not the procuring involve the harnessing of dogs in sledges, the trapping of foxes and wolves, the fighting of walruses, the chasing of polar bears; and did not the consuming thereof necessitate much culinary work for the women, much and frequent attention and labour on the part of the whole community, not to mention hours, and sometimes days, of calm repose?

Then, as to light, had they not the Aurora Borealis, that mysterious shimmering in the northern sky which has puzzled philosophers from the beginning of time, and is not unlikely to continue puzzling them to the end? Had they not the moon and the stars, which latter shone with a brilliancy almost indescribable, and among them the now doubly interesting Pole star, right overhead, with several new and gorgeous constellations unknown to southern climes?

Besides all this, had not Captain Vane his scientific investigations, his pendulum experiments, his wind-gauging, his ozone testing, his thermometric, barometric, and chronometric observations, besides what Benjy styled his kiteometric pranks? These last consisted in attempts to bring lightning down from the clouds by means of a kite and cord, and in which effort the Captain managed to knock himself down, and well-nigh shattered the North Pole itself in pieces!

Moreover, had not Leo to act the part of physician and surgeon to the community? a duty which he fulfilled so well that there never had been before that time such a demand for physic in Flatland, and, it is probable, there never will be so many sick people there again. In addition to this, Leo had to exercise his marvellous powers as a huntsman. Benjy, of course, played his wonted rôle of mischief-maker and jack-of-all-trades to the entire satisfaction of everybody, especially on that great occasion when he succeeded in killing a polar bear single-handed, and without the aid of gun or spear or any lethal weapon whatever;  of which great event, more hereafter. Anders, the southern Eskimo, made himself generally agreeable, and Butterface became a prime favourite, chiefly because of his inexhaustible fund of fun and good humour, coupled with his fine musical qualities.

We have not said much on this latter point hitherto, because we have been unwilling to overwhelm the reader with too sudden a disclosure of that marvellous magazine of power which was latent in our band of heroes; but we feel it to be our duty now to state that the negro sang his native melodies with such pathos that he frequently reduced, (perhaps we should say elevated), the unsophisticated Eskimos to floods of tears, and sometimes to convulsions of laughter. As, at Benjys suggestion, he sometimes changed his moods abruptly, the tears often mingled with the convulsions, so as to produce some vivid illustrations of Eskimo hysteria.

But Butterfaces strong point was the flute! No one who had not witnessed it could adequately conceive the poutings of thick red lips and general contortions of black visage that seemed necessary in order to draw the tones out of that simple instrument. The agonies of expression, the hissing of wind, and the turning up of whites of large black eyes,  it is past belief! The fruitless efforts of the Eskimos to imitate him were as nothing to the great original, and their delight at the sound was only equalled by their amazement at the sight.

Alf assisted the Captain scientifically and otherwise. Of course he was compelled, during the long winter, to lay aside his geological hammer and botanical box; but, then, had he not the arrangement and naming of his specimens? His chief work, however, was to act the unwonted, and, we may add, unexpected work of a lawgiver.

This duty devolved on him thus:

When Grabantak recovered health  which he was very long in doing  his spirit was so far subdued that he agreed  somewhat sulkily, it is true  to all that his prime minister had done while he held the reins of government. Then he was induced to visit Great Isle, where he was introduced to his mortal foe Amalatok, whom he found to be so much a man after his own heart that he no longer sighed for the extraction of his spinal marrow or the excision of his liver, but became a fast friend, and was persuaded by Alf to agree to a perpetual peace. He also took a great fancy to Chingatok, who begged of Alf to read to the chief of Flatland some of the strange and new ideas contained in his little book.

Alf willingly complied, and for hours these northern savages sat in rapt attention listening to the Bible story.

My son, said Grabantak one evening to Chingatok, if we are henceforth to live in peace, why not unite and become one nation?

Why not? echoed Chingatok.

When Amalatok and Makitok heard the question propounded, they also said, Why not? and, as nobody objected, the thing was settled off-hand then and there.

But, said the prime minister of Flatland, starting a difficulty, who is to be greatest chief?

Amalatok, on whose mind the spirit of Christianity had been gradually making an impression, said promptly, Let Grabantak be chief. He is wise in council and brave in war.

Grabantak had instantly jumped to the conclusion that he ought to be greatest chief, and was about to say so, when Amalatoks humility struck him dumb. Recovering himself he replied  

But there is to be no mere war! and I have been a warrior. No, let Amalatok be great chief. He is old, and wisdom lies with age.

I am not so sure of that! muttered Captain Vane to himself in English; then to the giant in Eskimo, What says Chingatok?

May I speak, my father? said the giant, dutifully, to Amalatok.

You may speak, my son.

Then, continued Chingatok, I would advise that there should be three chiefs, who shall be equal  my father, Grabantak, and Makitok. Let these consult about our affairs. Let the people appoint twelve men to hold council with them, and what the most of them agree to shall be done.

After some further talk this compromise was agreed to.

But the laws of Poloeland and those of Flatland are different, said Amalatok, starting another objection. We must have the same laws.

My brother chief is wise, said Grabantak. Let us have new laws, and let that wise young Kablunet, Alf, make them.

Both my brother chiefs are wise, said Makitok. Let it be done, and let him take the laws out of the little thing that speaks to him. (Thus they referred to the Bible, having no word in their language by which to name it.)

Great was the surprise of Alf at the honour and labour thus thrust upon him, but he did not shrink from it. On the contrary, he set to work at once with notebook and pencil, and set down the two Great Commandments: Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind; and, Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself, as the first law in the new code. He set down as the second the golden rule, Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them.

Proceeding from these as a basis, he worked his way gradually down the code till he had embraced nearly all the possibilities of Eskimo life  a work which kept him busy all the winter, and was not quite finished when time and tide obliged him and his companions to quit the land.

Now, not long after this eventful council, Benjy Vane burst rather irreverently into his fathers hut with excited looks, holding what looked like an old book in his hand.

What have you got there, lad?

Ive got it at last, father! You know Ive been trying to wheedle old Makitok into letting me open his mysterious bundle. Well, I prevailed on him to let me do it this afternoon. After unrolling bundle after bundle, I came at last to the centre, and found that it contained nothing whatever but this book, wrapped up in an old cotton pocket-handkerchief. The book is very old, father. See, 1611 on the first page. I did not take time to glance at more than that, but brought it straight away to you.

Hand it over, Benjy, said the Captain eagerly. This accounts for the mysterious buk that weve heard so much about.

He received the little book with a look of tender curiosity and opened it carefully, while Leo, Alf, and his son looked on over his shoulder.

1611, sure enough, he said, though not very legible. The characters are queer, too. Try, Alf, what you can make of it.

Alf took the book. As he did so old Makitok entered, somewhat anxious as to what they were doing with his treasure. Being quieted by the Captain with a draught of cold tea, and made to sit down, the examination of the book proceeded.

It is much worn, and in places is almost illegible, as might be expected, said Alf. Let me see. Coast of Labrador, (something illegible here), 1611. This day the mutineers took possess ... (cant make out what follows), and put Captain Hudson, with his son, myself, the carpenter, and five sick men into the dinghy, casting us, (blank), with some, (blank), and one cask of water. I begin this diary to-day. It may never be seen by man, but if it does fall into the hands of any one who can read it, he will do a service to ... by conveying ... England.  John Mackintosh, seaman.

Can it be possible? said Alf, looking up from the relic with an expression of deep solemnity, that we have found a record of that great Arctic explorer, the unfortunate Henry Hudson?

It seems like it, Alf; read on, said Leo, eagerly.

We will not further trouble the reader with Alfs laboured deciphering of this curious and ancient notebook, which was not only stained and worn, but in many places rudely torn, as if its owner had seen much hard service. We will merely run over a few of the chief points which it cleared up. Unfortunately, it threw no additional light on the fate of poor Hudson. Many of the first pages of the book which no doubt treated of that, had been destroyed and the legible portion began in the middle of a record of travelling with a sledge-party of Eskimos to the north of parallel 85 degrees 20 minutes  a higher northern latitude, it will be observed, than had been reached by any subsequent explorer except Captain Vane. No mention being made of English comrades, the presumption remained that they had all been killed or had died  at all events that Mackintosh had been separated from them, and was the only survivor of the party travelling with the Eskimos.

Further on the journal, which was meagre in detail, and kept in the dry form of a log-book, spoke of having reached a far northern settlement. Reference was also made to a wife and family, leading to the conclusion that the seaman had permanently cast in his lot with the savages, and given up all hope of returning to his native land.

One sentence near the end caused a considerable sensation, and opened their eyes to a fact which they might have guessed if they had not been too much taken up with the spelling out of the faded pencilling to think of it at first.

Alf read it with difficulty. It ran thus:  

Another boy born to-day. His name is Igluk. It is only the eldest boy of a family, in this tribe, who bears his fathers surname. My eldest alone goes by the name of Mackintosh. His eldest will bear the same name, and so on. But these Eskimos make a sad mess of it. I doubt if my Scotch kinsmen would recognise us under the name of Makitok which is the nearest

Makitok! shouted Benjy, gazing open-eyed at the white-bearded wizard, who returned the gaze with some astonishment.

Why, old boy, cried the boy, jumping up and seizing the wizards hand, youre a Scotsman!

So he is, said the Captain with a look of profound interest.

And I say, continued Benjy, in a tone so solemn that the eyes of all the party were turned on him, we did find him sitting on the North Pole!

And what of that, you excitable goose? said the Captain.

Goose, father! Am I a goose for recognising the fulfilment of an ancient prophecy? Has it not been a familiar saying, ever since I was born, that when the North Pole was discovered, a Scotsman would be found sitting on the top of it?

Unfortunately, Ben, returned Alf with a laugh, the same prophecy exists in other lands. Among the Germans, I believe, it is held that a Bohemian and a Jew will be found on the top of it.

That only confirms the correctness of prophecy in general, retorted Benjy, for this man unites all these in his own person. Does not this notebook prove him to be a Scot? Have we not just found him? which proves him to be one of a lost tribe  in other words, a Jew; and, surely, youll admit that, in appearance at least, he is Bohemian enough for the settlement of any disputed question. Yes, hes a Scotch Bohemian Jew, or Im a Dutchman.

This discovery seemed almost too much for Benjy. He could not think or talk of anything else the remainder of that day.

Among other things he undertook to explain to Makitok something of his origin and antecedents.

Ancient one, he said earnestly, through the medium of Anders, when he had led the old man aside privately, you come of a grand nation. They are called Scots, and are said to be remarkably long-headed and wonderfully cautious. Great warriors, but greater at the arts of peace. And the fellow you call your first father was a Mackintosh, (probably chief of all the Mackintoshes), who sailed nearly 270 years ago to search for this very North Pole that we have got hold of at last. But your first father was not the leader, old boy. He was only a seaman. The leader was Henry Hudson  a man who ranks among the foremost of Arctic explorers. He wont be able to understand what that means, Anders, but no matter  translate it the best way you can. This Henry Hudson was one of the most thorough and extensive searchers of these regions that ever sailed the northern seas. He made many important discoveries, and set out on his last voyage intending to sail right over the North Pole to China, which I daresay he would have done, had not his rascally crew mutinied and cast him and his little son, with seven other men, adrift in a little boat  all of whom perished, no doubt, except your first father, Makitok, my ancient tulip!

He wound up this summary by grasping and shaking the wizards hand, and then flung off, to expend his feelings on other members of the community.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

A Runaway Journey and a Tremendous Experiment.

As winter advanced, Captain Vane continued to keep up the interest of the Eskimos, and to increase their respect for the Kablunets, by gradually unfolding the various sources of power which were at his command.

He did this judiciously, just giving them a taste of the marvellous now and then to whet their appetites. He was particularly careful, however not to practise on their credulity or to pass himself off as a conjuror. He distinctly stated that all his powers were derived from God,  their father and his,  and that he only excelled them in some matters because of having had better opportunities of acquiring knowledge.

Among other things, he effected an adaptation of his kites which produced results so surprising that we feel bound to describe them particularly.

During the winter he found, as he had expected, that the average temperature at the Pole was not nearly so cold as that experienced in lower latitudes. As far as mere feeling went, indeed, the cold seemed severe enough; nevertheless it was not sufficiently intense to freeze the great ocean, which remained an open basin all the year round,  a result which was doubtless owing to the upflow of the warm under-currents from the equator, referred to in a previous chapter.

This, however, did not apply to the waters lying directly around the Poloe and Flatland groups. In these archipelagos the waters being shallow, the frost was quite intense enough to cool them to the bottom. Hence the sea immediately round the islands was covered with a thick coat of solid ice, which resembled in all respects the ordinary Arctic sea-ice, being hummocky in some places, comparatively smooth in others, with a strong iceberg here and there caught and imprisoned amongst it.

As this ice surrounded all the Polar land, and stretched out to sea far beyond the reach of vision, it followed that there was little or no difference between the winter experience of our discoverers and that of all other Arctic voyagers. This realm of what we may style island-ice stretched away, all round, in the direction of the Arctic circle, getting thinner and thinner towards its outer margin, until at last it became sludgy, and, finally, melted away into the open sea. This open sea, in its turn, stretched southward, all round, to the known Arctic regions. Thus the Arctic basin was found to be a zone of open water, surrounded by ice on the south, and with a patch of ice and land in its centre.

Now, it was a strong desire on the part of Captain Vane to visit the southern edge of this central ice-patch on which he dwelt, that induced him to try the kite adaptation before referred to.

Benjy, my boy, said he, one fine winter day, when the galaxy of stars, the full moon, and an unusually brilliant aurora, diffused a strong light over the undulations of Cup Valley, I have a notion of taking a trip to the suthard soon.

Which suthard dyou think of going to, father? asked the boy.

In case any reader should hastily exclaim, What a ridiculous question; there can be only one southward! we beg leave to point out that at the North Pole every direction lies to the southward, and that, as there is necessarily no east or west at all, there is therefore no possibility of stating by compass to what part of the south one intends to go. Of course it was open to the Captain to have said he intended to descend south on one of the degrees of longitude, or between any two of them, and then, immediately on quitting the Pole the old familiar east and west would, as it were, return to him. But he found it more convenient, on the whole, having got beyond all latitude, to indicate his intended route by well-known objects of the land.

Im going to steer for the starboard side of Poloeland, he said, pay a short visit to Grabantak and Amalatok in passing, and then carry on south to the open water.

Itll be a longish trip, father.

Not so long as you expect, my boy, for I mean to go by express.

Benjys eyes twinkled, for he knew that some new device was working in his fathers brain, which brain never failed to bring its plans to maturity.

What is it to be, father?

You go and fetch two of the kites, Benjy, and youll soon find out. Overhaul them well and see that everything is taut and shipshape. Let Butterface help you, and send Alf and Chingatok to me. I suppose Leo is off after musk-oxen, as usual.

Yes; he pretends that the camp wants a supply of fresh meat. Hed pretend that as an excuse for hunting even if we were all dying of surfeit.

Soon afterwards the Captain was seen, followed by his usual companions and a company of Eskimos, dragging two sledges to the upper ridge of Cup Valley. One sledge was lightly, the other heavily, laden.

Youve brought plenty of supplies, I hope, Alf? asked the leader.

Yes, enough for three weeks. Will that do?

Quite enough, lad; but it may not be wanted, as Im going south in a direction weve not yet tried, where I expect to find the open water close to us. Its well, however, to have enough of meat at all times.

No fear of its being too much, father, said Benjy. When Butterface goes with us, a three weeks allowance usually disappears in a fortnight.

Nebber mind, Massa, said the negro seriously. Youve plenty for tree weeks dis time, cause Is off my feed. Got Polar dimspepsy, or suffin o dat sort, I tink.

Youve brought the electrical machine, of course, and the dynamite, Alf? asked the Captain.

Of course. I never prepare for a trip without these. Theres no saying, you see, when we may require them  either to blow up obstructions or astonish the natives.

The natives are past astonishing now, remarked Benjy; nothing short of a ten thousand jar battery would astonish Chingatok, and Im quite sure that you couldnt rouse a sentiment of surprise in Oolichuk, unless you made him swallow a dynamite cartridge, and blew him inside out. But, I say, daddy, how long are you going to keep us in the dark about your plans? Dont you see that we are in agonies of suspense?

Only till we gain the ridge, Benjy. It will be down-hill after that, and the snow-crust comparatively smooth as well as hard.

Arrived at the ridge, one of the kites was unfolded and sent up. The breeze was steady, and sufficiently strong. It took twenty Eskimos to hold it when allowed full play, and even these it jerked about in a manner that highly diverted them. These Eskimos were very fond of kite-flying, for its own sake, without reference to utility!

I knew you were going to try it on the sledge, exclaimed Benjy, with sparkling eyes.

Why did you ask me about it, then? returned the Captain.

Do let me make the first trial, father!

Captain Vane was fastening the drag-line to the fore part of the light sledge, and refused, at first, to listen to the boys entreaties, fearing that some accident might befall him.

You know how accustomed I am to manage the kites, father. Theres not the least fear; and Ill be superhumanly cautious.

There was no resisting Benjys tone and eyes. He was allowed to take his place on the sledge as manager. Butterface sat behind to steer. Steering was to be managed by means of a stout pole, pressed varyingly on the snow on either side.

Dont go more than a mile or so, my boy, said the Captain, in a serious tone. Its only a trial, you know. If it succeeds, well divide the loading of the sledges, and make a fair start in company.

Benjy promised to manipulate the check-string with care. The struggling natives were ordered to let the kite straighten the slack of the line gradually.

Are you ready, Ben?

All right, father.

Got your hand on the check-string? Mind, it will pull hard. Now  let go!

The natives obeyed. Benjy at the same instant hauled sharply on the check-string, intending to tilt the kite well forward, and start in a slow, stately manner, but there was a hitch of some sort somewhere, for the string would not act. The kite acted, however, with its full force. Up went the fore part of the sledge as it flew off like an arrow from a bow, causing Butterface to throw a back somersault, and leaving him behind.

Benjy held on to the head of the sledge, and made violent efforts to free the check-string. Fortunately, the surface of the snow was smooth.

After him, lads, roared the Captain, setting a brave example, and for some time heading the natives in the chase; but a few moments sufficed to prove the hopelessness of the race.

Tug as Benjy would at the regulator, it refused to act. Fortunately, being made of silk, it did not break. By this time the kite had attained its maximum speed, equal, as the Captain said, to a twenty-knot breeze. At first the surface of the snow was so smooth and hard, that Benjy, being busy with the obdurate regulator, did not appreciate the speed.

When he gave up his attempts with a sigh of despair, he had leisure to look around him. The sledge was gliding on with railway speed. One or two solitary hummocks that looked like white sentinels on the level plain, went past him with an awful rush, and several undulations caused by snow-drift were crossed in a light leap which he barely felt. Benjy was fully aware of his danger. To meet with a hummock no bigger than a wheelbarrow, would, in the circumstances, have entailed destruction; he therefore seized a pole which formed part of the sledge-gear, and tried steering. It could be done, but with great difficulty, as he had to sit in the front of the sledge to keep it down.

Recklessly jovial though he was, the boy could not contemplate his probable fate without misgiving. Nothing was visible in all the white illimitable plain save a hummock here and there, with a distant berg on the horizon. He could not expect the level character of the ice to extend far. Whither was he going? South he knew; but in that direction, his father had often told him, lay the open sea. The moon seemed to smile on him; the aurora appeared to dance with unwonted vigour, as if in glee; the very stars winked at him!

What if a chasm or a big hummock should turn up? thought Benjy.

The thought seemed to produce the dreaded object, for next moment a large hummock appeared right ahead. Far away though it was, the awful pace brought it quickly near. The poor boy struggled  he absolutely agonised  with the pole. His efforts were successful. The hummock went past like a meteor, but it was a horribly close shave, and Benjy felt his very marrow shrink, while he drew himself up into the smallest possible compass to let it go by.

A bump soon after told that the ice was getting more rugged. Then he saw a ridge before him. Was it large or small? Distance, the uncertain light, and imagination, magnified it to a high wall; high as the wall of China. In wild alarm our hero tugged at the regulator, but tugged in vain. The wall of China was upon him  under him. There was a crash. The sledge was in the air. Moments appeared minutes! Had the vehicle been suddenly furnished with wings? No! Another crash, which nearly shut up his spine like a telescope, told him that there were no wings. His teeth came together with a snap. Happily his tongue was not between them! Happily, too, the sledge did not overturn, but continued its furious flight.

Oh, you villain! exclaimed Benjy, shaking his fist at the airy monster which was thus dragging him to destruction.

If Benjy had been asked to state the truth just then, he would have found it hard to say whether consternation or delight were uppermost. It was such a glorious rush! But then, how was it to end? Well, he did not dare to think of that. Indeed he had not time to think, for troubles came crowding on him. A violent swish! and a sudden deluge told him that what he had taken for glassy ice was open water. It was only a shallow pool, however. Next moment he was across it, and bumping violently over a surface of broken ice.

The water suggested the fear that he must be nearing the open sea, and he became supernaturally grave. Fortunately, the last crash had been passed without dislocating the parts of either sledge or rider. A long stretch of smooth ice followed, over which he glided with ever-increasing speed.

Thus he continued to rush over the frozen sea during a considerable part of that night.

Poor Benjy! he became half-mad with excitement at last. The exaltation of his little spirit at the risky neck-or-nothing dash, coupled with horror at the certainty of a terrible climax, was almost too much for him. He gave vent to his feelings in a wild cheer or yell, and, just then, beheld an iceberg of unusual size, looming up on the horizon before him. Knowing by experience that he would soon be up to it, he used his pole with all his might, hoping to steer clear of it. As he drew nearer, he saw a dark line on either side of the berg. A feeling of deadly alarm filled him. It was the open sea! and he had to choose between being plunged into it or dashed against the berg. It occurred to him then, for the first time, that a third resource was open  he might cut the rope, and let the kite go free! Amazed at his stupidity in not thinking of this before, he took out his clasp-knife, but before applying it, made a last effort to move the regulator. Strange to say, the silken cord yielded to the first pull, as if nothing had been wrong with it at all! The head of the runaway kite was thrown forward, and it came wavering down in eccentric gyrations, while the sledge gradually lost way, and came to a standstill not fifty yards from the berg.

Up to this point what may be termed the northern island-ice continued unbroken, but beyond the berg it was broken up into floes, and, not six hundred yards out, it tailed away to the southward in what whalers term stream-ice. The berg itself was obviously aground.

The first object that met Benjys eyes, after coming to a halt, was an enormous polar bear. This was no strange sight to the boy by that time, but it was awkward in the circumstances, for he had neither gun nor spear. Even if he had possessed the latter he was too young and light to cope successfully with the shaggy white king of Arctic beasts.

From the attitude of the animal it appeared to be watching something. In truth, it was so intently engaged with a sleeping seal that it had not observed the approach of the sledge. Profiting by this, Benjy quietly moved away round a colossal buttress of the berg, and took refuge in an ice-cave. But such refuge, he knew, could avail him nothing if the bear should scent him out and search for him. Looking hastily round and up into the dark blue cavern, he espied a projecting ledge of ice about thirteen feet above the level of the floor. On this he resolved to perch himself.

His first care was to examine the contents of the sledge. We have said it had been lightly laden at starting, which was the reason of the tremendous pace at which it travelled. Although there was neither spear nor gun, the anxious boy was somewhat comforted to find an axe strapped in its accustomed place; also a blanket, sleeping-bag, and musk-ox skin, besides a mass of frozen blubber, but there was nothing else of an eatable nature. There was, however, a box containing the captains sextant, the electrical machine, and a packet of dynamite cartridges.

Regarding these latter objects with a sigh of disappointment, Benjy seized the axe and hastened towards the ledge of ice, muttering to himself in a confidential tone  

You see, old boy, if that bear takes a fancy to call on you, it will be as well to be able to say, Not at home, for he could make short work of you, much though you think of yourself. Yes, this ledge is high enough to bid you defiance, mister bear, and its long and broad enough to hold me and my belongings. The knobs by which to climb to it, too, are easy  too easy  but Ill soon rectify that. Now, then, look alive, Benjy, boy, for if that bear dont catch that seal hell be sure to look you up.

Ceasing to speak, he actively conveyed the contents of the sledge to his shelf of refuge. Then he cut away the knobs by which he climbed to it, until there was barely sufficient for his own tiny toes to rest on. That done, he went to the mouth of the cavern to look about him.

What he saw there may be guessed from the fact that he returned next moment, running at full speed, stumbling over ice lumps, bumping his shins and knees, dropping his axe, and lacerating his knuckles. He had met the bear! Need we add that he gained his perch with the agility of a tree-squirrel!

The bear, surprised, no doubt, but obviously sulky from the loss of the seal, entered the cave sedately with an inquiring look. It saw Benjy at once, and made prodigious efforts to get at him. As the monster rose on its hind legs and reached its paws towards his shelf, the poor boys spirit seemed to melt, indeed his whole interior felt as if reduced to a warm fluid, while a prickly heat broke out at his extremities, perspiration beaded his brow, and his heart appeared to have settled permanently in his throat.

These distressing symptoms did not, however, last long, for he quickly perceived that the bears utmost stretch did not reach nearer than three or four feet of him. Some of the alarm returned, however, when the creature attempted to climb up by his own ladder. Seven or eight times it made the attempt, while the boy watched in breathless anxiety, but each time it slipped when half-way up, and fell with a soft heavy thud on the ice below, which caused it to gasp and cough. Then it sat down on its haunches and gazed at its little foe malignantly.

Bah! you brute! exclaimed Benjy, whose courage was returning, Im not a bit afraid of you! He leant against the wall of his refuge, notwithstanding this boast, and licked the ice to moisten his parched lips.

After a rest the bear made another trial, and twice it succeeded in planting the claws of one huge paw on the edge of the shelf, but Benjy placed his heel against the claws, thrust them off, and sent the bear down each time howling with disappointment.

Sailing softly among the constellations in the aurora-lighted sky, the moon sent a bright ray into the cavern, which gleamed on the monsters wicked eyes and glistening teeth; but Benjy had begun to feel comparatively safe by that time, and was becoming himself again.

Dont you wish you may get me? he asked in a desperately facetious spirit.

The bear made no reply, but turned to examine the contents of the ice-cave. First he went to the hatchet and smelt it. In doing so he cut his nose. With a growl he gave the weapon an angry pat, and in so doing cut his toes. We fear that Benjy rejoiced at the sight of blood, for he chuckled and made the sarcastic remark, That comes of losing your temper, old fellow!

That bear either understood English, or the very sound of the human voice caused it irritation, for it turned and rushed at the ice-ledge with such fury that Benjys heart again leaped into his throat. He had, however, recovered sufficiently to enable him to act with promptitude and discretion. Sitting down with his right foot ready, and his hands resting firmly on the ice behind him, he prepared to receive the charge in the only available manner. So fierce was the onset that the monster ran up the ice-cliff like a cat, and succeeded in fixing the terrible claws of both feet on the edge of the shelf, but the boy delivered his right heel with such force that the left paw slipped off. The left heel followed like lightning, and the right paw also slipped, letting the bear again fall heavily on the ice below.

This was more than even a bear could bear. He rushed savagely about the cavern, growling hideously, dashing the sledge about as if it had been a mere toy, and doing all the mischief he could, yet always avoiding the axe with particular care  thus showing that polar bears, not less than men, are quite awake to personal danger, even when supposed to be blind with rage! At last he lay down to recover himself, and lick his bloody nose and paw.

While Benjy sat contemplating this creature, and wondering what was to be the end of it all, a bright idea occurred to him. He rose quickly, took the electrical machine out of its box, and happily found it to be in good working order  thanks to Alf, who had special charge of the scientific instruments, and prided himself on the care with which he attended to them. The bear watched him narrowly with its wicked little eyes, though it did not see fit to cease its paw-licking.

Having arranged the machine, Benjy took the two handles in his left hand, pressed his knee on the board of the instrument to hold it steady, and with his right hand caused it to revolve. Then he held down the handles as if inviting the bear to come and take them.

The challenge was accepted at once. Bruin cantered up, rose on his hind legs, and stretched his neck to its utmost, but could not reach the handles, though the boy stretched downward as far as possible to accommodate him. The dirty-white monster whined and snickered with intense feeling at thus finding itself so near, and yet so far, from the attainment of its object.

Sympathising with its desires, Benjy changed his posture, and managed just to touch the nose of his enemy. The bear shrank back with a sort of gasp, appalled  at least shocked  by the result! After a little, not feeling much the worse for it, the brute returned as if to invite another electric shock  perhaps with some sinister design in view. But another and a brighter idea had entered Benjys brain. Instead of giving the bear a shock, he tore off a small bit of seal-blubber from the mass at his side, which he dropped into its mouth. It swallowed that morsel with satisfaction, and waited for more. Benjy gave it more. Still it wanted more.

You shall have it, my boy, said Benjy, whose eyes assumed that peculiar glare of glee which always presaged some desperate intention.

He opened another small box, and found what he wanted. It was a small object scarcely a couple of inches in length. He fastened the wires of the electric machine quickly to it, and then imbedded it in a small piece of blubber which he lowered, as before, to the bear.

Youll probably break the wires or smash the machine, but Ill risk that, muttered Benjy through his set teeth. I only hope you wont chew it, because dynamite maynt be palatable. There  down with it!

The bear happily bolted the morsel. The wires seemed to perplex him a little, but before he had time to examine the mystery, the boy gave the instrument a furious turn.

Instantly there was a stupendous crash like a very thunderbolt. The bear burst like an overcharged cannon! Benjy and the berg collided, and at that moment everything seemed to the former to vanish away in smoke, leaving not even a wrack behind!




Chapter Thirty.

Leo in Danger next! A Novel Mode of Rescue.

When the catastrophe described in the last chapter occurred, Captain Vane and his friends, following hard on the heels of the runaway, chanced to be within two miles of the berg in the bosom of which Benjy had found refuge.

There he is! shouted the Captain joyfully, as the flash of the explosion reached his eyes and the roar of the report his ears. Blessed evidence! Hes up to mischief of some sort still, and thats proof positive that hes alive.

But he may have perished in this piece of mischief, said Alf, anxiously glancing up at the kite, which was dragging the heavily-laden sledge rather slowly over the rough ice.

I hope not, Alf. Shake the regulator, Butterface, and see that its clear.

All right, Massa. Steams on de berry strongest whats possible.

Heave some o the cargo overboard, Alf. We must make haste. Not the meat, lad, not the meat; everything else before that. So. Mind your helm, Chingatok; shell steer wildish when lightened.

Captain Vane was right. When Alf had tumbled some of the heavier portions of lading off the sledge, it burst away like a wild-horse let go free, rendering it difficult at first for Chingatok to steady it. In a few minutes, however, he had it again under control, and they soon reached the berg.

The dynamite must have gone off by accident, said the Captain to Alf, as they stumbled over masses of ice which the explosion had brought down from the roof of the cavern. Its lucky it didnt happen in summer, else the berg might have been blown to atoms. Hallo! whats this? Bits of a polar bear, I do believe  and  what! not Benjy!

It was indeed Benjy, flat on his back like a spread-eagle, and covered with blood and brains; but his appearance was the worst of his case, though it took a considerable time to convince his horrified friends of that fact.

I tell you Im all right, father, said the poor boy, on recovering from the state of insensibility into which his fall had thrown him.

But youre covered from head to foot with blood, exclaimed the anxious father, examining him all over, though I cant find a cut of any sort about you  only one or two bruises.

Youll find a bump on the top of my head, father, the size of a cocoa-nut. Thats what knocked the senses out o me, but the blood and brains belong to the bear. I lay no claim to them.

Where is the bear? asked Alf, looking round.

Where is he? echoed Benjy, bursting into a wild laugh.

Oh! Massa Benjy, dont laugh, said Butterface solemnly; you hab no notion wot a awful look you got when you laugh wid sitch a bloody face.

This made Benjy laugh more than ever. His mirth became catching, and the negros solemn visage relaxed into an irrepressible grin.

Oh, you japan-jawed porpoise! cried Benjy, you should have seen that bear go off  with such a crack too! I only wish Id been able to hold up for two seconds longer to see it properly, but my shelf went down, and I had to go along with it. Blown to bits! No  he was blown to a thousand atoms! Count em if you can.

Again Benjy burst into uproarious laughter.

There was indeed some ground for the boys way of putting the case. The colossal creature had been so terribly shattered by the dynamite cartridge, that there was scarcely a piece of him larger than a mans hand left to tell the tale.

Well, well, said the Captain, assisting his son to rise, Im thankful its no worse.

Worse, father! why, it couldnt be worse, unless, indeed, his spirit were brought alive again and allowed to contemplate the humbling condition of his body.

I dont refer to the bear, Benjy, but to yourself, lad. You might have been killed, you know, and Im very thankful you were not  though you half-deserve to be. But come, we must encamp here for the night and return home to-morrow, for the wind has been shifting a little, and will be favourable, I think, in the morning.

The wind was indeed favourable next morning, we may say almost too favourable, for it blew a stiff breeze from the south, which steadily increased to a gale during the day. Afterwards the sky became overcast and the darkness intense, rendering it necessary to attend to the kites regulator with the utmost care, and advance with the greatest caution.

Now, while the Captain and his friends were struggling back to their Polar home, Leo Vandervell happened to be caught by the same gale when out hunting. Being of a bold, sanguine, and somewhat reckless disposition, this Nimrod of the party paid little attention to the weather until it became difficult to walk and next to impossible to see. Then, having shot nothing that day, he turned towards the Pole with a feeling of disappointment.

But when the gale increased so that he could hardly face it, and the sky became obliterated by falling and drifting snow, disappointment gave place to anxiety, and he soon realised the fact that he had lost his direction. To advance in such circumstances was out of the question, he therefore set about building a miniature hut of snow. Being by that time expert at such masonry, he soon erected a dome-shaped shelter, in which he sat down on his empty game-bag after closing the entrance with a block of hard snow.

The position of our hunter was not enviable. The hut was barely high enough to let him sit up, and long enough to let him lie down  not to stretch out. The small allowance of pemmican with which he had set out had long ago been consumed. It was so dark that he could not see his hand when close before his eyes. He was somewhat fatigued and rather cold, and had no water to drink. It was depressing to think of going to bed in such circumstances with the yelling of an Arctic storm for a lullaby.

However, Leo had a buoyant spirit, and resolved to make the best of it. First of all he groped in his game-bag for a small stove lamp, which he set up before him, and arranged blubber and a wick in it, using the sense of touch in default of sight. Then he struck a light, but not with matches. The Englishmens small stock of congreves had long since been exhausted, and they were obliged to procure fire by the Eskimo method, namely, a little piece of wood worked like a drill, with a thong of leather, against another piece of wood until the friction produced fire. When a light had been thus laboriously obtained, he applied it to the wick of his lamp, and wished fervently for something to cook.

It is proverbial that wishing does not usually achieve much. After a deep sigh, therefore, Leo turned his wallet inside out. Besides a few crumbs, it contained a small lump of narwhal blubber and a little packet. The former, in its frozen state, somewhat resembled hard butter. The latter contained a little coffee  not the genuine article, however. That, like the matches, had long ago been used up, and our discoverers were reduced to roasted biscuit-crumbs. The substitute was not bad! Inside of the coffee-packet was a smaller packet of brown sugar, but it had burst and allowed its contents to mingle with the coffee.

Rejoiced to find even a little food where he had thought there was none, Leo filled his pannikin with snow, melted it, emptied into it the compound of coffee and sugar, put it on the lamp to boil, and sat down to watch, while he slowly consumed the narwhal butter, listening the while to the simmering of the pannikin and the roaring of the gale.

After his meagre meal he wrapped himself in his blanket, and went to sleep.

This was all very well as long as it lasted, but he cooled during the night, and, on awaking in the morning, found that keen frost penetrated every fibre of his garments and every pore of his skin. The storm, however, was over; the moon and stars were shining in a clear sky, and the aurora was dancing merrily. Rising at once he bundled up his traps, threw the line of his small hand-sledge over his shoulder, and stepped out for home. But cold and want of food had been telling on him. He soon experienced an unwonted sense of fatigue, then a drowsy sensation came over him.

Leo was well aware of the danger of giving way to drowsiness in such circumstances, yet, strange to say, he was not in the least afraid of being overcome. He would sit down to rest, just for two minutes, and then push on. He smiled, as he sat down in the crevice of a hummock, to think of the frequent and needless cautions which his uncle had given him against this very thing. The smile was still on his lips when his head drooped on a piece of ice, and he sank into a deep slumber.

Ah, Leonard Vandervell! ill would it have been for thee if thou hadst been left to thyself that day; but sharp eyes and anxious hearts were out on the icy waste in search of thee!

On arriving at his winter quarters, and learning that Leo had not yet returned, Captain Vane at once organised an elaborate search-expedition. The man who found him at last was Butterface.

Oh, Massa Leo! exclaimed that sable creature on beholding the youth seated, white and cold, on the hummock; but he said no more, being fully alive to the danger of the situation.

Rushing at Leo, he seized and shook him violently, as if he had been his bitterest foe. There was no response from the sleeping man. The negro therefore began to chafe, shake, and kick him; even to slap his face, and yell into his ears in a way that an ignorant observer would have styled brutal. At last there was a symptom of returning vitality in the poor youths frame, and the negro redoubled his efforts.

Ho! hallo! Massa Leo, wake up! Yous dyin, you is!

Why  whats  the  matter  Butterf muttered Leo, and dropped his head again.

Hi! hello! hooo! yelled Butterface, renewing the rough treatment, and finally hitting the youth a sounding slap on the ear.

Ha! I be tink dat vakes you up.

It certainly did wake him up. A burst of indignation within seemed to do more for him than the outward buffetings. He shut his fist and hit Butterface a weak but well intended right-hander on the nose. The negro replied with a sounding slap on the other ear, which induced Leo to grasp him in his arms and try to throw him. Butterface returned the grasp with interest, and soon quite an interesting wrestling match began, the only witness of which sat on a neighbouring hummock in the form of a melancholy Arctic fox.

Hi! hold on, Massa Leo! Dont kill me altogidder, shouted Butterface, as he fell beneath his adversary. Yous amost right now.

Almost right! what do you mean?

I mean dat yous bin amost froze to deaf, but Is melted you down to life agin.

The truth at last began to dawn on the young hunter. After a brief explanation, he and the negro walked home together in perfect harmony.




Chapter Thirty One.

The Last.

In course of time the long and dreary winter passed away, and signs of the coming spring began to manifest themselves to the dwellers in the Polar lands.

Chief and most musical among these signs were the almost forgotten sounds of dropping water, and tinkling rills. One day in April the thermometer suddenly rose to eighteen above the freezing-point of Fahrenheit. Captain Vane came from the observatory, his face blazing with excitement and oily with heat, to announce the fact.

That accounts for it feeling so like summer, said Benjy.

Summer, boy, its like India, returned the Captain, puffing and fanning himself with his cap. Well begin this very day to make arrangements for returning home.

It was on the evening of that day that they heard the first droppings of the melting snow. Long before that, however, the sun had come back to gladden the Polar regions, and break up the reign of ancient night. His departure in autumn had been so gradual, that it was difficult to say when night began to overcome the day. So, in like manner, his return was gradual. It was not until Captain Vane observed stars of the sixth magnitude shining out at noon in November, that he had admitted the total absence of day; and when spring returned, it was not until he could read the smallest print at midnight in June that he admitted there was no night there.

But neither the continual day of summer, nor the perpetual night of winter, made so deep an impression on our explorers as the gushing advent of spring. That season did not come gradually back like the light, but rushed upon them suddenly with a warm embrace, like an enthusiastic friend after a long absence. It plunged, as it were, upon the region, and overwhelmed it. Gushing waters thrilled the ears with the sweetness of an old familiar song. Exhalations from the moistened earth, and, soon after, the scent of awakening vegetation, filled the nostrils with delicious fragrance. In May, the willow-stems were green and fresh with flowing sap. Flowers began to bud modestly, as if half afraid of having come too soon. But there was no cause to fear that. The glorious sun was strong in his might, and, like his Maker, warmed the northern world into exuberant life. Mosses, poppies, saxifrages, cochlearia, and other hardy plants began to sprout, and migratory birds innumerable  screaming terns, cackling duck, piping plover, auks in dense clouds with loudly whirring wings, trumpeting geese, eider-ducks, burgomasters, etcetera, began to return with all the noisy bustle and joyous excitement of a family on its annual visit to much-loved summer quarters.

But here we must note a difference between the experience of our explorers and that of all others. These myriads of happy creatures  and many others that we have not space to name  did not pass from the south onward to a still remoter north, but came up from all round the horizon,  up all the meridians of longitude, as on so many railway lines converging at the Pole, and settling down for a prolonged residence in garrulous felicity among the swamps and hills and vales of Flatland.

Truly it was a most enjoyable season and experience, but there is no joy without its alley here below  not even at the North Pole!

The alloy came in the form of a low fever which smote down the stalwart Leo, reduced his great strength seriously, and confined him for many weeks to a couch in their little stone hut, and, of course, the power of sympathy robbed his companions of much of that exuberant joy which they shared with the lower animals at the advent of beautiful spring.

During the period of his illness Leos chief nurse, comforter, and philosophical companion, was the giant of the North. And one of the subjects which occupied their minds most frequently was the Word of God. In the days of weakness and suffering Leo took to that great source of comfort with thirsting avidity, and intense was his gratification at the eager desire expressed by the giant to hear and understand what it contained.

Of course Alf, and Benjy, and the Captain, and Butterface, as well as Grabantak, Makitok, and Amalatok, with others of the Eskimos, were frequently by his side, but the giant never left him for more than a brief period, night or day.

Ah! Chingatok, said Leo one day, when the returning spring had begun to revive his strength, I never felt such a love for Gods Book when I was well and strong as I feel for it now that I am ill, and I little thought that I should find out so much of its value while talking about it to an Eskimo. I shall be sorry to leave you, Chingatok  very sorry.

The young Kablunet is not yet going to die, said the giant in a soft voice.

I did not mean that, replied Leo, with the ghost of his former hearty laugh; I mean that I shall be obliged to leave Flatland and to return to my own home as soon as the season permits. Captain Vane has been talking to me about it. He is anxious now to depart, yet sorry to leave his kind and hospitable friends.

I, too, am sorry, returned Chingatok sadly. No more shall I hear from your lips the sweet words of my Great Father  the story of Jesus. You will take your book away with you.

That is true, my friend; and it would be useless to leave my Bible with you, as you could not read it, but the truth will remain with you, Chingatok.

Yes, replied the giant with a significant smile, you cannot take that away. It is here  and here. He touched his forehead and breast as he spoke. Then he continued:  

These strange things that Alf has been trying to teach me during the long nights I have learned  I understand.

He referred here to a syllabic alphabet which Alf had invented, and which he had amused himself by teaching to some of the natives, so that they might write down and read those few words and messages in their own tongue which formerly they had been wont to convey to each other by means of signs and rude drawings  after the manner of most savages.

Well, what about that? asked Leo, as his companion paused.

Could not my friend, replied Chingatok, change some of the words of his book into the language of the Eskimo and mark them down?

Leo at once jumped at the idea. Afterwards he spoke to Alf about it, and the two set to work to translate some of the most important passages of Scripture, and write them down in the syllable alphabet. For this purpose they converted a sealskin into pretty fair parchment, and wrote with the ink which Captain Vane had brought with him and carefully husbanded. The occupation proved a beneficial stimulus to the invalid, who soon recovered much of his wonted health, and even began again to wander about with his old companion the repeating rifle.

The last event of interest which occurred at the North Pole, before the departure of our explorers, was the marriage of Oolichuk with Oblooria. The ceremony was very simple. It consisted in the bridegroom dressing in his best and going to the tent of his father-in-law with a gift, which he laid at his feet. He then paid some endearing Eskimo attentions to his mother-in-law, one of which was to present her with a raw duck, cleaned and dismembered for immediate consumption. He even assisted that pleased lady immediately to consume the duck, and wound up by taking timid little Obloorias hand and leading her away to a hut of his own, which he had specially built and decorated for the occasion.

As Amalatok had arrived that very day on a visit from Poloeland with his prime minister and several chiefs, and Grabantak was residing on the spot, with a number of chiefs from the surrounding islands, who had come to behold the famous Kablunets, there was a sort of impromptu gathering of the northern clans which lent appropriate dignity to the wedding.

After the preliminary feast of the occasion was over, Captain Vane was requested to exhibit some of his wonderful powers for the benefit of a strange chief who had recently arrived from a distant island. Of course our good-natured Captain complied.

Get out the boats and kites, Benjy, boy, he said; we must go through our performances to please em. I feel as if we were a regular company of play-actors now.

Wont you give them a blow-up first, father?

No, Benjy, no. Never put your best foot foremost. The proverb is a false one  as many proverbs are. We will dynamite them afterwards, and electrify them last of all. Go, look sharp.

So the Captain first amazed the visitor with the kites and india-rubber boats; then he horrified him by blowing a small iceberg of some thousands of tons into millions of atoms; after which he convulsed him and made him jump.

The latter experiment was the one to which the enlightened Eskimos looked forward with the most excited and hopeful anticipations, for it was that which gratified best their feeling of mischievous joviality.

When the sedate and dignified chief was led, all ignorant of his fate, to the mysterious mat, and stood thereon with grave demeanour, the surrounding natives bent their knees, drew up elbows, expanded fingers, and glared in expectancy. When the dignified chief experienced a tremor of the frame and looked surprised, they grinned with satisfaction; when he quivered convulsively they also quivered with suppressed emotion. Ah! Benjy had learned by that time from experience to graduate very delicately his shocking scale, and thus lead his victim step by step from bad to worse, so as to squeeze the utmost amount of fun out of him, before inducing that galvanic war-dance which usually terminated the scene and threw his audience into fits of ecstatic laughter.

These were the final rejoicings of the wedding day  if we except a dance in which every man did what seemed best in his own eyes, and Butterface played reels on the flute with admirable incapacity.

But there came a day, at last, when the inhabitants of Flatland were far indeed removed from the spirit of merriment.

It was the height of the Arctic summer-time, when the crashing of the great glaciers and the gleaming of the melting bergs told of rapid dissolution, and the sleepless sun was circling its day-and-nightly course in the ever-bright blue sky. The population of Flatland was assembled on the beach of their native isle  the men with downcast looks, the women with sad and tearful eyes. Two india-rubber boats were on the shore. Two kites were flying overhead. The third boat and kite had been damaged beyond repair, but the two left were sufficient. The Englishmen were about to depart, and the Eskimos were inconsolable.

My boat is on the shore,

Said Benjy, quoting Byron, as he shook old Makitok by the hand  

And my kite is in the sky,

But before I go, of more,

I will  bid you  all  good-b

Benjy broke down at this point. The feeble attempt to be facetious to the last utterly failed.

Turning abruptly on his heel he stepped into the Faith and took his seat in the stern. It was the Hope which had been destroyed. The Faith and Charity still remained to them.

We must draw a curtain over that parting scene. Never before in human experience had such a display of kindly feeling and profound regret been witnessed in similar circumstances.

Let go the tail-ropes! said Captain Vane in a husky tone.

Let go de ropes, echoed Butterface in a broken voice.

The ropes were let go. The kites soared, and the boats rushed swiftly over the calm and glittering sea.

On nearing one of the outer islands the voyagers knew that their tiny boats would soon be shut out from view, and they rose to wave a last farewell. The salute was returned by the Eskimos  with especial fervour by Chingatok, who stood high above his fellows on a promontory, and waved the parchment roll of texts which he grasped in his huge right hand.

Long after the boats had disappeared, the kites could still be seen among the gorgeous clouds. Smaller and smaller they became in their flight to the mysterious south, until at last they seemed undistinguishable specks on the horizon, and then vanished altogether from view.

One by one the Eskimos retired to their homes  slowly and sadly, as if loath to part from the scene where the word farewell had been spoken. At last all were gone save Chingatok, who still stood for hours on the promontory, pressing the scroll to his heaving chest, and gazing intently at the place on the horizon where his friends had disappeared.

There was no night to bring his vigil or his meditations to a close, but time wore him out at last. With a sigh, amounting almost to a groan, he turned and walked slowly away, and did not stop until he stood upon the Pole, where he sat down on one of the Captains stools, and gazed mournfully at the remains of the dismantled observatory. There he was found by old Makitok, and for some time the giant and the wizard held converse together.

I love these Kablunets, said Chingatok.

They are a strange race, returned the wizard. They mingle much folly with their wisdom. They come here to find this Nort Pole, this nothing, and they find it. Then they go away and leave it! What good has it done them?

I know not, replied Chingatok humbly, but I know not everything. They have showed me much. One thing they have showed me  that behind all things there is something else which I do not see. The Kablunets are wonderful men. Yet I pity them. As Blackbeard has said, some of them are too fond of killing themselves, and some are too fond of killing each other. I wish they would come here  the whole nation of them  and learn how to live in peace and be happy among the Eskimos. But they will not come. Only a few of their best men venture to come, and I should not wonder if their countrymen refused to believe the half of what they tell them when they get home.

Old Makitok made no reply. He was puzzled, and when puzzled he usually retired to his hut and went to bed. Doing so on the present occasion he left his companion alone.

Poor, poor Kablunets, murmured Chingatok, descending from his position, and wandering away towards the outskirts of the village. You are very clever, but you are somewhat foolish. I pity you, but I also love you well.

With his grand head down, his arms crossed, and the scroll of texts pressed to his broad bosom, the Giant of the North wandered away, and finally disappeared among the flowering and rocky uplands of the interior.

THE END
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The frontispiece: My Doggie


Chapter One.

Explains Itself.

I possess a doggie  not a dog, observe, but a doggie. If he had been a dog I would not have presumed to intrude him on your notice. A dog is all very well in his way  one of the noblest of animals, I admit, and pre-eminently fitted to be the companion of man, for he has an affectionate nature, which man demands, and a forgiving disposition, which man needs  but a dog, with all his noble qualities, is not to be compared to a doggie.

My doggie is unquestionably the most charming, and, in every way, delightful doggie that ever was born. My sister has a baby, about which she raves in somewhat similar terms, but of course that is ridiculous, for her baby differs in no particular from ordinary babies, except, perhaps, in the matter of violent weeping, of which it is fond; whereas my doggie is unique, a perfectly beautiful and singular specimen of  of well, I wont say what, because my friends usually laugh at me when I say it, and I dont like to be laughed at.

Freely admit that you dont at once perceive the finer qualities, either mental or physical, of my doggie, partly owing to the circumstance that he is shapeless and hairy. The former quality is not prepossessing, while the latter tends to veil the amiable expression of his countenance and the lustre of his speaking eyes. But as you come to know him he grows upon you; your feelings are touched, your affections stirred, and your love is finally evoked. As he resembles a door-mat, or rather a scrap of very ragged door-mat, and has an amiable spirit, I have called him Dumps. I should not be surprised if you did not perceive any connection here. You are not the first who has failed to see it; I never saw it myself.

When I first met Dumps he was scurrying towards me along a sequestered country lane. It was in the Dog Days. Dust lay thick on the road; the creatures legs were remarkably short though active, and his hair being long he swept up the dust in clouds as he ran. He was yelping, and I observed that one or two stones appeared to be racing with, or after, him. The voice of an angry man also seemed to chase him, but the owner of the voice was at the moment concealed by a turn in the lane, which was bordered by high stone-walls.

Hydrophobia, of course, flashed into my mind. I grasped my stick and drew close to the wall. The hairy whirlwind, if I may so call it, came wildly on, but instead of passing me, or snapping at my legs as I had expected, it stopped and crawled towards me in a piteous; supplicating manner that at once disarmed me. If the creature had lain still, I should have been unable to distinguish its head from its tail; but as one end of him whined, and the other wagged, I had no difficulty.

Stooping down with caution, I patted the end that whined, whereupon the end that wagged became violently demonstrative. Just then the owner of the voice came round the corner. He was a big, rough fellow, in ragged garments, and armed with a thick stick, which he seemed about to fling at the little dog, when I checked him with a shout  

Youd better not, my man, unless you want your own head broken!

You see I am a pretty well-sized man myself, and, as I felt confidence in my strength, my stick, and the goodness of my cause, I was bold.

What dyou mean by ill-treating the little dog? I demanded sternly, as I stepped up to the man.

A cove may do as he likes with his own, maynt he? answered the man, with a sulky scowl.

A cove may do nothing of the sort, said I indignantly, for cruelty to dumb animals always has the effect of inclining me to fight, though I am naturally of a peaceable disposition. There is an Act of Parliament, I continued, which goes by the honoured name of Martin, and if you venture to infringe that Act Ill have you taken up and prosecuted.

While I was speaking I observed a peculiar leer on the mans face, which I could not account for. He appeared, however, to have been affected by my threats, for he ceased to scowl, and assumed a deferential air as he replied, Vell, sir, it do seem raither ard that a cove should be blowed up for kindness.

Kindness! I exclaimed, in surprise.
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Ay, kindness, sir. That there hanimal loves me, it do, like a brother, an the love is mootooal. Veve lived together now  off an on  for the matter o six months. Vell, I gits employment in a factory about fifteen miles from here, in which no dogs is allowed. In coorse, I cant throw up my sitivation, sir, can I? Neither can my doggie give up his master wot hes so fond of, so Im obleeged to leave im in charge of a friend, with stric orders to keep im locked up till Im fairly gone. Vell, off I goes, but he manages to escape, an runs arter me. Now, wot can a feller do but drive im ome with sticks an stones, though it do go to my eart to do it? but if he goes to the factory hes sure to be shot, or scragged, or drownded, or somethink; so you see, sir, its out o pure kindness Im a peltin of im.

Confess that I felt somewhat doubtful of the truth of this story; but, in order to prevent any expression of my face betraying me, I stooped and patted the dog while the man spoke. It received my attentions with evident delight. A thought suddenly flashed on me:  

Will you sell your little dog? I asked.

Vy, sir, he replied, with some hesitation, I dont quite like to do that. Hes such a pure breed, and  and hes so fond o me.

But have you not told me that you are obliged to part with him?

I thought the man looked puzzled for a moment, but only for a moment. Turning to me with a bland smile, he said, Ah, sir I thats just where it is. I am obleeged to part with him, but I aint obleeged to sell him. If I ony part with im, my friend keeps im for me, and we may meet again, but if I sell im, hes gone for ever! Dont you see? Howsever, if you wants im wery bad, Ill do it on one consideration.

And that is?

That youll be good to im.

I began to think I had misjudged the man. Whats his name? I asked.

Again for one moment there was that strange, puzzled look in the mans face, but it passed, and he turned with another of his bland smiles.

His name, sir? Ah, his name? He aint got no name, sir!

No name! I exclaimed, in surprise.

No, sir; I object to givin dogs names on principle. Its too much like treatin them as if they wos Christians; and, you know, they couldnt be Christians if they wanted to ever so much. Besides, wotever name you gives em, there must be so many other dogs with the same name, that you stand a chance o the wrong dog comin to e ven you calls.

Thats a strange reason. How then do you call him to you?

Vy, wen I wants im I shouts Hi, or Hallo, or I vistles.

Indeed, said I, somewhat amused by the humour of the fellow; and what do you ask for him?

Fi pun ten, an hes dirt cheap at that, was the quick reply.

Come, come, my man, you know the dog is not worth that.

Not worth it, sir! he replied, with an injured look; I tell you hes cheap at that. Look at his breedin, and then think of his affectionate natur. Is the affections to count for nuffin?

Admitted that the affections were worth money, though it was generally understood that they could not be purchased, but still objected to the price, until the man said in a confidential tone  

Vell, come, sir, since you do express such a deal o love for im, and promise to be so good to im, Ill make a sacrifice and let you ave im for three pun ten  come!

Gave in, and walked off, with my purchase leaping joyfully at my heels.

The man chuckled a good deal after receiving the money, but I took no notice of that at the time, though I thought a good deal about it afterwards.

Ah! little did I think, as Dumps and I walked home that day, of the depth of the attachment that was to spring up between us, the varied experiences of life we were destined to have together, and the important influence he was to exercise on my career.

Forgot to mention that my name is Mellon  John Mellon. Dumps knows my name as well as he knows his own.

On reaching home, Dumps displayed an evidence of good breeding, which convinced me that he could not have spent all his puppyhood in company with the man from whom I had bought him. He wiped his feet on the door-mat with great vigour before entering my house, and also refused to pass in until I led the way.

Now, Dumps, said I, seating myself on the sofa in my solitary room (I was a bachelor at the time  a medical student, just on the point of completing my course), come here, and let us have a talk.

To my surprise, the doggie came promptly forward, sat down on his hind-legs, and looked up into my face. I was touched by this display of ready confidence. A confiding nature has always been to me powerfully attractive, whether in child, cat, or dog. I brushed the shaggy hair from his face in order to see his eyes. They were moist, and intensely black. So was the point of his nose.

You seem to be an affectionate doggie, Dumps.

A portion of hair  scarce worthy the name of tail  wagged as I spoke, and he attempted to lick my fingers, but I prevented this by patting his head. I have an unconquerable aversion to licking. Perhaps having received more than an average allowance, in another sense, at school, may account for my dislike to it  even from a dog!

Now, Dumps, I continued, you and I are to be good friends. Ive bought you  for a pretty large sum too, let me tell you  from a man who, I am quite sure, treated you ill, and I intend to show you what good treatment is; but there are two things I mean to insist on, and it is well that we should understand each other at the outset of our united career. You must never bark at my friends  not even at my enemies  when they come to see me, and you must not beg at meals. Dyou understand?

The way in which that shaggy creature cocked its ears and turned its head from side to side slowly, and gazed with its lustrous eyes while I was speaking, went far to convince me it really did understand what I said. Of course it only wagged its rear tuft of hair in reply, and whimpered slightly.

Refer to its rear tuft advisedly, because, at a short distance, my doggie, when in repose, resembled an elongated and shapeless mass; but, when roused by a call or otherwise, three tufts of hair instantly sprang up  two at one end, and one at the other end  indicating his ears and tail. It was only by these signs that I could ascertain at any time his exact position.

I was about to continue my remarks to Dumps when the door opened and my landlady appeared bearing the dinner tray.

Oh! I beg parding, sir, she said, drawing back, I didnt ear your voice, sir, till the door was open, an I thought you was alone, but I can come back a

Come in, Mrs Miff. There is nobody here but my little dog  one that I have just bought, a rather shaggy terrier  what do you think of him?

Do e bite, sir? inquired Mrs Miff, in some anxiety, as she passed round the table at a respectful distance from Dumps.

I think not. He seems an amiable creature, said I, patting his head. Do you ever bite, Dumps?

Well, sir, I never feel quite easy, rejoined Mrs Miff in a doubtful tone, as she laid my cloth, with, as it were, one eye ever on the alert: you never knows wen these airy creatures is goin to fly at you. If you could see their heyes you might ave a guess what they was a thinkin of; an then it is so orkard not knowin wich end of the airy bundle is the bitin end, you cant help bein nervish a little.

Having finished laying the cloth, Mrs Miff backed out of the room after the manner of attendants on royalty, overturning two chairs with her skirts as she went, and showing her full front to the enemy. But the enemy gave no sign, good or bad. All the tufts were down flat, and he stood motionless while Mrs Miff retreated.

Dumps, what do you think of Mrs Miff?

The doggie ran to me at once, and we engaged in a little further conversation until my landlady returned with the viands. To my surprise Dumps at once walked sedately to the hearth-rug, and lay down thereon, with his chin on his paws  at least I judged so from the attitude, for I could see neither chin nor paws.

This act I regarded as another evidence of good breeding. He was not a beggar, and, therefore, could not have spent his childhood with the man from whom I had bought him.

I wish you could speak, Dumps, said I, laying down my knife and fork, when about half finished, and looking towards the hearth-rug.

One end of him rose a little, the other end wagged gently, but as I made no further remark, both ends subsided.

Now, Dumps, said I, finishing my meal with a draught of water, which is my favourite beverage, you must not suppose that you have got a greedy master; though I dont allow begging. There, sir, is your corner, where you shall always have the remnants of my dinner  come.

The dog did not move until I said, come. Then, with a quick rush he made for the plate, and very soon cleared it.

Well, you have been well trained, said I, regarding him with interest; such conduct is neither the result of instinct nor accident, and sure am I, the more I think of it, that the sulky fellow who sold you to me was not your tutor; but, as you cant speak, I shall never find out your history, so, Dumps, Ill dismiss the subject.

Saying this, I sat down to the newspaper with which I invariably solaced myself for half an hour after dinner, before going out on my afternoon rounds.

This was the manner in which my doggie and I began our acquaintance, and I have been thus particular in recounting the details, because they bear in a special manner on some of the most important events of my life.

Being, as already mentioned, a medical student, and having almost completed my course of study, I had undertaken to visit in one of the poorest districts in London  in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel; partly for the purpose of gaining experience in my profession, and partly for the sake of carrying the Word of Life  the knowledge of the Saviour  into some of the many homes where moral as well as physical disease is rife.

Leanings and inclinations are inherited not less than bodily peculiarities. My father had a particular tenderness for poor old women of the lowest class. So have I. When I see a bowed, aged, wrinkled, white-haired, feeble woman in rags and dirt, a gush of tender pity almost irresistibly inclines me to go and pat her head, sit down beside her, comfort her, and give her money. It matters not what her antecedents may have been. Worthy or unworthy, there she stands now, with age, helplessness, and a hopeless temporal future, pleading more eloquently in her behalf than could the tongue of man or angel. True, the same plea is equally applicable to poor old men, but, reader, I write not at present of principles so much as of feelings. My weakness is old women!

Accordingly, on my professional visiting list  I had at that time a considerable number of these. One of them, who was uncommonly small, unusually miserable, and pathetically feeble, lay heavy on my spirit just then. She had a remarkably bad cold at the time, which betrayed itself chiefly in a frequent, but feeble, sneeze.

As I rose to go out, and looked at my doggie  who was, or seemed to be, asleep on the rug  a sudden thought occurred to me.

That poor old creature, I muttered, is very lonely in her garret; a little dog might comfort her. Perhaps  but no. Dumps, you are too lively for her, too bouncing. She would require something feeble and affectionate, like herself. Come, Ill think of that. So, my doggie, you shall keep watch here until I return.




Chapter Two.

Introduces a Young Hero.

The day had become very sultry by the time I went out to visit my patients. The sky was overcast with dark thunderous clouds, and, as there seemed every chance of a heavy shower, I returned to my lodgings for an umbrella.

Oh, Mr Mellon! exclaimed my landlady, as I entered the lobby, was there ever a greater blessin  oh!

Why, whats the matter, Mrs Miff?

Oh, sir! that orrid little dog as you brought as gone mad!

Is that the blessing you refer to, Mrs Miff?

No, sir; but your comin back is, for the creetur as bin rampagin round the room, an yellin like a thing possessed by demons. Im so glad youve come!

Feeling sure that the little dog, unaccustomed, perhaps, to be left alone in a strange place, was merely anxious to be free, I at once went to my room-door and opened it. Dumps bounced out, and danced joyfully round me. Mrs Miff fled in deadly silence to her own bedroom, where she locked and bolted herself in.

Dumps, said I, with a laugh, I shall have to take you with me at the risk of losing you. Perhaps the memory of the feed Ive given you, and the hope of another, may keep you by me. Come, we shall see.

My doggie behaved much better than I had anticipated. He did indeed stop at several butchers shops during our walk, and looked inquiringly in. He also evinced a desire to enter into conversation with one or two other sociable dogs, but the briefest chirp or whistle brought him at once obediently to my heel, just as if he had known and obeyed me all his life.

When we reached the poorer parts of the city, I observed that the free-and-easy swagger, and the jaunty hopping of each hind-leg alternately, gave place to a sedate walk and a wary turn of the head, which suggested keen suspicious glances of the unseen eyes.

Ah! thought I, evidently he has suffered hardships and bad treatment in places like this.

I stooped and patted his head. He drew closer to me, as if seeking protection.

Just then a low grumbling of thunder was heard, and soon after the rain came down so heavily that, the umbrella forming an insufficient protection, Dumps and I sought shelter in the mouth of an alley. The plump was short-lived, and the little knots of people who had sought shelter along with us melted quickly away.

My doggies aspect was not improved by this shower. It had caused his hairy coat to cling to his form, producing a drowned-rat aspect which was not becoming; but a short run and some vigorous shakes soon restored his rotundity.

In a few minutes thereafter we reached a narrow square or court at the end of a very dirty locality, in one corner of which was a low public-house. Through the half-open swing-door could be seen the usual melancholy crowd of unhappy creatures who had either already come under the full influence and curse of strong drink, or were far on the road to ruin. It was a sight with which I had become so familiar that, sad though it was, I scarce gave it a thought in passing. My mind was occupied with the poor old woman I was about to visit, and I would have taken no further notice of the grog-shop in question if the door had not opened violently, and a dirty ragged street-boy, or waif, apparently about eight or nine years of age, rushed out with a wild cry that may be described as a compound cheer-and-yell. He came out in such blind haste that he ran his ragged head with great violence against my side, and almost overturned me.

Hallo, youngster! I exclaimed sternly.

Hallo, oldster! he replied, in a tone of the most insolent indignation, wot ever do you mean by runnin agin my ead like that? Haint you got no genteel boys in the West-end to butt agin, that you come all the way to Vitechapel to butt agin me? Ive a good mind to and you over to the pleece. Come, you owes me a copper for that.

The ineffable insolence of this waif took me quite by surprise. He spoke with extreme volubility, and assumed the commanding air of a man of six-feet-four, though only a boy of four-feet-six. I observed, however, that he kept at a sufficient distance to make sure of escaping in the event of my trying to seize him.

Come, said I, with a smile, I think you rather owe me a copper for giving me such a punch in the ribs.

Vell, I dont mind lookin at it in that light, he replied, returning my smile. I vill give you a copper, ony I haint got change. You wouldnt mind comin into this ere grog-shop while I git change, would you? Or if youll lend me a sixpence Ill go in and git it for you.

No, said I, putting my fingers into my waistcoat pocket; but here is a sixpence for you, which you may keep, and never mind the change, if youll walk along the streets with me a bit.

The urchin held out his dirty hand, and I put the coin into it. He smiled, tossed the sixpence, caught it deftly, and transferred it to his right trousers pocket.

Vell, you are a rum un. But I say, all square? No dodges? Honour bright?

No dodges. Honour bright, I replied.

Come along.

At this point my attention was attracted by a sudden change in the behaviour of Dumps. He went cautiously towards the boy, and snuffed as him for a moment.

I say, is he wicious? he asked, backing a little.

I think not, but

I was checked in my speech by the little dog uttering a whine of delight and suddenly dancing round the boy, wagging its tail violently, and indeed wriggling its whole shapeless body with joy; as some dogs are wont to do when they meet with an old friend unexpectedly.

Why, he seems to know you, said I, in surprise.

Vell, he do seem to ave ad the honour of my acquaintance someow, returned the boy, whose tone of banter quickly passed away. What dee call im?

Dumps, said I.

That wont do. Has he a vite spot on the bridge of is nose? asked the boy earnestly.

I really cannot tell. It is not long

Here, Punch, come here! called the boy, interrupting.

At the name of Punch my doggie became so demonstrative in his affections that he all but leaped into the boys arms, whined lovingly, and licked his dirty face all over.

The wery dog, said the boy, after looking at his nose; only growed so big that his own mother wouldnt know im.  Vy, where ave you bin all this long while, Punch?

Dyou mean to say that you know the dog, and that his name is Punch?

Vell, you are green. Wouldnt any cove with half an eye see that the dog knows me, an so, in course, I must know him? An ven I called im Punch didnt he answer?  hey?

I was obliged to admit the truth of these remarks. After the first ebullition of joy at the meeting was over, we went along the street together.

Then the dog is yours? said I as we went along.

No, he aint mine. He was mine once  ven he was a pup, but I sold im to a young lady for  a wery small sum.

For how much? I asked.

For five bob. Yes  ony five bob! I axed vun pound, but the young lady was so pleasant an pritty that I come down to ten bob. Then she said she was poor  and to tell ee the plain truth she looked like it  an she wanted the pup so bad that I come down to five.

And who was this young lady?

Blowd if I knows. She went off wi my Punch, an I never sawd em more.

Then you dont know what induced her to sell Punch to a low fellow  but of course you know nothing about that, said I, in a musing tone, as I thought of the strange manner in which this portion of my doggies history had come to light, but I was recalled from my reverie by the contemptuous tones of my little companions voice, as he said  

But I do know something about that.

Oh, indeed! I thought you said you never saw the young lady again.

No more I did. Neither did I ever see Punch again till to-day, but I know for certain that my young lady never sold no dog wotsomedever to no low feller as ever walked in shoe leather or out of it!

Ah, I see, said I slowly, you mean

Yes, out with it, thats just wot I do mean  that the low feller prigged the pup from her, an I ony vish as I ad a grip of his ugly nose, and Id draw it out from his uglier face, I would, like the small end of a telescope, and then shut it up flat again  so flat that youd never know hed had no nose at all!

My little sharp-witted companion then willingly gave me an account of all he knew about the early history of my doggie.

The story was not long, but it began, so to speak, at the beginning.

Punch, or Dumps, as I continued to call him, had been born in a dry water-butt which stood in a back yard near the Thames. This yard was, or had been, used for putting away lumber.

It was a queer place, said my little companion, looking up in my face with a droll expression a sort o place that, when once you had gone into it, you was sure to wish you hadnt. Talk o the blues, sir; I do assure you that wen I used to go into that yard of a night it gave me the black-an-blues, it did. There was a mouldiness an a soppiness about it that beat the katticombs all to sticks. It looked like a place that some rubbish had bin flung into in the days before Adam an Eve was born, an ad been forgotten tee-totally from that time to this. Oh, it was awful! Used to make my marrow screw up into lumps wen I was used to go there.

But why did you go there at all if you disliked it so much? I asked.

Vy? because I adnt got no better place to go to. I was used to sleep there. I slep in the self-same water-butt where Punch was born. Thats ow I come to scrape acquaintance with im. Id bin away from ome in the country for a weeks slidin.

A weeks what?

Slidin. Dont you know what sliding on the ice is?

Oh!  yes. Are you very fund of that?

I should think I was  wen my boots are good enough to stick on, but they aint always that, and then Ive got to slide under difficulties. Sometimes Im out o boots an shoes altogether, in vich case slidins impossible; but I can look on and slide in spirit, vich is better than nuffin. But, as I was sayin wen you ad the bad manners to interrupt me, I ad bin away from ome for a week

Excuse my interrupting you again, but where is your home, may I ask?

You may ask, but it ud puzzle me to answer for I aint got no ome, unless I may say that London is my ome. I come an go where I pleases, so longs I dont worrit nobody. I sleep where I like, if the bobbies dont get their eyes on me wen Im agoin to bed, an I heat wotever comes in my way if it aint too tough. In winter I sleeps in a lodgin ouse wen I can but as it costs thrippence a night, I finds it too expensive, an usually prefers a railway arch, or a corner in Covent Garden Market, under a cart or a barrow, or inside of a empty sugar-barrel  anywhere so longs Im let alone; but what with the rain, the wind, the cold, and the bobbies, I may be said to sleep under difficulties. Vell, as I was agoin to say wen

Excuse me once more  what is your name? said I.

Haint got no name.

No name! Come, you are joking. What is your fathers name?

Haint got no father  never ad, as I knows on, nor mother neither, nor brother, nor sister, nor aunt, nor wife  not even a mother-in-law. Im a unit in creation, I is  as I once heerd a school-board buffer say wen he was luggin me along to school; but he was too green, that buffer was, for a school-boarder. I gave im the slip at the corner of Watling Street, an theyve never bin able to cotch me since.

But you must be known by some name, said I. What do your companions call you?

They call me bad names, as a rule. Some o the least offensive among em are Monkey-face, Screwnose, Cheeks, Squeaker, Roundeyes, and Slidder. I prefers the last myself, an ginerally answers to it. But, as I was agoin to say, Id bin away for a veek, an wen I comed ome

To which part of home? for London is a wide word, you know, I said.

Now, sir, if you go for to interrupt me like that Ill ave to charge a bob for this here valk; I couldnt stand it for sixpence.

Come, Slidder, dont be greedy.

Vell, sir, if you got as many kicks as I do, and as few hapence, praps youd be greedy too.

Perhaps I should, my boy, said I, in a gentle tone. But come, I will give you an extra sixpence if we get along well. Lets have the rest of your story; I wont interrupt again.

It aint my story, its Punchs story, returned the waif, as he stooped to pat the gratified doggie. Vell, wen I comd ome it was lateish and I was tired, besides bein ungry; so I goes right off to my water-butt, intendin to go to bed as usual, but no sooner did I put my head in, than out came a most awful growl. The butt lay on its side, and I backed out double quick just in time, for a most orrible-lookin terrier dog rushed at me. Bein used to dogs, I wasnt took by surprise, but fetched it a clip with one o my feet in its ribs that sent it staggerin to the palin o the yard. It found a hole, bolted through, scurried up the lane yellin, and I never sawd it more! This was Punchs mother. On goin into the butt afterwards I found three dead pups and one alive, so I pitched the dead ones away an shoved the live one into the breast of my coat, where he slep till mornin. At first I ad a mind to drown the pup, but it looked so comfortable an playful, an was such a queer critter, that I called him Punch, an became a father to im. I got him bones an other bits o grub, an kep im in the water-butt for three veeks. Then he began to make a noise ven I left him; so, bein sure the bobbies would rout im out at last, I took im an sold im to the first pleasant lady that seemed to fancy im.

Well, Slidder, said I, as we turned down into the mean-looking alley where Mrs Willis, my little old woman, dwelt, I am greatly interested in what you have told me about my little dog, and I am interested still more in what you have told me about yourself. Now, I want you to do me a favour. I wish you to go with me to visit an old woman, and, after that, to walk home with me  part of the way, at least.

The boy, whose pinched, hunger-smitten face had an expression of almost supernatural intelligence on it, bestowed on me a quick, earnest glance.

No dodges? Honour bright? You aint a school-board buffer? he asked.

No dodges. Honour bright, I replied, with a smile.

Vell, then, heave ahead, an Ill foller.

We passed quickly down to the lower end of the alley, which seemed to lose itself in a wretched court that appeared as if it intended to slip into the river  an intention which, if carried out, would have vastly improved its sanitary condition. Here, in a somewhat dark corner of the court, I entered an open door, ascended a flight of stairs, and gained a second landing. At the farthest extremity of the passage I stopped at a door and knocked. Several of the other doors of the passage opened, and various heads were thrust out, while inquisitive eyes surveyed me and my companion. A short survey seemed to suffice, for the doors were soon shut, one after another, with a bang, but the door at which I knocked did not open.

Lifting the latch, I entered, and observed that Mrs Willis was seated by the window, looking wistfully out. Being rather deaf, she had not heard my knock.

Come in, I whispered to little Slidder, sit down on this stool near the door, and keep quiet until I speak to you.

So saying, I advanced to the window. The view was not interesting. It consisted of the side of a house; about three feet distant, down which ran a water-spout, or drain-pipe, which slightly relieved the dead look of the bricks. From one pane of the window it was possible, by squeezing your cheek against it, to obtain a perspective view of chimney-pots. By a stretch of the neck upwards you could see more chimney pots. By a stretch of imagination you could see cats quarrelling around them,  or anything else you pleased!

Sitting down on a rickety chair beside the little old woman, I touched her gently on the shoulder. She had come to know my touch by that time, I think, for she looked round with a bright little smile.




Chapter Three.

Treats of an Old Heroine.

It was pleasant yet sad to observe the smile with which old Mrs Willis greeted me  pleasant, because it proved that she was rejoiced to see me; sad, because it was not quite in keeping with the careworn old face whose set wrinkles it deranged.

I knew you would come. You never miss the day, she said, both words and tone showing that she had fallen from a much higher position in the social scale.

It costs me little to visit you once a week, dear Mrs Willis, I replied, and it gives me great pleasure; besides, I am bound by the laws of the Society which grants your annuity to call personally and pay it. I only wish it were a larger sum.

Large enough; more than I deserve, said the old woman in a low tone, as she gazed somewhat vacantly at the dead wall opposite, and let her eyes slowly descend the spout.

The view was not calculated to distract or dissipate the mind. The bricks were so much alike that the eye naturally sought and reposed on or followed the salient feature. Having descended the spout as far as the window-sill permitted, the eyes of Mrs Willis slowly reascended as far as possible, and then turned with a meek expression to my face. More than I deserve, she repeated, and almost as much as I require. It is very kind of the Society to give it, and of you to bring it. May God bless you both! Ah, doctor! Im often puzzled by  eh! Whats that?

The sudden question, anxiously asked, was accompanied by a feeble attempt to gather her poor garments close round her feet as Dumps sniffed at her skirts and agitated his ridiculous tail.

Its only my dog, granny,  I had of late adopted this term of endearment; a very quiet well-behaved creature, I assure you, that seems too amiable to bite. Why, he appears to have a tendency to claim acquaintance with everybody. I do believe he knows you!

No, no, he doesnt. Put him out; pray put him out, said the old woman, in alarm.

Grieved that I had unintentionally roused her fear, I opened the door and called Dumps. My doggie rose, with his three indicators erect and expectant.

Go out, sir, and lie down!

The indicators slowly drooped, and Dumps crawled past in abject humility. Shutting the door, I returned.

I hope you dont dislike little boys as well as little dogs, granny, because I have brought one to wait for me here. You wont mind his sitting at the door until I go?

No, no! said Mrs Willis quickly; I like little boys  when  when theyre good, she added, after a pause.

Say Im one o the good sort, sir, suggested Slidder, in a hoarse whisper. Of course, it aint true, but wot o that, if it relieves her mind?

Taking no notice of this remark, I again sat down beside my old woman.

What were you going to say about being puzzled, granny?

Puzzled, doctor! did I say I was puzzled?

Yes, but pray dont call me doctor. Im not quite fledged yet, you know. Call me Mellon, or John. Well, you were saying

Oh, I remember. I was only going to say that Ive been puzzled a good deal of late by that text in which David says, I have never seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread. Now, my father and mother were both good Christians, and, although I cannot claim to be a good one myself, I do claim to be a poor follower of Jesus. Yet here am I

She paused.

Well, granny, said I, are you forsaken?

Nay, John, God forbid that I should say so; but am I not a beggar? Ah pride, pride, you are hard to kill!

Are you a beggar? I asked in a tone of surprise. When did you beg last, granny?

Is not a recipient of charity a beggar?

No, I replied stoutly, he is not. A solicitor of charity is a beggar, but a recipient thereof is not. In your case it was I who was the beggar. Do you not remember when I found you first, without a crust in the house, how I had to beg and entreat you to allow me to put your name on this charity, and how you persistently refused, until at last I did it without your consent; and how, eventually, you gave in only when I charged you with pride? You are not forsaken, granny, and you are not a beggar.

Brayvo, doctor! you have er there! came in a soft whisper from the door.

For a moment I felt tempted to turn the boy out, as I had turned out the dog; but, seeing that my old woman had not overheard the remark, I took no notice of it.

You have put the matter in a new light John, said Mrs Willis slowly, as her eyes once more sought the spout. You often put things in new lights, and there does seem some truth in what you say. It did hurt my pride at first, but Im gettin used to it now. Besides, continued the old lady, with a deep sigh, that trouble and everything else is swallowed up in the great sorrow of my life.

Ah! you refer to your granddaughter, I suppose, said I in a tone of profound sympathy. You have never told me about her, dear granny. If it is not too painful a subject to speak of, I should like to hear about her. When did she die?

Die! exclaimed Mrs Willis with a burst of energy that surprised me she did not die! She left me many, many months ago, it seems like years now. My Edie went out one afternoon to walk, like a beautiful sunbeam as she always was, and  and  she never came back!

Never came back! I echoed, in surprise.

No  never. I was not able to walk then, any more than now, else I would have ranged London all round, day and night, for my darling. As it was, a kind city missionary made inquiries at all the police-offices, and everywhere else he could think of, but no clew could be gained as to what had become of her. At last he got wearied out and gave it up. No wonder; he had never seen Edie, and could not love her as I did. Once he thought he had discovered her. The body of a poor girl had been found in the river, which he thought answered to her description. I thought so too when he told me what she was like, and at once concluded she had tumbled in by accident and been drowned  for, you see, my Edie was good and pure and true. She could not have committed suicide unless her mind had become deranged, and there was nothing that I knew of to bring about that. They got me with much trouble into a cab, and drove me to the place. Ah! the poor thing  she was fair and sweet to look upon, with her curling brown hair and a smile still on the parted lips, as if she had welcomed Death; but she was not my Edie. For months and months after that I waited and waited, feeling sure that she would come. Then I was forced to leave my lodging. The landlord wanted it himself. I begged that he would let me remain, but he would not. He was a hard-hearted, dissipated man. I took another lodging, but it was a long way off, and left my name and new address at the old one. My heart sank after that, and  and Ive no hope now  no hope. My darling must have met with an accident in this terrible city. She must have been killed, and will never come back to me.

The poor creature uttered a low wail, and put a handkerchief to her old eyes.

But, bless the Lord! she added in a more cheerful tone, I will go to her  soon.

For some minutes I knew not what to say in reply, by way of comforting my poor old friend. The case seemed indeed so hopeless. I could only press her hand. But my nature is naturally buoyant, and ready to hope against hope, even when distress assails myself.

Do not say there is no hope, granny, said I at last, making an effort to be cheerful. You know that with God all things are possible. It may be that this missionary did not go the right way to work in his search, however good his intentions might have been. I confess I cannot imagine how it is possible that any girl should disappear in this way, unless she had deliberately gone off with some one.

No, John, my Edie would not have left me thus of her own free will, said the old woman, with a look of assurance which showed that her mind was immovably fixed as to that point.

Well, then, I continued, loving you as you say she did, and being incapable of leaving you deliberately and without a word of explanation, it follows that  that

I stopped, for at this point no plausible reason for the girls disappearance suggested itself.

It follows that she must have been killed, said the old woman in a low broken tone.

No, granny, I will not admit that.  Come, cheer up; I will do my best to make inquiries about her, and as I have had considerable experience in making investigations among the poor of London, perhaps I may fall on some clew. She would be sure to have made inquiries, would she not, at your old lodging, if she had felt disposed to return?

Felt disposed! repeated Mrs Willis, with a strange laugh. If she could return, you mean.

Well  if she could, said I.

No doubt she would; but soon after I left my old lodging the landlord fled the country, and other people came to the house, who were troubled by my sending so often to inquire. Then my money was all expended, and I had to quit my second lodging, and came here, which is far, far from the old lodging, and now I have no one to send.

Have you any friends in London? I asked.

No. We had come from York to try to find teaching for my darling, for we could get none in our native town, and we had not been long enough in London to make new friends when  when  she went away. My dear Ann and Willie, her mother and father, died last year, and now we have no near relations in the world.

Shall I read to you, granny? said I, feeling that no words of mine could do much to comfort one in so sad a case.

She readily assented. I was in the habit of reading and praying with her during these visits. I turned, without any definite intention of doing so, to the words, Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. I cannot tell why, but I paused here instead of reading on, or commenting on the words.

The old woman looked earnestly at me.

These words, she said, have been in my mind all yesterday and the day before. I have been greatly comforted by them, because He is faithful who has promised. Pray over them, John; dont read any more.

I knelt by the poor womans chair; she could not kneel with me in body, though she did in spirit, I doubt not. I had quite forgotten Slidder, but, on rising, observed that he had followed my example and gone down on his knees.

Were you praying with us, Slidder? I asked, after we left Mrs Willis, and were walking up the alley, followed by Dumps.

Dun know, sir; Ive never heard nor seen nuffin o this sort before. In coorse Ive heard the missionaries sometimes, a-hollerin about the streets, but I never worrited myself about them. I say, doctor, thats a rum go about that gal Edie  aint it? Ive quite took a fancy to that gal, now, though I aint seen her. Dye think shes bin drownded?

I scarce know what to think. Her disappearance so suddenly does seem very strange. I fear, I fear much that  however, its of no use guessing. I shall at once set about making inquiries.

Ha! so shall I, said the little waif, with a look of determination on his small face that amused me greatly, for shes a good gal is Edie  if she aint drownded.

Why, boy, how can you know whether the girl is good or bad?

How can I know? he echoed, with a glance of almost superhuman wisdom. In coorse I know by the powers of obserwation. That old gal, Mrs Willis, is a good old thing  as good as gold. Vell, a good mother is always cocksure to ave a good darter  specially ven shes a only darter  so the mother o Edie bein good, Edie herself must be good, dont you see? Anythink as belonged to Mrs Willis cant help bein good. Im glad you took me to see her, doctor, for Ive made up my mind to take that old ooman up, as the bobbies say wen theyre wexed with avin nuffin to do xcept strut about the streets like turkey-cocks. Ill take er up and do for er, I will.

On questioning him further I found that this ragged and homeless little waif had indeed been touched by Mrs Williss sad story, and drawn towards her by her soft, gentle nature  so different from what he had hitherto met with in his wanderings,  and that he was resolved to offer her his gratuitous services as a message-boy and general servant, without requiring either food or lodging in return.

But Mrs Willis may object to such a dirty ragged fellow coming about her, said I.

Aint there no pumps in London, stoopid? said Slidder, with a look of pity, no soap?

True, I replied, with a laugh, but youd require needles and thread and cloth, in addition, to make yourself respectable.

Nothink of the sort; I can beg or borrer or steal coats and pants, you know.

Ah, Slidder! said I, in a kind but serious tone, doubtless you can, but begging or borrowing are not likely to succeed, and stealing is wrong.

Dyou think so? returned the boy, with a look of innocent surprise. Dont you think, now, that in a good cause a cove might:  

Take wot isnt hisn,

An risk his bein sent to prisn?

I replied emphatically that I did not think so, that wrong could never be made right by any means, and that the commencement of a course of even disinterested kindness on such principles would be sure to end ill.

Vell, then, Ill reconsider my decision, as the maginstrates ought to say, but never do.

Thats right. And now we must part, Slidder, I said, stopping. Here is the second sixpence I promised you, also my card and address. Will you come and see me at my own house the day after to-morrow, at eight in the morning?

I will, replied the boy, with decision; but I say, all fair an above-board? No school-boardin nor nuffin o that sort  hey? honour bright?

Honour bright! I replied, holding out my hand, which he grasped and shook quite heartily.

We had both taken two or three steps in opposite directions, when, as if under the same impulse, we looked back at each other, and in so doing became aware of the fact that Dumps stood between us on the pavement in a state of extreme indecision or mental confusion.

Hallo! I say! weve bin an forgot Punch! exclaimed the boy.

Dumps, said I, come along!

Punch, said he, come here, good dog!

My doggie looked first at one, then at the other. The two indicators in front rose and fell, while the one behind wagged and drooped in a state of obvious uncertainty.

Wont you sell im back? said Slidder, returning. Ill work it out in messages or anythink else.

But what of the bobbies? I asked.

Ah! true, I forgot the bobbies. Id ony be able to keep im for a week, praps not so long, afore theyd nab him.  Go, Punch, go, you dont know ven youre vell off.

The tone in which this was uttered settled the point, and turned the wavering balance of the creatures affections in my favour. With all the indicators extremely pendulous, and its hairy coat hanging in a species of limp humility, my doggie followed me home; but I observed that, as we went along, he ever and anon turned a wistful glance in the direction in which the ragged waif had disappeared.




Chapter Four.

In Which Dumps Finds Another Old Friend.

One morning, a considerable time after the events narrated in the last chapter, I sat on the sofa waiting for breakfast, and engaged in an interesting conversation with Dumps. The only difference in our mode of communication was that Dumps talked with his eyes, I with my tongue.

From what I have already said about my doggie, it will be understood that his eyes  which were brown and speaking eyes  lay behind such a forest of hair that it was only by clearing the dense masses away that I could obtain a full view of his liquid orbs. I am not sure that his ears were much less expressive than his eyes. Their variety of motion, coupled with their rate of action, served greatly to develop the full meaning of what his eyes said.

Mrs Miff seems to have forgotten us this morning, Dumps, I remarked, pulling out my watch.

One ear cocked forward, the other turned back towards the door, and a white gleam under the hair, indicating that the eyes turned in the same direction, said as plainly as there was any occasion for  

No; not quite forgotten us. I hear her coming now.

Ha! so she is. Now you shall have a feed. Both ears elevated to the full extent obviously meant Hurrah! while a certain motion of his body appeared to imply that, in consequence of his sedentary position, he was vainly attempting to wag the sofa.

If you please, sir, said my landlady, laying the breakfast tray on the table, theres a shoe-black in the kitchen says he wants to see you.

Ah! young Slidder, I fancy. Well, send him up.

He says hes ad his breakfast an will wait till you have done, sir.

Very considerate. Send him up nevertheless.

In a few minutes my protégé stood before me, hat in hand, looking, in the trim costume of the brigade, quite a different being from the ragged creature I had met with in Whitechapel. Dumps instantly assaulted him with loving demonstrations.

How spruce you look, my boy!

Thanks to you, sir, replied Slidder, with a familiar nod; they do say Im lookin up.

I hope you like the work. Have you had breakfast? Would a roll do you any good?

Thankee, Im primed for the day. I came over, sir, to say that granny seems to me to be out o sorts. Since Ive been allowed to sleep on the rug inside her door, Ive noticed that she aint so lively as she used to was. Shivers a deal wen it aint cold, groans now an then, an whimpers a good deal. It strikes me, now  though I aint a reglar sawbones  that theres suthin wrong with her inards.

Ill finish breakfast quickly and go over with you to see her, said I.

Dont need to urry, sir, returned Slidder; she aint wery bad  not much wuss than ornary  ony Ive bin too anxious about her  poor old thing. Ill vait below till youre ready.  Come along, Punch, an jine yer old pal in the kitchen till the noo uns ready.

After breakfast we three hurried out and wended our way eastward. As the morning was unusually fine I diverged towards one of the more fashionable localities to deliver a note with which I had been charged. Young Slidders spirits were high, and for a considerable time he entertained me with a good deal of the East-end gossip. Among other things, he told me of the great work that was being done there by Dr Barnardo and others of similar spirit, in rescuing waifs like himself from their wretched condition.

Though some on us dont think it so wretched arter all, he continued. Theres the Slogger, now, he wont go into the ome on no consideration; says he wouldnt give a empty sugar-barrel for all the omes in London. But then the Sloggers a lazy muff. He dont want to work  thats about it. Hed sooner starve than work. By consikence he steals, more or less, an finds a ome in the stone jug pretty frequent. As to his taste for a sugar-barrel, I aint so sure that I dont agree with im. Its big, you know  plenty of room to move, wich it aint so with a flour-barrel. An then the smell! Oh! youve no notion! Wy, thats wuth the price of a nights lodgin itself, to say nothin o the chance of a knot-hole or a crack full o sugar, that the former tenants has failed to diskiver.

While the waif was commenting thus enthusiastically on the bliss of lodging in a sugar-barrel, we were surprised to see Dumps, who chanced to be trotting on in front come to a sudden pause and gaze at a lady who was in the act of ringing the door-bell of an adjoining house.

The door was opened by a footman, and the lady was in the act of entering when Dumps gave vent to a series of sounds, made up of a whine, a bark, and a yelp. At the same moment his tail all but twirled him off his legs as he rushed wildly up the stairs and began to dance round the lady in mad excitement.

The lady backed against the door in alarm. The footman, anxious apparently about his calves, seized an umbrella and made a wild assault on the dog, and I was confusedly conscious of Slidder exclaiming, Why, if that aint my young lady! as I sprang up the steps to the rescue.

Down, Dumps, you rascal; down! I exclaimed, seizing him by the brass collar with which I had invested him. Pardon the rudeness of my dog, madam, I said, looking up; I never saw him act in this way before. It is quite unaccountable

Not quite so unaccountable as you think, interrupted Slidder, who stood looking calmly on, with his hands in his pockets and a grin on his face. Its your own dog, miss.

What do you mean, boy? said the lady, a gaze of surprise chasing away the look of alarm which had covered her pretty face.

I mean xactly what I says, miss. The dogs your own: I sold it to you long ago for five bob!

The girl  for she was little more than sixteen  turned with a startled, doubting look to the dog.

If you dont blieve it, miss, look at the vite spot on the bridge of is nose, said Slidder, with a self-satisfied nod to the lady and a supremely insolent wink to the footman.

Pompey! exclaimed the girl, holding out a pair of the prettiest little gloved hands imaginable.

My doggie broke from my grasp with a shriek of joy, and sprang into her arms. She buried her face in his shaggy neck and absolutely hugged him.

I stood aghast. The footman smiled in an imbecile manner.

Youd better not squeeze quite so hard, miss, or hell bust! remarked the waif.

Recovering herself, and dropping the dog somewhat hurriedly, she turned to me with a flushed face and said  

Excuse me, sir; this unexpected meeting with my dog

Your dog! I involuntarily exclaimed, while a sense of unmerited loss began to creep over me.

Well, the dog was mine once, at all events  though I doubt not it is rightfully yours now, said the young lady, with a smile that at once disarmed me. It was stolen from me a few months after I had bought it from this boy, who seems strangely altered since then. Im glad, however, to see that the short time I had the dog was sufficient to prevent its forgetting me. But perhaps, she added, in a sad tone, it would have been better if it had forgotten me.

My mind was made up.

No, madam, said I, with decision; it is well that the dog has not forgotten you. I would have been surprised, indeed, if it had. It is yours. I could not think of robbing you of it. I  I  am going to visit a sick woman and cannot delay; forgive me if I ask permission to leave the dog with you until I return in the afternoon to hand it formally over and bid it farewell.

This was said half in jest yet I felt very much in earnest, for the thought of parting from my doggie, even to such a fair mistress, cost me no small amount of pain  much to my surprise, for I had not imagined it possible that I could have formed so strong an attachment to a dumb animal in so short a time. But, you see, being a bachelor of an unsocial spirit, my doggie and I had been thrown much together in the evenings, and had made the most of our time.

The young lady half laughed, and hesitatingly thanked me as she went into the house, followed by Dumps, alias Punch, alias Pompey, who never so much as cast one parting glance on me as I turned to leave. A shout caused me to turn again and look back. I beheld an infant rolling down the drawing-room stairs like a small Alpine boulder. A little girl was vainly attempting to arrest the infant, and three boys, of various sizes, came bounding towards the young lady with shouts of welcome. In the midst of the din my doggie uttered a cry of pain, the Babel of childrens voices was hushed by a bass growl, and the street door closed with a bang!

Yell, that is a rum go! exclaimed my little companion, as we walked slowly away. Dont it seem to you, now, as if it wor all a dream?

It does, indeed, I replied, half inclined to laugh, yet with a feeling of sadness at my heart, for I knew that my doggie and I were parted for ever! Even if the young lady should insist on my keeping the dog, I felt that I could not agree to do so. No! I had committed myself, and the thing was done; for it was clear that, with the mutual affection existing between the lady and the dog, they would not willingly consent to be parted  it would be cruelty even to suggest a separation.

Pshaw! thought I, why should the loss of a miserable dog  a mere mass of shapeless hair  affect me so much? Pooh! I will brush the subject away.

So I brushed it away, but back it came again in spite of all my brushing, and insisted on remaining to trouble me.

Short though our friendship had been, it had, I found, become very warm and strong. I recalled a good many pleasant evenings when, seated alone in my room with a favourite author, I had read and tickled Dumps under the chin and behind the ears to such an extent that I had thoroughly gained his heart; and as love begets love, I had been drawn insensibly yet powerfully towards him. In short, Dumps and I understood each other.

While I was meditating on these things my companion, who had walked along in silence, suddenly said  

You neednt take on so, sir, about Punch.

How dyou know Im taking on so?

Cause you look so awful solemncholy. An theres no occasion to do so. You can get the critter back again.

I fear not Slidder, for I have already given it to the young lady, and you have seen how fond she is of it; and the dog evidently likes her better than it likes me.

Yell, I aint surprised at that. It ony proves it to be a dog of good taste; but you can get it back for all that.

How so? I asked, much amused by the decision and self-sufficiency of the boys manner.

Vy, youve ony got to go and marry the young lady, wen, of course, all her property becomes yours, Punch included, dont you see?

True, Slidder; it had not occurred to me in that light, said I, laughing heartily, as much at the cool and quiet insolence of the waifs manner as at his suggestion. But then, you see, there are difficulties in the way. Young ladies who dwell in fine mansions are not fond of marrying penniless doctors.

Pooh! replied the urchin; that as nuffin to do with it. Youve ony got to set up in a ouse close alongside, with a big gold mortar over the door an a one-oss broom, an youll ave er in six months  or eight if shes got contrairy parents. Then youll want a tiger, of course, to old the oss; an I knows a smart young feller whose name begins with a S, as would just suit. So, you see, youve nothing to do but to go in an win.

The precocious waif looked up in my face with such an expression of satisfaction as he finished this audacious speech, that I could not help gazing at him in blank amazement. What I should have replied I know not, for we arrived just then at the abode of old Mrs Willis.

The poor old lady was suffering from a severe attack of influenza, which, coupled with age and the depression caused by her heavy sorrow, had reduced her physical powers in an alarming degree. It was obvious that she urgently required good food and careful nursing. I never before felt so keenly my lack of money. My means barely sufficed to keep myself, educational expenses being heavy. I was a shy man, too, and had never made friends  at least among the rich  to whom I could apply on occasions like this.

Dear granny, I said, you would get along nicely if you would consent to go to a hospital.

Never! said the old lady, in a tone of decision that surprised me.

I assure you, granny, that you would be much better cared for and fed there than you can be here, and it would not be necessary to give up your room. I would look after it until you are better.

Still the old lady shook her head, which was shaking badly enough from age as it was.

Going to the corner cupboard, in which Mrs Willis kept her little store of food and physic, I stood there pondering what I should do.

Please, sir, said Slidder, sidling up to me, if you wants mutton-chops, or steaks, or port wine, or anythink o that sort, just say the word and Ill get em.

You, boy  how?

Vy, aint the shops full of em? Id go an help myself, spite of all the bobbies that valks in blue.

Oh, Slidder, said I, really grieved, for I saw by his earnest face that he meant it, would you go and steal after all I have said to you about that sin?

Vell, sir, I wouldnt prig for myself  indeed I wouldnt  but Id do it to make the old ooman better.

That would not change stealing into a virtue. No, my boy, we must try to hit on some other way of providing for her wants.

The Lord will provide, said Mrs Willis, from the bed.

She had overheard us. I hastened to her side.

Yes, granny, He will provide. Meanwhile He has given me enough money to spare a little for your immediate wants. I will send some things, which your kind neighbour, Mrs Jones, will cook for you. Ill give her directions as I pass her door. Slidder will go home with me and fetch you the medicines you require. Now, try to sleep till Mrs Jones comes with the food. You must not speak to me. It will make you worse.

I only want to ask, John, have you any  any news about

No, not yet, granny; but dont be cast down. If you can trust God for food, surely you can trust Him for protection, not only to yourself, but to Edie. Remember the words, Commit thy way unto the Lord, and He will bring it to pass.

Thank you, John, replied the old woman, as she sank back on her pillow with a little sigh.

After leaving Mrs Willis I was detained so long with some of my patients that it was late before I could turn my steps westward. The night was very cold, with a keen December wind blowing, and heavy black clouds driving across the dark sky. It was after midnight as I drew near the neighbourhood of the house in which I had left Dumps so hurriedly that morning. In my haste I had neglected to ask the name of the young lady with whom I had left him, or to note the number of the house; but I recollected its position, and resolved to go round by it for the purpose of ascertaining the name on the door.




Chapter Five.

Conspiracy and Villainy, Innocence and Tragedy.

In one of the dirtiest of the dirty and disreputable dens of London, a man and a boy sat on that same dark December night engaged in earnest conversation.

Their seats were stools, their table was an empty flour-barrel, their apartment a cellar. A farthing candle stood awry in the neck of a pint bottle. A broken-lipped jug of gin-and-water hot, and two cracked tea-cups stood between them. The damp of the place was drawn out, rather than abated, by a small fire, which burned in a rusty grate, over which they sought to warm their hands as they conversed. The man was palpably a scoundrel. Not less so was the boy.

Slogger, said the man, in a growling voice, we must do it this wery night.

Vell, Brassey, Im game, replied the Slogger, draining his cup with a defiant air.

If it hadnt bin for that old ooman as was care-taker all last summer, continued the man, as he pricked a refractory tobacco-pipe, wed ave found the job more difficult; but, you see, she went and lost the key o the back door, and the doctor he ad to get another. So I goes an gets round the old ooman, an pumps her about the lost key, an at last I finds it  dye see?

But, returned the Slogger, with a knowing frown, seems to me as how youd never get two keys into one lock  eh? The noo un wouldnt let the old un in, would it?

Ah, thats where it is, replied Mr Brassey, with a leer, as he raised his cup to his large ugly mouth and chuckled. You see, the doctors wife shes summat timmersome, an looks arter the lockin up every night herself  wery partikler. Then she as all the keys up into her own bedroom o nights  so, you see, in consikence of her uncommon care, she keeps all the locks clear for you and me to work upon!

The Slogger was so overcome by this instance of the result of excessive caution, that he laughed heartily for some minutes, and had to apply for relief to the hot gin-and-water.

Ow ever did you come for to find that hout? asked the boy.

Servants, replied the man.

Ha! exclaimed the boy, with a wink, which would have been knowing if the spirits had not by that time rendered it ridiculous.

Yes, you see, continued the elder ruffian, blowing a heavy cloud of smoke like a cannon shot from his lips, servants is wariable in character. Some is good, an some is bad. I mostly take up wi the bad uns. Theres one in the doctors ouse as is a prime favourite with me, an knows all about the locks, she does. But theres a noo an unexpected difficulty sprung up in the way this wery mornin.

Wots that? demanded the Slogger, with the air of a man prepared to defy all difficulties.

Theyve bin an got a dog  a little dog, too; the very wust kind for kickin up a row. Owever, it aint the fust time you an I ave met an conkered such a difficulty. Youll take a bit of cats meat in your pocket, you know.

Hall right! exclaimed the young housebreaker, with a reckless toss of his shaggy head, as he laid his hand on the jug: but the elder scoundrel laid his stronger hand upon it.

Come, Slogger; no more o that. Youve ad too much already. You wont be fit for dooty if you take more.

Its wery ard on a cove, growled the lad, sulkily.

Brassey looked narrowly into his face, then took up the forbidden jug, and himself drained it, after which he rose, grasped the boy by his collar, and forced him, struggling, towards a sink full of dirty water, into which he thrust his head, and shook it about roughly for a second or two.

There, thatll sober you, said the man, releasing the boy, and sending him into the middle of the room with a kick. Now, dont let your monkey rise, Slogger. Its all for your good. Ill be back in alf an hour. See that you have the tools ready.

So saying the man left the cellar, and the boy, who was much exasperated, though decidedly sobered, by his treatment, proceeded to dry himself with a jack-towel, and make preparations for the intended burglary.

The house in regard to which such interesting preparations were being made was buried, at the hour I write of, in profound repose. As its fate and its family have something to do with my tale, I shall describe it somewhat particularly. In the basement there was an offshoot, or scullery, which communicated with the kitchen. This scullery had been set apart that day as the bedroom of my little dog. (Of course I knew nothing of this, and what I am about to relate, at that time. I learned it all afterwards.) Dumps lay sound asleep on a flannel bed, made by loving hands, in the bottom of a soap-box. It lay under the shadow of a beer-cask  the servants beer  a fresh cask  which, having arrived late that evening, had not been relegated to the cellar. The only other individual who slept on the basement was the footman.

That worthy, being elderly and feeble, though bold as a lion, had been doomed to the lower regions by his mistress, as a sure protection against burglars. He went to bed nightly with a poker and a pistol so disposed that he could clutch them both while in the act of springing from bed. This arrangement was made not to relieve his own fears, but by order of his mistress, with whom he could hold communication at night without rising, by means of a speaking-tube.

John  he chanced to bear my own name  had been so long subject to night alarms, partly from cats careering in the back yard, and his mistress demanding to know, through the tube, if he heard them; partly, also, from frequent ringing of the night-bell, by persons who urgently wanted Dr McTougall, that he had become callous in his nervous system, and did much of his night-work as a semi-somnambulist.

The rooms on the first floor above, consisting of the dining-room, library, and consulting-room, etcetera, were left, as usual, tenantless and dark at night. On the drawing-room floor Mrs McTougall lay in her comfortable bed, sound asleep and dreamless. The poor lady had spent the first part of that night in considerable fear because of the restlessness of Dumps in his new and strange bedroom  her husband being absent because of a sudden call to a country patient. The speaking-tube had been pretty well worked, and John had been lively in consequence  though patient  but at last the drowsy god had calmed the good lady into a state of oblivion.

On the floor above, besides various bedrooms, there were the night nursery and the schoolroom. In one of the bedrooms slumbered the young lady who had robbed me of my doggie!

In the nursery were four cribs and a cradle. Dr McTougalls family had come in what I may style annual progression. Six years had he been married, and each year had contributed another annual to the army.

The children were now ranged round the walls with mathematical precision  one, two, three, four, and five. The doctor liked them all to be together, and the nursery, being unusually large, permitted of this arrangement. A tall, powerful, sunny-tempered woman of uncertain age officered the army by day and guarded it by night. Jack and Harry and Job and Jenny occupied the cribs, Dolly the cradle. Each of these creatures had been transfixed by sleep in the very midst of some desperate enterprise during the earlier watches of that night, and all had fallen down in more or less dégagé and reckless attitudes. Here a fat fist, doubled; there a fatter leg, protruded; elsewhere a spread eagle was represented, with the bedclothes in a heap on its stomach; or a complex knot was displayed, made up of legs, sheets, blankets, and arms. Subsequently the tall but faithful guardian had gone round, disentangled the knot, reduced the spread eagle, and straightened them all out. They now lay, stiff and motionless as mummies, roseate as the morn, deceptively innocent, with eyes tight shut and mouths wide open  save in the case of Dolly, whose natural appetite could only be appeased by the nightly sucking of two of her own fingers.

In the attics three domestics slumbered in peace. Still higher, a belated cat reposed in the lee of a chimney-stack.

It was a restful scene, which none but a heartless monster could have ventured to disturb. Even Brassey and the Slogger had no intention of disturbing it  on the contrary, it was their earnest hope that they might accomplish their designs on the doctors plate with as little disturbance as possible. Their motto was a paraphrase, Get the plate  quietly, if you can, but get the plate!

In the midst of the universal stillness, when no sound was heard save the sighing of the night-wind or the solemn creaking of an unsuccessful smoke-curer, there came a voice of alarm down the tube  

John, do you hear burglars?

Oh, dear! no, mum, I dont.

Im convinced I hear them at the back of the house! tubed Mrs McTougall.

Indeed it aint, mum, tubed John in reply. Its ony that little dog as comed this morning and aint got used to its noo ome yet. Its a-whinin, mum; thats wot it is.

Oh! do get up, John, and put a light beside him; perhaps hes afraid of the dark.

Very well, mum, said John, obedient but savage.

He arose, upset the poker and pistol with a hideous clatter, which was luckily too remote to smite horror into the heart of Mrs McTougall, and groped his way into the servants hall. Lighting a paraffin lamp, he went to the scullery, using very unfair and harsh language towards my innocent dog.

Pompey, you brute!  the footman had already learned his name hold your noise. There!

He set the lamp on the head of the beer cask and returned to bed.

It is believed that poor perplexed Dumps viewed the midnight apparition with silent surprise, and wagged his tail, being friendly; then gazed at the lamp after the apparition had retired, until obliged to give the subject up, like a difficult conundrum, and finally went to sleep  perchance to dream  of dogs, or me!

It was while Dumps was thus engaged that Brassey and the Slogger walked up to the front of the house and surveyed it in silence for a few minutes. They also took particular observations of both ends of the street.

All serene, said Brassey; now, you go round to the back and use your key quietly. Give im the bit o meat quick. He wont give tongue arter e smells it, and one or two barks wont alarm the ouse. So, get along, Slogger. Wen youve got him snug, with a rope round is neck an is head in the flannel bag, just caterwaul an Ill come round. Bless the cats! theyre a great help to gentlemen in our procession.

Thus admonished, the Slogger chuckled and melted into the darkness, while Brassey mingled himself with the shadow of a pillar.

The key  lost by the care-taker and found by the burglar  fitted into the empty lock even more perfectly than that which Mrs McTougall had conveyed to her mantelpiece some hours before. It was well oiled too, and went round in the wards of the lock without giving a chirp, so that the bolt flew back with one solitary shot. The report, however, was loud. It caused Dumps to return from Dogland and raise his head with a decided growl.

Nobody heard the growl except the Slogger, who stood perfectly still for nearly a minute, with his hand on the door-handle. Then he opened the door slowly and softly  so slowly and softly that an alarm-bell attached to it did not ring.

A sharp bow! wow! wow! however, greeted him as he entered, but he was prompt. A small piece of meat fell directly under the nose of Dumps, as he stood bristling in front of his box; and, let me add, when Dumps bristled it was a sight to behold!

Good dog  good dooog, said the Slogger, in his softest and most insinuating tone.

Dumps reduced his bark to a growl.

The footman heard both bark and growl, but, attributing them to the influence of cats, turned on his other side and listened  not for burglars, innocent man, but for the tube.

It was silent! Evidently tired nature was, in Mrs McTougalls case, lulled by the sweet restorer. Forthwith John betook himself again to the land of Nod.

Have another bit? said the Slogger in quite a friendly way, after the first bit had been devoured.

My too trusting favourite wagged his tail and innocently accepted the bribe.

It was good cats meat. Dumps liked it. The enormous supper with which he had lain down was by that time nearly assimilated, and appetite had begun to revive. Going down on his knee the young burglar held out a third morsel of temptation in his hand. Dumps meekly advanced and took the meat. It was a sad illustration of the ease with which even a dog descends from bad to worse.

While he was engaged with it the Slogger gently patted his head.

Suddenly Dumps found his muzzle grasped and held tight in a powerful hand. He tried to bark and yell, but could produce nothing better than a scarcely audible whine. His sides were at the same instant grasped by a pair of powerful knees, while a rope was twisted round his neck, and the process of strangulation began.

But strangulation was not the Sloggers intention. He had been carefully warned not to kill.

Mind, now, you dont screw im up too tight, Brassey had said, when giving the boy his instructions before starting. Dogs is vurth munny. Just old im tight and quiet till you get the flannel bag on is head, and then stand by till Ive sacked the swag.

Accordingly, having effected the bagging of the dogs head, the young burglar went to the door, holding Dumps tight in his arms, and uttered a pretty loud and life-like caterwaul. Brassey heard it, emerged from the shade of his pillar, and was soon beside his comrade.

When Dumps smelt and heard the new-comer, he redoubled his efforts to free his head and yell, but the Slogger was too much for him.

Few words were wasted on this occasion. The couple understood their work. Brassey took up the lamp.

Wery considerate of em to ave a light all ready for us, he muttered, as he lowered the flame a little, and glided into the kitchen, leaving the Slogger on guard in the scullery. Here he found a variety of gins and snares carefully placed for him  and such as he  by strict orders of Mrs McTougall. Besides a swing-bell on the window shutter  similar to that which had done so little service on the scullery door  there was a coal-scuttle with the kitchen tongs balanced against it and a tin slop-pail in company with the kitchen shovel, and a watering-pan, which  the poker being already engaged to John  was balanced on its own rose and handle, all ready to fail with a touch. These outworks being echelloned along the floor rendered it impossible for an intruder to cross the kitchen in the dark without overturning one or more of them. Thanks to the lamp, Brassey steered his way carefully and with a grim smile.

At John Waterss door he paused and listened. Johns nose revealed his condition.

Gliding up the stairs on shoeless feet the burglar entered the dining-room, picked the locks of the sideboard with marvellous celerity, unfolded a canvas bag, and placed therein whatever valuables he could lay hands on. Proceeding next to the drawing-room floor, he began to examine and appropriate the articles of vertu that appeared to him most valuable.

Not being a perfect judge of such matters, Mr Brassey was naturally puzzled with some of them. One in particular caused him to regard it with frowning attention for nearly a minute before he came to the conclusion that it was vurth munny. He placed the lamp on the small table near the window, from which he had lifted the ornament in question, and sat down on a crimson chair with gilded legs to examine it more critically.

Meanwhile the Slogger, left in the dark with the still fitfully struggling Dumps, employed his leisure in running over some of the salient events of his past career, and in trying to ascertain, by the very faint light that came from a distant street-lamp, what was the nature of his immediate surroundings. His nose told him that the cask at his elbow was beer. His exploring right hand told him that the tap was in it. His native intelligence suggested a tumbler on the head of the cask, and the exploring hand proved the idea to be correct.

Brassey was wery ard on me to-night, he thought. Id like to have a swig.

But Dumps was sadly in the way. To remove his left hand even for an instant from the dogs muzzle was not to be thought of. In this dilemma he resolved to tie up the said muzzle, and the legs also, even at the risk of causing death. It would not take more than a minute to draw a tumblerful, and any dog worth a straw could hold his wind for a minute. He would try. He did try, and was yet in the act of drawing the beer when my doggie burst his bonds by a frantic effort to be free. Probably the hairy nature of his little body had rendered a firm bond impossible. At all events, he suddenly found his legs loose. Another effort, more frantic than before, set free the muzzle, and then there arose on the still night air a yell so shrill, so loud, so indescribably horrible, that its conception must be left entirely to the readers imagination.

At the same instant Dumps scurried into the kitchen. The scuttle and tongs went down, the slop-pail and shovel followed suit, also the watering-pan, into which latter Dumps went head foremost as it fell, and from its interior another yell issued with such resonant power that the first yell was a mere chirp by contrast. The Slogger fled from the scene like an evil spirit, while John Waters sprang up and grasped the pistol and poker.

The effect on Brassey in the drawing-room cannot be conceived, much less described. He shot, as it were, out of the crimson-gilded chair and overturned the lamp, which burst on the floor. Being half full of paraffin oil it instantly set fire to the gauze window-curtains. The burglar made straight for the stairs. John Waters, observing the light, dashed up the same, and the two met face to face on the landing, breathing hate and glaring defiance!




Chapter Six.

Relates a Stirring Innocent.

Now it was at this critical moment that I chanced to come upon the scene.

I had just ascertained from the brass plate on the door that Dr McTougall dwelt there, and was thinking what an ugly unromantic name that was for a pretty girl as I descended the steps, when Dumpss first yell broke upon my astonished ears. I recognised the voice at once, though I must confess that the second yell from the interior of the watering-pan perplexed me not a little, but the hideous clatter with which it was associated, and the sudden bursting out of flames in the drawing-room, drove all thoughts of Dumps instantly away.

My first impulse was to rush to the nearest fire-station; but a wild shouting in the lobby of the house arrested me. I rang the bell violently. At the same moment I heard the report of a pistol, and a savage curse, as a bullet came crashing through the door and went close past my head. Then I heard a blow, followed by a groan. This was succeeded by female shrieks overhead, and the violent undoing of the bolts, locks, and chains of the front door.

Thought is quick. Burglary flashed into my mind! A villainous-looking fellow leaped out as the door flew open. I recognised him instantly as the man who had sold Dumps to me. I put my foot in front of him. He went over it with a wild pitch, and descended the steps on his nose!

I was about to leap on him when a policeman came tearing round the corner, just in time to receive the stunned Brassey with open arms, as he rose and staggered forward.

Just so. Dont give way too much to your feelings! Ill take care of you, my poor unfortunate fellow, said the policeman, as a brother in blue came to his assistance.

Already one of those ubiquitous creatures, a street-boy, had flown to the fire-station on the wings of hope and joy, and an engine came careering round the corner as I turned to rush up the stairs, which were already filled with smoke.

I dashed in the first door I came to. A lady, partially clothed, stood there pale as death, and motionless.

Quick, madam! descend! the house is on fire! I gasped in sharp sentences as I seized her. Where is your  your (she looked young) sister? I cried, as she resisted my efforts to lead her out.

Ive no sister! she shrieked.

Your daughter, then! Quick, direct me!

Oh! my darling! she cried, wringing her hands.

Where? I shouted in desperation, for the smoke was thickening.

Up-stairs, she screamed, and rushed out, intending evidently to go up.

I caught her round the waist and forced her down the stairs, thrust her into the arms of an ascending fireman, and then ran up again, taking three steps at a time. The cry of a child attracted me. I made for a door opposite, and burst it open. The scene that presented itself was striking. Out of four cribs and a cradle arose five cones of bed-clothes, with a pretty little curly head surmounting each cone, and ten eyes blazing with amazement. A tall nurse stood erect in the middle of the floor with outstretched arms, glaring.

Instantly I grasped a cone in each arm and bore it from the room. Blinded with smoke, I ran like a thunderbolt into the arms of a gigantic fireman.

Take it easy, sir. Youll do far more work if you keep cool. Straight on to front room! Fire-escapes there by this time.

I understood, and darted into a front room, through the window of which the head of the fire-escape entered at the same moment, sending glass in splinters all over us. It was immediately drawn back a little, enabling me to throw up the window-sash and thrust the two children into the arms of another fireman, whose head suddenly emerged from the smoke that rose from the windows below. I could see that the fire was roaring out into the street, and lighting up hundreds of faces below, while the steady clank of engines told that the brigade was busily at work fighting the flames. But I had no time to look or think. Indeed, I felt as if I had no power of volition properly my own, but that I acted under the strong impulse of another spirit within me.

Darting back towards the nursery I met the first fireman dragging with his right hand the tall nurse, who seemed unreasonably to struggle against him, while in his left arm he carried two of the children, and the baby by its night-dress in his teeth.

I saw at a glance that he had emptied the nursery, and turned to search for another door. During the whole of this scene  which passed in a few minutes  a feeling of desperate anxiety possessed me as to the fate of the young lady to whom I had given up my doggie. I felt persuaded she slept on the same floor with the children, and groped about the passage in search of another door. By this time the smoke was so dense that I was all but suffocated. A minute or two more and it would be too late. I could not see. Suddenly I felt a door and kicked it open. The black smoke entered with me, but it was still clear enough inside for me to perceive the form of a girl lying on the floor. It was she!

Miss McTougall! I shouted, endeavouring to rouse her; but she had fainted. Not a moment now to lose. A lurid tongue of flame came up the staircase. I rolled a blanket round the girl  head and all. She was very light. In the excitement of the moment I raised her as if she had been a child, and darted back towards the passage, but the few moments I had lost almost cost us our lives. I knew that to breathe the dense smoke would be certain suffocation, and went through it holding my breath like a diver. I felt as if the hot flames were playing round my head, and smelt the singeing of my own hair. Another moment and I had reached the window, where the grim but welcome head of the escape still rested. With a desperate bound I went head first into the shoot, taking my precious bundle along with me.

A fireman chanced to be going down the shoot at the time, carefully piloting one of the maids who had been rescued from the attics, and checking his speed with outspread legs. Against him I canonned with tremendous force, and sent him and his charge in a heap to the bottom.

This was fortunate, for the pace at which I must have otherwise come down would have probably broken my neck. As it was, I felt so stunned that I nearly lost consciousness. Still I retained my senses sufficiently to observe a stout elderly little man in full evening dress, with his coat slit up behind to his neck, his face half-blackened, and his shaggy hair flying wildly in all directions  chiefly upwards. Amid wild cheering from the crowd I confusedly heard the conversation that followed.

Theyre all accounted for now, sir, said a policeman, who supported me.

The elderly gentleman had leaped forward with an exclamation of earnest thankfulness, and unrolled the blanket.

Not hurt! No, thank God. Lift her carefully now. To the same house.  And who are you? he added, turning and looking full at me as I leaned in a dazed condition on the firemans shoulder. I heard the question and saw the speaker, but could not reply.

This is the genleman as saved two o the childn an the young lady, said the tall fireman, whom I recognised as the one into whose bosom I had plunged on the upper floor.

Ay, an hes the genleman, said another fireman, who shoved your missus, sir, into my arms, wen she was bent on runnin up-stairs.

Is this so? said the little gentleman, stepping forward and grasping my hand.

Still I could not speak. I felt as if the whole affair were a dream, and looked on and listened with a vacant smile.

Just at that moment a long, melancholy wail rose above the roaring of the fire and clanking of the engines.

The cry restored me at once.

Dumps! my doggie! I exclaimed; and, bursting through the crowd, rushed towards the now furiously-burning house, but strong hands restrained me.

What dog is it? asked the elderly gentleman. A man, drenched, blackened, and bloodstained, whom I had not before observed, here said  

A noo dog, sir, Dumps by name, come to us this wery day. We putt im in the scullery for the night.

Again I made a desperate effort to return to the burning house, but was restrained as before.

All right, sir, whispered a fireman in a confidential tone, I know the scullery. The fire aint got down there yet. Your dog can only have bin damaged by water as yet. Ill save im sir, never fear.

He went off with a quiet little nod that did much to comfort me. Meanwhile the elderly gentleman sought to induce me to leave the place and obtain refreshment in the house of a friendly neighbour, who had taken in his family.

You need rest, my dear sir, he said; come, I must take you in hand. You have rendered me a service which I can never repay. What? Obstinate! Do you know that I am a doctor, sir, and must be obeyed?

I smiled, but refused to move until the fate of Dumps was ascertained.

Presently the fireman returned with my doggie in his arms.

Poor Dumps! He was a pitiable sight. Tons of hot water had been pouring on his devoted head, and his shaggy, shapeless coat was so plastered to his long, little body, that he looked more like a drowned weazel than a terrier. He was trembling violently, and whined piteously, as they gave him to me; nevertheless, he attempted to wag his tail and lick my hands. In both attempts he failed. His tail was too wet to wag  but it wriggled.

Hed have saved himself, sir, said the man who brought him, only there was a rope round his neck, which had caught on a coal-scuttle and held him. Hes not hurt, sir, though he do seem as if some one had bin tryin to choke him.

My poor doggie! said I, fondling him.

He wont want washin for some time to come, observed one of the bystanders.

There was a laugh at this.

Come; now the dog is safe you have no reason for refusing to go with me, said the elderly gentleman, who, I now understood, was the master of the burning house.

As we walked away he asked my name and profession, and I thought he smiled with peculiar satisfaction when I said I was a student of medicine.

Oh, indeed! he said; well  we shall see. But here we are. This is the house of my good friend Dobson. City man  capital fellow, like all City men  ahem! He has put his house at my disposal at this very trying period of my existence.

But are you sure, Dr McTougall, that all the household is saved? I asked, becoming more thoroughly awake to the tremendous reality of the scene through which I had just passed.

Sure! my good fellow, dyou think Id be talking thus quietly to you if I were not sure? Yes, thanks to you and the firemen, under God, theres not a hair of their heads injured.

Are you  I beg pardon  are you quite sure? Have you seen Miss McTougall since she

Miss McTougall! exclaimed the doctor, with a laugh. Dyou mean my little Jenny by that dignified title?

Well, of course, I did not know her name, and she is not very large; but I brought her down the shoot with such violence that

An explosion of laughter from the doctor stopped me as I entered a large library, the powerful lights of which at first dazzled me.

Here, Dobson, let me introduce you to the man who has saved my whole family, and who has mistaken Miss Blythe for my Jenny!  Why, sir, he continued, turning to me, the bundle you brought down so unceremoniously is only my governess. Ah! Id give twenty thousand pounds down on the spot if she were only my daughter. My Jenny will be a lucky woman if she grows up to be like her.

I congratulate you, Mr Mellon, said the City man, shaking me warmly by the hand.

You have acted with admirable promptitude  which is most important at a fire  and they tell me that the header you took into the escape, with Miss Blythe in your arms, was the finest acrobatic feat that has been seen off the stage.

I say, Dobson, where have you stowed my wife and the children? I want to introduce him to them.

In the dining-room, returned the City man. You see, I thought it would be more agreeable that they should be all together until their nerves are calmed, so I had mattresses, blankets, etcetera, brought down. Being a bachelor, as you know, I could do nothing more than place the wardrobes of my domestics at the disposal of the ladies. The things are not, indeed, a very good fit, but  this way, Mr Mellon.

The City man, who was tall and handsome, ushered his guests into what he styled his hospital, and there, ranged in a row along the wall, were five shakedowns, with a child on each. Seldom have I beheld a finer sight than the sparkling lustre of their ten still glaring eyes! Two pleasant young domestics were engaged in feeding the smaller ones with jam and pudding. We arrange the words advisedly, because the jam was, out of all proportion, too much for the pudding. The elder children were feeding themselves with the same materials, and in the same relative proportions. Mrs McTougall, in a blue cotton gown with white spots, which belonged to the housemaid, reclined on a sofa; she was deadly pale, and the expression of horror was not quite removed from her countenance.

Beside her, administering restoratives, sat Miss Blythe, in a chintz dress belonging to the cook, which was ridiculously too large for her. She was dishevelled and flushed, and looked so pleasantly anxious about Mrs McTougall that I almost forgave her having robbed me of my doggie.

Miss Blythe, your deliverer! cried the little doctor, who seemed to delight in blowing my trumpet with the loudest possible blast; my dear, your preserver!

I bowed in some confusion, and stammered something incoherently. Mrs McTougall said something else, languidly, and Miss Blythe rose and held out her hand with a pleasant smile.

Well, if this isnt one of the very jolliest larks I ever had! exclaimed Master Harry from his corner, between two enormous spoonfuls.

Hah! exclaimed Master Jack.

He could say no more. He was too busy!

We all laughed, and, much to my relief, general attention was turned to the little ones.

You young scamps!  the lark will cost me some thousands of pounds, said the doctor.

Never mind, papa. Just go to the bank and theyll give you as much as you want.

More pooding! demanded Master Job. The pleasant-faced domestic hesitated.

Oh! give it him. Act the banker on this occasion, and give him as much as he wants, said the doctor.

Good papa! exclaimed the overjoyed Jenny; how I wis we had a house on fire every night!

Even Dolly crowed with delight at this, as if she really appreciated the idea, and continued her own supper with increased fervour.

Thus did that remarkable family spend the small hours of that morning, while their home was being burned to ashes.




Chapter Seven.

My Circumstances begin to Brighten.

Robin, said old Mrs Willis from her bed, in the wheeziest of voices.

Whos Robin, granny? demanded young Slidder, in some surprise, looking over his shoulder as he stooped at the fire to stir a pan of gruel.

You are Robin, returned the old lady following up the remark with a feeble sneeze. I cant stand Slidder. It is such an ugly name. Besides, you ought to have a Christian name, child. Dont you like Robin?

The boy chuckled a little as he stirred the gruel.

Vell, I aint had it long enough to ave made up my mind on the pint, but you may call me wot you please, granny, slong as you dont swear. Ill answer to Robin, or Bobin, or Dobin, or Nobin, or Flogin  no, by the way, I wont answer to Flogin. I dont like that. But why call me Robin?

Ah! sighed the old woman, because I once had a dear little son so named. He died when he was about your age, and your kindly ways are so like his that

Hallo, granny! interrupted Slidder, standing up with a look of intense surprise, are you took bad?

No. Why?

Cause you said suthin about my ways that looks suspicious.

Did I, Robin? I didnt mean to. But as I was saying, Id like to call you Robin because it reminds me of my little darling who is now in heaven. Ah! Robin was so gentle, and loving, and tender, and true, and kind. He was a good boy!

A wheezing, which culminated in another feeble sneeze, here silenced the poor old thing.

For some minutes after that Slidder devoted himself to vigorous stirring of the gruel, and to repressed laughter, which latter made him very red in the face, and caused his shoulders to heave convulsively. At last he sought relief in occasional mutterings.

Ony think! he said, quoting Mrs Williss words, in a scarcely audible whisper, so gentle, an lovin, an tender, an true, an kind  an sitch a good boy too  an my kindly ways is like his, are they? Well, well, Mrs W, its quite clear that a loo-natic asylum must be your native ome arter this.

What are you muttering about, Robin?

Nuffin partikler, granny. Ony suthin about your futur prospecs. The gruels ready, I think. Will you ave it now, or vait till you get it?

There  even in your little touches of humour youre so like him! said the old woman, with a mingled smile and sneeze, as she slowly rose to a sitting posture, making a cone of the bedclothes with her knees, on which she laid her thin hands.

Come now, old ooman, said Slidder seriously, if you go on jokin like that youll make me larf and spill your gruel  praps let it fall bash on the floor. There! Dont let it tumble off your knees, now; Id adwise you to lower em for the time bein. Heres the spoon; it aint as bright as I could wish, but you cant expect much of pewter; an the napkin  thats your sort; an the bit of bread  which it isnt too much for a ealthy happetite. Now then, granny, go in and win!

So like, murmured the old woman, as she gazed in Slidders face. And it is so good of you to give up your play and come to look after a helpless old creature like me.

Yes, it is wery good of me, assented the boy, with an air of profound gravity; I was used to sleep under a damp archway or in a wet cask, now I slumbers in a ouse by a fire, under a blankit. Vunce on a time I got wittles anyow  sometimes didnt get em at all; now I ave em riglar, as well as good, an ot. In wot poets call the days gone by  an nights too, let me tell you  I wos kicked an cuffed by everybody, an unted to death by bobbies. Now Im  let alone! Eavenly condition  let alone! sometimes even complimented with such pleasant greetings as Go it, Ginger! or Does your mother know youre out? Oh yes, granny! I made great sacrifices, I did, wen I come ere to look arter you!

Mrs Willis smiled, sneezed, and began her gruel. Slidder, who looked at her with deep interest, was called away by a knock at the door. Opening it he beheld a tall footman, with a parcel in his hand.

Does a Mrs Willis live here? he asked.

No, replied Slidder; a Mrs Willis dont live here, but the Mrs Willis  the ony one vurth speakin of  does.

Ah! replied the man, with a smile  for he was an amiable footman and I suppose you are young Slidder?

I am Mister Slidder, sir! And I would ave you remember, said the urchin, with dignity, that every Englishmans ouse is his castle, and that neither imperence nor flunkies as a right to enter.

Indeed! exclaimed the man, with affected surprise, then Im afraid this castle cant be a strong one, or it aint well guarded, for Imperence got into it somehow when you entered.

Good, good! returned the boy, with the air of a connoisseur; thats worthy of the East End. You should ave bin one of us.  Now then, old six-foot! wots your business?

To deliver this parcel.

And it over, then.

But I am also to see Mrs Willis, and ask how she is.

Walk in, then, an wipe your feet. We aint got a door-mat to-day. Its a-comin, like Christmas; but you may use the boards in the meantime.

The footman turned out to be a pleasant, gossipy man, and soon won the hearts of old Mrs Willis and her young guardian. He had been sent, he said, by a Dr McTougall with a parcel containing wine, tea, sugar, rice, and a few other articles of food, and with a message that the doctor would call and see Mrs Willis that afternoon.

Deary me, thats very kind, said the old woman; but I wonder why he sent such things to me, and who told him I was in want of em?

It was a young gentleman who rescued most of the doctors family from a fire last night. His name, I believe, is Mellon

Wot! Doctor John Mellon? exclaimed Slidder, with widening eyes.

Whether hes John or doctor I cannot tell. All I know is that hes Mister Mellon, and hes bin rather knocked up by  But, bless me, I forgot: I was to say nothing about the  the fire till Dr McTougall had seen you. How stoopid of me; but things will slip out!

He stopped abruptly, and placed his brown paper parcel on the bed.

Now, I say, look here, Mister Six-foot or wotevers your name, said Slidder, with intense eagerness. Its of no use your tyin up the mouth o the bag now. The cats got out an cant be got in again by no manner o means. Just make a clean breast of it, an tell it all out like a man,  theres a good feller! If you dont, Ill tell Dr McTougall that you gave me an the old lady a full, true, an partikler account o the whole affair, from the fust bustin out o the flames, an the calling o the ingines, to the last crash o the fallin roof, and the roastin alive of the ousehold cat. I will, as sure as youre a six-foot flunkey!

Thus adjured and threatened, the gossipy footman made a clean breast of it. He told them how that I had acted like a hero at the fire, and then, after giving, in minute detail, an account of all that the reader already knows, he went on to say that the whole family, except Dr McTougall, was laid up with colds; that the governess was in a high fever; that the maid-servants, having been rescued on the shoulders of firemen from the attics, were completely broken down in their nerves; and that I had received an injury to my right leg, which, although I had said nothing about it on the night of the fire, had become so much worse in the morning that I could scarcely walk across the room. In these circumstances, he added, Dr McTougall had agreed to visit my poor people for me until I should recover.

You see, continued the footman, I only heard a little of their conversation. Dr McTougall was saying when I come into the room: Well, Mr Mellon, he said, you must of necessity remain where you are, and you could not, let me tell you, be in better quarters. I will look after your patients till you are able to go about again  which wont be long, I hope  and Ill make a particular note of your old woman, and send her some wine and things immediately. I suppose he meant you, maam, added the footman, but having to leave the room again owing to some of the children howling for jam and pudding, I heard no more.

Having thus delivered himself of his tale and parcel, the tall footman took his leave with many expressions of good-will.

Now, granny, remarked young Slidder, as he untied the parcel, and spread its contents on the small deal table, Ive got a wague suspicion that the ouse wich as gone to hashes is the wery ouse in wich Dr Mellon put his little dog last night. Cause why? Aint it the same identical street, an the same side o the street, and about the same part o the street? An didnt both him and me forgit to ask the name o the people o the ouse, or to look at the number  so took up was we with partin from Punch? Wot more natral than for him to go round on is way back to look at the ouse  supposin he was too late to call? Then, didnt that six-footer say a terrier dog was reskooed from the lower premises? To be sure theres many a terrier dog in London, but then didnt he likewise say that the govness o the family is a pretty gal? Wot more likely than that shes my young lady? All that, you see, granny, is what the magistrates would call presumptuous evidence. But Ill go and inquire for myself this wery evenin wen youre all settled an comfrable, an wen Ive got Mrs Jones to look arter you.

That evening, accordingly, when Robin Slidder  as I shall now call him  was away making his inquiries, Dr McTougall called on Mrs Willis. She was very weak and low at the time. The memory of her lost Edie had been heavy upon her, and she felt strangely disinclined to talk. The kindly doctor did not disturb her more than was sufficient to fully investigate her case.

When about to depart he took Mrs Jones into the passage.

Now, my good woman, he said, I hope you will see the instructions you heard me give to Mrs Willis carried out. She is very low, but with good food and careful nursing may do well. Can you give her much of your time?

La, sir! yes. Im a lone woman, sir, with nothin to do but take care of myself; an Im that fond of Mrs Willis  shes like my own mother.

Very good. And what of this boy who has come to live with her? Dyou think he is steady  to be depended on?

Indeed I do, sir! replied Mrs Jones, with much earnestness. Though he did come from nowheres in partiklar, an dont blong to nobody, hes a good boy, is little Slidder, and a better nurse youll not find in all the hospitals.

I wish I had found him at home. Will you give him this card, and tell him to call on me to-morrow morning between eight and nine? Let him ask particularly for me  Dr McTougall. Im not in my own house, but in a friends at present; I was burnt out of my house last night.

Oh, sir! exclaimed Mrs Jones with a shocked expression.

Yes; accidents will happen, you know, to the most careful among us, Mrs Jones, said the little doctor, with a smile, as he drew on his gloves. Good evening. Take care of your patient now; Im much interested in her case  because of the young doctor who visits her sometimes.

Dr Mellon? exclaimed the woman.

Yes. You know him?

Know him! I should think I do! He has great consideration for the poor. Ah! he is a gentleman, is Mr Mellon!

He is more than a gentleman, Mrs Jones, said the little doctor with a kindly nod, as he turned and hurried away.

It may perhaps seem to savour of vanity and egotism my recording this conversation, but I do it chiefly for the purpose of showing how much of hearty gratitude there is for mere trifles among the poor, for the woman who was thus complimentary to me never received a farthing of money from my hands, and I am not aware of having ever taken any notice of her, except now and then wishing her a respectful good-evening, and making a few inquiries as to her health.

That night Dr McTougall came to me, on returning from his rounds, to report upon my district. I was in bed at the time, and suffering considerable pain from my bruised and swollen limb. Dumps was lying at my feet  dried, refreshed, and none the worse for his adventures. I may mention that I occupied a comfortable room in the house of the City man, who insisted on my staying with him until I should be quite able to walk to my lodgings. As Dr McTougall had taken my district, a brief note to Mrs Miff, my landlady, relieved my mind of all anxieties, professional and domestic, so that my doggie and I could enjoy ourselves as well as the swollen leg would permit.

My dear young friend, said the little doctor, as he entered, your patients are all going on admirably, and as I mean to send my assistant to them regularly, you may make your mind quite easy. Ive seen your old woman too, and she is charming. I dont wonder you lost your heart to her. Your young protégé, however, was absent  the scamp!  but he had provided a good nurse to take his place in the person of Mrs Jones.

I know her  well, said I; she is a capital nurse. Little Slidder has, I am told, been here in your absence, but unfortunately the maid who opened the door to him would not let him see me, as I happened to be asleep at the time. However, hell be sure to call again. But you have not told me yet how Miss Blythe is.

Well, Ive not had time to tell you, replied the doctor, with a smile. Im sorry to say she is rather feverish; the excitement and exposure to the night air were a severe trial to her, for although she is naturally strong, it is not long since she recovered from a severe illness. Nothing, however, surprises me so much as the way in which my dear wife has come through it all. It seems to have given her quite a turn in the right direction. Why, she used to be as timid as a mouse! Now she scoffs at burglars. After what occurred last night she says she will fear nothing under the sun. Isnt it odd? As for the children, Im afraid the event has roused all that is wild and savage in their natures! They were kicking up a horrible shindy when I passed the dining-room  the hospital, as Dobson calls it  so I opened the door and peeped in. There they were, all standing up on their beds, shouting Fire! fire! pleece! pleece!  engines! escapes! Come qui-i-i-ck!

Silence! I shouted.

Oh, papa! they screamed, in delight, what do you think weve had for supper?

Well, what?

Pudding and jam-pudding and jam  nearly all jam!

Then they burst again into a chorus of yells for engines and fire-escapes, while little Dollys voice rang high above the rest Pudding and dam!  all dam!  pleece! pleece! fire and feeves! as I shut the door.

But now, a word in your ear before I leave you for the night. Perhaps it may not surprise you to be told that I have an extensive practice. After getting into a new house, which I must do immediately, I shall want an assistant, who may in course of time, perhaps, become a partner. Dyou understand? Are you open to a proposal?

My dear sir, said I, your kindness is very great, but you know that I am not yet

Yes, yes, I know all about that. I merely wish to inject an idea into your brain, and leave it there to fructify. Go to sleep now, my dear young fellow, and let me wish you agreeable dreams.

With a warm squeeze of the hand, and a pleasant nod, my new friend said good-night, and left me to my meditations.




Chapter Eight.

Little Slidder Resists Temptation Successfully, and I Become Enslaved.

Pompey, said I, one afternoon, while reclining on the sofa in Dobsons drawing-room, my leg being not yet sufficiently restored to admit of my going out Pompey, Ive got news for you.

To my surprise my doggie would not answer to that name at all when I used it, though he did so when it was used by Miss Blythe.

Dumps! I said, in a somewhat injured tone.

Ears and tail at once replied.

Come now, Punch, I said, rather sternly; Ill call you what I please  Punch, Dumps, or Pompey  because you are my dog still, at least as long as your mistress and I live under the same roof; so, sir, if you take the Dumps when I call you Pompey, Ill punch your head for you.

Evidently the dog thought this a very flat jest, for he paid no attention to it whatever.

Now, Dumps, come here and lets be friends. Who do you think is coming to stay with us  to stay altogether? Youll never guess. Your old friend and first master, little Slidder, no less. Think of that!

Dumps wagged his tail vigorously; whether at the news, or because of pleasure at my brushing the hair off his soft brown eyes, and looking into them, I cannot tell.

Yes, I continued, its quite true. This fire will apparently be the making of little Slidder, as well as you and me, for we are all going to live and work together. Isnt that nice? Evidently Dr McTougall is a trump, and so is his friend Dobson, who puts this fine mansion at his disposal until another home can be got ready for us.

I was interrupted at this point by an uproarious burst of laughter from the doctor himself, who had entered by the open door unobserved by me. I joined in the laugh against myself, but blushed, nevertheless, for man does not like, as a rule, to be caught talking earnestly either to himself or to a dumb creature.

Why, Mellon, he said, sitting down beside me, and patting my dog, I imagined from your tones, as I entered, that you were having some serious conversation with my wife.

No; Mrs McTougall has not yet returned from her drive. I was merely having a chat with Dumps. I had of late, in my lodgings, got into a way of thinking aloud, as it were, while talking to my dog. I suppose it was with an unconscious desire to break the silence of my room.

No doubt, no doubt, replied the doctor, with a touch of sympathy in his tone. You must have been rather lonely in that attic of yours. And yet do you know, I sometimes sigh for the quiet of such an attic! Perhaps when youve been some months under the same roof with these miniature thunderstorms, Jack, Harry, Job, Jenny, and Dolly, youll long to go back to the attic.

A tremendous thump on the floor overhead, followed by a wild uproar, sent the doctor upstairs  three steps at a stride. I sat prudently still till he returned, which he did in a few minutes, laughing.

What dyou think it was? he cried, panting. Only my Dolly tumbling off the chest of drawers. My babes have many pleasant little games. Among others, cutting off the heads of dreadful traitors is a great favourite. They roll up a sheet into a ball for the head. Then each of them is led in turn to the scaffold, which is the top of a chest of drawers. One holds the ball against the criminals shoulders, another cuts it off with a wooden knife, a basket receives it below, then one of them takes it out, and, holding it aloft shouts Behold the head of a traitor! It seems that four criminals had been safely decapitated, and Dolly was being led to the fatal block, when she slipped her foot and fell to the ground, overturning Harry and a chair in her descent. That was all.

Not hurt, I hope?

Oh no! They never get hurt  seriously hurt, I mean. As to black-and-blue shins, scratches, cuts, and bumps, they may be said to exist in a perpetually maimed condition.

Strange! said I musingly, that they should like to play at such a disagreeable subject.

Disagreeable! exclaimed my friend, pooh! thats nothing. You should see them playing at the horrors of the Inquisition. My poor wife sometimes shudders at the idea that we have been gifted with five monsters of cruelty, but any one can see with half an eye that it is a fine sense of the propriety of retributive justice that influences them.

Any one who chooses to go and look at the five innocent faces when they are asleep, said I, laughing, can see with a quarter of an eye that you and Mrs McTougall are to be congratulated on the nature of your little ones.

Of course we are, my dear fellow, returned the doctor with enthusiasm. But  to change the subject  has little Slidder been here to-day?

Not that I know of.

Ah! there he is said the doctor, as, at that instant, the door-bell rang; there is insolence in the very tone of his ring. He has pulled the visitors bell, too, and there goes the knocker! Of all the imps that walk, a London street-boy is The sentence was cut short by the opening of the door and the entrance of my little protégé. He had evidently got himself up for the occasion, for his shoeblack uniform had been well brushed, his hands and face severely washed, and his hair plastered well down with soap-and-water.

Come in, Slidder  thats your name, isnt it? said the doctor.

It is, sir  Robin Slidder, at your sarvice, replied the urchin, giving me a familiar nod. Ope your leg aint so cranky as it wos, sir. Gittin all square, eh?

I repressed a smile with difficulty as I replied It is much better, thank you. Attend to what Dr McTougall has to say to you.

Hall serene, he replied, looking with cool urbanity in the doctors face, fire away!

Youre a shoeblack, I see, said the doctor.

Thats my purfession.

Do you like it?

Vell, wen its dirty weather, with lots o mud, an coppers goin, I does. Wen its all sunshine an starwation, I doesnt.

My friend Mr Mellon tells me that youre a very good boy.

Little Slidder looked at me with a solemn, reproachful air.

Oh! what a wopper! he said.

We both laughed at this.

Come, Slidder, said I, you must learn to treat us with more respect, else I shall have to change my opinion of you.

Wery good, sir, thats your business, not mine. I wos inwited here, an here I am. Now, wot ave you got to say to me?  thats the pint.

Can you read and write? resumed the doctor.

Cernly not, replied the boy, with the air of one who had been insulted; wot dyou take me for? Dyou think Im a genius as can read an write without avin bin taught or dyou think Im a monster as wos born readin an writin? Ive ad no school to go to nor nobody to putt me there.

I thought the School Board looked after such as you.

So they does, sir; but Ive been too many for the school-boarders.

Then its your own fault that youve not been taught? said the doctor, somewhat severely.

Not at all, returned the urchin, with quiet assurance. Its the dooty o the school-boarders to ketch me, an they cant ketch me. Thats not my fault. Its my superiority.

My friend looked at the little creature before him with much surprise. After a few seconds contemplation and thought, he continued Well, Slidder, as my friend here says you are a good sort of boy, I am bound to believe him, though appearances are somewhat against you. Now, I am in want of a smart boy at present, to attend to the hall-door, show patients into my consulting-room, run messages  in short, make himself generally useful about the house. How would such a situation suit you?

Wy, doctor, said the boy, ignoring the question, how could any boy attend on your all-door wen its burnt to hashes?

We will manage to have another door, replied Dr McTougall, with a forbearing smile; meanwhile you could practise on the door of this house.  But that is not answering my question, boy. How would you like the place? Youd have light work, a good salary, pleasant society below stairs, and a blue uniform. In short, Id make a page-in-buttons of you.

Wot about the wittles? demanded this remarkable boy.

Of course youd fare as well as the other servants, returned the doctor, rather testily, for his opinion of my little friend was rapidly falling; I could see that, to my regret.

Now give me an answer at once, he continued sharply. Would you like to come?

Not by no manner of means, replied Slidder promptly.

We both looked at him in amazement.

Why, Slidder, you stupid fellow! said I, what possesses you to refuse so good an offer?

Dr Mellon, he replied, turning on me with a flush of unwonted earnestness, dyou think Id be so shabby, so low, so mean, as to go an forsake Granny Willis for all the light work an good salaries and pleasant society an blue-uniforms-with-buttons in London? Whod make er gruel? Whod polish er shoes every mornin till you could see to shave in em, though she dont never put em on? Whod make er bed an light er fires an fetch er odd bits o coal? An whod read the noos to er, an

Why, Slidder, interrupted Dr McTougall, you said just now that you could not read.

No more I can, sir but I takes in a old newspaper to er every morning, an sets myself down by the fire with it before me an pretends to read. I inwents the noos as I goes along; an you should see that old ladys face, an the way er eyes opens wen Im a tapin off the murders an the ighway robberies, an the burglaries an the fires at ome, an the wars an earthquakes an other scrimmages abroad. It do cheer er up most wonderful. Of course, I stick in any hodd bits o real noos I appens to git hold of, but I aint partickler.

Apparently not, said the doctor, laughing. Well, I see its of no use tempting you to forsake your present position  indeed, I would not wish you to leave it. Some day I may find means to have old Mrs Willis taken better care of, and then  well, we shall see. Meanwhile, I respect your feelings. Good-bye, and give my regards to granny. Say Ill be over to see her soon.

Stay, said I, as the boy turned to leave, you never told me that one of your names was Robin.

Cause it wasnt wen I saw you last; I only got it a few days ago.

Indeed! From whom?

From Granny Willis. She gave me the name, an I likes it, an mean to stick by it  Good arternoon, genlemen. Ta, ta, Punch.

At the word my doggie bounced from under my hand and began to leap joyfully round the boy.

I say, said Robin, pausing at the door and looking back, shes all right I ope. Gittin better?

Who do you mean?

Wy, the guvness, in course  my young lady.

Oh, yes! I am happy to say she is better, said the doctor, much amused by the anxious look of the face, which had hitherto been the quintessence of cool self-possession. But she has had a great shake, and will have to be sent to the country for change of air when we can venture to move her.

I confess that I was much surprised, but not a little gratified, by the very decided manner in which Slidder avowed his determination to stand fast by the poor old woman in whom I had been led to take so strong an interest. Hitherto I had felt some uncertainty as to how far I could depend on the boys affection for Mrs Willis, and his steadiness of purpose; now I felt quite sure of him.

Dr McTougall felt as I did in the matter, and so did his friend the City man. I had half expected that Dobson would have laughed at us for what he sometimes styled our softness, because he had so much to do with sharpers and sharp practice, but I was mistaken. He quite agreed with us in our opinion of my little waif, and spoke admiringly of those who sought, through evil and good report, to rescue our City Arabs from destruction. And Dobson did more than speak: he gave liberally out of his ample fortune to the good cause.

That evening, just after the gas was lighted, while I was lying on the sofa thinking of these things, and toying with Dumpss ears, the door opened and Mrs McTougall entered, with Miss Blythe leaning on her arm. It was the first time she had come down to the drawing-room since her illness. She was thin, and pale, but to my mind more beautiful than ever, for her brown eyes seemed to grow larger and more lustrous as they beamed upon me.

I leaped up, sending an agonising shoot of pain through my leg, and hastened to meet her. Dumps, as if jealous of me, sprang wildly on before, and danced round his mistress in a whirlwind of delight.

I am so glad to see you, Miss Blythe, I stammered; I had feared the consequences of that terrible night  that rude descent. You  you  are better, I

Thank you; very much better, she replied, with a sweet smile; and how shall I ever express my debt of gratitude to you, Mr Mellon?

She extended her delicate hand. I grasped it; she shook mine heartily.

That shake fixed my fate. No doubt it was the simple and natural expression of a grateful heart for a really important service; but I cared nothing about that. She blushed as I looked at her, and stooped to pat the jealous and impatient Dumps.

Sit here, darling, on this easy-chair, said Mrs McTougall; you know the doctor allows you only half an hour  or an hour at most  to-night; you may be up longer to-morrow. There; and you are not to speak much, remember.  Mr Mellon, you must address yourself to me. Lilly is only allowed to listen.

Yes, as you truly said, Mr Mellon, continued the good lady, who was somewhat garrulous, her descent was rough, and indeed, so was mine. Oh! I shall never forget that rough monster into whose arms you thrust me that awful night; but he was a brave and strong monster too. He just gathered me up like a bundle of clothes, and went crashing down the blazing stair, through fire and smoke  and through bricks and mortar too, it seemed to me, from the noise and shocks. But we came out safe, thank God, and I had not a scratch, though I noticed that my monsters hair and beard were on fire, and his face was cut and bleeding. I cant think how he carried me so safely.

Ah! the firemen have a knack of doing that sort of thing, said I, speaking to Mrs McTougall, but looking at Lilly Blythe.

So I have heard. The brave, noble men, said Lilly, speaking to Mrs McTougall, but looking at me.

I know not what we conversed about during the remainder of that hour. Whether I talked sense or nonsense I cannot tell. The only thing I am quite sure of is that I talked incessantly, enthusiastically, to Mrs McTougall, but kept my eyes fixed on Lilly Blythe all the time; and I know that Lilly blushed a good deal, and bent her pretty head frequently over her darling Pompey, and fondled him to his hearts content.

That night my leg violently resented the treatment it had received. When I slept I dreamed that I was on the rack, and that Miss Blythe, strange to say, was the chief tormentor, while Dumps quietly looked on and laughed  yes, deliberately laughed  at my sufferings.




Chapter Nine.

On the Scent, but Puzzled.

It was a considerable time after the fire before my leg permitted me to resume my studies and my duties among the poor. Meanwhile I had become a regularly-established inmate of Mr Dobsons house, and was half-jocularly styled Dr McTougalls assistant.

I confess that I had some hesitation at first in accepting such generous hospitality, but, feeling that I could not help myself till my leg should recover, I became reconciled to it. Then, as time advanced, the doctor  who was an experimental chemist, as well as a Jack-of-all-trades  found me so useful to him in his laboratory, that I felt I was really earning my board and lodging. Meanwhile Lilly Blythe had been sent to visit an aunt of Dr McTougalls in Kent for the benefit of her health.

This was well. I felt it to be so. I knew that her presence would have a disturbing influence on my studies, which were by that time nearly completed. I felt, also, that it was madness in me to fall in love with a girl whom I could not hope to marry for years, even if she were willing to have me at all, which I very much doubted.

I therefore resolved to put the subject away from me, and devote myself heartily to my profession, in the spirit of that Word which tells us that whatsoever our hands find to do we should do it with our might.

Success attended my efforts. I passed all my examinations with credit, and became not only a fixture in the doctors family, but as he earnestly assured me, a very great help to him.

Of course I did not mention the state of my feelings towards Lilly Blythe to any one  not being in the habit of having confidants  except indeed, to Dumps. In the snug little room just over the front door, which had been given to me as a study, I was wont to pour out many of my secret thoughts to my doggie, as he sat before me with cocked ears and demonstrative tail.

Youve been the making of me, Dumps, said I, one evening, not long after I had reached the first round of the ladder of my profession. It was you who introduced me to Lilly Blythe, and through her to Dr McTougall, and you may be sure I shall never forget that! Nay, you must not be too demonstrative. When your mistress left you under my care she said, half-jocularly, no doubt that I was not to steal your heart from her. Wasnt that absurd, eh? As if any heart could be stolen from her! Of course I cannot regain your heart, Dumps, and I will not even attempt it Honour bright, as Robin Slidder says. By the way, that reminds me that I promised to go down to see old Mrs Willis this very night, so Ill leave you to the tender mercies of the little McTougalls.

As I walked down the Strand my last remark to Dumps recurred to me, and I could not help smiling as I thought of the tender mercies to which I had referred. The reader already knows that the juvenile McTougalls were somewhat bloodthirsty in their notions of play. When Dumps was introduced to their nursery  by that time transferred from Dobsons dining-room to an upper floor  they at once adopted him with open arms. Dumps seemed to be willing, and, fortunately, turned out to be a dog of exceptionally good-nature. He was also tough. No amount of squeezing, bruising, pulling of the ears or tail, or falling upon him, either accidentally or on purpose, could induce him to bite. He did, indeed, yell hideously at times, when much hurt, and he snarled, barked, yelped, growled, and showed his teeth continually, but it was all in play, for he was dearly fond of romps.

Fortunately, the tall nurse had been born without nerves. She was wont to sit serene in a corner, darning innumerable socks, while a tornado was going on around her. Dumps became a sort of continual sacrifice. On all occasions when a criminal was to be decapitated, a burglar hanged, or a martyr burned, Dumps was the victim; and many a time was he rescued from impending and real death by the watchful nurse, who was too well aware of the innocent ignorance of her ferocious charges to leave Dumps entirely to their tender mercies.

On reaching Mrs Williss little dwelling, I found young Slidder officiating at the tea-table. I could not resist watching him a moment through a crack in the door before entering.

Now then, said he, ere you are! Set to work, old Sneezer, with a will!

The boy had got into a facetious way of calling Mrs Willis by any term of endearment that suggested itself at the moment, which would have been highly improper and disrespectful if it had not been the outflow of pure affection.

The crack in the door was not large enough to permit of my seeing Mrs Willis herself as she sat in her accustomed window with the spout-and-chimney-pot view. I could only see the withered old hand held tremblingly out for the smoking cup of tea, which the boy handed to her with a benignant smile, and I could hear the soft voice say Thank you, Robin  dear boy  so like!

I tell you what it is, granny, returned Slidder, with a frown, Ill give you up an and you over to the pleece if you go on comparin me to other people in that way.  Now, then, ave some muffins. Theyre all ot and soaked in butter, old Gummy, just the wery thing for your teeth. Fire away, now! Wots the use o me an Dr McTougall fetchin you nice things if you wont eat em?

But I will eat em, Robin, thankfully.

That aint the way, old ooman, returned the boy, helping himself largely to the viands which he so freely dispensed; its not thankfully, but heartily, you ought to eat em.

Both, Robin, both.

Not at all, granny. We asked a blessin fust, now, didnt we? Vell, then, wot weve to do next is to go in and win heartily. Arter that its time enough to be thankful.

What a boy it is! responded Mrs Willis.

I saw the withered old hand disappear with a muffin in it in the direction of the old mouth, and at this point I entered.

The wery man I wanted to see, exclaimed Slidder, jumping up with what I thought unusual animation, even for him.

Come along, doctor, just in time for grub. Mrs W haint eat up all the muffins yet. Fresh cup an saucer; clean plate; ditto knife; no need for a fork; now then, sit down.

Accepting this hearty invitation, I was soon busy with a muffin, while Mrs Willis gave a slow, elaborate, and graphic account of the sayings and doings of Master Slidder, which account, I need hardly say, was much in his favour, and I am bound to add that he listened to it with pleased solemnity.

Now then, old flatterer, wen youve quite done, praps youll tell the doctor that I wants a veeks leave of absence, an then, praps youll listen to what him an mes got to say on that pint. Just keep a stuffin of yourself with muffins, an dont speak.

The old lady nodded pleasantly, and began to eat with apparently renewed appetite, while I turned in some surprise.

A weeks leave of absence? said I.

Just so  a veeks leave of absence  furlow if you prefers to call it so. The truth is, I wants a oliday wery bad. Granny says so, an I thinks shes right. Dyou think my constitootions made o brass, or cast-iron, or bell-metal, that I should be able to york on an on for ever, black, black, blackin boots an shoes, without a oliday? Wy, lawyers, merchants, bankers  even doctors  needs a oliday now an then; ow much more shoeblacks!

Well, said I, with a laugh, there is no reason why shoeblacks should not require and desire a holiday as much as other people, only its unusual  because they cannot afford it, I suppose.

Ah! thats just were the shoe pinches  as a old genleman shouted to me tother day, with a whack of his umbreller, wen I scrubbed is corns too hard. Right you are, old stumps, says I, but youll have to pay tuppence farden hextra for that there whack, or be took up for assault an battery. Dyou know that genleman larfed, he did, like a iaena, an paid the tuppence down like a man. I let im off the farden in consideration that he adnt got one, an I had no change.  Vell, to return to the pint  vich was wot the old toper remarked to his wife every night  Ive bin savin up of late.

Saving up, have you?

Yes, them penny banks as done it. Wy, it aint a wirtue to be savin now-a-days, or good, or that sort o thing. What between city missionaries, an Sunday-schools, an penny banks, an cheap wittles, and grannies like this here old sneezer, its hardly possible for a young feller to go wrong, even if he was to try. Yes, Ive bin an saved enough to give me a veeks oliday, so Im goin to ave my oliday in the north. My ealth requires it.

Saying this, young Slidder began to eat another muffin with a degree of zest that seemed to give the lie direct to his assertion, so that I could not refrain from observing that he did not seem to be particularly ill.

Aint I though? he remarked, elongating his round rosy face as much as possible. Thats cause you judge too much by appearances. It aint my body thats wrong  its my spirit. Thats wots the matter with me. If you only saw the inside o my mind youd be astonished.

I thoroughly believe you, said I, laughing. And do you really advise him to go, granny?

Yes, my dear, I do, replied Mrs Willis, in her sweet, though feeble tones. Youve no idea how hes been slaving and working about me. I have strongly advised him to go, and, you know, good Mrs Jones will take his place. Shes as kind to me as a daughter.

The mention of the word daughter set the poor creature meditating on her great loss. She sighed deeply, and turned her poor old eyes on me with a yearning, inquiring look. I was accustomed to the look by this time, and having no good news to give her, had latterly got into a way of taking no notice of it. That night, however, my heart felt so sore for her that I could not refrain from speaking.

Ah! dear granny, said I, laying my hand gently on her wrist, would that I had any news to give you, but I have none  at least not at present. But you must not despair. I have failed up to this time, it is true, although my inquiries have been frequent, and carefully conducted; but you know, such a search takes a long time, and  and London is a large place.

The unfinished muffin dropped from the old womans hand, and she turned with a deep sigh to the window, where the blank prospect was a not inapt reflection of her own blank despair.

Never more! she said, never more!

Hope thou in God, for thou shalt yet praise Him, who is the health of thy countenance, and thy God, was all that I could say in reply. Then I turned to the boy, who sat with his eyes cast down as if in deep thought, and engaged him in conversation on other subjects, by way of diverting the old womans mind from the painful theme.

When I rose to go, Slidder said he would call Mrs Jones to mount guard, and give me a convoy home.

No sooner were we in the street than he seized my hand, and, in a voice of unusual earnestness, said  

Ive got on er tracks!

Whose tracks? What do you mean?

On Edies, to be sure  Edie Willis.

Talking eagerly and fast, as we walked along, little Slidder told me how he had first been put on the scent by his old friend and fellow-waif, the Slogger. That juvenile burglar, chancing to meet with Slidder, entertained him with a relation of some of his adventures. Among others, he mentioned having, many months before, been out one afternoon with a certain Mr Brassey, rambling about the streets with an eye to any chance business that might turn up, when they observed a young and very pretty girl looking in at various shop windows. She was obviously a lady, but her dress showed that she was very poor. Her manner and colour seemed to imply that she was fresh from the country. The two thieves at once resolved to fleece her. Brassey advised the Slogger to come the soft dodge over her, and entice her, if possible, into a neighbouring court. The Slogger, agreeing, immediately ran and placed himself on a doorstep which the girl was about to pass. Then he covered his face with his hands, and began to groan dismally, while Mr Brassey, with native politeness, retired from the scene. The girl, having an unsuspicious nature, and a tender heart, believed the tale of woe which the boy unfolded, and went with him to see his poor mother, who had just fallen down in a fit, and was dying at that moment for want of physic and some one to attend to her. She suggested, indeed, that the Slogger should run to the nearest chemist, but the Slogger said it would be of no use, and might be too late. Would she just run round an see her? The girl acted on the spur of the moment. In her exuberant sympathy she hurried down an alley, round a corner, under an archway, and walked straight into the lions den!

There Mr Brassey, the lion, promptly introduced himself, and requested the loan of her purse and watch! The poor girl at once understood her position, and turned to fly, but a powerful hand on her arm prevented her. Then she tried to shriek, but a powerful hand on her mouth prevented that also. Then she fainted. Not wishing to be found in an awkward position, Mr Brassey and the Slogger searched her pockets hastily, and, finding nothing therein, retired precipitately from the scene, taking her little dog with them. As they did so the young girl recovered, sprang wildly up, and rushing back through the court and alley, dashed into the main thoroughfare. The two thieves saw her attempt to cross, saw a cab-horse knock her down, saw a crowd rush to the spot and then saw no more, owing to pressing engagements requiring their immediate presence elsewhere.

There  thats wot the Slogger told me, said little Slidder, with flushed cheeks and excited looks, an I made him give me an exact description o the gal, which was a facsimilar o the pictur painted o Miss Edie Willis by her own grandmother  as like as two black cats.

This is interesting, very interesting, my boy, said I, stopping and looking at the pavement; but I fear that it leaves us no clew with which to prosecute the search.

Of course it dont, rejoined Robin, with one of his knowing looks; but do you think Id go an aggrawate myself about the thing if I adnt more to say than that?

Well, what more have you to say?

Just this, that ever since my talk wi the Slogger Ive bin making wery partikler inquiries at all the chemists and hospitals round about where he said the accident happened, an Ive diskivered one hospital where I appens to know the porter, an I got him to inwestigate, an he found there was a case of a young gal run over on the wery day this happened. She got feverish, he says, an didnt know what she was sayin for months, an nobody come to inquire arter her, an when she began to git well she sent to Vitechapel to inquire for er grandmother, but er grandmother was gone, nobody knowed where. Then the young gal got wuss, then she got better, and then she left, sayin shed go back to er old ome in York, for she was sure the old lady must have returned there. So thats the reason wy Im goin to recruit my ealth in the north, dye see? But before I go wouldnt it be better that you should make some inwestigations at the hospital?

I heartily agreed to this, and went without delay to the hospital, where, however, no new light was thrown on the subject. On the contrary, I found, what Slidder had neglected to ascertain, that the name of the girl in question was not Edie Willis, but Eva Bright, a circumstance which troubled me much, and inclined me to believe that we had got on a false scent; but when I reflected on the other circumstances of the case I still felt hopeful. The day of Edies disappearance tallied exactly with the date of the robbing of the girl by Brassey and the Slogger. Her personal appearance, too, as described by the Slogger, corresponded exactly with the description given of her granddaughter by Mrs Willis; and, above all, the sending of a messenger from the hospital by the girl to inquire for her grandmother, Mrs Willis, were proofs too strong to be set aside by the mystery of the name.

In these circumstances I also resolved to take a holiday, and join Robin Slidder in his trip to York.




Chapter Ten.

A Disappointment, an Accident, and a Perplexing Return.

But the trip to York produced no fruit! Some of the tradespeople did, indeed, remember old Mrs Willis and her granddaughter, but had neither seen nor heard of them since they left. They knew very little about them personally, and nothing whatever of their previous history, as they had stayed only a short time in the town, and had been remarkably shy and uncommunicative  the result, it was thought, of their having come down in life.

Much disappointed, Slidder and I returned to London.

It is fortunate that we did not tell granny the object of our trip, so that she will be spared the disappointment that we have met with, said I, as the train neared the metropolis.

My companion made no reply; he had evidently taken the matter much to heart.

We were passing rapidly through the gradually thickening groups of streets and houses which besprinkle the circumference of the great city, and sat gazing contemplatively on back yards, chimney cans, unfinished suburban residences, pieces of waste ground, back windows, internal domestic arrangements, etcetera, as they flew past in rapid succession.

Robin, said I, breaking silence again, and using the name which had by that time grown familiar, have you made up your mind yet about taking service with Dr McTougall? Now that we have got Mrs Jones engaged and paid to look after granny, she will be able to get on pretty well without you, and you shall have time to run over and see her frequently.

Hm! I dont quite see my way, returned the boy, with a solemn look. You see, sir, if it was a page-in-buttons I was to be, to attend on my young lady the guvness, I might take it into consideration; but to go into buttons an blue merely to open a door an do the purlite to wisitors, an mix up things with bad smells by way of a change  why, dee see, the prospec aint temptin. Besides, I hate blue. The buttons is all well enough, but blue reminds me so of the bobbies that I dont think I could surwive it long  indeed I dont!

Robin, said I reproachfully, Im grieved at your indifference to friendship.

Ow so, sir?

Have you not mentioned merely your objections and the disadvantages, without once weighing against them the advantages?

Vich is  ?

Which are, said I, being under the same roof with me and with Punch, to say nothing of your young lady!

Ah, to be sure! Vell, but I did think of all that, only, dont you see, Ill come to be under the same roof with you all in course o time wen youve got spliced an set up for

Slidder, said I sternly, and losing patience under the boys presumption, you must never again dare to speak of such a thing. You know very well that it is quite out of the question, and  and  youll get into a careless way of referring to such a possibility among servants or

No; honour bright! exclaimed Slidder, with, for the first time, a somewhat abashed look in his face; I wouldnt for the wealth of the Injies say a word to nobody wotsomever. Its only atween ourselves that I wenturs to

Well, well; enough, said I; dont in future venture to do it even between ourselves, if you care to retain my friendship. Now. Robin, I added, as the train slowed, of course youll not let a hint of our reason for going north pass your lips to poor granny or any one; and give her the old message, that Ill be along to see her soon.

It was pleasant to return to such a hearty reception as I met with from the doctors family. Although my absence had been but for a few days, the children came crowding and clinging round me, declaring that it seemed like weeks since I left them. The doctor himself was, as usual, exuberant, and his wife extremely kind. Miss Blythe, I found, had not yet returned, and was not expected for some time.

But the reception accorded me by the doctor and his family was as nothing to the wild welcome lavished upon me by Dumps. That loving creature came more nearly to the bursting-point than I had ever seen him before. His spirit was obviously much too large for his body. He was romping with the McTougall baby when I entered. The instant he heard my voice in the hall he uttered a squeal  almost a yell  of delight, and came down the two flights of stairs in a wriggling heap, his legs taking comparatively little part in the movement. His paws, when first applied to the wax-cloth of the nursery floor, slipped as if on ice, without communicating motion. On the stairs, his ears, tail, head, hair, heart, and tongue conspired to convulse him. Only when he had fairly reached me did the hind-legs do their duty, as he bounced and wriggled high into air. Powers of description are futile; vision alone is of any avail in such a case. Are dogs mortal? Is such overflowing wealth of affection extinguished at death? Pshaw! thought I, the man who thinks so shows that he is utterly void of the merest rudiments of common sense!

I did not mention the object of my visit to York to the doctor or his wife. Indeed, that natural shyness and reticence which I have found it impossible to shake off  except when writing to you, good reader  would in any case have prevented my communicating much of my private affairs to them, but particularly in a case like this, which seemed to be assuming the aspect of a wildly romantic hunt after a lost young girl, more like the plot of a sensational novel than an occurrence in every-day life.

It may be remarked here that the doctor had indeed understood from Mrs Willis that she had somehow lost a granddaughter; but being rather fussy in his desires and efforts to comfort people in distress, he had failed to rouse the sympathy which would have drawn out details from the old woman. I therefore merely gave him to understand that the business which had called me to the north of England had been unsuccessful, and then changed the subject.

Meanwhile Dumps returned to the nursery to resume the game of romps which I had interrupted.

After a general scrimmage, in which the five chips of the elder McTougall had joined, without regard to any concerted plan, Dolly suddenly shouted Top!

What are we to stop for? demanded Harry, whose powers of self-restraint were not strong.

Want a est! said Dolly, sitting down on a stool with a resolute plump.

Rest quick, then, and lets go on again, said Harry, throwing himself into a small chair, while Job and Jenny sprawled on an ottoman in the window.

Seeing that her troops appeared to be exhausted, and that a period of repose had set in, the tall nurse thought this a fitting opportunity to retire for a short recreative talk with the servants in the kitchen.

Now be good, childn, she said, in passing out, and dont urt poor little Dumps.

Oh no, chorused the five, while, with faces of intense and real solemnity, they assured nurse that they would not hurt Dumps for the world.

Well be so dood! remarked Dolly, as the door closed  and she really meant it.

Whatll we do to him now? asked Harry, whose patience was exhausted.

Tut off hims head, cried Dolly, clapping her fat little hands.

No, burn him for a witch, said Jenny.

Oh no! vell skeese him flat till hes busted, suggested Job.

But Jenny thought that would be too cruel, and Harry said it would be too tame.

It must not be supposed that these and several other appalling tortures were meant to be really attempted. As Job afterwards said, it was only play.

Oh! Ill tell you what well do, said Jack, who was considerably in advance of the others in regard to education, well turn him into Joan of Arc.

Whats Joan of Arc? asked Job.

It isnt a what  its a who, cried Jack, laughing.

Is it like Noahs Ark? inquired Dolly.

No, no; its a lady who lived in France, an thought she was sent to deliver her country from  from  I dont know all what, an put on mens cloes an armour, an went out to battle, an was burnt.

Bunt! shouted Dolly, with sparkling eyes; oh, what fun!  Were goin to bun you, Pompey. They called him by Lilly Blythes name.

Dumps, who sat in a confused heap in a corner, panting, seemed regardless of the fate that awaited him.

But where shall we find armour? said Harry.

I know, exclaimed Job, going to the fireplace, and seizing the lid of a saucepan which stood on the hearth near enough to the tall fender to be within reach, heres somethin.

Capital  a breastplate! Just the thing! cried Jack, seizing it, and whistling to Dumps.

And heres a first-rate helmet, said Harry, producing a toy drum with the heads out.

The strong contrast between my doggies conditions of grigginess and humiliation has already been referred to. Aware that something unusual was pending, he crawled towards Jack with every hair trailing in lowly submission. Poor Joan of Arc might have had a happier fate if she had been influenced by a similar spirit!

Now, sir, stand up on your hind-legs.

The already well-trained and obedient creature obeyed.

There, he said, tying the lid to his hairy bosom; and there, he continued, thrusting the drum on his meek head, which it fitted exactly; now, Madame Joan, come away  the fagots are ready.

With Harrys aid, and to the ineffable joy of Jenny, Job, and Dolly, the little dog was carefully bound to the leg of a small table, and bits of broken toys  of which there were heaps  were piled round it for fagots.

Dont be cuel, said Dolly tenderly.

Oh no, we wont be cruel, said Jack, who was really anxious to accomplish the whole execution without giving pain to the victim. The better to arrange some of the fastenings he clambered on the table. Dolly, always anxious to observe what was being done, attempted to do the same. Jenny, trying to prevent her, pulled at her skirts, and among them they pulled the table over on themselves. It fell with a dire crash.

Of course there were cries and shouts from the children, but these were overtopped and quickly silenced by the hideous yellings of Dumps. Full many a time had the poor dog given yelp and yell in that nursery when accidentally hurt, and as often had it wagged its forgiving tail and licked the patting hands of sympathy; but now the yells were loud and continuous, the patting hands were snapped at, and Dumps refused to be comforted. His piercing cries reached my study. I sprang up-stairs and dashed into the nursery, where the eccentric five were standing in a group, with looks of self-condemning horror in their ten round eyes, and almost equally expressive round mouths.

The reason was soon discovered  poor Dumps had got a hind-leg broken!

Having ascertained the fact, alleviated the pain as well as I could, and bandaged the limb, I laid my doggie tenderly in the toy bed belonging to Jennys largest doll, which was quickly and heartily given up for the occasion, the dispossessed doll being callously laid on a shelf in the meantime.

It was really quite interesting to observe the effect of this accident on the tender-hearted five. They wept over Dumps most genuine tears. They begged his pardon  implored his forgiveness  in the most earnest tones and touching terms. They took turn about in watching by his sick-bed. They held lint and lotion with superhuman solemnity while I dressed his wounded limb, and they fed him with the most tender solicitude. In short, they came out quite in a new and sympathetic light, and soon began to play at sick-nursing with each other. This involved a good deal of pretended sickness, and for a long time after that it was no uncommon thing for visitors to the nursery to find three of the five down with measles, whooping-cough, or fever, while the fourth acted doctor, and the fifth nurse.

The event however, gave them a lesson in gentleness to dumb animals which they never afterwards forgot, and which some of my boy readers would do well to remember. With a laudable effort to improve the occasion, Mrs McTougall carefully printed in huge letters, and elaborately illuminated the sentence, Be kind to Doggie, and hung it up in the nursery. Thereupon cardboard, pencils, paints, and scissors were in immediate demand, and soon after there appeared on the walls in hideously bad but highly ornamental letters, the words Be kind to Cattie. This was followed by Be kind to Polly, which instantly suggested Be kind to Dolly. And so, by one means or another, the lesson of kindness was driven home.

Soon after this event Dr McTougall moved into a new house in the same street; I became regularly established as his partner, and Robin Slidder entered on his duties as page in buttons. It is right to observe here that, in deference to his prejudices, the material of his garments was not blue, but dark grey.

It was distinctly arranged, however, that Robin was to go home, as he called it, to be with Mrs Willis at nights. On no other condition would he agree to enter the doctors service; and I found, on talking over the subject with Mrs Willis herself, that she had become so fond of the boy that it would have been sheer cruelty to part them. In short, it was a case of mutual love at first sight! No two individuals seemed more unlikely to draw together than the meek, gentle old lady and the dashing, harum-scarum boy. Yet so it was.

My dear,  she always spoke to me now as if I had been her son this waif, as people would call him, has clearly been sent to me as a comfort in the midst of all but overwhelming sorrow; and I believe, too, that I have been sent to draw the dear boy to Jesus. You should hear what long and pleasant talks we have about Him, and the Bible, and the better land sometimes.

Indeed! I am glad to hear you say so, granny, and also surprised, because, although I believe the boy to be well disposed, I have seldom been able to get him to open his lips to me on religious subjects.

Ah! but he opens his dear lips to me, doctor, and reads to me many a long chapter out of the blessed Word!

Reads! Can he read?

Ay can he!  not so badly, considering that I only began to teach him two or three months ago. But he knew his letters when we began, and could spell out a few words. Hes very quick, you see, and a dear boy!

Soon afterwards we made this arrangement with Robin more convenient for all parties, by bringing Mrs Willis over to a better lodging in one of the small back streets not far from the doctors new residence.

I now began to devote much of my time to the study of chemistry, not only because it suited Dr McTougall that I should do so, but because I had conceived a great liking for that science, and entertained some thoughts of devoting myself to it almost exclusively.

In the various experiments connected therewith I was most ably, and, I may add, delightedly, assisted by Robin Slidder. I was also greatly amused by, and induced to philosophise not a little on the peculiar cast of the boys mind. The pleasure obviously afforded to him by the uncertainty as to results in experiments was very great. The probability of a miscarriage created in him intense interest  I will not say hope! The ignorance of what was coming kept him in a constant flutter of subdued excitement, and the astounding results (even sometimes to myself) of some of my combinations, kept him in a perpetual simmer of expectation. But after long observation, I have come to the deliberate conclusion that nothing whatever gave Robin such ineffable joy as an explosion! A crash, a burst, a general reduction of anything to instantaneous and elemental ruin, was so dear to him that I verily believe he would have taken his chance, and stood by, if I had proposed to blow the roof off Dr McTougalls mansion. Nay, I almost think that if that remarkable waif had been set on a bombshell and blown to atoms, he would have retired from this life in a state of supreme satisfaction.

While my mind was thus agreeably concentrated on the pursuit of science, it received a rude, but pleasing, yet particularly distracting shock, by the return of Lilly Blythe. The extent to which this governess was worshipped by the whole household was wonderful  almost idolatrous. Need I say that I joined in the worship, and that Dumps and Robin followed suit? I think not. And yet  there was something strange, something peculiar, something unaccountable, about Miss Blythes manner which I could by no means understand.




Chapter Eleven.

Relates Generally to the Doings and Sayings of Robin Slidder.

My dear, said Mrs McTougall one evening to the doctor, since that little boy Slidder came to stay with us things have become worse and worse; in fact, the house is almost unbearable.

My dear, responded Dr McTougall, you amaze me; surely the boy has not dared to be rude  insolent to you?

Oh no, its not that; but he must really be forbidden to enter the nursery. Our darlings, you know, were dreadful enough before he came, but since then they have become absolute maniacs.

You dont mean to say that the little rascal has been teaching them bad words or manners, I hope? returned the doctor, with a frown.

Dear me, no, papa; dont get angry, answered the anxious lady far from it. On the contrary, I really believe that our darlings have greatly improved his language and manners by their example; but Robins exuberant spirits are far too much for them. It is like putting fire to gunpowder, and they are so fond of him. Thats the difficulty. The boy does not presume, I must say that for him, and he is very respectful to nurse; but the children are constantly asking him to come and play with them, which he seems quite pleased to do, and then his mind is so eccentric, so inventive. The new games he devises are very ingenious, but so exceedingly dangerous and destructive that it is absolutely necessary to check him, and I want you to do it, dear.

I must know something about the nature of the mischief before I can check it, said the doctor.

Oh, its indescribable, returned the lady; the smell that he makes in the nursery with his chemical experiments is awful; and then poor Pompey, or Dumps, or whatever they call him  for they seem very undecided about his name  has not the life of  I was going to say  a dog with them. Only last night, when you were out, the ridiculous boy proposed the storming of an ogres castle. Nurse was down-stairs at the time, or it could never have happened. Well, of course, Robin was the ogre, darling Dolly was a princess whom he had stolen away, Jack was a prince who was to deliver her, and the others were the princes retainers. A castle was built in one corner of all the tables and chairs in the room piled on each other, with one particular chair so ingeniously arranged that the pulling of it out would bring the castle in ruins to the ground. The plan of attack, as far as I could make out, was that the prince should ring our dinner-bell at the castle gates and fiercely demand admittance, the demand to be followed by a burst from the trumpets, drums, and gongs of his soldiers. The ogre, seated on the castle top with the princess, after a few preliminary yells and howls, was to say, in a gruff voice, that he was too much engaged just then with his dinner  that three roast babies were being dished. When they were disposed of, the princess would be killed, and served up as a sort of light pudding, after which he would open the castle gate. A horrible smell was to be created at this point to represent the roasting of the babies. This was to be the signal for a burst of indignation from the prince and his troops, who were to make a furious assault on the door  one of our largest tea-trays  and after a little the prince was to pull away the particular chair, and rush back with his men to avoid the falling ruin, while the ogre and princess were to find shelter under the nursery table, and then, when the fall was over, they were to be found dead among the ruins. I am not sure whether the princess was to be revived, or she was to have a grand funeral, but the play never got that length. I was sitting here, listening to the various sounds overhead, wondering what they could be about, when I heard a loud ringing  that was the castle bell. It was soon followed by a burst of toy trumpets and drums. A most disgusting smell began to permeate the house at the same time, for it seems that the ogre set fire to his chemicals too soon.

Then I heard roaring and yelling, which really alarmed me  it was so gruff. When it stopped, there was a woeful howl  that was the burst of indignation. The assault came off next, and as the shouting of the troops was mingled with the hammering of the large tea-tray, the ringing of the dinner-bell, and the beating of the gong, you may fancy what the noise was. In the midst of it there was a hideous crash, accompanied by screams of alarm that were too genuine to be mistaken. I rushed up, and found the furniture lying scattered over the room, with darling Dolly in the midst, the others standing in solemn silence around, and Robin Slidder sitting on the ground ruefully rubbing his head.

The truth was that the particular chair had been pulled away before the proper time, and the castle had come down in ruins while the ogre and princess were still on the top of it. Fortunately Robin saved Dolly, at the expense of his own head and shoulder, by throwing his arms round her and falling undermost; but it was a narrow escape, and you really must put a stop to such reckless ongoings.

The doctor promised to do so.

I have to send Robin a message this forenoon, and will administer a rebuke before sending him, he said; but it was plain, from the smile on the doctors face, that the rebuke would not be severe.

Robin, he said, with much solemnity, when the culprit stood before him, take this bottle of medicine to Mr Williams; you know  the old place  and say I want to know how he is, and that I will call to-morrow afternoon.

Yes, sir, said the boy, taking the bottle with an unusually subdued air.

And Robin  stop, continued the doctor. I am told that the children were visited by an ogre last night.

Yes, sir, answered the boy, with an uncertain glance at his questioners grave face.

Well, Robin, you know where that ogre lives. Just call and tell him from me that if he or any of his relations ever come here again Ill cause them to undergo extraction of the spinal marrow, dyou understand?

At first little Slidder felt inclined to laugh, but the doctors face was so unusually stern that he thought better of it, and went away much impressed.

Now Robin Slidder was no loiterer on his errands, nevertheless he did not deem it a breach of fidelity to cast an occasional glance into a picture-shop window, or to pause a few seconds now and then to chaff a facetious cabby, or make a politely sarcastic remark to a bobby. His connection with what he termed igh life had softened him down considerably, and given a certain degree of polish to his wit, but it had in no degree repressed his exuberant spirits.

The distance he had to go being considerable, he travelled the latter part of the way by omnibus. Chancing to be in a meditative frame of mind that day, he climbed to the roof of the bus, and sat down with his hands thrust deep into his pockets, and his eyes deep into futurity. Whether he saw much there I cannot tell, but after wandering for some time in that unknown region, his eyes returned to surrounding things, and, among other objects, alighted on the bus conductor, whose head was within a few inches of his toe. It was the head of the Slogger!

That eccentric individual, having sprung up in a few months from the condition of a big boy to that of an exceedingly young man, had obtained a situation as conductor to a bus. He was so busy with his fares when Robin mounted the bus that he failed to observe him until the moment when the latter returned from futurity. Their eyes met simultaneously, and opened to such an extent that if size had counted for numbers they might have done for four boys.

Hallo, Buttons! was the Sloggers exclamation.

Hallo, Slogger! was that of Robin.

Well, now, this is a pleasure! whod a thought it? said the conductor, reaching up his hand.

Is that for your fare or a shake, Slogger? demanded Robin.

A shake, of course, old feller, replied the other, as Robin grasped the proffered hand; but I say, he added in a lower key, theres no Slogger now in this ere world; hes dead an buried long ago. My name is Villum Bowls  no connection wotever with Slogger. Oh no! we never mention im;  but, I say, wen did you go into the genteel line? eh, Slidder?

Robin  Robin is my name now, Villum Bowls. Ive changed it since we met last, though I haint cut old friends like you. Robin an Slidder ave been united, an a pretty pair they make, dont they?

Middlin. Old on till I get that ancient stout party shoved in. Looks like as if he was a goin in the opposite direction, but it dont matter so long as we can get im in.  Now, then, sir, mind the step. All right? I say, Slid  Robin, I mean

Vell, Slog  Villum, I mean; why dont you say wot you mean, eh?

Ow dyou like grey tights an buttons? said the Slogger, with a bland smile.

So  so, replied Robin, with a careless air; the grey is sober enough  quite suitable to my character  an I confess Im fond o the buttons.

Theres enough of em to form a goodish overcoat amost, said the Slogger with a critical grin, but I should ave thought em not sufficiently waterproof in wet weather.

Vell, they aint much use for that, Slog  eh, Villum; but you should see the dazzling display they makes in sunshine. Wy, you can see me half a mile off wen I chance to be walking in Regent Street or drivin in the Park. But I value them chiefly because of the frequent and pleasant talks they get me with the ladies.

You dont mean for to say, Robin, that the ladies ever holds you by the button-oles?

No, I dont; but I holds them wi the buttons. This is the way of it. Wen I chance to see a wery pretty lady  not one o your beauties, you know; I dont care a dump for them stuck-up creatures! but one o your sweet, amiable sort, with souls above buttons, an faces one likes to look at and to kiss wen youve a right to; vell, wen I sees one o these I brushes up again er, an ooks on with my buttons to some of er togs.

If she takes it ill, looks cross, and alf inclined to use strong language, I makes a umble apology, an gets undone as fast as possible, but if she larfs, and says, Stoopid boy; wy dont you look before you? or suthin o that sort, I just ooks on another tag to another button wen were a fumblin at the first one, and so goes on till we get to be quite sociable over it  I might almost say confidential. Once or twice Ive been the victim of misjudgment, and got a heavy slap on the face from angelic hands that ought to ave known better, but on the ole Im willin to take my chance.

Not a bad notion, remarked the Slogger; especially for a pretty little chap like you, Robin.

Right you are, replied the other, but you neednt try on the dodge yourself, for it would never pay with a big ugly grampus like you, Villum.

Having thus run into a pleasant little chat, the two waifs proceeded to compare notes, in the course of which comparison the Slogger gave an outline of his recent history. He had been engaged in several successful burglaries, but had been caught in the act of pocket-picking, for which offence he had spent some weeks in prison. While there a visitor had spoken to him very earnestly, and advised him to try an honest life, as being, to say the least of it, easier work than thieving. He had made the attempt. Through the influence of the same prison-visitor he had obtained a situation, from which he had been advanced to the responsible position which he then held.

And, dyou know, Robin, said the Slogger, I find that honesty pays pretty well, and I means to stick to it.

An I suppose, said Robin, if it didnt pay pretty well youd cut it?

Of course I would, returned the Slogger, with a look of surprise; wots the use o stickin to a thing that dont pay?

Vell, if thems your principles you aint got much to old on by, my tulip, said Robin.

An wot principles may you old on by, my turnip? asked the Slogger.

It would puzzle me, rather, to tell that, returned Robin, specially talkin down to the level of my own toes on the top of a bus; but Ill tell you what, Villum, if youll come to Number 6 Grovelly Street, Shadwell Square, just back of Hoboy Crescent, were my master lives, on Sunday next at seven in the evenin, youll hear an see somethin asll open your eyes.

Ah! a meetin-ouse? said the Slogger, with a slight smile of contempt.

Music-alls and publics is meetin-ouses, aint they?

Ah, but they aint prayer-meetin ouses, rejoined the Slogger.

Not so sure o that Villum. Theres a deal o prayer in such places sometimes, an its well for the wisitors that their prayers aint always answered. But our meetin-ouse is for more than prayer  a deal more; and theres my young missus  a real angel  comes in, and olds forth there every Sunday evening to young fellers like you an me. You just come an judge for yourself.

No thankee, returned the Slogger.

As he spoke a lady with a lap-dog made powerful demonstrations with her umbrella. The bus stopped, and the conductor attended to his duties, while Robin, who really felt a strong desire to bring his old comrade under an influence which he knew was working a wonderful change in himself, sat meditating sadly on the obstinacy of human nature.

I say, Robin, said the Slogger, on resuming his perch, dyou know Ive found traces o that young gal as you took such a interest in, as runned away from the old ooman, an was robbed by Brassey an me?

You dont mean that! exclaimed Robin eagerly.

Yes I do. Shes in London, I believe, but I cant exactly say where. I heard of her through Sal  you know Sal, who angs out at the vest end o Potters Lane. I expect to see Sal in alf an hour, so if youre comin back this way, Ill be at the Black Bull by two oclock, and tell you all I can pump out of er.

Ill be there sharp, said Robin promptly; an now pull up, for I must take to my legs here.

But I say, Robin, if we do find that gal, you wont split on me, eh? You wont tell er who I am or where I is? You wont wictimise your old friend?

Dyou take me for a informer? demanded Robin, with an offended look.

Hall right, cried the Slogger, giving the signal to drive on.

Robin sped quickly away, executed his mission, and returned to the Black Bull in a state of considerable excitement and strong hope.

Slidder was doomed to disappointment. He reached the Black Bull at two oclock precisely.

Vell, my fair one, he said, addressing a waiting-maid who met him in the passage, its good for sore eyes to see the likes o you in cloudy weather. Dyou appen to know a young man of the name of Sl  I mean Villum Bowls?

Yes I do, Mr Imprence, answered the girl.

You couldnt introdooce me to him, could you, Miss Sunshine?

No, I couldnt, because he isnt here, and wont likely be back for two hours.

This reply took all the humour out of Robins tone and manner. He resolved, however, to wait for half an hour, and went out to saunter in front of the hotel.

Half an hour passed, then another, then another, and the boy was fain to leave the spot in despair.

Poor Slidders temperament was sanguine. Slight encouragement raised his hopes very high. Failure depressed him proportionally and woefully low, but, to do him justice, he never sorrowed long. In the present instance, he left the Black Bull grinding his teeth. Then he took to clanking his heels as he walked along in a way that drew forth the comments of several street-boys, to whom, in a spirit of liberality, he returned considerably more than he received. Then he began to mutter between his teeth his private opinion as to faithless persons in general, and faithless Villum, alias the Slogger, in particular, whose character he painted to himself in extremely sombre colours. After that, a heavy thunder-shower having fallen and drenched him, he walked recklessly and violently through every puddle in his path. This seemed to relieve his spirit, for when he reached Hoboy Crescent he had recovered much of his wonted equanimity.

The Slogger was not however, so faithless as his old friend imagined. He had been at the Black Bull before two oclock, but had been sent off by his employer with a note to a house at a considerable distance in such urgent haste that he had not time even to think of leaving a message for his friend.

In these circumstances, he resolved to clear his character by paying a visit on the following Sunday to Number 6 Grovelly Street, Shadwell Square.




Chapter Twelve.

Begins with Love, Hope, and Joy, and ends Peculiarly.

It may not perhaps surprise the reader to learn that after Lilly Blythes return to town, I did not prosecute my studies with as much enthusiasm as before. In fact I divided my attentions pretty equally between Lilly and chemistry.

Now, I am not prone to become sentimentally talkative about my own affairs, but as courtship, and love, and that sort of thing are undoubted and important elements in the chemistry of human affairs, and as they influenced me and those around me to some extent, I cannot avoid making reference to them, but I promise the reader to do so only as far as appears necessary for the elucidation of my story.

First, then, although I knew that my prospects of success as a partner of Dr McTougall were most encouraging, I felt that it would be foolish to think of marriage until my position was well established and my income adequate. I therefore strove with all my might to check the flow of my thoughts towards Miss Blythe. As well might I have striven to restrain the flow of Niagara. True love cannot be stemmed! In my case, however, the proverb was utterly falsified, for my true love did run smooth. More than that, it ran fast  very fast indeed, so much so that I was carried, as it were, on the summit of a rushing flood-tide into the placid harbour of Engagement. The anchorage in that harbour is with many people uncertain. With Lilly and me it was not so. The ground-tackle was good; it had caught hold of a rock and held on.

It happened thus. After many weeks of struggling on my part to keep out of Miss Blythes way, and to prevent the state of my feelings from being observed by her  struggles which I afterwards found to my confusion had been quite obvious to her  I found myself standing alone, one Sunday afternoon, in the doctors drawing-room, meditating on the joys of childhood, as exemplified by thunderous blows on the floor above and piercing shouts of laughter. The children had been to church and were working off the steam accumulated there. Suddenly there was a dead silence, which I knew to be the result of a meal. The meal was, I may add, the union of a late dinner with an early tea. It was characteristic of Sundays in the McTougall nursery.

The thought of this union turned my mind into another channel. Just then Miss Blythe entered. She looked so radiant that I forgot myself, forgot my former struggles, my good resolutions  everything except herself  and proposed on the spot!

I was rejected  of course! More than that, I was stunned! Hope had told me many flattering tales. Indeed, I had felt so sure, from many little symptoms, that Lilly had a strong regard for me  to say the least  that I was overwhelmed, not only by my rejection, but by the thought of my foolish self-assurance.

I dont wonder that you look upon me as a presumptuous, vain, contemptible fellow, said I, in the bitterness of my soul.

But I do not regard you in that light, said Lilly, with a faint smile, and then, hesitatingly, she looked down at the carpet.

In what light do you regard me, Miss Blythe? said I, recovering a little hope, and speaking vehemently.

Really, Dr Mellon, you take me by surprise; your manner  so abrupt  so

Oh! never mind manner, dear Miss Blythe, said I, seizing her hand, and forcibly detaining it. You are the soul of truth; tell me, is there any hope for me?  can you care for me?

Dr Mellon, she said, drawing her hand firmly away, I cannot, should not reply. You do not know all the  the circumstances of my life  my poverty, my solitary condition in the world  my  my

Miss Blythe, I exclaimed, in desperation, if you were as poor as a  a  church rat, as solitary as  as  Adam before the advent of Eve, I would count it my chief joy, and

Hallo! Mellon, hi! I say! where are you? shouted the voice of the doctor at that moment from below stairs. Heres Dumps been in the laboratory, and capsized some of the chemicals!

Coming, sir! I shouted; then tenderly, though hurriedly, to Miss Blythe, You will let me resume this subject at

Hallo! look sharp! from below.

Yes, yes, Ill be down directly!  Dear Miss Blythe, if you only knew

Why, the dogs burning all over  help me! roared the doctor.

Miss Blythe blushed and laughed. How could she help it? I hastily kissed her hand, and fled from the room.

That was the whole affair. There was not enough, strictly speaking, to form a ground of hope; but somehow I knew that it was all right. In the laboratory I found Dumps smoking, and the doctor pouring water from the tap on his dishevelled body. He was not hurt, and little damage was done; but as I sat in my room talking to him that evening, I could not help reproaching him with having been the means of breaking off one of the most important interviews of my life.

However, Dumps, I continued, your good services far outweigh your wicked deeds, and whatever you may do in the future, I will never forget that you were the means of introducing me to that angel, Lilly Blythe.

The angel in question went that Sunday evening at seven oclock, as was her wont, to a Bible class which she had started for the instruction of some of the poor neglected boys and lads who idled about in the dreary back streets of our aristocratic neighbourhood. The boys had become so fond of her that they were eager to attend, and usually assembled round the door of the class-room before the hour.

My protégé, Robin Slidder, was of course one of her warmest adherents. He was standing that night apart from the other boys, contemplating the proceedings of two combative sparrows which quarrelled over a crumb of bread on the pavement, and had just come to the conclusion that men and sparrows had some qualities in common, when he was attracted by a low whistle, and, looking up, beheld the Slogger peeping round a neighbouring corner.

Hallo! Slog  Villum I mean; how are you? Come along. Vell, I am glad to see you, for, dyou know, arter you failed me that day at the Black Bull, I have bin givin you a pretty bad character, an callin you no end o bad names.

Is that what your angel teaches you, Robin?

Vell, not exactly, but youll hear wot she teaches for yourself to-night, I ope. Come, Im right glad to see you, Villum. What was it that prevented you that day, eh?

When the Slogger had explained and cleared his character, Robin asked him eagerly if he had ascertained anything further about the girl whom he and Brassey had robbed.

Of course I have, said the Slogger, and its a curious suckumstance that er place of abode  so Sally says  is in the Vest End, not wery far from here. She gave me the street and the name, but wasnt quite sure of the number.

Vell, come along, lets hear all about it, said Robin impatiently.

Wy, wots all your urry? returned the Slogger slowly; I aint goin away till Ive heerd wot your angels got to say, you know. Besides, I must go arter your meetings over an watch the ouse till I see the gal an make sure that its her, for Sally may have bin mistook, you know.

You dont know her name, do you? asked Robin; it wasnt Edie Willis, now, was it?

Ow should I know er name? answered the Slogger. Dyou think I stopped to inquire wen I elped to relieve er of er propity?

Ah, I suppose not. Vell, I suppose youve no objection to my goin to watch along wi you.

None wotsomever; ony remember, if it do turn out to be er, you wont betray me. Honour bright! She may be revengeful, you know, an might ave me took up if she got old of me.

Robin Slidder faithfully and earnestly pledged himself. While he was speaking there was a general movement among the lads and boys towards the class-room, for Miss Blythe was seen coming towards them. The two friends moved with the rest. Just as he was about to enter the door, Robin missed his companion, and, looking back, saw him bending down, and holding his sides as if in pain.

Wots wrong now? he inquired, returning to him.

Oh! Im took so bad, said the Slogger, looking very red, and rubbing himself; a old complaint as I thought I was cured of. Oh, dear! youll ave to excuge me, Robin. Ill go an take a turn, an come in if I gits better. If not, Ill meet you round the corner arter its over.

So saying, the Slogger, turning round, walked quickly away, and his little friend entered the class-room in a state of mind pendulating between disgust and despair, for he had no expectation of seeing the slippery Slogger again that night.

When the meeting was over, Miss Blythe returned home. I saw her enter the library. No one else was there, I knew. The gas had not yet been lighted, and only a faint flicker from the fire illumined the room. Unable to bear the state of uncertainty under which my mind still laboured, I resolved to make assurance doubly sure, or quit the house  and England  for ever!

I spare the reader the details. Suffice it to say that after much entreaty, I got her to admit that she loved me, but she refused to accept me until she had told me her whole history.

Then Im sure of you now, said I, in triumph; for, be your history what it may, Ill never give you up, dearest Lilly

Dont call me Lilly, she said in a low, quiet tone; it is only a pet name which the little ones here gave me on my first coming to them. Call me Edith.

I will, said I, with enthusiasm, a far more beautiful name. Ill

Hallo! hi! Mellon, are you there?

For the second time that day Dr McTougall interrupted me, but I was proof against annoyance now.

Yes, I am here, I shouted, running downstairs. Surely Dumps is not burning himself again  eh?

Oh no, returned my friend, with a laugh only a telegram. However, its important enough to require prompt attention. The Gordons in Bingley Manor  you know them  telegraph me to run down immediately; old lady ill. Now, it unfortunately happens that I have an engagement this evening which positively cannot be put off, so I must send you. Besides, I know well enough what it is. Theyre easily alarmed, and Im convinced it is just the old story. However, the summons must be obeyed. You will go for me. The train starts in half an hour. You will have plenty of time to catch it, if you make haste. Youll have to stay all night. No return train till to-morrow, being an out-of-the-way place. There, off with you. Put the telegram in your pocket for the address.

So saying, the doctor put on his hat and left the house.

Summoning Robin Slidder, I bade him pack a few things into my travelling-bag while I wrote a note. When he had finished he told me of his interview with the Slogger. I was greatly interested, and asked if he had gone to see his friend after the meeting.

No, sir, I didnt. I meant to, but Miss Blythe wanted me to walk ome with er, it was so dark, an wen I went back he had gone.

Pity, Robin  a great pity, said I, hastily strapping up my bag, but no doubt hell come here again to see you.  Now, dont forget to take over that parcel of tea and sugar, etcetera, to Mrs Willis. Go as soon as you can. Saying this, I left the house.

The new residence of the old woman being now so near to Hoboy Crescent the parcel was soon delivered, and Robin officiated at the opening of it, also at the preparing and consuming of some of its contents. Of course he chatted vigorously, as was his wont, but was particularly careful to make not the most distant allusion to the Slogger or his reports, being anxious not to arouse her hopes until he should have some evidence that they were on a true scent. Indeed, he was so fearful of letting slip some word or remark on the subject and thereby awakening suspicion and giving needless pain, that he abstained from all reference to the meeting of that evening, and launched out instead into wonderful and puzzling theological speculations, of which he was very fond.

Meanwhile I was carried swiftly into the country. The lamp in my carriage was too dim to permit of reading; I therefore wrapped myself in my rug and indulged in pleasant meditations.

It was past midnight when I arrived at the station for Bingley Manor, where I found a gig awaiting me. A sharp drive of half an hour and I was at the mansion door.

Dr McTougall was right. There was little the matter with old Mrs Gordon, but the family were nervous, and rich  hence my visit. I did what was necessary for the patient, comforted the rest by my presence, had a sound nights rest, an early breakfast, a pleasant drive in the fresh frosty air, and a brief wait of five minutes, when the punctual train came up.

There is something inexpressibly delightful in a ride, on a sharp frosty morning, in an express train. I have always felt a wild bounding sensation of joy in rapid motion. The pace at which we went that morning was exceptionally charming. Had I known that the engine-driver was intoxicated perhaps it might not have been quite so exhilarating, but I did not know that. I sat comfortably in my corner thinking of Edith, and gazing with placid benignity at the frosted trees and bushes which sparkled in the red wintry sun.

Yes, it was a glorious ride! I never had a better. The part of the country through which we passed was lovely. One can always gaze comfortably at the distant landscape from a railway carriage, however great the speed. As for the immediate foreground, it reminded me of a race  houses, trees, farms, towns, villages, hamlets, horses, sheep, cattle, poultry, hayricks, brickfields, were among the competitors in that race. They rushed in mad confusion to the rear. I exulted in the pace. Not so a stout elderly gentleman in the opposite corner, who evidently disliked it  so true is it that one mans meat is anothers poison.

There is no reason to fear, sir, said I, with a smile, by way of reassuring him. This is a most excellently managed line  one never hears of accidents on it.

Too fast just now, anyhow, returned the elderly gentleman testily.

Just then the whistle was heard sounding violently.

That is a sign of safety, said I; shows that they are on the alert.

A severe application of the brakes caused me to stop abruptly, and the elderly man to seize the arms of his seat with a convulsive grasp.

Suddenly there was a mighty crash. The sensations in my mind that followed were suggestive of cannons, rockets, bombs, fireworks, serpents, shooting-stars, and tumbling débris. Then  all was dark and silent as the grave!




Chapter Thirteen.

A Wonderful Discovery.

Slowly recovering consciousness, I found myself lying on the floor of a waiting-room, with a gentleman bending over me. Instantly recollecting what had occurred, I endeavoured to start up, but was obliged to fall back again.

You must lie quiet sir, said the gentleman. Youre not much hurt. We will send you on, if you choose, by the train that is expected in a few minutes.

Is the elderly gentleman safe? I asked eagerly.

Which elderly gentleman? There were several in the train, but none are injured, I believe, though some are much shaken. Nobody has been killed. It has been quite a miraculous escape.

Merciful  call it merciful, my dear sir, said I, looking upwards and thanking God with all my heart for sparing my life.

Two days after that I lay on the drawing-room sofa in Hoboy Crescent. Mr and Mrs McTougall had gone out. So had the children, the forenoon being fine. Edith had remained at home, for reasons which she did not see fit to divulge. She sat beside me with one of her hands in mine. It was all arranged between us by that time.

Edith, said I after a short pause in our conversation, I have long wanted to tell you about a dear little old lady with whom Robin Slidder and I have had much to do. Shes one of my poor patients, whom I have not mentioned to you before, but Ive heard something about her lately which makes me wish to ask your advice  perhaps your aid  in a rather curious search which Ive been engaged in for a long time past.

I will go for my work, John, and you shall tell me all about it, she replied, rising. I shall be five or ten minutes in preparing it. Can you wait patiently?

Well, Ill try, though of course it will be like a separation of five or ten years, but Dumps and I will solace each other in your absence.  By the way, touch the bell as you pass. I should like to see Robin, not having had a talk with him since the accident.

When Robin appeared I asked him if he had seen the Slogger.

No, sir, I avent, replied Robin, with a somewhat cross look. That there Slogger has played me false these two times. Leastwise, though he couldnt elp it the fust time, hes got to clear isself about the second.

You know where the Slogger lives, dont you? I asked.

Oh yes, but its a long, long way off, an I durstnt go without leave, an since you was blowed up i the train Ive scarce ad a word with the doctor  hes bin that busy through avin your patients on is ands as well as is own.

Well, Robin, I give you leave to go. Be off within this very hour, and see that you bring me back some good news. Now that we have reason to believe the poor girl is in London, perhaps near us, I cannot rest until we find her  or prove the scent to have been a false one. Away with you!

As the boy went out, Edith came back with her work basket.

Ive been thinking, said I, as she sat down on a stool beside me, that before beginning my story, it would be well that you should unburden your dear little heart of that family secret of yours which you thought at first was a sufficient bar to our union. But before you begin, let me solemnly assure you that your revelations, whatever they are, will utterly fail to move me. Though you should declare yourself to be the daughter of a thief, a costermonger, or a chimpanzee monkey  though you should profess yourself to have been a charwoman, a foundling, a Billingsgate fish-woman, or a female mountebank  my feelings and resolves will remain the same. Sufficient for me to know that you are you, and that you are mine!  There, go on.

Truly, then, if such be your feelings, there is no need of my going on, or even beginning, she replied, with a smile, and yet with a touch of sadness in her tone which made me grasp her hand.

Ah, Edith! I did not mean to hurt you by my jesting, and yet the spirit of what I say is true  absolutely true.

You did not hurt me, John; you merely brought to my remembrance my great sorrow and

Your great sorrow! I exclaimed in surprise, gazing at her smooth young face.

Yes, my great sorrow, and I was going to add, my loss. But you shall hear. I have no family mystery to unfold. All that I wished you to know on that head was that I am without family altogether. All are dead. I have no relation on earth  not one.

She said this with such deep pathos, while tears filled her eyes, that I could not have uttered a word of comfort to save my life.

And, she continued, I am absolutely penniless. These two points at first made me repel you  at least, until I had explained them to you. Now that you look upon them as such trifles I need say no more. But the loss to which I have referred is, I fear, irreparable. You wont think me selfish or tiresome if I go back to an early period of my history?

Selfish! tiresome! I repeated, oh, Edith!

Well, then, many years ago my father and mother lived by the seashore not far from Yarmouth. They were poor. My father gave lessons in French, my mother taught music. But they earned sufficient to support themselves and my grandmother and me in comfort. We were a very happy family, for we all loved God and tried to follow in the footsteps of Jesus. I gave them, indeed, a great deal of trouble at first, but He overcame my stubborn heart at last, and then there was nothing to mar the happiness of our lives. But sickness came. My father died. My mother tried to struggle on for a time, but could not earn enough; I tried to help her by teaching, but had myself need of being taught. At last we changed our residence, in hopes of getting more remunerative employment, but in this we failed. Then my mother fell sick and died.

She stopped at this point.

Oh, Edith! this makes you doubly dear, said I, drawing her nearer to me.

In a few minutes she continued  

Being left alone now with my grandmother, I resolved to go to London and try to find employment in the great city. We had not been long here, and I had not yet obtained employment when an extraordinary event occurred which has ever since embittered my life. I went out for a walk one day, and was robbed.

How strange! I exclaimed, half rising from the sofa. What a curious coincidence!

What! How? What do you mean? she asked, looking at me in surprise.

Never mind just now. When I come to tell you my story you will understand. There is a robbery of a young girl in it too.  Go on.

Well, then, as I said, I was robbed by a man and a boy. I had dear little Pompey with me at the time, and that is the way I came to lose him. But the terrible thing was that an accident befell me just after I was robbed, and I never saw my darling grandmother again

Coincidence! I exclaimed, starting up, as a sudden thought was forced upon my mind, and my heart began to beat violently, this is more than a coincidence; and yet  it cannot be  pooh! impossible! ridiculous! My mind is wandering.

I sank back somewhat exhausted, for I had been considerably weakened by my accident. Edith was greatly alarmed at my words and looks, and blamed herself for having talked too much to me in my comparatively weak condition.

No, you have not talked too much to me. You cannot do that, dear Edie, I said.

It was now her turn to look bewildered.

Edie! she echoed. Why  why do you call me Edie?

I covered my eyes with my hand, that she might not see their expression.

There can be no doubt now, I thought; but why that name of Blythe? Then aloud:

It is a pretty contraction for Edith, is it not? Dont you like it?

Like it? Yes. Oh, how much! But  but

Well, Edie, I said, laying powerful restraint on myself, and looking her calmly in the face, you must bear with me to-night. You know that weakness sometimes causes men to act unaccountably. Forgive me for interrupting you. I wont do it again, as the naughty boys say.  Go on, dear, with your story.

I once more covered my eyes with my hand, as if to shade them from the light, and listened, though I could scarcely conceal my agitation.

The name of Edie, she continued, is that by which my darling granny always called me, and it sounded so familiar  yet so strange  coming from your lips. But, after all, it is a natural abbreviation. Well, as I said, an accident befell me. I had burst away from the thieves in a state of wild horror, and was attempting to rush across a crowded thoroughfare, when a cab knocked me down. I felt a sharp pang of pain, heard a loud shout and then all was dark.

On recovering I found myself lying in one of the beds of a hospital. My collar-bone had been broken, and I was very feverish  scarcely understood where I was, and felt a dull sense of oppression on my brain. They spoke to me, and asked my name. I dont remember distinctly how I pronounced it, but I recollect being somewhat amused at their misunderstanding what I said, and calling me Miss Eva Bright! I felt too ill to correct them at the time, and afterwards became so accustomed to Eva  for I was a very long time there  that I did not think it worth while to correct the mistake. This was very foolish and unfortunate, for long afterwards, when I began to get well enough to think coherently, and sent them to let granny know where I was, they of course went with the name of Eva Bright. It was very stupid, no doubt, but I was so weak and listless after my long and severe illness that this never once occurred to me. As it turned out, however, there would have been no difference in the result, for my darling had left her lodging and gone no one knew where. This terrible news brought on a relapse, and for many weeks, I believe, my life hung on a thread. But that thread was in the hand of God, and I had no fear.

What is the name, Edie, of the grandmother you have lost? I asked, in a low, tremulous voice.

Willis  but  why do you start so? Now I am quite sure you have been more severely hurt than you imagine, and that my talking so much is not good for you.

No  Edie  no. Go on, I said firmly.

I have little more to tell, she continued. Dear Dr McTougall had attended me in the hospital, and took a fancy to me. When I was well enough to leave, he took me home to be governess to his children. But my situation has been an absolute sinecure as yet, for he says I am not strong enough to work, and wont let me do anything. It was not till after I had left the hospital that I told my kind friend the mistake that had been made about my name, and about my lost grandmother. He has been very kind about that, and assisted me greatly at first in my search for her. But there are so many  so many people of the name of Willis in London  old ladies too! We called together on so many that he got tired of it at last. Of course I wrote to various people at York, and to the place where we had lived before going there, but nothing came of it, and now  my hopes have long ago died out  that is to say, almost  but I still continue to make inquiries.

She paused here for some time, and I did not move or speak, being so stunned by my discovery that I knew not what to say, and feared to reveal the truth to Edith too suddenly. Then I knew by the gentle way in which she moved that she thought I had fallen asleep. I was glad of this, and remained quietly thinking.

There was no doubt now in my mind that Edie Blythe was this lost granddaughter of old Mrs Willis, but the name still remained an insoluble mystery.

Edie, said I abruptly, is your name Blythe?

Of course it is, she said, in startled surprise, why should you doubt it?

I dont doubt it, said I, but Im sorely puzzled. Why is it not Willis?

Why? exclaimed Edie, with a little laugh, because I am the daughter of Granny Williss daughter  not of her son. My fathers name was Blythe!

The simplicity of this explanation, and my gross stupidity in quietly assuming from the beginning, as a matter of course, that the lost Edies name was the same as her grandmothers, burst upon me in its full force. The delusion had been naturally perpetuated by Mrs Willis never speaking of her lost darling except by her Christian name. For a few seconds I was silent, then I exploded in almost an hysterical fit of laughter, in the midst of which I was interrupted by the sudden entrance of my doggie, who had returned from a walk with Robin, and began to gambol round his mistress as if he had not seen her for years.

Oh, sir! I say! Ive diskivered all about

Little Slidder had rushed excitedly into the room, but stopped abruptly on observing Miss Blythe, who was looking from him to me with intense surprise.

Before another word could be said, a servant entered:  

Please, Miss Blythe, Doctor McTougall wishes to see you in his study.

She left us at once.

Now, Robin, said I, with emphasis, sit down on that chair, opposite me, and lets hear all about it.

The excited boy obeyed, and Dumps, leaping on another chair beside him, sat down to listen, with ears erect, as if he knew what was coming.

Oh, sir! you never  such a go! began Robin, rubbing his hands together slowly as he spoke. The Slogger! he twigged er at once. Youll open your eyes so wide that youll never git em shut again, wen you hears. No, I never did see such a lark! Edies found! Ive seen her! She aint the Queen  oh no; nor yet one o the Queens darters  by no means; nor yet a duchess  oh dear no, though shes like one. Who dye think she is? But youll never guess.

Ill try, said I, with a quiet smile, for I had subdued myself by that time.

Try away then  who?

Miss Edith Blythe!

On hearing this, little Slidders eyes began to open and glisten till they outshone his own buttons.

Why  how  ever  did you come to guess it? gasped the boy, on recovering himself.

I did not guess it, I found it out. Do you suppose that nobody can find out things except Sloggers and pages in buttons?

Oh, sir, do tell! entreated the boy.

I did tell, and after we had each told all that we knew, we mentally hugged ourselves, and grew so facetious over it that we began to address Dumps personally, to that intelligent creatures intense satisfaction.

Now, Robin, said I, we must break this very cautiously to the old lady and Miss Blythe.

Oh, in course  we-r-y cautiously, assented the urchin, with inconceivable earnestness.

Well, then, off you go and fetch my greatcoat. Well go visit Mrs Willis at once.

At vunce, echoed Robin, as he ran out of the room, with blazing cheeks and sparkling eyes.

Lilly, said Dr McTougall, as Edith entered his consulting-room. Im just off to see a patient who is very ill, and there is another who is not quite so ill, but who also wants to see me. Ill send you to the latter as my female assistant, if you will go. Her complaint is chiefly mental. In fact, she needs comfort more than physic, and I know of no one who is comparable to you in that line. Can you go?

Certainly, with pleasure. Ill go at once.

Her name, said the doctor, is Willis.  By the way, that reminds me of your loss, dear girl, he continued in a lower tone, as he gently took her hand, but I would not again arouse your hopes. You know how many old women of this name we have seen without finding her.

Yes, I know too well, returned poor Edith, while the tears gathered in her eyes. I have long ago given up all hope.

But notwithstanding her statement Edith had not quite given way to despair. In spite of herself her heart fluttered a little as she sped on this mission to the abode of another old Mrs Willis.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Last.

When Robin and I reached the abode of our old friend  in a state, let me add, of almost irrepressible excitement  we found her seated in the old arm-chair by the window, gazing sadly out on the prospect.

It was not now the prospect of red brick and water-spout, with a remote distance of chimney  cans and cats, which had crushed the old ladys spirit in other days  by no means. There was a picturesque little court, with an old pump in the centre to awaken the fancy, and frequent visits from more or less diabolical street-boys, to excite the imagination. Beyond that there was the mews, in which a lively scene of variance between horses and men was enacted from morning till night  a scene which derived much additional charm from the fact that Mrs Willis, being short-sighted, formed fearfully incorrect estimates of men, and beasts, and things in general.

Well, granny, how are you? said I, seating myself on a stool beside her, and thinking how I should begin.

Pretty griggy  eh? inquired little Slidder.

Ah! there you are, my dear boys, said the old lady, who had latterly got to look upon me and my protégé as brothers. You are always sure to come, whoever fails me.

Has any one failed you to-day, granny? I asked.

Yes, Dr McTougall has, she replied as petulantly as it was possible for her to speak. Ive been feeling very low and weak to-day, and sent for him; but I suppose he thinks its only imagination. Well, well, perhaps it is, she added, after a pause, and with a little sigh. Im very foolish, no doubt.

No, granny, said I, youre not foolish,  (Contrariwise, wery much the reverse, interrupted Slidder) and Im glad that I chanced to come in, because, perhaps, I may be able to prescribe for you as well as he.

Better, dear boy, better  (Thats it, cheer up! from Slidder) and it always does me a world of good to see your handsome face.

Well, granny, said I, with a flutter at my heart, as I looked up at her thin careworn face, and began to break the ice with caution, Ive come  I  theres a little piece of  of

Now then, dig in the spurs, doctor, an go at it  neck or nuffin, murmured my impatient companion.

What are you saying, Robin? asked Mrs Willis, with a slightly anxious look. Theres nothing wrong, I hope?

No, no; nothing wrong, granny, said I, hastening to the point; very much the reverse. But  but  you heard of my accident, of course? I said, suddenly losing heart and beating about the bush.

Stuck again! murmured Slidder, in a tone of disgust.

Yes, yes; I heard of it. You dont mean to say that youre getting worse? said the old lady, with increasing anxiety.

Oh no! Im better  much better. Indeed, I dont think I ever felt so well in my life; and Ive just heard a piece of good news, which, Im quite sure, will make you very glad  very glad indeed!

Go it, sir! Another burst like that and youll be clear out o the wood, murmured Slidder.

In fact, said I, as a sudden thought struck, Im going to be married!

Whew! you never told me that! exclaimed Slidder, with widening eyes.

Will you be quiet, Robin? said I, rather sternly; how can I get over this very difficult matter if you go on interrupting me so?

Mums the word! returned the boy, folding his hands, and assuming a look of ridiculous solemnity.

At that moment we heard a noise of pattering feet on the landing outside. The door, which had not been properly closed, burst open, and my doggie came into the room all of a heap. After a brief moment lost in apparently searching for his hind-legs, he began to dance and frisk about the room as if all his limbs were whalebone and his spirit quicksilver.

Oh, theres that dog again! Put it out! put it out! cried Mrs Willis, gathering her old skirts around her feet.

Get out, Dumps! how dare you come here, sir, without leave?

I gave him leave, said a sweet voice in the passage.

Next moment a sweeter face was smiling upon me, as Edith entered the room.

There was a feeble cry at the window. I observed that the sweet smile vanished, and a deadly pallor overspread Ediths face, while her eyes gazed with eager surprise at the old lady for a few seconds. Mrs Willis sat with answering gaze and outstretched arms.

Edie!

Granny! was all that either could gasp, but there was no need for more  the lost ones were mutually found! With an indescribable cry of joy Edith sprang forward, fell on her knees, and enfolded granny in her arms.

Ere you are, doctor, whispered Robin, touching me on the elbow and presenting a tumbler of water.

How? What?

Shell need it, doctor. I knows her well, an its the ony thing as does her good wen shes took bad.

Slidder was right. The shock of joy was almost too much for the old lady. She leaned heavily on her granddaughters neck, and if I had not caught her, both must have fallen to the ground. We lifted her gently into bed, and in a few minutes she recovered.

For some time she lay perfectly still. Edith, reclining on the lowly couch, rested her fair young cheek on the withered old one.

Presently Mrs Willis moved, and Edith sat up.

John, said the former to me, looking at the latter, this is my Edie, thanks be to the Lord.

Yes, granny, I know it, and shes my Edie too!

A surprised and troubled look came on her old face. She evidently was pained to think that I could jest at such a moment. I hastened to relieve her.

It is the plain and happy truth that I tell you, granny. Edith is engaged to marry me.  Is it not so?

I turned towards the dear girl, who silently put one of her hands in mine.

Old Mrs Willis spoke no word, but I could see that her soul was full of joy. I chanced to glance at Robin, and observed that that waif had retired to the window, and was absolutely wiping his eyes, while Dumps sat observant in the middle of the room, evidently much surprised at, but not much pleased with, the sudden calm which had succeeded the outburst.

Come, Robin, said I, rising, I think that you and I will leave them  Good-bye, granny and Edie; I shall soon see you again.

I paused at the door and looked back.

Come, Dumps, come.

My doggie wagged his scrumpy tail, cocked his expressive ears, and glanced from me to his mistress, but did not rise.

Pompey prefers to remain with me, said Edie; let him stay.

Punch is a wise dog, observed Robin, as we descended the stairs together; but you dont ought to let your spirits go down, sir, he added, with a profoundly sagacious glance, cause, of course, he cant elp isself now. Hell ave to stick to you wotever appens  an to me too!

I understood the meaning of his last words, and could not help smiling at the presumptuous certainty with which he assumed that he was going to follow my fortunes.

Is it needful to say that when I mentioned what had occurred to Dr McTougall that amiable little man opened his eyes to their widest?

You young dog! he exclaimed, was it grateful in you to repay all my kindness by robbing me in this sly manner of my governess  nay, I may say, of my daughter, for I have long ago considered her such, and adopted her in my heart?

It was not done slily, I assure you, said I; indeed, I fought against the catastrophe with all my might  but I  I could not help it at last; it came upon me, as it were, unexpectedly  took me by surprise.

Humph! ejaculated the doctor.

Besides, I added, you can scarcely call it robbery, for are not you and I united as partners, so that instead of robbing you, I have, in reality, created another bond of union between you and Edie?

Hm! said the doctor.

Moreover, I continued, it happens most opportunely just now that the house opposite this one is to let. It is a much smaller and lower-rented house than this, and admirably suited for a very small family, so that if I secure it we will scarcely, I may say, have to quit your roof.

Ah! to be sure, returned the doctor, falling in with my humour, we will have the pleasure of overlooking and criticising each other and our respective households. We may sit at the windows and converse across the street in fine weather, or flatten our noses on the glass, and make faces at each other when the weather is bad. Besides, we can have a tunnel cut under the street and thus have subterranean communication at any time of the day or night  and what a charming place that would be for the children to romp in! Of course, we would require to have it made of bricks or cast-iron to prevent the rats connecting it with the sewers, but

A breeze of pattering feet overhead induced the doctor to pause. It increased to a gale on the staircase, to a tempest in the lobby. The door was burst open, and Jack, and Harry, and Job, and Jenny, and Dolly, with blazing cheeks and eyes, tumbled tumultuously into the room.

Oh papa! screamed Harry, Lillys been out an found her mother!

No, its not  its her gan-muver, shrieked Dolly.

Yes, an Dr Mellons going to marry her, cried Jenny.

Who?  the grandmother? asked the doctor, with a surprised look.

No  Lilly, they all cried, with a shout of laughter, which Jack checked by stoutly asserting that it was her great-grandmother that Lilly had found. This drew an emphatic, No, its not, from Job, and a firmly reiterated assertion that it was only her gan-muver from Dolly.

But Robin said so, cried Jack.

No, he didnt, said Job.

Yes, he did, cried Harry.

Robin said shes found er gan-muver, said Dolly.

Ill go an ask him, cried Jenny, and turning round, she rushed out of the room. The others faced about, as one child, and the tempest swept back into the lobby, moderated to a gale on the staircase, and was reduced to a breeze  afterwards to a temporary calm  overhead.

Before it burst forth again the doctor and I had put on our hats and left the house.

From that date forward, for many weeks, the number of lost grandmothers that were found in the McTougall nursery surpasses belief. They were discovered in all sorts of places, and in all imaginable circumstances  under beds, tables, upturned baths, and basin-stands; in closets, trunks, and cupboards, and always in a condition of woeful weakness and melancholy destitution. The part of grandmother was invariably assigned to Dolly, because, although the youngest of the group, that little creature possessed a power of acting and of self-control which none of the others could equal. At first they were careful to keep as close to the original event as possible; but after a time, thirsting for variety, they became lax, and the grandmothers were found not only by granddaughters, but by daughters, and cousins, and nieces, and nephews; but the play never varied in the points of extreme poverty and woe, because Dolly refused, with invincible determination, to change or modify her part.

After a time they varied the performance with a wedding, in which innumerable Dr Mellons were united to endless Lilly Blythes; but after the real wedding took place, and the cake had been utterly consumed, they returned to their first love  Lost and Found, as they termed it or, the Gan-muvers Play.

So, in course of time, the house over the way was actually taken and furnished. Edie was installed therein as empress; I as her devoted slave  when not otherwise engaged. And, to say truth, even when I was otherwise engaged I always managed to leave my heart at home. Anatomists may, perhaps, be puzzled by this statement. If so  let them be puzzled! Gan-muver was also installed as queen-dowager, in a suite of apartments consisting of one room and a closet.

It was not in Dr McTougalls nursery alone that the game of Lost and Found was played.

In a little schoolroom, not far distant from our abode, that game was played by Edie  assisted by Robin Slidder and myself  with considerable success.

Robin crossed the street to me  came over, as it were  with Edith the conqueror and our doggie, and afterwards became a most valuable ally in searching for, drawing forth, tempting out and gathering in the lost. He and I sought for them in some of the lowest slums of London. Robins knowledge of their haunts and ways, and, his persuasive voice, had influence where none but himself  or some one like him  could have made any impression. We tempted them to our little hall with occasional feasts, in which buns, oranges, raisins, gingerbread, and tea played prominent parts, and when we had gathered them in, Edith came to them, like an angel of light and preached to them the gospel of Jesus, at once by example, tone, look, and word.

Among others who came to our little social meetings was the Slogger. That unpunished criminal not only launched with, apparently, heart and soul into the good cause, but he was the means of inducing many others to come, and when, in after years, his old comrade, Mr Brassey, returned from his enforced residence in foreign parts, the Slogger sought for and found him, and stuck to him with the pertinacity of his bulldog nature until he fairly brought him in.

Thus that good work went on with us. Thus it is going on at the present time in many, many parts of our favoured land, and thus it will go on, with Gods blessing, until His people shall all be gathered into the fold of the Good Shepherd  until that day when the puzzlements and bewilderments of this incomprehensible life shall be cleared up; when we shall be enabled to understand why man has been so long permitted to dwell in the midst of conflicting good and evil, and why he has been required to live on earth by faith and not by sight, trusting in the unquestionable goodness and wisdom of Him who is our Life and our Light.

In all our work, whether temporal or spiritual, we had the help and powerful sympathy of our friend Dr McTougall and his family; also of his friend Dobson, the City man, who was a strong man in more ways than one, and a zealous champion of righteousness  or rightness, as he was fond of calling it, in contradistinction to wrongness.

I meant to let fall the curtain at this point but something which I cannot explain induces me to keep it up a few minutes longer, in order to tell you that the little McTougalls grew up to be splendid men and women; that dear old granny is still alive and well, insomuch that she bids fair to become a serene centenarian; that my sweet Edie is now fair, fat, and forty; that I am grey and hearty; that Dumps is greyer, and so fat, as well as stiff, that he wags his ridiculous tail with the utmost difficulty; that Brassey and the Slogger have gone into partnership in the green-grocery line round the corner; and that Robin Slidder is no longer a boy, but has become a man and a butler. He is still in our service, and declares that he will never leave it. My firm conviction is that he will keep his word as long as he can.

So now, amiable reader, with regret and the best of wishes, we make our final bow-wow  and:

Bid you good-bye,
My doggie and I.

THE END
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Chapter One.

In which the Hero makes his First Flash and Explosion.

Somewhere about the middle of this nineteenth century, a baby boy was born on the raging sea in the midst of a howling tempest. That boy was the hero of this tale.

He was cradled in squalls, and nourished in squalor  a week of dirty weather having converted the fore-cabin of the emigrant ship into something like a pig-sty. Appreciating the situation, no doubt, the baby boy began his career with a squall that harmonised with the weather, and, as the steward remarked to the ships cook, continued for to squall straight on end all that day and night without so much as ever takin breath! It is but right to add that the steward was prone to exaggeration.

Stooard, said the ships cook in reply, as he raised his eyes from the contemplation of his bubbling coppers, take my word for it, that there babby what has just bin launched aint agoin to shovel off his mortal coil  as the play-actor said  without makin his mark someow an someweres.

What makes you think so, Johnson? asked the steward.

What makes me think so, stooard? replied the cook, who was a huge good-natured young man. Well, Ill tell ee. I was standin close to the fore hatch at the time, a-talkin to Jim Brag, an the father o the babby, poor feller, he was standin by the foretopsl halyards holdin on to a belayin-pin, an lookin as white as a sheet  for I got a glance at im two or three times doorin the flashes o lightnin. Well, stooard, there was lightnin playin round the mizzen truck, an the main truck, an the fore truck, an at the end o the flyin jib-boom, an the spanker boom; then there came a flash that seemed to set afire the entire univarse; then a burst o thunder like fifty great guns gone off all at once in a hurry. At that identical moment, stooard, there came up from the fore-cabin a yell that beat  well, I cant rightly say what it beat, but it minded me o that unfortnit pig as got his tail jammed in the capstan off Cape Horn. The father gave a gasp. Its born, says he. More likes if its basted, growled Jim Brag. Youre a unfeelin monster, Brag, says I; an though you are the ships carpenter, I will say it, you avent got no more sympathy than the fluke of an anchor! Howsever the poor father didnt hear the remark, for he went down below all of a heap  head, legs, and arms  anyhow. Then there came another yell, an another, an half a dozen more, which was followed by another flash o lightnin an drownded in another roar o thunder; but the yells from below kep on, an came out strong between times, makin no account whatever o the whistlin wind an rattlin ropes, which they riz above  easy.  Now, stooard, do you mean for to tell me that all that signifies nothink? Do you suppose that that babby could go through life like an ornary babby? No, it couldnt  not even if it was to try  wich it wont!

Having uttered this prophecy the cook resumed the contemplation of his bubbling coppers.

Well, I suppose youre right, John Johnson, said the steward.

Yes, Im right, Tom Thomson, returned the cook, with the nod and air of a man who is never wrong.

And the cook was right, as the reader who continues to read shall find out in course of time.

The gale in which little Robin Wright was thus launched upon the sea of Time blew the sails of that emigrant ship  the Seahorse  to ribbons. It also blew the masts out of her, leaving her a helpless wreck on the breast of the palpitating sea. Then it blew a friendly sail in sight, by which passengers and crew were rescued and carried safe back to Old England. There they separated  some to re-embark in other emigrant ships; some to renew the battle of life at home  thenceforward and for ever after to vilify the sea in all its aspects, except when viewed at a safe distance from the solid land!

Little Robins parents were among the latter. His father, a poor gentleman, procured a situation as accountant in a mercantile house. His mother busied herself  and she was a very busy little creature  with the economics of home. She clothed Robins body and stored his mind. Among other things, she early taught him to read from the Bible.

As Robin grew he waxed strong and bold and lively, becoming a source of much anxiety, mingled with delight, to his mother, and of considerable alarm, mixed with admiration and surprise, to his father. He possessed an inquisitive mind. He inquired into everything  including the antique barometer and the household clock, both of which were heirlooms, and were not improved by his inquiries. Strange to say, Robins chief delight in those early days was a thunderstorm. The rolling of heavens artillery seemed to afford inexpressible satisfaction to his little heart, but it was the lightning that affected him most. It filled him with a species of awful joy. No matter how it came  whether in the forked flashes of the storm, or the lambent gleamings of the summer sky  he would sit and gaze at it in solemn wonder. Even in his earliest years he began to make inquiries into that remarkable and mysterious agent.

Musser, he said one day, during a thunderstorm, raising his large eyes to his mothers face with intense gravity, Musser, what is lightenin?

Mrs Wright, who was a soft little unscientific lady with gorgeous eyes, sat before her son, perplexed.

Well, child, it is  it  really, I dont know what it is!

Dont know? echoed Robin, with surprise, I sought you knowd everysing.

No, not everything, dear, replied Mrs Wright, with a deprecatory smile; but here comes your father, who will tell you.

Does he know everysing? asked the child.

Nno, not exactly; but he knows many things  oh, ever so many things, answered the cautious wife and mother.

The accountant had barely crossed his humble threshold and sat down, when Robin clambered on his knee and put the puzzling question. Fasser, what is lightenin?

Lightning, my boy?  why, its  its  let me see  its fire, of course, of some sort, that comes out o the clouds and goes slap into the earth  there, dont you see it?

Robin did see it, and was so awestruck by the crash which followed the blinding flash that he forgot at the moment to push his inquiries further, much to his fathers satisfaction, who internally resolved to hunt up the Encyclopaedia Britannica that very evening  letter L  and study it.

In process of time Robin increased in size. As he expanded in body he developed in mind and in heart, for his little mother, although profoundly ignorant of electricity and its effects, was deeply learned in the Scriptures. But Robin did not hunger in vain after scientific knowledge. By good fortune he had a cousin  cousin Sam Shipton  who was fourteen years older than himself, and a clerk at a neighbouring railway station, where there was a telegraphic instrument.

Now, Sam, being himself possessed of strongly scientific tendencies, took a great fancy to little Robin, and sought to enlighten his young mind on many subjects where mussers knowledge failed. Of course he could not explain all that he himself knew about electricity  the child was too young for that,  but he did what he could, and introduced him one day to the interior of the station, where he filled his youthful mind with amazement and admiration by his rapid, and apparently meaningless, manipulation of the telegraph instrument.

Cousin Sam, however, did a good deal more for him than that in the course of time; but before proceeding further, we must turn aside for a few minutes to comment on that wonderful subject which is essentially connected with the development of this tale.




Chapter Two.

Refers to a Notable Character.

Sparks, as a rule, are looked upon as a race of useless and disreputable fellows. Their course is usually erratic. They fly upward, downward, forward, and backward  here, there, and everywhere. You never know when you have them, or what will be their next flight. They often create a good deal of alarm, sometimes much surprise; they seldom do any good, and frequently cause irreparable damage. Only when caught and restrained, or directed, do sparks become harmless and helpful.

But there is one Spark in this world  a grand, glowing, gushing fellow  who has not his equal anywhere. He is old as the hills  perhaps older  and wide as the world  perchance wider. Similar to ordinary sparks in some respects, he differs from them in several important particulars. Like many, he is fast, but immeasurably faster than all other sparks put together. Unlike them, however, he submits to be led by master minds. Stronger than Hercules, he can rend the mountains. Fleeter than Mercury, he can outstrip the light. Gentler than Zephyr, he can assume the condition of a current, and enter our very marrow without causing pain. His name is Electricity. No one knows what he is. Some philosophers have said that he is a fluid, because he flows. As well might they call him a wild horse because he bolts, or a thief because he lurks! We prefer to call him a Spark, because in that form only is he visible  at least when handled by man.

Talking of that, it was not until the last century that master minds found out how to catch and handle our Spark. In all the previous centuries he had been roaming gaily about the world in perfect freedom; sometimes gliding silently to and fro like an angel of light; sometimes leaping forth with frightful energy in the midst of raging tempest, like a destructive demon  ripping, rending, shattering all that attempted to arrest his course. Men have feared and shunned him since the beginning of time, and with good reason, for he has killed many of the human race.

But although uncaught and untamed by them, our Spark was not altogether unknown to the ancients. So far back as the year 600 before the Christian era, Thales, one of the Greek sages, discovered that he hid himself in amber, a substance which in Greek is named electron  hence his name Electricity; but the ancients knew little about his character, though Thales found that he could draw him from his hiding-place by rubbing him with silk and some other substances. When thus rubbed he became attractive, and drew light creatures towards him  not unlike human sparks! He also showed himself to be fickle, for, after holding these light creatures tight for a brief space, he let them go and repelled them.

It was not till the days of good Queen Bess, towards the end of the sixteenth century, that a Dr Gilbert discovered that the wild fellow lay lurking in other substances besides amber  such as sulphur, wax, glass, etcetera. It is now known that Electricity permeates all substances more or less, and only waits to be roused in order to exhibit his amazing powers. He is fond of shocking peoples feelings, and has surprised his pursuers rather frequently in that way. Some of them, indeed, he has actually shocked to death!

It would take a huge volume to give a detailed account of all the qualities, powers, and peculiarities of this wild Spark. We will just touch on a few facts which are necessary to the elucidation of our tale.

A great event in the worlds history happened in the year 1745. It was nothing less than the capture and imprisonment of wild, daring, dashing Electricity. To the Dutch philosophers belongs the honour of catching him. They caught him  they even bottled him, like ordinary spirits, and called his prison a Leyden Jar.

From that date our Spark became the useful and obedient slave of man. Yet is he ever ready, when the smallest conceivable door, hole, or chink is left open, to dash out of the prison-house man has made for him, and escape into his native earth.

He has no hope now, however, of escaping altogether, for he cannot resist the allurement of rubbing, by which, as well as by chemical action and other means, we can summon him, like the genii of Aladdins lamp, at any moment, from the vasty deep, and compel him to do our work.

And what sort of work, it may be asked, can this volatile fellow perform? We cannot tell all  the list is too long. Let us consider a few of them. If we fabricate tea-pots, sugar-basins, spoons, or anything else of base metal, he can and will, at our bidding, cover the same with silver or yellow gold. If we grow dissatisfied with our candles and gas, he will, on being summoned and properly directed by the master minds to whom he owns allegiance, kindle our lamps and fill our streets and mansions with a blaze of noonday splendour. If we grow weary of steam, and give him orders, he will drive our tram-cars and locomotives with railway speed, minus railway smoke and fuss. He is a very giant in the chemists laboratory, and, above all, a swift messenger to carry the worlds news. Even when out and raging to and fro in a wild state, more than half-disposed to rend our mansions, and split our steeples, and wreck our ships, we have only to provide him with a tiny metal stair-case, down which he will instantly glide from the upper regions to the earth without noise or damage. Shakespeare never imagined, and Mercury never accomplished, the speed at which he travels; and he will not only carry our news or express our sentiments and wishes far and wide over the land, but he will rush with them, over rock, sand, mud, and ooze, along the bottom of the deep deep sea!

And this brings us to a point. Some of the master minds before mentioned, having conceived the idea that telegraphic communication might be carried on under water, set about experimenting. Between the years 1839 and 1851 enterprising men in the Old World and the New suggested, pondered, planned, and placed wires under water, along which our Spark ran more or less successfully.

One of the difficulties of these experiments consisted in this, that, while the Spark runs readily along one class of substances, he cannot, or will not, run along others. Substances of the first class, comprising the metals, are called conductors; those of the second class, embracing, among other things, all resinous substances, are styled non-conductors. Now, water is a good conductor. So that although the Spark will stick to his wires when insulated on telegraph-posts on land, he will bolt from them at once and take to flight the moment he gets under water. This difficulty was overcome by coating the wires with gutta-percha, which, being a non-conductor, imprisoned the Spark, and kept him, as it were, on the line.

A copper wire covered in this manner was successfully laid between England and France in 1850. When tested, this cable did not work well. Minute imperfections, in the form of air-holes in the gutta-percha, afforded our Spark an opportunity to bolt; and he did bolt, as a matter of course  for electricity has no sense of honour, and cannot be trusted near the smallest loop-hole. The imperfections were remedied; the door was effectually locked, after which the first submarine cable of importance was actually laid down, and worked well. French and English believers turned up hands and eyes in delighted amazement, as they held converse across the sea, while unbelievers were silenced and confounded.

This happy state of things, however, lasted for only a few hours. Suddenly the intercourse ceased. The telegraphists at both ends energised with their handles and needles, but without any result. The cable was dumb. Our Spark had evidently escaped!

There is no effect without a cause. The cause of that interruption was soon discovered.

Early that morning a French fisherman had sauntered down to the port of Boulogne and embarked in his boat. A British seaman, having nothing to do but smoke and meditate, was seated on a coil of rope at the time, enjoying himself and the smells with which that port is not unfamiliar. He chanced to be a friend of that French fisherman.

Youre early afloat, Mounseer, he said.

Oui, monsieur. Vill you com? I go for feesh.

Well, wee; I go for fun.

They went accordingly and bore away to the northward along the coast before a light breeze,  past the ruined towers which France had built to guard her port in days gone by; past the steep cliffs beyond Boulogne; past the lovely beach of Wimereux, with its cottages nestled among the sand-hills, and its silted-up harbour, whence Napoleon the First had intended to issue forth and descend on perfidious Albion  but didnt; past cliffs, and bays, and villages further on, until they brought up off Cape Grisnez. Here the Frenchman let down his trawl, and fished up, among other curiosities of the deep, the submarine cable!

Behold! fat is dis? he exclaimed, with glaring eyes, uplifted brows, shoulders shrugged, hands spread out, and fingers expanded.

The sea-sarpint growd thin, suggested the Englishman.

Non; cest seaveed  veed de most strordinair in de vorld. Oui, donnez-moi de hache, de hax, mon ami.

His friend handed him the axe, wherewith lie cut off a small portion of the cable and let the end go. Little did that fisherman know that he had also let our Spark go free, and cruelly dashed, for a time at least, the budding hopes of two nations  but so it was. He bore his prize in triumph to Boulogne, where he exhibited it as a specimen of rare seaweed with its centre filled with gold, while the telegraph clerks at both ends sat gazing in dismay at their useless instruments.

Thus was the first submarine electric cable destroyed. And with the details of its destruction little Robin was intimately acquainted, for cousin Sam had been a member of the staff that had worked that telegraph  at least he had been a boy in the office,  and in after years he so filled his cousins mind with the importance of that cable, and the grandeur and difficulty of the enterprise, that Robin became powerfully sympathetic  so much so that when Sam, in telling the story, came to the point where the Frenchman accomplished its destruction, Robin used to grieve over it as though he had lost a brother, or a kitten, or his latest toy!

We need scarcely add that submarine cable telegraphy had not received its death-blow on that occasion. Its possibility had been demonstrated. The very next year (1851) Mr T.R. Crampton, with Messrs Wollaston, Küper, and others, made and laid an improved cable between Dover and Calais, and ere long many other parts of the world were connected by means of snaky submarine electric cables.




Chapter Three.

Early Aspirations.

One pleasant summer afternoon, Mr Wright, coming in from the office, seated himself beside his composed little wife, who was patching a pair of miniature pantaloons.

Nan, said the husband, with a perplexed look, what are we to do with our Robin when he grows up?

George, answered the composed wife, dont you think it is rather soon to trouble ourselves with that question? Robin is a mere child yet. We must first give him a good education.

Of course, I know that, returned the perplexed husband, still, I cant help thinking about what is to be done after he has had the good education. You know I have no relation in the world except brother Richard, who is as poor as myself. We have no influential friends to help him into the Army or the Navy or the Indian Civil Service; and the Church, you know, is not suitable for an imp. Just look at him now!

Mrs Wright looked through the window, over one of those sunny landscapes which are usually described as smiling, across a winding rivulet, and at last fixed her gorgeous eyes on a tall post, up which a small black object was seen to be struggling.

What can he be up to? said the father.

He seems to be up the telegraph-post, said the mother, investigating the wires, no doubt. I heard him talking about telegraphy to Madge this morning  retailing what cousin Sam tries to teach him,  and I shouldnt wonder if he were now endeavouring to make sure that what he told her was correct, for you know he is a thorough investigator.

Yes, I know it, murmured the father, with a grim pursing of his lips; he investigated the inside of my watch last week, to find out, as he said, what made the noise in its stummick, and it has had intermittent fever ever since. Two days ago he investigated my razor,  it is now equal to a cross-cut saw; and as to my drawers and papers, excepting those which I lock up, there is but one word which fully describes the result of his investigations, and that is  chaos.

There was, in truth, some ground for that fathers emotions, for Master Robin displayed investigative, not to say destructive, capacities far in advance of his years.

Never mind, George, said Mrs Wright soothingly, we must put up with his little ways as best we may, consoling ourselves with the reflection that Robin has genius and perseverance, with which qualities he is sure to make his way in the world.

He has at all events made his way up the telegraph-post, said Mr Wright, his smile expanding and the grimness of it departing; see! the rascal is actually stretching out his hand to grasp one of the wires. Ha! hallo!

The composed wife became suddenly discomposed, and gave vent to a scream, for at that moment the small black object which they had been watching with so much interest was seen to fall backward, make a wild grasp at nothing with both hands, and fall promptly to the ground.

His father threw up the window, leaped out, dashed across the four-feet-wide lawn, cleared the winding rivulet, and cut, like a hunted hare, over the smiling landscape towards the telegraph-post, at the foot of which he picked up his unconscious though not much injured son.

What made you climb the post, Robin? asked his cousin Madge that evening as she nursed the adventurous boy on her knee  and Madge was a very motherly nurse, although a full year younger than Robin.

I kimed it to see if I could hear the trissity, replied the injured one.

The lek-trissity, said Madge, correcting. You must learn to ponounce your words popperly, dear. Youll never be a great man if you are so careless.

I dont want to be a geat man, retorted Robin. I ony want tunderstand things whats puzzlesum.

Well, does the telegraph puzzle you?

Oh! mos awfully, returned Robin, with a solemn gaze of his earnest eyes, one of which was rendered fantastic by a yellow-green ring round it and a swelling underneath. Is kite sure Is stood for hours beside dat post listin to it hummin an hummin like our olianarp

Now, Robin, do be careful. You know mamma calls it an olian harp.

Yes, well, like our olian harp, only a deal louder, an far nicer. An Is often said to myself, Is that the trissity  ?

Lek, Robin, lek!

Well, yes, lek-trissity. So I thought Id kime up an see, for, you know, papa says the trissity  lek, I mean  runs along the wires

But papa also says, interrupted Madge, that the sounds you want to know about are made by the vi  the vi

Bratin, suggested the invalid.

Yes, vibratin of the wires.

I wonder what vi-bratin means, murmured Robin, turning his lustrous though damaged eyes meditatively on the landscape.

Donno for sure, said Madge, but I think it means tremblin.

It will be seen from the above conversation that Robert Wright and his precocious cousin Marjory were of a decidedly philosophical turn of mind.




Chapter Four.

Extraordinary Result of an Attempt at Amateur Cable-Laying.

Time continued to roll additional years off his reel, and rolled out Robin and Madge in length and breadth, though we cannot say much for thickness. Time also developed their minds, and Robin gradually began to understand a little more of the nature of that subtle fluid  if we may venture so to call it  under the influence of which he had been born.

Come, Madge, he said one day, throwing on his cap, let us go and play at cables.

Madge, ever ready to play at anything, put on her sun-bonnet and followed her ambitious leader.

Is it to be land-telegraphs to-day, or submarine cables? inquired Madge, with as much gravity and earnestness as if the worlds welfare depended on the decision.

Cables, of course, answered Robin, why, Madge, I have done with land-telegraphs now. Theres nothing more to learn about them. Cousin Sam has put me up to everything, you know. Besides, theres no mystery about land-lines. Why, youve only got to stick up a lot o posts with insulators screwed to em, fix wires to the insulators, clap on an electric battery and a telegraph instrument, and fire away.

Robin, what are insulators? asked Madge, with a puzzled look.

Madge, replied Robin, with a self-satisfied expression on his pert face, this is the three-hundred-thousandth time I have explained that to you.

Explain it the three-hundred-thousand-and-first time, then, dear Robin, and perhaps Ill take it in.

Well, began Robin, with a hypocritical sigh of despair, you must know that everything in nature is more or less a conductor of electricity, but some things conduct it so well  such as copper and iron  that they are called conductors, and some things  such as glass and earthenware  conduct it so very badly that they scarcely conduct it at all, and are called non-conductors. Dee see?

Oh yes, I see, Robin; so does a bat, but he doesnt see well. However, go on.

Well, if I were to run my wire through the posts that support it, my electricity would escape down these posts into the earth, especially if the posts were wet with rain, for water is a good conductor, and Mister Electricity has an irresistible desire to bolt into the earth, like a mole.

Naughty fellow! murmured Madge.

But, continued Robin impressively, if I fix little lumps of glass with a hole in them to the posts, and fix my wires to these, Electricity cannot bolt, because the glass lumps are non-conductors, and wont let him pass.

How good of them! said Madge.

Yes, isnt it? So, you see, continued Robin, the glass lumps are insulators, for they cut the electricity off from the earth as an island is, or, at all events, appears to be, cut off from it by water; and Mister Electricity must go along the wires and do what I tell him. Of course, you know, I must make my electricity first in a battery, which, as I have often and often told you, is a trough containing a mixture of acid and water, with plates or slices of zinc and copper in it, placed one after the other, but not touching each other. Now, if I fix a piece of wire to my first copper slice or plate, and the other end of it to my last zinc slice or plate, immediately electricity will begin to be made, and will fly from the copper to the zinc, and so round and round until the plates are worn out or the wire broken. Dee see?

No, Robin, I dont see; Im blinder than the blindest mole.

Oh, Madge, what a wonderful mind you must have! said Robin, laughing. It is so simple.

Of course, said Madge, I understand what you mean by troughs and plates and all that, but what I want to know is why that arrangement is necessary. Why would it not do just as well to tempt electricity out of its hiding-hole with plates or slices of cheese and bread, placed one after the other in a trough filled with a mixture of glue and melted butter?

What stuff you do talk, Madge! As well might you ask why it would not do to make a plum-pudding out of nutmegs and coal-tar. There are some things that no fellow can understand, and of course I dont know everything!

The astounding modesty of this latter remark seemed to have furnished Madge with food for reflection, for she did not reply to it. After a few minutes walk the amateur electricians reached the scene of their intended game  a sequestered dell in a plantation, through which brawled a rather turbulent stream. At one part, where a willow overhung the water, there was a deep broad pool. The stream entered the pool with a headlong plunge, and issued from it with a riotous upheaval of wavelets and foam among jagged rocks, as if rejoicing in, and rather boastful about, the previous leap.

The game was extremely simple. The pool was to be the German Ocean, and a piece of stout cord was to serve as a submarine cable.

The boy and girl were well-matched playmates, for Madge was ignorant and receptive  in reference to science,  Robin learned and communicative, while both were intensely earnest.

Now, this is the battery, said Robin, when he had dug a deep hole close to the pool with a spade brought for the purpose.

Yes, and the muddy water in it will do for the mixture of acid and water, said Madge.

As she spoke, Robins toe caught on a root, and he went headlong into the battery, out of which he emerged scarcely recognisable. It was a severe, though not an electric, shock, and at first Robin seemed inclined to whimper, but his manhood triumphed, and he burst into a compound laugh and yell, to the intense relief of Madge, who thought at first that he had been seriously injured.

Never mind, Madge, said Robin, as he cleansed his muddy head; cousin Sam has often told me that nothing great was ever done except in the face of difficulties and dangers. I wonder whether this should be counted a difficulty or a danger?

At first I thought it a danger, said Madge, with a laugh, but the trouble you now have with the mud in your hair looks like a difficulty, doesnt it?

Why, then, its both, cried Robin. Come, thats a good beginning. Now, Madge, you get away round to the opposite side of the pool, and mind you dont slip in, its rather steep there.

This is England, cried Robin, preparing to throw the line over to his assistant, who stood eager to aid on the other side, and you are standing on  on  whats on the other side of the German Ocean?

Im not sure, Robin. Holland, I think, or Denmark.

Well, well say Denmark. Look-out now, and be ready to catch. Im going to connect England and Denmark with a submarine cable.

Stay! cried Madge, is that the way submarine cables are laid, by throwing them over the sea?

Nno, not exactly. They had a steamboat, you know, to carry over the telegraph from England to France; but we havent got a steamer  not even a plank to make-believe one. Cousin Sam says that a good workman can do his work with almost any tools that come to hand. As we have no tools at all, we will improve on that and go to work without them. Now, catch!

Robin made a splendid heave  so splendid indeed that it caused him to stagger backward, and again he stumbled into his own battery! This time, however, only one leg was immersed.

Another danger! shouted Madge in great glee, but Ive caught the cable.

All right. Now make fast the shore-end to a bush, and well commence telegraphing. The first must be a message from the Queen to the King of Denmark  Or is it the President?

King, I think, Robin, but Im not sure.

Well, it wont matter. But  I say

Whats wrong now?

Why, the cable wont sink. It is floating about on the top of the pool, and it cant be a submarine cable, you know, unless it sinks.

Another difficulty, Robin.

We will face and overcome it, Madge. Cast off the shore-end and Ill soon settle that.

Having fastened a number of small stones to the cable, this persevering electrician would certainly have overcome the difficulty if the line had not, when thrown, unfortunately caught on a branch of the willow, where it hung suspended just out of Madges reach.

How provoking! she said, stretching out her hand to the utmost.

Take care  youll  ha!

The warning came too late. The edge of the bank gave way, and Madge went headlong into the pool with a wild shriek and a fearful plunge.

Robin stood rooted to the spot  heart, breath, blood, brain, paralysed for the moment  gazing at the spot where his playmate had disappeared.

Another moment and her head and hands appeared. She struggled bravely for life, while the circling current carried her quickly to the lower end of the pool.

Robins energies returned, as he afterwards said, like an electric shock, but accompanied with a terrible sinking of the heart, for he knew that he could not swim! His education in this important particular had been neglected. He sprang round to the lower end of the pool just in time to hold out his hand to the drowning girl. He almost touched her outstretched hand as she swept towards the turbulent waters below, but failed to grasp it.

For the first time in his life our little hero was called on to face death voluntarily. Another moment and Madge would have been caught in the boiling stream that rushed towards the fall below. He was equal to the occasion. He sprang right upon Madge and caught her in his arms. There was no need to hold on to her. In the agony of fear the poor child clasped the boy in a deadly embrace. They were whirled violently round and hurled against a rock. Robin caught it with one hand, but it was instantly torn from his grasp. The waters overwhelmed them, and again sent them violently towards the bank. This time Robin caught a rock with both hands and held on. Slowly, while almost choked with the water that splashed up into his face, he worked his right knee into a crevice, then made a wild grasp with the left hand at a higher projection of the rock. At the same moment his left foot struck the bottom. Another effort and he was out of danger, but it was several minutes ere he succeeded in dragging Madge from the hissing water of the shallows to the green sward above, and after this was accomplished he found it almost impossible to tear himself from the grasp of the now unconscious girl.

At first poor Robin thought that his companion was dead, but by degrees consciousness returned, and at last she was able to rise and walk.

Drenched, dishevelled, and depressed, these unfortunate electricians returned home.

Of course they were received with mingled joy and reproof. Of course, also, they were forbidden to go near the pool again  though this prohibition was afterwards removed, and our hero ultimately became a first-rate swimmer and diver.

Thus was frustrated the laying of the first submarine cable between England and Denmark!




Chapter Five.

Prospects of Real Cable-Laying  Robin meets with his First Electrical Acquaintances.

Circumstances require that we should shift the scene and the date pretty frequently in this tale. We solicit the readers attendance at an office in London.

The office is dingy. Many offices are so. Two clerks are sitting in it making faces at each other across their desk. They are not lunatics. They are not imbeciles or idlers. On the contrary, they have frequent spells of work that might throw the toils of an Arab ass into the shade. They are fine strapping young fellows, with pent-up energies equal to anything, but afflicted with occasional periods of having nothing particular to do. These two have been sitting all morning in busy idleness. Their muscular and nervous systems rebelling, have induced much fidgeting and many wry faces. Being original, they have turned their sorrows into a game, and their little game at present is to see which can make a face so hideous that the other shall be compelled to laugh! We have deep sympathy with clerks. We have been a clerk, and know what it is to have the fires of Vesuvius raging within, while under the necessity of exhibiting the cool aspect of Spitzbergen without.

But these clerks were not utterly miserable. On the contrary, they were, to use one of their own familiar phrases, rather jolly than otherwise. Evening was before them in far-off but attainable perspective. Home, lawn-tennis, in connection with bright eyes and pretty faces, would compensate for the labours of the day and let off the steam. They were deep in their game when a rap at the door brought their faces suddenly to a state of nature.

Come in, said the first clerk.

And wipe your feet, murmured the second, in a low tone.

A gentleman, with an earnest countenance, entered.

Is Mr Lowstoft in his office?

He is, sir, said the first clerk, descending from his perch with an air of good-will, and requesting the visitors name and business.

The visitor handed his card, on which the name Cyrus Field was written, and the clerk, observing it, admitted the owner at once to the inner sanctum where Mr Lowstoft transacted business.

Theres something up, murmured the clerk, with a mysterious look at his comrade, on resuming his perch.

Times up, or nearly so, replied the comrade, with an anxious look at the clock:

The witching hour which sets us free

To saunter home and have our tea  

approaches.

Dyou know that that is Cyrus Field? said the first clerk.

And who is Cyrus Field? demanded the second clerk.

O ignoramus! Thy name is Bob, and thou art not worth a bob  miserable snob! Dont you know that Cyrus Field is the man who brought about the laying of the great Atlantic Cable in 1858?

No, most learned Fred, I did not know that, but I am very glad to know it now. Moreover, I know nothing whatever about cables  Atlantic or otherwise. I am as blind as a bat, as ignorant as a bigot, as empty as a soap-bubble, and as wise as Solomon, because Im willing to be taught.

What a delicious subject to work upon! said Fred.

Well then, work away, returned Bob; suppose you give me a discourse on Cables. But, I say  be merciful. Dont overdo it, Frederick. Remember that my capacity is feeble.

Ill be careful, Bob.  Well then, you must know that from the year 1840 submarine cables had been tried and laid, and worked with more or less success, in various parts of the world. Sir W. OShaughnessy, I believe, began it. Irishmen are frequently at the root of mischief! Anyhow, he, being Superintendent of Electric Telegraphs in India in 1839, hauled an insulated wire across the Hooghly at Calcutta, and produced what they call electrical phenomena at the other side of the river. In 1840 Mr Wheatstone brought before the House of Commons the project of a cable from Dover to Calais. In 1842 Professor Morse of America laid a cable in New York harbour, and another across the canal at Washington. He also suggested the possibility of laying a cable across the Atlantic Ocean. In 1846 Colonel Colt, of revolver notoriety, and Mr Robinson, laid a wire from New York to Brooklyn, and from Long Island to Correy Island. In 1849

I say, Fred, interrupted Bob, with an anxious look, you are a walking dictionary of dates. Haydn was nothing to you. But  couldnt you give it me without dates? Ive got no head for dates; never could stomach them  except when fresh off the palm-tree. Dont you think that a lecture without dates would be pleasantly original as well as instructive?

No, Bob, I dont, and I wont be guilty of any such gross innovation on time-honoured custom. You must swallow my dates whether you like them or not. In 1849, I say, a Mr Walker

Any relation to Hookey?

No, sir, none whatever  he laid a wire from Folkestone to a steamer two miles off the shore, and sent messages to it. At last, in 1851. Mr Brett laid down and successfully wrought the cable between Dover and Calais which had been suggested by Wheatstone eleven years before. It is true it did not work long, but this may be said to have been the beginning of submarine telegraphy, which, you see, like your own education, Bob, has been a thing of slow growth.

Have you done with dates, now, my learned friend? asked Bob, attempting to balance a ruler on the point of his nose.

Not quite, my ignorant chum, but nearly. That same year  1851, remember  a Mr Frederick N. Gisborne, an English electrician, made the first attempt to connect Newfoundland with the American continent by cable. He also started a company to facilitate intercourse between America and ireland by means of steamers and telegraph-cables. Gisborne was very energetic and successful, but got into pecuniary difficulties, and went to New York to raise the wind. There he met with Cyrus Field, who took the matter up with tremendous enthusiasm. He expanded Gisbornes idea, and resolved to get up a company to connect Newfoundland with Ireland by electric cable. Field was rich and influential, and ultimately successful

Ah! would that you and I were rich, Fred, interrupted Bob, as he let fall the ruler with a crash on the red-ink bottle, and overturned it; but go on, Fred, Im getting interested; pardon the interruption, and never mind the ink, Ill swab it up.  He was successful, was he?

Yes, he was; eminently so. He first of all roused his friends in the States, and got up, in 1856, the New York, Newfoundland, and London Telegraph Company, which carried a line of telegraph through the British Provinces, and across the Gulf of Saint Lawrence to Saint Johns, Newfoundland  more than 1000 miles  at a cost of about 500,000 pounds. Then he came over to England and roused the British Lion, with whose aid he started the Atlantic Telegraph Company, and fairly began the work, backed by such men as Brett, Bidden, Stephenson, Brunel, Glass, Eliot, Morse, Bright, Whitehouse, and a host of others. But all this was not done in a day. Cyrus Field laboured for years among preliminaries, and it was not until 1857 that a regular attempt was made to lay an Atlantic cable. It failed, because the cable broke and was lost. A second attempt was made in 1858, and was successful. In that year, my boy, Ireland and Newfoundland were married, and on the 5th of August the first electric message passed between the Old World and the New, through a small wire, over a distance of above 2000 miles. But the triumph of Field and his friends was short-lived, for, soon after, something went wrong with the cable, and on the 6th September it ceased to work.

What a pity! exclaimed Bob; so it all went off in smoke.

Not quite that, Bob. Before the cable struck work about 400 messages had been sent, which proved its value in a financial point of view, and one of these messages  sent from London in the morning and reaching Halifax the same day  directed that the 62nd Regiment was not to return to England, and it is said that this timely warning saved the country an expenditure of 50,000 pounds. But the failure, instead of damping, has evidently stimulated the energies of Mr Field, who has been going about between America and England ever since, stirring people up far and near to raise the funds necessary for another attempt. He gives himself no rest; has embarked his own fortune in the affair, and now, at this moment, in this year of grace 1865, is doing his best, I have no doubt, to induce our governor, Mr Lowstoft, to embark in the same boat with himself.

It would seem as if Fred had been suddenly endowed with the gift of second-sight, for at that moment the door of his employers room opened, and Mr Lowstoft came out, saying to his visitor, in the most friendly tones, that he had the deepest sympathy with his self-sacrificing efforts, and with the noble work to which he had devoted himself.

Bob, in a burst of sudden enthusiasm, leaped off his stool, opened the office-door, and muttered something as the distinguished visitor passed him.

I beg pardon, said Mr Field, checking himself, what did you say?

I  I wish you good luck, sir, with  with the new cable, stammered the clerk, blushing deeply.

Thank you, lad  thank you, said Mr Field, with a pleasant smile and nod, as he went away.

Mr Sime, said Mr Lowstoft to Bob, turning at the door of his room, send young Wright to me.

Yes, sir, replied the obedient Bob, going to a corner of the room and applying his lips to a speaking-tube.

Now young Wright was none other than our hero Robin grown up to the mature age of fifteen.

He was perched on the top of a three-legged stool, and, from the slow and intensely earnest manner in which his head turned from side to side as he wrote, it was quite evident that he dotted all his is and stroked all his ts with conscientious care. As he sat there  a sturdy little broad-shouldered fellow, so deeply engrossed with his work that he was oblivious of all around  he seemed the very beau-idéal of a painstaking, hard-working clerk. So deeply was he engrossed in his subject  the copying of an invoice  that he failed to hear the voice of his fellow-clerk, although the end of the speaking-tube was not far from where he sat. After listening a few seconds at the other end of the tube, Bob Sime repeated the summons with such vigour that Robin leaped from his stool as though he had received one of his favourite electric shocks. A minute later he stood in the presence of the Head of the House.

Robert Wright, said the Head, pushing his spectacles up on his brow, I shall be sorry to lose your services, but

He paused and turned over the papers before him, as if searching for something, and Robins heart sank. Was he going to be dismissed? Had he done anything wrong, or had he unwittingly neglected some duty?

Ah! here it is, resumed Mr Lowstoft, a letter from a friend who has come by a slight injury to his right hand, and wants a smart amanuensis and general assistant. Now I think of sending you to him, if you have no objection.

As the Head again paused while glancing over the letter, Robin ventured timidly to state that he had very strong objections; that he was very much satisfied with his situation and work, and had no desire to change.

Mr Lowstoft did not appear to listen to his remarks, but said suddenly Youve studied the science of electricity, I believe?

Yes, sir  to some extent, answered the lad, with a look of surprise.

I know you have. Your father has told me about your tastes and studies. Youve heard of Mr Cyrus Field, I presume?

Indeed I have, said Robin, brightening up, it was through his efforts that the Atlantic Cable was laid in 1858  which unfortunately went wrong.

Well, my boy, it is through his efforts that another cable is to be laid in this year 1865, which we all hope sincerely wont go wrong, and my friend, who wants an assistant, is one of the electricians connected with the new expedition. Would you like to go?

Robins eyes blazed, and he could scarcely find breath or words to express his willingness  if his father did not object.

Go home at once, then, and ask leave, for the Great Eastern is almost ready for sea, and you have to hasten your preparations.

Robin stroked no more ts and dotted no more is that day. We fear, indeed, that he even left the invoice on his desk unfinished, with the last i imperfect.

Bursting into his fathers house, he found Madge  now become a pretty little slip of feminine thread-paper  seated at the piano agonising over a chord which her hand was too small to compass.

Madge, Madge, cousin Madge! he shouted, seizing both the extended little hands and kissing the musical wrinkles from her brow, why am I like a magnet? Youll never guess.

Because you attract everybody to you, said Madge promptly.

Pooh! not at all. A magnet doesnt attract every body. It has two poles, dont you know, and repels some bodies. No, Madge, its because I have been electrified.

Indeed? and what has electrified you, Robin?

The Atlantic Cable, Madge.

Well, that ought to be able to do it powerfully, returned Madge, with a laugh; but tell me all about it, and dont make more bad conundrums. Im sure something has happened. What is it?

Mrs Wright, entering at the moment, her son calmed himself as well as he could, and sat down to tell his tale and talk the matter over.

Now, what think you, mother? Will father consent?

I think he will, Robin, but before going into the matter further, I will lay it before our Father in heaven. He must show us the way, if we are to go right.

According to invariable custom, Robins mother retired to her own room to consider the proposal. Thereafter she had a long talk with her husband, and the result was that on the following day our hero found himself in a train with a small new portmanteau by his side, a new billy-cock hat on his head, a very small new purse in his pocket, with a remarkably small sum of money therein, and a light yet full heart in his breast. He was on his way to the Nore, where the Great Eastern lay, like an antediluvian macaroni-eater, gorging itself with innumerable miles of Atlantic Cable.

To say truth, Robins breast  capacious though it was for his size  could hardly contain his heart that day. The dream of his childhood was about to be realised! He had thirsted for knowledge. He had acquired all that was possible in his fathers limited circumstances. He had, moreover, with the valuable assistance of Sam Shipton, become deeply learned in electrical science. He had longed with all his heart to become an electrician  quite ready, if need were, to commence as sweeper of a telegraph-office, but he had come to regard his desires as too ambitious, and, accepting his lot in life with the quiet contentment taught him by his mother, had entered on a clerkship in a mercantile house, and had perched himself, with a little sigh no doubt, yet cheerfully, on the top of a three-legged stool. To this stool he had been so long attached  physically  that he had begun to regard it almost as part and parcel of himself, and had made up his mind that he would have to stick to it through life. He even sometimes took a quaint view of the matter, and tried to imagine that through long habit it would stick to him at last, and oblige him to carry it about sticking straight out behind him; perhaps even require him to take it to bed with him, in which case he sometimes tried to imagine what would be the precise effect on the bedclothes if he were to turn from one side to the other. Thus had his life been projected in grey perspective to his mental eye.

But now  he actually was an electrician-elect on his way to join the biggest ship in the world, to aid in laying the greatest telegraph cable in the world, in company with some of the greatest men in the universe! It was almost too much for him. He thirsted for sympathy. He wanted to let off his feelings in a cheer, but life in a lunatic asylum presented itself, and he refrained. There was a rough-looking sailor lad about his own age, but much bigger, on the seat opposite, (it was a third class). He thought of pouring out his feelings on him  but prudence prevented. There is no saying what might have been the result, figuratively speaking, to his boiler if the sailor lad had not of his own accord opened a safety-valve.

You seems pretty bobbish this morning, young feller, he said, after contemplating his vis-à-vis, for a long time in critical silence. Bin an took too much, eh?

I beg your pardon, said Robin, somewhat puzzled.

Youre pritty considerable jolly, I say, returned the lad, who had an honest, ugly face; and was somewhat blunt and gruff in manner.

I am indeed very jolly, said Robin, with a bland smile, for Im going to help to lay the great Atlantic Cable.

Wots that you say? demanded the lad, with sudden animation.

Robin repeated his remark.

Well, now, that is a go! Why, Im goin to help lay the great Atlantic Cable too. Im one the stooards boys. What may you be, young feller?

Me? Oh! Im  I  why, Im on the electrical staff  Im he thought of the word secretary, but a feeling of modesty induced him to say assistant to one of the electricians.

Which un? demanded the lad curtly.

Mr Smith.

Mr Smith, eh? Well  it aint an unusual name  Smith aint. Praps youll condescend on his first name, for theres no less than three Smiths among the electricians.

Ebenezer Smith, I believe, said Robin.

Ebbysneezer Smith  eh? well, upon my word thats a Smith-mixtur that Ive never heerd on before. I dont know im, but hes all right, I dessay. Theyre a rum lot altogether.

Whether this compliment was meant for the great Smith family in general, or the electrical branch in particular, Robin could not guess, and did not like to ask. Having thus far opened his heart, however, he began to pour out its contents, and found that the ugly sailor lad was a much more sympathetic soul than he had been led to expect from his looks. Having told his own name, he asked that of his companion in return.

My name  oh! its Slagg  Jim Slagg; James when you wants to be respeckful  Slagg when familiar. Im the son o Jim Slagg, senior. Who he was the son of is best known to them as understands the science of jinnylology. But it dont much matter, for we all runs back to Adam an Eve somehow. They called me after father, of course; but to make a distinction they calls him Jimmy  bein more respeckful-like,  and me Jim. It aint a name much to boast of, but I wouldnt change it with you, young feller, though Robert aint a bad name neither. Its pretty well-known, you see, an thats somethin. Then, its bin bore by great men. Let me think  wasnt there a Robert the Great once?

I fear not, said Robin; he is yet in the womb of Time.

Ah, well, no matter; but there should have bin a Robert the Great before now. Anyhow, there was Robert the Bruce  he was a king, warnt he, an a skull-cracker? Then there was Robert Stephenson, the great engineer  hes livin yet; an there was Robert the  the Devil, but I raither fear he must have bin a bad un, he must, so we wont count him. Of course, they gave you another name, for short; ah, Robin! I thought so. Well, that aint a bad name neither. There was Robin Hood, you know, what drawd the long-bow a deal better than the worst penny-a-liner as ever mended a quill. An there was a Robin Goodfellow, though I dont rightly remember who he was exactly.

One of Shakespeares characters, interposed Robin.

Jus so  well, he couldnt have bin a bad fellow, you know. Then, as to your other name, Wright  thats all right, you know, and might have bin writer if youd taken to the quill or the law. Anyhow, as long as youre Wright, of course you cant be wrong  eh, young feller?

Jim Slagg was so tickled with this sudden sally that he laughed, and in so doing shut his little eyes, and opened an enormous mouth, fully furnished with an unbroken set of splendid teeth.

Thus pleasantly did Robin while away the time with his future shipmate until he arrived at the end of his journey, when he parted from Jim Slagg and was met by Ebenezer Smith.

That energetic electrician, instead of at once taking him on board the Great Eastern, took him to a small inn, where he gave him his tea and put him through a rather severe electrical examination, out of which our anxious hero emerged with credit.

Youll do, Robin, said his examiner, who was a free-and-easy yet kindly electrician, but you want instruction in many things.

Indeed I do, sir, said Robin, for I have had no regular education in the science, but I hope, if you direct me what to study, that I shall improve.

No doubt you will, my boy. Meanwhile, as the big ship wont be ready to start for some time, I want you to go to the works of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, see the making of the cable, learn all you can, and write me a careful account of all that you see, and all that you think about it.

Robin could not repress a smile.

Why, boy, what are you laughing at? demanded Mr Smith, somewhat sternly.

Robin blushed deep scarlet as he replied  

Pardon me, sir, but you said I am to write down all that I think about it.

Well, what then?

I  Im afraid, sir, stammered Robin, that if I write down all I think about the Atlantic Cable, as well as all that I see, I shall require a very long time indeed, and a pretty large volume.

Mr Smith gazed at our hero for some time with uplifted brows, then he shook his head slowly and frowned, then he nodded it slightly and smiled. After that he laughed, or rather chuckled, and said  

Well, you may go now, and do what I have told you  only omitting most of what you think. A small portion of that will suffice! Dont hurry back. Go home and make a fair copy of your observations and thoughts. Ill write when I require you. Stay  your address? Ah! I have it in my note-book. Whats your first name, Mister Wright?

Robin grew two inches taller, or more, on the spot; he had never been called Mister before, except in jest!

Robert, sir, he replied.

Robert  ha! hm! Ill call you Bob. I never could stand ceremony, so youll accustom yourself to the new name as quickly as you can  but perhaps its not new to you?

Please, sir, Ive been used to Robin; if you have no objection, I should

No objection  of course not, interrupted Mr Smith; Robin will do quite as well, though a little longer; but thats no matter. Good-bye, Robin, and  and  dont think too hard. It sometimes hurts digestion; good-bye.

Well, what dee think of Ebbysneezer Smith, my electrical toolip? asked Jim Slagg, whom Robin encountered again at the station. Hes a wiry subject, I spose, like the rest of em?

Hes a very pleasant gentleman, answered Robin warmly.

Oh, of coorse he is. All the Smiths are so  more or less. Theyre a glorious family. I knows at least half a dozen of em in what superfine people call the slums of London.

And I know more than half a dozen of em, retorted Robin, somewhat sharply, in what unrefined people call the haristocracy of London.

Whew! whistled Mister Slagg, gazing at Robin in silent surprise.

What the whistle implied was not explained at that time, because the locomotive whistle took up the tune with intense violence, causing a rush to the train, in which the two lads  like many other friends  were abruptly parted for a season.




Chapter Six.

Tells of our Heros Visit to the Great Cable.

Robin Wright returned home with a bounding heart. Since his electrical appointment he had become, figuratively speaking, an indiarubber ball  a sort of human squash. His heart bounded; his feet bounded; if his head had fallen off, it also would have bounded, no doubt.

On arriving he found his fathers elder brother  a retired sea-captain of the merchant service  on a visit to the family.

There was not a more favourite uncle in the kingdom than uncle Rik  thus had his name of Richard been abbreviated by the Wright family. Uncle Rik was an old bachelor and as bald as a baby  more so than many babies. He was good-humoured and liberal-hearted, but a settled unbeliever in the worlds progress. He idolised the good old times, and quite pleasantly scorned the present.

So, so, Robin, he said, grasping our hero by both hands (and uncle Riks grasp was no joke), youre goin in for batteries  galvanic batteries an wires, are you? Well, lad, I always thought you more or less of a fool, but I never thought you such a born idiot as that comes to.

Yes, uncle, said Robin, with a pleasant laugh, for he was used to the old captains plain language, Im going to be an electrician.

Bah! pooh!  an electrician! exclaimed uncle Rik with vehemence, as well set up for a magician at once.

Indeed he wont be far short of that, said Mrs Wright, who was seated at the tea-table with her husband and Madge at least, she added, if all be true that we hear of this wonderful science.

If only half of it be true, interjected Mr Wright.

But it aint true, said Captain Rik firmly. They talk a deal of stuff about it, more than nine-tenths of which is lies  pure fable. I dont believe in electricity; more than that, I dont believe in steam. Batteries and boilers are both bosh!

But, uncle, you cant deny that they exist, said Robin.

Of course not, replied the captain. I know as well as you do  maybe better  that theres a heap o telegraph-wires rove about the world like great spiders webs, and that there are steamboats hummin an buzzin  ay, an bustin too  all over the ocean, like huge wasps, an a pretty mess they make of it too among them! Why, there was a poor old lady the other day that was indooced by a young nephy to send a telegraphic message to her husband in Manchester  she bein in London. She was very unwillin to do it, bein half inclined to regard the telegraph as a plant from the lower regions. The message sent was, Your lovin wife hopes youll be home to-morrow. It reached the husband, Your lowerin wife hopes youll be hung to-morrow. Bad writin and a useless flourish at the e turned home into hung. The puzzled husband telegraphs in reply, Mistake somewhere  all right  shall be back three oclock  to-morrow  kind love. And how dye think this reached the old lady? Mistake somewhere  all night  stabbed in back  through cloak  two more rows  killed, love. Now, dyou call that successful telegraphing?

Not very, admitted Robin, with a laugh, but of the thousands of messages that pass to and fro daily there cannot be many like these, I should think.

But what did the poor wife do? asked Madge anxiously.

Do? repeated Rik indignantly, as though the misfortune were his own  for he was a very sympathetic captain do? Why, she gave a yell that nigh knocked the young nephy out of his reason, and fell flat on the floor. When she came to, she bounced up, bore away for the railway station under full sail, an shipped for Manchester, where she found her husband, alive and hearty, pitchin into a huge beefsteak, which he very properly said, after recovering from his first surprise, was big enough for two.

But what objection have you to steamers, uncle Rik? asked Mrs Wright; Im sure they are very comfortable and fast-going.

Comfortable and fast-goin! repeated the old sailor, with a look of supreme contempt, yes, theyre comfortable enough when your berth aint near the paddles or the boilers; an theyre fast-goin, no doubt, specially when they bust. But aint the nasty things made of iron  like kitchen kettles? and wont that rust? an if you knock a hole in em wont they go down at once? an if you clap too much on the safety-valves wont they go up at once? Bah! pooh!  theres nothin like the wooden walls of old England. You may take the word of an old salt for it,  them wooden walls will float and plough the ocean when all these new-fangled iron pots are sunk or blowed to atoms. Why, look at the Great Eastern herself, the biggest kettle of em all, what a precious mess she made of herself! At first she wouldnt move at all, when they tried to launch her; then they had to shove her off sidewise like a crab; then she lost her rudder in a gale, an smashed all her cabin furniture like a bad boy with his toys. Bah! I only hope I may be there when she busts, for itll be a grand explosion.

Im sorry you have so bad an opinion of her, uncle, for I am appointed to serve in the Great Eastern while layin the Atlantic Cable.

Sorry to hear it, lad; very sorry to hear it. Of course I hope for your sake that she wont blow up on this voyage, though its nothin more or less than an absurd ship goin on a wild-goose chase.

But, uncle, submarine cables have now passed the period of experiment, said Robin, coming warmly to the defence of his favourite subject. Just consider, from the time the first one was laid, in 1851, between Dover and Calais, till now, about fifteen years, many thousands of miles of conducting-wire have been laid along the bottom of the sea to many parts of the world, and they are in full and successful operation at this moment. Why, even in 1858, when the first Atlantic Cable was laid, the Gutta-percha Company had made forty-four submarine cables.

I know it, lad, but it wont last. Its all sure to bust up in course of time.

Then, though the attempt to lay the last Atlantic Cable proved a failure, continued Robin, the first one, the 1858 one, was a success at the beginning, no one can deny that.

Ay, but how long did it last? demanded the skipper, hitting the table with his fist.

Oh, please, have pity on the tea-cups, uncle Rik, cried the hostess.

Beg pardon, sister, but I cant help getting riled when I hear younkers talkin stuff. Why, do you really suppose, said the captain, turning again to Robin, that because they managed in 58 to lay a cable across the Atlantic, and exchange a few messages, which refused to travel after a few days, that theyll succeed in layin down a permanent speakin trumpet between old England and Noofnland  2000 miles, more or less  in spite o gales an currents, an ships anchors, an insects, an icebergs an whales, to say nothing o great sea-sarpints an such like?

Uncle Rik, I do, said Robin, with intensely earnest eyes and glowing cheeks.

Bravo! Robin, youll do it, I do believe, if it is to be done at all; give us your hand, lad.

The old sailors red countenance beamed with a huge smile of kindness as he shook his enthusiastic nephews hand.

There, he added, Ill not say another word against iron kettles or Atlantic cables. If you succeed Ill give batteries and boilers full credit, but if you fail Ill not forget to remind you that I said it would all bust up in course of time.

With note-book and pencil in hand Robin went down the very next day to the works of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, where the great cable was being made.

Presenting his letter of introduction from Mr Smith, Robin was conducted over the premises by a clerk, who, under the impression that he was a very youthful and therefore unusually clever newspaper correspondent, treated him with marked respect. This was a severe trial to Robins modesty; nevertheless he bore up manfully, and pulling out his note-book prepared for action.

The reader need not fear that we intend to inflict on him Robins treatise on what he styled the Great Atlantic Cable, but it would be wrong to leave the subject without recording a few of those points which made a deep impression on him.

The cable when completed, sir, said the clerk, as he conducted his visitor to the factory, will be 2300 nautical miles in length.

Indeed, said Robin, recording the statement with solemn gravity and great accuracy; but I thought, he added, that the exact distance from Ireland to Newfoundland was only 1600 miles.

You are right, sir, but we allow 700 miles of slack for the inequalities of the bottom. Its cost will be 700,000 pounds, and the whole when finished will weigh 7000 tons.

Poor Robins mind had, of course, been informed about ton-weights at school, but he had not felt that he realised what they actually signified until the thought suddenly occurred that a cart-load of coals weighed one ton, whereupon 7000 carts of coals leaped suddenly into the field of his bewildered fancy. A slightly humorous tendency, inherited from his mother, induced 7000 drivers, with 7000 whips and a like number of smock-frocks, to mount the carts and drive in into the capacious hold of the Great Eastern. They turned, however, and drove instantly off his brain when he came into the august presence of the cable itself.

The central core of the cable  that part by which the electric force or fluid was to pass from the Old World to the New, and vice versa, was made of copper. It was not a solid, single wire, but a strand composed of seven fine wires, each about the thickness of a small pin. Six of these wires were wound spirally round the seventh. This was in order to prevent what is termed a breach of continuity, for it will be at once perceived that while a single wire of the core might easily break in the process of laying the cable, and thereby prevent the flow of electricity, the probability of the seven small wires all breaking at the same spot was so remote as to be almost impossible, and if even one wire out of the seven held, the continuity would remain. Nay, even all the seven might break, but, so long as they did not all break at the same place, continuity would not be lost, because copper would still continue to touch copper all throughout the cables length.

In the process of construction, the central wire of the copper core was first covered with a semi-liquid coating of gutta-percha, mixed with tar  known as Chattertons Compound. This was laid on so thick that when the other wires were wound round it all air was excluded. Then a coating of the same compound was laid over the finished conductor, and thus the core was solidified. Next, the core was surrounded with a coating of the purest gutta-percha  a splendid non-conductor, impervious to water  which, when pressed to it, while in a plastic state, formed the first insulator or tube to the core. Over this tube was laid a thin coat of Chattertons Compound for the purpose of closing up any small flaws or minute holes that might have escaped detection. Then came a second coating of gutta-percha, followed by another coating of compound, and so on alternately until four coats of compound and four of gutta-percha had been laid on.

This core, when completed, was wound in lengths on large reels, and was then submerged in water and subjected to a variety of severe electrical tests so as to bring it as near as possible to a state of perfection, after which every inch of it was examined by hand while being unwound from the reels and re-wound on the large drums on which it was to be forwarded to the covering works at East Greenwich, there to receive its external protecting sheath.

All this, and much more besides, did Robin Wright carefully note down, and that same evening went home and delivered a long and luminous lecture, over which his mother wondered, Madge rejoiced, his father gloried, and uncle Rik fell asleep.

Next day he hastened to the covering works, and, presenting his credentials, was admitted.

Here he saw the important and delicate core again carefully tested as to its electrical condition, after which it received a new jacket of tanned jute yarn to protect it from the iron top coat yet to come. Its jute jacket on, it was then coiled away in tanks full of water, where it was constantly kept submerged and continuously tested for insulation. Last of all the top coat was put on. This consisted of ten wires of peculiarly fine and strong iron. Each of these ten wires had put on it a special coat of its own, made of tarred Manilla yarn, to protect it from rust as well as to lighten its specific gravity. The core being brought from its tank, and passed round several sheaves, which carried it below the factory floor, was drawn up through a hole in the centre of a circular table, around the circumference of which were ten drums of the Manilla-covered wire. A stout iron rod, fastened to the circumference of the table, rose from between each drum to the ceiling, converging in a cone which passed through to the floor above. Our core rose in the middle of all, and went through the hollow of the cone. When all was put in noisy and bewildering motion, the core which rose from the turning-table and whirling drums as a thin jute-clad line, came out in the floor above a stout iron-clad cable, with a Manilla top-dressing, possessing strength sufficient to bear eleven miles of its own length perpendicularly suspended in water  or a margin of strength more than four and a half times that required,  and with a breaking strain of seven tons fifteen hundredweight.

When thoroughly charged and primed, Robin went off home to write his treatise.

Then he received the expected summons to repair on board the Great Eastern, and bade adieu to his early home.

It was of no use that Robin tried to say good-bye in a facetious way, and told Madge and his mother not to cry, saying that he was only going across the Atlantic, a mere fish-pond, and that he would be home again in a month or two. Ah! these little efforts at deception never avail. Himself broke down while urging Madge to behave herself, and when his mother gave him a small Bible, and said she required no promise, for she knew he would treasure and read it, he was obliged hastily to give her a last fervent hug, and rush from the house without saying good-bye at all.




Chapter Seven.

The Big Ship  First Night Aboard.

When our hero at last reached the Great Eastern, he soon found himself in what may be termed a lost condition. At first he was disappointed, for he saw her at a distance, and it is well-known that distance lends deception as well as enchantment to the view. Arrived alongside, however, he felt as if he had suddenly come under the walls of a great fortress or city.

Presently he stood on the deck of the Big Ship, as its familiars called it, and, from that moment, for several days, was, as we have said, in a lost condition. He was lost in wonder, to begin with, as he gazed at the interminable length and breadth of planking styled the deck, and the forest of funnels, masts, and rigging, and the amazing perspective, which caused men at the further end from where he stood to look like dolls.

Then he was lost in reality, when he went below and had to ask his way as though he were wandering in the labyrinths of a great city. He felt  or thought he felt  like a mere mite in the mighty vessel. Soon he lost his old familiar powers of comparison and contrast, and ere long he lost his understanding altogether, for he fell down one of the hatchways into a dark abyss, where he would probably have ended his career with electric speed if he had not happily fallen into the arms of a human being, with whom he rolled and bumped affectionately, though painfully, to the bottom of the stair.

The human being, growled intense disapprobation during the process, and Robin fancied that the voice was familiar.

Come, I say, said the being, remonstratively, this is altogether too loving, you know. Dont squeeze quite so tight, young un, whoever you be.

Oh, I beg your pardon, gasped Robin, relaxing his grasp when they stopped rolling; Im so sorry. I hope I havent hurt you.

Hurt me! laughed Jim Slagg, for it was he; no, you small electrician, you avent got battery-power enough to do me much damage; but what dye mean by it? Is this the way to meet an old friend? Is it right for a Wright to go wrong at the wery beginnin of his career? But come, I forgive you. Have you been introdooced to Capting Anderson yet?

No! Who is he?

Who is he, you ignorant crokidile! why, hes the capting of the Great Eastern, the commander o the Big Ship, the Great Mogul o the quarter-deck, the king o the expedition. But, of course, you avent bin introdooced to him. He dont associate much with small fry like us  mores the pity, for it might do im good. But come, Ill take you under my wing for the present, because your partikler owner, Ebbysneezer Smith, aint come aboard yet  ashore dissipatin, I suppose,  an everybodys so busy gettin ready to start that nobody will care to be bothered with you, so come along.

There was same truth in this eccentric youths remarks, for in the bustle of preparation for an early start every one on board seemed to be so thoroughly engrossed with his own duty that he had no time to attend to anything else, and Robin had begun to experience, in the absence of his partikler owner, an uneasy sensation of being very much in peoples way. As he felt strangely attracted by the off-hand good-humoured impudence of his new friend, he consented to follow him, and was led to a small apartment, somewhere in the depths of the mighty ship, in which several youths, not unlike Slagg, were romping. They had, indeed, duties to perform like the rest, but the moment chanced to be with them a brief period of relaxation, which they devoted to skylarking.

Hallo who have you got here? demanded a large clumsy youth, knocking off Slaggs cap as he asked the question.

Come, Stumps, dont you be cheeky, said Slagg, quietly picking up his cap and putting it on; this is a friend o mine  one o the electricians,  so you neednt try to shock his feelins, for he can give better than he gets. Hes got no berth yet, so I brought im here to show him hospitality.

Oh, indeed, said Mr Stumps, bowing with mock respect; then, turning to the comrade with whom he had been skylarking, Here, Jeff, supply this gentleman with food.

Jeff, entering into Stumps humour, immediately brought a plate of broken ship-biscuit with a can of water, and set them on the table before Robin. Our hero, who had never been accustomed to much jesting, took the gift in earnest, thanked Jeff heartily, and, being hungry, set to work with a will upon the simple fare, while Stumps and Jeff looked at each other and winked.

Come, I can add something to improve that feast, said Slagg, drawing a piece of cheese from his pocket, and setting it before his friend.

Robin thanked him, and was about to take the cheese when Stumps snatched it up, and ran out of the room with it, laughing coarsely as he went.

The big bully, growled Slagg; its quite obvious to me that feller will have to be brought to his marrow-bones afore long.

Never mind, said Jeff, who was of a more amiable spirit than Stumps, heres more o the same sort. He took another piece of cheese from a shelf as he spoke, and gave it to Robin.

Now, my young toolip, said Slagg, havin finished your feed, praps youd like to see over the big ship.

With great delight Robin said that he should like nothing better, and, being led forth, was soon lost a second time in wonderment.

Of what use was it that Slagg told him the Great Eastern was 692 feet long by 83 feet broad, and 70 feet deep? If he had said yards instead of feet it would have been equally instructive to Robin in his then mentally lost condition. Neither was it of the slightest use to be told that the weight of the big ships cargo, including cable, tanks, and coals, was 21,000 tons.

But reason began to glimmer again when Slagg told him that the two largest vessels afloat could not contain, in a convenient position for passing out, the 2700 miles then coiled in the three tanks of the Great Eastern.

This is the main tank, said Slagg, leading his friend to a small platform that hung over a black and apparently unfathomable gulf.

I see nothing at all, said Robin, stretching his head cautiously forward and gazing down into darkness profound, while he held on tight to a rail. How curious!  when I look down everything in this wonderful ship seems to have no bottom, and when I look up, nothing appears to have any top, while, if I look backward or forward things seem to have no end! Ah! I see something now. Coming in from the light prevented me at first. Why, its like a huge circus!

Yes, it ony wants hosses an clowns to make it all complete, said Slagg. Now, that tank is 58 feet 6 inches in diameter, and 20 feet 6 inches deep, an holds close upon 900 miles of cable. There are two other tanks not much smaller, all choke-full. An the queer thing is, that they can telegraph through all its length now, at this moment as it lies there,  an they are doing so continually to make sure that alls right.

Oh! I understand that, said Robin quickly; I have read all about the laying of the first cable in 1858. It is the appearance of things in this great ship that confounds me.

Come along then, and Ill confound you a little more, said Slagg.

He accordingly led his friend from one part of the ship to another, explaining and commenting as he went, and certainly Robins wonder did not decrease.

From the grand saloon  which was like a palatial drawing-room, in size as well as in gorgeous furniture  to the mighty cranks and boilers of its engines, everything in and about the ship was calculated to amaze. As Slagg justly remarked, It was stunnin.

When our hero was saturated with the Big Ship till he could hold no more, his friend took him back to his berth, and left him there for a time to his meditations.

Returning soon after, he sat down on a looker.

I say, Robin Wright, he began, thrusting his hands into his trousers-pockets, it looks amost as if I had smuggled you aboard of this ship like a stowaway. Nobody seems to know you are here, an whats more, nobody seems to care. Your partikler owner aint turned up yet, an its my opinion he wont turn up to-night, so Ive spoke to the stooard  hes my owner, you know  an he says youd better just turn into my berth to-night, an youll get showed into your own to-morrow.

But where will you sleep? asked Robin, with some hesitation.

Never you mind that, my young electrician. Thats my business. What youve got to do is to turn in.

Jeff and another lad, who were preparing to retire for the night at the time, laughed at this, but Robin paid no attention, thanked his friend, and said that as he was rather tired he would accept his kind offer.

Thereafter, pulling out the small Bible which he had kept in his pocket since leaving home, he went into a corner, read a few verses, and then knelt down to pray.

The surprise of the other lads was expressed in their eyes, but they said nothing.

Just then the door opened, and the lad named Stumps entered. Catching sight of Robin on his knees he opened his eyes wide, pursed his mouth, and gave a low whistle. Then he went up to Robin and gave him a slight kick. Supposing that it was an accident, Robin did not move, but on receiving another and much more decided kick, he rose and turned round. At the same moment Stumps received a resounding and totally unexpected slap on the cheek from Jim Slagg, who planted himself before him with clenched fists and flashing eyes.

What dye mean by interferin wi my, friend at his dewotions, you monkey-faced polypus? he demanded fiercely.

The monkey-faced polypus replied not a word, but delivered a right-hander that might have felled a small horse. Jim Slagg however was prepared for that. He turned his head neatly to one side so as to let the blow pass, and at the same moment planted his knuckles on the bridge of his opponents nose and sent him headlong into Jeffs bunk, which lay conveniently behind. Jumping furiously out of that, and skinning his shins in the act, Stumps rushed at Slagg, who, leaping lightly aside, tripped him up and gave him a smack on the left ear as he passed, by way of keeping him lively.

Unsubdued by this, Stumps gathered himself up and made a blind rush at his adversary, but was abruptly stopped by what Jeff called a dab on the nose. Repeating the rush, Stumps was staggered by a plunging blow on the forehead, and he paused to breathe, gazing the while at his foe, who, though a smaller youth than himself, was quite as strong.

If youve had enough, monkey-face, said Slagg, with a bland smile, dont hesitate to say so, an Ill shake hands; but if youd prefer a little more before goin to bed, just let me know, and

Slagg here performed some neat and highly suggestive motions with his fists by way of finishing the sentence.

Evidently Stumps wanted more, for, after a brief pause, he again rushed at Slagg, who, stepping aside like a Spanish matador, allowed his foe to expend his wrath on the bulkhead of the cabin.

Youll go through it next time, Stumps, if you plunge like that, said Jeff, who had watched the fight with lively interest, and had encouraged the combatants with sundry marks of applause, besides giving them much gratuitous advice.

Regardless alike of encouragement and advice, the angry youth turned round once more and received a buffet that sent him sprawling on the table, off which he fell and rolled under it. There he lay and panted.

Now, my sweet polypus, said the victor, going down on one knee and patting the vanquished on his shoulder, next time you feels tempted to kick a gentleman  specially a electrician  at his dewotions, think of Jim Slagg an restrain yourself. I bear you no ill-will however  so, good-night.

Saying this, Robins champion left the room and Stumps retired to his berth growling.

Before passing from the subject, we may add that, the next night, Robin  whose owner was still absent  was again hospitably invited to share the cabin of his friend and protector. When about to retire to rest he considered whether it was advisable to risk the repetition of the scene of the previous, night, and, although not quite easy in his conscience about it, came to the conclusion that it would be well to say his prayers in bed. Accordingly, he crept quietly into his berth and lay down, but Jim Slagg, who was present, no sooner saw what he was about than he jumped up with a roar of indignation.

What are you about? he cried, aint you goin to say your prayers, you white-livered electrician? Come, git up! If Im to fight, you must pray! Dye hear? Turn out, I say.

With that he seized Robin, dragged him out of bed, thrust him on his knees, and bade him do his dooty.

At first Robins spirit rose in rebellion, but a sense of shame at his moral cowardice, and a perception of the justice of his friends remark, subdued him. He did pray forthwith, though what the nature of his prayer was we have never been able to ascertain, and do not care to guess. The lesson, however, was not lost. From that date forward Robin Wright was no longer ashamed or afraid to be seen in the attitude of prayer.




Chapter Eight.

Laying The Cable Faults and Fault-Finding  Anxieties, Accidents, and other Matters.

Come with us now, good reader, to another and very different scene  out upon the boundless sea. The great Atlantic is asleep, but his breast heaves gently and slowly like that of a profound sleeper.

The Great Eastern looks like an island on the water  steady as a rock, obedient only to the rise and fall of the ocean swell, as she glides along at the rate of six knots an hour. All is going well. The complicated-looking paying-out machinery revolves smoothly; the thread-like cable passes over the stern, and down into the deep with the utmost regularity.

The shore-end of the cable  twenty-seven miles in length, and much thicker than the deep-sea portion  had been laid at Valentia, on the 22nd of July, amid prayer and praise, speech-making, and much enthusiasm, on the part of operators and spectators. On the 23rd, the end of the shore cable was spliced to that of the main cable, and the voyage had begun.

The first night had passed quietly, and upwards of eighty miles of the cable had gone out of the after-tank, over the big ships stern, and down to its ocean-bed, when Robin Wright  unable to sleep  quietly slipped into his clothes, and went on deck. It was drawing near to dawn. A knot of electricians and others were chatting in subdued tones about the one subject that filled the minds of all in the ship.

What! unable to sleep, like the rest of us? said Ebenezer Smith, accosting Robin as he reached the deck.

Yes, sir, said Robin, with a sleepy smile, Ive been thinking of the cable so much that I took to dreaming about it when I fell asleep, and it suddenly turned into the great sea-serpent, and choked me to such an extent that I awoke, and then thought it better to get up and have a look at it.

Ah! my boy, you are not the only one whom the cable wont let sleep. It will be well looked after during the voyage, for there are two sets of electricians aboard  all of them uncommonly wide awake  one set representing the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, under Monsieur de Sauty; the other set representing the Atlantic Telegraph Company, under Mr Varley and Professor Thomson. The former are to test the electrical state of the cable, and to keep up signals with the shore every hour, night and day, during the voyage, while the latter are to watch and report as to whether the cable fulfils her conditions, as specified in the contract. So you see the smallest fault or hitch will be observed at once.

Do you mean, sir, asked Robin in surprise, that telegraphing with the shore is to be kept up continually all the voyage!

Yes, my boy, I do, answered Smith. The lengths of the cable in the three tanks are joined up into one length, and telegraphing  for the purpose of testing it  has been kept up with the shore without intermission from the moment we left Ireland, and began to pay out. It will be continued, if all goes well, until we land the other and in Newfoundland. The tests are threefold,  first, for insulation, which, as you know, means the soundness and perfection of the gutta-percha covering that prevents the electricity from escaping from the wires, through the sea, into the earth; secondly, for continuity, or the unbroken condition of the conductor or copper core throughout its whole length; and, thirdly, to determine the resistance of the conductor, by which is meant its objection to carry our messages without vigorous application of the spur in the form of increased electrical power in our batteries. You see, Robin, every message sent to us from the shore, as well as every message sent by us in reply, has to travel through the entire length of the cable, namely about 2400 miles, and as every mile of distance increases this unwillingness, or resistance, we have to increase the electrical power in the batteries in proportion to the distance to which we want to send our message. Dyou understand?

I think I do, sir; but how is the exact amount of resistance tested?

Mr Smith smiled as he looked at the earnest face of his young questioner.

My boy, said he, you would require a more fully educated mind to understand the answer to that question. The subtleties of electrical science cannot be explained in a brief conversation. Youll have to study and apply to books for full light on that subject. Nevertheless, although I cannot carry you into the subject just now, I can tell you something about it. You remember the testing-room which I showed you yesterday  the darkened room between the captains state-room and the entrance to the grand saloon?

Yes, sir, I remember it well, responded Robin, the room into which the conducting-wires from the ends of the cable are led to the testing-tables, on which are the curious-looking galvanometers and other testing machines.

Just so, returned Smith, pleased with his pupils aptitude. Well, on that table stands Professor Thomsons delicate and wonderful galvanometer. On that instrument a ray of light, reflected from a tiny mirror suspended to a magnet, travels along a scale and indicates the resistance to the passage of the current along the cable by the deflection of the magnet, which is marked by the course of this speck of light. Now, dyou understand that, Robin?

I  Im afraid not quite, sir.

Well, no matter, rejoined Smith, with a laugh.

At all events you can understand that if that speck of light keeps within bounds  on its index  all is going well, but if it travels beyond the index  bolts out of bounds  an escape of the electric current is taking place somewhere in the cable, or what we call a fault has occurred.

Ah, indeed, exclaimed Robin, casting a serious look at the cable as it rose from the after-tank, ran smoothly over its line of conducting wheels, dropped over the stern of the ship and glided into the sea like an an endless snake of stealthy habits. And what, he added, with a sudden look of awe, if the cable should break?

Why, it would go to the bottom, of course, replied Smith, and several hearts would break along with it. You see these two gentlemen conversing near the companion-hatch?

Yes.

One is the chief of the electricians; the other the chief of the engineers. Their hearts would probably break, for their position is awfully responsible. Then my heart would break, I know, for I feel it swelling at the horrible suggestion; and your heart would break, Robin, I think, for you are a sympathetic donkey, and couldnt help yourself. Then you see that stout man on the bridge  thats Captain Anderson  well, his heart would  no  perhaps it wouldnt, for hes a sailor, and you know a sailors heart is too tough to break, but it would get a pretty stiff wrench. And you see that gentleman looking at the paying-out gear so earnestly?

What  Cyrus Field? said Robin.

Yes; well, his heart and the Atlantic Cable are united, so as a matter of course the two would snap together.

Now, while Smith and his young assistant were conversing thus facetio-scientifically, the electricians on duty in the testing-room were watching with silent intensity the indications on their instruments. Suddenly, at 3:15 a.m., when exactly eighty-four miles of cable had been laid out, he who observed the galvanometer saw the speck of light glide to the end of the scale, and vanish!

If a speck of fire had been seen to glide through the key-hole of the powder-magazine it could scarcely have created greater consternation than did the disappearance of that light! The commotion in the testing-room spread instantly to every part of the ship; the whole staff of electricians was at once roused, and soon afterwards the engines of the Great Eastern were slowed and stopped, while, with bated breath and anxious looks, men whispered to each other that there was a fault in the cable.

A fault! If the cable had committed a mortal sin they could scarcely have looked more horrified. Nevertheless there was ground for anxiety, for this fault, as in moral faults, indicated something that might end in destruction.

After testing the cable for some time by signalling to the shore, Monsieur de Sauty concluded that the fault was of a serious character, and orders were at once given to prepare the picking-up apparatus at the bow for the purpose of drawing the cable back into the ship until the defective portion should be reached and cut out.

O what a pity! sighed Robin, when he understood what was going to be done, and the feeling, if not the words, was shared by every one on board with more or less intelligence and intensity; but there were veterans of submarine telegraphy who spoke encouragingly and treated the incident as a comparatively small matter.

Two men-of-war, the Terrible and the Sphinx, had been appointed to accompany and aid the Great Eastern on her important mission. A gun was fired and signals were made to acquaint these with what had occurred while the fires were being got up in the boilers of the picking-up machinery.

Electricians as well as doctors differ, it would seem, among themselves, for despite their skill and experience there was great difference of opinion in the minds of those on board the big ship as to the place where the fault lay. Some thought it was near the shore, and probably at the splice of the shore-end with the main cable. Others calculated, from the indications given by the tests, that it was perhaps twenty or forty or sixty miles astern. One of the scientific gentlemen held that it was not very far from the ship, while another gentleman, who was said to be much experienced in fault-finding, asserted that it was not more than nine or ten miles astern.

While the doctors were thus differing, the practical engineers were busy making the needful preparations for picking-up  an operation involving great risk of breaking the cable, and requiring the utmost delicacy of treatment, as may be easily understood, for, while the cable is being payed out the strain on it is comparatively small, whereas when it is being picked up, there is not only the extra strain caused by stoppage, and afterwards by hauling in, but there is the risk of sudden risings of the ships stern on the ocean swell, which might at any moment snap the thin line like a piece of packthread.

The first difficulty and the great danger was to pass the cable from the stern to the bow, and to turn the ship round, so as to enable them to steam up to the cable while hauling it in. Iron chains were lashed firmly to the cable at the stern, and secured to a wire-rope carried round the outside of the ship to the picking-up apparatus at the bows. The cable was down in 400 fathoms of water when the paying-out ceased, and nice management was required to keep the ship steady, as she had now no steerage-way; and oh! with what intense interest and curiosity and wonder did Robin Wright regard the varied and wonderful mechanical appliances with which the whole affair was accomplished!

Then the cable was cut, and, with its shackles and chains, allowed to go plump into the sea. Robins heart and soul seemed to go along with it, for, not expecting the event, he fancied it was lost for ever.

Gone! he exclaimed, with a look of horror.

Not quite, said Jim Slagg, who stood at Robins elbow regarding the operations with a quiet look of intelligence. Dont you see, Robin, that a wire-rope fit amost to hold the big ship herself is holdin on to it.

Of course; how stupid I am! said Robin, with a great sigh of relief; I see it now, going round to the bows.

At first the rope was let run, to ease the strain while the ship swung round; then it was brought in over the pulley at the bow, the paddles moved, and the return towards Ireland was begun. The strain, although great, was far from the breaking-point, but the speed was very slow  not more than a mile an hour being considered safe in the process of picking-up.

Patience, Robin, observed Mr Smith, as he passed on his way to the cabin, is a virtue much needed in the laying of cables. We have now commenced a voyage at the rate of one mile an hour, which will not terminate till we get back to Owld Ireland, unless we find the fault.

Patience, however, was not destined to be so severely tried. All that day and all night the slow process went on. Meanwhile  as the cable was not absolutely unworkable, despite the fault  the chief engineer, Mr Canning, sent a message to Mr Glass in Ireland, asking him to send out the Hawk steamer, in order that he might return in her to search for the defect in the shore-end of the cable, for if that were found he purposed sacrificing the eighty odd miles already laid down, making a new splice with the shore-end, and starting afresh. A reply was received from Mr Glass, saying that the Hawk would be sent out immediately.

Accordingly, about daybreak of the 25th the Hawk appeared, but her services were not required, for, about nine that morning, when the cable was coming slowly in and being carefully examined foot by foot  nay, inch by inch  the fault was discovered, and joy took the place of anxiety. Ten and a quarter miles of cable had been picked up when the fault came inboard, and a strange unaccountable fault it turned out to be  namely, a small piece of wire which had been forced through the covering of the cable into the gutta-percha so as to injure, but not quite to destroy, the insulation. How such a piece of wire could have got into the tank was a mystery, but the general impression was that it had been carried there by accident and forced into the coil by the pressure of the paying-out machinery as the cable flew through the jockey-wheels.

Signals were at once made to the fleet that the enemy had been discovered. Congratulatory signals were returned. The fault was cut out and a new splice made. The Hawk was sent home again. The big ships bow was turned once more to the west, and the rattling of the machinery, as the restored and revived cable passed over the stern, went merrily as a marriage bell.

The detention had been only about twelve hours; the great work was going on again as favourably as before the mishap occurred, and about half a mile had been payed out, when  blackness of despair  the electric current suddenly ceased, and communication with the shore was ended altogether.




Chapter Nine.

In which Joys, Hopes, Alarms, Ghosts, and Leviathans Take Part.

That man who can appreciate the feelings of one who has become suddenly bankrupt may understand the mental condition of those on board the Great Eastern when they were thus tossed from the pinnacle of joyous hope to the depths of dark despair. It was not, however, absolute despair. The cable was utterly useless indeed  insensate  but it was not broken. There was still the blessed possibility of picking it up and bringing it to life again.

That, however, was scarcely an appreciable comfort at the moment, and little could be seen or heard on board the Great Eastern save elongated faces and gloomy forebodings.

Ebenezer Smith and his confrères worked in the testing-room like Trojans. They connected and disconnected; they put in stops and took them out; they intensified currents to the extent of their anxieties they reduced them to the measure of their despair  nothing would do. The cable was apparently dead. In these circumstances picking-up was the only resource, and the apparatus for that purpose was again rigged up in the bows.

In the meantime the splice which had been made to connect the tanks was cut and examined, and the portions coiled in the fore and main tanks were found to be perfect  alive and well  but the part between ship and shore was speechless.

So was poor Robin Wright! After Mr Field  whose life-hope seemed to be doomed to disappointment  the blow was probably felt most severely by Robin. But Fortune seemed to be playfully testing the endurance of these cable-layers at that time, for, when the despair was at its worst, the tell-tale light reappeared on the index of the galvanometer, without rhyme or reason, calling forth a shout of joyful surprise, and putting an abrupt stoppage to the labours of the pickers-up!

They never found out what was the cause of that fault; but that was a small matter, for, with restored sensation in the cable-nerve, renewed communication with the shore, and resumed progress of the ship towards her goal, they could afford to smile at former troubles.

Joy and sorrow, shower and sunshine, fair weather and foul, was at first the alternating portion of the cable-layers.

I cant believe my eyes! said Robin to Jim Slagg, as they stood next day, during a leisure hour, close to the whirling wheels and never-ending cable, about 160 miles of which had been laid by that time. Just look at the Terrible and Sphinx; the sea is now so heavy that they are thumping into the waves, burying their bows in foam, while we are slipping along as steadily as a Thames steamer.

Thats true, sir, answered Slagg, whose admiration for our heros enthusiastic and simple character increased as their intimacy was prolonged, and whose manner of address became proportionally more respectful, Shes a steady little duck is the Great Eastern! she has got the advantage of length, you see, over other ships, an rides on two waves at a time, instead of wobblin in between em; but I raither think shed roll a bit if she was to go along in the trough of the seas. Dont the cable go out beautiful, too  just like a long-drawn eel with the consumption! Did you hear how deep the captain said it was hereabouts?

Yes, I heard him say it was a little short of two miles deep, so it has got a long way to sink before it reaches its oozy bed.

How dee know what sort o bed its got to lie on? asked Slagg.

Because, said Robin, the whole Atlantic where the cable is to lie has been carefully sounded long ago, and it is found that the ocean-bed here, which looks so like mud, is composed of millions of beautiful shells, so small that they cannot be distinguished by the naked eye. Of course, they have no creatures in them. It would seem that these shell-fish go about the ocean till they die, and then fall to the bottom like rain. See note one.

You dont say so! returned Slagg, who, being utterly uneducated, received suchlike information with charming surprise, and regarded Robin as a very mine of knowledge. Well now, that beats cock-fighting. But, I say, how is it that the electricity works through the cable? I heerd one o your electrical fellers explaining to a landlubber tother evenin that electricity could only run along wires when the circuit was closed, by which he meant to say that it would fly from a battery and travel along a wire ever so far, if only that wire was to turn right round and run back to the same battery again. Now, if thats so, seems to me that when youve got your cable to Newfoundland youll have to run another one back again to Ireland before itll work.

Ah, Slagg, that would indeed be the case, returned Robin, were it not that we have discovered the important fact that the earth  the round globe on which we stand  itself acts the part of a grand conductor. So we have only to send down earth-wires at the two ends  one into the earth of Ireland, the other into the earth of Newfoundland, and straightway the circuit is closed, and the electricity generated in our batteries passes through the cable from earth to earth.

Robin, said Slagg doubtingly, dyou expect me for to believe that?

Indeed I do, said Robin simply.

Then youre greener than I took you for. No offence meant, but its my opinion some o these cute electricians has bin tryin the width of your swallow.

No, you are mistaken, returned Robin earnestly; I have read the fact in many books. The books differ in their opinions as to the causes and nature of the fact, but not as to the fact itself.

It was evident that Robin looked upon this as an unanswerable argument, and his friend seemed perplexed.

Well, I don know how it is, he said, after a pause, but I do believe that this here wonderful electricity is fit for amost anything, an that well have it revoloosionising everything afore long  I do indeed.

The intelligent reader who has noted the gigantic strides which we have recently made in electric lighting of late will observe that Slagg, unwittingly, had become almost prophetic at this time.

Were going along splendidly now, said Mr Smith, coming up to Robin that evening while he was conversing with Slagg, who immediately retired. Who is that youth? He seems very fond of you; Ive observed that he makes up to you whenever you chance to be on deck together.

He is one of the stewards lads, sir; I met him accidentally in the train; but I suspect the fondness is chiefly on my side. He was very kind to me when I first came on board, and I really think he is an intelligent, good fellow  a strange mixture of self-confidence and humility. Sometimes, to hear him speak, you would think he knew everything; but at the same time he is always willing  indeed anxious  to listen and learn. He is a capital fighter too.

Here Robin related the battle in the boys berth, when Slagg thrashed Stumps, whereat Mr Smith was much amused.

So he seems a peculiar lad  modest, impudent, teachable, kindly, and warlike! Come below now, Robin, I have some work for you. Did you make the calculations I gave you yesterday?

Yes, sir, and they corresponded exactly with your own.

Good. Go fetch my little note-book: I left it in the grand saloon on the furthest aft seat, port side.

Robin found the magnificent saloon of the big ship ringing with music and conversation. Joy over the recent restoration to health of the ailing cable, the comfortable stability of the ship in rough weather, and the satisfactory progress then being made, all contributed to raise the spirits of every one connected with the great work, so that, while some were amusing themselves at the piano, others were scattered about in little groups, discussing the profounder mysteries of electric science, or prophesying the speedy completion of the enterprise, while a few were speculating on the probability of sport in Newfoundland, or planning out journeys through the United States.

Theres lots of game, Im told, in Newfoundland, said one of the youthful electricians, whose ruling passion  next to the subtle fluid  was the gun.

So Ive been told, replied an elder and graver comrade. Polar bears are quite common in the woods, and it is said that walrus are fond of roosting in the trees.

Yes, I have heard so, returned the youthful sportsman, who, although young, was not to be caught with chaff, and the fishing, I hear, is also splendid. Salmon and cod are found swarming in the rivers by those who care for mild occupation, while really exciting sport is to be had in the great lakes of the interior, where there are plenty of fresh-water whales that take the fly.

The swan, you mean, said another comrade. The fly that is most killing among Newfoundland whales is a swan fastened whole to a shark hook  though a small boats anchor will do if you havent the right tackle.

Come, dont talk nonsense, but lets have a song! said a brother electrician to the sporting youth.

I never sing, he replied, except when hurt, and then I sing out. But see, our best musician has just seated himself at the instrument.

I dont talk shop, Nimrod; call it the piano.

Most of those present drew towards the musical corner, where Ebenezer Smith, having just entered the saloon in search of Robin, had been prevailed on to sit down and enliven the company. Robin, who had been delayed by difficulty in finding the note-book, stopped to listen.

Smith had a fair average voice and a vigorous manner.

You wouldnt object to hear the cooks last? asked Smith, running his fingers lightly over the keys.

Of course not  go on, chorused several voices.

I had no idea, lisped a simple youth, who was one of a small party of young gentlemen interested in engineering and science, who had been accommodated with a passage, I had no idea that our cook was a poet as well as an admirable chef de cuisine.

Oh, its not our cook he means, explained the sporting electrician; Mr Smith refers to a certain sea-cook  or his son, Im not sure which  who is chef des horse-marines.

Is there a chorus? asked one.

Of course there is, replied Smith; a sea-song without a chorus is like a kite without a tail  it is sure to fall flat, but the chorus is an old and well-known one  it is only the song that is new. Now then, clear your throats, gentlemen.

Song  The Loss of the Nancy Lee.



I.



Twas on a Friday morning that I went off,

An shipped in the Nancy Lee,

But that ship caught a cold and with one tremendous cough

Went slap to the bottom of the sea, the sea, the sea,

Went slap to the bottom of the sea.



Chorus.  Then the raging sea may roar,

An the stormy winds may blow,

While we jolly sailor boys rattle up aloft,

And the landlubbers lie down below, below, below

And the landlubbers lie down below.



II.



For wery nigh a century I lived with the crabs,

An danced wi the Mermaids too,

An drove about the Ocean in mother o pearl cabs,

An dwelt in a cavern so blue, so blue, so blue,

An dwelt in a cavern so blue.

Chorus.  Then the raging sea, etcetera.



III.



I soon forgot the sorrows o the world above

In the pleasures o the life below;

Queer fish they made up to me the want o human love,

As through the world o waters I did go, did go, did go;

As through the world o waters I did go.

Chorus.  Then the raging sea, etcetera.



IV.



One day a horrid grampus caught me all by the nose,

An swung me up to the land,

An I never went to sea again, as everybody knows,

And as everybody well may understand, derstand, derstand,

And as everybody well may understand.

Chorus.  Then the raging sea, etcetera.

The plaudits with which this song was received were, it need scarcely be remarked, due more to the vigour of the chorus and the enthusiasm of the audience than to intrinsic merit. Even Robin Wright was carried off his legs for the moment, and, modest though he was, broke in at the chorus with such effect  his voice being shrill and clear  that, he unintentionally outyelled all the rest, and would have fled in consternation from the saloon if he had not been caught and forcibly detained by the sporting electrician, who demanded what right he had to raise his steam-whistle in that fashion.

But I say, young Wright, he added in a lower tone, leading our hero aside, whats this rumour I hear about a ghost in the stewards cabin?

Oh! it is nothing to speak of, replied Robin, with a laugh. The lad they call Stumps got a fright  thats all.

But thats enough. Let us hear about it.

Well, I suppose you know, said Robin, that theres a ghost in the Great Eastern.

No, I dont know it from personal experience, but I have heard a report to that effect.

Well, I was down in Jim Slaggs berth, having a chat with him about the nature of electric currents  for he has a very inquiring mind,  and somehow we diverged to ghosts, and began to talk of the ghost of the Great Eastern.

I dont believe in the Great Eastern ghost  no, nor in ghosts of any kind, said Stumps, who was sitting near us eating a bit of cheese.

But I believe in em, said the boy Jeff, who was seated on the other side of the table, and looked at us so earnestly that we could scarce help smiling  though we didnt feel in a smiling humour at the time, for it was getting dark, and we had got to talking in low tones and looking anxiously over our shoulders, you know  

Oh yes, I know, replied the sportsman, with a laugh; I have shuddered and grue-oo-ed many a time over ghost-stories. Well?

I dont believe in em, Jeff. Why do you? asked Stumps, in a scoffing tone.

Because I hear one every night amost when I go down into the dark places below to fetch things. Theres one particular spot where the ghost goes tap-tap-tapping continually.

Fiddlededee, said Stumps.

Come down, and you shall hear it for yourself, said Jeff.

Now, they say that Stumps is a coward, though he boasts a good deal

You may say, interrupted the sportsman, that Stumps is a coward because he boasts a good deal. Boasting is often a sign of cowardice  though not always.

Well, continued Robin, being ashamed to draw back, I suppose, he agreed to accompany Jeff.

Wont you come too, Slagg? said Stumps.

No; I dont care a button for ghosts. Besides, Im too busy, but Wright will go. There, dont bother me! said Jim.

I noticed, as I went last out of the room, that Slagg rose quickly and pulled a sheet off one of the beds. Afterwards, looking back, I saw him slip out and run down the passage in the opposite direction. I suspected he was about some mischief, but said nothing.

It was getting dark, as I have said, though not dark enough for lighting the lamps, and in some corners below it was as dark as midnight. To one of these places Jeff led us.

Mind how you go now, whispered Jeff; its here somewhere, and theres a hole too  look-out  there it is!

What! the ghost? whispered Stumps, beginning to feel uneasy. To say truth, I began to feel uneasy myself without well knowing why. At that moment I fell over something, and came down with a crash that shook Stumpss nerves completely out of order.

I say, lets go back, he muttered in a tremulous voice.

No, no, whispered Jeff seizing Stumps by the arm with a sudden grip that made him give a short yelp, we are at the place now. Its in this dark passage. Listen!

We all held our breath and listened. For a few seconds we heard nothing, but presently a slight tapping was heard.

Ive heard, whispered Jeff in a low tone, that when the big ship was buildin, one o the plate-riveters disappeared in some hole between the two skins o the ship hereabouts, and his comrades, not bein able to find him, were obliged at last to rivet him in, which they did so tight that even his ghost could not get out, so it goes on tappin, as you hear, an is likely to go on tappin for ever.

Bosh! whispered Stumps; thus politely intimating his disbelief, but I felt him trembling all over notwithstanding.

At that moment we saw a dim shadowy whitish object at the other end of the dark passage. Wha  wha  whats that? said I.

Stumps gasped. I heard his teeth chattering, and I think his knees were knocking together. Jeff made no sound, and it was too dark to see his face. Suddenly the object rushed at us. There was no noise of footsteps  only a muffled sound and a faint hissing. I stood still, unable to move. So did Jeff. I felt the hair of my head rising. Stumps gasped again  then turned and fled. The creature, whatever it was, brushed past us with a hideous laugh. I guessed at once that it was Jim Slagg, but evidently Stumps didnt, for he uttered an awful yell that would have roused the whole ship if she had been of an ordinary size; at the same moment he tripped and fell on the thing that had upset me, and the ghost, leaping over him, vanished from our sight.

To my surprise, on returning to our cabin, we found Slagg as we had left him, with both hands on his forehead poring over his book. I was almost as much surprised to see Jeff sit down and laugh heartily.  Now, what do you think it could have been?

It was Slagg, of course, answered the sporting electrician.

Yes, but what causes the tapping?

Oh, that is no doubt some little trifle  a chip of wood, or bit of wire left hanging loose, which shakes about when the ship heaves.

A sudden tramping of feet overhead brought this ghostly discussion to an abrupt close, and caused every man in the saloon to rush on deck with a terrible feeling in his heart that something had gone wrong.

Not broken? asked an electrician with a pale face on reaching the deck.

Oh no, sir, replied an engineer, with an anxious look, not quite so bad as that, but a whale has taken a fancy to inspect us, and he is almost too attentive.

So it was. A large Greenland whale was playing about the big ship, apparently under the impression that she was a giant of his own species, and it had passed perilously close to the cable.

A second time it came up, rolling high above the waves. It went close past the stern  rose again and dived with a gentle flop of its great tail, which, if it had touched the cable, would have cut it like a thread. At that trying moment, as they saw its huge back glittering in the moonlight, the hearts of the helpless spectators appeared absolutely to stand still. When the monster dived its side even touched the cable, but did not damage it. Being apparently satisfied by that time that the ship was not a friend, the whale finally disappeared in the depths of its ocean home.



Those who visited the Crystal Palace at Sydenham during the recent Electrical Exhibition had an opportunity of seeing the shells here referred to under a powerful microscope.




Chapter Ten.

Tells of Great Efforts and Failures and Grand Success.

Thus happily and smoothly all things went, with little bursts of anxiety and little touches of alarm, just sufficient, as it were, to keep up the spirits of all, till the morning of the 30th July. But on that morning an appearance of excitement in the testing-room told that something had again gone wrong. Soon the order was given to slow the engines, then to stop them!

The bursting of a thunder-clap, the explosion of a powder-magazine, could not have more effectually awakened the slumberers than this abrupt stoppage of the ships engines. Instantly all the hatchways poured forth anxious inquirers.

Another fault, was the reply to such.

O dear! said some.

Horrible! said others.

Not so bad as a break, sighed the hopeful spirits.

It is bad enough, said the chief electrician, for we have found dead earth.

By this the chief meant to say that insulation had been completely destroyed, and that the whole current of electricity was escaping into the sea.

About 716 miles had been payed out at the time, and as signals had till then been regularly received from the shore, it was naturally concluded that the fault lay near to the ship.

Now then, get along, said an engineer to one of the cable-men; youll have to cut, and splice, and test, while we are getting ready the tackle to pick up.

I dont like that cuttin o the cable, Bill, said one of the sailors, as he went forward, it seems dangerous, it do.

No more do I, Dick, replied his mate; I feel as if it never could be rightly spliced again.

Why, bless you, boys, said a cable-man near them, cables is used to that now, like eels to bein skinned; and so are we, for that matter. We think nothin of it.

Clearly the cable-man was right, for, while the picking-up apparatus was being got ready, the cable was cut in no fewer than three places, in order to test the coils that lay in the tanks. These being found all right, the picking-up was begun with anxious care. The moment of greatest danger was when the big ship was swinging round. For a few but apparently endless moments the cable had to bear the strain, and became rigid like a bar of steel. Then it was got in over the bows, where all was bustle, and noise, and smoke, as the picking-up machinery panted and rattled.

All day the work went on. Night descended, but still the cable was coming in slowly, unwillingly,  now jerkily, as if half inclined to yield, anon painfully, as if changing its mind, until the strain was equal to two and a half tons. A row of lanterns lighted it, and the men employed watched and handled it carefully to detect the fault, while the clattering wheels played harsh music.

Well never find it, growled an impatient young electrician.

As if to rebuke him for his want of faith, the fault came in then and there  at 9:50 p.m., ships time.

Ah! said Mr Field, whose chief characteristic was an unwavering faith in ultimate success, I knew we should find it are long. I have often known cables to stop working for two hours, no one knew why, and then begin again.

Well now, Mr Wright, it floors me altogether, does this here talkin by electricity.

The man who made this remark to our hero was one who could not have been easily floored by any other means than electricity. He was a huge blacksmith  a stalwart fellow who had just been heaving the sledge-hammer with the seeming powers of Vulcan himself, and who chanced to be near Robin when he paused to rest and mop the streaming perspiration from his brow, while a well-matched brother took his place at the anvil.

You see, he continued, I cant make out nohow what the electricity does when it gits through the cable from Ireland to Noofunland. Of course it dont actooally speak, you know  no more does it whistle, I suppose; an even if it did I dont see as wed be much the wiser. What do it do, Mr Wright? You seem to be well up in these matters, an not above explainin of em to the likes o us as hant got much edication.

Few things pleased Robin more than being asked to impart what knowledge he possessed, or to make plain subjects that were slightly complex. He was not always successful in his attempts at elucidation, partly because some subjects were too complex to simplify, and partly because some intellects were obtuse, but he never failed to try.

You must know, he replied, with that earnest look which was apt to overspread his face when about to explain a difficulty, that a piece of common iron can be converted into a magnet by electrifying it, and it can be unconverted just as fast by removing the electricity. Well, suppose I have a bit of iron in America, with an electric battery in Ireland, or vice versa

Wots wicey wersa, Mr Wright?

Oh, it means the terms being changed  turned the other way, you know  back to the front, as it were  in short, I mean the battery being in America and the bit of iron in Ireland.

Well, well, whod a thought there was so much in wicey wersa; but go on, Mr Wright.

Now, you must suppose, continued Robin, that a needle, like the mariners compass needle, hangs beside my bit of iron, close to it, and that a wire, or conductor of electricity, connects the iron with my electric battery in Ireland. Well, that makes a magnet of it, and the suspended needle, being attracted, sticks to it. Then I disconnect the wire from my battery by touching a handle, the bit of iron ceases to be a magnet, and the needle was free. Again I connect the battery, and the needle flies to the remagnetised bit of iron. Thus, as fast as I choose, I can make the needle wag, and by a simple arrangement we can make it wag right or left, so many beats right or left, or alternately, representing letters. By varying the beats we vary the letters, and thus spell out our messages. Now, do you understand it?

I aint quite sure that I does, replied Vulcan; Ive got a hazy notion that by touchin and removin the touch from a conductor, connecting and disconnecting wires and batteries, you can make electricity flow just as you let on or stop water by turnin a stopcock

Not exactly, interrupted Robin, because, you see, electricity does not really flow, not being a substance.

Not a substance, sir! wy, wot is it then?

Like light and sound, it is merely an effect, an influence, a result, answered Robin. We only use the word flow, and talk of electricity as a fluid, for convenience sake.

Well, wotever it is or isnt, continued the puzzled Vulcan, gazing at vacancy for a few seconds, when youve set it agoin  or set agoin the things as sets it agoin  you make a suspended needle wag, and when you stop it you make the needle stop waggin, and by the way in which that there needle wags you can spell out the letters o the alphabit  so many wags to the right bein one letter, so many wags to the left bein another letter, an so on,  so that, what between the number o wags an the direction o the waggins, you  you come for to  there, Im lost again, an I must go in for another spell wi the sledge, so well have to tackle the subject another time, Mr Wright.

Thus speaking, Vulcan seized the ponderous hammer in his powerful grasp and proceeded to beat form into a mass of glowing metal with much greater ease than he had been able to thump telegraphy into his own brain.

In the discovery of the fault and the cutting out of the injured part of the cable, twenty-six hours were lost. During all the time Captain Anderson was obliged to remain on deck, while the minds and bodies of the engineers and electricians were subjected to a severe strain for the same period. They had scarcely begun to breathe freely again, and to congratulate each other on being able to continue the voyage, when they received another shock of alarm by the cable suddenly flying off the drum, while it was being transferred from the picking-up machinery in the bow to the paying-out arrangements in the stern. Before the machinery could be stopped, some fathoms of cable had become entangled among the wheels and destroyed. This part having been cut out, however, and new splices made, the paying-out process was resumed.

Ill turn in now and have a snooze, Robin, said Ebenezer Smith, and you had better do the same; you look tired.

This was indeed true, for not a man or boy in the ship took a more anxious interest in the cable than did our little hero; he had begun to regard it as a living creature, and to watch over it, and dream about it, as if it were a dear friend in extreme danger. The enthusiastic boy was actually becoming careworn and thin, for he not only performed all the duties required of him with zealous application, but spent his leisure, and much of the time that should have been devoted to rest, in the careful study of his idol  intensely watching it, and all that was in the remotest way connected with it.

Youre a goose, said Stumps, in passing, when he heard Robin decline to retire as Smith had advised him.

It may be so, and if so, Stumps, I shall continue to cackle a little longer on deck while they are examining the fault.

That examination, when finished, produced a considerable sensation. The process was conducted in private. The condemned portion was cut in junks and tested, until the faulty junk was discovered. This was untwisted until the core was laid bare, and when about a foot of it had been so treated, the cause of evil was discovered, drawing from the onlookers an exclamation of horror rather than surprise, as they stood aghast, for treachery seemed to have been at work!

An enemy in the ship! murmured one.

What ship without an enemy? thought another.

That mischief had been intended was obvious, for a piece of iron wire, bright as if cut with nippers at one end and broken off short at the other, had been driven right through the centre of the cable, so as to touch the inner wires  thus forming a leak, or conductor, into the sea. There could be no doubt that it had not got there by accident; neither had it been driven there during the making or shipping of the cable, for in that case the testings for continuity would have betrayed its presence before the starting of the expedition. The piece of wire, too, was the same size as that which formed the protecting cover, and it was of the exact diameter of the cable. There was also the mark of a cut on the Manilla hemp, where the wire had entered. It could have been done only by one of the men who were at work in the tank at the time the portion went over, and, strange to say, this was the same gang which had been at work there when the previous fault occurred.

Call all the men aft, was the order that quickly followed this discovery.

The piece of cable was handed to them, and they were allowed to examine it in silence. They did so in great surprise, mingled with indignation.

Its bin done apurpose, an driven in by a skilful hand, said one.

Youre right, Joe, said another.

I knows, whispered a third, that one of the men expressed satisfaction when the last fault occurred, an Ive heard say that weve got enemies to the makers o the cable aboard.

The man thus darkly referred to, whoever he was, of course looked as innocent and as indignant as the most virtuous among them; the guilt, therefore, could not be brought home to him. Woe betide him if it had been, for there was a serious talk of lynching some one among the wrathful men, each of whom was now subject to suspicion.

In these trying circumstances, the chief engineer accepted an offer made by the gentlemen in the ship, to take turn about in superintending the men at work in the tank paying-out the cable.

Its not pleasant, of course, replied one of the men, speaking for the rest, but we feel it to be justifiable, as well as necessary, and are very glad the plan has been adopted.

Once more the big ship went merrily on her way, and the great cable went down to its ocean-bed so smoothly and regularly, that men began to talk of speedy arrival at Hearts Content  their destination in Newfoundland  which was now only about 600 miles distant; but their greatest troubles still lay before them. About eight oclock in the morning of 2nd August another bad fault was reported, and they had once again to resort to the wearisome process of picking-up.

At first all seemed about to go well. A gale was indeed blowing at the time, but that did not much affect the colossal ship. The cable was cut, fastened to its iron rope, passed to the bow, and got in over the pulleys. Then, and very slowly, it was drawn on board. When a mile or so had been recovered, the gearing of one of the engines got a little out of order, and the process had to be temporarily stopped; then something went wrong with the boilers, but soon these difficulties were removed. Immediately after, the Great Eastern drifted, so that it was impossible to prevent the cable from chafing against her bows. Equally impossible was it to go astern, lest the strain should be too great. Then the wind suddenly shifted, making matters worse. Suddenly the chain shackle and wire-rope attached to the cable came in over the wheel at the bows with considerable violence. Another moment and the cable parted, flew through the stoppers, and, with one bound, flashed into the sea and disappeared!

Now, at last, the fatal climax so much dreaded had arrived. The days and nights of anxious labour had been spent in vain. The cable was lost, and with it went not only hundreds of thousands of pounds, but the hopes of hundreds of thousands of people, whose sanguine expectations of success were thus rudely dispelled.

Need it be said that something very like despair reigned for the moment on board the Great Eastern?

Most of the gentlemen on board  never dreaming of catastrophe  were at luncheon, when Mr Canning entered the saloon with a look that caused every one to start.

It is all over!  it is gone! he said, and hastened to his cabin.

Mr Field, with the composure of faith and courage, though very pale, entered the saloon immediately after, and confirmed the chief engineers statement.

The cable has parted, he said, and has gone overboard.

From the chiefs down even to Stumps and his fraternity all was blank dismay! As for our hero Robin Wright, he retired to his cabin, flung himself on his bed, and sobbed as though his heart would break.

But such a state of things could not last. Mens spirits may be stunned and crushed, but they are seldom utterly overwhelmed so long as life endures.

Recovering from the shock, Mr Canning set about the process of grappling for the lost cable with persistent energy. But fishing in water two and a half miles deep is no easy matter. Nevertheless, it was done. Again and again, and over again, were two monster hooks in the shape of grapnels let down to the bottom of the sea, with an iron rope for a line, and the Great Eastern for a float!

The plan, of course, was to go back a few miles on their course and then drag across the known position of the lost treasure.

We say known, because good observations had fortunately been obtained by Captain Anderson just before the accident.

Two hours did the grapnels descend before they reached the bottom of the sea! All night did the cable-layers fish, with the characteristic patience of fishermen, but did not get a nibble. Towards morning, however, there was a decided bite, and the line became taut.

Got him! exclaimed an enthusiast eagerly.

Dont be too sure, replied a philosopher cautiously.

It may be a bit of wreck, suggested Ebenezer Smith, who was a natural doubter.

Or a whale, or the great sea-serpent, said the sporting electrician, who was everything by turns and nothing long.

We shall very soon know, remarked a matter-of-fact engineer. If it is a loose object the strain will decrease as it nears the surface, but if it be the cable the strain will certainly increase, because its weight will be greater the more of it we lift off the bottom.

Earnestly did every one regard the dynamometer which told the exact amount of strain on the iron fishing-line, and to their joy the strain increased until the object caught had been raised three-quarters of a mile from the bottom. Then a swivel gave way, and the cable went back to its ocean-bed.

But those plucky engineers were not to be overcome by a first failure. Having started with five miles of fishing-line, they proceed at once to make a second attempt.

Oh, I do hope they will hook it again! said Robin Wright.

And so they will, said Ebenezer Smith.

And so they did. Late in the afternoon of the Monday following, their fish was again hooked and raised a full mile from the bottom, when another swivel gave way, and down it went a second time!

The fishing-line was now getting short. It behoved them to act with more caution. New bolts were put in each shackle and swivel, and the capstan was increased in diameter, being belted with thick plates of iron. To effect these alterations the forges had to be erected on deck, and at night these cast a lurid glare on the busy workers, bringing out every near object in vivid relief against the ebony background of space behind, while they made preparations for a third cast of the fishing-line. The cast was made successfully, it was thought, but one of the grapnels had caught the line with one of its flukes, so that it could not catch anything else, and the result was  nothing.

A fourth attempt was then made. It was to be the last. The fishing-line seemed too weak, and its frequent breakings had reduced it so much that other chains had to be attached to it. With this thing of shreds and patches the cable was once more hooked and brought up nearly eight hundred fathoms, when the line gave way once more, and the cable went down for the last time.

Nothing more could be done. The Great Eastern turned her large bows to the east and steered grandly though sadly, away for old England.

But dont imagine, good reader, that these cable-layers were beaten. They were baffled, indeed, for that year (1865), but not conquered. Cyrus Field had resolved that the thing should be done  and done it was the following year; for the laying of the cable had been so nearly a success, that great capitalists, such as Brassey, Gooch, Barclay, Campbell, Pender, and others, at once came forward. Among these were the contractors, Glass and Elliot, who agreed not only to make and lay a new cable, but to pick up and complete the old one. Cyrus Field himself, besides energising like Hercules to push the matter on, was one of ten subscribers who each contributed 10,000 pounds. Thus 230,500 pounds were privately subscribed before a prospectus was issued.

Our little hero was at the laying of that (1866) cable, when the same great ship, with the same captain and most of the engineers and electricians who had gone out on the previous voyage, landed the end of the 1820-mile rope on the shores of Newfoundland, on Friday, 27th July. He cheered with the rest in wild enthusiasm when the Great Eastern dropped anchor in Hearts Content. He accompanied Captain Anderson and the officers of the fleet when they went in a body to the little church there, to thank God for the successful completion of the great enterprise. He was present when the big ship, having received from other ships 8000 tons of coal, and some six hundred miles of the old cable, went back to mid-ocean to grapple for the lost cable of 1865. He assisted and watched with the deepest interest the amazing efforts of scientific and mechanical power put forth in the mere matter of dragging for the cable from the bottom, and observed with reverence, amounting almost to awe, the great moving spirit of the whole affair, the indomitable Mr Field, as he went to the bow and sat on the rope to feel the quiver which told him it was dragging the bottom of the sea two miles below. He was present, with blazing cheeks and eyes and bated breath, when, on the 17th of August, the cable was caught, dragged to the surface, and actually seen, and broke and sank again as deep as ever  though not so deep as the hearts of those who saw it go! He shared in the weary delays that followed, and in the final triumph when the cable was fairly caught and at last brought on board, and carried to the testing-room, amid intense excitement, lest it should prove to have been damaged by its rough treatment; and his voice helped to swell the roar of enthusiastic cheering that greeted the announcement that the old cable was still alive!

But all this we must leave, and carry the reader back to old England faster than the Great Eastern could have rushed  ay, faster than the message on the flashing cable itself could have sped, for mind is more subtle than matter, and thought is swifter than even the Atlantic Telegraph.




Chapter Eleven.

Home!

At last! exclaimed Robin, bursting into his old home and seizing his mother in his arms.

Robin had just returned home after the laying of the 1866 Atlantic Cable, as briefly narrated in the last chapter.

It may be said with some truth that the old home became, during the next few days, a private lunatic asylum, for its inmates went mildly mad with joy.

Chief among the lunatics was uncle Rik, the retired sea-captain. That madmans case, however, was not temporary derangement, like the others. It was confirmed insanity, somewhat intensified just then by the nephews return.

So, young man, he said, one evening at supper, when the family traveller was dilating to open-eyed-and-mouthed listeners, you actually believe that these cables are goin to work?

Of course I do, uncle. They are working now, and have been working for many years.

Well, now, the gullibility o some people is stupendous! returned Rik. Dont you know, Robin, that everything amost works for a time, and then, sooner or later  usually sooner  the ridiculous thing bursts up?

But, uncle, you beg the question in classing submarine cables among ridiculous things. Besides, have not dozens of cables been working satisfactorily for many years, without showing signs of bursting up as yet?

Pooh! bah! boh! replied uncle Rik, by which he meant to say that though convinced against his will he was of the same opinion still.

At that moment cousin Sam Shipton entered with an eager, excited look.

Its all settled, he said, taking Robin by the hand.

What is settled? asked Mrs Wright, somewhat anxiously.

Mother, dont be angry, said Robin, laying his hand on his mothers shoulder, and speaking tenderly, I meant to have told you the moment I came in to-day, but uncle Rik with his argumentative spirit drove it and everything else except cables out of my head

Well, but what is it? interrupted Madge impatiently; why do you keep us in suspense?

I have some prospect, mother, of being appointed to go with a telegraph-laying party to the East, but Sam is wrong when he says it is all settled. Whatever he may have to tell us, it is by no means settled until I have your and fathers opinion.

Well, you horribly good but ungrateful boy, returned Sam, it is at least settled as far as I have do with it. I have made application at head-quarters, and they are willing to take you on my recommendation. Moreover, I am myself going.

Youre joking, Sam! exclaimed Robin, with a flush of joy; I thought you had neither intention nor desire to go far from home.

You thought wrong, Robin. I always had desire, and now have intention  and I go as second in command. So, Miss Mayland, he continued, turning to Madge, I shant be able to continue those electrical lectures which you were so fond of once, but have lately seemed to grow tired of.

Madge was at that tender age of budding womanhood when sensitive girls are apt to misunderstand a jest. She blushed, stammered something, then forced a laugh, and turned to speak to Robin; but Sam perceived that tears rose to her eyes, and he instantly sank in his own estimation to the condition of a loathsome reptile.

Well, now, that is good news, cried Robin, applying himself to the viands on the table with renewed zest. You cannot have the smallest objection or anxiety, mother, I should think, when you know I shall be under so able a guide.

I have not yet thought it over, Robin.

And you, father?

Go, my boy, and my blessing go with you, said Mr Wright, all but choking the blessing with a huge oyster.

Are any labourers to go with us? asked Robin.

One or two picked ones.

Then you must allow me to pick one, Sam. My friend Jim Slagg is at present cast adrift with a considerable part of the Great Easterns crew. He will be delighted to go, I know, and is a first-rate, hard-working, willing, conscientious youth.

He ought to be proud of having so warm a friend and advocate, said Sam, but I have no power to choose the men.

O yes, you have, Sam. If you could get me appointed, you can get him appointed; and you must, for, if you dont, I wont go.

You are hard on me, Robin, but Ill try.

But you have not yet told us where it is that they are going to send you, said Mrs Wright.

Ah! thats not fixed, replied Sam; they are laying down lines in Turkey; and Egypt is talked of, and telegraph to India itself is even hinted at. All I know is that we shall be sent to the East somewhere.

Bah! boo! Why does nobody ask for my opinion on the matter? said uncle Rik, as he gazed at the company over a goose drumstick, which was obviously not tender.

Your opinion, brother, said Mr Wright, is so valuable, that no doubt your nephew has been keeping it to the last as a sort of tit-bit  eh, Robin?

Well, uncle; come, let us have it, said Robin.

You dont deserve it, returned Rik, with a wrench at the drumstick, but you shall have it all the same, free, gratis. Was this bird fed on gutta-percha shavings, sister Nan?

Perhaps  or on violin strings, Im not sure which, replied Mrs Wright blandly.

Well, continued the captain, you youngsters will go off, I see, right or wrong, and youll get half-drowned in the sea, roasted in the East, smothered in the desert, eaten alive by cannibals, used-up by the plague, poisoned by serpents, and tee-totally ruined altogether. Then youll come home with the skin of your teeth on  nothing more.

I sincerely hope it will be summer at the time, said Sam, laughing; but we are grateful to you for prophesying that we shall return, even though in such light clothing.

Thats whatll happen, continued the captain, regarding the other drumstick with some hesitation; you may take the word of an old salt for it. Ive lived in the good old times, lads, and I know that all these new-fangled notions are goin to burst up  and thats whatll come of it.

Whether that was what came of it remains to be seen.




Chapter Twelve.

A Great Dynamo-Electric Sea-Fight.

A few weeks after the utterance of Captain Riks famous prophecy, Robin, Sam, Stumps, and Slagg found themselves on board of a large submarine cable steam-ship, named the Triton, ploughing the billows of the Southern Ocean.

A few weeks later and they were drawing near to that great concourse of islands known as the Malay Archipelago, where nature is exceptionally beautiful, but man is rather vile. At all events, that region of the ocean lying to the south of China has been long infamous for the number and ferocity of its pirates, who, among the numerous islands, with their various channels, creeks, and rivers, have found a suitable field for their bloody and remorseless game.

Dyou know, I dont believe in pirates? said Robin to Sam, as they stood at the bow of the cable-ship, conversing about these sea-robbers.

They believe in you nevertheless, as youd find out to your cost if we came across one just now.

The voice that replied was not Sams, but that of the captain, who had come forward to get a clearer sweep of the horizon ahead with his glass.

Do you think it likely, sir, that we may meet with any of the rascals? asked Sam.

Not at all unlikely, replied the captain, fixing his glass and putting it to his eye, though I dont think it likely that we shall be attacked, as we are large and dont look like a richly freighted merchant-man. However, there is no saying. These scoundrels fear nothing, and when hard up will attack anything but a man-of-war, I half suspect that I am looking at one of them now.

This latter announcement, calmly uttered, threw all who heard it into quite a flutter of excitement.

The captain was a big, dark-skinned, bearded man, with a quiet, half-humorous, half-sarcastic expression of countenance.

Do you really think it is a pirate? asked Robin, eagerly.

I really do, replied the captain, and I fear we may have to run out of our course to avoid her. You see, I am a man of peace, and abhor bloodshed, therefore I wont fight if I can help it.

Saying this he gave orders to have the course of the steamer changed.

Just then there occurred one of those contretemps which dont often happen, but which, when they do, are often prolific of disaster; an important part of the machinery broke down, and the engine, for the moment, was rendered useless. It was most unfortunate, for the suspicious craft lay to windward, and a light breeze was blowing carried it steadily towards them, although all the sail the steamer possessed was crowded on her.

Come aft here, Mr Shipton, and tell your chief to come with you. I want to hold a council of war, said the captain.

Summoning the first mate and chief engineer, as well as the electricians, the captain went to the after part of the quarter-deck, where, seated on the taffrail, he deliberated with the extemporised council measures for repelling an expected attack.

What these deliberations tended to, those not of the council could not tell, but from the energy of the members, and an occasional burst of laughter from the group, it was obvious, as Jim Slagg remarked, that mischief o some sort was in the wind.

Presently the council broke up, and the members went actively below, as men do who have a purpose to carry out promptly.

Meanwhile the pirate vessel came within range and fired a shot which missed them. The fire was not repeated. Evidently they meant to get within easy range before trying another shot.

In a few minutes the electricians came on deck with several large coils of copper wire, which they uncoiled and distributed mysteriously about the sides of the vessel. At the same time several lengths of leathern pump hose were laid along the deck, and fire-branches or nozzles attached to them.

Run out our stern-guns now, said the captain, with a grim smile, and give it em hot. It wont do to seem to give in too easy. Run up the Union Jack. Dont take aim. I want more noise and smoke than mischief  dye understand?

The officer to whom this was addressed, said, Ay, ay, sir, in the usual tone of ready obedience, adding, however, in an undertoned growl, but I dont understand, for all that!

He obeyed the orders literally, being well disciplined, and the result was a sudden and most furious cannonade, for the pirate replied with vigour, using all the guns he could bring to bear; but no damage was done on either side for some time, until at last a ball from the enemy went crash through the smoke funnel of the Triton with a most sonorous bang!

Thatll do now, cried the captain, cease firing and haul down the colours.

If the captain had said, Cut away the rudder and heave the boilers overboard, he could scarcely have caused more surprise in his crew, who, by his orders, had assembled on deck, every man being armed with musket, cutlass, and revolver. His orders were strictly and promptly obeyed, however.

By this time the light breeze had fallen and a dead calm prevailed, so that the sails of the pirate flapped idly against her masts, and her crew were seen busily lowering her boats.

We could have soon got out of her way if our engines had not broke down, growled the captain, as he went toward the front of the quarter-deck and looked down on the armed men in the waist. My lads, he said, the blackguards are Malay pirates. They are lowering their boats, and will be alongside in less than half an hour. I dont need to tell you what youll have to expect if they take us. We must beat em off or die; for its better to die sword in hand than to be tortured or strangled. Those of you, however, who prefer the latter modes of going under may show the white feather and enjoy yourselves in your own way. Now, lads, you know me. I expect obedience to orders to the letter. I hate fighting and bloodshed  so dont kill unless you cant help it. Also, take care that you dont touch these copper wires on the sides with either finger or foot. If you do youll repent it, for electricians dont like their gear handled.

Turning abruptly round, for the oars of the approaching boats could now be distinctly heard, the captain asked Sam if his batteries were well charged.

Chock-full, sir, replied Sam with a broad grin; theres not a bit of iron all round the ship that a man could lay hold of without receiving his due!

Good, said the captain, turning to the chief engineer; are the hose attached and the boilers hot?

Bubblin up fit to burst, sir. Ive weighted the safety-valves to give it force?

Without another word the captain stepped to the port gangway, and took off his hat to the advancing pirates. The pirate captain, not to be outdone in civility, took off his fez and bowed as the boat ranged alongside. The captain carefully held out one of the man-ropes to his enemy. He grasped it and seized the other.

An instantaneous yell of the most appalling nature issued from his mouth, and never before, since ship-building began, were a couple of man-ropes thrown off with greater violence! The pirate captain fell back into his boat, and the captain of the steamer stepped promptly back to avoid the storm of bullets that were let fly at his devoted head. At the starboard gangway the chief mate performed the same ceremony to another boat with a like result.

The pirates were amazed and enraged, but not cowed. With a wild cheer they made a simultaneous dash at the ships sides all round. With a wilder yell they fell back into their boats,  shocked beyond expression! A few of them, however, chanced to lay hold of ropes or parts of the vessel that were not electrified. These gained the bulwarks.

Shove in some more acid, said the chief electrician in suppressed excitement to Sam Shipton, who stood beside the batteries below.

Stir up the fires, lads, cried the chief engineer to his men at the boilers beneath, as he stood holding a fire-nozzle ready.

Intensified yells all round told that chemical action had not been applied in vain, while the pirates who had gained the bulwarks were met with streams of boiling water in their faces. Heroes may and do face shot and shell coolly without flinching, but no hero ever faced boiling water coolly. The pirates turned simultaneously and received the streams in rear. Light cotton is but a poor defence in such circumstances. They sloped over the sides like eels, and sought refuge in the sea. Blazing with discomfiture and amazement, but not yet dismayed, these ferocious creatures tried the assault a second time. Their fury became greater, so did the numbers that gained a footing on the bulwarks, but not one reached the deck! The battery and the boiler played a part that day which it had never before entered into the brain of the wildest scientist to conceive. The hissing of the hot shower and the vigour of the cold shock were only equalled by the unearthly yelling of the foe, whose miraculous bounds and plunges formed a scene that is altogether indescribable.

The crew of the steamer stood spell-bound, unable to fight even if there had been occasion for so doing. The dark-skinned captain became Indian-red in the face from suppressed laughter.

Suddenly a tremor ran through the steamer, as if she too were unable to restrain her feelings. During the fight  if we may so call it  the engineers had been toiling might and main in the buried depths of their engine-room; the broken parts of the engine had been repaired or refitted, and a throb of life had returned to the machinery. In its first revolution the screw touched the stern of a pirate-boat and turned it upside down. Another boat at the bow was run over. The crews of both swam away like ducks, with their long knives between their teeth. The other boats hauled off.

Now, captain, cried Robin Wright, who, during the whole time, had stood as if transfixed, with a cutlass in one hand, a pistol in the other, and his mouth, not to mention his eyes, wide open; Now, captain, we shall get away without shedding a drop of blood!

Yes, replied the captain, but not without inflicting punishment. Port your helm  hard a port!

Port it is, sir  hard over, replied the man at the wheel, and away went the steamer with a grand circular sweep which speedily brought her, bow-on, close to the pirate vessel.

Steady  so! said the captain, at the same time signalling full steam to the engine-room.

The space between the two vessels quickly decreased. The part of the pirate crew which had been left on board saw and understood. With a howl of consternation, every man sprang into the sea. Next moment their vessel was cut almost in two and sent fathoms down into the deep, whence it rose a limp and miserable remnant, flattened out upon the waves.

Now, observed the captain, with a pleasant nod, well leave them to get home the best way they can. A boat voyage in such fine weather in these latitudes will do them good.

Saying which, he resumed his course, and steamed away into the regions of the far East.




Chapter Thirteen.

Tells of a Sudden and Unlooked-for Event.

How often it has been said, Good for man that he does not know what lies before him. If he did we fear he would face his duty with very different feelings from those which usually animate him. Certain it is that if Robin Wright and Sam Shipton had known what was before them  when they stood one breezy afternoon on the ships deck, casting glances of admiration up at the mountain waves of the southern seas, or taking birds-eye views of the valleys between them  their eyes would not have glistened with such flashes of delight, for the fair prospects they dreamed of were not destined to be realised.

What these prospects were was made plain by their conversation.

Wont it be a splendid opportunity, Sam, to become acquainted with all the outs and ins of telegraphy, this laying of lines from island to island in the China Seas?

It will, indeed, Robin,  a sort of compound or alternating land-and-submarine line. At one time we shall be using palm-trees for posts and carrying wires through the habitations of parrots and monkeys, at another we shall be laying them down among the sharks and coral groves.

By the way, said Robin, is it true that monkeys may prove to be more troublesome to us in these regions than sparrows and crows are at home?

Of course it is, my boy. Have you never heard that on some of our Indian lines, baboons, vultures, and other heavy creatures have sometimes almost broken down the telegraphs by taking exercise and roosting on the wires?

Indeed, I hope it wont be so with us. At all events, sharks wont be much tempted, I should fancy, by submarine cables.

Theres no saying, Robin. They are not particular when hungry. By the way, I saw you talking with unusual earnestness this morning to Jim Slagg; what was the matter with him?

Poor fellow! youd scarcely believe it, to look at him, replied Robin, but the lad is actually home-sick.

Home-sick! Why, hows that? If we were only a few days out from port, or even a week or two, I could understand it, but seeing that we are now drawing near to the China Seas, I should have thought

Oh, thats easily explained, interrupted Robin. This is his mothers birthday, it seems, a day that has always been kept with much rejoicing, he tells me, by his family, and it has brought back home and home-life with unusual force to him. With all his rough off-handedness, Slagg is a tender-hearted, affectionate fellow. Somehow he has taken it into his head that this voyage will be disastrous, and that he will never see his mother again. I had great difficulty in showing him the unreasonableness of such a belief.

No doubt you had. It is unreasonable beliefs that people usually hold with greatest tenacity, replied Sam, with a touch of sarcasm. But tell me, have he and Stumps never once quarrelled since leaving England?

Never.

Im amazed  they are so unlike in every way.

You would not be surprised if you knew them as I do, returned Robin. Ever since Slagg gave him that thrashing on board the Great Eastern in 1865, Stumps has been a changed man. It saved him from himself, and he has taken such a liking to Slagg that nothing will part them. It was that made me plead so hard for Stumps to be taken with us, because I felt sure Slagg would not go without him, and although we might easily have done without Stumps, we could not have got on so well without Slagg.

Im not so sure of that, my boy. Your opinion of him is too high, though I admit him to be a first-rate youth. Indeed, if it were not so, he should not be here.  Was that a sharks fin alongside?

Yes, I think so. Cook has been throwing scraps overboard, I suppose.  See, there goes an empty meat-tin.

As he spoke the article named rose into the air, and fell with a splash in the water. At the same time Jim Slagg was seen to clamber on the bulwarks and look over.

Come here  look alive, Stumps! he shouted.

Stumps, whose proper name, it is but fair to state, was John Shanks, clambered clumsily to his friends side just in time to see a shark open its horrid jaws and swallow the meat-tin.

Well now, I never! exclaimed Slagg. He didnt even smell it to see if it was to his taste.

Praps hes swallowed so many before, suggested Stumps, that he takes for granted its all right.

Well its ony flavour; and he has caught a Tartar this time, returned the other, unless, maybe, tin acts like pie-crust does on human vitals.

The low deep voice of the captain was heard at this moment ordering a reef to be taken in the top-sails, and then it began to strike Robin and Sam that the breeze was freshening into something like a gale, and that there were some ominous-looking clouds rising on the windward horizon. Gazing at this cloud-bank for a few minutes, the captain turned and ordered the top-sails to be close-reefed, and most of the other sails either furled or reduced to their smallest size.

He was in good time, and the vessel was ready for the gale, when it rushed down on them hissing like a storm-fiend.

The good ship bent before the blast like a willow, but rose again, and, under the influence of able seamanship, went bravely on her course, spurning the billows from her swelling bows.

What a thing it is to know that there is a good hand at the helm in times of danger! remarked Sam as he and our hero stood under the shelter of the starboard bulwarks, holding on with both hands to the rigging, while the rushing waves tossed them on high or let them drop in the troughs of the seas; I should feel safe with our captain in any circumstances.

So should I, said Robin with enthusiasm, his eyes glistening with delight as he gazed on the angry ocean.

There was no thought of danger in the mind of any one at that moment. A good ship, ably commanded, well manned, and with plenty of sea-room,  what more could be desired? Nevertheless, deadly peril was close at hand.

That marvellous little creature  which, in the southern seas, builds its little cell, works its little day and dies, leaving to succeeding generations of its kind to build their little cells and die, each using its predecessors mansion as a foundation for its own, until pile on pile forms a mass, and mass on mass makes a mountain  the coral insect, had reared one of its submarine edifices just where the cable-ship Triton had to pass that day. For ages man had traversed that sea without passing exactly over that mountain, and even if he had, it would not have mattered, for the mountain had been always many fathoms below the surface. But now the decree had gone forth. The conjunction of events predestined had come about. The distance between the mountain summit and the ocean surface had been reduced to feet. The Triton rose on the top of a mighty billow as she reached the fated spot. The coral peak rose near the bottom of the water-hollow beyond, and down on it the doomed ship went with an awful crash!

Her speed was checked only an instant, for the top of the rock was knocked off by the force of the blow, and the ship passed swiftly on, but there could be no mistaking the significance of that shock. An involuntary shout of alarm from some,  a gasp, halt of surprise, half of horror, from others,  then a rush of active effort when the captain gave orders to man the pumps.

There was urgent need for haste. The mass of coral rock had stuck in the hole it had made, else had they gone down in a few minutes. As it was, the water rushed in furiously, so much so that the captain detailed a party of men to construct a raft, while the rest relieved each other at the pumps. No doubt he was partly urged to this course by the consideration that a vessel weighted with telegraph-cables and other heavy material connected therewith could not float long in a leaky condition.

Keep close to me, Robin; we must sink or swim together.

It was Sam who spoke. He was very pale, but his firmly-compressed lips showed no sign of unmanly fear. Robin, on the contrary, taken by surprise, and too inexperienced to correctly estimate sudden danger, was flushed with the feeling that now was the time to do and dare whatever should be required of him! They went to the pumps together, where Stumps and Slagg were already at work with many others.

It is surprising how fast and hard men will toil when life depends on the result. There was a cat-like activity about the carpenter and his mates as they cut, sawed, lashed, and bolted together the various spars and planks which formed the raft. In a marvellously short space of time it was ready and launched over the side, and towed astern by the strongest cable on board, for the danger of parting from it in such weather was very great. Knowing this they had lashed some casks of pork and other provisions to it before launching.

Still they laboured with unflagging resolution at the pumps, for many of those on board were picked men, whose sense of honour urged them to strive to the uttermost to save the ship, for it was no ordinary merchant-man, freighted with an ordinary cargo, which could easily be replaced as well as insured, but a vessel freighted with those magic wires which couple continents and unite humanity, whose loss might delay, though it could not ultimately arrest, the benign and rapid intercourse of man with man in all parts of the globe.

Keep your eye on Sam and me, whispered Robin to Jim Slagg, finding himself alongside that worthy during a spell of rest. Let us keep together, whatever happens.

Robin did not quite believe that anything serious was going to happen. Some spirits find it as difficult to believe in impending disaster as others find it to believe in continued safety. It seemed so impossible to Robin, in his inexperience, that the strong and still buoyant vessel which had borne them so long and bravely should sink! Nevertheless, like the rest, he laboured with a will.

Slagg took the opportunity to give a similar caution to his friend Stumps.

Shes sinking, sir, said the carpenter, who had been sounding the well, to the captain, about an hour later.

I know it; stand by to have the raft hauled alongside. Knock off now, lads, theres no use in pumping any more.

The men ceased, with a deep sigh, and by that act the death-warrant of the cable-ship was signed.

During the next quarter of an hour the crew were busy slipping down the cable that held the raft. A few ran below to fetch small articles that they valued, but by that time the vessel was so low in the water, that there was little time to spare, and the captain began to urge haste.

Now then, lads, over the side with you, he said, chancing to look at Sam Shipton as he spoke!

That spirit of heroism which induces men to resolve to be the last to quit a sinking ship, came over Sam just then, and he shrank back. He and his chief were in charge of the telegraph apparatus. It would be disgraceful to quit until all on board had left. He laid his hand on the strong cable that held the raft and said, Ill stay to the last, sir, and cast off the rope, if youll allow me.

We dont cast off ropes in such circumstances, replied the captain; we cut em.

Sam was silenced, but not the less resolved to hold to his point, if possible. He still held back, while the captain, being busy with the others, some of whom were rather too eager to go, paid no further attention to him. Robin, Slagg, and Stumps, recognising Sam as their leader, fell behind him and kept close.

At last all were on the raft except the captain and the four friends.

Now, then, come along, said the former, somewhat impatiently.

After you, sir, said Sam, with a polite bow.

Overboard, sir! shouted the captain, in a voice that would brook no denial, and Sam at once stepped on the bulwark, for he was not naturally rebellious.

Just as he spoke the rope broke, and the raft fell astern.

Jump! jump! its your only chance, cried the captain, at the same moment springing into the sea.

Sam was on the point of following, when an exclamation from Slagg checked him. Looking quickly back, he saw that Robin was not there.

Our hero, while modestly standing behind his comrades, had suddenly remembered that the small bible given him by his mother was lying on the shelf at the side of his berth. He would have lost anything rather than that. There was yet time to fetch it, so, without a word, he turned and sprang below, supposing that he had ample time.

Robin! Robin! shouted Sam and Slagg together, at the top of their voices.

Coming! coming! reached them faintly from below, but Robin did not come. The hasty summons induced him to leap over a chest in returning. He struck his head violently against a beam, and fell back stunned.

With another wild shout his friends rushed down the companion-hatch to hasten his movements by force. They found him almost insensible. Lifting him quickly, they carried, him on deck, and bore him to the stern of the vessel.

Robin! Robin! cried Sam, in an agony of impatience  for the raft was by that time far astern, besides which the shades of evening were beginning to descend do try to rally. We must swim. Were almost too late. Can you do it?

Yes, yes, I can swim like a duck, cried Robin, rising and staggering towards the bulwarks.

But I cant swim at all! cried Stumps in a voice of horror.

Sam stopped as if suddenly paralysed. Then, laying hold of Robin, held him back. He felt, as he looked at the dark heaving sea and the now distant raft, that it was not possible for him and Slagg to save both their injured and their helpless comrade.

Too late! he said in a voice of despair, as he sat down and for a moment covered his face with his hands. Slagg looked at him with a bewildered rather than a despairing expression.

So, well have to sink together since we cant swim together, he said at last, with a touch of reckless vexation, as he gazed at the naturally stupid and by that time imbecile face of his friend Stumps.

Come, only cowards give way to despair, cried Sam, starting up. We have one chance yet, God be praised, but lets work with a will, boys, for the time is short.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Raft.

Sam Shiptons one chance did not seem a bright one, but, with characteristic energy, he proceeded to avail himself of it at once.

When the raft was launched over the side, as described, the carpenters had embarked upon it with the rest of the ships crew, dropping their tools on the deck beside the mass of unused material of ropes, spars, planks, etcetera, as they left. Four of the spars were pretty equal in length. Sam selected them hastily and laid them on the deck in the form of a square, or oblong frame. Then he seized an axe.

Unravel some of the ropes, Robin, he cried. You two select some planks as near ten feet long as possible. Quick  ask no questions, but do what I tell you.

Sam Shipton was one of those who hold the opinion that every man born into the world, whether gentle or simple, should learn a trade. He had acted on his belief and taught himself that of a carpenter, so that he wielded the axe with skill, and gave his orders with the precision of one who knows what he is about. His comrades, although not trained to any special trade, were active handy fellows, with the exception, indeed, of John Shanks, whose fingers were usually described as thumbs, and whose general movements were clumsy; but Stumps had a redeeming quality to set against defects  he was willing.

With a few powerful well-directed blows, Sam cut four deep notches into the two longest of the selected spars, near their ends, at equal distances from each other. Into these he laid the ends of the two shorter spars, thus forming a frame-work.

Twelve feet by ten, not a bad raft, he muttered, as if to himself, while he snatched a rope from the bundle of those disentangled by Robin. Take a rope of same size, you two, and lash the opposite corners as you see me doing. Stumps will go on selecting the planks.

Sam jerked out his words with as much rapidity and force as he applied to the labour of his hands. There was something quite tremendous in his energy, and little wonder  for, as he glanced now and then along the deck he saw that the ship was rapidly settling down to her final dive, and that the closing scene would be sudden.

Powerfully impressed by his example, the others worked in total silence and with all their might, for Sams conduct, far more than the appearance of things, convinced them of their danger.

The planks now, Stumps! Drive in as many of these clamps as you can find, Slagg  so, (he set the example) weve no time to bore holes for bolts. A plank now; thats it! Hand some nails  no, the biggest nails and the big hammer. Mind your fingers!

Down came the heavy hammer on a four-inch nail, which went half through the thick plank. Two more such blows and the iron head was buried in the wood. Six planks sufficed to cover the frame. They were laid lengthwise with nails just sufficient to hold them. A piece of thick rope passed four times round the entire fabric still further secured them in position.

Tie a lot of these nails in a bit of sail-cloth, Slagg, and fix em to the raft  to one of the spars, not the planks. Do the same with a saw, hammer, axe, and cask of biscuit,  water, too; dont forget water. Make a belt of a bit of rope, Robin, and stick that small axe in it. Have it handy.

While he spoke Sam did not look up, but gave all his attention to the tightening, with a hand-spike, of the knot on the thick rope that bound the raft together; for we may as well inform those who dont know it, that the tying of a knot on a cable is not managed in the same way or with the same ease that a similar operation is performed on a piece of twine.

But how shall we lift it over the side? asked Stumps, becoming suddenly alive to a difficulty.

Help me to haul on this rope and you shall see, said Sam.

He ran to the side, lifted a coil of rope off its belaying-pin, threw it on the deck, cut the rope clear, and hauled it to the raft, to one end of which he made it fast.

It was the strong rope, by means of which one of the mizzen yards was braced, and was rove through a block attached to the outward end of the yard.

Hoist away now  with a will!

Hold on, cried Slagg, stuffing a mass of sail-cloth violently, by means of a hand-spike, underneath the binding rope of the raft.

There now  yo ho! heave ho-o!

Up went the end of the little ark of safety, and when one end was raised very little force was required to push it over.

Hold on! hold on! hold ooon! yelled Stumps, straining to prevent the raft from leaving the ship.

No, no.  Let go! let go! let go-o-o! roared Sam.

Stumps did let go and almost fell from the combined effect of his efforts and despair, as the raft swung off, splashed into the sea far out of reach, and hung half suspended from the yard-arm.

Its all up with us, gasped Stumps.

Not yet, but it will be all up with us in two minutes, returned Sam, unable to repress a smile even at that moment.

What dye mean? said Stumps in amazement. How can we ever git at it now?

Why, stoopid, said Slagg, dont you see that weve only to go up the mast, out on the yard-arm, and slip down the rope.

While he was speaking, Robin, by Sams orders, was performing the feat referred to.

Look sharp! he cried, turning to the others.

A heavy lurch of the ship caused their breasts to leap almost as fast as their bodies, for they were all more or less aware of the danger of the ship sinking before they could get clear of her. The darkness, too, was, as we have said, increasing by that time, though it was still light enough to enable them to see what they were about.

In a few minutes they all had gained the end of the yard-arm, slipped down the rope, and got upon the raft, but it was difficult to hold on, because at each heave of the ship, the fore-end of the raft was raised quite out of the sea, and then let fall with considerable violence. As soon as Sam reached it, he bade Robin cut adrift with his axe, so great was the heave; but at the moment the raft hung almost perpendicularly in the air, and Robin could do nothing but cling to the rope that bound it. Next instant it again fell flat on the sea.

Now  cut! cried Sam.

The rope was severed with one blow; almost at the same instant the stern of the Triton flew up with a degree of violence that no wave could account for. It was her last fling. Instantly after she went down head foremost. The masts, by good fortune, leaned away from the raft at the time, else they would have been struck by the yards, or involved in the rigging. As it was they did not escape. The vast whirlpool caused by the sinking ship drew them in with irresistible power. For one moment the horrified youths saw a dark green vortex towards which they rushed. Another moment, and they beheld a green funnel whirling round them as they sank into midnight darkness, while an ocean of roaring water filled their ears.

Who shall attempt to describe, the feelings or sensations of that moment! The one absorbing idea of self-preservation was of course dominant, coupled with an intolerable feeling that the upper air could never be regained.

It was reached, however, by all of them. First by Sam Shipton, who shot waist-high above the sea with a loud gasp, and struck out wildly. Then, recovering presence of mind, he swam more gently, and looked eagerly round. He was immediately followed by Robin and Slagg. Last of all by Stumps, who came up legs foremost, and, on turning other end up, saluted them with a roar that would not have shamed a monster of the deep. But the roar was cut short by a gurgle, as, in his frantic struggles, he sank himself again.

Observing this, and seeing that the others were comparatively self-possessed, Sam made towards his drowning comrade. The poor fellow, catching sight of him as he came near, made a clutch at him, but Sam was well aware of the danger of being grasped by a drowning man. He swerved aside, and Stumps sank with a gurgle of despair. Twice again did he rise and sink. Once more he rose. With a rapid stroke Sam swam behind him and caught him under the armpits. Violently did the poor fellow strive to turn round and clasp his preserver, but Sam, treading water, held him easily at arms-length with his head just above the surface. As long as he struggled nothing more could be done for him; Sam therefore put his mouth as near to his ear as possible and shouted:  

Stop struggling!  else Ill let you go!

It was probably as much the tone of Sams voice as the sense of these words that calmed Stumps. At all events he instantly lay, or rather hung, perfectly limp and still.

Now, continued Sam, you are quite safe if you do what I tell you. If you dont youre a dead man! Dyou understand?

Yes, gasped Stumps.

Let your hands and arms lie flat on the water! Dont try to raise your head farther than I let you! Keep your feet still! Let yourself hang helpless while I hold you and look round for the raft.

It was obvious that Stumps had regained self-command, for as each of these orders was shouted in his ear, in the tones of a sergeant-major, he obeyed with eager, almost ludicrous, promptitude.

The raft is here, close at hand, said a voice close to Sams ear.

It was Robin who had discovered him at that moment.

Is Slagg safe? asked Sam.

Here he is, all right, said the worthy referred to, puffing and choking as he swam up.

Keep off  dont get in front of him, said Sam, in a warning voice. He maynt have recovered self-restraint enough yet to refrain from grasping you. Guide me to the raft, Robin, while I swim on my back, and see that you dont let it hit me on the head when I come close. You and Slagg help each other on, and then help me with Stumps.

Nothing could have calmed Stumps more than the cool, firm way in which these orders were given, so that he allowed himself to lie like a log while his deliverer drew him gently backwards until the back of his head rested on his bosom. Sam then struck out gently with his legs; Robin turned him with a push in the right direction, and thus, swimming on his back, he reached the raft. Slagg and Robin having already helped each other upon it, grasped his hair. At once he freed one hand and caught the rope that bound the raft. Stumps naturally slewed round, so that his mouth and nose went for a moment under water. Fancying that he was forsaken, he caught Sam round the neck, drew himself up, and gave a terrific yell.

Ha! you may choke me now, if you can, muttered Sam, as he grasped the rope with both hands, only, the longer you hold on to me the longer you will be of getting out of the water.

The terrified lad still retained sufficient sense to appreciate the force of the remark. Looking up as well as he could through his dishevelled hair, he held out one hand to Slagg, who grasped it firmly. Releasing Sam, with some hesitation he made a convulsive grasp at Robin with the other hand. Robin met him half-way. A loud heave ho! and a mighty pull brought him out of the sea, and sent him with a squash on the boards of the raft, where he lay gripping the ropes with his hands as with a vice.

Before his rescuers could turn to aid Sam, he stood panting beside them.

Thank God, said Sam, for this deliverance!

Amen! was the earnest and prompt response from the others.

Yet it seemed but a temporary deliverance, for when these castaways looked around them, they saw nothing but a heaving ocean and a darkening sky, with the tiny raft as the only visible solid speck in all the watery waste. Compared, however, with the extremity of danger though which they had just passed, the little platform on which they stood seemed to them an ample refuge  so greatly do circumstances alter our estimate of facts!

But they had not time to think much, as may be easily understood, for a great deal still remained to be done. Their little ark was by no means secure. We have said that only enough of nails had been driven into it to hold the planks to the frame-work, but not to withstand rough treatment. Indeed, during the plunge two of the planks had been torn off, but the binding rope held them to their places, as Sam had foreseen.

Very little daylight now remained, so that not a moment was to be lost.

No sign of the big raft, said Sam, stooping to unfasten the hammer and packet of nails, after taking one quick, anxious glance round the horizon.

But it may be not far-off after all, said Slagg, kneeling down to aid his comrade, while Stumps, by that time recovered, assisted Robin to tighten the ropes that held the pork-barrel. With such poor light it ud be hard to make out a flat thing like that a-kickin in the hollows of the seas.

But you forget, returned Sam, that it must be a-kickin on the top o the sea as well as in the hollows. Another nail  thanks. However, I dont expect to see it again.

Well, now, I expects to see it in the mornin not far-off, said Slagg. Is the water-cask fast, Robin?

All right  and the pork too.

And the sail. Just give it an extra shove under the ropes, Robin. Wed be badly off if we lost it.

I dont see what good a sail can do us, said Stumps, who had now quite recovered.

Not as a sail, Stumpy, replied Slagg, whose spirit soon recovered elasticity, though even in that way it may help us, but as a blanket we shall appreciate it before long.

Slagg was right. After the planking had been secured and the rope refastened, those unfortunates found themselves in an unenviable position. The gale had indeed abated somewhat, though the heaving of the great waves was little less tremendous, but the night had settled down into a state of pitchy darkness, so that they could barely see each others faces, while the seas continually washed over them, obliging them to hold on to the ropes for fear of being washed away.

In such circumstances sleep was out of the question, yet they stood sorely in need of rest.

Now well see whats to be done wi the sail, said Slagg, after they had been seated some time doing nothing. Sleep I want, an sleep Ill have, so lend a hand, boys.

He drew out the sail with some trouble, so well had it been stuffed in, and bade the others hold and prevent it from flapping while he fastened the corners down. He did not arrange it like a tent, but spread it as flat as possible, doubling the superfluous edges inward, so that it presented little or no obstruction to the free passage of wind or water over them.

This done, they all crept underneath, and found it to be a much snugger den than they had expected, for the two casks prevented their heads from being pressed down when a few tons of water rolled over them  as occasionally happened.

Still they did not dare to sleep until each had fastened a rope round his waist and bound himself to the flooring. Having done so, each laid himself alongside of a turn of the binding-cable, and, embracing that affectionately with both arms, laid his head on the planks and shut his eyes.

Many and varied are the conditions under which healthy members of the human family seek and find repose, but we venture to think that few conditions have ever been found which were more unfavourable to sleep than that which has just been described.

Nevertheless, they were met promptly by slumber most profound, as they lay wet and weary on the little raft that disastrous night, on the dark and surging breast of the Southern Sea.




Chapter Fifteen.

Life on the Raft.

To awake all at sea  in other words, ignorant of ones locality  is a rather common experience, but to awaken both at and in the sea, in a similar state of oblivion, is not so common.

It was the fortune of Robin Wright to do so on the first morning after the day of the wreck.

At first, when he opened his eyes, he fancied, from the sound of water in his ears, that it must have come on to rain very heavily, but, being regardless of rain, he tried to fall asleep again. Then he felt as if there must be a leak in his berth somewhere, he was so wet; but, being sleepy, he shut his eyes, and tried to shut his senses against moisture. Not succeeding, he resolved to turn on his other side, but experienced a strange resistance to that effort. Waxing testy, he wrenched himself round, and in so doing kicked out somewhat impatiently. This, of course, woke him up to the real state of the case. It also awoke Slagg, who received the kick on his shins. He, delivering a cry of pain straight into Sam Shiptons ear, caused that youth to fling out his fist, which fell on Stumpss nose, and thus in rapid succession were the sleepers roused effectually to a full sense of their condition.

Its cold, remarked Stumps, with chattering teeth.

You should be thankful that youre alive to feel the cold, you ungrateful creetur, said Slagg.

I am thankful, Jim, returned the other humbly, as he sought to undo the rope that held him fast; but you know a feller can scarcely express thanks or  or  otherwise half asleep, an his teeth goin like a pair o nut-crackers.

The wind is evidently down, remarked Sam, who had already undone his lashings. Here, Robin, help me to untie this corner of the sail. I had no idea that sleeping with ones side in a pool of water would make one so cold and stiff.

If it had bin a pool, Mr Shipton, said Slagg, it wouldnt have made you cold; cause why? youd have made it warm. But it was the sea washin out and in fresh that kep the temperater low  dee see?

What a cargo o rheumatiz weve been a-layin in this night for old age, said Stumps ruefully, as he rubbed his left shoulder.

Throwing off the sail, Sam stood up and looked round, while an exclamation of surprise and pleasure broke from him. The contrast between the night and morning was more than usually striking. Not only had darkness vanished and the wind gone down, but there was a dead calm which had changed the sea into a sheet of undulating glass, and the sun had just risen, flooding the sky with rosy light, and tipping the summit of each swell with gleaming gold. The gentle, noiseless heaving of the long swell, so far from breaking the rest of nature, rather deepened it by suggesting the soft breathings of slumber. There were a few gulls floating each on its own image, as if asleep, and one great albatross soared slowly in the bright sky, as if acting the part of sentinel over the resting sea.

How glorious! exclaimed Robin, as, with flashing eyes, he gazed round the scarce perceptible horizon.

How hard to believe, said Sam, in a low voice, that we may have been brought here to die.

But surely you do not think our case so desperate? said Robin.

I hope it is not, but it may be so.

God forbid, responded Robin earnestly.

As he spoke his arm pressed the little bible which he had rescued from the wreck. Thrusting his hand into his bosom he drew it out.

Darling mother! he said, when she gave me this she told me to consult it daily, but especially in times of trouble or danger. Ill look into it now, Sam.

He opened the book, and, selecting the verse that first met his eye, read: In all their affliction he was afflicted, and the angel of his presence saved them; in his love and in his pity he redeemed them; and he bare them and carried them all the days of old.

Thats a grand word for us, isnt it?  from Isaiah, said Robin.

Well, what do you make of it? asked Sam, whose religious education had not been attended to as well as that of his friend.

That our God is full of love, and pity, and sympathy, so that we have nothing to fear, said Robin.

But surely you cant regard that as a message to us when you know that you turned to it by mere chance, said Sam.

I do regard it as a special message to us, returned Robin with decision.

And what if you had turned up an entirely unsuitable or inapplicable verse? said Sam.

Then I should have concluded that God had no special message for us just now, but left us to that general comfort and instruction contained throughout the whole word. When, however, special comfort is sought and found, it seems to me ungrateful to refuse it.

But I dont refuse it, Robin, returned Sam; I merely doubt whether it is sent to us or not.

Why, Sam, all the bible was sent to us for comfort and instruction.

True  true. I have not thought much on that subject, Robin, but Ill try to believe at present that you are right, for we stand much in need of strong hope at all events. Here we are, none of us knows how far from the nearest land, with little food and less water, on a thing that the first stiff breeze may knock to pieces, without shelter and without compass!

Without shelter and compass, Mr Shipton! said Jim Slagg, who had hitherto listened in silence to the conversation; why, what dye call this? (taking hold of the sail). Aint that shelter enough, and wont the sun guide us by day and the stars by night. It seems to me that you are too despondin, Mr Shipton.

Dont mister me any more, Slagg. It was all very well aboard ship where we had our relative positions, but now we are comrades in distress, and must be on an equal footing.

Very good, replied Slagg, looking round in his comrades faces, and raising his voice as if making a speech. Bein equal, as you say, I takes the liberty o callin a general meetin o this free and  if I may be allowed the expression  easy Republic. Moreover, I move myself into the chair and second the motion, which, nobody objectin, is carried unanimously. Gentlemen, the business of this here meetin is to appoint a commander to this here ship, an what could be more in accordance with the rule o three  not to mention the rules o four and common sense  than a Shipton takin command. Whos goin to make the first reslootion?

Entering into the spirit of the thing, Robin moved that Samuel Shipton be appointed to command the ship and the party, with the title of captain.

And without pay, suggested Slagg.

And I move, said Stumps, who was just beginning to understand the joke, though a little puzzled by the fact that it was done in earnest, I move that Robin Wright be first leftenant.

Brayvo, Stumps! cried Slagg, your intellec is growin. It ony remains to appoint you ships monkey and maid-of-all-work  specially dirty work  and, then, with a hearty vote o thanks to myself for my conduct in the chair, to vacate the same an dissolve the meetin.

These matters having been satisfactorily settled, the castaways proceeded to prepare breakfast, and while this was being done the recently appointed captain looked once more anxiously round in the hope of seeing the large raft with their late shipmates on it, but it was not to be seen. Neither raft, ship, nor any other sign of man wos visible on all the glittering sea.

Breakfast was not a tempting meal. The biscuits were, indeed, as good as ships biscuits ever are, and when moistened with sea water formed a comparatively pleasant as well as strengthening food; but the barrel of pork was raw; they had no means of cooking it, and had not yet experienced those pangs of hunger which induce men to luxuriate in anything that will allay the craving. They therefore breakfasted chiefly on biscuit, merely making an attempt, with wry faces, to swallow a little pork.

Observing this, Sam said, in a half-jocular manner:  

Now, my lads, it is quite clear to me that in taking command of this ship, my first duty is to point out the evils that will flow from unrestrained appetite for biscuit;  also to insist on the cultivation of a love for raw pork. You have no notion how good it is when fairly believed in. Anyhow youll have to try, for it wont do to eat up all the biscuit, and have to feed at last on pure pork.

I calls it impure pork, said Slagg; hows-ever, capting, youve ony to give the word and we obey. Praps the best wayll be to put us on allowance.

This suggestion was at once acted on, and a considerable part of that bright day was spent by Sam and Robin in calculating how much pork should go to a biscuit, so that they should diminish in an equal ratio, and how much of both it would be safe to allow to each man per diem, seeing that they might be many days, perhaps even weeks, at sea. While the officers were thus engaged, Slagg and his friend Stumps busied themselves in making a mast and yard out of one of the planks  split in two for the purpose  and fitting part of their sail to the same.

Evening found them with the work done, a small sail hoisted on the rude mast, the remaining part of the canvas fitted more securely as a covering, and the apportioned meal before them. But the sail hung idly from its yard and flapped gently to and fro as the little ark rose and sank on the swell, for the calm still prevailed and the gorgeous sunset, with its golden clouds and bright blue sky, was so faithfully reflected in the sea, that they seemed to be floating in the centre of a crystal ball which had been dipped in the rainbow.

When night descended, the scene was, if possible, still more impressive, for although the bright colours had vanished, the castaways still floated in the centre of a dark crystal universe, whose unutterable depths were radiant with stars of varied size and hue.

Long they sat and gazed in solemn admiration at the scene, talking in subdued tones of past, present, and future, until their eyes refused to do their office and the heavy lids began to droop. Then, reluctantly, they crept beneath the sail-cloth covering and lay down to rest.

The planks were hard, no doubt, but our castaways were hardy; besides, a few folds of the superfluous portions of the large sail helped to soften the planks here and there.

Now, boys, said Slagg, as he settled himself with a long-drawn sigh, the ony thing we wants to make us perfectly happy is a submarine telegraph cable tween this an England, to let us say good-night to our friend, ashore, an hope they wont be long in sending out to search for us.

It is sad to be obliged to record that, Slaggs companions being already asleep, this tremendous and original piece of pleasantry was literally cast upon the waters, where it probably made no impression whatever on the inhabitants of the slumbering sea.




Chapter Sixteen.

In which will be found more Surprises than one.

Events of the most singular description are often prefaced by incidents of the most commonplace character. Who is so inexperienced in the vicissitudes of life as not to know this!

Early in the morning that succeeded their second night on the raft, Robin Wright awoke with a very commonplace, indeed a vulgar, snore; we might almost call it a snort. Such as it was, however, it proved to be a most important link in the chain of events which it is our province to narrate.

To explain: It must be understood that John Shanks, or Stumps, among other eccentricities, practised sprawling in his sleep, spreading himself abroad in inconceivable attitudes, shooting out an arm here, or a leg there, to the alarm or indignation of bedfellows, insomuch that, when known, bedfellows refused to remain with him.

Aware of Stumpss propensity, Slagg had so arranged that his friend should lie at the stern of the raft with two strands of the binding-cable between him and Robin, who lay next to him. During the first part of the night, Stumps, either overcome by weariness or subdued by his friends discourses on the stellar world, behaved pretty well. Only once did he fling out and bestow an unmerited blow on the pork-barrel. But, about daybreak, he began to sprawl, gradually working his way to the extreme edge of the raft, where a piece of wood, nailed there on purpose, prevented him from rolling off altogether. It did not, however, prevent his tossing one of his long legs over the edge, which he accordingly did. The leg and foot were naked. He preferred to sleep so, even when bedless, having been brought up in shoe-and-stockingless society. With his foot dipping lightly in the wave, he prolonged his repose.

They were slipping quietly along at the time under the influence of a steady though gentle breeze, which had sprung up and filled their sail soon after they lay down to rest. An early shark, intent on picking up sea-worms, observed Stumpss foot, and licked his lips, no doubt. He sank immediately for much the same reason that little boys retire to take a race before a leap. Turning on his back, according to custom, he went at the foot like a submarine thunderbolt.

Now, it was at that precise moment that Robin Wright snored, as aforesaid. The snore awoke Stumps, who had another sprawl, and drew up his leg gently  oh, how gently compared with what he would have done had he known what you know, reader! Nevertheless, the action was in time, else would he have had, for the rest of his life, a better title than heretofore to his nickname. As it was, the nose and lips of the slimy monster struck the youths foot and slid up the side of his leg.

Hideous was the yell with which Stumps received the salute. Acrobatic was the tumble with which he rolled over his comrades, and dire was the alarm created in all their hearts as they bounced from under the respective corners of their covering, and stood up, aghast!

You twopenny turnip, said Slagg, why did you screech like

He stopped. There was no need to finish the question, for the fin of the disappointed shark, describing angry zig-zags in the water close by, furnished a sufficient answer.

He has only grazed me, said Stumps, feeling his leg anxiously.

Only grazed you! rather say crazed you, returned Sam, for a cry like that could only come from a madman. What were you doing?  washing your feet in the sea?

No, not exactly, replied Stumps, somewhat abashed, but one of my legs got over the end of the raft somehow, and was trailing in the water.

Hallo! I say, look there, Sam! said Robin, with sudden animation, pointing to the horizon straight ahead of them; is that the big raft or a ship?

Neither, Robin, replied Sam, after a prolonged and earnest gaze; it must be an island. What do you think, Slagg?

The incident of the shark was almost totally forgotten in the excitement caused by this new discovery. For some time Slagg and all the others gazed intently without uttering a word. Then Slagg looked round with a deep sigh.

Yes, its a island, he said; no doubt about that.

What a blessing! exclaimed Robin, with heartfelt emotion.

Well, that depends, said Sam, with a shake of the head. Islands in the China seas are not always places of refuge  at least for honest people.

By no means, added Slagg; Ive heard say that the pirates there are about the wust set o cut-throats goin  though I dont myself believe theres much difference atween one set and another.

The light wind which had carried the raft slowly over the sea, while they were asleep, now freshened into a stiff breeze, and tested the qualities of their craft, severely; but, with a little strengthening  an extra turn of a rope or an additional nail  here and there, it held pretty well together. At breakfast, which was served according to regulation, they discussed their situation.

You see, said Sam, this may turn out to be a small barren island, in which case we shall have to leave it and trust to falling in with some vessel; or it may be inhabited by savages or pirates, in which case we shall have to leave it from prudential motives, if they will allow us to do so. In any case, we wont begin by being extravagant with the provisions to-day.

As they drew near to the island, the probability of its being inhabited became greater, because, although solitary, and, according to Sams amateur calculations, far remote from other lands, it presented a bold and fertile aspect. It was not, indeed, large in circumference, but it rose to a considerable height, and was covered with rich vegetation, above which waved numerous groups of the cocoa-nut palm. A band of light yellow sand fringed the shore, on which the waves roiled in a still lighter fringe of foam, while two or three indentations seemed to indicate the existence of creeks or openings into the interior.

With eager gaze the castaways watched this island as they slowly approached it  the minuter beauties of rock and dell and leafy copse brightening into view as the sun mounted the clear blue sky.

What I have thought or dreamed of sometimes, when dear mother used to speak of heaven, murmured Robin, as if communing with himself.

Well, I have not thought much of heaven, said Sam, but I shouldnt wonder if its something like the paradise from which Adam and Eve were driven.

Theres no sign o natives as yet, said Slagg, who, regardless of these remarks, had been gazing at the island with eyes shaded by his hand.

Yes there is; yonder is one sitting on the rocks, said Stumps; dont you see him move?

Thats not a native, returned Slagg, its too long in the back for a human being. Its a big monkey  a gorilla, maybe. Did you ever hear tell of gorillas being in them regions?

I rather think not, said Sam; and to my mind it looks more like a rock than anything else.

A rock it proved to be, to the discomfiture of Slagg and Stumps; but the rock was not without interest, for it was soon seen that a rope was attached to it, and that the rope, stretching across the entrance to a creek, was lost in the foliage on the side opposite to the rock.

Why, I do believe, said Sam, suddenly, in an impressive whisper, that there is a vessel of some sort at the other end of that rope, behind the point, partly hid by the trees. Dont you see the top of her masts?

After long and earnest gazing, and much whispered conversation  though there was no occasion for caution at such a distance from the land  they came to the conclusion that a vessel lay concealed just within the mouth of the creek towards which the wind was driving them, and that, as they apparently had not been discovered by those who owned the vessel, their wisest course would be to land, if possible without attracting attention, somewhat farther along the coast.

But how is that to be done, asked Robin, as we have neither oar nor rudder?

Nothing easier, returned Slagg, seizing the axe and wrenching up the plank that had prevented Stumps from finding a watery grave, Ive ony got to cut a handle at one end, an weve got an oar at once.

In a few minutes the handy youth converted the piece of plank into a rude oar, with which he steered the raft, so that it gradually drew to the southward of the creek where the strange vessel lay, and finally took the land in another inlet not far distant.

It was evident, from the silence around, that no one was stirring in the vessel, and that their approach had not been perceived. Congratulating themselves on this piece of good fortune, they lowered their sail, drew the raft under the bushes, which in some parts of the inlet came close down to the sea, and then hurried stealthily through a palm-grove towards the vessel. They reached the margin of the grove in a few minutes, and there discovered that the stranger was apparently a Chinese craft, but whether a trading-vessel, or smuggler, or pirate, they had no means of knowing.

As they lay flat on their faces in the rank grass, peeping through the luxuriant undergrowth, they could see that two men paced the deck with musket on shoulder as if on guard, but no other human beings were visible.

Shall we go forward and trust them as honest traders? asked Sam in a whisper.

I think not, replied Slagg; if alls true that one hears, there is not much honesty afloat in them seas. My advice is to stay where we are and see what turns up.

What think you, Robin?

Robin was of opinion that they should trust the strangers and go forward. Stumps agreed with him, but Sam thought with Slagg. Their indecision, however, was cut short by a most startling occurrence.

While they were yet whispering together, the sound of voices was heard in the distance. Our castaways at once sank flatter into the grass, and became mute.

In a few minutes the voices drew gradually nearer, until they were quite close to the alarmed watchers. Suddenly, from among the bushes on the other side of an open space just in front of them, there issued a band of men, walking in single file. Their appearance might have aroused grave anxiety in the most unsuspecting breast, for, besides possessing faces in which the effects of dissipation and evil passions were plainly stamped, they were armed  as the saying is  to the teeth, with short swords, cavalry pistols, and carbines. They were dressed in varied Eastern costume, and appeared to be of Malay origin, though some bore closer resemblance to the Chinese.

The man who marched in advance  evidently the leader of the band  was unusually tall and powerful, with a remarkably stern, but not altogether forbidding, countenance.

Pirates! whispered Slagg.

Looks like them, but may be smugglers, replied Sam in the same cautious tone.

Even Robins unsuspecting and inexperienced nature would not permit him to believe that they were honest traders. Had any doubts on the subject lingered in their minds, these would have been effectually cleared away by the scenes which immediately followed.

While the pirates were still at some distance from the shore, sudden shouts and yells came from the vessel, which had, up to that time, been lying so peacefully at anchor, and it was at once clear that a furious hand-to-hand fight was taking place upon her deck.

It must be the poor slaves who have risen, whispered Sam.

The pirates had drawn their swords and pistols at the first sound of the fight, and rushed to the rescue. They well knew that, while they had been on shore, the unfortunate captives chained in the vessels hold had succeeded in freeing themselves, and were endeavouring to overcome the few men left to guard them.

Slaves captured at various times by the scoundrels who infest those seas, are sometimes made to work at the oars  which are much used during calm weather  until they die, or become so worn out as to be useless, when they are mercilessly thrown overboard. That the slaves referred to on this occasion, animated probably by despair, had effected their release, and plucked up heart to assault the armed guard, was a matter of some surprise to the pirates: not so, however, to our adventurers, when they saw, foremost among the mutineers, a man clad in the garb of a European sailor.

Thats the boy as has put em up to it, said Jim Slagg, in a suppressed but eager voice, theyd never have had the pluck to do it of themselves.

Wed better go an help em, said Stumps, whose usually stupid face was lighted up with excitement.

Right, lad, exclaimed Slagg, starting up; but Sam laid his hand firmly on his arm.

Too late, he said; dont you see that the guard have prevailed. Besides, the pirate crew are in their boats  almost at the vessel. See, they swarm up the side.

Poor, poor sailor! said Robin Wright, in a voice of the deepest pity.

You may well say that; no doubt he is killed by this time, said Slagg; but no  he is fightin still!

This was indeed true. Some of the slaves, rendered desperate no doubt, were still maintaining the hopeless fight with handspikes and such arms as they had succeeded in wresting from the guard at the first onset, and the stalwart figure of the European sailor was seen swaying aloft a clubbed musket and felling a pirate at every blow. Animated by his example, the other slaves fought with resolute bravery, but when the rest of the pirate crew joined the guard and surrounded them, they were instantly overpowered. Then those who had not been already slain were led hastily to the side, a sword was drawn across their throats, or thrust through them, and the bodies were tossed into the sea. Among those led thus to the side was the brave sailor. Although his features could not be distinguished at such a distance by those in ambush, it could be clearly seen that he came boldly forward, resolved, no doubt, to meet his fate like a man.

Oh, God, spare him! burst in a voice of agony from Robin, who sprang up as if with the intention of rushing to the rescue, regardless of consequences, but a second time Sam Shiptons restraining hand was ready.

What could we do, with the sea between us and the ship? Even if we were on the deck could we four deliver him from a hundred?

Robin sank down again with a groan, but his fascinated eyes still gazed at the pirate vessel. To his great surprise, the sailor at that moment uttered a long and ringing cheer! The act seemed to overawe even the bloodstained pirates, for they hesitated an instant. Then one of them pointed his sword at the sailors back, but at the same moment the leader of the band was seen to strike up the sword and give some hurried directions. A rope was instantly brought, with which the arms and legs of the seaman were secured, and he was carried below.

Our prayer has been answered! exclaimed Robin with renewed excitement; they are going to spare him.

Sam shook his head. I fear not, Robin; at least, if I may judge from what I have read of these villains, they have only spared him for a time for the purpose of torturing him.

Robin shuddered. Well, I dont know, he said, whatever they may do, God has answered our prayer, for they have spared him; and if God could deliver him thus at the last moment, surely He can deliver him altogether. But was it not remarkable that he should give such a cheer when  as he must have thought  at the point of death, for it sounded more like a cheer of triumph than defiance?

It was strange indeed. The effect of strong excitement, I fancy.

While they were conversing, the pirates were busily engaged in getting up the anchor and hoisting the sails of their craft. At the same time the long oars or sweeps were manned by such of the slaves as remained alive, and the vessel slowly glided out of the creek, and put to sea. Fortunately the fight had engrossed the attention of those on board so much that they had failed to observe the little raft, which, although partially concealed by bushes, might not otherwise have escaped detection.

Our voyagers were still congratulating themselves on their good fortune in this respect, when the pirate-ship was observed to change her course, turn completely round and return towards the land!

Theyve seen us! ejaculated Robin in consternation.

Our doom is fixed, said Sam in a tone of bitter despair.

Slagg and his friend were so much overwhelmed that they could not speak.

On came the vessel  under oars  straight for the creek where the raft lay. There could be no doubt now that they had been seen.

While they gazed in blank dismay, utterly unable to decide on any course of action, an event occurred which totally altered the aspect of affairs. Suddenly, as if by magic, the pirate-ship was converted into a great black-and-white cloud, from out of which there shot an indescribable mass of broken spars and wreckage which fell in all directions in a heavy shower into the sea. Two seconds later and there came a roar as if a crash of the loudest thunder had rent the sky. The powder-magazine had been fired, and the pirate-ship had been blown literally to atoms!

When the last of the terrible shower had fallen, nothing whatever of the vessel was to be seen save the floating morsels of the wreck. It was, we might say, a tremendous instance of almost absolute annihilation.

Recovering from the shock of horror and surprise, Sam Shipton ran swiftly down to the spot where the raft lay, followed by his companions.

There may be some left alive! he cried. Quick  shove her off. Yonders a pole, Robin, fetch it.

Another minute and they were afloat. Pushing with the pole, sculling with the rude oar, and paddling with a plank torn off, they made for the scene of the explosion.

I see something moving, said Stumps, who, having no implement to work with, stood up in front and directed their course.

Soon they were in the midst of the débris. It was an awful sight, for there, mingled with riven spars and planks and cabin furniture, and entangled in ravelled cordage, lay the torn lifeless remains of the pirates. Sharks were already swimming about in anticipation of a feast.

Did you not see symptoms of life somewhere? asked Sam, as he stood beside Stumps, and looked earnestly round.

Yes, I did, but I dont now  O yes! there it is again. Give way, Slagg, give way. There!

The raft was soon alongside of the moving object. It was the body of the gallant sailor who had fought so well that day. His limbs were still fast bound, excepting one arm, with which now and then he struck out feebly, as if trying to swim. Lying on his back his mouth and nose were above water.

Gently, gently, boys, said Robin, as they lifted the head out of the water and slowly drew the shoulders up; now, a good heave and  thats it.

The body slid heavily on the raft, and the motion seemed to rouse the seamans spirit, for he uttered a faint cheer, while they knelt round him, and tried in various ways to restore him to consciousness.

Hurrah for old England! he cried presently, in an imbecile manner, making an abortive effort to lift his loose arm; never say die  slongs theres  a shok in th lotter.

Well done, old saltwater! cried Slagg, unable to restrain a laugh; youll live to fight yet, or Im mistaken.

There was indeed some prospect that the poor fellow would recover, for, after a short time, he was able to gaze at his rescuers with an intensity of surprise that betokened the return not only of consciousness but of reason.

Well, well, he said, after gazing around for some time in silence as he lay with his head supported on the sail, I spose its all right, and Ill wake up all square in the mornin, but its out o sight the most comical dream Ive had since I was a babby. I only hope itll take a pleasanter turn if its agoin to continue.

With this philosophical reflection the sailor shut his eyes, and disposed himself to sleep until the period of real waking should arrive.

Thinking this the best thing he could do in the circumstances, his rescuers turned to examine whether any of the others had survived the explosion, but, finding that all were dead or had sunk, they returned to the land.

Here, after securing the raft, they made a sort of litter, with the sail spread on the oar and a plank, on which they carried the sailor to the sheltered spot whence they had witnessed the fight. As the poor man had by that time fallen into a genuine slumber  which appeared to be dreamless  he was left under the care of Stumps and Slagg, while Sam and Robin went off to ascertain whether or not the island was inhabited.

We will go straight up to the highest point at once, so as to get a birds-eye view of it, said Sam. I cant help thinking that it must be inhabited, for these scoundrels would not care to land, I should fancy, unless there was some one to rob.

It may be so, Sam. But if they had come to rob, dont you think they would not have returned to their ship without captives or booty?

There is something in that, Robin. Come; we shall see.




Chapter Seventeen.

Strange Discoveries on Pirate Island.

On reaching the first rising-ground that lay before them, Robin and his friend received a great disappointment, for, instead of a richly wooded country, which the coast scenery where they landed had led them to expect, they found an exceedingly barren region, as far, at least, as the next ridge in advance.

No use to go further, said Sam, despondingly; nothing but barren rocks and a few scrubby bushes here. Evidently there are no inhabitants, for it would be almost impossible to live on such a place.

But it may be better further inland, said Robin. I cant think that the pirates would come here for nothing. At all events let us go to the next ridge.

Without replying, Sam followed Robin, but the next ridge revealed nothing more hopeful. Indeed the prospect thence was, if possible, more depressing, for it was seen that the island was small, that its sides were so steep all round, as far as the eye could reach, that there was apparently no landing-place except at the spot where they had been driven on shore. The elevated interior seemed as barren as the circumference, and no neighbouring island was to be seen in all the wide field of vision. The only living creatures visible were innumerable sea-birds which circled round the cliffs, and which, on espying the intruders, came clamouring overhead, as if to order them angrily away.

Having come thus far we may as well go to the top and have a look all round, said Robin, and see  here is something like a track worn on the rock. Sams drooping spirits revived at once. He examined the track carefully and pronounced it a human track. The sea-gulls could not make it, Robin. Goats, sheep, and cows cannot live without grass, therefore it was not made by them. A track is not usually worn on hard rock by the passage of pirates only once or twice over them. There is mystery here, Robin. Come on!

It will be observed that Robins spirit was more hopeful than that of his friend, nevertheless Sam being physically more energetic, was, when not depressed, prone to take the lead. He walked smartly forward therefore, followed humbly by his friend, and they soon reached what proved to be the summit of the island.

Here supreme astonishment was the chief ingredient in their feelings, for they stood on the edge of a slope, at the foot of which, as in a basin, lay what seemed to be a small cultivated garden in the midst of a miniature valley covered with trees and shrubs, through which a tiny rivulet ran. This verdant little gem was so hemmed in by hills that it could not be seen from the sea or any low part of the island. But what surprised the discoverers most was the sight of an old woman, bent nearly double, who was busily at work in the garden. Not far from her was an old man, who, from his motions while at work, appeared to be blind. Their costume being nondescript, besides ragged, did not betoken their nationality.

Sam and Robin glanced at each other in silence, then turned to have another gaze at the scene.

Weve found, said Sam, slowly and impressively, a robbers nest!

Dyou think so, Sam?

Think so! Im sure of it. Just think. There is nothing on such an island as this to attract any one at all  much less robbers or pirates  except the fact that it is unattractive, and, apparently, far removed from the haunts of honest men. Depend upon it, Robin, that the pirates whom we saw have made this their head-quarters and place of deposit for their booty  their bank as it were, for its too small for their home; besides, if it were such, we should see a colony of women and children. No  this is the great Pirate Bank of the Southern Seas, and yonder we behold the secretary and cashier!

And what, said Robin with a laugh, if there should be a few clerks in the bank? We might perhaps find them troublesome fellows to deal with.

We might, Robin. Would it not be wise to return and let Slagg and Stumps know what we have discovered, and take counsel together before we act.

Agreed, said Robin. Isnt it strange though, he added, as they turned to retrace their steps, that there are no buildings of any kind  only a little garden.

It is somewhat puzzling, I confess, but we shall

He stopped abruptly, and stood rooted to the ground, for there, on a rock in front of him, with her light, graceful figure, and flowing golden hair, pictured against the blue sky, stood a little girl, apparently about six or seven years of age  an angel as it seemed to the amazed youths!

She had caught sight of the strangers at the very moment they had observed her, and stood gazing at them with a half eager, half terrified look in her large lustrous eyes.

With a sudden and irresistible impulse Robin extended his arms towards her. She made a little run towards him, then stopped, and the look of fear again came over her beautiful face. Robin was afraid to advance lest he should frighten her. So, with an earnest look and smile, he said, Come here, little one.

She answered the invitation by bounding towards our hero and clasping him round the neck, causing him to sit down rather abruptly on a rock which lay conveniently behind.

Oh! Im so glad youve come at last! said the child, in English so good that there could be no question as to her nationality. I was quite sure mamma would send to fetch me away from this tiresome place, but youve been so long of coming  so very very long.

The thought of this, and perhaps the joy of being sent for at last, caused her to sob and bury her face in Robins sympathetic bosom.

Cheer up, little one, and dont cry, said Robin, passing his hand over her sunny hair, your Father, at all events, has sent for you, if not your mother.

I have no father, said the child, looking up quickly.

Yes you have, little one; God is your father.

Did He send you to fetch me? she asked in surprise.

I have not the smallest doubt, answered Robin, that He sent us to take care of you, and take you to your mother if that be possible. But tell me, little one, what is your name?

Letta.

And your surname?

My what! exclaimed Letta, opening her large eyes to their widest, causing both Sam and Robin to laugh.

Your other name, dear, said Sam.

I have no other name. Mamma always called me Letta  nothing else.

And what was mammas name? asked Robin.

It was mamma, of course, replied Letta, with a look of wonder that so silly a question should be asked.

Sam and Robin exchanged looks, and the former shook his head. Youll not get much information out of her, I fear. Ask her about the pirates, he whispered.

Letta, said Robin, settling the child more comfortably on his knee  an attention which she received with a sigh of deep contentment, are the people here kind to you?

Yes, very kind. Old Meerta is as kind to me almost as mamma used to be, but I dont love her so much  not nearly so much,  and blind Bungo is a dear old man.

Thats nice. And the others  are they kind to you?

What others? Oh, I suppose you mean the men who come and stay for a time, and then go off again. O no! They are not kind. They are bad men  very naughty; they often fight, and I think call each other bad names, but I dont understand their language very well. They never hurt me, but they are very rough, and I dont like them at all. They all went away this morning. I was so glad, for they wont be back again for a good long while, and Meerta and Bungo wont get any more hard knocks and whippings till they come back.

Ha! they wont come back in a hurry  not these ones at least, said Sam in a voice that frightened Letta, inducing her to cling closer to Robin.

Dont be afraid, little one, said the latter, hes only angry with the bad men that went away this morning. Are there any of them still remaining here?

What, in the caves?

Ay, in the caves  or anywhere?

No theyre all away. Nobody left but me and Meerta and blind Bungo.

Is it a long time since you came here?

O yes, very very long! replied the child, with a sad weary look; so long that  that you cant think.

Come, dear; tell us all about it, said Robin in a coaxing tone, all about mamma and how you came here.

Very well, said Letta, quite pleased with the request. Clearing her little throat with the emphasis of one who has a long story to tell, she began with the statement that mamma was a darling.

From this, as a starting-point, she gave an amazing and rambling account of the joys and toys of infancy, which period of life seemed to have been spent in a most beautiful garden full of delicious fruits and sunshine, where the presiding and ever present angel was mamma. Then she told of a dark night, and a sudden awaking in the midst of flames and smoke and piercing cries, when fierce men seized her and carried her away, put her into a ship, where she was dreadfully sick for a long long time, until they landed on a rocky island, and suddenly she found herself there,  pointing as she spoke to the little garden below them. While she was yet describing her feelings on arrival, a voice shouting Letta was heard, and she instantly struggled from Robins knee.

O let me go! she cried. Its Meerta calling me, and I never let her call twice.

Why? Would she be angry?

No, but she would be sorry. Do let me go!

But wont you let us go too? asked Sam.

O yes, if you want to come. This is the road, she added, as she took Robin by the hand; and you must be very careful how you go, else youll fall and hurt yourselves.

Great was the amazement, and not slight the alarm of Meerta, when she beheld her little charge thus piloting two strangers down the hill. She spoke hurriedly to her blind companion, and at first seemed disposed to hide herself, but the man evidently dissuaded her from such a course, and when Letta ran forward, seized her hard old hands and said that God had sent people to take her back to mamma, she dismissed her fears and took to laughing immoderately.

It soon became evident to our adventurers that the woman was in her dotage, while the old man was so frail that only a few of the sands of life remained to run. They both understood a little English, but spoke in such a remarkably broken manner, that there was little prospect of much additional information being obtained from them.

You hungry  hungry? asked the old woman, with a sudden gleam of hospitality. Come  come  me gif you for heat.

She took Robin by the hand and led him towards a cavern, the mouth of which had not been visible higher up the mountain. Sam followed, led by Letta.

The interior of the cavern was lofty and the floor level. Besides this, it was sumptuously furnished in a fashion singularly out of keeping with the spot and its surroundings. Pictures hung on the walls, Persian rugs lay on the floors. Ottomans, covered with silk and velvet, were strewn about here and there, among easy-chairs of various kinds, some formed of wicker-work  in the fantastic shapes peculiar to the East  others of wood and cane, having the ungainly and unreasonable shapes esteemed by Western taste. Silver lamps and drinking-cups and plates of the finest porcelain were also scattered about, for there was no order in the cavern, either as to its arrangement or the character of its decoration. In the centre stood several large tables of polished wood, on which were the remains of what must have been a substantial feast  the dishes being as varied as the furniture  from the rice and egg messes of Eastern origin, to the preserved sardines of the West.

Ha! ha! laughed the weird old creature who ushered the astonished youths into this strange banqueting hall, the rubberts  rubbers  you calls dem?

Robbers, she means; thats the naughty men, explained Letta, who seemed to enjoy the old womans blunders in the English tongue.

Yis, dats so  roberts an pyrits  ha! ha! dems feed here dis mornin. You feed dis afternoons. Me keeps house for dem. Dey tinks me alone wid Bungo an Letta, ho! ho! but mes got cumpiny dis day. Sit down an grub wat yous can. Doo you good. Doo Letta and Bungo good. Doos all good. Fire away! Ha! haa! Keep yous nose out o dat pie, Bungo, you brute. Vous git sik eff you heat more.

Regardless of this admonition, the poor old man broke off a huge mass of pie-crust, which he began to mouth with his toothless gums, a quiet smile indicating at once his indifference to Meerta and consequences, while he mumbled something about its not being every day he got so good a chance.

Das true, remarked the old woman, with another hilarious laugh. Dey go hoff awful quick dis day.

While Sam and Robin sat down to enjoy a good dinner, or rather breakfast, of which they stood much in need, Letta explained in a disjointed rambling fashion, that after a feed of this kind the naughty men usually had a fight, after which they took a long sleep, and then had the dishes cleaned up and the silver things locked away before taking their departure from the cave for a long, long time, by which, no doubt, she indicated the period spent on a pilfering expedition. But on this particular occasion, she added, while the naughty men were seated at the feast, one of their number from their ship came hastily in and said something, she could not tell what, which caused them at once to leap up and rush out of the cave, and they had not come back since.

And theyre not likely to come back, little one, said Robin through a mouthful of rice.

Ha! haa! laughed Sam through a mouthful of pie-crust.

Ho! ho! cried the old woman, with a look of surprise, yous bery brav boy, I dessay, but if dem roberts doos kum back, you soon laugh on wrong side ob de mout, for dey screw yous limbses off, an ho! skrunch yous teeth hout, an roast you live, so you better heat wat yous can an go hof  fast as you couldnt.

I say, Robin, said Sam, unable to restrain a smile at the expression of Lettas face, as she listened to this catalogue of horrors, that speech might have taken away our appetites did we not know that the roberts are all dead.

Dead! exclaimed the old woman with a start and a gleam of serious intelligence, such as had not before appeared on her wrinkled visage; are de roberts all dead?

All, replied Sam, who thereupon gave the old pair a full account of what had been witnessed on the shore.

Strange to say, the old man and woman were much depressed by the news, although, from what they afterwards related, they had been very cruelly treated by the pirates, by whom they had been enslaved for many years. Nay, old Meerta even dropped a tear or two quietly to their memory, for, as she remarked, by way of explanation or excuse, dey wasnt all so bad as each oder.

However, she soon recovered her composure, and while Sam Shipton returned to the shore to fetch their comrades to the cave, she told Robin, among other things, that the pirates had brought Letta to the island two years before, along with a large quantity of booty, but that she did not know where she came from, or to whom she belonged.

Sam Shipton resolved to give his comrades the full benefit of the surprise in store, therefore, on returning to them, he merely said that he had left Robin in a rather curious place in the interior, where they had discovered both food and drink in abundance, and that he had come to conduct them to it.

By that time the seaman whom they had rescued had recovered considerably, and was able to walk with assistance, though still rather confused in his mind and disposed to be silent. At first he expressed a desire to be left to sleep where he was, but on being told that the place they were going to was not far-off and that he would be able to rest longer and much more comfortably there than where he was, he braced himself up and accompanied them, leaning on Sam and Jim Slagg as he staggered along.

Need it be said that both Slagg and Stumps shouted with surprise when they came suddenly in sight of the garden; that they lost the power of utterance on beholding Robin holding familiar converse with an old hag, a blind man, and a small angel; and that they all but fell down on entering the pirates cave?

No, it need not be said; let us pass, therefore, to the next scene in this amazing drama.

Of course Robin had prepared the inhabitants of the garden for the arrival of his friends. He had also learned that the pirates, in the hurry of departure, had not only left everything lying about, but had left the key of their treasure-cave in the lock. Old Meerta offered to show him the contents, but Robin determined to await the arrival of his friends before examining the place.

When Slagg and Stumps had breakfasted, and the sailor had been laid on a comfortable couch, where he immediately fell fast asleep, Robin pulled the key of the treasure-cave out of his pocket and asked his comrades to follow him. Wondering at the request, they did so.

The cave referred to lay at the inner extremity of the banqueting cavern, and was guarded by a massive door of wood. Opening this, Robin allowed the old woman to enter first and lead the way. She did so with one of her wild ho! hos! being obviously much excited at the opportunity of showing to the visitors the contents of a cavern which she had never before been permitted to enter, save in the company of the pirates. Entering the small doorway, through which only a subdued light penetrated, she went to a ledge or natural shelf of rock and took down a silver lamp of beautiful workmanship, which had probably belonged to a church or temple. Lighting it, she ushered them through a natural archway into an inner cavern, round the walls of which were heaped in piles merchandise and wealth of all kinds in great profusion and variety. There were bales of broadcloth and other fabrics from the looms of Tuscany; tweeds from the factories of Scotland; silks, satins and velvets in great rolls, mingled with lace, linen, and more delicate fabrics. Close beside these piles, but not mixed with them, were boxes of cutlery and other hardware, and, further on, chests of drawers containing spices from the East, chests of tea and coffee, barrels of sugar, and groceries of all kinds.

These things were not thrown together in confusion, but arranged in systematic order, as if under the management of an expert store-keeper, and a desk with business-books on it seemed to indicate that a careful record was kept of the whole.

Among the miscellaneous merchandise stood several large and massive chests of ancient material and antique form. Taking a bunch of small keys from a nail on the wall, the old woman proceeded to open these and exhibit their contents with much of the interest and simple delight exhibited by a child in displaying her treasures to new companions.

Handing the silver lamp to Robin, who with his comrades looked on in silent surprise, she opened the first chest. It was loaded to the lid with jewellery of all kinds, which sparkled in the light with dazzling brilliancy, for even to the inexperienced eyes of the observers, many of the gems were obviously of the finest quality, and almost priceless in value. There was no order in the arrangement of these  bracelets, ear-rings, watches, etcetera, of European manufacture lying side by side with the costly golden wreaths and tiaras of India, and the more massive and gorgeous brooches, nose-rings, neck-rings, and anklets peculiar to semi-barbaric lands.

The next chest was filled with gold, silver, and bronze drinking-cups and goblets, lamps, vases, and urns, that had been gathered from the ships of many countries. Then there were chests which contained little barrels full of gold and silver coin of every realm, from the huge golden doubloon of Spain to the little silver groschen of Germany. Besides all this varied wealth, there were piles of arms of all nations  richly chased scimitars of Eastern manufacture, the clumsy cutlasses of England, long silver-handled pistols of Oriental form, bluff little bull-dog revolvers, cavalry sabres, breech-loading rifles, flint-lock muskets, shields, spears, bows and arrows  in short, a miscellaneous armoury much too extensive to be described.

It was interesting to observe the monkey-like countenance of old Meerta as she watched the effect produced on her visitors, her little black eyes sparkling in the lamp-light more brightly than the finest gems there; and not less interesting was it to note the half-amused, more than half-amazed, and partially imbecile gaze of the still silent visitors. Little Letta enjoyed their looks quite as much as Meerta.

Havent we got lots of pretty things here? she said, looking up into Robins face.

Yes, little one,  wonderful!

Robin revived sufficiently to make this reply and to glance at Sam, Slagg, and Stumps, who returned the glance. Then he relapsed.

Snatching the lamp from his hand, old Meerta now led the party to a remote corner of the cave, where a number of large casks were ranged at one end, and covered with a sheet of leather.

Ha! ha! laughed their wild guide, in a sort of screech, here be de grandest jools, de finest dimunds of all, what buys all de rest!

She lifted a corner of the skin, removed the loose head of a cask, and holding the lamp close over the opening, bade them look in. They did so, and the effect was powerful as well as instantaneous, for there, only a few inches below the flaring light, lay an open barrel of gunpowder!

The senses of Sam Shipton returned like a flash of lightning  interest, surprise, admiration vanished like smoke, as he uttered a shout, and, with one hand seizing the wrist of the withered arm that held the lamp, with the other he hastily drew the leathern cover over the exposed powder and held it down.

You old curmudgeon! he cried; here, Robin, take the lamp from her, and away with it into the outer cave.

Our hero promptly obeyed, while the other two, under an instinct of self-preservation, had already fled in the same direction, followed by a shrill and half-fiendish laugh from the old woman.

Well, I never had such a narrow escape, said Sam, as he issued from the cave, still holding Meerta firmly, though not roughly, by the wrist.

Why, theres enough powder there, I do believe, said Jim Slagg, to split the whole island in two.

There, its all safe now, said Sam, as he locked the heavy door and thrust the key in his pocket; and I will take care of your treasures for you in future, old lady.

Wass you frighted? asked the old woman with a low laugh, in which even Letta joined.

Frighted, you reckless old thing, replied Sam, seizing a tankard of water and draining it, of course I was; if a spark had gone down into that cask, you would have been considerably frighted too.

Im not so sure of that, said Stumps; she wouldnt have had time to get a fright.

O no! said Meerta; Is niver frighted. Many time me stan by dat keg, tinkin, tinkin, tinkin if me stuff de light in it, and blow de pyrits vid all dere tings to warsl smash; but no  me tinks dat some of dem wasnt all so bad as each oder.

This thought seemed to have the effect of quieting the roused spirit of the poor old woman, for thereafter a softened expression overspread her wrinkled face as she went silently about clearing away the débris of the recent feast.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Pirates Island  Continued.

Next morning Sam Shipton awoke from a sound and dreamless slumber. Raising himself on the soft ottoman, or Eastern couch, on which he had spent the night, he looked round in a state of sleepy wonder, unable at first to remember where he was. Gradually he recalled the circumstances and events of the preceding day.

The forms of his companions lay on couches similar to his own in attitudes of repose, and the seaman still slept profoundly in the position in which he had been laid down when brought in.

Through the mouth of the cavern Sam could see the little garden, glowing like an emerald in the beams of the rising sun, and amongst the bushes he observed the old couple stooping quietly over their labour of gathering weeds. The warm air, the bright sunshine, and the soft cries of distant sea-birds, induced Sam to slip into such of his garments as he had put off, and go out quietly without rousing his companions.

In a few minutes he stood on the summit of the islet and saw the wide ocean surrounding him, like a vast sparkling plain, its myriad wavelets reflecting now the dazzling sun, now the azure vault, the commingling yellow and blue of which resulted in a lovely transparent green, save where a few puffs of wind swept over the great expanse and streaked it with lines of darkest blue.

Truly, murmured Sam, as he gazed in admiration at the glorious expanse of sea and sky, Robin is right when he says that we are not half sufficiently impressed with the goodness of the Almighty in placing us in the midst of such a splendid world, with capacity to appreciate and enjoy it to the full. I begin to fear that I am a more ungrateful fellow than Ive been used to think.

For some time he continued to gaze in silence as if that thought were working.

From his elevated position he could now see that the islet was not quite so barren as at first he had been led to suppose. Several little valleys and cup-like hollows lay nestling among the otherwise barren hills, like lovely gems in a rough setting. Those, he now perceived, must have been invisible from the sea, and the rugged, almost perpendicular, cliffs in their neighbourhood had apparently prevented men from landing and discovering their existence. One of the valleys, in particular, was not only larger than the others, but exceptionally rich in vegetation, besides having a miniature lake, like a diamond, in its bosom.

Descending the hill and returning to the cave, Sam found his comrades still asleep. Letta was assisting old Meerta in the preparation of a substantial breakfast that would not have done discredit to a first-class hotel.

Oh, Im so glad youve come! said Letta, running up, to him and giving him both hands to shake, and a ready little mouth to kiss, for I didnt like to awaken your friends, and the sailor one looks so still that I fear he may be dying. I saw one of the naughty men die here, and he looked just like that.

Somewhat alarmed by this, Sam went at once to the sailor and looked earnestly at him.

No fear, Letta, he said, the poor fellow is not dying; he is only in a very profound sleep, having been much exhausted and nearly killed yesterday. Hallo, Robin! awake at last?

Robin, who had been roused by the voices, rubbed his eyes, yawned vociferously, and looked vacantly round.

Well, now, thats most extraordinary; it isnt a dream after all!

Its an uncommon pleasant dream, if it is one, remarked Jim Slagg, with a grave stare at Robin, as he sat up on his couch. I never in all my born days dreamt such a sweet smell of coffee and fried sausages. Why, the old oomans a-bringin of em in, I do declare. Pinch me, Stumps, to see if Im awake!

As Stumps was still asleep, Slagg himself resorted to the method referred to, and roused his comrade. In a few minutes they were all seated at breakfast with the exception of the sailor, whom it was thought best to leave to his repose until nature should whisper in his ear.

Well now, said Slagg, pausing to rest for a few seconds, if we had a submarine cable tween this and England, and we was to give em an account of all weve seen an bin doin, theyd never believe it.

Cernly not. Theyd say it wos all a passel o lies, remarked Stumps; but I say, Mr Sam

Come now, Stumps, dont Mister me any more.

Well, I wont do it any more, though taint easy to change ones abits. But how is it, sir, that that there electricity works? Thats what I wants to know. Does the words run along the cable,  or ow?

Of course they do, Stumpy, interrupted Slagg, they run along the cable like a lot o little tightrope dancers, an when they come to the end ot they jumps off an ranges temselves in a row. Sometimes, in coorse, they spells wrong, like bad schoolboys, and then theyve to be walloped an set right.

Hold your noise, Slagg, an let your betters speak, returned Stumps.

Well, if they dont exactly do that, said Sam Shipton, there are people who think they can do things even more difficult. I remember once, when I was clerk at a country railroad station and had to work the telegraph, an old woman came into the ticket office in a state of wild despair. She was about the size and shape of Meerta there, but with about an inch and a half more nose, and two or three ounces less brain.

Whats wrong, madam? I asked, feeling quite sorry for the poor old thing.

Oh! sir, said she, clasping her hands, Ive bin an left my passel,  a brown paper one it was,  on the seat at the last station, an there was a babbys muffler in it  the sweetest thing as ever was  an ffi pun tten, ony one shshillin was bbad  boo-hoo!

She broke down entirely at this point, so, said I, Madam, make your mind quite easy, sit down, and Ill telegraph at once, so I telegraphed, and got a reply back immediately that the parcel had been found all right, and would be sent on as soon as possible. I told this to the old lady, who seemed quite pleased, and went on to the platform to wait.

I was pretty busy for the next quarter of an hour, for it was market day at the next town, but I noticed through the window that the old lady was standing on the platform, gazing steadily up at the sky.

Broxley  third class, said a big farmer at that moment, with a head like one of his own turnips.

I gave him his ticket, and for five minutes more I was kept pretty busy, when up came the train; in got the struggling crowd; whew! went the whistle, and away went the whole affair, leaving no one on the platform but the porter, and the old woman still staring up at the sky.

Whats the matter, madam? I asked.

Matter! she exclaimed, a pretty telegraph yours is to be sure! wuss than the old carrier by a long way. Here ave I bin standin for full alf-an-hour with my neck nigh broke, and theres no sign of it yet.

No sign of what, madam?

Of my brown paper passel, to be sure. Didnt you tell me, young man, that they said theyd send it by telegraph as soon as possible?

No, madam, I replied, I told you they had telegraphed to say they would send it on as soon as possible  meaning, of course, by rail, for we have not yet discovered the method of sending parcels by telegraph  though, no doubt, we shall in course of time. If youll give me your address Ill send the parcel to you.

Thank you, young man. Do, she said, giving me an old envelope with her name on it. Be sure you do. I dont mind the money much, but I couldnt a-bear to lose that muffler. It was such a sweet thing, turned up with yaller, and a present too, which it isnt many of em comes my way.

So you see, Stumps, some people have queer notions about the powers of the telegraph.

But did the old lady get the parcel all right? asked Stumps, who was a sympathetic soul.

Of course she did, and came over to the station next day to thank me, and offer me the bad shilling by way of reward. Of course I declined it with many expressions of gratitude.

While they were thus adding intellectual sauce to the material feast of breakfast, the rescued sailor awoke from his prolonged sleep, and stretched himself.

He was a huge, thick-set man, with a benign expression of countenance, but that phase of his character was somewhat concealed at the time by two black eyes, a swollen nose, a cut lip, and a torn cheek. Poor fellow, he had suffered severely at the hands of the pirates, and suddenly checked the stretch in which he was indulging with a sharp groan, or growl, as he sat up and pressed his hand to his side.

Why, whats the matter with me, an where am I? he exclaimed, gazing round the cave, while a look of wonder gradually displaced the expression of pain.

Youre all right  rescued from the pirates at all events, answered Sam Shipton, rising from table and sitting down beside the seamans couch.

Thank God for that! said the man earnestly, though with a troubled look; but how did I escape  where are the rascals?  what

There, now, dont excite yourself, my man; youre not quite yourself in body. Come, let me feel your pulse. Ah, slightly feverish  no wonder  Ill tell you all about it soon, but at present you must be content merely to know that you are safe in the hands of friends, that you are in the pirates cave, and that the pirates and their vessel are now at the bottom of the sea.

Thats hardly crect, Mr Shipton, murmured Slagg; I would have said they was blowd to hatoms.

The seaman turned and looked at the speaker with what would have been a twinkle if his swelled visage would have permitted, but the effort produced another spasm of pain.

I must examine you, friend, said Sam; you have been severely handled. Help me to strip him, Robin.

The poor man at once submitted.

Youre a doctor, sir, I suppose? he asked.

No, said Sam, only an amateur; nevertheless I know what Im about. You see, I think that every man in the world, whatever his station or profession, should be at least slightly acquainted with every subject under the sun in connection with which he may be called on to act. In other words, he should know at least a little about surgery, and physic, and law, and carpentering, blacksmithing, building, cooking, riding, swimming, and  hallo! why, two of your ribs are broken, my man!

Sorry to hear it, sir, but not surprised, for I feels as if two or three o my spines was broken also, and five or six o my lungs busted. You wont be able to mend em, I fear.

Oh, yes, I shall, said Sam cheerily.

Ah! thats well. Id thowt that praps you wouldnt have the tools andy in these parts for splicin of em.

Fortunately no tools are required, returned Sam. Ill soon put you right, but youll have to lie still for some time. Here, Robin, go into the store-cave and fetch me a few yards of that white cotton, you remember, near the door. And, I say, mind you keep well clear of the powder.

When the cotton was brought, Sam tore it up into long strips, which he wound somewhat tightly round the sailors huge chest.

You see, he observed, as he applied the bandages, broken ribs are not necessarily displaced, but the action of breathing separates the ends of them continually, so that they cant get a chance of re-uniting. All we have to do, therefore, is to prevent your taking a full breath, and this is accomplished by tying you up tight  so. Now, you cant breathe fully even if you would, and Id recommend you not to try. By the way  whats your name?

Johnson, sir,  John Johnson.

Well, Johnson, Ill give you something to eat and drink now, after which youll have another sleep. To-morrow well have a chat on things in general.

I say, asked Robin that night, as he and Sam stood star-gazing together beside a small fire which had been kindled outside the cavern-mouth for cooking purposes, is it true that you have studied all the subjects you mentioned to Johnson this morning?

Quite true. I have not indeed studied them long or profoundly, but I have acquired sufficient knowledge of each to enable me to take intelligent action, as I did this morning, instead of standing helplessly by, or, what might be worse, making a blind attempt to do something on the chance that it might be the right thing, as once happened to myself when a bungling ignoramus gave me a glass of brandy to cure what he called mulligrumps, but what in truth turned out to be inflammation.

But what think you of the saying that a little knowledge is a dangerous thing, Sam.

I think that, like most of the worlds maxims, it is only partially, or relatively, true. If Little Knowledge claims the position and attempts to act the part of Great Knowledge, it becomes dangerous indeed; but if Little Knowledge walks modestly, and only takes action when none but Ignorance stands by, it is, in my opinion, neither dangerous nor liable to be destructive.

While they were speaking, little Letta came out of the cavern and ran towards them.

It is like a dream of the Arabian Nights to meet such a little angel here, murmured Robin; what a dreadful blow the loss of her must have been to her poor mother!

O! come to Johnson, please, she said, taking Sam by the hand with a very trustful look and manner.

Why; hes not worse, is he?

O no! he has just awakened, and says he is very much better, and so peckish. What does he mean by that?

Peckish, my dear, is hungry, explained Robin, as they went into the cave together.

They found that Johnson was not only peckish but curious, and thirsting for information as well as meat and drink. As his pulse was pronounced by Dr Shipton to be all right, he was gratified with a hearty supper, a long pull at the tankard of sparkling water, and a good deal of information and small-talk about the pirates, the wreck of the Triton, and the science of electricity.

But you have not told us yet, said Sam, how it was that you came to fail into the hands of the pirates.

I can soon tell ee that, said the seaman, turning slowly on his couch.

Lie still, now, you must not move, said Sam, remonstratively.

But that not movin, doctor, is wuss than downright pain, by a long way. Howsever, I spose I must obey orders  anyhow youve got the whip hand o me just now. Well, as I was sayin, the yarn aint a long un. I sailed from the port o Lunon in a tea-clipper, of which I was the cook; got out to Hong-Kong all right, shipped a cargo, and off again for old England. We hadnt got far when a most horrible gale blew us far out of our course. When it fell calm, soon arter, we was boarded by a pirate. Our captain fought like a hero, but it warnt of no use. They was too many for us; most of my shipmates was killed, and I was knocked flat on the deck from behind with a hand-spike. On recoverin, I found myself in the ships hold, bound hand and futt, among a lot of unfortunits like myself, most of em bein Chinese and Malays. The reptiles untied my hands and set me to an oar. They thrashed us all unmercifully to make us work hard, and killed the weak ones to be rid of em. At last we came to an anchor, as I knew by the rattlin o the cables, though, bein below, I couldnt see where we was. Then I heard the boats got out, an all the crew went ashore, as I guessed, except the guard left to watch us.

That night I dreamed a deal about bein free, an about former voyages  specially one when I was wrecked in the Atlantic, an our good ship, the Seahorse, went down in latitude

The Seahorse! echoed Robin, with an earnest look at the sailor; was she an emigrant ship?

Ay, thats just what she was.

Was she lost in the year 1850? continued Robin, with increasing excitement.

Jus so, my lad.

And you were cook?

Youve hit the nail fair on the head, replied the sailor, with a look of surprise.

Well, now, that is most remarkable, said Robin, for I was born on board of that very ship.

You dont mean it, said Johnson, looking eagerly at our hero. Was you really the babby as was born to that poor miserable sea-sick gentleman, Mr Wright  youll excuse my sayin so  in the middle of a thunder-clap an a flash o lightnin as would have split our main-mast an sent us to the bottom, along wi the ship, if it hadnt bin for the noo lightnin conductor that Mr Harris, the inventor, indooced our skipper to put up!

Yes, I am that very baby, said Robin, and although, of course, I remember nothing about the thunder and lightning, or anything else. My father and mother have often told me all about it, and the wonderful deliverance which God mercifully sent when all hope had been given up. And many a time did they speak of you, Johnson, as a right good fellow and a splendid cook.

Much obleedged to em, said Johnson, an are they both alive?

They were both alive and well when I left England.

Come now, this is pleasant, to meet an old shipmate in such pecooliar circumstances, said the sailor, extending his hand, which Robin shook warmly; quite as good as a play, aint it?

Ay, observed Jim Slagg, who with the others had witnessed this meeting with deep interest, an the babby has kep the lighten goin ever since, though hes dropped the thunder, for hes an electrician no less  a manufacturer of lightnin an a director of it too.

The sailor wass good deal puzzled by this remark, but when its purport was explained to him, he gave vent to a vigorous chuckle, notwithstanding Sams stern order to lie still.

Didnt I say so? he exclaimed. Didnt I say distinctly, that night, to the stooard  Thomson was his name Stooard, said I, that there babby what has just bin born will make his mark someow an someweres.

Well, but I have not made my mark yet, said Robin, laughing, so youre not a true prophet, at least time has not yet proved your title.

Not yet proved it! cried Johnson with vehemence, why, how much proof do you want? Here you are, not much more than a babby yet  anyow hardly a man  and, besides havin bin born in thunder, lightnin, wind, an rain, youve laid the Atlantic Cable, youve took up lightnin as a profession  or a plaything,  youve helped to save the life of John Johnson, an youve got comfortably located in a pirates island! If you ony go on as youve begun, youll make your mark so deep that itll never be rubbed out to the end of time. A prophet, indeed! Why, Im shuperior to Mahomet, an beat Nebuchadnezzar all to sticks.

But you havent finished your story, Johnson, said Jim Slagg.

Thats true  where was I? Ah, dreamin in the hold of the pirate-ship. Well, I woke up with a start all of a suddent, bent on doin suthin, I scarce knew what, but I wriggled away at the rope that bound me till I got my hands free; then I freed my legs; then I loosed some o the boldest fellows among the slaves, and got handspikes and bits o wood to arm em with. They was clever enough to understand signs, an I couldnt speak to em, not knowin their lingo, but I signed to em to keep quiet as mice. Then I crep to the powder-magazine, which the reckless reptiles fastened very carelessly, and got a bit paper and made a slow match by rubbin some wet powder on it, and laid it all handy, for I was determined to escape and put an end to their doins all at once. My plan was to attack and overpower the guard, free and arm all the slaves, blow up the ship, escape on shore, an have a pitched battle with the pirate crew. Unfortunately there was a white-livered traitor among us  a sort o half-an-half slave  very likely he was a spy. Anyhow, when he saw what I was about, he slipped over the side and swam quietly ashore. Why he didnt alarm the guards I dont know  praps he thought we might be too many for em, and that if we conquered he stood but a small chance. Anyhow he escaped the sharks, and warned the crew in good time, for we was in the very middle of the scrimmage when they suddintly turned up, as you saw, an got the better of us. Howsever I managed to bolt below and fire the slow match, before they saw what I was after. Then I turned and fought my way on deck again, so that they didnt find out. And when they was about to throw me overboard, the thought of the surprise in store for em indooced me to give vent to a hearty cheer. It warnt a right state o mind, I confess, and I was properly punished, for, instead o killin me off quick an comfortable, they tied me hand and futt, took me below, an laid me not two yards from the slowly burnin match. I felt raither unhappy, I assure you; an the reptiles never noticed the match because o the smoke o the scrimmage. I do believe it was being so near it as saved me, for when the crash came, I was lifted bodily wi the planks on which I lay, and, comin down from the sky, as it appeared to me, I went clean into the sea without damage, except the breakin o one o the ropes, which, fortunately, set my right arm free.

Come now, Johnson, you must go to sleep after that, said Sam. Youre exciting yourself too much; remember that I am your doctor, and obedience is the first law of nature  when one is out of health.

Very good, sir, returned the seaman; but before I turn over Mr Wright must read me a few verses out o that bible his mother gave him.

Why, how do you know that my mother gave me a bible? asked Robin in great surprise.

Didnt I know your mother? replied the sailor with a flush of enthusiasm; an dont I know that she would sooner have let you go to sea without her blessing than without the Word of God? She was the first human bein as ever spoke to me about my miserable soul, and the love of God in sendin His Son to save it. Many a one has asked me about my health, and warned me to fly from drink, and offered to help me on in life, but she was the first that ever asked after my soul, or tried to impress on me that Eternity and its affairs were of more importance than Time. I didnt say much at the time, but the seed that your mother planted nigh twenty years ago has bin watered, thank God an kep alive ever since.

There was a tone of seriousness and gratitude in this off-hand seamans manner, while speaking of his mother, which touched Robin deeply. Without a moments hesitation he pulled out his bible and read a chapter in the Gospel of John.

Now youll pray, said the sailor, to Robins surprise and embarrassment, for he had never prayed in public before, though accustomed from a child to make known his wants to God night and morning.

But our hero was morally as well as physically courageous  as every hero should be! He knelt at once by the sailors couch, while the others followed his example, and, in a few simple sentences, asked for pardon, blessing, help, and guidance in the name of Jesus Christ.

Thus peculiarly was bible-reading and family worship established on the pirates island in the year eighteen hundred and sixty-eight.




Chapter Nineteen.

An Exploration and an Accident.

For the first few days of their stay on what they styled Pirate Island, our castaways were too much taken up with the wondrous and varied contents of the robbers cave, and the information Meerta and Letta had to give, to pay much regard to the island itself, or the prospect they had of quitting it. But when their interest and curiosity began to abate, and the excitement to decrease, they naturally bethought them of the nature and resources of their now home.

Of course they did not for a moment regard it in the light of home. It was merely a resting-place,  a refuge, where, after their escape from the sea, they should spend a few weeks, perhaps months, until a passing vessel should take them off. They did not know, at that time, that the islet was far removed from the usual track of ships, and that, like the Pitcairn Islanders, they might be doomed to spend many years, perchance a lifetime, on it. Indeed, a considerable time elapsed before they would admit to themselves that there was a possibility of such a fate, although they knew, both from Meerta and Letta, that no ship of any kind, save that of the pirates, had been seen for the last eighteen months, and the few sails that did chance to appear, were merely seen for a few hours like sea-gulls on the horizon, from which they arose and into which they vanished.

Having then, as we have said, bethought them of examining the resources and nature of the island, they one morning organised an expedition. By that time the sailor, although by no means fit for it, insisted that he was sufficiently restored to accompany them. Letta, who was active and strong like a small gazelle, besides being acquainted with the whole region, agreed to act as guide. Stumps, having sprained his ankle slightly, remained at the cave, for the purpose, as he said, of helping Meerta with the garden, but Jim Slagg gave him credit for laziness.

You see, said Sam Shipton, as Letta led them down the rugged mountain-side, we may as well make ourselves comfortable while we remain here, and Im inclined to think that a hut, however rough, down in one of these charming valleys, will be more agreeable than the gloomy cavern on the mountain-top.

Not so sure o that, doctor, said Johnson; the cave is at all events dry, and a good stronghold in case of a visit from pirates.

But pirates what have bin blowd to atoms, said Slagg, aint likely to turn up again, are they?

Thats so, lad; but some of their friends might pay us a visit, you know.

I think not, rejoined Sam; there is honour among thieves here, no doubt, as elsewhere. I daresay it is well-known among the fraternity that the island belongs to a certain set, and the rest will therefore let it alone. What think you, Robin?

Im inclined to agree with you, Sam, but perhaps Letta is the best authority on that point. Did you ever see any other set of pirates land here, little one, except your  your own set?

Only once, answered the child, another set came, but they only stayed one day. They looked at everything, looked at me an Meerta an laughed very much. An they ate and drank a good deal, and fought a little; but they took nothing away, and never came back.

I thought so, rejoined Sam; now, all weve got to do is to hoist a flag on the highest peak of the mountain, and when a vessel comes to take us off, load her with as much of the booty as she can carry  and then, hurrah for old England!

Hooray! echoed Jim Slagg, thems exactly my sentiments.

But the booty is not ours to take, objected Robin.

Whose is it, then? asked Sam; the rightful owners we dont know, and the wrongful owners are defunct.

I tell ee what it is, mates, said Johnson, the whole o the booty is mine, cause why? it was me as blowed up the owners, so Im entitled to it by conquest, an you neednt go to fightin over it. If you behave yourselves, Ill divide it equally among us, share an share alike.

It seems to me, Johnson, said Robin, that in strict justice the booty belongs to Letta, Meerta, and blind Bungo, as the natural heirs o the pirates.

But theyre not the heirs, they are part of the booty, said the seaman, and, as sitch, falls to be divided among us.

If thats so, said Slagg, then I claim Letta for my share, and you, Johnson, can have your pick of Meerta and blind Bungo.

Nay, Letta is mine, because I was the first to discover her, said Robin. Whom will you go with, Letta?

With you, of course, replied the child quite earnestly. Havent you promised to take me back to mamma?

Indeed I have, little one, and if I ever get the chance, assuredly I will, said Robin, with equal earnestness.

I say, doctor, said Johnson to Sam, sitting down on a mossy bank, Ill stop here and wait for you. That rib aint all square yet.

Wilful man, said Sam, didnt I advise you not to come? There, lie down and take it easy. Well bring you some fruit on our return.

By this time the party had reached the valley in which the lakelet lay, and beautiful indeed was the scene which presented itself as they passed under the grateful shade of the palm-trees. Everywhere, rich tropical vegetation met their gaze, through the openings in which the sunshine poured like streams of fire. On the little lake numerous flocks of ducks and other fowl were seen swimming in sportive mood, while an occasional splash told of fish of some sort below the surface.

Leaving the sailor in a position whence he could observe them for a long distance, the rest of the party pushed on. During their rambles they found the valley to be much richer in vegetation, and more beautiful, than the distant view from the mountain-top had led them to expect. Small though the valley was, it contained, among other trees, the cocoa-nut palm, the bread-fruit, banana, and sandal-wood. There were also pine-apples, wild rice, and custard-apples, some of which latter delicious fruit, being ripe, was gathered and carried back to Johnson, whom they found sound asleep and much refreshed on their return.

The expedition proved that, barren though the island appeared from the sea, it contained quite enough of the good things of this life to render it a desirable abode for man.

On the coast, too, where the raft had been cast ashore, were discovered a variety of shell-fish, some of which, especially the oysters, were found to be excellent food. And some of the sea-fowl turned out to be very good eating, though a little fishy, while their eggs were as good as those of the domestic fowl.

It seems to me, said Robin to Letta one day when they were out on a ramble together, that this is quite a little paradise.

I dont know what paradise is like, said the child.

Well, no more do I, returned Robin, with a laugh, but of course everybody understands that it is the place where everything is perfect, and where happiness is complete.

It cannot be like paradise without mamma, said Letta, shaking her pretty head sadly. I would not go to heaven unless mamma was there.

Robin was silent for some time, as he thought of his own mother and the talks he used to have with her on this same subject.

Letta, he said at length, earnestly, Jesus will be in heaven. It was His Spirit who taught you to love mamma  as you do, so you are sure to meet her there with Him.

Nobody taught me to love mamma, returned the child quietly; I couldnt help it.

True, little one, but it was God who made you to couldnt help it.

Letta was puzzled by this reply. She raised her bright eyes inquiringly into Robins honest face, and said, But youve promised to take me to her, you know.

Yes, dear little one, but you must not misunderstand me, replied the youth somewhat sadly. I promise that, God helping me, I will do the best I can to find out where your mother is; but you must remember that I have very little to go on. I dont even know your mothers name, or the place where you were taken from. By the way, an idea has just occurred to me. Have you any clothes at the cave?

Of course I have, answered Letta, with a merry laugh.

Yes; but I mean the clothes that you had on when you first came here.

I dont know; Meerta knows. Why?

Because your name may be marked on them. Come, let us go back at once and see. Besides, we are wasting time, for you know I was sent out to shoot some ducks for dinner.

Rising as he spoke, Robin shouldered the shotgun which had been supplied from the robbers armoury, and, descending with his little companion towards the lake, soon began to stalk the birds as carefully as if he had been trained to the work by a Red Indian. Stooping low, he glided swiftly through the bushes, until he came within a hundred yards of the margin of the lakelet, where a group of some thirty or forty fat ducks were feeding. Letta had fallen behind, and sat down to watch.

The distance being too great for a shot, and the bushes beyond the spot which he had reached being too thin to conceal him, Robin lay flat down, and began to advance through the long grass after the fashion of a snake, pushing his gun before him. It was a slow and tedious process, but Robins spirit was patient and persevering. He screwed himself, as it were, to within sixty yards of the flock, and then fired both barrels almost simultaneously. Seven dead birds remained behind when the affrighted flock took wing.

It is not very scientific shooting, said Robin, apologetically, to his fair companion, as she assisted him to tie their legs together; but our object just now is food, not sport.

On the way back to the cavern they had to pass over a narrow ledge, on one side of which a precipice descended towards the valley, while the other side rose upwards like a wall. It was not necessarily a dangerous place. They had passed it often before in safety, none of the party being troubled with giddiness; but at this time Robin had unfortunately hung his bundle of ducks on the side which had to brush past the rocky wall. As he passed, the bunch struck a projection and threw him off his balance. In the effort to recover himself he dislodged a piece of rock under his left foot, and, without even a cry, went headlong over the precipice!

Poor Letta stood rooted to the spot, too horrified to scream. She saw her friend, on whom all her hopes were built, go crashing through the foliage immediately below the precipice edge, and disappear. It was the first terrible shock she had ever received. With a convulsive shudder she ran by a dangerously steep route towards the foot of the precipice.

But Robin had not yet met his doom, although he had descended full sixty feet. His fall was broken by several leafy trees, through which he went like an avalanche; and a thick solid bush receiving him at the foot, checked his descent entirely, and slid him quietly off its boughs on to the grass, where he lay, stunned, indeed, but otherwise uninjured.

Poor Letta of course was horrified, on reaching the spot, to find that Robin could not speak, and was to all appearance dead. In an agony of terror she shrieked, and shook him and called him by name  to awaken him, as she afterwards said; but Robins sleep was too deep at that moment to be dispelled by such measures. Letta therefore sprang up and ran as fast as she could to the cavern to tell the terrible news and fetch assistance.

Robin, however, was not left entirely alone in his extremity. It so chanced that a remarkably small monkey was seated among the boughs of a neighbouring tree, eating a morsel of fruit, when Lettas first scream sounded through the grove. Cocking up one ear, it arrested its little hand on the way to its lesser mouth, and listened. Its little black face was corrugated with the wrinkles of care  it might be of fun, we cannot tell. The only large features of the creature were its eyes, and these seemed to blaze, while the brows rose high, as if in surprise.

On hearing the second scream the small monkey laid hold of a bough with its tail, swung itself off, and caught another with its feet, sprang twenty feet, more or less, to the ground, which it reached on its hands, tumbled a somersault inadvertently, and went skipping over the ground at a great rate in the direction of the cries.

When it reached the spot, however, Letta had fled, but Robin still lay motionless on his back. It was evident that the small monkey looked on the prostrate youth with alarm and suspicion, yet with an intense curiosity that no sense of danger could restrain. It walked slowly and inquiringly round him several times, each time drawing closer, while its crouched back and trailing tail betokened abject humility. Then it ventured to put out a small black hand and touch him, drawing it back again as if it had got an electric shock. Then it ventured to touch him again, with less alarm. After that it went close up, and gazed in his face.

Familiarity, says the proverb, breeds contempt. The truth of proverbs can be verified by monkeys as well as men. Seeing that nothing came of its advances, that small monkey finally leaped on Robins chest, sat down thereon, and stared into his open mouth. Still the youth moved not, whereupon the monkey advanced a little and laid its paw upon his nose! Either the touch was more effective than Lettas shaking, or time was bringing Robin round, for he felt his nose tickled, and gave way to a tremendous sneeze. It blew the monkey clean off its legs, and sent it shrieking into a neighbouring tree. As Robin still lay quiet, the monkey soon recovered, and returned to its former position, where, regardless of consequences, it again laid hold of the nose.

This time consciousness returned. Robin opened his eyes with a stare of dreamy astonishment. The monkey replied with a stare of indignant surprise. Robins eyebrows rose still higher. So did those of the monkey as it leaped back a foot, and formed its mouth into a little O of remonstrance. Robins mouth expanded; he burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, and the monkey was again on the eve of flight, when voices were heard approaching, and, next instant, Letta came running forward, followed at some distance by Sam and the others.

Oh! my dear, sweet, exquisite darling! exclaimed Letta.

It did much for the poor youths recovery, the hearing himself addressed in such endearing terms, but he experienced a relapse when the monkey, responding to the endearments, ran with obvious joy into the childs bosom, and submitted to a warm embrace.

Oh, you darling! repeated Letta; where have you been? why did you go away? I thought you were dead. Naughty thing!

Recollecting Robin with a shock of self-reproach, she dropped the monkey and ran to him.

It is an old friend, I see, he said with a languid smile, as she came up.

Yes, yes; an old pet. I had lost him for a long time. But youre not killed? Oh! Im so glad.

Killed! repeated Sam, who was down on his knees carefully examining the patient; I should think not. Hes not even bruised  only stunned a little. Where did you fall from, Robin  the tree top?

No; from the edge of the precipice.

What! from the ledge sixty or seventy feet up there? Impossible! You would certainly have been killed if you had fallen from that.

So I certainly should, returned Robin, if God had not in his mercy grown trees and shrubs there, expressly, among other purposes, to save me.

In this reply Robins mind was running on previous conversations which he had had with his friend on predestination.

The idea of shrubs and trees having been expressly grown on an island of the Southern Seas to save an English boy, seemed doubtful to Sam. He did not, however, express his doubts at the time, but reserved the subject for a future theological discussion.

Meanwhile, Slagg, Stumps, and Johnson, having spread some palm branches on a couple of stout poles, laid our hero thereon, and bore him in safety to the pirates cave, where, for several days, he lay on one of the luxurious couches, tenderly nursed by Letta and the old woman, who, although she still pathetically maintained that the roberts an pyrits wasnt all so bad as each oder, was quite willing to admit that her present visitors were preferable, and that, upon the whole, she was rather fond of them.




Chapter Twenty.

Various Subjects treated of, and a Great Fight detailed.

It was the habit of Robin and his friends at this time, the weather being extremely fine and cool, to sit at the mouth of their cavern of an evening, chatting about the events of the day, or the prospects of the future, or the experiences of the past, while old Meerta busied herself preparing supper over a fire kindled on the ground.

No subject was avoided on these occasions, because the friends were harmoniously minded, in addition to which the sweet influences of mingled star-light and fire-light, soft air, and lovely prospect of land and sea  to say nothing of the prospect of supper  all tended to induce a peaceful and forbearing spirit.

Well, now, said Robin, continuing a subject which often engaged their intellectual powers, it seems to me simple enough.

Simple! exclaimed Johnson, with a half-sarcastic laugh, wy, now, you an the doctor ave tried to worrit that electricity into my brain for many months, off an on, and I do believe as Im more muddled about it to-night than I was at the beginnin.

Praps its because you haint got no brains to work upon, suggested Slagg.

Praps it is, humbly admitted the seaman. But look here, now, doctor, he added, turning to Sam with his brow knotted up into an agony of mental endeavour, and the forefinger of one hand thrust into the palm of the other, look here. You tells me that electricity aint a substance at all.

Yes, thats so, assented Sam with a nod.

Wery good. Now, then, if it aint a substance at all, its nothin. An if its nothin, how can you go an talk of it as somethin an give it a name, an tell me it works the telegraph, an does all manner of wonderful things?

But it does not follow that a thing must be nothing because it isnt a substance. Dont you see, man, that an idea is something, yet it is not a substance. Thought, which is so potent a factor in this world, is not a substance, yet it cannot be called nothing. It is a condition  it is the result of brain-atoms in action. Electricity is sometimes described as an invisible imponderable fluid, but that is not quite correct, because a fluid is a substance. It is a better definition to say that electricity is a manifestation of energy  a result of substance in action.

There, Im muddled again! said Johnson, with a look of hopeless incapacity.

Small blame to you, Johnson, murmured Slagg who had done his best to understand, while Stumps sat gazing at the speakers with an expression of blank complacency.

Look here, Johnson, said Sam, youve often seen men shaking a carpet, havent you?

In coorse I have.

Well, have you not observed the waves of the carpet that roll along it when shaken!

Yes, I have.

What are these waves?

Well, sir, I should say they was the carpet, replied Johnson.

No, the waves are not the carpet. When the waves reach the end of the carpet they disappear. If the waves were the carpet, the carpet would disappear. The same waves in a whip, soft and undulating though they be, result in a loud crack, as you know.

Muddled again, said Johnson.

Ditto, said Slagg.

Why, Im not muddled a bit! suddenly exclaimed Stumps, with a half-contemptuous laugh.

Of coorse youre not, retorted Slagg. Brainless things never git into that state. You never heard of a turnip bein muddled, did you?

Stumps became vacant, and Sam went on.

Well, you see, the waves are not substance. They are a condition  a result of atoms in motion. Now, when the atoms of a substance are disturbed by friction, or by chemical action, they get into a state of violent commotion, and try wildly to fly from, or to, each other. This effort to fly about is energy. When the atoms get into a very intense state of commotion they have a tendency to induce explosion, unless a way of escape is found  escape for the energy, not for the atoms. Now, when you cause chemical disturbance in an electric battery, the energy thus evolved is called electricity, and we provide a conductor of escape for it in the shape of a copper or other metal wire, which we may carry to any distance we please, and the energy runs along it, as the wave runs along the carpet, as long as you keep up the commotion in the battery among the excited atoms of copper and zinc.

Mud  no, not quite. I have got a glimmer o suthin, said Johnson.

Ditto, said Slagg.

Supper, said old Meerta.

Ha! thats the battery for me, cried Stumps, jumping up.

Not a bad one either, said Robin, as they entered the cave; alternate plates of beef and greens, steeped in some such acid as lemonade, cause a wonderful commotion in the atoms of the human body.

True, Robin, and the energy thereby evolved, said Sam, sometimes bursts forth in brilliant sparks of wit  to say nothing of flashes of absurdity.

An thunderin stoopidity, added Slagg.

Further converse on the subject was checked at that time by what Sam termed the charging of the human batteries. The evening meal went on in silence and very pleasantly for some time, but before its close it was interrupted in an alarming manner by the sudden entrance of Letta with wild excitement in her eyes.

Oh! she cried, pointing back to the entrance of the cave, a ship!  pirate-ship coming!

A bombshell could scarcely have produced greater effect. Each individual leaped up and darted out, flushing deep red or turning pale, according to temperament. They were not long in verifying the statement. A ledge of rocks concealed the entrance to the cavern from the sea. Over its edge could be seen the harbour in which they had found the vessel whose total destruction has been described; and there, sure enough, they beheld a similar vessel, though considerably smaller, in the act of furling her sails and dropping anchor. There could be no doubt as to her character, for although too distant to admit of her crew being distinguished by star-light, her rig and general appearance betrayed her.

Not a moment to be lost, Robin, said Sam Shipton hurriedly, as he led the way back to the tavern, where old Meerta and blind Bungo, aided by Letta, had already cleared away all evidence of the late feast, leaving only three tin cups and three pewter plates on the table, with viands appropriate thereto.

Ha! youre a knowing old lady, exclaimed Sam, you understand how to help us, I see.

Me tink so! replied Meerta, with an intelligent nod. Ony us tree here. All de pyrits gone away. Dem sinners ony come here for a feed  praps for leetil poodre. Soon go away.

Just so, said Sam, meanwhile we will hide, and return after they are gone, or, better still, if you, Letta, and Bungo will come and hide with us, Ill engage to lay a train of powder from the barrels inside to somewhere outside, and blow the reptiles and the whole mountain into the sea! Theres powder enough to do it.

You tink me one divl? demanded the old woman indignantly. No, some o dem pyrits not so bad as each oder. You let em alone; me let you alone.

This gentle intimation that Meerta had their lives in her hand, induced Sam to ask modestly what she would have him do.

Go, she replied promptly, take rifles, swords, an poodre. Hide till pyrits go way. If de finds you  fight. Better fight dan be skin alive!

Unquestionably, said Sam, with a mingled laugh and shudder, in which his companions joined  as regards the shudder at least, if not the laugh.

Acting promptly on the suggestion, Sam armed himself and his comrades each with a good breech-loading rifle, as much ammunition as he could conveniently carry, and an English sword. Then, descending the mountain on the side opposite to the harbour they disappeared in the dark and tangled underwood of the palm-grove. Letta went a short distance with them.

They wont kill Meerta or blind Bungo, she said, on the way down. Theyre too useful, though they often treat them badly. Meerta sent me away to hide here the last time the strange bad men came. She thinks I go hide to-night, but I wont; so, good-night.

But surely you dont mean to put yourself in the power of the pirates? said Robin.

No, never fear, returned the child with a laugh. I know how to see them without they see me.

Before further remonstrance could be made, the active child had bounded up the pathway and disappeared.

Not long after Sam and his comrades had taken their departure, the pirates came up to the cavern in a body  about forty of them  well armed and ready to fight if need be. They were as rascally a set of cut-throats as one could desire to see  or, rather, not to see  of various nationality, with ugly countenances and powerful frames, which were clothed in more or less fantastic Eastern garb. Their language, like themselves, was mixed, and, we need scarcely add, unrefined. The little that was interchanged between them and Meerta we must, however, translate.

What! alive still! cried the ruffian, who appeared to be the leader of the band, flinging himself down on a couch with the air of a man who knew the place well, while his men made themselves at home.

Meerta merely smiled to the salutation; that in to say, she grinned.

Where are they? demanded the pirate-chief, referring of course to those who, the reader is aware, were blown up.

Gone away, answered Meerta.

Far away? asked the pirate.

Yes, very far away.

Goin to be long away?

Ho! yes, very long.

Wheres the little girl they took from Sarawak?

Gone away.

Where away?

Dont know.

Now, look here, you old hag, said the pirate, drawing a pistol from his belt and levelling it, tell the truth about that girl, else Ill scatter your brains on the floor. Where has she gone to?

Dont know, repeated Meerta, with a look of calm indifference, as she took up a tankard and wiped it out with a cloth.

The man steadied the pistol and pressed the trigger.

You better wait till she has given us our grub, quietly suggested one of the men.

The leader replaced the weapon in the shawl which formed his girdle, and said, Get it ready quick  the best you have, and bring us some wine to begin with.

Soon after that our friends, while conversing in low tones in the grove, heard the unmistakeable sounds of revelry issue from the cave.

What think you, boys, said Sam suddenly, shall we go round to the harbour, surprise and kill the guard, seize the pirate-ship, up anchor and leave these villains to enjoy themselves as best they may?

What! and leave Letta, not to mention Meerta and Bungo, behind us? Never!

I forgot them for the moment, said Sam. No, we cant do that.

As he spoke the noise of revelry became louder and degenerated into sounds of angry disputation. Then several shots were heard, followed by the clashing of steel and loud yells.

Surely that was a female voice, said Robin, rising and rushing up the steep path that led to the cavern, closely followed by his comrades.

They had not gone a hundred yards when they were arrested by hearing a rustling in the bushes and the sound of hasty footsteps. Next instant Letta was seen running towards them, with glaring eyes and streaming hair. She sprang into Robins arms with a convulsive sob, and hid her white face on his breast.

Speak, Letta, dear child! Are you hurt?

No, O no; but Meerta, darling Meerta, she is dead! They have shot her and Bungo.

She burst again into convulsive sobbing.

Dead! But are you sure  quite sure? said Sam.

Quite. I saw their brains scattered on the wall.  Oh, Meerta!

She ended in a low wail, as though her heart were broken.

Now, boys, said Johnson, who had hitherto maintained silence, we must go to work an try to cut out the pirate-ship. Its a good chance, and its our only one.

Yes, theres nothing to prevent us trying it now, said Robin, sadly, and the sooner the better.

Lucky that we made up the parcels last night, warnt it? said Jim Slagg as they made hasty arrangements for carrying out their plan.

Jim referred to parcels of rare and costly jewels which each of them had selected from the pirate store, put into separate bags and hid away in the woods, to be ready in case of any sudden occasion arising  such as had now actually arisen  to quit the island. Going to the place where these bags were concealed, they slung them over their shoulders and set off at a steady run, or trot, for the harbour, each taking his turn in carrying Letta, for the poor child was not fit to walk, much less to run.

Stealthy though their movements were, however, they did not altogether escape detection. Two bright eyes had been watching Letta during all her wanderings that night, and two nimble feet had followed her when she ran affrighted from the pirates stronghold. The party was overtaken before half the distance to the harbour had been gained, and at length, with a cry of satisfaction.

Lettas favourite  the small monkey  sprang upon her shoulder. In this position, refusing to move, he was carried to the coast.

As had been anticipated, the pirate vessel was found lying in the pool where the former ship had anchored. Being considerably smaller, however, it had been drawn close to the rocks, so that a landing had been effected by means of a broad plank or gangway instead of a boat. Fortunately for our friends, this plank had not been removed after the pirates had left, probably because they deemed themselves in a place of absolute security. As far as they could see, only one sentinel paced the deck.

I shouldnt wonder if the guard is a very small one, whispered Sam to Robin, as they crept to the edge of the shrubs which lined the harbour, and surveyed their intended prize. No doubt they expected to meet only with friends here  or with nobody at all, as it has turned out,  and have left just enough to guard their poor slaves.

We shall soon find out, returned Sam. Now, boys, he said, on rejoining the others in the bush, see that your revolvers are charged and handy, but dont use them if you can avoid it.

A cut over the head with cold steel will be sufficiently effective, for we have no desire to kill. Nevertheless, dont be particular. We cant afford to measure our blows with such scoundrels; only if we fire we shall alarm those in the cave, and have less time to get under weigh.

What is to be done with Letta while we attack? asked Robin.

Ill wait here till you come for me, said Letta, with a sad little smile on her tear-bedewed face; Im quite used to see fighting.

Good, keep close, and dont move from this spot till we come for you, my little heroine, said Sam. Now, boys, follow me in single file  tread like mice  dont hurry. Theres nothing like keeping cool.

Not much use o saying that to a feller thats red-hot, growled Slagg, as he stood with a flushed face, a revolver in one hand and a cutlass in the other.

Sam, armed similarly, glided to the extreme verge of the bushes, between which and the water there was a space of about thirty yards. With a quiet cat-like run he crossed this space, rushed up the plank gangway, and leaped upon the deck, with his comrades close at his heels. The sentinel was taken completely by surprise, but drew his sword nevertheless, and sprang at Sam with a shout.

The latter, although not a professional warrior, had been taught single-stick at school, and was an expert swordsman. He parried the pirates furious thrust, and gave him what is technically termed cut Number 1, which clove his turban to the skull and stretched him on the deck. It was a fortunate cut, for the shout had brought up seven pirates, five from below and two from the fore-part of the vessel, where they had been asleep between two guns. With these his comrades were now engaged in mortal combat  three of them having simultaneously attacked Johnson, while two had assailed Jim Slagg.

When Sam turned round the stout sailor had cut down one of his foes, but the other two would probably have proved too much for him if Sam had not instantly engaged one of them. He was a powerful, active man, so that for nearly a minute they cut and thrust at each other without advantage to either, until Sam tried a feint thrust, which he followed up with a tremendous slash at the head. It took effect, and set him free to aid Slagg, who was at the moment in deadly peril, for poor Slagg was no swordsman, and had hitherto foiled his two antagonists by sheer activity and the fury of his assaults. He was quite collected, however, for, even in the extremity of his danger, he had refrained from using his revolver lest he should thereby give the alarm to the pirates on land. With one stroke Sam disposed of one of the scoundrels, and Slagg succeeded in cutting down the other.

Meanwhile our hero, Robin, and Stumps had attacked the two pirates who chanced to be nearest to them. The former thought of Letta and her wretched fate if this assault should fail. The thought filled his little body with such a gush of what seemed to him like electric fire, that he leaped on his opponent with the fury of a wild cat, and bore him backward, so that he stumbled over the combings of a hatchway and was thrown flat on the deck  hors de combat.

But Stumps was not so fortunate. Slow in all his movements, and not too courageous in spirit, he gave way before the villain who assailed him. It was not indeed much to his discredit, for the man was much larger, as well as more active and fierce, than himself. A cut from the pirates sword quickly laid him low, and his antagonist instantly turned on Robin. He was so near at the moment that neither of them could effectively use his weapon. Robin therefore dashed the hilt of his sword into the mans face and grappled with him. It was a most unequal struggle, for the pirate was, as we have said, a huge fellow, while Robin was small and slight. But there were several things in our heros favour. He was exceedingly tough and wonderfully strong for his size, besides being active as a kitten and brave as a lion. The way that Robin Wright wriggled in that big mans embrace, hammered his nose and eyes with the iron hilt of his cutlass, stuck his knees into the pit of his stomach, and assaulted his shins with the toes of boots, besides twisting his left hand into his hair like a vice, was wonderful to behold.

It was all Lettas doing! The more hopeless the struggle felt, the more hapless did Lettas fate appear to Robin, and the more furious did the spirit within rise above its disadvantages. In the whirl of the fight the pirates head chanced for one moment to be in proximity to a large iron block. Robin observed it, threw all his soul and body into one supreme effort, and launched his foe and himself against the block. Both heads met it at the same moment, and the combatants rolled from each others grasp. The pirate was rendered insensible, but Robin, probably because of being lighter, was only a little stunned.

Recovering in a moment, he sprang up, glanced round, observed that the pirates were almost, if not quite, overpowered, and leaped over the bulwarks. A few moments later and he had Letta in his arms. Just then a pistol shot rang in the night air. The last of the pirates who was overpowered chanced to use his fire-arm, though without success. It was fortunate the fight was over, for, now that the alarm had been given, they knew that their chance of escaping was greatly lessened.

Cut the cable, Slagg. Out with a boat-hook, Johnson, ready to shove off. Ill fetch Letta, cried Sam, springing to the side.

He was almost run down, as he spoke, by Robin with the child in his arms.

Ha! Robin  well done, my boy. Here, Letta, you understand the language, tell the slaves below to out oars and pull for their lives. Its their only chance.

The poor creatures, who were bound to the thwarts below deck, had been listening with dull surprise to the fighting on deck  not that fighting was by any means unusual in that vessel, but they must have known that they were in harbour, and that the main body of the pirates were on shore. Still greater was their surprise when they received the above order in the sweet gentle tones of a childs voice.

Whether they deemed her an angel or not we cannot tell, but their belief in her right to command was evinced by their shoving the oars out with alacrity.

A few seconds sufficed to cut the cable, and the gangway fell into the sea with a loud splash as the vessel moved slowly from the land, while Johnson, Robin, and Slagg thrust with might and main at the boat-hooks. The oars could not be dipped or used until the vessel had been separated a few yards from the land, and it was during the delay caused by this operation that their greatest danger lay, for already the pirates were heard calling to each other among the cliffs.

Pull, pull now for life, boys, shouted Sam as he seized the helm.

Pull, pull now for life, boys, echoed the faithful translator in her silvery tones.

The oars dipped and gurgled through the water. There was no question as to the energy of the poor captives, but the vessel was heavy and sluggish at starting. She had barely got a couple of hundred yards from the shore, when the pirates from the cavern came running tumultuously out of the woods. Perceiving at once that their vessel had been captured, they rushed into the water and swam off, each man with his sword between his teeth.

They were resolute villains, and swam vigorously and fast. Sam knew that if such a swarm should gain the side of the vessel, no amount of personal valour could prevent recapture. He therefore encouraged the slaves to redoubled effort. These responded to the silvery echo, but so short had been the distance gained that the issue seemed doubtful.

Give em a few shots, boys, cried Sam, drawing his own revolver and firing back over the stern. The others followed his example and discharged all their revolvers, but without apparent effect, for the pirates still came on.

One of the sails had fortunately been left unfurled. At this moment a light puff of air from the land bulged it out, and sensibly increased their speed.

Hurrah! shouted Johnson, lend a hand, boys, to haul taut.

The sail was trimmed, and in a few minutes the vessel glided quickly away from her pursuers.

A loud British cheer announced the fact alike to pirates and slaves, so that the latter were heartened to greater exertion, while the former were discouraged. In a few minutes they gave up the chase with a yell of rage, and turned to swim for the shore.

About a hundred yards from the mouth of the harbour there lay a small islet  a mere rock. Here Sam resolved to leave the pirate guard, none of whom had been quite killed  indeed two of them had tried unsuccessfully to rise during the fight.

You see, said Sam, as he steered for the rock, we dont want to have either the doctoring or the killing of such scoundrels. They will be much better with their friends, who will be sure to swim off for them  perhaps use our raft for the purpose, which they will likely find, sooner or later.

They soon ranged up alongside of the island, and in a few minutes the bodies of the pirates were landed and laid there side by side. While they were being laid down, the man who had fought with Robin made a sudden and furious grasp at Johnsons throat with one hand, and at his knife with the other, but the seaman was too quick for him. He felled him with a blow of his fist. The others, although still alive, were unable to show fight.

Then, hoisting the mainsail, and directing their course to the northward, our adventurers slipped quietly over the sea, and soon left Pirate Island far out of sight behind them.




Chapter Twenty One.

Departure from Pirate Island and Hopeful News at Sarawak.

The vessel of which Robin and his friends had thus become possessed, was one of those numerous native pirate-ships which did, and we believe still do, infest some parts of the Malay Archipelago  ships which can assume the form and do the work of simple trading-vessels when convenience requires, or can hoist the black flag when circumstances favour. It was not laden with anything valuable at the time of its capture. The slaves who wrought at the oars when wind failed, were wretched creatures who had been captured among the various islands, and many of them were in the last stage of exhaustion, having been worked almost to death by their inhuman captors, though a good many were still robust and fresh.

These latter it was resolved to keep still in fetters, as it was just possible that some of them, if freed, might take a fancy to seize the ship and become pirates on their own account. They were treated as well as circumstances would admit of, however, and given to understand that they should be landed and set free as soon as possible. Meanwhile, no more work would be required of them than was absolutely necessary. Those of them who were ill were freed at once from toil, carefully nursed by Letta and doctored by Sam.

At first Robin and his comrades sailed away without any definite purpose in view, but after things had been got into order, a council was held and plans were discussed. It was then that Letta mentioned what the pirates in the cavern had said about her having been taken from Sarawak.

Sarawak! exclaimed Robin, why, thats the place that has been owned and governed for many years by an Englishman named Brooke  Sir James Brooke, if I remember rightly, and they call him Rajah Brooke. Perhaps your mother lives there, Letta.

Where is Sarawak? asked Stumps, whose injuries in the recent fight were not so severe as had at first been supposed.

Its in the island of Borneo, replied Sam; youre right, Robin

No, hes Robin Wright, interrupted Slagg.

Be quiet, Jim. I think it is highly probable that your parents are there, Letta, and as we have no particular reason for going anywhere else, and cant hope to make for England in a tub like this, we will just lay her head for Sarawak.

This was accordingly done, their new course being nor-east and by east.

It would extend our tale to undue proportions were we to give in detail all the adventures they experienced, dangers they encountered, and hairbreadth escapes they made, between that point on the wide southern ocean and the Malay Archipelago. The reader must be content to skip over the voyage, and to know that they ultimately arrived at the port of Sarawak, where they were kindly treated by a deputy, the Rajah himself being absent at the time.

During the voyage, the subject of finding Lettas parents became one of engrossing and increasing interest,  so much so, indeed, that even electricity and telegraph-cables sank into secondary importance. They planned, over and over again, the way in which they would set about making inquiries, and the various methods which they would adopt in pursuit of their end. They even took to guessing who Lettas parents would turn out to be, and Sam went so far as to invent and relate romantic stories, in which the father and mother of Letta played a conspicuous part. He called them Colonel and Mrs Montmorenci for convenience, which Slagg reduced to Colonel and Mrs Monty, for short.

In all this Letta took great delight, chiefly because it held the conversation on that source of undying interest, mamma, and partly because she entered into the fun and enjoyed the romance of the thing, while, poor child, her hopeful spirit never for a moment doubted that in some form or other the romance would become a reality through Robin, on whom she had bestowed her highest affections  next, of course, to mamma.

On landing at Sarawak, Sam Shipton went direct to the Government offices to report the capture of the pirate vessel and to make inquiries as to Lettas parents, leaving Robin and the others to watch the vessel.

Isnt it strange, said John Johnson to Robin, as they leaned over the side and looked down into the clear water, that a Englishman should become a Rajah, and get possession o this here country?

I can give you only a slight reply to that question, replied Robin, but Sam will enlighten you more than I can; he seems to be acquainted with the Rajahs strange career. All I know is, that he is said to govern the country well.

Coorious, said Johnson; I shouldnt like to settle down in sitch a nest o pirates. Howsever, every man to his taste, as Jack said when the shark swallowed his sou-wester. Dee think its likely, sir, that well find out who the parents o poor Miss Letta is?

Robin shook his head. Im not very hopeful. We have so little information to go upon  just one word,  Sarawak! Nevertheless, I dont despair, and Ill certainly not be beat without trying hard. But here comes Sam; he looks pleased. I think  I hope, he has good news for us.

Ive got something, but not much, replied Sam to the eager inquiries with which he was assailed. The gentleman whom I saw knew nothing about a little girl having been kidnapped from this region within the last two or three years, but an old clerk or secretary, who heard us talking about it, came up scratching his nose with the feather of his quill, and humbly said that he had heard something about a girl disappearing at a fire somewhere, though he couldnt recollect the name of the place, as he was ill at the time, besides being new to the country, but he thought there was a Malay, a drunken old fellow, living some five miles inland, who used to talk about something of the sort, and who had, he fancied, been in the service of the people whose house had been burned. But, altogether, he was very hazy on the subject.

Then we must go and ferret out this old man instantly, said Robin, buttoning up his coat, as if about to commence the journey at once.

Too late to-night, Robin, said Sam; restrain your impatience, my boy. You forget that it sometimes gets dark in these latitudes, and that there are no street lamps on the country roads.

True, true, Sam. And what said they about our capture?

That we must leave it in their hands at present; that they did not know exactly what the Rajah might have to say about it, but that he would be there himself in a few weeks, and decide the matter.

Pon my word, thats cool, said Slagg, who came up at the moment; an suppose we wants to continue our voyage to England, or Indy, or Chiny?

If we do we must continue it by swimming, returned Sam; but it matters little, for there is a steamer expected to touch here in a few days on her way to India, so we can take passage in her, having plenty of funds  thanks to the pirates!

Its all very well for you to boast of bein rich, growled Stumps, but I wont be able to afford it.

Oh! yes you will, returned Robin with a laugh. The Jews will advance you enough on your jewellery to pay your passage.

Sarves you right for bein so greedy, said Slagg.

The greed which Slagg referred to had been displayed by Stumps at the time the parcels of coin and precious stones were made up in the cavern for sudden emergency, as before mentioned. On that occasion each man had made up his own parcel, selecting such gems, trinkets, and coin from the pirate horde as suited his fancy. Unfortunately, the sight of so much wealth had roused in the heart of Stumps feelings of avarice, which heretofore had lain dormant, and he stuffed many glittering and superb pieces of jewellery into his bag in a secretive manner, as if half ashamed of his new sensations, and half afraid that his right to them might be disputed.

Afterwards, on the voyage to Borneo, when the bags were emptied and their costly contents examined, it was discovered that many of Stumpss most glittering gems were mere paste  almost worthless  although some of them, of course, were valuable. Stumps was much laughed at, and in a private confabulation of his comrades, it was agreed that they would punish him by contrasting their own riches with his glittering trash, but that at last they would give him a share which would make all the bags equal. This deceptive treatment, however, wrought more severely on Stumps than they had expected, and roused not only jealous but revengeful feelings in his breast.

Next morning, Sam and Robin set off with Letta to search for the old Malay, leaving their comrades in charge of the vessel.

There is something inexpressibly delightful to the feelings in passing through the glades and thickets of tropical forests and plantations after a long sea voyage. The nostrils seem to have been specially prepared, by long abstinence from sweet smells, to appreciate the scents and odours of aromatic plants and flowers. The soft shade of foliage, the refreshing green, and the gay colours everywhere, fill the eye with pleasure, not less exquisite than that which fills the ears from the warblings and chatterings of birds, the gentle tones of domestic animals, and the tinkling of rills. The mere solidity of the land, under foot, forms an element of pleasure after the tossings of the restless sea, and all the sweet influences put together tend to rouse in the heart a shout of joy and deep gratitude for a world so beautiful, and for powers so sensitively capable of enjoying it.

Especially powerful were the surrounding influences on our three friends as they proceeded, mile after mile, into the country, and little wonder, for eyes, and nostrils, and ears, which had of late drunk only of the blue heavens and salt sea and the music of the wind, naturally gloated over a land which produces sandal-wood, cinnamon, turmeric, ginger, benzoin, camphor, nutmeg, and a host of other gums and spices; a land whose shades are created by cocoa-nut palms, ebony, banana, bread-fruit, gutta-percha, upas, sesamum, and a vast variety of other trees and shrubs, the branches of which are laden with fruits, and flowers, and paroquets, and monkeys.

Little Lettas heart was full to overflowing, so much so that she could scarcely speak while walking along holding Robins hand. But there was more than mere emotion in her bosom  memory was strangely busy in her brain, puzzling her with dreamy recognitions both as to sights and sounds.

Its so like home! she murmured once, looking eagerly round.

Is it? said Robin with intense interest. Look hard at it, little one; do you recognise any object that used to be in your old home?

The child shook her head sadly. No, not exactly  everything is so like, and  and yet not like, somehow.

They came just then upon a clearing among sugar-cane, in the midst of which stood a half-ruined hut, quite open in front and thatched with broad leaves. On a bench near the entrance was seated an old grey-haired Malay man with a bottle beside him. Nearer to the visitors a young girl was digging in the ground.

Thats the old Malay, for certain, said Sam; see, the old rascal has gone pretty deep already into the bottle. Ask the girl, Letta, what his name is.

Sam did not at first observe that the child was trembling very much and gazing eagerly at the old man. He had to repeat the question twice before she understood him, and then she asked the girl, without taking her eyes off the old man.

Who is he? responded the girl in the Malay tongue, why, thats old Georgie  drunken Georgie.

She had scarcely uttered the words when Letta uttered a wild cry, ran to the old man, leaped into his arms, and hugged him violently.

The man was not only surprised but agitated. He loosened the childs hold so as to be able to look at her face.

Oh, Georgie, Georgie! she cried almost hysterically, dont you know me  dont you know Letta?

Georgie replied by uttering a great shout of mingled astonishment and joy, as he clasped the child in his arms. Then, setting her down and holding her at arms-length, he cried in remarkably broken English  

Know you! Wat? Vous hold nuss  hold Georgie  not know Miss Letty. Ho! Miss Letty! my hold arts a-busted amost! But yous come back. Tank do Lor! Look ere, Miss Letty. (He started up, put the child down, and, with sudden energy seized the bottle of ruin by the neck.) Look ere, yous oftin say to me afore you hoed away, Geogie, do, do give up dinkin,  you members?

No, I dont remember, said Letta, smiling through her tears.

Ho! yes, but you said it  bery often, an me was used to say, Yes, Miss Letty  de hold hippercrit!  but I didnt gib im up. I dink away wuss dan ebber. But now  but now  but now, (he danced round, each time whirling the bottle above his head), me dink no more  nebber  nebber  nebber more.

With a mighty swing the old man sent the rum-bottle, like a rocket, up among the branches of an ebony-tree, where it was shattered to atoms, and threw an eaves-dropping monkey almost into fits by raining rum and broken glass upon its inquisitive head.

When the excitement of the meeting had somewhat subsided, Letta suddenly said, But where is mamma? Oh! take me to mamma, Georgie.

The old mans joy instantly vanished, and Letta stood pale and trembling before him, pressing her little hands to her breast, and not daring, apparently, to ask another question.

Not dead? she said at length in a low whisper.

No  no  Miss Letty, replied the man hastily, Ho! no, not dead, but goed away; nigh broked her heart when she losted you; git berry sick; tought she was go for die, but she no die. She jis turn de corner and come round, an when she git bedder she hoed away.

Where did she go to? asked Robin, anxiously.

To Bumby, said old George.

To where?

Bumby.

I suppose you mean Bombay? said Sam.

Yes, yes  an me say Bumby.

Is she alive and well? asked Robin.

Don know, replied old George, shaking his head; she no write to hold Geogie. Nigh two years since she goed away.

When the excitement of this meeting began to subside, Sam Shipton took the old Malay aside, and, after prolonged conversation, learned from him the story, of which the following is the substance.

Mrs Langley was the widow of a gentleman who had died in the service of Rajah Brooke. Several years before  he could not say exactly how many  the widow had retired with her only child, Letta, to a little bungalow on a somewhat out-of-the-way part of the coast which Mr Langley used to be fond of going to, and called his shooting-box. This had been attacked one night by Labuan pirates, who, after taking all that was valuable, set fire to the house. Mrs Langley had escaped by a back door into the woods with her old man-servant, George. She had rushed at the first alarm to Lettas bed, but the child was not there. Letta had been awake, had heard the advance of the pirate crew, and had gone into a front room to see who was coming. Supposing that old George must have taken charge of the child, and hearing him calling to her to come away quickly, the widow ran out at the back door as the pirates entered by the front. Too late she found that George had not the child, and she would have returned to the house, regardless of consequences, if George had not forcibly restrained her. When George returned at daybreak, he found the house a smouldering ruin, the pirates gone, and Letta nowhere to be found.

The shock threw Mrs Langley into a violent fever. She even lost her reason for a time, and when at last she was restored to some degree of health, she went away to Bombay without saying to any one what were her intentions. She could never entirely forgive old George for having prevented her returning to the house to share the fate of her child, and left Sarawak without bidding him farewell, though, as old George himself pathetically remarked, Me couldnt elp it, you knows. De scoundrils kill missis if she goed back, an dat doos no good to Miss Letty.

This was all the information that could be obtained about Mrs Langley, and on the strength of it Sam and Robin resolved to proceed to Bombay by the first opportunity. But their patience was severely tried, for many months elapsed ere they obtained berths in a vessel bound direct to Bombay.

Of course Jim Slagg determined to go with them, and so did Stumps, though a slight feeling of coldness had begun to manifest itself in that worthys manner ever since the episode of the division of jewels. John Johnson, however, made up his mind to take service with the Rajah, and help to exterminate the nests of pirates with which those seas were infested.

Depend upon it, sir, said Johnson to Robin at parting, that youll turn out somethin or other afore long. As I said to our stooard on the night that you was born, Stooard, says I, take my word for it, that there babby what has just been launched aint agoin under hatches without makin his mark somehow an somewheres, an youve begun to make it, sir, aready, an youll go on to make it, as sure as my names John Johnson.

Im gratified by your good opinion, replied Robin, with a laugh. All I can say is, that whatever mark I make, I hope may be a good one.

Poor Robin had little ambition at that time to make any kind of mark for himself on the world. His one desire  which had grown into a sort of passion  was to find Lettas mother. Nearly all his thoughts were concentrated on that point, and so great was his personal influence on his comrades, that Sam and Slagg had become almost as enthusiastic about it as himself, though Stumps remained comparatively indifferent.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Bombay  Where Stumps comes to Grief.

Once again we must beg the patient reader to skip with us over time and space, until we find ourselves in the great city of Bombay.

It is a great day for Bombay. Natives and Europeans alike are unusually excited. Something of an unwonted nature is evidently astir. Down at the sea the cause of the excitement is explained, for the Great Eastern steam-ship has just arrived, laden with the telegraph cable which is to connect England with her possessions in the East. The streets and quays are crowded with the men of many nations and various creeds, to say nothing of varied costume. Turbans and chimney-pots salaam to each other, and fezzes nod to straw hats and wide-awakes. Every one is more than usually sympathetic, for all have their minds, eyes, and hopes, more or less, centred on the big ship, with her unique and precious cargo.

But it is with neither the Great Eastern nor the people  not even with the cable  that we have to do just now. Removing our eyes from such, we fix them and our attention on a very small steamer which lies alongside one of the wharves, and shows evidence of having been severely handled by winds and waves.

At the time we direct attention to her, a few passengers were landing from this vessel, and among them were our friends, Sam Shipton, Robin Wright, Jim Slagg, John Shanks, alias Stumps, and Letta Langley. Most of the passengers had luggage of some sort, but our friends possessed only a small bag each, slung over their shoulders. A letter from the authorities of Sarawak certified that they were honest men.

Now, Robin, said Sam, as they pushed through the crowds, there seems to me something auspicious in our arriving about the same time with the Great Eastern, and I hope something may come of it, but our first business is to make inquiries for Mrs Langley. We will therefore go and find the hotel to which we have been recommended, and make that our head-quarters while we are engaged in our search.

Can I lend you a hand, Mr Shipton? asked Slagg, who had become, as it were, irresistibly more respectful to Robin and Sam since coming among civilised people.

No, Slagg; our mission is too delicate to admit of numbers. If we require your services well let you know.

Ah! I see  too many cooks apt to spoil the broth. Well, my mission will be to loaf about and see Bombay. You and I will pull together, Stumps.

No, said Stumps, to the surprise of his companions, Ive got a private mission of my own  at least for this evening.

Well, please yourself, Stumpy, said Slagg with a good-humoured laugh, you never was the best o company, so I wont break my heart.

At the hotel to which they had been recommended two rooms were engaged,  a small single room for Letta, and one with two beds and a sofa for themselves.

Having breakfasted and commended Letta to the landladys care, Sam and Robin sallied forth together, while Slagg and Stumps went their separate ways, having appointed to meet again in the evening for supper.

We will follow the fortunes of Mr John Shanks. That rather vacant and somewhat degenerate youth, having his precious bag slung from his shoulders, and his left arm round it for further security, sauntered forth, and began to view the town. His viewing it consisted chiefly in looking long and steadily at the shop windows of the principal streets. There was a slight touch of cunning, however, in his expression, for he had rid himself, cleverly as he imagined, of his comrades, and meant to dispose of some of the contents of his bag to the best advantage, without letting them know the result.

In the prosecution of his deep-laid plans, Stumps attracted the attention of a gentleman with exceedingly black eyes and hair, a hook nose, and rather seedy garments. This gentleman followed Stumps with great care for a considerable time, watched him attentively, seemed to make up his mind about him, and finally ran violently against him.

Oh! I do beg your pardon, sir. I am so sorry, he said in a slightly foreign accent, with an expression of earnest distress on his not over-clean countenance, so very, very, sorry; it was a piece of orange peel. I almost fell; but for your kind assistance I should have been down and, perhaps, broke my legs. Thank you, sir; I do hope I have not hurt you against the wall. Allow me to dust your sleeve.

Oh! youve done me no damage, old genlman, said Stumps, rather flattered by the mans attention and urbanity. Im all right; I aint so easy hurt. You neednt take on so.

But I cannot help take on so, returned the seedy man, with an irresistibly bland smile, it is so good of you to make light of it, yet I might almost say you saved my life, for a fall to an elderly man is always very dangerous. Will you not allow me to give my benefactor a drink? See, here is a shop.

Stumps chanced to be very hot and thirsty at the time; indeed he had been meditating some such indulgence, and fell into the trap at once. Accepting the offer with a well, I dont mind if I do, he entered the drinking saloon and sat down, while his new friend called for brandy and water.

You have come from a long voyage, I see, said the seedy man, pulling out a small case and offering Stumps a cigar.

How dee know that? asked Stumps bluntly.

Because I see it in your bronzed face, and, excuse me, somewhat threadbare garments.

Oh! as to that, old man, Ive got tin enough to buy a noo rig out, but Im in no hurry.

He glanced unintentionally at his bag as he spoke, and the seedy man glanced at it too  intentionally. Of course Stumpss glance let the cat out of the bag!

Come, said the stranger, when the brandy was put before them, drink  drink to  to the girls we left behind us.

I left no girl behind me, said Stumps.

Well then, cried the seedy man, with irresistible good humour, let us drink success to absent friends and confusion to our foes.

This seemed to meet the youths views, for, without a word of comment, he drained his glass nearly to the bottom.

Ha! thats good. Nothin like brandy and water on a hot day.

Except brandy and water on a cold day, my dear, returned the Jew  for such he was; there is not much to choose between them. Had you not better take off your bag? it incommodes you in so narrow a seat. Let me help  No?

You let alone my hag, growled Stumps angrily, with a sudden clutch at it.

Waiter! bring a light. My cigar is out, said the Jew, affecting not to observe Stumpss tone or manner. It is strange, he went on, how, sometimes, you find a bad cigar  a very bad cigar  in the midst of good ones. Yours is going well, I think.

Well enough, answered Stumps, taking another pull at the brandy and water.

The seedy man now launched out into a pleasant light discourse about Bombay and its ways, which highly interested his poor victim. He made no further allusion to the bag, Stumpss behaviour having betrayed all he required to know, namely, that its contents were valuable.

Soon the brandy began to take effect on Stumps, and, as he was unaccustomed to such potent drink besides being unused to self-restraint, he would speedily have made himself a fit subject for the care of the police, which would not have suited his new friend at all. When, therefore, Stumps put out his hand to grasp his tumbler for another draught, his anxious friend inadvertently knocked it over, and then begged his pardon profusely. Before Stumps could decide whether to call for another glass at the risk of having to pay for it himself, the Jew pointed to a tall, sallow-faced man who sat in a corner smoking and reading a newspaper.

Do you see him! he asked, in a low mysterious whisper.

Yes; who is he? what about him? asked the youth in a similar whisper.

Hes an opium-smoker.

Is he? said Stumps with a vacant stare. Whats that?

Upon this text the seedy man delivered a discourse on the pleasures of opium-smoking, which quite roused the interest and curiosity of his hearer.

But is it so very nice to smoke opium? he asked, after listening for some time.

Nice, my dear? I should think it is  very nice, but very wrong  oh! very wrong. Perhaps we ought not even to speak about it.

Nonsense! said the now half-tipsy lad with an air of determination. I should like to try it. Come, you know where I could have a pipe. Lets go.

Not for worlds, said the man with a look of remonstrance.

Oh, yes you will, returned Stumps, rising.

Well, you are a wilful man, and if you will I suppose you must, said the Jew.

He rose with apparent reluctance, paid the reckoning, and led his miserable victim into one of the numerous dens of iniquity which exist in the lowest parts of that city. There he furnished the lad with a pipe of opium, and, while he was in the state of semi-stupor resulting therefrom, removed his bag of treasure, which he found, to his delight, contained a far richer prize than he had anticipated, despite the quantity of trash with which it was partly filled.

Having secured this, he waited until Stumps had partially recovered, and then led him into one of the most crowded thoroughfares.

Now, my boy, he said affectionately, I think you are much better. You can walk alone.

I should think I could, he replied, indignantly shaking off the mans grasp. Whwhat dee take me for?

He drew his hand across his eyes, as if to clear away the cloud that still oppressed him, and stared sternly before him, then he stared, less sternly, on either side, then he wheeled round and stared anxiously behind him. Then clapping his left hand quickly to his side, he became conscious that his bag was gone, and that his late friend had taken an abrupt departure without bidding him farewell.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Stumps in Despair  And Bombay in Raptures.

When Mr John Shanks realised the full extent of his loss, his first impulse was to seize hold of the nearest passer-by and strangle him; his next, to dash down a narrow street close beside him in pursuit of some one; his next, to howl stop thief! and murder! and his next, to stare into a shop window in blank dismay, and meditate.

Of these various impulses, he gave way only to the last. His meditations, however, were confused and unsatisfactory. Turning from them abruptly, he hurried along the street at a furious walk, muttering, Ill go an tell Slagg. Then, pausing abruptly, No, I wont, Ill go an inform the pleece.

Under this new impulse he hurried forward again, jostling people as he went, and receiving a good deal of rough-handling in return. Presently he came to a dead halt, and with knitted brows and set teeth, hissed, Ill go and drown myself.

Full of this intention he broke into a run, but, not being acquainted with the place, found it necessary to ask his way to the port. This somewhat sobered him, but did not quite change his mind, so that when he eventually reached the neighbourhood of the shipping, he was still going at a quick excited walk. He was stopped by a big and obviously eccentric sea-captain, or mate, who asked him if he happened to know of any active stout young fellow who wanted to ship in a tight little craft about to sail for old England.

No, I dont, said Stumps, angrily.

Come now, think again, said the skipper, in no degree abashed, and putting on a nautical grin, which was meant for a winning smile. Im rather short-handed; give good wages; have an amiable temper, a good craft, and a splendid cook. Youre just the active spirited fellow that I want. Youll ship now, eh?

No, I wont, said Stumps, sulkily, endeavouring to push past.

Well, well, no offence. Keep an easy mind, and if you should chance to change it, just come and see me, Captain Bounce, of the Swordfish. There she lies, in all her beauty, quite a picture. Good-day.

The eccentric skipper passed on, but Stumps did not move. He stood there with his eyes riveted on the pavement, and his lips tightly compressed. Evidently the drowning plan had been abandoned for something else  something that caused him to frown, then to smile, then to grow slightly pale, and then to laugh somewhat theatrically. While in this mood he was suddenly pushed to one side by some one who said  

The tracks made for walkin on, not standin, young  Hallo!

It was Slagg who had thus roughly encountered his mate.

Why, Stumps, whats the matter with yon?

Nothing.

Where ave you bin to?

Nowhere.

Whos bin a-frightenin of you!

Nobody.

Nothin, nowhere, an nobody, repeated his friend; thats what I calls a coorious combination for a man whos as white as a sheet one moment, and as red as a turkey-cock the next.

Well, Slagg, said Stumps, recovering himself a little, the fact is, Ive been taken in and robbed.

Hereupon he related all the circumstances of his late adventure to his astonished and disgusted comrade, who asserted roundly that he was a big booby, quite unfit to take care of himself.

Howsever, we must do the best we can for you, he continued, so come along to the police-office.

Information of the robbery was given, and inquiries instituted without delay, but without avail. Indeed the chief officer held out little hope of ultimate success; nevertheless, Slagg endeavoured to buoy up his friend with assurances that they must surely get hold of the thief in the long-run.

And if we dont, he said to Robin and Sam, during a private conversation on the subject that same night, we must just give him each a portion of what we have, for the poor stoopid has shared our trials, and ought to share our luck.

While Stumps was being thus fleeced in the lower part of the city, Robin and Sam had gone to make inquiries about Mrs Langley, and at the Government House they discovered a clerk who had formerly been at Sarawak, and had heard of the fire, the abduction of the little girl, and of Mrs Langley having afterwards gone to Bombay; but he also told them, to their great regret, that she had left for England six months before their arrival, and he did not know her address, or even the part of England to which she had gone.

But, continued the clerk, who was a very friendly fellow, Ill make inquiries, and let you know the result, if you leave me your address. Meanwhile you can amuse yourself by paying a visit to that wonderful ship, the Great Eastern, which has come to lay a submarine telegraph cable between this and Aden. Of course you have heard of her arrival  perhaps seen her.

O yes, replied Robin. We intend to visit her at once. She is an old acquaintance of mine, as I was in her when she laid the Atlantic cable in 1865. Does Captain Anderson still command her?

No, answered the clerk, who seemed much interested in what Robin said. She is now commanded by Captain Halpin.

That evening Robin tried to console poor Letta in her disappointment at not finding her mother, and Sam sought to comfort Stumps for the loss of his treasure. Neither comforter was very successful. Letta wept in spite of Robin, and Stumps absolutely refused to be comforted!

Next day, however, the tears were dried, and Letta became cheery again in the prospect of a visit to the Great Eastern.

But Stumps was no better. Indeed he seemed worse, and flatly refused to accompany them on their trip, although all the world of Bombay was expected to go.

Stumps, Stumps,

Down in the dumps!

Down in the dumps so low  O!

Sang Jim Slagg as he waved his hand in farewell on quitting the hotel. Good-bye, my boy, and get your spirits up before we return, if you can.

Ill try, replied Stumps with a grim smile.

The event which stirred the city of Bombay to its centre at this time was indeed a memorable one. The connecting of India with England direct by a deep-sea cable was a matter of the greatest importance, because the land telegraph which existed at the time was wretchedly worked, passing, as it did, through several countries, which involved translation and re-translation, besides subjecting messages to needless delay on the part of unbusiness-like peoples. In addition to the brighter prospects which the proposed cable was opening up, the presence of the largest ship that had ever yet been constructed was a point of overwhelming attraction, and so great were the crowds that went on board to see the marine wonder, that it was found somewhat difficult to carry on the necessary work of coaling and making preparations for the voyage.

Robin, said Sam, an they walked along with Letta between them, Ive just discovered that the agent of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company is an old friend of mine. He has been busy erecting a cable landing-house on the shores of Back Bay, so well go there first and get him to accompany us to the big ship.

Good, said Robin, if it is not too far for Letta to walk.

The landing-house, which they soon reached, stood near to the green where the Bombay and Baroda Railway tumbled out its stream of cotton until the region became a very sea of bales. It was a little edifice with a thatched roof and venetian blinds, commanding a fine view of the whole of Back Bay, with Malabar Point to the right and the governors house imbedded in trees. Long lines of surf marked the position of ugly rocks which were visible at low water, but among these there was a pathway of soft sand marked off by stakes, along which the shore-end of the cable was to lie.

For the reception of the extreme end of the cable there was provided, in the cable-house, a testing table of solid masonry, with a wooden top on which the testing instruments were to stand; the great delicacy of these instruments rendering a fixed table indispensable.

When our friends reached the cable-house, native labourers, in picturesque Oriental costume, were busy thatching its roof or painting it blue, while some were screwing its parts together; for the house, with a view to future telegraphic requirements, was built so as to come to pieces for shipment to still more distant quarters of the globe.

Sams friend could not go with him, he said, but he would introduce him to a young acquaintance among the working engineers who was going on with a party in half an hour or so. Accordingly, in a short time they were gliding over the bay, and ere long stood on the deck of the big ship.

Oh, Letta! said Robin, with a glitter of enthusiasm in his eyes, as he gazed round on the well-remembered deck, it feels like meeting an old friend after a long separation.

How nice! said Letta.

This how nice of the child was, so to speak, a point of great attraction to our hero. She always accompanied it with a smile so full of sympathy, interest, and urbanity, that it became doubly significant on her lips. Letta was precocious. She had grown so rapidly in sympathetic capacity and intelligence, since becoming acquainted with her new friends, that Robin had gradually come to speak to her about his thoughts and feelings very much as he used to speak to cousin Madge when he was a boy.

Yes, he continued, I had forgotten how big she was, and she seems to me actually to have grown bigger. There never was a ship like her in the world. Such huge proportions, such a vast sweep of graceful lines. The chief difference that I observe is the coat of white paint they have given her. She seems to have been whitewashed from stem to stern. It was for the heat, I fancy.

Yes, sir, it wor, said a bluff cable-man who chanced to overhear the remark, an if you wor in the tanks, youd ave blessed Captn Halpin for wot he done. Wy, sir, that coat o whitewash made a difference o no less than eight degrees in the cable-tanks the moment it was putt on. Before that we was nigh stooed alive. Arter that weve ony bin baked.

Indeed? said Robin, but before he could say more the bluff cable-man had returned to his bakery.

Just look here, he continued, turning again to Letta; the great ships around us seem like little ones, by contrast, and the little ones like boats,  dont they?

Yes, and the boats like toys, said Letta, and the people in them like dolls.

True, little one, and yonder comes a toy steamer, said Sam, who had been contemplating the paying-out gear in silent admiration, with some rather curious dolls on it.

Oh! exclaimed Letta, with great surprise, look, Robin, look at the horses  just as if we were on shore!

Among the many surprising things on board of the big ship, few were more striking for incongruity than the pair of grey carriage-horses, to which Letta referred, taking their morning exercise composedly up and down one side of the deck, with a groom at their heads.

The steamer referred to by Sam was one which contained a large party of Hindu and Parsee ladies and children who had come off to see the ship. These streamed into her in a bright procession, and were soon scattered about, making the decks and saloons like Eastern flower-beds with their many-coloured costumes  of red, pink, white, and yellow silks and embroideries, and bracelets, brooches, nose-rings, anklets, and other gold and silver ornaments.

The interest taken by the natives in the Great Eastern was naturally great, and was unexpectedly illustrated in the following manner. Captain Halpin, anticipating difficulties in the matter of coaling and otherwise carrying on the work of the expedition, had resolved to specify particular days for sight-seers, and to admit them by ticket, on which a small fee was charged  the sum thus raised to be distributed among the crew at the end of the voyage. In order to meet the convenience of the upper ten of English at Bombay, the charge at first was two rupees (about 4 shillings), and it was advertised that the ship would afterwards be thrown open at lower rates, but to the surprise of all, from an early hour on the two-rupee day the ship was beset by Parsees, Hindus, and Mohammedans, so that eventually, on all sides  on the decks, the bridge, the paddle-boxes, down in the saloon, outside the cable-tanks, mixed up with the machinery, clustering round the huge red buoys, and at the door of the testing-room  the snowy robes, and strange head-dresses, bright costumes, brighter eyes, brown faces, and turbans far outnumbered the stiff and sombre Europeans. These people evidently regarded the Great Eastern as one of the wonders of the world. The largest vessel ever seen in Bombay, said an enthusiastic Parsee, used to be the Bates Family, of Liverpool, and now there she lies alongside of us looking like a mere jolly-boat.

While Sam and his friends were thus standing absorbed by the contemplation of the curious sights and sounds around them, one of the engineer staff, who had served on board during the laying of the 1866 Atlantic cable, chanced to pass, and, recognising Robin as an old friend, grasped and shook his hand warmly. Robin was not slow to return the greeting.

Frank Hedley, he exclaimed, why, I thought you had gone to California!

Robin Wright, replied the young engineer, I thought you were dead!

Not yet, returned Robin; Im thankful to report myself alive and well.

But you ought to be dead, persisted Frank, for youve been mourned as such for nigh a couple of years. At least the vessel in which you sailed has never been heard of, and the last time I saw your family, not four months since, they had all gone into mourning for you.

Poor mother! murmured Robin, his eyes filling with tears, but, please God, we shall meet again before long.

Come  come down with me to the engine-room and have a talk about it, said Frank, and let your friends come too.

Just as he spoke, one of the little brown-faced Mohammedan boys fixed his glittering eyes on an opening in the bulwarks of the ship, through which the water could be seen glancing brightly. That innate spirit of curiosity peculiar to small boys all the world over, induced him to creep partly through the opening and glance down at the sparkling fluid. That imperfect notion of balance, not infrequent in small boys, caused him to tip over and cleave the water with his head. His Mohammedan relatives greeted the incident with shrieks of alarm. Robin, who had seen him tip over, being a good swimmer, and prompt to act, went through the same hole like a fish-torpedo, and caught the brown boy by the hair, as he rose to the surface with staring eyes, outspread fingers, and a bursting cry.

Rope-ends, life-buoys, and other things were flung over the side; oars were plunged; boats darted forward; fifty efforts at rescue were made in as many seconds, for there was wealth of aid at hand, and in a wonderfully brief space of time the brown boy was restored to his grateful friends, while Robin, enveloped in a suit of dry clothes much too large for him, was seated with his friend the engineer down among the great cranks, and wheels, and levers, of the regions below.

Its well the sharks werent on the outlook, said Frank Hedley, as he brought forward a small bench for Letta, Sam, and Jim Slagg. You wont mind the oily smell, my dear, he said to Letta.

O no. I rather like it, replied the accommodating child.

Its said to be fattening, remarked Slagg, even when taken through the nose.

Come now, let me hear all about my dear mother and the rest of them, Frank, said Robin.

Frank began at once, and, for a considerable time, conversed about the sayings and doings of the Wright family, and of the world at large, and about the loss of the cable-ship; but gradually and slowly, yet surely, the minds and converse of the little party came round to the all-absorbing topic, like the needle to the pole.

So, youre actually going to begin to coal to-morrow? said Sam.

Yes, and we hope to be ready in a few days to lay the shore-end of the cable, answered the young engineer.

But have they not got land-lines of telegraph which work well enough? asked Robin.

Land-lines! exclaimed Frank, with a look of contempt. Yes, they have, and no doubt the lines are all right enough, but the people through whose countries they pass are all wrong. Why, the Government lines are so frequently out of order just now, that their daily condition is reported on as if they were noble invalids. Just listen to this, (he caught up a very much soiled and oiled newspaper)Telegraph Line Reports, Kurrachee, 2nd February, 6 p.m.  Cable communication perfect to Fao; Turkish line is interrupted beyond Semawali; Persian line interrupted beyond Shiraz. And it is constantly like that  the telegraphic disease, though intermittent, is chronic. One can never be sure when the line may be unfit for duty. Sometimes from storms, sometimes from the assassination of the operators in wild districts through which the land wires pass, and sometimes from the destruction of lines out of pure mischief, the telegraph is often beaten by the mail.

There seems, indeed, much need for a cable direct, said Sam, which will make us independent of Turks, Persians, Arabs, and all the rest of them. By the way, how long is your cable?

The cable now in our tanks is 2375 nautical miles long, but our companion ships, the Hibernia, Chiltern, and Hawk, carry among them 1225 miles more, making a total of 3600 nautical miles, which is equal, as you know, to 4050 statute miles. This is to suffice for the communication between Bombay and Aden, and for the connecting of the Malta and Alexandria lines. They are now laying a cable between England, Gibraltar, and Malta, so that when all is completed there will be one line of direct submarine telegraph unbroken, except at Suez.

Magnificent! exclaimed Robin, why, it wont be long before we shall be able to send a message to India and get a reply in the same day.

In the same day! cried Sam, slapping his thigh; mark my words, as uncle Rik used to say, youll be able to do that, my boy, within the same hour before long.

Come, Sam, dont indulge in prophecy. It does not become you, said Robin. By the way, Frank, what about uncle Rik? You have scarcely mentioned him.

Oh! hes the same hearty old self-opinionated fellow as ever. Poor fellow, he was terribly cut up about your supposed death. I really believe that he finds it hard even to smile now, much less to laugh. As for Madge, she wont believe that you are lost  at least she wont admit it, though it is easy to see that anxiety has told upon her.

I wonder how my poor old mother has took it, said Slagg, pathetically. But shes tough, an cant be got to believe things easy. Shell hold out till I turn up, I dessay, and when I present myself shell say, I knowd it!

But to return to the cable, said Sam, with an apologetic smile. Is there any great difference between it and the old ones?

Not very much. We have found, however, that a little marine wretch called the teredo attacks hemp so greedily that weve had to invent a new compound wherewith to coat it, namely, ground flint or silica, pitch, and tar, which gives the teredo the toothache, I suppose, for it turns him off effectually. We have also got an intermediate piece of cable to affix between the heavy shore-end and the light deep-sea portion. There are, of course, several improvements in the details of construction, but essentially it is the same as the cables you have already seen, with its seven copper wires covered with gutta-percha, and other insulating and protecting substances.

Its what I calls a tremendious undertakin, said Slagg.

It is indeed, assented Frank, heartily, for like all the rest of the crew, from the captain downwards, he was quite enthusiastic about the ship and her work. Why, when you come to think of it, its unbelievable. I sometimes half expect to waken up and find it is all a dream. Just fancy. We left England with a freight of 21,000 tons. The day is not long past when I thought a ship of 1000 tons a big one; what a mite that is to our Leviathan, as she used to be called. We had 5512 tons of cable, 3824 tons of fuel, 6499 tons of coal and electric apparatus and appliances when we started; the whole concern, ship included, being valued at somewhere about two millions sterling. It may increase your idea of the size and needs of our little household when I tell you that the average quantity of coal burned on the voyage out has been 200 tons a day.

Its a positive romance in facts and figures, said Sam.

A great reality, you should have said, remarked Robin.

And so, romancing on this reality of facts and figures in many a matter-of-fact statement and figurative rejoinder, they sat there among the great cranks, and valves, and pistons, and levers, until the declining day warned them that it was time to go ashore.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Shows the Dreadful Depravity of Man, and the Amazing Effects of Electrical Treatment on Man and Beast.

Meanwhile Stumps went back to the hotel to brood over his misfortunes, and hatch out the plan which his rather unfertile brain had devised.

Seated on a chair, with his elbows on his knees, his chin in his hands, and his nails between his teeth, he stared at a corner of the room, nibbled and meditated. There was nothing peculiar about the corner of the room at which he stared, save that there stood in it a portmanteau which Sam had bought the day before, and in which were locked his and Robins bags of treasure.

If I could only manage to get away by rail to  to  anywhere, Id do it, he muttered.

Almost simultaneously he leaped from his chair, reddened, and went to look-out at the window, for some one had tapped at the door.

Come in, he said with some hesitation.

Genlman wants you, sir, said a waiter, ushering in the identical captain who had stopped Stumps on the street that day.

Excuse me, young man, he said, taking a chair without invitation, I saw you enter this hotel, and followed you.

Well, and what business had you to follow me? demanded Stumps, feeling uneasy.

Oh, none  none at all, ony I find I must sail this afternoon, an Ive took a fancy to you, an hope youve made up your mind to ship with me.

Stumps hesitated a moment.

Well, yes, I have, he said, with sudden resolution. When must I be on board?

At four, sharp, said the captain, rising. I like promptitude. All right. Dont fail me.

I wont, said Stumps, with emphasis.

When the captain was gone, Stumps went nervously to the door and peeped out. Nothing was visible, save the tail of a waiters retiring coat. Cautiously shutting and bolting the door, he took up a strong walking-cane, and, after some difficulty, forced the lock of the portmanteau therewith. Abstracting from it the two bags containing the treasures of his mates Robin and Sam, he wrapped them in a handkerchief, and put them into a canvas bag, which he had purchased for the reception of his own wardrobe. Taking this under his arm he went quietly out of the hotel into the street and disappeared.

He was closely followed by a waiter who had taken the liberty of peeping through the key-hole when he committed the robbery, and who never lost sight of him till he had seen him embark in a vessel in the harbour, named the Fairy Queen, and heard him give his name as James Gibson. Then he returned to the hotel, giving vent to his sentiments in the following soliloquy Of course it is no business of yours, John Ribbon, whether men choose to open their comrades portmantys with keys or walkin-sticks, but it is well for you to note the facts that came under your observation, and to reveal them to them as they concern  for a consideration.

But the waiter did not at that time obtain an opportunity to reveal his facts to those whom they concerned, for Sam, Robin, Slagg, and Letta did not return to the hotel, but sent a pencil note to Stumps instead, to the effect that they had received an invitation from a telegraph official to pay him a visit at his residence up country; that, as he was to carry them off in his boat to the other side of the bay, they would not have an opportunity of calling to bid him, Stumps, a temporary farewell; that he was to make himself as happy as he could in Bombay during their absence, keep on the rooms at the hotel, and settle the bills, and that all expenses would be paid by them on their return.

As the youth by whom this message was sent knew nothing about the senders or whither they had gone, and as Stumps did not again make his appearance, the landlord seized the few things that had been left by the supposed runaways.

The invitation that had thus suddenly been given and accepted, was received from a gentleman named Redpath, an official in the Indian telegraph service. They had been introduced to him on board of the Great Eastern by Sams friend, Frank Hedley, and he became so interested in their adventurous career that he begged them to visit his bungalow in a rather out-of-the-way part of the country, even if only for a few days.

It wont take us long to get there, he said, for the railway passes within thirty miles of it, and Ill drive you over as pretty a piece of country as you could wish to see. I have a boat alongside, and must be off at once. Do come.

But there are so many of us, objected Sam Shipton.

Pooh! I could take a dozen more of you, returned the hospitable electrician; and my wife rejoices  absolutely rejoices  when I bring home unexpected company.

What a pattern she must be, said Slagg; but excuse me, sir, since you are so good as to invite us all, may I make so bold as to ax if youve got a servants-all?

Well, Ive not got exactly that, replied Redpath, with an amused look; but Ive got something of the same sort for my servants. Why do you ask?

Because, sir, I never did sail under false colours, and I aint agoin to begin now. I dont set up for a gentleman, and though circumstances has throwed me along wi two of em, so that weve bin hail-feller-well-met for a time, I aint agoin to condescend to consort wi them always. If youve got a servants-all, Ill come and thank ee; if not, Ill go an keep company wi Stumps till Mr Shipton comes back.

Very well, my good fellow, then you shall come, and well find you a berth in the servants-hall, said Redpath, laughing.

But what about Stumps? said Robin; he will wonder what has come over us. Could we not return to the hotel first?

Impossible, said the electrician; I have not time to wait. My leave has expired. Besides, you can write him a note.

So the note was written, as we have shown, and the party set out on their inland journey.

Before starting, however, Frank Hedley, the engineer, took Sam and Robin aside.

Now, think over what I have mentioned, he said, and make up your minds. You see, I have some influence at head-quarters, and am quite sure I can get you both a berth on board to replace the men who have left us. I think I can even manage to find a corner for Slagg, if he is not particular.

We shall only be too happy to go if you can manage it, replied Robin; but Stumps, what about him? We cant leave Stumps behind, you know.

Well. Ill try to get Stumps smuggled aboard as a stoker or something, if possible, but to say truth, I dont feel quite so sure about that matter, replied Frank.

But shall we have time for this trip if you should prove successful? asked Sam.

Plenty of time, returned his friend; coaling is a slow as well as a dirty process, and to ship thousands of tons is not a trifle. I daresay we shall be more than a week here before the shore-end is fixed and all ready to start.

Well then, Frank, said Sam; adieu, till we meet as shipmates.

The railway soon conveyed our adventurers a considerable distance into the interior of the country.

At the station where Redpath and his guests got out, a vehicle was procured sufficiently large to hold them all, and the road over which they rapidly passed bore out the character which the electrician had given to it. Every species of beautiful scenery presented itself  from the low scrubby plain, with clumps of tropical plants here and there, to undulating uplands and hills.

You must have some difficulties in your telegraph operations here, said Robin to Redpath, with which we have not to contend in Europe.

A few, replied his friend, especially in the wilder parts of the East. Would you believe it, he added, addressing himself to Letta, that wild animals frequently give us great trouble? Whenever a wild pig, a tiger, or a buffalo, takes it into his head to scratch himself, he uses one of our telegraph-posts if he finds it handy. Elephants sometimes butt them down with their thick heads, by way of pastime, I suppose, for they are not usually fond of posts and wire as food. Then bandicoots and porcupines burrow under them and bring them to the ground, while kites and crows sit on the wires and weigh them down. Monkeys, as usual, are most mischievous, for they lay hold of the wires with tails and paws, swinging from one to another, and thus form living conductors, which tend to mix and confuse the messages.

But does not the electricity hurt the monkeys? asked Letta.

O no! It does them no injury; and birds sitting on the wires are never killed by it, as many people suppose. The electricity passes them unharmed, and keeps faithfully to the wire. If a monkey, indeed, had a tail long enough to reach from the wire to the ground, and were to wet itself thoroughly, it might perhaps draw off some of the current, but fortunately the tails of monkeys are limited. We often find rows of birds lying dead below our telegraph lines, but these have been killed by flying against them, the wires being scarcely visible among trees.

And what about savages, sir? asked Jim Slagg, who had become deeply interested in the telegraphists discourse; dont they bother you sometimes?

Of course they do, replied Redpath, with a laugh, and do us damage at times, though we bother them too, occasionally.

How do you manage that, sir? asked Jim.

Well, you must know we have been much hindered in our work by the corruptness and stupidity of Eastern officials in many places, and by the destructive propensities and rapacity of Kurds and wandering Arabs and semi-savages, who have found our posts in the desert good for firewood and our wires for arrow-heads or some such implements. Some of our pioneers in wild regions have been killed by robbers when laying the lines, while others have escaped only by fighting for their lives. Superstition, too, has interfered with us sadly, though sometimes it has come to our aid.

There was one eccentric Irishman  one of the best servants I ever had, continued Redpath, who once made a sort of torpedo arrangement which achieved wonderful success. The fellow is with me still, and it is a treat to hear Flinn, thats his name, tell the story, but the fun of it mostly lies in the expressive animation of his own face, and the richness of his brogue as he tells it.

I was away in the dissert somewheres, he is wont to say, I dont rightly remimber where, for my brains no better than a sive at geagraphy, but it was a wild place, anyhow  bad luck to it! Well, we had sot up a line o telegraph in it, an wan the posts was stuck in the ground not far from a pool o wather where the wild bastes was used to dhrink of a night, an they tuk a mighty likin to this post, which they scrubbed an scraped at till they broke it agin an agin. Och! its me heart was broke intirely wi them. At last I putt me brains in steep an got up an invintion. It wouldnt be aisy to explain it, specially to onscientific people. No matter, it was an electrical arrangement, which I fixed to the post, an bein curious to know how it would work, I wint down to the pool an hid mesilf in a hole of a rock, wid a big stone over me an ferns all round about. I tuk me rifle, av coorse, just for company, you know, but not to shoot, for Im not bloodthirsty, by no means. Well, I hadnt bin long down whin a rustle in the laves towld me that somethin was comin, an sure enough down trotted a little deer  as purty a thing as you could wish to see. It took a dhrink, tremblin all the time, an there was good cause, for another rustlin was heard. Off wint the deer, just as a panther o some sort jumped out o the jungle an followed it. Bad luck go wid ye says I; but Id scarce said it whin a loud crashing in the jungle towld me a buffalo or an elephant was comin. It was an elephant. He wint an took a long pull at the pool. After that he goes straight to the post. Ha! says I, its an owld friend o yours, I see. When he putt his great side agin it, for the purpose of scratchin, he got a shock from my electrical contrivance that caused his tail to stand upon end, and the hairs at its point to quiver. Wid a grunt he stood back an gave the post a look o surprise, as much as to say, Did ye do that a-purpose, ye spalpeen? Then he tried it again, an got another shock that sot up his dander, for he twisted his long nose round the post, goin to pull it down, no doubt, but he got another shock on the nose that made him squeal an draw back. Then he lowered his great head for a charge. Its all over wid ye now, me post, says I; but the baste changed its mind, and wint off wid its tail an trunk in the air, trumpetin as if it had got the toothache. Well, after that nothin came for some time, and I think I must have gone off to slape, for I was awoke by a most tremendious roar. Lookin up I saw a tiger sprawlin on his back beside the post! Av coorse the shock wasnt enough to have knocked the baste over. I suppose it had tripped in the surprise. Anyhow it jumped up and seized the post with claws an teeth, whin av coorse it got another shock that caused it to jump back about six yards, with its tail curled, its hair all on end, all its claws out, an its eyes blazin. You seem to feel it, says I  into meself, for fear hed hear me. He didnt try it again, but wint away into the bush like a war-rocket. After that, five or six little wild pigs came down, an the smallest wan wint straight up to the post an putt his nose to it. He drew back wid a jerk, an gave a scream that seemed to rend all his vitals. You dont like it, thinks I; but, faix, it looked as if I was wrong, for he tried it again. Another shock he got, burst himself amost wid a most fearful yell, an bolted. His brothers didnt seem to understand it quite. They looked after him in surprise. Then the biggest wan gave a wriggle of his curly tail, an wint to the post as if to inquire what was the matter. When he got it on the nose the effect was surprisin. The curl of his tail came straight out, an it quivered for a minute all over, wid its mouth wide open. The screech had stuck in his throat, but it came out at last so fierce that the other pigs had to join in self-defence. I stuck my fingers in my ears and shut me eyes. When I opened them again the pigs were gone. Its my opinion they were all dissolved, like the zinc plates in a used-up battery; but I cant prove that. Well, while I was cogitatin on the result of my little invintion, what should walk out o the woods but a man! At first I tuk him for a big monkey, for the light wasnt very good, but he had a gun on his shoulder, an some bits o clothes on, so I knew him for a human. Like the rest o them, he wint up to the post an looked at it, but didnt touch it. Then he came to the pool an tuk a dhrink, an spread out his blanket, an began to arrange matters for spendin the rest o the night there. Av coorse he pulled out his axe, for he couldnt do widout fire to kape the wild bastes off. An what does he do but go straight up to my post an lift his axe for a good cut. Hallo! says I, pretty loud, for I was amost too late. Whew! What a jump he gave  six futt if it was an inch. Whin he came down he staggered with his back agin the post. That was enough. The jump he tuk before was nothin to what he did after. I all but lost sight of him among the branches. When he returned to the ground it was flat on his face he fell, an, rowlin over his head, came up on his knees with a roar that putt the tigers and pigs to shame. Sarves you right, says I, steppin out of my hole. Av coorse he thought I was a divil of some sort, for he turned as white in the face as a brown man could, an bolted without so much as sayin farewell. The way that nigger laid his legs along the ground was a caution. Ostriches are a joke to it. I picked up his blanket an fetched it home as a keepsake, an from that day to this the telegraph-posts have been held sacred by man an baste all over that part of the country.

Id like to meet wi the feller that told that yarn, said Jim Slagg.

So should I, said Letta, laughing.

You shall both have your wish, for there he stands, said Redpath, as they dashed round the corner of a bit of jungle, on the other side of which lay as pretty a bungalow as one could wish to see. A man-servant who had heard the wheels, was ready at the gate to receive the reins, while under the verandah stood a pretty little woman to receive the visitors. Beside her was a black nurse with a white baby.

Here we are, Flinn, said Redpath, leaping to the ground. All well, eh?

Sure were niver anything else here, sor, replied Flinn, with a modest smile.

Ive just been relating your electrical experiences to my friends, said the master.

Ah! now, its drawin the long bow youve been, returned the man; I see it in their face.

I have rather diluted the dose than otherwise, returned Redpath. Let me introduce Mr Slagg. He wishes to see Indian life in the servants-hall. Let him see it, and treat him well.

Yours to command, said Flinn, with a nod as he led the horses away. This way, Mr Slug.

Slagg, if you please, Mr Flinn, said Jim. The difference between a a an a u aint much, but the results is powerful sometimes.

While Slagg was led away to the region of the bungalow appropriated to the domestics, his friends were introduced to pretty little Mrs Redpath, and immediately found themselves thoroughly at home under the powerful influence of Indian hospitality.

Although, being in the immediate neighbourhood of a veritable Indian jungle, it was natural that both Sam and Robin should wish to see a little sport among large game, their professional enthusiasm rose superior to their sporting tendencies, and they decided next day to accompany their host on a short trip of inspection to a neighbouring telegraph station. Letta being made over to the care of the hostess, was forthwith installed as assistant nurse to the white baby, whom she already regarded as a delicious doll  so readily does female nature adapt itself to its appropriate channels.

Not less readily did Jim Slagg adapt himself to one of the peculiar channels of mans nature. Sport was one of Slaggs weaknesses, though he had enjoyed very little of it, poor fellow, in the course of his life. To shoot a lion, a tiger, or an elephant, was, in Slaggs estimation, the highest possible summit of earthly felicity. He was young, you see, at that time, and moderately foolish! But although he had often dreamed of such bliss, he had never before expected to be within reach of it. His knowledge of sport, moreover, was entirely theoretic. He knew indeed how to load a rifle and pull the trigger, but nothing more.

You havent got many tigers in these parts, I suppose? he said to Flinn as they sauntered towards the house after seeing the electrical party off. He asked the question with hesitation, being impressed with a strange disbelief in tigers, except in a menagerie, and feeling nearly as much ashamed as if he had asked whether they kept elephants in the sugar-basin. To his relief Flinn did not laugh, but replied quite gravely Och! yes, weve got a few, but they dont often come nigh the house. We have to thravel a bit into the jungle, and camp out, whin we wants wan. I heard master say hed have a try at em to-morrow, so youll see the fun, for weve all got to turn out whin we go after tigers. If youre fond o sport in a small way, howiver, I can give ye a turn among the birds an small game to-day.

Theres nothing Id like better, said Slagg, jumping at the offer like a hungry trout at a fly.

Come along, then, returned the groom heartily; well take shot-guns, an a spalpeen of a black boy to carry a spare rifle an the bag.

In a few minutes the two men, with fowling-pieces on their shoulders, and a remarkably attenuated black boy at their heels carrying a large bore rifle, entered the jungle behind the electricians bungalow.




Chapter Twenty Five.

A Great Field-day, in which Slagg distinguishes himself.

Now, although we have said that Jim Slagg knew how to pull a trigger, it does not follow that he knew how to avoid pulling that important little piece of metal. He was aware, of course, that the keeping of his forefinger off the trigger was a point of importance, but how to keep it off when in a state of nervous expectation, he knew not, because his memory and the forefinger of his right hand appeared to get disconnected at such times, and it did not occur to him, just at first, that there was such an arrangement in gun-locks as half-cock.

Flinn reminded him of the fact, however, when, soon after entering the jungle, his straw hat was blown off his head by an accidental discharge of Slaggs gun.

Niver mention it, said Flinn, picking up his riven headpiece, while poor Slagg overwhelmed him with protestations and apologies, and the black boy stood behind exposing his teeth, and gums and the whites of his eyes freely; niver mention it, Mr Slagg; accidents will happen, you know, in the best regulated families. As for me beaver, its better riddled than whole in this warm weather. Maybe youd as well carry your gun at what sodgers call the showlder, wid the muzzle pintin at the moon  so; thats it. Dont blame yoursilf, Mr Slagg. Sure, its worse than that I was when I begood, for the nasty thing I carried wint off somehow of its own accord, an I shot me mothers finest pig  wan barrel into the tail, an the other into the hid. You see, they both wint off amost at the same moment. We must learn by exparience, av coorse. Youve not had much shootin yet, I suppose?

Poor, self-condemned Slagg admitted that he had not, and humbly attended to Flinns instructions, after which they proceeded on their way; but it might have been observed that Flinn kept a corner of his eye steadily on his new friend during the remainder of that day, while the attenuated black kept so close to Slaggs elbow as to render the pointing of the muzzle of his gun at him an impossibility.

Presently there was heard among the bushes a whirring of wings, and up flew a covey of large birds of the turkey species. Flinn stepped briskly aside, saying, Now thin, let drive! while the attenuated black fell cautiously in rear.

Bang! bang! went Slaggs gun.

Oh! he cried, conscience-stricken; there, if I havent done it again!

Done it! av coorse ye have! cried Flinn, picking up an enormous bird; it cudnt have bin nater done by a sportin lord.

Then it aint a tame one? asked Slagg eagerly.

No more a tame wan than yoursilf, an the best of aitin too, said. Flinn.

Jim Slagg went on quietly loading his gun, and did not think it necessary to explain that he had supposed the birds to be tame turkeys, that his piece had a second time gone off by accident, and that he had taken no aim at all!

After that, however, he managed to subdue his feelings a little, and accidentally bagged a few more birds of strange form and beautiful plumage, by the simple process of shutting his eyes and firing into the middle of flocks, to the immense satisfaction of Flinn, who applauded all his successes and explained away all his failures in the most amiable manner.

If the frequent expanding of the mouth from ear to ear, the exposure of white teeth and red gums, and the shutting up of glittering eyes, indicated enjoyment, the attenuated boy must have been in a blissful condition that day.

Why dont ye shoot yerself, Mister Flinn? asked Slagg on one occasion while reloading.

Bekaise it shuits me better to look on, answered the self-denying man. You see, Im used to it; besides, Im a marciful man, and dont care to shoot only for divarshion.

Whats that? cried Slagg, suddenly pointing his gun straight upwards at two brilliant black eyes which were gazing straight down at him.

Howld on  och! dont

Flinn thrust the gun aside, but he was too late to prevent the explosion, which was followed by a lamentable cry, as a huge monkey fell into Slaggs arms, knocked him over with the shock, and bounded off his breast into its native woods, shrieking.

Arrah! hes niver a bit the worse, cried Flinn, laughing, in spite of his native politeness, it was the fright knocked him off the branch. If youd only given him wan shot he might have stud it, but two was too much for him. But plaise, Mister Slagg, dont fire at monkeys again. I niver do it mesilf, an cant stand by to see it. Its so like murther, an the only wan I iver shot in me life was so like me own owld granmother that Ive niver quite got over it.

Slagg willingly promised never again to fire at monkeys, and they proceeded on their way.

They had not gone far, when another whirring of wings was heard, but this time the noise was greater than on other occasions.

What is it? asked Slagg eagerly, preparing for action.

Sure its a pay-cock, said Flinn.

A what-cock? asked Slagg, who afterwards described the noise to be like the flapping of a mainsail.

A pay-cock. Splendid aitin. Fire, avic!

What! fire at that? cried Slagg, as a creature of enormous size and gorgeous plumage rose above the bushes. Ye must be jokin. I couldnt fire at that.

Faix, an ye naidnt fire at it now, returned Flinn with a quiet smile, for its a mile out o range by this time. Better luck  och! if there isnt another. Now, thin, dont be in a hurry. Be aisy. Whatever ye do, be aisy.

While he spoke another huge bird appeared, and as Slagg beheld its size and spreading wings and tail, he took aim with the feelings of a cold-blooded murderer. That is to say, he shut both eyes and pulled both triggers. This double action had become a confirmed habit by that time, and Flinn commended it on the principle that there was nothin like makin cocksure of everything!

Re-opening his eyes and lowering his gun, Slagg beheld the peacock sailing away in the far distance.

Sure yeve missed it, but after all its a most awkward bird to hit  specially when ye dont pint the gun quite straight. An the tail, too, is apt to throw even a crack-shot out  so it is. Niver mind; theres plenty more where that wan came from.

Thus encouraged, our sportsman reloaded and continued his progress.

It is said that fortune favours the brave, and on that occasion the proverb was verified. There can be no question that our friend Jim Slagg was brave. All Irishmen are courageous, therefore it is equally certain that Flinn was brave, and the attenuated black could not have been otherwise than brave, else he would not have continued to enjoy himself in the dangerous neighbourhood of Slaggs gun. As a consequence, therefore, fortune did favour the sportsmen that day, for it brought them unexpectedly into the presence of the king of Indias forests  a royal Bengal tiger  tawny skin, round face, glaring eyes, and black stripes complete from nose to tail!

There was no doubt in Flinns mind about it, as his actions proved, but there were considerable doubts in Slaggs mind, as was evinced by his immediate petrifaction  not with fear, of course, but with something or other remarkably similar.

Slagg chanced to be walking in advance at the time, making his way with some trouble through a rather dense bit of jungle. He had by that time recovered his self-possession so much that he was able to let his mind wander to other subjects besides sport.

At the moment when the rencontre occurred he chanced to be wandering in spirit among the groves of Pirate Island. On turning sharp round a bend in the track, he found himself face to face with the tiger, which crouched instantly for a spring. As we have said, the sportsman was instantly petrified. He could not believe his eyes! He must have believed something, however, else he would not have gazed with such dreadful intensity. Yes, there, a few feet before him, crouched the tenant of the menagerie, without the cage  the creature of picture story-books endued with life!

Had Slaggs life depended on his putting his gun to his shoulder he would have lost it, for he could not move. His fingers, however, were gifted with independent action. They gave a spasmodic jerk, and both barrels, chancing to be levelled correctly, sent their charges full into the tigers face.

Small shot may tickle a tiger but it cannot kill. With a roar like thunder the brute sprang on its audacious enemy. Fortunately Slagg made an involuntary step to the rear at the moment, and fell on his back, so that the animal, half-blinded by shot and smoke, went over him, and alighted almost at the feet of Flinn.

That worthy was equal to the occasion. At the sound of his friends double shot he had seized the large rifle and leaped forward in time to meet the baffled tiger. Quick as light his practised hand discharged the heavy bullet, which, passing over the animals head, went into its spine near the haunches, so that when it tried a second spring its hind legs refused their office, and it rolled over fuming and struggling in an agony of pain and rage.

Flinn ran a few paces backward so as to reload in comparative safety, while Slagg followed his example, but in desperate haste. Before he had half charged the first barrel, a second shot from the heavy rifle laid the royal monster dead on the ground.

Well done! cried Flinn, seizing his friends hand and wringing it. Its Nimrod you are, no less. I niver saw a purtier shot. An, faix, its not every man that kills a tiger his first day out.

But I didnt kill it, said Slagg modestly.

Sure but ye drew first blood, me boy, so the tigers yours, an I wish you joy. Come, well go home now an git help to fetch the carcass. Wont they open their two eyes aich of them whin they see it! Here, ye black spalpeen, take the rifle an give me the gun.

In a few minutes the fortunate hunters were wending their way rapidly homeward, and that night the whole party, while enjoying their supper, feasted their eyes on the magnificent form of the royal Bengal tiger as it lay on the verandah, in front of the electricians bungalow.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Begins with a Disappointment, continues with a Great Reception, and ends with a Series of Surprises.

At the breakfast-table next morning a telegram was handed to Redpath. There was nothing unusual in this. On the contrary, it seemed peculiarly natural that telegrams should be frequent visitors at the house of a telegraphist, but it was not so natural that Redpath should first look at the missive with surprise, and then toss it across the table to Sam.

It is for you, Mr Shipton.

For me? Impossible! I am supposed to be dead at home, exclaimed Sam, tearing it open. Oh, its from Frank Hedley, and  well, he has been successful after all! Listen, Robin. Excuse me, Mrs Redpath. May I read it aloud?

By all means, answered the pretty little woman, who would probably have answered the same if he had asked leave to go to bed in his boots.

Your affair settled  continued Sam, reading.

Great Eastern starts almost immediately. Come without delay.

How provoking! exclaimed the pretty little woman. I had counted on having you a fortnight at least.

And I had counted on showing you some capital sport in our jungles, where we have all sorts of large game. But of course you cannot do otherwise than obey the summons at once.

Of course not, said Sam and Robin together.

Flinn left the room and entered the servants quarters with something like a groan.

Sure its bad luck has followed me iver since I left owld Ireland.

Whats wrong with you? asked Slagg, looking up from the slice of peacock breast with which he was regaling himself.

The matter? Och, its bad lucks the matter. Hasnt our frindship only just begood, an isnt it goin to be cut short all of a suddint, niver more to be renewed?

In pathetic tones, and with many Hibernian comments, the poor man communicated the news brought by the telegram. But regrets were of no avail; the orders were peremptory; the chance of returning to England in such circumstances too good to be lightly thrown away; so that same forenoon saw the whole party, with the skin of the royal tiger, on their way back to the city of Bombay.

It is easier to imagine than to describe the state of mind into which they were thrown when, on returning to their hotel, they discovered the perfidy of Stumps. Fortunately, they had enough of money left to discharge the hotel bill, and redeem their property.

Youre quite sure of the name of the vessel he sailed in? asked Sam of the waiter who had so cleverly obtained and so cautiously retained his information as to the proceedings of Stumps.

Quite sure, sir, replied the waiter. The ships name was Fairy Queen, bound for the port of London, and the thief  the genlemn, I mean  shipped in the name of James Gibson.

Having received the consideration which he had anticipated, and had afterwards given up as lost, the waiter retired, and Sam, with his friends, went to inquire after the great cable with which they now felt themselves to be specially connected.

Letta, said Robin, as they went along, you and I must part for a time.

Oh! must we? asked the child, with a distressed look.

Yes, but only for a very short time, dear, returned Robin. You know we cannot get you a berth on board the Great Eastern. They wont even take you as chief engineer or captain!

But why not as the captains daughter  or his wife? said Letta, who thoroughly understood and enjoyed a joke.

Because, Letta, you are engaged to me, replied Robin, with an offended look.

O, yes; I forgot that. Well?

Well, what we have arranged is this. I have met with many kind people here, some of whom have been greatly interested in your story, and one of them  a very nice lady, who is going home  has offered to take you with her, and deliver you safely to my mother in England, there to wait till I come home and marry you.

How nice! exclaimed Letta; and youll be sure to come home soon?

Yes, quite sure, and very soon.

This arrangement, being deemed satisfactory, was afterwards carried into effect, and Letta sailed a few days later in one of the regular steamers for England via the Suez Canal.

Meanwhile the Great Eastern still lay at her moorings, completing the arrangements for her voyage.

During this period our hero lived in a whirl of excitement. It seemed to himself as if he were the subject of an amazing but by no means unpleasant dream, the only dark spots in which were the departure of Letta and the depravity of John Shanks, alias James Gibson, alias Stumps.

Oh! Stumps, Stumps, he soliloquised, sadly, one day while standing on the green in the unromantic shade of a huge bale of cotton, how could you behave so after being our trusted comrade so long!

Never mind Stumps just now, said Sam Shipton, making his appearance at the moment, but come along with me at once, for we have received an invitation, through my good and remarkable friend Frank Hedley, to the grand entertainment to be given to-night at the palace of the chief and Bahee Sahib of Junkhundee.

And who may that be? asked Robin, with an incredulous smile.

What! know you not the great chief whose praise is in the mouths of all  Hindu, Mohammedan, Jew, and Gentile, because he feeds and entertains them all like a prince?

He is the creation of your own brain, Sam. I fancy.

No, indeed, protested Sam, earnestly, I do not jest. The Bahee Sahib is a wealthy young Mahratta chieftain, who has been consistently loyal to us, and who entertains mixed parties of Englishmen and natives in European style, and does his best to break down the barriers of prejudice and caste. He has been hospitably received on board the Great Eastern, it seems, and is now getting up a grand affair in honour of Captain Halpin and his officers. So, come along.

But, my dear Sam, you forget, we have not a dress suit between us, and in the present condition of our finances it would be folly to

Fiddlesticks, Robin. We have only to make a couple of turbans out of bath-towels and a few peacock feathers; turn Persian shawls, which we can borrow, into kilts, put on slippers, bare our legs and paint them with red and blue stripes crossed, to indicate something of Scottish Highland origin, anoint our noses with blue bears-grease, and

Nonsense, Sam; be serious if you can, and consider what we are really to do.

Youre so impatient, Robin. The thing has all been considered for us. We have nothing to do but accept our fate. Frank Hedley, who is exactly your size, has a dress suit which he will lend you, and a friend of his, who happens to be exactly and conveniently my size, has also a suit, and is equally accommodating. Come now, for time presses, and I am told the Bahees wife loves punctuality  but shes liberal-minded like her husband, and makes allowance for laziness, especially in hot weather. She is a regular trump, it seems, and quite amazed our electricians, during her visit to the big ship, by her intelligent comprehension of all they explained to her. She is an accomplished equestrian, and dresses as a native princess, with a huge ornament in her nose, but does not disdain to mingle with English ladies in the Bombay Rotten Row, and uses a European saddle.

The account which Sam had thus slightly sketched was more than borne out by the facts that evening. The young Rajahs reception-rooms, blazing with light, were decorated with all that the wealth of fancy could suggest or the wealth of precious metal procure, while music and perfume filled the air and intoxicated the senses.

For some time Sam and Robin moved slowly about in the crowded rooms, finding themselves rubbing shoulders, now with Eastern aristocrats in richest costume and glittering jewels, now with Englands warriors in scarlet and blue; sometimes with Parsees, Hindus, Mohammedans, and Jews in their characteristic garbs; at other times with European civilians, like themselves, in sober black.

It was a bewildering scene, and the loud continuous murmur of many voices, chattering in many tongues, did not tend to decrease the bewilderment.

What are they about over there? said Robin, directing his companions attention to a room in which the people appeared to be observing something with great attention.

I dont know. Lets go and see, said Sam.

A little polite pushing brought them into an apartment in which an English professor of conjuring, who had been engaged for the occasion, was exhibiting his tricks. They were poor enough, and would not have commanded much applause from any audience, except one that had met to enjoy whatever chanced to be provided.

In another room, however, they found a performer of much greater capacity  a man who possessed considerable powers as a musician, low comedian, and local satirist; he was noted for his delineations of native character, and succeeded in making the Parsees laugh heartily at his caricature of the Hindus, while he convulsed the Hindus with his clever skits on the Parsees. He also made effective reference to the Great Eastern and her work, bringing out the humorous aspects of telegraphy and of quick communication between India and England.

Come, lets go and see if we can find anything to eat, said Sam, when tired of this man.

Who is that? asked Robin, as they moved through the crowd.

Why, thats the Bahee himself. See, he has got hold of Captain Halpin, and seems greatly pleased to lead him about.

The Rajah did indeed exhibit much satisfaction in his beaming brown face at having got hold of so noted a character as the commander of the monster ship, and it was pleasant to see the almost childlike glee with which, taking the captain by the hand, he threaded his way through the crowd, introducing him right and left to his friends. Not less pleasant was it to observe the lively interest with which the natives regarded the captain when they learned who he was.

At this point in the evenings proceedings, a gentleman in civilian costume came up to Sam Shipton, and asked him if he were acquainted with Mr Davis  one of the petty officers of the Great Eastern.

I know him slightly, said Sam.

He has got into trouble, sir, said the stranger, and begged me to find you, if possible, and take you to him. I have been on board the Great Eastern looking for you, and was directed here.

Thats strange, returned Sam, I have seldom spoken to the man. Are you sure he did not send you for some one else  one of his mess-mates?

Quite sure, sir. And he bade me urge you to go quickly, else you may be too late.

Well  lead the way. Come, Robin, Im sorry to quit this gay and festive scene  especially before supper  but it cant be helped. Youll go with me, and we can return together.

The stranger seemed to hesitate a moment, as if annoyed at Robin being thus asked to go, but, as if quickly making up his mind, led them out of the Rajahs residence, and, after a smart walk, conducted them into one of the poorer districts of the city.

What sort of trouble has the man got into? asked Sam as they went along.

I really do not know. He will tell you when you see him, I suppose. I am only a casual acquaintance of his, and came on this errand to oblige him, solely because he seemed in great mental distress and was very urgent.

Soon the conversation turned upon cable-laying, and, finding that Robin had been at the laying of the Atlantic cable of 1856, the stranger inquired about the attempts that had been made to injure that cable.

Tell me, now, would you think it a sin, he said, with a peculiar look at Sam, to drive a nail into the cable so as to destroy it, if you were offered the sum of ten thousand pounds?

Of course I would, said Sam, looking at his conductor with surprise. I wonder that you should ask the question.

Why should you wonder, returned the man with a smile, at any question which aims at the investigation of that great enigma styled the human mind? I am fond of the study of character, and of those principles of good and evil which influence men. Under given circumstances and conditions, the commission of a certain sin is greatly more blameworthy than the commission of the same sin under different conditions and circumstances. Do you not think so?

Of course I do, said Sam. The man who, having been born and brought up among pickpockets, and under strong temptation commits a theft, is not nearly so guilty as the man would be who, having been trained under refined and Christian influences, should commit a similar theft; but I do not see the application of your argument, for your question did not refer to the relative depth of guilt, but to the sinfulness or innocence of a certain dastardly act for a tempting sum of money.

I may not have put my question very philosophically, returned the stranger, but I would like to have your opinion as to whether you think, under any circumstances of distress  poverty, for instance, with those dependent on one dying of hunger  a man would be justified in destroying the power of a telegraph cable for a sum of money  part, let us suppose, paid in advance, and the remainder after the deed had been accomplished.

My opinion is that no circumstances whatever would justify such an act, said Sam with indignation. Dont you agree with me, Robin?

Of course I do, said Robin with even greater indignation.

And I quite agree with you, gentlemen, said the stranger, with a wider smile than before; but I like to have my opinions corroborated or combated by other minds. We have now reached our destination; please follow me, and stoop a little, for the ceiling of the passage is rather low, and the poor people here cannot afford to light it.

The recent discussion had diverted Sams mind from the character of the place into which he had been led, but a suspicion which had been growing now assailed him forcibly.

Keep your stick handy, he whispered to Robin, at the same time grasping more firmly a stout cudgel which he carried.

These precautions seemed needless, however, for the stranger, opening with a latch-key a door at the further end of the dark passage, ushered them into a dimly lighted room, where about a dozen men were seated round a table drinking and smoking.

The men rose on the entrance of the visitors and received them with courtesy.

Mr Davis will be glad to see you, sir, said one; he has been in much anxiety, but here he comes and will speak for himself.

A door at the other end of the room opened, and a tall slightly-built man entered. Sam saw at once that he was not Davis.

Fool! growled the man, with a savage look at the stranger who had conducted them there, you have brought the wrong man!

I had already begun to suspect as much, returned the other, with a light laugh.

Swallowing his disgust, apparently with an effort, the slim man turned to Sam and said, A mistake has been made, sir. One or two of my friends here will conduct you to any part of the city you may wish to go to.

I require no assistance, said Sam, flushing with sudden indignation. I believe that you are conspirators, and will take particular note of your dwelling, in order that I may spoil your game.

He was about to turn and quit the room, when he was suddenly seized from behind by two powerful men, who seemed to have come on the scene by rising through the floor! At the same moment Robin was similarly secured. They did not, however, submit tamely. Both were strong-bodied as well as high-spirited, and Sam was large as well as strong.

But what were their powers against such odds! For a few seconds they struggled furiously. Then, feeling that their efforts were fruitless, they ceased.

It is as well to go quietly, my fine fellows, said the slim man in a slightly sarcastic tone. We are not only more than a match for you, but we happen to belong to a class of gentlemen who dont allow trifles to stand in their way. At the same time we object to murder when we can get along without it. Some of us will therefore conduct you to another part of the city. Now, I give you fair warning, if you struggle or try to make a noise on the way, we will silence you in a manner that will effectually keep you quiet for ever. Just have your knives handy, men, and dont exercise forbearance if these gentlemen turn out to be fools.

A prick in their necks by the point of some sharp instrument emphasised these words to Robin and Sam, and, at the same time, proved that the subordinates were quite ready, perhaps even anxious, to obey their superior. They suffered themselves, therefore, to be blindfolded, and led out of the house.

Of course once or twice they both thought of making a sudden struggle and endeavouring to throw off their captors, but the vice-like strength of the fingers that held them, and the recollection of the sharp instruments near their necks induced discretion; besides, the absence of the sound of footsteps told them that they could not count on aid from passers-by, even if the dwellers in such a region had been willing to assist them, which was not probable.

After passing quickly along several streets, the men who led them stopped and relaxed their hold.

Now, you stand quiet for half a minute, said one of them gruffly; theres a knife close to each of your spines at this moment.

Thus warned, the captives stood still for nearly a minute. Then Sam lost patience.

Well, he said, angrily, how long do you mean to keep us here?

Receiving no reply, he suddenly pulled the handkerchief from his eyes and assumed the pugilistic attitude with the celerity of one whose life may depend on his action, but the only enemy to be seen was Robin, who, having also pulled down the handkerchief, stood staring at his comrade in mute surprise.

Theyre gone! cried Sam, bursting into a fit of laughter. The villains! The scoundrels! But who can they be? I fear there can be little doubt as to what mischief they are up to.

We have not the smallest clue to trace them by, said Robin, with a vexed expression.

Not the smallest. I dont even know what quarter of the town we are in now, returned Sam.

The handkerchiefs! exclaimed Robin with sudden animation.

Well, what of them?

They  they may have names in the corners.

Again the risible Sam burst into a loud laugh, as the idea of scoundrels possessing any handkerchiefs of their own at all, much less having their names marked in the corners; and poor Robin, whose memories of maternal care had prompted the thought, felt some degree of confusion, which was deepened when he discovered that the kerchiefs, with which their eyes had been bound, were their own.

They were startled by a gruff voice demanding to know what they were laughing at and kicking up such a row at that time of the morning!

It was one of the guardians of the night, who became very polite on drawing nearer and being informed, in a mild voice, by Sam that they had lost their way and would be much indebted for guidance, for Sam thought it best to say nothing about their adventure until they had had ample time to think it over and decide what was best to be done.

Having been directed how to go, having lost themselves a second time, and been directed again by another guardian, they found themselves at last in the neighbourhood of the port, and here the sound of loud voices, as if engaged in some nocturnal orgies, was heard in the distance.

As we seem in for a night of adventure, said Sam, we may as well accept our fate, and go see what its all about.

Agreed, said Robin.

Hurrying forward, they came upon a remarkable and picturesque scene. The engineers of the Great Eastern had chosen the previous day for the laying of the mile of land-line with which the cable was to be connected. The burying of it in its appointed home had commenced at half-past six in the evening and had continued all through the night. It was about 2 a.m. when our adventurers came upon the scene. The trench was cut through ground on which a number of soldiers were encamped, whose white tents looked ghostlike in the feeble star-light, and lines of naked natives were seen, waving lanterns, pushing along the mysterious cable, or, with hands and feet busily pressing down the loose soil that covered the buried portion.

The whole operation was conducted with a superabundance of noise, for the burying of a rope in a trench three feet deep was in itself such a tremendous joke to the coolies, that they entered upon it with much excitement as a sort of unusual piece of fun. That they were in some degree also impressed with the mysterious and important object of their work might have been gathered from their chant: Good are the cable-wallahs, great are their names; good are the cable-wallahs, wah! wah! wah! great are the cable-wallahs, wah! which they continued without intermission all through the night, to their own intense delight and to the annoyance no doubt of the military unfortunates who were encamped on the ground.

Besides the naked fellows who, in their excitement and activity, resembled good-humoured, brown demons, there were many other figures in English dress moving about, directing and encouraging, running from point to point, flitting to and fro like wills-o-the-wisp, for all bore lights, and plunged ever and anon out of sight in the trench. Between three and four oclock the work was completed; tests were taken, the portion of cable was pronounced perfect, and communication was thus established between the cable-house and Rampart Row. This was the first link in the great chain of submarine telegraphy between India and England.

Now, Robin, said Sam, with a tremendous yawn, as weve seen the first act in the play, it is time, I think, to go home to bed.

With a yawn that rivalled that of his comrade, Robin admitted the propriety of the proposal, and, half an hour later, they turned in, to sleep perchance to dream!




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Describes Several Important Events.

The laying of this thick shore-end of the cable was an important point in the great work.

By that time Robin and cousin Sam had been regularly installed as members of the expedition, and were told off with many others to assist at the operation.

The Chiltern carried the great coil in her tanks. After rounding Colaba Point into Back Bay, she found a barge waiting to receive some two-and-a-half miles of the cable, with which she was to proceed to the shore. The barge resembled a huge Noahs Ark, having a canvas awning to protect the cable, which was very sensitive to heat.

A measure of anxiety is natural at the beginning of most enterprises, and there were some who dreaded a hitch with superstitious fear, as if it would be a bad omen. But all went well.

Now then, boys  shove her along; push her through, said an experienced leader among the cable-hands, who grasped the great coil and guided it. The men took up the words at once, and, to this species of spoken chorus, shove her along, push her through, the snaky coil was sent rattling over the pulley-wheels by the tank and along the wooden gutter prepared for it, to the paying-out wheel at the Chilterns stern, whence it plunged down into the barge, where other experienced hands coiled it carefully round and round the entire deck.

It is difficult to describe the almost tender solicitude with which all this was done. The cable was passed carefully  so carefully  through all the huge staples that were to direct its course from the fore-tank to the wheel at the stern. Then it was made to pass over a wheel here and under a wheel there, to restrain its impetuosity, besides being passed three times round a drum, which controlled the paying-out. A man stood ready at a wheel, which, by a few rapid turns, could bring the whole affair to a standstill should anything go wrong. In the fore-tank eight men guided each coil to prevent entanglement, and on deck men were stationed a few feet apart all along to the stern, to watch every foot as it passed out. Three hours completed the transfer. Then the barge went slowly shoreward, dropping the cable into the sea as she went.

It was quite a solemn procession! First went a Government steam-tug, flaunting flags from deck to trucks as thick as they could hang. Then came the barge with her precious cargo. Then two boats full of cable-hands, and an official gig pulled by a Chinaman, while the steam-launch Electric kept buzzing about as if superintending all.

When the tug had drawn the barge shoreward as far as she could with safety, the smaller Electric took her place. When she also had advanced as far as her draught allowed, a boat carried to the shore a hawser, one end of which was attached to the cable. Then the cable-hands dropped over the sides of the barge up to waist, chest, or neck, (according to size), and, ranging themselves on either side of the rope and cable, dragged the latter to the shore, up the trench made for its reception, and laid its end on the great stone table, where it was made fast, tested by the electricians, as we have said, and pronounced perfect.

A few more days had to pass before the insatiable Great Eastern was filled with coal and reported ready for sea. Then, as a matter of course, she wound up with a grand feast  a luncheon  on board, at which many of the leading authorities and merchants of Bombay were present, with a brilliant company which entirely filled the spacious saloons.

Owing to circumstances, said Sam to Robin that day, over which we have no control, you and I cannot be included among the guests at this approaching feast.

Im sorry for that, Sam, said our hero.

Why so, Robin? Does a morbid devotion to chicken and ham, or sweets, influence you?

Not at all, though I make no pretence of indifference to such things, but I should so much like to hear the speeches.

Well, my boy, your desire shall be gratified. Through the influence of our, I might almost say miraculous, friend, Frank Hedley, we shall be permitted to witness the proceedings from a retired corner of the saloon, in company with crockery and waiters and other débris of the feast.

At the appointed time the company assembled, and enjoyed as good a luncheon as money could procure.

How some people do eat! murmured Robin from his corner to Sam, who sat beside him.

Yes, for it is their nature to, replied Sam.

After the first toast was drunk the company braced themselves to the mental work of the afternoon, and although, as a matter of course, a good deal of twaddle was spoken, there was also much that threw light on the subject of ocean telegraphy. One of the leading merchants said, in his opening remarks: Few of those present, I daresay, are really familiar with the history of ocean telegraphy.

Ah! whispered Robin to Sam, thats the man for me. Hes sure to tell us a good deal that we dont know, and although I have been ransacking Bombay ever since I arrived, for information, I dont yet feel that I know much.

Hold your tongue, Robin, and listen, said Sam.

Mind your foot, sir, remonstrated one of the stewards assistants, who had a lugubrious countenance.

Robin took his foot out of a soup tureen, and applied himself to listen.

When I reflect, continued the merchant, that it is now fourteen years since the first ocean telegraph of any importance was laid,  when I remember that the first cable was laid after an infinity of personal effort on the part of those who had to raise the capital,  when I mention that it was really a work of house-to-house visitation, when sums of 500 pounds to 1000 pounds, and even 10,000 pounds were raised by private subscription, with a view to laying a telegraph cable between England and America, when I reflect that the Queens Government granted the use of one of its most splendid vessels, the Agamemnon (Hear! hear! and applause), and that the American Government granted the use of an equally fine vessel, the Niagara (Hear! hear! and another round of applause, directed at the American Consul, who was present.)

(Five glasses smashed that round, growled the lugubrious waiter.)

When I reflect, continued the merchant, that the expedition set out in 1857 with the greatest hopefulness, but proved a total failure  that the earnest men (Hear! hear!) connected with it again set to work the following year, and laid another cable (Applause), which, after passing through it a few messages of great importance to England and America (Hear!) also ceased communication, which so damped the courage of all concerned, that for seven or eight weary years nothing was attempted  no, I should not say nothing, for during that period Mr Cyrus Field, (thunders of long-continued applause, during which the lugubrious waiter counted the demolition of six glasses and two dessert plates), without whose able and persevering advocacy it is a question whether to this day we should have had ocean telegraphy carried out at all  during that period, I say, Mr Cyrus Field never gave himself rest until he had inspired others with some of the enthusiasm that burned so brightly in himself, which resulted in the renewed effort of 1865, with its failure and loss of 1213 miles of cable,  when I think of the indomitable pluck and confidence shown by such men as Thomas Brassey, Sir Samuel Canning, Sir James Anderson, Sir Daniel Gooch, Sir Richard Glass, Mr George Elliot. Mr Fender, Captain Sherard Osborn, and others  men of mind, and men of capital, and men who could see no difficulties  and I like men who can see no difficulties, (Hear! hear! and loud applause.)

(Youll see more difficulties than ye bargain for, if ye go through life makin people smash crockery like that, growled the lugubrious waiter.)

When I think of these men, and of the formation of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company (Applause), and the successful laying of the 1866 cable, and the picking-up and completion of the old cable, (Loud cheers),  (Hm! a decanter gone this time. Will you take your foot out of the soup tureen, sir, from the lugubrious man, and an impatient hush! from Robin.)

When I think of all these things, and a great deal more that I cannot venture to inflict on the indulgent company (Go on!) I feel that the toast which I have the honour to propose deserves a foremost place in the toasts of the day, and that you will heartily respond to it, namely, Success to the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, for that Company has laid scores of cables since its formation, and has now successfully commenced, and will doubtless triumphantly complete, the laying of the cable which we have met to celebrate to-day  the fourth great enterprise, I may remark, which the Company has undertaken  the cable that is soon to connect India with England.

The merchant sat down amid thunders of applause, during which the reckoning of breakages was lost, and finally abandoned by the lugubrious waiter.

At first Robin and Sam listened with great interest and profound attention, and the former treasured in his memory, or made pencil notes of, such facts and expectations as the following:  That only nine months previously had they commenced the construction of the cable which was now about to be laid; that Captain Halpin in the Great Eastern had laid the French Atlantic cable; that in a few weeks they hoped to connect Bombay with Malta, and two months later with England; that, a few months after that, England would be connected with the Straits of Malacca and Singapore. In short, said one gentleman at the close of his speech, we hope that in 1871 India will be connected, chiefly, by submarine telegraph, with China, Australia, Europe, and America, and that your morning messages will reach home about the same hour at which they are sent from here, allowing, of course, for the difference in time; and that afternoon and evening messages from Europe will be in your hands at an early hour next morning.

At this point the heat and unpleasant fumes around him began to tell upon Robin, and he suggested that they had better go on deck for a little fresh air.

Ill not budge, said Sam, positively. Why, the best is yet to come.

Saying this, to the surprise of Robin, Sam rose, went forward to the table, and asked permission to make a few remarks.

Who is he?  what? eh! exclaimed the chairman. Turn him out, cried one. Sit down, cried another. No, no, let him speak, cried a third. Dont you know it is Samuel Shipton, the great electrician?

Bravo! go on! speak out! cried several voices, accompanied by loud applause.

Gentlemen, began Sam in his softest voice, I regard this as one of the greatest occasions of  of  my life, (Hear! hear! from a fussy guest; and Hush! hush! and then we shall hear here better, from an angry one). I little thought, continued Sam, warming apparently with his subject  or the heat, little thought that on this great occasion I could  could  I could (would or should; go on, man, from an impatient guest).

Oh, Sam, dont stick! cried Robin, in an agony of anxiety.

Whos that? Put him out! chorused several voices indignantly.

There, sir, youve put your foot in it at last, said the lugubrious waiter.

Robin thought he referred to the interruption, but the waiters eyes and forefinger directed his attention to the soup tureen, which, in his eagerness, he had sacrificed with a stamp. Finding that no further notice was taken of the interruption, he listened, while Sam continued:  

Yes, gentlemen, I have some difficulty in starting, but, once set agoing, gentlemen, I can keep on like an alarum clock. What nonsense have some of you fellows been talking! Some of you have remarked that you shall be able to exchange messages with England in a few hours. Allow me to assure you that before long you will accomplish that feat in a few minutes.

Pooh! pooh! ejaculated an irascible old gentleman with a bald head.

Did you say pooh! sir? demanded Sam, with a terrible frown.

I did, sir, replied the old gentleman, with a contemptuous smile.

Then, sir, take that.

Sam hurled a wine decanter at the old gentleman, which, missing its mark, fell with a loud crash at the feet of Robin, who awoke with a start to find Sam shaking him by the arm.

Wake up, Robin, he said; man, youve lost the best speech of the evening. Come  come on deck now, youve had quite enough of it.

Yes, an done enough o damage too, growled the lugubrious waiter.

So Robin became gradually aware that Sams speech was a mere fancy, while the smashing of the soup tureen was a hard fact.

It may not, however, be out of place to remark here that the prophecy made by Sam in Robins dream, did afterwards become a great reality.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Cable Laid.

I say, Robin, said Samuel Shipton, as he encountered our hero and Slagg that same evening in the streets of Bombay, the government land telegraph was reported this morning to have recovered its health.

Well, what of that?

I have taken advantage of the lucid interval to send a telegram to uncle Rik. No doubt your father has by this time received the telegram we sent announcing our safety and arrival here, so this one wont take them by surprise.

But what is it about? asked Robin.

It is sent, replied Sam, with the intention of converting uncle Rik into a thief-catcher. That stupid waiter told me only this morning that the time he followed Stumps to the harbour, he overheard a sailor conversing with him and praising a certain tavern named the Tartar, near London Bridge, to which he promised to introduce him on their arrival in England; so it struck me that by telegraphing to uncle Rik to find out the owners of the Fairy Queen and the position of the Tartar, he might lay hold of Stumps on his arrival and recover our stolen property.

But I hope he wont put him in limbo, sir, said Jim Slagg. Ive no objection to recover our property, but somehow I dont like to have the poor fellow transported. You see I cant help thinkin he was half-cracked when he did it.

He must take his chance, I suppose, said Sam, thoughtfully. However, the telegram is off, and, if it ever reaches him, uncle Rik will act with discretion.

I agree with Jim, said Robin, and should be sorry to be the means of ruining our old comrade.

It did not strike me in that light, returned Sam, a little troubled at the thought. But it cant be helped now. In any case I suppose he could not be tried till we appear as witnesses against him.

I aint much of a lawyer, said Slagg, but it do seem to me that they couldnt very well take him up without some proof that the property wasnt his.

It may be so, returned Sam; we shall see when we get home. Meanwhile it behoves us to square up here, for the Great Eastern starts early to-morrow and we must be on board in good time to-night.

Now, you must not imagine, good reader, that we intend to drag you a second time through all the details of laying a deep-sea cable. The process of laying was much the same in its general principles as that already described, but of course marked by all the improvements in machinery, etcetera, which time and experience had suggested. Moreover, the laying of the Indian cable was eminently, we might almost say monotonously, successful, and, consequently, devoid of stirring incident. We shall therefore merely touch on one or two features of interest connected with it, and then pass on to the more important incidents of our story.

When Robin and his comrades drew near to the big ship, she was surrounded by a perfect fleet of native boats, whose owners were endeavouring to persuade the sailors to purchase bananas and other fruits and vegetables; paroquets, sticks, monkeys, and fancy wares.

Next morning, the 14th of February 1870, the Great Eastern lifted her mighty anchor, and spliced the end of the 2375 miles of cable she had on board to the shore-end, which had been laid by the Chiltern. This splice was effected in the presence of the Governor of Bombay, Sir Seymour Fitzgerald, who, with a small party, accompanied the Great Eastern a short distance on its way. Then, embarking in his yacht, they bade God-speed to the expedition, gave them three ringing cheers, and the voyage to Aden began.

Soon the cable-layers were gliding merrily over the bright blue sea at the rate of five or six knots an hour, with the cable going quietly over the stern, the machinery working smoothly, the electrical condition of the cable improving as the sea deepened, and flocks of flying-fish hovering over the crisp and curly waves, as if they were specially interested in the expedition, and wished to bear it company.

All went well, yet were they well prepared for accident or disaster, as Sam informed Robin on the morning of the 16th while sitting at breakfast.

They have got two gongs, as youve observed, no doubt, he said, which are never to be sounded except when mischief is brewing. The first intimation of fault or disaster will be a note from one of these gongs, when the ship will be instantly stepped, the brakes put on, and the engines reversed.

Everything is splendidly prepared and provided for, said Robin; hand me the sugar, Sam.

The elasticity and good behaviour of the big ship are all that could be desired, remarked one of the engineers, though she carries 3000 tons more dead-weight than when she started with the Atlantic cable in 1865.

At that moment there was a lull of consternation round the breakfast-table, for a drumming upon metal was heard! For one instant there was a gaze of doubt round the table. Then they rose en masse; cups were upset, and chairs thrown over; the cabin was crossed at racing speed,  Captain Halpin leading  the stair-case surmounted, and a rush made to the testing-room.

There all was quiet and orderly; the operators placidly pursuing their labours, working out their calculations, or watching the tell-tale spot of light on the scale, and all looking up in silent surprise at the sudden hubbub round their door. It was a false alarm, caused by the steady dripping of a shower-bath on its metal bottom! That was all, but it was sufficient to prove how intensely men were on the qui vive.

It was a wonderful scene, the deck of the Great Eastern  incomprehensible by those who have not seen it. The cabins, offices, workshops, and machinery formed a continuous line of buildings up the centre of the vessels deck, dividing it into two streets an eighth of a mile long. At the end of one of these were the wheels and drums running from the top of the aft-tank to the stern; and between them and the two thoroughfares were wooden houses which shut them out from view. There was a farmyard also, where cattle were regularly turned out for exercise; there were goats which were allowed to go free about the decks, and chickens which took the liberty of doing so, sometimes, without leave; there were parrots being taken home by the sailors which shrieked their opinions noisily; and there were numerous monkeys, which gambolled in mischievous fun, or sat still, the embodiment of ludicrous despair; while, intermingling with the general noise could be heard the rattle of the paying-out wheels, as the cable passed with solemn dignity and unvarying persistency over the stern into the sea, it seemed almost unheeded, so perfect and self-acting was the machinery; but it was, nevertheless, watched by keen sleepless eyes  as the mouse is watched by the cat  night and day.

The perfection not only achieved but expected, was somewhat absurdly brought out by the electrician in the cable-house at Bombay, who one day complained to the operators on board the Great Eastern that the reply to one of his questions had been from three to twelve seconds late! It must be understood, however, that although the testing of the cable went on continuously during the whole voyage, the sending of messages was not frequent, as that interfered with the general work. Accordingly, communication with the shore was limited to a daily statement from the ship of her position at noon, and to the acknowledgment of the same by the electrician at Bombay.

One of the greatest dangers in paying-out consists in changing from tank to tank when one is emptied, and a full one has to be commenced. This was always an occasion of great interest and anxiety.

About midnight of the 19th the change to the fore-tank was made, and nearly every soul in the ship turned out to see it. The moon was partially obscured, but darkness was made visible by a row of lanterns hung at short intervals along the trough through which the cable was to be passed, making the ship look inconceivably long. As Robin Wright hurried along the deck he observed that both port and starboard watches were on duty, hid in the deep shadow of the wheels, or standing by the bulwark, ready for action. Traversing the entire length of the deck  past the houses of the sheep and pigs; past the great life-boats; past the half-closed door of the testing-room, where the operators maintained their unceasing watch in a flood of light; past the captains cabin, a species of land-mark or half-way house; past a group of cows and goats lying on the deck chewing the cud peacefully, and past offices and deck-cabins too numerous to mention,  he came at last to the fore-tank, which was so full of cable that the hands ready to act, and standing on the upper coil, had to stoop to save their heads from the deck above.

The after-tank, on the contrary, was by that time a huge yawning pit, twenty-five feet deep, lighted by numerous swinging lamps like a subterranean church, with its hands, like Lilliputians, attending to the last coil of the cable. That coil or layer was full four miles long, but it would soon run out, therefore all was in readiness. The captain was giving directions in a low voice, and seeing that every one was in his place. The chiefs of the engineers and electricians were on the alert. Every few minutes a deep voice from below announced the number of turns before the last one. At last the operation was successfully accomplished and the danger past, and the cable was soon running out from the fore-tank as smoothly as it had run out of the other.

The tendency of one flake or coil of cable to stick to the coil immediately below, and produce a wild irremediable entanglement before the ship could be stopped, was another danger, but these and all other mishaps of a serious nature were escaped, and the unusually prosperous voyage was brought to a close on the 27th of February, when the Great Eastern reached Aden in a gale of wind  as if to remind the cable-layers of what might have been  and the cable was cut and buoyed in forty fathoms water.

The continuation of the cable up the Red Sea, the successful termination of the great enterprise, and the start of our hero and his companions for Old England after their work was done, we must unwillingly leave to the readers imagination.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Uncle Riks Adventures.

Uncle Rik seated in Mr Wrights drawing-room; Mr Wright in an easy-chair near the window; Mrs Wright  with much of the lustre gone out of her fine eyes  lying languidly on the sofa; Madge Mayland at work on some incomprehensible piece of netting beside her aunt,  all in deep mourning.

Uncle Rik has just opened a telegram, at which he stares, open eyed and mouthed, without speaking, while his ruddy cheeks grow pale.

Not bad news, I trust, brother, said poor Mrs Wright, to whom the worst news had been conveyed when she heard of the wreck of the Triton. Nothing could exceed that, she felt, in bitterness.

What is it, Rik? said Mr Wright, anxiously.

Oh! nothing  nothing. That is to say, not bad news, certainly, but amazing news. Boh! Im a fool.

He stopped short after this complimentary assertion, for uncle Rik had somewhere read or heard that joy can kill, and he feared to become an accomplice in a murder.

Come, Rik, dont keep us in suspense, said his brother, rising; something has happened.

O yes, something has indeed happened, cried Rik, for this telegram is from Sam Shipton.

Then Robin is alive! cried Mrs Wright, leaping up, while Madge turned perfectly white.

No  that is to say  yes  it may be so  of course must be so  for,  bah! what an ass I am! Listen.

He proceeded to read Sams telegram, while Mrs Wright covered her face with her hands and sank trembling on the sofa.

The telegram having suffered rather severe mutilation at the hands of the foreigners by whom it was transmitted, conveyed a very confusing idea of the facts that were intended, but the puzzling over it by the whole party, and the gradual, though not perfect, elucidation of its meaning, had perhaps the effect of softening the joyful intelligence to a bearable extent.

Now, said uncle Rik, while the perspiration of mental effort and anxiety stood on his bald forehead, this is the outcome of it all. Sam clearly says all well, which means, of course, that Robin is alive  thank God for that! Then he refers to a previous telegram, which, of course, must be lost, for it hasnt come to hand. Bah! I wonder the nasty things ever do come to hand. Anyhow, that telegram must have been meant to announce their safe arrival at Bombay, undoubtedly.

Of course  I see it now, said Mrs Wright, with a deep sigh.

Of course, echoed Rik. Then theres some queer reference to a ship and a Fiery Queen, and a Stamps and a Shunks, and a Gibson, and a thief, and three bags, and the port of London, which of course means London, and a public-house named, apparently, Torture

Tartar, I think, uncle, said Madge.

Well, Tartar if you like, its much the same if you catch him. And it winds up with a girl  which is not surprisin  who is to be expectorated

Expected, surely, said Madge, with a rather hysterical laugh, for the conflicting feelings within her tended rather to tears.

So be it, Madge  expected, with an unreadable name beginning with an L,  and thats all; and a pretty penny he must have paid to send us such a lot o rubbish.

It has brought the oil of gladness to our hearts, brother, said Mr Wright, and is worth its cost. But, now, what do you intend to do?

Do! exclaimed Rik, who was never happier than when he could explode his feelings in action. Ill go this moment to the port of London, find out the owners of the Fiery Queen, make particular inquiries about the Stampses, Shunkses, and Gibsons, visit Torture public-houses  though theyre all that, more or less  and see if I can hear anything about girls to be expectorated, with names beginning with L. There  these are my sailing directions, so  up anchor and away!

Uncle Rik immediately obeyed his own commands, and spent the remainder of that day in what he styled cruising. And he cruised to some purpose, for although he failed to obtain any information as to the girl, he discovered the owners of the Fairy  not Fiery  Queen, who said that she was expected home in a few weeks, but that they knew nothing whatever about the rather remarkable names which he submitted for their consideration. With this amount of information he was fain to rest content, and returned in an elevated state of mind to his brothers house.

Some weeks after these events, the Wright family was again seated round the social board, as uncle Rik called it, when two visitors were announced. The social meal happening to be tea, and the drawing-room at that time in dishabille, owing to carpet disturbances, the visitors were shown into the dining-room  a lady, accompanied by a pretty little girl.

Excuse my calling at an unusual hour, said the lady, but I trust the occasion of my visit will be a sufficient excuse. I have just arrived from Bombay, and hasten to present a letter from your son, and to deliver over my interesting charge, this dear child, Letta Langley, whom

The expectorated girl! shouted uncle Rik, leaping up, begins with an L,  two Ls indeed. Bah, Im an idiot! Excuse my excitement, madam  pray go on.

Slightly surprised, but more amused, the lady went on to tell all she knew about Robin and his friends, while the happy mother read snatches of Robins letter through her tears, and Mr Wright and Madge plied the lady with questions and tea, and Letta, taking at once to uncle Rik, ecstatified, amazed and horrified that retired sea-captain with her charming earnest little ways, her wonderful experiences, and her intimate acquaintance with pirates and their habits.

A letter from Robin to his mother, and another from Sam to Mr Wright, arrived next morning, and proved to be those which had been written immediately after their landing at Bombay, and had been posted, so the writers thought, at the time their first telegram was despatched. But the letters had been given to Stumps to post, and Stumps was not blessed with a good memory, which may account for the delay in transmission. These letters corroborated all the lady had said. Thus was Letta formally installed in the Wright family, and uncle Rik solemnly charged himself with the discovery of her mother!

Depend upon it, my dear, he said, with an amount of self-sufficient assurance and indomitable resolution that carried sweet consolation to the childs heart, that Ill find your mother if shes above ground, though the findin of her should cost me the whole of my fortune and the remainder of my life.

And nobly did Rik redeem his promise. He obtained special introduction to the British Museum, consulted every Directory in existence, hunted up every widow of the name of Langley in the kingdom, and found the right one at last, not three miles distant from his own door in London. Captain Rik, it must be known, had a room in London furnished like a cabin, which he was wont to refer to as his ship and his bunk, but he paid that retreat only occasional visits, finding it more agreeable to live with his brother.

It was a fine Sabbath morning when Rik took Lettas hand and led her into the presence of her mother. He would not let himself be announced, but pushed the child into the drawing-room and shut the door.

With similar delicacy of feeling we now draw a curtain over the meeting of the mother and the long-lost child.

Its almost too much for me, tough old sea-dog though I am, this perpetual cruisin about after strange runaway craft, said uncle Rik, as he and Letta walked hand in hand along the streets one day some weeks later. Here have I been beatin about for I dont know how long, and Im only in the middle of it yet. We expect the Fairy Queen in port to-night or to-morrow.

But you wont hurt poor Stumps when you catch him, will you? pleaded Letta, looking earnestly up into her companions jovial face. He was very nice and kind to me, you know, on Pirate Island.

No, Ill not hurt him, little old woman, said Rik. Indeed, I dont know yet for certain that Stumps is a thief; it may be Shunks or it may be Gibson, you see, who is the thief. However, well find out before long. Now then, good-bye, Ill be back soon.

He shook hands with Letta at Mr Wrights house, she and her mother having agreed to reside there until Robins return home.

Wending his way through the streets until he reached one of the great arteries of the metropolis, he got into a bus and soon found himself on the banks of the Thames. Arrived at the docks, one of the first vessels his eyes fell on was the Fairy Queen.

Going on board, the first man he met was the captain, to whom he said, touching his hat  

Excuse me, captain; may I ask if you have a man in your crew named Stumps?

No, sir, no such name on my books.

Nor one named Shunks?

No, not even Shunks, replied the captain, with a sternly-humorous look, as if he thought the visitor were jesting.

Nor Gibson? continued Rik.

Yes, Ive got one named Gibson. What dye want with him?

Well, I have reason to believe that he is  or was  a friend of a friend of mine, and I should like to see him.

Oh! indeed, responded the captain, regarding his visitor with a doubtful look. Well, Gibson has just got leave to go ashore, and I heard him say to one of his mates he was going to the Tartar public-house, so youll see him there, probably, for he is not invisible ornarily. But I dont know where the Tartar is.

But I know, returned Captain Rik; thank you. Ill go seek him there.

Stumps sat alone in one of the boxes of the Tartar public-house, which at that hour chanced to be nearly empty. His face was buried in his hands, and a pot of untasted beer stood at his elbow. Poor Stumps! Conscience had been remarkably busy with him on the voyage home. He would have given worlds to have got back to Bombay, return the ill-gotten bags, and confess his guilt, but it was too late  too late.

There is something very awful in these words, too late! We read of and hear them often, and we use them sometimes, lightly it may be, but it is only when they can be used by ourselves with reference to something very serious, that we have a glimmering of their terrible significance. There is a proverb, It is never too late to mend, which is misleading. When the dream of life is over, and the doom is fixed, it is too late to mend. No doubt the proverb is meant to refer to our condition while this life lasts, but even here it is misleading. When the murderer withdraws the knife and gazes, it may be, horror-struck at the expressionless face of his victim, it is too late. He cannot mend the severed thread of life. When the reckless drunkard draws near the end of his career, and looks in the mirror, and starts to see the wreck of his former self, it is too late. Health will never more return. Not too late, blessed be God, for the salvation of the soul, but too late for the recovery of all that was held dear in the life of earth.

Yes, Stumps had many a time while on the sea muttered to himself, Too late! He did so once again in that low public-house near the docks. Uncle Rik overheard him, and a feeling of profound pity arose within him.

I beg pardon, he said, and at the first word Stumps looked quickly, almost fiercely, up, your name, I believe, is Gibson.

No, it isnt  I, that is to say  Well, yes it is. Sailors has got aliases, you know, sometimes. What dye want wi me?

You were acquainted in Bombay, resumed Captain Wright, very quietly, as he sat down opposite to Stumps, with a young man named Wright  Robin Wright?

Stumpss face became deadly pale.

Ah! I see you were, resumed the captain; and you and he had something to do, now, with bags of some sort?

The captain was, as the reader knows, profoundly ignorant of everything connected with the bags except their existence, but he had his suspicions, and thought this a rather knowing way of inducing Stumps to commit himself. His surprise, then, may be imagined when Stumps, instead of replying, leaped up and dashed wildly out of the room, overturning the pot of beer upon Captain Riks legs.

Stumps shot like an arrow past the landlord, a retired pugilist, who chanced to be in the doorway. Captain Rik, recovering, darted after him, but was arrested by the landlord.

Not quite so fast, old genlman! As youve had some of your mates beer, youd better pay for it.

Let me go!  stop him! cried the captain, struggling.

As well might he have struggled in the grasp of Hercules. His reason asserted itself the instant the fugitive was out of sight. He silently paid for the beer, went back to the Fairy Queen to inform the captain that his man Gibson was a thief  to which the captain replied that it was very probable, but that it was no business of his  and then wandered sadly back to tell the Wright family how Gibson, alias Stumps, alias Shunks, had been found and lost.




Chapter Thirty.

The Wright Family reunited, and Sam becomes highly Electrical.

That much-abused and oft-neglected meal called tea had always been a scene of great festivity and good-fellowship in the Wright family. Circumstances, uncontrollable of course, had from the beginning necessitated a dinner at one oclock, so that they assembled round the family board at six each evening, in a hungry and happy frame of body and mind, (which late diners would envy if they understood it), with the prospect of an evening  not bed  before them.

In the earlier years of the family, the meal had been, so to speak, a riotous one, for both Robin and Madge had uncontrollable spirits, with tendencies to drop spoons on the floor, and overturn jugs of milk on the table. Later on, the meal became a jolly one, and, still later, a chatty one  especially after uncle Rik and cousin Sam began to be frequent guests.

But never in all the experience of the family had the favourite meal been so jolly, so prolific of spoony and porcelain accidents, so chatty, and so generally riotous, as it was on a certain evening in June of the year 1870, shortly after the return home of Robin and his companions.

Besides the original Wright family, consisting of father, mother, Robin, and Madge, there were assembled uncle Rik, Sam Shipton, Mrs Langley, Letta, and  no  not Jim Slagg. The circle was unavoidably incomplete, for Jim had a mother, and Jim had said with indignant emphasis, did they suppose all the teas an dinners an suppers, to say nothin o breakfasts, an mess-mates an chums an friends, crammed and jammed into one enormous mass temptation, would indooce him to delay his return to that old lady for the smallest fraction of an hour? No, Jim Slagg was not at the table, but the household cat was under it, and the demoralising attentions that creature received on that occasion went far to undo the careful training of previous years.

The occasion of the gathering was not simple. It was compound. First, it was in commemoration of Robins birthday; second, it was to celebrate the appointment of Sam Shipton to an influential position on the electrical staff of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, and Sams engagement to Marjory Mayland; third, to celebrate the appointment of Robin Wright to a sufficiently lucrative and hopeful post under Sam; and, lastly, to enjoy the passing hour.

Ladies and gentlemen, said uncle Rik, getting on his feet with some difficulty, when the tea, toast, muffins, eggs, and other fare had blunted the appetites, I rise to propose the toast of the evening, and mark you, I dont mean to use any butter with this toast, (Hear, from Sam), unless Im egged on, (Oh!), to do it  so I charge you to charge your cups with tea, since were not allowed grog in this tee-total ship  though Im free to confess that I go in with you there, for Ive long since given, up the use o that pernicious though pleasant beverage, takin it always neat, now, in the form of cold water, varied occasionally with hot tea and coffee. My toast, ladies and gentlemen, is Rob (Rik put his hand to his throat to ease off his necktie), is Robin Wright, whom Ive known, off an on, as a babby, boy, an man, almost ever since that night  now twenty years ago, more or less  when he was launched upon the sea in thunder, lightning, and in rain. Ive known him, I say  ever since  off an on  and Im bound to say that

The captain paused. He had meant to be funny, but the occasion proved too much for him.

Bless you, Robin, my lad, he gasped, suddenly stretching his large hand across the table and grasping that of his nephew, which was quickly extended. After shaking it with intense vigour he sat promptly down and blew his nose.

The thunders of applause which burst from Sam and Mr Wright were joined in even by the ladies, who, in the excess of their sympathy, made use of knife-handles and spoons with such manly vigour that several pieces of crockery went by the board, as the captain himself remarked, and the household cat became positively electrified and negatively mad,  inasmuch as it was repelled by the horrors around, and denied itself the remaining pleasure of the tea-table by flying wildly from the room.

Of course, Robin attempted a reply, but was equally unsuccessful in expressing his real sentiments, or the true state of his feelings, but uncle Rik came to the rescue by turning sharply on Sam and demanding  

Do you really mean to tell me, sir, that, after all your experience, you still believe in telegraphs and steamboats?

Sam promptly asserted that he really did mean that.

Of course, returned the captain, you cant help believing in their existence  for facts are facts  but are you so soft, so unphilosophical, so idiotical as to believe in their continuance? Thats the point, lad  their continuance. Are you not aware that, in course o time, rust they must

An then theyll bust, interpolated Robin.

Hee! hee! ha! giggled Letta, who, during all this time, had been gazing with sparkling eyes and parted lips, from one speaker to another, utterly forgetful of, and therefore thoroughly enjoying, her own existence.

Yes, then theyll bust, repeated Rik, with an approving nod at Robin; youre right, my boy, and the sooner they do it the better, for Im quite sick of their flashings and crashings.

I rather suspect, Sam, said Mr Wright, that the gentlemen with whom you dined the other day would not agree with uncle Rik.

Whom do you refer to, George? asked Mrs Wright.

Has he not yet told you of the grand inaugural fête, as they call it, that was given at the house of Mr Fender, chairman of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, to celebrate the opening of direct submarine telegraphic communication with India?

Not a word, replied Mrs Wright, looking at Sam.

You never mentioned it to me, said Madge, with a reproachful glance in the same direction.

Because, Madge, we have been so busy in talking about something else, said Sam, that I really forgot all about it.

Do tell us about it now, said Mrs Langley, who, like her daughter, had been listening in silence up to this point.

A deal o rubbish was spoken, I daresay, observed the captain, commencing to another muffin, and demanding more tea.

A deal of something was spoken, at all events, said Sam, and what is more to the point, an amazing deal was done. Come, before speaking about it, let me propose a toast  Success to Batteries and Boilers!

Amen to that! said Robin, with enthusiasm.

If they deserve it, said the captain, with caution.

The toast having been drunk with all the honours, Sam began by saying that the fête was a great occasion, and included brilliant company.

There were present, of course, he said, nearly all the great electrical and engineering lights of the day, also the Prince of Wales and the Duke of Cambridge, with a lot of aristocrats, whom it is not necessary to mention in the presence of a democratic sea-dog like uncle Rik.

Dont yaw about to defame me, but keep to your course, Sam.

Well, you have no idea what an amount of interest and enthusiasm the affair created. You all know, of course, that the Indian cable, which Robin and I had a hand in laying, is now connected with the lines that pass between Suez, Alexandria, Malta, Gibraltar, Lisbon, and England; and the company assembled at Mr Penders house witnessed the sending of the first messages direct from London to Bombay; and how long, do you think, it took to send the first message, and receive a reply?  only five minutes!

You dont mean it, Sam! exclaimed Rik, getting excited, in spite of his professed unbelief.

Indeed I do, replied Sam, warming with his subject. I tell you the sober truth, however difficult it may be for you to believe it. You may see it in the papers of the 24th or 25th, I suppose. Here is my note-book, in which I jotted down the most interesting points.

The proceedings of the evening were opened by the managing director in London sending a telegram to the manager at Bombay.

How are you all? was the brief first telegram by Sir James Anderson. All well, was the briefer first reply from Bombay. The question fled from London at 9:18 exactly  I had my watch in my hand at the time  and the answer came back at 9:23  just five minutes. I can tell you it was hard to believe that the whole thing was not a practical joke. In fact, the message and reply were almost instantaneous, the five minutes being chiefly occupied in manipulating the instruments at either end. The second message between the same parties occupied the same time. After that Sir Bartle Frere sent a telegram to Sir Seymour Fitzgerald, the Governor of Bombay, as follows: Sir Bartle Frere wishes health and prosperity to all old friends in Bombay. This was received by the Companys superintendent at Bombay, and the acknowledgment of its receipt sent back in four minutes and fifty seconds! But the reply from the Governor, Your old friend returns your good wishes, did not come to us for thirty-six minutes, because the message had to be sent to the Governors house, and it found his Excellency in bed.

Next, a message was sent by Lady Mayo in London to Lord Mayo at Simla, which, with the acknowledgment of it, occupied 15 minutes in transmission. Of course time was lost in some cases, because the persons telegraphed to were not on the spot at the moment. The Prince of Wales telegraphed to the Viceroy of India, I congratulate your Excellency on England and India being now connected by a submarine cable. I feel assured this grand achievement will prove of immense benefit to the welfare of the Empire. Its success is thus matter of imperial interest, which telegram passed out, and the acknowledgment of its receipt in India was returned to London, all within eleven minutes, but, as in the former case, the Viceroy was in bed, so that his reply was not received till forty-five minutes had elapsed. Had the Viceroy been at the Indian end of the wire, he and the Prince could have conversed at an average rate of five minutes a sentence.

Many other messages were sent to and fro, continued Sam, turning over the leaves of his note-book, not only from London to India, but to each of the intermediate stations on the cable line, so that we had direct intercourse that night with the King of Portugal, the Governors of Gibraltar, Malta, and Aden, and the Khedive of Egypt. But that was not all. We put the old and the new world into communication, so that the press of India sent salaam to the press of America. Sir James Anderson also telegraphed to Cyrus W. Field, Esquire, the father of submarine telegraphy in my estimation, (Hear, hear, from Robin), and he sent a reply, which began, Your message of this evening received by me before five oclock this afternoon. Mark that, Captain Rik, the message received before it was sent, so to speak!

Ay, ay, lad  I know  difference of longitude,  fire away.

Well, I have fired away most of my ammunition now, returned Sam, and if you dont haul down your colours, it must be because you have nailed them to the mast and are blind to reason. I may add, however, that the Viceroy of India sent a telegram to the President of the United States, to which he got a reply in seven hours and forty minutes, but the slowness of this message was accounted for by the fact of accidental and partly unavoidable delay in transmission both in Washington and London. At 1:30 a.m. of the 24th the traffic of the line became pressing, and all complimentary messages ceased with one from Bombay, which said, Sun just risen; delightfully cool; raining.

Doesnt it seem as if the Baron Monkhausens tales were possible after all? remarked Mrs Wright, looking as if her mind had got slightly confused.

The Barons tales are mere childs-play, mother, said Robin, to the grand facts of electricity.

Thats so, Robin, said Sam, still turning over the leaves of his note-book, and we had some magnificent experiments or illustrations at the fête, which go far to prove the truth of your remark  experiments which were so beautiful that they would have made the eyes of Letta sparkle even more gorgeously than they are doing at present, if she had seen them.

Letta blushed, returned to self-consciousness for a moment, looked down, laughed, looked up as Sam proceeded, and soon again forgot herself in a fixed and earnest gaze.

The two telegraph instruments communicating with India and America, which stood on two tables, side by side, in Mr Penders house, were supplied by two batteries in the basement of the building. Eighty cells of Daniels battery were used upon the Penzance circuit for India, and 100 cells on the Brest circuit for America. The ordinary water-pipes of the house served to connect the batteries with the earth, so as to enable them to pump their electricity from that inexhaustible reservoir.

I was not aware that electricity had to be pumped up through pipes like water, interrupted Mrs Wright, on whose mild countenance a complication of puzzled expressions was gradually gathering.

It is not so pumped up, said Sam. The pipes were used, not because they were pipes, but because they were metal, and therefore good conductors.

But you havent told us about the beautiful experiments yet, murmured Letta, a little impatiently.

Im coming to them, little one, said Sam. One battery exhibited the power as well as the beauty of that mysterious force which we call electricity. It was the large Grove battery. A current passed from it to copper wires, in a certain manner, produced a dazzling green light, and the copper melted like wax. With silver a still brighter and purer green flame was the result. With platinum an intense white light was given off, and the molten metal fell in globules of exceeding brilliancy. With iron lovely coruscations were exhibited, the boiling vapour flying and burning in all directions; and a platinum wire three feet long was in an instant melted into thousands of minute globules. All this showed the power of electricity to produce intense heat when resistance is opposed to its passage.

It is remarkably human-like in that respect, said Captain Rik, in an under-tone.

Then its power to produce magnetism, continued Sam, was shown by Lord Lindsays huge electro-magnet. This magnet, you must know, is nothing but a bit of ordinary metal until it is electrified, when it becomes a most powerful magnet. But the instant the current is cut off from it, it ceases to be a magnet. If you understood much about electricity, said Sam, looking round on his rapt audience, I might tell you that it is upon this power of making a piece of iron a magnet or not at pleasure, that depend the Morse and Digné telegraph instruments; but as you dont understand, I wont perplex you further. Well, when a piece of sheet copper was passed between the poles of Lord Lindsays giant magnet, it was as difficult to move as if it had been sticking in cheese  though it was in reality touching nothing!  influenced only by attraction. (That beats your power over Sam, Madge, whispered Robin. No it doesnt, whispered Madge in reply.) Then, one most beautiful experiment I could not hope to get you to understand, but its result was, that a ten-gallon glass jar, coated inside and out with perforated squares of tinfoil, was filled with tens of thousands of brilliant sparks, which produced so much noise as completely to drown the voices of those who described the experiment. A knowledge of these and other deep things, and of the laws that govern them, has enabled Sir William Thomson and Mr Cromwell F. Varley to expedite the transmission of messages through very long submarine cables in an enormous degree. Then the aurora borealis was illustrated by a large long exhausted tube

I say, Sam, interrupted Rik, dont you think theres just a possibility of our becoming a large long-exhausted company if you dont bring this interesting lecture to a close?

Shame! shame! uncle Rik, cried Robin.

As the rest of the company sided with him, the captain had to give way, and Sam went on.

I wont try your patience much longer; in fact I have nearly come to an end. In this long exhausted tube, ten feet in length and three inches in diameter, a brilliant and beautiful crimson stream was produced, by means of an induction coil. In short, the occasion and the proceedings altogether made it the most interesting evening I have ever spent in my life, eexcept

Sam paused abruptly, and looked at Madge. Madge blushed and looked down under the table,  presumably for the cat,  and the rest of the company burst into an uproarious fit of laughter, in which condition we will leave them and convey the reader to a very different though not less interesting scene.




Chapter Thirty One.

Describes a Happy Home and a Happier Meeting.

In a small wayside cottage in the outskirts of one of those picturesque villages which surround London, an old woman sat at the head of a small deal table, with a black teapot, a brown sugar-basin, a yellow milk jug, and a cracked tea-cup before her.

At the foot of the same table sat a young man, with a large knife in one hand, a huge loaf of bread in the other, and a mass of yellow butter in a blue plate in front of him.

The young man was James Slagg; the old woman was his mother. Jim had no brothers or sisters, and his father chanced to be absent at market, so he had the old lady all to himself.

Well, well, Jim, said Mrs Slagg, with a loving look at her sons flushed face, youve told me a heap o wonderful tales about telegrumphs, an tigers, an electricity an what not. If you was as great a liar as you was used to be, Jim, I tell ee plain, lad, I wouldnt believe one word on it. But youre a better boy than you was, Jim, an I do believe you  indeed I do, though I must confess that some on it is hard to swallow.

Thank ee, mother, said Jim, with a pleasant nod, as he cut an enormous slice from the loaf, trowelled upon it a mass of the yellow butter, and pushed in his cup for more tea.

It was good of ye, Jim, said the old woman, to leave all yer fine friends and come straight away here to see your mother.

Good o me! ejaculated Jim, with his mouth full  too full, we might say what goodness is there in a feller goin home, eh? Whos finer, I should like to know, than a fellers mother?

Well, you are a good boy, Jim, said the old woman, glancing at a superannuated clock, which told of the moments in loud, almost absurd solemnity; but if you dont stop talkin and go on wi your eatin, youll lose the train.

True, mother. Time and tide, they say, wait for no man; but trains is wuss than time or tide, they wont even wait for a woman.

But why go at all to-day, Jim; wont to-morrow do?

No, mother, it wont do. I didnt mean to tell ee till I came back, for fear it should be a mistake; but I cant keep nothin from you, old lady, so I may as well ease my mind before I go. The fact is, Ive just heard of the whereabouts of John Shanks  Stumps, you know  my old mate, that Ive told you bolted with all our treasure from Bombay. Ah! mother, if Id only brought that treasure home wi me, its a lady youd have bin to-day. I had all sorts o plans for you  a coach an six was

Never mind your plans, Jim, but tell me about poor Stumps.

Well, mother, a tramp came past here, an had a bit of a talk wi me yesterday. You know I ginerally have a bit of a chat wi tramps now, ever since that city missionary  God bless him  pulled me up at the docks, an began talkin to me about my soul. Well, that tramp came here early this mornin, sayin hed bin in a poor womans house in the city, where there was a man dyin in a corner. While he was talkin with some o the people there he chanced to mention my name, an observed that the dyin man got excited when he heard it, and called to the tramp and asked him about me, and then begged him, for love and for money, which he offered him, to come and fetch me to him as fast as he could, sayin that his name was Stumps, and he knew me. So, you see, as the next train is the first that  you neednt look at the clock so often, old lady; its full ten minutes yet, and Ill back my legs to do it in three.

Dont forget to take your Bible wi you, dear boy.

Jim Slagg rose with a pleasant nod, slapped the breast of his coat, on which the oblong form of a small book in the pocket could be traced, said Good-day, mother, and left the cottage.

It was not long before he stood in the dark passage which led to the room described to him by the tramp. The old woman who rented it gave him her unasked opinion of her lodger before admitting him.

Youve got no notion, sir, what a strange character that young man is.

O yes, I have; let me see him, said Slagg.

But, sir, continued the landlady, detaining him, you must be careful, for he aint hisself quite. Not that hes ever done anythink wiolent to me, poor young man, but hes strong in his fits, an he raves terribly.

Has no doctor bin to see him? asked Slagg.

No; he wont let me send for one. He says its o no use, an he couldnt afford to pay for one. An oh! youve no notion what a miser that poor young man is. He must have plenty of money, for the box as he takes it out on  an its at his head he keeps it, day and night, ginerally holdin it with one hand  seems full o money, for its wonderful heavy. I could see that when he brought it here, an theres no cloes in it, that I can see, when he opens it, to get at the few pence he wants now an again. An he starves hisself, an says hes not fit to live, an calls hisself sitch awful names, an

Well, well, show me his room, said Slagg, with as much decision in his tone as compelled immediate obedience.

In the corner of a small room, on a truckle-bed, with scant bedding, lay the emaciated form of John Shanks, alias Stumps, alias James Gibson. He had raised himself on one elbow, and was gazing with great lustrous invalid eyes at the door, when his old comrade entered, for he had been watching, and heard the first sound of footsteps in the passage.

Oh! Jim Slagg, he cried, extending a hand which bore strong resemblance to a claw, it was so thin. Come to me, Jim, How Ive wished an longed, an

He stopped and burst into tears, for he was very weak, poor fellow, and even strong men weep when their strength is brought low.

Come now, Stumps, said Slagg, in a serious voice, as he sat down on the bed, put an arm round his old comrades thin shoulders, and made him lie down, if you go to excite yourself like that, Ill  Ill  quit the room, an I wont come back for an hour or more.

No! O no! exclaimed the sick man; clutching Slaggs arm with a trembling grip, dont leave me, Jim  dont, dont! I shall die if you do! Im dyin anyhow, but it will kill me quicker if you go.

Well, I wont go. There, keep quiet, my poor old Stumps.

Yes, thats it  thats it  I like to hear the old name, murmured the sick man, closing his eyes. Say it again, Jim  say it again.

Stumps, said Slagg, getting down on his knees, the better to arrange and grasp his former comrade, dont be a fool now, but listen. I have come to look after you, so make your mind easy.

But Ive been such a beast to you, Jim; it was so awful shabby, cried Stumps, rousing himself again, and Ive been so sorry ever since. You cant think how sorry. I have repented, Jim, if ever a man did. An Id have come back and confessed long ago, if Id had the chance, but I can get no rest  no peace. Ive never spent a rap of it, Jim, except what I couldnt help  for you know, Jim, body an soul wouldnt stick together without a little o suthin to eat an drink; an when I was ill I couldnt work, you know. See, its all here  all here  except what little

He stopped abruptly, having raised himself to open the lid of the box at his elbow, but his strength failed, and he sank on the pillow with a groan.

Stumps, said Slagg, come, old boy, you an me will have a bit of prayer together.

The sick man opened his great eyes in astonishment. It was so unlike his old friends brusque rollicking character to propose prayer, that he fancied he must be dreaming, and the possibility of the visit turning out unreal, induced an expression of distress on his haggard countenance. On being ordered, however, in the peremptory and familiar tones of former days, to shut his eyes, he felt reassured and became calm, while his friend prayed for him.

It was not a set or formal prayer by any means. It sounded strangely like a man asking a friend, in commonplace terms, but very earnestly, to give him what he stood in great need of; and what Jim asked for was the salvation of his friends soul and his restoration to health. The petition, therefore, was remarkably brief, yet full of reverence, for Jim, though naturally blunt and straightforward, felt that he was addressing the great and blessed God and Saviour, who had so recently rescued his own soul.

After saying Amen! which the sick man echoed, Slagg pulled out his Bible and read through the fourteenth chapter of Johns gospel, commenting quietly as he went along, while his comrade listened with intense earnestness. At the first verse Jim paused and said, This wasnt written to holy and sinless men. Let not your heart be troubled, was said to the disciples, one o them bein Peter, the man who was to deny Jesus three times with oaths and curses, and then forsake Him. The Lord came to save sinners. It would be a poor look-out for you, Stumps, if you thought yourself a good man.

But I dont  oh! I dont, and you know I dont! exclaimed the sick man vehemently.

Then the Lord says, Let not your heart be troubled, and tells you to believe in God and Himself.

At the second verse Slagg remarked that it would be a sad, sad thing if the mansion prepared, among the many mansions, for his friend were to be left empty.

But how am I to get to it, Jim; how am I ever to find the way?

Just what the disciple named Thomas asked  an he was a very doubting follower of Jesus, like too many of us. The Master said to him what He says to you and me, I am the way and the truth and the life; no one cometh unto the Father but by me.

At the ninth verse the sailor-missionary said, Jesus is God, you see, so were safe to trust Him, and, at the thirteenth verse, Whatsoever ye shall ask in my name that will I do, he said. Now, we have asked Jesus to save you, and He will do it, by His Holy Spirit, as He has saved me  has saved millions in time past, and will save millions more in time to come. Why, you see, in the sixteenth verse He tells you He will pray the Father to send you a Comforter, who will stay with you for ever. Has He not reason then for beginnin with let not your heart be troubled? And that same Comforter, the Holy Spirit, is to teach us all things, so, you see, every difficulty is taken out of our way. Arise, let us go hence. Now, my old messmate, I have arisen. Will you not arise and go with me, both of us looking unto Jesus?

I will  God helping me! cried the sick man, literally arising from his couch and raising both arms to heaven.

There, now  thank the Lord; but you must lie down again and keep quiet, said Jim, gently and kindly forcing his friend backward.

Stumps did not resist. He closed his eyes, and the restful feeling that had suddenly arisen in his heart when he said the momentous words, I will, coupled with exhaustion, resulted almost instantaneously in a quiet slumber.

When did he eat last? asked Slagg of the old woman, in a low voice, for he had been taught, or had learned intuitively, that few things are more disheartening in a sick-room than a whisper.

This morning he breakfasted at six, but it was ony a haporth o bread and a drink o cold water.

And how dare you starve your lodger in that way? demanded Slagg, leading the astonished woman into the passage and closing the door. Dont you know that starving a man is equal to murdering him, and that youll be liable to be hung if he dies? There, take this half-sov, and be off to the nearest shop, an buy  let me see  sassengers and steaks and  oh, you know better than me what a sick man wants. Get along with you, and be back sharp. Stay! where are your matches? Ah! Any coals? Good, now away with you and fetch a doctor too, else Ill fetch a policeman, you bolster of bones.

Thus ordered, threatened, and adjured, the landlady, half-amused, and more than half-frightened at the visitors gushing energy, hurried from the house, while Slagg returned to the miserable room, and did his best to render it less miserable by kindling a splendid fire.

It is, perhaps, unnecessary to add, that a breakfast soon filled that room with delicious odour, such as had not been felt in that lowly neighbourhood for many years; that Stumps, after a refreshing sleep, partook of the feast with relish; that Jim Slagg also partook of it  of most of it, indeed  and enjoyed it to the full; that the old landlady was invited to fall to, and did fall to with alacrity; that the domestic cat also managed to fall to, surreptitiously, without invitation, and not the less enjoyably on that account; that a miserable semi-featherless but unconquerable canary in a cage in the window took care that it was not forgotten; and that several street boys, smelling the viands from afar, came round the outer door, became clamorous, and were not sent empty away.

It may, however, be advisable to add, that Stumps did not die; that joy of heart, good feeding, and  perhaps  the doctor, brought him round, and that he afterwards went to the country to spend the period of convalescence in the cottage by the roadside, with Slaggs mother.




Chapter Thirty Two.

In which the Story finds a Fault, and the Electrical Current ends.

Now, it is not in the nature of things that man, in his present state, should attain to full satisfaction. He may, indeed he should, attain to contentment, but as long as there are higher and better things within his reach, he must of necessity remain in some degree unsatisfied.

Some such idea must have been passing through Robin Wrights brain one fine morning, as he slowly paced the deck of a small schooner with his friend Sam Shipton, for he suddenly broke a prolonged silence with the following remark:  

I dont know how it is, Sam, but although I am surrounded with everything that should make a fellow happy, Im  Im not happy. In fact, Im as miserable as it is possible to be!

Come now, Robin, dont exaggerate, said Sam in a remonstrative tone. Hyperbole is very objectionable, especially in young men. You know that if you were tied to a huge gridiron over a slow fire, you would be more miserable than you are at present.

Robin smiled and admitted the truth of this, but nevertheless reiterated his assertion that he was decidedly unhappy.

This conversation, we may remark, took place on board of Sam Shiptons yacht, off the west coast of Scotland, several years after the events narrated in the previous chapter.

Well, now, it is strange, said Sam, with an earnestly sympathetic air and tone of voice, but with the faintest possible twinkle in the extreme corner of one of his eyes. Let me see  everything, as you justly remark, ought to make you happy here. The weather, to begin with  people always begin with the weather, you know  is splendid, though there is a thundery look about the horizon to the westard. Then our yacht, the Gleam, is a perfect duck, both as to her sea-going and sailing qualities, and Captain James Slagg is a perfect seaman, while Stumps is a superlative steward and cook. Our time is our own, and the world before us where to choose. Then, as to our companionship, what female society could be more agreeable than that of my wife Madge, and her bosom friend Letta, who, since she has grown up, has become one of the most beautiful, fascinating, charming,  but why go on, when, in the language of the poet, adequate words is wantin! And Lettas mother is second only to herself. Then as to the men, could there be found anywhere finer fellows than uncle Rik and Ebenezer Smith, and Frank Hedley  to say nothing of myself and our splendid little boy Sammy? I cant understand it, Robin. Youre not ill, are you?

Ill? no. Never was better in my life.

Well, then, what is it? Be confidential, my boy. The witching hour of sunrise is fitted for confidential communications. Youre not in love, are

Hush, Sam! the skylight is open. Come forward to the bows. Yes, Sam, I am in love.

Well, Robin, I cant pretend ignorance, for I know it  at least I have seen it.

Seen it! echoed Robin, how is that? I have never by word or look given the slightest indication to any one of the state of my feelings.

True, Robin, as regards words, but there are other modes of indication, as must be well-known to a celebrated electrician like yourself. The fact is, my dear boy, that you and Letta have been rubbing your intellects together for so many years, that you have electrified each other  the one positively, the other negatively; and even a Manx cat with an absent mind and no tail could hardly fail to observe the telegraphic communication which you have established by means of that admirable duplex instrument, a pair of eyes.

You distress me very much, Sam, returned Robin, seriously. I assure you I have never consciously done anything of the sort, and I have never opened my lips to Letta on the subject  I dare not.

I believe you as to your consciousness; but, to be serious, Robin, why should being in love make you miserable?

Because it makes me doubt whether Letta cares for me.

Nonsense, Robin. Take my advice, put an end to your doubts, and make sure of your ground by taking heart and proposing to Letta.

I dare not, Sam. It is all very well for a fine manly fellow like you to give such advice, but I am such a poor, miserable sort of

Hallo, fasser! cried a merry voice at that moment, how red de sun am!

The owner of the voice  a mere chip of a child, in perfect miniature middy costume  ran up to its father and was hoisted on his shoulder.

Yes, the sun is very red, like your own face, Sammy, my boy, to say nothing of cousin Robins. Where is mamma?

The question was answered by mamma herself, our old friend Madge Mayland, coming up the companion-hatch,  tall, dark, beautiful, like the spirit of departed night. She was followed by Letta,  graceful, fair, sunny, like the spirit of the coming morn.

Sunbeam, ahoy! came up through the cabin skylight at that moment, like the sonorous voice of Neptune.

Well, grunkle Rik, wat is it? shouted Sammy, in silvery tones, from his fathers shoulder.

Grunkle was the outcome of various efforts made to teach Sammy to call the old captain grand-uncle.

Where have you stowed away my hair-brush, you rascal? cried the voice of thunder.

Its under my bunk, grunkle; I was bracking yous boots with it.

The thunder subsided in tempestuous mutterings, and Sammy, feeling that he had begun the day well, struggled out of his fathers arms and went careering round the deck into every possible position of danger. He kept them all lively until Stumps caught him and extinguished him, for a time, with breakfast.

Uncle Rik, said Sam, while that meal was being discussed in the snuggest little cabin that could be imagined, did you hear of the extraordinary manner in which a whale was caught by a telegraph cable lately?

No, I didnt, Sam, an whats more, I wouldnt believe it if I did.

It is true, nevertheless, said Sam, breaking his fifth egg  sea breezes being appetising.

How did it happen, Sam? asked Madge.

In a very curious manner Madge. It will amuse Letta, for I know she takes a deep interest in cables.

Indeed it will, said Letta, who was the soul of earnest simplicity; I delight in electric cables.

Robin looked at Letta, and wished that he were an electric cable!

It happened to the Persian Gulf cable, quite recently, continued Sam, addressing himself to Letta. The cable between Kurrachee and Gwadur, a distance of 300 miles, suddenly failed one evening. Now, you must know that electrical science has advanced with such rapid strides of late, that we have the power to discover pretty nearly the exact position of a fault in a cable. Of course I cannot expect a young lady to understand the technical details of the mode in which this is done, but you will understand that by tests taken at either end the damage appeared to be about 118 miles from Kurrachee, and a telegraph steamer was sent with an electrical and engineering staff to repair it. The steamer reached the supposed locality early on the morning of the second day out, and proceeded at once to grapple for the cable, though a thick fog prevailed at the time, and a heavy sea was running.

The soundings at the place were very irregular, implying a rugged bottom of submarine mountain-tops and valleys. On winding in the cable unusual resistance was experienced, as if it were foul of rocks, and when, after great difficulty, they drew it up they found that this was caused by the body of an immense whale, with two and a half turns of the cable round it immediately above the tail.

Pooh! boh! exclaimed uncle Rik, I dont believe it.

But I do, uncle, returned Sam, as he opened his sixth egg, for I read the account of it in one of the engineering journals, in which dates and names were given. The steamer was the Amber Witch, commanded by Captain Bishop, and the staff of operators were under Mr Harry Mance. The body of the huge creature was found to be rapidly decomposing, the jaws falling away as it reached the surface, and sharks had evidently been devouring it. The tail, which measured twelve feet across, was covered with barnacles at the extremities.

But how could it have entangled itself so? asked Mrs Langley.

They suppose that at the time the whale had found a part of the cable hanging in a deep loop over a submarine precipice, and, thinking the chance a good one no doubt for scraping off the barnacles and other parasites that annoy whales very much, had probably twisted the cable round him with a flip of his tail. Anyhow, the fact is unquestionable that it held him fast until he was fished up dead by the electricians and engineers.

How strange! murmured Letta.

It is indeed, responded Robin, the most extraordinary case I ever heard of, though cables are subject to many singular accidents. I remember one case of accident to the cable across the river Yar, in the Isle of Wight. A bullock fell from the deck of a vessel, and, in its struggles, caught the cable and broke it.

I have read of several very singular cases, said Sam, in which cables have been attacked and damaged by inhabitants of the sea. The Cuba and Florida cable was once damaged by the bite of some large fish, and a similar accident happened to the China cable. In the Malta-Alexandria cable, a piece of the core from which the sheathing had been worn was found to have been bitten by a shark, and pieces of the teeth were found sticking in the gutta-percha.

I thought it was to the Singapore cable that that happened, said Robin.

No, but something similar happened to it. That cable was laid in December. In the following March a stoppage occurred. The fault was spotted at 200 miles from Singapore. When hauled up, the cable was found to have been pierced, and bits of crushed bone were sticking in the hole. The piece was cut out and sent to Mr Frank Buckland, who, after long and careful examination, came to the conclusion that it had been the work of a saw-fish.

Dear me, Mr Shipton, said Mrs Langley, you speak as if every part of the world were connected by electric cables.

And such is the case, said Sam; we have now direct communication by submarine cable and land telegraph with every part of Europe; with Canada and the United States; down South America, nearly to Cape Horn; with Africa from Algiers to the Cape of Good Hope; with India from Afghanistan to Ceylon; with China from Pekin to Hong-Kong; and down through the Malacca Archipelago, Australia, and Tasmania.

I say, Sam, are you a member of the Royal Geographical Society, or a walking atlas? asked uncle Rik.

In short, continued Sam, not heeding the interruption, there isnt a civilised quarter of the globe which is not tied to us by telegraph, and from which we might not hear any morning of the events of the preceding day.

Always excepting Central Africa and the two poles, said the captain.

I said civilised quarters, retorted Sam, and, as far as I know, the poles are inhabited only by bears.

True, I forgot, the poles are barely civilised, said uncle Rik.

Now, Master Sammy, growled a deep voice from the adjoining galley, you keep your hands out o that copper.

Fasser, shouted a silvery voice from the same region, Tumps is naughty. I wants to wass my hands in de soup, an he wont let me.

Quite right. Keep him in order, Stumps, said the unfeeling Sam, senior.

Dere  pa says Is kite right, an to keep you in order, Tumps, said the silvery voice. (Then, after a few minutes), Grunkle Rik, is you finish bekfist?

Ay, ay, Sunbeam, quite finished.

Den come on deck an pay vid me.

Uncle Rik rose with a laugh, and obediently went on deck to play. But the play did not last long, for that day ominous clouds rose in the west, and, overspreading the sky, soon drenched the little yacht with rain. Towards evening the rain ceased, but the wind increased to a gale, and the weather showed signs of becoming what is known among seamen, we believe, as dirty. Ere long the low mutterings of thunder increased to mighty peals, and the occasional gleams of lightning to frequent and vivid flashes, that lit up the scene with the brilliancy of full moonlight.

I wish we were nearer shore, said Letta, timidly, to Robin, as they stood looking over the bulwarks; what is the land we see far away on our left?

The Island of Mull, returned Robin.

Better if it was further away, growled Captain Rik, who overheard the remark. We want plenty of sea-room on a night like this.

Weve got sea-room enough, observed Captain Slagg, with the confidence of a man who knows well what he is about, as he stood by the tiller, balancing himself with his legs well apart.

Youve got a lightning conductor on the mast, of course? observed Captain Rik to Sam.

No, replied Sam.

Sam! exclaimed the captain in a tone of intense surprise, you, of all men, without such a safeguard.

Well, uncle Rik, replied Sam with a laugh, yachts are not always fitted with conductors. But Im not so bad as you think me. I had ordered a special conductor with some trifling novelties of construction for the yacht, but it was not ready when we started, so we had to sail without it. However, it is not once in a thousand times that a vessel is struck by lightning.

While Sam was yet speaking, a flash of lightning almost blinded them, and the little schooner received a shock which told of disaster. Next moment the roar of reverberating thunder drowned the crash of timber as the topmast went overboard, carrying the bowsprit and its gear along with it.

Fortunately no one was hurt, but the schooner became unmanageable, owing to the mass of wreckage which hung to her.

Jim Slagg, seizing an axe, sprang to the side to cut this away, ably seconded by all the men on board, but before it could be accomplished the Gleam had drifted dangerously near to the rocks on the coast of Mull. To add to the confusion, the darkness became intense.

Captain Rik, forgetting or ignoring his years, had thrown off his coat and was working like a hero with the rest. The ladies, unable to remain below, were clinging to the stern rails, Madge holding her little boy tightly in her arms, and the spray dashing wildly over all.

Another moment and the Gleam struck on the rocks with tremendous violence. Only by the lightning could they see the wild rocky shore on which they had drifted.

Instinctively each member of the little crew drew towards those nearest and dearest.

Get out the boat! shouted Captain Slagg; but the men could not obey, for a heavy sea had anticipated them, and the little dinghy was already careering shoreward, bottom up.

The next wave lifted the Gleam like a cork, and let her down on the rocks like fifty-six tons of lead. A flash of lightning revealed for a moment a range of frowning cliffs, as if to add horror to a scene that was already sufficiently appalling. Then all was again dark as Erebus.

In a frenzy of resolution Captain Rik seized an axe with the view of extemporising a raft, when the Gleam parted amidships, and we might almost say went out, leaving her crew struggling in the waves.

Sam had seized his wife with his strong left arm  he happened to be left-handed  and buffeted the waves with his right. Madge held on to Sammy with the power of maternal love. Sam was aware of that, and felt comparatively at ease in regard to his first-born.

Robins arm had been round Lettas waist  unknown to himself or her!  when the Gleam struck. It did not relax when he felt that they were afloat. Frank Hedley gallantly offered to take charge of Mrs Langley.

Ebenezer Smith, being unable to swim, confessed the fact, with something of a gasp, to Captain Rik, who considerately told him never to mind.

I can swim for both, he said, tying a piece of rope-yarn tight round his waist, for he had long before cast off coat, vest, and braces; but you ought to be ashamed of yourself, a man come to your time o life, an not able to swim!

I never lived near the sea, and had no one to teach me, pleaded Ebenezer in a tremblingly apologetic voice, for the roar of united wind, waves, and thunder was really tremendous even to those who could swim.

What o that? returned Captain Rik, sternly. Was there no river or pond nigh? Even a horse-trough or a washing-tub would have sufficed to make a man of you. As for teaching  what teaching did you want? Swimmin aint Latin or Greek. It aint even mathematics  only aquatics. All the brute beasts swim  even donkeys swim without teaching. Boh! bah! There, lay hold o me  so. Now, mind, if you try to take me round the neck with your two arms Ill plant my fist on the bridge of your nose, an let you go to Davy Joness locker.

A flash of lightning revealed Captain Riks face in such a way that Ebenezer Smith resolved to obey him to the letter.

It was at this point of their conversation that the Gleam went down  or out  and they sank with a gurgle, coming up next moment, however, with a gasp.

Strange to say, after the first plunge and overthrow amid the boiling waves, the swimmers found themselves in almost still water.

Youd better let me take Sammy, maam, said Captain Slagg, swimming quietly alongside of Madge, and speaking in the calm tone of a man taking an evening stroll.

Is that you, Slagg? asked Sam, who was striking out vigorously.

Yes, sir, it is, said Slagg. Youve no need to exert yourself, sir, so violently. I know the spot well. Weve bin washed clean over the reef by the wave that sank us, into a sort o natral harbour, an we aint far from shore. I can feel bottom now, sir, which, bein a six-footer, youll touch easy.

So I do! exclaimed Sam, letting down his feet. Madge, darling, cheer up, weve got soundings. Give Sammy to Slagg. There, well do famously now.

Only those who have been for a few moments in deadly peril can understand the feeling of intense relief that came to Sam Shiptons heart when he felt his toes touch ground on that eventful night. The feeling was expressed in his tone of voice as he asked Slagg whether he had seen any of the others.

No, sir, I aint seen em for want o light, but Ive heerd em. Stumps is splutterin behind us like a grampus. If youll hold on a bit an listen youll hear him. Hes a bad swimmer, and its all he can do to save hisself. If he only knowed he could reach bottom with his long legs, hed find it easier. Not quite so tight, Sammy, my boy, and keep off the wind-pipe  so; youre quite safe, my lad. As for the rest of em, sir, they all swim like ducks except Mr Ebbysneezer Smith, but hes took charge on by Captin Rik, so you may keep your mind easy. Theres a bit o flat beach hereabouts, an no sea inside the reef, so well git ashore easy enough  lets be thankful.

Jim Slagg was right. They got ashore without difficulty, and they were thankful  profoundly so  when they had time to think of the danger they had escaped.

After a few minutes rest and wringing of salt water from their garments, they proceeded inland to search for shelter, and well was it for the shipwrecked party that the captain of the lost yacht was acquainted with the lie of the land, for it was a rugged shore, with intermingled fields and morasses, and wooded rocky heights, among which it would have been difficult, if not impossible, to thread ones way in the dark without severe damage to the shins. But Jim Slagg led them to a cottage not far from the sea, where they received from the family resident there at the time a warm and hearty Scottish welcome.

It is not uncommon, we suspect, for eccentric natures to undertake the most important matters at the most unsuitable times and in the most ridiculous manners. At all events Robin Wright, while stumbling among the rocks and rugged ground of that midnight march in Mull, dripping wet and with the elements at war around him, conceived the idea of declaring his unalterable, not to say unutterable, attachment to Letta Langley, who leant heavily on the arm of her preserver. But Robin was intensely sensitive. He shrank from the idea, (which he had only got the length of conceiving), as if it had been a suggestion from beneath. It would be unfair, mean, contemptible, he thought, to take advantage of the darkness and the elemental noise to press his suit at such a time. No, he would wait till the morrow.

He did wait for the morrow. Then he waited for the morrow afterwards, and as each morrow passed he felt that more morrows must come and go, for it was quite obvious that Letta regarded him only as a brother.

At last, unable to bear it, our unhappy hero suddenly discovered that one of the morrows was the last of his leave of absence, so he said good-bye in despair, and parted from his companions, who could not resist the genial hospitality of their new friends in the cottage on the west of Mull.

Ten days later Sam got a letter from Robin, telling him that he had received a cable-telegram from India, from their friend Redpath, offering him a good situation there, and that, having reached the lowest depths of despair, he had resolved to accept it, and was sorry he should not have an opportunity of saying good-bye, as he was urged to start without a days delay.

Sam was staying with his friends at the Oban Hotel at the time, having at last managed to tear himself away from the cottage in Mull.

He instantly ran out and telegraphed  

Dont accept on any account.

Then he sought Mrs Langley, and opened Robins case to her. Mrs Langley listened with a smile of intelligence, and soon after went to her daughters room, the window of which commanded a splendid view of the western sea.

Letta, dear, are you moralising or meditating?

Both, mamma.

Well, I will try to help you, said Mrs Langley, seating herself by the window. By the way, did you hear that Mr Wright has been offered a lucrative appointment in the Telegraph Department of India, and is going off at once;  has not time even to say good-bye to his old friend Sam Shipton?

Letta turned very pale, then extremely red, then covered her face with both hands and burst into tears.

So, Letta, you love him, said her mother, gently. Why did you not let me know this sooner?

Oh, mamma! said poor Letta, why do you put it so  so  suddenly. I dont love him  that is  I dont know that I love him. Ive never thought about it seriously. He has never opened his lips to me on the subject  and  and

Letta, dear, said her mother, tenderly, would you wish to prevent his going away if you could? Open your heart to your mother, darling.

Letta laid her head on her mothers shoulder, but spoke not.

A few minutes later Mrs Langley went to Sam and said  

Robin must not go to India.

Sam instantly went by the shortest conceivable route to London, where he found Robin in his room feverishly packing his portmanteau, and said  

Robin, you must not go to India.

From that text he preached an eloquent lay-sermon, which he wound up with the words, Now, my boy, you must just propose to her at once.

But I cant, Sam. I havent got the pluck. Im such a miserable sort of fellow  how could I expect such a creature to throw herself away on me? Besides, its all very well your saying you have good ground for believing she cares for me; but how can you know? Of course you have not dared to speak to her?

Robin looked actually fierce at the bare idea of such a thing.

No, I have not dared, said Sam.

Well, then. It is merely your good-natured fancy. No, my dear fellow, it is my fate. I must bow to it. And I know that if I were to wait till I see her again, all my courage would have oozed away

But I dont intend that you shall wait, Robin, interrupted Sam. You need not go on talking so selfishly about yourself. You must consider the girl. Im not going to stand by and see injustice done to her. You have paid marked attention to her, and are bound in honour to lay yourself at her feet, even at the risk of a refusal.

But how, Sam? I tell you if I wait

Then dont wait,  telegraph.

Robin gazed at his friend in stupefied amazement. What! make a proposal of marriage by telegraph?

Even so, Robin. You began life with electricity, so it is quite in keeping that you should begin a new departure in life with it.

Sam rose, sought for paper, and with pencil wrote as follows: From Mr R. Wright, London, to Miss Letta Langley,  Hotel, Oban.  I can stand it no longer. May I come to see you?

Presenting this to his friend, Sam said, May I despatch it?

Robin nodded, smiled, and looked foolish.

An hour later Mrs Langley, sitting beside her daughter, took up a pen, and wrote as follows:  

From Miss Letta Langley, Oban, to R. Wright, London.  Yes.

Presenting this to her daughter, she said. May I send it?

Letta once more covered her face with her hands, and blushed.

Thus it came to pass that our heros fate in life, as well as his career, was decided by the electric telegraph.

But the best of it was that Robin did go to India after all  as if to do despite to his friends, who had said he must not go. Moreover, he took Letta with him, and he hunted many a day through the jungles of that land in company with his friend Redpath, and his henchman Flinn. And, long afterwards, he returned to England, a sturdy middle-aged man, with a wife whose beauty was unabated because it consisted, chiefly, in that love of heart to God and man which lends never-fading loveliness to the human countenance.

Awaiting them at home was a troop of little ones  the first home-instalment of a troop of lesser ones who accompanied the parent stems. All of these, besides being gifted with galvanic energy and flashing eyes, were impressed with the strong conviction, strange to say, that batteries, boilers, and submarine cables, were the most important things in the whole world, and the only subjects worth being played at by reasonable human children.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Heroes of the Lifeboat and Rocket.

Skirmishes with the Subject Generally.

It ought to be known to all English boys that there is a terrible and costly war in which the British nation is at all times engaged. No intervals of peace mark the course of this war. Cessations of hostilities there are for brief periods, but no treaties of peace. War to the knife is its character. Quarter is neither given nor sought. Our foe is unfeeling, unrelenting. He wastes no time in diplomatic preliminaries; he scorns the courtesies of national life. No ambassadors are recalled, no declarations of war made. Like the Red Savage he steals upon us unawares, and, with a roar of wrathful fury, settles down to his deadly work.

How does this war progress? It is needful to put and reiterate this question from time to time, because new generations of boys are always growing up, who, so far from being familiar with the stirring episodes of this war, and the daring deeds of valour performed, scarcely realise the fact that such a war is being carried on at all, much less that it costs hundreds of lives and millions of money every year.

It may be styled a naval war, being waged chiefly in boats upon the sea. It is a war which will never cease, because our foe is invincible, and we will never give in; a war which, unlike much ordinary warfare, is never unjust or unnecessary; which cannot be avoided, which is conducted on the most barbarous principles of deathless enmity, but which, nevertheless, brings true glory and honour to those heroes who are ever ready, night and day, to take their lives in their hands and rush into the thick of the furious fray.

Although this great war began  at least in a systematic manner  only little more than fifty years ago, it will not end until the hearts of brave and generous Britons cease to beat, and the wild winds cease to blow, for the undying and unconquerable enemy of whom we write is  the Storm!

Death or victory! the old familiar warwhoop, is not the final war-cry here. Death is, indeed, always faced  sometimes met  and victory is often gained; but, final conquests being impossible, and the piping times of peace being out of the question, the signal for the onset has been altered, and the worlds old battle-cry has been exchanged for the soul-stirring shout of Rescue the perishing!

Though our foe cannot be slain, he can, like the genii of Eastern story, be baffled.

In the days of old, the Storm had it nearly all his own way. Hearts, indeed, were not less brave, but munitions of war were wanting. In this matter, as in everything else, the world is better off now than it was then. Our weapons are more perfect, our engines more formidable. We can now dash at our enemy in the very heart of his own terrible strongholds; fight him where even the boldest of the ancient Vikings did not dare to venture, and rescue the prey from the very jaws of death amid the scenes of its wildest revelry.

The heroes who recruit the battalions of our invincible army are the bronzed and stalwart men of our sea-coast towns, villages, and hamlets  men who have had much and long experience of the foe with whom they have to deal. Their panoply is familiar to most of us. The helmet, a souwester; the breastplate, a lifebelt of cork; the sword, a strong short oar; their war-galley, a splendid lifeboat; and their shield  the Hand of God.

In this and succeeding chapters I purpose to exhibit and explain in detail our Lifeboats, and the great, the glorious work which they annually accomplish; also the operations of the life-saving Rocket, which has for many years rescued innumerable lives, where, from the nature of circumstances, Lifeboats could not have gone into action. I hold that we  especially those of us who dwell in the interior of our land  are not sufficiently alive to the deeds of daring, the thrilling incidents, the terrible tragedies and the magnificent rescues which are perpetually going on around our shores. We are not sufficiently impressed, perhaps, with the nationality of the work done by the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, which manages our fleet of 270 lifeboats. We do not fully appreciate, it may be, the personal interest which we ourselves have in the great war, and the duty  to say nothing of privilege  which lies upon us to lend a helping hand in the good cause.

Before going into the marrow of the subject, let us put on the wings of imagination, and soar to such a height that we shall be able to take in at one eagle glance all the coasts of the United Kingdom  a sweep of about 5000 miles all round! It is a tremendous sight, for a storm is raging! Black clouds are driving across the murky sky; peals of thunder rend the heavens; lightning gleams at intervals, revealing more clearly the crested billows that here roar over the sands, or there churn and seethe among the rocks. The shrieking gale sweeps clouds of spray high over our windward cliffs, and carries flecks of foam far inland, to tell of the dread warfare that is raging on the maddened sea.

Near the shore itself numerous black specks are seen everywhere, like ink-spots on the foam. These are wrecks, and the shrieks and the despairing cries of the perishing rise above even the roaring of the gale. Death is busy, gathering a rich harvest, for this is a notable night in the great war. The Storm-fiend is roused. The enemy is abroad in force, and has made one of his most violent assaults, so that from Shetland to Cornwall, ships and boats are being battered to pieces on the rocks and sands, and many lives are being swallowed up or dashed out; while, if you turn your gaze further out to sea, you will descry other ships and boats and victims hurrying onward to their doom. Here, a stately barque, with disordered topsails almost bursting from the yards as she hurries her hapless crew  all ignorant, perchance, of its proximity  towards the dread lee-shore. Elsewhere, looming through the murk, a ponderous merchantman, her mainmast and mizzen gone, and just enough of the foremast left to support the bellying foresail that bears her to destruction.

Think you, reader, that this sketch is exaggerated? If so, let us descend from our lofty outlook, and take a nearer view of facts in detail. I quote the substance of the following from a newspaper article published some years ago.

The violence of the storm on Wednesday and Thursday night was terrific. The damage to shipping has been fearful. On sea the tremendous gale proved disastrous beyond precedent. Falmouth Harbour was the scene of several collisions, and one barque and a tug steamer sank at their anchors. A wreck is reported at Lelant, to which the Penzance lifeboat with a stout-hearted crew had started, when our despatch left, to rescue thirteen men who could be descried hanging in the shrouds. A fine new ship is on Hayle bar, and another vessel is believed to be wrecked there also. Doubtless we have not yet heard of all the wrecks on the Cornish coast; but it is in the magnificent bay which includes Torquay, Paignton, and Brixham that the most terrible havoc has occurred. On Wednesday, about sixty sail were anchored in Torbay. Eleven have gone ashore at Broadsands, five of which are total wrecks. The names of those we could ascertain were the Fortitude, of Exeter; the Stately, of Newcastle; the Dorset, of Falmouth, and a French brigantine. At five oclock on Thursday evening some of the crews were being drawn ashore by lines and baskets. At Churston Cove one schooner is ashore and a total wreck; there is also another, the Blue Jacket, which may yet be saved. At Brixham there are two fine ships ashore inside the breakwater. At the back of the pier ten vessels have been pounded to matchwood, and all that remains are a shattered barque, her masts still standing, two brigs, and a schooner, all inextricably mingled together. Twelve trawlers have been sunk and destroyed. Out of the sixty ships at anchor on Wednesday night there were not more than ten left on Thursday afternoon. Many of these are disabled, some dismasted. A fishing-boat belonging to Brixham was upset in the outer harbour about eight oclock, and two married fishermen of the town and a boy were drowned. At Elbury a new brig, the Zouave, of Plymouth, has gone to pieces, and six out of her crew of ten are drowned. Eleven other vessels are on shore at Elbury, many of the men belonging to which cannot be accounted for. One noble woman, named Wheaton, wife of a master mariner, saved two lives by throwing a rope from the window of her house, which is built on the rocks overhanging the bay at Furzeham Hill. Scores of poor shipwrecked men are wandering distractedly about Brixham and Churston, the greater part of them having lost all they possessed. The total loss of life arising from these disasters is variously estimated at from seventy to a hundred.

Is not this a tremendous account of the doings of one gale? And let it be observed that we have lifted only one corner of the curtain and revealed the battlefield of only one small portion of our far-reaching coasts. What is to be said of the other parts of our shores during that same wild storm? It would take volumes instead of chapters to give the thrilling incidents of disaster and heroism in full detail. To convey the truth in all its force is impossible, but a glimmering of it may be obtained by a glance at the Wreck Chart which is published by the Board of Trade every year.

Every black spot on that chart represents a wreck more or less disastrous, which occurred in the twelve months. It is an appalling fact that about two thousand ships, upwards of seven hundred lives, and nearly two millions sterling, are lost every year on the shores of the United Kingdom. Some years the loss is heavier, sometimes lighter, but in round numbers this is our annual loss in the great war. That it would be far greater if we had no lifeboats and no life-saving rockets it will be our duty by-and-by to show.

The black spots on the Wreck Chart to which we have referred show at a single glance that the distribution of wrecks is very unequal  naturally so. Near the great seaports we find them thickly strewn; at other places, where vessels pass in great numbers on their way to these ports, the spots are also very numerous, while on unfrequented parts they are found only here and there in little groups of two, three, or four. Away on the nor-west shores of Scotland, for instance, where the seal and the sea-mew have the ocean and rugged cliffs pretty much to themselves, the plague-spots are few and far between; but on the east coast we find a fair sprinkling of them, especially in the mouths of the Forth and Tay, whither a goodly portion of the worlds shipping crowds, and to which the hardy Norseman now sends many a load of timber  both log and batten  instead of coming, as he did of old, to batten on the land. It is much the same with Ireland, its more important seaports being on the east.

But there is a great and sudden increase of the spots when we come to England. They commence at the border, on the west, where vessels from and to the busy Clyde enter or quit the Irish Sea. Darkening the fringes of the land on both sides, and clustering round the Isle of Man, they multiply until the ports have no room to hold them, and, as at Liverpool, they are crowded out into the sea. From the deadly shores of Anglesea, where the Royal Charter went down in the great and memorable storm of November, 1859, the signs of wreck and disaster thicken as we go south until we reach the Bristol Channel, which appears to be choked with them, and the dangerous cliffs of Cornwall, which receive the ill-fated vessels of the fleets that are perpetually leaving or entering the two great channels. But it is on the east coast of England that the greatest damage is done. From Berwick to the Thames the black spots cluster like bees. On the coasts of Norfolk and Suffolk, off Great Yarmouth, where lie the dangerous Haisborough Sands, the spots are no longer in scattered groups, but range themselves in dense battalions; and further south, off the coast of Kent, round which the worlds commerce flows unceasingly into the giant metropolis, where the famous Goodwin Sands play their deadly part in the great war, the dismal spots are seen to cluster densely, like gnats in a summer sky.

Now, just where the black spots are thickest on this wreck chart, lifeboats and rocket apparatus have been stationed in greatest numbers. As in ordinary warfare, so in battles with the sea, our Storm Warriors (See an admirable book, with this title, written by the Reverend John Gilmore, of Ramsgate. (Macmillan and Company)) are thrown forward in force where the enemys assaults are most frequent and dangerous. Hence we find the eastern shores of England crowded at every point with life-saving apparatus, while most of the other dangerous parts of the coast are pretty well guarded.

Where and how do our coast heroes fight? I answer  sometimes on the cliffs, sometimes on the sands, sometimes on the sea, and sometimes even on the pierheads. Their operations are varied by circumstances. Let us draw nearer and look at them while in action, and observe how the enemy assails them. I shall confine myself at present to a skirmish.

When the storm-fiend is abroad; when dark clouds lower; when blinding rain or sleet drives before the angry gale, and muttering thunder comes rolling over the sea, men with hard hands and weather-beaten faces, clad in oilskin coats and sou-westers, saunter down to our quays and headlands all round the kingdom. These are the lifeboat crews and rocket brigades. They are on the lookout. The enemy is moving, and the sentinels are being posted for the night  or rather, they are posting themselves, for nearly all the fighting men in this war are volunteers!

They require no drilling to prepare them for the field; no bugle or drum to sound the charge. Their drum is the rattling thunder; their trumpet the roaring storm. They began to train for this warfare when they were not so tall as their fathers boots, and there are no awkward squads among them now. Their organisation is rough-and-ready, like themselves, and simple too. The heavens call them to action; the coxswain grasps the helm, the oars are manned, the word is given, and the rest is straightforward fighting  over everything, through everything, in the teeth of everything, until the victory is gained, and rescued men, women, and children are landed in safety on the shore.

Of course they do not always succeed, but they seldom or never fail to do the very uttermost that it is in the power of strong and daring men to accomplish. Frequently they can tell of defeat and victory on the same battlefield.

So it was on one fearful winter night at the mouth of the Tyne in the year 1867. The gale that night was furious. It suddenly chopped round to the South South East, and, as if the change had recruited its energies, it blew a perfect hurricane between midnight and two in the morning, accompanied by blinding showers of sleet and hail, which seemed to cut like a knife. The sea was rising mountains high.

About midnight, when the storm was gathering force and the sentinels were scarcely able to keep a lookout, a preventive officer saw a vessel driving ashore to the south of the South Pier. Instantly he burnt a blue light, at which signal three guns were fired from the Spanish Battery to call out the Life Brigade. The men were on the alert. About twenty members of the brigade assembled almost immediately on the pier, where they found that the preventive officer and pier-policeman had already got out the life-saving apparatus; but the gale was so fierce that they had been forced to crawl on their hands and knees to do so. A few minutes more and the number of brigade men increased to between fifty and sixty. Soon they saw, through the hurtling storm, that several vessels were driving on shore. Before long, four ships, with their sails blown to ribbons, were grinding themselves to powder, and crashing against each other and the pier-sides in a most fearful manner. They were the Mary Mac, the Cora, and the Maghee, belonging to Whitstable, and the Lucern of Blyth.

Several lifeboats were stationed at that point. They were all launched, manned, and promptly pulled into the Narrows, but the force of the hurricane and seas were such that they could not make headway against them. The powers of man are limited. When there is a will there is not always a way! For two hours did these brave men strain at the tough oars in vain; then they unwillingly put about and returned, utterly exhausted, leaving it to the men with the life-lines on shore to do the fighting. Thus, frequently, when one arm of the service is prevented from acting; the other arm comes into play.

The work of the men engaged on the pier was perilous and difficult, for the lines had to be fired against a head wind. The piers were covered with ice, and the gale was so strong that the men could hardly stand, while the crews of the wrecks were so benumbed that they could make little effort to help themselves.

The men of the Mary Mac, however, made a vigorous effort to get their longboat out. A boy jumped in to steady it. Before the men could follow, the boat was stove in, the rope that held it broke, and it drove away with the poor lad in it. He was quickly washed out, but held on to the gunwale until it drifted into broken water, when he was swallowed by the raging sea and the boat was dashed to pieces.

Meanwhile the crew of the Cora managed to swing themselves ashore, their vessel being close to the pier. The crew of the Lucern, acting on the advice of the brigade men, succeeded in scrambling on board the Cora and were hauled ashore on the life-lines. They had not been ten minutes out of their vessel when she turned over with her decks towards the terrible sea, which literally tore her asunder, and pitched her up, stem on end, as if she had been a toy. The crew of the Maghee were in like manner hauled on to the pier, with the exception of one lad from Canterbury. It was the poor boys first voyage. Little did he think probably, while dreaming of the adventures of a sailors career, what a terrible fate awaited him. He was apparently paralysed with fear, and could not spring after his comrades to the pier, but took to the rigging. He had scarcely done so when the vessel heeled over, and he was swung two or three times backwards and forwards with the motion of the masts.

It is impossible to imagine the feelings of the brave men on the pier, who would so gladly have risked their lives to save him  he was so near, and yet so hopelessly beyond the reach of human aid!

In a very brief space of time the waves did their work  ship and boy were swallowed up together.

While these events were enacting on the pier the Mary Mac had drifted over the sand about half a mile from where she had struck. One of her crew threw a leadline towards a seaman on the shore. The hero plunged into the surf and caught it. The rest of the work was easy. By means of the line the men of the Life Brigade sent off their hawser, and breeches-buoy or cradle (which apparatus I shall hereafter explain), and drew the crew in safety to the land.

That same morning a Whitby brig struck on the sands. The lifeboat Pomfret, belonging to the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, put out and rescued her crew. In the morning the shores were strewn with wreckage, and amongst it was found the body of the boy belonging to the Mary Mac.

All these disasters were caused by the masters of the vessels mistaking the south for the north pier, in consequence of having lost sight of Tynemouth light in the blinding showers.

Of course many lifeboats were out doing good service on the night to which I have referred, but I pass all that by at present. The next chapter will carry you, good reader, into the midst of a pitched battle.




Chapter Two.

Describes a Tremendous Battle and a Glorious Victory.

Before following our brilliant lifeboat  this gaudy, butterfly-like thing of red, white, and blue  to the field of battle, let me observe that the boats of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution have several characteristic qualities, to which reference shall be made hereafter, and that they are of various sizes. (A full and graphic account of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution  its boats, its work, and its achievements  may be found in an interesting volume by its late secretary, Richard Lewis, Esquire, entitled History of the Lifeboat and its Work  published by Macmillan and Company.)

One of the largest size is that of Ramsgate. This may be styled a privileged boat, for it has a steam-tug to wait upon it named the Aid. Day and night the Aid has her fires banked up to keep her boilers simmering, so that when the emergency arises, a vigorous thrust of her giant poker brings them quickly to the boiling point, and she is ready to take her lifeboat in tow and tug her out to the famed and fatal Goodwin Sands, which lie about four miles off the coast  opposite to Ramsgate.

I draw attention to this boat, first because she is exceptionally situated with regard to frequency of call, the means of going promptly into action, and success in her work. Her sister-lifeboats of Broadstairs and Margate may, indeed, be as often called to act, but they lack the attendant steamer, and sometimes, despite the skill and courage of their crews, find it impossible to get out in the teeth of a tempest with only sail and oar to aid them.

Early in December, 1863, an emigrant ship set sail for the Antipodes; she was the Fusilier, of London. It was her last voyage, and fated to be very short. The shores of Old England were still in sight, the eyes of those who sought to better their circumstances in Australia were yet wet, and their hearts still full with the grief of parting from loved ones at home, when one of the most furious storms of the season caught them and cast their gallant ship upon the dangerous Sands off the mouth of the Thames. This happened on the night of the 3rd, which was intensely dark, as well as bitterly cold.

Who can describe or conceive the scene that ensued! the horror, the shrieking of women and children, and the yelling of the blast through the rigging,  for it was an absolute hurricane,  while tons of water fell over the decks continually, sweeping them from stem to stern.

The Fusilier had struck on that part of the sands named the Girdler. In the midst of the turmoil there was but one course open to the crew  namely, to send forth signals of distress. Guns were fired, rockets sent up, and tar-barrels set a-blaze. Then, during many hours of agony, they had to wait and pray.

On that same night another good ship struck upon the same sands at a different point  the Demerara of Greenock  not an emigrant ship, but freighted with a crew of nineteen souls, including a Trinity pilot. Tossed like a plaything on the Sands  at that part named the Shingles  off Margate, the Demerara soon began to break up, and the helpless crew did as those of the Fusilier had done and were still doing  they signalled for aid. But it seemed a forlorn resource. Through the thick, driving, murky atmosphere nothing but utter blackness could be seen, though the blazing of their own tar-barrels revealed, with awful power, the seething breakers around, which, as if maddened by the obstruction of the sands, leaped and hissed wildly over them, and finally crushed their vessel over on its beam-ends. Swept from the deck, which was no longer a platform, but, as it were, a sloping wall, the crew took refuge in the rigging of one of the masts which still held fast. The mast overhung the caldron of foam, which seemed to boil and leap at the crew as if in disappointed fury.

By degrees the hull of the Demerara began to break up. Her timbers writhed and snapped under the force of the ever-thundering waves as if tormented. The deck was blown out by the confined and compressed air. The copper began to peel off, the planks to loosen, and soon it became evident that the mast to which the crew were lashed could not long hold up. Thus, for ten apparently endless hours the perishing seamen hung suspended over what seemed to be their grave. They hung thus in the midst of pitchy darkness after their blazing tar-barrels had been extinguished.

And what of the lifeboat-men during all this time? Were they asleep? Nay, verily! Everywhere they stood at pierheads, almost torn from their holdfasts by the furious gale, or they cowered under the lee of boats and boat-houses on the beach, trying to gaze seaward through the blinding storm, but nothing whatever could they see of the disasters on these outlying sands.

There are, however, several sentinels which mount guard night and day close to the Goodwin and other Sands. These are the Floating Lights which mark the position of our extensive and dangerous shoals. Two of these sentinels, the Tongue lightship and the Princes lightship, in the vicinity of the Girdler Sands, saw the signals of distress. Instantly their guns and rockets gleamed and thundered intelligence to the shore. Such signals had been watched for keenly that night by the brave men of the Margate lifeboat, who instantly went off to the rescue. But there are conditions against which human courage and power and will are equally unavailing. In the teeth of such a gale from the west-nor-west, with the sea driving in thunder straight on the beach, it was impossible for the Margate boat to put out. A telegram was therefore despatched to Ramsgate. Here, too, as at Broadstairs, and everywhere else, the heroes of the coast were on the lookout, knowing well the duties that might be required of them at any moment.

The stout little Aid was lying at the pier with her steam up. The Ramsgate lifeboat was floating quietly in the harbour, and her sturdy lion-like coxswain, Isaac Jarman, was at the pier-head with some of his men, watching. The Ramsgate men had already been out on service at the sands that day, and their appetite for saving life had been whetted. They were ready for more work. At a quarter past eight p.m. the telegram was received by the harbour-master. The signal was given. The lifeboat-men rushed to their boats.

First come, first served, is the rule there. She was over-manned, and some of the brave fellows had to leave her. The tight little tug took the boat in tow, and in less than half an hour rushed out with her into the intense darkness, right in the teeth of tempest and billows.

The engines of the Aid are powerful, like her whole frame. Though fiercely opposed she battled out into the raging sea, now tossed on the tops of the mighty waves, now swallowed in the troughs between. Battered by the breaking crests, whelmed at times by green seas, staggering like a drunken thing, and buffeted by the fierce gale, but never giving way an inch, onward, steadily if slowly, until she rounded the North Foreland. Then the rescuers saw the signals going up steadily, regularly, from the two lightships. No cessation of these signals until they should be answered by signals from the shore.

All this time the lifeboat had been rushing, surging, and bounding in the wake of her steamer. The seas not only roared around her, but absolutely overwhelmed her. She was dragged violently over them, and sometimes right through them. Her crew crouched almost flat on the thwarts, and held on to prevent being washed overboard. The stout cable had to be let out to its full extent to prevent snapping, so that the mist and rain sometimes prevented her crew from seeing the steamer, while cross seas met and hurled her from side to side, causing her to plunge and kick like a wild horse.

About midnight the Tongue lightship was reached and hailed. The answer given was brief and to the point: A vessel in distress to the nor-west, supposed to be on the high part of the Shingles Sand!

Away went the tug and boat to the nor-west, but no vessel could be found, though anxious hearts and sharp and practised eyes were strained to the uttermost. The captain of the Aid, who knew every foot of the sands, and who had medals and letters from kings and emperors in acknowledgment of his valuable services, was not to be balked easily. He crept along as close to the dangerous sands as was consistent with the safety of his vessel.

How intently they gazed and listened both from lifeboat and steamer, but no cry was to be heard, no signal of distress, nothing but the roaring of the waves and shrieking of the blast, and yet they were not far from the perishing! The crew of the Demerara were clinging to their quivering mast close by, but what could their weak voices avail in such a storm? Their signal fires had long before been drowned out, and those who would have saved them could not see more than a few yards around.

Presently the booming of distant cannon was heard and then a faint line of fire was seen in the far distance against the black sky. The Princes and the Girdler lightships were both firing guns and rockets to tell that shipwreck was taking place near to them. What was to be done? Were the Shingles to be forsaken, when possibly human beings were perishing there? There was no help for it. The steamer and lifeboat made for the vessels that were signalling, and as the exhausted crew on the quivering mast of the Demerara saw their lights depart, the last hope died out of their breasts.

Hope thou in God, for thou shalt yet praise Him, perchance occurred to some of them: who knows?

Meanwhile the rescuers made for the Princes lightship and were told that a vessel in distress was signalling on the higher part of the Girdler Sands.

Away they went again, and this time were successful. They made for the Girdler lightship, and on the Girdler Sands they found the Fusilier.

The steamer towed the lifeboat to windward of the wreck into such a position that when cast adrift she could bear down on her. Then the cable was slipped and the boat went in for her own special and hazardous work. Up went her little foresail close-reefed, and she rushed into a sea of tumultuous broken water that would have swamped any other kind of boat in the world.

What a burst of thrilling joy and hope there was among the emigrants in the Fusilier when the little craft was at last descried! It was about one oclock in the morning by that time, and the sky had cleared a very little, so that a faint gleam of moonlight enabled them to see the boat of mercy plunging towards them through a very chaos of surging seas and whirling foam. To the rescuers the wreck was rendered clearly visible by the lurid light of her burning tar-barrels as she lay on the sands, writhing and trembling like a living thing in agony. The waves burst over her continually, and, mingling in spray with the black smoke of her fires, swept furiously away to leeward.

At first each wave had lifted the ship and let her crash down on the sands, but as the tide fell this action decreased, and had ceased entirely when the lifeboat arrived.

And now the point of greatest danger was reached. How to bring a lifeboat alongside of a wreck so as to get the people into her without being dashed to pieces is a difficult problem to solve. It was no new problem, however, to these hardy and fearless men; they had solved it many a time, before that night. When more than a hundred yards to windward of the wreck, the boats foresail was lowered and her anchor let go. Then they seized the oars, and the cable was payed out; but the distance had been miscalculated. They were twenty yards or so short of the wreck when the cable had run completely out, so the men had to pull slowly and laboriously back to their anchor again, while the emigrants sent up a cry of despair, supposing they had failed and were going to forsake them! At length the anchor was got up. In a few minutes it was let go in a better position, and the boat was carefully veered down under the lee of the vessel, from both bow and stern of which a hawser was thrown to it and made fast. By means of these ropes and the cable the boat was kept somewhat in position without striking the wreck.

It was no easy matter to make the voice heard in such a gale and turmoil of seas, but the captain of the Fusilier managed to give his ships name and intended destination. Then he shouted, How many can you carry? We have more than a hundred souls on board; more than sixty of them women and children.

This might well fill the breasts of the rescuers with anxiety. Their boat, when packed full, could only carry about thirty. However, a cheering reply was returned, and, seizing a favourable opportunity, two of the boatmen sprang on the wreck, clambered over the side, and leaped among the excited emigrants. Some seized them by the hands and hailed them as deliverers; others, half dead with terror, clung to them as if afraid they might forsake them. There was no time, however, to humour feelings. Shaking them all off  kindly but forcibly  the men went to work with a will, briefly explained that there was a steamer not far off, and began to get the women first into the boat.

Terror-stricken, half fainting, trembling in every limb, deadly pale, and exhausted by prolonged anxiety and exposure, the poor creatures were carried rather than led to the ships side. It needed courage even to submit to be saved on such a night and in such circumstances. Two sailors stood outside the ships bulwarks, fastened there by ropes, ready to lower the women. At one moment the raging sea rose with a roar almost to the feet of these men, bearing the kicking lifeboat on its crest. Next moment the billow had passed, and the men looked down into a yawning abyss of foam, with the boat surging away far out of their reach, plunging and tugging at the ropes which held it, as a wild horse of the plains might struggle with the lasso. No wonder that the women gazed appalled at the prospect of such a leap, or that some shrieked and wildly resisted the kind violence of their rescuers. But the leap was for life; it had to be taken  and quickly, too, for the storm was very fierce, and there were many to save!

One of the women is held firmly by the two men. With wildly-staring eyes she sees the boat sweep towards her on the breast of a rushing sea. It comes closer. Some of the men below stand up with outstretched arms. The woman makes a half spring, but hesitates. The momentary action proves almost fatal. In an instant the boat sinks into a gulf, sweeps away as far as the ropes will let her, and is buried in foam, while the woman is slipping from the grasp of the men who hold her.

Dont let her go! dont let her go! is roared by the lifeboat-men, but she has struggled out of their grasp. Another instant and she is gone; but God in His mercy sends the boat in again at that instant; the men catch her as she falls, and drag her inboard.

Thus, one by one, were the women got into the lifeboat. Some of these women were old and infirm; some were invalids. Who can conceive the horror of the situation to such as these, save those who went through it?

The children were wrapped up in blankets and thus handed down. Some of the husbands or fathers on board rolled up shawls and blankets and tossed them down to the partially clothed and trembling women. It chanced that one small infant was bundled up in a blanket by a frantic passenger and handed over the side. The man who received it, mistaking it for merely a blanket, cried, Here, Bill, catch! and tossed it into the boat. Bill, with difficulty, caught it as it was flying overboard; at the same moment a woman cried, My child! my child! sprang forward, snatched the bundle from the horrified Bill, and hugged it to her bosom!

At last the boat, being sufficiently filled, was hauled up to her anchor. Sail was hoisted, and away they flew into the surging darkness, leaving the rest of the emigrants still filled with terrible anxiety, but not now with hopeless despair.

The lifeboat and her tender work admirably together. Knowing exactly what must be going on, and what would be required of him, though he could see nothing, the captain of the Aid, after the boat had slipped from him, had run down along the sands to leeward of the wreck, and there waited. Presently he saw the boat coming like a phantom out of the gloom. It was quickly alongside, and the rescued people  twenty-five women and children  were transferred to the steamer, taken down to her cabin, and tenderly cared for. Making this transfer in such a sea was itself difficult in the extreme, and accompanied with great danger, but difficulty and danger were the rule that night, not the exception. All went well. The Aid, with the warrior-boat in tow, steamed back to windward of the wreck; then the lifeboat slipped the cable as before, and returned to the conflict, leaping over the seething billows to the field of battle like a warhorse refreshed.

The stirring scene was repeated with success. Forty women and children were rescued on the second trip, and put on board the steamer. Leaden daylight now began to dawn. Many hours had the storm warriors been engaged in the wild exhausting fight, nevertheless a third and a fourth time did they charge the foe, and each time with the same result. All the passengers were finally rescued and put on board the steamer.

But now arose a difficulty. The tide had been falling and leaving the wreck, so that the captain and crew determined to stick to her in the hope of getting her off, if the gale should abate before the tide rose again.

It was therefore agreed that the lifeboat should remain by her in case of accidents; so the exhausted men had to prepare for a weary wait in their wildly plunging boat, while the Aid went off with her rescued people to Ramsgate.

But the adventures of that night were not yet over. The tug had not been gone above an hour and a half, when, to the surprise of those in the lifeboat, she was seen returning, with her flag flying half mast high, a signal of recall to her boat. The lifeboat slipped from the side of the wreck and ran to meet her. The reason was soon explained. On his way back to Ramsgate the captain had discovered another large vessel on her beam-ends, a complete wreck, on that part of the sands named the Shingles. It was the Demerara, and her crew were still seen clinging to the quivering mast on which they had spent the livelong night.

More work for the well-nigh worn out heroes! Away they went to the rescue as though they had been a fresh crew. Dashing through the surf they drew near the doomed ship, which creaked and groaned when struck by the tremendous seas, and threatened to go to pieces every moment. The sixteen men on the mast were drenched by every sea. Several times that awful night they had, as it were, been mocked by false hopes of deliverance. They had seen the flashing of the rockets and faintly heard the thunder of the alarm-guns fired by the lightships. They had seen the lights of the steamer while she searched in vain for them on first reaching the sands, had observed the smaller light of the boat in tow, whose crew would have been so glad to save them, and had shouted in vain to them as they passed by on their errand of mercy to other parts of the sands, leaving them a prey to darkness and despair. But a merciful and loving God had seen and heard them all the time, and now sent them aid at the eleventh hour.

When the lifeboat at last made in towards them the ebb tide was running strongly, and, from the position of the wreck, it was impossible to anchor to windward and drop down to leeward in the usual fashion. They had, therefore, to adopt the dangerous plan of running with the wind, right in upon the fore-rigging, and risk being smashed by the mast, which was beating about with its living load like an eccentric battering-ram. But these Ramsgate men would stick at nothing. They rushed in and received many severe blows, besides dashing into the iron windlass of the wreck. Slowly, and one by one, the enfeebled men dropped from the mast into the boat. Sixteen  all saved! There was great shaking of hands, despite the tossings of the hungry surf, and many fervid expressions of thankfulness, as the sail was hoisted and the men of the Demerara were carried away to join the other rescued ones, who by that time thronged the little Aid almost to overflowing.

At Ramsgate that morning  the morning of the 4th  it was soon known to the loungers on the pier that the lifeboat was out, had been out all night, and might be expected back soon. Bright and clear, though cold, was the morn which succeeded that terrible night; and many hundreds of anxious, beating, hopeful hearts were on the lookout. At last the steamer and her warrior-boat appeared, and a feeling of great gladness seemed to spread through the crowd when it was observed that a flag was flying at the mast-head, a well-known sign of victory.

On they came, right gallantly over the still turbulent waves. As they passed the pier-heads, and the crowd of pale faces were seen gazing upwards in smiling acknowledgment of the hearty welcome, there burst forth a deep-toned thrilling cheer, which increased in enthusiasm as the extent of the victory was realised, and culminated when it became known that at one grand swoop the lifeboat, after a fight of sixteen hours, had rescued a hundred and twenty souls from the grasp of the raging sea!

Reader, there was many a heart-stirring incident enacted that night which I have not told you, and much more might be related of that great battle and glorious victory. But enough, surely, has been told to give you some idea of what our coast heroes dare and do in their efforts to rescue the perishing.




Chapter Three.

Light and Shade in Lifeboat Work.

But victory does not always crown the efforts of our lifeboats. Sometimes we have to tell of partial failure or defeat, and it is due to the lifeboat cause to show that our coast heroes are to the full as daring, self-sacrificing, and noble, in the time of disaster as they are in the day of victory.

A splendid instance of persevering effort in the face of absolutely insurmountable difficulty was afforded by the action of the Constance lifeboat, belonging to Tynemouth, on the night of the 24th November, 1864.

On that night the coast of Northumberland was visited by one of the severest gales that had been experienced for many years, and a tremendous sea was dashing and roaring among the rocks at the mouth of the Tyne. Many ships had sought refuge in the harbour during the day, but, as the shades of evening began to descend, the risk of attempting an entrance became very great. At last, as the night was closing in, the schooner Friendship ran on the rocks named the Black Middens.

Shortly afterwards a large steamer, the Stanley, of Aberdeen, with thirty passengers (most of whom were women), thirty of a crew, a cargo of merchandise, and a deckload of cattle, attempted to take the river. On approaching she sent up rockets for a pilot, but none dared venture out to her. The danger of putting out again to sea was too great. The captain therefore resolved to attempt the passage himself. He did so. Three heavy seas struck the steamer so severely as to divert her from her course, and she ran on the rocks close to the Friendship, so close that the cries of her crew could be heard above the whistling winds and thundering waves. As soon as she struck, the indescribable circumstances of a dread disaster began. The huge billows that had hitherto passed onward, heaving her upwards, now burst over her with inconceivable violence and crushed her down, sweeping the decks continuously  they rocked her fiercely to and fro; they ground her sides upon the cruel rocks; they lifted her on their powerful crests, let her fall bodily on the rocks, stove in her bottom, and, rushing into the hold, extinguished the engine fires. The sound of her rending planks and timbers was mingled with the piercing cries of the female passengers and the gruff shouting of the men, as they staggered to and fro, vainly attempting to do something, they knew not what, to avert their doom.

It was pitch dark by this time, yet not so dark but that the sharp eyes of earnest daring men on shore had noted the catastrophe. The men of the coastguard, under Mr Lawrence Byrne, their chief officer, got out the rocket apparatus and succeeded in sending a line over the wreck. Unfortunately, however, owing to mismanagement of those on board the steamer, it proved ineffective. They had fastened the hawser of the apparatus to the forecastle instead of high up on the mast, so that the ropes became hopelessly entangled on the rocks. Before this entanglement occurred, however, two men had been hauled ashore to show the possibility of escape and to give the ladies courage. Then a lady ventured into the sling-lifebuoy, or cradle, with a sailor, but they stuck fast during the transit, and while being hauled back to the wreck, fell out and were drowned. A fireman then made the attempt. Again the cradle stuck, but the man was strong and went hand over hand along the hawser to the shore, where Mr Byrne rushed into the surf and caught hold of him. The rescuer nearly lost his life in the attempt. He was overtaken by a huge wave, and was on the point of being washed away when he caught hold of a gentleman who ran into the surf to save him.

The rocket apparatus having thus failed, owing to the simple mistake of those in the wreck having fastened the hawser too low on their vessel, the crew attempted to lower a boat with four seamen and four ladies in it. One of the davits gave way, the other swung round, and the boat was swamped. Three of the men were hauled back into the steamer, but the others perished. The men would not now launch the other boats. Indeed it would have been useless, for no ordinary boat could have lived in such a sea. Soon afterwards all the boats were washed away and destroyed, and the destruction of the steamer itself seemed about to take place every moment.

While this terrible fight for dear life was going on, the lifeboat-men were not idle. They ran out their good boat, the Constance, and launched her. And what a fearful launching that was! This boat belonged to the Institution, and her crew were justly proud of her.

According to the account given by her gallant coxswain, James Gilbert, they could see nothing whatever at the time of starting but the white flash of the seas as they passed over boat and crew, without intermission, twelve or thirteen times. Yet, as quickly as the boat was filled, she emptied herself through her discharging-tubes. Of these tubes I shall treat hereafter. Gilbert could not even see his own men, except the second coxswain, who, I presume, was close to him. Sometimes the boat was driven to an angle of forty or forty-five degrees in clearing the rocks. When they were in a position to make for the steamer, the order was given to back all oars and keep her end-on to the sea. The men obeyed; they seemed to be inspired with fresh vigour as they neared the wreck. Let Gilbert himself tell the rest of the story as follows.

When abreast of the port bow, two men told us they had a rope ready on the starboard bow. We said we would be there in a moment. I then ordered the bow-man to be ready to receive the rope. As soon as we were ready we made two dashing strokes, and were under the bowsprit, expecting to receive the rope, when we heard a dreadful noise, and the next instant the sea fell over the bows of the Stanley, and buried the lifeboat. Every oar was broken at the gunwale of the boat, and the outer ends were swept away. The men made a grasp for the spare oars. Three were gone; two only remained. We were then left with the rudder and two oars. The next sea struck the boat almost over end on board the Friendship, the boat at the time being nearly perpendicular. We then had the misfortune to lose four of our crew. As the boat made a most fearful crash, and fell alongside the vessel, James Grant was, I believe, killed on the spot, betwixt the ship and the boat; Edmund Robson and James Blackburn were thrown out, Joseph Bell jumped as the boat fell. My own impression is that the men all jumped from the boat on to the vessel. We saw them no more. There were four men standing in a group before the mainmast of the schooner. We implored them to come into the boat, but no one answered.

Little wonder at that, James Gilbert! The massive wreck must have seemed  at least to men who did not know the qualities of a lifeboat  a surer foothold than the tossed cockleshell with only two oars and a rudder, out of which four of her own gallant crew had just been lost. Even landsmen can perceive that it must have required much faith to trust a lifeboat in the circumstances.

The next sea that struck the lifeboat, continues the coxswain, landed her within six feet of the foundation-stone of Tynemouth Dock, with a quickness seldom witnessed. The crew plied the remaining two oars to leeward against the rudder and boathook. We never saw anything till coming near the three Shields lifeboats. We asked them for oars to proceed back to the Friendship, but they had none to spare.

Thus the brave Constance was baffled, and had to retire, severely wounded, from the fight. She drove, in her disabled and unmanageable condition, into the harbour. Of the four men thrown out of her, Grant and Robson, who had found temporary refuge in the wrecked schooner, perished. The other two, Bell and Blackburn, were buoyed up by their cork lifebelts, washed ashore, and saved. The schooner itself was afterwards destroyed, and her crew of four men and a boy were lost.

Meanwhile the screams of those on board of her and the Stanley were borne on the gale to the vast crowds who, despite darkness and tempest, lined the neighbouring cliffs, and the Shields lifeboats just referred to made gallant attempts to approach the wrecks, but failed. Indeed, it seemed to have been a rash attempt on the part of the noble fellows of the Constance to have made the venture at all.

The second cabin of the Stanley was on deck, and formed the bridge, or outlook. On this a number of the passengers and crew had taken refuge, but a tremendous sea carried it, and all its occupants, bodily away. After this the fury of the sea increased, and about an hour before midnight the steamer, with a hideous crash, broke in two amidships. The after part remained fast; the fore part swung round. All the people who remained on the after part were swept away and drowned. The new position into which the fore part of the wreck had been forced was so far an advantage to those who still clung to it, that the bows broke the first violence of the waves, and thus partially protected the exhausted people, thirty-five of whom still remained alive out of the sixty souls originally on board. Ten of these were passengers  two being ladies.

Meanwhile fresh preparations were being made by the rocket-men. Messengers had been sent in hot haste to Cullercoats for more rockets, those at Tynemouth having been exhausted. They arrived at five oclock in the morning. By that time the tide had fallen considerably, admitting of a nearer approach to the wreck, and once more a gleam of hope cheered the hearts of the perishing as they beheld the fiery messenger of mercy rush fiercely towards them from the shore. But hope was still delayed. Four of the rockets missed. The fifth passed right over them, dropping the lifeline on the wreck, and drawing from the poor sufferers a feeble cheer, which was replied to lustily from the shore. This time, fortunately, no mistakes were made by those on board. The blocks and tackle were drawn out, the hawser on which the sling-lifebuoy traversed was fastened high up on the foremast to prevent the ropes fouling the rocks, as they had done on the first attempt; then the lifebuoy was run out, and, eventually, every soul was drawn in safety to the shore.

Thus did that battle end, with much of disaster and death to regret, indeed, but with upwards of thirty-five rescued lives to rejoice over.

I have now shown the action and bearing of our coast heroes, both in circumstances of triumphant victory and of partial success. Before proceeding to other matters it is well to add that, when intelligence of this disaster was telegraphed to the Lifeboat Institution, a new lifeboat was immediately forwarded to Tynemouth, temporarily to replace the damaged Constance. Instructions were given for the relief of the widows and children of the two lifeboat-men who had perished, and 26 pounds was sent to the crew of the boat. At their next meeting the committee of the Institution, besides recording their deep regret for the melancholy loss of life, voted 100 pounds in aid of a fund raised locally for the widows and seven children of the two men. They likewise bestowed their silver medal and a vote of thanks, inscribed on vellum, to Mr Lawrence Byrne, of the coastguard, in testimony of his gallant services on the occasion. Contributions were also raised by a local committee for the relief of the sufferers by these disasters, and a Volunteer Corps was formed to assist in working the rocket apparatus on future occasions of shipwreck.

Let me at this point earnestly request the reader who dwells in an inland home, and who never hears the roaring of the terrible sea, carefully to note that in this case it was men of the coast who did the work, and people of the coast town who gave subscriptions, who sympathised with sufferers, and raised a Volunteer Corps. Ponder this well, good reader, and ask yourself the question, Is all as it should be here? Have I and my fellow-inlanders nothing to do but read, admire, and say, Well done? A hint is sufficient at this point. I will return to the subject hereafter.

Sometimes our gallant lifeboat-men when called into action go through a very different and not very comfortable experience. They neither gain a glorious victory nor achieve a partial success, but, after all their efforts, risks, and exposure, find that their services are not required, and that they must return meekly home with nothing to reward them but an approving conscience!

One such incident I once had the opportunity of observing. I was living at the time  for purposes of investigation, and by special permission  on board of the Gull Lightship, which lies directly off Ramsgate Harbour, close to the Goodwin Sands. It was in the month of March. During the greater part of my two weeks sojourn in that lightship the weather was reasonably fine, but one evening it came on to blow hard, and became what Jack styles dirty. I went to rest that night in a condition which may be described as semi-sea-sick. For some time I lay in my bunk moralising on the madness of those who choose the sea for a profession. Suddenly I was roused  and the seasickness instantly cured  by the watch on deck shouting down the hatchway to the mate, South Sand Head Light is firing, sir, and sending up rockets!

The mate sprang from his bunk  just opposite to mine  and was on the cabin floor before the sentence was well finished. Thrusting the poker with violence into the cabin fire, he rushed on deck. I jumped up and pulled on coat, nether garments, and shoes, as if my life depended on my speed, wondering the while at the poker incident. There was unusual need for clothing, for the night was bitterly cold.

On gaining the deck I found the two men on duty actively at work, one loading the lee gun, the other fitting a rocket to its stick. A few hurried questions by the mate elicited all that it was needful to know. The flash of a gun from the South Sand Head Lightship, about six miles distant, had been seen, followed by a rocket, indicating that a vessel had got upon the fatal sands in her vicinity. While the men were speaking I saw the flash of another gun, but heard no report, owing to the gale carrying the sound to leeward. A rocket followed, and at the same moment we observed the distress signal of the vessel in danger flaring on the southern tail of the sands, but very faintly; it was so far away, and the night so thick.

By this time our gun was charged and the rocket in position.

Look alive, Jack; fetch the poker! cried the mate, as he primed the gun.

I was enlightened as to the poker! Jack dived down the hatchway and next moment returned with that instrument red-hot. He applied it in quick succession to gun and rocket. A grand flash and crash from the first was followed by a blinding blaze and a whiz as the second sprang with a magnificent curve far away into surrounding darkness. This was our answer to the South Sand Head Lightship. It was, at the same time, our signal-call to the lookout on the pier of Ramsgate Harbour.

Thats a beauty! said our mate, referring to the rocket. Get up another, Jack. Sponge her well out, Jacobs; well give em another shot in a few minutes.

Loud and clear were both our signals, but four and a half miles of distance and a fresh gale neutralised their influence on that dark and dismal night. The lookout did not see them. In a few minutes the gun and rocket were fired again. Still no answering signal came from Ramsgate.

Load the weather gun! said the mate.

Jacobs obeyed, and I sought shelter under the lee of the weather bulwarks, for the wind seemed to be made of pen-knives and needles! The sturdy Gull straining and plunging wildly at her huge cables, trembled as our third gun thundered forth its summons, but the rocket struck the rigging and made a low, wavering flight. Another was therefore sent up, but it had scarcely cut its bright line across the sky when we observed the answering signal  a rocket from Ramsgate pier.

Thats all right now, sir; our work is done, said the mate to me, as he went below and quietly turned in, while the watch, having sponged out and re-covered the gun, resumed their active perambulations of the deck.

I confess that I felt somewhat disappointed at the sudden termination of the noise and excitement. I was told that the Ramsgate lifeboat could not well be out in less than an hour. There was nothing for it, therefore, but patience, so I turned in, all standing, as sailors have it, with a request that I should be called when the lights of the tug should come in sight. Scarcely had I lain down, however, when the voice of the watch was heard shouting hastily, Lifeboat close alongside, sir! Didnt see it till this moment. She carries no lights.

Out I bounced, minus hat, coat, and shoes, and scrambled on deck just in time to see a boat close under our stern, rendered spectrally visible by the light of our lantern. It was not the Ramsgate but the Broadstairs lifeboat, the men of which had observed our first rocket, had launched their boat at once, and had run down with the favouring gale.

What are you firing for? shouted the coxswain of the boat.

Ship on the sands bearing south, replied Jack, at the full pitch of his stentorian voice.

The boat which was under sail, did not pause, and nothing more was said. With a magnificent rush it passed us, and shot away into the darkness. Our reply had been heard, and the lifeboat, steering by compass, went straight as an arrow to the rescue.

It was a thrilling experience to me! Spectral as a vision though it seemed, and brief almost as the lightning flash, its visit was the real thing at last. Many a time had I heard and read of our lifeboats, and had seen them reposing in their boat-houses, as well as out for exercise, but now I had seen a lifeboat tearing before the gale through the tormented sea, sternly bent on the real work of saving human life.

Once again all became silent and unexciting on board the Gull, and I went shivering below with exalted notions of the courage, endurance, and businesslike vigour of our coast heroes. I now lay wakeful and expectant. Presently the shout came again.

Tugs in sight, sir!

And once more I went on deck with the mate.

The steamer was quickly alongside, heaving wildly in the sea, with the Ramsgate lifeboat Bradford in tow far astern. She merely slowed a little to admit of the same brief question and reply, the latter being repeated, as the boat passed, for the benefit of the coxswain. As she swept by us I looked down and observed that the ten men who formed her crew crouched flat on the thwarts. Only the steersman sat up. No wonder. It must be hard to sit up in a stiff gale with freezing spray, and sometimes heavy seas sweeping over one. I knew that the men were wide awake and listening, but, as far as vision went that boat was manned only by ten oilskin coats and sou-westers!

A few seconds carried them out of sight, and thus, as regards the Gull Lightship, the drama ended. There was no possibility of the dwellers in the floating lights hearing anything of the details of that nights work until the fortnightly visit of their tender should fall due, but next morning at low tide, far away in the distance, we could see the wreck, bottom up, high on the Goodwin Sands.

Afterwards I learned that the ships crew had escaped in one of their own boats, and taken refuge in the South Sand Head Lightship, whence they were conveyed next day to land, so that the gallant men of Ramsgate and Broadstairs had all their toil and trouble for nothing!

Thus, you see, there are not only high lights and deep shadows, but also neutral tints in the various incidents which go to make up the grand picture of lifeboat work.

There is a Fund connected with the Broadstairs Lifeboat which deserves passing notice here. It was raised by the late Sir Charles Reed, in 1867, the proceeds to be distributed annually among the seamen who save life on that coast. The following particulars of this fund were supplied by Sir Charles Reed himself:  

Eight boatmen of Broadstairs were interested in a lugger  the Dreadnought  which had for years done good service on the Goodwins. One night they went off in a tremendous sea to save a French barque; but though they secured the crew, a steam-tug claimed the prize and towed her into Ramsgate Harbour. The Broadstairs men instituted proceedings to secure the salvage, but they were beaten in a London law court, where they were overpowered by the advocacy of a powerful company. In the meantime they lost their lugger off the coast of Normandy, and in this emergency the lawyers they had employed demanded their costs. The poor men had no means, and not being able to pay they were taken from their homes and lodged in Maidstone Gaol. He (Sir Charles) was then staying in Broadstairs, and an appeal being made to him, he wrote to the Times, and in one week received nearly twice the amount required. The bill was paid, the men were liberated and brought home to their families, and the balance of the amount, a considerable sum, was invested, the interest to be applied to the rewarding of boatmen who, by personal bravery, had distinguished themselves by saving life on the coast.




Chapter Four.

Construction and Qualities of the Lifeboat.

In previous chapters enough has been told, I think, to prove that our lifeboats deserve earnest and thoughtful attention, not only as regards their work, but in reference to their details of construction. It has been said that the lifeboat possesses special qualities which distinguish it from all other boats. Chief among these are the self-righting and self-emptying principles. Stability, resulting from breadth of beam, etcetera, will do much to render a boat safe in rough seas and tempestuous weather, but when a boat has to face mighty rollers which turn it up until it stands straight on end, like a rearing horse, and even tumble it right over, or when it has to plunge into horrible maelstroms which seethe, leap, and fume in the mad contention of cross seas, no device that man has yet fallen upon will save it from turning keel up and throwing its contents into the water.

Instead therefore, of attempting to build a boat which cannot upset, men have deemed it wiser to attempt the construction of one which will not remain in that position, but which will, of necessity, right itself. The end aimed at has been achieved, and the boat now in use by the Lifeboat Institution is absolutely perfect in this respect. What more could be desired in any boat than that, after being upset, it should right itself in a few seconds, and empty itself of water in less than one minute?

A boat which does not right itself when overturned is only a lifeboat so long as it maintains its proper position on the water.

Let its self-emptying and buoyant qualities be ever so good, you have only to upset it to render it no better than any other boat;  indeed, in a sense, it is worse than other boats, because it leads men to face danger which they would not dare to encounter in an ordinary boat.

Doubtless, lifeboats on the non-self-righting principle possess great stability, and are seldom overturned; nevertheless they occasionally are, and with fatal results. Here is one example. In the month of January, 1865, the Liverpool lifeboat, when out on service, was upset, and seven men of her crew were drowned. This was not a self-righting boat, and it did not belong to the Lifeboat Institution, most of whose boats are now built on the self-righting principle. Moreover, the unfortunate men had not put on lifebelts. It may be added that the men who work the boats of the Institution are not allowed to go off without their cork lifebelts on.

Take another case. On the 4th January, 1857, the Point of Ayr lifeboat, when under sail in a gale, upset at a distance from the land. The accident was seen from the shore, but no aid could be rendered, and the whole boats crew  thirteen in number  were drowned. This boat was considered a good lifeboat, and doubtless it was so in many respects, but it was not a self-righting one. Two or three of the poor fellows were seen clinging to the keel for twenty minutes, by which time they became exhausted, were washed off, and, having no lifebelts on, perished.

Again in February, 1858, the Southwold lifeboat  a large sailing boat, esteemed one of the finest in the kingdom, but not on the self-righting principle  went out for exercise, and was running before a heavy surf with all sail set, when she suddenly ran on the top of a sea, turned broadside to the waves, and was upset. The crew in this case were fortunately near the shore, had on their lifebelts, and, although some of them could not swim, were all saved  no thanks, however, to their boat, which remained keel up  but three unfortunate gentlemen who had been permitted to go off in the boat without lifebelts, and one of whom was a good swimmer, lost their lives.

Let it be noted here that the above three instances of disaster occurred in the day time, and the contrast of the following case will appear all the stronger.

One very dark and stormy night in October, 1858, the small lifeboat of Dungeness put off through a heavy sea to a wreck three-quarters of a mile from the shore. Eight stout men of the coastguard composed her crew. She was a self-righting, self-emptying boat, belonging to the Lifeboat Institution. The wreck was reached soon after midnight, and found to have been abandoned. The boat, therefore, returned towards the shore. Now, there is a greater danger in rowing before a gale than in rowing against it. For the first half mile all went well, though the sea was heavy and broken, but, on crossing a deep channel between two shoals, the little lifeboat was caught up and struck by three heavy seas in succession. The coxswain lost command of the rudder, and she was carried away before a sea, broached to, and upset, throwing her crew out of her. Immediately she righted herself, cleared herself of water, and was brought up by her anchor which had fallen out when she was overturned. The crew meanwhile having on lifebelts, floated and swam to the boat, caught hold of the life-lines festooned round her sides, clambered into her, cut the cable, and returned to the shore in safety! What more need be said in favour of the self-righting boats?

The self-emptying principle is quite equal to the self-righting in importance.

In every case of putting off to a wreck in a gale, a lifeboat ships a great deal of water. In most cases she fills more than once. Frequently she is overwhelmed by tons of water by every sea. A boat full of water cannot advance, therefore baling becomes necessary; but baling, besides being very exhausting work, is so slow that it would be useless labour in most cases. Besides, when men have to bale they cannot give that undivided attention to the oars which is needful. To overcome this difficulty the self-emptying plan was devised.

As, I doubt not, the reader is now sufficiently interested to ask the questions, How are self-righting and self-emptying accomplished? I will try to throw some light on these subjects.

First, as to self-righting. You are aware, no doubt, that the buoyancy of our lifeboat is due chiefly to large air-cases at the ends, and all round the sides from stem to stern. The accompanying drawing and diagrams will aid us in the description. On the opposite page you have a portrait of, let us say, a thirty-three feet, ten-oared lifeboat, of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, on its transporting carriage, ready for launching, and, on page 95, two diagrams representing respectively a section and a deck view of the same (Figures 1, 2, and 3).

The breadth of this boat is eight feet; its stowage-room sufficient for thirty passengers, besides its crew of twelve men  forty-two in all. It is double-banked; that is, each of its five banks, benches, or thwarts, accommodates two rowers sitting side by side. The lines festooned round the side dip into the water, so that anyone swimming alongside may easily grasp them, and in the middle part of the boat  just where the large wheels come in the engraving  two of the lines are longer than the others, so that a man might use them as stirrups, and thus be enabled to clamber into the boat even without assistance. The rudder descends considerably below the keel  to give it more power  and has to be raised when the boat is being launched.

The shaded parts of the diagrams show the position and form of the air-cases which prevent a lifeboat from sinking. The white oblong space in Figure 2 is the free space available for crew and passengers. In Figure 3 is seen the depth to which the air-chambers descend, and the height to which the bow and stern-chambers rise.

It is to these large air-chambers in bow and stern, coupled with great sheer  or rise fore and aft  of gunwale, and a very heavy keel, that the boat owes its self-righting power. The two air-chambers are rounded on the top. Now, it is obvious that if you were to take a model of such a boat, turn it upside down on a table, and try to make it rest on its two rounded air-chambers, you would encounter as much difficulty as did the friends of Columbus when they sought to make an egg stand on its end. The boat would infallibly fall to one side or the other. In the water the tendency is precisely the same, and that tendency is increased by the heavy iron keel, which drags the boat violently round to its right position.

The self-righting principle was discovered  at all events for the first time exhibited  at the end of last century, by the Reverend James Bremner, of Orkney. He first suggested in the year 1792 that an ordinary boat might be made self-righting by placing two watertight casks in the head and sternsheets of it, and fastening three hundredweight of iron to the keel. Afterwards he tried the experiment at Leith, and with such success that in 1810 the Society of Arts voted him a silver medal and twenty guineas. But nothing further was done until half a century later, when twenty out of twenty-four pilots lost their lives by the upsetting of the non-self-righting Shields lifeboat.

Then (1850) the late Duke of Northumberland offered a prize of 100 guineas for the best lifeboat that could be produced. No fewer than 280 models and drawings were sent in, and the plans, specifications, and descriptions of these formed five folio manuscript volumes! The various models were in the shape of pontoons, catamarans or rafts, north-country cobles, and ordinary boats, slightly modified. The committee appointed to decide on their respective merits had a difficult task to perform. After six months careful, patient investigation and experiment, they awarded the prize to Mr James Beeching, of Great Yarmouth. Beechings boat, although the best, was not, however, deemed perfect.

The committee therefore set Mr James Peake, one of their number, and assistant master-shipwright at Woolwich Dockyard, to incorporate as many as possible of the good qualities of all the other models with Beechings boat. From time to time various important improvements have been made, and the result is the present magnificent boat of the Institution, by means of which hundreds of lives are saved every year.

The self-discharge of water from a lifeboat is not so easy to explain. It will be the more readily comprehended if the reader understands, and will bear in remembrance, the physical fact that water will, and must, find its level. That is  no portion of water, small or great, in tub, pond, or sea, can for a moment remain above its flat and level surface, except when forced into motion, or commotion. Left to itself it infallibly flattens out, becomes calm, lies still in the lowest attainable position  in other words, finds its level. Bearing this in mind, let us look again at Figure 3.

The dotted double line about the middle of the boat, extending from stem to stern, represents the floor of the boat, on which the mens feet rest when standing or sitting in it. It also represents, or very nearly so, the waterline outside, that is, the depth to which the boat will sink when afloat, manned and loaded. Therefore, the boats floor and the ocean surface are on the same level. Observe that! The space between the floor and the keel is filled up with cork or other ballast. Now, there are six large holes in the boats floor  each hole six inches in diameter  into which are fitted six metal tubes, which pass down by the side of the cork ballast, and right through the bottom of the boat itself; thus making six large openings into the sea.

But hallo! you exclaim, wont the water from below rush up through these holes and fill the boat?

It will indeed rush up into these holes, but it will not fill the boat because it will have found its level  the level of ocean  on reaching the floor. Well, besides having reached its level, the water in the tubes has reached six valves, which will open downwards to let water out, but which wont open upwards to let it in. Now, suppose a huge billow topples into the boat and fills it quite full, is it not obvious that all the water in the boat stands above the oceans level  being above the boats floor? Like a wise element, it immediately seeks its own level by the only mode of egress  the discharging tubes; and when it has found its level, it has also found the floor of the boat. In other words, it is all gone! moreover, it rushes out so violently that a lifeboat, filled to overflowing, frees itself, as I have already said, in less than one minute!

The buoyancy, therefore, of a lifeboat is not affected for more than a few seconds by the tons of water which occasionally and frequently break into her. To prove this, let me refer you again to the account of the Constance, given by its gallant coxswain, as recorded in the third chapter. He speaks of the lifeboat being buried, sunk by the wave that burst over the bow of the Stanley, and immediately, he adds, the men made a grasp for the spare oars! There is no such remark as when we recovered ourselves, etcetera. The sinking and leaping to the surface were evidently the work of a few seconds; and this is indeed the case, for when the force that sinks a lifeboat is removed, she rises that instant to the surface like a cork, and when she tumbles over she recovers herself with the agility of an acrobat!

The transporting-carriage is a most essential part of a lifeboat establishment, because wrecks frequently take place at some distance from a station, and prompt assistance is of the utmost importance in all cases of rescue. It is drawn by horses, and, with its exceedingly broad and strong wheels, can be dragged over any kind of road or across soft sand. It is always backed into the surf so deep that the boat may be launched from it, with her crew seated, and the oars out, ready to pull with might and main the instant the plunge is made. These first strokes of a lifeboats crew are of immense importance. Want of union or energy on the part of steersman or crew at this critical point may be fatal. The boat must be made to cut the breakers end-on, so as to prevent her turning broadside on and being rolled back on the beach. Even after these initial strokes have been made successfully, there still remains the possibility of an unusually monstrous wave hurling the boat back end over end.

The boat resting on its carriage on the sands (Figure 1) shows the relative position of the two. It will be seen, from that position, that a very slight tip will suffice to cause the bow of the boat to drop towards the sea. As its keel rests on rollers, comparatively little force is required to launch it. Such force is applied by means of ropes attached to the stern, passing through pulleys at the outer end of the carriage, so that people on shore haul the ropes inland in order to force the boat off its carriage seaward.

Once the boat has got fairly over the surf and out upon the wild sea, her progress is comparatively safe, simple tugging against wind and sea being all that has to be done until the wreck is reached, where dangers of another kind await her.

I have now shown that the great qualities of our lifeboat are  buoyancy, or a tendency not to sink; self-righting power, or inability to remain upside down; self-emptying power, or a capacity to discharge any water that may get into it; and stability, or a tendency not to upset. The last quality I shall refer to, though by no means the least, is strength.

From what has been already written about lifeboats being hurled against wrecks and rocks, it must be evident that the strength of ordinary boats would not suffice.

In order to give them the requisite strength of frame for their tremendous warfare, they are built of the best Honduras mahogany, on what is known as the diagonal plan  that is, the boat has two distinct skins of planking, one set of planks being laid on in a diagonal position to the others. Moreover, these planks run from one gunwale round under the boat to the other gunwale, and have a complete layer of prepared canvas between them. Thus great strength and elasticity are combined, so that the boat can stand an inconceivable amount of battering on wreckage, rocks, or sand, without being destroyed.

That this is really so I will endeavour to prove by referring in the next chapter to a particular instance in which the great strength of one of our lifeboats was powerfully illustrated.

It may be added, in conclusion, that the oars of a lifeboat are short, and so made as to combine the greatest possible strength with lightness. They are fastened to the gunwale by short pieces of rope, and work in a moveable iron crutch on an iron thole-pin. Each boat is provided with a set of spare oars. Her equipment of compass, cables, grapnels, anchors, etcetera, is, as may be supposed, very complete, and she rides upon the storm in a rather gay dress of red, white, and blue, in order that she may be readily distinguished from other boats  her lower parts being white, her upper sides blue, and her line of fender all round being scarlet.




Chapter Five.

More Tales of Heroism.

If any one should doubt the fact that a lifeboat is all but indestructible, let that sceptical one read the following tale of wreck and rescue.

On a terrible night in the year 1857 a Portuguese brig struck on the Goodwin Sands, not far from the lightship that marks the northern extremity of those fatal shoals. A shot was fired, and a rocket sent up by the lightship. No second signal was needed. The Ramsgate men were, as usual, keeping a bright lookout. Instantly they jumped into the lifeboat, which lay calmly floating in the harbour alongside the pier. So eager were the men to engage in the deadly struggle that the boat was over-manned, and the last two who jumped in were obliged to go ashore again.

The tug Aid was all ready  according to custom  with steam up. She took the boat in tow and made for the mouth of the harbour. Staggering out in the teeth of tide and tempest they ploughed their way through a heavy cross sea, that swept again and again over them, until they reached the edge of the Goodwins. Here the steamer cast off the boat, and waited for her while she dashed into the surf, and bore the brunt of the battle alone.

It was a familiar proceeding to all concerned. Many a time before had the Ramsgate boat and steamer rescued men and women and little ones from the jaws of death on the Goodwins, but they were about to experience a few novelties that night.

It was very dark, so that the boat had much difficulty in finding the brig. On coming within about eighty yards of her they cast anchor and veered down under her lee. At first they were in hopes of getting the vessel off, and some hours were spent in vain attempts to do this, but the gale increased in fury; the brig began to break up. She rolled from side to side, and the yards swung wildly in the air. A blow from one of these yards would have stove the boat in, so the Portuguese crew  twelve men and a boy  were taken from the wreck, and the lifeboat-men endeavoured to push off.

All this time the boat had been floating in a basin worked in the sand by the motion of the wreck; but the tide had been falling, and when they tried to pull up to their anchor the boat struck heavily on the edge of this basin. They worked to get off the shoals with the energy of men who believe that their lives depend on their efforts. For a moment they succeeded in getting afloat, but again struck and remained fast.

Meanwhile the brig was lifted by each wave, that came rushing over the shoals like a mountain chain of snow, and let fall with a thundering crash. Her timbers began to snap like pipe-stems, and, as she worked nearer and nearer to the boat, the wildly-swaying yards threatened immediate destruction. The heavy seas flew continually over the lifeboat, so that passengers and crew could do nothing but hold on to the thwarts for their lives. At last the brig came so near that there was a stir among the men; they were preparing for the last struggle  some of them intending to leap into the rigging of the wreck and take their chance. But the coxswain shouted, Stick to the boat, boys, stick to the boat! and the men obeyed.

At that moment the boat lifted a little on the surf and grounded again. New hope was inspired by this. They pulled at the cable and shoved might and main with the oars. They succeeded in getting out of immediate danger, but still could not pull up to their anchor in the teeth of wind and tide. The coxswain then saw plainly that there was but one resource left  to cut the cable and drive away to leeward right across the Goodwin Sands, which at that place were two miles wide. But there was not yet sufficient water on the sands even for the attempting of that forlorn hope. As far as could be seen in that direction, ay, and far beyond the power of vision, there was nothing but a chaos of wild, tumultuous, whirling foam, without sufficient depth to float them over, so they held on, intending to wait till the tide, which had turned, should rise. Very soon, however, the anchor began to drag. This compelled them to hoist sail, cut the cable sooner than they had intended, and attempt to beat to windward  off the sands. It was in vain. A moment more, and they struck with tremendous force. A breaker came rolling towards them, filled the boat, caught her up like a plaything on its crest, and, hurling her a few yards onwards, let her fall with a shock that well-nigh tore every man out of her. Each successive breaker treated her in this way!

Those who dwell by the seashore know well those familiar ripples that mark the sands when the tide is out. On the Goodwins those ripples are gigantic banks, to be measured by feet, not by inches. I can speak from personal experience, having once visited the Goodwins and walked among the sand-banks at low water. From one to another of these banks this splendid boat was thrown. Each roaring surf caught it by the bow or stern, and, whirling it right round, sent it crashing on the next ledge. The Portuguese sailors gave up all hope and clung to the thwarts in silent despair, but the crew did not lose heart altogether. They knew the boat well, had often gone out to battle in her, and hoped that they might yet be saved, if they could only escape striking on the pieces of old wreck with which the sands were strewn.

Thus, literally, yard by yard, with a succession of shocks, that would have knocked any ordinary boat to pieces, did that lifeboat drive, during two hours, over two miles of the Goodwin Sands!

A thrilling and graphic account of this wreck and rescue is given in the Reverend John Gilmores book, Storm Warriors, in which he tells us that while this exciting work was going on, the Aid lay head to wind, steaming half power, and holding her own against the storm, waiting for her lifeboat, but no lifeboat returned to her, and her gallant captain became more and more anxious as time flew by. Could it be possible that her sturdy little comrade, with whom she had gone out to battle in hundreds of gales, was overcome at last and destroyed! They signalled again and again, but got no reply. Then, as their fears increased, they began to cruise about as near to the dangerous shoals as they dared  almost playing with death  as they eagerly sought for their consort. At last the conviction was forced upon them that the boat must have been stove by the wreck and swamped. In the midst of their gathering despair they caught sight of the lightships bright beam, shining like a star of hope through the surrounding darkness. With a faint hope they made for the vessel and hailed her. Have you seen anything of the lifeboat? was the eager question. Nothing! nothing! was the sad reply. Back they went again to the place they had left, determined to cruise on, hoping against hope, till the night should pass away. Hour after hour they steamed hither and thither, with anxiously straining eyes. At last grey dawn appeared and the wreck became dimly visible. They made for it, and their worst fears were realised  the remnant of the brigs hull was there with ropes and wreckage tossing wildly round it  but no lifeboat!

Sadly they turned away and continued to search for some time in the faint hope that some of her crew might be floating about, buoyed up by their lifebelts, but none were found, and at last they reluctantly made for the harbour.

And when the harbour was gained what saw they there? The lifeboat! safe and sound, floating as calmly beside the pier as if nothing had happened! As the captain of the Aid himself said, he felt inclined at once to shout and cry for wonder, and we may be sure that his wonder was not decreased when he heard the lifeboats story from the brave coxswains lips  how that, after driving right across the sands, as I have described, they suddenly found themselves in deep water. That then, knowing the extremity of danger to be past, they had set the sails, and, soon after, had, through Gods mercy, landed the rescued Portuguese crew in Ramsgate Harbour!

It must not be imagined, however, that such work as this can be done without great cost to those who undertake it.

Some of the men never recovered from the effects of that nights exposure. The gratitude of the Portuguese seamen was very great, as well as their amazement at such a rescue! It is recorded of them that, before arriving in the harbour, they were observed to be in consultation together, and that one who understood a little English spoke to one of the crew in an undertone.

Coxswain, said the lifeboat man, they want to give us all their money!

Yes, yes, cried the Portuguese interpreter, in broken English; you have saved our lives! Thank you, thank you! but all we have is yours. It is not much, but you may take it between you. The amount was seventeen pounds!

As might have been expected, neither the coxswain nor his men would accept a penny of it.

This coxswain was Isaac Jarman, who for many years led the famous Ramsgate lifeboat into action, and helped to save hundreds of human lives. While staying at Ramsgate I had the pleasure of shaking the strong hard hand of Jarman, and heard some of his adventures from his own lips.

Now, from all that has been said, it will, I think, be seen and admitted that the lifeboats of the Institution are almost indestructible.

The lifebelt, to which reference has been so often made, deserves special notice at this point. The figure on the title-page shows its appearance and the manner in which it is worn. It was designed in 1854, by Admiral J.R. Ward, the Institutions chief inspector of lifeboats. Its chief quality is its great buoyancy, which is not only sufficient to support a man with head and shoulders above water when heavily clothed, but enables the wearer easily to support another person  the extra buoyancy being 25 pounds. Besides possessing several great advantages over other lifebelts, that of Admiral Ward is divided in the middle by a space, where the waistbelt is fastened. This permits of great freedom of action, and the whole machine is remarkably flexible. It is also very strong, forming a species of armour which protects the wearer from severe blows, and, moreover, helps to keep him warm.

It behoves me now to say a few words about the inventor of lifeboats. As has been told, our present splendid boat is a combination of all the good points and improvements made in such boats down to the present time. But the man who first thought of a lifeboat and invented one; who fought against apathy and opposition; who completed and launched his ark of mercy on the sea at Bamborough, in the shape of a little coble, in the year 1785, and who actually saved many lives therewith, was a London coachbuilder, Lionel Lukin by name.

Assuredly this man deserved the deepest gratitude of the nation, for his was the first lifeboat ever brought into action, and he inserted the small end of that wedge which we have been hammering home ever since, and which has resulted in the formation of one of the grandest, most thoroughly national and unsectarian of our charitable institutions.

Henry Greathead  a boatbuilder of South Shields  erroneously got the credit of this invention. Greathead was a noted improver and builder of lifeboats, and was well and deservedly rewarded for his work; but he was not the inventor. Lionel Lukin alone can claim that honour.

In regard to the men who man them, enough has been written to prove that they well deserve to be regarded as the heroes of the coast!

And let me observe in passing that there are also heroines of the coast, as the following extract from the Journal of the Institution will show. It appeared in the January number of 1865.

Voted the Silver Medal of the Institution, and a copy of its vote of thanks on parchment, to Miss Alice R. Le Geyt, in admiration of her prompt and courageous conduct in rowing a small boat into the surf at the risk of her life, and rescuing two little boys who had fallen into the sea from the outer pier at Lyme Regis, Dorset, on the 4th August.

Again, in October, 1879, the Committee of the National Lifeboat Institution voted the Silver Medal of the Institution, and a copy of the vote inscribed on vellum, to Miss Ellen Francis Prideaux Brune, Miss Gertrude Rose Prideaux Brune, Miss Mary Katherine Prideaux Brune, Miss Beatrice May Prideaux Brune, and Miss Nora OShaughnessy, in acknowledgment of their intrepid and prompt services in proceeding through a heavy surf in their rowing-boat, and saving, at considerable risk of life, a sailor from a boat which had been capsized by a squall of wind off Bray Hill, Padstow Harbour, Cornwall, on the 9th August. When the accident occurred, the ladies boat was being towed astern of a fishing-boat, and Miss Ellen Prideaux Brune, with great gallantry and determination, asked to be cast off, and, with her companions, she proceeded with all possible despatch to the rescue of the drowning sailor. All the ladies showed great courage, presence of mind, and marked ability in the management of their small boat. They ran great risk in getting the man into it, on account of the strong tide and sea on at the time.

So it would appear that the spirit of the far-famed Grace Darling has not yet departed from the land!

If heroism consists in boldly facing and successfully overcoming dangers of the most appalling nature, then I hold that thousands of our men of the coast  from Shetland to the Lands End  stand as high as do those among our soldiers and sailors who wear the Victoria Cross. Let us consider an example.

On that night in which the Royal Charter went down, there was a Maltese sailor on board named Joseph Rodgers, who volunteered to swim ashore with a rope. Those who have seen the effect of a raging sea even on a smooth beach, know that the power of the falling waves is terrible, and their retreating force so great that the most powerful swimmers occasionally perish in them. But the coast to which Rodgers volunteered to swim was an almost perpendicular cliff.

I write as an eye-witness, reader, for I saw the cliff myself, a few days after the wreck took place, when I went down to that dreary coast of Anglesea to identify the bodies of lost kindred. Ay, and at that time I also saw something of the awful aspect of loss by shipwreck. I went into the little church at Llanalgo, where upwards of thirty bodies lay upon the floor  still in their wet garments, just as they had been laid down by those who had brought them from the shore. As I entered that church one body lay directly in my path. It was that of a young sailor. Strange to say, his cheeks were still ruddy as though he had been alive, and his lips were tightly compressed  I could not help fancying  with the force of the last strong effort he had made to keep out the deadly sea. Just beyond him lay a woman, and beside her a little child, in their ordinary walking-dresses, as if they had lain down there and fallen asleep side by side. I had to step across these silent forms, as they lay, some in the full light of the windows, others in darkened corners of the little church, and to gaze earnestly into their dead faces for the lineaments of those whom I had gone to find  but I did not find them there. Their bodies were washed ashore some days afterwards. A few of those who lay on that floor were covered to hide the mutilation they had received when being driven on the cruel rocks. Altogether it was an awful sight  well fitted to draw forth the prayer, God help and bless those daring men who are willing to risk their lives at any moment all the year round, to save men and women and little ones from such a fate as this!

But, to return to Joseph Rodgers. The cliff to which he volunteered to swim was thundered on by seas raised by one of the fiercest gales that ever visited our shores. It was dark, too, and broken spars and pieces of wreck tossing about increased the danger; while the water was cold enough to chill the life-blood in the stoutest frame. No one knew better than Rodgers the extreme danger of the attempt, yet he plunged into the sea with a rope round his waist. Had his motive been self-preservation he could have gained the shore more easily without a rope; but his motive was not selfish  it was truly generous. He reached the land, hauled a cable ashore, made it fast to a rock, and began to rescue the crew, and I have no doubt that every soul in that vessel would have been saved if she had not suddenly split across and sunk. Four hundred and fifty-five lives were lost, but before the catastrophe took place thirty-nine lives were saved by the heroism of that Maltese sailor. The Lifeboat Institution awarded its gold medal, with its vote of thanks inscribed on vellum, and 5 pounds, to Rodgers, in acknowledgment of his noble conduct.

All round the kingdom the men are, as a rule, eager to man our lifeboats. Usually there is a rush to the work; and as the men get only ten shillings per man in the daytime, and twenty shillings at night, on each occasion of going off, it can scarcely be supposed that they do it only for the sake of the pay! True, those payments are increased on occasions of unusual risk or exposure; nevertheless, I believe that a worthier motive animates our men of the coast. I do not say, or think, that religious feeling is the cause of their heroism. With some, doubtless, it is; with others it probably is not; but I sincerely believe that the Word of God  permeating as it does our whole community, and influencing these men either directly or indirectly  is the cause of their self-sacrificing courage, as it is unquestionably the cause of our national prosperity.




Chapter Six.

Supplies a few Points for Consideration.

I have now somewhat to say about the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, which has the entire management and control of our fleet of 273 lifeboats. That Institution has had a glorious history. It was founded by Sir William Hillary, Baronet  a man who deserves a monument in Westminster Abbey, I think; for, besides originating the Lifeboat Institution, he saved, and assisted in saving, 305 lives, with his own hands!

Born in 1824, the Institution has been the means of saving no fewer than 29,608 lives up to the end of 1882.

At its birth the Archbishop of Canterbury presided; the great Wilberforce, Lord John Russell, and other magnates were present; the Dukes of Kent, Sussex, and other members of the Royal family, became vice-patrons, the Earl of Liverpool its president, and George the Fourth its patron. In 1850 good Prince Albert became its vice-patron, and her Majesty the Queen became, and still continues, a warm supporter and annual contributor. This is a splendid array of names and titles, but let me urge the reader never to forget that this noble Institution depends on the public for the adequate discharge of its grand work, for it is supported almost entirely by voluntary contributions.

The sole object of the Institution is to provide and maintain boats that shall save the lives of shipwrecked persons, and to reward those who save lives, whether by means of its own or other boats. The grandeur of its aim and singleness of its purpose are among its great recommendations.

When, however, life does not require to be saved, and when opportunity offers, it allows its boats to save property.

It saves  and rewards those who assist in saving  many hundreds of lives every year. Last year (1882) the number saved by lifeboats was 741, besides 143 lives saved by shore-boats and other means, for which rewards were given by the Institution; making a grand total of 884 lives saved in that one year. The number each year is often larger, seldom less. One year (1869) the rescued lives amounted to the grand number of 1231, and in the greater number of cases the rescues were effected in circumstances in which ordinary boats would have been utterly useless  worse than useless, for they would have drowned their crews. In respect of this matter the value of the lifeboat to the nation cannot be estimated  at least, not until we invent some sort of spiritual arithmetic whereby we may calculate the price of widows and orphans tears, and of broken hearts!

But in regard to more material things it is possible to speak definitely.

It frequently happens in stormy weather that vessels show signals of distress, either because they are so badly strained as to be in a sinking condition, or so damaged that they are unmanageable, or the crews have become so exhausted as to be no longer capable of working for their own preservation. In all such cases the lifeboat puts off with the intention in the first instance of saving life. It reaches the vessel in distress; some of the boats crew spring on board, and find, perhaps, that there is some hope of saving the ship. Knowing the locality well, they steer her clear of rocks and shoals. Being comparatively fresh and vigorous, they work the pumps with a will, manage to keep her afloat, and finally steer her into port, thus saving ship and cargo as well as crew.

Now let me impress on you that incidents of this sort are not of rare occurrence. There is no play of fancy in my statements; they happen every year. Last year (1882) twenty-three vessels were thus saved by lifeboat crews. Another year thirty-three, another year fifty-three, ships were thus saved. As surely and regularly as the year comes round, so surely and regularly are ships and property saved by lifeboats  saved to the nation! It cannot be too forcibly pointed out that a wrecked ship is not only an individual, but a national loss. Insurance protects the individual, but insurance cannot, in the nature of things, protect the nation. If you drop a thousand sovereigns in the street, that is a loss to you, but not to the nation; some lucky individual will find the money and circulate it. But if you drop it into the sea, it is lost not only to you, but to the nation, indeed to the world itself, for ever,  of course taking for granted that our amphibious divers dont fish it up again!

Well, let us gauge the value of our lifeboats in this light. If a lifeboat saves a ship worth ten or twenty thousand sovereigns from destruction, it presents that sum literally as a free gift to owners and nation. A free gift, I repeat, because lifeboats are provided solely to save life  not property. Saving the latter is, therefore, extraneous service. Of course it would be too much to expect our gallant boatmen to volunteer to work the lifeboats, in the worst of weather, at the imminent risk of their lives, unless they were also allowed an occasional chance of earning salvage. Accordingly, when they save a ship worth, say 20,000 pounds, they are entitled to put in a claim on the owners for 200 pounds salvage. This sum would be divided (after deducting all expenses, such as payments to helpers, hire of horses, etcetera) between the men and the boat. Thus  deduct, say, 20 pounds expenses leaves 180 pounds to divide into fifteen shares; the crew numbering thirteen men:  

13 shares to men at 12 pounds each

156 pounds



2 shares to boat

24 pounds



Total

180 pounds



Let us now consider the value of loaded ships.

Not very long ago a large Spanish ship was saved by one of our lifeboats. She had grounded on a bank off the south coast of Ireland. The captain and crew forsook her and escaped to land in their boats. One man, however, was inadvertently left on board. Soon after, the wind shifted; the ship slipped off the bank into deep water, and drifted to the northward. Her doom appeared to be fixed, but the crew of the Cahore lifeboat observed her, launched their boat, and, after a long pull against wind and sea, boarded the ship and found her with seven feet of water in the hold. The duty of the boats crew was to save the Spanish sailor, but they did more, they worked the pumps and trimmed the sails and saved the ship as well, and handed her over to an agent for the owners. This vessel and cargo was valued at 20,000 pounds.

Now observe, in passing, that this Cahore lifeboat not only did much good, but received considerable and well-merited benefit, each man receiving 34 pounds from the grateful owners, who also presented 68 pounds to the Institution, in consideration of the risk of damage incurred to their boat. No doubt it may be objected that this, being a foreign ship, was not saved to our nation; but, as the proverb says, It is not lost what a friend gets, and I think it is very satisfactory to reflect that we presented the handsome sum of 20,000 pounds to Spain as a free gift on that occasion.

This was a saved ship. Let us look now at a lost one. Some years ago a ship named the Golden Age was lost. It was well named though ill-fated, for the value of that ship and cargo was 200,000 pounds. The cost of a lifeboat with equipment and transporting carriage complete is about 650 pounds, and there are 273 lifeboats at present on the shores of the United Kingdom. Here is material for a calculation! If that single ship had been among the twenty-seven saved last year (and it might have been) the sum thus rescued from the sea would have been sufficient to pay for all the lifeboats in the kingdom, and leave 22,550 pounds in hand! But it was not among the saved. It was lost  a dead loss to Great Britain. So was the Ontario of Liverpool, wrecked in October, 1864, and valued at 100,000 pounds. Also the Assage, wrecked on the Irish coast, and valued at 200,000 pounds. Here are five hundred thousand pounds  half a million of money  lost by the wreck of these three ships alone. Of course, these three are selected as specimens of the most valuable vessels lost among the two thousand wrecks that take place each year on our coasts; they vary from a first-rate mail steamer to a coal coffin, but set them down at any figure you please, and it will still remain true that it would be worth our while to keep up our lifeboat fleet, for the mere chance of saving such valuable property.

But after all is said that can be said on this point, the subject sinks into insignificance when contrasted with the lifeboats true work  the saving of human lives.

There is yet another and still higher sense in which the lifeboat is of immense value to the nation. I refer to the moral influence it exercises among us. If many hundreds of lives are annually saved by our lifeboat fleet, does it not follow, as a necessary consequence, that happiness and gratitude must affect thousands of hearts in a way that cannot fail to redound to the glory of God, as well as the good of man? Let facts answer this question.

We cannot of course, intrude on the privacy of human hearts and tell what goes on there, but there are a few outward symptoms that are generally accepted as pretty fair tests of spiritual condition. One of these is parting with money! Looking at the matter in this light, the records of the Institution show that thousands of men, women, and children, are beneficially influenced by the lifeboat cause.

The highest contributor to its funds in the land is our Queen; the lowliest a sailors orphan child. Here are a few of the gifts to the Institution, culled almost at random from the Reports. One gentleman leaves it a legacy of 10,000 pounds. Some time ago a sum of 5000 pounds was sent anonymously by a friend. A hundred pounds comes in as a second donation from a sailors daughter. Fifty pounds come from a British admiral, and five shillings from the savings of a child! One-and-sixpence is sent by another child in postage-stamps, and 1 pound 5 shillings as the collection of a Sunday school in Manchester; 15 pounds from three fellow-servants; 10 pounds from a shipwrecked pilot, and 10 shillings, 6 pence from an old salt. I myself had once the pleasure of receiving twopence for the lifeboat cause from an exceedingly poor but enthusiastic old woman! But my most interesting experience in this way was the receipt of a note written by a blind boy  well and legibly written, too  telling me that he had raised the sum of 100 pounds for the Lifeboat Institution.

And this beneficial influence of our lifeboat service travels far beyond our own shores. Here is evidence of that. Finland sends 50 pounds to our Institution to testify its appreciation of the good done by us to its sailors. President Lincoln, of the United States, when involved in all the anxieties of the great war between North and South, found time to send 100 pounds to the Institution in acknowledgment of services rendered to American ships in distress. Russia and Holland send naval men to inspect  not our armaments and materiel of hateful war, but  our lifeboat management! France, in generous emulation, starts a Lifeboat Institution of its own, and sends over to ask our society to supply it with boats  and, last, but not least, it has been said that foreigners, driven far out of their course and stranded, soon come to know that they have been wrecked on the British coast, by the persevering efforts that are made to save their lives!

And now, good reader, let me urge this subject on your earnest consideration. Surely every one should be ready to lend a hand to rescue the perishing! One would think it almost superfluous to say more. So it would be, if there were none who required the line of duty and privilege to be pointed out to them. But I fear that many, especially dwellers in the interior of our land, are not sufficiently alive to the claims that the lifeboat has upon them.

Let me illustrate this by a case or two  imaginary cases, I admit, but none the less illustrative on that account.

Mother, says a little boy, with flashing eyes and curly flaxen hair; I want to go to sea!

He has been reading Cooks Voyages and Robinson Crusoe, and looks wistfully out upon the small pond in front of his home, which is the biggest bit of water his eyes have ever seen, for he dwells among the cornfields and pastures of the interior of the land.

Dont think of it, darling Willie. You might get wrecked,  perhaps drowned.

But darling Willie does think of it, and asserts that being wrecked is the very thing he wants, and that hes willing to take his chance of being drowned! And Willie goes on thinking of it, year after year, until he gains his point, and becomes the familys sailor boy, and mayhap, for the first time in her life, Willies mother casts more than a passing glance at newspaper records of lifeboat work. But she does no more. She has not yet been awakened. The people of the coast naturally look after the things of the coast, has been her sentiment on the subject  if she has had any definite sentiments about it at all.

On returning from his first voyage Willies ship is wrecked. On a horrible night, in the howling tempest, with his flaxen curls tossed about, his hands convulsively clutching the shrouds of the topmast, and the hissing billows leaping up as if they wished to lick him off his refuge on the cross-trees, Willie awakens to the dread reality about which he had dreamed when reading Cook and Crusoe. Next morning a lady with livid face, and eyes glaring at a newspaper, gasps, Willies ship  is  wrecked! five lost  thirteen saved by the lifeboat. One faint gleam of hope! Willie may be among the thirteen! Minutes, that seem hours, of agony ensue; then a telegram arrives, Saved, Mother  thank God,  by the lifeboat.

Ay, thank God, echoes Willies mother, with the profoundest emotion and sincerity she ever felt; but think you, reader, that she did no more? Did she pass languidly over the records of lifeboat work after that day? Did she leave the management and support of lifeboats to the people of the coast? I trow not. But what difference had the saving of Willie made in the lifeboat cause? Was hers the only Willie in the wide World? Are we to act on so selfish a principle, as that we shall decline to take an interest in an admittedly grand and good and national cause, until our eyes are forcibly opened by our Willie being in danger? Of course I address myself to people who have really kind and sympathetic hearts, but who, from one cause or another, have not yet had this subject earnestly submitted to their consideration. To those who have no heart to consider the woes and necessities of suffering humanity, I have nothing whatever to say,  except,  God help them!

Let me enforce this plea  that inland cities and towns and villages should support the Lifeboat Institution  with another imaginary case.

A tremendous gale is blowing from the south-east, sleet driving like needles  enough, almost, to put your eyes out. A good ship, under close-reefed topsails, is bearing up for port after a prosperous voyage, but the air is so thick with drift that they cannot make out the guiding lights. She strikes and sticks fast on outlying sands, where the sea is roaring and leaping like a thousand fiends in the wintry blast. There are passengers on board from the Antipodes, with boxes and bags of gold-dust, the result of years of toil at the diggings. They do not realise the full significance of the catastrophe. No wonder  they are landsmen! The tide chances to be low at the time; as it rises, they awake to the dread reality. Billows burst over them like miniature Niagaras. The good ship which has for many weeks breasted the waves so gallantly, and seemed so solid and so strong, is treated like a cork, and becomes apparently an egg-shell!

Night comes  darkness increasing the awful aspect of the situation tenfold. What are boxes and bags of gold-dust now  now that wild despair has seized them all, excepting those who, through Gods grace, have learned to fear no evil?

Suddenly, through darkness, spray, and hurly-burly thick, a ghostly boat is seen! The lifeboat! Well do the seamen know its form! A cheer arouses sinking hearts, and hope once more revives. The work of rescuing is vigorously, violently, almost fiercely begun. The merest child might see that the motto of the lifeboat-men is Victory or death. But it cannot be done as quickly as they desire; the rolling of the wreck, the mad plunging and sheering of the boat, prevent that.

A sturdy middle-aged man named Brown  a common name, frequently associated with common sense  is having a rope fastened round his waist by one of the lifeboat crew named Jones  also a common name, not seldom associated with uncommon courage. But Brown must wait a few minutes while his wife is being lowered into the boat.

Oh! be careful. Do it gently, theres a good fellow, roars Brown, in terrible anxiety, as he sees her swung off.

Never fear, sir; shes all right, says Jones, with a quiet reassuring smile, for Jones is a tough old hand, accustomed to such scenes.

Mrs Brown misses the boat, and dips into the raging sea.

Gone! gasps Brown, struggling to free himself from Jones and leap after her, but the grasp of Jones is too much for him.

Hold on, sir? shes all right, sir, bless you; theyll have her on board in a minute.

Ive got bags, boxes, bucketfuls of gold in the hold, roars Brown. Only save her, and its all yours!

The shrieking blast will not allow even his strong voice to reach the men in the lifeboat, but they need no such inducement to work.

The gold wont be yours long, remarks Jones, with another smile. Neptunell have it all to-night. See! theyve got her into the boat all right, sir. Now dont struggle so; youll get down to her in a minute. Theres another lady to go before your turn comes.

During these few moments of forced inaction the self-possessed Jones remarks to Brown, in order to quiet him, that theyll be all saved in half an hour, and asks if he lives near that part of the coast.

Live near it! gasps Brown. No! I live nowhere. Bin five years at the diggings. Made a fortune. Going to live with the old folk now  at Blunderton, far away from the sea; high up among the mountains.

Hm! grunts Jones. Do they help to float the lifeboats at Blunderton?

The lifeboats? No, of course not; never think of lifeboats up there.

Some of you think of em down here, though, remarks Jones. Do you help the cause in any way, sir?

Me? No. Never gave a shilling to it.

Well, never mind. Its your turn now, sir. Come along. Well save you. Jump! cries Jones.

And they do save him, and all on board of that ill-fated ship, with as much heartfelt satisfaction as if the rescued ones had each been a contributor of a thousand a year to the lifeboat cause.

Dont forget us, sir, when you gits home, whispers Jones to Brown at parting.

And does Brown forget him? Nay, verily! He goes home to Blunderton, stirs up the people, hires the town-hall, gets the chief magistrate to take the chair, and forms a Branch of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution  the Blunderton Branch, which, ever afterwards, honourably bears its annual share in the expense, and in the privilege, of rescuing men, women, and little ones from the raging seas. Moreover, Brown becomes the enthusiastic secretary of the Branch. And here let me remark that no society of this nature can hope to succeed, unless its secretary be an enthusiast.

Now, reader, if you think I have made out a good case, let me entreat you to go, with Brown in your eye, and do likewise.

And dont fancy that I am advising you to attempt the impossible. The supposed Blunderton case is founded on fact. During a lecturing tour one man  somewhat enthusiastic in the lifeboat cause  preached the propriety of inland towns starting Branches of the Lifeboat Institution. Upwards of half a dozen such towns responded to the exhortation, and, from that date, have continued to be annual contributors and sympathisers.




Chapter Seven.

The Life-Saving Rocket.

We shall now turn from the lifeboat to our other great engine of war with which we do battle with the sea from year to year, namely, the Rocket Apparatus.

This engine, however, is in the hands of Government, and is managed by the coastguard. And it may be remarked here, in reference to coastguard men, that they render constant and effective aid in the saving of shipwrecked crews. At least one-third of the medals awarded by the Lifeboat Institution go to the men of the coastguard.

Every one has heard of Captain Manbys mortar. Its object is to effect communication between a stranded ship and the shore by means of a rope attached to a shot, which is fired over the former. The same end is now more easily attained by a rocket with a light rope, or line, attached to it.

Now the rocket apparatus is a little complicated, and ignorance in regard to the manner of using it has been the cause of some loss of life. Many people think that if a rope can only be conveyed from a stranded ship to the shore, the saving of the crew is comparatively a sure and easy matter. This is a mistake. If a rope  a stout cable  were fixed between a wreck and the shore, say at a distance of three or four hundred yards, it is obvious that only a few of the strongest men could clamber along it. Even these, if benumbed and exhausted  as is frequently the case in shipwreck  could not accomplish the feat. But let us suppose, still further, that the vessel rolls from side to side, dipping the rope in the sea and jerking it out again at each roll, what man could make the attempt with much hope of success, and what, in such circumstances, would become of women and children?

More than one rope must be fixed between ship and shore, if the work of saving life is to be done efficiently. Accordingly, in the rocket apparatus there are four distinct portions of tackle. First the rocket-line; second, the whip; third, the hawser; and, fourth, the lifebuoy  sometimes called the sling-lifebuoy, and sometimes the breeches-buoy.

The rocket-line is that which is first thrown over the wreck by the rocket. It is small and light, and of considerable length  the extreme distance to which a rocket may carry it in the teeth of a gale being between three and four hundred yards.

The whip is a thicker line, rove through a block or pulley, and having its two ends spliced together without a knot, in such a manner that the join does not check the running of the rope through the pulley. Thus the whip becomes a double line  a sort of continuous rope, or, as it is called, an endless fall, by means of which the lifebuoy is passed to and fro between the wreck and shore.

The hawser is a thick rope, or cable, to which the lifebuoy is suspended when in action.

The lifebuoy is one of those circular lifebuoys  with which most of us are familiar  which hang at the sides of steamers and other vessels, to be ready in case of any one falling overboard. It has, however, the addition of a pair of huge canvas breeches attached to it, to prevent those who are being rescued from slipping through.

Let us suppose, now, that a wreck is on the shore at a part where the coast is rugged and steep, the beach very narrow, and the water so deep that it has been driven on the rocks not more than a couple of hundred yards from the cliffs. The beach is so rocky that no lifeboat would dare to approach, or, if she did venture, she would be speedily dashed to pieces  for a lifeboat is not absolutely invulnerable! The coastguardsmen are on the alert. They had followed the vessel with anxious looks for hours that day as she struggled right gallantly to weather the headland and make the harbour. When they saw her miss stays on the last tack and drift shoreward, they knew her doom was fixed; hurried off for the rocket-cart; ran it down to the narrow strip of pebbly beach below the cliffs, and now they are fixing up the shore part of the apparatus. The chief part of this consists of the rocket-stand and the box in which the line is coiled, in a peculiar and scarcely describable manner, that permits of its flying out with great freedom.

While thus engaged they hear the crashing of the vessels timbers as the great waves hurl or grind her against the hungry rocks. They also hear the cries of agonised men and women rising even above the howling storm, and hasten their operations.

At last all is ready. The rocket, a large one made of iron, is placed in its stand, a stick and the line are attached to it, a careful aim is taken, and fire applied. Amid a blaze and burst of smoke the rocket leaps from its position, and rushes out to sea with a furious persistency that even the storm-fiend himself is powerless to arrest. But he can baffle it to some extent  sufficient allowance has not been made for the force and direction of the wind. The rocket flies, indeed, beyond the wreck, but drops into the sea, a little to the left of her.

Another  look alive! is the sharp order. Again the fiery messenger of mercy leaps forth, and this time with success. The line drops over the wreck and catches in the rigging. And at this point comes into play, sometimes, that ignorance to which I have referred  culpable ignorance, for surely every captain who sails upon the sea ought to have intimate acquaintance with the details of the life-saving apparatus of every nation. Yet, so it is, that some crews, after receiving the rocket-line, have not known what to do with it, and have even perished with the means of deliverance in their grasp. In one case several men of a crew tied themselves together with the end of the line and leaped into the sea! They were indeed hauled ashore, but I believe that most, if not all, of them were drowned.

Those whom we are now rescuing, however, are gifted, let us suppose, with a small share of common sense. Having got hold of the line, one of the crew, separated from the rest, signals the fact to the shore by waving a hat, handkerchief, or flag, if it be day. At night a light is shown over the ships side for a short time, and then concealed. This being done, those on shore make the end of the line fast to the whip with its tailed-block and signal to haul off the line. When the whip is got on board, a tally, or piece of wood, is seen with white letters on a black ground painted on it. On one side the words are English  on the other French. One of the crew reads eagerly:  

Make the tail of the block fast to the lower mast well up. If masts are gone, then to the best place you can find. Cast off the rocket-line; see that the rope in the block runs free, and show signal to the shore.

Most important cautions these, for if the tail-block be fastened too low on the wreck, the ropes will dip in the water, and perhaps foul the rocks. If the whip does not run free in the block it will jamb and the work will be stopped; and, if the signals are not attended to, the coastguardsmen may begin to act too soon, or, on the other hand, waste precious time.

But the signals are rightly given; the other points attended to, and the remainder of the work is done chiefly from the shore. The men there, attach the hawser to the whip, and by hauling one side thereof in, they run the other side and the hawser out. On receiving the hawser the crew discover another tally attached to it, and read:  

Make this hawser fast about two feet above the tail-block. See all clear, and that the rope in the block runs free, and show signal to the shore.

The wrecked crew are quick as well as intelligent. Life depends on it! They fasten the end of the hawser, as directed, about two feet above the place where the tail-block is fixed to the stump of the mast. There is much shouting and gratuitous advice, no doubt, from the forward and the excited, but the captain and mate are cool. They attend to duty and pay no regard to any one.

Signal is again made to the shore, and the men of the coastguard at once set up a triangle with a pendent block, through which the shore-end of the hawser is rove, and attached to a double-block tackle. Previously, however, a block called a traveller has been run on to the hawser. This block travels on and above the hawser, and from it is suspended the lifebuoy. To the traveller block the whip is attached; then the order is given to the men to haul, and away goes the lifebuoy to the wreck, run out by the men on shore.

When it arrives at the wreck the order is, Women first. But the women are too terrified, it may be, to venture. Can you wonder? If you saw the boiling surf the heaving water, the roaring and rushing waves, with black and jagged rocks showing here and there, over which, and partly through which, they are to be dragged, you would respect their fears. They shrink back: they even resist. So the captain orders a prentice boy to jump in and set them the example. He is a fine, handsome boy, with curly brown hair and bright black eyes. He, too, hesitates for a moment, but from a far different motive. If left to himself he would emulate the captain in being that proverbial last man to quit the wreck, but a peremptory order is given, and, with a blush, he jumps into the bag, or breeches, of the buoy, through which his legs project in a somewhat ridiculous manner. A signal is then made to the shore. The coastguardsmen haul on the whip, and off goes our prentice boy like a seagull. His flight is pretty rapid, considering all things. When about half-way to land he is seen dimly in the mist of spray that bursts wildly around and over him. Those on the wreck strain their eyes and watch with palpitating hearts. The ship has been rolling a little. Just then it gives a heavy lurch shoreward, the rope slackens, and down goes our prentice boy into the raging sea, which seems to roar louder as if in triumph! It is but for a moment, however. The double-block tackle, already mentioned as being attached to the shore-end of the hawser, is manned by strong active fellows, whose duty it is to ease off the rope when the wreck rolls seaward, and haul it in when she rolls shoreward, thus keeping it always pretty taut without the risk of snapping it.

A moment more and the prentice is seen to emerge from the surf like a true son of Neptune; he is seen also, like a true son of Britain, to wave one hand above his head, and faintly, through driving surf and howling gale, comes a cheer. It is still more faintly replied to by those on the wreck, for in his progress the boy is hidden for a few seconds by the leaping spray; but in a few seconds more he is seen struggling among the breakers on the beach. Several strong men are seen to join hands and advance to meet him. Another moment, and he is safe on shore, and a fervent Thank God! bursts from the wrecked crew, who seem to forget themselves for a moment as they observe the waving handkerchiefs and hats which tell that a hearty cheer has greeted the rescued sailor boy.

There is little tendency now to hesitation on the part of the women, and what remains is put to flight by certain ominous groans and creakings, that tell of the approaching dissolution of the ship.

One after another they are lifted tenderly into the lifebuoy, and drawn to land in safety, amid the congratulations and thanksgivings of many of those who have assembled to witness their deliverance. It is truly terrible work, this dragging of tender women through surf and thundering waves; but it is a matter of life or death, and even the most delicate of human beings become regardless of small matters in such circumstances.

But the crew have yet to be saved, and there are still two women on board  one of them with a baby! The mother  a thin, delicate woman  positively refuses to go without her babe. The captain knows full well that, if he lets her take it, the child will be torn from her grasp to a certainty; he therefore adopts a seemingly harsh, but really merciful, course. He assists her into the buoy, takes a quick turn of a rope round her to keep her in, snatches the child from her arms, and gives the signal to haul away. With a terrible cry the mother holds out her arms as she is dragged from the bulwarks, then struggles to leap out, but in vain. Another wild shriek, with the arms tossed upwards, and she falls back as if in a fit.

Poor thing! mutters the captain, as he gazes pitifully at the retreating figure; but youll soon be happy again. Come, Dick, get ready to go wi the child next trip.

Dick Shales is a huge hairy seaman, with the frame of an elephant, the skin of a walrus, and the tender heart of a woman! He glances uneasily round.

Theres another lady yet, sir.

You obey orders, says the captain, sternly.

I never disobeyed orders yet, sir, and I wont do it now, says Dick, taking the baby into his strong arms and buttoning it up tenderly in his capacious bosom.

As he speaks, the lifebuoy arrives again with a jovial sort of swing, as if it had been actually warmed into life by its glorious work, and had come out of its own accord.

Now, then, lads; hold on steady! says Dick, getting in, for fear you hurt the babby. This is the first time that Dick Shales has appeared on any stage wotsomediver in the character of a woman!

Dick smiles in a deprecating manner at his little joke as they haul him off the wreck. But Dick is wrong, and his mates feel this as they cheer him, for many a time before that had he appeared in womans character when womans work had to be done.

The captain was right when he muttered that the mother would be soon happy again. When Dick placed the baby  wet, indeed, but well  in its mothers arms, she knew a kind of joy to which she had been a stranger before  akin to that joy which must have swelled the grateful heart of the widow of Nain when she received her son back from the dead.

The rest of the work is soon completed. After the last woman is drawn ashore the crew are quickly rescued  the captain, of course, like every true captain, last of all. Thus the battle is waged and won, and nothing is left but a shattered wreck for wind and waves to do their worst upon.

The rescued ones are hurried off to the nearest inn, where sympathetic Christian hearts and hands minister to their necessities. These are directed by the local agent for that admirable institution, the Shipwrecked Fishermens and Mariners Society  a society which cannot be too highly commended, and which, it is well to add, is supported by voluntary subscriptions.

Meanwhile the gallant men of the coastguard, rejoicing in the feeling that they have done their duty so well and so successfully, though wet and weary from long exposure and exertion, pack the rocket apparatus into its cart, run it back to its place of shelter, to be there made ready for the next call to action, and then saunter home, perchance to tell their wives and little ones the story of the wreck and rescue, before lying down to take much-needed and well-earned repose.

Let me say in conclusion that hundreds of lives are saved in this manner every year. It is well that the reader should bear in remembrance what I stated at the outset, that the Great War is unceasing. Year by year it is waged. There is no prolonged period of rest. There is no time when we should forget this great work; but there are times when we should call it specially to remembrance, and bear it upon our hearts before Him whom the wind and sea obey.

When the wild storms of winter and spring are howling; when the frost is keen and the gales are laden with snowdrift; when the nights are dark and long, and the days are short and grey  then it is that our prayers should ascend and our hands be opened, for then it is that hundreds of human beings are in deadly peril on our shores, and then it is that our gallant lifeboat and rocket-men are risking life and limb while fighting their furious Battles with the Sea.

THE END
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Chapter One.

A beautiful island lying like a gem on the breast of the great Pacific  a coral reef surrounding, and a calm lagoon within, on the glass-like surface of which rests a most piratical-looking schooner.

Such is the scene to which we invite our readers attention for a little while.

At the time of which we write it was an eminently peaceful scene. So still was the atmosphere, so unruffled the water, that the island and the piratical-looking schooner seemed to float in the centre of a duplex world, where every cloudlet in the blue above had its exact counterpart in the blue below. No sounds were heard save the dull roar of the breaker that fell, at long regular intervals, on the seaward side of the reef, and no motion was visible except the back-fin of a shark as it cut a line occasionally on the sea, or the stately sweep of an albatross, as it passed above the schooners masts and cast a look of solemn inquiry upon her deck.

But that schooner was not a pirate. She was an honest trader  at least so it was said  though what she traded in we have no more notion than the albatross which gazed at her with such inquisitive sagacity. Her decks were not particularly clean, her sails by no means snow-white. She had, indeed, four goodly-sized carronades, but these were not an extraordinary part of a peaceful traders armament in those regions, where man was, and still is, unusually savage. The familiar Union Jack hung at her peak, and some of her men were sedate-looking Englishmen, though others were Lascars and Malays, of the cut-throat type, of whom any wickedness might be expected when occasion served.

The crew seemed to have been overcome by the same somnolent influence that had subdued Nature, for they all lay about the deck sleeping or dozing in various sprawling attitudes, with the exception of the captain and the mate.

The former was a huge, rugged man of forbidding aspect, and obviously savage temper. The latter  well, it is not easy to say what were his chief characteristics, so firmly did he control the features of a fine countenance in which the tiger-like blue eyes alone seemed untamable. He was not much above the middle height; but his compact frame was wiry and full of youthful force.

Lower away the dinghy, said the captain, gruffly, to the mate, and let one of these lazy lubbers get into her with a box of figs. Get into her yourself? I may want you.

The mate replied with a stern Ay, ay, sir, and rose from the gun-carriage on which he had been seated, while the captain went below.

In a few minutes the latter reappeared, and soon the little boat with its three occupants was skimming over the lagoon towards the land.

On that land a strange and interesting work was going on at the time. It was no less than the erection of a church by men who had never before placed one stone upon another  at least with a view to house-building.

The tribe to which these builders belonged had at first received their missionary with yells of execration, had torn the garments from his back, had kicked him into the sea and would infallibly have drowned him if the boat from which he landed had not returned in haste and rescued him. Fortunately, that missionary was well accustomed to a state of nudity, being himself a South Sea islander. He was also used to a pretty rough life, besides being young and strong. He therefore soon recovered from the treatment he had received, and, not many weeks afterwards, determined to make another attempt to land on the island of Ratinga  as our coral-gem on the oceans breast was named.

For Waroongas heart had been opened by the Holy Spirit to receive Jesus Christ, and the consequent flame of love to the souls of his countrymen burned too brightly to be quenched by a first failure. The desire to possess the little box of clothes and trifles with which he had landed on Ratinga had been the cause, he thought, of the savages attacking him; so he resolved to divest himself totally of this worlds goods and go to his brethren with nothing but the Word of God in his hand. He did so. The mission-boat once again conveyed him from headquarters to the scene of his former discomfiture, and, when close to the beach, where the natives awaited the landing of the party with warlike demonstrations, he slipped out of his clothes into the water and swam ashore  the Bible, in the native tongue, being tied carefully on the top of his head to keep it dry.

Surprise at this mode of proceeding caused the natives to receive him with less violence than before. Their curiosity led them to listen to what he had to say. Then a chief named Tomeo took him by the shoulders, placed his nose against that of Waroonga and rubbed it. This being equivalent to a friendly shake of the hand, the missionary signalled to his friends in the boat to go away, which they accordingly did, and left their courageous brother to his fate.

It is not our purpose to recount the whole history of this good mans enterprise. Let it suffice to say that the natives of Ratinga turned round, childlike  and they were little more than grown up children  swallowed all he had to say and did all he bid them do  or nearly all, for of course there were a few self-willed characters among them who objected at first to the wholesale changes that Waroonga introduced in their manners and customs. In the course of a few months they formally embraced Christianity, burned their idols, and solemnly promised that if any more unfortunate ships or boats chanced to be wrecked on their shores they would refrain from eating the mariners. Thus much accomplished, Waroonga, in the joy of his heart, launched a canoe, and with some of his converts went off to headquarters to fetch his wife. He fetched her, and she fetched a fat little brown female baby along with her. Missionaries to the Southern seas, as is well known, endeavour to impress on converts the propriety, not to say decency, of a moderate amount of clothing. Mrs Waroonga  who had been named Betsy  was therefore presented to the astonished natives of Ratinga in a short calico gown of sunflower pattern with a flounce at the bottom, a bright yellow neckerchief, and a coal-scuttle bonnet, which quivered somewhat in consequence of being too large and of slender build. Decency and propriety not being recognised, apparently, among infants, the brown baby  who had been named Zariffa at baptism  landed in what may be styled Adamite costume.

Then Waroonga built himself a bamboo house, and set up a school. Soon after that he induced a half Italian, half Spanish sailor, named Antonio Zeppa, who had been bred in England, to settle with his wife and son on the island, and take charge of the school.

For this post Zeppa and his wife were well qualified, both having received an education beyond that usually given to persons in their rank of life. Besides this, Antonio Zeppa had a gigantic frame, a genial disposition, and a spirit of humility, or rather childlike simplicity, which went far to ingratiate him with the savages.

After several years residence in this field of labour, Waroonga conceived the grand idea of building a house of God. It was to be built of coral-rock, cemented together with coral-lime!

Now, it was while the good people of Ratinga were in the first fervour of this new enterprise, that the dinghy with its three occupants approached their shore.

At that particular point of time the walls of the new church had begun to rise above the foundations, for the chief, Tomeo, had entered into the matter with intense enthusiasm, and as Tomeo was supreme chief, every one else felt bound to follow his example and work hard; but, to do them justice, they required no stimulant; the whole community entered into it with inexpressible glee.

Zeppa taught them everything, because no one else knew anything, except of course Waroonga, who, however, was not much in advance of his native congregation save in spiritual matters. Zeppa showed them how to burn lime out of the coral-rock, and they gazed with open-eyed  and open-mouthed wonder at the process. Then the great chief Tomeo gave the word to burn lime, and Buttchee, the chief second in command, backed him up by kicking the native nearest to his foot and echoing the order, Go, burn lime! The entire population began to burn lime forthwith, and would have gone on burning lime enough to have built a South Sea pyramid equal to Cheops, if they had not been checked and their blazing energies turned into stone-hewing and dressing, and other channels.

Thus the work went on merrily, and so engrossed were they with it that they did not at first observe the arrival of the visitors. Of course they were aware of the schooners presence, and had been off to her the previous day, before she had furled her sails, to offer fruits and vegetables; but it was some time before they discovered that three strangers had landed and were gazing at them while they toiled.

Zeppa had a black servant, a negro, whom he had induced to follow him. This man took a prominent oversight of the works. He was by nature a cook, but church-building occupied his leisure moments, and he prided himself upon being not only cleverer, but considerably blacker, than the islanders.

Now you keep out ob de road, leetil Za. This was addressed to Zariffa, who, by that time, could not only toddle but trowel, besides being able to swim like a duck. Take care, missy Za, dat clumsy feller wid the big stone  let him fall, and  oh!

The negro gave vent to a yell, for the accident he feared actually occurred. The clumsy native let a huge piece of coral-rock fall from his shoulder, which just missed crushing the brown little girl. It dropped on a mass of soft lime, which flew up in all directions, making Zariffa piebald at once, and, what was more serious, sending a lump straight into Tomeos face. This was too much for the great man. He seized the culprit by the neck, and thrust his brown visage down upon the lime, from which he arose white, leaving a beautiful cast of his features behind him.

Tomeo was pacified at once. He burst into a loud laugh, while the guilty man slunk humbly away, not, however, without receiving a salute from Buttchees active foot in passing.

At this moment Zeppa came up, holding his son Orlando, a well-grown lad of fourteen, by the hand. He at once observed the captain of the schooner, and, going forward, shook hands with him and the mate. He had made their acquaintance the day before, when the vessel anchored in the lagoon.

I have come to say good-bye, Mr Zeppa. We have finished taking in fresh water sooner than I had expected, and will be ready to sail with the evening breeze.

Indeed? I regret this for various reasons replied Zeppa, in a soft musical voice, that one scarcely expected to issue from such a capacious chest. There was about the man an air of gentle urbanity and tenderness which might have induced a stranger to suppose him effeminate, had not his manly looks and commanding stature rendered the idea absurd. In the first place, he continued, my wife and I had hoped to show you some hospitality. You know we seldom have visitors to this out-of-the-way island. Then we wanted your advice with regard to the building of our church, which, you see, is progressing rapidly; and last, but not least, I wished to ask a favour, which it will be impossible to grant if you sail to-night.

Perhaps not impossible, said Captain Daniel, whose gruff nature was irresistibly mellowed by the sweet spirit of the giant who addressed him. What dye want me to do?

I meant to ask a passage in your vessel for my son and myself to the island of Otava. It is not far off, and you said yesterday that you intend to pass close to it. You see, I am something of a trader, as well as a missionary-schoolmaster; but if you sail to-night I have not time to get ready.

If thats all your difficulty, returned the captain, Ill delay till to-morrow night. A day wont make much difference  will it, Mr Rosco? he said, turning to the mate.

You know best replied the mate somewhat sharply, I dont command the schooner.

The captain looked at the officer with an angry frown, and then, turning quickly to Zeppa, said  

Well, if that time will do, it is settled. You and your son may go with me. And, see here, Ive brought a box of figs for your wife, since you wont take anything for the help you gave me this morning.

You shall present it yourself, said Zeppa, with a pleased smile.

Hi! Ebony, hailing the negro, tell Marie to come here. She is in the palm-grove.

Ebony found his mistress and delivered his message.

Madame Zeppa was a pretty little fair woman, of French extraction. She had been a ladys-maid, and, having been born and brought up chiefly in England, spoke English fluently, though with a slightly foreign accent derived from her mother.

Missis, said the negro, in a low voice, and with a mysterious look, as he followed her out of the palm-grove, massa him wants to go wid schooner. Don let him go.

Why not, Ebony?

Kase I no likes him.

You dont like the schooner?

No, de cappin ob de skooner. Hims bad man for certin. Please don let massa go.

You know I never give master his orders, returned madame, with a light laugh.

Better if you did, now an den, muttered the negro, in a tone, however, which rendered the advice not very distinct.

The fair little woman received the box of figs graciously; the captain and mate were invited to the abode of Zeppa, where they met the native missionary, and soon after returned to their vessel to make preparations for departure.

Marie, said Zeppa that night as they, with their boy, sat down to rest after the labours of the day, I expect to be away about three weeks. With anything of a wind the schooner will land us on Otava in two or three days. Business wont detain me long, and a large canoe, well manned, will bring Orlando and me back to you in a week or so. It is the first time I shall have left you for so long since our wedding. You wont be anxious, little woman?

I would not be anxious if I were sure you went with good people, returned Marie, with a slightly troubled look; but are you sure of the captain?

I am sure of nobody except you, Marie, returned her husband, with a smile that contained a dash of amusement in it.

And me, father, said Orlando, assuming an injured look.

Well, Orley, I cant say that I am quite sure of you, you rascal, returned his father playfully. That spice of mischief in your composition shakes me at times. However, we will leave that question to another time. Meanwhile, what makes you doubt the captain, Marie?

Ebony seems to doubt him; and I have great faith in Ebonys judgment.

So have I; but he is not infallible. We should never get on in life if we gave way to groundless fears, dear wife. Besides, have we not the promise, Lo, I am with you alway?

On the following afternoon a fresh breeze sprang up and the piratical-looking schooner, bowing gracefully before it, sailed across the now ruffled lagoon and stood out to sea, while Marie with the missionary and his wife, and a crowd of natives, stood at the end of the coral wharf, waving farewell to Zeppa and his son as long as their figures could be distinguished. After that, they continued to gaze at the diminishing vessel until it melted like a little speck at the meeting-place of sea and sky.

That night an event which had been long pending was precipitated.

Captain Daniel had given way to his fierce temper so often during the voyage, and had behaved with such cruel tyranny to his crew, that they had resolved to stand it no longer. His harsh conduct to the mate, in particular, who was a favourite with the men, had fostered the spirit of indignation, and the mate himself, being a man of no fixed principles, although good-natured enough when not roused, had at last determined to side with the men. He was a man of fierce passions, and had been roused by his superiors tyranny and insolence to almost uncontrollable fury; but he had not at that time been guilty of absolute insubordination.

When the vessels course had been laid that night  which chanced to be a Friday, as some of the crew afterwards remembered  and the cabin lamp had been lighted, the captain sent for the mate, who saw by his looks that a storm was brewing.

What did you mean, sir, began the captain at once, by that insolent reply you made to me on shore yesterday?

The young man might have answered temperately if they had been alone, but Zeppa was lying on a locker reading, and his son was also present, and Rosco knew that the captain meant to put him to shame before them. His spirit fired.

Scoundrel! he cried, the measure of your iniquity is filled. You shall no longer command this schooner

Thus far he got when the captain, livid with rage, sprang up to rush at him. Zeppa also leaped up to aid in putting down what he clearly perceived was premeditated mutiny, but the mate sprang out of the cabin, and, shutting the door with a bang, locked it. At the same instant the man at the wheel  knowing what had occurred  closed and fastened the cabin sky-light. The captain threw himself several times with all his weight against the door, but it opened inwards and could not be forced.

There were two square windows in the stern of the schooner, one of which was open. Orlando perceived this, sprang up, clambered through it, gained the deck unperceived, and, running down the companion stair, past all the men, rushed against the cabin door, and burst it open.

Zeppa was endeavouring at the moment to wrench off the lock and was nearly thrown back. Recovering, he struck fiercely out at those who thronged the dark passage.

Oh! father, groaned Orlando, as he fell before the blow.

With a terrible cry of consternation Zeppa stooped to pick up his child. He was felled with a handspike as he did so; the crew then rushed into the cabin and the captain was overpowered and bound.

Overboard wi them all! shouted one of the men.

There were some among these villains who, having once given the reins to their rage, were capable of anything. These, ready to act on the diabolical suggestion, attempted to drag Zeppa and the captain up the companion ladder, but their great size and weight rendered the effort difficult. Besides, Zeppas consciousness was returning, and he struggled powerfully. It was otherwise with poor Orlando. One of the ruffians easily raised the lads light frame and bore him to the deck. Next moment a sharp cry and splash were heard. Zeppa understood it, for he had seen his son carried away. With a wild shout he burst from those who held him, and would certainly have gained the deck and leaped overboard had not a mutineer from behind felled him a second time.

When Rosco heard what had been done he ran furiously on deck, but one glance at the dark sea, as the schooner rushed swiftly over it sufficed to show him that the poor boys case was hopeless.

But Orleys case was not as hopeless as it seemed. The plunge revived him. Accustomed to swim for hours at a time in these warm waters, he found no difficulty in supporting himself. Of course his progress was aimless, for he could not see any distance around him, but a friend had been raised up for him in that desperate hour. At the moment he had been tossed overboard, a sailor, with a touch of pity left in his breast had seized a life-buoy and thrown it after him. Orlando, after swimming about for a few minutes, struck against this buoy by chance  if we may venture to use that word in the circumstances.

Seizing the life-preserver with an earnest thank God in his heart if not on his lips, he clung to it and looked anxiously around.

The sight was sufficiently appalling. Thick darkness still brooded on the deep, and nothing was visible save, now and then, the crest of a breaking wave as it passed close to him, or, rolling under him, deluged his face with spray.




Chapter Two.

When Antonio Zeppa recovered consciousness, he found himself lying on a mattress in the schooners hold, bound, bleeding, and with a dull and dreadful sense of pain at his breast, which at first he could not account for. Ere long the sudden plash of a wave on the vessels side recalled his mind to his bereavement; and a cry  loud, long, and terrible  arose from the vessels hold, which caused even the stoutest and most reckless heart on board to quail.

Richard Rosco  now a pirate captain  heard it as he sat alone in his cabin, his elbows resting on the table, and his white face buried in his hands. He did not repent  he could not repent; at least so he said to himself while the fires kindled by a first great crime consumed him.

Men do not reach the profoundest depths of wickedness at one bound. The descent is always graduated  for there are successive rounds to the ladder of sin  but it is sometimes awfully sudden. When young Rosco left England he had committed only deeds which men are apt lightly to name the follies of youth. These follies, however, had proved to be terrible leaks through which streams of corruption had flowed in upon his soul. Still, he had no thought of becoming a reckless or heartless man, and would have laughed to scorn any one who should have hinted that he would ever become an outlaw and a pirate. But oppression bore heavily on his hasty, ill-disciplined temper, and now the lowest round of the ladder had been reached.

Even in this extremity he did not utterly give way. He would not become an out-and-out pirate. He would merely go forth as a plunderer to revenge himself on the world which had used him so ill. He would rob  but he would not kill; except of course in self-defence, or when men refused to give up what he demanded. He would temper retributive justice with mercy, and would not suffer injury to women or children. In short, he would become a semi-honourable, high-minded sort of pirate, pursuing wealth without bloodshed! True, in the sad case of poor Orlando, he had not managed to steer clear of murder; but then that deed was done without his orders or knowledge. If his comrades in crime had agreed, he would have preferred some sort of smuggling career; but they would not listen to that, so he had at last consented to hoist the black flag.

While the wretched youth was endeavouring to delude himself and gather crumbs of comfort from such thoughts as these, the awful cry from the ships hold again rang out, and as his thoughts reverted to the bereaved father, and the fair, light-hearted little mother on Ratinga Island, the deadly pallor that overspread his countenance was intensified.

Rising hastily  with what intent he himself hardly knew  he proceeded to the hold. It was broad day at the time, and sufficient light penetrated the place to reveal the figure of Antonio Zeppa crouching on his mattress, with his chin upon his knees, his handsome face disfigured with the blood that had dried upon it, and a wild, fierce light gleaming in his eyes.

He did not speak or move when Rosco entered and sat down on the head of a cask near him.

Zeppa, he said, with intense earnestness, as God shall be my judge, I did not mean to  to  throw  to do this to your boy. It was done without my knowledge.

Hah! burst from the stricken father; but nothing more, while he continued to gaze in the pirate captains face.

Indeed it is true, continued Rosco hurriedly. I had no intention of letting murder be done. I would not even slay the captain who has used me so ill. I would give my life if I could alter it now  but I cannot.

Hah! gasped Zeppa again, still keeping his eyes fixed on Roscos face.

Dont look at me that way, pleaded the pirate, as if I had done the deed. You know I didnt. I swear I didnt! If I had been there, I would have saved Orlando at the cost of

He was interrupted at this point by the repetition of the cry which had before reached him in the cabin; but how much more awful did that despairing cry sound near at hand, as it issued full, deep-toned, and strong, from the chest of the Herculean man! There was a difference in it also this time  it terminated in a wild, fiendish fit of laughter, which caused Rosco to shrink back appalled; for now he knew that he confronted a maniac!

For some minutes the madman and the pirate sat gazing at each other in silent horror. Then the latter rose hastily and turned to leave the hold. As he did so, the madman sprang towards him, but he was checked by the chains which bound him, and fell heavily on the deck.

Returning to the cabin, Rosco went to a locker and took out a case bottle, from which he poured half a tumbler of brandy and drank it. Then he summoned the man who had been appointed his second in command.

Redford, he said, assuming, by a mighty effort of self-restraint a calm tone and manner, you told me once of a solitary island lying a long way to the south of the Fiji group. Dyou think you could lay our course for it?

Im sure I could, sir; but it is very much out of the way of commerce, and

There is much sandal-wood on it, is there not? asked Rosco, interrupting him.

Ay, sir, plenty of that, an plenty of fierce natives too, who will give us a warm reception. I would

So much the better, returned the captain, with a cynical smile, again interrupting; we may be able to obtain a load of valuable wood for nothing, and get rid of our cowards at the same time. Go, lay our course for  whats the islands name?

I dont know its right name, sir; but we call it Sugar-loaf Island from the shape of one end of it.

That will do. And hark ye, friend, when I give orders or ask questions in future, dont venture to offer advice or raise objections. Let the crew understand that we must be able to pass for lawful traders, and that a load of sandal-wood will answer our purpose well enough. It will be your wisdom, also, to bear in mind that discipline is as useful on board a Free Rover as on board a man-of-war, and that there is only one way to maintain it.

The pirate captain pointed to a brace of pistols that lay on the table beside him, and said, Go.

Redford went, without uttering another word. His was one of those coarse natures which are ever ready to presume and take advantage when there is laxity in discipline, but which are not difficult to subdue by a superior will. He forthwith spread the report that the new captain was a stiff un, a fact which nearly all the men were rather glad than otherwise to hear.

For some days after leaving Ratinga a stiff breeze enabled the schooner  which had been re-named by its crew the Free Rover  to proceed southward rapidly. Then a profound calm succeeded, and for a couple of days the vessel lay almost motionless on the sea.

During all this time the poor maniac in her hold lay upon his blood-stained couch, for no one dared  at least no one cared  to approach him. At meal times the cook pushed a plate of food within his reach. He usually took no notice of this until, hunger constrained him to devour a little, almost savagely. No word would he speak, but moaned continually without intermission, save when, in a burst of uncontrollable anguish, he gave vent to the terrible cry which so weighed on the spirits of the men, that they suggested to each other the propriety of throwing the father overboard after the son. Redfords report of his interview with the captain, however, prevented the suggestion being acted on.

It is possible that the two tremendous blows which Zeppa had received during the mutiny may have had something to do with his madness; but there can be no doubt that the intense mutual affection which had subsisted between him and his only child, and the sudden and awful manner of that childs end, were of themselves sufficient to account for it.

For Orlando had been all that a father could wish; loving, gentle, tender, yet lion-like and courageous in action, with a powerful frame like that of his father, and a modest, cheerful spirit like that of his mother. No wonder that both parents doted on him as their noblest terrestrial gift from God.

And now, thought the crushed man, as he crouched on his mattress in the hold, he is gone,  snatched away before my eyes, suddenly and for ever!

It was when this thought recurred, again and again, that the cry of agony burst from him, but it was invariably succeeded by the thought, No, not for ever. Orlando is with the Lord. We shall see him again, Marie and I, when we reach the better land.

And then Zeppa would laugh lightly, but the laugh would merge again into the bitter cry, as the thought would recur persistently gone  gone  for ever!

Oh! it was pitiful to see the strong man thus reduced, and reason dethroned; and terrible were the pangs endured by the pirate chief as he heard and saw; but he had now schooled himself to accept what he called his fate, and was able to maintain a calm, indifferent demeanour before his men. Of course he never for a moment, during all that time, thought of crying to God for mercy, for as long as a man continues to ascribe his sins and their consequences to fate, he is a rampant and wilful, besides being an unphilosophical, rebel against his Maker.

At last, one afternoon, the peak of Sugar-loaf Island was descried on the horizon, close to where the sun was descending amid a world of golden clouds.

Which side is the best for landing on! asked the captain of his mate.

The southern end, sir, which is steep and uninhabited, said Redford.

In half an hour they were under the shelter of the cliffs close to a creek, at the inner end of which there was a morsel of flat beach. Beyond this lay a richly wooded piece of land, which seemed to be connected with a gorge among the hills.

Lower the boat said Rosco. Have three men ready, and, when I call, send them to the hold.

He descended as he spoke, and approached Zeppa, who looked at him with unmistakable ferocity.

You are going on shore, he said to the poor madman, who seemed neither to comprehend nor to care for what he said.

Once again, continued Rosco, after a pause, I tell you that I had no hand in the death of your son. My men, if they had their way, would soon treat you as they treated him. They want to get rid of you, so, to save your life, I must send you on shore. It is an island  inhabited. I hope the natives will prove friendly to you. I hope you will get well  in time. Do you understand what I say?

Zeppa neither spoke nor moved, but continued to glare at the man whom he evidently regarded as his deadliest foe.

A touch of pity seemed to influence the pirate captain, for he added in a softer tone, I would have taken you with me, if it had been possible, and landed you on Ratinga. Perhaps that may yet be done. At any rate I will return to this island  we shall meet again.

At last the madman spoke, in a harsh, grating tone, If we meet again, you shall die!

I will do my best to avoid that fate, returned Rosco, with a touch of sarcasm. Ho! lads! come down.

Three powerful seamen, who had stood at the hatchway awaiting the summons, descended, and at once laid hold of Zeppa. To their surprise, he made no resistance. To every one but the captain he behaved liked a lamb. Having been placed in the bottom of the boat alongside, with his hands still bound, they shoved off, and Rosco, taking the tiller, steered for the little creek.

The instant the keel touched the land two of the men jumped out and hauled the boat ashore. The others assisted Zeppa to land. They led him to a grassy bank, and bade him sit down. He obeyed meekly, and sat there gazing at the ground as if unable to comprehend what was being done. Rosco remained in the boat while a small box of biscuit was conveyed to the spot and left at the side of Zeppa.

Then, removing his bonds, the men re-embarked and returned to the schooner, which soon left that part of the island far astern. While it receded, the pirate captain kept his glass fixed on the wretched man whom he had thus forsaken. He saw that Zeppa never once turned his head seaward, but, after gazing in a state of abstraction at the ground for some time, rose and sauntered slowly inland. He did not appear to observe the small supply of provision left for his use. With his chin sunk upon his breast and his hands clasped behind him, he appeared to wander aimlessly forward until his tall figure was lost to view among the palm-groves that fringed the bottom of the mountain.

Leaving him there, we shall turn now to poor Orlando, who had been tossed so unceremoniously into the sea. Probably the reader is aware that the water of the southern seas is, in many parts, so much warmer than that of our northern climes, that people may remain in it for hours without being chilled. Hence natives of the coral islands are almost amphibious, and our young hero, having spent much of his life among these islands, could swim for the greater part of a day without becoming exhausted.

When, therefore, he caught hold of the life-preserver, as stated in the last chapter, he clung to it with some degree of confidence; but by degrees the depressing influence of continued darkness began to tell upon him, and he became less and less hopeful of deliverance. He bethought him of the great distance they had sailed from Ratinga before the mutiny broke out, and the utter impossibility of his being able to swim back. Then he thought of sharks, and a nervous tendency to draw up his legs and yell out affected him. But the thought of his father, and of the probable fate that awaited him, at length overbore all other considerations, and threw the poor boy into such a state of despair, that he clung to the life-preserver for a long time in a state of semi-stupor.

At last the day dawned faintly in the east and the glorious sun arose, and Orleys heart was cheered. From earliest infancy he had been taught to pray, so you may be sure he did not fail at this crisis in his young life. But no answer was returned to his prayer until a great part of the weary day had passed, and he had begun to look forward with dread to the approaching night.

As evening advanced, exhaustion began to creep over him, and more than once he felt himself slipping from his support under the influence of sleep. The struggle to retain consciousness now became terrible. He fought the battle in many ways. Sometimes he tried to shake himself up by shouting. Then he again had recourse to prayer, in a loud voice. Once he even attempted to sing, but his heart failed him, and at last he could do nothing but grasp the life-buoy and cling with all the tenacity of despair. And, oh! what thoughts of his mother came over him then! It seemed as if every loving act and look of hers was recalled to his mind. How he longed to clasp her once more in his arms and kiss her before he died!

While these thoughts were gradually taking the form of a hazy dream, he was rudely aroused by something grasping his hair.

Sharks, of course, leaped to his mind, and he struggled round with a wild gurgling shriek, for the grasp partially sank him. Then he felt himself violently dragged upwards, and his eyes encountered the dark face and glittering eye-balls of a savage.

Then was Orleys cry of fear turned into a shout of joy, for in that dark countenance he recognised the face of a friend. A canoe full of Ratinga natives had nearly run him down. They had been absent on an expedition, and were alike ignorant of the visit of the Free Rover and the departure of Antonio Zeppa.

Their astonishment at finding Orlando in such a plight was only equalled by their curiosity to know how he had come there; but they were compelled to exercise patience, for the poor boy, overcome by mingled joy and exhaustion, fell back in a swoon almost as soon as he was hauled out of the water.

Need we describe the state into which poor Madame Zeppa was thrown when Orlando returned to her?  the strange mingling of grief and terrible anxiety about her husbands fate, with grateful joy at the restoration of her son? We think not!

Ebony, the faithful and sable servitor of the family, got hold of Orlando as soon as his poor mother would let him go, and hurried him off to a certain nook in the neighbouring palm-grove where he was wont to retire at times for meditation.

Yous quite sure yous fadder was not shooted? he began, in gasping anxiety, when he had forced the boy down on a grassy bank.

I think not, replied Orley, with a faint smile at the negros eagerness. But you must remember that I was almost unconscious from the blow I received, and scarce knew what was done.

But you no hear no shootin? persisted Ebony.

No; and if any shots had been fired, I feel certain I should have heard and remembered them.

Good! den ders a chance yous fadders alive, for if de no hab shooted him at first, de no hab de heart to shoot him arterwards. No, hed smile away der wikitness; de couldn do it.

Orlando was unable to derive much comfort from this sanguine view of the influence of his fathers smile  bright and sweet though he knew it to be  yet with the energy of youth he grasped at any straw of hope held out to him. All the more that Ebonys views were emphatically backed up by the chiefs Tomeo and Buttchee, both of whom asserted that Zeppa had never failed in anything he had ever undertaken, and that it was impossible he should fail now. Thus encouraged, Orlando returned home to comfort his mother.




Chapter Three.

But Orleys mother refused to be comforted. What she had heard or read of pirates induced her to believe that mercy must necessarily be entirely banished from their hearts; and her husband, she knew full well, would sooner die than join them. Therefore, she argued in her despair, Antonio must have perished.

But mother, said Orley, in a soothing tone, you must remember that Rosco and his men are not regular pirates. I only heard them shout Hoist the black flag! when they seized me; but that does not prove that they did hoist it, or that Rosco agreed to do so. They were only mutineers, you see, and not hardened villains.

Hardened enough when they threw you overboard, my son, returned poor little Madame Zeppa, with a sob.

True; but that was in the hurry of the rising, and without orders from Rosco, as far as I know. Besides, mother, have you not often told me that God will never forsake His own children? Surely, then, He will not forsake father.

No, oh, no! the good Lord will never forsake him. He will certainly deliver his soul from sin and death; but God sometimes sees fit to allow the bodies of His children to suffer and die. It may be so now.

Yes, mother, but also it may not be so now. Let us take a hopeful view, and do what we can to find out  to find  to

Poor Orlando broke down here, laid his head on his little mothers shoulder, and wept for his mind had suddenly run itself blank. What was there to find out? what could they do? Nothing, absolutely nothing, except pray; and they did that fervently.

Then Orley went out to consult again with his friends. Alas! there was no other outlet for their grief, save prayer and consultation, for action was, in the circumstances, impossible.

Bin tink, tinkin horroble hard all last night. Couldn sleep a wink, said Ebony one day, some weeks after the return of Orlando, when, according to custom, he and the native missionary and his wife, with the chiefs Tomeo and Buttchee, assembled for a consultation in the palm-grove.

What have you been thinking about? asked Orley.

Yous fadder, ob course.

Of course, repeated the boy, but what have you been thinking about him  anything new?

Not zackly noo, returned the negro, with a very earnest look, but ole toughts turned in a noo drection. Sit down, Tomeo, an I will tell you  an try to forgit yous hat if possble. Its xtroarnar good lookin, amost as much good lookin as yousself, so you got no occashin to be always tinkin about it.

We may remark here that both Tomeo and Buttchee understood a little of Ebonys English, though they could not speak a word. The reader will understand, therefore, that when we put words in their mouths we only give a free translation of their language. In like manner Ebony understood a little of the Ratinga tongue, but could not speak much of it, and Waroonga, who himself spoke uncommonly bad, though fluent, English, interpreted when necessary.

Well, you mus know, said Ebony, dat jus before I goes to bed las night I heat a little too much supper

You doos that every night interrupted Buttchee, with a grin.

Ebony ignored the interruption, and continued  

So, you see, I dream berry bad  mos drefful dreams! Yes. Well, what I dream was dis. I see Massa Zeppa forced by de pierits to walk de plank

Whats that? asked Tomeo.

Waroonga looked at Ebony for an explanation, and then translated  

When pirates want to kill people they sometimes tie up their eyes, and bind their hands, and make them walk along a plank stickin over the ships side, till they fall off the end of it into the sea, where they are left to drown.

Tomeo looked at Buttchee with a grin and nodded, as though he thought the mode of execution rather a good one; then, recollecting suddenly that any mode of slaying innocent men was inconsistent with his character as a convert to Christianity, he cast a glance of awful solemnity at Waroonga, and tried to look penitent.

Well, hims walk de plank like a man, continued Ebony, hims dood eberyting like a man. An wen hims topple into de sea hims give sitch a most awful wriggle dat his bonds busted. But hims berry sly, was Massa Zeppa  amazin sly. I tought him lie ons back zif him be dead. Jest move a leetle to look like drownin, an wen he long way astern, he slew round, off wid de hanky fro hims eyes an larf to hisseff like one oclock. Den he swumd to a island an git ashore, and climb up de rocks, an sit down  an  an  dats all.

What! be that all? asked Waroonga.

Dats all, repeated the negro. I no dream no more arter dat, cause I was woked by a fly what hab hoed up my nose, an kep bumblin in it like steam inside ob a kittle.

Well, Ebony, asked Orlando, what conclusions do you draw from that dream?

I dint draw no kungklooshins from it cos I dunno what de are. Nebber hab notin to do wid what I don understan. But what I was tink was dis: in de days ob old, some time after Adam an Eve was born, a sartin king, called Fair-ho, or some sitch name (Waroonga there knows all about him) had a dream, that siven swine came up

Kine, Ebony  not swine, interrupted the missionary, with a good-humoured smile, which is all the same as cows.

Well, den, siven fat cows come up out ob a ribber, an hoed slap at siven thin cows  misrable skinny critters that

All wrong, Ebony, again interrupted Waroonga. Its just the other way. The skinny ones went at the fat ones.

Well, ob course you must be right, returned the negro, humbly, though Id have spected it was tother way. But I spose the skinny ones was so hungry that the fat ones hadnt a chance wid em. However, it dont matter. What I was goin to say was that a good man, called Joseph, went to Fair-ho an splained all his dream to him. Now, if Joseph could do dat, why shouldnt Waroonga splain my dream to me?

Because Is not Joseph, Ebony, an youre not Pharoah, returned Waroonga promptly.

Tomeo and Buttchee turned looks of inquiry on Ebony as if to say, What dye say to that, you nigger? But the nigger said nothing for some moments. He seemed not to have viewed the matter in that light.

Well, I donno, he said at last with a deep sigh, I tought Id get hold ob suthin when I kitch hold ob dat dream. But, I do blieve myself, dat part of it means dat Zeppa hims git on an island, anyhow.

If my dear father got upon anything, it must have been an island, said Orlando sadly.

Thats troo, remarked Mrs Waroonga. Keep your mouth shut, my dalin.

She referred to her brown baby, which she placed with some violence on her knee. It is well to remark here that little Zariffa had been supplied with a coal-scuttle bonnet proportioned to her size, made by her mother out of native straw, and that she did not wear anything else in the way of costume.

After Ebonys dream had been thoroughly discussed in all its bearings, and viewed in every possible point of relation to their great sorrow, the council adjourned, as usual, to various duties about the flourishing little village, and Orlando went to lay the result before his mother, who, although she could not believe these deliberations would end in anything practical, found it impossible, nevertheless, to resist the influence of so much faith and strong hopefulness, so that she was somewhat comforted, as it were, in spite of herself. Time flew by, and upwards of three years elapsed without anything happening at Ratinga Island to throw a single ray of light on the fate of the lost man.

During that period, however, much that was interesting and encouraging occurred to comfort the heart of the native missionary and the sorrowing Marie Zeppa. In the first place they received several visits from the mission-vessel, with small supplies of such luxuries as sugar, tea, and coffee for the body, and, for the spirit, a few bundles of tracts and books printed in the native tongue, among which, you may be sure, were many copies of the Book of books, the blessed Bible. Carpenters and smiths tools were also brought to them, so that they not only carried on their house-building and other operations with greater ease than heretofore, but even essayed the building of small boats with considerable success.

On the occasion of these visits, supplies of clothing were also left for the use of those converts who could be persuaded to put them on. But in these matters of taste Waroonga was not so successful as he had been in spiritual things. After his first disastrous landing, he had found no difficulty in persuading the natives to burn their false gods, and put away their too numerous wives  reserving only one to each man;  but when it was suggested that the usual bit of cloth round the loins was not quite sufficient for Christians, and that additional clothing was desirable, they betrayed decided symptoms of a tendency to rebel.

Savages in all parts of the world are usually much influenced for good or evil by the example of their chiefs. Those of Ratinga were no exception to the general rule, and the chiefs Tomeo and Buttchee did not encourage the putting on of clothes. In the matter of head-dress they had indeed given in; but when one day, Waroonga presented Tomeo with a pair of what are called slop-made trousers, and advised him to put them on, slapping his own at the same time, and asserting (we trust truthfully) that they were comfortable, Tomeo looked at them with an air of contempt and Buttchee, who was irreverent, laughed.

After much persuasion, however, and being good-natured, he consented to try. He got one leg in easily enough, but when he attempted to put in the other, not being accustomed to the feat, he staggered and had to let the leg down. Raising it a second time, he made a successful plunge, got the foot in, lost his balance, made a frantic effort to disengage his foot, and fell to the ground.

Sit down, my friend, and try it again, said Waroonga, encouragingly.

Our missionary was of a gentle, loving disposition. His successes were in every case the result of suasion. He never sought to coerce men. Tomeo with childlike simplicity rebuked his own awkwardness, and humbly seated his huge body on a bank for another effort. In this position he got his legs easily into the trousers and drew them on, but when he stood up to complete the operation, it was found that they were very much too small for him, besides which he had put them on with the back to the front!

Ah! my friend, they do not fit, said Waroonga, thinking it unnecessary to refer to the error. I will find a larger pair for you in the store. But try this coat. It is the kind worn by the white man when he goes to see his friends. It will be much easier to put on, I think. So saying, Waroonga produced a blue surtout with bright brass buttons.

No, said Tomeo, drawing himself up with dignity, and putting the garment aside, I do not require it. Has not a coat of skin been given to me? I want no other.

And truly, the dark brown skin which fitted so perfectly to his muscular frame  tattooed as it was with many elegant devices  seemed to warrant his rejection of the ill-made surtout. But in Ratinga, as elsewhere, tastes differ. Buttchees fancy was caught by the brass buttons, and he volunteered to put on the coat, although he had looked with scorn on the trousers.

Like his brother chief, however, he experienced considerable difficulty, especially in distinguishing the difference between the left arm-hole and the breast pocket, despite the able assistance of Waroonga. At last he got the coat partially on, and with a mighty heave, forced it upon his broad shoulders. Then he stood with arms awkwardly curved and extended, uncertain what to do next. He was by no means properly into the garment, and his look of solemn inquiry said as much to the missionary.

Try another heave, my friend, said Waroonga, in a tone of encouragement.

Buttchee tried, with the result of a mysterious and incomprehensible noise at his back.

What is that? he said quickly, with looks of alarm, as he endeavoured to glance over his shoulder.

I fear, replied Waroonga with some hesitation, that the coat has burst!

There could be no doubt whatever about that, for a long strip of the chiefs back was visible, as if a gusset of brown leather had been introduced into the blue coat, from the waist to the collar.

For a considerable time after this, both chiefs declined further experiments in the clothing way, but ultimately Tomeo was induced to wear a striped flannel jersey, and Buttchee, of his own accord, adopted a scarlet flannel petticoat that had been given to his wife. Thus was the ice of conservatism broken in the island of Ratinga, and liberal views prevailed thenceforward in the matter of costume  whether to the advancement of taste and decency remains to this day an open question, as all liberal and conservative questions will probably remain till the crack of doom.

One day, to the inexpressible surprise and joy of the islanders, a large vessel was seen to pass through the narrow opening in the coral reef, and cast anchor in the lagoon. The excitement on Ratinga was great, for vessels rarely had occasion to visit the island, although some of them, probably South Sea whalers, were seen to pass it on the horizon two or three times a year.

Immediately four canoes full of natives put off to visit the stranger; but on reaching her they were sternly told to keep off, and the order was silently enforced by the protruding muzzle of a carronade, and the forbidding aspect of several armed men who looked over the side. We are men of peace, said Waroonga, who was in the foremost canoe, and come as Christian friends.

We are men of war, growled one of the men, an dont want no friends, Christian or otherwise.

We came to offer you hospitality, returned the missionary in a remonstrative tone.

An we came to take all the hospitality we want of you without waitin for the offer, retorted the sailor, so youd better go back to where you came from, an keep yourselves quiet, if ye dont want to be blowed out o the water.

This was sufficient. With disappointed looks the natives turned their canoes shoreward and slowly paddled home.

Depend upon it, this is another pirate, said Orlando, when Waroonga reported to him the result of his visit.

What would you advise us to do? asked Waroonga.

Lest the reader should be surprised at this question, we must remind him that Orlando had, in the course of these three years, grown up almost to manhood. The southern blood in his veins, and the nature of the climate in which he had been born and brought up, may have had something to do with his early development; but, whatever the cause, he had, at the early age of eighteen, become as tall and nearly as powerful as his father had been, and so like to him in aspect and manner, that the natives began to regard him with much of that respect and love which they had formerly entertained towards Antonio. Of course Orlando had not the sprinkling of grey in his short black curly hair which had characterised the elder Zeppa; but he possessed enough of the black beard and moustache, in a soft rudimental form, to render the resemblance to what his sire had been very remarkable. His poor little mother left the management of all her out-of-door affairs with perfect confidence to her son. Tomeo and Buttchee also had begun to regard him as his fathers successor.

I would advise you to do nothing, said Orley, in reply to Waroongas question, beyond having all the fighting men of the village prepared for action, and being ready at a moments notice to receive the strangers as friends if they choose to come as such.

Well, then, Orley, I will be ready for them, as you tell to me, if they comes in peace; if not, you must go and carry out your own advice, for you is manager of all secular affairs here.

In the afternoon a large boat, full of men armed to the teeth, put off from the side of the strange vessel, which was barque-rigged, and rowed to the beach near the mouth of a small stream. Evidently the object of the visit was to procure fresh water. Having posted his men in ambush, with orders to act in strict accordance with his signals, Orlando sauntered down alone and unarmed to the place where the sailors were filling their water-casks.

Is your captain here? he asked quietly.

The men, who were seemingly a band of thorough ruffians, looked at him in surprise, but went on filling their casks.

I am the captain, said one, stepping up to the youth with an insolent air.

Indeed! said Orlando, with a look of surprise.

Yes, indeed, and let me tell you that we have no time to trouble ourselves wi you or yours; but since youve put yourself in our power, we make you stay here till weve done watering.

I have no intention of leaving you, replied Orley, seating himself on a rock, with a pleasant smile.

What dee say to kidnap the young buck? suggested one of the men; he might be useful.

Perhaps he might be troublesome, remarked Orlando; but I would advise you to finish your work here in peace, for I have a band of three hundred men up in the bush there  not ordinary savages, let me tell you, but men with the fear of God in their hearts, and the courage of lions in their breasts  who would think it an easy matter to sweep you all off the face of the earth. They are ready to act at my signal  or at my fall  so it will be your wisdom to behave yourselves.

The quiet, almost gentle manner in which this was said, had a powerful effect on the men. Without more words they completed the filling of the casks, and then, re-embarking, pushed off. It was obvious that they acted in haste. When they had gone about a couple of boat-lengths from the beach, one of the men rose up with a musket, and Orlando distinctly heard him say  

Shall I send a bullet into him?

If you do, the captain will skin you alive, was the reply from one of the other men.

The alternative did not seem agreeable to the first speaker, for he laid down his musket, and resumed his oar.

Soon after the boat reached her, the sails of the stranger were spread, and she glided slowly out of the lagoon.




Chapter Four.

Let us waft ourselves away, now, over the sea, in pursuit of the strange barque which had treated the good people of Ratinga so cavalierly.

Richard Rosco sits in the cabin of the vessel, for it is he who commands her. He had taken her as a prize, and, finding her a good vessel in all respects, had adopted her in preference to the old piratical-looking schooner. A seaman stands before him.

It is impossible, I tell you, says Rosco, while a troubled expression crosses his features, which have not improved since we saw him upwards of three years ago. The distance between the two islands is so great that it is not probable he traversed it in a canoe, especially when we consider that he did not know the islands name or position, and was raving mad when I put him ashore.

That may be so, captain, says the sailor: nevertheless I seed him with my own eyes, an no mistake. Didnt you say he was a man that nobody could mistake, tall, broad, powerful, handsome, black curly hair, short beard and moustache, with sharp eyes and a pleasant smile?

The same, in every particular  and just bordering on middle age, answers the perplexed pirate.

Well, as to age, I cant say much about that, returns the seaman; he seemed to me more like a young man than a middle-aged one, but he had coolness and cheek enough for a hundred and fifty, or any age you like.

Strange, muttered Rosco to himself, paying no regard to the last observation; I wish that I or Mr Redford had gone with you, or some one who had seen him the last time we were here; but I didnt want to be recognised; then checking himself Well, you may go, and send Mr Redford to me.

I cannot account for Zeppa turning up in this way, he said, when the mate entered.

No more can I, sir.

Do all the men agree in saying that he seems to be quite sane.

All. Indeed most of them seemed surprised when I asked the question. You see, what with death by sword, shot, and sickness, theres not a man in the ship who ever saw him, except yourself and me. The last of the old hands, you know, went with Captain Daniel when you sent him and the unwilling men away in the old schooner. I have no doubt, myself, from what they say, that Zeppa has got well again, and managed to return home as sound and sane as you or I.

If you and I were sane, we should not be here, thought the pirate captain; but he did not give expression to the thought, save by a contemptuous curl of his lip.

Well, Redford, he said, after a few seconds pause, my chief reason for going to Sugar-loaf Island is removed, nevertheless we shall still go there for a fresh load of sandal-wood and other things that will fetch a good price.

I fear, sir, returned the mate after some hesitation, that the crew will be apt to mutiny, if you insist on going there. They are tired of this mixture of trade with free-roving, and are anxious to sail in seas where we shall be more likely to fall in with something worth picking up.

Stop, Redford, I want to hear no more. The crew shall go where I please as long as I command them; and you may add that I will guarantee their being pleased with my present plan. There, dont refer to this subject again. Where did you say the British cruiser was last seen?

Bearing nor-east, sir, hull down  on our starboard quarter. I called you at once, but she had changed her course to nor-west and we lost sight of her.

That will just suit us, said Rosco, going into his private cabin and shutting the door.

Well might the pirate captain be perplexed at that time, for he was surrounded by difficulties, not the least of which was that his men were thoroughly dissatisfied with him, and he with them. He did not find his crew sufficiently ready to go in for lucrative kidnapping of natives when the chance offered, and they did not find their captain sufficiently ferocious and bloodthirsty when prizes came in their way. Nevertheless, through the influence of utter recklessness, contemptuous disregard of death, and an indomitable will, backed by wonderful capacity and aptitude in the use of fist, sword, and pistol, he had up to this time held them in complete subjection.

In his heart Rosco had resolved to quit his comrades at the first favourable opportunity, and, with this intent had been making for one of the most out-of-the-way islands in the Pacific  there to go and live among the natives, and never more to see the faces of civilised men  against whom he had sinned so grievously. His intentions were hastened by the fact that a British man-of-war on the Vancouver station, hearing of his exploits, had resolved to search for him. And this cruiser did in fact come across his track and gave chase; but being a poor sailer, was left behind just before the pirate had reached Ratinga, where, as we have seen, she put in for water.

The discovery there made, as he supposed, that Antonio Zeppa had recovered his reason and returned home, not only amazed and puzzled Rosco, but disconcerted part of his plan, which was to find Zeppa, whose image had never ceased to trouble his conscience, and, if possible, convey him to the neighbourhood of some port whence he could easily return to Ratinga. It now struck him that, since Zeppa was no longer on Sugar-loaf Island, that spot would be as favourable a one as could be found for his purpose, being far removed from the usual tracks of commerce. He would go there, take to the mountains as Zeppa had done before him, leave his dissatisfied comrades to follow their own devices, and, crossing over to the other side of the island, ingratiate himself as well as he could with the natives, grow beard and moustache, which he had hitherto shaved, and pass himself off as a shipwrecked sailor, should any vessel or cruiser touch there.

And shipwrecked I am, body, soul, and spirit, he muttered, bitterly, as he sat in his cabin, brooding over the past and future.

Leaving him there, and thus, we will return to Ratinga, the peaceful inhabitants of which were destined at this time to be tickled with several little shocks of more or less agreeable surprise.

One of these shocks was the sudden disappearance of Zariffa, the native missionarys brown baby. It was an insignificant event in itself, and is only mentioned because of its having led indirectly to events of greater importance.

Zariffa had, by that time, passed out of the condition of brown-babyhood. She had, to her own intense delight, been promoted to the condition of a decently-clad little savage. In addition to the scuttle bonnet which was not quite so tremulous as that of her mother, she now sported a blue flannel petticoat. This was deemed sufficient for her, the climate being warm.

Zariffa was still, however, too young to take care of herself. Great, therefore, was Betsy Waroongas alarm when she missed her one day from her little bed where she should have been sleeping.

Ebony! cried Betsy, turning sharply round and glaring, Zariffas gone.

Quite dead, exclaimed the negro, aghast.

Not at all dead, said Betsy; but gone  gone hout of hers bed.

Dat no great misfortin, missis, returned Ebony, with a sigh of relief.

Its little you knows, stoopid feller, returned the native missionarys wife, while her coal-scuttle shook with imparted emotion; Zariffa never disbeyed me in hers life. Shes lost. We must seek  seek quick!

The sympathetic negro became again anxious, and looked hastily under the chairs and tables for the lost one, while her mother opened and searched a corner cupboard that could not have held a child half her size. Then the pair became more and more distracted as each excited the other, and ran to the various outhouses shouting, Zariffa! anxiously, entreatingly, despairing.

They gathered natives as they ran, hither and thither, searching every nook and corner, and burst at last in an excited crowd into the presence of Waroonga himself, who was in the act of detailing the history of Joseph to a select class of scholars, varying from seven to seventeen years of age.

Oh! massa, Zariffas lost! cried Ebony.

Waroonga glanced quickly at his wife. The excessive agitation of her bonnet told its own tale. The missionary threw Joseph overboard directly, proclaimed a holiday, and rushed out of the school-house.

No use to go home, massa, cried Ebony; wes sarch eberywhere dar; no find her.

Has you been to the piggery? demanded the anxious father, who was well aware of his childs fondness for little squeakers.

Oh, yes; bin dar. I rousted out de ole sow for make sure Zariffa no hides behind her.

At this juncture Orlando came up with a sack of cocoa-nuts on his back. Hearing what had occurred he took the matter in hand with his wonted energy.

We must organise a regular search, he said, throwing down the sack, and go to work at once, for the day is far advanced, and we can do little or nothing after dark.

So saying he collected all the able men of the village, divided them into bands, gave them minute, though hurried, directions where they were to go, and what signals they were to give in the event of the child being found; and then, heading one of the bands, he joined eagerly in the search. But, before going, he advised Betsy Waroonga to keep his mother company, as women could not be of much use in such work.

No, said Mrs Waroonga, with decision; we will go home an pray.

Right, that will be better, said Orlando. You go back with her, Ebony, and fetch my gun. I left it in Waroongas house when I went in for a sack to hold the cocoa-nuts. It is behind the door. Youll find me searching in the palm-grove. Now, boys, away; weve no time to lose.

Returning to her house with her sable attendant, poor Betsy rushed into her private apartment threw herself on her knees and half across her lowly bed in an agony of alarm.

She was startled and horrified by a sharp, though smothered cry, while some living creature heaved under the bed-clothes. Instantly she swept them off, and lo! there lay Zariffa safe and well, though somewhat confused by her rude awaking and her mothers weight.

Yous keep up heart, missis, said the sympathetic Ebony, looking hastily into the room in passing; wes sartin sure to find

He stopped. Blazing amazement sat on his countenance for about six moments  a pause similar to that of an injured infant just preparing for a yell  then he exploded into a fit of laughter so uncontrollable that it seemed as if a hurricane had been suddenly let loose in the room, insomuch that Betsys remonstrances were quite unheard.

Oh! missis, he exclaimed at last, wiping his eyes, Is a-goin to bust.

Yes, an Ill help you to do it, she replied impatiently, seizing an old shoe, and laying it on the negros bare back with a crack like a pistol-shot.

Ebony strove to calm himself.

Go long, you noisy feller, an tell Waroonga to stop the search.

It was plain that Ebony had not sufficiently relieved his feelings, for his broad chest heaved, and ominous sounds came out of his nose.

Ony tink, said he, dat you hoed down to say yous prayers on de berry top ob de babby!

The thought was too much for him. He exploded again, and, rushing from the house, ascended the hills, and filled the groves as he went with hilarious melody.

But he did not find Orlando, who had completed his search of the palm-grove and passed over the ridge that formed the summit of the island in that part. It was by no means the highest part, but from it could be seen a large bay which lay on the side of the island opposite to the mission village. And here he beheld the cause of another of the little surprises with which we have said the people of Ratinga were visited at that time. It was a stately man-of-war, with the Union Jack flying from her peak, and her sails backed so as to check her way.

A boat was being lowered from her side, and Orlando with his party hastened to the beach to meet it.

The officer in command was evidently not aware that he had come to an island where the peaceful influences of the gospel of Jesus prevailed, for, on landing, he drew up his men, who were all armed to receive either as friends or foes the party of natives who advanced towards him. The officer was not a little surprised to observe that the natives were led by a white man, who halted them when within about three hundred yards off, and advanced alone and unarmed to the beach.

I am happy to welcome you and offer hospitality, said Orlando, taking off his cap.

Thanks, good sir, I accept your offer most gladly, returned the officer, holding out his hand; all the more heartily that I had expected to meet with none but savages here.

We are Christians, thank God, said Orlando.

Then this must be the island of Ratinga, of which we have heard so much of late.

Even so.

But where, then, is your village, your church? asked the officer, looking round.

It is on the other side of the island. If you will take your ship round there you will find good anchorage and fresh water, of which last, if I may judge from the casks in your boat you are in search.

The officer at once acted on this advice, and Orlando accompanied him on board to pilot the vessel round.

On the way the captain  Fitzgerald  asked if any suspicious craft had been seen lately, and, on hearing that a barque, flying British colours, had put in there only a day or two before, said that he had been sent out in chase of that barque, as she was commanded by a celebrated and rather eccentric pirate, named Rosco.

I know him well, said Orlando quickly, he was mate of a schooner which called here between three and four years ago. It was commanded by a poor fellow named Daniel, who, I fear, was murdered by his crew. Alas! I have only too good reason to remember it.

He then related the visit of the piratical-looking schooner to Ratinga; its departure with his father and himself on board; the mutiny, and all the other circumstances connected with that memorable event.

And have you never heard of your father since then? asked Captain Fitzgerald.

Never. I am almost forced to the conclusion that he must have been murdered by the mutineers, for if he had escaped them, he would surely, long ere now, have managed to find his way home. And yet I cannot help feeling that perhaps God may have spared his life, and may yet restore him to us.

It is, perhaps, cruel to encourage hopes which may be doomed to bitter disappointment, returned the captain, regarding Orlandos sad face with a look of sympathy; but it is by no means impossible that your father may be alive. Listen. I, too, know something of this affair, and will tell you all I know. Captain Daniel, of the schooner whose crew mutinied, was not murdered. This Rosco seems to have had, all through his career, a strong tendency to mercy. So much so that his men have threatened his own life more than once. At the same time, he possesses great power over them, and has held them for many years under command. We have heard of him more than once from persons whom he has set free, after taking their vessels; among others from Captain Daniel, who turned up in Vancouvers Island. It seems that after you were thrown overboard and supposed to be drowned, your poor father went  went  that is to say, his mind was unhinged, owing, no doubt, to the combined effect of your supposed murder and the two terrible blows by which he was felled during the mutiny.

My father  mad! exclaimed Orlando, in a low, horrified tone, clasping his hands, and gazing into Captain Fitzgeralds face.

Nay, I did not say mad. It was a great shock, you know, and quite sufficient to account for temporary derangement. Then Rosco sailed away to a distant island, where he put your father ashore, and left him.

What island  did you hear its name? asked Orlando, quickly.

It is an almost unknown island, not marked or named in any chart; but it had been seen by one of the mutineers on one of his early voyages, and named Sugar-loaf Island, from its shape. Well, after leaving the island Rosco attacked, and easily captured, a large merchantman. Finding it both good and new, he transhipped all that was worth retaining, including arms and guns, into this barque, and took command; then he assembled his men, asked who were willing to follow him, put those who were unwilling into the old schooner with Captain Daniel at their head, and left them to sail where they pleased. They landed, as I have said, at Vancouvers Island. The pirate Rosco, and his barque, the Flame, have become notorious since then, both for daring and eccentricity, and I have been ordered to get hold of them, if possible. Now, I mean to go to Sugar-loaf Island, because, from various things I have heard of this scoundrel, I think it not unlikely that he will go there.

And you will let me go with you? suddenly exclaimed Orlando, in a voice of earnest entreaty.

I will, my poor fellow, returned the captain; but dont be too sanguine; and let me advise you to say nothing of all this to your mother.

You are right. She must not know  at least not now. It will be the first time in my life I have had a secret from my mother; but she must not know till  till we return.

That night there was great rejoicing in Ratinga, because of the recovery, if we may so call it, of Zariffa, and the visit of the British man-of-war.

In the midst of the rejoicings a huge, lustrous pair of black eyes gazed earnestly into Orlandos face, and an enormously thick pair of red lips said, I go too, massa  eh?

Well, you may, Ebony, if the captain will let you. He has already agreed to take the missionary and the chiefs Tomeo and Buttchee; but, mind, not a whisper of our secret hope to any one.

Thus, with the approval of Madame Zeppa and Betsy Waroonga, these five representatives of Ratinga embarked on board the British man-of-war, and left the island.




Chapter Five.

We left the poor madman, Antonio Zeppa, wandering aimlessly up into the mountains of Sugar-loaf Island. Whether it was the loss of his beloved Orley alone that had turned his brain, or that loss coupled with the injury to his head, we cannot tell, but certain it is that the outward and visible violence of his great sorrow seemed to depart from him after he had entered the rugged defiles of the mountain range. His mental malady appeared to take the form of simple indifference and inactivity. Sometimes he muttered to himself as he went slowly and wearily along, but generally he was silent with his chin sunk upon his breast as he gazed upon the ground with lack-lustre eyes.

At other times he started and looked around him with a sharp, inquiring, almost timid, glance; but the gleam of memory  if such it was  soon passed away, and his handsome face resumed the gentle, almost childish, look which had settled down on it. But never again did he give vent to the heart-broken cries and wails which had marked the first stage of his derangement.

The mutterings to which we have referred were seldom coherent; but the disjointed utterances sufficed to indicate the natural character of the man. As the ruling passion is said to become dominant in death, so, in this death of reason which appeared to have passed upon Zeppa, love of his wife and child and the natives of Ratinga, as well as profound reverence and love to his God, became conspicuous in the broken sentences that occasionally dropped from his lips.

At first he had been like some grand instrument thrown wildly out of tune and swept by a reckless hand. Now he resembled the same instrument with the framework shattered, the strings hanging loose, and the music of discord as well as harmony gone for ever.

Oh it was sad, inexpressibly sad, to see the grand and good man  the image of himself, yet not himself, with bowed head and bent form, the very personification of humility  wandering forth on that lonely island of the southern seas!

After quitting the shore he continued slowly to ascend the mountain until he gained the summit. Here, seating himself on a rock, he lifted his eyes and looked slowly around him.

It was a glorious sight that met his unintelligent gaze. On the side which he had ascended, the mountain sloped abruptly into the sea, yet its precipices were not forbidding or gloomy, for they were clothed with the luxuriant and lovely vegetation of those favoured regions.

The rocks were fringed with grasses and wild flowers; the cliffs were softened by palmated leaves and gorgeous shrubs. Wild fruits in abundance grew on every side; in short, the land presented the appearance of a terrestrial paradise.

On the other side of the range similar, but softer, scenery rolled away for several miles in easy slopes, until it terminated in a plain, the farther end of which was bounded by the white sands of the shore.

Around all lay the great sea, like a transparent blue shield, on which the sun glinted in myriad ripples of burnished gold. Everywhere Gods work was glorious, but Gods image in man was not there, for poor Zeppa looked upon it all with total indifference.

The schooner was still visible from that lofty outlook, like a snowflake on the sea; but Zeppa saw it, or regarded it, not. On the shore of the island furthest from the mountain, the clustering huts of a native village could be seen; but Zeppa looked at it without a gleam of interest, and passed it over as if it were a group of ant-hills.

Hunger, however, soon claimed attention. After remaining motionless for more than an hour, he arose and plucked some fruit from a neighbouring tree.

God is good  has always been good to me and mine, he murmured, as he placed the fruit on the grass and sat down beside it.

Then, clasping his hands and closing his eyes, he asked a blessing on his food in the same words and tone which he had been wont to use when at home.

After his hunger was appeased, he again wandered about apparently without aim; but as night began to descend, he sought and found a slightly hollowed part of a cliff with an overhanging ledge.

It was scarcely deep enough to be styled a cave, but appeared to be a sufficient shelter in the maniacs eyes, for he busied himself in gathering ferns and dried grass, until he had made himself a comfortable couch at the inner end of it.

Before lying down he knelt, clasped his hands, and poured out his soul in fervent prayer.

His words were now no longer incoherent and the burthen of his petition was  a blessing on the dear ones at home, and forgiveness of all his sins through Jesus Christ. It seemed evident judging by his words, that he had forgotten the recent past, and imagined that Orlando was still alive.

Then he lay down and fell asleep.

Thus days and weeks and months rolled on, and still the madman wandered aimlessly among the mountain peaks.

The savages at the other end of the island never molested him, for, having no occasion to clamber up these rocky heights, they did not become aware of his existence until a considerable time had elapsed.

His discovery at last was the result of a crime.

One of the savages committed a theft in the native village, and fled for refuge to the mountains. Wapoota, being a funny fellow, was a favourite with his chief Ongoloo, and occupied a position somewhat analogous to the court jester of old. Moreover, he was often consulted in serious matters by his chief  in short, was a sort of humorous prime minister.

But he could not resist the tendency to steal, and one day pilfered something or other from Ongoloo, who finally lost patience with him, for he was an old offender.

Ongoloo, though neither a warlike nor ferocious fellow, vowed to cut out the heart and liver of Wapoota, and expose them to public gaze.

Disliking publicity after this fashion, the thief fled, purposing to abide in the mountains until his chiefs wrath should have evaporated.

Rambling one day in his mountain refuge, the dishonest savage turned a jutting point of rock, and suddenly stood face to face with Zeppa. His jaw dropped, his eyes glared, his knees smote together, and lemon-yellow took the place of brown-ochre on his cheeks. It was an awkward place of meeting, for the path, if we may so style it, was a mere ledge, with a perpendicular cliff on one side, a precipice on the other.

And well might the savage by overcome with fear, on such a spot with such a man before him, for, in addition to his commanding stature, Zeppa had now the wild appearance resulting from long untrimmed locks and a shaggy beard.

Both locks and beard had also changed from black to iron-grey during these months of lonely wandering. His dress, too, had become much disordered and ragged, so that altogether his appearance and fierce aspect were eminently fitted to strike terror to the heart of a more courageous man than Wapoota, who happened to be rather mild in disposition.

After the first stare of astonishment he sank on his knees and held up his hands as if supplicating mercy. But he had nothing to fear from the maniac.

My poor fellow, said Zeppa, in English, laying his hand on the natives head and patting it, do not fear. I will not harm you.

Of course Wapoota did not understand the words but he fully appreciated the action, and the lemon-yellow began to fade while the brown-ochre returned.

Without uttering another word, Zeppa took Wapoota by the hand and led him to his cave, where he set before him such fruits as remained over from his last meal, and then, sitting down, gazed abstractedly on the ground. Wapoota ate from fear of offending his host, rather than hunger.

When he had finished, Zeppa rose, pointed to his couch at the inner part of the cave, nodded to him with a kindly smile, and left him.

At first the savage seemed disposed to make off when Zeppas back was turned, but when he saw him slowly ascend the hill with his head bowed down he changed his mind, made some significant grimaces  which we will not attempt to explain  and lay down to sleep.

On his return, Wapoota tried to enter into conversation with his host but Zeppa only smiled, patted him gently on the head and shoulder, and paid no further attention to him. The savage was somewhat overawed by such treatment.

Observing his host more closely, it soon began to dawn upon him that he was in the power of a madman, and some tinges of the lemon-yellow reappeared; but when he perceived that Zeppa was not merely a harmless but an exceedingly gentle madman, his confidence and the brown-ochre reasserted themselves.

Thus, for several days, the madman and the savage dwelt amicably together, and slept side by side during the night; but Zeppa made it very apparent that he did not wish for his visitors society during the day-time, and the visitor had the sense to let him wander forth alone.

Wapoota was mistaken when he calculated on the cooling of Ongoloos wrath. That angry chief, bent on the fulfilment of his anatomical vow, set forth with a small party of picked men to explore the Sugar-loaf in quest of the runaway. He found him one day gathering fruits for Zeppas supper  for Wapoota had already become a sort of attached Friday to this unfortunate Crusoe.

On beholding his countrymen, the thiefs visage underwent a series of remarkable changes, for he knew that escape was impossible, and the expression of his chiefs face forbade him to hope for mercy.

I have found you, mine enemy, growled Ongoloo  of course in the native tongue.

Mercy! exclaimed Wapoota, in a piteous tone. Mercy no longer dwells in my breast, returned the chief.

In proof of the truth of this assertion he ordered his men to seize and bind Wapoota, and proceed at once with the execution of his cruel purpose.

The unfortunate wretch, unable to face the appalling prospect gave vent to a series of terrible shrieks, and struggled fiercely while they bound him. But in vain would he have struggled if his cries for mercy had not reached other ears than those of his countrymen.

Not far from the spot where the thief had been captured, Zeppa chanced to be sitting, idly toying with the branch of a tree which he had fashioned into a rude staff wherewith to climb the mountain more easily.

When the first shriek ran among the cliffs, it seemed to startle the maniac out of the depressing lethargy under which he had laboured so long. He sprang up and listened, with dilated eyes and partly open mouth.

Again and again the shrieks rang out, and were echoed from cliff to cliff.

As a tigress bounds to the rescue of her young, so sprang Zeppa down the hillside in the direction of the cries. He came suddenly to the edge of a cliff which overlooked the scene, and beheld a savage just about to plunge a knife into Wapootas breast.

Zeppa gave vent to a tremendous roar, which terminated in a wild laugh. Then he wrenched a mass of rock from the cliffs and hurled it down.

The height was greater than any sane man would have ventured to leap even to save his life; but the maniac gave no time to thought.

He followed the mass of rock with another wild laugh, and next moment stood in the midst of the savage group.

These men were no cowards. They were Ongoloos picked warriors, and would have scorned to fly before a single foe, however large or fierce.

But when they saw plainly that Zeppa was a white man and a maniac, they turned, with one consent, and fled as if a visitant from the nether realms had assailed them.

Zeppa did not follow. All his sudden wrath vanished with the enemy. He turned calmly to the prostrate man, cut his bonds, and set him free. Then, without saying a word, he patted him on the shoulder, and wandered listlessly away with his head dropped as of old.

You may be sure that Wapoota did not hesitate to make good use of his freedom. He fled on the wings  or legs  of fear to the most inaccessible recesses of the mountains, from which he did not emerge till night had enshrouded land and sea. Then he crept stealthily back to Zeppas cave, and laid himself quietly down beside his friend.

The inherent tendency of Zeppas nature was towards peace and goodwill. Even in his madness and misery his spirit trickled, if it did not run, in the customary direction. His dethroned reason began, occasionally, to make fitful efforts after some plan which it sought to evolve. But before the plan could be arranged, much less carried out, the dull sense of a leaden grief overwhelmed it again, and he relapsed into the old condition of quiet apathy.

Chance, however, brought about that which the enfeebled intellect could not compass.

One day  whether inadvertently or not we cannot tell  Zeppa wandered down in the direction of the native settlement. That same day Ongoloo wandered towards the mountain, and the two men suddenly met so close to each other that there was no possibility of escape to either.

But, sooth to say, there was no thought of escape in the breast of either. Ongoloo, being a brave savage, was ashamed of having given way to panic at his first meeting with the madman. Besides, he carried his huge war-club, while his opponent was absolutely unarmed  having forgotten to take his usual staff with him that day.

As for Zeppa, he had never at any time feared the face of man, and, in his then condition, would have faced man or fiend with equal indifference. But the sight of the savage chief seemed to recall something to his mind. He stood with his arms crossed, and an expression of perplexity on his countenance, while Ongoloo assumed an attitude of defence.

Suddenly a beaming smile overspread Zeppas face. We have already said that his smile had fascination in it. The effect on the savage was to paralyse him for the moment. Zeppa advanced, took Ongoloos face between both hands, and, placing his nose against that of the chief, gently rubbed it.

For the benefit of the ignorant, we may explain that this is the usual salutation of friendship among some of the South Sea Islanders.

Ongoloo returned the rub, and dropped his club. He was obviously glad of this peaceful termination to the rencontre.

Then, for the first time, it occurred to Zeppa to use the language of Ratinga. The chief evidently understood it.

God is love, said Zeppa solemnly, pointing upward with his finger. God forgives. You will forgive, and so be like God.

The chief was completely overawed by Zeppas grandeur and gentleness. He had never before seen the two qualities combined.

Zeppa took him by the hand, as he had previously taken Wapoota, and led him up into the mountains. The chief submitted meekly, as if he thought a being from the better world were guiding him. On reaching the cave they found Wapoota arranging the supper-table  if we may so express it  for he had been in the habit of doing this for some time past, about sunset, at which time his protector had invariably returned home  alas! it was a poor home!

To say that Wapoota was transfixed, or petrified, on beholding Ongoloo, would not convey the full idea of his condition. It is useless to say that he glared; that his knees smote, or that lemon-yellow supplanted brown-ochre on his visage. Words can do much, but they cannot describe the state of that savage on that occasion. The readers imagination is much more likely to do justice to the situation. To that we leave it.

But who, or what language, shall describe the state of mind into which both Ongoloo and Wapoota were thrown when Zeppa, having brought them close to each other, grasped them firmly by their necks and rubbed their noses forcibly together. There was no resisting the smile with which this was dune. The chief and the thief first glanced at each other, then at their captor, and then they laughed  absolutely roared  after which they rubbed noses of their own accord, and made it up.

We may remark, in passing, that Ongoloo was not sorry for the reconciliation, because Wapoota had become necessary to him both in council and during relaxation, and of late he had come to feel low-spirited for want of his humourist.

But both of them were much concerned to observe that after this reconciliation, the reconciler relapsed into his pensive mood and refused to be interested in anything.

They tried in vain to rouse him from his strange apathy  which neither of them could at all understand. Next day Ongoloo took occasion to give him the slip, and returned to his village.

Zeppa cared nothing for that. He did not even ask Wapoota what had become of him.

At this time a new idea occurred to Wapoota, who had been ordered by his chief to induce Zeppa to visit the native village. It struck him that as he had been led, so he might lead. Therefore one morning he waited until Zeppa had finished breakfast, and when he rose, as was his wont, to go off for the day, Wapoota took him gently by the hand and led him forth. To his surprise  and comfort, for he had had strong misgivings  Zeppa submitted. He did not seem to think that the act was peculiar.

Wapoota led him quietly and slowly down the mountain side, and so, by degrees, right into the native village, where Ongoloo was, of course, prepared to meet and welcome him.

He was received by the head men of the tribe with deep respect and conducted to a tent which had been prepared for him, where Wapoota, who had constituted himself his servant  or lieutenant  made him comfortable for the night.

Zeppa at first expressed some surprise at all the fuss that was made regarding him, but soon ceased to trouble himself about the matter, and gradually relapsed into his old condition. He was content to remain with the natives, though he did not cease his lonely wanderings among the hills, absenting himself for days at a time, but always returning, sooner or later, to the tent that had been provided for him in the village.

Now, in Sugar-loaf Island, there was a tribe that had, for years past, been at war with the tribe into whose hands Zeppa had thus fallen, and, not long after the events just narrated, it chanced that the Ratura tribe, as it was named, resolved to have another brush with their old enemies, the subjects of Ongoloo. What they did, and how they did it, shall be seen in another chapter.




Chapter Six.

After Zeppa had remained a short time in his new quarters, he began to take an interest in the children of his savage friends. At first the mothers of the village were alarmed when they saw their little ones in his strong arms, playing with his beard, which had by that time grown long and shaggy, as well as grey like his curly locks; but soon perceiving that the children had nothing to fear from the strange white man, they gave themselves no further concern on the subject.

If Zeppa had been in his right mind when the savages first found him, it is probable that they would have hunted him down and slain him without remorse  for it is well known that many of the South Sea Islanders regard shipwrecked persons as victims who have no claim on their hospitality, but are a sort of windfall to be killed and devoured. Their treatment of Zeppa, therefore, must have been owing to some feeling of respect or awe, inspired by his obvious insanity, coupled, no doubt, with his commanding size and presence as well as his singular conduct on the occasion of their first meeting.

Whatever the reason, it is certain that the natives amongst whom the poor madmans lot had thus been cast, treated him in an exceptional manner, and with an amount of respect that almost amounted to reverence. At first Ongoloo made a slight attempt to ascertain where his guest had come from, and what was his previous history, but as Zeppa always met such inquiries with one of his sweetest smiles, and with no verbal reply whatever, the chief felt unusually perplexed, dropped the subject, and began to regard the madman as a species of demigod. Of course no one else dared to question him, so that ever afterwards he remained in the eyes of his entertainers as a Great Mystery.

By degrees Zeppa became intimately acquainted with the little boys and girls of the village, and took much pleasure in watching them at play. They soon found out that he was fond of them, and might have become rather troublesome in their attentions to him, if he had been a busy man, but as he had nothing whatever to do except follow his own inclinations, and as his inclinations led him to sympathise with childhood, he was never ruffled by their familiarities or by their wild doings around his tent. He even suffered a few of the very smallest of the brown troop to take liberties with him, and pull his beard.

One brown mite in particular  a female baby of the smallest conceivable dimensions, and the wildest possible spirit  became an immense favourite with him. Her name was Lippy, or some sound which that combination of letters produces.

Lippys mother, a large-eyed, good-looking young woman, with insufficient clothing  at least in the estimate of a Ratingaite  was transfixed the first time she saw her little one practise her familiarities on their demigod.

Zeppa was lying on his back at the time, in front of his hut, when Lippy prowled cautiously towards him, like a very small and sly kitten about to pounce on a very huge dog. She sprang, just as her mother caught sight of her, and was on his broad chest in a moment. The mother was, as we have said, transfixed with alarm. The human kitten seized Zeppa by the beard and laughed immoderately. Zeppa replied with a gentle smile  he never laughed out now  and remained quite still.

Having finished her laugh, Lippy drew herself forward until she was close to her human dogs [image: img144.jpg]chin. At this point her mother would have rushed to the rescue, but she was still paralysed! Having reached the chin Lippy became more audacious, stretched forth one of her little hands, and seized Zeppas nose. Still he did not move, but when the little brown kitten proceeded to thrust a thumb into one of his eyes, he roused himself, seized the child in his powerful hands, and raised her high above his head; then, lowering her until her little mouth was within reach, he kissed her.

This sufficed to relieve the mothers fears, so she retired quietly from the scene.

She was not so easily quieted, however, some weeks later, when she beheld Zeppa, after amusing himself one day with Lippy for half an hour, start up, place her on his shoulder, and stalk off towards the mountains. He absented himself for three days on that occasion. Lippys mother at first became anxious, then terrified, then desperate. She roused Ongoloo to such a pitch that he at last called a council of war. Some of the head men were for immediate pursuit of the madman; others were of opinion that the little brat was not worth so much trouble; a few wretches even expressed the opinion that they were well rid of her  there being already too many female babies in the community!

While the conflict of opinions was at its fiercest, Zeppa stalked into the midst of them with Lippy on his shoulder, looked round with a benignant expression of countenance, delivered the child to her mother, and went off to his hut without uttering a word. The council immediately dissolved itself and retired humiliated.

It was during one of Zeppas occasional absences that the Ratura tribe of natives, as before mentioned, decided to have another brush with the Mountain-men, as they styled their foes.

We are not sure that the word used in the Ratura language was the exact counterpart of the words brush and scrimmage in ours, but it meant the same thing, namely, the cutting of a number of throats, or the battering in of a number of human skulls unnecessarily.

Of course there was a casus belli. There always is among savage as well as civilised nations, and it is a curious coincidence that the reasons given for the necessity for war are about as comprehensible among the civilised as the savage. Of course among civilised nations these reasons for war are said to be always good. Christians, you know, could not kill each other without good reasons; but is it not strange that among educated people, the reasons given for going to war are often very much the reverse of clear?

The origin of the war which was about to be revived, besides being involved in the mists of antiquity, was somewhat shrouded in the clouds of confusion. Cleared of these clouds, and delivered from those mists, it would have been obviously a just  nay, even a holy war  so both parties said, for they both wanted to fight. Unfortunately no living man could clear away the clouds or mists; nevertheless, as they all saw plainly the exceeding righteousness of the war, they could not in honour, in justice, or in common sense, do otherwise than go at it.

At some remote period of antiquity  probably soon after the dispersion at Babel  it was said that the Mountain-men had said to the Raturans, that it had been reported to them that a rumour had gone abroad that they, the men of Ratura, were casting covetous eyes on the summit of their mountain. The Raturans replied that it had never entered into their heads either to covet or to look at the summit of their mountain, but that, if they had any doubts on the subject, they might send over a deputation to meet a Ratura deputation, and hold a palaver to clear the matter up.

The deputations were sent. They met. They palavered for about half-an-hour with an air of sententious sincerity, then the leading chief of the mountaineer deputation cracked the crown of the leading chief of the Raturan deputation, and the two deputations spent the remainder of that day in fighting. Reinforcements came up on both sides. The skirmish became a pitched battle. Blood was shed lavishly, heads were broken beyond repair, and women, coming to the help of the men with the baskets of stones, were slain in considerable numbers, as well as little children who had an inconvenient but not uncommon habit of getting in the way of the combatants. At last the Raturans were driven into the impregnable swamps that bordered part of their country; their villages and crops were burned, and those of their women and children who had not escaped to the swamps were carried into slavery, while the aged of both sexes were slaughtered in cold blood.

It was a complete victory. We are inclined to think that the Mountain-men called it a glorious victory. Judging from the worlds history they probably did, and the mountain women ever afterwards were wont to tell their little ones of the prowess of their forefathers  of the skulls battered in and other deeds of heroism done  in that just and reasonable war!

As centuries rolled on, the old story came to be repeated again, and over again, with slight variations to suit the varying ages. In particular it came to be well understood, and asserted, that that unconquerable desire of the Raturans to take possession of the mountain-top was growing apace and had to be jealously watched and curbed.

In one of the centuries  we are not sure which  the Raturan savages made some advances into their swampy grounds and began to improve them. This region lay very remote from the Mountain-mens villages, but, as it approached the mountain base in a round-about manner, and as the mountain-tops could be distinctly seen from the region, although well-nigh impassable swamps still lay between the reclaimed lands and the mountain base, these advances were regarded as another casus belli, and another war was waged, with practically the same results  damage to everybody concerned, and good to no one.

Thus was the game kept up until the chief Ongoloo began to strut his little hour upon the stage of time.

There are always men, savage as well as civilised, in every region and age, who march in advance of their fellows, either because of intellectual capacity or moral rectitude or both. Ongoloo was one of these. He did not believe in war at any price. He thought it probable that God lived in a state of peace, and argued that what was best for the Creator must naturally be best for the creature.

He therefore tried to introduce a peace-policy into Sugar-loaf Island. His efforts were not successful. The war-party was too strong for him. At last he felt constrained to give in to the force of public opinion and agreed to hold an unarmed palaver with the men of Ratura. The war-at-any-price party would have preferred an armed palaver, but they were overruled.

The Raturans chanced at this time to be in somewhat depressed circumstances, owing to a sickness which had carried off many of their best warriors and left their lands partly waste, so that their finances, if we may so express it were in a bad condition.

Now is our chance  now or never, thought the war-party, and pushed matters to extremity.

On the day appointed for the palaver, one of the most pugnacious of the Mountain-men got leave to open the deliberations.

Youre a low-minded, sneaking son of an ignorant father, he said to the spokesman of the Raturans.

Youre another, retorted his foe.

Having disposed of these preliminary compliments, the speakers paused, glared, and breathed hard.

Of course we give the nearest equivalent in English that we can find for the vernacular used.

You and your greedy forefathers, resumed the Mountain-man, have always kept your false eyes on our mountain-top, and you are looking at it still.

Thats a lie, returned the man of Ratura with savage simplicity.

Had they been armed, it is probable that the palaver would have closed abruptly at this point.

Seeing that the relations between the parties were strained almost to the breaking-point, one of the less warlike among the Ratura chiefs caught his own spokesman by the nape of the neck, and hurled him back among his comrades.

We have not, O valiant men of the Mountain, he said, in a gentle tone, looked upon your hill-tops with desire. We only wish to improve our swamps, increase our sweet-potato grounds, and live at peace.

That is not true, retorted the fiery Mountain-man, and we must have a promise from you that you will let the swamps alone, and not advance one step nearer to the top of our mountain.

But the swamps are not yours, objected the other.

No matter  they are not yours. They are neutral ground, and must not be touched.

Well, we will not touch them, said the peaceful Raturan.

This reply disconcerted the fiery mountaineer, for he was anxious to fight.

But that is not enough, he resumed, as a bright idea struck him, you must promise not even to look at our mountain.

The man of Ratura reflecting how ill able his tribe was to go to war just then, agreed not even to look at the mountain!

More than that resumed the mountaineer, you must not even wink at it.

We will not even wink at it, replied his foe. Still further, continued the warlike mountaineer in sheer desperation, you must not even think of it.

We will not think of it answered the accommodating man of Ratura.

Bah! you may go  you peace-loving cowards, said the disappointed mountaineer, turning on his heel in bitter disappointment.

Yes, you may go  in peace! said Ongoloo with sententious gravity, waving his band grandly to the retiring men of Ratura, and walking off with an air of profound solemnity, though he could not help laughing  in his arm, somewhere, as he had not a sleeve to do it in.

But the Raturans did not go in peace. They went away with bitter animosity in their hearts, and some of them resolved to have a brush with their old foes, come what might.

Savages do not, as a rule, go through the formality of declaring war by withdrawing ambassadors. They are much more prone to begin war with that deceptive act styled a surprise.

Smarting under the taunts of their foes, the Raturans resolved to make an attack on the enemys village that very night, but Ongoloo was more than a match for them. Suspecting their intentions, he stalked them when the shades of evening fell, heard all their plans while concealed among the long grass, and then, hastening home, collected his warriors.

It chanced that Zeppa had returned from one of his rambles at the time and was lying in his hut.

Will you come out with us and fight? demanded Ongoloo, entering abruptly.

The mention of fighting seemed to stir some chord which jarred in Zeppas mind, for he shook his head and frowned. It is possible that, if the savage had explained how matters stood, the poor madman might have consented, but the chief had not the time, perhaps not the will, for that. Turning quickly round, therefore, he went off as abruptly as he had entered.

Zeppa cared nothing for that. Indeed he soon forgot the circumstance, and, feeling tired, lay down to sleep.

Meanwhile Ongoloo marched away with a body of picked men to station himself in a narrow pass through which he knew that the invading foe would have to enter. He was hugely disgusted to be thus compelled to fight, after he had congratulated himself on having brought the recent palaver to so peaceful an issue. He resolved, however, only to give his enemies a serious fright, for he knew full well that if blood should flow, the old war-spirit would return, and the ancient suspicion and hatred be revived and intensified. Arranging his plans therefore, with this end in view, he resolved to take that peaceful, though thieving, humorist Wapoota, into his secret councils.

Summoning him, after the ambush had been properly arranged and the men placed, he said, Come here, you villain.

Wapoota knew that Ongoloo was not displeased with him by the nature of his address. He therefore followed, without anxiety, to a retired spot among the bush-covered rocks.

You can screech, Wapoota?

Yes, chief, answered the ex-thief in some surprise, I can screech like a parrot the size of a whale.

That will do. And you love peace, like me, Wapoota, and hate bloodshed, though you love thieving.

True, chief, returned the other, modestly.

Well then, listen  and if you tell any one what I say to you, I will squeeze the eyes out of your head, punch the teeth from your jaws, and extract the oil from your backbone.

Wapoota thought that this was pretty strong for a man who had just declared his hatred of bloodshed, but he said nothing.

You know the rock, something in shape like your own nose, at the foot of this pass? said Ongoloo.

I know it, chief.

Well, go there; hide yourself, and get ready for a screech. When you see the Ratura dogs come in sight, give it out  once  only once,  and if you dont screech well, Ill teach you how to do it better afterwards. Wait then till you hear and see me and my men come rushing down the track, and then screech a second time. Only once, mind! but let it be long and strong. You understand? Now  away!

Like a bolt from a crossbow Wapoota sped. He had not been in hiding two minutes when the Ratura party came stealthily towards the rock before mentioned. Wapoota gathered himself up for a supreme effort. The head of the enemys column appeared in view  then there burst, as if from the bosom of silent night, a yell such as no earthly parrot ever uttered or whale conceived. The very blood in the veins of all stood still. Their limbs refused to move. Away over the rolling plain went the horrid sound till it gained the mountain where, after being buffeted from cliff to crag, it finally died out far up among the rocky heights.

A device of the Ratura dogs to frighten us, growled Ongoloo to those nearest him. Come, follow me, and remember, not a sound till I shout.

The whole party sprang up and followed their chief at full gallop down the pass. The still petrified Raturans heard the sound of rushing feet. When Wapoota saw the dark forms of his comrades appear, he filled his chest and opened his mouth, and the awful skirl arose once again, as if to pollute the night-air. Then Ongoloo roared. With mingled surprise and ferocity his men took up the strain, as they rushed towards the now dimly visible foe.

Savage nerves could stand no more. The Raturans turned and fled as one man. They descended the pass as they had never before descended it; they coursed over the plains like grey-hounds; they passed through their own villages like a whirlwind; drew most of the inhabitants after them like the living tail of a mad comet, and only stopped when they fell exhausted on the damp ground in the remotest depths of their own dismal swamps.




Chapter Seven.

Strange to say, the anger of the Raturans was not assuaged by the rebuff which they received at that time. They took counsel again, and resolved to wait till the suspicions of the Mountain-men had been allayed, and then attack them when off their guard.

Meanwhile Zeppa, who did not at all concern himself with these matters, took it into his head one day that he would teach his little favourite, Lippy, to sing. Being a religious man he naturally selected hymns as the foundation of his teaching. At first he found it rather up-hill work, for Lippy happened to be gifted with a strong sense of the ludicrous, so that when he took her on his knee  the day on which the idea occurred to him  opened his mouth, and gave forth the first notes of a hymn in a fine sonorous bass voice, the child gazed at him for a few moments in open-eyed wonder, and then burst into an uncontrollable fit of open-mouthed laughter.

Poor Zeppa! till that day, since his mental break-down, the idea of singing had never once occurred to him, and this reception of his first attempt to teach disconcerted him. He stopped abruptly and gazed at the child with a perplexed expression. This gaze was evidently regarded by Lippy as an additional touch of humour, for she went off into renewed explosions of delight and the lesson had to be given up for that time. Zeppa was gifted, however, with patient perseverance in a remarkable degree. He renewed his efforts, but changed his plan. From that time forward he took to humming hymns in a low, sweet voice, as if for his own amusement. In a short time he had the satisfaction of hearing Lippy attempt, of her own accord, to sing one of the hymns that had taken her fancy. She went wrong in one or two notes, however, which gave Zeppa the opportunity of putting her right. He took her on his knee, and told her, in her own tongue, to try it again.

Listen, this is the way, he said, opening his mouth to give an example; but the first note had scarcely begun to sound when Lippy thrust her brown fist into his mouth, and told him to stop. She would sing it herself!

Accordingly, she began in a sweet, tiny little voice, and her teacher gazed at her with intense pleasure depicted on his handsome face until she reached the note where she had formerly gone wrong.

No  not so; sing thus, he said, giving the right notes.

The pupil took it up at once, and thus the singing lessons were fairly begun.

But the matter did not rest here, for Lippy, proud of her new acquirement soon began to exhibit her powers to her little companions, and ere long a few of the smallest of these ventured to creep into Zeppas hut while the daily lesson was going on. Gradually they grew bolder, and joined in the exercise. Zeppa took pleasure in helping them, and at last permitted as many as could crowd into his hut to do so. Those who could not get inside sat on the ground outside, and, as the hut was open in front, the gathering soon increased. Thus, insensibly, without a well-defined intention or effort on the part of any one, the praise of God and the sweet name of Jesus ascended to heaven from that heathen village.

The assembling of these children for their lesson brought powerfully to Zeppas mind, one day, the meetings of the Ratinga people for worship, and the appropriateness of beginning with prayer occurred to him. Accordingly, that morning, just as he was about to commence the hymns, he clasped his hands, raised his eyes, and briefly asked Gods blessing on the work.

Profound astonishment kept the little ones quiet, and before they had time to recover the prayer was over.

Zeppas mode of terminating the assembly was characteristic. He did not like to order the children away, much less to put them out of his hut, and the little creatures, being fond of the teacher, were prone to remain too long. When, therefore, he thought it time to close, he simply rose up and took himself off, leaving his congregation to disperse when and how it pleased! Sometimes on these occasions he would remain away for, perhaps, two or three days, having totally forgotten the singing class, to the great disappointment of the children.

One night, while he was thus absent, the men of Ratura delivered the attack which they had long meditated.

It was an unusually dark and still night; such a night as tends almost irresistibly to quiet and subdue wayward spirits, and induces man to think of his Creator. Such a night as is apt to fill the guilty conscience with unresting fears, as though it felt the near approach of that avenging sword which sooner or later it must meet.

Nevertheless, unmoved by its influences  except in so far as it suited their dark designs  the Raturans chose it for the fell purpose of invading their neighbours lands, and exterminating their ancient foes; for, driven to desperation by the taunts and scorn of the Mountain-men, they felt that nothing short of extermination would suffice. And they were right. Extermination of the sinners, or the sins, was indeed their only chance of peace! Not knowing the Gospel method of blotting out the latter, their one resource lay in obliterating the former.

In the dead of night  that darkest hour when deeds of villainy and violence are usually done  the Raturan chief once more assembled his men from all quarters of the rolling plains and the dismal swamps, until the entire force of the tribe was under his command.

Leaving the aged men and boys to protect the women and children, those dark-skinned warriors marched away to battle  not with the flaunting banners and martial music of civilised man, but with the profound silence and the stealthy tread of the savage. Though the work in hand was the same, the means to the end were different; we will therefore describe them.

Had it been a daylight battle to which they went forth, their women and boys would have followed with reserve ammunition in the shape of baskets full of stones, and spare javelins; but, being a night attack, the fighting men went alone  each armed with a heavy club, a light spear, and a stone knife or hatchet.

Arrived at the pass where they had met with such a singular repulse on a former occasion, the main body was halted, and scouts were sent out in advance to see that all was clear. Then the plan of attack was formed. One detachment was to approach the enemys village on the right; another was to go round to the left; while the main body was to advance in front.

There is a proverb relating to the plans of men as well as mice, which receives verification in every land and time. Its truth received corroboration at this time on Sugar-loaf Island. On that same night it chanced that the chief Ongoloo was unable to sleep. He sent for his prime-ministerial-jester and one of his chiefs, to whom he proposed a ramble. The chief and jester professed themselves charmed with the proposal, although each had been roused from a pleasant slumber.

In the course of the ramble they came unexpectedly on one of the Raturan scouts, whom they temporarily extinguished with a club. Ongoloo became at once alive to the situation, and took instant action.

Wapoota! he said in an excited whisper, run to the rear of the foe. Go swiftly, like the sea bird. When you get there, yell, shriek  like  like  you know how! As you did last time! Change your ground at each yell  so they will think you a host. Fear not to be captured. Your death is nothing. Away!

A kick facilitated Wapootas flight, and the two chiefs returned at speed to rouse the sleeping camp.

Wapoota performed his part nobly  and without being captured, for he did not agree with Ongoloo as to the unimportance of his own death! At the unexpected outcry in the rear the Raturans halted, and held a hasty council of war.

Let us go back and fight them, said one.

No use, they are evil spirits  not men, said another.

Some agreed with the former  some with the latter.

While we waste time here, said the leading chief, the mountain dogs will get ready for us. Come! Forward!

The chief was right. Ongoloos ruse caused delay, so that when the Raturans reached the village they found armed men ready to receive them. These they attacked with great courage, and waged a somewhat scrambling fight until daylight enabled each party to concentrate its forces.

Meanwhile, at the first alarm, the women and children of the village had been sent off to the mountains for safety. Among the fugitives were Lippy and her mother. These happened to meet with the enemys detachment which had been sent to assault the village on the left. The women scattered and fled. The savage warriors pursued, and several were taken, among them Lippy and her mother, who were promptly despatched to the rear. Those of the broken band that escaped continued their flight to the hills.

They had not gone far when they met Zeppa returning from one of his rambles. His surprise on hearing that the village had been attacked was great and his anxiety considerable. Although he had refused to go out to war with his entertainers, he felt no disposition to stand idly by when they were attacked. Disordered though his mind was, he could make a clear distinction between aggressive war and self-defence.

And where is Lippy? he asked, glancing round on the terrified faces.

She is caught and carried away  with her mother.

What! exclaimed Zeppa, with a flash of his bright eyes that told of natural rage mingling with the fires of insanity.

The women did not wait for more. They ran away from him in terror.

But Zeppa had heard enough. Turning his face towards the village he sped over the ground at a pace that soon brought him in sight of the combatants, who seemed to be swaying to and fro  now here, now there  as the tide of battle flowed and victory leaned sometimes to one side sometimes to the other.

Zeppa was unarmed. As he drew near he was observed by both parties to stop abruptly in his career, and wrench out of the ground a stake that had been meant for the corner-post of a newly-begun hut. It resembled the great club of Hercules rather than a weapon of modern man.

Whirling it like a feather round his head, the maniac rushed on. He was thoroughly roused. A feeling of desperate anxiety coupled with a sense of horrible injustice had set his spirit in a blaze. His great size, which became more apparent as he advanced, his flashing eyes, compressed lips, and the wild flowing of his uncut hair and beard, gave him altogether an aspect so terrible that his foes trembled, while his friends rejoiced, and when at last he uttered a roar like a mad bull, and launched himself into the thickest of the fight the Raturans could not stand it, but turned and fled in a body under the impression that he was more than human. He was too fleet for them, however. Overtaking a flying knot, he brought the the corner-post down on the mass, and three warriors were levelled with the ground. Then, hurling the mighty club away as if it were a mere hindrance to him, he ran straight at the leader of the Raturans, who, being head and shoulders above his fellows, seemed a suitable foe to single out.

Before reaching him, however, his attention was arrested by a cry from some one in the midst of the enemy in front. It was the voice of Wapoota, who was trying to break his way through the flying foe to his own people.

Fortunately Zeppa recognised the voice, and darted towards his friend, who was hard pressed at the time by a crowd of opponents.

One roar from the maniac sent these flying like chaff before the wind. It must be added, however, for the credit of the men of Ratura, that Ongoloo and his warriors had backed up their new leader gallantly.

When Wapoota saw his deliverer, he ran to him, panting, and said  

Come with me  this way  Lippy is here!

That was sufficient. Zeppa became submissive like a child, while the jester, taking him by the hand, ran with him at racing speed in the direction of the Raturan villages, towards which the child and her mother were being led by the party which had captured them.

This was briefly explained to Zeppa by Wapoota, who had chanced to encounter the party when returning from his yelling mission, if we may so express it.

The race was a long one, but neither the madman nor his friend flagged until they overtook the party. It consisted of about thirty warriors, but if it had been thirty hundred it would have made no difference in the effect of Zeppas roar and aspect as he rushed upon them with obviously awful intentions, though without arms. In fact the latter circumstance tended rather to increase the fears of the superstitious natives. They fled as one man at the first sight of the maniac and Lippy was recovered!

Instantly Zeppas ferocity vanished, and the tenderest of smiles rippled over his face as he took the child in his arms and kissed her.

But Wapoota did not feel quite so easy, for in their mad race they had outstripped the flying enemy, bands of whom were constantly passing them in their flight before the Mountain-men. His anxieties, however, were groundless, for no sooner did any of the Raturans set eyes on Zeppa, than, with howls of consternation, they diverged at a tangent like hunted hares, and coursed away homeward on the wings of terror.

As on former occasions of conquest, the Mountain-men pursued the flying host into their swamps, but they did not, as in former times, return to slay the aged and carry the women and children into captivity.

To the surprise of all his followers, and the anger of not a few, Ongoloo commanded his men to return to their village and leave the Raturans alone. One of his chiefs, who showed a disposition to resist his authority, he promptly knocked down, whereupon the rest became obedient and went quietly home.

On reaching the village, Zeppa went straight to his hut with Lippy on his shoulder. Apparently he had forgotten all about the recent fight for, without even waiting to take food or rest he sat down, and began to give his little friend a singing lesson!

With the air of a little princess, who felt that she was only receiving her due, the child accepted the attention. Her young companions, attracted by the sweet sounds, soon flocked to the old place of rendezvous, and when the last of the straggling warriors returned from the field of battle they found the singing class going full swing as if nothing had happened.

But when the wounded and the dead were brought in, other sounds began to arise  sounds of wailing and woe, which soon drowned the hymns of praise. As soon as Zeppa became fully alive to this fact he ceased singing and went about trying to comfort those who wept but, from his perplexed air, and the frequency with which he paused in his wanderings to and fro and passed his hand across his brow, as if to clear away some misty clouds that rested there, it was evident that his shattered intellect had taken in a very imperfect impression of what had occurred.

As if to get rid of this beclouded state, he started off that evening at a quick walk towards his favourite haunts among the hills. No one ever followed him on these occasions. The natives regarded his person as in some measure sacred, and would have deemed it not only dangerous but insolent to go up among the rocky heights when the madman was known to be there.

Once, indeed, Wapoota, with that presumptuous temerity which is a characteristic of fools in general, ventured, on the strength of old acquaintance, to follow him, and even went towards the well known cave where he had found refuge and protection in the day of his distress; but Zeppa had either forgotten his former intercourse with the jester or intended to repudiate the connection, for he did not receive him kindly.

On the way up, Wapoota, who felt somewhat timorous about the visit, had made up his mind as to the best mode of address with which to approach his friend. He had decided that, although he was not particularly youthful, the language and manner of a respectful son to a revered father would best befit the occasion. Accordingly when he reached the cave and saw Zeppa busy beside his fire with a cocoa-nut, he assumed a stooping attitude of profound respect, and drew near.

Zeppa looked up with a frown, as if annoyed at the intrusion.

Your unworthy son, began Wapoota, comes to

But he got no further. He could not well have hit upon a more unfortunate phrase.

My unworthy son! shouted Zeppa, leaping up, while unearthly fires seemed to shoot from his distended eyes. My son! son! Ha! ha-a-a-a!

The horrified intruder heard the terminal yell, and saw the maniac bound over the fire towards him, but he saw and heard no more, for his limbs became suddenly endued with something like electric vitality. He turned and shot over a small precipice, as if flung from an ancient catapult. What he alighted on he did not know, still less did he care. It was sufficiently soft to prevent death.

Another awful cry echoed and re-echoed from the heights above, and intensified the electric battery within him. He went down the slopes regardless of gradient at a pace that might have left even Zeppa behind if he had followed; but Zeppa did not follow.

When Wapoota went over the precipice and disappeared, Zeppa halted and stood erect, gazing with a questioning aspect at the sky, and drawing his hand slowly across his brows with that wearied and puzzled aspect which had become characteristic.

Returning after a few minutes to his cave, he reseated himself quietly beside his fire, and, with his usual placid expression, devoted himself earnestly to his cocoa-nut.

That was the first and last occasion on which the poor madman experienced intrusion from the natives in his mountain retreat.




Chapter Eight.

Let us return, now, to our miserable and half-hearted pirate, far out upon the raging sea.

It must not be supposed that the Pacific Ocean is always peaceful. No  there are days and nights when its winds howl, and its billows roar, and heave, and fume, with all the violence and fury of any other terrestrial sea.

On one such night, the pirates barque was tossed like a cork on the Pacifics heaving bosom, while the shrieking winds played, as it were, fiendishly with the fluttering shreds of sails which they had previously blown to ribbons.

Richard Rosco stood beside the weather-bulwarks holding on to one of the mizzen back-stays. His mate Redford assisted the man at the wheel.

Upwards of three years of Roscos rule had subdued Redford to the condition of a hypocritical and sly, but by no means a submissive, savage. One or two spurts at the commencement of their career had satisfied the mate, as well as the men, that the only way to overcome Rosco was to take his life; and as Redford had not sufficient courage, and the men no desire, to do that, they pursued their evil courses in comparative harmony. Nevertheless, the pirate captain knew well that the savage Redford was more acceptable to the pirates than himself so he determined to carry out intentions which had been simmering in his brain for some time, and rid the pirate crew of his presence.

We will sight the island to-morrow afternoon, sir, if this holds, said the mate.

I know it, answered Rosco.

There is no good anchorage around it, continued the mate.

So you have told me before, returned the captain, but it matters not; we shall not anchor.

Not anchor! repeated Redford in surprise. I understood that we were to land there to ship sandal-wood. The crew thought so too, and Im quite sure

Well  go on  what are you sure of?

Oh! nothing  only sure that Captain Rosco understands his own intentions best.

Rosco made no reply, and nothing further passed between the inharmonious pair at that time. Next day the gale abated, and, as Redford had predicted, Sugar-loaf Island was sighted in the afternoon.

Running close in under the shelter of the mountain, the barque was hove-to and a boat lowered.

The crew will take arms with them, I suppose, sir? asked the mate.

Of course, though there will not be occasion for them, as there are no natives at this part of the island. I merely wish to ascend the hill to reconnoitre. You will go with me. Put your pistols in your belt, and fetch my rifle. We may get some fresh meat among the hills.

Breech-loading rifles had just come into fashion at that time, and the pirate captain had possessed himself of a double-barrelled one, with which he became wonderfully expert. This weapon was put into the boat with a large pouch full of cartridges. No comments were made in regard to this, the pirates having been accustomed to see their commander land in various places for a days shooting, the result of which was usually an acceptable addition of fresh food to their larder.

Remain by the boat, lads, till we return, said Rosco, leaping out when the keel grated on the shore. Come with me, Redford.

The mate obeyed, following his commander towards the same ravine where, about four years before, they had seen poor Zeppa disappear among the recesses of the mountain. Redford felt a little surprise, and more than a little discomfort, at the peculiar conduct of his captain; but he comforted himself with the thought that if he should attempt any violence, there was a brace of pistols in his belt, and a cutlass at his side. He even for a moment meditated using the pistols when he looked at Roscos broad back; but he knew that some of the men in the boat had a sort of sneaking fondness for their captain, and refrained  at least till he should get out of sight of the boat and into the shelter of the woods where his actions could not be seen, and any account of the affair might be coloured to suit his convenience.

Richard Rosco divined pretty well what was passing in his mates mind. He also knew that as long as they were in sight of the boat, his enemy would not dare to injure him; he therefore threw his rifle carelessly over his shoulder, and walked with the most easy air of nonchalance over the strip of level land that lay between the sea and the forest that fringed the mountain base.

On the instant of entering the mouth of the ravine, however, he wheeled suddenly round and said  

Now, Redford, you will lead the way, and I will direct you.

The mate was startled, and his right hand moved, as if by involuntary impulse, toward the handle of a pistol.

Instantly the muzzle of the captains rifle was pointed at his breast.

Drop your hand! he said sternly. Another such threat, and I will shoot you with as much indifference as I would a sneaking dog. Now go on and do as I bid you.

Redford gave in at once. He was at Roscos mercy. Without a word he passed on in advance, and ascended the ravine with a quick, steady step. To say the truth, he knew well that while his commander, on the one hand, would not threaten what he did not mean to perform, on the other hand he would never shed human blood needlessly. He therefore felt less troubled than might have been expected.

They soon reached a small eminence or rocky plateau, from which was obtained a splendid view of the sea, with the barque floating like a large albatross on its surface. From that point the boat could also be clearly seen, and every step of the path by which they had reached the eminence.

Now, Redford, said Rosco, throwing his rifle into the hollow of his left arm, so as to bring the muzzle full on the mates chest, while, with the forefinger of his right hand, he lightly touched the triggers, draw your pistols from your belt, and be very careful how you do it  very careful  for if, even by chance, you touch hammer or trigger, you are a dead man.

There was something of banter in Roscos manner, yet this was associated with an air and tone of such calm decision that the mate felt curiously uncomfortable. He obeyed orders, however, promptly, and stood with a pistol in each hand. It must have been a tantalising position, for, had they been cocked, he could have blown out Roscos brains in a moment. Indeed, he was sorely tempted to break the half-cock catch on the chance of one or both going off, but his commanders eye and muzzle forbade it.

Drop them, said Rosco, suddenly.

If they had been red-hot irons, the mate could scarcely have let them go more quickly. It almost seemed as if his guilty desire had passed into the weapons and intensified the laws of gravitation  they came to the rock with such a clatter.

That will do. Now, two paces step  back, march! Splendid. Why, Redford, I had no idea you were so well up in your drill, said Rosco, stepping to the spot beside the pistols, which the mate had just vacated. You are fit to act fugleman to the British army. Now, clasp your hands behind your back, and dont unclasp them till I give you leave. Its a new piece of drill but not difficult to learn.

The cowed pirate was too much alarmed to be amused by this last sally. He stood, sulkily it is true, but anxiously, awaiting further orders.

Look here, Redford, continued the pirate captain. I want to prove to you that the distance from this spot to the boat is about five hundred yards. You see that gull on the water? It is about the same distance off as the boat  well

He sighted his rifle for five hundred yards, took a rapid aim, fired, and the gull, leaping its own height out of the water, fell back dead.

Oh! dont start my fine fellow, you forget the other barrel!

The reminder was in time to check an unwise impulse on the mates part.

Now, continued Rosco, assuming a more serious tone, I have brought you here for a last conversation. You have long desired to command that vessel, and I have long desired to resign the command. We shall both have our desires gratified this day. I intend to take up my abode here; you are free to go where you please  but not to come here again. Lay my words to heart, now, and let me advise you to impress them on your crew. If you ever venture to come to this island again, I promise you to shoot every man that puts his foot upon the shore, and to shoot all that follow, as long as my ammunition lasts. And, you see, I have brought a pretty large bag of it on shore, which I do not mean to waste on gulls, or anything else. I mean to keep it entirely for your benefit, my worthy friend  so, after this warning, you will please yourself, and take your own course. Now, go down to the boat; row straight back to your ship, tell your crew whatever you choose as to our interview, and go where you please. But bear in mind that my rifle will cover you during every step that you take from this spot down to the beach, ay, and after you have left the beach too, until you are safe on board. Remember, also, that the rifle is sighted for one thousand yards, and that the barque is not much farther off than that. Go!

The last word was uttered in such a tone, that Redford instantly turned, and, without even a word of reply, retraced his steps to the shore. Then he promptly embarked, and the men promptly shoved off while Rosco sat on the rocky eminence, quietly watching them.

No words did Redford speak to his wondering men, except such as were needed to direct the boat. On gaining the vessel, he sprang up the side, ordered all sail to be set and the guns to be loaded. When the vessel had increased her distance a few hundred yards from the shore, he brought her broadside to bear on the land, and then, having carefully laid the guns, gave the word to fire.

The hull of the pirate vessel was instantly enveloped in a snowy curtain of smoke, and, next moment, the echoes of the hills were rudely startled by a thunderous crash, while a dozen or more iron balls burst like bomb-shells on the cliffs immediately above the spot where Rosco sat, sending showers of rock in all direction; and driving the sea-mews in shrieking terror from their nests.

A mere waste of ammunition, murmured Rosco, with a contemptuous curl of his lip, as he rose. But the next may be better aimed, so Ill bid you good-bye, Redford!

Descending into the ravine, he was soon safe from the iron messengers of death, of which the enraged Redford sent another group ashore before finally bidding the island farewell.

Now, it so happened that Zeppa was ascending the Sugar-loaf mountain on its other side, when all this cannonading was going on. He was naturally surprised at such unwonted sounds, and, remembering that cannon implied ships, and that ships were necessary to deliverance from his enforced exile, he naturally hastened his steps, and experienced an unusual degree of excitement.

When he reached his favourite outlook  a ledge of flat land on the southern face of the hill, partially covered with bushes  he saw the pirate vessel sailing away from the island, and the smoke of her two broadsides rising like two snowy cloudlets into the blue sky. At first an expression of disappointment flitted across Zeppas countenance, but it quickly passed, leaving the usual air of childlike submission behind. He sat down on a ledge of rock, and gazed long and wistfully at the retreating vessel. Then, casting his eyes upwards to the blue vault, he gave way to an impulse which had been growing upon him for some time  he began to pray aloud.

It was while he was engaged in this act of devotion that Richard Rosco came upon the scene.

At the first sound of the madmans deep voice, the pirate stopped and listened with a feeling of superstitious dread which seemed to check the very action of his heart  for, at the moment, a few bushes concealed his old enemy from his sight. Stepping cautiously forward, he could see through the interlacing boughs without himself being seen; and then the blood forsook his visage, and his limbs trembled as if he had been a paralysed old man.

Could the man before him, in tattered garments, with the dishevelled mass of flowing, curly, iron-grey hair, with the long, heavy beard and moustache, the hollow cheeks, and the wonderfully solemn eyes  could that be Zeppa? It seemed impossible, yet there was no mistaking the well known and still handsome features, or the massive, sinewy frame  still less was it possible to doubt the deep, sonorous voice. But then  Zeppa had been seen on Ratinga Island, and the description given of him by those who had seen him had been so exact that Rosco had never doubted his return home and recovery of reason.

Whatever he thought or felt, however, the pirates whole being was soon absorbed in the madmans prayer. It was simple, like himself. He asked for permission to return home, and made a humble confession of sin. From the tenor of it, there could be no doubt that poor Zeppa had come to regard his exile as a direct punishment from God. Then the prayer changed to a petition for blessings on his wife and son and the deep voice became deeper and full of tenderness.

The pirate experienced a shock of surprise  was the son, then, still alive? And, if so, how came Zeppa to know? He could not know it! The man before him must either be the creature of his own disordered fancy, or a real visitant from the world of spirits!

As these thoughts coursed like lightning through the pirates brain, he was suddenly startled by the sound of his own name.

And Rosco, said the madman, still looking steadily up into the sky, while a dark frown slowly gathered on his brow Oh! God, curse  no  no, no. Forgive me, Lord, and forgive him, and save him from his sins. He stopped abruptly here, and looked confused.

The mention of the pirate and his sins seemed to remind the poor father that his son had been murdered, and yet, somehow, he had fancied him alive, and had been praying for him! He could not understand it at all. The old look of mingled perplexity and patient submission was beginning again to steal over his face, and his hand was in the familiar act of passing over the troubled brow, when Zeppas eyes alighted on Roscos countenance.

It would be difficult to say which, at that moment, most resembled a maniac. The sight of his enemy did more, perhaps, to restore Zeppa to a spurious kind of sanity than anything that had occurred since the fatal day of his bereavement, and called up an expression of fierce indignation to his countenance. All memory of his previous prayer vanished, and he glared for a moment at the pirate with intense fury.

At the same time Rosco stood with blanched cheeks, intense horror in his eyes, his lower jaw dropped, and his whole frame, as it were, transfixed.

The inaction of both was, however, but momentary. The madman sprang up, clutched the heavy staff he was wont to use in climbing the hills, and rushed impetuously but without word or cry at his foe. The pirate, brave though he undoubtedly was, lost all self-control, and fled in abject terror. Fortunately, the first part of the descent from the spot was unobstructed; for, in the then condition of their feelings, both men would probably have flung themselves over any precipice that had lain in their way. A few moments, however, sufficed to restore enough of self-possession to the pirate to enable him to direct his course with some intelligence. He naturally followed the path by which he had ascended, and soon gained the beach, closely followed by Zeppa.

In speed the two men were at the time well matched, for any advantage that Zeppa had in point of size and strength was counterbalanced by the youth and superstitious terror of Rosco. At first, indeed, the madman gained on his foe, but as the impetuosity of his first dash abated, the pirates courage returned, and, warming to the race, he held his ground.

Like hare and greyhound they coursed along the level patch of ground that lay on that side of the island, until they came in sight of the swampy land, covered with low but dense wood which bounded the lands of the Raturans. Dismay overwhelmed the pirate at first sight of it. Then hope rebounded into his soul, and he put on a spurt which carried him considerably ahead of his pursuer. He reached the edge of the swamp-land, and dashed into its dark recesses. He had barely entered it a few yards when he plunged into water up to the neck. The heavy root of a tree chanced to hang over him. Drawing himself close beneath it, he remained quite still. It was his best  indeed his only  chance.

Next moment Zeppa plunged headlong into another part of the same half-hidden pool. Arising, like some shaggy monster of the swamp, with weeds and slimy plants trailing from his locks, he paused a moment, as if to make sure of his direction before resuming the chase. At that moment he was completely in the power of the pirate, for his broad back was not more than a few feet from the screen of roots and tendrils by which Rosco was partially hidden. The temptation was strong. The pirate drew the keen knife that always hung at his girdle, but a feeling of pity induced him to hesitate. The delay sufficed to save Zeppas life. Next moment he seized an overhanging branch, drew himself out of the swamp, and sped on his way; but, having lost sight of his enemy, he soon paused and looked round with indecision.

It must have been a dream, he muttered, and began to retrace his steps with an air of humiliation, as if half ashamed of having given way to such excitement. From his hiding-place the pirate saw him pass, and watched him out of sight. Then, clambering quickly out of the stagnant pool, he pushed deeper and deeper into the recesses of the morass, regardless of every danger, except that of falling into the madmans hands.




Chapter Nine.

Who shall tell, or who shall understand, the thoughts of Richard Rosco, the ex-pirate, as he wandered, lost yet regardless, in that dismal swamp?

The human spirit is essentially galvanic. It jumps like a grasshopper, bounds like a kangaroo. The greatest of men can only restrain it in a slight degree. The small men either have exasperating trouble with it, or make no attempt to curb it at all. It is a rebellious spirit. The best of books tells us that, Greater is he that ruleth it, than he that taketh a city.

Think of that, youngster, whoever you are, who readeth this. Think of the conquerors of the world. Think of the Great Alexander, whose might was so tremendous that he subjugated kingdoms and spent his life in doing little else. Think of Napoleon the Great, whose armies ravaged Europe from the Atlantic [image: img145.jpg]to Asia: who even began  though he failed to finish  the conquest of Africa; who made kings as you might make pasteboard men, and filled the civilised world with fear, as well as with blood and graves  all for his own glorification! Think of these and other great men, and reflect that it is written, He who rules his own spirit is greater than they.

Yes, the human spirit is difficult to deal with, and uncomfortably explosive. At least so Richard Rosco found it when, towards the close of the day on which his enemy chased him into the dismal swamp, he sat down on a gnarled root and began to reflect.

His spirit jumped almost out of him with contempt, when he thought that for the first time in his life, he had fled in abject terror from the face of man! He could not conceal that from himself, despite the excuse suggested by pride  that he had half believed Zeppa to be an apparition. What even if that were true? Had he not boastfully said more than once that he would defy the foul fiend himself if he should attempt to thwart him? Then his spirit bounded into a region of disappointed rage when he thought of the lost opportunity of stabbing his enemy to the heart. After that, unbidden, and in spite of him, it dropped into an abyss of something like fierce despair when he recalled the past surveyed the present, and forecast the future. Truly, if hell ever does begin to men on earth, it began that day to the pirate, as he sat in the twilight on the gnarled root, with one of his feet dangling in the slimy water, his hands clasped so tight that the knuckles stood out white, and his eyes gazing upwards with an expression that seemed the very embodiment of woe.

Then his spirit lost its spring, and he began to crawl, in memory, on the shores of other days. He thought of the days when, comparatively innocent he rambled on the sunny hills of old England; played and did mischief with comrades; formed friendships and fought battles, and knew what it was to experience good impulses; understood the joy of giving way to these, as well as the depression consequent on resisting them; and recalled the time when he regarded his mother as the supreme judge in every case of difficulty  the only comforter in every time of sorrow.

At this point his spirit grovelled like a crushed worm in the stagnant pool of his despair, for he had no hope. He had sinned every opportunity away. He had defied God and man, and nothing was left to him, apparently, save a fearful looking-for of judgment.

As he bent over the pool he saw his own distorted visage dimly reflected therein, and the thought occurred, Why not end it all at once? Five minutes at the utmost and all will be over! The pirate was a physically brave man beyond his fellows. He had courage to carry the idea into effect but after death the judgment! Where had he heard these words? They were strange to him, but they were not new. Those who are trained in the knowledge of Gods Word are not as a general rule, moved in an extraordinary degree by quotations from it. It is often otherwise with those who have had little of it instilled into them in youth and none in later years. That which may seem to a Christian but a familiar part of the old, old story, sometimes becomes to hundreds and thousands of human beings a startling revelation. It was so to the pirate on this occasion. The idea of judgment took such a hold of him that he shrank from death with far more fear than he ever had, with courage, faced it in days gone by. Trembling, terrified, abject he sat there, incapable of consecutive thought or intelligent action.

At last the gloom which had been slowly deepening over the swamp sank into absolute blackness, and the chills of night, which were particularly sharp in such places, began to tell upon him. But he did not dare to move, lest he should fall into the swamp. Slowly he extended himself on the root; wound his arms and fingers convulsively among leaves and branches, and held on like a drowning man. An ague-fit seemed to have seized him, for he trembled violently in every limb; and as his exhausted spirit was about to lose itself in sleep, or, as it seemed to him, in death, he gave vent to a subdued cry, God be merciful to me a sinner!

Rest, such as it was, refreshed the pirate, and when the grey dawn, struggling through the dense foliage, awoke him, he rose up with a feeling of submissiveness which seemed, somehow, to restore his energy.

He was without purpose, however, for he knew nothing of his surroundings, and, of course, could form no idea of what was best to be done. In these circumstances he rose with a strange sensation of helplessness, and wandered straight before him.

And oh! how beautiful were the scenes presented to his vision! Everything in this world is relative. That which is hideous at one time is lovely at another. In the night the evening, or at the grey dawn, the swamp was indeed dismal in the extreme; but when the morning advanced towards noon all that was changed, as if magically, by the action of the sun. Black, repulsive waters reflected patches of the bright blue sky, and every leaf, and spray, and parasite, and tendril, that grew in the world above was faithfully mirrored in the world below. Vistas of gnarled roots and graceful stems and drooping boughs were seen on right and left, before and behind, extending as if into infinite space, while innumerable insects, engaged in the business of their brief existence, were filling the region with miniature melodies.

But Richard Rosco saw it not. At least it made no sensible impression on him. His mental retina was capable of receiving only two pictures: the concentrated accumulation of past sin  the terrible anticipation of future retribution. Between these two, present danger and suffering were well-nigh forgotten.

Towards noon, however, the sense of hunger began to oppress him. He allayed it with a few wild berries. Then fatigue began to tell, for walking from root to root sometimes on short stretches of solid land, sometimes over soft mud, often knee-deep in water, was very exhausting. At last he came to what appeared to be the end of the swamp, and here he discovered a small patch of cultivated ground.

The discovery awoke him to the necessity of caution, but he was awakened too late, for already had one of the Raturan natives observed him advancing out of the swamp. Instantly he gave the alarm that a white face was approaching. Of course the appearance of one suggested a scout, and the speedy approach of a host. Horrified to see a supposed enemy come from a region which they had hitherto deemed their sure refuge, the few natives who dwelt there flew to arms, and ran to meet the advancing foe.

The pirate was not just then in a mood to resist. He had no weapon, and no spirit left. He therefore suffered himself to be taken prisoner without a struggle, satisfied apparently to know that the madman was not one of those into whose hands he had fallen.

Great was the rejoicing among the Raturans when the prisoner was brought in, for they were still smarting under the humiliation of their defeat, and knew well that their discomfiture had been largely owing to the influence of white faces. True, they did not fall into the mistake of supposing that Rosco was the awful giant who had chased and belaboured them so unmercifully with a long stake, but they at once concluded that he was a comrade of Zeppa  perhaps one of a band who had joined their foes. Besides, whether he were a comrade or not was a matter of small moment. Sufficient for them that his face was white, that he belonged to a race which, in the person of Zeppa, had wrought them evil, and that he was now in their power.

Of course, the Raturans had not during all these years, remained in ignorance of the existence of Zeppa. They had heard of his dwelling in the mountain soon after he had visited the village of their enemies, and had also become aware of the fact that the white man was a madman and a giant, but more than this they did not know, because of their feud preventing interchange of visits or of news between the tribes. Their imaginations, therefore, having full swing, had clothed Zeppa in some of the supposed attributes of a demigod. These attributes, however, the same imaginations quickly exchanged for those of a demi-devil, when at last they saw Zeppa in the flesh, and were put to flight by him. His size, indeed, had rather fallen short of their expectation, for sixty feet had been the average estimate, but his fury and aspect had come quite up to the mark, and the fact that not a man of the tribe had dared to stand before him, was sufficient to convince a set of superstitious savages that he was a real devil in human guise. To have secured one of his minor comrades, therefore, was a splendid and unlooked-for piece of good fortune, which they resolved to make the most of by burning the pirate alive.

Little did the wretched man think, when they conducted him to a hut in the middle of their village and supplied him with meat and drink, that this was a preliminary ceremony to the terrible end they purposed to make of him. It is true he did not feel easy in his mind, for, despite this touch of hospitality, his captors regarded him with looks of undisguised hatred.

There was something of the feline spirit in these Raturan savages. As the cat plays with the mouse before killing it, so did they amuse themselves with the pirate before putting him to the final torture which was to terminate his life.

And well was it for Rosco that they did so, for the delay thus caused was the means of saving his life  though he did not come out of the dread ordeal scathless.

They began with a dance  a war-dance it is to be presumed  at all events it involved the flourishing of clubs and spears, the formation of hideous faces, and the perpetration of frightful grimaces, with bounds and yells enough to warrant the conclusion that the dance was not one of peace. Richard Rosco formed the centre of that dance  the sun, as it were, of the system round which the dusky host revolved. But he did not join in the celebration, for he was bound firmly to a stake set up in the ground, and could not move hand or foot.

At first the warriors of the tribe moved round the pirate in a circle, stamping time slowly with their feet while the women and children stood in a larger circle, marking time with hands and voices. Presently the dance grew more furious, and ultimately attained to a pitch of wild violence which is quite indescribable. At the height of the paroxysm, a warrior would ever and anon dart out from the circle with whirling club, and bring it down as if on the prisoners skull, but would turn it aside so deftly that it just grazed his ear and fell with a dull thud on the ground. Other warriors made at him with their spears, which they thrust with lightning speed at his naked breast, but checked them just as they touched the skin.

Two or three of these last were so inexpert that they pricked the skin slightly, and blood began to trickle down, but these clumsy warriors were instantly kicked from the circle of dancers, and compelled to take their place among the women and children.

When they had exhausted themselves with the dance, the warriors sat down to feast upon viands, which had, in the meanwhile, been preparing for them, and while they feasted they taunted their prisoner with cowardice, and told him in graphic language of the horrors that yet awaited him.

Fortunately for the miserable man  who was left bound to the stake during the feast  he did not understand a word of what was said. He had been stripped of all clothing save a pair of short breeches, reaching a little below the knee, and his naked feet rested on a curious piece of basketwork. This last would have been too slight to bear his weight if he had not been almost suspended by the cords that bound him to the stake.

Rosco was very pale. He felt that his doom was fixed; but his native courage did not forsake him. He braced himself to meet his fate like a man, and resolved to shut his eyes, when next they began to dance round him, so that he should not shrink from the blow or thrust which, he felt sure, would ere long end his ill-spent life. But the time seemed to him terribly long, and while he hung there his mind began to recall the gloomy past. Perhaps it was a refinement of cruelty on the part of the savages that they gave him time to think, so that his courage might be reduced or overcome.

If so, they were mistaken in their plan. The pirate showed no unusual sign of fear. Once he attempted to pray, but he found that almost impossible.

Wearied at length with waiting, the savages arose, and began to put fagots and other combustibles under the wicker-basket on which the pirate stood. Then, indeed, was Roscos courage tried nearly to the uttermost and when he saw the fire actually applied, he uttered a cry of Help! help! so loud and terrible that his enemies fell back for a moment as if appalled.

And help came from a quarter that Rosco little expected.

But to explain this we must return to Zeppa. We have said that he gave up the chase of the pirate under the impression that the whole affair was a dream; but, on returning to his cave, he found that he could not rest. Old associations and memories had been too violently aroused, and, after spending a sleepless night he rose up, determined to resume the chase which he had abandoned. He returned to the spot where he had lost sight of his enemy in the swamp, and, after a brief examination of the place, advanced in as straight a line as he could through the tangled and interlacing boughs.

Naturally he followed the trail of the pirate, for the difficulties or peculiar formations of the ground which had influenced the latter in his course also affected Zeppa much in the same way. Thus it came to pass that when the Raturans were about to burn their prisoner alive, the madman was close to their village. But Zeppa did not think of the Raturans. He had never seen or heard of them, except on the occasion of their attack on the Mountain-men. His sole desire was to be revenged on the slayer of his boy. And even in this matter the poor maniac was still greatly perplexed, for his Christian principles and his naturally gentle spirit forbade revenge on the one hand, while, on the other, a sense of justice told him that murder should not go unpunished, or the murderer remain at large; so that it required the absolute sight of Rosco before his eyes to rouse him to the pitch of fury necessary to hold him to the execution of his purpose.

It was while he was advancing slowly, and puzzling his brain over these considerations, that Roscos cry for help rang out.

Zeppa recognised the voice, and a dark frown settled on his countenance as he stopped to listen. Then an appalling yell filled his ears. It was repeated again and again, as the kindling flames licked round the pirates naked feet, causing him to writhe in mortal agony.

Instantly Zeppa was stirred to action. He replied with a tremendous shout.

Well did the Raturans know that shout. With caught breath and blanched faces they turned towards the direction whence it came, and they saw the madman bounding towards them with streaming locks and glaring eyes. A single look sufficed. The entire population of the village turned and fled!

Next moment Zeppa rushed up to the stake, and kicked the fire-brands from beneath the poor victim, who was by that time almost insensible from agony and smoke. Drawing his knife, Zeppa cut the cords, and, lifting the pirate in his arms, laid him on the ground.

The madman was terribly excited. He had been drenched from frequent immersions in the swamp, besides being much exhausted by his long and difficult walk, or rather, scramble, after a sleepless night; and this sudden meeting with his worst enemy in such awful circumstances seemed to have produced an access of insanity, so that the pirate felt uncertain whether he had not been delivered from a horrible fate to fall into one perhaps not less terrible.

As he lay there on his back, scorched, tormented with thirst and helpless, he watched with fearful anxiety each motion of the madman. For some moments Zeppa seemed undecided. He stood with heaving chest expanding nostrils, and flashing eyes, gazing after the flying crew of natives. Then he turned sharply on the unhappy man who lay at his feet.

Get up! he said fiercely, and follow me.

I cannot get up, Zeppa, replied the pirate in a faint voice. Dont you see my feet are burnt? God help me!

He ended with a deep groan, and the ferocity at once left Zeppas countenance, but the wild light did not leave his eyes, nor did he become less excited in his actions.

Come, I will carry you, he said.

Stooping down quickly, he raised the pirate in his arms as if he had been a child, and bore him away.

Avoiding the swamp, he proceeded in the direction of the mountain by another route  a route which ran so near to Ongoloos village, that the Raturans never ventured to use it.

He passed the village without having been observed, and began to toil slowly up the steep ascent panting as he went, for his mighty strength had been overtaxed, and his helpless burden was heavy.

Lay me down and rest yourself, said Rosco, with a groan that he could not suppress, for his scorched lower limbs caused him unutterable anguish, and beads of perspiration stood upon his brow, while a deadly pallor overspread his face.

Zeppa spoke no word in reply. He did, indeed, look at the speaker once, uneasily, but took no notice of his request. Thus, clasping his enemy to his breast he ascended the steep hill, struggling and stumbling upwards, as if with some fixed and stern purpose in view, until at last he gained the shelter of his mountain cave.




Chapter Ten.

We change the scene once more, and transport our readers over the ocean waves to a noble ship which is breasting those waves right gallantly. It is H.M.S. Furious.

In a retired part of the ships cabin there are two savage nobles who do not take things quite as gallantly as the ship herself. These are our friends Tomeo and Buttchee of Ratinga. Each is seated on the cabin floor with his back against the bulkhead, an expression of woe-begone desolation on his visage, his black legs apart, and a ships bucket between them. It were bad taste to be too particular as to details here!

On quitting Ratinga, Tomeo and his brother chief had said that nothing would rejoice their hearts so much as to go to sea. Their wish was gratified, and, not long afterwards, they said that nothing could rejoice their hearts so much as to get back to land! Such is the contradictoriness of human nature.

There was a stiffish breeze blowing, as one of the man-of-wars-men expressed it and a nasty sea on  he did not say on what. There must have been something nasty, also, on Tomeos stomach, from the violent way in which he sought to get rid of it at times  without success.

Oh! Buttchee, my brother, said Tomeo (of course in his native tongue), many years have passed over my head, a few white streaks begin to  to He paused abruptly, and eyed the bucket as if with an intention.

To appear, he continued with a short sigh; also, I have seen many wars and suffered much from many wounds as you  you  ha!  you know, Buttchee, my brother, but of all the

He became silent again  suddenly.

Why does my brother ppause? asked Buttchee, in a meek voice  as of one who had suffered severely in lifes pilgrimage.

There was no occasion for Tomeo to offer a verbal reply.

After a time Buttchee raised his head and wiped his eyes, in which were many tears  but not of sorrow.

Tomeo, said he, was it worth our while to forsake wives and children, and church, and hymns, and taro fields, and home for ththis?

We did not leave for this, replied Tomeo, with some acerbity, for he experienced a temporary sensation of feeling better at the moment; we left all for the sake of assisting our friends in  there! it comes  it

He said no more, and both chiefs relapsed into silence  gazing the while at the buckets with undue interest.

They were interrupted by the sudden entrance of Ebony.

Come, you yaller-cheeked chiefs; yous die if you no make a heffort. Come on deck, breeve de fresh air. Git up a happetite. Go in for salt pork, plum duff, and lop-scouse, an youll git well fore you kin say Jack Rubinson.

Tomeo and Buttchee looked up at the jovial negro and smiled  imbecile smiles they were.

We cannot move, said Tomeo and Buttchee together, because we  w Together they ceased giving the reason  it was not necessary!

Oh dear! said Ebony, opening his great eyes to their widest. You no kin lib long at dat rate. Better die on deck if you mus die; more heasy for you to breeve up dar, an more comfrable to fro you overboard wen yous got it over.

With this cheering remark the worthy negro, seizing the chiefs each by a hand, half constrained, half assisted them to rise, and helped them to stagger to the quarter-deck, where they were greeted by Orlando, Captain Fitzgerald, Waroonga, and the missionary.

Come, thats right, cried the captain, shaking the two melancholy chiefs by the hand, glad to see you plucking up courage. Tell them, Mr Zeppa, that we shall probably be at Sugar-loaf Island to-morrow, or next day.

The two unfortunates were visibly cheered by the assurance. To do them justice, they had not quite given way to sea-sickness until then, for the weather had been moderately calm, but the nasty sea and stiff breeze had proved too much for them.

Are you sure we shall find the island so soon? asked Orlando of the captain in a low, earnest tone, for the poor youths excitement and anxiety deepened as they drew near to the place where his father might possibly be found  at the same time a strange, shrinking dread of what they might find made him almost wish for delay.

I am not sure, of course, returned the captain, but if my information is correct, there is every probability that we shall find it to-morrow.

I hopes we shall, remarked Waroonga. It would be a grand blessing if the Lord will gif us the island and your father in same day.

Mos too good to be true, observed Ebony, who was a privileged individual on board, owing very much to his good-humoured eccentricity. But surely you not specs de niggers to tumbil down at yous feet all at wance, Massa Waroonga?

Oh no, not at once. The day of miracle have pass, returned the missionary. We mus use the means, and then, has we not the promise that our work shall not be in vain?

Next day about noon the Sugar-loaf mountain rose out of the sea like a great pillar of hope to Orlando, as well as to the missionary. Captain Fitzgerald sailed close in, sweeping the mountain side with his telescope as he advanced until close under the cliffs, when he lay-to and held a consultation with his passengers.

I see no habitations of any kind, he said, nor any sign of the presence of man, but I have heard that the native villages lie at the lower side of the island. Now, the question is, whether would it suit your purposes best to land an armed party here, and cross over to the villages, or to sail round the island, drop anchor in the most convenient bay, and land a party there?

Orlando, to whom this was more directly addressed, turned to the missionary.

What think you, Waroonga? You know native thought and feeling best.

I would not land armed party at all, answered Waroonga. But Cappin Fitzgald know his own business most. What he thinks?

My business and yours are so mingled, returned the captain, that I look to you for advice. My chief duty is to obtain information as to the whereabouts of the pirate vessel, and I expect that such information will be got more readily through you, Waroonga, than any one else, for, besides being able to speak the native language, you can probably approach the savages more easily than I can.

They are not savages, returned Waroonga quietly, they are Gods ignorant children. I have seen worse men than South sea islanders with white faces an soft clothin who had not the excuse of ignorance.

Nay, my good sir, said the captain, we will not quarrel about terms. Whatever else these ignorant children may be, I know that they are brave and warlike, and I shall gladly listen to your advice as to landing.

If you wish to go to them in peace, do not go to them with arms, said Waroonga.

Surely you would not advise me to send an unarmed party among armed sav  children? returned the captain, with a look of surprise, while Orlando regarded his friend with mingled amusement and curiosity.

No. You best send no party at all. Jis go round the island, put down angker, an leave the rest to me.

But what do you propose to do? asked the captain.

Swum to shore with Bibil.

Orlando laughed, for he now understood the missionarys plan, and in a few words described the method by which Waroonga had subdued the natives of Ratinga.

You see, by this plan, he continued, nothing is presented to the natives which they will be tempted to steal, and if they are very warlike or fierce, Waroongas refusal to fight reduces them to a state of quiet readiness to hear, which is all that we want. Waroongas tongue does the rest.

With Gods Holy Spirit and the Word, interposed the missionary.

True, that is understood, said Orlando.

That is not always understood, returned Waroonga.

The plan does not seem to me a very good one, said Captain Fitzgerald thoughtfully. I can have no doubt that it has succeeded in time past, and may probably succeed again, but you cannot expect that the natives, even if disposed to be peaceful, will accept your message at once. It may take weeks, perhaps months, before you get them to believe the gospel, so as to permit of my men going ashore unarmed, and in the meantime, while you are engaged in this effort, what am I to be doing?

Wait Gods time, answered Waroonga simply. But time presses. The pirate vessel, where-ever it may be, is escaping me, said the captain, unable to repress a smile. However, I will at all events let you make the trial and await the result; reminding you, however, that you will run considerable risk, and that you must be prepared to accept the consequences of your rather reckless proceedings.

I hope, Waroonga, said Orlando, when the captain left them to give orders as to the course of the ship, that you will let me share this risk with you?

It will be wiser not. You are a strong man, an sometimes fierce to behold. They will want to fight you; then up go your blood, an you will want to fight them.

No, indeed, I wont, said Orlando earnestly.

I will promise to go in the spirit of a missionary. You know how anxious I am to get news of my dear father. How could you expect me to remain idle on board this vessel, when my soul is so troubled? You may depend on me, Waroonga. I will do exactly as you bid me, and will place myself peaceably in the power of natives  leaving the result, as you advise, to God.

The young mans tone was so earnest, and withal so humble, that Waroonga could not help acceding to his request.

Well, well, said Captain Fitzgerald, when he heard of it; you seem both to be bent on making martyrs of yourselves, but I will offer no opposition. All I can say is that I shall have my guns in readiness, and if I see anything like foul play, Ill bombard the place, and land an armed force to do what I can for you.

Soon the frigate came in sight of Ongoloos village, ran close in, brought up in a sheltered bay, and lowered a boat while the natives crowded the beach in vast numbers, uttering fierce cries, brandishing clubs and spears, and making other warlike demonstrations  for these poor people had been more than once visited by so-called merchant ships  the crews of which had carried off some of them by force.

We will not let a living man touch our shore, said Ongoloo to Wapoota, who chanced to be near his leader, when he marshalled his men.

Oh! yes, we will, chief, replied the brown humorist. We will let some of them touch it, and then we will take them up carefully, and have them baked. A long-pig supper will do us good. The rest of them we will drive back to their big canoe.

By the term long-pig Wapoota referred to the resemblance that a naked white man when prepared for roasting bears to an ordinary pig.

A grim smile lit up Ongoloos swarthy visage as he replied  

Yes, we will permit a few fat ones to land. The rest shall die, for white men are thieves. They deceived us last time. They shall never deceive us again.

As this remark might have been meant for a covert reference to his own thievish tendencies, Wapoota restrained his somewhat ghastly humour, while the chief continued his arrangements for repelling the invaders.

Meanwhile, these invaders were getting into the boat.

What! yous not goin widout me? exclaimed Ebony, as one of the sailors thrust him aside from the gangway.

I fear we are, said Orlando, as he was about to descend the vessels side. It was as much as I could do to get Waroonga to agree to let me go with him.

But dis yar nigger kin die in a good cause as well as you, massa, said Ebony, in a tone of entreaty so earnest that the men standing near could not help laughing.

Now then, make haste, sang out the officer in charge of the boat.

Orlando descended, and the negro, turning away with a deeply injured expression, walked majestically to the stern to watch the boat.

Waroonga had prepared himself for the enterprise by stripping off every article of clothing save a linen cloth round his loins, and he carried nothing whatever with him except a small copy of Gods Word printed in the language of the islanders. This, as the boat drew near to shore, he fastened on his head, among the bushy curls of his crisp black hair, as in a nest.

Orlando had clothed himself in a pair of patched old canvas trousers, and a much worn unattractive cotton shirt.

Stop now, said the missionary, when the boat was about five or six hundred yards from the beach. Are you ready?

Ready, said Orlando.

Then come.

He dropped quietly over the side and swam towards the shore. Orlando, following his example, was alongside of him in a few seconds.

Both men were expert and rapid swimmers. The natives watched them in absolute silence and open-mouthed surprise.

A few minutes sufficed to carry the swimmers to the beach.

Have your rifles handy, lads, said the officer in charge of the boat to his men.

Stand by, said the captain of the Furious to the men at the guns.

But these precautions were unnecessary, for when the swimmers landed and walked up the beach they were seen by the man-of-wars-men to shake hands with the chief of the savages, and, after what appeared to be a brief palaver, to rub noses with him. Then the entire host turned and led the visitors towards the village.

With a heart almost bursting from the combined effects of disappointment, humiliation, and grief, poor Ebony stood at the stern of the man-of-war, his arms crossed upon his brawny chest, and his great eyes swimming in irrepressible tears, a monstrous bead of which would every now and then overflow its banks and roll down his sable cheek.

Suddenly the heart-stricken negro clasped his hands together, bowed his head, and dropped into the sea!

The captain, who had seen him take the plunge, leaped to the stern, and saw him rise from the water, blow like a grampus, and strike out for land with the steady vigour of a gigantic frog.

Pick him up! shouted the captain to the boat, which was by that time returning to the ship.

Ay, ay, sir, was the prompt reply.

The boat was making straight for the negro and he for it. Neither diverged from the straight course.

Two of you in the bow, there, get ready to haul him in, said the officer.

Two sturdy sailors drew in their oars, got up, and leaned over the bow with outstretched arms. Ebony looked at them, bestowed on them a tremendous grin, and went down with the oily ease of a northern seal!

When next seen he was full a hundred yards astern of the boat, still heading steadily for the shore.

Let him go! shouted the captain.

Ay, ay, sir, replied the obedient officer.

And Ebony went!

Meanwhile our missionary, having told the wondering savages that he brought them good news, was conducted with his companion to Ongoloos hut. But it was plain that the good news referred to, and even Waroonga himself, had not nearly so great an effect on them as the sight of Orlando, at whom they gazed with an expression half of fear and half of awe which surprised him exceedingly.

Your story is not new to us, said Ongoloo, addressing the missionary, but gazing at Orlando, it comes to us like an old song.

How so? exclaimed Waroonga, has any one been here before with the grand and sweet story of Jesus and His love.

The reply of the savage chief was strangely anticipated and checked at that moment by a burst of childish voices singing one of the beautiful hymns with which the inhabitants of Ratinga had long been familiar. As the voices swelled in a chorus, which distance softened into fairy-like strains, the missionary and his companion sat entranced and bewildered, while the natives looked pleased, and appeared to enjoy their perplexity.

Our little ones, said Ongoloo, after a few minutes pause, are amusing themselves with singing. They often do that.

As he spoke the party were startled and surprised by the sudden appearance of Ebony, who quietly stalked into the circle and seated himself beside the missionary with the guilty yet defiant air of a man who knows that he has done wrong, but is resolved at all hazards to have his way. Considering the turn that affairs had taken, neither Orlando nor Waroonga were sorry to see him.

This is a friend, said the latter in explanation, laying his hand on the negros shoulder. But tell me, chief, we are impatient for to know, where learned you that song?

From one who is mad, replied the chief still gazing earnestly at Orlando.

Mad! repeated the youth, starting up and trembling with excitement how know you that? Who  where is he? Ask him, Waroonga.

The explanation that followed left no doubt on Orlandos mind that his father was bereft of reason, and wandering in the neighbouring mountain.

If there had been any doubt, it would have been swept away by the chief, who quietly said, the madman is your father!

How does he know that Waroonga?

I know, because there is no difference between you, except years  and

He did not finish the sentence, but touched his forehead solemnly with his finger.

Does he dwell alone in the mountains? asked Orlando.

Yes, alone. He lets no one approach him, answered Ongoloo.

Now, Waroonga, said Orlando, our prayers have been heard, and  at least partly  answered. But we must proceed with caution. You must return on board and tell Captain Fitzgerald that I go to search for my father alone.

Wid the help ob dis yar nigger, interposed Ebony.

Tell him on no account to send men in search of me, continued Orlando, paying no attention to the interruption; and in the meantime, you know how to explain my purpose to the natives. Adieu.

Rising quickly, he left the assembly and, followed modestly but closely by the unconquerable negro, set off with rapid strides towards the mountains.




Chapter Eleven.

When Zeppa, as related in a previous chapter, staggered up the mountain side with Richard Rosco in his arms, his great strength was all but exhausted, and it was with the utmost difficulty that he succeeded at last, before night-fall, in laying his burden on the couch in his cave.

Then, for the first time, he seemed to have difficulty in deciding what to do. Now, at last, the pirate was in his power  he could do to him what he pleased! As he thought thus he turned a look of fierce indignation upon him. But, even as he gazed, the look faded, and was replaced by one of pity, for he could not help seeing that the wretched man was suffering intolerable anguish, though no murmur escaped from his tightly-compressed lips.

Slay me, in Gods name, kill me at once, Zeppa, he gasped, and put me out of torment.

Poor man! poor Rosco! returned the madman in a gentle voice, I thought to have punished thee, but God wills it otherwise.

He said no more, but rose hastily and went into the bush. Returning in a few moments with a bundle of herbs, he gathered some sticks and kindled a fire. A large earthenware pot stood close to the side of the caves entrance  a clumsy thing, made by himself of some sort of clay. This he filled with water, put the herbs in, and set it on the fire. Soon he had a poultice spread on a broad leaf which, when it was cold, he applied to one of the pirates dreadfully burnt feet. Then he spread another poultice, with which he treated the other foot.

What the remedy was that Zeppa made use of on this occasion is best known to himself; we can throw no light on the subject. Neither can we say whether the application was or was not in accordance with the practice of the faculty, but certain it is that Roscos sufferings were immediately assuaged, and he soon fell into a tranquil sleep.

Not so the madman, who sat watching by his couch. Poor Zeppas physical sufferings and exertion had proved too much for him; the strain on his shattered nerves had been too severe, and a burning fever was now raging within him, so that the delirium consequent on disease began to mingle, so to speak, with his insanity.

He felt that something unusual was going on within him. He tried to restrain himself, and chain down his wandering, surging thoughts, but the more he sought to hold himself down, the more did a demon  who seemed to have been especially appointed for the purpose  cast his mental fastenings adrift.

At last he took it into his head that the slumbering pirate had bewitched him. As this idea gained ground and the internal fires increased, the old ideas of revenge returned, and he drew the knife which hung at his belt, gazing furtively at the sleeper as he did so.

But the better nature within the man maintained a fierce conflict with the worse.

He murdered my son  my darling Orley! murmured the madman, as he felt the keen edge and point of his knife, and crept towards the sleeper, while a fitful flicker of the dying fire betrayed the awful light that seemed to blaze in his eyes. He carried me from my home! He left Marie to die in hopeless grief! Ha! ha! ha! Oh God! keep me back  back from this.

The noise awoke Rosco, who sat up and gazed at Zeppa in horror, for he saw at a glance that a fit of his madness must have seized him.

Zeppa! he exclaimed, raising himself with difficulty on both hands, and gazing sternly in the madmans face.

Ha! exclaimed the latter, suddenly throwing his knife on the ground within Roscos reach, see, I scorn to take advantage of your unarmed condition. Take that and defend yourself. I will content myself with this.

He caught up the heavy staff which he was in the habit of carrying with him in his mountain rambles. At the same instant Rosco seized the knife and flung it far into the bush.

See! I am still unarmed, he said.

True, but you are not the less guilty, Rosco, and you must die. It is my duty to kill you.

He advanced with the staff up-raised.

Stay! Let us consider before you strike. Are you not a self-appointed executioner?

The question was well put. The madman lowered the staff to consider. Instantly the pirate made a plunge at and caught it. Zeppa strove to wrench it from his grasp, but the pirate felt that his life might depend on his retaining hold, and, in his extremity, was endued with almost supernatural strength. In the fierce struggles that ensued, the embers of the fire were scattered, and the spot reduced to almost total darkness. During the unequal conflict, the pirate, who could only get upon his knees, was swept and hurled from side to side, but still he grasped the staff with vice-like power to his breast. Even in that fearful moment the idea, which had already occurred to him, of humouring his antagonist gained force. He suddenly loosed his hold. Zeppa staggered backward, recovered himself, sprang forward, and aimed a fearful blow at his adversary, who suddenly fell flat down. The staff passed harmlessly over him and was shattered to pieces on the side of the cave.

Ha! ha! laughed the pirate lightly, as he sat up again, you see, Zeppa, that Providence is against you. How else could I, a helpless cripple, have held my own against you? And see, the very weapon you meant to use is broken to pieces. Come now, delay this execution for a little, and let us talk together about this death which you think is due. There is much to be said about death, you know, and I should like to get to understand it better before I experience it.

There is reason in that, Rosco, said Zeppa, sitting down on the ground by the side of the pirate, and leaning his back against the rock. You have much need to consider death, for after death comes the judgment, and none of us can escape that.

True, Zeppa, and I should not like to face that just now, for I am not fit to die, although, as you truly say, I deserve death. I have no hesitation in admitting that, returned the pirate, with some bitterness; I deserve to die, body and soul, and, after all, I dont see why I should seek so earnestly to delay the righteous doom.

Right, Rosco, right; you talk sense now, the doom is well deserved. Why, then, try to prevent me any longer from inflicting it when you know it is my duty to do so?

Because, continued the pirate, who felt that to maintain the conflict even with words was too much for his exhausted strength, because I have heard that God is merciful.

Merciful! echoed Zeppa. Of course He is. Have you not heard that His mercy is so great that He has provided a way of escape for sinners  through faith in His own dear Son?

It does not, however, seem to be a way of escape for me, said the pirate, letting himself sink back on his couch with a weary sigh.

Yes, it is! yes, it is! exclaimed Zeppa eagerly, as he got upon the familiar theme; the offer is to the chief of sinners, Whosoever will, Turn ye, turn ye, for why will ye die?

Tell me about it said Rosco faintly, as the other paused.

Zeppa had delayed a moment in order to think for his disordered mind had been turned into a much-loved channel, that of preaching the Gospel to inquiring sinners. For many years he had been training himself in the knowledge of the Scriptures, and, being possessed of a good memory, he had got large portions of it by heart. Gathering together the embers of the scattered fire, he sat down again, and, gazing thoughtfully at the flickering flames, began to point out the way of salvation to the pirate.

Sleep  irresistible sleep  gradually overcame the latter; still the former went on repeating long passages of Gods word. At last he put a question, and, not receiving an answer, looked earnestly into the face of his enemy.

Ah! poor man. He sleeps. God cannot wish me to slay him until I have made him understand the gospel. I will delay  till to-morrow.

Before the morrow came Zeppa had wandered forth among the cliffs and gorges of his wild home, with the ever-increasing fires of fever raging in his veins.

Sometimes his madness took the form of wildest fury, and, grasping some bush or sapling that might chance to be near, he would struggle with it as with a fiend until utter exhaustion caused him to fall prostrate on the ground, where he would lie until partial rest and internal fire gave him strength again to rise. At other times he would run up and down the bills like a greyhound, bounding from rock to rock, and across chasms where one false step would have sent him headlong to destruction.

Frequently he ran down to the beach and plunged into the sea, where he would swim about aimlessly until exhaustion sent him to the shore, where he would fall down, as at other times, and rest  if such repose could be so styled.

Thus he continued fighting for his life for several days.

During that time Richard Rosco lay in the cave almost starving.

At first he had found several cocoa-nuts, the hard shells of which had been broken by Zeppa, and appeased his hunger with these, but when they were consumed, he sought about the cave for food in vain. Fortunately he found a large earthenware pot  evidently a home-made one  nearly full of water, so that he was spared the agony of thirst as well as hunger.

When he had scraped the shells of the cocoa-nuts perfectly clean, the pirate tried to crawl forth on hands and knees, to search for food, his feet being in such a state that it was not possible for him to stand, much less to walk. But Zeppa had long ago cleared away all the wild fruits that grew in the neighbourhood of his cave, so that he found nothing save a few wild berries. Still, in his condition, even these were of the utmost value: they helped to keep him alive. Another night passed, and the day came. He crept forth once more, but was so weakened by suffering and want that he could not extend his explorations so far as before, and was compelled to return without having tasted a mouthful. Taking a long draught of water, he lay down, as he firmly believed, to die.

And as he lay there his life rose up before him as an avenging angel, and the image of his dead mother returned with a reproachful yet an appealing look in her eyes. He tried to banish the one and to turn his thoughts from the other, but failed, and at last in an agony of remorse, shouted the single word Guilty!

It seemed as if the cry had called Zeppa from the world of spirits  to which Rosco believed he had fled  for a few minutes afterwards the madman approached his mountain-home, with the blood still boiling in his veins. Apparently he had forgotten all about the pirate, for he was startled on beholding him.

What! still there? I thought I had killed you.

I wish you had, Zeppa. It would have been more merciful than leaving me to die of hunger here.

Are you prepared to die now?

Yes, but for Gods sake give me something to eat first. After that I care not what you do to me.

Miserable man, death is sufficient for you. I have neither command nor desire to torture. You shall have food immediately.

So saying, Zeppa re-entered the bush. In less than half-an-hour he returned with several cocoa-nuts and other fruits, of which Rosco partook with an avidity that told its own tale.

Now, said Zeppa, rising, when Rosco had finished, have you had enough?

No, said the pirate, quickly, not half enough. Go, like a good fellow, and fetch me more.

Zeppa rose at once and went away. While he was gone the fear of being murdered again took possession of Rosco. He felt that his last hour was approaching, and, in order to avoid his doom if possible, crawled away among the bushes and tried to hide himself. He was terribly weak, however, and had not got fifty yards away when he fell down utterly exhausted.

He heard Zeppa return to the cave, and listened with beating heart.

Hallo! where are you? cried the madman.

Then, receiving no answer, he burst into a long, loud fit of laughter, which seemed to freeze the very marrow in the pirates bones.

Ha! ha! he shouted, again and again, I knew you were a dream, I felt sure of it  ha! ha! and now this proves it. And Im glad you were a dream, for I did not want to kill you, Rosco, though I thought it my duty to do so. It was a dream  thank God, it was all a dream!

Zeppa did not end again with wild laughter, but betook himself to earnest importunate prayer, during which Rosco crept, by slow degrees, farther and farther away, until he could no longer hear the sound of his enemys voice.

Now, it was while this latter scene had been enacting, that Orlando and the faithful negro set out on their search into the mountain.

At first they did not speak, and Ebony, not feeling sure how his young master relished his company, kept discreetly a pace or two in rear. After they had crossed the plain, however, and begun to scale the steep sides of the hills, his tendency towards conversation could not be restrained.

Does you tink, Massa Orley, that hims be you fadder?

I think so, Ebony, indeed I feel almost sure of it.

Thus encouraged, the negro ranged up alongside.

An does you tink hims mad?

I hope not. I pray not; but I fear that he

Hims got leettle out ob sorts, said the sympathetic Ebony, suggesting a milder state of things.

As Orlando did not appear to derive much consolation from the suggestion, Ebony held his tongue for a few minutes.

Presently his attention was attracted to a sound in the underwood near them.

Hist! Massa Orley. I hear someting.

So do I, Ebony, said the youth, pausing for a moment to listen; it must be some sort of bird, for there can be no wild animals left by the natives in so small an island.

As he spoke something like a low moan was heard. The negros mouth opened, and the whites of his great eyes seemed to dilate.

If it am a bird, massa, hims got a mos awful voice. Mus have cotched a drefful cold!

The groan was repeated as he spoke, and immediately after they observed a large, sluggish-looking animal, advancing through the underwood.

What a pity wes not got a gun! whispered Ebony. If wes only had a spear or a pitchfork, its besser than nuffin.

Lucky that you have nothing of the sort, else youd commit murder, said Orlando, advancing. Dont you see  it is a man!

The supposed animal started as the youth spoke, and rose on his knees with a terribly haggard and anxious look.

Richard Rosco! exclaimed Orley, who recognised the pirate at the first glance.

But Rosco did not reply. He, too, had recognised Orley, despite the change in his size and appearance, and believed him to be a visitant from the other world, an idea which was fostered by the further supposition that Ebony was the devil keeping him company.

Orlando soon relieved him, however. The aspect of the pirate, so haggard and worn out, as he crawled on his hands and knees, was so dreadful that a flood of pity rushed into his bosom.

My poor fellow, he said, going forward and laying his hand gently on his shoulder, this is indeed a most unexpected, most amazing sight. How came you here?

Then you were not drowned? gasped the pirate, instead of answering the question.

No, thank God. I was not drowned, said Orley, with a sad smile. But again I ask, How came you here?

Never mind me, said Rosco hurriedly, but go to your father.

My father! Do you know, then, where he is? cried Orlando, with sudden excitement.

Yes. He is up there  not far off. I have just escaped from him. He is bent on taking my life. He saved me from the savages. He is mad  with fever  and stands terribly in need of help.

Bewildered beyond expression by these contradictory statements, Orlando made no attempt to understand, but exclaimed  

Can you guide us to him?

You see, returned the pirate sadly, I cannot even rise to my feet. The savages were burning me alive when your father came to my rescue. The flesh is dropping from the bones. I cannot help you.

Kin you git on my back? asked Ebony. Yous a good lift, but Is awful strong.

I will try, returned Rosco, but you will have to protect me from Zeppa if he sees me, for he is bent on taking my life. He thinks that you were drowned  as, indeed, so did I  the time that you were thrown overboard without my knowledge  mind that, without my knowledge  and your father in his madness thinks he is [image: img146.jpg]commissioned by God to avenge your death. Perhaps, when he sees you alive, he may change his mind, but there is no depending on one who is delirious with fever. He will probably still be in the cave when we reach it.

We will protect you. Get up quickly, and show us the way to the cave.

In a moment the stout negro had the pirate on his broad shoulders, and, under his guidance, mounted the slightly-marked path that led to Zeppas retreat.

No words were spoken by the way. Orlando was too full of anxious anticipation to speak. The negro was too heavily weighted to care about conversation just then, and Rosco suffered so severely from the rough motions of his black steed that he was fain to purse his lips tightly to prevent a cry of pain.

On reaching the neighbourhood of the cave the pirate whispered to Ebony to set him down.

You will come in sight of the place the moment you turn round yonder cliff. It is better that I should remain here till the meeting is over. I hear no sound, but doubtless Zeppa is lying down by this time.

The negro set his burden on the ground, and Rosco crept slowly into the bush to hide, while the others hurried forward in the direction pointed out to them.




Chapter Twelve.

No sooner had Orlando and the negro passed round the cliff to which Rosco had directed them, than they beheld a sight which was well calculated to fill them with anxiety and alarm, for there stood Zeppa, panting and wrestling with one of the fiends that were in the habit of assailing him.

The fiend, on this occasion, was familiar enough to him  the stout branch of a tree which overhung his cave, but which his delirious brain had transformed into a living foe. No shout or cry issued from the poor mans compressed lips. He engaged in the deadly struggle with that silent resolve of purpose which was natural to him. The disease under which he laboured had probably reached its climax, for he swayed to and fro, in his futile efforts to wrench off the limb, with a degree of energy that seemed more than human. His partially naked limbs showed the knotted muscles standing out rigidly; his teeth were clenched and exposed; his blood-shot eyes glared; the long, curling and matted hair of his head and beard was flying about in wild disorder; and his labouring chest heaved as he fiercely, silently, and hopelessly struggled.

Oh! it was a terrible picture to be presented thus suddenly to the gaze of a loving son.

Stay where you are, Ebony. I must meet him alone, whispered Orlando.

Then, hastening forward with outstretched arms, he exclaimed  

Father!

Instantly Zeppa let go his supposed enemy and turned round. The change in his aspect was as wonderful as it was sudden. The old, loving, gentle expression overspread his features, and the wild fire seemed to die out of his eyes as he held out both hands.

Ah! once more, my son! he said, in the tenderest of tones. Come to me. This is kind of you, Orley, to return so soon again; I had not expected you for a long time. Sit down beside me, and lay your head upon my knee  so  I like to have you that way, for I see you better.

Oh, father  dear father! said Orlando, but the words were choked in his throat, and tears welled from his eyes.

Yes, Orley? said Zeppa, with a startled look of joyful surprise, while he turned his head a little to one side, as if listening in expectancy; speak again, dear boy; speak again. I have often seen you since you went to the spirit-land, but have never heard you speak till to-day. Speak once more, dear boy!

But Orley could not speak. He could only hide his face in his fathers bosom and sob aloud.

Nay, dont cry, lad; you never did that before! What do you mean? That is unmanly. Not like what my courageous boy was wont to be. And you have grown so much since last I saw you. Why, youve even got a beard! Who ever heard of a bearded man sobbing like a child? And now I look at you closely I see that you have grown wonderfully tall. It is very strange  but all things seem strange since I came here. Only, in all the many visits you have paid me, I have never seen you changed till to-day. You have always come to me in the old boyish form. Very, very strange! But, Orley, my boy (and here Zeppas voice became intensely earnest and pleading), you wont leave me again, will you? Surely they can well spare you from the spirit-world for a time  just a little while. It would fill my heart with such joy and gratitude. And Im your father, Orley, surely I have a right to you  more right than the angels have  havent I? and then it would give such joy, if you came back, to your dear mother, whom I have not seen for so long  so very long!

I will never leave you, father, never! cried Orlando, throwing his arms round Zeppas neck and embracing him passionately.

Nay, then, you are going to leave me, cried Zeppa, with sudden alarm, as he clasped Orlando to him with an iron grip. You always embrace me when you are about to vanish out of my sight. But you shall not escape me this time. I have got you tighter than I ever had you before, and no fiend shall separate us now. No fiend! he repeated in a shout, glaring at a spot in the bushes where Ebony, unable to restrain his feelings, had unwittingly come into sight.

Suddenly changing his purpose, Zeppa let go his son and sprang like a tiger on the supposed fiend. Ebony went down before him like a bulrush before the hurricane, but, unlike it, he did not rise again. The madman had pinned him to the earth and was compressing his throat with both hands. It required all the united strength of his son and the negro to loosen his grasp, and even that would not have sufficed had not the terrible flame which had burned so long died out. It seemed to have been suddenly extinguished by this last burst of fury, for Zeppa fell back as helpless as an infant in their hands. Indeed he lay so still with his eyes closed that Orlando trembled with fear lest he should be dying.

Now, Ebony, said he, taking the negro apart, when they had made the exhausted man as comfortable as possible on his rude couch in the cave; you run down to the ship and fetch the doctor here without delay. I will be able to manage him easily when alone. Run as you never ran before. Dont let any soul come here except the doctor and yourself. Tell the captain I have found him  through Gods mercy  but that he is very ill and must be carefully kept from excitement and that in the meantime nobody is to disturb us. The doctor will of course fetch physic; and tell him to bring his surgical instruments also, for, if I mistake not, poor Rosco needs his attention. Do you bring up as much in the way of provisions as you can carry, and one or two blankets. And, harkee, make no mention of the pirate to any one. Away!

During the delivery of this message, the negro listened eagerly, and stood quite motionless, like a black statue, with the exception of his glittering eyes.

Yes, massa, he said at its conclusion, and almost literally vanished from the scene.

Orlando then turned to his father. The worn out man still lay perfectly quiet, with closed eyes, and countenance so pale that the dread of approaching death again seized on the son. The breathing was, however, slow and regular, and what appeared to be a slight degree of moisture lay on the brow. The fact that the sick man slept soon became apparent, and when Orlando had assured himself of this he arose, left the cave with careful tread, and glided, rather than walked, back to the place where the pirate had been left. There he still lay, apparently much exhausted.

We have found him, thank God, said Orlando, seating himself on a bank; and I would fain hope that the worst is over, for he sleeps. But, poor fellow, you seem to be in a bad case. Can I do aught to relieve you?

Nothing, replied Rosco, with a weary sigh.

I have sent for a surgeon

A surgeon! repeated the pirate, with a startled look; then there must be a man-of-war off the coast for South sea traders are not used to carry surgeons.

Ah! I forgot. You naturally dont wish to see any one connected with a man-of-war. Yes, there is one here. I came in her. But you can see this surgeon without his knowing who or what you are. It will be sufficient for him to know that you are an unfortunate sailor who had fallen into the hands of the savages.

Yes, exclaimed Rosco, grasping eagerly at the idea; and thats just what I am. Moreover, I ran away from my ship! But  but  do you not feel it your duty to give me up?

What I shall feel it my duty to do ultimately is not a matter for present consideration. Just now you require surgical assistance. But how did you come here? and what do you mean by saying that you ran away from your ship?

Rosco in reply gave a brief but connected narrative of his career during the past three years, in which he made no attempt to exculpate himself, but, on the contrary, confessed his guilt and admitted his desert of death.

Yet I shrink from death, he said in conclusion. Is it not strange that I, who have faced death so often with perfect indifference, should draw back from it now with something like fear?

A great writer, replied Orlando, whom my father used to read to me at home, says that conscience makes cowards of us all. And a still greater authority says that the wicked flee when no man pursueth. You are safe here, Rosco  at all events for the present. But you must not go near the cave again. Rest where you are and I will search for some place where you may remain concealed till you are well. I shall return quickly.

Leaving the pirate where he lay, Orlando returned to his father, and, finding that he still slept, went off to search for a cave.

He soon found a small one in the cliffs, suitable for his purpose. Thither he carried the pirate, laid him tenderly on a couch of branches and leaves, put food and water within his reach, and left him with a feeling of comfort and of contentment at heart that he had not experienced for many years.

That night the surgeon of the Furious ascended to the mountain cave. His approach was made known to Orlando, as he watched at the sick mans side, by the appearance of Ebonys great eyes glittering at him over the bushes that encircled the caves mouth. No wonder that poor Zeppa had mistaken him for a demon! Holding up a finger of caution, Orlando glided towards him, seized his arm, and, after leading him to a safe distance, asked in a low voice  

Well, have you brought the doctor?

Ho, yis, massa, an I bring Tomeo and Buttchee too.

Didnt I tell you to let no one else come near us? said Orlando in a tone of vexation.

Dats true, massa, but I no kin stop dem. So soon as dey hear dat Antonio Zeppa am found, sick in de mountains, dey swore dey mus go see him. I say dat you say no! Dey say dey not care. I say me knock em bofe down. Dey say dey turn me hinside hout if I dont ole my tongue. What could dis yar nigger do? Deys too much for me. So dey follered, and here dey am wid de doctor, waiting about two hunrd yards down dere for leave to come. But, I say, massa, deys good sort o fellers after all  do whatever you tells em. Good for go messages, praps, an save dis yar niggers poor legs.

Ebony made the latter suggestion with a grin so broad that in the darkness his face became almost luminous with teeth and gums.

Well, I suppose we must make the most of the circumstances, said Orlando. Come, lead me to them.

It was found that though the strong affection of the two chiefs for Zeppa had made them rebellious in the matter of visiting the spot, the same affection, and their regard for Orlando, rendered them submissive as lambs, and willing to do absolutely whatever they were told.

Orlando, therefore, had no difficulty in prevailing on them to delay their visit to his father till the following day. Meanwhile, he caused them to encamp in a narrow pass close at hand, and, the better to reconcile them to their lot, imposed upon them the duty of mounting guard each alternate couple of hours during the night.

He will do well, said the doctor, after examining the patient. This sleep is life to him. I will give him something when he awakes, but the awaking must be left to nature. Whether he recovers his reason after what he has passed through remains to be seen. You say he has been wandering for some time here in a state of insanity? How came that about?

It is a long and sad story, doctor, said Orlando, evading the question, and I have not time to tell it now, for I want you to visit another patient.

Another patient? repeated the surgeon, in surprise; ah! one of the natives, I suppose?

No, a white man. He is a sailor who ran away from his ship, and was caught by the natives and tortured.

Come, then, let us go and see the poor fellow at once. Does he live far from here?

Close at hand, answered Orlando, as he led the way; and perhaps, doctor, it would be well not to question the poor man at present as to his being here and in such a plight. He seems very weak and ill.

When the surgeon had examined Roscos feet he led Orlando aside.

It is a bad case, he said; both legs must be amputated below the knee if the mans life is to be saved.

Must it be done now?

Immediately. Can you assist me?

I have assisted at amateur operations before now, said Orlando, and at all events you can count on the firmness of my nerves and on blind obedience. But stay  I must speak to him first, alone.

Rosco, said the youth, as he knelt by the pirates couch, your sins have been severely punished, and your endurance sorely tried

Not more than I deserve, Orlando.

But I grieve to tell you that your courage must be still further tried. The doctor says that both feet must be amputated.

A frown gathered on the pirates face, and he compressed his lips for a few moments.

And the alternative? he asked.

Is death.

Again there was a brief pause. Then he said slowly, almost bitterly  

Oh, death! you have hovered over my head pretty steadily of late! It is a question whether I had not better let you come on and end these weary struggles, rather than become a hopeless cripple in the prime of life! Why should I fear death now more than before?

Have you any hope of eternal life, Rosco?

How can I tell? What do I know about eternal life!

Then you are not prepared to die; and let me earnestly assure you that there is something well worth living for, though at present you do not  you cannot know it.

Enough. Let it be as the doctor advises, said the pirate in a tone of resignation.

That night the operation was successfully performed, and the unfortunate man was afterwards carefully tended by Ebony.

Next day Tomeo and Buttchee were told that their old friend Zeppa could not yet be seen, but that he required many little comforts from the Furious, which must be brought up with as little delay as possible. That was sufficient. Forgetting themselves in their anxiety to aid their friend, these affectionate warriors went off on their mission, and were soon out of sight.

When Zeppa awoke at last with a deep sigh, it was still dark. This was fortunate, for he could not see whose hand administered the physic, and was too listless and weak to inquire. It was bright day when he awoke the second time and looked up inquiringly in his sons face.

What, are you still there, Orley? he said faintly, while the habitual sweet expression stole over his pale features, though it was quickly followed by the perplexed look. But how comes this change? You look so much older than you are, dear boy. Would God that I could cease this dreaming!

You are not dreaming now, father. I am indeed Orley. You have been ill and delirious, but, thanks be to God, are getting well again.

What? exclaimed the invalid; has it been all a dream, then? Were you not thrown into the sea by mutineers, and have I not been wandering for months or years on a desert island? But then, if these things be all dreams, he added, opening his eyes wide and fixing them intently on Orlandos face, how comes it that I still dream the change in you? You are Orley, yet not Orley! How is that?

Yes, all that is true, dear, dear father, said the youth, gently clasping one of the helpless hands that lay crossed on Zeppas broad chest; I was thrown overboard by the mutineers years ago, but, thank God, I was not drowned; and you have been wandering here in  in  very ill, for years; but, thank God again, you are better, and I have been mercifully sent to deliver you.

I cant believe it, Orley, for I have so often seen you, and you have so often given me the slip  yet there does seem something very real about you just now  very real, though so changed  yet it is the same voice, and you never spoke to me before in my dreams  except once. Yes, I think it was once, that you spoke. I remember it well, for the sound sent such a thrill to my heart. Oh! God forbid that it should again fade away as it has done so often!

It will not fade, father. The time you speak of was only yesterday, when I found you. You have been sleeping since, and a doctor is attending you.

A doctor! where did he come from?

At that moment Ebony approached with some food in a tin pan. The invalid observed him at once.

Ebony! can that be you? Why  when  oh! my poor brain feels so light  it seems as if a puff of wind would blow it away. I must have been very ill. Zeppa spoke feebly, and closed his eyes, from which one or two tears issued  blessed tears!  the first he had shed for many a day.

His reason is restored, whispered the doctor in Orlandos ear, but he must be left to rest.

Orlandos heart was too full to find relief through the lips.

I cannot understand it at all, resumed Zeppa, reopening his eyes; least of all can I understand you, Orley, but my hope is in God. I would sleep now, but you must not let go my hand. (Orlando held it tighter.) One word more. Your dear mother?

Is well  and longs to see you.

A profound, long-drawn sigh followed, as if an insupportable burden had been removed from the wearied soul, and Zeppa sank into a sleep so peaceful that it seemed as if the spirit had forsaken the worn out frame. But a steady, gentle heaving of the chest told that life was still there. During the hours that followed, Orlando sat quite motionless, like a statue, firmly grasping his fathers hand.




Chapter Thirteen.

A few days after the discovery of Zeppa by his son, a trading vessel chanced to touch at the island, the captain of which no sooner saw the British man-of-war than he lowered his gig, went aboard in a state of great excitement, and told how that, just two days before, he had been chased by a pirate in latitude so-and-so and longitude something else!

A messenger was immediately sent in hot haste to Sugar-loaf Mountain to summon Orlando.

Im sorry to be obliged to leave you in such a hurry, said Captain Fitzgerald, as they were about to part, but duty calls, and I must obey. I promise you, however, either to return here or to send your mission-vessel for you, if it be available. Rest assured that you shall not be altogether forsaken.

Having uttered these words of consolation, the captain spread his sails and departed, leaving Orlando, and his father, Waroonga, Tomeo, Buttchee, Ebony, and Rosco on Sugar-loaf Island.

Several days after this, Waroonga entered the hut of Ongoloo and sat down. The chief was amusing himself at the time by watching his prime minister Wapoota playing with little Lippy, who had become a favourite at the palace since Zeppa had begun to take notice of her.

I would palaver with the chief, said the missionary.

Let Lippy be gone, said the chief.

Wapoota rolled the brown child unceremoniously out of the hut, and composed his humorous features into an expression of solemnity.

My brother, continued the missionary, has agreed to become a Christian and burn his idols?

Yes, replied Ongoloo with an emphatic nod, for he was a man of decision. I like to hear what you tell me. I feel that I am full of naughtiness. I felt that before you came here. I have done things that I knew to be wrong, because I have been miserable after doing them  yet, when in passion, I have done them again. I have wondered why I was miserable. Now I know; you tell me the Great Father was whispering to my spirit. It must be true. I have resisted Him, and He made me miserable. I deserve it. I deserve to die. When any of my men dare to resist me I kill them. I have dared to resist the Great Father, yet He has not killed me. Why not? you tell me He is full of love and mercy even to His rebels! I believe it. You say, He sent His Son Jesus to die for me, and to deliver me from my sins. It is well, I accept this Saviour  and all my people shall accept Him.

My brothers voice makes me glad, returned Waroonga; but while you can accept this Saviour for yourself, it is not possible to force other people to do so.

Not possible! cried the despotic chief, with vehemence. Do you not know that I can force my people to do whatever I please?  at least I can kill them if they refuse.

You cannot do that and, at the same time, be a Christian.

But, resumed Ongoloo, with a look of, so to speak, fierce perplexity, I can at all events make them burn their idols.

True, but that would only make them hate you in their hearts, and perhaps worship their idols more earnestly in secret. No, my brother; there is but one weapon given to Christians, but that is a sharp and powerful weapon. It is called Love; we must win others to Christ by voice and example, we may not drive them. It is not permitted. It is not possible.

The chief cast his frowning eyes on the ground, and so remained for some time, while the missionary silently prayed. It was a critical moment. The man so long accustomed to despotic power could not easily bring his mind to understand the process of winning men. He did, indeed, know how to win the love of his wives and children  for he was naturally of an affectionate disposition, but as to winning the obedience of warriors or slaves  the thing was preposterous! Yet he had sagacity enough to perceive that while he could compel the obedience of the body  or kill it  he could not compel the obedience of the soul.

How can I, he said at last, with a touch of indignation still in his tone, I, a chief and a descendant of chiefs, stoop to ask, to beg, my slaves to become Christians? It may not be, I can only command them.

Woh! exclaimed Wapoota, unable to restrain his approval of the sentiment.

You cannot even command yourself, Ongoloo, to be a Christian. How, then, can you command others? It is the Great Father who has put it into your heart to wish to be a Christian. If you will now take His plan, you will succeed. If you refuse, and try your own plan, you shall fail.

Stay, cried the chief, suddenly laying such a powerful grasp on Waroongas shoulder, that he winced; did you not say that part of His plan is the forgiveness of enemies?

I did.

Must I, then, forgive the Raturans if I become a Christian?

Even so.

Then it is impossible. What! forgive the men whose forefathers have tried to rob my forefathers of their mountain since our nation first sprang into being! Forgive the men who have for ages fought with our fathers, and tried to make slaves of our women and children  though they always failed because they are cowardly dogs! Forgive the Raturans? Never! Impossible!

With man this is impossible. With the Great Father all things are possible. Leave your heart in His hands, Ongoloo; dont refuse His offer to save you from an unforgiving spirit, as well as from other sins, and that which to you seems impossible will soon become easy.

No  never! reiterated the chief with decision, as he cut further conversation short by rising and stalking out of the hut, closely followed by the sympathetic Wapoota.

Waroonga was not much depressed by this failure. He knew that truth would prevail in time, and did not expect that the natural enmity of man would be overcome at the very first sound of the Gospel. He was therefore agreeably surprised when, on the afternoon of that same day, Ongoloo entered the hut which had been set apart for him and the two Ratinga chiefs, and said  

Come, brother, I have called a council of my warriors. Come, you shall see the working of the Great Father.

The missionary rose at once and went after the chief with much curiosity, accompanied by Tomeo and Buttchee: Zeppa and his son, with Ebony and the pirate, being still in the mountains.

Ongoloo led them to the top of a small hill on which a sacred hut or temple stood. Here the prisoners of war used to be slaughtered, and here the orgies of heathen worship were wont to be practised. An immense crowd of natives  indeed the entire tribe except the sick and infirm  crowned the hill. This, however, was no new sight to the missionary, and conveyed no hint of what was pending.

The crowd stood in two orderly circles  the inner one consisting of the warriors, the outer of the women and children. Both fell back to let the chief and his party pass.

As the temple-hut was open at one side, its interior, with the horrible instruments of execution and torture, as well as skulls, bones, and other ghastly evidences of former murder, was exposed to view. On the centre of the floor lay a little pile of rudely carved pieces of timber, with some loose cocoa-nut fibre beneath them. A small fire burned on something that resembled an altar in front of the hut.

The chief, standing close to this fire, cleared his throat and began an address with the words, Men, warriors, women and children, listen! And they did listen with such rapt attention that it seemed as if not only ears, but eyes, mouths, limbs, and muscles were engaged in the listening act, for this mode of address  condescending as it did to women and children  was quite new to them, and portended something unusual.

Since these men came here, continued the chief, pointing to Waroonga and his friends, we have heard many wonderful things that have made us think. Before they came we heard some of the same wonderful things from the great white man, whose head is light but whose heart is wise and good. I have made up my mind, now, to become a Christian. My warriors, my women, my children need not be told what that is. They have all got ears and have heard. I have assembled you here to see my gods burned (he pointed to the pile in the temple), and I ask all who are willing, to join me in making this fire a big one. I cannot compel your souls. I could compel your bodies, but I will not!

He looked round very fiercely as he said this, as though he still had half a mind to kill one or two men to prove his point, and those who stood nearest to him moved uneasily, as though they more than half expected him to do some mischief, but the fierce look quickly passed away, and he went on in gentle, measured tones  

Waroonga tells me that the Book of the Great Father says, those who become Christians must love each other: therefore we must no more hate, or quarrel, or fight, or kill  not even our enemies.

There was evident surprise on every face, and a good deal of decided shaking of heads, as if such demands were outrageous.

Moreover, it is expected of Christians that they shall not revenge themselves, but suffer wrong patiently.

The eyebrows rose higher at this.

Still more; it is demanded that we shall forgive our enemies. If we become Christians, we must open our arms wide, and take the Raturans to our hearts!

This was a climax, as Ongoloo evidently intended, for he paused a long time, while loud expressions of dissent and defiance were heard on all sides, though it was not easy to see who uttered them.

Now, warriors, women and children, here I am  a Christian  who will join me?

I will! exclaimed Wapoota, stepping forward with several idols in his arms, which he tossed contemptuously into the temple.

There was a general smile of incredulity among the warriors, for Wapoota was well known to be a time-server: nevertheless they were mistaken, for the jester was in earnest this time.

Immediately after that, an old, white-headed warrior, bent nearly double with infirmity and years, came forward and acted as Wapoota had done. Then, turning to the people, he addressed them in a weak, trembling voice. There was a great silence, for this was the patriarch of the tribe; had been a lion-like man in his youth, and was greatly respected.

I join the Christians, he said, slowly. Have I not lived and fought for long  very long?

Yes, yes, from many voices.

And what good has come of it? demanded the patriarch. Have not the men of the Mountain fought with the men of the Swamp since [image: img147.jpg]the Mountain and the Swamp came from the hand of the Great Father? (A pause, and again, Yes, yes, from many voices.) And what good has come of it? Here is the Mountain; yonder is the Swamp, as they were from the beginning; and what the better are we that the swamp has been flooded and the mountain drenched with the blood of our fathers? Hatred has been tried from the beginning of time, and has failed. Let us now, my children, try Love, as the Great Father counsels us to do.

A murmur of decided applause followed the old mans speech, and Ongoloo, seizing him by both shoulders, gazed earnestly into his withered face. Had they been Frenchmen, these two would no doubt have kissed each others cheeks; if Englishmen, they might have shaken hands warmly; being Polynesian savages, they rubbed noses.

Under the influence of this affectionate act, a number of the warriors ran off, fetched their gods, and threw them on the temple floor. Then Ongoloo, seizing a brand from the fire, thrust it into the loose cocoa-nut fibre, and set the pile in a blaze. Quickly the flames leaped into the temple thatch, and set the whole structure on fire. As the fire roared and leaped, Waroonga, with Tomeo and Buttchee, started a hymn. It chanced to be one which Zeppa had already taught the people, who at once took it up, and sent forth such a shout of praise as had never before echoed among the palm-groves of that island. It confirmed the waverers, and thus, under the influence of sympathy, the whole tribe came that day to be of one mind!

The sweet strains, rolling over the plains and uplands, reached the cliffs at last, and struck faintly on the ears of a small group assembled in a mountain cave. The group consisted of Zeppa and his son, Ebony and the pirate.

It sounds marvellously like a hymn, said Orlando, listening.

Ah! dear boy, it is one I taught the natives when I stayed with them, said Zeppa; but it never reached so far as this before.

Poor Zeppa was in his right mind again, but oh! how weak and wan and thin the raging fever had left him!

Rosco, who was also reduced to a mere shadow of his former self, listened to the faint sound with a troubled expression, for it carried him back to the days of innocence, when he sang it at his mothers knee.

Dats oncommon strange, said Ebony. Nebber heard de sound come so far before. Hope de scoundrils no got hold ob grog.

Shame on you, Ebony, to suspect such a thing! said Orlando. You would be better employed getting things ready for to-morrows journey than casting imputations on our hospitable friends.

Dars noting to git ready, massa, returned the negro. Eberytings prepared to start arter breakfust.

Thats well, and I am sure the change to the seashore will do you good, father, as well as Rosco. Youve both been too long here. The cave is not as dry as one could wish  and, then, youll be cheered by the sound of children playing round you.

Yes, it will be pleasant to have Lippy running out and in again, said Zeppa.

They did not converse much, for the strength of both Zeppa and Rosco had been so reduced that they could not even sit up long without exhaustion, but Orlando kept up their spirits by prattling away on every subject that came into his mind  and especially of the island of Ratinga.

While they were thus engaged they heard the sound of rapidly approaching footsteps, and next moment Tomeo and Buttchee bounded over the bushes, glaring and panting from the rate at which they had raced up the hill to tell the wonderful news!

Eberyting bunt? exclaimed Ebony, whose eyes and teeth showed so much white that his face seemed absolutely to sparkle.

Everything. Idols and temple! repeated the two chiefs, in the Ratinga tongue, and in the same breath.

An nebber gwine to fight no more? asked Ebony, with a grin, that might be more correctly described as a split, from ear to ear.

Never more! replied the chiefs.

Next morning the two invalids were tenderly conveyed on litters down the mountain side and over the plain, and before the afternoon had passed away, they found a pleasant temporary resting-place in the now Christian village.




Chapter Fourteen.

The slopes and knolls and palm-fringed cliffs of Ratinga were tipped with gold by the western sun one evening as he declined towards his bed in the Pacific, when Marie Zeppa wandered with Betsy Waroonga and her brown little daughter Zariffa towards the strip of bright sand in front of the village.

The two matrons, besides being filled with somewhat similar anxieties as to absent ones, were naturally sympathetic, and frequently sought each others company. The lively Anglo-French woman, whose vivacity was not altogether subdued even by the dark cloud that hung over her husbands fate, took special pleasure in the sedate, earnest temperament of her native missionary friend, whose difficulty in understanding a joke, coupled with her inability to control her laughter when, after painful explanation, she did manage to comprehend one, was a source of much interest  an under-current, as it were, of quiet amusement.

Betsy, said Marie, as they walked slowly along, their naked feet just laved by the rippling sea, why do you persist in wearing that absurd bonnet? If you would only let me cut four inches off the crown and six off the front, it would be much more becoming. Do let me, theres a dear. You know I was accustomed to cutting and shaping when in England.

But what for the use? asked Betsy, turning her large brown eyes solemnly on her companion. It no seems too big to me. Besides, when brudder Gubbins give him to me he

Who is brudder Gubbins? asked Marie, with a look of smiling surprise.

Oh! you know. The minster  Gubbins  what come to the mission-station just afore me an Waroonga left for Ratinga.

Oh! I see; the Reverend Mr Gubbins  well, what did he say about the bonnet?

Wat did he say? ah! he say much morn I kin remember, an he look at the bonnet withs head a one side  so sad an pitiful like. Ah! Betsy Waroonga, ses he, this just the thing for you. Put it on an take it to Ratinga, itll press the natives there.

Impress them, you mean, Betsy.

Well, praps it was that. Anyhow I put it on, an he looked at me so earnest an ses with a sigh, Betsy, ses he, it minds me o my grandmother, an she was a good old soul  brought me up, Betsy, she did. Wear it for her sake an mine. I make a present of it to you.

Ah! Betsy, said Marie, the Reverend Gubbins must be a wag, I suspect.

Wats a wag, Marie?

Dont you know what a wag is?

Oh, yis, I know. When leetil bird sit on a stone an shake hims tail, Ive heerd you an Orley say it wag  but misser Gubbins he got no tail to wag  so how can he wag it?

I didnt say he wagged it, Betsy, returned Marie, repressing a laugh, but  youll never get to understand what a wag means, so I wont try to explain. Look! Zariffa is venturesome. Youd better call her back.

Zariffa was indeed venturesome. Clad in a white flannel petticoat and a miniature coal-scuttle, she was at that moment wading so deep into the clear sea that she had to raise the little garment as high as her brown bosom to keep it out of the water; and with all her efforts she was unsuccessful, for, with that natural tendency of childhood to forget and neglect what cannot be seen, she had allowed the rear-part of the petticoat to drop into the sea.

This, however, occasioned little or no anxiety to Betsy Waroonga, for she was not an anxious mother; but when, raising her eyes a little higher, she beheld the tip of the back-fin of a shark describing lively circles in the water as if it had scented the tender morsel and were searching for it, her easy indifference vanished. She gave vent to a yell and made a bound that told eloquently of the savage beneath the missionary, and, in another instant was up to the knees in the water with the coal-scuttle quivering violently. Seizing Zariffa, she squeezed her almost to the bursting point against her palpitating breast, while the shark headed seaward in bitter disappointment.

Dont go so deep agin, Ziffa, said the mother, with a gasp, as she set her little one down on the sand.

No, musser, said the obedient child; and she kept on the landward side of her parent thereafter with demonstrative care.

It may be remarked here that, owing to Waroongas love for, and admiration of, white men, Zariffas native tongue was English  broken, of course, to the pattern of her parents.

It was a narrow escape, Betsy, said Marie, solemnised by the incident.

Yes, thank the Lord, replied the other, continuing to gaze out to sea long after the cause of her alarm had disappeared.

Oh! Marie, she added, with a sigh, when will the dear men come home?

The question drove all the playful humour out of poor Marie, and her eyes filled with sudden tears.

When, indeed? Oh! Betsy, my man will never come. For Orley and the others I have little fear, but my Antonio

Poor Marie could say no more. Her nature was as quickly, though not as easily, provoked to deep sorrow as to gaiety. She covered her face with her hands.

As she did so the eyes of Betsy, which had for some time been fixed on the horizon, opened to their widest, and her countenance assumed a look so deeply solemn that it might have lent a touch of dignity even to the coal-scuttle bonnet, if it had not bordered just a little too closely on the ridiculous.

Ho! Marie, she exclaimed in a whisper so deep that her friend looked up with a startled air; see! look  a sip.

A ship  where? said the other, turning her eager gaze on the horizon. But she was not so quick-sighted as her companion, and when at length she succeeded in fixing the object with her eyes, she pronounced it a gull.

No snot a gull  a sip, retorted Betsy.

Ask Zariffa. Her eyes are better than ours, suggested Marie.

Kumeer, Ziffa! shouted Betsy.

Zariffa came, and, at the first glance, exclaimed. A sip!

The news spread in a moment for other and sharper eyes in the village had already observed the sail, and, ere long, the beach was crowded with natives.

By that time most of the Ratingans had adopted more or less, chiefly less, of European costume, so that the aspect of the crowd was anything but savage. It is true there were large proportions of brown humanity presented to view  such as arms, legs, necks, and chests, but these were picturesquely interspersed with striped cotton drawers, duck trousers, gay guernseys, red and blue flannel petticoats, numerous caps and straw hats as well as a few coal-scuttles  though none of the latter could match that of Betsy Waroonga for size and tremulosity.

But there were other signs of civilisation there besides costume, for, in addition to the neat huts and gardens and whitewashed church, there was a sound issuing from the pointed spire which was anything but suggestive of the South sea savage. It was the church bell  a small one, to be sure, but sweetly toned  which was being rung violently to call in all the fighting men from the woods and fields around, for at that time the Ratingans had to be prepared for the reception of foes as well as friends.

A trusty chief had been placed in charge of the village by Tomeo before he left. This man now disposed his warriors in commanding positions as they came trooping in, obedient to the call, and bade them keep out of sight and watch his signals from the beach.

But now let us see what vessel it was that caused such commotion in Ratinga.

She was a brig, with nothing particularly striking in her rig or appointments  a mere trading vessel. But on her bulwarks at the bow and on the heel of the bowsprit was gathered a group that well deserves notice, for there, foremost of all, and towering above the others, stood Antonio Zeppa, holding on to a forestay, and gazing with intensity and fixedness at the speck of land which had just been sighted. Beside him, and not less absorbed, stood his valiant and amiable son; while around, in various attitudes, sat or stood the chiefs Tomeo and Buttchee, Rosco and Ebony, Ongoloo and Wapoota, and little Lippy with her mother!

But the native missionary was not there. He had positively refused to quit the desert which had so unexpectedly and suddenly begun to blossom as the rose, and had remained to water the ground until his friends should send for him.

The chief and prime minister of the Mountain-men were there because, being large-minded, they wished to travel and see the world; and Lippy was there because Zeppa liked her; while the mother was there because she liked Lippy and refused to be parted from her.

Great was the change which had come over Zeppa during his convalescence. The wild locks and beard had been cut and trimmed; the ragged garments had been replaced by a suit belonging to Orley, and the air of wild despair, alternating with vacant simplicity, which characterised him in his days of madness, had given place to the old, sedate, sweet look of gentle gravity. It is true the grey hairs had increased in number, and there was a look, or, rather, an effect, of suffering in the fine face which nothing could remove; but much of the muscular vigour and the erect gait had been regained during those months when he had been so carefully and untiringly nursed by his son on Sugar-loaf Island.

It was not so with the ex-pirate. Poor Rosco was a broken man. The shock to his frame from the partial burning and the subsequent amputation of his feet had been so great that a return to anything like vigour seemed out of the question. But there was that in the expression of his faded face, and in the light of his sunken eye, which carried home the conviction that the ruin of his body had been the saving of his soul.

I cannot tell you, Orley, how thankful I am, said Zeppa, that this trader happened to touch at the island. As I grew stronger my anxiety to return home became more and more intense; and to say truth, I had begun to fear that Captain Fitzgerald had forgotten us altogether.

No fear of that, father. The captain is sure to keep his promise. He will either return, as he said, or send some vessel to look after us. What are you gazing at, Ebony?

De steepil, massa. Look! cried the negro, his whole face quivering with excitement, and the whites of his eyes unusually obtrusive as he pointed to the ever-growing line of land on the horizon, you see him?  glippering like fire!

I do see something glittering, said Orlando, shading his eyes with his hand; yes, it must be the steeple of the church, father. Look, it was not there when you left us. Well soon see the houses now.

Thank God! murmured Zeppa, in a deep, tremulous voice.

Can you see it, Rosco? said Orley.

The pirate turned his eyes languidly in the direction pointed out.

I see the land, he said faintly, and I join your father in thanking God for that  but  but it is not home to me.

Come, friend, said Zeppa, laying his hand gently on the poor mans shoulder, say not so. It shall be home to you yet, please God. If He has blotted out the past in the cleansing blood of the Lamb, what is man that he should remember it? Cheer up, Rosco, you shall find a home and a welcome in Ratinga.

Always returning good for evil, Zeppa, said Rosco, in a more cheerful voice. I think it is this tremendous weakness that crushes my spirits, but come  Ill try to cheer up, as you advise.

Dats right massa! cried Ebony, in an encouraging tone; an jus look at the glipperin steepil. Hell do yous heart good  someting like de fire in de wilderness to de Jipshins

To the Israelites you mean, said Orley.

Ah, yis  de Izlrights, to be sure. I mis-remembered. Ho! look; dars de house-tops now; an the pine grove whar we was use to hold palaver bout you, Massa, arter you was lost; an  yis  dats de house  yous own house. You see de wife lookin out o winder bery soon. I knows it by de pig-sty close longside whar de big grumper sow libs, dat Ziffas so fond o playin wid. Ho! Lippy, come here, you little naked ting, (he caught up the child an sat her on his broad shoulder). You see de small leetil house. Dats it. Dats whar Ziffa lubs to play, but shell hab you to play wid soon, an den shell forsake de ole sow. Ho! but I forgit  you no understan English.

Hereupon Ebony began to translate his information as he best could into the language of the little creature, in which effort he was not very successful, being an indifferent linguist.

Meanwhile the vessel gradually neared the island, stood into the lagoon, and, finally, dropped anchor. A boat was at once lowered and made for the shore.

And oh! how intensely and intently did those in the boat and those on the shore gaze at each other as the space between them diminished!

They not look like enemies, said Betsy in subdued tones.

And I dont think they are armed, returned Marie, with palpitating heart, but I cannot yet make out the faces  only, they seem to be white, some of them.

Yis, an some of ems brown.

Thus  on the shore. In the boat:  

Now den, massa, you sees her  an ha! ha! dars Betsy. Id know her mong a tousind. You sees de bonnit  tumblin about like a jollyboat in a high sea; an Ziffa too wid de leetil bonnit, all de same shape, kin you no see her?

Zeppa protested, rather anxiously, that he could not see them, and no wonder, for just then his eyes were blinded by tears which no amount of wiping sufficed to clear away.

At that moment a shriek was heard on shore, and Betsy was seen to spring, we are afraid to say how many feet, into the air.

Dar, shes reconised us now! exclaimed Ebony with delight; and it was evident that he was right for Betsy continued to caper upon the sands in a manner that could only be the result of joy or insanity, while the coal-scuttle beat tempestuously about her head like an enraged balloon.

Another moment and a signal from the chief brought the ambushed Christian warriors pouring down to the shore to see the long-lost and loved ones reunited, while Ebony ran about in a state of frantic excitement, weeping copiously, and embracing every one who came in his way.

But who shall describe the agony of disappointment endured by poor Betsy when she found that Waroonga was not among them? the droop of the spirits, the collapse of the coal-scuttle! Language is impotent. We leave it to imagination, merely remarking that she soon recovered on the faith of the happiness which was yet in store for her.




Chapter Fifteen.

And now, once again, we find ourselves in the palm-grove of Ratinga Island. It is a fine autumn afternoon. The air is still as regards motion, but thrilling with the melody of merry human voices as the natives labour in the fields, and alive with the twittering of birds as they make love, quarrel, and make it up again in the bushes. Now and then a hilarious laugh bursts from a group of children, or a hymn rises from some grateful heart, for as yet there is no secular music in Ratinga!

In the lagoon lies a man-of-war, its sails neatly furled, and its trim rigging, dark hull, and taper spars, perfectly reproduced in the clear water.

As the sun sank lower towards the west, our friend Ebony might have been seen slowly climbing the side of one of the neighbouring hills with Richard Rosco, the ex-pirate, on his back.

Set me down now, my friend, said Rosco, you are far too good to me; and let me know what it is you have to say to me. You have quite roused my curiosity by your nods and mysterious manner. Out with it now, whatever it is.

The negro had placed Rosco in such a position on a ledge of rock that he could see the lagoon and the ship at anchor.

The ex-pirate had by that time recovered some of his former strength, and, although there rested on his countenance an air of profound sadness, there mingled with it a hue of returning health, which none who saw him land had expected to see again. But the care of gentle hands and the power of gladsome emotions had wrought miraculously on the man, body and soul.

Is heerd massa an Cappin Fizzroy talkin about you, said the negro, crossing his arms on his chest and regarding his questioner with a somewhat quizzical expression.

Ha! I thought so. I am wanted, eh?

Well, yis, yous wanted, but yous not getted yet  so far as I knows.

Ah! Ebony, returned Rosco, shaking his head, I have long expected it, and now I am prepared to meet my deserved fate like a man  I may humbly say, a Christian man, thanks to God the Saviour and Zeppa the instrument. But, tell me, what did the commander of the man-of-war say?

What did he say? Well, Is tell you. Fust he hoed into massas house an shook hands with missis, also wid Missis Waroonga wot happined to be wid her, an hims so frindly dat he nigh shookt de bonnit off her head. Den dey talk bout good many tings, an after a while de cappin turn full on massa, an say,  

Is told Missr Zeppa dat yous got dat willain Rosco de pirit here.

Ho! you should hab see poor massas face how it grow long, I most tink it also grow a leetil pale, an missis she give a squeak what she couldnt help, an Betsy she giv a groan an jump up, slap on hers bonnit, back to de front, an begin to clar out, but de cappin jump up an stop her. Many apologies, ses de hipperkrit for stoppin a lady, but I dont want any alarm given. You know dat de pirits life am forfitid to his country, so ob course youll gib him up.

And what said Zeppa to that? asked Rosco eagerly.

Is just a-goin to tell you, massa. You see Is in de back kishen at de time an hear ebery word. Well, ses massa, awful slow an unwillin like, I cannot deny that Rosco is in the island, but I do assure you, sir, that he is quite unable to do any furder mischief to any one, for  an massa stop all of a suddint.

Well, ses de cappin, why you not go on?

Has you a description of him? he asked.

Oh! yes, ses de cappin, drawin out a paper an readin it. De bery ting, as like you it was as two pease, even to de small mole on side ob yous nose, but it say noting bout yous feet. Clarly he nebber heerd ob dat an massa he notice dat, seems to me, for he ses, Well, Cappin Fizzerald, it may be your duty to seize dis pirit and deliber him up to justice, but its no duty ob mine to help you.

Oh! as to dat, ses de cappin, Ill easily find him widout your assistance. I have a party of men with me, and no one knows or even suspects de reason ob my visit. But all of you who now hear me mus promise not to say a word about this matter till my search is over. I believe you to be an honourable Christian man, Zeppa, who cannot break his word; may these ladies be relied on?

Dey may, ses massa, in a voice ob woe dat amost made me cry. So wen I hear dat I tinks to myself, oh! you British hipperkrit, yous not so clebber as you tinks, for Ebonys got to windard ob you, an wid dat I slips out ob do back winder an run to yous cottage, an ask if youd like to have a ride on my back as usual, an you say yis, an  now yous here, an I dessay de cappins lookin for you.

It is very kind of you, Ebony, said Rosco, with a deep sigh and a shake of the head, very kind, both of you and Zeppa, but your efforts cannot now avail me. Just consider. If the description of me possessed by Captain Fitzgerald is as faithful and minute as you say, the mere absence of my feet could not deceive him. Besides, when I am found, if the commander of the man-of-war asks me my name I will not deny it, I will give myself up.

But if you do dey will hang you! said Ebony in a somewhat exasperated tone.

Even so. It is my fate  and deserved.

But it would be murder to hang a innercent man whats bin reformed, an dont mean for to do no more mischief  not ony so, but cant!

I fear you wont get the broken law to look at it in that light, Ebony.

Broken law! what does I care for de broken law? But tell me, massa, hab you make up yous mind to gib youself up?

I have, returned Rosco sadly.

Quite sure an sartin?

Quite, returned Rosco, with a faint smile at the poor negros persistency.

Well, den, you come an hab a last ride on my back. Surely you no kin refuse so small a favour to dis yar black hoss wats carried you so of in, afore you die!

Of course not, my poor fellow! but to what purpose  of what use will it be to delay matters? It will only prolong the captains search needlessly.

Oh! nebber mind. Ders good lot o huts in de place to keep de hipperkrit goin. Plenty ob time for a last leetil ride. Besides, I want you to see a place I diskiver not long ago  most koorious place  you nebber see.

Come along, then, said Rosco, thinking it right to humour one who had been more like a brother than a servant to him during his long illness, stoop down. Now, then, heave!

In a twinkling Rosco was on the back of his black horse, which carried him a considerable distance in among the hills.

Ah! Ebony, said the rider at last, I feel sure you are deceiving me  that you hope to conceal me here, but it is of no use, I tell you, for I wont remain concealed.

No, massa, I not deceive you. I bring you here to show you de stronary place I hab diskiver, an ax you what you tink ob him.

Well, show it me quickly, and then let us hasten home.

Without replying, the negro clambered up a somewhat steep and rugged path which brought them to the base of a low precipice which was partially fringed with bushes. Pushing one of these aside, he entered a small cavern not much larger than a sentry-box, which seemed to have no outlet; but Ebony, placing his right foot on a projection of rock just large enough to receive it, raised himself upwards so as to place his left foot on another projection, which enabled him to get on what appeared to be a shelf of rock. Rising up, he entered another cavern.

A strange place truly, but very dark, said Rosco; does it extend far?

Youll see, jus now, muttered the negro, obtaining a light by means of flint and steel, with which he kindled a torch. You see Is bin splorin here before an got tings ready.

So saying, he carried Rosco through several winding passages until he gained a cavern so large and high, that the torch was unable to reveal either its extent or its roof.

Wonderful! why did you not tell us of this place before, Ebony?

Cause I ony just diskiver him, bout a week past. I tink him splendid place for hide our wimen an childers in, if wes iver tacked by savages. See, I even make some few preparations  got straw in de corner for lie on  soon git meat an drink if hims required.

Very suitable indeed, but if you have brought me here to hide, as I still suspect, my poor fellow, you have troubled yourself in vain, for my mind is made up.

Dats berry sad, massa, berry sad, returned Ebony, with a deep sigh, but you no object sit on de straw for a bit an let me rest. Dere now. Yous growin heavier every day, massa. I stick de torch here for light. Look, here you see I hab a few tings. Dis is one bit ob rope wid a loop on him.

And what may that be for? asked Rosco, with some curiosity.

For tie up our enemies when wes catch dem. Dis way, you understan.

As he spoke, Ebony passed the loop over Roscos shoulders and drew it tight so as to render his arms powerless, and before the latter realised what he was about his legs were also securely bound.

Surely you do not mean to keep me here by force! cried Rosco angrily.

Is much afraid, massa, dats zactly what I mean!

Come, come, Ebony, you have carried this jest far enough. Unbind me!

Berry sorry to disoblige you, massa, but dats impossible just now.

I command you, sir, to undo this rope! cried Rosco fiercely.

Deres a good deal ob de ole ring about dat, sar, but yous not a pirit cappen now, an I aint one ob de pirit crew.

Rosco saw at once the absurdity of giving way to anger, and restrained himself.

But you cannot restrain my voice, Ebony, he continued, and I promise you that I will shout till I am heard.

Shout away, massa, much as you please. Bust yous lungs if you like, for yous in de bowls ob de hill here.

Rosco felt that he was in the negros powers and remained silent.

Is berry sorry to leave you tied up, said Ebony, rising to quit the place, but when men is foolish like leetil boys, dey must be treat de same. De straw will keep you comfrable. I darent leave de torch, but Ill soon send you food by a sure messenger, and come back myself soon as iver I can.

Stay, Ebony, Im at your mercy, and as no good can come of my remaining bound, I must give in. Will you unbind me if I promise to remain quiet?

Wid pleasure, said the negro cheerfully, as his glistening teeth showed themselves. You promise to wait here till I come for you?

I promise.

An you promise not to shout?

I do.

In a moment the rope was cast off, and Rosco was free. Then Ebony, bidding him keep up his heart, glided out of the cavern and left him in profound darkness.

Captain Fitzgerald searched the island high and low, far and wide, without success, being guided during the search chiefly by Ebony.

That wily negro, on returning to the village, found that the search had already begun. The captain had taken care that no one, save those to whom he had already spoken, should know what or who he was searching for, so that the pirate might not be prematurely alarmed. Great, therefore, was his surprise when he was accosted by the negro, and asked in a mysterious manner to step aside with him out of ear-shot of the sailors who assisted him.

What have you got to say to me, my man? he asked, when they had gone a few yards into the palm-grove.

Yous lookin for the pirit! said Ebony in a hoarse whisper, and with a superhumanly intelligent gaze.

Why, how came you to know that? asked the captain, somewhat perplexed and thrown off his guard.

Ho! ho! laughed Ebony in a subdued voice, how I comes to know dat, eh? I come to knows many tings by putting dis an dat togider. Yous cappen ob man-ob-war. Well, you no comes here for notting. Well, Rosco de pirit, de horroble scoundril, hims lib here. Ob course you come for look for him. Hofficers ob de Brish navy got notting else to do but kotch an hang sitch varmints. Eh? Is right?

Well, no, returned Captain Fitzgerald, laughing, not altogether right as to the duties of officers of the British navy. However, youre right as to my object, and I see that this pirate is no friend of yours.

No friend, oh! no  not at all. Hims far more nor dat. I lub him as a brudder, said the negro with intense energy.

Captain Fitzgerald laughed again, for he supposed that the negro spoke ironically, and Ebony extended his thick lips from ear to ear because he foresaw and intended that the captain would fall into that mistake.

Now you lose no time in sarch for him, said Ebony, an dis yar nigger will show you de way.

Do, my fine fellow, and when we find him, Ill not forget your services.

Yous berry good, amost too good, said Ebony, with an affectionate look at his new employer.

So, as we have said, the village and island were searched high and low without success. At last, while the searching party was standing, baffled, on the shore farthest from the village, Captain Fitzgerald stopped abruptly, and looking Zeppa in the face, exclaimed, Strange, is it not? and the island so small, comparatively.

Quite unaccountable, answered Zeppa, who, with his son, had at last joined in the search out of sheer anxiety as to Roscos fate.

Most perplexing! said Orlando.

Most amazin! murmured Ebony, with a look of disappointment that baffles description.

Suddenly the negro pointed to the beach, exclaiming, Oh! I knows it now! Look dare. You see two small canoes? Dere wor tree canoes dare yisterday. De tird wan am dare now. Look!

They all looked eagerly at the horizon, where a tiny speck was seen. It might have been a gull or an albatross.

Impossible, said Zeppa. Where could he hope to escape to in that direction  no island within a thousand miles?

A desprit man doos anyting, massa.

Well. I shall soon find out, for the wind blows in that direction, said the captain, wheeling about and returning to his ship.

Soon the sails were spread, the anchor weighed, the coral reef passed, and the good ship was leaping merrily over the sea in pursuit of the pirate, while Ebony was seated on the straw beside Rosco, expanding his mouth to an extent that it had never reached before, and causing the cavern to ring with uproarious laughter.




Chapter Sixteen.

It need scarcely be said that the man-of-war did not overtake the pirates canoe!

She cruised about for some days in the hope of falling in with it. Then her course was altered, and she was steered once more for Ratinga. But the elements seemed to league with Ebony in this matter, for, ere she sighted the island, there burst upon her one of those tremendous hurricanes with which the southern seas are at times disturbed. So fierce was the tempest that the good ship was obliged to present her stern to the howling blast, and scud before it under bare poles.

When the wind abated, Captain Fitzgerald found himself so far from the scene of his recent visit, and so pressed for time, as well as with the claims of other duties  possibly, according to Ebony, the capturing and hanging of other pirates  that he resolved to postpone his visit until a more convenient season. The convenient season never came. Captain Fitzgerald returned home to die, and with him died the memory of Rosco the pirate  at least as far as public interest in his capture and punishment was concerned  for some of the captains papers were mislaid and lost and among them the personal description of the pirate, and the account of his various misdeeds.

But Rosco himself did not die. He lived to prove the genuine nature of his conversion, and to assist Waroonga in his good work. As it is just possible that some reader may doubt the probability  perhaps even the possibility  of such a change, we recommend him to meditate on the fact that Saul of Tarsus, the persecutor, became Paul, the loving Apostle of the Lord.

One morning, not long after the events just narrated, Zeppa came to Roscos hut with a bundle under his arm. He was followed by Marie, Betsy, Zariffa, and Lippy with her mother. By that time Lippy had been provided with a bonnet similar to that of her friend Ziffa, and her mother had been induced to mount a flannel petticoat, which she wore tied round her neck or her waist, as her fancy or her forgetfulness inclined her. The party had accompanied Zeppa to observe the effect of this bundle on Rosco.

That worthy was seated on a low couch constructed specially for him by Ebony. He was busy reading.

Welcome, friends all, he said, with a look of surprise at the deputation-like visit.

We have come to present you with a little gift, Rosco, said Zeppa, unrolling the bundle and holding up to view a couple of curious machines.

Wooden legs! exclaimed Rosco with something between a gasp and a laugh.

Thats what they are, Rosco. We have been grieved to see you creeping about in such a helpless fashion, and dependent on Ebony, or some other strong-backed fellow, when you wanted to go any distance, so Orlando and I have put our heads together, and produced a pair of legs.

While he was speaking the on-lookers gazed in open-eyed-and-mouthed expectancy, for they did not feel quite sure how their footless friend would receive the gift.

It is kind, very kind of you, he said, on recovering from his surprise; but how am I to fix them on? theres no hole to shove the ends of my poor legs into.

Oh! you dont shove your legs into them at all, said Zeppa; youve only got to go on your knees into them  see, this part will fit your knees pretty well  then you strap them on, make them fast, and away you go. Lets try them.

To the delight of the women and children, Rosco was quite as eager to try on the legs as they were to see him do it. The bare idea of being once more able to walk quite excited the poor man, and his hands trembled as he tried to assist his friend in fixing them.

Keep your hands away altogether, said Zeppa; you only delay me. There now, theyre as tight as two masts. Hold on to me while I raise you up.

At that moment Tomeo, Buttchee, Ebony, Ongoloo, Wapoota, and Orlando came upon the scene.

What a shame, father, cried the latter, to begin without letting us know!

Ah! Orley, Im sorry you have found us at it. Marie and I had planned giving you a surprise by making Rosco walk up to you.

Never mind, cried Rosco impatiently; just set me on my pins, and Ill soon walk into him. Now then, hoist away!

Orley and his father each seized an arm, and next moment Rosco stood up.

Now den, don hurry him  hurrah! cried Ebony, giving a cheer of encouragement.

Have a care, friends; dont let me go, said Rosco anxiously, clutching his supporters necks with a convulsive grasp. Ill never do it, Zeppa. I feel that if you quit me for an instant, I shall go down like a shot.

No fear. Here, cut him a staff, Ebony, said Zeppa; thatll be equal to three legs, you know, and even a stool can stand alone with three legs.

The staff was cut and handed to the learner, who, planting it firmly on the ground before him, leaned on it, and exclaimed, Let go! in tones which instantly suggested the anchor to his friends.

The order was obeyed, and the ex-pirate stood swaying to and fro, and smiling with almost childlike delight. Presently he became solemn, lifted one leg, and set it down again with marvellous rapidity. Then he lifted the other leg with the same result. Then he lifted the staff, but had to replace it smartly to prevent falling forward.

I fear I can only do duty as a motionless tripod, he said rather anxiously.

Nebber fear, massa  oh! Look out!

The latter exclamation was caused by Rosco falling backwards; to prevent which catastrophe he made a wild flourish with his arms, and a sweep with his staff, which just grazed the negros cheek. Zeppa, however, caught him in his arms, and set him up again.

Now then, try once more, he said encouragingly.

Rosco tried, and in the course of half-an-hour managed, with many a stagger and upheaval of the arms and staff to advance about eight or ten yards. At this point, however, he chanced to place the end of the right leg on a soft spot of ground. Down it went instantly to the knee, and over went the learner on his side, snapping the leg short off in the fall!

It would be difficult to paint the general disappointment at this sudden collapse of the experiment. A united groan burst from the party, including the patient, for it at once became apparent that a man with a wooden leg  to say nothing of two  could only walk on a hard beaten path, and as there were few such in the island, Roscos chance of a long ramble seemed to vanish. But Zeppa and his son were not men to be easily beaten. They set to work to construct feet for the legs, which should be broad enough to support their friend on softish ground, and these were so arranged with a sort of ball-and-socket joint, that the feet could be moved up and down. In theory this worked admirably; in practice it failed, for after a staggering step or two, the toes having been once raised refused to go down, and thus was produced the curious effect of a man stumping about on his heels! To overcome this difficulty the heels of the feet were made to project almost as much behind as the toes did in front somewhat after the pattern of Ebonys pedal arrangements, as Rosco remarked when they were being fitted on for another trial. At last, by dint of perseverance, the wooden legs were perfected, and Rosco re-acquired the art of walking to such perfection, that he was to be seen, almost at all times and in all weathers, stumping about the village, his chief difficulty being that when he chanced to fall, which he often did, he was obliged either to get some one to help him up, or to crawl home; for, being unable to get his knees to the ground when the legs were on, he was obliged to unstrap them if no one was within hail.

Now, during all this time, Betsy Waroonga remained quite inconsolable about her husband.

But my dear, you know he is quite safe, her friend Marie Zeppa would say to her, for he is doing the Masters work among Christian men.

I knows that, Betsy would reply, an Im comforted a leetle when I think so; but what for not Zeppa git a canoe ready an take me to him? A missionary not worth nothing without hees wife.

Marie sympathised heartily with this sentiment, but pointed out that it was too long and dangerous a voyage to be undertaken in a canoe, and that it was probable the mission ship would revisit Ratinga ere long, in which case the voyage could be undertaken in comfort and safety.

But Betsy did not believe in the danger of a canoe voyage, nor in the speedy arrival of the mission ship. In fact she believed in nothing at that time, save in her own grief and the hardness of her case. She shook her head, and the effect on the coal-scuttle, which had now become quite palsied with age and hard service, was something amazing, insomuch that Maries sympathy merged irresistibly into mirth.

The good womans want of faith, however, received a rebuke not many weeks later.

She was hastening, one afternoon, to an outlying field to gather vegetables in company with Zariffa, who had by that time grown into a goodly-sized girl.

The pace induced silence, also considerable agitation in both bonnets. When they had cleared the village, and reached Roscos hut near the entrance to the palm-grove, they went up to the open door and looked in, but no one was there.

Hes hoed out to walk, observed Zariffa with a light laugh; awful fond o walkin since he got the ooden legs!

What was you want with him? asked Betsy, as they resumed their walk.

Want to ask bout the Bibil lesson for to-morrow. Some things me no can understan, an Rosco great at the Bibil now.

Yes, murmured Betsy with a nod, theres many things in the Bibil not easy to understand. Takes a deal o study, Ziffa, to make him out. Your father always say that. But Roscos fuss-rate at splainin of em. Fuss-rate  so your father say. Him was born for a misnary.

At that moment a cry was heard in the distance. They had been ascending a winding path leading to the field to which they were bound.

Sounds like man in distress, said Betsy, breaking into a run with that eager alacrity which usually characterises the sympathetic.

Zariffa replied not, but followed her mother. The cry was repeated, and at once recognised as being uttered by the man who was born for a misnary, but had mistaken his profession when he became a pirate! When they reached the spot whence it had apparently issued, the misnary, or ex-pirate, was nowhere to be seen.

Hooroo! whar is you? shouted Betsy, looking round.

Here! cried a half-smothered voice from somewhere in the earth.

Oh! look! exclaimed Zariffa in a sort of squeal as she ran towards a spot where two strange plants seemed to have sprung up.

Roscos legs! said Betsy, aghast.

And she was right. The venturesome man had, with his accustomed hardihood, attempted that day to scale the mountain side, and had fallen into a hole by the side of the track, from which he could by no means extricate himself, because of its being a tightish fit, his head being down and his legs were in the air.

Oh, Betsy, pull me out lass! Im half-choked already, gasped the unfortunate man.

But Betsy could not move him, much less pull him out, although heartily assisted by her daughter.

Run, Ziffa, run an fetch men!

Ziffa ran like a hunted deer, so anxious was she for the deliverance of her Bible instructor. On turning sharp round a bend in the track, she plunged into the bosom of Ebony.

Ho! hi! busted I am; why, whats de matter, Ziffa? you travel like a cannon-ball!

As he spoke, Zeppa and his son, who had been walking behind Ebony, came up. The panting child only replied, Rosco  queek! and ran before them to the fatal spot. Need we say that in a few moments the born misnary was drawn like a cork out of a bottle, and set down right end up? Then they carried him to a clear space, whence the sea was visible, condoling with him as they went; but here all thought of the accident and of everything else was banished, for the moment by the sight of a ship on the horizon!

It turned out to be the mission-vessel with supplies, and with a young native missionary, or Bible-reader; and thus, in a few days, not only Betsy Waroonga, but Ongoloo and Wapoota, with Lippy and her mother and Orlando, were enabled to return to Sugar-loaf Island.

The joy of the Sugarlovians at the return of their chiefs and friends is not to be described, for, despite the assurances of Waroonga, they had begun to grow uneasy. Neither is it possible to describe the condition of the coal-scuttle bonnet after it had been crushed in the reckless embrace of Betsys spouse, nor the delight of the uncles, aunts, brothers, cousins, nieces, and nephews of Lippy, when they got her safe back again, though awfully disguised by the miniature coal-scuttle and flaming petticoat.

By that time the Mountain-men and the Raturans had rubbed noses, intermingled, intermarried, broken bows and spears, buried the war-hatchet and otherwise made up their minds, like sane creatures, to dwell in peace; for savages come to this condition sometimes  civilised nations never do! Great, therefore, was their satisfaction when their mourning, at the prospect of losing Waroonga, was turned into joy by the decision of the young native teacher, who volunteered to take his place and remain with them as their permanent instructor in the way of Righteousness.

A dance was proposed by some of the chiefs as an appropriate way of expressing their joy and getting rid of superfluous energy; but as their only dance was a war-dance, it was thought better to celebrate the occasion by a grand feast which, being preceded by games  wrestling, jumping, and running, etcetera  served the purpose equally well  if not better.

Thus was an island won from heathenism in those far off southern seas!

And now, what shall we say in conclusion? Time and space would fail us, were we to continue the history of Ratinga island down to the present time. We can only add that Waroonga and Betsy returned home, that a stalwart son of Tomeo went in after years, to Sugar-loaf Island, and carried off Lippy as his bride, along with her mother; that a handsome son of Ongoloo took revenge by carrying Zariffa away from Ratinga, without her mother; that regular and frequent intercourse was set up between the two islands by means of a little schooner; that Ebony stuck to his master and mistress through thick and thin to a good old age; that Orlando went to England, studied medicine, and returned again to Ratinga with a fair daughter of that favoured land; that Wapootas morals improved by degrees; that Buttchee became more reconciled to European dress as he grew older; and that the inhabitants of the two islands generally became wiser and happier  though of course not perfect  through the benign influence of that Gospel which teaches man to do to others as he would have others do to him.

Time, as usual, continued to work his marvellous changes as the years flew by, but of all the transformations he wrought none was so striking as that produced in two men of Ratinga, who daily sat down, side by side, in front of their cottage by the sea, to watch a host of children of all ages, sizes, and complexions, which gambolled merrily on the sands. These men were old and somewhat feeble, with hair like the driven snow, but their gentle expressions and ready smiles told of eternal youth within. As the one sat with his colossal frame still erect though spare, talking softly to his comrade, and the other sat slightly bent, with eyes gazing sometimes at the children, and sometimes at his wooden toes, how difficult how almost impossible, to believe that, in former days, the one had been the madman, and the other the pirate!
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Chapter One.

This family was not only Thorogood but thorough-going. The father was a blacksmith, with five sons and one daughter, and he used to hammer truth into his childrens heads with as much vigour as he was wont to hammer the tough iron on his anvil; but he did it kindly. He was not a growly-wowly, cross-grained man, like some fathers we know of  not he. His broad, hairy face was like a sun, and his eyes darted sunbeams wherever they turned. The faces of his five sons were just like his own, except in regard to roughness and hair. Tom, and Dick, and Harry, and Bob, and Jim, were their names. Jim was the baby. Their ages were equally separated. If you began with Jim, who was three, you had only to say  four, five, six, seven  Tom being seven.

These five boys were broad, and sturdy, like their father. Like him, also, they were fond of noise and hammering. They hammered the furniture of their fathers cottage, until all of it that was weak was smashed, and all that was strong became dreadfully dinted. They also hammered each others noses with their little fat fists, at times, but they soon grew too old and wise for that; they soon, also, left off hammering the heads of their sisters dolls, which was a favourite amusement in their earlier days.

The mention of dolls brings us to the sister. She was like her mother  little, soft, fair, and sweet-voiced; just as unlike her brothers in appearance as possible  except that she had their bright blue, blazing eyes. Her age was eight years.

It was, truly, a sight to behold this family sit down to supper of an evening. The blacksmith would come in and seize little Jim in his brawny arms, and toss him up to the very beams of the ceiling, after which he would take little Molly on his knee, and fondle her, while Old Moll, as he sometimes called his wife, spread the cloth and loaded the table with good things.

A cat, a kitten, and a terrier, lived together in that smiths cottage on friendly terms. They romped with each other, and with the five boys, so that the noise used sometimes to be tremendous; but it was not an unpleasant noise, because there were no sounds of discontent or quarrelling in it. You see, the blacksmith and his wife trained that family well. It is wonderful what an amount of noise one can stand when it is good-humoured noise.

Well, this blacksmith had a favourite maxim, which he was fond of impressing on his children. It was this Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with all your might, doing it as if to the Lord, and not to men. We need hardly say that he found something like this maxim in the Bible  a grand channel through which wisdom flows to man.

Of course he had some trouble in teaching his little ones, just as other fathers have. One evening, when speaking about this favourite maxim, he was interrupted by a most awful yell under the table.

Why, what ever is the matter with the cat? said the blacksmith in surprise.

Its ony me, fadder, said little Jim; I found hims tail, and I pulled it wid all my might!

Ah, Jim! said Mrs Thorogood, laughing, as she placed a huge plate of crumpets on the table, its only when a thing is right we are to do it with our might. Pulling the cats tail is wrong.

When a things wrong,
Let it alone.
When a things right,
Do it with might.
Come now, suppers ready.

Capital poetry, Old Moll, shouted the blacksmith, as he drew in his chair, but not quite so good as the supper. Now, then  silence.

A blessing was asked with clasped hands and shut eyes. Then there was a sudden opening of the eyes and a tendency in little hands to grasp at the crumpets, buttered-toast, bacon, and beans, but good training told. Self-restraint was obvious in every trembling fist and glancing eye. Only curly-haired little Jim found the smell too much for him. He was about to risk reputation and everything, when a glance from his father quelled the rebellious spirit.

Come, Jim, fair-play. Let it go right round, like the sun,  beginning wi mother.

Then silence reigned for a time  a profound silence  while upwards of two hundred teeth went to work. Ere long most of the children were buttered to the eyes, and their rosy cheeks glistened like ripe apples. Soon the blacksmith drew a long breath and paused. Looking round with a benign smile he asked little Jim how he got along.

Fust rate, said Jim.

How I wish, said Dick, with a sad look at the toast, that we might go on eatin for ever.

Is it right, daddy, asked Tom, during a pause, to eat with all our might?

Certainly, my boy, till youve had enough. After that its wrong to eat at all. Enoughs as good as a feast, you know. Now, Old Moll, one more cup to wash it all down, and then well go in for a confabulation round the fire.

Now, nothing rejoiced the hearts of that family so much as a confabulation round the fire on a winter night, or under the great elm in front of the forge on the village green in summer.

The table was cleared as if by magic, for every member of the family helped. Soon, little Jim was sleeping as sound as a top in his crib, and Mrs Thorogood, with her knitting, joined the others at the fire, by the light of which the blacksmith made a little boat for Harry with a gully knife and a piece of stick.

Its a stormy night, said Mrs Thorogood, as a violent gust of wind came down the chimney and rattled the window-frames.

Ah, it was on just such a night that, my dear old father and mother were burnt out of house and home, said the blacksmith; well do I mind about it, for I was over ten years old at the time. We never found out what it was that set the house alight, but when it had once caught, it fetched way like lightning  the wind was so high. The first thing that woke me was sneezin wi the smoke. Then, Id just opened my eyes when I saw the head of a ladder come crash through the window. It was the fire-escape. Father tried to save mother, but he was lame, and fell down half-choked. I tried to help him, but I was too young. Then a strapping fireman stepped in at the window, as cool as a cucumber, pitched us all into the escape, one after another; and so, through Gods mercy, we were saved. Ive loved the firemen ever since. They are the boys to show you how to do things well; to do things with might and main, and no fuss, and to submit to discipline without a word.

Oh, father! cried Harry with blazing eyes, I should dearly like to be a fireman, an go fightin the flames.

And Dick? asked Mrs Thorogood, wouldnt you like to be one, too?

No, mother. Its very grand, but I dont like smoke. Id rather be a lifeboat-man, to fight wi the storm, and save people from the roarin waves.

Tom glanced at one of his toy ships, and said hed like to fight the battles of his country on the sea. Bob looked affectionately at a wooden sword and gun which stood in a corner, and thought hed prefer to fight his battles on the land.

Youre all for fighting, I see, chimed in soft-eyed Molly; I wonder what little Jim would like to be, if he was awake.

I know what battles I would like to see him fighting, said Mrs Thorogood.

Why, exclaimed the blacksmith in surprise, I thought you hated fighting of all kinds?

No, not all kinds. I should like to see little Jim fighting the battle of the Prince of Peace.

Of course there was a clamorous questioning as to what that meant, but we must not devote space to this subject. Neither can we afford to follow the history of each member of this family step by step. We will grow them up at once, and tell you what came of all their enthusiastic desires and lofty aspirations in succeeding chapters.

Only thus much will we say in conclusion; when the blacksmith said it was time to be off to bed that night, the children rose at once; gave and received a hearty kiss all round, and went off to turn in, as sailors express it, with a will. They had learned obedience  the most difficult lesson that man has got to learn  the lesson which few learn thoroughly, and which our Lord sets us as a test of our loyalty to Himself, when He says says, If ye love Me, keep My commandments.


Chapter Two.

It was what sailors call a dirty night. When you looked out upon the sea, it seemed as if there were nothing there but horrible darkness. If you went down to the beach, however,  close under the fishing village of Sunland  you found that there was just enough of light to make the darkness visible.

Tremendous waves came rolling madly into the bay, their white crests gleaming against the black sky until they came down like thunder on the sand. The wind roared and whistled over the bay, cutting off the foam-tops of the billows, and hurling them against the neighbouring cliffs. Mingled rain and hail filled the shrieking blast, and horrid uproar seemed to revel everywhere.

God have mercy on those at sea, was uttered by many a lip that night. It was a most suitable prayer! Some there were, doubtless, who uttered it with a little shudder as they turned in their beds, but said and did nothing more. Others there were, weak in body perhaps, but strong in spirit, who reflected, with some degree of comfort, that they had given of their gold to help those whose business it is to help the perishing. And there were others who had little gold to give, but who gladly gave their strong, stalwart bodies, and risked their precious lives to save the perishing.

Many of these last were on the beach at Sunland that night, with oilskin coats and caps, cowering in the lee of boats and rocks, or leaning against the furious gale as they tried to gaze out to sea through the blinding sleet and spray.

Among these fishermen were two young men  tall and strong  who seemed to despise shelter, and stood at the very edge of the raging sea. One was a black-bearded man of the Coastguard. The other, as his dress betokened, was a Jack-tar of the Royal Navy.

There, she shows a light, said the naval youth, as a flame, like that of a blazing tar-barrel, shot suddenly up against the dark sky and showed the rigging of a wreck, far out in the bay where the war of wind and waves was fiercest.

Scarcely had this light appeared when the Coastguardsman laid his hand on the young sailors shoulder and pointed towards the cliffs far away to the left of the bay. There a rocket had cut the heavens with a line of vivid fire. While they gazed, another sprang up into the sky.

A vessel on the rocks! said the Coastguardsman, (he had to shout in the others ear, so loud was the gale); my duty lies there. Will you go with me, or stay to see the lifeboat start?

Ill stick by the lifeboat, shouted the man-of-wars man, and they parted.

Ah! it was grand to see that lifeboat go into action. She could be easily seen, though the night was so dark, for she was painted pure white and bright blue, with a scarlet strip round her  a thing of light, but by no means a light thing! She was so large, and stout, and heavy, that she required a strong carriage on four wheels to transport her from her boat-house to the edge of the sea, which foamed, and hissed, and leaped up at her bow as if to taste the morsel which it hoped soon to swallow.

While the boat was yet on its carriage, her stout coxswain, or captain, clambered in.

Now then, my jolly volunteers, he shouted, jump up, and on wi your life-belts.

At that word our handsome young sailor laid his hands on the edge of the boat and vaulted into her as if he had been made of india-rubber. Ten more men followed his example, and quickly put on their belts.

Nobodys allowed to go off without a life-belt, said the coxswain to the young sailor, besides, its against rules to let you go.

Hows that? asked the youth; you called for volunteers.

Yes, but our volunteer-crew is already made up, so you must jump out. Thank you all the same, my fine fellow.

The man-of-wars man was too well disciplined to think of resistance, even for a moment. With a look of disappointment and an active bound, he leaped out upon the sand.

At that moment one of the men raised an oar, which was blown round by a sudden blast, and its end struck another of the crew on the temple, rendering him almost insensible. He had to be put out at once, and another volunteer was called for. Like a flash of light, our youthful seaman again vaulted into the boat. His services were now accepted, and a cork life-belt was given to him, which he quickly put on.

Meanwhile crowds of men, and even some women and boys, stood ready at the launching-ropes. The word was given. There was a strong and a long pull altogether, and the lifeboat sprang into the sea as if it had been alive, with her crew seated and the oars out. A huge wave caught her bow and raised her up almost perpendicular. She seemed as if about to dance a reel upon her rudder. Our man-of-wars man had rode in many a wild sea, but never before had he seen the like of that. Nevertheless, he clung to his seat like a limpet, and pulled at his oar with all his might. The others were more accustomed to that special work. Just as she seemed about to topple over, the boat dropped forward and plunged out to sea. The next wave caught her in the same way, but with less power. Another stroke of the short, stout oars, and they had got fairly off into deep water.

Then did the heart of the young sailor beat wildly, for, besides rejoicing in that fierce struggle with the storm, he knew that his mission was one of mercy as well as danger. But how much more wildly did his heart beat when he reached the wreck, and, by the light of the blazing tar-barrel, beheld about twenty human beings  some of them women and children  clinging to the wreck, which was buried in foaming water by every sea.

One by one they were got into the lifeboat with great difficulty. Then the boat was pushed off and rowed towards the land. What a deep-toned shout there was on shore when her light form was dimly seen coming in on the crest of a great billow! And what a mighty cheer rang out when she drew closer, and the man at the bow-oar stood up and cried, Thank God, all saved!

Just then a monster wave fell on the stern of the boat and filled it. One little girl was swept overboard and went away with the backward rush of water, as the boat was hauled out of danger. Every one saw this, and a terrible cry went up, but only one man moved. Our young sailor sprang after the child. He knew that it was almost certain death to enter that surf without a rope, but a spirit of self-sacrifice  founded on the great example of Jesus  urged him on. He had no time to think  only to act. He caught the child and was dragged along with her into the wild sea. At that moment another Coastguardsman, who chanced to be a friend of the man-of-wars man, came upon the scene. Seeing what had occurred, he seized the end of a rope which some men had just brought down, tied it round his waist, dashed into the sea, caught the sailor and the girl in the wide grasp of his strong arms  and then all three were hauled to the land in safety.

The poor child was nearly insensible, and had to be carried to a neighbouring cottage; and the young sailor staggered so from exhaustion that his friend and another man were obliged to support him as he went.

Who is he? inquired one of the fisherwomen, as she followed behind.

The Coastguardsman looked over his shoulder with a proud glance in his sparkling eye, and said aloud, His name is Richard Thorogood.

A statement which was received with three loud and ringing cheers.




Chapter Three.

But what of the wreck under the Sunland cliffs, which had sent up rocket-signals of distress on that same dismal night?

When our Coastguardsman with the black beard reached the scene, he found, as he had expected, that his comrades of the Coastguard had not been idle. They had brought down the famous rocket apparatus, with which so many lives are saved every year on our stormy shores.

The wreck was in a very different position from that in the bay. Instead of being far away from shore, among rolling billows that raged over the flat sands, this vessel, a brig, lay hard and fast among the rocks, not a hundred yards from the foot of the cliffs. Against these frowning cliffs the wild waves thundered as if they wished to beat them down. Failing in that, they fell back and seemed to go mad with disappointment; leaping, hissing, and whirling among the rocks on which the brig had been cast. The brig was so near, that the men on shore could see the forms of her crew as they clung to the rigging, frantically waving their arms and sending up shrieks of despair and loud cries for help. Truly there was urgent need for help, for the sea broke over the vessel so furiously that it was evident she must soon go to pieces.

There was only one little spot of partial shelter at the foot of the cliffs where man could stand on that fearful night. Here the men of the Coastguard had set up the rocket apparatus. The rocket was in position, and about to be fired, when our black-bearded Coastguardsman arrived. The light was applied. Suddenly the group of spray-washed men, and a few pale-faced spectators who had ventured to descend, and part of the overhanging cliffs, burst into intense light as the great rocket went out to sea with a wild roar. It was like a horrid fiery serpent, and carried a line tied to its tail! It plunged into the waves, and all was dark again, but there was no cheer from the wreck. The aim had not been good, and the rocket-line had missed its mark.

Fetch another! look alive! shouted our black-bearded friend, as he seized, set up, and aimed a second rocket.

Again the light burst forth, and the rocket sprang out in the teeth of the gale. It fell beyond the brig, and the line caught in the rigging! The wrecked crew seemed to understand what was required of them, for they immediately began to haul on the rocket-line. To the shore-end of it was fastened, by the men on the rocks, a block or pulley with a double or endless line, called a whip, through it. When the men in the brig had hauled this block on board they fastened it to the stump of the main mast. Then the rescuers on shore tied a thick cable or hawser to their double line and ran it out to the wreck, but when this thick rope reached the crew, they did not seem to know what to do with it, for it was not hauled upon, but continued to hang loose.

They must be foreigners, and dont know what to do next, said one.

Prhaps theyve got too cold to work it, said another. I wish we had a little more light to see what theyre about.

We cant afford to wait, cried our friend Blackbeard, quickly throwing off his upper garments; run me out, lads, on the whip. There wont be much risk if youre quick.

Risk! exclaimed one of his comrades; it will be certain death!

But the daring Coastguardsman had already seized the thin line and plunged into the boiling surf.

His anxious comrades knew that delay would only make death more certain, so they hauled on the endless line as quickly as they could. Of course, being rove through the block before mentioned, the other half of it went out to the wreck with the gallant rescuer holding on. And what an awful swim that was! The line pulled him out, indeed, but it could not buoy him up. Neither could it save him from the jagged rocks that rose out of the sea every now and then, like black teeth which were quickly re-swallowed by each crashing wave. It was more like a dive than a swim, for the seething foam burst over him continually; but every time he rose above the surface to gasp for breath, he sent up a great shout to God for strength to enable him to save the perishing! Those loud prayers were drowned by the roaring tempest, but, though unheard by man, they did not fail to enter the ears of Him who rules in earth and Heaven.

Once the hero was thrown headlong on a rock, and so severely bruised that he lost hold of the rope, and when swept off again was left foundering in the foam. His comrades could barely see that something had happened to him, and a loud cry of consternation arose when they felt the line run light and slack. But our hero caught it again, and the cry was changed to a cheer as they ran him out to the vessels side.

He was soon on board, and saw at a glance what was the matter. The crew of the brig, being benumbed by long exposure, had not strength to tie the heavy cable round the mast. This the Coastguardsman did for them at once, and, as he did so, observed that there were two little girls among the crew. Then he gave a well-understood signal with a ships lantern to the men on shore, who fastened a slung lifebuoy to their whip line, hung it by a block to the thick cable, and ran it quickly out to the wreck.

There was no time to lose now. Our hero seized the two little girls and put them into the bag which hung from the circular lifebuoy.

Take care of my darlings, gasped the captain of the brig, who clung to the ships side almost quite exhausted.

Come, get into the buoy, and go ashore with em yourself, cried our hero.

No. The three of us would be too heavy; send the steward. Hes a light man and brave, replied the captain.

The steward was ordered to jump on the buoy and cling to it, so as to guard the little ones and prevent their being thrown out.

A signal having been again given with the lantern, the lifebuoy was drawn swiftly to land. It was a terrible passage, for the brig had begun to roll on her rocky bed, and at every roll the hawser and the lifebuoy dipped into the sea, or were jerked violently out of it, while the risk of being let drop on the black rocks that came grinning to the surface was very great.

But all went well. The three were received on the rocks with cheers, and conveyed up the cliffs to the Coastguard-house above, where warm welcome and shelter awaited them. The cheers were not heard by those in the wreck, but the re-appearance of the lifebuoy proved that the children had been saved, and a deep Thanks be to God! burst from their fathers lips.

Still the captain refused to go, when urged. No, he said, let the men go first.

So, one by one, the men were safely hauled on shore.

Now, captain, its your turn at last, said our hero, approaching him.

He still hesitated. Then the stout Coastguardsman absolutely lifted him into the lifebuoy.

No time for ceremony, he said, with a smile, giving the signal with his lantern, the brigs going fast. Tell em to look sharp on shore, for Im gettin used up with all this work.

Away went the captain, and in a few minutes back came the lifebuoy. Not a moment too soon. Blackbeard sprang in as the mizzen-mast snapped with a report like a cannon, and went over the side. The next wave broke up the wreck itself. Before the lifebuoy had gained the shore it was plunged into the sea, out of which it no longer rose, the support of the wreck being gone. The men on shore now hauled on the rope with desperate energy, for a few minutes more would be sure to settle the question of life or death. Through the surging breakers and over the rugged rocks the lifebuoy was dragged, and a shout of relief arose when the gallant Coastguardsman was seen clinging to it. But he was insensible, and it was with difficulty that they loosened the grip of his powerful hands.

Then they bore him up the cliffs and laid him in his own bed, and looked anxiously upon his deadly white face as they covered him with blankets, applied hot bottles to his feet, and chafed his cold, stiff limbs.

At last there came a fluttering sigh, and the eyelids gently opened.

Where am I? he asked faintly.

A young man having the appearance of a clergyman, laid his hand gently on his shoulder.

All right, Tom! he said; through the goodness of the Lord youre saved, and fourteen souls along with you.

Thank God! said Tom Thorogood fervently, and, as he said so, the tide of life once more coursed strongly through his veins, and brought back the colour to his manly face.




Chapter Four.

The great city was sound asleep. It was the deadest hour of the night, if we may apply that term to three oclock in the morning, the hour at which most people have sought and found their pillows. Late revellers had ceased to shout and sing, early risers had yet a good hour of rest before them, if not more. Of course there were many wakeful sick folk  ah! how many in that mighty hive called London! But these did not disturb the profound quiet that had descended on the city: only a few weak but steady lights in windows here and there told of their existence.

Among the sleepless, on that calm dark night, there was one man to whom we draw attention. His bronzed cheeks and tall muscular frame told that he was not one of the wakeful sick, neither was he a sick-nurse, to judge from things around him. He sat with his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped, gazing into the fire and meditating  perhaps building castles in the flames. His eyebrows were very bushy and his looks stern, but there was a play of gentle, kindly feeling round his mouth. He was one of a gallant band of picked men whose duty it is to do battle with the flames, a member of the London Fire-brigade. Two other men like himself lay on two little iron beds sound asleep with their clothes on. There was this difference between them, however, that the wakeful man wore brass epaulettes on his shoulders. Brass helmets and axes hung round the room. A row of boots hung in a rack, a little telegraph instrument stood on a table near a map of London, and a small but sociable clock ticked on the wall.

That clock had quite a lively, cheerful tick. It seemed to talk to the fireman with the bushy brows until he smiled and looked at it.

Tic  tic  tic! said the man, how low and gentle your voice seems to-night. Everything is so still and quiet, that you appear to be only whispering the flight of time.

Tic  tic  tic, replied the clock.

But the fireman heard no more, for just then a faint, far-distant sound broke upon his ear. It drew near, like a rushing wind. Then like the noise of hurrying feet. The man rose and nudged one of the sleepers, who sat up and listened, after which he got up quickly, reached down his helmet, and awoke his companion, while the first fireman went to the station door. Some one ran against it with fearful violence as he laid his hand on the lock, and the alarm-bell rang a tremendous peal as he threw it open.

Fire! yelled a man who seemed all eyes and hair.

Just so; where is it? replied the fireman, calmly glancing at the clock.

Fire! again yelled the man of eyes and hair, who was for the moment mad with excitement.

Youve said that twice; where is it? said the fireman, seizing the man by his arm, while the two men, who had been asleep, slipped out like fleet but quiet ghosts. One called up the sleeping firemen, the other got out two horses which stood ready harnessed in their stalls.

The firemans grasp sobered the madman. A street was named. The outbreak of the fire was instantly telegraphed to head-quarters, and thence to other stations concerned. Round came the horses; in flowed the roused firemen, buttoning their garments as they ran each to his own peg for helmet and axe. At the same time two or three hauled out the steam fire-engine and yoked the horses. Three minutes from the first shout of fire had barely elapsed when the whip cracked, eight or ten helmeted men sprang to their seats, the steeds bounded away and tore along the no longer quiet streets, leaving a trail of sparks behind them.

Haste! haste! was the one idea. One minute saved may be a matter of life or death in cases of fire.

Constant training, stern drill, made every man act like a calm, cool, collected thunderbolt. No fuss, but tremendous energy. No noise, but now and then a deep bass roar when any vehicle chanced to get in the way, and a quiet smile when the danger was passed.

Thus they rushed along, like a fierce fiery monster, until they reached a square in the great city which was bright as with the sun at noon-day. A mansion was blazing from cellars to attics!

Our engine was soon at work. Other engines, whose stations lay nearer to the scene of action, were already pumping volumes of water into the flames. A strong force of police kept back the vast crowd, so as to let the firemen do their work undisturbed. It was deadly work they had to do! Not only were flames spouting from every window, but masses of brickwork and blazing beams were falling in various places, rendering the service full of danger. A London crowd is usually well-behaved, but there are sometimes a few forward geese in it who think they can do things better than other people. One such, a huge man with a foreign accent, became excited, shouted, Oh! vy dont you put im hout? broke through the crowd, and rushed among the firemen.

Our friend with the brass epaulettes and bushy eyebrows chanced to pass at the moment.

Vy you not put more vatter on im? shouted the foreigner.

The stern countenance of the fireman relaxed, and a humorous smile lit up his countenance for one instant; but he took no other notice of the foreigner, who was quickly collared by two policemen as strong as himself, and thrust back into the crowd, where he was received with laughter, and presented with much good advice. One little boy in particular recommended him seriously to go home and ask his mamma to put him to bed  a remark which was received with great delight by the bystanders.

But there was not much laughter; for the fire was very terrible, and there was a report that some of the inmates had not been rescued by the fire-escape men.

Meanwhile, our fireman with the epaulettes, who was foreman of that district, went about like a general in action, watching the flames sternly,  giving a quiet order to one, indicating a point of vantage to another, giving a helping hand here and there with the hose, answering a quick question promptly, and doing his utmost to dispose his force in such a way as to quell the raging fire. All this time he moved about among smoke and flames and falling materials as if he bore a charmed life  which, indeed, he did: for, as he afterwards said himself, the hand of God shielded him, and nothing on earth could kill him till his work on earth was done; and nothing on earth could save him when his time to die should come. This sentiment was, partly at least, the secret of the firemans cool courage in the midst of danger.

But the enemy was very strong that night, and the brigade could make no impression whatever on the burning house, the inside of which glowed like a smelting furnace.

Try the drawing-room window, Jim, wi the fire-escape, said our foreman to one of his men.

He helped Jim to push the huge ladder on wheels to the window mentioned, and placed it in position. While Jim ran for a nozzle and hose, there was a great cry from the crowd. A woman had got out on the ledge of an attic window, and knelt there shrieking and waving her arms, while the smoke curled round her, and the flames leapt up at her. She was high above the head of the escape; but there were fly-ladders which could be raised above that. These were instantly hoisted, and our foreman sprang up to the rescue.

The danger of the attempt lay in this  that, though the lower and upper parts of the escape were comparatively free from smoke, the middle was shrouded with a dense mass, through which now and then a lurid red flame burst. But our hero thought only of the woman. In a second or two he had disappeared in the smoke.

Two of the firemen stood below holding a nozzle of the hose and directing it on a particular spot. They did not dare to move from their post, but they could see by a glance upwards what was going on.

Fred, said one to the other in a low voice, Hell save her, or therell be a man less in the brigade to-night. He never does anything by halves. Whatever he undertakes he does well. Depend ont, that Harry Thorogood will save that woman if she can be saved at all.

As he spoke Harry was seen emerging above the smoke, but when he reached the top of the highest ladder he was fully six feet below the spot where the woman knelt.

Come! girl, come! he shouted, and held out his arms.

The terrified creature hesitated. She was afraid. She doubted the strength of the escape  the power of the man.

Come! come! again he shouted.

She obeyed, but came against the fireman with such force that the round of the ladder on which he stood gave way, and both were seen to go crashing downwards, while something like a mighty groan or cry rose from the multitude below. It was changed, however, into a wild cheer when Harry was seen to have caught the head of the escape, and arrested his fall, with one powerful hand, while, with the other, he still grasped the woman.

God favours them, said a voice in the crowd, as a gust of wind for a few seconds drove smoke and flames aside.

Our bold fireman seized the opportunity, got the woman into the shoot, or canvas bag under the lowest ladder, and slid with her in safety to the ground.

The pen may describe, but it cannot convey a just idea of the thrilling cheers that greeted the rescued woman as she was received at the bottom of the escape, or the shouts of applause and congratulation that greeted Harry Thorogood as he emerged from the same, burnt, bleeding, scraped, scarred, and blackened, but not seriously injured, and with a pleasant smile upon his dirty face.




Chapter Five.

We turn now to a battlefield, but we wont affect to believe that the reader does not know who is one of the chief heroes of that field.

Robert Thorogood is his name. Bob does not look very heroic, however, when we introduce him, for he is sound asleep with his mouth open, his legs sprawling, his eyes tight shut, his bed the ground, his pillow the root of a tree, and his curtains the branches thereof. The only warlike point about Bob is the trumpet-sound that issues from his upturned nose.

Bobs sentiments about soldiering are queer. His comrades laugh at him a good deal about them, but they never scoff, for Bob is strong and full of fire; besides he is a pattern of promptitude and obedience, so they respect him. Moreover, he is a kindly and jovial man, therefore they are fond of him.

The battlefield of which we write was in the East. The fight had been between the British and Russians. The British had been victorious, and slept on the field.

When the bugles sounded the next morning they stopped the nasal trumpets everywhere, and Corporal Robert Thorogood was the first man of all the host to fall in  which he did by himself. But he was not long alone; others quickly joined him.

The companies were soon numbered, proved, formed into column, and marched off. Then there was a short halt for breakfast.

Why, youre not half a soldier, Bob, said a hearty young comrade, while hastily eating his rations. I saw you spare a Russian officer yesterday after he had cut off the little finger of your left hand.

What good would it have done to have killed him? asked Bob, with a smile, as he looked at the bloody stump, which had just been dressed by the surgeon; the poor fellows leg was broken by a bullet the moment after he had done it, so he could do us no more harm in this campaign. Then, his death would not make my little finger grow on again. Besides, I dont like killing men.

Why did you join the army, then, if you did not do so for the honour and glory of fighting, (which means killing), our enemies?

Ah, you may ask that indeed! I mistook my profession, I suppose. However, Ill do my duty while I remain in the service.

As he spoke, firing was heard in the distance, and the men were ordered to fall in hastily before breakfast had been quite finished.

The firing increased, and soon the advance guard was seen falling back in good order over the brow of a small hill or slope. Rifle balls began to fly overhead, and a few to drop unpleasantly near the troops. Suddenly our Corporal was startled by an appalling cry behind him. He turned quickly, and saw the young soldier with whom he had been so recently conversing lying on his back stone dead, with the blood oozing from a hole between his eyes.

There was no time to think, however. His battalion was ordered to the front to defend a narrow rocky pass which the enemy were attempting to carry by storm. Twice already they had made the assault, and had almost succeeded on the second attempt. A third assault was being made when Thorogoods company came up. They rushed forward just as the Russians crowned the heights and were driving the British back. The reinforcements checked them, but did not turn the scale at first.

There was one gigantic Russian who stood towering above his fellows with clubbed rifle, furiously knocking down all who came within his reach, like Horatius or one of the other heroes of ancient Rome. At him Corporal Thorogood sprang, grasping his rifle by the muzzle as he ran, and whirling it on high. The Russian saw him coming. The two rifles met with a crash, and flew into splinters. Bob dropped his weapon, grasped his adversary by the throat, thrust him back, and bore him headlong to the ground. This incident turned the scale. A cheer followed. The British swept forward with such irresistible fury that the men in front were thrust upon the foe in a mass, Bob and his enemy being turned heels over head in the rush. A well-sustained fire scattered the foe like chaff, and those who had been thrown down were taken prisoners. Among them was the gigantic Russian, with the Corporal still holding his collar tight in his iron grasp.

Well done, my man! said the Colonel of the regiment as he rode past Bob.

The Colonel was a man of few words. He said no more on that occasion, but every one knew that he would not forget the man who had so bravely turned the tide of battle that day.

Bob, however, did not escape altogether unhurt. He had been rather severely wounded, and afterwards had to spend a considerable time in hospital. As his wound did not prevent him from moving about, he soon became a valuable assistant to the surgeons and nurses in the hospital.

Ah! said he one night, when smoothing the pillow and attending to the wants of a severely wounded soldier, this comes more natural to me. It suits me better than fighting.

I wish you were one of the regular nurses, Corporal, said one of the surgeons heartily; you do everything so thoroughly, and with such a will.

But Bob was not allowed to remain long at his peaceful work. Being a healthy and temperate man he soon recovered, and ere long found himself in the trenches before Sebastopol.

It was winter. One bleak, raw morning, just before daybreak, Bob plodded down with his party through slush and mud to take his turn of fighting before the great fortress. It was bitterly cold and dark. Some of the men were grumbling terribly.

Ah, then, wont you shut your tatie traps? said a big Irishman, who had won the Victoria Cross the week before for conspicuous gallantry.

We engaged for this sort o work, lads, when we listed, remarked Bob, an are paid for it; so lets stick to our bargain wi the Queen, an do our duty well.

Troth, thats well said, remarked the Irishman. Whats worth doin at all is worth doin well, as my ould grandmother used to say when she whacked me.

There was a faint laugh at this, and the grumbling ceased.

Come, Corporal Free, said Bob, as weve got to sit here till morning youd better tell us one of your far-famed stories to make the time pass pleasantly  at least as pleasantly as circumstances will allow.

Ay, Jacob Free, cried the Irishman, thats well said. Give us that one about yoursilf whin ye was a schoolboy. A good story, you know, is niver a bit the worse o bein twice towld.

Hear! hear! cried Bob, come along now, Corporal, an give us the schoolboys story.

Corporal Jacob Free, who was a gentlemanly man, somewhat advanced in years, said he would rather tell about some one else than himself, but this only made his comrades more determined.

Well, then, said he, at last, since you will have it, Ill give you what Bob Thorogood has named:  The Schoolboys Story.

It was with an intense hatred of lessons and books that I began my school-days. Not an unusual experience, I believe, with boys. My parents were poor  though I have every reason to conclude that they were scrupulously honest; hence I began my school career rather late in life  at about twelve years of age. But previously to that, my much-loved, much-abused, and long-suffering mother had taught me to read and write, so that my brain was not altogether unfurnished when I went to school.

It was a village school, in a remote district of Scotland; the master was a tall, thin, cadaverous and kindly man, of considerable attainments, and with a strong affection for boys. Had it been otherwise he must have died younger  of a broken heart. I loved that man  but I worried him. A pang of toothache-like remorse shoots through me still when I think of the sorrows I caused that good man, but the pang is mitigated by the reflection that I lived to make amends to him.

I liked the school-days well enough at first; chiefly because I devoted myself entirely to play and refused work. Besides, there was something amusing in the novelty of the thing, and there was much interest in the mischief that could be done in school; also in the deeds of daring and violence that could be done out of it, with the able assistance of a score or so of boys of almost every age and size. But the liking moderated with experience, especially when the master, having tried every method of encouragement and persuasion in vain, adopted the trying method of keeping me in during play-hours. To escape this punishment I tried to learn a little.

I was a bully when I went to school, being big and strong for my age. I mention the fact with shame, but it is some satisfaction to be able to add that I was not a bully when I left it. My chief enemy, and, afterwards, dearest friend, saved me from that state. He and I were the biggest and strongest boys in the school. His name was Tom Turner.

In nearly all respects Turner and I were opposites. He was clever and studious; I stupid and idle. He was gentle and kind  especially to little boys; I rough and disobliging. He was usually dux, I invariably booby.

You shouldnt be so hard on little Spinks, he said to me in a quiet way, one day in the playground, he cant defend himself, you know.

You let me an little Spinks alone, I replied angrily, yet with some hesitation, for I did not feel quite sure that I could thrash Turner. I expected a sharp rejoinder, but he merely smiled and turned away.

From that date I set Tom Turner down as a coward, and worried Spinks more than ever, just to spite him.

One day I had been harder than usual on little Spinks, who was a mere human spider  all legs and arms, with a roundish body  when Tom called me aside and quietly began to lecture me, just as if he had been a grown-up man. I kept down my indignation at first, having made up my mind to have a quarrel with him, but the amiable tone of his voice subdued me.

You should consider, Jacob, he went on, taking no notice of my flushed face and angry frown, what a poor little squirrel of a thing Spinks is, and what a great powerful fellow you are. Its not fair, you know, and hes a kindly, harmless sort of a fellow too. Besides, if his poor mother knew how you treat him it would almost break her heart, for shes very delicate, and he is her only child. You know I visited her last year, on my way from London, in passing the village where she lives. Youve been there, havent you?

No, I replied sulkily.

Oh, man, Jacob! you would enjoy a visit to Spinkss home, returned Tom, still taking no notice of my state of mind, its such a splendid place for trout-fishing, with a burn full of the deep oily pools you are so fond of, and lots of sea-trout; and Mrs Spinks is so kind and jolly  though so delicate; just like little Spinks himself, but of course a good deal larger.

From this point Turner went on to describe his visit in such a cheery way, that I was forced into a better state of mind, though I did not forgive him for lecturing me.

It chanced that I received a lecture also, the same evening, from our master.

Jacob, my boy, he said, laying his large hand gently on my head, you ought to give more attention to your studies, and try to be a better boy. Youve got the elements of a smart man in you, but a man must be made, Jacob. If a lad grows up without any self-training he is generally fit for nothing, and only a trouble to society. Youre fond of your mother, I think  are you not?

Yes, sir, said I, in some surprise at the question.

Then you would be sorry to give her pain, I know, and your present course of conduct is sure to do that if you dont mend. You would be sorry to see your mother take handfuls of her small income and fling it into the sea, would you not?

Of course I would, sir, said I, still more surprised.

Well, you have caused her to do that, for your school fees might as well have been flung away for all the good you have done hitherto. But come, Ill say no more just now. I feel sure you will try to do better. You have only got to try, asking God to help you, and youre certain to succeed. I expect to be proud of you yet, Jacob. There, be off and play.

I was somewhat touched by this brief reproof, but not humbled. The lecturing tone assumed by Turner still rankled, and a feeling that I deserved severer treatment than I received, made me worse. I resolved to harden my heart; and from that date became more mischievous and domineering as well as idle  if possible. I saw that the master was grieved, but did not care.

One day in autumn, some of us were sitting on a rail swinging our legs and chatting. Turner was not there, but little Spinks was.

I tell you what, said I, referring to a remark made by one of the boys, I think it is not only contemptible to try to learn ones lessons, but ridiculous.

Id rather learn them than get whacked, said one.

Well, I would rather get whacked than learn them, said I; besides, of what earthly use are Latin and Greek, I should like to know?

Fellows cant get along in the learned professions without them, said a boy whom we named Tiddler. He was a follower of Turner, and usually kept pretty near him in the class.

Very true, said I, with a look of mock respect; but as none of us intend to enter the learned professions except Doctor Tiddler and Professor Turner, we dont want Latin or Greek; what we want is fun.

Hear! hear! burst from Spinks, who was an impressionable little fellow, and easily influenced for good or evil. His exclamation was so genuine and heartfelt that there was a general laugh, and one of the boys suggested that, as little Spinks did not mean to go in for any of the learned professions, they should elect him Professor of Fun. This was unanimously agreed to.

But, come, said I, jumping down, we must not spend all the evening here idling. What shall we do?

Go an study Greek, said the newly-elected Professor of Fun; a suggestion which was received with a shout of derisive laughter.

I should like to have some of old Maggies apples for supper, said I.

But whos to crib them? asked a large-headed boy, whose appearance reminded one of a tadpole.

Little Spinks, of course, said I. Come, be off  and be sure that you take good ones. Ill follow, and watch to see that no mischief happens to you.

Its a shame to rob the poor old woman, said Tiddler. Ill have nothing to do with it. Im sure that Tom Turner would object if he were here.

Oh! you neednt come if youre afraid, said I, with a sneer; and if there are any other cowardly Turnerites here, they may join you. Whoever has got pluck will follow the Frees. Lead on, Spinks!

The greater number of the boys followed me; and from that date the school was divided into two sections  Turnerites and Frees.

We went straight to the back wall of old Maggies garden, and I helped little Spinks over, desiring him to gather a capful and fetch them, and then he could return for more if thought desirable.

My enemy Turner was fond of old Maggie, and frequently went to see her and have a chat. It chanced that he was visiting her on the evening we had decided to steal her apples. While sitting beside her, listening as earnestly to a prolonged and graphic account of the old womans troubles as if he had been the minister of the parish, he chanced to look out of the window, and saw a boy descending one of the apple-trees. One of old Maggies troubles was the stealing of her apples by village boys. She had dilated extensively on the subject and aroused her friends anger. With a burst of indignation, he rushed out, and caught little Spinks in the act of making off with his second capful of apples.

What! Spinks? I should not have expected this of you, said Tom, releasing my little victim.

I didnt want to do it, whimpered Spinks; but I couldnt help it. I

Yes, yes; I understand. Who was it that set you on?

Please, I dont want to tell.

I am convinced that brave little Spinks would have refused to tell to the end of the chapter, but I saved him further trouble. Wondering, as I stood behind the wall, what kept him so long, I shouted, Come along, Spinks; look sharp!

Oh! I know now who did it, said Turner. Go, my boy. Ill relieve you of the apples.

So saying, he carried the apples to the owner, and Spinks came and told me what had occurred.

Ill thrash Tom Turner for this, I said bitterly, as we returned to the school.

For some time past I had made up my mind to fight him. On several occasions I had proved myself to be possessed of a little more bodily strength than Tom; and as regarded endurance and pluck, I felt quite at ease on these points.

Opportunity soon offered. One day I was up a tree, bird-nesting, in one of the lanes near our school. I had flung down my books at the foot of the tree before climbing it. Just as I laid hands on the nest, in which there were four eggs, I heard voices below, and looking down, observed Turner, Tiddler, and Tadpole passing.

I wonder what careless fellow has flung down his books in that fashion, said Tom.

I am the careless fellow! I shouted. At the same time I flung the nest straight into his upturned face. The result was better than I had expected; for it hit him fair, and the four eggs, bursting on his forehead, poured over his eyes and nose.

This was received with a shout of laughter by the other boys. I leaped to the ground, strode up to Tom with doubled fists, and asked if he would fight me.

Not if I can help it, said Tom, quietly wiping his face.

Amazed at his forbearance I scarce knew how to act. At last I said, sneeringly, I never quite believed you to be a coward until to-day.

Whether Im a coward or not is, perhaps, doubtful; but I came under a promise not to quarrel with you if I could avoid it, and you see, Jacob, Im trying to keep my promise, though its not easy.

Perhaps that will make it less easy, I said, suddenly fetching him what was meant to be a slap in the face; but by a prompt withdrawal of his head he let my hand pass. Instantly I fetched him another slap with the left hand, but he caught my wrist, and stopped it.

Come, Jacob, said he, in a rather stern voice, I will fight you, but it must be done in the regular way, on the green.

Satisfied with this, I left him, to prepare for the encounter.

The green was a level piece of turf close to school, beside a stream, which, at that place, was formed into a deep pool by means of a mill-dam. We had named the pool the black hole. It was the scene of all our school fights. In class that day I was unusually quiet, for I could not help thinking of the impending fight. I felt that it would be a hard one, though I never for a moment doubted the result. To keep my mind off the subject I applied myself to my lessons, and acquitted myself in a way that gratified the master and amazed the boys.

The fight was to come off after school hours. The boys assembled with high expectations, something unusually stiff being anticipated, and they were not disappointed.

I was on the ground with my friends and backers before my adversary appeared.

Dont make too much of a burst at first, said one boy; play with him till you see what hes made of.

Id advise you to go in for sloggin, said another.

Yes, knock the wind out of him at once, said Tadpole; hes an English fellow, you know, and may bother you with science.

As he spoke Tom appeared. He walked smartly towards me, with his usual pleasant smile on his face, and held out his hand.

Come, Jacob, he said, shake hands, and let us give up this affair. Why should we fight? I am quite willing to admit that you are cock of the school, and have no desire to give or receive black eyes. Besides, you injured me more than I injured you, so that youve no occasion to bear malice.

You called me a careless fellow, said I, hardening myself, and looking fierce.

Well; but I did not know at the time that you were the owner of the books.

No matter, you came here to fight, and so did I. Dont let us waste more words.

Truly he suffereth long, cried one of the boys, with a sneer and a laugh, quoting from the Bible, which, it was well known, Tom Turner read daily.

I am taught, said Tom, turning gravely to the last speaker, as far as lies in me, to live peaceably with all men. I have tried to do this, and find it impossible to live peaceably with Jacob Free  therefore

He stopped, pulled off his jacket, rolled up his sleeves, and threw himself into the pugilistic attitude.

We did not trouble ourselves about ceremony in that school. We had neither seconds, bottles, nor sponges. I went at him at once, and, remembering the advice of Tadpole, made a tremendous blow at his face. Tom scarcely moved a muscle; he merely put his head a little to one side and let the blow pass. Like lightning I delivered my left. Tom let it pass in the same way. Surprised and maddened I sent in another blow, lunging to my full extent. He merely drew back from the waist and the blow fell short. At the same moment I received a tap on the bridge of my nose which raised a host of stars in my imagination. In short, I found myself at the mercy of a well-trained boxer. Perceiving this I grew desperate, and sprang at my adversary with the intention of grappling him, but he stepped lightly to one side and I shot past him. This would have been a trifling matter had we not edged rather near to the river. In my blind rage I went head-foremost into the deep pool, already mentioned as the black hole. I could not swim. I rose with a gurgling cry and sank again. Turner knew that I was drowning. He was a splendid swimmer, and instantly sprang in and caught me, but I seized him round the neck and dragged him under, while the boys shouted in consternation on the bank.

Their cries soon brought assistance, but, ere it arrived, we had been sucked within the influence of the dam where the stream went under the sluice with great violence. As we struck against the sluice I caught it. Turner held on to me, but was dragged partially under. Another moment and two powerful countrymen had hold of me, and pulled me out. They had more difficulty with Turner. His right leg had got entangled, and, in dragging him forcibly out, they broke it.

This event was the great turning-point in my schoolboy life. Remorse began to tell upon me while they carried him home, but words cannot describe the agony of my mind when, a fortnight afterwards, I was admitted to his room and saw him lying, a mere wreck of his former self, but with the old kindly smile on his face, as he stretched out his thin hand.

Well be friends now, Jacob, wont we? he said, with a twinkle in his eye.

I could not speak. The thought that I had brought him to this in spite of his desire to be friendly, overwhelmed me. I could only seize his hand, bury my face in the bed-clothes, and sob.

Never mind, Jacob, he said cheerily; I shall be all right soon, and then we shall have the fight out  a little further from the black hole!

But Tom Turner did not get all right soon. He became worse and worse. The wetting and the accident combined to throw him into a fever, which left him to all appearance a confirmed invalid and a cripple, so that he was obliged to give up all idea of returning to school.

I would not mind it so much, he said to me, some months afterwards, with a feeble effort to be cheery, if it had not stopped my going to school. You see, I had set my heart on being a learned man, and one has not much chance of being that without a teacher. But Gods will be done. I dont grumble, Jacob, though I cant help wishing very hard that it had been otherwise.

I formed a great resolve while he was speaking, but said no word about it. I determined to apply myself, heart and soul, to study, until I should not only reach but pass the point where Tom had left off, and then I would become his teacher, carrying him on, step by step, as I advanced!

To make a long story short  I carried out my resolution. It was harder work than I had expected, but I persevered. My love for Turner had become intense. I felt like a high-pressure engine with extra steam on and the safety-valve screwed down. The amazement of the boys at the change in me may be imagined. The satisfaction of the master cannot be imagined. I took no notice of either condition, but held on my way. Soon I came up to Tom in learning; then shot past him; then revealed my designs and took him in tow.

Tom was charmed with the plan and inexpressibly grateful. When little Spinks came to hear of it, he begged to be allowed to study along with us in the sick-room. We agreed to this. Then Dr Tiddler was admitted, and afterwards the Tadpole; so that our evening class flourished.

But the best of it was, that Tom did not become a confirmed invalid. A new doctor, who came to live in our village, seemed to understand his case better than the old one. At all events he effected an almost perfect cure, so that Toms limp became scarcely perceptible, and his general strength was so much restored, that he and I afterwards had many long geological and botanical rambles over the surrounding country, in company with little Spinks and the rest of the evening class.

And this was no mere flash in the pan. We persevered to the end. From the date of that fight all the boys became Turnerites, our village school commenced a prosperous career, and our kind old master had the satisfaction of living to see it grow into one of the most noted in the district for turning out well-educated boys.

Finally: Tom Turner became a real Professor  a Professor of Theology. And Tiddler became a real doctor of medicine. The Tadpole also came off with flying colours. His body grew up to his head, insomuch that he became a fine strapping fellow, and a Professor of Natural History in one of our colonial colleges. I am the only one of the lot who did not get on well in life, and that, lads, was owing to drink. In a drunken spree I enlisted, and here I am now, only a corporal; but, thank God, Im also a total abstainer, and hope to remain so to the end of my life.



Most of the men in the trenches had become rather sleepy while listening to Jacob Frees story, but they began to freshen up a little when the first faint streaks of dawn appeared, for they knew full well that the enemy would be stirring ere long. And they were right.

When day broke the Russians commenced firing, and every now and then a shell would pass roaring over the mens heads. Sometimes one would drop in amongst them. When this happened the men fled right and left, or threw themselves flat on their faces until the shell had exploded.

On one of these occasions a shell dropped close to a wounded man, to whom Bob was giving a drink at the time. The men near it sprang away or lay down as usual, but the wounded man lay in such a position, with his shoulders raised by a little knoll of earth, that he could not escape, and had not strength even to move. With a look of horror he gazed at the hissing shell. Bob Thorogood saw this all at a glance. In a moment he had the live shell in his arms, rushed to the top of the earthworks, and hurled it over, only just in time, for it burst as it reached the ground, and blew the spot on which Bob stood, with Bob himself, back into the trenches, where the big Irishman received him in his arms.

Not hurt, darlin, are ye? he asked anxiously.

No, thank God, only shaken a bit, answered the Corporal.

Next day, however, our hero was not so fortunate, although he gained a reward for which many of his comrades panted.

He was on duty at the time in the trenches. The Russians had been pretty quiet that night, but just before daybreak they made a sortie in considerable force. Our Corporals company had to bear the brunt of the fighting, and suffered much. It was broad daylight before the Russians were driven back. Some of the more fiery men of the company pursued them too far, and were cut off. At last all the survivors returned to the trenches, and then the enemy commenced a furious cannonade, as if to revenge themselves for the repulse. Their sharpshooters, too, were on the alert, and if a man chanced to show the top of his shako above the earthworks, several bullets went through it instantly.

Among those who had fallen on the exposed ground outside was a young officer  almost a boy, with fair curling hair and a soft little moustache.
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He lay severely wounded under the frail protection of a bush round which shot and shell were raining fearfully. Corporal Thorogood observed him, leaped over the earthworks, ran through the iron storm, raised the youth in his strong arms, and brought him under cover in safety. The Corporals shako was riddled, and his clothes were torn in all directions, but nothing had touched his body save one bullet, which cut off the forefinger of his right hand.

For this gallant deed Corporal Robert Thorogood afterwards received the Victoria Cross. What pleased him far more, however, was the fact that the young officers life was saved, and he ultimately recovered from his wounds.

Ah, then, said the big Irishman, with a look of pity when Bob showed him his bleeding hand, your sodgerin days is over, me boy.

And so they were. At the close of the war our Corporal retired from the service with a small pension, leaving two fingers behind him!




Chapter Six.

One very cold but calm and clear winter night, a lame man was seen to hurry along the Strand in the direction of Saint Pauls Cathedral. The man was clothed in a thick greatcoat, and wore a shawl round his neck, which muffled him up to the very eyes. Indeed, the said shawl would have gone quite over his eyes if it had not been for his fine Roman nose, which stuck out over it, and held it firmly down.

The mans lameness was only a limp. It did not prevent him from walking very fast indeed. He was evidently bent on business; nevertheless, the business was not so pressing but that he could stop now and then to look at anything that interested him in the crowded streets.

And how crowded they were  and cheerful too: for it was Christmastide, and people seemed to be more excited and hearty than usual. The shops were resplendent  filled to overflowing with everything that could tempt man to spend money, and blazing with gas-light, so that the streets seemed even brighter than at noon. The poulterers shops, in particular, were so stuffed, that rows of fat geese and ducks, apparently finding the crush too much for them inside, seemed to have come outside the shops and hung themselves up round the doors and windows!

The lame man did not linger long, however, but hurried onwards until he reached that quarter of the city near to the Bank of England, where very poor and wretched people lived upon wondrously little of that gold which lay in such huge quantities so near them.

In the back slums of this region there were no bright gas-lights. The shops were ill-lighted and miserable, like the population, except a few at the corners of streets, where rough men and ragged women, and even children, went to poison themselves with gin.

In one of the darkest and dirtiest of these streets the lame man found an open door and entered, taking off his greatcoat and shawl, which he handed to a pleasant-faced man who stood there.

Im in good time, I hope? said the lame man.

Oh yes, theyre ony alf through their tea yet. Miss Homes bin singin to em.

The lame mans body was very thin and not very strong, but his face was particularly handsome and grave, with a strange mingling of humour and sadness in his expression.

Opening an inner door, he entered a large schoolroom, and, going to the upper end of it, took his place behind some gentlemen, who nodded to him as he passed.

The room was filled with the very lowest classes of the London poor. Among them were ferocious-looking, dirty, ragged men, who might have been thieves, burglars, or pickpockets. Not less disreputable-looking were the women and children. The air of the room smelt horribly of dirty clothes and drink. They were all very quiet, however, and well-behaved at the time, for all were busily engaged in eating splendid hunks of bread and cheese, and drinking huge mugsful of hot tea. Truly there are few quieters of the savage human breast equal to food! Probably all the people there were hungry; many of them had been starving, and were ravenous. There was scarcely any sound except of moving jaws, when, accompanied by a few chords from a harmonium, a sweet, mellow, female voice told of the love of Jesus Christ to poor, perishing, guilty man.

Both the words and music of the hymn had a soothing influence on the people. When the calm contentment resulting from satisfied hunger had settled down on them, a gentleman rose, and, continuing the theme of the hymn, told his hearers earnestly about the Saviour of sinners. His address was very short, because, he said, a city missionary  a personal friend  had come that night to speak to them. As he said this, he turned to the lame man, who rose at once and stood forward.

There was something in the gaze of this mans piercing yet tender eyes which forced the attention of even the most careless among them. His handsome young face was very pale, and his lips were for a moment compressed, as if he were trying to keep back the words which were ready to rush out. When he spoke, the soft tones of a deep bass voice helped to secure attention, so that you could have heard a pin drop.

At once the lame man launched into a most thrilling description of a scene of peril and rescue. He told of a gallant ship battling with a furious gale: of her striking on a shoal: of the masts going over the side: of wreck and ruin all around, and the wild waves bursting over passengers and crew, and gradually breaking up the ship No hope  no hope  only cries for mercy  shrieks of despair!

As the lame man spoke, his eyes seemed to flash. His cheeks were no longer pale. The rough men before him frowned and gazed as if their anxiety had been roused. The women leaned forward with eager looks of sympathy. Even the children were spellbound. One hulking fellow, with a broken nose and a black eye, sat clutching both knees with his muscular hands, and gazed open-mouthed and motionless at the speaker, who went on to say that when things were at their worst, and death stared the perishing people in the face, a beautiful object seemed suddenly to rise out of the raging sea; its colour was a mixture of pure white and bright blue!

It was the lifeboat, which sheered alongside and took them on board one by one.

Some there were, said the lame man impressively, who hung back, and some who at first did not believe in the lifeboat, and refused to leave the doomed ship. There was no hope for those who refused  none whatever; but they gave in at last. God put it into their hearts to trust the lifeboat, and so the whole were rescued and brought in safety to the land.

Well done! burst from the hulking man with the broken nose, and a deep sigh of relief escaped from many of the women; but there was instant silence again, for the speakers hand was up, his eyes were glittering, and his lips compressed. Every one knew that more was coming, and they bent forward.

Then, in a low soft voice, he began to tell of a dark but quiet night, and a slumbering city; of a little spark, which like sin in a child, was scarcely visible at first, but soon grew fierce and spread, until it burst out in all the fury of an unquenchable fire. He told of the alarm, the shouts of Fire! the rushing to the rescue, and the arrival of the engines and the fire-escape. Then he described the horror of a young woman in the burning house, who, awaking almost too late, found herself on the very edge of destruction, with the black smoke circling round and the impassable gulf of flame below. Just then the head of the fire-escape approached her, and a man with extended arms was seen a few feet below her, calling out, Come!

Like some of those in the shipwreck, she did not at first believe in the fire-escape. She could not trust. She would not leap. While in that condition there was no hope for her, but God put it into her heart to trust. She leaped, and was saved!

The speaker stopped. Again there was a sigh of relief and a tendency to cheer on the part of the hulking man, but once more the sparkling eyes and compressed lips riveted the people and tied their tongues. In another moment the missionary had them on a battlefield, which he described with thrilling power, passing rapidly from the first bugle call through all the fight, until the foe was finally put to flight amid the shouts of Victory!

Men and women, he said in conclusion, I am painting no fancy pictures. The things I have told to you did really happen, and four dear brothers of my own were chief actors in the scenes described. They helped to rescue the perishing from the sea and from the fire, and joined in the shout of Victory! on the battlefield. Now, friends, you are in a worse case than any I have yet described. The tempest of sin is roaring round and in you. This world is sinking beneath you, but Jesus Christ, our Lifeboat, is alongside. Will you come? The fire is burning under your very feet; there is no deliverance from the flames of Gods wrath, except by the Great Escape. Jesus is at hand to save. Will you come? The battle is raging. Dont you know it? Do you forget that awful combat with the tempter when you fought your way past the gin-shop, but were beaten and turned back? Or that terrible assault, when passion after a deadly struggle laid you helpless on your back? Oh! may Gods Holy Spirit open your eyes to see Jesus  the Captain of your Salvation  at your elbow this moment, waiting at the door of your heart and knocking till you will open and let Him in to lead you on to  Victory!

Here the speaker dropped his voice again, and spoke tenderly of the love of Jesus to the chief of sinners, and as he spoke, tears were seen trickling down many a dirty face, and sobs broke the solemn stillness.

As the lame man was going home that night, a young girl ran after him and seized his arm. Her eyes were swollen with weeping.

Oh, sir, she cried in a low voice that trembled with emotion, can  will  Jesus save the like of me?

Assuredly, my poor girl. He says Come unto me, and Whosoever will, let him come. If you are willing, there is no doubt about His willingness. The difficulty only lies with you, not with Him. Where do you live?

I have no home, sobbed the girl; I have run away from my home, and have no place to lay my head in here. But oh! sir, I want to be saved!

The lame man looked with the deepest commiseration into the appealing eyes. Come, he said, walk with me. I will tell you of One who had no place where to lay His head.

She took his arm without a word, and the two hurried through the still crowded streets. Arrived at his own door, the lame man knocked. It was opened by a fair, soft, and exceedingly pretty little woman of about thirty years of age, whose fresh face was the very personification of goodness.

Why, Jim! she exclaimed, looking at the girl in surprise.

Here we are, Molly, exclaimed the lame man, bustling into a snug room in which a fire was blazing, and cheering preparations for tea were going on, and Ive brought a friend to spend the night with us. Theres plenty of room on your floor for a shake-down, eh? This is my sister, he added turning to the girl, Mary Thorogood, but we always call her Molly. She has come to visit me this Christmas  much against her will, I believe, shes so fond of the old folk at home. Come now, take her into your room, Molly; make her comfortable, and then well have tea.

Molly took the girl into her room. Returning a moment later for something forgotten, she was touched on the shoulder by her brother, who whispered low in her ear:  

A brand, Molly dear, plucked from the burning.

Molly turned her eyes upon her brother with a glad smile as she re-entered her little room, and shut the door.




Chapter Seven.

Twelve months passed away, and Christmas came again, with its frost and snow and sunshine  its blazing fires, its good cheer, and its merry greetings.

Many a Christmastide had now passed over the head of our blacksmith, John Thorogood, and his excellent wife Mary, but Time had touched them lightly in its flight. They both looked young and hale, and full of vigour. The only difference in them was a wrinkle or two at the corners of the eyes, and a few grey hairs mingling with the brown. Perhaps John was a little more corpulent than when he was a youth; but he could wield the fore-hammer as easily and powerfully as ever.

A cloud, however, had been gathering over their happy home during the past year. Molly  the sweet active girl who had never known a days illness from her childhood  had fallen into bad health. Her step had lost its spring, but her cheerful spirit was unsubdued.

Youre better to-day, Molly darling? asked the smith, in a tone which showed he was not sure of the answer.

Yes, father, much better. Molly did not use endearing terms, but the sweetness of her looks and voice rendered such needless.

She was pale and thin, and could not check the touch of sadness in her tones.

Fred is sure to come, darling, said Mrs Thorogood, stopping in her preparations for supper to smooth her daughters fair head.

Oh yes, mother, I know that Fred is sure to come, returned Molly, with a laugh and a little blush. No fear of him. I was not thinking of him, but of Jim. It is the first Christmas we shall have spent without him. Dear Jim! I wonder what company he will have to spend it with him in the backwoods.

Whatever company it may be, returned the mother, theyll only have his body and mind  his spirit will be here.

Well said, old Moll; we shall have the best part of him to-night in spite of the Atlantic Ocean, cried the blacksmith, who was seated on a stool making fun with the terrier, the cat, and the kitten  not the original animals, of course, but the lineal descendants of those which were introduced at the beginning of our tale.

I hope they wont be late, remarked Mrs Thorogood, looking with some anxiety into a big pot which rested on the roaring fire.

The boys are never late, Moll, remarked the smith, giving the cat a sly poke on the nose, which it resented with a fuff, causing the terrier to turn its head on one side inquiringly.

As he spoke the front door opened, and feet were heard in the passage stamping off the snow.

There they are! exclaimed old Moll, slipping the lid on the big pot, and wiping her hands hastily.

No, it is too soon for them yet; theyre always sharp to time. It is Fred, said Molly with a quiet smile.

She was right. Fred Harper, a fine strapping young fellow  a carpenter  had met Molly in London, and got engaged to her. She offered to let him off when she became ill and delicate, but he would not be let off. Molly, this enthusiast had said, if you were to become so thin that all your flesh were to disappear, Id be proud to marry your skeleton!

Fred sat down by her side, but had scarcely begun to make earnest inquiries after her health, when the outer door again opened, and another stamping of feet was heard in the passage. It was a tremendous stamping, and accompanied with strong, loud, manly voices.

No mistake now! said the smith, rising and opening the door, when in walked four such men as any father and mother might be proud of. It was not that they were big  plenty of blockheads are big: nor was it that they were handsome  plenty of nincompoops are well-favoured; but, besides being tall, and strong, and handsome, they were free, and hearty, and sensible, and wise  even in their joviality  and so thorough-going in word, sentiment, and act, that it was quite a pleasure merely to sit still and watch them, and listen.

I told ee theyd come in their togs, old woman, said the smith, as his son Tom appeared, dusting the snow from his Coastguard uniform, on the breast of which was displayed the gold medal of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution.

You might be sure of that, mother, seeing that we had promised, said Dick, the blithe and hearty man-of-wars man, as he printed a kiss on his mothers cheek that might have been heard, as he truly said, from the main truck to the keelson. At the same time bushy-browed Harry, with the blue coat and brass epaulettes of the fire-brigade, was paying a similar tribute of affection to his sister, while fiery Bob,  the old uniform on his back and the Victoria Cross on his breast,  seized his fathers hand in both of his with a grip that quite satisfied that son of Vulcan, despite the absence of two of the fingers.

They were all deep-chested, strong-voiced men in the prime of life; and what a noise they did make, to be sure!

Youre not too soon, boys, said the smith; old Moll has been quite anxious about a mysterious something in the big pot there.

Let me help you to take it off the fire, mother, said the gallant tar, stepping forward.

Nay, thats my duty, cried Harry, leaping to the front, and seizing the pot, which he dragged from the flames with professional ability.

When the something was displayed, it was found to be a gorgeous meat-pudding of the most tempting character  round and heavy like a cannon-ball. Of course it did not flourish alone. Old Moll had been mysteriously engaged the greater part of that day over the fire, and the result was a feast worthy, as her husband said, of the King of the Cannibal Islands.

Talking of Cannibal Islands, said Dick, the sailor, during a pause in the feast, youve no idea what a glorious place that Pacific Ocean is, with its coral islands, palm-groves, and sunshine. It would be just the place to make you well again, Molly. Youd grow fat in a month.

Ha; get fat, would she, growled Bob, the soldier, so as to be ready for the first nigger-chief that took a fancy to have her cooked for supper  eh? Never fear, Molly, we wont let you go to the Cannibal Islands. Give us another cut o that cannon-ball, mother. Its better eating than those Ive been used to see skipping over the battlefield.

But theyre not all Cannibal Islands, man, returned Dick; why, wherever the missionaries go, there the niggers get to be as well-behaved as you are. Dyou know, Molly, Ive really been thinking of cutting the service, and emigrating somewhere, if you and Fred would go with me.

It would be charming! replied Molly, with a sweet though languid smile. Wed live in a wooden hut, roofed with palm-leaves, and while you and Fred were away hunting for dinner, I would milk the buffaloes, and boil the cocoa-nuts!

Ah, Molly, said Tom, the Coastguardsman, stroking his bushy beard, the same idea has been running in my head, as well as in Dicks, ever since we got that letter from Jim, telling us of the beauty of his new home, and urging us all to emigrate. Ive more than half a mind to join him out there, if you and the old folk will consent to go.

Youre not serious, are you, Tom? asked Harry, the fireman, laying down his knife and fork.

Indeed I am.

Well, you might do worse. I would join you myself, if there were only houses enough to insure a fire or two every month.

Why, man, said Fred Harper, in these lands the whole forest goes on fire sometimes  surely that would suffice to keep your spirits up and your heart warm.

Lets have a look at Jims last epistle, mother, said Dick, when the feast was nearly over, and fragrant coffee smoked upon the board, (for you know the Thorogood Family were total abstainers), and let Fred read it aloud. Hes by far the best reader amongst us.

Well, thats not sayin much for him, remarked the fireman, with a sly glance at his sister.

Your lamp is not as powerful as it might be, mother, said Fred, drawing his chair nearer to that of the fair invalid, as he unfolded the letter. Turn your eyes this way, Molly,  there, keep em steady on the page; I can see now!

Eagles Nest, Rocky Mountain Slopes, 5th October 18  , began Fred. Darling Mother,  Youve no idea what a charming place God has given me here, with plenty of work to do of the most congenial kind. I have only an opportunity for a short letter this time, because the postboy has arrived unexpectedly, and wont wait. Postboy! You would smile at that word if you saw him. Hes a six-foot man in leather, with a big beard, and a rifle and tomahawk. He was attacked by Indians on the way over the mountains, but escaped, and he attacked a grizzly bear afterwards which didnt escape  but I must not waste time on him, Well, I must devote all my letter this post to urging you to come out. This is a splendid country for big, strong, hearty, willing men like father and my brothers. Of course it is no better than other countries  rather worse  for weak men, either in mind or body. Idlers go to the wall here as elsewhere; but for men willing and able to work  ready to turn their hands to anything  it is a splendid opening. For myself  I feel that my Heavenly Father has sent me here because there is work for me to do, and a climate which will give me health and strength to do it. My health is better now than it has ever been mince the day of that fall which damaged my constitution so much as to render me one of the confirmed cripples of the earth. But it was a blessed fall, nevertheless. I was cast down in order that I might be lifted up. You would smile, mother,  perhaps youd laugh  if you saw me at my work. Im a Jack-of-all-trades. Among other things Im a farmer, a gardener, a carpenter, a schoolmaster, a shoemaker, and a missionary! The last, you know, I consider my real calling. The others are but secondary matters, assumed in the spirit of Paul the tent-maker. You and dear Molly would rejoice with me if you saw my Bible Class on week-days, and my congregation on Sundays. It is a strange congregation to whom I have been sent to tell the old old story of Jesus and His love. There are farmers, miners, hunters, even painted savages among them. My church is usually a barn  sometimes a tent  often the open air. There are no denominations here, so that I belong to none. Only two sects exist  believers and unbelievers. But the place is growing fast. Doubtless there will be great changes ere long. Meanwhile it is my happy duty and privilege to scatter seed in the wilderness.

Now, I urge you to come, because there is health for Molly to be found on these sunny slopes of this grand Backbone of America. That is my strongest point. If that does not move you, nothing else will! One glance from the windows of my wooden house  this Eagles Nest on the Rocky Mountain Slopes  would be sufficient to begin the work of convalescence. Woods, dells, knolls, hills, plains, prairies, lakes, streams  with the blue mountains in the far, far distance. Oh! if I were a poet, what a flight I would make into the realms of  of  well, you understand me! I have no time for more. The big-bearded postboy is growing impatient. Only this much will I add,  do, do come, if you love me. My kindest love to you all. May God guide you in this matter.  Your affectionate son, Jim.

P.S.  One of the members of my congregation is a celebrated hunter named Reuben Dale. His wife is also one of my flock, and so is his friend Jacob Strang. The manner in which Reuben got married is so curious that I have amused myself by writing an account of it for mother. I enclose it.

Read the story aloud, Fred, said Molly. What Jim thought interesting must be well worth reading.

Thus urged, Fred took the manuscript and read as follows:  

The Hunters Wedding.

A Story of the Rocky Mountains.

On the summit of a green knoll, in one of those beautiful valleys which open from the prairies  like inviting portals  into the dark recesses of the Rocky Mountains, there stands, or stood not long ago, a small blockhouse surrounded by a wooden palisade.

Although useless as a protection from artillery, this building was found to be a sufficient defence against the bullets and arrows of the red men of North America, and its owner, Kenneth MacFearsome, a fiery Scotch Highlander, had, up to the date on which our story opens, esteemed it a convenient and safe place for trade with the warlike savages who roamed, fought, and hunted in the regions around it. Some people, referring to its peaceful purposes, called it MacFearsomes trading post. Others, having regard to its military aspect, styled it Macs Fort.

Reuben Dale stood at the front gate of the Fort conversing with a pretty, dark-haired, bright-faced girl of eighteen years or thereabouts: Reuben himself being twenty-eight, and as strapping a hunter of the Rocky Mountains as ever outwitted a redskin or circumvented a grizzly bear. But Reuben was naturally shy. He had not the courage of a rabbit when it came to making love.

Loo, said Reuben, resting his hand on the muzzle of his long rifle and his chin on his hands, as he gazed earnestly down into the quiet, soft little face at his elbow.

Well, Reuben, said Loo, keeping her eyes prudently fixed on the ground lest they should betray her.

The conversation stopped short at this interesting point, and was not resumed. Indeed, it was effectually checked by the sudden appearance of The MacFearsome.

What, have ye not managed it yet, Reuben? said the Highlander, as his daughter tripped quickly away.

Not yet, said the hunter despondingly.

Man, youre not worth a gunflint, returned MacFearsome, with a twinkling glance from under his bushy grey eyebrows; if ye had not saved Loos life twice, and mine three times, Id scorn to let you wed her. But youll have to settle it right off, for the parson wont stop another day. He counted on spendin only one day here, on his way to the conference, and he has been two days already. You know itll take him all his time to get to Beaver Creek by the tenth.

But Ill mount him on my best buffalo-runner and guide him myself by a short cut, said the hunter, so that he shall still be in good time for the circumference, and

The conference, Reuben; dont misuse the English language. But its of no use, I tell you. He wont stop another day, so you must have it settled right off to-day, for it shall never be said that a MacFearsome was married without the benefit of the clergy.

Well, Ill do it  slick off; said the hunter, shouldering his rifle, and striding away in the direction of a coppice into which he had observed Loo disappear, with the air of a man who meant to pursue and kill a dangerous creature.

We will not do Reuben Dale the injustice to lift the curtain at this critical point in his history. Suffice it to say that he went into that coppice pale and came out red  so red that his handsome sunburned countenance seemed on the point of catching fire. There was a pleased expression on it, however, which was eminently suggestive.

He went straight to a wigwam which stood near the fort, lifted the skin door, entered, and sat down beside the fire opposite to a hunter not unlike himself. The man was as tall and strong, though not quite so good-looking. He was at the time smoking one of those tomahawks which some Indians have made with pipe bowls in their heads, the handles serving for stems, so that, when not employed in splitting skulls, they may be used for damaging stomachs  i.e. for smoking tobacco!

Ive done it, Jacob Strang, said Reuben, with a grave nod, as he slowly filled his pipe.

These two hunters were knit together with somewhat of the love that David bore to Jonathan. Jacob gazed at his friend for some time in mute admiration.

Honour bright? he asked at length.

Honour bright, replied Reuben.

Well now, said Jacob to the cloud that issued from his lips, I couldnt ha done that to save my scalp. Ive tried it, off an on for the last six year, and alers stuck at the pint  or raither just before it, for I never got quite the length o the pint. But Ive bin very near it, Reuben, more than once, uncommon near. One time I got so close to the edge o the precipice that another inch would have sent me right over. My dear Liz, says I; but I stuck there, an the sweet little thing runned away, larfin, an so Im a bachelor still. But Im right glad, Reuben, that youve got it over at last. How did it feel?

Feel! echoed the hunter, it felt as bad, or wuss, nor the time that grizzly bar up the Yellowstone River got his claws into the small o my back  only I hadnt you to help me out o the difficulty this time. I had to do it all myself, Jacob, and hard work it was, I tell ee, boy. Howsever, its all over now, an were to be spliced this evenin.

Thats raither sharp work, aint it, Reuben? said Jacob, with a critical wrinkle of his eyebrows, and a remonstrative tone in his voice. I aint much of an authority on sitch matters, but it do seem to me as if you might have given the poor gal a day or two to make sure whether her head or heels was uppermost.

Youre right, Jacob; youre judgment was always sound, but, you see, I was forced to do it slick off because the parson wont wait another day, an Id like to have it done all ship-shape, for Ive a respec for the parsons, you see. A man whos come straight down from the Pilgrim Fathers, like me, behoves to act discreetly  so, the weddins to be this evenin.

Well, you are the best judge, Reuben, an its as well that it should come off when old Fiddlestrings is here, for a weddin without a fiddle aint much of a spree. By good luck, too, theres the lads from Buffalo Creek at the fort just now, so well muster strong. No, I wouldnt give much for a weddin without a good dance  not even yours, Reuben.

That afternoon The MacFearsome arranged with the Reverend William Tucker to delay his departure for one day in order to unite his only daughter Loo to Reuben Dale.

You must know, Mr Tucker, he explained, in a slightly apologetic tone, although Reuben is only a hunter, his parents were gentlefolks. They died when Reuben was quite a little fellow, so that he was allowed to run wild on a frontier settlement, and, as a matter of course, took to the wilderness as naturally as a young duck takes to the water. But Reuben is a superior person, Mr Tucker, I assure you, and as fine a disposition as you could wish. Hes as bold as a lion too, and has saved my girls life twice, and my own three times  so, you see, he

He deserves a good wife, said the Reverend William Tucker heartily.

Just so, replied the old trader, wrinkling his fierce yet kindly face with a bland smile, and youll confer a great favour on me if you will stay and perform the ceremony. Of course, according to Scotch law, we could marry them without your assistance, but I respect the church, Mr Tucker, and think it becoming to have a clergyman on occasions of this kind.

Having settled this important piece of business, Kenneth MacFearsome went off to make arrangements for the indispensable dance, and the clergyman, being fond of equestrian exercise, went out alone for an afternoon ride.

That same afternoon a band of Indians belonging to the Blackfeet tribe encamped in a gloomy defile of the Rocky Mountains, not far from Macs Fort. It was easy to see that they were a war-party, for, besides being armed to the teeth, their faces were hideously painted, and they had no women or children with them.

They had stopped for the double purpose of eating a hasty meal and holding a council of war.

One of the warriors stood up in the midst of his brethren and made a speech, which, to judge from its effect on the others, must have been highly inflammatory and warlike. During the delivery of it he turned his ugly visage frequently, and pointed, with his blue-striped nose, as it were, in the direction of Fort MacFearsome.

Whatever might have been the tendency of the speech, it was suddenly cut short by the sound of a horses hoofs clattering in the glen below. After bestowing a united eagle glance on the approaching horseman, the Blackfeet warriors turned a look of intelligence on each other, lay flat down in the long grass, and melted from the scene as completely and silently as snow-wreaths melt before the sun in spring.

The Reverend William Tucker was a muscular Christian. That is to say, he believed that the body, as well as the soul, ought to be cultivated to the highest possible extent  both having the same origin  and held that physical health, strength, and vigour, if not absolutely necessary to the advancement of Christianity in the earth, were at least eminently conducive thereto. Holding such opinions, and being powerfully built, he threw himself heart and soul into whatever he did. Hence the clatter of his horses hoofs as he galloped swiftly up the glen.

But the Reverend William Tucker was also merciful, and not only drew rein when the path became too steep, but dismounted and led his steed by the bridle when he reached the rugged ground near the spot where the war-party had melted away.

Great and grand were the preparations made for the approaching festivities at Macs Fort. Michel, the cook, constructed a venison pie, the tin dish of which, (repaired expressly for the occasion that afternoon by the Fort blacksmith), might have served for a bath to an average baby. The carpenter arranged the hall, or large public room, cleared away the tables, fitted up a device in evergreens which was supposed to represent the words Loo and Reu, and otherwise garnished the ball-room with specimens of his originality and taste, while old Fiddlestrings, who was a self-taught half-breed, fitted to his violin a new string made by his wife that day from a deer-sinew.

When the hour arrived for the performance of the ceremony, Reuben Dale appeared among the men of the Fort, dressed, not like a gentleman in broadcloth, but, in hunters costume of the most approved cut and material  a yellow deerskin coat, ornamented with bead and quill work; blue cloth leggings, a small fur cap, moccasins garnished with silk flowers, fitting as tight to his feet as gloves fit the hands, and a crimson worsted sash round his waist. He also wore, slung on his shoulder by scarlet worsted cords, a powder-horn and shot-pouch  not that these implements of the chase were necessary to the occasion, but because he would as soon have thought of appearing at any time without them as without his nose. For the same reason his rifle accompanied him to the wedding.

A short time before the appointed hour the bride-elect adorned herself in simple yet tasteful costume, which, being peculiar to no particular nation or time, we prefer to leave to the readers imagination, merely remarking that as Loo was simple and pretty her garb corresponded to her appearance and character.

But the appointed hour passed, and the Reverend William Tucker did not appear. Hunters of the Rocky Mountains, however, are not an impatient race. Reuben quietly waited as he would have done for a good shot at game. Not so The MacFearsome. His Celtic blood fired, and he muttered a few uncomplimentary remarks about the reverend absentee, which it is well not to repeat.

As time passed, however, the dwellers in Macs Fort became anxious, then alarmed, and finally the wedding was postponed, while a search for the lost one was organised; but they searched in vain, because tracks which might easily be traced in the wilderness get inextricably mixed up in the vicinity of a fort.

Next day Kenneth MacFearsome, coming rather hastily and angrily to the conclusion that Mr Tucker had given them the slip and gone off to his conference, determined himself to perform the marriage ceremony as directed in the Church of England Prayer-Book.

You see, Reuben, he said, I have a great respect for the Church, and would fain have had this matter knocked off by one of its parsons, but as this parson appears to be little better than a wolf in sheeps clothing  if as good  Ill just do it myself, for Ill not have my daughters wedding delayed another day for any man, woman, or beast alive.

Wouldnt it be as well, sir, suggested the hunter modestly, to have a hunt after the parson by daylight first?

No, it wouldnt, said the old trader, with the air and decision of  we were going to say the great Mogul, but perhaps it would be more emphatic and appropriate to say  The MacFearsome.

Knowing that appeal from that decision would be in vain, Reuben once more arrayed himself in the wedding dress, (which he had changed when the search for Mr Tucker was undertaken), and once again presented himself before his admiring friends in the decorated hall of Macs Fort. The cook warmed up his gigantic pie, old Fiddlestrings re-tuned his home-made violin, and pretty little Loo at last appeared on the scene with two half-breed young women as bridesmaids, and two Indian females as backers-up.

My friends, said Kenneth MacFearsome, taking up the prayer-book, and commencing a speech which he had spent the entire forenoon in preparing, I have a few words to say to you on this interesting occasion.

The old gentlemans usually stern and handsome countenance had relaxed, and assumed a bland, sweet expression, which was more consonant with the circumstances in which they were assembled. Before he could utter another word, however, he was interrupted, to his great surprise, by Reuben.

Excuse me, Mr MacFearsome, said that bold though bashful hunter, but my friend and comrade, Jacob Strang, has not yet arrived, and it would grieve me to the heart if he was absent at such a time as this. Couldnt we wait a bit? I wouldnt ask you to do so for any other man alive, but Ive hunted wi him since we were slips of boys, and  and I cant help thinkin that somethins gone wrong wi him, for Jacobs good and true, and trusty as steel, an wasnt used to fail in his engagements.

While the hunter was speaking the bland expression faded from the Highlanders countenance, and a fierce look flashed from his blue eyes as he replied in stern, decided tones:  

Reuben Dale, if your friend Jacob was the great Israel of Bible story, or even Moses himself, I would not wait for him. Dont interrupt me again, lad.

He turned to the assembled company with a wave of his hand, as if to dismiss the interruption from memory, and attempted to reassume the benignant expression, with only partial success.

My friends, he said, but said no more, for at that moment he was a second time interrupted. A shout was heard outside, the door of the hall burst open, and Jacob Strang himself strode in, bearing the Reverend William Tucker on his shoulders.

Depositing his burden on the floor, he said hurriedly, Hes not dead, only stunned. The reptiles did their best to kill him. Theyre not far off, MacFearsome. Wed better go after them.

The MacFearsome usually gave vent to his feelings in Gaelic when labouring under strong excitement. On this occasion his utterances were terrible in tone whatever their meaning might be.

Go after them? he cried, in a blaze of wrath, yes, well go after them. Saddle my horse and fetch my gun. Arm yourself, boys! Some of you will remain to guard the Fort, and see that you keep the gates shut. Can you guide us to the villains, Jacob?

I can at least follow up the trail.

Stay, I can guide you, said a voice behind them.

It was the Reverend William Tucker himself, who had recovered, and was sitting up on the floor looking rather confused.

No, sir; you will remain at the Fort and take care of the women, said MacFearsome gruffly.

In a few minutes the Chief of the Fort was galloping over the prairie at the back of his establishment, followed by six of his best men, with Reuben Dale, and led by Jacob Strang.

In thus giving chase to the red men the Highlander did not act with his wonted caution. His wrath was too much for him.

Jacob the hunter, while out after deer, had come on the trail of the war-party of Blackfeet. Suspecting them of mischief, he had followed them up and found them just at the time when they made prisoner of Mr Tucker. He saw them bind the unlucky pastor and carry him off, mounted behind a savage chief. Jacob chanced fortunately to be concealed in a rugged piece of ground where horses could not act. As the Indians were riding away he shot the horse that bore the pastor, and at the same time uttered a series of yells and extempore war-whoops so appalling that the savages gave him credit for being at least a dozen foes, and fled over a ridge before turning to see what had happened. The fall of the horse had stunned the pastor, but the Indian leaped up and drew his knife. Fortunately Jacobs rifle was a double-barrelled one. Uttering another ferocious yell he fired, and by good fortune hit the right arm of the Indian chief, who, dropping his knife, followed his companions like a hunted stag. Jacob immediately dashed out of his ambush, lifted the reverend gentleman on his own horse, which he had left in a hollow close at hand, and brought him, as we have seen, safe back to the Fort.

Now, if the white men had been satisfied with this, all would have been well, but The MacFearsome had been roused, as we have said, and set off needlessly in pursuit of the savages. It chanced that the Blackfeet had arranged to attack the Fort in two bands that night  advancing on it from opposite directions. The consequence was that while MacFearsome and his men were away after one band, the other  a much larger band  ignorant of what had occurred to their comrades, advanced after dusk on the Fort, and gave the signal for attack. They were surprised at receiving no reply from their comrades, but did not delay the assault on that account.

The men who had been left in charge of the Fort were quite worthy of the trust. Stationing themselves a few yards apart all round the palisades inside, they kept guard. Mr Tucker, armed with an axe-handle as a bludgeon  for he objected to taking life if he could avoid it  mounted guard at the gate. Pretty little Loo kept him company. The other women were stationed so as to carry ammunition to the men, or convey orders from the blacksmith who had been left in command.

This is a sad interruption to your wedding, remarked the pastor, as he leaned against the Fort gate, and examined his weapon.

It is, assented Loo meekly, but you will marry us to-morrow. My father will return too late to have it done to-night, I fear.

However late he comes we must get the ceremony over to-night, Loo, for I positively cannot delay my journey another day. Indeed, even as it is, I shall be late for the conference of my brethren. Hark! What sound was that?

I heard nothing but the hoot of an owl, said Loo.

As she spoke an arrow, entering between the palisades, whizzed past her. At the same moment a volley was fired from the other side of the Fort.

Keep closer to the gate, Loo, said Mr Tucker, grasping his club with a feeling that the girls safety depended on the use he made of that unclerical weapon.

Come round to the east angle, all of you, shouted the blacksmith.

All the men in the Fort obeyed the summons in time to repel a vigorous assault made on that point by what seemed to be the whole band of the enemy, but the bride and one of her maids remained at the front gate to keep watch there. Just as the victory was gained and the enemy were driven off at the east angle, a loud scream was given by the women. Mr Tucker heard it and was first to run to the rescue. He found that three of the Blackfeet, during the assault on the other side, had crept round to the front gate. One of these had placed his head against the stockade, a second had mounted on his shoulders, and a third had thus gained the top of the pickets.

Seeing at a glance how matters stood, Mr Tucker ran forward and thrust his bludgeon with a straight point between the posts, right into the painted face of the lower savage, who fell back at once, carrying the second savage along with him: but the third had already laid his hands on the top, and, vaulting over with monkey-like agility, came down on the pastors shoulders with such violence that both rolled together on the ground. But the savage was no match for the athletic pastor, who compressed his throat with a grip that soon caused him to relax his hold.

Here, give me your kerchief, Loo, gasped the pastor; Ill tie his hands.

Why dont you stick him? asked one of Loos bridesmaids with great simplicity.

Because I wont take life if I can help it, replied Mr Tucker as he bound the Indians wrists.

At that moment there arose a wild war-whoop from another part of the Fort, and a volume of smoke and flame burst from the back of the chief dwelling-house which stood in the centre of the square. The Blackfeet had gained an entrance at another point, and set fire to the western wing of the building unperceived.

With a shout of rage the blacksmith and his men rushed to the scene of disaster.

Theres father! said Loo, with a cry of joy.

Where? exclaimed Mr Tucker, looking round with a bewildered air.

Help to open the gate, cried Loo.

The pastor did so at once, and, as he heaved at the bar which held it, he could hear the clatter of hoofs and the shouts of men outside.

The heavy gate swung back just as the cavalcade came up, and they dashed in at full gallop.

Open the back gate wide, Loo, and leave this one open, too, shouted MacFearsome, as he flew past like an enraged thunderbolt.

Our bride possessed that most valuable quality, a tendency to prompt, unquestioning obedience. Running lightly to the other side of the Fort she undid the fastenings and forced the back gate wide open. Meanwhile her father and our bridegroom, with his friend Jacob and the six men, charged down on the savages with wild yells of fury. The sight of them was sufficient! The Blackfeet turned and fled through the open gates in consternation. As they coursed towards the woods like hares the blacksmith managed to turn on them a small ships-cannon loaded with buckshot, which awoke the echoes of the wilderness with a deafening roar. The horsemen also pursued and scattered them right and left. Then the gates were reclosed, while the bright flame of the burning buildings lit up the scene as at noon-day.

Hold your hands now, boys, shouted MacFearsome, drawing rein.

Those nearest to the chief obeyed, and the others, soon perceiving what was being done, rejoined their comrades.

Where is Reuben? asked MacFearsome, as they were turning towards the Fort.

Each looked at the other, but none could answer.

I saw him down in the hollow, charging the Indians, said one.

And I saw him coming back by the stable-fence, said another.

Off with you to both places and look for him, cried the chief, and the rest of you follow me.

They searched swiftly to and fro for some minutes, and soon found his riderless horse. Then a cry from one of their number was heard from the hollow. Galloping thither they found Reuben lying on his back, apparently dead, with an arrow in his chest.

In a moment Jacob was on his knees at his friends side, and soon the arrow was extracted, but it was found that blood gushed freely from the wound. Stanching this as best they could they bore the wounded man carefully to the Fort.

Oh, father! I hope the fight is over now, exclaimed Loo, as her sire rode through the gateway.

Yes, the fight is over, replied the Highlander, sternly, but it has cost us much. Our house is on fire and Reuben is

He did not finish the sentence. Indeed, there was no occasion to do so, for, while he spoke, the men advanced who bore Reubens all but lifeless body.

Loo did not scream or utter a word, but her white face and compressed lips told their own tale as she walked by her bridegrooms side into the hall which had been so gaily fitted up, but was now a blackened and partially burned room.

While the hunters wound was being examined every one, save the pastor and the women, was sent from the hall to aid in extinguishing the fire, which had been nearly subdued. MacFearsome was somewhat expert as an amateur doctor, and so was the Reverend William Tucker. Their united opinion was that the hunters case was a very grave one. They did all that could be done to stop the bleeding and sustain the strength of the wounded man, whose consciousness returned after a short time.

Is it all over with me, father? asked Reuben, in a faint voice, addressing The MacFearsome for the first time by that endearing title.

I fear it is, my son, replied the Chief. You know it is not my habit to mince matters at any time, and I dont think you are such a baby as to fear death when it is sent to you. However, I will not say that your case is hopeless till I have tried my medicine on you  so keep up your heart, Reuben.

Father, said Reuben, will you allow me to be alone with Loo, for a little?

Certainly, my dear boy, but you must have your medicine first.

Reuben replied with a smile and a nod.

After taking the physic he was left alone with Loo. For some time neither could speak. At last Loo said, Oh, Reuben dear! you are not going to die?

I hope not, dearest, but when the Lords time comes we must be ready to answer to our names. If I am to go now I would spend the few hours that remain to me listening to your sweet voice reading the Masters Word.

Reuben, said Loo, with sudden animation, will you grant me a favour?

You know I will, whatever it be, replied the hunter, with a languid smile; what is it?

That we may be married to-night  within this hour, said Loo, with decision.

Why? Of what use to wed a dying man?

Because I want to nurse you as your wife, to the end, if it be His will that you shall go, and I wish to be for ever after called by your dear name.

It is a strange notion  a sweet one to me, dearest Loo. It shall be as you wish. Call father.

At first the Highlander strongly objected to the wish of his child, but Loo knew how to overcome her fathers objections! In the course of half-an-hour Reuben sent for Mr Tucker. The MacFearsomes medicine, whatever it was, was potent as well as patent. Reuben was able to talk with considerable energy when the pastor appeared  summoned, as he fancied, to prepare the dying man for the great change. Great, therefore, was his amazement when Reuben begged of him to make arrangements for performing the interrupted marriage ceremony within half-an-hour.

But you seem to be dying, friend? said the perplexed pastor.

That may be so, replied the hunter quietly, but Loo wants to be wed before I die, and wed better waste no time about it.

There was no resisting this, so the Reverend William Tucker made arrangements for the wedding, while The MacFearsome and his men were busied extinguishing the last sparks of the fire.

It was near midnight before these arrangements were completed. Then the men were summoned once more to the Hall, but how different were their feelings now from what they had been earlier on that day! The occupation of old Fiddlestrings was gone. Even the huge pie was dismissed from the scene. The wedding guests crept quietly in, their gay costumes torn and covered with charcoal, and bearing other evidences of the recent conflict. They were very silent, too, and sad, for they were aware of the critical condition of the bridegroom.

When all was at last prepared a new and unexpected difficulty arose. It was found that Reuben had fallen into a sound sleep!

Thereupon a whispered but anxious conversation took place at the end of the hall farthest from the wounded mans couch.

We must waken him, said MacFearsome, with stern look and tone.

No, father, said Loo, with a tearful smile, we must wait.

Your daughter is right, whispered Mr Tucker. Whatever be the condition of Reuben, sleep is the best thing for him.

But you must start for your conference at four in the morning, and he may not awake before that, objected MacFearsome.

Their perplexities were suddenly removed by Reuben himself, who awoke while they were consulting, and asked his friend Jacob  who watched at his side with the tenderness of a brother  where Loo had gone to.

Shes here, Reuben, waitin to get married, replied his friend.

The hunter roused himself, looked hastily round, raised himself one one elbow, and said in a strong voice, Come, Im ready now. Lets get it over.

Immediately Loo was at his side; the whole party assembled round his couch; the pastor opened his book, and in these exceptional circumstances Reuben Dale and Louisa MacFearsome were married!

Now, Reuben dear, whispered Loo, as she pressed his lips, lie down again and go to sleep.

On one condition only, said the wounded man, with something like a twinkle in his eye, that you go on with the wedding feast. Jacob says a wedding is worth nothing without a dance. Now, as this wedding is worth all the world to me, Loo, Im determined that it shall be worth something to my old friend and comrade.

It was found that remonstrances were in vain, so, as resistance to his wishes might have proved hurtful to the invalid, the wedding feast was continued and carried through with far more vigour than might have been expected, Reuben himself being, apparently, one of the most interested spectators.

So Jacob had his dance, and he performed his part with unwonted energy,  for the sake of pleasing his friend rather than himself.

When the lights were waxing low, and the great pie had been eaten, and old Fiddlestrings had been used up, Reuben called his friend to his side.

What with searchin, he said, an fightin, and fire-stoppin an dancin youve had a pretty stiff time of it, Jacob. But youre a strong man  leastwise you used to be  an I daresay theres plenty of go in you yet.

Im fresh as a lark, Reuben, replied his friend. What want ye wi me?

I just want ye go fetch your horse, an saddle my best buffalo-runner for the parson, an take him to Beaver Creek. Do it as fast as you can, Jacob, and by the short cut, and dont spare the cattle.

Ill do it, Reuben.

Jacob was a man of few words. He did it, and thus it came to pass that when grey dawn began to break over Macs Fort, it found the Reverend William Tucker and his guide scouring over the western plains at the rate of thirty or forty miles an hour  more or less  while Reuben Dale lay sound asleep in his blood-stained wedding dress, his strong hand clasping that of pretty little Loo, who was also sound asleep, in an easy chair by his side.

About the same time The MacFearsome flung himself down on his half-burned bed, where in dreams  to judge from his snorting, snoring, and stertorous breathing  he waged war with the whole Blackfeet race single-handed!

When the pastor bade farewell to Reuben he had done so with the sad feelings of one who expected never to see his face again, but the pastors judgment was at fault. Reuben Dale lived  he lived to become as strong and able a hunter of the Rocky Mountains as ever he had been; he lived to take Loo to the western settlements, and squat down beside The MacFearsomes new farm, as a species of hunting farmer; he lived to become a respected member of the Reverend William Tuckers church in the wilderness, where he filled two pews with little Dales, which, as an Irish comrade remarked, was a dale more than he deserved; and last, but not least, he lived to urge, argue, badger, bamboozle, worry, and haul Jacob Strang up to that pint at which he had so often stuck before, but over which he finally fell, and managed to secure that dear Liz who was destined to become the sunshine of his after-life.

In regard to this matter, Jacob was wont to say to his friend at times, when he was particularly confidential, that the catchin of Liz was the best bit of trappin he had done since he took to huntin in the Rocky Mountains, and that if it hadnt bin for his chum Reuben Dale, he never would have bin able to come up to the pint, much less git over it, though he had lived to the age of Methuselah and hunted for a wife all the time.

A good story, said Dick Thorogood, as Fred folded up the manuscript; but to return to matter of greater importance than this hunters wedding, curious though it be: what about emigrating?

Ill go, for one! exclaimed the blacksmith bringing his huge fist down with a heavy thud on the table.

John, John, its not the anvil youve got before you, said old Moll.

No, nor yet is my fist the fore-hammer, rejoined the smith, with sparkling eyes. Nevertheless, I repeat that Ill go  always supposing that you and Molly have no objections.

It was one of the dearest wishes of the old womans heart to be near her crippled and favourite son, but she would not commit herself at once.

What says Molly? she asked, turning to her daughter.

Molly cast a sidelong glance at Fred, who gave the slightest possible nod, and then said, in her gentle voice, The sooner we begin to pack the better!

Bravo, lass! cried the young sailor, slapping his thigh; well said, and well all go together. What say you, boys?

Agreed  agreed! was the hearty reply.

And this was no idle talk. That night at worship, the father of the family spread Jims letter, as he said, before the Lord, and asked for guidance. The end of the whole matter was that, a few months later, the Thorogood family emigrated to the backwoods of America, and began that career of useful, energetic, patient, God-directed labour which ended in the formation of a happy garden in a part of the wilderness which had formerly been the haunt of wild beasts and wilder men.

And here, kind reader, we must close our little tale, for it would take a large book, if not two books, to tell the story of that thorough-going familys adventures while endeavouring to spread the truth in the Far West. Suffice it to say, that they all found what they went in search of  health and happiness  because they sought for these blessings in accordance with the teachings of the blessed Word of God.

THE END
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Chapter One.

An Accident and some of its Curious Results.

Every one has heard of those ponies  those shaggy, chubby, innocent-looking little creatures  for which the world is indebted, we suppose, to Shetland.

Well, once on a time, one of the most innocent-looking, chubbiest, and shaggiest of Shetland ponies  a dark brown one  stood at the door of a mansion in the west-end of London.

It was attached to a wickerwork vehicle which resembled a large clothes-basket on small wheels. We do not mean, of course, that the pony was affectionately attached to it. No; the attachment was involuntary and unavoidable, by reason of a brand-new yellow leather harness with brass buckles. It objected to the attachment, obviously, for it sidled this way, and straddled that way, and whisked its enormous little tail, and tossed its rotund little head, and stamped its ridiculously small feet; and champed its miniature bit, as if it had been a war-horse of the largest size, fit to carry a Wallace, a Bruce, or a Richard of the Lion-heart, into the midst of raging battle.

And no wonder; for many months had not elapsed since that brown creature had kicked up its little heels, and twirled its tail, and shaken its shaggy mane in all the wild exuberance of early youth and unfettered freedom on the heather hills of its native island.

In the four-wheeled basket sat a little girl whom it is useless to describe as beautiful. She was far beyond that! Her delicate colour, her little straight nose, her sparkling teeth, her rosebud of a mouth, her enormous blue eyes, and floods of yellow hair  pooh! these are not worth mentioning in the same sentence with her expression. It was that which carried all before it, and swept up the adoration of man-and-woman-kind as with the besom of fascination.

She was the only child of Sir Richard Brandon. Sir Richard was a knight and a widower. He was knighted, not because of personal merit, but because he had been mayor of some place, sometime or other, when some one connected with royalty had something important to do with it! Little Diana was all that this knight and widower had on earth to care for, except, of course, his horses and dogs, and guns, and club, and food. He was very particular as to his food. Not that he was an epicure, or a gourmand, or luxurious, or a hard drinker, or anything of that sort  by no means. He could rough it, (so he said), as well as any man, and put up with whatever chanced to be going, but, when there was no occasion for roughing it, he did like to see things well cooked and nicely served; and wine, you know, was not worth drinking  positively nauseous  if it was not of the best.

Sir Richard was a poor man  a very poor man. He had only five thousand a year  a mere pittance; and he managed this sum in such a peculiar way that he never had anything wherewith to help a struggling friend, or to give to the poor, or to assist the various religious and charitable institutions by which he was surrounded; while at certain intervals in the year he experienced exasperating difficulty in meeting the demands of those torments to society, the tradespeople  people who ought to be ashamed of themselves for not being willing to supply the nobility and gentry with food and clothing gratuitously! Moreover, Sir Richard never by any chance laid anything by.

Standing by the ponys head, and making tender efforts to restrain his waywardness, stood a boy  a street boy  a city Arab. To a Londoner any description of this boy would be superfluous, but it may be well to state, for the benefit of the world at large, that the class to which he belonged embodies within its pale the quintessence of rollicking mischief, and the sublimate of consummate insolence.

This remarkable boy was afflicted with a species of dance  not that of Saint Vitus, but a sort of double-shuffle, with a stamp of the right foot at the end  in which he was prone to indulge, consciously and unconsciously, at all times, and the tendency to which he sometimes found it difficult to resist. He was beginning to hum the sharply-defined air to which he was in the habit of performing this dance, when little Diana said, in a silvery voice quite in keeping with her beauty  

Let go his head, boy; Im quite sure that he cannot bear restraint.

It may be remarked here that little Di was probably a good judge on that point, being herself nearly incapable of bearing restraint.

Id better not, miss, replied the boy with profound respect in tone and manner, for he had yet to be paid for the job; he seems raither frisky, an might take a fancy to bolt, you know.

Let his head go, I say! returned Miss Diana with a flashing of the blue eyes, and a pursing of the rosebud mouth that proved her to be one of Adams race after all.

Vell, now, dont you think, rejoined the boy, in an expostulating tone, that it would be as veil to vait for the guvnor before givin im is ead?

Do as I bid you, sir! said Di, drawing herself up like an empress.

Still the street boy held the ponys head, and it is probable that he would have come off the victor in this controversy, had not Dianas dignified action given to the reins which she held a jerk. The brown pony, deeming this full permission to go on, went off with a bound that overturned the boy, and caused the fore-wheel to strike him on the leg as it passed.

Springing up with the intention of giving chase to the runaway, the little fellow again fell, with a sharp cry of pain, for his leg was broken.

At the same moment Sir Richard Brandon issued from the door of his mansion leisurely, and with an air of calm serenity, pulling on his gloves. It was one of the knights maxims that, under all circumstances, a gentleman should maintain an appearance of imperturbable serenity. When, however, he suddenly beheld the street boy falling, and his daughter standing up in her wickerwork chariot, holding on to the brown pony like an Amazon warrior of ancient times, his maxim somehow evaporated. His serenity vanished. So did his hat as he bounded from beneath it, and left it far behind in his mad and hopeless career after the runaway.

A policeman, coming up just as Sir Richard disappeared, went to the assistance of the street boy.

Not much hurt, youngster, he said kindly, as he observed that the boy was very pale, and seemed to be struggling hard to repress his feelings.

Vell, praps I is an praps I aint, Bobby, replied the boy with an unsuccessful attempt at a smile, for he felt safe to chaff or insult his foe in the circumstances, but vether hurt or not it vont much matter to you, vill it?

He fainted as he spoke, and the look of half-humorous impudence, as well as that of pain, gave place to an expression of infantine repose.

The policeman was so struck by the unusual sight of a street boy looking innocent and unconscious, that he stooped and raised him quite tenderly in his arms.

Youd better carry him in here, said Sir Richard Brandons butler, who had come out. I saw it appen, and suspect he must be a good deal damaged.

Sir Richards footman backing the invitation, the boy was carried into the house accordingly, laid on the housemaids bed, and attended to by the cook, while the policeman went out to look after the runaways.

Oh! what ever shall we do? exclaimed the cook, as the boy showed symptoms of returning consciousness.

Send for the doctor, suggested the housemaid.

No, said the butler, send for a cab, and ave the boy sent home. I fear that master will blame me for givin way to my feelins, and wont thank me for bringin im in here. You know he is rather averse to the lower orders. Besides, the poor boy will be better attended to at ome, no doubt. I dare say youd like to go ome, wouldnt you? he said, observing that the boy was looking at him with a rather curious expression.

I dessay I should, if I could, he answered, with a mingled glance of mischief and pain, but if youll undertake to carry me, old cock, Ill be appy to go.

Ill send you in a cab, my poor boy, returned the butler, and git a cabman as Im acquainted with to take care of you.

All right! go aead, ye cripples, returned the boy, as the cook approached him with a cup of warm soup.

Oh! aint it prime! he said, opening his eyes very wide indeed, and smacking his lips. I think Ill go in for a smashed pin every day o my life for a drop o that stuff. Surely it must be wot they drinks in eaven! Have ee got much more o the same on and?

Never mind, but you drink away while youve got the chance, replied the amiable cook; theres the cab coming, so youve no time to lose.

Vell, I am sorry I aint able to old more, an my pockets wont old it neither, bein the wuss for wear. Thankee, missus.

He managed, by a strong effort, to dispose of a little more soup before the cab drew up.

Where do you live? asked the butler, as he placed the boy carefully in the bottom of the cab with his unkempt head resting on a hassock, which he gave him to understand was a parting gift from the housemaid.

Vere do I live? he repeated. Vy, mostly in the streets; my last ome was a sugar barrel, the one before was a donkey-cart, but I do sometimes condescend to wisit my parents in their mansion ouse in Vitechapel.

And what is your name? Sir Richard may wish to inquire for you  perhaps.

May he? Oh! Im sorry I aint got my card to leave, but you just tell him, John  is it, or Thomas?  Ah! Thomas. I knowed it couldnt elp to be one or tother;  you just tell your master that my name is Robert, better known as Bobby, Frog. But Ive lots of aliases, if that name dont please im. Good-bye, Thomas. Farewell, and if for ever, then  you know the rest o the quotation, if your eddications not bin neglected, wich is probable it was. Oh! by the way. This assik is the gift of the ouse-maid? You observe the answer, cabby, in case you and I may differ about it ereafter.

Yes, said the amused butler, a gift from Jessie.

Ah!  jus so. An shes tender-earted an ony fifteen. Wots er tother name? Summers, eh? Vell, its prettier than Vinters. Tell er Ill not forget er. Now, cabman ome!

A few minutes more, and Bobby Frog was on his way to the mansion in Whitechapel, highly delighted with his recent feast, but suffering extremely from his broken limb.

Meanwhile, the brown pony  having passed a bold costermonger, who stood shouting defiance at it, and waving both arms till it was close on him, when he stepped quickly out of its way  eluded a dray-man, and entered on a fine sweep of street, where there seemed to be no obstruction worth mentioning. By that time it had left the agonised father far behind.

The day was fine; the air bracing. The utmost strength of poor little Diana, and she applied it well, made no impression whatever on the ponys tough mouth. Influences of every kind were favourable. On the illogical principle, probably, that being in for a penny justified being in for a pound, the pony laid himself out for a glorious run. He warmed to his work, caused the dust to fly, and the clothes-basket to advance with irregular bounds and swayings as he scampered along, driving many little dogs wild with delight, and two or three cats mad with fear. Gradually he drew towards the more populous streets, and here, of course, the efforts on the part of the public to arrest him became more frequent, also more decided, though not more successful. At last an inanimate object effected what man and boy had failed to accomplish.

In a wild effort to elude a demonstrative cabman near the corner of one of the main thoroughfares, the brown pony brought the wheels of the vehicle into collision with a lamp-post. That lamp-post went down before the shock like a tall head of grain before the sickle. The front wheels doubled up into a sudden embrace, broke loose, and went across the road, one into a greengrocers shop, the other into a chemists window. Thus diversely end many careers that begin on a footing of equality! The hind-wheels went careering along the road like a new species of bicycle, until brought up by a donkey-cart, while the basket chariot rolled itself violently round the lamp-post, like a shattered remnant, as if resolved, before perishing, to strangle the author of all the mischief. As to the pony, it stopped, and seemed surprised at first by the unexpected finale, but the look quickly changed  or appeared to change  to one of calm contentment as it surveyed the ruin.

But what of the fair little charioteer? Truly, in regard to her, a miracle, or something little short of one, had occurred. The doctrine that extremes meet contains much truth in it  truth which is illustrated and exemplified more frequently, we think, than is generally supposed. A tremendous accident is often much less damaging to the person who experiences it than a slight one. In little Dianas case, the extremes had met, and the result was absolute safety. She was shot out of her basket carriage after the manner of a sky-rocket, but the impulse was so effective that, instead of causing her to fall on her head and break her pretty little neck, it made her perform a complete somersault, and alight upon her feet. Moreover, the spot on which she alighted was opportune, as well as admirably suited to the circumstances.

At the moment, ignorant of what was about to happen, police-constable Number 666  we are not quite sure of what division  in all the plenitude of power, and blue, and six-feet-two, approached the end of a street entering at right angles to the one down which our little heroine had flown. He was a superb specimen of humanity, this constable, with a chest and shoulders like Hercules, and the figure of Apollo. He turned the corner just as the child had completed her somersault, and received her two little feet fairly in the centre of his broad breast, driving him flat on his back more effectively than could have been done by the best prize-fighter in England!

Number 666 proved a most effectual buffer, for Di, after planting her blow on his chest, sat plump down on his stomach, off which she sprang in an agony of consternation, exclaiming  

Oh! I have killed him! Ive killed him! and burst into tears.

No, my little lady, said Number 666, as he rose with one or two coughs and replaced his helmet, youve not quite done for me, though youve come nearer the mark than any man has ever yet accomplished. Come, now, what can I do for you? Youre not hurt, I hope?

This sally was received with a laugh, almost amounting to a cheer, by the half-horrified crowd which had quickly assembled to witness, as it expected, a fatal accident.

Hurt? oh! no, Im not hurt, exclaimed Di, while tears still converted her eyes into blue lakelets as she looked anxiously up in the face of Number 666; but Im quite sure you must be hurt  awfully. Im so sorry! Indeed I am, for I didnt mean to knock you down.

This also was received by the crowd with a hearty laugh, while Number 666 sought to comfort the child by earnestly assuring her that he was not hurt in the least  only a little stunned at first, but that was quite gone.

Wot does she mean by knockin of im down? asked a small butchers boy, who had come on the scene just too late, of a small bakers boy who had, happily, been there from the beginning.

She means wot she says, replied the small bakers boy with the dignified reticence of superior knowledge, she knocked the constable down.

Wot! a leetle gurl knock a six-foot bobby down?  walk-er!

Very good; youve no call to blieve it unless you like, replied the bakers boy, with a look of pity at the unbelieving butcher, but she did it, though  an thats six month with ard labour, if it aint five year.

At this point the crowd opened up to let a maniac enter. He was breathless, hatless, moist, and frantic.

My child! my darling! my dear Di! he gasped.

Papa! responded Diana, with a little scream, and, leaping into his arms, grasped him in a genuine hug.

Oh! I say, whispered the small butcher, its a melly-drammy  all for nuffin!

My! responded the small baker, with a solemn look, wont the Lord left-tenant be down on em for play-actin without a licence, just!

Is the pony killed? inquired Sir Richard, recovering himself.

Not in the least, sir. Ere e is, sir; all alive an kickin, answered the small butcher, delighted to have the chance of making himself offensively useful, but the hinsurance offices wouldnt ave the close-baskit at no price. Shall I order up the remains of your carriage, sir?

Oh! Im so glad hes not dead, said Diana, looking hastily up, but this policeman was nearly killed, and I did it! He saved my life, papa.

A chorus of voices here explained to Sir Richard how Number 666 had come up in the nick of time to receive the flying child upon his bosom.

I am deeply grateful to you, said the knight, turning to the constable, and extending his hand, which the latter shook modestly while disclaiming any merit for having merely performed his duty  he might say, involuntarily.

Will you come to my house? said Sir Richard. Here is my card. I should like to see you again, and pray, see that some one looks after my pony and

And the remains, suggested the small butcher, seeing that Sir Richard hesitated.

Be so good as to call a cab, said Sir Richard in a general way to any one who chose to obey.

Here you are, sir! cried a peculiarly sharp cabby, who, correctly judging from the state of affairs that his services would be required, had drawn near to bide his time.

Sir Richard and his little daughter got in and were driven home, leaving Number 666 to look after the pony and the remains.

Thus curiously were introduced to each other some of the characters in our tale.




Chapter Two.

The Irresistible Power of Love.

Need we remark that there was a great deal of embracing on the part of Di and her nurse when the former returned home? The child was an affectionate creature as well as passionate. The nurse, Mrs Screwbury, was also affectionate without being passionate. Poor Diana had never known a mothers love or care; but good, steady, stout Mrs Screwbury did what in her lay to fill the place of mother.

Sir Richard filled the place of father pretty much as a lamp-post might have done had it owned a child. He illuminated her to some extent  explained things in general, stiffly, and shed a feeble ray around himself; but his light did not extend far. He was proud of her, however, and very fond of her  when good. When not good, he was  or rather had been  in the habit of dismissing her to the nursery.

Nevertheless, the child exercised very considerable and ever-increasing influence over her father; for, although stiff, the knight was by no means destitute of natural affection, and sometimes observed, with moist eyes, strong traces of resemblance to his lost wife in the beautiful child. Indeed, as years advanced, he became a more and more obedient father, and was obviously on the high road to abject slavery.

Papa, said Di, while they were at luncheon that day, not long after the accident, I am so sorry for that poor policeman. It seems such a dreadful thing to have actually jumped upon him! and oh! you should have heard his poor head hit the pavement, and seen his pretty helmet go spinning along like a boys top, ever so far. I wonder it didnt kill him. Im so sorry.

Di emphasised her sorrow by laughing, for she had a keen sense of the ludicrous, and the memory of the spinning helmet was strong upon her just then.

It must indeed have been an unpleasant blow, replied Sir Richard, gravely, but then, dear, you couldnt help it, you know  and I dare say he is none the worse for it now. Men like him are not easily injured. I fear we cannot say as much for the boy who was holding the pony.

Oh! I quite forgot about him, exclaimed Di; the naughty boy! he wouldnt let go the ponys reins when I bid him, but I saw he tumbled down when we set off.

Yes, he has been somewhat severely punished, I fear, for his disobedience. His leg had been broken. Is it not so, Balls?

Yes, sir, replied the butler, e as ad is

Balls got no farther, for Diana, who had been struck dumb for the moment by the news, recovered herself.

His leg broken! she exclaimed with a look of consternation; Oh! the poor, poor boy!  the dear boy! and it was me did that too, as well as knocking down the poor policeman!

There is no saying to what lengths the remorseful child would have gone in the way of self-condemnation if her father had not turned her thoughts from herself by asking what had been done for the boy.

We sent im ome, sir, in a cab.

Im afraid that was a little too prompt, returned the knight thoughtfully. A broken leg requires careful treatment, I suppose. You should have had him into the house, and sent for a doctor.

Balls coughed. He was slightly chagrined to find that the violation of his own humane feelings had been needless, and that his attempt to do as he thought his master would have wished was in vain.

I thought, Sir Richard, that you didnt like the lower orders to go about the ouse more

Again little Di interrupted the butler by asking excitedly where the boys home was.

In the neighbourood of Witechapel, Miss Di.

Then, papa, we will go straight off to see him, said the child, in the tone of one whose mind is fully made up. You and I shall go together  wont we? good papa!

That will do, Balls, you may go. No, my dear Di, I think we had better not. I will write to one of the city missionaries whom I know, and ask him to

No, but, papa  dear papa, we must go. The city missionary could never say how very, very sorry I am that he should have broken his leg while helping me. And then I should so like to sit by him and tell him stories, and give him his soup and gruel, and read to him. Poor, poor boy, we must go, papa, wont you?

Not to-day, dear. It is impossible to go to-day. There, now, dont begin to cry. Perhaps  perhaps to-morrow  but think, my love; you have no idea how dirty  how very nasty  the places are in which our lower orders live.

Oh! yes I have, said Di eagerly. Havent I seen our nursery on cleaning days?

A faint flicker of a smile passed over the knights countenance.

True, darling, but the places are far, far dirtier than that. Then the smells. Oh! they are very dreadful

What  worse than we have when theres cabbage for dinner?

Yes, much worse than that.

I dont care, papa. We must go to see the boy  the poor, poor boy, in spite of dirt and smells. And then, you know  let me up on your knee and Ill tell you all about it. There! Well, then, you know, Id tidy the room up, and even wash it a little. Oh, you cant think how nicely I washed up my dolls room  her corner, you know,  that day when I spilt all her soup in trying to feed her, and then, while trying to wipe it up, I accidentally burst her, and all her inside came out  the sawdust, I mean. It was the worst mess I ever made, but I cleaned it up as well as Jessie herself could have done  so nurse said.

But the messes down in Whitechapel are much worse than you have described, dear, expostulated the parent, who felt that his powers of resistance were going.

So much the better, papa, replied Di, kissing her sires lethargic visage. I should like so much to try if I could clean up something worse than my dolls room. And youve promised, you know.

No  only said perhaps, returned Sir Richard quickly.

Well, thats the same thing; and now that its all nicely settled, Ill go and see nurse. Good-bye, papa.

Good-bye, dear, returned the knight, resigning himself to his fate and the newspaper.




Chapter Three.

Poverty Manages to Board out her Infant for Nothing.

On the night of the day about which we have been writing, a woman, dressed in unwomanly rags crept out of the shadow of the houses near London Bridge. She was a thin, middle-aged woman, with a countenance from which sorrow, suffering, and sin had not been able to obliterate entirely the traces of beauty. She carried a bundle in her arms which was easily recognisable as a baby, from the careful and affectionate manner in which the womans thin, out-spread fingers grasped it.

Hurrying on to the bridge till she reached the middle of one of the arches, she paused and looked over. The Thames was black and gurgling, for it was intensely dark, and the tide half ebb at the time. The turbid waters chafed noisily on the stone piers as if the sins and sorrows of the great city had been somehow communicated to them.

But the distance from the parapet to the surface of the stream was great. It seemed awful in the womans eyes. She shuddered and drew back.

Oh! for courage  only for one minute! she murmured, clasping the bundle closer to her breast.

The action drew off a corner of the scanty rag which she called a shawl, and revealed a small and round, yet exceedingly thin face, the black eyes of which seemed to gaze in solemn wonder at the scene of darkness visible which was revealed. The woman stood between two lamps in the darkest place she could find, but enough of light reached her to glitter in the babys solemn eyes as they met her gaze, and it made a pitiful attempt to smile as it recognised its mother.

God help me! I cant, muttered the woman with a shiver, as if an ice-block had touched her heart.

She drew the rag hastily over the babys head again, pressed it closer to her breast, retraced her steps, and dived into the shadows from which she had emerged.

This was one of the lower orders to whom Sir Richard Brandon had such an objection, whom he found it, he said, so difficult to deal with, (no wonder, for he never tried to deal with them at all, in any sense worthy of the name), and whom it was, he said, useless to assist, because all he could do in such a vast accumulation of poverty would be a mere drop in the bucket. Hence Sir Richard thought it best to keep the drop in his pocket where it could be felt and do good  at least to himself, rather than dissipate it in an almost empty bucket. The bucket, however, was not quite empty  thanks to a few thousands of people who differed from the knight upon that point.

The thin woman hastened through the streets as regardless of passers-by as they were of her, until she reached the neighbourhood of Commercial Street, Spitalfields.

Here she paused and looked anxiously round her. She had left the main thoroughfare, and the spot on which she stood was dimly lighted. Whatever she looked or waited for, did not, however, soon appear, for she stood under a lamp-post, muttering to herself, I must git rid of it. Better to do so than see it starved to death before my eyes.

Presently a foot-fall was heard, and a man drew near. The woman gazed intently into his face. It was not a pleasant face. There was a scowl on it. She drew back and let him pass. Then several women passed, but she took no notice of them. Then another man appeared. His face seemed a jolly one. The woman stepped forward at once and confronted him.

Please, sir, she began, but the man was too sharp for her.

Come now  youve brought out that baby on purpose to humbug people with it. Dont fancy youll throw dust in my eyes. Im too old a cock for that. Dont you know that youre breaking the law by begging?

Im not begging, retorted the woman, almost fiercely.

Oh! indeed. Why do you stop me, then?

I merely wished to ask if your name is Thompson.

Ah hem! ejaculated the man with a broad grin, well no, madam, my name is not Thompson.

Well, then, rejoined the woman, still indignantly, you may move on.

She had used an expression all too familiar to herself, and the man, obeying the order with a bow and a mocking laugh, disappeared like those who had gone before him.

For some time no one else appeared save a policeman. When he approached, the woman went past him down the street, as if bent on some business, but when he was out of sight she returned to the old spot, which was near the entrance to an alley.

At last the womans patience was rewarded by the sight of a burly little elderly man, whose face of benignity was unmistakably genuine. Remembering the previous mans reference to the baby, she covered it up carefully, and held it more like a bundle.

Stepping up to the newcomer at once, she put the same question as to name, and also asked if he lived in Russell Square.

No, my good woman, replied the burly little man, with a look of mingled surprise and pity, my name is not Thompson. It is Twitter  Samuel Twitter, of Twitter, Slime and  , but, he added, checking himself, under a sudden and rare impulse of prudence, why do you ask my name and address?

The woman gave an almost hysterical laugh at having been so successful in her somewhat clumsy scheme, and, without uttering another word, darted down the alley. She passed rapidly round by a back way to another point of the same street she had left  well ahead of the spot where she had stood so long and so patiently that night. Here she suddenly uncovered the babys face and kissed it passionately for a few moments. Then, wrapping it in the ragged shawl, with its little head out, she laid it on the middle of the footpath full in the light of a lamp, and retired to await the result.

When the woman rushed away, as above related, Mr Samuel Twitter stood for some minutes rooted to the spot, lost in amazement. He was found in that condition by the returning policeman.

Constable, said he, cocking his hat to one side the better to scratch his bald head, there are strange people in this region.

Indeed there are, sir.

Yes, but I mean very strange people.

Well, sir, if you insist on it, I wont deny that some of them are very strange.

Yes, well  good-night, constable, said Mr Twitter, moving slowly forward in a mystified state of mind, while the guardian of the night continued his rounds, thinking to himself that he had just parted from one of the very strangest of the people.

Suddenly Samuel Twitter came to a full stop, for there lay the small baby gazing at him with its solemn eyes, apparently quite indifferent to the hardness and coldness of its bed of stone.

Abandoned! gasped the burly little man.

Whether Mr Twitter referred to the infants moral character, or to its being shamefully forsaken, we cannot now prove, but he instantly caught the bundle in his arms and gazed at it. Possibly his gaze may have been too intense, for the mild little creature opened a small mouth that bore no proportion whatever to the eyes, and attempted to cry, but the attempt was a failure. It had not strength to cry.

The burly little mans soul was touched to the centre by the sight. He kissed the babys forehead, pressed it to his ample breast, and hurried away. If he had taken time to think he might have gone to a police-office, or a night refuge, or some such haven of rest for the weary, but when Twitters feelings were touched he became a man of impulse. He did not take time to think  except to the extent that, on reaching the main thoroughfare, he hailed a cab and was driven home.

The poor mother had followed him with the intention of seeing him home. Of course the cab put an end to that. She felt comparatively easy, however, knowing, as she did, that her child was in the keeping of Twitter, Slime and  . That was quite enough to enable her to trace Mr Twitter out. Comforting herself as well as she could with this reflection, she sat down in a dark corner on a cold door-step, and, covering her face with both hands, wept as though her heart would break.

Gradually her sobs subsided, and, rising, she hurried away, shivering with cold, for her thin cotton dress was a poor protection against the night chills, and her ragged shawl was  gone with the baby.

In a few minutes she reached a part of the Whitechapel district where some of the deepest poverty and wretchedness in London is to be found. Turning into a labyrinth of small streets and alleys, she paused in the neighbourhood of the court in which was her home  if such it could be called.

Is it worth while going back to him? she muttered. He nearly killed baby, and it wouldnt take much to make him kill me. And oh! he was so different  once!

While she stood irresolute, the man of whom she spoke chanced to turn the corner, and ran against her, somewhat roughly.

Hallo! is that you? he demanded, in tones that told too clearly where he had been spending the night.

Yes, Ned, its me. I was just thinking about going home.

Home, indeed stime to bgoin home. Wherev you bin? The babby ll v bin squallin pretty stiff by this time.

No fear of baby now, returned the wife almost defiantly; its gone.

Gone! almost shouted the husband. You havent murdered it, have you?

No, but Ive put it in safe keeping, where you cant get at it, and, now I know that, I dont care what you do to me.

Ha! well see about that. Come along.

He seized the woman by the arm and hurried her towards their dwelling.

It was little better than a cellar, the door being reached by a descent of five or six much-worn steps. To the surprise of the couple the door, which was usually shut at that hour, stood partly open, and a bright light shone within.

Wastin coal and candle, growled the man with an angry oath, as he approached.

Hetty didnt use to be so extravagant, remarked the woman, in some surprise.

As she spoke the door was flung wide open, and an overgrown but very handsome girl peered out.

Oh! father, I thought it was your voice, she said. Mother, is that you? Come in, quick. Heres Bobby brought home in a cab with a broken leg.

On hearing this the mans voice softened, and, entering the room, he went up to a heap of straw in one corner whereon our little friend Bobby Frog  the street-Arab  lay.

Hallo! Bobby, wots wrong with ee? You aint used to come to grief, said the father, laying his hand on the boys shoulder, and giving him a rough shake.

Things oftentimes are not what they seem. The shake was the mans mode of expressing sympathy, for he was fond of his son, regarding him, with some reason, as a most hopeful pupil in the ways of wickedness.

Its o no use, father, said the boy, drawing his breath quickly and knitting his brows, you cant stir me up with a long pole now. Im past that.

What! have ee bin runned over?

No  ony run down, or knocked down.

Who did it? Ony give me his name an address, an as sure as my names Ned Ill

He finished the sentence with a sufficiently expressive scowl and clenching of a huge fist, which had many a time done great execution in the prize ring.

It wasnt a he, father, it was a she.

Well, no matter, if I ony had my fingers on her windpipe Id squeeze it summat.

If you did Id bang your nose! She didnt go for to do it a-purpose, you old grampus, retorted Bobby, intending the remark to be taken as a gentle yet affectionate reproof. A doctors bin an set my leg, continued the boy, an made it as stiff as a poker wi what e calls splints. He says I wont be able to go about for ever so many weeks.

An whos to feed you, I wonder, doorin them weeks? An who sent for the doctor? Was it him as supplied the fire an candle to-night?

No, father, it was me, answered Hetty, who was engaged in stirring something in a small saucepan, the loose handle of which was attached to its battered body by only one rivet; the other rivet had given way on an occasion when Ned Frog sent it flying through the doorway after his retreating wife. You see I was paid my wages to-night, so I could afford it, as well as to buy some coal and a candle, for the doctor said Bobby must be kept warm.

Afford it! exclaimed Ned, in rising wrath, how can ee say you can afford it wen I avent had enough grog to half screw me, an not a brown left. Did the doctor ask a fee?

No, father, I offered him one, but he wouldnt take it.

Ah  very good on im! I wonder them fellows has the cheek to ask fees for ony givin advice. Wy, Id give advice myself all day long at a penny an hour, an think myself well off too if I got that  better off than them as got the advice anyhow. What are you sittin starin at an sulkin there for?

This last remark was addressed gruffly to Mrs Frog, who, during the previous conversation, had seated herself on a low three-legged stool, and, clasping her hands over her knees, gazed at the dirty blank walls in blanker despair.

The poor woman realised the situation better than her drunken husband did. As a bird-fancier he contributed little, almost nothing, to the general fund on which this family subsisted. He was a huge, powerful fellow, and had various methods of obtaining money  some obvious and others mysterious  but nearly all his earnings went to the gin-palace, for Ned was a man of might, and could stand an enormous quantity of drink. Hetty, who worked, perhaps we should say slaved, for a firm which paid her one shilling a week, could not manage to find food for them all. Mrs Frog herself with her infant to care for, had found it hard work at any time to earn a few pence, and now Bobbys active little limbs were reduced to inaction, converting him into a consumer instead of a producer. In short, the glaring fact that the family expenses would be increased while the family income was diminished, stared Mrs Frog as blankly in the face as she stared at the dirty blank wall.

And her case was worse, even, than people in better circumstances might imagine, for the family lived so literally from hand to mouth that there was no time even to think when a difficulty arose or disaster befell. They rented their room from a man who styled it a furnished apartment, in virtue of a rickety table, a broken chair, a worn-out sheet or two, a dilapidated counterpane, four ragged blankets, and the infirm saucepan before mentioned, besides a few articles of cracked or broken crockery. For this accommodation the landlord charged ninepence per day, which sum had to be paid every night before the family was allowed to retire to rest! In the event of failure to pay they would have been turned out into the street at once, and the door padlocked. Thus the necessity for a constant, though small, supply of cash became urgent, and the consequent instability of home very depressing.

To preserve his goods from the pawnbroker, and prevent a moonlight flitting, this landlord had printed on his sheets the words stolen from and on the blankets and counterpane were stamped the words stop thief!

Mrs Frog made no reply to her husbands gruff question, which induced the man to seize an empty bottle, as being the best way of rousing her attention.

Come, you let mother alone, dad, suggested Bobby, she aint a-aggrawatin of you just now.

Why, mother, exclaimed Hetty, who was so busy with Bobbys supper, and, withal, so accustomed to the womans looks of hopeless misery that she had failed to observe anything unusual until her attention was thus called to her, what ever have you done with the baby?

Ah  you may well ask that, growled Ned.

Even the boy seemed to forget his pain for a moment as he now observed, anxiously, that his mother had not the usual bundle on her breast.

The babys gone! she said, bitterly, still keeping her eyes on the blank wall.

Gone!  how?  lost? killed? speak, mother, burst from Hetty and the boy.

No, only gone to where it will be better cared for than here.

Come, explain, old woman, said Ned, again laying his hand on the bottle.

As Hetty went and took her hand gently, Mrs Frog condescended to explain, but absolutely refused to tell to whose care the baby had been consigned.

Well  it aint a bad riddance, after all, said the man, as he rose, and, staggering into a corner where another bundle of straw was spread on the floor, flung himself down. Appropriately drawing two of the stop thief blankets over him, he went to sleep.

Then Mrs Frog, feeling comparatively sure of quiet for the remainder of the night, drew her stool close to the side of her son, and held such intercourse with him as she seldom had the chance of holding while Bobby was in a state of full health and bodily vigour. Hetty, meanwhile, ministered to them both, for she was one of those dusty diamonds of what may be styled the East-end diggings of London  not so rare, perhaps, as many people may suppose  whose lustre is dimmed and intrinsic value somewhat concealed by the neglect and the moral as well as physical filth by which they are surrounded.

Of course youve paid the ninepence, Hetty?

Yes, mother.

You might ave guessed that, said Bobby, for, if she adnt we shouldnt ave bin here.

That and the firing and candle, with what the doctor ordered, has used up all I had earned, even though I did some extra work and was paid for it, said Hetty with a sigh. But I dont grudge it, Bobby  Im only sorry because theres nothing more coming to me till next week.

Meanwhile there is nothing for this week, said Mrs Frog with a return of the despair, as she looked at her prostrate son, for all I can manage to earn will barely make up the rent  if it does even that  and father, you know, drinks nearly all he makes. God help us!

God will help us, said Hetty, sitting down on the floor and gently stroking the back of her mothers hand, for He sent the trouble, and will hear us when we cry to Him.

Pray to Him, then, Hetty, for its no use askin me to join you. I cant pray. An dont let your father hear, else hell be wild.

The poor girl bent her head on her knees as she sat, and prayed silently. Her mother and brother, neither of whom had any faith in prayer, remained silent, while her father, breathing stertorously in the corner, slept the sleep of the drunkard.




Chapter Four.

Samuel Twitter astonishes Mrs Twitter and her Friends.

In a former chapter we described, to some extent, the person and belongings of a very poor man with five thousand a year. Let us now make the acquaintance of a very rich one with an income of five hundred.

He has already introduced himself to the reader under the name of Samuel Twitter.

On the night of which we write Mrs Twitter happened to have a few friends to tea. And let no one suppose that Mrs Twitters few friends were to be put off with afternoon tea  that miserable invention of modern times  nor with a sham meal of sweet warm water and thin bread and butter. By no means. We have said that Samuel Twitter was rich, and Mrs Twitter, conscious of her husbands riches, as well as grateful for them, went in for the substantial and luxurious to an amazing extent.

Unlimited pork sausages and inexhaustible buttered toast, balanced with muffins or crumpets, was her idea of tea. The liquid was a secondary point  in one sense  but it was always strong. It was the only strong liquid in fact allowed in the house, for Mr Twitter, Mrs Twitter, and all the little Twitters were members of the Blue Ribbon Army; more or less enthusiastic according to their light and capacity.

The young Twitters descended in a graduated scale from Sammy, the eldest, (about sixteen), down through Molly, and Willie, and Fred, and Lucy, to Alice the so-called baby  though she was at that time a remarkably robust baby of four years.

Mrs Twitters few friends were aware of her tendencies, and appreciated her hospitality, insomuch that the few bade fair to develop by degrees into many.

Well, Mrs Twitter had her few friends to tea, and conviviality was at its height. The subject of conversation was poverty. Mrs Loper, a weak-minded but amiable lady, asserted that a large family with 500 pounds a year was a poor family. Mrs Loper did not know that Mrs Twitters income was five hundred, but she suspected it. Mrs Twitter herself carefully avoided giving the slightest hint on the subject.

Of course, continued Mrs Loper, I dont mean to say that people with five hundred are very poor, you know; indeed it all depends on the family. With six children like you, now, to feed and clothe and educate, and with everything so dear as it is now, I should say that five hundred was poverty.

Well, I dont quite agree with you, Mrs Loper, on that point. To my mind it does not so much depend on the family, as on the notions, and the capacity to manage, in the head of the family. I remember one family just now, whose head was cut off suddenly, I may say in the prime of life. A hundred and fifty a year or thereabouts was the income the widow had to count on, and she was left with five little ones to rear. She trained them well, gave them good educations, made most of their garments with her own hands when they were little, and sent one of her boys to college, yet was noted for the amount of time she spent in visiting the poor, the sick, and the afflicted, for whom she had always a little to spare out of her limited income. Now, if wealth is to be measured by results, I think we may say that that poor lady was rich. She was deeply mourned by a large circle of poor people when she was taken home to the better land. Her small means, having been judiciously invested by a brother, increased a little towards the close of life, but she never was what the world esteems rich.

Mrs Twitter looked at a very tall man with a dark unhandsome countenance, as if to invite his opinion.

I quite agree with you, he said, helping himself to a crumpet, there are some people with small incomes who seem to be always in funds, just as there are other people with large incomes who are always hard-up. The former are really rich, the latter really poor.

Having delivered himself of these sentiments somewhat sententiously, Mr Crackaby,  that was his name,  proceeded to consume the crumpet.

There was a general tendency on the part of the other guests to agree with their hostess, but one black sheep in the flock objected. He quite agreed, of course, with the general principle that liberality with small means was beautiful to behold as well as desirable to possess  the liberality, not the small means  and that, on the other hand, riches with a narrow niggardly spirit was abominable, but then  and the black sheep came, usually, to the strongest part of his argument when he said but then  it was an uncommonly difficult thing, when everything was up to famine prices, and gold was depreciated in value owing to the gold-fields, and silver was nowhere, and coppers were changed into bronze,  exceedingly difficult to practise liberality and at the same time to make the two ends meet.

As no one clearly saw the exact bearing of the black sheeps argument, they all replied with that half idiotic simper with which Ignorance seeks to conceal herself, and which Politeness substitutes for the more emphatic pooh, or the inelegant bosh. Then, applying themselves with renewed zest to the muffins, they put about ship, nautically speaking, and went off on a new tack.

Mr Twitter is rather late to-night, I think? said Mr Crackaby, consulting his watch, which was antique and turnipy in character.

He is, indeed, replied the hostess, business must have detained him, for he is the very soul of punctuality. That is one of his many good qualities, and it is such a comfort, for I can always depend on him to the minute,  breakfast, dinner, tea; he never keeps us waiting, as too many men do, except, of course, when he is unavoidably detained by business.

Ah, yes, business has much to answer for, remarked Mrs Loper, in a tone which suggested that she held business to be an incorrigibly bad fellow; whatever mischief happens with ones husband its sure to be business that did it.

Pardon me, madam, objected the black sheep, whose name, by the way, was Stickler, business does bring about much of the disaster that often appertains to wedded life, but mischief is sometimes done by other means, such, for instance, as accidents, robberies, murders

Oh! Mr Stickler, suddenly interrupted a stout, smiling lady, named Larrabel, who usually did the audience part of Mrs Twitters little tea parties, how can you suggest such ideas, especially when Mr Twitter is unusually late?

Mr Stickler protested that he had no intention of alarming the company by disagreeable suggestions, that he had spoken of accident, robbery, and murder in the abstract.

There, youve said it all over again, interrupted Mrs Larrabel, with an unwonted frown.

But then, continued Stickler, regardless of the interruption, a broken leg, or a rifled pocket and stunned person, or a cut windpipe, may be applicable to the argument in hand without being applied to Mr Twitter.

Surely, said Mrs Loper, who deemed the reply unanswerable.

In this edifying strain the conversation flowed on until the evening grew late and the party began to grow alarmed.

I do hope nothing has happened to him, said Mrs Loper, with a solemnised face.

I think not. I have seen him come home much later than this  though not often, said the hostess, the only one of the party who seemed quite at ease, and who led the conversation back again into shallower channels.

As the night advanced, however, the alarm became deeper, and it was even suggested by Mrs Loper that Crackaby should proceed to Twitters office  a distance of three miles  to inquire whether and when he had left; while the smiling Mrs Larrabel proposed to send information to the headquarters of the police in Scotland Yard, because the police knew everything, and could find out anything.

You have no idea, my dear, she said, how clever they are at Scotland Yard. Would you believe it, I left my umbrellar the other day in a cab, and I didnt know the number of the cab, for numbers wont remain in my head, nor the look of the cabman, for I never look at cabmen, they are so rude sometimes. I didnt even remember the place where I got into the cab, for I cant remember places when Ive to go to so many, so I gave up my umbrellar for lost and was going away, when a policeman stepped up to me and asked in a very civil tone if I had lost anything. He was so polite and pleasant that I told him of my loss, though I knew it would do me no good, as he had not seen the cab or the cabman.

I think, madam, he said, that if you go down to Scotland Yard to-morrow morning, you may probably find it there.

Young man, said I, do you take me for a fool!

No, madam, I dont, he replied.

Or do you take my umbrellar for a fool, said I, that it should walk down to Scotland Yard of its own accord and wait there till I called for it?

Certainly not, madam, he answered with such a pleasant smile that I half forgave him.

Nevertheless if you happen to be in the neighbourhood of Scotland Yard to-morrow, he added, it might be as well to call in and inquire.

Thank you, said I, with a stiff bow as I left him. On the way home, however, I thought there might be something in it, so I did go down to Scotland Yard next day, where I was received with as much civility as if I had been a lady of quality, and was taken to a room as full of umbrellas as an eggs full of meat  almost.

Youd know the umbrellar if you saw it, madam, said the polite constable who escorted me.

Know it, sir! said I, yes, I should think I would. Seven and sixpence it cost me  new, and Ive only had it a week  brown silk with a plain handle  why, there it is! And there it was sure enough, and he gave it to me at once, only requiring me to write my name in a book, which I did with great difficulty because of my gloves, and being so nervous. Now, how did the young policeman that spoke to me the day before know that my umbrellar would go there, and how did it get there? They say the days of miracles are over, but I dont think so, for that was a miracle if ever there was one.

The days of miracles are indeed over, maam, said the black sheep, but then that is no reason why things which are in themselves commonplace should not appear miraculous to the uninstructed mind. When I inform you that our laws compel cabmen under heavy penalties to convey left umbrellas and parcels to the police-office, the miracle may not seem quite so surprising.

Most people dislike to have their miracles unmasked. Mrs Larrabel turned from the black sheep to her hostess without replying, and repeated her suggestion about making inquiries at Scotland Yard  thus delicately showing that although, possibly, convinced, she was by no means converted.

They were interrupted at this point by a hurried knock at the street door.

There he is at last, exclaimed every one.

It is his knock, certainly, said Mrs Twitter, with a perplexed look, but rather peculiar  not so firm as usual  there it is again! Impatient! I never knew my Sam impatient before in all our wedded life. Youd better open the door, dear, she said, turning to the eldest Twitter, he being the only one of the six who was privileged to sit up late, Mary seems to have fallen asleep.

Before the eldest Twitter could obey, the maligned Mary was heard to open the door and utter an exclamation of surprise, and her masters step was heard to ascend the stair rather unsteadily.

The guests looked at each other anxiously. It might be that to some minds  certainly to that of the black sheep  visions of violated blue-ribbonism occurred. As certainly these visions did not occur to Mrs Twitter. She would sooner have doubted her clergyman than her husband. Trustfulness formed a prominent part of her character, and her confidence in her Sam was unbounded.

Even when her husband came against the drawing-room door with an awkward bang  the passage being dark  opened it with a fling, and stood before the guests with a flushed countenance, blazing eyes, a peculiar deprecatory smile, and a dirty ragged bundle in his arms, she did not doubt him.

Forgive me, my dear, he said, gazing at his wife in a manner that might well have justified the black sheeps thought, screwed, I  I  business kept me in the office very late, and then He cast an imbecile glance at the bundle.

What ever have you got there, Sam? asked his wondering wife.

Goodness me! it moves! exclaimed Mrs Loper.

Live poultry! thought the black sheep, and visions of police cells and penal servitude floated before his depraved mental vision.

Yes, Mrs Loper, it moves. It is alive  though not very much alive, I fear. My dear, Ive found  found a baby  picked it up in the street. Not a soul there but me. Would have perished or been trodden on if I had not taken it up. See here!

He untied the dirty bundle as he spoke, and uncovered the round little pinched face with the great solemn eyes, which gazed, still wonderingly, at the assembled company.

It is due to the assembled company to add that it returned the gaze with compound interest.




Chapter Five.

Treats still further of Riches, Poverty, Babies, and Police.

When Mr and Mrs Twitter had dismissed the few friends that night, they sat down at their own fireside, with no one near them but the little foundling, which lay in the youngest Twitters disused cradle, gazing at them with its usual solemnity, for it did not seem to require sleep. They opened up their minds to each other thus:  

Now, Samuel, said Mrs Twitter, the question is, what are you going to do with it?

Well, Mariar, returned her spouse, with an assumption of profound gravity, I suppose we must send it to the workhouse.

You know quite well, Sam, that you dont mean that, said Mrs Twitter, the dear little forsaken mite! Just look at its solemn eyes. It has been clearly cast upon us, Sam, and it seems to me that we are bound to look after it.

What! with six of our own, Mariar?

Yes, Sam. Isnt there a song which says something about luck in odd numbers?

And with only 500 pounds a year? objected Mr Twitter.

Only five hundred. How can you speak so? We are rich with five hundred. Can we not educate our little ones?

Yes, my dear.

And entertain our friends?

Yes, my love,  with crumpets and tea.

Dont forget muffins and bloater paste, and German sausage and occasional legs of mutton, you ungrateful man!

I dont forget em, Mariar. My recollection of em is powerful; I may even say vivid.

Well, continued the lady, havent you been able to lend small sums on several occasions to friends

Yes, my dear,  and they are still loans, murmured the husband.

And dont we give a little  I sometimes think too little  regularly to the poor, and to the church, and havent we got a nest-egg laid by in the Post-office savings-bank?

All true, Mariar, and all your doing. But for your thrifty ways, and economical tendencies, and rare financial abilities, I should have been bankrupt long ere now.

Mr Twitter was nothing more than just in this statement of his wifes character. She was one of those happily constituted women who make the best and the most of everything, and who, while by no means turning her eyes away from the dark sides of things, nevertheless gave people the impression that she saw only their bright sides. Her economy would have degenerated into nearness if it had not been commensurate with her liberality, for while, on the one hand, she was ever anxious, almost eager, to give to the needy and suffering every penny that she could spare, she was, on the other hand, strictly economical in trifles. Indeed Mrs Twitters vocabulary did not contain the word trifle. One of her favourite texts of Scripture, which was always in her mind, and which she had illuminated in gold and hung on her bedroom walls with many other words of God, was, Gather up the fragments, that nothing be lost. Acting on this principle with all her heart, she gathered up the fragments of time, so that she had always a good deal of that commodity to spare, and was never in a hurry. She gathered up bits of twine and made neat little rings of them, which she deposited in a basket  a pretty large basket  which in time became such a repository of wealth in that respect that the six Twitters never failed to find the exact size and quality of cordage wanted by them  and, indeed, even after the eldest, Sammy, came to the years of discretion, if he had suddenly required a cable suited to restrain a first-rate iron-clad, his mind would, in the first blush of the thing, have reverted to mothers basket! If friends wrote short notes to Mrs Twitter  which they often did, for the sympathetic find plenty of correspondents  the blank leaves were always torn off and consigned to a scrap-paper box, and the pile grew big enough at last to have set up a small stationer in business. And so with everything that came under her influence at home or abroad. She emphatically did what she could to prevent waste, and became a living fulfilment of the well-known proverb, for as she wasted not she wanted not.

But to return from this digression  

Well, then, said Mrs Twitter, dont go and find fault, Samuel, (she used the name in full when anxious to be impressive), with what Providence has given us, by putting the word only to it, for we are rich with five hundred a year.

Mr Twitter freely admitted that he was wrong, and said he would be more careful in future of the use to which he put the word only.

But, said he, we havent a hole or corner in the house to put the poor thing in. To be sure, theres the coal-cellar and the scuttle might be rigged up as a cradle, but

He paused, and looked at his wife. The deceiver did not mean all this to be taken as a real objection. He was himself anxious to retain the infant, and only made this show of opposition to enlist Maria more certainly on his side.

Not a corner! she exclaimed, why, is there not the whole parlour? Do you suppose that a baby requires a four-post bed, and a wash-hand-stand, and a five-foot mirror? Couldnt we lift the poor darling in and out in half a minute? Besides, there is our own room. I feel as if there was an uncomfortable want of some sort ever since our baby was transplanted to the nursery. So we will establish the old bassinet and put the mite there.

And what shall we call it, Maria?

Call it  why, call it  call it  Mite  no name could be more appropriate.

But, my love, Mite, if a name at all, is a mans  that is, it sounds like a masculine name.

Call it Mita, then.

And so it was named, and thus that poor little waif came to be adopted by that rich family.

It seems to be our mission, at this time, to introduce our readers to various homes  the homes of England, so to speak! But let not our readers become impatient, while we lead the way to one more home, and open the door with our secret latch-key.

This home is in some respects peculiar. It is not a poor one, for it is comfortable and clean. Neither is it a rich one, for there are few ornaments, and no luxuries about it. Over the fire stoops a comely young woman, as well as one can judge, at least, from the rather faint light that enters through a small window facing a brick wall. The wall is only five feet from the window, and some previous occupant of the rooms had painted on it a rough landscape, with three very green trees and a very blue lake, and a swan in the middle thereof, sitting on an inverted swan which was meant to be his reflection, but somehow seemed rather more real than himself. The picture is better, perhaps, than the bricks were, yet it is not enlivening. The only other objects in the room worth mentioning are, a particularly small book-shelf in a corner; a cuckoo-clock on the mantel-shelf, an engraved portrait of Queen Victoria on the wall opposite in a gilt frame, and a portrait of Sir Robert Peel in a frame of rosewood beside it.

On a little table in the centre of the room are the remains of a repast. Under the table is a very small child, probably four years of age. Near the window is another small, but older child  a boy of about six or seven. He is engaged in fitting on his little head a great black cloth helmet with a bronze badge, and a peak behind as well as before.

Having nearly extinguished himself with the helmet, the small boy seizes a very large truncheon, and makes a desperate effort to flourish it.

Close to the comely woman stands a very tall, very handsome, and very powerful man, who is putting in the uppermost buttons of a police-constables uniform.

Behold, reader, the tableau vivant to which we would call your attention!

Where dyou go on duty to-day, Giles, asked the comely young woman, raising her face to that of her husband.

Oxford Circus, replied the policeman. It is the first time Ive been put on fixed-point duty. Thats the reason Im able to breakfast with you and the children, Molly, instead of being off at half-past five in the morning as usual. I shall be on for a month.

Im glad of it, Giles, for it gives the children a chance of seeing something of you. I wish youd let me look at that cut on your shoulder. Do!

No, no, Molly, returned the man, as he pushed his wife playfully away from him. Hands off! You know the punishment for assaulting the police is heavy! Now then, Monty, (to the boy), give up my helmet and truncheon. I must be off.

Not yet, daddy, cried Monty, Is a pleeceman of the A Division, Number 2, ats me, an Im goin to catch a tief. I mell im.

You smell him, do you? Where is he, dyou think?

Oh! I know, replied the small policeman  here he came close up to his father, and, getting on tiptoe, said in a very audible whisper, hes under de table, but don tell im I know. His names Joe!

All right, Ill keep quiet, Monty, but look alive and nab him quick, for I must be off.

Thus urged the small policeman went on tiptoe to the table, made a sudden dive under it, and collared his little brother.

The arrest, however, being far more prompt than had been expected, the tief refused to be captured. A struggle ensued, in the course of which the helmet rolled off, a corner of the tablecloth was pulled down, and the earthenware teapot fell with a crash to the floor.

Its my duty, I fear, said Giles, to take you both into custody and lock you up in a cell for breaking the teapot as well as the peace, but Ill be merciful and let you off this time, Monty, if you lend your mother a hand to pick up the pieces.

Monty agreed to accept this compromise. The helmet and truncheon were put to their proper uses, and the merciful police-constable went out on duty.




Chapter Six.

Wealth pays a Visit to Poverty.

It was an interesting sight to watch police-constable Number 666 as he went through the performance of his arduous duties that day at the Regent Circus in Oxford Street.

To those who are unacquainted with London, it may be necessary to remark that this circus is one of those great centres of traffic where two main arteries cross and tend to cause so much obstruction, that complete stoppages would become frequent were it not for the admirable management of the several members of the police force who are stationed there to keep order. The Oxford Circus, as it is sometimes called, is by no means the largest or most crowded of such crossings, nevertheless the tide of traffic is sufficiently strong and continuous there to require several police-constables on constant duty. When men are detailed for such Fixed-Point duty they go on it for a month at a time, and have different hours from the other men, namely, from nine in the morning till five in the afternoon.

We have said it was interesting to watch our big hero, Number 666, in the performance of his arduous duties. He occupied the crossing on the city side of the circus.

It was a magnificent afternoon, and all the metropolitan butterflies were out. Busses flowed on in a continuous stream, looking like big bullies who incline to use their weight and strength to crush through all obstruction. The drivers of these were for the most part wise men, and restrained themselves and their steeds. In one or two instances, where the drivers were unwise, a glance from the bright eye of Giles Scott was quite sufficient to keep all right.

And Giles could only afford to bestow a fragmentary glance at any time on the refractory, for, almost at one and the same moment he had to check the impetuous, hold up a warning hand to the unruly, rescue a runaway child from innumerable horse-legs, pilot a stout but timid lady from what we may call refuge-island, in the middle of the roadway, to the pavement, answer an imbeciles question as to the whereabouts of the Tower or Saint Pauls, order a loitering cabby to move on, and look out for his own toes, as well as give moderate attention to the carriage-poles which perpetually threatened the small of his own back.

We should imagine that the premium of insurance on the life of Number 666 was fabulous in amount, but cannot tell.

Besides his great height, Giles possessed a drooping moustache, which added much to his dignified appearance. He was also imperturbably grave, except when offering aid to a lady or a little child, on which occasions the faintest symptoms of a smile floated for a moment on his visage like an April sunbeam. At all other times his expression was that of incorruptible justice and awful immobility. No amount of chaff, no quantity of abuse, no kind of flattery, no sort of threat could move him any more than the seething billows of the Mediterranean can move Gibraltar. Costermongers growled at him hopelessly. Irate cabmen saw that their wisdom lay in submission. Criminals felt that once in his grasp their case was hopeless, just as, conversely, old ladies felt that once under his protection they were in absolute security. Even street-boys felt that references to bobbies, coppers, and slops; questions as to how is ead felt up there; who rolled im hout so long; whether his mother knew e was hout; whether ed sell em a bit of is legs; with advice to come down off the ladder, or to go ome to bed  that all these were utterly thrown away and lost upon Giles Scott.

The garb of the London policeman is not, as every one knows, founded on the principles of aesthetics. Neither has it been devised on utilitarian principles. Indeed we doubt whether the originator of it, (and we are happy to profess ignorance of his name), proceeded on any principle whatever, except the gratification of a wild and degraded fancy. The colour, of course, is not objectionable, and the helmet might be worse, but the tunic is such that the idea of grace or elegance may not consist with it.

We mention these facts because Giles Scott was so well-made that he forced his tunic to look well, and thus added one more to the already numerous exceptions which are said to prove the rule.

Allow me, madam, said Giles, offering his right-hand to an elderly female, who, having screwed up her courage to make a rush, got into sudden danger and became mentally hysterical in the midst of a conglomerate of hoofs, poles, horse-heads, and wheels.

The female allowed him, and the result was sudden safety, a gasp of relief, and departure of hysteria.

Not yet, please, said Giles, holding up a warning right-hand to the crowd on refuge-island, while with his left waving gently to and fro he gave permission to the mighty stream to flow. Now, he added, holding up the left-hand suddenly. The stream was stopped as abruptly as were the waters of Jordan in days of old, and the storm-staid crew on refuge-island made a rush for the mainland. It was a trifling matter to most of them that rush, but of serious moment to the few whose limbs had lost their elasticity, or whose minds could not shake off the memory of the fact that between 200 and 300 lives are lost in London streets by accidents every year, and that between 3000 and 4000 are more or less severely injured annually.

Before the human stream had got quite across, an impatient hansom made a push. The eagle eye of Number 666 had observed the intention, and in a moment his gigantic figure stood calmly in front of the horse, whose head was raised high above his helmet as the driver tightened the reins violently.

Just then a small slipshod girl made an anxious dash from refuge-island, lost courage, and turned to run back, changed her mind, got bewildered, stopped suddenly and yelled.

Giles caught her by the arm, bore her to the pavement, and turned, just in time to see the hansom dash on in the hope of being overlooked. Vain hope! Number 666 saw the number of the hansom, booked it in his memory while he assisted in raising up an old gentleman who had been overturned, though not injured, in endeavouring to avoid it.

During the lull  for there are lulls in the rush of London traffic, as in the storms of nature,  Giles transferred the number of that hansom to his note-book, thereby laying up a little treat for its driver in the shape of a little trial the next day terminating, probably, with a fine.

Towards five in the afternoon the strain of all this began to tell even on the powerful frame of Giles Scott, but no symptom did he show of fatigue, and so much reserve force did he possess that it is probable he would have exhibited as calm and unwearied a front if he had remained on duty for eighteen hours instead of eight.

About that hour, also, there came an unusual glut to the traffic, in the form of a troop of the horse-guards. These magnificent creatures, resplendent in glittering steel, white plumes, and black boots, were passing westward. Giles stood in front of the arrested stream. A number of people stood, as it were, under his shadow. Refuge-island was overflowing. Comments, chiefly eulogistic, were being freely made and some impatience was being manifested by drivers, when a little shriek was heard, and a childs voice exclaimed:  

Oh! papa, papa  theres my policeman  the one I so nearly killed. Hes not dead after all!

Giles forgot his dignity for one moment, and, looking round, met the eager gaze of little Di Brandon.

Another moment and duty required his undivided attention, so that he lost sight of her, but Di took good care not to lose sight of him.

We will wait here, darling, said her father, referring to refuge-island on which he stood, and when he is disengaged we can speak to him.

Oh! Im so glad hes not dead, said little Di, and praps hell be able to show us the way to my boys home.

Di had a method of adopting, in a motherly way, all who, in the remotest manner, came into her life. Thus she not only spoke of our butcher and our baker, which was natural, but referred to my policeman and my boy ever since the day of the accident.

When Giles had set his portion of the traffic in harmonious motion he returned to his island, and was not sorry to receive the dignified greeting of Sir Richard Brandon, while he was delighted as well as amused by the enthusiastic grasp with which Di seized his huge hand in both of her little ones, and the earnest manner in which she inquired after his health, and if she had hurt him much.

Did they put you to bed and give you hot gruel? she asked, with touching pathos.

No, miss, they didnt think I was hurt quite enough to require it, answered Giles, his drooping moustache curling slightly as he spoke.

I had hoped to see you at my house, said Sir Richard, you did not call.

Thank you, sir, I did not think the little service I rendered your daughter worth making so much of. I called, however, the same evening, to inquire for her, but did not wish to intrude on you.

It would have been no intrusion, friend, returned Sir Richard, with grand condescension. One who has saved my childs life has a claim upon my consideration.

A dook e must be, said a small street boy in a loud stage whisper to a dray-man  for small street-boys are sown broadcast in London, and turn up at all places on every occasion, or praps, he added on reflection, es ony a markiss.

Now then, said Giles to the dray-man with a motion of the hand that caused him to move on, while he cast a look on the boy which induced him to move off.

By the way, constable, said Sir Richard, I am on my way to visit a poor boy whose leg was broken on the day my pony ran away. He was holding the pony at the time. He lives in Whitechapel somewhere. I have the address here in my note-book.

Excuse me, sir, one moment, said Number 666, going towards a crowd which had gathered round a fallen horse. I happen to be going to that district myself, he continued on returning, what is the boys name?

Robert  perhaps I should rather say Bobby Frog, answered Sir Richard.

The name is familiar, returned the policeman, but in London there are so many  whats his address, sir,  Roys Court, near Commercial Street? Oh! I know it well  one of the worst parts of London. I know the boy too. He is somewhat noted in that neighbourhood for giving the police trouble. Not a bad-hearted fellow, I believe, but full of mischief, and has been brought up among thieves from his birth. His father is, or was, a bird-fancier and seller of penny articles on the streets, besides being a professional pugilist. You will be the better for protection there, sir. I would advise you not to go alone. If you can wait for five or ten minutes, added Giles, I shall be off duty and will be happy to accompany you.

Sir Richard agreed to wait. Within the time mentioned Giles was relieved, and, entering a cab with his friends, drove towards Whitechapel. They had to pass near our policemans lodgings on the way.

Would you object, sir, stopping at my house for five minutes? he asked.

Certainly not, returned the knight, I am in no hurry.

Number 666 stopped the cab, leaped out and disappeared through a narrow passage. In less than five minutes a very tall gentlemanly man issued from the same passage and approached them. Little Di opened her blue eyes to their very uttermost. It was her policeman in plain clothes!

She did not like the change at all at first, but before the end of the drive got used to him in his new aspect  all the more readily that he seemed to have cast off much of his stiffness and reserve with his blue skin.

Near the metropolitan railway station in Whitechapel the cab was dismissed, and Giles led the father and child along the crowded thoroughfare until they reached Commercial Street, along which they proceeded a short distance.

We are now near some of the worst parts of London, sir, said Giles, where great numbers of the criminal and most abandoned characters dwell.

Indeed, said Sir Richard, who did not seem to be much gratified by the information.

As for Di, she was nearly crying. The news that her boy was a thief and was born in the midst of such naughty people had fallen with chilling influence on her heart, for she had never thought of anything but the story-book poor but honest parents!

What large building is that? inquired the knight, who began to wish that he had not given way to his daughters importunities, the one opposite, I mean, with placards under the windows.

That is the well-known Home of Industry, instituted and managed by Miss Macpherson and a staff of volunteer workers. They do a deal of good, sir, in this neighbourhood.

Ah! indeed, said Sir Richard, who had never before heard of the Home of Industry. And, pray, what particular industry does this Miss Mac  what did you call her?

Macpherson. The lady, you know, who sends out so many rescued waifs and strays to Canada, and spends all her time in caring for the poorest of the poor in the East-End and in preaching the gospel to them. Youve often seen accounts of her work, no doubt, in the Christian?

Well  nno. I read the Times, but, now you mention it, I have some faint remembrance of seeing reference to such matters. Very self-denying, no doubt, and praiseworthy, though I must say that I doubt the use of preaching the gospel to such persons. From what I have seen of these lowest people I should think they were too deeply sunk in depravity to be capable of appreciating the lofty and sublime sentiments of Christianity.

Number 666 felt a touch of surprise at these words, though he was too well-bred a policeman to express his feelings by word or look. In fact, although not pre-eminently noted for piety, he had been led by training, and afterwards by personal experience, to view this matter from a very different standpoint from that of Sir Richard. He made no reply, however, but, turning round the corner of the Home of Industry, entered a narrow street which bore palpable evidence of being the abode of deepest poverty. From the faces and garments of the inhabitants it was also evidently associated with the deepest depravity.

As little Di saw some of the residents sitting on their doorsteps with scratched faces, swelled lips and cheeks, and dishevelled hair, and beheld the children in half-naked condition rolling in the kennel and extremely filthy, she clung closer to her fathers side and began to suspect there were some phases of life she had never seen  had not even dreamt of!

What the knights thoughts were we cannot tell, for he said nothing, but disgust was more prominent than pity on his fine countenance. Those who sat on the doorsteps, or lolled with a dissipated air against the door-posts, seemed to appreciate him at his proper value, for they scowled at him as he passed. They recognised Number 666, however, (perhaps by his bearing), and gave him only a passing glance of indifference.

You said it would be dangerous for me to come here by myself, said Sir Richard, turning to Giles, as he entered another and even worse street. Are they then so violent?

Many of them are among the worst criminals in London, sir. Here is the court of which you are in search: Roys Court.

As he spoke, Ned Frog staggered out of his own doorway, clenched his fists, and looked with a vindictive scowl at the strangers. A second glance induced him to unclench his fists and reel round the corner on his way to a neighbouring grog-shop. Whatever other shops may decay in that region, the grog-shops, like noxious weeds, always flourish.

The court was apparently much deserted at that hour, for the men had not yet returned from their work  whatever that might be  and most of the women were within doors.

This is the house, continued Giles, descending the few steps, and tapping at the door; I have been here before. They know me.

The door was opened by Hetty, and for the first time since entering those regions of poverty and crime, little Di felt a slight rise in her spirits, for through Hettys face shone the bright spirit within; albeit the shining was through some dirt and dishevelment, good principle not being able altogether to overcome the depressing influences of extreme poverty and suffering.

Is your mother at home, Hetty!

Oh! yes, sir. Mother, heres Mr Scott. Come in, sir. We are so glad to see you, and

She stopped, and gazed inquiringly at the visitors who followed.

Ive brought some friends of Bobby to inquire for him. Sir Richard Brandon  Mrs Frog.

Number 666 stood aside, and, with something like a smile on his face, ceremoniously presented Wealth to Poverty.

Wealth made a slightly confused bow to Poverty, and Poverty, looking askance at Wealth, dropt a mild courtesy.

Vell now, Im a Dutchman if it aint the hangel! exclaimed a voice in the corner of the small room, before either Wealth or Poverty could utter a word.

Oh! its my boy, exclaimed Di with delight, forgetting or ignoring the poverty, dirt, and extremely bad air, as she ran forward and took hold of Bobbys hand.

It was a pre-eminently dirty hand, and formed a remarkable contrast to the little hands that grasped it!

The small street boy was, for the first time in his life, bereft of speech! When that faculty returned, he remarked in language which was obscure to Di:  

Vell, if this aint a go!

What is a go? asked Di with innocent surprise. Instead of answering, Bobby Frog burst into a fit of laughter, but stopped rather suddenly with an expression of pain.

Oh! old on! I say. This wont do. Doctor e said I musnt larf, cause it shakes the leg too much. But, you know, wots a cove to do ven a hangel comes to him and axes sitch rum questions?

Again he laughed, and again stopped short in pain.

Im so sorry! Does it feel very painful? You cant think how constantly Ive been thinking of you since the accident; for it was all my fault. If I hadnt jumped up in such a passion, the pony wouldnt have run away, and you wouldnt have been hurt. Im so very, very sorry, and I got dear papa to bring me here to tell you so, and to see if we could do anything to make you well.

Again Bobby was rendered speechless, but his mind was active.

Wot! I aint dreamin, am I? As a hangel really come to my bedside all the vay from the Vest-end, an brought er dear pa  vich means the guvnor, I fancy  all for to tell me  a kid whose life is spent in movin on  that shes wery, wery, sorry Ive got my leg broke, an that shes bin an done it, an she would like to know if she can do hanythink asll make me vell! But it aint true. Its a big lie! Im dreamin, thats all. Ive been took to hospital, an got dlirious  thats wot it is. Ill try to sleep!

With this end in view he shut his eyes, and remained quite still for a few seconds, and when Di looked at his pinched and pale face in this placid condition, the tears would overflow their natural boundary, and sobs would rise up in her pretty throat, but she choked them back for fear of disturbing her boy.

Presently the boy opened his eyes.

Wot, are you there yet? he asked.

Oh yes. Did you think I was going away? she replied, with a look of innocent surprise. I wont leave you now. Ill stay here and nurse you, if papa will let me. I have slept once on a shake-down, when I was forced by a storm to stay all night at a juvnile party. So if youve a corner here, it will do nicely

My dear child, interrupted her amazed father, you are talking nonsense. And  do keep a little further from the bed. There may be  you know  infection

Oh! you neednt fear infection here, sir, said Mrs Frog, somewhat sharply. We are poor enough, God knows, though I have seen better times, but we keep ourselves pretty clean, though we cant afford to spend much on soap when food is so dear, and money so scarce  so very scarce!

Forgive me, my good woman, said Sir Richard, hastily, I did not mean to offend, but circumstances would seem to favour the idea  of  of

And here Wealth  although a bank director and chairman of several boards, and capable of making a neat, if weakly, speech on economic laws and the currency when occasion required  was dumb before Poverty. Indeed, though he had often theorised about that stricken creature, he had never before fairly hunted her down, run her into her den, and fairly looked her in the face.

The fact is, Mrs Frog, said Giles Scott, coming to the rescue, Sir Richard is anxious to know something about your affairs  your family, you know, and your means of  by the way, where is baby? he said looking round the room.

Shes gone lost, said Mrs Frog.

Lost? repeated Giles, with a significant look.

Ay, lost, repeated Mrs Frog, with a look of equal significance.

Bless me, how did you lose your child? asked Sir Richard, in some surprise.

Oh! sir, that often happens to us poor folk. Were used to it, said Mrs Frog, in a half bantering half bitter tone.

Sir Richard suddenly called to mind the fact  which had not before impressed him, though he had read and commented on it  that 11,835 children under ten years of age had been lost that year, (and it was no exceptional year, as police reports will show), in the streets of London, and that 23 of these children were never found.

He now beheld, as he imagined, one of the losers of the lost ones, and felt stricken.

Well now, said Giles to Mrs Frog, lets hear how you get along. What does your husband do?

He mostly does nothin but drink. Sometimes he sells little birds; sometimes he sells penny watches or boot-laces in Cheapside, an turns in a little that way, but it all goes to the grog-shop; none of it comes here. Then he has a mill now an again

A mill? said Sir Richard, is it a snuff or flour

Hes a professional pugilist, explained Giles.

An hes employed at a music-hall, continued Mrs Frog, to call out the songs an keep order. An Bobby always used to pick a few coppers by runnin messages, sellin matches, and odd jobs. But hes knocked over now.

And yourself. How do you add to the general fund? asked Sir Richard, becoming interested in the household management of Poverty.

Well, I char a bit an wash a bit, sir, when Im well enough  which aint often. An sometimes I lights the Jews fires for em, an clean up their earths on Saturdays  wich is their Sundays, sir. But Hetty works like a horse. Its she as keeps us from the workus, sir. Shes got employment at a slop shop, and by workin ard all day manages to make about one shillin a week.

I beg your pardon  how much?

One shillin, sir.

Ah, you mean one shilling a day, I suppose.

No, sir, I mean one shillin a week. Mr Scott there knows that Im tellin whats true.

Giles nodded, and Sir Richard said, haahem, having nothing more lucid to remark on such an amazing financial problem as was here set before him.

But, continued Mrs Frog, poor Hetty has had a sad disappointment this week

Oh! mother, interrupted Hetty, dont trouble the gentleman with that. Perhaps he wouldnt understand it, for of course he hasnt heard about all the outs and ins of slop-work.

Pardon me, my good girl, said Sir Richard, I have not, as you truly remark, studied the details of slop-work minutely, but my mind is not unaccustomed to financial matters. Pray let me hear about this

A savage growling, something between a mastiff and a man, outside the door, here interrupted the visitor, and a hand was heard fumbling about the latch. As the hand seemed to lack skill to open the door the foot considerately took the duty in hand and burst it open, whereupon the huge frame of Ned Frog stumbled into the room and fell prostrate at the feet of Sir Richard, who rose hastily and stepped back.

The pugilist sprang up, doubled his ever ready fists, and, glaring at the knight, asked savagely:

Who the

He was checked in the utterance of a ferocious oath, for at that moment he encountered the grave eye of Number 666.

Relaxing his fists he thrust them into his coat-pockets, and, with a subdued air, staggered out of the house.

My usband, sir, said Mrs Frog, in answer to her visitors inquiring glance.

Oh! is that his usual mode of returning home?

No, sir, answered Bobby from his corner, for he was beginning to be amused by the succession of surprises which Wealth was receiving, e dont always come in so. Sometimes e sends is ead first an the feet come afterwards. In any case the furnitures apt to suffer, not to mention the inabitants, but youve saved us to-night, sir, or, raither, Mr Scott as saved both us an you.

Poor little Di, who had been terribly frightened, clung closer to her fathers arm on hearing this.

Perhaps, said Sir Richard, it would be as well that we should go, in case Mr Frog should return.

He was about to say good-bye when Di checked him, and, despite her fears, urged a short delay.

We havent heard, you know, about the slops yet. Do stop just one minute, dear papa. I wonder if its like the beef-tea nurse makes for me when Im ill.

Its not that kind of slops, darling, but ready-made clothing to which reference is made. But you are right. Let us hear about it, Miss Hetty.

The idea of Miss being applied to Hetty, and slops compared to beef-tea proved almost too much for the broken-legged boy in the corner, but he put strong constraint on himself and listened.

Indeed, sir, I do not complain, said Hetty, quite distressed at being thus forcibly dragged into notice. I am thankful for what has been sent  indeed I am  only it was a great disappointment, particularly at this time, when we so much needed all we could make amongst us.

She stopped and had difficulty in restraining tears. Go on, Hetty, said her mother, and dont be afraid. Bless you, hes not goin to report what you say.

I know that, mother. Well, sir, this was the way on it. They sometimes

Excuse me  who are they?

I beg pardon, sir, I  Id rather not tell.

Very well. I respect your feelings, my girl. Some slop-making firm, I suppose. Go on.

Yes, sir. Well  they sometimes gives me extra work to do at home. It do come pretty hard on me after goin through the regular days work, from early mornin till night, but then, you see, it brings in a little more money  and, Im strong, thank God.

Sir Richard looked at Hettys thin and colourless though pretty face, and thought it possible that she might be stronger with advantage.

Of late, continued the girl, Ive bin havin extra work in this way, and last week I got twelve childrens ulsters to make up. This job when finished would bring me six and sixpence.

How much?

Six and sixpence, sir.

For the whole twelve? asked Sir Richard.

Yes, sir  that was sixpence halfpenny for makin up each ulster. Its not much, sir.

No, murmured Wealth in an absent manner; sixpence halfpenny is not much.

But when I took them back, continued Hetty  and here the tears became again obstreperous and difficult to restrain the master said hed forgot to tell me that this order was for the colonies, that he had taken it at a very low price, and that he could only give me three shillins for the job. Of  of course three shillins is better the nothin, but after workin hard for such a long long time an expectin six, it was

Here the tears refused to be pent up any longer, and the poor girl quietly bending forward hid her face in her hand.

Come, I think we will go now, said Sir Richard, rising hastily. Good-night, Mrs Frog, I shall probably see you again  at least  you shall hear from me. Now, Di  say good-night to your boy.

In a few minutes Sir Richard stood outside, taking in deep draughts of the comparatively fresher air of the court.

The old screw, growled Bobby, when the door was shut. E didnt leave us so much as a single bob  not even a brown, though e pretends that six of em aint much.

Dont be hard on him, Bobby, said Hetty, drying her eyes; he spoke very kind, you know, an praps he means to help us afterwards.

Spoke kind, retorted the indignant boy; I tell ee wot, Hetty, youre far too soft an forgivin. I spose thats wot they teaches you in Sunday-school at George Yard  eh? Vill speakin kind feed us, vill it clothe us, vill it pay for our lodgins!

The door opened at that moment, and Number 666 re-entered.

The gentleman sent me back to give you this, Mrs Frog, laying a sovereign on the rickety table. He said he didnt like to offer it to you himself for fear of hurting your feelings, but I told him he neednt be afraid on that score! Was I right, Missis? Look well after it, now, an see that Ned dont get his fingers on it.

Giles left the room, and Mrs Frog, taking up the piece of gold, fondled it for some time in her thin fingers, as though she wished to make quite sure of its reality. Then wrapping it carefully in a piece of old newspaper, she thrust it into her bosom.

Bobby gazed at her in silence up to this point, and then turned his face to the wall. He did not speak, but we cannot say that he did not pray, for, mentally he said, I beg your parding, old genlmn, an I ony pray that a lot of fellers like you may come ere sometimes to urt our feelins in that vay!

At that moment Hetty bent over the bed, and, softly kissing her brothers dirty face, whispered, Yes, Bobby, thats what they teach me in Sunday-school at George Yard.

Thereafter Wealth drove home in a cab, and Poverty went to bed in her rags.




Chapter Seven.

Bicycling and its Occasional Results.

It is pleasant to turn from the smoke and turmoil of the city to the fresh air and quiet of the country.

To the man who spends most of his time in the heart of London, going into the country  even for a short distance  is like passing into the fields of Elysium. This was, at all events, the opinion of Stephen Welland; and Stephen must have been a good judge, for he tried the change frequently, being exceedingly fond of bicycling, and occasionally taking what he termed long spins on that remarkable instrument.

One morning, early in the summer-time, young Welland, (he was only eighteen), mounted his iron horse in the neighbourhood of Kensington, and glided away at a leisurely pace through the crowded streets. Arrived in the suburbs of London he got up steam, to use his own phrase, and went at a rapid pace until he met a chum, by appointment. This chum was also mounted on a bicycle, and was none other than our friend Samuel Twitter, Junior  known at home as Sammy, and by his companions as Sam.

Isnt it a glorious day, Sam? said Welland as he rode up and sprang off his steed.

Magnificent! answered his friend, also dismounting and shaking hands. Why, Stephen, what an enormous machine you ride!

Yes, its pretty high  48 inches. My legs are long, you see. Well, where are we to run to-day?

Wherever you like, said Sam, only let it be a short run, not more than forty miles, for Ive got an appointment this afternoon with my old dad which I cant get off.

Thatll do very well, said Welland, so we can go round by

Here he described a route by country road and village, which we pretend not to remember. It is sufficient to know that it represented the required short run of forty miles  such is the estimate of distance by the youth of the present day!

Now then, off we go, said Welland, giving his wheel  he quite ignored the existence of the little thing at the back  a shove, putting his left foot on the treadle, and flinging his right leg gracefully over.

Young Twitter followed suit, but Sammy was neither expert nor graceful. True, he could ride easily, and travel long distances, but he could only mount by means of the somewhat clumsy process of hopping behind for several yards.

Once up, however, he went swiftly enough alongside his tall companion, and the two friends thereafter kept abreast.

Oh! isnt it a charming sensation to have the cool air fanning ones cheeks, and feel the soft tremor of the wheel, and see the trees and houses flow past at such a pace? It is the likest thing to flying I ever felt, said Welland, as they descended a slight incline at, probably, fifteen miles an hour.

It is delightful, replied Sam, but, I say, we better put on the brakes here a bit. It gets much steeper further down.

Instead of applying the brake, however, young Welland, in the exuberance of his joy, threw his long legs over the handles, and went down the slope at railway speed, ready, as he remarked, for a jump if anything should go wrong.

Twitter was by no means as bold as his friend, but, being ashamed to show the white feather, he quietly threw his shorter legs over the handles, and thus the two, perched  from a fore-and-aft point of view  upon nothing, went in triumph to the bottom of the hill.

A long stretch of smooth level road now lay before them. It required the merest touch on the treadles to send them skimming along like skaters on smooth ice, or swallows flying low. Like gentle ghosts they fleeted along with little more than a muffled sound, for their axles turned in ball-sockets and their warning bells were silent save when touched.

Onward they went with untiring energy, mile after mile, passing everything on the way  pedestrians, equestrians, carts and gigs; driving over the level ground with easy force, taking the hills with a rush to keep up the pace, and descending on the other sides at what Welland styled a lightning run.

Now they were skimming along a road which skirted the margin of a canal, the one with hands in his coat-pockets, the other with his arms crossed, and both steering with their feet; now passing under a railway-arch, and giving a wild shout, partly to rouse the slumbering echoes that lodged there, and partly to rouse the spirit of a small dog which chanced to be passing under it  in both cases successfully! Anon they were gliding over a piece of exposed ground on which the sun beat with intense light, causing their shadows to race along with them. Again they were down in a hollow, gliding under a row of trees, where they shut off a little of the steam and removed their caps, the better to enjoy the grateful shade. Soon they were out in the sunshine again, the spokes of their wheels invisible as they topped a small eminence from the summit of which they took in one comprehensive view of undulating lands, with villages scattered all round, farm-houses here and there, green fields and flowering meadows, traversed by rivulet or canal, with cattle, sheep, and horses gazing at them in silent or startled wonder, and birds twittering welcome from the trees and hedge-rows everywhere.

Now they were crossing a bridge and nearing a small town where they had to put hands to the handles again and steer with precaution, for little dogs had a tendency to bolt out at them from unexpected corners, and poultry is prone to lose its heads and rush into the very jaws of danger, in a cackling effort to avoid it. Stray kittens and pigs, too, exhibited obstinate tendencies, and only gave in when it was nearly too late for repentance. Little children, also, became sources of danger, standing in the middle of roads until, perceiving a possible catastrophe, they dashed wildly aside  always to the very side on which the riders had resolved to pass,  and escaped by absolute miracle!

Presently they came to a steep hill. It was not steep enough to necessitate dismounting, but it rendered a rush inadvisable. They therefore worked up slowly, and, on gaining the top, got off to breathe and rest a while.

That was a glorious run, wasnt it, Sam? said Welland, flicking the dust from his knees with his handkerchief. What dye say to a glass of beer?

Cant do it, Stephen, Im Blue Ribbon.

Oh! nonsense. Why not do as I do  drink in moderation?

Well, I didnt think much about it when I put it on, said Sam, who was a very sensitive, and not very strong-minded youth; the rest of us did it, you know, by fathers advice, and I joined because they did.

Welland laughed rather sarcastically at this, but made no rejoinder, and Sam, who could not stand being laughed at, said  

Well, come, Ill go in for one glass. Ill be my own doctor, and prescribe it medicinally! Besides, its an exceptional occasion this, for it is awfully hot.

Its about the best run I ever had in the same space of time, said Welland on quitting the beer shop.

First-rate, returned Sam, I wish my old dad could ride with us. He would enjoy it so.

Couldnt we bring him out on a horse? He could ride that, I suppose?

Never saw him on a horse but once, said Sam, and that time he fell off. But its worth suggesting to him.

Better if he got a tricycle, said Welland.

I dont think that would do, for hes too old for long rides, and too short-winded. Now, Stephen, Im not going to run down this hill. We must take it easy, for its far too steep.

Nonsense, man, its nothing to speak of; see, Ill go first and show you the way.

He gave the treadle a thrust that sent him off like an arrow from a bow.

Stay! theres a caravan or something at the bottom  wild beasts show, I think! Stop! hold on!

But Sam Twitter shouted in vain. Wellands was a joyous spirit, apt to run away with him. He placed his legs over the handles for security, and allowed the machine to run. It gathered speed as it went, for the hill became steeper, insomuch that the rider once or twice felt the hind-wheel rise, and had to lean well back to keep it on the ground. The pace began to exceed even Wellands idea of pleasure, but now it was too late to use the brake, for well did he know that on such a slope and going at such a pace the slightest check on the front wheel would send him over. He did not feel alarmed however, for he was now near the bottom of the hill, and half a minute more would send him in safety on the level road at the foot.

But just at the foot there was a sharpish turn in the road, and Welland looked at it earnestly. At an ordinary pace such a turn could have been easily taken, but at such a rate as he had by that time attained, he felt it would require a tremendous lean over to accomplish it. Still he lost no confidence, for he was an athlete by practice if not by profession, and he gathered up his energies for the moment of action.

The people of the caravan  whoever they were  had seen him coming, and, beginning to realise his danger to some extent, had hastily cleared the road to let him pass.

Welland considered the rate of speed; felt, rather than calculated, the angle of inclination; leaned over boldly until the tire almost slipped sideways on the road, and came rushing round with a magnificent sweep, when, horrible sight! a slight ridge of what is called road-metal crossed the entire road from side to side! A drain or water pipe had recently been repaired, and the new ridge had not yet been worn down by traffic. There was no time for thought or change of action. Another moment and the wheel was upon it, the crash came, and the rider went off with such force that he was shot well in advance of the machine, as it went with tremendous violence into the ditch. If Wellands feet had been on the treadles he must have turned a complete somersault. As it was he alighted on his feet, but came to the ground with such force that he failed to save himself. One frantic effort he made and then went down headlong and rolled over on his back in a state of insensibility.

When Sam Twitter came to the bottom of the hill with the brake well applied he was able to check himself in time to escape the danger, and ran to where his friend lay.

For a few minutes the unfortunate youth lay as if he had been dead. Then his blood resumed its flow, and when the eyes opened he found Sam kneeling on one side of him with a smelling bottle which some lady had lent him, and a kindly-faced elderly man with an iron-grey beard kneeling on the other side and holding a cup of water to his lips.

Thats right, Stephen, look up, said Sam, who was terribly frightened, youre not much hurt, are you?

Hurt, old fellow, eh? sighed Stephen, why should I be hurt? Where am I? What has happened?

Take a sip, my young friend, it will revive you, said the man with the kindly face. You have had a narrow escape, but God has mercifully spared you. Try to move now; gently  we must see that no bones have been broken before allowing you to rise.

By this time Welland had completely recovered, and was anxious to rise; all the more that a crowd of children surrounded him, among whom he observed several ladies and gentlemen, but he lay still until the kindly stranger had felt him all over and come to the conclusion that no serious damage had been done.

Oh! Im all right, thank you, said the youth on rising, and affecting to move as though nothing had happened, but he was constrained to catch hold of the stranger rather suddenly, and sat down on the grass by the road-side.

I do believe Ive got a shake after all, he said with a perplexed smile and sigh. But, he added, looking round with an attempt at gaiety, I suspect my poor bicycle has got a worse shake. Do look after it, Sam, and see how it is.

Twitter soon returned with a crestfallen expression. Its done for, Stephen. Im sorry to say the whole concern seems to be mashed up into a kind of wire-fencing!

Is it past mending, Sam?

Past mending by any ordinary blacksmith, certainly. No one but the maker can doctor it, and I should think it would take him a fortnight at least.

What is to be done? said Stephen, with some of his companions regret of tone. What a fool I was to take such a hill  spoilt such a glorious day too  for you as well as myself, Sam. Im very sorry, but that wont mend matters.

Are you far from home, gentlemen? asked the man with the iron-grey beard, who had listened to the conversation with a look of sympathy.

Ay, much too far to walk, said Welland. Dyou happen to know how far off the nearest railway station is?

Three miles, answered the stranger, and in your condition you are quite unfit to walk that distance.

Im not so sure of that, replied the youth, with a pitiful look. I think Im game for three miles, if I had nothing to carry but myself, but I cant leave my bicycle in the ditch, you know!

Of course you cant, rejoined the stranger in a cheery tone, and I think we can help you in this difficulty. I am a London City Missionary. My name is John Seaward. We have, as you see, brought out a number of our Sunday-school children, to give them a sight of Gods beautiful earth; poor things, theyve been used to bricks, mortar, and stone all their lives hitherto. Now, if you choose to spend the remainder of the day with us, we will be happy to give you and the injured bicycle a place in our vans till we reach a cabstand or a railway station. What say you? It will give much pleasure to me and the teachers.

Welland glanced at his friend. You see, Sam, theres no help for it, old boy. Youll have to return alone.

Unless your friend will also join us, said the missionary.

You are very kind, said Sam, but I cannot stay, as I have an engagement which must be kept. Never mind, Stephen. Ill just complete the trip alone, and comfort myself with the assurance that I leave you in good hands. So, good-bye, old boy.

Good-bye, Twitter, said Stephen, grasping his friends hand.

Twitter, repeated the missionary, I heard your friend call you Sam just now. Excuse my asking  are you related to Samuel Twitter of Twitter, Slime, and Company, in the city?

Im his eldest son, said Sam.

Then I have much pleasure in making your acquaintance, returned the other, extending his hand, for although I have never met your father, I know your mother well. She is one of the best and most regular teachers in our Sunday-schools. Is she not, Hetty? he said, turning to a sweet-faced girl who stood near him.

Indeed she is, I was her pupil for some years, and now I teach one of her old classes, replied the girl.

I work in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel, sir, continued the missionary, and most of the children here attend the Institution in George Yard.

Well, I shall tell my mother of this unexpected meeting, said Sam, as he remounted his bicycle. Good-bye, Stephen. Dont romp too much with the children!

Adieu, Sam, and dont break your neck on the bicycle.

In a few minutes Sam Twitter and his bicycle were out of sight.




Chapter Eight.

A Great and Memorable Day.

When young Stephen Welland was conducted by John Seaward the missionary into a large field dotted with trees, close to where his accident had happened, he found that the children and their guardians were busily engaged in making arrangements for the spending of an enjoyable day.

And then he also found that this was not a mere monster excursion of ordinary Sunday-schools, but one of exceedingly poor children, whose garments, faces, and general condition, told too surely that they belonged to the lowest grade in the social scale.

Yes, said the missionary, in reply to some question from Welland, the agency at George Yard, to which I have referred, has a wide-embracing influence  though but a small lump of leaven when compared with the mass of corruption around it. This is a flock of the ragged and utterly forlorn, to many of whom green fields and fresh air are absolutely new, but we have other flocks besides these.

Indeed! Well, now I look at them more carefully, I see that their garments do speak of squalid poverty. I have never before seen such a ragged crew, though I have sometimes encountered individuals of the class on the streets.

Hm! coughed the missionary with a peculiar smile. They are not so ragged as they were. Neither are they as ragged as they will be in an hour or two.

What do you mean?

I mean that these very rough little ones have to receive peculiar treatment before we can give them such an outing as they are having to-day. As you see, swings and see-saws have been put up here, toys are now being distributed, and a plentiful feast will ere long be forthcoming, through the kindness of a Christian gentleman whose heart the Lord has inclined to consider the poor, but before we could venture to move the little band, much of their ragged clothing had to be stitched up to prevent it falling off on the journey, and we had to make them move carefully on their way to the train  for vans have brought us only part of the way. Now that they are here, our minds are somewhat relieved, but I suspect that the effect of games and romping will undo much of our handiwork. Come, let us watch them.

The youth and the missionary advanced towards a group of the children, whose souls, for the time being, were steeped in a see-saw. This instrument of delight consisted of a strong plank balanced on the trunk of a noble tree which had been recently felled, with many others, to thin the woods of the philanthropists park. It was an enormous see-saw! such as the ragged creatures had never before seen  perhaps never conceived of, their experiences in such joys having been hitherto confined to small bits of broken plank placed over empty beer barrels, or back-yard fences. No fewer than eight children were able to find accommodation on it at one and the same time, besides one of the bigger boys to straddle in the centre; and it required the utmost vigilance on the part of a young man teacher at one end of the machine, and Hetty Frog at the other end, to prevent the little ragamuffins at either extremity from being forced off.

Already the missionarys anticipation in regard to the undoing of their labour had begun to be verified. There were at least four of the eight whose nether garments had succumbed to the effort made in mounting the plank, and various patches of flesh-colour revealed the fact that the poor little wearers were innocent of flannels. But it was summer-time, and the fact had little effect either on wearers or spectators. The missionary, however, was not so absorbed in the present but that he felt impelled to remark to Welland: That is their winter as well as summer clothing.

The bicyclist said nothing in reply, but the remark was not lost upon him.

Now, Dick Swiller, said the young man teacher, I see what youre up to. You mustnt do it!

Richard Swiller, who was a particularly rugged as well as ragged boy of about thirteen, not being in the habit of taking advice, did do it. That is, he sent his end of the plank up with such violence that the other end came to the ground with a shock which caused those who sat there to gasp, while it all but unseated most of those who were on the higher end. Indeed one very small and pinched but intelligent little boy, named by his companions Blobby, who looked as if Time, through the influence of privation and suffering, had been dwindling instead of developing him,  actually did come off with a cry of alarm, which, however, changed into a laugh of glee when he found himself in his teachers arms, instead of lying busted on the ground, as he afterwards expressed it when relating the incident to an admiring audience of fellow ragamuffins in the slums of Spitalfields.

Blobby was immediately restored to his lost position, and Swiller was degraded, besides being made to stand behind a large tree for a quarter of an hour in forced inaction, so that he might have time to meditate on the evil consequences of disobedience.

Take care, Robin, said Hetty, to a very small but astonishingly energetic fellow, at her end of the see-saw, who was impressed with the notion that he was doing good service by wriggling his own body up and down, if you go on so, youll push Lilly Snow off.

Robin, unlike Dick, was obedient. He ceased his efforts, and thereby saved the last button which held his much too small waistcoat across his bare bosom.

What a sweet face the child she calls Lilly Snow has  if it were only clean, observed Welland. A little soap and water with a hair brush would make her quite beautiful.

Yes, she is very pretty, said the missionary and the kindly smile with which he had been watching the fun vanished, as he added in a sorrowful voice, her case is a very sad one, dear child. Her mother is a poor but deserving woman who earns a little now and then by tailoring, but she has been crushed for years by a wicked and drunken husband who has at last deserted her. We know not where he is, perhaps dead. Five times has her home been broken up by him, and many a time has she with her little one been obliged to sit on doorsteps all night, when homeless. Little Lilly attends our Sunday-school regularly, and Hetty is her teacher. It is not long since Hetty herself was a scholar, and I know that she is very anxious to lead Lilly to the Lord. The sufferings and sorrows to which this poor child has been exposed have told upon her severely, and I fear that her health will give way. A day in the country like this may do her good perhaps.

As the missionary spoke little Lilly threw up her arms and uttered a cry of alarm. Robin, although obedient, was short of memory, and his energetic spirit being too strong for his excitable little frame he had recommenced his wriggling, with the effect of bursting the last button off his waistcoat and thrusting Lilly off the plank. She was received, however, on Hettys breast, who fell with her to the ground.

Not hurt, Hetty! exclaimed the missionary, running forward to help the girl up.

Oh! no, sir, replied Hetty with a short laugh, as she rose and placed Lilly on a safer part of the see-saw.

Come here, Hetty, said John Seaward, and rest a while. You have done enough just now; let some one else take your place.

After repairing the buttonless waistcoat with a pin and giving its owner a caution, Hetty went and sat down on the grass beside the missionary.

How is Bobby? asked the latter, I have not found a moment to speak to you till now.

Thank you, sir, hes better; much better. I fear he will be well too soon.

How so? Thats a strange remark, my girl.

It may seem strange, sir, but  you know  fathers very fond of Bobby.

Well, Hetty, thats not a bad sign of your father.

Oh but, sir, father sits at his bedside when hes sober, an has such long talks with him about robberies and burglaries, and presses him very hard to agree to go out with him when hes well. I cant bear to hear it, for dear Bobby seems to listen to what he says, though sometimes he refuses, and defies him to do his worst, especially when he

Stay, dear girl. It is very very sad, but dont tell me anything more about your father. Tell it all to Jesus, Hetty. He not only sympathises with, but is able to save  even to the uttermost.

Yes, thank God for that uttermost, said the poor girl, clasping her hands quickly together. Oh, I understood that when He saved me, and I will trust to it now.

And the gentleman who called on you,  has he been again? asked the missionary.

No, sir, he has only come once, but he has sent his butler three or four times with some money for us, and always with the message that it is from Miss Diana, to be divided between Bobby and me. Unfortunately father chanced to be at home the first time he came and got it all, so we got none of it. But he was out the other times. The butler is an oldish man, and a very strange one. He went about our court crying.

Crying! Hetty, thats a curious condition for an oldish butler to be in.

Oh, of course I dont mean cryin out like a baby, said Hetty, looking down with a modest smile, but I saw tears in his eyes, and sometimes they got on his cheeks. I cant think whats the matter with him.

Whatever Mr Seaward thought on this point he said nothing, but asked if Bobby was able to go out.

Oh yes, he was quite able to walk about now with a little help, Hetty said, and she had taken several walks with him and tried to get him to speak about his soul, but he only laughed at that, and said he had too much trouble with his body to think about his soul  there was time enough for that!

They were interrupted at this point by a merry shout of glee, and, looking up, found that young Welland had mounted the see-saw, taken Lilly Snow in front of him, had Dick Swiller reinstated to counterbalance his extra weight, and was enjoying himself in a most hilarious manner among the fluttering rags. Assuredly, the fluttering rags did not enjoy themselves a whit less hilariously than he.

In this condition he was found by the owner of the grounds, George Brisbane, Esquire, of Lively Hall, who, accompanied by his wife, and a tall, dignified friend with a little girl, approached the see-saw.

I am glad you enjoy yourself so much, my young friend, he said to Welland; to which of the ragged schools may you belong?

In much confusion  for he was rather shy  Welland made several abortive efforts to check the see-saw, which efforts Dick Swiller resisted to the uttermost, to the intense amusement of a little girl who held Mrs Brisbanes hand. At last he succeeded in arresting it and leaped off.

I beg pardon, he said, taking off his cap to the lady as he advanced, for intruding uninvited on

Pray dont speak of intrusion, interrupted Mr Brisbane, extending his hand; if you are here as Mr Seawards friend you are a welcome guest. Your only intrusion was among the little ones, but as they seem not to resent it neither do I.

Welland grasped the proffered hand. Thank you very much, he returned, but I can scarcely lay claim to Mr Seawards friendship. The fact is, I am here in consequence of an accident to my bicycle.

Oh! then you are one of the poor unfortunates after all, said the host. Come, you are doubly welcome. Not hurt much, I hope. No? Thats all right. But dont let me keep you from your amusements. Remember, we shall expect you at the feast on the lawn. You see, Sir Richard, he added, turning to his dignified friend, when we go in for this sort of thing we dont do it by halves. To have any lasting effect, it must make a deep impression. So we have got up all sorts of amusements, as you observe, and shall have no fewer than two good feeds. Come, let us visit some other  Why, what are you gazing at so intently?

He might well ask the question, for Sir Richard Brandon had just observed Hetty Frog, and she, unaccustomed to such marked attention, was gazing in perplexed confusion on the ground. At the same time little Di, having caught sight of her, quitted Mrs Brisbane, ran towards her with a delighted scream, and clasping her hand in both of hers, proclaimed her the sister of my boy!

Hettys was not the nature to refuse such affection. Though among the poorest of the poor, and clothed in the shabbiest and most patchy of garments, (which in her case, however, were neat, clean and well mended), she was rich in a loving disposition; so that, forgetting herself and the presence of others, she stooped and folded the little girl in her arms. And, when the soft brown hair and pale pretty face of Poverty were thus seen as it were co-mingling with the golden locks and rosy cheeks of Wealth, even Sir Richard was forced to admit to himself that it was not after all a very outrageous piece of impropriety!

Oh! Im so glad to hear that hes much better, and been out too! I would have come to see him again long long ago, but p

She checked herself, for Mrs Screwbury had carefully explained to her that no good girl ever said anything against her parents; and little Di had swallowed the lesson, for, when not led by passion, she was extremely teachable.

And oh! she continued, opening her great blue lakelets to their widest state of solemnity, you havent the smallest bit of notion how I have dreamt about my boy  and my policeman too! I never can get over the feeling that they might both have been killed, and if they had, you know, it would have been me that did it; only think! I would have  been  a murderer! Praps theyd have hanged me!

But they werent killed, dear, said Hetty, unable to restrain a smile at the awful solemnity of the child, and the terrible fate referred to.

No  Im so glad, but I cant get over it, continued Di, while those near to her stood quietly by unable to avoid overhearing, even if they had wished to do so. And they do such strange things in my dreams, continued Di, you cant think. Only last night I was in our basket-cart  the dream-one, you know, not the real one  and the dream-pony ran away again, and gave my boy such a dreadful knock that he fell flat down on his back, tumbled over two or three times, and rose up  a policeman! Not my policeman, you know, but quite another one that I had never seen before! But the very oddest thing of all was that it made me so angry that I jumped with all my might on to his breast, and when I got there it wasnt the policeman but the pony! and it was dead  quite dead, for I had killed it, and I wasnt sorry at all  not a bit!

This was too much for Hetty, who burst into a laugh, and Sir Richard thought it time to go and see the games that were going on in other parts of the field, accompanied by Welland and the missionary, while Hetty returned to her special pet Lilly Snow.

And, truly, if one touch of nature makes the whole world kin, there were touches of nature enough seen that day among these outcasts of society to have warranted their claiming kin with the whole world.

Leap-frog was greatly in favour, because the practitioners could abandon themselves to a squirrel-and-cat sort of bound on the soft grass, which they had never dared to indulge in on the London pavements. It was a trying game, however, to the rags, which not only betrayed their character to the eye by the exhibition of flesh-tints through numerous holes, but addressed themselves also to the ears by means of frequent and explosive rendings. Pins, however, were applied to the worst of these with admirable though temporary effect, and the fun became faster and more furious,  especially so when the points of some of the pins touched up the flesh-tints unexpectedly.

On these occasions the touches of nature became strongly pronounced  expressing themselves generally in a yell. Another evidence of worldly kinship was, that the touched-up ones, instead of attributing the misfortune to accident, were prone to turn round with fierce scowl and doubled fists under the impression that a guilty comrade was in rear!

The proceedings were totally arrested for one hour at mid-day, when unlimited food was issued, and many of the forlorn ones began to feel the rare sensation of being stuffed quite full and rendered incapable of wishing for more! But this was a mere interlude. Like little giants refreshed they rose up again to play  to swing, to leap, to wrestle, to ramble, to gather flowers, to roll on the grass, to bask in the gladdening sunshine, and, in some cases, to thank God for all His mercies, in spite of the latent feeling of regret that there was so little of all that enjoyment in the slums, and dark courts, and filthy back-streets of the monster city.

Of course all the pins were extracted in this second act of the play, and innumerable new and gaping wounds were introduced into the clothing, insomuch that all ordinary civilised people, except philanthropists, would have been shocked with the appearance of the little ones.

But it was during the third and closing act of the play that the affair culminated. The scene was laid on the lawn in front of Mr Brisbanes mansion.

Enter, at one end of the lawn, a band of small and dirty but flushed and happy boys and girls, in rags which might appropriately be styled ribbons. At the other end of the lawn a train of domestics bearing trays with tea, cakes, buns, pies, fruits, and other delectable things, to which the ragged army sits down.

Enter host and hostess, with Sir Richard, friends and attendants.

(Host.)  after asking a blessing My little friends, this afternoon we meet to eat, and only one request have I to make  that you shall do your duty well. (Small boy in ribbons. Vont I, just!) No platter shall return to my house till it be empty. No little one shall quit these premises till he be full; what cannot be eaten must be carried away.

(The ragged army cheers.)

(Host.) Enough. Fall-to.

(They fall-to.)

(Little boy in tatters, pausing.) I shant fall two, Ill fall three or four.

(Another little boy, in worse tatters.) So shall I.

(First little boy.) I say, Jim, wot would mother say if she was here?

(Jim.) Shed say nothin. Er mouth ud be too full to speak.

(Prolonged silence. Only mastication heard, mingled with a few cases of choking, which are promptly dealt with.)

(Blobby, with a sigh.) I say, Robin, Im gettin tight.

(Robin, with a gasp.) So am I; Im about bustin.

(Blobby, coming to another pause.) I say, Robin, Im as full as I can old. Sos all my pockits, an theres some left over!

(Robin  sharply.) Stick it in your at, then.

(Blobby takes off his billycock, thrusts the remnant of food therein, and puts it on.)

Enter the brass band of the neighbouring village, (the bandsmen being boys), which plays a selection of airs, and sends a few of the smaller ragamuffins to sleep.

(Sir Richard Brandon, confidentially to his friend.) It is an amazing sight.

(Host.) Would that it were a more common sight!

Enter more domestics with more tea, buns, and fruit; but the army is glutted, and the pockets are brought into requisition: much pinning being a necessary consequence.

(Lilly Snow, softly.) Its like eaven!

(Hetty, remonstratingly.) Oh! Lilly, eaven is quite different.

(Dick Swiller.) Im sorry for it. Couldnt be much appier to my mind.

(Host.) Now, dear boys and girls, before we close the proceedings of this happy day, my excellent friend, your missionary, Mr Seaward, will say a few words.

John Seaward steps to the front, and says a few words  says them so well, too, so simply, so kindly, yet so heartily, that the army is roused to a pitch of great enthusiasm; but we leave this speech to the readers imagination: after which  Exeunt Omnes.

And, as the curtain of night falls on these ragged ones, scattered now, many of them, to varied homes of vice, and filth, and misery, the heavy eyelids close to open again, perchance, in ecstatic dreams of food, and fun and green fields, fresh air and sunshine, which impress them more or less with the idea embodied in the aphorism, that God made the country, but man made the town.




Chapter Nine.

How the Poor are Succoured.

I am obliged to you, Mr Seaward, for coming out of your way to see me, said Sir Richard Brandon, while little Di brought their visitor a chair. I know that your time is fully occupied, and would not have asked you to call had not my friend Mr Brisbane assured me that you had to pass my house daily on your way to  to business.

No apology, Sir Richard, pray. I am at all times ready to answer a call whether of the poor or the rich, if by any means I may help my Lords cause.

The knight thought for a moment that he might claim to be classed among the poor, seeing that his miserable pittance of five thousand barely enabled him to make the two ends meet, but he only said:

Ever since we had the pleasure of meeting at that gathering of ragged children, my little girl here has been asking so many questions about poor people  the lower orders, I mean  which I could not answer, that I have asked you to call, that we may get some information about them. You see, Diana is an eccentric little puss, (Di opened her eyes very wide at this, wondering what eccentric could mean), and she has got into a most unaccountable habit of thinking and planning about poor people.

A good habit, Sir Richard, said the missionary. Blessed are they that consider the poor.

Sir Richard acknowledged this remark with a little bow. Now, we should like to ask, if you have no objection, what is your chief object in the mission at  what did you say its name  ah! George Yard?

To save souls, said Mr Seaward.

Oh  ah  precisely, said the knight, taken somewhat aback by the nature and brevity of the answer, that of course; but I meant, how do you proceed? What is the method, and what the machinery that you put in motion?

Perhaps, said the missionary, drawing a small pamphlet from his pocket, this will furnish you with all the information you desire. You can read it over to Miss Diana at your leisure  and dont return it; I have plenty more. Meanwhile I may briefly state that the mission premises are in George Yard, High Street, Whitechapel, one of the worst parts of the east of London, where the fire of sin and crime rages most fiercely; where the soldiers of the Cross are comparatively few, and would be overwhelmed by mere numbers, were it not that they are invincible, carrying on the war as they do in the strength of Him who said, Lo, I am with you alway.

In the old coaching days, continued Mr Seaward, this was a great centre, a starting-point for mail-coaches. For nigh thirty years the mission has been there. The Black Horse was a public-house in George Yard, once known to the magistrates as one of the worst gin-shops and resort of thieves and nurseries of crime in London. That public-house is now a shelter for friendless girls, and a place where sick children of the poor are gratuitously fed.

From this point the missionary went off into a graphic account of incidents illustrative of the great work done by the mission, and succeeded in deeply interesting both Diana and her father, though the latter held himself well in hand, knowing, as he was fond of remarking, that there were two sides to every question.

Checking his visitor at one point, he said, You have mentioned ragged schools and the good that is done by them, but why should not the school-boards look after such children?

Because, Sir Richard, the school-boards cannot reach them. There are upwards of 150,000 people in London who have never lived more than three months in one place. No law reaches this class, because they do not stay long enough in any neighbourhood for the school-board authorities to put the law into operation. Now, nearly three hundred of the children of these wanderers meet in our Free Ragged Day Schools twice a day for instruction. Here we teach them as efficiently as we can in secular matters, and of course they are taught the Word of God, and told of Jesus the Saviour of sinners; but our difficulties are great, for children as well as parents are often in extremest poverty, the former suffering from hunger even when sent to school  and they never stay with us long. Let me give you an instance:  

One morning a mother came and begged to have her children admitted. She had just left the workhouse. Three children in rags, that did not suffice to cover much less to protect them, stood by her side. She did not know where they were to sleep that night, but hoped to obtain a little charing and earn enough to obtain a lodging somewhere. She could not take the children with her while seeking work  Would we take them in? for, if not, they would have to be left in the streets, and as they were very young they might lose themselves or be run over. We took them in, fed, sympathised with, and taught them. In the afternoon the mother returned weary, hungry, dejected. She had failed to obtain employment, and took the children away to apply for admission to a casual ward.

What is a casual ward, Mr Missionary? asked Di.

Seaward, my love,  his name is not Missionary, said Sir Richard.

A casual ward, answered the visitor, is an exceedingly plain room with rows of very poor beds; mere wooden frames with canvas stretched on them, in which any miserable beggars who choose to submit to the rules may sleep for a night after eating a bit of bread and a basin of gruel  for all which they pay nothing. It is a very poor and comfortless place  at least you would think it so  and is meant to save poor people from sleeping, perhaps dying, in the streets.

Do some people sleep in the streets? asked Di in great surprise.

Yes, dear, Im sorry to say that many do.

Dyou mean on the stones, in their night-dresses? asked the child with increasing surprise.

Yes, love, said her father, but in their ordinary clothes, not in their night-dresses  they have no night-dresses.

Little Di had now reached a pitch of surprise which rendered her dumb, so the missionary continued:

Here is another case. A poor widow called once, and said she would be so grateful if we would admit her little girl and boy into the schools. She looked clean and tidy, and the children had not been neglected. She could not afford to pay for them, as she had not a penny in the world, and applied to us because we made no charge. The children were admitted and supplied with a plain but nourishing meal, while their mother went away to seek for work. We did not hear how she sped, but she had probably taken her case to God, and found Him faithful, for she had said, before going away, I know that God is the Father of the fatherless, and the husband of the widow.

Again, another poor woman came. Her husband had fallen sick. Till within a few days her children had been at a school and paid for, but now the bread-winner was ill  might never recover  and had gone to the hospital. These children were at once admitted, and in each case investigation was made to test the veracity of the applicants.

Of course, continued the missionary, I have spoken chiefly about the agencies with which I happen to have come personally in contact, but it must not be supposed that therefore I ignore or am indifferent to the other grand centres of influence which are elsewhere at work in London; such as, for instance, the various agencies set agoing and superintended by Dr Barnardo, whose Home for Working and Destitute Boys, in Stepney Causeway, is a shelter from which thousands of rescued little ones go forth to labour as honest and useful members of society, instead of dying miserably in the slums of London, or growing up to recruit the ranks of our criminal classes. These agencies, besides rescuing destitute and neglected children, include Homes for destitute girls and for little boys in Ilford and Jersey, an Infirmary for sick children of the destitute classes in Stepney, Orphan Homes, Ragged and Day schools, Free dinner-table to destitute children, Mission Halls, Coffee Palaces, and, in short, a grand net-work of beneficent agencies  Evangelistic, Temperance, and Medical  for the conduct of which is required not far short of One Hundred Pounds a day!

Even Sir Richard Brandon, with all his supposed financial capacities, seemed struck with the magnitude of this sum.

And where does Dr Barnardo obtain so large an amount? he asked.

From the voluntary gifts of those who sympathise with and consider the poor, replied Seaward.

Then, he added, there is that noble work carried on by Miss Rye of the Emigration Home for Destitute Little Girls, at the Avenue House, Peckham, from which a stream of destitute little ones continually flows to Canada, where they are much wanted, and who, if allowed to remain here, would almost certainly be lost. Strong testimony to the value of this work has been given by the Bishops of Toronto and Niagara, and other competent judges. Let me mention a case of one of Miss Ryes little ones, which speaks for itself.

A little girl of six was deserted by both father and mother.

Oh! poor little thing! exclaimed the sympathetic Di, with an amazing series of pitiful curves about her eyebrows.

Yes, poor indeed! responded Seaward. The mother forsook her first; then her father took her on the tramp, but the little feet could not travel fast enough, so he got tired of her and offered her to a workhouse. They refused her, so the tramping was continued, and at last baby was sold for three shillings to a stranger man. On taking his purchase home, however, the man found that his wife was unwilling to receive her; he therefore sent poor little baby adrift in the streets of London!

What a shame! cried Di, with flashing orbs.

Was it not? But, when father and mother cast this little one off, the Lord cared for it. An inspector of police, who found it, took it to his wife, and she carried it to Miss Ryes Home, where it was at once received and cared for, and, doubtless, this little foundling girl is now dwelling happily and usefully with a Canadian family.

How nice! exclaimed Di, her eyes, lips, and teeth bearing eloquent witness to her satisfaction.

But no doubt you have heard of Miss Ryes work, as well as that of Miss Annie Macpherson at the Home of Industry, and, perhaps, contributed to

No, interrupted Sir Richard, quickly, I do not contribute; but pray, Mr Seaward, are there other institutions of this sort in London?

Oh! yes, there are several, it would take me too long to go into the details of the various agencies we have for succouring the poor. There is, among others, The Church of England Central Home for Waifs and Strays, with a Receiving House for boys in Upper Clapton, and one for girls in East Dulwich, with the Archbishop of Canterbury for its President. Possibly you may have heard of the Strangers Rest, in Saint George Street, Ratcliff Highway, where, as far as man can judge, great and permanent good is being constantly done to the souls of sailors. A sailor once entered this Rest considerably the worse for drink. He was spoken to by Christian friends, and asked to sign the pledge. He did so, and has now been steadfast for years. Returning from a long voyage lately, he went to revisit the Rest, and there, at the Bible-class, prayed. Part of his prayer was God bless the Strangers Rest. O Lord, we thank Thee for this place, and we shall thank Thee to all eternity. This is a sample of the feeling with which the place is regarded by those who have received blessing there. In the same street, only a few doors from this Rest, is the Sailors Welcome Home. This is more of a home than the other, for it furnishes lodging and unintoxicating refreshment, while its devoted soul-loving manager, Miss Child, and her assistant workers, go fearlessly into the very dens of iniquity, and do all they can to bring sailors to Jesus, and induce them to take the pledge against strong drink, in which work they are, through Gods blessing, wonderfully successful. These two missions work, as it were, into each others hands. In the Rest are held prayer-meetings and Bible-classes, and when these are dismissed, the sailors find the open door of the Welcome Home ready to receive them, and the inmates there seek to deepen the good influence that has been brought to bear at the meetings  and this in the midst of one of the very worst parts of London, where temptation to every species of evil is rampant, on the right-hand and on the left, before and behind.

But, Sir Richard, although I say that a grand and extensive work of salvation to soul, body, and spirit is being done to thousands of men, and women, and children, by the agencies which I have mentioned, and by many similar agencies which I have not now time to mention, as well as by the band of City Missionaries to which I have the honour to belong, I would earnestly point out that these all put together only scratch the surface of the vast mass of corruption which has to be dealt with in this seething world of London, the population of which is, as you are aware, equal to that of all Scotland; and very specially would I remark that the work is almost exclusively carried on by the voluntary contributions of those who consider the poor!

The little tract which I have given you will explain much of the details of this great work, as carried on in the George Yard Mission. When you have read that, if you desire it, I will call on you again. Meanwhile engagements compel me to take my leave.

After luncheon, that day, Sir Richard drew his chair to the window, but instead of taking up the newspaper and recommending his little one to visit the nursery, he said:

Come here, Di. You and I will examine this pamphlet  this little book  and Ill try to explain it, for reports are usually very dry.

Di looked innocently puzzled. Should reports always be wet, papa?

Sir Richard came nearer to the confines of a laugh than he had reached for a long time past.

No, love  not exactly wet, but  hm  you shall hear. Draw the stool close to my knee and lay your head on it.

With his large hand on the golden tresses, Sir Richard Brandon began to examine the record of work done in the George Yard Mission.

What is this? he said. Toy Classes,  why, this must be something quite in your way, Di.

Oh yes, Im sure of that, for I adore toys. Tell me about it.

These toy classes are for the cheerless and neglected, said the knight, frowning in a businesslike way at the pamphlet. Sometimes so many as eighty neglected little ones attend these classes. On one occasion, only one of these had boots on, which were very old, much too large, and both lefts. When they were seated, toys and scrap-books were lent to them. There were puzzles, and toy-bricks, and many other things which kept them quite happy for an hour. Of course the opportunity was seized to tell them about Jesus and His love. A blessed lesson which they would not have had a chance of learning at home  if they had homes; but many of them had none. When it was time to go they said Cant we stay longer?

The beginning of this class was interesting, said Sir Richard, continuing to read. The thought arose gather in the most forlorn and wretched children; those who are seldom seen to smile, or heard to laugh; there are many such who require Christian sympathy. The thought was immediately acted on. A little barefooted ragged boy was sent into the streets to bring in the children. Soon there was a crowd round the school-door. The most miserable among the little ones were admitted. The proceedings commenced with prayer  then the toys were distributed, the dirty little hands became active, and the dirty little faces began to look happy. When the toys were gathered up, some could not be found, so, at the next meeting, some of the bigger children were set to watch the smaller ones. Presently one little detective said: Please, teacher, Teddys got a horse in his pocket, and another said that Sally had an elephant in her pinafore! Occasion was thus found to show the evil of stealing, and teach the blessedness of honesty. They soon gave up pilfering, and they now play with the toys without desiring to take them away.

How nice! said Di. Go on, papa.

What can this be? continued Sir Richard, quoting Wild Flowers of the Forest Day Nursery. Oh! I see  very good idea. Ill not read it, Di, Ill tell you about it. There are many poor widows, you must know, and women whose husbands are bad, who have no money to buy food and shelter for themselves and little ones except what they can earn each day. But some of these poor women have babies, and they cant work, you know, with babies in their arms, neither can they leave the babies at home with no one to look after them, except, perhaps, little sisters or brothers not much older than themselves, so they take their babies to this Cradle-Home, and each pays only twopence, for which small sum her baby is taken in, washed, clothed, warmed, fed, and amused by kind nurses, who keep it till the mother returns from her work to get it back again. Isnt that good?

Oh! yes, assented Di, with all her heart.

And I read here, continued her father, that thousands of the infants of the poor die every year because they have not enough food, or enough clothing to keep them warm.

Oh what a pity! exclaimed Di, the tears of ready sympathy rushing hot into her upturned eyes.

So you see, continued Sir Richard, who had unconsciously, as it were, become a pleader for the poor, if there were a great many nurseries of this kind all over London, a great many little lives would be saved.

And why are there not a great many nurseries of that kind, papa?

Well, I suppose, it is because there are no funds.

No what? papa.

Not enough of money, dear.

Oh! what a pity! I wish I had lots and lots of money, and then wouldnt I have Cradle-Homes everywhere?

Sir Richard, knowing that he had lots and lots of money, but had not hitherto contributed one farthing to the object under consideration, thought it best to change the subject by going on with the George Yard Record.

But we will not conduct the reader through it all  interesting though the subject certainly is. Suffice it to say that he found the account classed under several heads. Under Feeding the Hungry, for instance, he learned that many poor children are entirely without food, sometimes, for a whole day, so that only two courses are open to them  to steal food and become criminals, or drift into sickness and die. From which fate many hundreds are annually rescued by timely aid at George Yard, the supplies for which are sent by liberal-minded Christians in all ranks of life  from Mr Crackaby with his 150 pounds a year, up through Mr Brisbane and his class to the present Earl of Shaftesbury  who, by the way, has taken a deep interest and lent able support to this particular Mission for more than a quarter of a century. But the name of Sir Richard Brandon did not appear on the roll of contributors. He had not studied the lower orders much, except from a politico-economical-argumentative after-dinner-port-winey point of view.

Under the head of Clothing necessitous Children, he found that some of the little ones presented themselves at the school-door in such a net-work of rags, probably infected, as to be unfit even for a Ragged School. They were therefore taken in, had their garments destroyed, and were supplied with new clothes. Also, that about 1000 children between the ages of three and fourteen years were connected with the Institution  scattered among the various works of usefulness conducted for the young.

Under Work among Lads, he found that those big boys whom one sees idling about corners of streets, fancying themselves men, smoking with obvious dislike and pretended pleasure, and on the highroad to the jail and the gallows  that those boys were enticed into classes opened for carpentry, turning, fretwork, and other attractive industrial pursuits  including even printing, at a press supplied by Lord Shaftesbury. This, in connection with evening classes for reading, writing, and arithmetic  the whole leading up to the grand object and aim of all  the salvation of souls.

Under other heads he found that outcast boys were received, sheltered, sent to Industrial Homes, or returned to friends and parents; that temperance meetings were held, and drunkards, male and female, sought out, prayed for, lovingly reasoned with, and reclaimed from this perhaps the greatest curse of the land; that Juvenile Bands of Hope were formed, on the ground of prevention being better than cure; that lodging-houses, where the poorest of the poor, and the lowest of the low do congregate, were visited, and the gospel proclaimed to ears that were deaf to nearly every good influence; that mothers meetings were held  one of them at that old headquarters of sin, the Black Horse, where counsel and sympathy were mingled with a Clothing Club and a Bible-woman; that there were a Working Mens Benefit Society, Bible-Classes, Sunday-School, a Sewing-Class, a Mutual Labour Loan Society, a Shelter for Homeless Girls, a library, an Invalid Childrens Dinner, a bath-room and lavatory, a Flower Mission, and  hear it, ye who fancy that a penny stands very low in the scale of financial littleness  a Farthing Bank! All this free  conducted by an unpaid band of considerably over a hundred Christian workers, male and female  and leavening the foundations of society, without which, and similar missions, there would be very few leavening influences at all, and the superstructure of society would stand a pretty fair chance of being burst up or blown to atoms  though the superstructure is not very willing to believe the fact!

In addition to all this, Sir Richard learned, to his great amazement, that the Jews wont light their fires on the Sabbath-day  that is, on our Saturday  that they wont even poke it, and that this abstinence is the immediate cause of a source of revenue to the un-Jewish poor, whom the Jews hire to light and poke their fires for them.

And, lastly, Sir Richard Brandon learned that Mr George Holland, who had managed that mission for more than quarter of a century, was resolved, in the strength of the Lord, to seek out the lost and rescue the perishing, even though he, Sir Richard, and all who resembled him, should refuse to aid by tongue or hand in the glorious work of rescuing the poor from sin and its consequences.




Chapter Ten.

Balls, Bobby, Sir Richard, and Giles appear on the Stage.

As from the sublime to the ridiculous there is but a step, so, from the dining-room to the kitchen there is but a stair. Let us descend the stair and learn that while Sir Richard was expounding the subject of the poor to little Di, Mr Balls, the butler, was engaged on the same subject in the servants hall.

I cannot tell you, said Balls, what a impression the sight o these poor people made on me.

La! Mr Balls, said the cook, who was not unacquainted with low life in London, having herself been born within sound of Bow-Bells, youve got no occasion to worrit yourself about it. It as never bin different.

That makes it all the worse, cook, returned Balls, standing with his back to the fireplace and his legs wide apart; if it was only a temporary depression in trade, or the repeal of the corn laws that did it, one could stand it, but to think that such a state of things always goes on is something fearful. You know Im a country-bred man myself, and aint used to the town, or to such awful sights of squalor. It almost made me weep, I do assure you. One room that I looked into had a mother and two children in it, and I declare to you that the little boy was going about stark naked, and his sister was only just a slight degree better.

Praps they was goin to bed, suggested Mrs Screwbury.

No, nurse, they wasnt; they was playing about evidently in their usual costume  for that evenin at least. I would not have believed it if I had not seen it. And the mother was so tattered and draggled and dirty  which, also, was the room.

Was that in the court where the Frogs live? asked Jessie Summers.

It was, and a dreadful court too  shocking!

By the way, Mr Balls, asked the cook, is there any chance o that brat of a boy Bobby, as they call him, coming here? I cant think why master has offered to take such a creeter into his service.

No, cook, there is no chance. I forgot to tell you about that little matter. The boy was here yesterday and he refused  absolutely declined a splendid offer.

Im glad to hear it, returned the cook.

Tell us about it, Mr Balls, said Jessie Summers with a reproachful look at the other. Im quite fond of that boy  hes such a smart fellow, and wouldnt be bad-looking if hed only wash his face and comb his hair.

Hes smart enough, no doubt, but impudence is his strong point, rejoined the butler with a laugh. The way he spoke to the master beats everything.

Ive sent for you, my boy, said Sir Richard, in his usual dignified, kindly way, to offer you the situation of under-gardener in my establishment.

Oh! thats wot you wants with me, is it? said the boy, as bold as brass; indeed I may say as bold as gun-metal, for his eyes an teeth glittered as he spoke, and he said it with the air of a dook. Master didnt quite seem to like it, but I saw he laid restraint on himself and said: You have to thank my daughter for this offer

Thank you, Miss, said the boy, turnin to Miss Di with a low bow, imitatin Sir Richards manner, I thought, as much as he could.

Of course, continued the master, rather sharply, I offer you this situation out of mere charity

Oh! you do, do you? said the extraordinary boy in the coolest manner, but wot if I objec to receive charity? Ven I olds a orse I expecs to be paid for so doin, same as you expecs to be paid wen you attends a board-meetin to grin an do nuffin.

Come, come, boy, said Sir Richard, gettin redder in the face than I ever before saw him, I am not accustomed to low pleasantry, and

An I aint accustomed, broke in the boy, to igh hinsults. Do you think that every gent what years a coat an pants with oles in em is a beggar?

For some moments master seemed to be struck speechless, an I feared that in spite of his well-known gentleness of character hed throw the ink-stand at the boys head, but he didnt; he merely said in a low voice, I would dismiss you at once, boy, were it not that I have promised my daughter to offer you employment, and you can see by her looks how much your unnatural conduct grieves her.

An this was true, for poor Miss Di sat there with her hands clasped, her eyes full of tears, her eyebrows disappearin among her hair with astonishment, and her whole appearance the very pictur of distress. However, continued Sir Richard, I still make you the offer, though I doubt much whether you will be able to retain the situation. Your wages will

Please sir, pleaded the boy, dont mention the wages. I couldnt stand that. Indeed I couldnt; it would really be too much for me.

Why, what do you mean? says master.

I mean, says Impudence, that I agree with you. I dont think I could retain the sitivation, cause wy? In the fust place, I aint got no talent at gardenin. The ony time I tried it was wen I planted a toolip in a flower-pot, an wen I dug it up to see ow it was a-gittin on a cove told me Id planted it upside down. However, I wasnt goin to be beat by that cove, so I say to im, Jack, I says, I planted it so a purpus, an wen it sprouts Im a-goin to ang it up to see if it wont grow through the ole in the bottom. In the second place, I couldnt retain the sitivation cause I dont intend to take it, though you was to offer me six thousand no shillins an no pence no farthins a year as salary.

I rally did think master would ha dropt out of his chair at that. As for Miss Di, she was so tickled that she gave a sort of hysterical laugh.

Balls, said master, show him out, and he pulled up short, but I knew he meant to say have an eye on the great-coats and umbrellas, so I showed the boy out, an he went down-stairs, quite quiet, but the last thing I saw of him was performin a sort of minstrel dance at the end of the street just before he turned the corner and disappeared.

Imprence! exclaimed the cook.

Naughty, ungrateful boy! said Mrs Screwbury.

But it was plucky of him, said Jessie Summers.

I would call it cheeky, said Balls, I cant think what put it into his head to go on so.

If Mr Balls had followed Bobby Frog in spirit, watched his subsequent movements, and listened to his remarks, perhaps he might have understood the meaning of his conduct a little better.

After he had turned the corner of the street, as above mentioned, Bobby trotted on for a short space, and then, coming to a full stop, executed a few steps of the minstrel dance, at the end of which he brought his foot down with tremendous emphasis on the pavement, and said  

Yes, Ive bin an done it. I knowd I was game for a good deal, but I did not think I was up to that. One never knows wot es fit for till e tries. Wotll Hetty think, I wonder?

What Hetty thought he soon found out, for he overtook her on the Thames embankment on her way home. Bobby was fond of that route, though a little out of his way, because he loved the running water, though it was muddy, and the sight of steamers and barges.

Well, Bobby, she said, laying her hand on his shoulder, where have you been?

To see old Swallowd-the-poker, Hetty.

What took you there? asked the girl in surprise.

My legs. You dont suppose Ive set up my carriage yet, do you?

Come, you know what I mean.

Vell, then, I went because I was sent for, an wot dye think? the old genlman hoffered me the sitivation of under-gardener!

You dont say so! Oh! Bobby, what a lucky boy  an what a kind gentleman! Tell me all about it now, said Hetty, pressing her hand more tenderly on her brothers shoulder. What wages is he to give you?

No wages wotsomever.

Hetty looked into her brothers face with an expression of concerned surprise. She knew some tradespeople who made her work hard for so very little, that it was not difficult to believe in a gentleman asking her brother to work for nothin! Still she had thought better of Sir Richard, and expected to hear something more creditable to him.

Ah, you may look, but I do assure you he is to give me no wages, an Im to do no work.

Here Bobby executed a few steps of his favourite dance, but evidently from mere habit, and unconsciously, for he left off in the middle, and seemed to forget the salient point of emphasis with his foot.

What do you mean, Bobby?  be earnest, like a dear boy, for once.

Earnest! exclaimed the urchin with vehemence. I never was more in earnest in my life. You should ave seen Swallowd-the-poker wen I refused to ave it.

Refused it?

Ay  refused it. Come Hetty, Ill explain.

The boy dropped his facetious tone and manner while he rapidly ran over the chief points of his interview with Sir Richard.

But why did you refuse so good an offer? asked Hetty, still unable to repress her surprise.

Because of daddy.

Daddy?

Ay, daddy. You know hes fond o me, is daddy, and, dye know, though praps you maynt believe it, Im raither fond o him; but es a bad un, is daddy. Hes bent on mischief, you see, an es set his art on my elpin of im. But I wont elp im  thats flat. Now, what dye think, Hetty, (here he dropped his voice to almost a whisper and looked solemn), dad wants to make use o me to commit a burglary on Swallowd-the-pokers ouse.

You dont mean it, Bobby!

But I do, Hetty. Dad found out from that rediklous butler that goes veepin around our court like a leeky pump, that the old genlman was goin to hoffer me this sitivation, an es bin wery ard on me to accept it, so that I may find out the ways o the ouse where the plate an waluables lay, let im in some fine dark night an elp im to carry off the swag.

A distressed expression marked poor Hettys reception of this news, but she said never a word.

Now you wont tell, Hetty? said the boy with a look of real anxiety on his face. Its not so much his killin me I cares about, but I wouldnt bring daddy to grief for any money. Id raither elp im than that. Youll not say a word to nobody?

No, Bobby, I wont say a word.

Vell, you see, continued the boy, ven Id made myself so disagreeable that the old genlman would ave nothin to do with me, I came straight away, an ere I am; but it was a trial, let me tell you, specially ven e come to mention wages  an sitch a eavenly smell o roasted wittles come up from the kitchen too at the moment, but I ad only to look at Miss Di, to make me as stubborn as a nox or a hass. Wot! thinks I to myself, betray that hangel  no, never! yet if I was to go into that ouse I know Id do it, for daddys got sitch a wheedlin way with im wen e likes, that I couldnt old hout long  so I giv old Swallowed-the-poker sitch a lot o cheek that I thought ed kick me right through the winder. He was considerable astonished as well as riled, I can tell you, an Miss Dis face was a pictur, but the old butler was the sight. Hed got is face screwed up into sitch a state o surprise that it looked like a eight-day clock with a gamboil. Now, Hetty, Im goin to tell ee whatll take your breath away. Ive made up my mind to go to Canada!

Hetty did, on hearing this, look as if her breath had been taken away. When it returned sufficiently she said:

Bobby, what put that into your head?

The Ome of Hindustry, said Bobby with a mysterious look.

The Home of Industry, repeated the girl in surprise, for she knew that Institution well, having frequently assisted its workers in their labour of love.

Yes, thats the name Ome of Hindustry, what sends off so many ragged boys to Canada under Miss Macpherson.

Ay, Bobby, it does a great deal more than that, returned the girl. Sending off poor boys and girls to Canada is only one branch of its work. If youd bin to its tea-meetins for the destitute, as I have, an its clothin meetins and its mothers meetins, an

Ow dye know I avent bin at em all? asked the boy with an impudent look.

Well, you know, you couldnt have been at the mothers meetings, Bobby.

Oh! for the matter o that, no more could you.

True, but Ive heard of them all many and many a time; but come, tell me all about it. How did you come to go near the Home of Industry at all after refusing so often to go with me?

Vell, I didnt go because of bein axed to go, you may be sure o that, but my little dosser, Tim Lumpy, you remember im? The cove wi the nose like a button, an no body to speak of  all legs an arms, like a uman win-mill; vell, you must know theyve nabbed im, an given im a rig-out o noo slops, an theyre goin to send im to Canada. So I appened to be down near the Ome one day three weeks past, an I see Lumpy a-goin in. Allo! says I. Allo! says e; an then e told me all about it. Does they feed you well? I axed. Oh! dont they, just! said e. Theres to be a blow hout this wery night, said e. I wonder, says I, if theyd let me in, for Im uncommon ungry, I tell you; ad nuffin to heat since last night. Just as I said that, a lot o fellers like me came tumblin up to the door  so I sneaked in wi the rest  for I thought theyd kick me hout if they knowed Id come without inwitation.

Well, and what then? asked Hetty.

Here our little street-Arab began to tell, in his own peculiar language and style, how that he went in, and found a number of ladies in an upper room with forms set, and hot tea and bread to be had  as much as they could stuff  for nothing; that the boys were very wild and unruly at first, but that after the chief lady had prayed they became better, and that when half-a-dozen nice little girls were brought in and had sung a hymn or two they were quite quiet and ready to listen. Like many other people, this city Arab did not like to speak out freely, even to his sister, on matters that touched his feelings deeply, but he said enough to let the eager and thankful Hetty know that not only had Jesus and His love been preached to the boys, but she perceived that what had been said and sung had made an unusual impression, though the little ragged waif sought to conceal it under the veil of cool pleasantry, and she now recognised the fact that the prayers which she had been putting up for many a day in her brothers behalf had been answered.

Oh! Im so happy, she said; and, unable to restrain herself, flung her arms round Bobbys neck and kissed him.

It was evident that the little fellow rather liked this, though he pretended that he did not.

Come, old gal, he said brusquely, none o that sort o thing. I cant stand it. Dont you see, the popilation is lookin at us in surprise; besides, youve bin an crushed all my shirt front!

But, continued Hetty, as they walked on again, Im not happy to hear that you are goin to Canada. What ever will I do without you, Bobby?

Poor girl, she could well afford to do without him in one sense, for he had hitherto been chiefly an object of anxiety and expense to her, though also an object of love.

Im sorry to think of goin too, Hetty, for your sake an mothers, but for daddys sake and my own I must go. You see, I cant old hout agin im. Wen e makes up is mind to a thing you know e sticks to it, for es a tough un; an es got sitch a wheedlin sort o way with im that I cant elp givin in amost. So, you see, itll be better for both of us that I should go away. But Ill come back, you know, Hetty, with a fortin  see if I dont  an then, oh! wont I keep a carridge an a ridin oss for daddy, an feed mother an you on plum-duff an pork sassengers to breakfast, dinner, an supper, with ice cream for a relish!

Poor Hetty did not even smile at this prospect of temporal felicity. She felt that in the main the boy was right, and that the only chance he had of escaping the toils in which her father was wrapping him by the strange union of affection and villainy, was to leave the country. She knew, also, that, thanks to the Home of Industry and its promoters, the sending of a ragged, friendless, penniless London waif, clothed and in his right mind, to a new land of bright and hopeful prospects, was an event brought within the bounds of possibility.

That night Bob Frog stood with his dosser, (i.e. his friend), Tim Lumpy, discussing their future prospects in the partial privacy of a railway-arch. They talked long, and, for waifs, earnestly  both as to the land they were about to quit and that to which they were going; and the surprising fact might have been noted by a listener  had there been any such present, save a homeless cat  that neither of the boys perpetrated a joke for the space of at least ten minutes.

Vy, observed little Frog at length, you seem to ave got all the fun drove out o you, Lumpy.

Not a bit on it, returned the other, with a hurt look, as though he had been charged with some serious misdemeanour, but it do seem sitch a shabby thing to go an forsake my blind old mother.

But yer blind old mother wants you to go, said Bobby, an says shell be well looked arter by the ladies of the Ome, and that she wouldnt stand in the way o your prospecs. Besides, she aint yer mother!

This was true. Tim Lumpy had neither father nor mother, nor relative on earth, and the old woman who, out of sheer pity, had taken him in and allowed him to call her mother, was a widow at the lowest possible round of that social ladder, at the top of which  figuratively speaking  sits Her Gracious Majesty the Queen. Mrs Lumpy had found him on her door-step, weeping and in rags, at the early age of five years. She had taken him in, and fed him on part of a penny loaf which formed the sole edible substance for her own breakfast. She had mended his rags to the extent of her ability, but she had not washed his face, having no soap of her own, and not caring to borrow from neighbours who were in the same destitute condition. Besides, she had too hard a battle to fight with an ever-present and pressing foe, to care much about dirt, and no doubt deemed a wash of tears now and then sufficient. Lumpy himself seemed to agree with her as to this, for he washed himself in that fashion frequently.

Having sought for his parents in vain, with the aid of the police, Mrs Lumpy quietly kept the boy on; gave him her surname, prefixed that of Timothy, answered to the call of mother, and then left him to do very much as he pleased.

In these circumstances, it was not surprising that little Tim soon grew to be one of the pests of his alley. Tim was a weak-eyed boy, and remarkably thin, being, as his friend had said, composed chiefly of legs and arms. There must have been a good deal of brain also, for he was keen-witted, as people soon began to find out to their cost. Tim was observant also. He observed, on nearing the age of ten years, that in the great river of life which daily flowed past him, there were certain faces which indicated tender and kindly hearts, coupled with defective brain-action, and a good deal of self-will. He became painfully shrewd in reading such faces, and, on wet days, would present himself to them with his bare little red feet and half-naked body, rain water, (doing duty for tears), running from his weak bloodshot eyes, and falsehoods of the most pitiable, complex, and impudent character pouring from his thin blue lips, whilst awful solemnity seemed to shine on his visage. The certain result was  coppers!

These kindly ones have, unwittingly of course, changed a text of Scripture, and, for the words consider the poor, read throw coppers to the poor! You see, it is much easier to relieve ones feelings by giving away a few pence, than to take the trouble of visiting, inquiring about, and otherwise considering, the poor! At all events it would seem so, for Tim began to grow comparatively rich, and corrupted, still more deeply, associates who were already buried sufficiently in the depths of corruption.

At last little Tim was met by a lady who had befriended him more than once, and who asked him why he preferred begging in the streets to going to the ragged school, where he would get not only food for the body, but for the soul. He replied that he was hungry, and his mother had no victuals to give him, so he had gone out to beg. The lady went straight to Mrs Lumpy, found the story to be true, and that the poor half-blind old woman was quite unable to support the boy and herself. The lady prevailed on the old woman to attend the meetings for poor, aged, and infirm women in Miss Macphersons Beehive, and little Tim was taken into the Home for Destitute Little Boys under ten years of age.

It was not all smooth sailing in that Home after Tim Lumpy entered it! Being utterly untamed, Tim had many a sore struggle ere the temper was brought under control. One day he was so bad that the governess was obliged to punish him by leaving him behind, while the other boys went out for a walk. When left alone, the lady-superintendent tried to converse with him about obedience, but he became frightfully violent, and demanded his rags that he might return again to the streets. Finally he escaped, rushed to his old home in a paroxysm of rage, and then, getting on the roof, declared to the assembled neighbours that he would throw himself down and dash out his brains. In this state a Bible-woman found him. After offering the mental prayer, Lord, help me, she entreated him to come down and join her in a cup of tea with his old mother. The invitation perhaps struck the little rebel as having a touch of humour in it. At all events he accepted it and forthwith descended.

Over the tea, the Bible-woman prayed aloud for him, and the poor boy broke down, burst into tears, and begged forgiveness. Soon afterwards he was heard tapping at the door of the Home  gentle and subdued.

Thus was this waif rescued, and he now discussed with his former comrade the prospect of transferring themselves and their powers, mental and physical, to Canada. Diverging from this subject to Bobbys father, and his dark designs, Tim asked if Ned Frog had absolutely decided to break into Sir Richard Brandons house, and Bobby replied that he had; that his father had wormed out of the butler, who was a soft stupid sort of cove, where the plate and valuables were kept, and that he and another man had arranged to do it.

Is the partikler night fixed? asked Tim.

Yes; its to be the last night o this month.

Why not give notice? asked Tim.

Cause I wont peach on daddy, said Bob Frog stoutly.

Little Tim received this with a quite right, old dosser, and then proposed that the meeting should adjourn, as he was expected back at the Home by that time.

Two weeks or so after that, Police-Constable Number 666 was walking quietly along one of the streets of his particular beat in the West-end, with that stateliness of step which seems to be inseparable from place, power, and six feet two.

It was a quiet street, such as Wealth loves to inhabit. There were few carriages passing along it, and fewer passengers. Number 666 had nothing particular to do  the inhabitants being painfully well-behaved, and the sun high. His mind, therefore, roamed about aimlessly, sometimes bringing playfully before him a small abode, not very far distant, where a pretty woman was busy with household operations, and a ferocious policeman, about three feet high, was taking into custody an incorrigible criminal of still smaller size.

A little boy, with very long arms and legs, might have been seen following our friend Giles Scott, until the latter entered upon one of those narrow paths made by builders on the pavements of streets when houses are undergoing repairs. Watching until Giles was half way along it, the boy ran nimbly up and accosted him with a familiar  

Well, old man, ow are you?

Pretty bobbish, thank you, returned the constable, for he was a good-natured man, and rather liked a little quiet chaff with street-boys when not too much engaged with duty.

Well, now, are you aweer that theres a-goin to be a burglairy committed in this ere quarter? asked the boy, thrusting both hands deep into his pockets, and bending his body a little back, so as to look more easily up at his tall friend.

Ah! indeed, well no, I didnt know it, for I forgot to examine the books at Scotland Yard this morning, but Ive no doubt its entered there by your friend whos goin to commit it.

No, it aint entered there, said the boy, with a manner and tone that rather surprised Number 666; and Id advise you to git out your note-book, an clap down wot Im a-goin to tell ye. You know the ouse of Sir Richard Brandon?

Yes, I know it.

Well, that ouse is to be cracked on the 31st night o this month.

How dyou know that, lad? asked Giles, moving towards the end of the barricade, so as to get nearer to his informant.

No use, bobby, said Tim, big as you are, you cant nab me. Believe me or not as you like, but I advise you to look arter that there ouse on the 31st if you valley your repitation.

Tim went off like a congreve rocket, dashed down a side street, sloped into an alley, and melted into a wilderness of bricks and mortar.

Of course Giles did not attempt to follow, but some mysterious communications passed between him and his superintendent that night before he went to bed.




Chapter Eleven.

Sir Richard and Mr Brisbane discuss, and Di listens.

My dear sir, said Sir Richard Brandon, over a glass of sherry one evening after dinner, to George Brisbane, Esquire of Lively Hall, the management of the poor is a difficult, a very difficult subject to deal with.

It is, unquestionably, assented Brisbane, so difficult, that I am afraid some of our legislators are unwilling to face it; but it ought to be faced, for there is much to be done in the way of improving the poor-laws, which at present tend to foster pauperism in the young, and bear heavily on the aged. Meanwhile, philanthropists find it necessary to take up the case of the poor as a private enterprise.

Pardon me, Brisbane, there I think you are in error. Everything requisite to afford relief to the poor is provided by the state. If the poor will not take advantage of the provision, or the machinery is not well oiled and worked by the officials, the remedy lies in greater wisdom on the part of the poor, and supervision of officials  not in further legislation. But what do you mean by our poor-laws bearing heavily on the aged?

I mean that the old people should be better cared for, simply because of their age. Great age is a sufficient argument of itself, I think, for throwing a veil of oblivion over the past, and extending charity with a liberal, pitying hand, because of present distress, and irremediable infirmities. Whatever may be the truth with regard to paupers and workhouses in general, there ought to be a distinct refuge for the aged, which should be attractive  not repulsive, as at present  and age, without reference to character or antecedents, should constitute the title to enter it. God pity the aged poor, is often my prayer, and enable us to feel more for them in the dreary, pitiful termination of their career.

But, my dear sir, returned Sir Richard, you would have old paupers crowding into such workhouses, or refuges as you call them, by the thousand.

Well, better that they should do so than that they should die miserably by thousands in filthy and empty rooms  sometimes without fire, or food, or physic, or a single word of kindness to ease their sad descent into the grave.

But, then, Brisbane, as I said, it is their own fault  they have the workhouse to go to.

But, then, as I said, Sir Richard, the workhouse is rendered so repulsive to them that they keep out of it as long as they can, and too often keep out so long that it is too late, and their end is as I have described. However, until things are better arranged, we must do what we can for them in a private way. Indeed Scripture teaches distinctly the necessity for private charity, by such words as the poor ye have always with you, and, blessed are they who consider the poor. Dont you agree with me, Mr Welland?

Stephen Welland  who, since the day of his accident, had become intimate with Mr Brisbane and Sir Richard  replied that although deeply interested in the discussion going on, his knowledge of the subject was too slight to justify his holding any decided opinion.

Take another glass of sherry, said Sir Richard, pushing the decanter towards the young man; it will stir your brain and enable you to see your way more clearly through this knotty point.

No more, thank you, Sir Richard.

Come, come  fill your glass, said the knight; you and I must set an example of moderate drinking to Brisbane, as a counter-blast to his Blue-Ribbonism.

Welland smiled and re-filled his glass.

Nay, I never thrust my opinions on that point on people, said Brisbane, with a laugh, but if you will draw the sword and challenge me, I wont refuse the combat!

No, no, Brisbane. Please spare us! I re-sheath the sword, and need not that you should go all over it again. I quite understand that you are no bigot, that you think the Bible clearly permits and encourages total abstinence in certain circumstances, though it does not teach it; that, although a total abstainer yourself, you do not refuse to give drink to your friends if they desire it  and all that sort of thing; but pray let it pass, and I wont offend again.

Ah, Sir Richard, you are an unfair foe. You draw your sword to give me a wound through our young friend, and then sheath it before I can return on you. However, you have stated my position so well that I forgive you and shake hands. But, to return to the matter of private charity, are you aware how little suffices to support the poor  how very far the mere crumbs that fall from a rich mans table will go to sustain them I Now, just take the glass of wine which Welland has swallowed  against his expressed wish, observe, and merely to oblige you, Sir Richard. Its value is, say, sixpence. Excuse me, I do not of course refer to its real value, but to its recognised restaurant-value! Well, I happened the other day to be at a meeting of old women at the Beehive in Spitalfields; there were some eighty or a hundred of them. With dim eyes and trembling fingers they were sewing garments for the boys who are to be sent out to Canada. Such feeble workers could not find employment elsewhere, but by liberal hearts a plan has been devised whereby many an aged one, past work, can earn a few pence. Twopence an hour is the pay. They are in the habit of meeting once a week for three hours, and thus earn sixpence. Many of these women, I may remark, are true Christians. I wondered how far such a sum would go, and how the poor old things spent it. One woman sixty-three years of age enlightened me. She was a feeble old creature, suffering from chronic rheumatism and a dislocated hip. When I questioned her she said I have difficulties indeed, but I tell my Father all. Sometimes, when Im very hungry and have nothing to eat, I tell Him, and I know He hears me, for He takes the feeling away, and it only leaves me a little faint.

But how do you spend the sixpence that you earn here? I asked.

Well, sir, she said, sometimes, when very hard-up, I spend part of it this way:  I buy a haporth o tea, a haporth o sugar, a haporth o drippin, a haporth o wood and a pennorth o bread. Sometimes when better off than usual I get a heap of coals at a time, perhaps quarter of a hundredweight, because I save a farthing by getting the whole quarter, an that lasts me a long time, and wi the farthing I mayhap treat myself to a drop o milk. Sometimes, too, I buy my pennorth o wood from the coopers and chop it myself, for I can make it go further that way.

So, you see, Welland, continued Brisbane, your glass of sherry would have gone a long way in the domestic calculations of a poor old woman, who very likely once had sons who were as fond of her and as proud of her, as you now are of your own mother.

It is very sad that any class of human beings should be reduced to so low an ebb, returned the young man seriously.

Yes, and it is very difficult, said Sir Richard, to reduce ones mental action so as to fully understand the exact bearing of such minute monetary arrangements, especially for one who is accustomed to regard the subject of finance from a different standpoint.

But the saddest thing of all to me, and the most difficult to understand, resumed Brisbane, is the state of mind and feeling of those professing Christians, who, with ample means, give exceedingly little towards the alleviation of such distress, take little or no interest in the condition of the poor, and allow as much waste in their establishments as would, if turned to account, become streamlets of absolute wealth to many of the destitute.

This latter remark was a thrust which told pretty severely on the host  all the more so, perhaps, that he knew Brisbane did not intend it as a thrust at all, for he was utterly ignorant of the fact that his friend seldom gave anything away in charity, and even found it difficult to pay his way and make the two ends meet with his poor little five thousand a year  for, you see, if a man has to keep up a fairly large establishment, with a town and country house, and have his yacht, and a good stable, and indulge in betting, and give frequent dinners, and take shootings in Scotland, and amuse himself with jewellery, etcetera, why, he must pay for it, you know!

The greatest trouble of these poor women, I found, continued Brisbane, is their rent, which varies from 2 shillings to 3 shillings a week for their little rooms, and it is a constant struggle with them to keep out of the House, so greatly dreaded by the respectable poor. One of them told me she had lately saved up a shilling with which she bought a pair of specs, and was greatly comforted thereby, for they helped her fading eyesight. I thought at the time what a deal of good might be done and comfort given if people whose sight is changing would send their disused spectacles to the home of Industry in Commercial Street, Spitalfields, for the poor. By the way, your sight must have changed more than once, Sir Richard! Have you not a pair or two of disused spectacles to spare?

Well, yes, I have a pair or two, but they have gold rims, which would be rather incongruous on the noses of poor people, dont you think?

Oh! by no means. We could manage to convert the rims into blue steel, and leave something over for sugar and tea.

Well, Ill send them, said Sir Richard with a laugh. By the way, you mentioned a plan whereby those poor women were enabled to do useful work, although too old for much. What plan might that be?

It is a very simple plan, answered Brisbane, and consists chiefly in the work being apportioned according to ability. Worn garments and odds and ends of stuff are sent to the Beehive from all parts of the country by sympathising friends. These are heaped together in one corner of the room where the poor old things work. Down before this mass of stuff are set certain of the company who have large constructive powers. These skilfully contrive, cut out, alter, and piece together all kinds of clothing, including the house slippers and Glengarry caps worn by the little rescued boys. Even handkerchiefs and babies long frocks are conjured out of a petticoat or muslin lining! The work, thus selected and arranged, is put into the hands of those who, though not skilful in originating, have the plodding patience to carry out the designs of the more ingenious, and so garments are produced to cover the shivering limbs of any destitute child that may enter the Refuge as well as to complete the outfits of the little emigrants.

Well, Brisbane, I freely confess, said Sir Richard, that you have roused a degree of interest in poor old women which I never felt before, and it does seem to me that we might do a good deal more for them with our mere superfluities and cast-off clothing. Do the old women receive any food on these working nights besides the pence they earn?

No, I am sorry to say they do not  at least not usually. You see it takes a hundred or more sixpences every Monday merely to keep that sewing-class going, and more than once there has been a talk of closing it for want of funds, but the poor creatures have pleaded so pitifully that they might still be allowed to attend, even though they should work at half-price, that it has been hitherto continued. You see it is a matter of no small moment for those women merely to spend three hours in a room with a good fire, besides which they delight in the hymns and prayers and the loving counsel and comfort they receive. It enables them to go out into the cold, even though hungry, with more heart and trust in God as they limp slowly back again to their fireless grates and bare cupboards.

The day on which I visited the place I could not bear the thought of this, so I gave a sovereign to let them have a good meal. This sufficed. Large kettles are always kept in readiness for such occasions. These were put on immediately by the matron. The elder girls in training on the floor above set to work to cut thick slices of bread and butter, the tea urns were soon brought down, and in twenty minutes I had the satisfaction of seeing the whole hundred eating heartily and enjoying a hot meal. My own soul was fed, too  for the words came to me, I was an hungered and ye gave me meat, and one old woman, sitting near me, said, I have a long walk home, and have been casting over in my mind all the afternoon whether I could spare a penny for a cup of tea on the way. How good the Lord is to send this!

With large, round, glittering eyes and parted lips, and heightened colour and varying expression, sat little Di Brandon at her fathers elbow, almost motionless, her little hands clasped tight, and uttering never a word, but gazing intently at the speakers and drinking it all in, while sorrow, surprise, sympathy, indignation, and intense pity stirred her little heart to its very centre.

In the nursery she retailed it all over, with an eager face and rapid commentary, to the sympathetic Mrs Screwbury, and finally, in bed, presided over millions of old women who made up mountains of old garments, devoured fields of buttered bread, and drank oceans of steaming tea!




Chapter Twelve.

Sammy Twitters Fall.

We must turn now to Samuel Twitter, senior. That genial old man was busy one morning in the nursery, amusing little Mita, who had by that time attained to what we may style the dawn-of-intelligence period of life, and was what Mrs Loper, Mr Crackaby, and Mr Stickler called engaging.

Mariar! shouted Mr Twitter to his amiable spouse, who was finishing her toilet in the adjoining room. Shes makin faces at me  yes, shes actually attempting to laugh!

The darling! came from the next room, in emphatic tones.

Mariar!

Well, dear.

Is Sammy down in the parlour?

I dont know. Why?

Because hes not in his room  tumti-iddidy-too-too  you charming thing!

It must be understood that the latter part of this sentence had reference to the baby, not to Mrs Twitter.

Having expended his affections and all his spare time on Mita,  who, to do her justice, made faces enough at him to repay his attentions in full,  Mr Twitter descended to the breakfast parlour and asked the domestic if she had seen Sammy yet.

No, sir, I haint.

Are you sure hes not in his room?

Well, no, sir, but I knocked twice and got no answer.

Very odd; Sammy didnt use to be late, nor to sleep so soundly, said Mr Twitter, ascending to the attic of his eldest son.

Obtaining no reply to his knock, he opened the door and found that the room was empty. More than that, he discovered, to his surprise and alarm, that Sammys bed was unruffled, so that Sammy himself must have slept elsewhere!

In silent consternation the father descended to his bedroom and said, Mariar, Sammys gone!

Dead! exclaimed Mrs Twitter with a look of horror.

No, no; not dead, but gone  gone out of the house. Did not sleep in it last night, apparently.

Poor Mrs Twitter sank into a chair and gazed at her husband with a stricken face.

Up to that date the family had prospered steadily, and, may we not add, deservedly; their children having been trained in the knowledge of God, their duties having been conscientiously discharged, their sympathies with suffering humanity encouraged, and their general principles carried into practical effect. The consequence was that they were a well-ordered and loving family. There are many such in our land  families which are guided by the Spirit and the Word of God. The sudden disappearance, therefore, of the eldest son of the Twitter family was not an event to be taken lightly for he had never slept out of his own particular bed without the distinct knowledge of his father and mother since he was born, and his appearance at the breakfast-table had been hitherto as certain as the rising of the sun or the winding of the eight-day clock by his father every Saturday night.

In addition to all this, Sammy was of an amiable disposition, and had been trustworthy, so that when he came to the years of discretion  which his father had fixed at fifteen  he was allowed a latch-key, as he had frequently to work at his employers books till a lateish hour,  sometimes eleven oclock  after the family, including the domestic, had gone to rest.

Now, Samuel, said Mrs Twitter, with a slight return of her wonted energy, there can be only two explanations of this. Either the dear boy has met with an accident, or

Well, Mariar, why do you pause?

Because it seems so absurd to think of, much more to talk of, his going wrong or running away! The first thing Ive got to do, Samuel, is to go to the police-office, report the case, and hear what they have to advise.

The very thing I was thinking of, Mariar; but dont it strike you it might be better that I should go to the station?

No, Samuel, the station is near. I can do that, while you take a cab, go straight away to his office and find out at what hour he left. Now, go; we have not a moment to lose. Mary, (this was the next in order to Sammy), will look after the childrens breakfast. Make haste!

Mr Twitter made haste  made it so fast that he made too much of it, over-shot the mark, and went down-stairs head foremost, saluting the front door with a rap that threw that of the postman entirely into the shade. But Twitter was a springy as well as an athletic man. He arose undamaged, made no remark to his more than astonished children, and went his way.

Mrs Twitter immediately followed her husbands example in a less violent and eccentric manner. The superintendent of police received her with that affable display of grave good-will which is a characteristic of the force. He listened with patient attention to the rather incoherent tale which she told with much agitation  unbosoming herself to this officer to a quite unnecessary extent as to private feelings and opinions, and, somehow, feeling as if he were a trusted and confidential friend though he was an absolute stranger  such is the wonderful influence of Power in self-possessed repose, over Weakness in distressful uncertainty!

Having heard all that the good lady had to say, with scarcely a word of interruption; having put a few pertinent and relevant questions and noted the replies, the superintendent advised Mrs Twitter to calm herself, for that it would soon be all right; to return home, and abide the issue of his exertions; to make herself as easy in the circumstances as possible, and, finally, sent her away with the first ray of comfort that had entered her heart since the news of Sammys disappearance had burst upon her like a thunderclap.

What a thing it is, she muttered to herself on her way home, to put things into the hands of a man  one you can feel sure will do everything sensibly and well, and without fuss. The good lady meant no disparagement to her sex by this  far from it; she referred to a manly man as compared with an unmanly one, and she thought, for one moment, rather disparagingly about the salute which her Samuels bald pate had given to the door that morning. Probably she failed to think of the fussy manner in which she herself had assaulted the superintendent of police, for it is said that people seldom see themselves!

But Mrs Twitter was by no means bitter in her thoughts, and her conscience twitted her a little for having perhaps done Samuel a slight injustice.

Indeed she had done him injustice, for that estimable little man went about his inquiries after the lost Sammy with a lump as big as a walnut on the top of his head, and with a degree of persistent energy that might have made the superintendent himself envious.

Not been at the office for two days, sir! exclaimed Mr Twitter, repeating  in surprised indignation, for he could not believe it  the words of Sammys employer, who was a merchant in the hardware line.

No, sir, said the hardware man, whose face seemed as hard as his ware.

Do  you  mean  to  tell  me, said Twitter, with deliberate solemnity, that my son Samuel has not been in this office for two days?

That is precisely what I mean to tell you, returned the hardware man, and I mean to tell you, moreover, that your son has been very irregular of late in his attendance, and that on more than one occasion he has come here drunk.

Drunk! repeated Twitter, almost in a shout.

Yes, sir, drunk  intoxicated.

The hardware man seemed at that moment to Mr Twitter the hardest-ware man that ever confronted him. He stood for some moments aghast and speechless.

Are you aware, sir, he said at last, in impressive tones, that my son Samuel wears the blue ribbon?

The hardware man inquired, with an expression of affected surprise, what that had to do with the question; and further, gave it as his opinion that a bit of blue ribbon was no better than a bit of red or green ribbon if it had not something better behind it.

This latter remark, although by no means meant to soothe, had the effect of reducing Mr Twitter to a condition of sudden humility.

There, sir, said he, I entirely agree with you, but I had believed  indeed it seems to me almost impossible to believe otherwise  that my poor boy had religious principle behind his blue ribbon.

This was said in such a meek tone, and with such a woe-begone look as the conviction began to dawn that Sammy was not immaculate  that the hardware man began visibly to soften, and at last a confidential talk was established, in which was revealed such a series of irregularities on the part of the erring son, that the poor fathers heart was crushed for the time, and, as it were, trodden in the dust. In his extremity, he looked up to God and found relief in rolling his care upon Him.

As he slowly recovered from the shock, Twitters brain resumed its wonted activity.

You have a number of clerks, I believe? he suddenly asked the hardware man.

Yes, I have  four of them.

Would you object to taking me through your warehouse, as if to show it to me, and allow me to look at your clerks?

Certainly not. Come along.

On entering, they found one tying up a parcel, one writing busily, one reading a book, and one balancing a ruler on his nose. The latter, on being thus caught in the act, gave a short laugh, returned the ruler to its place, and quietly went on with his work. The reader of the book started, endeavoured to conceal the volume, in which effort he was unsuccessful, and became very red in the face as he resumed his pen.

The employer took no notice, and Mr Twitter looked very hard at the hardware in the distant end of the warehouse, just over the desk at which the clerks sat. He made a few undertoned remarks to the master, and then, crossing over to the desk, said:  

Mr Dobbs, may I have the pleasure of a few minutes conversation with you outside?

Ccertainly, sir, replied Dobbs, rising with a redder face than ever, and putting on his hat.

Will you be so good as to tell me, Mr Dobbs, said Twitter, in a quiet but very decided way when outside, where my son Samuel Twitter spent last night?

Twitter looked steadily in the clerks eyes as he put this question. He was making a bold stroke for success as an amateur detective, and, as is frequently the result of bold strokes, he succeeded.

Eh! your  your  son SSamuel, stammered Dobbs, looking at Twitters breast-pin, and then at the ground, while varying expressions of guilty shame and defiance flitted across his face.

He had a heavy, somewhat sulky face, with indecision of character stamped on it. Mr Twitter saw that and took advantage of the latter quality.

My poor boy, he said, dont attempt to deceive me. You are guilty, and you know it. Stay, dont speak yet. I have no wish to injure you. On the contrary, I pray God to bless and save you; but what I want with you at this moment is to learn where my dear boy is. If you tell me, no further notice shall be taken of this matter, I assure you.

Does  does  he know anything about this? asked Dobbs, glancing in the direction of the warehouse of the hardware man.

No, nothing of your having led Sammy astray, if thats what you mean,  at least, not from me, and you may depend on it he shall hear nothing, if you only confide in me. Of course he may have his suspicions.

Well, sir, said Dobbs, with a sigh of relief, hes in my lodgings.

Having ascertained the address of the lodgings, the poor father called a cab and soon stood by the side of a bed on which his son Sammy lay sprawling in the helpless attitude in which he had fallen down the night before, after a season of drunken riot. He was in a heavy sleep, with his still innocent-looking features tinged with the first blight of dissipation.

Sammy, said the father, in a husky voice, as he shook him gently by the arm; but the poor boy made no answer  even a roughish shake failed to draw from him more than the grumbled desire, let me alone.

Oh! God spare and save him! murmured the father, in a still husky voice, as he fell on his knees by the bedside and prayed  prayed as though his heart were breaking, while the object of his prayer lay apparently unconscious through it all.

He rose, and was standing by the bedside, uncertain how to act, when a heavy tread was heard on the landing, the door was thrown open, and the landlady, announcing a gentleman, sir, ushered in the superintendent of police, who looked at Mr Twitter with a slight expression of surprise.

You are here before me, I see, sir, he said.

Yes, but how did you come to find out that he was here?

Well, I had not much difficulty. You see it is part of our duty to keep our eyes open, replied the superintendent, with a peculiar smile, and I have on several occasions observed your son entering this house with a companion in a condition which did not quite harmonise with his blue ribbon, so, after your good lady explained the matter to me this morning I came straight here.

Thank you  thank you. It is very kind. I  you  it could not have been better managed.

Mr Twitter stopped and looked helplessly at the figure on the bed.

Perhaps, said the superintendent, with much delicacy of feeling, you would prefer to be alone with your boy when he awakes. If I can be of any further use to you, you know where to find me. Good-day, sir.

Without waiting for a reply the considerate superintendent left the room.

Oh! Sammy, Sammy, speak to me, my dear boy  speak to your old father! he cried, turning again to the bed and kneeling beside it; but the drunken sleeper did not move.

Rising hastily he went to the door and called the landlady.

Ill go home, missis, he said, and send the poor lads mother to him.

Very well, sir, Ill look well after im till she comes.

Twitter was gone in a moment, and the old landlady returned to her lodgers room. There, to her surprise, she found Sammy up and hastily pulling on his boots.

In truth he had been only shamming sleep, and, although still very drunk, was quite capable of looking after himself. He had indeed been asleep when his fathers entrance awoke him, but a feeling of intense shame had induced him to remain quite still, and then, having commenced with this unspoken lie, he felt constrained to carry it out. But the thought of facing his mother he could not bear, for the boy had a sensitive spirit and was keenly alive to the terrible fall he had made. At the same time he was too cowardly to face the consequences. Dressing himself as well as he could, he rushed from the house in spite of the earnest entreaties of the old landlady, so that when the distracted mother came to embrace and forgive her erring child she found that he had fled.

Plunging into the crowded thoroughfares of the great city, and walking swiftly along without aim or desire, eaten up with shame, and rendered desperate by remorse, the now reckless youth sought refuge in a low grog-shop, and called for a glass of beer.

Well, I say, youre com  comin it raither strong, aint you, young feller? said a voice at his elbow.

He looked up hastily, and saw a blear-eyed youth in a state of drivelling intoxication, staring at him with the expression of an idiot.

Thats no business of yours, replied Sam Twitter, sharply.

Well, thash true, taint no bbusnish o mine. I  Im pretty far gone mself, I allow; but I aint quite got the llength o drinkin in a ppublic ouse wi th blblue ribbn on.

The fallen lad glanced at his breast. There it was,  forgotten, desecrated! He tore it fiercely from his button-hole, amid the laughter of the bystanders  most of whom were women of the lowest grade  and dashed it on the floor.

Thash right.  Youre a berrer feller than I took you for, said the sot at his elbow.

To avoid further attention Sammy took his beer into a dark corner and was quickly forgotten.

He had not been seated more than a few minutes when the door opened, and a man with a mild, gentle, yet manly face entered.

Have a glass, ol feller? said the sot, the instant he caught sight of him.

Thank you, no  not to-day, replied John Seaward, for it was our city missionary on what he sometimes called a fishing excursion  fishing for men! I have come to give you a glass to-day, friends.

Well, thats friendly, said a gruff voice in a secluded box, out of which next minute staggered Ned Frog. Come, what ist to be, old man?

A looking-glass, replied the missionary, picking out a tract from the bundle he held in his hand and offering it to the ex-prize-fighter. But the tract is not the glass I speak of, friend: here it is, in the Word of that God who made us all  made the throats that swallow the drink, and the brains that reel under it.

Here he read from a small Bible, But they also have erred through wine, and through strong drink are out of the way.

Bah! said Ned, flinging the tract on the floor and exclaiming as he left the place with a swing; I dont drink wine, old man; cant afford anything better than beer, though sometimes, when Im in luck, I have a drop of Old Tom.

There was a great burst of ribald laughter at this, and numerous were the witticisms perpetrated at the expense of the missionary, but he took no notice of these for a time, occupying himself merely in turning over the leaves of his Bible. When there was a lull he said:  

Now, dear sisters, (turning to the women who, with a more or less drunken aspect and slatternly air, were staring at him), for sisters of mine you are, having been made by the same Heavenly Father; I wont offer you another glass,  not even a looking-glass,  for the one I have already held up to you will do, if Gods Holy Spirit opens your eyes to see yourselves in it; but Ill give you a better object to look at. It is a Saviour  one who is able to save you from the drink, and from sin in every form. You know His name well, most of you; it is Jesus, and that name means Saviour, for He came to save His people from their sins.

At this point he was interrupted by one of the women, who seemed bent on keeping up the spirit of banter with which they had begun. She asked him with a leer if he had got a wife.

No, he said, but I have got a great respect and love for women, because Ive got a mother, and if ever there was a woman on the face of this earth that deserves the love of a son, that woman is my mother. Sister, he added, turning to one of those who sat on a bench near him with a thin, puny, curly-haired boy wrapped up in her ragged shawl, the best prayer that I could offer up for you  and I do offer it  is, that the little chap in your arms may grow up to bless his mother as heartily as I bless mine, but that can never be, so long as you love the strong drink and refuse the Saviour.

At that moment a loud cry was heard outside. They all rose and ran to the door, where a woman, in the lowest depths of depravity, with her eyes bloodshot, her hair tumbling about her half-naked shoulders, and her ragged garments draggled and wet, had fallen in her efforts to enter the public-house to obtain more of the poison which had already almost destroyed her. She had cut her forehead, and the blood flowed freely over her face as the missionary lifted her. He was a powerful man, and could take her up tenderly and with ease. She was not much hurt, however. After Seaward had bandaged the cut with his own handkerchief she professed to be much better.

This little incident completed the good influence which the missionarys words and manner had previously commenced. Most of the women began to weep as they listened to the words of love, encouragement, and hope addressed to them. A few of course remained obdurate, though not unimpressed.

All this time young Sam Twitter remained in his dark corner, with his head resting on his arms to prevent his being recognised. Well did he know John Seaward, and well did Seaward know him, for the missionary had long been a fellow-worker with Mrs Twitter in George Yard and at the Home of Industry. The boy was very anxious to escape Seawards observation. This was not a difficult matter. When the missionary left, after distributing his tracts, Sammy rose up and sought to hide himself  from himself, had that been possible  in the lowest slums of London.




Chapter Thirteen.

Tells of some Curious and Vigorous Peculiarities of the Lower Orders.

Now it must not be supposed that Mrs Frog, having provided for her baby and got rid of it, remained thereafter quite indifferent to it. On the contrary, she felt the blank more than she had expected, and her motherly heart began to yearn for it powerfully.

To gratify this yearning to some extent, she got into the habit of paying frequent visits, sometimes by night and sometimes by day, to the street in which Samuel Twitter lived, and tried to see her baby through the stone walls of the house! Her eyes being weak, as well as her imagination, she failed in this effort, but the mere sight of the house where little Matty was, sufficed to calm her maternal yearnings in some slight degree.

By the way, that name reminds us of our having omitted to mention that baby Frogs real name was Matilda, and her pet name Matty, so that the name of Mita, fixed on by the Twitters, was not so wide of the mark as it might have been.

One night Mrs Frog, feeling the yearning strong upon her, put on her bonnet and shawl  that is to say, the bundle of dirty silk, pasteboard, and flowers which represented the one, and the soiled tartan rag that did duty for the other.

Where are ye off to, old woman? asked Ned, who, having been recently successful in some little job, was in high good humour.

Im goin round to see Mrs Tibbs, Ned. Dyou want me?

No, ony Im goin that way too, so well walk together.

Mrs Frog, we regret to say, was not particular as to the matter of truth. She had no intention of going near Mrs Tibbs, but, having committed herself, made a virtue of necessity, and resolved to pay that lady a visit.

The conversation by the way was not sufficiently interesting to be worthy of record. Arrived at Twitters street an idea struck Mrs Frog.

Ned, said she, Im tired.

Well, old girl, youd better cut home.

I think I will, Ned, but first Ill sit down on this step to rest a bit.

All right, old girl, said Ned, who would have said the same words if she had proposed to stand on her head on the step  so easy was he in his mind as to how his wife spent her time; if you sit for half-an-hour or so Ill be back to see you ome again. Im ony goin to Bundles shop for a bit o baccy. Aint I purlite now? Dont it mind you of the courtin days?

Ah! Ned, exclaimed the wife, while a sudden gush of memory brought back the days when he was handsome and kind,  but Ned was gone, and the slightly thawed spring froze up again.

She sat down on the cold step of a door which happened to be somewhat in the shade, and gazed at the opposite windows. There was a light in one of them. She knew it well. She had often watched the shadows that crossed the blind after the gas was lighted, and once she had seen some one carrying something which looked like a baby! It might have been a bundle of soiled linen, or undarned socks, but it might have been Matty, and the thought sent a thrill to the forlorn creatures heart.

On the present occasion she was highly favoured, for, soon after Ned had left, the shadows came again on the blind, and came so near it as to be distinctly visible. Yes, there could be no doubt now, it was a baby, and as there was only one baby in that house it followed that the baby was her baby  little Matty! Here was something to carry home with her, and think over and dream about. But there was more in store for her. The baby, to judge from the shadowy action of its fat limbs on the blind, became what she called obstropolous. More than that, it yelled, and its mother heard the yell  faintly, it is true, but sufficiently to send a thrill of joy to her longing heart.

Then a sudden fear came over her. What if it was ill, and they were trying to soothe it to rest! How much better she could do that if she only had the baby!

Oh! fool that I was to part with her! she murmured, but no. It was best. She would surely have bin dead by this time.

The sound of the little voice, however, had roused such a tempest of longing in Mrs Frogs heart, that, under an irresistible impulse, she ran across the road and rang the bell. The door was promptly opened by Mrs Twitters domestic.

Is  is the baby well? stammered Mrs Frog, scarce knowing what she said.

Youve nothink to do wi the baby that I knows on, returned Mrs Twitters domestic, who was not quite so polite as her mistress.

No, honey, said Mrs Frog in a wheedling tone, rendered almost desperate by the sudden necessity for instant invention, but the doctor said I was to ask if baby had got over it, or if e was to send round the  the  I forget its name  at once.

What doctor sent you? asked Mrs Twitter, who had come out of the parlour on hearing the voices through the doorway, and with her came a clear and distinct yell which Mrs Frog treasured up in her thinly clad but warm bosom, as though it had been a strain from Paradise. There must surely be some mistake, my good woman, for my baby is quite well.

Oh! thank you, thank you  yes, there must have been some mistake, said Mrs Frog, scarce able to restrain a laugh of joy at the success of her scheme, as she retired precipitately from the door and hurried away.

She did not go far, however, but, on hearing the door shut, turned back and took up her position again on the door-step.

Poor Mrs Frog had been hardened and saddened by sorrow, and suffering, and poverty, and bad treatment; nevertheless she was probably one of the happiest women in London just then.

My baby, she said, quoting part of Mrs Twitters remarks with a sarcastic laugh, no, madam, shes not your baby yet!

As she sat reflecting on this agreeable fact, a heavy step was heard approaching. It was too slow for that of Ned. She knew it well  a policeman!

There are hard-hearted policemen in the force  not many, indeed, but nothing is perfect in this world, and there are a few hard-hearted policemen. He who approached was one of these.

Move on, he said in a stern voice.

Please, sir, Im tired. Ony restin a bit while I wait for my usband, pleaded Mrs Frog.

Come, move on, repeated the unyielding constable in a tone that there was no disputing. Indeed it was so strong that it reached the ears of Ned Frog himself, who chanced to come round the corner at the moment and saw the policeman, as he imagined, maltreating his wife.

Ned was a man who, while he claimed and exercised the right to treat his own wife as he pleased, was exceedingly jealous of the interference of others with his privileges. He advanced, therefore, at once, and planted his practised knuckles on the policemans forehead with such power that the unfortunate limb of the law rolled over in one direction and his helmet in another.

As every one knows, the police sometimes suffer severely at the hands of roughs, and on this occasion that truth was verified, but the policeman who had been knocked down by this prize-fighter was by no means a feeble member of the force. Recovering from his astonishment in a moment, he sprang up and grappled with Ned Frog in such a manner as to convince that worthy he had his work cut out for him. The tussle that ensued was tremendous, and Mrs Frog retired into a doorway to enjoy it in safety. But it was brief. Before either wrestler could claim the victory, a brother constable came up, and Ned was secured and borne away to a not unfamiliar cell before he could enjoy even one pipe of the baccy which he had purchased.

Thus it came to pass, that when a certain comrade expected to find Ned Frog at a certain mansion in the West-end, prepared with a set of peculiar tools for a certain purpose, Ned was in the enjoyment of board and lodging at Her Majestys expense.

The comrade, however, not being aware of Neds incarceration, and believing, no doubt, that there was honour among thieves, was true to his day and hour. He had been engaged down somewhere in the country on business, and came up by express train for this particular job; hence his ignorance as to his partners fate.

But this burglar was not a man to be easily balked in his purpose.

Ned must be ill, or got a haccident o some sort, he said to a very little but sharp boy who was to assist in the job. Howsever, you an mell go at it alone, Sniveller.

Wery good, Bunky, replied Sniveller, ow is it to be? By the winder, through the door, down the chimbly, up the spout  or wot?

The larder windy, my boy.

Sorry for that, said Sniveller.

Why?

Cause it is so ard to go past the nice things an smell em all without darin to touch em till I lets you in. Couldnt you let me ave a feed first?

Unpossible, said the burglar.

Wery good, returned the boy, with a sigh of resignation.

Now, while these two were whispering to each other in a box of an adjoining tavern, three police-constables were making themselves at home in the premises of Sir Richard Brandon. One of these was Number 666.

It is not quite certain, even to this day, how and where these men were stationed, for their proceedings  though not deeds of evil  were done in the dark, at least in darkness which was rendered visible only now and then by bulls-eye lanterns. The only thing that was absolutely clear to the butler, Mr Thomas Balls, was, that the mansion was given over entirely to the triumvirate to be dealt with as they thought fit.

Of course they did not know when the burglars would come, nor the particular point of the mansion where the assault would be delivered; therefore Number 666 laid his plans like a wise general, posted his troops where there was most likelihood of their being required, and kept himself in reserve for contingencies.

About that wee short hour of which the poet Burns writes, a small boy was lifted by a large man to the sill of the small window which lighted Sir Richard Brandons pantry. To the surprise of the small boy, he found the window unfastened.

Theyve bin an forgot it! he whispered.

Git in, was the curt reply.

Sniveller got in, dropped to his extreme length from the sill, let go his hold, and came down lightly on the floor  not so lightly, however, but that a wooden stool placed there was overturned, and, falling against a blue plate, broke it with a crash.

Sniveller became as one petrified, and remained so for a considerable time, till he imagined all danger from sleepers having been awakened was over. He also thought of thieving cats, and thanked them mentally. He likewise became aware of the near presence of pastry. The smell was delicious, but a sense of duty restrained him.

Number 666 smiled to himself to think how well his trap had acted, but the smile was lost in darkness.

Meanwhile, the chief operator, Bunky, went round to the back door. Sniveller, who had been taught the geography of the mansion from a well-executed plan, proceeded to the same door inside. Giles could have patted his little head as he carefully drew back the bolts and turned the key. Another moment, and Bunky, on his stocking soles, stood within the mansion.

Yet another moment, and Bunky was enjoying an embrace that squeezed most of the wind out of his body, strong though he was, for Number 666 was apt to forget his excessive power when duty constrained him to act with promptitude.

Now, then, show a light, said Giles, quietly.

Two bulls-eyes flashed out their rich beams at the word, and lit up a tableau of three, in attitudes faintly resembling those of the Laocoon, without the serpents.

Fetch the bracelets, said Giles.

At these words the bulls-eyes converged, and Sniveller, bolting through the open door, vanished  he was never heard of more!

Then followed two sharp clicks, succeeded by a sigh of relief as Number 666 relaxed his arms.

You neednt rouse the household unless you feel inclined, my man, said Giles to Bunky in a low voice.

Bunky did not feel inclined. He thought it better, on the whole, to let the sleeping dogs lie, and wisely submitted to inevitable fate. He was marched off to jail, while one of the constables remained behind to see the house made safe, and acquaint Sir Richard of his deliverance from the threatened danger.

Referring to this matter on the following day in the servants hall, Thomas Balls filled a foaming tankard of ginger-beer  for, strange to say, he was an abstainer, though a butler  and proposed, in a highly eulogistic speech, the health and prosperity of that admirable body of men, the Metropolitan Police, with which toast he begged to couple the name of Number 666!




Chapter Fourteen.

Number 666 Off Duty.

Some time after the attempt made upon Sir Richard Brandons house, Giles Scott was seated at his own fireside, helmet and truncheon laid aside, uniform taken off, and a free and easy suit of plain clothes put on.

His pretty wife sat beside him darning a pair of very large socks. The juvenile policeman, and the incorrigible criminal were sound asleep in their respective cribs, the one under the print of the Queen, the other under that of Sir Robert Peel. Giles was studying a small book of instructions as to the duties of police-constables, and pretty Molly was commenting on the same, for she possessed that charming quality of mind and heart which induces the possessor to take a sympathetic and lively interest in whatever may happen to be going on.

They expect pretty hard work of you, Giles, remarked Molly with a sigh, as she thought of the prolonged hours of absence from home, and the frequent night duty.

Why, Moll, you wouldnt have me wish for easy work at my time of life, would you? replied the policeman, looking up from his little book with an amused smile. Somebody must always be taking a heavy lift of the hard work of this world, and if a big hulking fellow like me in the prime o life dont do it, who will?

True, Giles, but surely you wont deny me the small privilege of wishing that you had a little less to do, and a little more time with your family. You men,  especially you Scotchmen  are such an argumentative set, that a poor woman cant open her lips to say a word, but you pounce upon it and make an argument of it.

Now Molly, there you go again, assuming my duties! Why do you take me so sharp? Isnt taking-up the special privilege of the police?

Am I not entitled, said Molly, ignoring her husbands question, to express regret that your work should include coming home now and then with scratched cheeks, and swelled noses, and black eyes?

Come now, returned Giles, you must admit that I have fewer of these discomforts than most men of the force, owing, no doubt, to little men being unable to reach so high  and, dyou know, its the little men who do most damage in life; theyre such a pugnacious and perverse generation! As to swelled noses, these are the fortune of war, at least of civil war like ours  and black eyes, why, my eyes are black by nature. If they were of a heavenly blue like yours, Molly, you might have some ground for complaint when they are blackened.

And then there is such dreadful tear and wear of clothes, continued Molly; just look at that, now! She held up to view a sock with a hole in its heel large enough to let an orange through.

Why, Molly, do you expect that I can walk the streets of London from early morning till late at night, protect life and property, and preserve public tranquillity, as this little book puts it, besides engaging in numerous scuffles and street rows without making a hole or two in my socks?

Ah! Giles, if you had only brain enough to take in a simple idea! its not the making of holes that I complain of. It is the making of such awfully big ones before changing your socks! There now, dont let us get on domestic matters. You have no head for these, but tell me something about your little book. I am specially interested in it, you see, because the small policeman in the crib over there puts endless questions about his duties which I am quite unable to answer, and, you know, it is a good thing for a child to grow up with the idea that father and mother know everything.

Just so, Molly. I hope youll tell your little recruit that the first and foremost duty of a good policeman is to obey orders. Let me see, then, if I can enlighten you a bit.

But tell me first, Giles  for I really want to know  how many are there of you altogether, and when was the force established on its present footing, and who began it, and, in short, all about it. Its so nice to have you for once in a way for a quiet chat like this.

You have laid down enough of heads, Molly, to serve for the foundation of a small volume. However, Ill give it you hot, since you wish it, and Ill begin at the end instead of the beginning. What would you say, now, to an army of eleven thousand men?

I would say it was a very large one, though I dont pretend to much knowledge about the size of armies, said Molly, commencing to mend another hole about the size of a turnip.

Well, that, in round numbers, is the strength of the Metropolitan Police force at the present time  and not a man too much, let me tell you, for what with occasional illnesses and accidents, men employed on special duty, and men off duty  as I am just now  the actual available strength of the force at any moment is considerably below that number. Yes, it is a goodly army of picked and stalwart men, (no self-praise intended), but, then, consider what we have to do.

We have to guard and keep in order the population of the biggest city in the world; a population greater than that of the whole of Scotland.

Oh! of course, you are sure to go to Scotland for your illustrations, as if there was no such place as England in the world, quietly remarked Molly, with a curl of her pretty lip.

Ah! Molly, dear, you are unjust. It is true I go to Scotland for an illustration, but didnt I come to England for a wife? Now, dont go frowning at that hole as if it couldnt be bridged over.

It is the worst hole you ever made, said the despairing wife, holding it up to view.

You make a worsted hole of it then, Moll, and itll be all right. Besides, you dont speak truth, for I once made a worse hole in your heart.

You never did, sir. Go on with your stupid illustrations, said Molly.

Well, then, let me see  where was I?

In Scotland, of course!

Ah, yes. The population of all Scotland is under four millions, and that of London  that is, of the area embraced in the Metropolitan Police District, is estimated at above four million seven hundred thousand  in round numbers. Of course I give it you all in round numbers.

I dont mind how round the numbers are, Giles, so long as theyre all square, remarked the little wife with much simplicity.

Well, just think of that number for our army to watch over; and that population  not all of it, you know, but part of it  succeeds  in spite of us in committing, during one year, no fewer than 25,000 Principal offences such as murders, burglaries, robberies, thefts, and such-like. What they would accomplish if we were not ever on the watch I leave you to guess.

Last year, for instance, 470 burglaries, as we style house-breaking by night, were committed in London. The wonder is that there are not more, when you consider the fact that the number of doors and windows found open by us at night during the twelve months was nearly 26,000. The total loss of property by theft during the year is estimated at about 100,000 pounds. Besides endeavouring to check crime of such magnitude, we had to search after above 15,000 persons who were reported lost and missing during the year, about 12,000 of whom were children.

Oh! the poor darlings, said Molly, twisting her sympathetic eyebrows.

Ay, and we found 7523 of these darlings, continued the practical Giles, and 720 of the adults. Of the rest some returned home or were found by their friends, but 154 adults and 23 children have been lost altogether. Then, we found within the twelve months 54 dead bodies which we had to take care of and have photographed for identification. During the same period, (and remember that the record of every twelve months is much the same), we seized over 17,000 stray dogs and returned them to their owners or sent them to the Dogs Home. We arrested over 18,000 persons for being drunk and disorderly. We inspected all the public vehicles and horses in London. We attended to 3527 accidents which occurred in the streets, 127 of which were fatal. We looked after more than 17,000 articles varying in value from 0 pence to 1500 pounds which were lost by a heedless public during the year, about 10,000 of which articles were restored to the owners. We had to regulate the street traffic; inspect common lodging-houses; attend the police and other courts to give evidence, and many other things which it would take me much too long to enumerate, and puzzle your pretty little head to take in.

No, it wouldnt, said Molly, looking up with a bright expression; I have a wonderful head for figures  especially for handsome manly figures! Go on, Giles.

Then, look at what is expected of us, continued Number 666, not noticing the last remark. We are told to exercise the greatest civility and affability towards every one  high and low, rich and poor. We are expected to show the utmost forbearance under all circumstances; to take as much abuse and as many blows as we can stand, without inflicting any in return; to be capable of answering almost every question that an ignorant  not to say arrogant  public may choose to put to us; to be ready, single-handed and armed only with our truncheons and the majesty of the law, to encounter burglars furnished with knives and revolvers; to plunge into the midst of drunken maddened crowds and make arrests in the teeth of tremendous odds; to keep an eye upon strangers whose presence may seem to be less desirable than their absence; to stand any amount of unjust and ungenerous criticism without a word of reply; to submit quietly to the abhorrence and chaff of boys, labourers, cabmen, omnibus drivers, tramps, and fast young men; to have a fair knowledge of the three Rs and a smattering of law, so as to conduct ourselves with propriety at fires, fairs, fights, and races, besides acting wisely as to mad dogs, German bands, (which are apt to produce mad men), organ-grinders, furious drivers, and all other nuisances. In addition to all which we must be men of good character, good standing  as to inches  good proportions, physically, and good sense. In short, we are expected to be  and blamed if we are not  as near to a state of perfection as it is possible for mortal man to attain on this side the grave, and all for the modest sum which you are but too well aware is the extent of our income.

Is one of the things expected of you, asked Molly, to have an exceedingly high estimate of yourselves?

Nay, Molly, dont you join the ranks of those who are against us. It will be more than criminal if you do. You are aware that I am giving the opinion expressed by men of position who ought to know everything about the force. That we fulfil the conditions required of us not so badly is proved by the fact that last year, out of the whole 12,000 there were 215 officers and 1225 men who obtained rewards for zeal and activity, while only one man was discharged, and four men were fined or imprisoned. I speak not of number one  or, I should say Number 666. For myself I am ready to admit that I am the most insignificant of the force.

O Giles! what a barefaced display of mock modesty!

Nay, Molly, I can prove it. Everything in this world goes by contrast, doesnt it? then, is there a man in the whole force except myself, I ask, whose wife is so bright and beautiful and good and sweet that she reduces him to mere insignificance by contrast?

Theres something in that, Giles, replied Molly with gravity, but go on with your lecture.

Ive nothing more to say about the force, returned Giles; if I have not said enough to convince you of our importance, and of the debt of gratitude that you and the public of London owe to us, you are past conviction, and

You are wrong, Giles, as usual; I am never past conviction; you have only to take me before the police court in the morning, and any magistrate will at once convict me of stupidity for having married a Scotchman and a policeman!

I think it must be time to go on my beat, for you beat me hollow, said Number 666, consulting his watch.

No, no, Giles, please sit still. It is not every day that I have such a chance of a chat with you.

Such a chance of pitching into me, you mean, returned Giles. However, before I go I would like to tell you just one or two facts regarding this great London itself, which needs so much guarding and such an army of guardians. You know that the Metropolitan District comprises all the parishes any portion of which are within 15 miles of Charing Cross  this area being 688 square miles. The rateable value of it is over twenty-six million eight hundred thousand pounds sterling. See, as you say youve a good head for figures, theres the sum on a bit of paper for you  26,800,000 pounds. During last year 26,170 new houses were built, forming 556 new streets and four new squares  the whole covering a length of 86 miles. The total number of new houses built during the last ten years within this area has been 162,525, extending over 500 miles of streets and squares!

Stay, I cant stand it! cried Molly, dropping her sock and putting her fingers in her ears.

Why not, old girl?

Because it is too much for me; why, even your figure is a mere nothing to such sums!

Then, returned Giles, youve only got to stick me on to the end of them to make my information ten times more valuable.

But are you quite sure that what you tell me is true, Giles?

Quite sure, my girl  at least as sure as I am of the veracity of Colonel Henderson, who wrote the last Police Report.

At this point the chat was interrupted by the juvenile policeman in the crib under Sir Robert Peel. Whether it was the astounding information uttered in his sleepy presence, or the arduous nature of the duty required of him in dreams, we cannot tell, but certain it is that when Number 666 uttered the word Report there came a crash like the report of a great gun, and Number 2 of the A Division, having fallen overboard, was seen on the floor pommelling some imaginary criminal who stoutly refused to be captured.

Giles ran forward to the assistance of Number 2, as was his duty, and took him up in his arms. But Number 2 had awakened to the fact that he had hurt himself, and, notwithstanding the blandishments of his father, who swayed him about and put him on his broad shoulders, and raised his curly head to the ceiling, he refused for a long time to be comforted. At last he was subdued, and returned to the crib and the land of dreams.

Now, Molly, I must really go, said Giles, putting on his uniform. I hope Number 2 wont disturb you again. Good-bye, lass, for a few hours, he added, buckling his belt. Here, look, do you see that little spot on the ceiling?

Yes,  well? said Molly, looking up.

Giles took unfair advantage of her, stooped, and kissed the pretty little face, received a resounding slap on the back, and went out, to attend to his professional duties, with the profound gravity of an incapable magistrate.

There was a bright intelligent little street-Arab on the opposite side of the way, who observed Giles with mingled feelings of admiration, envy, and hatred, as he strode sedately along the street like an imperturbable pillar. He knew Number 666 personally; had seen him under many and varied circumstance, and had imagined him under many others  not unfrequently as hanging by the neck from a lamp-post  but never, even in the most daring flights of his juvenile fancy, had he seen him as he has been seen by the reader in the bosom of his poor but happy home.




Chapter Fifteen.

Mrs Frog sinks Deeper and Deeper.

Nobody cares, said poor Mrs Frog, one raw afternoon in November, as she entered her miserable dwelling, where the main pieces of furniture were a rickety table, a broken chair, and a heap of straw, while the minor pieces were so insignificant as to be unworthy of mention. There was no fire in the grate, no bread in the cupboard, little fresh air in the room and less light, though there was a broken unlighted candle stuck in the mouth of a quart bottle which gave promise of light in the future  light enough at least to penetrate the November fog which had filled the room as if it had been endued with a pitying desire to throw a veil over such degradation and misery.

We say degradation, for Mrs Frog had of late taken to the bottle as a last solace in her extreme misery, and the expression of her face, as she cowered on a low stool beside the empty grate and drew the shred of tartan shawl round her shivering form, showed all too clearly that she was at that time under its influence. She had been down to the river again, more than once, and had gazed into its dark waters until she had very nearly made up her mind to take the desperate leap, but God in mercy had hitherto interposed. At one time a policeman had passed with his weary move on  though sometimes he had not the heart to enforce his order. More frequently a little baby-face had looked up from the river with a smile, and sent her away to the well-known street where she would sit in the familiar door-step watching the shadows on the window-blind until cold and sorrow drove her to the gin-palace to seek for the miserable comfort to be found there.

Whatever that comfort might amount to, it did not last long, for, on the night of which we write, she had been to the palace, had got all the comfort that was to be had out of it, and returned to her desolate home more wretched than ever, to sit down, as we have seen, and murmur, almost fiercely, Nobody cares.

For a time she sat silent and motionless, while the deepening shadows gathered round her, as if they had united with all the rest to intensify the poor creatures woe.

Presently she began to mutter to herself aloud  

Whats the use o your religion when it comes to this? What sort of religion is in the hearts of these, (she pursed her lips, and paused for an expressive word, but found none), these rich folk in their silks and satins and broadcloth, with more than they can use, an feedin their pampered cats and dogs on what would be wealth to the likes o me! Religion! bah!

She stopped, for a Voice within her said as plainly as if it had spoken out: Who gave you the sixpence the other day, and looked after you with a tender, pitying glance as you hurried away to the gin-shop without so much as stopping to say Thank you? She wore silks, didnt she?

Ah, but theres not many like that, replied the poor woman, mentally, for the powers of good and evil were fighting fiercely within her just then.

How do you know there are not many like that? demanded the Voice.

Well, but all the rich are not like that, said Mrs Frog.

The Voice made no reply to that!

Again she sat silent for some time, save that a low moan escaped her occasionally, for she was very cold and very hungry, having spent the last few pence, which might have given her a meal, in drink; and the re-action of the poison helped to depress her. The evil spirit seemed to gain the mastery at this point, to judge from her muttered words.

Nothing to eat, nothing to drink, no work to be got, Hetty laid up in hospital, Ned in prison, Bobby gone to the bad again instead of goin to Canada, and  nobody cares

What about baby? asked the Voice.

This time it was Mrs Frogs turn to make no reply! in a few minutes she seemed to become desperate, for, rising hastily, she went out, shut the door with a bang, locked it, and set out on the familiar journey to the gin-shop.

She had not far to go. It was at the corner. If it had not been at that corner, there was one to be found at the next  and the next  and the next again, and so on all round; so that, rushing past, as people sometimes do when endeavouring to avoid a danger, would have been of little or no avail in this case. But there was a very potent influence of a negative kind in her favour. She had no money! Recollecting this when she had nearly reached the door, she turned aside, and ran swiftly to the old door-step, where she sat down and hid her face in her hands.

A heavy footstep sounded at her side the next moment. She looked quickly up. It was a policeman. He did not apply the expected words move on. He was a man under whose blue uniform beat a tender and sympathetic heart. In fact, he was Number 666  changed from some cause that we cannot explain, and do not understand  from the Metropolitan to the City Police Force. His number also had been changed, but we refuse to be trammelled by police regulations. Number 666 he was and shall remain in this tale to the end of the chapter!

Instead of ordering the poor woman to go away, Giles was searching his pockets for a penny, when to his intense surprise he received a blow on the chest, and then a slap on the face!

Poor Mrs Frog, misjudging his intentions, and roused to a fit of temporary insanity by her wrongs and sorrows, sprang at her supposed foe like a wildcat. She was naturally a strong woman, and violent passion lent her unusual strength.

Oh! it was pitiful to witness the struggle that ensued!  to see a woman, forgetful of sex and everything else, striving with all her might to bite, scratch, and kick, while her hair tumbled down, and her bonnet and shawl falling off made more apparent the insufficiency of the rags with which she was covered.

Strong as he was, Giles received several ugly scratches and bites before he could effectually restrain her. Fortunately, there were no passers-by in the quiet street, and, therefore, no crowd assembled.

My poor woman, said Giles, when he had her fast, do keep quiet. Im going to do you no harm. God help you, I was goin to give you a copper when you flew at me so. Come, youd better go with me to the station, for youre not fit to take care of yourself.

Whether it was the tender tone of Giless voice, or the words that he uttered, or the strength of his grasp that subdued Mrs Frog, we cannot tell, but she gave in suddenly, hung down her head, and allowed her captor to do as he pleased. Seeing this, he carefully replaced her bonnet on her head, drew the old shawl quite tenderly over her shoulders, and led her gently away.

Before they had got the length of the main thoroughfare, however, a female of a quiet, respectable appearance met them.

Mrs Frog! she exclaimed, in amazement, stopping suddenly before them.

If you know her, maam, perhaps you may direct me to her home.

I know her well, said the female, who was none other than the Bible-nurse who visited the sick of that district; if you have not arrested her for  for

Oh no, madam, interrupted Giles, I have not arrested her at all, but she seems to be unwell, and I was merely assisting her.

Oh! then give her over to me, please. I know where she lives, and will take care of her.

Giles politely handed his charge over, and went on his way, sincerely hoping that the next to demand his care would be a man.

The Bible-woman drew the arm of poor Mrs Frog through her own, and in a few minutes stood beside her in the desolate home.

Nobody cares, muttered the wretched woman as she sank in apathy on her stool and leaned her head against the wall.

You are wrong, dear Mrs Frog. I care, for one, else I should not be here. Many other Christian people would care, too, if they knew of your sufferings; but, above all, God cares. Have you carried your troubles to Him?

Why should I? He has long ago forsaken me.

Is it not, dear friend, that you have forsaken Him? Jesus says, as plain as words can put it, Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. You tell me it is of no use to go to Him, and you dont go, and then you complain that He has forsaken you! Where is my friend Hetty?

In hospital.

Indeed! I have been here several times lately to inquire, but have always found your door locked. Your husband

Hes in prison, and Bobbys gone to the bad, said Mrs Frog, still in a tone of sulky defiance.

I see no sign of food, said the Bible-nurse, glancing quickly round; are you hungry?

Hungry! exclaimed the woman fiercely, Ive tasted nothin at all since yesterday.

Poor thing! said the Bible-nurse in a low tone; come  come with me. I dont say more. You cannot speak while you are famishing. Stay, first one word She paused and looked up. She did not kneel; she did not clasp her hands or shut her eyes, but, with one hand on the door-latch, and the other grasping the poor womans wrist, she prayed  

God bless and comfort poor Mrs Frog, for Jesus sake.

Then she hurried, without uttering a word, to the Institution in George Yard. The door happened to be open, and the figure of a man with white hair and a kind face was seen within.

Entering, the Bible-nurse whispered to this man. Another moment and Mrs Frog was seated at a long deal table with a comfortable fire at her back, a basin of warm soup, and a lump of loaf bread before her. The Bible-nurse sat by and looked on.

Somebody cares a little, dont you think? she whispered, when the starving woman made a brief pause for breath.

Yes, thank God, answered Mrs Frog, returning to the meal as though she feared that some one might still snatch it from her thin lips before she got it all down.

When it was finished the Bible-nurse led Mrs Frog into another room.

You feel better  stronger? she asked.

Yes, much better  thank you, and quite able to go home.

There is no occasion for you to go home to-night; you may sleep there, (pointing to a corner), but I would like to pray with you now, and read a verse or two.

Mrs Frog submitted, while her friend read to her words of comfort; pleaded that pardon and deliverance might be extended, and gave her loving words of counsel. Then the poor creature lay down in her corner, drew a warm blanket over her, and slept with a degree of comfort that she had not enjoyed for many a day.

When it was said by Mrs Frog that her son Bobby had gone to the bad, it must not be supposed that any very serious change had come over him. As that little waif had once said of himself, when in a penitent mood, he was about as bad as he could be, so couldnt grow much badder. But when his sister lost her situation in the firm that paid her such splendid wages, and fell ill, and went into hospital in consequence, he lost heart, and had a relapse of wickedness. He grew savage with regard to life in general, and committed a petty theft, which, although not discovered, necessitated his absence from home for a time. It was while he was away that the scene which we have just described took place.

On the very next day he returned, and it so happened that on the same day Hetty was discharged from hospital cured. That is to say, she left the place a thin, tottering, pallid shadow, but with no particular form of organic disease about her.

She and her mother had received some food from one who cared for them, through the Bible-nurse.

Mother, youve been drinkin again, said Hetty, looking earnestly at her parents eyes.

Well, dear, pleaded Mrs Frog, what could I do? You had all forsaken me, and I had nothin else to comfort me.

Oh! mother, darling mother, cried Hetty, do promise me that you will give it up. I wont get ill or leave you again  God helping me; but it will kill me if you go on. Do promise.

Its of no use, Hetty. Of course I can easily promise, but I cant keep my promise. I know I cant.

Hetty knew this to be too true. Without the grace of God in the heart, she was well aware that human efforts must fail, sooner or later. She was thinking what to reply, and praying in her heart for guidance, when the door opened and her brother Bobby swaggered in with an air that did not quite accord with his filthy fluttering rags, unwashed face and hands, bare feet and unkempt hair.

Vell, mother, ow are ye? Hallo! Hetty! wy, wot a shadder youve become! Oh! I say, them nusses at the hospital must ave stole all your flesh an blood from you, for theyve left nothin but the bones and skin.

He went up to his sister, put an arm round her neck, and kissed her. This was a very unusual display of affection. It was the first time Bobby had volunteered an embrace, though he had often submitted to one with dignified complacency, and Hetty, being weak, burst into tears.

Hallo! I say, stop that now, young gal, he said, with a look of alarm, Im always took bad ven I see that sort o thing, I cant stand it.

By way of mending matters the poor girl, endeavouring to be agreeable, gave a hysterical laugh.

Come, thats better, though it aint much to boast of,  and he kissed her again.

Finding that, although for the present they were supplied with a small amount of food, Hetty had no employment and his mother no money, our city Arab said that he would undertake to sustain the family.

But oh! Bobby, dear, dont steal again.

No, Hetty, I wont, Ill vork. I didnt go for to do it a-purpose, but I was overtook someow  I seed the umbrellar standin handy, you know, and  etceterer. But Im sorry I did it, an I wont do it again.

Swelling with great intentions, Robert Frog thrust his dirty little hands into his trouser pockets  at least into the holes that once contained them  and went out whistling.

Soon he came to a large warehouse, where a portly gentleman stood at the door. Planting himself in front of this man, and ceasing to whistle in order that he might speak, he said:  

Was you in want of a and, sir?

No, I wasnt, replied the man, with a glance of contempt.

Sorry for that, returned Bobby, cause Im in want of a sitivation.

What can you do? asked the man.

Oh! hanythink.

Ah, I thought so; I dont want hands who can do anything, I prefer those who can do something.

Bobby Frog resumed his whistling, at the exact bar where he had left off, and went on his way. He was used to rebuffs, and didnt mind them. But when he had spent all the forenoon in receiving rebuffs, had made no progress whatever in his efforts, and began to feel hungry, he ceased the whistling and became grave.

This looks serious, he said, pausing in front of a pastry-cooks shop window. But for that there plate glass wot a blow hout I might ave! Beggin might be tried with advantage. Its agin the law, no doubt, but it aint a sin. Yes, Ill try beggin.

But our Arab was not a natural beggar, if we may say so. He scorned to whine, and did not even like to ask. His spirit was much more like that of a highwayman than a beggar.

Proceeding to a quiet neighbourhood which seemed to have been forgotten by the police, he turned down a narrow lane and looked out for a subject, as a privateer might search among narrows for a prize. He did not search long. An old lady soon hove in sight. She seemed a suitable old lady, well-dressed, little, gentle, white-haired, a tottering gait, and a benign aspect.

Bobby went straight up and planted himself in front of her.

Please, maam, will you oblige me with a copper?

The poor old lady grew pale. Without a word she tremblingly, yet quickly, pulled out her purse, took therefrom a shilling, and offered it to the boy.

Oh! marm, said Bobby, who was alarmed and conscience-smitten at the result of his scheme, I didnt mean for to frighten you. Indeed I didnt, an I wont ave your money at no price.

Saying which he turned abruptly round and walked away.

Boy, boy, boy! called the old lady in a voice so entreating, though tremulous, that Bobby felt constrained to return.

Youre a most remarkable boy, she said, putting the shilling back into her purse.

Im sorry to say, marm, that youre not the ony indiwidooal as olds that opinion.

What do you mean by your conduct, boy?

I mean, marm, that Im wery ard up. Uncommon ard up; that Ive tried to git vork an cant git it, so that Im redooced to beggary. But, I aint a ighway robber, marm, by no means, an dont want to frighten you hout o your money if you aint willin to give it.

The little tremulous old lady was so pleased with this reply that she took half-a-crown out of her purse and put it into the boys hand. He looked at her in silent surprise.

It aint a copper, marm!

I know that. It is half-a-crown, and I willingly give it you because you are an honest boy.

But, marm, said Bobby, still holding out the piece of silver on his palm, I aint a honest boy. Im a thief!

Tut, tut, dont talk nonsense; I dont believe you.

Vel now, this beats all that I ever did come across. Eres a old ooman as I tells as plain as mud that Im a thief, an nobodys better able to give a opinion on that pint than myself, yet she wont believe it!

No, I wont, said the old lady with a little nod and a smile, so, put the money in your pocket, for youre an honest boy.

Vell, its pleasant to ear that, anyow, returned Bobby, placing the silver coin in a vest pocket which was always kept in repair for coins of smaller value.

Where do you live, boy? I should like to come and see you.

My residence, marm, aint a mansion in the vest-end. No, nor yet a willa in the subarbs. Im afeard, marm, that I live in a district that aint quite suitable for the likes of you to wisit. But

Here Bobby paused, for at the moment his little friend Tim Lumpy recurred to his memory, and a bright thought struck him.

Well, boy, why do you pause?

I was ony thinkin, marm, that if you wants to befriend us poor boys  they calls us waifs an strays an all sorts of unpurlite names  youve ony got to send a sov, or two to Miss Annie Macpherson, Ome of Hindustry, Commercial Street, Spitalfields, an youll be the means o doin a world o good  as I eard a old genlm with a white choker on say the wery last time I was down there avin a blow out o bread an soup.

I know the lady and the Institution well, my boy, said the old lady, and will act on your advice, but

Ere she finished the sentence Bobby Frog had turned and fled at the very top of his speed.

Stop! stop! stop! exclaimed the old lady in a weakly shout.

But the remarkable boy would neither stop nor stay. He had suddenly caught sight of a policeman turning into the lane, and forthwith took to his heels, under a vague and not unnatural impression that if that limb of the law found him in possession of a half-crown he would refuse to believe his innocence with as much obstinacy as the little old lady had refused to believe his guilt.

On reaching home he found his mother alone in a state of amused agitation which suggested to his mind the idea of Old Tom.

Wot, bin at it again, mother?

No, no, Bobby, but somethins happened which amuses me much, an I cant keep it to myself no longer, so Ill tell it to you, Bobby.

Fire away, then, mother, an remember that the law dont compel no one to criminate hisself.

You know, Bob, that a good while ago our Matty disappeared. I saw that the dear child was dyin for want o food an warmth an fresh air, so I thinks to myself, why shouldnt I put er out to board wi rich people for nothink?

A wery correct notion, an cleverer than I gave you credit for. Im glad to ear it too, for I feared sometimes that youd bin an done it.

Oh! Bobby, how could you ever think that! Well, I put the baby out to board with a family of the name of Twitter. Now it seems, all unbeknown to me, Mrs Twitter is a great helper at the George Yard Ragged Schools, where our Hetty has often seen her; but as weve bin used never to speak about the work there, as your father didnt like it, of course I knowd nothin about Mrs Twitter bein given to goin there. Well, it seems shes very free with her money and gives a good deal away to poor people. (Shes not the only one, thought the boy.) So what does the Bible-nurse do when she hears about poor Hettys illness but goes off and asks Mrs Twitter to try an git her a situation.

Oh! I know Hetty, says Mrs Twitter at once, That nice girl that teaches one o the Sunday-school classes. Send her to me. I want a nurse for our baby, thats for Matty, Bob

What! our baby! exclaimed the boy with a sudden blaze of excitement.

Yes  our baby. She calls it hers!

Well, now, said Bobby, after recovering from the fit of laughter and thigh-slapping into which this news had thrown him, if this dont beat cockfightin all to nuffin! why, mother, Hettyll know baby the moment she claps eyes on it.

Of course she will, said Mrs Frog; it is really very awkward, an I cant think what to do. Im half afraid to tell Hetty.

Oh! dont tell her  dont tell her, cried the boy, whose eyes sparkled with mischievous glee. Itll be sich fun! If I ad ony the chance to stand beind a door an see the meetin I wouldnt exchange it  no not for a feed of pork sassengers an suet pudn. I must go an tell this to Tim Lumpy. Itll bust im  thats my ony fear, but I must tell im wotever be the consikences.

With this stern resolve, to act regardless of results, Bob Frog went off in search of his little friend, whose departure for Canada had been delayed, from some unknown cause, much to Bobs satisfaction. He found Tim on his way to the Beehive, and was induced not only to go with him, but to decide, finally, to enter the Institution as a candidate for Canada. Being well-known, both as to person and circumstances, he was accepted at once; taken in, washed, cropped, and transformed as if by magic.




Chapter Sixteen.

Sir Richard visits the Beehive, and sees many Surprising Things.

My dear Mrs Loper, said Mrs Twitter over a cup of tea, it is very kind of you to say so, and I really do think you are right, we have done full justice to our dear wee Mita. Who would ever have thought, remembering the thin starved sickly child she was the night that Sam brought her in, that she would come to be such a plump, rosy, lovely child? I declare to you that I feel as if she were one of my own.

She is indeed a very lovely infant, returned Mrs Loper. Dont you think so, Mrs Larrabel?

The smiling lady expanded her mouth, and said, very.

But, continued Mrs Twitter, I really find that the entire care of her is too much for me, for, although dear Mary assists me, her studies require to be attended to, and, do you know, babies interfere with studies dreadfully. Not that I have time to do much in that way at present. I think the Bible is the only book I really study now, so, you see, Ive been thinking of adding to our establishment by getting a new servant;  a sort of nursery governess, you know,  a cheap one, of course. Sam quite agrees with me, and, as it happens, I know a very nice little girl just now  a very very poor girl  who helps us so nicely on Sundays in George Yard, and has been recommended to me as a most deserving creature. I expect her to call to-night.

Be cautious, Mrs Twitter, said Mrs Loper. These very poor girls from the slums of Whitechapel are sometimes dangerous, and, excuse me, rather dirty. Of course, if you know her, that is some security, but I would advise you to be very cautious.

Thank you, my dear, said Mrs Twitter, I usually am very cautious, and will try to be so on this occasion. I mean her to be rather a sort of nursery governess than a servant.  That is probably the girl.

She referred to a rather timid knock at the front door. In another second the domestic announced Hetty Frog, who entered with a somewhat shy air, and seemed fluttered at meeting with unexpected company.

Come in, Hetty, my dear; Im glad to see you. My friends here know that you are a helper in our Sunday-schools. Sit down, and have a cup of tea. You know why I have sent for you?

Yes, Mrs Twitter. It  it is very kind. Our Bible-nurse told me, and I shall be so happy to come, because  but I fear I have interrupted you. I  I can easily come back

No interruption at all, my dear. Here, take this cup of tea

And a crumpet, added Mrs Larrabel, who sympathised with the spirit of hospitality.

Yes, take a crumpet, and let me hear about your last place.

Poor Hetty, who was still very weak from her recent illness, and would gladly have been excused sitting down with two strangers, felt constrained to comply, and was soon put at her ease by the kindly tone and manner of the hostess. She ran quickly over the chief points of her late engagements, and roused, without meaning to do so, the indignation of the ladies by the bare mention of the wages she had received for the amount of work done.

Well, my dear, said the homely Mrs Twitter, we wont be so hard on you here. I want you to assist me with my sewing and darning  of which I have a very great deal  and help to take care of baby.

Very well, maam, said Hetty, when do you wish me to begin my duties?

Oh! to-morrow  after breakfast will do. It is too late to-night. But before you go, I may as well let you see the little one you are to have charge of. I hear she is awake.

There could be no doubt upon that point, for the very rafters of the house were ringing at the moment with the yells which issued from an adjoining room.

Come this way, Hetty.

Mrs Loper and Mrs Larrabel, having formed a good opinion of the girl, looked on with approving smiles. The smiles changed to glances of surprise, however, when Hetty, having looked on the baby, uttered a most startling scream, while her eyes glared as though she saw a ghostly apparition.

Seizing the baby with unceremonious familiarity, Hetty struck Mrs Twitter dumb by turning it on its face, pulling open its dress, glancing at a bright red spot on its back, and uttering a shriek of delight as she turned it round again, and hugged it with violent affection, exclaiming, Oh! my blessed Matty!

The childs name is not Matty; it is Mita, said Mrs Twitter, on recovering her breath. What do you mean, girl?

Her name is not Mita, it is Matty, returned Hetty, with a flatness of contradiction that seemed impossible in one so naturally gentle.

Mrs Twitter stood, aghast  bereft of the power of speech or motion. Mrs Loper and Mrs Larrabel were similarly affected. They soon recovered, however, and exclaimed in chorus, What can she mean?

Forgive me, maam, said Hetty, still holding on to baby, who seemed to have an idea that she was creating a sensation of some sort, without requiring to yell, forgive my rudeness, maam, but I really couldnt help it, for this is my long-lost sister Matilda.

Sister Matilda! echoed Mrs Loper.

Long-lost sister Matilda! repeated Mrs Larrabel.

This  is  your  long-lost sister Matilda, rehearsed Mrs Twitter, like one in a dream.

The situation was rendered still more complex by the sudden entrance of Mr Twitter and his friend Crackaby.

What  what  whats to do now, Mariar?

Sister Matilda! shouted all three with a gasp.

Lunatics, every one of em, murmured Crackaby.

It is, perhaps, scarcely necessary to add that a full explanation ensued when the party became calmer; that Mrs Twitter could not doubt the veracity of Hetty Frog, but suspected her sanity; that Mrs Frog was sent for, and was recognised at once by Mr Twitter as the poor woman who had asked him such wild and unmeaning questions the night on which he had found the baby; and that Mr and Mrs Twitter, Mrs Loper, Mrs Larrabel, and Crackaby came to the unanimous conclusion that they had never heard of such a thing before in the whole course of their united lives  which lives, when united, as some statisticians would take a pride in recording, formed two hundred and forty-three years! Poor Mrs Twitter was as inconsolable at the loss of her baby as Mrs Frog was overjoyed at the recovery of hers. She therefore besought the latter to leave little Mita, alias Matty, with her just for one night longer  only one night  and then she might come for her in the morning, for, you know, it would have been cruel to remove the child from her warm crib at that hour to a cold and comfortless lodging.

Of course Mrs Frog readily consented. If Mrs Frog had known the events that lay in the womb of the next few hours, she would sooner have consented to have had her right-hand cut off than have agreed to that most reasonable request.

But we must not anticipate. A few of our dramatis personae took both an active and an inactive part in the events of these hours. It is therefore imperative that we should indicate how some of them came to be in that region.

About five of the clock in the afternoon of the day in question, Sir Richard Brandon, his daughter and idol Diana, and his young friend Stephen Welland, sat in the dining-room of the West-end mansion concluding an early and rather hasty dinner. That something was pending was indicated by the fact that little Di sat accoutred in her hat and cloak.

We shall have to make haste, said Sir Richard, rising, for I should not like to be late, and it is a long drive to Whitechapel.

When do they begin? asked Welland.

They have tea at six, I believe, and then the meeting commences at seven, but I wish to be early that I may have a short conversation with one of the ladies of the Home.

Oh! it will be so nice, and such fun to see the dear little boys. How many are going to start for Canada, to-night, papa?

About fifty or sixty, I believe, but Im not sure. They are sent off in batches of varying size from time to time.

Is the demand for them so great? asked Welland, I should have thought that Canadian farmers and others would be afraid to receive into their dwellings what is often described as the scum of the London streets.

They were afraid at first, I am told, but soon discovered that the little fellows who came from Miss Macphersons Home had been subjected to such good training and influences before leaving that they almost invariably turned out valuable and trustworthy workmen. No doubt there are exceptions in this as in every other case, but the demand is, it seems, greater than the supply. It is, however, a false idea that little waifs and strays, however dirty or neglected, are in any sense the scum of London. Youth, in all circumstances, is cream, and only turns into scum when allowed to stagnate or run to waste. Come, now, let us be off. Mr Seaward, the city missionary, is to meet us after the meeting, and show you and me something of those who have fallen very low in the social scale. Brisbane, who is also to be at the meeting, will bring Di home. By the way, have you heard anything yet about that poor comrade and fellow-clerk of yours  Twitter, I think, was his name  who disappeared so suddenly?

Nothing whatever. I have made inquiries in all directions  for I had a great liking for the poor fellow. I went also to see his parents, but they seemed too much cut up to talk on the subject at all, and knew nothing of his whereabouts.

Ah! it is a very sad case  very, said Sir Richard, as they all descended to the street. We might, perhaps, call at their house to-night in passing. Entering a cab, they drove away.

From the foregoing conversation the reader will have gathered that the party were about to visit the Beehive, or Home of Industry, and that Sir Richard, through the instrumentality of little Di and the city missionary, had actually begun to think about the poor!

It was a special night at the Beehive. A number of diamonds with some of their dust rubbed off  namely, a band of little boys, rescued from the streets and from a probable life of crime, were to be assembled there to say farewell to such friends as took an interest in them.

The Hive had been a huge warehouse. It was now converted, with but slight structural alteration, into a great centre of Light in that morally dark region, from which emanated gospel truth and Christian influence, and in which was a refuge for the poor, the destitute, the sin-smitten, and the sorrowful. Not only poverty, but sin-in-rags, was sure of help in the Beehive. It had been set agoing to bring, not the righteous, but sinners, to repentance.

When Sir Richard arrived he found a large though low-roofed room crowded with people, many of whom, to judge from their appearance, were, like himself, diamond-seekers from the west-end, while others were obviously from the east-end, and had the appearance of men and women who had been but recently unearthed. There were also city missionaries and other workers for God in that humble-looking hall. Among them sat Mr John Seaward and George Brisbane, Esquire.

Placing Di and Welland near the latter, Sir Richard retired to a corner where one of the ladies of the establishment was distributing tea to all comers.

Where are your boys, may I ask? said the knight, accepting a cup of tea.

Over in the left corner, answered the lady. You can hardly see them for the crowd, but they will stand presently.

At that moment, as if to justify her words, a large body of boys rose up, at a sign from the superintending genius of the place, and began to sing a beautiful hymn in soft, tuneful voices. It was a goodly array of dusty diamonds, and a few of them had already begun to shine.

Surely, said Sir Richard, in a low voice, these cannot be the ragged, dirty little fellows you pick up in the streets?

Indeed they are, returned the lady.

But  but they seem to me quite respectable and cleanly fellows, not at all like  why, how has the change been accomplished?

By the united action, sir, of soap and water, needles and thread, scissors, cast-off garments, and Love.

Sir Richard smiled. Perchance the reader may also smile; nevertheless, this statement embodied probably the whole truth.

When an unkempt, dirty, ragged little savage presents himself, or is presented, at the Refuge, or is picked up in the streets, his case is promptly and carefully inquired into. If he seems a suitable character  that is, one who is utterly friendless and parentless, or whose parents are worse than dead to him  he is received into the Home, and the work of transformation  both of body and soul  commences. First he is taken to the lavatory and scrubbed outwardly clean. His elfin locks are cropped close and cleansed. His rags are burned, and a new suit, made by the old women workers, is put upon him, after which, perhaps, he is fed. Then he is sent to a doctor to see that he is internally sound in wind and limb. If passed by the doctor, he receives a brief but important training in the rudiments of knowledge. In all of these various processes Love is the guiding principle of the operator  love to God and love to the boy. He is made to understand, and to feel, that it is in the name of Jesus, for the love of Jesus, and in the spirit of Jesus  not of mere philanthropy  that all this is done, and that his body is cared for chiefly in order that the soul may be won.

Little wonder, then, that a boy or girl, whose past experience has been the tender mercies of the world  and that the roughest part of the world  should become somewhat respectable, as Sir Richard put it, under such new and blessed influences.

Suddenly a tiny shriek was heard in the midst of the crowd, and a sweet little voice exclaimed, as if its owner were in great surprise  

Oh! oh! there is my boy!

A hearty laugh from the audience greeted this outburst, and poor Di, shrinking down, tried to hide her pretty face on Wellands ready arm. Her remark was quickly forgotten in the proceedings that followed  but it was true.

There stood, in the midst of the group of boys, little Bobby Frog, with his face washed, his hair cropped and shining, his garments untattered, and himself looking as meek and respectable as the best of them. Beside him stood his fast friend Tim Lumpy. Bobby was not, however, one of the emigrant band. Having joined only that very evening, and been cropped, washed, and clothed for the first time, he was there merely as a privileged guest. Tim, also, was only a guest, not having quite attained to the dignity of a full-fledged emigrant at that time.

At the sound of the sweet little voice, Bobby Frogs meek look was replaced by one of bright intelligence, not unmingled with anxiety, as he tried unavailingly to see the child who had spoken.

We do not propose to give the proceedings of this meeting in detail, interesting though they were. Other matters of importance claim our attention. It will be sufficient to say that mingled with the semi-conversational, pleasantly free-and-easy, intercourse that ensued, there were most interesting short addresses from the lady-superintendents of The Sailors Welcome Home and of the Strangers Rest, both of Ratcliff Highway, also from the chief of the Ragged schools in George Yard, and several city missionaries, as well as from city merchants who found time and inclination to traffic in the good things of the life to come as well as in those of the life that now is.

Before the proceedings had drawn to a close a voice whispered:

It is time to go, Sir Richard. It was the voice of John Seaward.

Following him, Sir Richard and Welland went out. It had grown dark by that time, and as there were no brilliantly lighted shops near, the place seemed gloomy, but the gloom was nothing to that of the filthy labyrinths into which Seaward quickly conducted his followers.

You have no occasion to fear, sir, said the missionary, observing that Sir Richard hesitated at the mouth of one very dark alley. It would, indeed, hardly be safe were you to come down here alone, but most of em know me. I remember being told by one of the greatest roughs I ever knew that at the very corner where we now stand he had many and many a time knocked down and robbed people. That man is now an earnest Christian, and, like Paul, goes about preaching the Name which he once despised.

At the moment a dark shadow seemed to pass them, and a gruff voice said, Good-night, sir.

Was that the man you were speaking of? asked Sir Richard, quickly.

Oh no, sir, replied Seaward with a laugh; thats what he was once like, indeed, but not what he is like now. His voice is no longer gruff. Take care of the step, gentlemen, as you pass here; so, now we will go into this lodging. It is one of the common lodging-houses of London, which are regulated by law and under the supervision of the police. Each man pays fourpence a night here, for which he is entitled to a bed and the use of the kitchen and its fire to warm himself and cook his food. If he goes to the same lodging every night for a week he becomes entitled to a free night on Sundays.

The room into which they now entered was a long low chamber, which evidently traversed the whole width of the building, for it turned at a right angle at the inner end, and extended along the back to some extent. It was divided along one side into boxes or squares, after the fashion of some eating-houses, with a small table in the centre of each box, but, the partitions being little higher than those of a church-pew, the view of the whole room was unobstructed. At the inner angle of the room blazed a coal-fire so large that a sheep might have been easily roasted whole at it. Gas jets, fixed along the walls at intervals, gave a sufficient light to the place.

This was the kitchen of the lodging-house, and formed the sitting-room of the place; and here was assembled perhaps the most degraded and miserable set of men that the world can produce. They were not all of one class, by any means; nor were they all criminal, though certainly many of them were. The place was the last refuge of the destitute; the social sink into which all that is improvident, foolish, reckless, thriftless, or criminal finally descends.

Sir Richard and Welland had put on their oldest great-coats and shabbiest wideawakes; they had also put off their gloves and rings and breastpins in order to attract as little attention as possible, but nothing that they could have done could have reduced their habiliments to anything like the garments of the poor creatures with whom they now mingled. If they had worn the same garments for months or years without washing them, and had often slept in them out of doors in dirty places, they might perhaps have brought them to the same level, but not otherwise.

Some of the people, however, were noisy enough. Many of them were smoking, and the coarser sort swore and talked loud. Those who had once been in better circumstances sat and moped, or spoke in lower tones, or cooked their victuals with indifference to all else around, or ate them in abstracted silence; while not a few laid their heads and arms on the tables, and apparently slept. For sleeping in earnest there were rooms overhead containing many narrow beds with scant and coarse covering, which, however, the law compelled to be clean. One of the rooms contained seventy such beds.

Little notice was taken of the west-end visitors as they passed up the room, though some dark scowls of hatred were cast after them, and a few glanced at them with indifference. It was otherwise in regard to Seaward. He received many a good-night, sir, as he passed, and a kindly nod greeted him here and there from men who at first looked as if kindness had been utterly eradicated from their systems.

One of those whom we have described as resting their heads and arms on the tables, looked hastily up, on hearing the visitors voices, with an expression of mingled surprise and alarm. It was Sammy Twitter, with hands and visage filthy, hair dishevelled, eyes bloodshot, cheeks hollow, and garments beyond description disreputable. He seemed the very embodiment of woe and degradation. On seeing his old friend Welland he quickly laid his head down again and remained motionless.

Welland had not observed him.

You would scarcely believe it, sir, said the missionary, in a low tone; nearly all classes of society are occasionally represented here. You will sometimes find merchants, lawyers, doctors, military men, and even clergymen, who have fallen step by step, chiefly in consequence of that subtle demon drink, until the common lodging-house is their only home.

Heaven help me! said Sir Richard; my friend Brisbane has often told me of this, but I have never quite believed it  certainly never realised it  until to-night. And even now I can hardly believe it. I see no one here who seems as if he ever had belonged to the classes you name.

Do you see the old man in the last box in the room, on the left-hand side, sitting alone? asked Seaward, turning his back to the spot indicated.

Yes.

Well, that is a clergyman. I know him well. You would never guess it from his wretched clothing, but you might readily believe it if you were to speak to him.

That I will not do, returned the other firmly.

You are right, sir, said Seaward, I would not advise that you should  at least not here, or now. I have been in the habit of reading a verse or two of the Word and giving them a short address sometimes about this hour. Have you any objection to my doing so now? It wont detain us long.

None in the world; pray, my good sir, dont let me disarrange your plans.

Perhaps, added the missionary, you would say a few words to

No, no, interrupted the other, quickly; no, they are preaching to me just now, Mr Seaward, a very powerful sermon, I assure you.

During the foregoing conversation young Wellands thoughts had been very busy; ay, and his conscience had not been idle, for when mention was made of that great curse strong drink, he vividly recalled the day when he had laughed at Sam Twitters blue ribbon, and felt uneasy as to how far his conduct on that occasion had helped Sam in his downward career.

My friends, said the missionary aloud, we will sing a hymn.

Some of those whom he addressed turned towards the speaker; others paid no attention whatever, but went on with their cooking and smoking. They were used to it, as ordinary church-goers are to the service. The missionary understood that well, but was not discouraged, because he knew that his labour in the Lord should not be in vain. He pulled out two small hymn-books and handed one to Sir Richard, the other to Welland.

Sir Richard suddenly found himself in what was to him a strange and uncomfortable position, called on to take a somewhat prominent part in a religious service in a low lodging-house!

The worst of it was that the poor knight could not sing a note. However, his deficiency in this respect was more than compensated by John Seaward, who possessed a telling tuneful voice, with a grateful heart to work it. Young Welland also could sing well, and joined heartily in that beautiful hymn which tells of The wonderful words of life.

After a brief prayer the missionary preached the comforting gospel, and tried, with all the fervour of a sympathetic heart, to impress on his hearers that there really was Hope for the hopeless, and Rest for the weary in Jesus Christ.

When he had finished, Stephen Welland surprised him, as well as his friend Sir Richard and the audience generally, by suddenly exclaiming, in a subdued but impressive voice, which drew general attention:

Friends, I had no intention of saying a word when I came here, but, God forgive me, I have committed a sin, which seems to force me to speak and warn you against giving way to strong drink. I had  nay, I have  a dear friend who once put on the Blue Ribbon.

Here he related the episode at the road-side tavern, and his friends terrible fall, and wound up with the warning:

Fellow-men, fellow-sinners, beware of being laughed out of good resolves  beware of strong drink. I know not where my comrade is now. He may be dead, but I think not, for he has a mother and father who pray for him without ceasing. Still better, as you have just been told, he has an Advocate with God, who is able and willing to save him to the uttermost. Forgive me, Mr Seaward, for speaking without being asked. I could not help it.

No need to ask forgiveness of me, Mr Welland. You have spoken on the Lords side, and I have reason to thank you heartily.

While this was being said, those who sat near the door observed that a young man rose softly, and slunk away like a criminal, with a face ashy pale and his head bowed down. On reaching the door, he rushed out like one who expected to be pursued. It was young Sam Twitter. Few of the inmates of the place observed him, none cared a straw for him, and the incident was, no doubt, quickly forgotten.

We must hasten now, if we are to visit another lodging-house, said Seaward, as they emerged into the comparatively fresh air of the street, for it grows late, and riotous drunken characters are apt to be met with as they stagger home.

No; I have had enough for one night, said Sir Richard. I shall not be able to digest it all in a hurry. Ill go home by the Metropolitan, if you will conduct me to the nearest station.

Come along, then. This way.

They had not gone far, and were passing through a quiet side street, when they observed a poor woman sitting on a door-step. It was Mrs Frog, who had returned to sit on the old familiar spot, and watch the shadows on the blind, either from the mere force of habit, or because this would probably be the last occasion on which she could expect to enjoy that treat.

A feeling of pity entered Sir Richards soul as he looked on the poorly clothed forlorn creature. He little knew what rejoicing there was in her heart just then  so deceptive are appearances at times! He went towards her with an intention of some sort, when a very tall policeman turned the corner, and approached.

Why, Giles Scott! exclaimed the knight, holding out his hand, which Giles shook respectfully, you seem to be very far away from your beat to-night.

No, sir, not very far, for this is my beat, now. I have exchanged into the city, for reasons that I need not mention.

At this point a belated and half-tipsy man passed with his donkey-cart full of unsold vegetables and rubbish.

Hallo! you big blue-coat-boy, he cried politely to Giles, wot dye call that?

Giles had caught sight of that at the same moment, and darted across the street.

Why, its fire! he shouted. Run, young fellow, you know the fire-station!

I know it, shouted the donkey-man, sobered in an instant, as he jumped off his cart, left it standing, dashed round the corner, and disappeared, while Number 666 beat a thundering tattoo on Samuel Twitters front door.




Chapter Seventeen.

Things become too hot for the Twitter Family.

Before the thunder of Giles Scotts first rap had ceased, a pane of glass in one of the lower windows burst, and out came dense volumes of smoke, with a red tongue or two piercing them here and there, showing that the fire had been smouldering long, and had got well alight.

It was followed by an appalling shriek from Mrs Frog, who rushed forward shouting, Oh! baby! baby!

Hold her, sir, said Giles to young Welland, who sprang forward at the same moment.

Welland was aware of the immense value of prompt obedience, and saw that Giles was well fitted to command. He seized Mrs Frog and held her fast, while Giles, knowing that there was no time to stand on ceremony, stepped a few paces back, ran at the door with all his might, and applied his foot with his great weight and momentum to it. As the oak is shattered by the thunderbolt, so was Samuel Twitters door by the foot of Number 666. But the bold constable was met by a volume of black smoke which was too much even for him. It drove him back half suffocated, while, at the same time, it drove the domestic out of the house into his arms. She had rushed from the lower regions just in time to escape death.

A single minute had not yet elapsed, and only half-a-dozen persons had assembled, with two or three policemen, who instantly sought to obtain an entrance by a back door.

Hold her, Sir Richard, said Welland, handing the struggling Mrs Frog over. The knight accepted the charge, while Welland ran to the burning house, which seemed to be made of tinder, it blazed up so quickly.

Giles was making desperate efforts to enter by a window which vomited fire and smoke that defied him. An upper window was thrown open, and Samuel Twitter appeared in his night-dress, shouting frantically.

Stephen Welland saw that entrance or egress by lower window or staircase was impossible. He had been a noted athlete at school. There was an iron spout which ran from the street to the roof. He rushed to that, and sprang up more like a monkey than a man.

Pitch over blankets! roared Giles, as the youth gained a window of the first floor, and dashed it in.

The donkey-cart! shouted Welland, in reply, and disappeared.

Giles was quick to understand. He dragged  almost lifted  the donkey and cart on to the pavement under the window where Mr Twitter stood waving his hands and yelling. The poor man had evidently lost his reason for the time, and was fit for nothing. A hand was seen to grasp his neck behind, and he disappeared. At the same moment a blanket came fluttering down, and Welland stood on the window-sill with Mrs Twitter in his arms, and a sheet of flame following. The height was about thirty feet. The youth steadied himself for one moment, as if to take aim, and dropped Mrs Twitter, as he might have dropped a bundle. She not only went into the vegetable cart, with a bursting shriek, but right through it, and reached the pavement unhurt  though terribly shaken!

Four minutes had not yet elapsed. The crowd had thickened, and a dull rumbling which had been audible for half a minute increased into a mighty roar as the fiery-red engine with its brass-helmeted heroes dashed round the corner, and pulled up with a crash, seeming to shoot the men off. These swarmed, for a few seconds, about the hose, water plug, and nozzles. At the same instant the great fire-escape came rushing on the scene, like some antediluvian monster, but by that time Giles had swept away the débris of the donkey-cart, with Mrs Twitter imbedded therein, and had stretched the blanket with five powerful volunteers to hold it. Jump, sir, jump! he cried. Samuel Twitter jumped  unavoidably, for Welland pushed him  just as the hiss and crackle of the water-spouts began.

He came down in a heap, rebounded like india-rubber, and was hurled to one side in time to make way for one of his young flock.

The children! the children! screamed Mrs Twitter, disengaging herself from the vegetables.

Where are they? asked a brass-helmeted man, quietly, as the head of the Escape went crashing through an upper window.

The top floor! all of em there!  top flooor!

No  nooo! some on the second flooor! yelled Mr Twitter.

I say top  floooor, repeated the wife.

You forget  baby  baiby! roared the husband.

A wild shriek was Mrs Twitters reply.

The quiet man with the brass helmet had run up the Escape quite regardless of these explanations. At the same time top windows were opened up, and little night-dressed figures appeared at them all, apparently making faces, for their cries were drowned in the shouts below.

From these upper windows smoke was issuing, but not yet in dense, suffocating volumes. The quiet man of the Escape entered a second floor window through smoke and flames as though he were a salamander.

The crowd below gave him a lusty cheer, for it was a great surging crowd by that time; nevertheless it surged within bounds, for a powerful body of police kept it back, leaving free space for the firemen to work.

A moment or two after the quiet fireman had entered, the night-dressed little ones disappeared from the other windows and congregated, as if by magic, at the window just above the head of the Escape. Almost simultaneously the fly-ladder of the Escape  used for upper windows  was swung out, and when the quiet fireman had got out on the window-sill with little Lucy in his arms and little Alice held by her dress in his teeth, its upper rounds touched his knees, as if with a kiss of recognition!

He descended the fly-ladder, and shoved the two terrified little ones somewhat promptly into the canvas shoot, where a brother fireman was ready to pilot them together xxx to the ground. Molly being big had to be carried by herself, but Willie and Fred went together.

During all this time poor Mrs Frog had given herself over to the one idea of screaming baby! baieby! and struggling to get free from the two policemen, who had come to the relief of Sir Richard, and who tenderly restrained her.

In like manner Mr and Mrs Twitter, although not absolutely in need of restraint, went about wringing their hands and making such confused and contradictory statements that no one could understand what they meant, and the firemen quietly went on with their work quite regardless of their existence.

Policeman! said Sam Twitter, looking up in the face of Number 666, with a piteous expression, and almost weeping with vexation, nobody will listen to me. I would go up myself, but the firemen wont let me, and my dear wife has such an idea of sticking to truth that when they ask her, Is your baby up there? she yells No, not our baby, and before she can explain she gasps, and then I try to explain, and that so bamboozles

Is your baby there? demanded Number 666 vehemently.

Yes, it is! cried Twitter, without the slightest twinge of conscience.

What room?

That one, pointing to the left side of the house on the first floor.

Just then part of the roof gave way and fell into the furnace of flame below, leaving visible the door of the very room to which Twitter had pointed.

A despairing groan escaped him as he saw it, for now all communication seemed cut off, and the men were about to pull the Escape away to prevent its being burned, while, more engines having arrived, something like a mountain torrent of water was descending on the devoted house.

Stop, lads, a moment, said Giles, springing upon the Escape. He might have explained to the firemen what he had learned, but that would have taken time, and every second just then was of the utmost value. He was up on the window-sill before they well understood what he meant to do.

The heat was intolerable. A very lake of fire rolled beneath him. The door of the room pointed out by Twitter was opposite  fortunately on the side furthest from the centre of fire, but the floor was gone. Only two great beams remained, and the one Giles had to cross was more than half burned through. It was a fragile bridge on which to pass over an abyss so terrible. But heroes do not pause to calculate. Giles walked straight across it with the steadiness of a rope-dancer, and burst in the scarred and splitting door.

The smoke here was not too dense to prevent his seeing. One glance revealed baby Frog lying calmly in her crib as if asleep. To seize her, wrap her in the blankets, and carry her to the door of the room, was the work of a moment, but the awful abyss now lay before him, and it seemed to have been heated seven times. The beam, too, was by that time re-kindling with the increased heat, and the burden he carried prevented Giles from seeing, and balancing himself so well. He did not hesitate, but he advanced slowly and with caution.

A dead silence fell on the awe-stricken crowd, whose gaze was concentrated now on the one figure. The throbbing of the engines was heard distinctly when the roar of excitement was thus temporarily checked.

As Giles moved along, the beam cracked under his great weight. The heat became almost insupportable. His boots seemed to shrivel up and tighten round his feet.

Hes gone! No, hes not! gasped some of the crowd, as the tall smoke and flame encompassed him, and he was seen for a moment to waver.

It was a touch of giddiness, but by a violent impulse of the will he threw it off, and at the same time bounded to the window, sending the beam, which was broken off by the shock, hissing down into the lake of fire.

The danger was past, and a loud, continuous, enthusiastic cheer greeted gallant Number 666 as he descended the chute with the baby in his arms, and delivered it alive and well, and more solemn than ever, to its mother  its own mother!

When Sir Richard Brandon returned home that night, he found it uncommonly difficult to sleep. When, after many unsuccessful efforts, he did manage to slumber, his dreams re-produced the visions of his waking hours, with many surprising distortions and mixings  one of which distortions was, that all the paupers in the common lodging-houses had suddenly become rich, while he, Sir Richard, had as suddenly become poor, and a beggar in filthy rags, with nobody to care for him, and that these enriched beggars came round him and asked him, in quite a facetious way, how he liked it!

Next morning, when the worthy knight arose, he found his unrested brain still busy with the same theme. He also found that he had got food for meditation, and for discussion with little Di, not only for some time to come, but, for the remainder of his hours.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Ocean and the New World.

Doctors tell us that change of air is usually beneficial, often necessary, nearly always agreeable. Relying on the wisdom of this opinion, we propose now to give the reader who has followed us thus far a change of air  by shifting the scene to the bosom of the broad Atlantic  and thus blow away the cobwebs and dust of the city.

Those who have not yet been out upon the great ocean cannot conceive  and those who have been out on it may not have seen  the splendours of a luminous fog on a glorious summer morning. The prevailing ideas in such circumstances are peace and liquidity! the only solid object visible above, below, or around, being the ship on which you stand.

Everything else is impalpable, floating, soft, and of a light, bright, silvery grey. The air is warm, the sea is glass; it is circular, too, like a disc, and the line where it meets with the sky is imperceptible. Your little bark is the centre of a great crystal ball, the limit of which is Immensity!

As we have said, peace, liquidity, luminosity, softness, and warmth prevail everywhere, and the fog, or rather, the silvery haze  for it is dry and warm as well as bright  has the peculiar effect of deadening sound, so that the quiet little noises of ship-board rather help than destroy the idea of that profound tranquillity which suggests irresistibly to the religious mind the higher and sweeter idea of the peace of God.

But, although intensely still, there is no suggestion of death in such a scene. It is only that of slumber! for the ocean undulates even when at rest, and sails flap gently even when there is no wind. Besides this, on the particular morning to which we call attention, a species of what we may call still life was presented by a mighty iceberg  a peaked and towering mountain of snowy white and emerald blue  which floated on the sea not a quarter of a mile off on the starboard bow. Real life also was presented to the passengers of the noble bark which formed the centre of this scene, in the form of gulls floating like great snowflakes in the air, and flocks of active little divers rejoicing unspeakably on the water. The distant cries of these added to the harmony of nature, and tended to draw the mind from mere abstract contemplation to positive sympathy with the joys of other animals besides ones-self.

The only discordant sounds that met the ears of those who voyaged in the bark Ocean Queen were the cacklings of a creature in the hen-coops which had laid an egg, or thought it had done so, or wished to do so, or, having been sea-sick up to that time, perhaps, endeavoured to revive its spirits by recalling the fact that it once did so, and might perhaps do so again! By the way there was also one other discord, in the form of a pugnacious baby, which whimpered continuously, and, from some unaccountable cause, refused to be comforted. But that was a discord which, as in some musical chords, seemed rather to improve the harmony  at least in its mothers ears.

The Ocean Queen was an emigrant ship. In her capacious hull, besides other emigrants, there were upwards of seventy diamonds from the Beehive in Spitalfields on their way to seek their fortunes in the lands that are watered by such grand fresh-water seas as Lakes Superior and Huron and Michigan and Ontario, and such rivers as the Ottawa and the Saint Lawrence.

Robert Frog and Tim Lumpy were among those boys, so changed for the better in a few months that, as the former remarked, their own mothers wouldnt know em, and not only improved in appearance, but in spirit, ay, and even to some small extent in language  so great had been the influence for good brought to bear on them by Christian women working out of love to God and souls.

Aint it lovely? said Tim.

Splendacious! replied Bob.

The reader will observe that we did not say the language had, at that time, been much improved! only to some small extent.

Ive seen picturs of em, Bob, said Tim, leaning his arms on the vessels bulwarks as he gazed on the sleeping sea, wen a genlman came to George Yard with a magic lantern, but I never thought they was so big, or that the holes in em was so blue.

Nor I neither, said Bob.

They referred, of course, to the iceberg, the seams and especially the caverns in which graduated from the lightest azure to the deepest indigo.

Why, I do believe, continued Bobby, as the haze grew a little thinner, that theres rivers of water runnin down its sides, just like as if it was a mountain o loaf-sugar wi the fire-brigade a-pumpin on it. An see, theres waterfalls too, bigger I do blieve than the one I once saw at a pantomime.

Ay, an far prettier too, said Tim.

Bobby Frog did not quite see his way to assent to that. The waterfalls on the iceberg were bigger, he admitted, than those in the pantomime, but then, there was not so much glare and glitter around them.

An Im fond of glare an glitter, he remarked, with a glance at his friend.

So am I, Bob, but

At that instant the dinner-bell rang, and the eyes of both glittered  they almost glared  as they turned and made for the companion-hatch, Bob exclaiming, Ah, thats the thing that Im fond of; glare an glitters all wery well in its way, but it cant old a candle to grub!

Timothy Lumpy seemed to have no difference of opinion with his friend on that point. Indeed the other sixty-eight boys seemed to be marvellously united in sentiment about it, for, without an exception, they responded to that dinner-bell with a promptitude quite equal to that secured by military discipline! There was a rattling of feet on decks and ladderways for a few seconds, and then all was quiet while a blessing was asked on the meal.

For many years Miss Annie Macpherson has herself conducted parties of such boys to Canada, but the party of which we write happened to be in charge of a gentleman whom we will name the Guardian; he was there to keep order, of course, but in truth this was not a difficult matter, for the affections of the boys had been enlisted, and they had already learned to practise self-restraint.

That same day a whale was seen. It produced a sensation among the boys that is not easily described. Considerately, and as if on purpose, it swam round the ship and displayed its gigantic proportions; then it spouted as though to show what it could do in that line, and then, as if to make the performance complete and reduce the Westminster Aquarium to insignificance, it tossed its mighty tail on high, brought it down with a clap like thunder, and finally dived into its native ocean followed by a yell of joyful surprise from the rescued waifs and strays.

There were little boys, perhaps even big ones, in that band, who that day received a lesson of faith from the whale. It taught them that pictures, even extravagant ones, represent great realities. The whale also taught them a lesson of error, as was proved by the remark of one waif to a brother stray:  

I say, Piggie, it aint ard now, to blieve that the whale swallered Jonah.

Youre right, Konky.

Strange interlacing of error with error traversed by truth in this sublunary sphere! Piggie was wrong in admitting that. Konky was right, for, as every one knows, or ought to know, it was not a whale at all that swallowed Jonah, but a great fish which was prepared for the purpose.

But the voyage of the Ocean Queen was not entirely made up of calms, and luminous fogs, and bergs, and whales, and food. A volume would be required to describe it all. There was much foul weather as well as fair, during which periods a certain proportion of the little flock, being not very good sailors, sank to depths of misery which they had never before experienced  not even in their tattered days  and even those of them who had got their sea-legs on, were not absolutely happy.

I say, Piggie, asked the waif before mentioned of his chum, (or dosser), Konky, ow long dee think little Mouse will go on at his present rate o heavin?

I cant say, answered the stray, with a serious air; I aint studied the uman frame wery much, but I should say, ell bust by to-morrow if e goes on like es bin doin.

A tremendous sound from little Mouse, who lay in a neighbouring bunk, seemed to justify the prophecy.

But little Mouse did not bust. He survived that storm, and got his sea-legs on before the next one.

The voyage, however, was on the whole propitious, and, what with school-lessons and Bible-lessons and hymn-singing, and romping, and games of various kinds instituted and engaged in by the Guardian, the time passed profitably as well as pleasantly, so that there were, perhaps, some feelings of regret when the voyage drew to an end, and they came in sight of that Great Land which the Norsemen of old discovered; which Columbus, re-discovering, introduced to the civilised world, and which, we think, ought in justice to have been named Columbia.

And now a new era of life began for those rescued waifs and strays  those east-end diamonds from the great London fields. Canada  with its mighty lakes and splendid rivers, its great forests and rich lands, its interesting past, prosperous present, and hopeful future  opened up to view. But there was a shadow on the prospect, not very extensive, it is true, but dark enough to some of them just then, for here the hitherto united band was to be gradually disunited and dispersed, and friendships that had begun to ripen under the sunshine of Christian influence were to be broken up, perhaps for ever. The Guardian, too, had to be left behind by each member as he was severed from his fellows and sent to a new home among total strangers.

Still there were to set off against these things several points of importance. One of these was that the Guardian would not part with a single boy until the character of his would-be employer was inquired into, and his intention to deal kindly and fairly ascertained. Another point was, that each boy, when handed over to an employer, was not to be left thereafter to care for himself, but his interests were to be watched over and himself visited at intervals by an emissary from the Beehive, so that he would not feel friendless or forsaken even though he should have the misfortune to fall into bad hands. The Guardian also took care to point out that, amid all these leave-takings and partings, there was One who would never leave nor forsake them, and to whom they were indebted for the first helping hand, when they were in their rags and misery, and forsaken of man.

At last the great gulf of Saint Lawrence was entered, and here the vessel was beset with ice, so that she could not advance at a greater rate than two or three miles an hour for a considerable distance.

Soon, however, those fields of frozen sea were passed, and the end of the voyage drew near. Then was there a marvellous outbreak of pens, ink, and paper, for the juvenile flock was smitten with a sudden desire to write home before going to the interior of the new land.

It was a sad truth that many of the poor boys had neither parent nor relative to correspond with, but these were none the less eager in their literary work, for had they not Miss Macpherson and the ladies of the Home to write to?

Soon after that, the party landed at the far-famed city of Quebec, each boy with his bag containing change of linen, and garments, a rug, etcetera; and there, under a shed, thanks were rendered to God for a happy voyage, and prayer offered for future guidance.

Then the Guardian commenced business. He had momentous work to do. The Home of Industry and its work are well-known in Canada. Dusty diamonds sent out from the Beehive were by that time appreciated, and therefore coveted; for the western land is vast, and the labourers are comparatively few. People were eager to get the boys, but the character of intending employers had to be inquired into, and this involved care. Then the suitability of boys to situations had to be considered. However, this was finally got over, and a few of the reclaimed waifs were left at Quebec. This was the beginning of the dispersion.

I dont like it at all, said Bobby Frog to his friend Tim Lumpy, that evening in the sleeping car of the railway train that bore them onward to Montreal; theyll soon be partin you an me, an thatll be worse than wallerin in the mud of Vitechapel.

Bobby said this with such an expression of serious anxiety that his little friend was quite touched.

I hope not, Bob, he replied. What dee say to axin our Guardian to put us both into the same sitivation?

Bobby thought that this was not a bad idea, and as they rolled along these two little waifs gravely discussed their future prospects. It was the same with many others of the band, though not a few were content to gaze out of the carriage windows, pass a running commentary on the new country, and leave their future entirely to their Guardian. Soon, however, the busy little tongues and brains ceased to work, and ere long were steeped in slumber.

At midnight the train stopped, and great was the sighing and groaning, and earnest were the requests to be let alone, for a batch of the boys had to be dropped at a town by the way. At last they were aroused, and with their bags on their shoulders prepared to set off under a guide to their various homes. Soon the sleepiness wore off, and, when the train was about to start, the reality of the parting seemed to strike home, and the final handshakings and good wishes were earnest and hearty.

Thus, little by little, the band grew less and less.

Montreal swallowed up a good many. While there the whole band went out for a walk on the heights above the reservoir with their Guardian, guided by a young Scotsman.

Thats a jolly-lookin ouse, Tim, said Bob Frog to his friend.

The Scotsman overheard the remark.

Yes, said he, it is a nice house, and a good jolly man owns it. He began life as a poor boy. And do you see that other villa  the white one with the green veranda among the trees? That was built by a man who came out from England just as you have done, only without anybody to take care of him; God however cared for him, and now you see his house. He began life without a penny, but he had three qualities which will make a man of any boy, no matter what circumstances he may be placed in. He was truthful, thorough, and trustworthy. Men knew that they might believe what he said, be sure of the quality of what he did, and could rely upon his promises. There was another thing much in his favour, he was a total abstainer. Drink in this country ruins hundreds of men and women, just as in England. Shun drink, boys, as you would a serpent.

I wouldnt shun a drink o water just now if I could get it, whispered Bobby to his friend, for Im uncommon thirsty.

At this point the whole band were permitted to disperse in the woods, where they went about climbing and skipping like wild squirrels, for these novel sights, and scents, and circumstances were overwhelmingly delightful after the dirt and smoke of London.

When pretty well breathed  our waifs were grown too hardy by that time to be easily exhausted  the Guardian got them to sit round him and sing that sweet hymn:

Shall we gather at the river?

And tears bedewed many eyes, for they were reminded that there were yet many partings in store before that gathering should take place.

And now the remnant of the band  still a goodly number  proceeded in the direction of the far west. All night they travelled, and reached Belleville, where they were received joyfully in the large house presented as a free gift to Miss Macpherson by the Council of the County of Hastings. It served as a Distributing Home and centre in Canada for the little ones till they could be placed in suitable situations, and to it they might be returned if necessary, or a change of employer required it. This Belleville Home was afterwards burned to the ground, and rebuilt by sympathising Canadian friends.

But we may not pause long here. The far west still lies before us. Our gradually diminishing band must push on.

Its the sea! exclaimed the boy who had been named little Mouse, alias Robbie Dell.

No, it aint, said Konky, who was a good deal older; its a lake.

Ontario, said the Guardian, one of the noble fresh-water seas of Canada.

Onward, ever onward, is the watchword just now  dropping boys like seed-corn as they go! Woods and fields, and villas, and farms, and waste-lands, and forests, and water, fly past in endless variety and loveliness.

A panoramy without no end! exclaimed Tim Lumpy after one of his long gazes of silent admiration.

Wot a diffrence! murmured Bobby Frog. Wouldnt mother an daddy an Hetty like it, just!

The city of Toronto came in sight. The wise arrangements for washing in Canadian railway-cars had been well used by the boys, and pocket-combs also. They looked clean and neat and wonderfully solemn as they landed at the station.

But their fame had preceded them. An earnest crowd came to see the boys, among whom were some eager to appropriate.

Ill take that lad, said one bluff farmer, stepping forward, and pointing to a boy whose face had taken his fancy.

And I want six boys for our village, said another.

I want one to learn my business, said a third, and Ill learn him as my own son. Here are my certificates of character from my clergyman and the mayor of the place I belong to.

I like the looks of that little fellow, said another, pointing to Bob Frog, and should like to have him.

Does you, my tulip? said Bobby, whose natural tendency to insolence had not yet been subdued; an dont you vish you may get im!

It is but justice to Bobby, however, to add, that this remark was made entirely to himself.

To all these flattering offers the Guardian turned a deaf ear, until he had passed through the crowd and marshalled his boys in an empty room of the depôt. Then inquiries were made; the boys characters and capacities explained; suitability on both sides considered; the needs of the soul as well as the body referred to and pressed; and, finally, the party went on its way greatly reduced in numbers.

Thus they dwindled and travelled westward until only our friend Bobby, Tim, Konky, and little Mouse remained with the Guardian, whose affections seemed to intensify as fewer numbers were left on which they might concentrate.

Soon the little Mouse was caught. A huge backwoods farmer, who could have almost put him in his coat-pocket, took a fancy to him. The fancy seemed to be mutual, for, after a tearful farewell to the Guardian, the Mouse went off with the backwoodsman quite contentedly.

Then Konky was disposed of. A hearty old lady with a pretty daughter and a slim son went away with him in triumph, and the band was reduced to two.

I do believe, whispered Bob to Tim, that hes goin to let us stick together after all.

You are right, my dear boy, said the Guardian, who overheard the remark. A family living a considerable distance off wishes to have two boys. I have reason to believe that they love the Lord Jesus, and will treat you well. So, as I knew you wished to be together, I have arranged for your going to live with them.

As the journey drew to a close, the Guardian seemed to concentrate his whole heart on the little waifs whom he had conducted so far, and he gave them many words of counsel, besides praying with and for them.

At last, towards evening, the train rushed into a grand pine-wood. It soon rushed out of it again and entered a beautiful piece of country which was diversified by lakelet and rivulet, hill and vale, with rich meadow lands in the hollows, where cattle browsed or lay in the evening sunshine.

The train drew up sharply at a small road-side station. There was no one to get into the cars there, and no one to get out except our two waifs. On the road beyond stood a wagon with a couple of spanking bays in it. On the platform stood a broad-shouldered, deep-chested, short-legged farmer with a face like the sun, and a wide-awake on the back of his bald head.

Mr Merryboy, I presume? said the Guardian, descending from the car.

The same. Glad to see you. Are these my boys?

He spoke in a quick, hearty, off-hand manner, but Bobby and Tim hated him at once, for were they not on the point of leaving their last and best friend, and was not this man the cause?

They turned to their Guardian to say farewell, and, even to their own surprise, burst into tears.

God bless you, dear boys, he said, while the guard held open the door of the car as if to suggest haste; good-bye. It wont be very long I think before I see you again. Farewell.

He sprang into the car, the train glided away, and the two waifs stood looking wistfully after it with the first feelings of desolation that had entered their hearts since landing in Canada.

My poor lads, said Mr Merryboy, laying a hand on the shoulder of each, come along with me. Home is only six miles off, and Ive got a pair of spanking horses that will trundle us over in no time.

The tone of voice, to say nothing of home and spanking horses, improved matters greatly. Both boys thought, as they entered the wagon, that they did not hate him quite so much as at first.

The bays proved worthy of their masters praise. They went over the road through the forest in grand style, and in little more than half an hour landed Bobby and Tim at the door of their Canadian home.

It was dark by that time, and the ruddy light that shone in the windows and that streamed through the door as it opened to receive them seemed to our waifs like a gleam of celestial light.




Chapter Nineteen.

At Home in Canada.

The family of Mr Merryboy was a small one. Besides those who assisted him on the farm  and who were in some cases temporary servants  his household consisted of his wife, his aged mother, a female servant, and a small girl. The latter was a diamond from the London diggings, who had been imported the year before. She was undergoing the process of being polished, and gave promise of soon becoming a very valuable gem. It was this that induced her employer to secure our two masculine gems from the same diggings.

Mrs Merryboy was a vigorous, hearty, able-bodied lady, who loved work very much for the mere exercise it afforded her; who, like her husband, was constitutionally kind, and whose mind was of that serious type which takes concern with the souls of the people with whom it has to do as well as with their bodies. Hence she gave her waif a daily lesson in religious and secular knowledge; she reduced work on the Sabbath-days to the lowest possible point in the establishment, and induced her husband, who was a little shy as well as bluff and off-hand, to institute family worship, besides hanging on her walls here and there sweet and striking texts from the Word of God.

Old Mrs Merryboy, the mother, must have been a merry girl in her youth; for, even though at the age of eighty and partially deaf, she was extremely fond of a joke, practical or otherwise, and had her face so seamed with the lines of appreciative humour, and her nutcracker mouth so set in a smile of amiable fun, and her coal-black eyes so lit up with the fires of unutterable wit, that a mere glance at her stirred up your sources of comicality to their depths, while a steady gaze usually resulted in a laugh, in which she was sure to join with an apparent belief that, whatever the joke might be, it was uncommonly good. She did not speak much. Her looks and smiles rendered speech almost unnecessary. Her figure was unusually diminutive.

Little Martha, the waif, was one of those mild, reticent, tiny things that one feels a desire to fondle without knowing why. Her very small face was always, and, as Bobby remarked, awfully grave, yet a ready smile must have lurked close at hand somewhere, for it could be evoked by the smallest provocation at any time, but fled the instant the provoking cause ceased. She seldom laughed, but when she did the burst was a hearty one, and over immediately. Her brown hair was smooth, her brown eyes were gentle, her red mouth was small and round. Obedience was ingrained in her nature. Original action seemed never to have entered her imagination. She appeared to have been born with the idea that her sphere in life was to do as she was directed. To resist and fight were to her impossibilities. To be defended and kissed seemed to be her natural perquisites. Yet her early life had been calculated to foster other and far different qualities, as we shall learn ere long.

Tim Lumpy took to this little creature amazingly. She was so little that by contrast he became quite big, and felt so! When in Marthas presence he absolutely felt big and like a lion, a roaring lion capable of defending her against all comers! Bobby was also attracted by her, but in a comparatively mild degree.

On the morning after their arrival the two boys awoke to find that the windows of their separate little rooms opened upon a magnificent prospect of wood and water, and that, the partition of their apartment consisting of a single plank-wall, with sundry knots knocked out, they were not only able to converse freely, but to peep at each other awkwardly  facts which they had not observed the night before, owing to sleepiness.

I say, Tim, said Bob, you seem to have a jolly place in there.

First-rate, replied Tim, an much the same as your own. I had a good squint at you before you awoke. Isnt the place splendacious?

Yes, Tim, it is. Ive been lookin about all the mornin for Adam an Eve, but cant see em nowhere.

What dee mean?

Why, that weve got into the garden of Eden, to be sure.

Oh! stoopid, returned Tim, dont you know that they was both banished from Eden?

So they was. I forgot that. Well, it dont much matter, for theres a prettier girl than Eve here. Dont you see her? Martha, I think they called her  down there by the summer-ouse, feedin the hanimals, or givin em their names.

There you go again, you ignorant booby, said Tim; it wasnt Eve as gave the beasts their names. It was Adam.

An wots the difference, I should like to know? wasnt they both made one flesh? However, I think little Martha would have named em better if shed bin there. What a funny little thing she is!

Funny! returned Tim, contemptuously; shes a trump!

During the conversation both boys had washed and rubbed their faces till they absolutely shone like rosy apples. They also combed and brushed their hair to such an extent that each mass lay quite flat on its little head, and bade fair to become solid, for the Guardians loving counsels had not been forgotten, and they had a sensation of wishing to please him even although absent.

Presently the house, which had hitherto been very quiet, began suddenly to resound with the barking of a little dog and the noisy voice of a huge man. The former rushed about, saying Good-morning as well as it could with tail and tongue to every one, including the household cat, which resented the familiarity with arched back and demoniacal glare. The latter stamped about on the wooden floors, and addressed similar salutations right and left in tones that would have suited the commander of an army. There was a sudden stoppage of the hurricane, and a pleasant female voice was heard.

I say, Bob, thats the missus, whispered Tim through a knot-hole.

Then there came another squall, which seemed to drive madly about all the echoes in the corridors above and in the cellars below. Again the noise ceased, and there came up a sound like a wheezy squeak.

I say, Tim, thats the old un, whispered Bob through the knot-hole.

Bob was right, for immediately on the wheezy squeak ceasing, the hurricane burst forth in reply:

Yes, mother, thats just what I shall do. Youre always right. I never knew such an old thing for wise suggestions! Ill set both boys to milk the cows after breakfast. The sooner they learn the better, for our new girl has too much to do in the house to attend to that; besides, shes either clumsy or nervous, for she has twice overturned the milk-pail. But after all, I dont wonder, for that red cow has several times showed a desire to fling a hind-leg into the girls face, and stick a horn in her gizzard. The boys wont mind that, you know. Pity that Marthas too small for the work; but shell grow  shell grow.

Yes, shell grow, Franky, replied the old lady, with as knowing a look as if the richest of jokes had been cracked. The look was, of course, lost on the boys above, and so was the reply, because it reached them in the form of a wheezy squeak.

Oh! I say! Did you ever! Milk the keows! Ony think! whispered Bob.

Ay, an wont I do it with my mouth open too, an learn ow to send the stream upards! said Tim.

Their comments were cut short by the breakfast-bell; at the same time the hurricane again burst forth:

Hallo! lads  boys! Youngsters! Are you up?  ah! here you are. Good-morning, and as tidy as two pins. Thats the way to get along in life. Come now, sit down. Wheres Martha? Oh! here we are. Sit beside me, little one.

The hurricane suddenly fell to a gentle breeze, while part of a chapter of the Bible and a short prayer were read. Then it burst forth again with redoubled fury, checked only now and then by the unavoidable stuffing of the vent-hole.

Youve slept well, dears, I hope? said Mrs Merryboy, helping each of our waifs to a splendid fried fish.

Sitting there, partially awe-stricken by the novelty of their surroundings, they admitted that they had slept well.

Get ready for work then, said Mr Merryboy, through a rather large mouthful. No time to lose. Eat  eat well  for theres lots to do. No idlers on Brankly Farm, I can tell you. And we dont let young folk lie abed till breakfast-time every day. We let you rest this morning, Bob and Tim, just by way of an extra refresher before beginning. Here, tuck into the bread and butter, little man, itll make you grow. More tea, Susy, (to his wife). Why, mother, youre eating nothing  nothing at all. I declare youll come to live on air at last.

The old lady smiled benignly, as though rather tickled with that joke, and was understood by the boys to protest that she had eaten more than enough, though her squeak had not yet become intelligible to them.

If you do take to living on air, mother, said her daughter-in-law, we shall have to boil it up with a bit of beef and butter to make it strong.

Mrs Merryboy, senior, smiled again at this, though she had not heard a word of it. Obviously she made no pretence of hearing, but took it as good on credit, for she immediately turned to her son, put her hand to her right ear, and asked what Susy said.

In thunderous tones the joke was repeated, and the old lady almost went into fits over it, insomuch that Bob and Tim regarded her with a spice of anxiety mingled with their amusement, while little Martha looked at her in solemn wonder.

Twelve months experience had done much to increase Marthas love for the old lady, but it had done nothing to reduce her surprise; for Martha, as yet, did not understand a joke. This, of itself, formed a subject of intense amusement to old Mrs Merryboy, who certainly made the most of circumstances, if ever woman did.

Have some more fish, Bob, said Mrs Merryboy, junior.

Bob accepted more, gratefully. So did Tim, with alacrity.

What sort of a home had you in London, Tim? asked Mrs Merryboy.

Well, maam, I hadnt no home at all.

No home at all, boy; what do you mean? You must have lived somewhere.

Oh yes, maam, I always lived somewheres, but it wasnt nowheres in partikler. You see Id neither father nor mother, an though a good old ooman did take me in, she couldnt purvide a bed or blankets, an her ome was stuffy, so I preferred to live in the streets, an sleep of a night wen I couldnt pay for a lodgin, in empty casks and under wegitable carts in Covent Garden Market, or in empty sugar ogsheads. I liked the ogsheads best wen I was ungry, an that was most always, cause I could sometimes pick a little sugar that was left in the cracks an oles, wen they adnt bin cleaned out aready. Also I slep under railway-arches, and on door-steps. But sometimes I ad raither disturbed nights, cause the coppers wouldnt let a feller sleep in sitch places if they could elp it.

Who are the coppers? asked the good lady of the house, who listened in wonder to Tims narration.

The coppers, maam, the  the  pleece.

Oh! the police?

Yes, maam.

Where in the world did they expect you to sleep? asked Mrs Merryboy with some indignation.

Thats best known to themselves, maam, returned Tim; praps we might ave bin allowed to sleep on the Thames, if wed ad a mind to, or on the hatmosphere, but never avin tried it on, I cant say.

Did you lead the same sort of life, Bob? asked the farmer, who had by that time appeased his appetite.

Pretty much so, sir, replied Bobby, though I wasnt quite so ard up as Tim, havin both a father and mother as well as a ome. But they was costly possessions, so I was forced to give em up.

What! you dont mean that you forsook them? said Mr Merryboy with a touch of severity.

No, sir, but father forsook me and the rest of us, by gettin into the Stone Jug  wery much agin my earnest advice,  an mother an sister both thought it was best for me to come out here.

The two waifs, being thus encouraged, came out with their experiences pretty freely, and made such a number of surprising revelations, that the worthy backwoodsman and his wife were lost in astonishment, to the obvious advantage of old Mrs Merryboy, who, regarding the varying expressions of face around her as the result of a series of excellent jokes, went into a state of chronic laughter of a mild type.

Have some more bread and butter, and tea, Bob and some more sausage, said Mrs Merryboy, under a sudden impulse.

Bob declined. Yes, that London street-arab absolutely declined food! So did Tim Lumpy!

Now, my lads, are you quite sure, said Mr Merryboy, that youve had enough to eat?

They both protested, with some regret, that they had.

You couldnt eat another bite if you was to try, could you?

Vell, sir, said Bob, with a spice of the old country insolence strong upon him, theres no sayin what might be accomplished with a heffort, but the consikences, you know, might be serious.

The farmer received this with a thunderous guffaw, and, bidding the boys follow him, went out.

He took them round the farm buildings, commenting on and explaining everything, showed them cattle and horses, pigs and poultry, barns and stables, and then asked them how they thought theyd like to work there.

Uncommon! was Bobby Frogs prompt reply, delivered with emphasis.

Fust rate! was Tim Lumpys sympathetic sentiment.

Well, then, the sooner we begin the better. Dyou see that lot of cord-wood lying tumbled about in the yard, Bob?

Yes, sir.

You go to work on it, then, and pile it up against that fence, same as you see this one done. An lets see how neatly youll do it. Dont hurry. What we want in Canada is not so much to see work done quickly as done well.

Taking Tim to another part of the farm, he set him to remove a huge heap of stones with a barrow and shovel, and, leaving them, returned to the house.

Both boys set to work with a will. It was to them the beginning of life; they felt that, and were the more anxious to do well in consequence. Remembering the farmers caution, they did not hurry, but Tim built a cone of stones with the care and artistic exactitude of an architect, while Bobby piled his billets of wood with as much regard to symmetrical proportion as was possible in the circumstances.

About noon they became hungry, but hunger was an old foe whom they had been well trained to defy, so they worked on utterly regardless of him.

Thereafter a welcome sound was heard  the dinner-bell!

Having been told to come in on hearing it, they left work at once, ran to the pump, washed themselves, and appeared in the dining-room looking hot, but bright and jovial, for nothing brightens the human countenance so much, (by gladdening the heart), as the consciousness of having performed duty well.

From the first this worthy couple, who were childless, received the boys into their home as sons, and on all occasions treated them as such. Martha Mild, (her surname was derived from her character), had been similarly received and treated.

Well, lads, said the farmer as they commenced the meal  which was a second edition of breakfast, tea included, but with more meat and vegetables how did you find the work? pretty hard  eh?

Oh! no, sir, nothink of the kind, said Bobby, who was resolved to show a disposition to work like a man and think nothing of it.

Ah, good. Ill find you some harder work after dinner.

Bobby blamed himself for having been so prompt in reply.

The end of this month, too, Ill have you both sent to school, continued the farmer with a look of hearty good-will, that Tim thought would have harmonised better with a promise to give them jam-tart and cream. Its vacation time just now, and the schoolmasters away for a holiday. When he comes back youll have to cultivate mind as well as soil, my boys, for Ive come under an obligation to look after your education, and even if I hadnt, Id do it to satisfy my own conscience.

The couleur-de-rose with which Bob and Tim had begun to invest their future faded perceptibly on hearing this. The viands, however, were so good that it did not disturb them very much. They ate away heartily, and in silence. Little Martha was not less diligent, for she had been busy all the morning in the dairy and kitchen, playing, rather than working, at domestic concerns, yet in her play doing much real work, and acquiring useful knowledge, as well as an appetite.

After dinner the farmer rose at once. He was one of those who find it unnecessary either to drink or smoke after meals. Indeed, strong drink and tobacco were unknown in his house, and, curiously enough, nobody seemed to be a whit the worse for their absence. There were some people, indeed, who even went the length of asserting that they were all the better for their absence!

Now for the hard work I promised you, boys; come along.




Chapter Twenty.

Occupations at Brankly Farm.

The farmer led our two boys through a deliciously scented pine-wood at the rear of his house, to a valley which seemed to extend and widen out into a multitude of lesser valleys and clumps of woodland, where lakelets and rivulets and waterfalls glittered in the afternoon sun like shields and bands of burnished silver.

Taking a ball of twine from one of his capacious pockets, he gave it to Bobby along with a small pocket-book.

Have you got clasp-knives? he asked.

Yes, sir, said both boys, at once producing instruments which were very much the worse for wear.

Very well, now, here is the work I want you to do for me this afternoon. Dyou see the creek down in the hollow yonder  about half a mile off?

Yes, yes, sir.

Well, go down there and cut two sticks about ten feet long each; tie strings to the small ends of them; fix hooks that youll find in that pocket-book to the lines. The creek below the fall is swarming with fish; youll find grasshoppers and worms enough for bait if you choose to look for em. Go, and see what you can do.

A reminiscence of ancient times induced Bobby Frog to say Walkeer! to himself, but he had too much wisdom to say it aloud. He did, however, venture modestly to remark  

I knows nothink about fishin, sir. Never cotched so much as a eel in

When I give you orders, obey them! interrupted the farmer, in a tone and with a look that sent Bobby and Tim to the right-about double-quick. They did not even venture to look back until they reached the pool pointed out, and when they did look back Mr Merryboy had disappeared.

Vell, I say, began Bobby, but Tim interrupted him with, Now, Bob, you must git off that abit youve got o puttin vs for double-us. Wasnt we told by the genlmn that gave us a partin had-dress that wed never git on in the noo world if we didnt mind our ps and qs? An here you are as regardless of your vs as if theyd no connection wi the alphabet.

Pretty cove you are, to find fault wi me, retorted Bob, wen youre far wuss wi your haitches  a-droppin of em wen you shouldnt ought to, an stickin of em in where you oughtnt should to. Go along an cut your stick, as master told you.

The sticks were cut, pieces of string were measured off, and hooks attached thereto. Then grasshoppers were caught, impaled, and dropped into a pool. The immediate result was almost electrifying to lads who had never caught even a minnow before. Bobbys hook had barely sunk when it was seized and run away with so forcibly as to draw a tremendous Hi! hallo!! ho!!! Ive got im!!! from the fisher.

Hoy! hurroo!! responded Tim, sove I!!!

Both boys, blazing with excitement, held on.

The fish, bursting, apparently, with even greater excitement, rushed off.

Hell smash my stick! cried Bob.

The twines sure to go! cried Tim. Hold ooon!

This command was addressed to his fish, which leaped high out of the pool and went wriggling back with a heavy splash. It did not obey the order, but the hook did, which came to the same thing.

A ten-pounder if hes a ounce, said Tim.

You tell that to the horse  hi ho! stop that, will you?

But Bobbys fish was what himself used to be  troublesome to deal with. It would not stop that.

It kept darting from side to side and leaping out of the water until, in one of its bursts, it got entangled with Tims fish, and the boys were obliged to haul them both ashore together.

Splendid! exclaimed Bobby, as they unhooked two fine trout and laid them on a place of safety; At em again!

At them they went, and soon had two more fish, but the disturbance created by these had the effect of frightening the others. At all events, at their third effort their patience was severely tried, for nothing came to their hooks to reward the intense gaze and the nervous readiness to act which marked each boy during the next half-hour or so.

At the end of that time there came a change in their favour, for little Martha Mild appeared on the scene. She had been sent, she said, to work with them.

To play with us, you mean, suggested Tim.

No, father said work, the child returned simply.

Its jolly work, then! But I say, old ooman, dyou call Mr Merryboy father? asked Bob in surprise.

Yes, Ive called him father ever since I came.

An whos your real father?

I have none. Never had one.

An your mother?

Never had a mother either.

Well, you air a curiosity.

Hallo! Bob, dont forget your purliteness, said Tim. Come, Mumpy; father calls you Mumpy, doesnt he?

Yes.

Then so will I. Well, Mumpy, as I was goin to say, you may come an work with my rod if you like, an well make a game of it. Well play at work. Let me see where shall we be?

In the garden of Eden, suggested Bob.

The very thing, said Tim; Ill be Adam an youll be Eve, Mumpy.

Very well, said Martha with ready assent.

She would have assented quite as readily to have personated Jezebel or the Witch of Endor.

And Ill be Cain, said Bobby, moving his line in a manner that was meant to be persuasive.

Oh! said Martha, with much diffidence, Cain was wicked, wasnt he?

Well, my dear Eve, said Tim, Bobby Frog is wicked enough for half-a-dozen Cains. In fact, you cant cane him enough to pay him off for all his wickedness.

Bah! go to bed, said Cain, still intent on his line, which seemed to quiver as if with a nibble.

As for Eve, being as innocent of pun-appreciation as her great original probably was, she looked at the two boys in pleased gravity.

Hi! Cains got another bite, cried Adam, while Eve went into a state of gentle excitement, and fluttered near with an evidently strong desire to help in some way.

Hallo! got im again! shouted Tim, as his rod bent to the water with jerky violence; out o the way, Eve, else youll get shoved into Gihon.

Euphrates, you stoopid! said Cain, turning his Beehive training to account. Having lost his fish, you see, he could afford to be critical while he fixed on another bait.

But Tim cared not for rivers or names just then, having hooked a real wopper, which gave him some trouble to land. When landed, it proved to be the finest fish of the lot, much to Eves satisfaction, who sat down to watch the process when Adam renewed the bait.

Now, Bobby Frog, not having as yet been quite reformed, and, perhaps, having imbibed some of the spirit of his celebrated prototype with his name, felt a strong impulse to give Tim a gentle push behind. For Tim sat in an irresistibly tempting position on the bank, with his little boots overhanging the dark pool from which the fish had been dragged.

Tim, said Bob.

Adam, if you please  or call me father, if you prefer it!

Well, then, father, since I havent got an Abel to kill, Im only too appy to have a Adam to souse.

Saying which, he gave him a sufficient impulse to send him off!

Eve gave vent to a treble shriek, on beholding her husband struggling in the water, and Cain himself felt somewhat alarmed at what he had done. He quickly extended the butt of his rod to his father, and dragged him safe to land, to poor Eves inexpressible relief.

What dee mean by that, Bob? demanded Tim fiercely, as he sprang towards his companion.

Cain, if you please  or call me son, if you prefers it, cried Bob, as he ran out of his friends way; but dont be waxy, father Adam, with your own darlin boy. I couldnt elp it. Youd ha done just the same to me if youd had the chance. Come, shake ands on it.

Tim Lumpy was not the boy to cherish bad feeling. He grinned in a ghastly manner, and shook the extended hand.

I forgive you, Cain, but please go an look for Abel an pitch into him wen next you git into that state o mind, for its agin common-sense, as well as history, to pitch into your old father so. Saying which, Tim went off to wring out his dripping garments, after which the fishing was resumed.

Wot a remarkable difference, said Bobby, breaking a rather long silence of expectancy, as he glanced round on the splendid landscape which was all aglow with the descending sun, tween these ere diggins an Commercial Road, or George Yard, or Ratcliff Ighway. Aint it, Tim?

Before Tim could reply, Mr Merryboy came forward.

Capital! he exclaimed, on catching sight of the fish; well done, lads, well done. We shall have a glorious supper to-night. Now, Mumpy, you run home and tell mother to have the big frying-pan ready. Shell want your help. Ha! he added, turning to the boys, as Martha ran off with her wonted alacrity, I thought youd soon teach yourselves how to catch fish. Its not difficult here. And what do you think of Martha, my boys?

Shes a trump! said Bobby, with decision.

Fust rate! said Tim, bestowing his highest conception of praise.

Quite true, lads; though why you should say fust instead of first-rate, Tim, is more than I can understand. However, youll get cured of such-like queer pronunciations in course of time. Now, I want you to look on little Mumpy as your sister, and shes a good deal of your sister too in reality, for she came out of that same great nest of good and bad, rich and poor  London. Has she told you anything about herself yet?

Nothin, sir, answered Bob, cept that when we axed  asked, I mean  I ax  ask your parding  she said shed neither father nor mother.

Ah! poor thing; thats too true. Come, pick up your fish, and Ill tell you about her as we go along.

The boys strung their fish on a couple of branches, and followed their new master home.

Martha came to us only last year, said the farmer. Shes a little older than she looks, having been somewhat stunted in her growth, by bad treatment, I suppose, and starvation and cold in her infancy. No one knows who was her father or mother. She was found in the streets one day, when about three years of age, by a man who took her home, and made use of her by sending her to sell matches in public-houses. Being small, very intelligent for her years, and attractively modest, she succeeded, I suppose, in her sales, and I doubt not the man would have continued to keep her, if he had not been taken ill and carried to hospital, where he died. Of course the mans lodging was given up the day he left it. As the man had been a misanthrope  thats a hater of everybody, lads  nobody cared anything about him, or made inquiry after him. The consequence was, that poor Martha was forgotten, strayed away into the streets, and got lost a second time. She was picked up this time by a widow lady in very reduced circumstances, who questioned her closely; but all that the poor little creature knew was that she didnt know where her home was, that she had no father or mother, and that her name was Martha.

The widow took her home, made inquiries about her parentage in vain, and then adopted and began to train her, which accounts for her having so little of that slang and knowledge of London low life that you have so much of, you rascals! The lady gave the child the pet surname of Mild, for it was so descriptive of her character. But poor Martha was not destined to have this mother very long. After a few years she died, leaving not a sixpence or a rag behind her worth having. Thus little Mumpy was thrown a third time on the world, but God found a protector for her in a friend of the widow, who sent her to the Refuge  the Beehive as you call it  which has been such a blessing to you, my lads, and to so many like you, and along with her the 10 pounds required to pay her passage and outfit to Canada. They kept her for some time and trained her, and then, knowing that I wanted a little lass here, they sent her to me, for which I thank God, for shes a dear little child.

The tone in which the last sentence was uttered told more than any words could have conveyed the feelings of the bluff farmer towards the little gem that had been dug out of the London mines and thus given to him.

Reader, they are prolific mines, those East-end mines of London! If you doubt it, go, hear and see for yourself. Perhaps it were better advice to say, go and dig, or help the miners!

Need it be said that our waifs and strays grew and flourished in that rich Canadian soil? It need not! One of the most curious consequences of the new connection was the powerful affection that sprang up between Bobby Frog and Mrs Merryboy, senior. It seemed as if that jovial old lady and our London waif had fallen in love with each other at first sight. Perhaps the fact that the lady was intensely appreciative of fun, and the young gentleman wonderfully full of the same, had something to do with it. Whatever the cause, these two were constantly flirting with each other, and Bob often took the old lady out for little rambles in the wood behind the farm.

There was a particular spot in the woods, near a waterfall, of which this curious couple were particularly fond, and to which they frequently resorted, and there, under the pleasant shade, with the roar of the fall for a symphony, Bob poured out his hopes and fears, reminiscences and prospects into the willing ears of the little old lady, who was so very small that Bob seemed quite a big man by contrast. He had to roar almost as loud as the cataract to make her hear, but he was well rewarded. The old lady, it is true, did not speak much, perhaps because she understood little, but she expressed enough of sympathy, by means of nods, and winks with her brilliant black eyes, and smiles with her toothless mouth, to satisfy any boy of moderate expectations.

And Bobby was satisfied. So, also, were the other waifs and strays, not only with old granny, but with everything in and around their home in the New World.




Chapter Twenty One.

Treats of Altered Circumstances and Blue-Ribbonism.

Once again we return to the great city, and to Mrs Frogs poor lodging.

But it is not poor now, for the woman has at last got riches and joy  such riches as the ungodly care not for, and a joy that they cannot understand.

It is not all riches and joy, however. The Master has told us that we shall have much tribulation. What then? Are we worse off than the unbelievers? Do they escape the tribulation? It is easy to prove that the Christian has the advantage of the worldling, for, while both have worries and tribulation without fail, the one has a little joy along with these  nay, much joy if you choose  which, however, will end with life, if not before; while the other has joy unspeakable and full of glory, which will increase with years, and end in absolute felicity!

Let us look at Mrs Frogs room now, and listen to her as she sits on one side of a cheerful fire, sewing, while Hetty sits on the other side, similarly occupied, and Matty, alias Mita, lies in her crib sound asleep.

It is the same room, the same London atmosphere, which no moral influence will ever purify, and pretty much the same surroundings, for Mrs Frogs outward circumstances have not altered much in a worldly point of view. The neighbours in the court are not less filthy and violent. One drunken nuisance has left the next room, but another almost as bad has taken his place. Nevertheless, although not altered much, things are decidedly improved in the poor pitiful dwelling. Whereas, in time past, it used to be dirty, now it is clean. The table is the same table, obviously, for you can see the crack across the top caused by Neds great fist on that occasion when, failing rather in force of argument while laying down the law, he sought to emphasise his remarks with an effective blow; but a craftsman has been at work on the table, and it is no longer rickety. The chair, too, on which Mrs Frog sits, is the same identical chair which missed the head of Bobby Frog that time he and his father differed in opinion on some trifling matter, and smashed a panel of the door; but the chair has been to see the doctor, and its constitution is stronger now. The other chair, on which Hetty sits, is a distinct innovation. So is babys crib. It has replaced the heap of straw which formerly sufficed, and there are two low bedsteads in corners which once were empty.

Besides all this there are numerous articles of varied shape and size glittering on the walls, such as sauce-pans and pot-lids, etcetera, which are made to do ornamental as well as useful duty, being polished to the highest possible degree of brilliancy. Everywhere there is evidence of order and care, showing that the inmates of the room are somehow in better circumstances.

Let it not be supposed that this has been accomplished by charity. Mrs Samuel Twitter is very charitable, undoubtedly. There can be no question as to that; but if she were a hundred times more charitable than she is, and were to give away a hundred thousand times more money than she does give, she could not greatly diminish the vast poverty of London. Mrs Twitter had done what she could in this case, but that was little, in a money point of view, for there were others who had stronger claims upon her than Mrs Frog. But Mrs Twitter had put her little finger under Mrs Frogs chin when her lips were about to go under water, and so, figuratively, she kept her from drowning. Mrs Twitter had put out a hand when Mrs Frog tripped and was about to tumble, and thus kept her from falling. When Mrs Frog, weary of life, was on the point of rushing once again to London Bridge, with a purpose, Mrs Twitter caught the skirt of her ragged robe with a firm but kindly grasp and held her back, thus saving her from destruction; but, best of all, when the poor woman, under the influence of the Spirit of God, ceased to strive with her Maker and cried out earnestly, What must I do to be saved? Mrs Twitter grasped her with both hands and dragged her with tender violence towards the Fold, but not quite into it.

For Mrs Twitter was a wise, unselfish woman, as well as good. At a certain point she ceased to act, and said, Mrs Frog, go to your own Hetty, and she will tell you what to do.

And Mrs Frog went, and Hetty, with joyful surprise in her heart, and warm tears of gratitude in her eyes, pointed her to Jesus the Saviour of mankind. It was nothing new to the poor woman to be thus directed. It is nothing new to almost any one in a Christian land to be pointed to Christ; but it is something new to many a one to have the eyes opened to see, and the will influenced to accept. It was so now with this poor, self-willed, and long-tried  or, rather, long-resisting  woman. The Spirits time had come, and she was made willing. But now she had to face the difficulties of the new life. Conscience  never killed, and now revived  began to act.

I must work, she said, internally, and conscience nodded approval. I must drink less, she said, but conscience shook her head. It will be very hard, you see, she continued, apologetically, for a poor woman like me to get through a hard day without just one glass of beer to strengthen me.

Conscience did all her work by looks alone. She was naturally dumb, but she had a grand majestic countenance with great expressive eyes, and at the mention of one glass of beer she frowned so that poor Mrs Frog almost trembled.

At this point Hetty stepped into the conversation. All unaware of what had been going on in her mothers mind, she said, suddenly, Mother, Im going to a meeting to-night; will you come?

Mrs Frog was quite willing. In fact she had fairly given in and become biddable like a little child,  though, after all, that interesting creature does not always, or necessarily, convey the most perfect idea of obedience!

It was a rough meeting, composed of rude elements, in a large but ungilded hall in Whitechapel. The people were listening intently to a powerful speaker.

The theme was strong drink. There were opponents and sympathisers there. It is the greatest curse, I think, in London, said the speaker, as Hetty and her mother entered.

Bah! exclaimed a powerful man beside whom they chanced to sit down. Ive drank a lot ont an dont find it no curse, at all.

Silence, cried some in the audience.

I tell ee its all barn wot es talkin, said the powerful man.

Put im out, cried some of the audience. But the powerful man had a powerful look, and a great bristly jaw, and a fierce pair of eyes which had often been blackened, and still bore the hues of the last fight; no one, therefore, attempted to put him out, so he snapped his fingers at the entire meeting, said, Bah! again, with a look of contempt, and relapsed into silence, while the speaker, heedless of the slight interruption, went on.

Why, its a Blue Ribbon meeting, Hetty, whispered Mrs Frog.

Yes, mother, whispered Hetty in reply, thats one of its names, but its real title, I heard one gentleman say, is the Gospel-Temperance Association, you see, theyre very anxious to put the gospel first and temperance second; temperance bein only one of the fruits of the gospel of Jesus.

The speaker went on in eloquent strains pleading the great cause  now drawing out the sympathies of his hearers, then appealing to their reason; sometimes relating incidents of deepest pathos, at other times convulsing the audience with touches of the broadest humour, insomuch that the man who said bah! modified his objections to pooh! and ere long came to that turning-point where silence is consent. In this condition he remained until reference was made by the speaker to a man  not such a bad fellow too, when sober  who, under the influence of drink, had thrown his big shoe at his wifes head and cut it so badly that she was even then  while he was addressing them  lying in hospital hovering between life and death.

Thats me! cried the powerful man, jumping up in a state of great excitement mingled with indignation, while he towered head and shoulders above the audience, though how you come for to ear ont beats me holler. An it shows ow lies git about, for shes not gone to the hospital, an it wasnt shoes at all, but boots I flung at er, an they only just grazed er, thank goodness, an sent the cat flyin through the winder. So

A burst of laughter with mingled applause and cheers cut off the end of the sentence and caused the powerful man to sit down in much confusion, quite puzzled what to think of it all.

My friend, said the speaker, when order had been restored, you are mistaken. I did not refer to you at all, never having seen or heard of you before, but there are too many men like you  men who would be good men and true if they would only come to the Saviour, who would soon convince them that it is wise to give up the drink and put on the blue ribbon. Let it not be supposed, my friends, that I say it is the duty of every one to put on the blue ribbon and become a total abstainer. There are circumstances in which a little wine may be advisable. Why, the apostle Paul himself, when Timothys stomach got into a chronic state of disease which subjected him, apparently, to frequent infirmities, advised him to take a little wine, but he didnt advise him to take many quarts of beer, or numerous glasses of brandy and water, or oceans of Old Tom, or to get daily fuddled on the poisons which are sold by many publicans under these names. Still less did Paul advise poor dyspeptic Timothy to become his own medical man and prescribe all these medicines to himself, whenever he felt inclined for them. Yes, there are the old and the feeble and the diseased, who may, (observe I dont say who do, for I am not a doctor, but who may), require stimulants under medical advice. To these we do not speak, and to these we would not grudge the small alleviation to their sad case which may be found in stimulants; but to the young and strong and healthy we are surely entitled to say, to plead, and to entreat  put on the blue ribbon if you see your way to it. And by the young we mean not only all boys and girls, but all men and women in the prime of life, ay, and beyond the prime, if in good health. Surely you will all admit that the young require no stimulants. Are they not superabounding in energy? Do they not require the very opposite  sedatives, and do they not find these in constant and violent muscular exercise?

With many similar and other arguments did the speaker seek to influence the mass of human beings before him, taking advantage of every idea that cropped up and every incident in the meeting that occurred to enforce his advice  namely, total abstinence for the young and the healthy  until he had stirred them up to a state of considerable enthusiasm. Then he said:  

I am glad to see you enthusiastic. Nothing great can be done without enthusiasm. You may potter along the even tenor of your way without it, but youll never come to much good, and youll never accomplish great things, without it. What is enthusiasm? Is it not seeing the length, breadth, height, depth, and bearing of a good thing, and being zealously affected in helping to bring it about? There are many kinds of enthusiasts, though but one quality of enthusiasm. Weak people show their enthusiasm too much on the surface. Powerful folk keep it too deep in their hearts to be seen at all. What then, are we to scout it in the impulsive because too obvious; to undervalue it in the reticent because almost invisible? Nay, let us be thankful for it in any form, for the thing is good, though the individuals manner of displaying it may be faulty. Let us hope that the too gushing may learn to clap on the breaks a little  a very little; but far more let us pray that the reticent and the self-possessed, and the oh!  dear  no  youll  never  catch  me  doing  that  sort  of  thing people, may be enabled to get up more steam. Better far in my estimation the wild enthusiast than the self-possessed and self-sufficient cynic. Just look at your gentlemanly cynic; good-natured very likely, for hes mightily pleased with himself and excessively wise in regard to all things sublunary. Why, even he has enthusiasm, though not always in a good cause. Follow him to the races. Watch him while he sees the sleek and beautiful creatures straining every muscle, and his own favourite drawing ahead, inch by inch, until it bids fair to win. Is that our cynic, bending forward on his steed, with gleaming eyes and glowing cheek, and partly open mouth and quick-coming breath, and so forgetful of himself that he swings off his hat and gives vent to a lusty cheer as the favourite passes the winning-post?

But follow him still further. Dont let him go. Hold on to his horses tail till we see him safe into his club, and wait there till he has dined and gone to the opera. There he sits, immaculate in dress and bearing, in the stalls. It is a huge audience. A great star is to appear. The star comes on  music such as might cause the very angels to bend and listen.

The sweet singer exerts herself; her rich voice swells in volume and sweeps round the hall, filling every ear and thrilling every heart, until, unable to restrain themselves, the vast concourse rises en masse, and, with waving scarf and kerchief, thunders forth applause! And what of our cynic? There he is, the wildest of the wild  for he happens to love music  shouting like a maniac and waving his hat, regardless of the fact that he has broken the brim, and that the old gentleman whose corns he has trodden on frowns at him with savage indignation.

Yes, continued the speaker, the whole world is enthusiastic when the key-note of each individual, or class of individuals, is struck; and shall we be ashamed of our enthusiasm for this little bit of heavenly blue, which symbolises the great fact that those who wear it are racing with the demon Drink to save men and women, (ourselves included, perhaps), from his clutches; racing with Despair to place Hope before the eyes of those who are blindly rushing to destruction; racing with Time to snatch the young out of the way of the Destroyer before he lays hand on them; and singing  ay, shouting  songs of triumph and glory to God because of the tens of thousands of souls and bodies already saved; because of the bright prospect of the tens of thousands more to follow; because of the innumerable voices added to the celestial choir, and the glad assurance that the hymns of praise thus begun shall not die out with our feeble frames, but will grow stronger in sweetness as they diminish in volume, until, the river crossed, they shall burst forth again with indescribable intensity in the New Song.

Some people tell us that these things are not true. Others say they wont last. My friends, I know, and many of you know, that they are true, and even if they were not to last, have we not even now ground for praise? Shall we not rejoice that the lifeboat has saved some, because others have refused to embark and perished? But we dont admit that these things wont last. Very likely, in the apostolic days, some of the unbelievers said of them and their creed, How long will it last? If these objectors be now able to take note of the worlds doings, they have their answer from Father Time himself; for does he not say, Christianity has lasted nearly nineteen hundred years, and is the strongest moral motive-power in the world to-day? The Blue Ribbon, my friends, or what it represents, is founded on Christianity; therefore the principles which it represents are sure to stand. Who will come now and put it on?

I will! shouted a strong voice from among the audience, and up rose the powerful man who began the evening with bah! and pooh! He soon made his way to the platform amid uproarious cheering, and donned the blue.

Hetty, whispered Mrs Frog in a low, timid voice, I think I would like to put it on too.

If the voice had been much lower and more timid, Hetty would have heard it, for she sat there watching for her mother as one might watch for a parent in the crisis of a dread disease. She knew that no power on earth can change the will, and she had waited and prayed till the arrow was sent home by the hand of God.

Come along, mother, she said  but said no more, for her heart was too full.

Mrs Frog was led to the platform, to which multitudes of men, women, and children were pressing, and the little badge was pinned to her breast.

Thus did that poor woman begin her Christian course with the fruit of self-denial.

She then set about the work of putting her house in order. It was up-hill work at first, and very hard, but the promise did not fail her, Lo! I am with you alway. In all her walk she found Hetty a guardian angel.

I must work, Hetty, dear, she said, for it will never do to make you support us all; but what am I to do with baby? There is no one to take charge of her when I go out.

I am quite able to keep the whole of us, mother, seeing that I get such good pay from the lady I work for, but as you want to work, I can easily manage for baby. You know Ive often wished to speak of the Infant Nursery in George Yard. Before you sent Matty away I wanted you to send her there, but Hetty paused.

Go on, dear. I was mad agin you an your religious ways; wasnt that it? said Mrs Frog.

Well, mother, it dont matter now, thank God. The Infant Nursery, you know, is a part of the Institution there. The hearts of the people who manage it were touched by the death of so many thousands of little ones every year in London through want and neglect, so they set up this nursery to enable poor widowed mothers and others to send their babies to be cared for  nursed, fed, and amused in nice airy rooms  while the mothers are at work. They charge only fourpence a day for this, and each baby has its own bag of clothing, brush and comb, towel and cot. They will keep Matty from half-past seven in the morning till eight at night for you, so that will give you plenty of time to work, wont it, mother?

It will indeed, Hetty, and all for fourpence a day, say you?

Yes, the ordinary charge is fourpence, but widows get it for twopence for each child, and, perhaps, they may regard a deserted wife as a widow! There is a fine of twopence per hour for any child not taken away after eight, so youll have to be up to time, mother.

Mrs Frog acted on this advice, and thus was enabled to earn a sufficiency to enable her to pay her daily rent, to clothe and feed herself and child, to give a little to the various missions undertaken by the Institutions near her, to put a little now and then into the farthing bank, and even to give a little in charity to the poor!

Now, reader, you may have forgotten it, but if you turn back to near the beginning of this chapter, you will perceive that all we have been writing about is a huge digression, for which we refuse to make the usual apology.

We return again to Mrs Frog where we left her, sitting beside her cheerful fire, sewing and conversing with Hetty.

I cant bear to think of im, Hetty, said Mrs Frog. You an me sittin here so comfortable, with as much to eat as we want, an to spare, while your poor father is in a cold cell. Hes bin pretty bad to me of late, its true, wi that drink, but he wasnt always like that, Hetty; even you can remember him before he took to the drink.

Yes, mother, I can, and, bless the Lord, he may yet be better than he ever was. When is his time up?

This day three weeks. The twelve months will be out then. We must pray for im, Hetty.

Yes, mother. I am always prayin for him. You know that.

There was a touch of anxiety in the tones and faces of both mother and daughter as they talked of the father, for his home-coming might, perhaps, nay probably would, be attended with serious consequences to the renovated household. They soon changed the subject to one more agreeable.

Isnt Bobbys letter a nice one, mother? said Hetty, and so well written, though the spellin might have been better; but then hes had so little schoolin.

It just makes my heart sing, returned Mrs Frog. Read it again to me, Hetty. Ill never tire o hearin it. I only wish it was longer.

The poor mothers wish was not unnatural, for the letter which Bobby had written was not calculated to tax the readers patience, and, as Hetty hinted, there was room for improvement, not only in the spelling but in the writing. Nevertheless, it had carried great joy to the mothers heart. We shall therefore give it verbatim et literatim.

Brankly Farm  Kanada.

Deer Mutrer. wen i left you i promisd to rite so heer gos. this Plase is eaven upon arth. so pritty an grand. O you never did see the likes. ide park is nuffin to it, an as for Kensintn gardings  wy to kompair thems rediklis. theres sitch a nice little gal here. shes wun of deer mis mukfersons gals  wot the vestenders calls a wafe and sometimes a strai. were all very fond of er spesially tim lumpy. i shuvd im in the river wun dai. my  ow e spluterd. but e was non the wus  all the better, mister an mistress meryboi aint that a joly naim are as good as gold to us. we as prairs nite and mornin an no end o witls an as appy as kings and kueens a-sitin on there throns. give all our luv to deer father, an etty an baiby an mis mukferson an mister olland an all our deer teechers. sai well never forgit wot they told us. your deer sun Bobby.

Isnt it beautiful? said Mrs Frog, wiping away a tear with the sock she was darning in preparation for her husbands return.

Yes, mother. Bless the people that sent im out to Canada, said Hetty, for he would never have got on here.

There came a tap to the door as she spoke, and Mrs Twitter, entering, was received with a hearty welcome.

I came, Mrs Frog, she said, accepting the chair  for there was even a third chair  which Hetty placed for her, to ask when your husband will be home again.

Good Mrs Twitter carefully avoided the risk of hurting the poor womans feelings by needless reference to jail.

I expect him this day three weeks, maam, replied Mrs Frog.

That will do nicely, returned Mrs Twitter. You see, my husband knows a gentleman who takes great pleasure in getting con  in getting men like Ned, you know, into places, and giving them a chance of  of getting on in life, you understand?

Yes, maam, we must all try to git on in life if we would keep in life, said Mrs Frog, sadly.

Well, there is a situation open just now, which the gentleman  the same gentleman who was so kind in helping us after the fire; you see we all need help of one another, Mrs Frog  which the gentleman said he could keep open for a month, but not longer, so, as I happened to be passing your house to-night on my way to the Yard, to the mothers meeting, I thought Id just look in and tell you, and ask you to be sure and send Ned to me the moment he comes home.

I will, maam, and God bless you for thinkin of us so much.

Remember, now, said Mrs Twitter, impressively, before he has time to meet any of his old comrades. Tell him if he comes straight to me he will hear something that will please him very much. I wont tell you what. That is my message to him. And now, how is my Mita? Oh! I need not ask. There she lies like a little angel! (Mrs Twitter rose and went to the crib, but did not disturb the little sleeper.) I wish I saw roses on her little cheeks and more fat, Mrs Frog.

Mrs Frog admitted that there was possible improvement in the direction of roses and fat, but feared that the air, (it would have been more correct to have said the smoke and smells), of the court went against roses and fat, somehow. She was thankful, however, to the good Lord for the health they all enjoyed in spite of local disadvantages.

Ah! sighed Mrs Twitter, if we could only transport you all to Canada

Oh! maam, exclaimed Mrs Frog, brightening up suddenly, weve had such a nice letter from our Bobby. Let her see it, Hetty.

Yes, and so nicely written, too, remarked Hetty, with a beaming face, as she handed Bobbys production to the visitor, though he doesnt quite understand yet the need for capital letters.

Never mind, Hetty, so long as he sends you capital letters, returned Mrs Twitter, perpetrating the first pun she had been guilty of since she was a baby; and, truly, this is a charming letter, though short.

Yes, its rather short, but it might have been shorter, said Mrs Frog, indulging in a truism.

Mrs Twitter was already late for the mothers meeting, but she felt at once that it would be better to be still later than to disappoint Mrs Frog of a little sympathy in a matter which touched her feelings so deeply. She sat down, therefore, and read the letter over, slowly, commenting on it as she went along in a pleasant sort of way, which impressed the anxious mother with, not quite the belief, but the sensation that Bobby was the most hopeful immigrant which Canada had received since it was discovered.

Now, mind, send Ned up at once, said the amiable lady when about to quit the little room.

Yes, Mrs Twitter, I will; good-night.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Ned Frogs Experiences and Sammy Twitters Woes.

But Ned Frog, with strong drink combined, rendered fruitless all the efforts that were put forth in his behalf at that time.

When discharged with a lot of other jail-birds, none of whom, however, he knew, he sauntered leisurely homeward, wondering whether his wife was alive, and, if so, in what condition he should find her.

It may have been that better thoughts were struggling in his breast for ascendency, because he sighed deeply once or twice, which was not a usual mode with Ned of expressing his feelings. A growl was more common and more natural, considering his character.

Drawing nearer and nearer to his old haunts, yet taking a roundabout road, as the moth is drawn to the candle, or as water descends to its level, he went slowly on, having little hope of comfort in his home, and not knowing very well what to do.

As he passed down one of the less frequented streets leading into Whitechapel, he was arrested by the sight of a purse lying on the pavement. To become suddenly alive, pick it up, glance stealthily round, and thrust it into his pocket, was the work of an instant. The saunter was changed into a steady businesslike walk. As he turned into Commercial Street, Ned met Number 666 full in the face. He knew that constable intimately, but refrained from taking notice of him, and passed on with an air and expression which were meant to convey the idea of infantine innocence. Guilty men usually over-reach themselves. Giles noted the air, and suspected guilt, but, not being in a position to prove it, walked gravely on, with his stern eyes straight to the front.

In a retired spot Ned examined his find. It contained six sovereigns, four shillings, threepence, a metropolitan railway return ticket, several cuttings from newspapers, and a recipe for the concoction of a cheap and wholesome pudding, along with a card bearing the name of Mrs Samuel Twitter, written in ink and without any address.

Youre in luck, Ned, he remarked to himself, as he examined these treasures. Now, old boy you avent stole this ere purse, so you aint a thief; you dont know were Mrs S.T. lives, so you cant find er to return it to er. Besides, its more than likely she wont feel the want of it  wereas I feels in want of it wery much indeed. Of course its my dooty to and it over to the plice, but, in the first place, I refuse to ave any communication wi the plice, friendly or otherwise; in the second place, I ad no and in makin the laws, so I dont feel bound to obey em; thirdly, Im both ungry an thirsty, an ere you ave the remedy for them afflictions, so, fourthly ere goes!

Having thus cleared his conscience, Ned committed the cash to his vest pocket, and presented the purse with its remaining contents to the rats in a neighbouring sewer.

Almost immediately afterwards he met an Irishman, an old friend.

Terence, my boy, well met! he said, offering his hand.

Hooroo! Ned Frog, sure I thought ye was in limbo!

You thought right, Terry; only half-an-hour out. Come along, Ill stand you somethin for the sake of old times. By the way, have you done that job yet?

What job?

Why, the dynamite job, of course.

No, Ive gin that up, returned the Irishman with a look of contempt. To tell you the honest truth, I dont believe that the way to right Ireland is to blow up England. But theres an Englishman youll find at the Swan an Anchor  a sneakin blackguard, as would sell his own mother for dhrink  hell help you if you wants to have a hand in the job. Im off it.

Notwithstanding this want of sympathy on that point, the two friends found that they held enough in common to induce a prolonged stay at the public-house, from which Ned finally issued rather late at night, and staggered homewards. He met no acquaintance on the way, and was about to knock at his own door when the sound of a voice within arrested him.

It was Hetty, praying. The poor wife and daughter had given up hope of his returning at so late an hour that night, and had betaken themselves to their usual refuge in distress. Ned knew the sound well, and it seemed to rouse a demon in his breast, for he raised his foot with the intention of driving in the door, when he was again arrested by another sound.

It was the voice of little Matty, who, awaking suddenly out of a terrifying dream, set up a shrieking which at once drowned all other sounds.

Ned lowered his foot, thrust his hands into his pockets, and stood gazing in a state of indecision at the broken pavement for a few minutes.

No peace there, he said, sternly. Prayin an squallin dont suit me, so good-night to ee all.

With that he turned sharp round, and staggered away, resolving never more to return!

Is that you, Ned Frog? inquired a squalid, dirty-looking woman, thrusting her head out of a window as he passed.

No, taint, said Ned, fiercely, as he left the court.

He went straight to a low lodging-house, but before entering tied his money in a bit of rag, and thrust it into an inner pocket of his vest, which he buttoned tight, and fastened his coat over it. Paying the requisite fourpence for the nights lodging, he entered, and was immediately hailed by several men who knew him, but being in no humour for good fellowship, he merely nodded and went straight up to his lowly bed. It was one of seventy beds that occupied the entire floor of an immense room. Police supervision had secured that this room should be well ventilated, and that the bedding should be reasonably clean, though far from clean-looking, and Ned slept soundly in spite of drink, for, as we have said before, he was unusually strong.

Next day, having thought over his plans in bed, and, being a man of strong determination, he went forth to carry them into immediate execution. He went to a lofty tenement in the neighbourhood of Dean and Flower Street, one of the poorest parts of the city, and hired a garret, which was so high up that even the staircase ended before you reached it, and the remainder of the upward flight had to be performed on a ladder, at the top of which was a trap-door, the only entrance to Neds new home.

Having paid a weeks rent in advance he took possession, furnished the apartment with one old chair, one older table, one bundle of straw in a sack, one extremely old blanket, and one brand-new pipe with a corresponding ounce or two of tobacco. Then he locked the trap-door, put the key in his pocket, and descended to the street, where at Bird-fair he provided himself with sundry little cages and a few birds. Having conveyed these with some food for himself and the little birds to his lodging he again descended to the street, and treated himself to a pint of beer.

While thus engaged he was saluted by an old friend, the owner of a low music-hall, who begged for a few minutes conversation with him outside.

Ned, he said, Im glad I fell in with you, for Im uncommon ard up just now.

I never lends money, said Ned, brusquely turning away.

Old on, Ned, I dont want yer money, bless yer. I wants to give you money.

Oh! thats quite another story; fire away, old man.

Well, you see, Im ard up, as I said, for a man to keep order in my place. The last man I ad was a good un, e was. Six futt one in is socks, an as strong as a orse, but by ill luck one night, a sailor-chap that was bigger than im come in to the all, an they ad a row, an my man got sitch a lickin that he ad to go to hospital, an es been there for a week, an wont be out, they say, for a month or more. Now, Ned, will you take the job? The pays good an the funs considerable. Sos the fightin, sometimes, but youd put a stop to that you know. An, then, youll ave all the day to yourself to do as you like.

Im your man, said Ned, promptly.

Thus it came to pass that the pugilist obtained suitable employment as a peacemaker and keeper of order, for a time at least, in one of those disreputable places of amusement where the unfortunate poor of London are taught lessons of vice and vanity which end often in vexation of spirit, not only to themselves, but to the strata of society which rest above them.

One night Ned betook himself to this temple of vice, and on the way was struck by the appearance of a man with a barrow  a sort of book-stall on wheels  who was pushing his way through the crowded street. It was the man who at the temperance meeting had begun with bah! and pooh! and had ended by putting on the Blue Ribbon. He had once been a comrade of Ned Frog, but had become so very respectable that his old chum scarcely recognised him.

Hallo! Reggie North, can that be you?

North let down his barrow, wheeled round, and held out his hand with a hearty, how are ee, old man? Wy youre lookin well, close cropped an comfortable, eh! Livin at Her Majestys expense lately? Where dee live now, Ned? Id like to come and see you.

Ned told his old comrade the locality of his new abode.

But I say, North, how respectable you are! Whats come over you? not become a travellin bookseller, have you?

Thats just what I am, Ned.

Well, theres no accountin for taste. I hope it pays.

Ay, pays splendidly  pays the seller of the books and pays the buyers better.

Hows that? asked Ned, in some surprise, going up to the barrow; oh! I see, Bibles.

Yes, Ned, Bibles, the Word of God. Will you buy one?

No, thank ee, said Ned, drily.

Here, Ill make you a present o one, then, returned North, thrusting a Bible into the others hand; you cant refuse it of an old comrade. Good-night. Ill look in on you soon.

You neednt trouble yourself, Ned called out as his friend went off; and he felt half inclined to fling the Bible after him, but checked himself. It was worth money! so he put it in his pocket and went his way.

The hall was very full that night, a new comic singer of great promise having been announced, and oh! it was sad to see the youths of both sexes, little more than big boys and girls, who went there to smoke, and drink, and enjoy ribald songs and indecent jests!

We do not mean to describe the proceedings. Let it suffice to say that, after one or two songs and a dance had been got through, Ned, part of whose duty it was to announce the performances, rose and in a loud voice said  

Signor Twittorini will now sing.

The Signor stepped forward at once, and was received with a roar of enthusiastic laughter, for anything more lugubrious and woe-begone than the expression of his face had never been seen on these boards before. There was a slight look of shyness about him, too, which increased the absurdity of the thing, and it was all so natural, as one half-tipsy woman remarked.

So it was  intensely natural  for Signor Twittorini was no other than poor Sammy Twitter in the extremest depths of his despair. Half-starved, half-mad, yet ashamed to return to his fathers house, the miserable boy had wandered in bye streets, and slept in low lodging-houses as long as his funds lasted. Then he tried to get employment with only partial success, until at last, recollecting that he had been noted among his companions for a sweet voice and a certain power of singing serio-comic songs, he thought of a low music-hall into which he had staggered one evening when drunk  as much with misery as with beer. The manager, on hearing a song or two, at once engaged him and brought him out. As poor Sammy knew nothing about acting, it was decided that he should appear in his own garments, which, being shabby-genteel, were pretty well suited for a great Italian singer in low society.

But Sammy had over-rated his own powers. After the first burst of applause was over, he stood gazing at the audience with his mouth half open, vainly attempting to recollect the song he meant to sing, and making such involuntary contortions with his thin visage, that a renewed burst of laughter broke forth. When it had partially subsided, Sammy once more opened his mouth, gave vent to a gasp, burst into tears, and rushed from the stage.

This was the climax! It brought down the house! Never before had they seen such an actor. He was inimitable, and the people made the usual demand for an encore with tremendous fervour, expecting that Signor Twittorini would repeat the scene, probably with variations, and finish off with the promised song. But poor Sammy did not respond.

I see,  you can improvise, said the manager, quite pleased, and Ive no objection when its well done like that; but youd better go on now, and stick to the programme.

I cant sing, said Sammy, in passionate despair.

Come, come, young feller, I dont like actin off the stage, an the audience is gittin impatient.

But I tell you I cant sing a note, repeated Sam.

What! Dye mean to tell me youre not actin?

I wish I was! cried poor Sam, glancing upward with tearful eyes and clasping his hands.

Come now. Youve joked enough. Go on and do your part, said the puzzled manager.

But I tell you Im not joking. I couldnt sing just now if you was to give me ten thousand pounds!

It might have been the amount of the sum stated, or the tone in which it was stated  we know not  but the truth of what Sam said was borne so forcibly in upon the manager, that he went into a violent passion; sprang at Sams throat; hustled him towards a back door, and kicked him out into a back lane, where he sat down on an empty packing case, covered his face with his hands, bowed his head on his knees, and wept.

The manager returned on the stage, and, with a calm voice and manner, which proved himself to be a very fair actor, stated that Signor Twittorini had met with a sudden disaster  not a very serious one  which, however, rendered it impossible for him to re-appear just then, but that, if sufficiently recovered, he would appear towards the close of the evening.

This, with a very significant look and gesture from Ned Frog, quieted the audience to the extent at least of inducing them to do nothing worse than howl continuously for ten minutes, after which they allowed the performances to go on, and saved the keeper of order the trouble of knocking down a few of the most unruly.

Ned was the first to quit the hall when all was over. He did so by the back door, and found Sam still sitting on the door-step.

Whats the matter with ye, youngster? he said, going up to him. Youve made a pretty mess of it to-night.

I couldnt help it  indeed I couldnt. Perhaps Ill do better next time.

Better! ha! ha! You couldnt ha done better  if youd ony gone on. But why do ye sit there?

Because Ive nowhere to go to.

Theres plenty o common lodgin-ouses, aint there?

Yes, but I havent got a single rap.

Well, then, aint there the casual ward? Why dont you go there? Youll git bed and board for nothin there.

Having put this question, and received no answer, Ned turned away without further remark.

Hardened though Ned was to suffering, there was something in the fallen boys face that had touched this fallen man. He turned back with a sort of remonstrative growl, and re-entered the back lane, but Signor Twittorini was gone. He had heard the managers voice, and fled.

A policeman directed him to the nearest casual ward, where the lowest stratum of abject poverty finds its nightly level.

Here he knocked with trembling hand. He was received; he was put in a lukewarm bath and washed; he was fed on gruel and a bit of bread  quite sufficient to allay the cravings of hunger; he was shown to a room in which appeared to be a row of corpses  so dead was the silence  each rolled in a covering of some dark brown substance, and stretched out stiff on a trestle with a canvas bottom. One of the trestles was empty. He was told he might appropriate it.

Are they dead? he asked, looking round with a shudder.

Not quite, replied his jailer, with a short laugh, but dead-beat most of em  tired out, I should say, and disinclined to move.

Sam Twitter fell on the couch, drew the coverlet over him, and became a brown corpse like the rest, while the guardian retired and locked the door to prevent the egress of any who might chance to come to life again.

In the morning Sam had a breakfast similar to the supper; was made to pick oakum for a few hours by way of payment for hospitality, and left with a feeling that he had at last reached the lowest possible depth of degradation.

So he had in that direction, but there are other and varied depths in London  depths of crime and of sickness, as well as of suffering and sorrow!

Aimlessly he wandered about for another day, almost fainting with hunger, but still so ashamed to face his father and mother that he would rather have died than done so.

Some touch of pathos, or gruff tenderness mayhap, in Ned Frogs voice, induced him to return at night to the scene of his discreditable failure, and await the pugilists coming out. He followed him a short way, and then running forward, said  

Oh, sir! Im very low!

Hallo! Signor Twittorini again! said Ned, wheeling round, sternly. What have I to do with your being low? Ive been low enough myself at times, an nobody helped

Ned checked himself, for he knew that what he said was false.

I think Im dying, said Sam, leaning against a house for support.

Well, if you do die, youll be well out of it all, replied Ned, bitterly. Whats your name?

Twitter, replied Sam, forgetting in his woe that he had not intended to reveal his real name.

Twitter  Twitter. Ive heard that name before. Why, yes. Fathers name Samuel  eh? Mother alive  got cards with Mrs Samuel Twitter on em, an no address?

Yes  yes. How do you come to know? asked Sam in surprise.

Never you mind that, youngster, but you come along wi me. Ive got a sort o right to feed you. Ha! ha! come along.

Sam became frightened at this sudden burst of hilarity, and shrank away, but Ned grasped him by the arm, and led him along with such decision, that resistance he felt would be useless.

In a few minutes he was in Neds garret eating bread and cheese with ravenous satisfaction.

Have some beer! said Ned, filling a pewter pot.

No  no  no  no! said Sam, shuddering as he turned his head away.

Well, youngster, returned Ned, with a slight look of surprise, please yourself, and heres your health.

He drained the pot to the bottom, after which, dividing his straw into two heaps, and throwing them into two corners, he bade Sam lie down and rest.

The miserable boy was only too glad to do so. He flung himself on the little heap pointed out, and the last thing he remembered seeing before the sweet restorer embraced him was the huge form of Ned Frog sitting in his own corner with his back to the wall, the pewter pot at his elbow, and a long clay pipe in his mouth.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Hopes revive.

Mr Thomas Balls, butler to Sir Richard Brandon, standing with his legs wide apart and his hands under his coat tails in the servants hall, delivered himself of the opinion that things was comin to a wonderful pass when Sir Richard Brandon would condescend to go visitin of a low family in Whitechapel.

But the family is no more low than you are, Mr Balls, objected Jessie Summers, who, being not very high herself, felt that the remark was slightly personal.

Of course not, my dear, replied Balls, with a paternal smile. I did not for a moment mean that Mr Samuel Twitter was low in an offensive sense, but in a social sense. Sir Richard, you know, belongs to the hupper ten, an he as not been used to associate with people so much further down in the scale. Whether hes right or whether hes wrong aint for me to say. I merely remark that, things being as they are, the master as come to a wonderful pass.

Its all along of Miss Diana, said Mrs Screwbury. That dear child as taken the firm belief into her pretty ead that all people are equal in the sight of their Maker, and that we should look on each other as brothers and sisters, and you know she can twist Sir Richard round her little finger, and shes taken a great fancy to that Twitter family ever since shes been introduced to them at that Ome of Industry by Mr Welland, who used to be a great friend of their poor boy that ran away. And Mrs Twitter goes about the Ome, and among the poor so much, and can tell her so many stories about poor people, that shes grown quite fond of her.

But we aint all equal, Mrs Screwbury, said the cook, recurring, with some asperity, to a former remark, an nothink you or anybody else can ever say will bring me to believe it.

Quite right, cook, said Balls. For instance, no one would ever admit that I was as good a cook as you are, or that you was equal to Mrs Screwbury as a nurse, or that any of us could compare with Jessie Summers as a ouse-maid, or that I was equal to Sir Richard in the matters of edication, or station, or wealth. No, it is in the more serious matters that concern our souls that we are equal, and I fear that when Death comes, hes not very particular as to who it is hes cuttin down when hes got the order.

A ring at the bell cut short this learned discourse. Thats for the cab, remarked Mr Balls as he went out.

Now, while these things were taking place at the West-End, in the East-End the Twitters were assembled round the social board enjoying themselves  that is to say, enjoying themselves as much as in the circumstances was possible. For the cloud that Sammys disappearance had thrown over them was not to be easily or soon removed.

Since the terrible day on which he was lost, a settled expression of melancholy had descended on the once cheery couple, which extended in varying degree down to their youngest. Allusion was never made to the erring one; yet it must not be supposed he was forgotten. On the contrary, Sammy was never out of his parents thoughts. They prayed for him night and morning aloud, and at all times silently. They also took every possible step to discover their boys retreat, by means of the ordinary police, as well as detectives whom they employed for the purpose of hunting Sammy up: but all in vain.

It must not be supposed, however, that this private sorrow induced Mrs Twitter selfishly to forget the poor, or intermit her labours among them. She did not for an hour relax her efforts in their behalf at George Yard and at Commercial Street.

At the Twitter social board  which, by the way, was spread in another house not far from that which had been burned  sat not only Mr and Mrs Twitter and all the little Twitters, but also Mrs Loper, who had dropped in just to make inquiries, and Mrs Larrabel, who was anxious to hear what news they had to tell, and Mr Crackaby, who was very sympathetic, and Mr Stickler, who was oracular. Thus the small table was full.

Mariar, my dear, said Mr Twitter, referring to some remarkable truism which his wife had just uttered, we must just take things as we find em. The world is not goin to change its course on purpose to please us. Things might be worse, you know, and when the spoke in your wheel is at its lowest there must of necessity be a rise unless it stands still altogether.

Youre right, Mr Twitter. I always said so, remarked Mrs Loper, adopting all these sentiments with a sigh of resignation. If we did not submit to fortune when it is adverse, why then wed have to  have to

Succumb to it, suggested Mrs Larrabel, with one of her sweetest smiles.

No, Mrs Larrabel, I never succumb  from principle I never do so. The last thing that any woman of good feeling ought to do is to succumb. I would bow to it.

Quite right, maam, quite right, said Stickler, who now found time to speak, having finished his first cup of tea and second muffin; to bow is, to say the least of it, polite and simple, and is always safe, for it commits one to nothing; but then, suppose that Fortune is impolite and refuses to return the bow, what, I ask you, would be the result?

As Mrs Loper could not form the slightest conception what the result would be, she replied with a weak smile and a request for more sausage.

These remarks, although calculated to enlist the sympathies of Crackaby and excite the mental energies of Twitter, had no effect whatever on those gentlemen, for the latter was deeply depressed, and his friend Crackaby felt for him sincerely. Thus the black sheep remained victorious in argument  which was not always the case.

Poor Twitter! He was indeed at that time utterly crestfallen, for not only had he lost considerably by the fire  his house having been uninsured  but business in the city had gone wrong somehow. A few heavy failures had occurred among speculators, and as these had always a row of minor speculators at their backs, like a row of childs bricks, which only needs the fall of one to insure the downcome of all behind it, there had been a general tumble of speculative bricks, tailing off with a number of unspeculative ones, such as tailors, grocers, butchers, and shopkeepers generally. Mr Twitter was one of the unspeculative unfortunates, but he had not come quite down. He had only been twisted uncomfortably to one side, just as a toy brick is sometimes seen standing up here and there in the midst of surrounding wreck. Mr Twitter was not absolutely ruined. He had only got into difficulties.

But this was a small matter in his and his good wifes eyes compared with the terrible fall and disappearance of their beloved Sammy. He had always been such a good, obedient boy; and, as his mother said, so sensitive. It never occurred to Mrs Twitter that this sensitiveness was very much the cause of his fall and disappearance, for the same weakness, or cowardice, that rendered him unable to resist the playful banter of his drinking comrades, prevented him from returning to his family in disgrace.

You have not yet advertised, I think? said Crackaby.

No, not yet, answered Twitter; we cannot bear to publish it. But we have set several detectives on his track. In fact we expect one of them this very evening; and I shouldnt wonder if that was him, he added, as a loud knock was heard at the door.

Please, maam, said the domestic, Mr Wellands at the door with another gentleman. E says e wont come in e merely wishes to speak to you for a moment.

Oh! bid em come in, bid em come in, said Mrs Twitter in the exuberance of a hospitality which never turned any one away, and utterly regardless of the fact that her parlour was extremely small.

Another moment, and Stephen Welland entered, apologising for the intrusion, and saying that he merely called with Sir Richard Brandon, on their way to the Beehive meeting, to ask if anything had been heard of Sam.

Come in, and welcome, do, said Mrs Twitter to Sir Richard, whose face had become a not unfamiliar one at the Beehive meetings by that time. And Miss Diana, too! Im so glad youve brought her. Sit down, dear. Not so near the door. To be sure there aint much room anywhere else, but  get out of the way, Stickler.

The black sheep hopped to one side instantly, and Di was accommodated with his chair. Stickler was one of those toadies who worship rank for its own sake. If a lamp-post had been knighted Stickler would have bowed down to it. If an ass had been what he styled barrow-knighted, he would have lain down and let it walk over him  perhaps would even have solicited a passing kick  certainly would not have resented one.

Allow me, Sir Richard, he said, with some reference to the knights hat.

Hush, Stickler! said Mrs Twitter.

The black sheep hushed, while the bustling lady took the hat and placed it on the sideboard.

Your stick, Sir Richard, said Stickler, permit

Hold your tongue, Stickler, said Mrs Twitter.

The black sheep held his tongue  between his teeth,  and wished that some day he might have the opportunity of punching Mrs Twitters head, without, if possible, her knowing who did it. Though thus reduced to silence, he cleared his throat in a demonstratively subservient manner and awaited his opportunity.

Sir Richard was about to apologise for the intrusion when another knock was heard at the outer door, and immediately after, the City Missionary, John Seaward, came in. He evidently did not expect to see company, but, after a cordial salutation to every one, said that he had called on his way to the meeting.

You are heartily welcome. Come in, said Mrs Twitter, looking about for a chair, come, sit beside me, Mr Seaward, on the stool. Youll not object to a humble seat, I know.

I am afraid, said Sir Richard, that the meeting has much to answer for in the way of flooding you with unexpected guests.

Oh! dear, no, sir, I love unexpected guests  the more unexpected the more I  Molly, dear, (to her eldest girl), take all the children up-stairs.

Mrs Twitter was beginning to get confused in her excitement, but the last stroke of generalship relieved the threatened block and her anxieties at the same time.

But what of Sam? asked young Welland in a low tone; any news yet?

None, said the poor mother, suddenly losing all her vivacity, and looking so pitifully miserable that the sympathetic Di incontinently jumped off her chair, ran up to her, and threw her arms round her neck.

Dear, darling child, said Mrs Twitter, returning the embrace with interest.

But I have brought you news, said the missionary, in a quiet voice which produced a general hush.

News! echoed Twitter with sudden vehemence. Oh! Mr Seaward, exclaimed the poor mother, clasping her hands and turning pale.

Yes, continued Seaward; as all here seem to be friends, I may tell you that Sam has been heard of at last. He has not, indeed, yet been found, but he has been seen in the company of a man well-known as a rough disorderly character, but who it seems has lately put on the blue ribbon, so we may hope that his influence over Sam will be for good instead of evil.

An expression of intense thankfulness escaped from the poor mother on hearing this, but the father became suddenly much excited, and plied the missionary with innumerable questions, which, however, resulted in nothing, for the good reason that nothing more was known.

At this point the company were startled by another knock, and so persuaded was Mrs Twitter that it must be Sammy himself, that she rushed out of the room, opened the door, and almost flung herself into the arms of Number 666.

I  I  beg your pardon, Mr Scott, I thought that

No harm done, maam, said Giles. May I come in?

Certainly, and most welcome.

When the tall constable bowed his head to pass under the ridiculously small doorway, and stood erect in the still more ridiculously small parlour, it seemed as though the last point of capacity had been touched, and the walls of the room must infallibly burst out. But they did not! Probably the house had been built before domiciles warranted to last twenty years had come into fashion.

You have found him! exclaimed Mrs Twitter, clasping her hands and looking up in Giless calm countenance with tearful eyes.

Yes, maam, I am happy to tell you that we have at last traced him. I have just left him.

And does he know you have come here? Is he expecting us? asked the poor woman breathlessly.

Oh! dear, no, maam, I rather think that if he knew I had come here, he would not await my return, for the young gentleman does not seem quite willing to come home. Indeed he is not quite fit; excuse me.

How dyou know hes not willing? demanded Mr Twitter, who felt a rising disposition to stand up for Sammy.

Because I heard him say so, sir. I went into the place where he was, to look for some people who are wanted, and saw your son sitting with a well-known rough of the name of North, who has become a changed man, however, and has put on the blue ribbon. I knew North well, and recognised your son at once. North seemed to have been trying to persuade your boy to return, (bless him! bless him! from Mrs Twitter), for I heard him say as I passed Oh! no, no, no, I can never return home!

Where is he? Take me to him at once. My bonnet and shawl, Molly!

Pardon me, maam, said Giles. It is not a very fit place for a lady  though there are some ladies who go to low lodging-houses regularly to preach; but unless you go for that purpose it

Yes, my dear, it would be quite out of place, interposed Twitter. Come, it is my duty to go to this place. Can you lead me to it, Mr Scott?

Oh! and I should like to go too  so much, so very much!

It was little Di who spoke, but her father said that the idea was preposterous.

Pardon me, Sir Richard, said Mr Seaward, this happens to be my night for preaching in the common lodging-house where Mr Scott says poor Sam is staying. If you choose to accompany me, there is nothing to prevent your little daughter going. Of course it would be as well that no one whom the boy might recognise should accompany us, but his father might go and stand at the door outside, while the owner of the lodging might be directed to tell Sam that some one wishes to see him.

Your plan is pretty good, but I will arrange my plans myself, said Mr Twitter, who suddenly roused himself to action with a degree of vigour that carried all before it. Go and do your own part, Mr Seaward. Give no directions to the proprietor of the lodging, and leave Sammy to me. I will have a cab ready for him, and his mother in the cab waiting, with a suit of his own clothes. Are you ready?

Quite ready, said the missionary, amused as well as interested by the good mans sudden display of resolution. Mrs Twitter, also, was reduced to silence by surprise, as well as by submission. Sir Richard agreed to go and take Di with him, if Giles promised to hold himself in readiness within call.

You see, he said, I have been in similar places before now, but  not with my little child!

As for Loper, Larrabel, Crackaby, Stickler, and Company  feeling that it would be improper to remain after the host and hostess were gone; that it would be equally wrong to offer to go with them, and quite inappropriate to witness the home-coming,  they took themselves off, but each resolved to flutter unseen in the neighbourhood until he, or she, could make quite sure that the prodigal had returned.

It was to one of the lowest of the common lodging-houses that Sam Twitter the younger had resorted on the night he had been discovered by Number 666. That day he had earned sixpence by carrying a carpet bag to a railway station. One penny he laid out in bread, one penny in cheese. With the remaining fourpence he could purchase the right to sit in the lodging-house kitchen, and to sleep in a bed in a room with thirty or forty homeless ones like himself.

On his way to this abode of the destitute, he was overtaken by a huge man with a little bit of blue ribbon in his button-hole.

Hallo! young feller, exclaimed the man, youre the chap that was livin wi Ned Frog the night I called to see im  eh! Sam Twitter, aint you?

Yes, said young Sam, blushing scarlet with alarm at the abruptness of the question. Yes, I am. TTwitter is my name. Youre the man that gave him the Bible, are you not, whom he turned out of his house for tryin to speak to him about his soul?

The same, young feller. Thats me, an Reggie North is my name. Hed ave ad some trouble to turn me out once, though, but Ive given up quarrellin and fightin now, havin enlisted under the banner of the Prince of Peace, replied the man, who was none other than our Bible-salesman, the man who contributed the memorable speech Bah! and Pooh! at the Gospel-temperance meeting. Where are you going?

Sam, who never could withhold information or retain a secret if asked suddenly, gave the name of the common lodging-house to which he was bound.

Well, Im going there too, so come along.

Sam could not choose but go with the man. He would rather have been alone, but could not shake him off.

Entering, they sat down at a table together near the kitchen fire, and North, pulling out of his pocket a small loaf, cut it in two and offered Sam half.

Several men were disputing in the box or compartment next to them, and as they made a great noise, attracting the attention of all around, North and his friend Sam were enabled the more easily to hold confidential talk unnoticed, by putting their heads together and chatting low as they ate their frugal meal.

What made you leave Ned? asked North.

How did you know Id left him?

Why, because if you was still with him you wouldnt be here!

This was so obvious that Sam smiled; but it was a sad apology for a smile.

I left him, because he constantly offered me beer, and Ive got such an awful desire for beer now, somehow, that I cant resist it, so I came away. And theres no chance of any one offering me beer in this place.

Not much, said North, with a grin. But, young feller, (and there was something earnestly kind in the mans manner here), if you feel an awful desire for drink, youd better put on this.

He touched his bit of blue ribbon.

No use, returned Sam, sorrowfully, I once put it on, and  and  Ive broke the pledge.

Thats bad, no doubt; but what then? returned North; are we never to tell the truth any more cause once we told a lie? Are we never to give up swearin cause once we uttered a curse? The Lord is able to save us, no matter how much we may have sinned. Why, sin is the very thing He saves us from  if well only come to Him.

Sam shook his head, but the manner of the man had attracted him, and eventually he told all his story to him. Reggie North listened earnestly, but the noise of the disputants in the next box was so great that they rose, intending to go to a quieter part of the large room. The words they heard at the moment, however, arrested them. The speaker was, for such a place, a comparatively well-dressed man, and wore a top-coat. He was discoursing on poverty and its causes.

It is nothing more nor less, he said, with emphasis, than the absence of equality that produces so much poverty.

Hear! hear! cried several voices, mingled with which, however, were the scoffing laughs of several men who knew too well and bitterly that the cause of their poverty was not the absence of equality, but, drink with improvidence.

What right, asked the man, somewhat indignantly, what right has Sir Crossly Cowel, for instance, the great capitalist, to his millions that e dont know what to do with, when were starvin? (Hear!) He didnt earn these millions; they was left to im by his father, an he didnt earn em, nor did his grandfather, or his great-grandfather, and so, back an back to the time of the robber who came over with William  the greatest robber of all  an stole the money, or cattle, from our forefathers. (Hear! hear!) An what right has Lord Lorrumdoddy to the thousands of acres of land hes got? (Ha! you may say that! from an outrageously miserable-looking man, who seemed too wretched to think, and only spoke for a species of pastime.) What right has he, I say, to his lands? The ministers of religion, too, are to be blamed, for they toady the rich and uphold the unjust system. My friends, it is these rich capitalists and landowners who oppress the people. What right have they, I ask again, to their wealth, when the inmates of this house, and thousands of others, are ill-fed and in rags? If I had my way, (Hear! hear! and a laugh), I would distribute the wealth of the country, and have no poor people at all such as I see before me  such as this poor fellow, (laying his hand on the shoulder of the outrageously miserable man, who said Just so feebly, but seemed to shrink from his touch). Do I not speak the truth? he added, looking round with the air of a man who feels that he carries his audience with him.

Well, mister, I aint just quite clear about that, said Reggie North, rising up and looking over the heads of those in front of him. There was an immediate and complete silence, for North had both a voice and a face fitted to command attention. Im not a learned man, you see, an haint studied the subjec, but isnt there a line in the Bible which says, Blessed are they that consider the poor? Now it do seem to me that if we was all equally rich, there would be no poor to consider, an no rich to consider em!

There was a considerable guffaw at this, and the argumentative man was about to reply, but North checked him with  

Old on, sir, I aint done yet. You said that Sir Cowley Cross

Crossly Cowel, cried his opponent, correcting.

I ax your pardon; Sir Crossly Cowel  that e ad no right to is millions, cause e didnt earn em, and because is father left em to im. Now, I ad a grandmother with one eye, poor thing  but of coorse thats nothin to do wi the argiment  an she was left a fi pun note by er father as ad a game leg  though thats nothin to do wi the argiment neither. Now, what puzzles me is, that if Sir Cow  Cross

A great shout of laughter interrupted North here, for he looked so innocently stupid, that most of the audience saw he was making game of the social reformer.

What puzzles me is, continued North, that if Sir Crossly Cowel as no right to is millions, my old grandmother ad no right to er fi pun note! (Hear, hear, and applause.) I dont know nothin about that there big thief Willum you mentioned, nor yet Lord Lorrumdoddy, not bein ighly connected, you see, mates, but no doubt this gentleman believes in is principles

Of course I does, said the social reformer indignantly.

Well, then, resumed North, suddenly throwing off his sheepish look and sternly gazing at the reformer while he pointed to the outrageously miserable man, who had neither coat, vest, shoes, nor socks, do you see that man? If you are in earnest, take off your coat and give it to him. What right have you to two coats when he has none?

The reformer looked surprised, and the proposal was received with loud laughter; all the more that he seemed so little to relish the idea of parting with one of his coats in order to prove the justice of his principles, and his own sincerity.

To give his argument more force, Reggie North took a sixpence from his pocket and held it up.

See here, mates, when I came to this house I said to myself, The Lord as given me success to-day in sellin His word,  you know, some of you, that Im a seller of Bibles and Testaments?

Ay, ay, old boy. We know you, said several voices.

And I wasnt always that, added North.

Thats true, anyhow, said a voice with a laugh.

Well. For what I was, I might thank drink and a sinful heart. For what I am I thank the Lord. But, as I was goin to say, I came here intendin to give this sixpence  it aint much, but its all I can spare  to some poor feller in distress, for I practise what I preach, and I meant to do it in a quiet way. But it seems to me that, seein whats turned up, Ill do more good by givin it in a public way  so, there it is, old man, and he put the sixpence on the table in front of the outrageously miserable man, who could hardly believe his eyes.

The change to an outrageously jovial man, with the marks of misery still strong upon him, was worthy of a pantomime, and spoke volumes; for, small though the sum might seem to Sir Crossly Cowel, or Lord Lorrumdoddy, it represented a full instead of an empty stomach and a peaceful instead of a miserable night to one wreck of humanity.

The poor man swept the little coin into his pocket and rose in haste with a thank ee, to go out and invest it at once, but was checked by North.

Stop, stop, my fine fellow! Not quite so fast. If youll wait till Ive finished my little business here, Ill take you to where youll get some warm grub for nothin, and maybe an old coat too. Encouraged by such brilliant prospects, the now jovially-miserable man sat down and waited while North and Sam went to a more retired spot near the door, where they resumed the confidential talk that had been interrupted.

The first thing you must do, my boy, said North, kindly, is to return to your fathers ouse; an that advice cuts two ways eaven-ward an earth-ward.

Oh! no, no, no, I can never return home, replied Sam, hurriedly, and thinking only of the shame of returning in his wretched condition to his earthly father.

It was at this point that the couple had come under the sharp stern eye of Number 666, who, as we have seen, went quietly out and conveyed the information direct to the Twitter family.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Returning Prodigal.

For a considerable time the Bible-seller plied Sam with every argument he could think of in order to induce him to return home, and he was still in the middle of his effort when the door opened, and two young men of gentlemanly appearance walked in, bearing a portable harmonium between them.

They were followed by one of the ladies of the Beehive, who devote all their time  and, may we not add, all their hearts  to the rescue of the perishing. Along with her came a tall, sweet-faced girl. She was our friend Hetty Frog, who, after spending her days at steady work, spent some of her night hours in labours of love. Hetty was passionately fond of music, and had taught herself to play the harmonium sufficiently to accompany simple hymns.

After her came the missionary, whose kind face was familiar to most of the homeless ones there. They greeted him with good-natured familiarity, but some of their faces assumed a somewhat vinegar aspect when the tall form of Sir Richard Brandon followed Seaward.

A bloated haristocrat! growled one of the men.

Got a smart little darter, anyhow, remarked another, as Di, holding tight to her fathers hand, glanced from side to side with looks of mingled pity and alarm.

For poor little Di had a not uncommon habit of investing everything in couleur de rose, and the stern reality which met her had not the slightest tinge of that colour. Di had pictured to herself clean rags and picturesque poverty. The reality was dirty rags and disgusting poverty. She had imagined sorrowful faces. Had she noted them when the missionary passed, she might indeed have seen kindly looks; but when her father passed there were only scowling faces, nearly all of which were unshaven and dirty. Di had not thought at all of stubbly beards or dirt! Neither had she thought of smells, or of stifling heat that it was not easy to bear. Altogether poor little Di was taken down from a height on that occasion to which she never again attained, because it was a false height. In after years she reached one of the true heights  which was out of sight higher than the false one!

There was something very businesslike in these missionaries, for there was nothing of the simply amateur in their work  like the visit of Di and her father. They were familiar with the East-end mines; knew where splendid gems and rich gold were to be found, and went about digging with the steady persistence of the labourer, coupled, however, with the fire of the enthusiast.

They carried the harmonium promptly to the most conspicuous part of the room, planted it there, opened it, placed a stool in front of it, and one of the brightest diamonds from that mine  in the person of Hetty Frog  sat down before it. Simply, and in sweet silvery tones, she sang Come to the Saviour.

The others joined  even Sir Richard Brandon made an attempt to sing  as he had done on a previous occasion, but without much success, musically speaking. Meanwhile, John Seaward turned up the passage from which he had prepared to speak that evening. And so eloquent with natures simplicity was the missionary, that the party soon forgot all about the Twitters while the comforting Gospel was being urged upon the unhappy creatures around.

But we must not forget the Twitters. They are our text and sermon just now!

Young Sam Twitter had risen with the intention of going out when the missionary entered, for words of truth only cut him to the heart. But his companion whispered him to wait a bit. Soon his attention was riveted.

While he sat there spell-bound, a shabby-genteel man entered and sat down beside him. He wore a broad wide-awake, very much slouched over his face, and a coat which had once been fine, but now bore marks of having been severely handled  as if recently rubbed by a drunken wearer on whitewashed and dirty places. The mans hands were not so dirty, however, as one might have expected from his general appearance, and they trembled much. On one of his fingers was a gold ring. This incongruity was lost on Sam, who was too much absorbed to care for the new comer, and did not even notice that he pushed somewhat needlessly close to him.

These things were not, however, lost on Reggie North, who regarded the man with some surprise, not unmixed with suspicion.

When, after a short time, however, this man laid his hand gently on that of Sam and held it, the boy could no longer neglect his eccentricities. He naturally made an effort to pull the hand away, but the stranger held it fast. Having his mind by that time entirely detached from the discourse of the missionary, Sam looked at the stranger in surprise, but could not see his face because of the disreputable wide-awake which he wore. But great was his astonishment, not to say alarm, when he felt two or three warm tears drop on his hand.

Again he tried to pull it away, but the strange man held it tighter. Still further, he bent his head over it and kissed it.

A strange unaccountable thrill ran through the boys frame. He stooped, looked under the brim of the hat, and beheld his father!

Sammy  dear, dear Sammy, whispered the man, in a husky voice.

But Sammy could not reply. He was thunderstruck. Neither could his father speak, for he was choking.

But Reggie North had heard enough. He was quick-witted, and at once guessed the situation.

Now then, old genlmn, he whispered, dont you go an make a fuss, if youre wise. Go out as quiet as you came in, an leave this young un to me. Its all right. Im on your side.

Samuel Twitter senior was impressed with the honesty of the mans manner, and the wisdom of his advice. Letting go the hand, after a parting squeeze, he rose up and left the room. Two minutes later, North and Sammy followed.

They found the old father outside, who again grasped his sons hand with the words, Sammy, my boy  dear Sammy; but he never got further than that.

Number 666 was there too.

Youll find the cab at the end of the street, sir, he said, and next moment Sammy found himself borne along  not unwillingly  by North and his father.

A cab door was opened. A female form was seen with outstretched arms.

Mother!

Sammy  darling

The returning prodigal disappeared into the cab. Mr Twitter turned round.

Thank you. God bless you, whoever you are, he said, fumbling in his vest pocket; having forgotten that he represented an abject beggar, and had no money there.

No thanks to me, sir. Look higher, said the Bible-seller, thrusting the old gentleman almost forcibly into the vehicle. Now then, cabby, drive on.

The cabby obeyed. Having already received his instructions he did not drive home. Where he drove to is a matter of small consequence. It was to an unknown house, and a perfect stranger to Sammy opened the door. Mrs Twitter remained in the cab while Sammy and his father entered the house, the latter carrying a bundle in his hand. They were shown into what the boy must have considered  if he considered anything at all just then  a preposterously small room.

The lady of the house evidently expected them, for she said, The bath is quite ready, sir.

Now, Sammy,  dear boy, said Mr Twitter, off with your rags  and ggit into that bbath.

Obviously Mr Twitter did not speak with ease. In truth it was all he could do to contain himself, and he felt that his only chance of bearing up was to say nothing more than was absolutely necessary in short ejaculatory phrases. Sammy was deeply touched, and began to wash his dirty face with a few quiet tears before taking his bath.

Now then, Sammy  look sharp! You didnt use  to  be  so  slow! eh?

No, father. I suppose it  it  is want of habit. I havent undressed much of late.

This very nearly upset poor Mr Twitter. He made no reply, but assisted his son to disrobe with a degree of awkwardness that tended to delay progress.

It  its not too hot  eh?

Oh! no, father. Its  its  vvery nice.

Go at it with a will, Sammy. Head and all, my boy  down with it. And dont spare the soap. Lots of soap here, Sammy  no end of soap!

The truth of which Mr Twitter proceeded to illustrate by covering his son with a lather that caused him quickly to resemble whipped cream.

Oh! hold on, father, its getting into my eyes.

My boy  dear Sammy  forgive me. I didnt quite know what I was doing. Never mind. Down you go again, Sammy  head and all. Thats it. Now, thats enough; out you come.

Oh! father, said the poor boy, while invisible tears trickled over his wet face, as he stepped out of the bath, its so good of you to forgive me so freely.

Forgive you, my son! forgive! why, Id  Id He could say no more, but suddenly clasped Sammy to his heart, thereby rendering his face and person soap-suddy and wet to a ridiculous extent.

Unclasping his arms and stepping back, he looked down at himself.

You dirty boy! what dyou mean by it?

Its your own fault, daddy, replied Sam, with a hysterical laugh, as he enveloped himself in a towel.

A knock at the bath-room door here produced dead silence.

Please, sir, said a female voice, the lady in the cab sends to say that shes gettin impatient.

Tell the lady in the cab to drive about and take an airing for ten minutes, replied Mr Twitter with reckless hilarity.

Yes, sir.

Now, my boy, heres your toggery, said the irrepressible father, hovering round his recovered son like a moth round a candle your best suit, Sammy; the one you used to wear only on Sundays, you extravagant fellow.

Sammy put it on with some difficulty from want of practice, and, after combing out and brushing his hair, he presented such a changed appearance that none of his late companions could have recognised him. His father, after fastening up his coat with every button in its wrong hole, and causing as much delay as possible by assisting him to dress, finally hustled him down-stairs and into the cab, where he was immediately re-enveloped by Mrs Twitter.

He was not permitted to see any one that night, but was taken straight to his room, where his mother comforted, prayed with, fed and fondled him, and then allowed him to go to bed.

Next morning early  before breakfast  Mrs Twitter assembled all the little Twitters, and put them on chairs in a row  according to order, for Mrs Twitters mind was orderly in a remarkable degree. They ranged from right to left thus:  

Molly, Willie, Fred, Lucy, and Alice  with Alices doll on a dolls chair at the left flank of the line.

Now children, said Mrs Twitter, sitting down in front of the row with an aspect so solemn that they all immediately made their mouths very small and their eyes very large  in which respect they brought themselves into wonderful correspondence with Alices doll. Now children, your dear brother Sammy has come home.

Oh! how nice! Where has he been? What has he seen? Why has he been away so long? How jolly! were the various expressions with which the news was received.

Silence.

The stillness that followed was almost oppressive, for the little Twitters had been trained to prompt obedience. To say truth they had not been difficult to train, for they were all essentially mild.

Now, remember, when he comes down to breakfast you are to take no notice whatever of his having been away  no notice at all.

Are we not even to say good-morning or kiss him, mamma? asked little Alice with a look of wonder.

Dear child, you do not understand me. We are all charmed to see Sammy back, and so thankful  so glad  that he has come, and we will kiss him and say whatever we please to him except, (here she cast an awful eye along the line and dropped her voice), except ask him where  he  has  been.

Maynt we ask him how he liked it, mamma? said Alice.

Liked what, child?

Where he has been, mamma.

No, not a word about where he has been; only that we are so glad, so very glad, to see him back.

Fred, who had an argumentative turn of mind, thought that this would be a rather demonstrative though indirect recognition of the fact that Sammy had been somewhere that was wrong, but, having been trained to unquestioning obedience, Fred said nothing.

Now, dolly, whispered little Alice, bending down, member dat  youre so glad Sammys come back; mustnt say more  not a word more.

It is enough for you to know, my darlings, continued Mrs Twitter, that Sammy has been wandering and has come back.

Listen, Dolly, you hear? Sammys been wandering an come back. Dats nuff for you.

You see, dears, continued Mrs Twitter, with a slightly perplexed look, caused by her desire to save poor Sammys feelings, and her anxiety to steer clear of the slightest approach to deception, you see, Sammy has been long away, and has been very tired, and wont like to be troubled with too many questions at breakfast, you know, so I want you all to talk a good deal about anything you like  your lessons,  for instance, when he comes down.

Before we say good-morning, mamma, or after? asked Alice, who was extremely conscientious.

Darling child, exclaimed the perplexed mother, youll never take it in. What I want to impress on you is

She stopped, suddenly, and what it was she meant to impress we shall never more clearly know, for at that moment the foot of Sammy himself was heard on the stair.

Now, mind, children, not a word  not  a  word!

The almost preternatural solemnity induced by this injunction was at once put to flight by Sammy, at whom the whole family flew with one accord and a united shriek  pulling him down on a chair and embracing him almost to extinction.

Fortunately for Sammy, and his anxious mother, that which the most earnest desire to obey orders would have failed to accomplish was brought about by the native selfishness of poor humanity, for, the first burst of welcome over, Alice began an elaborate account of her Dollys recent proceedings, which seemed to consist of knocking her head against articles of furniture, punching out her own eyes and flattening her own nose; while Fred talked of his latest efforts in shipbuilding; Willie of his hopes in regard to soldiering, and Lucy of her attempts to draw and paint.

Mr and Mrs Twitter contented themselves with gazing on Sammys somewhat worn face, and lying in watch, so that, when Alice or any of the young members of the flock seemed about to stray on the forbidden ground, they should be ready to descend, like two wolves on the fold, remorselessly change the subject of conversation, and carry all before them.

Thus tenderly was that prodigal son received back to his fathers house.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Canada again  and Surprising News.

It is most refreshing to those who have been long cooped up in a city to fly on the wings of steam to the country and take refuge among the scents of flowers and fields and trees. We have said this, or something like it, before, and remorselessly repeat it  for it is a grand truism.

Let us then indulge ourselves a little with a glance at the farm of Brankly in Canada.

Lake Ontario, with its expanse of boundless blue, rolls like an ocean in the far distance. We can see it from the hill-top where the sweet-smelling red-pines grow. At the bottom of the hill lies Brankly itself, with its orchards and homestead and fields of golden grain, and its little river, with the little saw-mill going as pertinaciously as if it, like the river, had resolved to go on for ever. Cattle are there, sheep are there, horses and wagons are there, wealth and prosperity are there, above all happiness is there, because there also dwells the love of God.

It is a good many years, reader, since you and I were last here. Then, the farm buildings and fences were brand-new. Now, although of course not old, they bear decided traces of exposure to the weather. But these marks only give compactness of look and unity of tone to everything, improving the appearance of the place vastly.

The fences, which at first looked blank and staring, as if wondering how they had got there, are now more in harmony with the fields they enclose. The plants which at first struggled as if unwillingly on the dwelling-house, now cling to it and climb about it with the affectionate embrace of old friends. Everything is improved  Well, no, not everything. Mr Merryboys legs have not improved. They will not move as actively as they were wont to do. They will not go so far, and they demand the assistance of a stick. But Mr Merryboys spirit has improved  though it was pretty good before, and his tendency to universal philanthropy has increased to such an extent that the people of the district have got into a way of sending their bad men and boys to work on his farm in order that they may become good!

Mrs Merryboy, however, has improved in every way, and is more blooming than ever, as well as a trifle stouter, but Mrs Merryboy senior, although advanced spiritually, has degenerated a little physically. The few teeth that kept her nose and chin apart having disappeared, her mouth has also vanished, though there is a decided mark which tells where it was  especially when she speaks or smiles. The hair on her forehead has become as pure white as the winter snows of Canada. Wrinkles on her visage have become the rule, not the exception, but as they all run into comical twists, and play in the forms of humour, they may, perhaps, be regarded as a physical improvement. She is stone deaf now, but this also may be put to the credit side of her account, for it has rendered needless those awkward efforts to speak loud and painful attempts to hear which used to trouble the family in days gone by. It is quite clear, however, when you look into grannys coal-black eyes, that if she were to live to the age of Methuselah she will never be blind, nor ill-natured, nor less pleased with herself, her surroundings, and the whole order of things created!

But who are these that sit so gravely and busily engaged with breakfast as though they had not the prospect of another meal that year? Two young men and a young girl. One young man is broad and powerful though short, with an incipient moustache and a fluff of whisker. The other is rather tall, slim, and gentlemanly, and still beardless. The girl is little, neat, well-made, at the budding period of life, brown-haired, brown-eyed, round, soft  just such a creature as one feels disposed to pat on the head and say, My little pet!

Why, these are two waifs and a stray! Dont you know them? Look again. Is not the stout fellow our friend Bobby Frog, the slim one Tim Lumpy, and the girl Martha Mild? But who, in all London, would believe that these were children who had bean picked out of the gutter? Nobody  except those good Samaritans who had helped to pick them up, and who could show you the photographs of what they once were and what they now are.

Mr Merryboy, although changed a little as regards legs, was not in the least deteriorated as to lungs. As Granny, Mrs Merryboy, and the young people sat at breakfast he was heard at an immense distance off, gradually making his way towards the house.

Something seems to be wrong with father this morning, I think, said Mrs Merryboy, junior, listening.

Granny, observing the action, pretended to listen, and smiled.

Hes either unusually jolly or unusually savage  a little more tea, mother, said Tim Lumpy, pushing in his cup.

Tim, being father-and-motherless, called Mr Merryboy father and the wife mother. So did Martha, but Bobby Frog, remembering those whom he had left at home, loyally declined, though he did not object to call the elder Mrs Merryboy granny.

Something for good or evil must have happened, said Bobby, laying down his knife and fork as the growling sound drew nearer.

At last the door flew open and the storm burst in. And we may remark that Mr Merryboys stormy nature was, if possible, a little more obtrusive than it used to be, for whereas in former days his toes and heels did most of the rattling-thunder business, the stick now came into play as a prominent creator of din  not only when flourished by hand, but often on its own account and unexpectedly, when propped clumsily in awkward places.

Hallo! good people all, how are ee? morning  morning. Boys, dee know that the saw-mills come to grief?

No, are you in earnest, father? cried Tim, jumping up.

In earnest! Of course I am. Pretty engineers you are. Sawed its own bed in two, or burst itself. Dont know which, and whats more I dont care. Come, Martha, my bantam chicken, lets have a cup of tea. Bother that stick, it cant keep its legs much better than myself. How are you, mother? Glorious weather, isnt it?

Mr Merryboy ignored deafness. He continued to speak to his mother just as though she heard him.

And she continued to nod and smile, and make-believe to hear with more demonstration of face and cap than ever. After all, her total loss of hearing made little difference, her sentiments being what Bobby Frog in his early days would have described in the words, Wots the hodds so long as youre appy?

But Bobby had now ceased to drop or misapply his aitches  though he still had some trouble with his Rs.

As he was chief engineer of the saw-mill, having turned out quite a mechanical genius, he ran down to the scene of disaster with much concern on hearing the old gentlemans report.

And, truly, when he and Tim reached the picturesque spot where, at the waters edge among fine trees and shrubs, the mill stood clearly reflected in its own dam, they found that the mischief done was considerable. The machinery, by which the frame with its log to be sawn was moved along quarter-inch by quarter-inch at each stroke, was indeed all right, but it had not been made self-regulating. The result was that, on one of the attendant workmen omitting to do his duty, the saw not only ripped off a beautiful plank from a log, but continued to cross-cut the end of the heavy framework, and then proceeded to cut the iron which held the log in its place. The result, of course, was that the iron refused to be cut, and savagely revenged itself by scraping off, flattening down, turning up, and otherwise damaging, the teeth of the saw!

Hm! that comes of haste, muttered Bob, as he surveyed the wreck. If I had taken time to make the whole affair complete before setting the mill to work, this would not have happened.

Never mind, Bob, we must learn by experience, you know, said Tim, examining the damage done with a critical eye. Luckily, we have a spare saw in the store.

Run and fetch it, said Bob to the man in charge of the mill, whose carelessness had caused the damage, and who stared silently at his work with a look of horrified resignation.

When he was gone Bob and Tim threw off their coats, rolled up their sleeves to the shoulder, and set to work with a degree of promptitude and skill which proved them to be both earnest and capable workmen.

The first thing to be done was to detach the damaged saw from its frame.

There, said Bob, as he flung it down, you wont use your teeth again on the wrong subject for some time to come. Have we dry timber heavy enough to mend the frame, Tim?

Plenty  more than we want.

Well, you go to work on it while I fix up the new saw.

To work the two went accordingly  adjusting, screwing, squaring, sawing, planing, mortising, until the dinner-bell called them to the house.

So soon! exclaimed Bob; dinner is a great bother when a man is very busy.

Dye think so, Bob? Well, now, I look on it as a great comfort  specially when youre hungry.

Ah! but thats because you are greedy, Tim. You always were too fond o your grub.

Come, Bob, no slang. You know that mother doesnt like it. By the way, talkin of mothers, is it on Wednesday or Thursday that you expect your mother?

Thursday, my boy, replied Bob, with a bright look. Ha! that will be a day for me!

So it will, Bob, Im glad for your sake, returned Tim with a sigh, which was a very unusual expression of feeling for him. His friend at once understood its significance.

Tim, my boy, Im sorry for you. I wish I could split my mother in two and give you half of her.

Yes, said Tim, somewhat absently, it is sad to have not one soul in the world related to you.

But there are many who care for you as much as if they were relations, said Bob, taking his friends arm as they approached the house.

Come along, come along, youngsters, shouted Mr Merryboy from the window, the dinners gettin cold, and grannys gettin in a passion. Look sharp. If you knew what news I have for you youd look sharper.

What news, sir? asked Bob, as they sat down to a table which did not exactly groan with viands  it was too strong for that  but which was heavily weighted therewith.

I wont tell you till after dinner  just to punish you for being late; besides, it might spoil your appetite.

But suspense is apt to spoil appetite, father, isnt it? said Tim, who, well accustomed to the old farmers eccentricities, did not believe much in the news he professed to have in keeping.

Well, then, you must just lose your appetites, for I wont tell you, said Mr Merryboy firmly. It will do you good  eh! mother, wont a touch of starvation improve them, bring back the memory of old times  eh?

The old lady, observing that her son was addressing her, shot forth such a beam of intelligence and goodwill that it was as though a gleam of sunshine had burst into the room.

I knew youd agree with me  ha! ha! you always do, mother, cried the farmer, flinging his handkerchief at a small kitten which was sporting on the floor and went into fits of delight at the attention.

After dinner the young men were about to return to their saw-mill when Mr Merryboy called them back.

What would you say, boys, to hear that Sir Richard Brandon, with a troop of emigrants, is going to settle somewhere in Canada?

I would think hed gone mad, sir, or changed his nature, responded Bob.

Well, as to whether hes gone mad or not I cant tell  he may have changed his nature, who knows? Thats not beyond the bounds of possibility. Anyway, he is coming. Ive got a letter from a friend of mine in London who says he read it in the papers. But perhaps you may learn more about it in that.

He tossed a letter to Bob, who eagerly seized it.

From sister Hetty, he cried, and tore it open.

The complete unity and unanimity of this family was well illustrated by the fact, that Bob began to read the letter aloud without asking leave and without apology.

Dearest Bob, it ran, you will get this letter only a mail before our arrival. I had not meant to write again, but cannot resist doing so, to give you the earliest news about it. Sir Richard has changed his mind! You know, in my last, I told you he had helped to assist several poor families from this quarter  as well as mother and me, and Matty. He is a real friend to the poor, for he doesnt merely fling coppers and old clothes at them, but takes trouble to find out about them, and helps them in the way that seems best for each. Its all owing to that sweet Miss Di, who comes so much about here that shes almost as well-known as Giles Scott the policeman, or our missionary. By the way, Giles has been made an Inspector lately, and has got no end of medals and a silver watch, and other testimonials, for bravery in saving people from fires, and canals, and cart wheels, and  hes a wonderful man is Giles, and they say his son is to be taken into the force as soon as hes old enough. Hes big enough and sensible enough already, and looks twice his age. After all, if he can knock people down, and take people up, and keep order, what does it matter how young he is?

But Im wandering, I always do wander, Bob, when I write to you! Well, as I was saying, Sir Richard has changed his mind and has resolved to emigrate himself, with Miss Di and a whole lot of friends and work-people. He wants, as he says, to establish a colony of like-minded people, and so you may be sure that all who have fixed to go with him are followers of the Lord Jesus  and not ashamed to say so. As I had already taken our passages in the Amazon steamer

The Amazon! interrupted Mr Merryboy, with a shout, why, that steamer has arrived already!

So it has, said Bob, becoming excited; their letter must have been delayed, and they must have come by the same steamer that brought it; why, theyll be here immediately!

Perhaps to-night! exclaimed Mrs Merryboy.

Oh! how nice! murmured Martha, her great brown eyes glittering with joy at the near prospect of seeing that Hetty about whom she had heard so much.

Impossible! said Tim Lumpy, coming down on them all with his wet-blanket of common-sense. They would never come on without dropping us a line from Quebec, or Montreal, to announce their arrival.

Thats true, Tim, said Mr Merryboy, but youve not finished the letter, Bob  go on. Mother, mother, what a variety of faces you are making!

This also was true, for old Mrs Merryboy, seeing that something unusual was occurring, had all this time been watching the various speakers with her coal-black eyes, changing aspect with their varied expressions, and wrinkling her visage up into such inexpressible contortions of sympathetic good-will, that she really could not have been more sociable if she had been in full possession and use of her five senses.

As I had already, continued Bob, reading, taken our passages in the Amazon steamer, Sir Richard thought it best that we should come on before, along with his agent, who goes to see after the land, so that we might have a good long stay with you, and dear Mr and Mrs Merryboy, who have been so kind to you, before going on to Brandon  which, I believe, is the name of the place in the backwoods where Sir Richard means us all to go to. I dont know exactly where it is  and I dont know anybody who does, but thats no matter. Enough for mother, and Matty, and me to know that its within a few hundred miles of you, which is very different from three thousand miles of an ocean!

Youll also be glad to hear that Mr Twitter with all his family is to join this band. It quite puts me in mind of the story of the Pilgrim Fathers, that I once heard in dear Mr Hollands meeting hall, long ago. I wish he could come too, and all his people with him, and all the ladies from the Beehive. Wouldnt that be charming! But, then,  who would be left to look after London? No, it is better that they should remain at home.

Poor Mr Twitter never quite got the better of his fire, you see, so he sold his share in his business, and is getting ready to come. His boys and girls will be a great help to him in Canada, instead of a burden as they have been in London  the younger ones I mean, of course, for Molly, and Sammy, and Willie have been helping their parents for a long time past. I dont think Mrs Twitter quite likes it, and Im sure shes almost breaking her heart at the thought of leaving George Yard. It is said that their friends Mrs Loper, Mrs Larrabel, Stickler, and Crackaby, want to join, but I rather think Sir Richard isnt very keen to have them. Mr Stephen Welland is also coming. One of Sir Richards friends, Mr Brisbane I think, got him a good situation in the Mint  thats where all the money is coined, you know  but, on hearing of this expedition to Canada, he made up his mind to go there instead; so he gave up the Mint  very unwillingly, however, I believe, for he wanted very much to go into the Mint. Now, no more at present from your loving and much hurried sister, (for Im in the middle of packing), Hetty.

Now, while Bob Frog was in the act of putting Hettys letter in his pocket, a little boy was seen on horseback, galloping up to the door.

He brought a telegram addressed to Mr Robert Frog. It was from Montreal, and ran thus: We have arrived, and leave this on Tuesday forenoon.

Why, theyre almost here now, cried Bob.

Harness up, my boy, and off you go  not a moment to lose! cried Mr Merryboy, as Bob dashed out of the room. Take the bays, Bob, he added in a stentorian voice, thrusting his head out of the window, and the biggest wagon. Dont forget the rugs!

Ten minutes later, and Bob Frog, with Tim Lumpy beside him, was driving the spanking pair of bays to the railway station.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Happy Meetings.

It was to the same railway station as that at which they had parted from their guardian and been handed over to Mr Merryboy years before that Bobby Frog now drove. The train was not due for half an hour.

Tim, said Bob after they had walked up and down the platform for about five minutes, how slowly time seems to fly when ones in a hurry!

Doesnt it? assented Tim, crawls like a snail.

Tim, said Bob, after ten minutes had elapsed, what a difficult thing it is to wait patiently when ones anxious!

Isnt it! assented Tim, so hard to keep from fretting and stamping.

Tim, said Bob, after twenty minutes had passed, I wonder if the two or three dozen people on this platform are all as uncomfortably impatient as I am.

Perhaps they are, said Tim, but certainly possessed of more power to restrain themselves.

Tim, said Bob, after the lapse of five-and-twenty minutes, did you ever hear of such a long half-hour since you were born?

Never, replied the sympathetic Tim, except once long ago when I was starving, and stood for about that length of time in front of a confectioners window till I nearly collapsed and had to run away at last for fear I should smash in the glass and feed.

Tim, Ill take a look round and see that the bays are all right.

Youve done that four times already, Bob.

Well, Ill do it five times, Tim. Theres luck, you know, in odd numbers.

There was a sharpish curve on the line close to the station. While Bob Frog was away the train, being five minutes before its time, came thundering round the curve and rushed alongside the platform.

Bob ran back of course and stood vainly trying to see the people in each carriage as it went past.

Oh! what a sweet eager face! exclaimed Tim, gazing after a young girl who had thrust her head out of a first-class carriage.

Let alone sweet faces, Tim  this way. The third classes are all behind.

By this time the train had stopped, and great was the commotion as friends and relatives met or said good-bye hurriedly, and bustled into and out of the carriages  commotion which was increased by the cheering of a fresh band of rescued waifs going to new homes in the west, and the hissing of the safety valve which took it into its head at that inconvenient moment to let off superfluous steam. Some of the people rushing about on that platform and jostling each other would have been the better for safety valves! poor Bobby Frog was one of these.

Not there! he exclaimed despairingly, as he looked into the last carriage of the train.

Impossible, said Tim, weve only missed them; walk back.

They went back, looking eagerly into carriage after carriage  Bob even glancing under the seats in a sort of wild hope that his mother might be hiding there, but no one resembling Mrs Frog was to be seen.

A commotion at the front part of the train, more pronounced than the general hubbub, attracted their attention.

Oh! where is he  where is he? cried a female voice, which was followed up by the female herself, a respectable elderly woman, who went about the platform scattering people right and left in a fit of temporary insanity, where is my Bobby, where is he, I say? Oh! why wont people git out o my way? Git out o the way, (shoving a sluggish man forcibly), where are you, Bobby? Boooooby!

It was Mrs Frog! Bob saw her, but did not move. His heart was in his throat! He could not move. As he afterwards said, he was struck all of a heap, and could only stand and gaze with his hands clasped.

Out o the way, young man! cried Mrs Frog, brushing indignantly past him, in one of her erratic bursts. Oh! Bobby  where has that boy gone to?

Mother! gasped Bob.

Who said that? cried Mrs Frog, turning round with a sharp look, as if prepared to retort youre another on the shortest notice.

Mother! again said Bob, unclasping his hands and holding them out.

Mrs Frog had hitherto, regardless of the well-known effect of time, kept staring at heads on the level which Bobbys had reached when he left home. She now looked up with a startled expression.

Can it  is it  oh! Bo she got no further, but sprang forward and was caught and fervently clasped in the arms of her son.

Tim fluttered round them, blowing his nose violently though quite free from cold in the head  which complaint, indeed, is not common in those regions.

Hetty, who had lost her mother in the crowd, now ran forward with Matty. Bob saw them, let go his mother, and received one in each arm  squeezing them both at once to his capacious bosom.

Mrs Frog might have fallen, though that was not probable, but Tim made sure of her by holding out a hand which the good woman grasped, and laid her head on his breast, quite willing to make use of him as a convenient post to lean against, while she observed the meeting of the young people with a contented smile.

Tim observed that meeting too, but with very different feelings, for the sweet eager face that he had seen in the first-class carriage belonged to Hetty! Long-continued love to human souls had given to her face a sweetness  and sympathy with human spirits and bodies in the depths of poverty, sorrow, and deep despair had invested it with a pitiful tenderness and refinement  which one looks for more naturally among the innocent in the higher ranks of life.

Poor Tim gazed unutterably, and his heart went on in such a way that even Mrs Frogs attention was arrested. Looking up, she asked if he was took bad.

Oh! dear no. By no means, said Tim, quickly.

Youre tremblin so, she returned, an it aint cold  but your colours all right. I suppose its the natur o you Canadians. But only to think that my Bobby, she added, quitting her leaning-post, and again seizing her son, that my Bobby should ave growd up, an his poor mother knowed nothink about it! I cant believe my eyes  it aint like Bobby a bit, yet someow I know its im! Why, youve growd into a gentleman, you ave.

And you have grown into a flatterer, said Bob, with a laugh. But come, mother, this way; Ive brought the wagon for you. Look after the luggage, Tim  Oh! I forgot. This is Tim, Hetty  Tim Lumpy. You remember, you used to see us playing together when we were city Arabs.

Hetty looked at Tim, and, remembering Bobbys strong love for jesting, did not believe him. She smiled, however, and bowed to the tall good-looking youth, who seemed unaccountably shy and confused as he went off to look after the luggage.

Here is the wagon; come along, said Bob, leading his mother out of the station.

The waggin, boy; I dont see no waggin.

Why, there, with the pair of bay horses.

You dont mean the carridge by the fence, do you?

Well, yes, only we call them wagons here.

An you calls the osses bay osses, do you?

Well now, I would call em beautiful osses, but I suppose bay means the same thing here. Youve got strange ways in Canada.

Yes, mother, and pleasant ways too, as I hope you shall find out ere long. Get in, now. Take care! Now then, Hetty  come, Matty. How difficult to believe that such a strapping young thing can be the squalling Matty I left in London!

Matty laughed as she got in, by way of reply, for she did not yet quite believe in her big brother.

Do you drive, Tim; Ill stay inside, said Bob.

In another moment the spanking bays were whirling the wagon over the road to Brankly Farm at the rate of ten miles an hour.

Need it be said that the amiable Merryboys did not fail of their duty on that occasion? That Hetty and Matty took violently to brown-eyed Martha at first sight, having heard all about her from Bob long ago  as she of them; that Mrs Merryboy was, we may say, one glowing beam of hospitality; that Mrs Frog was, so to speak, one blazing personification of amazement, which threatened to become chronic  there was so much that was contrary to previous experience and she was so slow to take it in; that Mr Merryboy became noisier than ever, and that, what between his stick and his legs, to say nothing of his voice, he managed to create in one day hubbub enough to last ten families for a fortnight; that the domestics and the dogs were sympathetically joyful; that even the kitten gave unmistakeable evidences of unusual hilarity  though some attributed the effect to surreptitiously-obtained cream; and, finally, that old granny became something like a Chinese image in the matter of nodding and gazing and smirking and wrinkling, so that there seemed some danger of her terminating her career in a gush of universal philanthropy  need all this be said, we ask? We think not; therefore we wont say it.

But it was not till Bob Frog got his mother all to himself, under the trees, near the waterfall, down by the river that drove the still unmended saw-mill, that they had real and satisfactory communion. It would have been interesting to have listened to these two  with memories and sympathies and feelings towards the Saviour of sinners so closely intertwined, yet with knowledge and intellectual powers in many respects so far apart. But we may not intrude too closely.

Towards the end of their walk, Bob touched on a subject which had been uppermost in the minds of both all the time, but from which they had shrunk equally, the one being afraid to ask, the other disinclined to tell.

Mother, said Bob, at last, what about father?

Ah! Bobby, replied Mrs Frog, beginning to weep, gently, I knowd ye would come to that  you was always so fond of im, an he was so fond o you too, indeed

I know it, mother, interrupted Bob, but have you never heard of him?

Never. I might ave, praps, if hed bin took an tried under his own name, but you know he had so many aliases, an the old ouse we used to live in we was obliged to quit, so praps he tried to find us and couldnt.

May God help him  dear father! said the son in a low sad voice.

Id never ave left im, Bobby, if he adnt left me. You know that. An if I thought he was alive and knowd were he was, Id go back to im yet, but

The subject was dropped here, for the new mill came suddenly into view, and Bob was glad to draw his mothers attention to it.

See, we were mending that just before we got the news you were so near us. Come, Ill show it to you. Tim Lumpy and I made it all by ourselves, and I think youll call it a first-class article. By the way, how came you to travel first-class?

Oh! thats all along of Sir Richard Brandon. Hes sitch a liberal gentleman, an said that as it was by his advice we were goin to Canada, he would pay our expenses; and hes so grand that he never remembered there was any other class but first, when he took the tickets, an when he was showd what hed done he laughed an said he wouldnt alter it, an we must go all the way first-class. Hes a strange man, but a good un!

By this time they had reached the platform of the damaged saw-mill, and Bob pointed out, with elaborate care, the details of the mill in all its minute particulars, commenting specially on the fact that most of the telling improvements on it were due to the fertile brain and inventive genius of Tim Lumpy. He also explained the different kinds of saws  the ripping saw, and the cross-cut saw, and the circular saw, and the eccentric saw  just as if his mother were an embryo mill-wright, for he felt that she took a deep interest in it all, and Mrs Frog listened with the profound attention of a civil engineer, and remarked on everything with such comments as  oh! indeed! ah! well now! aint it wonderful? amazin! an you made it all too! Oh! Bobby!  and other more or less appropriate phrases.

On quitting the mill to return to the house they saw a couple of figures walking down another avenue, so absorbed in conversation that they did not at first observe Bob and his mother, or take note of the fact that Matty, being a bouncing girl, had gone after butterflies or some such child-alluring insects.

It was Tim Lumpy and Hetty Frog.

And no wonder that they were absorbed, for was not their conversation on subjects of the profoundest interest to both?  George Yard, Whitechapel, Commercial Street, Spitalfields, and the Sailors Home, and the Rests, and all the other agencies for rescuing poor souls in monstrous London, and the teachers and school companions whom they had known there and never could forget! No wonder, we say, that these two were absorbed while comparing notes, and still less wonder that they were even more deeply absorbed when they got upon the theme of Bobby Frog  so much loved, nay, almost worshipped, by both.

At last they observed Mrs Frogs scarlet shawl  which was very conspicuous  and her son, and tried to look unconscious, and wondered with quite needless surprise where Matty could have gone to.

Bobby Frog, being a sharp youth, noted these things, but made no comment to any one, for the air of Canada had, somehow, invested this waif with wonderful delicacy of feeling.

Although Bob and his mother left off talking of Ned Frog somewhat abruptly, as well as sorrowfully, it does not follow that we are bound to do the same. On the contrary, we now ask the reader to leave Brankly Farm rather abruptly, and return to London for the purpose of paying Ned a visit.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

A Strange Visit and its Results.

Edward Frog, bird-fancier, pugilist, etcetera, (and the etcetera represents an unknown quantity), has changed somewhat like the rest, for a few years have thinned the short-cropped though once curly locks above his knotted forehead, besides sprinkling them with grey. But in other respects he has not fallen off  nay he has rather improved, owing to the peculiar system of diet and discipline and regularity of life to which, during these years, he has been subjected.

When Ned returned from what we may style his outing, he went straight to the old court with something like a feeling of anxiety in his heart, but found the old home deserted and the old door, which still bore deep marks of his knuckle, on the upper panels and his boots on the lower, was padlocked. He inquired for Mrs Frog, but was told she had left the place long ago,  and no one knew where she had gone.

With a heavy heart Ned turned from the door and sauntered away, friendless and homeless. He thought of making further inquiries about his family, but at the corner of the street smelt the old shop that had swallowed up so much of his earnings.

If Id ony put it all in the savins bank, he said bitterly, stopping in front of the gin-palace, Id ave bin well off to-day.

An old comrade turned the corner at that moment.

What! Ned Frog! he cried, seizing his hand and shaking it with genuine goodwill. Well, this is good luck. Come along, old boy!

It was pleasant to the desolate man to be thus recognised. He went along like an ox to the slaughter, though, unlike the ox, he knew well what he was going to.

He was treated. He drank beer. Other old friends came in. He drank gin. If good resolves had been coming up in his mind earlier in the day he forgot them now. If better feelings had been struggling for the mastery, he crushed them now. He got drunk. He became disorderly. He went into High Street, Whitechapel, with a view to do damage to somebody. He succeeded. He tumbled over a barrow, and damaged his own shins. He encountered Number 666 soon after, and, through his influence, passed the night in a police cell.

After this Ned gave up all thought of searching for his wife and family.

Better let em alone, he growled to himself on being discharged from the police-office with a caution.

But, as we have said or hinted elsewhere, Ned was a man of iron will. He resolved to avoid the public-house, to drink in moderation, and to do his drinking at home. Being as powerful and active as ever he had been, he soon managed, in the capacity of a common labourer, to scrape enough money together to enable him to retake his old garret, which chanced to be vacant. Indeed its situation was so airy, and it was so undesirable, that it was almost always vacant. He bought a few cages and birds; found that the old manager of the low music-hall was still at work and ready to employ him, and thus fell very much into his old line of life.

One night, as he was passing into his place of business  the music-hall  a man saw him and recognised him. This was a city missionary of the John Seaward type, who chanced to be fishing for souls that night in these troubled waters. There are many such fishermen about, thank God, doing their grand work unostentatiously, and not only rescuing souls for eternity, but helping, more perhaps than even the best informed are aware of, to save London from tremendous evil.

What it was in Ned Frog that attracted this man of God we know note but, after casting his lines for some hours in other places, he returned to the music-hall and loitered about the door.

At a late hour its audience came pouring out with discordant cries and ribald laughter. Soon Ned appeared and took his way homeward. The missionary followed at a safe distance till he saw Ned disappear through the doorway that led to his garret. Then, running forward, he entered the dark passage and heard Neds heavy foot clanking on the stone steps as he mounted upwards.

The sound became fainter, and the missionary, fearing lest he should fail to find the room in which his man dwelt  for there were many rooms in the old tenement  ran hastily up-stairs and paused to listen. The footsteps were still sounding above him, but louder now, because Ned was mounting a wooden stair. A few seconds later a heavy door was banged, and all was quiet.

The city missionary now groped his way upwards until he came to the highest landing, where in the thick darkness he saw a light under a door. With a feeling of uncertainty and a silent prayer for help he knocked gently. The door was opened at once by a middle-aged woman, whose outline only could be seen, her back being to the light.

Is it here that the man lives who came up just now? asked the missionary.

What man? she replied, fiercely, I know nothink about men, an ave nothink to do with em. Ned Frogs the ony man as ever comes ere, an he lives up there.

She made a motion, as if pointing upwards somewhere, and banged the door in her visitors face.

Up there! The missionary had reached the highest landing, and saw no other gleam of light anywhere. Groping about, however, his hand struck against a ladder. All doubt as to the use of this was immediately banished, for a mans heavy tread was heard in the room above as he crossed it.

Mounting the ladder, the missionary, instead of coming to a higher landing as he had expected, thrust his hat against a trap-door in the roof. Immediately he heard a savage human growl. Evidently the man was in a bad humour, but the missionary knocked.

Whos there? demanded the man, fiercely, for his visitors were few, and these generally connected with the police force.

May I come in? asked the missionary in a mild voice  not that he put the mildness on for the occasion. He was naturally mild  additionally so by grace.

Oh! yes  you may come in, cried the man, lifting the trap-door.

The visitor stepped into the room and was startled by Ned letting fall the trap-door with a crash that shook the whole tenement. Planting himself upon it, he rendered retreat impossible.

It was a trying situation, for the man was in a savage humour, and evidently the worse for drink. But missionaries are bold men.

Now, demanded Ned, what may you want?

I want your soul, replied his visitor, quietly.

You neednt trouble yourself, then, for the devils got it already.

No  he has not got it yet, Ned.

Oh! you know me then?

No. I never saw you till to-night, but I learned your name accidentally, and Im anxious about your soul.

You dont know me, Ned repeated, slowly, you never saw me till to-night, yet youre anxious about my soul! What stuff are you talkin! Ow can that be?

Now, you have puzzled me, said the missionary. I cannot tell how that can be, but it is no stuff I assure you. I think it probable, however, that your own experience may help you. Didnt you once see a young girl whom you had never seen before, whom you didnt know, whom you had never even heard of, yet you became desperately anxious to win her?

Ned instantly thought of a certain woman whom he had often abused and beaten, and whose heart he had probably broken.

Yes, he said, I did; but then I had falled in love wi her at first sight, and you cant have falled in love wi me, you know.

Ned grinned at this idea in spite of himself.

Well, no, replied the missionary, not exactly. Youre not a very lovable object to look at just now. Nevertheless, I am anxious about your soul at first sight. I cant tell how it is, but so it is.

Come, now, said Ned, becoming suddenly stern. I dont believe in your religion, or your Bible, or your prayin and psalm-singin. I tell you plainly, Im a infidel. But if you can say anything in favour o your views, fire away; Ill listen, only dont let me have any o your sing-songin or whinin, else Ill kick you down the trap-door and down the stair an up the court and out into the street  speak out, like a man.

I will speak as God the Holy Spirit shall enable me, returned the missionary, without the slightest change in tone or manner.

Well, then, sit down, said Ned, pointing to the only chair in the room, while he seated himself on the rickety table, which threatened to give way altogether, while the reckless man swung his right leg to and fro quite regardless of its complainings.

Have you ever studied the Bible? asked the missionary, somewhat abruptly.

Well, no, of course not. Im not a parson, but I have read a bit here and there, an its all rubbish. I dont believe a word of it.

Theres a part of it, returned the visitor, which says that God maketh his rain to fall on the just and on the unjust. Do you not believe that?

Of course I do. A man cant help believin that, for he sees it  it falls on houses, fields, birds and beasts as well.

Then you do believe a word of it?

Oh! come, youre a deal too sharp. You know what I mean.

No, said his visitor, quickly, I dont quite know what you mean. One who professes to be an infidel professes more or less intelligent disbelief in the Bible, yet you admit that you have never studied the book which you profess to disbelieve  much less, I suppose, have you studied the books which give us the evidences of its truth.

Dont suppose, Mr parson, or missioner, or whatever you are, said Ned, that youre goin to floor me wi your larnin. Im too old a bird for that. Do you suppose that Im bound to study everything on the face o the earth like a lawyer before Im entitled to say I dont believe it. If I see that a thing dont work well, thats enough for me to condemn it.

Youre quite right there. I quite go with that line of reasoning. By their fruits shall ye know them. A man dont usually go to a thistle to find grapes. But let me ask you, Ned, do you usually find that murderers, drunkards, burglars, thieves, and blackguards in general are students of the Bible and given to prayer and psalm-singing?

Ha! ha! I should rather think not, said Ned, much tickled by the supposition.

Then, continued the other, tell me, honestly, Ned, do you find that people who read Gods Word and sing His praise and ask His blessing on all they do, are generally bad fathers, and mothers, and masters, and servants, and children, and that from their ranks come the worst people in society?

Now, look here, Mr missioner, cried Ned, leaping suddenly from the table, which overturned with a crash, Im one o them fellers thats not to be floored by a puff o wind. I can hold my own agin most men wi fist or tongue. But I like fair-play in the ring or in argiment. I have not studied this matter, as you say, an so I wont speak on it. But Ill look into it, an if you come back here this day three weeks Ill let you know what I think. You may trust me, for when I say a thing I mean it.

Will you accept a Testament, then, said the missionary, rising and pulling one out of his pocket.

No, I wont, said Ned, Ive got one.

The missionary looked surprised, and hesitated.

Dont you believe me? asked Ned, angrily.

At first I did not, was the reply, but now that I stand before your face and look in your eyes I do believe you.

Ned gave a cynical laugh. Youre easy to gull, he said; why, when it serves my purpose I can lie like a trooper.

I know that, returned the visitor, quietly, but it serves your purpose to-night to speak the truth. I can see that. May I pray that God should guide you?

Yes, you may, but not here. Ill have no hypocritical goin down on my knees till I see my way to it. If I dont see my way to it, Ill let you know when you come back this day three weeks.

Well, Ill pray for you in my own room, Ned Frog.

You may do what you like in your own room. Good-night.

He lifted the trap-door as he spoke, and pointed downward. The missionary at once descended after a brief good-night, and a pleasant nod. Ned just gave him time to get his head out of the way when he let the trap fall with a clap like thunder, and then began to pace up and down his little room with his hands in his pockets and his chin on his breast.

After a short time he went to a corner of the room where stood a small wooden box that contained the few articles of clothing which he possessed. From the bottom of this he fished up the New Testament that had been given to him long ago by Reggie North. Drawing his chair to the table and the candle to his elbow, the returned convict opened the Book, and there in his garret began for the first time to read in earnest the wonderful Word of Life!




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Great Change.

Punctual to the day and the hour, the missionary returned to Neds garret.

Much and earnestly had he prayed, in the meantime, that the man might be guided in his search after truth, and that to himself might be given words of wisdom which might have weight with him.

But the missionarys words were not now required.

God had spoken to the rough man by his own Word. The Holy Spirit had carried conviction home.

He had also revealed the Saviour, and the man was converted before the missionary again saw him. Reader, we present no fancy portrait to you.

Our fiction had its counterpart in actual life. Ned Frog, in essential points at least, represents a real man  though we have, doubtless, saddled on his broad shoulders a few unimportant matters, which perhaps did not belong to him.

I believe that this is Gods Word, my friend, he said, extending his hand, the moment the missionary entered, and in proof of that I will now ask you to kneel with me and pray.

You may be sure that the man of God complied gladly and with a full heart.

We may not, however, trace here the after-course of this man in detail. For our purpose it will suffice to say that this was no mere flash in the pan. Ned Frogs character did not change. It only received a new direction and a new impulse. The vigorous energy and fearless determination with which he had in former days pursued sin and self-gratification had now been turned into channels of righteousness.

Very soon after finding Jesus for himself, he began earnestly to desire the salvation of others, and, in a quiet humble way, began with the poor people in his own stair.

But this could not satisfy him. He was too strong both in body and mind to be restrained, and soon took to open-air preaching.

Im going to begin a mission, he said, one day, to the missionary who had brought him to the Saviour. There are many stout able fellows here who used to accept me as a leader in wickedness, and who will, perhaps, agree to follow me in a new walk. Some of them have come to the Lord already. Im goin, sir, to get these to form a band of workers, and well take up a district.

Good, said the missionary, theres nothing like united action. What part of the district will you take up yourself, Ned?

The place where I stand, sir, he replied. Where I have sinned there will I preach to men the Saviour of sinners.

And he did preach, not with eloquence, perhaps, but with such fervour that many of his old comrades were touched deeply, and some were brought to Christ and joined his Daniel Band. Moreover, Ned kept to his own district and class. He did not assume that all rich church-goers are hypocrites, and that it was his duty to stand in conspicuous places and howl to them the message of salvation, in tones of rasping discord. No, it was noted by his mates, as particularly curious, that the voice of the man who could, when he chose, roar like a bull of Bashan, had become soft and what we may style entreative in its tone. Moreover, he did not try to imitate clerical errors. He did not get upon a deadly monotone while preaching, as so many do. He simply spoke when he preached  spoke loud, no doubt, but in a tone precisely similar to that in which, in former days, he would have seriously advised a brother burglar to adopt a certain course, or to carefully steer clear of another course, in order to gain his ends or to avoid falling into the hands of the police. Thus men, when listening to him, came to believe that he was really speaking to them in earnest, and not preaching!

Oh! that young men who aim at the high privilege of proclaiming the good news would reflect on this latter point, and try to steer clear of that fatal rock on which the Church  not the Episcopal, Presbyterian, or any other Church, but the whole Church militant  has been bumping so long to her own tremendous damage!

One point which told powerfully with those whom Ned sought to win was, that he went about endeavouring, as far as in him lay, to undo the evil that he had done. Some of it could never be undone  he felt that bitterly. Some could be remedied  he rejoiced in that and went about it with vigour.

For instance, he owed several debts. Being a handy fellow and strong, he worked like a horse, and soon paid off his debts to the last farthing. Again, many a time had he, in days gone by, insulted and defamed comrades and friends. These he sought out with care and begged their pardon. The bulldog courage in him was so strong that in former days he would have struck or insulted any man who provoked him, without reference to his, it might be, superior size or strength. He now went as boldly forward to confess his sin and to apologise. Sometimes his apologies were kindly received, at other times he was rudely repelled and called a hypocrite in language that we may not repeat, but he took it well; he resented nothing now, and used to say he had been made invulnerable since he had enlisted under the banner of the Prince of Peace.

Yet, strange to say, the mans pugilistic powers were not rendered useless by his pacific life and profession.

One day he was passing down one of those streets where even the police prefer to go in couples. Suddenly a door burst open and a poor drunken woman was kicked out into the street by a big ruffian with whom Ned was not acquainted. Not satisfied with what he had done, the rough proceeded to kick the woman, who began to scream murder!

A crowd at once collected, for, although such incidents were common enough in such places, they always possessed sufficient interest to draw a crowd; but no one interfered, first, because no one cared, and, second, because the man was so big and powerful that every one was afraid of him.

Of course Ned interfered, not with an indignant statement that the man ought to be ashamed of himself, but, with the quiet remark  

Shes only a woman, you know, an cant return it.

An wot ave you got to do with it? cried the man with a savage curse, as he aimed a tremendous blow at Ned with his right-hand.

Our pugilist expected that. He did not start or raise his hands to defend himself, he merely put his head to one side, and the huge fist went harmlessly past his ear. Savagely the rough struck out with the other fist, but Ned quietly, yet quickly put his head to the other side, and again the fist went innocently by. A loud laugh and cheer from the crowd greeted this, for, apart altogether from the occasion of the disagreement, this turning of the head aside was very pretty play on the part of Ned  being a remarkably easy-looking but exceedingly difficult action, as all boxers know. It enabled Ned to smile in the face of his foe without doing him any harm. But it enraged the rough to such an extent, that he struck out fast as well as hard, obliging Ned to put himself in the old familiar attitude, and skip about smartly.

I dont want to hurt you, friend, said Ned at last, but I can, you see! and he gave the man a slight pat on his right cheek with one hand and a tap on the forehead with the other.

This might have convinced the rough, but he would not be convinced. Ned therefore gave him suddenly an open-handed slap on the side of the head which sent him through his own doorway; through his own kitchen  if we may so name it  and into his own coal-cellar, where he measured his length among cinders and domestic débris.

I didnt want to do it, friends, said Ned in a mild voice, as soon as the laughter had subsided, but, you see, in the Bible  a book Im uncommon fond of  were told, as far as we can, to live peaceably with all men. Now, you see, I couldnt live peaceably wi this man to-day. He wouldnt let me, but I think Ill manage to do it some day, for Ill come back here to-morrow, and say Im sorry I had to do it. Meanwhile I have a word to say to you about this matter.

Here Ned got upon the door-step of his adversary, and finished off by what is sometimes styled improving the occasion.

Of course, one of the first things that Ned Frog did, on coming to his right mind, was to make earnest and frequent inquiries as to the fate of his wife and family. Unfortunately the man who might have guided him to the right sources of information  the City missionary who had brought him to a knowledge of the truth  was seized with a severe illness, which not only confined him to a sick-bed for many weeks, but afterwards rendered it necessary that he should absent himself for a long time from the sphere of his labours. Thus, being left to himself, Neds search was misdirected, and at last he came to the heart-breaking conclusion that they must have gone, as he expressed it, to the bad; that perhaps his wife had carried out her oft-repeated threat, and drowned herself, and that Bobby, having been only too successful a pupil in the ways of wickedness, had got himself transported.

To prosecute his inquiries among his old foes, the police, was so repugnant to Ned that he shrank from it, after the failure of one or two attempts, and the only other source which might have been successful he failed to appeal to through his own ignorance. He only knew of George Yard and the Home of Industry by name, as being places which he had hated, because his daughter Hetty was so taken up with them. Of course he was now aware that the people of George Yard did good work for his new Master, but he was so ignorant of the special phase of their work at the beginning of his Christian career that he never thought of applying to them for information. Afterwards he became so busy with his own special work, that he forgot all about these institutions.

When the missionary recovered and returned to his work, he at once  on hearing for the first time from Ned his family history  put him on the scent, and the discovery was then made that they had gone to Canada. He wrote immediately, and soon received a joyful reply from Hetty and a postscript from Bobby, which set his heart singing and his soul ablaze with gratitude to a sparing and preserving God.

About that time, however, the robust frame gave way under the amount of labour it was called on to perform. Ned was obliged to go into hospital. When there he received pressing invitations to go out to Canada, and offers of passage-money to any extent. Mrs Frog also offered to return home without delay and nurse him, and only waited to know whether he would allow her.

Ned declined, on the ground that he meant to accept their invitation and go to Canada as soon as he was able to undertake the voyage.

A relapse, however, interfered with his plans, and thus the visit, like many other desirable events in human affairs, was, for a time, delayed.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Home Again.

Time passed away, and Bobby Frog said to his mother one morning, Mother, Im going to England.

It was a fine summer morning when he said this. His mother was sitting in a bower which had been constructed specially for her use by her son and his friend Tim Lumpy. It stood at the foot of the garden, from which could be had a magnificent view of the neighbouring lake. Rich foliage permitted the slanting sunbeams to quiver through the bower, and little birds, of a pert conceited nature, twittered among the same. Martha Mild  the very embodiment of meek, earnest simplicity, and still a mere child in face though almost a woman in years  sat on a wooden stool at Mrs Frogs feet reading the Bible to her.

Martha loved the Bible and Mrs Frog; they were both fond of the bower; there was a spare half-hour before them;  hence the situation, as broken in upon by Bobby.

To England, Bobby?

To England, mother.

Martha said nothing, but she gave a slight  an almost imperceptible  start, and glanced at the sturdy youth with a mingled expression of anxiety and surprise.

The surprise Bob had expected; the anxiety he had hoped for; the start he had not foreseen, but now perceived and received as a glorious fact! Oh! Bobby Frog was a deep young rascal! His wild, hilarious, reckless spirit, which he found it so difficult to curb, even with all surroundings in his favour, experienced a great joy and sensation of restfulness in gazing at the pretty, soft, meek face of the little waif. He loved Martha, but, with all his recklessness, he had not the courage to tell her so, or to ask the condition of her feelings with regard to himself.

Being ingenious, however, and with much of the knowing nature of the stray still about him, he hit on this plan of killing two birds with one stone, as it were, by briefly announcing his intentions to his mother; and the result was more than he had hoped for.

Yes, mother, to England  to London. You see, fathers last letter was not at all satisfactory. Although he said he was convalescent and hoped to be able to travel soon, it seemed rather dull in tone, and now several posts have passed without bringing us a letter of any kind from him. I am beginning to feel anxious, and so as I have saved a good bit of money I mean to have a trip to old England and bring Daddy out with me.

That will be grand indeed, my son. But will Mr Merryboy let ye go, Bobby?

Of course he will. He lets me do whatever I please, for hes as fond o me as if he were my father.

No; he aint that, returned Mrs Frog, with a shake of the head; your father was rough, Bobby, specially wen in liquor, but he ad a kind art at bottom, and he was very fond o you, Bobby  almost as fond as he once was o me. Mr Merryboy could never come up to im in that.

Did I say he came up to him, mother? I didnt say he was as fond o me as my own father, but as if he was my father. However, its all arranged, and I go off at once.

Not before breakfast, Bobby?

No, not quite. I never do anything important on an empty stomach, but by this time to-morrow I hope to be far on my way to the sea-coast, and I expect Martha to take good care of you till I come back.

Ill be sure to do that, said Martha, looking up in Mrs Frogs face affectionately.

Bob Frog noted the look, and was satisfied.

But, my boy, I shant be here when you come back. You know my visit is over in a week, and then we go to Sir Richards estate.

I know that, mother, but Martha goes with you there, to help you and Hetty and Matty to keep house while Tim Lumpy looks after the farm.

Farm, my boy, what nonsense are you talking?

No nonsense, mother, it has all been arranged this morning, early though it is. Mr Merryboy has received a letter from Sir Richard, saying that he wants to gather as many people as possible round him, and offering him one of his farms on good terms, so Mr Merryboy is to sell this place as soon as he can, and Tim and I have been offered a smaller farm on still easier terms close to his, and not far from the big farm that Sir Richard has given to his son-in-law Mr Welland

Son-in-law! exclaimed Mrs Frog. Do you mean to say that Mr Welland, who used to come down an preach in the lodgin-ouses in Spitalfields as married that sweet hangel Miss Di?

I do mean that, mother. I could easily show him a superior angel, of course, said Bob with a steady look at Martha, but he has done pretty well, on the whole.

Pretty well! echoed Mrs Frog indignantly; he couldnt ave done better if ed searched the wide world over.

There I dont agree with you, returned her son; however, it dont matter  Hallo! there goes granny down the wrong path!

Bob dashed off at full speed after Mrs Merryboy, senior, who had an inveterate tendency, when attempting to reach Mrs Frogs bower, to take a wrong turn, and pursue a path which led from the garden to a pretty extensive piece of forest-land behind. The blithe old lady was posting along this track in a tremulo-tottering way when captured by Bob. At the same moment the breakfast-bell rang; Mr Merryboys stentorian voice was immediately heard in concert; silvery shouts from the forest-land alluded to told where Hetty and Matty had been wandering, and a rush of pattering feet announced that the dogs of the farm were bent on being first to bid the old gentleman good-morning.

As Bob Frog had said, the following day found him far on his way to the sea-coast. A few days later found him on the sea,  wishing, earnestly, that he were on the land! Little more than a week after that found him in London walking down the old familiar Strand towards the city.

As he walked slowly along the crowded thoroughfare, where every brick seemed familiar and every human being strange, he could not help saying to himself mentally, Can it be possible! was it here that I used to wander in rags? Thank God for the rescue and for the rescuers!

Shine yer boots, sir? said a facsimile of his former self.

Certainly, my boy, said Bob, at once submitting himself to the operator, although, his boots having already been well shined, the operation was an obvious absurdity.

The boy must have felt something of this, for, when finished, he looked up at his employer with a comical expression. Bob looked at him sternly.

They were about as bright before you began on em, he said.

They was, sir, admitted the boy, candidly.

How much? demanded the old street boy. Ony one hapenny, sir, replied the young street boy, but ven the days fine, an the boots dont want much shinin, we ginrally expecs a penny. Genlmin ave bin known to go the length of tuppence.

Bob pulled out half-a-crown and offered it.

The boy grinned, but did not attempt to take it.

Why dont you take it, my boy?

You dont mean it, do you? asked the boy, as the grin faded and the eyes opened.

Yes, I do. Here, catch. I was once like you. Christ and Canada have made me what you see. Here is a little book that will tell you more about that.

He chanced to have one of Miss Macphersons Canadian Homes for London Wanderers in his pocket, and gave it to the little shoe-black,  who was one of the fluttering free-lances of the metropolis, not one of the Brigade.

Bob could not have said another word to have saved his life. He turned quickly on his heel and walked away, followed by a fixed gaze and a prolonged whistle of astonishment.

How hungry I used to be here, he muttered as he walked along, so uncommon hungry! The smell of roasts and pies had something to do with it, I think. Why, theres the shop  yes, the very shop, where I stood once gazing at the victuals for a full hour before I could tear myself away. I do think that, for the sake of starving boys, to say nothing of men, women, and girls, these grub-shops should be compelled to keep the victuals out o the windows and send their enticing smells up their chimneys!

Presently he came to a dead stop in front of a shop where a large mirror presented him with a full-length portrait of himself, and again he said mentally, Can it be possible! for, since quitting London he had never seen himself as others saw him, having been too hurried, on both occasions of passing through Canadian cities, to note the mirrors there. In the backwoods, of course, there was nothing large enough in the way of mirror to show more than his good-looking face.

The portrait now presented to him was that of a broad-chested, well-made, gentlemanly young man of middle height, in a grey Tweed suit.

Not exactly tip-top, A1, superfine, you know, Bobby, he muttered to himself with the memory of former days strong upon him, but  but  perhaps not altogether unworthy of  of  a thought or two from little Martha Mild.

Bob Frog increased in stature, it is said, by full half an inch on that occasion, and thereafter he walked more rapidly in the direction of Whitechapel.

With sad and strangely mingled memories he went to the court where his early years had been spent. It was much the same in disreputableness of aspect as when he left it. Time had been gnawing at it so long that a few years more or less made little difference on it, and its inhabitants had not improved much.

Passing rapidly on he went straight to the Beehive, which he had for long regarded as his real home, and there, once again, received a hearty welcome from its ever busy superintendent and her earnest workers; but how different his circumstances now from those attending his first reception! His chief object, however, was to inquire the way to the hospital in which his father lay, and he was glad to learn that the case of Ned Frog was well-known, and that he was convalescent.

It chanced that a tea-meeting was on when he arrived, so he had little more at the time than a warm shake of the hand from his friends in the Home, but he had the ineffable satisfaction of leaving behind him a sum sufficient to give a sixpence to each of the miserable beings who were that night receiving a plentiful meal for their bodies as well as food for their souls  those of them, at least, who chose to take the latter. None refused the former.

On his way to the hospital he saw a remarkably tall policeman approaching.

Well, you are a long-legged copper, he muttered to himself, with an irrepressible laugh as he thought of old times. The old spirit seemed to revive with the old associations, for he felt a strong temptation to make a face at the policeman, execute the old double-shuffle, stick his thumb to the end of his nose, and bolt! As the man drew nearer he did actually make a face in spite of himself  a face of surprise  which caused the man to stop.

Excuse me, said Bob, with much of his old bluntness, are not you Number 666?

That is not my number now, sir, though I confess it was once, answered the policeman, with a humorous twinkle of the eye.

Bobby noticed the word sir, and felt elated. It was almost more than waif-and-stray human nature could stand to be respectfully sirred by a London policeman  his old foe, whom, in days gone by and on occasions innumerable, he had scorned, scouted, and insulted, with all the ingenuity of his fertile brain.

Your name is Giles Scott, is it not? he asked.

It is, sir.

Do you remember a little ragged boy who once had his leg broken by a runaway pony at the West-end  long ago?

Yes, as well as if Id seen him yesterday. His name was Bobby Frog, and a sad scamp he was, though it is said hes doing well in Canada.

He must ave changed considerable, returned Bob, reverting to his old language with wonderful facility, wen Number 666 dont know im. Yes, in me, Robert Frog, Esquire, of Chikopow Farm, Canada Vest, you beold your ancient henemy, who is ony too appy to ave the chance of axin your parding for all the trouble he gave you, an all the ard names he called you in days gone by.

Bobby held out his hand as he spoke, and you may be sure our huge policeman was not slow to grasp it, and congratulate the stray on his improved circumstances.

We have not time or space to devote to the conversation which ensued. It was brief, but rapid and to the point, and in the course of it Bob learned that Molly was as well, and as bright and cheery as ever  also somewhat stouter; that Monty was in a fair way to become a real policeman, having just received encouragement to expect admission to the force when old enough, and that he was in a fair way to become as sedate, wise, zealous, and big as his father; also, that little Jo aimed at the same honourable and responsible position, and was no longer little.

Being anxious, however, to see his father, Bob cut the conversation short, and, having promised to visit his old enemy, hastened away.

The ward of the hospital in which Bob soon found himself was a sad place. Clean and fresh, no doubt, but very still, save when a weary sigh or a groan told of suffering. Among the beds, which stood in a row, each with its head against the wall, one was pointed out on which a living skeleton lay. The face was very very pale, and it seemed as if the angel of death were already brooding over it. Yet, though so changed, there was no mistaking the aspect and the once powerful frame of Ned Frog.

Id rather not see any one, whispered Ned, as the nurse went forward and spoke to him in a low voice, Ill soon be home  I think.

Father, dear father, said Bob, in a trembling, almost choking voice, as he knelt by the bedside and took one of his fathers hands.

The prostrate man sprang up as if he had received an electric shock, and gazed eagerly into the face of his son. Then, turning his gaze on the nurse, he said  

Im not dreaming, am I? Its true, is it? Is this Bobby?

Whether hes Bobby or not I cant say, replied the nurse, in the tone with which people sometimes address children, but youre not dreaming  it is a gentleman.

Ah! then I am dreaming, replied the sick man, with inexpressible sadness, for Bobby is no gentleman.

But it is me, daddy, cried the poor youth, almost sobbing aloud as he kissed the hand he held, why, you old curmudgeon, I thought youd ave knowd the voice o yer own son! Ive growd a bit, no doubt, but its me for all that. Look at me!

Ned did look, with all the intensity of which he was capable, and then fell back on his pillow with a great sigh, while a death-like pallor overspread his face, almost inducing the belief that he was really dead.

No, Bobby, I aint dead yet, he said in a low whisper, as his terrified son bent over him. Thank God for sendin you back to me.

He stopped, but, gradually, strength returned, and he again looked earnestly at his son.

Bobby, he said, in stronger tones, I thought the end was drawin near  or, rather, the beginnin  the beginnin o the New Life. But I dont feel like that now. I feel, someow, as I used to feel in the ring when they sponged my face arter a leveller. I did think I was done for this mornin. The nurse thought so too, for I eerd her say so; an the doctor said as much. Indeed Im not sure that my own art didnt say so  but Ill cheat em all yet, Bobby, my boy. Youve put new life into my old carcase, an Ill come up to the scratch yet  see if I dont.

But Ned Frog did not come up to the scratch. His work for the Master on earth was finished  the battle fought out and the victory gained.

Gi them all my love in Canada, Bobby, an say to your dear mother that I know she forgives me  but Ill tell her all about that when we meet  in the better land.

Thus he died with his rugged head resting on the bosom of his loved and loving son.




Chapter Thirty.

The New Home.

Once again, and for the last time, we shift our scene to Canada  to the real backwoods now  the Brandon Settlement.

Sir Richard, you see, had been a noted sportsman in his youth. He had chased the kangaroo in Australia, the springbok in Africa, and the tiger in India, and had fished salmon in Norway, so that his objections to the civilised parts of Canada were as strong as those of the Red Indians themselves. He therefore resolved, when making arrangements to found a colony, to push as far into the backwoods as was compatible with comfort and safety. Hence we now find him in the very far West.

We decline to indicate the exact spot, because idlers, on hearing of its fertility and beauty and the felicity of its inhabitants, might be tempted to crowd to it in rather inconvenient numbers. Let it suffice to say, in the language of the aborigines, that it lies towards the setting sun.

Around Brandon Settlement there are rolling prairies, illimitable pasture-land, ocean-like lakes, grand forests, and numerous rivers and rivulets, with flat-lands, low-lands, high-lands, undulating lands, wood-lands, and, in the far-away distance, glimpses of the back-bone of America  peaked, and blue, and snow-topped.

The population of this happy region consists largely of waifs with a considerable sprinkling of strays. There are also several families of haristocrats, who, however, are not bloated  very much the reverse.

The occupation of the people is, as might be expected, agricultural; but, as the colony is very active and thriving and growing fast, many other branches of industry have sprung up, so that the hiss of the saw and the ring of the anvil, the clatter of the water-mill, and the clack of the loom, may be heard in all parts of it.

There is a rumour that a branch of the Great Pacific Railway is to be run within a mile of the Brandon Settlement; but that is not yet certain. The rumour, however, has caused much joyful hope to some, and rather sorrowful anxiety to others. Mercantile men rejoice at the prospect. Those who are fond of sport tremble, for it is generally supposed, though on insufficient grounds, that the railway-whistle frightens away game. Any one who has travelled in the Scottish Highlands and seen grouse close to the line regarding your clanking train with supreme indifference, must doubt the evil influence of railways on game. Meanwhile, the sportsmen of Brandon Settlement pursue the buffalo and stalk the deer, and hunt the brown and the grizzly bear, and ply rod, net, gun, and rifle, to their hearts content.

There is even a bank in this thriving settlement  a branch, if we mistake not, of the flourishing Bank of Montreal  of which a certain Mr Welland is manager, and a certain Thomas Balls is hall-porter, as well as general superintendent, when not asleep in the hall-chair. Mrs Welland, known familiarly as Di, is regarded as the mother of the settlement  or, more correctly, the guardian angel  for she is not yet much past the prime of life. She is looked upon as a sort of goddess by many people; indeed she resembles one in mind, face, figure, and capacity. We use the last word advisedly, for she knows and sympathises with every one, and does so much for the good of the community, that the bare record of her deeds would fill a large volume. Amongst other things she trains, in the way that they should go, a family of ten children, whose adoration of her is said to be perilously near to idolatry. She also finds time to visit an immense circle of friends. There are no poor in Brandon Settlement yet, though there are a few sick and a good many aged, to whom she ministers. She also attends on Sir Richard, who is part of the Bank family, as well as a director.

The good knight wears well. His time is divided between the children of Di, the affairs of the settlement, and a neighbouring stream in which the trout are large and pleasantly active. Mrs Screwbury, who spent her mature years in nursing little Di, is renewing her youth by nursing little Dis little ones, among whom there is, of course, another little Di whom her father styles Di-licious. Jessie Summers assists in the nursery, and the old cook reigns in the Canadian kitchen with as much grace as she formerly reigned in the kitchen at the West-End.

Quite close to the Bank buildings there is a charming villa, with a view of a lake in front and a peep through the woods at the mountains behind, in which dwells the cashier of the Bank with his wife and family. His name is Robert Frog, Esquire. His wifes name is Martha. His eldest son, Bobby  a boy of about nine or ten  is said to be the most larky boy in the settlement. We know not as to that, but any one with half an eye can see that he is singularly devoted to his mild little brown-eyed mother.

There is a picturesque little hut at the foot of the garden of Beehive Villa, which is inhabited by an old woman. To this hut Bobby the second is very partial, for the old woman is exceedingly fond of Bobby  quite spoils him in fact  and often entertains him with strange stories about a certain lion of her acquaintance which was turned into a lamb. Need we say that this old woman is Mrs Frog? The Bank Cashier offered her a home in Beehive Villa, but she prefers the little hut at the foot of the garden, where she sits in state to receive visitors and is tenderly cared for by a very handsome young woman named Matty, who calls her mother. Matty is the superintendent of a neighbouring school, and it is said that one of the best of the masters of that school is anxious to make Matty and the school his own. If so, that master must be a greedy fellow  all things considered.

There is a civil engineer  often styled by Bob Frog an uncivil engineer  who has planned all the public works of the settlement, and is said to have a good prospect of being engaged in an important capacity on the projected railway. But of this we cannot speak authoritatively. His name is T Lampay, Esquire. Ill-natured people assert that when he first came to the colony his name was Tim Lumpy, and at times his wife Hetty calls him Lumpy to his face, but, as wives do sometimes call their husbands improper names, the fact proves nothing except the perversity of woman. There is a blind old woman in his establishment, however, who has grown amiably childish in her old age, who invariably calls him Tim. Whatever may be the truth as to this, there is no question that he is a thriving man and an office-bearer in the Congregational church, whose best Sabbath-school teacher is his wife Hetty, and whose pastor is the Reverend John Seaward  a man of singular good fortune, for, besides having such men as Robert Frog, T. Lampay, and Sir Richard Brandon to back him up and sympathise with him on all occasions, he is further supported by the aid and countenance of Samuel Twitter, senior, Samuel Twitter, junior, Mrs Twitter, and all the other Twitters, some of whom are married and have twitterers of their own.

Samuel Twitter and his sons are now farmers! Yes, reader, you may look and feel surprised to hear it, but your astonishment will never equal that of old Twitter himself at finding himself in that position. He never gets over it, and has been known, while at the tail of the plough, to stop work, clap a hand on each knee, and roar with laughter at the mere idea of his having taken to agriculture late in life! He tried to milk the cows when he first began, but, after having frightened two or three animals into fits, overturned half a dozen milk-pails, and been partially gored, he gave it up. Sammy is his right-hand man, and the hope of his declining years. True, this right-hand has got the name of being slow, but he is considered as pre-eminently sure.

Mrs Twitter has taken earnestly to the sick, since there are no poor to befriend. She is also devoted to the young  and there is no lack of them. She is likewise strong in the tea-party line, and among her most favoured guests are two ladies named respectively Loper and Larrabel, and two gentlemen named Crackaby and Stickler. It is not absolutely certain whether these four are a blessing to the new settlement or the reverse. Some hold that things in general would progress more smoothly if they were gone; others that their presence affords excellent and needful opportunity for the exercise of forbearance and charity. At all events Mrs Twitter holds that she could not live without them, and George Brisbane, Esquire, who owns a lovely mansion on the outskirts of the settlement, which he has named Lively Hall, vows that the departure of that quartette would be a distinct and irreparable loss to society in Brandon Settlement.

One more old friend we have to mention, namely, Reggie North, who has become a colporteur, and wanders far and near over the beautiful face of Canada, scattering the seed of Life with more vigour and greater success than her sons scatter the golden grain. His periodical visits to the settlement are always hailed with delight, because North has a genial way of relating his adventures and describing his travels, which renders it necessary for him to hold forth as a public lecturer at times in the little chapel, for the benefit of the entire community. On these occasions North never fails, you may be quite sure, to advance his Masters cause.

Besides those whom we have mentioned, there are sundry persons of both sexes who go by such names as Dick Swiller, Blobby, Robin, Lilly Snow, Robbie Dell, and Little Mouse, all of whom are grown men and women, and are said to have originally been London waifs and strays. But any one looking at them in their backwoods prosperity would pooh-pooh the idea as being utterly preposterous!

However this may be, it is quite certain that they are curiously well acquainted with the slums of London and with low life in that great city. These people sometimes mention the name of Giles Scott, and always with regret that that stalwart policeman and his not less stalwart sons are unable to see their way to emigrate, but if they did, as Bobby Frog the second asks, what would become of London?

Theyd make such splendid backwoodsmen, says one.

And the daughters would make such splendid wives for backwoodsmen, says another.

Mr Merryboy thinks that Canada can produce splendid men of its own without importing them from England, and Mrs Merryboy holds that the same may be said in regard to the women of Canada, and old granny, who is still alive, with a face like a shrivelled-up potato, blinks with undimmed eyes, and nods her snow-white head, and beams her brightest smile in thorough approval of these sentiments.

Ah, reader! Brandon Settlement is a wonderful place, but we may not linger over it now. The shadows of our tale have lengthened out, and the sun is about to set. Before it goes quite down let us remind you that the Diamonds which you have seen dug out, cut, and polished, are only a few of the precious gems that lie hidden in the dust of the great cities of our land; that the harvest might be very great, and that the labourers at the present time are comparatively few.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Introduces Deep-Sea Fishermen And their Families.

On a certain breezy morning in October  not many years ago  a wilderness of foam rioted wildly over those dangerous sands which lie off the port of Yarmouth, where the Evening Star, fishing-smack, was getting ready for sea.

In one of the narrow lanes or Rows peculiar to that town, the skipper of the smack stood at his own door, grumbling. He was a broad burly man, a little past the prime of life, but prematurely aged by hard work and hard living.

Hes always out o the way when hes wanted, an always in the way when hes not wanted, said the skipper angrily to his wife, of whom he was at the moment taking, as one of his mates remarked, a tender farewell.

Dont be hard on him, David, pleaded the wife, tearfully, as she looked up in her husbands face.

Hes only a bit thoughtless; and I shouldnt wonder if he was already down at the smack.

If hes not, returned the fisherman with a frown, as he clenched his huge right hand  and a hard and horny hand it was, from constant grappling with ropes, oars, hand-spikes, and the like if hes not, Ill

He stopped abruptly, as he looked down at his wifes eyes, and the frown faded. No wonder, for that wifes eyes were soft and gentle, and her face was fair and very attractive as well as refined in expression, though not particularly pretty.

Well, old girl, come, I wont be hard on im. Now Im off,  good-day. And with that the fisherman stooped to kiss his wife, who returned the salute with interest. At the same time she thrust a packet into his hand.

Whats this, Nell?

A Testament, David  from me. It will do your soul good if you will read it. And the tract wrapped round it is from a lady.

The frown returned to the mans face as he growled What lady?

The lady with the curious name, who was down here last summer for sea-bathing; dont you remember Miss Ruth Dotropy? It is a temperance tract.

David Bright made a motion as though he were about to fling the parcel away, but he thought better of it, and thrust it into the capacious pocket of his rough coat. The brow cleared again as he left his wife, who called after him, Dont be hard on Billy, David; remember hes our only one  and hes not bad, just a little thoughtless.

Never fear, Nell, Ill make a man of him.

Lighting a large pipe as he spoke, the skipper of the Evening Star nodded farewell, and sauntered away.

In another of the narrow lanes of Yarmouth another fisherman stood at his own door, also taking leave of his wife. This man was the mate  just engaged  of David Brights vessel, and very different in some respects from the skipper, being tall, handsome, fresh and young  not more than twenty-four  as well as powerful of build. His wife, a good-looking young woman, with their first-born in her arms, had bidden him good-bye.

We will not trouble the reader with more of their parting conversation than the last few words.

Now, Maggie, dear, whatever you do, take care o that blessed babby.

Trust me for that, Joe, said Maggie, imprinting a kiss of considerable violence and fervour on the said baby, which gazed at its mother  as it gazed at everything  in blank amazement.

An dont forget to see Miss Ruth, if you can, or send a message to her, about that matter.

Ill not forget, Joe.

The mate of the Evening Star bestowed a parting kiss of extreme gentleness on the wondering infant, and hastened away.

He had not proceeded far when he encountered a creature which filled his heart with laughter. Indeed Joe Davidsons heart was easily filled with emotions of every kind, for he was an unusually sympathetic fellow, and rather fond of a joke.

The creature referred to was a small boy of thirteen years of age or thereabouts, with a pretty little face, a Grecian little nose, a rose-bud of a mouth, curly fair hair, bright blue eyes, and a light handsome frame, which, however, was a smart, active, and wiry frame. He was made to look as large and solid as possible by means of the rough costume of a fisherman, and there was a bold look in the blue eyes which told of a strong will. What amused Joe Davidson most, however, was the tremendous swagger in the creatures gait and the imperturbable gravity with which he smoked a cigar! The little fellow was so deeply absorbed in thought as he passed the mate that he did not raise his eyes from the ground. An irresistible impulse seized on Joe. He stooped, and gently plucked the cigar from the boys mouth.

Instantly the creature doubled his little fists, and, without taking the trouble to look so high as his adversarys face, rushed at his legs, which he began to kick and pommel furiously.

As the legs were cased in heavy sea-boots he failed to make any impression on them, and, after a few moments of exhausting effort, he stepped back so as to get a full look at his foe.

What dee mean by that, Joe Davidson, you fathom of impudence? he demanded, with flushed face and flashing eyes.

Only that I wants a light, answered the mate, pulling out his pipe, and applying the cigar to it.

Humph! returned the boy, mollified, and at the same time tickled, by the obvious pretence; you might have axed leave first, I think.

So I might. I ax parding now, returned Joe, handing back the cigar; good-day, Billy.

The little boy, gazed after the fisherman in speechless admiration, for the cool quiet manner in which the thing had been done had, as he said, taken the wind completely out of his sails, and prevented his usually ready reply.

Replacing the cigar in the rose-bud, he went puffing along till he reached the house of David Bright, which he entered.

Your fathers gone, Billy, said Mrs Bright. Haste ye after him, else youll catch it. Oh! do give up smokin, dear boy. Good-bye. God keep you, my darling.

She caught the little fellow in a hasty embrace.

Hold on, mother, youll bust me! cried Billy, returning the embrace, however, with affectionate vigour. An if Im late, daddy will sail without me. Let go!

He shouted the last words as if the reference had been to the anchor of the Evening Star. His mother laughed as she released him, and he ran down to the quay with none of his late dignity remaining. He knew his fathers temper well, and was fearful of being left behind.

He was just in time. The little smack was almost under weigh as he tumbled, rather than jumped, on board. Ere long she was out beyond the breakers that marked the shoals, and running to the eastward under a stiff breeze.

This was little Billys first trip to sea in his fathers fishing-smack, and he went not as a passenger but as a hand. It is probable that there never sailed out of Yarmouth a lad who was prouder of his position than little Billy of the Evening Star. He was rigged from top to toe in a brand-new suit of what we may style nautical garments. His thin little body was made to appear of twice its natural bulk by a broad-shouldered pilot-cloth coat, under which was a thick guernsey. He was almost extinguished by a large yellow sou-wester, and all but swallowed up by a pair of sea-boots that reached to his hips. These boots, indeed, seemed so capacious as to induce the belief that if he did not take care the part of his body that still remained outside of them might fall inside and disappear.

Altogether  what between pride of position, vanity in regard to the new suit, glee at being fairly at sea and doing for himself, and a certain humorous perception that he was ridiculously small  little Billy presented a very remarkable appearance as he stood that day on the deck of his fathers vessel, with his little legs straddling wide apart, after the fashion of nautical men, and his hands thrust deep into the pockets of his sea-going coat.

For some time he was so engrossed with the novelty of his situation, and the roll of the crested waves, that his eyes did not rise much higher than the legs of his comparatively gigantic associates; but when curiosity at last prompted him to scan their faces, great was his surprise to observe among them Joe Davidson, the young man who had plucked the cigar from his lips in Yarmouth.

What! are you one o the hands, Joe? he asked, going towards the man with an abortive attempt to walk steadily on the pitching deck.

Ay, lad, Im your fathers mate, replied Joe. But surely you are not goin as a hand?

Thats just what I am, returned Billy, with a look of dignity which was somewhat marred by a heavy lurch causing him to stagger. Im part owner, dee see, an ready to take command when the old man retires, so youd better mind your helm, young man, an steer clear of impudence in future, if you dont want to lead the life of a dog aboard of this here smack.

Ill try, sir, said Joe Davidson, touching his forelock, while a humorous twinkle lit up his bright eyes.

Hallo! Billy! shouted the skipper, who was steering; come here, boy. You didnt come aboard to idle, you know; Ive let you have a good look at the sea all for nothin. Its time now that you went to work to larn your duties. Zulu!

The last word caused a woolly head to protrude from the after hatchway, revealing a youth about twice the size of Billy. Having some drops of black blood in him this lad had been styled Zulu  and, being a handy fellow, had been made cook.

Here, take this boy below, said the skipper, and teach him something  anything you like, so long as you keep him at work. No idlers allowed on board, you know.

Yes, sar, said Zulu.

Billy was delighted to obey. He was naturally a smart, active fellow, and not only willing, but proud, to submit to discipline. He descended a short ladder into the little cabin with which he had become acquainted, as a visitor, when the smack was in port on former occasions. With Zulu he was also acquainted, that youth having been for some time in his fathers service.

Kin you do cookin? asked Zulu with a grin that revealed an unusually large cavern full of glistening teeth, mingled with more than an average allowance of tongue and gums.

Oh! I say, remonstrated Billy, its growed bigger than ever!

Zulu expanded his mouth to its utmost, and shut his eyes in enjoyment of the complimentary joke.

Oh course it hab, he said on recovering; Is bliged to eat so much at sea dat de mout gits wider ebery trip. Dat leetle hole what youve got in your face ll git so big as mine fore long, Billy. Den you be like some ob de leetle fishes we catch  all mout and no body worth mentioning. But you no tell me yit: Kin you do cookin?

Oh yes, I can manage a Yarmouth bloater, replied Billy.

But, said Zulu, kin you cook a tater widout makin hims outside all of a mush, an hims inside same so as a stone?

Instead of answering, Billy sat down on the settle which ran round the cabin and looked up at his dark friend very solemnly.

Hallo! exclaimed Zulu.

There  theres something wrong wi me, said Billy, with a faint attempt to smile as he became rather pale.

Seeing this, his friend quietly put a bucket beside him.

I say, Zulu, observed the poor boy with a desperate attempt at pleasantry, I wonder whats up.

Des nuffin up yit but he wont be long, replied the young cook with a look full of sympathy.

It would be unjust to our little hero to proceed further. This being, as we have said, his first trip to sea, he naturally found himself, after an hour or two, stretched out in one of the bunks which surrounded the little cabin. There he was permitted to lie and think longingly of his mother, surrounded by dense tobacco smoke, hot vapours, and greasy fumes, until he blushed to find himself wishing, with all his heart, that he had never left home!

There we will leave him to meditate and form useless resolves, which he never carried out, while we introduce to the reader some of the other actors in our tale.




Chapter Two.

A Contrast to Chapter I.

From that heaving grey wilderness of water called the North Sea we pass now to that lively wilderness of bricks and mortar called London.

West-end mansions are not naturally picturesque or interesting subjects either for the brush or the pen, and we would not willingly drag our readers into one of them, did not circumstances  over which we have not a shadow of control  compel us to do so.

The particular mansion to which we now direct attention belonged to a certain Mrs Dotropy, whose husbands ancestors, by the way, were said to have come over with the Conqueror  whether in his own ship or in one of the bumboats that followed is not certain. They were De Tropys at that time, but, having sunk in the social scale in the course of centuries, and then risen again in succeeding centuries through the medium of trade, they reappeared on the surface with their patronymic transformed as now presented.

Mother, said Ruth Dotropy to a magnificent duchess-like woman, Ive come to ask you about the poor

Ruth, dear, interrupted the mother, I wish you would not worry me about the poor! Theyre a troublesome, ill-doing set; always grumbling, dirty, ill-natured, suspicious, and envious of the rich  as if it was our fault that we are rich! I dont want to hear anything more about the poor.

Ruth, who was a soft-cheeked, soft-handed, and soft-hearted girl of eighteen, stood, hat in hand, before her mother with a slight smile on her rosy lips.

You are not quite just to the poor, mother, returned Ruth, scarce able to restrain a laugh at her parents vehemence. Some of them are all that you say, no doubt, but there are many, even among the poorest of the poor, who are good-natured, well-doing, unsuspicious, and respectful, not only to the rich but also to each other and to everybody. There is Mrs Wolsey, for instance, she

Oh! but shes an exception, you know, said Mrs Dotropy, there are not many like Mrs Wolsey.

And there is Mrs Gladman, continued Ruth.

Yes, but shes another exception.

And Mrs Robbie.

Why, Ruth, whats the use of picking out all the exceptions to prove your point? Of course the exception proves the rule  at least so the proverb says  but a great many exceptions prove nothing that I know of, except  that is  but whats the use of arguing, child, youll never be convinced. Come, how much do you want me to give?

Easy-going Mrs Dotropys mind, we need scarcely point out, was of a confused type, and she hated argument. Perhaps, on the whole, it was to the advantage of her friends and kindred that she did so.

I only want you to give a little time, mother, replied Ruth, swinging her hat to and fro, while she looked archly into Mrs Dotropys large, dignified, and sternly-kind countenance, if we may venture on such an expression, I want you to go with me and see

Yes, yes, I know what youre going to say, child, you want me to go and see for myself, which means that Im to soil my boots in filthy places, subject my ears to profanity, my eyes to horrible sights, and my nose to intolerable smells. No, Ruth, I cannot oblige you. Of what use would it be? If my doing this would relieve the miseries of the poor, you might reasonably ask me to go among them, but it would not. I give them as much money as I can afford to give, and, as far as I can see, it does them no good. They never seem better off, and they always want more. They are not even grateful for it. Just look at Lady Openhand. What good does she accomplish by her liberality, and her tearful eyes, and sympathetic heart, even though her feelings are undoubtedly genuine? Only the other day I chanced to walk behind her along several streets and saw her stop and give money to seven or eight beggars who accosted her. She never can refuse any one who asks with a pitiful look and a pathetic cock-and-bull story. Several of them were young and strong, and quite undeserving of charity. Three, I observed, went straight to a public-house with what she had given them, and the last, a small street boy, went into fits of suppressed laughter after she had passed, and made faces at her  finishing off by putting the thumb of his left hand to his nose, and spreading out his fingers as wide as possible. I do not understand the exact significance of that action, but there is something in it so intensely insolent that it is quite incompatible with the idea of gratitude.

Yes, mother, I saw him too, said Ruth, with a demure look; it curiously enough happened that I was following you at the time. You afterwards passed the same boy with a refusal, I suppose?

Yes, child, of course  and a reproof.

I thought so. Well, after you had passed, he not only applied his left thumb to his nose and spread his fingers, but also put the thumb of his right hand against the little finger of his left, and spread out the other five fingers at you. So, whatever he meant Lady Openhand to receive, he meant you to have twice as much. But Lady Openhand makes a mistake, I think, she does not consider the poor; she only feels deeply for them and gives to them.

Only feels and gives! repeated Mrs Dotropy, with a look of solemn amazement.

Being quite incapable of disentangling or expressing the flood of ideas that overwhelmed her, the good lady relieved herself after a few broken sentences, with the assertion that it was of no use arguing with Ruth, for Ruth would never be convinced.

She was so far right, in that her daughter could not change her mind on the strength of mere dogmatic assertion, even although she was a pliant and teachable little creature. So, at least, Mr Lewis, her pastor, had found her when he tried to impress on her a few important lessons  such as, that it is better to give than to receive; that man is his brothers keeper; that we are commanded to walk in the footsteps of Jesus, who came to save the lost, to rescue the perishing, and who fed the hungry.

But, mother, resumed Ruth, I want you to go with me to-day to visit some poor people who are not troublesome, who are perfectly clean, are never ill-natured, suspect nothing, and envy nobody.

They must indeed be wonderful people, said Mrs Dotropy, with a laugh at Ruths enthusiasm, quite angelic.

They are as nearly so as mortals ever become, I think, returned Ruth, putting on her hat; wont you come, mother?

Now, Mrs Dotropy had the faculty of giving in gracefully, although she could not argue. Rising with an amused smile, she kissed Ruths forehead and went to prepare for a visit to the poor.

Let us now turn to a small street scarcely ten minutes walk from the mansion where the above conversation took place.

It was what may be styled a Lilliputian street. Almost everything in it was small. The houses were small; the shops were small; the rents  well, they were certainly not so small as they should have been, the doors and windows were small; and the very children that played in the gutter, with an exceedingly small amount of clothing on them, were rather diminutive. Some of the doors stood open, revealing the fact that it had been thought wise by the builders of the houses to waste no space in lobbies or entrance halls. One or two, however, displayed entries, or passages  dark and narrow  the doors to which were blistered and severely battered, because, being the public property of several families, they had no particular owner to protect them.

There was a small flat over a green-grocers shop to which one of the cleanest of those entries led. It consisted of two rooms, a light-closet and a kitchen, and was low-ceilinged and poorly furnished, but there was a distinct air of cleanliness about it, with a consequent tendency to comfort. The carpet of the chief room was very old, but it had been miraculously darned and patched. The table was little larger than that of a gigantic dolls-house, but it was covered with a clean, though threadbare, cloth, that had seen better days, and on it lay several old and well-thumbed books, besides two work-baskets.

In an old  a very old  easy-chair at one side of the fire sat a lady rather beyond middle age, with her hands clasped on her lap, and her eyes gazing dreamily at the fire. Perhaps she was speculating on the question how long two small lumps of coal and a little dross would last. The grate in which that amount of fuel burned was a miniature specimen of simplicity,  a mere hollow in the wall with two bars across. The fire itself was so small that nothing but constant solicitude saved it from extinction.

There was much of grey mingled with the fair tresses of the lady, and the remains of beauty were very distinct on a countenance, the lines of which suggested suffering, gentleness, submission, and humility. Perchance the little sigh that escaped her as she gazed at the preposterously small fire had reference to days gone by when health revelled in her veins; when wealth was lavished in her fathers house; when food and fun were plentiful; when grief and care were scarce. Whatever her thoughts might have been, they were interrupted by the entrance of another lady, who sat down beside her, laid a penny on the table, and looked at the lady in the easy-chair with a peculiar, half-comical expression.

It is our last, Jessie, she said, and as she said it the expression intensified, yet it seemed a little forced.

There needed no magician to tell that these two were sisters. The indescribable similarity was strong, yet the difference was great. Jessie was evidently, though not much, the elder.

Its almost absurd, Kate, she said, to think that we should actually have  come  at last  to

She stopped, and Kate looked earnestly at her. There was a tremulous motion about the corners of both their mouths. Jessie laid her head on Kates shoulder, and both wept  gently. They did not burst into tears, for they were not by nature demonstrative. Their position made it easy to slide down on their knees and bury their heads side by side in the great old easy-chair that had been carefully kept when all the rest was sold, because it had belonged to their father.

We may not record the scarce audible prayer. Those who have suffered know what it was. Those who have not suffered could not understand it. After the prayer they sat down in a somewhat tranquil mood to talk it over. Poor things  they had often talked it over, without much result, except that blessed one of evolving mutual sympathy.

If I were only a little younger and stronger, said Kate, who had been, and still was of a lively disposition, I would offer myself as a housemaid, but that is out of the question now; besides, I could not leave you, Jessie, the invalid of the family  that once was.

Come, Kate, let us have no reference to the invalid of the family any more. I am getting quite strong. Do you know I do believe that poverty is doing my health good; my appetite is improving. I really feel quite hungry now.

We will have tea, then, said Kate, getting up briskly; the things that we got will make one good meal, at all events, though the cost of them has reduced our funds to the low ebb of one penny; so, let us enjoy ourselves while it lasts!

Kate seized the poker as she spoke, and gave the fire a thrust that almost extinguished it. Then she heaped on a few ounces of coal with reckless indifference to the future, and put on a little kettle to boil. Soon the small table was spread with a white cloth, a silver teapot, and two beautiful cups that had been allowed them out of the family wreck; a loaf of bread, a very small quantity of brown sugar, a smaller quantity of skim-milk, and the smallest conceivable pat of salt butter.

And this took all the money except one penny? asked Jessie, regarding the table with a look of mingled sadness and amazement.

All  every farthing, replied Kate, and I consider the result a triumph of domestic economy.

The sisters were about to sit down to enjoy their triumph when a bounding step was heard on the stair.

Thats Ruth, exclaimed Kate, rising and hurrying to the door; quick, get out the other cup, Jessie. Oh! Ruth, darling, this is good of you. We were sure you would come this week, as

She stopped abruptly, for a large presence loomed on the stair behind Ruth.

I have brought mamma to see you, Kate  the Misses Seaward, mamma; you have often heard me speak of them.

Yes, dear, and I have much pleasure in making the Misses Seawards acquaintance. My daughter is very fond of you, ladies, I know, and the little puss has brought me here by way of a surprise, I suppose, for we came out to pay a very different kind of visit. She

Oh! but mamma, hastily exclaimed Ruth, who saw that her mother, whom she had hitherto kept in ignorance of the circumstances of the poor ladies, was approaching dangerous ground, our visit here has to do with  with the people we were speaking about. I have come, she added, turning quickly to Miss Jessie, to transact a little business with you  about those poor people, you remember, whom you were so sorry for. Mamma will be glad to hear what we have to say about them. Wont you, mamma?

Of course, of course, dear, replied Mrs Dotropy, who, however, experienced a slight feeling of annoyance at being thus dragged into a preliminary consideration of the affairs of poor people before paying a personal visit to them. Being good-natured, however, and kind, she submitted gracefully and took note, while chairs were placed round the table for this amateur Board, that ladies with moderate means  obviously very moderate  appeared to enjoy their afternoon tea quite as much as rich people. You see, it never entered into Mrs Dotropys mind  how could it?  that what she imagined to be afternoon tea was dinner, tea, and supper combined in one meal, beyond which there lay no prospective meal, except what one penny might purchase.

With a mysterious look, and a gleam of delight in her eyes, Ruth drew forth a well-filled purse, the contents of which, in shillings, sixpences, and coppers, she poured out upon the tea-table.

There, she said triumphantly, I have collected all that myself, and Ive come to consult you how much of it should be given to each, and how we are to get them to take it.

How kind of you, Ruth! exclaimed Kate and Jessie Seaward, gazing on the coin with intense, almost miserly satisfaction.

Nonsense! its not kind a bit, responded Ruth; if you knew the pleasure Ive had in gathering it, and telling the sad story of the poor people; and then, the thought of the comfort it will bring to them, though it is so little after all.

It wont appear little in their eyes, Ruth, said Kate, for you cant think how badly off some of them are. I assure you when Jessie and I think of it, as we often do, it makes us quite miserable.

Poor Misses Seaward! In their sympathy with the distress of others they had quite forgotten, for the moment, their own extreme poverty. They had even failed to observe that their own last penny had been inadvertently but hopelessly mingled with the coin which Ruth had so triumphantly showered upon the table.

Ive got a paper here with the name of each, continued the excited girl, so that we may divide the money in the proportions you think best. That, however, will be easy, but I confess I have puzzled my brain in vain to hit on a way to get poor Bella Tilly to accept charity.

That will be no difficulty, said Jessie, because we wont offer her charity. She has been knitting socks for sale lately, so we can buy these.

Oh! how stupid I am, cried Ruth, the idea of buying something from her never once occurred to me. Well buy all her socks  yes, and put our own price on them too; capital!

Who is Bella Tilly? asked Mrs Dotropy.

A young governess, replied Jessie, whose health has given way. She is an orphan  has not, I believe, a relative in the whole world  and has been obliged to give up her last situation, not only because of her health, but because she was badly treated.

But how about poor Mr Garnet the musician? resumed Ruth, has he anything to sell?

I think not, answered Kate; the sweet sounds in which he deals can now be no longer made since the paralytic stroke rendered his left arm powerless. His flute was the last thing he had to sell, and he did not part with it until hunger compelled him; and even then only after the doctors had told him that recovery was impossible. But I daresay we shall find some means of overcoming his scruples. He has relatives, but they are all either poor or heartless, and between the two he is starving.

Thus, one by one, the cases of those poor ones were considered until all Ruths money was apportioned, and Mrs Dotropy had become so much interested, that she added a sovereign to the fund, for the express benefit of Bella Tilly. Thereafter, Ruth and her mother departed, leaving the list and the pile of money on the table, for the sisters had undertaken to distribute the fund. Before leaving, however, Ruth placed a letter in Kates hand, saying that it had reference to an institution which would interest them.

Now isnt that nice? said Kate, sitting down with a beaming smile, when their visitors had gone, so like Ruth. Ah! if she only knew how much we need a little of that money. Well, well, we

The tea is quite cold, interrupted Jessie, and the fire has gone out!

Jessie! exclaimed Kate with a sudden look of solemnity the penny!

Jessie looked blankly at the table, and said Gone!

No, it is there, said Kate.

Yes, but Ruth, you know, didnt count the money till she came here, and so did not detect the extra penny, and we forgot it. Every farthing there has been apportioned on that list and must be accounted for. I couldnt bear to take a penny out of the sum, and have to tell Ruth that we kept it off because it was ours. It would seem so mean, for she cannot know how much we need it. Besides, from which of the poor peoples little stores could we deduct it?

This last argument had more weight with Kate than the others, so, with a little sigh, she proceeded to open Ruths letter, while Jessie poured out a cup of cold tea, gazing pathetically the while at the pile of money which still lay glittering on the table.

Ruths letter contained two 5 pounds Bank of England notes, and ran as follows:  

Dearest Jessie and Kate,  I sent your screen to the institution for the sale of needlework, where it was greatly admired. One gentleman said it was quite a work of genius! a lady, who seemed to estimate genius more highly than the gentleman, bought it for 10 pounds, which I now enclose. In my opinion it was worth far more. However, it is gratifying that your first attempt in this way has been successful.

Your loving Ruth.

Loving indeed! exclaimed Kate in a tremulous voice.

Jessie appeared to have choked on the cold tea, for, after some ineffectual attempts at speech, she retired to the window and coughed.

The first act of the sisters, on recovering, was to double the amount on Ruths list of poor people, and to work out another sum in short division on the back of an old letter.

Why did you deceive me, dear? said Mrs Dotropy, on reaching the street after her visit. You said you were going with me to see poor people, in place of which you have taken me to hear a consultation about poor people with two ladies, and now you propose to return home.

The two ladies are themselves very poor.

No doubt they are, child, but you cannot for a moment class them with those whom we usually style the poor.

No, mother, I cannot, for they are far worse off than these. Having been reared in affluence, with tenderer feelings and weaker muscles, as well as more delicate health, they are much less able to fight the battle of adversity than the lower poor, and I happen to know that the dear Misses Seaward are reduced just now to the very last extreme of poverty. But you have relieved them, mother.

I, child! How?

The nursery screen that you bought yesterday by my advice was decorated by Jessie and Kate Seaward, so I thought it would be nice to let you see for yourself how sweet and deserving are the poor people whom you have befriended!




Chapter Three.

Introduces Consternation to A Delicate Household.

The day following that on which Mrs Dotropy and Ruth had gone out to visit the poor, Jessie and Kate Seaward received a visit from a man who caused them no little anxiety  we might almost say alarm. He was a sea-captain of the name of Bream.

As this gentleman was rather eccentric, it may interest the reader to follow him from the commencement of the day on which we introduce him.

But first let it be stated that Captain Bream was a fine-looking man, though large and rugged. His upper lip and chin were bare, for he was in the habit of mowing those regions every morning with a blunt razor. To see Captain Bream go through this operation of mowing when at sea in a gale of wind was a sight that might have charmed the humorous, and horrified the nervous. The captains shoulders were broad, and his bones big; his waistcoat, also, was large, his height six feet two, his voice a profound bass, and his manner boisterous but hearty. He was apt to roar in conversation, but it was in a gale of wind that you should have heard him! In such circumstances, the celebrated bull of Bashan would have been constrained to retire from his presence with its tail between its legs. When we say that Captain Breams eyes were kind eyes, and that the smile of his large mouth was a winning smile, we have sketched a full-length portrait of him,  or, as painters might put it, an extra-full-length.

Well, when Captain Bream, having mown his chin, presented himself in public, on the morning of the particular day of which we write, he appeared to be in a meditative mood, and sauntered slowly, with the professional gait of a sailor, through several narrow streets near London Bridge. His hands were thrust into his coat-pockets, and a half humorous, half perplexed expression rested on his face. Evidently something troubled him, and he gave vent to a little of that something in deep tones, being apt to think aloud as he went along in disjointed sentences.

Very odd, he murmured, but that girl is always after some queer  well, no matter. Its my business to  but it does puzzle me to guess why she should want me to live in such an out-o-the-way  however, I suppose she knows, and thats enough for me.

Shine yer boots, sir? said a small voice cutting short these broken remarks.

What?

Shine yer boots, sir, an praps I can elp yer to clear up yer mind wen Im a doin of it.

It was the voice of a small shoeblack, whose eyes looked wistful.

The captain glanced at his boots; they wanted shining sadly, for the nautical valet who should have attended to such matters had neglected his duty that morning.

Where dee live, my lad? asked the captain, who, being large-hearted and having spent most of his life at sea, felt unusual interest in all things terrestrial when he chanced to be on shore.

I live nowheres in par-tickler, answered the boy.

But where dee sleep of a night?

Vell, that depends. Mostly anywheres.

Got any father?

No, sir, I haint; nor yet no mother  never had no fathers nor mothers, as I knows on, an wots more, I dont want any. Theyre a chancey lot, is fathers an mothers  most of em. Better without em altogether, to my mind. Tother foot, sir.

Looking down with a benignant smile at this independent specimen of humanity, the captain obeyed orders.

Dee make much at this work now, my lad? asked the captain.

Not wery much, sir. Just about enough to keep soul an body together, an not always that. It was ony last veek as I was starvin to that extent that my soul very nigh broke out an made his escape, but the doctor he got old of it by the tail an eld on till e indooced it to stay on a bit longer. There you are, sir; might shave in em!

How much to pay?

Vell, genlemen usually gives me a penny, but thats in ornary cases. Ven I has to shine boots like a pair o ships boats I looks for suthin hextra  though I dont always get it!

There you are, my lad, said the captain, giving the boy something hextra, which appeared to satisfy him. Thereafter he proceeded to the Bridge, and, embarking on one of the river steamers, was soon deposited at Pimlico. Thence, traversing St. Georges Square, he soon found himself in the little street in which dwelt the Misses Seaward. He looked about him for some minutes and then entered a green-grocers shop, crushing his hat against the top of the door-way.

Wishing the green-grocer good-morning he asked if lodgings were to be had in that neighbourhood.

Well, yes, sir, he replied, but I fear that youd find most of em rather small for a man of your size.

No fear o that, replied the captain with a loud guffaw, which roused the grocers cat a little, Im used to small cabins, an smaller bunks, dee see, an can stow myself away easy in any sort of hole. Why, Ive managed to snooze in a bunk only five foot four, by clewin up my legs  though it wasnt comfortable. But its not the size I care about so much as the character o the landlady. I like tidy respectable people, you see  havin bin always used to a well-kept ship.

Ah! I know one wholl just suit you. Up at the other end o the street. Two rooms kept by a young widow who

Hold hard there, interrupted the captain; none o your young widows for me. Theyre dangerous. Besides, big as I am, I dont want two rooms to sleep in. If you know of any old maid, now, with one room  thats what would suit me to a tee; an easy-going sort o woman, who

I know of two elderly ladies, interrupted the green-grocer, thoughtfully; theyre sisters, and have got a small room to let; but  but  theyre delicate sort o creeters, you know; have seen better days, an are raither timid, an might want a female lodger, or a man who  who

Out with it, interrupted the captain, a man who is soft-spoken and well-mannered  not a big noisy old sea-horse like me! Is that what you would say?

Just so, answered the green-grocer with an amiable nod.

Whats the name of the sisters?

Seaward.

Seaward! eh! exclaimed the captain in surprise. Thats odd, now, that a seafarin man should be sent to seaward for his lodgins, even when he gets on shore. Ha! ha! Ive always had a leanin to seaward. Ill try the sisters. They can only tell me to bout ship, you know, and be off on the other tack.

And again the captain gave such boisterous vent to his mirth that the green-grocers cat got up and walked indignantly away, for, albeit well used to the assaults of small boys, it apparently could not stand the noise of this new and bass disturber of the peace.

Having ascertained that the Misses Seaward dwelt above the shop in which he stood, Captain Bream went straight up-stairs and rapped heavily at their door.

Now, although the sisters had been gradually reduced to the extreme of poverty, they had hitherto struggled successfully against the necessity of performing what is known as the dirty work of a house. By stinting themselves in food, working hard at anything they succeeded in getting to do, and mending and re-mending their garments until it became miraculous, even to themselves, how these managed to hang together, they had, up to that period in their history, managed to pay to a slender little girl, out of their slender means, a still more slender salary for coming night and morning to clean their grate, light their fire, carry out their ashes, brush their boots, wash their door-steps, and otherwise perform work for which the sisters were peculiarly unfitted by age, training, and taste. This girls name was Liffie Lee. She was good as far as she went but she did not go far. Her goodness was not the result of principle. She had no principle; did not know what the word meant, but she had a nature, and that nature was soft, unselfish, self-oblivious,  the last a blessing of incalculable price!

It was Liffie Lee who responded to Captain Breams knock. She was at the time about to leave the house in undisturbed possession of its owners  or rather, occupiers.

Does a Miss Seaward live here?

It was a dark passage, and Liffie Lee almost quaked at the depth and metallic solemnity of the voice, as she glanced up at the spot where it appeared to come from.

Yes, sir.

May I see her?

I  Ill see, sir, if youll wait outside, sir.

She gently yet quickly shut the door in the captains face, and next moment appeared in the little parlour with a flushed face and widely open eyes.

The biggest man she had ever seen, or heard, she said, wanted to see Miss Seaward.

Why did he want to see her and what was his name?

She didnt know, and had omitted to ask his name, having been so frightened that she had left him at the door, which she had shut against him.

An, please, Miss, continued Liffie, in a tone of suppressed eagerness, if I was you Id lock the parlour door in case he busts in the outer one. You might open the winder an screech for the pleece.

Oh! Liffie, what a frightened thing you are, remonstrated Jessie, go and show the man in at once.

Oh! no, Miss, pleaded Liffie, youd better ave im took up at once. Youve no notion what dreadful men that sort are. I know em well. Weve got some of em where we live, and  and theyre awful!

Another knock at this point cut the conversation short, and Kate herself went to open the door.

May I have a word with Miss Seaward? asked the captain respectfully.

Yees, certainly, answered Kate, with some hesitation, for, although reassured by the visitors manner, his appearance and voice alarmed her too. She ushered him into the parlour, however, which was suddenly reduced to a mere bandbox by contrast with him.

Being politely asked to take a chair, he bowed and took hold of one, but on regarding its very slender proportions  it was a cane chair  he smiled and shook his head. The smile did much for him.

Pray take this one, said Jessie, pointing to the old arm-chair, which was strong enough even for him, our visitors are not usually such  such

Thumping walruses! out with it, Miss Seaward, said the captain, seating himself  gently, for he had suffered in this matter more than once during his life Im used to being found fault with for my size.

Pray do not imagine, said Jessie, hastening to exculpate herself, that I could be so very impolite as  as to

Yes, yes, I know that, interrupted the captain, blowing his nose  and the familiar operation was in itself something awful in such a small room and I am too big, theres no doubt about that however, it cant be helped. I must just grin and bear it. But I came here on business, so well have business first, and pleasure, if you like, afterwards.

You may go now, said Kate at this point to Liffie Lee, who was still standing transfixed in open-mouthed amazement gazing at the visitor.

With native obedience and humility the child left the room, though anxious to see and hear more.

You have a furnished room to let I believe, ladies, said the captain, coming at once to the point.

Jessie and Kate glanced at each other. The latter felt a strong tendency to laugh, and the former replied:  

We have, indeed, one small room  a very small room, in fact a mere closet with a window in the roof,  which we are very anxious to let if possible to a lady  a  female. It is very poorly furnished, but it is comfortable, and we would make it very cheap. Is it about the hiring of such a room that you come?

Yes, madam, it is, said the captain, decisively.

But is the lady for whom you act, said Jessie, prepared for a particularly small room, and very poorly furnished?

Yes, she is, replied the captain with a loud guffaw that made the very windows vibrate; in fact I am the lady who wants the room. Its true Im not very lady-like, but I can say for myself that Ill give you less trouble than many a lady would, an I dont mind the cost.

Impossible! exclaimed Miss Seaward with a mingled look of amusement and perplexity which she did not attempt to conceal, while Kate laughed outright; why, sir, the room is not much, if at all, longer than yourself.

No matter, returned the captain, Im nowise particular, an Ive been recommended to come to you; so here I am, ready to strike a bargain if youre agreeable.

Pray, may I ask who recommended you? said Jessie.

The seaman looked perplexed for a moment.

Well, I didnt observe his name over the door, he said, but the man in the shop below recommended me.

Oh? the green-grocer! exclaimed both ladies together, but they did not add what they thought, namely, that the green-grocer was a very impertinent fellow to play off upon them what looked very much like a practical joke.

Perhaps the best way to settle the matter, said Kate, will be to show the gentleman our room. He will then understand the impossibility.

Thats right, exclaimed the captain; rising  and in doing so he seemed about to damage the ceiling lets go below, by all means, and see the cabin.

It is not down-stairs, remarked Jessie, leading the way; we are at the top of the house here, and the room is on a level with this one.

So much the better. I like a deck-cabin. In fact Ive bin used to it aboard my last ship.

On being ushered into the room which he wished to hire, the sailor found himself in an apartment so very unsuited to his size and character that even he felt slightly troubled.

Its not so much the size that bothers me, he said, stroking his chin gently, as the fittings.

There was some ground for the seamans perplexity, for the closet in which he stood, apart from the fact of its being only ten feet long by six broad, had been arranged by the tasteful sisters after the manner of a ladys boudoir, with a view to captivate some poor sister of very limited means, or, perhaps, some humble-minded and possibly undersized young clerk from the country. The bed, besides being rather small, and covered with a snow-white counterpane, was canopied with white muslin curtains lined with pink calico. The wash-hand stand was low, fragile, and diminutive. The little deal table, which occupied an inconveniently large proportion of the space, was clothed in a garment similar to that of the bed. The one solitary chair was of that cheap construction which is meant to creak warningly when sat upon by light people, and to resolve itself into match-wood when the desecrator is heavy. Two pictures graced the walls  one the infant Samuel in a rosewood frame, the other an oil painting  of probably the first century, for its subject was quite undistinguishable  in a gold slip. The latter was a relic of better days  a spared relic, which the public had refused to buy at any price, though the auctioneer had described it as a rare specimen of one of the old  the very old  masters, with Rembrandtesque proclivities. No chest of drawers obtruded itself in that small chamber, but instead thereof the economical yet provident sisters, foreseeing the importance of a retreat for garments, had supplied a deal box, of which they stuffed the lid and then covered the whole with green baize, thus causing it to serve the double purpose of a wardrobe and a small sofa.

However, said Captain Bream, after a brief but careful look round, itll do. With a little cuttin and carvin here an there, well manage to squeeze in, for you must know, ladies, that we sea-farin men have a wonderful knack o stuffin a good deal into small space.

The sisters made no reply. Indeed they were speechless, and horrified at the bare idea of the entrance of so huge a lodger into their quiet home.

Look ye here, now, he continued in a comfortable, self-satisfied tone, as he expanded his great arms along the length of the bed to measure it, the bunks about five foot eight inches long. Well, Im about six foot two in my socks  six inches short; thats a difficulty no doubt, but its get-over-able this way, well splice the green box to it.

He grasped the sofa-wardrobe as he spoke, and placed it to the foot of the bed, then embracing the entire mass of mattresses and bedding at the lower end, raised it up, thrust the green box under with his foot, and laid the bedding down on it  thus adding about eighteen inches to the length.

There you are, dee see  quite long enough, an a foot to spare.

But it does not fit, urged Kate, who, becoming desperate, resolved to throw every possible obstruction in the way.

Thats true, madam, returned the captain with an approving nod. I see youve got a mechanical eye  theres a difference of elevation tween the box and the bed of three inches or more, but bless you, thats nothin to speak of. If youd ever been in a gale o wind at sea youd know that we seadogs are used to considerable difference of elevation between our heads an feet. My top-coat stuffed inll put that to rights. But youll have to furl the flummery topsls  to lower em altogether would be safer.

He took hold of the muslin curtains with great tenderness as he spoke, fearing, apparently, to damage them.

You see, he continued, apologetically, Im not used to this sort o thing. Moreover, Ive a tendency to nightmare. Dont alarm yourselves, ladies, I never do anything worse to disturb folk than give a shout or a yell or two, but occasionally I do let fly with a leg or an arm when the fits on me, an if I should get entangled with this flummery, you know Id be apt to damage it. Yes, the safest way will be to douse the topsls altogether. As to the chair  well, Ill supply a noo one thatll stand rough weather. If youll also clear away the petticoats from the table itll do well enough. In regard to the lookin-glass, I know pretty well what Im like, an dont have any desire to study my portrait. As for shavin, Ive got a bulls-eye sort of glass in the lid o my soap-box that serves all my purpose, and I shave wi cold water, so I wont be botherin you in the mornins for hot. Ive got a paintin of my last ship  the Daisy  done in water-colours  its a pretty big un, but by hangin Samuel on the other bulk-head, an stickin that black thing over the door, we can make room for it.

As Captain Bream ran on in this fashion, smoothing down all difficulties, and making everything comfortable, the poor sisters grew more and more desperate, and Kate felt a tendency to recklessness coming on. Suddenly a happy thought occurred to her.

But sir, she interposed with much firmness of tone and manner, there is one great difficulty in the way of our letting the room to you which I fear cannot be overcome.

The captain looked at her inquiringly, and Jessie regarded her with admiration and wonder, for she could not conceive what this insurmountable difficulty could be.

My sister and I, continued Kate, have both an unconquerable dislike to tobacco

Oh! thats no objection, cried the captain with a light laugh  which in him, however, was an ear-splitting guffaw for I dont smoke!

Dont smoke? repeated both sisters in tones of incredulity, for in their imagination a seaman who did not smoke seemed as great an impossibility as a street boy who did not whistle.

An whats more, continued the captain, I dont drink. Im a tee-total abstainer. I leave smokin to steam-funnels, an drinkin to the fish.

But, persisted Kate, on whom another happy thought had descended, my sister and I keep very early hours, and a latch-key we could never

Pooh! thats no difficulty, again interrupted this unconquerable man of the sea; I hate late hours myself, when Im ashore, havin more than enough of em when afloat. Ill go to bed regularly at nine oclock, an wont want a latch-key.

The idea of such a man going to bed at all was awesome enough, but the notion of his doing so in that small room, and in that delicately arranged little bed under that roof-tree, was so perplexing, that the sisters anxiously rummaged their minds for a new objection, but could find none until their visitor asked the rent of the room. Then Kate was assailed by another happy thought, and promptly named double the amount which she and Jessie had previously fixed as its value  which amount she felt sure would prove prohibitory.

Her dismay, then, may be imagined when the captain exclaimed with a sigh  perhaps it were better to say a breeze  of relief:  

Well, then, thats all comfortably settled. I consider the rent quite moderate. Ill send up my chest to-morrow mornin, an will turn up myself in the evenin. Ill bid ye good-day now, ladies, an beg your pardon for keepin you so long about this little matter.

He held out his hand. One after another the crushed sisters put their delicate little hands into the seamans enormous paw, and meekly bade him good-bye, after which the nautical giant strode noisily out of the house, shut the door with an inadvertent bang, stumbled heavily down the dark stair and passage, and finally vanished from the scene.

Then Jessie and Kate Seaward returned to their little parlour, sat down at opposite sides of the miniature grate, and gazed at each other for some minutes in solemn silence  both strongly impressed with the feeling that they had passed through a tremendous storm, and got suddenly into a profoundly dead calm.




Chapter Four.

Billy Bright the Fisher-Boy visits London  has a Fight  enlarges his Mind, and undertakes Business.

We must now return to the Evening Star fishing-smack, but only for a few minutes at present. Later on we shall have occasion to visit her under stirring circumstances. We saw her last heading eastward to her fishing-ground in the North Sea. We present her now, after a two months trip, sailing to the west, homeward bound.

Eight weeks at sea; nine days on shore, is the unvarying routine of the North Sea smacksmans life, summer and winter, all the year round. Two months of toil and exposure of the severest kind, fair-weather or foul, and little more than one week of repose in the bosom of his family  varied by visits more or less frequent to the tap-room of the public-house. It is a rugged life to body and soul. Severest toil and little rest for the one; strong temptation and little refreshment to the other.

Strong temptation! you exclaim, what! out on the heaving billows and among the howling gales of winter on the North Sea?

Ay, stronger temptation than you might suppose, as, in the sequel, you shall see.

But we are homeward bound just now. One of the gales above referred to is blowing itself out and the Evening Star is threading her way among the shoals to her brief repose in Yarmouth.

The crew are standing about the deck looking eagerly towards the land, and little Billy is steering. (See Frontispiece.)

Yes, that ridiculous atom of humanity, with a rope, or steering lanyard, round the tiller to prevent its knocking him down or sweeping him overboard, stands there guiding the plunging smack on her course through the dangerous shoals. Of course Billys father has an eye on him, but he does not require to say more than an occasional word at long intervals.

Need we observe that our little hero is no longer subject to the demon which felled him at starting, and made his rosy face so pale? One glance at the healthy brown cheeks will settle that question. Another glance at his costume will suffice to explain, without words, much of Billys life during the past eight weeks. The sou-wester is crushed and soiled, the coat is limp, rent, mended, button-bereaved more or less, and bespattered, and the boots wear the aspect of having seen service. The little hands too, which even while ashore were not particularly white, now bear traces of having had much to do with tar, and grease, and fishy substances, besides being red with cold, swelled with sundry bruises, and seamed with several scars  for Billy is reckless by nature, and it takes time and much experience of suffering to teach a man how to take care of his hands in the fisheries of the North Sea!

An hour or two more sufficed to carry our smack into port, and then the various members of the crew hurried home.

Billy swaggered beside his father and tried to look manly until he reached his own door, where all thought of personal appearance suddenly vanished, and he leaped with an unmanly squeal of delight into his mothers arms. You may be sure that those arms did not spare him!

Youll not go down to-night, David? said Mrs Bright, when, having half choked her son, she turned to her husband.

No, lass,  I wont, said the skipper in a tone of decision.

Mrs Bright was much gratified by the promise, for well did she know, from bitter experience, that if her David went down to meet his comrades at the public-house on his arrival, his brief holidays would probably be spent in a state of semi-intoxication. Indeed, even with this promise she knew that much of his time and a good deal of his hardly earned money would be devoted to the publican.

Well not have much of Billys company this week, I fear, said Mrs Bright, with a glance of pride at her son, who returned it with a look of surprise.

Why so, Nell? asked her husband.

Because he has got to go to London.

To Lunon! exclaimed the father.

Lunon! echoed the son.

Yes; it seems that Miss Ruth  that dear young lady, Miss Ruth Dotropy  you remember her, Billy?

Remember her! I should think I does, said the boy, emphatically, if I was to live as long as Meethusilim Id never forget Miss Dotropy.

Well, continued Mrs Bright, she wrote and asked Joe Davidsons wife to send her a fisher-boy to London for a day or two, and shed pay his railway fare up an back, and all his expenses. What ever Miss Ruth wants to do with him I dont know, nor any one else. Mrs Davidson couldnt find a boy that was fit to send, so she said shed wait till you came back, Billy, and send you up.

Well, wonders aint a-goin to cease yet a while, exclaimed Billy, with a look of gratified pride. Howsever, Im game for anythink  from pitch an toss upards. When am I to start, mother?

To-morrow, by the first train.

All right  an what sort o rig? I couldnt go in them ere slops, you know. It wouldnt give em a krect idear o Yarmouth boys, would it?

Of course not sonny, an Ive got ready your old Sunday coat, it aint too small for you yet  an some other things.

Accordingly, rigged out, as he expressed it, in a well-mended and brushed pilot-cloth coat; a round blue-cloth cap; a pair of trousers to match, and a pair of new shoes, Billy found himself speeding towards the great city with what he styled a stiff breakfast under hatches, four or five shillings in the locker, an a bustin heart beneath his veskit.

In a few hours he found himself in the bewildering streets, inquiring his way to the great square in the West End where Mrs Dotropy dwelt.

The first person of whom he made inquiry was a street boy, and while he was speaking the city Arab regarded the provincial boys innocent face  for it was a peculiarly innocent face when in repose  with a look of mingled curiosity and cunning.

Now look ee here, young un, said the Arab, I dont know nothink about the Vest End squares, an whats more I dont want to, but I do know a lot about the East End streets, an if youll come with me, Ill

Thank ee, no, interrupted Billy, with unlooked-for decision, Ive got business to look arter at the West End.

Yell, cooriously enough, returned the Arab, Ive got business at the East End. By the vay, you dont appen to ave any browns  any coppers  about you  eh?

Of course I has. You dont suppose a man goes cruisin about Lunon without any shot in the locker, do you?

To be sure not, responded the street boy; I might ave knowd that a man like you wouldnt, anyhow. Now, it so appens that Im wery much in want o change. You couldnt give me browns for a sixpence, could you?

The Arab said this so earnestly  at the same time producing a sixpence, or something that looked like one, from his pockets  that the provincial boys rising suspicions were quite disarmed.

Let me see, he said, plunging his hand into his trousers pocket one, two, three  no, Ive only got fourpence, but

He was cut short by the Arab making a sudden grasp at the coins, which sent most of them spinning on the pavement.

Like lightning little Billy sprang forward and planted his right fist on the point of the Arabs nose with such vigour that the blow caused him to stagger backwards. Before he could recover Billy followed him up with a left-hander on the forehead and a right-hander on the chest, which last sent him over on his back. So sudden was the onset that the passers-by scarcely understood what was occurring before it was all over. A grave policeman stepped forward at the moment. The Arab rose, glided into a whirl of wheels and horses legs, and disappeared, while Billy stood still with doubled fists glaring defiance.

Now then, my boy, whats all this about? said the man in blue, placing a large hand gently on the small shoulder.

Hes bin and knocked my coppers about, said our little hero indignantly, as he looked up, but the stern yet kindly smile on the policemans face restored him, and he condescended on a fuller explanation as he proceeded to pick up his pence.

Having been cautioned about the danger of entering into conversation with strangers in London  especially with street boys  Billy was directed to a Pimlico omnibus, and deposited not far from his destination. Inquiring his way thereafter of several policemen  who were, as he afterwards related to admiring friends, as thick in London as bloaters in Yarmouth  he found himself in front of the Dotropy residence.

Yes, my little man, said the footman who opened the door of the West End mansion, Miss Ruth is at ome, and as been expecting you. Come this way.

That footman lost ground in Billys estimation because of using the word little. If he had said my boy, it would have been all right; my man would have been gratifying; but my little man was repulsive. A smart servant girl who chanced to see him on his way to the library also caused him much pain by whispering to her fellow something about a sweet innocent-faced darling, and he put on a savage frown, as he was ushered into the room, by way of counteracting the sweet innocence. A glass opposite suddenly revealed to its owner the smooth rosy-brown visage, screwed up in a compound expression. That expression changed so swiftly to sheer surprise that a burst of involuntary laughter was the result. A deep flush, and silence, followed, as the urchin looked with some confusion round the room to see if he had been observed or overheard, and a sense of relief came as he found that he was alone. No one had seen or heard him except some of the Dotropy ancestors who had come over with the Conqueror, and who gazed sternly from the walls. For, you see, being a family of note, the dining-room could not hold all the ancestors, so that some of them had to be accommodated in the library.

That glance round had a powerful effect on the mind of the fisher-boy, so powerful indeed that all thought of self vanished, for he found himself for the first time in a room the like of which he had never seen, or heard, or dreamed of.

He knew, of course, that there were libraries in Yarmouth, and was aware that they had something to do with books, but he had never seen a collection on a large scale, and, up to that time, had no particular curiosity about books.

Indeed, if truth must be told, Billy hated books, because the only point in regard to which he and his mother had ever differed was a book! A tattered, ragged, much-soiled book it was, with big letters at the beginning, simple arrangements of letters in the middle, and maddening compounds of them towards the end. Earnestly, patiently, lovingly, yet perseveringly, had Mrs Bright tried to drill the contents of that book into Billys unwilling brain, but with little success, for, albeit a willing and obliging child, there was a limit to his powers of comprehension, and a tendency in his young mind to hold in contempt what he did not understand.

One day a somewhat pedantic visitor told Billy that he would never be a great man if he did not try to understand the book in question  to thoroughly digest it.

You hear what the gentleman says, Billy, you dirty little gurnet, said David Bright on that occasion, youve got to di-gest it, my lad, to di-gest it.

Yes, father, said Billy, with a finger in his mouth and his eyes on the visitor.

The boys mind was inquisitive and ingenious. He pestered his father, after the visitor had gone, for an explanation as to what he meant by digesting the book.

Why, sonny, returned David, knitting his brows very hard, for the question was somewhat of a puzzler, he means that youve got to stow away in your brain the knowledge thats in the book, an work away at it  di-gest it, dee see  same as you stow grub into yer stummick an digest that.

Billy pondered this a long time till a happy thought occurred to him.

Ill digest it, said he, slapping his thigh one day when he was left alone in the house. Well all di-gest it together!

He jumped up, took the lid off a pot of pea-soup that was boiling on the fire, and dropped the hated book into it.

Whats this i the soup, Nell? said David that day at dinner, as he fished a mass of curious substance out of the pot. Many a queer thing have I fished up i the trawl from the bottom o the North Sea, but neer afore did I make such a haul as this in a pot o pea-soup. What ist?

Why, David, replied the wife, examining the substance with a puzzled expression, I do believe its the primer!

They both turned their eyes inquiringly on the boy, who sat gravely watching them.

All right, father, he said, I put im in. Were a-goin to di-gest it, you know.

Dirty boy! exclaimed his mother, flinging the remains of the boiled book under the grate. Youve ruined the soup.

Never a bit, Nell, said the skipper, who was in no wise particular as to his food, clean paper an print cant do no damage to the soup. An after all, I dont see why a man shouldnt take in knowledge as well through the stummick as through the brain. It dont matter a rokers tail whether you ship cargo through the main-hatch or through the fore-hatch, so long as it gits inside somehow. Come, lets have a bowl of it. I never was good at letters myself, an Ill be bound to say that Billy and I will di-gest the book better this way than the right way.

Thus was the finishing touch put to Billy Brights education at that time, and we have described the incident in order that the reader may fully understand the condition of the boys mind as he stood gazing round the library of the West End mansion.

Books! exclaimed Billy, afterwards, when questioned by a Yarmouth friend, I should just think there was books. Oh! its o no manner o use tryin to tell ee about it. There was books from the floor to the ceilin all round the room  books in red covers, an blue covers, an green, an yellow, an pink, an white  all the colours in the rainbow, and all of em more or less kivered wi gold  wy  I dont know what their insides was worth, but sartin sure am I that they couldnt come up to their outsides. Mints of money must ave bin spent in kiverin of em. An there was ladders to git at em  a short un to git at the books below, an a long un to go aloft for em in the top rows. What people finds to write about beats me to understand; but who ever buys and reads it all beats me wuss.

While new and puzzling thoughts were thus chasing each other through the fisher-boys brain Ruth Dotropy entered.

What! Billy Bright, she exclaimed in a tone of great satisfaction, hurrying forward and holding out her hand. Im so glad they have sent you. I would have asked them to send you, when I wrote, but thought you were at sea.

Yes, Miss, but Ive got back again, said Billy, grasping the offered hand timidly, fearing to soil it.

For the same reason he sat down carefully on the edge of a chair, when Ruth said heartily, Come, sit down and lets have a talk together, for, you see, he had become so accustomed to fishy clothes and tarred hands that he had a tendency to forget that he was now clean and in a split-new rig.

Ruths manner and reception put the poor boy at once at his ease. For some time she plied him with questions about the fisher-folk of Yarmouth and Gorleston, in whom she had taken great interest during a summer spent at the former town,  at which time she had made the acquaintance of little Billy. Then she began to talk of the sea and the fishery, and the smacks with their crews. Of course the boy was in his element on these subjects, and not only answered his fair questioner fully, but volunteered a number of anecdotes, and a vast amount of interesting information about fishing, which quite charmed Ruth, inducing her to encourage him to go on.

Oh! yes, Miss, he said, its quite true what youve bin told. Theres hundreds and hundreds of smacks a-fishin out there on the North Sea all the year round, summer an winter. In course I cant say whether theres a popilation, as you calls it, of over twelve thousand, always afloat, never havin counted em myself, but I know there must be a-many thousand men an boys there.

Billy was right. There is really a population of over 12,000 men and boys afloat all the year round on the North Sea, engaged in the arduous work of daily supplying the London and other markets with fresh fish.

And what port do they run for when a storm comes on? asked Ruth.

What port, Miss? why, they dont run for no port at all, cos why? theres no port near enough to run for.

Do you mean to say, that they remain at sea during all the storms  even the worst?

Thats just what we does, Miss. Blow high, blow low, its all the same; we must weather it the best way we can. An you should see how it blows in winter! Thats the time we catches it wust. Its so cold too! Ive not bin out in winter yet myself, but father says its cold enough to freeze the nose off your face, an it blows ard enough amost to blow you inside out. You wouldnt like to face that sort o thing  would you, Miss?

With a light laugh Ruth admitted that she disliked the idea of such North Sea experiences.

Oh! youve no idea, Miss, how it do blow sometimes, continued Billy, who was a naturally communicative boy, and felt that he had got hold of a sympathetic ear. Have you ever heard of the gale that blew so ard that they had to station two men an a boy to hold on to the captains hair for fear it should be blowed right off his ead?

Yes, answered Ruth, with a silvery laugh. Ive heard of that gale.

Have you, Miss? said Billy with a slightly surprised look. Thats queer, now. I thought nobody knowd o that gale cept us o the North Sea, an, praps, some o the people o Yarmouth an Gorleston.

I rather think that I must have read of it somewhere, said Ruth. Billy glanced reproachfully at the surrounding books, under the impression that it must have been one of these which had taken the wind out of his sails.

Well, Miss, he continued, I dont mean for to say I ever was in a gale that obliged us to be careful of the skippers hair, but I do say that fathers seed somethink like it, for many a time our smack has bin blowed over on her beam-ends  that means laid amost flat, Miss, with er sails on the sea. One night fathers smack was sailin along close-hauled when a heavy sea struck er abaft the channels, and filled the bag o the mainsl. She was just risin to clear herself when another sea follared, filled the mainsl again, an sent er on er beam-ends. The sea was makin a clean breach over er from stem to stern, an cleared the deck o the boat an gear an everythink. Down went all hands below an shut the companion, to prevent er being swamped. Meanwhile the weight o water bust the mainsl, so that the vessel partly righted, an let the hands come on deck agin. Then, after the gale had eased a bit, two or three o their comrades bore down on em and towed em round, so as the wind got under er an lifted er a bit, but the ballast had bin shot from the bilge into the side, so they couldnt right her altogether, but had to tow er into port that way  over two hundred miles  the snow an hail blowin, too, like one oclock!

Really, they must have had a terrible time of it, returned Ruth, though I dont know exactly how dreadful one oclock may be. But tell me, Billy, do the fishermen like the worsted mitts and helmets and comforters that were sent to them from this house last year?

Oh! dont they, just! Ive heard them blessin the ladies as sent em, many a time. You see, Miss, the oil-skins chafe our wrists most awful when were workin of the gear

What is the gear, Billy?

The nets, Miss, an all the tackle as belongs to em. An then the salt water makes the sores wuss  it used to be quite awful, but the cuffs keeps us all right. An the books an tracts, too, Miss  the hands are wery fond o them, an

We will talk about the books and tracts another time, said Ruth, interrupting, but just now we must proceed to business. Of course you understand that I must have some object in view in sending for a fisher-boy from Yarmouth.

Well, Miss, it did occur to me that I wasnt axed to come here for nuffin.

Just so, my boy. Now I want your help, so I will explain. We are to have what is called a drawing-room meeting here in a few days, in behalf of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen, and one of your fisher captains is to be present to give an account of the work carried on among the men of the fleet by the mission vessels. So I want you to be there as one of the boys

Not to speak to em, Miss, I hope? said Billy, with a look of affected modesty.

No, not to speak, replied Ruth, laughing, only to represent the boys of the fleet. But thats not the main thing I want you for. It is this, and remember, Billy, that I am now taking you into my confidence, so you must not tell what I shall speak to you about to any living soul.

Not even to mother? asked the boy.

No, not even  well, you may tell it to your mother, for boys ought to have no secrets from their mothers; besides, your mother is a discreet woman, and lives a long way off from London. You must know, then, Billy, that I have two very dear friends  two ladies  who are in deep poverty, and I want to give them money

Well, why dont you give it em, Miss? said Billy, seeing that Ruth hesitated. You must have lots of it to give away, he added, looking contemplatively round.

Yes, thank God, who gave it to me, I have, as you say, lots of it, but I cannot give it to the dear ladies I speak of because  because

Theyre too proud to take it, praps, suggested Billy.

No; they are not proud  very far from it; but they are sensitive.

Whats that, Miss?

Ruth was puzzled for a reply.

It  it means, she said, that they have delicate feelings, which cannot bear the idea of accepting money without working for it, when there are so many millions of poor people without money who cannot work for it. They once said to me, indeed, that if they were to accept money in charity they would feel as if they were robbing the really poor.

Why dont they work, then? asked Billy in some surprise. Why dont they go to sea as stooardesses or somethink o that sort?

Because they have never been trained to such work, or, indeed, to any particular work, returned Ruth; moreover, they are in rather delicate health, and are not young. Their father was rich, and meant to leave them plenty to live on, but he failed, and left them in broken health without a penny. Wasnt it sad?

Indeed it was, Miss, replied the boy, whose ready sympathy was easily enlisted.

Well, now, Billy, I want you to go to see these ladies. Tell them that you are a fisher-boy belonging to the North sea trawling fleet, and that you have called from a house which wants a job undertaken. You will then explain about the fishery, and how the wrists of the men are chafed, and break out into painful sores, and how worsted mitts serve the purpose at once of prevention and cure. Say that the house by which you have been sent has many hands at work  and so I have, Billy, for many ladies send the cuffs and things made by them for the fleet to me to be forwarded, only they work gratuitously, and I want the work done by my two friends to be paid for, you understand? Tell them that still more hands are wanted, and ask them if they are open to an engagement. You must be very matter-of-fact, grave, and businesslike, you know. Ask them how many pairs they think they will be able to make in a week, and say that the price to be paid will be fixed on receipt of the first sample. But, remember, on no account are you to mention the name of the house that sent you; you will also leave with them this bag of worsted. Now, do you fully understand?

Billy replied by a decided wink, coupled with an intelligent nod.

After a good deal of further advice and explanation, Ruth gave Billy the name and address of her friends, and sent him forth on his mission.




Chapter Five.

How Billy Conducts the Business  How Captain Bream Overcomes the Sisters, and how Jessie Seaward Sees Mystery in Everything.

I wonder, said Billy to himself on reaching the street as he looked down at the legs of his trousers, I wonder if theyre any shorter. Yes, they dont seem to be quite so far down on the shoes as when I left Yarmouth. I must have growd an inch or two since I came up to Lunon!

Under this gratifying impression the fisher-boy drew himself up to his full height, his little chest swelling with new sensations, and his whole body rolling along with a nautical swagger that drew on him the admiration of some, the contempt of others, and caused several street boys to ask if his mother knowed e was hout, and other insolent questions.

But Billy cared for none of these things. The provincial boy was quite equal to the occasion, though his return chaff smacked much of salt water.

Arrived at the poverty-stricken street in which the Misses Seaward dwelt, Billy mounted the narrow staircase and knocked at the door. It was opened by Liffie Lee, who had remained on that day to accomplish some extra work.

Is your missis at home, my dear?

There aint no missis here, an I aint your dear, was the prompt reply.

Billy was taken aback. He had not anticipated so ready and caustic a response, in one so small and child-like.

Come now  no offence meant, he said, but youre not a-goin to deny that the Miss Seawards does live here.

I aint a-goin to deny nothink, replied Liffie, a little softened by the boys apologetic tone, only when Im expected to give a civil answer, I expects a civil question.

Thats all fair an aboveboard. Now, will you tell the Miss Seawards I wants to see em, on a matter of business  of importance.

Another minute and Billy stood in the presence of the ladies he wished to see. Prepared beforehand to like them, his affections were at once fixed for ever by the first glimpse of their kindly faces.

With a matter-of-fact gravity, that greatly amused the sisters  though they carefully concealed their feelings  little Billy stated his business, and, in so doing, threw his auditors into a flutter of hope and gratitude, surprise and perplexity.

But what is the name of the house that sends you? asked Miss Jessie.

That I am not allowed for to tell, said the boy-of-business, firmly.

A mercantile house in the city, I suppose, said Kate.

What sort o house it may be is more than a sea-farin man like me knows, an of course its in the city. You wouldnt expect a business-house to be in the country, would you? all I know is that they want mitts made  hundreds of em  no end o mitts  an they haint got hands enough to make em, so they sent me to ask if youll undertake to help in the work, or if theyre to git some one else to do it. Now, will you, or will you not? thats the pint.

Of course we shall be only too happy, answered Jessie, though the application is strange. How did you come to know that we were in want of  that is, who sent you to us?

The house sent me, as I said afore, Miss.

Yes, but how did the house come to know of our existence, and how is it that a house of any sort should send a sailor-boy as its messenger?

How the house came to know of you is more than I can say. They dont tell me all the outs-an-ins of their affairs, you know. As to a house sendin a sailor-boy as its messenger  did you ever hear of the great house of Messrs Hewett and Company, what supplies Billinsgate with fish?

Im not sure  well, yes, I think I have heard of that house, said Kate, though we are not in the way of hearing much about the commercial houses of London.

Well, continued Billy, that house sends hundreds of fisher-boys as messengers. It sends em to the deep-sea with a message to the fish, an the message is come out o the water you skulkin critters, an be sent up to Billinsgate to be sold an eaten! The fish dont come willinly, Im bound for to say that, but we make em come all the same, willin or not, for weve wonderful powers o persuasion. So you see, houses do send fisher-boys as messengers sometimes; now, what am I to say to the partikler house as sends me? will you go in for mitts? you may take comforters if you prefer it, or helmets.

What do you mean by helmets, my boy?

Worsted ones, of course. Things made to kiver up a mans head and neck and come down to his shoulders, with a hole in front just big enough to let his eyes, nose, and cheek-bones come through. With a sou-wester on top, and a comforter round the neck, theyre not so bad in a stiff nor-wester in Janoowairy. Nows your chance, ladies, now, or niver!

There was something so ludicrous in the manly tone and decided manner of the smooth-faced little creature before them, that the sisters burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

Forgive us, dear boy, but the idea of our being asked in this sudden way to make innumerable mitts and comforters and worsted helmets seems so odd that we cant help laughing. What is your name? That is not a secret, I hope?

By no means. My name is Billy Bright. If youre very partikler, you may call me Willum.

I prefer Billy, said Kate. Now, Billy, it is near our dinner hour. Will you stay and dine with us? If you do, youll meet such a nice man  such a big man too  and somewhat in your own line of life; a sea-captain. We expect him every

No, thank ee, Miss, interrupted the boy, rising abruptly. I sees more than enough o big sea-captings when Im afloat. Besides, Ive got more business on hand, so Ill bid ee good-day.

Pulling his forelock he left the room.

The ladies has undertook some work for me, my dear, said Billy to Liffie Lee, as he stood at the door buttoning up his little coat, so praps I may see you again.

It wont break my art if you dont, replied Liffie; no, nor yet yours.

Speak for yourself, young ooman. You dont know nothing about my art.

As he spoke, a heavy foot was heard at the bottom of the stair.

Thats our lodger, said Liffie; no foot but his can bang the stair or make it creak like that.

Well, Im off, cried Billy, descending two steps at a time.

Half-way down he encountered what seemed to him a giant with a chest on his shoulder. It was the darkest part of the stair where they met.

Look out ahead! Hard a starboard! growled Captain Bream, who seemed to be heavily weighted.

Ay, ay, sir! cried Billy, as he brushed past, bounded into the street, and swaggered away.

What boy was that, Liffie? asked the captain, letting down the chest he carried with a shock that caused the frail tenement to quiver from cellar to roof-tree.

I dont know, sir.

He must be a sailor-boy, from his answer, rejoined the captain. Open the door o my cabin, lass, and Ill carry it right in. Its somewhat heavy.

He lifted the chest, which was within an eighth of an inch of being too large to pass through the little door-way, and put it in a corner, after which he entered the parlour, and sat down in a solid wooden chair which he had supplied to the establishment for his own special use.

You see, he had said, on the day when he introduced it, Ive come to grief so often in the matter of chairs that Ive become chary as to how I use em. If all the chairs that Ive had go crash under me was put together theyd furnish a good-sized house. Look before you leap is a well-known proverb, but look before you sit down has become a more familiar experience to me through life. Its an awkward thing bein so heavy, and I hope youll never know what it is, ladies.

Judging from their appearance just then there did not seem much prospect of that!

Now, continued the captain, rubbing his hands and looking benignantly at Jessie, I have settled the matter at last; fairly said good-bye to old Ocean, an fixed to cast anchor for good on the land.

Have you indeed, captain? said Jessie, I should fancy that you must feel rather sorry to bid farewell to so old a friend.

Thats true, Miss Seaward. An old and good friend the sea has been to me, thank God. But Im gettin too old myself to be much of a friend to it, so Ive fixed to say good-bye. And the question is, Am I to stop on here, or am I to look out for another lodgin? You see Ive been a good many weeks with you now, an youve had a fair taste of me, so to speak. I know Im a rough sort o fish for the like o you to have to do with, and, like some o the hermit crabs, rather too big for my shell, so if you find me awkward or uncomfortable dont hesitate to say so. I wont be surprised, though I confess I should be sorry to leave you.

Well, Captain Bream, said Kate, who was generally the speaker when delicate, difficult or unpleasant subjects had to be dealt with, since you have been so candid with us we will be equally candid with you. When you first came to us, I confess that we were much alarmed; you seemed  so very big, (the captain tried to shrink a little  without success  and smiled in a deprecating manner), and our rooms and furniture seemed so very small and delicate, so to speak; and then your voice was so fearfully deep and gruff, (the captain cleared his throat softly  in B natural of the bass clef  and smiled again), that we were almost frightened to receive you; but, now that we have had experience of you, we are quite willing that you should continue with us  on one condition, however.

And that is? asked the captain anxiously.

That you pay us a lower rent.

A  a higher rent you mean, I suppose?

No; I mean a lower.

Captain Breams benign visage became grave and elongated.

You see, captain, continued Kate, flushing a little, when you first came, we tried  excuse me  to get rid of you, to shake you off, and we almost doubled the rent of our little room, hoping that

Quite right, quite right, interrupted the captain, and according to strict justice, for aint I almost double the size of ornary men, an dont I give more than double the trouble?

Not so, returned Kate, firmly, you dont give half the trouble that other men do.

Excuse me, Miss Kate, said the captain with a twinkle in his grey eye, you told me I was your first lodger, so how can you know how much trouble other men would give?

No matter, persisted Kate, a little confused, you dont give half the trouble that other lodgers would have given if we had had them.

Ah! hm  well, returned the captain softly, in the profoundest possible bass, looking at the matter in that light, perhaps you are not far wrong. But, go on.

Well, I have only to add, continued Kate, that you have been so kind to us, and so considerate, and have given us so little  so very little trouble, that it will give us both great pleasure to have you continue to lodge with us if you agree to the reduction of the rent.

Very well, said Captain Bream, pulling out an immense gold chronometer  the gift, in days gone by, of a band of highly grateful and appreciative passengers. Ive got business in the city an hour hence. We shall have dinner first. Two hours afterwards I will return with a cab and take away my boxes. That will give you plenty of time to make out your little bill and

What do you mean, captain? interrupted Kate, in much surprise.

I mean, dear ladies, that you and I entered into an agreement to rent your little cabin for so much. Now it has been my rule in life to stick to agreements, and I mean to stick to this one or throw up my situation. Besides, Im not goin to submit to have the half of my rent cut off. I cant stand it. Like old Shylock, I mean to stick to the letter of the bond. Now, is it to be, or not to be? as Hamlet said to the ass.

I was not aware that Hamlet said that to an ass, remarked Jessie, with a little laugh.

Oh yes! he did, returned the captain quite confidently; he said it to himself, you know, an that was the same thing. But what about the agreement?

Well, since you are so determined, I suppose we must give in, said Kate.

We cant resist you, captain, said Jessie, but there is one thing that we must positively insist on, namely, that you come and sit in this room of an evening. I suppose you read or write a great deal, for we see your light burning very late sometimes, and as you have no fire you must often feel very cold.

Cold! shouted the captain, with a laugh that caused the very window-frames to vibrate. My dear ladies, Im never cold. Got so used to it, I suppose, that it has no power over me. Why, when a man o my size gets heated right through, it takes three or four hours to cool him even a little. Besides, if it do come a very sharp frost, Ive got a bear-skin coat that our ship-carpenter made for me one voyage in the arctic regions. It is hot enough inside almost to cook you. Did I ever show it you? Ill fetch it.

Captain Bream rose with such energy that he unintentionally spurned his chair  his own solid peculiar chair  and caused it to pirouette on one leg before tumbling backward with a crash. Next minute he returned enveloped from head to foot in what might be termed a white-bear ulster, with an enormous hood at the back of his neck.

Accustomed as the sisters were to their lodgers bulk, they were not prepared for the marvellous increase caused by the monstrous hairy garment.

It would puzzle the cold to get at me through this, wouldnt it? said its owner, surveying it with complacency. It was my own invention too  at least the carpenter and I concocted it between us.

The sleeves are closed up at the ends, you see, and a thumb attached to each, so as to make sleeves and mittens all of a piece, with a slit near the wrists to let you shove your hands out when you want to use them naked, an a flap to cover the slit and keep the wind out when you dont want to shove out your hands. Then the hood, you see, is large and easy, so that it can be pulled well forard  so  and this broad band behind it unbuttons and comes round in front of the face and buttons, so  to keep all snug when you lay down to sleep.

Wonderful! exclaimed the sisters as the captain stood before them like a great pillar of white fur, with nothing of him visible save the eyes and feet.

But thats not all, continued the ancient mariner, turning his back to the sisters. You see that great flap hooked up behind?

Yes, answered Jessie and Kate in the same breath.

Well, then, notice what I do.

He sat down on the floor, and unhooking the flap, drew it round in front, where he re-hooked it to another row of eyes in such a manner that it completely covered his feet and lower limbs.

There, you see, Im in a regular fur-bag now, all ready for a night in the snow.

By way of illustration he extended himself on the floor at full-length, and, by reason of that length being so great, and the room so narrow, his feet went into the window-recess while his head lay near the door.

All ignorant of this illustration of arctic life going on, Liffie Lee, intent on dinner purposes, opened the door and drove it violently against the captains head.

Avast there! he shouted, rising promptly. Come in, lass. Come in  no damage done.

Oh! sir, exclaimed the horrified Liffie, I ax your parding.

Dont put yourself about my girl. Im used to collisions, and its not in the power o your small carcass to do me damage.

Disrobing himself as he spoke, the lodger retired to his cabin to lay aside his curious garment, and Liffie, assisted by Kate, took advantage of his absence to spread their little board.

I never saw such a man, said Kate in a low voice as she bustled about.

Saw! exclaimed Jessie under her breath, I never even conceived of such a man. He is so violent in his actions that I constantly feel as if I should be run over and killed. It feels like living in the same house with a runaway mail coach. How fortunate that his spirit is so gentle and kind!

A tremendous crash at that moment caused Jessie to stop with a gasp.

Hallo! fetch a swab  a dish-clout or somethin, Liffie, came thundering from the captains room. Dont be alarmed, ladies, its only the wash-hand basin. Knocked it over in hangin up the coat. Nothin smashed. Its a tin basin, you know. Look alive, lass, else the waterll git down below, for the caulkin of these planks aint much to boast of, an youll have the green-grocer up in a towering rage!

A few minutes later this curious trio sat down to dinner, and the captain, according to a custom established from the commencement of his sojourn, asked a blessing on the meat in few words, but with a deeply reverent manner, his great hands being clasped before him, and with his eyes shut like a little child.

Well now, before beginning, he said, looking up, let me understand; is this matter of the lodging and rent settled?

Yes, it is settled, answered Jessie. Weve got used to you, captain, and should be very, very sorry to lose you.

Come, thats all right. Lets shake hands on it over the leg of mutton.

He extended his long arm over the small table, and spread out his enormous palm in front of Jessie Seaward. With an amused laugh she laid her little hand in it  to grasp it was out of the question  and the mighty palm closed for a moment with an affectionate squeeze. The same ceremony having been gone through with Kate, he proceeded to carve.

And what a difference between the dinners that once graced  perhaps we should say disgraced  that board, and those that smoked upon it now! Then, tea and toast, with sometimes an egg, and occasionally a bit of bacon, were the light viands; now, beef, mutton, peas, greens, potatoes, and other things, constituted the heavy fare.

The sisters had already begun to get stronger on it. The captain would have got stronger, no doubt, had that been possible.

And what a satisfactory thing it was to watch Captain Bream at his meals! There was something grand  absolutely majestic  in his action. Being a profoundly modest and unselfish man it was not possible to associate the idea of gluttony with him, though he possessed the digestion of an ostrich, and the appetite of a shark. There was nothing hurried, or eager, or careless, in his mode of eating. His motions were rather slow than otherwise; his proceedings deliberate. He would even at times check a tempting morsel on its way to his mouth that he might more thoroughly understand and appreciate something that Jessie or Kate chanced to be telling him. Yet with all that, he compelled you, while looking at him, to whisper to yourself how he does shovel it in!

I declare to you, Kate, said Jessie, on one occasion after the captain had left the room, I saw him take one bite to-day which ought to have choked him, but it didnt. He stuck his fork into a piece of mutton as big  oh! Im afraid to say how big; it really seemed to me the size of your hand, and he piled quite a little mound of green peas on it, with a great mass of broken fragments and gravy, and put it all into his mouth at once, though that mouth was already pretty well-filled with the larger half of an enormous potato. I thought he would never get it in, but something you said caused him to laugh at the time, and before the laugh was over the bite had disappeared. Before it was properly swallowed he was helping himself to another slice from the leg of mutton! I declare to you, Kate, that many a time I have dined altogether on less than that one bite!

Poor Miss Seaward had stated a simple truth in regard to herself, but that truth was founded on want of food, not on want of appetite or capacity for more.

At first it had been arranged that an account-book should be kept, and that the captain should pay for one-third of the food that was consumed in the house, but he had consumed so much, and the sisters so ridiculously little, that he refused to fall in with such an arrangement and insisted on paying for all the food consumed, with the exception of the cup of coffee, cream, and sugar, with which he regaled himself every day after dinner. Of course they had had a battle over this matter also, but the captain had carried the day, as he usually did, for he had marvellous powers of suasion. He had indeed so argued, and talked, and bamboozled the meek sisters  sometimes seriously, oftener jocularly,  that they had almost been brought to the belief that somehow or other their lodger was only doing what was just! After all, they were not so far wrong, for all that they ate of the captains provisions amounted to a mere drop in the bucket, while the intellectual food with which they plied their lodger in return, and the wealth of sympathy with which they surrounded him, was far beyond the power of gold to purchase.

No, said Captain Bream, sipping his coffee and shaking his head, when Jessie again pressed on him the propriety of sitting in the parlour of an evening, I cant do it. The fact is that Im studying  though you may think Im rather an oldish student  and I cant study except when Im alone.

What are you studying? asked Kate, and then, observing that the captain looked slightly confused, and feeling that she ought not to have put the question, she quickly changed the subject by adding for whatever it is, you will be quite free from interruption here. My sister and I often sit for hours without talking, and

No, no, dear Miss Kate. Say no more, interrupted the captain; I must stick to my own cabin except at meal-times, and, of course, when we want a bit of a talk together. There is one thing, however, that I would like. I know you have family worship with your little lass. May I join you?

Oh! it would give us such pleasure, exclaimed Kate, eagerly, if you would come and conduct worship for us.

The captain protested that he would not do that, but finally gave in, and afterwards acted the part of chaplain in the family.

By the way, he said, when about to quit the parlour, Ive brought another chest to the house.

Yes, said Kate, we felt the shock when you put it down.

Well, it is a bit heavy. Ive fairly given up my connection with my last ship, and as the new commander took possession this morning I was obliged to bring away my last box. Now, I dont want Liffie to move it about when putting things to rights, or to meddle with it in any way. When we want to sweep behind or under it Ill shift it myself. But, after all, youre safe not to move it, for the three of you together couldnt if you were to try ever so much. So, good-day. Ill be back to tea.

Kate, said Jessie, after he was gone, I am quite sure that there is some mystery connected with that box.

Of course you are, replied Kate, with a laugh, you always see mystery in things that you dont understand! You saw mystery too, didnt you, in the late sitting up and studies of Captain Bream.

Indeed I did, and I am quite sure that there is some mystery about that, too.

Just so, and I have no doubt that you observe mystery of some sort, added Kate, with a humorous glance, in the order for worsted work that we have just received.

Undoubtedly I do, replied Jessie, with decision. The whole affair is mysterious  ridiculously so. In truth it seems to me that we are surrounded by mystery.

Well, well, sister mine, said the matter-of-fact Kate, going to a small cupboard and producing an ample work-box that served for both, whatever mysteries may surround us, it is our business to fulfil our engagements, so we will at once begin our knitting of cuffs and comforters for the fishermen of the North Sea.




Chapter Six.

The Curse of the North Sea; and the Trawls at Work.

There are few objects in nature, we think, more soothing to the feelings and at the same time more heart-stirring to the soul than the wide ocean in a profound calm, when sky and temperature, health, hour, and other surrounding conditions combine to produce unison of the entire being.

Such were the conditions, one lovely morning about the end of summer, which gladdened the heart of little Billy Bright as he leaned over the side of the Evening Star, and made faces at his own reflected image in the sea, while he softly whistled a slow melody to which the gentle swell beat time.

The Evening Star was at that time the centre of a constellation  if we may so call it  of fishing-smacks, which floated in hundreds around her. It was the Short Blue fleet of deep-sea trawlers; so named because of the short square flag of blue by which it was distinguished from other deep-sea fleets  such as the Grimsby fleet, the Columbia fleet, the Great Northern, Yarmouth, Red Cross, and other fleets  which do our fishing business from years end to years end on the North Sea.

But Billy was thoughtless and apt to enjoy what was agreeable, without reference to its being profitable. Some of the conditions which rejoiced his heart had the reverse effect on his father. That gruff-spirited fisherman did not want oily seas, or serene blue skies, or reflected clouds and sunshine  no, what he wanted was fish, and before the Evening Star could drag her ponderous gear along the bottom of the sea, so as to capture fish, it was necessary that a stiffish breeze should not only ruffle but rouse the billows of the North Sea  all the better if it should fringe their crests with foam.

My usual luck, growled David Bright, as he came on deck after a hearty breakfast, and sat down on the bulwarks to fill his pipe and do what in him lay to spoil his digestion  though, to do David justice, his powers in that line were so strong that he appeared to be invulnerable to tobacco and spirits. We use the word appeared advisedly, for in reality the undermining process was going on surely, though in his case slowly.

His hands, having enjoyed an equally good breakfast, were moving quietly about, paying similar attention to their digestions!

There was our tall friend Joe Davidson, the mate; and Ned Spivin, a man of enormous chest and shoulders, though short in the legs; and Luke Trevor, a handsome young fellow of middle size, but great strength and activity, and John Gunter, a big sour-faced man with a low brow, rough black hair, and a surly spirit. Billy was supposed to be minding the tiller, but, in the circumstances, the tiller was left to mind itself. Zulu was the only active member on board, to judge from the clatter of his pots and pans below.

My usual luck, said the skipper a second time in a deeper growl.

Seems to me, said Gunter, in a growl that was even more deep and discontented than that of the skipper, that luck is always down on us.

Tis the same luck that the rest o the fleet has got, anyhow, observed Joe Davidson, who was the most cheerful spirit in the smack; but, indeed, all on board, with the exception of the skipper and Gunter, were men of a hearty, honest, cheerful nature, more or less careless about life and limb.

To the mates remark the skipper said humph, and Gunter said that he was the unluckiest fellow that ever went to sea.

Youre always growling, Jack, said Ned Spivin, who was fond of chaffing his mates; they should have named you Grunter when they were at it.

I only wish the Coper was alonside, said the skipper, but shes always out of the way when shes wanted. Who saw her last?

I did, said Luke Trevor, just after we had crossed the Silver Pits; and I wish we might never see her again.

Why so, mate? asked Gunter.

Because shes the greatest curse that floats on the North Sea, returned Luke in a tone of indignation.

Ah!  you hate her because youve jined the teetotallers, returned Gunter with something of a sneer.

No, mate, I dont hate her because Ive jined the teetotallers, but Ive jined the teetotallers because I hate her.

Pretty much the same thing, aint it?

No more the same thing, retorted Luke, than it is the same thing to put the cart before the horse or the horse before the cart. It wasnt total-abstainin that made me hate the Coper, but it was hatred of the Coper that made me take to total-abstainin  dont you see?

Not he, said Billy Bright, who had joined the group; Gunter never sees nothing unless you stick it on to the end of his nose, an even then youve got to tear his eyes open an force him to look.

Gunter seized a ropes-end and made a demonstration of an intention to apply it, but Billy was too active; he leaped aside with a laugh, and then, getting behind the mast, invited the man to come on an do his wust.

Gunter laid down the ropes-end with a grim smile and turned to Luke Trevor.

But Im sure youve got no occasion, he said, to blackguard the Coper, for you havent bin to visit her much.

No, thank God, I have not, said Luke earnestly, yet Ive bin aboard often enough to wish I had never bin there at all. Its not that, mates, that makes me so hard on the Coper, but it was through the accursed drink got aboard o that floatin grog-shop that I lost my best friend.

How was that, Luke? we never heerd on it.

The young fisherman paused a few moments as if unwilling to talk on a distasteful subject.

Well, it aint surprisin you didnt hear of it, he said, because I was in the Morgan fleet at the time, an its more than a year past. The way of it was this. We was all becalmed, on a mornin much like this, not far off the Borkum Reef, when our skipper jumped into the boat, ordered my friend Sterlin an me into it, an went off cruisin. We visited one or two smacks, the skippers o which were great chums of our skipper, an he got drunk there. Soon after, a stiff breeze sprang up, an the admiral signalled to bear away to the nor-westard. We bundled into our boat an made for our smack, but by ill luck we had to pass the Coper, an nothin would please the skipper but to go aboard and have a glass. Sterlin tried to prevent him, but he grew savage an told him to mind his own business. Well, he had more than one glass, and by that time it was blowin so ard we began to think wed have some trouble to get back again. At last he consented to leave, an a difficult job it was to get him into the boat wi the sea that was runnin. When we got alongside of our smack, he laid hold of Sterlins oar an told him to throw the painter aboard. My friend jumped up an threw the end o the painter to one of the hands. He was just about to lay hold o the side an spring over when the skipper stumbled against him, caused him to miss his grip, an sent him clean overboard. Poor Sterlin had on his long boots an a heavy jacket. He went down like a stone. We never saw him again.

Did none o you try to save him? asked Joe quickly.

We couldnt, replied Luke. I made a dash at him, but he was out o sight by that time. He went down so quick that I cant help thinkin he must have struck his head on the side in goin over.

Luke Trevor did not say, as he might have truly said, that he dived after his friend, being himself a good swimmer, and nearly lost his own life in the attempt to save that of Sterling.

Dye think the skipper did it a purpose, mate? asked David.

Sartinly not, answered Luke. The skipper had no ill-will at him, but he was so drunk he couldnt take care of himself, an didnt know what he was about.

That wasnt the fault o the Coper, growled Gunter. You say he got half-screwed afore he went there, an he might have got dead-drunk without goin aboard of her at all.

So he might, retorted Luke; nevertheless it was the Coper that finished him off at that time  as it has finished off many a man before, and will, no doubt, be the death o many more in time to come.

The Copers, which Luke Trevor complained of so bitterly, are Dutch vessels which provide spirits and tobacco, the former of a cheap, bad, and peculiarly fiery nature. They follow the fleets everywhere, and are a continual source of mischief to the fishermen, many of whom, like men on shore, find it hard to resist a temptation which is continually presented to them.

There goes the admiral, sang out little Billy, who, while listening to the conversation, had kept his sharp little eyes moving about.

The admiral of the fleet, among North Sea fishermen, is a very important personage. There is an admiral to each fleet, though we write just now about the admiral of the Short Blue. He is chosen for steadiness and capacity, and has to direct the whole fleet as to the course it shall steer, the letting down of its gear or trawls, etcetera, and his orders are obeyed by all. One powerful reason for such obedience is that if they do not follow the admiral they will find themselves at last far away from the steamers which come out from the Thames daily to receive the fish; for it is a rule that those steamers make straight for the admirals vessel. By day the admiral is distinguished by a flag half way up the maintop-mast stay. By night signals are made with rockets.

While the crew of the Evening Star were thus conversing, a slight breeze had sprung up, and Billy had observed that the admirals smack was heading to windward in an easterly direction. As the breeze came down on the various vessels of the fleet, they all steered the same course, so that in a few minutes nearly two hundred smacks were following him like a shoal of herring. The glassy surface of the sea was effectually broken, and a field of rippling indigo took the place of the ethereal sheet of blue.

Thus the whole fleet passed steadily to windward, the object being to get to such a position on the fishing-grounds before night-fall, that they could put about and sail before the wind during the night, dragging their ponderous trawls over the banks where fish were known to lie.

Night is considered the best time to fish, though they also fish by day, the reason being, it is conjectured, that the fish do not see the net so well at night; it may be, also, that they are addicted to slumber at that period! Be the reason what it may, the fact is well-known. Accordingly, about ten oclock the admiral hove-to for a few minutes. So did the fleet. On board the Evening Star they took soundings, and found twenty-five fathoms. Then the admiral called attention by showing a flare.

Look out now, Billy, said David Bright to his son, who was standing close by the capstan.

Billy needed no caution. His sharp eyes were already on the watch.

A green rocket! There she goes, father.

The green rocket signified that the gear was to be put down on the starboard side, and the fleet to steer to the southward.

Bustling activity and tremendous vigour now characterised the crew of the Evening Star as they proceeded to obey the order. A clear starry sky and a bright moon enabled them to see clearly what they were about, and they were further enlightened by a lantern in the rigging.

The trawl which they had to put down was, as we have said, a huge and ponderous affair, and could only be moved by means of powerful blocks and tackle aided by the capstan. It consisted of a thick spar called the beam, about forty-eight feet long, and nearly a foot thick, supported on a massive iron hoop, or runner, at each end. These irons were meant to drag over the bottom of the sea and keep the beam from touching it. Attached to this beam was the bag-net  a very powerful one, as may be supposed, with a small mesh. It was seventy feet long, and about sixteen feet of the outermost end was much stronger than the rest, and formed the bag, named the cod-end, in which the fish were ultimately collected. Besides being stronger, the cod-end was covered by flounces of old netting to prevent the rough bottom from chafing it too much. The cost of such a net alone is about 7 pounds. To the beam, attached at the two ends, was a very powerful rope called the bridle. It was twenty fathoms long. To this was fastened the warp  a rope made of best manilla and hemp, always of great strength. The amount of this paid out depended much on the weather; if very rough it might be about 40 fathoms, if moderate about 100. Sometimes such net and gear is carried away, and this involves a loss of about 60 pounds sterling. We may dismiss these statistics by saying that a good nights fishing may be worth from 10 pounds to 27 pounds, and a good trip  of eight weeks  may produce from 200 to 280 pounds.

Soon the gear was down in the twenty-five fathom water, and the trawl-warp became as rigid almost as an iron bar, while the speed of the smack through the water was greatly reduced  perhaps to three miles an hour  by the heavy drag behind her, a drag that ever increased as fish of all sorts and sizes were scraped into the net. Why the fish are such idiots as to remain in the net when they could swim out of it at the rate of thirty miles an hour is best known to themselves.

Besides the luminaries which glittered in the sky that night the sea was alive with the mast-head lights of the fishing smacks, but these lower lights, unlike the serenely steady lights above, were ever changing in position, as well as dancing on the crested waves, giving life to the dark waters, and creating, at least in the little breast of Billy Bright, a feeling of companionship which was highly gratifying.

Now, lad, go below and see if Zulu has got something for us to eat, said David to his son. Here, Luke Trevor, mind the helm.

The young fisherman, who had been labouring with the others at the gear like a Hercules, stepped forward and took the tiller, while the skipper and his son descended to the cabin, where the rest of the men were already assembled in anticipation of supper. The cabin was remarkably snug, but it was also pre-eminently simple. So, also, was the meal. The arts of upholstery and cookery had not been brought to bear in either case. The apartment was about twelve feet long by ten broad, and barely high enough to let Joe Davidson stand upright. Two wooden lockers ran along either side of it. Behind these were the bunks of the men. At the inner end were some more lockers, and aft, there was an open stove, or fireplace, alongside of the companion-ladder. A clock and a barometer were the chief ornaments of the place. The atmosphere of it was not fresh by any means, and volumes of tobacco smoke rendered it hazy.

But what cared these heavy-booted, rough-handed, big-framed, iron-sinewed, strong-hearted men for fresh air? They got enough of that, during their long hours on deck, to counteract the stifling odours of the regions below!

Now, then, boys, dar you is, said Zulu, placing a huge pot on the floor, containing some sort of nautical soup. Is cook you soup an tea, an dars sugar an butter, an lots o fish and biskit, so you fire away till you bust yourselves.

The jovial Zulu bestowed on the company a broad and genial grin as he set the example by filling a bowl with the soup. The others did not require a second bidding. What they lacked in quality was more than made up in quantity, and rendered delicious by appetite.

Conversation flagged, of course, while these hardy sons of toil were busy with their teeth, balancing themselves and their cups and bowls carefully while the little vessel rolled heavily over the heaving waves. By degrees the teeth became less active and the tongues began to wag.

I wish that feller would knock off psalm-singin, said Gunter with an oath, as he laid down his knife and wiped his mouth.

He referred to Luke Trevor, who possessed a sweet mellow voice, and was cheering himself as he stood at the helm by humming a hymn, or something like one, for the words were not distinguishable in the cabin.

I think that Luke, if he was here, would wish some other feller to knock off cursin an swearin, said Joe.

Come, Joe, said the skipper, dont you pretend to be one o the religious sort, for you know youre not.

Thats true, returned Joe, and I dont pretend to be; but surely a man may object to cursin without bein religious. Ive heard men say that they dont mean nothin by their swearin. Praps the psalm-singin men might say the same; but for my part if they both mean nothin by it, Id rather be blessed than cursed by my mates any day.

The admirals signallin, sir, sung out Luke, putting his head down the companion at that moment.

The men went on deck instantly; nevertheless each found time to light the inevitable pipe before devoting himself entirely to duty.

The signal was to haul up the trawl, and accordingly all the fleet set to work at their capstans, the nets having by that time been down about three or four hours.

It was hard work and slow, that heaving at the capstans hour after hour, with the turbulent sea tossing about the little smacks, few of which were much above seventy tons burden. One or two in the fleet worked their capstans by steam-power  an immense relief to the men, besides a saving of time.

Its hard on the wrists, said Gunter during a brief pause in the labour, as he turned up the cuffs of his oiled frock and displayed a pair of wrists that might well have caused him to growl. The constant chafing of the hard cuffs had produced painful sores and swellings, which were further irritated by salt water.

My blessins on de sweet ladies what takes so much trouble for us, said Zulu, pulling up his sleeves and regarding with much satisfaction a pair of worsted cuffs; nebber had no sore wrists since I put on dese. Wy you no use him, Gunter?

Cause Ive lost em, you black baboon, was Gunters polite reply.

Nebber mind, you long-nosed white gorilla, was Zulus civil rejoinder, you kin git another pair when nixt we goes aboard de mission-ship. Till den you kin grin an enjoy youself.

Heave away, lads, said the skipper, and away went the capstan again as the men grasped the handles and bent their strong backs, sometimes heaving in a few turns of the great rope with a run as the trawl probably passed over a smooth bit of sand; sometimes drawing it in with difficulty, inch by inch, as the net was drawn over some rough or rocky place, and occasionally coming for a time to a dead lock, when  as is not unfrequently the case  they caught hold of a bit of old wreck, or, worse still, were caught by the fluke of a lost anchor.

Thus painfully but steadily they toiled until the bridle or rope next to the beam appeared above the waves, and then they knew that the end of all their labour was at hand.




Chapter Seven.

A Haul and its Consequences  Mysterious News from the Land.

Now Billy, you shrimp, cried David Bright, seizing his son by the collar and giving him a friendly shake that would have been thought severe handling by any but a fisher-boy, dont go excitin of yourself. Youll never make a man worth speakin of if you cant keep down your feelins.

But Billy could not keep down his feelings. They were too strong for him. He was naturally of an excitable  what we may call a jovial  jumping  disposition, and although he had now been some months at sea he had not yet succeeded in crushing down that burst of delight with which he viewed the cod-end of the great deep-sea net as it was hoisted over the side by the power of block and tackle.

You never trouble yourself about my feelins, father, so longs I do my dooty, said the boy with native insolence, as he looked eagerly over the side at the mass of fish which gleamed faintly white as it neared the surface, while he helped with all his little might to draw in the net.

But I want to teach you more than dooty, my boy, returned the skipper. Ive got to make a man of you. I promised that to your mother, you know. If you want to be a man, you must foller my example  be cool an steady.

If Im to foller your example, father, why dont you let me foller it all round, an smoke an drink as well?

Shut up, you agrawatin sinner, growled the skipper. Heave away, lads. Here, hand me the rope, an send aft the tackle.

By this time the heavy beam had been secured to the side of the vessel, most of the net hauled in, and the bag, or cod-end, was above the surface filled almost to bursting with upwards of a ton of turbots, soles, haddocks, plaice, dabs, whitings, etcetera, besides several hundredweight of mud, weeds, stones, and oysters. Sometimes, indeed, this bag does burst, and in one moment all the profit and toil of a nights fishing is lost.

When the skipper had secured a strong rope round the bag and hooked it on to a block and tackle made fast to the rigging, the order was given to heave away, and gradually the ponderous mass rose like an oval balloon, or buoy, over the vessels side. When it cleared the rail it was swung inwards and secured in a hanging position, with the lower end sweeping the deck as the smack rolled from side to side. In all these operations, from the prolonged heaving at the capstan to the hauling in of the net, hand over hand, the men were exerting their great physical powers to the uttermost  almost without a moments relaxation  besides being deluged at times by spray, which, however, their oiled frocks, long boots, and sou-westers prevented from quite drenching them. But now all danger of loss was over, and they proceeded to liberate the fish.

The cod-end had its lower part secured by a strong rope. All that had to be done, therefore, was to untie the rope and open the bottom of the net.

It fell to Luke Trevor to do this. Billy was standing by in eager expectation. Ned Spivin stood behind him. Now, we have said that Spivin was fond of chaffing his mates and of practical jokes. So was Billy, and between these two, therefore, there was a species of rivalry.

When Spivin observed that Luke was about to pull out the last loop that held the bag, he shouted in a loud voice of alarm  

Hallo! Billy, catch hold of this rope, quick!

Billy turned like a flash of light and seized the rope held out to him. The momentary distraction was enough. Before he could understand the joke the bottom of the bag opened, the ton-and-a-half, more or less, of fish burst forth, spread itself over the deck like an avalanche, swept Billy off his little legs, and almost overwhelmed him, to the immense delight of Spivin, who impudently bent down and offered to help him to rise.

Come here, Billy, and Ill help you up, he said, kindly, as the tail of a skate flipped across the boys nose and almost slid into his mouth.

Billy made no reply, but, clearing himself of fish, jumped up, seized a gaping cod by the gills, and sent it all alive and kicking straight into Spivins face. The aim was true. The man was blinded for a few moments by the fish, and his mates were well-nigh choked with laughter.

Come, come  no sky-larking! growled the skipper. Play when your work is done, boys.

Thus reproved, the crew began to clear away the mass of weeds and refuse, after which all hands prepared the trawl to be ready for going down again, and then they set to work to clean and sort the fish. This was comparatively easy work at that season of the year, but when winter gales and winter frosts sweep over the North Sea, only those who suffer it know what it is to stand on the slimy pitching deck with naked and benumbed hands, disembowelling fish and packing them in small oblong boxes called trunks, for the London market. And little do Londoners think, perhaps, when eating their turbot, sole, plaice, cod, haddock, whiting, or other fish, by what severe night-work, amid bitter cold, and too often tremendous risks, the food has been provided for them.

It is not, however, our purpose to moralise just now, though we might do so with great propriety, but to tell our story, on which some of the seemingly trifling incidents of that night had a special bearing. One of those incidents was the cutting of a finger. Ned Spivin, whose tendency towards fun and frolic at all times rendered him rather slap-dash and careless, was engaged in the rather ignoble work of cutting off skates tails  these appendages not being deemed marketable. This operation he performed with a hatchet, but some one borrowed the hatchet for a few minutes, and Spivin continued the operation with his knife. One of the tails being tough, and the knife blunt, the impatient man used violence. Impatience and violence not unfrequently result in damage. The tail gave way unexpectedly, and Spivin cut a deep gash in his left hand. Cuts, gashes, and bruises are the frequent experience of smacksmen. Spivin bound up the gash with a handkerchief, and went on with his work.

Before their work was quite done, however, a gale, which had been threatening from the nor-west, set in with considerable force, and rapidly increased, so that the packing of the last few trunks, and stowing them into the hold, became a matter not only of difficulty but of danger.

By that time the sky had clouded over, and the lantern in the rigging alone gave light.

It will blow harder, said Trevor to Billy as they stood under shelter of the weather bulwarks holding on to the shrouds. Does it never come into your mind to think where we would all go to if the Evening Star went down?

No, Luke. I cant say as it does. Somehow I never think of fathers smack goin down.

And yet, returned Luke in a meditative tone, it may happen, you know, any night. Its not six months since the Raven went down, with all hands, though she was as tight a craft as any in the fleet, and her captain was a first-rate seaman, besides bein steady.

Ay, but then, you see, said Billy, she was took by three heavy seas one arter the other, and no vessel, you know, could stand that.

No, not even the Evening Star if she was took that fashion, an we never know when its goin to happen. I suspect, Billy, that the psalm-singers, as Gunter calls em, has the best of it. They work as well as any men in the fleet  sometimes I think better  an then theyre always in such a jolly state o mind! If good luck comes, they praise God for it, an if bad luck comes they praise God that its no worse. Whatever turns up they appear to be in a thankful state o mind, and that seems to me a deal better than growlin, swearin, and grumblin, as so many of us do at what we cant change. What dee think, Billy?

Well, to tell ee the truth, Luke, I dont think about it at all  anyhow, Ive never thought about it till to-night.

But its worth thinkin about, Billy?

Thats true, returned the boy, who was of a naturally straightforward disposition, and never feared to express his opinions freely.

Just then a sea rose on the weather quarter, threatening, apparently, to fall inboard. So many waves had done the same thing before, that no one seemed to regard it much; but the experienced eye of the skipper noticed a difference, and he had barely time to give a warning shout when the wave rushed over the side like a mighty river, and swept the deck from stem to stern. Many loose articles were swept away and lost, and the boat which lay on the deck alongside of the mast, had a narrow escape. Billy and his friend Luke, being well under the lee of the bulwarks, escaped the full force of the deluge, but Ned Spivin, who steered, was all but torn from his position, though he clung with all his strength to the tiller and the rope that held it fast. The skipper was under the partial shelter of the mizzenmast, and clung to the belaying-pins. John Gunter was the only one who came to grief. He was dashed with great violence to leeward, but held on to the shrouds for his life. The mate was below at the moment and so was Zulu, whose howl coming from the cabin, coupled with a hiss of water in the fire, told that he had suffered from the shock.

The immense body of water that filled the main-sail threw the vessel for a short time nearly on her beam-ends  a position that may be better understood when we say that it converts one of the sides of the vessel into the floor, the other side into the ceiling, and the floor and deck respectively into upright walls!

Fortunately the little smack got rid of the water in a few seconds, arose slowly, and appeared to shake herself like a duck rising out of the sea. Sail had already been reduced to the utmost; nevertheless, the wind was so strong that for three hours afterwards the crew never caught sight of the lee-bulwarks, so buried were they in foam as the Evening Star leaned over and rushed madly on her course.

Towards morning the wind moderated a little, and then the crew gazed anxiously around on the heaving grey waves, for well did they know that such a squall could not pass over the North Sea without claiming its victims.

It blowed that ard at one time, said Ned Spivin to Joe Davidson, that I expected to see the main-mast tore out of er.

Im afeard for the Rainbow, said Joe. Shes nothin better than a old bunch o boards.

Sometimes them old things hold out longer than we expect, returned Ned.

He was right. When the losses of that night came to be reckoned up, several good vessels were discovered to be missing, but the rotten old Rainbow still remained undestroyed though not unscathed, and a sad sight met the eyes of the men of the fleet when daylight revealed the fact that some of the smacks had their flags flying half-mast, indicating that many men had been washed overboard and lost during the night.

As the day advanced, the weather improved, and the fishermen began to look anxiously out for the steamer which was to convey their fish to market, but none was to be seen. Although a number of steamers run between Billingsgate and the Short Blue fleet, it sometimes happens that they do not manage to find the fleet at once, and occasionally a day or more is lost in searching for it  to the damage of the fish if the weather be warm. It seemed as if a delay of this kind had happened on the occasion of which we write; the admiral therefore signalled to let down the nets for a day haul.

While this was being done, a vessel was seen to join the fleet from the westward.

Thats Singin Peter, said David Bright to his mate. Id know his rig at any distance.

So it is. Praps hes got letters for us.

Singing Peter was one of the many fishermen who had been brought to a knowledge of Jesus Christ and saved from his sins. Wild and careless before conversion, he afterwards became an enthusiastic follower of the Lamb of God, and was so fond of singing hymns in His praise that he became known in the fleet by the sobriquet of Singing Peter. His beaming face and wholly changed life bore testimony to what the Holy Spirit had wrought in him.

Peter had been home to Gorleston on his week of holiday, and had now returned to the fleet for his eight weeks fishing-cruise, carrying a flag to show that he had just arrived, bringing letters and clothes, etcetera, for some of the crews.

I used to think Peter warnt a bad feller, said David Bright, as the new arrival drew near; he was always good company, an ready for his glass, but now hes taken to singin psalms, I can make nothin of im.

Theres them in the fleet that like him better since he took to that, said Luke Trevor.

It may be so, lad, but thats not accordin to my taste, retorted the skipper.

David was, however, by no means a surly fellow. When Peters vessel came within hail, he held up his hand and shouted  

What cheer! what cheer, Peter! as heartily as possible.

Singing Peter held up his hand in reply, and waved it as he shouted back  

What cheer! All well, praise the Lord!

Dye hear that Billy? said Luke, in a low voice. He never forgets to praise the Lord.

When the vessels drew nearer, Peter again waved his hand, and shouted  

Ive got letters for ee.

All right my hearty! Ill send for em.

In less than five minutes the boat of the Evening Star was launched over the side, stern-foremost, and she had scarce got fairly afloat on the dancing waves when Joe and Luke swarmed into her, had the oars out and were sweeping off so as to intercept Peters vessel They soon reached her, received a packet wrapped up in a bit of newspaper, and quickly returned.

The packet contained two letters  one for the skipper, the other for the mate  from their respective wives.

Joe, said the skipper, when he had perused his letter, come down below. I want to speak to ee.

Thats just what I was goin to say to yourself, for the letter from my missis says somethin that consarns you.

When master and mate were alone together in the cabin, each read to the other his letter.

My missis, said the skipper, unfolding his letter and regarding it with a puzzled expression, although shes had a pretty good edication, has paid little attention to her pot-hooks  but this is how it runs  pretty near. Dear old man, (shes always been an affectionate woman, Joe, though I do treat her badly when Im in liquor), I hope you are having a good time of it and that darling Billy likes the sea, and is a good boy. My reason for writing just now is to tell you about that dear sweet creature, Miss Ruth Dotropy. She has been down at Yarmouth again on a visit, and of course she has been over to see me and Mrs Davidson, in such a lovely blue (ah! well, Joe, theres no need to read you that bit; its all about dress  as if dress could make Miss Ruth better or worse! But womens minds will run on ribbons an suchlike. Well, after yawin about for a bit, she comes back to the pint, an steers a straight course again. She goes on, after a blot or two that I cant make nothin of), Youll be surprised to hear, David, that shes been making some particular inquiries about you and me; which I dont understand at all, and looking as if she knew a deal more than she cared to tell. Shes been asking Mrs Davidson too about it, and what puzzles me most is Theres another aggrawatin blot here, Joe, so that I cant make out what puzzles her. Look here. Can you spell it out?

Joe tried, but shook his head.

Its a puzzler to her, he said, an shes took good care to make it a puzzler to everybody else, but go on.

Theres nothin else to go on wi, Joe, for after steerin past the blot, she runs foul o Miss Ruths dress again, and the only thing worth mentionin is a post-script, where she says, I think theres something wrong, dear David, and I wish you was here. Thats all.

Now, that is strange, for my missis writes about the wery same thing, said Joe, only she seems to have gone in for a little more confusion an blots than your missis, an that blessed little babby of ours is always gittin in the way, so she cant help runnin foul of it, but that same puzzler crops up every now an then. See, heres what she writes:  

Darlin Joe, (a touch more affectionate than yours  eh! skipper?) if our dear darlin babby will let me, Im a-goin to write you a letter  there, I knowd she wouldnt. Shes bin and capsized the wash-tub, though, as you know, she cant walk yet, but she rolls about most awful, Joe, just what you say the Evening Star does in a gale on the North Sea. An shes got most dreadful heels  oh! youve no idear! Whativer they comes down upon goes Theres a big blot here, said Joe, with a puzzled look, goes  whativer they comes down upon goes No, I cant make it out.

Goes to sticks an stivers, praps, said the skipper.

No, my Maggie never uses words like that, said Joe with decision.

Goes all to smash, then, suggested the skipper.

No, nor it aint that; my Maggies too soft-tongued for that.

Well, you know, things must go somewhere, or somehow, Joe, when such a pair o heels comes down on em  but steer clear o the blot and the babby, an see what comes next.

Well, continued Joe, reading on, I was goin to tell you, when babby made that last smash, (I told you it was a smash, said David, softly), that dear Miss Ruth has bin worritin herself  if babby would only keep quiet for two minutes  worritin herself about Mrs Bright in a way that none of us can understand. Shes anxious to make inquiries about her and her affairs in a secret sort o way, but the dear young lady is so honest  theres babby again! Now, Ive got her all right. It was the milk-can this time, but there warnt much in it, an the cats got the benefit. Well, darlin Joe, where was I  oh, the dear young ladys so honest an straitforard, that even a child could see through her, though none of us can make out what shes drivin at. Yesterday she went to see Mrs Bright, an took a liar with her

Hallo! Joe, surely shed niver do that, said the skipper in a remonstrative tone.

She means a lawyer, returned Joe, apologetically, but Maggie niver could spell that word, though Ive often tried to teach er Maggie, says I, you mustnt write liar, but law-yer.

La! yer jokin, says she.

No, says I, Im not, thats the way to spell it, an as Maggies a biddable lass, she got to do it all right, but her memory aint over strong, so, you see, shes got back to the old story. Howsever, she dont really mean it, you know.

Just so, returned the skipper, heave ahead wi the letter, Joe.

Knitting his brows, and applying himself to the much-soiled and crumpled sheet, the mate continued to read:  

An the liar he puzzled her with all sorts o questions, just as if he was a schoolmaster and she a school-girl. He bothered her to that extent she began to lose temper, (he better take care, muttered the skipper, chuckling), but Miss Ruth she sees that, an putt a stop to it in her own sweet way, (lucky for the liar, muttered the skipper), an so they went away without explainin. Weve all had a great talk over it, an were most of us inclined to think  oh! that babby, shes bin an rammed her darlin futt into the tar-bucket! but it aint much the worse, though its cost about half-a-pound o butter to take it off, an that aint a joke wi butter at 1 shilling, 4 pence a pound, an times so bad  well, as I was goin to say, if that blessed babby would only let me, were all inclined to think it must have somethin to do wi that man as David owes money to, who said last year that hed sell his smack an turn him an his family out o house an home if he didnt pay up, though what Miss Ruth has to do wi that, or how she come for to know it we cant make out at all.

The blackguard! growled the skipper, fiercely, referring to that man, if I only had his long nose within three futt o my fist, Id let him feel what my knuckles is made of!

Steamer in sight, father, sang out Billy at that moment down the companion-hatch.

The conference being thus abruptly terminated, the skipper and mate of the Evening Star went on deck to give orders for the immediate hauling up of the trawl and to have a squint at the steamer, which was seen at that moment like a little cloud on the horizon.




Chapter Eight.

Dangers, Difficulties, and Excitements of the Traffic; Loading the Steamer.

Bustling activity of the most vigorous kind was now the order of the day in the Short Blue fleet, for the arrival of the carrying-steamer, and the fact that she was making towards the admiral, indicated that she meant to return to London in a few hours, and necessitated the hauling of the trawls, cleaning the fish, and packing them; getting up the trunks that had been packed during the night, launching the boats, and trans-shipping them in spite of the yet heavy sea.

As every one may understand, such perishable food as fish must be conveyed to market with the utmost possible despatch. This is accomplished by the constant running of fast steamers between the fleets and the Thames. The fish when put on board are further preserved by means of ice, and no delay is permitted in trans-shipment. As we have said, the steamers are bound to make straight for the admirals smack. Knowing this, the other vessels keep as near to the admiral as they conveniently can, so that when the steamer is preparing to return, they may be ready to rush at her like a fleet of nautical locusts, and put their fish on board.

Hot haste and cool precision mark the action of the fishermen in all that is done, for they know well that only a limited time will be allowed them, and if any careless or wilful stragglers from the fleet come up when the time is nearly past, they stand a chance of seeing the carrier steam off without their fish, which are thus left to be shipped the following day, and to be sold at last as an inferior article, or, perhaps, condemned and thrown away as unfit for human food.

The Evening Star chanced to be not far from the admiral when the steamer appeared. It was one of the fleet of steam-carriers owned by the well-known fish firm of Messrs Hewett and Company of London. When it passed David Brights smack the crew had got in the trawl and were cleaning and packing the catch  which was a good one  as if their very lives depended on their speed. They immediately followed in the wake of the carrier toward the admiral.

As all the smacks were heading towards the same centre, they came in on every tack, and from all points of the compass.

Look sharp, boys, said David Bright, who was steering, we must git every fish aboard. Its now eight oclock, an she wont wait beyond eleven or twelve, you may be sure.

There was no need for the caution. Every man and boy was already doing his utmost.

It fell to Billys lot to help in packing the trunks, and deftly he did it,  keeping soles, turbot, and halibut separate, to form boxes, or trunks of prime, and packing other fish as much as possible according to their kind, until he came to roker, dabs, gurnets, etcetera, which he packed together under the name of offal. This does not mean refuse, but only inferior fish, which are bought by hawkers, and sold to the poor. The trunks were partly open on top, but secured by cords which kept the fish from slipping out, and each trunk was labelled with the name of the smack to which it belonged, and the party to whom it was consigned.

As the fleet converged to the centre, the vessels began to crowd together and friends to recognise and hail each other, so that the scene became very animated, while the risk of collision was considerable. Indeed, it was only by consummate skill, judgment and coolness that, in many cases, collisions were avoided.

Theres the Sparrow, said Billy to Trevor, eagerly, as he pointed to a smack, whose master, Jim Frost, he knew and was fond of. It bore down in such a direction as to pass close under the stern of the Evening Star.

What cheer! what cheer! cried Billy, holding one of his little hands high above his head.

What cheer! came back in strong, hearty tones from the Sparrows deck.

What luck, Jim? asked David Bright, as the vessel flew past.

We fouled an old wreck this mornin, an tore the net all to pieces, but we got a good haul last night  praise the Lord.

Which piece o luck dye praise the Lord for? demanded David, in a scoffing tone.

For both, shouted Frost, promptly. It might have bin worse. We might have lost the gear, you know  or one o the hands.

When this reply was finished, the vessels were too far apart for further intercourse.

Humph! ejaculated Gunter, one o the psalm-singin lot, I suppose.

If its the psalm-singin, said Spivin, as makes Jim Frost bear his troubles wi good temper, an thank God for foul weather an fair, the sooner you take to it the better for yourself.

Ay, an for his mates, added Zulu, with a broad grin.

Shove out the boat now, lads, said the skipper.

At this order the capacious and rather clumsy boat, which had hitherto lain on the deck of the Evening Star like a ponderous fixture, was seized by the crew. A vigorous pull at a block and tackle sent it up on the side of the smack. A still more vigorous shove by the men  some with backs applied, some with arms, and all with a will  sent it stern-foremost into the sea. It took in a few gallons of water by the plunge, but was none the worse for that.

At the same moment Zulu literally tumbled into it. No stepping or jumping into it was possible with the sea that was running. Indeed the fishermen of the North Sea are acrobats by necessity, and their tumbling is quite as wonderful, though not quite so neat, as that of professionals. Perchance if the arena in which the latter perform were to pitch about as heavily as the Evening Star did on that occasion, they might be beaten at their own work by the fishermen!

Zulu was followed by Ned Spivin, while Gunter, taking a quick turn of the long and strong painter round a belaying-pin, held on.

The Evening Star was now lying-to, not far from the steam-carrier. Her boat danced on the waves like a cork, pitching heavily from side to side, with now the stern and now the bow pointing to the sky; at one moment leaping with its gunwale above the level of the smacks bulwarks; at the next moment eight or ten feet down in the trough of the waves; never at rest for an instant, always tugging madly at its tether, and often surging against the vessels side, from actual contact with which it was protected by strong rope fenders. But indeed the boats great strength of build seemed its best guarantee against damage.

To one unaccustomed to such work it might have seemed utterly impossible to put anything whatever on board of such a pitching boat. Tying a mule-pack on the back of a bouncing wild horse may suggest an equivalent difficulty to a landsman. Nevertheless the crew of the Evening Star did it with as much quiet determination and almost as much speed as if there was no sea on at all. Billy and Trevor slid the trunks to the vessels side; the mate and Gunter lifted them, rested them a moment on the edge; Zulu and Spivin stood in the surging boat with outstretched arms and glaring eyes. A mighty swing of the boat suggested that the little craft meant to run the big one down. They closed, two trunks were grappled, let go, deposited, and before the next wave swung them alongside again, Spivin and Zulu were glaring up  ready for more  while Joe and Gunter were gazing down  ready to deliver.

When the boat was loaded the painter was cast off and she dropped astern. The oars were shipped, and they made for the steamer. From the low deck of the smack they could be seen, now pictured against the sky on a waves crest, and then lost to view altogether for a few seconds in the watery valley beyond.

By that time quite a crowd of little boats had reached the steamer, and were holding on to her, while their respective smacks lay-to close by, or sailed slowly round the carrier, so that recognitions, salutations, and friendly chaff were going on all round  the confusion of masts, and sails, and voices ever increasing as the outlying portions of the fleet came scudding in to the rendezvous.

There goes the Boy Jim, said Luke Trevor, pointing towards a smart craft that was going swiftly past them.

Whos the Boy Jim? growled Gunter, whose temper, at no time a good one, had been much damaged by the blows he had received in the fall of the previous night.

Hes nobody  its the name o that smack, answered Luke.

An her master, John Johnston, is one o my best friends, said Billy, raising his fist on high in salutation. What cheer, John! what cheer, my hearty!

The master of the Boy Jim was seen to raise his hand in reply to the salutation, and his voice came strong and cheerily over the sea, but he was too far off to be heard distinctly, so Billy raised his hand again by way of saying, All right, my boy!

At the same time a hail was heard at the other side of the vessel. The crew turned round and crossed the deck.

Its our namesake  or nearly so  the Morning Star, said Trevor to Gunter, for the latter being a new hand knew little of the names of either smacks or masters.

Is her skipper a friend o yours too? asked Gunter of Billy.

Yes, Bowers is a friend o mine  an a first-rate fellow too; which is more than you will ever be, retorted Billy, again stretching up the ready arm and hand. What cheer, Joseph, what cheer!

What cheer! Billy  why, I didnt know you, youve growd so much, shouted the master of the Morning Star, whose middle-sized, but broad and powerful frame was surmounted by a massive countenance, with good humour in the twinkling eyes, and kindly chaff often in the goodly-sized mouth.

Yes, Ive growd, retorted Billy, an I mean to go on growin till Im big enough to wallop you.

Your cheek has been growin too, Billy.

So it has, but nothin like to your jaw, Joseph.

What luck? shouted David as the Morning Star was passing on.

Fifteen trunks. What have you got?

The skipper held up his hand to acknowledge the information, and shouted nineteen, in reply.

You seem to have a lot o friends among the skippers, Billy, said Gunter, with a sneer, for he was fond of teasing the boy, who, to do him justice, could take chaff well, except when thrown at him by ill-natured fellows.

Yes, I have a good lot, retorted Billy. I met em all first in Yarmouth, when ashore for their weeks holiday. Theres Joseph White, master of the mission smack Cholmondeley, a splendid feller he is; an Bogers of the Cephas, an Snell of the Ruth, an Kiddell of the Celerity, an Moore of the M.A.A., an Roberts of the Magnet, an Goodchild and Brown, an a lot more, all first-rate fellers, whose little fingers are worth the whole o your big body.

Well, well, what a lucky fellow you are! said Gunter, with affected surprise; an have you no bad fellers at all among your acquaintance?

Oh yes, returned the boy quickly, I knows a good lot o them too. Theres Dick the Swab, of the White Cloud, who drinks like a fish, an Pimply Brock, who could swear you out o your oiled frock in five minutes, an a lot of others more or less wicked, but not one of em so bad as a big ugly feller I knows named John Gunter, who

Billy was interrupted by Gunter making a rush at him, but the boy was too nimble for the man, besides which, Gunters bruises, to which we have before referred, were too painful to be trifled with. Soon afterwards the boat returned for another cargo of trunks, and the crew of the Evening Star went to work again.

Meanwhile the power of littles began to tell on the capacious hold of the steamer. Let us go on board of her for a few minutes and mount the bridge. The fleet had now closed in and swarmed around her so thickly, that it seemed a miracle that the vessels did not come into collision. From the smacks boat after boat had run alongside and made fast, until an absolute flotilla was formed on either side. As each boat came up it thrust itself into the mass, the man who had pulled the bow-oar taking the end of the long painter in his hand ready for a leap. Some boats crews, having trans-shipped their trunks, were backing out; others were in the midst of that arduous and even dangerous operation; while still more came pouring in, seeking a place of entrance through the heaving mass.

The boat of the Evening Star was ere long among the latter with her second load  Zulu grinning in the bow and Spivin in the stern. Zulu was of that cheery temperament that cannot help grinning. If he had been suddenly called on to face Death himself, we believe he would have met him with a grin. And, truly, we may say without jesting, that Zulu had often so faced the King of Terrors, for it is a sad fact that many a bold and brave young fellow meets his death in this operation of trans-shipping the fish  a fall overboard is so very easy, and, hampered as these men are with huge sea-boots and heavy garments, it too often happens that when they chance to fall into the sea they go down like a stone.

They never seem to think of that, however. Certainly Zulu did not as he crouched there with glittering eyes and glistening teeth, like a dark tiger ready for a spring.

There was strict discipline, but not much interference with the work, on board the steamer. No boat was permitted to put its trunks aboard abaft a certain part of the vessel, but in front of that the fishermen were left to do the work as best they could. They were not, however, assisted  not even to the extent of fastening their painters  the crew of the steamer being employed below in stowing and iceing the fish.

When the Evening Stars boat, therefore, had forced itself alongside, Zulu found himself heaving against the steamers side, now looking up at an iron wall about fifteen feet high, anon pitching high on the billows till he could see right down on the deck. He watched his opportunity, threw himself over the iron wall, with the painter in one hand, (while Spivin and the boat seemed to sink in the depths below), rolled over on the deck, scrambled to his feet, made the painter fast to the foremast shrouds, and ran to look over the side.

Spivin was there ready for him, looking up, with a trunk on the boats gunwale. Next moment he was looking down, for a wave had lifted the boats gunwale absolutely above the vessels bulwark for an instant. No words were needed. Each knew what to do. Zulu made a powerful grab, Spivin let go, the trunk was on the steamers rail, whence it was hurled to the deck, narrowly missing the legs and toes of half-a-dozen reckless men who seized it and sent it below. Almost before Zulu could turn round Spivin was up again with another trunk, another wild grab was made, but not successfully, and Spivin sank to rise again. A second effort proved successful  and thus they went on, now and then missing the mark, but more frequently hitting it, until the boat was empty.

You have only to multiply this little scene by forty or fifty, and you have an idea of the loading of that steamer on the high seas. Of course you must diversify the picture a little, for in one place you have a man hanging over the side with a trunk in mid-air, barely caught when in its descent, and almost too heavy for him by reason of his position. In another place you have a man glaring up at a trunk, in another glaring down;  in all cases action the most violent and most diversified, coupled with cool contempt of crushed fingers and bruised shins and toes.

At last the furore began to subside. By degrees the latest boats arrived, and in about three hours from the time of commencing, the crew of the steamer began to batten down the hatches. Just then, like the late passenger, the late trawler came up. The captain of the steamer had seen it long before on the horizon doing its best to save the market, and good-naturedly delayed a little to take its fish on board, but another smack that came up a quarter of an hour or so after that, found the hatches closed, and heard the crushing reply to his hail Too late!

Then the carrying-steamer turned her sharp bow to the sou-west, put on full steam, and made for the Thames  distant nearly 300 miles  with over 2000 trunks of fresh fish on board, for the breakfast, luncheon and dinner tables of the Great City. Thus, if the steamer were to leave early on a Monday, it would arrive on Tuesday night and the fish be sold in the market on Wednesday morning about five oclock.

With little variation this scene is enacted every day, all the year round, on the North Sea. It may not be uninteresting to add, that on the arrival of the steamer at Billingsgate, the whole of her cargo would probably be landed and sold in less than one hour and a half.




Chapter Nine.

Another Drag-Net hauled  The Mission Smack.

When the steamer left the fleet the wind was beginning to moderate, and all eyes were turned as usual towards the admirals smack to observe his movements.

The fishing vessels were still crowded together, running to and fro, out and in, without definite purpose, plunging over the heaving swells  some of them visible on the crests, others half hidden in the hollows  and behaving generally like living creatures that were impatiently awaiting the signal to begin a race.

While in this position two smacks came so near to the Evening Star, on opposite sides, that they seemed bent on running her down. David Bright did not concern himself, however. He knew they were well able to take care of themselves. They both sheered off to avoid him, but after doing so, ran rather near to each other.

One o them blongs to the Swab, said Billy.

Ay, said Joe, if he hadnt swabbed up too much liquor this morning, he wouldnt steer like that. Why, he will foul her!

As he spoke the Swabs bowsprit passed just inside one of the ropes of the other vessel, and was snapped off as if it had been a pipe-stem.

Sarves him right, growled Gunter.

Its a pity all the same, said Trevor. If we all got what we deserve, wed be in a worse case than we are to-day mayhap.

Come, now, Gunter, said Joe, dont look so cross. Well have a chance this arternoon, I see, to bear away for the mission-ship, an git somethin for your shins, and a bandage for Spivins cut, as well as some cuffs for them that wants em.

Captain Bright did not like visiting the mission-ship, having no sympathy with her work, but as she happened to be not far distant at the time, and he was in want of surgical assistance, he had no reasonable ground for objecting.

By this time the admiral had signalled to steer to the nor-east, and the fleet was soon racing to windward, all on the same tack. Gradually the Evening Star overhauled the mission-ship, but before she had quite overtaken her, the wind, which had been failing, fell to a dead calm. The distance between the two vessels, however, not being great, the boat was launched, and the skipper, Luke Trevor, Gunter and Billy went off in her.

The mission vessel, to which reference has more than once been made, is a fishing-smack in the service of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen, and serves the purpose of a floating church, a dispensary, a temperance halt and a library to a portion of the North Sea fleet. It fills a peculiar as well as a very important position, which requires explanation.

Only a few years ago a visitor to the North Sea fleet observed, with much concern, that hundreds of the men and boys who manned it were living godless as well as toilsome lives, with no one  at least in winter  to care for their souls. At the same time he noted that the Dutch copers, or floating grog-shops, were regularly appointed to supply the fleets with cheap and bad spirits, and stuck to them through fair-weather and foul, in summer and winter, enduring hardship and encountering danger and great risk in pursuit of their evil calling. Up to that time a few lay missionaries and Bible-readers had occasionally gone to visit the fleets in the summer-time, (see Appendix), but the visitor of whom we write felt that there was a screw loose here, and reasoned with himself somewhat thus:  

Shall the devil have his mission-ships, whose crews are not afraid to face the winter gales, and shall the servants of the Lord be mere fair-weather Christians, carrying their blessed and all-important message of love and peace to these hard-working and almost forsaken men only during a summer-trip to the North Sea? If fish must be caught, and the lives of fathers, husbands, brothers, and sons be not only risked but lost for the purpose, has not the Master got men who are ready to say, The glorious Gospel must be carried to these men, and we will hoist our flag on the North Sea summer and winter, so as to be a constant witness there for our God and His Christ?

For thirty years before, it has been said, a very few earnest Christians among the fishermen of the fleet had been praying that some such thoughts might be put into the hearts of men who had the power to render help.

We venture to observe in passing that, perchance, those praying fishermen were not so few as appearances might lead us to suppose, for God has His hidden ones everywhere, and some of these may have been at the throne of grace long prior to the thirty years here mentioned.

Let not the reader object to turn aside a few minutes to consider how greatly help was needed  forty-six weeks or so on the sea in all weathers all the year round, broken by a week at a time  or about six or seven weeks altogether  on shore with wife and family; the rest, hard unvarying toil and exposure, with nothing to do during the brief intervals of leisure  nothing to read, nothing new to think of, no church to raise the mind to the Creator, and distinguish the Sabbath from the week-day, and no social intercourse of a natural kind, (for a society of men only is not natural), to elevate them above the lower animals, and with only drinking and gambling left to degrade them below these creatures; and this for forty or fifty years of their lives, with, in too many cases, neither hope nor thought beyond!

At last the fishermens prayers were answered, the thoughts of the visitor bore fruit, and, convinced that he was being led by God, he began to move in the matter with prayer and energy. The result was that in the year 1881 he received the unsolicited offer of a smack which should be at his entire disposal for mission purposes, but should endeavour to sustain herself, if possible, by fishing like the rest of the fleet. The vessel was accepted. A Christian skipper and fisherman, named Budd, and a like-minded crew, were put into her; she was fitted out with an extra cabin, with cupboards for a library and other conveniences. The hold was arranged with a view to being converted into a chapel on Sundays, and it was decided that, in order to keep it clear on such days, the trawl should not be let down on Saturday nights; a large medicine-chest  which was afterwards reported to be one of the greatest blessings in the fleet,  was put on board; the captain made a colporteur of the Bible Society, agent for the Shipwrecked Mariners Society and of the Church of England Temperance Society. The Religious Tract Society, and various publishers, made a grant of books to form the nucleus of a free lending library; the National Lifeboat Institution presented an aneroid barometer, and Messrs Hewett and Company made a present of the insurance premium of 50 pounds. Thus furnished and armed, as aforesaid, as a Mission Church, Temperance Hall, Circulating Library, and Dispensary, the little craft one day sailed in amongst the smacks of the Short Blue fleet, amid the boisterous greetings of the crews, and took up her position under the name of the Ensign, with a great twenty-feet Mission-flag flying at the main-mast-head.

This, then was the style of vessel towards which the boat of the Evening Star was now being pulled over a superficially smooth but still heaving sea. The boat was not alone. Other smacks, the masters of which as well as some of the men were professed Christians, had availed themselves of the opportunity to visit the mission smack, while not a few had come, like the master of the Evening Star, to procure medicine and books, so that when David Bright drew near he observed the deck to be pretty well crowded, while a long tail of boats floated astern, and more were seen coming over the waves to the rendezvous.

It was no solemn meeting that. Shore-going folk, who are too apt to connect religious gatherings with Sunday clothes, subdued voices, and long faces, would have had their ideas changed if they had seen it. Men of the roughest cast, mentally and physically, were there, in heavy boots and dirty garments, laughing and chatting, and greeting one another; some of the younger among them sky-larking in a mild way  that is, giving an occasional poke in the ribs that would have been an average blow to a land-lubber, or a tip to a hat which sent it on the deck, or a slap on the back like a pistol-shot. There seemed to be no humbug, as the saying goes, among these men; no pretence, and all was kindly good-fellowship, for those who were on the Lords side showed it  if need were, said it  while those who were not, felt perhaps, that they were in a minority and kept quiet.

Come along, Joe, what cheer!

Here you are, Bill  how goes it, my hearty!

All well, praise the Lord.

Ay, hasnt He sent us fine weather at the right time? just to let us have a comfortable meetin!

Thats so, Dick, the Master does all things well.

What cheer! Johnson, Im glad to see you here. The boy has got some cocoa forard  have some?

Thank ee, I will.

Such were some of the expressions heartily uttered, which flew about as friend met friend on the mission deck.

I say, Harry, cried one, was it you that lost your bowsprit this mornin?

No, it was the Swab, said Harry, but we lost our net and all the gear last night.

That was unfortnit, remarked a friend in a tone of sympathy, which attracted the attention of some of those who stood near.

Ah! lads, said the master of the mission-ship, that was a small matter compared with the loss suffered by poor Daniel Rodger. Did you hear of it?

Yes, yes, said some. No, said another. I thought I saw his flag half-mast this mornin, but was too fur off to make sure.

Most of the men crowded round the master of the smack, while, in deep sad tones, he told how the son of Daniel Rodger had, during the night, been swept overboard by a heavy sea and drowned before the boat could be launched to rescue him. But, continued the speaker in a cheerful voice, the dear boy was a follower of Jesus, and he is now with Him.

When this was said, Praise the Lord! and Thank God! broke from several of the men in tones of unmistakable sincerity.

It was at this point that the boat of the Evening Star ranged alongside. The master of the mission smack went to the side and held out his hand, which David Bright grasped with his right, grappling the smacks rail at the same time with his left, and vaulted inboard with a hearty salutation. As heartily was it returned, especially by the unbelievers on board, who, perchance, regarded him as a welcome accession to their numbers!

Billy, Gunter, and the others tumbled on to the deck in the usual indescribable manner, and the former, making fast the long painter, added the Evening Stars boat to the lengthening flotilla astern.

Your man seems to be hurt, said the master of the mission smack  whom we may well style the missionary not badly, I hope. Youre limpin a bit.

Oh! nothin to speak of, growled Gunter, ony a bit o skin knocked off.

Well put that all right soon, returned the missionary, shaking hands with the other members of the crew. But praps youd like to go below with us, first. Were goin to hold a little service. Itll be more comfortable under hatches than on deck.

No, thank ee, replied Gunter with decision. Ill wait till yer done.

Praps you would like to come? said the missionary to the captain.

Well, I  I may as well as not, said David with some hesitation.

Come along then, lads, and the genial sailor-missionary led the way to the capacious hold, which had been swept clean, and some dozens of fish-boxes set up on end in rows. These, besides being handy, formed excellent seats to men who were not much used to arm-chairs.

In a few seconds the little church on the Ocean Wilderness was nearly full of earnest, thoughtful men, for these fishermen were charmingly natural as well as enthusiastic. They did not assume solemn expressions, but all thought of sky-larking or levity seemed to have vanished as they entered the hold, and earnestness almost necessarily involves gravity.

With eager expectation they gazed at their leader while he gave out a hymn.

Youll find little books on the table here, those of you who havent got em, he said, pointing to a little pile of red-covered booklets at his side. Well sing the 272nd.

Sing them over again to me,
Wonderful words of life!

Really, reader, it is not easy to convey in words the effect of the singing of that congregation! Nothing that we on land are accustomed to can compare with it. In the first place, the volume of sound was tremendous, for these men seemed to have been gifted with leathern lungs and brazen throats. Many of the voices were tuneful as well as powerful. One or two, indeed, were little better than cracked tea-kettles, but the good voices effectually drowned the cracked kettles. Moreover, there was deep enthusiasm in many of the hearts present, and the hold was small. We leave the rest to the readers imagination, but we are bound to say that it had a thrilling effect. And they were sorry, too, when the hymn was finished. This was obvious, for when one of the singers began the last verse over again the others joined him with alacrity and sang it straight through. Even Gunter and those like-minded men who had remained on deck were moved by the fervour of the singing.

Then the sailor-missionary offered a prayer, as simple as it was straightforward and short, after which a chapter was read, and another hymn sung. Then came the discourse, founded on the words, Whosoever will.

There you have it, lads  clear as the sun at noonday  free as the rolling sea. The worst drunkard and swearer in the Short Blue comes under that whosoever  ay, the worst man in the world, for Jesus is able and willing to save to the uttermost. (Praise God! ejaculated one of the earnest listeners fervently.)

But fear not, reader, we have no intention of treating you to a semi-nautical sermon. Whether you be Christian or not, our desire is simply to paint for you a true picture of life on the North Sea as we have seen it, and, as it were unwise to omit the deepest shadows from a picture, so would it be inexcusable to leave out the highest lights  even although you should fail to recognise them as such.

The discourse was not long, but the earnestness of the preacher was very real. The effect on his audience was varied. Most of them sympathised deeply, and seemed to listen as much with eyes as ears. A few, who had not come there for religious purposes, wore somewhat cynical, even scornful, expressions at first, but these were partially subdued by the manner of the speaker as he reasoned of spiritual things and the world to come.

On deck, Gunter and those who had stayed with him became curious to know what the preachin skipper was saying, and drew near to the fore-hatch, up which the tones of his strong voice travelled. Gradually they bent their heads down and lay at full-length on the deck listening intently to every word. They noted, also, the frequent ejaculations of assent, and the aspirations of hope that escaped from the audience.

Not one, but two or three hymns were sung after the discourse was over, and one after another of the fishermen prayed. They were very loath to break up, but, a breeze having arisen, it became necessary that they should depart, so they came on deck at last, and an animated scene of receiving and exchanging books, magazines, tracts, and pamphlets ensued. Then, also, Gunter got some salve for his shins, Ned Spivin had his cut hand dressed and plastered. Cuffs were supplied to those whose wrists had been damaged, and gratuitous advice was given generally to all to give up drink.

An dont let the moderate drinkers deceive you lads, said the skipper, as theyre apt to do  an no wonder, for they deceive themselves. Moderate drinkin may be good, for all I know, for old folk an sick folk, but its not good for young and healthy men. They dont need stimulants, an if they take what they dont need theyre sure to suffer for it. Theres a terrible line in drinkin, an if you once cross that line, your case is all but hopeless. I once knew a man who crossed it, and when that man began to drink he used to say that he did it in moderation, an he went on in moderation, an the evil was so slow in workin that he never yet knew when he crossed the line, an he died at last of what he called moderate drinkin. They all begin in moderation, but some of em go on to the ruin of body, soul, an spirit, rather than give up their moderation! Come now, lads, I want one or two o you young fellows to sign the temperance pledge. It cant cost you much to do it just now, but if you grow up drinkers you may reach a point  I dont know where that point lies  to come back from which will cost you something like the tearing of your souls out o your bodies. Youll come, wont you?

Yes, Ill go, said a bright young fisherman with a frame like Hercules and a face almost as soft as that of a girl.

Thats right! Come down.

And Ive brought two o my boys, said a burly man with a cast-iron sort of face, who had been himself an abstainer for many years.

While the master of the mission smack was producing the materials for signing the pledge in the cabin, he took occasion to explain that the signing was only a help towards the great end of temperance; that nothing but conversion to God, and constant trust in the living Saviour, could make man or woman safe.

Its not hard to understand, he said, looking the youths earnestly in the eyes. See here, suppose an unbeliever determines to get the better of his besettin sin. Hes man enough to strive well for a time. At last he begins to grow a little weary o the battle  it is so awful hard. Better almost to die an be done with it, he sometimes thinks. Then comes a day when his temptation is ten times more than he is able to bear. He throws up the sponge; he has done his best an failed, so away he goes like the sow that was washed to his wallowing in the mire. But he has not done his best. He has not gone to his Maker; an surely the maker of a machine is the best judge o how to mend it. Now, when a believer in Jesus comes to the same point o temptation he falls on his knees an cries for help; an he gets it too, for faithful is He that has promised to help those who call upon Him in trouble. Many a man has fallen on his knees as weak as a baby, and risen up as strong as a giant.

Here, said a voice close to the speakers elbow, here, hand me the pen, an Ill sign the pledge.

What, you, Billy Bright! said the missionary, smiling at the precocious manliness of the little fellow. Does your father want you to do it?

Oh! you never mind what my father wants. He leaves me pretty much to do as I please  except smoke, and as he wont let me do that. I mean to spite him by refusin to drink when he wants me to.

But Im afraid, Billy, returned the missionary, laughing, that thats not quite the spirit in which to sign the pledge.

Did I say it was, old boy! retorted Billy, seizing the pen, dabbing it into the ink, and signing his name in a wild straggling sort of way, ending with a huge round blot.

There, thatll do instead of a full stop, he said, thrusting his little hands into his pockets as he swaggered out of the cabin and went on deck.

Hell make a rare good man, or an awful bad un, that, said the missionary skipper, casting a kindly look after the boy.

Soon afterwards the boats left the mission smack, and her crew began to bustle about, making preparation to let down the gear whenever the Admiral should give the signal.

We carry two sorts of trawl-nets, Andrew, said the captain to his mate, who was like-minded in all respects, and I think we have caught some men to-day with one of em  praise the Lord!

Yes, praise the Lord! said the mate, and apparently deeming this, as it was, a sufficient reply, he went about his work in silence.

The breeze freshened. The shades of night gathered; the Admiral gave his signal; the nets were shot and the Short Blue fleet sailed away into the deepening darkness of the wild North Sea.

Note. Since that day additional vessels have been attached to the Mission-fleet, which now, 1886, consists of five smacks  and will probably, ere long, number many more  all earning their own maintenance while serving the Mission cause. But these do by no means meet the requirements of the various North Sea fleets. There are still in those fleets thousands of men and boys who derive no benefit from the Mission vessels already sent out, because they belong to fleets to which Mission-ships have not yet been attached; and it is the earnest prayer of those engaged in the good work that liberal-minded Christians may send funds to enable them not only to carry on, but to extend, their operations in this interesting field of labour.




Chapter Ten.

A Strong Contrast  A Victim of the Coper.

Birds of a feather flock together, undoubtedly  at sea as well as on land. As surely as Johnston, and Moore, and Jim Frost, and such men, hung about the mission-ship  ready to go aboard and to have a little meeting when suitable calms occurred, so surely did David Bright, the Swab, and other like-minded men, find themselves in the neighbourhood of the Coper when there was nothing to be done in the way of fishing.

Two days after the events narrated in the last chapter, the Swab  whose proper name was Dick Herring, and who sailed his own smack, the White Cloud  found himself in the neighbourhood of the floating grog-shop.

Get out the boat, Brock, said Herring to his mate  who has already been introduced to the reader as Pimply Brock, and whose nose rendered any explanation of that name unnecessary; take some fish, an get as much as you can for em.

The Swab did not name what his mate was to procure in barter with the fish, neither did Brock ask. It was an old-established order, well understood.

Soon Brock and two hands were on their way to the floating poison-shop, as one of the men had named it. He was affectionately received there, and, ere long, returned to the White Cloud with a supply of fire-water.

Youre good at a bargain, Brock, said his master, with an approving nod, tossing off a glass of the demon that held him as if in chains of steel  chains that no man could break. I wish, he added, looking round on the sea wistfully, that some of our friends would come to join us in a spree.

So do I, said Brock, slightly inflaming his nasal pimples, by pouring a glass of spirits down his throat.

There must be some strange, subtle sympathy between drunkards, for, at the very time these two men expressed their wish, the master of the Evening Star said to Gunter, Get out the boat. Ill go cruisin.

It must not be supposed that by this he meant to declare his intention of going off on a lengthened voyage in his little boat. David Bright only meant that, having observed through his telescope the little transaction between the White Cloud and the Coper, his intention was to pay that vessel a visit  to go carousing, or, as the North Sea smacksmen have it, cruisin.

Gunter obeyed the order with satisfaction and alacrity.

Jump in, Spivin, and you come too, Billy.

I say, father, said the boy in a low voice, are ye goin to drink wi the Swab after what ye heard aboard the mission smack?

You clap a stopper on your jaw an obey orders, replied the skipper angrily.

Although full of light-hearted insolence, which his mates called cheek, Billy was by no means a rebellious boy. He knew, from sad experience, that when his father made up his mind to go in for a drinking-bout, the consequences were often deplorable, and fain would he have dissuaded him, but he also knew that to persist in opposing him would only make matters worse, and probably bring severe chastisement on himself. With an air of quiet gravity, therefore, that seemed very unnatural to him, he leaped into the boat and took an oar.

What cheer, David? said the Swab, offering his rugged hand when the former jumped on the deck of the White Cloud. I thought youd come.

You was right, Dick, returned David, shaking the proffered hand.

Come below, an wet your whistle. Bring your men too, said Dick. This is a new hand? pointing to Ned.

Ay, hes noo, is Ned Spivin, but he can drink.

Come down, then, all of ee.

Now, Ned Spivin was one of those yielding good-natured youths who find it impossible to resist what may be styled good-fellowship. If you had tried to force Ned Spivin, to order him, or to frighten him into any course, he would have laughed in your face and fought you if necessary; but if you tempted Ned to do evil by kindly tones and looks, he was powerless to resist.

Youre right, skipper, I can drink  sometimes. They all went below, leaving Billy on deck to look after the boat, as his father said, though, being made fast, the boat required no looking after.

Immediately the party in the little cabin had a glass round. Ere long it occurred to them that they might have another glass. Of course they did not require to be reminded of their pipes, and as nearly all the crew was in the little cabin, besides the visitors, the fumes from pipes and glasses soon brought the atmosphere to a condition that would have failed to support any but the strongest kind of human life. It supported these men well enough, however, for they soon began to use their tongues and brains in a manner that might have surprised a dispassionate observer.

It is, perhaps, needless to say that they interlarded their conversation with fearful oaths, to which of course we can do no more than make passing reference.

By degrees the conversation degenerated into disputation, for it is the manner of some men, when in liquor, to become intensely pugnacious as well as owlishly philosophical. The subject-matter of dispute may be varied, but the result is nearly always the same  a series of amazing convolutions of the brain, which is supposed to be profound reasoning, waxing hotter and hotter as the utterances grow thicker and thicker, and the tones louder and louder, until the culminating point is reached when the point which could not be proved by the mind is hammered home with the fist.

To little Billy, who had been left in sole charge of the deck, and whose little mind had been strangely impressed on board the mission-ship, the words and sounds, to say nothing of the fumes, which proceeded from the cabin furnished much food for meditation. The babel of tongues soon became incessant, for three, if not four or five, of the speakers had become so impressed with the importance of their opinions, and so anxious to give their mates the benefit, that they all spoke at once. This of course necessitated much loud talking and gesticulation by all of them, which greatly helped, no doubt, to make their meaning clear. At least it did not render it less clear. As the din and riot increased so did the tendency to add fuel to the fire by deeper drinking, which resulted in fiercer quarrelling.

At last one of the contending voices shouted so loud that the others for a few moments gave way, and the words became audible to the little listener on deck. The voice belonged to Gunter.

You said, he shouted fiercely, that I

No, I didnt, retorted Brock, breaking in with a rather premature contradiction.

Hear him out. Nnothin like fair play in arargiment, said an extremely drunken voice.

Right you are, cried another; fire away, Gunter.

You said, resumed Gunter with a little more of argument in his tone, though still vehemently, that I said  that  that  well, whativer it was I said, Ill take my davy that I niver said anything o the sort.

Thats a lie, cried Brock.

Youre another, shouted Gunter, and waved his hand contemptuously.

Whether it was accident or design we know not, but Gunters hand knocked the pipe out of Brooks mouth.

To Billys ear the well-known sound of a blow followed, and he ran to look down into the cabin, where all was instantly in an uproar.

Choke him off, cried David Bright. Knock his brains out, suggested Herring. Billy could not see well through the dense smoke, but apparently the more humane advice was followed, for, after a good deal of gasping, a heavy body was flung upon the floor.

All right, shove him into a bunk, cried the Swab.

At the same moment Ned Spivin sprang on deck, and, stretching himself with his arms extended upwards, drew a long breath of fresh air.

There, Billy, he said, Ive had enough of it.

Of grog, dye mean? asked the boy.

No, but of the hell-upon-earth down there, replied the young man.

Well, Ned, I should just think you have had enough o that, said Billy, an of grog too  though you dont seem much screwed after all.

Im not screwed at all, Billy  not even half-seas-over. Its more the smoke an fumes that have choked me than the grog. Come, lad, lets go forard an git as far from it as we can.

The man and boy went to the bow of the vessel, and seated themselves near the heel of the bowsprit, where the sounds from the cabin reached them only as a faint murmur, and did not disturb the stillness of the night.

And a day of quiet splendour it certainly was  the sea as calm as glass, insomuch that it reflected all the fleecy clouds that hung in the bright sky. Even the ocean-swell had gone to rest with just motion enough left to prove that the calm was not a dead one, but a slumber. All round, the numerous vessels of the Short Blue fleet floated in peaceful idleness. At every distance they lay, from a hundred yards to the far-off horizon.

We say that they floated peacefully, but we speak only as to appearance, for there were other hells in the fleet, similar to that which we have described, and the soft sound of distant oars could be distinguished now and then as boats plied to and fro between their smacks and the Coper, fetching the deadly liquid with which these hells were set on fire.

Other sounds there were, however, which fell pleasantly on the ears of the two listeners.

Psalm-singers, said Billy.

They might be worse, replied Ned. What smack does it come from, think ee?

The Boy Jim, or the Cephas  not sure which, for I cant make out the voices. It might be from the Sparrow, but thats it close to us, and there could be no mistake about Jim Frosts voice if he was to strike up.

What! has Jim Frost hoisted the Bethel-flag?

Ay, didnt you see it flyin last Sunday for the first time?

No, I didnt, returned Ned, but Im glad to hear it, for, though Im not one o that set myself. I do like to see a man not ashamed to show his colours.

The flag to which they referred is supplied at half cost to the fleet by the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen  and is hoisted every Sabbath-day by those skippers in the fleet who, having made up their minds boldly to accept all the consequences of the step, have come out decidedly on the Lords side.

While the two shipmates were conversing thus in low tones, enjoying the fresh air and the calm influences around them, the notes of an accordion came over the water in tones that were sweetened and mellowed by distance.

Ha! thats Jim Frost now, said Billy, in subdued excitement, while pleasure glittered in his eyes. Oh! Ned, I does like music. It makes my heart fit to bust sometimes, it does. An Jim plays that  that whats is name  so beautiful!

His accordion, said Ned.

Yes  his accordium

No, Billy, not accordium, but accordion.

Well, well  no matter. I dont care a button what you calls it, so long as Jim plays it. Why, hed make his fortin if he was to play that thing about the streets o Lunon. Listen.

Jim Frost deserved all the praise that the enthusiastic boy bestowed on him, for, besides possessing a fine ear and taste for music, and having taught himself to play well, he had a magnificent tenor voice, and took great delight in singing the beautiful hymns which at that time had been introduced to the fleet. On this particular day he was joined by his crew, whose voices  more or less tuneful  came rolling over the water in a great volume of melody.

Hes got Singin Peter a-visitin him, said Billy. Dont you hear him?

Ay, I hear him, boy. Theres no mistakin Singin Peters voice. Id know it among a thousand.

If its hell here, remarked Billy, with a great sigh of satisfaction, after the hymn was done, it do seem like heaven over there. I only wish we had Jim Frost on board of us instead of that brute Gunter.

Dont be hard on Gunter, Billy, said Ned. We dont know what hes got to bear. Some men are born, you see, wi narves that are for ever screwin at em, an ticklin of em up; an other men have narves that always keep smoothin of em down. The last are the pleasantest to have to do with, no doubt, but the others aint quite so bad as they look sometimes. Their bark is worse than their bite.

Hush! exclaimed the boy, holding up a finger at the moment, for Jim Frosts accordion again sent forth its rich tones in the prelude to a hymn. A few moments later and the tuneful voices came rolling towards them in that beautiful hymn, the chorus of which ends:  

We shall know each other better when the mists are rolled away.

When the last verse was sung little Billy found a tear struggling to get out of each eye, and a lump sticking in his throat, so he turned his head away to conceal them.

Aint it beautiful? he said, when the lump had disappeared.

And aint it curious, answered Ned, that it should touch on what we was talkin about afore they began? Praps we shall know John Gunter better when the mists are rolled away.

Billy shook his head dubiously. Im not so sure o that, he said. Anyhow, theres a deal o mist to be rolled away before we can know him better.

Theres a breeze comin up from the southard, remarked Ned, who, to say truth, did not seem to care very much about getting to know his surly shipmate better; well have to get your father aboard soon.

That wont be an easy matter, said Billy, and he was right, for when David Bright was set down with a friend, and a glass, and a pack of cards, it was very difficult to move him. He was, indeed, as fond of gambling as of drinking, and lost much of his hardly earned gains in that way. Billy, therefore, received little but abuse when he tried to induce him to return to his own vessel, but the freshing of the breeze, and a sudden lurch of the smack, which overturned his glass of grog into Gunters lap, induced him at last to go on deck.

There the appearance of things had changed considerably. Clouds were beginning to obscure the bright sky, the breeze had effectually shattered the clear mirror of the sea, and a swell was beginning to roll the White Cloud, so that legs which would have found it difficult to steady their owners on solid land made sad work of their office on the heaving deck.

Haul up the boat, cried Brock in a drivelling voice as he came on deck; where are you steerin to? Let me take the helm.

He staggered toward the tiller as he spoke, but Dick Herring and one of his mates, seeing that he was quite unable to steer, tried to prevent him. Brock, however, had reached that stage of drunkenness in which men are apt to become particularly obstinate, and, being a powerful man, struggled violently to accomplish his purpose.

Let him have it, said Herring at last. He cant do much damage.

When set free, the miserable man grasped the tiller and tried to steady himself. A lurch of the vessel, however, rendered his effort abortive. The tiller fell to leeward. Brock went headlong with it, stumbled over the side, and, before any one could stretch out a hand to prevent it, fell into the sea and sank.

His comrades were apparently sobered in an instant. There was no need for the hurried order to jump into the boat alongside. Ned Spivin and Billy were in it with the painter cast off and the oars out in a couple of seconds. The boat of the White Cloud was also launched with a speed, that only North Sea fishermen, perhaps, can accomplish, and both crews rowed about eagerly while the smack lay-to. But all without success. The unfortunate man was never more seen, and the visitors left the vessel in sobered silence, and rowed, without exchanging a word, to their own smack, which lay about a quarter of a mile distant on the port quarter.




Chapter Eleven.

Ruth and Captain Bream take to Scheming.

Returning to London, we will follow Captain Bream, who, one fine morning, walked up to Mrs Dotropys mansion at the west end, and applied the knocker vigorously.

Is Miss Ruth at home?

Yes, Miss Ruth was at home, and would he walk in.

He was ushered into the library of the mansion; that room in which the Dotropy ancestors, who could not find space among their kindred in the dining-room, held, so to speak, an overflow meeting to themselves. Ruth soon joined him.

Im so glad to see you, Captain Bream, she said, shaking with much fervency the hand held out to her. Sit down. It is so kind of you to come at once to help me in my little schemes  though I have not seen you to explain why I asked you  but there, I was almost off on another subject before I had begun the one I wish to consult you about. And, do you know, captain, added Ruth, with a slightly perplexed look, I find scheming a very troublesome business!

I should think you did, Miss Ruth, and it seems to me that its always better to go straight at what youve got to do without scheming  all fair an aboveboard. Excuse me, my dear, but an old man who has sailed your lamented fathers ships for over thirty years, and known you since you were a baby, may be allowed to say hes surprised that you should take to scheming.

An old man who has not only sailed my dear fathers ships for over thirty years, said Ruth, but has brought me toys from all parts of the world, and has, besides, been as true to the family as the needle to the pole  or truer, if all be true that is said of needles  may say to my fathers daughter exactly what he pleases without the smallest chance of giving offence. But, let me tell you, sir, that you are a foolish old man, and much too quick in forming your opinions. Scheming is both justifiable and honourable at times  as I shall soon convince you.

A beaming smile overspread the captains visage as he said  

Very well, Miss Ruth. Go on.

But before I go on tell me how are the Miss Seawards?

Quite well, I believe. At least I have no reason to think otherwise. Rather thinnish if anything, but filled out wonderfully since I first saw em.

Thats good, said Ruth, laughing. And now, do you know why I asked you to go and lodge with them?

Well, I always thought it was because you knew I wanted a lodgin, though I confess it has puzzled me to make out why you wanted me to come to such an out-o-the-way part o the city; and, to tell you the truth, it is rather inconvenient, but your letter was so urgent, Miss Ruth, that I knew you must have some good reason, and as your dear fathers daughter has a right to command me, I obeyed, as you know, without question.

You are a good old man, returned Ruth, laying her hand on the brown fist of the captain and looking up in his face with the same loving girlish look that she had bestowed on him many a time in years past on his frequent visits with foreign toys, and I shall test your goodness a good deal before I have done with you.

Test away, Miss Ruth. Youll find I can stand a good deal of testin. I havent sailed the salt sea for forty years for nothing.

Well then, said Ruth, looking slightly perplexed again. What would you do, Captain Bream, if you knew of two ladies who were unable to work, or to find suitable work, and so poor as to be literally starving  what would you do?

Give em money, of course.

But suppose that, owing to some delicacy of feeling, or, perhaps, some sort of mistaken pride, they would not accept money, and flushed very much and felt hurt if you ventured to offer it to them?

Why, then, Id send em victuals.

But suppose, continued Ruth, that there were great difficulties in the way of doing that, and they felt as much objection to receive gratuitous victuals as money, what would you do then? you would not let them starve, would you?

Of course not, returned the captain, promptly. If it fairly came to that Id be apt to treat em as nurses do obstinate infants and castor oil. Id take em on my knee, force open their mouths, and shove the victuals down their throats.

Ruth burst into a merry little laugh at this.

But, said she, dont you think that before proceeding to such forcible treatment you might scheme a little to get them to take it willingly, as nurses sometimes disguise the taste of the oil with coffee or milk?

Well, you might scheme a little on that sort of principle, Miss Ruth; but in ordinary cases I prefer straightforward plans myself.

Then why, let me ask, said Ruth with some severity in her look, do you dare to scheme with the wind as you and all sailors do when it is dead against you?

Youre becomin too deep for me now, my dear; what dee mean?

When the wind blows dead against you, say from the north, replied Ruth, dont you begin your naughty  at least your nautical  scheming at once? Dont you lay your course to the nor-west and pretend you are going in that direction, and then dont you soon tack about  isnt that what you call it  and steer nor-east, pretending that you are going that way, when all the time you are wanting to go due north? What do you call that, sir, if it is not scheming to circumvent the wind?

While she was speaking, Captain Breams smile expanded and broke forth at last in one of his bass broadsides of laughter, which gave Ruth great delight for she had, as a little girl, enjoyed these thunderous laughs excessively, and her taste for them had not departed.

Well, my dear, said her visitor, I admit that there are some sorts o fair-an-above-board schemin which aint dishonourable, or unworthy of a British sailor.

Very good, returned Ruth; then listen while I reveal some of my recent scheming. Some time ago I found out that two very dear friends of mine  who were in delicate health and quite unable to work hard, as well as being unable to find any kind of work whatever  were on the point of starvation. They would not accept money. I schemed a little to get them to earn money, but it was not easy, and the result was not a sufficiently permanent income. At last I thought I would try to get them a boarder  a somewhat rich boarder, whose powerful appetite and large meals might leave some crumbs for

You dont mean to tell me, Miss Ruth, interrupted the captain, in amazement, that the Miss Seawards were in a state of starvation when I went to em!

Indeed I do, replied Ruth; at least as nearly in that state as was compatible with existence.

Well, well, said the captain, no wonder they looked so thin; and no wonder theyre beginnin to be a little better in flesh now, wi the legs o mutton an chops an such like things that I get in to take the edge off my appetite  which, as you justly observe, Miss Ruth, is not a bad one. Im glad youve told me this, however, for Ill go in for extra heavy feedin now.

Thats right. But stay, Captain Bream, I have not nearly done with my scheming yet. And I shall still want you to help me.

Go ahead, my dear. Im your man, for, to tell ee the downright truth, Ive taken a great fancy to these two sisters, an would steer a long way out o my course to help em.

I knew you would, returned Ruth with a little look of triumph. Whoever comes in contact with these dear friends of mine thinks exactly as you do. Now, their health is not nearly as good as it ought to be, so I want them to have a change of air. You see, the poor little street in which they live is not the freshest in London.

Exactly so. They want a trip to Brighton or Broadstairs or Ramsgate, and a whiff of fresh sea-air, eh? said the captain with a look of satisfaction.

No not to these places, said Ruth; I thought of Yarmouth.

Well, Yarmouth  just as good. Any part o the coast will do to blow the London cobwebs out o their brains  say Yarmouth.

Very good, captain, but my difficulty is, how to manage it.

Nothing easier, Miss Ruth. I will take an afternoon train, run down, hire a lodgin, come up to-morrow, an carry the Miss Seawards off wi me.

But suppose they wont go?

But they must go. Im quite able to take up one under each arm an carry em off by force if they wont.

I would highly approve of that method, captain, if it were possible, but Im afraid such things are not permitted in this free country. No, if done at all, the thing must be gone about with a little more care and delicacy.

Well then, Ill go down an take a lodgin, an write up and ask them to pay me a visit for the benefit of their health.

Ruth shook her pretty little head and frowned.

Wont do, she said. I know them too well. Theyre so unselfish that they wont budge a step to benefit themselves.

Hm! I see, Miss Ruth, we want a little scheming here  eh? Well, Ill manage it. You leave this little matter in my hands, and see if I dont get em to visit Yarmouth, by hook or by crook. By the way, Miss Ruth, was it one o your little schemes, givin em these mitts and comforters to make?

Of course it was, Ruth replied with a laugh and a blush. You see these things are really very much wanted by the North sea fishermen, and a great many benevolent women spend much time in knitting for them  and not only women, but also boys.

Boys! echoed the captain in surprise boys knit mitts and comforters?

Yes. I assure you that the telegraph boys of the Notting Hill branch of the Post-office have actually spent some of their spare time in doing this work.

Ill look upon telegraph boys with more respect ever after this, said the captain with emphasis.

Well, as I was saying, continued Ruth, Mamma bought far more worsted for me than I could ever find time to work up into mitts or comforters, so I have employed the Miss Seawards to do it for me  at so much a pair. But they dont know its for me, so be careful not to

Yes, yes, I see  more scheming. Well, Ill take care not to blab.

And I sent the worsted and arranged the transaction through such a dear pretty little fisher-boy from Yarmouth. But perhaps you have seen him at your lodging.

No, I havent seen him, but Ive heard a good deal about him. The ladies seem to be as much impressed with his sweetness and prettiness as yourself, Miss Ruth. For my part, Im not over fond o sweet pretty boys. I prefer em rough-cast or even ugly, so longs theyre smart an willin.

Oh! but you have no idea what a smart and willing boy he is, said Ruth, firing up in defence of her little friend. I assure you he is most willing and intelligent, and I do believe he would scratch his face and twist his little nose into a screw if by so doing he could make himself ugly, for I have observed that he is terribly annoyed when people call him pretty  as they often foolishly do.

Well, Ill be off now on this little business, said the captain, rising and smoothing his hat with his cuff. But  but  Miss Ruth  excuse me, you said something about sending the Miss Seawards a rich lodger when you sent me. How dee know Im rich?

Well, I only guessed it, returned Ruth with a laugh, and, you know, more than once you have hinted to me that you had got on very well  that God had prospered you  I think these were the words you have sometimes used.

These are the words I would always use, returned the captain. The prosperity that has attended me through life I distinctly recognise at being the result of Gods will, not of my wisdom. Dont we see that the cleverest of men sometimes fail, and, on the other hand, the most stupid fellows sometimes succeed? It is God that setteth up one and putteth down another.

Im glad to hear that you think so clearly on this point, captain, though I did not know it before. It is another bond between us. However, if I have been wrong in supposing you to be rich, I

Nay, I did not deny it, Miss Ruth, but it does not follow that a man means to say he is rich when he says that he has got on very well. However, my dear, I dont mind tellin you, as a secret that I am rich  as rich, that is, as theres any use to be, an far richer than I deserve to be. You must know, continued the captain, sinking his voice to a hoarse whisper, that your dear father used to allow me to put my savins into his hands for investment, and the investments succeeded so well that at last I found myself in possession of five hundred a year!

Captain Bream said this with much deliberation and an emphatic nod for each word, while he gazed solemnly in Ruths face. Not a bad fortune for an old bachelor, eh? Then, he continued, after a moments pause, when I was wrecked, two years ago in Australia, I took a fancy to have a look at the gold diggins, so off I went to Bendigo, and I set to work diggin for the mere fun o the thing, and the very first day I turned up a nugget as big as my fist and two of the same sort the day after, an then a lot o little ones; in fact I had got hold of a first-rate claim, an when I had dug away for a month or so I put it all in a big chest, sold the claim, and came straight home, bringin the chest with me. I have it now, up in my cabin yonder. It well-nigh broke my back gittin it up the stair, though my back aint a weak one.

And how much is the gold worth? eagerly asked Ruth, who had listened with a sympathetic expression on her face.

Thats more than I can tell. I scarce know how to go about convertin it into cash; but Im in no hurry. Now mind, Miss Ruth, not a word o this to any livin soul. Not even to your own mother, for she aint my mother, dee see, an has no right to know it. In fact Ive never told it to any one till this day, for I have no one in the wide world to care about it. Once, indeed, I had

He stopped short.

Ah! you are thinking of your sister? said the sympathetic Ruth; the sister whom you once told me about long ago.

Yes, Miss Ruth, I was thinkin o her; but He stopped again.

Do tell me about her, said Ruth, earnestly. Has she been long dead?

Dead! my dear. I didnt say she was dead, an yet it aint unlikely she is, for its long, long since I heard of her. Theres not much to tell about her after all, said the captain, sadly. But she was a dear sweet little girl at the time  just turned eighteen  an very fond o me. We had no parents living, an no kindred except one old aunt, with whom my sister lived. I was away at the time on a long voyage, and had to take a cargo from the East Indies to China before returnin home. At Hongkong I fell ill, an was laid up there for months. Altogether a good many troubles came on me at that time  though they were blessed troubles to me, for they ended in the saving o my soul through my eyes bein opened to see my sins and Jesus Christ as my Saviour. It was three years before I set foot in England again, and when I got back I found that my old aunt was dead, and that my dear sister had married a seaman and gone away  no one knew where.

And youve never heard of her since? asked Ruth.

Never.

And dont know who she married?

Know nothin more about her, my dear, than Ive told ee. Good-bye now, Miss Ruth. I must look sharp about this business of yours.

He showed such evident disinclination to continue the painful subject, that Ruth forbore to press it, and they parted to prosecute their respective schemes.




Chapter Twelve.

Captain Bream develops a Capacity for Scheming.

At dinner that day Captain Bream paused in the act of conveying a whole potato to his mouth on the end of his fork, and said  

Miss Seaward, Im going to leave you

Leave us! cried Kate, interrupting him with a look of consternation, for she and Jessie had both become so fond of the amiable seaman, with the frame of Goliath and the heart of Samuel, that they were now as much afraid of losing, as they had formerly been of possessing him. Leave us, captain!

Only for a time, Miss Kate  only for a time, he replied, hastily, as he checked the power of further utterance with the potato. Only for a time, he repeated, on recovering the power. You see, Ive got a little bit of business to transact down at Yarmouth, and it will take me a good while to do it. Some weeks at the least  perhaps some months  but theres no help for it, for the thing must be done.

The captain said this with so much decision, that Kate could scarcely forbear laughing as she said  

Dear me, it must be very important business since you seem so determined about it. Is there anything or any one likely to oppose you in transacting the business?

Well, not exactly at present, returned the captain blandly, but there are two obstinate friends of mine who, I have been told, would oppose me pretty stoutly if I was to tell em all the truth about it.

Is there any necessity, asked Jessie, for telling these obstinate friends anything about the business at all?

Well, yes, replied the captain with a chuckle that almost brought on a choking fit; I cant well avoid tellin them somethin about it, for theyve a right to know, but

Wouldnt it save you all trouble, then, broke in Kate, seeing his hesitation, to tell them just as much of the business as they were entitled to know, and no more.

Thats just the very thing I mean to do, replied the captain, bursting into a laugh so deep and thunderous that the small domestic, Liffie Lee, entered the room abruptly to ask if anything was wanted, but in reality to find out what all the fun was about. Having been dismissed with a caution not to intrude again till rung for, the captain helped himself to an enormous slice of beef; earnestly, but unsuccessfully, pressed the sisters to go in for more and grow fat, and then continued his discourse.

You must know, ladies, that I have taken to studyin a good deal in my old age. Another potato  thank ee.

Yes, we have observed that, said Kate. May I ask what is the nature of your studies  navigation?

Navigation! shouted the captain with another laugh so rich and racy that poor Liffie Lee almost entered in defiance of orders; no, Miss Kate, it aint navigation! Ive bin pretty well grounded in that subject for the last forty years. No, my study now is theology.

Theology! exclaimed the sisters in surprise.

Yes, theology. Is it so strange, then, that a man drawin near the close of life should wish to be more particular than when he was young in tryin to find out all he can about his Maker? returned the captain gravely.

Forgive us, said Jessie, hastening to explain; it is not that. If you had said you had taken to reading the Bible carefully and systematically, we would not have been surprised, but it  it was  your talking so quietly about theology that made us

Yes, yes, I see, interrupted the good-natured seaman; well, it is reading the Word of God that I mean. You see, I regard the Bible as my class-book, my book o logarithms, chart compass, rudder, etcetera, all rolled into one. Now, I dont mind tellin you a secret. When I first went to sea I was a very wild harum-scarum young fellow, an havin some sort of influence over my mates, I did em a deal of damage and led em astray. Well, when the Lord in His great mercy saved my soul, I could not forget this, and although I knew I was forgiven, my heart was grieved to think of the mischief I had done. I felt as if I would give anything in life to undo it if I could. As this was not possible, however, I bethought me that the next best thing would be to do as much good as I could to the class that I had damaged, so, when I came home and left the sea for good, I used to go down about the docks and give away Bibles and Testaments to the sailors. Then I got to say a word or two to em now and then about their souls but I soon found that there are professed unbelievers among the tars, an they put questions that puzzled me at times, so I took to readin the Bible with a view to answering objectors an bein able to give a reason of the hope that is in me  to studyin, in fact, what I call theology. But I aint above takin help, continued the captain with a modest look, from ordinary good books when I come across em  my chief difficulty bein, to find out what are the best books to consult, and this has led me sometimes to think of buyin up all the theological books I can lay hands on, an glancin em all through so as to make notes of such as seemed worth readin with care. The labour however seems so great, that up to now Ive bin kept back, but Ive had a talk with a friend to-day which has decided me, so Ill go off to Yarmouth to-morrow an buy a whole lot o theological books  a regular library in fact  and set to work to read up. But theres one thing I would like, which would save me an enormous amount o labour, if I could get it.

What is that? asked the sisters, eagerly, and in the same breath, for they had become quite interested in their friends aspirations.

I would like, said the captain, slowly, and fixing his eyes on his plate, for he was now beginning to scheme, I would like to find some one  a clever boy perhaps, though a girl would be preferable  who would take the trouble off my hands of glancin through the books first, an makin notes of their contents for me, so as to prevent my wastin time on those that are worthless.

I fear, said Jessie, that few boys or girls would be capable of such work, for it would require not only intelligence but a considerable amount of scriptural knowledge.

The captain heaved a deep sigh. Yes, he said, shaking his head slowly, youre right, and Im afraid Ill have to get some grown-up person to help me, but that wont be easy. And then, dee know, I dont feel as if I could git on in such investigations with a stranger.

What a pity, said Kate, that you could not bring the books here, and then I could help you, for although I do not pretend to be deeply learned in scriptural knowledge, I daresay I know enough for your purpose; but why not get the books in London? Is there any necessity for buying them in Yarmouth?

Poor Captain Bream was so unused to scheming, that he had made no preparation for such a question, and felt much confused. He could give no good reason for making his purchase in Yarmouth, and nothing would have induced him to tell a falsehood.

Well, really, he said, after a few moments hesitation, there are circumstances sometimes in a mans life which render it difficult for him to explain things, but  but I have a reason for wishin to buy this library in Yarmouth, an it seems to me a good one. Besides, Ive got a likin for sea-air, bein my native air, so to speak, and Ive no doubt that theology would come more easy to me if I was in a snug little room facin the sea, where I could see the blue waters dancin, an the shipping go by, an the youngsters playin on the sands. Yes, it must be done at Yarmouth. London would never do; its too hot an stuffy. Not that I care for that, but then you might  ah  that is  I mean to say  you might agree with me on this point if you were there. But why, he added with fresh animation as he saw the way opening up before him, why, Miss Kate, since you are so kind as to say youd like to help me, why might you not take a run down to Yarmouth with me, an help me there?

Because, answered Kate, laughing, I could not very well leave my sister alone.

Of course not  quite right, but theres no need for that; she could come too, and it would do you both much good, not to speak o the immense advantage to me! I do assure you Id feel well-nigh as helpless as an infant, if left to tackle this business alone.

From this point there began a regular skirmish between the captain and the sisters; the one trying to convince the others that it would be doing him a favour for which he could never find words to thank them, and the others endeavouring to show by every sort of argument that the thing was utterly unpossible, that the captain little knew what a burden he proposed to take on his shoulders, and that there was no use whatever in talking about it.

But Captain Bream was a man of resolution. He stuck to his point and pleaded his own cause so powerfully that the sisters began to waver.

But think, urged Kate, who did the most of the fighting, you forget Liffie Lee. She is no longer a mere visitor for an hour or two of a morning, as she used to be, but a regular hired servant and we could not leave her behind.

I know that. It was my coming that made you hire her; and, now I think of it, Ive a right to claim at least part of her, so she can come too, an well lock up the house an get Mr Green-grocer to look after it  air it now and then. Come, just make up your minds. Only think, how beautiful the blue sea will be just now, an the sunny skies, an the yellow sands  I declare it makes me long to go. An then youll see that pretty boy youve taken such a fancy to  whats is name?

Billy Bright, said Kate.

Just so  Billy Bright  though I cant say that Im over fond o pretty little boys. Theyre too often soft an

But I tell you hes as bold as a lion, and wise as a man, and tough as  as

As a beefsteak, said the captain; yes, yes, I know all that, and Im quite prepared to believe that he is an exception. Well, now, its agreed to  is it?

But the sisters did not at once give in. They fought on with true feminine courage until the captain tried the effect of deep dejection and innocent submission, when their tender hearts could stand out no longer, and, hauling down their colours, they finally agreed to become librarians and accompany their lodger to Yarmouth.

Then the captain left them to report the victory to his commodore, Ruth Dotropy.

I never had such a battle in my life! he said to that scheming young creature. They didnt give in till theyd fired off every shot in their locker. Trafalgar and the Nile were nothin to it.

But do you really mean to say, asked Ruth, who could hardly speak at first for laughing, that you intend to buy all these theological books and set the sisters to work?

To be sure I do. You didnt suppose that I was goin to tell a parcel o lies to help out your schemes, my dear? It has been for some months past simmerin in my brain that I ought to go through a small course of education in that line. And all you have done for me is to make me go in for it somewhat sooner, and a little heavier than I had intended in the way of books. And theres no doubt Ill study better at the sea-side than in London. Besides, I shall have the fishermen to try the effects of my studies on, and you may be sure I wont let the poor things work too hard at the books.

Ill trust you for that, said Ruth.

Now, while these little plans were being arranged, an event was pending in the North Sea fleet which merits particular notice.




Chapter Thirteen.

Run down in a Fog  Captain Bream acts surprisingly.

One day a fishing-smack was on the eve of quitting the Short Blue fleet for its little holiday of a week in port. It was the Sparrow, of which Jim Frost was master. A flag was flying to indicate its intention, and invite letters, etcetera, for home, if any of the crews should feel disposed to send them.

Several boats put off from their respective smacks in reply to the signal. One of these belonged to Singing Peter.

Glad to see you, Peter, said Jim Frost as the former leaped on the Sparrows deck.

Same to you, lad. I wish you a pleasant spell ashore, and may the Master be with you, returned Peter.

The Master is sure to be with me, replied Frost, for has he not said, I will never leave thee? Isnt it a fine thing, Peter, to think that, whatever happens, the Lord is here to guard us from evil?

Ay, Jim, an to take us home when the time comes.

Which is far better, responded Jim.

Youll not get away to-night, remarked Peter as he gazed out upon the sea. Its goin to fall calm.

No matter. I can wait.

What say ye, lad, to a hymn? said Peter.

Im your man, replied Jim, with a laugh, I thought it wouldnt be long before Singin Peter would want to raise his pipe.

He cant help it, dee see, returned Peter, answering the laugh with a smile; if I didnt sing Id blow up. Its my safety-valve, Jim, an I like to blow off steam when I gets alongside o like-minded men.

Were all like-minded here. Fetch my accordion, said Jim, turning to one of his men.

In a few minutes a lively hymn was raised in lusty tones which rolled far and wide over the slumbering sea. Then these like-minded men offered up several prayers, and it was observed that Jim Frost was peculiarly earnest that night. Of course they had some more hymns, for as the calm was by that time complete, and it was not possible for any sailing vessel to quit the fleet, there was no occasion to hurry. Indeed there is no saying how long these iron-framed fishermen would have kept it up, if it had not been for a slight fog which warned the visitors to depart.

As the night advanced the fog thickened, so that it was not possible to see more than fifty yards around any of the fishing-smacks.

Now it is probably known to most people that the greatest danger to which those who do business on the sea are exposed is during fog.

When all around is calm and peaceful; when the sound of voices comes with muffled sound over the smooth water; when the eye sees nothing save a ghostly white horizon all round close at hand; when almost the only sound that breaks on the ear is the gentle lapping of the sea, or the quiet creak of plank and spar, as the vessel slowly lifts and falls on the gentle swell, and when landsmen perchance feel most secure  then it is that the dark cloud of danger lowers most heavily, though perhaps unrecognised, over the mariner, and stirs him to anxious watchfulness, when apparently in profoundest repose.

Jim Frost knew well the dangers of the situation, but he had been long accustomed to face all the dangers peculiar to his calling on the deep without flinching  strong in the confidence of his well-tried courage and seamanship, and stronger still in his trust in Him who holds the water in the hollow of His hand. Many a time had he been becalmed in fog on the North Sea. He knew what to do, kept the fog-horn blowing, and took all the steps for safety that were possible in the circumstances.

But, somehow, the young fisherman did not feel his usual easy-going indifference on that particular night, though his trust in God was not less strong. He felt no fear, indeed, but a solemn sobriety of spirit had taken the place of his wonted cheery temperament, and, instead of singing in lively tones as he paced the deck, he hummed airs of a slow pathetic kind in a soft undertone.

It is often said that men receive mysterious intimations, sometimes, of impending disaster. It may be so. We cannot tell. Certainly it seemed as if Jim Frost had received some such intimation that night.

I cant understand it, Evan, he said to his mate when the latter came on deck a little after midnight to relieve him. A feeling as if something was going to happen has taken possession of me, and I cant shake it off. You know Im not the man to fancy danger when theres none.

Evan  a youth whom he had been the means of rescuing when about to fall, under great temptation  replied that perhaps want of sleep was the cause.

You know, he said, men become little better than babbies when they goes long without sleep, an youve not had much of late. What with that tearin o the net an the gale thats just gone, an that book, you know

Ah! interrupted Jim, you mustnt lay the blame on the book, Evan. I havent bin sittin up very late at it; though I confess Im uncommon fond o readin. Besides, its a good book, more likely to quiet a mans mind than to rouse it. How we ever got on without readin before that mission-ship came to us, is more than I can understand! Why, it seems to have lifted me into a new world.

Thats so. Im fond o readin myself, said Evan, who, although not quite so enthusiastic or intellectual as his friend, appreciated very highly the library-bags which had been recently sent to the fleet.

But the strange thing is, said Jim, returning to the subject of his impressions the strange thing is, that my mind is not runnin on danger or damaged gear, or books, or gales, but on my dear wife at home. Ive bin thinkin of Nancy in a way that I dont remember to have done before, an the face of my darlin Lucy, wi her black eyes an rosy cheeks so like her mother, is never absent from my eyes for a moment.

Want o sleep, said the practical Evan. Youd better turn in an have a good spell as long as the calm lasts.

You remember the patch o green in front o my cottage in Gorleston? asked Jim, paying no attention to his mates advice.

Yes, answered Evan.

Well, when I was sittin forard there, not half-an-hour since, I seed my Nancy a-sittin on that green as plain as I see you, sewin away at somethin, an Lucy playin at her knee. They was so real-like that I couldnt help sayin Nancy! an I do assure you that she stopped sewin an turned her head a-one side for a moment as if she was listenin. An it was all so real-like too.

You was dreamin; that was all, said the unromantic Evan.

No, mate. I wasnt dreamin, returned Jim. I was as wide awake as I am at this moment for I was lookin out all round just as keen as if I had not bin thinkin about home at all.

Well, youd as well go below an dream about em now if you can, suggested Evan, an Ill keep a sharp look-out.

No, lad, I cant. Im not a bit sleepy.

As Jim said this he turned and went to the bow of the smack.

At that moment the muffled sound of a steamers paddles was heard. Probably the fog had something to do with the peculiarity of the sound, for next moment a fog-whistle sounded its harsh tone close at hand, and a dark towering shadow seemed to rush down upon the Sparrow.

Even if there had been a breeze there would have been no time to steer clear of the danger. As it was, the little vessel lay quite helpless on the sea, Evan shouted down the companion for the men to turn out for their lives. The man at the bow sounded the fog-horn loud and long. At the same instant Jim Frosts voice rang out strong and clear a warning cry. It was answered from above. There were sudden screams and cries. The fog-whistle shrieked. Engines were reversed. Hard a-port! was shouted. Steam was blown off, and, amid confusion and turmoil indescribable, an ocean steamer struck the little Sparrow amidships, and fairly rammed her into the sea.

It could scarcely be said that there was a crash. The one was too heavy and the other too light for that. The smack lay over almost gracefully, as if submitting humbly to her inevitable doom. There was one great cry, and next moment she was rolling beneath the keel of the monster that had so ruthlessly run her down.

Not far off  so near indeed that those on board almost saw the catastrophe  lay the Evening Star. They of course heard the cries and the confusion, and knew only too well what had occurred.

To order out the boat was the work of an instant. With powerful strokes Joe, Spivin, Trevor, and Gunter, caused it to leap to the rescue. On reaching the spot they discovered and saved the mate. He was found clinging to an oar, but all the others had disappeared. The steamer which had done the deed had lowered a boat, and diligent search was made in all directions round the spot where the fatal collision had occurred. No other living soul, however, was found. Only a few broken spars and the upturned boat of the smack remained to tell where Jim Frost, and the rest of his like-minded men, had exchanged the garb of toil for the garments of glory!

As a matter of course this event made a profound impression for a time on board of the Evening Star and of such vessels as were near enough next morning to be informed of the sad news. A large portion of the fleet, however, was for some time unaware of what had taken place, and some of the masters and crews who were averse to what they styled psalm-singin and prayin, did not seem to be much affected by the loss.

Whether grieved or indifferent however, the work of the fleet had to be done. Whether fishermen live or die, sink or swim, the inexorable demand of Billingsgate for fish must be met! Accordingly, next day about noon, a fresh breeze having sprung up, and a carrier-steamer being there ready for her load, the same lively scene which we have described in a previous chapter was re-enacted, and after the smacks were discharged they all went off as formerly in the same direction, like a shoal of herrings, to new fishing-grounds.

When they had got well away to the eastward and were beating up against a stiff northerly breeze, David Bright who stood near the helm of the Evening Star, said to his son in a peculiarly low voice  

Now, Billy, you go below an fetch me a glass of grog.

Billy went below as desired, but very unwillingly, for he well knew his fathers varying moods, and recognised in the peculiar tone in which the order was given, a species of despondency  almost amounting to despair  which not unfrequently ushered in some of his worst fits of intemperance.

Your fadders in de blues to-day, said Zulu, as he toiled over his cooking apparatus in the little cabin; when he spok like dat, he goes in for heavy drink.

I know that well enough, returned Billy, almost angrily.

Why you no try him wid a speriment? asked the cook, wrinkling up his nose and displaying his tremendous gums.

For any sake dont open your mouth like that, Zulu, but tell me what you mean by a speriment, said the boy.

How kin I tell whats a speriment if Im not to open my mout?

Shut up, you nigger! an talk sense.

Der you go agin, Billy. How kin I talk sense if Im to shut up? Dont you know what a speriment is? Why its  its  just a speriment you know  a dodge.

If you mean a dodge, why dont you say a dodge? retorted Billy; well, what is your dodge? look alive, for daddyll be shoutin for his grog in a minute.

You jus listen, said the cook, in a hoarse whisper, as he opened his enormous eyes to their widest, you jus take a wine-glass  de big un as your fadder be fond of  an put in im two teaspoonfuls o vinegar, one tablespoonful o parafine hoil, one leetle pinch o pepper, an one big pinch ob salt with a leetle mustard, an give im dat. Your fadder never take time to smell hims grog  always toss im off quick.

Yes, an then hed toss the wine-glass into my face an kick me round the deck afterwards, if not overboard, said Billy, with a look of contempt. No, Zulu, I dont like your speriment, but youve put a notion into my head, for even when a fool speaks a wise man may learn

Yes, I often tink dat, said the cook, interrupting, with a look of innocence. You quite right, so speak away, Billy, an Ill learn.

You fetch me the wine-glass, said the boy, sharply.

Zulu obeyed.

Now, fill it up with water  so, an put in a little brown sugar to give it colour. Thats enough, stir him up. Not bad rum  to look at. Ill try father wi that.

Accordingly, our little hero went on deck and handed the glass to his father  retreating a step or two, promptly yet quietly, after doing so.

As Zulu had said, David Bright did not waste time in smelling his liquor. He emptied the glass at one gulp, and then gazed at his son with closed lips and gradually widening eyes.

Its only sugar and water, daddy, said Billy, uncertain whether to laugh or look grave.

For a few moments the skipper was speechless. Then his face flushed, and he said in a voice of thunder, Go below an fetch up the keg.

There was no disobeying that order! The poor boy leaped down the ladder and seized the rum-keg.

Your speriment might have been better after all, Zulu, he whispered as he passed up again, and stood before his father.

What may have passed in the mind of that father during the brief interval we cannot tell, but he still stood with the empty wine-glass in his hand and a fierce expression on his face.

To Billys surprise, however, instead of seizing the keg and filling out a bumper, he said sternly See here, and tossed the wine-glass into the sea. Now lad, he added, in a quiet voice, throw that keg after it.

The poor boy looked at his sire with wondering eyes, and hesitated.

Overboard with it! said David Bright in a voice of decision.

With a mingling of wild amazement, glee, and good-will, Billy, exerting all his strength, hurled the rum-keg into the air, and it fell with a heavy splash upon the sea.

There, Billy, said David, placing his hand gently on the boys head, you go below and say your prayers, an if ye dont know how to pray, get Luke Trevor to teach you, an dont forget to thank God that your old fathers bin an done it at last.

We are not informed how far Billy complied with these remarkable orders, but certain we are that David Bright did not taste a drop of strong drink during the remainder of that voyage. Whether he tasted it afterwards at all must be left for this chronicle to tell at the proper time and place.

At present it is necessary that we should return to Yarmouth, where Captain Bream, in pursuance of his deep-laid schemes, entered a booksellers shop and made a sweeping demand for theological literature.

What particular work do you require, sir? asked the surprised and somewhat amused bookseller.

I dont know that I want any one in particular, said the captain, I want pretty well all that have bin published up to this date. You know the names of em all, I suppose?

Indeed no, sir, answered the man with a look of uncertainty. Theological works are very numerous, and some of them very expensive. Perhaps if

Now, look here. Ive got neither time nor inclination to get upon the subject just now, said the captain. You just set your clerk to work to make out a list o the principal works o the kind youve got on hand, an Ill come back in the evenin to see about it. Never mind the price. I wont stick at that  nor yet the quality. Anything that throws light on religion will do.

But, sir, said the shopman, some of the theological works of the present day are supposed  at least by the orthodox  to throw darkness instead of light on religion.

All right, returned the captain, throw em all in. I dont expect divines to agree any more than doctors. Besides, Ive got a chart to steer by, called the Bible, thatll keep me clear o rocks an shoals. You make your mind easy, an do as I bid you. Get the books together by six oclock this evening, an the account made out, for I always pay cash down. Good-day.

Leaving the bookseller to employ himself with this astounding order, Captain Bream next went to that part of the town which faces the sea-beach, and knocked at the door of a house in the window of which was a ticket with lodgings inscribed on it.

Let me see your rooms, my good girl, said the captain to the little maid who opened the door.

The little maid looked up at the captain with some surprise and no little hesitancy. She evidently feared either that the rooms would not be suitable for the applicant or that the applicant would not be suitable for the rooms. She admitted him, however, and, leading him up-stairs, ushered him into the parlour of the establishment.

Splendid! exclaimed the captain on beholding the large window, from which there was seen a glorious view of the sea, so near that the ships passing through the deep water close to the beach seemed as if they were trying which of them could sail nearest to land without grounding.

Splendid! he repeated with immense satisfaction as he turned from the view to the room itself; now this is what I call fortunate. The very thing  sofa for Miss Jessie  easy-chair for Miss Kate  rocking chair for both of em. Nothin quite suitable for me, (looking round), but thats not difficult to remedy. Glass over the chimney to see their pretty faces in, and what have we here  a press?

No, sir, said the little maid, pushing open the door, a small room off this one, sir.

Glorious! shouted the captain, entering and striking the top of the door-way with his head in doing so. Nothing could be better. This is the theological library! Just the thing  good-sized window, same view, small table, and  well, I declare! if there aint empty bookshelves!

Very sorry, sir, said the little maid, hastening to apologise; we have no books, but theyll be handy for any books you may bring to the sea-side with you, sir, or for any little knick-knacks and odds and ends.

Yes, yes, my good girl. Ill fetch a few theological odds and ends to-night thatll praps fill em up. By the way, youve a bedroom, I hope?

He looked anxious, and the maid, who seemed inclined to laugh, said that of course they had, a nice airy bedroom on the same floor on the other side of the passage  also commanding the sea.

The captains face beamed again.

And now, my girl  but, by the way, I shall want another bedroom. Have you

Im sorry to say that we have not. The rest of the house is quite full.

Captain Breams face again became anxious. Thats bad, he said; of course I can get one out o the house, but it would be inconvenient.

There is a hattic, sir, said the maid, but it is igh up, and so very small, that I fear

Let me see the attic, said the captain, promptly.

The maid conducted him up another flight of steps to a room, or rather closet, which did not appear to be more than five feet broad and barely six feet long; including the storm-window, it might have been perhaps seven feet long. It was situated in a sort of angle, so that from the window you could have a view of a piece of slate roof, and two crooked chimney pots with a slice of the sea between them. As there was much traffic on the sea off that coast, the slice referred to frequently exhibited a ship or a boat for a few seconds.

My study! murmured the captain, looking round on the bare walls, and the wooden chair, and a low bedstead which constituted the furniture. Not much room for the intellect to expand here. However, Ive seen worse.

We consider it a very good hattic, sir, said the little maid, somewhat hurt by the last remark.

I meant no offence, my dear, said the captain, with one of his blandest smiles, only the berth is rather small, dee see, for a man of my size. It is first-rate as far as it goes, but if it went a little further  in the direction of the sea, you know  it might give me a little more room to kick about my legs. But itll do. Itll do. Ill take all the rooms, so youll consider them engaged.

But you havent asked the price of em yet sir, said the little maid.

I dont care tuppence about the price, my dear. Are you the landlady?

La! no, sir, replied the girl, laughing outright as they returned to the parlour.

Well then, you send the landlady to me, and Ill soon settle matters.

When the landlady appeared, the captain was as good as his word. He at once agreed to her terms, as well as her stipulations, and paid the first weeks rent in advance on the spot.

Now, said he, on leaving, Ill come back this evening with a lot of books. To-morrow forenoon, the ladies for whom the rooms are taken will arrive, please God, and you will have everything ready and in apple-pie order for em. Ill see about grub afterwards, but in the meantime you may give orders to have sent in to-morrow a lot o fresh eggs and milk and cream  lots of cream  and fresh butter and tea and coffee an suchlike. But I neednt do more than give a wink to a lady of your experience.

With this last gallant remark Captain Bream left the lodging and strolled down to the sea-beach.




Chapter Fourteen.

Ruths Hopes as to her Plot brighten a little.

Mother, said Ruth one day to her dignified parent, shall you be soon free of engagements?

Yes, probably by the end of next week. Why do you ask?

Because I am longing to get away to Yarmouth. I had a letter from dear Kate Seaward to-day. They have been a week in their lodging now, and are enjoying it immensely. Here is the letter. Let me read a bit of it to you. She says: You have no idea how much we are charmed with this place. It is a perfect paradise! Perhaps part of our feeling of delight is due to the great change from our smoky little residence in London, but you would not wonder at my enthusiasm if you saw the sweet little window beside which I am writing, and the splendid sea  like a great field of clear glass, which spreads away on all sides to the horizon. Oh! I do love the sea  to look at, I mean. You must not suppose, dear, that I have any love left when I am on it. Oh no! The memory of my last crossing of the Channel  that dreadful British Channel  is as fresh as if it had happened yesterday  the heaving of the steamer and the howling of the wind, the staggering of the passengers, and the expression of their faces, to say nothing of their colour. And then the sensations! Appalling is a mild word. It is not appropriate. If I might coin a word, horrific seems more suitable. But words utterly fail when deep and powerful sensations are concerned. I do assure you, Ruth, that I was absolutely indifferent as to what should become of me that dreadful day as I lay extended flat on my back on one of the saloon sofas. And when that nurse with the baby was forced by a lurch of the ship to sit down on me, I do believe that I could have thanked her if she had crushed me out of existence. Yes, I hate the sea as a place of residence, but I love it as an object to be looked at, especially when it is calm and glittering, as it now is, in the early morning sun.

Talking of the early morning reminds me of good Captain Bream, who is one of the most singular and incomprehensible creatures I ever met with. He is an early riser  not that that makes him singular  but instead of going out to walk he remains up in his pigeon-hole of a room studying theology! And such a miscellaneous collection of books he has got on all sorts of religious controversy! He say he wants to be able to meet the objections of unbelievers whom he sometimes encounters when preaching to sailors. Jessie and I have heard him preach to a number of sailors and fishermen assembled in an old boat-shed, and you have no idea, Ruth, how delightful it is to hear him. So different from what one expected, and so very unlike the preaching of many men. I have often wondered why it is that some men  sensible men, too, in other matters  should think it necessary to talk in a sing-song, or whiny voice, with a pathetic drawl, or through their noses, when they have to speak on religious subjects! I once heard an indignant clergyman say that he thought it was a device of the devil to turn sacred things into ridicule, but I cannot agree with that. It seems to me that men are often too ready to saddle Satan with evil devices which they ought to fix on their own stupid shoulders. Captain Bream simply talks when he preaches; just as if he were talking on any business matter of great importance, and he does it so nicely, too, and so earnestly, like a father talking to his children. Many of the rough-looking fishermen were quite melted, and after the meeting a good many of them remained behind to talk with him privately. Jessie and I are convinced that he is doing a great and good work here. But he is a most eccentric man, and seems a good deal perplexed by his theological studies. The other day Jessie ventured to question him about these, and he became quite energetic as he said:  

I tell ee what it is, ladies, when I go cruisin out and in among these theological volumes until I lose my reckoning altogether an git among shoals an quicksands that I never so much as heard of before, I just lay hold o the cable thats made fast to my sheet-anchor, and I haul in on that. Here is the sheet-anchor, he said, pulling his little Bible from his pocket, the Word of God. Thats it. When I feel how ignorant an stoopid an unlearned I am, I just keep haulin on the cable till I come to some such word as this, Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord, an so Im comforted, an my minds made easy, for, after all we may think and say and read, it must come to this Let every man be fully persuaded in his own mind. Every man must work out his own theology for himself, accordin to that Word, and Ive worked it out so far by Gods blessin, that Jesus Christ  the God  man  is my foundation, the Holy Spirit is my guide, and salvation from sin is my aim and end  not only for myself but for my fellow-sinners.

But I must not go on quoting the Captains sayings and eccentric doings, else I shall never stop.

When are you and your mother coming down? I cannot tell how much we long to have you with us to share in our enjoyment of this charming place. And the fisher-people are so interesting too. I dont wonder you took such a fancy to them. Of course we have not had time to make acquaintance with many of them yet. And Jessie has become so engrossed with the Captains theological books that I cant tear her away from them. At first she began to inspect their contents with a view to tabulate them and help the captain, but she gets so deep in them that she forgets time altogether, and I have often found her, after having been several hours in the library, sitting there poring over a huge volume without having made a single note or jotting! The captain is quite facetious about it, and said yesterday that if she didnt work a little harder hed have to dismiss her from the service an ship a new hand. Then he dragged us both out for a long walk on the beach. We cannot resist him. Nobody can. And such cream as we have!  more like thin butter than cream. And such quantities of it too, for he declares he is very fond of it, and must always have plenty on hand. But I cannot help thinking it is for our sakes he has it, for although he talks much about it and makes great demonstration and noise when he drinks it, he does not really consume much  and you know it must be drunk by somebody, else it would spoil. Oh! we are having, as the captain himself says, a remarkably jolly time of it here, and only want you to make our happiness complete. But with all his fun and energy and cheerfulness, I cannot avoid noticing that dear Captain Bream is frequently very pensive and absent. I cannot help thinking sometimes that he is the victim of some secret sorrow.

At this point Ruth looked up in her mothers face and burst into a fit of hilarious laughter.

Only think, mother, she said, of great big, stout, jolly old Captain Bream having a secret sorrow!

My dear, said Mrs Dotropy in a reproachful tone, you are too flippant in your references to stout old people. You should remember that even the stoutest of them may once have been thin. And it is not impossible that Captain Bream may still be suffering from unrequited affection, or

Again Ruth burst into silvery laughter, but checked it and apologised.

I cant help it mother. It does seem so funny to think of Captain Bream having ever been thin, or with hair on his head, or suffering from disappointed love. I wonder that it does not occur to Kate that the good man is perhaps suffering because of the sorrows of others. It would be much more like his generous and unselfish nature. But now, mother, may I write to Kate and tell her to expect us next week?

Yes, I think you may. But why are you in such haste, child?

Because Im burning to clear up that little mystery that I told you of  if indeed it is a mystery, and not a mere fancy.

Ruth sighed as if her spirit were slightly troubled. Really, child, you have quite raised my curiosity about that mystery as you call it. Why will you not confide in me?

Because I may be all wrong, and when I find out that Im right  if I find out that Im right  then you shall know all about it.

And theres that chest, too, that the captain sent here for us to take care of when he left town, continued Mrs Dotropy, you make quite a mystery about that too, for I see that you know something about it. If I had not perfect confidence in your heart, child, I should feel quite anxious, for it is the first time in your life that you have concealed anything from me.

Thank you, mother, for trusting my heart, said Ruth, putting an arm round the dignified ladys neck and kissing her.

Thats all very well, Ruth, but I do not put so much trust in your head.

Im sorry for that, Mother, but meantime my head says that while it would be wrong in me to keep any secret about myself from you, I have no right to reveal the secrets of others. But about this chest  has the banker sent for it yet?

No, not yet but I expect some one from the bank every minute, (she consulted a small jewelled watch), and it is probable that our young friend Mr Dalton himself may come.

Mr Dalton! exclaimed Ruth, with a sudden flush that might have indicated pleasure or annoyance. Mrs Dotropy, however, did not observe the flush, but continued  

The chest seems miraculously heavy. I told James to put it into the store-room, but he could not lift it, although he is a strong man, and had to get the butlers assistance.

At that moment the conversation was interrupted by the door being thrown open, and Mr Dalton was announced.

He was a young man of handsome face and figure, with dark eyes, short curly hair, and a pleasing address.

Apologising for not being more punctual in calling for the chest, he explained that pressing-business had detained him.

Of course, of course, said Mrs Dotropy, with the familiarity of an old friend  for such she was to the youth you men of business always carry about that cloak of pressing-business to cover your sins and shortcomings with.

Nay, you are unjust, said the young man, I appeal to Miss Ruth. Did I not say to Captain Bream that I might perhaps have difficulty in getting away at the hour named, as it was a business hour, and, the transaction being of a friendly and private nature

My dear sir, interrupted Mrs Dotropy, if it is private, pray do not make it public.

Has not Miss Ruth, then, told you

He stopped and looked from one lady to the other.

Miss Ruth, said that young lady, flushing deeply, is supposed to know nothing whatever about your transactions with Captain Bream. Shall I go and tell James to carry the box down-stairs, mother?

Mrs Dotropy gave permission, and Ruth retired. A few minutes later, young Dalton drove away with the captains chest of gold.

A week after that the mother and daughter drove away from the same door to the railway station, and in process of time found themselves one pleasant afternoon at Yarmouth, in the little parlour with the window that commanded the gorgeous view of the sea, taking tea with the captain himself and his friends Jessie and Kate Seaward.

A lodging had been secured quite close to their own by the Dotropys.

Now, said Ruth to Jessie that evening in private, with flushed cheeks and eager eyes, I shall be able to carry out my little plot, and see whether I am right, now that I have at last got Captain Bream down to Yarmouth.

What little plot? asked Jessie.

I may not tell you yet, said Ruth with a laugh. I shall let you know all about it soon.

But Ruth was wrong. There was destined to be a slip twixt the cup and her sweet lip just then, for that same evening Captain Bream received a telegram from London, which induced him to leave Yarmouth hastily to see a friend, he said, and keep an old-standing engagement. He promised, however, to be back in two or three days at furthest.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Cloud comes over Ruths Hopes, and dims their Brightness.

To prevent the reader supposing that there is any deep-laid scheme or profound mystery with which we mean to torment him during the course of our tale, we may as well say at once that the little plot, which Ruth had in view, and which began to grow quite into a romance the longer she pondered it, was neither more nor less than to bring Captain Bream and Mrs David Bright face to face.

Ruth had what we may style a constructive mind. Give her a few rough materials, and straight-way she would build a castle with them. If she had not enough of material, she immediately invented more, and thus continued her castle-building. Being highly imaginative and romantic, her structures were sometimes amazing edifices, at which orthodox architects might have turned up their noses  and with some reason, too, for poor little Ruths castles were built frequently on bad foundations, and sometimes even in the air, so that they too often fell in splendid ruins at her feet!

It would not be just however, to say that none of Ruths buildings stood firm. Occasionally she built upon a good foundation. Now and then she made a straight shot and hit the mark. For instance, the little edifice of cuffs and comforters to the North Sea trawlers survived, and remains to the present day a monument of usefulness, (which few monuments are), and of well-placed philanthropy. It may not, perhaps, be just to say that Ruth actually laid the foundation  conceived the first idea  of that good work, but she was at all events among the first builders, became an active overseer, and did much of the work with her own hands. Still, as we have said, too many of Ruths castles came to the ground, and the poor thing was so well used to the sight of falling material that she had at last begun to be quite expert in detecting the first symptoms of dissolution, and often regarded them with despairing anxiety. It was so with her when Captain Bream was summoned so suddenly away from Yarmouth.

Eagerly, anxiously, had she planned to get him down to that town for the purpose of confronting him with Mrs David Bright  the reason being that, from various things the captain had said to her at different times, and from various remarks that Mrs Bright had made on sundry occasions, she felt convinced that the North Sea fishermans wife was none other than Captain Breams long-lost sister!

It would be well-nigh impossible, as well as useless, to investigate the process of reasoning and the chain of investigation by which she came to this conclusion, but having once laid the foundation, she began to build on it with her wonted enthusiasm, and with a hopefulness that partial failure could not destroy.

The captains departure, just when she hoped to put the copestone on her little edifice was a severe blow, for it compelled her to shut up her hopes and fears in her own breast, and, being of a sympathetic nature, that was difficult. But Ruth was a wise little woman as well as sympathetic. She had sense enough to know that it might be a tremendous disappointment to Captain Bream, if, after having had his hopes raised, it were discovered that Mrs Bright was not his sister. Ruth had therefore made up her mind not to give the slightest hint to him, or to any one else, about her hopes, until the matter could be settled by bringing the two together, when, of course, they would at once recognise each other.

Although damped somewhat by this unlooked-for interruption to her little schemes, she did not allow her efforts to flag.

I see, she said one day, on entering the theological library, where Jessie, having laid down a worsted cuff which she had been knitting, was deep in Leslies Short and Easy method with the Deists, and Kate, having dropped a worsted comforter, had lost herself in Chalmerss Astronomical Discourses. I see you are both busy, so I wont disturb you. I only looked in to say that Im going out for an hour or two.

We are never too busy, darling, said Jessie, to count your visits an interruption. Would you like us to walk with you?

Nno. Not just now. The fact is, I am going out on a little private expedition, said Ruth, pursing her mouth till it resembled a cherry.

Oh! about that little plot? asked Jessie, laughing. Ruth nodded and joined in the laugh, but would not commit herself in words.

Now, dont work too hard, Kate, she cried with an arch look as she turned to leave.

It is harder work than you suppose, Miss Impudence, said Kate; what with cuffs and contradictions, comforters and confusion, worsted helmets and worse theology, my brain seems to be getting into what the captain calls a sort of semi-theological lop-scowse that quite unfits me for anything. Go away, you naughty girl, and carry out your dark plots, whatever they are.

Ruth ran off laughing, and soon found herself at the door of Mrs Brights humble dwelling.

Now, Mrs Bright, although very fond of her fair young visitor, had begun, as we have seen, to grow rather puzzled and suspicious as to her frequent inquiries into her past history.

You told me, I think, that your maiden name was Bream, said Ruth, after a few remarks about the weather and the prospects of the Short Blue fleet, etcetera.

Yes, Miss Ruth, answered Mrs Bright; but the answer was so short and her tone so peculiar that poor scheming little Ruth was quelled at once. She did not even dare to say another word on the subject nearest her heart at the time, and hastily, if not awkwardly, changed the subject to little Billy.

Here indeed she had touched a theme in regard to which Mrs Bright was always ready to respond.

Ah! he is a good boy, is Billy, she said, an uncommonly good boy  though he is not perfect by any means. And hes a little too fond of fighting. But, after all, its not for its own sake he likes it, dear boy! Its only when theres a good reason for it that he takes to it. Did I ever tell you about his kicking a boy bigger than himself into the sea off the end of the pier?

No, you never told me that.

Well, this is how it was. Theres a small girl named Lilly Brass  a sweet little tot of four years old or thereabouts, and Billys very fond of her. Lilly has a brother named Tommy, whos as full of mischief as an egg is full of meat, and he has a trick of getting on the edge of the pier near where they live, and tryin to walk on it and encouraging Lilly to follow him. The boy had been often warned not to do it, but he didnt mind, and my Billy grew very angry about it.

I dont care about little Brass himself mother, said Billy to me one day; he may tumble in an be drownded if he likes, but Im afeared for little Lilly, for she likes to do what he does.

So, one day Billy saw Tommy Brass at his old tricks, with Lilly looking on, quite delighted, and what did my boy do, think ye? He went up to Brass, who was bigger and older than himself, and gave him such a hearty kick that it sent him right off into the sea. The poor boy could not swim a stroke, and the water was deep, so my Billy, who can swim like a fish, jumped in after him and helped to get him safe ashore. Tommy Brass was none the worse; so, after wringing the water out of his clothes, he went up to Billy and gave him a slap in the face. Billy is not a boastful boy. He does not speak much when hes roused; but he pulled off his coat and gave Brass such a thump on the nose that he knocked him flat on the sand. Up he jumped, however, in a moment and went at Billy furiously, but he had no chance. My boy was too active for him. He jumped a one side, struck out his leg, and let him tumble over it, giving him a punch on the head as he went past that helped to send his nose deeper into the sand. At last he beat him entirely, and then, as he was puttin on his jacket again, he said Tommy Brass, it aint so much on account o that slap you gave me, that Ive licked you, but because you ticed Lilly into danger. And, you mark what I say: every time I catch you walkin on that there pier-edge, or hear of you doin of it, Ill give you a lickin.

Tommy Brass has never walked on that pier-edge since, concluded Mrs Bright, but Im sorry to say that ever since that day Lilly Brass has refused to have a word to say to Billy, and when asked why, she says, cause he sowsed an whacked my brudder Tommy!

Thus did Mrs Bright entertain her visitor with comment and anecdote about Billy until she felt at last constrained to leave without having recovered courage to broach again the subject which had brought her to the fishermans home.

That same afternoon Mrs Bright paid a friendly visit to the wife of her husbands mate.

I cant think whatever Miss Ruth Dotropy is so curious about me for, shes bin at me again, said Mrs Bright to Mrs Davidson, who was busy with her needle on some part of the costume of her blessed babby, which lay, like an angel, in its little crib behind the door.

Praps its all along of her bein so interested in you, replied pretty Mrs Davidson. She asks me many odd questions at times about myself, and my dear Joe, and the babby  though I admit she dont inquire much about my past life.

Well, thats not surprising, said Mrs Bright with a laugh, as she sat down on a stool to have a chat. You see, Maggie, you havent got much of a past life to inquire about, and Joe is such a good man that youve no call to be suspecting anything; but it wasnt always so with my dear David. I wouldnt say it even to you, Maggie, if it wasnt that everybody in Yarmouth knows it  my David drinks hard sometimes, and although I know hes as true as gold to me, an never broke the laws of the land, everybody wont believe that, you know, and the dear man might fall under suspicion.

But you dont suppose, if he did, said Mrs Davidson, with a look of surprise, that Miss Ruth would go about actin the part of a detective, do you?

Well, no, I dont, replied her friend, looking somewhat puzzled. All the same it is mysterious why she should go on as shes bin doin, asking me what my maiden name was, and who my relations were, and if I ever had any brothers, and when and where I first met wi David. But whatever her reasons may be Im resolved that shell get nothing more out of me.

Of course, returned Maggie, you must do as you think right in that matter. All I can say is, I would tell Miss Ruth all that was in my mind without any fear that shed abuse my confidence.

Ah! Maggie, I might say that too if my mind and conscience were as clear as yours. But theyre not. It is true I have long ago brought my sins to Jesus and had them washed away in His precious blood. And I never cease to pray for my dear David, but  but

Dont you fear, Nell, said Mrs Davidson, earnestly, and in a tone of encouragement. Your prayer is sure to be answered.

Oh! Maggie, I try to believe it  indeed I do. But when I see David go down to that  that public-house, and come up the worse o liquor, an sometimes little Billy with him with a cigar in his sweet little mouth an the smell o drink on him, my heart fails me, for you know what an awful snare that drink is, once it gets the upper hand  and

Poor Mrs Bright fairly broke down at this point for a few seconds; and no wonder, for, not even to her most confidential and sympathetic friend could she tell of the terrible change for the worse that came over her husband when the accursed fire-water burned in his veins.

Nell, said Maggie, laying her work in her lap and taking her friends hand. Dont give way like that. God would never ask us to pray for one another, if He didnt mean to answer us. Would He, now?

Thats true, Maggie, thats true, said Mrs Bright, much comforted. I never thought of that before. Youre young, but youre wise, dear. Of course, the good Lord will never mock us, and if theres anything I have asked for of late, it has been the salvation of David and Billy. What was it, Maggie, that made your Joe first turn his thoughts to the Lord?

It was one of his mates. You remember when he sailed wi that good man, Singin Peter? Well, Peter used often to speak to him about his soul to no purpose; but that fine man, Luke Trevor, who also sailed wi Singin Peter at the time, had a long talk with Joe one night, an the Holy Spirit made use of his words, for Joe broke down an gave in. Theyre both wi your David and Billy now, so you may be sure they wont throw away the chance they have of speakin to em.

God grant them success! murmured Mrs Bright, earnestly.

Amen! responded the younger woman. But, Nell, you havent told me yet what you think o the Miss Seawards.

Think? I think that next to Miss Ruth they are the sweetest ladies I ever met, returned Mrs Bright with enthusiasm. They are so modest and humble, that when they are putting themselves about to serve you, they almost make you feel that youre doing them a favour. Dont you remember only last week when they came to see poor Jakes boy that was nearly drowned, and insisted on sitting up with him all night  first one and then the other taking her turn till daylight, because Mrs Jake was dead-drunk and not able for anything.

Remember it? exclaimed Maggie, I should think I does, and the awful way Mrs Jake swore at them afore she rightly understood what was wrong.

Well, did you hear what Mrs Jake said in the afternoon of that same day?

No  except that she was more civil to em, so I was told.

Civil! yes, she was more civil indeed. Shed got quite sober by the afternoon, and the neighbours told her how near the boy was to death, and that the doctor said if it hadnt been for the wise and prompt measures taken by the Miss Seawards before he arrived, he didnt believe the boy would have lived  when they told her that, she said nothing. When the Miss Seawards came back in the afternoon, they tapped so gently at the door that you would have thought they were beggars who expected a scolding, an when Mrs Jake cried out gruffly in her man-like voice, Whos that? they replied as softly as if they had been doing some mischief, May we come in? May you come in? shouted Mrs Jake, so that you might have heard her half way down the street, as she flung the door wide open, may angels from heaven come in? yes, you may come in! an with that she seized the younger one round the neck an fairly hugged her, for you see Mrs Jake has strong feelins, an is very fond of her boy, an then she went flop down on a chair, threw her apron over her head, and howled. I can call it by no other name.

The poor ladies were almost scared, and didnt seem rightly to know how to take it, and Miss Kate  the younger one you know  had her pretty new summer dress awfully crushed by the squeeze, as well as dirtied, for Mrs Jake had been washin, besides cleaning up a bit just before they arrived.

Well, I never! exclaimed Maggie in great admiration. I always thought there was a soft spot in Mrs Jakes heart, if only a body could find it out.

My dear, said Mrs Bright, impressively, theres a soft spot I believe in everybodys heart, though in some hearts its pretty well choked up an overlaid

At that moment a bursting yell from the crib behind the door went straight to the soft spot in Mrs Davidsons heart, and sank deeply into it.

That blessed babby! she cried, leaping up in such haste that her work went into the grate, in which, however, there was happily no fire.

Oh! my darling! youre Joe to the back-bone  though you are a girl  all bounce, an bang, an tenderness!

Seizing the infant in her strong arms she gave it a hug which ought to have produced another yell, but the little one was tough, besides which, she was used to it, and said nothing. The calm did not last long, however. Little Mag, as she was called, felt that her interior somewhere was somehow in want of something, and took the usual way to publish the fact.

After that, conversation became impossible. A storm had burst upon the friends which increased rapidly, so Mrs Bright rose to say good-bye in the midst of a squall which ought to have blown her through the door-way or out at the window into the street. She was not irritated, however. As she left the house followed by the squall, which was soon moderated to a stiffish breeze by distance, the sound called up reminiscences of little Billy, and she smiled as she thought of the unvarying continuity of human affairs  the gush of infant memories, and the squalls of other days.




Chapter Sixteen.

Temptation on the Deep.

Let us return once more to the North Sea.

It was drawing towards the close of another fishing period, and the crew of the Evening Star were beginning to think of the pleasures of their week on shore when, one afternoon, their vessel found herself becalmed near to the Dutch man-trap  the vessel laden with that greatest of the worlds curses  strong drink.

It is usual, we believe, in ordinary warfare, that, on the eve of a great battle, there should be preparations and indications, more or less obvious, of the coming fight; but it is not always so in spiritual warfare. Sometimes the hardest and most important battles of the Great War are fought on unselected ground, the assault having been delivered unexpectedly and when the soul was off its guard, or, perchance, when it was presuming on fancied security, and relying on its own might instead of the strength of the Lord. So it was at this time with David Bright, skipper of the Evening Star.

Who would have thought, as he sat that day on the rail of his little vessel, calmly looking out to the horizon in anticipation of a good fishing-breeze, that the mighty forces of Good and Evil were mustering unseen for a tremendous conflict, on which, perchance, the angels were permitted to look down with interest, and that the battle-field was to be the soul of that rugged fisherman of the North Sea! He knew not, little dreamed of, what was pending; but the Captain of his salvation knew it all.

There was but one entrance to that battle-field  the gate of mans Free-will. Through that portal the powers of darkness must enter if they gained admittance at all. Elsewhere the walls were high as heaven, deeper than hell, for, except at this point, the fortress was impregnable.

Yet, although David Bright knew not the power nor the number of the mighty forces that were marshalling, he was not entirely ignorant of the war that was going on. There had been some skirmishing already, in front of the gate, in which he had come off victorious. The demon Habit had assaulted him more than once, and had pressed him sore; for a terrible thirst  such, it is said, as only confirmed drunkards understand  had more than once tormented him. When the first attack was made, the sturdy fisherman stood quietly on his deck with hands in pockets and eyes on the horizon, looking as if nothing were going on, and he smiled grimly as he muttered to himself rather than to the demon: Lucky for me that I made Billy heave it overboard!

Oh! but, said the demon, you were a weak fool when you did that. Theres the Coper alongside now; go, get another keg. It is cheap, and you can just take a little drop to relieve that desperate craving. Come, now, be a man, and show that you have powers of self-restraint. You have always boasted of the strength of your will, havent you? Show it now.

Ay, an prove the strength of my will, replied David, with another grim smile, by givin in to your will. No, devil! I am a fool, but not quite such a fool as that comes to.

The demon fell back at that and left him.

On the next attack the skipper was worn-out with fatigue and watching. They had had a long spell of dirty weather. Work of the hardest kind  even for a hardy frame  had been done, and there was still work to do, and Davids great physical powers were well-nigh used up. The gear was down, and a stiff nor-west breeze not only drove the smack over the surging waves, but caused her to plunge into them like a wild horse bridled and held back.

You cant hold out much longer at this rate, whispered the demon. Take a drop just by way of a medicine to keep you awake and tide you over this bout; and, by good luck, your man Gunter has some grog left in that bottle he got yesterday from the Coper.

Billy, said David, in a quiet voice, without deigning a reply to his foe, Billy, my lad, you fetch me a pot o coffee or tea  whatevers ready, an let it be hot.

Yes, father, said Billy, hastening smartly to obey, for he had a very slight suspicion of the conflict that was raging, though his conceptions were far, far short of the reality.

The demon received a staggering blow that time, and he slunk away scowling when he noted the gleam of satisfaction on the victors face as he handed back the empty pot to his son.

Warfare! yes, little do those who are dead in trespasses and sins, and those who swim gaily with the current of self-indulgence, know of the ferocious fights, the raging storms, that are going on all round them on battle-grounds which, to all outward appearance, are calm and undisturbed.

But we have said that this was merely skirmishing outside the gate.

It was not till the afternoon referred to at the beginning of this chapter that the grand assault was made.

On that day the skipper of the Evening Star had been subjected to more than ordinary troubles. In the first place, he had brought up a dead man in his net along with the fish  a by no means unknown incident in trawl-fishing experience, for bodies of men who have been washed out of vessels in gales, or drowned in other ways, are sometimes entangled in the gear and brought to the surface. At other times bales and boxes  goods that have been cast away or wrecked  are fished up in this way.

Being in a depressed state of mind, the sight of the dead man made David uncomfortable for a time, but, having thrown the corpse overboard again, he soon forgot it. The next thing that happened was the fishing up of an enormous mass of wreckage, which tore the net almost to pieces, and compelled him to bend on a new one. This was not only a heavy loss of itself, but entailed the loss of the fish that would otherwise have been in the net and poor David Bright, already at zero in his spirits, sank considerably below that point.

But the final disaster was reserved for a later hour. The new net had been shot, and one of the best banks of the fishing-ground had been gone over. The breeze which had carried the fleet along was just beginning to die down when the Admiral made the signal to haul up.

To work they went, therefore  all through the fleet  to hoist in the harvest of the deep.

It was slow and weary work, as well as hard, that hauling in of the great cable with its gear. Between two or three hours they laboured and toiled at it, while the thick veins stood out like cords on the mens necks, and beads of perspiration trickled down their brows.

Its goin to be a big haul, father, said Billy, as the crew stopped for a few moments to rest.

Praps another lump of wreck, replied the skipper, somewhat bitterly.

I hope not, returned Billy, in a cheery voice, resuming his work of passing the warp down below as it came off the capstan.

At last the end of the bridle came inboard, and the fishermen knew that their toil, for that time at least, was drawing to a close. Excitement of a mild type began to arise in the enthusiastic and hopeful among them.

Now, boys, heave away, said Joe Davidson, setting the example.

It seems unwillin to come, dont it, growled Gunter.

Dats cause him full ob fishes, said Zulu; heave away, boys  altogidder!

He strained with all his might. So did the rest of the crew. Round went the capstan, and in a few minutes the great forty-eight feet beam appeared. This was soon hoisted up by means of tackle, and made fast to the side, and then began the hauling in  we might almost say clawing in  of the net, hand over hand, until the cod-end was visible near the surface. It now became evident that a grand haul had indeed been made, and that it had been the mere weight of the fish that had delayed them so long.

Great was the anxiety of course to secure the prize, and energetic the action displayed. Zulu, being the most active and cat-like, was ordered to pass a rope round the net to which a powerful double block was applied.

Haul away now, boys, said the skipper, whose spirits were somewhat revived by the sight.

Soon the great balloon-shaped cod-end with its solid mass of fish rose slowly into the air, and some of the men laid hold to be ready to swing it inboard and deposit it on the deck, when, suddenly, the stout rope that bound the lower end of the bag gave way. The entire mass of fish dropped back into the sea, and sank to the bottom!

For a few seconds dead silence ensued, while the men glanced at the empty cod-end, and at each other. Then a terrible oath burst from John Gunter, and a sort of sigh broke from some of the others, as if words were incapable of expressing their feelings  as, indeed, they were! The skipper was standing by the companion-hatch at the moment with a handspike in his grasp. A deep-toned curse issued from his lips when the fish went down, and he dashed the handspike to the deck with fearful violence.

Once again, at this critical moment, the demon ventured to raise his head.

The Copers close on the port bow! he whispered; go, drown it all in grog, man, and be jolly!

Jolly! How many men have cast away their souls for the sake of what is implied in that little word!

And now, alas! the gate of mans Free-will was creaking on its hinges. No created power above or below could have moved that gate save the power of David Bright himself.

Shove out the boat! shouted the miserable man, with a fierceness of expression and tone that there was no misunderstanding. Poor Billy understood it well enough.

Oh! no, father! Dont do it father! he cried in an entreating voice; but already the little boat was dancing on the waves alongside, with John Gunter in her.

Jump in, Luke, said Joe Davidson, hastily, for he was anxious that at least one trusty man should be of the party.

Luke jumped in at once, and was instantly followed by Billy. The painter was cast off, and they pulled towards the floating grog-shop.

The tempter received them with a hearty salute.

Cheap spirits an cheap baccy! said John Gunter, as he sat on the rail of the Coper drinking the one and smoking the other, thats what I likes, an plenty of both.

Thats so, John, returned David Bright, who sat beside him, and, having already drained several bumpers of the fiery fluid, had quite got over his troubles. You an I are of the same mind, John; nevertheless youre a great sulky-faced humbug for all that!

What dee mean by that? demanded Gunter, who was becoming rapidly drunk and quarrelsome.

What do I mean? why, I mean that youre the best man in the smack, out o sight, an its a rare pity that your mother hasnt got half-a-dozen more like you. If she had Id man the Evening Star with your whole family. Here, give us a hold o your grapplin-iron, old man.

He seized Gunters fist as he spoke, and gave it a shake so hearty and powerful, that he almost hurled that lover of cheap grog and baccy overboard.

Hold on, skipper! growled the fisherman, who was for a moment uncertain whether to return the friendly grasp or fight; but the fierce, wild, contemptuous laugh with which David Bright concluded the speech decided him.

Yyou  youre a jolly good fellow, he stammered; here, fill up again.

The poor skipper filled up again, and again, until his speech began to grow thick and unsteady.

Yesh, continued Gunter, doubling his fist and smiting his knee, I do like sheap grog an sheap baccy, an the Copers the place to get em both. Aint it?

He looked up sharply at the owner of the Coper, who stood in front of him, and who of course assented cheerfully to the question.

Aint it? he repeated still more sharply, turning to Luke Trevor, who sat close to him with a grave, anxious look. Why dont you drink? he added.

Because I dont want to, returned Luke, quietly.

Ddodont want to, returned Gunter, angrily  for it takes little to make some drunk men angry You dont want to spend your money, you young miser  thats what you mmean. An yet its sheap enough, Im sure. Youll not git anything in the fleet so sheap as you will in the Coper.

There you are wrong, returned Luke, decidedly. Youll get things cheaper aboard the mission-ship, for theyll give you physic, an books, an good advice, and help as far as they can, all for nothing  which is cheaper than the Copers wares.

Right you are, Luke. Pitch into him, cried David Bright who was fast drinking himself into a state of madness.

Father, whispered Billy, with an anxious look, dont you think youve had enough?

The reply to this was a tremendous cuff on the ear which sent the poor boy staggering backwards, so that he nearly fell. Recovering himself he retired behind the Copers boat and tried to crush down the sobs that rose in his throat. He was to some extent successful, but a few tears that could not be restrained hopped over his sunburnt cheeks.

It was not pain, nor even the indignity, that drew forth those tears and choking sobs, but the thought that the father he was so fond of had dealt the blow.

Meanwhile Luke Trevor, who felt that matters had reached a dangerous point, rose and went to the place where the boats painter had been tied. David Bright was sitting close to the spot.

Dont you think it is time we were going, skipper? he said, respectfully, as he laid his hand on the rope.

No, I dont, replied the skipper, sharply. Leave go that rope.

Luke hesitated. Instantly the enraged skipper leaped up and struck him a blow on the chest which knocked him down. At the same moment, observing that Gunter looked on with a leer of drunken amusement, he transferred his wrath to him, flung the remains of the spirits he had been drinking in the mans face, and made a rush at him. Fortunately Gunter, who had risen, staggered and fell, so that the skipper missed his aim and tumbled over him. In a moment Gunter had regained his feet and prepared for combat, but his adversarys head had struck on the side of the vessel, and he lay stunned and helpless on the deck.

Luke, who had recovered almost immediately, now assisted Gunter and Billy to raise the prostrate man. It was not an easy matter to handle one whose frame was so heavy, but with the assistance of the owner of the Coper they managed it.

Its only a slight cut, said Billy, looking anxiously round at Trevor.

Ay, lad, it aint the cut or the blow as keeps him down, but the grog. Come, we must git him aboard sharp. Haul up the boat Gunter, while I stop the leak in his skull.

With a kerchief, Luke soon bound up the slight wound that the wretched man had received, and then they tried to rouse him, but the effort was in vain. David did indeed recover sufficient intelligence to be able to bellow once or twice for more grog, but he could not be brought to the condition of helping himself in any way.

Whatll we do, Luke? asked Billy, in a tone and with a look of deep distress, as the huge form of his father lay, a scarcely animate mass, on the deck at his feet. We must get him aboard somehow.

Never fear, Billy, my boy, said Luke, cheerfully, well get him aboard somehow. Its not the first time Ive had to do it. Come along, Gunter, lend a hand.

Not I! said Gunter, with a drunken swagger. Im not goin for an hour or more.

Oh yes, you are, returned Luke, dipping one of the Copers buckets over the side and pulling it up full of water.

No, I aint. Wholl make me?

I will, said Luke, and he sent the contents of the bucket straight into his comrades face.

Hooray! shouted Billy, convulsed at once with delight and surprise at the suddenness of the act to say nothing of its violence. Give it im, Luke  polish im off!

Luke did not however, take the pugnacious boys advice; instead of awaiting the attack of the enraged Gunter, he ran laughing round the capstan and defied him to catch him. Gunter soon found, after bruising his shins and elbows, and stumbling over ropes, etcetera, that the effort was hopeless, and gave it up.

But Ill pay you off wen I gits a hold of ee, Luke. You make sure o that, he growled as he gave up the chase.

All right, Gunter; Ill give you a chance to-morrow, lad, if youll only bear a hand wi the skipper just now.

Without another word Gunter, who was somewhat sobered by the cold bath, went to where the skipper lay, and attempted to raise him. Being joined by the others the skipper was rolled to the side of the vessel, and then lifted in a half-sitting position on to the rail, where he was held in the grasp of Gunter and the Copers skipper, while Luke and Billy, jumping into the boat, hauled it close under the spot.

There was what Billy called a nasty jobble of a sea on, so that many difficulties met in the job they had in hand. These may be best stated by the actors themselves.

Now then, boy, haul up a bit  ever so little, there; too much; ease off a bit. Hold on!

All right Luke, but she pitches about so, that a feller cant hit the exact spot.

Look out now, Gunter, said Luke; let im go so as hell come plump into my arms. Not too soon, else youll stand a chance o sendin us both through the bottom of the boat.

No, nor yet too late, cried the anxious Billy, else hell go flop into the sea!

It was nervous work, for if he should go flop into the sea he would have been certain to go down like a stone.

One or two attempts were made. The boat, rising up from a hollow in the sea to a height of several feet, surged close to where the men with their drunken burden stood.

Look out! cried Luke, with arms extended and ten fingers in a claw-like position.

Now then, growled Gunter.

But the treacherous wave fell short, and David Bright was on the point of being dropt into the sea when his friends fingers clawed him back to safety.

Better make fast a rope to him, suggested Billy, in breathless anxiety.

The skipper of the Coper acted on the advice at once, and made the end of a rope fast round Brights waist.

Again the boat rose, surged seaward, then swooped towards the Coper, against which it would have been dashed but for the strong arms of Luke. It rose so high that the drunk man was for a moment on a level with the gunwale. It was too good a chance to be missed.

Shove! roared Gunter.

Over went the skipper into the arms of Luke, who lost his balance, and both rolled into the bottom of the boat as it sank into the succeeding hollow.

The danger being past, poor Billy signalised the event, and at the same time relieved his feelings, with a lusty cheer.

In a very short time Joe Davidson steered the Evening Star close to their tossing boat. Billy stood ready with the painter, and the instant the sides touched, he was over the rail like a monkey and made fast.

The taking of the drunk man out of the boat was by no means so difficult as getting him into it had been. Joe, Luke, Spivin, and Zulu, as well as Billy, leaned over the side of the smack, with their ten arms extended and their fifty fingers curled like crabs claws or grappling-irons, ready to hook on and hold on. David Brights extended and helpless form was held in position by Gunter. When it came within reach the fifty fingers closed; the boat surged away, and David was safe, though still held in suspense over the deep.

But that was only for a moment. A good heave placed him on the vessels rail, and another laid him on the deck.

Brought on board his own smack like a dead pig! muttered Gunter, whose anger at the skipper rekindled when he saw him once more in safety.

Hes fifty times better than you, even as he lies, you surly old grampus, cried Billy, with flushed cheeks and flashing eyes.

Come, Billy, said Joe Davidson, kindly, lend a hand, boy, to carry him below. Its a sad break-down, but remember  hes not past redemption. Come.

Four of the fishermen raised the skipper in their strong arms, and conveyed him to his own bunk, where they left him to sleep off the effects of his debauch.




Chapter Seventeen.

Converse in the Cabin  The Tempter again  An Accident.

One night, some days after the incident just recorded, the Evening Star shot her gear, in obedience to orders, on the port hand, and proceeded, with the rest of the fleet, to give a pressing invitation to those fish which inhabited that particular shoal in the North Sea known to fishermen by the name of Skimlico. The name, when properly spelt, runs thus: Schiermonik-oog. But our fishermen, with a happy disregard of orthography, and, perhaps, with an eye to that brevity which is said to be the soul of wit, prefer to call it Skimlico.

When the gear was down the men retired to their little cabin to refresh themselves with a meal and a pipe.

The skipper, who had recovered neither his spirits nor his self-respect since his recent fall, preferred to remain on deck. Billy, who had never lost either, joined the revellers below  with all the more satisfaction that Evan, the rescued mate of the Sparrow, was with them.

Out o the road, Zulu, cried Ned Spivin, pushing the cook aside, and sitting down close to the fire, Ill have a bit o fish.

He stuck on the end of his knife a piece of sole, out of which the life had barely departed, and held it up before the fire to roast.

Hand me a mug o tea, an a biscuit, Zulu, said Joe Davidson; fill it up, boy. I like good measure.

Are them taters ready? asked Luke Trevor. An the plum-duff? You havent got any for us to-day, have ee?

Shut up! cried Zulu. How many hands you tink Ive got?

Eight at the very least, said Spivin, an I can prove it.

How you do dat? asked Zulu, opening up his great eyes.

Easy. Hold out your paws. Isnt that one hand? (pointing to his left.)

Yes.

An doesnt that make two hands? (pointing to his right.)

Yes.

Well, aint one hand and two hands equal to three hands, you booby? an dont you know that monkeys have hands instead o feet? So as youre a monkey, thats six hands. And havent you a handsome face, an a handsome figgur, which is eight, you grampus! Come, use one o your many hands an pass the biscuits.

Sartinly! said Zulu, at once kicking a small bit of biscuit which Spivin still held in his hand to the other end of the cabin, where it fell into the lap of Trevor, who thanked Zulu kindly, and ate it up.

Oh! forgib me, massa, cried Zulu, in mock repentance. Is nebber nebber do it again! But you know you ax me to use one o my hands to pass de biskit. Well, I bey orders. I use im, an pass de biskit on to Luke.

Come, Ned, Zulus more than a match for you there. Let him alone, cried Joe Davidson, and dont be so stingy with your sugar, Zulu. Here, fill up again.

The conversation at this point became what is sometimes styled general, but was interrupted now and then, as one and another of the men dropped into the anecdotal tone, and thus secured undivided attention for a longer or shorter space according to his powers in story-telling.

What a appetite youve got, Luke, said Joe, as he helped his comrade to a second large plateful of salt beef, potatoes, and duff.

Hold on, Joe! Ive a pretty fair appetite, but am not quite up to that.

Nonsense, Luke, youve only got to try. A man has no notion what e can do till e tries.

Ah, thats true, said Ned Spivin, checking a lump of salt beef on the end of his clasp-knife half way to his mouth; did I ever tell ee, lads, that little hanecdote about a man we called Glutton, he was such an awful eater?

No, never heard on it, said several voices.

Well, then, this is ow it was, said Spivin, clearing his voice. You must know, I was once in Callyforny, where all the goold comes from. Me an most o my mates had runned away from our ship to the diggins, you see, which of course none on us would have thought of doin  oh dear no  if it hadnt bin that the skipper runned away too; so it was no use for us to stop behind, dee see? Well, we was diggin one day, in a place where there was a lot o red Injins  not steam engines, you know, but the sort o niggers what lives out there. One o them Injins was named Glutton  he was such an awful eater  and one o my mates, whose name was Samson, bet a bag o goold-dust, that hed make the glutton eat till he busted. Im afeard that Samson was groggy at the time. Howiver, we took him up, an invited Glutton to a feast next day. He was a great thin savage, over six futt high, with plenty breadth of beam about the shoulders, and a mouth that seemed made a purpus for shovellin wittles into. We laid in lots of grub because we was all more or less given to feedin  an some of us not bad hands at it. Before we began the feast Samson, who seemed to be repentin of his bet, took us a-one side an says, Now mind, says he, I cant say exactly how hell bust, or when hell bust, or what sort of a bust hell make of it. Oh, never mind that, says we, laughin. We wont be par-tickler how he does it. If he busts at all, in any fashion, well be satisfied, and admit that youve won.

Well, we went to work, an the way that Injin went in for grub was quite awful. You wouldnt have believed it if youd seen it.

Praps not, said Zulu, with a grin.

An when wed all finished we sat glarin at him, some of us half believin that hed really go off, but he took no notice. On he went until hed finished a small leg o pork, two wild-ducks, six plover, eight mugs o tea, an fifteen hard-boiled eggs. But there was no sign o bustin. Glutton was as slim to look at as before he began. At this pint Samson got up an went out o the hut. In a minute or so he came back with a bark basket quite shallow, but about fourteen inches square, an full of all kinds of eggs  for the wild-birds was breedin at the time. Whats that for? says we. For Glutton, when hes ready for em, says he. Theres six dozen here, an if that dont do it, Ive got another basket ready outside. With that he sets the basket down in front o the Injin, who just gave a glance at it over a goose drumstick he was tearin away at. Well, Samson turned round to sit down in his place again, when somethin or other caught hold of his foot tripped him up, an down he sat squash! into the basket of eggs. You niver did see sich a mess! There was sich a lot, an Samson was so heavy, that the yolks squirted up all round him, an a lot of it went slap into some of our faces. For one moment we sat glarin, we was so took by surprise, and Glutton was so tickled that he gave a great roar of laughter, an swayed himself from side to side, an fore an aft like a Dutchman in a cross sea. Of course we joined him. We couldnt help it, but we was brought up in the middle by Samson sayin, while he scraped himself, Well, boys, Ive won. Won! says I, how so? He aint busted yet. Hasnt he? cried Samson. Hasnt he gone on eatin till he busted out larfin? We was real mad at im, for a course that wasnt the kind o bustin we meant; and the end of it was, that we spent the most o that night disputin the pint whether Samson had lost or won. We continued the dispute every night for a month, an sometimes had a free fight over it by way of a change, but I dont think it was ever settled. Leastways it wasnt up to the time when I left the country.

Here, Zulu, hand me a mug o tea, said Billy Bright; the biggest one youve got.

Whats make you turn so greedy? asked Zulu.

Its not greed, returned Billy, but Neds little story is so hard an tough, that I cant get it down dry.

I should think not. It would take the Glutton himself to swallow it with a bucket of tea to wash it down, said Luke Trevor.

At this point the conversation was interrupted by an order from the skipper to go on deck and jibe the smack, an operation which it would be difficult, as well as unprofitable, to explain to landsmen. When it was completed the men returned to the little cabin, where conversation was resumed.

Wholl spin us a yarn now, something more believable than the last? asked Billy, as they began to refill pipes.

Do it yourself, boy, said Joe.

Not I. Never was a good hand at it, returned Billy, but I know that the mate o the Sparrow there can spin a good yarn. Come, Evan, tell us about that dead man what came up to point out his own murderer.

Im not sure, said Evan, that the story is a true one, though theres truth at the bottom of it, for we all know well enough that we sometimes pick up a corpse in our nets.

Know it! exclaimed Joe, I should think we do. Why, its not so long ago that I picked one up myself. But what were ye goin to say, mate?

I was goin to say that this yarn tells of what happened long before you an me was born; so we cant be wery sure on it you know.

Why not? interrupted Ned Spivin. The battle o Trafalgar happened long before you an me was born; so did the battle o Waterloo, yet were sure enough about them, aint we?

Right you are, Ned, returned Evan; it would be a bad look-out for the world if we couldnt believe or prove the truth of things that happened before we was born!

Come, shut up your argiments, growled Gunter, an let Evan go on wi his yarn.

Well, as I was a-goin to say, resumed Evan, the story may or may not be true, but its possible, an it was told to me when I was a boy by the old fisherman as said he saw the dead man his-self. One stormy night the fleet was out  for you must know the fishin was carried on in the old days in the same way pretty much, though they hadnt steamers to help em like we has now. They was goin along close-hauled, with a heavy sea on, not far, it must have been, from the Silver Pits  though they wasnt discovered at that time.

We may interrupt Evan here, to explain that the Silver Pits is a name given to a particular part of the North Sea which is frequented by immense numbers of soles. The man who by chance discovered the spot kept his secret, it is said, long enough to enable him to make a considerable amount of money. It was observed, however, that he was in the habit of falling behind the fleet frequently, and turning up with splendid hauls of prime fish. This led to the discovery of his haunt, and the spot named the Silver Pits, is still a prolific fishing-ground.

Well, continued Evan, there was a sort of half furriner aboard. He wasnt a reglar fisherman  never served his apprenticeship to it, you know,  an was named Zola. The skipper, whose name was John Dewks, couldnt abide him, an they often used to quarrel, specially when they was in liquor. There was nobody on deck that night except the skipper and Zola, but my old friend  Dawson was his name  was in his bunk lyin wide awake. He heard that Zola an the skipper was disputin about somethin, but couldnt make out what was said  only he knowd they was both very angry. At last he heard the skipper say sharply Ha! would you dare?

Yes, I vill dare, cries Zola, in his broken English, I vill cut your throat. With that there seemed to be a kind of scuffle. Then there was a loud cry, and Dawson with the other men rushed on deck.

Oh! cried Zola, lookin wild, de skipper! him fall into de sea! Quick, out wid de boat!

Some ran to the boat but the mate stopped em. Its no use, boys. She couldnt live in such a sea, an our poor skipper is fathoms down by this time. It would only sacrifice more lives to try. This was true, Dawson said, for the night was as dark as pitch, an a heavy sea on.

Dawson went to the man an whispered in his ear. You know you are lying, Zola; you cut the skippers throat.

No, I didnt; he felled overboard, answered the man in such an earnest tone that Dawsons opinion was shook. But next day when they was at breakfast, he noticed that the point of Zolas clasp-knife was broken off.

Hallo! Zola, says he, whats broke the point of your knife?

The man was much confused, but replied quickly enough that he broke it when cleaning fish  it had dropped on the deck an broke.

This brought back all Dawsons suspicion, but as he could prove nothing he thought it best to hold his tongue. That afternoon, however, it fell calm, an they found themselves close aboard of one of the smacks which had sailed astern of them on the port quarter durin the night. She appeared to be signallin, so the mate hove-to till he came up.

Weve got the body o your skipper aboard, they said, when near enough to hail.

Dawson looked at Zola. His lips were compressed, and he was very stern, but said nothin. Nobody spoke except the mate, who told them to shove out the boat and fetch the body. This was done, and it was found that the poor man had been wounded in the breast. Murdered! the men whispered, as they looked at Zola.

Why you looks at me so? he says, fiercely; skipper falls over an sink; git among wrecks at de bottom, an a nail scratch him.

Nobody answered, but when the corpse was put down in the hold the mate examined it and found the broken point of Zolas knife stickin in the breast-bone.

That night at supper, while they were all eatin an talkin in low tones, the mate said in an easy off-hand tone, Hand me your knife, Zola, for a moment. Now, his askin that was so natural-like that the man at once did what he was asked, though next moment he saw the mistake. His greatest mistake, however, was that he did not fling the knife away when he found it was broken; but they do say that murder will out. The mate at once fitted the point to the broken knife. Zola leaped up and tried to snatch another knife from one o the men, but they was too quick for him. He was seized, and his hands tied, and they were leadin him along the deck to put him in the hold when he burst from them and jumped overboard. They hove-to at once, an out with the boat, but never saw Zola again; he must have gone down like a stone.

That was a terrible end, said Joe, and him all unprepared to die.

True, Joe, but are we all prepared to die? rejoined Evan, looking around, earnestly. It is said that theres a day comin when the sea shall give up all its dead, and the secrets of men, whatever they are, shall be revealed.

From this point Evan, whose earnest spirit was always hungering after the souls of men, led the conversation to religious subjects, and got his audience into a serious, attentive state of mind.

We have said that David Bright had remained that light on deck, but he did not on that account lose all that went on in the little cabin. He heard indeed the light conversation and chaff of the earlier part of the night but paid no heed to it. When, however, Evan began the foregoing anecdote, his attention was aroused, and as the speaker sat close to the foot of the companion every word he uttered was audible on deck.

At the time, our fallen skipper was giving way to despair. He had been so thoroughly determined to give up drink; had been so confident of the power of his really strong will, and had begun the struggle so well and also continued for a time so successfully, that this fall had quite overwhelmed him. It was such a thorough fall, too, accompanied by such violence to his poor boy and to one of his best men, that he had no heart for another effort. And once again the demon tempter came to him, as he stood alone there, and helpless on the deserted deck. A faint gleam of light, shooting up the companion, illuminated his pale but stern features which had an unusual expression on them, but no eye was there to look upon those features, save the all-searching Eye of God.

It was soon over with him! he muttered, as he listened to Evan telling of Zolas leap into the sea. An a good riddance to myself as well as to the world it would be if I followed his example. I could drop quietly over, an theyd never find it out till  but

Come, dont hesitate, whispered the demon. I thought you were a man once, but now you seem to be a coward after all!

It was at this critical point that Evan, the mate of the Sparrow, all ignorant of the eager listener overhead, began to urge repentance on his unbelieving comrades, and pointed to the Crucified One  showing that no sinner was beyond hope, that Peter had denied his Master with oaths and curses, and that even the thief on the cross had life enough left for a saving look.

We have nothing to do, lads, only to submit, he said, earnestly.

Nothing to do! thought David Bright in surprise, not unmingled with contempt as he thought of the terrible fight he had gone through before his fall.

Nothing to do! exclaimed John Gunter in the cabin, echoing, as it were, the skippers thought, with much of his surprise and much more of his contempt. Why, mate, I thought that you religious folk felt bound to pray, an sing, an preach, an work!

No, lad  no  not for salvation, returned Evan; we have only to accept salvation  to cease from refusing it and scorning it. After we have got it from and in Jesus, we will pray, and sing, and work, ay, an preach too, if we can, for the love of the Master who loved us and gave Himself for us.

Light began to break in on the dark mind of David Bright, as he listened to these words, and earnestly did he ponder them, long after the speaker and the rest of the crew had turned in.

Daylight began to flow softly over the sea, like a mellow influence from the better land, when the net was hauled.

Soon the light intensified and showed the rest of the fleet floating around in all directions, and busily engaged in the same work  two of the nearest vessels being the mission smack and that of Singing Peter. Ere long the fish were cleaned, packed, put on board the steamer and off to market. By that time a dead calm prevailed, compelling the fishermen to take things easy.

Billy, said David Bright, fetch me that bit of wood and a hatchet.

Billy obeyed.

Now then, lets see how well youll cut that down to the size o this trunk  to fit on where that bit has bin tore off.

The skipper was seated on a pile of boxes; he flung his left hand with a careless swing on the fish-box on which Billy was about to cut the piece of wood, and pointed to the trunk which needed repair. Billy raised the axe and brought it down with the precision and vigour peculiar to him. Instead of slicing off a lamp of wood, however, the hatchet struck a hard knot, glanced off, and came down on his fathers open palm, into which it cut deeply.

Oh! father, exclaimed the poor boy, dropping the axe and standing as if petrified with horror as the blood spouted from the gaping wound, flowed over the fish-box, and bespattered the deck.

He could say no more.

Shove out the boat, boys, said the skipper promptly, as he shut up the wounded hand and bound it tightly in that position with his pocket-handkerchief to stop the bleeding.

Joe Davidson, who had seen the accident, and at once understood what was wanted, sprang to the boat at the same moment with Luke and Spivin. A good heave, at the tackle; a hearty shove with strong shoulders, and the stern was over the rail. Another shove and it was in the sea.

Lucky we are so close to her, said Joe, as he jumped into the boat followed by Luke and Gunter.

Lucky indeed, responded Luke.

Somehow David Bright managed to roll or jump or scramble into his boat as smartly with one hand as with two. It is a rare school out there on the North Sea for the practice of free-hand gymnastics!

Bear away for the mission smack, Joe.

No need to give Joe that order. Ere the words had well passed the skippers lips he and Luke Trevor were bending their powerful backs, and, with little Billy at the steering oar, the boat of the Evening Star went bounding over the waves towards the fishermans floating refuge for wounded bodies and souls.




Chapter Eighteen.

A Day of Calm followed by a Night of Storm.

A fine-toned manly voice was heard, as the boat approached the mission smack, singing one of the popular hymns which are now pretty well-known throughout the fishing fleets.

No mistaking that voice, said David Bright turning an amused look on Billy; Singin Peter wont knock off till hes under the sod or under the sea.

Then hell never knock off at all, returned Billy, for Luke there has bin tellin me that we only begin to sing rightly a song of praise that will never end when we git into the next world.

That depends, lad, on whether we goes up or down.

Well, I spose it does. But tell me, daddy, aint the hand very bad? Im so awful sorry, you know.

It might ha bin worse, Billy, but dont you take on so, my boy. Well be all right an ship-shape when we gets it spliced or fixed up somehow, on board the mission-ship.

The hand was not however, so easily fixed up as David Bright seemed to expect.

Come down an lets have a look at it, David, said the skipper, when the vessels deck was gained.

By that time Singing Peter had stopped his tune, or, rather, he had changed it into a note of earnest sympathy, for he was a very tender-hearted man, and on terms of warm friendship with the master of the Evening Star.

Its a bad cut, said Peter, when the gaping gash in the poor mans palm was laid bare, and the blood began to flow afresh. Well have to try a little o the surgeons business here. You can take a stitch in human flesh I daresay, skipper? If you cant, Ill try.

The mission skipper was, however, equal to the occasion. He sponged the wound clean; put a couple of stitches in it with sailor-like neatness  whether with surgeon-like exactness we cannot tell  drew the edges of the wound still more closely together by means of strips of sticking plaster; applied lint and bandages, and, finally, did up our skippers fist in a manner that seemed quite artistic to the observant men around him.

A regular boxin-glove, exclaimed David, hitting the operator a gentle tap on the nose with it.

Thank ee, friend, said the amateur surgeon, as he proceeded to re-stow his materials in the medicine chest; you know that the Fishermens Mission never asks a rap for its services, but neither does it expect to receive a rap without asking. Come, David, you mustnt flourish it about like that. We all know youre a plucky fellow, but itll never splice properly if you go on so.

Hold on, Mr Missionary! cried Gunter, as the lid of the chest was being closed, dont shut up yet. I wants some o your doctors stuff.

All right my hearty! What do you want?

He wants a pair o eye-glasses, cried Billy, whose heart was comforted, and whose spirits were raised by the success of the operation on his fathers hand; you see hes so short-sighted that he cant see no good in nobody but his-self.

Shut up, you young catfish! See here, said Gunter, stretching out his wrists, which were red and much swollen.

Oh! I can give you something for that; so saying the skipper supplied the fisherman with a little ointment, and then, going to a cupboard, produced a pair of worsted cuffs. You rub em well with that first, he said, an then wear the cuffs.

Hell want more cuffs than that, said Billy.

I think not my boy, said the skipper, with a benignant look, as he stooped to lock the chest. When these are worn-out he can have more.

Well, if youd take my advice, returned Billy, youd give him another pair. A cuff on each side of his head would do him a world of good.

Gunter turned sharply to make a grasp at his young tormentor, but the lad had taken care to have the cabin table between them, and at once sprang laughing up the companion.

Hes a smart boy, that, remarked the mission skipper.

Rather too smart, growled Gunter, as he pocketed his salve and cuffs, and went on deck.

Smart enough! remarked David Bright with a low chuckle of satisfaction.

Come now, said the Missionary, youll stop and have some coffee or cocoa with us. You cant work wi that hand, you know. Besides, therell be no fishin till this calms over. So we mean to have a little meetin in the afternoon. Were in luck too, just now, he added in a lower voice, for weve got a real parson aboard. Thats him talkin to my mate. Hes here on a visit  partly for his health, I believe  a regular clergyman of the Church of England and a splendid preacher, let me tell you. Youll stop, now, wont you?

David Brights countenance grew sad. The memory of his recent failure and fall came over him.

Whats the use o me attendin your meetins? he said, almost angrily; my souls past recovery, for I dont believe in your prayin an psalm-singin.

You trusted me freely wi your hand, David, though Im no surgeon. Why wont you trust me a little wi your soul, though Im no parson  especially as it seems to be in a very bad way by your own account? Have a talk wi the parson. Hes got such a way with him that hes sure to do you good.

It was not so much the words thus spoken as the grave, kind, sensible tones and looks which accompanied them, that won the despairing fisherman.

Well, Ill stop, he said, with a short laugh; the cocoa may do me good, even though the meetin dont.

Now youre becoming soft and unmanly  a regular old wife, whispered the demon, who had watched him anxiously throughout the whole morning.

The boats alongside, father, Billy called out, at that moment down the open skylight.

Thats right, replied the father in a strong hearty voice. You go aboard wi the rest, my boy, an come back in the arternoon when you see em hoist the mission-flag. Im goin to stop aboard, an well all attend the meetin together. An look you, Billy, fetch my Noo Testament with ee  the one your mother gave me.

Praise the Lord for these words! said the mission skipper.

He did not say it very loud, for he was not by nature a demonstrative man; neither did he whisper it, for he was not ashamed to thank his God for mercies received.

At the same moment the demon fled away for that time  according to the true word, Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.

David Bright did not talk much that afternoon. His injured hand gave him considerable pain, but it was not that which silenced him. Thoughts too deep for utterance were passing through his brain. It was the turning-point of his life; and, while his mind was busy with the great issues that must be faced sooner or later by all mankind, he listened with mingled surprise, hope, fear, and pleasure, to the free and hearty converse of the godly crew of the gospel-ship, as they discoursed pleasantly, now of the homes in Yarmouth or Gorleston, now of the home above; or sang, with stentorian voices, some of the lively hymns that are happily current in the present day, or prayed in the ungrammatical language, and with the intense fervour, of untutored but thoroughly earnest men.

They thought that David was suffering from his injury, and wisely let him alone, though they occasionally gave him a cheering word, and frequently plied him with hot cocoa, which he preferred much, he said, to coffee.

This may seem to some a rather incongruous way of presenting religious and secular things. It may be so, but we are not careful to preserve congruity, or to dilute our dish to please the palate of the fastidious. This world is full of incongruities, and we are endeavouring to present that portion of it now under consideration as it actually is at the present time.

The heartiest, the most genial, and perhaps the noisiest fisherman there that day was the man whom we have referred to more than once as Singing Peter. It seemed as if he were intoxicated with joy, and could not refrain from bursting into song in praise of Redeeming Love. But Peter was by no means exclusive in his ideas. He could descend to the simple matters of this life when needful. Like David Bright he was a temporary visitor to the mission-ship, and waited for the afternoon meeting. Peter possessed:

A heart at leisure from itself,

To soothe and sympathise,

and found time to have a private talk with David, whom he drew out so tenderly, yet powerfully, that he wormed from him the whole story of his spiritual as well as spirituous warfare. He even got him down into the cabin alone, and, when there, proposed that they should pray together. To this David at once agreed, and the good man prayed with such simple fervour that David found himself ere long weeping like a child. That the prayer of Singing Peter was in harmony with his spirit was evident from the deep Amen! which he uttered at its conclusion.

Many a time, Peter, he said, grasping his friends hand, as they rose from their knees, many a time has my face bin washed wi salt water from the sea, but its not often bin dabbled wi salt water from my eyes!

In the afternoon the weather became unusually sultry, and as the calm continued, many of the fishing-smacks closed by imperceptible degrees around the mission-ship, whose flag flying at the mizzen told that the worship of God was soon to begin. Several of the other smacks also flew Bethel-flags. These belonged to the whole-hearted ones who had fairly and boldly come out on the Lords side. Others drew near, although they did not fly the flag. Some of these belonged to the half-hearted, who wanted medicines or books, and were rather indifferent about the meeting, though willing enough, perhaps, to remain to it.

One way or another there was soon a long tail of boats floating astern of the gospel-ship, and a goodly congregation on her deck. Her skipper was very busy. Books were being actively exchanged. One or two men wanted to sign the pledge. Salves, and plasters, and pills, were slightly in demand, for even North Sea fishermen, tough though they be, are subject to physical disturbance.

At last the hour arrived, and the heavy-booted, rough-jacketed, sou-westered, burly congregation adjourned to the hold, where, appropriately seated on fish-trunks, they opened their hymn-books and began to sing.

They had a harmonium  provided, of course, by the Mission  and it chanced that the mission skipper had music enough in him to play a simple accompaniment on it, but the strong-lunged congregation drowned it out in the first five minutes.

Then the invalid clergyman stood up and prayed, and read a chapter of Gods Word, after which he preached  ay, preached in a way that drew tears from some, and hearty exclamations of thankfulness from others. It was not the power of rhetoric or of eloquence though he possessed both, so much as that mighty power which consists in being thoroughly and intensely earnest in what one says, and in using a natural, conversational tone.

There were more signings of the temperance pledge after the service, and one or two whose minds had been wavering before, now came forward and offered to purchase Bethel-flags. Others wanted to purchase Testaments, prayer-books, and gospel compasses  the latter being the invention of an ingenious Christian. It consisted of a mariners compass drawn on card-board, with appropriate texts of Gods Word printed on the various points. The same ingenious gentleman has more recently constructed a spiritual chart so to speak, on which are presented to the eye the various shoals, and quicksands, and rocks of sin, and danger, and temptation, that beset the Christian pilgrim, as well as the streams, rivers, and channels, that conduct him from the regions of Darkness into the realms of Light.

All this took up so much time that it was getting dark when our fishermen began to go over the side, and proceed to their several vessels.

Soon after that the aspect of nature entirely changed. The sultry calm gave place to a fast increasing breeze, which raised white crests on the darkening waves.

A dirty night were going to have of it, remarked David Bright to Singing Peter, as he got into his tossing boat with some difficulty.

Its all in the Masters hands, replied Peter, looking up with a glad expression on his weatherworn face. With these words he left the mission smack and returned to his own vessel.

The fishermen of the North Sea had cause to remember that night, for one of the worst gales of the season burst upon them. Fishing was impossible. It was all that they could do to weather the gale. Sails were split and torn, rigging was damaged, and spars were sprung or carried away. The wind howled as if millions of wicked spirits were yelling in the blast. The sea rose in wild commotion, tossing the little smacks as if they had been corks, and causing the straining timbers to groan and creak. Many a deck was washed that night from stem to stern, and when grey morning broke cold and dreary over the foaming sea, not a few flags, half-mast high, told that some souls had gone to their account. Disaster had also befallen many of the smacks. While some were greatly damaged, a few were lost entirely with all their crews.

Singing Peters vessel was among the lost. The brightening day revealed the fact that the well-known craft had disappeared. It had sunk with all hands, and the genial fishermans strong and tuneful voice had ceased for ever to reverberate over the North Sea in order that it might for ever raise a louder and still more tuneful strain of deep-toned happiness among the harmonies of heaven.




Chapter Nineteen.

Ruth finds that everything seems to go against her.

Anxiously did Ruth Dotropy await the return of Captain Bream to Yarmouth, and patiently did she refrain, in the meantime, from questioning Mrs Bright as to her history before marriage, for that good womans objection to be so questioned was quite sufficient to check her sensitive spirit. But poor Ruths enthusiastic hopes were doomed to disappointment at that time, for, only a few days after the captains departure, she received a letter from him, part of which ran as follows:  

Dear Miss Ruth,  I am exceedingly sorry and almost ashamed, to be obliged to say that I am unable to return to Yarmouth for some weeks at least. The fact is that I have for a long time been engaged in a piece of business  a sort of search  which has caused me much anxiety and frequent disappointment. My lawyer, however, now thinks he has hit on the right clue, so that I have good hope of being successful. In the meantime will you do your best to comfort the Miss Seawards in my absence, and explain to them that nothing but necessity could make me leave them in the lurch in this fashion, etcetera.

How very provoking! exclaimed Ruth, with a pretty little frown on her innocent face after reading the letter to her stately mother.

Why provoking, dear? asked Mrs Dotropy. Surely we can enjoy the fine air of Yarmouth without Captain Bream, and although the dear Miss Seawards are very fond of him, they will not pine or lose their health because of his absence for a short time. Besides, have they not that wonderful theological library to divert them?

Yes, mother  its not that, but I was so anxious to find out

She stopped short.

Find out what, child?

Well now, mother, I can not keep it from you any longer. I will tell you my little secret if you promise not to reveal it to any living soul.

How absurd you are, Ruth! Do you suppose that I shall go about the streets proclaiming your secret, whatever it is, to Tom, Dick, and Harry, even if it were worth telling, much less when it is probably not worth remembering? Of course I might let it slip, you know, by accident and when a thing slips there is no possibility of recovery, as I said once to your dear father that time when he slipped off the end of the pier into the water and had to be fished up by the waist-band of his trousers with grappling-irons, I think they called them  at all events they were very dangerous-looking things, and Ive often argued with him  though I hate argument  that they might have gone into his body and killed him, yet he would insist that, being blunt, the thing was out of the question, though, as I carefully explained to him, the question had nothing to do with it  but it is useless arguing with you, Ruth  I mean, it was useless arguing with your father, dear man, for although he was as good as gold, he had a very confused mind, you know. What was it we were talking about?  oh yes!  your secret. Well, what is it?

With a flushed face and eager look, Ruth said, Mother, I cannot help being convinced that Mrs Bright the fishermans wife, is no other than Captain Breams lost sister!

If you cannot help being convinced, child, it is of no use my attempting to reason with you. But why think of such nonsense? If she is what you suppose, she must have been a Miss Bream before marriage.

So she was! exclaimed Ruth, with a look of triumph. I have found that out  only I fear that is not proof positive, because, you know, although not a common name, Bream is by no means singular.

Well, but she would have been a lady  or  or would have had different manners if she had been Captain Breams sister, objected Mrs Dotropy.

That does not follow, said Ruth, quickly. The captain may have risen from the ranks; we cannot tell; besides, Mrs Bright is very refined, both in manner and speech, compared with those around her. I was on the point one day of asking if she had a brother, when she seemed to draw up and cut the matter short; so I have had to fall back on my original plan of trying to bring the two face to face, which would at once settle the question, for of course theyd know each other.

Dear child, why make such a mystery about it? said Mrs Dotropy; why not tell the captain of your suspicion, and ask him to go and see the woman?

Because it would be so cruel to raise his expectations, mother, and then perhaps find that I was wrong. It would disappoint him so terribly. But this reference to a search in his letter makes me feel almost sure he is searching for this lost sister.

Foolish child! It is a wild fancy of your romantic brain. Who ever heard, said the mother, of a lawyer being employed to search for a sister? Depend upon it, this captain is in search of some deed,  a lost will, or a  an old parchment or a document of some sort, perhaps referring to a mismanaged property, or estate, or fortune, for things of that kind are often seen in the newspapers; though how the newspapers come to find out about them all is more than I can understand. Ive often wondered at it. Ah! your dear father used to say in his facetious way that he was lost in the Times, when he wanted to be let alone. I dont mean advertised for as lost, of course, though he might have been, for I have seen him lose his head frequently; indeed I have been almost forced to the conclusion more than once that the Times had a good deal to do with your fathers mental confusion; it told such awful lies sometimes, and then a month or two afterwards would flatly contradict them all by telling the truth  at least it was probably the truth since it was the opposite of the lies; but its of no use talking, I always find that. What were you saying, child?

Well, mother, I was going to say, answered Ruth, with a sigh, that I must just have patience and be content to wait.

Now you talk like the dear, good, sensible little thing that you are, said Mrs Dotropy, rising; run, put on your hat and Ill walk with you by the sea, or go visit the fisher-folk if you like  or the Miss Seawards.

In this amiable frame of mind the mother and daughter set off to the shore.

Ruths patience was indeed tried more severely than she had anticipated, for, whatever the search was in which Captain Bream had engaged, it compelled him to remain in town much longer than he had intended.

Meanwhile the Evening Star returned to port, and David Bright, with Billy, Joe, and the rest of the crew, went to enjoy themselves in their various ways during their brief holiday.

Mrs Bright chanced to be spending the afternoon with Mrs Joe Davidson and her wonderful babby when the skipper and mate walked in upon them. There were two little shrieks of joy; then the two wives were enfolded, and for a few seconds lost to view, in the stupendous embrace of the two fishermen, while the babby was, for the moment, absolutely forgotten! But she took care not to be forgotten long. On recovering from her first surprise she gave utterance to a howl worthy of a seamans daughter. Joe immediately seized her in his arms, and half smothered her in a fond embrace, to which, apparently, she did not object.

Meanwhile little Billy stood looking on approvingly, with his hands in his pockets and his booted legs wide apart.

I wonder when somebodys a-goin to pay some sort of attention to me, he said after a minute or two.

Why, Billy, I didnt see ye, cried Mrs Joe, holding out her hand; how are ye, puss in boots?

If it was any other female but yourself, Maggie, as said that, Id scorn to notice you, returned Billy, half indignant.

My darling boy! cried Mrs Bright, turning to her son and enfolding him in her arms.

Ah! thats the way to do it, responded Billy, submitting to the embrace. Youre the old ooman as knows how to give a feller a good hearty squeeze. But dont come it too strong, mother, else youll put me all out o shape. See, daddys a-goin to show his-self off.

This last remark had reference to a small bundle which David Bright was hastily untying.

See here, Nell, he said, with a strange mixture of eagerness and modesty, Ive joined em at last old girl. Look at that.

He unrolled a M.D.S.F. flag, which he had purchased from the skipper of the mission smack.

An Ive signed the pledge too, lass.

Oh! David, she exclaimed, grasping her husbands right hand in both of hers. But her heart was too full for more.

Yes, Nell, Ive had grace given me to hoist the Lords colours in the Short Blue, an it was your little book as done it. Id ha bin lost by now, if it hadnt bin for the blessed Word of God.

Again Nell essayed to speak, but the words refused to come. She laid her head on her husbands shoulder and wept for joy.

We have said that David Bright was not by nature given to the melting mood, but his eyes grew dim and his voice faltered at this point and it is not improbable that there would have been a regular break-down, if Joes blessed babby had not suddenly come to the rescue in the nick of time with one of her unexpected howls. As temporary neglect was the cause of her complaint it was of course easily cured. When quiet had been restored Mrs Bright turned to her son Now, Billy, my boy, I must send you off immediately.

But what if I wont go off  like a bad sky-rocket? said the boy with a doubtful expression on his face.

But youll have to go  and youll be willing enough, too, when I tell you that its to see Miss Ruth Dotropy you are going.

What!  the angel?

Yes, shes here just now, and wants to see you very much, and made me promise to send you to her the moment you came home. So, off you go! She lives with her mother in the old place, you know.

All right, I know. Farewell, mother.

In a few minutes Billy was out of sight and hearing  which last implies a considerable distance, for Billys whistle was peculiarly loud and shrill. He fortunately had not to undergo the operation of being cleaned for this visit, having already subjected himself to that process just before getting into port. The only portions of costume which he might have changed with propriety on reaching shore were his long boots, but he was so fond of these that he meant to stick to them, he said, through thick and thin, and had cleaned them up for the occasion.

At the moment he turned into the street where his friends and admirers dwelt, Ruth chanced to be at the window, while the Miss Seawards, then on a visit to her mother, were seated in the room.

Oh! the darling! exclaimed Ruth, with something almost like a little shriek of delight.

Which darling  youve got so many? asked her mother.

Oh! Billy Bright, the sweet innocent  look at him; quick!

Thus adjured the sisters ran laughing to the window, but the stately mother sat still.

Dyou mean the boy with the boots on? asked Jessie, who was short-sighted.

Yes, yes, thats him!

If you had said the boots with the boy in them, Jessie, observed Kate, you would have been nearer the mark!

In a few minutes, Billy, fully alive to his importance in the ladies eyes, sat gravely in the midst of them answering rapid questions.

Youve not had tea, Billy, I hope, said Ruth, rising and ringing the bell.

No, miss, I havent, an if I had, Im always game for two teas.

Soon Billy was engaged with bread, butter, cakes, and jam, besides other luxuries, some of which he had never even dreamed of before.

What an excellent appetite you have! said Jessie Seaward, scarcely able to restrain her admiration.

Yes, maam, said Billy, accepting another bun with much satisfaction, we usually does pretty well in the Short Blue in that way, though we dont have sich grub as this to tickle our gums with. You see, we has a lot o fresh air out on the North Sea, an its pretty strong air too  specially when it blows ard. Wy, Ive seed it blow that ard that it was fit to tear the masts out of us; an once it throwd us right over on our beam-ends.

On what ends, boy? asked Mrs Dotropy, who was beginning to feel interested in the self-sufficient little fisherman.

Our beam-ends, maam. The beams as lie across under the deck, so that wen we gits upon their ends, you know, were pretty well flat on the water.

How dreadful! exclaimed Jessie; but when that happens how can you walk the deck?

We cant walk the deck, maam. We has to scramble along the best way we can, holdin on by hands and teeth and eyelids. Thank ee, miss, but I really do think Id better not try to eat any more. I feels chock-full already, an it might be dangerous. Theres severe laws now against overloadin, you know.

No such laws in this house, Billy, said Ruth, with a laugh. But now, if you have quite done, I should like to put a few questions to you.

Fire away, then, Miss, said the boy, looking exceedingly grave and wise.

Well, Billy, began Ruth, with an eager look, I want to know something about your dear mother.

She hesitated at this point as if uncertain how to begin, and the boy sought to encourage her with Wery good, Miss, I knows all about her. What dee want to ax me?

I want to ask, said Ruth, slowly, if you know what your mothers name was before she was married?

Ruth did not as the reader knows, require to ask this question, but she put it as a sort of feeler to ascertain how far Billy might be inclined to assist her.

Well, now, that is a stumper! exclaimed the boy, smiting his little thigh. I didnt know as she had a name afore she was married. Leastwise I never thought of it or heerd on it, not havin bin acquainted with her at that time.

With a short laugh Ruth said, Well, never mind; but perhaps you can tell me, Billy, if your mother ever had a brother connected with the sea  a sailor, I mean.

Stumped again! exclaimed the boy; whod have thought I was so ignorant about my own mother? If she ever had sich a brother, he must have bin drownded, for I never heerd tell of im.

Then you never heard either your father or mother mention any other name than Bright  I mean in connection with yourselves? said Ruth in a disappointed tone.

Never, Miss, as I can recklect on. I would willinly say yes, to please you, but Id raither not tell no lies.

Thats right my good boy, said Mrs Dotropy, with a stately but approving nod, for you know where all liars go to.

Yes, maam, an I knows where liars dont go to, returned Billy, looking up with pious resignation, whereat the Miss Seawards and Ruth burst into a laugh.

It must not be supposed that Billy meant to be profane, but he had taken a dislike to Mrs Dotropy, and did not choose to be patronised by her.

As poor Ruth found that it was useless to pursue her investigations in this direction further, she changed the subject to the North Sea fishery, with the details of which her little friend was of course quite conversant. Then she proposed to accompany Billy home.

I want to make the acquaintance of your father, she said.

Ah! hes a true blue now, he is, said Billy.

Was your father not always a true blue? asked Ruth, as they went along the street together.

Well, it aint right for me to say ought agin my father  but  hes true blue now, anyhow.

And Ruth found that the reformed drunkard was indeed true blue, and very glad to see her; nevertheless she obtained no information from him on the subject she was so anxious about  not because he was uncommunicative, but because Ruth, being very timid, had not courage to open her lips upon it.

The shades of evening were beginning to descend when she rose to leave. Both father and son offered to escort her home, but she declined the offer with many thanks, and went off alone.




Chapter Twenty.

Details Two Robberies and an Awful Situation.

The attainment of Felicity is said to be the aim of all mankind. In order to this end, men in all ages have voluntarily submitted themselves to prolonged infelicity. They have toiled in daily pain and sorrow throughout a long life to attain at last, if possible, to the coveted condition. Some have pursued it in eager intensity, dancing and singing as they went. Others have rushed after it in mad determination, cursing and grumbling as they ran. Many have sought it in rapt contemplation of the Sublime and Beautiful. Thousands have grubbed and grovelled for it in the gratification or the drowning of the senses, while not a few have sought and found it in simple, loving submission to their Makers will, as made known by Conscience and Revelation.

Of all the varied methods, John Gunter, the fisherman, preferred the grub-and-grovelling method, and the favourite scene of his grovelling was a low grog-shop in one of the lower parts of Yarmouth.

It must be said, at this point, that Gunter was not considered by his mates as a regular out-and-out fisherman. He had never served his apprenticeship, but, being a powerful and sufficiently active seaman, was tolerated among them.

It is said that adversity makes strange bed-fellows. It is not less true that strong drink makes strange companions. Gunters shipmates having had more than enough of him on the sea were only too glad to get clear of him when on land. He therefore found himself obliged to look out for new companionships, for it is certain that man yearns after sympathy of some sort, and is not, under ordinary circumstances, content to be alone.

The new friends he sought were not difficult to find. In one of the darkest corners of the public-house referred to he found them  an accidental, group  consisting of an ex-clerk, an ex-parson, and a burglar, not ex as yet! They had met for the first time, yet, though widely separated as regards their training in life, they had found the sympathetic level of drink in that dingy corner. Of course, it need hardly be said that the first two had swung far out of their proper orbits before coming into harmonious contact with the last. Of course, also, no one of the three desired that his antecedents should be known. There was not much chance, indeed, that the former occupations of the clerk or the parson would be guessed at, for every scrap of respectability had long ago been washed out of them by drink, and their greasy coats, battered hats, dirty and ragged linen, were, if possible, lower in the scale of disreputability than the rough garments of the burglar.

The subject of their conversation was suitable to all ages and countries, to all kinds and conditions of men, for it was politics! A fine, healthy, flexible subject, so utterly incomprehensible to fuddled brains that it could be distended, contracted, inflated, elongated, and twisted to suit any circumstances or states of mind. And such grand scope too, for difference, or agreement of opinion.

Oh! it was pitiful to see the idiotic expressions of these fallen men as they sat bound together by a mutual thirst which each abhorred, yet loved, and which none could shake off. And there was something outrageously absurd too  yes, it is of no use attempting to shirk the fact  something intolerably funny in some of the gestures and tones with which they discussed the affairs of the nation.

Hail fellow well met, was the generous tendency of Gunters soul when ashore. Accosting the three in gruff off-hand tones with some such sentiment, he sat down beside them.

Same to you, pal, said the burglar, with a sinister glance at the new-comer from under his heavy brows.

How do? ol salt! exclaimed the clerk, who was by far the most tipsy of the three. Come ere. Well make you rfree  umpire  to shettle zish dshpute. Queshn is, whether its the dooty of the poor to help the rish  no, zhats not it. Wwether its dooty of rish to help the poor  whats it  by sharin all they have with em or

Thats not the question at all, cried Gunter, gruffly the question is, whatll you have to drink!

Bravo! exclaimed the parson, that is the question!

Youre a trump! said the burglar.

Well, exclaimed the clerk, with a tremendous assumption of winking-dignity, ishnt zhat zactly what I was goin to shay, if youd ony listen. Whatll you ave to drink! jus so. Now, if you want to argue it out properly, youll

He was checked and almost floored by a tremendous though facetious slap on the back from Gunter, who said that they wouldnt argue it out; that they would drink it out first and argue it out afterwards.

In pursuance of this plan he called the landlord, and, ordering spirits and water, treated the assembled company all round  including a few bloated and wretched women, some of whom carried children in their arms.

Whatever of the ludicrous might have struck an observer of the scene, while listening to the above conversation, it would have been all put to flight by the sight of these poor women, and perchance by the thought that they had been brought up to that life; had never known better, and would never have a chance of knowing better, unless some exceptional rays of heavenly light should penetrate the dark region in which they lived. Praise be to God! such rays do visit such haunts at times, and brands are often plucked from the fire, but with these we have nothing to do at present. Our object just now is to trace the course of John Gunter.

You may be sure that one who spent his money so freely, and at the same time drank heavily, was not likely to escape the special attention of his new friend, the burglar. That worthy, besides being an expert in the heavier branches of his art, was not unacquainted with its lighter work. He watched the fisherman narrowly, observed in which pocket he kept his money, waited until he was sufficiently drunk for his purpose, and then picked his pockets at an engrossing moment, when the clerk was unfolding a perfect scheme of national reform to the parson, who, with eyes shut, and supposed to be listening intently, was in reality fast asleep.

His object accomplished, the burglar said he would go out, and have a look at the weather, which he did, and having quietly hidden his spoils he returned to report the weather all right, and to make quite sure that he had left nothing whatever in any of Gunters pockets. Having satisfied himself on this point he was about to retire to take a final look at the weather when Gunter said Hold on, mate; ave another glass.

He felt in his pocket for the wherewith to pay for the drink, and missed his money. He was by no means as drunk as he appeared to be, and at once suspected his comrade.

Youve stole my blunt! he shouted, without a moments hesitation.

Youre a liar, returned the burglar, promptly. Gunter was fierce by nature. He made no rejoinder, but struck a blow at the other which would have felled him had it taken effect. The burglar, however, was a pugilist. He evaded the blow, and returned it with such force that the fisherman staggered, but recovered himself, and grappled with his adversary.

In a moment all was uproar and confusion; benches were upset, spittoons kicked about, and pipes smashed, as the two powerful men swayed about, and tried fiercely to strangle each other. The women rushed screaming from the place; the landlord and his assistants interfered, but it was not until the police were called in that the combatants were separated. Then there occurred a violent scene of explanation, allegation, recrimination, and retort, during which the guardians of the peace attempted to throw oil on the troubled waters, for it is always their aim, we believe, to quiet down drunken uproars when possible rather than to take up the rioters.

As the burglar, with an injured, innocent look, denied the charge made against him, and turned all his pockets inside out in proof of his veracity, Gunter was fain to content himself with the supposition that he had lost his money in some incomprehensible manner.

In a very sulky mood he flung out of the public-house and sauntered away. He knew not where to go, for he had no friends in Yarmouth  at least none who would have welcomed him  and he had not wherewith to pay for a bed, even in the poorest lodging.

As he walked along, conscience began to smite him, but he was in no mood to listen to conscience. He silenced it, and at the same time called himself, with an oath, a big fool. There is no question that he was right, yet he would have denied the fact and fought any one else who should have ventured so to address him.

The evening was beginning to grow dark as he turned down one of the narrow and lonely rows.

Now, it so happened that this was one of the rows through which Ruth Dotropy had to pass on her way home.

Ruth was not naturally timid, but when she suddenly beheld a half-drunken man coming towards her, and observed that no one else was near, something like a flutter of anxiety agitated her breast. At the same moment something like a sledge-hammer blow smote the concave side of John Gunters bosom.

Shes got more than she needs, he growled between his teeth, an Ive got nothin!

As his conscience had been silenced this was a sufficient argument for John.

Ill thank you for a shillin, Miss, he said, confronting the now frightened girl after a hasty glance round.

Oh! yes, yes  willingly, gasped poor Ruth, fumbling in her pocket for her purse. The purse, however, chanced to have been left at home. Oh, how provoking! I have not my purse with me, but if these few pence will

Never mind the pence, Miss, said Gunter,  accepting the pence; however, as he spoke that nice little watch will do jist as well.

He snatched the watch which hung at Ruths waist-belt, snapped the slender guard that held it, and made off.

When sufficiently out of danger of pursuit, he paused under a lamp to examine his prize. To his intense disgust he found that the little watch, instead of being a gold one, as he had expected, was only a silver one, of comparatively little value.

Well, your first haul in this line aint worth much, he grumbled. Howsever, Ive got coppers enough for a nights lodgin an grub.

Saying which he pocketed the watch, and went on his way.

Meanwhile Ruth, having given vent to a sob of relief when the man left her, ran towards home as fast as she could, never pausing till she reached the Miss Seawards door, which chanced to be a little nearer than her own. Against this she plunged with wonderful violence for one so gentle and tender, and then hammered it with her knuckles in a way that would have done credit to a lightweight prize-fighter.

The door was opened hastily by Liffie Lee, who, being a much lighter weight than her assailant, went down before her rush.

Lawk! Miss Ruth, she exclaimed, on recovering her feet, wats a-appened?

But she asked the question of the empty air, for Ruth was already half sobbing, half laughing on the sofa, with a highly agitated sister on either side trying to calm her.

Oh! what a little donkey I am, she exclaimed, flinging off her bonnet and attempting to laugh.

What has happened? gasped Jessie.

Do tell us, dear, cried Kate.

I  Ive been robbed, by a  dreadful man  so awfully gruff, a sailor I think, and  oh! Ruth became suddenly much calmer. It did not occur to me till this moment  it is the watch  papas little silver watch that Captain Bream brought him as a sort of curiosity from abroad long ago. Oh! I am so sorry! It was such a favourite with dear papa, and he told me to take such care of it when he gave it to me, for there was a romantic little history connected with it.

What was it, dear? asked Jessie, glad to find that the sudden diversion of her thoughts to the lost watch had done more to calm Ruth than all their demonstrative comfort.

Ruth at once proceeded to relate the story of the watch, but we will not inflict it on the reader, as it has no particular bearing on our tale. It had something to do, however, with detaining Ruth far later than she had intended to remain, so that she jumped up hastily at last, saying she must really go home.

Are you sure the robber was a sailor? asked Kate; sailors are such dear nice men that I can hardly believe it.

Im almost quite sure, returned Ruth; at all events he was dressed like one  and, oh! he was so gruff!

From this point Ruth diverged into further and more minute details of the robbery, over which the three gloated with a species of fascination which is more frequently associated with ghost stories than true tales. Indeed we may say that four gloated over it, for Liffie Lee, unable to restrain her curiosity, put her head in at the door  at first with the more or less honest intention of asking if hany think was wanted, and afterwards let her head remain from sheer inability to withdraw it.

At one point in the thrilling narrative she became intensely excited, and when Ruth tried in sepulchral tones to imitate John Gunters gruff voice, she exclaimed, Oh! lawks! in such a gasp that the three ladies leaped up with three shrieks like three conscience-smitten kittens caught in a guilty act! Liffie was rebuked, but from pity, or perhaps sympathy, was allowed to remain to hear the end.

When that point was reached, it was found to be so late that the streets were almost deserted, and the particular part in which their lodging stood was dreadfully silent.

How am I ever to get home? asked Ruth.

It is not more than twenty doors off, said Kate, and Liffie will go with you.

Lawks, maam, said Liffie, what could the likes o me do if we was attacked? An then  I should ave to return alone!

That is true, said the tender-hearted Jessie; what is to be done? Our landlady goes to bed early. It would never do to rouse her  and then, she may perhaps be as great a coward as we are. Oh! if there was only a man in the house. Even a boy would do.

Ah! I jist think e would, said Liffie. If little Billy was ere, I wouldnt ax for no man.

Ill tell you what, said Kate with a bright look of decision, well all go together. Get on your bonnet, Jessie.

There was no resisting Kate when once she had made up her mind. She put on her own bonnet, and her sister quickly returned ready, with a heart, as Byron says, for any fate?

Now dont speak, any of you, whispered Kate. If we are attacked, let us give a united shriek. That will raise some one to our aid.

I should think it would, maam. It would amost raise the dead, said Liffie, who also prepared herself for the ordeal.

Dark and deserted streets at late hours, with dangerous characters known to be abroad, have terrors to some small extent, even for the averagely brave; what must they have, then, for those tender ones of the weaker sex whose spirits are gentle, perhaps timid, and whose nerves have been highly strung by much converse on subjects relating to violence?

The first shock experienced by our quartette was caused by the door. From some inscrutable impulse Liffie Lee had locked it after Ruth had rushed in.

Open it gently, whispered Jessie, for the party had now got to the condition of feeling very much as if they were themselves burglars, engaged in some unholy enterprise, and feared to arouse sleepers. But they need not have feared, for their landlady was one of the seven sleepers of Yarmouth.

Liffie exerted her little strength with caution, but the lock was stiff; it would not move. She screwed up her mouth, and put-to more strength; still it would not move. Screwing up her eyebrows as well as her mouth, she tried again. It would not budge. She even screwed up her nose in a stupendous effort, but all in vain. If there had been no need for caution, the thing would have been easy, but Jessie kept whispering, Softly, Liffie, softly! and Ruth echoed Softly! At last Liffie screwed herself up entirely, body and soul, in one supreme effort; she agonised with the key. It yielded, and the bolt flew back with a crack like a pistol-shot.

Oh! burst in four different keys  not door-keys  from the party  under their breath however.

Open, whispered Jessie.

Liffie obeyed, and when the half-opened door revealed intense darkness outside, a feeling of horror caused their very flesh to creep.

How I wish I hadnt stayed! Ill never do it again! whispered poor Ruth in the tones of a child about to be punished.

Whats that! exclaimed Jessie, with a start that caused Ruth almost to shriek.

Cats! said Liffie Lee.

Impossible! said Kate.

But it was not impossible, for there, in a corner not far off, were dimly seen two intensely black objects, with backs and tails arranged on the moorish-arch principle, and a species of low thunder issuing from them, suggestive of dynamite in the stomach.

Relieved to find it was nothing worse, the party emerged into the street. The cats were too much enraged and engaged with each other to observe them. They, like the ladies, were evidently cowards, for they continued to threaten without attacking.

Liffie was left on guard with strict injunctions to stand inside, hold tight to the door-handle, let in the returning sisters, and then slam the door in the face of all the world beside.

A run was now made for the Dotropy residence. We could not call it a rush, for the three ladies were too light and elegant in form to proceed in such a manner. They tripped it  if we may say so  on light fantastic toe, though with something of unseemly haste. Ruth being young and active reached the door first, and, as before, went with a rebounding bang against it. The anxious Mrs Dotropy had been for some time on the watch. She opened the door.

Ruth!

Mamma!

Your daughter! exclaimed the Miss Seawards in needless explanation, as they pushed her in, and then, turning round, fled homeward with so much noise that the attention of a night watchman was naturally attracted. The sisters heard his approaching foot-falls. They put on, in sporting language, a spurt. Just as the door was reached the two cats, becoming suddenly brave, filled the night-air with yells as of infants in agony. An irrepressible shriek burst from the sisters as they tripped over each other into the passage, and the faithful Liffie slammed the door in the face of the discomfited policeman.

It was a crucial test of friendship, and the Miss Seawards came to the conclusion that night, before retiring to rest, that nothing on earth would ever induce them to do it again.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Hopeful Club Discovered.

When Captain Bream, as before mentioned, was obliged to hurry off to London, and forsake the Miss Seawards, as well as his theological studies, he hastened to that portion of the city where merchants and brokers, and money-lenders, and men of the law do love to congregate.

Turning down Cheapside the captain sought for one of the many labyrinths of narrow streets and lanes that blush unseen in that busy part of the Great Hive.

Only a penny, sir, only a penny.

The speaker was an ill-conditioned man, and the object offered for sale was a climbing monkey of easily deranged mechanism.

Do you suppose, said the captain, who, being full of anxious thought was for the moment irascible, do you suppose that I am a baby?

Oh! dear no, sir. From appearances I should say youve bin weaned some little time  only a penny, sir. A nice little gift for the missus, sir, if you aint got no childn.

Can you direct me, said the captain with a bland look  for his tempers were short-lived to Brockley Court?

First to the left, sir, second to the right, straight on an ask again  only a penny, sir, climbs like all alive, sir.

Dropping a penny into the mans hand with a hope that it might help the monkeys to climb, Captain Bream turned into the labyrinth, and soon after found himself in a dark little room which was surrounded by piles of japanned tin boxes, and littered with bundles of documents, betokening the daily haunt of a man-of-law.

The lawyer himself  a bland man with a rugged head, a Roman nose and a sharp eye  sat on a hard-bottomed chair in front of a square desk. Why should business men, by the way, subject themselves to voluntary martyrdom by using polished seats of hard-wood? Is it with a view to doing penance for the sins of the class to which they belong?

Have you found her, Mr Saker? asked Captain Bream, eagerly, on entering.

No, not got quite so far as that yet  pray sit down; but we have reason to believe that we have got a clue  a slight one, indeed, but then, the information we have to go upon in our profession is frequently very slight  very slight indeed.

True, too true, assented the captain. I sometimes wonder how, with so little to work on at times, you ever begin to go about an investigation.

The lawyer smiled modestly in acknowledgment of the implied compliment.

We do, indeed, proceed on our investigations occasionally with exceeding little information to go upon, but then, my dear sir, investigation may be said to be a branch of our profession for which we are in a manner specially trained. Let me see, now.

He took up a paper, and, opening it, began to read with a running commentary:  

Fair hair, slightly grey; delicate features, complexion rather pale, brown eyes, gentle manners.

Thats her  thats her! from the captain.

Age apparently a little over thirty. You said, I think, that your sister was

Yes, yes, interrupted the captain in some excitement, she was considerably younger than me, poor girl!

Let me, however, caution you, my dear sir, not to be too sanguine, said the man-of-law, looking over his spectacles at his client; you have no idea how deceptive descriptions are. People are so prone to receive them according to their desires rather than according to fact.

Well, but, returned the captain, with some asperity, you tell me that this woman has fair hair slightly grey, delicate features, pale complexion, brown eyes, and gentle manners, all of which are facts!

True, my dear sir, but they are facts applicable to many women, replied the solicitor. Still, I confess I have some hope that we have hit upon the right scent at last. If you could only have given us the name of her husband, our difficulty would have been comparatively slight. I suppose you have no means of hunting that up now. No distant relative or

No, none whatever. All my relations are dead. She lived with an old aunt at the time, who died soon after the poor girls foolish elopement, leaving no reference to the matter behind her. It is now fifteen years since then. I was away on a long voyage at the time. On my return, the old lady, as I have said, was dead, and her neighbours knew nothing except that my sister was reported to have run away with a seafaring man. Some who had seen him about the place said he seemed to be beneath her in station but none knew his name.

Is it not strange, asked the solicitor, that she has never in all these years made inquiries about you at the mercantile house which employed you?

Well, not so strange as it would seem, for my sisters memory for names was a bad one. She used constantly to forget the name of the ship I commanded, and, as far as I can remember, did not trouble herself about the owners. I have no doubt she must have made many efforts to discover me  unless she was ashamed of having made a low match. At all events, added the captain, with a weary sigh, I have never ceased to make inquiries about her, although I have not until now made the attempt through a lawyer. But where is this person you have heard of to be found?

On board of an emigrant ship, said the solicitor.

Where bound for? demanded the captain in peat surprise.

For Australia, and she sails the day after to-morrow, I am told.

Her name! cried the captain, starting up.

Calm yourself, my dear sir. I have made all needful arrangements for your going off to-morrow. It is too late to-day. Sit down and let me explain; and, above all, bear in mind that this may turn out to be a wrong scent after all. Of course you may surmise that we lawyers obtain our information from many and various sources. The source whence the information concerning your matter has come is peculiar, namely, a lay-missionary who is going to visit the ship to-morrow  having some friends on board. Happening to meet the man the other day, I mentioned your matter to him. He is a very sharp-witted man, and one whose accuracy of observation I should trust implicitly, even if his own interests were involved. Well, he said that on board of the steam-ship Talisman, now lying off Gravesend, he saw that very day a woman among the steerage emigrants who answered to my description exactly, and added that he had heard her spoken of as the wife of a somewhat dissipated man, who had all the appearance of a seafaring person, named Richards. Of course I attach no importance to the name, as you say you never knew it, but his being a sailor-like man, and the fact that he was probably beneath his wife in station, coupled with the correct description of the wife, while it does not justify our being too sanguine, raises our hopes, you see

I see, I see  yes. I beg that you will give me the agents name and address, cried the captain, whose hopes, despite the guarded and cautious statements of the solicitor, had been raised to the highest point.

Here is his name, with the part of the river where you are to meet him, said the calm man of law, handing his client a slip of paper; but let me, my dear sir, impress on you the advisability of not allowing yourself to become too sanguine. Disappointments are invariably more severe in cases where expectations have been too high; and I fear that you may be already building too trustfully upon the very slender foundation supplied by this information.

Admitting the force of this truism, and putting the slip of paper in his purse, Captain Bream bade his solicitor good-bye, with many protestations of undying gratitude, and left the room with the highest possible hopes of success.




Chapter Twenty Two.

In the Mission Boat on the Thames  The Damping of the Body cannot damp the Ardent Spirit.

Next morning Captain Bream accompanied the lay-missionary to Gravesend, where they took a boat and put off to the emigrant ship.

Great was the captains satisfaction to find that his companion had been a sailor, and could talk to him  in nautical language too  about seafaring matters and distant climes.

It is a good work in which you are engaged, he said; are you going to preach to em?

No, only to distribute Testaments, tracts, and good books  though I may preach if I get the chance. My work lies chiefly among emigrants and boat and barge men, but I also do a good deal among regular sailors.

Ah! Thats the work that Im fond of, said the captain, with enthusiasm. Of course I dont mean to say that the soul of a sailor is of more value than that of any other man, but I lean to sailors naturally, havin been among em the greater part of my life. Ive done a little myself in the way of preachin to em.

Have you? exclaimed the missionary, with a pleased look.

And from this point the two men went off into a confidential and animated talk about their varied experiences on the sea of spiritual work on which they had both been launched, while the boatman  an old and evidently sympathetic man  pulled them to the vessel which lay at some distance from the place of embarkation.

While the two friends  for such they had become by that time  were chatting thus with each other, a little accident was in store for Captain Bream, which not only disarranged his plans, but afterwards considerably affected his career.

Having reached the age of sixty years, our captain was not quite as active in body as he had once been. He was, however, quite as active in heart and mind, besides having much of the fire of youth still burning in him. Hence he was apt at times to forget his body in the impulsive buoyancy of his spirit. An instance of this forgetfulness occurred that day. The missionary paid a passing visit to a vessel on their way to the emigrant ship. Having run alongside, Captain Bream put his foot on the first step of the ladder, with intent to mount the vessels side.

Have a care, sir, said the old boatman, who was assisting him with some anxiety.

It may be that the captains too youthful spirit spurned assistance, or that he had miscalculated the powers of his too ancient body, for at the moment his foot slipped while as yet his hold of the man-ropes was not secure, and he fell with a lion-like roar that might have shamed the stoutest king of the African forests.

It was not a cry of fear, still less was it a shout for help. It seemed rather like an effervescing roar of indignant surprise.

The boatman held up his arms to catch the unfortunate man, but his strength availed nothing against such a weight. He was hurled into the bottom of the boat for his pains, and the captain went into the water feet first as deep as the waist. Here, however, the disaster was checked, for his strong arms caught the boat and held on.

The missionary, meanwhile, sprang forward and laid hold of him, while his man rose with wonderful agility and lent his aid.

Heave  ahoy! cried the missionary, grasping a waist-band.

Yo, heave, ho! shouted the boatman, seizing a leg. Another moment and the captain was safe in the bottom of the boat, which by that time was floating quietly down the Thames!

Great was the regret expressed by the missionary at this unfortunate event, and loud was the laughter with which it was treated by the captain himself, on being re-seated in the stern sheets.

We must go ashore and get a change of dry clothes for you, sir.

Not a bit of it, cried the captain. Row back to the ship; Ill mount that ladder yet. If I didnt Id keep dreaming of my discomfiture for a twelve-month to come. They ran alongside the vessel a second time, and went up the side in safety.

But, arrived on deck, the skipper, who happened to be a hospitable man and friendly to the missionary, insisted on having Captain Bream down into his cabin.

Now youll put on a suit of my clothes, he said, till your own are dry.

The captain would not hear of it.

Just let me wring my own out, he said, and Ill be all right.

Have a glass of wine then, or brandy?

Impossible; thankee, Im an abstainer.

But you need it to prevent catching cold, you know. Take it as physic.

Physic! exclaimed the captain. I never took physic in my life, and I wont begin wi the nasty stuff now. Thankee all the same.

Some coffee, then? Ive got it all ready.

Ay  thats better  if youre sure youve got it handy.

While the captain and the skipper were discussing the coffee, the wet garments were sent to the galley and partially dried. Meanwhile the missionary made the most of his opportunity among the men. By the time he had finished his visit, the captains nether garments were partially dried, so they continued their voyage to the emigrant ship. When they reached her the poor captains interest in other peoples affairs had begun to fail, for his anxiety about his long-lost sister increased, as the probability of finding her at last became greater.




Chapter Twenty Three.

How Captain Bream fared in his Search, and what came of it.

The finding of an individual in a large emigrant ship may not inaptly be compared to the finding of a needle in a haystack. Foreseeing the difficulty, the missionary asked Captain Bream how he proposed to set about it.

You say that you do not know the married name of your sister? he said, as they drew near to the towering sides of the great vessel.

No; I do not.

And you have not seen her for many years?

Not for many years.

Nevertheless, you are quite sure that you will recognise her when you do see her?

Ay, as sure as I am that Id know my own face in a lookin-glass, for she had points about her that Im quite sure time could never alter.

You are involved in a great difficulty, I fear, continued his friend, for, in the first place, the time at your disposal is not long; you cannot ask for the number of her berth, not having her name, and there is little probability of your being able to see every individual in a vessel like this while they keep moving about on deck and below.

The captain admitted that the difficulties were great and his countenance grew longer, for, being as we have said a remarkably sympathetic man, the emotions of his heart were quickly telegraphed to his features.

It strikes me, continued the missionary, in a comforting tone, that your best chance of success will be to enter my service for the occasion, and go about with me distributing New Testaments and tracts. You will thus, as it were, have a reason for going actively about looking into peoples faces, and even into their berths. Excuse me for asking  what do you think of doing if you find your sister, for the vessel starts in a few hours?

Oh, Ill get her  and  and her husband to give up the voyage and return ashore with me. Im well enough off to make it worth their while.

The missionary did not appear to think the plan very hopeful, but as they ran alongside at the moment them was no time for reply.

It was indeed a bewildering scene to which they were introduced on reaching the deck. The confusion of parting friends; of pushing porters with trunks and boxes; perplexed individuals searching for lost luggage; distracted creatures looking for lost relatives; calm yet energetic officers in merchant-service uniform moving about giving directions; active seamen pushing through the crowds in obedience to orders; children of all sizes playing and getting in peoples way; infants of many kinds yelling hideously or uttering squalls of final despair. There was pathos and comicality too, intermingled. Behold, on one side, an urchin sitting astonished  up to his armpits in a bandbox through which he has just crashed  and an irate parent trying to drag him out; while, on your other side, stands a grief-stricken mother trying to say farewell to a son whose hollow cheeks, glittering eyes, and short cough give little hope of a meeting again on this side the grave. Above all the din, as if to render things more maddening, the tug alongside keeps up intermittent shrieks of its steam-whistle, for the first bell has rung to warn those who are not passengers to prepare for quitting the steamer. Soon the second bell rings, and the bustle increases while in the excitement of partings the last farewells culminate.

We dont need to mind that bell, having our boat alongside, said the missionary to Captain Bream, as they stood a little to one side silently contemplating the scene. You see that smart young officer in uniform, close to the cabin skylight?

Yes.

Thats the captain.

Indeed. He seems to me very young to have charge of such a vessel.

Not so young as he looks, returned the other. I shall have to get his permission before attempting anything on board, so we must wait here for a few minutes. You see, he has gone into his cabin with the owners to have a few parting words. While we are standing youll have one of the best opportunities of seeing the passengers, for most of them will come on deck to bid relatives and friends farewell, and wave handkerchiefs as the tug steams away, so keep your eyes open. Meanwhile, I will amuse you with a little chit-chat about emigrants. This vessel is one of the largest that runs to Australia.

Indeed, responded the captain, with an absent look and tone that would probably have been the same if his friend had said that it ran to the moon. The missionary did not observe that his companion was hopelessly sunk in the sea of abstraction.

Yes, he continued, and, do you know, it is absolutely amazing what an amount of emigration goes on from this port continually, now-a-days. You would scarcely believe it unless brought as I am into close contact with it almost daily. Why, there were no fewer than 26,000 emigrants who sailed from the Thames in the course of last year.

How many hogsheads, did you say? asked the captain, still deeply sunk in abstraction.

A laugh from his friend brought him to the surface, however, in some confusion.

Excuse me, he said, with a deprecatory look; the truth is, my mind is apt to wander a bit in such a scene, and my eyes chanced to light at the moment you spoke on that hogshead over there. How many emigrants, did you say?

No fewer than 26,000, repeated the missionary good-naturedly, and went on to relate some interesting incidents, but the captain was soon again lost in the contemplation of a poor young girl who had wept to such an extent at parting from a female friend, then in the tug, that her attempts to smile through the weeping had descended from the sublime to the ridiculous. She and her friend continued to wave their kerchiefs and smile and cry at each other notwithstanding, quite regardless of public opinion, until the tug left. Then the poor young thing hid her sodden face in her moist handkerchief and descended with a moan of woe to her berth. Despite the comical element in this incident, a tear was forced out of Captain Breams eye, and we rather think that the missionary was similarly affected. But, to say truth, the public at large cared little for such matters. Each was too much taken up with the pressing urgency of his or her own sorrows to give much heed to the woes of strangers.

People in such frames of mind are easily touched by kind words and influences, said the missionary in a low voice.

True, the ground is well prepared for you, returned the captain softly, for another group had absorbed his attention.

And I distribute among them Testaments, gospels, and tracts, besides bags filled with books and magazines.

Was there much powder in em? asked the captain, struggling to the surface at the last word.

I dont know about that, replied his friend with a laugh, but I may venture to say that there was a good deal of fire in some of them.

Fire! exclaimed the captain in surprise. Explanation was prevented by the commander of the vessel issuing at that moment from the cabin with the owners. Hearty shakings of hands and wishes for a good voyage followed. The officers stood at the gangway; the last of the weeping laggards was kindly but firmly led away; the tug steamed off, and the emigrant vessel was left to make her final preparations for an immediate start on her long voyage to the antipodes, with none but her own inhabitants on board, save a few who had private means of quitting.

Now is our time, said the missionary, hastening towards the captain of the vessel.

For one moment the latter gave him a stern look, as if he suspected him of being a man forgotten by the tug, but a bland smile of good-will overspread his features when the former explained his wishes.

Certainly, my good sir, go where you like, and do what you please.

Armed with this permission, he and Captain Bream went to work to distribute their gifts.

Most of the people received these gladly, some politely, a few with suspicion, as if they feared that payment was expected, and one or two refused them flatly. The distributers, meanwhile, had many an opportunity afforded, when asked questions, of dropping here and there a word in season.

As this was the first time Captain Bream had ever been asked to act as an amateur distributer of Testaments and tracts, he waited a few minutes, with one of his arms well-filled, to observe how his companion proceeded, and then himself went to work.

Of course, during all this time, he had not for an instant forgotten the main object of his journey. On the contrary, much of the absence of mind to which we have referred was caused by the intense manner in which he scanned the innumerable faces that passed to and fro before him. He now went round eagerly distributing his gifts, though not so much impressed with the importance of the work as he would certainly have been had his mind been less pre-occupied. It was observed, however, that the captain offered his parcels and Testaments only to women, a circumstance which caused a wag from Erin to exclaim  

Hallo! old gentleman, dont ye think the boys has got sowls as well as the faimales?

This was of course taken in good part by the captain, who at once corrected the mistake. But after going twice round the deck, and drawing forth many humorous as well as caustic remarks as to his size and general appearance, he was forced to the conclusion that his sister was not there. The lower regions still remained, however.

Descending to these with some hope and a dozen Testaments, he found that the place was so littered with luggage, passengers, and children, that it was extremely difficult to move. To make the confusion worse, nearly the whole space between decks had been fitted up with extra berths  here for the married, there for the unmarried  so that very little room indeed was left for passage, and exceedingly little light entered.

But Captain Bream was not affected by such matters. He was accustomed to them, and his eyesight was good. He was bent on one object, which he pursued with quiet, unflagging perseverance  namely, that of gazing earnestly into the face of every woman in the ship.

So eager was the poor man about it that he forgot to offer the last armful of Testaments which he had undertaken to distribute, and simply went from berth to berth staring at the females. He would undoubtedly have been considered mad if it had not been that the women were too much taken up with their own affairs to think much about any one with whom they had nothing to do.

One distracting, and also disheartening, part of the process was, that, owing to the general activity on board, he came again and again to the same faces in different parts of the vessel, but he so frequently missed seeing others that hope was kept alive by the constant turning up of new faces. Alas! none of them bore any resemblance to that for which he sought so earnestly!

At last he returned to the place where his friend was preaching. By that time, however, the crowd was so great that he could not enter. Turning aside, therefore, into an open berth, with a feeling of weariness and depression creeping over his mind and body, he was about to sit down on a box, when a female voice at the other end of the berth demanded to know what he wanted.

Hope was a powerful element in Captain Breams nature. He rose quickly and stopped to gaze attentively into a female face, but it was so dark where she sat on a low box that he could hardly see her, and took a step forward.

Well, Mr Imprence, I hope as youll know me again, said the woman, whose face was fiery red, and whose nature was furious. What do you want here?

The captain sighed profoundly. That was obviously not his sister! Then a confused feeling of incapacity to give a good reason for being there came over him. Suddenly he recollected the Testaments.

Have one? he said eagerly, as he offered one of the little black books.

Have what?

A Testament.

No, I wont have a Testament, Im a Catholic, said the woman as she looked sternly up.

Captain Bream was considering how he might best suggest that the Word of God was addressed to all mankind, when a thought seemed to strike the woman.

Are you the capn? she asked.

Yes, he replied absently, and with some degree of truth.

Then its my opinion, capn, an I tell it you to your face, that you ought to be ashamed of yourself to put honest men an wimen in places like this  neither light, nor hair, nor nothink in the way of hornament to

Captain Bream! are you there, sir? cried the voice of his friend the missionary at that moment down the companion-hatch.

Ay, ay, Im here.

Ive found her at last, sir.

The captain incontinently dropped the dozen Testaments into the womans lap and went up the companion-ladder like a tree-squirrel.

This way, sir. Shes sittin abaft the funnel.

In a few seconds Captain Bream and his companion stood before a pretty-faced, fair-haired woman with soft gentle eyes, which suddenly opened with surprise as the two men hurried forward and came to a halt in front of her. The captain looked anxiously at his friend.

Is this the he stopped.

Yes, thats her, said the missionary with a nod. The captain turned slowly on his heel, and an irrepressible groan burst from him as he walked away.

There was no need for the disappointed missionary to ask if he had been mistaken. One look had sufficed for the captain.

Sadly they returned to the shore, and there the missionary, being near his house, invited Captain Bream to go home with him and have a cup of tea.

It will revive you, my dear sir, he said, as the captain stood in silence at his side with his head bowed down. The disappointment must indeed be great. Dont give up hope, however. But your clothes are wet still. No wonder you shiver, having gone about so long in damp garments. Come away.

Captain Bream yielded in silence. He not only went and had a cup of his hospitable friendss tea, but he afterwards accepted the offer of one of his beds, where he went into a high fever, from which he did not recover for many weary weeks.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Wreck of the Evening Star.

About the time that Captain Bream was slowly recovering from the fever by which he had been stricken down, a disaster occurred out on the North Sea, in connection with the Short Blue, which told powerfully on some of the men of that fleet. This was nothing less than the wreck of the Evening Star.

The weather looked very unsettled the morning on which David Brights turn came about to quit the fleet and sail for port. He had flown the usual flag to intimate his readiness to convey letters, etcetera, on shore, and had also, with a new feeling of pride, run up his Bethel-Flag to show his true colours, as he said, and to intimate his willingness to join with Christian friends in a parting hymn and prayer.

Some had availed themselves of the opportunity, and, just before starting, the Evening Star ran close to the mission smack.

Lower the boat, Billy, said the skipper to his son as they sat in the cabin.

Ay, ay, daddy.

There was a kindliness now in the tone of David Brights voice when he spoke to Billy that drew out the heart of that urchin as it had never been drawn out before, save by his mothers soft voice, and which produced a corresponding sweetness in the tones of the boy  for love begets love.

The mission skipper received his visitor with unwonted heartiness.

I pray the Lord to give you a good time on shore, David, he said, as they went down to the cabin, where some of the other skippers were having a chat and a cup of coffee.

Hell do that, said David. He did it last time. My dear missis could scarce believe her ears when I told her I was converted, or her eyes when she saw the Bethel-flag and the temperance pledge.

Praise the Lord! exclaimed two or three of those present, with deep sincerity, as David thus referred to his changed condition.

I cant bide with ee, lads, said David, for times up, but before startin I would like to have a little prayer with ee, an a hymn to the Masters praise.

We need not say that they were all ready to comply. After concluding, they saw him into his boat, and bade him God-speed in many a homely but hearty phrase.

Good-bye, skipper; fare ye well, Billy; the Lord be with ee, Joe.

John Gunter was not omitted in the salutations, and his surly spirit was a little, though not much, softened as he replied.

Fare ye well, mates, shouted David, as he once more stood on his own deck, and let his vessel fall away. A toss of the hand followed the salutation. Little Billy echoed the sentiment and the toss, and in a few minutes the Evening Star was making her way out of the fleet and heading westward.

The night which followed was wild, and the wind variable. Next day the sun did not show itself at all till evening, and the wind blew dead against them. At sunset, red and lurid gleams in the west, and leaden darkness in the east, betokened at the best unsteady weather.

Little did these bold mariners, however, regard such signs  not that they were reckless, but years of experience had accustomed them to think lightly of danger  to face and overcome it with equanimity. In addition to his native coolness, David Bright had now the mighty power of humble trust in God to sustain him.

It still blew hard when they drew near to land, but the wind had changed its direction, blowing more on the shore, and increasing at last to a gale which lined the whole coast with breakers. Before the Evening Star could find refuge in port, night had again descended. Unfortunately it was one of the darkest nights of the season, accompanied with such blinding sleet that it became a difficult matter to distinguish the guiding lights.

A dirty night, Billy, said David Bright, who himself held the tiller.

Ay, father, itll be all the pleasanter when we get home.

True, lad; the same may be said of the heavenly home when the gales of life are over. Dee see the light, boy?

No, father, not quite sure. Either its not very clear, or the sleet an spray blinds me.

Let the lower lights be burning, murmured the skipper, as a tremendous wave, which seemed about to burst over them, rushed beneath the stern, raising it high in the air. You see the meanin o that line o the hymn now, Billy, though you didnt when your dear mother taught it you. Bless her heart, her patience and prayers ha done it all.

For some minutes after this there was silence. The men of the Evening Star were holding on to shroud or belaying-pin, finding shelter as best they could, and looking out anxiously for the lower lights.

Therell be some hands missin, I doubt, in the Short Blue fleet to-morrow, father, remarked Billy, with a solemn look.

Likely enough; God have mercy on em, returned Bright. It wasnt a much stiffer gale than this, not many years gone by, when twenty-seven smacks foundered, and a hundred and eighty souls were called to stand before their Maker.

As David spoke a sullen roar of breaking water was heard on the port bow. They had been slightly misled, either by their uncertainty as to the position of the true lights, or by some false lights on shore. At all events, whatever the cause, they were at that moment driving towards one of the dangerous sand-banks in the neighbourhood of Yarmouth. The course of the smack was instantly changed, but it was too late. Almost before an order could be given she struck heavily, her main-mast went over the side, carrying part of the mizzen along with it. At the same time a wave broke just astern, and rushed over the deck, though happily not with its full force.

Even in that moment of disaster the bold fishermen did not quail. With their utmost energy indeed, but without confusion, they sprang to the boat which, although lifted, had not been washed away. Accustomed to launch it in all weathers, they got it into the water, and, almost mechanically, Ned Spivin and Gunter tumbled into it, while Joe Davidson held on to the painter. Billy Bright was about to follow, but looking back shouted, Come along, father! David, however, paid no attention to him. He still stood firmly at the tiller guiding the wreck, which having been lifted off, or over the part of the sand on which she had struck, was again plunging madly onward.

A few moments and one of those overwhelming seas which even the inexperienced perceive to be irresistible, roared after the disabled vessel. As it reached her she struck again. The billow made a clean sweep over her. Everything was carried away. The boat was overturned, the stout painter snapped, and the crew left struggling in the water.

But what of the people on shore when this terrible scene was being enacted? They were not entirely ignorant of it. Through driving sleet and spray they had seen in the thick darkness something that looked like a vessel in distress. Soon the spectral object was seen to advance more distinctly out of the gloom. Well did the fishermen know what that meant, and, procuring ropes, they hastened to the rescue, while spray, foam, sand, and even small pebbles, were swept up by the wild hurricane and dashed in their faces.

Among the fishermen was a young man whose long ulster and cap told that he was a landsman, yet his strength, and his energy, were apparently equal to that of the men with whom he ran. He carried a coil of thin rope in his left hand. With the right he partly shielded his eyes.

Theyll be certain to strike here, cried one of the fishermen, whose voice was drowned in the gale, but whose action caused the others to halt.

He was right. The vessel was seen to strike quite close, for the water was comparatively deep.

Shes gone, exclaimed the young man already referred to, as the vessel was seen to be overwhelmed.

He flung off his top-coat as he spoke, and, making one end of the small line fast round his waist, ran knee-deep into the water. Some of the fishermen acted in a somewhat similar fashion, for they knew well that struggling men would soon be on the shore.

They had not to wait long, for the crew of the Evening Star were young and strong, and struggled powerfully for their lives. In a few minutes the glaring eyes of Zulu appeared, and the young man of the ulster made a dash, caught him by the hair, and held on. It seemed as if the angry sea would drag both men back into its maw, but the men on the beach held on to the rope, and they were dragged safely to land.

A cheer on right and left told that others were being rescued. Then it became known who the wrecked ones were.

Its the Evening Star! exclaimed one.

Poor David! said another.

Then the cry was raised, Have ee got little Billy?

Ay, here he comes! shouted a strange voice.

It was that of the youth of the ulster, who now stood waist-deep eagerly stretching out his hands towards an object with which the wild waves seemed to sport lovingly. It was indeed little Billy, his eyes closed, his face white, and his curly yellow hair tossing in the foam, but he made no effort to save himself; evidently the force of the sea and perhaps the cold had been too much for his slight frame to bear.

Twice did the young man make a grasp and miss him. To go deeper in would have perhaps insured his own destruction. The third time he succeeded in catching the boys hair; the men on shore hauled them in, and soon little Billy lay on the beach surrounded by anxious fishermen.

Come, mates, said one, in a deep voice, lets carry him to his mother.

Not so, said the young man who had rescued Billy, and who had only lain still for a moment where he had fallen to recover breath. Let him lie. Undo his necktie, one of you.

While he spoke he was busy making a tight roll of his own coat which he immediately placed under the shoulders of Billy, and proceeded at once to attempt to restore breathing by one of the methods of resuscitating the drowned.

The fishermen assisted him, some hopefully, some doubtfully, a few with looks of disbelief in the process. The youth persevered, however, with unflagging patience, well knowing that half-drowned people have been restored after nearly an hour of labour.

Who is he? inquired one fisherman of another, referring to the stranger.

Dont you know him, mate? asked the other in surprise.

No, Ive just come ashore, you know.

Thats Mr Dalton, the young banker, as takes such a lift o the temprance coffee-taverns an Blue-Ribbon movement.

Hes comin-to, sir! exclaimed a voice eagerly.

This had reference to little Billy, whose eyelids had been seen to quiver, and who presently heaved a sigh.

Fetch my coat, said Dalton. He will indeed be restored, thank God.

The big ulster was brought. Billy was carefully wrapped up in it, and one of the stoutest among his fisher friends lifted him in his arms and bore him off to his mother.

Have all the others been rescued? inquired Dalton, eagerly, when Billy had been carried away.

No one could answer the question. All knew that some of the Evening Stars crew had been saved, but they could not say how many.

Theyve bin taken to the Sailors Home, sir, said one man.

Then run up like a good fellow and ask if all are safe, said Dalton. Meanwhile I will remain here and search the beach lest there should be more to rescue.

Turning again to the foaming sea the young banker proceeded slowly along the shore some distance, when he observed the body of a man being rolled up on the sand and dragged back by each returning wave. Rushing forward he caught it, and, with the aid of the fishermen, carried it beyond the reach of the hungry waves. But these waves had already done their worst. Dalton applied the proper means for restoration, but without success, and again the fishermen began to look gravely at each other and shake their heads.

Poor woman! they murmured, but said no more. Their feelings were too deep for speech as they mourned for one who was by that time a widow, though she knew it not.

At that moment some of the men came running down from the town  one, a tall, strong figure, ahead of them. It was Joe Davidson. He had been more exhausted than some of the others on being rescued, and had been led to the Sailors Home in a scarcely conscious condition. When they began to reckon up the saved, and found that only one was missing, Joes life seemed to return with a bound. Breaking from those who sought to restrain him he ran down to the beach.

He knelt beside the drowned fisherman with a wild expression in his eyes as he laid hold of something that partly covered the drowned man. It was his own Bethel-flag which David Bright had twisted round his body! Joe sprang up and clasped his hands as if to restrain them from violent action.

Oh, David! he said, and stopped suddenly, while the wild look left his eyes and something like a smile crossed his features. Can it be true that yeve gone so soon to the Better Land?

The words gathered in force as they were uttered, and it was with a great cry of grief that he shouted, Oh, David, David! my brother! and fell back heavily on the sand.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Billy and his Father Return Home.

Who can describe the strange mingling of grateful joy with bitter anguish that almost burst the heart of David Brights widow on that terrible night!

She was singing one of the Songs of Zion, and busy with household cares, preparing for the expected return of her husband and her son, when they carried Billy in.

It might be supposed that she would be anxious on such a stormy night but if the wives of North Sea fishermen were to give way to fears with every gale that blew, they would be filled with overwhelming anxiety nearly all the year round.

When the knock at the door came at last the song ceased, and when the stout fisherman entered with his burden, and a fair curl, escaping from the folds of the ulster, told what that burden was, the colour fled from the poor womans cheeks, and a sinking of the heart under a great dread almost overcame her.

Hes all right, missus, said the man, quickly.

Thank God? gasped Mrs Bright. Are  are the rest safe?

I blieve they are. Some of em are, I know.

Obliged to be content, for the moment, with the amount of relief conveyed by these words, she had Billy laid on a bed, and bustled about actively rubbing him dry, wrapping him in blankets, applying hot bottles and otherwise restoring him; for as yet the poor boy showed only slight symptoms of returning vitality.

While thus engaged the door burst open, and Maggie Davidson rushed in.

Oh, Nell! she exclaimed, what has happened  is it true  Billy!  dead? No; thank God for that, but  but  the Evening Star must be wrecked! Are the rest safe? Is Joe

The excited young wife stopped and gasped with anxiety.

The Lord has been merciful in sending me my Billy, returned Mrs Bright, with forced calmness, but I know nothing more.

Turning at once, Maggie rushed wildly from the house intending to make straight for the shore. But she had not gone far when a crowd of men appeared coming towards her. Foremost among these was her own husband!

With a sharp cry of joy she rushed forward and threw herself into his ready arms.

Oh! praise the Lord, she said; but as she spoke the appearance of her husbands face alarmed her. Glancing hastily at the crowd behind, she cast a frightened look up at Joes face.

Who is it? she asked in a whisper, as four men advanced with slow measured tread bearing between them the form of a man.

David, he said, while an irrepressible sob convulsed him.

For one moment the comely face of Maggie wore an expression of horror; then she broke from Joe, ran quickly back, and, seizing Mrs Bright in her arms, attempted in vain to speak.

What  whats wrong, Maggie?

The poor sympathetic young wife could not utter a word. She could only throw her arms round her friends neck, and burst into a passion of tears.

But there was no need for words. Mrs Bright knew full well what the tears meant, and her heart stood still while a horror of darkness seemed to sink down upon her. At that moment she heard the tread of those who approached.

Another minute, and all that remained of David Bright was laid on his bed, and his poor wife fell with a low wail upon his inanimate form, while Billy sat up on his couch and gazed in speechless despair.

In that moment of terrible agony God did not leave the widow utterly comfortless, for even in the first keen glance at her dead husband she had noted the Bethel-Flag, which he had shown to her with such pride on his last holiday. Afterwards she found in his pocket the Testament which she had given to him that year, and thus was reminded that the parting was not to be  for ever!

We will not dwell on the painful scene. In the midst of it, Ruth Dotropy glided in like an angel of light, and, kneeling quietly by the widows side, sobbed as if the loss had been her own. Poor Ruth! She did not know how to set about comforting one in such overwhelming grief. Perhaps it was as well that she did not try, for certainly, in time, she succeeded.

How Ruth came to hear of the wreck and its consequences was not very apparent, but she had a peculiar faculty for discovering the locality of human grief, a sort of instinctive tendency to gravitate towards it, and, like her namesake of old, to cling to the sufferer.

Returning to her own lodging, she found her mother, and told her all that had happened.

And now, mother, she said, I must go at once to London, and tell Captain Bream of my suspicions about Mrs Bright, and get him to come down here, so as to bring them face to face without further delay.

My dear child, you will do nothing of the sort, said Mrs Dotropy, with unwonted decision. You know well enough that Captain Bream has had a long and severe illness, and could not stand anything in the nature of a shock in his present state.

Yes, mother, but they say that joy never kills, and if

Who says? interrupted Mrs Dotropy; who are they who say so many stupid things that every one seems bound to believe? Joy does kill, sometimes. Besides, what if you turned out to be wrong, and raised hopes that were only destined to be crushed? Dont you think that the joy of anticipation might  might be neutralised by the expectation,  I mean the sorrow of  of  but its of no use arguing. I set my face firmly against anything of the sort.

Well, perhaps you are right, mother, said Ruth, with a little sigh; indeed, now I think of it I feel sure you are; for it might turn out to be a mistake, as you say, which would be an awful blow to poor Captain Bream in his present weak state. So I must just wait patiently till he is better.

Which he will very soon be, my love, said Mrs Dotropy, for he is sure to be splendidly nursed, now he has got back to his old quarters with these admirable Miss Seawards. But tell me more about this sad wreck. You say that the fisherman named Joe Davidson is safe?

Yes, I know he is, for I have just seen him.

Im glad of that, for I have a great regard for him, and am quite taken with his good little wife. Indeed I feel almost envious of them, they do harmonise and agree so well together  not of course, that your excellent father and I did not agree  far from it. I dont think that in all the course of our happy wedded life he ever once contradicted me; but somehow, he didnt seem quite to understand things  even when things were so plain that they might have been seen with a magnifying-glass  I mean a micro  that is  no matter. I fear you would not understand much better, Ruth, darling, for you are not unlike your poor father. But who told you about the wreck?

A policeman, mother. He said it was the Evening Star, and the moment I heard that I hurried straight to Mrs Bright, getting the policeman to escort me there and back. He has quite as great an admiration of Joe as you have, mother, and gave me such an interesting account of the change for the better that has come over the fishermen generally since the Mission vessels carried the gospel among them. He said he could hardly believe his eyes when he saw some men whom he had known to be dreadful characters changed into absolute lambs. And you know, mother, that the opinion of policemen is of much weight, for they are by no means a soft or sentimental race of men.

True, Ruth, returned her mother with a laugh. After the scene enacted in front of our windows the other day, when one of them had so much trouble, and suffered such awful pommelling from the drunken ruffian he took up, I am quite prepared to admit that policemen are neither soft nor sentimental.

Now, mother, I cannot rest, said Ruth, rising, I will go and try to quiet my feelings by writing an account of the whole affair to the Miss Seawards.

But you have not told me, child, who is the young man who behaved so gallantly in rescuing little Billy and others?

A deep blush overspread the girls face as she looked down, and in a low voice said, It was our old friend Mr Dalton.

Ruth! exclaimed Mrs Dotropy, sharply, with a keen gaze into her daughters countenance, you are in love with Mr Dalton!

No, mother, I am not, replied Ruth, with a decision of tone, and a sudden flash of the mild sweet eyes, that revealed a little of the old spirit of the De Tropys. Surely I may be permitted to admire a brave man without the charge of being in love with him!

Quite true, quite true, my love, replied the mother, sinking back into her easy-chair. You had better go now, as you suggest, and calm yourself by writing to your friends.

Ruth hurried from the room; sought the seclusion of her own chamber; flung herself into a chair, and put the question to herself, Am I in love with Mr Dalton?

It was a puzzling question; one that has been put full many a time in this worlds history without receiving a very definite or satisfactory answer. In this particular case it seemed to be not less puzzling than usual, for Ruth repeated it aloud more than once, Am I in love with Mr Dalton? without drawing from herself an audible reply.

She remained in the same attitude for a considerable time, with her sweet little head on one side, and her tiny hands clasped loosely on her lap  absorbed in meditation.

From this condition she at last roused herself to sit down before a table with pen, ink, and paper. Then she went to work on a graphic description of the wreck of the Evening Star  in which, of course, Mr Dalton unavoidably played a very prominent part.

Human nature is strangely and swiftly adaptable. Ruths heart fluttered with pleasure as she described the heroism of the young man, and next moment it throbbed with deepest sadness as she told of Mrs Brights woe, and the paper on which she wrote became blotted with her tears.




Chapter Twenty Six.

The House of Mourning.

We have it on the highest authority that it is better to go to the house of mourning than to the house of feasting. This fallen world does not readily believe that, but then the world is notoriously slow to believe the truth, and also rather apt to believe what is false. It was long before even the learned world could be got to believe that the world itself moves round the sun. Indeed it is more than probable that more than half the world does not believe that yet. On the other hand, much of it very likely believes still that the world is flat. A savage of the prairie would almost certainly entertain that fallacy, while a savage of the mountains would perhaps laugh him to scorn, yet neither would admit that it was a globe.

So, mankind is very unwilling to accept the truth that it is better to give than to receive, though such is certainly the case if there be truth in holy writ.

John Gunter had been much impressed, and not a little softened, by the recent catastrophe of the shipwreck and of his skippers death, but he had not yet been subdued to the point of believing that it would be better to spend an hour with widow Bright than to spend it in the public-house, even though his shipmate Joe Davidson did his best to persuade him of that truth.

Come, said Joe, as a last appeal, come, John, whatll our shipmates think of ee if you never go near the poor thing to offer her a word o comfort?

I cant comfort nobody, replied Gunter with a surly heave of his shoulder.

Yes, you can, said Joe, earnestly; why, the very sight o you bein there, out o respect to David, would do her poor heart good.

The idea of anybody deriving comfort from a sight of him so tickled Gunter that he only replied with a sarcastic laugh, nevertheless he followed his mate sulkily and, as it were, under protest.

On entering the humble dwelling they found Spivin, Trevor, and Zulu already there. Mrs Bright arose with tearful eyes to welcome the new guests. Billy rose with her. He had scarcely left his mothers side for more than a few minutes since the dark night of the wreck, though several days had elapsed.

It was a great era in the life of the fisher-boy  a new departure. It had brought him for the first time in his young life into personal contact as it were, with the dark side of life, and had made an indelible impression on his soul. It did not indeed abate the sprightly activity of his mind or body, but it sobered his spirit and, in one day, made him more of a man than several years of ordinary life could have accomplished. The most visible result was a manly consideration of, and a womanly tenderness towards, his mother, which went a long way to calm Mrs Brights first outbreak of sorrow.

These rough fishermen  rough only in outward appearance  had their own method of comforting the widow. They did not attempt anything like direct consolation, however, but they sat beside her and chatted in quiet undertones  through which there ran an unmistakable sound of sympathy. Their talk was about incidents and events of a pleasant or cheering kind in their several experiences. And occasionally, though not often, they referred to the absent David when anything particularly favourable to him could be said.

Weve got good news, Joe, said Billy, when the former was seated.

Ay, Billy, Im glad o that. What may the good news be?

Another Evening Star has been raised up to us by the Lord, said Mrs Bright, but oh! it will never shine like the first one to me! The poor woman could go no further, so Billy again took up the story.

You know, he said, that our kind friend Miss Ruth Dotropy has been greatly taken up about us since father went  went home, and it seems that shes bin writin to Lunon about us, tellin all about the wreck, an about our mistake in goin to sea, last trip, without bein inspected, which lost us the insurance-money. An theres a rich friend o hers as has sent her a thousand pound to buy mother another smack!

You dont say thats true, Billy! exclaimed Joe, with a look of surprise.

Thats just what I do say, Joe. The smack is already bought, and is to be fitted out at once, an mother has made you her skipper, Joe, an the rest have all agreed to go  Zulu as cook  and Gunter too. Wont you, John?

The boy, who was somewhat excited by the news he had to tell, frankly held out his hand to Gunter, and that worthy, grasping it with an unwonted display of frankness on his part growled Im with ee, lad.

Yes, its all arranged, resumed Billy, and well not be long o being ready for sea, so you wont be left to starve, mother

Up to this point the poor boy had held on with his wonted vivacity, but he stopped suddenly. The corners of his mouth began to twitch, and, laying his head on his mothers bosom, he sobbed aloud.

It did the widow good to comfort him. The fishermen had an instinctive perception that their wisest course lay in taking no notice, and continuing their low-voiced intercourse.

Well, now, said Joe, I have read in story-books of folk bein as libral sometimes as to give a thousand pounds, but I never thought Id live to see em do it.

Why, Joe, where have your eyes and ears bin? said Luke Trevor. Dont you know it was a libral gentleman, if not two, or praps three, as lent the Ensign, our first gospel-ship, to the Mission?

Thats true, Luke; I forgot that when I spoke, an theres more gospel-smacks comin, Im told, presented in the same way by libral folk.

Its my belief, said Luke, with emphasis, at the same time striking his right knee with his hand, its my belief that afore long well have a gospel-ship for every fleet on the North Sea.

Right you are, boy, said Joe, an the sooner the better. Moreover, Ive heard say that theres a talk about sellin baccy on board of the mission-ships cheaper than what they do aboard o the copers. Did any of ee hear o that?

I heard somethin about it, answered Luke, but its too good news to be true. If they do, itll drive the copers off the sea.

Of course it will. Thats just what theyre a-goin to do it for, I suppose.

Reader, the mode of dealing with the abominable coper traffic referred to by these men has at last happily been adopted, and the final blow has been dealt by the simple expedient of underselling the floating grog-shops in the article of tobacco. Very considerable trouble and expense have to be incurred by the mission, however, for the tobacco has to be fetched from a foreign port; but the result amply repays the cost for the men naturally prefer paying only 1 shilling per pound on board the mission-ship, to paying 1 shilling 6 pence on board the coper. The smacksmans advantages in this respect may be better understood when we say that on shore he has to pay 4 shillings per pound for tobacco. But his greatest advantage of all  that for which the plan has been adopted  is his being kept away from the vessel where, while purchasing tobacco, he is tempted to buy poisonous spirits. Of course the anti-smoker is entitled to say it were better that the smacksman should be saved from tobacco as well as drink! But of two evils it is wise to choose the less. Tobacco at 1 shilling 6 pence procured in the coper, with, to some, its irresistible temptation to get drunk on vile spirits, is a greater evil than the procuring of the same weed at 1 shilling in a vessel all whose surroundings and internal arrangements are conducive to the benefit of soul and body.

Dye mind the old Swan, boys? asked an elderly man  a former friend of David Bright who had dropped in with his mite of genuine sympathy.

What, the first gospel-ship as was sent afloat some thirty years ago? It would be hard to remember what existed before I was born!

Well, youve heard of her, anyhow. She was lent by the Admiralty for the work in the year eighteen hundred and something, not to go out like the Ensign to the North Sea fleets, but to cruise about an visit in the Thames. I was in the Swan myself for a few months when I was a young fellow, and we had grand times aboard of that wessel. It seemed to me like a sort o home to the sailors that theyd make for arter their woyages was over. Once, I reklect, we had a evenin service, an as several ships had come in from furrin parts that mornin we had the Swan chock-full o noo hands; but bless you, though they was noo to us they warnt noo to each other. They had many of em met aboard the Swan years before. Some of em hadnt met for seven and ten year, and sich a shakin o hands there was, an recognisin of each other!  I thought wed never get the service begun. Many of em was Christian men, and felt like brothers, you see.

Did many of the masters an mates come to the services in those days? asked Joe Davidson.

Ay, a-many of em. Wy, Ive seed lots o both masters an mates wolunteerin to indoose their men to come wen some of em warnt willin  takin their own boats, too, to the neighbourin ships an bringin off the men as wanted to, wen the Swans bell was a-ringin for service. I heard one man say he hadnt bin to a place o worship for ten year, an if hed knowd what the Swan was like hed ha bin to her sooner.

I mind meetin wery unexpected with a friend at that time, continued the old fisherman, who saw that his audience was interested in his talk, and that the mind of poor Mrs Bright was being drawn from her great sorrow for a little. I hadnt met im for eight or ten years.

Hallo! Abel, says I, is that you?

Thats me, says he, ketchin hold o my grapnel, an givin it a shake that amost unshipped the shoulder. Leastwise its all thats left o me.

What dee mean? says I.

I mean, says he, that Ive just lost my wessel on the Gunfleet sands, but, thank God, I havent lost my life, nor none o my men, though it was a close shave.

How did it happen, Abel? says I.

Says he, It happened pretty much in the usual way. A gale, wi sleet that thick we could hardly see the end o the jib-boom. The moment we struck I knowd it was all over wi the old wessel, but I didnt see my way to go under without a struggle, so we made a desprit attemp to git out the boats, but a sea saved us the trouble, for it swept em all away before we got at em, as if theyd bin ony chips o wood. Then, as if to mock us, another sea pitched us higher on the sands, so as the decks wasnt washed by every wave quite so bad, but we knew that wouldnt last for the tide was makin fast, so I calls the crew together, an says I, Now, lads, Ive often prayed with you an for you. In a few minutes well have to take to the riggin, an you know what the end o thats likely to be. Before doin so, Ill pray again, for nothin is impossible to the Lord, an it may be His will to spare us yet a while. Well, I prayed. Then we took to the riggin to wait for death  or rescue. An sure enough, after we had bin six hours there, an was all but frozen, a fishin-smack came past and took us off.

Now, mates, said Joe Davidson, after they had chatted thus in subdued tones for some time, it do seem to me that as most of us are of one mind here, and we are, so to speak, of one fisher-family, it might do Mrs Bright good if we was to have a bit of the Word together, and a prayer or two.

As every one agreed to this either heartily or by silence, a Bible was produced, and Joe,  being mate of the late Evening Star, and therefore a sort of natural head of the family  read the portion where God promises to be a Husband to the widow, and a Father to the fatherless.

Then they all knelt while he prayed in simple language for comfort and a blessing to the mourning household. He was followed with a very few but intensely earnest words by Luke. Even John Gunter put up an unpremeditated prayer in the words, God help us! uttered in a choking voice, and the old fisherman followed them all with a deep Amen.

After that they shook hands tenderly with the widow and Billy, and went out silently from the house of mourning.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

The Captains Appetite Restored, and Ruth in a New Light.

Captain Bream reclined one day on a sofa in the sitting-room of the house where he had first made the acquaintance of the Miss Seawards. Both ladies were seated by his side, the one working worsted cuffs and the other comforters, and both found the utmost difficulty in repressing tears when they looked at their kind nautical friend, for a great change had come over him since we last saw him.

We will not venture to state what was the illness that had laid the captain, as he himself expressed it on his beam-ends, but whatever it might have been, it had reduced him to a mere shadow. His once round cheeks were hollow; his eyes were so sunken that they appeared to have retired into the interior of his head, out of which, as out of two deep caverns, they gleamed solemnly. His voice, having been originally pitched so low that it could not well get lower, had become reduced to the sound of a big drum muffled; it had also a faint resemblance to a bassoon with a bad cold. His beard and moustache, having been allowed to grow, bore a striking likeness to a worn-out clothes-brush, and his garments appeared to hang upon a living skeleton of large proportions.

It is right however, to add that this was the worst that could be said of him. The spirit within was as cheery and loving and tender as ever it had been  indeed more so  and the only wonder was that it did not break a hole in the once tough but now thin shell of its prison-house, and soar upwards to its native regions in the sky!

You must not work so hard at these cuffs, Miss Jessie, he said, with a pleasant though languid smile. If you do Ill reduce my board.

But that would only render it necessary that I should work harder, returned Jessie, without checking the pace of the needles.

It is hard, resumed the captain, that I should be disobeyed at every turn now that Im on my beam-ends, with little more strength in me than a new-born kitten. But never mind, Im beginnin to feel stronger, and Ill pay you off, my dear, when Im able to move about.

Do you really feel a little stronger? asked Kate, who, although more lively  even mischievous in a small way  than her sister, had been more deeply affected by the captains long illness, and could not shake off the impression that he was going to die.

Feel stronger! exclaimed the wrecked giant. Give me your hand. Dee feel that?

That which Kate was to feel was a squeeze as a test of strength.

There. Doesnt it hurt you? I believe I could make you cry if I was to try.

And the captain did make her cry even without trying, for Kate was so deeply touched with the weakness of the trembling squeeze, coupled with the hearty kindness and little touches of fun in the prostrate man, that she could not keep it down. Rising hurriedly, therefore, she flung her unfinished comforter into Jessies lap, left the room, and, retiring to her chamber, wept quietly there. Those tears were not now, however, as they had often been, tears of anxious sorrow, but of thankful joy.

Having accomplished this little matter, and relieved her feelings, she returned to the parlour.

Ive been just trying to persuade him, Kate, said Jessie, as the former entered, that in a week or two a trip to Yarmouth will do him so much good, but he does not seem to think he will be equal to it.

Come, now, Miss Jessie, thats not a fair way to put it. I have no doubt that I shall be able enough  thanks to the good Lord who has spared me  but what I think is that Yarmouth, pleasant though it be, is not exactly what I want just now.

What then, do you think would be better for you? asked Kate.

The sea! The sea! The open sea! The blue, the fresh, the ever free! answered the captain, with a gleam in the sunken eyes such as had not been seen there for many days.

Horrible thought! said Jessie, with a pretended shudder.

You know the proverb, Whats one mans meat is another mans poison, returned the captain. Ah! ladies, only those who have been cradled on the deep for three quarters of a lifetime, and who love the whistling winds, and the surging waves, and the bounding bark, know what it is to long, as I do, for another rest upon my mothers breast:  

And a mother she was and is to me,

For I was born  was born on the open sea.

I had no idea you were so poetical, said Jessie, much surprised at the invalids enthusiasm.

Sickness has a tendency to make people poetical. I suppose, returned the captain.

But how are you to manage it? You can scarcely walk yet. Then excuse me, you havent got a ship, and I fear that not many owners would intrust one to you till you are stronger. So, what will you do?

Go as a passenger, my dear. See here; its all arranged, said the captain, holding up a letter.

I got this by the post this morning, and want to consult with you about it. Knowing my condition and desires, that excellent man the chaplain, who took me out in his steam-launch the day I got the first shot of this illness, had made known my case to the Director of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen, and he has kindly agreed to let me go a trip to the North Sea in one of the mission-ships, on the understanding that I shall do as much of a missionarys work as I am fit for when there.

But youre not fit for work of any kind! exclaimed Kate with a flush of indignation which was partly roused by the idea of her friend being taken away from her at a time when he required so much nursing, and partly by the impropriety of so sick a man being expected to work at all.

True, my dear, but I shall be fit enough in a week or two. Why, I feel strength coming back like a torrent. Even now Im so hungry that I could devour my  my

Your dinner! cried Kate, as, at that opportune moment the door opened and Liffie Lee appeared with a tray in her hand.

There could be no doubt as to the captains appetite. Not only did his eyes glare, in quite a wolfish manner, at the food while it was being set before him, but the enormous quantity he took of that food became quite a source of alarm to the sisters, who watched and helped him.

Now, captain, said Jessie, laying her hand at last on his thin arm, as it was stretched out to help himself to more, you really must not. You know the doctor said that it would never do, at first, to

My dear, interrupted the invalid, hang the doctor!

Well, I have no objection to his being hanged, if you dont ask me to do it, returned Jessie, but really

Oh! let him alone, said Kate, who, being very healthy, shared the captains unreasonable contempt for medical men, and was more than pleased at the ravenous tendencies of her old friend.

Now for the sponge-cakes, said the captain, wiping his mouth and rubbing his hands on finishing the first course.

You are to have none, said Kate, firmly. The captains face elongated into a look of woe.

Because you are to have rice-pudding and thick cream instead! continued Kate.

The captains face shortened again into a beaming smile.

Liffie Lee appeared at the moment with the viands named.

I never saw anything like it! exclaimed Jessie with a short laugh, and a look of resignation.

I enjoy it so much! said Kate, pouring out the cream with liberal hand.

Liffie said nothing, but if the widest extension of her lips, and the exposing of her bright little teeth from ear to ear, meant anything, it meant that her sympathies were entirely with Kate.

The captain was helped to pudding in a soup plate, that being relatively a rather small dessert plate for him. He was about to plunge the dessert spoon into it, but stopped suddenly and gazed at it. Then he turned his awful gaze on the small servant who almost shrank before it.

Liffie, my dear.

Yyes, sir.

Bring me a table-spoon, the biggest one you have.

Yes, sir, she said,  and vanished. Presently she returned with an enormous gravy spoon.

Ha! ha! shouted the captain, with much of his old fire; thats better than I had hoped for! Hand it here, Liffie; itll do.

He seized the weapon, and Liffie uttered an involuntary squeal of delight as she saw him sweep up nearly the whole of his first helping, and make one bite of it! He then attempted to smile at Liffies expression of joy, but did it awkwardly in the circumstances.

Just as he had finished his little repast, and was tranquilly stirring a breakfast cup of coffee, the door bell rang.

A minute later Liffie appeared with her mouth and eyes like three round Os.

If you please, maam, heres Mister and Missis Dalton, as wants to know if they may come in.

Mr and Mrs who? exclaimed both sisters.

Mister an Missis Dalton, repeated Liffie.

Show them in  at once, child. Some ridiculous mistake, said Jessie, glancing at Kate. But, stay, Liffie;  you have no objection, captain?

None in the least.

Another moment and Ruth appeared blushing in the door-way, with a handsome young man looming in the background.

Mr and Mrs Dalton! said the two sisters with a dazed look as they sank into two chairs.

Oh no! darling Jessie, cried Ruth, rushing forward and throwing her arms round her friend; not  not quite that yet, but  but  engaged. And we determined that the very first call we made should be to you, darling.

Well, now, this is capital! Quite a picture, growled the captain; does more good to my digestion than

Come, interrupted Jessie, taking Ruth by the hand. Come to our room!

Regardless of all propriety, the sisters hurried Ruth off to their bedroom to have it out with her there, leaving young Dalton to face the captain.

I congratulate you, my lad, said the captain, frankly extending his hand. Sit down.

Dalton as frankly shook the hand and thanked the captain, as he took a seat beside him.

Im deeply grieved, Captain Bream, to see you so much reduced, yet rejoiced to find that you are fairly convalescent.

Humph! I wouldnt give much for the depth of either your grief or joy on my account seein that youve managed to get hooked on to an angel.

Well, I confess, said the youth, with a laugh, that the joy connected with that fact pretty much overwhelms all other feelings at present.

The admission does you credit boy, for she is an angel. Im not usin figures o speech. Shes a real darlin, A1 at Lloyds. True blue through and through. And let me tell you, young fellow, that I know her better than you do, for I saw her before you were bor  , no, that couldnt well be, but I knew her father before you were born, and herself ever since she saw the light.

Im delighted to have your good opinion of her, though, of course, it cannot increase my estimation of her character. Nothing can do that!

Which means that my opinion goes for nothing. Well, the conceit of the rising generation is only equalled by  by that o the one that went before it. But, now, isnt it strange that you are the very man I want to see?

It is indeed, replied Dalton with a slightly incredulous look.

Yes, the very man. Look ye here. Have you got a note-book?

I have.

Pull it out, then. I want you to draw out my will.

Your will, Captain Bream!

My will, repeated the captain. Last will an testament.

But Im not lawyer enough to

I know that, man! I only want you to sketch it out. Listen. Im going in a week or two to the North Sea in a fishing-smack. Well, theres no sayin what may happen there. Im not infallible  or invulnerable  or waterproof, though I am an old salt. Now, you are acquainted with all my money matters, so I want you to jot down who the cash is to be divided among if I should go to the bottom; then, take the sketch to my lawyer  you know where he lives  and tell him to draw it out all ship-shape, an bring it to me to sign. Now, are you ready?

But, my dear sir, this may take a long time, and the ladies will probably return before we

You dont bother your head about the ladies, my lad, but do as I tell ee. Miss Ruth has got hold of two pair of ears and two hearts that wont be satisfied in five minutes. Besides, my will wont be a long one. Are you ready?

Yes, said Dalton, spreading his note-book on his knee.

Well, resumed the captain, after makin all the usual arrangements for all expenses  funeral, etcetera, (of which therell be none if I go to the bottom), an some legacies of which Ill tell the lawyer when I see him, I leave all that remains to Miss Jessie and Miss Kate Seaward, share an share alike, to do with it as they please, an to leave it after them to whomsoever they like. There!

Is that all?

Yes, thats all, returned the captain, sadly. I once had a dear sister, but every effort I have made to find her out has failed. Of course if I do come across her before it pleases the Lord to take me home, Ill alter the will. In the meantime let it be drawn out so.

Soon after this important transaction was finished the ladies returned, much flushed and excited, and full of apologies for their rude behaviour to their male friends.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Out with the Short Blue again.

Pleasant and heart-stirring is the sensation of returning health to one who has sailed for many weeks in the Doldrums of Disease, weathered Point Danger, crossed the Line of Weakness, and begun to steer with favouring gales over the smooth sea of Convalescence.

So thought Captain Bream one lovely summer day, some time after the events just narrated, as he sat on the bridge of a swift steamer which cut like a fish through the glassy waves of the North Sea.

It was one of Hewett and Companys carriers, bound for the Short Blue fleet. Over three hundred miles was the total run; she had already made the greater part of it. The exact position of the ever-moving fleet was uncertain. Nevertheless, her experienced captain was almost certain  as if by a sort of instinct  to hit the spot where the smacks lay ready with their trunks of fish to feed the insatiable maw of Billingsgate.

Captain Breams cheeks were not so hollow as they had been when we last saw him. Neither were they so pale. His eyes, too, had come a considerable way out of the caves into which they had retreated, and the wolfish glare in the presence of food was exchanged for a look of calm serenity. His coat, instead of hanging on him like a shirt on a handspike, had begun to show indications of muscle covering the bones, and his vest no longer flapped against him like the topsail of a Dutchman in a dead calm. Altogether, there was a healthy look about the old man which gave the impression that he had been into dock, and had a thorough overhaul.

Enough of weakness remained, however, to induce a feeling of blessed restfulness in his entire being. The once strong and energetic man had been brought to the novel condition of being quite willing to leave the responsibility of the world on other shoulders, and to enjoy the hitherto unknown luxury of doing nothing at all. So thoroughly had he abandoned himself in this respect, that he did not even care to speak, but was satisfied to listen to others, or to gaze at the horizon in happy contemplation, or to pour on all around looks of calm benignity.

How do you feel to-day, sir? asked the mate of the steamer, as he came on the bridge.

My strongest feeling, said Captain Bream, is one of thankfulness to God that I am so well.

A good feelin that doesnt always come as strong as it ought to, or as one would wish; does it, sir? said the mate.

Thats true, answered the captain, but when a man, after bein so low that he seems to be bound for the next world, finds the tide risin again, the feelin is apt to come stronger, dee see? Dyou expect to make the fleet to-day?

Yes, sir, we should make it in the evenin if the admiral has stuck to his plans.

The captain became silent again, but after a few minutes, fearing that the mate might think him unsociable, he said  

I suppose the admiral is always chosen as being one of the best men of the fleet?

Thats the idea, sir, and the one chosen usually is one of the best, though of course mistakes are sometimes made. The present admiral is a first-rate man  a thorough-going fisherman, well acquainted with all the shoals, and a Christian into the bargain.

Ah, I suppose that is an advantage to the fleet in many respects, said the captain, brightening up, on finding the mate sympathetic on that point.

It is for the advantage of the fleet in all respects, sir. I have known an ungodly admiral, on a Sunday, when they couldnt fish, an the weather was just right for heavin-to an going aboard the mission smack for service  Ive known him keep the fleet movin the whole day, for nothin at all but spite. Of course that didnt put any one in a good humour, an you know, sir, men always work better when theyre in good spirits.

Ay, well do I know that, said the captain, for Ive had a good deal to do wi men in my time, and I have always found that Christian sailors as a rule are worth more than unbelievers, just because they work with a will  as the Bible puts it, unto the Lord and not unto men. Youve heard of General Havelock, no doubt?

Oh yes, sir, you mean the Indian general who used to look after the souls of his men?

Thats the man, returned the captain. Well, Ive been told that on one occasion when the commander-in-chief sent for some soldiers for special duty, and found that most of em were drunk, he turned an said, Send me some of Havelocks saints: they can be depended on! Im not sure if Ive got the story rightly, but, anyhow, thats what he said.

Ay, sir, I sometimes think it wonderful, said the mate, that unbelievers dont themselves see that the love of God in a mans heart makes him a better and safer servant in all respects  according to the Word, Godliness is profitable to the life that now is, as well as that which is to come. Theres the fleet at last, sir!

While speaking, the mate had been scanning the horizon with his glass, which he immediately handed to the captain, who rose at once and saw the line of the Short Blue like little dots on the horizon. The dots soon grew larger; then they assumed the form of vessels, and in a short time the carrying-steamer was amongst them, making straight for the admiral, whose smack was distinguishable by his flag.

What is the admirals name? asked the captain as they advanced.

Davidson  Joe Davidson; one of the brightest young fellows I ever knew, answered the captain of the steamer, who came on the bridge at that moment, and a true Christian. He is master of the Evening Star.

Why, I thought that was the name of a smack that was wrecked some time ago near Yarmouth  at least so my friends there wrote me, said Captain Bream with sudden interest; and well might he feel interest in the new Evening Star, for it was himself who had given the thousand pounds to purchase her, at Ruth Dotropys request, but he had not been told that her skipper, Joe Davidson, had been made admiral of the fleet.

So it was the Evening Star, sir, that was wrecked, but some open-handed gentleman in London bought a new smack for widow Bright and she called it by the same name, an the young man, who had been mate with her husband, she has made skipper till her son Billy is old enough to take charge of her. The strangest thing is, that all the old crew have stuck together, and the smack is now one of the best managed in the fleet. Joe wouldnt have been made admiral if that wasnt so.

To this, and a great deal more, the captain listened with great joy and thankfulness, without, however, giving a hint as to his own part in the matter. Originally he had given the thousand pounds to please Ruth, and he had been at that time glad to think that the gift was to benefit a deserving and unfortunate widow. It was not a little satisfactory, therefore, to hear that his gift had been so well bestowed; that it had even become the admirals vessel, and that he was about to have the opportunity of boarding the new Evening Star and himself inspecting its crew.

Tell me a little more about this Evening Star, he said to the captain of the steamer. I have sometimes heard of her from a lady friend of mine, who takes a great interest in her owner, but I was so ill at the time she wrote that I couldnt pay much attention to anything.

Thus invited the captain proceeded to tell all he knew about David Bright and his wife, and Billy, and Luke Trevor, Spivin, Gunter, Zulu, the wreck, the launch of the new smack, etcetera,  much of which was quite new to Captain Bream, and all of which was of course deeply interesting to him.

While these two were conversing the fleet gradually thickened around them, for a light breeze, which seemed to have sprung up for the very purpose, enabled them to close in. Some of the smacks were close at hand; others more distant. To those within hail, the captain and mate of the steamer gave the customary salute and toss of the fist in the air as they passed.

Theres the admiral, said the captain, two points off the port bow.

An the gospel-ship close alongside, said the mate. Dont you see the M.D.S.F. flag? Trust Joe for bein near to her when he can manage it. Here they come, fast an thick. Theres the Fern, Id know her a mile off, an the Martin, an Rover, Coquette, Truant! What cheer, boys!

Is that the Cherub or the Andax abeam of us? asked the captain.

Its neither. Its the Guide, or the Boy Jim, or the Retriever  not quite sure which.

Now, Captain Bream, shall we put you on board the mission-ship at once, or will you wait to see us boarded for empty trunks?

Ill wait, returned Captain Bream.

Soon the steamer hove-to, not far from the admirals vessel. The smacks came crowding round like bees round a hive, each one lowering a boat when near enough.

And once again was enacted a scene similar in many respects to that which we have described in a previous chapter, with this difference, that the scramble now was partly for the purpose of obtaining empty boxes. Another steamer had taken off most of their fish early that day, and the one just arrived meant to wait for the fish of the next morning.

It chanced that a good many of the rougher men of the fleet came on board that evening, so that Captain Bream, whose recent experiences had led him half to expect that all the North Sea fishermen were amiable lions, had his mind sadly but effectively disabused of that false idea. The steamers deck soon swarmed with some four hundred of the roughest and most boisterous men he had ever seen, and the air was filled with coarse and profane language, while a tendency to fight was exhibited by several of them.

Theyre a rough lot, sir, said the mate as he leant on the rail of the bridge, gazing down on the animated scene, but they were a rougher lot before the gospel-ship came out to stay among them, and some of the brightest Christians now in the fleet were as bad as the worst you see down there.

Ay, Jesus came to save the lost, and the worst, said the captain in a low tone praise to His name!

As soon as the trunks had been received, the admiral bore away to windward, and the fleet began to follow and make preparation for the nights fishing; for the fish which were destined so soon to smoke on London tables were at that moment gambolling at the bottom of the sea!

We must run down to the mission smack, and put you aboard at once, sir, said the mate, for she follows the admiral  though she does not fish on Saturday nights, so that the hold may be clear of fish and ready for service on Sundays.

Captain Bream was ready.

They know you are coming, I suppose?

Yes, they expect me.

In a few minutes the steamer was close to the mission-ship, and soon after, the powerful arms of its hospitable skipper and mate were extended to help the expected invalid out of the boat which had been sent for him.

Were makin things all snug for the night, said the skipper, as he led his guest into the little cabin, an when were done we shall have tea; but if youd like it sooner

No, no, skipper, Ill wait. Though Im just come from the shore, you dont take me for an impatient land-lubber, do you? Go, finish your work, and Ill rest a bit. Ive been ill, you see, an cant stand as much as I used to, he added apologetically.

When left alone, Captain Breams mode of resting himself was to go down on his knees and thank God for having brought him to so congenial a resting-place on the world of waters, and to pray that he might be made use of to His glory while there.

How that prayer was answered we shall see.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Another Fight and  Victory!

It is interesting to observe the curious, and oftentimes unlikely, ways in which the guilt of man is brought to light, and the truth of that word demonstrated Be sure your sin shall find you out.

Although John Gunters heart was softened at the time of his old skippers death, it was by no means changed, so that, after a brief space, it became harder than ever, and the man who had been melted  to some extent washed  returned, ere long, with increased devotion to his wallowing in the mire. This made him so disagreeable to his old comrades, that they became anxious to get rid of him, but Joe Davidson, whose disposition was very hopeful, hesitated; and the widow, having a kindly feeling towards the man because he had sailed with her husband, did not wish him to be dismissed.

Thus it came to pass that when Captain Bream joined the Short Blue fleet he was still a member of the crew of the new Evening Star.

The day following that on which the captain arrived was Sunday, and, as usual, the smacks whose skippers had become followers of the Lord Jesus began to draw towards the mission-ship with their Bethel-flags flying. Among them was the new admiral  Joe of the Evening Star. His vessel was pointed out, of course, to the captain as she approached. We need scarcely say that he looked at her with unusual interest, and was glad when her boat was lowered to row part of her crew to the service about to be held in the hold of the gospel-ship.

It was natural that Captain Bream should be much taken with the simple cheery manners of the admiral, as he stepped aboard and shook hands all round. It was equally natural that he should take some interest, also, in John Gunter, for was it not obvious that that worthy was a fine specimen of the gruff, half-savage, raw material which he had gone out there to work upon?

Why did you not bring Billy, Joe? asked the skipper of the mission vessel.

Well, you know, we had to leave some one to look after the smack, an I left Luke Trevor, as he said hed prefer to come to evenin service, an Billy said hed like to stay with Luke.

By this time a number of boats had put their rough-clad crews on the deck, and already a fair congregation was mustered. Shaking of hands, salutations, question and reply, were going briskly on all round, with here and there a little mild chaffing, and occasionally a hearty laugh, while now and then the fervent thank God and praise the Lord revealed the spirits of the speakers.

You mentioned the name of Billy just now, said Captain Bream, drawing Joe Davidson aside. Is he a man or a boy?

Hes a boy, sir, though he dont like to be reminded o the fact, said Joe with a laugh. Hes the son of our skipper who was drowned  an a good boy he is, though larky a bit. But that dont do him no harm, bless ye.

I wonder, returned the captain, if he is the boy some lady friends of mine are so fond of, who was sent up to London some time ago to

Thats him, sir, interrupted Joe; it was Billy as was sent to Lunon; by the wish of a Miss Ruth Pont-rap-me, or some such name. I never can remember it rightly, but shes awful fond o the fisher-folks.

Ah, I know Miss Ruth Dotropy also, said the captain. Strange that I should find this Billy that theyre all so fond of in the new Evening Star. I must pay your smack a visit soon, Davidson, for I have a particular interest in her.

Ill be proud to see you aboard her, sir, returned Joe. Wont you come after service? The calm will last a good while, I think.

Well, perhaps I may.

The conversation was interrupted here by a general move to the vessels hold, where the usual arrangements had been made  a table for a pulpit and fish-boxes for seats.

Do you feel well enough to speak to us to-day, Captain Bream? asked the skipper of the mission-ship.

Oh yes, Ill be happy to do so. The trip out has begun to work wonders already, said the captain.

Now, the truth of that proverb, One man may take a horse to the water, but ten men cant make him drink, is very often illustrated in the course of human affairs. You may even treat a donkey in the same way, and the result will be similar.

Joe Davidson had brought John Gunter to the mission-ship in the earnest hope that he would drink at the gospel fountain, but, after having got him there, Joe found that, so far from drinking, Gunter would not even go down to the services at all. On this occasion he said that he preferred to remain on deck, and smoke his pipe.

Unknown to all the world, save himself, John Gunter was at that time in a peculiarly unhappy state of mind. His condition was outwardly manifested in the form of additional surliness.

Youre like a bear with a sore head, Spivin had said to him when in the boat on the way to the service.

More like a black-face baboon wid de cholera, said Zulu.

Invulnerable alike to chaff and to earnest advice, Gunter sat on the fore-hatch smoking, while psalms of praise were rising from the hold.

Now, it was the little silver watch which caused all this trouble to Gunter. Bad as the man was, he had never been an absolute thief until the night on which he had robbed Ruth Dotropy. The horror depicted in her pretty, innocent face when he stopped her had left an impression on his mind which neither recklessness nor drink could remove, and thankfully would he have returned the watch if he had known the young ladys name or residence. Moreover, he was so inexperienced and timid in this new line of life, that he did not know how to turn the watch into cash with safety, and had no place in which to conceal it. On the very day about which we write, seeing the Coper not far off, the unhappy man had thrust the watch into his trousers pocket with the intention of bartering it with the Dutchman for rum, if he should get the chance. Small chance indeed, with Joe Davidson for his skipper! but there is no accounting for the freaks of the guilty.

The watch was now metaphorically burning a hole in Gunters pocket, and, that pocket being somewhat similar in many respects to the pockets of average schoolboys, Ruths pretty little watch lay in company with a few coppers, a bit of twine, a broken clasp-knife, two buttons, a short pipe, a crumpled tract of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen, and a half-finished quid of tobacco.

But although John Gunter would not drink of his own free-will, he could not easily avoid the water of life that came rushing to him up the hatchway and filled his ears. It came to him first, as we have said, in song; and the words of the hymn, Sinner, list to the loving call, passed not only his outer and inner ear, but dropped into his soul and disturbed him.

Then he got a surprise when Captain Breams voice resounded through the hold,  there was something so very deep and metallic about it, yet so tender and musical. But the greatest surprise of all came when the captain, without a word of preface or statement as to where his text was to be found, looked his expectant audience earnestly in the face, and said slowly, Thou shalt not steal.

Poor Captain Bream! nothing was further from his thoughts than the idea that any one listening to him was actually a thief! but he had made up his mind to press home, with the Spirits blessing, the great truth that the man who refuses to accept salvation in Jesus Christ robs God of the love and honour that are His due; robs his wife and children and fellow-men of the good example and Christian service which he was fitted and intended to exert, and robs himself, so to speak, of Eternal Life.

The captains arguments had much weight in the hold, but they had no weight on deck. Many of his shafts of reason were permitted to pierce the tough frames of the rugged men before him, and lodge with good influence in tender hearts, but they all fell pointless on the deck above. It was the pure unadulterated Word of God, without note or comment, that was destined that day to penetrate the iron heart of John Gunter, and sink down into his soul. Thou shalt not steal! That was all of the sermon that Gunter heard; the rest fell on deaf ears, for these words continued to burn into his very soul. Influenced by the new and deep feelings that had been aroused in him, he pulled the watch from his pocket with the intention of hurling it into the sea, but the thought that he would still deserve to be called a thief caused him to hesitate.

Hallo! Gunter, what pretty little thing is that youve got?

The words were uttered by Dick Herring of the White Cloud, who, being like-minded with John, had remained on deck like him to smoke and lounge.

Youve got no business wi that, growled Gunter, as he closed his hand on the watch, and thrust it back into his pocket.

I didnt say I had, mate, retorted Herring, with a puff of contempt, which at the same time emptied his mouth and his spirit.

Herring said no more; but when the service was over, and the men were chatting about the deck, he quietly mentioned what he had seen, and some of the waggish among the crew came up to Gunter and asked him, with significant looks and laughs, what time o day it was.

At first Gunter replied in his wonted surly manner; but at last, feeling that the best way would be to put a bold face on the matter, he said with an off-hand laugh  

Herring thinks hes made a wonderful discovery, but surely theres nothing very strange in a man buyin a little watch for his sweetheart.

You dont mean to say that you have a sweetheart do you? said a youth of about seventeen, who had a tendency to be what is styled cheeky.

Gunter turned on him with contempt. Well, now, he replied, if I had a smooth baby-face like yours I would not say as I had, but bein a man, you see, I may ventur to say that I have.

Come, Gunter, youre too hard on im, cried Spivin; I dont believe youve bought a watch for her at all; at least if you have, it must be a pewter one.

Thus taunted, Gunter resolved to carry out the bold line of action. What dee call that? he cried, pulling out the watch and holding it up to view.

Captain Bream chanced to be an amused witness of this little scene, but his expression changed to one of amazement when he beheld the peculiar and unmistakable watch which, years before, he had given to Ruth Dotropys father. Recovering himself quickly he stepped forward.

A very pretty little thing, he said, and looks uncommonly like silver. Let me see it.

He held out his hand, and Gunter gave it to him without the slightest suspicion, of course, that he knew anything about it. Yes, undoubtedly it is silver, and a very curious style of article too, continued the captain in a low off-hand tone. Youve no objection to my taking it to the cabin to look at it more carefully?

Of course Gunter had no objection, though a sensation of uneasiness arose within him, especially when Captain Bream asked him to go below with him, and whispered to Joe Davidson in a low tone, as he passed him, to shut the cabin skylight.

No sooner were they below, with the cabin-door shut, than the captain looked steadily in the mans face, and said  

Gunter, you stole this watch from a young lady in Yarmouth.

An electric shock could not have more effectually stunned the convicted fisherman. He gazed at the captain in speechless surprise. Then his fists clenched, a rush of blood came to his face, and a fierce oath rose to his white lips as he prepared to deny the charge.

Stop! said the captain, impressively, and there was nothing of severity or indignation in his voice or look. Dont commit yourself, Gunter. See, I place the watch on this table. If you bought it to give to your sweetheart, take it up. If you stole it from a pretty young lady in one of the rows of Yarmouth some months ago, and would now wish me to restore it to her  for I know her and the watch well  let it lie.

Gunter looked at the captain, then at the watch, and hesitated. Then his head drooped, and in a low voice he said  

I am guilty, sir.

Without a word more, Captain Bream laid his hand on the poor mans shoulder and pressed it. Gunter knew well what was meant. He went down on his knees. The captain kneeled beside him, and in a deep, intensely earnest voice, claimed forgiveness of the sin that had been confessed, and prayed that the sinners soul might be there and then cleansed in the precious blood of Jesus.

John Gunter was completely broken down; tears rolled over his cheeks, and it required all his great physical strength to enable him to keep down the sobs that well-nigh choked him.

Fishermen of the North Sea are tough. Their eyes are not easily made to swell or look red by salt water, whether it come from the ocean without or the mightier ocean within. When Gunter had risen from his knees and wiped his eyes with the end of a comforter, which had probably been worked under the superintendence of Ruth herself; there were no signs of emotion left  only a subdued look in his weatherworn face.

I give myself up, sir, he said, to suffer what punishment is due.

No punishment is due, my man. Jesus has borne all the punishment due to you and me. In regard to man, you have restored that which you took away, and well do I know that the young lady  like her Master  forgives freely. I will return the watch to her. You can go back to your comrades  nobody shall ever hear more about this. If they chaff you, or question you, just say nothing, and smile at them.

But  but, sir, said Gunter, moving uneasily.

I aint used to smilin. I  Ive bin so used to look gruff that

Look gruff, then, my man, interrupted the captain, himself unable to repress a smile. If youre not gruff in your heart, it wont matter much what you look like. Just look gruff, an keep your mouth shut, and theyll soon let you alone.

Acting on this advice, John Gunter returned to his mates looking gruffer, if possible, and more taciturn than ever, but radically changed, from that hour, in soul and spirit.




Chapter Thirty.

The Climax Reached at last.

As the calm weather continued in the afternoon, Joe Davidson tried to persuade Captain Bream to pay the Evening Star a visit, but the latter felt that the excitement and exertion of preaching to such earnest and thirsting men had been more severe than he had expected. He therefore excused himself, saying that he would lie down in his bunk for a short time, so as to be ready for the evening service.

It was arranged that the skipper of the mission smack should conduct that service, and he was to call the captain when they were ready to begin. When the time came, however, it was found that the exhausted invalid was so sound asleep that they did not like to disturb him.

But although Captain Bream was a heavy sleeper and addicted to sonorous snoring, there were some things in nature through which even he could not slumber; and one of these things proved to be a hymn as sung by the fishermen of the North Sea!

When, therefore, the Lifeboat hymn burst forth in tones that no cathedral organ ever equalled, and shook the timbers of the mission-ship from stem to stern, the captain turned round, yawned, and opened his eyes wide, and when the singers came to  

Leave the poor old stranded wreck, and pull for the shore,

he leaped out of his bunk with tremendous energy.

Pulling his garments into order, running his fingers through his hair, and trying to look as if he had not been asleep, he slipped quietly into the hold and sat down on a box behind the speaker, where he could see the earnest faces of the rugged congregation brought into strong relief by the light that streamed down the open hatchway.

What the preacher said, or what his subject was, Captain Bream never knew, for, before he could bring his mind to bear on it, his eyes fell on an object which seemed to stop the very pulsations of his heart, while his face grew pale. Fortunately he was himself in the deep shadow of the deck, and could not be easily observed.

Yet the object which created such a powerful sensation in the captains breast was not in itself calculated to cause amazement or alarm, for it was nothing more than a pretty-faced, curly-haired fisher-boy, who, with lips parted and his bright eyes gazing intently, was listening to the preacher with all his powers. Need we say that it was our friend Billy Bright, and that in his fair face Captain Bream thought, or rather felt, that he recognised the features of his long-lost sister?

With a strong effort the captain restrained his feelings and tried to listen, but in vain. Not only were his eyes riveted on the young face before him, but his whole being seemed to be absorbed by it. The necessity of keeping still, however, gave him time to make up his mind as to how he should act, so that when the service was brought to a close, he appeared on deck without a trace of his late excitement visible.

What lad is this? he asked, going up to Joe, who was standing close to Billy.

This, said Joe, laying his hand kindly on the boys shoulder, is Billy Bright, son of the late owner of the old Evenin Star.

What! exclaimed the captain, unable to repress his surprise, son of the widow who owns the new Evening Star? then that proves that your mother must be alive?

In course she is! returned Billy, with a look of astonishment.

Come down to the cabin with me, Billy, said the captain, with increasing excitement. I want to have a chat with you about your mother.

Our little hero, although surprised, at once complied with the invitation, taking the opportunity, however, to wink at Zulu in passing, and whisper his belief that the old genlman was mad.

Setting Billy on a locker in front of him, Captain Bream began at once.

Is your mother alive, Billy,  tut, of course shes alive; I mean, is she well  in good health?

Billy became still more convinced that Captain Bream was mad, but answered that his mother was well, and that she had never been ill in her life to the best of his knowledge.

While speaking, Billy glanced round the cabin in some anxiety as to how he should escape if the madman should proceed to violence. He made up his mind that if the worst should come to the worst, he would dive under the table, get between the old gentlemans legs, trip him up, and bolt up the companion before he could regain his feet. Relieved by the feeling that his mind was made up, he waited for more.

Billy, resumed the captain, after a long gaze at the boys features, is your mother like you?

I should think not, replied Billy with some indignation. Shes a woman, you know, an Im a  a  man.

Yes  of course, murmured the captain to himself, there can be no doubt about it  none whatever  every gesture  every look!

Then aloud: What was her name, my boy?

Her name, sir? why, her names Bright, of course.

Yes, yes, but I mean her maiden name.

Billy was puzzled. If you mean the name my father used to call er, he said, it was Nell.

Ah! thats it  nearly, at least. Nellie she used to be known by. Yes, yes, but thats not what I want to know. Can you tell me what her name was before she was married?

Well now, that is odd, answered Billy, Ive bin pumped somethink in this way before, though nuffin good came of it as I knows on. No, I dont know what she was called afore she was married.

Did you ever hear of the name of Bream? asked the captain anxiously.

Oh yes, Ive heerd o that name, said the boy, promptly. Theres a fish called bream, you know.

It soon became evident to poor Captain Bream that nothing of importance was to be learned from Billy, he therefore made up his mind at once as to how he should act. Feeling that, with such a possibility unsettled, he would be utterly unfit for his duties with the fleet, he resolved to go straight to Yarmouth.

What is your mothers address? he asked.

Billy gave it him.

Now my boy, I happen to be much interested in your mother, so Im goin to Yarmouth on purpose to see her.

Its wery good o you, sir, an if you takes your turn ashore afore we do, just give mother my respecs an say Im all alive and kickin.

I will, my boy, said the Captain, patting Billy on the head and actually stooping to kiss his forehead affectionately, after which he gave him leave to return on deck.

I don know how it is, said Billy to Zulu afterwards, but Ive took a likin for that old man, an at the same time a queer sort o fear of im; I cant git it out o my noddle that hes goin to Yarmouth to inweigle my mother to marry him!

Zulu showed all his teeth and gums, shut his eyes, gave way to a burst of laughter, and said, Nonsense!

It may be nonsense, retorted Billy, but if I thought he really meant it, I would run my head butt into his breadbasket, an drive im overboard.

Explaining to the surprised and rather disappointed skipper of the mission vessel that an unexpected turn of affairs required his immediate presence in Yarmouth, the captain asked what means there were of getting to land.

One of our fleet, the Rainbow, starts to-morrow morning, sir, was the reply; so you can go without loss of time. But I hope we shall see you again.

Oh yes, please God, I shall come off again  you may depend on that, for Ive taken a great fancy to the men of the Short Blue, although Ive been so short a time with them  moreover, I owe service as well as gratitude to the Mission for sending me here.

Accordingly next morning he set sail with a fair wind, and in due course found himself on shore. He went straight to the old abode of Mrs Dotropy, and, to his great satisfaction, found Ruth there. He also found young Dalton, which was not quite so much to his satisfaction, but Ruth soon put his mind at rest by saying  

Oh! Captain Bream, Im so glad to have this unexpected visit, because, for months and months past I have wanted you to go with me to visit a particular place in Yarmouth, and you have always slipped through my fingers; but Im determined that you shant escape again.

Thats odd, my dear, returned the captain, because my object in coming here is to take you to a certain place in Yarmouth, and, although I have not had the opportunity of letting you slip through my fingers, Ive no doubt youd do so if you were tempted away by a bait that begins with a D.

How dare you, sir! said Ruth, blushing, laughing, and frowning all at once but no. Even D will fail in this instance  for my business is urgent.

Well, Miss Ruth, my business is urgent also. The question therefore remains, which piece of business is to be gone about first.

How can you be so ungallant? Are not a ladys wishes to be considered before those of a gentleman? Come, sir, are you ready to go? I am quite ready, and fortunately D, to whom you dared to refer just now, has gone to the post with a letter.

Although extremely anxious to have his mind set at rest, Captain Bream gave in with his accustomed good-nature, and went out with Ruth to settle her business first.

Rejoiced to have her little schemes at last so nearly brought to an issue, the eager girl hurried through the town till she came to one of its narrow Rows.

Well, my dear, said the captain, it is at all events a piece of good luck that so far you have led me in the very direction I desired to lead you.

Indeed? Well, that is odd. But after all, returned Ruth with a sudden feeling of depression, it may turn out to be a wild-goose chase.

What may turn out to be a wild-goose chase?

This  this fancy  this hope of mine, but you shall know directly  come.

Ruth was almost running by this time, and the captain, being still far from strong, found it difficult to keep up with her.

This way, down here, she cried, turning a corner.

What, this way? exclaimed the captain in amazement.

Yes, why not? said Ruth, reflecting some of his surprise as she looked up in his face.

Why  why, because this is the very Row I wanted to bring you to!

That is strange  but  but never mind just now; youll explain afterwards. Come along.

Poor Ruth was too much excited to attend to any other business but that on which her heart was set just then; and fear lest her latest castle should prove to have no foundations and should fall like so many others in ruins at her feet, caused her to tremble.

Here is the door, she said at last, coming to a sudden halt before widow Brights dwelling, and pressing both hands on her palpitating heart to keep it still.

Wonders will never cease! exclaimed the captain. This is the very door to which I intended to bring you.

Ruth turned her large blue eyes on her friend with a look that made them larger and, if possible, bluer than ever. She suddenly began to feel as deep an interest in the captains business as in her own.

This door? she said, pointing to it emphatically.

Yes, that door. Widow Bright lives there, dont she?

Yes  oh! yes, said Ruth, squeezing her heart tighter.

Well, Ive come here to search for a long-lost sister.

Oh! gasped Ruth.

But she got no time to gasp anything more, for the impatient captain had pushed the door open without knocking, and stood in the middle of the widows kitchen.

Mrs Bright was up to the elbows in soap-suds at the moment, busy with some of the absent Billys garments. Beside her sat Mrs Joe Davidson, endeavouring to remove, with butter, a quantity of tar with which the blessed babby had recently besmeared herself.

They all looked up at the visitors, but all remained speechless, as if suddenly paralysed, for the expression on our big captains face was wonderful, as well as indescribable. Mrs Bright opened her eyes to their widest, also her mouth, and dropped the Billy-garments. Mrs Davidsons buttery hands became motionless; so did the babbys tarry visage. For three seconds this lasted. Then the captain said, in the deepest bass notes he ever reached  

Sister Nellie!

A wild scream from Mrs Bright was the reply, as she sprang at Captain Bream, seized him in her arms, and covered the back of his neck with soap-suds.

The castle was destined to stand, after all! Ruths joy overflowed. She glanced hurriedly round for some object on which to expend it. There was nothing but the blessed babby  and that was covered with tar; but genuine feeling does not stick at trifles. Ruth caught up the filthy little creature, pressed it to her bounding heart, wept and laughed, and covered it with passionate kisses to such an extent that her own fair face became thoroughly besmeared, and it cost Mrs Joe an additional half hours labour to get her clean, besides an enormous expenditure of butter  though that was selling at the time at the high figure of 1 shilling 6 pence a pound!




Chapter Thirty One.

The Last.

There came a day, not very long after the events narrated in the previous chapter, when a grand wedding took place in Yarmouth.

But it was not meant to be a grand one, by any means. Quite the contrary. The parties principally concerned were modest, retiring, and courted privacy. But the more they courted privacy, the more did that condition  like a coy maiden  fly away from them.

The name of the bride was Ruth, and the name of the bridegroom began,  as Captain Bream was fond of saying  with a Dee.

Neither bride nor groom had anything particular to do with the sea, yet that wedding might have easily been mistaken for a fishermans wedding  as well as a semi-public one, so numerous were the salts  young and old  who attended it; some with invitation, and others without. You see, the ceremony being performed in the old parish church, any one who chose had a right to be there and look on.

The reason of this nautical character of the wedding was not far to seek, for had not the bridegroom  whose name began with a Dee  risked his life in rescuing from the deep a Bright  we might almost say the brightest  young life belonging to the fishing fleets of the North Sea? And was not the lovely bride one of the best and staunchest friends of the fisherman? And was she not mixed up, somehow, with the history of that good old sea-captain  if not actually a relation of his  who preached so powerfully, and who laboured so earnestly to turn seamen from darkness to light? And had not the wedding been expressly delayed until the period of one of the smacks return to port, so that six fishermen  namely, Joe Davidson, Ned Spivin, Luke Trevor, John Gunter, Billy Bright, and Zulu  might be invited guests? Besides these, there were the skipper and crew of the gospel-ship which was also in port at that time; and other fishermen guests there were, known by such names as Mann, White, Snow, Johnston, Goodchild, Brown, Bowers, Tooke, Rogers, Snell, Moore, Roberts, and many more  all good men and true  who formed part of that great population of 12,000 which is always afloat on the North Sea.

Besides these guests, and a host of others who were attracted by the unusual interest displayed in this wedding, there were several people with whom we may claim some slight acquaintance,  such as Miss Jessie Seaward and her sister, who wept much with joy, and laughed not a little at being so foolish as to cry, and Liffie Lee, who was roused with excitement to the condition of a half-tamed wildcat, but was so dressed up and brushed down and washed out that her best friend might have failed to recognise her. But if we go on, we shall never have done  for the whole of Yarmouth seemed to be there  high and low, rich and poor! Of course Mrs Dotropy was also there, grand, confused, sententious as ever, amiable, and unable to command her feelings  in a state, so to speak, of melting magnificence. And a great many swell people  as Billy styled them  came down from London, for Mrs Dotropy, to their disgust, had positively refused to have the wedding in the West End mansion, for reasons best known to herself.

You should have heard the cheer that followed the happy couple when they finally left the church and drove away! We do not refer to the cheering of the multitude; that, though very well in its way, was a mere mosquito-squeak to the deep-toned deafening, reverberating shout of an enthusiasm  born upon the sea, fed on the bread and water of life, strengthened alike by the breezes of success and the gales of adversity  which burst in hurricane violence from the leathern lungs and throats of the North Sea fishermen! We leave it, reader, to your imagination.

There was no wedding breakfast proper, for the happy pair left Yarmouth immediately after the knot was tied, but there was a small select party which drove off in a series of cabs to a feast prepared in a certain cottage not far from the town. This party was composed chiefly of fishermen and their wives and children. It was headed by Captain Bream and his sister Mrs Bright. In the same carriage were Mrs Dotropy, the Miss Seawards, and Mrs Joe Davidson and her baby. It was a big old-fashioned carriage capable of holding six inside, and Billy Bright swarmed upon the dickey.

Arrived at the cottage, which had a fine lawn in front and commanded a splendid view of the sea, Captain Bream got down, took up a position at the garden-gate, and, shaking hands with each guest as he or she entered, bade him or her welcome to Short Blue Cottage!

Tis a pleasant anchorage, he said to the sisters Seaward as they passed in, very pleasant at the end of lifes voyage. Praise the Lord who gave it me! Show them the way, Nellie; theyll know it better before long. Youll find gooseberry bushes in the back garden, an the theological library in the starboard attic. Their own berths are on the ground-floor.

You may be sure that with such a host the guests were not long in making themselves at home.

Captain Bream had not invited the party merely to a wedding feast. It was the season of fruits and flowers, and he had set his heart on his friends making a day of it. Accordingly, he had made elaborate preparations for enjoyment. With that practical sagacity which frequently distinguishes the nautical mind, he had provided bowls and quoits for the men; battledore and shuttlecock for the younger women; football and cricket and hoops, with some incomprehensible Eastern games for the children, and a large field at the side of the cottage afforded room for all without much chance of collision.

The feast was, of course, a strictly temperance one, and we need scarcely say it was all the more enjoyable on that account.

You see, my friends, said the host, referring to this in one of his brief speeches, as long as it may please God to leave me at anchor in this snug port, Ill never let a drop o strong drink enter my doors, except in the form of physic, and even then Ill have the bottle labelled poison  to be taken under doctors prescription. So, my lads  my friends, I mean, beggin the ladies pardon  youll have to drink this toast, and all the other toasts, in lemonade, ginger beer, soda water, seltzer, zoedone, tea, coffee, or cold water, all of which wholesome beverages have been supplied in overflowing abundance to this fallen world, and are to be found represented on this table.

Hear! hear! from John Gunter, and it was wonderful to hear the improvement in the tone of Gunters voice since he had left off strong drink. His old foe, but now fast friend, Luke Trevor, who sat beside him, echoed the hear! hear! with such enthusiasm that all the others burst into a laugh, and ended in a hearty cheer.

Now, fill up  fill up, lads, continued the captain. Let it be a bumper, whatever tipple you may choose. If our drink is better than it used to be, our cups ought not to be less full  and my toast is worthy of all honour. I drink to the success and prosperity, temporal and spiritual, of the North Sea Trawlers,  there was a symptom of a gathering cheer at this point, but the captain checked it with a raised finger, especially to that particular fleet which goes by the name of the Short Blue!

The pent-up storm burst forth now with unrestrained vehemence, insomuch that three little ragged boys who had climbed on the low garden wall to watch proceedings, fell off backwards as if shot by the mere sound!

Observing this, and being near them, Mrs Bright rose, quietly leaned over the wall, and emptied a basket of strawberries on their heads by way of consolation.

We cannot afford space for the captains speech in full. Suffice it to say that he renewed his former promise to re-visit the fleet and spend some time among the fishermen as often as he could manage to do so, and wound up by coupling the name of Joe Davidson, skipper of the Evening Star, with the toast.

Whereupon, up started Joe with flashing eyes; (intense enthusiasm overcoming sailor-like modesty;) and delivered a speech in which words seemed to tumble out of him anyhow and everyhow  longwise, shortwise, askew, and upside-down  without much reference to grammar, but with a powerful tendency in the direction of common sense. We have not space for this speech either, but we give the concluding words:

I tell ee wot it is, boys. Capn Bream has drunk prosperity to the Short Blue, an so have we, for we love it, but theres another Short Blue

A perfect storm of cheering broke forth at this point and drowned Joe altogether. It would probably have blown over the three ragged boys a second time, but they were getting used to such fire, and, besides, were engaged with strawberries.

Theres another Short Blue, resumed Joe, when the squall was over, which my missis an me was talkin about this very day, when our blessed babby fell slap out o bed an set up such a howl

Joe could get no further, because of the terrific peals of laughter which his words, coupled with the pathetic sincerity of his expression, drew forth. Again and again he tried to speak, but his innocent look and his mighty shoulders, and tender voice, with the thoughts of that blessed babby, were too much for his mates, so that he was obliged to finish off by shouting in a voice of thunder Lets drink success to Short Blue Cottage! and, with a toss of his hand in the true North Sea-salute style, sat down in a tempest of applause.

Yes, as an Irish fisherman remarked, it was a great day intoirely, that day at Short Blue Cottage, and as no description can do it full justice, we will turn to other matters  remarking, however, before quitting the subject, that we do not tell the reader the exact spot where the cottage is situated, as publicity on this point might subject our modest captain to much inconvenience!

Billy, said Captain Bream one day, a few months after the wedding-day just described, come with me to the Theological Library; I want to have a chat with ee, lad.

Billy followed his new-found uncle, and sat down opposite to him.

Now, lad, the time has come when you and I must have it out. Youre fond o hard work, Im told.

Well, uncle, I wont say as Im exactly fond of it, but I dont object to it.

So far good, returned the captain. Well, you know Im your uncle, an Ive got a goodish lot of tin, an Im goin to leave the most of it to your mother  for shes the only relation I have on earth,  but you neednt expect that Im goin to leave it to you after her.

I never said as I did expect that, uncle, said Billy with such a straightforward look of simplicity that the captain burst into one of his thundering laughs.

Good, my boy, he said, in a more confidential tone. Well, then, this is how the matter stands. Ive long held the opinion that those who can work should work, and that all or nearly all the cash that people have to spare should be given or left to those who cant work  such as poor invalids  specially women  and those who have come to grief one way or another, and lost the use o their limbs.

Right you are, uncle, said Billy with strong emphasis.

Glad you agree so heartily, boy. Well, that bein so, I mean to leave the interest of all that I have to your dear mother as long as she lives  except a legacy to the Miss Seawards and some other poor folk that I know of. Meanwhile, they have agreed, as long as I live, to stay wi me here in this cottage, as my librarians and assistants in the matter of Theology. I had a tough job to get em to agree, but I managed it at last. So you see, Billy, I dont mean to leave you a sixpence.

Well, uncle, said Billy with a quiet look, I dont care a brass farden!

Again the captain laughed. But, he continued, Im very fond o you, Billy, an theres no reason why I shouldnt help you, to help yourself. So, if youre willin, Ill send you to the best of schools, and after that to college, an give you the best of education,  in short, make a man of you, an put you in the way of makin your fortune.

Captain Bream looked steadily into the fair boys handsome face as he made this glowing statement; but, somewhat to his disappointment, he got no responsive glance from Billy. On the contrary, the boy became graver and graver, and at last his mind seemed lost in meditation while his gaze was fixed on the floor.

What think ye, lad? demanded the captain.

Billy seemed to awake as from a dream, and then, looking and speaking more like a man than he had ever done before, he said  

It is kind of you, uncle  very kind  but my dear dad once said he would make a man of me, and he did! Ill do my best to larn as much as ever I can o this worlds larnin, but Ill never leave the sea.

Now, my boy, said the captain, think well before you decide. You could do far more good if you were a highly educated man, you know.

Right you may be, uncle, an I dont despise edication, by no means, but some folk are born to it, and others aint. Besides, good of the best kind can be done without much edication, when the hearts right an the will strong, as Ive seed before now on the North Sea.

Im sorry you look at it this way, Billy, for I dont see that I can do much for you if you determine to remain a fisherman.

Oh! yes, you can, uncle, cried Billy, rising up in his eagerness and shaking back his curly hair. You can do this. You can take the money you intended to waste on my schoolin, an send out books an tracts and medicines, an all sorts o things to the fishin fleets. An if youre awful rich  as you seem to be by the way you talk  you can give some thousands o pounds an fit out two or three more smacks as you did the noo Evenin Star, an hand em over to the Mission to become gospel-ships to the fleets that have got none yet. Thats the way to do good wi your coppers. As for me  my daddy was a fisherman and my mother was a fishermans wife, and Im a fisherman to the back-bone. What my father was before me, I mean to be after him, so, God permittin, Ill sail wi Joe Davidson till Im old enough to take command o the Evenin Star; and then Ill stick through thick an thin to the North Sea, and live and die a fisherman of the Short Blue!

Billy Brights determination was unalterable, so Captain Bream fell in with it, and heartily set about that part of the work which his nephew had recommended to him.

Whether he and Billy will remain of the same mind to the end, the future alone can show  we cannot tell; but this we  you and I, Reader  can do if we will  we can sympathise with our enthusiastic young Trawler, and do what in us lies to soften the hard lot of the fisherman, by aiding those whose life-work it is to fish for souls of men, and to toil summer and winter, in the midst of life and death, tempest and cold, to rescue the perishing on the North Sea.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Dethroned by Fire and Water  A Tale of the Southern Hemisphere.

The Open Boat.

Early one morning, in the year 18 hundred and something, the great Southern Ocean was in one of its calmest moods, insomuch that the cloudlets in the blue vault above were reflected with almost perfect fidelity in the blue hemisphere below, and it was barely possible to discern the dividing-line between water and sky.

The only objects within the circle of the horizon that presented the appearance of solidity were an albatross sailing in the air, and a little boat floating on the sea.

The boat rested on its own reflected image, almost motionless, save when a slight undulation of the water caused the lower edge of its reflection to break off in oily patches; but there was no dip of oars at its sides, no rowers on its thwarts, no guiding hand at the helm.

Evidently the albatross regarded the boat with curiosity not unmixed with suspicion, for it sailed in wide circles round it, with outstretched neck, head turned on one side, and an eye bent inquiringly downward. By slow degrees the circles diminished, until the giant bird floated almost directly over the boat. Then, apparently, it saw more than enough to satisfy its curiosity, for, uttering a hoarse cry, it swooped aside, and, with a flap of its mighty wings, made off towards the horizon, where it finally disappeared.

The flap and the cry seemed, however, to have put life into the little boat, for a human head rose slowly above the gunwale. It was that of a youth, of about twenty years of age, apparently in the last stage of exhaustion. He looked round slowly, with a dazed expression, like one who only half awakes from sleep. Drawing his hand across his brow, and gazing wistfully on the calm sea, he rose on his knees with difficulty, and rested his arms on a thwart, while he turned his gaze with a look of intense anxiety on the countenance of a young girl who lay in the bottom of the boat close beside him, asleep or dead.

It looks like death, murmured the youth, as he bent over the pale face, his expression betraying sudden alarm; and it must  it must come to this soon; yet I cannot bear the thought. O God, spare her!

It seemed as if the prayer were answered at once, for a fluttering sigh escaped from the girls bloodless lips, but she did not awake.

Ah! sleep on, dear sister, said the youth, it is all the comfort that is left to you now. Oh for food! How often I have wasted it; thought lightly of it; grumbled because it was not quite to my taste! What would I not give for a little of it now  a very little!

He turned his head away from the sleeping girl, and a wolfish glare seemed to shoot from his eyes as they rested on something which lay in the stern of the boat.

There were other human beings in that boat besides the youth and his sister  some still living, some dead, for they had been many days on short allowance, and the last four days in a state of absolute starvation  all, save Pauline Rigonda and her little brother Otto, whose fair curly head rested on his sisters arm.

During the last two nights, when all was still, and the starving sailors were slumbering, or attempting to slumber, Dominick Rigonda  the youth whom we have just introduced to the reader  had placed a small quantity of broken biscuit in the hands of his sister and little brother, with a stern though whispered command to eat it secretly and in silence.

Obediently they ate, or rather devoured, their small portion, wondering where their brother had found it. Perchance they might have relished it less if they had known that Dominick had saved it off his own too scant allowance when he saw that the little store in the boat was drawing to an end  saved it in the hope of being able to prolong the lives of Pauline and Otto.

This reserve, however, had been also exhausted, and it seemed as if the last ray of hope had vanished from Dominicks breast, on the calm morning on which our tale opens.

As we have said, the youth glared at something lying in the stern of the boat. It was a tarpaulin, which covered a human form. Dominick knew that it was a dead body  that of the cabin-boy, who had died during the night with his head resting on Dominicks arm. The two men who lay sleeping in the bow knew nothing of his death, and they were so weak from exhaustion at the time the boy died that Dominick had thought it unnecessary to rouse them. The poor boys emaciated frame could lie till morning, he thought, and then the sleepers would assist him to put it gently into the sea.

But when morning came, the pangs of hunger assailed the self-denying youth with terrible power, and a horrible thought occurred to him. He opened a large clasp-knife, and, creeping towards the body, removed the tarpaulin. A faint smile rested on the dead lips  the same smile that had moved them when Dominick promised to carry the boys last loving message to his mother if he should survive.

He dropped the knife with a convulsive shudder, and turned his eyes on his sleeping sister and brother. Then he thought, as he picked up the knife again, how small an amount of food would suffice to keep these two alive for a few days longer, and surely a sail must come in sight at last; they had waited for it, expectingly, so long!

Suddenly the youth flung the knife away from him with violence, and endeavoured with all his might to lift the body of the boy. In the days of his strength he could have raised it with one hand. Now he strove and energised for many minutes before he succeeded in raising it to the gunwale. At last, with a mighty effort, he thrust it overboard, and it fell into the sea with a heavy plunge.

The noise aroused the two men in the bow, who raised themselves feebly. It was to them an all too familiar sound. Day by day they had heard it, as one and another of their comrades had been committed to the deep. One of the men managed to stand up, but as he swayed about and gazed at Dominick inquiringly, he lost his balance, and, being too weak to recover himself, fell over the side. He reappeared for a moment with outstretched arms and hands clutching towards the boat. Then he sank, to be seen no more. The other man, who had been his intimate friend and messmate, made a frantic effort to save him. His failure to do so seemed to be more than the poor fellow could bear, for he sprang up with the wild laugh and the sudden strength of a maniac, and leaped into the sea.

Dominick could do nothing to prevent this. While staring at the little patch of foam where the two men had gone down, he was startled by the sound of his sisters voice.

Are they all gone, brother? she asked, in a low, horrified tone.

All  all, sister. Only you, and Otto, and I left. How soundly the poor boy sleeps!

I wish it might please God to let him die thus, said Pauline, with a weary sigh that told eloquently of hope deferred.

Your wish may be granted, returned Dominick, for the dear boy seems to be sinking. It can scarcely, I think, be natural sleep that prevented the shout of that poor fellow from arousing him. But lie down again, Pauline; sleep may do you a little good if you can obtain it, and I will watch.

And pray, suggested the poor girl, as she lay down again, languidly.

Yes, I will pray. Surely a sail must appear soon!

Dominick Rigonda was strong in youthful hope even in that hour of sorest trial, but he was not strong in faith. He prayed, however, and found his faith strengthened in the act, for he looked up immediately after with a feeling amounting almost to certainty, that the long-expected and wished-for sail would greet his eyes. But no sail was visible in all the unbroken circle of his horizon. Still the faith which had prompted the eager gaze did not quite evaporate. After the first shock of disappointment at his prayer not being answered according to its tenor, his assurance that God would yet send relief returned in some degree, and he was not altogether disappointed, though the answer came at last in a way that he did not expect.

After sitting in a half-sleeping condition for some time, he aroused himself, and crept with considerable difficulty to the bow to procure the blanket which had covered the two men who had just perished. A corner of the blanket had caught on the end of one of the floor-planks. In disengaging it Dominick chanced to raise the plank which was loose, and observed something like a bundle lying underneath. Curiosity prompted him to examine it. He found that it was wrapped in canvas, and carefully tied with cord. Opening it he discovered to his surprise and intense joy that it contained some ships biscuit, a piece of boiled pork, and a flask of water.

Only those who have been suddenly presented with food and drink while starving can appreciate the feelings that filled the heart of the poor youth with laughter and thanksgiving; but his joy was not selfish, for the prospect of immediate personal relief had but a secondary place in his thoughts.

Hastening with the inestimable treasure to the place where his brother and sister lay, he carefully spread it out on a piece of sailcloth, and cut a few thin slices of the pork before arousing them.

Awake, sister, and eat! he said at last, gently shaking Pauline by the shoulder.

O Dominick! she exclaimed, raising herself, and gazing eagerly at the food. I was dreaming of this when you awoke me!

Thats odd, now, said little Otto, who had also been aroused, for I was dreaming of eating! And I am so hung

He got no further, for, having clutched a handful of biscuit, he suddenly stopped the way of utterance.

How good of you, Dom! said Pauline, eating with as much relish, though not with such voracity, as her little brother, Where did you get this?

No matter; eat and be thankful, said Dominick curtly, for he was himself eating with wolfish haste by that time. He restrained himself, however, after a few minutes.

Hold! We must not indulge too freely. It will hurt us after fasting so long. Besides, this supply is very small, and must be made to last as long as possible. No, my boy, you must eat no more at this time, but you may drink a little.

About a table-spoonful of water was measured out to each, and then the remainder of the food was carefully wrapped up and put away.

Do you think that this supply was hidden by one of the poor fellows who left us this morning? asked Pauline.

I think so; and no doubt his motive was a good one. You know he was very fond of his messmate. I should think he saved up his allowance to help him; but, whatever the motive, it has proved a blessing to us

He ceased speaking, for both sister and little brother had drooped their weary heads, and were again in a heavy slumber. Dominick himself felt intensely the desire to follow their example, but he resisted it, feeling that it was his duty to watch for the long-expected sail that never appeared. At first his efforts were successful, but by degrees the tendency to sleep became so overpowering that his struggles were unavailing. Sense of duty and every other motive gave way before it; his head finally dropped forward, and, with a heavy sigh of contentment, he followed his brother and sister to the land of Nod.

Profound, prolonged, and refreshing was that sweet slumber, after the first good meal these poor castaways had eaten for many days. The weather fortunately continued bright and warm, so that they did not suffer so much from exposure as on previous days, and the gentle rocking of the boat tended to deepen and prolong their repose.

Thus they floated peacefully during the greater part of that day  the one solitary speck on the surface of the great ocean, for the albatross seemed to have finally forsaken them.

Towards noon a light westerly breeze sprang up. It was not sufficient to raise a sea or disturb the sleepers, but, in conjunction with ocean currents, it drifted them to the south-east at a considerable rate, so that in the evening, without the aid of oar or sail, they were far from the spot upon the sea where we introduced them to the reader.

At last Dominick awoke with a long-drawn sigh, and, raising his head, looked over the side of the boat. An exclamation of surprise and joy broke from him, for there, like a speck, where something like a heavy bank of clouds rested on the horizon, was the long-expected sail.

His first impulse was to awaken the sleepers, but he checked himself. He would look more carefully. His eyes might be deceiving him, and the disappointment if he should be mistaken would be overwhelming. He would spare them that. Rising to his feet he shaded his eyes with one hand, and gazed long and earnestly.

The longer he looked, however, and the more he rubbed his eyes, the more convinced was he that a vessel was really in sight.

Pauline, he said at length, with suppressed emotion, as he gently shook her arm, see, God has answered our prayers: a vessel is in sight!

The poor girl raised herself quickly, with an exclamation of thankfulness, and gazed intently in the direction pointed out.

It is, surely it is a ship, she said, but  but  dont you think there is something curious about its appearance?

I have indeed been puzzled during the last few minutes, replied Dominick. It seems as if there were something strange under her, and her position, too, is rather odd.  Ho! Otto, rouse up, my boy, and look at the vessel coming to save us. Your eyes are sharp! Say, dyou see anything strange about her?

Thus appealed to, Otto, who felt greatly refreshed by his good meal and long sleep, sat up and also gazed at the vessel in question.

No, Dom, he said at length; I dont see much the matter with her, except that she leans over on one side a good deal, and theres something black under and around her.

Can it be a squall that has struck her? said Pauline. Squalls, you know, make ships lie over very much at times, and cause the sea round them to look very dark.

It may be so, returned Dominick doubtfully. But we shall soon see, for a squall wont take very long to bring her down to us.

They watched the approaching vessel with intense eagerness, but did not again speak for a considerable time. Anxiety and doubt kept them silent. There was the danger that the vessel might fail to observe them, and as their oars had been washed away they had no means of hoisting a flag of distress. Then there was the unaccountable something about the vessels appearance which puzzled and filled them with uncertainty. At last they drew so near that Dominick became all too well aware of what it was, and a sinking of the heart kept him still silent for a time.

Brother, said Pauline at last in a sad voice, as she turned her dark eyes on Dominick, I fear it is only a wreck.

You are right, he replied gloomily; a wreck on a barren shore, too. Not a scrap of vegetation on it, as far as I can see  a mere sandbank. Currents are carrying us towards it, and have led us to fancy that the vessel was moving.

He spoke with bitterness, for the disappointment was very great, and physical weakness had rendered him less able to bear it than he might otherwise have been.

Dont get grumpy, Dom, said Otto, with a slightly humorous look that was peculiar to him  a look which had not lighted up his eyes for many days past.

I wont get grumpy, returned Dominick with sudden energy, patting the boys head. It is quite clear that a good feed and a long rest were all you required to set up your plucky little spirit again.

Dom, said Pauline, who had been looking intently at the wreck, is there not something like a line of white close to the wreck?

Ay, there is, replied Dominick, his countenance again becoming grave; it is a line of breakers, through which it will be very difficult to steer our little boat.

Steer, Dom, exclaimed Otto, with a look of surprise; how can you talk of steering at all, without oar or helm?

I must make one of the floor-planks do for both, returned Dominick.

I say, continued the boy, Im horribly hungry. Maynt I have just a bite or two more?

Stay, Im thinking, replied the other.

Think fast then, please, for the wolf inside of me is howling.

The result of Dominicks thinking was that he resolved to consume as much of their stock of provisions as possible in one meal, in order to secure all the strength that was available by such means, and thus fit them for the coming struggle with the surf. For, said he, if we get capsized far from the shore, we have no chance of reaching it by swimming in our present weak condition. Our only plan is to get up all the strength we can by means of food. So here goes!

He untied the bundle as he spoke, and spread the contents on his knees. Otto  who was, indeed, a plucky little fellow, and either did not realise or did not fear the danger that lay before him  commenced to eat with almost jovial avidity. Indeed, all three showed that they had benefited greatly by what they had already eaten, and now, for the first time during many days, consumed what they considered a full and satisfactory meal, while they drifted slowly but steadily towards the land.

As they neared it, the heavy mass on the horizon, which they had taken for a bank of clouds, became more distinct. A light haze cleared away and showed it to be an island, to which the sandbank formed a barrier reef; but any interest that might have been aroused by this discovery was absorbed by present anxiety, for the white and gleaming surf warned them that a serious and critical moment in their lives was fast approaching. Pauline was awed into silence, and even Ottos countenance became gradually solemnised.




Chapter Two.

Wrecked on a Reef.

The coral reefs, which in various shapes and sizes stud the Southern seas, are sometimes rendered almost unapproachable by the immense waves which fall upon them. Even in the calmest weather these huge breakers may be seen falling with prolonged roar on the beach. The lightest undulation on the sea, which might almost escape observation away from land, takes the form of a grand, quiet billow as it draws near to an islet or reef, and finally, coming majestically on, like a wall of rolling crystal, breaks the silence suddenly by its thunderous fall, and gives to the sands a temporary fringe of pure white foam.

To ride in on the crest of one such roller on a piece of board and leap upon the shore, is a feat peculiar to South Sea islanders, who are trained to the water from earliest infancy. To do the same thing in a small boat, without oars, without strength, without experience, almost without courage, is a feat that no South Sea islander would attempt, and the necessity for performing which might cause the hair of any islanders head to stand on end.

That Dominick Rigondas hair did not stand on end, as he sat there with pale cheeks and compressed lips, was probably due to the fact that he had thrust his straw hat tightly down on his brows.

As the boat drew nearer to the reef, both Pauline and Otto had risen, in the strength of their hearty meal, and were now seated on the thwarts of the boat. Their brother had selected the thickest floor-plank, and cut it roughly into the form of an oar with a clasp-knife. He now sat with it over the stern, sculling gently  very gently, however, for he reserved the little strength that remained to him for the critical moment.

The undulations of the sea, which had rocked them hitherto so softly, had by that time assumed a decided form and force, so that the boat rose on the oily back of each billow that passed under it, and slid back into a watery hollow, to be relifted by each successive wave.

You look very anxious, said Pauline, clasping her hands on her knee, and gazing earnestly in her brothers face.

I cannot help it, returned Dominick, curtly.

Is our danger then so great?

Dominick only half admitted that it was. He did not wish to alarm her, and tried to smile as he said that the struggle would be brief  it would soon be over.

But tell me, where lies the danger? persisted Pauline. I do not quite see it.

Where ignorance is bliss, dear, tis folly to be wise, returned Dominick, with an unsuccessful effort to look more at ease.

Nay, brother, but I am not ignorant that danger exists  only ignorant as to the amount and nature of it. Surely there cannot be much risk in pushing our boat through that white foam that lines the shore with so soft a fringe.

I should think not, broke in the pert and inexperienced Otto; why, Pina, (thus he abridged his sisters name), theres as much danger, I should think, in pushing through a tub of soap-suds.

Come, Dom, returned the girl, explain it to me; for if you dont point out where the danger really lies, if you leave me in this state of partial ignorance, I shall be filled with alarm instead of bliss from this moment till we reach the shore.

Well, well, sister, said Dominick, when thus urged; if you must have it, I will explain.

He went on to show that when the boat came near the shore the waves would grasp it, instead of letting it slip back; would carry it swiftly in on their crests, so that the great difficulty in such a case would be to keep the boats head pointing to the land, and if he failed to do so, they would infallibly be overturned and have to swim ashore.

Well, that would be unpleasant, Dom, said the ignorant, as well as innocent, Pauline, but it would not matter much, for we can all swim  thanks to you for insisting on teaching us long ago.

We will try our best, said Dominick, who thereupon relapsed into silence, wisely resolving to let his sister retain all the bliss of ignorance that was possible under the circumstances.

Indeed, there was not much more time for conversation, for the power of the waves was beginning to be felt by the little craft, and the clumsy oar did not act with as much precision or force as was desirable, while Dominicks weakness rendered the steering difficult. Pauline now began to realise the danger somewhat more clearly from experience, and even Otto showed symptoms of surprise that amounted very nearly to alarm, as the boat at one point made a sudden rush on a wave-top as if it meant to try a race with it, and then as suddenly slipped back into the hollow behind, as if it had been disheartened, feeling that there was no chance.

At last they reached the point of greatest danger. The huge waves, as we have said, commenced out at sea in long, gentle undulations. Nearer the shore they advanced in the shape of glassy walls, one after another, like successive lines of indomitable infantry in time of war. Further in, the tops of these waves began to gurgle and foam, and gather real, instead of seeming, motion, as they rushed towards their fall. It was here that the boat showed symptoms of becoming unmanageable.

Why, the waters beginning to boil! exclaimed Otto, in some anxiety.

Hold on, boy, and keep quiet, said his brother.

As he spoke, the water gurgled up, so that it seemed as if about to pour inboard all round. At the same time the boat made a rush shoreward as if suddenly endowed with life. Dominick struggled manfully to keep the stern to the sea. He succeeded, but in another moment the boat slipped back. It had not been fairly caught, and the wave passed on to fall with a roar like thunder a hundred yards or so ahead.

The next will do it, said Dominick, with an anxious glance behind, where a crystal wall was coming grandly on  unnaturally high, it seemed to them, owing to their position in the hollow.

No need to tell Otto now to hold on! No need to explain difficulty or danger to Pauline! As her brother stood at the oar, quivering as much from weakness as exertion, she understood it all. But she was brave, and she could swim. This latter fact lent her additional confidence. Best of all, she had faith in God, and her spirit was calmed, for, whether life or death lay before her, she knew that her soul was safe.

As Dominick had prophesied, the next wave took them fairly in its grasp. For a few moments the water hissed and gurgled round them. The steersman seemed to lose control for a second or two, but quickly recovered. Then there was a bound, as if the boat had been shot from a catapult, and the billow fell. A tremendous roar, tumultuous foam all round, increasing speed! The land appeared to be rushing at them, when Dominicks oar snapped suddenly, and he went overboard. A shriek from Pauline and a shout from Otto rose high above the din of raging water, as the boat broached-to and hurled its remaining occupants into the sea.

Even in that trying moment Dominick did not lose presence of mind. He could swim and dive like a water-rat. Pushing towards his brother and sister, who were heading bravely for the shore, he shouted, Dig your fingers and toes deep into the sand, and hold on for life, if (he corrected himself) when you gain the beach.

It was well they were forewarned, and that they were constitutionally obedient. A few minutes later, and they were all swept up high on the beach in a wilderness of foam. The return of that wilderness was like the rushing of a millrace. Sand, stones, sticks, and seaweed went back with it in dire confusion. Prone on their knees, with fingers and toes fixed, and heads down, the brothers and sister met the rush. It was almost too much for them. A moment more, and strength as well as breath would have failed; but the danger passed, and Dominick sprang to his feet.

Up, up! and run! he shouted, as he caught Pauline round the waist and dragged her on. Otto needed no help. They were barely in time. The succeeding wave roared after them as if maddened at having lost its prey, and the foaming water was up with them, and almost round their knees, ere its fury was quite spent.

Safe! exclaimed Dominick.

Thank God! murmured Pauline, as she sank exhausted on the sand.

Otto, who had never seen his sister in such a state before, ran to her, and, kneeling down, anxiously seized one of her hands.

Never fear, lad, said his brother in reassuring tones, shell soon come round. Lend a hand to lift her.

They bore the fainting girl up the beach, and laid her on a grassy spot under a bush. And now Dominick was glad to find that he had been mistaken in supposing that the coral reef was a mere sandbank, destitute of vegetation. Indeed, before landing, he had observed that there were a few trees on the highest part of it. He now perceived that there was quite a little grove of cocoa-nut palms, with a thicket of underwood around them, which, if not extensive, was at all events comparatively dense. He pointed out the fact to Otto, who was chafing his sisters hands.

Ay, responded Otto, and the island on the other side must be a goodish big one, for I got a glimpse of it through the trees as we came rushing in on that monstrous wave.

In a short time Pauline recovered, and Dominick returned to the waters edge with Otto.

Our first care must be, he said, to save our little boat if we can, for it is the only means we have of escaping from this island.

Escaping! repeated Otto, in surprise. I dont want to escape from it, Dom.

Indeed! why not?

Why, because Ive dreamed about being cast on a desolate island hundreds of times, and Ive read about Robinson Crusoe, and all the other Crusoes, and Ive longed to be cast on one, and now I am cast on one, so I dont want to escape. Itll be the greatest fun in the world. I only hope I wont wake up, as usual, to find that its all a dream!

Dominick laughed (not scornfully, by any means) at the boys enthusiasm; nevertheless he had strong sympathy with him, for the period had not passed so long ago when he himself entertained a very vivid impression of the romance of such a situation, and he did not trouble his mind about the stern realities.

I sincerely hope it may come up to your expectations, Otto, my boy; nevertheless we must secure the boat for fishing purposes, even though we dont try to escape in it.

For fishing! why, we have neither hooks nor lines.

True, lad; but we have got fingers and brains. It strikes me that we shall have occasion to use all our powers and possessions if we are not to starve here, for the reef seems to have very little vegetation on it, and there is sure to be a lagoon of water on the other side, separating it from the island beyond.

I wonder if there is fresh water on the reef, said Otto, with a very sudden look of solemnity and pursing of the mouth.

You may well ask that. I hope there is. We will go and settle the point the moment we have secured the boat, if

He stopped, for he saw at that moment that the sea had taken good care to secure the boat to itself as a plaything. Having dashed it into small pieces, it was by that time busily engaged in tossing these about among the foam, now hurling the splinters high upon the shore, anon sending up long watery tongues to lick them back, and then casting them under the incoming rollers, to be further reduced into what is usually styled matchwood.

There was a small bay close at hand, where the sandy beach was strewn with rocks, in which the sea appeared to play this game with unusual vigour. It was a sort of hospital for marine incurables, into which the sea cast its broken toys when tired of smashing them up, and left them there to rot.

Regarding this spot with a thoughtful look, Dominick remarked that the wreck which lay on the rocks off the tail of the island was by no means the first that had taken place there.

And wont be the last, I fancy, said Otto.

Probably not. Indeed, from the appearance of this bay, and the fact that an ocean current drifted us towards the spot, I should think that the island is a particularly dangerous one for vessels. But come, well go see how Pina gets on, and then proceed to examine our new home.

Returning to the place where Pauline had been left, they found the poor girl wringing the water out of her dress. The news of the fate of the little boat did not seem to affect her much, she did not fully appreciate the loss, and was more taken up with the idea of thankfulness for deliverance from death.

May I not go with you? she asked, on hearing that her brothers were going to search for water.

Certainly. I thought you might perhaps prefer to rest, and dry your clothes in the sun, replied Dominick.

Walking will dry them better, said Pina. Besides, I have quite recovered.

Youre a plucky little woman, said Otto, as they set off. Isnt it nice to be here all by ourselves, on a real uninhabited island, quite fit for Robinson himself? Who knows but we may find Friday in the bushes!

Wouldnt that spoil it as an uninhabited isle?

A little, but not much.

The thicket is too small to contain anything with life, I fear, said Dominick, whose anxiety as to food and drink prevented his sympathising much with the small-talk of the other two. Luckily the weather is warm, he added, and we wont require better shelter at present than the bushes afford, unless a storm comes.  Ho what have we here?  a path!

They had reached the entrance to the thicket, and discovered what appeared to be an opening into it, made apparently by the hand of man.

Nothing more likely, said Pauline. If so many wrecks have taken place here  as you seem to think  some of the crews must have landed, and perhaps lived here.

Ay, and died here, returned Dominick, in a grave, low tone, as he pointed to a skeleton lying on a spot which had once been cleared of bushes, but so long ago that the vegetation had partially grown up again. The man whose bleached bones lay before them had evidently perished many years before. On examination, nothing was found to afford any information about him, but when they had advanced a dozen yards further they came upon six little mounds, which showed that a party  probably a wrecked crew  had sojourned there for a time, and finally perished: so far their story was clear enough. One by one they must have sunk, until the last man had lain down to die and remain unburied.

Pushing past these sad evidences of former suffering, and feeling that the same fate might await themselves, they came to a sight which tended slightly to restore their spirits. It was a pool of water of considerable size, whether a spring or a rain-pool they could not tell. Neither did they care at that time, for the sudden feeling of relieved anxiety was so great, that they ran forward, as if under one impulse, and, lying down on their breasts, took a long refreshing draught. So powerful was the influence of this refreshment and discovery on their spirits that they became totally regardless and forgetful for the moment about food  all the more that, having so recently had a good meal, they were not hungry.

I was sure we would find water, said Otto, as they continued to explore the thicket, and Ive no doubt that we shall find yams and plantains and breadfruits, and  arent these the sort of things that grow wild on coral islands, Dom?

Yes, but I fear not on such a little scrap of reef as this. However, we shall not be quite destitute, for there are cocoa-nuts, you see  though not many of them. Come, our prospects are brightening, and as the sun is beginning to sink, we will look out for a suitable camping-ground.

As far away from the skeleton, please, as possible, said Otto.

Surely you dont suppose it can hurt you? said Pauline.

Nno, of course not, but it would be unpleasant to have it for a bedfellow, you know; so, the further away from it the better.

As he spoke they emerged from the thicket, at the end opposite to the spot where they had entered, and had their spirits again powerfully cheered by coming suddenly into a blaze of sunshine, for the bright orb of day was descending at that side of the islet, and his red, resplendent rays were glowing on the reef and on the palm-trees.

They also came in full view of the islet beyond, which, they now perceived, was of considerable size, and covered with vegetation, but, as Dominick had suspected, separated completely from the reef or outer isle on which they stood by a deep lagoon.

Splendid! exclaimed Pauline.

As I feared, muttered Dominick, and no means of reaching it.

Pooh! Didnt Robinson Crusoe make rafts? said Otto; at least if he didnt, somebody else did, and anyhow we can.

Come, let us continue our walk, said Dominick. You dont fully appreciate the loss of our boat Otto. Dont you see that, even if we do build a raft, it will at best be a clumsy thing to manage, and heavy to pull, slow to sail, and bad to steer, and if we should chance to be on it when a stiff breeze springs up from the land, we should probably be driven out to sea and lost  or separated, if Pina should chance to have been left on shore at the time.

What a fellow you are, Dom, for supposing chances and difficulties, and fancying they cannot be overcome, returned Otto, with the pert self-sufficiency that characterised him. For my part I rather enjoy difficulties, because of the fun of overcoming them. Dont you see, we three can make quite sure of never being separated by never going out on our raft except together, so that we shall always enjoy ourselves unitedly, or perish in company. Then we can easily get over the difficulty of being blown out to sea, by never going on the sea at all, but confining ourselves entirely to the lagoon, which is large enough for any reasonable man, and may be larger than we think, for we cant see the whole of it from where we stand. Then, as to sailing and rowing slowly, we can overcome these difficulties by not being in a hurry,  taking things easy, you know.

To this Dominick replied that there was one difficulty which his little brother, with all his wisdom and capacity, would never overcome.

And what may that be? demanded Otto.

The difficulty of being unable to talk common-sense.

True, Dom, true, that is a great difficulty, retorted the boy, with deep humility of aspect, for a mans conversation is greatly affected by the company he keeps, and with you as my only male companion, I have not much to hope for in the way of example. But even that may be got the better of by holding intercourse chiefly with Pina.

But what if I refuse to talk? said Pauline, with a laugh.

Then will you be all the more able to listen, sister mine, which is the most common-sense thing that you can do, except when brother Dom speaks, said the incorrigible boy.

They had seated themselves on a bank while thus conversing, and from their position could see over a considerable portion of the lagoon. Suddenly Dominick pointed to an object a long way off, which was half concealed by the shadow of an island.

Does it not look like a canoe? he asked eagerly.

Cant make it out at all, said Otto, shading his eyes with his hand.

The sun on the water dazzles one so, observed Pauline, that it is difficult to look steadily.

In a few moments the object which had drawn their attention sailed out from under the shade of the island, and, breaking up into fragments, rose into the air, proving itself to be a flock of large aquatic birds which had been swimming in a line.

Things are not what they seem, observed Pauline, rising and following her brothers through a little thicket.

What a pity! exclaimed Otto; I was in hopes it was a canoeful of savages. It would be such fun to have a real Friday to be our servant.

More likely that our Friday would kill, cook, and eat us if he could, said Dominick, to the surprise of Otto, who gave it as his opinion that savages never ate men, and asked if his brother really believed that they did.

Indeed I do. We have it recorded by all the best authorities that South Sea islanders are given to this horrible practice. There can be no doubt about it whatever, and the less we see of these fellows in our present defenceless state the better.

How little, said Pauline, our dear father thought when he wrote for us to go out to him in his ship, that we should be cast on an unknown island, and the ship itself go to the bottom!

Little indeed, and as little did poor mother dream of such a fate, returned Dominick, when she let us all go so readily, on the understanding that we should give father no rest until we had got him to give up business, quit Java for ever, and return home.

Dear old mother! said Pauline, I wish  oh! I wish so much that we had not left her, even though it was to be for only a few months. She must be so lonely, with no one to talk to

You forget Pina.

Forget  what?

The cat, returned Otto, unable to repress a smile, which rose in spite of the ready tear that dimmed his eye at the mere mention of his mother. You know the cat is her great resource  a sort of safety-valve. Sometimes, when Ive been listening to her, lying on the rug at her feet half asleep, Ive heard her talk to that cat as if it really was a human being, and tell it all about her little affairs and daily troubles and worries in quite a confidential tone. Ive taken it into my head that thats mothers way of thinking aloud  she thinks at the cat, for company: and to do the brute justice, it does its best to accommodate her. Ive seen it sit and stare at her by the half-hour at a time, and give a little purr or a meaiow now and then as if it wanted to speak. Im quite sure it thinks, and wonders no doubt what idle, useless work it is to click knitting-needles together by the hour.

Dear me, Otto, said Pauline, with a laugh, I had no idea that you could think so much about anything.

Think! exclaimed the boy, indignantly; dyou suppose that its only stern-browed, long-legged fellows like Dom there who can think? Why, I think, and think, sometimes, to such an extent that I nearly think myself inside out! But, Pina, you dont know half as much about motherkin as I do, for when you are with her she usually forgets herself, I can see, and talks only about the things that interest you; whereas, when theres nobody present but me, she counts me for nothing, and lets me do pretty much what I like  because no doubt she thinks Ill do that whether she lets me or not  but shes wrong, for I love her far more than she thinks; and then its when Im quiet and she forgets me, I fancy, or thinks Im asleep, that she comes out strong at the cat.

Darling mother! said Pauline, musingly. I can see her now, in my mind, with her neat black cap and smooth braided hair, and gold spectacles, as plain as if she were sitting before me.

Im sorry to destroy the vision, Pina, on my own account as well as yours, observed Dominick, but it behoves us now to look for a nights lodging, for the sun is sinking fast, and it would not be pleasant to lie down on the bare ground shelterless, fine though the climate is. Come, we will return to the place where we landed, and search for a cave or a bit of overhanging rock.

The best sleeping-place that they had up to that time discovered was undoubtedly the grove in which they had found the graves of the shipwrecked crew, but, as Otto truly remarked, it would probably result in uncomfortable dreams if they were to go to sleep in a burying-ground, alongside of a skeleton.

Accordingly they returned to the beach, and sought for some time among the débris of the boat for anything useful that might have been washed up, but found nothing. Then they went along-shore in the direction of the wreck which had raised their hopes so high that day when first seen, but nothing suitable was discovered until they rounded a low point of rocks, when Pauline came to a sudden pause.

Look! a golden cave! she exclaimed, pointing eagerly to a grassy spot which was canopied by feathery palms, and half enclosed by coral rocks, where was a cavern into which the sinking sun streamed at the moment with wonderful intensity.

Their home for that night obviously lay before them, but when they entered it and sat down, their destitution became sadly apparent. No beds to spread, no food to prepare, nothing whatever to do but lie down and sleep.

No matter, were neither hungry nor thirsty, said Dominick, with an air of somewhat forced gaiety, and our clothes are getting dry. Come, sister, you must be weary. Lie down at the inner side of the cave, and Otto and I, like faithful knights, will guard the entrance. I  I wish, he added, in a graver tone, and with some hesitation, that we had a Bible, that we might read a verse or two before lying down.

I can help you in that, said his sister, eagerly. I have a fair memory, you know, and can repeat a good many verses.

Pauline repeated the twenty-third Psalm in a low, sweet voice. When she had finished, a sudden impulse induced Dominick, who had never prayed aloud before, to utter a brief but fervent prayer and thanksgiving. Then the three lay down in the cave, and in five minutes were sound asleep.

Thus appropriately did these castaways begin their sojourn on a spot which was destined to be their home for a long time to come.




Chapter Three.

Explorations and Discoveries.

As the sun had bathed the golden cave when our castaways went to sleep, so it flooded their simple dwelling when they awoke.

Then, exclaims the intelligent reader, the sun must have risen in the west!

By no means, good reader. Whatever man in his wisdom, or weakness, may do or say, the great luminaries of day and night hold on the even tenor of their way unchanged. But youth is a wonderful compound of strength, hope, vitality, carelessness, and free-and-easy oblivion, and, in the unconscious exercise of the last capacity, Pauline and her brothers had slept as they lay down, without the slightest motion, all through that night, all through the gorgeous sunrise of the following morning, all through the fervid noontide and the declining day, until the setting sun again turned their resting-place into a cave of gold.

The effect upon their eyelids was such that they winked, and awoke with a mighty yawn. We speak advisedly. There were not three separate awakenings and three distinct yawns; no, the rousing of one caused the rousing of the others in succession so rapidly that the yawns, commencing with Paulines treble, were prolonged, through Ottos tenor down to Dominicks bass, in one stupendous monotone or slide, which the last yawner terminated in a groan of contentment. Nature, during the past few days, had been doubly defrauded, and she, having now partially repaid herself, allowed her captives to go free with restored vigour. There was, however, enough of the debt still unpaid to induce a desire in the captives to return of their own accord to the prison-house of Oblivion, but the desire was frustrated by Otto, who, sitting up suddenly and blinking at the sun with owlish gravity, exclaimed  

Well, I never! Weve only slept five minutes!

The sun hasnt set yet!

Dominick, replying with a powerful stretch and another yawn, also raised himself on one elbow and gazed solemnly in front of him. A gleam of intelligence suddenly crossed his countenance.

Why, boy, when we went to sleep the sun was what you may call six feet above the horizon; now it is twelve feet if it is an inch, so that if it be still setting, it must be setting upwards  a phenomenon of which the records of astronomical research make no mention.

But it is setting? retorted Otto, with a puzzled look, for I never heard of your astronomical searchers saying that theyd ever seen the sun rise in the same place where it sets.

True, Otto, and the conclusion I am forced to is that we have slept right on from sunset to sunset.

So, then, weve lost a day, murmured Pauline, who in an attitude of helpless repose, had been winking with a languid expression at the luminous subject of discussion.

Good morning, Pina, said Dominick.

Good evening, you mean, interrupted his brother. Well, good evening. It matters little which; how have you slept?

Soundly  oh, so soundly that I dont want to move.

Well, then, dont move; Ill rise and get you some breakfast.

Supper, interposed Otto.

Supper be it; it matters not.  But dont say weve lost a day, sister mine. As regards time, indeed, we have; but in strength I feel that I have gained a week or more.

Does any one know, said Otto, gazing with a perplexed expression at the sky  for he had lain back again with his hands under his head does any one know what day it was when we landed?

Thursday, I think, said Dominick.

Oh no, exclaimed Pauline; surely it was Wednesday or Tuesday; but the anxiety and confusion during the wreck, and our terrible sufferings afterwards in the little boat, have quite confused my mind on that point.

Well, now, heres a pretty state of things, continued Otto, sleepily; weve lost one day, an we dont agree about three others, and Dom says hes gained a week! how are we ever to find out when Sunday comes, I should like to know? Theres a puzzler  a reglar  puzzl  puz

A soft snore told that tired Natures sweet restorer, balmy sleep, had again taken the little fellow captive, and prolonged silence on the part of the other two proved them to have gone into similar captivity. Nature had not recovered her debt in full. She was in an exacting mood, and held them fast during the whole of another night. Then she set them finally free at sunrise on the following day, when the soft yellow light streamed on surrounding land and sea, converting their sleeping-place into a silver cave by contrast.

There was no languid or yawny awakening on this occasion. Dominick sat up the instant his eyes opened, then sprang to his feet, and ran out of the cave. He was followed immediately by Otto and Pauline, the former declaring with emphasis that he felt himself to be a new man.

Yes, Richards himself again, said Dominick, as he stretched himself with the energy of one who rejoices in his strength. Now, Pina, weve got a busy day before us. We must find out what our islet contains in the way of food first, for I am ravenously hungry, and then examine its other resources. It is very beautiful. One glance suffices to tell us that. And isnt it pleasant to think that it is all our own?

The earth is the Lords, and the fulness thereof, said his sister, softly.

The youths gaiety changed into a deeper and nobler feeling. He looked earnestly at Pauline for a few seconds.

Right, Pina, right, he said. To tell you the truth, I was half-ashamed of my feelings that time when I broke into involuntary prayer and thanksgiving. Im ashamed now of having been ashamed. Come, sister, you shall read the Word of God from memory, and I will pray every morning and evening as long as we shall dwell here together.

That day they wandered about their islet with more of gaiety and light-heartedness than they would have experienced had they neglected, first, to give honour to God, who not only gives us all things richly to enjoy, but also the very capacity for enjoyment.

But no joy of earth is unmingled. The exploration did not result in unmitigated satisfaction, as we shall see.

Their first great object, of course, was breakfast.

I cant ask you what youll have, Pina. Our only dish, at least this morning, said Dominick, glancing upwards, is

Cocoa-nuts, put in Otto.

Otto was rather fond of putting in his word, or, as Dominick expressed it, his oar. He was somewhat pert by nature, and not at that time greatly modified by art.

Just so, lad, returned his brother; and as you have a considerable spice of the monkey in you, be good enough to climb up one of these palms, and send down a few nuts.

To do Otto justice, he was quite as obliging as he was pert; but when he stood at the foot of the tall palm-tree and looked up at its thick stem, he hesitated.

Dyou know, Dom, he said, it seems to me rather easier to talk about than to do?

You are not the first who has found that out, returned his brother, with a laugh. Now, dont you know how the South Sea islanders get up the palm-trees?

No; never heard how.

Why, I thought your great authority Robinson Crusoe had told you that.

Dont think he ever referred to it. Friday may have known how, but if he did, he kept his knowledge to himself.

I wish you two would discuss the literature of that subject some other time, said Pauline. Im almost sinking for want of food. Do be quick, please.

Thus urged, Dominick at once took off his neckcloth and showed his brother how, by tying his feet together with it at a sufficient distance apart, so as to permit of getting a foot on each side of the tree, the kerchief would catch on the rough bark, and so form a purchase by which he could force himself up step by step, as it were, while grasping the stem with arms and knees.

Otto was an apt scholar in most things, especially in those that required activity of body. He soon climbed the tree, and plucked and threw down half a dozen cocoa-nuts. But when these had been procured, there still remained a difficulty, for the tough outer husk of the nuts, nearly two inches thick, could not easily be cut through with a clasp-knife so as to reach that kernel, or nut, which is ordinarily presented to English eyes in fruit-shops.

We have no axe, so must adopt the only remaining method, said Dominick.

Laying a nut on a flat rock, he seized a stone about twice the size of his own head, and, heaving it aloft, brought it down with all his force on the nut, which was considerably crushed and broken by the blow. With perseverance and the vigorous use of a clasp-knife he at last reached the interior. Thereafter, on cocoa-nut meat and cocoa-nut milk, with a draught from a pool in the thicket they partook of their first breakfast on the reef.

Now, our first duty is to bury the skeleton, said Dominick, when the meal was concluded; our next to examine the land; and our last to visit the wreck. I think we shall be able to do all this in one day.

Like many, perhaps we may say most, of mans estimates, Dominicks calculation was short of the mark, for the reef turned out to be considerably larger than they had at first supposed. It must be remembered that they had, up to that time, seen it only from the low level of the sea, and from that point of view it appeared to be a mere sandbank with a slight elevation in the centre, which was clothed with vegetation. But when the highest point of this elevation was gained, they discovered that it had hidden from their view not only a considerable stretch of low land which lay behind, but an extensive continuation of the lagoon, or salt-water lake, in which lay a multitude of smaller islets of varying shapes, some mere banks of sand, others with patches of vegetation in their centres, and a few with several cocoa-nut palms on them, the nucleus, probably, of future palm groves. A large island formed the background to this lovely picture, and the irregular coral reef guarded the whole from the violence of the ocean. In some places this reef rose to a considerable height above the sea-level. In others, it was so little above it that each falling breaker almost buried it in foam; but everywhere it was a sufficient protection to the lagoon, which lay calm and placid within, encircled by its snowy fringe,  the result of the watery war outside. In one spot there was a deep entrance into this beautiful haven of peace, and that chanced to be close to the golden cave, and was about fifty yards wide. At the extremity of the reef, on the other side of this opening, lay another elevated spot, similar to their own, though smaller, and with only a few palms in the centre of it. From the sea this eminence had appeared to be a continuation of the other, and it was only when they landed that the Rigondas discovered the separation caused by the channel leading into the lagoon.

Fairyland! exclaimed Pauline, who could scarcely contain herself with delight at the marvellous scene of beauty that had so unexpectedly burst upon their view.

Rather a noisy and bustling fairyland too, said Otto, referring to the numerous sea-birds that inquisitively came to look at them, as well as to the other waterfowl that went about from isle to isle on whistling wings.

The boy spoke jestingly, but it was clear from his heaving chest, partially-open mouth, and glittering eyes, that his little heart was stirred to an unwonted depth of emotion.

Alas! that we have lost our boat, exclaimed Dominick.

To this Otto replied by expressing an earnest wish that he were able to swim as well as a South Sea islander, for in that case he would launch forth and spend the remainder of that day in visiting all the islands.

Yes; and wouldnt it be charming, responded his brother, to pay your aquatic visits in such pleasant company as that?

He pointed to an object, which was visible at no great distance, moving about on the surface of the glassy sea with great activity.

What creature is that? asked Pauline.

It is not a creature, Pina, only part of a creature.

You dont mean to say its a shark! cried Otto, with a frown.

Indeed it is  the back-fin of one at least  and he must have heard you, for he seems impatient to join you in your little trip to the islands.

Ill put it off to some future day, Dom. But isnt it a pity that such pretty places should be spoiled by such greedy and cruel monsters?

And yet they must have been made for some good purpose, suggested Pauline.

I rather suspect, said Dominick, that if game and fish only knew who shoot and catch them, and afterwards eat them, they might be inclined to call man greedy and cruel.

But we cant help that Dom. We must live, you know.

So says or thinks the shark, no doubt, when he swallows a man.

While the abstruse question, to which the shark had thus given rise, was being further discussed, the explorers returned to the thicket, where they buried the skeleton beside the other graves. A close search was then made for any object that might identify the unfortunates or afford some clue to their history, but nothing of the sort was found.

Strange, muttered Dominick, on leaving the spot after completing their task. One would have expected that, with a wrecked ship to fall back upon, they would have left behind them evidences of some sort  implements, or books, or empty beef-casks,  but there is literally nothing.

Perhaps, suggested Pauline, the men did not belong to this wreck. They may have landed as we have done out of a small boat, and the vessel we now see may have been driven here after they were dead.

True, Pina, it may have been so. However, the matter must remain a mystery for the present. Meanwhile we will go and explore the low land behind our reef.

Isnt it strange, Dom, that we should become landed proprietors in this fashion? remarked Otto, as they walked along.

And that, too, added Pauline, at a time when our hopes were lowest and our case most desperate.

Tis a magnificent estate, said Dominick, of which we will constitute Pina the Queen, myself the Prime Minister, and Otto the army.

To this Otto objected that, as it was the business of an army to defend the people and keep them in order, there was no use for an army, seeing that there were no people; but Dominick replied that a queen and prime minister formed part of a people, and that an army was required to defend them.

To keep them in order, you should say, retorted Otto, for that will clearly be my chief duty if I accept the situation. Well, Ive no objection, on the whole, to be an army; but, please, remember that in time of peace an army is expected to do no laborious work, and that at all times it is clothed and fed by the State. Now, Queen Pina the First, what would your Majesty wish the army to do?

Go forth and subdue the land, replied Pina the First, promptly, with quite a regal sweep of her hand towards the low ground and the lagoon beyond.

Will your Majesty deign to instruct me how I am to begin?

The Queen hesitated. She was rather puzzled, as rulers sometimes are when required to tackle details.

May it please your Majesty, said Dominick, coming to the rescue like a true premier, it is the chief duty of a prime minister to advise his sovereign. If it be your pleasure, I would recommend that the army should be sent down into yonder clump of reeds to ascertain what revenue is to be derived from the inhabitants thereof in the shape of wildfowl, eggs, etcetera, while I visit the shore of the lagoon to ascertain the prospects of supply, in the form of shellfish, from that quarter. Meanwhile, I would further advise your Majesty to sit down on this coral throne, and enjoy the contemplation of your kingdom till we return.

With a dignified bow and a little laugh Queen Pina assented, and the Prime Minister went off to the shore, while the army defiled towards the marsh.

Left alone, Pina the First soon forgot her royal condition in contemplation of the lovely prospect before her. As she gazed over the sand, and across the lagoon, and out on the gleaming sea, her thoughts assumed the wings of the morning and flew away over the mighty ocean to old England. Sadness filled her heart, and tears her eyes, as she thought of a mild little mother who had, since the departure of her three children, been reduced for companionship to a huge household cat, and who would ere long be wondering why letters were so long of coming from the dear ones who had left her.

Pauline had a vivid imagination and great power of mental abstraction. She summoned up the image of the little mother so successfully that she felt as if she actually saw her knitting her socks, sadly, with her head on one side. She even heard her address the cat (she was accustomed to address the cat when alone), and express a hope that in the course of a month or six weeks more she might expect to have news of the absent ones. And Pauline almost saw the household cat, which occupied its usual place on the table at the old ladys elbow, blink its eyes with sympathy  or indifference, she could not be quite sure which. Then Paulines wayward thoughts took a sudden flight to the island of Java, in the China seas, where she beheld a bald little old gentleman  a merchant and a shipowner  who was also her father, and who sat reading a newspaper in his office, and was wondering why his good ship Flying Fish  which was bringing his children to him besides a quantity of other goods  did not make its appearance, and she plainly saw the look of disappointment as he threw the paper down, exclaiming, Odd, very odd, but she must turn up soon.

Pauline saw nothing more after that for some time, because her eyes were blinded with tears.

Then Queen Pina cheered up again, for she thought that surely a ship would soon pass the island and take them off. As this last thought became more definite (for Pina was very young and hopeful) her eyes dried and permitted her to observe her kingdom more clearly.

The Prime Minister, she observed, was still busy on the shore, and, from his frequently stooping to pick up something, she argued that the affairs of State in that quarter were prospering.

Presently, from the midst of a mass of reeds not far off, there arose a shout, easily recognisable as that of the army, which was followed by cries of a stupendous, yet extremely familiar, kind. Pauline started up in considerable haste, and a moment later beheld the chief authors of the noise burst from the clump of reeds in the form of a large sow and a troop of little pigs.

They were evidently in a state of wild alarm, for, besides squealing with a degree of intensity possible only to pigs, they ran in such furious haste that they stumbled over sticks and stones in reckless confusion, scrambling to their feet again in such a hurry as to ensure repeated falls, and, generally, twirling themselves and their tails in a manner that was consistent with nothing short of raving madness.

Little wonder that those creatures acted thus, for, close on their heels, gasping and glaring, the army burst forth and fell on them  literally fell on one of them, for Otto in his anxiety to catch the hindmost pig, a remarkably small but active animal, tripped over a root just as he was about to lay hold of its little tail, and fell on the top of it with fearful violence. The mechanical pressure, combining with the creatures spiritual efforts, produced a sudden yell that threw the cries of its companions quite into the shade. It might have sufficed to blow Otto into the air. Indeed, it seemed as if some such result actually followed, for, after turning a complete somersault, the boy was on his feet again as if by magic; but so also was the little pig, which, being thus forcibly separated from its family, turned aside and made for the main thicket. To cut off its retreat, the army made a sudden flank movement, headed the enemy, grasped it by the curly tail, and sought to lift it into his arms, but the curly tail straightened out, and, being exceedingly thin as well as taper, slipped from his hand. Need we say that the little pig came to the ground with a remonstrative squeal? It also rolled over. Otto, unable to check himself, flew past. The pig rose, diverged, and resumed its headlong flight. Otto doubled, came close up again, stooped to conquer, and was on the point of coming off victorious, when, with a final shriek of mingled rage and joy, the enemy rushed through a hole under a prickly bush, while the discomfited army plunged headlong into the same, and stuck fast.

Meanwhile the rest of the porcine family had found refuge in an almost impenetrable part of the thicket.

Pork, your Majesty, said Otto, on returning from the field of battle, may at all events be counted as one of the products of your dominions.

Truly it would seem so, responded the Queen, with a laugh; nevertheless there does not appear to be much hope of its forming a source of supply to the royal larder.

Time will show, said Dominick, coming up at the moment; and see, here are several kinds of shellfish, which will form a pleasant addition to our fare.

Ay, and I saw eggs among the reeds, said Otto, some of which

Not pigs eggs, surely? interrupted Dominick.

They may be so, retorted Otto; the fact that English pigs dont lay eggs, is no argument against South Sea pigs doing so, if they choose. But, as I was about to say, your Majesty, when the Premier interrupted me  some of these eggs I gathered, and would have presented them as an offering from the army, if I had not fallen and crushed them beyond repair.

In corroboration of what he said, Otto opened his coat pocket and revealed in its depths a mass of yellow substance, and broken shells.

Horrible! exclaimed Pauline; how will you ever get it cleaned?

By turning it inside out  thus, most gracious Queen.

He reversed the pocket as he spoke, allowing the yellow compound to drip on the ground, and thereafter wiped it with grass.

I wouldnt have minded this loss so much, he continued, if I had not lost that little pig. But I shall know him again when I see him, and you may depend on it that he is destined ere long to be turned into pork chops.

Well, then, on the strength of that hope we will continue the survey of our possessions, said Dominick, leading the party still further into the low grounds.

For some time the trio wandered about without making any further discoveries of importance until they came to a thicket, somewhat similar to the one near which they had been cast on shore, but much smaller. On entering it they were startled by a loud cackling noise, accompanied by the whirring of wings.

Sounds marvellously like domestic fowls, said Dominick, as he pushed forward. And such it turned out to be, for, on reaching an open glade in the thicket, they beheld a large flock of hens running on ahead of them, with a splendid cock bringing up the rear, which turned occasionally to cast an indignant look at the intruders.

That accounts for your eggs, Otto, observed Pauline.

Yes, and here are more of them, said the boy, pointing to a nest with half a dozen eggs in it, which he immediately proceeded to gather.

It is quite evident to me, remarked Dominick, as they continued to advance, that both the pigs and fowls must have been landed from the wreck that lies on the shore, and that, after the death of the poor fellows who escaped the sea, they went wild. Probably they have multiplied, and we may find the land well stocked.

I hope so. Perhaps we may find some more traces of the shipwrecked crew, suggested Pauline.

Their expectations were not disappointed, for, on returning in the evening from their tour of exploration, they came on a partially cleared place in the thicket beside the golden cave, which had evidently been used as a garden. In the midst of a mass of luxuriant undergrowth, which almost smothered them, vegetables of various kinds were found growing  among others the sweet potato.

Gathering some of these, Otto declared joyfully that he meant to have a royal feast that night, but a difficulty which none of them had thought of had to be faced and overcome before that feast could be enjoyed. It was just as they arrived at the golden cave that this difficulty presented itself to their minds.

Dom, said Otto, with a solemn look, how are we to make a fire?

By kindling it, of course.

Yes, but, you stupid Premier, where are we to find a light?

To tell you the truth, my boy, returned Dominick, I never thought of that till this moment, and I cant very well see my way out of the difficulty.

Pauline, to whom the brothers now looked, shook her head. Never before, she said, had she occasion to trouble her brain about a light. When she wanted one in England, all she had to do was to call for one, or strike a match. What was to be done in their present circumstances she had not the smallest conception.

Ill tell you what, said Otto, after several suggestions had been made and rejected, this is how well do it. We will gather a lot of dry grass and dead sticks and build them up into a pile with logs around it, then Pina will sit down and gaze steadily at the heart of the pile for some minutes with her great, brown, sparkling eyes she should be able to kindle a flame in the heart of almost anything in five minutes  or, say ten, at the outside, eh?

I should think, retorted the Queen, that your fiery spirit or flashing wit might accomplish the feat in a shorter time.

It seems to me, remarked Dominick, who had been thinking too hard to pay much regard to these pleasantries, that if we live long here we shall have to begin life over again  not our own lives, exactly, but the worlds life. We shall have to invent everything anew for ourselves; discover new methods of performing old familiar work, and, generally, exercise our ingenuity to the uttermost.

That may be quite true, you philosophic Premier, returned Otto, but it does not light our fire, or roast that old hen which you brought down with a stone so cleverly to-day. Come, now, let us exercise our ingenuity a little more to the purpose, if possible.

If we had only some tinder, said Dominick, we could find flint, I dare say, or some hard kind of stone from which fire could be struck with the back of a clasp-knife, but I have seen nothing like tinder to-day. Ive heard that burnt rag makes capital tinder. If so, a bit of Pinas dress might do, but we cant burn it without fire.

For a considerable time the trio sought to devise some means of procuring fire, but without success, and they were at last fain to content themselves with another cold supper of cocoa-nut and water, after which, being rather tired, they went to rest as on the previous night.




Chapter Four.

Difficulties met and overcome.

The next day Pauline and her brothers visited the wreck, and here new difficulties met them, for although the vessel lay hard and fast on the rocks, there was a belt of water between it and the main shore, which was not only broad, but deep.

I can easily swim it, said Dominick, beginning to pull off his coat.

Dom, said Otto, solemnly, sharks!

Thats true, my boy, I wont risk it.

He put his coat on again, and turned to look for some drift-wood with which to make a raft.

Theres sure to be some lying about, you know, he said, for a wreck could hardly take place without something or other in the way of spars or wreckage being washed ashore.

But dont you think, suggested Otto, that the men whose graves we have found may have used it all up?

Otto was right. Not a scrap of timber or cordage of any kind was to be found after a most diligent search, and they were about to give it up in despair, when Pauline remembered the bay where they had been cast ashore, and which we have described as being filled with wreckage.

In truth, this bay and the reef with its group of islands lay right in the track of one of those great ocean currents which, as the reader probably knows, are caused by the constant circulation of all the waters of the sea between the equator and the poles. This grand and continuous flow is caused by difference of temperature and density in sea-water at different places. At the equator the water is warm, at the poles it is cold. This alone would suffice to cause circulation  somewhat as water circulates in a boiling pot  but other active agents are at work. The Arctic and Antarctic snows freshen the sea-water as well as cool it, while equatorial heat evaporates as well as warms it, and thus leaves a superabundance of salt and lime behind. The grand ocean current thus caused is broken up into smaller streams, and the courses of these are fixed by the conformation of land  just as a rivers flow is turned right or left, and sometimes backward in eddies, by the form of its banks and bottom. Trade winds, and the earths motion on its axis, still further modify the streams, both as to direction and force.

It was one of those currents, then, which flowed past the reef and sometimes cast vessels and wreckage on its shores.

Hastening to the bay, they accordingly found enough of broken spars and planks, to have made half a dozen rafts, twice the size of that required to go off with to the wreck; so to work they went at once with eager enthusiasm.

Hold on! shouted Dominick, after a few spars had been collected and dragged up on the sand.

Otto and Pauline paused in their labour, and looked anxiously at their brother, for his face wore a perplexed look.

We have forgotten that it is impossible to shove a raft of any size, big or little, through these huge breakers, so as to get it round the point, to where the wreck lies.

Well, then, cried Otto, with the ready assurance of ignorance, well just drag it overland to the wreck, and launch it there.

But, Otto, you have not taken into consideration the fact that our raft must be so large that, when finished, the dragging of it over rough ground would require three or four horses instead of three human beings.

Well, then, returned the boy, well make it small, just big enough to carry one person, and then well be able to drag it overland, and can go off to the wreck one at a time.

Now, just think, brainless one, retorted Dominick; suppose that I were to go off first to the wreck, what then?

Why, then I would go off next of course, and then Pina would follow, and so wed all get on board one at a time, and explore it together.

Yes; but what would you come off on?

The raft, to be sure.

But the raft, I have supposed, is with me at the wreck. It wont go back to the shore of its own accord to fetch you, and we have no ropes with which to haul it to and fro.

Then theres nothing for it, said Otto, after a few moments thought, but to make it big enough for two, or carry over the broken spars and planks piecemeal, and put them together opposite the wreck; so, come along.

This latter plan being adopted, they set to work with energy. To their joy they found not only that a good deal of cordage  somewhat worn, indeed, but still serviceable  was mingled with the wreckage, but that many large protruding bolts and rusty nails formed convenient holdfasts, which facilitated the building up and fastening together of the parts.

At last, after considerable labour, the raft was got ready early in the afternoon, and the brothers, embarking on it with two long poles, pushed off to the wreck while Pauline sat on the shore and watched them.

It was an anxious moment when they drew near enough to observe the vessel more distinctly, for it was just possible that they might find in her hold a supply of food and things they stood so much in need of, while, on the other hand, there was a strong probability that everything had been washed out of her long ago, or that her former crew had taken out all that was worth removing.

What if we should find casks of biscuits and barrels of pork, to say nothing of tea and sugar, and such like? murmured the sanguine Otto, as they poled slowly out.

And what if we should find nothing at all? said Dominick.

O Dom! exclaimed Otto, in a voice so despairing that his companion turned to look at him in surprise. Look! see! the ship has been on fire! It can only be the mere skeleton that is left.

Dominick turned quickly, and saw that his brother had reason for this remark. They had by that time approached so near to the wreck that the charred condition of part of her bulwarks, and specially of her lower spars, became obvious; and when, a few minutes later, they stood on the deck, the scene that presented itself was one of black desolation. Evidently the ill-fated vessel had been enveloped in flames, for everything on board was charred, and it was almost certain that her crew had run her on the rocks as the only method of escaping, her boats having been totally destroyed, as was apparent from the small portions of them that still hung from the davits.

Nothing left! said Otto. I think that Robinson Crusoe himself would have given way to despair if his wreck had been anything like this. I wonder that even this much of it has been left above water after fire had got hold of it.

Perhaps the hull sank after the first crash on the rocks, and put out the fire, suggested Dominick, and then subsequent gales may have driven her higher up. Even now her stern lies pretty deep, and everything in her hold has been washed away.

There could be no doubt as to the latter point, for the deck had been blown up, probably by gunpowder, near the main-hatch, leaving a great hole, through which the hold could be seen almost as far as the bulkhead of the forecastle.

Hastening forward to the hatchway of this part of the vessel, in the feeble hope that they might still find something that would be of use, they descended quickly, but the first glance round quenched such a hope, for the fire had done its work there effectually, and, besides, there were obvious indications that, what the fire had spared, her crew had carried away. The only things left of any value were the charred remnants of the hammocks and bedding which had belonged to the sailors.

Hurrah! shouted Otto, with a sudden burst of joy, as he leaped forward and dragged out a quantity of the bedding; heres whatll make fire at last! You said, Dom, that burnt rag was capital tinder. Well, here we have burnt sheets enough to last us for years to come!

Thats true, returned Dominick, laughing at his brothers enthusiasm; lets go aft and see if we can stumble on something more.

But the examination of the after part of the vessel yielded no fruit. As we have said, that part was sunk deeply, so that only the cabin skylight was above water, and, although they both gazed intently down through the water with which the cabin was filled, they could see nothing whatever. With a boat-hook which they found jammed in the port bulwarks, they poked and groped about for a considerable time, but hooked nothing, and were finally obliged to return empty-handed to the anxious Pauline.

Otto did not neglect, however, to carry off a pocketful of burnt-sheeting, by means of which, with flint and steel, they were enabled that night to eat their supper by the blaze of a cheering fire. The human heart when young, does not quickly or easily give way to despondency. Although the Rigondas had thus been cast on an island in the equatorial seas, and continued week after week to dwell there, living on wild fruits and eggs, and such animals and birds as they managed to snare, with no better shelter than a rocky cavern, and with little prospect of a speedy release, they did not by any means mourn over their lot.

You see, remarked Otto, one evening when his sister wondered, with a sigh, whether their mother had yet begun to feel very anxious about them, you see, she could not have expected to hear much before this time, for the voyage to Eastern seas is always a long one, and it is well known that vessels often get blown far out of their courses by monsoons, and simoons, and baboons, and such like southern hurricanes, so motherkins wont begin to grow anxious, I hope, for a long time yet, and its likely that before she becomes very uneasy about us, some ship or other will pass close enough to see our signals and take us off so

By the way, interrupted Dominick, have you tried to climb our signal-tree, as you said you would do, to replace the flag that was blown away by last nights gale?

Of course not. Theres no hurry, Dom, answered Otto, who, if truth must be told, was not very anxious to escape too soon from his present romantic position, and thought that it would be time enough to attract the attention of any passing vessel when they grew tired of their solitude. Besides, he continued, with that tendency to self-defence which is so natural to fallen humanity, Im not a squirrel to run up the straight stem of a branchless tree, fifty feet high or more.

No, my boy, youre not a squirrel, but, as I have often told you, you are a monkey  at least, monkey enough to accomplish your ends when you have a mind to.

Now, really you are too hard, returned Otto, who was busily employed as he spoke in boring a hole through a cocoa-nut to get at the milk, you know very well that the branch of the neighbouring tree by which we managed to reach the branches of the signal-tree has been blown away, so that the thing is impossible, for the stem is far too big to be climbed in the same way as I get up the cocoa-nut trees.

That has nothing to do with the question, retorted Dominick, you said you would try.

Otto looked with an injured expression at his sister and asked what she thought of a man being required to attempt impossibilities.

Not a man  a monkey, interjected his brother.

Whether man or monkey, said Pauline, in her quiet but decided way, if you promised to attempt the thing, you are bound to try.

Well, then, I will try, and here, I drink success to the trial. Otto applied the cocoa-nut to his lips, and took a long pull. Come along, now, the sooner I prove the impossibility the better.

Rising at once, with an injured expression, the boy led the way towards a little eminence close at hand, on the top of which grew a few trees of various kinds, the tallest of these being the signal-tree, to which Dominick had fixed one of the half-burnt pieces of sheeting, brought from the wreck. The stem was perfectly straight and seemingly smooth, and as they stood at its foot gazing up to the fluttering little piece of rag that still adhered to it, the impossibility of the ascent became indeed very obvious.

Now, sir, are you convinced? said Otto.

No, sir, I am not convinced, returned Dominick.

You said you would try.

Without another word Otto grasped the stem of the tree with arms and legs, and did his best to ascend it. He had, in truth, so much of the monkey in him, and was so wiry and tough, that he succeeded in getting up full twelve or fourteen feet before being utterly exhausted. At that point, however, he stuck, but instead of slipping down as he had intended, and again requesting to know whether his brother was convinced, he uttered a sharp cry, and shouted  

Oh! I say, Dom, what am I to do?

Why, slip down, of course.

But I cant. The bark seems to be made of needle-joints, all sticking upwards. If I try to slip, my trousers vill remain behind, and  and  I cant hold on much longer!

Let go then, and drop, said Dominick, stepping close to the tree.

Oh no, dont! cried Pauline, with a little shriek; if you do youll  youll

Bust! Yes, I know I shall, shouted Otto, in despair.

No fear, cried Dominick, holding out his arms, let go, Ill cat

He was stopped abruptly by receiving a shock from his little brother which sent him sprawling on his back. He sprang up, however, with a gasp.

Why, boy, I had no idea you were so heavy, he exclaimed, laughing.

Now, dont you go boasting in future, you prime minister, that I cant knock you down, said Otto, as he gathered himself up. But I say, youre not hurt, are you? he added, with a look of concern, while Pauline seized one of Dominicks hands and echoed the question.

Not in the least  only a little wind knocked out of me. Moreover, Im not yet convinced that the ascent of that tree is an impossibility.

Youll have to do it yourself, then, said Otto; and let me warn you beforehand that, though Im very grateful to you, I wont stand under to catch you.

Was it not you who said the other night at supper that whatever a fellow resolved to do he could accomplish, and added that, where theres a will, theres a way?

I rather think it was you, Dom, who gave expression to those boastful sentiments.

It may be so. At all events I hold them. Come, now, lend a hand and help me. The work will take some time, as we have no other implements than our gully-knives, but well manage it somehow.

Can I not help you? asked Pauline.

Of course you can. Sit down on the bank here, and Ill give you something to do presently.

Dominick went, as he spoke, to a small tree, the bark of which was long, tough, and stringy. Cutting off a quantity of this, he took it to his sister, and showed her how to twist some of it into stout cordage. Leaving her busily at work on this, he went down to the nearest bamboo thicket and cut a stout cane. It took some time to cut, for the bamboo was hard and the knife small for such work. From the end of the cane he cut off a piece about a foot in length.

Now, Otto, my boy, you split that into four pieces, and sharpen the end of each piece, while I cut off another foot of the bamboo.

But what are you going to do with these bits of stick? asked Otto, as he went to work with a will.

You shall see. No use in wasting time with explanations just now. I read of the plan in a book of travels. Theres nothing like a good book of travels to put one up to numerous dodges.

Im not so sure o that, objected the boy. I have read Robinson Crusoe over and over, and over again, and I dont recollect reading of his having made use of pegs to climb trees with.

Your memory may be at fault, perhaps. Besides, Robinsons is not the only book of travels in the world, returned Dominick, as he hacked away at the stout bamboo.

No; but it is certainly the best, returned Otto, with enthusiasm, and I mean to imitate its hero.

Dont do that, my boy, said Dominick; whatever you do, dont imitate. Act well the part allotted to you, whatever it may be, according to the promptings of your own particular nature; but dont imitate.

Humph! I wont be guided by your wise notions, Mr Premier. All I know is, that I wish my clothes would wear out faster, so that I might dress myself in skins of some sort. I would have made an umbrella by this time, but it never seems to rain in this country.

Ha! Wait till the rainy season comes round, and youll have more than enough of it. Come, weve got enough of pegs to begin with. Go into the thicket now; cut some of the longest bamboos you can find, and bring them to me; six or eight will do  slender ones, about twice the thickness of my thumb at the ground.

While Otto was engaged in obeying this order, his brother returned to the signal-tree.

Well done, Pina, he said; youve made some capital cordage.

What are you going to do now, brother?

You shall see, said Dominick, picking up a heavy stone to use as a hammer, with which he drove one of the hard, sharp pegs into the tree, at about three feet from the ground. We have said the peg was a foot long. As he fixed it in the tree about three inches deep, nine inches of it projected. On this he placed his foot and raised himself to test its strength. It bore his weight well. Above this first peg he fixed a second, three feet or so higher, and then a third about level with his face.

Ah! I see, exclaimed Otto, coming up at that moment with several long bamboos. But, man, dont you see that if one of these pegs should give way while youre driving those above it, down you come by the run, and, if you should be high up at the time, death will be probable  lameness for life, certain.

Dominick did not condescend to answer this remark, but, taking one of the bamboos, stood it up close to the tree, not touching, but a few inches from the trunk, and bound it firmly with the cord to the three pegs. Thus he had the first three rounds or rungs of an upright ladder, one side of which was the tree, the other the bamboo. Mounting the second of these rungs he drove in a fourth peg, and fastened the bamboo to it in the same way, and then, taking another step, he fixed a fifth peg. Thus, step by step, he mounted till he had reached between fifteen and twenty feet from the ground, where the upright bamboo becoming too slender, another was called for and handed up by Otto. This was lashed to the first bamboo, as well as to three of the highest pegs, and the operation was continued. When the thin part of the second long bamboo was reached, a third was added; and so the work progressed until the ladder was completed, and the lower branches of the tree were gained.

Long before that point, however, Otto begged to be allowed to continue and finish the work, which his brother agreed to, and, finally, the signal flag was renewed, by the greater part of an old hammock being lashed to the top of the tree.

But weeks and months passed away, and the flag continued to fly without attracting the attention of any one more important, or more powerful to deliver them, than the albatross and the wild sea-mew.

During this period the ingenuity and inventive powers of the party were taxed severely, for, being utterly destitute of tools of any kind, with the exception of the gully-knives before mentioned, they found it extremely difficult to fashion any sort of implement.

If we had only an axe or a saw, said Otto one morning, with a groan of despair, what a difference it would make.

Isnt there a proverb, said Pauline, who at the time was busy making cordage while Otto was breaking sticks for the fire, which says that we never know our mercies till we lose them?

Perhaps there is, said Otto, and if there isnt, I dont care. I dont like proverbs, they always tell you in an owlishly wise sort o way what you know only too well, at a time when youd rather not know it if possible. Now, if we only had an axe  ever so small  I would be able to fell trees and cut em up into big logs, instead of spending hours every day searching for dead branches and breaking them across my knee. Its not a pleasant branch of our business, I can tell you.

But you have the variety of hunting, said his sister, and that, you know, is an agreeable as well as useful branch.

Humph! Its not so agreeable as I used to think it would be, when one has to run after creatures that run faster than ones-self, and one is obliged to use wooden spears, and slings, instead of guns. By the way, what a surprising, I may say awful, effect a well-slung stone has on the side of a little pig! I came upon a herd yesterday in the cane-brake, and, before they could get away, I slung a big stone at them, which caught the smallest of the squeakers fair in the side. The sudden squeal that followed the slap was so intense, that I thought the life had gone out of the creature in one agonising gush; but it hadnt, so I slung another stone, which took it in the head and dropt it.

Poor thing! I wonder how you can be so cruel.

Cruel! exclaimed Otto, I dont do it for pleasure, do I? Pigs and other things have got to be killed if we are to live.

Well, I suppose so, returned Pauline, with a sigh; at all events it would never do to roast and eat them alive. But, about the axe. Is there no iron-work in the wreck that might be fashioned into one?

Oh yes, sister dear, returned Otto, with a short laugh, theres plenty of iron-work. Some crowbars and ringbolts, and an anchor or two; but do you suppose that I can slice off a bit of an anchor in the shape of an axe as you slice a loaf?

Well no, not exactly, but I thought there might be some small flat pieces that could be made to do.

What is your difficulty, asked Dominick, returning from a hunting expedition at that moment, and flinging down three brace of fowls on the floor of the golden cave.

When the difficulty was stated, he remarked that he had often pondered the matter while lying awake at night, and when wandering in the woods; and he had come to the conclusion that they must return to what was termed the stone period of history, and make their axes of flint.

Otto shook his head, and thought Pinas idea of searching the wreck till they found a piece of flat metal was a more hopeful scheme.

What do you say to trying both plans? cried Pauline, with sudden animation. Come, as you have voluntarily elected me queen of this realm, I command you, Sir Dominick, to make a flint axe without delay, and you, Sir Otto, to make an iron one without loss of time.

Your majesty shall be obeyed, replied her obedient subjects, and to work they went accordingly, the very next morning.

Dominick searched far and near for a flint large enough for his purpose. He found several, and tried to split them by laying them on a flat stone, upheaving another stone as large as he could lift, and hurling it down on them with all his might. Sometimes the flint would fly from under the stone without being broken, sometimes it would be crushed to fragments, and at other times would split in a manner that rendered it quite unsuitable. At last, however, by patient perseverance, he succeeded in splitting one so that an edge of it was thin and sharp, while the other end was thick and blunt.

Delighted with this success, he immediately cut with his knife, a branch of one of the hardest trees he could find, and formed it into an axe-handle. Some of Paulines cord he tied round the middle of this, and then split it at one end, using his flint for the purpose, and a stone for a hammer. The split extended only as far as the cord, and he forced it open by means of little stones as wedges until it was wide enough to admit the thick end of his flint axe-head. Using a piece of soft stone as a pencil, he now marked the form of the flint, where it touched the wood, exactly, and worked at this with his knife, as patiently as a Chinaman, for several hours, until the wood fitted the irregularities and indentations of the flint to a nicety. This of itself caused the wood to hold the flint-head very firmly. Then the wedges were removed, and when the handle was bound all round the split part with cord, and the flint-head enveloped in the same, the whole thing became like a solid mass.

Gingerly and anxiously did Dominick apply it to a tree. To his joy his axe caused the chips to fly in all directions. He soon stopped, however, for fear of breaking it, and set off in triumph to the golden cave.

Meanwhile Otto, launching the raft, went on board the wreck to search for a suitable bit of iron. As he had said, there was plenty on board, but none of the size or shape that he required, and he was about to quit in despair when he observed the flat iron plates, about five inches square and quarter of an inch thick, with a large hole in the centre of each, which formed the sockets that held the davits for suspending the ships boats. A crowbar enabled him, after much trouble, to wrench off one of these. A handspike was, after some hours labour, converted into a handle with one side cut flat. Laying the plate on this, he marked its exact size, and then cut away the wood until the iron sank its own thickness into it. There were plenty of nails in the wreck; with these he nailed the iron, through its own nail-holes, to the hard handspike, and, still further to secure it, he covered it with a little piece of flat wood, which he bound firmly on with some cordage made by his sister from cocoa-nut fibre. As the iron projected on both sides of the handle, it thus formed a double-edged axe of the most formidable appearance. Of course the edges required grinding down, but this was a mere matter of detail, to be accomplished by prolonged and patient rubbing on a stone!

Otto arrived triumphantly at the golden cave almost at the same moment with his brother, and they both laid their axes at the feet of the queen.

Thanks, my trusty vassals, she said; I knew you would both succeed, and had prepared a royal feast against your return.

To which I have brought a royal appetite, your majesty, said Otto.

In truth so have I, added Dominick.

There was a good deal of jesting in all this; nevertheless the trio sat down to supper that night highly pleased with themselves. While eating, they discussed, with much animation, the merits of the axes, and experienced no little difficulty in deciding which was the better tool. At last Pauline settled the matter by declaring that the iron axe, being the strongest, was, perhaps, the best; but as it was not yet sharpened, while Dominicks was ready for immediate use, the flint axe was in present circumstances better.

So then, being equal, said Otto, and having had a splendid supper, we will retire to rest.

Thus, in devising means for increasing their comforts, and supplying their daily necessities, the days and weeks flew swiftly by.




Chapter Five.

Stirring Events and Changes.

An event was now pending over the castaway family which was destined to darken their bright sky, and interrupt them in the even tenor of their way.

Up to this time the interest, not to say delight, with which they went about their daily avocations, the fineness of the weather, and the romance of their situation, had prevented their minds from dwelling much on the flight of time, and if Pauline had not remembered the Sundays by conscientiously keeping a daily record with a pencil on a piece of bark, not one of them would have believed it possible that two months had elapsed since they were cast ashore.

The sanguine hope, too, which filled the breast of each, that a vessel would certainly pass by sooner or later and take them off, prevented their being disturbed by gloomy anticipations of a long exile, and it is probable that they would have gone on pleasantly for a much longer time, improving the golden cave, and exploring the reef, and developing the resources of what Otto styled the Queendom, without much caring about the future, had not the event above referred to come upon them with the sudden violence of a thunder-clap, terminating their peaceful life in a way they had never anticipated, and leading to changes which the wildest imagination could hardly have conceived.

That event was, indeed, the arrival of a ship, but it did not arrive in the manner that had been expected. It came in the dead of a dark night, when the elements seemed to have declared fierce war against each other, for it was difficult to say whether the roaring of the sea, the crashing of the thunder, or the flashing of the forked lightning was most tremendous.

A previous storm or two, of a mild type, having warned our trio that Paradise had not been quite regained, even in that lovely region, they had fitted something like a front, formed of wreckage, to the golden cave, and this had, up to that time, formed a sufficient protection against slight inclemencies of weather; but on this particular night the gusts of wind were so violent, and shook the front of their dwelling so much, that both Dominick and his brother found it impossible to sleep. Their sister, however, lay undisturbed, because she reposed in an inner chamber, which had been screened off with broken planks, and these not only checked draughts, but deadened sounds.

Im afraid our wall will come down, said Dominick, raising himself at last on one elbow, and gazing at the wooden erection uneasily.

Oh, let it come! growled Otto, who had been so frequently checked while dropping into slumber that night that he was getting quite cross.

Not feeling quite so regardless of consequences, his brother Dominick arose and endeavoured to prop the weak part of the structure with an additional piece of timber.

He had accomplished his object, and was about to lie down again to rest, when a terrible cry was heard, which rose above the roaring of the storm. There seemed something so appalling in it, and at the same time so unaccountable in that solitary spot, that Dominicks heart almost stood still for a moment with superstitious fear. Otto also heard the cry, and sat bolt upright, while drowsiness was effectually banished from his brain.

Dom, did you hear that? he asked in a solemn voice. I should think I did, replied his brother in a low tone. The cave being very dark, neither could see the other distinctly. They sat silent for a few moments, anxiously listening for a repetition of the cry.

Move quietly, Otto, said Dominick, as he crept towards their little door, it evidently has not awaked Pina, and we may as well let her lie still till we find out what it is.

Youre not going out, Dom? asked Otto, in anxiety.

Yes, why not?

Be  because  it  it may be  be  something  awful!

It must be something awful, and that is just why I am going out. Come, you didnt use to be a coward.

This was touching the boy on a tender point. He was indeed by no means a coward when the danger he had to face was comprehensible and obvious, but when the danger happened to be incomprehensible, as well as invisible, his courage was not quite as high as might have been desired. The taunt of his brother stirred up his pride however. He rose and followed him in silence, with stern resolve and a quaking heart!

On issuing from their shelter the brothers had to lean heavily against the blast to prevent their being swept away. Seeking the shelter of a bush, they gazed around them, but saw nothing save a dim appearance of bending trees and scudding foam.

The cry may have come from the beach; lets go down, said Dominick, leaving the shelter of the bush, and pushing forward.

Better go back, was on Ottos lips, but he repressed the words and followed.

There was not light enough to enable them to see objects on land, but whatever chanced to be pictured against the dark sky became distinctly visible as a dark object. The old familiar wreck was therefore seen the moment they cleared the bushes that fringed the bay, but close to it was another object which was very unfamiliar indeed to their eyes. It accounted for the cry and caused a gush of mingled feelings in the breasts of the brothers.

Let us now, good reader, wing our flight out to sea, and backwards a little in time. On that stormy night of which we treat, a large emigrant ship was scudding before the gale almost under bare poles. Part of her sails and rigging had been carried away; the rest of her was more or less damaged. The officers, having had no reliable observation for several days, were not sure of their exact position on the great ocean, and the captain, being well aware of the danger of those seas, was filled with anxiety. To add to his troubles, the crew had become slightly mutinous, and some of the emigrants  of whom there were upwards of three hundred on board  sided with the crew. It was even whispered that the chief mate was at the bottom of a plot to murder the captain and seize the ship. For what purpose, of course, no one could tell, and, indeed, there was no apparent ground for the rumour, beyond the fact that the mate  Malines by name  was a surly, taciturn man, with a scowling, though handsome, visage, and a powerful frame.

But whatever of truth might have been in these rumours was never brought to light, for an accident occurred during the gale which put the commander of the vessel beyond the power of earthly foes. One of the larger ropes of the vessel snapt, and the heavy block attached to it swung against the captain with such violence as to kill him on the spot. The momentary confusion which followed the disaster distracted the attention of the steersman, and a heavy sea was shipped, by which the captains body was swept overboard. No attempt was made to lower a boat or check the ship. Even the unskilled emigrants understood that no boat could live in such a sea, and that rescue was impossible. The vessel held on her wild course as if nothing had happened.

Malines, being now in command, issued an order that all the emigrants should go below, and the hatches be secured.

The women and children and most of the men were already in their uncomfortable quarters below hatches, but a group of hardy-looking fellows, who held on to ropes and stanchions near the windlass, refused to move. Among them was a remarkably powerful woman, whose tongue afforded presumptive evidence that she had been born in the Emerald Isle.

Well stop where we be, master, said one of the emigrants, with a quiet but resolute air.

Thats right, Joe, stick up. We aint slaves, said another.

To this last speaker Malines turned fiercely and knocked him down; then, seizing him by the collar and dragging him to the hatchway, he thrust him below. It may be remarked that the man thus roughly treated  Redding by name  was a little man. Bullies usually select little men when inclined to display their courage.

Shame on yez, exclaimed the Irish woman, clenching her huge fist. If it wasnt that Im a poor widdy woman, Id  Id

Howld yer tongue, Mother Lynch, whispered a lively youth of about nineteen by her side, who obviously hailed from the same country. Its not aggravatin him thatll do him good. Let him be, darlin, and hell soon blow the steam off.

An what does it matter to me, Teddy Malone, whether he blows the steam off, or keeps it down till he bursts his biler? Is it a descendant o the royal family o Munster asll howld her tongue whin she sees cruelty and injustice?

Without paying the slightest regard to this royal personage, Malines returned to the group of men, and repeated his order to go below; but they did not go, and he seized a handspike with a view to enforce his commands. He hesitated, however, on observing that the man named Joe, after quietly buttoning his coat, was turning up his wristbands as if in preparation for a pugilistic encounter.

Lookee here now, Mister Malines, said Joe, with a mild, even kindly, expression, which was the very reverse of belligerent; I was allers a law-abidin man myself, and dont have no love for fightin; but when Im ordered to go into a dark hole, and have the lid shut down on me an locked, I feels a sort of objection, dee see. If you lets us be, usll let you be. If otherwise

Joe stopped abruptly, grinned, and clenched his enormous fists.

Mr Malines was one of those wise men who know when they have met their match. His knockings down and overbearing ways always stopped short at that line where he met courage and strength equal or superior to his own. He possessed about the average of bull-dog courage and more than the average of physical strength, but observing that Joe was gifted with still more of both these qualities, he lowered the handspike, and with a sneer replied  

Oh, well  please yourselves. It matters nothing to me if you get washed overboard. Make all fast, lads, he added, turning to his crew, who stood prepared for what one of them styled a scrimmage. Malines returned to the quarter-deck, followed by a half-suppressed laugh from some of the mutinous emigrants.

You see, David, remarked Joe, in a quiet tone, to a man beside him, as he turned down his cuffs, I think, from the look of him, that if we was to strike on rocks, or run on shore, or take to sinking, or anything o that sort, the mate is mean enough to look arter hisself and leave the poor things below to be choked in a hole. So you an me must keep on deck, so as to let em all out if need be.

Right, Joe, right you are.

The man who thus replied bore such a strong resemblance to Joe in grave kindliness of expression and colossal size of frame, that even a stranger could not fail to recognise them as brothers, and such they were  in truth they were twins, having first seen the light together just thirty years before. There was this difference in the character of the brothers, however, that Joe Binney was the more intellectual and resolute of the two. David Binney, recognising this fact, and loving his brother with all the fervour of a strong nature, was in the habit of looking up to him for advice, and submitting to him as if he had been an elder brother. Nevertheless, David was not without a mind of his own, and sometimes differed in opinion with Joe. He even occasionally disputed, but never with the slightest tinge of ill-feeling.

While the brothers were conversing in an undertone on the dangers of the sea, and the disagreeables of a fore-cabin, the mass of unfortunates below were cowering in their berths, rendered almost forgetful of the stifling atmosphere, and the wailing of sick children, by the fear of shipwreck, as they listened with throbbing hearts to the howling wind and rattling cordage overhead, and felt the tremendous shocks when the good ship was buffeted by the sea.

Near to Joe Binney stood one of the sailors on outlook. He was a dark-complexioned, savage-looking man, who had done more than any one else to foment the bad feeling that had existed between the captain and his men.

Ye look somethin skeared, Hugh Morris, said Joe, observing that the look-out was gazing over the bow with an expression of alarm.

Breakers ahead! roared the man at that moment port!  hard-a-port!

The order was sharply repeated, and promptly obeyed, and the vessel came round in time to escape destruction on a ledge of rocks, over which the water was foaming furiously.

Instantly Malines went forward and began to give hurried directions to the steersman. The danger was avoided, though the escape was narrow, and the low rocks were seen passing astern, while the sea ahead seemed to be free from obstruction, as far, at least, as the profound darkness permitted them to see.

Theyll be all drowned like rats in a hole if we strike, muttered the sailor, Hugh Morris, as if speaking to himself.

Not if I can help it, said Joe Binney, who overheard the remark.

As he spoke he went to the little companion hatch, or door to the fore-cabin, and tried to open it, but could not.

Here, David, he cried, lend a hand.

Applying their united strength  with some assistance from Teddy Malone, and earnest encouragement from Mrs Lynch  they succeeded in bursting open the hatch.

Hallo! there, shouted Joe, in a voice that would have been creditable to a boatswain, come on deck if ye dont want to be drownded.

Hooroo! added Malone, were goin to the bottom! Look alive wid ye.

Ay, an bring up the childers, yelled Mrs Lynch. Dont lave wan o thim below.

Of course, the poor emigrants were not slow to obey these startling orders.

The state of affairs was so serious that Malines either did not see, or did not care for, what was going on. He stood on the forecastle looking out intently ahead.

Land on the starboard beam! shouted Morris suddenly.

The mate was on the point of giving an order to the steersman when he observed land looming on the port bow. Instantly he saw that all hope was over. They were steering to inevitable destruction between two ledges of rock! What he would have done in the circumstances no one can tell, because before he had time to act the vessel struck with great violence, and the terror-stricken passengers gave vent to that appalling cry of fear which had so suddenly aroused Dominick Rigonda and his brother.

As the vessel remained hard and fast, with her bow thrust high on the rocks, the emigrants and crew found a partial refuge from the violence of the waves on the forecastle. Hence the first wild shriek of fear was not repeated. In a few minutes, however, a wave of greater size than usual came rushing towards the vessel. Fortunately, most of the emigrants failed to realise the danger, but the seamen were fully alive to it.

Its all over with us, exclaimed the mate, in a sort of reckless despair. But he was wrong. The great billow, which he expected would dash the vessel in pieces  and which, in nine cases out of ten, would have done so  lifted the wreck so high as to carry it almost completely over the ledge, on which it had struck, leaving the stern high on the rocks, while the bow was plunged into the partly-protected water on the other side.

The sudden descent of the forecastle induced the belief an many of the emigrants minds that they were about to go headlong to the bottom, and another cry of terror arose; but when they found that their place of refuge sank no further than to a level with the water, most of them took heart again, and began to scramble up to the quarter-deck as hastily as they had before scrambled to the forecastle.

Something like land ahead, observed Hugh Morris, who stood close to the mate.

I dont see it, returned the latter, gruffly, for he was jealous of the influence that Morris had over the crew, and, during the whole voyage, had treated him harshly.

It may be there, although you dont see it, retorted Hugh, with a feeling of scorn, which he made no attempt to conceal.

Sure I sees somethin movin on the wather, exclaimed Mrs Lynch, who, during the occurrences just described, had held on to a belaying pin with the tenacity and strength of an octopus.

Its the wather movin in yer own eyes, mother, said Malone, who stood beside his Amazonian countrywoman.

At that moment a halloo was heard faintly in the distance, and, soon after, a raft was seen approaching, guided, apparently, by two men.

Raft a-hoy! Where dee hail from? shouted the mate.

From nowhere! came back promptly in a boys ringing voice.

Youve got on a coral reef, shouted a powerful voice, which, we need scarcely say, was that of Dominick Rigonda, but youre safe enough now. The last wave has shoved you over into sheltered water. Youre in luck. Well soon put you on shore.

An island, I suppose, said Malines, as the raft came alongside. What may be its name?

Got no name that I know of; as far as I know its uninhabited, and, probably, unknown. Only three of us here  wrecked like yourselves. If you have boats, lower them, and Ill pilot you to land.

Ohone! groaned Mrs Lynch, in solemn despair, as she tried to see the speaker, whom darkness rendered almost invisible. An unbeknown island, uninhabited by nobody. Boys, we are done for intirely. Didnt I say this would be the end of it, when we made up our minds to go to say?

No one seemed inclined just then to dispute the prophetic reminiscences of the widow, for the order had been given to get ready one of the boats. Turning to the emigrants, who were now clustering on the fore part of the vessel, Malines, condescending to adopt a more respectful tone, addressed them as follows:  

Now, let me tell you, one and all, that your voyage has come to an end sooner than I expected. Our ship is wrecked, but were out of danger, and must go ashore an live as best we can, or die if we cant live. Where we are, I dont know, and dont care, for it dont much matter. Its an island, it seems, and three people who have been wrecked before us are all its population. As it is too dark to go ashore comfortably to-night, I would advise you to go below again, an turn in till daylight. You may make your minds easy, for theres no fear of our going to the bottom now.

Sure, an youre right there, murmured Teddy Malone, for arent we at the bottom already?

You may all do as you please, however, continued the mate, after a low-toned remark from one of the crew, for my command has come to an end with the loss of the ship.

When the mate ceased speaking, there was a brief pause, for the unfortunate emigrants had been so long accustomed to conform to the strict discipline of the ship that they felt like sheep suddenly deprived of a shepherd, or soldiers bereft of their officers when thus left to think for themselves. Then the self-sufficient and officious among them began to give advice, and to dispute noisily as to what they should do, so that in a few minutes their voices, mingling with the gale and the cries of terrified children, caused such a din that the strong spirit of the widow Lynch was stirred within her, inducing her to raise her masculine voice in a shout that silenced nearly all the rest.

Thats right, mother, cried young Malone, howld yer tongues, boys, and lets hear what the widdy has to say. Isnt it herself has got the great mind  not to mintion the body?

Shut your murphy-trap, Teddy, retorted the widow, an heres what Ive got to say. We must have only wan man to guide us if we are to get on at all. Too many cooks, ye knows well enough, is sure to spile the broth. Let Joe Binney speak, and the rest of ee howld yer tongues, if ye can.

Thus invited, modest Joe gave it as his opinion that the emigrants could not do better than follow the advice of Muster Malines  go below, turn in, and wait till daylight. He added further that he would count it a favour if Muster Malines would continue in command of the party, at least till they all got ashore.

This little compliment to the man whom he had so recently defied had a softening influence on the mate, and the proposal was well received by the people, who, even during the few minutes of anarchy which had prevailed, were led to appreciate the value of order and government.

You are right, Binney, said the mate. I would advise you all, good people, to go below and rest as well as you can, while I, and those who choose to act under me, will go ashore and make the best possible arrangements for your landing in the morning.

Now, why dont ye do what yeer towld at wanst? cried Mrs Lynch, who had evidently made up her mind that the reins of government were not to be entirely given up to the mate. Its not wishin, are ye, to get wetter than ye are, aready? Go below, ivery wan of ye.

Like a meek flock, the women and children obeyed the mandate, being absolutely in bodily fear of the woman, while most of the men followed them with a laugh, or a little chaff, according to temperament.

Before the latter had left the deck, Malines suggested that Joe Binney and his brother David should accompany him on shore that night, to represent the emigrants, as it were, and assist him in the proposed arrangements.

Besides, he added, there is just the possibility that we may fall into a trap. We know nothing about the man who has come off to us except his voice, so that it will be wise to land with some of our best men armed.

Of course the brothers had no objection to this plan, and accordingly they, with the mate and four of the ships crew  all armed with cutlasses and pistols  got into one of the boats and were lowered into the water on the lee side of the vessel, where Dominick and Otto had been quietly awaiting the end of the foregoing discussions.

In a few minutes they reached the shore, and then Dominick shook hands with them, and welcomed them to the islands, which, he said, we have named Refuge Islands.

Run up to the cave, Otto, he whispered, while the party was engaged in drawing up the boat. Stir up the fire and rouse Pina,  tell her to prepare to receive company.

Shell be as much puzzled as if I told her to prepare to receive cavalry, muttered the boy as he ran up to the cave.

Hallo! Pina! rouse up, old girl, he shouted, bursting into the cave, and falling on his knees before the embers of the fire, which he soon blew up into a flame. I say, Pina! hallo! Pina! Piiiina!

Dear me, Otto, what is wrong? asked the sleepy voice of Pauline from behind her screen.

Wrong? cried her brother, nothings wrong  that is, everythings wrong; but dont be afraid, old girl, alls right. Dress as fast as you can, and prepare for company!

What do you mean? cried the girl, by that time thoroughly aroused, and somewhat alarmed by Ottos words and excitement.

Cant explain. No time. Get up, make yourself presentable, and come out of your den.

As he spoke Pauline lifted the curtain door of her apartment and stepped into the outer cave, which was by that time all aglow with the ruddy blaze.

Do you call yourself presentable? asked Otto, laughing; why your hair is raised like the back of a wild cat.

It is only right to say that the boy did not do his sister justice. An old shawl thrown hastily on, and descending in confused folds around her slight, graceful figure, invested her with an air of classic simplicity, while her pretty face, surrounded by a wealth of dishevelled, but beautiful, hair, was suggestive of something very much the reverse of a wild cat.

Are you prepared, sister, for a stunning surprise? said Otto, quickly, for he heard the approaching footsteps of the party.

Im prepared for anything, said Pauline, her lustrous eyes and her little mouth opening simultaneously, for she also heard the numerous footfalls outside.

Tis well! cried Otto, starting up, and assuming a heroic attitude as he waved his right hand toward the door of the cavern, no time to explain. Enter Dominick, with band of robbers, headed by their captain, amid shrieking wind, forked lightning, and peals of thunder!

As he spoke, Pauline, despite her surprise, could scarcely refrain from laughter, for Ottos words were fulfilled almost to the letter. Amid a strife of elements that caused their frail erections to tremble, the little door burst open, and Dominick, stooping low to save his head, entered. He was followed by the gaunt, dark form of Malines, who, in rough garments and long fishermens boots, with pistols in belt, and cutlass by his side, was a particularly good representative of a robber-captain. Following him came the still more gigantic Joe Binney, and his equally huge brother David, after which trooped in the boats crew one by one.

As each man entered he stood stock still  dumb, petrified with astonishment  as he gazed, saucer-eyed, at Pauline. Bereft of speech and motion, she returned the gaze with interest.

Oh! it was a rare treat to Otto! His little bosom heaved with delight as he watched the shipwrecked men enter one after another and become petrefactions! Some of the sailors even dropped their lower jaws with wonder.

Dominick, who, in the bustle of action, had not thought of the surprise in store for his visitors, burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

It was well got up, Otto, he said at last.

No, it wasnt, Dom. I do assure you it was not got up at all, but came about in the most natural manner.

Well, got up or not, returned Dominick, here you are, friends, in what we have styled our golden cave, and this is my sister Pauline  allow me to introduce you, Pina, to part of a shipwrecked crew.

The youths laughter, and the introduction which followed, seemed to disenchant the mariners, who, recovering self-possession with a deep sigh, became sheepish in bearing, and seemed inclined to beat a retreat, but our heroine quickly put them at their ease. With a natural tact and grace of manner which had the appearance of, but was not meant for, dignity, she advanced and offered her little hand to Malines, who seemed to fear that he might crush it unintentionally, so slight was the shake he gave it.

You are heartily welcome to our cavern, she said. Im so grieved to hear that you have been wrecked.

Dont mention it, Miss. Not worth speaking of, I assure you; were quite used to it, replied Malines, not knowing very well what he said.

The ice, however, was broken. From this point all went on, as Otto said, swimmingly. The mate began to relate the circumstances of the recent wreck, while Pauline and Otto spread the remains of their supper before the men, and set about roasting the fowls that had been intended for the morrows breakfast.

Before long the gale began to abate, and the sailors went out with Dominick to select a spot on which the emigrants might encamp, being aided in this work by a struggling and fitful moonlight. After that Malines went back with his party to the ship, and Dominick returned with Otto to court slumber in the golden cave.




Chapter Six.

Shipwrecked Emigrants and Horrified Conspirators.

The scene which presented itself on the morning after the storm is not easily described, and the change to the trio who had up to that time lived so peacefully on Refuge Islands Reef was so great that they found it difficult at first to believe it was other than a dream.

On awaking, indeed, Otto saluted his brother with the exclamation  

O Dom, Ive had such a comical dream!

Indeed, my boy, said Dominick, I fear it was no dream, but a reality.

At this Otto suddenly sprang up, and ran out to relieve his mind on the point. A few seconds sufficed. On clearing the bushes he beheld the new wreck lying not far from the old one, and saw from the crowds of people who were being put into the boats that the emigrant ship had been no mere creature of his imagination. It was evident that the boat which had just quitted the vessels side contained the first band of emigrants, for the only people yet landed were a few men, who busied themselves in putting up a rude shelter for the women and children, and in kindling fires for the preparation of breakfast on a little mound between two and three hundred yards from the golden cave.

By that time the storm had blown itself out, and the rising sun was mounting into a cloudless blue sky, and covering the sea with dazzling ripples, which looked as if the very water were laughing with joy at the sudden change from darkness and fury to light and peace.

Conspicuous among those who worked on shore was the gigantic form of Joe Binney. Considering him an old acquaintance. Otto ran up to him and shook hands.

How many emigrants are there of you? he asked.

Three hundred, more or less, master, but I aint rightly sure; theres such a many that its difficult to count em when they are all a-movin to and fro.

Here, Joe, catch hold o this post, an keep it steady till I make it fast, said Hugh Morris, the seaman who has been described as one of the most turbulent among the men.

While Joe assisted in the erection of the canvas booth or shelter, he gave Otto a good deal of information regarding the vessel, the emigrants, the crew, and the misunderstandings which had occurred previous to the captains death.

Its well for one man that weve bin wrecked, anyhow, remarked Morris, stepping back with an artistic air to survey his handiwork.

You mean the young doctor, said Joe.

Thats who I mean, returned Morris. Doctor John Marsh. Hes the only man in the ship thats worth his salt, but I fear hes a doomed man.

I hope not, Hugh, though there are one or two men on board worth more than their salt, said Joe, with a peculiar smile, as he returned to the care of a large kettle of beans from which the sailor had called him.

On Otto inquiring what was the matter with the doctor, Joe Binney explained  

Hes been ill amost since we left England, owin to a fall he had in tryin to save one o the childn as was tumblin down the after-hatch. He saved the child, but broke one or two of his own ribs, an the broken ends must have damaged his lungs, for, ever since, hes bin spittin blood an wearin away, till we can hardly believe hes the same stout, hearty, active young feller that came aboord at Gravesend. Spite of his hurt hes bin goin among us quite cheerful-like, doin the best he could for the sick; but as Morris says, he looks like a doomed man. Praps gittin ashore may do him good. You see, bein the only doctor in the ship, he couldnt attend to hisself as well as might be, mayhap.

While Joe and Otto were conversing, the first boat load of emigrants landed, consisting chiefly of women and children. Dr Marsh was also among them, in order that, as he said with quiet pleasantry, he might attend to the sanitary arrangements of the camp in the new land, though all who saw him quit the wreck were under the sorrowful impression that the new land would prove to be in his case a last resting-place.

There was something peculiarly attractive in the manly, handsome face of this young disciple of Aesculapius, worn as it was by long sickness and suffering, and Otto fell in love with him at first sight.

There can be no doubt that some human beings are so constituted as to powerfully attract others by their mere physical conformation and expression, without reference to character or conduct,  indeed, before character or conduct can possibly be known. And when this peculiar conformation and expression is coupled with delicacy of health, and obvious suffering, the attractive influence becomes irresistible. Let us thank God that such is the case. Blind, unreasoning affection is a grand foundation on which to build a mighty superstructure of good offices, kindly acts, and tender feelings, mingled, it may be, with loving forbearance, and occasional suffering, which shall be good to the souls of the lover, as well as the loved one.

Anyhow, when Otto saw Dr Marsh helped, almost lifted, out of the boat; observed him give a pitiful little smile, and heard him utter some mild pleasantry to those who assisted him, he experienced a gush of feeling such as had never before inflated his reckless little bosom, and something like water  to his great astonishment  caused interference with his vision.

Running forward just as the widow Lynch was officiously thrusting her warm-hearted attentions on the invalid, he accosted the doctor, and offered to escort him to the golden cave.

And we may here inform the reader that the involuntary affection of our little hero met with a suitable return, for Dr Marsh also fell in love with Otto at first sight. His feelings, however, were strongly mingled with surprise.

My boy, he said, with painfully wide-open eyes, from what part of the sky have you dropt?

Well, not being a falling star or a rocket-stick, I cannot claim such high descent,  but hasnt the mate told you about us? returned Otto.

Here widow Lynch broke in with:

Towld him about you? Av course he hasnt. He dont throuble his hid to tell much to any wan; an, sure, wasnt the doctor slaapin whin he returned aboord i the night, an wasnt I nursin of im, and dee think any wan could git at im widout my lave?

Otto thought that certainly no one could easily accomplish that feat, and was about to say so, when Dr Marsh said remonstratively  

Now, my dear widow Lynch, do leave me to the care of this new friend, who, I am sure, is quite able to assist me, and do you go and look after these poor women and children. They are quite helpless without your aid. Look! your favourite Brown-eyes will be in the water if you dont run.

The child of a poor widow, which had been styled Brown-eyes by the doctor because of its gorgeous optics, was indeed on the point of taking an involuntary bath as he spoke. Mrs Lynch, seeing the danger, rushed tumultuously to the rescue, leaving the doctor to Ottos care.

Dont let me lean too heavily on you, he said, looking down; Im big-boned, you see, and long-legged, though rather thin.

Pooh! said Otto, looking up, youre as light as a feather, and Im as strong as a horse,  a little horse, at least. Youd better not go to the camp yet, they are not ready for you, and that sweet little delicate creature you call widow Lynch is quite able to manage them all. Come up with me to the cave. But has nobody said a word about us?

Not a soul. As the widow told you, I was asleep when the mate returned to the wreck. Indeed, it is not very long since I awoke. I did hear some mention in passing of a few people being on the island, but I thought they referred to savages.

Perhaps they were not far wrong, said Otto, with a laugh. I do feel pretty savage sometimes, and Dominick is awful when he is roused; but we cant count Pauline among the savages.

Dominick! Pauline! exclaimed the doctor. My good fellow, explain yourself, and let us sit down on this bank while you do so. Im so stupidly weak that walking only a few yards knocks me up.

Well, only two or three yards further will bring you to our cave, which is just beyond that cluster of bushes, but it may be as well to enlighten you a little before introducing you.

In a few rapid sentences Otto explained their circumstances, and how they came to be there. He told his brief tale in sympathetic ears.

And your own name, asked the doctor, is  ?

Otto Rigonda.

Well, Otto, my boy, you and I shall be friends; I know it  I feel it.

And Im sure of it, responded the enthusiastic boy, grasping the hand of the invalid, and shaking it almost too warmly. But come, I want to present you to my sister. Dominick is already among the emigrants, for I saw him leave the cave and go down to the camp when you were disputing with that female grampus.

Come, dont begin our friendship by speaking disrespectfully of one of my best friends, said the doctor, rising; but for widow Lynchs tender nursing I dont think I should be here now.

Ill respect and reverence her henceforth and for ever, said Otto. But here we are  this is the golden cave. Now youll have to stoop, because our door was made for short men like me  and for humble long ones like my brother.

Ill try to be a humble long one, said the doctor as he stooped and followed Otto into the cave.

Pauline was on her knees in front of the fire, with her back to the door, as they entered. She was stooping low and blowing at the flames vigorously.

O Otto! she exclaimed, without looking round, this fire will break my heart. It wont light!

More company, Pina, said her brother.

Pauline sprang up and turned round with flushed countenance and disordered hair; and again Otto had the ineffable delight of seeing human beings suddenly reduced to that condition which is variously described as being stunned, thunderstruck, petrified, and struck all of a heap with surprise.

Pauline was the first to recover self-possession.

Really, Otto, it is too bad of you to take one by surprise so. Excuse me, sir,  no doubt you are one of the unfortunates who have been wrecked. I have much pleasure in offering you the hospitality of our humble home!

Pauline spoke at first half jestingly, but when she looked full at the thin, worn countenance of the youth who stood speechless before her, she forgot surprise and everything else in a feeling of pity.

But you have been ill, she continued, sympathetically; this wreck must have  pray sit down.

She placed a little stool for her visitor beside the fire.

If Dr John Marsh had spoken the words that sprang to his lips he would have begun with Angelic creature, but he suppressed his feelings and only stammered  

Your bbrother, Miss Rigonda, must have a taste for taking people by surprise, for he did not tell me that  that  I  I mean he did not prepare me for  for  you are right. I think I had better sit down, for I have, as you perceive, been very ill, and am rather weak, and  and in the circumstances such an unexpected  a

At this critical moment Dominick fortunately entered the cave and rescued the doctor from the quicksand in which he was floundering.

Oh! you must be the very man I want, he said, grasping his visitor by the hand.

That is strange, returned the doctor, with a languid smile, seeing that you have never met me before.

True, my good sir; nevertheless I may venture to say that I know you well, for theres a termagant of an Irish woman down at the camp going about wringing her hands, shouting out your good qualities in the most pathetic tones, and giving nobody a moments peace because she does not know what has become of you. Having a suspicion that my brother must have found you and brought you here, I came to see. But pray, may I ask your name, for the Irish woman only describes you as Doctor, dear!

Allow me to introduce him, cried Otto, as an old friend of mine  Dr Marsh.

Dominick looked at his brother in surprise.

Otto is right, said the doctor, with a laugh, at least if feeling may be permitted to do duty for time in gauging the friendship.

Well, Dr Marsh, we are happy to make your acquaintance, despite the sadness of the circumstances, said Dominick, and will do all we can for you and your friends; meanwhile, may I ask you to come to the camp and relieve the mind of your worshipper, for I can scarcely call her less.

Poor Dr Marsh, feeling greatly exhausted by excitement as much as by exertion, was on the point of excusing himself and begging his host to fetch the widow up to the cave, when he was saved the trouble by the widow herself, whose voice was just then heard outside.

Whats that yer sayin, Joe? she exclaimed in a remonstrative tone, ye seed im go into that rabbit-hole? Never! Dont tell me! Arrah its on his hands an knees hed have to do it.

The voice which replied was pitched in a much deeper and softer key, but it was heard distinctly to say, Ay, widdy Lynch, thats the door I seed him an a boy go through; so yed better rap at it an inquire.

Faix, an thats jist what Ill do, though I dont half belave ye.

She was about to apply her large red knuckles to the door in question when her intention was frustrated and her doubts were scattered by the door opening and Dominick presenting himself.

Come in, Mrs Lynch, come in. Your doctor is here, alive and well.

Well, is it  ah! I wish he was! Are ye there, darlin?

Yes, yes, came from within, in a laughing voice. Here I am, Mrs Lynch, all right and comfortable. Come in.

Being excessively tall, the widow was obliged, like others, to stoop to enter; but being also excessively broad, she only got her head and shoulders through the doorway, and then, unlike others, she stuck fast. By dint, however, of a good pull from Dominick and a gentle push from Joe, she was got inside without quite carrying away the structure which the gale of the preceding night had spared.

Och! tis a quare place intirely, and there is some disadvantage in bein big  thank ye kindly, sir  but on the whole

She got no further, for at that moment her sharp little grey eyes fell on Pauline, and once again Ottos heart was stirred to its profoundest depths by the expressive glare that ensued. Indeed, Dominick and Marsh were equally affected, and could not help laughing.

Ha! ye may laugh, said the widow, with profound solemnity, but if its not dramin I am, what Father Macgrath says about ghosts is true, and

I hope you dont take me for a ghost, Mrs Lynch, said Pauline, stepping forward with a kindly smile and holding out her hand.

No, cushla! I dont, returned the widow, accepting the hand tenderly. Sure its more like a ghost the doctor is, in spite of his larfin. But wonders ll niver cease. Ill lave im wid an aisy mind, for hes in good hands. Now, Joe, clear out o the door, like a good man, an let me through. Theyll be wantin me at the camp. A good haul, Joe, Im tough; no fear o me comin to pieces. Och! but its a poor cabin. An Irish pig wouldnt thank ye for it.

Murmuring similar uncomplimentary remarks, mingled with expressions of surprise, the voice of the woman gradually died away, and the people in the golden cave were left to discuss their situation and form hasty plans for the present emergency.

At first, of course, they could do little else than make each other partially acquainted with the circumstances which had so strangely thrown them together, but Dominick soon put an end to this desultory talk.

You see, it will take all our time, he said, between this and sunset to get the emigrants comfortably under canvas, or some sort of shelter.

True, assented Dr Marsh, and it would never do with so many women and children, some of whom are on the sick list, to leave them to the risk of exposure to another storm like that which has just passed. Is your island subject to such?

By no means, answered Dominick. It has a splendid climate. This gale is quite exceptional. Nevertheless, we cannot tell when the next may burst on us. Come, Otto, you and I will go down to the camp. Now, Dr Marsh, you must remain here. I can see, without being told, that you are quite unfit to help us. I know that it is hard to be condemned to inaction when all around are busy, but reflect how many patients you have solemnly warned that their recovery would depend on implicit obedience to the doctors orders! Divide yourself in two, now, and, as a doctor, give yourself strict orders to remain quiet.

Hm! Gladly would I divide myself, was the doctors reply, if while I left the patient half to act the invalid, I could take the impatient half down to the camp to aid you. But I submit. The days of my once boasted strength are gone. I feel more helpless than a mouse.

There was something quite pitiful in the half-humorous look and the weary sigh with which the poor youth concluded his remarks, and Otto was so touched that he suddenly suggested the propriety of his staying behind and taking care of him.

Why, you conceited creature, cried Dominick, of what use could you be? Besides, dont you think that Pina is a sufficiently good nurse?

Otto humbly admitted that she was.

Dr Marsh, glancing at her pretty face, on which at the moment there beamed an expression of deep sympathy, also admitted that she was; but, being a man of comparatively few words, he said nothing.

It was a busy day for Dominick and his brother. Not only had they to counsel and advise with the unfortunate emigrants as to the best position for the temporary encampment, with reference to wood and water, as well as to assist with their own hands in the erection of tents made of torn sails and huts and booths composed of broken planks and reeds, but they had to answer innumerable questions from the inquisitive as to their own history, from the anxious as to the probabilities of deliverance, from the practical as to the resources of the islands, and from the idiotic as to everything in general and nothing in particular. In addition to which they had to encourage the timid, to correct the mistaken, and to remonstrate with or resist the obstinate; also to romp a little with the children as they recovered their spirits, quiet the babies as they recovered their powers of lung, and do a little amateur doctoring for the sick in the absence of the medical man.

In all these varied occupations they were much aided by the widow Lynch, who, instead of proving to be, as they had expected, a troublesome termagant, turned out to be a soft-hearted, kindly, enthusiastic, sympathetic woman, with a highly uneducated, unbalanced mind, a powerfully constituted and masculine frame, and a will of her own. In this last particular she did not differ much from the rest of the human species, but she was afflicted with an unusually strong desire to assert it.

Very like Mrs Lynch in the matters of kindly soft-heartedness and sympathy was Mrs Welsh  a poor, gentle, delicate Englishwoman, the wife of a great hulking cross-grained fellow named Abel, who was a carpenter by trade and an idler by preference. Mrs Welsh was particularly good as a sick-nurse and a cook, in which capacities she made herself extremely useful.

About midday, Mrs Welsh having prepared a glorious though simple meal for her section of the emigrant band, and the other sections having been ministered to more or less successfully by their more or less capable cooks, Dominick and Otto went up to the golden cave to dinner, which they well knew the faithful Pauline would have ready waiting for them.

What a day we have had, to be sure! said Dominick as they walked along; and Im as hungry as a kangaroo.

Without noticing the unreasonableness of supposing that long-legged creature to be the hungriest of animals, Otto declared that he was in the same condition, if not more so.

On opening the door they were checked by the expression of Paulines face, the speaking eyes of which, and the silent mouth, were concentrated into an unmistakable hush!  which was emphasised by a significant forefinger.

Whats wrong? whispered Dominick, anxiously.

Sleeping, murmured Pauline  she was too good a nurse to whisper  pointing to the invalid, who, overcome with the nights exposure and the mornings excitement, had fallen into a profound slumber on Ottos humble couch.

This was a rather severe and unexpected trial to Otto, who had come up to the cave brimming over with camp news for Paulines benefit. He felt that it was next to impossible to relate in a whisper all the doings and sayings, comical and otherwise, that he had seen and heard that day. To eat his dinner and say nothing seemed equally impossible. To awaken the wearied sleeper was out of the question. However, there was nothing for it but to address himself to the suppression of his feelings. Probably it was good for him to be thus self-disciplined; certainly it was painful.

He suffered chiefly at the top of the nose  inside behind his eyes  that being the part of the safety-valve where bursts of laughter were checked; and more than once, while engaged in a whispering commentary on the amiable widow Lynch, the convulsions within bade fair to blow the nasal organ off his face altogether. Laughter is catching. Pauline and Dominick, ere long, began to wish that Otto would hold his tongue. At last, some eccentricity of Joe Binney, or his brother, or Mrs Lynch, we forget which, raised the pressure to such a pitch that the safety-valves of all three became ineffective. They all exploded in unison, and poor Marsh was brought to consciousness, surprise, and a sitting posture at the same instant.

Im afraid, he said, rather sheepishly, that Ive been sleeping.

You have, doctor, and a right good sleep youve had, said Dominick, rising and placing a stool for the invalid. We ought to apologise for disturbing you; but come, sit down and dine. You must be hungry by this time.

Indeed I am. The land air seems to have had a powerful effect on me already.

Truly it must, remarked Pauline, else you could not have fallen asleep in the very middle of my glowing description of our island home.

Did I really do that? said the doctor, with an air of self-reproach.

Indeed you did; but in the circumstances you are to be excused.

And I hope, added Dominick, that youll have many a good sleep in our golden cave.

Golden cave, indeed, echoed the invalid, in thought, for his mind was too much taken up just then with Pauline to find vent in speech. A golden cave it will be to me for evermore!

It is of no use mincing the matter; Dr John Marsh, after being regarded by his friends at home as hopelessly unimpressible  in short, an absolute woman-hater  had found his fate on a desolate isle of the Southern seas, he had fallen  nay, let us be just  had jumped over head and ears in love with Pauline Rigonda! Dr Marsh was no sentimental die-away noodle who, half-ashamed, half-proud of his condition, displays it to the semi-contemptuous world. No; after disbelieving for many years in the power of woman to subdue him, he suddenly and manfully gave in  sprang up high into the air, spiritually, and so to speak, turning a sharp somersault, went headlong down deep into the flood, without the slightest intention of ever again returning to the surface.

But of this mighty upheaval and overturning of his sentiments he betrayed no symptom whatever, excepting two bright spots  one on either cheek  which might easily have been mistaken for the effects of weakness, or recent excitement, or bad health, or returning hunger. Calmly he set to work on the viands before him with unusual appetite, conversing earnestly, meanwhile, with Dominick and Otto on the gravity of their situation, and bestowing no more attention upon Pauline than was barely consistent with good breeding, insomuch that that pretty young creature began to feel somewhat aggrieved. Considering all the care she had so recently bestowed on him, she came to the conclusion, in short, that he was by no means as polite as at first she had supposed him to be.

By degrees the conversation about the present began to give place to discussions as to the future, and when Dominick and Otto returned for their evening meal at sunset, bringing with them Mr Malines, the mate, and Joe Binney and his brother David and Hugh Morris as being representative men of the emigrants and ships crew, the meeting resolved itself into a regular debating society. At this point Pauline deserted them and went down to the camp to cultivate the acquaintance of the widow Lynch, Mrs Welsh, and the other female and infantine members of the wrecked party.

For my part, said Malines, I shall take one o the boats, launch it in the lagoon, and go over to the big island, follow me who may, for it is clear that theres not room for us all on this strip of sand.

I dont see that, objected Hugh Morris. Seems to me as theres space enough for all of us, if were not too greedy.

That shows ye knows nothin about land, Hugh, said Joe Binney. Whats of it here is not only too little, but too sandy. I votes for the big island.

So does I, said David Binney. Big Island for me.

Thus, incidentally, was the large island named.

But, said Hugh, still objecting, it wont be half so convenient to git things out o the wreck as where we are.

Pooh! thats nothing, said Malines. It wont cost us much trouble to carry all we want across a spit of sand.

Seeing that the two men were getting angry with each other, Dominick interposed by blandly stating that he knew well the capabilities of the spot on which they were encamped, and he was sure that such a party would require more ground if they meant to settle on it.

Well now, master, observed Joe, with a half-laugh, we dont zactly mean for to settle on it, but here we be, an here we must be, till a ship takes us off, an we cant afford to starve, ee know, so well just plough the land an plant our seed, an hope for good weather an heavy crops; so I says Big Island!

An so says I  Big Island for ever! repeated his brother David.

After a good deal more talk and altercation this was finally agreed to, and the meeting dissolved itself.

That night, at the darkest hour, another meeting was held in the darkest spot that could be found near the camp. It chanced, unknown to the meeting, to be the burial-ground at first discovered by the Rigondas.

Unwittingly, for it was very dark, Hugh Morris seated himself on one of the old graves, and about thirty like-minded men gathered round him. Little did they know that Otto was one of the party! Our little hero, being sharp eyed and eared, had seen and overheard enough in the camp that day to induce him to watch Morris after he left the cave, and follow him to the rendezvous.

My lads, said Morris, Ive done my best to keep them to the reef, but that blackguard Malines wont hear of it. Hes bent on takin em all to the big island, so theyre sure to go, and we wont get the help o the other men: but no matter; wi blocks an tackle well do it ourselves, so we can afford to remain quiet till our opportunity comes. Im quite sure the ship lays in such a position that we can get her over the ledge into deep water, and so be able to draw round into the open sea, and then

Hurrah for the black flag and the southern seas, cried one of the party.

No, no, Jabez Jenkins, said Morris, we dont mean to be pirates; only free rovers.

Hallo! whats this? exclaimed another of the party. A cross, I do believe! and this mound  why, its a grave!

And heres another one! said Jabez, in a hoarse whisper. Seems to me weve got into a cannibal churchyard, or

Boooooo! groaned Otto at that moment, in the most horribly sepulchral tone he could command.

Nothing more was wanted. With one consent the conspirators leapt up and fled from the dreadful spot in a frenzy of unutterable consternation.




Chapter Seven.

Treats of Big Island  A Great Fight and a Royal Family.

Dominick, said Otto, next morning, after having solemnly and somewhat mysteriously led his brother to the old burial-ground, would you believe me if I told you that last night, when you and the like of you were sound asleep, not to say snoring, I saw some twenty or thirty men fly from this spot like maniacs at the howling of a ghost?

No, I would not believe you, answered Dominick, with a bland smile.

Would you not believe me if I told you that I was the ghost and that Hugh Morris was the ringleader of the cowards?

Come, Otto, be sensible and explain.

Otto became sensible and explained. Thereupon Dominick became serious, and said Oho! To which Otto replied Just so, after which they became meditative. Then Dominick linked his arm in that of his little brother, and, leading him off to a well-known and sequestered walk, entered into an earnest confabulation.

With the details of that confabulation we will not trouble the reader. We will only repeat the concluding sentences.

Well, then, Dom, its agreed on, that we are to go on as if we knew nothing about this matter, and take no notice of it whatever to any one  not even to Pina.

Yes, Otto, thats it. Of course I dont like to have any sort of secret from Pina, but it would be cruel in us to fill her mind with alarm for no good purpose. No  mums the word. Take no notice whatever. Morris may repent. Give him the benefit of the doubt, or the hope.

Very well, Dom, mum shall be the word.

Having thus for the time being disposed of a troublesome subject, the brothers returned to the place where the emigrants were encamped.

Here all was wild confusion and harmony. Lest this should appear contradictory, we must explain that the confusion was only physical, and addressed to the eye. The emigrants, who were busy as ants, had already disembarked large quantities of their goods, which were scattered about in various heaps between the landing-place and the encampment. The harmony, on the other hand, was mental and spiritual, for as yet there had been no time for conflicting interests to arise, and the people were all so busy that they had not leisure to disagree.

Besides, the weather being splendidly bright and warm was conducive to good-humour. It will be remembered also that Hugh Morris and his friends had resolved to remain quiet for the present. Perhaps the effect of the ghostly visitation might have had some influence in restraining their turbulent spirits.

At all events, be this as it may, when Dominick and Otto came upon the scene everything was progressing pleasantly. The male emigrants were running between the beach and the camp with heavy burdens on their shoulders. The females were busy washing and mending garments, which stood sorely in need of their attention, or tending the sick and what Otto styled the infantry. The sailors were engaged, some in transporting goods from the wreck to the shore, others in piloting two of the large boats through the reef into the lagoon, and the larger children were romping joyously in the thickets and trying to climb the cocoa-nut trees, while the smaller fry were rolling helplessly on the sands  watched, more or less, by mothers and big sisters.

Chief among those who piloted the large boats through the passage in the reef was Hugh Morris. He took careful observations and soundings as he went along, not that such were needed for the safety of the boats, but Hugh Morris had an eye to the ultimate destiny of the ship.

Youre mighty particular, Morris, said Malines, with something of a sneer in his tone, when the former drew up his boat inside the reef beside the other boat. One would think you were piloting a man-of-war through instead of a little boat.

What I was doin is none o your business, Malines, returned Hugh, sternly. Your command ceased when you lost your ship, and I aint agoin to obey your orders; no, nor take any of your cheek.

The emigrants chose to accept me as their commander, at least for the present, retorted Malines, fiercely.

To this Hugh replied, with a laugh of scorn, that the emigrants might make a commander of the ships monkey for all that he cared, the emigrants were not his masters, and he would do exactly as he pleased.

As a number of his followers echoed the scornful laugh, Malines felt that he had not the power to carry things with a high hand.

Well, well, he returned, in a tone of quiet indifference, we shall see. It is quite clear to every one with a grain of sense that people cant live comfortably under two masters; the people will have to decide that matter for themselves before long.

Ay, that will they, master, remarked Joe Binney, in a low but significant voice. Seems to me, however, that as were all agreed about goin over to Big Island, wed better go about it an leave disputation till afterwards.

Agreeing to this in silence, the men set about loading the boats for the first trip.

Dominick and Otto, standing on the beach, had witnessed this altercation.

The seeds of much dissension and future trouble are there, remarked the former.

Unless we prevent the growth of the seed, said Otto.

True, but how that is to be done does not appear obvious at present. These men have strong wills and powerful frames, and each has a large following, I can see that. We must hope that among the emigrants there may be good and strong men enough to keep the crew in check.

Luckily two of the biggest and stoutest are also the most sensible, said Otto.

You mean the brothers Binney?

Yes, Dom. Theyre first-rate men, dont you think so?

Undoubtedly; but very ignorant, and evidently unaccustomed to lead or command men.

What a pity, exclaimed the boy, with a flush of sudden inspiration, that we couldnt make you king of the island! Youre nearly as strong as the best of them, and much cleverer.

Dominick received this compliment with a laugh and a shake of the head.

No, my boy; I am not nearly as strong as Malines or Morris, or the Binneys. Besides, you forget that the race is not always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, and as to cleverness, that does not consist in a superior education or a head crammed full of knowledge, but in the right and ready application of knowledge. No; I have no ambition to be a king. But it wont do for us to stand here talking, else we shall be set down as idlers. Come, let us lend a helping hand.

While the men were busy at the boats on the lagoon side of the reef, Pauline was winning golden opinions among the women at the camp by the hearty, unaffected way in which she went about making herself generally useful. O blessed simplicity, how adorable art thou in man and woman! Self-forgetfulness was a salient point in Paulines character, and, being conjoined with strong powers of sympathy, active good-will to man and beast, and more than the average of intellectual capacity, with an under-current of rippling fun, the girls influence quickly made itself felt.

Mrs Lynch said she was a jewel, and that was extraordinary praise from the strapping widow, who seldom complimented her sex, whatever she may have felt. Mrs Welsh said she was a dear, pritty creetur, and laughter-loving little Mrs Nobbs, the wife of a jovial harum-scarum blacksmith, pronounced her a perfect darling. As for the children, after one hours acquaintance they adored her, and would have bored her to death had that been possible. What the men thought of her we cannot tell, for they spake not, but furtively stared at her in a sort of reverential amazement, and some of them, in a state of mild enthusiasm, gave murmured utterance to the sentence quoted above, Blessed simplicity! for Pauline Rigonda was, at first, utterly unaware of the sensation she created.

When the two boats were loaded down to the gunwales, a select party of men embarked and rowed them over the calm lagoon to Big Island. Of course they were well armed, for no one could tell what they might meet with there. Dominick and Otto were of the party, and, being regarded in some measure as owners of the soil, the former was tacitly recognised as leader on this their first visit.

The distance they had to row was not more than a quarter of a mile, so the lagoon was soon crossed. The spot at which they landed was a beautiful little bay with bush-topped cliffs on one side, a thicket of luxuriant plants on the other, and palm groves rising to a moderate height behind. The little beach on which they ran the boats was of pure white sand, which induced one of them to name it Silver Bay.

Jumping out, Dominick, with a dozen armed men, advanced into the bushes with caution.

Nothing to be seen here of either friends or foes, he said, halting. I felt sure that we should find no one, and it is of no use taking so many of you from work; therefore, lads, I would advise your returning to the boats and going to work at once. My little brother and I will ascend to the top of the cliff there, from which we will be able to see all the neighbouring country, and give you timely warning should any natives appear. Pile your rifles on the beach, so as to have them handy; but youve nothing to fear.

In a few minutes Dominick and his brother, each carrying a rifle and cutlass supplied by the wrecked party, had mounted to the top of the neighbouring cliff, while the men returned to aid in unloading the boats.

What a splendid island! exclaimed Otto, with intense delight, as, from the lofty outlook, they gazed down upon a scene of the richest beauty. From their position on the reef they had hitherto seen the island through the softening atmosphere of distance, like a rounded mass of verdure; but in this case distance had not lent enchantment to the view, for, now that they beheld it spread in all its luxuriance at their feet, like a verdant gem resting on the breast of ocean, it appeared infinitely more beautiful. Not only was the mind charmed by the varied details of grove and bay, thicket and grotto, but the eye was attracted irresistibly to the magnificent trees and shrubs which stood prominent in their individuality  such as the light and elegant aito-tree; the stately apape, with its branchless trunk and light crown of pale green leaves, resembling those of the English ash; the splendid tamanu, an evergreen, with its laurel-shaped leaves; the imposing hutu-tree, with foliage resembling the magnolia and its large white flowers, the petals of which are edged with bright pink;  these and many others, with the feathery palm and several kinds of mimosa lining the seashore, presented a display of form and colour such as the brothers had not up to that time even dreamed of.

While Otto gazed in silent wonder and admiration, he was surprised to hear Dominick give vent to a sigh, and shake his head.

Dom! he said, remonstratively, what do you mean by that?

I mean that the place is such a paradise that the emigrants wont want to leave it, and that will interfere with a little plan which had begun to form itself in my brain of late. I had been thinking that among so many tradesmen I should find men to help me to break up the wreck, and out of the materials to build a small vessel with which to leave the island  for, to tell you the truth, Otto, I have begun to fear that this place lies so far out of the track of ships that we may be left on it for many years like the mutineers of Pitcairn Island.

Humph! Im sorry youre growing tired of it already, said Otto; I thought you had more o the spirit of Robinson Crusoe in you, Dom, and I never heard of the mutineers of Pitcairn Island; but if

What! did you never hear of the mutineers of the Bounty?

Never. My education, you know, has been neglected.

Then Ill tell you the story some time or other. Its too long to begin just now, but it beats that of your favourite Robinson out of sight in my opinion.

Otto shook his head in grave unbelief. That, he said, is impossible. But as to this island proving so attractive, dont you think that such fellows as Hugh Morris and Malines will take care to prevent it becoming too much of a paradise?

Dominick laughingly admitted that there was something in that  and he was right. There was even more in that than he had imagined, for the party had not been a week in their new home when they began to differ as to the division of the island. That old, old story of mighty men desiring to take possession of the land and push their weaker brethren to the wall soon began to be re-enacted on this gem of the ocean, and bade fair to convert the paradise  like the celebrated Monte Carlo  into a magnificent pandemonium.

At one of their stormy meetings, of which the settlers had many, the brothers Binney and Dominick were present. It was held on the shores of Silver Bay, where the first boat-loads had been discharged, and around which quite a village of rude huts had sprung up like mushrooms. From those disputatious assemblies most of the women absented themselves, but the widow Lynch always remained, holding herself in reserve for any emergency, for she was well aware that her opinion carried much weight with many of the party.

Were a rough lot, and would need tight handlin, whispered the little man named Redding to Joe Binney, who sat on a bank beside him.

The handlin will be tight enough before long, returned Joe, with a decided little nod. Listen, the worst o the lots agoin to spout.

This last remark had reference to Malines, who had just risen to reply to a fiery little man named Buxley, a tailor by trade, who was possessed not only of good reasoning power but great animal courage, as he had proved on more than one occasion on the voyage out.

Friends, said the mate, its all very well for Buxley to talk about fair play, and equal rights, etcetera, but, I ask, would it be fair play to give each of us an equal portion of land, when its quite clear that some  like Joe Binney there  could cultivate twice as much as his share, while a creature like Buxley

No more a creature than yourself! shouted the little tailor.

Could only work up half his lot  if even so much, continued the mate, regardless of the interruption.

Hear, hear! from those who sympathised with Malines.

An what could you do with land? demanded Buxley in a tone of scorn, a man thats ploughed nothing but salt water all his life.

This was greeted with a laugh and Thats so. Hes only sowed wild oats as yet. Pitch into him, Buckie.

Malines was fast losing temper under the little mans caustic remarks, but succeeded in restraining himself, and went on:  

Its quite plain that the island is too small to let every man have an equal bit of land, so I propose that it should be divided among those who have strength and knowledge to work it, and

You aint one o them, shouted the irate tailor.

Come, come, Buxley  let him speak, said Joe Binney, fair play, ye know. Thats what you sticks up for, aint it? Let im speak.

Anyhow, continued Malines, sharply, I mean to keep the bit o ground Ive staked off whether you like it or no

An so do I, cried Welsh, who was what may be styled a growly man.

Sure, an so does myself, said Teddy Malone, for Ive staked off a bit about six feet long an two broad, to plant mesilf in whin I give up the ghost.

This mild pleasantry seemed to calm a little the rising wrath of contending parties, much to Dominicks satisfaction, for he was exceedingly anxious to keep in the background and avoid interference. During the week that had passed, he had more than once been forced to have sharp words with Malines, and felt that if he was to act as a peacemaker  which he earnestly wished to do  he must avoid quarrelling with him if possible.

The hopes of those who wished to settle matters amicably, however, were dashed by the fiery tailor, who, still smarting under the contemptuous tones and words of the mate, suddenly sprang to his feet and suggested that, as Malines knew nothing about agriculture, no land at all should be apportioned to him, but that he should be set to fishing, or some such dirty work, for the benefit of the community.

This was too much for Malines, who strode towards Buxley with clenched fists and furious looks, evidently intending to knock him down. To the surprise and amusement of every one, Buxley threw himself into a pugilistic attitude, and shouted defiantly, Come on! There is no saying how the thing would have ended, if Dominick had not quickly interposed.

Come, Mr Malines, he said, it is not very creditable in you to threaten a man so very much smaller than yourself.

Out of my road, shouted the mate, fiercely, we dont want gentlemen to lord it over us.

No, nor yet blackguards, growled a voice in the crowd.

This so angered Malines, that he dealt Dominick a sounding slap on the cheek.

For a moment there was dead silence, as the two men glared at each other. If it had been a blow the youth might have stood it better, but there was something so stinging, as well as insulting, in a slap, that for a moment he felt as if his chest would explode. Before he could act, however, Joe Binney thrust his bulky form between the men.

Leavem to me, master, he said, quietly turning up his wristbands, Im used to this sort o thing, an

No, no, said Dominick, in a deep, decided voice, listen.

He grasped Joe by the arm, and whispered a few words in his ear. A smile broke over the mans face, and he shook his head doubtfully.

Well, it may be so, he remarked, an no doubt it would have a good effect.

Now, then, stand aside, said Dominick, as he retreated a few paces and threw off his coat, while Malines still stood in a threatening attitude, with an expression of contempt on his face. My friends, he said, as he slowly rolled up his shirt-sleeves, showing a pair of arms which, although not bulky, displayed an amount of sinews and muscle that was suggestive of knotted ropes under a fair skin  

My friends, he said, somewhere in the Bible it is written, Smite a scorner, and the simple will beware. I have done my best to conciliate this scorner without success; I shall now try to smite him.

An brother David an me will see fair play, remarked Joe Binney.

If the combatants had been more equally matched, the spectators would probably have encouraged Dominick with a cheer, but the difference in size was so apparent, that astonishment kept them silent. Dominick was indeed fully as tall as his opponent, and his shoulders were nearly as broad, but the massive weight of Maliness figure seemed to render the chance of Dominicks success highly improbable.

The youth sprang at him, however, like lightning, and, hitting him a violent blow on the forehead, leapt back out of his reach.

The blow had the effect that was intended; it roused the mates wrath to the utmost pitch, causing him to rush at his opponent, striking right and left with all his force. Dominick, however, leapt about with such activity, that only a few of the blows reached him, and these not with their full force. The result was that the mate became what is styled winded in a few minutes, and was compelled to pause to recover himself, but Dominick had no intention of allowing him time to recover himself. Without a moments hesitation, he sprang in again and planted a severe left-hander between his opponents eyes. This roused the mate once more to white heat, and he sought to close with his foe, but the latter prevented that by leaping aside, tripping him up, and causing him to plunge forward on his hands and knees  assisting him to that position with a stiff rap on the right temple as he passed.

Then it was that Malines discovered that he had drawn on himself the wrath of one who had been the champion boxer in a large public school, and was quite as tough as himself in wind and limb, though not so strong or so heavy.

Now, it is not our intention to give a graphic account of that pugilistic encounter. Yet is it needful to point out briefly how, being a man of peace, as well as a man of science, Dominick managed to bring this fight to as speedy a close as possible. Instead, then, of striking his foe in all directions, and producing a disgusting scene of bloodshed, he confined his practice chiefly to one spot, between the eyes, close above the bridge of the nose  varying it a little with a shot now and then under each eye. This had the effect, owing to constant repetition, of gradually shutting up both Maliness eyes so that he could not easily see. When in this condition, Dominick suddenly delivered first a left and then a right hander into what is sometimes called the breadbasket, and stretched his adversary on the sand.

Dominick was not boastful or ungenerous. He did not crow over his fallen foe. On the contrary, he offered to assist that smitten scorner to rise, but Malines preferred in the meantime to lie still.

It is scarcely necessary to say that the emigrants watched this short but sharp encounter with keen interest, and when it was ended gave vent to a cheer, in which surprise was quite as clearly expressed as satisfaction.

Now, I tell ee what it is, lads, said Joe Binney, striking his great right fist into the palm of his left hand enthusiastically, I never seed the likes o that since I was a leetle booy, and Ive got a motion for to propose, as they say at meetins. Its this, that we makes Master Domnik Riggundy capting over us all.

Up started Teddy Malone, with a slap of his thigh. And its mesilf asll second that motion  only we should make him governor of the whole island, if not king!

Hear! hear! shouted a decided majority of the party. Let him be king!

When silence had been partially restored Dominick politely but firmly declined the honour, giving it as his opinion that the fairest way would be to have a republic.

A republic! No; what we wants is a despotism, said David Binney, who had up to this point remained silent, a regular despot  a howtocrat  is what we wants to keep us in order.

Hump! exclaimed Hugh Morris, contemptuously, if youd ony let Malines have his way youd soon have a despot an a howtocrat as ud keep yer noses to the grindstone.

Mrs Lynch, whispered Otto, who had hitherto stood beside the widow watching the proceedings with inexpressible glee, you get up an propose that Pina should be queen!

That this suggestion came upon the widow with a shock of surprise, as well as approval, was obvious from the wide-eyed stare, with which for a moment she regarded the boy, and from her subsequent action. Taking a bold and masculine stride to the front of the disputers, she turned about and faced them.

Howld yer tongues now, boys, all of you, and listen to what your grandmothers got to say.

A shout of laughter cut her short for a few seconds.

Thats right, old ooman, out with it.

Sure, if yed stop your noise Id out wid it fast enough. Now, then, here ye are, nivver a man of ye able to agree wid the others; an the raisins not far to seek  for yer all wrong togither. It would nivver do to make wan o you a king  not even Joe here, for he knows nixt to nothin, nor yet Mister Rig Gundy, though he can fight like a man, for its not a kings business to fight. No, take my word for it; what ye want is a queen

A loud explosion of mirth drowned the rest. Hurrah! for Queen Lynch, cried one. The Royal blood of owld Ireland for ivver! shouted Malone.

I wouldnt, said the widow indignantly, condescind to reign over sitch a nation o pigs, av ye was to go down on yer bare knees an scrape them to the bone. No, its English blood, or Spanitch, I dont rightly know which, that Im drivin at, for where could ye find a better, or honester, or purtier queen than that swate creetur, Miss Pauline Rig Gundy?

The idea seemed to break upon the assembly as a light in a dark place. For a moment they seemed struck dumb; then there burst forth such a cheer as showed that the greater part of those present sympathised heartily with the proposal.

I knowd yed agree to it. Sure, men always does when a sensible woman spakes. You see, Queen Pauline the First

Hurrah! for Queen Pauline the First, yelled the settlers, with mingled cheers and laughter.

Queen Pauline the First, ye may be sure, continued the widow, would nivver try to kape order wid her fists, nor yit wid shoutin or swearin. An then, av coorse, it would be aisy to make Mister Duminick or Joe Binney Prime Minister, an little Buxley Chancler o the Checkers, or whatever they calls it. Now, think over it, boys, an good luck be wid ye.

They did think over it, then and there, in real earnest, and the possibility of an innocent, sensible, gentle, just, sympathetic, and high-minded queen reigning over them proved so captivating to these rough fellows, that the idea which had been at first received in jest crystallised into a serious purpose. At this point Otto ventured to raise his voice in this first deliberation of the embryo State.

Friends, he said, with an air of modesty, which, we fear, was foreign to his nature, although I can only appear before you as a boy, my big brother has this day proved himself to be so much more than an ordinary man that I feel somehow as if I had a right to his surplus manhood, being next-of-kin, and therefore I venture to address you as a sort of man. (Hear, hear!) I merely wish to ask a question. May I ask to be the bearer of the news of this assemblys determination to  the  the Queen?

Yes  yes  of course  av course, were the immediate replies.

Otto waited not for more, but sped to their new hut, in which the Queen was busy preparing dinner at the time.

Pina, exclaimed the boy, bursting in, will you consent to be the Queen of Big Island?

Come, Otto; dont talk nonsense. I hope Dom is with you. Dinner is much overdone already.

No, but Im not talking nonsense, cried Otto. I say, will you consent to be a queen  a real queen  Pina the First, eh?

Hereupon he gave his wondering sister a graphic account of the recent meeting, and fight, and final decision.

But they dont really mean it, you know, said Pauline, laughing.

But they do really mean it, returned Otto; and, by the way, if you become a queen wont that necessarily make me and Dom princes?

As Dominick entered the hut at that moment he joined in the laugh which this question created, and corroborated his brothers statement.

In this cheerful frame of mind the new Royal Family sat down to dinner.




Chapter Eight.

The Coronation  Crown-Making Deliberations, Ceremonials, and Catastrophes.

There came a day, not many weeks later in the history of our emigrants, when great preparations were made for an important and unusual event.

This was neither more nor less than the coronation of Queen Pauline the First.

The great event had been delayed by the unfortunate illness of the elect queen herself  an illness brought on by reckless exposure in the pursuit of the picturesque and beautiful among the islets of the lagoon. In other words, Otto and she, when off on a fishing and sketching excursion in the dinghy of the wreck, had been caught in a storm and drenched to the skin. The result to Otto was an increase of appetite; to Pauline, a sharp attack of fever, which confined her for some time to the palace, as their little hut was now styled. Here the widow Lynch  acting the united parts of nurse, lady of the bedchamber, mistress of the robes, maid of honour, chef de cuisine, and any other office that the reader may recollect as belonging to royalty  did so conduct herself as to gain not only the approval but the affection and gratitude of her royal mistress.

During the period of Paulines convalescence considerable changes had taken place in the circumstances and condition of the community. The mere fact that a government had been fixed on, the details of which were being wrought out by a committee of leading men appointed by the people, tended to keep the turbulent spirits pretty quiet, and enabled the well-disposed to devote all their strength of mind and body to the various duties that devolved upon them and the improving of their circumstances. Busy workers are usually peaceful. They have no time to quarrel. It is only when turbulent idlers interfere with or oppress them that the industrious are compelled to show their teeth and set up their backs.

During these weeks the appearance of the shores of Big Island began to change materially. All round the edge of Silver Bay a number of bright green patches were enclosed by rough but effective fences. These were the gardens of the community, in which sweet potatoes, yams, etcetera, grew spontaneously, while some vegetables of the northern hemisphere had already been sown, and were in some cases even beginning to show above ground. In these gardens, when the important work of planting had been finished, the people set about building huts of various shapes and sizes, according to their varying taste and capacity.

Even at this early stage in the life of the little community the difficulties which necessarily surround a state of civilisation began to appear, and came out at one of the frequent, though informal, meetings of the men on the sands of Silver Bay. It happened thus:  

It was evening. The younger and more lively men of the community, having a large store of surplus energy unexhausted after the labours of the day, began, as is the wont of the young and lively, to compete with one another in feats of agility and strength, while a group of their elders stood, sat, or reclined on a bank, discussing the affairs of the nation, and some of them enjoying their pipes  for, you see, everything in the wreck having been saved, they had, among other bad things, plenty of tobacco.

Dr Marsh sat among the elders, for, although several weeks on shore had greatly restored his health, he was still too weak to join in the athletics. A few of the women and children also looked on, but they stood aside by themselves, not feeling very much interested in the somewhat heated discussions of the men.

By degrees these discussions degenerated into disputes, and became at last so noisy that the young athletes were attracted, and some of them took part in the debates.

I tell ee what it is, exclaimed Nobbs, the blacksmith, raising his powerful voice above the other voices, and lifting his huge fist in the air, somethingll have to be done, for I cant go on workin for nothin in this fashion.

No more can I, or my mates, said Abel Welsh, the carpenter.

Here comes the Prime Minister, cried Teddy Malone.

To be  he aint Prime Minister yet, growled Jabez Jenkins, who, being a secret ally of Hugh Morris, was one of the disaffected, and had, besides, a natural tendency to growl and object to everything.

He is Prime Minister, cried the fiery little Buxley, starting up and extending his hand with the air of one who is about to make a speech. No doubt the Queen aint crowned yet, an hasnt therefore appointed any one to be her Minister, but we know she means to do it and were all agreed about it.

No we aint, interrupted Jenkins, angrily.

Well, the most on us, then, retorted Buxley.

Shut up, you radical! said Nobbs, giving the tailor a facetious slap on the back, an lets hear what the Prime Minister himself has got to say about it.

What is the subject under discussion? inquired Dominick, who, with Otto, joined the group of men at the moment and flung down a basket of fine fish which he had just caught in the lagoon.

He turned to Dr Marsh for an answer.

Do you explain your difficulties, said the doctor to the blacksmith.

Well, sir, said Nobbs, heres where it is. When I fust comed ashore an set up my anvil an bellows I went to work with a will, enjyin the fun o the thing an the novelty of the sitivation; an as wed lots of iron of all kinds I knocked off nails an hinges an all sorts o things for anybody as wanted em. Similarly, wen Abel Welsh comed ashore he went to work with his mates at the pit-saw an tossed off no end o planks, etceterer. But you see, sir, arter a time we come for to find that were workin to the whole population for nothin, and while everybody else is working away at his own hut or garden, or what not, our gardens is left to work themselves, an our huts is nowhere! Now, as weve got no money to pay for work with, and as stones an shells wont answer the purpus  seein theres a sight too much of em  the question is, whats to be done?

Not an easy question to answer, Nobbs, said Dominick, and one that requires serious consideration. Perhaps, instead of trying to answer it at present, we might find a temporary expedient for the difficulty until a Committee of the House  if I may say so  shall investigate the whole problem. (Hear, hear from Malone, Redding, and Buxley, and a growl from Jenkins.) I would suggest, then, in the meantime, that while Nobbs and Welsh,  who are, perhaps, the most useful men among us  continue to ply their trades for the benefit of the community, every man in the community shall in turn devote a small portion of time to working in the gardens and building the huts of these two men. (Hear, hear, from a great many of the hearers, and dissenting growls from a few.) But, continued Dominick, as there are evidently some here who are not of an obliging disposition, and as the principle of willing service lies at the root of all social felicity, I would further suggest that, until our Queen is crowned and the Government fairly set up, all such labour shall be undertaken entirely by volunteers.

This proposal was agreed to with boisterous acclaim, and nearly the whole community volunteered on the spot. While this little difficulty was being overcome, Pauline lay sleeping in the palace hard by, and the enthusiastic cheer with which the conclusion of Dominicks speech was received awoke her.

There  I knowd theyd do it! exclaimed the lady of the bedchamber fiercely; lie still, cushla! an shut your purty eyes. Maybe youll drop off again!

A humorous smile beamed in Paulines countenance and twinkled in her eyes.

Thank you, dear nurse, Ive had enough of sleep. Indeed, I begin to feel so strong that I think I shall very soon be able to undergo that

Pauline stopped and burst into a fit of merry laughter.

Its that caronation, now, yell be thinkin av? said the widow Lynch, with a reproving look. Faix, its no laughin matter yell find it, dear. Its onaisy is the hid as wears a crown.

Why you talk, nurse, as if you had worn one yourself, and knew all about its troubles.

Sure, av I didnt, me progenissors did, in Munster, before you English konkered us an turned us topsy-turvy. But nivver mind. I dont bear no ill-will to ee, darlint, bekaise o the evil deeds o yer forefathers. Im of a forgivin disposition. An its a good quane youll make, too, av ye dont let the men have too much o their own way. But I do think that you an me togitherll be more than a match for them all. Dee think ye could stand the caronation now, dear?

Yes, I think I could. But really, you know, I find it so hard to believe it is not all a joke, despite the grave deputations that have waited on me, and the serious arguments they have used. The idea of making me  Me  a Queen!

Again Pauline Rigonda gave way to merry laughter, and again did her lady of the bedchamber administer a reproof by expressing the hope that she might take the matter as lightly a year hence.

This pertinacious reference to possible trouble being mingled with the contemplated honour checked Paulines disposition to laugh, and she had quite recovered her gravity when her brother Otto entered.

Pina, Ive come to tell you that theyve fixed the coronation for Monday next if you feel up to it, and that the new palace is begun  a very different one, let me tell you, from this wretched affair with its tumble-down walls and low roof.

Indeed  is it so very grand?

Grand! I should think it is. Why, it has got three rooms  three rooms  think o that! Not countin a splendid out-house stuck on behind, about ten feet square and over six feet high. Each of the three rooms is twelve feet long by ten broad; seven feet high, and papered with palm leaves. The middle one is the hall of Audience and Justice  or injustice if you like  the Council Chamber, the House of Parliament, the mess-room, and the drawing-room. The one on the right with two windows, from which are magnificent views, is your Majestys sleeping-room and boudoir; that on the left is the ditto of Prime Minister Dominick and his Chief Secretary Prince Otto. The sort of hen-coop stuck on behind is to be the abode of the Court Physician, Dr John Marsh  whom, by the way, youll have to knight  and with whom is to be billeted the Court Jester, Man-at-Arms, Man-of-all-work and general retainer, little Buxley. So, you see, its all cut and dry, though of course it will take some little time to finish the palace in all its multitudinous details. Meanwhile I have been sent to sound you as to Monday next. Will you be able and ready?

If I could only get myself to believe, answered Pauline, as she leaned on one elbow on her couch, and toyed contemplatively with a fold of the shawl that covered her, that the people are really in earnest, I

Really in earnest! repeated Otto. Why, Pina, never were people more in earnest in this world. If youd heard and seen them talking about it as I have, youd not doubt their earnestness. Besides, you have no idea how needful you are to the community. The fact is, it is composed of such rough and rowdy elements  though of course there are some respectable and well-principled fellows among them  that nothing short of a power standing high above them and out o their reach will have any influence with them at all. There are so many strong, determined, and self-willed men amongst them that theres no chance of their ever agreeing to submit to each other; so, you see, you are a sort of good angel before whom they will be only too glad to bow  a kind of superior being whom they will reverence and to whom they will submit  a human safety-valve, in short, to prevent the community from blowing up  a species of  of

Here Pauline burst into another of her irrepressible fits of laughter, and being joined therein by Prince Otto, called forth a remonstrance from Mrs Lynch, who declared that if that was the way they were goin to manage the affairs of state, she would be obliged to advise the settlers to change their minds and set up a republic.

An sure, mother, said Otto, who was a privileged favourite, nothing could be better, with yourself as President.

Go along wid ye, boy, an do yer dooty. Tell the people that Miss Pauline will be ready  wind an weather permittin.

Am I to take back that message, Pina? asked Otto, with a look of glee.

Well, I suppose you may.

It was not in the nature of things that a coronation in the circumstances which we have described should take place without being more or less intermingled with the unavoidable absurdities which mark the coronations of older and more densely peopled lands. It was felt that as the act was a seriously meant reality, and no mere joke, it should be gone about and accomplished with all due solemnity and proper ceremonial, somewhat after the pattern  as Teddy Malone suggested  of a Lord Mayors Show; a suggestion, by the way, which did not conduce to the solemnity of the preliminary discussions.

There was one great difficulty, however, with which the embryo nation had to contend, and this was that not one of the community had ever seen a coronation, or knew how the details of the matter should be arranged.

In these circumstances an assembly of the entire nation was convened to consider the matter. As this convention embraced the women (except, of course, the queen elect), it included the babies, and as most of these were self-assertive and well-developed in chest and throat, it was found necessary to relegate them and the women to an outer circle, while the men in an inner circle tackled the problem.

The widow Lynch, being quite irrepressible except by physical force, and even by that with difficulty, was admitted on sufferance to the inner circle, and took part in the discussions.

Like most large assemblies, this one was found so unmanageable, that, after an hour or two of hopeless wrangling, Buxley the tailor started up with dishevelled hair and glaring eyeballs, and uttered a yell that produced a momentary silence. Seizing the moment, he said  

I moves that we apint a committee to inquire into the whole matter an report.

Hear, hear, and well said! shouted a multitude of voices.

An I moves, cried Mrs Lynch, starting forward with both arms up and all her fingers rampant, that

No, no, mother, interrupted Buxley, you must second the motion.

Howld yer tongue, ye dirty spalpeen! Isnt it the second motion that Im puttin? I moves that the committee is Mr Dumnik Rig Gundy an Dr Marsh

An Mister Nobbs, shouted a voice.

An Mister Joe Binney, said another.

An little Mister Buxley, be way of variashun, cried Teddy Malone.

An Mistress Lynch, for a change, growled Jabez Jenkins.

Hear, hear! No, no! Hurrah! Nonsense! Howld yer tongue! Be serious!  gradually drowned in a confusion of tongues with a yelling accompaniment from infantry in the outer circle.

It was finally agreed, however, that the arrangements for the coronation should be left entirely to a committee composed of Dominick, Dr Marsh, Joe Binney, and Hugh Morris  Joe being put forward as representing the agricultural interest, and Hugh the malcontents. Teddy Malone was added to make an odd number, for theres luck in odd numbers, as he himself remarked on accepting office.

Immediately after the general meeting broke up, these five retired to the privacy of a neighbouring palm grove, where, seated on a verdant and flowering bank, they proceeded calmly to discuss details.

You see, my friends, said Dominick, it must be our most earnest endeavour to carry out this important matter in a serious and business-like manner. Already there is too much of a spirit of levity among the people, who seem to look at the whole affair as a sort of game or joke, playing, as it were, at national life, whereas we actually are an independent nation

A small wan, av coorse, murmured Malone.

Yes, a small one, but not the less real on that account, so that we are entitled to manage our own affairs, arrange our own government, and, generally, to act according to our united will. These islands and their surroundings are unknown  at least they are not put down on any chart; I believe we have discovered them. There are no inhabitants to set up a counter claim; therefore, being entitled to act according to our will, our appointment of a queen to rule us  under limited powers, to be hereafter well considered and clearly written down  is a reality; not a mere play or semi-jest to be undone lightly when the fancy takes us. That being so, we must go to work with gravity and earnestness of purpose.

Teddy Malone, who was an impressionable creature, here became so solemnised that his lengthening visage and seriously wrinkled brow rendered gravity  especially on the part of Dr Marsh  almost impossible.

Overcoming his feelings with a powerful effort the doctor assented to what Dominick said, and suggested that some mild sort of ceremonial should be devised for the coronation, in order to impress the beholders as well as to mark the event.

Thats so, said Teddy Malone, somethin quiet an orderly, like an Irish wake, or  . Ah! then ye neednt smile, doctor. Its the quietest an most comfortin thing in life is an Irish wake whin its gone about properly.

But we dont want comforting, Teddy, said Dominick, it is rather a subject for rejoicing.

Well, then, whats to hinder us rejoicin in comfort? returned Teddy. At all the wakes I ivver attinded there was more rejoicin than comfortin goin on; but thats a matter of taste, av coorse.

Therell have to be a crown o some sort, remarked Hugh Morris.

Youre right, lad, said Joe Binney. It wouldnt do to make it o pasteboard, would it? Praps that ud be too like playin at a game, an tin would be little better.

What else can we make it of, boys? said Malone, weve got no goold here  worse luck! but maybe the carpenter cud make wan o wood. With a lick o yellow paint it would look genuine.

Nonsense, Teddy, said the doctor, dont you see that in this life men should always be guided by circumstances, and act with propriety. Here we are on an island surrounded by coral reefs, going to elect a queen; what more appropriate than that her crown should be made of coral.

The very thing, doctor, cried Malone, with emphasis, och! its the genius ye have! Theres all kinds o coral, red and white, an we could mix it up wi some o that fine-coloured seaweed to make it purty.

It could be made pritty enough without seaweed, said Binney, an its my notion that the women-folk would be best at makin of it.

Right, Joe, right, so, if you have no objection, we will leave it to them, said Dominick, and now as to the ceremonial?

A pursession, suggested Joe Binney.

Just so, said Hugh Morris, the very thing as was in my mind.

And a throne, cried Malone, there couldnt be a proper quane widout a throne, you know. The carpenter can make that, anyhow, for theres wood galore on the island  red, black, an white. Yis, we must have a grand throne, cut, an carved, an mounted high, so as shell have two or three steps to climb up to it.

In regard to the procession and the throne there was considerable difference of opinion, but difficulties were got over and smoothed down at last by the tact and urbanity of Dominick, to whom, finally, the whole question of the coronation was committed. Thus it frequently happens among men. In the multitude of counsellors there is wisdom enough, usually, to guide in the selection of the fittest man to take the helm in all important affairs.

And that reminds us that it is high time to terminate this long digression, and guide our readers back to the beginning of the chapter, where we stated that the important day had at last arrived.

Happily, in those highly favoured climes weather has not usually to be taken much into account. The sun arose out of the oceans breast with the same unclouded beauty that had marked his rise every morning for a week previously, and would probably mark it for a week to come. The sweet scents of the wooded heights floated down on the silver strand; the sharks ruffled the surface of the lagoon with their black fins, the birds hopped or flew from palm-tree to mimosa-bush, and the waterfowl went about according to taste on lazy or whistling wings, intent on daily business, much as though nothing unusual were in the air.

But it was otherwise with the human family on Big Island. Unwonted excitement was visible on almost every face. Bustle was in every action. Preparations were going on all round, and, as some members of the community were bent on giving other members a surprise, there was more or less of secrecy and consequent mystery in the behaviour of every one.

By breakfast-time little Mrs Nobbs, the blacksmiths laughter-loving wife, had nearly laughed herself into fits of delight at the crown, which she assisted Mrs Welsh and the widow Lynch to fabricate. The last had devised it, Mrs Welsh had built it in the rough, and Mrs Nobbs had finished it off with the pretty little wreath of red and white branching coral that formed its apex. Apart from taste it was a stupendous erection.

But dont you think that its too big and heavy? cried Mrs Nobbs, with a shrieking giggle and clapping of her hands, as she ran back to have a distant view of it.

Pooh! exclaimed Mrs Lynch contemptuously, too heavy? No, its nothin, my dear, to what the kings an quanes of Munster wore.

But Miss Pauline is neither a king nor a queen of Munster, an I do think its a bit over-heavy, objected Mrs Welsh, as she lifted the structure with difficulty.

Well, ye might take off the wreath, was the widows reply.

Mrs Nobbs removed the only part of the erection that was really pretty, but still it was pronounced by Mrs Welsh to be too heavy, especially for the fair and delicate brows of Pauline Rigonda.

While they were thus engaged Dr Marsh entered the hut, where, for the sake of secrecy, the crown had been prepared, but Dr Marsh was a privileged man, besides he was there professionally; little Brown-eyes was sick  not seriously, but sufficiently so to warrant medical intervention.

Well, what have we here, ladies? said the doctor blandly, part of the throne, eh?

Sure it is, in a sort of way, for its the crown, answered Mrs Lynch, an they think its over-heavy.

Not at all; by no means, cried the doctor heartily. Its splendid. Put the wreath on  so. Nothing could be finer. Shall I carry it up for you? The coronation is fixed for noon, you know, so that we may have time to finish off with a grand feast.

No, no, doctor dear. Thank ee kindly, but we must cover it up, sos not to let the people see it till the right time.

Well, see that youre not late with it.

Having caused Brown-eyes to put out her little tongue, and felt her pulse, and nodded his head gravely once or twice without speaking, all of which must have been highly comforting and beneficial to the child, the doctor went out.

Not long afterwards the people began to assemble round the palace, in front of which a wondrous throne had been erected. Down in a dell behind a cliff some fifty men had assembled secretly with the crown on a cushion in their midst. They were headed by Dr Marsh, who had been unanimously elected to place the crown on Paulines head. In the palace Pauline was being prepared by Mrs Lynch and Mrs Nobbs for the ceremony.

On the top of a mound close to the palace a band of conspirators was assembled. These conspirators were screened from view by some thick bushes. Otto Rigonda was their ringleader, Teddy Malone and little Buxley formed the rest of the band. Otto had found a dead tree. Its trunk had been hollowed by decay. He and his fellow-conspirators had sawn it off near to the ground, and close to the root they had drilled a touch-hole. This huge piece of ordnance they had loaded with a heavy charge of the ships gunpowder. Otto now stood ready with a piece of slow-match at the touch-hole, and another piece, lighted, in hand.

Suddenly, about the hour of noon, Abel Welsh the carpenter, and Nobbs the blacksmith, issued from the palace with two long tin implements. Secretly, for two weeks previously, had these devoted men retired every night to the opposite extremity of Big Island, and frightened into fits the birds and beasts of that region with the sounds they produced in practising on those instruments. Applying the trumpets to their lips, they sent forth a tremendous, though not uniform, blast.

The surrounding crowd, who expected something, but knew not what, replied with a cheer not unmixed with laughter, for the two trumpets, after the manner of asses, had to make some ineffectual preliminary efforts before achieving a full-toned bray. An answering note from the dell, however, repressed the laughter and awoke curiosity. Next moment the doctor appeared carrying the crown, and followed by his fifty men, armed with muskets, rifles, fowling-pieces, and revolvers. Their appearance was so realistic and impressive that the people forgot to cheer. At the same moment the palace door was thrown open, and Dominick led the youthful queen to the foot of the throne.

Poor little Pauline looked so modest and pretty, and even timid, and withal so angelically innocent in the simplicity of her attire, that the people burst into an earnestly enthusiastic shout, and began for the first time to feel that this was no game or play, but a serious reality.

Things had been so arranged that Pina and Dr Marsh reached the foot of the throne together. Then the latter took the pretty coral wreath off the huge crown, and, to widow Lynchs felt, but not expressed, indignation, placed that on Paulines head.

Pauline Rigonda, he said in a loud voice, I have been appointed by the people of this island to crown you, in their name and by their authority, as Queen of Refuge Islands, in the full belief that your innocence and regard for truth and righteousness will be their best guarantee that you will select as your assistants the men whom you think best suited to aid you in the promotion of good government.

The serious tone of the doctors voice, and the genuine shouts of satisfaction from the people, put the poor little queen in such a flutter that nearly all her courage forsook her, and she could scarcely reply. Nevertheless, she had a mind of her own.

Doctor Marsh, and my dear people, she said at last, I  I scarcely know how to reply. You overrate me altogether; but  but, if I rule at all, I will do so by the blessed truths of this book (she held up a Bible); and  and before taking a single step further I appoint as my  my Prime Minister  if I may so call him  Joe Binney.

For one moment there was the silence of amazement, for neither Dominick nor Dr Marsh knew of Paulines intention. Only the widow Lynch had been aware of her resolve. Next moment a hilarious cheer burst from the crowd, and Teddy Malone, from his retreat, shouted, God bliss the Quane! which infused hearty laughter into the cheer, whereupon Welsh and Nobbs, thinking the right time had come, sent out of their tin tubes, after a few ineffectual blurts, two terrific brays. Fearing to be too late, one of the armed men let off his piece, which was the signal for a grand feu de joie.

Now for it, thought the chief conspirator in the bushes, as he applied his light to the slow-match. He thought nothing more just then, for the slow-match proved to be rather quick, fired the powder at once, and the monster cannon, bursting with a hideous roar into a thousand pieces, blew Otto through the bushes and down the mound, at the foot of which he lay as one dead.

Consternation was on every face. The queen, dropping her crown, sprang to his side, Dr Marsh did the same, but Otto recovered almost immediately.

That was a stunner! he said, with a confused look, putting his hand to his head, as they helped him to rise.

Strange to say, he was none the worse of the misadventure, but did his part nobly at the Royal feast that followed.

That night she who had risen with the sun as Pauline Rigonda, laid her fair young head upon the pillow as  the Island Queen.




Chapter Nine.

Shows how they were tormented by an Old Familiar Fiend; How they killed him, and what befell the Queen and Otto while in the Pursuit of Legitimate Pleasure.

When the widow Lynch told Pauline that onaisy is the hid as wears a crown, she stated a great truth which was borne in upon the poor queen at the very commencement of her reign.

Up to that time Malines had quietly kept possession of the key of the ships liquor-room, knowing full well what extreme danger lay in letting men have unrestrained command of strong drink. But when the royal feast referred to in the last chapter was pending, he could not well refuse to issue an allowance of grog. He did so, however, on the understanding that only a small quantity was to be taken for the occasion, and that he should himself open and lock the door for them. He made this stipulation because he knew well enough the men who wanted to drink would break the door open if he refused to give up the key; and his fears were justified, for some of the more mutinous among the men, under the leadership of Jabez Jenkins and Morris, seized the key from the mate when he produced it, carried all the spirit and wine casks to the shore, ferried them over the lagoon to Big Island, and set them up ostentatiously and conspicuously in a row not far from the palace. As this was understood by the people to be in connection with the coronation festivities, no particular notice was taken of it.

But the result soon began to be felt, for after the festivities were over, and most of the settlers had retired to rest, a group of kindred souls gathered round the spirit casks, and went in for what one of them termed a regular spree. At first they drank and chatted with moderate noise, but as the fumes of the terrible fire-water mounted to their brains they began to shout and sing, then to quarrel and fight, and, finally, the wonted silence of the night was wildly disturbed by the oaths and fiendish yells and idiotic laughter of maniacs.

This wont do, said Dominick, issuing from his room in the palace, and meeting the doctor.

I had just come to the same conclusion, said the latter, and was about to consult you as to what we should do.

Collect some of our best men and put a stop to it, returned Dominick; but here comes the prime minister  roused, no doubt, as we have been. What say you, Joe; shall we attempt to quell them?

Well, master, that depends. Theres a braw lot on em, an if they beant far gone, dee see, they might gie us a deal o trouble. If they be far gone Id advise ye to let em alone; the drinkll quell em soon enough. Arter that well know what to do.

Just as he spoke a woman was seen rushing frantically towards them. It was little Mrs Nobbs. Poor thing! All her wonted merriment had fled from her comely face, and been supplanted by a look of horror.

O sirs! she cried, clasping her hands, and gasping as she spoke, come, come quick, my John has falled an broke his pledge, an hes goin to murder some of em. I know hell do it; hes got hold o the fore-hammer. Oh! come quick!

They required no urging. Running down to the scene of the orgies, they found that the blacksmith, who had hitherto been considered  and really was  one of the quietest men of the party, was now among the drunkards. He stood in the midst of the rioters, his large frame swaying to and fro, while he held the ponderous fore-hammer threateningly in his hands, and insanity gleamed in his eyes as he glared fiercely at Jabez Jenkins.

On Jabez the liquor had a different effect, his temperament being totally different. He was a rather phlegmatic man, and, having drunk enough to have driven two men like the blacksmith raving mad, he only stood before him with a dull heavy look of stupidity, mingled with an idiotic sneer of defiance.

Fiend! shouted Nobbs, gnashing his teeth, you have got me to do it, and now Ill smash in your thick skull  Ill

He stopped abruptly for a moment. Joe Binney came up behind and gently laid a hand on his shoulder.

Come, John, you aint agoin to do it. You knows youre not.

The quiet tone, the gentle yet fearless look, and, above all, the sensible, kindly expression on his friends countenance, effectually subdued the blacksmith for a few seconds, but the fury soon returned, though the channel in which it flowed was changed, for Jabez was forgotten, having slunk away.

Ha! he shouted, grasping Joe by the hand and arm, Ive had it again! You dont know how it shoots through my veins. I  Ive tried to break with it, too  tried  tried! Dee know what it is to try, Joe, to try  try  try till your blood curdles, an your marrow boils, and your nerves tingle  but I gained the victory once  I  ha! ha! yes, I took the pledge an kep it, an Ive bin all right  till to-night. My Mary knows that. Shell tell you its true  for months, and months, and months, and  but Ill keep it yet!

He shouted his last words in a tone of fierce defiance, let go his friend, caught up the sledge-hammer, and, whirling it round his head as if it had been a mere toy, turned to rush towards the sea.

But Joes strong arm arrested him. Well did he understand the nature of the awful fiend with which the blacksmith was fighting. The scene enacting was, with modifications, somewhat familiar to him, for he had dwelt near a great city where many a comrade had fallen in the same fight, never more to rise in this life.

Joes superior strength told for a moment, and he held the struggling madman fast, but before Dominick and the doctor could spring to his aid, Nobbs had burst from him. The brief check, however, seemed to have changed his intentions. Possibly he was affected by some hazy notion that it would be a quicker end to leap headlong from the neighbouring cliffs than to plunge into the sea. At all events, he ran like a deer up towards the woods. A bonfire, round which the revellers had made merry, lay in his path. He went straight through it, scattering the firebrands right and left. No one attempted, no one dared, to stop him, but God put a check in his way. The course he had taken brought him straight up to the row of casks which stood on the other side of the fire, and again his wild mood was changed. With a yell of triumph he brought the sledge-hammer down on one of the casks, drove in the head, and overturned it with the same blow, and the liquor gushing out flowed into the fire, where it went up in a magnificent roar of flame.

The effect on those of the rioters who were not too drunk to understand anything, was to draw forth a series of wild cheers, but high above these rang the triumphant shout of the blacksmith as he gazed at the destruction of his enemy.

By this time all the people in the settlement had turned out, and were looking on in excitement, alarm, or horror, according to temperament. Among them, of course, was the widow Lynch, who was quick to note that events were taking a favourable turn. Springing boldly to the side of the smith, and, in her wild dishevelment of hair and attire, seeming a not unfit companion, she cried  

Dont spare them, John! sure theres another inimy close at yer back.

Nobbs had sense enough left to observe something of the ludicrous in the woman and her advice. He turned at once, uttered a wildly jovial laugh, and driving in the head of another cask, overturned it. As before, the spirit rushed down the hill and was set ablaze, but the poor madman did not pause now to look at the result. His great enemy was in his power; his spirit was roused. Like one of the fabled heroes of old, he laid about him with his ponderous weapon right and left until every cask was smashed, and every drop of the accursed liquid was rushing down the hillside to the sea, or flaming out its fierce existence in the air.

The people looked on awe-stricken, and in silence, while the madman fought. It was not with the senseless casks or the inanimate liquor that poor John Nobbs waged war that night; it was with a real fiend who, in days gone by, had many a time tripped him up and laid him low, who had nearly crushed the heart of his naturally cheerful little wife, who had ruined his business, broken up his home, alienated his friends, and, finally, driven him into exile  a fiend from whom, for many months, under the influence of the pledge, he had been free, and who, he had fondly hoped, was quite dead.

This sudden revival of the old foe, and this unexpected surprise and fall, had roused this strong mans spirit to its utmost ferocity, and in mighty wrath he plied his hammer like a second Thor. But the very strength and nervous power of the man constituted his weakness when brought under the subtle influence of the old tempter, and it is probable that on his recovery, with nerves shaken, old cravings awakened, and self-respect gone, he would have fallen again and again if God had not made use of the paroxysm of rage to destroy the opportunity and the cause of evil. Nobbs did not know at that time, though he learned it afterwards, that safety from the drink-sin  as from all other sin  lies not in strong-man resolutions, or Temperance pledges, though both are useful aids, but in Jesus, the Saviour from sin.

Some of those who witnessed the wholesale destruction of the liquor would fain have made an effort to prevent it; but, fortunately for the community, most of them were too drunk to care, and the others to interfere; while all were so taken by surprise that the deed was done and the grand conflagration ended before they had realised the full significance of the blacksmiths act.

When the last head had been driven in, and the last gallon of spirit summarily dismissed by the fire, Nobbs threw up his arms, and, looking upward, gave vent to a cheer which ended in a prolonged cry. For a moment he stood thus, then the hammer dropt from his grasp and he fell back insensible.

Poor little Mrs Nobbs was by his side on her knees in a moment, parting the dark hair from his broad brow, kissing his swart cheeks, and chafing his strong hands.

O John! darling John! she cried, come back  come back  dont die. You never was hard or cruel to me! Even the drink could not do that. Come back, John!

Dr Marsh here gently restrained her. Dont be alarmed, he said, as he undid the smiths necktie; hell be all right presently. Stand back, dont crowd round him; and you go fetch a cup of water, Mrs Nobbs.

The reassuring tones and the necessity for action did much to calm the excited woman. Before she had returned with the water her husband had partially recovered. They carried him to his hut, and left him to sleep off the effects, while his poor little wife watched by his side. When left quite alone, she went down on her knees beside him, and prayed for his deliverance with all her heart. Then she rose and sat down with a calm, contented look, muttering, Yes; He is the hearer and answerer of prayer. He will answer me.

She might have gone further and said, He has answered me, for was not the destruction of the liquor an answer to the petition before it was put up? Before they call I will answer.

Pina, said Otto the following day, in a tone almost of reproach, during a private audience with the queen, Pina, how came you to do such an insane thing as choose Joe Binney for your premier? Why didnt you choose Dom? You know well enough that hes fifty times cleverer than Joe, and even in the matter of strength, though hes not so strong, Im very sure that with his pugilistic powers he could keep order quite as well. Besides, all the people had made up their minds, as a matter of course, that Dom was to be premier, and then  hes a gentleman.

Im thankful that you are not one of the Privy Council, Otto, returned Pauline, with a laugh. You put several questions, and a string of commentary and suggestion in the same breath! Let me answer you in detail, beginning with your last remark. Joe is a gentleman in the highest sense of that word. He is gentle as a lamb by nature, and a man every inch of him. But, more than this, I have noticed that he is a peculiarly wise man, with a calm, pool head on all occasions, and not too ready to use his great physical power in the settlement of disputes. I have observed, too, that when asked for his advice, he usually thinks well before he gives it, and when his advice is followed things almost always go well. Still further, Joe has the thorough confidence of the people, and I am not so sure that Dom has. Besides, if I had appointed Dom, some of the ungenerous among them might have said it was done from mere favouritism. Then as to the people making up their minds that I would appoint Dom, continued Pauline, what have I to do with that?

Why, everything to do with it, returned Otto, with a surprised look. Were you not made queen for the purpose of carrying out their wishes?

Certainly not, answered Pauline; I was made queen for the purpose of ruling. They told me they had confidence in my judgment, not in my readiness to carry out their wishes. If my judgment, coupled with that of my advisers, does not suit them, it is open to them to unmake me as they made me, and appoint a king or a president, but my judgment I cannot alter.

Otto listened to these gravely stated opinions of the new queen with increasing astonishment.

Then, you awful despot, he said, do you mean to tell me that you are going to have no regard for the will of the people?

No, I dont mean to tell you that, you presumptuous little subject. I intend always to have the utmost regard for the will of my people, and to weigh it well, and consult with my advisers about it; and when our united judgment says that their will is good, I will act in accordance with it; when we think it bad, I will reject it. I have been made queen to rule, and I mean to rule! Thats fair, isnt it? If they dont like my ruling they can dethrone me. Thats also fair, isnt it? You wouldnt have me become a mere puppet  a jumping Jack or Jinnie  would you, for the people to pull the string of?

Well, I never! exclaimed Otto, gazing with distended eyes at the soft fair face and at the pretty little innocent mouth that gave vent to these vigorous sentiments. And what may it be your majestys pleasure to do next?

It is my pleasure that you, sir, shall go down to the beach and prepare the dinghy for immediate service. I have already directed the prime minister, in conjunction with Dom and our Court physician, to draw up a constitution and code of laws; while they are thus employed you and I will go a-fishing.

Very good; I suppose Im bound to obey, but I thought your majesty preferred to go a-sketching.

We will do both. Be off, sirrah!

Otto was not long in launching and getting ready the little punt, or dinghy, belonging to the wreck, which, being too small for carrying goods to the island, had been made over to Pauline as a royal barge for her special amusement, and already had she and her little brother enjoyed several charming expeditions among the sheltered islets of the lagoon, when Otto devoted himself chiefly to rowing and fishing, while his sister sketched with pencil and water-colours. Being expert with both, she took great pleasure therein.

It is so pleasant and so very engrossing, she murmured, busying herself with a sketch of Otto as he rowed gently towards one of the smaller islets. I cant tell you how much I delight  turn your head a little more to the left  so  and do keep your nose quiet if you can.

Impossible, said Otto. Theres a little fly that has made up its mind to go into my nose. I can neither drive it away nor catch it while both hands are engaged with the oars, so theres no resource left but to screw my nose about. But what were you going to say you delighted in?

In  in drawing, replied the queen very slowly, while her pretty little head went up and down as she glanced alternately at her sitter and the sketch-book on her knee; it  it takes ones mind  so  off

The cares of state? said Otto. Yes, I can easily understand what a-re-re-ha! hksh! he gave way to a convulsive sneeze; there, it went up at last, and that little flys doom is sealed!

I should think it was, said Pauline laughingly. To be blown from a cannons mouth must be nothing to that. Now, do keep still, just for one minute.

For considerably more than a minute she went on sketching busily, while her brother pulled along very gently, as if unwilling to break the pleasant silence. Everything around was calculated to foster a dreamy, languid, peaceful state of mind. The weather was pleasantly cool  just cool enough to render the brilliant sunshine most enjoyable. Not a zephyr disturbed the glassy surface of the sea outside or the lagoon within, or broke the perfect reflections of the islets among which they moved. The silence would have been even oppressive had it not been for the soft, plaintive cries of wildfowl and the occasional whistling of wings as they hurried to and fro, and the solemn boom of the great breakers as they fell at slow regular intervals on the reef. Doesnt it sound, said Pauline, looking up from her sketch with a flush of delight, like the deep soft voice of the ocean speaking peace to all mankind?

What, the breakers? asked Otto.

Yes, dropping with a soft deep roar as they do in the midst of the universal silence.

Well, it doesnt quite strike me in that light, Pina. My imagination isnt so lively as yours. Seems to me more like the snoring of a sleeping giant, whom it is best to let lie still like a sleeping dog, for hes apt to do considerable damage when roused.

The soft influences around soon reduced the pair to silence again. After a time it was broken by Pauline.

What are you thinking of, Otto?

I was thinking, your majesty, that it seems unfair, after making Joe prime minister, Dom a privy councillor, the doctor Court physician and general humbug, that you should give me no definite position in the royal household.

What would you say to being commander of the forces? asked Pauline dreamily, as she put in a few finishing touches, for then, you see, you might adopt the title which you have unfairly bestowed on the doctor  General Humbug.

Otto shook his head. Wouldnt do, my dear queen. Not being a correct description, your bestowing it would compromise your majestys well-known character for truthfulness. What dyou say to make me a page  page in waiting?

Youll have to turn over a new leaf if I do, for a page is supposed to be quiet, respectful, polite, obedient, ready

No use to go further, Pina. Im not cut out for a page. Will you land on this islet?

They were gliding softly past one of the most picturesque and verdant gems of the lagoon at the time.

No, Ive taken a fancy to make a sketch from that one nearer to the shore of Big Island. You see, there is not only a very picturesque group of trees on it just at that place, but the background happens to be filled up by a distant view of the prettiest part of our settlement, where Joe Binneys garden lies, close to Mrs Lynchs garden, with its wonderfully shaped and curious hut, (no wonder, built by herself!) and a corner of the palace rising just behind the new schoolhouse.

Mind your eye, queen, else you go souse overboard when we strike, said Otto, not without reason, for next moment the dinghys keel grated on the sand of the islet, and Pauline, having risen in her eagerness to go to work, almost fulfilled the boys prediction.

But tell me, Pina, what do you mean to do with that schoolhouse when it is built? asked Otto, as he walked beside his sister to the picturesque spot above referred to.

To teach in it, of course.

What  yourself?

Well, yes, to some extent. Of course I cannot do much in that way

I understand  the affairs of state! said Otto, will not permit, etcetera.

Put it so if you please, returned Pauline, laughing. Here, sit down; help me to arrange my things, and Ill explain. You cannot fail to have been impressed with the fact that the children of the settlers are dreadfully ignorant.

Hm! I suppose you are right; but I have been more deeply impressed with the fact that they are dreadfully dirty, and desperately quarrelsome, and deplorably mischievous.

Just so, resumed Pauline. Now, I intend to get your friend Redding, who was once a schoolmaster, to take these children in hand when the schoolroom is finished, and teach them what he can, superintended by Dr Marsh, who volunteered his services the moment I mentioned the school. In the evenings I will take the mothers in hand, and teach them their duties to their children and the community

Being yourself such an old and experienced mother, said Otto.

Silence, sir! you ought to remember that we have a dear, darling mother at home, whose character is engraven on my memory, and whom I can hold up as a model.

True, Pina! The dear old mother! returned Otto, a burst of home-feeling interfering for a moment with his levity. Just you paint her portrait fair and true, and if they come anything within a hundred miles o the mark yours will be a kingd  queendom, I mean  of amazin mothers. I sometimes fear, continued the boy, becoming grave, it may be a long time before we set eyes on mother again.

I used to fear the same, said Pauline, but I have become more hopeful on that point since Dr Marsh said he was determined to have a small schooner built out of the wreck, and attempt with a few sailors to reach England in her, and report our condition here.

Why, that would do you out of your kingdom, Pina!

It does not follow. And what if it did?

It would be a pity. Not pleasant you know, to be dethroned. But to return to mother. Dyou think the old cat will have learned to speak by this time?

To this Pauline replied that she feared not; that although the cat might have mastered the consonants it could never have managed the vowels. Dear mother, she added, in a more earnest tone, I am quite sure that though the cat may not speak to her, she will not have ceased to speak to the cat. Now, go away, Otto, youre beginning to make me talk nonsense.

But what about the schoolhouse? persisted the boy, while the girl began to sketch the view. You have not finished that subject.

True  well, besides teaching the mothers I have great hopes of inducing Dom to set up a Sunday-school, in which those who feel inclined might be taught out of the Bible, and that might in time lead to our making a church of it on Sundays, and having regular services, for there are some earnest Christians among the men, who I feel quite sure would be ready to help in the work. Then as to an army

An army! echoed Otto, what do we want with an army? who have we to fight against?

Little did Otto or Pauline think that at the very time they were conversing thus pleasantly on that beautiful islet, the presence of a friendly army was urgently required, for there in the bushes close behind them listening to every sentence, but understanding never a word, lay a group of tattooed and armed savages!

In the prosecution of evil designs, the nature of which was best known to themselves, these savages had arrived at Refuge Islands the night before. Instantly they became aware of the presence of the white men, and took measures to observe them closely without being themselves observed. Carrying their war-canoe over the reef in the dark, and launching it on the lagoon, they advanced as near to the settlement as possible, landed a small party on an islet, and then retired with the canoe. It was this party which lay in ambush so near to our little hero and heroine. They had been watching the settlers since daybreak, and were not a little surprised, as well as gratified, by the unexpected arrival of the little boat.

The savage who lay there grinning like a Cheshire cat, and peeping through the long grass not ten feet from where the brother and sister sat, was a huge man, tattooed all over, so that his face resembled carved mahogany, his most prominent feature being a great flat nose, with a blue spot on the point of it.

Suddenly Otto caught sight of the glitter of this mans eyes and teeth.

Now, the power of self-restraint was a prominent feature in Ottos character, at least in circumstances of danger, though in the matter of fun and mischief he was rather weak. No sign did Otto give of his discovery, although his heart seemed to jump into his mouth. He did not even check or alter the tone of his conversation, but he changed the subject with surprising abruptness. He had brought up one of the dinghys oars on his shoulder as a sort of plaything or vaulting-pole. Suddenly, asking Pauline if she had ever seen him balance an oar on his chin, he proceeded to perform the feat, much to her amusement. In doing so he turned his back completely on the savage in ambush, whose cattish grin increased as the boy staggered about.

But there was purpose in Ottos staggering. He gradually lessened the distance between himself and the savage. When near enough for his purpose, he grasped the oar with both hands, wheeled sharply round, and brought the heavy handle of it down with such a whack on the bridge of the savages blue-spotted nose that he suddenly ceased to grin, and dropped his proboscis in the dust!

At the same instant, to the horror and surprise of the brother and sister, up sprang half a dozen hideous natives, who seized them, placed their black hands on their mouths, and bore them swiftly away. The war-canoe, putting off from its concealment, received the party along with the fallen leader, and made for the reef.

High on the cliffs of Big Island Dr John Marsh had been smilingly watching the proceedings of the queen and her brother in the dinghy. When he witnessed the last act of the play, however, the smile vanished. With a bound that would have done credit to a kangaroo, and a roar that would have shamed a lion, he sprang over the cliffs, ran towards the beach, and was followed  yelling  by all the men at hand  some armed, and some not. They leaped into the largest boat on the shore, put out the ten oars, bent to them with a will, and skimmed over the lagoon in fierce pursuit.

Soon the savages gained the reef, carried their canoe swiftly over, and launched on the open sea, cutting through the great rollers like a rocket or a fish-torpedo.

Heavy timbers and stout planks could not be treated thus; nevertheless, the white men were so wild and strong, that when the boat finally gained the open sea it was not very far behind the canoe.




Chapter Ten.

Describes a Rescue, a Conspiracy, and a Trial.

Proverbially a stern chase is a long one. Happily, there are exceptions to proverbs as well as rules. The chase of the war-canoe, however, with the captured queen on board, did not promise to be exceptional at first, for the canoe was light and sharp, and powerfully manned, so that the savages could relieve each other frequently, whereas the settlers boat was heavy and blunt, and not by any means too full of men. It soon became apparent that the latter was no match for the former under oars. The distance between the two visibly increased.

Dr Marsh steered. He was deadly pale, and there was a peculiarly intense expression of anxiety in the steady gaze with which he watched the ever-diminishing canoe.

No chance? muttered Jabez Jenkins, who happened to form one of the crew and pulled the bow oar.

No chance? repeated Dominick, who also pulled one of the oars. Theres every chance. Were sure to tire them out. Ho! lads, give way with a will!

Although labouring already with all his might, indignation at Jenkinss remark enabled him to put on a spurt, which the others imitated. Still the distance between boat and canoe increased.

They are three to one, growled Malines, who, up to that time, had been doing his best.

Silence! thundered the doctor, drawing a revolver from his pocket and cocking it.

Beads of perspiration stood on the doctors brow, and there was something so terrible in the look of his white face that no one ventured to utter another word, but all pulled as if for their lives.

For some minutes no sound was heard save the regular rattle of the oars in the rowlocks, the swish of the foam as it flew from the cutwater, and the occasional sob or gasp of the men as they exerted themselves to the utmost limit of their powers in the hopeless pursuit.

Suddenly Teddy Malone cried eagerly, Look out  astarn!

All turned their gaze as directed, and observed a dark line on the horizon.

Thank God! murmured the doctor, a breeze!

It was indeed true. Just at this critical moment of profound, despair, a gleam of hope was sent to sustain them! Is it not often thus in the dealings of God with man?

There was no relaxation of effort, however, on the part of the crew until the breeze bore down on them. Then the mate and Hugh Morrison, drawing in their oars, set up the mast and hoisted the sails. Instantly the good craft bent over, as if bowing submissively to her rightful lord, and the gurgling water rolled swiftly from her prow. Still the men plied the oars, but now with the strength of hope, until the breeze freshened so much as to render their further use unnecessary.

Now, indeed, the tables are turned, said Dominick with a great sigh of relief, as he drew in his oar.

Yes; if the wind holds, said the doctor, glancing back anxiously.

Itll howld, said Malone firmly.

Who made you so sure a judge of weather? demanded Jenkins.

Sure it isnt me as is judge. Its the widdy. She says to me this mornin, says she, Thell be a stiff breeze afore night, Teddy, an I nivver found the widdy wrong in her forecasts o the weather.

The distance decreases rapidly! Hurrah! boys, well catch them yet, cried Dominick.

This was obviously the case. With her large sails filled by a stiff breeze almost directly astern, the boat went through the water like a thing of life. The savages, perceiving this, redoubled their efforts, but in vain. The pursuers gained on them rapidly.

An exclamation of surprise burst from those in the boat as they observed two splashes, one on either side of the canoe, as if some one had fallen or leaped overboard. A great shout from the savages followed, and they suddenly ceased to paddle. The canoe was still too far off for the pursuers to make out what had occurred; but in another minute they observed that two round black objects emerged from the water some distance astern of the canoe. The savages also saw these, and uttered a frightful yell as they backed their craft towards them.

Theyve jumped overboard! exclaimed Dominick. Now, boys  ready with your guns!

No need for this order. All were ready in a second, but none dared to fire for fear of hitting the swimmers.

Just then a savage rose in the stern of the canoe and poised a short spear.

Instantly every gun in the boat was pointed.

Not a shot! shouted Dr Marsh, as he sprang forward with a double-barrelled rifle in his hand.

Keep her away two points! he cried, as he knelt to take aim. Every one was well aware of the doctors power of shooting, and waited the result with bated breath. The savage seemed to bend backward for the cast of the spear. At that moment the crack of the doctors rifle was heard, and the right arm of the savage fell.

Another savage caught up the spear, and urged his comrades, apparently, to back the canoe still further; but they had got a fright, and were evidently unwilling to do so. Before they could make up their minds, another shot from the doctors rifle sent the second savage headlong into the bottom of the canoe.

Give them a volley now, lads, he said, turning round and resuming his place at the helm; but fire high.

The rattling volley which followed, and the whistle of the leaden hail over their heads, quickly settled the savage minds. One of their paddles, which chanced to be held aloft at the moment, was shot into splinters, and precipitated their decision. With a howl of rage and terror they dipped their paddles into the sea and flew ahead.

Be ready there, cried the doctor, as he anxiously guided the boat.

Teddy Malone, Morris, Dominick, and Jabez leaned eagerly over the bows with outstretched arms and clawlike fingers. Another moment and Queen Pina with Otto were rescued from the deep, as well as from several sharks, which, doubtless, had been licking their lips at the prospect of the royal feast in store for them.

Aint you goin to carry on, an sink the varmints? exclaimed Jabez in surprise, as the doctor put the helm hard down, and prepared to return home.

No, replied the doctor sharply.

During the voyage out the crew of the wrecked ship had become intimately acquainted with the doctors qualities, among others that there was a certain quiet tone in his no which was final. To put the belligerents of the party more at rest, however, Dominick backed his friend up by adding that he had no ill-will to the miserable savages; that they had been punished enough already; that they had got all they wanted from them; and that as their own party consisted chiefly of settlers, not warriors, there was no occasion for fighting.

Speak for yourself, Dom, cried Otto, as he wrung the water out of his garments. If I was in that canoe with a good carving-knife, Id be warrior enough to give a settler to the baboon wi the swelled nose who crammed me into a

The remainder of the speech was drowned in laughter, for Otto spoke with intense indignation, as he thought of the injuries and indignities he had so recently suffered.

Why, what did they do to you, Otto? asked his brother.

Oh! I cant tell you, replied the other; Im too mad. Tell em, Pina.

Queen Pina, who had also been engaged for some minutes in wringing the water from her skirts, sat down, and, in the sweetest of voices, told how they had been surprised on the islet, how Otto had flattened a chiefs nose with an oar, and how they had afterwards been carried off.

Then, she added, when they saw that you were unable to overtake them, the chief with the swelled nose began to beat poor Otto and pull his hair savagely. I do believe he would have killed him if a man who seemed to be the leader of them all had not ordered him to desist. When you put up the sail and began to overtake us, the chief with the swelled nose got out a rough kind of sack and tried to thrust Otto into it. While he was struggling with this chief

Fighting, interrupted Otto; fighting with the baboon.

Well, fighting, if you prefer it  he asked me if I was brave?

No, I didnt; I said game.

Well  if I was game to jump overboard at the same moment that he did? I quickly said yes. He twisted himself out of the mans

Baboons! baboons!

Well  baboons grasp, and went over the side like an eel, and

And she, interrupted Otto, she went plump on the other side like a sack of potatoes, and we met under the canoe and dived well astern before coming up for breath. You know what pains you took with our swimming and diving, Dom; it helped us then, I can tell you; and so here we are, all alive and hearty. But I saw the black fellow goin to send a spear at Pina, and cant think why he didnt let fly. Praps he did, and missed.

No, he didnt; for Dr Marsh shot him in the arm, said Dominick, and thus saved Paulines life.

Three cheers for the Queen! cried little Buxley, who had done good service at the oar, and whose little bosom was filled with enthusiasm at the recital of this adventure.

The invitation was heartily responded to.

An wan more for the doctor! shouted Malone.

In this rejoicing frame of mind they returned to Big Island, where Pauline was received with a warm embrace by the widow Lynch, who had been dancing about the settlement in a more or less deranged state ever since the boat left.

That same evening two meetings of considerable importance took place in the palace. The first was a cabinet council in the hall; the other a meeting of conspirators in the back-kitchen. Both were brief, for each was interrupted. We will take the cabinet council first.

The ministers present at it were the premier, Dominick and Dr Marsh, both of whom Joe had called to his aid.

Now, my dear queen, said the premier, we have met to consider the constitution; but before saying a word about it myself, I would like to hear what your majesty has to say about it.

Im not sure, said the queen gravely, that I have the faintest notion as to how a constitution should begin or end. But I will give you a motto to set in the forefront of our constitution, which may also form the foundation on which it is to be built  the pattern to which its parts must conform. It is this: Whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.

I will set that down with pleasure, said Dominick, who acted as clerk, but, before he could write a line, a knock at the door interrupted them. Then the door opened, and Ottos head appeared with eagerness in the eyes, and a beckoning hand in advance.

Dominick rose and went out.

Ive just overheard Morris and Jabez in the back-kitchen making an appointment. Shall I tell our squad to be ready?

Where is the appointed place? asked Dominick.

On the reef. They start this very night, for the wind suits, and I heard Hugh say that all was ready.

Good! I didnt think the game was so nearly played out. Well for us that we are prepared. Yes, call up the squad. Well give them checkmate to-night.

It must be explained here that ever since the night of the discovery of the plot organised by Morris to seize and carry off the wrecked ship, Otto and his brother had kept a close watch on the men, and were aware of all their plans and intended movements. They had also communicated their knowledge to a select few, whom Otto styled the squad, who had pledged themselves to be ready at a moments notice to do their best to circumvent the conspirators. Among other things Otto had discovered that Malines had agreed to join them, professing himself quite willing to act as second in command under Morris.

It may also be explained that though we have hitherto spoken of the vessel which had been cast on the reef as a wreck, it was in reality very slightly injured about the hull, and much of the damage done to the spars and rigging had been quietly repaired by the conspirators.

When darkness shrouded land and sea, two expeditions started from the settlement that night  one following the other. The conspirators in the largest boat set off first. As it was no unusual thing for a night expedition to the reef in order to transport supplies from the wreck in the morning, the departure of the large boat attracted little notice.

When it had got well away a smaller boat set off, containing the squad, which numbered among its members Dominick, the doctor, Otto, Joe, and his brother David, Teddy Malone, little Buxley, John Nobbs the blacksmith, and others, all of whom were armed with revolvers.

They steered for a different part of the reef, so as to avoid being seen by the conspirators. On landing they passed through the old burial-ground and made for the Golden Cave. This place had, since the settlement on Big Island, been given over entirely to Paulines use, and being styled the Queens seaside palace, no one ever thought of entering it without permission. Hence the party of observation knew that it would be a secure place of ambush.

When safe inside, Dominick and Otto were deputed to go out as quietly as possible, note what Morris and his men were doing, and bring back a report.

For, said the doctor, if we interrupt them too soon they may pretend that this is one of their ordinary visits to the ship for supplies, and if we are too late they may get clear away in spite of us. We must strike when the iron is hot.

Yes, said Otto, looking back as he followed his brother, well look well to the heating process and let you know when theyre white hot, so have your revolvers ready, my braves!

Och! shut your tatie-trap, cried Malone, but Otto, having shut the door, lost the advice.

The night was neither decidedly light nor dark. There might, indeed, to have been moonlight, but clouds veiled the light though they could not altogether obscure it; thus there was just enough to render objects dimly visible.

All the better, whispered Dominick, as they turned the point of rock that hid the wreck from view. Well go down by the thicket. Keep close to my heels, boy, and drop on your hands and knees when you see me do so.

All right, captain.

Gliding cautiously down in the direction indicated, they came at length to the seaward edge of the thicket, where the bushes, being less dense, permitted them to partially see the wreck. Here Dominick went on all-fours, appearing, as he crept slowly forward, like some sort of huge bear with no tail, and its hind feet turned the wrong way. Otto followed like a little bear with similar undignified peculiarities. Having advanced far enough to obtain a clear view of the wreck, the spies sank into the grass and crept forward a little way. Then they lay still a few moments and listened. They then raised their heads cautiously and looked. What they heard and saw puzzled them not a little.

First, they noted that the wreck did not seem to lie in the position with which they had been so long familiar. Then, as their eyes became accustomed to the faint light, they observed that a small boat was moving busily about the vessels bow, and that a group of dark scarce-distinguishable forms of men was standing on the shore. Presently there was heard a low, yet not unfamiliar growl. This was followed by a high yet not unfamiliar shriek, accompanied by a grating sound.

Lions and cockatoos! whispered Otto, who had crept up alongside of his brother by that time, what can they be about?

Is that a line I see athwart the sky? asked Dominick, look  just between the wreck and the big ledge there.

Said Otto, Its more than a line. I see it. Half a dozen lines at least, and something like a round lump in the middle of em. Dont you see it?  against the sky like a black moon

Hush! boy  the growl again!

Ay, man, also the cockatoo.

Oh! I have it now, whispered Dominick, with a low laugh; theyve rove blocks and tackle from the ship to the rocks, and are working them softly. Evildoers fear to be overheard, even when theres no chance of being so! Your lion, Otto, is the subdued yo-heave-ho of the men.

I see, said Otto, with a grin so broad that his white teeth glistened even in the dark, and my cockatoo is the unsubdued screeching of the block-sheaves! They must be trying to get the ship off the reef.

A heavy plunge at that moment told that the conspirators were not only trying but had succeeded, for the plunge was followed by an irresistible though powerfully suppressed cheer.

We have not a moment to lose, Otto, whispered Dominick. The ship is free, and they will only take time to carry the tackle aboard before embarking. Do you run back and bring the squad down at the double. I will keep our friends here in play till they come.

Not a word did Otto reply. He had acquired that first of requisites in a soldier or servant  the habit of prompt obedience. Somewhat like a North American savage, he sank into the grass and wriggled from the scene. A few moments later Dominick rose, and walked down towards the conspirators with the easy off-hand manner of a man who saunters forth to enjoy the night air. So busy were they getting the tackle into the boat that he was not observed until quite close to them.

You seem busy to-night, friends, he said, in his usual pleasant tones, as he took his stand close beside Hugh Morris, who was near the bow of the boat.

Mr Rigonda! exclaimed Malines in great surprise, coming forward at the moment.

Why are you surprised? It is not unusual for me to take a row on a fine night.

This reply seeming to imply that Dominick had come to the reef alone  perhaps in the dinghy  emboldened the men; some of them laughed.

Well, I confess to being a little surprised, sir, replied the mate, for it so happened that we were preparing something in the nature of a surprise for you and the rest of the settlers.

Yes, I see, returned Dominick, in the same pleasant tone. Youve managed to get the ship off the ledge in a very creditable manner, and you mean to take her into the lagoon and cast anchor off the settlement?

Again the men laughed lightly.

No, sir, we dont, broke in Hugh Morris at this point, we intend to take her in quite the opposite direction, and clear off to sea with her.

Oh no, you dont, Hugh, returned Dominick, with an agreeable smile, which was a little perplexing as well as exasperating. You are going into the lagoon; you know you are, and I have come to help you.

But I say we are not! retorted Morris, in rising wrath, and whats more, youll have to go along with us, now that youve had the ill-luck to fall in with us.

Quite right, Hugh; didnt I say that I came off on purpose to go along with you?

As he spoke there was heard a rushing sound of feet and a number of dark forms were seen approaching from the bushes.

Betrayed! shouted Malines. Jump in, lads, and shove off!

He sprang forward, but was instantly arrested by the muzzle of a revolver within a foot of his head.

Its of no use, boys, said Dominick, laying his hand on the bow of the boat. Youll have to enter it as dead men if you do so without my permission.

Had the men been armed it might have gone hard with Dominick at that moment, but so sure had they been of accomplishing their purpose unmolested, that the idea of arming had never crossed their minds. Before they could recover from the surprise or decide what to do, the armed squad was upon them.

Halt! boys, cried Joe Binney, when close to the boat. Now, look ee here. It warnt o my seekin that I was made prime minister, but now that its bin done Ill stick to it an do my duty. If ye knock under like good boys Ill recommend ye to the queens marcy. If not Ill have ee strung up, every man jack of ee. Moreover, the first man as disobeys my orders Ill blow his brains out. Now, jump aboard, boys (turning to his own men), an keep your revolvers handy. You lads as wanted to run away will follow.

The mixture of humour and resolution in Joes manner, coupled with his well-known decision of character and his commanding size, had its effect. The squad instantly jumped into the boat, and the conspirators meekly followed without a word. They saw  as Hugh afterwards expressed it  that the game was up, and made up their minds to submit to the inevitable.

The conspirators were ordered to take the oars. Afterwards they were made to work the ship round into the channel leading to the lagoon, while their armed friends mounted guard over them.

It was daybreak when the ship sailed calmly over the lagoon towards Silver Bay.

Och! man, said Teddy Malone, in a low voice, to Jabez Jenkins, who stood near him, why did ye want to run away wid the owld ship? It wor a sneakin sort o thing, warnt it, seein that the poor little childers an the women depind so much on whats inside of her?

To tell ee the truth, Teddy, replied the man, an improved expression coming suddenly over his face, I aint sorry that weve bin stopped in this business, and, wots more, I believe that most of us aint sorry. We was more than half led into it, dee see, by lies as to what the leaders was goin to do, an arterwards we didnt like to draw back.

Im sorry for yez, returned Malone, for Im afeared well have to skrag the wan half of ye to keep the other half in order. In a spik an span noo settlement, where ivvery wan thinks he may do as he likes, the laws has to be pritty stiff. Weve wan comfort, howivver  the quane is marciful.

The Irishman was right in both his views on this subject, as the sequel will show.

Great was the surprise and joy among the settlers that morning when the fine ship in which they had traversed the ocean sailed grandly over the lagoon, and let go her anchor in Silver Bay. Some viewed her as a means of continuing the voyage and escaping from a secluded life of which they were beginning to tire. Others thought of her as a means of reopening intercourse with home, while not a few thought only of the convenience of having her and her useful cargo so near to them.

But great was their surprise when Malines, Morris, Jabez, and the rest of them were landed with their hands bound behind their backs; and still greater was that surprise when, in open court, that is, in the midst of the entire colony in the open air, these men were charged with their crime.

A regular criminal court was instituted on the spot, as regular, at least, as was possible, considering the almost total ignorance of all concerned in regard to matters of law. Queen Pauline appointed Dr Marsh to be judge, he being supposed to be the best acquainted with, or least ignorant of, legal matters and forms. A jury of twelve men were selected by lot, and little Buxley was appointed public prosecutor. In justice to the prisoners it was thought that they ought to have an advocate to defend them, but as no one would undertake the duty, that also was settled by lot, and the lot fell upon Redding, who, being a gentle and meek man, was perhaps best suited for it.

We may not go into the details of this celebrated trial, which lasted the greater part of the day, and was watched with intense eagerness by the entire population, including some of the older children, who had become impressed with the delightfully-horrible idea that a hanging or shooting, if not flaying and roasting, of some of the criminals would be the certain result. Suffice it to say that there was grievous irregularity in the proceedings: the public prosecutor not only proved the guilt of the men, but in the fervour of his indignation suggested the nature of their punishment; the jury not only listened to the facts of the case, but commented on them freely throughout, and, usurping the judges office, pronounced sentence on the criminals three or four times over; while the judge himself had the greatest possible difficulty in keeping anything like order all round.

The only man who performed his duty calmly was Redding, who, in a speech that quite surprised and transfixed the hearers, sought to point out that the men on trial had not actually committed the crime with which they had been charged, that of seizing the ship, but had only contemplated it, as had been alleged, though even that had not been clearly proved; that, supposing the crime to have been committed, it was a first offence, and that justice should always be tempered with mercy, as was taught in that best of all law-books, the Bible.

The pleading of this man had considerable effect, but it could not turn the tide of feeling in favour of the principal prisoners for more than one reason. They had been domineering, turbulent fellows all along; they had meditated a crime which would have robbed the settlers of many of the necessaries and all the luxuries of life, and this displayed a meanness of spirit which, they thought, deserved severe punishment.

Accordingly, after they had been pronounced guilty by the unanimous voice of the jury, and after the judge had consulted earnestly with some members of the privy council, Malines and Morris were condemned to a fortnights imprisonment on short allowance of the poorest food, and the other criminals to the same for a week.

When Malines had been seized and bound on board the ship, he had submitted, partly from prudence, and partly from a belief that the whole affair was a sort of half joke but when he found himself rebound, after the trial, and cast with his companions into a solid wooden building with a strong door and no window, which had been erected as a sort of fortress in which to put the women and children in case of attack by the savages, and there provided with maize and water for food and straw for bed, he began to realise the fact that he had indeed fallen into the hands of resolute men and under the power of law.

I wouldnt mind it so much if theyd only not cut off our baccy, he groaned, on the afternoon of the following day, after a prolonged fit of sullen silence.

After all it sarves us right, growled Hugh Morris.

Speak for yourself, said Jabez Jenkins sulkily.

Thats just what I do, retorted Hugh.

Hear, hear! from some of the others.

What this conversation might have grown to no one can tell, for it was interrupted by the opening of the prison door and the entrance of a party of armed men.

I am directed, said Otto, who was in command of the party, to bring you fellows before the queen, so, come along.

Half amused by and half contemptuous of the leader, who gave his orders as if he were a powerful giant, the prisoners rose and marched out.

While this scene was taking place in the jail, the widow Lynch was holding a private interview with the queen in the palace.




Chapter Eleven.

Shows how the Queen Conducted herself in Trying Circumstances, and was Finally Dethroned.

Now, darlin, said Mrs Lynch to Queen Pauline, as she sat on the side of her bed looking contemplatively at the floor, thim rascalsll be in the Hall in two minits, so take me advice and give them more nor theyve got.

But my object in sending for them is not to add to their punishment, said the queen.

Mores the pity, for they need it, an the Coort was too tinder wi them intirely. Two weeks! why, two months would do them more good. Anyhow, see that ye give them a fearful blowin up.

Ill do what I can for them, returned Pina, with a pleasant laugh, as she rose and passed into the Audience Hall, where the prisoners and as many of the settlers as could find room were already gathered.

Here a slight change of feeling seemed to have taken place in the people. Perhaps the sight of Hugh and Malines  two men who had, up till that time, carried matters with rather a high hand  bound, humbled, helpless, and with bits of straw which had been given them as bedding sticking to their garments, induced a touch of pity. At all events, there was none of that riotous demand for vengeance which had characterised them when under the influence of excitement at the trial. Evidently a slight reaction in favour of the culprits had set in, and the entrance of the queen, therefore, took place in solemn silence, no one knowing why she had sent for the men or what were her intentions. Poor Pauline was much embarrassed by the silence and by the situation in which she found herself. Being a girl of mind, and not a mere human machine made and content to run always on beaten paths, she had resolved to try an experiment, and braced herself to the duty.

It was by no means a new experiment; on the contrary, it was older than this worlds history, though new to Pauline in the particular circumstances  being an application of the law of mercy.

My friends, said Pina, in a somewhat tremulous voice, which however became firmer as she proceeded, this is the first trial that has taken place in our little colony, and as crime must be firmly repressed

(Punished, my dear  putt it stronger! came in a whisper from the side door, where widow Lynch was listening; but, fortunately, none of the audience heard her.)

I feel, continued Pauline, taking no notice of the advice, that it becomes me, as your chosen queen, to do what I think will be best for the interests of the community.

Hear, hear! exclaimed some of the audience; but they gave no further expression to their feelings, being still uncertain as to the queens leanings.

No doubt, continued Pina, trying, not quite successfully, to swallow the lump in her throat, the punishment which you have awarded these men is in strict accordance with your ideas of justice, and, being utterly ignorant of law, I will not presume to doubt the wisdom of your decision; nor would I interfere, either by increasing or decreasing the punishment, did I not feel that this case is peculiar, very peculiar. It is, as I have said, the beginning of crime in our kingdom, and little beginnings, you all know, often lead to great results. A small leak may sink a ship. Then, in the second place, this is the first offence committed by these men, and first offences require peculiar treatment

(Thats so, my dear  powerful treatment. Give it em hot! inaudibly whispered the widow.)

Turning to that Book, continued Pauline, which shall be my guide in every act of life, I find that God delighteth in mercy. Can I go wrong in following humbly in His footsteps? I think not. Therefore, I venture to exercise the privilege of my position, and extend mercy to these men. The law has been vindicated by their trial and condemnation. I now, in accordance with constitutional right, bestow on them a free pardon.

This, being rapidly uttered, quite took the people by surprise, and caused them to burst into a ringing cheer, above which the no longer inaudible voice of the widow was heard to exclaim  

Free parding, indeed! in tones of indignant contempt, as she shut the door with a bang and retired in disgust from the scene.

I do not know, said the queen, when silence was restored, on what particular officer of my household, (a confused little smile and blush here), falls the duty of setting crim  I mean forgiven men free, so I now order the prime minister to cut their bonds.

Amid some laughter, Joe readily drew forth an enormous clasp-knife and obeyed this command. Then the queen, stepping forward, held out her hand with a bright smile to Hugh Morris. None but an utterly abandoned wretch could have resisted that. Hugh gave in at once  seized the hand, and not only shook it, but kissed it heartily. So did Malines, and so did the others, and then they all dispersed  Teddy Malone signalling his exit with a cheer and a shout to the following effect  

Hooroo! boys  shes ivvery inch a quane, an two or three eighths over  cut an dry, ready-made, hot off the irons! Were in luck  eh! boys, arent we?

The latter remark was made, with a hearty slap on the back, to little Buxley, who, turning at once and grasping Malone in his arms, went in for a vigorous wrestle by way of relieving his feelings.

Whatever may be thought of this matter by men deep in the learning of human law, we feel bound to put on record that this plan of Queen Pauline the First proved a great success, for, from that day forward, Malines and Morris and all the other conspirators became excellent members of the community  gave up all ideas of piracy on the high seas, set to work like men to fence in their properties, cultivate their farms, prosecute their fisheries, and otherwise to make themselves useful. Another result was that Silver Bay Settlement began to flourish.

Similar results usually happen when men give up quarrelling and take to working. The schoolroom was soon finished. The queen had her Bible classes  plenty of Bibles having been found in the ship  and Dominick even went the length of venturing to conduct special services on Sundays.

But, strange to say, the more things prospered on the island, the more pensive became the queen, as well as Otto and his brother. It was not so with Dr Marsh, however. Some unknown influence seemed to keep him always in a hearty frame of mind.

I cant help it, Dom, said the queen, as she walked on the white shore of Silver Bay one evening while the sun was descending in a golden blaze, I cant bear to think of them.

Poor Paulines mind was running on a cheery bald little old gentleman in Java, and a mild little spectacled old lady, with knitting proclivities, in England, whose chief solace, in a humble way, was an elderly female cat.

Am I never to see them again? she added, as she sat down on a coral rock, buried her fair face in her hands, and wept.

Dominick tried to comfort her, but in vain.

Its all very well what you say, Dom, but here we are settling down as if we meant to stay for ever. Even Otto talks less than he used to about Robinson Crusoe, and no ships ever come near us, and the sailors dont want to quit the islands, so we cant even use the ship we have got, and  and  O darling mother! and dear, dear papa!

If Queen Pina, who broke down at this point, had only known that, about the time she was speaking, the dear papa was running for his life, covered with mud from head to foot, in the midst of thunder and fire and smoke, she might have mingled horror with loving emphasis as she mentioned his name.

At the time of which we write, the island of Java, in the Malay Archipelago, was convulsed by one of those tremendous earthquakes which have at irregular intervals, from time immemorial, shattered its mountains, overwhelmed some of its fairest lands, and killed thousands of its inhabitants. It is not our intention, however, to touch on this subject more than will suffice to elucidate our tale.

Deeply interesting is it, at times, to note the intimate connection that sometimes exists between places and events which seem exceedingly remote. One would imagine that the eruption of a volcanic mountain in Java could not have much influence on the life or fortunes of people living on an island nearly a thousand miles distant from the same. Yet so it was, in a double sense, too, as we shall see.

The great shock in Java, which overturned the bald little old gentlemans chair, causing him to spring up and exclaim to his partner, Hallo, Brooks! passed through the intervening earth, losing much of its power on the way, caused Refuge Islands to tremble, and Pauline to look up suddenly with the exclamation  

Whats that Dom?

It is marvellously like an earthquake, Pina.

Strange to say, Brooks in Java made precisely the same remark, at about the same moment, to his senior partner.

Thereafter old Mr Rigonda, who didnt like earthquakes, said to Brooks  who didnt mind earthquakes, being used to them  

Ill start off for England immediately.

He did start off, even more immediately than he had intended, for the neighbouring volcano, as if angered by his remark, sent up a shock that shook the surrounding houses to their foundations. The senior partner rushed out in terror, and was just in time to receive a shower of mud and ashes while he fled away through fire and smoke, as already mentioned.

The volcano went to sleep again for a short time after that little indication of its power, and you may be sure that old Rigonda did not wait for its reawakening. One of his own ships was on the point of sailing that very day. He went on board  after cleaning himself  got Brooks to wind up their business relations in the cabin, and left for England with a fair wind.

And well was it for the bald little old gentleman that he did so, for, a few days later, strange sounds and appearances were in the air and on the sea. Fine ashes filled the sky, so that noon became like midnight, and everything betokened that something unusually violent must have occurred in the land which they had left. Nothing more serious, however, befell our voyager. In due course he reached England, hastened home, and, without warning, burst in upon his wife while that dear little old lady was in the act of remarking to the middle-aged cat, in a very dolorous tone, that she feared something must have happened to the ship, for her darlings could never have been so long of writing if all had gone well.

It was while the cat gazed contemplatively at the everlasting socks, as if meditating a reply, that old Rigonda burst in.

Starting up with amazing activity and a cry of joy, the old lady swept her feline friend from the table  inadvertently, of course  and rushed into her husbands arms, while the outraged animal sought refuge on top of the bookcase, whence it glared at the happy meeting with feelings that may be more easily understood than described. Of course the old mans joy was turned into grief and anxiety when he heard of the departure of his children and was told of their prolonged silence; but with that we have nothing to do at present.

We return to Silver Bay, where a sense of insecurity had been aroused in the community ever since the tremors of the earth to which we have just referred.

With the slumbering of the Javanese mountains, however, these tremors and the consequent fears subsided, and were almost forgotten in another source of anxiety.

One morning, while Teddy Malone was walking on the beach of Silver Bay, he observed a small object running and stumbling towards him, as if in great haste or fear. Hurrying forward to meet this object he soon perceived that it was little Brown-eyes, of whom he was very fond.

Whats wrong, me darlint? he asked, catching the child up and kissing her.

Oh, such funny tings me sawd  oder side de rocks, replied Brown-eyes, panting; come wid me an see dem. Come kik!

Funny things, eh, mavourneen, what sort of things?

Oh, like beasts. Come kik!

They wasnt sarpints, was they? said Malone, seating the child on his shoulder and hastening towards the rocky point which separated Silver Bay from the land beyond.

No, no  not saapints. Long beasts, like mans, only hims not stand and walk, but lie down and crawl.

Much impressed with the childs eager manner, the Irishman hurried towards the point of rocks, filled with curiosity as to what the creatures could be.

What sort o hids have they, darlint? he asked, as he neared the point.

Hids same as mans, and faces like you, but more uglier, all scratched over, an dey try to catch me, but me runned away.

Teddy Malones hitherto obtuse faculties were awakened. He stopped suddenly, being by that time convinced that he stood unarmed within spear-throw of savages in ambush. To advance, supposing his conjecture to be right, he knew would be certain death. To turn and fly would probably be the same, for naked savages could easily overtake him even if unburdened with Brown-eyes, whom, of course, he could not forsake, and he was too far from the settlement to shout an alarm.

Perspiration burst from poor Teddys brow, for even delay, he knew, would be fatal, as the savages would suspect him of having discovered them.

Suddenly he put Brown-eyes down on the sand, and, twisting his figure into a comical position, began to hop like a frog. His device had the desired effect; Brown-eyes burst into a hearty fit of laughter, forgot for the moment the funny beasts, and cried, Do it agin!

The poor man did it again, thinking intensely all the time what he should do next.

Would you like to see me dance, darlint? he asked suddenly.

Oh yis!

Thereupon Teddy Malone began to dance an Irish jig to his own whistling, although, being much agitated, he found it no easy matter to whistle in tune or time, but that was unimportant. As he danced he took care to back in a homeward direction. The child naturally followed. Thus, by slow degrees, he got beyond what he considered spear-throw, and feeling boldness return with security, he caught the child up and danced with her on his shoulder. Then he set her down, and pretended to chase her. He even went the length of chasing her a little way in the wrong direction, in order to throw the savages more completely off their guard. By degrees he got near to the settlement, and there was met by Otto.

You seem jolly to-day, Ted, said the boy.

Whist, lad, returned the other, without intermitting his exercise. Look as if ye was admirin me. Theres lot of them tattooed monkeys  savages  beyant the pint. They dont know Ive found it out. Slink up an gather the boys, an look alive. Ill amuse em here till you come back. An I say, dont forgit to bring me revolver an cutlash.

All right, was Ottos brief reply, as he sauntered slowly up towards the bushes. No sooner was he screened by these, however, than he ran like a hare to the palace.

Halloo! Dom, Joe, Hugh  all of you  the savages again! Arm  quick!

It needed no urging to hasten the movements of all who heard the boys voice. Ever since the first appearance of the savages Dominick and the doctor had put all the men of the settlement under daily training in drill for an hour or so, that they might be better able to act promptly and in concert if occasion should again occur. The arms had been collected, and such of them as were not in use stored in a handy position, so that in two minutes an armed company was proceeding at a run towards the spot on the shore where Malone was still performing his antics, to the inexpressible delight of Brown-eyes.

Where are the spalpeens? asked the widow Lynch, who had followed the men.

Beyant the rocks, mother, answered Malone, as he received his weapons from Otto and fell into his place in the ranks; yed as well take the child home, or shell be sure to follow  shes nigh as wild as yerself.

The widow was indeed fond of seeing, as she used to say, all the fun that was goin, but on this occasion she consented to carry Brown-eyes out of danger while the settlers moved at a quick step towards the point.

Behind that point of rocks a band of savages lay concealed, as Malone had rightly conjectured. There were about forty of them, all armed with clubs and spears, evidently bent on attacking the settlement. Of course they meant to do it by surprise, and had concealed themselves among the bushes behind the point, where they probably would have lain till nightfall if Brown-eyes in her wanderings had not discovered them. Their chief would have instantly caught and silenced the poor child, had she not run so far clear of the point that he would infallibly have revealed himself to Teddy Malone in doing so.

When that worthy drew near to the rocks, as described, the chief got ready a spear for his reception. When Malone took to dancing, the chief condescended to smile, or grin, hideously. When he retreated out of range the chief consoled himself with the reflection that it was just as well, night being the best time for attack. When, however, he beheld a band of men moving towards him armed with the terrible things that spouted smoke, fire, and stones, a change came over the spirit of his dream. After a hasty consultation with his comrades, he glided off in the direction of their canoe. The rest followed, and when our settlers at last turned the point, they saw the foe paddling at full speed across the lagoon.

Firing a volley of disappointment after them, both in words and bullets, they ran to their boats and gave chase, but, as on the former occasion, the canoe proved too swift for the boats under oars, and the savages got away.

The anxiety that naturally filled the breasts of Queen Pauline and her councillors at this event was speedily forgotten in a recurrence of the earthquake which had previously alarmed them so much.

It happened on a calm, bright morning, when the widow Lynch chanced to be washing garments in the palace beside the queen. You see they had not much regard for state-ceremonial or etiquette at the court of Pauline the First even in public, much less in private, so that, while the widow was deep in the washtub at one end of the hall, the queen was busy at the other end patching Ottos garments.

At first there occurred a slight trembling of the earth, which the widow, attributing to giddiness in her own cranium, recognised with a remonstrative Ohone!

Did you feel that? exclaimed Pauline, pausing in her work and looking up with a slight feeling of alarm.

What, dearie? demanded the widow, clearing the soap-suds from her red roly-poly arms.

Before Pauline could answer, the earthquake took the liberty of reply by giving an abrupt shake to the whole island, which not only set chairs and tables rocking in an alarming manner, but drove the entire population from their houses in consternation. Among other effects it caused Mrs Lynch to stagger and catch hold of the washtub, which, far from supporting her, let her fall to the ground, and fell on the top of her.

To most of the settlers the sensation of a trembling earth was quite new and exceedingly alarming. They stopped abruptly after the first rush, and then looked about with pale faces, not knowing what to do. Malines, however, was cool and collected. He had been in various volcanic regions of the world, and undertook to comfort them.

Dont be afraid, he said, when the most of the people had gathered round him. Ive often seen this sort o thing, on the coast o South America and among the Malay Islands. It passes away after a while, and often without doin much damage  though I have seen a town shook almost to pieces in about five minutes.

And what did they do? asked Jabez Jenkins.

Och, whirri-hoo! shouted Teddy Malone, for at that moment another shock was felt, more violent than the preceding. The earth seemed absolutely to roll, and one or two of the huts that had been carelessly built, fell asunder in partial ruin.

Where is my brother  and the doctor? demanded Pauline, running up to the group at the moment.

Theyre away up the mountain, with Joe and Otto, answered little Buxley; I saw em start soon after daybreak  to explore, they said.

What do you think should be done? asked Pina, turning naturally to the mate, as being the most intelligent of those around her.

If its goin to be bad, said Malines, I would advise you all to git on board the ship as fast as ye can, for the land isnt so safe as the water when it takes to quakin.

You seem to have had some experience of it. Is it going to be bad, think you?

Earthquakes are deceptive  no man can tell.

Well, then, we must do our best at once, said the queen, with an air of calm decision worthy of her rank. Go, Mr Malines, with your sailors, and get all the boats ready. And you, my people, carry down what you esteem most valuable and get on board the ship without loss of time  for the rest, we are in the hands of a loving and merciful God.

While these events were enacting on the shore, Dominick, Otto, the doctor, and Joe Binney were seated near the summit of the highest peak, enjoying a cold breakfast. It was their first visit to that particular peak, which had a slight hollow or basin of perhaps fifty feet diameter in the centre.

Just before the first tremulous shock the doctor had been explaining to the prime minister the nature of volcanoes, and stating his opinion that the cup-like hollow before them was an extinct crater. The slight shock stopped him in his discourse, and caused the party to look at each other with serious faces.

Its not extinct yet, exclaimed Otto excitedly, pointing to the hollow, the earth of which had suddenly cracked in several places and was emitting puffs of sulphurous smoke and steam.

They all started up.

Wed better hasten home, said Dominick.

Yes  theyll be terribly scared, said the doctor, hastily beginning to pack up the remains of their breakfast.

But, before this could be done, the second convulsion took place. Violent trembling occurred for a few seconds; then the ground in the old crater burst open, and, with a terrible explosion, fire and smoke belched forth, sending huge fragments of rock and showers of ashes into the air, which latter fell around the explorers in all directions  fortunately without doing them injury.

They waited no longer. Without even uttering a word they all turned and ran down the hill at full speed. Being a considerable distance from the settlement, it was upwards of an hour before they arrived. By that time most of the women and children had been sent off to the ship. Pauline, however, had remained on shore to direct and encourage the rest, as well as to await the return of her brothers.

Right  right  you couldnt have done better, said Dominick, when Pauline hastily explained how she had acted.

It was Mr Malines, not I, who suggested the plan, returned the queen.

Hadnt you better go on board yourself? said the doctor, and leave us to manage.

No, I am not a mere puppet, sir, answered Pauline, with a little smile, yet firmly. My place is here till all my subjects are safe! And your duty is to assist in the embarkation, not to offer advice to your queen!

With a laugh the doctor went off to do his duty, muttering, My queen, indeed! fervently.

For some time the volcano, which had thus sprung into sudden activity, partially subsided, yet there were occasional tremulous motions of the earth and low growlings in the heart of the mountain on Big Island, while several minor explosions occurred in the crater, so that the thoroughly alarmed settlers hastened the embarkation with all despatch. Before night had closed in they were all safely on board with most of their lighter valuables and tools, though, necessarily, much of their heavier property was left behind. Where life is threatened, however, men are not apt to mind such losses.

It now became a question whether they should remain at anchor where they were and abide the issue, or proceed at once to sea. Some were for remaining, others were for putting off to sea. There was much wrangling over it at first, and the people seemed in their anxiety to have quite forgotten their queen, when she stepped forward, and, raising her clear silvery voice, produced a dead calm at once.

Joe, she said, go down to the cabin and await me there.

The prime minister obeyed instantly.

Now, said Pauline, turning to the people, choose among you six of your number to consult with me, and do it at once.

Of course, the men well-known as the best among the settlers were instantly named we need scarcely add that among them were Dominick, the doctor, and Malines.

While these were engaged in consultation below, a terrible outburst of the volcano settled the matter for them, and brought them all hastily on deck.

The summit of the crater seemed to have been blown up into the air with a most terrific noise, while a dense mass of smoke, steam, and ashes was hurled upwards, and seemed to blot out the sky. Twilight, which had been deepening, was converted into blackest night in a moment, and darkness profound would undoubtedly have continued, had it not been for the lurid glare of the fires which flashed at intervals from the crater. Suddenly the waters of the sea became agitated. The ship rocked uneasily, and jerked at her cable, while the terrified people clung to shrouds and ropes, and belaying-pins. Then the fire on the mountain-top increased tenfold in volume and intensity. Another moment, and several large holes opened in the mountain-side nearest to them, from which streams of molten lava burst forth and began to descend towards the deserted settlement.

At that moment there was a great shout. It had been discovered that in the confusion little Brown-eyes had been forgotten!

A small boat hung at the davits on the port side. It was manned instantly. The doctor jumped to the helm, Otto followed, and, before any could interpose, the queen suddenly stepped in.

You are mad! cried the doctor.

Lower away! said Pina, as if she had been a trained sea-captain all her life.

Instantly the ropes were eased off, and in a few seconds the boat was in the sea and on the shore. They found little Brown-eyes sound asleep in her crib, with a river of red-hot lava stretching its fiery tongues towards her as if eager for a meal!

Supple-limbed Otto was first; he seized the child and bore her off to the boat. Another terrible explosion occurred just then. Ashes and masses of rock began to rain around them. A falling stone struck Paulines head, and she fell. The doctor, who held her hand, seized her in his arms and bore her away. A few minutes more and they were all safe on board again.

But there was no time for congratulations. The sea which had before been agitated, now heaved in wild waves, though there was no wind. It was then seen that Big Island was actually crumbling  sinking into the water! The continuous rumbling of the volcano was terrible. Intermittent explosions were frequent. To add to the horrors of the scene the darkness deepened. As the island went down the sea rushed tumultuously in to overwhelm it. Then it was that the stout cable, under God, saved them from immediate destruction. The ship was hurled from side to side like a cork on the boiling flood. But no cable could long withstand such a strain. The chain snapped at last, and they seemed to be rushing with railway speed to their fate amid surrounding fire and overwhelming water, and roaring thunders, and raining ashes, when, suddenly, there was a perceptible diminution in the turmoil, and, gradually, the waves calmed down. With feelings of intense thankfulness the terrified people let go their second anchor, though the darkness was by that time so thick that they could barely see each other.

It may be imagined what a night of anxiety they spent. With Pauline and some others it was a night of earnest prayer.

When the light of day at last broke faintly in the east it revealed the fact that Refuge Islands had actually and totally disappeared, and that our settlers were floating on the bosom of the open sea!




Chapter Twelve.

Last Chapter.

An Island Queen no longer, Pauline Rigonda sits on the quarter-deck of the emigrant ship gazing pensively over the side at the sunlit sea. Dethroned by the irresistible influences of fire and water, our heroine has retired into the seclusion of private life.

After escaping from the volcano, as described in the last chapter, the settlers resolved to proceed, under the guidance of Malines as captain, and Morris as mate, to the port for which they had originally been bound when the disaster on Refuge Islands had arrested them.

Of course this was a great disappointment to poor Pauline and her brothers, who, as may be imagined, were burning with anxiety to get back to England. Feeling, however, that it would be unreasonable as well as selfish to expect the emigrants to give up their long-delayed plans merely to meet their wishes, they made up their minds to accept the situation with a good grace.

You see, said Otto to the ex-queen  for he was becoming very wise in his own eyes, and somewhat oracular in the midst of all these excitements when a fellow cant help himself hes bound to make the best of a bad business.

Dont you think it would be better to say he is bound to accept trustingly what God arranges, believing that it will be all for the best? returned Pauline.

How can a bad business be for the best? demanded Otto, with the air of one who has put an unanswerable question.

His sister looked at him with an expression of perplexity. Well, it is not easy to explain, she said, yet I can believe that all is for the best.

Ha, Pina! returned the boy, with a little touch of pride, its all very well for you to say that, but you wont get men to believe things in that way.

Otto, said Dr Marsh, who was standing near and listening to the conversation, it is not so difficult as you think to prove that what we call a bad business may after all be for the best. I remember at this moment a case in point. Come  Ill tell you a story. Once upon a time I knew a gentleman with a stern face and a greedy soul, who believed in nothing, almost, except in the wickedness of mankind, and in his own capacity to take advantage of that wickedness in order to make money. Money was his god. He spent all his time and all his strength in making it, and he was successful. He had many ships on the sea, and much gold in the bank. He had also a charming little wife, who prayed in secret that God would deliver her husband from his false god, and he had a dear little daughter who loved him to distraction in spite of his business habits! Well, one year there came a commercial crisis. Mr Getall eagerly risked his money and over-speculated. That same year was disastrous in the way of storms and wrecks. Among the wrecks were several of Mr Getalls finest ships. A fire reduced one of his warehouses to ashes, and, worse still, one of his most confidential and trusted clerks absconded with some thousands of pounds. All that was a very bad business, wasnt it?

It was, assented Otto; go on.

The upshot was a crash

What!  of the burning warehouse?

No; of the whole business, and the Getalls were reduced to comparative beggary. The shock threw the poor little wife, who had always been rather delicate, into bad health, rendering a warm climate necessary for her at a time when they could not afford to travel. Moreover, little Evas education was entirely stopped at perhaps the most important period of her life. That was a bad business, wasnt it?

That was a much worse business, asserted Otto.

Well, when Mr Getall was at the lowest stage of despair, and had taken more than one look over the parapet of London Bridge with a view to suicide, he received a letter from a long-neglected brother, who had for many years dwelt on the Continent, partly for economy and partly for a sons health. The brother offered him a home in the south of France for the winter, as it would do his wife good, he said, and he had room in his house for them all, and wanted their company very much to keep him from being dull in that land of warmth and sunshine! Getall was not the man to refuse such an offer. He went. The brother was an earnest Christian. His influence at that critical time of sore distress was the means in the Holy Spirits hands of rescuing the misers soul, and transferring his heart from gold to the Saviour. A joy which he had never before dreamed of took possession of him, and he began, timidly at first to commend Jesus to others. Joy, they say, is curative. The effect of her husbands conversion did so much good to little Mrs Getalls spirit that her body began steadily to mend, and in time she was restored to better health than she had enjoyed in England. The brother-in-law, who was a retired schoolmaster, undertook the education of Eva, and, being a clever man as well as good, trained her probably much better than she would have been trained had she remained at home. At last they returned to England, and Mr Getall, with the assistance of friends, started afresh in business. He never again became a rich man in the worldly sense, but he became rich enough to pay off all his creditors to the last farthing; rich enough to have something to spare for a friend in distress; rich enough to lay past something for Evas dower, and rich enough to contribute liberally to the funds of those whose business it is to consider the poor. All that, you see, being the result of what you have admitted, my boy, was a bad business.

True, but then, objected Otto, who was of an argumentative turn, if all that hadnt resulted, it would have been a bad business still.

Not necessarily  it might have turned out to be a good business in some other way, or for somebody else. The mere fact that we cant see how, is no argument against the theory that everything is constrained to work for good by Him who rules the universe.

What! even sin? asked Otto, in surprise.

Even sin, returned the doctor. Dont you see that it was Getalls sin of greed and over-speculation, and the clerks sin of embezzlement, which led to all these good results; but, of course, as neither of them had any desire or intention to achieve the good results which God brought about, they were none the less guilty, and were entitled to no credit, but, on the contrary, to condign punishment. What I wish to prove is that God causes all things to work out His will, yet leaves the free-will of man untouched. This is a great mystery; at the same time it is a great fact, and therefore I contend that we have every reason to trust our loving Father, knowing that whatever happens to us will be for the best  not, perhaps, for our present pleasure or gratification, but for our ultimate best.

But  but  but, said Otto, while premature wrinkles rippled for a minute over his smooth brow, at that rate, is it fair to blame sinners when their very sins are made to bring about Gods will?

Now, Otto, dont run away with a false idea. For you to sin with a view to bring about good, is one thing  and a very wicked thing, which is severely condemned in Scripture  but for God to cause good to result from your sin, and in spite of you, is a totally different thing. Think of a pirate, my boy, a bloody-handed villain, who has spent his life of crime in gathering together enormous wealth, with which to retire into selfish enjoyment at last. But he is captured. His wealth is taken from him, and with it good men establish almshouses for the aged poor, hospitals for the sick, free libraries and free baths everywhere, and many other good and beneficent works. The pirates labours have, in Gods providence, been turned into this channel. Is the pirate less guilty, or less deserving of punishment on that account?

Further discussion on this point was interrupted by a sharp order from Malines to reduce sail, and the consequent bustling about of the sailors.

Going to blow, think you? asked Dominick, who came on deck at the moment.

Cant tell yet, replied the mate, but the glass has fallen suddenly, and one must be prepared, all the more that the ship has been more severely strained on the reef than I had thought. Would Miss Pauline be prepared, he added in a lower tone, to receive the deputation this afternoon?

Yes, she is quite prepared, returned Dominick, in the same low tone, though she is much perplexed, not being able to understand what can be wanted of her. Is it so profound a secret that I may not know it?

You shall both know it in good time, the mate replied, as he turned to give fresh directions to the man at the wheel.

That afternoon the assembly in the cabin could hardly be styled a deputation, for it consisted of as many of the emigrants as could squeeze in. It was led by Joe Binney, who stood to the front with a document in his hand. Pauline, with some trepidation and much surprise expressed on her pretty face, was seated on the captains chair, with an extra cushion placed thereon to give it a more throne-like dignity. She was supported by Dominick on one side and Otto on the other.

Joe advanced a few paces, stooping his tall form, partly in reverence and partly to avoid the deck-beams. Clearing his throat, and with a slightly awkward air, he read from the document as follows:  

Dear Miss Pauline, may it please yer majesty, for we all regards you yet as our lawful queen, Ive bin appinted, as prime minister of our community  which aint yet broke up  to express our wishes, likewise our sentiments.

Thats so  go it, Joe, broke in a soft whisper from Teddy Malone.

We wishes, first of all, continued the premier, to say as how were very sorry that your majestys kingdom has bin blowed up an sunk to the bottom o the sea, (Worse luck! from Mrs Lynch), but we congratulate you an ourselves that we, the people, are all alive,  (an kickin, softly, from Malone Hush! silence! from several others), an as loyal an devoted as ever we was. (More so, and Hear, hear!). Since the time you, Queen Pauline, took up the reins of guvermint, it has bin plain to us all that you has done your best to rule in the fear o God, in justice, truthfulness, an lovin kindness. An we want to tell you, in partikler, that your readins out of the Bible to us an the childn  which was no part o your royal dooty, so to speak  has done us all a power o good, an there was some of us big uns as needed a lot o good to be done us, as well as the childn (Sure an thats true, annyhow! from Teddy).

Now, what weve got to say, continued Joe, clearing his throat again, and taking a long breath, is this  the land were agoin to aint thickly popilated, as we knows on, an we would take it kindly if youd consent to stop there with us, an continue to be our queen, so as we may all stick together an be rightly ruled on the lines o lovin kindness,  (With a taste o the broomstick now an then, from Teddy). If your majesty agrees to this, we promise you loyal submission an sarvice. Moreover, we will be glad that your brother, Mister Dominick, should be prime minister, an Mister Otto his scritairy, or wotever else you please. Also that Dr Marsh should be the chansler o the checkers, or anything else you like, as well as sawbones-in-gineral to the community. An this our petition, concluded Joe, humbly laying the document at Paulines feet, has bin signed by every man in the ship  except Teddy Malone

Thats a lie! shouted the amazed Teddy.

Who, continued Joe, regardless of the interruption, not bein able to write, has put his cross to it.

Hear, hear! cried the relieved Irishman, while the rest laughed loudly  but not long, for it was observed that Pauline had put her handkerchief to her eyes.

What the ex-queen said in reply, we need not put down in detail. Of course, she expressed her gratitude for kind expressions, and her thankfulness for what had been said about her Sabbath-school work. She also explained that her dear mother in England, as well as their old father in Java, must be filled with deepest anxiety on account of herself and her brothers by that time, and that, therefore, she was obliged, most unwillingly, to decline the honour proposed to her.

Och! exclaimed the disappointed widow Lynch, cudnt ye sind for yer mother to come out to yez, an the ould man in Javy too? Theyd be heartily welcome, an sure wed find em some sitivation under guvermint to kape their pot bilin.

But these strong inducements failed to change the ex-queens mind.

Now, while this was going on in the cabin, a change was taking place in the sky. The bad weather which Malines had predicted came down both suddenly and severely, and did the ship so much damage as to render refitting absolutely necessary. There was no regular port within hundreds of miles of them, but Malines said he knew of one of the eastern isles where there was a safe harbour, good anchorage, and plenty of timber. It would not take long to get there, though, considering the damaged state of the ship, it might take some months before they could get her into a fit state to continue the voyage. Accordingly, they altered their course, with heavy hearts, for the emigrants were disappointed at having their voyage again interrupted, while the Rigondas were depressed at the thought of the prolonged anxiety of their parents.

Now this is a bad business, isnt it? said Otto to the doctor, with a groan, when the course was decided.

Looks like it, my boy; but it isnt, replied the doctor, who nevertheless, being himself but a frail mortal, was so depressed that he did not feel inclined to say more.

In this gloomy state of matters Pinas sweet tones broke upon them like a voice from the better land  as in truth it was  saying, I will trust and not be afraid.

About this time the cloud which hung over the emigrant ship was darkened still more by a visit from the Angel of Death. The mother of Brown-eyes died. At that time Pauline was indeed an angel of mercy to mother and child. After the remains of the mother were committed to the deep, the poor orphan clung so piteously to Pauline that it was scarcely possible to tear her away. It was agreed at last that, as the child had now no natural protector, except an uncle and aunt, who seemed to think they had already too many children of their own, Pauline should adopt her.

When the emigrants reached the island-harbour, without further mishap, they were surprised to find a large steamer at anchor. The captain of it soon explained that extensive damage to the machinery had compelled him to run in there for shelter while the necessary repairs were being effected.

Where are you bound for? asked Dominick, who with Dr Marsh and Otto had accompanied Malines on board the steamer.

For England.

For England? almost shouted Dominick and Otto in the same breath.

Yes. Our repairs are completed, we set off to-morrow.

Have you room for two or three passengers?

Yes, plenty of room. We shall have to put several ashore at the Cape, where I hope to get a doctor, too, for our doctor died soon after we left port, and we are much in want of one, having a good many sick men on board.

Otto, whispered Dr Marsh, our having been diverted from our course has not turned out such a bad business after all, has it?

On the contrary, the very best that could have happened. Ill never give way to unbelief again!

Poor Otto! He did not at that time know how deeply doubt and unbelief are ingrained in the human heart. He did not know that man has to be convinced again and again, and over again, before he learns to hope against hope, and to believe heartily at all times that, He doeth all things well.

It was with very mingled feelings that the Rigondas, Dr Marsh, and Brown-eyes parted next day from the friends with whom they had associated so long. It is no exaggeration to say that there was scarcely a dry eye in the two vessels; for, while the settlers wept for sorrow, the crews and passengers wept more or less from sympathy. Even the dead-eyes of the ship, according to Malone, shed tears! As for poor Brown-eyes, who was a prime favourite with many of her old friends, male and female, before she got away she had been almost crushed out of existence by strong arms, and her eyes might have been pea-green or pink for anything you could tell, so lost were they in the swollen lids. Long after the vessels had separated the settlers continued to shout words of good-will and blessing, Well never forgit ye, Miss Pauline, came rolling after them in the strong tones of Joe Binney. God bless you, Miss, came not less heartily from Hugh Morris. We loves ye, darlint, followed clear and shrill from the vigorous throat of the widow Lynch, and a wild Hooray! from Teddy endorsed the sentiment. Nobbs, the blacksmith, and little Buxley, ran up the rigging to make the waving of their caps more conspicuous, and when faces could no longer be distinguished and voices no longer be heard, the waving of kerchiefs continued until the rounding of a cape suddenly shut them all out from view for ever.

Thank God, said Dr Marsh, with a voice deepened and tremulous from emotion, that though they have lost their queen, they shall never lose the sweet influences she has left behind her.

The great ocean steamer had now cleared the land; her mighty engines seemed to throb with joy at being permitted once more to Go ahead, full speed, and soon she was cleaving her way grandly through the broad-backed billows of the Southern sea  homeward bound!

Let us leap on in advance of her.

The little old lady with the gold spectacles and neat black cap, and smooth, braided hair, is seated in her old arm-chair, with the old sock, apparently  though it must have been the latest born of many hundreds of socks  on the needles, and the unfailing cat at her elbow. The aspect of the pair gives the impression that if a French Revolution or a Chili earthquake were to visit England they would click-and-gaze on with imperturbable serenity through it all.

But the little old lady is not alone now. Old Mr Rigonda sits at the table opposite to her, with his forehead in his hands, as though he sought to squeeze ideas into his head from a book which lies open before him on the table. Vain hope, for the book is upside down. Profound silence reigns, with the exception of the clicking needles and the purring cat.

My dear, at length exclaimed the bald old gentleman, looking up with a weary sigh.

Yes, John? (Such is his romantic Christian name!)

I cant stand it, Maggie. (Such is her ditto!)

It is, indeed, hard to bear, John. If we only knew for certain that they are  are gone, it seems as if we could bow to His will; but this terrible and wearing uncertainty is awful. Did you make inquiry at Lloyds to-day?

Lloyds? You seem to think Lloyds can tell everything about all that happens on the sea. No, its of no use inquiring anywhere, or doing anything. We can only sit still and groan.

In pursuance of this remaining consolation, the poor old gentleman groaned heavily and squeezed his forehead tighter, and gazed at the reversed book more sternly, while the old lady heaved several deep sighs. Even the cat introduced a feeble mew, as of sympathy, into the midst of its purr  the hypocrite!

It was the earthquake that did it, cried Mr Rigonda, starting up, and pacing the room wildly, Im convinced of that.

How can that be, John, dear, when you were in Java at the time, and our darlings were far away upon the sea?

How can I tell how it could be, Maggie? Do you take me for a geological philosopher, who can give reasons for every earthly thing he asserts? All I know is that these abominable earthquakes go half through the world sometimes. Pity they dont go through the other half, split the world in two, and get rid of the subterranean fires altogether.

John, my dear!

Well, Maggie, dont be hard on me for gettin irascible now and then. If you only knew what I suffer when  but forgive me. You do know what I suffer  there!

He stooped and kissed the old ladys forehead. The cat, uncertain, apparently, whether an assault was meant, arched its back and tall, and glared slightly. Seeing however that nothing more was done, it subsided.

Just then the wheels of a cab were heard rattling towards the front door, as if in haste. The vehicle stopped suddenly. Then there was impatient thundering at the knocker, and wild ringing of the bell.

Fire! gasped the half-petrified Mrs Rigonda.

No smell! said her half-paralysed spouse.

Loud voices in the passage; stumbling feet on the stairs; suppressed female shrieks; bass masculine exclamations; room door burst open; old couple, in alarm, on their feet; cat, in horror, on the top of the bookcase!

Mother! mother! O father!  yelled, rather than spoken.

Another moment, and the bald, little old man was wrestling in the ex-queens arms; the little old lady was engulfed by Dominick and Otto; Dr John Marsh and Brown-eyes stood transfixed and smiling with idiotic joy at the door; while the cat  twice its size, with every hair erect  glared, and evolved miniature volcanoes in its stomach.

It was an impressive sight. Much too much so to dwell on!

Passing it over, let us look in on that happy home when toned down to a condition of reasonable felicity.

Its a dream  all a wild, unbelievable dream! sighed the old gentleman, as, with flushed face and dishevelled hair, he spread himself out in an easy chair, with Queen Pina on his knee and Brown-eyes at his feet. Hush! all of you  wait a bit.

There was dead silence, and some surprise for a few seconds, while Mr Rigonda shut his eyes tight and remained perfectly still, during which brief lull the volcanic action in the cat ceased, and its fur slowly collapsed.

Dreams shift and change so! murmured the sceptical man, gradually opening his eyes again What! youre there yet, Pina?

Of course I am, darling daddy.

Here, pinch me on the arm, Dominick  the tender part, else Ill not waken up sufficiently to dispel it.

A fresh outburst of hilarity, which started the stomachic volcanoes and hair afresh, while Pauline flung her arms round her fathers neck for the fiftieth time, and smothered him. When he was released, and partially recovered, Otto demanded to know if he really wanted the dream dispelled.

Certainly not, my boy, certainly not, if its real; but it would be so dreadfully dismal to awake and find you all gone, that Id prefer to dream it out, and turn to something else, if possible, before waking. I  I

Here the old gentleman suddenly seized his handkerchief, with a view to wipe his eyes, but, changing his mind, blew his nose instead.

Just then the door opened, and a small domestic entered with that eminently sociable meal, tea. With a final explosion, worthy of Hecla or Vesuvius, the cat shot through the doorway, as if from a catapult, and found refuge in the darkest recesses of the familiar coal-hole.

But who, said Mr Rigonda, casting his eyes suddenly downward, who is this charming little brown-eyed maid that you have brought with you from the isles of the southern seas? A native  a little Fiji princess  eh?

Hush! father, whispered Pauline in his ear, shes a dear little orphan who has adopted me as her mother, and would not be persuaded to leave me. So, you see, Ive brought her home.

Quite right, quite right, returned the old man, stooping to kiss the little one. Ive often thought youd be the better of a sister, Pina, so, perhaps, a daughter will do as well.

Now, then, tea is ready; draw in your chairs, darlings, said Mrs Rigonda, with a quavering voice. The truth is that all the voices quavered that night, more or less, and it was a matter of uncertainty several times whether the quavering would culminate in laughter or in tears.

Why do you so often call Pina a queen, dear boy? asked Mrs Rigonda of her volatile son, Otto.

Why? replied the youth, whose excitement did not by any means injure his appetite  to judge from the manner in which he disposed of muffins and toast, sandwiched now and then with wedges of cake Why? because she is a queen  at least she was not long ago.

An incredulous smile playing on the good ladys little mouth, Pauline was obliged to corroborate Ottos statement.

And what were you queen of? asked her father, who was plainly under the impression that his children were jesting.

Of Refuge Islands, daddy, said Pina; pass the toast, Otto, I think I never was so hungry. Coming home obviously improves ones appetite.

You forget the open boat, Pina.

Ah, true, returned Pauline, I did for a moment forget that. Yes, we were fearfully hungry that time.

Of course this led to further inquiry, and to Dominick clearing his throat at last, and saying Come, Ill give you a short outline of our adventures since we left home. It must only be a mere sketch, of course, because it would take days and weeks to give you all the details.

Dont be prosy, Dom, said Otto, helping himself to a fifth, if not a tenth, muffin. Prosiness is one of your weak points when left to your own promptings.

But before you begin, Dom, said old Mr Rigonda, tell us where Refuge Islands are.

In the Southern Pacific, father.

Yes, observed Otto; at the bottom of the Southern Pacific.

Indeed! exclaimed the old gentleman, whose incredulity was fast taking the form of sarcasm. Not far, I suppose, from that celebrated island which was the last home and refuge of our famous ancestor, the Spanish pirate, who was distantly related, through a first cousin of his mother, to Don Quixote.

You doubt us, daddy, I see, said Pauline, laughing; but I do assure you we are telling you the simple truth. I appeal to Dr Marsh.

Dr Marsh, who had chiefly acted the part of observant listener up to that moment, now assured Mr Rigonda with so much sincerity that what had been told him was true, that he felt bound to believe him.

Yes, indeed, said Dr Marsh, your daughter was in truth a queen, and I was one of her subjects. Indeed, I may say that, in one sense, she is a queen still, but she has been dethroned by fire and water, as you shall presently hear, though she still reigns in the affections of her people, and can never be dethroned again!

This speech was greeted with some merriment, for the doctor said it with much enthusiasm. Then Dominick began to give an account of their adventures, interrupted and corrected, not infrequently, by his pert brother Otto, who, being still afflicted with his South-Sea-island appetite, remained unsatisfied until the last slice of toast, and the last muffin, and the last wedge of cake had disappeared from the table.

Dominicks intentions were undoubtedly good; and when he asserted that it was his purpose to give his father and mother merely an outline of their adventures, he was unquestionably sincere; but the outline became so extended, and assumed such a variety of complex convolutions, that there seemed to be no end to the story  as there certainly seemed to be no end to the patience of the listeners. So Dominick went, on and on and on, as story-books put it, until the fire in the grate began to burn low; until Otto had consumed the contents of the teapot, and the cream-jug, and the sugar-basin, and had even gathered up, economically, the crumbs of the cake; until the still eager audience had begun to yawn considerately with shut mouths; until the household cat, lost in amazement at prolonged neglect, had ventured to creep from the coal-hole, and take up a modest position on the floor, in the shadow of its little old mistress.

There is no saying how long this state of things would have gone on, if it had not been for the exuberant spirits of Otto, who, under an impulse of maternal affection, sprang to his mothers side with intent to embrace her, and unwittingly planted his foot on the cats tail.

Then, indeed, the convoluted outline came to an abrupt end; for, with a volcanic explosion, suggestive of thunder and lightning, inlaid with dynamite, the hapless creature sprang from the room, followed by a shriek from its mistress, and a roar of laughter from all the rest.

It is not certainly known where that cat spent the following fortnight. The only thing about it that remains on record is the fact that, at the end of that space of time, it returned to its old haunts, deeply humbled, and much reduced; that it gradually became accustomed to the new state of things, and even mounted the table, and sat blinking in its old position, and grew visibly fatter, while the old lady revived old times by stroking it, as she had been wont to, and communicating to it some of her thoughts and fancies.

Ay, pussy, she said, on one of these occasions when they chanced to be alone together, little did you and I think, when we used to be sitting so comfortably here, that our darlings were being tossed about and starved in open boats on the stormy sea! Ah! pussy, pussy, we little knew  but its all well that ends well, as a great writer that you know nothing about has said, and you and I can never, never be thankful enough for getting back, safe and sound, our dear old man, and our darling boys, and our  our little Pauline, the Island Queen.

THE END
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Chapter One.

At the Foot of the Mountain Range.

Towards the close of a bright and warm day, between fifty and sixty years ago, a solitary man might have been seen, mounted on a mule, wending his way slowly up the western slopes of the Andes.

Although decidedly inelegant and unhandsome, this specimen of the human family was by no means uninteresting. He was so large, and his legs were so long, that the contrast between him and the little mule which he bestrode was ridiculous. He was what is sometimes styled loosely put together; nevertheless, the various parts of him were so massive and muscular that, however loosely he might have been built up, most men would have found it rather difficult to take him down. Although wanting in grace, he was by no means repulsive, for his face, which was ornamented with a soft flaxen beard and moustache of juvenile texture, expressed wonderful depths of the milk of human kindness.

He wore boots with the trousers tucked into them, a grey tunic, or hunting coat, belted at the waist, and a broad-brimmed straw hat, or sombrero.

Evidently the times in which he travelled were troublous, for, besides having a brace of large pistols in his belt, he wore a cavalry sabre at his side. As if to increase the eccentricity of his appearance, he carried a heavy cudgel, by way of riding-whip; but it might have been observed that, however much he flourished this whip about, he never actually applied it to his steed.

On reaching a turn of the road at the brow of an eminence the mule stopped, and, letting its head droop till almost as pendent as its tail, silently expressed a desire for repose. The cavalier stepped off. It would convey a false impression to say that he dismounted. The mule heaved a sigh.

Poor little thing! murmured the traveller in a soft, low voice, and in a language which even a mule might have recognised as English; you may well sigh. I really feel ashamed of myself for asking you to carry such a mass of flesh and bone. But its your own fault  you know it is  for you wont be led. Im quite willing to walk if you will only follow. Come  let us try!

Gently, insinuatingly, persuasively, the traveller touched the reins, and sought to lead the way. He might as well have tried to lead one of the snow-clad peaks of the mighty Cordillera which towered into the sky before him. With ears inclining to the neck, a resolute expression in the eyes, his fore-legs thrown forward and a lean slightly backward, the mule refused to move.

Come now, do be amiable; theres a good little thing! Come on, said the strong youth, applying more force.

Peruvian mules are not open to flattery. The advance of the fore-legs became more decided, the lean backward more pronounced, the ears went flat down, and incipient passion gleamed in the eyes.

Well, well, have it your own way, exclaimed the youth, with a laugh, but dont blame me for riding you so much.

He once more re-m; no, we forgot  he once more lifted his right leg over the saddle and sat down. Fired, no doubt, with the glow of conscious victory the mule moved on and up at a more lively pace than before.

Thus the pair advanced until they gained a rocky eminence, whence the rich Peruvian plains could be seen stretching far-away toward the glowing horizon, where the sun was about to dip into the Pacific.

Here again the mule stopped, and the rider getting off sat down on a rock to take a look at the level horizon of the west  for he had reached a spot where the next turn in the road would partially shut out the plains and enclose him among the giant mountains.

As he sat there meditating, while the mule cropped the herbage at his side, he observed two riders a considerable way down the circuitous road by which he had ascended  a man and a boy, apparently.

Whether it was the fine stalwart figure of the man that influenced him, or the mere presence of wayfarers in such a solitary place, our traveller could not tell, but he certainly felt unusual interest, and not only watched the pair as they approached, but sat still until they came up. As they drew near he perceived that the smaller of the two, whom at a distance he had taken for a boy, was an Indian girl, who, according to custom, bestrode her mule like a man. Her companion was a handsome Spanish-looking man  a Peruvian or it might be a Chilian  with fine masculine features and magnificent black eyes. He was well-armed, and, to judge from his looks, seemed a little suspicious of the tall Englishman.

The hearty salutation of the latter, however, in bad Spanish, at once dissipated his suspicions. Replying in the same tongue, he then added, in good English:  

You are a stranger in this land, I perceive.

In truth I am, replied the other, while the Peruvian dismounted, nevertheless, I ought scarcely to admit the fact, for I was born in Peru. This perhaps may seem contradictory, but it is not more so than your being apparently a native of the soil yet speaking English like an Englishman.

From which it follows, returned the Peruvian, that men ought not to judge altogether by appearances. But you are wrong in supposing me a native of the soil, and yet  I am not an Englishman. I have got a gift of language, however  at least I feel myself equally at home in English, Indian, Spanish, and Portuguese, which is not to be wondered at, seeing that I have been forced to talk in all four languages for nigh a quarter of a century.

Then you must have been but a boy when you came here, returned the Englishman, for you seem to be not yet middle-aged.

Right, I was indeed a mere boy when I came to this land.

And I was a boy of seven when I left it to be educated in Europe, returned the Englishman. It is sixteen years since then, and I had feared that my memory might have failed to recognise the old landmarks, but I am rejoiced to find that I remember every turn of the road as if I had left home but yesterday.

We have said that the tall youths face was not handsome, but the glow of animation which rested on it when he spoke of home, seemed for a moment to transform it.

Your home, then, cannot be far distant? remarked the Peruvian, with a peculiar look that might have attracted the attention of the younger man if his gaze had not at the moment been directed to the Indian girl, who, during the foregoing conversation, had remained motionless on her mule with her eyes looking pensively at the ground, like a beautiful statue in bronze.

My home is close at hand, said the Englishman, when the question had been repeated; unless memory plays me false, two more turns in the road will reveal it.

The earnest look of the Peruvian deepened as he asked if the Estate of Passamanka was his home.

Yes, you know it, then? exclaimed the youth eagerly; and perhaps you knew my father too?

Yes, indeed; there are few people within a hundred miles of the place who did not know the famous sugar-mill and its hospitable owner, Senhor Armstrong. But excuse me, added the Peruvian, with some hesitation, you are aware, I suppose, that your father is dead?

Ay, well do I know that, returned the other in a deeper tone. It is to take my fathers place at the mills that I have been hastily summoned from England. Alas! I know nothing of the work, and it will be sorely against the grain to attempt the carrying on of the old business in the desolate old home.

Of course you also know, continued the Peruvian, that the country is disturbed just now  that the old smouldering enmity between Chili and Peru has broken forth again in open war.

I could not have passed through the low country without finding that out. Indeed, said the youth, glancing at his belt with a half-apologetic smile, these weapons, which are so unfamiliar to my hand, and so distasteful to my spirit, are proof that I, at least, do not look for a time of peace. I accoutred myself thus on landing, at the urgent advice of a friend, though my good cudgel  which has sufficed for all my needs hitherto  is more to my mind, besides being useful as a mountain staff. But why do you ask? Is there much probability of the belligerents coming so far among the hills?

Wherever carrion is to be found, there you may be sure the vultures will congregate. There is booty to be got here among the hills; and whether the soldiers belong to the well-trained battalions of Chili, or the wretched levies of Peru, they are always prepared, for plunder  ready to make hay while the sun shines. I only hope, Senhor Armstrong, that  but come, let us advance and see before the sun sets.

Turning abruptly as he spoke, the man mounted his mule and rode briskly up the winding road, followed by the Indian girl and our Englishman.

At the second turning of the road they reached a spot where an opening in the hills revealed the level country below, stretching away into illimitable distance.

As had been anticipated, they here came upon the mills they were in quest of. The Peruvian reined up abruptly and looked back.

I feared as much, he said in a low tone as the Englishman rode forward.

Rendered anxious by the mans manner, Lawrence Armstrong sprang from his mule and pushed forward, but suddenly stopped and stood with clasped hands and a gaze of agony.

For there stood the ruins of his early home  where his mother had died while he was yet a child, where his father had made a fortune, which, in his desolation, he had failed to enjoy, and where he finally died, leaving his possessions to his only child.

The troops had visited the spot, fired no doubt with patriotic fervour and knowing its owner to be wealthy. They had sacked the place, feasted on the provisions, drunk the wines, smashed up, by way of pleasantry, all the valuables that were too heavy to carry away, and, finally, setting fire to the place, had marched off to other fields of glory.

It was a tremendous blow to poor Lawrence, coming as he did fresh from college in a peaceful land, and full of the reminiscences of childhood.

Sitting down on a broken wall, he bowed his head and wept bitterly  though silently  while the Peruvian, quietly retiring with the Indian girl, left him alone.

The first paroxysm of grief over, young Armstrong rose, and began sadly to wander about the ruins. It had been an extensive structure, fitted with all the most approved appliances of mechanism which wealth could purchase. These now helped to enhance the wild aspect of the wreck, for iron girders had been twisted by the action of fire into snake-like convolutions in some places, while, in others, their ends stuck out fantastically from the blackened walls. Beautiful furniture had been smashed up to furnish firewood for the cooking of the meal with which the heroic troops had refreshed themselves before leaving, while a number of broken wine-bottles at the side of a rosewood writing-desk with an empty bottle on the top of it and heaps of stones and pebbles around, suggested the idea that the warriors had mingled light amusement with sterner business. The roofs of most of the buildings had fallen in; the window-frames, where spared by the fire, had been torn out; and a pianoforte, which lay on its back on the grass, showed evidence of having undergone an examination of its internal arrangements, with the aid of the butt-ends of muskets.

And this is the result of war! muttered the young man, at last breaking silence.

Only one phase of it, replied a voice at his side, in tones of exceeding bitterness; you must imagine a few corpses of slaughtered men and women and children, if you would have a perfect picture of war.

The speaker was the Peruvian, who had quietly approached to say that if they wished to reach the next resting-place before dark it was necessary to proceed without delay.

But perhaps, he added, you do not intend to go further. No doubt this was to have been the end of your journey had all been well. It can scarcely, I fear, be the end of it now. I do not wish to intrude upon your sorrows, Mr Armstrong, but my business will not admit of delay. I must push on, yet I would not do so without expressing my profound sympathy, and offering to aid you if it lies in my power.

There was a tone and look about the man which awoke a feeling of gratitude and confidence in the forlorn youths heart.

You are very kind, he said, but it is not in the power of man to help me. As your business is urgent you had better go and leave me. I thank you for the sympathy you express  yet stay. You cannot advance much further to-night, why not encamp here? There used to be a small hut or out-house not far-off, in which my father spent much of his leisure. Perhaps the  the

Patriots! suggested the Peruvian.

The scoundrels, said Lawrence, may have spared or overlooked it. The hut would furnish shelter enough, and we have provisions with us.

After a moments reflection the Peruvian assented to this proposal, and, leaving the ruins together, they returned to the road, where they found the Indian girl holding the youths mule as well as that of her companion.

Hastening forward, Lawrence apologised for having in the agitation of the moment allowed his mule to run loose.

But I forgot, he added, of course you do not understand English.

Try Spanish, suggested the Peruvian, she knows a little of that.

Unfortunately I have forgotten the little that I had picked up here when a boy, returned Lawrence, as he mounted, if I can manage to ask for food and lodging in that tongue, it is all that I can do.

They soon reached an opening in the bushes at the roadside, and, at the further end of a natural glade or track, observed a small wooden hut thatched with rushes. Towards this young Armstrong led the way.

He was evidently much affected, for his lips were compressed, and he gave no heed to a remark made by his companion. Entering the hut, he stood for some time looking silently round.

It was but a poor place with bare walls; a carpenters bench in one corner, near to it a smiths forge, one or two chairs, and a few tools;  not much to interest a stranger but to Lawrence full of tender associations.

It was here, he said in tones of deepest pathos, that my father showed me how to handle tools, and my mother taught me to read from the Word of God.

Looking at his companions he observed that the large dark eyes of the Indian girl were fixed on him with an expression of unmistakable sympathy. He felt grateful at the moment, for to most men sympathy is sweet when unobtrusively offered whether it come from rich or poor  civilised or savage.

Come, this will do, said the Peruvian, looking round, if you will kindle a fire on the forge, Senhor Armstrong, Manuela will arrange a sleeping chamber for herself in the closet I see there, while I look after the beasts.

He spoke in cheering tones, which had the effect of rousing the poor youth somewhat from his despondency.

Well, then, he replied, let us to work, and it is but just, as we are to sup together, and you know my name, that I should be put on an equal footing with yourself

Impossible! interrupted the other, with a slight curl of his moustache, for as I am only six feet one, and you are at least six feet four, we can never be on an equal footing.

Nay, but I referred to names, not to inches. Pray, by what name shall I call you?

Pedro, returned the Spaniard. I am known by several names in these parts  some of them complimentary, others the reverse, according as I am referred to by friends or foes. Men often speak of me as a confirmed rover because of my wandering tendencies, but Im not particular and will answer to any name you choose, so long as it is politely uttered. The one I prefer is Pedro.

He went out as he spoke to look after the mules, while Lawrence set about kindling a small fire and otherwise making preparations for supper.

The Indian girl, Manuela, with that prompt and humble obedience characteristic of the race to which she belonged, had gone at once into the little closet which her companion had pointed out, and was by that time busily arranging it as a sleeping chamber for the night.




Chapter Two.

Compact with the New Friend and Discovery of an Old One.

Keeping the fire low in order to prevent its being seen by any of the wandering bands of patriots  alias soldiers, alias banditti  who might chance to be in the neighbourhood, the three travellers thus thrown unexpectedly together ate their supper in comparative silence, Lawrence and Pedro exchanging a comment on the viands now and then, and the handsome Indian girl sitting opposite to them with her eyes for the most part fixed on the ground, though now and then she raised them to take a quick stealthy glance at the huge youth whose appetite did not seem to be greatly affected by his misfortunes. Perhaps she was wondering whether all Englishmen, possessed such innocent kindly faces and such ungainly though powerful frames. It may be that she was contrasting him with the handsome well-knit Pedro at his side.

Whatever her thoughts might have been, the short glances of her lustrous eyes gave no clue to them, and her tongue was silent, save when she replied by some brief monosyllable to a remark or query put in the Indian language occasionally by Pedro. Sometimes a gleam of the firelight threw her fine brown features into bold relief, but on these occasions, when Lawrence Armstrong chanced to observe them, they conveyed no expression whatever save that of profound gravity, with a touch, perhaps, of sadness.

The bench being awkwardly situated for a table, they had arranged a small box, bottom up, instead. Lawrence and his new acquaintance seated themselves on the ground, and Manuela used her saddle as a chair.

Towards the end of their meal the two men became more communicative, and when Pedro had lighted a cigarette, they began to talk of their immediate future.

You dont smoke? remarked Pedro in passing.

No, replied Lawrence.

Not like the most of your countrymen, said the other.

So much the worse, rejoined the youth.

The worse for them or for you  which? asked Pedro, with a significant glance.

No matter, returned Lawrence with a laugh.

Well, now, resumed Pedro, after a few puffs, during the emission of which his countenance assumed the expression of seriousness, which seemed most natural to it, what do you intend to do? It is well to have that point fairly settled to-night, so that there may be no uncertainty or delay in the morning. I would not urge the question were it not that in the morning we must either go on together as travelling companions, or say our final adieux and part. I am not in the habit of prying into mens private affairs, but, to speak the bare truth, I am naturally interested in one whose father has on more than one occasion done me good service. You need not answer me unless you please, senhor, added the man with the air of one who is prepared to retire upon his dignity at a moments notice.

Thanks, thanks, Pedro, said the Englishman, heartily, I appreciate your kindness, and accept your sympathy with gratitude. Moreover, I am glad to find that I have been thrown at such a crisis in my fortunes into the company of one who had regard for my dear father. But I scarce know what to do. I will give you my confidence unreservedly. Perhaps you may be able to advise

Stay, interrupted the other, on whose countenance a slightly stern expression hovered. Before you give me unreserved confidence, it is but fair that I should tell you candidly that I cannot pay you back in kind. As to private matters, I have none that would be likely to interest any one under the sun. In regard to other things  my business is not my own. Why I am here and what I mean to do I have no right to reveal. Whither I am bound, however, is not necessarily a secret, and if you choose to travel with me you undoubtedly have a right to know.

Young Armstrong expressed himself satisfied. He might have wished to know more, but, like Pedro, he had no desire to pry into other mens affairs, and, being of an open confiding nature, was quite ready to take his companion on trust, even though he had been less candid and engaging in manner than he was. After explaining that he had been educated in Edinburgh, and trained to the medical profession, he went on to say that he had been hastily summoned to take charge of the sugar-mill at his fathers death, and that he had expected to find an old overseer, who would have instructed him in all that he had to do in a business with which he was totally unacquainted.

You see, he continued, my father always said that he meant to retire on his fortune, and did not wish me to carry on the business, but, being naturally an uncommunicative man on business matters, he never gave me any information as to details. Of course, I had expected that his manager here, and his books, would reveal all that I required to know, but the soldiers have settled that question. Mill and books have gone together, and as to manager, clerks, and servants, I know not where they are.

Scattered, no doubt, said Pedro, here, there, and everywhere  only too glad to escape from a neighbourhood which has been given up to fire and sword by way of improving its political condition!

I know not, returned Lawrence, sadly. But it would be useless, I fear, to try to ferret them out.

Quite useless, said Pedro. Besides, what would it avail to talk with any of them about the affairs of a place that is now in ashes? But if your father spoke of his fortune, he must have had at least some of it in a bank somewhere.

True, but I dont know where. All I know is that he once mentioned casually in one of his letters that he was going to Buenos Ayres, where he had some property.

Indeed! exclaimed Pedro. Come, that may help you to decide, for I am myself going to Buenos Ayres, and can guide you there if disposed to go. Only, you will have to make up your mind to a pretty long and hard journey, for duty requires me to go by a devious route. You must know, he continued, lighting another cigarette, that I am pledged to take that girl to her father, who lives not far from Buenos Ayres.

He pointed as he spoke to Manuela, who, having laid her head on her saddle, appeared to have fallen asleep.

Her father must be a chief, I should think, to judge from her dignified, graceful carriage, as well as her fine features, said Lawrence in a low tone.

Yes, he is a chief  a great chief, returned Pedro, gazing at his cigarette in a meditative mood a very great chief. You see, she happened to be living with friends on the western side of the mountains when this war between Chili and Peru broke out, and her father naturally wants to get her out of danger. The old chief once saved my life, so, you see, I am bound both by duty and gratitude to rescue his daughter.

Indeed you are, and a pleasant duty it must be, returned Lawrence with an approving nod; but dont you think it might have been wise to have rescued some other female, a domestic for instance, to keep her company? The poor girl will feel very lonely on such a long journey as you speak of.

Pedro again looked musingly at his cigarette, and flipped off the ash with his little finger.

You have not had much experience of war, young man, he said, if you think that in cases of rescue men can always arrange things comfortably, and according to the rules of propriety. When towns and villages are in flames, when plunder and rapine run riot everywhere, and little children are spitted on the bayonets of patriots, as is often the case even in what men have agreed to term civilised warfare, one is glad to escape with the skin of ones teeth. Yet I was not as regardless of Manuelas comfort as you seem to think. A poor woman who had nursed her when a child volunteered to accompany us, and continued with us on the first part of our journey; but the exertion, as I had feared, was too much for her. She caught a fever and died, so that we were forced to come on alone. If you join us, however, I shall be greatly pleased, for two can always make a better fight than one, and in these unsettled times there is no saying what we may fall in with in crossing the mountains.

But why expose the poor girl to such risks? asked Lawrence. Surely there must be some place of safety nearer than Buenos Ayres, to which you might conduct her?

Senhor Armstrong, replied the man, with a return of his stern expression, I have told you that my business is urgent. Not even the rescue of my old friends daughter can turn me aside from it. When Manuela begged me to take her with me, I pointed out the difficulties and dangers of the route, and the necessity for my pursuing a long and devious course, but she said she feared to remain where she was; that, being young, strong, and accustomed to an active life, she felt sure she was equal to the journey; that she could trust me, and that she knew her father would approve of her taking the step. I agreed, with some hesitation. It turned out that the girl was right in her fears, for before we left the town it was attacked by the troops of Chili. The Peruvians made but a poor resistance, and it was carried by assault. When I saw that all hope of saving the place was gone, I managed to bring Manuela and her nurse away in safety. As I have told you, the nurse died, and now  here we are alone. Manuela chooses to run the risk. I will not turn aside from my duty. If you choose to join us, the girl will be safer  at least until we cross the mountains. On the other side I shall be joined by friends, if need be.

Pedro ceased, and rekindled his cigarette, which had gone out during the explanation.

I will go with you, said Lawrence, with decision, as he extended his hand.

Good, replied Pedro, grasping it with a hearty squeeze; now I shall have no fears for our little Indian, for robbers are cowards as a rule.

Have we, then, much chance of meeting with robbers?

Well, I should say we have little chance of altogether escaping them, for in times of war there are always plenty of deserters and other white-livered scoundrels who seize the opportunity to work their will. Besides, there are some noted outlaws in the neighbourhood of the pass we are going to cross. Theres Conrad of the Mountains, for instance. Youve heard of him?

No, never.

Ah, senhor, that proves you to be a stranger here, for his name is known from the Atlantic to the Pacific  chiefly, however, on the east side of the Cordillera, and on the Pampas. He is an outlaw  at least he is said to be so; but one cannot believe all one hears. Some say that he is cruel, others that he is ferocious among men, but never hurts women or children.

Well, it is to be hoped we may not fall in with him, or any of his band, said Lawrence; for it is better to hear of his qualities than to put them to the test.

Yet, methinks, resumed Pedro, if you fell in with him alone you should have no cause to fear him, for you must be more than his match.

I dont think I should fear him, returned Lawrence, with a simple look. As to being more than his match, I know not, for my spirit does not prompt me to light, and I cannot boast of much capacity in the use of arms  unless you count my good oak-cudgel a weapon. I have acquired some facility in the use of that, having practised singlestick as an amusement at school.

As he spoke, the youth was surprised and somewhat startled by his companion suddenly drawing a pistol from his belt, and pointing it steadily at the open doorway of the hut. Turning his eyes quickly in that direction, he beheld, with increased astonishment, a pair of glaring eyes, two rows of glittering teeth, and a pair of thick red lips! The flesh which united these striking objects was all but invisible, by reason of its being nearly as black as its background.

Most eyes, if human, would have got away from a pistols line of fire with precipitancy, but the eyes referred to did not disappear. On the contrary, they paid no regard whatever to the owner of the pistol, but continued to glare steadily at Lawrence Armstrong. Seeing this, Pedro hesitated to pull the trigger. He was quick to defend himself, but not prompt to kill. When he saw that the eyes slowly advanced out of the gloom, that they with the lips and teeth belonged to a negro who advanced into the room unarmed and with outspread hands, he quietly lowered his weapon, and glanced at Lawrence. No doubt Pedro felt, as he certainly looked, perplexed, when he observed that Lawrence returned the intruders gaze with almost equal intensity.

Suddenly the negro sprang towards the Englishman. He was a short, thick-set, and exceedingly powerful man; yet Lawrence made no move to defend himself.

Quashy! he exclaimed, as the black fell on his knees, seized one of his hands, and covered it with kisses, at the same time bursting into tears.

Oh! massa Lawrie  oh! massa Lawrie, why you no come sooner? Why you so long? De sodger brutes nebber dar to touch de ole house if you was dere. Oh! Massa Lawrie, yous too late  too late!  My! how yous growed!

In the midst of his sobs the young negro, for he was little more than a youth, drew back his head to obtain a better view of his old companion and playmate.

Need we say that Lawrence reciprocated the affection of the man?

He was a boy like myself when I was here, said Lawrence in explanation to the amused Peruvian. His father was one of my fathers most attached servants, whom he brought from Kentucky on his way to this land, and to whom he gave his freedom. Quashy himself used to be my playmate.  But tell me about the attack on the mill, Quash. Were you present?

Prisint! You bery sure I was, an I poke some holes in de varmints fore dey hoed away.

And how did you escape, Quash? Come, sit down and tell me all about it.

The negro willingly complied. Meanwhile the Indian girl, who had been roused by his sudden entrance, resumed her seat on the saddle, and, looking intently into his black face, seemed to try to gather from the expression of his features something of what he said.

We need not repeat the story. It was a detailed account of murder and destruction; the burning of the place and the scattering of the old servants. Fortunately Lawrence had no relatives to deplore.

But dont you know where any of the household have gone? he asked, when the excited negro paused to recover breath.

Dont know nuffin. Arter I poke de holes in de scoundrils, I was bleeged to bolt. When I come back, de ole house was in flames, an eberybody gone  what wasnt dead. I hollered  ay, till I was amost busted  but nobody reply. Den I bury de dead ones, an Ive hoed about eber since slobberin an wringin my hands.

Was our old clerk among the slain? asked Lawrence.

No, massa, but I tinks hes a dead one now, for he too ole to run far.

And I suppose you cant even guess where any of those who escaped went to?

Couldnt guess more nor a Red Injins noo-born babby.

Quashy, said Lawrence in a low voice, be careful how you speak of Indians.

He glanced, as he spoke, at Manuela, who now sat with grave face and downcast eyes, having apparently found that the human countenance, however expressive, failed to make up for the want of language.

And, truly, Quashys countenance was unwontedly mobile and expressive. Every feature seemed to possess the power of independently betraying the thoughts and feelings of the man, so that when they all united for that end the effect was marvellous. Emotional, and full of quick sympathy, Quashys visage changed from grave to gay, pitiful to fierce, humorous to savage, at a moments notice. When, therefore, he received the gentle rebuke above referred to, his animated countenance assumed a sudden aspect of utter woe and self-condemnation that may be conceived but cannot be described, and when Lawrence gave vent to a short laugh at the unexpected change, Quashys eyes glistened with an arch look, and his mouth expanded from ear to ear.

And what an expansion that was, to be sure! when you take into account the display of white teeth and red gums by which it was accompanied.

Well, now, Quash, resumed Lawrence, what did you do after that?

Arter what, massa?

After finding that slobbering and wringing your hands did no good.

Oh! arter dat, I not know what to do, an den I tried to die  I was so misrable. But I couldnt. Youve no notion how hard it is to die when you wants to. Anyhow I couldnt manage it, so I gib up tryin.

At this point Manuela rose, and, bidding Pedro good-night in the Indian tongue, passed into her little chamber and shut the door.

And what do you intend to do now, Quash? asked Lawrence.

Stick to you, massa, troo tick an tin, returned the negro with emphatic promptitude, which caused even Pedro to laugh.

My poor fellow, that is impossible, said Lawrence, who then explained his position and circumstances, showing how it was that he had little money and no immediate prospect of obtaining any,  that, in short, he was about to start out in the wide world friendless and almost penniless to seek his fortune. To all of which the negro listened with a face so utterly devoid of expression of any kind that his old master and playmate could not tell how he took it.

And now, he asked in conclusion, what say you to all that?

Stick to you troo tick and tin, repeated Quashy, in a tone of what might be styled sulky firmness.

But, said Lawrence, I cant pay you any wages.

Don want no wages, said Quashy.

Besides, resumed Lawrence, even if I were willing to take you, Senhor Pedro might object.

I no care for Senhor Pedro one brass buttin, retorted the negro.

The Peruvian smiled rather approvingly at this candid expression of opinion.

Where you gwine? asked Quashy, abruptly.

To Buenos Ayres.

Is gwine to Bens Airies too. Is a free nigger, an no mortial man kin stop me.

As Quashy remained obdurate, and, upon consultation, Lawrence and Pedro came to the conclusion that such a sturdy, resolute fellow might be rather useful in the circumstances, it was finally arranged, to the poor fellows inexpressible delight, that he should accompany them in their long journey to the far east.




Chapter Three.

Lingual Difficulties Accompanied by Physical Dangers and followed by the Advent of Banditti.

After several days had passed away, our travellers found themselves among the higher passes of the great mountain range of the Andes.

Before reaching that region, however, they had, in one of the villages through which they passed, supplied themselves each with a fresh stout mule, besides two serviceable animals to carry their provisions and camp equipage.

Pedro, who of course rode ahead in the capacity of guide, seemed to possess an unlimited supply of cash, and Lawrence Armstrong had at least sufficient to enable him to bear his fair share of the expenses of the journey. As for Quashy, being a servant he had no expenses to bear.

Of course the finest, as well as the best-looking, mule had been given to the pretty Manuela, and, despite the masculine attitude of her position, she sat and managed her steed with a grace of motion that might have rendered many a white dame envious. Although filled with admiration, Lawrence was by no means surprised, for he knew well that in the Pampas, or plains, to which region her father belonged, the Indians are celebrated for their splendid horsemanship. Indeed, their little children almost live on horseback, commencing their training long before they can mount, and overcoming the difficulty of smallness in early youth, by climbing to the backs of their steeds by means of a fore-leg, and not unfrequently by the tail.

The costume of the girl was well suited to her present mode of life, being a sort of light tunic reaching a little below the knees, with loose leggings, which were richly ornamented with needlework. A straw hat with a simple feather, covered her head, beneath which her curling black hair flowed in unconfined luxuriance. She wore no ornament of any kind, and the slight shoes that covered her small feet were perfectly plain. In short, there was a modest simplicity about the girls whole aspect and demeanour which greatly interested the Englishman, inducing him to murmur to himself, What an uncommonly pretty girl she would be if she were only white!

The colour of her skin was, indeed, unusually dark, but that fact did not interfere with the classic delicacy of her features, or the natural sweetness of her expression.

The order of progress in narrow places was such that Manuela rode behind Pedro and in front of Lawrence, Quashy bringing up the rear. In more open places the young Englishman used occasionally to ride up abreast of Manuela and endeavour to engage her in conversation. He was, to say truth, very much the reverse of what is styled a ladys man, and had all his life felt rather shy and awkward in female society, but being a sociable, kindly fellow, he felt it incumbent on him to do what in him lay to lighten the tedium of the long journey to one who, he thought, must naturally feel very lonely with no companions but men. Besides, he whispered to himself, she is only an Indian, and of course cannot construe my attentions to mean anything so ridiculous as love-making  so, I will speak to her in a fatherly sort of way.

Filled with this idea, as the party came out upon a wide and beautiful table-land, which seemed like a giant emerald set in a circlet of grand blue mountains, Lawrence pushed up alongside, and said  

Poor girl, I fear that such prolonged riding over these rugged passes must fatigue you. Manuela raised her dark eyes to the youths face, and, with a smile that was very slight  though not so slight but that it revealed a double row of bright little teeth  she replied softly  

Wat you say?

Oh! I forgot, you dont speak English. How stupid I am! said Lawrence with a blush, for he was too young to act the fatherly part well.

He felt exceedingly awkward, but, observing that the girls eyes were again fixed pensively on the ground, he hoped that she had not noticed the blush, and attempted to repeat the phrase in Spanish. What he said it is not possible to set down in that tongue, nor can we gratify the reader with a translation. Whatever it was, Manuela replied by again raising her dark eyes for a moment  this time without a smile  and shaking her head.

Poor Lawrence felt more awkward than ever. In despair he half thought of making trial of Latin or Greek, when Pedro came opportunely to the rescue. Looking back he began  

Senhor Armstrong

I think, interrupted the youth, that you may dispense with Senhor.

Nay, I like to use it, returned the guide. It reminds me so forcibly of the time when I addressed your good old father thus.

Well, Senhor Pedro, call me what you please. What were you about to say?

Only that we are now approaching one of the dangerous passes of the mountains, where baggage-mules sometimes touch the cliffs with their packs, and so get tilted over the precipices. But our mules are quiet, and with ordinary care we have nothing to fear.

The gorge in the mountains, which the travellers soon afterwards entered, fully justified the guides expression dangerous. It was a wild, rugged glen, high up on one side of which the narrow pathway wound  in some places rounding a cliff or projecting boulder, which rendered the passage of the baggage-mules extremely difficult. Indeed, one of the mules did slightly graze a rock with its burden; and, although naturally sure-footed, was so far thrown off its balance as to be within a hairs-breadth of tumbling over the edge and being dashed to pieces on the rocks below, where a turbulent river rushed tumultuously at the bottom of the glen.

One of the snow-clad peaks of the higher Andes lay right before them. One or two guanacos  animals of the lama species  gazed at them from the other side of the gorge, and several ill-omened vultures wheeled in the sky above, as if anticipating a catastrophe which would furnish them with a glorious meal.

A most suitable place for the depredations of banditti, or fellows like Conrad of the Mountains, I should think, said Lawrence.

Bandits are sometimes met with here, returned Pedro, quietly.

And what if we should meet with such in a place where there is scarcely room to fight?

Why then, returned the guide, with a slight curl of his moustache, we should have to try who could fight best in the smallest space.

Not a pleasant prospect in the circumstances, said Lawrence, thinking of Manuela.

For some time they rode together in silence; but Quashy, who had overheard, the conversation, and was of a remarkably combative disposition, though the reverse of bad-tempered or quarrelsome, could not refrain from asking  

Wy de Guvmint not hab lots ob sojers an pleece in de mountains to squash de raskils?

Because Government has enough to do to squash the rascals nearer home, Quashy, answered Pedro. Have a care, the track gets rather steep here.

He glanced over his shoulder at the Indian girl as he spoke. She was riding behind with an air of perfect ease and self-possession.

Fall to the rear, Quashy, said Pedro.

The black obeyed at once, and a minute later they turned the corner of a jutting rock, which had hitherto shut out from view the lower part of the gorge and the track they were following.

The sight that met their view was calculated to try the strongest nerves, for there, not a hundred paces in advance, and coming towards them, were ten of the most villainous-looking cut-throats that could be imagined, all mounted, and heavily armed with carbine, sword, and pistol.

Taken completely by surprise, the bandits  for such Pedro knew them to be  pulled up. Not so our guide. It was one of the peculiarities and strong points of Pedros character that he was never taken by surprise, or uncertain what to do.

Instantly he drew his sword with one hand, a pistol with the other, and, driving his spurs deep into his mule, dashed down the steep road at the banditti. In the very act he looked back, and, in a voice that caused the echoes of the gorge to ring, shouted in Spanish  

Come on, comrades! here they are at last! close up!

A yell of the most fiendish excitement and surprise from Quashy  who was only just coming into view  assisted the deception. If anything was wanting to complete the effect, it was the galvanic upheaval of Lawrences long arms and the tremendous flourish of his longer legs, as he vaulted over his mules head, left it scornfully behind, uttered a roar worthy of an African lion, and rushed forward on foot. He grasped his great cudgel, for sword and pistol had been utterly forgotten!

Like a human avalanche they descended on the foe. That foe did not await the onset. Panic-stricken they turned and went helter-skelter down the pass  all except two, who seemed made of sterner stuff than their fellows, and hesitated.

One of these Pedro rode fairly down, and sent, horse and all, over the precipice. Lawrences cudgel beat down the guard of the other, flattened his sombrero, and stopping only at his skull, stretched him on the ground. As for those who had fled, the appalling yells of Quashy, as he pursued them, scattered to the winds any fag-ends of courage they might have possessed, and effectually prevented their return. So tremendous and sudden was the result, that Manuela felt more inclined to laugh than cry, though naturally a good deal frightened.

Lawrence and Pedro were standing in consultation over the fallen bandit when the negro came back panting from the chase.

Das wan good job dooed, anyhow, he said. Whats you be do wid him?

What would you recommend? asked Pedro.

The negro pointed significantly to the precipice, but the guide shook his head.

No, I cannot kill in cold blood, though I have no doubt he richly deserves it. Well bind his hands and leave him. It may be weakness on my part, but we cant take him on, you know.

While Pedro was in the act of binding the robber, a wild shriek, as of some one in terrible agony, startled them. Looking cautiously over the precipice, where the sound seemed to come from, they saw that the man whom Pedro had ridden down was hanging over the abyss by the boughs of a small shrub. His steed lay mangled on the rocks of the river bank at the bottom. There was an agonised expression in the mans countenance which would have touched a heart much less soft than that of Lawrence Armstrong. Evidently the mans power of holding on was nearly exhausted, and he could not repress a shriek at the prospect of the terrible death which seemed so imminent.

Being a practised mountaineer, Lawrence at once, without thought of personal danger, and moved only by pity, slipped over the crags, and, descending on one or two slight projections, the stability of which even a Swiss goat might have questioned, reached the bush. A look of fierce and deadly hate was on the robbers face, for, judging of others by himself, he thought, no doubt, that his enemy meant to hasten his destruction.

Here, catch hold  Ill save you! cried Lawrence, extending his strong right hand.

A glance of surprise told that he was understood. The bandit let go the hold of one of his hands and made a convulsive grasp at his rescuer. Their fingers touched, but at the same moment the branch gave way, and, with a cry of wild despair, the wretched man went headlong down.

Not, however, to destruction. The effort he had made threw him slightly to one side of the line which his horse had taken in its fall. The difference was very slight indeed, yet it sufficed to send him towards another bush lower down the cliff. Still, the height he had to fall would have ensured the breaking of all his bones if the bush had not hurled him off with a violent rebound.

Lawrence almost felt giddy with horror. Next moment a heavy plunge was heard. The man had fallen into a deep dark pool in the river, which was scarce distinguishable from the cliffs above. Being fringed with bushes, it was impossible to note whether he rose again. Lawrence was still gazing anxiously at the pool, when something touched his cheek. It was a lasso which Pedro had quietly dropped over his shoulders.

Hold fast to it, senhor, youll never get up without it, he said, in tones so earnest that the youth became suddenly alive to the great danger of his position. In the haste and anxiety of his descent he had failed to note that one or two of the slight projections on which he had placed his feet had broken away, and that therefore a return to the top of the almost perpendicular precipice by the same route was impracticable. Even the slight ledge on which he stood, and from which the little shrub grew, seemed to be crumbling away beneath his great weight. With that feeling of alarm which the sudden and unexpected prospect of instant death brings, we presume, even to the stoutest hearts, Lawrence clutched the line convulsively. He was ignorant at that time of the great strength of the South American lasso, and hesitated to trust his life entirely to it. Pedro guessed his feelings.

Dont fear to trust it, he said, many a wild bull it has held, four times your size; but wait till Quashy and I get our feet well fixed  well haul you up easily.

Have you made the end fast? cried Lawrence, looking up and encountering the anxious gaze of the Indian maiden.

Yes, massa, all fast, answered Quashy, whose look of horror can be more easily imagined than described.

Hold on, then, and dont haul.

The two men obeyed, and the active youth pulled himself up hand over hand, making good use in passing of any hollow or projection that afforded the slightest hold for his toes. At the top he was roughly grasped by his rescuers and dragged into safety.

Poor fellow! he exclaimed, on reaching the top.

Well, massa, said Quashy, with a broad grin, das jist wat Is agwine to say, but yous too quick for me.

I meant the bandit, not myself, said Lawrence, looking over the cliff at the pool with an expression of great pity.

Ha! dont be uneasy about him, said Pedro, with a short laugh, as he resumed the binding of the stunned robber. If hes killed or drowned hes well out o the way. If he has escaped hell be sure to recover and make himself a pest to the neighbourhood for many a day to come.  No, no, my good man, its of no use, you neednt try it.

The latter part of this speech was in Spanish, and addressed to the robber, who, having recovered consciousness, had made a sudden struggle to shake off his captor. As suddenly he ceased the effort on finding that the strength of the guide was greatly superior to his own.

In another minute Pedro stood up, having bound the bandits hands in front of him in a manner that rendered any effort at self-liberation impossible  at least in a short space of time.

There, said Pedro to Lawrence, Ill warrant him to lead a harmless life until to-morrow at any rate.

As he spoke he drew the mans pistols, knife, and carbine, and handed them to Quashy.

There, he said, you may find these useful.

Meanwhile the robber lay quietly on his back, glancing from one to another of the party with looks of hatred that told clearly enough how he would have acted had he been free.

Turning to him as he was about to remount and quit the scene, Pedro said very sternly in Spanish  

You and I have met before, friend, and you know my powers with the rifle at long-range. If you offer to rise from the spot where you now lie until we have disappeared round that rocky point half a mile along the road, you are a dead man. After we have turned the point, you may go where you will and do what you please. I might point out that in refraining from cutting your throat I am showing mercy which you dont deserve  but it is useless to throw pearls to swine.

The man spoke no word of reply, though he did look a little surprised as the party left him and rode away.

Would it not have been safer to have bound his hands behind his back? asked Lawrence.

No doubt it would, but he is secure enough for our purpose as he is. If I had bound him as you suggest, he would have been almost certain to perish, being quite unable to help himself. As it is, he can use his tied hands to some extent, and, by perseverance in sawing the lines against sharp rocks, he will set himself free at last. By that time, however, we shall be beyond his reach.

From time to time they all glanced over their shoulders as they rode along, but the bound man did not stir. After they had passed beyond the point of rock before referred to, Lawrences curiosity prompted him to turn back and peep round.

The bandit had already risen from the ground, and could be seen walking, as quickly as circumstances permitted, up the track by which they had just descended.

In a few minutes his tall figure was seen to pause for a brief space at the summit of the pass. Then it disappeared on the other side into the gloomy recesses of the mountains.




Chapter Four.

In which Quashy is Communicative and an Enemy is Turned into a Friend.

The pass which our travellers had just crossed merely led them over a mountain chain which may be described as the Peruvian Cordillera. Beyond it lay a fruitful valley of considerable extent, which terminated at the base of the great range, or backbone, of the Andes. Beyond this again lay another valley of greater extent than the first, which was bounded by a third range or cordillera of inferior height, the eastern slopes of which descended on one hand in varying undulations to the dense forests of equatorial Brazil, on the other, by easy gradations to the level Pampas or plains which extend for hundreds of miles through the lands of the Argentine Confederation to the Atlantic.

Two mountain passes, therefore, were still to be crossed, and Lawrence Armstrong began to think that if things went on as they had begun a pretty lively experience probably lay before them.

But in this he was mistaken, at least as regarded banditti, though in some other respects the journey was not quite devoid of stirring incidents  as we shall see.

We have said that the good-nature of the young Englishman induced him to attempt conversation with the Indian girl, and at first Manuela appeared to be amused, if not interested, by his unsuccessful efforts; but after one of these futile attempts Pedro made some remarks to the girl in the Indian tongue, and in a tone of remonstrance, which had the effect of rendering her more silent and grave than before. Lawrence, therefore, finally ceased to address her, though his natural gallantry prompted him to offer assistance when it seemed necessary, and to accost her with a hearty good-night and good-morning each day.

As Pedro, in his capacity of guide, usually rode a few paces in advance, and was frequently in a silent, abstracted mood, Lawrence was thus thrown almost entirely on the negro for companionship. Although the young Englishman may not have estimated his company very highly, nothing could have been more satisfactory to Quashy, who, with delight expressed in every wrinkle and lineament of his black visage, fully availed himself of his opportunities.

O Massa Lawrie! he exclaimed, at the close of one of their conversations, how I does lub to talk ob de ole times when me an you was play togidder!

Yes, its very nice to recall old times, answered Lawrence, with a half-suppressed yawn, for they had by that time gone over the old times so often that the novelty had rather worn off.

Yes, bery nice, repeated Quashy, with gleaming eyes, when I tink ob de ole fadder an de ole mill an de ole fun what me an you carried on  oh! my heart goes like to bust.

Dont let it bust here, whatever you do, Quashy, for youll need all the heart you possess to carry you safely over these mountain passes.

Quashy opened his huge mouth, shut his eyes, and went off in a high falsetto  his usual mode of laughing. He always laughed at Lawrences little jokes, whether good or bad, insomuch that the youth finally abstained from jesting as much as possible.

I did not know, continued Lawrence, that there were so many robbers about. Pedro tells me that the mountains are swarming with them just now.

Ho yis, massa, plenty ob rubbers eberywhar, said Quashy, with a nod, more nor nuff ob dem. You see, massa, Chili an Proos a-fightin wid each oder jus now. What deys fightin about no mortial knows; an, whats more, nobody cares. I spose one say de oders wrong an de oder say de ones say not right. Bof say das a big lie so at it dey goes hammer an tongs to prove  ha! ha! to prove deys bof right. Oh my!

Here the negro opened his cavernous jaws and gave vent to another explosion of shrill laughter.

What fools dey is!

Then you think it is only fools who fight, Quashy?

Ob coorse, massa. Don you see, if dey wasnt fools dey wouldnt fight; cause fightin cant prove nuffin, an it cant do nuffin, cep waste life an money. No doubt, added the negro, with a meditative gaze at the ground, when rubbers come at a feller hes boun to fight, for why? he cant help it; or when Red Injin savages

Have a care, Quashy, what you say about Indians. Ive warned you once already.

O massa! said the poor black, with a look of almost superhuman penitence, I beg your pardn. Is quite forgit to remimber. I was just agwine to say that there is times when you mus fight. But isnt Chili Christn, an isnt Proo Christn? I don bleeve in Christns what cut each oders troats to prove deys right. Howsever, das noting. What Is agwine to say is  dars a lot o white livers on bof sides, an dese dey runs away, takes to de mountains and becomes rubbers. But deys not all bad alike, dough none of ems good. Yous heerd ob Conrad ob de Mountains, massa?

Yes, Pedro mentioned his name. He seems to be a celebrated bandit.

Well, Is not sure. Some peepil say hes not a rubber at all, but a good sort o feller as goes mad sometimes. Hes bery kind to women an childn, but hes bery awrful.

Thats a strange character. How do you know hes so very awful, Quashy?

Because I seed im, massa.

Indeed, where?

On de plains ob Proo, massa, replied the negro, with that self-satisfied clearing of the throat which was usually the prelude to a long story.

Come now, Quashy, said Lawrence, with a laugh, dont be too long-winded, and dont exaggerate.

Dont ex-what-gerate, massa?

Exaggerate.

Whats dat, massa?

Never mind, Quashy  go on.

With a genial and highly exaggerated smile, the negro proceeded:  

Well, as I was agwine to say, I see dis man, Conrad ob de Mountains, on de plains ob Proo. Is in de Proo camp at de time, attendin on yous fadder, an de army ob Chili was in front ob us on de slopes ob de hills, agwine to go in for a fight wid us. De sojers of Proo wasnt bery keen for fightin. I could see dat, but their ginral screwed em up to de pint, an dey was all ready, when all of a sudden, we sees a prisner brought in by four sojers. Dey seem so fraid ob him dey darnt touch him, tho he was unarmed. Two walked behind him, an two walked in front ob im, all wid dere baynets pintin at im, ready to skewer im all round if he was try to run. But, poor chap, he walk wid his head down, bery sad-like  nebber tinkin ob runnin. So dey druv im up to our ginral. I was in a crowd o tall fellers, an de prisner had his back to me, so I not seed his face well. Das Conrad ob de Mountains deyve cotched, says a feller near me. Listen! We all listend so quiet you could hear a skito sneeze. Whats you name? asks de ginral, ridin close up to Conrad on his splendid war-hoss  a child ob one ob de war-hosses as come ober wid Pizarro from Spain. My names Pumpkin, answers de prisner. Das a lie! says de ginral. Nos not, says Conrad, lookin up, as I could see by de back ob his head. What side you blongs to, raskil? To no side, ginral. Whar you come fro? Fro de mountains, ginrl. Whar you go to? Ober de mountains, ginral. I could see by de way de fedders in de ginrals hat shake dat hes gittin in a wax at de cool imprence ob de prisner, but he strain hisself, an spoke sarkmustic. Senhor Pumpkin, says he, you are Conrad ob de Mountains,  (cause he guess who he was by dat time); how you prepose to go ober de mountains? Dis way! says Conrad, an, nixt momint, up goes de ginrals leg, down goes his head an fedders on de ground, and Conrad sits in de saddle afore you can wink. All round de baynets was charge, but dey haul up jist in time not to skewer one anoder, for de horse shotted out fro between dem all, an away straight to de Chili lines, whar dere was a great cheerin, for dey tought it was a deserter. When Conrad came up, he trotted quietly troo de ranks, till he got near to whar de Chili commander stood wid his hofficers, wonderin who he was. As he couldnt spec to git no furder, he rides quietly up to a hofficer, takes de sword out ob his hand afore he understand what he wants, den, diggin de spurs into de big war-hoss, off he goes wid a yell like a Red Inj  oh! Is mean like a  a bufflo bull. Out comes de swords. Dey close all round im. I no see him by dat time. He too fur off; but a friend ob mine was near, an he say dat Conrad swing de long sword so quick, an de sun was shinin so clar, dat it look like a circle ob fire all round him. Down dey hoed on ebery side. Off goed a head here, an arm dere. One trooper cut troo at de waist, an falld off, but de legs stick on. Anoder splitted right down fro de helmet, so as one half fall on one side, an de odour half fall

Come now, Quashy, interrupted Lawrence, with a laugh, you exaggerate.

What! you call dat exaggerate, massa? Den Conrad exaggerate about ten more afore he cut his way troo an scaped to de hills. Oh, hes an awrful man!

Truly he must be very awful, if all you relate of him be true, said Lawrence; and I sincerely trust that if we fall in with him we may find him friendly. Now, I shall ride forward, and ask Pedro if we are far from our halting-place.

This abrupt change of subject was usually understood by the amiable negro to mean that our hero  whom he persisted in regarding as his master  had had enough of his conversation at that time, so he reined back his mule, while Lawrence pushed forward.

To his question Pedro replied that he expected to reach the next sleeping-place very soon.

It will not be as luxurious as the last, he said; but, doubtless, one who has traversed the mountains of Scotland is prepared to rough it in South America.

You speak as if you were yourself somewhat acquainted with the Scottish mountains.

So I am, senhor, replied the guide. I had clambered up Ben Nevis while I was yet a little boy.

Surely you are not a Scot? said Lawrence, with a quick glance.

No, I am not a Scot, senhor. To have travelled in a country does not render one a native, else might I claim England, Ireland, and Switzerland as my native lands. See, yonder lies the little farm where I hope to put up for the night.

He pointed as he spoke to the head of the glen or valley, which was somewhat narrower and more gloomy than the vales through which they had ridden in the earlier part of the day. Since crossing the first cordillera on the Pacific side of the Andes they had, indeed, traversed a great variety of country. In some places the land was rocky and comparatively barren. In others, where the peculiar form of the mountains sheltered the table-lands, the country was fertile, and numerous farms dotted the landscape, but as they ascended higher on the main chain the farms became fewer, until they finally disappeared, and an occasional hut, with a mere patch of cultivated ground, was all that remained in the vast solitudes to tell of the presence of man.

It was to one of these huts that Pedro now directed his companions attention.

A most suitable place for the abode of banditti, remarked Lawrence, as they advanced up the winding path.

And many a time do the bandits lodge there, returned Pedro. Of course, robbers of the Andes do not go about with placards on their backs announcing their profession to all the world, and, as long as they behave themselves, farmers are bound to regard them as honest men.

You said, if I heard rightly, observed Lawrence, that you had formerly met with the rascal whom we let off the other day.

Yes, I know him well. One of the worst men in the land. Im almost sorry we did not shoot him, but I never could take human life in cold blood, even when that life had been forfeited over and over again. However, hes sure to get his deserts sooner or later.

Then he is not Conrad of the Mountains whom you mentioned to me lately?

No, Conrad is a very different stamp of man  though he has not too much to boast of in the way of character if all thats said of him be true. The man we let go is a gaucho of the Pampas named Cruz. He delights in war, and has fought in the armies of Chili, Peru, and the Argentine Confederation without much regard to the cause of quarrel. In fact, wherever fighting is going on Cruz is sure to be there. Lately he has taken to the mountains, and now fights for his own hand.

And the other poor fellow who went over the precipice, asked Lawrence, did you know him?

I knew him slightly. Antonio is his name, I think, but he is a villain of no note  an inferior bandit, though quite equal to his captain, no doubt, in selfishness and cruelty.

On arriving at the hut or small farm at the head of the valley, they found its owner, a burly, good-humoured Creole, alone with his mother, an old woman whose shrivelled-up appearance suggested the idea of a mummy partially thawed into life. She was busy cooking over a small fire, the smoke of which seemed congenial to her  judging from the frequency with which she thrust her old head into it while inspecting the contents of an iron pot.

There was plenty of room for them, the host said, with an air of profound respect for Pedro, whom he saluted as an old acquaintance. The house had been full two days before, but the travellers had gone on, and the only one who remained was a poor man who lay in an out-house very sick.

Who is he? asked Pedro, as he assisted Manuela to alight.

I know not, senhor, replied the host. He is a stranger, who tells me he has been robbed. I can well believe it, for he has been roughly handled, and there are some well-known bandits in the neighbourhood. His injuries would not have been so serious, however, if he had not caught a fever from exposure.

Indeed, returned the guide, who, however, seemed more interested in unsaddling his mules than in listening to the account of the unfortunate man, was it near this that he fell in with the bandits?

No, senhor, it was far to the west. The travellers who brought him on said they found him almost insensible on the banks of a stream into which he appeared to have fallen or been thrown.

Pedro glanced at Lawrence.

Hear you that, senhor?

My Spanish only suffices to inform me that some one has been robbed and injured.

Explaining fully what their host had said, Pedro advised Lawrence to visit the stranger in his medical character.

My friend is a doctor, he said, turning to the host, take him to the sick man; for myself, I will put up the mules and then assist the old mother, for mountain air sharpens appetite.

In a rude, tumble-down hut close to the main building Lawrence found his patient. He lay stretched in a corner on a heap of straw in a state of great exhaustion  apparently dying  and with several bandages about his cut and bruised head and face.

The first glance told Lawrence that it was Antonio, the robber whom he had tried to rescue, but he carefully concealed his knowledge, and, bending over the man, addressed him as if he were a stranger. The start and look of surprise mingled with alarm on the robbers face told that he had recognised Lawrence, but he also laid restraint on himself, and drew one of the bandages lower down on his eyes.

Feeling his pulse, Lawrence asked him about his food.

He got little, he said, and that little was not good; the people of the farm seemed to grudge it.

My poor man, said Lawrence in his bad Spanish, they are starving you to death. But Ill see to that.

He rose and went out quickly. Returning with a basin of soup, he presented it to the invalid, who ate it with relish. Then the man began to relate how he had been attacked a few days before by a party of robbers in one of the mountain passes, who had cut the throats of all his party in cold blood, and had almost killed himself, when he was rescued by the opportune arrival of some travellers.

Lawrence was much disgusted at first by the mans falsehood. Observing the poor fellows extreme weakness, however, and his evident anxiety lest he should be recognised, the feeling changed to pity. Laying his hand gently on the mans shoulder, he said, with a look of solemnity which perchance made, up to some extent for the baldness of the phraseology  

Antonio, tell not lies; you are dying!

The startled man looked at his visitor earnestly. Am I dying? he asked, in a low tone.

You are, perhaps; I know not. I will save you if possible.

These words were accompanied by a kind look and a comforting pat on the shoulder, which, it may be, did more for the sick man than the best of physic. At all events the result was a sudden grasp of the hand and a look of gratitude which spoke volumes. The robber was about to give vent to his feelings in speech when the door opened, and the burly host, putting his head in, announced that supper was ready.

Giving his patient another reassuring pat, the young doctor left him and returned to the banqueting-hall of the mountain farm, where he found that Manuela, Pedro, and Quashy were more or less earnestly engaged with the contents of the iron pot.




Chapter Five.

Lawrence and Quashy become Flosuffical, and they camp out beside the Giants Castle.

While the party were at supper the first gusts of a storm, which had for some time been brewing, shook the little hut, and before they had all fallen into the profound slumber which usually followed their days journey, a heavy gale was howling among the mountain gorges with a noise like the roaring of a thousand lions. For two days the gale raged so furiously that travelling  especially in the higher regions of the Andes  became impossible. The Indian girl, Pedro, and the negro, bore their detention with that stoicism which is not an infrequent characteristic of mountaineers, guides, and savages. As for our hero, he devoted himself and all his skill to his patient  to which duty he was the more reconciled that it afforded him a good opportunity at once for improving his Spanish and pointing out to the bandit the error of his ways.

To do the man justice, he seemed to be fully sensible of the young doctors kindness, and thanked him, with tears in his eyes, not only for his previous intention to save him from the tremendous fall over the cliff, but for his subsequent efforts to alleviate the evil consequences thereof.

It mattered nothing to the great warm-hearted, loose-jointed Englishman that when he mentioned these hopeful signs in his patient to Pedro, that worthy shook his head and smiled sarcastically, or that Quashy received the same information with a closing of the eyes and an expansion of the jaws which revealed the red recesses of his throat to their darkest deeps! Lawrence, being a man of strong opinions, was not to be shaken out of them either by sarcasm or good-humoured contempt.

Turning to the Indian girl for sympathy, he related the matter to her at a time when the other inhabitants of the hut had gone out and left them alone.

You see,  Manuela, he said, with the frown of meditation on his brow, and his eyes fixed on the ceiling, I have no belief in the very common idea that there is a soft spot in the heart of every man, however bad; but I do believe that the heart of the very worst of men may be made soft by the Spirit of God, and that He employs us, who call ourselves Christians, as His agents in bringing about the result. It is quite possible that I may have been thrown in the way of this robber for the very purpose of touching his heart through kindness  Gods own motive-power  and that the Spirit will soften his heart to receive the touch.

He paused, and, withdrawing his gaze from the ceiling, observed that the girls eyes were fixed on his face with an expression of perplexity and earnestness.

It then suddenly occurred to him that, having spoken in English, she could not have understood him.

But you do look as if you had some idea of what I have been saying, Manuela. Have you?

Si, senhor, some, was the reply, as she dropped her eyes with an embarrassed look and blushed so as to make her pretty brown face look alarmingly red.

Endeavouring to convey the same ideas through the medium of Spanish, Lawrence made such a bungle of it that Manuela, instead of expressing sympathy, began to struggle so obviously with her feelings that the poor Englishman gave up the attempt, and good-naturedly joined his companion in a little burst of laughter. They were in the midst of this when the door opened and Quashy entered.

You pears to be jolly, observed the genial negro, with every wrinkle of his black visage ready to join in sympathetically, was de jok a desprit good un?

Not very desperate, Quashy, said Lawrence, it was only my bad Spanish which made Manuela laugh. If you had been here to interpret we might have got on better with our philosophical discourse.

O massa! returned the black  solemn remonstrance, both in manner and tone, putting to sudden flight the beaming look of sympathy dont speak of me terpretin Spinich. Nebber could take kindly to dat stuff. Ob course I kin talk wid de peons an de gauchos, whose convsation am mostly bout grub, an hosses, an cattle, an dollars, an murder, but when I tries to go in for flosuffy, an sitch like, I breaks down altogidder.

At this point the Indian girls tendency to laugh increased, but whether because of fresh views of the absurdity of what had passed, or because of some faint perception of the negros meaning, Lawrence had no power to decide.

I should have thought, Quashy, he said, with a return of his wonted gravity, that a man of a thoughtful and contemplative turn of mind like you would have acquired the power of expressing almost any idea in Spanish by this time.

Tank you for de complment, massa, replied Quashy, but I not so clebber as you tink. Der am some tings in flosuffy dat beats me. When I tries to putt em afore oder peepil in Spinich, I somehow gits de brain-pan into sitch a conglomeration ob fumbustication dat I not able to see quite clar what I mean myself  dough, ob course, I knows dat Im right.

Indeed!

Yis; but de great consolation I has is dat de peepil Im talkin to dont onderstand me a mossel better nor myself; an, ob course, as noting in de wurl could show dem dey was wrong, it dont much matter.

That is good philosophy, at all events. Isnt it, Manuela? asked Lawrence in Spanish.

Si, senhor, replied the girl, with sparkling eyes and a dazzling display of little teeth which seemed to indicate that she fully appreciated what was said.

Strange, thought Lawrence so grave and pensive, yet at times so sprightly; so intelligent, yet, of course, so ignorant; so very brown, and yet so pretty. What a pity she is not white!

He only said, however, with a sigh, Is the gale abating, Quashy?

To which the negro replied, with a responsive sigh, Yis, massa,  it am.

After two days delay our travellers were enabled to proceed. While their host was busy saddling the mules Lawrence took Pedro aside.

I am anxious about that bandit, he said. It is not his power of recovering I am afraid of, but our hosts willingness to take care of him.

Have you not spoken to him about it, senhor, and paid him in advance, like the good Samaritan?

Truly I have, but that does not secure fidelity in our host, and the mans life may depend on his treatment during the next few days. I almost wish that we might delay our journey a little.

That cannot be, returned Pedro, with decision. Besides, it is unnecessary, for I have spoken to our host, and told him to take good care of the fellow.

Lawrence could scarcely forbear smiling at the quiet assurance with which Pedro spoke.

Surely, he said, you cannot count on his being influenced by your commands after you are gone?

Yes, senhor, I can count on that, for he knows me, and I occasionally pass this way.

Pedro turned away as he spoke and went towards the mules, the fastenings of whose loads he carefully inspected. Lawrence went to look after his own animal with his mind much relieved, for the manner of Pedro was such as to inspire irresistible, almost blind, confidence.

During the first mile or two, as they rode along, our hero puzzled himself in a vain attempt to analyse the cause of this confidence. Was it the result of that imperturbable self-possession and invariable readiness of resource which marked the guide; or was it the stern truthfulness of his dark eyes, coupled with the retiring modesty and gravity of his demeanour? Perhaps it was the union of these characteristics. He could not tell.

While thus engaged in profound thought he was roused by Manuela riding alongside of him, and pointing upwards with animated looks while she exclaimed  

See  look  senhor!

Much surprised, for this was the first time during the journey that the girl had ventured to attract his attention, the youth looked in the direction indicated, and certainly the view that met his eyes was calculated to banish not only the surprise, but all other feelings save those of admiration of Nature and reverence for Natures God.

They had just rounded one of those rocky bluffs which so frequently interrupted their view during their upward journey, and had come upon a scene which they could not find words adequately to describe. As interjectional phrases alone could indicate something of their emotions to each other, so fragmentary sentences alone will convey a faint semblance of the truth to the intelligence of the reader.

Mountains, glens, and mighty cliffs; hideous precipices and yawning gulfs; snow-clad summits high above them, and rock-riven gorges far below. Distance upon distance ranging backward and upward to infinity, where all was mingled with cloudland; sunlit here, darkest shadowed there  wildness, weirdness, grandeur, and magnificence everywhere!

In the immediate foreground the serpentine path wound upward among rugged rocks, and the riders, picking their steps, as it were, midway up the face of a stupendous precipice, looked upward on the left at an apparently summitless wall, and downward on the right into an almost bottomless valley, through which a river roared as if mad with joy at having escaped its glacier-prison; though its roaring was softened well-nigh to silence by distance, while in appearance it seemed little larger than a silver thread.

I could almost believe that to be a giants castle, remarked Lawrence, pointing to the opposite side of the ravine, where a huge perpendicular mountain of porphyry was so broken into turrets, towers, and battlements, that it was difficult, except for its size, to believe it other than the work of man. There were even holes and formations about it that had the appearance of antique windows, gates, and drawbridges!

Yes, it is a strange place, said the guide, checking his mule; moreover, we must spend the night under its shadow, for it is impossible to reach a better place of shelter to-night; and, by good fortune, yonder is something fresh for supper.

Pedro pointed to a spot about seven or eight hundred yards distant, where a group of guanacos stood gazing at the intruders with profound attention.

How will you get near enough for a shot? asked Lawrence; they will be gone before you can get across the ravine, and there is little or no cover.

You shall see, said Pedro, cocking his rifle.

But  but no weapon short of a cannon will carry so far  at least with accuracy, exclaimed Lawrence in surprise, for at the time of which we write breech-loaders and the long-range weapons of precision had not been introduced in those regions. Indeed, the armies of South America, and of Europe also, still slew each other with the familiar Brown Bess and the clumsy flint-lock at that time.

Pedro paid no attention to the remark, but, dismounting, slowly raised the rifle to his shoulder. The guide was one of those men who seem to live in advance of their age. He had thought out, and carried out in a rough-and-ready manner, ideas which have since been scientifically reduced to practice. Being well aware that any projectile is drawn downward in its flight by the law of gravitation, and that if you want to hit a distant point you must aim considerably above it, he had, by careful experiment, found out how high above an object at a given distance one must aim in order to hit, and, by constant practice in judging distance, as well as in taking aim above his mark, he had attained to such skill as a long-range marksman that his friends almost believed it impossible for game to get beyond the range of his deadly weapon, and foes never felt easy till they were entirely out of his sight. The comparative slowness, too, of the flint-lock in discharging a rifle, had necessitated in him a degree of steadiness, not only while taking aim, but even after pulling the trigger, which rendered him what we might term statuesque in his action as he levelled his piece.

For a few seconds the rock beside him was not more steady. Then the cliffs burst into a fusillade of echoes, and the guanacos leaped wildly up the mountain-side, leaving one of their number on the rocks behind them.

It was some time before the young Englishman could get over his astonishment at this feat, for Pedro had pointed his weapon so high that he did not appear to be aiming at the animal at all, and he maintained an animated discussion with the mountaineer until they reached a part of the pass which proved to be somewhat dangerous.

And here they met with a party of muleteers crossing the mountains in the opposite direction. They were still far above them when first observed descending the same steep and narrow road.

We will wait here till they pass, said the guide, pulling up at a point where the width of the track was considerable. I see by the escort that they carry something of value  probably bars of silver from one of the mines. They have reached the worst part of the pass. I shouldnt wonder to see one of the mules go over  they often do.

And always get killed, I suppose, said Lawrence.

Not always. Now and then they have wonderful escapes, but many hundreds have been lost here. See!

As he spoke one of the baggage-mules of the party touched the cliff with its load. This caused the animal to stagger; his hind-legs actually went over the precipice, and the loose stones began to roll away from under his hoofs. With his fore-feet, however, still on the narrow track, he held on bravely, even sticking his nose on the ground, so that he had the appearance of holding on by his teeth! Two of the peons rushed to render assistance, but before they reached him he had slipped, and rolled down the awful slope which ended in a sheer perpendicular precipice. Here he bounded off into space, and next moment fell, baggage and all, with a tremendous splash into the river.

It seemed impossible that the poor animal could have escaped with life, but in another moment his head reappeared above water, and he made a brave struggle to gain the bank. The current, however, was too strong for him. Down he went below the foaming water, his scraggy tail making a farewell flourish as he disappeared. But again his head appeared, and once again he struggled for the bank. This time with success, for he had been swept into a shallow in which he was able to maintain his foothold and slowly drag himself out of the river. When in safety, he stood with drooping head and tail, as if in a state of the most thorough dejection at having made such an exhibition of himself.

Clebber beast! shouted Quashy, who had stood with his ten fingers expanded, his great mouth open, and his whole emotional soul glaring out of his monstrous eyes.

Well done! echoed Lawrence, who was scarcely less pleased than his servant.

The party now drew near, and very striking was their appearance  the variously coloured mules, following the bell-mare which went in advance as a leader, winding slowly down the crooked path, and the peons in their picturesque costumes shouting, laughing, or singing wild snatches of song as they were moved by fury, fun, or fancy.

The men, who numbered a dozen or so, and were well-armed, were apparently relieved to find that our travellers were not bandits, in regard to whom their questions showed that they felt some anxiety. They had witnessed Pedros shot from the heights above, and looked upon him with no little surprise and much respect as they commented on his power with the rifle.

A few questions were asked, a few compliments paid, and then the two parties, passing each other, proceeded on their respective ways.

Crossing the mountain torrent at a rather dangerous ford, towards evening Pedro led his companions to a spot not far from the ramparts of what Lawrence styled the giants castle.

It was not an inviting spot at first. There was little pasture for the wearied mules on the almost naked rocks, and the stunted trees and gnarled roots told eloquently of the severity of winter in those high regions. There was, however, a good spring of water and an over-arching rock, which promised some degree of refreshment and shelter, and when firewood was collected, a ruddy blaze sent up, the kettle put on to boil, and several fine cuts of the guanaco set up to roast, the feelings of sadness which had at first influenced Lawrence were put to flight, and he felt more satisfaction in his lodging than he could have experienced if it had been a palatial hotel with its confined air and feather beds and cloying luxuries.

There was a species of natural recess in the cliff which Pedro screened off as a chamber for Manuela, while she assisted Quashy to prepare the supper.

Theres nothing like fresh mountain air, exclaimed Lawrence, with a glow of enthusiasm, after the first attack on the guanaco steaks had subsided.

Specially when the said air happens to be quiet and warm, and the night fine and the stars bright and the company pleasant, added the guide.

Quashy had a habit, when his risible faculties were only gently tickled, of shutting his eyes, throwing back his head, opening his great mouth wide, and indulging in a silent laugh. Having done so on the present occasion, he shut his mouth with a snap and opened his eyes.

Ho yis, he said in a low tone, bery nice when it all plisent like now, but it am anoder ting when de fresh mountain air goes howlerin an bowlerin about like a wild beast, an when it snowses an frozes fit to cut off your noses an shribel up de bery marrow in your bones! Oh! you got no notion what

Hold your tongue, Quashy, interrupted Lawrence, why, your description of such things makes one shiver. Let us hope we may have no experience of them and enjoy our comforts while we may.

Dats true flosuffy, massa, returned the negro, helping himself to more guanaco, and offering some on the end of his fork to Manuela, who accepted the same with her usual ready smile, which, however, on this occasion, expanded into an uncontrollable little laugh.

Lawrence was perplexed, and so was Quashy, for the quiet little Indian was not given to giggling at trifles, much less to laughing at nothing. Lawrence observed, however, that the girl did not reach out her hand with her usual graceful action, but on the contrary gave her arm an awkward twist which obliged the negro to stretch needlessly far over towards her in handing the meat.

The result was that a pannikin of coffee which Quashy had placed on his plate  the plate being in his lap  began to tilt over. Before any one could warn him it overturned, causing the poor man to spring up with a yell as the hot liquid drenched his legs. Of course every one laughed. People always do at such mild mishaps. As the coffee was not too hot, and there was more in the kettle, Quashy joined in the laugh while he wiped his garments, and afterwards replenished his pannikin.

But a new light began to force itself upon Lawrence. Can it be, he thought, that she did that on purpose?  that she saw the pannikin was tilting, and  no, thats impossible!

He looked earnestly at the girl. She had recovered her gravity by that time, and was quietly eating her supper with downcast eyes. Impossible, he repeated in thought, so unlike her, and so very unlike the Indian character. Nevertheless his perplexity remained, and when he went to sleep that night, after gazing long and earnestly up at the bright stars and at the white summits of the Andes which rose in awful grandeur above him, he dreamed that while Quashy was sitting sound asleep with his head on his knees in front of the fire, Manuela availed herself of the opportunity to pour an ocean of hot coffee down his back!

Starting up wide awake at this, he found that Quashy lay beside him, sleeping quietly on his back, that Pedro was similarly engaged, that the Indian girl had disappeared into her dormitory, that the giants castle looked more splendidly real than ever in the rising moonlight, and that no sound was to be heard save the brawling of the escaped river, as it fled from its glacier-prison to its home in the mighty sea.




Chapter Six.

A Storm in the Mountains  Refuge found  Converse round the Fire.

The summit of the pass was at last gained, and not a moment too soon, for the storm which they had experienced a few days before was but the prelude to a gale such as is rarely experienced save in the winter months of the year, when most of the mountain passes are closed.

It began by mutterings of distant thunder, which caused the guide to look round the horizon and up at the sky somewhat anxiously.

Do you think we shall reach our next shelter before it breaks? asked Lawrence.

I hope so, said Pedro, pausing on a ridge from which an almost illimitable view was had of mountain range and valley in all directions.

Far over in that direction, he continued, pointing with his hand, lies the land of the Incas. You have heard of the Incas, senhor?

Yes, I have heard of them, but cannot say that I am intimately acquainted with their history.

It is a strange history  a very sad one, returned Pedro. I will tell you something about it at another time; at present it behoves us to push on.

There was no question as to that point, for just as he spoke a sudden and powerful gust of wind swept Quashys straw hat off and sent it spinning gaily along the path. Vaulting from his mule with a wild shout, the negro gave chase on foot, with an amount of anxiety that seemed not justified by the occasion. But as the poet truly puts it, things are not what they seem, and Quashys head-piece, which presented much the appearance of a battered old straw hat, was in truth an article of very considerable value.

It was one of those hats made by the people of South America, with a delicate fibre so finely plaited that in texture it resembles fine canvas, though in appearance it is like straw. It is exceedingly tough, takes a very long time to manufacture, and costs many dollars  so many, indeed, that a hat of the kind is thought worthy of being preserved and left as an heirloom from father to son as long as it lasts.

No wonder then that the negro made frantic efforts to regain his property  all the more frantic that he was well aware if it should pass over one of the neighbouring precipices it would be lost to him for ever. At last a friendly gust sent it into a snowdrift, through which Quashy plunged and captured it.

Snow in considerable quantities lay here and there around them in the form of old patches or drifts, and this began to be swept up by the fierce wind in spite of its solidity. Soon new snow began to fall, and, mingling with the old drifts, rendered the air so thick that it was sometimes difficult to see more than a few yards in advance. Lawrence, being unused to such scenes, began to fear they should get lost in these awful solitudes, and felt specially anxious for Manuela, who, despite the vigour of a frame trained, as it no doubt had been, in all the hardihood incidental to Indian camp life, seemed to shrink from the fierce blast and to droop before the bitter cold.

Here, put on my poncho, said the youth, riding suddenly up to the girls side and unceremoniously flinging his ample garment over the slight poncho she already wore. She drew it round her at once, and silently accepted the offering with a smile and an inclination of her small head which, even in these uncomfortable circumstances, were full of grace.

Why was she born a savage? thought the youth, with almost petulant exasperation. If she had only been white and civilised, I would have wooed and won  at least, he added, modestly, I would have tried to win and wed her in spite of all the opposing world. As it is, the  the  gulf is impassable!

You have anticipated me, senhor, said the guide, who had reined in until the rest of the party overtook him. I had halted with the intention of offering my poncho to Manuela. Poor girl, she is a daughter of the warm Pampas, and unused to the cold of the mountains.

He turned to her, and said something in the Indian tongue which seemed to comfort her greatly, for she replied with a look and tone of satisfaction.

I have just told her, he said to Lawrence, as they resumed the journey, that in half an hour we shall reach a hut of shelter. It is at the foot of a steep descent close ahead; and as the wind is fortunately on our backs, we shall be partially protected by the hill.

Surely the place cannot be a farm, said Lawrence; it must be too high up for that.

No, as you say, it is too high for human habitation. The hut is one of those places of refuge which have been built at every two or three leagues to afford protection to travellers when assailed by such snow-storms as that which is about to break on us now.

He stopped, for the party came at the moment to a slope so steep that it seemed impossible for man or mule to descend. Being partly sheltered from the fitful gusts of wind, it was pretty clear of snow, and they could see that a zigzag track led to the bottom. What made the descent all the more difficult was a loose layer of small stones, on which they slipped continually. Before they had quite completed the descent the storm burst forth. Suddenly dense clouds of snow were seen rushing down from the neighbouring peaks before a hurricane of wind, compared with which previous gusts were trifles.

Come on  fast  fast! shouted the guide, looking back and waving his hand.

The first deafening roar of the blast drowned the shout; but before the snowdrift blinded him, Lawrence had observed the wave of the hand and the anxious look. Dashing the cruel Spanish spurs for the first time into the side of his no doubt astonished steed, he sprang alongside of Manuelas mule, seized the bridle, and dragged it forward by main force. Of course the creature objected, but the steep road and slipping gravel favoured them, so that they reached the bottom in safety.

Here they found the first of the refuge-huts, and in a few moments were all safe within its sheltering walls.

Having been erected for a special purpose, the hut was well adapted to resist the wildest storm. It was built of brick and mortar, the foundation being very solid, and about twelve feet high, with a brick staircase outside leading to the doorway. Thus the habitable part of the edifice was raised well above the snow. The room was about twelve feet square, the floor of brick, and the roof arched. It was a dungeon-like place, dimly lighted by three loop-holes about six inches square, and without furniture of any kind. A mark in the wall indicated the place where a small table had originally been fixed; but it had been torn down long before, as Pedro explained, by imprisoned and starving travellers to serve for firewood. The remains of some pieces of charred wood lay on the floor where the fire was usually kindled, and, to Pedros great satisfaction, they found a small pile of firewood which had been left there by the last travellers.

A dismal enough place, remarked Lawrence, looking round after shaking and stamping the snow out of his garments.

You have reason to thank God, senhor, that we have reached it.

True, Senhor Pedro, and I am not thankless; yet do I feel free to repeat that it is a most dismal place.

Mos horriboble, said Quashy, looking up at the vaulted roof.

Ay, and it could tell many a dismal story if it had a tongue, said the guide, as he busied himself arranging the saddles and baggage, and making other preparations to spend the night as comfortably as circumstances should permit. Luckily theres a door this time.

Is it sometimes without a door, then? asked Lawrence, as he assisted in the arrangements, while Quashy set about kindling a fire.

Ay, the poor fellows who are sometimes stormstaid and starved here have a tendency to use all they can find about the place for firewood. Some one has replaced the door, however, since I was here last. Youll find two big nails in the wall, Manuela, he added in Indian; if you tie one of the baggage cords to them, Ill give you a rug directly, which will make a good screen to cut off your sleeping berth from ours.

In a short time Quashy had a bright little fire burning, with the kettle on it stuffed full of fresh snow; the saddles and their furniture made comfortable seats and lounges around it; and soon a savoury smell of cooked meat rendered the cold air fragrant, while the cheery blaze dispelled the gloom and made a wonderful change in the spirits of all. Perhaps we should except the guide, whose calm, grave, stern yet kindly aspect rarely underwent much change, either in the way of elation or depression, whatever the surrounding circumstances might be. His prevailing character reminded one of a rock, whether in the midst of a calm or raging sea  or of a strong tower, whether surrounded by warring elements or by profound calm. Need we say that Pedros imperturbability was by no means the result of apathy?

Blow away till you bust your buzzum, said Quashy, apostrophising the gale as he sat down with a beaming display of teeth and spread out his hands before the blaze, after having advanced supper to a point which admitted of a pause; I don care a buttn how hard you blow now.

Ah! Quashy, said the guide, shaking his head slowly, as, seated on his saddle, he rolled up a neat cigarette, dont be too confident. You little know what sights these four walls have witnessed. True, this is not quite the season when one runs much risk of being starved to death, but the thing is not impossible.

Surely, said Lawrence, stretching himself on his saddle-cloths and glancing at Manuela, who was by that time seated on the opposite side of the fire arranging some hard biscuits on a plate, surely people have not been starved to death here, have they?

Indeed they have  only too often, senhor. I myself came once to this hut to rescue a party, but was nearly too late, for most of them were dead.

He paused to light his cigarette. The negro, after making the door more secure, sat down again and gazed at the guide with the glaring aspect of a man who fears, but delights in, the horrible. Manuela, letting her clasped hands fall in her lap, also gazed at Pedro with the intense earnestness that was habitual to her. She seemed to listen. Perhaps, being unusually intelligent, she picked up some information from the guides expressive face. She could hardly have learned much from his speech, as her knowledge of English seemed to be little more than yes, no, and tank you!

It was during a change of government, senhor, said Pedro, that I chanced to be crossing the mountains. There is usually a considerable row in South America when a change of government takes place. Sometimes they cause a change of government to take place in order to get up a considerable row, for theyre a lively people  almost as fond of fighting as the Irish, though scarcely so sound in judgment. I had some business on hand on the western side of the Cordillera, but turned back to give a helping hand to my friends, for of course I try never to shirk duty, though Im not fond of fighting. Well, when I got to the farm nearest to this hut where we now sit, they told me that a tremendous gale had been blowing in the mountains, that ten travellers had been snowed up, and that they feared they must all have perished, since travelling in such weather was impossible.

Have you made no effort to rescue them? I asked of the farmer.

No, says he, I couldnt get any o my fellows to move, because theyve been terrified about a ghost thats been seen up there.

What was the ghost like? I asked; so he told me that it was a fearful creature  a mulish-looking sort of man, who was in the habit of terrifying the arrieros and peons who passed that way, but he said they were going to get a priest to put a cross up there, and so lay the ghost.

Meanwhile, I said, the ten travellers are to be left to starve?

Its my belief theyre starved already, answered the farmer.

At this point Pedro paused to relight his cigarette, and Quashy breathed a little more freely. He was a firm believer in ghosts, and feared them more than he would have feared an army of Redskins or jaguars. Indeed it is a question whether Quashy could ever have been brought to realise the sensation of fear if it had not been for the existence, in his imagination, of ghosts! The mere mention of the word in present circumstances had converted him into a sort of human sensitive-plant. He gave a little start and glance over his shoulder at every gust of unusual power that rattled the door, and had become visibly paler  perhaps we should say less black.

Manuela was evidently troubled by no such fears, perhaps because she did not understand the meaning of the word ghost, yet she gazed at the speaker in apparently rapt attention.

You may believe, continued the guide, that I was disgusted at their cowardice; so, to shame them, as well as to do what I could for the travellers, I loaded a couple of my mules with meat, and said I would set off alone. This had the desired effect, for three men volunteered to go with me. When we reached the hut we found that six of the ten poor fellows were dead. The bodies of two who had died just before our arrival were lying in the corner over there behind Quashy. They were more like skeletons covered with skin than corpses. The four who still lived were in the corner here beside me, huddled together for warmth, and so worn out by hunger and despair that they did not seem to care at first that we had come to save them. We warmed and fed them, however, brought them gradually round, and at last took them back to the farm. They all recovered. During the time they were snowed up the poor fellows had eaten their mules and dogs. I have no doubt that if the ground were clear of snow you would find the bones of these animals scattered about still.

This was not a very pleasant anecdote, Lawrence thought, on which to retire to rest, so he changed the subject by asking Pedro if there were many of the Incas still remaining.

Before he could reply Manuela rose, and, bidding them good-night in Spanish, retired to her screened-off corner.

A good many of the Incas are still left, replied the guide to his companions question; and if you were to visit their capital city you would be surprised to see the remains of temples and other evidences of a very advanced civilisation in a people who existed long before the conquest of Peru.

Massa Pedro, said Quashy, who would have been glad to have the recollection of ghosts totally banished from his mind, Is oftin hear ob de Incas, but I knows noting about dem. Who is dey? whar dey come fro?

It would take a long time, Quashy, to answer these two questions fully; nevertheless, I think I could give you a roughish outline of a notion in about five minutes, if youll promise not to stare so hard, and keep your mouth shut.

The negro shut his eyes, expanded his mouth to its utmost in a silent laugh, and nodded his head acquiescently.

Well, then, you must know, said Pedro, that in days of old  about the time that William the Conqueror invaded England  a certain Manco Capac founded the dynasty of the Incas. According to an old legend this Manco was the son of a white man who was shipwrecked on the coast of Peru. He married the daughter of an Indian chief, and taught the people agriculture, architecture, and other arts. He must have been a man of great power, from the influence he exerted over the natives, who styled him the blooming stranger. His hair was of a golden colour, and this gave rise to the story that he was a child of the sun, who had been sent to rule over the Indians and found an empire. Another tradition says that Manco Capac was accompanied by a wife named Mama Oello Huaco, who taught the Indian women the mysteries of spinning and weaving, while her husband taught the arts of civilisation to the men.

Whatever truth there may be in these legends, certain it is that Manco Capac did become the first of a race of Incas  or kings or chiefs  and, it is said, laid the foundations of the city of Cuzco, the remains of which at the present day show the power, splendour, and wealth to which Manco Capac and his successors attained. The government of the Incas was despotic, but of a benignant and patriarchal type, which gained the affections of those over whom they ruled, and enabled them to extend their sway far and wide over the land, so that, at the time of the invasion by the Spaniards under Pizarro, the Peruvians were found to have reached a high degree of civilisation, as was seen by their public works  roads, bridges, terrace-gardens, fortifications, and magnificent buildings, and so forth. It is said by those who have studied the matter, that this civilisation existed long before the coming of the Incas. On this point I can say nothing, but no doubt or uncertainty rests on the later history of this race. Cuzco, on Lake Titicaca, became the capital city of a great and flourishing monarchy, and possessed many splendid buildings in spacious squares and streets. It also became the Holy City and great temple of the Sun, to which pilgrims came from all parts of the country. It was defended by a fortress and walls built of stone, some blocks of which were above thirty feet long by eighteen broad and six thick. Many towns sprang up in the land. Under good government the people flourished and became rich. They had plenty of gold and silver, which they used extensively in the adornment of their temples and palaces. But evil followed in the train of wealth. By degrees their simplicity departed from them. Their prosperity led to the desire for conquest. Then two sons of one of the Incas disputed with each other for supremacy, and fought. One was conquered and taken prisoner by the other, who is reported to have been guilty of excessive cruelties to his relations, and caused his brother to be put to death. Finally, in 1532, the Spaniards came and accomplished the conquest of Peru  from which date not much of peace or prosperity has fallen to the lot of this unhappy land.

Yes, said the guide in conclusion, the Incas were, and some of their descendants still are, a very fine race. Many of the men are what I call natures gentlemen, having thoughts  ay, and manners too, that would grace any society. Some of their women, also, are worthy to

Pedro! interrupted Lawrence eagerly, laying his hand on the guides arm, for a sudden idea had flashed into his mind. (He was rather subject to the flashing of sudden ideas!) Pedro! she is a daughter of a chief of the Incas  is she not? a princess of the Incas! Have I not guessed rightly?

He said this in a half whisper, and pointed as he spoke to the screen behind which Manuela lay.

Pedro smiled slightly and tipped the ash from the end of his cigarette, but made no answer.

Nay, I will not pry into other peoples affairs, said Lawrence, in his usual tone, but you once told me she is the daughter of a chief, and assuredly no lady in this land could equal her in grace or dignity of carriage and manner, to say nothing of modesty, which is the invariable evidence.

Not of high rank? interrupted the guide, with a quick and slightly sarcastic glance.

No, but of nobility of mind and heart, replied the youth, with much enthusiasm. In which feeling he was earnestly backed up by Quashy, who, with eyes that absolutely glowed, said  

Yous right, massa  sure an sartin! Modesty am de grandest ting I knows. Once I knowed a young nigger gal what libbed near your fadders mill  Soozn dey calls er  an shes so modest, so  oh! I not kin splain rightly  but I say to er one day, when Id got my courage screwed up, Soozn, ses I. Well, ses she. I  I lub you, ses I, more nor myself, cause I tink so well ob you. Eberybody tinks well ob you, Soozn. What  what (I was gitten out o bref by dis time from citement, and not knowin what more to say, so I ses) what  what you tink ob youself Soozn?

Nuffin, ses she! Now, wasnt dat modest?

It certainly was, Quashy. Couldnt have been more so, said Pedro. And after that we couldnt, I think, do better than turn in.

The fire had by that time burned low, and the gale was still raging around them, driving the snowdrift wildly against the hut, and sometimes giving the door so violent a shake as to startle poor Quashy out of sweet memories of Soozn into awful thoughts of the ghost that had not yet been laid.

Each man appropriated a vacant corner of the hut in which to spread his simple couch, the negro taking care to secure that furthest from the door.

Lawrence Armstrong thought much over his supposed discovery before falling asleep that night, and the more he thought the more he felt convinced that the Indian girl was indeed a princess, and owed her good looks, sweet disposition, graceful form and noble carriage to her descent from a race which had at one period been highly civilised when all around them were savage. It was a curious subject of contemplation. The colour of his waking thoughts naturally projected itself into the young mans dreams. He was engaged in an interesting anthropological study. He found himself in the ancient capital of the Incas. He beheld a princess of great beauty surrounded by courtiers, but she was brown! He thought what an overwhelming pity it was that she was not white! Then he experienced a feeling of intense disappointment that he himself had not been born brown. By degrees his thoughts became more confused and less decided in colour  whitey-brown, in fact,  and presented a series of complicated regrets and perplexing impossibilities, in a vain effort to disentangle which he dropped asleep.




Chapter Seven.

Things begin to look Brighter  The Guides Story.

It was bright day when our travellers awoke, but only a dim light penetrated into their dungeon-like dormitory, for, besides being very small, the three windows, or loop-holes, had been so filled up with snow as to shut out much of the light that would naturally have entered.

That the gale still raged outside was evident enough to the sense of hearing, and sometimes the gusts were so sudden and strong that the little building trembled, stout though it was. Indeed, Lawrence at first thought they must be experiencing the shocks of an earthquake, a mistake not unnatural in one who, besides having had but little experience in regard to such catastrophes, knew well that he was at the time almost in the centre of a region celebrated for earthquakes.

It was with mingled feelings of interest, anxiety, and solemnity that he surveyed the scene outside through a hole in the door. It seemed as if an Arctic winter had suddenly descended on them. Snow completely covered hill and gorge as far as the vision could range but they could not see far, for at every fresh burst of the furious wind the restless wreaths were gathered up and whirled madly to the sky, or swept wildly down the valleys, or dashed with fury against black precipices and beetling cliffs, to which they would sometimes cling for a few seconds, then, falling away, would be caught up again by the tormenting gale, and driven along in some new direction with intensified violence.

No prospect of quitting the hut to-day, observed Lawrence, turning away from the bewildering scene.

None, said Pedro, stretching himself, and rising sleepily on one elbow, as men are wont to do when unwilling to get up.

Nebber mind, massa; lots o grub! cried Quashy, awaking at that moment, leaping up like an acrobat, and instantly setting about the kindling of the fire.

Having, as Quashy truly said, lots of grub, possessing a superabundance of animal vigour, and being gifted with untried as well as unknown depths of intellectual power, also with inexhaustible stores of youthful hope, our travellers had no difficulty in passing that day in considerable enjoyment, despite adverse circumstances; but when they awoke on the second morning and found the gale still howling, and the snow still madly whirling, all except Pedro began to express in word and countenance feelings of despondency. Manuela did not speak much, it is true, but she naturally looked somewhat anxious. Lawrence began to recall the fate of previous travellers in that very hut, and his countenance became unusually grave, whereupon Quashy  whose nature it was to conform to the lead of those whom he loved, and, in conforming, outrageously to overdo his part  looked in his young masters face and assumed such an aspect of woeful depression that his visage became distinctly oval, though naturally round.

Observing this, Lawrence could not restrain a short laugh, whereupon, true as the compass to the Pole, the facile Quashy went right round; his chin came up, his cheeks went out, his eyes opened with hopeful sheen, and his thick lips expanded into a placid grin.

There is no cause for alarm, observed Pedro, who had risen to assist in preparing breakfast. No doubt it is the worst storm I ever met with, or even heard of, at this season of the year, but it cannot last much longer; and whatever happens, it cant run into winter just now.

As if to justify the guides words, the hurricane began to diminish in violence, and the pauses between blasts were more frequent and prolonged. When breakfast was over, appearances became much more hopeful, and before noon the storm had ceased to rage.

Taking advantage of the change, without delay they loaded the pack-mules, saddled, mounted, and set forth.

To many travellers it would have been death to have ventured out on such a trackless waste, but Pedro knew the road and the landmarks so thoroughly that he advanced with his wonted confidence. At first the snow was very deep, and, despite their utmost care, they once or twice strayed from the road, and were not far from destruction. As they descended, however, the intense cold abated; and when they came out upon occasional table-lands, they found that the snow-fall there had been much less than in the higher regions, also that it had drifted off the road so much that travelling became more easy.

That night they came to a second hut-of-refuge, and next day had descended into a distinctly warmer region on the eastern slopes of the great range, over which they travelled from day to day with ever increasing comfort. Sometimes they put up at outlying mountain farms, and were always hospitably received; sometimes at small hamlets or villages, where they could exchange or purchase mules, and, not unfrequently, they encamped on the wild mountain slopes, with the green trees or an overhanging cliff, or the open sky to curtain them, and the voices of the puma and the jaguar for their lullaby.

Strange to say, in crossing the higher parts of the Andes not one of the party suffered from the rarity of the air. Many travellers experience sickness, giddiness, and extreme exhaustion from this cause in those regions. Some have even died of the effects experienced at the greater heights, yet neither Manuela, nor Lawrence, nor Quashy was affected in the slightest degree. We can assign no reason for their exemption  can only state the fact. As for the guide, he was in this matter  as, indeed, he seemed to be in everything  invulnerable.

One afternoon, as they rode along a mountain track enjoying the sunshine, which at that hour was not too warm, Lawrence pushed up alongside of the guide.

It seems to me, he said, that we are wandering wonderfully far out of our way just now. We have been going due north for several days; at least so my pocket compass tells me, and if my geography is not greatly at fault, our backs instead of our faces are turned at present towards Buenos Ayres. I do not wish to pry into your secrets, Senhor Pedro, but if it is not presuming too much I should like to know when we shall begin to move in the direction of our journeys end.

There is neither presumption nor impropriety in your wish, returned the guide. I told you at starting that we should pursue a devious route, for reasons which are immaterial to you, but there is no reason why I should not explain that at present I am diverging for only a few miles from our track to visit a locality  a cottage  which is sacred to me. After that we will turn eastward until we reach the head-waters of streams that will conduct us towards our journeys end.

With this explanation he was obliged to rest content, for Pedro spoke like one who did not care to be questioned. Indeed there was an unusually absent air about him, seeing which Lawrence drew rein and fell back until he found himself alongside of Quashy.

Always ready  nay, eager  for sympathetic discourse, the negro received his young master with a bland, expansive, we might almost say effusive, smile.

Well, massa, hows you gittin along now?

Pretty well, Quashy. How do you?

Oh! fuss-rate, massa  only considrable obercome wid surprise.

What surprises you?

De way wes agwine, to be sure. Look dar. He pointed towards the towering mountain peaks and wild precipices that closed in the narrow glen or gorge up which they were slowly proceeding.

In all our trabels wes nebber come to a place like dat. It looks like de fag end ob creation. You couldnt git ober de mountain-tops cept you had wings, an you couldnt climb ober de prespisses cep you was a monkey or a skirl  though it am bery lubly, no doubt.

The negros comments were strictly correct, though somewhat uncouthly expressed. The valley was apparently surrounded in all directions by inaccessible precipices, and the white peaks of the Andes towered into the skies at its head. Within rugged setting lay a fine stretch of undulating land, diversified by crag and hillock, lake and rivulet, with clustering shrubs and trees clinging to the cliffs, and clothing the mountain slopes in rich, and, in many places, soft luxuriance. It was one of those scenes of grandeur and loveliness in profound solitude which tend to raise in the thoughtful mind the perplexing but not irreverent question, Why did the good and bountiful Creator form such places of surpassing beauty to remain for thousands of years almost, if not quite, unknown to man?

For, as far as could be seen, no human habitation graced the mountain-sides, no sign of cultivation appeared in the valley, though myriads of the lower animals sported on and in the waters, among the trees and on the ground.

Perchance man over-estimates his own importance  at least underrates that of the animal kingdom below him  and is too apt to deem everything in nature wasted that cannot be directly or indirectly connected with himself! Is all that glows in beauty in the wilderness doomed to blush unseen? Is all the sweetness expended on the desert air wasted?

As the guide rode slowly forward, he glanced from side to side with thoughtful yet mournful looks, as if his mind were engaged in meditating on some such insoluble problems. As he neared the head of the valley, however, he seemed to awake from a trance, suddenly put spurs to his mule, and went off at a canter. The rest of the party followed at some distance behind, but at so slow a pace, compared with that of the guide, that the latter was soon lost to sight among the trees.

Somewhat surprised at his unusual state of mind Lawrence pushed on and soon reached an open glade which showed some signs of having been cultivated. At the end of it stood a pretty little cottage, in front of which Pedro was standing motionless, with clasped hands and drooping head.

Lawrence hesitated to disturb him, but as Quashy had no such hesitations, and rode smartly forward, his companions followed.

Pedro turned with a grave look as they came up, and said  

My home. I bid you welcome.

Your home! echoed Lawrence, in surprise.

Ay, a happy home it once was  but  desolate enough now. Come, we will sleep here to-night. Unload the mules, Quashy, and kindle a fire. Go into the room on the right, Manuela. You will find a couch and other civilised comforts there. Senhor Armstrong, will you come with me?

Without even awaiting a reply, the guide walked smartly into the bushes in rear of his lonely dwelling, followed by our hero. In a few minutes they reached a mound or hillock, which had been cleared of trees and underwood, and from the summit of which one could see over the tree-tops and the cottage roof away down the valley to the horizon of the table-lands beyond. It was a lovely spot, and, as Lawrence saw it that quiet sunny afternoon, was suggestive only of peace and happiness.

There was a rustic bower on the mound, in which a roughly-constructed seat was fixed firmly to the ground. In front of the bower was a grave with a headstone, on which was carved the single word Mariquita.

Lawrence looked at his companion, but refrained from speech on observing that he seemed to be struggling with strong emotion. In a few seconds Pedro, having mastered his feelings, turned and said, in a tone that betrayed nothing save profound sadness  

The body of my wife lies there. Her pure spirit, thank God, is with its Maker.

Lawrences power of sympathy was so great that he hesitated to reply, fearing to hurt the feelings of one for whom, by that time, he had come to entertain sincere regard. He was about to speak, when Pedro raised his head gently, as if to check him.

Sit beside me, senhor, he said, seating himself on the rustic seat already referred to. You have from our first meeting given me your confidence so frankly and freely that the least I can do is to give you mine in return  as far, at least, as that is possible. You are the first human being I have invited to sit there since Mariquita left me. Shall I tell you something of my history, Senhor Armstrong?

Of course Lawrence assented, with a look of deep interest.

Well, then, said Pedro, it may perhaps surprise you to learn that I am an Irishman.

To this Lawrence replied, with a slight smile, that he was not very greatly surprised, seeing that the perplexing character of that race was such as to justify him in expecting almost anything of them.

Im not sure whether to take that remark as complimentary or otherwise, returned Pedro; however, the fighting tendency with which my countrymen are credited has departed from me. I wont quarrel with you on the point. At the age of sixteen I was sent to America to seek my fortune. My mother I never knew. She died when I was a child. My father died the year after I left home. How I came to drift here it would be difficult, as well as tedious, to explain. Many of the men with whom I have chummed in years gone by would have said that it was chance which led me to South America. I never could agree with them on this point. The word chance fitly describes the conditions sometimes existing between man and man, and is used in Scripture in the parable of the Good Samaritan, but there can be no such thing as chance with the Almighty. I must have been led or guided here.

At all events, hither I came, and wandered about for some years, with that aimless indifference to the future which is but too characteristic of youth  content to eat and sleep and toil, so that I might enjoy life, and get plenty of excitement! I went to Peru first, and of course I joined in the fights that were so frequently stirred up between that country and its neighbour, Chili. A very little of that, however, sufficed. The brutal ferocity of the soldiery with whom I was mixed up, and their fearful disregard of age, sex, infirmity, or helpless childhood during war disgusted me so much that I finally cut the army, and took to hunting and doing a little trade between the countries lying on the east and west sides of the Andes. It was while thus engaged that I became acquainted with your good father, Senhor Armstrong, who has more than once helped me over financial difficulties and set me on my legs.

At last came the grand crisis of my life. One evening when travelling over the pampas of La Plata, I, with a dozen Gauchos, arrived at a post-house where we meant to put up for the night. On coming in sight of it we saw that something was wrong, for there were a number of Indians fighting about the door. On seeing us they made off; but one, who was in the house struggling with the postmaster, did not observe the flight of his comrades, or could not get clear of his enemy. We all went madly after the savages. As I was about to pass the door of the house, I heard a woman shriek. The Gauchos paid no attention, but passed on. I glanced inside, and saw the Indian in the act of cutting a mans throat, while a girl strove wildly to prevent him. You may be sure I was inside in a moment, and I brained the savage with the butt of a pistol. But it was too late. The knife had already done its work, and the poor man only lived long enough to bless his daughter, who, covered with her fathers blood, sank fainting on the floor. It was my first meeting with Mariquita!

Around her, continued Pedro, in deepening tones, lay her mother and two brothers  all slaughtered. I will not describe the harrowing scene. I tried to comfort the poor girl, and we took her on with us to the next post, where the postmasters wife attended to her.

On seeing her next morning I felt that my lifes happiness or sorrow lay in her hands. She was innocence, simplicity, beauty, combined. With artless gratitude she grasped and kissed my hand, regarding me, she said, as her deliverer, and one who would have saved her father if he had been in time.

Often before had my comrades twitted me with my indifference to the female sex. To say truth, I had myself become impressed with the feeling that I was born to be one of the old bachelors of the world  and I cannot say that the doom gave me much concern. But now  well, if you understand me, senhor, I need not explain, and if you dont understand, explanation is useless! Mariquita was left alone in the wide world. I would not, for all the gold and silver of Peru, have spoken of love to her at that time; but I made arrangements with the postmaster and his wife to take care of the poor girl till I should return. In time I did return. She accepted me. We were married, and I brought her up here, for I wanted no society but hers. I was content to live in absolute solitude with her. She was much of the same mind, dear girl, but God had touched her heart, and in her sweet talk  without intending it, or dreaming of it  she showed me how selfish I was in thinking only of our own happiness, and caring nothing for the woes or the joys of our fellow-men.

My conscience reproached me, and I began to think how I could manage to live a less selfish life, but before I could make up my mind what course to follow an event occurred which caused delay. A little girl was sent to us. I called her Mariquita, of course, and thought no more of leaving our happy home in the mountains. For five years we remained here, and the little Mariquita grew to be an angel of light and beauty  like her mother in all respects, except that she was very fair, with curly golden hair.

About that time war broke out  doubly accursed war! One night a band of deserters came and attacked my cottage. It had always been well prepared for anything of the sort with bolts, and bars and shutters, and even flanking loop-holes, as well as plenty of fire-arms and ammunition. But the party was too numerous. The villains forced the door in spite of me, and fired a volley before making a rush. From that moment I remembered nothing more until I recovered and found my head supported on the knee of an old man. I knew him at once to be a poor lonely old hunter who ranged about in the mountains here, and had paid us occasional visits. When he saw I was able to understand him, he told me that he had come suddenly on the villains and shot two of them, and that the others, perhaps thinking him the advance-guard of a larger party, had taken fright and made off. But, he said, in a low, hesitating tone, Mariquita is dead!

I sprang up as if I had been shot, but instantly fell again, for my leg had been broken. I had seen enough, however. My beloved one lay dead on the floor, not far from me, with a bullet through her brain. And now, added Pedro, pointing in deep despondency to the little mound at their feet she lies there!

Not so, my friend, said Lawrence, in a low but earnest tone, as he grasped the mans hand, it is only her dust that lies there, and even that is precious in the sight of her Lord.

Thank you, senhor, for reminding me, returned Pedro; but when the memory of that awful night is strong upon me, my faith almost fails.

No wonder, rejoined Lawrence, but what of the child?

Ah! that is what I asked the old hunter, returned Pedro. He started up, and searched high and low, but could not find her. Then he went out, calling her by name loudly, and searched the bushes. Then he returned with a wild look and said the robbers must have taken her away  he would pursue! I knew it would be useless, for the scoundrels were mounted and the old hunter was on foot; but I let him go, and was not surprised when, two hours later, he returned quite exhausted. It is in vain, he said. Yet if I could have come up with them, I would have died for her.

I was long ill after that. A good while, they say, I was out of my mind, but old Ignacio nursed me through. He also buried Mariquita where she now lies.

The guide paused.

And the child? asked Lawrence, anxiously.

I have sought her far and wide, year after year, over mountain and plain. She may be dead  she may be alive  but I have never seen her nor heard of her from that day to this.

Your story is a very, very sad one, said Lawrence, his face expressing the genuine sympathy which he felt. May I ask  are your wanderings mere haphazard? Have you no idea who they were that stole your little one, or where they went to?

None whatever. The broken leg, you know, prevented my commencing the search at once, and when I was able to go about I found that all trace of the band was gone. No wonder, for the country was at war at the time, and many marauding parties had traversed the land since then.

I  I shrink, said Lawrence, with some hesitation, from even the appearance of unkindness, but I cannot help expressing the fear that this vague, undirected wandering will be useless.

It would be so, returned Pedro, if God did not direct all human affairs. If it be His will, I shall yet find my child on earth. If not, I shall find her above  with her mother. In our intercourse, senhor, I have observed in you a respect for Gods Word. Is it not written, Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust also in Him, and He will bring it to pass?

Most true, replied Lawrence, feeling the reproof, yet God works by means. If we do not take the right means, we cannot expect to attain our end, however much we may trust.

Right, senhor, and I have taken the only means open to me. Since I cannot give direction to my search, I search everywhere. Fortunately my business permits of this, and also of doing a little service to my fellow-men as I go on my way. Periodically I return here to rest,  (he pointed to the little mound,) and when my powers begin to wane, either through disease or age, it is my purpose, if God permit, to return and die beside Mariquitas grave.




Chapter Eight.

A New Acquaintance and a Change of Scene.

On their way back to the cottage they heard dogs barking, and a man talking to them. Next moment these came in sight.

The old hunter! exclaimed Pedro, hastening forward with evident pleasure to meet his friend.

It was equally evident that the old man was as much pleased to meet Pedro, for they grasped each others hands with hearty good-will.

What news? asked the old man, eagerly, as he held up a hand to check the dogs, which were leaping round him.

Pedro shook his head sadly, and the expression of the old man became grave. The question referred to Pedros search for his lost child. It had long been the first inquiry when these two met after a separation. The old man seemed never to lose hope, but he had become so accustomed to the reply that his despondency was now of short duration. He had known and loved the child in days gone by  had helped the mother in cultivating her garden-plot, and had gone out hunting with the father many a time. He was a fine-looking man, above seventy years of age, with iron-grey hair, turning in some places to pure white. The hunters spare though still upright figure showed that he must have been a powerful man in his youth, and the deeply-marked wrinkles about his mouth and eyes told eloquently that he was a kind one. Round his shoulders were twined the cords of the heavy bolas, or balls, with which he sometimes felled, at other times entangled, his prey. These balls were covered with clotted blood. He carried a short gun in his hand, and a large knife was stuck in his belt.

The dogs that leaped around him were a strange pack  some being very large, some very small, and all of different breeds. A few of them had been lamed, and all were more or less marked by the wounds received from jaguars and pumas.

You expected me, Ignacio? said Pedro, after the first greetings were over.

No  not quite so soon, but I chanced to be wandering about in the mountains, and came down to take a look at the old place, to see that all was right. You know I am fond of our old haunts, and never stay long away from them, but I did not expect to find you here.

The hunter spoke in Spanish, and Lawrence found to his satisfaction that, although he by no means understood all that was said, he had already improved so much in that tongue through his frequent efforts to converse with Manuela, that he could follow the drift at least of the hunters remarks.

I have come back sooner than I intended, returned Pedro, for war is a wonderful hastener, as well as dictator, of events; but I have to thank war for having given me a new friend. Let me introduce Senhor Lawrence Armstrong to you; Senhor, my old comrade Ignacio, who, as I have told you, nursed me back to life many years ago.

The old man held out a hard bony hand, and gave Lawrence a hearty squeeze of friendship that had something vice-like in its vigour. He then turned to Pedro, and began to make anxious inquiries about the war. As the two men spoke in undertones, Lawrence drew back a few paces, and followed them towards the cottage. He observed that Ignacio shook his head very often, and also that he laughed once or twice silently, but with apparent heartiness. As he overheard the name of Manuela just before one of these laughs, he experienced some disagreeable feelings, which it was not easy to understand or get rid of, so he took to fondling the hunters dogs by way of diversion to his mind.

The animals testified indirectly to the character of their master by receiving his advances with effusive demonstrations of joy.

At the cottage they found Ignacios horse  a very fine one  with a lasso hanging from the saddle. Beside it stood a loose horse with the carcass of a guanaco flung over it, and a Gaucho lad who was the hunters only attendant. Quashy was engaged in animated conversation with this youth, and Manuela stood beside him listening.

I cannot understand, said Lawrence to Pedro, as they approached, how men ever acquire dexterity in the use of these bolas.

Practice makes perfect, you know, said the guide, and it doesnt matter much what sort of weapons you use, if you only learn to use them well. Of course its not easy to a beginner. When Ignacios dogs turn out a jaguar or a puma, they follow him hotly till he stops to defend himself. If the dogs fly upon the brute, the hunter usually jumps off his horse, whirls the three balls about till they get up tremendous momentum, and then brings them down on the jaguars skull with a whack that generally drops him. But if the dogs are afraid to go at him, Ignacio throws the lasso over him, gallops away, and drags him over the ground, while the dogs rush in and tear him. What between bumping and hounds, the jaguars career is soon finished.

Im glad Ive met you, said Pedro to Ignacio, as they turned aside into the bushes together, for Ive got news to tell, and Ill want your help. Theres mischief brewing in the air, and I am commissioned

Thus much did Lawrence and Quashy overhear before the voice died away in the distance. It was a tantalising point to stop at! Lawrence looked at Quashy and at Manuela, who stood near.

Does Manuela know anything of the mischief that is brewing? asked Lawrence in amazing Spanish.

Noting, replied the girl in English, but she trust Pedro.

So do I, with all my heart, returned Lawrence; my question was prompted by curiosity, not by doubt.

Is not so sure, said Quashy, with a frown, and a tone of self-assertion which was rare in him. Nice-lookin men like hims not allers as nice as dey looks.

Fie, Quashy! I thought you were of a more trustful spirit.

So I is, massa  awrful trusful! Kin trus you wid amost anyting. Trus dis yer Injin gal wid untol gol. Trus Soozn wid de whole world, an eberyting else besides, but Is not quite so sure about dis yer Pedro. Dint he say dars noos to tell, an he wants help, an ders mischif a-brewin? An aint I sure nuff dat hes got suffin to do wid de mischif, or he wouldnt be so secret?

Well, Quashy, youd better not tell Pedro your doubts of him, said Lawrence; for if he knocks you down, I wont feel bound to stand up for you  seeing that I have perfect confidence in him.

Further conversation on this point was cut abruptly short by a tremendous hissing inside the cottage, followed by clouds of steam. It was caused by one of Quashys pots having boiled over. The negro sprang to the rescue. Soon afterwards, the host and the old hunter returning, they all entered the place together, and sat down to supper.

It was but a simple cottage, suitable to the simple tastes of a mountaineer in such a region, with only two rooms and a kitchen, besides a small attic divided into two chambers, which could be reached only by a ladder through a trap-door. Little furniture graced it, yet what little there was bore evidence of having felt the touch of a tasteful female hand. Numerous nails and pegs were stuck in the walls for the purpose of supporting fire-arms, etcetera, but the weapons had been secreted in a place of safety, for, during the owners frequent and long absences from home, the cottage was locked up and left pretty much to take care of itself, being deemed safe enough, owing to its remote and lonely position.

The key was always left in charge of old Ignacio who was understood to have his eye on the place, and privileged to inhabit it whenever he chose.

All this, and a great deal more, Pedro told to Lawrence as they sat round the table at supper in what used to be the parlour of the establishment. But Im going to lock it up, and hide the key this time, he continued; because I have to send Ignacio on urgent matters into the eastern parts of Bolivia, to

To git help, an tell de noos about de mischif whats a-brewin, said the negro abruptly, with a pointed stare at the guide, and an arrested potato on the end of his fork.

Youve learnt your lesson well, Quashy, returned Pedro, with a good-humoured smile, as he helped himself to a fresh supply of meat; these are the very words  to obtain help and spread the news about the mischief thats brewing. Pass the salt, like a good fellow, and help Manuela to some more maize. Youre forgetting your manners, boy.

The negro heaved a sigh of discomfiture, and did as he was bid.

Next morning at daybreak they left the cottage, and descended the intricate valley which led to it. Pedro seemed to have quite subdued his feelings  at least all outward manifestation of them  for he was sterner and more silent than usual as they resumed their journey. For some distance their route and that of Ignacio lay in the same direction, but towards the afternoon of the same day on which they left Mariquita Cottage the old hunter bade the party adieu, and, accompanied by his Gaucho lad and his dogs, entered a north-easterly defile of the hills, and disappeared.

We shall soon get to more cultivated lands, Manuela, said Pedro, in the Indian tongue, glancing back at Lawrence, who rode a few paces behind. I doubt not you will be glad to see female faces again.

To the surprise of the guide, Manuela said that she did not care!

Indeed! he rejoined; I thought you would be getting tired by this time of such rough travelling, and frequent hard lodging and fare, as well as of the conversation of us men.

No, I am not tired. I delight in this wild, free life.

Surely not because it is new to you, said Pedro, with a glance of amusement; when you dwell with your kindred, your life must be wild enough  unless indeed the great chief, your father, deems it beneath the dignity of his daughter to join in the sports of her fellows.

Manuela made no reply, but for a moment or two gave vent to that clear, short, merry laugh in which she sometimes indulged. Lawrence Armstrong, irresistibly charmed by the sound, rode up alongside.

Manuela is merry, he said to the guide; will you not translate, that I may enjoy the joke?

It is not easy to translate, replied Pedro. In fact, I doubt if you will see the joke at all. It requires a little knowledge of Manuelas past career to make understanding possible. She only said that she delighted in this wild, free life.

Not much jest in that, truly, returned Lawrence, being, I fear, dull of comprehension; nevertheless, I see an unintentional compliment to us in the remark, for it implies that we have not made Manuelas journey tedious to her.

It may be so, said Pedro, simply. I was just telling her that we shall soon get to more inhabited parts of the land, where she will have a little female society now and then, and I was about to add that afterwards we shall descend into the lower grounds of Bolivia, where she will have wild life enough to her hearts content  perchance too much of it.

Soon afterwards the guides prophecy came true, for they passed from the rugged mountains into a wide and richly clothed table-land, where there were a few scattered farms, at which they were made heartily welcome whenever they chose to stop for the night or for a meal.

Passing thence into another range of comparatively low hills, they reached the town of San Ambrosio, where they found comfortable quarters in a new and commodious inn  at least it seemed commodious, after the recent experiences of our travellers.

Here Pedro said he would have to spend a day or two, as he had business to transact in the town, and that he would search out an old acquaintance with whose family he would place Manuela till their departure.

While Pedro was gone in quest of his friend, the Indian girl, probably feeling shy in the midst of such unwonted crowds, retired to the room provided for her, and Lawrence and Quashy found themselves left in the unusual condition of having nothing to do. Of course, in these circumstances, they resolved to go out and see the town.

While Lawrence was questioning the landlord, an American, as to how he should proceed, a very decided tremor passed through his frame. Quashy seemed to experience a similar sensation, for he said abruptly  

Eartquak!

Thats nothing new here, sir, said the landlord to Lawrence, as he lighted a cigarette; were used to it, though some of the natives aint quite easy in their minds, for the shocks have been both frequent as well as violent lately.

Have they done any damage? asked Lawrence.

Nothin to speak of. Only shook down a house or two that was built to sell, I suppose, not to stand. Youll find the market-place second turn to your left.

Somewhat impressed by the landlords free-and-easy manner, as well as by his apparent contempt for earthquakes, the master and man went out together. With characteristic modesty the negro attempted to walk behind, but Lawrence would by no means permit this. He insisted on his walking beside him.

Bery good, massa, said Quashy, at last giving in, if you will walk longside ob a nigger, snot my fault. Dont blame me.

With this protest, solemnly uttered, the faithful negro accompanied our hero in his inspection of the town.




Chapter Nine.

Tells of a Tremendous Catastrophe.

San Ambrosio was, at the period of which we write, a small and thriving place  though what may be styled a mushroom town, which owed its prosperity to recently discovered silver-mines. All things considered, it was a town of unusual magnificence on a small scale.

Being built with straight streets, cutting each other at right angles, Lawrence and his man had no difficulty in finding the principal square, or market-place, which was crowded with people selling and buying vegetables, milk, eggs, fruit, etcetera, brought in from the surrounding districts. The people presented all the picturesque characteristics of the land in profusion  peons, with huge Spanish spurs, mounted on gaily caparisoned mules; Gauchos, on active horses of the Pampas; market-women, in varied costumes more or less becoming, and dark-eyed senhoras on balconies and verandas sporting the graceful mantilla and the indispensable fan.

The carts and donkeys, and dogs and fowls, and boys had the curious effect of reducing the babel of voices and discordant sounds to something like a grand harmony.

Besides these, there was a sprinkling of men of free-and-easy swagger, in long boots, with more or less of villainy in their faces  adventurers these, attracted by the hope of something turning up to their advantage, though afflicted, most of them, with an intense objection to take the trouble of turning up anything for themselves. Dangerous fellows, too, who would not scruple to appropriate the turnings up of other people when safe opportunity offered.

A clear fountain played in the centre of the square  its cool, refreshing splash sounding very sweet in the ears of Lawrence, whose recent sojourn in the cold regions of the higher Andes had rendered him sensitive to the oppressive heat of the town. Besides this, a clear rivulet ran along one side of the square, near to which was the governors house. A line of trees threw a grateful shade over the footpath here. On the opposite side stood the barracks, where a few ill-clad unsoldierly men lounged about with muskets in their hands. All the houses and church walls and spires, not only in the square, but in the town, bore evidence, in the form of cracked walls and twisted windows and doorways, of the prevalence of earthquakes; and there was a general appearance of dilapidation and dirt around, which was anything but agreeable to men who had just come from the free, grand, sweet-scented scenery of the mountains.

They seem to have had some severe shakings here, said Lawrence, pointing with his stick to a crack in the side of one of the houses which extended from the roof to the ground.

We may remark here that, on entering the town, our travellers had laid aside their arms as being useless encumbrances, though Lawrence still carried his oaken cudgel, not as a weapon but a walking-stick.

Yes, massa, replied Quashy, got lots ob eart quaks in dem diggins. Ebery day, more or less, dey hab a few. Jest afore you come down dis mornin I hab some convsashin wid de landlord, an he say he don like de look ob tings.

Indeed, Quashy. Why not?

Cause its gittin too hot, he say, for de time ob year  sulfry, he called it.

Sultry, you mean?

Well, Is not zactly sure what I means, but he said sulfry. An deyve bin shook more dan ornar ob late. An deres a scienskrific genleman in our inn whats bin a-profisyin as therell be a grand bust-up afore long.

I hope hell turn out to be a false prophet, said Lawrence. What is his name?

Dun know, massa. Look dar! exclaimed Quashy, with a grin, pointing to a fat priest with a broad-brimmed white hat on a sleek mule, he do look comfrable.

More comfortable than the poor beast behind him, returned Lawrence, with a laugh, as he observed three little children cantering along on one horse.

There was no lack of entertainment and variety in that town, for people generally seemed to a great extent to have cast off the trammels of social etiquette, both in habits and costume. Many of the horses that passed were made to carry double. Here would ride past a man with a woman behind him; there a couple of girls, or two elderly females. Elsewhere appeared a priest of tremendous length and thinness, with feet much too near the ground, and further on a boy, so small as to resemble a monkey, with behind him a woman so old as to suggest the idea he had taken his great-grandmother out for a ride, or  vice versa!

For some hours master and man wandered about enjoying themselves thoroughly in spite of the heat, commenting freely on all they saw and heard, until hunger reminded them of the flight of time. Returning to their hotel, Lawrence, to his surprise, found a note awaiting him. It was from Pedro, saying that he had found his friend in a village about three miles from San Ambrosio, describing the route to the place, and asking him to send Quashy out immediately, as he wanted his assistance that night for a few hours.

I wonder what he wants with you? said Lawrence.

To help him wid de mischif! replied the negro, in a half-sulky tone.

Well, youll have to go, but youd better eat something first.

No, massa; wid yous leave Ill go off at once. A hunk ob bread in de pocket an lots o fruit by de way  das nuff for dis nigger.

Off with you, then, and tell Pedro that you left Manuela and me quite comfortable.

O Massa Lawrie! scuse me usin de ole name  it am so nice to hear you speak jolly like dat. Minds me ob de ole times!

Get along with you, said Lawrence, with a laugh, as the warm-hearted black left the hotel.

Thus these two parted. Little did they imagine what singular experiences they should encounter before meeting again.

Soon after Quashys departure Lawrence went to the door of Manuelas room, and, tapping gently, said  

Dinner is ready, Manuela.

I kom queek, replied the girl, with a hearty laugh.

It had by that time become an established little touch of pleasantry between these two that Lawrence should teach the Indian girl English  at least to the extent of familiar phrases  while she should do the same for him with Spanish. There was one thing that the youth liked much in this, and it also surprised him a little, namely, that it seemed to draw the girl out of her Indian reticence and gravity, for she laughed with childlike delight at the amazing blunders she made in attempting English. Indeed, she laughed far more at herself than at him, although his attempts at Spanish were even more ridiculous.

A few minutes later Manuela entered the room, and, with a modest yet gracious smile, took a seat opposite her pupil-teacher.

Dignity, thought the latter native dignity and grace! Being the daughter of a great chief of the Incas  a princess, I suppose  she cannot help it. An ordinary Indian female, now, would have come into the room clumsily, looked sheepish, and sat down on the edge of her chair  perhaps on the floor!

But as he gazed at her short, black, curly hair, her splendid black eyebrows, her pretty little high-bred mouth, beautiful white teeth, and horribly brown skin, he sighed, and only said  

Ay, ay! Well, well! What a pity!

What ees dat? inquired the girl, with a look of grave simplicity.

Did I speak? returned Lawrence, a little confused.

Yes  you say, Ay, ay. Well, well. What a pittie!

Oh!  ah!  yes  I was only thinking, Manuela. What will you have?

Som muttin, replied the girl, with a pursing of the little mouth that indicated a tendency to laugh.

It is not mutton. Its beef, I think.

Well, bee-eef very naice  an som gravvie too, plee-ese.

She went off at this point into a rippling laugh, which, being infectious in its nature, also set her companion off, but the entrance of the landlord checked them both. He sat down at a small table near to them, and, being joined by a friend, called for a bottle of wine.

Hotter than ever, he remarked to Lawrence.

Yes, very sultry indeed.

Shouldnt wonder if we was to have a sharpish touch or two to-night.

To which his friend, who was also an American if not an Englishman, and appeared to be sceptical in his nature, replied, Gammon!

This led to a conversation between the two which is not worthy of record, as it was chiefly speculative in regard to earthquakes in general, and tailed off into guesses as to social convulsions present, past or pending. One remark they made, however, which attracted the attention of our hero, and made him wish to hear more. It had reference to some desperate character whose name he failed to catch, but who was said to be in the neighbourhood again, trying to raise men to join his band of robbers, the landlord supposed, to which the landlords friend replied with emphasis that he had come to the right place, for, as far as his experience went, San Ambrosio was swarming with men that seemed fit for anything  from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter.

Not wishing, apparently, to hear anything more about such disagreeable characters and subjects, Manuela rose at the conclusion of the meal and retired to her apartment, while Lawrence continued to sip his coffee in a balcony which overlooked the vineyard behind the hotel.

It was evening, and, although unusually warm, the weather was very enjoyable, for a profound calm reigned around, and the hum of the multitudes in the distant square seemed hushed as the church bells rang the hour for evening prayers. As the twilight deepened, and the stars came faintly into sight in the dark-blue vault above, the thoughts of Lawrence became strangely saddened, and, gradually quitting the scene of peaceful beauty on which he gazed, sped over the Cordillera of the Andes to that home of his boyhood which now lay in ashes. The frame of mind thus induced naturally led him to dwell on past scenes in which his mother had taken a part, and he was still meditating, more than half asleep, on the joys which were never to return, when he was roused into sudden and thorough consciousness by something  he could not tell what  a sort of sensation  which caused him to leap from his chair.

At the same moment there arose from the streets a cry, or wail. Suddenly a rumbling noise was heard. Lawrence bounded towards the nearest door. Full well he knew what it meant. Before he could escape there was a tremendous upheaval of the solid earth, and in one instant, without further warning, the entire town fell with one mighty crash! Lawrence just saw the walls and roof collapsing  then all was dark, and consciousness forsook him.




Chapter Ten.

Recounts some Terrible and some Vigorous Deeds.

How long our hero lay in this state he could not tell, but on recovering his faculties he became conscious of the fact that he was in total darkness, lying on his back, with a tremendous weight pressing on his chest. For a few moments he remained still, quite unable to recollect what had occurred, or where he was.

Suddenly memory resumed its office  the earthquake! the fall of the hotel!  and, with a gush of horror, he realised the terrible truth that he was buried alive.

The reader must have been in the position we describe to understand fully the feelings of the poor youth at that moment. His first impulse was to make a violent effort to shake off the intolerable weight that almost suffocated him; but his efforts, strong though he was, proved in vain. It felt as if a mountain held him down. Then the thought of Manuela rushed in upon him, and he uttered a loud cry. The sound of his voice in the confined space was terrible. It seemed to rush in upon his brain with awful din. In his agony, a feeling of frantic despair came over him, and, with the strength of a giant, he struggled to be free, but still without success. Exhausted as much by his horror as by his efforts, he lay for some minutes quite still, his brain keenly alive and thirsting, as it were, for some sound that might convey hope. No sound was to be heard, save the intense beating of his own pulsations which seemed to throb into his ears, and down into his very extremities.

As he lay listening, it came strangely into his thoughts, with something like a feeling of regret, that it would be very hard for him to die! So much strong life as he possessed must, he thought, take long to destroy! But again, the memory of poor Manuela, perhaps in a similar condition, and certainly not far from him, banished the thoughts of self, and he listened once more intently.

All was still as the grave. The effort at self-control, however, calmed him a little, and, in a gentler mood, he tried to move his arms. The left arm was fixed as in a vice, and gave him so much pain, that he feared it had been broken. The right arm was also fast, but he felt that he could move his hand.

It was a feeble straw for the buried man to clutch at, yet it was strong enough to buoy up Hope in a stout heart. His courage returned, and with calm, resolute patience he set to work, uttering the fervent prayer, Help me, O God!

Where there was space for a hand to move freely, he knew there must be space to remove rubbish, though it might be ever so little. In a few minutes some handful of earth were thrust aside. Then, by drawing his arm upwards and pushing it downwards, he loosened the rubbish around it, and by slow degrees set it partially free. If he had been entombed in solid earth, this, he was well aware, could not have been possible; but, rightly judging that in a mass of mingled bricks, mortar, and beams there must be spaces more or less open, he worked away, with patience and in hope. The result was that he was able at last to touch with his right hand the object which lay so crushingly on his chest. It was an enormous beam. The utter impossibility of even moving it filled him for a moment with despair, but again he cried to God for help. The cry was answered, truly and effectively, yet without a miracle, for the very act of trust in the Almighty calmed his mind and set it free to consider intelligently.

He could not hope to lift the beam. It was far too heavy. Being so heavy, he knew it would have killed him outright if it had not been checked in its descent, and partially supported somehow. Might he not, then, scrape away the rubbish on which he lay until he should, as it were, sink away from the beam? He tried at once, and managed to get his right hand slightly under him. He could reach his haunch. It was a terribly slow process, but by degrees the busy hand reached the waist, drawing the rubbish out by small portions at a time. It seemed to him as if hours were spent in these painful efforts. Still no appreciable difference was made in his position, and he had by that time pushed his hand as far up under his back towards his neck as it was possible to turn it. Finding that he could scrape away no more in that direction, he now sought to deepen the hollows already made. In doing so he got hold of a brick, which he wrenched out with a desperate effort. The result was instantaneous relief, for he seemed to subside, not much, indeed, but sufficiently to permit of his breathing freely.

With a fervent exclamation of thankfulness he turned slightly round, and drew his left arm out from the rubbish. He felt it anxiously. It was bruised a good deal, but not broken.

Although so greatly relieved that he felt for a few moments almost as if he had been delivered from death, the poor youth was still in a terrible case. The space in which he was confined did not admit of his sitting up, much less standing. What seemed to be a solid mass of the fallen wall was above him, prevented from crushing him by the beam before mentioned, while around him were masses of brick and mortar densely packed.

Again exerting his lungs, the youth shouted with all his might, and then paused to listen; but there was no reply. Then he shouted the name of Manuela, in the hope that she might hear, and answer, if still alive. But no answering voice replied.

Believing now that nothing could save him but a fixed purpose and a prolonged desperate effort on an intelligent plan, he prayed again for help, and then proceeded to enlarge his tomb by scraping the rubbish back under the beam, from beneath which he had drawn himself, and packing it tightly down. This enlarged the space, enabling him to get upon his knees. To work upward through the fallen wall would, he knew, be an impossibility. He therefore worked horizontally for some time, throwing the rubbish between his legs behind him, as, we presume, the moles are accustomed to do. Then he passed his hand along over his head, and found that the solid wall was no longer above him,  only disjointed bricks and beams.

With renewed hope and redoubled effort he now worked his way upwards, although well-nigh suffocated by dust, as well as by smoke arising from fires which had broken out in many places all over the ruined town. Suddenly, while thus engaged, he heard voices faintly. He shouted with all his might, and listened. Yes, he was not mistaken; he heard voices distinctly, and they appeared to be speaking in Spanish. With something like a bounding of the heart he repeated his shout, and renewed his labours.

If he had known the character of the persons who had thus encouraged him, his hopes would not have been so strong.

We have said that the entire town had been levelled by one tremendous convulsion, and that in many places fires had broken out among the ruins. These fires sent up dense volumes of smoke, which naturally attracted people from all quarters of the surrounding country. Among them came bands of desperate and lawless characters, who fastened on the ruins as vultures seize on carrion. They resembled the unclean birds in more respects than one, for they went about as long as there was anything of value to be seized, long after other people had been forced to quit the place owing to the horrible stench of the hundreds of corpses decaying, and in many cases burning, among the ruins. (See note 1.)

It was the voices of some of these lawless ruffians that Lawrence had heard. He soon became aware of their character by the terrible oaths which they used, and the fiendish laughter in which they indulged whenever he called for help. Knowing that he had nothing to hope from such miscreants, he ceased to call out, but toiled none the less vigorously to effect his deliverance. At last he managed to scrape through to the upper world; and a feeling of inexpressible relief filled his breast as a bright ray of sunshine shot into his prison.

That it was daylight did not surprise him, for the many hours which he had spent under ground seemed to him like weeks. But he soon found that he was not yet free. The hole which he had scraped was much too small to admit of the passage of even a little boy. In trying to enlarge it, he found, to his dismay, that on one side of it was an enormous beam, on the other a mass of solid masonry, which could not be moved without aid. Looking out, he saw nothing but confused heaps of smoking ruins, save in one direction, where, in the far distance, (for the hotel had stood on a mound), he could see a group of men engaged as if searching for something.

To these he shouted again, but did not attract their attention. Either they did not hear him, or did not care. Turning then to the beam, he tried with all his might to raise it, but failed, though it moved slightly. Encouraged by hope, and afterwards influenced by despair, he tried again and again, until his strength broke down.

At this juncture he heard footsteps, and saw a man passing near.

Senhor! senhor! he cried, in the best Spanish he could muster, aid me to get out, for the love of God!

A coarse insult was the only reply as the man passed on. A group of other men who passed soon after behaved as badly, for they only laughed at his entreaties.

It is difficult to say whether rage or indignation was more powerful in Lawrences heart, but both passions were equally unavailing in the circumstances. He felt this, and soon calmed down; so that when, half an hour later, another man passed that way, he addressed him in tones of respect and earnest entreaty.

The bandit, for such he was, seemed to be utterly unaffected; for although he must certainly have heard the appeal, he, like the others, passed on without taking the slightest notice.

Senhor! senhor! cried Lawrence, I have a gold watch and chain, to which you

The man stopped, for the bait took at once. Turning, and walking towards the place from which the sound came, he soon found the hole through which our hero looked.

Hand out the watch, senhor, he said.

No, no, answered Lawrence; aid me first to lift the beam.

Whether the man understood the bad Spanish or not we cannot say, but instead of helping to lift the beam, he drew a pistol from his belt, and said  

Hand out the watch, or I shoot!

Shoot away, then, cried Lawrence, savagely, as he drew quickly back into his hole.

The report of the pistol followed the words, and the ball caused a cloud of dust and rubbish to mingle with the smoke.

A wild laugh of defiance from within told that our Englishman was not hurt.

Ha  ha! Shoot again, he cried, fiercely.

No, senhor, no. You are brave. I will help you, replied the miscreant.

Lawrence doubted the honesty of the mans assurance, but of course thanked him, and expressed readiness to avail himself of his assistance. He kept carefully at the extreme end of the hole, however, while his murderous deliverer removed some of the rubbish from the beam, and so made it possible to raise it. Remaining quite still, Lawrence waited till he saw that the beam had been so far moved as to enlarge the space sufficiently for him to get through. Then, with a sudden spring à la Jack-in-the-box, he leaped out, and stood before the astonished bandit.

Lawrence, whose sense of honour taught him to hold his promise as sacred to a thief as to an honest man, had fully intended to give up his watch and chain to the man if he should remain peaceably disposed; but the bandit was not so disposed. Recovering from his surprise, he drew a second pistol from his belt and levelled it at Lawrence.

Thought is quick; quicker even than triggers. His length of limb happily flashed into the youths mind. Up went his foot with a sudden kick, and away went the pistol into the air, where it exploded after the manner of a sky-rocket! The bandit did not wait for more. He turned and fled, much to the satisfaction of the victor, who, overcome by prolonged exhaustive toil and excitement, sank down on a heap of rubbish, and lay there in a semi-conscious state. It seemed as if both mind and body had resolved to find rest at all hazards, for he lay perfectly motionless for nearly an hour,  not exactly asleep, but without being fully conscious of connected thought.

From this state of repose, if it may be so called, he was partially aroused by the voices of men near him, talking in coarse, violent language. Raising his head languidly, he observed a band of about eight or ten villainous-looking fellows busy round a hole, out of which they appeared to be drawing some sort of booty.

A prize! exclaimed one of the men; be gentle; shes worth taking alive.

A loud laugh from the others roused Lawrence again, but a feeling of unwonted exhaustion oppressed him, so that he scarce knew what it was he heard.

Suddenly there arose a female voice, in a cry of pain. Lawrence started up on one elbow, and beheld Manuela struggling in the grasp of one of the band.

If electric fire had taken the place of blood in his veins, he could not have bounded up more quickly. The shock seemed to renew and double his wonted strength. Like the English bull-dog, with terrible purpose, but in absolute silence, he rushed over the rubbish towards the man who held the struggling girl. The man seemed to be a leader, being the only one of the band who carried a cavalry sabre. The others were armed, some with short swords, some with carbines and pistols.

Swift though Lawrence was, the chief saw him coming. He let go the girl, and made a wild cut at him with the sabre.

Lawrence received the cut on his left arm. At the same moment he struck the villain such a blow with his clenched fist, that it seemed to crush in his skull, and sent him headlong into the hole out of which they had just dragged the Indian girl. Fortunately he dropped his sabre as he fell. With a shout of defiance our hero caught it up, just in time to arrest the descent of a carbine butt on his head. Next moment the man who aimed the blow was cleft to the chin, and a united rush of the robbers was for the moment arrested.

Manuela, helpless and horror-struck, had stood motionless on the spot where the chief had released her. Lawrence caught her in his left arm, swung her into an angle of the broken wall, placed himself in front, and faced his foes.

The villains, though taken by surprise, were no cravens. Apparently they had already discharged their fire-arms, for only one fired at our hero with a pistol, and missed his aim. Flinging the weapon at his adversary with a yell of disappointment, he missed his aim a second time. At the same moment another of the band  one of the tallest and most ferocious-looking  sprang upon the youth with terrible fury. He knew well, apparently, how to use his weapon; and Lawrence felt that his experience at school now stood him in good stead. As the weapons of these giants flew around with rapid whirl and clash, the others stood aside to see the end. Doubtless they would have taken unfair advantage of their foe if they could, but Lawrence, turning his back to the wall, where Manuela crouched, prevented that. At last one dastardly wretch, seeing that his comrade was getting the worst of it, bethought him of his carbine, and began hurriedly to load. Our hero noted the act, and understood its fatal significance. With a bound like that of a tiger he sprang at the man, and cut him down with a back-handed blow, turning, even in the act, just in time to guard a sweeping cut dealt at his head. With a straight point he thrust his sword through teeth, gullet, and skull of his tall adversary, until it stood six inches out behind his head. Then, without a moments pause, he leaped upon the nearest of the other bandits.

Awe-stricken, they all gave back, and it seemed as if the youth would yet win the day single-handed against them all, when a shout was heard, and half a dozen men of the same stamp, if not the same band, came running to the rescue.

Lawrence drew hastily back to his protecting wall.

Pray, Manuela, pray, he gasped; we are in Gods hands.

At that moment two shots were heard away on their right, and two of the advancing bandits fell. An instant later, and Quashy bounded upon the scene with a high trumpet-shriek like a wild elephant. Pedro followed, brandishing the rifle which he had just discharged with such fatal effect. Lawrence joined them with a genuine British cheer, but their adversaries did not await the onset. They turned, fled, and speedily scattered themselves among the ruins.

Tank God, massa, wes in time, said Quashy, wiping with his sleeve the perspiration that streamed from his face, as they returned quickly to Manuela.

We must not wait a moment here, said Pedro, hurriedly. There may be more of the villains about. But you are wounded, Senhor Armstrong.

Not badly, said Lawrence. It might have been worse, but the fellow was in such a hurry that the edge of his sabre turned, and I got only a blow with the side of it. If I had only had my good cudgel  by the way, it must be in the hole. It was in my hand when  Stay, Ill return in a few seconds.

He ran back to his late tomb, and quickly returned in triumph with his favourite weapon.

Come, we must get away from this at once, said Pedro, turning to Manuela. No time for explanations. Are you hurt?

No; thank God. Let us go, replied the girl, who was pale and haggard, as she staggered towards them.

Take my arm, said Lawrence, presenting his wounded limb.

The girl pointed with trembling hand to the blood.

It is nothing  a mere scratch, said Lawrence.

In his anxiety he forgot to speak in Spanish. Manuela appeared as if about to sink with fear. He caught her, lifted her in his arms as if she had been a little child, and, following Pedros lead, left the place which had been the scene of so many terrible events.

In the outskirts of the town there was a large low building of mud or sun-dried bricks, which had not been overthrown by the earthquake. To this Pedro conducted his companions. They found room in the place, though it was nearly full of survivors in all conditions of injury,  from those who had got mere scratches and bruises, to those who had been so crushed and mangled that life was gradually ebbing away. There seemed to be about fifty people in the room, and every minute more were being brought in.

Here Lawrence set down his burden, who had by that time quite recovered, and turned quickly to the guide.

Come, Pedro, he said, I can be of use here; but we must have my own wound dressed first. You can do it, I doubt not.

Pedro professed to be not only able but willing. Before he did it, however, he whispered in a low tone, yet with much emphasis, to Manuela  

Dont forget yourself! Remember!

As he whispered pretty loud, and in Spanish, Lawrence overheard and understood him, and puzzled himself, not only that day, but for many days and nights after, as to how it was possible that Manuela could forget herself, and what it was she had to remember. But the more and the longer he puzzled over it, the less did he clear up his mind on the subject.

When it became known that Lawrence was a doctor, there was a visible increase of hope in the expression and bearing of the poor wounded people. And the youth soon justified their trustful feelings, for, with Pedro and Quashy as assistant-surgeons, and Manuela as head-nurse, he went about setting broken bones, bandaging limbs, sewing up wounds, and otherwise relieving the sufferers around him.

While this was going on the poor people were recounting many marvellous tales of terrible risks run, escapes made, and dangers evaded. During all this time, too, frequent shocks of earthquake were felt, of greater or less violence, and these afterwards continued daily for a month, so that the few buildings which had partially survived the first awful shock were finally levelled like the rest.

When Lawrence with his assistants had gone the rounds of the extemporised hospital, he was so completely worn out that he could scarcely keep his eyes open. Swallowing a cup of hot coffee hastily, he flung himself on a heap of straw beside one of his patients, and almost instantly fell into a profound lethargic slumber.

There was an unoccupied arm-chair in the room. Placing this beside the youths couch, the Indian girl sat down with a fan, purposing, in her gratitude, to protect her preserver from the mosquitoes, which were having an unusual bout of revelry over the sufferers that night.

Quashy, observing this as he lay down in a corner, shook his head sadly, and whispered to himself:

Ah! you brown gal, yous in lub wid massa. But its useless. De ole story ob unrekited affection; for you know, pretty though you is, massa kin nebber marry a squaw!

Thus thinking, Quashy went sweetly to sleep.

So did most of the others in that crowded place. But Manuela stuck to her colours nobly. She kept awake until her pretty black eyes became lustreless, until her pretty brown face became expressionless, until the effort to continue awake became hopeless. Then her little head fell back on the cushion of the chair, the little mouth opened, and the large eyes closed. The little hand which held the fan dropped by her side. The fan itself dropped on the floor, and, like the others, poor Manuela at length found rest and solace in slumber.



Note 1. A similar disaster, accompanied by dreadful scenes of lawlessness and horror, occurred in 1861, when the city of Mendoza was totally destroyed by an earthquake, and nine-tenths of the inhabitants perished.




Chapter Eleven.

Outwitted by a Bandit.

Early next morning Pedro went round and quietly roused his friends.

We must start at once, he said in a low voice to Lawrence, when the wearied youth was sufficiently awake to understand. Your wounded arm is better, I hope?

It is only stiff and painful; happily, no bones are injured. But why such haste? I dont like to leave my poor patients in this fashion.

Will any of them die if you dont stay to nurse them? asked the guide, with a grave, almost stern, expression.

Why, no; not exactly, returned Lawrence; but many of them will want their wounds dressed, and all of them will be the better for a little more skilled attendance.

Will they not survive under ordinary attendance? asked Pedro, with increasing severity of expression.

Doubtless they will, but

Would you like, interrupted the inflexible guide, to have them all roused up at this early hour to hear a little farewell speech from you, explaining the absolute necessity for your going away, and your extreme regret at leaving them?

Not if there is such necessity, returned Lawrence, yawning, and raising himself on one elbow.

There is such necessity, senhor. I have been down to the village where my friend lives, and have got fresh horses. Manuela and Quashy are already mounted. I let you sleep to the last moment, seeing you were so tired. Dont forget your pistols; you may need them.

Without waiting for a reply, he rose and left the room. The young doctor hesitated no longer. Regret at quitting the poor people around him was overborne by the fear of being left behind, for he had by that time begun to entertain a vague suspicion that the stern and peculiar man by whom he was led would not permit any object whatever to stand in the way of what he believed to be his duty.

In a few seconds he issued from the hut, armed with his pair of double-barrelled pistols and the faithful cudgel. The cavalry sabre, however, had been lost, not much to his regret.

The grey light of dawn was just sufficient to give a ghostly appearance to what may be truly termed the ghastly ruins around them, and to reveal in undefined solemnity the neighbouring mountains. Smoke still issued from the half-smothered fires, and here and there a spectral figure might be seen flitting silently to and fro. But all was profoundly still and quiet, even the occasional tremors of the earth had ceased for a time, when they issued from the enclosure of the hut.

Without speaking, Lawrence mounted the horse which stood ready for him, and they all rode silently away, picking their steps with great care through the upheaved and obstructed streets. It was a scene of absolute and utter ruin, which Lawrence felt could never be effaced from his memory, but must remain there burned in deeply, in its minutest details, to the end of time.

When they had passed the suburbs, however, and reached the country beyond, the depressing influences passed away, and, a certain degree of cheerfulness returning with the sun, they began to chat and to explain to each other their various experiences.

Of course, when I felt the earthquake, said Pedro to Lawrence, I knew that, although little damage was done to the village to which I had gone in search of my friends, it must have been very severe on the town with its spires and public buildings; so I saddled up at once, and set off on my return. I met Quashy just as I left the village, and we both spurred back as fast as we could. When we came in sight of it, we saw at once that the place was destroyed, but, until we reached it, had no idea of the completeness of the destruction. We could not even find the road that led to the inn where we had left you and Manuela; and it was not till the following morning that we found the inn itself, and came up, as you know, just in time to help you, though we had sought diligently all night.

Das so, massa, broke in Quashy, who had listened with glittering eyes to Pedros narrative, which of course was much more extended and full, an yous got no notion how wes banged about our poor shins among dese ruins afore we founded you. Smy blief but for de fires wed nebber hab founded you at all. And dem scoundrils  oh! dem scoundrils

Quashys feelings at this point failed to find vent in words sufficiently expressive, so he relieved them to some extent by shaking his fist at scoundreldom in general, and grinding his teeth. No words could have expressed his feelings half so well. By way of changing a subject that appeared to be almost too much for him, he turned abruptly to the Indian girl; and said, in Spanish quite as bad as that of Lawrence  

But where were you, senhorina, all the time?

Ay, Manuela, lets hear how it was that you escaped, said Pedro quickly, in Indian.

I escaped through the mercy of God, replied the girl, in a low voice.

True, Manuela, true, replied the guide, you never said a truer word than that; but by what means was His mercy displayed?

I can scarcely tell, returned the girl; when the earthquake came I was sitting on my bed. Then the wall of the room seemed to fall on me, and my senses were gone. How long I lay so, I cannot tell. When I recovered my mind I felt as if buried alive, but I could breathe, and although unable to rise, I could move. Then I heard cries, and I replied; but my strength was gone, and I think no one heard me. Then I prayed, and then, I think, I slept, but am not sure. At last I heard a spade striking the earth above me. Soon an opening was made, and I was dragged rudely out. The rest you know.

On this being interpreted to her companions, Quashy gave it as his decided opinion that a miracle had been performed for her special deliverance; but Lawrence thought that, without miraculous interference, God had caused a mass of wall to fall over and protect her in much the same way that he himself had been protected.

While they were talking thus, and slowly descending one of the numerous richly-wooded, though rugged, paths which traverse the lower slopes of the Andes, they encountered a party of horsemen from the Pampas. They were well-armed, and from their looks might have been another troop of banditti, coming like human vultures from afar to swoop down on the carcass of the unfortunate town.

To have shown the slightest hesitancy or fear  supposing them to have been what they looked  would have been to invite attack, but, as the reader knows, our travellers were not the men to betray themselves thus. Before starting, they had carefully examined their weapons, and had bestowed them about their persons somewhat ostentatiously. Pedro had even caused Manuela to stick a brace of small pistols and a large knife in her belt; and, as Indian women are sometimes known to be capable of defending themselves as vigorously as men, she was by no means a cipher in the effective strength of the party.

With a dignified yet free-and-easy air that would have done credit to a Spanish Don of the olden time, Pedro saluted the party as he rode past. His aspect, and the quiet, self-possessed air of the huge Englishman, with the singularity of his cudgel, coupled with the look of graceful decision about the Indian maiden, and the blunt bull-doggedness of the square negro, were sufficient to ensure a polite response, not only from that party, but from several other bands of the same stamp that were met with during the day.

Diverging from the main road in order to avoid these bands, they followed a track well-known to the guide. Towards the afternoon, from the top of a rising ground, they descried a solitary foot traveller wending his way wearily up the hill.

He was a man of middle age, and powerfully-built, but walked with such evident difficulty that it seemed as if he were either ill or exhausted. Pedro eyed him with considerable suspicion as he approached. In passing, he begged for assistance. As he spoke in French, Lawrence, whose sympathies, like those of Quashy, were easily roused, asked in that tongue what was the matter with him.

He had been robbed, he said, by that villainous bandit, Conrad of the Mountains, or some one extremely like him, and had been nearly killed by him. He was on his way to San Ambrosio, where his wife and family dwelt, having heard that it had been greatly damaged, if not destroyed, by an earthquake.

It has been utterly destroyed, my poor fellow, said Lawrence, in a tone of pity; but it may be that your family has escaped. A good number of people have escaped. Here are a few dollars for you. You will need them, I fear. You can owe them to me, and pay them when next we meet.

The gift was accompanied with a look of pleasantry, for Lawrence well knew there was little chance of their ever meeting again.

Pedro sat regarding them with a grim smile. You are a stout fellow, he said, in a tone that was not conciliatory, after the beggar had accepted the dollars with many expressions of gratitude; from all I have heard of Conrad of the Mountains, you are quite a match for him, if he were alone.

He was not alone, senhor, replied the beggar, with a look that told of a temper easily disturbed.

To this Pedro replied contemptuously, Oh, indeed! and, turning abruptly away, rode on.

You doubt that man? said Lawrence, following him.

I do.

He looked honest.

Men are not always to be judged by their looks.

Das a fact! interposed Quashy; what would peepil judge ob me, now, if dey hoed by looks?

Theyd say you were a fine, genial, hearty, good-natured blockhead, said Lawrence, laughing.

True, massa, yous right. Im all dat an wuss, but not always dat. Sometimes Im roused; an Im awrful wen Im roused! You should see me wen my backs riz. Oh my!

The negro opened his eyes and mouth so awfully at the mere idea of such a rising that his companions were fain to seek relief in laughter. Even the grave Manuela gave way to unrestrained merriment, for if she failed to thoroughly understand Quashys meaning, she quite understood his face.

That night they found welcome shelter in a small farm.

Did you fall in with the notorious bandit, Conrad of the Mountains? asked their host, after the ceremonious reception of his guests was over.

No, senhor, answered Pedro. Is that fellow in this neighbourhood just now?

So it is said, senhor. I have not seen him myself, and should not know him if I saw him, but from descriptions I should think it must be he. I have a poor fellow  a peon  lying here just now, who has been robbed and nearly murdered by him. Come, he is in the next room; you can speak to him.

Saying this, the host introduced Pedro and Lawrence into an inner chamber, where the wounded man lay, groaning horribly. He was very ready, indeed eager, to give all the information in his power. Fear had evidently given the poor fellow an exaggerated idea of the appearance of the man who had waylaid him; nevertheless, from his description our travellers had no difficulty in recognising the poor bereaved beggar whom they had met and assisted.

Was he a large man? asked Pedro.

Yes, yes, senhor; tremendous!  seven feet or more, and so  indicating about three feet across the shoulders. Rough black head, huge black beard and moustache, hawk nose, with such awful eyes, and the strength of a tiger! I could never have been so easily overcome by one man if he had not been a giant.

You see, said Pedro in English, turning to Lawrence with a smile, the description tallies exactly, making due allowance for this poor fellows alarm. He must be a clever fellow this Conrad of the Mountains, for he has not only frightened a peon out of his wits, but roused the pity of an Englishman by asserting that he had been robbed by himself! Your charity, you see, was ill bestowed.

So, it seems we might have made this noted bandit prisoner if we had only known! exclaimed Lawrence, who seemed more distressed at missing the chance of becoming an amateur thief-catcher than at misdirected charity. But do you really think the fellow was Conrad of the Mountains?

I am certain he was not, said Pedro.

How do you know?

I have several grounds for my belief, but, even if I had not, I might easily judge from appearances. Conrad is said to be kind to women and children. The scoundrel we met with could not be kind to any one. Moreover, there is no clear proof that Conrad is a bandit, while this man certainly is one.

Im sorry you seem so sure, because I should like much to be able to say I had seen this notorious fellow about whom every one appears to hear so much and to know so little.

Although the bandit of whom we have just made mention was not Conrad of the Mountains, it may interest the reader to know that he was in truth a sufficiently notorious villain, named Fan, the captain of a band of twenty assassins, most of whom were escaped criminals from the prisons of Chili and Peru. Among other exploits, Fan once attacked the armed escort of a troop of mules conveying silver in bars from the mines to Chili. Fan and his men attacked them in a ravine so suddenly, and with such a deadly fire of musketry, that the few who survived laid down their arms at once, on the promise being made that their lives should be spared.

Banditti do not usually regard promises as binding. It would be surprising if they did. Fan made the survivors lie down on their faces, and was about to plunder the mules, when he changed his mind, and shot all the rest of the convoy in cold blood, except the last, who, seeing the fate that awaited him, leaped over a precipice, rolled down a steep slope many hundred feet deep, and, strange to say, escaped with his life. He then procured a dozen or two well-armed men, and returned to the scene of the robbery, but found that the robbers had flown with as much silver as they could carry, the remainder being scattered about on the road.

These miscreants were afterwards captured, but, owing to disputes between the Peruvian and the Chilian Governments, the former of whom had hold of, while the latter claimed, the robbers, they all escaped their merited punishment, and were set at large.




Chapter Twelve.

Thick Woods, Heat, Change of Scene, and Savages.

We must change the scene now, and transport our reader to one of those numerous streams which convey the surplus waters of the Andes to the warmer regions of Bolivia, and thence, through many a wild, luxuriant wilderness and jungle, to the Parana river, by which they ultimately find their way to the sea.

It was approaching the afternoon of a very sultry day when Lawrence awoke from his midday siesta under an algaroba-tree, and slowly opened his eyes. The first object they rested upon was the brown little face of Manuela, reposing on a pillow formed of leopard skin. In those regions it was the practice, when convenient, to sling a network hammock between two trees, and enjoy ones siesta in that. The Indian girl lay in her hammock, with her eyes shut, and her little mouth open,  not undignifiedly open, but just sufficiently so to permit of one seeing something of the teeth and tongue inside.

Fascinated apparently by the sight, a mite of a blue-bird with a golden head sat on the edge of the hammock close to the little mouth, and looked in. Evidently it was a bird of an inquiring disposition, for, having gazed for a considerable time with one eye, it turned its head, and gazed a longer time with the other. Quashy lay close to Lawrence, with his back towards him. The latter, observing that the cheek of the former was more lumpy and prominent than usual, raised himself on one elbow to look at him, and found that the lump was the result of an expansion of the mouth from ear to ear. He was wide awake, gloating over the proceedings of that little blue-bird, but he heard Lawrence move, and turning his head slightly round, whispered  

Dat am berry funny  int it?

The whisper slightly roused Manuela. She drew a long breath, vented a deep sigh, and effectually blew the blue-bird away.

At the same moment the whole party was roused by a wild and indescribable scream, followed by a magnificent flash of what seemed to be coloured fire.

In his half-sleeping condition, Lawrence, believing it to be the war-whoop of wild Indians, leaped up and grasped his cudgel, but nothing was to be seen save the grinning face of Quashy and the amused looks of Manuela and Pedro.

Purrits, remarked the negro, by way of explanation.

What do you mean by purrits? demanded Lawrence, half ashamed of his alarm.

I mean what I says, massa,  purrits.

He means parrots, said Pedro, with a grave smile, as he rose, and proceeded to fold up the poncho on which he had lain. Weve had many a song from these screamers, but I dont remember ever seeing such a big flock come so near us, or scream so loud, before. They must have been attracted by your pretty face, Manuela, and could not help shouting with surprise at finding you asleep.

Manuela laughed lightly as she stepped out of her hammock.

Theyve just roused us in good time, continued Pedro, looking up between the tree-tops at the sky, for the hut of the tiger-hunter is a long way off, and Im anxious to reach it before dark.

In a few minutes the hammock and other camp equipage was conveyed to one of the native canoes, which lay close to the rivers bank, our travellers embarked, and ere long were far from the spot where the siesta had been taken.

In the afternoon they stopped for a little to refresh themselves with roasted parrot, chocolate, and biscuit.

Parrots are found everywhere and in great numbers in those regions between the Atlantic and Pacific. They live and travel in large flocks, and, as every one knows, they are remarkably fond of using their discordant voices, much to the annoyance of sensitive travellers. Fortunately such travellers do not often go to the wild regions of South America,  when they do, they soon become un-sensitive. When parrots assemble in a flock on the trees, they keep fluttering their wings with a tremulous motion, bending down their heads and chattering, young and old, without regard to each other or to harmony. Each seems bent on giving his own opinion in the loudest key, and pays no regard whatever to the opinions of others. There is something almost human in this!

It is a curious fact that, while the plumage of the parrots breasts is always gaudy and brilliant in the extreme, that of their backs is usually the colour of the general tone of the region they inhabit. In woods, where the bark of trees is chiefly bright yellow and green, their backs are of these colours. In the plains they are a mixture of green and brown, so that when skimming over a country they are not easily distinguished, but if they chance to come unexpectedly on travellers, they sheer off with a shriek, and expose their gaudy breasts to view.

The large flock that had so suddenly come on our friends while taking their siesta had turned off thus with a horrible scream, and revealed their gay breasts, on which the sun chanced to shine at the moment with great power, thus producing, as we have said, a splendid flash of colour.

Massa, inquired Quashy, as they sat in the canoe enjoying the cold meal and floating slowly with the stream, which you likes best,  ros purrit or ros monkey?

Really, Im not quite sure, replied Lawrence; it depends very much on appetite. If Im very hungry, I prefer the one that comes first to hand. Which do you like best?

Well, Is not kite sure needer. I tink sometimes dat monkey is best, but I cant easy git ober de face.

How so, Quashy?

Cause it am so like eatin a bit o my great-granmoder.

Indeed!

Yes. Yous no notion how like dey all is to dat ole lady. You see, she was uncommon old. She come ob a long-lib race. Das whar it is. My moder was eighty-two, an my granmoder was ninety-siven, an my great-granmoder was a hunrd an sixteen, an dey was all alive togidder, an at fuss you couldn tell which was de oldest. Dey run neck an neck for a long time, but arter de great-gran one pass de hunr milestone  oh! she hoed ahead like a rattlesnake. De wrinkles an de crows foots, an de  de colour  jes like bunt leather! She lef de oders far behind, an looked like nuffin so much as dat poor little blear-eyed monkey you shot de oder day, what Senhorina Manuela say was so nice to eat. What! you unerstan Ingliss? added the negro, looking at the Indian girl, who had given vent to a half-suppressed giggle.

Yes  leetil, replied Manuela, without attempting further to restrain her mirth.

Quite pleased that his remarks should afford amusement, Quashy was about to launch out extensively on the great-granmoder theme, when an exclamation from the guide checked him.

Look, Senhor Armstrong, he said, arresting the progress of the canoe by a slight turn of his paddle. Yonder is a mode of fishing which no doubt is new to you.

Pedro pointed as he spoke to a canoe which a sharp bend of the stream had just revealed to them. Its occupants were Indians. They were almost naked, and so intent on their occupation that the arrival of our travellers had not been observed. One of the Indians, a splendid specimen of muscular strength, stood up in the canoe with a bow and arrow in his hands and one foot on the gunwale, quite motionless. Suddenly he drew the bow, the arrow pierced the water without causing a ripple, and next moment a transfixed fish was struggling on the surface.

The fish was barely secured when the presence of strangers was discovered. An exclamation followed. Instantly the dark savage bent his bow, with the arrow pointed this time full at the breast of Pedro.

That worthy did not, however, seem much alarmed. He at once pushed out into the stream, and gave a shout which induced the savage not only to lower his bow, but to fling it into his canoe and throw up his arms with exclamations of surprise and joy.

He knows you? said Lawrence, looking back at Pedro, who sat in the stern of their canoe.

Yes, he knows me. I am pretty well-known to most people in these regions. This is the tiger-hunter of whom I have spoken. His dwelling is not far-off.

The meeting of the two friends was remarkably cordial, and it was evident to both Lawrence and Quashy that the white man and the brown were not only old friends, but more than usually fond of each other.

After the first salutations, both canoes were run to the bank of the stream, and when they had all landed, Pedro presented his friend to Lawrence, who shook hands with him in the English fashion.

You have not mentioned your friends name, said Lawrence.

His name! replied Pedro, with a laugh, well, it is almost unpronounceable. Perhaps you had better call him by the name he goes by among his friends  Spotted Tiger, or, more briefly  Tiger.

Tell Spotted Tiger, then, said Lawrence, that I am happy to make his acquaintance.

When the guide had translated this, and the Indian had returned a complimentary rejoinder, they continued to converse in the Indian tongue with much animation, and, on the part of Spotted Tiger, with some excitement. Of course Lawrence understood nothing, but he continued to watch the expressive features of the savage with interest, and observed, when their glances showed they were talking of Manuela, that Tiger first raised his eyebrows in surprise, and then smiled peculiarly.

Strange, thought Lawrence, what can he mean by that? Perhaps he knows the chief, her father, but why look surprised and smile on that account? I wish Pedro was not so secretive. However, its his business, not mine!

Consoling himself with this philosophic thought, Lawrence re-embarked with his friends, and, accompanied by Tiger, proceeded down stream till they came to a beautiful spot where the banks widened out into a small lake or pond. On its shores, under the cool shade of many trees, stood the hut of the savage.

The scenery here was more than usually beautiful, being diversified not only in form, but in its wealth and variety of trees, and twining parasites and graceful ferns, with, in one place, groves of tall trees covered with balls of wild cotton, as large as an orange, and, elsewhere, inextricable entanglements of gorgeously flowering creepers, such as the most vivid imagination would fail to invent or conceive. Behind one part of the scene the setting sun shone with intense light, turning all into dark forms, while in other parts the slanting rays fell upon masses of rich foliage, and intensified its colour.

In front of the hut a handsome Indian woman stood awaiting the arrival of her husband. She held in her arms a naked little ball of whitey-brown fat, which represented the youngest Tiger-cub of the family. Other cubs, less whitey, and more brown, romped around, while up in the trees several remembrancers of Quashys great-great-grandmother sat grinning with delight, if not indignation, at the human beings below.

After being hospitably entertained by the Indian with fish, alligator soup, roast parrot, and young monkey, the party assembled round a fire, kindled outside the hut more for the purpose of scaring away wild beasts than cooking, though the little Tiger-cubs used it for the latter purpose.

Then Pedro said to Lawrence  

Now, Senhor Armstrong, I am going to ask you to exercise a little patience at this point in our journey. The business I have in hand requires that I should leave you for two or three days. I fully expect to be back by the end of that time, and meanwhile I leave you and Quashy and Manuela in good company, for my friend Spotted Tiger is true as steel, though he is an Indian, and will perhaps show you a little sport to prevent your wearying.

Very good, Pedro. I am quite willing to wait, said Lawrence. You know I am not pressed for time at present. I shall be very glad to remain and see what is to be seen here, and learn Spanish from Manuela.

Or teach her Angleesh, suggested the girl, bashfully.

Certainly. Whichever pleases you best, Manuela, returned Lawrence.

But spose, said Quashy, with a look of awful solemnity at Pedro spose you nebber comes back at all! Spose you gits drownded, or killed by a tiger, or shot by a Injin. What den?

Suppose, retorted the guide, that an earthquake should swallow up South America, or that the world should catch fire  what then?

Why den, we no care a buttin for noting arter dat, replied the negro, promptly, but if you don return, we nebber reach Buenos Ayres.

Never fear, Quashy. If I dont return, Spotted Tiger will guide you safely there.

That night Pedro and his friend left the hut in a canoe, lighted by a brilliant moon. Before morning the latter returned alone.

Meanwhile Lawrence had slung Manuelas hammock between two trees, with a fire on either side, yet screened from the chief camp-fire by a thick bush, so that though close at hand, and under his protection, she occupied, as it were, a separate chamber of her own. His own hammock and that of Quashy  for they all used hammocks  were hung side by side a little nearer to the large fire.

Mr and Mrs Tiger, with all the little Tigers, finding their hut rather warm, came outside, and also made their beds beside their visitors.




Chapter Thirteen.

Deals with Spotted Tigers Home, and a Hunting Expedition.

In spite of howling jaguars, and snarling pumas, and buzzing mosquitoes, and the whole host of nocturnal abominations peculiar to those regions, our weary travellers lay peacefully in their hammocks, and slept like humming-tops. In regard to Quashy, we might more appropriately say like a buzzing-top.

Once or twice during the night Quashy rose to replenish the fires, for the jaguars kept up a concert that rendered attention to this protection advisable; but he did it with half-closed eyes, and a sort of semi-wakefulness which changed into profound repose the instant he tumbled back into his hammock. Lawrence, not being so well accustomed to the situation, lay awake a short time at first, having his loaded pistols under his pillow; but, as we have said, he soon slumbered, and it is probable that all the jaguars, pumas, peccaries, tapirs, alligators, and wild cats in that district might have walked in procession under his hammock without disturbing him in the least, had they been so minded. As for Manuela, with that quiet indifference to mere prospective danger that usually characterises her race, she laid her head on her tiger-skin pillow, and slept the sleep of innocence  having absolute faith, no doubt, in the vigilance and care of her protectors.

It might have been observed, however, that before lying down the Indian maiden knelt beside her hammock and hid her face in her hands. Indeed from the first it had been seen by her fellow-travellers that Manuela thus communed with her God, and on one occasion Lawrence, remarking on the fact, had asked Pedro if she were a Christian.

She is a Christian, was Pedros reply, but as he manifested an evident intention not to be communicative on the subject, Lawrence forbore to put further questions, although he felt his interest in the girl as well as his curiosity increasing, and he longed to know how and when she had been turned from heathen worship to the knowledge of Christ.

When daylight began to glimmer in the east, the bird, beast, and insect worlds began to stir. And a wonderful stir do these worlds make at that hour in the grand regions of Central South America; for although nocturnal birds and beasts retire and, at least partially, hide their diminished heads at daylight, the myriad denizens of the forests bound forth with renewed life and vigour to sing a morning hymn of praise to their Maker  involuntarily or voluntarily, who can tell which, and what right has man to say dogmatically that it cannot be the latter? Thousands of cooing doves, legions of chattering parrots, made the air vocal; millions of little birds of every size and hue twittered an accompaniment, and myriads of mosquitoes and other insects filled up the orchestra with a high pitched drone, while alligators and other aquatic monsters beat time with flipper, fin, and tail.

Breakfast, consisting of excellent fish, eggs, maize, jaguar-steak, roast duck, alligator-ragout, and chocolate, was prepared outside the Indian hut. The hut itself was unusually clean, Tiger being a peculiar and eccentric savage, who seemed to have been born, as the saying is, in advance of his generation. He was a noted man among his brethren, not only for strength and prowess, but for strange ideas and practices, especially for his total disregard of public opinion.

In respect of cleanliness, his hut differed from the huts of all other men of his tribe. It was built of sun-dried mud. The furniture consisted of two beds, or heaps of leaves and skins, and several rude vessels of clay. The walls were decorated with bows, arrows, blow-pipes, lances, game-bags, fishing-lines, and other articles of the chase, as well as with miniature weapons and appliances of a similar kind, varying its size according to the ages of the little Tigers. Besides these, there hung from the rafters  if we may so name the sticks that stretched overhead  several network hammocks and unfinished garments, the handiwork of Mrs Tiger.

That lady herself was a fat and by no means uncomely young woman, simply clothed in a white tunic, fastened at the waist with a belt  the arms and neck being bare. Her black hair was cut straight across the forehead, an extremely ugly but simple mode of freeing the face from interference, which we might say is peculiar to all savage nations had not the highly civilised English of the present day adopted it, thus proving the truth of the proverb that extremes meet! The rest of her hair was gathered into one long heavy plait, which hung down behind. Altogether, Madame Tiger was clean and pleasant looking  for a savage. This is more than could be said of her progeny, which swarmed about the place in undisguised contempt of cleanliness or propriety.

Stepping into the hut after kindling the fire outside, Quashy proceeded to make himself at home by sitting down on a bundle.

The bundle spurted out a yell, wriggled violently, and proved itself to be a boy!

Jumping up in haste, Quashy discommoded a tame parrot on the rafters, which, with a horrible shriek in the Indian tongue, descended on his head and grasped his hair, while a tame monkey made faces at him and a tame turtle waddled out of his way.

Having thus as it were established his footing in the family, the negro removed the parrot to his perch, receiving a powerful bite of gratitude in the act, and invited the wife of Spotted Tiger to join the breakfast-party. This he did by the express order of Lawrence, for he would not himself have originated such a piece of condescension. Not knowing the dialect of that region, however, he failed to convey his meaning by words and resorted to pantomime. Rubbing his stomach gently with one hand, he opened his mouth wide, pointed down his throat with the forefinger of the other hand, and made a jerky reference with his thumb to the scene of preparations outside.

Madame Tiger declined, however, and pointed to a dark corner, where a sick child claimed her attention.

O poor ting! whats de matter wid it? asked Quashy, going forward and taking one of the childs thin hands in his enormous paw.

The little girl must have been rather pretty when in health, but there was not much of good looks left at that time, save the splendid black eyes, the lustre of which seemed rather to have improved with sickness. The poor thing appeared to know that she had found in the negro a sympathetic soul, for she not only suffered her hand to remain in his, but gave vent to a little squeak of contentment.

Stop! You hold on a bit, Poppity, said Quashy, whose inventive capacity in the way of endearing terms was great, Ill fetch de doctor.

He ran out and presently returned with Lawrence, who shook his head the moment he set eyes on the child.

No hope? inquired Quashy, with solemnity unspeakable on his countenance.

Well, I wont say that. While there is life there is hope, but it would have been more hopeful if I had seen the child a week or two sooner.

After a careful examination, during which the father, who had come in, and the mother looked on with quiet patience, and Manuela with some anxiety, he found that there was still room for hope, but, he said, turning to Quashy, she will require the most careful and constant nursing, and as neither Tiger nor his wife understands what we say, and Pedro may not be back for some days, it will be difficult to explain to them what should be done. Can you not speak their dialect even a little? he added in Spanish to Manuela.

She shook her head, but said quietly  

Me will nurse.

Thats very kind of you, and it will really be a charity, for the child is seriously ill. She is a strangely attractive little thing, he continued, bending over her couch and stroking her hair gently. I feel quite as if I had known her a long time. Now, I will give you instructions as well as I can as to what you have to do. Shall I give them in Spanish or English?

Quite gravely the Indian girl replied, Angleesh.

Very well, said he, and proceeded to tell Manuela how to act as sick-nurse. When he had finished, the girl at once stepped up to Tigers wife with a winning smile, patted her shoulder, kissed her forehead, and then, pointing to the little invalid with a look of profound intelligence, went out of the hut. Presently she returned with some of the gravy of the alligator-ragout, sat down beside the little one, and began to administer it in small quantities. Evidently the child was pleased both with the food and the angel of mercy who had found her, for she nestled in a comfortable way close to Manuelas side. Lawrence observed, when the latter looked round for something she wanted, that her eyes were full of tears.

I knew I was right, he muttered to himself as he returned to the fire, where Quashy had already spread out the breakfast, she certainly must be a princess of the Incas. They were notoriously celebrated for their gentle and amiable qualities, even at the time of Pizarros conquest.

What more passed in his mind we cannot tell, for he ceased to mutter, and never revealed his subsequent thoughts to any one.

Now, Quashy, said Lawrence, when breakfast was over, we are left here in what we may style difficulties. The Indians dont understand Spanish or English, so until Pedro returns we shall have to get along as best we can by signs.

Bery well, massa, I hope you knows how to talk by signs, for its more dan dis nigger do.

As he spoke he threw an ear of maize at a monkey which sat on a branch overhead gazing at the party with an expression of the most woebegone resignation. He missed his aim, but none the less did that monkey change its look into a glare of intense indignation, after which it fled shrieking, with hurt feelings, into the woods.

Im not much up in the language of signs, said Lawrence, but we must try our best.

Saying which he arose, and, touching Tiger on the shoulder, beckoned him to follow.

With the lithe, easy motions of the animal after which he was named, the Indian rose. Lawrence led him a few paces from the fire, and then, putting himself in the attitude of a man discharging an arrow from a bow, suddenly let the imaginary arrow fly, looked at the savage, touched his own breast, and smiled.

So did Quashy, with compound interest. Spotted Tiger looked puzzled, shook his head, and also smiled.

He tink you wants him to shoot you, said Quashy.

No, no, thats not it, said Lawrence, with a somewhat abashed look at the Indian. I want you to take us out shooting  hunting, you know  hunting.

As Tiger did not know the word hunting he continued to shake his head with a puzzled air.

Every one who has tried it knows what a silly, almost imbecile, feeling comes over one when one attempts the communication of ideas in dumb show. Feelings of this sort affected our hero very keenly. He therefore, while continuing the pantomime, kept up a running or interjectional accompaniment in the English language.

Look here, Tiger, he said, impressively, taking up two sticks which he made to represent a bow and arrow, and placing them in position, I want to go hunting with you  hunting  shooting the jaguar.

Yes, de jaguar  tiger, you know, said Quashy, who, in his anxiety to get the savage to understand, imitated his masters actions, and could not refrain from occasionally supplementing his speech.

As a tiger-skin chanced to be hanging on a bush near to the fire, Lawrence completed his pantomime by throwing his mimic arrow against that.

A gleam of intelligence suffused the face of the savage. Stalking into his hut, he returned with a bow considerably longer than himself, and an arrow, also of great length. Retiring to a distance from the jaguar-skin above referred to, he bent his bow quickly, and sent an arrow straight through the middle of it, thereafter raising himself with a look of pride.

Why, the fellow thinks I want him to show off his powers of shooting, said Lawrence.

So he do  de idjit! said Quashy.

With much anxiety of expression, great demonstration of vigorous action, and many painful efforts of inventive genius, the two men tried to convey their wishes to that son of the soil, but all in vain. At last in desperation Quashy suddenly seized the jaguar-skin, threw it over his own shoulders, placed a long pole in Lawrences hands, and said  

Now, massa, you look out, Is agwine to spring at you, and you stick me.

He uttered a mighty roar as he spoke, and bounded towards his master, who, entering at once into the spirit of the play, received him on the point of his spear, whereupon the human jaguar instantly fell and revelled for a few seconds in the agonies of death. Then he calmly rose.

Now, said he, with a look of contempt, if he no understan dat, its cause he haint got no brains.

At first the Indian had gazed at this little scene with a look of intense astonishment. When it was finished he burst into a fit of hearty laughter. Evidently it was the best piece of acting he had seen since he was born, and if he had been other than a savage, he must certainly have shouted bravo! perhaps encore! and clapped his hands.

Boh! hes a born idjit! cried Quashy, turning away in disgust, but a new idea seemed to flash into his fertile brain.

Stop a bit! he suddenly exclaimed, seizing a piece of flat bark that lay at his feet. On this, with the point of a charred stick, he drew a triangular form, with three dots in it for two eyes and a nose. An oval attached to this represented a body; at the other end a long waving line served for a tail; four short lines below indicated legs. This creature he covered all over with spots.

There, he cried, sticking it into a bush, and glaring at the Indian, jaguar!  jaguar!

Catching up the pole which Lawrence had thrown down, he rushed at this jaguar, and pierced it through the heart. Thereafter, in hot haste, he picked up Tigers bow and arrows, ran down to the river, put them into a small canoe, and thrust it into the water. Holding on with one hand, he waved with the other.

Ho! hi! come along, you stuppid idjit!

The stuppid idjit was enlightened at last. With a dignified smile, which would probably have been a frown if he had understood Quashys words, he went up to his hut, and selected a lance and a bow, with which, and a quiver of arrows, he returned to the little hunting canoe.

Seeing that they were now understood, Lawrence took his shot-gun and pistols; the negro also armed himself, and in a few minutes more they found themselves paddling gently down the sluggish current of the river.

The scenery through which those curiously assorted hunters passed that day in their light canoe was singularly beautiful; and when, turning up one of the narrow streams that fed the main river, they came into a region of sweet, mellow twilight, caused by the over-arching trees, where the very aspect of nature suggested, though it could not create, coolness, Lawrence felt as if he had been at last transported into those famous regions of fairyland which, if they really existed, and we were in very deed to get into them, would, perchance, not equal, and certainly could not excel, our own actual world!

Gigantic trees towered upwards till their heads were lost in the umbrageous canopy, while their stems were clasped by powerful snake-like creepers, or adorned with flowering parasites. The bushes grew so thick and tangled that it seemed as if neither man nor beast could penetrate them  which indeed was the case, as regards man, in many places; yet here and there unexpected openings permitted the charmed eyes to rest upon romantic vistas where creepers, convolvuli, and other flowers, of every shape, hue, and size, hung in festoons and clusters, or carpeted the ground. Fruit, too, was there in abundance. Everything seemed to bear fruit. The refreshing and not too luscious prickly pear; the oukli, an enormous cactus, not unlike the prickly pear but with larger fruit, whose delightful pulp was of a blood-red colour; the ancoche, with sweet-tasted pearl-like drops, and many others.

There was plenty of animal life, also, in and around this stream, to interest the hunters, who were now obliged to exert themselves a little to make head against the sluggish current. Water-hens were innumerable, and other wild-fowl flew or paddled about, enjoying, apparently, a most luxuriant existence, while brown ant-hills were suggestive of exceedingly busy life below as well as above ground. There are many kinds of ants out there, some of them very large, others not quite so large, which, however, make up in vicious wickedness what they lack in size.

At one bend in the stream they came suddenly on a boa-constrictor which was swimming across; at another turn they discovered a sight which caused Lawrence to exclaim  

Theres a breakfast for you, Quashy. What would you say to that?

Id like to hab im cooked, massa.

The reference was to an alligator which was crossing the stream a few yards ahead of them, with a live boa in his jaws. The huge serpent was about twelve feet long, and wriggled horribly to escape, but the monster had it fast by the middle. Evidently its doom was fixed.

Several tapirs and a band of grunting peccaries were also seen, but all these were passed without molestation, for the ambitions of our hunters that day soared to nothing less than the tiger of the American jungles  the sneaking, lithe, strong, and much-dreaded jaguar.

Spotted Tiger seemed to have at last become fully aware of the spirit of his companions, for he took no apparent note of the various animals seen as they passed along, and evidently was on the outlook for the monarch of the jungle. Having been told by Pedro that he was a celebrated hunter, Lawrence felt sure that he would lead them to success.

Why you no shoot de deer an pepper de alligators, massa? asked Quashy at last, after several of the creatures mentioned had been seen and passed.

Because I dont want them, returned Lawrence, and I have no pleasure in useless destruction of life. Besides, I am anxious to shoot a jaguar, having a strong wish to take home the claws and skull of one  the first for my friends, the last for a museum. When we want food I will shoot deer, or anything else thats eatable.

Quashy remained silent. He seemed to be revolving his masters reply in a philosophical way, when something between a snarl and a growl turned his thoughts sharply into another channel.

Tiger quietly prepared his bow and arrows and laid his spears so that they should be handy. Lawrence and the negro also got ready their weapons, and then they advanced with caution, dipping their paddles lightly, and gazing earnestly into the jungle on the right bank of the stream.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Hunt continued; one of the Hunters almost concluded. Explorations indulged in, and a Capture effected.

Dar, massa, dar he is, exclaimed Quashy, in a hoarse whisper, pointing into the bushes.

Nonsense, man, replied Lawrence, in a low voice, its only an ant-hill.

Even in that moment of excitement, Lawrence could scarce refrain from laughter at the face of his humble follower, for Quashys business in life had not accustomed him to much sport at any time; and the prospect of actually assisting at the slaughter of a jaguar or a puma had stirred every nerve and fibre of his black being into intense excitation, so that his eyes and nostrils were dilated to the utmost, and he panted vehemently  with hope, of course, not fear!

Tiger, on the contrary, was cool and calm, though watchful. He paid no attention whatever to his companions, being too well acquainted with his work to stand in need of either advice or assistance from them.

As guide, the savage occupied the bow of the canoe; Lawrence sat in the middle, and Quashy in the stern, for he understood how to steer. Having been admonished to hold his tongue, he crouched so as, if possible, to diminish his size. He also pursed his lips,  and what a tight rounding and projecting of superfluous flesh that pursing was no tongue can adequately tell. He also glared, and this talking with the eyes was a mute sermon in itself.

Yet no jaguar could be seen. Silently, with dip of paddle that made no sound, and glide of craft through the water that produced only an oily ripple, they slowly ascended the stream.

At first Lawrence had seized his fowling-piece, which was charged with ball for the occasion; but as time passed, and the Indian showed no intention of landing, he laid the gun down, and again took up his paddle.

After a time, through some inadvertence of Quashy, the canoe was sent rather close in among the reeds and giant leaves of the bank.

That was stupid of you, Quash, said Lawrence, as he stood up to assist Tiger in backing out.

Das true, massa, said the negro, in profoundest humility of self-condemnation, Is a black idjit.

As the fore part of the canoe had touched on a mudbank, Lawrence seized one of the Indians lances, and used the butt end as a pole with which to push off. Under this impulse the canoe was gradually sliding into deep water, when a rustling of the leaves was heard, and next instant a full-sized jaguar sprang upon the Indian with cat-like agility. Whether the brute had slipped on the muddy bank we cannot say, but it missed its aim, and, instead of alighting on the shoulders of the man, it merely struck him on the head with one of its paws in passing, and went with a tremendous splash into the water.

Tiger fell forward insensible from the severe scalp-wound inflicted. Next instant the jaguar rose, grasped the edge of the canoe, and almost overturned it as it strove to climb in; and there is no doubt that in another moment it would have succeeded, for the attack was so sudden that Quashy sat paralysed, while Lawrence forgot his pistols, and his gun lay in the bottom of the canoe! Happily, however, he recovered enough of presence of mind to use the lance in his hands. Turning the point of the weapon to the jaguars mouth, he thrust it in with such tremendous force that it passed right down its throat and into its very vitals. With a gasping snarl the monster fell back into the stream, and was quickly drowned as well as impaled.

Help me to haul him on board, cried Lawrence.

Thus awakened, the negro, relieving his feelings by giving vent to a roar which partook somewhat of a cheer, seized the jaguars tail. His master grasped its ears, and in another moment it lay in the bottom of the canoe.

Now, help to lay the poor fellow beside it, said Lawrence.

O massa!  he not dead, eh? groaned the negro, as he assisted in the work.

No; nor likely to die yet a while, replied Lawrence, with much satisfaction, as he examined and bound up the scalp-wound. It is not deep; hell soon come round; but we must get him home without delay. Out with your paddle, Quashy, and use it well. Ill take the bow.

The canoe, which, during these proceedings, had been floating slowly down stream, was now turned in the right direction, and in a short time was out upon the larger river.

Here, however, they had to labour with energy against the stream, and it was far on in the afternoon before they came in sight of the Indians hut. By that time Spotted Tiger had partially recovered, as Lawrence observed during a pause made for rest. On reaching an eddy, which carried the canoe in the right direction, they rested again. The cessation of paddling appeared to rouse the wounded man, for he sat up, and, with a half-dazed look, stared at the head of the dead jaguar, on the haunch of which his elbow leaned. Then he cast an inquiring look at Lawrence, who replied to him with a nod and a smile, and went on to indicate, by means of pantomime, what had occurred.

He pointed to the animals claws, and to Tigers head; then to the bloody spear which lay at his side, and to the jaguars blood-stained throat, after which he pointed to his own breast and nodded again.

The Indian evidently understood him, for an expression of gratitude overspread his countenance as he extended his right hand  English fashion  for a shake. Our hero was not slow to grasp it, and the two exchanged a squeeze which told of lasting friendship and good-will.

A few minutes later, and the canoe was run upon the bank in front of the hut, where all the children were assembled to receive them.

It did not seem as if any of the family were deeply affected by the shaky appearance of the father as he stepped on shore, but the younger members evinced feelings of intense delight when the jaguar was lifted out; and two of them, seizing the tail as a tow-rope, passed it over their shoulders, and dragged the carcass up to the hut to show it to their mother.

O mothers! loving repositories of childhoods joys and woes, ye are unquestionably the same in substance and in spirit all the world over!

Tigers wife was more affected than Lawrence expected she would have been by her husbands accident, and tended him with anxious care. By taking hold of him, and laying him gently down in a corner opposite to that of his sick child, Lawrence gave him to understand that it was his duty to take rest. To say truth, he did not require much persuasion, but at once laid his head on his pillow, and quietly went to sleep.

The hospital is filling rather quickly, Manuela, said Lawrence, when he had finished tending his new patient, and your duties are increasing, I fear.

No fear. Me likes to nuss, replied the girl, with a look that puzzled the young doctor.

It was Manuelas fascinating smile that came hardest on our poor hero. When she looked grave or sad, he could regard her as a mere statue, an unusually classical-looking bronze savage; but when she smiled, there was something so bewitchingly sweet in the lines of her little face that he felt constrained to shut his eyes, turn away, and groan in spirit, to think that she was brown, and a savage!

Was there ever a case, he thought, so mysteriously miserable, so singularly sad, as mine! If she were only white, I would marry her at once, (if she would have me), for the sake of her gentle spirit alone,  ay, even though she were the child of a costermonger; but I cannot, I do not, love a savage, the daughter of a savage chief, with a skin the colour of shoe leather! No, it is impossible! and yet, I am in love with her spirit. I know it. I feel it. I never heard of such a strange thing before,  a man in love with a portion of a woman, and that the immaterial portion!

The last word changed the current of his thoughts, for it suggested the idea of another portion belonging to some girls with which men are too apt to fall in love!

Massa, de grubs ready, said Quashy, entering the hut at that moment.

Go to work then, Quash. Dont wait. Ill be with you directly.

But Quashy did wait. He was much too unselfish a son of ebony to think of beginning before his master.

When they had seated themselves on the grass outside the hut, along with Manuela, who left her post of duty in order to dine, and had made a considerable impression on the alligator-ragout and tiger-steaks and other delicacies, Quashy heaved a deep sigh of partial satisfaction, and asked if Tiger would be well enough to go out hunting next day.

I think not, said Lawrence; no doubt he may feel able for it, but if he shows any disposition to do so, I shall forbid him.

How you forbid him, when you not can speak hims tongue? asked Manuela, in a mild little voice, but with an arch look to which her arched black eyebrows gave intense expression.

Well, replied Lawrence, laughing, I must try signs, I suppose, as usual.

No use, massa, said Quashy; nebber make him understan. I gib you a plan. See here. You tie him up hand an foot; den we go off huntin by our lone, an let him lie till we comes back.

Lawrence shook his head. I fear he would kill us on our return. No, we must just go off early in the morning before he wakes, and get Manuela to try her hand at sign-language. She can prevail on him, no doubt, to remain at home.

I vill try, said Manuela, with a laugh.

In pursuance of this plan, Lawrence and Quashy rose before broad daylight the following morning, launched the little canoe they had used the day before, put gun, spears, etcetera, on board, and were about to push off, when one of the boys of the family ran down, and seemed to wish to accompany them.

Wed better take him, said Lawrence; hes not very big or old, but he seems intelligent enough, and no doubt knows something of his fathers haunts and sporting customs.

Yous right, massa, assented the negro.

Lawrence made a sign to the lad to embark, and Quashy backed the invitation with  

Jump aboord, Leetle Cub.

Instead of obeying, Leetle Cub ran up into the bush, but presently returned with a long stick like a headless lance, a bow and arrows, and an instrument resembling a large grappling anchor, made of wood. Placing these softly in the canoe, the little fellow, who seemed to be about ten years of age, stepped in, and they all pushed off into the river  getting out of sight of the hut without having roused any one. Turning into the same stream which they had visited the day before, they pushed past the place where the jaguar had been killed, and entered on an exploration, as Lawrence called it.

Im very fond of an exploration, Quashy, he said, dipping his paddle softly, and working gently, for there was so little current that it seemed more like the narrows of a lake than a stream.

Yes, Is bery fond ob sploration too, massa, replied the negro, with a self-satisfied nod. It am so nice not to know whar yous gwine to, or whar yous comin to, or whos dar, or whos not dar, or what fishll turn up, or what beastll turn down, or what nixt  oh! it am so jolly! what you sniggerin at, you dirty leetle cub?

The question was put to the Indian boy, who seemed much amused by something he saw up among the trees.

Looking up they saw at least a dozen red monkeys grinning at them, and one of these  a small one  was hanging on by its fathers tail.

Oh! shoot! shoot! cried Quashy to Lawrence, opening his great eyes eagerly. Deys so good to eat!

No, Quash, I wont shoot. We have shot enough of fat ducks to feed us all for one or two days at least. Besides, I cant bear to kill monkeys. It feels so like committing murder.

While he was yet speaking, Leetle Cub had taken up the long lance-like stick before mentioned and pointed it at the monkeys. It was a blow-pipe. Before Lawrence could interfere, the short arrow with which it was charged had sped on its mission with deadly aim, and the smallest monkey, relaxing its hold of the paternal tail, fell without even a cry into the water  shot through the heart.

Lawrence said nothing, but, resolving that if the boy should attempt such another shot, he would disturb his aim, he dipped his paddle vigorously, and pushed up the river.

Coming at last to an open space where the stream widened into something like a little pond, they observed an erection of timber on the bank which aroused their curiosity. It also seemed to arouse the Cubs interest, for he made somewhat excited signs that he wished to land there. Willing to humour him, they ran the canoe on the beach. Leetle Cub jumped out at once, and, taking up the anchor-like piece of wood before mentioned, went with it towards the timber erection.

I do believe it is an alligator-hook, said Lawrence.

Das a fact, said Quashy, well washum, (by which he meant, well watch him!)

It was indeed interesting to watch that little fellow  who was evidently in all respects a thorough chip of the old block  as he went about his work, quietly, yet with an undercurrent of excitement which he was not entirely able to conceal. He took his bow and arrows, as well as the blow-pipe, on shore, and laid them at his side, so as to be ready at hand in case of emergency, while he baited the alligator-hook with the dead monkey.

The hook was simple. It consisted of four pieces of tough hard wood, about a foot long, and the thickness of a mans thumb. These were tied to the end of a stout rope made of raw hide, and so arranged that their points were directed backwards, and curved somewhat outwards  thus forming as it were four huge barbs. The dead monkey was placed on and around this horrible hook  if we may so term it. The delicate morsel was then attached to the end of a pole which stretched over the stream, so that the bait, when fixed, remained suspended just above the water. The slack of the rope was then made fast to a tree. Thus the arrangement was such as to compel the alligator to raise himself well out of the water to obtain his mouthful.

While Leetle Cub was engaged in erecting this cumbrous machine, a young alligator, about a foot long, crawled out from under some leaves on the bank close to him. The urchin saw it instantly, seized his bow, and in a moment transfixed it with an arrow. The fury of the little creature, infant though it was, seemed tremendous. It turned round, snapping viciously at the arrow, and would probably have escaped with it into the water if another shot from the same unerring hand had not terminated its career.

After setting his line, the Cub carried the little alligator to the canoe, and put it carefully therein.

Das what dey make de soup ob, said Quashy.

The ragout, you mean.

Dun know whats a ragoo, massa. We calls it soup. Anyhow, its bery good.

Yes, Quash, its not bad. But look there, our daring and expert young hunter evidently wants us to land, for he is pointing to the bush. Shall we go?

Praps its as well, massa. Ob course no alligators sitch a fool as swaller dat little moutful when wes a-lookin at it. I spose Leetle Cub wants us to go away, an gib em a chance.

Having made up their minds to gratify the little fellow, they landed and accompanied him into the woods. He seemed quite to expect that they would do so and follow his lead. He set off at a smart pace in advance of them, carrying his bow on his shoulder. Lawrence was well repaid by this walk, because it led him into and through scenery of a more striking and beautiful character than he had yet seen of its kind. In many places the trees formed long aisles and vaulted colonnades and arches so regular that it seemed as though they had been planted by the hand of man. Elsewhere the chaos of tree and shrub, flower and fern and twining root was so indescribable, that it seemed as if chance and haphazard had originated it all; but the mind of our hero was cast, if we may say so, in too logical a mould to accept such an absurd origin for anything.

My Father made it all, he said, mentally, with a glow of enthusiasm; and although, like a little child gazing at an intricate machine, I see not the order or arrangement, certain am I that both must be there.

Between the tree-stems they saw ant-hills fully five or six feet high. From the trees hung thousands of orchids of various colours, and so attractive was the aspect of things overhead, that Lawrence was more than once tripped up by the long tangled grasses through which, in some parts, they had to push their way. Of course, there were plenty of parrots and monkeys and other creatures to make the forest lively. Indeed, in some parts there seemed a prospect of its becoming still more lively, for their little guide pointed out in soft places the footprints of tapirs and jaguars, which seemed to be quite fresh. Lizards innumerable crossed their path at every point; snakes were seen gliding out of their way  a fortunate tendency on the part of most snakes!  and the woods resounded with the singing of the yapu, a bird something like a blackbird, with yellow tips to its wings, and somewhat like the mocking-bird in that it imitated every other bird in the forest. Whether there is jealousy between the yapu and the parrot we have not been able to ascertain, but if birds are like men in their sentiments, we fear it is more than probable. Unlike man, however, the yapu prefers to sing upside-down, swinging the while from the branch of a tree, and ruffling its plumage.

Hallo! massa. Look dar! said Quashy, pointing with intense surprise at a neighbouring tree-stem. Did you ebber see a crab climbin up a tree?

I certainly never did, replied Lawrence, as he looked in the direction indicated, where he saw, not a crab indeed, but a monstrous hairy spider as large as a goodly-sized crab. Stepping forward to examine the creature, he was surprised to have his hat twitched off his head, and found that it was the web of the said spider which had done it! Afterwards he learned that the spider in question subsists by catching little birds, and that its bite is not so venomous as that of a smaller kind which abounds in the woods there. Not being desirous of testing the creatures power in that way at the time, he contented himself with inspecting it, and listening to a learned dissertation on spiders in general from Quashy, as he afterwards walked on.

Good fortune seemed to smile on them that day, for they had not advanced a hundred yards further when two large jaguars crossed their path. It is probable that they did not see the hunters, for they did not look up, but, gliding cat-like into the jungle, quickly disappeared.

Perhaps it was fortunate that Lawrence and his man recovered their presence of mind when too late, for if they had fired hastily and only wounded the creatures, it might have brought to an abrupt end their terrestrial career. As it was. Quashy recovered with a gasp, drew his two double-barrelled pistols, which in his eagerness he neglected to cock, and, with one in each hand, rushed yelling after the jaguars. Lawrence cocked his gun and followed at a smart, though more sedate, pace. Leetle Cub, who probably thought them both fools, ran after them with a broad grin on his dingy countenance.

We need scarcely say that the pursuit was useless. Quashy returned in a few minutes with labouring breath, and streaming at every pore. Lawrence, scarcely less blown, sat down on a fallen tree and laughed when his lungs permitted. Of course he was joined by the sympathetic black, echoed by the small boy, and imitated  not badly  by a number of parrots which wisely availed themselves of the rare opportunity to learn a lesson from man!

As they advanced the path became more encumbered and difficult to traverse, so they determined to return. Their little guide, however, seemed to object very strongly, and made wonderful gesticulations in his efforts to induce them to go on. Lawrence, however, remained firm. Seeing at last that his followers had determined to rebel, the Cub gave up trying to influence them, scooped a quantity of wild honey out of a hole in a tree, and, sitting down in a half-sulky mood, sought to console himself by eating the same.

Come, well follow you in that, at all events, said Lawrence, seating himself beside the child and regaling himself with the sweet food. Quashy followed his example with right good-will.

When their modest meal was over they returned to the river. The little boy, on nearing it, ran anxiously forward in advance, and soon they perceived by his frantic gesticulations and shouts that something of interest awaited them there.

Hes cotched! cried Quashy, and darted off as if shot from a catapult.

Lawrence followed, using his long legs to such advantage that he was not far behind his man; for although gifted with greater powers of self-restraint than Quashy, our hero was not a whit behind him in strong enthusiasm.

They found that an alligator  not, indeed, of the largest size, but nevertheless about six or seven feet long  had swallowed the monkey, and was tugging at the rope like a mad thing  turning round and round in its rage, and smacking the water with its resounding tail.

Instantly they all laid hold of the rope, and began to drag it towards the bank.

How shall we manage to kill it? said Lawrence, as the monster came close in.

Stick im! shot im! hang im. Nebber mind dat. Git im fust,  kill im arter, gasped the negro, as he strained at the rope, ably seconded by his comrades.

It was a hard tussle, and might have been unsuccessful if Lawrence and Quashy had not possessed more than average physical strength. As it was, they pulled the monstrous animal just near enough to get his head clear of the water, and then, putting several balls into him, killed him outright.

Plenty ragoo now, massa! exclaimed the negro, with a broad grin, after they had stowed the carcass in the canoe.

Yes, Quash, more than enough.

Leetle Cub seemed to have his mind running in the same direction, for he eyed the alligator with longing looks, and licked his lips expressively as they re-entered the canoe, shoved off, and directed the bow homeward.




Chapter Fifteen.

An Unexpected Attack and an Unlooked-for Arrival.

Thus excitingly, and, we presume, pleasantly, passed the time at Tigers hut during three days.

In that period the Indian hunter quite recovered from his wounds, and his little girl, Manca by name, began to show decided signs of amendment under Manuelas careful nursing. During that period, also, Spotted Tiger conducted his visitors to many scenes of beauty, where the young doctor not only shot a variety of game, large and small, feathered and furred, but made acquaintance with many quite new species of plants. He collected and preserved a few of the rarest of these, but owing to the style of travelling, both past and prospective, he had to deny himself much in that respect.

Likewise, during those three days, he made acquaintance with the numerous pets of Tigers household  not the human pets, (although he became a great favourite with these also), but the lower-animal pets  the turtle, and the noisy parrot already mentioned, a fat little guinea-pig, a most melancholy red monkey, a young jaguar, a very juvenile tapir, a flamingo, and other creatures.

The tapir was about the size of a six months old pig. Instead of the blackish brown hair peculiar to the adult tapir, its coat was striped longitudinally with black, grey, and yellow, and was so brilliant in colour that the animal was quite a dazzling pet! besides which, it was an affectionate little thing, and particularly susceptible to the pleasure of being tickled.

The tame jaguar, however, was a very different style of animal. It did indeed like to be caressed, but it had gradually grown too large to be a safe plaything, and there was an occasional gleam in its eye which rendered Lawrence uneasy when he saw the Indian children playing with it. It was about the size of a small Newfoundland dog, but had grown up so gradually with the family that they appeared not to realise the danger attending its great strength. Spotted Tiger himself had indeed perceived something of it, for at the time we write of he had tied the animal to a stake with a stout rope, which was long enough to permit of his ranging in a wide circle.

Little did Lawrence dream of the part that peculiar pet was to play before the period of three days closed.

It was on the evening of the third day. They were all seated round a fire at supper, in front of the hut. Lawrence sat beside Manuela, as usual, and was taking much pains to teach her the correct pronunciation of an English word, of which she made a wonderful bungle, and seemed to derive much amusement from the fact, to judge from her occasional peals of silvery laughter. We use the word advisedly, in deference to the feelings of our hero, who thought and called the laughter silvery!

Tiger sat on the girls other side, and Quashy was seated opposite, with Little Cub and several of the lesser cubs beside him. The pet jaguar crouched close to its stake, glaring at them. There was nothing unusual either in the attitude or the glare to cause anxiety, yet Lawrence did not like it, and while engaged in imparting the difficult lesson referred to, kept his eye on the brute.

Suddenly, without warning or roar, the dangerous pet sprang at Manuela! Why it selected her we cannot imagine, unless it was that, being a brute of good taste, it chose her as the tenderest of the party. The strong cord by which it was fastened snapped like a piece of thread, but Lawrence threw himself in front of the girl, caught the animal by the throat, and held him with both hands, as if in a vice. Instantly every claw of the four paws was buried in the flesh of his legs and arms, and he would certainly have been fearfully rent by his powerful antagonist if Tiger had not, with lightning stroke, buried his long keen knife in the animals heart.

So swiftly and effectually was the deed done, that the jaguar next moment hung limp and dead in our heros grasp. Dropping it on the ground, he turned up his sleeves to examine the wounds.

Deep enough, but not lacerated, thank God, he said. They wont give me much trouble. Come, Quash, into the bush, and help me to look at the other scratches and dress them. I must appoint you assistant-surgeon for the occasion!

Manuela murmured her thanks in a deep, tremulous voice that said much for her power of gratitude, and, timidly taking the youths hand as he passed, humbly touched it with her lips.

The wounds were soon dressed, and, thanks to Tigers promptitude, they did not afterwards give much trouble.

That night, as they were about to retire to their several hammocks, Lawrence went up to the Indian girl, and, for the first time, held out his hand for a shake in the white mans fashion.

Im glad, Manuela, he said, as she frankly grasped it, that it has pleased God to make me the instrument of  of  protecting you.

Twice, replied the girl quickly, and then paused, with a confused look, how you say, twice  or two times?

Say which you like, replied Lawrence, with a hearty laugh; the words will sound equally well from your lips, but twice is the right way.

Well, twice you have save me. I am gratitude. My father will be gratitude.

Tell me, Manuela, returned Lawrence, earnestly, is your father a chief?

Yes,  a great chief.

There was a peculiar smile on the girls lips as she said this that disconcerted him. We have said that he was naturally shy. He had intended to follow up his first question by asking if her father was descended from the Incas, but the peculiar smile checked him. He bade her good-night, and turned abruptly away.

While he was sitting by the fire meditating on this matter, he heard a step in the bushes. Tiger, who had already retired to his hammock, also heard it, and bounded to his feet. Next instant Pedro glided into the circle of light and saluted them.

He appeared to be worn out with exhaustion, for, flinging himself on the ground beside the fire, he rested his head in silence for a few minutes on a poncho. Then, observing a piece of manioca cake that had been dropped by some one at supper, he took it up and ate it almost ravenously.

Why, you seem to be starving, Pedro, said Lawrence, earnestly

Not so bad as that, returned Pedro with a faint smile. A man can scarcely be said to starve with so many of the fruits of the earth around him. But Ive been hard pressed since early morning, and

Stay, interrupted Lawrence, before you say another word, I will go and fetch you some food.

No need, senhor. My old friend Spotted Tiger has forestalled you.

This was true. The Indian, having seen at a glance how matters stood, had gone up to the hut without speaking. He now returned with a bowl of boiled maize, a bunch of bananas, and a jar of water.

While his friend was busy with these, he asked a few questions, which Pedro answered briefly.

From the expression of the Indians face, Lawrence gathered that these replies caused him some anxiety. As the guides appetite became gradually appeased his loquacity increased, but he made few remarks to Lawrence until the meal was finished. Then, turning to him with a sigh of contentment, he said  

Ive been slightly wounded, senhor, but I doubt not that you can soon put me all right.

Taking off his poncho as he spoke, and pushing aside his light cotton shirt, he revealed the fact that his left breast was bound with a piece of blood-stained calico.

Lawrence at once examined the wound.

A slight wound, indeed, he said, but vigorously dealt. I can see that,  and youve had a narrow escape, too. Half an inch higher up would have been fatal.

Yes, it was meant to kill, was Pedros quiet rejoinder; but, thank God, I had a friend near who meant to save, and he turned the knife aside in time. Sit down now, Ill tell you how it happened.

My business required me to visit a certain tribe of Indians at a considerable distance from here, where the country is somewhat disturbed, and the white inhabitants are threatening to cut each others throats by way of mending political affairs. They took me for a spy. It is not the first time that I have been taken for a spy, and I suppose it wont be the last, continued Pedro, with a grave smile. Of course I protested my innocence, explained my object, and showed that my visit was one of peace. They would have let me go if an enemy had not been in the camp. You see, Senhor Armstrong, I have many enemies as well as friends everywhere.

That is always the case with men who hold decided principles, and try to act up to them with vigour, returned Lawrence.

So I have found it, rejoined Pedro, looking earnestly at his young friend. You have had a more varied experience of life than I. Has that been your experience too?

It has. But I suspect that my experience of life has not been so much varied as yours, Pedro, for it has been chiefly among civilised communities until now. Still, I have observed that it is only those who swim with the current of public opinion, and jostle nobody, who manage to keep friends with everybody. When a man ventures to think for himself,  as he ought to do,  and take action, he is sure to have enemies as well as friends,  supposing, of course, that he is a man of any power or influence.

Well, I suppose it is because I try to have influence, rejoined Pedro, that I manage to have plenty of friends and foes,  the last being sometimes unreasonably bitter.

That proves your influence to be powerful, said Lawrence.

Hm! it may be so. I know not. Time will show. At all events, this enemy of mine stirred up a number of men like himself in the camp to such an extent that they seized me, and carried me to the banks of their river, with the purpose of throwing me to the alligators. Some of those who were in my favour ran along with them, and among them I observed one man who I knew would be willing to risk his life for me. This gave me hope; but my enemy did not approve of the mode of my execution; he thought  rightly  that a chance of escape was involved in it; so, to make sure, I suppose, he came close up, and when they were on the point of throwing me into the river, he drew his knife and made a plunge at my heart. My friend must have suspected something of the sort, for he had also pushed close to me, and I saw him give the would-be murderer the jostle that turned his knife aside.

Next moment I was in the river. I knew that it swarmed with alligators, and felt an uncomfortable thrill as I went in head foremost; but I knew also that I was a strong and swift swimmer, so I struck out for my life to the opposite bank, which was not more than forty yards off. I splashed as much as I could, for you know, senhor, that splashing tends to keep alligators off, though it is not always successful. Before I had made half a dozen strokes, however, I felt my flesh creep. Do you know what it feels like to have your flesh creep?

No, not exactly, replied Lawrence; but I have a pretty good guess as to what you mean.

Well, resumed the guide, I felt my flesh creep, for I heard a most awful puffing and splashing close behind me. At the same time I heard a wild cheer on the bank, as if my foes were rejoicing at the prospect of my being eaten up! I looked back quickly, expecting to see the terrible jaws and the long rows of teeth; but, to my great surprise, I saw only my friend pursuing me with his knife in his teeth, as if he wanted to finish me. I understood the thing at once. The good fellow knew that two could make a better splashing than one, and he also hoped, no doubt, that his comrades would give him credit for extreme bravery in thus jumping into such danger for the sake  as they would suppose  of killing an enemy! The cheer they gave him showed what they thought on that point.

We both gained the opposite bank  I a few yards in advance. You may be sure I was not slow in bounding up the bank. I could hear the howl of rage with which the villains saw the failure of their plan. What is more, I could both hear and see the arrows that were sent after me, but, through Gods blessing, none of them touched me, and I was soon in the shelter of the woods. I could also hear my friend panting at my heels.

Im a pretty fair runner, continued Pedro, but my friend is a better. He passed me like a deer. Come on, he cried, youve no time to lose. From which I knew he meant that the blackguards would cross the river in canoes and pursue me. He led me across a spit of jungle-land where the river took a sudden bend, and came out on the bank at the head of a long rapid. On reaching the bank he pulled out a small canoe which had been concealed there, and told me to jump in. Youll have to run the rapid. Its not much of a chance, but its your only one. I squeezed his hand, thanked him hastily, and was soon paddling quickly with the current. In a few moments I heard my friend shouting with rage and brandishing his knife. He was acting, I knew. Looking back I saw that a number of men had joined him, and again the arrows began to drop around me, but I was soon beyond their reach and battling with the rapid.

Well was it for me that I have been much used to canoeing, for the words of my friend, Its not much of a chance, were literally true. For some minutes I was whirled about by eddies and shoots in such a way that it seems to me now a miracle that I escaped being dashed to pieces several times. I forgot all about my pursuers, so great was the danger; but when at last I ran out of the lowest shoot into the water below the rapids, I saw, on looking back, that they were still following me along the banks. I was going faster, however, than they were, so I felt easier in my mind, till I saw them jump into several canoes and push off in chase. By that time I had more than a mile of start, and the sun was setting. Now, Pedro, said I to myself, its a fair race for your life; so bend your back to it, my boy. I went on till it grew so dark that I could hardly see twenty yards ahead of me. Then I put ashore, hauled the canoe up among the reeds, climbed into a tree and went to sleep, for well I knew that it would be death both to them and me if we continued descending a stream like that in the dark.

Well, I slept like a top, for I was dead beat; but two or three times I awoke with a tremendous start under the impression that I was falling. Ive always found it so when obliged to spend the night in the branches of a tree. Did you ever sleep so, Senhor Armstrong?

Lawrence confessed that he had never yet indulged in such bird-like repose.

Well, its not so difficult as you might think, continued Pedro, with a meditative gaze at the fire, especially if youre very tired, hard pressed for time, and in some danger. Under these circumstances its wonderful what a fellow can do to make the best of his opportunities. You find out, somehow, the securest way to twine your legs and arms in among the branches, and twist your feet and fingers into the forks and twigs  dont you know?

Yes, Lawrence knew well; at least, if he did not know exactly, he had a powerful imagination!

Well, then, long before daylight I was up and off, feeling my way as best I could in the first grey glimpses of dawn, so that I got a good start  at least I thought so; but soon I found my pursuers had also started early and were overhauling me; and no wonder, seeing that their canoes were large and well manned. I now felt that I had no chance of escaping by water, but I had by that time got into a part of the country with which I was well acquainted, and knew that if I could only reach a certain point before being caught, I might take to the bush and cross overland to my friends hut here. That was early this morning. The only trouble I had was that my wound was beginning to give me considerable pain, and I felt losing strength for want of food. I had scarce time to cat, much less to search for food, they pressed me so hard. However, a man makes a hard struggle for life, so I tightened my belt, and set to work with such good will, that I was soon a long way ahead of them, and got out of sight at a place where the river takes a number of bends and is full of small islands. At last, about noon, I reached the desired point, paddled carefully in among the reeds, so as to prevent the savages seeing where I had landed, jumped ashore, hid the canoe, stepped out as hard as I could, and  here I am.

But, exclaimed Lawrence, with some excitement, if you left the Indians so recently, wont they be close on your heels?

No fear. I came here in a straight line overland. By the windings of the river they cannot be here, even at the soonest, before the afternoon of to-morrow. But they will probably give up the chase long before getting this length. Besides, if they did arrive, they would find a warm reception from four well-armed men, instead of catching one poor unarmed fugitive. But we wont give them the chance. We will be up and away by daybreak. Tiger here has agreed to join us in our trip to Buenos Ayres. He will take his wife and family down stream to his father-in-laws tribe, where they will be safe till his return. Are you all well, and ready for a start?

Yes, all well  and shall be ready as soon as you please.

Thats right. Wheres Quashy?

Close alongside. Dont you hear him?

Lawrence referred to a sound like the drone of a giant mosquito, which proceeded from the negros nose, for that worthy was a heavy sleeper  when not in danger  and had not been disturbed by the arrival of the guide.

Giving vent to a prolonged yawn, Pedro rose and stretched himself. Then he went up to the sleeping Quashy and took him by the nose, at the same time putting his hand on his mouth to smother the inevitable yell in its birth. When sufficiently awake to be released with safety, the amiable negro was permitted to raise himself, and when aware of who had grasped him, he beamed with good-will, and gleamed with surprise.

Get up, Quashy, and help them to pack, said Pedro, curtly, we start at daybreak.

Quashy was on his feet in a moment. Dont rouse me till its time to start, added Pedro, who thereupon rolled into the vacant hammock, and was asleep  perchance in the land of dreams  almost as soon as his wearied head reposed on the negros pillow.




Chapter Sixteen.

Tells of Absurd, as well as Evil, Doings, and winds up with a Horrid Surprise.

Whether Pedros pursuers continued the chase as far as the Indian hunters hut we cannot tell, for long before noon of the following day our travellers were far from the hunting-grounds of the gallant savage.

Soon after the usual midday siesta, the canoe, which contained the whole of the hunters worldly wealth, was run on the beach near to the spot where dwelt his father-in-law with many members of his tribe.

That worthy old man, in a light evening costume consisting of a cotton shirt and straw hat, came down to receive his children, who landed amid much noise with their boys and girls and household gods, including the red monkey, the parrot, the flamingo, the fat guinea-pig, the turtle, and the infant tapir. The old chief was quite willing to take care of the family during the absence of his son-in-law, and was very pressing in his offers of hospitality to the white travellers, but Pedro refused to delay more than an hour at the village.

The old man also evinced a considerable amount of curiosity in regard to Manuela, and made one or two attempts to engage her in conversation, but on being informed by Pedro that she belonged to a tribe living half-way between his hunting-grounds and the regions of Patagonia, and that she did not understand his dialect at all, he forbore to question her, and satisfied himself with simply gazing.

After a farewell which was wonderfully affectionate for savages, Spotted Tiger embarked in Pedros canoe, and, pushing off into the river, bade the Indians adieu.

The canoe in which the party now travelled belonged to Tiger, and was larger as well as more commodious than that in which they had hitherto journeyed, having a gondola-like cabin constructed of grasses and palm-leaves, underneath which Manuela found shelter from the sun. In the evenings Pedro could lie at full length on the top of it and smoke his cigarette. They were floating with the current, you see, and did not require to labour much at the paddles at that time.

It would weary the reader were we to continue our description of the daily proceedings of our adventurers in journalistic form. To get on with our tale requires that we should advance by bounds, and even flights  not exactly of fancy, but over stretches of space and time, though now and then we may find it desirable to creep or even to stand still.

We request the reader to creep with us at present, and quietly listen while Pedro and Tiger talk.

Pedro lies extended on his back on the roof of the gondola-like cabin, his hands under his head, his knees elevated, and a cigarette in his mouth. Lawrence and Quashy are leaning in more or less lazy attitudes on the gunwale of the canoe, indulging now and then in a few remarks, which do not merit attention. Manuela, also in a reclining attitude, rests under the shade of the erection on which Pedro lies, listening to their discourse. Tiger is the only one on duty, but his labour is light: it consists merely of holding the steering oar, and guiding the light craft along the smooth current of the river. Pedro lies with his head to the stern, so that his talk with the Indian is conducted, so to speak, upside-down. But that does not seem to incommode them, for the ideas probably turn right end foremost in passing to and fro.

Of course their language is in the Indian tongue. We translate.

Tiger, said Pedro, sending a long whiff of smoke straight up towards the bright blue sky, where the sun was beginning to descend towards his western couch, we shant make much, I fear, of the men of this part of the country.

I did not expect that you would, replied the Indian, giving a gentle turn to his oar in order to clear a mudbank, on which a number of alligators were basking comfortably.

Why so, Tiger? Surely peace and good government are as desirable to them as to others.

No doubt, but many of them do not love peace. They are young. Their blood is hot, and they have nothing to do. When that is so, war is pleasant to them. It is natural. Man must work, or play, or fight. He cannot lie still. Those who are killed cannot return to tell their comrades what fools they have been, so those that remain are greater fools than ever.

I agree with you, Tiger; but you see it is not the young men who have the making of war, though they generally get all the doing of it, and the poor women and children take the consequences; it is the governors, whom one would expect to show some sort of wisdom, and recognise the fact that union is strength, and that respect for Law is the only hope of the land.

Governors, returned Tiger, in a deep voice, are not only fools, but villains  tyrants!

The Indian spoke with such evidence of suppressed indignation that Pedro tried to look at him.

The aspect of his frowning countenance upside-down was not conducive to gravity.

Come, Tiger, said Pedro, with a tendency to laugh, they are not all tyrants; I know one or two who are not bad fellows.

I know one who is a fool and a robber.

Indeed. What has he done to make you so bitter? asked Pedro.

Made us wear spectacles! replied the Indian, sternly.

What do you mean?

Have you not heard about it?

No; you know I have been away in Chili for some time, and am ignorant of much that has been going on in these parts.

There is in Spain a white man, I know not who, said Tiger, with an expression of ineffable contempt, but he must be the chief of the fools among the white men, who seem to me to be all fools together.

Thank you for the compliment, said Pedro, with a laugh.

This white fool, continued Tiger, paying no regard to his friends interruption, thought that he would send out here for sale some spectacles  glass things, you know, that old white men look through when they cannot see. We Indians, as you know, never need such things. We can see well as long as we live. It is supposed that a mistake was made by some one, for something like a canoe-load of spectacles was sent out  so many that in a hundred years the white men could not have used them up. The trader knew not what to do. There was no sale for them. He applied to the governor  that robber of whom I have spoken. He said to the trader, with a wink of his eye  that sort of wink which the white fool gives when he means to pass from folly to knavery Wait, he said, and you shall see. Then he issued an order that no Indian should dare to appear in his district, or in church during festival-days, without spectacles! The consequence was that the spectacles were all sold. I know not the price of these foolish things, but some white men told me they were sold at an enormous profit.

Although Pedro sympathised heartily with his brown friend in his indignation, he could not quite repress a smile at the ridiculous ideas called up. Fortunately the Indian failed to interpret an upside-down smile, particularly with the moustache, as it were, below instead of above the mouth, and a cigarette in the lips. It was too complicated.

And were you obliged to buy and wear a pair of these spectacles, Tiger? asked Pedro, after a few silent puffs.

Yes  look! here they are, he replied, with inconceivable bitterness, drawing forth the implements of vision from his pouch and fixing them on his nose with intense disgust. Then, suddenly plucking them off; he hurled them into the river, and said savagely I was a Christian once, but I am not a Christian now.

How? what do you mean? asked Pedro, raising himself on his elbow at this, so as to look straightly as well as gravely at his friend.

I mean that the religion of such men must be false, growled the Indian, somewhat defiantly.

Now, Tiger, returned his friend in a remonstrative tone, that is not spoken with your usual wisdom. The religion which a man professes may be true, though his profession of it may be false. However, I am not unwilling to admit that the view of our religion which is presented in this land is false  very false. Nevertheless, Christianity is true. I will have some talk with you at another time on this subject, my friend. Meanwhile, let us return to the point from which we broke off  the disturbed state of this unhappy country.

Let us pause here, reader, to assure you that this incident of the spectacles is no fiction. Well would it be for the South American Republics at this day, as well as for the good name of Spain, if the poor aborigines of South America had nothing more serious to complain of than the arbitrary act of the dishonest governor referred to; but it is a melancholy fact that, ever since the conquest of Peru by Pizarro, the Spaniards have treated the Indians with brutal severity, and it is no wonder that revenge of the fiercest nature still lingers in the breasts of the descendants of those unfortunate savages.

Probably our reader knows that the Peruvian region of the Andes is rich in gold and silver-mines. These the Spanish conquerors worked by means of Indian slave labour. Not long after the conquest a compulsory system of personal toil was established, whereby a certain proportion of the natives of each district were appointed by lot to work in the mines. Every individual who obtained a grant of a mine became entitled to a certain number of Indians to work it, and every mine which remained unwrought for a year and a day became the property of any one who chose to claim and work it. As there were many hundreds of mines registered in Peru alone, it may be imagined what a host of Indians were consequently condemned to a degraded state of slavery.

The labour of the mines was so dreadful that each unfortunate on whom the lot fell considered it equivalent to his death-warrant. And that there was ground for this belief is proved by the fact that not more than one in six of the Indians condemned to the mines survived the treatment there inflicted. Each mitayo, or conscript, received nominally two shillings a day. But he never actually received it. On his fate being fixed by lot, the poor fellow carried his wife and children to the mines with him, and made arrangements for never again returning home. His food and lodging, being supplied by his employers, (owners?) were furnished at such an extravagant rate that he always found himself in debt at the end of his first year  if he outlived it. In that case he was not allowed to leave until his debt was paid, which, of course, it never was.

Usually, however, the bad air and heavy labour of the mines, coupled with grief, told so much on men accustomed to the fresh air and free life of the wilderness, that death closed the scene before the first year of servitude was out. It is said that above eight millions of natives have perished thus in the mines of Peru.

We have shown briefly one of the many phases of tyrannical cruelty practised by the conquerors of the land. Here is another specimen. At first there were few merchants in Peru, therefore privilege was granted to the Spanish corregidors, or governors of districts, to import goods suitable for Indians, and barter them at a fair price. Of course this permission was abused, and trade became a compulsory and disgraceful traffic. Useless and worthless articles and damaged goods  razors, for instance, silk stockings, velvets, etcetera  were forced on Indians who preferred naked feet and had no beards.

The deeds of the soldiers, miners, and governors were but too readily copied by the priests, many of whom were rapacious villains who had chosen the crucifix as their weapon instead of the sword. One priest, for instance, besides his regular dues and fees, received during the year as presents, which he exacted at certain festivals, 200 sheep, 6000 head of poultry, 4000 guinea-pigs, and 50,000 eggs, and he would not say mass on those festival-days until a due proportion of the presents was delivered. And this case of extortion is not told of one of the priests of old. It occurred in the second quarter of the present century. Another priest summoned a widow to make declaration of the property left her by her husband, so that he might fix the scale of his burial fees! He made a high demand. She implored his mercy, reminding him of her large family. He was inexorable, but offered to give up his claim if she would give him her eldest son  a boy of eight  to be sold as a slave or given away as a present. (It seems that the senhoras of those lands want such boys to carry their kneeling carpets.) The civil authorities could not be appealed to in this case. There was no redress, so the widow had to agree to give up her son! Doubtless both in camp and in church there may have been good men, but if so, they form an almost invisible minority on the page of Peruvian history.

In short, tyranny in every form was, and for centuries has been, practised by the white men on the savages; and it is not a matter of wonder that the memory of these things rankles in the Indians bosom even at the present time, and that in recent books of travel we read of deeds of diabolical cruelty and revenge which we, in peaceful England, are too apt to think of as belonging exclusively to the days of old.

But let us return to our friends in the little canoe.

To tell you the truth, said Pedro to the Indian, I am deeply disappointed with the result of my mission. It is not so much that men do not see the advantages and necessity for union, as that they are heartless and indifferent  caring nothing, apparently, for the welfare of the land, so long as the wants and pleasures of the present hour are supplied.

Has it ever been otherwise? asked Tiger, with grave severity of expression.

Well, I confess that my reading of history does not warrant me to say that it has; but my reading of the good Creators Word entitles me to hope for and strive after better times.

I know not, returned the Indian, with a far-off, pensive look, what your histories say. I cannot read. There are no books in my tongue, but my memory is strong. The stories, true stories, of my fathers reach very far back  to the time before the white man came to curse the land,  and I remember no time in which men did not desire each others property, and slay each other for revenge. It is mans nature, as it is the rivers nature to flow down hill.

It is mans fallen, not his first, nature, said Pedro. Things were as bad in England once. They are not quite so bad now. Gods law has made the difference. However, we must take things here as we find them, and Im sorry to think that up to this point my mission has been a failure. Indeed, the last effort, as you know, nearly cost me my life.

And what will you now do? asked Tiger.

I will visit a few more places in the hope that some of the people may support us. After that, Ill mount and away over the Pampas to Buenos Ayres; see the colonel, and deliver Manuela to her father.

The white-haired chief? asked Tiger.

Even so, replied Pedro.

During the foregoing conversation Quashy had thrust his fat nose down on a plank and gone to sleep, while Lawrence and Manuela, having nothing better to do, taught each other Spanish and English respectively! And, strange though it may appear, it is a fact that Manuela, with all her quick-witted intelligence, was wonderfully slow at learning English. To Lawrences intense astonishment and, it must be confessed, to his no small disappointment, the Indian maiden not only made the same blunders over and over again, and seemed to be incapable of making progress, but even laughed at her own stupidity. This somewhat cooled his admiration of her character, which coolness afforded him satisfaction rather than the reverse, as going far to prove that he was not really, (as how could he be?) in love with the brown-skinned, uneducated, half-savage girl, but only much impressed with her amiable qualities. Poor fellow, he was much comforted by these thoughts, because, had it been otherwise, how terrible would have been his fate!  either, on the one hand, to marry her and go and dwell with her savage relations  perhaps be compelled to paint his visage scarlet with arabesque devices in charcoal, and go on the war-path against the white man; or, on the other hand, to introduce his Indian bride into the salons of civilisation, with the certainty of beholding the sneer of contempt on the face of outraged society; with the probability of innumerable violations of the rules of etiquette, and the possibility of Manuela exhibiting the squaws preference for the floor to a chair, fingers to knives and forks, and  pooh! the thing was absurd, utterly out of the question!

Towards sunset they came to a part of the river where there were a good many sandbanks, as well as extensive reaches of sand along shore.

On one of these low-lying spits they drew up the canoe, and encamped for that night in the bushes, close enough to the edge to be able to see the river, where a wide-spreading tree canopied them from the dews of night.

Solemn and inexpressibly sad were the views of life taken by Lawrence that night as he stood by the rivers brink in the moonlight, while his companions were preparing the evening meal, and gave himself up to the contemplation of things past, present, and to come,  which is very much like saying that he thought about nothing in particular. What he felt quite sure of was that he was horribly depressed  dissatisfied with himself, his companions and his surroundings, and ashamed in no small degree of his dissatisfaction. As well he might be; for were not his companions particularly agreeable, and were not his surroundings exquisitely beautiful and intensely romantic? The moon in a cloudless sky glittered in the broad stream, and threw its rippling silver treasures at his very feet. A gentle balmy air fanned his cheek, on which mantled the hue of redundant health, and the tremendous puffs and long-drawn sighs of the alligators, with the growl of jaguars, croak and whistle of frogs, and the voice of the howling monkey, combined to fill his ear with the music of thrilling romance, if not of sweetness.

What more could I wish? he murmured, self-reproachfully.

A tremendous slap on the face  dealt by his own hand, as a giant mosquito found and probed some tenderer spot than usual  reminded him that some few things, which he did not wish for, were left to mingle in his cup of too great felicity, and reduce it, like water in overproof whisky, to the level of human capacity.

Still dissatisfied, despite his reflections, he returned to the fire under the spreading tree, and sat down to enjoy a splendid basin of turtle soup,  soup prepared by Tiger the day before from the flesh of a turtle slain by his own hand, and warmed up for the supper of that evening. A large tin dish or tureen full of the same was placed at his elbow to tempt his appetite, which, to say truth, required no tempting.

Manuela, having already supped, sat with her little hands clasped in her lap, and her lustrous eyes gazing pensively into the fire. Perhaps she was attempting to read her fortune in the blazing embers. Perchance engaged in thinking of that very common subject  nothing! If Pedro had smoked the same thing, it would have been better for his health and pocket; but Pedro, thinking otherwise, fumigated his fine moustache, and disconcerted the mosquitoes in the region of his nose.

Quashy, having just replenished the fire until the logs rose two feet or more from the ground, turned his back on the same, warmed his hands behind him, and gazed up through the over-arching boughs at the starry sky with that wistfully philosophical expression which negroes are apt to assume when their thoughts are too deep, or too complex, for utterance.

Spotted Tiger continued to dally with the turtle soup, and seemed loath to give in as he slowly, with many a pause between, raised the huge iron spoon to his lips.

No one seemed inclined to break the silence into which they had sunk, for all were more or less fatigued; and it seemed as if the very brutes around sympathised with them, for there was a perceptible lull in the whistling of the frogs, the howling monkeys appeared to have gone to rest, and the sighing alligators to have subsided and sunk, so that the breaking of a twig or the falling of a leaf was perceptible to the listening ear.

Things were in this state of profound and peaceful calm when a slight rustling was heard among the branches of the tree above them.

The instant glare of Quashys eyes; the gaze of Manuelas; the cock of Pedros ear, and the sudden pause of our heros spoon on its way to his lips, were sights to behold! The Indian alone seemed comparatively indifferent to the sound, though he looked up inquiringly.

At that moment there burst forth an ear-splitting, marrow-shrivelling blood-curdling yell, that seemed to rouse the entire universe into a state of wild insanity. There could be no mistaking it  the peculiar, horrid, shrieking, only too familiar war-whoop of the painted savage!

Quashy staggered back. He could not recover himself, for a log had caught his heel. To sit down on the fire he knew would be death, therefore he bounded over it backwards and fell into Lawrences lap, crushing that youths plate almost into the region where the soup had already gone, and dashing his feet into the tureen!

Lawrence roared; Manuela shrieked; Pedro sprang up and seized his weapons. So did Lawrence and his man, regardless of the soup.

Tiger alone sat still, conveying the iron spoon slowly to his lips, but with a peculiar motion of his broad shoulders which suggested that the usually grave savage was convulsed with internal laughter.

Ghosts and crokidiles!  whats dat? gasped Quashy, staring up into the tree, and ready to fire at the first visible object.

Tiger also looked up, made a peculiar sound with his mouth, and held out his hand.

Immediately a huge bird, responding to the call, descended from the tree and settled on his wrist.

Quashys brief commentary explained it all.

Purrit!

It was indeed the Indians faithful pet-parrot, which he had taught thus to raise the war-cry of his tribe, and which, having bestowed its entire affections on its master, was in the habit of taking occasional flights after him when he went away from home.




Chapter Seventeen.

In which Ingenuity, Comicality, Ferocity, Eccentricity, Fecundity, and some other Ities in Man and Beast are mentioned.

Plain sailing, fair weather, perpetual calm and sunshine are not the lot of any man or woman here.

The weather, that fertile source of human intercourse, is occasionally boisterous as well as serene in the regions of Peru and Bolivia. A day or two after the events recounted in the last chapter our travellers experienced a sudden change.

We have said that they had come to a part of the river where there were occasional stretches of sand, and here they had evidence of the improvident nature of Indians, in the number of turtle-shells found lying on the sands with parts of the animals still adhering to them.

On one particular spot they found a space, of about seventy yards in diameter completely covered with the upper and under shells of turtles. These had evidently been cut asunder violently with hatchets, and reddish-brown furrows in the sands told where streams of blood had flowed during the massacre.

What wanton slaughter! exclaimed Lawrence, as he and his friends stood looking at the scene.

And it is not long since it was done, said Pedro, for the flesh  at least whats left of it  is still fresh.

Ugh, you brutes! exclaimed Quashy, referring to a number of urubu vultures which stood on the shells, all more or less gorged, some still tearing sleepily at the meat, others standing in apoplectic apathy, quite unable to fly.

They counted upwards of three hundred dead turtles, and this carnage, it was afterwards ascertained, had been the work of only a dozen or so of Indians  not for food, but for the sake of the fine yellow fat covering the intestines, which formed an article of commerce at the time between the red men and the white.

That night after supper time the party busied themselves in making mosquito-curtains out of a small quantity of green muslin obtained from Spotted Tigers father-in-law, who had received it from the missionaries. The supply being quite insufficient to make curtains for them all, Quashy had set his fertile brain to work and devised a species of net which, having never been seen in that country before, deserves special notice. It may serve as a hint to other mortals similarly situated and tormented.

You mus know, remarked Quashy to his friends, who watched him while he fabricated the first of these curtains, dat my granfadder was a injineer, an some ob his geenus comed down to me. Dats why Is so clebber wid my hands. Has you got dem hoops tied, massa?

All right, Quashy, Im just finishing the last one. There  are these the right sizes?

Das right, massa. Biggest two one futt six in dameter; oder two leetle ones, one futt. Now, you looks here, ladies an genlemen. See, Is made a bag ob dis muzzlin bout two futt six long an bout two futt wide. Well, one end ob de bag is close up  as you see. Tother end am open  as you bhold. Vwalla! as de Frenchman says. Now, I puts into de closed end one small hoop  so. Den de two large hoops  so bout six inches apart. Den de leetle hoop  so. Which makes my bag into what you may call a gauze-barrel, wid de hoops inside stead ob outside. Nixt, I puts it ober my head, lets de bottom hoop rest on my shoulders, shoves de slack ob de veil  I calls it a veil, not a curtin,  down my neck under my poncho, sos nuffin can git inside, an dere you are. No skeeters git at me now!

But, Quash, said Lawrence, who had watched the making of this ingenious device, as well as lent assistance, there are mosquitoes inside it even now; and with such swarms as are about us, how will you keep them out while putting the thing on.

Don call it a ting, massa, said Quashy, with a dignified look, call it a veil. Deres nuflin easier. See here.

He rose, took off the veil, and flattened the hoops down on each other, so as to drive out all that might be inside. Then he stepped to leeward of the fire, held his breath for a few seconds while in the smoke, quickly adjusted his novel head-piece, and stood up fully armed against the skeeters.

But, still objected Lawrence, how can you lay your head on your pillow with such a thing  beg pardon, such a veil on?

Nuffin easier, massa.

He illustrated his point by rolling over into one of the nearest hammocks  which had already been hung  and laying his head down, when, of course, the machine bulged away from his black face, and the discomfited millions kept thrusting their probosces  and, doubtless, making faces at him  ineffectually.

But how if you should want to roll about in your sleep? asked Pedro.

Dont want to roll about in your sleep! replied the negro, curtly.

It is right to say that, in spite of the advice thus firmly given, Quashy did roll in his sleep that night, with the result that his nose at last got close to the veil and pressed against it. No malignant foe ever took advantage of an enemys weak point more promptly than did the skeeters of Quashys nocturnal trumpet. They settled on its point with a species of triumphant hum. They warred with each other in their bloodthirsty desire to seize on the delicate but limited morsel. It was cut and come again  at least it was cut away and let others come on  as long as the chance lasted. And the consequence was that Quashy rose next morning with two noses! His natural nose being a mere lump of fat and the lump raised on it being much the same in form and size with the original, we feel justified in saying that he had two noses  nearly.

Notwithstanding, it is but fair to add that the veils were afterwards pronounced a great success.

But to return.

That night, after the veils in question had been made and put on by all except Tiger, who was skeeto-proof, and the happy wearers were steeped in blissful repose, a tremendous hurricane burst upon them, with thunder, lightning, and rain. The wind came in furious gusts which tore away some of the veils, overturned the hammocks, scattered the bedding, extinguished the fire, drenched them to the skin, and otherwise rendered them supremely miserable.

Retiring to a thicker part of the jungle, they cut down branches and made a temporary erection which they covered with ponchos and blankets; but as everything had to be done in the dark, it was a wretched affair, and, at the best, only a partial protection. Into the furthest extremity of this hut poor Manuela crept. The others followed, and there they all sat or reclined, shivering, till morning.

About daybreak Lawrence heard Pedro and the Indian girl conversing in the Indian language and in unusually earnest tones, which were interrupted once or twice by slight laughter. He wondered much what they found to laugh at, but having become by that time accustomed to the guides little touches of mystery, and being very sleepy, he did not trouble himself about it long.

The storm happily was short-lived, and when the sun appeared, enabling them to dry their garments, and a good breakfast had been eaten, the discomforts of the past night were forgotten, and Quashy even ceased to growl at the skeeters and lament his double nose.

Hitherto they had met with few Indians, and these few were friendly, being acquainted either personally or by report with Spotted Tiger, for the mans reputation as a jaguar and puma slayer had extended far beyond his own tribe. That day, however, several native canoes were passed, and in the evening they found that the place on which Tiger had made up his mind to encamp was in possession of Indians.

Friendly? asked Pedro, as they approached the shore.

Yes, friendly, replied Tiger.

Would it not be better to go a little further and encamp away from them? asked Lawrence, who retained unpleasant memories of the dirtiness of Indian encampments.

Tiger wishes to speak to them, said Pedro, as the canoe was run on shore.

It was found that the party consisted of several families of Indians who were out on a turtle-hunting expedition, for the season had arrived when turtles lay their eggs.

This laying season of the turtle sets the whole population of those regions, civilised and savage, in motion, searching in the sands for eggs, and capturing or killing the animals. The Indians now met with were on the latter business. Upon the weather depends the commencement of this season of unwonted activity among the turtles and wild excitement among the river-side Indians, for the snows must cease to fall on the summits of the Andes, and the rivers must decrease in volume so as to lay bare vast spaces of sand, before the eggs can be laid.

No alderman in London city ever equalled  much less excelled  a South American savage of that region in his love of turtle, or in his capacity for devouring it. But the savage goes immeasurably further than the alderman! He occupies altogether a higher and more noble position in regard to the turtle, for he not only studies, with prolonged care and deep interest, its habits and manners, but follows it, watches it, catches it, kills it, and, finally, cooks it with his own hands, before arriving at the aldermans comparatively simple and undignified act of eating it.

So exact are these Indians in their observations and knowledge of the turtle question, that they can tell almost to a day when and where their unsuspecting victims will land and lay. There was an extensive stretch of flat sand close to the spot where our voyageurs put ashore, on which the Indians had observed numerous claw-marked furrows, which had been traced by the turtles. Here, therefore, they had called a halt, built a number of ajoupas, or leafy sheds, about two hundred yards from the edge of the river, under the shelter of which to sit at night and watch for their prey.

The turtles, it was found, were expected to land that night. Meanwhile, the savages were regaling themselves with a splendid dish, or rather jar, containing hundreds of turtles eggs, mixed with bananas.

These they hospitably shared with their visitors. The mess was very palatable, though heavy, and our travellers did justice to it  especially the negro, whose gastronomic powers were equal to all emergencies.

How do they know, asked Lawrence, as he and Pedro busied themselves in tying up the hammocks in a suitable part of the jungle, when to expect the turtles?

Who can tell? said Pedro. Instinct, I suppose.

But dey not stink at all, objected Quashy, anyhow, not till arter deys dead, sot cant be dat.

Its not that kind of stink I mean, Quashy; quite another sort, said Pedro, who felt unequal to the task of explanation. But look sharp; we must lend the Indians a helping hand to-night.

But I dont know nuffin about it, said Quashy, an a man what dont know what to do is ony in de way ob oder peepil.

You take a just view of things, boy, returned Pedro, but you wont find it difficult to learn. Five minutes looking at what the Indians do will suffice, for they only turn the turtles.

How you mean? Turn im upside-down, or outside in  wich?

Youd find it hard to do the last, Quashy. No, youve only to turn them over on their backs, and let them lie; thats all.

While the negro was thus gathering useful knowledge, the Indians amused themselves in various ways until darkness should call them forth to the business of the hour. Some, with that amazing tendency to improve their personal appearance, which is common alike to civilised and savage, plucked out the little beard with which nature had endowed them by means of tweezers, deeming it no doubt wiser on the whole to pluck up the beard by the roots than to cut it off close thereto, as indeed it was, seeing that the former process did not need regular repetition. Others were still busy with the turtle-egg ragout, unable, apparently to decide whether or not appetite was satisfied. Two somewhat elderly but deeply interested savages whiled away the time with a game of cup-and-ball, turn and turn about, with imperturbable gravity.

This game was different from that of Europe to the extent of being played on precisely opposite principles. It was not he who caught the ball on the point of the sharp stick that won, but he who failed to catch it, for failure was more difficult to achieve than success! The explanation is simple. The handle was a piece of pointed wood, about the thickness of a ramrod, and a yard or so in length. To this, by a piece of string made from fibres of the palm, was attached the ball, which was formed of the skull of a turtle, carefully scraped. There was no cup in the game. It was all point, and the great point was to touch the ball a certain number of times without catching it, a somewhat difficult feat to accomplish owing to the dozen or more natural cavities with which the skull-ball was pierced, and into one of which the point was almost always pretty sure to enter.

At last the shades of night descended on the scene, and the Indians, laying aside ragout, tweezers, cup-and-ball, etcetera, went down to the sand-flats, and crouched, kneeled, or squatted under the leafy ajoupas. Of course their visitors accompanied them.

It was a profoundly dark night, for during the first part of it there was no moon, and the stars, although they lent beauty and lustre to the heavens, did not shed much light upon the sands. There is a weird solemnity about such a scene which induces contemplative thought even in the most frivolous, while it moves the religious mind to think more definitely, somehow, of the near presence of the Creator. For some time Lawrence, who crouched in profound silence beside Pedro, almost forgot the object for which he was waiting there. The guide seemed to be in a similarly absent mood, for he remarked at last in a low voice  

How striking would be the contrasts presented to us constantly by nature, if we were not so thoroughly accustomed to them! Storm, and noise, and war of elements last night,  to-night, silence, calm, and peace! At present, darkness profound,  in half an hour or so the moon will rise, and the sands will be like a sheet of silver. This moment, quiet repose,  a few moments hence, it may be, all will be turmoil and wildest action  that is, if the turtles come.

True, assented Lawrence, and we may add yet another illustration: at one moment, subjects of contemplation most sublime,  next moment, objects the most ridiculous.

He pointed as he spoke to Quashy, whose grinning teeth and glaring eyes alone were distinctly visible in the background of ebony. He was creeping on his hands and knees, by way of rendering himself, if possible, less obtrusive.

Massa, he said, in a hoarse yet apologetic whisper, Is come to ax if you tink de turtles am comin at all dis night.

How can I tell, Quash, you stupid fellow? Get away to your own ajoupa, and keep quiet. I wonder the Indians havent let fly a poisoned arrow at you. Go,  and have patience.

Poor Quashy shut his mouth and his eyes  it was as if three little lights had gone out  while his dusky frame melted into its native gloom.

No sound was to be heard on the sand-flats after that until about midnight, when the moon appeared on the horizon. Just then a sound was heard on the river.

Here they come, whispered Pedro.

The sound increased. It was like a swirling, hissing noise. Soon they could see by the increasing light that the water of the river seemed actually to boil. Immediately afterwards, thousands of turtles came tumbling clumsily out of the water, and spread themselves over the flats.

Evidently egg-laying was no joke with them. The well-known sluggishness of the creatures was laid aside for this great occasion, and wonderful activity marked their every movement from first to last. You see, they had to manage the business in a wholesale sort of fashion, each turtle having from thirty to forty eggs, or more, to deposit in the sand,  on which sand, in conjunction with the sun, devolved the duty of subsequent maternal care.

That the creatures acted on pre-arranged principles was evident from the fact that they worked in separate detachments, each working-party devoting its energies to the digging of a trench two feet deep, four feet broad, and sometimes 200 yards long. Their zeal was amazing; as well it might be, for they allowed themselves less than an hour in which to do it all. Each animal dug like a hero with its fore-feet, and sent the sand flying about it to such an extent that the whole flat appeared to be enveloped in a thick fog!

When satisfied that their trench was deep enough they stopped work, deposited their soft-shelled eggs, and, with their hind feet, soon filled up the trench. So great was their eagerness and hurry, that during the operation more than one turtle, tumbling over her companions, rolled into the trench and was buried alive. No sooner was the stupendous work accomplished than they made a disorderly rush for the river, as if aware of the fate which threatened them.

And now at last came the opportunity of the savage. The Iron Dukes Up, guards, and at em! could not have been more promptly or gladly obeyed than was the signal of the red-skinned chief. Like statues they had awaited it. Like catapults they responded to it, with yells of mingled madness and joy.

But there was method in their madness. To have run between the shelly host and the river, so as to cut off its retreat, would have been sheer lunacy, at which Luna herself  by that time shining superbly  would have paled with horror, for the men would have certainly been overthrown and trampled under foot by the charging squadrons. What the Indians did was to rush upon the flanks of the host, seize the animals tail, and hurl them over on their backs, in which position they lay flapping helplessly. Before the retreating miserables reached the river, hundreds of captives were thus obtained.

You may be sure that Lawrence and Pedro and Spotted Tiger acted their part well that night, and that Quashy was not long in learning his lesson!

The first tail the negro grasped slipped through his hands, so mighty was his effort, and, as a consequence, he sat down with that sudden involuntary flop which one associates irresistibly with nurseries. Jumping up, and rendered wise, he took a better grip next time, turned the turtle over, and fell on the top of it, receiving a tremendous whack on the cheek from its right flipper as a reward for his clumsiness. But practice makes perfect. Even in the brief space of time at his disposal, Quashy managed to turn ten turtles with his own hands, besides turning himself over six times, if not more.

Rendered wild by success, and desperate with anxiety, as the fugitives neared the river, the negro fixed his glittering eyes on a particularly huge turtle, which was scuttling along in almost drunken haste. With an impromptu war-howl, Quashy charged down on it, and caught it by the tail. With a heave worthy of Hercules he lifted his foe some inches off the sand, but failed to turn it. Making a second effort, he grasped the edge of the creatures shell with his left hand, and the tail more firmly with the right.

Huyp! he shouted, and made a Herculean heave. A second time he would have failed, if it had not been that he was on the edge of a part of the trench which the turtles had not had time to fill up. The weight of the creature caused a fore-leg to break off part of the edge, and over it went, slowly, on its side,  almost balancing thus, and flapping as it went. To expedite the process Quashy seized it by the neck and gave another heave and howl. Unfortunately, the edge of the trench again gave way under one of his own feet, and he fell into it with a cry of distress, for the turtle fell on the top of him, crushing him down into the soft watery sand!

Well was it for Quashy that night that Lawrence Armstrong had good ears, and was prompt to respond to the cry of distress, else had he come to an untimely and inglorious end! Hearing the cry, Lawrence looked quickly round, guessed the cause, shouted to Pedro, who was not far-off, and was soon on the spot,  yet not a moment too soon, for poor Quashy was almost squashy by that time. They dragged the turtle off, dug the negro out, and found that he had become insensible.

Raising him gently in their arms, they bore him up to the camp, where they found Manuela ready to minister to him.

Dead! exclaimed the horrified girl when she saw the negro laid down, and beheld the awful dirty-green colour of his countenance.

I hope not, replied Lawrence, earnestly.

Is sh  squeesh!  sure not! exclaimed Quashy himself, with a sneeze, as he opened his eyes.

And Quashy, we need scarcely add, was right. He was not dead. He did not die for many years afterwards. For aught that we know, indeed, he may be living still, for he came of a very long-lived race.

His accident, however, had the useful effect of preventing his giving way to too exuberant felicity, and rendered him a little more careful as to the quantity of turtle-egg ragout which he consumed that night for supper.

It would be pleasant to end our chapter here, but a regard for facts compels us to refer to the slaughter of the unfortunate turtles next morning.

There is in the interior of the turtle a quantity of yellow fat, which is said to be superior in delicacy to the fat of the goose, and from which is obtained a fine oil, highly prized as an article of commerce. To secure this fat, the animals which had been turned were killed at daylight the following morning. The axes of the Indians caused the shells to fly in splinters; the intestines were then torn out and handed to the Indian women, whose duty it was to remove from them the precious fat, after which the carcasses were left to the vultures and fisher-eagles, which flocked from afar to the scene of carnage with that unerring instinct which has so often been commented on by travellers, but which no one can understand.




Chapter Eighteen.

Pedro becomes communicative; Manuela vocal; Lawrence preposterous; Quashy and Tiger violent  The Whole ending in a Grand Catastrophe.

Senhor Armstrong, said Pedro, the evening after that on which the capture of turtles took place, I have received some bad news  at least unsatisfactory news  which will necessitate a change in our style of travelling, and a more rapid progress towards our journeys end.

Im sorry for that, Lawrence answered, for, to my mind, our style of travelling is very agreeable, and the rate quite fast enough, especially for one who has no definite purpose in view.

That may be so, senhor, returned Pedro, with a grim smile, but as I have something of a definite purpose in view, the case is different.

True, Pedro,  true. I do not object to any change in your plans; I merely comment on the very pleasant time we are having, and shall be ready to act as you desire; so, you see, I am as I promised to be  an obedient follower. But where got you this news from? I have seen no one arrive in the camp since we came. What may the nature of the news be, if I may venture to ask of one who is so  so very reticent?

The guide pondered some time before replying to these questions. Then, with the air of one who has made up his mind on an uncertain point, said  

I had no intention of rousing your curiosity by needless secrecy. I have not very many or very profound secrets. Only, in a disturbed country it behoves a man to hold his tongue in regard to his affairs. But I feel that you are a friend, Senhor Armstrong, who may be trusted; not that I have much to trust to you,  and yet, my doings are so mixed up with the affairs of other people that to some extent I am tongue-tied. I may tell you, however, that I am a secret agent of the government, to which I have volunteered my services solely because I love peace and hate war, and am desirous of doing all I can to promote the first and abate the last. The idea may appear to you Quixotic, but

Pardon me, Senhor Pedro, interrupted Lawrence, promptly. I think you the reverse of Quixotic. I honour you for your sentiments, and sympathise with you most heartily. Do I not remember that it is written, Blessed are the peacemakers, and also, Scatter thou the people that delight in war?

Yes, I have gathered from your conversation that such are your sentiments, but do not misunderstand me. I am not of those who would have peace at any price. I believe in the right of self-defence. I recognise the right of oppressed nations to rise up and draw the sword in order to free themselves from tyrants; in short, I believe that there are some things that are worse even than war; but while I concede so much, I hold that most of the wars recorded in history have been undertaken without just cause, many of them without any real or obvious cause at all, too many of them with a distinctly bad cause. Even in the present day, and among Christian nations, there is far too little tendency to appeal to arbitration, which is the only legitimate way for reasonable men to settle any dispute or quarrel. Does your sympathy go with me thus far?

Lawrence, with a glow of enthusiasm on his face, extended his hand, and, grasping that of his companion, shook it warmly.

I go with you in every word, Pedro. You are a man after my own heart; and I say, God prosper you in your good work wherever you go!

Manuela, who was standing near at the time, looked up at the enthusiastic youth quickly. Her knowledge of English must have been improving, despite the badness of her pronunciation, for she seemed to understand the conversation, and to regard Lawrence with profound interest.

The youth was so carried away with his feelings, however, that he did not observe the girls look or expression.

That is well, Pedro said, with a pleased look, as he returned his friends grasp; but I fear you wont find many of our way of thinking in this unhappy country. You are aware, no doubt, that it is frequently  I might almost say every three or four years  disturbed by factious quarrels which too often end in riot and bloodshed, though these are not often on so large a scale as to be styled civil war. Well, there is a party of peace-lovers even here, who do their best to bring about a better state of things, and a more settled and powerful government. Some of the men of influence at Buenos Ayres, and some even of the military men, are of this party. I am, as I have said, their secret agent  secret, because if I were to attempt the thing openly, or as a government agent, I should be treated with ridicule by some, or be murdered perhaps by others, in either of which cases my influence would be gone. Of course, as you have seen, I run considerable risk in travelling through the land on my mission, for I have been several times taken for a spy, but I dont object to run risk, the cause being a good one.

As to the news, which I have received by mere chance from a passing Indian, it is another outbreak in the San Juan district which makes a change in the disposition of troops necessary; and as I have particular business with one of the officers, I must change my route and make for Buenos Ayres as straight as possible. That is all the mystery about it; so you see, as I said, it is not very profound.

It is very interesting, however, returned Lawrence, and you may depend on my falling in with your plans, whatever they are.

Well, then, returned the guide, the first part of my plan is simple enough  merely to start off to-morrow by the first peep of day. Will you go, therefore, and tell Quashy to get ready, while I have a talk with Manuela?

We do not intend to inflict on the reader the whole of the conversation that took place in the Indian tongue between the little brown maiden and the guide. A small portion of it will suffice.

I repeat, Manuela, said the latter, in a remonstrative tone, that you are not wise.

My kind protector forgets, replied the girl, with a modest look, that I have never set up any claim to wisdom.

But what will your father say?

I really cannot guess what he will say, she answered, with one of her prettiest little smiles.

But you may be quite sure that the thing is impossible. Consider the immense difference between you, and, forgive me, Manuela, but I think it is not fair.

Now my protector forgets himself, returned the maiden, drawing herself up and bestowing a look on the guide which was quite worthy of an Inca princess  supposing Lawrence to have been right in his conjecture on that point!

Well, well, please yourself, Manuela, returned Pedro, with a laugh, in which exasperation slightly mingled, but do me the justice to tell your father when you meet that I fairly remonstrated with and warned you. After all, nothing would please me better,  if it should ever come about.

He turned on his heel and went off, with a mingling of expressions on his handsome face, to look after the canoe and make preparations for an early start in the morning.

Canoe travelling appears to be rather slow work while it is going on, even when descending the current of a river. Each point of land seems to be reached and passed so gradually; every vista of the river seems so extensive, and the trees on shore drop so leisurely astern, that when you think of the hundreds of miles which lie in advance, you are apt to feel as if the journey or voyage would never come to an end. But when you forget the present and reflect on the past, when you think how many hundreds of miles now lie behind, although it seems but yesterday that you set out on the journey, then you realise the fact that the power of littles, of steady, daily unremitting perseverance, has had too little weight with you in your estimates, and that, just as fast as your starting-point recedes from you, exactly so fast does your goal approach, although those misleading factors, your feelings, may have induced you to think otherwise.

Five days after the occurrence of the events on what we may style Turtle-beach, Lawrence found himself wondering at what appeared to be the far-off-ness of the spot, considering the slowness of the hourly progress, yet at the same time wondering if they should ever traverse the nine hundred or a thousand miles that yet intervened between him and Buenos Ayres.

To do Lawrence Armstrong justice, however, he was by no means impatient. He was quite satisfied that things should go as slowly as they pleased, for was he not travelling through the most interesting of countries, in which the flora and the fauna and the geological features furnished abundant  ay, superabundant  food for the satisfaction of his scientific appetite, while his companions were of the pleasantest character? Pedro, since the opening up of his heart to him, had laid aside much  though not all  of his reserve, and shown himself to be a man of extensive information and profound thought.

Spotted Tiger was a splendid specimen, physically and mentally, of the sons of the soil, in the contemplation of whom he could expend whatever smattering he possessed of ethnological science. Then Quashy  was not that negro the very soul and embodiment of courage, fidelity, and good-humour, the changes of whose April face alone might have furnished rich material for the study of a physiognomist or a Rembrandt.

And as for Manuela  we cannot analyse his thoughts about her. It is probable that he could not have expounded them himself. Take the following sample of them, as overheard by us one day when he had strayed into the wild woods alone, and was seated on the roots of a mighty tree, pencil in hand, attempting unsuccessfully to make a sketch.

I do believe, he murmured, with a gesture of impatience  for he had drawn a small convolvulus, hanging from a tree, with such disregard for the rules of linear perspective that it was the proportionate size of an omnibus I do believe that that girl has come between me and my wits. Of course it is not love. That is quite out of the question. A white man could not fall in love with a black woman.

Yes, he did the poor girl the injustice, in his perplexed indignation with himself, to call her black, although it must have been obvious to the most careless observer that she was only reddish-brown, or, to speak more correctly, brownish-red.

I cant understand it, he continued to murmur in that low, slow, absent far-away tone and manner characteristic of artists when at work. No doubt her nose is Grecian, and her mouth small, as well as exquisitely formed, her chin full and rounded, her teeth faultless, her eyes gorgeous, and her whole contour perfect, but  but  shes black  at least, (correcting himself with a touch of compunction), shes brown. No; I see what it is  its  (well thats more like a balloon than a water-lily)  yes, it must be that I am in love with her spirit. Thats it! Ive said so before, and  and  I say it again.

He drew back his head at this point, and looked critically  even sternly  at the sketch. There was room both for criticism and indignation, for the display, in so small a compass, of bad drawing, vile composition, ridiculous chiaro-oscuro, and impossible perspective, could only have been justified by the supposition that his intellect had been warped through the heart, in consequence of an unheard of perplexity connected therewith.

Yes, he continued, resuming his work with the air of an invincible man, there is something distinctly and exasperatingly wrong here. I am in love with her spirit, and not with her person! Is it possible that the human race, descending from Adam and Eve, should have reached the nineteenth century without such a case ever having been heard of before, and that I  I should be the first wretched example  or  or victim! It is like loving the jewel without caring for the cas  no, thats a bad simile, for one could throw away a casket and keep the jewel, which could not conveniently be done in this case. I wonder what it is that makes the rules of perspective so difficult, and the practice so im

His meditations were checked at this point by a sound so sweet that his heart almost stood still, his pencil remained suspended over the sketch, and the half-formed word remained in the half-opened mouth. It was as if an angel had come to earth, and were warbling the airs of paradise.

Peeping through the bushes, Lawrence saw that it was Manuela! She was sauntering along pensively, humming as she went. He sat still, amazed and silent. From what cause we know not, but the Indian girl had not until that day opened her mouth in song. The youths surprise was increased when she came near enough to let him hear that the words were Spanish; but suddenly remembering that English girls sometimes learned Italian songs by rote, like parrots, his surprise partly abated  why should not an Indian girl learn Spanish songs by rote?

Manuela passed close to the tree behind which our hero sat. On observing him she stopped, and blushed intensely red. Evidently she had thought herself quite alone, and experienced the usual dislike of humanity to being caught in the act of singing to itself!

In a burst of great enthusiasm Lawrence sprang up, overturned his drawing materials, seized the girls hand, and dropped it again as if it had burnt him, as he exclaimed  

I wish  oh! I wish, Manuela, that I were your brother!

The lightning flash is said to be quick, and we suppose, relatively speaking, it is so, but we are quite sure that lightning cannot hold a candle to thought in this respect. Lawrence, as the reader has doubtless observed, was not a man of much more than average intelligence, or action of mind, yet between the first wish and the word brother, he had perceived and condemned the impropriety of exhibiting strong feeling in thus grasping Manuelas hand; the unmanliness of doing or saying anything to her that had the remotest approach to love-making while in circumstances where the poor girl could not get out of his way, however much she might wish to do so, and the meanness, not to say absurdity, of showing anything like a lovers affection for a spirit which could only make itself known through the medium of a brown visage. Hence Lawrence, who was the soul of honour and gallantry, got out of the dilemma by suddenly conceiving and expressing the above intense wish to be Manuelas brother!

It did not occur to him that the gratification of his wish might have involved war-paint and feathers, a semi-nude body, a wild unlettered life, and a predilection for raw meat and murder. No, rapid though thought is, it did not convey these ideas to his mind. His one desire  after the first unguarded exclamation and impulsive grasp of the hand, was to escape from his false position without committing himself, and without giving pain or annoyance to the unprotected girl. And his success was in proportion to his boldness, for Manuela burst into a hearty laugh, and said  

Why you wants be my brudder?

Brother, Manuela, not brudder, replied Lawrence, joining in the laugh, and much relieved in mind. The word is spelt with t-h, not with two ds. The reason is that I should then have the right to order you to sit at my feet and sing me these pretty songs whenever I liked. And I fear I should be a very tyrannical brother to you, for I would make you sing all day.

What  is  trannical? asked the girl, whose tendency to laugh was evidently not yet quite subdued.

Hallo! hi! Quashy! came the guides strong voice at that moment, ringing through the arches of the forest, and preventing the explanation, that might have been, of trannical.

But Quashy replied not. It was the end of the noontide siesta. While Lawrence, as we have seen, had taken to sketching and Manuela to singing, the negro had gone off on his own account, and Pedro was now anxious to have his assistance in getting ready to start.

As Lawrence hurriedly collected his pencils the Indian girl stood admiring his work  poor ignorant thing! Just then there arose in the forest a sound which filled them both with mingled surprise and alarm.

It was a peculiar, dull sound, almost indescribable, but something like what one might expect to hear from a hundred spades or pickaxes working together in the depths of the forest. After a minute or two it ceased, and profound silence reigned. Dead silence in critical circumstances is even more alarming than definite noise, for then the imagination is allowed full play, and only those who have got the imagination powerfully developed know of what wild and terrifying vagaries it is capable!

Lawrence and Manuela looked at each other. The former had often before admired the gorgeous black orbs of the latter, but he had not till then thought them to be so very large.

Suddenly the earth trembled under their feet; it seemed as if a volcano were heaving underground. The memory of San Ambrosio rushed upon them, and they too trembled  at least the girl did. At the same time a shout arose which seemed to them not unfamiliar. The noise increased to something like the galloping of a distant squadron of cavalry.

Let me lift you into this tree, said Lawrence, quickly.

Manuela did not object. He lifted her by the waist with his two large hands as if she had been a little child, and placed her on a branch that happened to be just within his reach. Scarcely had he done so when a host, a very army, of American wild-hogs, or peccaries, burst from the bushes like a tornado and bore down on them. They were so near that there was no time for Lawrence to climb up beside Manuela. He could only seize the branch with both hands and draw up his long legs. The living torrent passed under him in a few seconds, and thus  thanks to his gymnastic training at school  he escaped being ripped up in all directions by the creatures tusks.

It was these same tusks digging round trees for the purpose of grubbing up roots that had produced the strange sounds, and it was the shouts of Quashy and Tiger in pursuit that had awakened the echoes of the forest.

On the heels of the large animals came galloping and squealing a herd of little ones, and close upon these followed the two hunters just named  panting, war-whooping, and cheering. Several of the little pigs were speared; some were even caught by the tail, and a goodly supply of meat was obtained for at least that day and the next. But before noon of that next day an event of a very different and much more serious nature occurred.

It was early morning at the time. They were traversing a wide sheet of water, both banks of which were high, richly-wooded, and all aglow with convolvuli and other flowers, and innumerable rope-like creepers, the graceful festoons and hanging tendrils of which gave inexpressible softness to the scene. In the middle of the lake-like expanse were numerous mud-flats, partly covered with tropical reeds and rushes of gigantic size.

The course our voyagers had to pursue made it necessary to keep close under the right bank, which was unusually steep and high. They were all silent, for the hour and the slumbering elements induced quiescence. A severe thunderstorm accompanied by heavy rains had broken over that district two days before, and Lawrence observed that deep watercourses had been ploughed among the trees and bushes in several places, but every other trace of the elemental war had vanished, and the quiet of early morning seemed to him sweet beyond expression, inducing his earnest spirit to wish that the mystery of sin had never been permitted, and that it were still possible for man to walk humbly with his God in a world of peacefulness as real as that of inanimate nature around him.

When the sun arose, a legion of living creatures came out from wood and swamp and reedy isle to welcome him. Flamingoes, otters, herons white and grey, and even jaguars, then began to set about their daily work of fishing for breakfast. Rugged alligators, like animated trunks of fallen trees, crawled in slimy beds or ploughed up the sands of the shore in deep furrows, while birds of gorgeous plumage and graceful  sometimes clumsy  form audibly, if not always visibly, united to chant their morning hymn.

Such were the sights on which our travellers eyes rested, with a sort of quiet delight, when Pedro broke the silence in a low voice.

Youd better keep a little farther out into the stream, he said to Tiger.

The Indian silently obeyed.

It was well that he did so promptly, for, in less than a minute, and without the slightest premonition, the immense bank above them slid with a terrific rumbling noise into the river. The enormous mass of sand and vegetable detritus thus detached could not have been much, if at all, less than half a mile in extent. It came surging and hurling down  trees and roots and rocks and mud intermingling in a chaos of grand confusion, the great cable-like creepers twining like snakes in agony, and snapping as if they were mere strands of packthread; timber crashing; rock grinding, sometimes bursting like cannon shots, and the whole plunging into the water and raising a great wave that swept the alligators from the mud-flats, and swallowed up the reeds and rushes, sending herons, kingfishers, and flamingoes screaming into the air, and dashing high into the jungle on the opposite shore.

As we have said, the canoe got out of reach of the terrible avalanche just in time, but it could not escape the wave. The Indian, however, was prepared for that. It was not the first time he had seen such a catastrophe. Turning the bow of the canoe instantly towards the falling bank, he thus met the wave, as it were, in the teeth, and rode safely over it.

If he had been less alive to the danger, or less prompt to meet it, or if he had under-estimated it, and allowed the wave to catch them on the side of the canoe, the adventures of our five friends had that day come to an abrupt close, and, what is probably of greater consequence to the reader, this faithful record would never have been written!




Chapter Nineteen.

In which, among other things, Lawrence refuses an Invitation, and bids a Final Farewell to Manuela.

A jump of several hundreds of miles at one mighty bound may seem difficult, perhaps impossible, but if the reader will kindly put on the grasshopper legs of imagination which we now provide, such a jump will be found not only possible, but, perchance, agreeable.

We pass at one fell spring, then, from the thick forests of Bolivia to the wide rolling pampas, or plains, of South America.

You are still within sight of the Andes, good reader. You may travel from north to south if you will  from the equatorial regions of the Mexican Gulf to the cold and stormy cape at Tierra del Fuego  without losing sight of that magnificent backbone of the grand continent.

We have reached a frontier town which lies among the undulating hills at the base of the mountains, yet within sight of the outskirts of the grassy pampas. A small town it is, with little white houses and a church glittering in the sunshine. A busy town, too, with a mixed population fluttering in the streets in the variegated trappings and plumage of merchants, and priests, and muleteers, and adventurers, and dark-eyed senhoras, enveloped in all the mysterious witchery that seems inseparable from Spanish mantillas and fans.

It was evening when our travellers arrived at the town. They were on horseback now, having, a considerable time previously, forsaken the rivers for the roads  if we may call by such a name those unmade highways which are merely marked out through the wilderness by the passage of men. Bells were ringing in the steeple as they entered the town, for some fête or holiday was in process of celebration, and the presence of a considerable number of men in uniform gave to the place the appearance of a garrison town.

There were so many odd-looking and striking characters in the streets that the arrival of our party made no particular impression on the people, save that Manuelas elegant little figure and pretty brown face drew some attention  admiration on the part of the men, scorn on that of a few  a very few  of the senhoras. You see, in all parts of the world some people are found who seem to hold, (though they would find it difficult to say why), that Gods creatures with brown and black skins ought to be looked down upon and held in contempt by His creatures who chance to have white skins! You will generally find that the people who think thus also hold the almost miraculous opinion that those who wear superfine clothing, and possess much money, have a sort of indefinable, but unquestionable, right to look down upon and lord it over those who own little money and wear coarse garments!

You will carefully observe, unprejudiced reader, that we use the word some in speaking of those people. We are very far from pitting the poor against the rich. We are bound to recognise the fact that amongst both classes there are gems of brightest lustre, irradiated by rays from the celestial sun, while in both there are also found qualities worthy of condemnation. But when we record the fact that some of the white senhoras looked with jealousy and scorn upon our sweet little Indian heroine, we ought to recognise the undeniable truth that they themselves, (so long as actuated by such a spirit), were beneath contempt  fit subjects only for pity.

As they passed along, much interested and somewhat excited by the comparatively novel sights around them, Pedro rode up to a mounted soldier and accosted him in Spanish.

He returned to his party with a gleam of stronger excitement in his eyes than Lawrence had observed since they became acquainted. Riding alongside of Manuela, who was in advance, he entered into earnest and animated conversation with her. Then, reining back until he was abreast of Lawrence, he said  

Part of the object of my journey has been accomplished sooner than I had expected, Senhor Armstrong.

Indeed? I hope it has been satisfactorily accomplished.

Well, yes, as far as it goes. The fact is, I find that there has been a raid of the Indians into this part of the country, and a body of troops has been sent to quell them under Colonel Marchbanks. Now this colonel, as his name will suggest, is an Englishman, in the service of the Argentine army, under whose orders I have been serving, and to communicate with whom was one of my chief reasons for undertaking this journey.

Will that, then, render your journey to Buenos Ayres unnecessary? asked Lawrence, a slight feeling of anxiety creeping over him.

No, it wont do that, but it will greatly modify my plans. Among other things, it will oblige me to leave Manuela behind and push on alone as fast as possible. I suppose you will have no objection to a tearing gallop of several hundred miles over the Pampas? said Pedro, while a smile of peculiar meaning played for an instant on his handsome face.

Objections! exclaimed our hero, with great energy, of course not. A tearing gallop over the Pampas is  a  most

He stopped, for a strange, unaccountable feeling of dissatisfaction which he could not understand began to overwhelm him. Was it that he was really in love after all with this Indian girl, and that the thought of final separation from her  impossible! No, he could not credit such an idea for a moment. But he loved her spirit  her soul, as it were  and he could not be blamed for being so sorry, so very sorry, to part with that thus suddenly  thus unexpectedly. Yes, he was not in love. It was a fraternal or paternal  a Platonic feeling of a strong type. He would just see her once more, alone, before starting, say good-bye, and give her a little, as it were, paternal, or fraternal, or Platonic advice.

Senhor Armstrong is in a meditative mood, said Pedro, breaking the thread of his meditations.

Yes, I was thinking  was wondering  that is  by the way, with whom will you leave Manuela?

With a friend who lives in a villa in the suburbs.

You seem to have friends wherever you go, said Lawrence.

Ay, and enemies too, returned Pedro with a slight frown. However, with Gods blessing, I shall circumvent the latter.

When do you start? asked Lawrence, with an air of assumed indifference.

To-morrow or next day, perhaps, but I cannot tell until I meet Colonel Marchbanks. I am not, indeed, under his command  being what you may call a sort of freelance  but I work with him chiefly, that is, under his directions, for he and I hold much the same ideas in regard to most things, and have a common desire to see something like solid peace in the land. Look, do you see that villa with the rustic porch on the cliff; just beyond the town?

Yes  it is so conspicuous and so beautifully situated that one cannot help seeing and admiring it.

That is where the friend lives with whom I shall leave Manuela.

Indeed, said Lawrence, whose interest in the villa with the rustic porch was suddenly intensified, and shall we find her there on our return?

I was not aware that Senhor Armstrong intended to return! said Pedro, with a look of surprise.

Lawrence felt somewhat confused and taken aback, but his countenance was not prone to betray him.

Of course I mean, will you find her there when you return? Though, as to my returning, the thing is not impossible, when one considers that the wreck of part of my fathers property lies on the western side of the Andes.

Ah! true. I forgot that for a moment. Well, I suppose she will remain here till my return, said Pedro, unless the Indians make a successful raid and carry her off in the meantime! he added, with a quick glance at his companion.

And are we to stay to-night at the same villa?

No, we shall stay at the inn to which we are now drawing near. I am told that the Colonel has his headquarters there.

The conversation closed abruptly at this point, for they had reached the inn referred to. At the door stood a tall, good-looking young man, whose shaven chin, cut of whisker, and Tweed shooting costume, betokened him an Englishman of the sporting class.

Addressing himself to this gentleman with a polite bow, Pedro asked whether Colonel Marchbanks was staying there.

Well  aw  Im not quite sure, but there is  aw  I believe, a military man of  aw  some sort staying in the place.

Without meaning to be idiotic, this sporting character was one of those rich, plucky, languid, drawly-wauly men, who regard the world as their special hunting-field, affect free-and-easy nonchalance, and interlard their ideas with aw to an extent that is absolutely awful.

The same question, put to a waiter who immediately appeared, elicited the fact that the Colonel did reside there, but was absent at the moment.

Well, then, said Pedro, turning quickly to Lawrence, you had better look after rooms and order supper, while I take Manuela to the villa.

For the first time since they met, Lawrence felt inclined to disobey his friend. A gush of indignation seemed to surge through his bosom for a moment, but before he could reply, Pedro, who did not expect a reply, had turned away. He remounted his steed and rode off, meekly followed by the Indian girl. Quashy took the bridles of his own and his masters horse, and stood awaiting orders; while Spotted Tiger, who was not altogether inexperienced in the ways of towns, led his animal and the baggage-mules round to the stables.

So, thought Lawrence, bitterly, I am ordered to look after things here, and Manuela goes quietly away without offering to say good-bye  without even a friendly nod, although she probably knows I may have to start by daybreak to-morrow, and shall never see her again. Bah! what else could I expect from a squaw  a black girl! But no matter. Its all over! It was only her spirit I admired, and I dont care even for that now.

It will be observed that our poor hero did not speak like himself here, so grievous was the effect of his disappointment. Fortunately he did not speak at all, but only muttered and looked savage, to the amusement of the sportsman, who stood leaning against the door-post of the inn, regarding him with much interest.

Will you sup, senhor? asked a waiter, coming up just then.

Eh! no  that is  yes, replied Lawrence, savagely.

How many, senhor?

How many? eh! How should I know? As many as you like. Come here.

He thundered off along a passage, clanking his heels and spurs like a whole regiment of dragoons, and without an idea as to whither the passage led or what he meant to do.

Aw  quite a wemarkable cweature. A sort of  aw  long-legged curiosity of the Andes. Mad, I suppose, or drunk.

These remarks were partly a soliloquy, partly addressed to a friend who had joined the sportsman, but they were overheard by Quashy, who, with the fire of a free negro and the enthusiasm of a faithful servant, said  

No more mad or drunk dan youself  you whitefaced racoon!

Being unable conveniently to commit an assault at the moment, our free negro contented himself with making a stupendous face at the Englishman, and glaring defiance as he led the cattle away. As the reader knows, that must have been a powerful glare, but its only effect on the sportsman was to produce a beaming smile of Anglo-Saxon good-will.

That night Lawrence Armstrong slept little. Next morning he found that Pedro had to delay a day in order to have some further intercourse with Colonel Marchbanks. Having nothing particular to do, and being still very unhappy  though his temper had quite recovered  he resolved to take a stroll alone. Just as he left the inn, a tall, powerfully-built, soldierly man entered, and bestowed on him a quick, stern glance in passing. He seemed to be between fifty and sixty, straight as a poplar, and without any sign of abated strength, though his moustache and whiskers were nearly white.

Lawrence would have at once recognised a countryman in this old officer, even if the waiter had not addressed him by name as he presented him with a note.

At any other time the sociable instincts of our hero would have led him to seek the acquaintance both of the Colonel and the awful sportsman; but he felt misanthropical just then, and passed on in silence.

Before he had been gone five minutes, Quashy came running after him.

You no want me, massa?

No, Quash, I dont.

Praps, suggested the faithful man, with an excess of modesty and some hesitation, Praps youd like me to go wid you for  for  company?

Youre very kind, Quash, and I should like to have you very much indeed; but at present Im very much out of sorts, and

O massa! interrupted the negro, assuming the sympathetic gaze instantly, and speaking with intense feeling, its not in de stummik, am it? He placed his hand gently on the region referred to.

No, Quash, Lawrence replied, with a laugh, it is not the body at all that affects me; it is the mind.

Oh! is dat all? said the negro, quite relieved. Den you not need to boder youself. Nobody ebber troubled long wid dat complaint. Do you know, massa, dat de bery best ting for dat is a little cheerful siety. I tink youll be de better ob me.

He said this with such self-satisfied gravity, and withal seemed to have made up his mind so thoroughly to accompany his young master, that Lawrence gave in, and they had not gone far when he began really to feel the benefit of Quashys light talk. We do not mean to inflict it all on the reader, but a few sentences may, perhaps, be advantageous to the development of our tale.

Splendid place dis, massa, observed the negro, after they had walked and chatted some distance beyond the town.

Yes, Quash,  very beautiful.

Lots ob nice shady trees an bushes, and flowers, an fruits, an sweet smells ob oranges, an

He waved his arms around, as if to indicate a profusion of delights which his tongue could not adequately describe.

Quite true, Quash, replied Lawrence, who was content to play second violin in the duet.

Is you gwine, inquired Quashy, after a brief pause, to de gubners ball to-night?

No. I did not know there was a governor, or that he intended to give a ball.

The negro opened his eyes in astonishment.

You not know ob it! he exclaimed; why eberybody knows ob it, an amost eberybodys agwine  all de spectable peepil, I mean, an some ob dem whats not zactly as spectable as dey should be. But deys all agwine. Hes a liberal gubner, you see, an hes gwine to gib de ball in de inn at de lanlords expense.

Indeed; thats a curiously liberal arrangement.

Yes, an a bery clebber rangement for de lanlord. Hes a cute man de lanlord. I spose yous agwine?

No, I am not going. I have received no invitation; besides, I have no evening dress.

Bless you, massa, you dont need no invitation, nor evenin dress needer! You just go as you are, an its all right.

But I have no wish to go. I would rather prepare for an early start to-morrow.

Das a prutty house wes a-comin to, massa, said Quashy, not hearing, or ignoring, the last remark.

Lawrence looked up with a start. Unwittingly, quite unwittingly, he had rambled in the direction of the villa with the rustic porch!

An deres de missis ob de villa, I suppose, said Quashy. No, shes ony a redskin. Why, massa! he continued, opening his eyes to their widest, its Manuela  or her ghost!

It was indeed our little Indian heroine, walking alone in the shrubbery. She had not observed her late companions, who were partly concealed by bushes.

Quashy, said Lawrence, impressively, laying his hand on the negros shoulder, get out of the way. I want to speak to her alone,  to say good-bye, you know, for we start early to-morrow.

The negro promptly threw himself on the ground and nodded his head.

You go ahead, massa. All right. When you comes dis way agin, youll find dis nigger am vanisht like a wreaf ob smoke.

A few seconds more, and Lawrence suddenly appeared before Manuela. She met him without surprise, but with an embarrassed look. Instantly a dark chilling cloud seemed to settle down on the poor youths spirit. Mingled with a host of other indescribable feelings, there was one, very strong, of indignation; but with a violent effort he controlled his features, so as to indicate no feeling at all.

This is an unexpected meeting, Manuela. I had hardly hoped for it, as we set off very early to-morrow; but Im glad we have met, for I should never have got over the feeling that I had been unkind in going off without saying good-bye. Do you make out what I mean? I think you understand English better than my bad Spanish.

Yes  I understan. I very sorry we part. Very, very sorry. Good-bye.

She put out her hand, and Lawrence mechanically took it. There was something so ridiculous in this prompt and cool way of parting, after having been so long together, that the youth could scarcely believe he was awake. Had this pretty little Inca princess, then, no feeling whatever  no touch of common tenderness, like other girls? Did the well-known stoicism of her race require that she should part for the last time from the man who had twice saved her life, with a simple Im very sorry. Good-bye?

He felt cured now, completely. Such a spirit, he thought, could not command esteem, much less affection. As neither body nor spirit was now left to him, he began to feel quite easy in his mind  almost desperately easy  and that paternal, fraternal Platonic interest in the child which we have before mentioned began to revive.

Well, Manuela, he said at last, with a stupendous sigh, as though he were heaving the entire Andes off his rugged old shoulders, yet with a brotherly smile as he patted the little brown hand, you and I have had pleasant times together. I could have wished  oh! how I  well, hem! but no matter. You will soon, no doubt be among your own people again. All I would ask of you is sometimes, when far-away, to think of me; to think of me as perhaps, the presumptuous young fellow who did his best to make a long and rather trying journey agreeable to you. Think of me, Manuela, as a father, and I will think of you as my little Indian girl!

I will fink, she said, dropping her grave eyes on the ground, and the stoicism of all the Incas seemed to be concentrated in her look and bearing at that moment, tink of you as a fadder.

Good-bye, he said again.

Good-bye, she replied.

He had intended to print a fatherly kiss on the little brown hand, but this parting was too much. He dropped her hand, and, turning abruptly away with a final Farewell  God bless you, quickly left the spot, in a sort of bewildered amazement that a heartless Indian girl should ever have been able to obtain, even for a time, so powerful an influence over him.




Chapter Twenty.

Is cumulatively Astonishing.

There are, we suppose, in the lives of all men, critical periods  testing-points, as it were  when their faith in everything true is shaken almost, if not quite, to the foundation, and when they are tempted to ask with more or less of bitterness, Who will show us any good?

Well is it for such when, in the hour of trial, they can look up to the Fountain of all good and, in the face of doubt, darkness, difficulty, ay, and seeming contradiction, simply believe and trust.

When Lawrence Armstrong slowly sauntered back to the inn after his final interview with Manuela, it surprised even himself to find how strong had been his feelings, how profound his faith in the girls goodness of heart, and how intensely bitter was his disappointment.

But its all over now, he muttered, thrusting his hands deep into the pockets of his coat, and frowning ferociously at some imaginary wrong, though he would have been puzzled, if required, to state exactly what the wrong was. All over, he repeated, and then continued with an affected air of indifference, and what of that? What matters it to me that I have been mistaken? I never was in love with the girl. How could I be with a black  well, a brown squaw. Impossible! It was only admiration  strong admiration I admit  of what I had fancied were rarely fine qualities, especially in a sav  an Indian; and Ive been mistaken; thats all. Thats all. But, (after a pause), have I been mistaken? Does this unaccountably callous indifference at saying good-bye to one who is nothing to her  who never can be anything to her  argue that all the good qualities I have admired so much are non-existent, or bad qualities? Surely not! Let me consider. Let me look this perplexing matter straight in the face, and see what is to be made of it. What are the good qualities that I seem to have been so mistaken about?

Frowning still more ferociously, as if with a view to constrain himself to the performance of a deed of impartial justice, our hero continued to mutter  

Earnest simplicity  thats the first  no, thats two qualities. Be just, Lawrence, whatever you are, be just. Earnestness, then, thats the first point. Whatever else I may have been wrong about, there can be no mistake about that. She is intensely earnest. How often have I noticed her rapt attention and the eager flash of her dark eyes when Pedro or I chanced to tell any anecdote in which injustice or cruelty was laid bare. She is so earnest that I think sometimes she has difficulty in perceiving when one is in jest. She does not understand a practical joke  well, to be sure there was that upsetting of the coffee on Quashys leg! But after all I must have been mistaken in that. So much, then, for her earnestness. Next, simplicity. No child could be more simple. Utterly ignorant of the ways of the world  the nauseous conventionalities of civilised life! Brought up in a wigwam, no doubt, among the simple aborigines of the Pampas, or the mountains  yes, it must have been the mountains, for the Incas of Peru dwelt in the Andes.

He paused here for a few minutes and sauntered on in silence, while a tinge of perplexity mingled with the frown. No doubt he was thinking of the tendency exhibited now and then by the aborigines of the Pampas and mountains to raid on the white man now and then, and appropriate his herds as well as scalp himself!

However, she had nothing to do with that, he muttered, apologetically, and cannot help the peculiarities of her kindred. Gentleness; that is the next quality. A man may mistake motives, but he cannot mistake facts. Her gentleness and sweetness are patent facts, and her modesty is also obvious. Then, she is a Christian. Pedro told me so. She never omits to pray, night and morning. Of course, that does not constitute a Christian, but  well, then the Sabbath-day she has all along respected; and I am almost sure that our regular halts on that day, although ordered by Pedro, were suggested by Manuela. Of course, praying and Sabbath-keeping may be done by hypocrites, and for a bad end; but who, save a consummately blind idiot, would charge that girl with hypocrisy? Besides, what could she gain by it all? Pshaw! the idea is ridiculous. Of course there are many more good qualities which I might enumerate, but these are the most important and clearly pronounced  very clearly.

He said this very decidedly, for somehow a counteracting suggestion came from somewhere, reminding him that he had twice saved the Indian girls life; that he had tried with earnest devotion to help and amuse her in all their journeyings together, and that to be totally indifferent about final separation in these circumstances argued the absence of even ordinary gratitude, which is clearly one of the Christian virtues!

But, after all, he muttered, indignantly, would not any young fellow have done the same for any woman in the circumstances? And why should she care about parting from me? I wouldnt care much about parting from myself just now, if I could. There, now, thats an end o the matter. Shell go back to the wigwam of her father, and Ill go and have a jolly good splitting gallop across the Pampas with Pedro and Quashy.

Dats just de bery best ting what you can do, massa.

Lawrence turned round abruptly, and found that his faithful servant was hurrying after him, and grinning tremendously.

Why, youre always laughing, Quash, said the youth, a little sharply.

O massa! exclaimed the negro, turning his mouth the other way. Is nebber laugh no more if you don like it.

Like it, my good fellow! exclaimed Lawrence, himself giving way to a short laugh to conceal his feelings, of course I like it, only you came on me unexpectedly, and, to say truth, I am

Still out ob sorts, massa?

Yes, thats it  exactly.

Well, for a man out ob sorts, you walk most awrful irriglar  one time slow, noder time so quick. I was bleeged to run to obertake you.

Further converse was checked by their arrival in the town. On reaching the hotel they found the place in considerable confusion and bustle owing to preparations for the governors ball, about to take place that evening.

They met Pedro at the door.

Youll go, I suppose? he said to Lawrence, referring to the ball.

Indeed I will not. Ive had no invitation, and have no evening dress.

Why, Senhor Armstrong forgets he is not now in England, said Pedro. We require neither invitation nor evening dress in an out-o-the-way place like this. Youll find all sorts of people there. Indeed, a few are likely to be of the class who prefer to dance with their coats off.

No matter, Ill not go. Nothing will induce me to go, returned Lawrence, firmly  almost testily.

Dont say that, rejoined Pedro, regarding his companion with a peculiar smile. You may perhaps meet friends there.

You know that I have no friends here, returned our hero, who thereupon went off to his own room to meditate over his uncomfortable feelings.

But when he had reached his room and shut his door, Pedros reference to meeting with friends, coupled with his peculiar look, recurred to him. What could the fellow mean? What friends had he in the country except Pedro himself and Quashy and Spotted Tiger and  and  Manuela, but of course he could not refer to the last, for who ever heard of a governor inviting an unknown Indian girl to a ball! No; Pedro must have been jesting. He would not go!

But the longer he thought over the matter, the more were his perplexity and curiosity increased, until at last he wavered in his firm determination not to go, and when the ball was about to begin, of which the sounds of hurrying steps and musical instruments apprised him, he changed his mind. Combing his hair slightly, he tried to brush his rough garments with his hands, arranged his necktie and flannel collar a little, dusted his long boots with a towel, washed his hands, laid aside his weapons, and went off to the hall with the intention of at least looking in at the door to see what was going on.

He met Pedro in the corridor.

Ha! Senhor Armstrong has changed his mind?

Yes, I have.

Lawrence said this in the slightly defiant tone of a man who gives in with a bad grace. He was altogether out of sorts and unlike himself, but Pedro, like a true friend, took no notice of that.

Im glad you have given in, senhor, said Pedro, for it saves me the trouble of dragging you there by force, in order that I may have the pleasure of seeing how you will look under the influence of a surprise.

A surprise, Pedro?

Yes. But come; the ball is about to begin.

At the end of the corridor they encountered the English sportsman, who at the same moment chanced to meet his friend, to whom he said  

I say, just come and  aw  have a look at the company. All free and easy, no tickets required, no dress, no  aw  there goes the governor

The remainder was lost in distance as the two sporting characters sauntered to the ballroom, where they stood near the door, looking on with condescending benignity, as men might for whose amusement the whole affair had been arranged.

And truly there was much to be amused at, as Lawrence and his companion, standing just within the doorway, soon found. Owing to the situation of the little town near the base of the mountains, there were men there of many nations and tongues on their way to various mines, or on business of some sort in or on the other side of the mountains  Germans, French, Italians, English, Spanish, and Portuguese. All strangers were welcomed by the hospitable governor and landlord  the latter of whom felt, no doubt, that his loss on food was more than counterbalanced by his gain on drink. Among the guests there were Gauchos of the Pampas, and the head men of a band of peons, who had just arrived with a herd of cattle. As these danced variously, in camp-dresses, top-boots, silver spurs, ponchos, and shirt sleeves, and as the ladies of the town appeared in picturesque and varied costumes with mantillas and fans, Lawrence felt as if he were witnessing a fancy dress gathering, and soon became so absorbed as to forget himself and his companion entirely.

He was aroused from his reverie by the drawling exclamation  

Aw! indeed?

Yes, replied the landlord to the sportsman, the colonels coming. Hes a jolly old man, and likes to see other people enjoyin a bit o fun. An whats more, hes goin to bring his daughter with him, and another girl  a niece, I suppose. They say theyre both splendid creatures.

Aw! indeed, languidly replied the sportsman, twisting his moustache.

It was evident that the landlord had failed to arouse his interest.

At that moment the first dance came to an end, and there was a stir at the upper end of the room, where was another door of entrance.

Its the colonel, exclaimed the landlord, hurrying forward.

Colonel Marchbanks entered with a lady on either arm. He was a splendid old man  so tall that Lawrence could distinguish his fine bald head, with its fringe of white hair, rising high above the intervening guests.

People became silent and fell away from him, as if to have a better look at him.

Come, said Pedro, suddenly, I will introduce you.

There was a strange gleam in Pedros eyes, and unwonted excitement in his manner, as he pushed his way through the crowd.

Lawrence followed in some surprise.

Suddenly he heard a sharp, strange, indescribable shout. It was the voice of Pedro, who was only a few yards in advance of him. Our hero sprang forward and beheld a sight which filled him with surprise. One of the girls who leaned on the colonels arm was a beautiful blonde of about fifteen, with flowing golden hair and rich brown eyes. She stood as if petrified, with the brown eyes gazing intensely at Pedro, who also stood transfixed returning the gaze with compound interest.

Mariquita! he murmured, holding out both hands.

Yes, said the delighted colonel, I felt quite sure she was your child, but said nothing about

Father! burst from the girl, as, with a cry of joy, she bounded into Pedros arms.

Just so, continued the colonel, I didnt like to mention my suspicions for fear of raising false hopes, and thought the surest way would be to bring them face to face. Wasnt it so, Manuela?

Lawrence turned as if he had received an electric shock. He had been so absorbed in the scene we have just described, that he had not looked at the girl who leaned on the colonels other arm. He now turned and beheld  not the Indian girl of his travels, but a fair-skinned, dark-eyed senhorina. Yet as he gazed, the blood seemed to rush to his brain, for these were the eyes of Manuela, and the slightly open little mouth was hers  the straight Grecian nose, and the graceful figure. It seemed as if his wildest dream were realised, and that Manuela had become white!

He clasped his hands and gazed, as Pedro had just done, with such intensity that the sportsman, observing the rudeness, said to his friend  

Aw  dont you think it would be as well to  aw  kick the fellow out of the room?

Hallo! whats this? exclaimed the old colonel, turning sharply on Lawrence with a magnificent frown.

It was quite evident that he, as well as Pedro and our hero, had also received a most unexpected surprise, for, not only did the youth continue to stand gazing, with clasped hands, but the young lady did not seem in the least offended. On the contrary, she looked up at the colonel with an incomprehensible expression and a bewitching smile, as she said, in excellent English  

He is not rude, father, only astonished. Let me introduce my friend and preserver, Mr Lawrence Armstrong.

But Lawrence heard not, and cared nothing for the introduction.

It is Manuela! he exclaimed, with a hesitating step forward, and a look of unbelief still lingering in his eyes.

She held out her little white hand!

He grasped it. The same hand certainly! There could be no doubt about that.

Pon my honour  aw  the most interesting tableau vivant I ever  aw  saw!

Come, come, cried the colonel, whose pleased smile had given place to unimaginable astonishment. You  you should have prepared me for this, Manuela. I  Im obliged to you, senhor, of course, for  for saving my daughter; but  come, follow me!

He turned and left the room with rapid strides, and would have dragged Manuela after him, if that young lady had not been endued with a pace  neat, active, and what is sometimes called tripping,  which kept her easily alongside of the ancient man of war.

Lawrence followed mechanically.

Pedro, with an arm round Mariquitas waist, brought up the rear.

As they vanished through the doorway the people gave them a hearty cheer, and resumed dancing.

The sportsman found himself so much overcome that he could only ejaculate, aw! But presently he recovered so far as to say, Lets go an have a ciga, and he also melted from the scene.




Chapter Twenty One.

Hopes, Fears, Perplexities, Joys, and Explanations.

Two conversations took place shortly after the scene in the ballroom, and to these we now draw attention. The first was in the hotel  in the private apartment of Colonel Marchbanks.

Having got rid of the ladies, the fiery man of war led his victim  if we may so style him  into the apartment referred to, and shut the door. Without asking Lawrence to be seated, he stalked into the middle of the room.

Now, senhor, he said, wheeling round suddenly, and confronting Lawrence with a tremendous frown, what do you mean by this?

The look and the tone were such as the youth would in ordinary circumstances have resented, but he was far removed from ordinary circumstances just then. He was a victim! As such he looked at his questioner with perplexity in his countenance, and said  

I beg pardon?

What do you mean by your conduct, I say? repeated the colonel, fiercely; for he mistook and was rendered more irritable by the youths apparent stupidity. You have insulted my daughter in the ballroom

Your daughter? said Lawrence, with the air of a man whose eyes are dazzled by some sudden burst of strong light which he does not quite understand.

Yes, sir. You know quite well what I mean, cried the colonel, waxing angrier. It may be true, for all I know or care, that you have saved her life more than once, as Pedro tells me, but

I saved the life of an Indian girl, interrupted Lawrence, gently, and gazing wistfully in the colonels angry face, as if he saw a distant landscape of marvellous beauty through it, the daughter of a great chief, and a descendant of the Incas.

A descendant of the Hottentots, sir! exclaimed the colonel, becoming furious, for he now thought the young man was attempting to jest; the fact that my daughter  my daughter, sir, was persuaded to assume that useless and ridiculous disguise, and the fact that you rendered her assistance when so disguised, gives you no right to  to insult her in public, and  and  I have heard, sir, from Manuela herself, that

Manuela! interrupted the victim, in a soft, unbelieving voice, and with an eager, wistful look at the exquisite landscape again, is it possible?

Sir, youre a fool! shouted the old soldier, unable to contain himself. Pedro told me much about you, but he did not say you were a fool!

Impossible! I knew it must be a dream, murmured Lawrence, as if to himself, I was never called a fool before. No gentleman would have done it  least of all an English gentleman.

This shot, although not aimed, hit the mark fairly.

Forgive me, senhor, said the colonel, modifying his tone, though evidently still much annoyed, but your manners and language are so strange that, really

He stopped, as a new light broke upon him.

Surely, he said, you cannot have been in ignorance all this time that Manuela is my daughter?

Tell me, cried Lawrence, suddenly shaking off the dream of unbelief, advancing a step, and gazing so intensely into the colonels eyes that the man of war made a quick, involuntary, motion with his right hand towards his sword, Tell me, Colonel Marchbanks  is Manuela, who, I thought, was an Inca princess, really your daughter!

I know nothing about the Inca princesses, senhor, replied the old man, sternly, but with a perplexed air; all I know is that the disguised girl with whom you have been unfortunately travelling of late is my daughter, and, although your ignorance of the fact accounts in some degree

He got no further, for Lawrence gave a full, free, shout of joy, such as he had not vented since he was a schoolboy, raised himself to his full height, and threw up his arms, clearing off a very constellation of crystal gimcracks from a chandelier in the mighty stretch, and exclaimed  

Ill have her: Ill have her! Yes, in spite of all

The door opened at that moment and he stood transfixed, for there was Spotted Tiger  glaring horribly, and obviously charged with important tidings.

Come in, cried the colonel in Spanish.

Come out, cried the savage in some other language, which Lawrence did not understand, but which the colonel evidently did, for he clapped on his hat, and, without a word of explanation, hurried with Tiger out of the room, leaving Lawrence to solitary meditation.

The other conversation that we have referred to was held in the garden of the hotel, under a thick overhanging tree, between Pedro and the lovely lady who had been the cause of Lawrences little affair with the colonel.

What have you done with her, Pedro? asked the lovely lady.

Taken her to the villa, where she will be well cared for.

But why so quickly? Why not wait for me? The voice was in very truth that of Manuela, though the countenance was that of a Spanish senhorina!

Because time is precious. We have received news which calls for speedy action, and I must be in close attendance on your father, Manuela. As I am likely to have quarter of an hour to spare while he holds a palaver with Tiger, I have sought you out to ask an explanation, for Im eager to know how and where my darling was found. I can wait as well as most men, but

Yes, yes, I know, said Manuela, drawing her mantilla a little more closely over her now fair face. You shall hear. Listen. You know that my father loves you?

Pedro smiled assent, and nodded.

His is a loving and loveable nature, resumed our heroine.

(So is his daughters, thought Pedro, but he did not say so.)

And he never forgets a friend, continued Manuela. He has often, often spoken to me about you, and your dear ones, and many a time in his military wanderings has he made inquiries about the dear child who was stolen so long ago  ten years now, is it not?

Ay, not far short of eleven. She was just turned five when last I beheld her angel face  no, not last, thank God.

Well, Pedro, you may easily believe that we had many raisings of our hopes, like yourself, and many, many disappointments, but these last arose from our looking chiefly in wrong directions. It somehow never occurred to us that her lot might have fallen among people of rank and wealth. Yet so it was. One day when out on the Pampas not far from Buenos Ayres, visiting a friend, and never thinking of dear Mariquita, we saw a young girl coming towards us down the garden walk.

As she came near, my father stopped short, and laid his hand on my shoulder with such a grasp that I nearly cried out. I looked up in surprise, and never before saw such an expression of eager inquiry on his face.

Manuela! he said, in a low, tremulous voice, if Mariquita is alive I see her now. I see our friend Pedro in every line of her pretty face.

I looked, but could not see the likeness. You know how differently people seem to be affected by the same face. I failed to see in the sweet countenance framed in curling fair hair, and in the slight girlish figure of surpassing grace, my swarthy friend Pedro. She seemed startled at first by my fathers abrupt manner. He questioned her. What was her name Mariquita, she said. I was sure of it, rejoined my father. Your surname, my girl?

Arnold, senhor, she replied, with surprise.

My dear father is very impulsive. His hopes sank as fast as they had risen. Of course, he said afterwards, Mariquita is a common name, and should not have raised my expectations so quickly, but the likeness, you see, staggered me.

Dear father! continued Manuela, casting down her eyes, and speaking in a pensive tone, I do love him so, because of his little imperfections. They set off his good points to so much greater advantage. I should not like to have a perfect father. Would you, Pedro?

She raised her eyes to the guides face with an arch look  and those eyes had become wonderfully lustrous since the skin had lost its brown hue.

Really, Manuela, returned the impatient guide, I have not yet considered what degree of perfection I should like in my father  but how about

Forgive me, yes  Mariquita. Well, finding that we were going to the house where she dwelt, Mariquita walked with us, and told us that she had lived with our English friends, Mr and Mrs Daulton, since she was a little child. Did she remember her parents? we asked. Yes, she remembered them perfectly, and tried to describe them, but we could make nothing of that for evidently she thought them handsomer, grander, and more beautiful than any other people in the world. She did not remember where they dwelt  except that it was in the woods and among mountains.

That corresponds exactly, cried my father, becoming excited. Forgive me, child; I am an eccentric old fellow, but  did you quit your home amid fire and smoke and yells

My father was stopped at this point by our arrival at the house, and the appearance of our friends. But he was too much roused by that time to let the matter drop, so he carried Mrs Daulton off to the library, and learned from her that the child had been lent to her by a priest!

Lent, my dear madam? said my father.

Yes, lent. The priest laughed when he presented her, but said the child was the orphan daughter of a distant relation of his who had left her to his care. He did not want her, or know what to do with her, and offered to give her to us. My husband said he could not accept such a gift, but he would gladly accept her as a loan! We both disbelieved the priest, for he was a bad man; but, as we were much in want of a companion for our own little girl at the time, we accepted her, and brought her here. The priest died suddenly, and as there was no one else to claim her, we have kept her ever since, and right glad we are to have her.

You wont have her long, said my sweet father, in his usual blunt and pleasant way. I am convinced that I know her father. Of course Arnold is a name you gave her? No; when she came to us she said her name was Mariquita, but she knew of no other name. It was the priest who told, us her surname was Arnold.

Well, Pedro, to bring my story to an end, my father told the Daultons all about you, and got them to lend Mariquita to us. That was two years ago. Since then she has dwelt with us as my very dear sister. My father knew you were in Peru at the time, and his purpose was to wait till you should return, and present Mariquita unexpectedly to you to see if you would recognise each other. Therefore he did not mention her when he wrote asking you so urgently to return here. Neither did he mention his suspicions to Mariquita herself. We just led her to understand that we found her company so pleasant that we wished her to remain with us for a long visit. Then came news of the illness of a dear relation of mine in Chili. I was sent by my father to see and nurse her. At parting he told me if I should by any chance meet with you, I was on no account to speak or even hint at this matter. Little did either of us think at the time that I was destined to make so long a journey under your care. And you know, Senhor Pedro, that I am not bad at keeping secrets. I not only obeyed my father in this matter, but I faithfully obeyed yourself when you imposed on me the necessity of keeping my disguise secret from Senhor Armstrong.

You did, Manuela, faithfully.

And it was very hard to do, let me assure you, as well as needless, returned Manuela, in a slightly hurt tone. Over and over again I have been on the point of betraying myself. Why did you require me to maintain such secrecy, and afflict myself with such constant care and watchfulness?

Because I knew full well, replied Pedro, with a twinkle in his eye, that if poor Senhor Armstrong knew your true character, he would infallibly fall in love with you in spite of your brown skin.

And pray, senhor, why should you object to Senhor Armstrong, or any one else, falling in love with me in spite of my brown skin?

You know very well, Manuela, that, your father being my friend, it is my duty in all circumstances to be faithful to him. You are also aware that your father entertains a strong objection to very young men, who have no money or prospects, presuming to think of marriage with his daughter, and that he would never consent to your being engaged to Senhor Armstrong in present circumstances. It was my simple duty, therefore, when I saw the danger, to warn and protect you. Indeed I saw, almost the first day after we met the youth, that I had made a great mistake in asking him to join us; but it was too late then to change, so I imposed secrecy on you, and admit that you have acted your part well; but my well-meant efforts have been utterly in vain.

How so!

Why, because the poor wretch has fallen hopelessly in love with you in spite of your disguise  ay, and in spite of his own efforts to the contrary, for I have watched him carefully, and regard him as an uncommonly fine specimen of an amiable, self-denying, and honourable man. And now, as I had feared, your father is furious at his presuming even to think of you, though I have done my best to show him that he has acted nobly all through our journey; that, after all, he may not really care for you at all, and that at all events you have given him no encouragement whatever, and do not care a straw for him.

Manuela flushed deeply at the last words, and there was the slightest possible contraction of her fine eyebrows as she replied, somewhat loftily  

Senhor Pedro, you are a kind friend and a faithful guide, but you pretend to a greater knowledge of these matters than you possess. You do not understand my beloved father as well as I do, and you are totally ignorant of the state of my feelings. However, I believe you have done all for the best, and my earnest request now is that, having discharged what you conceive to be your duty on this point, you will say and do nothing more.

Your will would be law in this matter, even if I were not under such a deep debt of gratitude to you, returned Pedro, and it is all the more easy to obey you now that I have handed you over to your father and am no longer responsible. Are you aware that we start immediately in pursuit of the Indians who have attacked and murdered the poor people of Rollands Ranch?

Yes, my father has told me all about it.

Has he told you that you and Mariquita are to accompany the force so far on the road, and that when we get beyond the disturbed district I am to carry you on with a small party to Buenos Ayres, while the main body pursues the savages?

Yes, he told me that too, replied Manuela; but, she added, with a little hesitation, he did not say who was to go with our small detachment.

The slightest possible twinkle in Pedros eye indicated suppressed feeling as he replied that he also was ignorant on that point  the only things which he was quite sure of being, that Senhor Armstrong and Quashy were to go with the main body.

Indeed! exclaimed the maiden in surprise. I had thought Senhor Armstrong objected to fighting.

Pedro laughed. So he does, senhorina; but when the rescue of captive women and children is in the case, he holds fighting to be a duty, as you are aware. But I must go now, continued Pedro, becoming grave and earnest as he took the girls hand. Words can never express my feelings towards you and your father, dear Manuela. Indeed I have never been in the habit of saying much  least of all when I have felt much. Mariquita and I will bless you both to the latest hour of our lives. Adieu. We meet in the morning at the house in which you are staying  Lawrence has named it the house with the rustic porch  and we start from there. You are all ready, I suppose?

Yes. You know I have little luggage to look after, said Manuela, with a laugh, and I shall continue to travel as an Indian girl  as an Inca princess!

Indeed. Why so?

That, Senhor Pedro, is a matter with which you have nothing whatever to do!




Chapter Twenty Two.

Colonel Marchbanks proves to be not so Good a General as he gets Credit for, and Lawrence stands self-convicted.

It has been stated that our hero had agreed to join Colonel Marchbanks in the pursuit of the Indians, not because the troops sought to avenge the murders which had been committed, but because several women and children had been carried off, and the rescue of these formed the main object of the expedition.

There can be no doubt, however, that the desire of Lawrence to join in such a praiseworthy adventure was not a little stimulated by the fact that Manuela was to accompany her father, at least a part of the way, and he naturally hoped to have some opportunities of speaking to her  perhaps of riding beside her, as he had so often done when he imagined her to be a daughter of the Incas.

But alas! the course of his love being true and deep  remarkably deep  was doomed to run in its proverbially rugged course.

Colonel Marchbanks, when leading his men to glory  or otherwise  like a true soldier, as he was, invariably moved with an advance and rear-guard. Like a cautious father, he placed Lawrence in the rear-guard, and arranged that there should be a considerable distance between it and the main body.

We may remark in passing that when the first burst of the old gentlemans anger with Lawrence was over he had generously resolved, in consideration of what the young man had done for his daughter, to make no further allusion to the ballroom scene, but merely to hold the presumptuous youth politely at arms-length, and take especial care that the two young people should not again have an opportunity of meeting alone. He laid no command on either of them, but simply trusted to his own wisdom and watchfulness.

Being as it were a freelance, Lawrence, he knew, would naturally ride in the force very much where he pleased. He had therefore cleverly provided against the evil consequences that might flow from such freedom by making a little arrangement at a brief and final interview the evening before they set out.

Now, young senhor, he said, in his usual abrupt way, although a volunteer in this expedition, and not versed in military matters, you must of course put yourself under my orders, and consider yourself one of my troopers.

Oh! of course, of course, Lawrence had not the slightest objection to do so. He was quite ready to do whatever was required of him, if only he might assist in the rescue of hapless captives; and although he knew nothing of military matters, still, in the event of an engagement, he might prove himself useful as a surgeon.

Humph! We dont deal much in surgeons in this country. It is usually do or die with us, replied the colonel, with a grim smile. However, we shall see. Meanwhile, I have appointed you to the charge of some of the baggage-mules. Your late experience must have made you somewhat expert in such matters, and your duty will be with the rear-guard. One of my officers will show you your position in the morning. Good-night.

Lawrence left with a quiet Good-night, colonel, and with a very unquiet feeling that somehow things might not turn out precisely as he had hoped.

Later that night Manuela appeared before her stern father dressed in the old familiar costume of an Indian girl, and with her fair skin stained dark brown. Usually the old soldier met his child with a beaming smile, that lit up his rugged visage with tenderness, as a gleam of sunshine sometimes illumines the rugged peaks of the Andes, but on this occasion he received her with a frown compounded of love and annoyance.

How now, child? This is an unseasonable time for such foolery.

I want to travel in my old dress, father, she replied, with a winning smile that almost tore the old mans heart in twain;  and there are such smiles, reader, let us assure you, though you may not have had the good fortune to see them yet!

You certainly shall do nothing of the sort, my dear, returned the stern old man, as if he were laying down one of the Medo-Persic laws  for he was very tough, you know, and had great power of control over his feelings, especially the softer ones.

Oh, Im so sorry you dont like it! said the Inca princess, with a little look of humble disappointment which was infinitely more heartrending than the smile; but do you know, father, I have ridden so long in this costume, and in the gentleman fashion, that I feel quite sure  at least, I think  I should be utterly knocked up the first day if I were to begin a long hard journey in the ladies position. Then, you know, I could not dare to ride so in ordinary female dress and with a white face; the thing would look ridiculous  wouldnt it? And, of course, everybody knows that Pedro arrived here with an Indian girl in his band, so the thing will seem quite natural, and nobody will notice me, especially if I keep near to Pedro; and the soldiers will just think  if they think at all  that you have left your daughter behind.

Ah, well, that alters the case, Manuela, said the colonel, with most un-Medo-Persic hesitancy, and still frowning a little at his ink-bottle  not at his daughter. Of course, if it had been merely one of your whims, nothing would have induced me to let you go in such guise, but there is truth in what you say, and  yes  a good thought, you shall travel near Pedro. Good-night. Go to bed, love. You will need all the rest you can obtain between now and morning.

Good-night, darling father. I would kiss you if I had not just put on the stain.

She retired, and soon after laid her pretty brown cheek on her pillow in placid contentment, while her grim father arranged his war plans so that Pedro should travel with the advance-guard.

There was a soft, fresh, exhilarating breeze blowing from the Pampas as the troop issued from the little town at a gallop, when the first streak of dawn became visible.

There was order, doubtless, in all the arrangements, but all seemed utter confusion to Lawrence as he assisted the young officer under whose special command he was placed to look after the mules. Some faint evidence of order, however, began to reveal itself to his uneducated mind when he observed that the confusion abated on the main body moving off and leaving him with a small band behind. His perception of order might have been still further though unpleasantly increased had he known that the advance-guard, with Manuela in its train, had started a considerable time previously. But he had not much time to think, for the command was almost immediately given to mount and ride.

Quashy was beside him, for, being his servant, Colonel Marchbanks had said he might do with him as he pleased. But Quashy was silent, for his spirit was chafed. His master observed the fact after the first half-hours gallop.

What ails you, Quash?

I cant abide peepil, growled the negro, what says aw!

What do you mean?

I mean that Aws agwine wid us.

What  the sportsman  eh?

Yes, massa. Ony I dont blieve he ever sported nuffin but a swagger, and  and aw! Wen I git up dis mornin I heerd im say to his friend: I say, Jack, wouldnt it  aw  be dooced good fun to go and  aw  hab a slap at de Injins? If de Injins send a spear troo his libber  aw  hell not tink it sitch fun!

Thats true, Quash, but the same may be said of ourselves.

Not so, massa, cause we nebber said it would be dooced good fun.

Theres something in that, Quash, but you shouldnt let feelings of ill-will to any one get the mastery of you. Men of his stamp are often very good fellows at bottom, though they do aw in a most ridiculous and unaccountable manner. Besides, he has done you no harm.

Done me no harm! repeated the negro, indignantly, didnt he say you was mad or drunk?

Well, well, said Lawrence, laughing, that was a very innocent remark. It did no harm to either of us.

Yous wrong, massa, returned Quashy in a magnificently hurt tone. It dood no harm to you, but it hurt my feelins, an dats wuss dan hurtin my body.

At this point in the conversation the troop passed over the brow of an eminence, and beheld the wide rolling sea of the illimitable South American Pampas, or plains, stretching away on all sides to the horizon. During the whole morning they had been galloping through the region of the Monte, or bush, that border-land which connects the treeless plains with the tropical forests of the north, where thorny shrubs covered the ground in more or less dense patches, where groves of the algaroba  a noble tree of the mimosa species,  and trees laden with a peach-like but poisonous fruit, as well as other trees and shrubs, diversified the landscape, and where the ground was carpeted with beautiful flowering plants, among which were the variegated blossoms of verbena, polyanthus, and others.

But now, all was changed. It seemed as if the party had reached the shores of a great, level, grassy sea, with only here and there a seeming islet, where a thicket grew, to break the sky-line of the horizon. For a few minutes the rear-guard drew up to collect the straggling baggage-mules, and then away they went with a wild shout, as if they were moved by the same glad feeling of freedom that affects the petrel when it swoops over the billows of the mighty ocean.

The scene and the sensations were absolutely new to Lawrence and Quashy. Both were mounted on very good horses, which seemed to sympathise with their riders, for they required no spur to urge them over the grassy plain. The sun was bright, and Lawrence had been too long accustomed to the leaden skies of old England to quarrel with the sunshine, however hot it might be; besides, he rather enjoyed heat, and as for Quashy, heat was his native element. A pleasant air was blowing, too. In short, everything looked beautiful, especially to our hero, who knew  at least supposed  that a certain princess of the Incas was in the band immediately in front of him. He was not aware, you see, that she was with the advance-guard!

Das am mug-nifercent! exclaimed Quashy, as his horse put his foot into a biscacho-hole, and only escaped a fall by making a splendid bound, where by its haunch, striking the negros back, sent him plunging on to its neck.

Oh! I does like to be shook like dat, massa.

If you get shook much worse than that, cried Lawrence, Ill have to stop to pick you up.

No fear, massa. Howebber much I wobbles I nebber comes off.

An islet of bushes at this point necessitated a slight détour. On the other side of it they found that the main body of the troop had halted for rest and food.

Right glad was Lawrence to find that Colonel Marchbankss humour was entirely changed, that the asperity of the previous night had passed away, and that the natural urbanity of his nature had returned.

A pleasant gallop, was it not, Senhor Armstrong? he said, as our hero joined the group of officers around him.

Delightful, and quite new to me, said Lawrence. I have often read of but never seen the Pampas till now.

He looked furtively about as he spoke. The colonel marked the look, and with a somewhat grim smile observed that they should see more than enough of the Pampas for some days to come.

The sea of long yellow-brown grass and thistles, he added, gets to be rather monotonous at last; but I never weary of the feeling of immensity and freedom which it inspires. Come, dine with us, senhor.

Lawrence gladly accepted the invitation.

We make but a brief halt, said the colonel, for time presses and distances are great. Our next shall be at the Estancia Algaroba, where we shall spend the night. Your friend Pedro will make arrangements for us. He is with the advance-guard.

Oh, indeed, said Lawrence; then, feeling that he ought to say something more, I suppose his newly-found daughter is with him?

Yes, replied the colonel, curtly, as he shot a suspicious glance at the youth from under his shaggy brows.

After dining, Lawrence returned to the baggage-mules with an unaccountable depression of spirits upon him, and deeply absorbed with the question whether rear-guards ever overtook advance-guards, and what, if they did, usually became of intervening main bodies. With such puzzling military questions on his mind, the remainder of that days journey was not equal to the first part, and even Quashy, the sympathetic, failed to interest him!

The estancia, previously referred to by the colonel, stood on a slight eminence surrounded by the grove of algaroba-trees from which it derived its name. The fruit of this tree forms excellent food for cattle, and Lawrence found himself busily engaged during the first hour after arrival in procuring it for his mules, and otherwise looking after his charge. When this duty was done, feeling no disposition to join his comrades at supper, he sauntered into a garden in rear of the estancia, where he found a rustic seat under an algaroba-tree, and sat down to meditate.

It was a calm, peaceful, moonlight night, with an air, so he felt, of sadness about it which harmonised with his melancholy thoughts. He now believed he saw through Colonel Marchbankss plan, and had given up all hope of seeing Manuela again. In these circumstances, being a man of submissive spirit yet powerful will, he set himself resolutely to think of the important object in which he was engaged. Somewhat thus his meditations ran  

I am no soldier, but I am a man, and I should be less than a man  unworthy to live  if I were not ready to help in the rescue of women and children. Some of the girls, poor things, may be like Manu  that is  . Now, although I hate war, and do not approve of settling disputes by the sword, I feel that self-defence, or the defence of the helpless, justifies war,  ay, to the knife. Of course it does. Was I not thoroughly justified in fighting the robbers when Manu  . Well, then, let me think it out. A thing is not properly thought at all until it is thought out, and found out. Talking of that, how fortunate that Pedros little daughter was found out. It is most interesting! I delight to think of her. And shes so pretty, too  quite beautiful, though, of course, not so beautiful as Man

Bother Manuela! he exclaimed aloud, starting up.

As he spoke, Manuela herself  the princess of the Incas  stood before him!

In order to account for this sudden miscarriage of the colonels plans, we must turn aside to state that the princess, being of an active disposition, and not easily tired, had said to Pedro that evening, when his detachment was encamping under a group of trees not far from the estancia, that she would ride back to the main body to see her father.

But my strict orders are, said Pedro, that I am to keep you with the advance-guard, and you know that your father is not a man to be disobeyed.

Quite true, returned the princess, looking with a solemn expression down at Pedro  for she was still on horseback, while he and his men were dismounted, preparing the camp. You must on no account disobey my father, Pedro.

Well then, you see, returned the guide, with an amused look, I cannot give you permission to leave us.

Of course not. That would be insubordination, Pedro, would it not? which, in time of war, is punishable, I think, with death. I would never think of asking permission, or tempting you to disobey. I will be sure to tell my father that you positively refused to let me go. Adieu, Senhor Pedro. A good appetite and sweet repose!

She touched her splendid horse with a switch, and next moment was flying over the Pampas at a pace that rendered pursuit useless.

Dismounting and fastening her steed to a tree, she passed through the garden towards the house, and naturally, as we have seen, came upon Lawrence.

Manuela! he exclaimed.

Si, senhor, she replied.

He advanced a step with outstretched arms, and then, checking himself, clasped his hands.

Is it  can it be  a dream?

What doos you dream, senhor? asked the girl, in the old familiar broken English.

Manuela, dear girl, do not trifle with me. It seems like magic. Did I not see you  in the ballroom  white  the daughter of Colonel Marchbanks?

Well, Senhor Armstrong, said Manuela, earnestly, and in good English, I admit that I am the daughter of Colonel Marchbanks, but I did not  indeed I did not wish to deceive

Deceive! interrupted Lawrence, quickly, as well might you tell me that one of the unfallen angels did not mean to deceive. O dear one, forgive me! I know not how to tell it  but  but  can you believe that a great stupid fellow like myself loves you so that  that  I  well  its of no use. Ill never act wisely if I try to  to

He seized her hand. She did not withdraw it. He drew her to him. She did not resist; and there followed a sound  a very slight sound; yet it was not so slight but that it sent a shock of alarm and anger to the soul of Colonel Marchbanks, who came up at that awkward moment.

Sir! sirrah! senhor,  rascal! spluttered the old man, as Manuela ran away from the scene, what  why  what do you mean?

Drawing himself up, Lawrence said, with a look of dignity  

Colonel Marchbanks, I can look you honestly in the face, and say that neither in word nor deed have I done you or your daughter wrong.

No  have you not? shouted the colonel. Sir! rascal!  there is a looking-glass over the mantelpiece in the estancia. Go there, look yourself in the face, and say, if you dare, that you have done me no wrong!

He wheeled about violently and strode away, fuming.

Lawrence went to his chamber, wondering at such a display of wrath in one so genial.

He glanced at the looking-glass in passing through the chief room of the estancia. The glance revealed to him the fact that there was a large rich brown patch in the region of his mouth and nose!




Chapter Twenty Three.

Treats of Savages, Captives, Chases, Accidents, Incidents, and Perplexities.

Not unfrequently, in human affairs, evil consequences are happily averted by unforeseen circumstances. It was so on the present occasion.

What Colonel Marchbankss wrath might have led to no one can tell, for, a little before dawn on the following morning, there came a messenger in hot haste from Pedro stating that one of the scouts had come in with the news that the Indians were encamped with their captives and booty not half a days ride in advance of them.

The result was an immediate order to advance and to close up.

It is interesting to consider how small a matter will cheer the spirits of some men. The order to mount and ride naturally produced some excitement in the breast of Lawrence Armstrong, being unaccustomed to the dash and whirl of troops eager to meet the foe; but the succeeding order to close up did more, it filled his heart with joy, for did it not imply that the advance and rear-guards must come nearer to each other? At least to his unmilitary mind it seemed so.

In a brief space of time, and with marvellously little noise, the troops were in motion, and at dawn, sure enough, he saw the figures of the ladies galloping with the advance party, with Pedro leading the way  for he had been appointed to the responsible duty of guide.

Venturing to push a little ahead of his special charge, Lawrence soon found himself with the main body, and heard the colonel order one of his officers to ride forward and tell the ladies to fall to the rear of the force.

Hearing this, Lawrence, almost imperceptibly to himself, tightened his reins, but, before he had dropped many strides behind, the colonel turned his head slightly and summoned him by name.

With something like a guilty feeling Lawrence rode forward.

We have heard of the whereabouts of the savages, Senhor Armstrong. You are a civilian, and as surgeon to the force it is your duty, of course, to keep as much out of danger as possible, but as brave men usually prefer the front, I absolve you from this duty. You are at liberty to go there if you choose.

The blood rushed to our heros face. He knew well what the old soldier meant. With a simple Thank you, colonel, he put spurs to his steed, and was in a few seconds galloping alongside of Pedro.

You ride furiously, senhor, said the guide, with a twinkle in his eye which was characteristic of him when amused.

Lawrence made no reply.

Just then they overtopped a slight ridge or rising ground, and beheld a few mounted men on the horizon. These were evidently the scouts of the Indian band, for on seeing the soldiers they drew hastily together and stood in a group as if to consult for a few seconds. Then, turning, they galloped over the next rising ground and disappeared.

The soldiers of course increased their speed. On gaining the top of the ridge, they beheld a large band of Indians mounting and galloping off in hot haste. Evidently they did not intend to give battle  at least at that time.

With a mighty shout the soldiers bore down on them at their utmost speed  Lawrence, Pedro, the colonel, and Quashy leading, for they were the best mounted of the party. It was soon perceived that captives were with the Indians, for women in civilised dress were seen on horseback, and some of the savages had children in front of them.

At this sight every thought of self fled from the warm heart of Lawrence Armstrong, and he was impressed with but one idea Rescue the helpless! Urging his steed to its utmost, he was soon far ahead of the troop, closely followed by Quashy, whose eyes and teeth seemed to blaze with excitement.

There was a savage straight ahead of them who carried something in his arms. It seemed to be a child. Fixing his eye on this man, Lawrence spurred on, and grasped his sword with deadly intent. Quashy, ever observant, did the same.

The man, perceiving their intentions, diverged a little to the right of his comrades, probably thinking that his pursuers would be unwilling to quit the main band, and might thus be thrown off. He was mistaken, for Lawrence possessed, with immense power of will, a strong spice of recklessness. The more, therefore, that the savage diverged, the more did his pursuers diverge in their determination to have him. Finding himself hard pressed, he dropped his load. It proved to be only a sack, which, bursting, revealed, not a child, but a quantity of miscellaneous property!

Enraged as well as disappointed by the discovery, our hero, being fallible, permitted evil feelings to enter his bosom, and spurred on with a tighter grasp of the sword under the influence of revenge, but the savage being now lightened held on with still greater speed, diverging more and more until, in a short time, he raced almost at right angles from his companions towards a part of the plain which was somewhat elevated above the surrounding level.

It was a wise move on his part, for the place, he knew, was riddled with biscacho-holes. Among these he steered his course with consummate skill. Of course Lawrences steed ere long put its foot into a hole and rolled over, sending its rider headlong to the ground, where he lay on his back insensible, alike to pity for captives and impulses of revenge.

After lying thus for a considerable time he slowly opened his eyes, and, looking up, met the solemn gaze of Quashy. His head rested on the knee of his sable follower.

Whats wrong, Quash? was his first inquiry.

Nuffins wrong, massa, now you talk. I was begin to tink your mout was shut up for ebber.

Have they caught the rascals? asked Lawrence, suddenly recollecting what had passed, and raising himself on one elbow.

I not know, massa. Nobody here to tell.

How  what  where are the troops?

Dun know, massa; gone arter de Injins, I spose, an de Injins gone arter deir own business, an bof gone off de face ob de art altogidder  so far as I can see.

Lawrence started up in great anxiety, and although still giddy from the effects of his fall, could see plainly enough that neither troops nor Indians were to be seen  only a mighty sea of waving grass with a clear horizon all round, and nothing to break the monotony of the vast solitude save their two horses browsing quietly a few yards off.

Quashy, it strikes me that we shall be lost, said Lawrence, with anxious look.

Smy opinion, massa, dat wes lost aready.

Come, returned Lawrence, rising with some difficulty, lets mount and be off after them. Which way did they go  that is, at what point of the compass did they disappear?

Quashys face assumed the countless wrinkles of perplexity. He turned north, south, east, and west, with inquiring glances at the blank horizon, and of course gave a blank reply.

You see, massa, he said, apologetically, you hoed a-rollin ober an ober in sitch a way, dat it rader confused me, an I forgits to look whar we was, an den I was so awrful cut up for fear yous gone dead, dat I tink ob nuffin else  an now, its too late!

Too late indeed, rejoined Lawrence, with a feeling of bitterness, nevertheless, we must ride somewhere. Catch our horses, Quashy, and I will wait for you and think.

Having applied himself to that most difficult process  thinking out a plan with insufficient material for thought  our hero resolved to ride in what he supposed  judging by the position of the sun  was an easterly direction, hoping to strike the trail of the pursuers and fugitives before night.

You see, Quashy, he remarked, as they galloped swiftly over the flowering plains, we are almost sure to find the trail in a short time; for although neither you nor I have had much experience in following trails in the wilderness, we have got some sort of idea  at least I have, from books  of how the thing should be done, and even the most stupid white man could scarcely ride across the track of several hundred horsemen without observing it.

Das true, massa. Eben the stoopidist black man am equal to dat. But what if yous mistook de drection, an wes ridin west instead ob east?

Why then, Quashy, wed discover our mistake sooner or later by arriving at the Andes, returned Lawrence, with a bland smile.

Hi! I don mean west, returned the negro, with a reciprocal grin; you couldnt be so mistook as dat  but spose youse go souf by mistake?

Why, then the straits of Magellan would bring us up.

Ah  well, massa, I dun know whar de straits ob Majillum is, but it would be a comfort to be brought up anywhar, for den you couldnt go no farder. An if wes on de right track, were sure to come to de Atlantic at last, eben if we miss de Injins an de sodjers altogidder. Das pleasant to tink on  int it?

Apparently Lawrence did not think it remarkably pleasant, for he paid no further attention to the remarks of his companion, but proceeded along with a profound, almost stern, gravity, and with his eyes glancing keenly right and left after the most approved manner of the Indian brave or the backwoods scout.

No track or trail, however, of any kind was to be seen. For more than an hour they sped along, down in the flowering hollows, over the grassy waves steering carefully past the riddled townships of the biscachos, now and then diverging a little to avoid some larger shrubs or tangled masses of herbage, sometimes uttering a word of comment on passing objects, and occasionally craning their necks on observing some buzzard or other bird on the horizon, but never drawing rein until they came to a rising ground, from the highest point of which they could have a commanding view of the region all round. Here they pulled up.

Quashy, said Lawrence, in a deep, solemn tone, we are indeed lost.

It pears to me yous right, massa.

And yet we must be on the right track, continued Lawrence, as if communing with himself, unless, indeed, the Indians may have changed their direction and turned off to the south.

Or de nort, suggested Quashy, in the same self-communing tone.

Come, theres nothing for it but to push on, cried Lawrence, galloping away.

Das so. Nuffin else, said Quashy, following.

And so they continued on for another hour or more in grim silence, after which they rode, as it were, in grim despair  at least Lawrence did so, for he felt bitterly that he was now separated, perhaps for ever, from Manuela, and that he could render no further aid in rescuing the captives from the savages. As for the negro, despair was not compatible with his free and easy, not to say reckless, happy-go-lucky temperament. He felt deeply indeed for his young master, and sympathised profoundly; but for himself he cared little, and thought of nothing beyond the interests of the passing hour. Possibly if both horses had broken their legs and Lawrence had broken his neck, Quashy might have given way to despair, but it is probable that nothing less severe could have overcome his buoyant spirit.

At last the sun began to descend behind the Andes, which were by that time turned into a misty range of tender blue in the far, far distance. The steeds also showed signs of declining power, for, in his anxiety to overtake the troops, Lawrence had pressed them rather harder than he would otherwise have done.

Opportunely at that time they came in sight of a small clump of bushes, like a low islet in the sea of grass.

We will camp here, said Lawrence, brusquely, as he pulled up and dismounted. The game is up. We are fairly lost, thats quite clear, and it is equally clear that we and our horses must rest.

He spoke in a tone of cynical joviality, as if defying his misfortunes. The simple-minded Quashy, accepting it as genuine, said, All right, massa, in a tone of cheerful satisfaction, as he slid off his steed and set about preparing the encampment.

If our heros mind had been more at ease, it is probable that he would have enjoyed his surroundings greatly, for, although lost on the wide Pampas, they had not begun yet to suffer physically from that misfortune. Their wallets were still supplied with food sufficient for at least three full meals, the weather was serene, and the situation, viewed in one aspect, was exceedingly romantic. From the top of the rising ground where the fire was burning and the steaks of mares flesh roasting, the complete circle of the horizon could be seen, and the yellow-brown grass of the Pampas, at that time about a foot high, rolled with a motion that strangely resembled the waves of the liquid ocean itself.

But poor Lawrence was incapable of enjoying the beauties of nature just then. After one long, anxious look round to see if any object should present itself which might raise the faintest echo of hope, he returned to the camp, and sat down on a mound with a profound sigh.

Chee up, massa, said Quashy, raising his face, which glittered with his efforts to blow the fire into a glow. Yous git her in de long run.

Get who? demanded Lawrence, in surprise, not unmingled with a touch of severity, for this was the first time that his humble follower had dared to touch on the theme that was uppermost in his mind.

With a strange compound of what is well named cheek and humility, Quashy replied, Her, you know, de Inca princess  Manuela. Its all right!

And pray, Quashy, how do you know that its all right, or that I want anything to be all right. In short, what business have you to presume to  to

Oh, its all right, massa, replied the negro, with a wink  and what a wink that was! I knows all about it, bein zactly in de same state wid Soozn.

Lawrence sought refuge from conflicting feelings in a loud laugh, and asked what hope Quashy could by any possibility entertain of ever seeing Susan again  she having, as it were, vanished from off the earth.

Oh, nebber fear, was Quashys comfortable reply. Is sure to find Soozn, for she no can git along widout me, no more nor I can git along widout her. Wes sure to find one anoder in de long run.

Envying his mans unwavering faith, Lawrence sat for some time silently contemplating the gorgeous sunset, when an exclamation drew his attention to the opposite side of the landscape.

Look, massa. Suffin movin dar.

There was indeed a moving speck  or rather two specks  on the horizon. As they drew nearer it was soon seen to be a Gaucho of the Pampas in full chase of an ostrich. They did not come straight towards our wanderers, but passed within half a mile of them. The picturesque hunter, bending over his steeds neck, with his scarlet poncho streaming behind him, and the bolas whirling round his head, was so eager in the pursuit that he either did not observe, or did not mind, the thin smoke of the camp-fire. The giant bird, stretching its long legs to the utmost and using its wings as additional propellers, seemed quite able to hold its own and test the powers of the horse. Gradually pursuer and pursued passed out of the range of vision, and were seen no more.

Just as well, remarked Lawrence, as he afterwards sat eating his mare-steak by the star-and-fire light, that fellow might be one of the many robbers who are said to infest the plains; and although we could no doubt have protected ourselves from him, he might have brought a swarm of his comrades about our ears.

Yes, massa, was Quashys brief reply, for he was engaged at that moment with a large and tough mouthful.

A long ride, and a hearty though frugal supper, disposed both master and man for rest that night. When the last gleam of sunset had faded from the western sky, and the last scraps of mares flesh had vanished from their respective bones; when the stars were twinkling with nocturnal splendour, and all nature was sinking to repose, Lawrence and Quashy lay down on the grass, spread their ponchos above them, pillowed their weary heads upon their saddles, and slept profoundly.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Lawrence and his Man fall in with Strangers, hear Good News, and experience Rough Usage.

Lost on the Pampas! thought Lawrence, on awaking next morning. It was romantic, no doubt, but  well, he did not follow up the but with very definite conceptions.

As he lifted his eyes towards the horizon, where the rays of the rising sun were suffusing the sky with a tinge of rosy light, his first feelings partook of gratitude for a night of unbroken rest, which had restored a bounding sensation of physical life and strength and energy. Awaking in such a condition of mind and body leads one, contradictory though it may seem, to spend the first few minutes of reviving consciousness in restful contemplation and enjoyment of ones surroundings. Raising himself on one elbow, our hero let his eyes wander dreamily over the vast plain. There was much monotony about it, no doubt, but the majesty of illimitable space neutralised that impression. On the horizon the intensifying tone of the rapidly increasing light harmonised with the varying greens and yellows of the herbage. Here and there one or two uplands in the far distance caught the sheen of day and relieved the prospect with streaks of varied hue. Still nearer a few clumps of low shrubbery increased this diversity a little. In the middle-distance the varied colours and forms of the grasses became distinct enough to invest the scene with character, while in the immediate foreground additional force and interest were given to the landscape by the person of Quashy lying flat on his back, with his great eyes closed and his huge mouth open.

The state of dreamy contemplation did not last long. The stern realities of the situation seemed to rush in upon his mind with sudden power. Lost! lost! The captives perhaps still unrescued from the savages! Manuela in danger! It was a dreadful state of things.

Come, Quashy! cried Lawrence, leaping up and giving the negro a rough shake that brought him instantly to a sitting and blinking condition. Get up. We must be off. Saddle the horses  the hor  why, where are the horses?

He finished the sentence in tones of anxiety, for no horses were visible.

Bounding into the patch of bushes, on the edge of which they had passed the night, Lawrence ran through it hastily, followed by his man, who had shaken off lethargy in a moment.

The patch was small. Moreover, the shrubs were barely tall enough to conceal a horse. In five minutes it became quite certain that the horses were not there.

From the highest point of the rising ground they had a clear view of the plains all round, but after the keenest scrutiny not a speck resembling a horse was to be seen. The searchers looked at each other in dismay.

Lost! and our horses gone! said Lawrence, in a voice which excess of alarm had reduced to a sort of low, hoarse whisper.

Most awrful! murmured Quashy.

Lawrence cleared his throat and paused, while his sympathetic servant gazed.

Now, Quashy, he said, it seems to me quite impossible that our animals could have strayed in a few hours quite out of such an enormous circle of vision. They must be somewhere about, though we cant see them.

Yes, massa, dey must be somewhar, as you say.

Well, then, it follows that they must be concealed in one of the few clumps of bushes that lie around us. So we must search these instantly, for our only hope lies in finding the horses.

Das so, massa.

Even our negros elastic spirit seemed to be subdued to some extent by the prospect before them; for, apart from the fact that the bushy islets in the grassy sea were scarcely high enough to entirely conceal so large an object as a horse, they were scattered about at such immense distances from each other that a complete search of them implied toilsome labour for at least the whole of that day. Lawrence felt, however, that it had to be done, and arranged that his man should search towards the east, while he should take the west. To prevent the risk of their losing the mound on which they stood, one of their ponchos was thrown over the top of the highest bush and fixed there as a signal. So eager were they to begin, that both started off without a thought of breakfast.

It is not necessary to follow the steps of each. In regard to Lawrence, it may suffice to say that he wandered during the whole of that sultry day over the boundless plain, wearily but persistently examining the few bush-islets that lay to the west of their bivouac without finding a trace of the lost steeds. As the sun began to decline towards the east he gave up in despair, and, with weary limbs and something like wolfish hunger, returned towards the rendezvous.

Very different had been the experience of his sable servant.

Starting off, as we have said, at the same time with his master, Quashy found the two horses, after a two hours search, quietly grazing in a grassy hollow. A low shrub-covered mound lying close to this hollow intervened between it and the spot where our adventurers had spent the night, thus effectually concealing the lost steeds from view.

The instant Quashy made the discovery he ran to the nearest elevation on the plain with the intention of shouting the news to his master, but by that time Lawrence was two or three miles away on the other side of the bivouac, quite beyond the range of sight and hearing.

Quashy, therefore, ran back to the hollow with the intention of catching the horses, mounting his own, and driving the other before him to the camp.

And now began that interesting but somewhat exhausting and heart-breaking process which may be styled coquetting with a free horse.

Full of glad enthusiasm, the negro ran towards his own steed, holding out his right hand, and exclaiming, Come along, Ole Scrubby.

He had named the horse Ole Scrubby owing to some sort of facetious perversity of his own temperament, for the horse, instead of being ole, was quite young, and, far from being scrubby, it was a remarkably fine animal.

Come now, Ole Scrubby, repeated the man, wes got no time to waste. Dee hear?

Evidently it heard, for, after allowing its master to advance within three feet of it, and even putting out its nose to smell his black hand, it gave a snort, turned round, tossed up its heels, and trotted away. Stopping short suddenly it turned again and looked at its master with a high head, as if to say, There! what think you of that?

You ole scoundril, growled the negro, with an injured look, dint I say wes got no time to waste? eh! Come, now. Das enuff o your fun.

He had again approached to within three feet or so, and again the playful steed had protruded its nose and even touched his hand, but before that hand could grasp the halter, tail and heels were in the air, and away it went a second time.

Indignation, intensified to the uttermost, sat on Quashys countenance. Scrubs, he said, solemnly  modifying the name a little, as he became more serious you nebber dood dat before! Come, sar, you bey orders, an stan still.

But the horse refused to obey orders, and declined to stand still. His master began to lose temper  if we may so speak of one who only became a little less amiable than usual. Under the influence of the condition, however, whatever it was, he became unjust, and began to call his horse names.

What! you not bey orders? you ole screw  you unnatral villin  you obsnit lump o hoss-flesh! Stan still, I say!

Need we say that the horse refused to stand still?

Again, and again, and over again, the negro tried to lay hands on the animal, and as often did he fail. Quashy, however, was not to be easily beaten. His was a resolute and persevering nature; but the misfortune on that occasion was that he had to do with a creature possessed of greater resolution and perseverance than himself. He spent hours over the effort. He coaxed the horse. He wheedled it. He remonstrated with and reproved it. He tried the effect of the most endearing entreaties, and assurances of personal esteem. Losing  no, becoming less amiable, he flew round to the other extreme, and accused it of ingratitude, indefensible even in an ass. Then he sought to bribe it with offers of free forgiveness. After that he tried to frighten it with threats of the most painful and every way horrible consequences; but whatever effect all these varied influences might have had upon the horses mind, the one unvarying effect on its body was to send its tail and heels towards the sky, while it neighed joyously and trotted around. Poor Quashy went up to it smilingly  after that, frowningly; he cringed towards it; he advanced straightforwardly; he sidled slily; he ran at it; he rushed at it; he bounced at it; he yelled at it; he groaned at it; he perspired after it; he went nearly mad over it, and, finally, he sat down before it, and glared in deadly silence in its innocent face!

Then the unfortunate man, having spent a very considerable part of the day thus, bethought him of trying to catch the other horse, but with it he was also unsuccessful  indeed, the failure was even more emphatic, for Lawrences steed refused to let him come within even hopeful distance of it.

At last, in the profoundest state of despair to which he was ever known to have sunk, he returned to camp. Lawrence had got there before him, saw him coming, and advanced to meet him.

Well, Quashy, I have failed, he said, with a sigh.

Sos I, returned Quashy, with a growl.

This losing of our horses, remarked Lawrence, is the worst that could have befallen us.

No, massa, said the negro, with more of sulkiness  or less of amiability  than he had exhibited since they first met on the western side of the Andes, breakin our legs would be wuss  smashin our necks would be wusser still. But de hosses is not lost. Deys ony spunkerblued.

How? What dyou mean?

Deys down dar, returned the negro, pointing with his finger, down in dat holler  spunkerblued.

Not killed, I hope, asked Lawrence, anxiously.

Oh no, massa, ony spunkerblued  stuffed to de muzzle wid deir own self-will.

Lawrence received this explanation with a light laugh. Come, he said, quickly, lead the way, Quash, and Ill show you how to get them out of the spunkerblues.

Comforted and reassured by his masters hearty tone and manner, the negro led the way to the spot where he had spent such a busy day.

Now, we do not know whether we have made it obvious to the reader that Lawrence Armstrongs kindliness of nature embraced not only the human race but the whole animal kingdom. At all events it is true that wherever he came in contact with the lower animals he managed by some species of fascination to gain their affections. The mode of fascination began, no doubt, with their stomachs, but this does not alter the fact. Among other creatures Lawrence had gained the affections of Quashys steed, and also of Manuelas and Pedros horses, as well as his own, by means of sugar. With this simple appliance he went into the hollow, and held out his hand.

Come, Ole Scrubby, he cried, using Quashys words.

With a cheerful neigh the rebellious one trotted up, received the sugar, and suffered himself to be led once more into servitude.

Even among the brutes, Quash, he remarked, as he patted the nose of his own steed, we are meant to overcome evil with good. Come, we must spend another night here, for it is too late to start off now; besides, I am tired out, and starving.

Massa, returned Quashy, as they mounted, Is done up to dat extent, an so hungry, I could sleep on prickly pears, an heat my wittles raw.

In this condition of body and mind they galloped back to camp, and took particular care that the horses should not again stray.

Next morning, after breakfasting on the remains of their food, they mounted, and, taking the sun as their guide, headed away eastward at full gallop.

Silently and steadily for two hours or more they swept along over the Pampas waves, turning aside only a little once or twice to avoid ground that had been riddled and rendered unsafe by the biscachos.

As noon approached Quashy gave a shout, and pointed to the horizon ahead of them, where living objects of some kind were seen moving along.

Ostriches, said Lawrence.

Deys a noo kind ob ostriches wid four legs, returned the negro, an wid peepil on deir backs.

I believe you are right. A party of mounted men, apparently. Come, this is well. Whoever they are we shall at least be able to gather some information from them, and, at the worst, we can follow them to some inhabited spot.

True, massa, an if deys rubbers we kin fight dem.

On drawing near they found that the riders belonged to a family of Gauchos. There were six of them  all fine-looking fellows, clad in the graceful, though ragged costume of the Pampas. One of their number was a little boy of about five years of age, who rode his horse with all the elegance and ease of a Spanish grandee, though only about the size of a large monkey.

They turned out to be honest and friendly men, who said that they were returning home after assisting in a successful chase after Indians.

Had they been assisted by troops in the chase, Lawrence asked, eagerly.

Yes, they had  troops under a tall, white-haired colonel, and the captives had been rescued, the savages scattered, and the soldiers had gone off in the direction of Buenos Ayres.

So, Quashy, theyve managed the job without our assistance, said Lawrence, on hearing this. Now we must spur after the troops as hard as our steeds can go.

On this being stated to the leading Gaucho he shook his head, and advised the senhor to go to their hut for the night. It was only a little way out of the line of march; there the travellers could feed and rest well, and start refreshed in the morning. Besides, a storm was coming on which would prevent all travelling for some hours.

As he spoke he pointed to a part of the sky which had become dark with clouds, and, without further remark, galloped away, followed by his companions. Lawrence deemed it wise in the circumstances to accept the invitation.

The day had been very sultry, and if our travellers had not been ignorant of the signs of the Pampas they might have known that the day was heavy with the presage of storm.

Before the Gaucho home, to which they were hastening, appeared on the horizon, the whole sky had become overclouded and vivid forked lightning began to play. From the way in which the Gauchos spurred and the horses trembled it was clear that they feared being caught in the storm; and little wonder, for both men and beasts are filled with alarm when overtaken on the unsheltered Pampas by one of these terrific tempests. The blast, sweeping unchecked over hundreds of miles of wilderness, often acquires a force that drives all before it. Sometimes great herds of cattle have been driven bellowing before the gale, tumbling over each other in wild confusion till some swollen river has checked their flight and ended their career.

Race, and spur, and shout as they might, however, the storm was too quick for them on this occasion. The wind seemed to rush down upon them with evil intent and fury, changing the temperature from sultry heat to sudden and bitter cold. Dust, too, was stirred up, and swept along so thickly that the day became as dark as night. Then the rain burst upon them like a waterspout, and, mingling with the flying dust overhead, came down in the form of mud, mixed with flying sticks and stones, and grass, and prickly thistle-heads.

So fierce was the hurly-burly that it seemed as if man and horse must perish under it. Thunder also cracked and roared in terrific peals, while ever and anon the lightning flashed like gleaming steel through the darkness.

In the midst of this elemental war the party reached the Gaucho huts. What they were like Lawrence could not tell. He had galloped like the rest wildly along, with his face buried in his poncho, and saw nothing  save once or twice, when, raising his head slightly and opening one eye, he saw, or fancied he saw, the Gauchos, like dark phantoms, flying before him, and Quashy at his side, bending flat on his horses neck. The stout negro seemed to care nothing for his body so long as his face was safe, for he had let his poncho go, and as it was fastened only at the neck, it flapped wildly above his head.

Presently they passed through an opening in what seemed a mud wall. Then they stopped so suddenly that Lawrence almost went over his steeds head, while his man effectually did so, and, throwing a complete somersault, alighted by good fortune on his feet.

They all tumbled promiscuously into a mud hut, and then, clearing their eyes, found that the Gaucho-leader and a woman, apparently his wife, were smiling welcome beside them; that the short-lived storm was already passing away, after having done its worst, and that they were drenched to the skin as well as covered with mud and thistle-heads from top to toe.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Begins with Gaucho Homes and Domestic Concerns; continues with two Fights, and ends with a Friend and a Puzzler.

That a hard ride and a thorough soaking do not interfere much with the comfort of the young and healthy was proved that night in the Gaucho camp by the intense devotion paid by Lawrence and Quashy to the ample supper set before them, and by the profundity of their slumbers thereafter.

True, the supper was not luxurious. It consisted of only one dish,  roasted mares flesh  and one beverage,  water; but, happily, the tastes of our adventurers were simple.

The Gaucho hut in which they had found shelter was a very humble dwelling built of mud. It contained only one room, in which the whole family resided. Like other Gaucho huts  which are nearly all alike  it was covered with long yellow grass, and bore so strong a resemblance to the surrounding country, that, at a little distance, it might easily have been mistaken for a hillock. The kitchen of the establishment was a detached shed a few yards off. After sunset the hut was lighted by a feeble lamp, made of bullocks tallow, which brought into strong relief the bridles, spurs, bolas, and lassos which hung from bone pegs on the walls. Other objects of interest were revealed by the primitive lamp. In one corner a large dog lay sleeping. A naked negro child  a sort of ebony cupid  lay asleep beside it, with its little head pillowed on the dogs haunch. In another corner a hen was sitting on eggs, while its companions, guarded by a noble cock, roosted on one of the rafters, and several children, of ages ranging from four to sixteen, were seated or standing about awaiting supper. Last, but not least in importance, a Gaucho infant hung suspended from the rafters in a primitive cradle of bullocks skin, the corners of which were drawn together by four strips of hide. The place would have been insufferably close but for the fortunate circumstance that a number of holes in the dilapidated roof allowed free ventilation. They also allowed free entrance of rain in bad weather, but  Gauchos are not particular!

Although indifferent as to appearances, those Gauchos of the Pampas  many of whom are descendants of the best old families in Spain  retain much of the manners of their forefathers, being hospitable and polite not only to strangers but to each other.

When supper was ready the great iron spit on which the beef had been roasted was brought in, and the point of it stuck into the dried mud floor. The master of the hut then stepped forward with the air of a hidalgo and offered Lawrence the skeleton of a horses head to sit upon. Quashy having been provided with a similar seat, the whole household drew in their horse-heads, circled round the spit, and, drawing their long knives, began supper. They meant business. Hunger was the sauce. Water washed the viands down. There was little conversation, for large mouthfuls were the order of the evening. Lawrence and his man acquitted themselves creditably, and supper did not terminate till the roast was gone. Then they all spread their beds on the floor and retired for the night. Each covered his or her head with a poncho, or other garment  nothing of the sleepers being left visible save their bare feet  after which silence reigned around.

In summer, abodes of this kind are so animated with insect life that the inhabitants usually prefer to sleep on the ground in front of their dwellings, but in the present case the recent storm had rendered this luxury for the time impossible.

Little cared Lawrence and his man for that. Where they lay down to repose, there they remained without motion till daylight. Then the magnificent cock overhead raised his voice, and proclaimed the advent of a new day. Quashy sat up, split his face across, displayed his internal throat, and rubbed his eyes. Immediately the cock descended on his woolly head, flapped its wings, and crowed again. The people began to stir, and Lawrence went out with Quashy to saddle their horses, being anxious to follow in the trail of the troops without delay. A prolonged search convinced them that their horses had either strayed or been stolen, for they were nowhere to be found.

Returning to the hut, they observed that the Gauchos were exceedingly busy round their corral, or enclosure for cattle.

What can they be about? said Lawrence, as they drew near.

Killin pigs, I tink.

I think not; there seems too much excitement for that.

There certainly was a considerable noise of piggish voices, and the Gauchos were galloping about in an unaccountable manner, but, as is usually the case, a little investigation explained the seemingly unaccountable. The men were engaged in driving some cattle into the enclosure, and as these were more than half wild and self-willed, the process entailed much energy of limb and noise. As to the porcine yells, the whole of the almost superhuman skirling arose from one little pig, which the ebony cupid before mentioned had lassoed by the hind leg.

Gaucho children  after being delivered from the cradle before described, and after passing through the crawling period of infancy and attaining to the dignity of the stagger  begin to copy their seniors. With lassos and bolas made of twine, they practise on little birds, or on the dogs and fowls of home. Our ebony cupid, though not indeed a Gaucho, but a negro infant, partook of the Gaucho spirit, and, although little more than four years of age, had succeeded in catching his first pig. Violence seemed to have reached a white heat in the heart of that little pig! Besides giving vent to intensified shrieking, it dragged its captor along, in a state of blazing triumph, until it overturned him, snapped the twine, and got away.

But cupid was not to be balked of his prey. With a staggering rush to where several horses were standing ready bridled, he caught hold of the tail of a meek-looking animal, and scrambled by means of that appendage on to its back. Seizing the bridle, he uttered a wild though tiny shout, and dashed away after the fugitive.

Whether he recaptured it or not Lawrence never found out, for at that moment a subject of greater interest claimed his attention.

Besides the hut in which they had spent the night, there were several other huts near the corral, and Lawrence now perceived that the place was a sort of hamlet, surrounded by a small ditch by way of defence. While our hero was glancing round him he observed that Quashy stopped suddenly, and gazed at something in front of him as if transfixed with a surprise which threw quite into the shade all his previous expressions of astonishment, and convinced his master that he had not yet fathomed half the depth of meaning that could be thrown into that sable countenance. Quashy bent slightly forward, extended his arms, spread out his ten fingers, opened his mouth, and tried to speak.

SSSoo  ! he began, and gasped.

SSoo  Soozn! he shouted.

Yes, there she stood, in the doorway of a hut, as black as life, and with a glare of joyful surprise that was only surpassed by that of her admirer.

A moment later they recovered. They rushed into each others arms, and their lips met.

Pistols and carbines! what a smack it was!

In his joy Quashy lifted Susan fairly off her feet and danced with her until he was exhausted, then he set her down and danced round her.

Susan had recovered her composure by that time. Whether Quashys mode of treatment is characteristic of negroes of the Pampas we do not pretend to say, but the girl stood there with a modestly pleased expression of face, while Quashy continued to dance round her.

Susans modesty and blackness were alike set off by her costume, which consisted of a short white frock, while her simple adornments were a pair of gold ear-rings and a necklace of red coral.

Alas for the fleeting nature of human joys! While Quashy was thus evincing his delight at the unexpected recovery of his betrothed, a wild shouting was heard, and several horsemen were seen flying over the plains towards the huts at a speed and with an action that betokened them the bearers of important news. They proved to be men of the village who had encountered a large band of Indians on their way to attack the place.

Instantly all the men of the hamlet, amounting perhaps to about fifty, prepared for defence, placing the women and children in the huts for safety. Of course Lawrence and his man would have volunteered their services even if self-defence had not required that line of conduct.

We have said that the hamlet was surrounded by a shallow ditch. This was backed by a hedge of prickly pears. Behind the hedge the men dispersed themselves, armed with several rusty flint-lock guns, some old swords, a few Indian spears, and other less warlike weapons.

Lawrence and Quashy took up a position at the entrance to the little fortress, the opening of which was blocked by cactus-bushes. Their host of the previous night stood beside them. Light though such defences seemed, they were more effective than might have been supposed, for Indian horses as a rule will not leap even a shallow ditch, and cannot be made to burst through prickly pears, though, doubtless, there may be some exceptions.

The defenders had not long to wait. Their preparations were barely completed when horsemen were descried on the horizon, and in a very brief space of time a band of above a hundred naked savages came thundering down on them, uttering terrific screams or yells, and brandishing long spears. They rode straight towards the opening in the defences.

The chief Gaucho was evidently a man of courage, for although he knew well that capture meant death  perhaps with torture  he stood firm without blanching, his eyes fixed sternly on the approaching foe, and his strong hands grasping the stock of a rusty old musket, the very look of which might have caused anxiety to its handler.

Now Quash, whispered Lawrence, dont fire till I do  and keep cool.

Yes, massa. Is cool as a lump o hice.

The savage who led the assailants was a tall, powerful fellow on a splendid horse. When within about sixty yards of the defences he levelled his spear and made a tremendous rush as if resolved to bear down all obstacles. The Gaucho chief  if we may so style him  presented his musket and pulled the trigger. It missed fire!

Ill try him with shot first, remarked Lawrence to Quashy, presenting his double-barrelled gun.

At the distance of fifty yards or so the shot, when it entered the savage leader, was well scattered, so that horse and man were peppered all over. The latter dropped his lance and almost fell off, while the former, getting on its hind-legs, executed a pirouette which brought its tail to the rear and sent it charging wildly back upon its friends. The second in command, receiving the other barrel, at even shorter range, went through the same performance with greater impetuosity. At the same moment the old musket was prevailed on to go off, and Quashy delivered four pistol-shots in quick succession, with the result that several men and horses were wounded, and the entire body of Indians turned and fled in a state of frenzied surprise.

They soon pulled up, however, and held a momentary consultation out of range. Then, being bold fellows, they charged again, but this time in two bands, one of which attacked the place in rear.

As before, the band which attacked the front was vigorously repelled, but in rear the defenders were less successful. How it was managed Lawrence never found out, but he had barely succeeded in driving off the foe in front, and was congratulating Quashy on his coolness, when he found himself suddenly surrounded by yelling savages.

The Gaucho chief made a desperate fight towards his own hut, which he gained and entered in safety. Lawrence and Quashy tried to follow, but were too much pressed by numbers. Back to back they fought, and Quashy used his sword with such agility and vigour that in a few seconds he sent several Indians bleeding to the rear. Lawrence, despising the weapons of civilised warfare, held his now empty gun in his left hand, using it as a sort of shield, and brandished his favourite cudgel with such effect that he quickly strewed the ground around him with crown-cracked men. Unfortunately a stone struck him on the temple, and he fell. Thus left unsupported, Quashy, after slicing the nose half off a too ardent savage, was struck from behind, and also fell.

When our hero recovered consciousness, he found himself lying on the ground, afflicted with a strange inability to move hand or foot, and conscious, chiefly, of a splitting headache. Presently a voice beside him whispered  

Is you bery bad, massa?

Lawrence turned his head with great difficulty and beheld his faithful follower lying like himself on the ground, firmly bound to a stout spar or pole. His own inability to move was at once explained, for he soon perceived that he was in the same bound condition.

Dyou know what has happened, Quashy?

Ho yes, massa. De reptiles has took de place, an tied you an me to sticks. What for I don know, but I spose dey means to skin us alive, or roast us, praps, to muse deir women an childn.

More likely that they hope to have us ransomed, returned Lawrence, with a shudder.

Whats ramsumd, massa?

Try to get our friends to give them money for us. Have they killed many of the men  or got hold of the women and children? asked Lawrence, anxiously.

Yes, deys kill a few ob de men, but not many, for some hab got into de huts, an some into de corral, an deyll fight to de last. De savages am holdin a palaver jist now  see, deys agwine to begin again. Screw your head roun to de right an you see.

Lawrence obeyed, and saw the savages assembled on a knoll. After driving the defenders into the huts, they had held a brief consultation, and seemed on the eve of renewing the attack. Filled with deep anxiety for the fate of the poor women and children, our hero made a desperate struggle to snap his bonds.

No use, massa, remarked Quashy. Is tried dat till I nearly busted. Better lie still. Praps dey forgit us.

Lawrence groaned. He felt so helpless, and consequently hopeless, that he almost gave way to despair.

The spot where they had been flung down after their capture was so covered with rank grass that they could not see far in any direction. What they did see, however, aroused curiosity, if it did not inspire hope, for the savages seemed suddenly to have changed their plans. They were talking excitedly together on the knoll, and pointing eagerly towards the horizon.

Das funny, massa, remarked the negro.

It is indeed. Perhaps they see some of their friends coming.

Or inimies, suggested Quashy.

The latter was right. In a few minutes the Indians were seen to run down to the defences of the place. Our unfortunates lost sight of them in a few seconds, but they could hear the sound of horsemen approaching at full gallop. In a few minutes they heard shouting; then the yells, fearful cries, and imprecations of men in mortal combat. Soon after that a savage passed the place where they lay, at full speed. Then another and another. It became quickly evident that the defenders of the place were getting the worst of it. At last there was a general flight, and as the savages passed by, the new assailants appeared. It was easy to see that they were composed of all classes, a band of runaway soldiers and escaped convicts.

Banditti! exclaimed Lawrence, bitterly.

Deyve got prisners. Look, massa.

Our poor hero looked, and his hearts nearly stood still with horror, for he saw a horseman pass whose figure was strangely like to that of Colonel Marchbanks. His arms were bound, and a villainous-looking man led his horse. Immediately after another bandit-like fellow rode past with a female form seated in front of him. Of course it could be no other than Manuela, and in the agony of the moment Lawrence was about to renew his frantic effort to burst his bonds, when a man on foot ran close past him. Recognising him at once, Lawrence shouted  

Ignacio!

The old hunter, for it was he, stopped abruptly, and listened.

Another shout brought him to the side of our hero.

Good luck! exclaimed Ignacio, heartily.

We have been bound by the scoundrels you are chasing, cried Lawrence, quickly; cut us free, good Ignacio.

The hunter drew his long knife and knelt with the apparent intention of releasing them, but suddenly paused.

No  better as you are, he muttered, hurriedly, your friends are in danger

I know it, interrupted Lawrence, almost wild with anxiety and surprise; why not, then, release us?

There is no time to explain, said Ignacio, quickly, almost fiercely. Listen. I and others are secret enemies in this band of outlaws. When you are free be silent, be wise. You will need all your manhood. You must not know me  be silent  wise, but

The old hunter leaped up hastily, sheathed his knife and ran on, for at the moment he saw a group of the bandits running towards him. Diverging a little and hailing them, he drew them away from the spot where Lawrence and his man still lay bound.

Das a puzzler, massa, gasped Quashy, who had been rendered almost speechless by surprise, if de bustin-power whats in my heart just now would ony go into my muscles, Id snap dem ropes like Samson.

As the bursting-power referred to declined to go into the muscles of either master or man, they were fain to lie still with as much patience as they could assume, and await the course of events.




Chapter Twenty Six.

In which Old Friends and Enemies turn up in quite a Surprising Manner, and Quashys Joy overflows.

They had not to wait long. A few minutes later and old Ignacio returned with several men, one of whom, from his manner and bearing, appeared to be a chief among the outlaws.

Who are you, and who bound you? asked this chief, with a stern look.

Answering in his best Spanish, Lawrence explained how he fell into the hands of the savages.

The chief did not speak for a few seconds, but looked inquiringly at Ignacio.

It wont do to make more prisoners, you know, said the old hunter, replying to the look; we have too many on our hands as it is. The troops are already on our track, and you may be sure they wont lose time. Besides, these men are unknown, and wont fetch a ransom.

What would you advise, then?

Cut their throats, suggested Ignacio, coolly.

You old fool! returned the outlaw, what good would that do? Isnt it clear that these men are the enemies of the savages, and we want such to join us.

Ay, returned Ignacio, but they may be friends of the troops, and you dont want such to join us.

Theres truth in that, old man. Well, well just let them lie. Theyre safe enough, as they are, not to do either good or evil. As you say, it is of no use burdening ourselves with prisoners who wont fetch a ransom. The colonel and his women will fetch a good price, but these  nothing. I suppose that is why Cruz has ordered Conrad to be shot before we leave the place.

Why, I thought, said Ignacio, with a look of surprise, that Conrad of the Mountains was an outlaw like yourselves.

Not he. Hes a spy, and hell meet a spys doom, if he has not met it already.

Come  Ill go and see this Conrad, said Ignacio, I should like to see a spy get his deserts.

He turned quickly and hurried away, followed by the outlaw.

Most awrful! groaned Quashy, when they were gone.

Awful indeed, to think that Manuela and her father are in the hands of such villains! returned Lawrence.

An Soozn, said Quashy, with a deeper groan.

But, massa, whats come ober de ole hunter? He not in arnest, ob course.

Of course not, replied Lawrence, that is our one ray of hope now. He is only acting a part. He will assuredly help us, and means us to help him, but he takes a strange way to do it.

He ceased to speak, for at that moment a man was seen approaching. He moved about like one who was searching for something. At last he caught sight of the bound men, and ran towards them, drawing his knife as he did so. For one instant a feeling of horror shot through the hearts of Lawrence and Quashy, but next moment they were relieved, for they recognised in the approaching man the features of their old acquaintance of the Andes, the robber Antonio.

I come to pay my debt, he said, going down on one knee, and severing the cords which bound Lawrence, who heartily showered on him all the Spanish terms for thanks and gratitude that he could recall. Of course Quashy was also set free, and was equally profuse in his grateful expressions, but Antonio cut them both short.

Come, we must be quick, he said, and hurried away.

As they crossed the spot where the recent fight with the Indians had taken place, Quashy picked up one of the spears which lay on the ground, and Lawrence, to his great satisfaction, discovered his favourite cudgel lying where he had been knocked down. He picked it up, almost affectionately, and hurried on.

Antonio was in evident haste. Leading them through the hamlet, he went towards the corral, where, it could be seen, a party of the bandits were standing as if in wait. Suddenly they heard a noise behind them, and observed a party of men with muskets on their shoulders surrounding a prisoner. Antonio drew his companions into the shelter of a bush till they should pass.

It is Conrad of the Mountains, he whispered, while a fierce expression lighted up his eyes. They go to shoot him. He must not die!

As what seemed to be the firing-party advanced, followed by a straggling group of ruffians, Lawrence looked with profound interest and pity towards one of whom he had heard so much. The prisoners head hung down as he approached the bush, but on passing it he looked up. The sight of his face sent a shock of surprise and consternation to the hearts of Lawrence and Quashy, for the doomed man was no other than their friend Pedro!

Lawrence turned quickly to Antonio. Conrad? he asked, pointing to Pedro.

Si, senhor, replied the outlaw.

When the procession had passed, Lawrence stepped from behind the bush, and quietly joined it without being recognised by Pedro. He had not at that moment the most remote idea of what he intended to do; but one feeling was powerfully dominant in his breast  namely, that Pedro must be saved at all hazards. Of course Quashy and Antonio followed him.

The sudden appearance of the two strangers did not cause much surprise among the band who followed the prisoner, for, besides their being in the company of one whom they knew, the men who had been gathered together by Cruz on this occasion were not all known to each other. What they knew for certain was, that the country was up in arms because of some political convulsion, and that Cruz was a great leader, who knew how to make the most of such circumstances for the benefit of himself and his followers.

In a state of feverish anxiety, but with a calm outward appearance, Lawrence marched on, quite incapable of forming any plan of rescue, but not incapable of prayer, or of forming a resolve to do something, though he should die in the attempt. On reaching the corral, he saw Cruz, and recognised him at once. The bandit chief was obviously in haste, for he at once ordered Conrad  or, as we still prefer to call him, Pedro  to be placed with his back against the corral, and the firing-party to draw up in front of him at about twenty yards distance.

Pedro offered no resistance while being led towards the mud wall of the corral. There was neither bravado nor fear in his bearing. Evidently he had made up his mind to die like a Christian, and had given up all hope of deliverance from the foes by whom he was surrounded. But friends were near whom he little dreamed of.

Having up to that point kept his eyes on the ground, he had not observed Lawrence; and the first intimation he had of his presence was on hearing his voice as he stepped forward, placed his tall and stalwart frame in front of him, and said sternly to the firing-party  

Villains! you will have to send your bullets through my breast before they harm Conrad!

Yes, an troo dis buzzum too, cried Quashy, planting himself in front of Lawrence, and glaring defiance in his own peculiar and powerful manner.

What! two more enemies? exclaimed Cruz, with a look of pleased surprise and triumph; seize them, men; but no,  stay, we can as easily kill the three birds at one shot. Ready!

The firing-party cocked and raised their guns, but were suddenly arrested by seeing the wall of the enclosure behind Pedro lined, as if by magic, with human heads, all of which carefully levelled an equal number of muskets. At the same moment Antonio, Ignacio, Spotted Tiger, Colonel Marchbanks, and the sporting Englishman sprang to the front, and the old hunter, cutting Pedros bonds, put a musket into his hands.

Traitor! exclaimed Cruz, grinding his teeth with passion, as he scowled at Antonio.

Fool! do you not know, retorted Antonio, contemptuously, that traitors are the offspring of tyrants? I acknowledge you as father in this respect. But I am not here to bandy words. Colonel Marchbanks will speak.

Yes, Cruz, said the old colonel, stepping a pace to the front, I will speak, and that to the purpose. You see those men? (pointing to the heads looking over the corral wall) ten of the best shots among them have their weapons pointed at your heart. If a single musket is fired by your blackguards, you know what the result will be.

Bold as Cruz undoubtedly was, this speech of the colonel had an obviously quieting effect on him, as well as on his followers, who, however, being numerous, and not wanting in courage, stood ready to obey orders.

Now, I will tell you in few words what I have got to say, continued the colonel, addressing Cruz. When you locked the villagers here in their own huts, you forgot, or did not know, that, being a tyrant as well as a scoundrel, you had enemies among your own followers. These have not only set us, your prisoners, free, but have done the same good turn to the villagers, who have been persuaded to join us against you. And now, as our numbers are pretty equal, we give you the option of going away quietly wherever you please, or, if you prefer it, having a fair fight. I may add that if I were backed by my troops, instead of these villagers, I would not give you this option; but as I have no official right to command these men, I now make you the proposal either to retire quietly or fight.

Aw  just so, said the sporting Englishman. And let me add, as a sort of  aw  freelance that I and my friend here hope sincerely that you will choose to fight.

Yous a brick! exclaimed Quashy, with emphasis, regarding the sportsman for the first time with favour.

Cruz hesitated. He was swayed by a burning thirst for vengeance and a prudent regard for his personal safety. By way of hastening his decision, Colonel Marchbanks added  

It may be well to remind you that when you unfortunately succeeded in decoying me and my friends into your snares, and captured us, you did not leave my troops without officers. The gentleman now in command will not lose time in following us up, and he is aided by Gauchos who could trace you out though you were to hide your rascally head in the darkest retreats of the Andes. So, youd better be off at once, or come on.

Aw  yes. If I might advise  come on! suggested the sportsman.

Das so. Come on! urged Quashy.

But Cruz refused their well-meant advice. Regarding discretion as the better part of valour, and resolving, no doubt, to fight another day, he elected to be off. Collecting his men in sulky silence, he speedily rode away.

Sorry hes so chicken-hearted, said the sportsman, forgetting even to aw in his disappointment.

You ought rather to be glad of it, remarked Lawrence; you forget that there are women and children behind us, and that our defeat would have ensured their destruction.

Oh no! replied the Englishman, who had recovered his quiet nonchalance, I did not forget the women and children  dear creatures!  but I confess that the idea of our defeat had not occurred to me.

Colonel Marchbanks did not give his opinion at the time, but his air and expression suggested that, fire-eater though he was, he by no means regretted the turn events had taken.

Holding out his hand to Lawrence, in a condescending manner, he thanked him for the service he had just rendered.

You have quite a talent for turning up unexpectedly in the nick of time, he added, with a peculiar smile, as he turned and walked off towards the huts, around which the men who had sided with Antonio were by that time assembling. Among them Lawrence, to his ineffable joy, found Manuela and Mariquita. He was too wise, however, in the presence of the colonel to take any demonstrative notice of her. He merely shook hands with both ladies, and congratulated them on their escape from the banditti.

You have rendered us good service, senhor, said Mariquita, with a brilliant smile  a smile that was indeed more brilliant than there seemed any occasion for.

I  I have been very fortunate, stammered Lawrence, glancing at Manuela.

But that princess of the Incas, with an aspect of imperturbable gravity, kept her pretty eyes on the ground, though the brown of her little cheeks seemed to deepen a trifle in colour.

Now, Antonio, cried the colonel, coming forward at the moment, what do you intend to do? If my men were here, you know, I should be under the necessity of making you and your fellows prisoners, notwithstanding your good services to-day. As it is, those of us who stick together must be off without delay eastward. I suppose you will rather take to the mountains.

Indeed no, Colonel Marchbanks. I am willing to give myself up and to take service under you if that may be allowed. And if you will take my advice, comrades, added Antonio, turning to his companions, youll do the same, for depend on it no good can come of our late style of life.

Antonios comrades did not feel disposed to take his advice. Indeed they had only rebelled against their late captain because of his tyrannical nature, but were by no means desirous of changing their mode of life. Seeing this, the colonel accepted Antonios offer and gave his comrades a few words of serious warning and advice, mingled with thanks for the service they had rendered him, after which the two parties separated and went on their respective ways, leaving the Gauchos to fortify their village more carefully, and get into a better state of readiness to resist the attacks alike of outlaws and Indians.

Before leaving, however, Quashy had a noteworthy interview with Susan. It occurred at the time that Antonio and his men were holding the above conversation with the colonel.

The negro lovers were affectionately seated on a horse-skull in one of the huts, regardless of all the world but themselves.

Soozn, my lub, said Quashy, Is agwine to carry you off wid me.

Quashy, my blubbed, I expecs you is, replied Susan, simply, passing her black fingers through her lovers very curly locks.

O Soozn, how I lubs you! I knowd Id find you. I always said it. I always tought it, an now Is dood it.

Das so, returned Susan, with a bashfully pleased look. I always knowd it too. I says, if its possble for me to be found in dis worl, Quashys de man to found me.

Zactly so! said the gratified negro. Now, Soozn, tell me. Is you free to go way wid me?

Yes. Is kite free. Is bin kotched by rubbers an rescued by Gauchos, an stole by Injins, an Is runned away an found myself here, an deys bin good to me here, but dey dont seem to want me much  so Is kite free  but Is awrful heaby!

Whats dat got to do wid it? inquired the lover, tying a knot of perplexity on his eyebrows.

Why, you an mes too heaby for one hoss, you know, an you said you hab ony one.

Das true, returned Quashy, entangling the knot with another.

Well, nebber mind, said Susan, with a little nod of assurance. Is put it all right. Ill stole one.

Soozn! exclaimed her lover, with inexpressible solemnity, youll do nuffin ob de sort. I blongs to a good man now, so I knows better dan dat. You mus nebber steal no more  nebber. But Ill get massa to buy you a hoss. Das what Ill do.

Quashy had scarcely given utterance to his intentions, when a shout from Lawrence summoned him. The party under Colonel Marchbanks was about to start on their journey eastward.

The negro soon informed his master of his difficulty. As he had anticipated, it was removed at once. Horse-flesh is cheap on the Pampas. A ladys wardrobe  especially a black ladys  does not take long to pack in those regions. In less than half an hour a passable steed was purchased from the Gauchos, and Susan mounted thereon. Her little all, in a bundle, was strapped to her true-lovers saddle, and she fell into the cavalcade, which soon afterwards left the village and rode out upon the illimitable plains.

It was not a large band, but it was composed of rare and strong materials. Our friend Pedro  alias Conrad of the Mountains  alias the Rover of the Andes  of course took the lead. Colonel Marchbanks, Manuela, and the fair Mariquita followed. Antonio, Spotted Tiger, the sportsman and his friend came next, and Lawrence with Quashy and Soozn brought up the rear.

In this order they set off at full gallop over the roadless plains, diverging a little here and there as the nature of the ground required, but otherwise steering a straight line in the direction of the rising sun.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Describes several Interesting and somewhat Violent Proceedings.

Over the flowering plains! Oh, there is something soul-stirring in a free, furious, prolonged gallop, where obstructions are few, where the land is almost level, and Nature reigns unfettered by the influence of man! No fences, no ditches, no ploughed lands, no enclosed estates, nothing to check even for a moment the grand onward sweep through illimitable space save the capacity of endurance in steed and rider.

Of course it has its drawbacks, but we will not pause to meditate on these. Life has its drawbacks everywhere, and if we were to attempt an enumeration of them our tale would become unreasonably long, and also somewhat unprofitable.

Perhaps it adds to the zest of life the fact that many of its incidents are of such a nature that we find it difficult to say whether they are drawbacks or advantages. For instance, the jovial garrulity of Quashy was a drawback at times. At other times it was a decided advantage, and his friends and companions held such interchangeable opinions on the point that they could not readily have expressed them if called on to do so at a moments notice.

A runaway tendency in a horse is considered by most people a disadvantage. Yet there are some people whose nerves and spirits are so constituted that they have a sneaking fondness for a horse of this disposition.

Strange though it may seem, Manuela belonged to this class. It is said that men whose characters form a contrast are more likely to draw towards each other than those whose characters are similar. May the same principle not operate between man and the lower animals? Was it not the gentleness, tenderness, womanliness, softness of Manuela which caused her to dote upon and delight in her steed, though it was a huge, high stepping, arch-necked, rearing, plunging animal  something between an Irish hunter and a Mexican warhorse?

The steed in question had been purchased for her by her father from the Gauchos, who assured him that the animal was a remarkably good one to go. They told the simple truth, but not the whole truth, for sometimes it would go with its hind-legs doing double service in the way of kicking, and, at other times, it balanced that feat by giving its fore-legs a prodigious flourish while in the act of rearing. To do the creature justice, however, it could and did go ahead of its companions on the journey, and retained that position without fatigue, as was evinced by the flashing eye, distended nostril, pawing and snorting with which it received every proposal to halt.

Being a splendid rider, Manuela managed this spanking charger with infinite grace and ease, all the more that it happened to have a tender mouth, and only succeeded in getting beyond her control when it chanced to get the bit between its teeth. At first her father and the others were alarmed, and offered to change her steed for another; but she refused to change, and when they saw how fearlessly she rode, they became reconciled  all except Lawrence.

It is the fearlessness of innocence combined with ignorance, he muttered to himself one afternoon, as Manuelas horse, without apparent provocation, presented first its tail and then its nose to the sky. The Inca princess patted the playful creature approvingly, and induced it to adopt a bounding, indiarubber-like pace. In a few minutes this was reduced to a springy walk.

Lawrence could not resist the temptation to ride forward and offer his own horse, although Colonel Marchbanks rode alongside of his daughter like an inflexible guardian.

You will find my horse much easier to manage, Miss Marchbanks, he said, and quite as strong and fleet as your own.

The colonel frowned, and his daughter said, No, tank you, senhor, with a little bow and a brilliant smile.

It was one of Manuelas little fancies to revert sometimes to the broken English peculiar to her colour and costume. This was not at all relished by Lawrence. It seemed to argue a want of earnestness, which was not at all in harmony with the tremendous depth of his love for her! He drew rein immediately and fell behind, but at that moment Manuelas horse put its foot in a biscacho-hole and stumbled. Evidently it had received a violent surprise, for, after having a second time presented its tail and nose alternately to the skies, it gave vent to an indignant snort, performed what seemed to be a pirouette on one leg, took the bit in its teeth, and bolted.

Of course the colonel put spurs to his steed, and gave chase. Instantly Lawrence did the same. As a consequence Quashy followed, and, not wishing to be left behind, the whole cavalcade went after them at full speed. The thunder of numerous hoofs acted as a sharp spur to the wild runaway. At once it became a fair race, in which each gradually took his place according to ability. The course was clear  from the Andes to the Atlantic, almost, and horses and riders were fresh!

In a remarkably short time the party straggled, and the line extended. Soon it became evident that the colonel, Lawrence, Pedro, and Quashy were the best mounted of the troop, for these four drew far ahead of all the others; yet the runaway kept its advantage, despite the utmost efforts of Manuelas fair little arms to check it. Gradually Pedro and the colonel were left behind. Despite the utmost application of voice and spur, Quashy also dropped to the rear, and the race lay at last between our hero and the Inca princess!

Mile after mile was passed as they flew like the wind over the rolling plains, scarcely impeded at all by the Pampas grass, which was not long at that season, but at last they came to a ridge on which there was a line of low bushes. By that time, by dint of hard spurring, Lawrence had managed to get up almost alongside of the girl, whose look of gleeful excitement was now changed to one of wild anxiety.

Try to pull just a little harder! cried Lawrence, your horse wont be able to jump it.

Manuela tried, but she had already put forth all her strength, and if that had been twice what it was, the effect on the powerful creature would probably have been just the same.

As the danger drew nearer, Lawrence made desperate efforts to increase his speed. He was so far successful that when they finally came to the line of bushes, the horses were almost abreast of each other. Horses of the Pampas are not usually jumpers, but Manuelas horse must have had a touch of the hunter in him, for he rose to the leap, and went up like a rocket. Lawrence, on the other hand, went crashing through the obstruction like the shot of an eighty-ton gun! The leap evidently took more time than the crash, which was fortunate, for it enabled Lawrence to get well alongside at the moment the fore-feet of Manuelas horse touched the ground, and just as the poor girl herself, unused to leaping, fairly lost her balance as well as her presence of mind and fell backward half fainting. She would have fallen to the ground if Lawrence had not caught her round the waist, and dragged her to the pommel of his own saddle. It was one of those cases of rescue which men are apt  perhaps justifiably so  to style providential, for no planning or judgment or energy on the part of Lawrence could have arranged that Manuela should have been at the apex of her leap when her powers failed, so that she should fall from that height, as it were, almost into his arms!

A few bounds more and they were safe. As if it had understood this, and felt that further effort was needless, the runaway steed stopped abruptly, and, after looking round in unreasonable surprise, began quietly to crop the herbage at its feet.

One by one the rest of the party came up, full of congratulations.

You dood dat well, massa, said Quashy, who was the first to arrive, grinning all over; and dat was a buster, he added, surveying the gap in the bush through which Lawrence had crashed.

Please set me down before the others come up! whispered Manuela, who, having, as we have said, half fainted, had allowed her head to fall on her rescuers shoulder.

Lawrence wished that circumstances might have admitted of his continuing the journey as they were then situated, but propriety required him to say  

Here, Quash,  lend a hand.

The negro vaulted to the ground, and received Manuela into his arms just as Pedro and the colonel galloped up.

Thank you, Senhor Armstrong, thank you heartily, said the latter, as he dismounted, and, sitting down on a mound, drew his child to his side.

Im not hurt, not a bit, sighed Manuela, with a slight attempt at a smile.

Thank God for that, but you are shaken a little, returned the old soldier with an anxious look. Here Pedro, Quashy, fetch me the flask from my saddle.

By the time a cup of the flasks contents was administered to Manuela, Mariquita and Susan were kneeling beside her, and the rest were standing round.

A splendid leap!  aw  couldnt have been much better done if  aw  it had been an English hunter, remarked the sportsman in an undertone to his friend. But, I say, dont it strike you that the colonel is uncommonly  aw  sweet on that little Indian girl.

Shes no more an Indian girl than you are, replied his friend, with a laugh.

Aw  you dont say so? returned the sportsman, with a slight elevation of his eyebrows.

Let us go, said Manuela, rising; I am much better, only a little shaken by such a leap. But  but I should like another

Yes, to be sure, another horse, interrupted the colonel; who will exchange?  a quiet one, of course.

Here you is, kurnel, said Quashy, with a beaming countenance, as he led forward his horse. Quiet as a lamb, cept when you aggrawates him. Nebber goes no faster dan you wants him to,  sometimes not so fast! an wouldnt run away even if you was to ax him on your knees.

After such recommendation, said the colonel, turning to Manuela, I suppose you will accept of this steed.

The Inca princess accepted it with a beam of gratitude to Quashy, who thereupon mounted the runaway horse, and in a few minutes the whole cavalcade was sweeping over the plain as swiftly as ever.

Afternoon brought them to a solitary Gaucho hut. They came first upon the corral rather suddenly, for it was concealed in a hollow. It was an enclosure of strong rough posts stuck into the ground, on many of which were perched a number of gorged vultures and hawks.

The ground around it was covered with bones, bullocks horns, wool, carcasses of horses, and other refuse, which induced the travellers to keep carefully to windward of it. On a slight rising ground, close at hand, stood the mud hut of the family to which it belonged.

Although living in a state little short of savagery, this family, being descended from one of the best old families of Spain  at least, so they believed  maintained much of the dignity, good manners, and ceremony that characterised the old Spaniards. It comprised several generations, of whom a great-great-grandfather, blind, deaf, and benignant, formed the head, and a baby, fat, wide awake, and uproarious, formed the tail. Between these there was a band of men, women, girls, and boys, whom we will not even attempt to describe, further than to say that they were all black-eyed, sunburnt, and more or less pretty and handsome.

The travellers rode up to the door of the mud mansion, and, according to Pampas etiquette, awaited permission to dismount. This was quickly given with much urbanity by a handsome middle-aged man, who was the active head of the household.

The intention of Colonel Marchbanks was to take a hasty meal here, and push on as far as possible before night. Finding that the Gauchos were engaged at that time in breaking in some young horses, he ordered his party to off-saddle, and went with Pedro, Lawrence, and some others towards the corral while food was being prepared.

Quashy  ever mindful of the welfare of others, and ever thoughtful in regard to what he esteemed the most important things of life  hung behind to advise a daughter of the house to prepare a specially tender fowl for Susan, Manuela, and Mariquita. He even remained a few minutes to receive from the damsel a lesson in cookery.

This daughter of the Pampas whispered something to a very small brother beside her, who was remarkable chiefly for the size of his gorgeous eyes and the scantiness of his costume. With ready obedience the urchin unhooked a miniature lasso from the wall, and lassoed a large hen. How the brother and sister executed that hen was not obvious.

It was, however, quickly and effectively done between them. Then the sister took the bird to a pot of water, which chanced to be boiling at the time, and put it therein, feathers and all. To civilised people this might have seemed rather a savage process, but it was not so. The object was merely to simplify the plucking. After scalding, the feathers came off with wonderful facility, and also stuck to the girls wet hands with equally wonderful tenacity. Washing her hands, she next cut off the wings and legs of the fowl, and then separated the breast from the back. These portions she put into a small pot with some suet and water, and threw the rest away.

Das bery good, remarked Quashy, nodding his head in approval, after which he advised the girl to treat another fowl or two in a similar manner, and then followed his master to the corral.

Here a very animated scene was being enacted. Half a dozen young horses were about to be mounted for the first time and broken in. What modern horse-trainers of the tender school would have said to the process we cannot tell. Having had no experience in such matters, one way or another, we hazard no opinion. We merely state the facts of the case.

The father of the family, mounted on a strong and steady horse, commenced the business by riding into the corral, and throwing his lasso over the head of a young horse, which he dragged forcibly to the gate. Every step of the process was forcible. There was nothing equivalent to solicitation or inducement from beginning to end. Opposition, dogged and dire, was assumed as a matter of course, and was met by compulsion more dogged and more dire!

At the gate of the corral the end of the lasso was received by the eldest son of the family, a tall, strapping, and exceedingly handsome youth, of about twenty-three, who had been named Pizarro,  no doubt after the conqueror of Peru. He certainly resembled his namesake in courage, vigour, and perseverance, if in nothing else. The young horse displayed great unwillingness at first to quit its companions,  shaking its magnificent mane, and flourishing its voluminous tail in wild disdain as it was dragged out.

But the moment it found itself outside the corral, its first idea was to gallop away. A jerk of the lasso checked him effectually. Another member of the household then deftly threw his lasso in such a manner that the prancing steed put its feet in it, and was caught just above the fetlocks. With a powerful twitch of this second lasso its legs were pulled from under it, and it fell with tremendous violence on its side. Before it could rise the young Gaucho forced its head to the ground and held it there, then drew his long knife, and therewith, in a few seconds, cut off its mane. Another Gaucho performed the same operation on the hair of its tail  both acts being done, as they explained, to indicate that the horse had been once mounted.

Meanwhile Pizarro quickly put a strong hide halter on the animals head, and a piece of hide in his mouth to serve as a bit. He also girthed a saddle on him, and, when all was ready, ordered the men who held him to let go. At the same moment he sprang into the saddle and held on.

Holding on was the point on which Pizarro had to concentrate all his attention and power during the next few minutes, for the way in which that outraged and intensely fierce creature strove to unseat him is alike beyond the power of description and conception. Jumping, plunging, kicking, rearing, bounding, and pirouetting are all sufficiently expressive terms in their way, but they are mild words with which to describe the proceedings of that creature of the Pampas while under the influence of temporary insanity. With ears flat on its neck, nostrils distended, and eyes emitting something almost like flames, the young horse absolutely screamed in its fury; but all was in vain. As well might it have tried to shake off its own tail as Pizarro!

Suddenly it changed its plan, and stretched out its sinewy length to its longest stride. Pizarro fell in with the idea, encouraged it with his long sharp spurs and heavy lash, and away they went over the mighty plain like a streak of personified lightning.

It is useful sometimes to let wilful people not only have their way, but compel them to continue it. John Gilpins spirit, when he said  

Twas for your pleasure you came here;

You shall go back for mine.

is not unknown on the Pampas and the prairie:

After sailing away over the plain, like a ship going out to sea, until it was a mere speck on the horizon, Pizarros horse thought it time to reduce its pace; but here Pizarro did not agree with it. He applied whip and spur until his steed was quite exhausted. Then he turned homewards, and galloped back to the corral, into which he turned the animal in a very broken and humble state of mind. There it found several young friends who had just been subdued in a similar manner, and it is not altogether improbable that they spent the remainder of that evening in comparing notes!

A roughish method, but  aw  effective, remarked the sportsman to his friend.

This was true. Perhaps Quashys remark to Lawrence was equally true:  

Dat dood it pritty slick, massa; but Ive seed it as well dood, praps better, by kindness.

There is this, at all events, to be said in regard to the rough system, that no man but an athlete could endure the fatigue of the process, while any man  or even woman  has physical strength sufficient to conquer by love, if only he, or she, possess the requisite patience and milk of human kindness.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Treats of a Gaucho Youth.

From these Gauchos Colonel Marchbanks learned that his troops had been seen searching for him by the eldest son, Pizarro, and that handsome youth professed himself willing to guide the party to the place where the soldiers were likely to be found. Without delay, therefore, they resumed their journey after supper, and that night encamped on the open plain.

While the party was busy making arrangements for the night, Pedro sauntered to the top of a neighbouring knoll to have what he styled a look round.

It was a clear moonlight night, and Lawrence, recognising the figure of the guide, followed him.

Pedro, he said, on overtaking him, how is it possible that Pizarro can guide us to where the troops are, seeing that it is some time since he saw them, and he did not know in what direction they meant to travel? Besides, they may have changed their intentions and their route several times.

You forget, senhor, that troops leave a broad trail, and you do not yet, I see, fully appreciate the wonderful powers of some Gauchos in tracking out men. This Pizarro, although so young, is already celebrated in that way.

You know him, then? Why, you seem to know everybody!

I know every one of note, replied the guide, for my travels have been extensive, and my memory is pretty strong. Let me give you one or two instances of Pizarros powers. I was in this part of the country two years ago. Having occasion to pass this way, I fell in with Pizarro, and we travelled together a short time. One forenoon we were riding over the plains, when he stopped suddenly, pointed to a footprint, and said, That is the little grey horse that was stolen from my father three years ago! Are you sure? said I, almost laughing at him. Sure! said he, of course I am; moreover, Im certain that the horse passed here not more than half an hour ago. Lets follow it up, then, said I, more in jest than earnest. But we did follow it up, and recovered the little grey horse that same evening.

A wonderful power of observation indeed, as well as memory, said Lawrence, looking with increased interest at the young Gaucho, who could be seen, by the light of the neighbouring camp-fire, moving about in a graceful, free and easy manner, assisting in the preparation of supper.

It was pretty well in its way, returned Pedro, but he did a sharper thing than that last year. A gold escort was attacked somewhere in the west, and the robbers, after killing most of the men, escaped with the bags of gold. The authorities being very anxious to trace out and punish the robbers, offered a high reward for any useful information as to their whereabouts. Now it chanced that Pizarro was moving about the country at that time, and, hearing of the adventure and the reward, kept his eyes open and his wits about him a little more sharply than usual  though he does that pretty well at all times by nature. One day he saw a little child leading a mule laden with raw hides along a narrow path. This is a common enough sight, in no way calculated to attract particular attention; nevertheless it did attract the attention of Pizarro. I dont pretend to understand the workings of a Gauchos mind. Perhaps it was the extreme smallness of the child that struck him, causing him to think that as no father or mother would risk such a little thing with the charge of a loaded mule without a special reason, it would be as well to find out what that special reason might be. Perhaps it was something else. Anyhow, suspicion being awakened, he followed the mule for a short distance, and soon observed that it stepped as if it carried a much heavier weight than a mere pack of hides. At once the stolen gold flashed into Pizarros mind. He stopped the mule, cut the bandages off the hides, and there, concealed among them, found the stolen bags!

After that, said Lawrence, I have no doubt whatever that he will soon find the troops.

Neither have I, returned Pedro; but Pizarro, and men like him, can do much more than I have told you. By a flight of birds they can tell of an approaching band of men before they are in sight, and by the cloud of dust they make when they appear they can form a close estimate of their numbers. When the Indian hordes are about to make a raid, Gauchos are warned of it by the ostriches and llamas and other timid beasts of the Pampas all travelling in one direction, and in many other ways that seem little short of miraculous they act the part of wilderness-detectives.

While continuing their journey next day, Lawrence resolved to have a chat with the Gaucho youth. Riding up alongside, he saluted him, and received a reply and a graceful bow that would have done credit to a Spanish grandee. He discovered ere long that the young mans mind, like his body, had been cast in a noble mould, and that, although ignorant of almost everything beyond his own wild plains, he was deeply imbued with reverence for Truth and Justice in all the relations of life. Indeed, his sense of these attributes of God was so strong that the constant violation of them by those around him roused in him occasional bursts of hot indignation, as Lawrence very soon found when he touched on a recent revolution which had taken place in the province of San Juan.

Are the troops we search for sent out to aid the government of Mendoza? demanded Pizarro, turning an earnest and frowning glance on his companion.

I believe not, answered Lawrence; at least I have not heard the colonel talk of such an object; but I am not in his confidence, and know nothing of his plans.

Pizarro made no rejoinder, and Lawrence, seeing by the continued frown that the youths spirit was somewhat stirred, sought for further information by asking about Mendoza.

Do you not know, said the Gaucho, with increased vehemence, and a good deal of fine action, that the people of San Juan have deposed their governor, because he is a bad man?

I had not heard of it, said Lawrence, but what has that to do with Mendoza?

You shall hear, senhor. The governor of San Juan is dishonest. He is bad in every way, and in league with the priests to rob the people. His insolence became so great lately that, as I have said, the people arose, asserted their rights, and deposed him. Then the government of Mendoza sent troops to reinstate the governor of San Juan; but they have not yet succeeded! What right, continued the youth, with grand indignation, What right has the government of Mendoza to interfere? Is not the province of San Juan as free to elect its own governor as the province of Mendoza? Have its men not brains enough to work out their own affairs?  ay, and they have arms strong enough to defend their rights, as the troops shall find when they try to force on the people a governor of whom they do not approve.

Lawrence felt at once that he was in the presence of one of those strong, untameable spirits, of which the world has all too few, whose love of truth and fair-play becomes, as it were, a master-passion, and around whom cluster not only many of the worlds good men, but  unfortunately for the success of the good cause  also multitudes of the lower dregs of the worlds wickedness, not because these dregs sympathise with truth and justice, but simply because truth-lovers are sometimes unavoidably arrayed against the powers that be.

I dont know the merits of the case to which you refer, said Lawrence, but I have the strongest sympathy with those who fight or suffer in the cause of fair-play  for those who wish to do to others as they would have others do to them. Do the people of San Luis sympathise with those of San Juan?

I know not, senhor, I have never been to San Luis.

As the town referred to lay at a comparatively short distance from the other, Lawrence was much surprised by this reply, but his surprise was still further increased when he found that the handsome Gaucho had never seen any of the towns in regard to which his sense of justice had been so strongly stirred!

Where were you born, Pizarro? he asked.

In the hut where you found me, senhor.

And you have never been to Mendoza or San Juan?

No, senhor, I have never seen a town or a village  never gone beyond the plains where we now ride.

How old are you, Pizarro?

I do not know, senhor.

As the youth said this with a slightly confused look, Lawrence forbore to put any more personal questions, and confined his conversation to general topics; but he could not help wondering at this specimen of grand and apparently noble manhood, who could neither read nor write, who knew next to nothing of the great world beyond his own Pampas, and who had not even seen a collection of huts sufficiently large to merit the name of village. He could, however, admirably discern the signs of the wilderness around him, as he showed by suddenly pointing to the sky and exclaiming  

See! there is a lion!

Lions have not wings, Pizarro, said Lawrence, with a smile, as he looked upward; but I see, very high in the air, a flock of vultures.

Just so, senhor, and you observe that they do not move, but are hovering over one spot?

Yes, I see that; what then?

A lion is there, senhor, devouring the carcass from which he has driven the vultures away.

In a short time the correctness of the youths observation was proved by the party coming upon, and driving away, a puma which had previously disturbed the vultures at their banquet on the carcass of an unfortunate ox.

The next morning Pizarros capacity for tracking the wilderness was proved by the party coming on the broad trail of the troops. Soon afterwards they discovered the men themselves taking their midday siesta.

Not long after that the united party came within scent of the Atlantic, and on the afternoon of the same day galloped into the town of Buenos Ayres.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Describes several Mysterious Meetings and Conversations.

Descriptions, however graphic or faithful, are for the most part misleading and ineffective. Who ever went to a town or a region, and found it to resemble the picture of it which had been previously painted on his imagination by description?

For an account of Buenos Ayres we refer the inquiring reader to other books.

Our business at present is with Quashy and Soozn.

That sable and now united couple stand under the shade of a marble colonnade watching with open-mouthed interest the bustle of the street in which men and women of many nations  French, Italian, Spanish, English, and other  are passing to and fro on business or pleasure.

This huge, populous town was not only a new sight, but an almost new idea to the negroes, and they were lost alike in amusement and amazement.

Hi! exclaimed Quashy in his falsetto, look, look dar, Soozn  das funny.

He pointed to a little boy who, squatted like a toad on a horses back, was galloping to market with several skins of milk slung on either side of the saddle, so that there was no room for his legs.

O Quash! exclaimed the bride, dars pumpkins for you. Look!

They were indeed notable pumpkins  so large that five of them completely filled a wagon drawn by two oxen.

But come, Soozn, daling, said Quashy, starting as if he had just recollected something, you said you was gwine to tell me suffin as would make my hair stan on end. Itll be awrful strong if it doos dat, for my wool am stiff, an de curls pritty tight.

Yes, I comed here wid you a-purpose to tell you, replied the bride, an to ax your pinion. But lets go ober to dat seat in de sun. I not like de shade.

Come along, den, Soozn. Its all one to me where we goes, for your eyes dey make sunshine in de shade, an suffin as good as shade in de sunshine, ole gurl.

Git along wid your rubbish! retorted Susan as they crossed the street. It was evident, however, that she was much pleased with her gallant spouse.

Now, den dis is what I calls hebben upon art, said Quashy, sitting down with a contented sigh. To be here a-frizzlin in de sunshine wid Soozn a-smilin at me like a black angel. Dyou know, Soozn, he added, with a serious look, it gibs me a good deal o trouble to beliebe it.

Yes, it am awrful nice, responded Susan, gravely, but wes not come here to make lub, Quashy, so hol your tongue, an Ill tell you what I heared.

She cleared her throat here, and looked earnest. Having thus reduced her husband to a state of the most solemn expectancy, she began in a low voice  

You know, Quashy, dat poor Massa Lawrie hab found nuffin ob his fadders fortin.

Yes, I knows dat, Soozn, replied her husband, with an expression of the deepest woe.

Well, den

No, Soozn, its ill den.

Quashy! (remonstratively.)

Yes? (interrogatively.)

Hol your tongue.

Yes, daling.

Well, den, began Susan again, with serious emphasis, don trupt me agin, or Ill git angry. Well, massa, you know, is so honoribic dat he wouldnt deceive nobody  not even a skeeter.

I knows dat, Soozn, not even a nigger.

Ob course not, continued Susan; so what does massa do, but goes off straight to Kurnel Muchbunks, an he says, says he, Kurnel, yous a beggar.

No, Soozn, he dint say dat. Dough you says it wid your own sweet lips, I don beliebe it.

Right, Quashy. Yous allers right, returned the bride, with a beaming smile. I made a stake  das all. I should hab said dat massa he said, says he, Kurnel Muchbunks, says he, Is a beggar.

Dat was a lie, Soozn, said Quashy, in some surprise.

Is afeard it was, assented Susan, gravely.

Well, an what says de kurnel to dat? asked the saddened negro, with a sigh.

Oh! he beliebed it, an he says, says he, Is griebed to hear it, Misr Amstrung, an ob course you cannot spect me to gib my consent to my darter marryin a beggar! O Quash, wen I hears dat  I  busted amost! I do beliebe if Id bin longside o dat kurnel at dat momint I hab gib him a most horrible smack in de face.

De skownril! muttered Quashy between his clenched teeth. But what happen arter dat, Soozn?

Nuffin happen. Only poor massa he look bery sad, an says, says he, Kurnel, Is come to say farewell. I would not tink ob asking your consent to such a marriage, but I do ask you to hold out de hope dat if I ebber comes back agin wid a kumpitincy, (don know zactly what dat is, but dats what he called it)  wid a kumpitincy, youll not forbid me payin my dresses to your darter. What he wants to pay her dresses for, an why he calls dem his dresses, is more nor I can guess, but das what he say, an de kurnel he says, says he, No, Misr Amstrung, Ill not hold out no sich hope. Its time enough to speak ob dat when you comes back. Its bery kind ob you to sabe my darters life, but an den he says a heap more, but I count make it rightly out, I was so mad.

When dey was partin, he says, says he, Misr Amstrung, you mus promise me not to tempt to meet my darter before leaving. I knowd, by de long silence and den by de way he speak dat Massa Lawrence no like dat, but at last he says, says he, Well, kurnel, I do promise dat Ill make no tempt to meet wid her, an den he hoed away. Now, Quashy, what you tink ob all dat?

I tink it am a puzzler, replied the negro, his face twisted up into wrinkles of perplexity. Is puzzled to hear dat massa tell a big lie by sayin hes a beggar, an den show dat its a lie by offerin to pay for de kurnels darters dresses. Its koorious, but white folk has sitch koorious ways dat its not easy to understan dem. Lets be tankful, Soozn, you an me, that were bof black.

So I is, Quash, bery tankful, but whats to be dooed? Is massa to go away widout sayin good-bye to Miss Manuela?

Cernly not, cried the negro, with sudden energy, seizing his wifes face between his hands, and giving her lips a smack that resounded over the place  to the immense delight of several little Gaucho boys, who, clothed in nothing but ponchos and pugnacity, stood gazing at the couple.

Quashy jumped up with such violence that the boys in ponchos fled as he hurried along the street with his bride, earnestly explaining to her as he went, his new-born plans.

At the same moment that this conversation was taking place, Lawrence Armstrong and Pedro  alias Conrad of the Mountains  were holding equally interesting and perhaps more earnest converse over two pots of coffee in a restaurant.

I have already told you, senhor, said Pedro, that old Ignacio followed us thus hotly, and overtook us as it happened so opportunely, for the purpose of telling me of a piece of good fortune that has just been sent to me.

True, returned Lawrence, and in the bustle of the moment when you told me I forgot to congratulate you, whatever the good fortune may be. What was it?

Good old Ignacio little knew, continued Pedro, sipping his coffee with an air of supreme contentment, what glad news I had in store for himself about my little Mariquita  the light of my eyes, the very echo of her mother! The good fortune he had to tell me of was but as a candle to the sun compared with what I had to reveal to him, for what is wealth compared with love? However, the other piece of good news is not to be sneezed at.

But what is this good news, Pedro? asked Lawrence, with a touch of impatience, for his curiosity was aroused, and Pedros mode of communicating glad tidings was not rapid.

Before he could reply their attention was attracted by the noisy and self-assertive entrance of two jovial British sailors, who, although not quite drunk, were in that condition which is styled by some people elevated  by others, debased. Whatever view may be taken of their condition, there could be only one opinion as to their effusive good-humour and universal good-will  a good-will which would probably have expanded at once into pugnacity, if any one had ventured to suggest that the couple had had more than enough of strong drink.

Now then, Bill, cried one, smiting the other with facetious violence on the back, whatll you have? Then, without waiting for a reply, he added, to the waiter, Lets have some brary-an-warer!

The brandy and water having been supplied, Bill nodded his head, cried, Heres luck, Jim, and drained his first glass. Jim responded with the briefer toast, Luck! and followed the others draining example.

Now, Ill tell you wot it is, Jim, said Bill, setting down his glass and gazing at the brandy bottle with a solemnly virtuous look, I wouldnt go for to see another bull-fight like that one we saw just before we left Monte Video, no, not if you was to give me a thousan pound down.

No more would I, responded Jim, regarding the water-jug with a virtuously indignant air.

Such dis-gusting cruelty, continued Bill. To see two strong men stand up o their own accord an hammer their two noses into somethin like plum duff, an their two daylights into one, aint more nor a ornary seaman can stand; but to see a plucky little bull set to gore an rip up a lot o poor blinded horses, with a lot o cowardly beggars eggin it on, an stickin darts all over it, an the place reekin wi blood, an the people cheerin like mad  why  it  it made me amost sea-sick, which I never was in my life yet. Bah! Pass the bottle, Jim.

Youre right, Bill, assented Jim, passing the bottle, an it made poor young Ansty sick altogether. Leastwise, I saw his good-lookin face turn amost green as he got up in a hurry like an left the place, for you know, big an well made as he is, an able to hold his own wi the best, Dick Ansty has the heart of a woman for tenderness. His only fault is that hes a tee-totaller.

Ay, a ggreat fault that, said Bill, pouring out and spilling most of another glass. I wouldnt give much for him.

You couldnt help likin him, though, if youd sailed with him as Ive done, returned Jim. Hes a reglar brick, though he dont smoke neither.

Dont smoke? exclaimed Bill, aghast. Then he aint fit for this world! Why, what does he think baccy was made for?

I dun know as to that, Bill, but I do know that hes goin to leave us. You see, hes only a sort of half-hand  worked his passage out, you know, an well he did it too, though he is only a land-lubber, bein a Cornishman, whos bin lookin arter mines o some sort ever since he was a boy. He says hes in great luck, havin fallen in wi a party as is just agoin to start for the west under a feller they call Conrad o the Mountains.

Lawrence and Pedro, who had been trying to ignore the presence of the sailors, and to converse in spite of their noise, became suddenly interested at this point, and the former glanced inquiringly at the latter.

Listen, said Pedro, in a low voice, and with a nod of intelligence.

Its a queer story, continued Jim. I heard all about it this very mornin from himself. Hed bin givin some on us a lot o good advice. You see, hes a sort of edicated chap, an got a tremendjous gift o the gab, but none of us could take offence at im, for hes such a quiet, modest feller  although he is big! Well, you must know that  that  what was I sayin?

Ppash th bottle, said Bill.

No, thats not what I was  Oh yes, I was goin to say hed bin givin us good advice, because you must know, shipmates, says he, that Ive bin in good luck on shore, havin fallen in with a most interestin man, whose right name I dont know yet, because everybody speaks of him as Conrad of the Mountains, though some calls him Pedro, and others the Rover of the Andes, and a good lot say hes a robber. But I dont care twopence what they say, for Ive seen him, and believe him to be a first-rate feller. Anyhow, hes a rich one, and has bin hirin a few men to help him to work his silver-mine, and as I know somethin about mining, he has engaged me to superintend the underground work.

You may be sure we was surprised as well as pleased to hear all this, an we pumped him, in course, a good deal, an he told us that the mine was in the Andes somewheres, at a place called Murrykeety Valley, or some such name. This Conrad had discovered the mine a good while ago, and had got an old trapper an a boy to work it, but never made much of it till a few months back, when the old man an the boy came suddenly on some rich ground, where the silver was shovelled up in buckets. In course I dont rightly know what like silver is when first got hold on. It aint in ready-made dollars, I dare say, but anyhow, they say this Conradll be as rich as a nabob; an hes got a pretty darter too, as has bin lost the most of her life, and just turned up at the same time wi the silver. I dont rightly know if they dug her up in the mine, but there she is, an shes goin up to the mountains too, so young Ansty will be in good company.

Jim, said Bill at this point, looking with unsteady solemnity at his comrade, and speaking slowly, I ddon bblieve a single word ont. Here, give us a light, an  an  pash th borle.

Rising at this point, Lawrence and Pedro left those jovial British tars to their elevating occupations.

Well, senhor, said the latter as they walked away, you have heard it all, though not just in the way I had intended!

But tell me, Pedro, is this all true?

Substantially it is as you have heard it described, only I have had more people than old Ignacio and his boy to work my silver-mine. I have had several men at it for a long time, and hitherto it has paid sufficiently well to induce me to continue the works; but when Ignacio visited it a few weeks ago, in passing on his way here to meet me, he found that a very rich lode had been found  so rich, indeed, and extensive, that there is every reason to expect what men call a fortune out of it. There is a grave, as you know, which dims for me the lustre of any fortune, but now that it has pleased the Almighty to give me back my child, I will gladly, for her sake, try to extract a little more than the mere necessaries of life out of my silver-mine. Now, my friend, added Pedro, suddenly stopping and confronting our hero with a decided air, and an earnest look, will you join me in this venture? I would not give up my lifes work here for all the mines in Peru. In order to raise the people and improve the condition of this land, I must continue to be a Rover of the Andes to the end of my days. So, as I cannot superintend extensive mining operations at the same time, I must have a manager, and I know of no one whom I should like to have associated with me half so well as Senhor Lawrence Armstrong. Will you go with me to the Mariquita Valley?

Lawrence paused a minute, with his eyes on the ground, before answering.

I am flattered by your good opinion, Pedro, he said at length, and will give you an answer to-morrow, if that will do. I never take any important step in haste. This afternoon I have an appointment with Quashy, and as the hour is near, and I promised to be very punctual, you will excuse my leaving you now.

Certainly  to-morrow will do, said Pedro, I hope to take Quashy also with me. He is a queer fellow.

He is particularly queer just now, returned Lawrence. I think his marriage with Susan has turned his brain. So, good-bye, Pedro  till to-morrow.

They shook hands heartily, and parted.

That same afternoon Quashy paid a formal visit to Manuela at her fathers residence in the suburbs of Buenos Ayres, and told her, with a visage elongated to the uttermost, and eyes in which solemnity sat enthroned, that a very sick man in the country wanted to see her immediately before he died.

Dear me, Quashy, said Manuela, an expression of sympathy appearing at once on her fine eyebrows, who is it? what is his name? and why does he send for me?

I cant tell you his name, miss. Is not allowed. But its a bad case, an it will be awrful if he should die widout seein you. Youd better be quick, miss, an Ill promise to guide you safe, an take great care ob you.

That I know you will, Quashy. I can trust you. Ill order my horse im

De hoss am at de door aready, miss. I order im afore I come here.

Manuela could not restrain a little laugh at the cool presumption of her sable friend, as she ran out of the room to get ready.

A few minutes more and the pair were cantering through the streets in the direction of the western suburbs of the town.




Chapter Thirty.

The Last.

We regret to have to record the fact that Quashys deep-laid schemes in behalf of Manuela and the sick man miscarried.

That same night, by the light of the full moon, he revealed to Susan his account of the affair, with a visage in which the solemnity of the wondering eyes seemed to absorb the expression of all the other features.

Soozn, he said, de white folk is past my comprenshin altogidder, an I hant got words to tell you how tankful I am dat you an me was born black.

Das true, Quash. Wes got reasin to rejoice. But what went wrong?

What went wrong? why, my lub, eberyting went wrong. Look here, dis was de way ob it. When me an Miss Manuela got to de place whar I had fix on, dar was de lub-sick man sure nuff, an you may bliebe he look stonished to see Manuela, but he wasnt half so stonished as me at de way dey hoed on. What dee tink dey dooed, Soozn?

Dun know. Spose dey run into each oders arms, an hab a dance round  like me an you.

Nuffin ob de sort. I wouldnt hab bin suprised at dat at all. No, arter de fust look o suprise, Massa Lawrence looked orkerd, an Miss Manuela looked orkerder!

It had bin in my mind, continued Quashy, arter I had bring em togidder, to turn about, an enter into conbersation wid my hoss  whats pritty well used to my talk by dis time  but when I see how tings went, I forgot to turn about, so ob course I heard an sawd.

You wasnt innercent dat time, Quashy.

I dint say I was, Soozn, but I count help it. Well, Massa Lawrence, whos too much of a man to remain orkerd long, goes up to Miss Manuela wid a leetle smile, an holds out his hand. She shakes it quite gently-like, zif dey was ony noo acquaintances jest interdooced. Ob course I dint hear rightly all dey said

Ha! wantin to keep up a leetle innercence?

Jest so, Soozn, but I couldnt help hearin a good deal  someting like dis:  

Says Massa Lawrence, says he, Arternoon, Miss Muchbunks. Ditto to you, sir, says Manuela

No, she didnt say dat, interrupted Susan, with decision.

Well, no, praps not zactly dat, Soozn, but suffin wid de same meanin. You know it int possible for me to speak like dem. An dey bof seemed to hab got deir go-to-meetin langwidge on  all stiff an stuck up grammar, same zif dey was at school. Well, arter de speech about de wedder, dey bof blushed  I could see dat, dough I was tryin hard not to look,  and dey was so long silent dat I begin to tink ob offerin to help, when Massa Lawrence he plucked up heart all ob a suddent, an went in like a good un.

Manuela, says he, quite bold-like, I promised your fadder dat I would not make any tempt to meet you before leabing for de mountains, an I hab faitfully striben to keep dat promise. It is by mere chance, I assure you, dat I hab meet you here now, and I would not, for all de wurl break my word to your fadder. But as chance hab trown you in my way, it cannot be wrong to tell you  what you knows aready  dat I lub you, and dat, God permittin, I will return ere long to Buenos Ayres. Farewell.

Wid dat he wheel round, zif he was afraid to trust hisself to say more, an went off at full gallop.

An what did Miss Manuela say? asked Susan.

She say noting  not one word  ony she smile a leetle, an kiss her hand to him when he hoed away. It passes my comprenshin, kite. An as we rode home she says to me, says she, Quashy, yous a good boy! I bery near say to her, Manuela, yous a bad gurl, but I dint feel kite up to dat.

Quashy, youre a fool, said Susan, abruptly.

Das no news, returned the amiable man, Is said dat ob myself ober an ober again since Is growed up. De ony time I feel kite sure I wasnt a fool was de time I falled in lub wid you, Soozn.

As the negros account of this inflecting and parting was substantially correct, we feel indisposed to add more to it, except to say that our hero stuck manfully to his resolve, and finally went off to the distant valley in the Andes without again meeting the Inca princess.

He was accompanied by Pedro and his daughter, Quashy and Susan, Ignacio, the old hunter, and his boy, as well as Spotted Tiger. In addition to these there was a pretty large following  some engaged in the service of Pedro, others taking advantage of the escort. Among them were Dick Ansty, the Cornish youth, Antonio, the ex-bandit, and the English sportsman with  aw  his friend.

It is not our purpose to drag the patient reader a second time over the rolling Pampas, or to introduce him to the mysteries of silver-mining in the Andes. Our end shall be sufficiently explained by stating the fact that as Lawrence was faithful to his promise to Colonel Marchbanks, he was not less faithful to his promise to the daughter.

A year had barely elapsed when he found himself once again in Buenos Ayres, with the faithful Quashy at his side, and presented himself before the old colonel, not now as a beggar, but as part owner of one of the richest silver-mines in Peru.

Colonel Marchbanks, although a prudent man, was by no means avaricious.

The chief bar which prevented my listening to your proposal, he said to Lawrence at their first interview, is now removed, but I have yet to learn from my daughters own lips that she will have you. I have carefully avoided the subject from the very first, because I have no faith whatever in forcing, or even leading, the affections of a young girl. And let me tell you flatly, young senhor, that your being the richest man in Peru, and the greatest man as well, would not influence me so much as the weight of a feather, if Manuela does not care for you. So, you will prepare yourself to abide as well as you can by her final decision.

I am prepared to abide by Manuelas decision, replied Lawrence, with what may be termed a modest smile.

Pon my word, young man, you seem to be unwarrantably sure of your position, said the colonel, somewhat sternly. However, you have heard all I mean to say on the subject just now. Leave me, and return here in the evening.

When Lawrence was gone, the old soldier found his daughter in a tastefully arranged closet which she called her boudoir, the miniature glass-door of which opened on a luxuriant garden, where wood, water, sunshine, and herbage, wild and tame, seemed to revel for the mastery.

That young fellow Armstrong has come back, said the old man, abruptly.

I know it, was Manuelas brief reply. She did not look up, being too busily engaged at the moment in the hideously commonplace act of darning the smallest possible hole in one of her dear little stockings.

You know it, child?

Yes, father.

Do you also know that he has just been here, and formally asked your hand in marriage?

Yes, father, I know it.

Why, child, how could you know that? You surely have not been tempted to  to condescend to eavesdropping?

No, father, I have not condescended to that, but I have heard it on the best authority. Have you not yourself just told me?

Oh  ah  well, exclaimed the stern man, relaxing into a smile in spite of himself, as he observed the calm, quiet, earnest way in which that princess of the Incas applied herself to the reparation of that little hole. Now Manuela, my darling, continued the colonel, changing his tone and manner suddenly as he sat down beside her and put a hand lovingly on her shoulder, you know that I would not for all the world permit, or induce you to do anything that would risk your happiness. I now come to ask you seriously if you  if you are in  in short, if you admire this young fellow.

Instead of answering, Manuela, while searching carefully for any other little hole that might have been made, or that was on the eve of being made, by any other little toe, asked the astounding question  

Is he rich, father?

A mixture of surprise and annoyance marked the old mans tone and look as he replied  

Why, what has that got to do with it?

Have you not over and over again warned me, father, to beware of those gay young fellows who havent got two sixpences to rub against each other, but have presumption enough to trifle with the affections of all the silly girls in the world. And are you sorry that I should have laid your lessons to heart?

Tut, child, dont talk nonsense. Whether he is rich or poor is a mere matter of moonshine. The question I have to settle just now is  Are you fond of him?

Well, no, father, I cant exactly say that I

I knew it! I was sure of it! The presumptuous puppy! shouted the old man of war, jumping up, overturning a work-table with its innumerable contents, and striding towards the door.

Stay, father! said Manuela, in a tone that military discipline forbade him to disobey, and holding out both her hands with an air and grace that love forbade him to resist. I dont admire him, and Im not fond of him, continued the Inca princess, vehemently, as she grasped her parents hands; these terms are ridiculously inadequate. I love him, father  I adore him  I

She stopped abruptly, for a noise at the glass-door caused her to turn her eyes in that direction. It was Quashy, who stood there staring at them with all his eyes, and grinning at them with more than all his mouth  to say nothing of his ears!

You black baboon! shouted the colonel, when able to speak.

Oh, nebber mind me, kurnel, said Quashy, with a deprecatory air, skuse me. Is ony habin a stroll in de gardin an come here kite by haxidint. Go on wid your leetle game, an nebber mind me. Is ony a nigger.

Colonel Marchbanks could not decide whether to laugh or storm. Manuela decided the question for him by inviting the negro to enter, which he did with humble urbanity.

Shake hands with him, father. Hes only a nigger, as he says, but hes one of the very best and bravest and most faithful niggers that I ever had to do with.

Yous bery good, Miss  amost as good as Soozn.

Oh, well, have it all your own way, cried the colonel, becoming reckless, and shaking the negros hand heartily; I surrender. Lawrence will dine with us this evening, Manuela, so youd better see to having covers laid for three  or, perhaps, for four. It may be that Senhor Quashy will honour us with

Tankee, kurnel, yous bery kind, but Is got a prebious engagement.

A previous engagement, eh? repeated the colonel, much tickled with the excuse.

Yes, kurnel; got to tend upon Massa Lawrence; but if youll allow me to stan behind his chair an wait, Ill be much pleased to listen to all you says, an put in a word now an den if you chooses.

And so, good reader, all things came about as the little princess of the Incas had arranged, long before, in her own self-willed little mind. Shall we trouble you with the details? Certainly not. That would be almost an insult to your understanding.

But we will trouble you to mount one of the fleetest steeds of the Pampas and fly with us over the mighty plains into the wildest regions of the Andes.

Though wild, we need not tell you that it is a lovely region, for you have been there already. It is the Mariquita Valley. No longer a silent wilderness, however, as when we saw it last, for, not very long after the events which we have just described, Lawrence Armstrong and his blooming bride, accompanied by the white-haired colonel and the irrepressible Quashy, and another band of miners and selected emigrants, entered that valley in a sort of triumphal procession, and were met and escorted to the head of it by another triumphal procession, which was under the command of Conrad of the Mountains, whose pretty daughter was the first to welcome Manuela to her new home.

But now dismount. Put on these wings and soar with us to the brow of yonder cliff, from which we can have a grand birds-eye view of the vale almost from its entrance to the point where it is lost and absorbed in the majestic recesses of the higher Andes.

See you yon cottage-like edifice, close to Pedros old home, with the rustic porch in front, and the well-stocked garden around? That is the residence of the overseer of the silver-mine, Lawrence Armstrong, Esquire. The residence as well as the garden is well-stocked; for we have ventured to gallop with you over Time as well as Space  one result being that there are at least three descendants of the Incas, (by the mothers side), romping in the garden.

On that mound a little way on the other side of Pedros cottage stands another building. It resembles the home of Lawrence, but with enough of difference to afford the charm of variety. It is the home of the fine young Cornish youth who worked his way across the sea as a sailor, and accompanied Pedro to the mountains. That trip effectually settled his business, and resulted in the conversion of Mariquita into Mrs Ansty. The change may not strike ordinary readers as being very romantic, but it was attended with much felicity.

In the small clump of wood just behind Pedros cottage  where you see the lakelet or tarn glittering in the sunlight, and sending its infant waters to brawl over the neighbouring precipices and scamper down the valley  stands a group of huts. These form the homes of Ignacio, the old hunter, and Spotted Tiger with his family. Ignacio, you see,  still tough and straight, as though he had made up his mind to live and hunt for ever  has a strange power of attracting men to him, and has induced his Indian friend to forsake his old home in the low grounds and dwell with him in the mountains. Of course Spotted Tiger has brought his wife with him, and Leetle Cub, (no longer little), and all the other cubs, including poor Manca, the sick girl, who  thanks to Dr Armstrongs skill, and change of scene, and Gods blessing on all  is no longer sick, but, on the contrary, robust and grateful.

Strange to say, our English sportsman is living with Ignacio just now, with several sporting friends. He has been back to England and out again since we last saw him, and goes aw-ing all over the settlement with as much nonchalance and latent vigour as ever  when not better engaged with Ignacio and Spotted Tiger, and Leetle Cub, in the mountains.

In Lawrences garden, among the romping descendants of the Incas, (by the mothers side), may be seen four whitey-brown creatures. These are the children of Quashy and Susan. Two of them are little Quashys and two are little Soozns. They are not, of course, all named so, but Quashy says if he had fifty little bustin gurls hed regard em all as little Soozns, and Susan retorts that if she had five hundred little bad boys shed call em all Quashys. They dwell in a small hut in rear of the cottage of Massa Lawrence, for Quashy is his gardener and Soozn his washerwoman, and the little Quashys and Soozns are playmates of the little Incas, (by the mothers side).

Antonio, the ex-bandit, is assistant gardener to the Armstrongs, and it is said that that once ferocious man has become so changed under the influence of Christian treatment, that he not only serves his master faithfully, but has even made more than one attempt to rescue an old enemy named Cruz from his evil ways. He has not yet been successful, but he is strong in faith and hope. Colonel Marchbanks, who has finally retired from the army, dwells with the Armstrongs, and has organised the miners and settlers into a local force of which he is the chief.

For the place has grown much of late in importance as well as in numbers, and in such a wild region there is need for defensive arrangements. It has other arrangements, also, of a much more important kind in which the Word of God plays the chief part, and Conrad of the Mountains lends a helping hand. That earnest rover has built a church and a schoolhouse, and, when at home, does what in him lies to advance the cause of true religion and education. But he has not ceased to wander in the mountains. True to his instincts as a reformer and lover of mankind, he visits with ceaseless activity the great and widely separated centres of population in South America, never losing sight of the great object he has set before him in the amelioration of the condition of the people.

Most people think him a mysterious madman. Some, who know him well, think him an over-sanguine enthusiast, but all agree in regarding him as a calm, gentle, amiable man, with a determination of purpose that nothing can turn aside, and with an intense desire for the welfare and advancement of the country which Mariquita the elder called her native land. Indeed it is thought by some that Pedro must have made to his wife some pledge or promise with reference to that subject, but no one can ascertain the truth of that now.

There is ground for this belief, however, for, as we sit on our perch, overlooking the valley, we see this Pedro, this Conrad of the Mountains, seated in the bower on the mound behind his dwelling, resting contemplatively at the well-loved spot, after one of his periodical returns. Mariquita the younger is beside him. They are both looking earnestly at the grave, and conversing about the time when they shall once again meet the lost one by the side of Jesus in the better land.

Till that day came, Pedro continued unflinchingly to prosecute his self-imposed task, whatever it might be. Whether or what success attended his efforts we cannot tell; yet have we reason to hope that his labour was not in vain. But of this much we are certainly sure, that, to the end of his days on earth he continued to be known as the Rover of the Andes; and when Death  at last  overtook him and arrested his benignant course, it found him advancing with trembling steps towards the old place, and closed with him, finally, as he pillowed his head on Mariquitas grave.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Honesty is the best policy, Tom, you may depend on it, said a youth to his companion, one afternoon, as they walked along the margin of one of those brawling rivulets which, born amid the snows of the Rocky Mountain peaks, run a wild and plunging course of many miles before finding comparative rest in the celebrated goldfields of Oregon.

I dont agree with you, Fred, said Tom, sternly; and I dont believe in the proverb you have quoted. The worlds maxims are not all gospel.

You are right, Tom; many of them are false; nevertheless, some are founded on gospel truth.

It matters not, returned Tom, angrily. I have made up my mind to get back from that big thief Gashford what he has stolen from me, for it is certain that he cheated at play, though I could not prove it at the time. It is impossible to get it back by fair means, and I hold it quite allowable to steal from a thief, especially when that which you take is your own.

Fred Westly shook his head, but did not reply. Many a time had he reasoned with his friend, Tom Brixton, about the sin of gambling, and urged him to be content with the result of each days digging for gold, but his words had no effect. Young Brixton had resolved to make a fortune rapidly. He laboured each day with pick and shovel with the energy of a hero and the dogged perseverance of a navvy, and each night he went to Lantrys store to increase his gains by gambling. As a matter of course his luck, as he called it, varied. Sometimes he returned to the tent which he shared with his friend Westly, depressed, out of humour, and empty-handed. At other times he made his appearance flushed with success  occasionally, also, with drink,  and flung down a heavy bag of golden nuggets as the result of his evenings play. Ultimately, when under the influence of drink, he staked all that he had in the world, except his clothes and tools, to a man named Gashford, who was noted for his size, strength of body, and utter disregard of God and man. As Brixton said, Gashford had cheated him at play, and this had rendered the ruined man unusually savage.

The sun was down when the two friends entered their tent and began to pull off their muddy boots, while a little man in a blue flannel shirt and a brown wide-awake busied himself in the preparation of supper.

What have you got for us to-night, Paddy? asked Westly.

Salt pork it is, said the little man, looking up with a most expressive grin; the best o victuals when theres nothin better. Bein in a luxurious frame o mind when I was up at the store, I bought a few split-pays for seasonin; but it comes hard on a man to spind his gould on sitch things when his lucks down. Youve not done much to-day, I see, by the looks of ye.

Right, Paddy, said Tom Brixton, with a harsh laugh; weve done nothing  absolutely nothing. See, there is my days work.

He pulled three small grains of gold, each about the size of a pea, from his trousers pocket, and flung them contemptuously into a washing-pan at his elbow.

Sure, we wont make our fortins fast at that rate, said Paddy, or Patrick Flinders.

This wont help it much, said Westly, with a mingled smile and sigh, as he added a small nugget and a little gold-dust to the pile.

Ah! then, havent I forgot the shuggar for the tay; but Ive not got far to go for to get it. Just kape stirrin the pot, Mister Westly, Ill be back in a minit.

Tom, said Westly, when their comrade had gone out, dont give way to angry feelings. Do try, like a good fellow, to look at things in a philosophical light, since you object to a religious one. Rightly or wrongly, Gashford has won your gold. Well, take heart and dig away. You know I have saved a considerable sum, the half of which is at your service to

Do you suppose, interrupted the other sharply, that I will consent to become a beggar?

No, replied Westly, but there is no reason why you should not consent to accept an offer when it is made to you by an old chum. Besides, I offer the money on loan, the only condition being that you wont gamble it away.

Fred, returned Brixton, impressively, I must gamble with it if I take it. I can no more give up gambling than I can give up drinking. Im a doomed man, my boy; doomed to be either a millionaire or a madman!

The glittering eyes and wild expression of the youth while he spoke induced his friend to fear that he was already the latter.

Oh! Tom, my dear fellow, he said, God did not doom you. If your doom is fixed, you have yourself fixed it.

Now, Fred, returned the other impatiently, dont bore me with your religious notions. Religion is all very well in the old country, but it wont work at all here at the diggins.

My experience has proved the contrary, returned Westly, for religion  or, rather, God  has saved me from drink and gaming.

If it be God who has saved you, why has He not saved me? demanded Brixton.

Because that mysterious and incomprehensible power of Free Will stands in your way. In the exercise of your free will you have rejected God, therefore the responsibility rests with yourself. If you will now call upon Him, life will, by His Holy Spirit, enable you to accept salvation through Jesus Christ.

No use, Fred, no use, said Tom, shaking his head. When you and I left England, three years ago, I might have believed and trusted as you do, but its too late now  too late I say, so dont worry me with your solemn looks and sermons. My minds made up, I tell you. With these three paltry little lumps of gold Ill gamble at the store to-night with Gashford. Ill double the stake every game. If I win, well  if not, Ill

He stopped abruptly, because at that moment Paddy Flinders re-entered with the sugar; possibly, also, because he did not wish to reveal all his intentions.

That night there was more noise, drinking, and gambling than usual at Lantrys store, several of the miners having returned from a prospecting trip into the mountains with a considerable quantity of gold.

Loudest among the swearers, deepest among the drinkers, and most reckless among the gamblers was Gashford the bully, as he was styled. He had just challenged any one present to play when Brixton entered the room.

We will each stake all that we own on a single chance, he said, looking round. Come, thats fair, aint it? for you know Ive got lots of dust.

There was a general laugh, but no one would accept the challenge  which Brixton had not heard  though he heard the laugh that followed. Many of the diggers, especially the poorer ones, would have gladly taken him up if they had not been afraid of the consequences if successful.

Well, boys, I couldnt make a fairer offer  all I possess against all that any other man owns, though it should only be half an ounce of gold, said the bully, tossing off a glass of spirits.

Done! I accept your challenge, cried Tom Brixton, stepping forward.

You! exclaimed Gashford, with a look of contempt; why, youve got nothing to stake. I cleaned you out yesterday.

I have this to stake, said Tom, holding out the three little nuggets of gold which he had found that day. It is all that I possess, and it is more than half an ounce, which you mentioned as the lowest youd play for.

Well, Ill stick to what I said, growled Gashford, if it be half an ounce. Come, Lantry, get out your scales.

The storekeeper promptly produced the little balance which he used for weighing gold-dust, and the diggers crowded round with much interest to watch, while Lantry, with a show of unwonted care, dusted the scales, and put the three nuggets therein.

Three-quarters of an ounce, said the storekeeper, when the balance ceased to vibrate.

Come along, then, an lets have another glass of grog for luck, cried Gashford, striking his huge fist on the counter.

A throw of the dice was to decide the matter. While Lantry, who was appointed to make the throw, rattled the dice in the box, the diggers crowded round in eager curiosity, for, besides the unusual disparity between the stakes, there was much probability of a scene of violence as the result, Brixton having displayed a good deal of temper when he lost to the bully on the previous day.

Lost! exclaimed several voices in disappointed tones, when the dice fell on the table.

Whos lost? cried those in the rear of the crowd.

Tom Brixton, to be sure, answered Gashford, with a laugh. He always loses; but its no great loss this time, and I am not much the richer.

There was no response to this sally. Every one looked at Brixton, expecting an outburst of rage, but the youth stood calmly contemplating the dice with an absent look, and a pleasant smile on his lips.

Yes, he said, recovering himself, luck is indeed against me. But never mind. Lets have a drink, Lantry; youll have to give it me on credit this time!

Lantry professed himself to be quite willing to oblige an old customer to that extent. He could well afford it, he said; and it was unquestionable truth that he uttered, for his charges were exorbitant.

That night, when the camp was silent in repose, and the revellers were either steeped in oblivion or wandering in golden dreams, Tom Brixton sauntered slowly down to the river at a point where it spread out into a lakelet, in which the moon was brightly reflected. The overhanging cliffs, fringed with underwood and crowned with trees, shot reflections of ebony blackness here and there down into the water, while beyond, through several openings, could be seen a varied and beautiful landscape, backed and capped by the snow-peaks of the great backbone of America.

It was a scene fitted to solemnise and soften, but it had no such influence on Tom Brixton, who did not give it even a passing thought though he stood with folded arms and contracted brows, gazing at it long and earnestly. After a time he began to mutter to himself in broken sentences.

Fred is mistaken  must be mistaken. There is no law here. Law must be taken into ones own hands. It cannot be wrong to rob a robber. It is not robbery to take back ones own. Foul means are admissible when fair  yet it is a sneaking thing to do! Ha! who said it was sneaking? (He started and thrust his hands through his hair.) Bah! Lantry, your grog is too fiery. It was the grog that spoke, not conscience. Pooh! I dont believe in conscience. Come, Tom, dont be a fool, but go and  Mother! What has she got to do with it? Lantrys fire-water didnt bring her to my mind. No, it is Fred, confound him! Hes always suggesting what she would say in circumstances which she has never been in and could not possibly understand. And he worries me on the plea that he promised her to stick by me through evil report and good report. I suppose that means through thick and thin. Well, hes a good fellow is Fred, but weak. Yes, Ive made up my mind to do it and I will do it.

He turned hastily as he spoke, and was soon lost in the little belt of woodland that lay between the lake and the miners camp.

It pleased Gashford to keep his gold in a huge leathern bag, which he hid in a hole in the ground within his tent during the day, and placed under his pillow during the night. It pleased him also to dwell and work alone, partly because he was of an unsociable disposition, and partly to prevent men becoming acquainted with his secrets.

There did not seem to be much fear of the big miners secrets being discovered, for Lynch law prevailed in the camp at that time, and it was well known that death was the usual punishment for theft. It was also well known that Gashford was a splendid shot with the revolver, as well as a fierce, unscrupulous man. But strong drink revealed that which might have otherwise been safe. When in his cups Gashford sometimes became boastful, and gave hints now and then which were easily understood. Still his gold was safe, for, apart from the danger of the attempt to rob the bully, it would have been impossible to discover the particular part of his tent-floor in which the hole was dug, and, as to venturing to touch his pillow while his shaggy head rested on it, no one was daring enough to contemplate such an act although there were men there capable of doing almost anything.

Here again, however, strong drink proved to be the big miners foe. Occasionally, though not often, Gashford drank so deeply as to become almost helpless, and, after lying down in his bed, sank into a sleep so profound that it seemed as if he could not have been roused even with violence.

He was in this condition on the night in which his victim made up his mind to rob him. Despair and brandy had united to render Brixton utterly reckless; so much so, that instead of creeping stealthily towards his enemys tent, an act which would probably have aroused the suspicion of a light sleeper, he walked boldly up, entered it, raised Gashfords unconscious head with one hand, pulled out the bag of gold with the other, put it on his shoulder, and coolly marched out of the camp. The audacity of the deed contributed largely to its success.

Great was the rage and consternation of Gashford when he awoke the following morning and found that his treasure had disappeared. Jumping at once to the conclusion that it had been stolen by Brixton, he ran to that youths tent and demanded to know where the thief had gone to.

What do you mean by the thief? asked Fred Westly, with misgiving at his heart.

I mean your chum, Tom Brixton, shouted the enraged miner.

How do you know hes a thief? asked Westly.

I didnt come here to be asked questions by you, said Gashford. Where has he gone to, I say?

I dont know.

Thats a lie! roared the miner, clenching his fist in a threatening manner.

Poor Tom! I wish I did know where you have gone! said Fred, shaking his head sadly as he gazed on the floor, and taking no notice whatever of the threatening action of his visitor.

Look here now, Westly, said Gashford, in a low suppressed voice, shutting the curtain of the tent and drawing a revolver from his pocket, you know something about this matter, and you know me. If you dont tell me all you know and where your chum has bolted to, Ill blow your brains out as sure as theres a God in heaven.

I thought, said Westly, quietly, and without the slightest symptom of alarm, you held the opinion that there is no God and no heaven.

Come, young fellow, none o your religious chaff, but answer my question.

Nothing is farther from my thoughts than chaffing you, returned Westly, gently, and if the mere mention of Gods name is religion, then you may claim to be one of the most religious men at the diggings, for you are constantly praying Him to curse people. I have already answered your question, and can only repeat that I dont know where my friend Brixton has gone to. But let me ask, in turn, what has happened to you?

There was no resisting the earnest sincerity of Freds look and tone, to say nothing of his cool courage. Gashford felt somewhat abashed in spite of himself.

What has happened to me? he repeated, bitterly. The worst that could happen has happened. My gold has been stolen, and your chum is the man who has cribbed it. I know that as well as if I had seen him do it. But Ill hunt him down and have it out of him with interest; with interest, mark you  if I should have to go to the ends o the arth to find him.

Without another word Gashford thrust the revolver into his pocket, flung aside the tent curtain, and strode away.

Meanwhile Tom Brixton, with the gold in a game-bag slung across his shoulder, was speeding down the valley, or mountain gorge, at the head of which the Pine Tree Diggings lay, with all the vigour and activity of youthful strength, but with none of the exultation that might be supposed to characterise a successful thief. On the contrary, a weight like lead seemed to lie on his heart, and the faces of his mother and his friend, Fred Westly, seemed to flit before him continually, gazing at him with sorrowful expression. As the fumes of the liquor which he had drunk began to dissipate, the shame and depression of spirit increased, and his strength, great though it was, began to give way.

By that time, however, he had placed many a mile between him and the camp where he had committed the robbery. The valley opened into a wide, almost boundless stretch of comparatively level land, covered here and there with forests so dense, that, once concealed in their recesses, it would be exceedingly difficult if not impossible, for white men to trace him, especially men who were so little acquainted with woodcraft as the diggers. Besides this, the region was undulating in form, here and there, so that from the tops of many of the eminences, he could see over the whole land, and observe the approach of enemies without being himself seen.

Feeling, therefore, comparatively safe, he paused in his mad flight, and went down on hands and knees to take a long drink at a bubbling spring. Rising, refreshed, with a deep sigh, he slowly mounted to the top of a knoll which was bathed at the time in the first beams of the rising sun.

From the spot he obtained a view of intermingled forest, prairie, lake, and river, so resplendent that even his mind was for a moment diverted from its gloomy introspections, and a glance of admiration shot from his eyes and chased the wrinkles from his brow; but the frown quickly returned, and the glorious landscape was forgotten as the thought of his dreadful condition returned with overwhelming power.

Up to that day Tom Brixton, with all his faults, had kept within the circle of the worlds laws. He had been well trained in boyhood, and, with the approval of his mother, had left England for the Oregon goldfields in company with a steady, well-principled friend, who had been a playmate in early childhood and at school. The two friends had experienced during three years the varying fortune of a diggers life; sometimes working for long periods successfully, and gradually increasing their pile; at other times toiling day after day for nothing and living on their capital, but on the whole, making what men called a good thing of it until Tom took to gambling, which, almost as a matter of course, led to drinking. The process of demoralisation had continued until, as we have seen, the boundary line was at last overstepped, and he had become a thief and an outlaw.

At that period and in those diggings Judge Lynch  in other words, off-hand and speedy justice by the community of miners  was the order of the day, and, as stealing had become exasperatingly common, the penalty appointed was death, the judges being, in most cases, the prompt executioners.

Tom Brixton knew well what his fate would be if captured, and this unquestionably filled him with anxiety, but it was not this thought that caused him, as he reclined on the sunny knoll, to spurn the bag of gold with his foot.

Trash! he exclaimed, bitterly, repeating the kick.

But the love of gold had taken deep root in the fallen youths heart. After a brief rest he arose, slung the trash over his shoulder, and, descending the knoll, quickly disappeared in the glades of the forests.




Chapter Two.

While Brixton was hurrying with a guilty conscience deeper and deeper into the dark woods which covered the spur of the mountains in the neighbourhood of Pine Tree Diggings, glancing back nervously from time to time as if he expected the pursuers to be close at his heels, an enemy was advancing to meet him in front, of whom he little dreamed.

A brown bear, either enjoying his morning walk or on the look-out for breakfast, suddenly met him face to face, and stood up on its hind legs as if to have a good look at him.

Tom was no coward; indeed he was gifted with more than an average amount of animal courage. He at once levelled his rifle at the creatures breast and fired. The bear rushed at him, nevertheless, as if uninjured. Drawing his revolver, Tom discharged two shots before the monster reached him. All three shots had taken effect but bears are noted for tenacity of life, and are frequently able to fight a furious battle after being mortally wounded. The rifle ball had touched its heart, and the revolver bullets had gone deep into its chest, yet it showed little sign of having been hurt.

Knowing full well the fate that awaited him if he stood to wrestle with a bear, the youth turned to run, but the bear was too quick for him. It struck him on the back and felled him to the earth.

Strange to say, at that moment Tom Brixtons ill-gotten gains stood him in good stead. There can be no question that the bears tremendous claws would have sunk deep into the youths back, and probably broken his spine, if they had not been arrested by the bag of gold which was slung at his back. Although knocked down and slightly stunned, Brixton was still unwounded, and, even in the act of falling, had presence of mind to draw his long knife and plunge it up to the haft in the creatures side, at the same time twisting himself violently round so as to fall on his back and thus face the foe.

In this position, partly owing to the form of the ground, the bear found it difficult to grasp its opponent in its awful embrace, but it held him with its claws and seized his left shoulder with its teeth. This rendered the use of the revolver impossible, but fortunately Brixtons right arm was still free, and he drove the keen knife a second time deep into the animals sides. Whether mortal or not, the wound did not immediately kill. Tom felt that his hour was come, and a deadly fear came over him as the thought of death, his recent life, and judgment, flashed through his brain. He drew out the knife, however, to make another desperate thrust. The bears great throat was close over his face. He thought of its jugular vein, and made a deadly thrust at the spot where he imagined that to run.

Instantly a flood of warm blood deluged his face and breast; at the same time he felt as if some dreadful weight were pressing him to death. Then consciousness forsook him.

While this desperate fight was going on, the miners of Pine Tree camp were scouring the woods in all directions in search of the fugitive. As we have said, great indignation was felt at that time against thieves, because some of them had become very daring, and cases of theft were multiplying. Severe penalties had been imposed on the culprits by the rest of the community without curing the evil. At last death was decided on as the penalty for any act of theft, however trifling it might be. That these men were in earnest was proved by the summary execution of the next two offenders who were caught. Immediately after that thieving came to an abrupt end, insomuch that if you had left a bag of gold on an exposed place, men would have gone out of their way to avoid it!

One can understand, therefore, the indignation that was roused in the camp when Tom Brixton revived the practice in such a cool and impudent manner. It was felt that, despite his being a favourite with many of the diggers, he must be made an example. Pursuit was, therefore, organised on an extensive scale and in a methodical manner. Among others, his friend Fred Westly took part in it.

It cost those diggers something thus to give up the exciting work of gold-finding for a chase that promised to occupy time and tax perseverance. Some of them even refused to join in it, but on the whole the desire for vengeance seemed general.

Bully Gashford, as he did not object to be called, was, in virtue of his size, energy, and desperate character, tacitly appointed leader. Indeed he would have assumed that position if it had not been accorded to him, for he was made of that stuff which produces either heroes of the highest type or scoundrels of the deepest dye. He arranged that the pursuers should proceed in a body to the mouth of the valley, and there, dividing into several parties, scatter themselves abroad until they should find the thiefs trail and then follow it up. As the miners were not much accustomed to following trails, they engaged the services of several Indians who chanced to be at the camp at that time.

What direction dye think its likely your precious chum has taken? asked Gashford, turning abruptly to Fred Westly when the different parties were about to start.

It is impossible for me to tell.

I know that, retorted Gashford, with a scowl and something of a sneer, but it aint impossible for you to guess. However, it will do as well if you tell me which party you intend to join.

I shall join that which goes to the south-west, replied Westly.

Well, then, I will join that which goes to the south-east, returned the bully, shouldering his rifle. Go ahead, you red reptile, he added, giving a sign to the Indian at the head of the party he had selected to lead.

The Indian at once went off at a swinging walk, amounting almost to a trot. The others followed suit and the forest soon swallowed them all in its dark embrace.

In making this selection Gashford had fallen into a mistake not uncommon among scoundrels  that of judging other men by themselves. He knew that Westly was fond of his guilty friend, and concluded that he would tell any falsehood or put the pursuers on any false scent that might favour his escape. He also guessed  and he was fond of guessing  that Fred would answer his question by indicating the direction which he thought it most probable his friend had not taken. In these guesses he was only to a small extent right. Westly did indeed earnestly hope that his friend would escape; for he deemed the intended punishment of death most unjustly severe, and, knowing intimately the character and tendencies of Tom Brixtons mind and tastes, he had a pretty shrewd guess as to the direction he had taken, but, so far from desiring to throw the pursuers off the scent his main anxiety was to join the party which he thought most likely to find the fugitive  if they should find him at all  in order that he might be present to defend him from sudden or unnecessary violence.

Of course Paddy Flinders went with the same party, and we need scarcely add that the little Irishman sympathised with Fred.

Dee think its likely well cotch im? he asked, in a whisper, on the evening of that day, as they went rapidly through the woods together, a little in rear of their party.

It is difficult to say, answered Westly. I earnestly hope not; indeed I think not, for Tom has had a good start; but the search is well organised, and there are bloodthirsty, indignant, and persevering men among the various parties, who wont be easily baffled. Still Tom is a splendid runner. We may depend on having a long chase before we come up with him.

Ah, then, its glad I am that ye think so, sor, returned Paddy, for Ive been afeard Mister Tom hadnt got quite so much go in him, since he tuk to gambling and drinkin.

Look here, Paddy, exclaimed his companion, stopping abruptly, and pointing to the ground, are not these the footprints of one of your friends?

Sure its a bar, said the little man, going down on his knees to examine the footprints in question with deep interest.

Flinders was a remarkably plucky little man, and one of his great ambitions was to meet with a bear, when alone, and slay it single-handed. His ambition had not up to that time, been gratified, fortunately for himself, for he was a bad shot and exceedingly reckless, two qualities which would probably have insured his own destruction if he had had his wish.

Lets go after it, Mister Westly, he said, springing to his feet with an excited look.

Nonsense, it is probably miles off by this time; besides, we should lose our party.

Niver a taste, sor; we could soon overhaul them agin. An wont they have to camp at sundown anyhow? Moreover, if we dont come up wi the bar in a mile or so we can give it up.

No, no, Paddy, we must not fall behind. At least, I must not; but you may go after it alone if you choose.

Well, I will, sor. Sure its not ivery day I git the chance; an theres no fear o ye overhaulin Mister Tom this night. Well have to slape over it, Ill be bound. Just tell the boys Ill be after them in no time.

So saying Paddy shouldered his rifle, felt knife and axe to make sure of their being safe in his belt, and strode away in the track of the bear.

He had not gone above a quarter of a mile when he came to the spot where the mortal combat had taken place, and found Tom Brixton and the bear dead  as he imagined  on the blood-stained turf.

He uttered a mighty cry, partly to relieve his feelings and partly to recall his friend. The imprudence of this flashed upon him when too late, for others, besides Fred, might have heard him.

But Tom Brixton was not dead. Soon after the dying bear had fallen on him, he recovered consciousness, and shaking himself clear of the carcass with difficulty had arisen; but, giddiness returning, he lay down, and while in this position, overcome with fatigue, had fallen asleep. Paddys shout aroused him. With a sense of deadly peril hanging over him he leaped up and sprang on the Irishman.

Hallo, Paddy! he cried, checking himself, and endeavouring to wipe from his face some of the clotted blood with which he had been deluged. You here? Are you alone?

Its wishin that I was, replied the little man, looking round anxiously. Mister Fred ll be here drectly, sor  an  an I hope thatll be all. But its alive ye are, is it? An didnt I take ye for dead. Oh! Mister Brixton, theres more blood on an about ye, I do belave, than yer whole body could howld.

Before an answer could be returned, Fred Westly, having heard Paddys shout, came running up.

Oh! Tom, Tom, he cried, eagerly, are you hurt? Can you walk? Can you run? The whole camp is out after you.

Indeed? replied the fugitive, with a frown. It would seem that even my friends have joined in the chase.

We have, said the other, hurriedly, but not to capture  to save, if possible. Come, Tom, can you make an effort? Are you hurt much? You are so horribly covered with blood

He stopped short, for at that moment a shout was heard in the distance. It was replied to in another direction nearer at hand.

There happened to be a man in the party which Westly had joined, named Crossby. He had suffered much from thieves, and had a particular spite against Brixton because he had lost to him at play. He had heard Paddy Flinderss unfortunate shout, and immediately ran in the direction whence it came; while others of the party, having discovered the fugitives track, had followed it up.

Too late, groaned Fred on hearing Crossbys voice.

Not too late for this, growled Brixton, bitterly, as he quickly loaded his rifle.

For Gods sake dont do that, Tom, cried his friend earnestly, as he laid his hand on his arm; but Tom shook him off and completed the operation just as Crossby burst from the bushes and ran towards them. Seeing the fugitive standing ready with rifle in hand, he stopped at once, took rapid aim, and fired. The ball whistled close past the head of Tom, who then raised his own rifle, took deliberate aim, and fired, but Westly threw up the muzzle and the bullet went high among the tree-tops.

With an exclamation of fury Brixton drew his knife, while Crossby rushed at him with his rifle clubbed.

The digger was a strong and fierce man, and there would doubtless have been a terrible and fatal encounter if Fred had not again interfered. He seized his friend from behind, and, whirling him sharply round, received on his own shoulder the blow which was meant for Toms head. Fred fell, dragging his friend down with him.

Flinders, who witnessed the unaccountable action of his companion with much surprise, now sprang to the rescue, but at the moment several of the other pursuers rushed upon the scene, and the luckless fugitive was instantly overpowered and secured.

Now, my young buck, said Crossby, stand up! Hold him, four of you, till I fix his hands wi this rope. There, its the rope that youll swing by, so youll find it hard to break.

While Tom was being bound he cast a look of fierce anger on Westly, who still lay prostrate and insensible on the ground, despite Paddys efforts to rouse him.

I hope he is killed, muttered Tom between his teeth.

Och! no fear of him, hes not so aisy kilt, said Flinders, looking up. Bad luck to ye for wishin it.

As if to corroborate Paddys opinion, Westly showed signs of returning consciousness, and soon after sat up.

Did ye kill that bar all by yerself? asked one of the men who held the fugitive.

But Tom would not condescend to reply, and in a few minutes Crossby gave the word to march back towards Pine Tree Diggings.

They set off  two men marching on either side of the prisoner with loaded rifles and revolvers, the rest in front and in rear. A party was left behind to skin the bear and bring away the tit-bits of the carcass for supper. Being too late to return to Pine Tree Camp that night, they arranged to bivouac for the night in a hollow where there was a little pond fed by a clear spring which was known as the Red Mans Teacup.

Here they kindled a large fire, the bright sparks from which, rising above the tree-tops, soon attracted the attention of the other parties, so that, ere long, the whole band of pursuers was gathered to the spot.

Gashford was the last to come up. On hearing that the thief had been captured by his former chum Westly, assisted by Flinders and Crossby, he expressed considerable surprise, and cast a long and searching gaze on Fred, who, however, being busy with the fire at the time, was unconscious of it. Whatever the bully thought, he kept his opinions to himself.

Have you tied him up well! he said, turning to Crossby.

A wild horse couldnt break his fastenings, answered the digger.

Perhaps not, returned Gashford, with a sneer, but you are always too sure by half o yer work. Come, stand up, he added, going to where Tom lay, and stirring his prostrate form with his toe.

Brixton having now had time to consider his case coolly, had made up his mind to submit with a good grace to his fate, and, if it were so decreed, to die like a man. I deserve punishment, he reasoned with himself, though death is too severe for the offence. However, a guilty man cant expect to be the chooser of his reward. I suppose it is fate, as the Turks say, so Ill submit  like them.

He stood up at once, therefore, on being ordered to do so, and quietly underwent inspection.

Ha! I thought so! exclaimed Gashford, contemptuously. Any man could free himself from that in half an hour. But what better could be expected from a land-lubber?

Crossby made some sharp allusions to a sea-lubber, but he wisely restrained his voice so that only those nearest overheard him.

Meanwhile Gashford undid the rope that bound Tom Brixtons arms behind him, and, holding him in his iron grip, ordered a smaller cord to be fetched.

Paddy Flinders, who had a schoolboy tendency to stuff his various pockets full of all sorts of miscellaneous articles, at once stepped forward and handed the leader a piece of strong cod-line.

There ye are, sor, said he.

Just the thing, Paddy. Here, catch hold of this end of it an haul.

Yis, gineral, said the Irishman, in a tone and with a degree of alacrity that caused a laugh from most of those who were looking on. Even the gineral observed it, and remarked with a sardonic smile  

You seem to be pleased to see your old chum in this fix, I think.

Well now, gineral, returned Flinders, in an argumentative tone of voice, I cant exactly say that, sor, for Im troubled with what ye may call amiable weaknesses. Anyhow, I might see im in a worse fix.

Well, youre like to see him in a worse fix if you live long enough, returned the leader. Haul now on this knot. Itll puzzle him to undo that. Lend me your knife.

Flinders drew his glittering bowie-knife from its sheath and handed it to his leader, who cut off the superfluous cordage with it, after having bound the prisoners wrists behind his back in a sailor-like manner.

In returning the knife to its owner, Gashford, who was fond of a practical joke, tossed it high in the air towards him with a Here, catch.

The keen glittering thing came twirling down, but to the surprise of all, the Irishman caught it by the handle as deftly as though he had been a trained juggler.

Thank your gineralship, exclaimed Paddy, amid a shout of laughter and applause, bowing low in mock reverence. As he rose he made a wild flourish with the knife, uttered an Indian war-whoop, and cut a caper.

In that flourish he managed to strike the cord that bound the prisoner, and severed one turn of it. The barefaced audacity of the act (like that of a juggler) caused it to pass unobserved. Even Tom, although he felt the touch of the knife, was not aware of what had happened, for, of course, a number of uncut turns of the cord still held his wrists painfully tight.

Now, lie down on your back, said Gashford, sternly, when the laugh that Paddy had raised subsided.

Either the tone of this command, or the pain caused by his bonds, roused Toms anger, for he refused to obey.

Lie down, ye spalpeen, whin the gineral bids ye, cried Flinders, suddenly seizing his old friend by the collar and flinging him flat on his back, in which act he managed to trip and fall on the top of him.

The opportunity was not a good one, nevertheless the energetic fellow managed to whisper, The ropes cut! Lie still! in the very act of falling.

Well done, Paddy, exclaimed several of the laughing men, as Flinders rose with a pretended look of discomfiture, and went towards the fire, exclaiming  

Niver mind, boys, Ill have me supper now. Hi! whos bin an stole it whin I was out on dooty? Oh! here it is all right. Now then, go to work, an whin the pipes is lighted Ill maybe sing ye a song, or tell ye a story about ould Ireland.




Chapter Three.

Obedient to orders, Tom Brixton lay perfectly still on his back, just where he had fallen, wondering much whether the cord was really cut, for he did not feel much relaxation of it or abatement of the pain. He resolved, at any rate, to give no further cause for rough treatment, but to await the issue of events as patiently as he could.

True to his promise, the Irishman after supper sang several songs, which, if not characterised by sweetness of tone, were delivered with a degree of vigour that seemed to make full amends in the estimation of his hearers. After that he told a thrilling ghost story, which drew the entire band of men round him. Paddy had a natural gift in the way of relating ghost stories, for, besides the power of rapid and sustained discourse, without hesitation or redundancy of words, he possessed a vivid imagination, a rich fancy, a deep bass voice, an expressive countenance, and a pair of large coal-black eyes, which, as one of the Yankee diggers said, would sartinly bore two holes in a blanket if he only looked at it long enough.

We do not intend to inflict that ghost story on the reader. It is sufficient to say that Paddy began it by exclaiming in a loud voiceNow or niver, boys  now or niver. Thats what the ghost said.

Whats that you say, Paddy? asked Gashford, leaving his own separate and private fire, which he enjoyed with one or two chosen comrades, and approaching that round which the great body of the diggers were already assembled.

I was just goin to tell the boys, sor, a bit of a ghost story.

Well, go on, lad, Id like to hear it, too.

Now or niver! repeated the Irishman, with such startling emphasis that even Tom Brixton, lying bound as he was under the shelter of a spreading tree at some distance from the fire, had his curiosity aroused. Thats what the ghost said, under somewhat pecooliar circumstances; an he said it twice so that there might be no mistake at all about it. Now or niver! now or niver! says he, an he said it earnestly

I didnt know that ghosts could speak, interrupted Crossby, who, when not in a bad humour, was rather fond of thrusting bad jokes and blunt witticisms on his comrades.

Sure, Im not surprised at that for theres many things ye dont know, Crossby; besides, no ghost with the smallest taste of propriety about it would condescind to spake wid you. Well, boys, thats what the ghost said in a muffled vice  their vices are muffled, you know, an their virtues too, for all I know to the contrairy. Its a good sentiment is that Now or niver for every wan of ye  so ye may putt it in yer pipes an smoke it, an those of ye who havent got pipes can make a quid of it an chaw it, or subject it to meditation. Now or niver! Think o that! You see Im partikler about it, for the whole story turns on that pint, as the ghosts life depended on it, but yell see an onderstan better whin I come to the end o the story.

Paddy said this so earnestly that it had the double effect of chaining the attention of his hearers and sending a flash of light into Tom Brixtons brain.

Now or never! he muttered to himself, and turned gently on his side so as to be able to feel the cord that bound his wrists. It was still tight, but, by moving his fingers, he could feel that one of its coils had really been cut, and that with a little patience and exertion he might possibly free his hands.

Slight as the motion was, however, Gashford observed it, for the fire-light shone brightly on Toms recumbent figure.

Lie still, there! he cried, sternly.

Tom lay perfectly still, and the Irishman continued his story. It grew in mystery and in horror as he proceeded, and his audience became entranced, while some of the more superstitious among them cast occasional glances over their shoulders into the forest behind, which ere long was steeped in the blackness of an unusually dark night. A few of those outside the circle rose and drew nearer to the story-teller.

At that moment a gleam of light which had already entered Brixtons brain flashed into that of Fred Westly, who arose, and, under pretext of being too far off from the speaker, went round to the opposite side of the fire so as to face him. By so doing he placed himself between the fire and his friend Tom. Two or three of the others followed his example, though not from the same motive, and thus, when the fire burnt low, the prisoner found himself lying in deep shadow. By that time he had freed his benumbed hands, chafed them into a condition of vitality, and was considering whether he should endeavour to creep quietly away or spring up and make a dash for life.

Now or niver, said the ghost, in a solemn muffled vice, continued Paddy  

Who did he say that to? asked Gashford, who was by that time as much fascinated as the rest of the party.

To the thief, sor, av coorse, who was standin tremblin fornint him, while the sexton was diggin the grave to putt him in alive  in the dark shadow of a big tombstone.

The Irishman had now almost reached the climax of his story, and was intensely graphic in his descriptions  especially at the horrible parts. He was obviously spinning it out, and the profound silence around told how completely he had enchained his hearers. It also warned Tom Brixton that his time was short, and that in his case it was indeed, now or never.

He crept quietly towards the bushes near him. In passing a tree against which several rifles had been placed he could not resist the temptation to take one. Laying hold of that which stood nearest, and which seemed to be similar in make to the rifle they had taken from himself when he was captured, he drew it towards him. Unfortunately it formed a prop to several other rifles, which fell with a crash, and one of them exploded in the fall.

The effect on Paddys highly-strung audience was tremendous. Many of them yelled as if they had received an electric shock. All of them sprang up and turned round just in time to see their captive vanish, not unlike a ghost, into the thick darkness!

That glance, however, was sufficient to enlighten them. With shouts of rage many of them darted after the fugitive, and followed him up like bloodhounds. Others, who had never been very anxious for his capture or death, and had been turned somewhat in his favour by the bold stand he had made against the bear, returned to the fire after a short run.

If there had been even a glimmering of light Tom would certainly have been retaken at once, for not a few of his pursuers were quite as active and hardy as himself, but the intense darkness favoured him. Fortunately the forest immediately behind him was not so dense as elsewhere, else in his first desperate rush, regardless of consequences, he would probably have dashed himself against a tree. As it was he went right through a thicket and plunged headlong into a deep hole. He scrambled out of this with the agility of a panther, just in time to escape Gashford, who chanced to plunge into the same hole, but not so lightly. Heavy though he was, however, his strength was equal to the shock, and he would have scrambled out quickly enough if Crossby had not run on the same course and tumbled on the top of him.

Amid the growling half-fight, half-scramble that ensued, Tom crept swiftly away to the left, but the pursuers had so scattered themselves that he heard them panting and stumbling about in every direction  before, on either hand, and behind. Hurrying blindly on for a few paces, he almost ran into the arms of a man whom he could hear, though he could not see him, and stopped.

Hallo! is that you, Bill Smith? demanded the man.

Ay, thats me, replied Tom, promptly, mimicking Bill Smiths voice and gasping violently. I thought you were Brixton. Hes just passed this way. I saw him.

Did you?  where?

Away there  to the left!

Off went the pursuer as fast as he dared, and Tom continued his flight with more caution.

Hallo! hi! hooroo! came at that moment from a long distance to the right, in unmistakable tones. Here he is, down this way. Stop, you big thief! Howld him. Dick! Have ye got him?

There was a general rush and scramble towards the owner of the bass voice, and Tom, who at once perceived the ruse, went quietly off in the opposite direction.

Of course, the hunt came to an end in a very few minutes. Every one, having more or less damaged his head, knees, elbows, and shins, came to the natural conclusion that a chase in the dark was absurd as well as hopeless, and in a short time all were reassembled round the fire, where Fred Westly still stood, for he had not joined in the pursuit. Gashford was the last to come up, with the exception of Paddy Flinders.

The bully came forward, fuming with rage, and strode up to Fred Westly with a threatening look.

You were at the bottom of this! he cried, doubling his huge fist. It was you who cut the rope, for no mortal man could have untied it!

Indeed I did not! replied Fred, with a steady but not defiant look.

Then it must have bin your little chum Flinders. Where is he?

How could Flinders ha done it when he was tellin a ghost story? said Crossby.

Gashford turned with a furious look to the speaker, and seemed on the point of venting his ill-humour upon him, when he was arrested by the sound of the Irishmans voice shouting in the distance.

As he drew nearer the words became intelligible. Howld him tight, now! dye hear? Och! whereiver have ye gone an lost yersilf? Howld him tight till I come an help ye! What! is it let him go ye have? Ah then its wishin I had the eyes of a cat this night for I cant rightly see the length of my nose. Sure yeve niver gone an let him go? Dont say so, now! wound up Paddy as, issuing from the wood, he advanced into the circle of light.

Whos got hold of him, Flin? asked one of the men as he came up.

Sorrow wan o me knows, returned the Irishman, wiping the perspiration from his brow; dye suppose I can see in the dark like the moles? All I know is that half a dozen of ye have bin shoutin Here he is! an another half-dozen, No, hes here  this way! an sure I ran this way an then I ran that way  havin a natral disposition to obey orders, acquired in the Louth Militia  an then I ran my nose flat on a tree  bad luck to it!  that putt more stars in me hid than youll see in the sky this night. Ah! ye may laugh, but its truth Im tellin. See, theres a blob on the ind of it as big as a chirry!

That blobs always there, Paddy, cried one of the men; its a grog-blossom.

There now, Peter, dont become personal. But tell me  yeve got him, av coorse?

No, we havent got him, growled Crossby.

Well, now, youre a purty lot o hunters. Sure if

Come, shut up, Flinders, interrupted Gashford, swallowing his wrath. (Paddy brought his teeth together with a snap in prompt obedience.) You know well enough that we havent got him, and you know youre not sorry for it; but mark my words, Ill hunt him down yet. Wholl go with me?

Ill go, said Crossby, stepping forward at once. Ive a grudge agin the puppy, and Ill help to make him swing if I can.

Half a dozen other men, who were noted for leading idle and dissipated lives, and who would rather have hunted men than nothing, also offered to go, but the most of the party had had enough of it, and resolved to return home in the morning.

We cant go just now, however, said Crossby, wed only break our legs or necks.

The moon will rise in an hour, returned Gashford; we can start then.

He flung himself down sulkily on the ground beside the fire and began to fill his pipe. Most of the others followed his example, and sat chatting about the recent escape, while a few, rolling themselves in their blankets, resigned themselves to sleep.

About an hour later, as had been predicted, the moon rose, and Gashford with his men set forth. But by that time the fugitive, groping his way painfully with many a stumble and fall, had managed to put a considerable distance between him and his enemies, so that when the first silvery moonbeans tipped the tree-tops and shed a faint glimmer on the ground, which served to make darkness barely visible, he had secured a good start, and was able to keep well ahead. The pursuers were not long in finding his track, however, for they had taken a Red Indian with them to act as guide, but the necessity for frequent halts to examine the footprints carefully delayed them much, while Tom Brixton ran straight on without halt or stay. Still he felt that his chance of escape was by no means a good one, for as he guessed rightly, they would not start without a native guide, and he knew the power and patience of these red men in following an enemys trail. What made his case more desperate was the sudden diminution of his strength. For it must be borne in mind that he had taken but little rest and no food since his flight from Pine Tree Diggings, and the wounds he had received from the bear, although not dangerous, were painful and exhausting.

A feeling of despair crept over the stalwart youth when the old familiar sensation of bodily strength began to forsake him. Near daybreak he was on the point of casting himself on the ground to take rest at all hazards, when the sound of falling water broke upon his ear. His spirit revived at once, for he now knew that in his blind wandering he had come near to a well-known river or stream, where he could slake his burning thirst, and, by wading down its course for some distance, throw additional difficulty in the pursuers way. Not that he expected by that course to throw them entirely off the scent, he only hoped to delay them.

On reaching the rivers brink he fell down on his breast and, applying his lips to the bubbling water, took a deep refreshing draught.

God help me! he exclaimed, on rising, and then feeling the burden of gold (which, all through his flight had been concealed beneath his shirt, packed flat so as to lie close), he took it off and flung it down.

There, he said bitterly, for you I have sold myself body and soul, and now I fling you away!

Instead of resting as he had intended, he now, feeling strengthened, looked about for a suitable place to enter the stream and wade down so as to leave no footprints behind. To his surprise and joy he observed the bow of a small Indian canoe half hidden among the bushes. It had apparently been dragged there by its owner, and left to await his return, for the paddles were lying under it.

Launching this frail bark without a moments delay, he found that it was tight; pushed off and went rapidly down with the current. Either he had forgotten the gold in his haste, or the disgust he had expressed was genuine, for he left it lying on the bank.

He now no longer fled without a purpose. Many miles down that same stream there dwelt a gold-digger in a lonely hut. His name was Paul Bevan. He was an eccentric being, and a widower with an only child, a daughter, named Elizabeth  better known as Betty.

One phase of Paul Bevans eccentricity was exhibited in his selection of a spot in which to search for the precious metal. It was a savage, gloomy gorge, such as a misanthrope might choose in which to end an unlovely career. But Bevan was no misanthrope. On the contrary, he was one of those men who are gifted with amiable dispositions, high spirits, strong frames, and unfailing health. He was a favourite with all who knew him, and, although considerably past middle life, possessed much of the fire, energy, and light-heartedness of youth. There is no accounting for the acts of eccentric men, and we make no attempt to explain why it was that Paul Bevan selected a home which was not only far removed from the abodes of other men, but which did not produce much gold. Many prospecting parties had visited the region from time to time, under the impression that Bevan had discovered a rich mine, which he was desirous of keeping all to himself; but, after searching and digging all round the neighbourhood, and discovering that gold was to be found in barely paying quantities, they had left in search of more prolific fields, and spread the report that Paul Bevan was an eccentric fellow. Some said he was a queer chap; others, more outspoken, styled him an ass, but all agreed in the opinion that his daughter Betty was the finest girl in Oregon.

Perhaps this opinion may account for the fact that many of the miners  especially the younger among them  returned again and again to Bevans Gully to search for gold although the search was not remunerative. Among those persevering though unsuccessful diggers had been, for a considerable time past, our hero Tom Brixton. Perhaps the decision with which Elizabeth Bevan repelled him had had something to do with his late reckless life.

But we must guard the reader here from supposing that Betty Bevan was a beauty. She was not. On the other hand, she was by no means plain, for her complexion was good, her nut-brown hair was soft and wavy, and her eyes were tender and true. It was the blending of the graces of body and of soul that rendered Betty so attractive. As poor Tom Brixton once said in a moment of confidence to his friend Westly, while excusing himself for so frequently going on prospecting expeditions to Bevans Gully, Theres no question about it, Fred; shes the sweetest girl in Oregon  pshaw! in the world, I should have said. Loving-kindness beams in her eyes, sympathy ripples on her brow, grace dwells in her every motion, and honest, straightforward simplicity sits enthroned upon her countenance!

Even Crossby, the surly digger, entertained similar sentiments regarding her, though he expressed them in less refined language. Shes a buster, he said once to a comrade, thats what she is, an no mistake about it. What with her great eyes glarin affection, an her little mouth smilin good-natur, an her figure goin about as graceful as a small cat at play  why, I tell ee what it is, mate, with such a gal for a wife a feller might snap his fingers at hunger an thirst, heat an cold, bad luck an all the rest of it. But shes got one fault that dont suit me. Shes overly religious  an that dont pay at the diggins.

This so-called fault did indeed appear to interfere with Betty Bevans matrimonial prospects, for it kept a large number of dissipated diggers at arms-length from her, and it made even the more respectable men feel shy in her presence.

Tom Brixton, however, had not been one of her timid admirers. He had a drop or two of Irish blood in his veins which rendered that impossible! Before falling into dissipated habits he had paid his addresses to her boldly. Moreover, his suit was approved by Bettys father, who had taken a great fancy to Tom. But, as we have said, this Rose of Oregon repelled Tom. She did it gently and kindly, it is true, but decidedly.

It was, then, towards the residence of Paul Bevan that the fugitive now urged his canoe, with a strange turmoil of conflicting emotions however; for, the last time he had visited the Gully he had been at least free from the stain of having broken the laws of man. Now, he was a fugitive and an outlaw, with hopes and aspirations blighted and the last shred of self-respect gone.




Chapter Four.

When Tom Brixton had descended the river some eight or ten miles he deemed himself pretty safe from his pursuers, at least for the time being, as his rate of progress with the current far exceeded the pace at which men could travel on foot; and besides, there was the strong probability that, on reaching the spot where the canoe had been entered and the bag of gold left on the bank, the pursuers would be partially satisfied as well as baffled, and would return home.

On reaching a waterfall, therefore, where the navigable part of the river ended and its broken course through Bevans Gully began, he landed without any show of haste, drew the canoe up on the bank, where he left it concealed among bushes, and began quietly to descend by a narrow footpath with which he had been long familiar.

Up to that point the unhappy youth had entertained no definite idea as to why he was hurrying towards the hut of Paul Bevan, or what he meant to say for himself on reaching it. But towards noon, as he drew near to it, the thought of Betty in her innocence and purity oppressed him. She rose before his minds eye like a reproving angel.

How could he ever face her with the dark stain of a mean theft upon his soul? How could he find courage to confess his guilt to her? or, supposing that he did not confess it, how could he forge the tissue of lies that would be necessary to account for his sudden appearance, and in such guise  bloodstained, wounded, haggard, and worn out with fatigue and hunger? Such thoughts now drove him to the verge of despair. Even if Betty were to refrain from putting awkward questions, there was no chance whatever of Paul Bevan being so considerate. Was he then to attempt to deceive them, or was he to reveal all? He shrank from answering the question, for he believed that Bevan was an honest man, and feared that he would have nothing further to do with him when he learned that he had become a common thief. A thief! How the idea burned into his heart, now that the influence of strong drink no longer warped his judgment!

Has it really come to this? he muttered, gloomily. Then, as he came suddenly in sight of Bevans hut, he exclaimed more cheerfully, Come, Ill make a clean breast of it.

Paul Bevan had pitched his hut on the top of a steep rocky mound, the front of which almost overhung a precipice that descended into a deep gully, where the tormented river fell into a black and gurgling pool. Behind the hut flowed a streamlet, which being divided by the mound into a fork, ran on either side of it in two deep channels, so that the hut could only be reached by a plank bridge thrown across the lower or western fork. The forked streamlet tumbled over the precipice and descended into the dark pool below in the form of two tiny silver threads. At least it would have done so if its two threads had not been dissipated in misty spray long before reaching the bottom of the cliff. Thus it will be seen that the gold-digger occupied an almost impregnable fortress, though why he had perched himself in such a position no one could guess, and he declined to tell. It was therefore set down, like all his other doings, to eccentricity.

Of course there was so far a pretext for his caution in the fact that there were scoundrels in those regions, who sometimes banded together and attacked people who were supposed to have gold-dust about them in large quantities, but as such assaults were not common, and as every one was equally liable to them, there seemed no sufficient ground for Bevans excessive care in the selection of his fortress.

On reaching it, Tom found its owner cutting up some firewood near his plank-bridge.

Hallo, Brixton! he cried, looking up in some surprise as the young man advanced; you seem to have bin in the wars. What have e been fightin wi, lad?

With a bear, Paul Bevan, replied Tom, sitting down on a log, with a long-drawn sigh.

Youre used up, lad, an want rest; mayhap you want grub also. Anyhow you look awful bad. No wounds, I hope, or bones broken, eh?

No, nothing but a broken heart, replied Tom with a faint attempt to smile.

Why, thats a queer bit o you for a bar to break. If you had said it was a girl that broke it, now, I could have

Where is Betty? interrupted the youth, quickly, with an anxious expression.

In the hut, lookin arter the grub. Youll come in an have some, of course. But Im coorious to hear about that bar. Was it far from here you met him?

Ay, just a short way this side o Pine Tree Diggings.

Pine Tree Diggins! repeated Paul in surprise. Why, then, didnt you go back to Pine Tree Diggins to wash yourself an rest, instead o comin all the way here?

Because  because, Paul Bevan, said Tom with sudden earnestness, as he gazed on the others face, because Im a thief!

You might be worse, replied Bevan, while a peculiarly significant smile played for a moment on his rugged features.

What do you mean? exclaimed Tom, in amazement.

Why, you might have bin a murderer, you know, replied Bevan, with a nod.

The youth was so utterly disgusted with this cool, indifferent way of regarding the matter, that he almost regretted having spoken. He had been condemning himself so severely during the latter part of his journey, and the meanness of his conduct as well as its wickedness had been growing so dark in colour, that Bevans unexpected levity took him aback, and for a few seconds he could not speak.

Listen, he said at last, seizing his friend by the arm and looking earnestly into his eyes. Listen, and I will tell you all about it.

The man became grave as Tom went on with his narrative.

Yes, its a bad business, he said, at its conclusion, an uncommon bad business. Got a very ugly look about it.

You are right, Paul, said Tom, bowing his head, while a flush of shame covered his face. No one, I think, can be more fully convinced of the meanness  the sin  of my conduct than I am now

Oh! as to that, returned Bevan, with another of his peculiar smiles, I didnt exactly mean that. You were tempted, you know, pretty bad. Besides, Bully Gashford is a big rascal, an richly deserves what he got. No, it wasnt that I meant  but its a bad look-out for you, lad, if they nab you. I knows the temper o them Pine Tree men, an theyre in such a wax just now that theyll string you up, as sure as fate, if they catch you.

Again Tom was silent, for the lightness with which Bevan regarded his act of theft only had the effect of making him condemn himself the more.

But I say, Brixton, resumed Bevan, with an altered expression, not a word of all this to Betty. You havent much chance with her as it is, although I do my best to back you up; but if she came to know of this affair, youd not have the ghost of a chance at all  for you know the gal is religious, mores the pity, though I will say it, shes a good obedient gal, in spite of her religion, an a fectionate darter to me. But shed never marry a thief, you know. You couldnt well expect her to.

The dislike with which Tom Brixton regarded his companion deepened into loathing as he spoke, and he felt it difficult to curb his desire to fell the man to the ground, but the thought that he was Bettys father soon swallowed up all other thoughts and feelings. He resolved in his own mind that, come of it what might, he would certainly tell all the facts to the girl, and then formally give her up, for he agreed with Bevan at least on one point, namely, that he could not expect a good religious girl to marry a thief!

But you forget, Paul, he said, after a few moments thought, that Betty is sure to hear about this affair the first time you have a visitor from Pine Tree Diggings.

Thats true, lad, I did forget that. But you know you can stoutly deny that it was you who did it. Say there was some mistake, and git up some cock-an-a-bull story to confuse her. Anyhow, say nothing about it just now.

Tom was still meditating what he should say in reply to this, when Betty herself appeared, calling her father to dinner.

Now, mind, not a word about the robbery, he whispered as he rose, and well make as much as we can of the bar.

Yes, not a word about it, thought Tom, till Betty and I are alone, and then  a clean breast and good-bye to her, for ever!

During dinner the girl manifested more than usual sympathy with Tom Brixton. She saw that he was almost worn out with fatigue, and listened with intense interest to her fathers embellished narrative of the encounter with the bar, which narrative Tom was forced to interrupt and correct several times, in the course of its delivery. But this sympathy did not throw her off her guard. Remembering past visits, she took special care that Tom should have no opportunity of being alone with her.

Now, you must be off to rest, said Paul Bevan, the moment his visitor laid down his knife and fork, for, let me tell you, I may want your help before night. Ive got an enemy, Tom, an enemy who has sworn to be the death o me, and who will be the death o me, I feel sure o that in the long-run. However, Ill keep him off as long as I can. Hed have been under the sod long afore now, lad  if  if it hadnt bin for my Betty. Shes a queer girl is Betty, and shes made a queer man of her old father.

But who is this enemy, and when  what  ? explain yourself.

Well, Ive no time to explain either when or what just now, and you have no time to waste. Only I have had a hint from a friend, early this morning, that my enemy has discovered my whereabouts, and is following me up. But Im ready for him, and right glad to have your stout arm to help  though you couldnt fight a babby just now. Lie down, I say, an Ill call you when youre wanted.

Ceasing to press the matter, Tom entered a small room, in one corner of which a narrow bed, or bunk, was fixed. Flinging himself on this, he was fast asleep in less than two minutes. Kind natures sweet restorer held him so fast, that for three hours he lay precisely as he fell, without the slightest motion, save the slow and regular heaving of his broad chest.

At the end of that time he was rudely shaken by a strong hand. The guilty are always easily startled. Springing from his couch he had seized Bevan by the throat before he was quite awake.

Hist! man, not quite so fast gasped his host shaking him off. Come, theyve turned up sooner than I expected.

What  who? said Brixton, looking round.

My enemy, of coorse, an a gang of redskins to help him. They expect to catch us asleep, but theyll find out their mistake soon enough. That lad there brought me the news, and, you see, he an Betty are getting things ready.

Tom glanced through the slightly opened doorway, as he tightened his belt, and saw Betty and a boy of about fourteen years of age standing at a table, busily engaged loading several old-fashioned horse-pistols with buckshot.

Whos the boy? asked Tom.

They call him Tolly. I saved the little chap once from a grizzly bar, an hes a grateful feller, you see  has run a long way to give me warnin in time. Come, heres a shot-gun for you, charged wi slugs. Im not allowed to use ball, you must know, cause Betty thinks that balls kill an slugs only wound! I humour the little gal, you see, for shes a good darter to me. Weve both on us bin lookin forward to this day, for we knowed it must come sooner or later, an I made her a promise that, when it did come, Id only defend the hut wi slugs. But slugs aint bad shots at a close range, when aimed low.

The man gave a sly chuckle and a huge wink as he said this, and entered the large room of the hut.

Betty was very pale and silent. She did not even look up from the pistol she was loading when Tom entered. The boy Tolly, however, looked at his tall, strong figure with evident satisfaction.

Ha! he exclaimed, ramming down a charge of slugs with great energy; well be able to make a good fight without your services, Betty. Wont we, old man?

The pertly-put question was addressed to Paul Bevan, between whom and the boy there was evidently strong affection.

Yes, Tolly, replied Bevan, with a pleasant nod, three men are quite enough for the defence of this here castle.

But, I say, old man, continued the boy, shaking a powder-horn before his face, the powders all done. Wherell I git more?

A look of anxiety flitted across Bevans face.

Its in the magazine. I got a fresh keg last week, an thought it safest to put it there till required  an havent I gone an forgot to fetch it in!

Well, that dont need to trouble you, returned the boy, just show me the magazine, an Ill go an fetch it in!

The magazines over the bridge, said Bevan. I dug it there for safety. Come, Tom, the kegs too heavy for the boy. I must fetch it myself, and you must guard the bridge while I do it.

He went out quickly as he spoke, followed by Tom and Tolly.

It was a bright moonlight night, and the forks of the little stream glittered like two lines of silver, at the bottom of their rugged bed on either side of the hut. The plank-bridge had been drawn up on the bank. With the aid of his two allies Bevan quickly thrust it over the gulf, and, without a moments hesitation, sprang across. While Tom stood at the inner end, ready with a double-barrelled gun to cover his friends retreat if necessary, he saw Bevan lift a trap-door not thirty yards distant and disappear. A few seconds, and he re-appeared with a keg on his shoulder.

All remained perfectly quiet in the dark woods around. The babbling rivulet alone broke the silence of the night. Bevan seemed to glide over the ground, he trod so softly.

Theres another, he whispered, placing the keg at Toms feet, and springing back towards the magazine. Again he disappeared, and, as before, re-issued from the hole with the second keg on his shoulder. Suddenly a phantom seemed to glide from the bushes, and fell him to the earth. He dropped without even a cry, and so swift was the act that his friends had not time to move a finger to prevent it. Tom, however, discharged both barrels of his gun at the spot where the phantom seemed to disappear, and Tolly Trevor discharged a horse pistol in the same direction. Instantly a rattling volley was fired from the woods, and balls whistled all round the defenders of the hut.

Most men in the circumstances would have sought shelter, but Tom Brixtons spirit was of that utterly reckless character that refuses to count the cost before action. Bettys father lay helpless on the ground in the power of his enemies! That was enough for Tom. He leaped across the bridge, seized the fallen man, threw him on his shoulder, and had almost regained the bridge, when three painted Indians uttered a hideous war-whoop and sprang after him.

Fortunately, having just emptied their guns, they could not prevent the fugitive from crossing the bridge, but they reached it before there was time to draw in the plank, and were about to follow, when Tolly Trevor planted himself in front of them with a double-barrelled horse-pistol in each band.

We dont want you here, you  red-faced  baboons! he cried, pausing between each of the last three words to discharge a shot and emphasising the last word with one of the pistols, which he hurled with such precision that it took full effect on the bridge of the nearest red mans nose. All three fell, but rose again with a united screech and fled back to the bushes.

A few moments more and the bridge was drawn back, and Paul Bevan was borne into the hut, amid a scattering fire from the assailants, which, however, did no damage.

To the surprise and consternation of Tolly, who entered first, Betty was found sitting on a chair with blood trickling from her left arm. A ball entering through the window had grazed her, and she sank down, partly from the shock, coupled with alarm. She recovered, however, on seeing her father carried in, sprang up, and ran to him.

Only stunned, Betty, said Tom; will be all right soon, but we must rouse him, for the scoundrels will be upon us in a minute. What  whats this  wounded?

Only a scratch. Dont mind me. Father! dear father  rouse up! They will be here  oh! rouse up, dear father!

But Betty shook him in vain.

Out o the way, I know how to stir him up, said Tolly, coming forward with a pail of water and sending the contents violently into his friends face  thus drenching him from head to foot.

The result was that Paul Bevan sneezed, and, sitting up, looked astonished.

Ha! I thought that ud fetch you, said the boy, with a grin. Come, youd better look alive if you dont want to lose yer scalp.

Ho! ho! exclaimed Bevan, rising with a sudden look of intelligence and staggering to the door, here, give me the old sword, Betty, and the blunderbuss. Now then.

He went out at the door, and Tom Brixton was following, when the girl stopped him.

Oh! Mr Brixton, she said, do not kill any one, if you can help it.

I wont if I can help it. But listen, Betty, said the youth, hurriedly seizing the girls hand. I have tried hard to speak with you alone to-day, to tell you that I am guilty, and to say good-bye for ever.

Guilty! what do you mean? she exclaimed in bewildered surprise.

No time to explain. I may be shot, you know, or taken prisoner, though the latters not likely. In any case remember that I confess myself guilty! God bless you, dear, dear girl.

Without waiting for a reply, he ran to a hollow on the top of the mound where his friend and Tolly were already ensconced, and whence they could see every part of the clearing around the little fortress.

I see the reptiles, whispered Bevan, as Tom joined them. They are mustering for an attack on the south side. Just what I wish, he added, with a suppressed chuckle, for Ive got a pretty little arrangement of cod-hooks and man-traps in that direction.

As he spoke several dark figures were seen gliding among the trees. A moment later, and these made a quick silent rush over the clearing to gain the slight shelter of the shrubs that fringed the streamlet.

Just so, remarked Bevan, in an undertone, when a crash of branches told that one of his traps had taken effect; an from the row I should guess that two have gone into the hole at the same time. Ha! thats a fish hooked! he added, as a short sharp yell of pain, mingled with surprise, suddenly increased the noise.

An there goes another! whispered Tolly, scarcely able to contain himself with delight at such an effective yet comparatively bloodless way of embarrassing their foes.

And another, added Bevan; but look out now; theyll retreat presently. Give em a dose o slug as they go back, but take em low, lads  about the feet and ankles. Its only a fancy of my dear little gal, but I like to humour her fancies.

Bevan was right. Finding that they were not only surrounded by hidden pit-falls, but caught by painfully sharp little instruments, and entangled among cordage, the Indians used their scalping-knives to free themselves, and rushed back again towards the wood, but before gaining its shelter they received the slug-dose above referred to, and instantly filled the air with shrieks of rage, rather than of pain. At that moment a volley was fired from the other side of the fortress, and several balls passed close over the defenders heads.

Surrounded and outnumbered! exclaimed Bevan, with something like a groan.

As he spoke another, but more distant, volley was heard, accompanied by shouts of anger and confusion among the men who were assaulting the fortress.

The attackers are attacked, exclaimed Bevan, in surprise; I wonder who by.

He looked round for a reply, but only saw the crouching figure of Tolly beside him.

Wheres Brixton? he asked.

Bolted into the hut, answered the boy.

Betty, exclaimed Tom, springing into the little parlour or hall, where he found the poor girl on her knees, you are safe now. I heard the voice of Gashford, and the Indians are flying. But I too must fly. I am guilty, as I have said, but my crime is not worthy of death, yet death is the award, and, God knows, I am not fit to die. Once more  farewell!

He spoke rapidly, and was turning to go without even venturing to look at the girl, when she said  

Whatever your crime may be, remember that there is a Saviour from sin. Stay! You cannot leap the creek, and, even if you did, you would be caught, for I hear voices near us. Come with me.

She spoke in a tone of decision that compelled obedience. Lifting a trap-door in the floor she bade her lover descend. He did so, and found himself in a cellar half full of lumber and with several casks ranged round the walls. The girl followed, removed one of the casks, and disclosed a hole behind it.

It is small, she said, quickly, but you will be able to force yourself through. Inside it enlarges at once to a low tunnel, along which you will creep for a hundred yards, when you will reach open air in a dark, rocky dell, close to the edge of the precipice above the river. Descend to its bed, and, when free, use your freedom to escape from death  but much more, to escape from sin. Go quickly!

Tom Brixton would fain have delayed to seize and kiss his preservers hand, but the sound of voices overhead warned him to make haste. Without a word he dropped on hands and knees and thrust himself through the aperture. Betty replaced the cask, returned to the upper room, and closed the trap-door just a few minutes before her father ushered Gashford and his party into the hut.




Chapter Five.

When our hero found himself in a hole, pitch dark and barely large enough to permit of his creeping on hands and knees, he felt a sudden sensation of fear  of undefinable dread  come over him, such as one might be supposed to experience on awaking to the discovery that he had been buried alive. His first impulse was to shout for deliverance, but his manhood returned to him, and he restrained himself.

Groping his way cautiously along the passage or tunnel, which descended at first steeply, he came to a part which he could feel was regularly built over with an arch of brickwork or masonry, and the sound of running water overhead told him that this was a tunnel under the rivulet. As he advanced the tunnel widened a little, and began to ascend. After creeping what he judged to be a hundred yards or so, he thought he could see a glimmer of light like a faint star in front of him. It was the opening to which Betty had referred. He soon reached it and emerged into the fresh air.

As he raised himself, and drew a long breath of relief, the words of his deliverer seemed to start up before him in letters of fire  

Use your freedom to escape from death  but much more, to escape from sin.

I will, so help me God! he exclaimed, clasping his hands convulsively and looking upward. In the strength of the new-born resolution thus induced by the Spirit of God, he fell on his knees and tried to pray. Then he rose and sat down to think, strangely forgetful of the urgent need there was for flight.

Meanwhile Gashford and his men proceeded to question Paul Bevan and his daughter. The party included, among others, Fred Westly, Paddy Flinders, and Crossby. Gashford more than suspected the motives of the first two in accompanying him, but did not quite see his way to decline their services, even if he had possessed the power to do so. He consoled himself, however, with the reflection that he could keep a sharp eye on their movements.

No, no, Bevan, he said, when the man brought out a case-bottle of rum and invited him to drink, we have other work on hand just now. We have traced that young thief Brixton to this hut, and we want to get hold of him.

A thief, is he? returned Bevan, with a look of feigned surprise. Well, now, that is strange news. Tom Brixton dont look much like a thief, do he? (appealing to the by-standers). There must be some mistake, surely.

Theres no mistake, said Gashford, with an oath. He stole a bag o gold from my tent. To be sure he dropped it in his flight so Ive got it back again, but that dont affect his guilt.

But surely, Mister Gashford, said Bevan slowly, for, having been hurriedly told in a whisper by Betty what she had done for Tom, he was anxious to give his friend as much time as possible to escape, surely as youve come by no loss, ye can afford to let the poor young feller off this time.

No, we cant, shouted Gashford, fiercely. These mean pilferers have become a perfect pest at the diggins, an we intend to stop their little game, we do, by stoppin their windpipes when we catch them. Come, dont shilly-shally any longer, Paul Bevan. Hes here, and no mistake, so youd better hand him over. Besides, you owe us something, you know, for coming to your help agin the redskins in the nick of time.

Well, as to that I am much obliged, though, after all, it wasnt to help me you came.

No matter, exclaimed the other impatiently, you know he is here, an youre bound to give him up.

But I dont know that hes here, an I cant give him up, cause why? hes escaped.

Escaped! impossible, there is only one bridge to this mound, and he has not crossed that since we arrived, Ill be bound. Theres a sentry on it now.

But an active young feller can jump, you know.

No, he couldnt jump over the creek, unless he was a human flea or a Rocky Mountain goat. Come, since you wont show us where he is, well take the liberty of sarchin your premises. But stay, your daughters got the name o bein a religious gal. If theres any truth in that shed be above tellin a lie. Come now, Betty, tell us, like a good gal, is Tom Brixton here?

No, he is not here, replied the girl.

Where is he, then?

I do not know.

Thats false, you do know. But come, lads, well sarch, and heres a cellar to begin with.

He laid hold of the iron ring of the trap-door, opened it, and seizing a light descended, followed by Bevan, Crossby, Flinders, and one or two others. Tossing the lumber about he finally rolled aside the barrels ranged beside the wall, until the entrance to the subterranean way was discovered.

Ho! ho! he cried, lowering the light and gazing into it. Heres something, anyhow.

After peering into the dark hole for some time he felt with his hand as far as his arm could reach.

Mind he dont bite! suggested Paddy Flinders, in a tone that drew a laugh from the by-standers.

Hand me that stick, Paddy, said Gashford, and keep your jokes to a more convenient season.

Ah! then tis always a convanient season wid me, sor, replied Paddy, with a wink at his companions as he handed the stick.

Does this hole go far in? he asked, after a fruitless poking about with the stick.

Ay, a long way. Moren a hundred yards, returned Bevan.

Well, Ill have a look at it.

Saying which Gashford pushed the light as far in as he could reach, and then, taking a bowie-knife between his teeth, attempted to follow.

We say attempted, because he was successful only in a partial degree. It must be remembered that Gashford was an unusually large man, and that Tom Brixton had been obliged to use a little force in order to gain an entrance. When, therefore, the huge bully had thrust himself in about as far as his waist he stuck hard and fast, so that he could neither advance nor retreat! He struggled violently, and a muffled sound of shouting was heard inside the hole, but no one could make out what was said.

Och! the poor cratur, exclaimed Paddy Flinders, with a look of overdone commiseration, whatll we do for im at all at all?

Lets try to pull him out, suggested Crossby.

They tried and failed, although as many as could manage it laid hold of him.

Sure he minds me of a stiff cork in a bottle, said Flinders, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, an what a most awful crack hell make whin he does come out! Lets give another heave, boys.

They gave another heave, but only caused the muffled shouting inside to increase. Och! the poor craturs stritchin out like a injin-rubber man; sure hes a fut longer than he used to be  him that was a sight too long already, said Flinders.

Lets try to shove him through, suggested the baffled Crossby.

Failure again followed their united efforts  except as regards the muffled shouting within, which increased in vigour and was accompanied by no small amount of kicking by what of Gashford remained in the cellar.

Im afeared his legsll come off altogether if we try to pull harder than weve done, said Crossby, contemplating the huge and helpless limbs of the victim with a perplexed air.

What a chance, boys, suddenly exclaimed Flinders, to pay off old scores with a tree-mendous wallopin! We could do it aisy in five or six minutes, an then lave im to think over it for the rest of his life.

As no one approved of Paddys proposal, it was finally resolved to dig the big man out and a pick and shovel were procured for the purpose.

Contrary to all expectations, Gashford was calm, almost subdued, when his friends at last set him free. Instead of storming and abusing every one, he said quietly but quickly, Let us search the bush now. He cant be far off yet, and theres moonlight enough.

Leading the way, he sprang up the cellar stair, out at the hut-door, and across the bridge, followed closely by his party.

Hooroo! yelled Paddy Flinders, as if in the irrepressible ardour of the chase, but in reality to give Brixton intimation of the pursuit, if he should chance to be within earshot.

The well-meant signal did indeed take effect, but it came too late. It found Tom still seated in absorbed meditation. Rudely awakened to the consciousness of his danger and his stupidity, he leaped up and ran along the path that Betty had described to him. At the same moment it chanced that Crossby came upon the same path at its river-side extremity, and in a few moments each ran violently into the others arms, and both rolled upon the ground.

The embrace that Crossby gave the youth would have been creditable even to a black bear, but Tom was a match for him in his then condition of savage despair. He rolled the rough digger over on his back, half strangled him, and bumped his shaggy head against the conveniently-situated root of a tree. But Crossby held on with the tenacity of sticking-plaster, shouting wildly all the time, and before either could subdue the other, Gashford and his men coming up stopped the combat.

It were vain attempting to describe the conflict of Brixtons feelings as they once more bound his arms securely behind him and led him back to Paul Bevans hut. The thought of death while fighting with man or beast had never given him much concern, but to be done to death by the rope as a petty thief was dreadful to contemplate, while to appear before the girl he loved, humiliated and bound, was in itself a sort of preliminary death. Afterwards, when confined securely in the cellar and left to himself for the night, with a few pine branches as a bed, the thought of home and mother came to him with overwhelming power, and finally mingled with his dreams. But those dreams, however pleasant they might be at first and in some respects, invariably ended with the branch of a tree and a rope with a noose dangling at the end thereof, and he awoke again and again with a choking sensation, under the impression that the noose was already tightening on his throat.

The agony endured that night while alone in the dark cellar was terrible, for Tom knew the temper of the diggers too well to doubt his fate. Still hope, blessed hope, did not utterly desert him. More than once he struggled to his knees and cried to God for mercy in the Saviours name.

By daybreak next morning he was awakened out of the first dreamless sleep that he had enjoyed, and bid get up. A slight breakfast of bread and water was handed to him, which he ate by the light of a homemade candle stuck in the neck of a quart bottle. Soon afterwards Crossby descended, and bade him ascend the wooden stair or ladder. He did so, and found the party of miners assembled under arms, and ready for the road.

Im sorry I cant help ee, said Paul Bevan, drawing the unhappy youth aside, and speaking in a low voice. I would if I could, for I owe my life to you, but they wont listen to reason. I sent Betty out o the way, lad, a-purpose. Thought it better she shouldnt see you, but

Come, come, old man, times up, interrupted Gashford, roughly; we must be off. Now, march, my young slippery-heels. I neednt tell you not to try to bolt again. Youll find it difficult to do that.

As they moved off and began their march through the forest on foot, Tom Brixton felt that escape was indeed out of the question, for, while three men marched in front of him, four marched on either side, each with rifle on shoulder, and the rest of the band brought up the rear. But even if his chances had not been so hopeless, he would not have made any further effort to save himself, for he had given himself thoroughly up to despair. In the midst of this a slight sense of relief, mingled with the bitterness of disappointment, when he found that Betty had been sent out of the way, and that he would see her no more, for he could not bear the thought of her seeing him thus led away.

May I speak with the prisoner for a few minutes? said Fred Westly to Gashford, as they plodded through the woods. He has been my comrade for several years, and I promised his poor mother never to forsake him. May I, Gashford?

No, was the sharp reply, and then, as if relenting, Well, yes, you may; but be brief, and no underhand dealing, mind, for if you attempt to help him you shall be a dead man the next moment, as sure as Im a living one. An you neednt be too soft, Westly, he added, with a cynical smile. Your chum has  Well, its no business o mine. You can go to him.

Poor Tom Brixton started as his old friend went up to him, and then hung his head.

Dear Tom, said Fred, in a low voice, dont give way to despair. With God all things are possible, and even if your life is to be forfeited, it is not too late to save the soul, for Jesus is able and willing to save to the uttermost. But I want to comfort you with the assurance that I will spare no effort to save you. Many of the diggers are not very anxious that you should bear the extreme punishment of the law, and I think Gashford may be bought over. If so, I need not tell you that my little private store hidden away under the pine-tree

There is no such store, Fred, interrupted Tom, with a haggard look of shame.

What do you mean, Tom?

I mean that I gambled it all away unknown to you. Oh! Fred, you do not  you cannot know what a fearful temptation gambling is when given way to, especially when backed by drink. No, its of no use your trying to comfort me. I do believe, now, that I deserve to die.

Whatever you deserve, Tom, it is my business to save you, if I can  both body and soul; and what you now tell me does not alter my intentions or my hopes. By the way, does Gashford know about this?

Yes, he knows that I have taken your money.

And thats the reason, said Gashford himself, coming up at the moment, that I advised you not to be too soft on your chum, for hes a bad lot altogether.

Is the man who knows of a crime, and connives at it, and does not reveal it, a much better lot? demanded Fred, with some indignation.

Perhaps not, replied Gashford, with a short laugh; but as I never set up for a good lot, you see, theres no need to discuss the subject. Now, fall to the rear, my young blade. Remember that Im in command of this party, and you know, or ought to know, that I suffer no insolence in those under me.

Poor Fred fell back at once, bitterly regretting that he had spoken out, and thus injured to some extent his influence with the only man who had the power to aid his condemned friend.

It was near sunset when they reached Pine Tree Diggings. Tom Brixton was thrust into a strong blockhouse, used chiefly as a powder magazine, but sometimes as a prison, the key of which was kept on that occasion in Gashfords pocket, while a trusty sentinel paced before the door.

That night Fred Westly sat in his tent, the personification of despair. True, he had not failed all along to lay his friends case before God, and, up to this point, strong hope had sustained him; but now, the only means by which he had trusted to accomplish his end were gone. The hidden hoard, on which he had counted too much, had been taken and lost by the very man he wished to save, and the weakness of his own faith was revealed by the disappearance of the gold  for he had almost forgotten that the Almighty can provide means at any time and in all circumstances.

Fred would not allow himself for a moment to think that Tom had stolen his gold. He only took it for a time, with the full intention of refunding it when better times should come. On this point Freds style of reasoning was in exact accord with that of his unhappy friend. Tom never for a moment regarded the misappropriation of the gold as a theft. Oh no! it was merely an appropriated loan  a temporary accommodation. It would be interesting, perhaps appalling, to know how many thousands of criminal careers have been begun in this way!

Now, Mister Westly, said Flinders, entering the tent in haste, whats to be done? Its quite clear that Mister Toms not to be hanged, for theres two or three of usll commit murder before that happens; but Ive bin soundin the boys, an Im afeared theres a lot o the worst wans thatll be glad to see him scragged, an theres a lot as wont risk their own necks to save him, an what betune the wan an the other, them thatll fight for him are a small minority  so, again I say, whats to be done?

Patrick Flinderss usually jovial face had by that time become almost as long and lugubrious as that of Westly.

I dont know, returned Fred, shaking his head.

My one plan, on which I had been founding much hope, is upset. Listen. It was this. I have been saving a good deal of my gold for a long time past and hiding it away secretly, so as to have something to fall back upon when poor Tom had gambled away all his means. This hoard of mine amounted, I should think, to something like five hundred pounds. I meant to have offered it to Gashford for the key of the prison, and for his silence, while we enabled Tom once more to escape. But this money has, without my knowledge, been taken away and

Stolen, you mean! exclaimed Flinders, in surprise.

No, not stolen  taken! I cant explain just now. Its enough to know that it is gone, and that my plan is thus overturned.

Dee think Gashford would let him out for that? asked the Irishman, anxiously.

I think so; but, after all, Im almost glad that the moneys gone, for I cant help feeling that this way of enticing Gashford to do a thing, as it were slily, is underhand. It is a kind of bribery.

Faix, then, its not cruption anyhow, for the baste is as crupt as he can be already. An, sure, wouldnt it just be bribin a blackguard not to commit murther?

I dont know, Pat. It is a horrible position to be placed in. Poor, poor Tom!

Have ye had supper? asked Flinders, quickly.

No  I cannot eat.

Cook it then, an dont be selfish. Other people can ait, though ye cant. Itll kape yer mind employed  an Ill want somethin to cheer me up whin I come back.

Pat Flinders left the tent abruptly, and poor Fred went about the preparation of supper in a half mechanical way, wondering what his comrade meant by his strange conduct.

Pats meaning was soon made plain, that night, to a dozen or so of his friends, whom he visited personally and induced to accompany him to a sequestered dell in an out-of-the-way thicket where the moonbeams struggled through the branches and drew a lovely pale-blue pattern on the green-sward.

My frinds, he said, in a low, mysterious voice, I know that ivery mothers son of ye is ready to fight for poor Tom Brixton to-morrow, if the wust comes to the wust. Now, it has occurred to my chum Westly an me, that it would be better, safer, and surer to buy him up, than to fight for him, an as I know some o you fellers has dug up more goold than you knows well what to do wid, an youve all got liberal hearts  lastewise ye should have, if ye havent  I propose, an second the resolootion, that we make up some five hundred pounds betune us, an presint it to Bully Gashford as a mark of our estaim  if hell ony give us up the kay o the prison, put Patrick Flinders, Esquire, sintry over it, an then go to slape till breakfast-time tomorry mornin.

This plan was at once agreed to, for five hundred pounds was not a large sum to be made up by men who  some of them at least  had nearly made their pile  by which they meant their fortune, while the liberality of heart with which they had been credited was not wanting. Having settled a few details, this singular meeting broke up, and Patrick Flinders  acting as the secretary, treasurer, and executive committee  went off, with a bag of golden nuggets and unbounded self-confidence, to transact the business.




Chapter Six.

Gashford was not quite so ready to accept Flinderss offer as that enthusiast had expected. The bully seemed to be in a strangely unusual mood, too  a mood which at first the Irishman thought favourable to his cause.

Sit down, said Gashford, with less gruffness than usual, when his visitor entered his hut. What dye want wi me?

Flinders addressed himself at once to the subject of his mission, and became quite eloquent as he touched on the grandeur of the sum offered, the liberality of the offerers, and the ease with which the whole thing might be accomplished. A very faint smile rested on Gashfords face as he proceeded, but by no other sign did he betray his thoughts until his petitioner had concluded.

So you want to buy him off? said Gashford, the smile expanding to a broad grin.

If yer honour had bin born a judge an sot on the bench since iver ye was a small spalpeen, ye couldnt have hit it off more nately. Thats just what we want  to buy him off. Its a purty little commercial transaction  a mans life for five hundred pound; an, sure its a good price to give too, consitherin how poor we all are, an what a dale o sweatin work weve got to do to git the goold.

But suppose I wont sell, said Gashford, what then?

Fair, then, Ill blow your brains out thought the Irishman, his fingers tingling with a desire to grasp the loaded revolver that lay in his pocket, but he had the wisdom to restrain himself and to say, Och! sor, sure yell niver refuse such a natral request. An we dont ask ye to help us. Only to hand me the kay o the prison, remove the sintry, an then go quietly to yer bed wid five hundred pound in goold benathe yar hid to drame on.

To add weight to his proposal he drew forth the bag of nuggets from one of his capacious coat pockets and held it up to view.

Its not enough, said Gashford, with a stern gruffness of tone and look which sank the petitioners hopes below zero.

Ah! then, Muster Gashford, said Flinders, with the deepest pathos, its yer own mother would plade wid ye for the poor boys life, av she was here  think o that. Sure hes young and inexparienced, an its the first offince hes iver committed

No, not the first interrupted Gashford.

The first that I knows on, returned Flinders.

Tell me  does Westly know of this proposal of yours?

No sor, he doesnt.

Ah, I thought not. With his religious notions, it would be difficult for him to join in an attempt to bribe me to stop the course of justice.

Well, sor, youre not far wrong, for Muster Westly had bin havin a sort o tussle wid his conscience on that very pint. You must know, he had made up his mind to do this very thing an offer you all his savings  a thousand pound, more or less  to indooce you to help to save his frind, but he found his goold had bin stolen, so, you see, sor, he couldnt do it.

Did he tell you who stole his gold?

No, sor, he didnt  he said that some feller had took it  on loan, like, though I calls it stalin  but he didnt say who.

And have you had no tussle with your conscience, Flinders, about this business?

The Irishmans face wrinkled up into an expression of intense amusement at this question.

Its jokin ye are, Muster Gashford. Sure, now, me conscience  if Ive got wan  doesnt bother me oftin; an if it did, on this occasion, Id send it to the right-about double quick, for its not offerin ye five hundred pound I am to stop the coorse o justice, but to save ye from committin murther! Give Muster Brixton what punishment the coort likes  for stailin  only dont hang him. Thats all we ask.

Youll have to pay more for it then, returned the bully. Thats not enough.

Sure we havent got a rap more to kape our pots bilin, sor, returned Flinders, in a tone of despair. Lastewise I can spake for myself; for Im claned out  all but.

Row much does the all but represent?

Well, sor, to tell you the raal truth, its about tchwo hundred pound, more or less, and I brought it wid me, for fear you might want it, an I havent got a nugget more if it was to save me own life. Its the truth Im tellin ye, sor.

There was a tone and look of such intense sincerity about the poor fellow, as he slowly drew a second bag of gold from his pocket and placed it beside the first, that Gashford could not help being convinced.

Two hundred and five hundred, he said, meditatively.

That makes siven hundred, sor, said Flinders, suggestively.

The bully did not reply for a few seconds. Then, taking up the bags of gold, he threw them into a corner. Thereafter he drew a large key from his pocket and handed it to the Irishman, who grasped it eagerly.

Go to the prison, said Gashford, tell the sentry youve come to relieve him, and send him to me. Mind, now, the rest of this business must be managed entirely by yourself, and see to it that the camp knows nothing about our little commercial transaction, for, if it does, your own days will be numbered.

With vows of eternal secrecy, and invoking blessings of an elaborate nature on Gashfords head, the Irishman hastened away, and went straight to the prison, which stood considerably apart from the huts and tents of the miners.

Who goes there? challenged the sentry as he approached, for the night was very dark.

Mesilf, av coorse.

An who may that be, for yer not the only Patlander in camp, mores the pity!

Its Flinders I am. Sure any man wid half an ear might know that. Ive come to relave ye.

But youve got no rifle, returned the man, with some hesitation.

Arent revolvers as good as rifles, ay, an better at close quarters? Shut up your tatie-trap, now, an be off to Muster Gashfords hut for he towld me to sind you there widout delay.

This seemed to satisfy the man, who at once went away, leaving Flinders on guard.

Without a moments loss of time Paddy made use of the key and entered the prison.

Is it there ye are, avic? he said, in a hoarse whisper, as he advanced with caution and outstretched hands to prevent coming against obstructions.

Yes; who are you? replied Tom Brixton, in a stern voice.

Whist, now, or yell git me into throuble. Sure, Im yer sintry, no less, an yer chum Pat Flinders.

Indeed, Paddy! Im surprised that they should select you to be my jailer.

Humph! well, they didnt let me have the place for nothing  och! musha!

The last exclamations were caused by the poor man tumbling over a chair and hitting his head on a table.

Not hurt, I hope, said Brixton, his spirit somewhat softened by the incident.

Not much  only a new bump  but its wan among many, so it dont matter. Now, listen. Time is precious. Ive come for to set you free  not exactly at this momint, howiver, for the boys o the camp havent all gone to bed yet; but whin theyre quiet, Ill come again an help you to escape. Ive only come now to let you know.

The Irishman then proceeded to give Tom Brixton a minute account of all that had been done in his behalf. He could not see how the news affected him, the prison being as dark as Erebus, but great was his surprise and consternation when the condemned man said, in a calm but firm voice, Thank you, Flinders, for your kind intentions, but I dont mean to make a second attempt to escape.

Ye dont intind to escape! exclaimed his friend, with a look of blank amazement at the spot where the voice of the other came from.

No; I dont deserve to live, Paddy, so I shall remain and be hanged.

Ill be hanged if ye do, said Paddy, with much decision. Come, now, dont be talkin nonsense. Its jokin ye are, av coorse.

Im very far from joking, my friend, returned Tom, in a tone of deep despondency, as you shall find when daylight returns. I am guilty  more guilty than you fancy  so I shall plead guilty, whether tried or not, and take the consequences. Besides, life is not worth having. Im tired of it!

Och! but weve bought you, an paid for you, an youve no manner o right to do what ye like wi yourself, returned his exasperated chum. But its of no use talkin to ye. Theres somethin wrong wi your inside, no doubt. When I come back for ye at the right time youll have thought better of it. Come, now, give us your hand.

I wish I could, Flinders, but the rascal that tied me has drawn the cord so tight that I feel as if I had no hands at all.

Ill soon putt that right. Where are ye? Ah, thats it, now, kape stidy.

Flinders severed the cord with his bowie knife, unwound it, and set his friend free.

Now thin, remain where ye are till I come for ye; an if any wan should rap at the door an ax wheres the sintinel an the kay, just tell him ye dont know, an dont care; or, if ye prefer it, tell him to go an ax his grandmother.

With this parting piece of advice Flinders left the prisoner, locked the door, put the key in his pocket, and went straight to Fred Westly, whom he found seated beside the fire with his face buried in his hands.

If Tom told you he wouldnt attempt to escape, said Westly, on hearing the details of all that his eccentric friend had done, you may be sure that hell stick to it.

Dye raaly think so, Muster Fred? said his companion in deep anxiety.

I do. I know Tom Brixton well, and when he is in this mood nothing will move him. But, come, I must go to the prison and talk with him.

Freds talk, however, was not more effective than that of his friend had been.

Well, Tom, he said, as he and Flinders were about to quit the block-house, we will return at the hour when the camp seems fairly settled to sleep, probably about midnight, and I hope you will then be ready to fly. Remember what Flinders says is so far true  your life has been bought and the price paid, whether you accept or refuse it. Think seriously of that before it be too late.

Again the prison door closed, and Tom Brixton was left, with this thought turning constantly and persistently in his brain:

Bought and the price paid! he repeated to himself; for the fiftieth time that night, as he sat in his dark prison. Tis a strange way to put it to a fellow, but that does not alter the circumstances. No, I wont be moved by mere sentiment. Ill try the Turks plan, and submit to fate. I fancy this is something of the state of mind that men get into when they commit suicide. And yet I dont feel as if I would kill myself if I were free. Bah! whats the use of speculating about it? Anyhow my doom is fixed, and poor Flinders with his friends will lose their money. My only regret is that that unmitigated villain Gashford will get it. It would not be a bad thing, now that my hands are free, to run a-muck amongst em. I feel strength enough in me to rid the camp of a lot of devils before I should be killed! But, after all, what good would that do me when I couldnt know it  couldnt know it! Perhaps I could know it! No, no! Better to die quietly, without the stain of human blood on my soul  if I have a soul. Escape! Easy enough, maybe, to escape from Pine Tree Diggings; but how escape from conscience? how escape from facts?  the girl I love holding me in contempt! my old friend and chum regarding me with pity! character gone! a life of crime before me! and death, by rope, or bullet or knife, sooner or later! Better far to die now and have it over at once; prevent a deal of sin, too, as well as misery. Bought, and the price paid! Tis a strange way to put it and there is something like logic in the argument of Paddy, that Ive got no right to do what I like with myself! Perhaps a casuist would say it is my duty to escape. Perhaps it is!

Now, while Tom Brixton was revolving this knotty question in his mind, and Bully Gashford was revolving questions quite as knotty, and much more complex, and Fred Westly was discussing with Flinders the best plan to be pursued in the event of Tom refusing to fly, there was a party of men assembled under the trees in a mountain gorge, not far distant, who were discussing a plan of operations which, when carried out, bade fair to sweep away, arrest, and overturn other knotty questions and deep-laid plans altogether.

It was the band of marauders who had made the abortive attack on Bevans fortress.

When the attack was made, one of the redskins who guided the miners chanced to hear the war-whoop of a personal friend in the ranks of the attacking party. Being troubled with no sense of honour worth mentioning, this faithless guide deserted at once to the enemy, and not only explained all he knew about the thief that he had been tracking, but gave, in addition, such information about the weak points of Pine Tree Diggings, that the leader of the band resolved to turn aside for a little from his immediate purposes, and make a little hay while the sun shone in that direction.

The band was a large one  a few on horseback, many on foot; some being Indians and half-castes, others disappointed miners and desperadoes. A fierce villain among the latter was the leader of the band, which was held together merely by unity of purpose and interest in regard to robbery, and similarity of condition in regard to crime.

Now, lads, said the leader, who was a tall, lanky, huge-boned, cadaverous fellow with a heavy chin and hawk-nose, named Stalker, Ill tell e what it is. Seems to me that the diggers at Pine Tree Camp are a set of out-an-out blackguards  like most diggers  except this poor thief of a fellow Brixton, so I vote for attackin the camp, carryin off all the gold we can lay hands on in the hurry-skurry, an set this gentleman  this thief Brixton  free. Hes a bold chap, Im told by the redskin, an will no doubt be glad to jine us. An we want a few bold men.

The reckless robber-chief looked round with a mingled expression of humour and contempt, as he finished his speech, whereat some laughed and a few scowled.

But how shall we find Brixton? asked a man named Goff, who appeared to be second in command. I know the Pine Tree Camp, but I dont know wheres the prison.

No matter, returned Stalker. The redskin helps us out o that difficulty. He tells me the prison is a blockhouse, that was once used as a powder-magazine, and stands on a height, a little apart from the camp. Ill go straight to it, set the young chap free, let him jump up behind me and ride off, while you and the rest of the boys are makin the most of your time among the nuggets. We shall all meet again at the Red Mans Teacup.

And when shall we go to work, captain! asked the lieutenant.

Now. Theres no time like the present. Strike when the irons hot, boys! he added, looking round at the men by whom he was encircled. You know what weve got to do. Advance together, like cats, till were within a yard or two of the camp, then a silent rush when you hear my signal, the owls hoot. No shouting, mind, till the first screech comes from the enemy; then, as concealment will be useless, give tongue, all of you, till your throats split if you like, an pick up the gold. Now, dont trouble yourselves much about fighting. Let the bags be the main look-out  of course youll have to defend your own heads, though I dont think therell be much occasion for that  an you know, if any of them are fools enough to fight for their gold, youll have to dispose of them somehow.

Having delivered this address with much energy, the captain of the band put himself at its head and led the way.

While this thunder-cloud was drifting down on the camp, Fred Westly and Flinders were preparing for flight. They did not doubt that their friend would at the last be persuaded to escape, and had made up their minds to fly with him and share his fortunes.

We have nothing to gain, you see, Paddy, said Fred, by remaining here, and, having parted with all our gold, have nothing to lose by going.

Thrue for ye, sor, an nothin to carry except ourselves, worse luck! said the Irishman, with a deep sigh. Howiver, we lave no dibts behind us, thats wan comfort, so we may carry off our weapons an horses wid clear consciences. Are ye all ready now, sor?

Almost ready, replied Fred, thrusting a brace of revolvers into his belt and picking up his rifle. Go for the horses, Pat, and wait at the stable for me. Our neighbours might hear the noise if you brought them round here.

Now, the stable referred to was the most outlying building of the camp, in the direction in which the marauders were approaching. It was a small log-hut of the rudest description perched on a little knoll which overlooked the camp, and from which Tom Brixtons prison could be clearly seen, perched on a neighbouring knoll.

Paddy Flinders ruminated on the dangers and perplexities that might be in store for him that night, as he went swiftly and noiselessly up to the hut. To reach the door he had to pass round from the back to the front. As he did so he became aware of voices sounding softly close at hand. A large log lay on the ground. With speed worthy of a redskin he sank down beside it.

This way, captain; Ive bin here before, an know that you can see the whole camp from it  if it wasnt so confoundedly dark. Theres a log somewhere  ah, here it is; well be able to see better if we mount it.

I wish we had more light, growled the so-called captain; it wont be easy to make off on horseback in such  is this the log? Here, lend a hand.

As he spoke the robber-chief put one of his heavy boots on the little finger of Pat Flinderss left hand, and well-nigh broke it in springing on to the log in question!

A peculiarly Irish howl all but escaped from poor Flinderss lips.

I see, said Stalker, after a few moments. Theres enough of us to attack a camp twice the size. Now we must look sharp. Ill go round to the prison and set Brixton free. When thats done, Ill hoot three times  so  only a good deal louder. Then you an the boys will rush in and  you know the rest. Come.

Descending from the log on the other side, the two desperadoes left the spot. Then Paddy rose and ran as if he had been racing, and as if the prize of the race were life!

Bad luck to you, ye murtherin thieves, growled the Irishman, as he ran, but Ill stop yer game, me boys!




Chapter Seven.

As straight, and almost as swiftly, as an arrow, Flinders ran to his tent, burst into the presence of his amazed comrade, seized him by both arms, and exclaimed in a sharp hoarse voice, the import of which there could be no mistaking  

Whisht!  howld yer tongue! The campll be attacked in ten minutes! Be obadient now, an foller me.

Flinders turned and ran out again, taking the path to Gashfords hut with the speed of a hunted hare. Fred Westly followed. Bursting in upon the bully, who had not yet retired to rest, the Irishman seized him by both arms and repeated his alarming words, with this addition:

Sind some wan to rouse the camp  but silently! No noise  or its all up wid us!

There was something in Paddys manner and look that commanded respect and constrained obedience  even in Gashford.

Bill, he said, turning to a man who acted as his valet and cook, rouse the camp. Quietly  as you hear. Let no man act however, till my voice is heard. Youll know it when ye hear it!

No mistake about that! muttered Bill, as he ran out on his errand.

Now  foller! cried Flinders, catching up a bit of rope with one hand and a billet of firewood with the other, as he dashed out of the hut and made straight for the prison, with Gashford and Westly close at his heels.

Gashford meant to ask Flinders for an explanation as he ran, but the latter rendered this impossible by outrunning him. He reached the prison first, and had already entered when the others came up and ran in. He shut the door and locked it on the inside.

Now, then, listen, all of ye, he said, panting vehemently, an take in what I say, for the times short. The campll be attacked in five minits  more or less. I chanced to overhear the blackguards. Their chief comes here to set Muster Brixton free. Then  och! here he comes! Do as I bid ye, ivery wan, an howld yer tongues.

The latter words were said energetically, but in a low whisper, for footsteps were heard outside as if approaching stealthily. Presently a rubbing sound was heard, as of a hand feeling for the door. It touched the handle and then paused a moment, after which there came a soft tap.

Ill spake for ye, whispered Flinders in Brixtons ear.

Another pause, and then another tap at the door.

Arrah! who goes there? cried Paddy, stretching himself, as if just awakened out of a sound slumber and giving vent to a mighty yawn.

A friend, answered the robber-chief through the keyhole.

A frind! echoed Pat. Sure an thats a big lie, if iver there was one. Arent ye goin to hang me i the mornin?

No indeed, I aint one o this camp. But surely you cant be the man  the  the thief  named Brixton, for youre an Irishman.

An why not? demanded Flinders. Sure the Brixtons are Irish to the backbone  an thieves too  root an branch from Adam an Eve downwards. But go away wid ye. I dont belave that yere a frind. Youve only just come to tormint me an spile my slape the night before my funeral. Fie for shame! Go away an lave me in pace.

Youre wrong, Brixton; Ive come to punish the blackguards that would hang you, an set you free, as Ill soon show you. Is the door strong?

Well, its not made o cast iron, but its pretty tough.

Stand clear, then, an Ill burst it in wi my foot, said Stalker.

Och! is it smashin yer bones youll be after! Howld fast. Are ye a big man?

Yes, pretty big.

Thats a good job, for a little un would only bust hisself agin it for no use. Youll have to go at it like a hoy-draulic ram.

Never fear. Theres not many doors in these diggins that can remain shut when I want em open, said the robber, as he retired a few paces to enable him to deliver his blow with greater momentum.

Howld on a minit, me frind, said Paddy, who had quietly turned the key and laid hold of the handle; let me git well out o the way, and give me warnin before you come.

All right. Now then, look out! cried Stalker.

Those inside heard the rapid little run that a man takes before launching himself violently against an object. Flinders flung the door wide open in the nick of time. The robbers foot dashed into empty space, and the robber himself plunged headlong, with a tremendous crash, on the floor. At the same instant Flinders brought his billet of wood down with all his might on the spot where he guessed the mans head to be. The blow was well aimed, and rendered the robber chief incapable of further action for the time being.

Faix, yell not hoot to yer frinds this night, anyhow, said Flinders, as they dragged the fallen chief to the doorway, to make sure, by the faint light, that he was helpless. Now, thin, continued Paddy, well away an lead the boys to battle. You go an muster them, sor, an Ill take ye to the inimy.

Have you seen their ambush, and how many there are! asked Gashford.

Niver a wan have I seen, and Ive only a gineral notion o their whereabouts.

How then can you lead us?

Obey orders, an youll see, sor. Im in command to-night. If ye dont choose to foller, yell have to do the best ye can widout me.

Lead on, then, cried Gashford, half amused and half angered by the mans behaviour.

Flinders led the way straight to Gashfords hut where, as he anticipated, the man named Bill had silently collected most of the able-bodied men of the camp, all armed to the teeth. He at once desired Gashford to put them in fighting order and lead them. When they were ready he went off at a rapid pace towards the stable before mentioned.

They should be hereabouts, Muster Gashford, he said, in a low voice, so git yer troops ready for action.

What do ye mean? growled Gashford.

To this Flinders made no reply, but turning to Westly and Brixton, who stood close at his side, whispered them to meet him at the stable before the fight was quite over.

He then put his hand to his mouth and uttered three hoots like an owl.

I believe you are humbugging us, said Gashford.

Whisht, sor  listen!

The breaking of twigs was heard faintly in the distance, and, a few moments later, the tramp, apparently, of a body of men. Presently dark forms were dimly seen to be advancing.

Nows your time, gineral! Give it em hot, whispered Flinders.

Ready! Present! Fire! said Gashford, in a deep, solemn tone, which the profound silence rendered distinctly audible.

The marauders halted, as if petrified. Next moment a sheet of flame burst from the ranks of the miners, and horrible yells rent the air, high above which, like the roar of a lion, rose Gashfords voice in the single word:  

Charge!

But the panic-stricken robbers did not await the onset. They turned and fled, hotly pursued by the men of Pine Tree Diggings.

Thatll do! cried Flinders to Brixton; theyll not need us any more this night. Come wid me now.

Fred Westly, who had rushed to the attack with the rest, soon pulled up. Remembering the appointment, he returned to the stable, where he found Tom gazing in silence at Flinders, who was busily employed saddling their three horses. He at once understood the situation.

Of course youve made up your mind to go, Tom? he said.

Nno, answered Tom. I have not.

Faix, thin, youll have to make it up pritty quick now, for whin the boys come back the prisoners an wounded menll be sure to tell that their chief came for the express purpose of rescuin that thief Brixton  an its hangin thatll be too good for you then. Roastin alive is more likely. Its my opinion that if they catch us just now, Muster Fred an I will swing for it too! Come, sor, git up!

Tom hesitated no longer. He vaulted into the saddle. His comrades also mounted, and in a few minutes more the three were riding away from Pine Tree Diggings as fast as the nature of the ground and the darkness of the hour would permit.

It was not quite midnight when they left the place where they had toiled so long, and had met with so many disasters, and the morning was not far advanced when they reached the spring of the Red Mans Teacup. As this was a natural and convenient halting-place to parties leaving those diggings, they resolved to rest and refresh themselves and their steeds for a brief space, although they knew that the robber-chief had appointed that spot as a rendezvous after the attack on the camp.

You see, its not likely theyll be here for an hour or two, said Tom Brixton, as he dismounted and hobbled his horse, for it will take some time to collect their scattered forces, and they wont have their old leader to spur them on, as Paddys rap on the head will keep him quiet till the men of the camp find him.

Troth, Im not so sure o that, sor. The rap was a stiff wan, no doubt, but men like that are not aisy to kill. Besides, wont the boys o the camp purshoo them, whichll be spur enough, an if they finds us here, itll matter little whether we fall into the hands o diggers or robbers. So yell make haste av ye take my advice.

They made haste accordingly, and soon after left; and well was it that they did so, for, little more than an hour later, Stalker  his face covered with blood and his head bandaged  galloped up at the head of the mounted men of his party.

Well camp here for an hour or two, he said sharply, leaping from his horse, which he proceeded to unsaddle. Hallo! somebodys bin here before us. Their fire aint cold yet. Well, it dont matter. Get the grub ready, boys, an boil the kettle. My head is all but split. If ever I have the luck to come across that Irish blackguard Brixton Ill

He finished the sentence with a deep growl and a grind of his teeth.

About daybreak the marauders set out again, and it chanced that the direction they took was the same as that taken by Fred Westly and his comrades. These latter had made up their minds to try their fortune at a recently discovered goldfield, which was well reported of, though the yield had not been sufficient to cause a rush to the place. It was about three days journey on horseback from the Red Mans Teacup, and was named Simpsons Gully, after the man who discovered it.

The robbers route lay, as we have said, in the same direction, but only for part of the way, for Simpsons Gully was not their ultimate destination. They happened to be better mounted than the fugitives, and travelled faster. Thus it came to pass that on the second evening, they arrived somewhat late at the camping-place where Fred and his friends were spending the night.

These latter had encamped earlier that evening. Supper was over, pipes were out and they were sound asleep when the robber band rode up.

Flinders was first to observe their approach. He awoke his comrades roughly.

Och! the blackguards have got howld of us. Be aisy, Muster Brixton. No use fightin. Howld yer tongues, now, an let me spake. Yer not half liars enough for the occasion, aither of ye.

This compliment had barely been paid when they were surrounded and ordered to rise and give an account of themselves.

What right have you to demand an account of us? asked Tom Brixton, recklessly, in a supercilious tone that was meant to irritate.

The right of might, replied Stalker, stepping up to Tom, and grasping him by the throat.

Tom resisted, of course, but being seized at the same moment by two men from behind, was rendered helpless. His comrades were captured at the same moment, and the arms of all bound behind them.

Now, gentlemen, said the robber chief, perhaps you will answer with more civility.

You are wrong, for I wont answer at all, said Tom Brixton, which I take to be less civility.

Neither will I, said Fred, who had come to the conclusion that total silence would be the easiest way of getting over the difficulties that filled his mind in regard to deception.

Patrick Flinders, however, had no such difficulties. To the amazement of his companions, he addressed a speech to Stalker in language so broken with stuttering and stammering that the marauders around could scarcely avoid laughing, though their chief seemed to be in no mood to tolerate mirth. Tom and Fred did not at first understand, though it soon dawned upon them that by this means he escaped being recognised by the man with whom he had so recently conversed through the keyhole of Tom Brixtons prison door.

Ssssor, said he, in a somewhat higher key than he was wont to speak, my cccomrades are cccross-ggrained critters bboth of em, thththough theyre ggood enough in their way, for all that. Aaax me what ye wwwant to know.

Cant you speak without so many kkkays an jjgees? demanded Stalker, impatiently.

Nnno, ssor, I ccant, an the mmore you ttry to make me the wwwus I ggits.

Well, then, come to the point, an dont say more thans needful.

Yyyis, sor.

Whats this mans name! asked the chief, settling the bandages uneasily on his head with one hand, and pointing to Brixton with the other.

MMuster TTTom, sor.

Thats his Christian name, I suppose?

Wwwell, Im not sure about his bein a cccChristian.

Do you spell it T-o-m or T-h-o-m?

Ththat depinds on tttaste, sor.

Bah! youre a fool!

Thank yer honour, and Im also an I-I-Irish mman as sure me names Flinders.

Theres one of your countrymen named Brixton, said the chief, with a scowl, whos a scoundrel of the first water, and I have a crow to pluck with him some day when we meet. Meanwhile I feel half-disposed to give his countryman a sound thrashing as part payment of the debt in advance.

Ah! sure, sor, me counthrymanll let ye off the dibt, no doubt, returned Flinders.

Hallo! you seem to have found your tongue all of a sudden!

Ffaix, then, its bbekaise of yer not houndin me on. I cccant stand bein hurried, ye ssee. Bbesides, I was havin me little jjjoke, an I scarcely spsplutter at all whin Im jjjokin.

Where did you come from? demanded the chief, sharply.

From PPine Tree DDiggins.

Oh, indeed? When did you leave the camp?

On MMonday mornin, sor.

Then of course you dont know anything about the fight that took place there on Monday night!

Ddont I, sor?

Why dont you answer whether you do or not? said Stalker, beginning to lose temper.

Shshure yer towld me ththat I dddont know, an Im too pppurlite to ccontradic yer honour.

Bah! youre a fool.

Ye tttowld me that before, sor.

The robber chief took no notice of the reply, but led his lieutenant aside and held a whispered conversation with him for a few minutes.

Now, among other blessings, Flinders possessed a pair of remarkably acute ears, so that, although he could not make out the purport of the whispered conversation, he heard, somewhat indistinctly, the words Bevan and Betty. Coupling these words with the character of the men around him, he jumped to a conclusion and decided on a course of action in one and the same instant.

Presently Stalker returned, and addressing himself to Tom and Fred, said  

Now, sirs, I know not your circumstances nor your plans, but Ill take the liberty of letting you know something of mine. Men give me and my boys bad names. We call ourselves Free-and-easy Boys. We work hard for our living. It is our plan to go round the country collecting taxes  revenue  or whatever you choose to call it, and punishing those who object to pay. Now, we want a few stout fellows to replace the brave men who have fallen at the post of duty. Will you join us?

Certainly not, said Fred, with decision.

Of course not, said Tom, with contempt.

Well, then, my fine fellows, you may follow your own inclinations, for theres too many willing boys around to make us impress unwilling ones, but I shall take the liberty of relieving you of your possessions. I will tax you to the full amount.

He turned and gave orders in a low voice to those near him. In a few minutes the horses, blankets, food, arms, etcetera, of the three friends were collected, and themselves unbound.

Now, said the robber chief, I mean to spend the night here. You may bid us good-night. The world lies before you  go!

Bbbut, sor, said Flinders, with a perplexed and pitiful air. Ye niver axed me if Id jjjine ye.

Because I dont want you, said Stalker.

Ah! thin, its little ye know ththe jjjewel yere ththrowin away.

What can you do? asked the robber, while a slight smile played on his disfigured face.

What ccan I not do? ye should ax. Wwwhy, I can ccccook, an fffight, an ddance, an tttell stories, an sssing an

There, thatll do. I accept you, said Stalker, turning away, while his men burst into a laugh, and felt that Flinders would be a decided acquisition to the party.

Are we to go without provisions or weapons? asked Fred Westly, before leaving.

You may have both, answered Stalker, by joining us. If you go your own way  you go as you are. Please yourselves.

You may almost as well kill us as turn us adrift here in the wilderness, without food or the means of procuring it, remonstrated Fred. Is it not so, Tom?

Tom did not condescend to reply. He had evidently screwed his spirit up  or down  to the Turkish condition of apathy and contempt.

Youre young, both of you, and strong, answered the robber. The woods are full of game, berries, roots, and fish. If you know anything of woodcraft you cant starve.

An shshsure Tomlins Diggins isnt far  far off  straight fffornint you, said Flinders, going close up to his friends, and whispering, Kape round by Bevans Gully. Youll be

Come, none of your whisperin together! shouted Stalker. Youre one of us now, Flinders, so say goodbye to your old chums an fall to the rear.

Yis, sor, replied the biddable Flinders, grasping each of his comrades by the hand and wringing it as he said, Gggood-bye, fffoolish bboys, (Bevans Gully  sharp!) ffarewell ffor iiiver! and, covering his face with his hands, burst into crocodiles tears while he fell to the rear. He separated two of his fingers, however, in passing a group of his new comrades, in order to bestow on them a wink which produced a burst of subdued laughter.

Surprised, annoyed, and puzzled, Tom Brixton thrust both hands into his trousers pockets, turned round on his heel, and, without uttering a word, sauntered slowly away.

Fred Westly, in a bewildered frame of mind, followed his example, and the two friends were soon lost to view  swallowed up, as it were, by the Oregon wilderness.




Chapter Eight.

After walking through the woods a considerable distance in perfect silence  for the suddenness of the disaster seemed to have bereft the two friends of speech  Tom Brixton turned abruptly and said  

Well, Fred, were in a nice fix now. What is to be our next move in this interesting little game?

Fred Westly shook his head with an air of profound perplexity, but said nothing.

Ive a good mind, continued Tom, to return to Pine Tree Diggings, give myself up, and get hanged right off. It would be a good riddance to the world at large, and would relieve me of a vast deal of trouble.

There is a touch of selfishness in that speech, Tom  dont you think?  for it would not relieve me of trouble; to say nothing of your poor mother!

Youre right, Fred. Dyou know, it strikes me that Im a far more selfish and despicable brute than I used to think myself.

He looked at his companion with a sad sort of smile; nevertheless, there was a certain indefinable ring of sincerity in his tone.

Tom, said the other, earnestly, will you wait for me here for a few minutes while I turn aside to pray?

Certainly, old boy, answered Tom, seating himself on a mossy bank. You know I cannot join you.

I know you cant, Tom. It would be mockery to pray to One in whom you dont believe; but as I believe in God, the Bible, and prayer, youll excuse my detaining you, just for

Say no more, Fred. Go; I shall wait here for you.

A slight shiver ran through Brixtons frame as he sat down, rested his elbows on his knees, and clasped his hands.

God help me! he exclaimed, under a sudden impulse, Ive come down very low, God help me!

Fred soon returned.

You prayed for guidance, I suppose? said Tom, as his friend sat down beside him.

I did.

Well, what is the result?

There is no result as yet  except, of course, the calmer state of my mind, now that I have committed our case into our Fathers hands.

Your Fathers, you mean.

No, I mean our, for He is your father as well as mine, whether you admit it or not. Jesus has bought you and paid for you, Tom, with His own blood. You are not your own.

Not my own? bought and paid for! thought Brixton, recalling the scene in which words of somewhat similar import had been addressed to him. Bought and paid for  twice bought! Body and soul! Then, aloud, And what are you going to do now, Fred?

Going to discuss the situation with you.

And after you have discussed it, and acted according to our united wisdom, you will say that you have been guided.

Just so! That is exactly what I will say and believe, for He is faithful who has promised.

And if you make mistakes and go wrong, you will still hold, I suppose, that you have been guided?

Undoubtedly I will  not guided, indeed, into the mistakes, but guided to what will be best in the long-run, in spite of them.

But Fred, how can you call guidance in the wrong direction right guidance?

Why, Tom, can you not conceive of a man being guided wrongly as regards some particular end he has in view, and yet that same guidance being right, because leading him to something far better which, perhaps, he has not in view?

So that said Tom, with a sceptical laugh, whether you go right or go wrong, you are sure to come right in the end!

Just so! All things work together for good to them that love God.

Does not that savour of Jesuitism, Fred, which teaches the detestable doctrine that you may do evil if good is to come of it?

Not so, Tom; because I did not understand you to use the word wrong in the sense of sinful, but in the sense of erroneous  mistaken. If I go in a wrong road, knowing it to be wrong, I sin; but if I go in a wrong road mistakenly, I still count on guidance, though not perhaps to the particular end at which I aimed  nevertheless, guidance to a good end. Surely you will admit that no man is perfect?

Admitted.

Well, then, imperfection implies mistaken views and ill-directed action, more or less, in every one, so that if we cannot claim to be guided by God except when free from error in thought and act, then there is no such thing as Divine guidance at all. Surely you dont hold that!

Some have held it.

Yes; the fool hath said in his heart, There is no God,  some have even gone the length of letting it out of the heart and past the lips. With such we cannot argue; their case admits only of pity and prayer.

I agree with you there, Fred; but if your views are not Jesuitical, they seem to me to be strongly fatalistic. Commit ones way to God, you say; then, shut ones eyes, drive ahead anyhow, and  the end will be sure to be all right!

No, I did not say that. With the exception of the first sentence, Tom, that is your way of stating the case, not Gods way. If you ask in any given difficulty, What shall I do? His word replies, Commit thy way unto the Lord. Trust also in Him, and He will bring it to pass. If you ask, How am I to know what is best? the Word again replies, hear, ye deaf; look, ye blind, that you may see. Surely that is the reverse of shutting the eyes, isnt it? If you say, how shall I act? the Word answers, A good man will guide his affairs with discretion. Thats not driving ahead anyhow, is it?

You may be right, returned Tom, I hope you are. But, come, what does your wisdom suggest in the present difficulty?

The first thing that occurs to me, replied the other, is what Flinders said, just before we were ordered off by the robbers. Keep round by Bevans Gully, he said, in the midst of his serio-comic leave-taking; and again he said, Bevans Gully  sharp! Of course Paddy, with his jokes and stammering, has been acting a part all through this business, and I am convinced that he has heard something about Bevans Gully; perhaps an attack on Bevan himself, which made him wish to tell us to go there.

Of course; how stupid of me not to see that before! Lets go at once! cried Tom, starting up in excitement. Undoubtedly he meant that. He must have overheard the villains talk of going there, and we may not be in time to aid them unless we push on.

But in what direction does the gully lie? asked Fred, with a puzzled look.

Tom returned the look with one of perplexity, for they were now a considerable distance both from Bevans Gully and Pine Tree Diggings, in the midst of an almost unknown wilderness. From the latter place either of the friends could have travelled to the former almost blindfold; but, having by that time lost their exact bearings, they could only guess at the direction.

I think, said Fred, after looking round and up at the sky for some time, considering the time we have been travelling, and the position of the sun, that the gully lies over yonder. Indeed, I feel almost sure it does.

He pointed, as he spoke, towards a ridge of rocky ground that cut across the western sky and hid much of the more distant landscape in that direction.

Nonsense, man! returned Tom, sharply, it lies in precisely the opposite direction. Our adventures have turned your brain, I think. Come, dont let us lose time. Think of Betty; that poor girl may be killed if there is another attack. She was slightly wounded last time. Come!

Fred looked quickly in his friends face. It was deeply flushed, and his eye sparkled with unwonted fire.

Poor fellow! his case is hopeless; she will never wed him, thought Fred, but he only said, I, too, would not waste time, but it seems to me we shall lose much if we go in that direction. The longer I study the nature of the ground, and calculate our rate of travelling since we left the diggings, the more am I convinced that our way lies westward.

I feel as certain as you do, replied Tom with some asperity, for he began to chafe under the delay. But if you are determined to go that way you must go by yourself, old boy, for I cant afford to waste time on a wrong road.

Nay, if you are so sure, I will give in and follow. Lead on, returned Toms accommodating friend, with a feeling of mingled surprise and chagrin.

In less than an hour they reached a part of the rocky ridge before mentioned, from which they had a magnificent view of the surrounding country. It was wilderness truly, but such a wilderness of tree and bush, river and lake, cascade and pool, flowering plant and festooned shrub, dense thicket and rolling prairie, backed here and there by cloud-capped hills, as seldom meets the eye or thrills the heart of traveller, except in alpine lands. Deep pervading silence marked the hour, for the air was perfectly still, and though the bear, the deer, the wolf, the fox, and a multitude of wild creatures were revelling there in the rich enjoyment of natural life, the vast region, as it were, absorbed and dissipated their voices almost as completely as their persons, so that it seemed but a grand untenanted solitude, just freshly laid out by the hand of the wonder-working Creator. Every sheet of water, from the pool to the lake, reflected an almost cloudless blue, excepting towards the west, where the sun, by that time beginning to descend, converted all into sheets of liquid gold.

The two friends paused on the top of a knoll, more to recover breath than to gaze on the exquisite scene, for they both felt that they were speeding on a mission that might involve life or death. Freds enthusiastic admiration, however, would no doubt have found vent in fitting words if he had not at the moment recognised a familiar landmark.

I knew it! he cried, eagerly. Look, Tom, that is Rangers Hill on the horizon away to the left. It is very faint from distance, but I could not mistake its form.

Nonsense, Fred! you never saw it from this point of view before, and hills change their shape amazingly from different points of view. Come along.

No, I am too certain to dispute the matter any longer. If you will have it so, we must indeed part here. But oh! Tom, dont be obstinate! Why, what has come over you, my dear fellow? Dont you see

I see that evening is drawing on, and that we shall be too late. Good-bye! One friendly helping hand will be better to her than none. I know Im right.

Tom hurried away, and poor Fred, after gazing in mingled surprise and grief at his comrade until he disappeared, turned with a heavy sigh and went off in the opposite direction.

Well, he muttered to himself, as he sped along at a pace that might have made even a red man envious, we are both of us young and strong, so that we are well able to hold out for a considerable time on such light fare as the shrubs of the wilderness produce, and when Tom discovers his mistake hell make good use of his long legs to overtake me. I cannot understand his infatuation. But with Gods blessing, all shall yet be well.

Comforting himself with the last reflection, and offering up a heartfelt prayer as he pressed on, Fred Westly was soon separated from his friend by many a mile of wilderness.

Meanwhile Tom Brixton traversed the land with strides not only of tremendous length, but unusual rapidity. His infatuation was not without its appropriate cause. The physical exertions and sufferings which the poor fellow had undergone for so long a period, coupled with the grief, amounting almost to despair, which tormented his brain, had at last culminated in fever; and the flushed face and glittering eyes, which his friend had set down to anxiety about Bevans pretty daughter, were, in reality, indications of the gathering fires within. So also was the obstinacy. For it must be admitted that the youths natural disposition was tainted with that objectionable quality which, when fever, drink, or any other cause of madness operates in any man, is apt to assert itself powerfully.

At first he strode over the ground with terrific energy, thinking only of Betty and her father in imminent danger; pausing now and then abruptly to draw his hand across his brow and wonder if he was getting near Bevans Gully. Then, as his mind began to wander, he could not resist a tendency to shout.

What a fool I am! he muttered, after having done this once or twice. I suppose anxiety about that dear girl is almost driving me mad. But she can never  never be mine. Im a thief! a thief! Ha! haaaah!

The laugh that followed might have appalled even a red and painted warrior. It did terrify, almost into fits, all the tree and ground squirrels within a mile of him, for these creatures went skurrying off to holes and topmost boughs in wild confusion when they heard it echoing through the woods.

When this fit passed off Tom took to thinking again. He strode over hillock, swamp, and plain in silence, save when, at long intervals, he muttered the words, Think, think, thinking. Always thinking! Cant stop think, thinking!

Innumerable wild fowl, and many of the smaller animals of the woods, met him in his mad career, and fled from his path, but one of these seemed at last inclined to dispute the path with him.

It was a small brown bear, which creature, although insignificant when compared with the gigantic grizzly, is, nevertheless, far more than a match for the most powerful unarmed man that ever lived. This rugged creature chanced to be rolling sluggishly along as if enjoying an evening saunter at the time when Tom approached. The place was dotted with willow bushes, so that when the two met there was not more than a hundred yards between them. The bear saw the man instantly, and rose on its hind legs to do battle. At that moment Tom lifted his eyes. Throwing up his arms, he uttered a wild yell of surprise, which culminated in a fit of demoniacal laughter. But there was no laughter apparent on poor Toms flushed and fierce visage, though it issued from his dry lips. Without an instants hesitation he rushed at the bear with clenched fists. The animal did not await the charge. Dropping humbly on its fore-legs, it turned tail and fled, at such a pace that it soon left its pursuer far behind!

Just as it disappeared over a distant ridge Tom came in sight of a small pond or lakelet covered with reeds, and swarming with ducks and geese, besides a host of plover and other aquatic birds  most of them with outstretched necks, wondering no doubt what all the hubbub could be about. Tom incontinently bore down on these, and dashing in among them was soon up to his neck in water!

He remained quiet for a few minutes and deep silence pervaded the scene. Then the water began to feel chill. The wretched man crept out and, remembering his errand, resumed his rapid journey. Soon the fever burned again with intensified violence, and the power of connected thought began to depart from its victim altogether.

While in this condition Tom Brixton wandered aimlessly about, sometimes walking smartly for a mile or so, at other times sauntering slowly, as if he had no particular object in view, and occasionally breaking into a run at full speed, which usually ended in his falling exhausted on the ground.

At last, as darkness began to overspread the land, he became so worn-out that he flung himself down under a tree, with a hazy impression on his mind that it was time to encamp for the night. The fever was fierce and rapid in its action. First it bereft him of reason and then left him prostrate, without the power to move a limb except with the greatest difficulty.

It was about the hour of noon when his reasoning powers returned, and, strange to say, the first conscious act of his mind was to recall the words twice bought, showing that the thought had been powerfully impressed on him before delirium set in. What he had said or done during his ravings he knew not, for memory was a blank, and no human friend had been there to behold or listen. At that time, however, Tom did not think very deeply about these words, or, indeed, about anything else. His prostration was so great that he did not care at first to follow out any line of thought or to move a limb. A sensation of absolute rest and total indifference seemed to enchain all his faculties. He did not even know where he was, and did not care, but lay perfectly still, gazing up through the overhanging branches into the bright blue sky, sometimes dozing off into a sleep that almost resembled death, from which he awoke gently, to wonder, perhaps, in an idle way, what had come over him, and then ceasing to wonder before the thought had become well defined.

The first thing that roused him from this condition was a passing thought of Betty Bevan. He experienced something like a slight shock, and the blood which had begun to stagnate received a new though feeble impulse at its fountain-head, the heart. Under the force of it he tried to rise, but could not although he strove manfully. At last, however, he managed to raise himself on one elbow, and looked round with dark and awfully large eyes, while he drew his left hand tremblingly across his pale brow. He observed the trembling fingers and gazed at them inquiringly.

I  I must have been ill. So weak, too! Where am I? The forest  everywhere! What can it all mean? There was a  a thought  what could it  Ah! Betty  dear girl  that was it. But what of her? Danger  yes  in danger. Ha! now I have it!

There came a slight flush on his pale cheeks, and, struggling again with his weakness, he succeeded in getting on his feet, but staggered and fell with a crash that rendered him insensible for a time.

On recovering, his mind was clearer and more capable of continuous thought; but this power only served to show him that he was lost, and that, even if he had known his way to Bevans Gully, his strength was utterly gone, so that he could not render aid to the friends who stood in need of it so sorely.

In the midst of these depressing thoughts an intense desire for food took possession of him, and he gazed around with a sort of wolfish glare, but there was no food within his reach  not even a wild berry.

I believe that I am dying, he said at last, with deep solemnity. God forgive me! Twice bought! Fred said that Jesus had bought my soul before the miners bought my life.

For some time he lay motionless; then, rousing himself, again began to speak in low, disjointed sentences, among which were words of prayer.

It is terrible to die here  alone! he murmured, recovering from one of his silent fits. Oh that mother were here now! dear, dishonoured, but still beloved mother! Would that I had a pen to scratch a few words before  stay, I have a pencil.

He searched his pockets and found the desired implement, but he could not find paper. The lining of his cap occurred to him; it was soft and unfit for his purpose. Looking sadly round, he observed that the tree against which he leaned was a silver-stemmed birch, the inner bark of which, he knew, would serve his purpose. With great difficulty he tore off a small sheet of it and began to write, while a little smile of contentment played on his lips.

From time to time weakness compelled him to pause, and more than once he fell asleep in the midst of his labour. Heavy labour it was, too, for the nerveless hands almost refused to form the irregular scrawl. Still he persevered  till evening. Then a burning thirst assailed him, and he looked eagerly round for water, but there was none in view. His eyes lighted up, however, as he listened, for the soft tinkling of a tiny rill filled his ear.

With a desperate effort he got upon his hands and knees, and crept in the direction whence the sound came. He found the rill in a few moments, and, falling on his breast, drank with feelings of intense gratitude in his heart. When satisfied he rose to his knees again and tried to return to his tree, but even while making the effort he sank slowly on his breast, pillowed his head on the wet green moss, and fell into a profound slumber.




Chapter Nine.

We left Fred hastening through the forest to the help of his friends at Bevans Gully.

At first, after parting from his comrade, he looked back often and anxiously, in the hope that Tom might find out his mistake and return to him; but as mile after mile was placed between them, he felt that this hope was vain, and turned all his energies of mind and body to the task that lay before him. This was to outwalk Stalkers party of bandits and give timely warning to the Bevans; for, although Flinderss hints had been vague enough, he readily guessed that the threatened danger was the descent of the robbers on their little homestead, and it naturally occurred to his mind that this was probably the same party which had made the previous attack, especially as he had observed several Indians among them.

Young, sanguine, strong, and active, Fred, to use a not inapt phrase, devoured the ground with his legs! Sometimes he ran, at other times he walked, but more frequently he went along at an easy trot, which, although it looked slower than quick walking, was in reality much faster, besides being better suited to the rough ground he had to traverse.

Night came at last but night could not have arrested him if it had not been intensely dark. This, however, did not trouble him much, for he knew that the same cause would arrest the progress of his foes, and besides, the moon would rise in an hour. He therefore flung himself on the ground for a short rest, and fell asleep, while praying that God would not suffer him to sleep too long.

His prayer was answered, for he awoke with a start an hour afterwards, just as the first pale light of the not quite risen moon began to tinge the clear sky.

Fred felt very hungry, and could not resist the tendency to meditate on beefsteaks and savoury cutlets for some time after resuming his journey; but, after warming to the work, and especially after taking a long refreshing draught at a spring that bubbled like silver in the moonlight, these longings passed away. Hour after hour sped by, and still the sturdy youth held on at the same steady pace, for he knew well that to push beyond his natural strength in prolonged exertion would only deduct from the end of his journey whatever he might gain at the commencement.

Day broke at length. As it advanced the intense longing for food returned, and, to his great anxiety, it was accompanied by a slight feeling of faintness. He therefore glanced about for wild fruits as he went along, without diverging from his course, and was fortunate to fall in with several bushes which afforded him a slight meal of berries. In the strength of these he ran on till noon, when the faint feeling returned, and he was fain to rest for a little beside a brawling brook.

Oh! Father, help me! he murmured, as he stooped to drink. On rising, he continued to mutter to himself, If only a tithe of my ordinary strength were left, or if I had one good meal and a short rest, I could be there in three hours; but

Whatever Freds fears were, he did not express them. He arose and recommenced his swinging trot with something like the pertinacity of a bloodhound on the scent. Perhaps he was thinking of his previous conversation with Tom Brixton about being guided by God in all circumstances, for the only remark that escaped him afterwards was, It is my duty to act and leave results to Him.

Towards the afternoon of that day Paul Bevan was busy mending a small cart in front of his hut, when he observed a man to stagger out of the wood as if he had been drunk, and approach the place where his plank-bridge usually spanned the brook. It was drawn back, however, at the time, and lay on the fortress side, for Paul had been rendered somewhat cautious by the recent assault on his premises.

Hallo, Betty! he cried.

Yes, father, replied a sweet musical voice, the owner of which issued from the doorway with her pretty arms covered with flour and her face flushed from the exertion of making bread.

Are the guns loaded, lass?

Yes, father, replied Betty, turning her eyes in the direction towards which Paul gazed. But I see only one man, she added.

Ay, an a drunk man too, who couldnt make much of a fight if he wanted to. But lass, the drunk man may have any number of men at his back, both drunk and sober, so its well to be ready. Just fetch the revolvers an have em handy while I go down to meet him.

Father, it seems to me I should know that figure. Why, its  no, surely it cannot be young Mister Westly!

No doubt of it, girl. Your eyes are better than mine, but I see him clearer as he comes on. Young Westly  drunk  ha! ha!  as a hatter! Ill go help him over.

Paul chuckled immensely  as sinners are wont to do when they catch those whom they are pleased to call saints tripping  but when he had pushed the plank over, and Fred, plunging across, fell at his feet in a state of insensibility, his mirth vanished and he stooped to examine him. His first act was to put his nose to the youths mouth and sniff.

No smell o drink there, he muttered. Then he untied Freds neckcloth and loosened his belt. Then, as nothing resulted from these acts, he set himself to lift the fallen man in his arms. Being a sturdy fellow he succeeded, though with considerable difficulty, and staggered with his burden towards the hut, where he was met by his anxious daughter.

Why, lass, hes no more drunk than you are! cried Paul, as he laid Fred on his own bed. Fetch me the brandy  flask  no? Well, get him a cup of coffee, if ye prefer it.

It will be better for him, father; besides, it is fortunately ready and hot.

While the active girl ran to the outer room or hall of the hut for the desired beverage, Paul slily forced a teaspoonful of diluted brandy into Freds mouth. It had, at all events, the effect of restoring him to consciousness, for he opened his eyes and glanced from side to side with a bewildered air. Then he sat up suddenly, and said  

Paul, the villains are on your track again. Ive hastened ahead to tell you. Id have been here sooner  but  but Im  starving.

Eat, then  eat before you speak, Mr Westly, said Betty, placing food before him.

But the matter is urgent! cried Fred.

Hold on, Mr Fred, said Paul; did you an the enemy  whoever he may be, though Ive a pretty fair guess  start to come here together?

Within the same hour, I should think.

An did you camp for the night?

No. At least I rested but one hour.

Then swallow some grub an make your mind easy. They wont be here for some hours yet, for youve come on at a rate that no party of men could beat, I see that clear enough  unless they was mounted.

But a few of the chief men were mounted, Paul.

Pooh! thats nothing. Chief men wont come on without the ornary men. It needs ornary men, you know, to make chief uns. Ha! ha! Come, now, if you cant hold your tongue, try to speak and eat at the same time.

Thus encouraged, Fred set to work on some bread and cheese and coffee with all the gusto of a starving man, and, at broken intervals, blurted out all he knew and thought about the movements of the robber band, as well as his own journey and his parting with Brixton.

Tis a pity, an strange, too, that he was so obstinate, observed Paul.

But he thought he was right said Betty; and then she blushed with vexation at having been led by impulse even to appear to justify her lover. But Paul took no notice.

It matters not, said he, for it happens that you have found us almost on the wing, Westly. I knew full well that this fellow Buxley

They call him Stalker, if you mean the robber chief interrupted Fred.

Pooh! Did you ever hear of a robber chief without half a dozen aliases? rejoined Paul. This Buxley, havin found out my quarters, will never rest till he kills me; so as Ive no fancy to leave my little Betty in an unprotected state yet a while, we have packed up our goods and chattels  they aint much to speak of  and intend to leave the old place this very night. Your friend Stalker wont attack till night  I know the villain well  but your news inclines me to set off a little sooner than I intended. So, what you have got to do is to lie down an rest while Betty and I get the horse an cart ready. Weve got a spare horse, which youre welcome to. We sent little Tolly Trevor off to Briants Gulch to buy a pony for my little lass. He should have been back by this time if he succeeded in gettin it.

But where do you mean to go to? asked Fred.

To Simpsons Gully.

Why, thats where Tom and I were bound for when we fell in with Stalker and his band! We shall probably meet Tom returning. But the road is horrible  indeed there is no road at all, and I dont think a cart could

Oh! I know that interrupted Paul, and have no intention of smashing up my cart in the woods. We shall go round by the plains, lad. It is somewhat longer, no doubt, but once away, we shall be able to laugh at men on foot if they are so foolish as to follow us. Come now, Betty, stir your stumps and finish your packing. Ill go get the

A peculiar yell rent the air outside at that moment, cutting short the sentence, and almost petrifying the speaker, who sprang up and began frantically to bar the door and windows of the hut, at the same time growling, Theyve come sooner than I expected. Whod have thought it! Bar the small window at the back, Betty, an then fetch all the weapons. I was so taken up wi you, Fred, that I forgot to haul back the plank; thats how theyve got over. Help wi this table  so  theyll have some trouble to batter in the door wi that agin it, an Ive a flankin battery at the east corner to prevent them settin the place on fire.

While the man spoke he acted with violent haste. Fred sprang up and assisted him, for the shock  coupled, no doubt, with the hot coffee and bread and cheese  had restored his energies, at least for the time, almost as effectually as if he had had a rest.

They were only just in time, for at that moment a man ran with a wild shout against the door. Finding it fast, he kept thundering against it with his heavy boots, and shouting Paul Bevans name in unusually fierce tones.

Are ye there? he demanded at last and stopped to listen.

If youll make less noise mayhap yell find out growled Paul.

Och! Paul, dear, open av ye love me, entreated the visitor, in a voice there was no mistaking.

I do believe its my mate Flinders! said Fred.

Paul said nothing, but proved himself to be of the same opinion by hastily unbarring and opening the door, when in burst the irrepressible Flinders, wet from head to foot, splashed all over with mud and blood, and panting like a race-horse.

Is that  tay yeve got there  my dear? he asked in gasps.

No, it is coffee. Let me give you some.

Thank ee kindly  fill it up  my dear. Heres wishin  ye all luck!

Paddy drained the cup to the dregs, wiped his mouth on the cuff of his coat, and thus delivered himself  

Now, dont all spake at wance. Howld yer tongues an listen. Av coorse, Muster Freds towld ye when an where an how I jined the blackguards. Yell be able now to guess why I did it. Soon after I jined em I began to boast o my shootin in a way that would ha shocked me natral modesty av I hadnt done it for a raisin o me own. Well, they boasted back, so I defied em to a trial, an soon showed em what I could do. There wasnt wan could come near me wi the rifle. So they made me hunter-in-chief to the band then an there. I wint out at wance an brought in a good supply o game. Then, as my time was short, you see, I gave em the slip nixt day an comed on here, neck an crop, through fire an water, like a turkey-buzzard wi the cholera. An so here I am, an theyll soon find out Ive given em the slip, an theyll come after me, swearin, perhaps; an if I was you, Paul Bevan, I wouldnt stop to say how dye do to them.

No more I will, Paddy  an, by good luck, were about ready to start only Ive got a fear for that poor boy Tolly. If he comes back arter were gone an falls into their hands itll be a bad look-out for him.

No fear o Tolly, said Flinders; hes a cute boy as can look after himself. By the way, wheres Muster Tom?

The reason of Brixtons absence was explained to him by Betty, who bustled about the house packing up the few things that could be carried away, while her father and Fred busied themselves with the cart and horses outside. Meanwhile the Irishman continued to refresh himself with the bread and cheese.

Ye see its o no manner o use me tryin to help ye, my dear, he said, apologetically, for I niver was much of a hand at packin, my exparience up to this time havin run pretty much in the way o havin little or nothin to pack. Moreover, Im knocked up as well as hungry, an ye seem such a good hand that it would be a pity to interfere wid ye. Is there any chance o little Tolly turnin up wi the pony before we start?

Every chance, replied the girl, smiling, in spite of herself, at the mans free-and-easy manner rather than his words. He ought to have been here by this time. We expect him every moment.

But these expectations were disappointed, for, when they had packed the stout little cart, harnessed and saddled the horses, and were quite ready to start, the boy had not appeared.

We durstnt delay, said Paul, with a look of intense annoyance, an I cant think of how we are to let him know which way weve gone, for I didnt think of telling him why we wanted another pony.

He can read, father. We might leave a note for him on the table, and if he arrives before the robbers that would guide him.

True, Betty; but if the robbers should arrive before him, that would also guide them.

But were so sure of his returning almost immediately, urged Betty.

Not so sure o that, lass. No, we durstnt risk it, an I cant think of anything else. Poor Tolly! hell stand a bad chance, for hes sure to come gallopin up, an singin at the top of his voice in his usual reckless way.

Cudnt we stick up a bit o paper in the way hes bound to pass, wid a big wooden finger to point it out and the word notice on it writ big?

Oh! I know what Ill do, cried Betty. Tolly will be sure to search all over the place for us, and theres one place, a sort of half cave in the cliff, where he and I used to read together. Hell be quite certain to look there.

Right, lass, an we may risk that, for the reptiles wont think o sarchin the cliff. Go, Betty; write, Were off to Simpsons Gully, by the plains. Follow hard. Thatll bring him on if they dont catch him  poor Tolly!

In a few minutes the note was written and stuck on the wall of the cave referred to; then the party set off at a brisk trot, Paul, Betty, and Flinders in the cart, while Fred rode what its owner styled the spare horse.

They had been gone about two hours, when Stalker, alias Buxley, and his men arrived in an unenviable state of rage, for they had discovered Flinderss flight, had guessed its object, and now, after hastening to Bevans Gully at top speed, had reached it to find the birds flown.

This they knew at once from the fact that the plank-bridge, quadrupled in width to let the horse and cart pass, had been left undrawn as if to give them a mocking invitation to cross. Stalker at once accepted the invitation. The astute Bevan had, however, anticipated and prepared for this event by the clever use of a saw just before leaving. When the robber-chief gained the middle of the bridge it snapped in two and let him down with a horrible rending of wood into the streamlet, whence he emerged like a half-drowned rat, amid the ill-suppressed laughter of his men. The damage he received was slight. It was only what Flinders would have called, a pleasant little way of showing attintion to his inimy before bidding him farewell.

Of course every nook and corner of the stronghold was examined with the utmost care  also with considerable caution, for they knew not how many more traps and snares might have been laid for them. They did not, however, find those for whom they sought, and, what was worse in the estimation of some of the band, they found nothing worth carrying away. Only one thing did they discover that was serviceable, namely, a large cask of gunpowder in the underground magazine formerly mentioned. Bevan had thought of blowing this up before leaving, for his cart was already too full to take it in, but the hope that it might not be discovered, and that he might afterwards return to fetch it away, induced him to spare it.

Of course all the flasks and horns of the band were replenished from this store, but there was still left a full third of the cask which they could not carry away. With this the leader determined to blow up the hut, for he had given up all idea of pursuing the fugitives, he and his men being too much exhausted for that.

Accordingly the cask was placed in the middle of the hut and all the unportable remains of Paul Bevans furniture were piled above it. Then a slow match was made by rubbing gunpowder on some long strips of calico. This was applied and lighted, and the robbers retired to a spot close to a spring about half a mile distant, where they could watch the result in safety while they cooked some food.

But these miscreants were bad judges of slow matches! Their match turned out to be very slow. So slow that they began to fear it had gone out  so slow that the daylight had time to disappear and the moon to commence her softly solemn journey across the dark sky  so slow that Stalker began seriously to think of sending a man to stir up the spark, though he thought there might be difficulty in finding a volunteer for the dangerous job  so slow that a certain reckless little boy came galloping towards the fortress on a tall horse with a led pony plunging by his side  all before the spark of the match reached its destination and did its work.

Then, at last, there came a flush that made the soft moon look suddenly paler, and lighted up the world as if the sun had shot a ray right through it from the antipodes. This was followed by a crash and a roar that caused the solid globe itself to vibrate and sent Paul Bevans fortress into the sky a mass of blackened ruins. One result was that a fiendish cheer arose from the robbers camp, filling the night air with discord. Another result was that the happy-go-lucky little boy and his horses came to an almost miraculous halt and remained so for some time, gazing straight before them in a state of abject amazement!




Chapter Ten.

How long Tolly Trevor remained in a state of horrified surprise no one can tell, for he was incapable of observation at the time, besides being alone. On returning to consciousness he found himself galloping towards the exploded fortress at full speed, and did not draw rein till he approached the bank of the rivulet. Reflecting that a thoroughbred hunter could not clear the stream, even in daylight, he tried to pull up, but his horse refused. It had run away with him.

Although constitutionally brave, the boy felt an unpleasant sensation of some sort as he contemplated the inevitable crash that awaited him; for, even if the horse should perceive his folly and try to stop on reaching the bank, the tremendous pace attained would render the attempt futile.

Stop! wont you? Wo-o-o! cried Tolly, straining at the reins till the veins of his neck and forehead seemed about to burst.

But the horse would neither stop nor wo-o-o! It was otherwise, however, with the pony. That amiable creature had been trained well, and had learned obedience. Blessed quality! Would that the human race  especially its juvenile section  understood better the value of that inestimable virtue! The pony began to pull back at the sound of wo! Its portion in childhood had probably been woe when it refused to recognise the order. The result was that poor Tollys right arm, over which was thrown the ponys rein, had to bear the strain of conflicting opinions.

A bright idea struck his mind at this moment. Bright ideas always do strike the mind of genius at critical moments! He grasped both the reins of his steed in his right hand, and took a sudden turn of them round his wrist. Then he turned about  not an instant too soon  looked the pony straight in the face, and said Wo! in a voice of command that was irresistible. The pony stopped at once, stuck out its fore legs, and was absolutely dragged a short way over the ground. The strain on Tollys arm was awful, but the arm was a stout one, though small. It stood the strain, and the obstinate runaway was arrested on the brink of destruction with an almost broken jaw.

The boy slipped to the ground and hastily fastened the steeds to a tree. Even in that hour of supreme anxiety he could not help felicitating himself on the successful application of pony docility to horsey self-will.

But these and all other feelings of humour and satisfaction were speedily put to flight when, after crossing the remains of the plank bridge with some difficulty, he stood before the hideous wreck of his friends late home, where he had spent so many glad hours listening to marvellous adventures from Paul Bevan, or learning how to read and cipher, as well as drinking in wisdom generally, from the Rose of Oregon.

It was an awful collapse. A yawning gulf had been driven into the earth, and the hut  originally a solid structure  having been hurled bodily skyward, shattered to atoms, and inextricably mixed in its parts, had come down again into the gulf as into a ready-made grave.

It would be vain to search for any sort of letter, sign, or communication from his friends among the débris. Tolly felt that at once, yet he could not think of leaving without a search. After one deep and prolonged sigh he threw off his lethargy, and began a close inspection of the surroundings.

You see, he muttered to himself, as he moved quickly yet stealthily about, theyd never have gone off without leavin some scrap of information for me, to tell me which way theyd gone, even though theyd gone off in a lightnin hurry. But praps they didnt. The reptiles may have comed on em unawares, an left em no time to do anything. Of course they cant have killed em. Nobody ever could catch Paul Bevan asleep  no, not the sharpest redskin in the land. Thats quite out o the question.

Though out of the question, however, the bare thought of such a catastrophe caused little Trevors under lip to tremble, a mist to obscure his vision, and a something-or-other to fill his throat, which he had to swallow with a gulp. Moreover, he went back to the ruined hut and began to pull about the wreck with a fluttering heart, lest he should come on some evidence that his friends had been murdered. Then he went to the highest part of the rock to rest a little, and consider what had best be done next.

While seated there, gazing on the scene of silent desolation, which the pale moonlight rendered more ghastly, the poor boys spirit failed him a little. He buried his face in his hands and burst into tears.

Soon this weakness, as he deemed it, passed away. He dried his eyes, roughly, and rose to resume his search, and it is more than probable that he would ere long have bethought him of the cave where Betty had left her note, if his attention had not been suddenly arrested by a faint glimmer of ruddy light in a distant part of the forest. The robbers were stirring up their fires, and sending a tell-tale glow into the sky.

O-ho! exclaimed Tolly Trevor.

He said nothing more, but there was a depth of meaning in the tone and look accompanying that O-ho! which baffles description.

Tightening his belt, he at once glided down the slope, flitted across the rivulet, skimmed over the open space, and melted into the forest after the most approved method of Red Indian tactics.

The expedition from which he had just returned having been peaceful, little Trevor carried no warlike weapons  for the long bowie-knife at his side, and the little hatchet stuck in his girdle, were, so to speak, merely domestic implements, without which he never moved abroad. But as war was not his object, the want of rifle and revolver mattered little. He soon reached the neighbourhood of the robbers fire, and, when close enough to render extreme caution necessary, threw himself flat on the ground and advanced à la snake-in-the-grass.

Presently he came within earshot, and listened attentively, though without much interest, to a deal of boastful small talk with which the marauders beguiled the time, while they fumigated their mouths and noses preparatory to turning in for the night.

At last the name of Paul Bevan smote his ear, causing it, metaphorically, to go on full cock.

Im sartin sure, said one of the speakers, that the old screw has gone right away to Simpsons Gully.

If I thought that, Id follow him up, and make a dash at the Gully itself, said Stalker, plucking a burning stick from the fire to rekindle his pipe.

If you did youd get wopped, remarked Goff, with a touch of sarcasm, for the lieutenant of the band was not so respectful to his commander as a well-disciplined man should be.

What makes you think so? demanded the chief.

The fact that the diggers are a sight too many for us, returned Goff. Why, wed find em three to one, if not four.

Well, that, coupled with the uncertainty of his having gone to Simpsons Gully, said the chief, decides me to make tracks down south to the big woods on the slopes of the Sawback Hills. There are plenty of parties travelling thereabouts with lots of gold, boys, and difficulties enough in the way of hunting us out o the stronghold. Ill leave you there for a short time and make a private excursion to Simpsons Gully, to see if my enemy an the beautiful Betty are there.

An get yourself shot or stuck for your pains, said Goff. Do you suppose that such a hulking, long-legged fellow as you are, can creep into a camp like an ornary man without drawin attention?

Perhaps not, returned Stalker; but are there not such things as disguises? Have you not seen me with my shootin-coat and botanical box an blue spectacles, an my naturally sandy hair.

No, no, captain! cried Goff, with a laugh, not sandy; say yellow, or golden.

Well, golden, then, if you will. Youve seen it dyed black, havent you?

Oh yes! Ive seen you in these humblin circumstances before now, returned the lieutenant, and I must say your own mother wouldnt know you. But whats the use o runnin the risk, captain?

Because I owe Bevan a grudge! said the chief, sternly, and mean to be revenged on him. Besides, I want the sweet Betty for a wife, and intend to have her, whether she will or no. Shell make a capital bandits wife  after a little while, when she gets used to the life. So now you know some of my plans, and you shall see whether the hulking botanist wont carry all before him.

O-ho! muttered the snake-in-the-grass, very softly; and there was something so compound and significant in the tone of that second O-ho! soft though it was, that it not only baffles description, but  really, you know, it would be an insult to your understanding, good reader, to say more in the way of explanation! There was also a heaving of the snakes shoulders, which, although unaccompanied by sound, was eminently suggestive.

Feeling that he had by that time heard quite enough, Tolly Trevor effected a masterly retreat, and returned to the place where he had left the horses. On the way he recalled with satisfaction the fact that Paul Bevan had once pointed out to him the exact direction of Simpsons Gully at a time when he meant to send him on an errand thither. Youve ony to go over there, lad, Paul had said, pointing towards the forest in rear of his hut, and hold on for two days straight as the crow flies till you come to it. You cant well miss it.

Tolly knew that there was also an easier though longer route by the plains, but as he was not sure of it he made up his mind to take to the forest.

The boy was sufficiently trained in woodcraft to feel pretty confident of finding his way, for he knew the north side of trees by their bark, and could find out the north star when the sky was clear, besides possessing a sort of natural aptitude for holding on in a straight line. He mounted the obstinate horse, therefore, took the rein of the obedient pony on his right arm, and, casting a last look of profound regret on Bevans desolated homestead, rode swiftly away. So eager was he that he took no thought for the morrow. He knew that the wallet slung at his saddle-bow contained a small supply of food  as much, probably, as would last three days with care. That was enough to render Tolly Trevor the most independent and careless youth in Oregon.

While these events were occurring in the neighbourhood of Bevans Gully, three red men, in all the glory of vermilion, charcoal, and feathers, were stalking through the forest in the vicinity of the spot where poor Tom Brixton had laid him down to die. These children of the wilderness stalked in single file  from habit we presume, for there was ample space for them to have walked abreast if so inclined. They seemed to be unsociable beings, for they also stalked in solemn silence.

Suddenly the first savage came to an abrupt pause, and said, Ho! the second savage said, He! and the third said, Hi! After which, for full a minute, they stared at the ground in silent wonder and said nothing. They had seen a footprint! It did not by any means resemble that deep, well developed, and very solitary footprint at which Robinson Crusoe is wont to stare in nursery picture-books. No; it was a print which was totally invisible to ordinary eyes, and revealed itself to these children of the woods in the form of a turned leaf and a cracked twig. Such as it was, it revealed a track which the three children followed up until they found Tom Brixton  or his body  lying on the ground near to the little spring.

Again these children said, Ho! He! and Hi! respectively, in varying tones according to their varied character. Then they commenced a jabber, which we are quite unable to translate, and turned Tom over on his back. The motion awoke him, for he sat up and stared.

Even that effort proved too much for him in his weak state, for he fell back and fainted.

The Indians proved to be men of promptitude. They lifted the white man up; one got Toms shoulders on his back, another put his legs over his shoulders, and thus they stalked away with him. When the first child of the wood grew tired, the unburdened one stepped in to his relief; when the second child grew tired, the first one went to his aid; when all the children grew tired, they laid their burden on the ground and sat down beside it. Thus, by easy stages, was Tom Brixton conveyed away from the spot where he had given himself up as hopelessly lost.

Now, it could not have been more than six hours after Tom had thus been borne away that poor Tolly Trevor came upon the same scene. We say poor advisedly, for he had not only suffered the loss of much fragmentary clothing in his passage through that tangled wood, but also most of the food with which he had started, and a good deal of skin from his shins, elbows, knuckles, and knees, as well as the greater part of his patience. Truly, he was in a pitiable plight, for the forest had turned out to be almost impassable for horses, and in his journey he had not only fallen off, and been swept out of the saddle by overhanging branches frequently, but had to swim swamps, cross torrents, climb precipitous banks, and had stuck in quagmires innumerable.

As for the horses  their previous owner could not have recognised them. It is true they were what is styled all there, but there was an inexpressible droop of their heads and tails, a weary languor in their eyes, and an abject waggle about their knees which told of hope deferred and spirit utterly gone. The pony was the better of the two. Its sprightly glance of amiability had changed into a gaze of humble resignation, whereas the aspect of the obstinate horse was one of impotent ill-nature. It would have bitten, perhaps, if strength had permitted, but as to its running away  ha!

Well, Tolly Trevor approached  it could hardly be said he rode up to  the spring before mentioned, where he passed the footprints in stupid blindness.

He dismounted, however, to drink and rest a while.

Come on  you brute! he cried, almost savagely, dragging the horse to the water.

The creature lowered its head and gazed as though to say, What liquid is that?

As the pony, however, at once took a long and hearty draught it also condescended to drink, while Tolly followed suit. Afterwards he left the animals to graze, and sat down under a neighbouring tree to rest and swallow his last morsel of food.

It was sad to see the way in which the poor boy carefully shook out and gathered up the few crumbs in his wallet so that not one of them should be lost; and how slowly he ate them, as if to prolong the sensation of being gratified! During the two days which he had spent in the forest his face had grown perceptibly thinner, and his strength had certainly diminished. Even the reckless look of defiant joviality, which was one of the boys chief characteristics, had given place to a restless anxiety that prevented his seeing humour in anything, and induced a feeling of impatience when a joke chanced irresistibly to bubble up in his mind. He was once again reduced almost to the weeping point, but his sensations were somewhat different for, when he had stood gazing at the wreck of Bevans home, the nether lip had trembled because of the sorrows of friends, whereas now he was sorrowing because of an exhausted nature, a weakened heart, and a sinking spirit. But the spirit had not yet utterly given way!

Come! he cried, starting up. This wont do, Tolly. Be a man! Why, only think  you have got over two days and two nights. That was the time allowed you by Paul, so your journeys all but done  must be. Of course those brutes  forgive me, pony, that brute, I mean  has made me go much slower than if I had come on my own legs, but notwithstanding, it cannot be  hallo! whats that!

The exclamation had reference to a small dark object which lay a few yards from the spot on which he sat. He ran and picked it up. It was Tom Brixtons cap  with his name rudely written on the lining. Beside it lay a piece of bark on which was pencil-writing.

With eager, anxious haste the boy began to peruse it, but he was unaccustomed to read handwriting, and when poor Tom had pencilled the lines his hand was weak and his brain confused, so that the characters were doubly difficult to decipher. After much and prolonged effort the boy made out the beginning. It ran thus:

This is probably the last letter that I, Tom Brixton, shall ever write. (I put down my name now, in case I never finish it.) O dearest mother!

Emotion had no doubt rendered the hand less steady at this point, for here the words were quite illegible  at least to little Trevor  who finally gave up the attempt in despair. The effect of this discovery, however, was to send the young blood coursing wildly through the veins, so that a great measure of strength returned, as if by magic.

The boys first care was naturally to look for traces of the lost man, and he set about this with a dull fear at his heart, lest at any moment he should come upon the dead body of his friend. In a few minutes he discovered the track made by the Indians, which led him to the spot near to the spring where Tom had fallen. To his now fully-awakened senses Trevor easily read the story, as far as signs could tell it.

Brixton had been all but starved to death. He had lain down under a tree to die  the very tree under which he himself had so recently given way to despair. While lying there he  Brixton  had scrawled his last words on the bit of birch-bark. Then he had tried to reach the spring, but had fainted either before reaching it or after leaving. This he knew, because the mark of Toms coat, part of his waist-belt and the handle of his bowie-knife were all impressed on the softish ground with sufficient distinctness to be discerned by a sharp eye. The moccasined footprints told of Indians having found Brixton  still alive, for they would not have taken the trouble to carry him off if he had been dead. The various sizes of the moccasined feet told that the party of Indians numbered three; and the trail of the red men, with its occasional halting-places, pointed out clearly the direction in which they had gone. Happily this was also the direction in which little Trevor was going.

Of course the boy did not read this off as readily as we have written it all down. It cost him upwards of an hours patient research; but when at last he did arrive at the result of his studies he wasted no time in idle speculation. His first duty was to reach Simpsons Gully, discover his friend Paul Bevan, and deliver to him the piece of birch-bark he had found, and the information he had gleaned.

By the time Tolly had come to this conclusion his horse and pony had obtained both rest and nourishment enough to enable them to raise their drooping heads and tails an inch or two, so that when the boy mounted the former with some of his old dash and energy, it shook its head, gave a short snort, and went off at a fair trot.

Fortunately the ground improved just beyond this point, opening out into park-like scenery, which, in another mile or two, ran into level prairie land. This Trevor knew from description was close to the mountain range, in which lay the gully he was in quest of. The hope which had begun to rise increased, and communicating itself, probably by sympathetic electricity, to the horse, produced a shuffling gallop, which ere long brought them to a clump of wood. On rounding this they came in sight of the longed-for hills.

Before nightfall Simpsons Gully was reached, and little Trevor was directed to the tent of Paul Bevan, who had arrived there only the day before.

Its a strange story, lad, said Paul, after the boy had run rapidly over the chief points of the news he had to give, to which Betty, Fred, and Flinders sat listening with eager interest.

We must be off to search for him without delay, said Fred Westly, rising.

Its right ye are, sor, cried Flinders, springing up. Off to-night an not a moment to lose.

Well talk it over first, boys, said Paul. Come with me. Ive a friend in the camp asll help us.

Did you not bring the piece of bark? asked Betty of the boy, as the men went out.

Oh! I forgot. Of course I did, cried Trevor, drawing it from his breast-pocket. The truth is Im so knocked up that I scarce know what Im about.

Lie down here on this deer-skin, poor boy, and rest while I read it.

Tolly Trevor flung himself on the rude but welcome couch, and almost instantly fell asleep, while Betty Bevan, spreading the piece of birch-bark on her knee, began to spell out the words and try to make sense of Tom Brixtons last epistle.




Chapter Eleven.

With considerable difficulty Betty Bevan succeeded in deciphering the tremulous scrawl which Tom Brixton had written on the piece of birch-bark. It ran somewhat as follows:  

This is probably the last letter that I, Tom Brixton, shall ever write. (I put down my name now, in case I never finish it.) O dearest mother! what would I not now give to unsay all the hard things I have ever said to you, and to undo all the evil I have done. But this cannot be. Twice bought! It is strange how these words run in my mind. I was condemned to death at the gold-fields  my comrades bought me off. Fred  dear Fred  who has been true and faithful to the last  reminded me that I had previously been bought with the blood of Jesus  that I have been twice bought! I think he put it in this way to fix my obstinate spirit on the idea, and he has succeeded. The thought has been burned in upon my soul as with fire. I am very, very weak  dying, I fear, in the forest, and alone! How my mind seems to wander! I have slept since writing the last sentence, and dreamed of food! Curious mixing of ideas! I also dreamed of Betty Bevan. Ah, sweet girl! if this ever meets your eye, believe that I loved you sincerely. It is well that I should die, perhaps, for I have been a thief, and would not ask your hand now even if I might. I would not sully it with a touch of mine, and I could not expect you to believe in me after I tell you that I not only robbed Gashford, but also Fred  my chum Fred  and gambled it all away, and drank away my reason almost at the same time... I have slept again, and dreamed of water this time  bright, pure, crystal water  sparkling and gushing in the sunshine. O God! how I despised it once, and how I long for it now! I am too weak and wandering, mother, to think about religion now. But why should I? Your teaching has not been altogether thrown away; it comes back like a great flood while I lie here dreaming and trying to write. The thoughts are confused, but the sense comes home. All is easily summed up in the words you once taught me, I am a poor sinner, and nothing at all, but Jesus Christ is all in all. Not sure that I quote rightly. No matter, the sense is there also. And yet it seems  it is  such a mean thing to sin away ones life and ask for pardon only at the end  the very end! But the thief on the cross did it; why not I? Sleep  is it sleep? may it not be slowly-approaching death?  has overpowered me again. I have been attempting to read this. I seem to have mixed things somehow. It is sadly confused  or my mind is. A burning thirst consumes me  and  I think I hear water running! I will

Here the letter ended abruptly.

No doubt, murmured Betty, as she let the piece of bark fall on the table and clasped her hands over her eyes, he rose and tried to reach the water. Praise God that there is hope!

She sat for a few seconds in profound silence, which was broken by Paul and his friends re-entering the tent.

Its all arranged, Betty, he said, taking down an old rifle which hung above the door; old Larkins has agreed to look arter my claim and take care of you, lass, while were away.

I shall need no one to take care of me.

Ah! so you think, for youre as brave as youre good; but  I think otherwise. So hell look arter you.

Indeed he wont, father! returned Betty, smiling, because I intend that you shall look after me.

Impossible, girl! Im going to sarch for Tom Brixton, you see, along with Mister Fred an Flinders, so I cant stop here with you.

But I am going too, father!

But  but we cant wait for you, my good girl, returned Paul, with a perplexed look; were all ready to start, an there aint a hoss for you except the poor critters that Tolly Trevor brought wi him, an, you know, they need rest very badly.

Well, well, go off, father; I wont delay you, said Betty; and dont disturb Tolly, let him sleep, he needs it, poor boy. I will take care of him and his horses.

That Tolly required rest was very obvious, for he lay sprawling on the deer-skin couch just as he had flung himself down, buried in the profoundest sleep he perhaps ever experienced since his career in the wilderness began.

After the men had gone off, Betty Bevan  who was by that time better known, at least among those young diggers whose souls were poetical, as the Rose of Oregon, and among the matter-of-fact ones as the Beautiful Nugget  conducted herself in a manner that would have increased the admiration of her admirers, if they had seen her, and awakened their curiosity also. First of all she went out to the half-ruined log-hut that served her father for a stable, and watered, fed, and rubbed down the horse and pony which Tolly had brought, in a manner that would have done credit to a regular groom. Then, returning to the tent, she arranged and packed a couple of saddle-bags with certain articles of clothing, as well as biscuits, dried meat, and other provisions. Next she cleaned and put in order a couple of revolvers, a bowie-knife, and a small hatchet; and ultimately, having made sundry other mysterious preparations, she lifted the curtain which divided the tent into two parts, and entered her own private apartment. There, after reading her nightly portion of Gods Word and committing herself, and those who were out searching in the wilderness for the lost man, to His care, she lay down with her clothes on, and almost instantly fell into a slumber as profound as that which had already overwhelmed Tolly. As for that exhausted little fellow, he did not move during the whole night, save once, when an adventurous insect of the earwig type walked across his ruddy cheek and upper lip and looked up his nose. There are sensitive portions of the human frame which may not be touched with impunity. The sleeper sneezed, blew the earwig out of existence, rolled over on his back, flung his arms wide open, and, with his mouth in the same condition, spent the remainder of the night in motionless repose.

The sun was well up next morning, and the miners of Simpsons Gully were all busy, up to their knees in mud and gold, when Betty Bevan awoke, sprang up, ran into the outer apartment of her tent, and gazed admiringly at Tollys face. A band of audacious and early flies were tickling it, and causing the features to twitch, but they could not waken the sleeper. Betty gazed only for a moment with an amused expression, and then shook the boy somewhat vigorously.

Come, Tolly, rise!

Oh! dont bborrer.

But I must bother. Wake up, I say. Fire!

At the last word the boy sat up and gazed idiotically.

Hallo! Betty  my dear Nugget  is that you? Why, where am I?

Your body is here, said Betty, laughing. When your mind comes to the same place Ill talk to you.

Im all here now, Betty; so go ahead, said the boy, with a hearty yawn as he arose and stretched himself. Oh! I remember now all about it. Where is your father?

I will tell you presently, but first let me know what you mean by calling me Nugget.

Why, dont you know? Its the name the men give you everywhere  one of the names at least  the Beautiful Nugget.

Indeed! exclaimed the Nugget with a laugh and blush; very impudent of the men; and, pray, if this is one of the names, what may the others be?

Theres only one other that I know of  the Rose of Oregon. But come, its not fair of you to screw my secrets out o me when Im only half awake; and you havent yet told me where Paul Bevan is.

Ill tell you that when I see you busy with this pork pie, returned the Rose. I made it myself, so you ought to find it good. Be quick, for I have work for you to do, and there is no time to lose. Content yourself with a cold breakfast for once.

Humph! as if I hadnt contented myself with a cold breakfast at any time. Well, it is a good pie. Now  about Paul?

He has gone away with Mr Westly and Flinders to search for Mr Brixton.

What! without me? exclaimed Tolly, overturning his chair as he started up and pushed his plate from him.

Yes, without you, Tolly; I advised him not to awake you.

Its the unkindest thing youve ever done to me, returned the boy, scarcely able to restrain his tears at the disappointment. How can they know where to search for him without me to guide them? Why didnt you let them waken me!

You forget, Tolly, that my father knows every inch of these woods and plains for at least fifty miles round the old house they have blown up; and, as to waking you, it would have been next to impossible to have done so, you were so tired, and you would have been quite unable to keep your eyes open. Besides, I had a little plan of my own which I want you to help me to carry out. Go on with your breakfast and Ill explain.

The boy sat down to his meal again without speaking, but with a look of much curiosity on his expressive face.

You know, without my telling you, continued Betty, that I, like my father, have a considerable knowledge of this part of the country, and of the ways of Indians and miners, and from what you have told me, coupled with what father has said, I think it likely that the Indians have carried poor T  Mr Brixton, I mean  through the Long Gap rather than by the plains

So I would have said, had they consulted me, interrupted the boy, with an offended air.

Well, but, continued Betty, they would neither have consulted you nor me, for father has a very decided will, you know, and a belief in his own judgment  which is quite right of course, only I cannot help differing from him on this occasion

No more can I, growled Tolly, thrusting his fork into the pie at a tempting piece of pork.

So, you see, Im going to take the big horse you brought here and ride round by the Long Gap to see if Im right, and I want you to go with me on the pony and take care of me.

Tolly Trevor felt his heart swell with gratification at the idea of his being the chosen protector of the Rose of Oregon  the Beautiful Nugget; selected by herself, too. Nevertheless his good sense partially subdued his vanity on the point.

But, I say, he remarked, looking up with a half-serious expression, dyou think that you and I are a sufficient party to make a good fight if we are attacked by Redskins? You know your father will hold me responsible, for carrying you off into the midst of danger in this fashion.

I dont mean to fight at all, returned Betty, with a pleasant laugh, and I will free you from all responsibility; so, have done, now, and come along.

Its so good, said Tolly, looking as though he were loath to quit the pork pie; but, come, Im your man! Only dont you think it would be as well to get up a good fighting party among the young miners to go with us? Theyd only be too happy to take service under the Beautiful Nugget, you know.

Tolly, exclaimed the Nugget, with more than her wonted firmness, if you are to take service under me you must learn to obey without question. Now, go and saddle the horses. The big one for me, the pony for yourself. Put the saddle-bags on the horse, and be quick.

There was a tone and manner about the usually quiet and gentle girl which surprised and quite overawed little Trevor, so that he was reduced at once to an obedient and willing slave. Indeed he was rather glad than otherwise that Betty had declined to listen to his suggestion about the army of young diggers  which an honest doubt as to his own capacity to fight and conquer all who might chance to come in his way had induced him to make  while he was by no means unwilling to undertake, singlehanded, any duties his fair conductor should require of him.

In a few minutes, therefore, the steeds were brought round to the door of the tent, where Betty already stood equipped for the journey.

Our fair readers will not, we trust, be prejudiced against the Rose of Oregon when we inform them that she had adopted mans attitude in riding. Her costume was arranged very much after the pattern of the Indian womens dress  namely, a close-fitting body, a short woollen skirt reaching a little below the knees, and blue cloth leggings in continuation. These latter were elegantly wrought with coloured silk thread, and the pair of moccasins which covered her small feet were similarly ornamented. A little cloth cap, in shape resembling that of a cavalry foraging cap, but without ornaments, graced her head, from beneath which her wavy hair tumbled in luxuriant curls on her shoulders, and, as Tolly was wont to remark, looked after itself anyhow. Such a costume was well adapted to the masculine position on horseback, as well as to the conditions of a land in which no roads, but much underwood, existed.

Bevans tent having been pitched near the outskirts of Simpsons Camp, the maiden and her gallant protector had no difficulty in quitting it unobserved. Riding slowly at first, to avoid attracting attention as well as to pick their steps more easily over the somewhat rugged ground near the camp, they soon reached the edge of an extensive plain, at the extremity of which a thin purple line indicated a range of hills. Here Tolly Trevor, unable to restrain his joy at the prospect of adventure before him, uttered a war-whoop, brought his switch down smartly on the ponys flank, and shot away over the plain like a wild creature. The air was bracing, the prospect was fair, the sunshine was bright. No wonder that the obedient pony, forgetting for the moment the fatigues of the past, and strong in the enjoyment of the previous nights rest and supper, went over the ground at a pace that harmonised with its young riders excitement; and no wonder that the obstinate horse was inclined to emulate the pony, and stretched its long legs into a wild gallop, encouraged thereto by the Rose on its back.

The gallop was ere long pressed to racing speed, and there is no saying when the young pair would have pulled up  had they not met with a sudden check by the pony putting his foot into a badger-hole. The result was frightful to witness, though trifling in result. The pony went heels over head upon the plain like a rolling wheel, and its rider shot into the air like a stone from a catapult. Describing a magnificent curve, and coming down head foremost, Tolly would then and there have ended his career if he had not fortunately dropped into a thick bush, which broke his fall instead of his neck, and saved him. Indeed, excepting several ugly scratches, he was none the worse for the misadventure.

Poor horrified Betty attempted to pull up, but the obstinate horse had got the bit in his teeth and declined, so that when Tolly had scrambled out of the bush she was barely visible in the far distance, heading towards the blue hills.

Hallo! was her protectors anxious remark as he gazed at the flying fair one. Then, without another word, he leaped on the pony and went after her at full speed, quite regardless of recent experience.

The blue hills had become green hills, and the Long Gap was almost reached, before the obstinate horse suffered itself to be reined in  probably because it was getting tired. Soon afterwards the pony came panting up.

Youre not hurt, I hope? said Betty, anxiously, as Tolly came alongside.

Oh no. All right, replied the boy; but I say what a run you have given me! Why didnt you wait for me?

Ask that of the horse, Tolly.

What! Did he bolt with you?

Truly he did. I never before rode such a stubborn brute. My efforts to check it were useless, as it had the bit in its teeth, and I did my best, for I was terribly anxious about you, and cannot imagine how you escaped a broken neck after such a flight.

It was the bush that saved me, Betty. But, I say, we seem to be nearing a wildish sort of place.

Yes; this is the Long Gap, returned the girl, flinging back her curls and looking round. It cuts right through the range here, and becomes much wilder and more difficult to traverse on horseback farther on.

And what dye mean to do, Betty? inquired the boy as they rode at a foot-pace towards the opening, which seemed like a dark portal to the hills. Suppose you discover that the Redskins have carried Tom Brixton off in this direction, what then? You and I wont be able to rescue him, you know.

True, Tolly. If I find that they have taken him this way I will ride straight to fathers encampment  he told me before starting where he intends to sleep to-night, so I shall easily find him  tell him what we have discovered and lead him back here.

And suppose you dont find that the Redskins have come this way, rejoined Tolly, after a doubtful shake of his head, what then?

Why, then, I shall return to our tent and leave father and Mr Westly to hunt them down.

And suppose, continued Tolly  but Tolly never finished the supposition, for at that moment two painted Indians sprang from the bushes on either side of the narrow track, and, almost before the riders could realise what had happened, the boy found himself on his back with a savage hand at his throat and the girl found herself on the ground with the hand of a grinning savage on her shoulder.

Tolly Trevor struggled manfully, but alas! also boyishly, for though his spirit was strong his bodily strength was small  at least, as compared with that of the savage who held him. Yes, Tolly struggled like a hero. He beheld the Rose of Oregon taken captive, and his blood boiled! He bit, he kicked, he scratched, and he hissed with indignation  but it would not do.

Oh, if youd only let me up and give me one chance! he gasped.

But the red man did not consent  indeed, he did not understand. Nevertheless, it was obvious that the savage was not vindictive, for although Tollys teeth and fists and toes and nails had wrought him some damage, he neither stabbed nor scalped the boy. He only choked him into a state of semi-unconsciousness, and then, turning him on his face, tied his hands behind his back with a deerskin thong.

Meanwhile the other savage busied himself in examining the saddle-bags of the obstinate horse. He did not appear to think it worth while to tie the hands of Betty! During the short scuffle between his comrade and the boy he had held her fast, because she manifested an intention to run to the rescue. When that was ended he relieved her of the weapons she carried and let her go, satisfied, no doubt that, if she attempted to run away, he could easily overtake her, and if she were to attempt anything else he could restrain her.

When, however, Betty saw that Tollys antagonist meant no harm, she wisely attempted nothing, but sat down on a fallen tree to await the issue. The savages did not keep her long in suspense. Tollys foe, having bound him, lifted him on the back of the pony, and then, taking the bridle, quietly led it away. At the same time the other savage assisted Betty to remount the horse, and, grasping the bridle of that obstinate creature, followed his comrade. The whole thing was so sudden, so violent, and the result so decisive, that the boy looked back at Betty and burst into a half-hysterical fit of laughter, but the girl did not respond.

Its a serious business, Tolly! she said.

So it is, Betty, he replied.

Then, pursing his little mouth, and gathering his eyebrows into a frown, he gave himself up to meditation, while the Indians conducted them into the dark recesses of the Long Gap.




Chapter Twelve.

Now, the Indians, into whose hands the Rose of Oregon and our little hero had fallen, happened to be part of the tribe to which the three who had discovered Tom Brixton belonged, and although his friends little knew it, Tom himself was not more than a mile or so distant from them at the time, having been carried in the same direction, towards the main camp or headquarters of the tribe in the Sawback Hills.

They had not met on the journey, because the two bands of the tribe were acting independently of each other.

We will leave them at this point and ask the reader to return to another part of the plain over which Tolly and Betty had galloped so furiously.

It is a small hollow, at the bottom of which a piece of marshy ground has encouraged the growth of a few willows. Paul Bevan had selected it as a suitable camping-ground for the night, and while Paddy Flinders busied himself with the kettle and frying-pan, he and Fred Westly went among the bushes to procure firewood.

Fred soon returned with small twigs sufficient to kindle the fire; his companion went on further in search of larger boughs and logs.

While Fred was busily engaged on hands and knees, blowing the fire into a flame, a sharp hallo! from his companion caused him to look up.

What is it? he asked.

Goliath of Gath  or his brother! said Paddy, pointing to a little eminence behind which the sun had but recently set.

The horseman, who had come to a halt on the eminence and was quietly regarding them, did indeed look as if he might have claimed kinship with the giant of the Philistines, for he and his steed looked stupendous. No doubt the peculiarity of their position, with the bright sky as a glowing background, had something to do with the gigantic appearance of horse and man, for, as they slowly descended the slope towards the fire, both of them assumed a more natural size.

The rider was a strange-looking as well as a large man, for he wore a loose shooting-coat, a tall wideawake with a broad brim, blue spectacles with side-pieces to them, and a pair of trousers which appeared to have been made for a smaller man, as, besides being too tight, they were much too short. Over his shoulder was slung a green tin botanical box. He carried no visible weapons save a small hatchet and a bowie-knife, though his capacious pockets might easily have concealed half a dozen revolvers.

Goot night, my frunds, said the stranger, in broken English, as he approached.

The same to yersilf, sor, returned Flinders.

Anyone who had been closely watching the countenance of the stranger might have observed a sudden gleam of surprise on it when the Irishman spoke, but it passed instantly, and was replaced by a pleasant air of good fellowship as he dismounted and led his horse nearer the fire.

Good night, and welcome to our camp. You are a foreigner, I perceive, said Fred Westly in French, but the stranger shook his head.

I not unerstan.

Ah! a German, probably, returned Fred, trying him with the language of the Fatherland; but again the stranger shook his head.

You mus spok English. I is a Swedish man; knows noting but a leetil English.

Im sorry that I cannot speak Swedish, replied Fred, in English; so we must converse in my native tongue. You are welcome to share our camp. Have you travelled far?

Fred cast a keen glance of suspicion at the stranger as he spoke, and, in spite of himself, there was a decided diminution in the heartiness of his tones, but the stranger did not appear to observe either the change of tone or the glance, for he replied, with increased urbanity and openness of manner, Yis; I has roden far  very far  an moche wants meat an sleep.

As he spoke Paul Bevan came staggering into camp under a heavy load of wood, and again it may be said that a close observer might have noticed on the strangers face a gleam of surprise much more intense than the previous one when he saw Paul Bevan. But the gleam had utterly vanished when that worthy, having thrown down his load, looked up and bade him good evening.

The urbanity of manner and blandness of expression increased as he returned the salutation.

Tanks, tanks. I vill go for hubble  vat you call  hobble me horse, he said, taking the animals bridle and leading it a short distance from the fire.

I dont like the look of him, whispered Fred to Paul when he was out of earshot.

Sure, an I howld the same opinion, said Flinders.

Pooh! Never judge men by their looks, returned Bevan specially in the diggins. Theyre all blackguards or fools, more or less. This one seems to be one o the fools. Ive seed sitch critters before. They keep fillin their little boxes wi grass an stuff; an never makes any use of it that I could see. But every man to his taste. Ill be bound hes a good enough feller when ye come to know him, an git over yer contempt for his idle ways. Very likely he draws, too  an plays the flute; most o these furriners do. Come now, Flinders, look alive wi the grub.

When the stranger returned to the fire he spread his huge hands over it and rubbed them with apparent satisfaction.

Fat a goot ting is supper! he remarked, with a benignant look all round; the very smell of him be deliciowse!

An no mistake! added Flinders. Sure, the half the good o victuals would be lost av they had no smell.

Where have you come from, stranger? asked Bevan, as they were about to begin supper.

From de Sawbuk Hills, answered the botanist, filling his mouth with an enormous mass of dried meat.

Ay, indeed! Thats just where we are goin to, returned Bevan.

An vere may you be come from? asked the stranger.

From Simpsons Gully, said Fred.

Ha! how cooriouse! Dat be joost vere I be go to.

The conversation flagged a little at this point as they warmed to the work of feeding; but after a little it was resumed, and then their visitor gradually ingratiated himself with his new friends to such an extent that the suspicions of Fred and Flinders were somewhat, though not altogether, allayed. At last they became sufficiently confidential to inform the stranger of their object in going to the Sawback Hills.

Ha! Vat is dat you say? he exclaimed, with well-feigned surprise; von yoong man carried avay by Ridskins. I sawd dem! Did pass dem not longe ago. Tree mans carry von man. I tink him a sick comrade, but now I reklect hims face vas vhitish.

Could ye guide us to the place where ye met them? asked Bevan, quickly.

The botanist did not reply at once, but seemed to consider.

Vell, I has not moche time to spare; but come, I has pity for you, an dont mind if I goes out of de vay to help you. I vill go back to the Sawbuk Hills so far as need be.

Thank ee kindly, returned Bevan, who possessed a grateful spirit; Ill think better of yer grass-gatherin after this, though it does puzzle me awful to make out whats the use ye put it to. If you kep tame rabbits, now, I could understand it, but to carry it about in a green box an go squeezin it between the leaves o books, as Ive seed some of ee do, seems to me the most outrageous

Ha, ha! interrupted the botanist, with a loud laugh; you is not the first what tink hims nonsense. But you mus know dere be moche sense in it,  (he looked very grave and wise here) very moche. First, ye finds him; den ye squeezes an dries him; den ye sticks him in von book, an names him; den ye talks about him; oh! dere is moche use in him, very moche!

Well, but arter youve found, an squeezed, an dried, an stuck, an named, an talked about him, repeated Paul, with a slight look of contempt, what the better are ye for it all?

Vy, ve is moche de better, returned the botanist, for den ve tries to find out all about him. Ve magnifies him, an writes vat ve zee about him, an compares him vid oders of de same family, an boils, an stews, an fries, an melts, an dissolves, an mixes him, till ve gits someting out of him.

Its little Id expect to git out of him after tratin him so badly, remarked Flinders, whose hunger was gradually giving way before the influence of venison steaks.

True, me frund, returned the stranger, it is ver leetil ve gits; but den dat leetil is ver goot  valooable you calls it.

Humph! ejaculated Bevan, with an air that betokened doubt. Flinders and Fred said nothing, but the latter felt more than ever inclined to believe that their guest was a deceiver, and resolved to watch him narrowly. On his part, the stranger seemed to perceive that Fred suspected him, but he was not rendered less hearty or free-and-easy on that account.

In the course of conversation Paul chanced to refer to Betty.

Ah! me frund, said the stranger, has you brought yous vife to dis vile contry!

No, I havent, replied Paul, bluntly.

Oh, pardon. I did tink you spoke of Bettie; an surely dat is voomans name?

Ay, but Bettys my darter, not my wife, returned Paul, who resented this inquisition with regard to his private affairs.

Is you not fraid, said the botanist, quietly helping himself to a marrow-bone, to leave yous darter at Simpsons Gully?

Who told you I left her there? asked Bevan, with increasing asperity.

Oh! I only tink so, as yous come from dere.

An why should I be afraid?

Because, me frund, de contry be full ob scoundrils.

Yes, an you are one of the biggest of them, thought Fred Westly, but he kept his thoughts to himself, while Paul muttered something about being well protected, and having no occasion to be afraid.

Perceiving the subject to be distasteful, the stranger quickly changed it. Soon afterwards each man, rolling himself in his blanket, went to sleep  or appeared to do so. In regard to Paddy Flinders, at least, there could be no doubt, for the trombone-tones of his nose were eloquent. Paul, too, lay on his back with eyes tight shut and mouth wide open, while the regular heaving of his broad chest told that his slumbers were deep. But more than once Fred Westly raised his head gently and looked suspiciously round. At last, in his case also, tired Nature asserted herself, and his deep regular breathing proved that the sweet restorer was at work, though an occasional movement showed that his sleep was not so profound as that of his comrades.

The big botanist remained perfectly motionless from the time he lay down, as if the sleep of infancy had passed with him into the period of manhood. It was not till the fire had died completely down, and the moon had set, leaving only the stars to make darkness visible, that he moved. He did so, not as a sleeper awaking, but with the slow stealthy action of one who is already wide awake and has a purpose in view.

Gradually his huge shoulders rose till he rested on his left elbow.

A sense of danger, which had never left him even while he slept, aroused Fred, but he did not lose his self-possession. He carefully watched, from the other side of the extinct fire, the motions of the stranger, and lay perfectly still  only tightening his grasp on the knife-handle that he had been instinctively holding when he dropped asleep.

The night was too dark for Fred to distinguish the mans features. He could only perceive the outline of his black figure, and that for some time he rested on his elbow without moving, as if he were contemplating the stars. Despite his efforts to keep awake, Fred felt that drowsiness was again slowly, but surely, overcoming him. Maintaining the struggle, however, he kept his dreamy eyes riveted on their guest until he seemed to swell into gigantic proportions.

Presently Fred was again thoroughly aroused by observing that the right arm of the man moved slowly upwards, and something like a knife appeared in the hand; he even fancied he saw it gleam, though there was not light enough to render that possible.

Feeling restrained, as if under the horrible influence of nightmare, Fred lay there spell-bound and quite unable to move, until he perceived the strangers form bend over in the direction of Paul Bevan, who lay on the other side of him.

Then, indeed, Freds powers returned. Shouting, look out, Paul! he sprang up, drew his bowie-knife, and leaped over the blackened logs, but, to his surprise and confusion, found that the stranger lay extended on the ground as if sound asleep. He roused himself, however, and sat up, as did the others, on hearing Freds shout.

Fat is wrong, yoong man? he inquired, with a look of sleepy surprise.

Ye may well ax that, sor, said Flinders, staggering to his feet and seizing his axe, which always lay handy at his side. Paul had glanced round sharply, like a man inured to danger, but seeing nothing to alarm him, had remained in a sitting position.

Why, Westly, youve been dreaming, he said with a broad grin.

So I must have been, returned the youth, looking very much ashamed, but youve no notion what a horrible dream I had. It seemed so real, too, that I could not help jumping up and shouting. Pardon me, comrades, and, as bad boys say when caught in mischief, I wont do it again!

Ve pardon you, by all means, said the botanist stretching himself and yawning, and ve do so vid de more pleasure for you has rouse us in time for start on de joorney.

Youre about right. Its time we was off, said Paul, rising slowly to his feet and looking round the horizon and up at the sky, while he proceeded to fill a beloved little black pipe, which invariably constituted his preliminary little breakfast.

Pat Flinders busied himself in blowing up the embers of the fire.

A slight and rapidly eaten meal sufficed to prepare these hardy backwoodsmen for their journey, and, long before daybreak illumined the plains, they were far on their way towards the Sawback mountain range.

During the journey of two days, which this trip involved, the botanist seemed to change his character to some extent. He became silent  almost morose; did not encourage the various efforts made by his companions to draw him into conversation, and frequently rode alone in advance of the party, or occasionally fell behind them.

The day after the stranger had joined them, as they were trotting slowly over the plains that lay between the Rangers Hill and the Sawbacks, Fred rode close up to Bevan, and said in a low voice, glancing at the botanist, who was in advance  

I am convinced, Paul, that he is a scoundrel.

That may be so, Mr Fred, but what then?

Why, then I conclude that he is deceiving us for some purpose of his own.

Nonsense, replied Bevan, who was apt to express himself bluntly, what purpose can he serve in deceiving strangers like us! We carry no gold-dust and have nothing worth robbing us of, even if he were fool enough to think of attemptin such a thing. Then, he can scarcely be deceivin us in sayin that he met three Redskins carryin off a white man  an what good could it do him if he is? Besides, he is goin out of his way to sarve us.

It is impossible for me to answer your question, Paul, but I understand enough of both French and German to know that his broken English is a mere sham  a mixture, and a bad one too, of what no German or Frenchman would use  so its not likely to be the sort of bad English that a Swede would speak. Moreover, I have caught him once or twice using English words correctly at one time and wrongly at another. No, you may depend on it that, whatever his object may be, he is deceiving us.

Its mesilf as agrees wid ye, sor, said Flinders, who had been listening attentively to the conversation. The mans no more a Swede than an Irishman, but what can we do wid oursilves! True or false, hes ladin us in the diriction we want to go, an it would do no good to say to him, Ye spalpeen, yer decavin of us, for hed only say he wasnt; or may be hed cut up rough an lave us  but after all, it might be the best way to push him up to that.

I think not said Bevan. Doesnt English law say that a man should be held innocent till hes proved guilty?

Its little I know or care about English law, answered Flinders, but Im sure enough that Irish law howlds a bad man to be guilty till hes proved innocent  at laste av it dosnt it should.

Youd better go an pump him a bit, Mr Fred, said Bevan; were close up to the Sawback range; another hour an well be among the mountains.

They were turning round the spur of a little hillock as he spoke. Before Fred could reply a small deer sprang from its lair, cast on the intruders one startled gaze, and then bounded gracefully into the bush, too late, however, to escape from Bevans deadly rifle. It had barely gone ten yards when a sharp crack was heard; the animal sprang high into the air, and fell dead upon the ground.

Bad luck to ye, Bevan! exclaimed Flinders, who had also taken aim at it, but not with sufficient speed, isnt that always the way ye do?  plucks the baste out o me very hand. Sure I had me sights lined on it as straight as could be; wan second more an Id have sent a bullet right into its brain, when crack! ye go before me. Och! its onkind, to say the laste of it. Why cudnt ye gi me a chance?

Im sorry, Flinders, but I couldnt well help it. The critter rose right in front o me.

Vat a goot shote you is! exclaimed the botanist riding back to them and surveying the prostrate deer through his blue spectacles.

Ay, and its a lucky shot too, said Fred, for our provisions are running low. But perchance we shant want much more food before reaching the Indian camp. You said, I think, that you have a good guess where the camp lies, Mister  what shall we call you?

Call me vat you please, returned the stranger, with a peculiar smile; I is not partickler. Some of me frunds calls me Mr Botaniste.

Well, Mr Botanist, the camp cannot be far off now, an it seems to me that we should have overtaken men travelling on foot by this time.

Ye vill surely come on de tracks dis naight or de morrow, replied the botanist, riding forward, after Bevan had secured the carcass of the deer to his saddle-bow, bot ye must have patience, yoong blood be always too hote. All in goot time.

With this reply Fred was fain to content himself, for no amount of pressure availed to draw anything more satisfactory out of their strange guide.

Before sunset they had penetrated some distance into the Sawback range, and then proceeded to make their encampment for the night under the spreading branches of a lordly pine!




Chapter Thirteen.

Tables are frequently turned in this world in more senses than one. As was said in the last chapter, the romantic pair who were in search of the Indians did not find those for whom they sought but as fickle fortune willed it, those for whom they sought found them. It happened thus.

Soon after the Rose of Oregon and her young champion, with their captors, had passed through the Long Gap, crossed the plain, and entered the Sawback Hills, they fell in with a band of twenty Indians, who from their appearance and costume evidently belonged to the same tribe as their captors. From the manner in which they met also, it seemed that they had been in search of each other, and had something interesting to communicate, for they gesticulated much, pointed frequently to the sky, and to various directions of the compass, chattered excitedly, showed their brilliant teeth in fitful gleams, and glittered quite awfully about the eyes.

They paid little attention at first to their prisoners, who remained sitting on their steeds looking on with interest and some anxiety.

O Betty, what would I not give to have my arms free just now! What a chance it would be for a bold dash and a glorious run!

Youd make little of it on such rough ground, Tolly.

Pooh! Id try it on any ground. Just fancy, Id begin with a clear leap over that chiefs head  the one there wi the feathers an the long nose thats makin such hideous faces  then away up the glen, over the stones, down the hollows, shoutin like mad, an clearin the brooks and precipices with a band o yellin Redskins at my tail! Isnt it enough to drive a fellow wild to be on the brink of such a chance an miss it? I say, havent you got a penknife in your pocket  no? Not even a pair o scissors? Why, I thought you women never travelled without scissors!

Alas! Tolly, I have not even scissors; besides, if I had, it would take me at least two minutes with all the strength of my fingers to cut the thongs that bind you with scissors, and I dont think the Redskins would stand quietly by and look on while I did it. But what say you to me trying it by myself?

Quite useless, returned Tolly. Youd be caught at once  or break your neck. And youd never get on, you know, without me. No, no, weve got fairly into a fix, an I dont see my way out of it. If my hands were free we might attempt anything, but what can a fellow do when tied up in this fashion?

He can submit, Tolly, and wait patiently.

Tolly did not feel inclined to submit, and was not possessed of much patience, but he was too fond of Betty to answer flippantly. He therefore let his feelings escape through the safety-valve of a great sigh, and relapsed into pensive silence.

Meanwhile the attention of the band of savages was attracted to another small band of natives which approached them from the eastward. That these were also friends was evident from the fact that the larger band made no hostile demonstration, but quietly awaited the coming up of the others. The newcomers were three in number, and two of them bore on their shoulders what appeared to be the body of a man wrapped up in a blanket.

Theyve got a wounded comrade with them, I think, said little Trevor.

So it would seem, replied Betty, with a dash of pity in her tone, for she was powerfully sympathetic.

The savages laid the form in the blanket on the ground, and began to talk earnestly with their comrades.

Its not dead yet anyhow, remarked Tolly, for I see it move. I wonder whether it is a man or a woman. Mayhap its their old grandmother theyre giving a little exercise to. Ive heard that some o the Redskins are affectionate sort o fellows, though most of em are hard enough on the old folk.

As he spoke he looked up in Bettys face. Just as he did so a startling change came over that face. It suddenly became ashy pale, the large eyes dilated to their utmost extent, and the mouth opened with a short gasp.

In great alarm the boy turned his eyes in the direction in which the girl gazed so fixedly, and then his own visage assumed a somewhat similar appearance as he beheld the pale, thin, cadaverous countenance of his friend Tom Brixton, from off which a corner of the blanket had just slipped. But for the slight motion above referred to Tom might have been mistaken for a dead man, for his eyes were closed and his lips bloodless.

Uttering a sudden shout Tolly Trevor flung himself headlong off the pony and tried to get on his feet but failed, owing to his hands being tied behind him. Betty also leaped to the ground, and, running to where Tom lay, went down on her knees and raised his head in her hands.

The poor youth, being roused, opened his eyes. They were terribly sunken and large, but when they met those of Betty they enlarged to an extent that seemed positively awful, and a faint tinge of colour came to his hollow cheeks.

Betty! he whispered; can  can it be possible?

Yes, it is I! Surely God must have sent me to save your life!

I fear not, dear

He stopped abruptly and shut his eyes. For a few moments it seemed as if he were dead, but presently he opened them again, and said, faintly, It is too late, I fear. You are very kind, but I  I feel so terribly weak that I think I am dying.

By this time Tolly, having managed to get on his feet stood beside his friend, on whom he gazed with intense anxiety. Even the Indians were solemnised by what appeared to be a death-scene.

Have you been wounded! asked the girl, quickly.

No; only starved! returned Tom, a slight smile of humour flickering for a second on his pale face even in that hour of his extremity.

Have the Indians given you anything to eat since they found you?

They have tried to, but what they offered me was dry and tough; I could not get it down.

The girl rose promptly. Tolly, fetch me some water and make a fire. Quick! she said, and going up to an Indian, coolly drew from its sheath his scalping-knife, with which she cut Tollys bonds. The savage evidently believed that such a creature could not possibly do evil, for he made no motion whatever to check her. Then, without a word more, she went to the saddle-bags on the obstinate horse, and, opening one of them, took out some soft sugar. The savage who held the horse made no objection. Indeed, from that moment the whole band stood silently by, observing the pretty maiden and the active boy as they moved about, regardless of everything but the work in hand.

The Rose of Oregon constituted herself a sick-nurse on that occasion with marvellous facility. True, she knew nothing whatever about the duties of a sick-nurse or a doctor, for her father was one of those fortunate men who are never ill, but her native tact and energy sufficed. It was not her nature to stand by inactive when anything urgent had to be done. If she knew not what to do, and no one else did, she was sure to attempt something. Whether sugar-and-water was the best food for a starving man she knew not, but she did know  at least she thought  that the starvation ought to be checked without delay.

Here, Mr Brixton, sip a little of this, she said, going down on her knees, and putting a tin mug to the patients mouth.

Poor Tom would have sipped prussic acid cheerfully from her hand! He obeyed, and seemed to like it.

Now, a little more.

God bless you, dear girl! murmured Tom, as he sipped a little more.

There, that will do you good till I can prepare something better.

She rose and ran to the fire which Tolly had already blown up almost to furnace heat.

I filled the kettle, for I knew youd want it, said the boy, turning up his fiery-red visage for a moment, It cant be long o boiling with such a blaze below it.

He stooped again and continued to blow while Betty cut some dried meat into small pieces. Soon these were boiled, and the resulting soup was devoured by the starving man with a zest that he had never before experienced.

Nectar! he exclaimed faintly, smiling as he raised his eyes to Bettys face.

But you must not take too much at a time, she said, gently drawing away the mug.

Tom submitted patiently. He would have submitted to anything patiently just then!

During these proceedings the Indians, who seemed to be amiably disposed, looked on with solemn interest and then, coming apparently to the conclusion that they might as well accommodate themselves to circumstances, they quietly made use of Tollys fire to cook a meal for themselves.

This done, one of them  a noble-looking savage, who, to judge from his bearing and behaviour, was evidently their chief  went up to Betty, and, with a stately bend of the head, said, in broken English, White woman git on horse!

And what are you going to do with this man? asked Betty, pointing to the prostrate form of Tom.

Unaco will him take care, briefly replied the chief (meaning himself), while with a wave of his hand he turned away, and went to Tolly, whom he ordered to mount the pony, which he styled the littil horse.

The boy was not slow to obey, for he was by that time quite convinced that his only chance of being allowed to have his hands left free lay in prompt submission. Any lurking thought that might have remained of making a grand dash for liberty was effectually quelled by a big savage, who quietly took hold of the ponys rein and led it away. Another Indian led Bettys horse. Then the original three who had found Tom took him up quite gently and carried him off, while the remainder of the band followed in single file. Unaco led the way, striding over the ground at a rate which almost forced the pony to trot, and glancing from side to side with a keen look of inquiry that seemed to intimate an expectation of attack from an enemy in ambush.

But if any such enemy existed he was careful not to show himself, and the Indian band passed through the defiles and fastnesses of the Sawback Hills unmolested until the shades of evening began to descend.

Then, on turning round a jutting rock that obstructed the view up a mountain gorge, Unaco stopped abruptly and held up his hand. This brought the band to a sudden halt and the chief, apparently sinking on his knees, seemed to melt into the bushes. In a few minutes he returned with a look of stern resolve on his well-formed countenance.

He has discovered something o some sort, I

Tollys remark to his fair companion was cut short by the point of a keen knife touching his side, which caused him to end with hallo!

The savage who held his bridle gave him a significant look that said, Silence!

After holding a brief whispered conversation with several of his braves, the chief advanced to Betty and said  

White mans in the bush. Does white woman know why?

Betty at once thought of her father and his companions, and said  

I have not seen the white men. How can I tell why they are here? Let me ride forward and look at them  then I shall be able to speak.

A very slight smile of contempt curled the chiefs lip for an instant as he replied  

No. The white woman see them when they be trapped. Unaco knows one. He is black  a devil with two face  many face, but Unacos eyes be sharp. They see far.

So saying, he turned and gave some directions to his warriors, who at once scattered themselves among the underwood and disappeared. Ordering the Indians who carried Tom Brixton to follow him, and the riders to bring up the rear, he continued to advance up the gorge.

A devil with two faces! muttered Tolly; that must be a queer sort o beast! I have heard of a critter called a Tasmanian devil, but never before heard of an Oregon one with two faces.

An expressive glance from the Indian who guarded him induced the lad to continue his speculations in silence.

On passing round the jutting rock, where Unaco had been checked in his advance, the party at once beheld the cause of anxiety. Close to the track they were following were seen four men busily engaged in making arrangements to encamp for the night.

It need scarcely be said that these were our friends Paul Bevan, Fred Westly, Flinders, and the botanist.

The moment that these caught sight of the approaching party they sprang to their arms, which of course lay handy, for in those regions, at the time we write of, the law of might was in the ascendant. The appearance and conduct of Unaco, however, deceived them, for that wily savage advanced towards them with an air of confidence and candour which went far to remove suspicion, and when, on drawing nearer, he threw down his knife and tomahawk, and held up his empty hands, their suspicions were entirely dispelled.

Theyre not likely to be onfriendly, observed Flinders, for theres only five o them altogither, an wan o thems only a bit of a boy an another looks uncommon like a wo

He had got thus far when he was checked by Paul Bevans exclaiming, with a look of intense surprise, Why, thats Betty!  or her ghost!

Flinderss astonishment was too profound to escape in many words. He only gave vent to, Musha! theres Tolly! and let his lower jaw drop.

Yes, its me an the Beautiful Nugget cried Tolly, jumping off the pony and running to assist the Nugget to dismount, while the bearers of Tom Brixton laid him on the ground, removed the blanket, and revealed his face.

The exclamations of surprise would no doubt have been redoubled at this sight if the power of exclamation had not been for the time destroyed. The sham botanist in particular was considerably puzzled, for he at once recognised Tom and also Betty, whom he had previously known. Of course he did not know Tolly Trevor; still less did he know that Tolly knew him.

Unaco himself was somewhat surprised at the mutual recognitions, though his habitual self-restraint enabled him to conceal every trace of emotion. Moreover, he was well aware that he could not afford to lose time in the development of his little plot. Taking advantage, therefore, of the surprise which had rendered every one for the moment more or less confused, he gave a sharp signal which was well understood by his friends in the bush.

Instantly, and before Tolly or Betty could warn their friends of what was coming, the surrounding foliage parted, as if by magic, and a circle of yelling and painted Redskins sprang upon the white men. Resistance was utterly out of the question. They were overwhelmed as if by a cataract and, almost before they could realise what had happened, the arms of all the men were pinioned behind them.

At that trying hour little Tolly Trevor proved himself to be more of a man than most of his friends had hitherto given him credit for.

The savages, regarding him as a weak little boy, had paid no attention to him, but confined their efforts to the overcoming of the powerful and by no means submissive men with whom they had to deal.

Tollys first impulse was to rush to the rescue of Paul Bevan; but he was remarkably quick-witted, and, when on the point of springing, observed that no tomahawk was wielded or knife drawn. Suddenly grasping the wrist of Betty, who had also naturally felt the impulse to succour her father, he exclaimed  

Stop! Betty. They dont mean murder. You an I can do nothing against so many. Keep quiet; praps theyll leave us alone.

As he spoke a still deeper idea flashed into his little brain. To the surprise of Betty, he suddenly threw his arms round her waist and clung to her as if for protection with a look of fear in his face, and when the work of binding the captives was completed the Indians found him still labouring to all appearance under great alarm. Unaco cast on him one look of supreme scorn, and then, leaving him, like Betty, unbound, turned towards Paul Bevan.

The white man is one of wicked band? he said, in his broken English.

I dont know what ye mean, Redskin, replied Paul; but speak your own tongue, I understand it well enough to talk with ye.

The Indian repeated the question in his native language, and Paul, replying in the same, said  

No, Redskin, I belong to no band, either wicked or good.

How come you, then, to be in company with this man? demanded the Indian.

In reply Paul gave a correct account of the cause and object of his being there, explained that the starving man before them was the friend for whom he sought, that Betty was his daughter, though how she came to be there beat his comprehension entirely, and that the botanist was a stranger, whose name even he did not yet know.

It is false, returned the chief. The white man speaks with a forked tongue. He is one of the murderers who have slain my wife and my child.

A dark fierce frown passed over the chiefs countenance as he spoke, but it was quickly replaced by the habitual look of calm gravity.

What can stop me, he said, reverting again to English as he turned and addressed Betty, from killing you as my wife was killed by white man?

My God can stop you, answered the girl, in a steady voice, though her heart beat fast and her face was very pale.

Your God! exclaimed the savage. Will your God defend the wicked?

No, but He will pardon the wicked who come to Him in the name of Jesus, and He will defend the innocent.

Innocent! repeated Unaco, vehemently, as he turned and pointed to the botanist. Does you call this man innocent?

I know nothing about that man, returned the girl, earnestly; but I do know that my father and I, and all the rest of us, are innocent of any crime against you.

For a few seconds the savage chief gazed steadily at Betty, then turning towards the botanist he took a step towards the spot where he sat and looked keenly into his face.

The botanist returned the gaze with equal steadiness through his blue spectacles.




Chapter Fourteen.

The big man with the blue glass eyes is a villain, said the Indian chief, after a long scrutiny of the botanists countenance.

So some of my mistaken friends have thought, returned the man, speaking for the first time in his natural voice, which caused a thrill to pass through Paul Bevans frame.

He is a thief, continued the chief, still gazing steadily at the blue glasses, and a murderer!

Hes all that, and liar and deceiver into the bargain, thought Tolly Trevor, but Tolly did not speak; he only vented his feelings in a low chuckle, for he saw, or thought he saw, that the robbers career was about to receive a check. As the thought passed through his brain, however, he observed from the position in which he stood that Stalker  for, as the reader has doubtless perceived, it was he  was working his hands about in a very soft slow, mysterious, and scarcely observable manner.

Oho! thought Tolly, is that your little game? Ha! Ill spoil it for you!

He quietly took up a piece of firewood and began, as it were, to amuse himself therewith.

You has many faces, many colours, continued Unaco, and too many eyes.

At the last word he plucked the blue glasses off the botanists nose and flung them into the fire.

My enemy! gasped Paul Bevan, turning first very pale and then very red, as he glared like a chained tiger at his foe.

You knows him now? said Unaco, turning abruptly to Paul.

Yes; I knows him!

The white man with the forked tongue say jus now he not knows him.

Ay, Redskin, an I said the truth, for hes a rare deceiver  always has been  an can pass himself off for amost anything. I knows him as my mortal foe. Cast my hands loose an give me a knife an you shall see.

O father! your promise  remember! exclaimed Betty.

True, dear lass, true; I forgot, returned Paul, with a humbled look; yet it is hard for a man to see him there, grinning like a big baboon, an keep his hands off him.

During this dialogue the Indians looked from one speaker to another with keen interest, although none but their chief understood a word of what was said; and Stalker took advantage of their attention being turned for the moment from himself to carry out what Tolly had styled his little game, all unaware that the boy was watching him like a lynx.

Among other shifts and devices with which the robber chief had become familiar, he had learned the conjurors method of so arranging his limbs while being bound, that he could untie his bonds in a marvellous manner. On the present occasion, however, he had been tied by men who were expert in the use of deerskin thongs, and he found some difficulty in loosening them without attracting attention, but he succeeded at last. He had been secured only by the wrists and forearms, and remained sitting still a few seconds after he was absolutely free; then, seizing what he believed to be his opportunity, he leapt up, dashed the Indian nearest him to the earth, and sprang like a deer towards the bushes.

But Tolly Trevor was ready for him. That daring youth plunged right in front of the big botanist and stooped. Stalker tripped over him and came violently to the ground on his forehead and nose. Before he could rise Tolly had jumped up, and swinging his billet of wood once in the air, brought it down with all his little might on the robbers crown. It sufficed to stupefy him, and when he recovered he found himself in the close embrace of three muscular Redskins.

Well done, Tolly Trevor! shouted Paul Bevan, enthusiastically.

Even Tom Brixton, who had been looking on in a state of inexpressible surprise, managed to utter a feeble cheer.

But the resources of the robber were not yet exhausted. Finding himself in the grasp of overwhelming numbers, he put forth all his strength, as if to make a final effort, and then, suddenly collapsing, dropped limp and helpless to the ground, as a man does when he is stabbed to the heart.

The savages knew the symptoms well  too well! They rose, breathless, and each looked inquiringly at the other, as though to say, Who did the deed? Before they discovered that the deed had not been done at all, Stalker sprang up, knocked down two of them, overturned the third, and, bounding into the bushes, was out of sight in a few seconds.

The whole band, of course, went yelling after him, except their chief, who stood with an angry scowl upon his visage, and awaited the return of his braves.

One by one they came back panting and discomfited, for the white robber had outrun them all and got clear away.

Well, now, it was cliverly done, remarked Paddy Flinders, finding his tongue at last; an I raly cant but feel that he desarves to git off this time. All the same I hope hell be nabbed at last an recaive his due  bad luck to him!

Now, Redskin began Bevan.

My name is Unaco, interrupted the chief, with a look of dignity.

Well, then, Unaco, continued Bevan, since ye must see that we have nothing whatever to do wi the blackguard thats just given ye the slip, I hope youll see your way to untie our hands an let us go.

You may not belong to that mans band, answered the chief, in his own tongue, but you are a white man, and by white men I have been robbed of my wife and child. Your lives are forfeited. You shall be slaves to those whom you call Redskins, and this girl with the sunny hair shall replace the lost one in my wigwam.

Without deigning to listen to a reply, Unaco turned and gave orders to his men, who at once brought up the horse and pony, set Betty and Tolly thereon, lifted Tom Brixton on their shoulders as before, and resumed their march deeper into the fastnesses of the Sawback Hills.

It was growing rapidly dark as they advanced, but the chief who led the party was intimately acquainted with every foot of the way, and as the moon rose before daylight had quite disappeared, they were enabled to continue their journey by night.

No doubt remarked Fred Westly to Paul, who was permitted to walk beside him, though Flinders was obliged to walk behind no doubt the chief fears that Stalker will pursue him when he is rejoined by his robber band, and wants to get well out of his way.

Very likely, returned Bevan; an its my opinion that hell find some more of his tribe hereabouts, in which case Master Stalker and his blackguards will have pretty stiff work cut out for them.

What think you of the threat of the chief to take Betty to be one of his wives? asked Fred.

Well, I dont think hell do it.

Why not?

Because Ive got a hold over him that hes not aware of just yet.

What is that, and why did you not make use of it just now to prevent our being needlessly led farther into these mountains? asked Fred, in surprise.

What the hold is, returned Bevan, you shall know at supper-time. The reason why I didnt make use of it sooner is that on the whole, I think it better to stick by the Redskins yet awhile  first, because if Stalker should look for us, as hes sartin sure to do, we would not be strong enough to fight him in the open; and, secondly, because poor Tom Brixton needs rest, and he has more chance o that in the circumstances, wi the Redskins than he could have with us while being hunted by robbers; and, lastly, because Betty would come to grief if she fell into that villain Stalkers hands just now.

While Paul and Fred were thus conversing, the Rose of Oregon and her little protector rode silently beside each other, buried, apparently, in profound thought.

At last Tolly raised his head and voice.

Betty, said he, what a lucky thing it was that we fell in wi Tom Brixton, and that you were able to give him somethin to eat.

Yes, thank God, replied the girl, fervently.

Hed have died but for you, said the boy.

And you, Tolly, added Betty.

Well, yes, I did have a finger in the pie, returned the boy, with a self-satisfied air; but I say, Betty, he added, becoming suddenly serious, what dye think o what that rascally chief said about takin you to his wigwam? You know that means he intends to make you his wife.

Yes, I know; but God will deliver me, answered the girl.

How dye know that?

Because I put my trust in Him.

Oh! but, returned the boy, with a slight look of surprise, unless God works a miracle I dont see how He can deliver us from the Redskins, and you know He doesnt work miracles nowadays.

Im not so sure of that, replied the girl. More than once I have seen a man who had been nearly all his life given to drinking, fighting, thieving, and swearing, and every sort of wickedness, surrender himself body and soul to Jesus Christ, so that he afterwards gave up all his evil ways, and led a pure and peaceable life, trying not only to serve God himself, but doing his best to bring his old companions to the same state of mind. What would you call that, Tolly?

Im bound to say its as near a miracle as can be, if not one altogether. But in what way do you think God will deliver you just now?

That I cannot tell; but I know this, it is written in His Word that those who put their trust in Him shall never be confounded, and I have put my trust in Him. He will never forsake me.

I wish I had as strong faith as you, Betty, said the boy, with a grave look.

You may have it  and stronger than I have, for faith is the gift of God, and we shall get it not in proportion to our trying to get it or to our trying to rouse it, or to our working for it, but according as we ask for it. The Holy Spirit can work anything in us and by us, and He is promised to those who merely ask in the name of Jesus. Ah! Tolly, have I not often told you this, that in Gods Word it is written, Ye have not because ye ask not?

While these two were yet speaking, the chief called a halt, and, after a brief consultation with some of his braves, ordered the band to encamp for the night.

Soon the camp fires were lighted under the spreading trees, and their bright blaze and myriad sparks converted the gloomy forest into a brilliant banqueting hall, in which, unlike civilised halls, the decorations were fresh and natural, and the atmosphere was pure.

There were at least six camp-fires, each with its circle of grave red warriors, its roasting steaks and its bubbling kettle, in which latter was boiled a rich mixture of dried meat and flour. Some of the Indians stood conversing in low tones, their faces ruddy with the brilliant blaze and their backs as black as the surrounding background. Others lay at length on the ground or squatted thereon, placidly smoking their calumets, or the little iron pipes which formed part of the heads of their tomahawks, or tending the steaks and kettles. To an observer outside the circle of light the whole scene was intensely vivid and picturesque, for the groups, being at different distances, were varied in size, and the intense light that shone on those nearest the fires shed a softer glow on those who were more distant, while on the few Indians who moved about in search of firewood it cast a pale light which barely sufficed to distinguish them from surrounding darkness.

Paul Bevan and his friends occupied a fire by themselves, the only native who stood beside them being Unaco. It is probable that the savage chief constituted himself their guard in order to make quite sure of them, for the escape of Stalker weighed heavily on his mind. To secure this end more effectively, and at the same time enable the captives to feed themselves, the right arm of each was freed, while the left was tied firmly to his body. Of course, Betty and Tom Brixton were left altogether unbound.

I feel uncommon lopsided goin about in this one-armed fashion, remarked Paul, as he turned the stick on which his supper was roasting. Couldnt ye make up yer mind to trust us, Unaco? Id promise for myself an friends that we wouldnt attempt to cut away like that big thief Stalker.

The chief, who sat a little apart near the farther end of the blazing pile of logs, smoking his pipe in motionless gravity, took not the slightest notice.

Arrah! howld yer tongue, Paul, said Flinders, who made so much use of his one arm, in stirring the kettle, turning a roasting venison rib, and arranging the fire, that it seemed as if he were in full possession of two; why dye disturb his majesty? Dont ye see that hes meditatin, or suthin o that sort  maybe about his forefathers?

Well, well, I hope his after mothers wont have many sulky ones like him, returned Paul, rather crossly. Its quite impossible to cut up a steak wi one hand, so here goes i the next best fashion.

He took up the steak in his fingers, and was about to tear off a mouthful with his teeth, when Betty came to the rescue.

Stay, father; Ill cut it into little bits for you if Unaco will kindly lend me his scalping-knife.

Without a word or look the chief quietly drew the glittering weapon from its sheath and handed it to Betty, who at once, using a piece of sharpened stick as a fork, cut her fathers portion into manageable lumps.

Thats not a bad notion, said Fred. Perhaps youll do the same for me, Betty.

With pleasure, Mr Westly.

Ah, now, av it wouldnt be axin too much, might I make so bowld

Flinders did not finish the sentence, but laid his pewter plate before the Rose of Oregon with a significant smile.

Im glad to be so unexpectedly useful, said Betty, with a laugh.

When she had thus aided her half-helpless companions, Betty returned the knife to its owner, who received it with a dignified inclination of the head. She then filled a mug with soup, and went to Tom, who lay on a deerskin robe, gazing at her in rapt admiration, and wondering when he was going to awake out of this most singular dream, for, in his weak condition, he had taken to disbelieving all that he saw.

And yet it cant well be a dream, he murmured, with a faint smile, as the girl knelt by his side, for I never dreamed anything half so real. What is this  soup?

Yes; try to take a little. It will do you good, with Gods blessing.

Ah, yes, with Gods blessing, repeated the poor youth, earnestly. You know what that means, Betty, and  and  I think I am beginning to understand it.

Betty made no reply, but a feeling of profound gladness crept into her heart.

When she returned to the side of her father she found that he had finished supper, and was just beginning to use his pipe.

When are you going to tell me, Paul, about the  the  subject we were talking of on our way here? asked Fred, who was still devoting much of his attention to a deers rib.

Ill tell ye now, answered Paul, with a short glance at the Indian chief, who still sat, profoundly grave, in the dreamland of smoke. Theres no time like after supper for a good pipe an a good story  not that what Im goin to tell ye is much of a story either, but its true, if that adds vally to it, an itll be short. Its about a brave young Indian I once had the luck to meet with. His name was Oswego.

At the sound of the name Unaco cast a sharp glance at Bevan. It was so swift that no one present observed it save Bevan himself, who had expected it. But Paul pretended not to notice it, and turning himself rather more towards Fred, addressed himself pointedly to him.

This young Indian, said Paul, was a fine specimen of his race, tall and well made, with a handsome countenance, in which truth was as plain as the sun in the summer sky. I was out after grizzly bars at the time, but hadnt had much luck, an was comin back to camp one evenin in somethin of a sulky humour, when I fell upon a trail which I knowed was the trail of a Redskin. The Redskins was friendly at that time wi the whites, and as I was out alone, an am somethin of a sociable critter, I thought Id follow him up an take him to my camp wi me, if he was willin, an give him some grub an baccy. Well, I hadnt gone far when I came to a precipiece. The trail followed the edge of it for some distance, an I went along all right till I come to a bit where the trail seemed to go right over it. My heart gave a jump, for I seed at a glance that a bit o the cliff had given way there, an as there was no sign o the trail farther on, of course I knowed that the Injin, whoever he was, must have gone down with it.

I tried to look over, but it was too steep an dangerous, so I sought for a place where I could clamber down. Sure enough, when I reached the bottom, there lay the poor Redskin. I thought he was dead, for hed tumbled from a most awful height, but a tree had broke his fall to some extent, and when I went up to him I saw by his eyes that he was alive, though he could neither speak nor move.

I soon found that the poor lad was damaged past recovery; so, after tryin in vain to get him to speak to me, I took him in my arms as tenderly as I could and carried him to my camp. It was five miles off, and the road was rough, and although neither groan nor complaint escaped him, I knew that poor Oswego suffered much by the great drops o perspiration that rolled from his brow; so, you see, I had to carry him carefully. When Id gone about four miles I met a small Injin boy who said he was Oswegos brother, had seen him fall, an, not bein able to lift him, had gone to seek for help, but had failed to find it.

That night I nursed the lad as I best could, gave him some warm tea, and did my best to arrange him comfortably. The poor fellow tried to speak his gratitude, but couldnt; yet I could see it in his looks. He died next day, and I buried him under a pine-tree. The poor heart-broken little brother said he knew the way back to the wigwams of his tribe, so I gave him the most of the provisions I had, told him my name, and sent him away.

At this point in the story Unaco rose abruptly, and said to Bevan  

The white man will follow me.

Paul rose, and the chief led him into the forest a short way, when he turned abruptly, and, with signs of emotion unusual in an Indian, said  

Your name is Paul Bevan?

It is.

I am the father of Oswego, said the chief, grasping Paul by the hand and shaking it vigorously in the white mans fashion.

I know it, Unaco, and I know you by report, though weve never met before, and I told that story in your ear to convince ye that my tongue is not forked.

When Paul Bevan returned to the camp fire, soon afterwards, he came alone, and both his arms were free. In a few seconds he had the satisfaction of undoing the bonds of his companions, and relating to them the brief but interesting conversation which had just passed between him and the Indian chief.




Chapter Fifteen.

At the edge of a small plain, or bit of prairie land, that shone like a jewel in a setting of bush-clad hills, dwelt the tribe of natives who owned Unaco as their chief.

It was a lovely spot, in one of the most secluded portions of the Sawback range, far removed at that time from the evil presence of the gold-diggers, though now and then an adventurous prospector would make his way to these remote solitudes in quest of the precious metal. Up to that time those prospectors had met with nothing to reward them for their pains, save the gratification to be derived from fresh mountain air and beautiful scenery.

It required three days of steady travelling to enable the chief and his party to reach the wigwams of the tribe. The sun was just setting, on the evening of the third day, when they passed out of a narrow defile and came in sight of the Indian village.

It seems to me, Paul, remarked Fred Westly, as they halted to take a brief survey of the scene, that these Indians have found an admirable spot on which to lead a peaceful life, for the region is too high and difficult of access to tempt many gold-hunters, and the approaches to it could be easily defended by a handful of resolute men.

That is true, replied Bevan, as they continued on their way. Nevertheless, it would not be very difficult for a few resolute men to surprise and capture the place.

Perchance Stalker and his villains may attempt to prove the truth of what you say, suggested Fred.

They will certainly attempt it returned Paul, but they are not what I call resolute men. Scoundrels are seldom blessed wi much resolution, an theyre never heartily united.

What makes you feel so sure that they will follow us up, Paul?

The fact that my enemy has followed me like a bloodhound for six years, answered Bevan, with a frown.

Is it touching too much on private matters to ask why he is your enemy, and why so vindictive?

The reason Is simple enough. Buxley hates me, and would kill me if he could. Indeed Im half afraid that he will manage it at last, for Ive promised my little gal that I wont kill him cept in self-defence, an of course if I dont kill him hes pretty sure to kill me.

Does Betty know why this man persecutes you so?

No  she dont.

As it was evident, both from his replies and manner, that Bevan did not mean to be communicative on the subject, Fred forbore to ask more questions about it.

So you think Unaco may be depended on? he asked, by way of changing the subject.

Ay, surely. You may depend on it that the Almighty made all men pretty much alike as regards their feelins. The civilised people an the Redskins aint so different as some folk seem to think. They can both of em love an hate pretty stiffly, an they are both able to feel an show gratitude as well as the reverse  also, theyre pretty equal in the matter of revenge.

But dont we find, said Fred, that among Christians revenge is pretty much held in check?

Among Christians  ay, replied Bevan; but white men aint always Christians, any more than red men are always devils. Seems to me its six o one an half a dozen o the other. Moreover, when the missionaries git among the Redskins, some of em turns Christians an some hypocrites  just the same as white men. What Unaco is, in the matter o Christianity, is not for me to say, for I dont know; but from what I do know, from hearsay, of his character, Im sartin sure that hes a good man and true, an for that little bit of sarvice I did to his poor boy, hed give me his life if need be.

Nevertheless, I cant help thinking that we might have returned to Simpsons Gully, and taken the risk of meeting with Stalker, said Fred.

Ha! thats because you dont know him, returned Bevan. If he had met with his blackguards soon after leaving us, hed have overtook us by this time. Anyway, hes sure to send scouts all round, and follow up the trail as soon as he can.

But think what a trial this rough journey has been to poor Tom Brixton, said Fred.

No doubt, returned Paul; but havent we got him on Tollys pony to-day? and isnt that a sign hes better? An would you have me risk Betty fallin Into the hands o Buxley?

Paul looked at his companion as if this were an unanswerable argument and Fred admitted that it was.

Besides, he went on, it will be a pleasant little visit this, to a friendly tribe o Injins, an we may chance to fall in wi gold, who knows? An when the ugly thieves do succeed in findin us, we shall have the help o the Redskins, who are not bad fighters when their cause is a good un an their wigwams are in danger.

It may be so, Paul. However, right or wrong, here we are, and a most charming spot it is, the nearer we draw towards it.

As Fred spoke, Betty Bevan, who rode in advance, reined in her horse,  which, by the way, had become much more docile in her hands,  and waited till her father overtook her.

Is it not like paradise, father?

Not havin been to paradise, dear, I cant exactly say, returned her matter-of-fact sire.

Oh, I say, aint it splendatious! said Tolly Trevor, coming up at the moment, and expressing Bettys idea in somewhat different phraseology; just look at the lake  like a lookin-glass, with every wigwam picturd upside down, so clear that a feller cant well say which is which. An the canoes in the same way, bottom to bottom, Redskins above and Redskins below. Hallo! I say, whats that?

The excited lad pointed, as he spoke, to the bushes, where a violent motion and crashing sound told of some animal disturbed in its lair. Next moment a beautiful little antelope bounded into an open space, and stopped to cast a bewildered gaze for one moment on the intruders. That pause proved fatal. A concealed hunter seized his opportunity; a sharp crack was heard, and the animal fell dead where it stood, shot through the head.

Poor, poor creature! exclaimed the tender-hearted Betty.

Not a bad supper for somebody, remarked her practical father.

As he spoke the bushes parted at the other side of the open space, and the man who had fired the shot appeared.

He was a tall and spare, but evidently powerful fellow. As he advanced towards our travellers they could see that he was not a son of the soil, but a white man  at least as regards blood, though his face, hands, neck, and bared bosom had been tanned by exposure to as red a brown as that of any Indian.

Hes a trapper, exclaimed Tolly, as the man drew nearer, enabling them to perceive that he was middle-aged and of rather slow and deliberate temperament with a sedate expression on his rugged countenance.

Ay, he looks like one o these wanderin chaps, said Bevan, that seem to be fond of a life o solitude in the wilderness. Ive knowed a few of em. Queer customers some, that stick at nothin when their bloods up; though I have met wi one or two that desarved an easier life, an more o this worlds goods. But most of em prefer to hunt for their daily victuals, an ony come down to the settlements when they run out o powder an lead, or want to sell their furs. Hallo! Why, Tolly, boy, it is  yes! I do believe its Mahoghany Drake himself!

Tolly did not reply, for he had run eagerly forward to meet the trapper, having already recognised him.

His name is a strange one, remarked Fred Westly, gazing steadily at the man as he approached.

Drake is his right name, explained Bevan, an Mahoghany is a handle some fellers gave him cause hes so much tanned wi the sun. Hes one o the right sort, let me tell ye. None o your boastin, bustin critters, like Gashford, but a quiet, thinkin man, as is ready to tackle any subject amost in the univarse, but can let his tongue lie till its time to speak. He can hold his own, too wi man or beast. Aint he friendly wi little Tolly Trevor? Hell shake his arm out o the socket if he dont take care. Ill have to go to the rescue.

In a few seconds Paul Bevan was having his own arm almost dislocated by the friendly shake of the trappers hand, for, although fond of solitude, Mahoghany Drake was also fond of human beings, and especially of old friends.

Glad to see you, gentlemen, he said, in a low, soft voice, when introduced by Paul to the travellers. At the same time he gave a friendly little nod to Unaco, thus indicating that with the Indian chief he was already acquainted.

Well, Drake, said Bevan, after the first greetings were over, all right at the camp down there?

All well, he replied, and the Leaping Buck quite recovered.

He cast a quiet glance at the Indian chief as he spoke, for the Leaping Buck was Unacos little son, who had been ailing when his father left his village a few weeks before.

No sign o gold-seekers yet? asked Paul.

None cept one lot that ranged about the hills for a few days, but they seemed to know nothin. Sartinly they found nothin, an went away disgusted.

The trapper indulged in a quiet chuckle as he said this.

What are ye larfin at? asked Paul.

At the gold-seekers, replied Drake.

What was the matter wi em, asked Tolly.

Not much, lad, only they was blind, and also ill of a strong appetite.

Ye was always fond o speakin in riddles, said Paul. What dye mean, Mahoghany!

I mean that though there aint much gold in these hills, maybe, what little there is the seekers couldnt see, though they was walkin over it, an they was so blind they couldnt hit what they fired at, so their appetites was stronger than was comfortable. I do believe theyd have starved if I hadnt killed a buck for them.

During this conversation Paddy Flinders had been listening attentively and in silence. He now sidled up to Tom Brixton, who, although bestriding Tollys pony, seemed ill able to travel.

Dye hear what the trapper says, Muster Brixton?

Yes, Paddy, what then?

Och! I only thought to cheer you up a bit by pintin out that he says theres goold hereabouts.

Im glad for your sake and Freds, returned Tom, with a faint smile, but it matters little to me; I feel that my days are numbered.

Ah then, sor, dont spake like that, returned Flinders, with a woebegone expression on his countenance. Sure, its in the dumps ye are, an no occasion for that same. Isnt Miss

The Irishman paused. He had it in his heart to say, Isnt Miss Betty smilin on ye like one oclock? but, never yet having ventured even a hint on that subject to Tom, an innate feeling of delicacy restrained him. As the chief who led the party gave the signal to move on at that moment it was unnecessary for him to finish the sentence.

The Indian village, which was merely a cluster of tents made of deerskins stretched on poles, was now plainly visible from the commanding ridge along which the party travelled. It occupied a piece of green level land on the margin of the lake before referred to, and, with its background of crag and woodland and its distance of jagged purple hills, formed as lovely a prospect as the eye of man could dwell upon.

The distance of the party from it rendered every sound that floated towards them soft and musical. Even the barking of the dogs and the shouting of the little Redskins at play came up to them in a mellow, almost peaceful, tone. To the right of the village lay a swamp, from out of which arose the sweet and plaintive cries of innumerable gulls, plovers, and other wild-fowl, mingled with the trumpeting of geese and the quacking of ducks, many of which were flying to and fro over the glassy lake, while others were indulging in aquatic gambols among the reeds and sedges.

After they had descended the hill-side by a zigzag path, and reached the plain below, they obtained a nearer view of the eminently joyful scene, the sound of the wild-fowl became more shrill, and the laughter of the children more boisterous. A number of the latter who had observed the approaching party were seen hurrying towards them with eager haste, led by a little lad, who bounded and leaped as if wild with excitement. This was Unacos little son, Leaping Buck, who had recognised the well-known figure of his sire a long way off, and ran to meet him.

On reaching him the boy sprang like an antelope into his fathers arms and seized him round the neck, while others crowded round the gaunt trapper and grasped his hands and legs affectionately. A few of the older boys and girls stood still somewhat shyly, and gazed in silence at the strangers, especially at Betty, whom they evidently regarded as a superior order of being  perhaps an angel  in which opinion they were undoubtedly backed by Tom Buxton.

After embracing his father, Leaping Buck recognised Paul Bevan as the man who had been so kind to him and his brother Oswego at the time when the latter got his death-fall over the precipice. With a shout of joyful surprise he ran to him, and, we need scarcely add, was warmly received by the kindly backwoodsman.

I cannot help thinking, remarked Betty to Tom, as they gazed on the pleasant meeting, that God must have some way of revealing the Spirit of Jesus to these Indians that we Christians know not of.

It is strange, replied Tom, that the same thought has occurred to me more than once of late, when observing the character and listening to the sentiments of Unaco. And I have also been puzzled with this thought  if God has some method of revealing Christ to the heathen that we know not of, why are Christians so anxious to send the Gospel to the heathen?

That thought has never occurred to me, replied Betty, because our reason for going forth to preach the Gospel to the heathen is the simple one that God commands us to do so. Yet it seems to me quite consistent with that command that God may have other ways and methods of making His truth known to men, but this being a mere speculation does not free us from our simple duty.

You are right. Perhaps I am too fond of reasoning and speculating, answered Tom.

Nay, that you are not rejoined the girl, quickly; it seems to me that to reason and speculate is an important part of the duty of man, and cannot but be right, so long as it does not lead to disobedience. Let every man be fully persuaded in his own mind, is our title from God to think fully and freely; but Go ye into all the world and preach the Gospel to every creature, is a command so plain and peremptory that it does not admit of speculative objection.

Why, Betty, I had no idea you were such a reasoner! said Tom, with a look of surprise. Surely it is not your father who has taught you to think thus?

I have had no teacher, at least of late years, but the Bible, replied the girl, blushing deeply at having been led to speak so freely on a subject about which she was usually reticent. But see, she added hastily, giving a shake to the reins of her horse, we have been left behind. The chief has already reached his village. Let us push on.

The obstinate horse went off at an accommodating amble under the sweet sway of gentleness, while the obedient pony followed at a brisk trot which nearly shook all the little strength that Tom Brixton possessed out of his wasted frame.

The manner in which Unaco was received by the people of his tribe, young and old, showed clearly that he was well beloved by them; and the hospitality with which the visitors were welcomed was intensified when it was made known that Paul Bevan was the man who had shown kindness to their chiefs son Oswego in his last hours. Indeed, the influence which an Indian chief can have on the manners and habits of his people was well exemplified by this small and isolated tribe, for there was among them a pervading tone of contentment and goodwill, which was one of Unacos most obvious characteristics. Truthfulness, also, and justice were more or less manifested by them. Even the children seemed to be free from disputation; for, although there were of course differences of opinion during games, these differences were usually settled without quarrelling, and the noise, of which there was abundance, was the result of gleeful shouts or merry laughter. They seemed, in short, to be a happy community, the various members of which had leaned  to a large extent from their chief how good a thing it is for brethren to dwell together in unity.

A tent was provided for Bevan, Flinders, and Tolly Trevor near to the wigwam of Unaco, with a separate little one for the special use of the Rose of Oregon. Not far from these another tent was erected for Fred and his invalid friend Tom Brixton. As for Mahoghany Drake, that lanky, lantern-jawed individual encamped under a neighbouring pine-tree in quiet contempt of any more luxurious covering.

But, although the solitary wanderer of the western wilderness thus elected to encamp by himself, he was by no means permitted to enjoy privacy, for during the whole evening and greater part of that night his campfire was surrounded by an admiring crowd of boys, and not a few girls, who listened in open-eyed-and-mouthed attention to his thrilling tales of adventure, giving vent now and then to a waugh! or a ho! of surprise at some telling point in the narrative, or letting fly sudden volleys of laughter at some humorous incident, to the amazement, no doubt of the neighbouring bucks and bears and wild-fowl.

Tom, said Fred that night, as he sat by the couch of his friend, we shall have to stay here some weeks, I suspect until you get strong enough to travel, and, to say truth, the prospect is a pleasant as well as an unexpected one, for we have fallen amongst amiable natives.

True, Fred. Nevertheless I shall leave the moment my strength permits  that is, if health be restored to me  and I shall go off by myself.

Why, Tom, what do you mean?

I mean exactly what I say. Dear Fred, answered the sick man, feebly grasping his friends hand, I feel that it is my duty to get away from all who have ever known me, and begin a new career of honesty, God permitting. I will not remain with the character of a thief stamped upon me, to be a drag round your neck, and I have made up my mind no longer to persecute dear Betty Bevan with the offer of a dishonest and dishonoured hand. In my insolent folly I had once thought her somewhat below me in station. I now know that she is far, far above me in every way, and also beyond me.

Tom, my dear boy, returned Fred, earnestly, you are getting weak. It is evident that they have delayed supper too long. Try to sleep now, and Ill go and see why Tolly has not brought it.

So saying, Fred Westly left the tent and went off in quest of his little friend.




Chapter Sixteen.

Little Tolly Trevor and Leaping Buck  being about the same age, and having similar tastes and propensities, though very unlike each other in temperament  soon became fast friends, and they both regarded Mahoghany Drake, the trapper, with almost idolatrous affection.

Would you care to come wi me to-day, Tolly? Im goin to look for some meat on the heights.

It was thus that Drake announced his intention to go a-hunting one fine morning after he had disposed of a breakfast that might have sustained an ordinary man for several days.

Care to go with ye! echoed Tolly, I just think I should. But, look here, Mahoghany, continued the boy, with a troubled expression, Ive promised to go out on the lake to-day wi Leaping Buck, an I must keep my promise. You know you told us only last night in that story about the Chinaman and the grizzly that no true man ever breaks his promise.

Right, lad, right returned the trapper, but you can go an ask the little Buck to jine us, an if hes inclined you can both come  only you must agree to leave yer tongues behind ye if ye do, for it behoves hunters to be silent, and from my experience of you I raither think yer too fond o chatterin.

Before Drake had quite concluded his remark Tolly was off in search of his red-skinned bosom friend.

The manner in which the friendship between the red boy and the white was instituted and kept up was somewhat peculiar and almost incomprehensible, for neither spoke the language of the other except to a very slight extent. Leaping Bucks father had, indeed, picked up a pretty fair smattering of English during his frequent expeditions into the gold-fields, which, at the period we write of, were being rapidly developed. Paul Bevan, too, during occasional hunting expeditions among the red men, had acquired a considerable knowledge of the dialect spoken in that part of the country, but Leaping Buck had not visited the diggings with his father, so that his knowledge of English was confined to the smattering which he had picked up from Paul and his father. In like manner Tolly Trevors acquaintance with the native tongue consisted of the little that had been imparted to him by his friend Paul Bevan. Mahoghany Drake, on the contrary, spoke Indian fluently, and it must be understood that in the discourses which he delivered to the two boys he mixed up English and Indian in an amazing compound which served to render him intelligible to both, but which, for the readers sake, we feel constrained to give in the trappers ordinary English.

It was in a place just like this, said Drake, stopping with his two little friends on reaching a height, and turning round to survey the scene behind him, that a queer splinter of a man who was fond o callin himself an ornithologist shot a grizzly bar wi a mere popgun that was only fit for a squawkin babbys plaything.

Oh! do sit down, Mahoghany, cried little Trevor, in a voice of entreaty; Im so fond of hearin about grizzlies, an Id give all the world to meet one myself, so would Buckie here, wouldnt you?

The Indian boy, whose name Tolly had thus modified, tried to assent to this proposal by bending his little head in a stately manner, in imitation of his dignified father.

Well, I dont mind if I do, replied the trapper, with a twinkle of his eyes.

Mahoghany Drake was blessed with that rare gift, the power to invest with interest almost any subject, no matter how trivial or commonplace, on which he chose to speak. Whether it was the charm of a musical voice, or the serious tone and manner of an earnest man, we cannot tell, but certain it is, that whenever or wherever he began to talk, men stopped to listen, and were held enchained until he had finished.

On the present occasion the trapper seated himself on a green bank that lay close to the edge of a steep precipice, and laid his rifle across his knees, while the boys sat down one on each side of him.

The view from the elevated spot on which they sat was most exquisite, embracing the entire length of the valley at the other end of which the Indian village lay, its inhabitants reduced to mere specks and its wigwams to little cones, by distance. Owing also to the height of the spot, the view of surrounding mountains was extended, so that range upon range was seen in softened perspective, while a variety of lakelets, with their connecting watercourses, which were hidden by foliage in the lower grounds, were now opened up to view. Glowing sunshine glittered on the waters and bathed the hills and valleys, deepening the near shadows and intensifying the purple and blue of those more distant.

It often makes me wonder, said the trapper, in a reflective tone, as if speaking rather to himself than to his companions, why the Almighty has made the world so beautiful an parfect an allowed mankind to grow so awful bad.

The boys did not venture to reply, but as Drake sat gazing in dreamy silence at the far-off hills, little Trevor, who recalled some of his conversations with the Rose of Oregon, ventured to say, Praps well find out some day, though we dont understand it just now.

True, lad, true, returned Drake. It would be well for us if we always looked at it in that light, instead o findin fault wi things as they are, for it stands to reason that the Maker of all can fall into no mistakes.

But what about the ornithologist? said Tolly, who had no desire that the conversation should drift into abstruse subjects.

Ay, ay, lad, Im comin to him, replied the trapper, with the humorous twinkle that seemed to hover always about the corners of his eyes, ready for instant development. Well, you must know, this was the way of it  and it do make me larf yet when I think o the face o that spider-legged critter goin at the rate of twenty miles an hour or thereabouts wi that most awful-lookin grizzly bar peltin after him.  Hist! Look there, Tolly. A chance for your popgun.

The trapper pointed as he spoke to a flock of wild duck that was coming straight towards the spot on which they sat. The popgun to which he referred was one of the smooth-bore flint-lock single-barrelled fowling-pieces which traders were in the habit of supplying to the natives at that time, and which Unaco had lent to the boy for the day, with his powder-horn and ornamented shot-pouch.

For the three hunters to drop behind the bank on which they had been sitting was the work of a moment.

Young though he was, Tolly had already become a fair and ready shot. He selected the largest bird in the flock, covered it with a deadly aim, and pulled the trigger. But the click of the lock was not followed by an explosion as the birds whirred swiftly on.

Ah! my boy, observed the trapper, taking the gun quietly from the boys hand and proceeding to chip the edge of the flint, you should never go a-huntin without seein that your flint is properly fixed.

But I did see to it, replied Tolly, in a disappointed tone, and it struck fire splendidly when I tried it before startin.

True, boy, but the thing is worn too short, an though its edge is pretty well, you didnt screw it firm enough, so it got drove back a bit and the hammer-head, as well as the flint, strikes the steel, dye see? There now, prime it again, an be sure ye wipe the pan before puttin in the powder. Its not worth while to be disapinted about so small a matter. Youll git plenty more chances. See, theres another flock comin. Dont hurry, lad. If ye want to be a good hunter always keep cool, an take time. Better lose a chance than hurry. A chance lost you see, is only a chance lost, but blazin in a hurry is a bad lesson that yeve got to unlarn.

The trappers advice was cut short by the report of Tollys gun, and next moment a fat duck, striking the ground in front of them, rolled fluttering to their feet.

Not badly done, Tolly, said the trapper, with a nod, as he reseated himself on the bank, while Leaping Buck picked up the bird, which was by that time dead, and the young sportsman recharged his gun; just a leetle too hurried. If you had taken only half a second more time to put the gun to your shoulder, youd have brought the bird to the ground dead; and you boys cant larn too soon that you should never give needless pain to critters that youve got to kill. You must shoot, of course, or youd starve; but always make sure of killin at once, an the only way to do that is to keep cool an take time. You see, it aint the aim you take that matters so much, as the coolness an steadiness with which ye put the gun to your shoulder. If you only do that steadily an without hurry, the gun is sure to pint straight forard an the aimll look arter itself. Nevertheless, it was smartly done, lad, for its a difficult shot when a wild duck comes straight for your head like a cannon-ball.

But what about the ornithologist; said Tolly, who, albeit well pleased at the trappers complimentary remarks, did not quite relish his criticism.

Yes, yes; Im comin to that. Well, as I was sayin, it makes me larf yet, when I thinks on it. How he did run, to be sure! Greased lightnin could scarce have kep up wi him.

But where was he a-runnin to, an why? asked little Trevor, impatiently.

Now, you leetle boy, said Drake, with a look of grave remonstrance, dont you go an git impatient. Patience is one o the backwoods vartues, without which youll never git on at all. If you dont cultivate patience you may as well go an live in the settlements or the big cities  where it dont much matter what a man is  but itll be no use to stop in the wilderness. Theres Leapin Buck, now, a-sittin as quiet as a Redskin warrior on guard! Take a lesson from him, lad, an restrain yourself. Well, as I was goin to say, I was out settin my traps somewheres about the head-waters o the Yellowstone river at the time when I fell in wi the critter. I couldnt rightly make out what he was, for, though Ive seed mostly all sorts o men in my day, Id never met in wi one o this sort before. It wasnt his bodily shape that puzzled me, though that was queer enough, but his occupation that staggered me. He was a long, thin, spider-shaped article that seemed to have run to seed  all stalk with a frowsy top, for his hair was long an dry an fly-about. Im six-futt one myself, but my step was a mere joke to his stride! He seemed split up to the neck, like a pair o human compasses, an his clos fitted so tight that he might have passed for a livin skeleton!

Well, it was close upon sundown, an I was joggin along to my tent in the bush when I came to an openin where I saw the critter down on one knee an his gun up takin aim at somethin. I stopped to let him have his shot, for I count it a mortal sin to spoil a mans sport, an I looked hard to see what it was he was goin to let drive at, but never a thing could I see, far or near, except a small bit of a bird about the size of a big bee, sittin on a branch not far from his nose an cockin its eye at him as much as to say, Well, you air a queer un! Surely, thought I, he aint a-goin to blaze at that! But Id scarce thought it when he did blaze at it an down it came flop on its back, as dead as mutton!

Well, stranger, says I, goin forard, you do seem to be hard up for victuals when youd shoot a small thing like that! Not at all, my good man, says he  an the critter had a kindly smile an a sensible face enough you must know that I am shootin birds for scientific purposes. I am an ornithologist.

Oh! say I, for I didnt rightly know what else to say to that.

Yes, says he; an see here.

Wi that he opens a bag he had on his back an showed me a lot o birds, big an small, that hed been shootin; an then he pulls out a small book, in which hed been makin picturs of em  an rally I was raither took wi that for the critter had got em down there almost as good as natur. They actooally looked as if they was alive!

Shut the book, sir, says I, or theyll all escape!

It was only a small joke I meant, but the critter took it for a big un an larfed at it till he made me half ashamed.

Dye know any of these birds? he axed, arter wed looked at a lot of em.

Know em? says I; I should think I does! Why, Ive lived among em ever since I was a babby!

Indeed! says he, an he got quite excited, how interestin! An do you know anythin about their habits?

If you mean by that their ways o goin on, says I, theres hardly a thing about em that I dont know, except what they think, an sometimes Ive a sort o notion I could make a pretty fair guess at that too.

Will you come to my camp and spend the night with me? he asked, gettin more an more excited.

No, stranger, I wont, says I; but if youll come to mine Ill feed you an make you heartily welcome, for somehow Id took quite a fancy to the critter.

Ill go, says he, an he went an we had such a night of it! He didnt let me have a wink o sleep till pretty nigh daylight the next mornin, an axed me more questions about birds an beasts an fishes than I was iver axed before in the whole course o my life  an it warnt yesterday I was born. I began to feel quite like a settlement boy at school. An he set it all down, too, as fast as I could speak, in the queerest hand-writin you ever did see. At last I couldnt stand it no longer.

Mister Ornithologist says I.

Well, says he.

Theres a pecooliar beast in them parts, says I, as has got some pretty stiff an settled habits.

Is there? says he, wakin up again quite fresh, though he had been growin sleepy.

Yes, says I, an its a obstinate sort o brute that wont change its habits for nobody. One o these habits is that it turns in of a night quite reglar an has a good snooze before goin to work next day. Its name is Mahoghany Drake, an thats me, so Ill bid you good-night, stranger.

Wi that I knocked the ashes out o my pipe, stretched myself out wi my feet to the fire, an rolled my blanket round me. The critter larfed again at this as if it was a great joke, but he shut up his book, put it and the bag o leetle birds under his head for a pillow, spread himself out over the camp like a great spider that was awkard in the use o its limbs, an went off to sleep even before I did  an that was sharp practice, let me tell you.

Well, continued the trapper, clasping his great bony hands over one of his knees, and allowing the lines of humour to play on his visage, while the boys drew nearer in open-eyed expectancy, we slep about three hours, an then had a bit o breakfast, after which we parted, for he said he knew his way back to the camp, where he left his friends; but the poor critter didnt know nothin cept ornithology. He lost himself an took to wanderin in a circle arter I left him. I came to know it cause I struck his trail the same arternoon, an there could be no mistakin it, the length o stride bein somethin awful! So I followed it up.

I hadnt gone far when I came to a place pretty much like this, as I said before, and when I was lookin at the view  for Im fond of a fine view, it takes a mans mind off trappin an victuals somehow  I heerd a most awful screech, an then another. A moment later an the ornithologist busted out o the bushes with his long legs goin like the legs of a big water-wagtail. He was too fur off to see the look of his face, but his hair was tremendous to behold. When he saw the precipice before him he gave a most horrible yell, for he knew that he couldnt escape that way from whatever was chasin him. I couldnt well help him, for there was a wide gully between him an me, an it was too fur off for a fair shot. Howsever, I stood ready. Suddenly I seed the critter face right about an down on one knee like a pair o broken compasses; up went the shot-gun, an at the same moment out busted a great old grizzly bar from the bushes. Crack! went my rifle at once, but I could see that the ball didnt hurt him much, although it hit him fair on the head. Loadin in hot haste, I obsarved that the ornithologist sat like a post till that bar was within six foot of him, when he let drive both barrels of his popgun straight into its face. Then he jumped a one side with a spurt like a grasshopper, an the bar tumbled heels over head and got up with an angry growl to rub its face, then it made a savage rush forard and fell over a low bank, jumped up again, an went slap agin a face of rock. I seed at once that it was blind. The small shot used by the critter for his leetle birds had put out both its eyes, an it went blunderin about while the ornithologist kep well out of its way. I knew he was safe, so waited to see what hed do, an what dye think he did?

Shoved his knife into him, suggested Tolly Trevor, in eager anxiety.

What! shove his knife into a healthy old bar with nothin gone but his sight? No, lad, he did do nothing so mad as that, but he ran coolly up to it an screeched in its face. Of course the bar went straight at the sound, helter-skelter, and the ornithologist turned an ran to the edge o the precipice, screechin as he went. When he got there he pulled up an darted a one side, but the bar went slap over, an I believe Im well within the mark when I say that that bar turned five complete somersaults before it got to the bottom, where it came to the ground with a whack that would have busted an elephant. I dont think we found a whole bone in its carcass when the ornithologist helped me to cut it up that night in camp.

Well done! exclaimed little Trevor, with enthusiasm, an what came o the orny-what-dye-callum?

Thats more than I can tell, lad. He went off wi the bars claws to show to his friends, an I never saw him again. But look there, boys, continued the trapper in a suddenly lowered tone of voice, while he threw forward and cocked his rifle, dye see our supper?

What? Where? exclaimed Tolly, in a soft whisper, straining his eyes in the direction indicated.

The sharp crack of the trappers rifle immediately followed, and a fine buck lay prone upon the ground.

Twas an easy shot, said Drake, recharging his weapon, only a man needs a leetle experience before he can fire down a precipice correctly. Come along, boys.




Chapter Seventeen.

Nothing further worth mentioning occurred to the hunters that day, save that little Tolly Trevor was amazed  we might almost say petrified  by the splendour and precision of the trappers shooting, besides which he was deeply impressed with the undercurrent of what we may style grave fun, coupled with calm enthusiasm, which characterised the man, and the utter absence of self-assertion or boastfulness.

But if the remainder of the day was uneventful, the stories round the camp-fire more than compensated him and his friend Leaping Buck. The latter was intimately acquainted with the trapper, and seemed to derive more pleasure from watching the effect of his anecdotes on his new friend than in listening to them himself. Probably this was in part owing to the fact that he had heard them all before more than once.

The spot they had selected for their encampment was the summit of a projecting crag, which was crowned with a little thicket, and surrounded on three sides by sheer precipices. The neck of rock by which it was reached was free from shrubs, besides being split across by a deep chasm of several feet in width, so that it formed a natural fortress, and the marks of old encampments seemed to indicate that it had been used as a camping-place by the red man long before his white brother  too often his white foe  had appeared in that western wilderness to disturb him. The Indians had no special name for the spot, but the roving trappers who first came to it had named it the Outlook, because from its summit a magnificent view of nearly the whole region could be obtained. The great chasm or fissure already mentioned descended sheer down, like the neighbouring precipices, to an immense depth, so that the Outlook, being a species of aerial island, was usually reached by a narrow plank which bridged the chasm. It had stood many a siege in times past, and when used as a fortress, whether by white hunters or savages, the plank bridge was withdrawn, and the place rendered  at least esteemed  impregnable.

When Mahoghany Drake and his young friends came up to the chasm a little before sunset Leaping Buck took a short run and bounded clear over it.

Ha! I knowed he couldnt resist the temptation, said Mahoghany, with a quiet chuckle, an its not many boys  no, nor yet men  who could jump that. I wouldnt try it myself for a noo rifle  no, though ye was to throw in a silver-mounted powder-horn to the bargain.

But you have jumped it? cried the Indian boy, turning round with a gleeful face.

Ay, lad, long ago, and then I was forced to, when runnin for my life. A manll do many a deed when so sitooate that he couldnt do in cold blood. Come, come, young feller, he added, suddenly laying his heavy hand on little Trevors collar and arresting him, you wasnt thinkin o tryin it was ye?

Indeed I was, and I think I could manage it, said the foolishly ambitious Tolly.

Thinkin is not enough, boy, returned the trapper, with a grave shake of the head. You should always make sure. Suppose you was wrong in your thinkin, now, who dee think would go down there to pick up the bits of ee an carry them home to your mother.

But I havent got a mother, said Tolly.

Well, your father, then.

But I havent got a father.

So much the more reason, returned the trapper, in a softened tone, that you should take care o yourself, lest you should turn out to be the last o your race. Come, help me to carry this plank. After were over Ill see you jump on safe ground, and if you can clear enough, mayhap Ill let ee try the gap. Have you a steady head?

Ay, like a rock, returned Tolly, with a grin.

See that youre sure, lad, for if you aint Ill carry you over.

In reply to this Tolly ran nimbly over the plank bridge like a tight-rope dancer. Drake followed, and they were all soon busily engaged clearing a space on which to encamp, and collecting firewood.

Tell me about your adventure at the time you jumped the gap, Mahoghany, begged little Trevor, when the first volume of smoke arose from their fire and went straight up like a pillar into the calm air.

Not now, lad. Work first, talk afterwards. Thats my motto.

But work is over now  the fire lighted and the kettle on, objected Tolly.

Nay, lad, when you come to be an old hunter youll look on supper as about the most serious work o the day. When thats over, an the pipe a-goin, an maybe a little stick-whittlin for variety, a man may let his tongue wag to some extent.

Our small hero was fain to content himself with this reply, and for the next half-hour or more the trio gave their undivided attention to steaks from the loin of the fat buck and slices from the breast of the wild duck which had fallen to Tollys gun. When the pipe-and-stick-whittling period arrived, however, the trapper disposed his bulky length in front of the fire, while his young admirers lay down beside him.

The stick-whittling, it may be remarked, devolved upon the boys, while the smoking was confined to the man.

I cant see why it is, observed Tolly, when the first whiffs curled from Mahoghany Drakes lips, that you men are so strong in discouragin us boys from smokin. You keep it all selfishly to yourselves, though Buckie an I would give anythin to be allowed to try a whiff now an then. Paul Bevans just like you  wont hear o me touchin a pipe, though he smokes himself like a wigwam wi a greenwood fire!

Drake pondered a little before replying.

It would never do, you know, he said, at length, for you boys to do zackly as we men does.

Why not? demanded Tolly, developing an early bud of independent thought.

Why, cause it wouldnt replied Drake. Then, feeling that his answer was not a very convincing argument he added, You see, boys aint men, no more than men are boys, an whats good for the one aint good for the tother.

I dont see that returned the radical-hearted Tolly. Isnt eatin, an drinkin, an sleepin, an walkin, an runnin, an talkin, an thinkin, an huntin, equally good for boys and men? If all these things is good for us both, why not smokin?

Thats more than I can tell ee, lad, answered the honest trapper, with a somewhat puzzled look.

If Mahoghany Drake had thought the matter out a little more closely he might perhaps have seen that smoking is as good for boys as for men  or, what comes to much the same thing, is equally bad for both of them! But the sturdy trapper liked smoking; hence, like many wiser men, he did not care to think the matter out. On the contrary, he changed the subject, and, as the change was very much for the better in the estimation of his companions, Tolly did not object.

Well now, about that jump, he began, emitting a prolonged and delicate whiff.

Ah, yes! How did you manage to do it? asked little Trevor, eagerly.

Oh, for the matter o that its easy to explain; but it wasnt my jump I was goin to tell about; it was the jump o a poor critter  a sort o neer-do-well who jined a band o us trappers the day before we arrived at this place, on our way through the mountains on a huntin expedition. He was a miserable specimen o human natur  all the worse that he had a pretty stout body o his own, an might have made a fairish man if hed had the spirit even of a cross-grained rabbit. His name was Miffy, an it sounded natral to him, for there was no go in him whatever. I often wonder what sitch men was made for. Theyre o no use to anybody, an a nuisance to themselves.

Praps they wasnt made for any use at all, suggested Tolly, who, having whittled a small piece of stick down to nothing, commenced another piece with renewed interest.

No, lad, returned the trapper, with a look of deeper gravity. Even poor, foolish man does not construct anything without some sort o purpose in view. Its an outrage on common sense to think the Almighty could do so. Mayhap sitch critters was meant to act as warnins to other men. He told us that hed runned away from home when he was a boy cause he didnt like school. Then he engaged as a cabin-boy aboard a ship tradin to some place in South America, an runned away from his ship the first port they touched at cause he didnt like the sea. Then he came well-nigh to the starvin pint an took work on a farm as a labourer, but left that cause it was too hard, after which he got a berth as watchman at a warehouse, or some place o the sort but left that, for it was too easy. Then he tried gold-diggin, but could make nothin of it; engaged in a fur company, but soon left it; an then tried his hand at trappin on his own account but gave it up cause he could catch nothin. When he fell in with our band he was redooced to two rabbits an a prairie hen, wi only three charges o powder in his horn, an not a drop o lead.

Well, we tuck pity on the miserable critter, an let him come along wi us. There was ten of us altogether, an he made eleven. At first we thought hed be of some use to us, but we soon found he was fit for nothin. However, we couldnt cast him adrift in the wilderness, for hed have bin sure to come to damage somehow, so we let him go on with us. When we came to this neighbourhood we made up our minds to trap in the valley, and as the Injins were wild at that time, owin to some rascally white men who had treated them badly and killed a few, we thought it advisable to pitch our camp on the Outlook here. It was a well-known spot to most o my comrades, tho I hadnt seen it myself at that time.

When we came to the gap, one of the young fellows named Bounce gave a shout, took a run, and went clear over it just as Leapin Buck did. He was fond o showin off, you know! He turned about with a laugh, and asked us to follow. We declined, and felled a small tree to bridge it. Next day we cut the tree down to a plank, as bein more handy to shove across in a hurry if need be.

Well, we had good sport  plenty of bar and moose steaks, no end of fresh eggs of all sorts, and enough o pelts to make it pay. You see we didnt know there was gold here in those days, so we didnt look for it, an wouldnt ha knowed it if wed seen it. But I never myself cared to look for gold. Its dirty work, grubbin among mud and water like a beaver. Its hard work, too, an Ive obsarved that the men who get most gold at the diggins are not the diggers but the storekeepers, an a bad lot they are, many of em, though Im bound to say that Ive knowed a few as was real honest men, who kep no false weights or measures, an had some sort of respec for their Maker.

However, continued the trapper, filling a fresh pipe, while Tolly and his little red friend, whittling their sticks less vigorously as the story went on and at length dropping them altogether, kept their bright eyes riveted on Drakes face. However, thats not what Ive got to tell ee about. You must know that one evening, close upon sundown, we was all returnin from our traps more or less loaded wi skins an meat, all except Miffy, who had gone, as he said, a huntin. Bin truer if hed said he meant to go around scarin the animals. Well, just as we got within a mile o this place we was set upon by a band o Redskins. There must have bin a hundred of em at least. Ive lived a longish time now in the wilderness, but I never, before or since, heard sitch a yellin as the painted critters set up in the woods all around when they came at us, sendin a shower o arrows in advance to tickle us up; but they was bad shots, for only one took effect, an that shaft just grazed the point o young Bounces nose as neat as if it was only meant to make him sneeze. It made him jump, I tell ee, higher than I ever seed him jump before. Of course fightin was out o the question.

Ten trappers under cover might hold their own easy enough agin a hundred Redskins, but not in the open. We all knew that, an had no need to call a council o war. Every man let his pack fall, an away we went for the Outlook, followed by the yellin critters closer to our heels than we quite liked. But they couldnt shoot runnin, so we got to the gap. The plank was there all right. Over we went, faced about, and while one o us hauled it over, the rest gave the savages a volley that sent them back faster than they came.

Miffys lost! obsarved one o my comrades as we got in among the bushes here an prepared to fight it out.

No great loss, remarked another.

No fear o Miffy, said Bounce, feelin his nose tenderly, hes a bad shillin, and bad shillins always turn up, they say.

Bounce had barely finished when we heard another most awesome burst o yellin in the woods, followed by a deep roar.

Thats Miffy, says I, feelin quite excited, for Id got to have a sneakin sort o pity for the miserable critter. Its a twin roar to the one he gave that day when he mistook Hairy Sam for a grizzly bar, an went up a spruce-fir like a squirrel. Sure enough, in another moment Miffy burst out o the woods an came tearin across the open space straight for the gap, followed by a dozen or more savages.

Run, Bounce  the plank! says I, jumpin up. Well drive the reptiles back!

While I was speakin we were all runnin full split to meet the poor critter, Bounce far in advance. Whether it was over-haste, or the pain of his nose, I never could make out, but somehow, in tryin to shove the plank over, Bounce let it slip. Down it went an split to splinters on the rocks a hundred feet below! Miffy was close up at the time. His cheeks was yaller an his eyes starin as he came on, but his face turned green and his eyes took to glarin when he saw what had happened. I saw a kind o hesitation in his look as he came to the unbridged gulf. The savages, thinkin no doubt it was all up with him, gave a fiendish yell o delight. That yell saved the poor neer-do-well. It was as good as a Spanish spur to a wild horse. Over he came with legs an arms out like a flyin squirrel, and down he fell flat on his stummick at our feet wi the nearest thing to a fair bust that I ever saw, or raither heard, for I was busy sightin a Redskin at the time an didnt actually see it. When the savages saw what hed done they turned tail an scattered back into the woods, so we only gave them a loose volley, for we didnt want to kill the critters. I just took the bark off the thigh of one to prevent his forgettin me. We held the place here for three days, an then findin they could make nothin of us, or havin other work on hand, they went away an left us in peace.

An what became o poor Miffy? asked little Trevor, earnestly.

We took him down with us to a new settlement that had been started in the prairie-land west o the Blue Mountains, an there he got a sitooation in a store, but I spose he didnt stick to it long. Anyhow that was the last I ever saw of him. Now, boys, its time to turn in.

That night when the moon had gone down and the stars shed a feeble light on the camp of those who slumbered on the Outlook rock, two figures, like darker shades among the surrounding shadows, glided from the woods, and, approaching the edge of the gap, gazed down into the black abyss.

I told you, redskin, that the plank would be sure to be drawn over, said one of the figures, in a low but gruff whisper.

When the tomahawk is red men do not usually sleep unguarded, replied the other, in the Indian tongue.

Speak English, Maqua, I dont know enough o your gibberish to make out what you mean. Do you think, now, that the villain Paul Bevan is in the camp?

Maqua is not a god, that he should be able to tell what he does not know.

No, but he could guess, retorted Stalker  for it was the robber-chief. My scouts said they thought it was his figure they saw. However, it matters not. If you are to earn the reward I have offered, you must creep into the camp, put your knife in Bevans heart, and bring me his scalp. I would do it myself, redskin, and be indebted to nobody, but I cant creep as you and your kindred can.

Id be sure to make row enough to start them in time for self-defence. As to the scalp, I dont want it  only want to make certain that youve done the deed. You may keep it to ornament your dress or to boast about to your squaw. If you should take a fancy to do a little murder on your own account do so. It matters nothin to me. Ill be ready to back you up if they give chase.

While the robber-chief was speaking he searched about for a suitable piece of wood to span the chasm. He soon found what he wanted, for there was much felled timber lying about the work of previous visitors to the Outlook.

In a few minutes Maqua had crossed, and glided in a stealthy, stooping position towards the camp, seeming more like a moving shadow than a real man. When pretty close he went down on hands and knees and crept forward, with his scalping-knife between his teeth.

It would have been an interesting study to watch the savage, had his object been a good one  the patience; the slow, gliding movements; the careful avoidance of growing branches, and the gentle removal of dead ones from his path, for well did Maqua know that a snapping twig would betray him if the camp contained any of the Indian warriors of the Far West.

At last he drew so near that by stretching his neck he could see over the intervening shrubs and observe the sleepers. Just then Drake chanced to waken. Perhaps it was a presentiment of danger that roused him, for the Indian had, up to that moment, made not the slightest sound. Sitting up and rubbing his eyes, the trapper looked cautiously round; then he lay down and turned over on his other side to continue his slumbers.

Like the tree-stems around him, Maqua remained absolutely motionless until he thought the trapper was again sleeping. Then he retired, as he had come, to his anxiously-awaiting comrade.

Bevan not there, he said briefly, when they had retired to a safe distance; only Mahoghany Drake an two boy.

Well, why didnt ye scalp them! asked Stalker, savagely, for he was greatly disappointed to find that his enemy was not in the camp. You said that all white men were your enemies.

No, not all, replied the savage. Drake have the blood of white mans, but the heart of red mans. He have be good to Injins.

Well, well; it makes no odds to me, returned Stalker, Come along, an walk before me, for I wont trust ye behind. As for slippery Paul, Ill find him yet; you shall see. When a man fails in one attempt, all hes got to do is to make another. Now then, redskin, move on!




Chapter Eighteen.

As widely different as night is from day, summer from winter, heat from cold, are some members of the human family; yet God made them all, and has a purpose of love and mercy towards each! Common sense says this; the general opinion of mankind holds this; highest of all, the Word clearly states this: God willeth not the death of a sinner, but rather that he should turn from his wickedness and live; and, He maketh His sun to shine upon the just and on the unjust. Nevertheless, it seemed difficult to believe that the same God formed and spared and guarded and fed the fierce, lawless man Stalker, and the loving, gentle delicate Rose of Oregon.

About the same hour that the former was endeavouring to compass the destruction of Paul Bevan, Betty was on her knees in her little tented room, recalling the deeds, the omissions, and the shortcomings of the past day, interceding alike for friends and foes  if we may venture to assume that a rose without a thorn could have foes! Even the robber-chief was remembered among the rest, and you may be very sure that Tom Brixton was not forgotten.

Having slept the sleep of innocence and purity, Betty rose refreshed on the following day, and, before the Indian village was astir, went out to ramble along a favourite walk in a thicket on the mountain-side. It so fell out that Tom had selected the same thicket for his morning ramble. But poor Tom did not look like one who hoped to meet with his lady-love that morning. He had, under good nursing, recovered some of his former strength and vigour of body with wonderful rapidity, but his face was still haggard and careworn in an unusual degree for one so young. When the two met Tom did not pretend to be surprised. On the contrary, he said:  

I expected to meet you here, Betty, because I have perceived that you are fond of the place, and, believe me, I would not have presumed to intrude, were it not that I wish to ask one or two questions, the answers to which may affect my future movements.

He paused, and Bettys heart fluttered, for she could not help remembering former meetings when Tom had tried to win her affections, and when she had felt it her duty to discourage him. She made no reply to this rather serious beginning to the interview, but dropped her eyes on the turf, for she saw that the youth was gazing at her with a very mingled and peculiar expression.

Tell me, he resumed, after a few moments thought, do you feel quite safe with these Indians?

Quite, replied the girl with a slight elevation of the eyebrows; they are unusually gentle and good-natured people. Besides, their chief would lay down his life for my father  he is so grateful. Oh yes, I feel perfectly safe here.

But what does your father think. He is always so fearless  I might say reckless  that I dont feel certain as to his real opinion. Have you heard him speaking about the chance of that rascal Stalker following him up?

Yes; he has spoken freely about that. He fully expects that Stalker will search for us, but considers that he will not dare to attack us while we live with so strong a band of Indians, and, as Stalkers followers wont hang about here very long for the mere purpose of pleasing their chief, especially when nothing is to be gained by it, father thinks that his enemy will be forced to go away. Besides, he has made up his mind to remain here for a long time  many months, it may be.

That will do, returned Tom, with a sigh of relief; then there will be no need for me to

To what? asked Betty, seeing that the youth paused.

Forgive me if I do not say what I meant to. I have reasons for (he paused again) Then you are pleased with the way the people treat you?

Of course I am. They could not be kinder if I were one of themselves. And some of the women are so intelligent, too! You know I have picked up a good deal of the Indian language, and understand them pretty well, though I cant speak much, and youve no idea what deep thinkers some of them are! There is Unacos mother, who looks so old and dried up and stupid  she is one of the dearest old things I ever knew. Why, continued the girl, with increasing animation, as she warmed with her subject, that old creature led me, the other night, into quite an earnest conversation about religion, and asked me ever so many questions about the ways of God with man  speculative, difficult questions too, that almost puzzled me to answer. You may be sure I took the opportunity to explain to her Gods great love to man in and through Jesus, and

She stopped abruptly, for Tom Brixton was at that moment regarding her with a steady and earnest gaze.

Yes, he said, slowly, almost dreamily, I can well believe you took your opportunity to commend Jesus to her. You did so once to me, and

Tom checked himself, as if with a great effort. The girl longed to hear more, but he did not finish the sentence. Well, he said, with a forced air of gaiety, I have sought you here to tell you that I am going off on  on  a long hunting expedition. Going at once  but I would not leave without bidding you good-bye.

Going away, Mr Brixton! exclaimed Betty, in genuine surprise.

Yes. As you see, I am ready for the field, with rifle and wallet, firebag and blanket.

But you are not yet strong enough, said Betty.

Oh! yes, I am  stronger than I look. Besides, that will mend every day. I dont intend to say goodbye to Westly or any one, because I hate to have people try to dissuade me from a thing when my mind is made up. I only came to say good-bye to you, because I wish you to tell Fred and your father that I am grateful for all their kindness to me, and that it will be useless to follow me. Perhaps we may meet again, Betty, he added, still in the forced tone of lightness, while he gently took the girls hand in his and shook it; but the dangers of the wilderness are numerous, and, as you have once or twice told me, we know not what a day or an hour may bring forth. (His tone had deepened suddenly to that of intense earnestness) God bless you, Betty; farewell.

He dropped her hand, turned sharply on his heel, and walked swiftly away, never once casting a look behind.

Poor Tom! It was a severe wrench, but he had fought the battle manfully and gained the victory. In his new-born sense of personal unworthiness and strict Justice, he had come to the conclusion that he had forfeited the right to offer heart or hand to the Rose of Oregon. Whether he was right or wrong in his opinion we do not pretend to judge, but this does not alter the fact that a hard battle with self had been fought by him, and a great victory won.

But Tom neither felt nor looked very much like a conqueror. His heart seemed to be made of lead, and the strength of which he had so recently boasted seemed to have deserted him altogether after he had walked a few miles, insomuch that he was obliged to sit down on a bank to rest. Fear lest Fred or Paul should follow up his trail, however, infused new strength into his limbs, and he rose and pushed steadily on, for he was deeply impressed with the duty that lay upon him  namely, to get quickly, and as far as possible, away from the girl whom he could no longer hope to wed.

Thus, advancing at times with great animation, sitting down occasionally for short rests, and then resuming the march with renewed vigour, he travelled over the mountains without any definite end in view, beyond that to which we have already referred.

For some time after he was gone Betty stood gazing at the place in the thicket where he had disappeared, as if she half expected to see him return; then, heaving a deep sigh, and with a mingled expression of surprise, disappointment, and anxiety on her fair face, she hurried away to search for her father.

She found him returning to their tent with a load of firewood, and at once told him what had occurred.

Hell soon come back, Betty, said Paul, with a significant smile. When a young feller is fond of a lass, hes as sure to return to her as water is sure to find its way as fast as it can to the bottom of a hill.

Fred Westly thought the same, when Paul afterwards told him about the meeting, though he did not feel quite so sure about the return being immediate; but Mahoghany Drake differed from them entirely.

Depend ont, he said to his friend Paul, when, in the privacy of a retired spot on the mountain-side, they discussed the matter depend ont, that young feller aint made o butter. What he says he will do hell stick to, if Im any judge o human natur. Of course it aint for me to guess why he should fling off in this fashion. Are ye sure hes fond o your lass?

Sure? Ay, as sure as I am that yon is the sun an not the moon a-shinin in the sky.

Hm! thats strange. An theyve had no quarrel?

None that I knows on. Moreover, they aint bin used to quarrel. Bettys not one o that sort  dear lass. Shes always fair an above board; honest an straight forard. Says zactly what she means, an means what she says. Mister Tom aint given to shilly-shallyin, neither. No, Im sure theyve had no quarrel.

Well, its the old story, said Drake, while a puzzled look flitted across his weather-beaten countenance, and the smoke issued more slowly from his unflagging pipe, the conduct o lovers is not to be accounted for. Howsever, theres one thing Im quite sure of  that he must be looked after.

Dye think so? said Paul. Id have thought he was quite able to look arter himself.

Not just now, returned the trapper; hes not yet got the better of his touch o starvation, an theres a chance o your friend Stalker, or Buxley, which dye call him?

Whichever you like; he answers to either, or neither, as the case may be. Hes best known as Stalker in these parts, though Buxley is his real name.

Well, then, resumed Drake, theres strong likelihood o him prowlin about here, and comin across the tracks o young Brixton; so, as I said before, he must be looked after, and Ill take upon myself to do it.

Well, Ill jine ye, said Paul, for of course yell have to make up a party.

Not at all, returned the trapper, with decision. Ill do it best alone; leastwise Ill take only little Tolly Trevor an Leapin Buck with me, for theyre both smart an safe lads, and are burnin keen to learn somethin o woodcraft.

In accordance with this determination, Mahoghany Drake, Leaping Buck, and little Trevor set off next day and followed Tom Brixtons trail into the mountains. It was a broad trail and very perceptible, at least to an Indian or a trapper, for Tom had a natural swagger, which he could not shake off, even in the hour of his humiliation, and, besides, he had never been an adept at treading the western wilderness with the care which the red man finds needful in order to escape from, or baffle, his foes.

Tis as well marked, amost said Drake, pausing to survey the trail, as if hed bin draggin a toboggan behind him.

Yet a settlement man wouldnt see much of it, remarked little Trevor; eh! Buckie?

The Indian boy nodded gravely. He emulated his father in this respect, and would have been ashamed to have given way to childish levity on what he was pleased to consider the war-path, but he had enough of the humorous in his nature to render the struggle to keep grave in Tollys presence a pretty severe one. Not that Tolly aimed at being either witty or funny, but he had a peculiarly droll expression of face, which added much point to whatever he said.

Ho! exclaimed the trapper, after they had gone a little farther; heres a trail that even a settlement man could hardly fail to see. Theres bin fifty men or more. Dye see it Tolly?

See it? I should think so. Dyou suppose I carry my eyes in my pocket?

Come now, lad, said Drake, turning to Leaping Buck, you want to walk in your fathers tracks, no doubt. Read me this trail if ye can.

The boy stepped forward with an air of dignity that Drake regarded as sublime and Tolly thought ludicrous, but the latter was too fond of his red friend to allow his feelings to betray themselves.

As the white trapper has truly said, he began, fifty men or more have passed this way. They are most of them white men, but three or four are Indians.

Good! said Drake, with an approving nod; I thought yed notice that. Well, go on.

They were making straight for my fathers camp, continued the lad, bending a stern look on the trail, but they turned sharp round, like the swallow, on coming to the trail of the white man Brixton, and followed it.

How dye know that, lad? asked the trapper.

Because I see it returned the boy, promptly, pointing at the same time to a spot on the hill-side considerably above them, where the conformation of the land at a certain spot revealed enough of the trail of the fifty men or more, to show the change of direction.

Good again, lad. A worthy son of your father. I didnt give e credit for sharpness enough to perceive that. Can you read anything more?

One man was a horseman, but he left his horse behind on getting to the rough places of the hills and walked with the rest. He is Paul Bevans enemy.

And how dye know all that? said Drake, regarding the little fellow with a look of pride.

By the footprints, returned Leaping Buck. He wears boots and spurs.

Just so, returned the trapper, and weve bin told by Paul that Stalker was the only man of his band who wouldnt fall in wi the ways o the country, but sticks to the clumsy Jack-boots and spurs of old England. Yes, the scoundrel has followed you up, Tolly, as Paul Bevan said he would, and, havin come across Brixtons track, has gone after him, from all which I now come to the conclusion that your friend Mister Tom is a prisoner, an stands in need of our sarvices. What say you, Tolly?

Go at em at once, replied the warlike Trevor, an set him free.

What! us three attack fifty men?

Why not? responded Tolly, Were more than a match for em. Paul Bevan has told me oftentimes that honest men are, as a rule, ten times more plucky than dishonest ones. Well, you are one honest man, thats equal to ten; an Buckie and I are two honest boys, equal, say, to five each, thats ten more, making twenty among three of us. Three times twentys sixty, isnt it? so, surely thats more than enough to fight fifty.

Ah, boy, answered the trapper, with a slightly puzzled expression, I never could make nothin o rithmetic, though my mother put me to school one winter with a sort o half-mad parson that came to the head waters o the Yellowstone river, an took to teachin  dear me, how long ago was it now? Well, I forget, but somehow you seem to add up the figgurs raither faster than I was made to do. Howsever, well go an see whats to be done for Tom Brixton.

The trapper, who had been leaning on his gun, looking down at his bold little comrades during the foregoing conversation, once more took the lead, and, closely following the trail of the robber-band, continued the ascent of the mountains.

The Indian village was by that time far out of sight behind them, and the scenery in the midst of which they were travelling was marked by more than the average grandeur and ruggedness of the surrounding region.

On their right arose frowning precipices which were fringed and crowned with forests of pine, intermingled with poplar, birch, maple, and other trees. On their left a series of smaller precipices, or terraces, descended to successive levels, like giant steps, till they reached the bottom of the valley up which our adventurers were moving, where a brawling river appeared in the distance like a silver thread. The view both behind and in advance was extremely wild, embracing almost every variety of hill scenery, and in each case was shut in by snow-capped mountains. These, however, were so distant and so soft in texture as to give the impression of clouds rather than solid earth.

Standing on one of the many jutting crags from which could be had a wide view of the vale lying a thousand feet below, Tolly Trevor threw up his arms and waved them to and fro as if in an ecstasy, exclaiming Oh, if I had only wings, what a swoop Id make  down there!

Ah, boy, you aint the first thats wished for wings in the like circumstances. But weve bin denied these advantages. Praps wed have made a bad use of em. Sartinly weve made a bad use o sich powers as we do possess. Just think, now, if men could go about through the air as easy as the crows, what a row theyd kick up all over the arth! As it is, when we want to fight weve got to crawl slowly from place to place, an make roads for our wagins, an big guns, an supplies, to go along with us; but if wed got wings  why, the first fire eatin great man that could lead his fellows by the nose would only have to give the word, when up would start a whole army o men, like some thousand Jack-in-the-boxes, an away theyd go to some place theyd took a fancy to, an down theyd come, all of a heap, quite onexpected  take their enemy by surprise, sweep him off the face o the arth, and enter into possession.

Well, it would be a blue lookout, remarked Tolly, if that was to be the way of it. There wouldnt be many men left in the world before long.

Thats true, lad, an sitch as was left would be the worst o the race. No, on the whole I think were better without wings.

While he was talking to little Trevor, the trapper had been watching the countenance of the Indian boy with unusual interest. At last he turned to him and asked  

Has Leaping Buck nothin to say?

When the white trapper speaks, the Indians tongue should be silent, replied the youth.

A good sentiment and does you credit, lad. But I am silent now. Has Leaping Buck no remark to make on what he sees?

He sees the smoke of the robbers camp far up the heights, replied the boy, pointing as he spoke.

Clever lad! exclaimed the trapper, I knowd he was his fathers son.

Where? I can see nothing, cried Tolly, who understood the Indian tongue sufficiently to make out the drift of the conversation.

Of course ye cant; the smoke is too far off an too thin for eyes not well practised in the signs o the wilderness. But come; we shall go and pay the robbers a visit; mayhap disturb their rest a little  who knows!

With a quiet laugh, Mahoghany Drake withdrew from the rocky ledge, and, followed by his eager satellites, continued to wend his way up the rugged mountain-sides, taking care, however, that he did not again expose himself to view, for well did he know that sharp eyes and ears would be on the qui vive that night.




Chapter Nineteen.

When Tom Brixton sternly set his face like a flint to what he believed to be his duty, he wandered, as we have said, into the mountains, with a heavy heart and without any definite intentions as to what he intended to do.

If his thoughts had taken the form of words they would probably have run somewhat as follows:  

Farewell for ever, sweet Rose of Oregon! Dear Betty! You have been the means, in Gods hand, of saving at least one soul from death, and it would be requiting you ill indeed were I to persuade you to unite yourself to a man whose name is disgraced even among rough men, whose estimate of character is not very high. No! henceforth our lives diverge wider and wider apart. May God bless you and give you a good hus  give you happiness in His own way! And now I have the world before me where to choose. It is a wide world, and there is much work to be done. Surely I shall be led in the right way to fill the niche which has been set apart for me. I wonder what it is to be! Am I to hunt for gold, or to become a fur-trader, or go down to the plains and turn cattle-dealer, or to the coast and become a sailor, or try farming? One thing is certain, I must not be an idler; must not join the ranks of those who merely hunt that they may eat and sleep, and who eat and sleep that they may hunt. I have a work to do for Him who bought me with His precious blood, and my first step must be to commit my way to Him.

Tom Brixton took that step at once. He knelt down on a mossy bank, and there, with the glorious prospect of the beautiful wilderness before him, and the setting sun irradiating his still haggard countenance, held communion with God.

That night he made his lonely bivouac under a spreading pine, and that night while he was enjoying a profound and health-giving slumber, the robber-chief stepped into his encampment and laid his hand roughly on his shoulder.

In his days of high health Tom would certainly have leaped up and given Stalker a considerable amount of trouble, but starvation and weakness, coupled with self-condemnation and sorrow, had subdued his nerves and abated his energies, so that, when he opened his eyes and found himself surrounded by as disagreeable a set of cut-throats as could well be brought together, he at once resigned himself to his fate, and said, without rising, and with one of his half-humorous smiles  

Well, Mister Botanist, sorry I cant say it gives me pleasure to see you. I wonder youre not ashamed to return to the country of the great chief Unaco after running away from him as you did.

Im in no humour for joking, answered Stalker, gruffly. What has become of your friend Paul Bevan?

Im not aware that anything particular has become of him, replied Tom, sitting up with a look of affected surprise.

Come, you know what I mean. Where is he?

When I last saw him he was in Oregon. Whether he has now gone to Europe or the moon or the sun I cannot tell, but I should think it unlikely.

If you dont give me a direct and civil answer Ill roast you alive, you young puppy! growled Stalker.

If you roast me dead instead of alive youll get no answer from me but such as I choose to give, you middle-aged villain! retorted Tom, with a glare of his eyes which quite equalled that of the robber-chief in ferocity, for Toms nature was what we may style volcanic, and he found it hard to restrain himself when roused to a certain point, so that he was prone to speak unadvisedly with his lips.

A half-smothered laugh from some of the band who did not care much for their chief, rendered Stalker furious.

He sprang forward with a savage oath, drew the small hatchet which he carried in his belt, and would certainly then and there have brained the rash youth with it, if his hand had not been unexpectedly arrested. The gleaming weapon was yet in the air when the loud report of a rifle close at hand burst from the bushes with a sheet of flame and smoke, and the robbers right arm fell powerless at his side, hit between the elbow and shoulder.

It was the rifle of Mahoghany Drake that had spoken so opportunely.

That stalwart backwoodsman had, as we have seen, followed up the trail of the robbers, and, with Tolly Trevor and his friend Leaping Buck, had lain for a considerable time safely ensconced in a moss-covered crevice of the cliff that overlooked the camping-place. There, quietly observing the robbers, and almost enjoying the little scene between Tom and the chief, they remained inactive until Stalkers hatchet gleamed in the air. The boys were almost petrified by the suddenness of the act.

Not so the trapper, who with rapid aim saved Toms life, as we have seen.

Dropping his rifle, he seized the boys by the neck and thrust their faces down on the moss: not a moment too soon, for a withering volley was instantly sent by the bandits in the direction whence the shots had come. It passed harmlessly over their heads.

Now, home like two arrows, and rouse your father, Leaping Buck, whispered the trapper, and keep well out o sight.

Next moment, picking up his empty rifle, he stalked from the fringe of bushes that partially screened the cliff, and gave himself up.

Ha! I know you  Mahoghany Drake! Is it not so? cried Stalker, savagely. Seize him, men. You shall swing for this, you rascal.

Two or three of the robbers advanced, but Drake quietly held up his hand, and they stopped.

Im in your power, you see, he said, laying his rifle on the ground. Yes, he continued, drawing his tall figure up to its full height and crossing his arms on his breast, my name is Drake. As to Mahoghany, Ive no objection to it though it aint complimentary. If, as you say, Mister Stalker, Im to swing for this, of course I must swing. Yet it do seem raither hard that a man should swing for savin his friends life an his enemys at the same time.

How  what do you mean?

I mean that Mister Brixton is my friend, answered the trapper, and Ive saved his life just now, for which I thank the Lord. At the same time, Stalker is my enemy  leastwise I fear hes no friend  an didnt I save his life too when I put a ball in his arm, that I could have as easily put into his head or his heart?

Well, responded Stalker, with a fiendish grin, that the increasing pain of his wound did not improve, at all events you have not saved your own life, Drake. As I said, you shall swing for it. But Ill give you one chance. If you choose to help me I will spare your life. Can you tell me where Paul Bevan and his daughter are?

They are with Unaco and his tribe.

I could have guessed as much as that. I ask you where they are!

On the other side of yonder mountain range, where the chiefs village lies.

Somewhat surprised at the trappers readiness to give the information required, and rendered a little suspicious, Stalker asked if he was ready and willing to guide him to the Indian village.

Surely. If thats the price Im to pay for my life, it can be easily paid, replied the trapper.

Ay, but you shall march with your arms bound until we are there, and the fight wi the redskins is over, said the robber-chief, and if I find treachery in your acts or looks Ill blow your brains out on the spot. My left hand, you shall find, can work as well as the right wi the revolver.

A beggar, they say, must not be a chooser, returned the trapper. I accept your terms.

Good. Here, Goff, said Stalker, turning to his lieutenant, bind his hands behind him after hes had some supper, and then come an fix up this arm o mine. I think the bone has escaped.

Hadnt we better start off at once, suggested Drake, an catch the redskins when theyre asleep?

Is it far off? asked Stalker.

A goodish bit. But the night is young. We might git pretty near by midnight, and then encamp so as to git an hours sleep before makin the attack. You see, redskins sleep soundest just before daybreak.

While he was speaking the trapper coughed a good deal, and sneezed once or twice, as if he had a bad cold.

Cant you keep your throat and nose quieter? said the chief, sternly.

Well, praps I might, replied Drake, emitting a highly suppressed cough at the moment, but Ive got a queer throat just now. The least thing affects it.

After consultation with the principal men of his band, Stalker determined to act on Drakes advice, and in a few minutes the trapper was guiding them over the hills in a state of supreme satisfaction, despite his bonds, for had he not obtained the power to make the robbers encamp on a spot which the Indians could not avoid passing on their way to the rescue, and had he not established a sort of right to emit sounds which would make his friends aware of his exact position, and thus bring both parties into collision before daybreak, which could not have been the case if the robbers had remained in the encampment where he found them?

Turn we now to Leaping Buck and Tolly Trevor. Need it be said that these intelligent lads did not, as the saying is, allow grass to grow under their feet? The former went over the hills at a pace and in a manner that fully justified his title; and the latter followed with as much vigour and resolution, if not as much agility, as his friend.

In a wonderfully short space of time, considering the distance, they burst upon the Indian village, and aroused it with the startling news.

Warfare in those regions was not the cumbrous and slow affair that it is in civilised places. There was no commissariat, no ammunition wagons, no baggage, no camp-followers to hamper the line of march. In five or ten minutes after the alarm was given about two hundred Indian braves marched out from the camp in a column which may be described as one-deep  i.e. one following the other  and took their rapid way up the mountain sides, led by Unaco in person. Next to him marched Paul Bevan, who was followed in succession by Fred Westly, Paddy Flinders, Leaping Buck, and Tolly.

For some time the long line could be seen by the Rose of Oregon passing swiftly up the mountain-side. Then, as distance united the individuals, as it were, to each other, it assumed the form of a mighty snake crawling slowly along. By degrees it crawled over the nearest ridge and disappeared, after which Betty went to discuss the situation with Unacos old mother.

It was near midnight when the robber-band encamped in a wooded hollow which was backed on two sides by precipices and on the third by a deep ravine.

A good spot to set a host at defiance, remarked Stalker, glancing round with a look that would have expressed satisfaction if the wounded arm had allowed.

Yes, added the trapper, and A violent fit of coughing prevented the completion of the sentence, which, however, when thought out in Drakes mind ran a good spot for hemming you and your scoundrels in, and starving you into submission!

A short time sufficed for a bite of cold supper and a little whiff, soon after which the robber camp, with the exception of the sentinels, was buried in repose.

Tom Brixton was not allowed to have any intercourse whatever with his friend Drake. Both were bound and made to sleep in different parts of the camp. Nevertheless, during one brief moment, when they chanced to be near each other, Drake whispered, Be ready! and Tom heard him.

Ere long no sound was heard in the camp save an occasional snore or sigh, and Drakes constant and hacking, but highly suppressed, cough. Poor fellow! He was obviously consumptive, and it was quite touching to note the careful way in which he tried to restrain himself, giving vent to as little sound as was consistent with his purpose.

Turning a corner of jutting rock in the valley which led to the spot, Unacos sharp and practised ear caught the sound. He stopped and stood like a bronze statue by Michael Angelo in the attitude of suddenly arrested motion. Upwards of two hundred bronze arrested statues instantly tailed away from him.

Presently a smile, such as Michael Angelo probably never thought of reproducing, rippled on the usually grave visage of the chief.

Mogany Drake! he whispered, softly, in Paul Bevans ear.

I didnt know Drake had sitch a horrid cold, whispered Bevan, in reply.

Tolly Trevor clenched his teeth and screwed himself up internally to keep down the laughter that all but burst him, for he saw through the device at once. As for Leaping Buck, he did more than credit to his sire, because he kept as grave as Michael Angelo himself could have desired while chiselling his features.

Musha! but that is a quare sound, whispered Flinders to Westly.

Hush! returned Westly.

At a signal from their chief the whole band of Indians sank, as it seemed, into the ground, melted off the face of the earth, and only the white men and the chief remained.

I must go forward alone, whispered Unaco, turning to Paul. White man knows not how to go on his belly like the serpent.

Mahoghany Drake would be inclined to dispute that pint with ee, returned Bevan. However, you know best, so well wait till you give us the signal to advance.

Having directed his white friends to lie down, Unaco divested himself of all superfluous clothing, and glided swiftly but noiselessly towards the robber camp, with nothing but a tomahawk in his hand and a scalping-knife in his girdle. He soon reached the open side of the wooded hollow, guided thereto by Drakes persistent and evidently distressing cough. Here it became necessary to advance with the utmost caution. Fortunately for the success of his enterprise, all the sentinels that night had been chosen from among the white men. The consequence was that although they were wide awake and on the qui vive, their unpractised senses failed to detect the very slight sounds that Unaco made while gliding slowly  inch by inch, and with many an anxious pause  into the very midst of his foes. It was a trying situation, for instant death would have been the result of discovery.

As if to make matters more difficult for him just then, Drakes hacking cough ceased, and the Indian could not make out where he lay. Either his malady was departing or he had fallen into a temporary slumber! That the latter was the case became apparent from his suddenly recommencing the cough. This, however, had the effect of exasperating one of the sentinels.

Cant you stop that noise? he muttered, sternly.

Im doin my best to smother it, said Drake in a conciliatory tone.

Apparently he had succeeded, for he coughed no more after that. But the fact was that a hand had been gently laid upon his arm.

So soon! he thought. Well done, boys! But he said never a word, while a pair of lips touched his ear and said, in the Indian tongue  

Where lies your friend?

Drake sighed sleepily, and gave a short and intensely subdued cough, as he turned his lips to a brown ear which seemed to rise out of the grass for the purpose, and spoke something that was inaudible to all save that ear. Instantly hand, lips, and ear withdrew, leaving the trapper in apparently deep repose. A sharp knife, however, had touched his bonds, and he knew that he was free.

A few minutes later, and the same hand touched Tom Brixtons arm. He would probably have betrayed himself by an exclamation, but remembering Drakes Be ready, he lay perfectly still while the hands, knife, and lips did their work. The latter merely said, in broken English, Rise when me rise, an run!

Next instant Unaco leaped to his feet and, with a terrific yell of defiance, bounded into the bushes. Tom Brixton followed him like an arrow, and so prompt was Mahoghany Drake to act that he and Tom came into violent collision as they cleared the circle of light thrown by the few sinking embers of the camp-fires. No damage, however, was done. At the same moment the band of Indians in ambush sprang up with their terrible war whoop, and rushed towards the camp. This effectually checked the pursuit which had been instantly begun by the surprised bandits, who at once retired to the shelter of the mingled rocks and shrubs in the centre of the hollow, from out of which position they fired several tremendous volleys.

Thats right  waste yer ammunition, said Paul Bevan, with a short laugh, as he and the rest lay quickly down to let the leaden shower pass over.

Its always the way wi men taken by surprise, said Drake, who, with Brixton and the chief, had stopped in their flight and turned with their friends. They blaze away wildly for a bit, just to relieve their feelins, I spose. But theyll soon stop.

An whatll we do now? inquired Flinders, for it seems to me weve got all we want out o them, an its no use fightin them for mere fun  though its mesilf that used to like fightin for that same; but I think the air of Oregon has made me more peaceful inclined.

But the country has been kept for a long time in constant alarm and turmoil by these men, said Fred Westly, and, although I like fighting as little as any man, I cannot help thinking that we owe it as a duty to society to capture as many of them as we can, especially now that we seem to have caught them in a sort of trap.

What says Mahoghany Drake on the subject! asked Unaco.

I vote for fightin, cause therell be no peace in the country till the band is broken up.

Might it not be better to hold them prisoners here? suggested Paul Bevan. They cant escape, you tell me, except by this side, and theres nothin so good for tamin men as hunger.

Ah! said Tom Brixton, you speak the truth, Bevan; I have tried it.

But what does Unaco himself think? asked Westly.

We must fight em at once, an root them out neck and crop!

These words were spoken, not by the Indian, but by a deep bass voice which sent a thrill of surprise, not unmingled with alarm, to more hearts than one; and no wonder, for it was the voice of Gashford, the big bully of Pine Tree Diggings!




Chapter Twenty.

To account for the sudden appearance of Gashford, as told in our last chapter, it is necessary to explain that two marauding Indians chanced to pay Pine Tree Diggings a visit one night, almost immediately after the unsuccessful attack made by Stalker and his men. The savages were more successful than the white robbers had been. They managed to carry off a considerable quantity of gold without being discovered, and Gashford, erroneously attributing their depredations to a second visit from Stalker, was so enraged that he resolved to pursue and utterly root out the robber-band. Volunteers were not wanting. Fifty stout young fellows offered their services, and, at the head of these, Gashford set out for the Sawback Mountains, which were known to be the retreat of the bandits. An Indian, who knew the region well, and had once been ill-treated by Stalker, became a willing guide.

He led the gold-diggers to the robbers retreat, and there, learning from a brother savage that the robber-chief and his men had gone off to hunt up Paul Bevan in the region that belonged to Unaco, he led his party by a short cut over the mountains, and chanced to come on the scene of action at the critical moment, when Unaco and his party were about to attack the robbers. Ignorant of who the parties were that contended, yet feeling pretty sure that the men he sought for probably formed one of them, he formed the somewhat hazardous determination, personally and alone, to join the rush of the assailants, under cover of the darkness; telling his lieutenant, Crossby, to await his return, or to bring on his men at the run if they should hear his well-known signal.

On joining the attacking party without having been observed  or, rather, having been taken for one of the band in the uncertain light  he recognised Westlys and Flinderss voices at once, and thus it was that he suddenly gave his unasked advice on the subject then under discussion.

But Stalkers bold spirit settled the question for them in an unexpected manner. Perceiving at once that he had been led into a trap, he felt that his only chance lay in decisive and rapid action.

Men, he said to those who crowded round him in the centre of the thicket which formed their encampment, weve bin caught. Our only chance lies in a bold rush and then scatter. Are you ready?

Ready! responded nearly every man. Those who might have been unwilling were silent, for they knew that objection would be useless. Come on, then, an give them a screech when ye burst out!

Like an avalanche of demons the robber band rushed down the slope and crashed into their foes, and a yell that might well have been born of the regions below rang from cliff to cliff, but the Indians were not daunted. Taken by surprise, however, many of them were overturned in the rush, when high above the din arose the bass roar of Gashford.

Crossby heard the signal and led his men down to the scene of battle at a rapid run. But the robbers were too quick for them; most of them were already scattering far and wide through the wilderness. Only one group had been checked, and, strange to say, that was the party that happened to cluster round and rush with their chief.

But the reason was clear enough, for that section of the foe had been met by Mahoghany Drake, Bevan, Westly, Brixton, Flinders, and the rest, while Gashford at last met his match, in the person of the gigantic Stalker. But they did not meet on equal terms, for the robbers wounded arm was almost useless. Still, with the other arm he fired a shot at the huge digger, missed, and, flinging the weapon at his head, grappled with him. There was a low precipice or rocky ledge, about fifteen feet high, close to them. Over this the two giants went after a brief but furious struggle, and here, after the short fight was over, they were found, grasping each other by their throats, and in a state of insensibility.

Only two other prisoners were taken besides Stalker  one by Bevan, the other by Flinders. But these were known by Drake to be poor wretches who had only joined the band a few weeks before, and as they protested that they had been captured and forced to join, they were set free.

You see, its of no manner o use hangin the wretched critters, observed Drake to Bevan, confidentially, when they were returning to the Indian village the following morning. It would do them no good. All that we wanted was to break up the band and captur the chief, which bein done, it would be a shame to shed blood uselessly.

But we must hang Stalker, said little Tolly, who had taken part in the attack, and whose sense of justice, it seems, would have been violated if the leader of the band had been spared.

Im inclined to think he wont want hangin, Tolly, replied Drake, gravely. That tumble didnt improve his wounded arm, for Gashford fell atop of him.

The trappers fear was justified. When Stalker was carried into the Indian village and examined by Fred Westly, it was found that, besides other injuries, two of his ribs had been broken, and he was already in high fever.

Betty Bevan, whose sympathy with all sufferers was strong, volunteered to nurse him, and, as she was unquestionably the best nurse in the place, her services were accepted. Thus it came about that the robber-chief and the Rose of Oregon were for a time brought into close companionship.

On the morning after their return to the Indian village, Paul Bevan and Betty sauntered away towards the lake. The Rose had been with Stalker the latter part of the night, and after breakfast had said she would take a stroll to let the fresh air blow sleepiness away. Paul had offered to go with her.

Well, Betty, lass, what think ye of this robber-chief, now youve seen somethin of him at close quarters? asked Paul, as they reached the margin of the lake.

I have scarcely seen him in his right mind, father, for he has been wandering a little at times during the night; and, oh! you cannot think what terrible things he has been talking about.

Has he? said Paul, glancing at Betty with sudden earnestness. What did he speak about?

I can scarcely tell you, for at times he mixed up his ideas so that I could not understand him, but I fear he has led a very bad life and done many wicked things. He brought in your name, too, pretty often, and seemed to confuse you with himself, putting on you the blame of deeds which just a minute before he had confessed he had himself done.

Ay, did he? said Paul, with a peculiar expression and tone. Well, he warnt far wrong, for I have helped him sometimes.

Father! exclaimed Betty, with a shocked look but you misunderstand. He spoke of such things as burglary and highway robbery, and you could never have helped him in deeds of that kind.

Oh! he spoke of such things as these, did he? returned Paul. Well, yes, hes bin up to a deal of mischief in his day. And what did you say to him, lass? Did you try to quiet him?

What could I say, father, except tell him the old, old story of Jesus and His love; that He came to seek and to save the lost, even the chief of sinners?

An how did he take it? inquired Paul, with a grave, almost an anxious look.

At first he would not listen, but when I began to read the Word to him, and then tried to explain what seemed suitable to him, he got up on his unhurt elbow and looked at me with such a peculiar and intense look that I felt almost alarmed, and was forced to stop. Then he seemed to wander again in his mind, for he said such a strange thing.

What was that, Betty?

He said I was like his mother.

Well, lass, he wasnt far wrong, for you are uncommon like her.

Did you know his mother, then?

Ay, Betty, I knowed her well, an a fine, good-lookin woman she was, wi a kindly, religious soul, just like yours. She was amost heartbroken about her son, who was always wild, but she had a strong power over him, for he was very fond of her, and Ive no doubt that your readin the Bible an telling him about Christ brought back old times to his mind.

But if his mother was so good and taught him so carefully, and, as I doubt not, prayed often and earnestly for him, how was it that he fell into such awful ways? asked Betty.

It was the old, old story, lass, on the other side o the question  drink and bad companions  and  and I was one of them.

You, father, the companion of a burglar and highway robber?

Well, he wasnt just that at the time, though both him and me was bad enough. It was my refusin to jine him in some of his jobs that made a coolness between us, an when his mother died I gave him some trouble about money matters, which turned him into my bitterest foe. He vowed he would take my life, and as he was one o those chaps that, when they say theyll do a thing, are sure to do it, I thought it best to bid adieu to old England, especially as I was wanted at the time by the police.

Poor Rose of Oregon! The shock to her feelings was terrible, for, although she had always suspected from some traits in his character that her father had led a wild life, it had never entered her imagination that he was an outlaw. For some time she remained silent with her face in her hands, quite unable to collect her thoughts or decide what to say, for whatever her father might have been in the past he had been invariably kind to her, and, moreover, had given very earnest heed to the loving words which she often spoke when urging him to come to the Saviour. At last she looked up quickly.

Father, she said, I will nurse this man with more anxious care and interest, for his mothers sake.

You may do it, dear lass, for his own sake, returned Paul, impressively, for he is your own brother.

My brother? gasped Betty. Why, what do you mean, father? Surely you are jesting!

Very far from jesting, lass. Stalker is your brother Edwin, whom you havent seen since you was a small girl, and you thought was dead. But, come, as the cats out o the bag at last, I may as well make a clean breast of it. Sit down here on the bank, Betty, and listen.

The poor girl obeyed almost mechanically, for she was well-nigh stunned by the unexpected news, which Paul had given her, and of which, from her knowledge of her fathers character, she could not doubt the truth.

Then Stalker  Edwin  must be your own son! she said, looking at Paul earnestly.

Nay, hes not my son, no more than you are my daughter. Forgive me, Betty. Ive deceived you throughout, but I did it with a good intention. You see, if I hadnt passed myself off as your father, Id never have bin able to git ye out o the boardin-school where ye was putt. But I did it for the best, Betty, I did it for the best; an all to benefit your poor mother an you. That is how it was.

He paused, as if endeavouring to recall the past, and Betty sat with her hands clasped, gazing in Pauls face like a fascinated creature, unable to speak or move.

You see, Betty, he resumed, your real father was a doctor in the army, an Im sorry to have to add, he was a bad man  so bad that he went and deserted your mother soon after you was born. I raither think that your brother Edwin must have got his wickedness from him, just as you got your goodness from your mother; but Ive bin told that your father became a better man before he died, an I can well believe it, wi such a woman as your mother prayin for him every day, as long as he lived. Well, when you was about six, your brother Edwin, who was then about twenty, had got so bad in his ways, an used to kick up sitch shindies in the house, an swore so terrible, that your mother made up her mind to send you to a boardin-school, to keep you out o harms way, though it nigh broke her heart; for you seemed to be the only comfort she had in life.

About that time I was goin a good deal about the house, bein, as Ive said, a chum o your brother. But he was goin too fast for me, and that made me split with him. I tried at first to make him hold in a bit; but what was the use of a black sheep like me tryin to make a white sheep o him! The thing was so absurd that he laughed at it; indeed, we both laughed at it. Your mother was at that time very poorly off  made a miserable livin by dressmakin. Indeed, shed have bin half starved if I hadnt given her a helpin hand in a small way now an then. She was very grateful, and very friendly wi me, for I was very fond of her, and she knowd that, bad as I was, I tried to restrain her son to some extent. So she told me about her wish to git you well out o the house, an axed me if Id go an put you in a school down at Brighton, which she knowd was a good an a cheap one.

Of course I said I would, for, you see, the poor thing was that hard worked that she couldnt git away from her stitch-stitchin, not even for an hour, much less a day. When I got down to the school, before goin up to the door it came into my head that it would be better that the people should know you was well looked after, so says I to you, quite sudden, Betty, remember youre to call me father when you speak about me. You turned your great blue eyes to my face, dear lass, when I said that, with a puzzled look.

Me sought mamma say father was far far away in other country, says you.

Thats true, says I, but Ive come home from the other country, you see, so dont you forget to call me father.

Vewy well, fadder, says you, in your own sweet way, for you was always a biddable child, an did what you was told without axin questions.

Well, when Id putt you in the school an paid the first quarter in advance, an told em that the correspondence would be done chiefly through your mother, I went back to London, puzzlin my mind all the way what Id say to your mother for what Id done. Once it came into my head I would ax her to marry me  for she was a widow by that time  an so make the deception true. But I quickly putt that notion a one side, for I knowd I might as well ax an angel to come down from heaven an dwell wi me in a backwoods shanty  but, after all, said Paul, with a quiet laugh, I did get an angel to dwell wi me in a backwoods shanty when I got you, Betty! Howsever, as things turned out I was saved the trouble of explainin.

When I got back I found your mother in a great state of excitement. Shed just got a letter from the West Indies, tellin her that a distant relation had died an left her a small fortin! Peoples notions about the size o fortins differs. Enough an to spare is oceans wealth to some. Thousands o pounds is poverty to others. Shed only just got the letter, an was so taken up about it that she couldnt help showin it to me.

Now, says I, Mrs Buxley,  that was her name, an your real name too, Betty  says I, make your will right off, an putt it away safe, leavin every rap o that fortin to Betty, for you may depend ont, if Edwin gits wind o this, hell worm it out o you, by hook or by crook  you know he will  and go straight to the dogs at full gallop.

What! says she, an leave nothin to my boy?  my poor boy, for whom I have never ceased to pray! He may repent, you know  he will repent. I feel sure of it  and then he will find that his mother left him nothing, though God had sent her a fortune.

Oh! as to that, says I, make your mind easy. If Edwin does repent an turn to honest ways, hes got talents and go enough in him to make his way in the world without help; but you can leave him what you like, you know, only make sure that you leave the bulk of it to Betty.

This seemed to strike her as a plan that would do, for she was silent for some time, and then, suddenly makin up her mind, she said, Ill go and ask Gods help in this matter, an then see about gettin a lawyer  for I suppose a thing o this sort cant be done without one.

No, mum, says I, it cant. You may, if you choose, make a muddle of it without a lawyer, but you cant do it right without one.

Can you recommend one to me? says she.

I was greatly tickled at the notion o the likes o me bein axed to recommend a lawyer. It was so like your mothers innocence and trustfulness. Howsever, shed come to the right shop, as it happened, for I did know a honest lawyer! Yes, Betty, from the way the world speaks, an whats often putt in books, youd fancy there warnt suchn a thing to be found on arth. But thats all bam, Betty. Leastwise I knowd one honest firm. Yes, Mrs Buxley, says I, theres a firm o the name o Truefoot, Tickle, and Badger in the City, who can do amost anything thats possible to man. But youll have to look sharp, for if Edwin comes home an diskivers whats doin, its all up with the fortin an Betty.

Well, to make a long story short, your mother went to the lawyers, an had her will made, leavin a good lump of a sum to your brother, but the most of the fortin to you. By the advice o Truefoot Tickle, and Badger, she made it so that you shouldnt touch the money till you come to be twenty-one, for, says she, theres no sayin what bad men will be runnin after the poor thing an deceivin her for the sake of her money before she is of an age to look after herself. Yes, thought I, an theres no sayin what bad menll be runnin after the poor thing an deceivin of her for the sake of her money after shes of an age to look after herself, but I didnt say that out, for your mother was excited enough and over-anxious about things, I could see that.

Well, when the will was made out all right, she took it out of her chest one night an read it all over to me. I could see it was shipshape, though I couldnt read a word of its crabbed letters myself.

Now Mrs Buxley, says I, where are you goin to keep that dockiment?

In my chest, says she.

Wont be safe there, says I, for I knowed her forgivin and confidin natur too well, an that shed never be able to keep it from your brother; but, before I could say more, there was a tremendous knockin wi a stick at the front door. Your poor mother turned pale  she knowd the sound too well. Thats Edwin, she says, jumpin up an runnin to open the door, forgetting all about the will, so I quietly folded it up an shoved it in my pocket.

When Edwin was comin up stairs I knowd he was very drunk and savage by the way he was goin on, an when he came into the room an saw me he gave a yell of rage. Didnt I tell you never to show your face here again? says he. Just so, says I, but not bein subjec to your orders, dye see, I am here again.

Wi that he swore a terrible oath an rushed at me, but he tripped over a footstool and fell flat on the floor. Before he could recover himself I made myself scarce an went home.

Next mornin, when Id just finished breakfast a thunderin rap came to the door. I knowd it well enough. Now look out for squalls, said I to myself, as I went an opened it. Edwin jumped in, banged the door to, an locked it.

Youve no occasion to do that says I, for I dont expect no friends  not even bobbies.

You double-faced villain! says he; youve bin robbin my mother!

Come, come, says I, civility, you know, between pals. What have I done to your mother?

You neednt try to deceive me, Paul, says he, tryin to keep his temper down. Mothers bin took bad, wi over-excitement, the doctor says, an shes told me all about the fortin an the will, an where Betty is down at Brighton.

My Betty at Brighton! says I  pretendin great surprise, for I had a darter at that time whom I had called after your mother, for that was her name too  but shes dead, poor thing!  she was dyin in hospital at the very time we was speakin, though I didnt know at the time that her end was so near my Betty at Brighton! says I. Why, shes in hospital. Bin there for some weeks.

I dont mean your brat, but my sister, says Edwin, quite fierce. Where have you put her? Whats the name of the school? What have you done wi the will?

Youd better ax your mother, says I. Its likely that she knows the partiklers better nor me.

He lost patience altogether at this, an sprang at me like a tiger. But I was ready for him. We had a regular set-to then an there. By good luck there was no weapons of any kind in the room, not even a table knife, for Id had to pawn amost everything to pay my rent, and the clasp-knife Id eat my breakfast with was in my pocket. But we was both handy with our fists. We kep at it for about half an hour. Smashed all the furniture, an would have smashed the winders too, but there was only one, an it was a skylight. In the middle of it the door was burst open, an in rushed half a dozen bobbies, who put a stop to it at once.

Were only havin a friendly bout wi the gloves, says I, smilin quite sweet.

I dont see no gloves, says the man as held me.

Thats true, says I, lookin at my hands. They must have dropped off an rolled up the chimbly.

Hallo! Edwin Buxley! said the sargeant, lookin earnestly at your brother; why youve bin wanted for some time. Here, Joe! the bracelets.

In half a minute he was marched off. Ill have your blood, Paul, for this, he said bitterly, looking back as he went out.

As I wasnt wanted just then, I went straight off to see your mother, to find out how much she had told to Edwin, for, from what he had said, I feared she must have told all. I was anxious, also, to see if shed bin really ill. When I got to the house I met a nurse who said she was dyin, an would hardly let me in, till I got her persuaded I was an intimate friend. On reachin the bedroom I saw by the looks o two women who were standin there that it was serious. And so it was, for there lay your poor mother, as pale as death; her eyes closed and her lips white; but there was a sweet, contented smile on her face, and her thin hands clasped her well-worn Bible to her breast.

Paul Bevan stopped, for the poor girl had burst into tears. For a time he was silent and laid his heavy hand gently on her shoulder.

I did not ventur to speak to her, he continued, an indeed it would have been of no use, for she was past hearin. A few minutes later and her gentle spirit went up to God.

I had no time now to waste, for I knew that your brother would give information that might be bad for me, so I asked the nurse to write down, while I repeated it, the lawyers address.

Now, says I, go there an tell em whats took place. Itll be the better for yourself if you do. An then I went straight off to Brighton.




Chapter Twenty One.

Well, you must know, said Paul Bevan, continuing his discourse to the Rose of Oregon, when I got to Brighton I went to the school, told em that your mother was just dead, and brought you straight away. I wasnt an hour too soon, for, as I expected, your brother had given information, an the plice were on my heels in a jiffy, but I was too sharp for em. I went into hidin in London; an youve no notion, Betty, what a rare place London is to hide in! A needle what takes to wanderin in a haystack aint safer than a feller is in London, if he only knows how to go about the business.

I lay there nigh three months, durin which time my own poor child Betty continued hoverin tween life an death. At last, one night when I was at the hospital sittin beside her, she suddenly raised her sweet face, an fixin her big eyes on me, said  

Father, Im goin home. Shall I tell mother that youre comin?

What dye mean, my darlin? says I, while an awful thump came to my heart, for I saw a great change come over her.

Ill be there soon, father, she said, as her dear voice began to fail; have you no message for mother?

I was so crushed that I couldnt speak, so she went on  

Youll come  wont you, father? an well be so glad to welcome you to heaven. An so will Jesus. Remember, He is the only door, father, no name but that of Jesus She stopped all of a sudden, and I saw that she had gone home.

After that continued Paul, hurrying on as if the memory of the event was too much for him, havin nothin to keep me in England, I came off here to the gold-fields with you, an brought the will with me, intendin, when you came of age, to tell you all about it, an see justice done both to you an to your brother, but

Fath  Paul, said Betty, checking herself, that brown parcel you gave me long ago with such earnest directions to keep it safe, and only to open it if you were killed, is

Thats the will, my dear.

And Edwin  does he think that I am your real daughter Betty?

No doubt he does, for he never heard of her bein dead, and he never saw you since you was quite a little thing, an theres a great change on you since then  a wonderful change.

Yes, fath  Oh! it is so hard to lose my father, said Betty, almost breaking down, and letting her hands fall listlessly into her lap.

But why lose him, Betty? I did it all for the best, said Paul, gently taking hold of one of the poor girls hands.

She made a slight motion to withdraw it, but checked herself and let it rest in the mans rough but kindly grasp, while tears silently coursed down her rounded cheeks. Presently she looked up and said  

How did Edwin find out where you had gone to?

Thats more than I can tell, Betty, unless it was through Truefoot, Tickle, and Badger. I wrote to them after gettin here, tellin them to look well after the property, and it would be claimed in good time, an I raither fear that the postmark on the letter must have let the cat out o the bag. Anyhow, not long after that Edwin found me out an you know how he has persecuted me, though you little thought he was your own brother when you were beggin of me not to kill him  no more did you guess that I was as little anxious to kill him as you were, though I did pretend Id have to do it now an then in self-defence. Sometimes, indeed, he riled me up to sitch an extent that there wasnt much pretence about it; but thank God! my hand has been held back.

Yes, thank God for that; and now I must go to him, said Betty, rising hastily and hurrying back to the Indian village.

In a darkened tent, on a soft couch of deerskins, the dying form of Buxley, alias Stalker, lay extended. In the fierceness of his self-will he had neglected his wounds until too late to save his life. A look of stern resolution sat on his countenance  probably he had resolved to die game, as hardened criminals express it. His determination, on whatever ground based, was evidently not shaken by the arguments of a man who sat by his couch. It was Tom Brixton.

Whats the use o preachin to me, young fellow? said the robber-chief, testily. I dare say you are pretty nigh as great a scoundrel as I am.

Perhaps a greater, returned Tom. I have no wish to enter into comparisons, but Im quite prepared to admit that I am as bad.

Well, then, youve as much need as I have to seek salvation for yourself.

Indeed I have, and it is because I have sought it and obtained it, said Tom, earnestly, that I am anxious to point out the way to you. Ive come through much the same experiences, no doubt, as you have. I have been a scouter of my mothers teachings, a thief, and, in heart if not in act, a murderer. No one could be more urgently in need of salvation from sin than I, and I used to think that I was so bad that my case was hopeless, until God opened my eyes to see that Jesus came to save His people from their sins. That is what you need, is it not?

Ay, but it is too late, said Stalker, bitterly.

The crucified thief did not find it too late, returned Tom, and it was the eleventh hour with him.

Stalker made no reply, but the stern, hard expression of his face did not change one iota until he heard a female voice outside asking if he were asleep. Then the features relaxed; the frown passed like a summer cloud before the sun, and, with half-open lips and a look of glad, almost childish expectancy, he gazed at the curtain-door of the tent.

Mothers voice! he murmured, apparently in utter forgetfulness of Tom Brixtons presence.

Next moment the curtain was raised, and Betty, entering quickly, advanced to the side of the couch. Tom rose, as if about to leave.

Dont go, Mr Brixton, said the girl, I wish you to hear us.

My brother! she continued, turning to the invalid, and grasping his hand, for the first time, as she sat down beside him.

If you were not so young Id swear you were my mother, exclaimed Stalker, with a slight look of surprise at the changed manner of his nurse. Ha! I wish that I were indeed your brother.

But you are my brother, Edwin Buxley, cried the girl with intense earnestness, my dear and only brother, whom God will save through Jesus Christ?

What do you mean, Betty? asked Stalker, with an anxious and puzzled look.

I mean that I am not Betty Bevan. Paul Bevan has told me so  told me that I am Betty Buxley, and your sister!

The dying mans chest heaved with labouring breath, for his wasted strength was scarcely sufficient to bear this shock of surprise.

I would not believe it, he said, with some difficulty, even though Paul Bevan were to swear to it, were it not for the wonderful likeness both in look and tone. He pressed her hand fervently, and added, Yes, dear Betty. I do believe that you are my very sister.

Tom Brixton, from an instinctive feeling of delicacy, left the tent, while the Rose of Oregon related to her brother the story of her life with Paul Bevan, and then followed it up with the story of Gods love to man in Jesus Christ.

Tom hurried to Bevans tent to have the unexpected and surprising news confirmed, and Paul told him a good deal, but was very careful to make no allusion to Bettys fortin.

Now, Mister Brixton, said Paul, somewhat sternly, when he had finished, there must be no more shilly-shallyin wi Bettys feelins. Youre fond o her, an shes fond o you. In them circumstances a man is bound to wed  all the more that the poor thing has lost her natral protector, so to speak, for Im afraid shell no longer look upon me as a father.

There was a touch of pathos in Pauls tone as he concluded, which checked the rising indignation in Brixtons breast.

But you forget, Paul, that Gashford and his men are here, and will probably endeavour to lay hold of me. I can scarce look on myself as other than an outlaw.

Pooh! lay hold of you! exclaimed Paul, with contempt; dye think Gashford or any one else will dare to touch you with Mahoghany Drake an Mister Fred an Flinders an me, and Unaco with all his Injins at your back? Besides, let me tell you that Gashford seems a changed man. Ive had a talk wi him about you, an he said he was done persecutin of you  that you had made restitootion when you left all the goold on the rivers bank for him to pick up, and that as nobody else in partikler wanted to hang you, youd nothin to fear.

Well, that does change the aspect of affairs, said Tom, and it may be that you are right in your advice about Betty. I have twice tried to get away from her and have failed. Perhaps it may be right now to do as you suggest, though after all the time seems not very suitable; but, as you truly observe, she has lost her natural protector, for of course you cannot be a father to her any longer. Yes, Ill go and see Fred about it.

Tom had considerable qualms of conscience as to the propriety of the step he meditated, and tried to argue with himself as he went in search of his friend.

You see, he soliloquised aloud, her brother is dying; and then, though I am not a whit more worthy of her than I was, the case is nevertheless altered, for she has no father now. Then by marrying her I shall have a right to protect her  and she stands greatly in need of a protector in this wild country at this time, poor thing! and some one to work for her, seeing that she has no means whatever!

Troth, an thats just what she does need, sor! said Paddy Flinders, stepping out of the bush at the moment. Excuse me, sor, but I cudnt help hearin ye, for ye was spakin out loud. But I agree with ye intirely; an, if I may make so bowld, Im glad to find ye in that state o mind. Did ye hear the news, sor? Theyve found goold at the hid o the valley here.

Indeed, said Tom, with a lack of interest that quite disgusted his volatile friend.

Yes, indade, said he. Why, sor, theyve found it in big nuggets in some places, an Muster Gashford is off wid a party not half an hour past. Im goin mesilf, only I thought Id see first if ye wouldnt jine me; but ye dont seem to care for goold no more nor if it was copper; an thats quare, too, whin it was the very objec that brought ye here.

Ah, Flinders, I have gained more than my object in coming. I have found gold  most fine gold, too, that I wont have to leave behind me when it pleases God to call me home. But never fear, Ill join you. I owe you and other friends a debt, and I must dig to pay that. Then, if I succeed in the little scheme which you overheard me planning, I shall need some gold to keep the pot boiling!

Good luck to ye, sor! so ye will. But plaze dont mintion the little debt you say you owe me an the other boys. Ye dont owe us nothin o the sort. But who comes here? Muster Fred it is  the very man I want to see.

Yes, and I want to see him too, Paddy, so let me speak first, for a brief space, in private, and you can have him as long as you like afterwards.

Fred Westlys opinion on the point which his friend put before him entirely coincided with that of Paul Bevan.

Im not surprised to learn that Paul is not her father, he said. It was always a puzzle to me how she came to be so lady-like and refined in her feelings, with such a rough, though kindly, father. But I can easily understand it now that I hear who and what her mother was.

But the principal person concerned in Tom Brixtons little scheme held an adverse opinion to his friends Paul and Fred and Flinders. Betty would by no means listen to Toms proposals until, one day, her brother said that he would like to see her married to Tom Brixton before he died. Then the obdurate Rose of Oregon gave in!

But how is it to be managed without a clergyman? asked Fred Westly one evening over the camp fire when supper was being prepared.

Ay, how indeed? said Tom, with a perplexed look.

Oh, bother the clergy! cried the irreverent Flinders.

Thats just what Id do if there was one here, responded Tom; Id bother him till he married us.

I say, what did Adam and Eve an those sort o people do? asked Tolly Trevor, with the sudden animation resulting from the budding of a new idea; there was no clergy in their day, I suppose?

True for ye, boy, remarked Flinders, as he lifted a large pot of soup off the fire.

I know and care not, Tolly, what those sort o people did, said Tom; and as Betty and I are not Adam and Eve, and the nineteenth century is not the first, we need not inquire.

Ill tell ee what, said Mahoghany Drake, its just comed into my mind that theres a missionary goes up once a year to an outlyin post o the fur-traders, an this is about the very time. What say ye to make an excursion there to get spliced, its only about two hundred miles off? We could soon ride there an back, for the countrys all pretty flattish after passin the Sawback range.

The very thing! cried Tom; only  perhaps Betty might object to go, her brother being so ill.

Not she, said Fred; since the poor man found in her a sister as well as a nurse he seems to have got a new lease of life. I dont, indeed, think it possible that he can recover, but he may yet live a good while; and the mere fact that she has gone to get married will do him good.

So it was finally arranged that they should all go, and, before three days had passed, they went, with a strong band of their Indian allies. They found the missionary as had been expected. The knot was tied, and Tom Brixton brought back the Rose of Oregon as a blooming bride to the Sawback range.

From that date onward Tom toiled at the goldfields as if he had been a galley-slave, and scraped together every speck and nugget of gold he could find, and hoarded it up as if he had been a very miser, and, strange to say, Betty did not discourage him.

One day he entered his tent with a large canvas bag in his hand quite full.

Its all here at last, he said, holding it up. Ive had it weighed, and Im going to square up.

Go, dear Tom, and God speed you, said the Rose, giving him a kiss that could not have been purchased by all the gold in Oregon.

Tom went off, and soon returned with the empty bag.

It was hard work, Betty, to get them to take it, but they agreed when I threatened to heave it all into the lake if they didnt! Then  I ventured, said Tom, looking down with something like a blush it does seem presumptuous in me, but I couldnt help it  I preached to them! I told them of my having been twice bought; of the gold that never perishes; and of the debt I owe, which I could never repay, like theirs, with interest, because it is incalculable. And now, dear Betty, we begin the world afresh from to-day.

Yes, and with clear consciences, returned Betty. I like to re-commence life thus.

But with empty pockets, added Tom, with a peculiar twist of his mouth.

No, not quite empty, rejoined the young wife, drawing a very business-looking envelope from her pocket and handing it to her husband. Read that, Tom.

Need we say that Tom read it with mingled amusement and amazement; that he laughed at it, and did not believe it; that he became grave, and inquired into it; and that finally, when Paul Bevan detailed the whole affair, he was forced to believe it?

An estate in the West Indies, he murmured to himself in a condition of semi-bewilderment, yielding over fifteen hundred a year!

A tidy little fortin, remarked Paddy Flinders, who overheard him. I hope, sor, ye wont forgit yer owld frinds in Oregon when ye go over to take possession.

I wont my boy  you may depend on that.

And he did not!

But Edwin Buxley did not live to enjoy his share of the fortune. Soon after the wedding he began to sink rapidly, and finally died while gazing earnestly in his sisters face, with the word mother trembling faintly on his lips. He was laid under a lordly tree not far from the Indian village in the Sawback range.

It was six months afterwards that Betty became of age and was entitled to go home and claim her own. She and Tom went first to a small village in Kent, where dwelt an old lady who for some time past had had her heart full to the very brim with gratitude because of a long-lost prodigal son having been brought back to her  saved by the blood of the Lamb. When at last she set her longing eyes on Tom, and heard his well-remembered voice say, Mother! the full heart overflowed and rushed down the wrinkled cheeks in floods of inexpressible joy. And the floods were increased, and the joy intensified, when she turned at last to gaze on a little modest, tearful, sympathetic flower, whom Tom introduced to her as the Rose of Oregon!

Thereafter Tom and the Rose paid a visit to London City and called upon Truefoot, Tickle, and Badger.

Truefoot was the only partner in the office at the time, but he ably represented the firm, for he tickled them with information and badgered them with questions to such an extent that they left the place of business in a state of mental confusion, but on the whole, very well satisfied.

The result of all these things was that Tom Brixton settled down near the village where his mother dwelt, and Fred Westly, after staying long enough among the Sawback Mountains to dig out of them a sufficiency, returned home and bought a small farm beside his old chum.

And did Tom forget his old friends in Oregon? No! He became noted for the length and strength of his correspondence. He wrote to Flinders begging him to come home and help him with his property, and Flinders accepted. He wrote to Mahoghany Drake and sent him a splendid rifle, besides good advice and many other things, at different times, too numerous to mention. He wrote to little Tolly Trevor endeavouring to persuade him to come to England and be made a man of, but Tolly politely declined, preferring to follow the fortunes of Mahoghany and be made a man of in the backwoods sense of the expression, in company with his fast friend the Leaping Buck. Tolly sent his special love to the Rose of Oregon, and said that she would be glad to hear that the old place in the Sawback range had become a little colony, and that a missionary had settled in it, and Gashford had held by his promise to her  not only giving up drink and gambling entirely, but had set up a temperance coffee-house and a store, both of which were in the full blast of prosperity.

Tolly also said, in quite a poetical burst, that the fragrance of the Rose not only remained in the Colony, but was still felt as a blessed memory and a potent influence for good throughout all the land.

Finally, Tom Brixton settled down to a life of usefulness beside his mother  who lived to a fabulous old age  and was never tired of telling, especially to his young friends, of his wonderful adventures in the Far West and how he had been twice bought  once with gold and once with blood.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Alarm.

Whitewing was a Red Indian of the North American prairies. Though not a chief of the highest standing, he was a very great man in the estimation of his tribe, for, besides being possessed of qualities which are highly esteemed among all savages  such as courage, strength, agility, and the like  he was a deep thinker, and held speculative views in regard to the Great Manitou (God), as well as the ordinary affairs of life, which perplexed even the oldest men of his tribe, and induced the younger men to look on him as a profound mystery.

Indeed the feelings of the latter towards Whitewing amounted almost to veneration, for while, on the one hand, he was noted as one of the most fearless among the braves, and a daring assailant of that king of the northern wilderness, the grizzly bear, he was, on the other hand, modest and retiring  never boasted of his prowess, disbelieved in the principle of revenge, which to most savages is not only a pleasure but a duty, and refused to decorate his sleeves or leggings with the scalp-locks of his enemies. Indeed he had been known to allow more than one enemy to escape from his hand in time of war when he might easily have killed him. Altogether, Whitewing was a monstrous puzzle to his fellows, and much beloved by many of them.

The only ornament which he allowed himself was the white wing of a ptarmigan. Hence his name. This symbol of purity was bound to his forehead by a band of red cloth wrought with the quills of the porcupine. It had been made for him by a dark-eyed girl whose name was an Indian word signifying light heart. But let it not be supposed that Lighthearts head was like her heart. On the contrary, she had a good sound brain, and, although much given to laughter, jest, and raillery among her female friends, would listen with unflagging patience, and profound solemnity, to her lovers soliloquies in reference to things past, present, and to come.

One of the peculiarities of Whitewing was that he did not treat women as mere slaves or inferior creatures. His own mother, a wrinkled, brown old thing resembling a piece of singed shoe-leather, he loved with a tenderness not usual in North American Indians, some tribes of whom have a tendency to forsake their aged ones, and leave them to perish rather than be burdened with them. Whitewing also thought that his betrothed was fit to hold intellectual converse with him, in which idea he was not far wrong.

At the time we introduce him to the reader he was on a visit to the Indian camp of Lighthearts tribe in Clearvale, for the purpose of claiming his bride. His own tribe, of which the celebrated old warrior Bald Eagle was chief, dwelt in a valley at a considerable distance from the camp referred to.

There were two other visitors at the Indian camp at that time. One was a Wesleyan missionary who had penetrated to that remote region with a longing desire to carry the glad tidings of salvation in Jesus to the red men of the prairie. The other was a nondescript little white trapper, who may be aptly described as a mass of contradictions. He was small in stature, but amazingly strong; ugly, one-eyed, scarred in the face, and misshapen; yet wonderfully attractive, because of a sweet smile, a hearty manner, and a kindly disposition. With the courage of the lion, Little Tim, as he was styled, combined the agility of the monkey and the laziness of the sloth. Strange to say, Tim and Whitewing were bosom friends, although they differed in opinion on most things.

The white man speaks again about Manitou to-day, said the Indian, referring to the missionarys intention to preach, as he and Little Tim concluded their midday meal in the wigwam that had been allotted to them.

Its little I cares for that, replied Tim curtly, as he lighted the pipe with which he always wound up every meal.

Of course both men spoke in the Indian language, but that being probably unknown to the reader, we will try to convey in English as nearly as possible the slightly poetical tone of the one and the rough Backwoods style of the other.

It seems strange to me, returned the Indian, that my white brother thinks and cares so little about his Manitou. He thinks much of his gun, and his traps, and his skins, and his powder, and his friend, but cares not for Manitou, who gave him all these  all that he possesses.

Look ee here, Whitewing, returned the trapper, in his matter-of-fact way, theres nothing strange about it. I see you, and I see my gun and these other things, and can handle em; but I dont know nothin about Manitou, and I dont see him, so whats the good o thinkin about him?

Instead of answering, the red man looked silently and wistfully up into the blue sky, which could be seen through the raised curtain of the wigwam. Then, pointing to the landscape before them, he said in subdued but earnest tones, I see him in the clouds  in the sun, and moon, and stars; in the prairies and in the mountains; I hear him in the singing waters and in the winds that scatter the leaves, and I feel him here.

Whitewing laid his hand on his breast, and looked in his friends face.

But, he continued sadly, I do not understand him, he whispers so softly that, though I hear, I cannot comprehend. I wonder why this is so.

Ay, thats just it, Whitewing, said the trapper. We cant make it out nohow, an so I just leaves all that sort o thing to the parsons, and give my mind to the things that I understand.

When Little Tim was a very small boy, said the Indian, after a few minutes meditation, did he understand how to trap the beaver and the martin, and how to point the rifle so as to carry death to the grizzly bear?

Of course not, returned the trapper; seems to me that thats a foolish question.

But, continued the Indian, you came to know it at last?

I should just think I did, returned the trapper, a look of self-satisfied pride crossing his scarred visage as he thought of the celebrity as a hunter to which he had attained. It took me a goodish while, of course, to circumvent it all, but in time I got to be  well, you know what, an Im not fond o blowin my own trumpet.

Yes; you came to it at last, repeated Whitewing, by giving your mind to things that at first you did not understand.

Come, come, my friend, said Little Tim, with a laugh; Im no match for you in argiment, but, as I said before, I dont understand Manitou, an I dont see, or feel, or hear him, so its of no use tryin.

What my friend knows not, another may tell him, said Whitewing. The white man says he knows Manitou, and brings a message from him. Three times I have listened to his words. They seem the words of truth. I go again to-day to hear his message.

The Indian stood up as he spoke, and the trapper also rose.

Well, well, he said, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, Ill go too, though Im afeared it wont be o much use.

The sermon which the man of God preached that day to the Indians was neither long nor profound, but it was delivered with the intense earnestness of one who thoroughly believes every word he utters, and feels that life and death may be trembling in the balance with those who listen. It is not our purpose to give this sermon in detail, but merely to show its influence on Whitewing, and how it affected the stirring incidents which followed.

Already the good man had preached three times the simple gospel of Jesus to these Indians, and with so much success that some were ready to believe, but others doubted, just as in the days of old. For the benefit of the former, he had this day chosen the text, Let us run with patience the race that is set before us, looking unto Jesus. Whitewing had been much troubled in spirit. His mind, if very inquiring, was also very sceptical. It was not that he would not  but that he could not  receive anything unless convinced. With a strong thirst after truth, he went to hear that day, but, strange to say, he could not fix his attention. Only one sentence seemed to fasten firmly on his memory: It is the Spirit that quickeneth. The text itself also made a profound impression on him.

The preacher had just concluded, and was about to raise his voice in prayer, when a shout was heard in the distance. It came from a man who was seen running over the prairie towards the camp, with the desperate haste of one who runs for his life.

All was at once commotion. The men sprang up, and, while some went out to meet the runner, others seized their weapons. In a few seconds a young man with bloodshot eyes, labouring chest, and streaming brow burst into their midst, with the news that a band of Blackfoot warriors, many hundred strong, was on its way to attack the camp of Bald Eagle; that he was one of that old chiefs braves, and was hasting to give his tribe timely warning, but that he had run so far and so fast as to be quite unable to go another step, and had turned aside to borrow a horse, or beg them to send on a fresh messenger.

I will go, said Whitewing, on hearing this; and my horse is ready.

He wasted no more time with words, but ran towards the hollow where his steed had been hobbled, that is, the two front legs tied together so as to admit of moderate freedom without the risk of desertion.

He was closely followed by his friend Little Tim, who, knowing well the red mans staid and self-possessed character, was somewhat surprised to see by his flashing eyes and quick breathing that he was unusually excited.

Whitewing is anxious, he said, as they ran together.

The woman whom I love better than life is in Bald Eagles camp, was the brief reply.

Oho! thought Little Tim, but he spoke no word, for he knew his friend to be extremely reticent in regard to matters of the heart. For some time he had suspected him of what he styled a weakness in that organ. Now, thought he, I know it.

Little Tim will go with me? asked the Indian, as they turned into the hollow where the horses had been left.

Ay, Whitewing, answered the trapper, with a touch of enthusiasm; Little Tim will stick to you through thick and thin, as long as

An exclamation from the Indian at that moment stopped him, for it was discovered that the horses were not there. The place was so open that concealment was not possible. The steeds of both men had somehow got rid of their hobbles and galloped away.

A feeling of despair came over the Indian at this discovery. It was quickly followed by a stern resolve. He was famed as being the fleetest and most enduring brave of his tribe. He would run home.

Without saying a word to his friend, he tightened his belt, and started off like a hound loosed from the leash. Little Tim ran a few hundred yards after him at top speed, but suddenly pulled up.

Pooh! Its useless, he exclaimed. I might as well run after a streak o greased lightnin. Well, well, women have much to answer for! Whod iver have thowt to see Whitewing shook off his balance like that? It strikes me Ill sarve him best by lookin after the nags.

While the trapper soliloquised thus he ran back to the camp to get one of the Indian horses, wherewith to go off in search of his own and that of his friend. He found the Indians busy making preparations to ride to the rescue of their Bald Eagle allies; but quick though these sons of the prairie were, they proved too slow for Little Tim, who leaped on the first horse he could lay hold of, and galloped away.

Meanwhile Whitewing ran with the fleet, untiring step of a trained runner whose heart is in his work; but the way was long, and as evening advanced even his superior powers began to fail a little. Still he held on, greatly overtaxing his strength. Nothing could have been more injudicious in a prolonged race. He began to suspect that it was unwise, when he came to a stretch of broken ground, which in the distance was traversed by a range of low hills. As he reached these he reduced the pace a little, but while he was clambering up the face of a rather precipitous cliff, the thought of the Blackfoot band and of the much-loved one came into his mind; prudence went to the winds, and in a moment he was on the summit of the cliff, panting vehemently  so much so, indeed, that he felt it absolutely necessary to sit down for a few moments to rest.

While resting thus, with his back against a rock, in the attitude of one utterly worn out, part of the missionarys text flashed into his mind: the race that is set before us.

Surely, he murmured, looking up, this race is set before me. The object is good. It is my duty as well as my desire.

The thought gave an impulse to his feelings; the impulse sent his young blood careering, and, springing up, he continued to run as if the race had only just begun. But ere long the pace again began to tell, producing a sinking of the heart, which tended to increase the evil. Hour after hour had passed without his making any perceptible abatement in the pace, and the night was now closing in. This however mattered not, for the full moon was sailing in a clear sky, ready to relieve guard with the sun. Again the thought recurred that he acted unwisely in thus pressing on beyond his powers, and once more he stopped and sat down.

This time the text could not be said to flash into his mind, for while running, it had never left him. He now deliberately set himself to consider it, and the word patience arrested his attention.

Let us run with patience, he thought. I have not been patient. But the white man did not mean this kind of race at all; he said it was the whole race of life. Well, if so, this is part of that race, and it is set before me. Patience! patience! I will try.

With childlike simplicity the red man rose and began to run slowly. For some time he kept it up, but as his mind reverted to the object of his race his patience began to ooze out. He could calculate pretty well the rate at which the Blackfoot foes would probably travel, and knowing the exact distance, perceived that it would be impossible for him to reach the camp before them, unless he ran all the way at full speed. The very thought of this induced him to put on a spurt, which broke him down altogether. Stumbling over a piece of rough ground, he fell with such violence that for a moment or two he lay stunned. Soon, however, he was on his legs again, and tried to resume his headlong career, but felt that the attempt was useless. With a deep irrepressible groan, he sank upon the turf.

It was in this hour of his extremity that the latter part of the preachers text came to his mind: looking unto Jesus.

Poor Whitewing looked upwards, as if he half expected to see the Saviour with the bodily eye, and a mist seemed to be creeping over him. He was roused from this semi-conscious state by the clattering of horses hoofs.

The Blackfoot band at once occurred to his mind. Starting up, he hid behind a piece of rock. The sounds drew nearer, and presently he saw horsemen passing him at a considerable distance. How many he could not make out. There seemed to be very few. The thought that it might be his friend the trapper occurred, but if he were to shout, and it should turn out to be foes, not only would his own fate but that of his tribe be sealed. The case was desperate; still, anything was better than remaining helplessly where he was. He uttered a sharp cry.

It was responded to at once in the voice of Little Tim, and next moment the faithful trapper galloped towards Whitewing leading his horse by the bridle.

Well, now, this is good luck, cried the trapper, as he rode up.

No, replied the Indian gravely, it is not luck.

Well, as to that, I dont much care what you call it  but get up. Why, whats wrong wi you?

The run has been very long, and I pressed forward impatiently, trusting too much to my own strength. Let my friend help me to mount.

Well, now I come to think of it, said the trapper, as he sprang to the ground, you have come a tremendous way  a most awful long way  in an uncommon short time. A fellow dont think o that when hes mounted, ye see. There now, he added, resuming his own seat in the saddle, off we go. But theres no need to overdrive the cattle; well be there in good time, I warrant ye, for the nags are both good and fresh.

Little Tim spoke the simple truth, for his own horse which he had discovered along with that of his friend some time after parting from him, was a splendid animal, much more powerful and active than the ordinary Indian horses. The steed of Whitewing was a half-wild creature of Spanish descent, from the plains of Mexico.

Nothing more was spoken after this. The two horsemen rode steadily on side by side, proceeding with long but not too rapid strides over the ground: now descending into the hollows, or ascending the gentle undulations of the plains; anon turning out and in to avoid the rocks and ruts and rugged places; or sweeping to right or left to keep clear of clumps of stunted wood and thickets, but never for a moment drawing rein until the goal was reached, which happened very shortly before the break of day.

The riding was absolute rest to Whitewing, who recovered strength rapidly as they advanced.

There is neither sight nor sound of the foe here, murmured the Indian.

No, all safe! replied the trapper in a tone of satisfaction, as they cantered to the summit of one of the prairie waves, and beheld the wigwams of Bald Eagle shining peacefully in the moonlight on the plain below.




Chapter Two.

The Surprise and Combat.

How frequently that slip twixt the cup and the lip is observed in the affairs of this life! Little Tim, the trapper, had barely pronounced the words All safe, when an appalling yell rent the air, and a cloud of dark forms was seen to rush over the open space that lay between the wigwams of the old chief Bald Eagle and a thicket that grew on its westward side.

The Blackfoot band had taken the slumbering Indians completely by surprise, and Whitewing had the mortification of finding that he had arrived just a few minutes too late to warn his friends. Although Bald Eagle was thus caught unprepared, he was not slow to meet the enemy. Before the latter had reached the village, all the fighting men were up, and armed with bows, scalping-knives, and tomahawks. They had even time to rush towards the foe, and thus prevent the fight from commencing in the midst of the village.

The world is all too familiar with the scenes that ensued. It is not our purpose to describe them. We detest war, regarding it in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred as unnecessary. Sufficient to say here that the overwhelming numbers of the Blackfoot Indians were too much for their enemies. They soon began to overpower and drive them back towards the wigwams, where the poor women and children were huddled together in terror.

Before this point had arrived, however, Whitewing and Little Tim were galloping to the rescue. The former knew at a glance that resistance on the part of his friends would be hopeless. He did not therefore gallop straight down to the field of battle to join them, but, turning sharply aside with his friend, swept along one of the bottoms or hollows between the undulations of the plain, where their motions could not be seen as they sped along. Whitewing looked anxiously at Little Tim, who, observing the look, said:  

Im with ee, Whitewing, niver fear.

Does my brother know that we ride to death? asked the Indian in an earnest tone.

Yer brother dont know nothin o the sort, replied the trapper, and, considerin your natur, Id have expected ye to think that Manitou might have some hand in the matter.

The white man speaks wisely, returned the chief, accepting the reproof with a humbled look. We go in His strength.

And once again the latter part of the preachers text seemed to shoot through the Indians brain like a flash of light looking unto Jesus.

Whitewing was one of those men who are swift to conceive and prompt in action. Tim knew that he had a plan of some sort in his head, and, having perfect faith in his capacity, forbore to advise him, or even to speak. He merely drew his hunting-knife, and urged his steed to its utmost speed, for every moment of time was precious. The said hunting-knife was one of which Little Tim was peculiarly fond. It had been presented to him by a Mexican general for conspicuous gallantry in saving the life of one of his officers in circumstances of extreme danger. It was unusually long and heavy, and, being double-edged, bore some resemblance to the short, sword of the ancient Romans.

Itll do some execution before I go down, thought Tim, as he regarded the bright blade with an earnest look.

But Tim was wrong. The blade was not destined to be tarnished that day.

In a very few minutes the two horsemen galloped to the thicket which had concealed the enemy. Entering this they dashed through it as fast as possible until they reached the other side, whence they could see the combatants on the plain beyond. All along they had heard the shouts and yells of battle.

For one moment Whitewing drew up to breathe his gallant steed, but the animal was roused by that time, and it was difficult to restrain him. His companions horse was also nearly unmanageable.

My brothers voice is strong. Let him use it well, said the chief abruptly.

Ay, ay, replied the little trapper, with an intelligent chuckle; go ahead, my boy. Ill give it out fit to bust the bellows.

Instantly Whitewing shot from the wood, like the panther rushing on his prey, uttering at the same time the tremendous war-cry of his tribe. Little Tim followed suit with a roar that was all but miraculous in its tone and character, and may be described as a compound of the steam-whistle and the buffalo bull, only with something about it intensely human. It rose high above the din of battle. The combatants heard and paused. The two horsemen were seen careering towards them with furious gesticulations. Red Indians seldom face certain death. The Blackfoot men knew that an attack by only two men would be sheer insanity; the natural conclusion was that they were the leaders of a band just about to emerge from the thicket. They were thus taken in rear. A panic seized them, which was intensified when Little Tim repeated his roar and flourished the instrument of death, which he styled his little carving-knife. The Blackfeet turned and fled right and left, scattering over the plains individually and in small groups, as being the best way of baffling pursuit.

With that sudden access of courage which usually results from the exhibition of fear in a foe, Bald Eagles men yelled and gave chase. Bald Eagle himself, however, had the wisdom to call them back.

At a council of war, hastily summoned on the spot, he said  

My braves, you are a parcel of fools.

Clearing his throat after this plain statement, either for the purpose of collecting his thoughts or giving his young warriors time to weigh and appreciate the compliment, he continued  

You chase the enemy as thoughtlessly as the north wind chases the leaves in autumn. My wise chief Whitewing, and his friend Leetil Tim  whose heart is big, and whose voice is bigger, and whose scalping-knife is biggest of all  have come to our rescue alone. Whitewing tells me there is no one at their backs. If our foes discover their mistake, they will turn again, and the contempt which they ought to pour on themselves because of their own cowardice they will heap on our heads, and overwhelm us by their numbers  for who can withstand numbers? They will scatter us like small dust before the hurricane. Waugh!

The old man paused for breath, for the recent fight had taken a good deal out of him, and the assembled warriors exclaimed Waugh! by which they meant to express entire approval of his sentiments. Now it is my counsel, he continued, that as we have been saved by Whitewing, we should all shut our mouths, and hear what Whitewing has got to say.

Bald Eagle sat down amid murmurs of applause, and Whitewing arose.

There was something unusually gentle in the tone and aspect of the young chief on this occasion.

Our father, the ancient one who has just spoken words of wisdom, he said, stretching forth his right hand, has told you the truth, yet not quite the truth. He is right when he says that Leetil Tim and I have come to your rescue, but he is wrong when he says we come alone. It is true that there are no men at our backs to help us, but is not Manitou behind us  in front  around? It was Manitou who sent us here, and it was He who gave us the victory.

Whitewing paused, and there were some exclamations of approval, but they were not so numerous or so decided as he could have wished, for red men are equally unwilling with white men to attribute their successes directly to their Creator.

And now, he continued, as Bald Eagle has said, if our foes find out their mistake, they will, without doubt, return. We must therefore take up our goods, our wives, and our little ones, and hasten to meet our brothers of Clearvale, who are even now on their way to help us. Our band is too small to fight the Blackfeet, but united with our friends, and with Manitou on our side for our cause is just, we shall be more than a match, for them. I counsel, then, that we raise the camp without delay.

The signs of approval were much more decided at the close of this brief address, and the old chief again rose up.

My braves, he said, have listened to the words of wisdom. Let each warrior go to his wigwam and get ready. We quit the camp when the sun stands there.

He printed to a spot in the sky where the sun would be shining about an hour after daybreak, which was already brightening the eastern sky.

As he spoke the dusky warriors seemed to melt from the scene as if by magic, and ere long the whole camp was busy packing up goods, catching horses, fastening on dogs little packages suited to their size and strength, and otherways making preparation for immediate departure.

Follow me, said Whitewing to Little Tim, as he turned like the rest to obey the orders of the old chief.

Ay, its time to be lookin after her, said Tim, with something like a wink of one eye, but the Indian was too much occupied with his own thoughts to observe the act or appreciate the allusion. He strode swiftly through the camp.

Well, well, soliloquised the trapper as he followed, I niver did expect to see Whitewing in this state o mind. Hes ornarily sitch a cool, unexcitable man. Ah! women, youve much to answer for!

Having thus apostrophised the sex, he hurried on in silence, leaving his horse to the care of a youth, who also took charge of Whitewings steed.

Close to the outskirts of the camp stood a wigwam somewhat apart from the rest. It belonged to Whitewing. Only two women were in it at the time the young Indian chief approached. One was a good-looking young girl, whose most striking feature was her large, earnest-looking, dark eyes. The other was a wrinkled old woman, who might have been any age between fifty and a hundred, for a life of exposure and hardship, coupled with a somewhat delicate constitution, had dried her up to such an extent that, when asleep, she might easily have passed for an Egyptian mummy. One redeeming point in the poor old thing was the fact that all the deep wrinkles in her weather-worn and wigwam-smoked visage ran in the lines of kindliness. Her loving character was clearly stamped upon her mahogany countenance, so that he who ran might easily read.

With the characteristic reserve of the red man, Whitewing merely gave the two women a slight look of recognition, which was returned with equal quietness by the young woman, but with a marked rippling of the wrinkles on the part of the old. There still remained a touch of anxiety caused by the recent fight on both countenances. It was dispelled, however, by a few words from Whitewing, who directed the younger woman to prepare for instant flight. She acted with prompt, unquestioning obedience, and at the same time the Indian went to work to pack up his goods with all speech. Of course Tim lent efficient aid to tie up the packs and prepare them for slinging on horse and dog.

I say, Whitewing, whispered Tim, touching the chief with his elbow, and glancing at the young woman with approval  for Tim, who was an affectionate fellow and anxious about his friends welfare, rejoiced to observe that the girl was obedient and prompt as well as pretty I say, is that her?

Whitewing looked with a puzzled expression at his friend.

Is that her  the girl, you know? said Little Tim, with a series of looks and nods which were intended to convey worlds of deep meaning.

She is my sister  Brighteyes, replied the Indian quietly, as he continued his work.

Whew! whistled the trapper. Well, well, he murmured in an undertone, youre on the wrong scent this time altogether, Tim. Ye think yerself a mighty deal cliverer than ye are. Niver mind, the one that he says he loves more nor lifell turn up soon enough, no doubt. But Im real sorry for the old un, he added in an undertone, casting a glance of pity on the poor creature, who bent over the little fire in the middle of the tent, and gazed silently yet inquiringly at what was going on. Shell niver be able to stand a flight like this. The mere joltin o the nags ud shake her old bones amost out of her skin. There are some Redskins now, that would leave her to starve, but Whitewingll niver do that. I know him better. Now then  aloud have ye anything more for me to do?

Let my brother help Brighteyes to bring up and pack the horses.

Jist so. Come along, Brighteyes.

With the quiet promptitude of one who has been born and trained to obey, the Indian girl followed the trapper out of the wigwam.

Being left alone with the old woman, some of the young chiefs reserve wore off, though he did not descend to familiarity.

Mother, he said, sitting down beside her and speaking loud, for the old creature was rather deaf, we must fly. The Blackfeet are too strong for us. Are you ready?

I am always ready to do the bidding of my son, replied this pattern mother. But sickness has made me old before my time. I have not strength to ride far. Manitou thinks it time for me to die. It is better for Whitewing to leave me and give his care to the young ones.

The young ones can take care of themselves, replied the chief somewhat sternly. We know not what Manitou thinks. It is our business to live as long as we can. If you cannot ride, mother, I will carry you. Often you have carried me when I could not ride.

It is difficult to guess why Whitewing dropped his poetical language, and spoke in this matter-of-fact and sharp manner. Great thoughts had been swelling in his bosom for some time past, and perchance he was affected by the suggestion that the cruel practice of deserting the aged was not altogether unknown in his tribe. It may be that the supposition of his being capable of such cruelty nettled him. At all events, he said nothing more except to tell his mother to be ready to start at once.

The old woman herself, who seemed to be relieved that her proposition was not favourably received, began to obey her sons directions by throwing a gay-coloured handkerchief over her head, and tying it under her chin. She then fastened her moccasins more securely on her feet, wrapped a woollen kerchief round her shoulders, and drew a large green blanket around her, strapping it to her person by means of a broad strip of deerskin. Having made these simple preparations for whatever journey lay before her, she warmed her withered old hands over the embers of the wood fire, and awaited her sons pleasure.

Meanwhile that son went outside to see the preparations for flight carried into effect.

Were all ready, said Little Tim, whom he met not far from the wigwam. Horses and dogs down in the hollow; Brighteyes an a lot o youngsters lookin after them. All you want now is to get hold o her, and be off; an the sooner the better, for Blackfoot warriors dont take long to get over scares an find out mistakes. But Im most troubled about the old woman. Shell niver be able to stand it.

To this Whitewing paid little attention. In truth, his mind seemed to be taken up with other thoughts, and his friend was not much surprised, having come, as we have seen, to the conclusion that the Indian was under a temporary spell for which woman was answerable.

Is my horse at hand? asked Whitewing.

Ay, down by the creek, all ready.

And my brothers horse?

Ready too, at the same place; but well want another good un  for her, you know, said Tim suggestively.

Let the horses be brought to my wigwam, returned Whitewing, either not understanding or disregarding the last remark.

The trapper was slightly puzzled, but, coming to the wise conclusion that his friend knew his own affairs best, and had, no doubt, made all needful preparations, he went off quietly to fetch the horses, while the Indian returned to the wigwam. In a few minutes Little Tim stood before the door, holding the bridles of the two horses.

Immediately afterwards a little Indian boy ran up with a third and somewhat superior horse, and halted beside him.

Ha! thats it at last. The horse for her, said the trapper to himself with some satisfaction; I knowed that Whitewing would have everything straight  even though he is in a raither stumped condition just now.

As he spoke, Brighteyes ran towards the wigwam, and looked in at the door. Next moment she went to the steed which Little Tim had, in his own mind, set aside for her, and vaulted into the saddle as a young deer might have done, had it taken to riding.

Of course Tim was greatly puzzled, and forced to admit a second time that he had over-estimated his own cleverness, and was again off the scent. Before his mind had a chance of being cleared up, the skin curtain of the wigwam was raised, and Whitewing stepped out with a bundle in his arms. He gave it to Little Tim to hold while he mounted his somewhat restive horse, and then the trapper became aware  from certain squeaky sounds, and a pair of eyes that glittered among the folds of the bundle that he held the old woman in his arms!

I say, Whitewing, he said remonstratively, as he handed up the bundle, which the Indian received tenderly in his left arm, most of the camp has started. In quarter of an hour or so therell be none left. Dont ee think its about time to look after her?

Whitewing looked at the trapper with a perplexed expression  a look which did not quite depart after his friend had mounted, and was riding through the half-deserted camp beside him.

Now, Whitewing, said the trapper, with some decision of tone and manner, Im quite as able as you are to carry that old critter. If youll make her over to me, youll be better able to look after her, you know. Eh?

My brother speaks strangely to-day, replied the chief. His words are hidden from his Indian friend. What does he mean by her?

Well, well, now, ye are slow, answered Tim; I wouldnt ha believed that anything short o scalpin could ha took away yer wits like that. Why, of course I mean the woman ye said was dearer to ee than life.

That woman is here, replied the chief gravely, casting a brief glance down at the wrinkled old visage that nestled upon his breast my mother.

Whew! whistled the trapper, opening his eyes very wide indeed. For the third time that day he was constrained to admit that he had been thrown completely off the scent, and that, in regard to cleverness, he was no better than a squawkin babby.

But Little Tim said never a word. Whatever his thoughts might have been after that, he kept them to himself, and, imitating his Indian brother, maintained profound silence as he galloped between him and Brighteyes over the rolling prairie.




Chapter Three.

The Massacre and the Chase.

The sun was setting when Whitewing and his friend rode into Clearvale. The entrance to the valley was narrow, and for a short distance the road, or Indian track, wound among groups of trees and bushes which effectually concealed the village from their sight.

At this point in the ride Little Tim began to recover from the surprise at his own stupidity which had for so long a period of time reduced him to silence. Riding up alongside of Whitewing, who was a little in advance of the party, still bearing his mother in his arms, he accosted him thus  

I say, Whitewing, the longer I know you, the more of a puzzle you are to me. I thowt Id got about at the bottom o all yer notions an ways by this time, but I find that Im mistaken.

As no question was asked, the red man deemed no reply needful, but the faintest symptom of a smile told the trapper that his remark was understood and appreciated.

One thing that throws me off the scent, continued Little Tim, is the way you Injins have got o holdin yer tongues, so that a feller cant make out what yer minds are after. Why dont you speak? why aint you more commoonicative?

The children of the prairie think that wisdom lies in silence, answered Whitewing gravely. They leave it to their women and white brothers to chatter out all their minds.

Humph! The children o the prairie aint complimentary to their white brothers, returned the trapper. Mayhap yer right. Some of us do talk a leetle too much. Its a way weve got o lettin off the steam. Im afeard Id bust sometimes if I didnt let my feelins off through my mouth. But your silent ways are apt to lead fellers off on wrong tracks when theres no need to. Didnt I think, now, that you was after a young woman as ye meant to take for a squaw  and after all it turned out to be your mother!

My white brother sometimes makes mistakes, quietly remarked the Indian.

True; but your white brother wouldnt have made the mistake if ye had told him who it was you were after when ye set off like a mad grizzly wi its pups in danger. Didnt I go tearin after you neck and crop as if I was a boy o sixteen, in the belief that I was helpin ye in a love affair?

It was a love affair, said the Indian quietly.

True, but not the sort o thing that I thowt it was.

Would you have refused to help me if you had known better? demanded Whitewing somewhat sharply.

Nay, I wont say that, returned Tim, for I hold that a womans a woman, be she old or young, pretty or ugly, an Id scorn the man as would refuse to help her in trouble; besides, as the wrinkled old critter is your mother, Ive got a sneakin sort o fondness for her; but if Id only known, a deal o what they call romance would ha bin took out o the little spree.

Then it is well that my brother did not know.

To this the trapper merely replied, Humph!

After a few minutes he resumed in a more confidential tone  

But I say, Whitewing, has it niver entered into your head to take to yourself a wife? A mans always the better of havin a female companion to consult with an talk over things, you know, as well as to make his moccasins and leggins.

Does Little Tim act on his own opinions? asked the Indian quickly.

Ha! thats a fair slap in the face, said Tim, with a laugh, but there may be reasons for that, you see. Gals aint always as willin as they should be; sometimes they dont know a good man when they see him. Besides, I aint too old yet, though praps some of em thinks me raither short for a husband. Come now, dont keep yer old comrade in the dark. Havent ye got a notion o some young woman in partikler?

Yes, replied the Indian gravely.

Jist so; I thowt as much, returned the trapper, with a tone and look of satisfaction. What may her name be?

Lightheart.

Ay? Lightheart. A good name  specially if she takes after it, as Ive no doubt she do. An what tribe does

The trapper stopped abruptly, for at that moment the cavalcade swept out of the thicket into the open valley, and the two friends suddenly beheld the Indian camp, which they had so recently left, reduced to a smoking ruin.

It is impossible to describe the consternation of the Indians, who had ridden so far and so fast to join their friends. And how shall we speak of the state of poor Whitewings feelings? No sound escaped his compressed lips, but a terrible light seemed to gleam from his dark eyes, as, clasping his mother convulsively to his breast with his left arm, he grasped his tomahawk, and urged his horse to its utmost speed. Little Tim was at his side in a moment, with the long dagger flashing in his right hand, while Bald Eagle and his dusky warriors pressed close behind.

The women and children were necessarily left in the rear; but Whitewings sister, Brighteyes, being better mounted than these, kept up with the men of war.

The scene that presented itself when they reached the camp was indeed terrible. Many of the wigwams were burned, some of them still burning, and those that had escaped the fire had been torn down and scattered about, while the trodden ground and pools of blood told of the dreadful massacre that had so recently taken place. It was evident that the camp had been surprised, and probably all the men slain, while a very brief examination sufficed to show that such of the women and children as were spared had been carried off into slavery. In every direction outside the camp were found the scalped bodies of the slain, left as they had fallen in unavailing defence of home.

The examination of the camp was made in hot haste and profound silence, because instant action had to be taken for the rescue of those who had been carried away, and Indians are at all times careful to restrain and hide their feelings. Only the compressed lip, the heaving bosom, the expanding nostrils, and the scowling eyes told of the fires that raged within.

In this emergency Bald Eagle, who was getting old and rather feeble, tacitly gave up the command of the braves to Whitewing. It need scarcely be said that the young chief acted with vigour. He with the trapper having traced the trail of the Blackfoot war-party  evidently a different band from that which had attacked Bald Eagles camp  and ascertained the direction they had taken, divided his force into two bands, in command of which he placed two of the best chiefs of his tribe. Bald Eagle himself agreed to remain with a small force to protect the women and children. Having made his dispositions and given his orders, Whitewing mounted his horse; and galloped a short distance on the enemys trail; followed by his faithful friend. Reining up suddenly, he said  

What does my brother counsel?

Well, Whitewing, since ye ask, I would advise you to follow yer own devices. Youve got a good head on your shoulders, and know whats best.

Manitou knows what is best, said the Indian solemnly. He directs all. But His ways are very dark. Whitewing cannot understand them.

Still, we must act, you know, suggested the trapper.

Yes, we must act; and I ask counsel of my brother, because it may be that Manitou shall cause wisdom and light to flow from the lips of the white man.

Well, I dont know as to that, Whitewing, but my advice, whatever its worth, is, that we should try to fall on the reptiles in front and rear at the same time, and that you and I should go out in advance to scout.

Good, said the Indian; my plan is so arranged.

Without another word he gave the rein to his impatient horse, and was about to set off at full speed, when he was arrested by the trapper exclaiming, Hold on? heres some one coming after us.

A rider was seen galloping from the direction of the burned camp. It turned out to be Brighteyes.

What brings my sister? demanded Whitewing.

The girl with downcast look modestly requested leave to accompany them.

Her brother sternly refused. It is not womans part to fight, he said.

True, but woman sometimes helps the fighter, replied the girl, not venturing to raise her eyes.

Go, returned Whitewing. Time may not be foolishly wasted. The old ones and the children need thy care.

Without a word Brighteyes turned her horses head towards the camp, and was about to ride humbly away when Little Tim interfered.

Hold on, girl! I say, Whitewing, shes not so far wrong. Many a time has woman rendered good service in warfare. Shes well mounted, and might ride back with a message or something o that sort. Youd better let her come.

She may come, said Whitewing, and next moment he was bounding over the prairie at the full speed of his fiery steed, closely followed by Little Tim and Brighteyes.

That same night, at a late hour, a band of savage warriors entered a thicket on the slopes of one of those hills on the western prairies which form what are sometimes termed the spurs of the Rocky Mountains, though there was little sign of the great mountain range itself, which was still distant several days march from the spot. A group of wearied women and children, some riding, some on foot, accompanied the band. It was that which had so recently destroyed the Indian village. They had pushed on with their prisoners and booty as far and as fast as their jaded horses could go, in order to avoid pursuit  though, having slain all the fighting men, there was little chance of that, except in the case of friends coming to the rescue, which they thought improbable. Still, with the wisdom of savage warriors, they took every precaution to guard against surprise. No fire was lighted in the camp, and sentries were placed all round it to guard them during the few hours they meant to devote to much-needed repose.

While these Blackfeet were eating their supper, Whitewing and Little Tim came upon them. Fortunately the sharp and practised eyes and intellects of our two friends were on the alert. So small a matter as a slight wavering in the Blackfoot mind as to the best place for encamping produced an effect on the trail sufficient to be instantly observed.

Hm! theyve took it into their heads here, said Little Tim, that it might be advisable to camp an feed.

Whitewing did not speak at once, but his reining up at the moment his friend broke silence showed that he too had observed the signs.

Its always the way, remarked the trapper with a quiet chuckle as he peered earnestly at the ground which the moon enabled him to see distinctly, if a band o men only mention campin when theyre on the march theyre sure to waver a bit an spoil the straight, go-ahead run o the trail.

One turned aside to examine yonder bluff, said the Indian, pointing to a trail which he saw clearly, although it was undistinguishable to ordinary vision.

Ay, an the bluff didnt suit, returned Tim, for here he rejoins his friends, an they go off agin at the run. No more waverin. Theyd fixed their eyes a good bit ahead, an made up their minds.

They are in the thicket yonder, said the Indian, pointing to the place referred to.

Jist what I was goin to remark, observed the trapper. Now, Whitewing, it behoves us to be cautious. Ay, I see your mind an mine always jumps togither.

This latter remark had reference to the fact that the Indian had leaped off his horse and handed the reins to Brighteyes. Placing his horse also in charge of the Indian girl, Tim said, as the two set off  

We have to do the rest on fut, an the last part on our knees.

By this the trapper meant that he and his friend would have to creep up to the enemys camp on hands and knees, but Whitewing, whose mind had been recently so much exercised on religious matters, at once thought of what he had been taught about the importance of prayer, and again the words, looking unto Jesus, rushed with greater power than ever upon his memory, so that, despite his anxiety as to the fate of his affianced bride and the perilous nature of the enterprise in hand, he kept puzzling his inquiring brain with such difficulties as the absolute dependence of man on the will and leading of God, coupled with the fact of his being required to go into vigorous, decisive, and apparently independent action, trusting entirely to his own resources.

Mystery, thought the red man, as he and his friend walked swiftly along, taking advantage of the shelter afforded by every glade, thicket, or eminence; all is mystery!

But Whitewing was wrong, as many men in all ages have been on first bending their minds to the consideration of spiritual things. All is not mystery. In the dealings of God with man, much, very much, is mysterious, and by us in this life apparently insoluble; but many things  especially those things that are of vital importance to the soul  are as clear as the sun at noonday. However, our red man was at this time only beginning to run the spiritual race, and, like many others, he was puzzled.

But no sign did he show of what was going on within, as he glided along, bending his keen eyes intently on the Blackfoot trail.

At last they came to the immediate neighbourhood of the spot where it was rightly conjectured the enemy lay concealed. Here, as Tim had foretold, they went upon their knees, and advanced with the utmost caution. Coming to a grassy eminence they lay flat down and worked their way slowly and painfully to the top.

Well was it for them that a few clouds shrouded the moon at that time, for one of the Blackfoot sentinels had been stationed on that grassy eminence, and if Whitewing and the trapper had been less expert in the arts of savage war, they must certainly have been discovered. As it was, they were able to draw off in time and reach another part of the mound where a thick bush effectually concealed them from view.

From this point, when the clouds cleared away, the camp could be clearly seen in the vale below. Even the forms of the women and children were distinguishable, but not their faces.

It wont be easy to get at them by surprise, whispered the trapper. Their position is strong, and they keep a bright lookout; besides, the moon wont be down for some hours yet  not much before daybreak.

Whitewing will take the prey from under their very noses, returned the Indian.

That wont be easy, but Ive no doubt youll try, an sure, Little Tims the man to back ye, anyhow.

At that moment a slight rustling noise was heard. Looking through the bush, they saw the Blackfoot sentinel approaching. Instantly they sank down into the grass, where they lay so flat and still that it seemed as if they had vanished entirely from the scene.

When the sentinel was almost abreast of them, a sound arose from the camp which caused him to stop and listen. It was the sound of song. The missionary  the only man the Blackfoot Indians had not slain  having finished supper, had gathered some of the women and children round him, and, after an earnest prayer, had begun a hymn of praise. At first the Blackfoot chief was on the point of ordering them to cease, but as the sweet notes arose he seemed to be spell-bound, and remained a silent and motionless listener. The sentinel on the mound also became like a dark statue. He had never heard such tones before.

After listening a few minutes in wonder, he walked slowly to the end of the mound nearest to the singers.

Nows our chance, Whitewing, said the trapper, rising from his lair.

The Indian made no reply, but descended the slope as carefully as he had ascended it, followed by his friend. In a short time they were back at the spot where the horses had been left in charge of Brighteyes.

Whitewing took his sister aside, and for a few minutes they conversed in low tones.

I have arranged it all with Brighteyes, said the Indian, returning to the trapper.

Didnt I tell ee, said Tim, with a low laugh, that women was good at helpin men in time o war? Depend upon it that the sex must have a finger in every pie; and, moreover, the pies not worth much that they havent got a finger in.

To these remarks the young chief vouchsafed no answer, but gravely went about making preparations to carry out his plans.

While tying the three horses to three separate trees, so as to be ready for instant flight, he favoured his friend with a few explanations.

It is not possible, he said, to take more than three just now, for the horses cannot carry more. But these three Brighteyes will rescue from the camp, and we will carry them off. Then we will return with our braves and have all the rest  if Manitou allows.

The trapper looked at his friend in surprise. He had never before heard him make use of such an expression as the last. Nevertheless, he made no remark, but while the three were gliding silently over the prairie again towards the Blackfoot camp he kept murmuring to himself: Youre a great puzzle, Whitewing, an I cant make ye out nohow. Yet I make no doubt yer right. Whativer ye do comes right somehow; but yer a great puzzle  about the greatest puzzle thats comed across my tracks since I was a squallin little babby-boy!




Chapter Four.

Circumventing the Blackfeet.

On reaching the neighbourhood of the Blackfoot camp, Whitewing, and his companions crept to the top of the eminence which overlooked it, taking care, however, to keep as far away as possible from the sentinel who still watched there.

Brighteyes proved herself to be quite as expert as her male companions in advancing like a snake through the long grass, though encumbered with a blanket wrapped round her shoulders. The use of this blanket soon became apparent. As the three lay prone on their faces looking down at the camp, from which the sound of voices still arose in subdued murmurs, the young chief said to his sister  

Let the signal be a few notes of the song Brighteyes learned from the white preacher. Go.

Without a word of reply, the girl began to move gently forward, maintaining her recumbent position as she went, and gradually, as it were, melted away.

The moon was still shining brightly, touching every object with pale but effective lights, and covering hillocks and plains with correspondingly dark shadows. In a few minutes Brighteyes had crept past the young sentinel, and lay within sight  almost within ear shot of the camp.

Much to her satisfaction she observed that the Indians had not bound their captives. Even the missionarys hands were free. Evidently they thought, and were perhaps justified in thinking, that escape was impossible, for the horses of the party were all gathered together and hobbled, besides being under a strong guard; and what chance could women and children have, out on the plains on foot, against mounted men, expert to follow the faintest trail? As for the white man, he was a man of peace and unarmed, as well as ignorant of warriors ways. The captives were therefore not only unbound, but left free to move about the camp at will, while some of their captors slept, some fed, and others kept watch.

The missionary had just finished singing a hymn, and was about to begin to read a portion of Gods Word when one of the women left the group, and wandered accidentally close to the spot where Brighteyes lay. It was Lightheart.

Sister, whispered Brighteyes.

The girl stopped abruptly, and bent forward to listen, with intense anxiety depicted on every feature of her pretty brown face.

Sister, repeated Brighteyes, sink in the grass and wait.

Lightheart was too well trained in Indian ways to speak or hesitate. At once, but slowly, she sank down and disappeared. Another moment, and Brighteyes was at her side.

Sister, she said, Manitou has sent help. Listen. We must be wise and quick.

From this point she went on to explain in as few words as possible that three fleet horses were ready close at hand to carry off three of those who had been taken captive, and that she, Lightheart, must be one of the three.

But I cannot, will not, escape, said Lightheart, while the others and, the white preacher go into slavery.

To this Brighteyes replied that arrangements had been made to rescue the whole party, and that she and two others were merely to be, as it were, the firstfruits of the enterprise. Still Lightheart objected; but when her companion added that the plan had been arranged by her affianced husband, she acquiesced at once with Indian-like humility.

I had intended, said Brighteyes, to enter the Blackfoot camp as if I were one of the captives, and thus make known our plans; but that is not now necessary. Lightheart will carry the news; she is wise, and knows how to act. Whitewing and Leetil Tim are hid on yonder hillock like snakes in the grass. I will return to then, and let Lightheart, when she comes, be careful to avoid the sentinel there

She stopped short, for at the moment a step was heard near them. It was that of a savage warrior, whose sharp eye had observed Lightheart quit the camp, and who had begun to wonder why she did not return.

In another instant Brighteyes flung her blanket round her, whispered to her friend, Lie close, sprang up, and, brushing swiftly past the warrior with a light laugh  as though amused at having been discovered  ran into camp, joined the group round the missionary, and sat down. Although much surprised, the captives were too wise to express their feelings. Even the missionary knew enough of Indian tactics to prevent him from committing himself. He calmly continued the reading in which he had been engaged, and the Blackfoot warrior returned to his place, congratulating himself, perhaps, on having interrupted the little plan of one intending runaway.

Meanwhile Lightheart, easily understanding her friends motives, crept in a serpentine fashion to the hillock, where she soon found Whitewing  to the intense but unexpressed joy of that valiant red man.

Will Leetil Tim go back with Lightheart to the horses and wait, while his brother remains here? said the young chief.

No, Little Tim wont, growled the trapper, in a tone of decision that surprised his red friend. Brighteyes is in the Blackfoot camp, he continued, in growling explanation.

True, returned the Indian, but Brighteyes will escape; and even if she fails to do so now, she will be rescued with the others at last.

She will be rescued with us, just now, returned Little Tim in a tone so emphatic that his friend looked at him with an expression of surprise that was unusually strong for a redskin warrior. Suddenly a gleam of intelligence broke from his black eyes, and with the soft exclamation, Wah! he sank flat on the grass again, and remained perfectly still.

Brighteyes found that it was not all plain sailing when she had mingled with her friends in the camp. In the first place, the missionary refused absolutely to quit the captives. He would remain with them, he said, and await Gods will and leading. In the second place, no third person had been mentioned by her brother, whose chief anxiety had been for his bride and the white man, and it did not seem to Brighteyes creditable to quit the camp after all her risk and trouble without some trophy of her prowess. In this dilemma she put to herself the question, Whom would Lightheart wish me to rescue?

Now, there were two girls among the captives, one of whom was a bosom friend of Lightheart; the other was a younger sister. To these Brighteyes went, and straightway ordered them to prepare for flight. They were of course quite ready to obey. All the preparation needed was to discard the blankets which Indian women are accustomed to wear as convenient cloaks by day. Thus unhampered, the two girls wandered about the camp, as several of the others had occasionally been doing. Separating from each other, they got into the outskirts in different directions. Meanwhile a hymn had been raised, which facilitated their plans by attracting the attention of the savage warriors. High above the rest, in one prolonged note, the voice of Brighteyes rang out like a silver flute.

Theres the signal, said Little Tim, as the sweet note fell on his listening ear.

Rising as he spoke, the trapper glided in a stooping posture down the side of the hillock, and round the base of it, until he got immediately behind the youthful sentinel. Then lying down, and creeping towards him with the utmost caution, he succeeded in getting so near that he could almost touch him. With one cat-like bound, Little Tim was on the Indians back, and had him in his arms, while his broad horny hand covered his mouth, and his powerful forefinger and thumb grasped him viciously by the nose.

It was a somewhat curious struggle that ensued. The savage was much bigger than the trapper, but the trapper was much stronger than the savage. Hence the latter made fearful and violent efforts to shake the former off; while the former made not less fearful, though seemingly not quite so violent, efforts to hold on. The red man tried to bite, but Tims hand was too broad and hard to be bitten. He tried to shake his nose free, but unfortunately his nose was large, and Tims grip of it was perfect. The savage managed to get just enough of breath through his mouth to prevent absolute suffocation, but nothing more. He had dropped his tomahawk at the first onset, and tried to draw his knife, but Tims arms were so tight round him that he could not get his hand to his back, where the knife reposed in his belt. In desperation he stooped forward, and tried to throw his enemy over his head; but Tims legs were wound round him, and no limpet ever embraced a rock with greater tenacity than did Little Tim embrace that Blackfoot brave. Half choking and wholly maddened, the savage suddenly turned heels over head, and fell on Tim with a force that ought to have burst him. But Tim didnt burst! He was much too tough for that. He did not even complain!

Rising again, a sudden thought seemed to strike the Indian, for he began to run towards the camp with his foe on his back. But Tim was prepared for that. He untwined one leg, lowered it, and with an adroit twist tripped up the savage, causing him to fall on his face with tremendous violence. Before he could recover, Tim, still covering the mouth and holding tight to the nose, got a knee on the small of the savages back and squeezed it smaller. At the same time he slid his left hand up to the savages windpipe, and compressed it. With a violent heave, the Blackfoot sprang up. With a still more violent heave, the trapper flung him down, bumped his head against a convenient stone, and brought the combat to a sudden close. Without a moments loss of time, Tim gagged and bound his adversary. Then he rose up with a deep inspiration, and wiped his forehead, as he contemplated him.

All this comes o your desire not to shed human blood, Whitewing, he muttered. Well, praps youre right  what would ha bin the use o killin the poor critturs. But it was a tough job!  saying which, he lifted the Indian on his broad shoulders, and carried him away.

While this fight was thus silently going on, hidden from view of the camp by the hillock, Whitewing crept forward to meet Brighteyes and the two girls, and these, with Lightheart, were eagerly awaiting the trapper. My brother is strong, said Whitewing, allowing the faintest possible smile to play for a moment on his usually grave face.

Your brother is tough, returned Little Tim, rubbing the back of his head with a rueful look; an hes bin bumped about an tumbled on to that extent that its a miracle a whole bone is left in his carcass. But lend a hand, lad; weve got no time to waste.

Taking the young Blackfoot between them, and followed by the silent girls, they soon reached the thicket where the horses had been left. Here they bound their captive securely to a tree, and gave him a drink of water with a knife pointed at his heart to keep him quiet, after which they re-gagged him. Then Whitewing led Lightheart through the thicket towards his horse, and took her up behind him. Little Tim took charge of Brighteyes. The young sister and the bosom friend mounted the third horse, and thus paired, they all galloped away.

But the work that our young chief had cut out for himself that night was only half accomplished. On reaching the rendezvous which he had appointed, he found the braves of his tribe impatiently awaiting him.

My father sees that we have been successful, he said to Bald Eagle, who had been unable to resist the desire to ride out to the rendezvous with the fighting men. The great Manitou has given us the victory thus far, as the white preacher said he would.

My son is right. Whitewing will be a great warrior when Bald Eagle is in the grave. Go and conquer; I will return to camp with the women.

Thus relieved of his charge, Whitewing, who, however, had little desire to achieve the fame prophesied for him, proceeded to fulfil the prophecy to some extent. He divided his force into four bands, with which he galloped off towards the Blackfoot camp. On nearing it, he so arranged that they should attack the camp simultaneously at four opposite points. Little Tim commanded one of the bands, and he resolved in his own mind that his band should be the last to fall on the foe.

Bloodshed may be avoided, he muttered to himself; an I hope it will, as Whitewing is so anxious about it. Anyhow, Ill do my best to please him.

Accordingly, on reaching his allotted position, Tim halted his men, and bided his time.

The moon still shone over prairie and hill, and not a breath of air stirred blade or leaf. All in nature was peace, save in the hearts of savage man. The Blackfoot camp was buried in slumber. Only the sentinels were on the alert. Suddenly one of these  like the war-horse, who is said to scent the battle from afar  pricked his ears, distended his nostrils, and listened. A low, muffled, thunderous sort of pattering on the plain in front. It might be a herd of buffaloes. The sentinel stood transfixed. The humps of buffaloes are large, but they do not usually attain to the size of men! The sentinel clapped his hand to his mouth, and gave vent to a yell which sent the blood spirting through the veins of all, and froze the very marrow in the bones of some! Prompt was the reply and turn-out of the Blackfoot warriors. Well used to wars alarms, there was no quaking in their bosoms. They were well named braves.

But the noise in the camp prevented them from hearing or observing the approach of the enemy on the other side till almost too late. A whoop apprised the chief of the danger. He divided his forces, and lost some of his self-confidence.

Here comes number three, muttered Little Tim, as he observed the third band emerge from a hollow on the left.

The Blackfoot chief observed it too, divided his forces again, and lost more of his self-confidence.

None of the three bands had as yet reached the camp, but they all came thundering down on it at the same time, and at the same whirlwind pace.

Now for number four, muttered Little Tim. Come boys, an at em! he cried, unconsciously paraphrasing the Duke of Wellingtons Waterloo speech.

At the some time he gave utterance to what he styled a Rocky Mountain trappers roar, and dashed forward in advance of his men, who, in trying to imitate the roar, intensified and rather complicated their own yell.

It was the last touch to the Blackfoot chief, who, losing the small remnant of his self-confidence, literally sloped into the long grass, and vanished, leaving his men to still further divide themselves, which they did effectually by scattering right and left like small-shot from a blunderbuss.

Great was the terror of the poor captives while this brief but decisive action lasted, for although they knew that the assailants were their friends, they could not be certain of the issue of the combat. Naturally, they crowded round their only male friend, the missionary.

Do not fear, he said, in attempting to calm them; the good Manitou has sent deliverance. We will trust in Him.

The dispersion of their foes and the arrival of friends almost immediately followed these words. But the friends who arrived were few in number at first, for Whitewing had given strict orders as to the treatment of the enemy. In compliance therewith, his men chased them about the prairie in a state of gasping terror; but no weapon was used, and not a man was killed, though they were scattered beyond the possibility of reunion for at least some days to come.

Before that eventful night was over the victors were far from the scene of victory on their way home.

Its not a bad style o fightin, remarked Little Tim to his friend as they rode away; lots o fun and fuss without much damage. Pity we cant do all our fightin in that fashion.

Waugh! exclaimed Whitewing; but as he never explained what he meant by waugh, we must leave it to conjecture. It is probable, however, that he meant assent, for he turned aside in passing to set free the Blackfoot who had been bound to a tree. That red man, having expected death, went off with a lively feeling of surprise, and at top speed, his pace being slightly accelerated by a shot  wide of the mark and at long range  from Little Tim.

Three weeks after these events a number of Indians were baptised by our missionary. Among them were the young chief Whitewing and Lightheart, and these two were immediately afterwards united in marriage. Next day the trapper, with much awkwardness and hesitation, requested the missionary to unite him and Brighteyes. The request was complied with, and thenceforward the white man and the red became more inseparable than ever. They hunted and dwelt together  to the ineffable joy of Whitewings wrinkled old mother, whose youth seemed absolutely to revive under the influence of the high-pressure affection brought to bear on a colony of brown and whitey-brown grand-children by whom she was at last surrounded.

The doubts and difficulties of Whitewing were finally cleared away. He not only accepted fully the Gospel for himself, but became anxious to commend it to others as the only real and perfect guide in life and comfort in death. In the prosecution of his plans, he imitated the example of his white father, roaming the prairie and the mountains far and wide with his friend the trapper, and even venturing to visit some of the lodges of his old foes the Blackfoot Indians, in his desire to run earnestly, yet with patience, the race that had been set before him looking unto Jesus.

Full twenty years rolled by, during which no record, was kept of the sayings or doings of those whose fortunes we have followed thus far. At the end of that period, however, striking incidents in their career brought the most prominent among them again to the front  as the following chapters will show.




Chapter Five.

The Mountain Fortress.

In one of those numerous narrow ravines of the Rocky Mountains which open out into the rolling prairies of the Saskatchewan there stood some years ago a log hut, or block-house, such as the roving hunters of the Far West sometimes erected as temporary homes during the inclement winter of those regions.

With a view to render the hut a castle of refuge as well as a home, its builder had perched it close to the edge of a nearly inaccessible cliff overhanging one of those brawling torrents which carry the melting snows of the great rocky range into one of the tributaries of the Saskatchewan river. On what may be called the land side of the hut there was a slight breastwork of logs. It seemed a weak defence truly, yet a resolute man with several guns and ammunition might have easily held it against a considerable band of savages.

One fine morning about the time when the leaves of the forest were beginning to put on their gorgeous autumnal tints, a woman might have been seen ascending the zigzag path that led to the hut or fortress.

She was young, well formed, and pretty, and wore the Indian costume, yet there was something in her air and carriage, as well as the nut-brown colour of her hair, which told that either her father or her mother had been what the red men term a pale-face.

With a light, bounding step, very different from that of the ordinary Indian squaw, she sprang from rock to rock as if in haste, and, climbing over the breastwork before mentioned, entered the hut.

The interior of the little fortress was naturally characteristic of its owner. A leathern capote and leggings hung from a nail in one corner; in another lay a pile of buffalo robes. The rough walls were adorned with antlers of the moose and other deer, from the various branches of which hung several powder-horns, fire-bags, and bullet-pouches. Near the rude fireplace, the chimney of which was plastered outside and in with mud, was a range of six guns, of various patterns and ages, all of which, being well polished and oiled, were evidently quite ready for instant service. Beside them hung an old cavalry sabre. Neither table nor chairs graced the simple mansion; but a large chest at one side served for the former, and doubtless contained the owners treasures, whatever these might be, while three rough stools, with only nine legs among them, did service for the latter.

The action of the young woman on entering was somewhat suggestive of the cause of her haste. Without a moments delay, she seized a powder-horn and bullet-pouch, and began to charge the guns, some with ball, others with slugs, as fast as she could. There was a cool, quiet celerity in her proceedings which proved that she was accustomed to the handling of such weapons.

No one looking upon the scene would have guessed that Softswan, as she was poetically named, was a bride, at that time in the midst of the honeymoon.

Yet such was the case. Her husband being the kindliest, stoutest and handsomest fellow in all that region had won her heart and hand, had obtained her parents consent, had been married in the nearest settlement by a travelling missionary, and had carried off his pretty bride to spend the honeymoon in his mountain fortress. We can scarcely call it his home, however, for it was only, as we have said, a temporary residence  the Rocky Mountains, from the Gulf of Mexico to the Arctic Circle, being his home.

While the Indian bride was engaged in charging the firearms, a rifle-shot was heard to echo among the surrounding cliffs. It was followed by a cry, as if some one had been wounded, and then there arose that terrible war-whoop of the red men which, once heard, can never be forgotten, and which inspires even the bravest with feelings of at least anxiety.

That Softswan was not free from alarm was pretty evident from the peculiar curl of her pretty eyebrows, but that the sounds did not unnerve her was also obvious from the quiet though prompt way in which she gathered up all the loaded firearms, and bore them swiftly to the breastwork in front of the cabin. Arranging the guns in a row at her side, so as to be handy, the girl selected one, laid it on the parapet, and carefully examined the priming. Having satisfied herself that it was all right, she cocked the piece, and quietly awaited the issue of events.

The weapon that Softswan had selected was not picked up at haphazard. It was deliberately chosen as being less deadly than the others, the charge being a few slugs or clippings of lead, which were not so apt to kill as rifle bullets; for Softswan, as her name might suggest was gentle of spirit, and was influenced by none of that thirst for blood and revenge which characterised some of her Indian relatives.

After a time the poor girls anxiety increased, for well she knew that a whoop and a cry such as she had heard were the sure precursors of something worse. Besides, she had seen the footprints of Blackfoot Indians in the valley below, and she knew from their appearance that those who had made them were on the war-path, in which circumstances savages usually dismiss any small amount of tender mercies with which they may have been naturally endowed.

Oh why, why yous not come home, Big Tim? she exclaimed at last, in broken English.

It may be well to explain at once that Big Tim, who was the only son of Little Tim, had such a decided preference for the tongue of his white father, that he had taught it to his bride, and refused to converse with her in any other, though he understood the language of his mother Brighteyes quite as well as English.

If Big Tim had heard the pathetic question, he would have flown to the rescue more speedily than any other hunter of the Rocky Mountains, for he was the swiftest runner of them all; but unfortunately he was too far off at that moment to hear; not too far off, however, to hear the shot and cry which had alarmed his bride.

From the position which Softswan occupied she could see and command every portion of the zigzag approach to the hut so that no one could reach her without being completely exposed to her fire if she were disposed to dispute the passage. As we have said, the hut stood on a cliff which overhung the torrent that brawled through the gorge, so that she was secure from attack in rear.

In a few minutes another rifle-shot was heard, and the war-whoop was repeated, this time much nearer than before.

With compressed lips and heightened colour, the solitary girl prepared to defend her castle. Presently she heard footsteps among the thick bushes below, as if of some one running in hot haste. Softswan laid her finger on the trigger, but carefully, for the advancing runner might be her husband. Oh why did he not shout to warn her? The poor girl trembled a little, despite her self-restraint, as she thought of the danger and the necessity for immediate action.

Suddenly the bushes on her left moved, and a man, pushing them aside, peeped from among them. He was a savage, in the war-paint and panoply of a Blackfoot brave. The spot to which he had crept was indeed the nearest to the hut that could be reached in that direction, but Softswan knew well that an impassable chasm separated her from the intruder, so she kept well concealed behind the breastwork, and continued to watch him through one of the peep-holes made in it for that purpose. She might have easily shot him, for he was within range, but her nature revolted from doing so, for he seemed to think that the hut was untenanted, and, instead of looking towards her place of concealment, leaned over the cliff so as to get a good view of the lower end of the zigzag track where it entered the woods.

Could he be a foe to the approaching Indians, or one of them? thought the poor girl, rendered almost desperate by doubt and indecision.

Just then a man burst out of the woods below with a defiant shout, and sprang up the narrow track. It was Big Tim. The savage on the cliff pointed his rifle at him. Indecision, doubt, mercy were instantly swept away, and with the speed of the lightning flash the girl sent her charge of slugs into the savage. He collapsed, rolled over the cliff, and went crashing into the bushes underneath, but instantly sprang up, as if unhurt, and disappeared, just as a dozen of his comrades burst upon the scene from the woods below.

The echoing report of the gun and the fall of their companion evidently disconcerted the aim of the savages, for their scattering fire left the bounding Tim untouched. Before they could reload, Softswan sent them a present of another charge of slugs, which, the distance being great, so scattered itself as to embrace nearly the whole party, who thereupon went wounded and howling back into the forest.

Well done, my soft one! exclaimed Big Tim, as he took a flying leap over the low breastwork, and caught his bride in his arms, for even in that moment of danger he could not help expressing his joy and thankfulness at finding her safe and well, when he had half expected to find her dead and scalped, if he found her at all.

Another moment, and he was kneeling at the breastwork, examining the firearms and ready for action.

Fetch the sabre, my soft one, said Big Tim, addressing his bride by the title which he had bestowed on her on his wedding-day.

The tone in which he said this struck the girl as being unusually light and joyous, not quite in keeping with the circumstance of being attacked by overwhelming odds; but she was becoming accustomed to the eccentricities of her bold and stalwart husband, and had perfect confidence in him. Without, therefore, expressing surprise by word or look, she obeyed the order.

Unsheathing the weapon, the hunter felt its edge with his thumb, and a slight smile played on his features as he said  

I have good news for the soft one to-day.

The soft one looked, but did not say, Indeed, what is it?

Yes, continued the youth, sheathing the sabre; the man with the kind heart and the snowy pinion has come back to the mountains. He will be here before the shadows of the trees grow much longer.

Whitewing? exclaimed Softswan, with a gleam of pleasure in her bright black eyes.

Just so. The prairie chief has come back to us, and is now a preacher.

Has the pale-face preacher com vis him? asked the bride, with a slightly troubled look, for she did not yet feel quite at home in her broken English, and feared that her husband might laugh at her mistakes, though nothing was further from the mind of the stout hunter than to laugh at his pretty bride. He did indeed sometimes indulge the propensity in that strange conventional region his sleeve, but no owl of the desert was more solemn in countenance than Big Tim when Softswan perpetrated her lingual blunders.

I know not, he replied, as he renewed the priming of one of the guns. Hist! did you see something move under the willow bush yonder?

The girl shook her head.

A rabbit, no doubt, said the hunter, lowering the rifle which he had raised, and resuming his easy unconcerned attitude, yet keeping his keen eye on the spot with a steadiness that showed his indifference was assumed.

I know not whether the pale-face preacher is with him, he continued. Those who told me about him could only say that a white man dressed like the crows was travelling a short distance in advance of Whitewing, but whether he was one of his party or not, they could not tell. Indeed it is said that Whitewing has no party with him, that he travels alone. If he does, he is more reckless than ever, seeing that his enemies the Blackfeet are on the war-path just now; but you never know what a half-mad redskin will do, and Whitewing is a queer customer.

Big Tims style of speech was in accordance with his half-caste nature  sometimes flowing in channels of slightly poetic imagery, like that of his Indian mother; at other times dropping into the very matter-of-fact style of his white sire.

Leetil Tim vill be glad, said Softswan.

Ay, daddy will be pleased. By the way, I wonder what keeps him out so long? I half expected to find him here when I arrived. Indeed, I made sure it was him that tumbled yon Blackfoot off the cliff so smartly. You see, I didnt know you were such a plucky little woman, my soft one, though I might have guessed it, seeing that you possess all the good qualities under the sun; but a man hardly expects his squaw to be great on the war-path, dye see?

Softswan neither smiled nor looked pleased at the compliment intended in these words.

Me loves not to draw bloods, she said gravely, with a pensive look on the ground.

Dont let that disturb you, soft one, said her husband, with a quiet laugh. By the way he jumped after it I guess he has got no more harm than if youd gin him an overdose o physic. But them reptiles bein in these parts makes me raither anxious about daddy. Did he say where he meant to hunt when he went off this morning?

Yes; Leetil Tim says hims go for hunt near Lipstock Hill.

Just so; Lopstick Hill, returned Tim, correcting her with offhand gravity.

But me hears a shote an a cry, said the girl, with a suddenly anxious look.

That was from one o the redskins, whose thigh I barked for sendin an arrow raither close to my head, said the young man.

But, continued his bride, with increasing anxiety, the shote an the cry was long before you comes home. Praps it bees Leetil Tim.

Impossible, said Big Tim quickly; father must have bin miles away at that time, for Lopsuck Hill is good three hours walk from here as the crow flies, an the Blackfeet came from the opposite airt o the compass.

The young hunters prolonged silence after this, as well as the expression of his face, showed that he was not quite as easy in his mind as his words implied.

Did the cry seem to be far off? he asked at last quickly.

Not far, returned his wife.

Without speaking, Big Tim began to buckle on the cavalry sabre, not in the loosely-swinging cavalry fashion, but closely and firmly to his side, with his broad waistbelt, so that it might not impede his movements. He then selected from the arms a short double-barrelled gun, and, slinging a powder-horn and shot-pouch over his shoulders, prepared to depart.

Now listen, my soft one, he said, on completing his arrangements. I feel amost sartin sure that the cry ye heard was not daddys; nevertheless, the bare possibility o such a thing makes it my dooty to go an see if it was the old man. I think the Blackfeet have drawed off to have a palaver, an wont be back for a bit, so Ill jist slip down the precipice by our secret path; an if they do come back when Im away, pepper them well wi slugs. Ill hear the shots, an be back to you afore they can git up the hill. But if they should make a determined rush, dont you make too bold a stand agin em. Just let fly with the big-bore when theyre half-way up the track, an then slip into the cave. Ill soon meet ye there, an well give the reptiles a surprise. Now, youll be careful, soft one?

Soft one promised to be careful, and Big Tim, entering the hut, passed out at a back door, and descended the cliff to the torrent below by a concealed path which even a climbing monkey might have shuddered to attempt.

Meanwhile Softswan, re-arranging and re-examining her firearm, sat down behind the breastwork to guard the fort.

The sun was still high in the heavens, illuming a magnificent prospect of hill and dale and virgin forest, and glittering in the lakelets, pools, and rivers, which brightened the scene as far as the distant horizon, where the snow-clad peaks of the Rocky Mountains rose grandly into the azure sky.

The girl sat there almost motionless for a long time, exhibiting in her face and figure at once the keen watchfulness of the savage and the endurance of the pale-face.

Unlike many girls of her class, she had at one period been brought for a short time under the influence of men who loved the Lord Jesus Christ and esteemed it equally a duty and a privilege to urge others to flee from the wrath to come and accept the Gospel offer of salvation  men who themselves had long before been influenced by the pale-face preacher to whom Softswan had already referred. The seed had, in her case, fallen into good ground, and had brought forth the fruit of an earnest desire to show good-will to all with whom she had to do. It had also aroused in her a hungering and thirsting for more knowledge of God and His ways.

It was natural, therefore, as she gazed on the splendid scene spread out before her, that the thoughts of this child of the backwoods should rise to contemplation of the Creator, and become less attentive to inferior matters than circumstances required.

She was recalled suddenly to the danger of her position by the appearance of a dark object, which seemed to crawl out of the bushes below, just where the zigzag track entered them. At the first glance it seemed to resemble a bear; a second and more attentive look suggested that it might be a man. Whether bear or man, however, it was equally a foe, at least so thought Softswan, and she raised one of the guns to her shoulder with a promptitude that would have done credit to Big Tim himself.

But she did not fire. The natural disinclination to shed blood restrained her  fortunately, as it turned out,  for the crawling object, on reaching the open ground, rose with apparent difficulty and staggered forward a few paces in what seemed to be the form of a drunken man. After one or two ineffectual efforts to ascend the track, the unfortunate being fell and remained a motionless heap upon the ground.




Chapter Six.

A Strange Visitor.

Curious mingling of eagerness, hope, and fear rendered Softswan for some minutes undecided how to act as she gazed at the fallen man. His garb was of a dark uniform grey colour, which she had often heard described, but had not seen until now. That he was wounded she felt quite sure, but she knew that there would be great danger in descending to aid him. Besides, if he were helpless, as he seemed to be, she had not physical strength to lift him, and would expose herself to easy capture if the Blackfeet should be in ambush.

Still, the eager and indefinable hope that was in her heart induced the girl to rise with the intention of descending the path, when she observed that the fallen man again moved. Rising on his hands and knees, he crept forward a few paces, and then stopped. Suddenly by a great effort, he raised himself to a kneeling position, clasped his hands, and looked up.

The act sufficed to decide the wavering girl. Leaping lightly over the breastwork, she ran swiftly down until she reached the man, who gazed at her in open-mouthed astonishment. He was a white man, and the ghastly pallor of his face, with a few spots of blood on it and on his hands, told that he had been severely wounded.

Manitou seems to have sent an angel of light to me in my extremity, he gasped in the Indian tongue.

Come; me vill help you, answered Softswan, in her broken English, as she stooped and assisted him to rise.

No other word was uttered, for even with the girls assistance it was with the utmost difficulty that the man reached the breastwork of the hut, and when he had succeeded in clambering over it, he lay down and fainted.

After Softswan had glanced anxiously in the direction of the forest, and placed one of the guns in a handy position, she proceeded to examine the wounded stranger. Being expert in such matters, she opened his vest, and quickly found a wound near the region of the heart. It was bleeding steadily though not profusely. To stanch this and bind it up was the work of a few minutes. Then she reclosed the vest. In doing so she found something hard in a pocket near the wound. It was a little book, which she gently removed as it might interfere with the bandage. In doing so she observed that the book had been struck by the bullet which it deflected, so as to cause a more deadly wound than might otherwise have been inflicted.

She was thus engaged when the patient recovered consciousness, and, seizing her wrist, exclaimed, Take not the Word from me. It has been my joy and comfort in all my

He stopped on observing who it was that touched his treasure.

Nay, then, he continued, with a faint smile, as he released his hold; it can come to no harm in thy keeping, child. For an instant I thought that rougher hands had seized it. But why remove it?

Softswan explained, but, seeing how eager the man was to keep it, she at once returned the little Bible to the inner pocket in which it was carried when not in use. Then running into the hut she quickly returned with a rib of venison and a tin mug of water.

The man declined the food, but drained the mug with an air of satisfaction, which showed how much he stood in need of water.

Much refreshed, he pulled out the Bible again, and looked earnestly at it.

Strange, he said, in the Indian tongue, turning his eyes on his surgeon-nurse; often have I heard of men saved from death by bullets being stopped by Bibles, but in my case it would seem as if God had made it a key to unlock the gates of the better land.

Does my white father think he is going to die? asked the girl in her own tongue, with a look of anxiety.

It may be so, replied the man gently, for I feel very, very weak. But feelings are deceptive; one cannot trust them. It matters little, however. If I live, it is to work for Jesus. If I die, it is to be with Jesus. But tell me, little one, who art thou whom the Lord has sent to succour me?

Me is Softswan, daughter of the great chief Bounding Bull, replied the girl, with a look of pride when she mentioned her father, which drew a slight smile from the stranger.

But Softswan has white blood in her veins, he said; and why does she sometimes speak in the language of the pale-face?

My mother, returned the girl in a low, sad tone, was pale-face womans from the Saskatchewan. Me speaks English, for my husban likes it.

Your husband  what is his name!

Big Tim.

What! exclaimed the wounded man with sudden energy, as a flush overspread his pale face; is he the son of Little Tim, the brother-in-law of Whitewing the prairie chief?

He is the son of Leetil Tim, an this be hims house.

Then, exclaimed the stranger, with a pleased look, I have reached, if not the end of my journey, at least a most important point in it, for I had appointed to meet Whitewing at this very spot, and did not know, when the Blackfoot Indian shot me, that I was so near the hut. It looked like a mere accident my finding the track which leads to it near the spot where I fell, but it is the Lords doing. Tell me, Softswan, have you never heard Whitewing and Little Tim speak of the pale-face missionary  the Preacher, they used to call me?

Yes, yes, oftin, answered the girl eagerly. Me tinks it bees you. Me very glad, an Leetil Tim he

Her speech was cut short at this point by a repetition of the appalling war-whoop which had already disturbed the echoes of the gorge more than once that day.

Naturally the attention of Softswan had been somewhat distracted by the foregoing conversation, and she had allowed the Indians to burst from the thicket and rush up the track a few paces before she was able to bring the big-bore gun to bear on them.

Slay them not, Softswan, cried the preacher anxiously, as he tried to rise and prevent her firing. We cannot escape them.

He was too late. She had already pressed the trigger, and the roar of the huge gun was reverberating from cliff to cliff like miniature thunder; but his cry had not been too late to produce wavering in the girls wind, inducing her to take bad aim, so that the handful of slugs with which the piece had been charged went hissing over the assailants heads instead of killing them. The stupendous hissing and noise, however, had the effect of momentarily arresting the savages, and inducing each man to seek the shelter of the nearest shrub.

Com queek, cried Softswan, seizing the preachers hand. You be deaded soon if you not com queek.

Feeling the full force of this remark, the wounded man, exerting all his strength, arose, and suffered himself to be led into the hut. Passing quickly out by a door at the back, the preacher and the bride found themselves on a narrow ledge of rock, from one side of which was the precipice down which Big Tim had made his perilous descent. Close to their feet lay a great flat rock or natural slab, two yards beyond which the ledge terminated in a sheer precipice.

No escape here, remarked the preacher sadly, as he looked round. In my present state I could not venture down such a path even to save my life. But care not for me, Softswan. If you think you can escape, go and

He stopped, for to his amazement the girl stooped, and with apparent ease raised the ponderous mass of rock above referred to as though it had been a slight wooden trap-door, and disclosed a hole large enough for a man to pass through. The preacher observed that the stone was hinged on a strong iron bar, which was fixed considerably nearer to one side of it than the other. Still, this hinge did not account for the ease with which a mere girl lifted a ponderous mass which two or three men could not have moved without the aid of levers.

But there was no time to investigate the mystery of the matter, for another ringing war-whoop told that the Blackfeet, having recovered from their consternation, had summoned courage to renew the assault.

Down queek! said the girl, looking earnestly into her companions face, and pointing to the dark hole, where the head of a rude ladder, dimly visible, showed what had to be done.

It does not require much faith to trust and obey such a leader, thought the preacher, as he got upon the ladder, and quickly disappeared in the hole. Softswan lightly followed. As her head was about to disappear, she raised her hand, seized hold of a rough projection on the under surface of the mass of rock, and drew it gently down so as to effectually close the hole, leaving no trace whatever of its existence.

While this was going on the Blackfeet were advancing up the narrow pathway with superlative though needless caution, and no small amount of timidity. Each man took advantage of every scrap of cover he could find on the way up, but as the owner of the hut had taken care to remove all cover that was removable, they did not find much, and if the defenders had been there, that little would have been found to be painfully insufficient, for it consisted only of rugged masses and projections of rock, none of which could altogether conceal the figure of a full-grown man. Indeed, it seemed inexplicable that these Indians should have made this assault in broad day, considering that Indians in general are noted for their care of number one, are particularly unwilling to meet their foes in fair open fight, and seldom if ever venture to storm a place of strength except by surprise and under the cover of night.

The explanation lay partly in the fact that they were aware of the advance of friends towards the place, but much more in this, that the party was led by the great chief Rushing River, a man possessed of that daring bulldog courage and reckless contempt of death which is usually more characteristic of white than of red men.

When the band had by galvanic darts and rushes gained the last scrap of cover that lay between them and the little fortress, Rushing River gave vent to a whoop which was meant to thrill the defenders with consternation to the very centre of their being, and made a gallant rush, worthy of his name, for the breastwork. Reaching it in gasping haste, he and his braves crouched for one moment at the foot of it, presumably to recover wind and allow the first fire of the defenders to pass over their heads.

But no first fire came, and Rushing River rolled his great black eyes upward in astonishment, perhaps thinking that his whoop had thrilled the defenders off the face of the earth altogether!

Suspense, they say, is less endurable than actual collision with danger. Probably Rushing River thought it so, for next moment he raised his black head quickly. Finding a hole in the defences, he applied one of his black eyes to it and peeped through. Seeing nothing, he uttered another whoop, and vaulted over like a squirrel, tomahawk in hand, ready to brain anybody or anything. Seeing nobody and nothing in particular, except an open door, he suspected an ambush in that quarter, darted round the corner of the hut to get out of the doorway line of fire, and peeped back.

Animated by a similar spirit, his men followed suit. When it became evident that no one meant to come out of the hut Rushing River resolved to go in, and did so with another yell and a flourish of his deadly weapon, but again was he doomed to expend his courage and violence on air, for he possessed too much of natural dignity to expend his wrath on inanimate furniture.

Of course one glance sufficed to show that the defenders had flown, and it needed not the practised wit of a savage to perceive that they had retreated through the back door. In his eagerness to catch the foe, the Indian chief sprang after them with such a rush that nothing but a stout willow, which he grasped convulsively, prevented him from going over the precipice headlong  changing, as it were, from a River into a Fall  and ending his career appropriately in the torrent below.

When the chief had assembled his followers on the limited surface of the ledge, they all gazed around them for a few seconds in silence. On one side was a sheer precipice. On another side was, if we may so express it, a sheerer precipice rising upward. On the third side was the steep and rugged path, which looked sufficiently dangerous to arrest all save the mad or the desperate. On the fourth side was the hut.

Seeing all this at a glance, Rushing River looked mysterious and said, Ho!

To which his men returned, How! Hi! and Hee! or some other exclamation indicative of bafflement and surprise.

Standing on the trap-door rock as on a sort of pulpit, the chief pointed with his finger to the precipitous path, and said solemnly  

Big Tim has gone down there. He has net the wings of the hawk, but he has the spirit of the squirrel, or the legs of the goat.

Or the brains of the fool, suggested a follower, with a few drops of white blood in his veins, which made him what boys call cheeky.

Of course, continued Rushing River, still more solemnly, and scorning to notice the remark, of course Rushing River and his braves could follow if they chose. They could do anything. But of what use would it be? As well might we follow the moose-deer when it has got a long start.

Big Tim has got the start, as Rushing River wisely says, remarked the cheeky comrade, but he is hampered with his squaw, and cannot go fast.

Many pale-faces are hampered by their squaws, and cannot go fast, retorted the chief, by which reply he meant to insinuate that the few drops of white blood in the veins of the cheeky one might yet come through an experience to which a pure Indian would scorn to submit. But, continued the chief, after a pause to let the stab take full effect, but Softswan is well known. She is strong as the mountain sheep and fleet as the mustang. She will not hamper Big Tim. Enough! We will let them go, and take possession of their goods.

Whatever the chiefs followers might have thought about the first part of his speech, there was evidently no difference of opinion as to the latter part. With a series of assenting Hos, Hows, His, and Hees, they returned with him into the hut, and began to appropriate the property, commencing with a cold haunch of venison which they discovered in the larder, and to which they did ample justice, sitting in a circle on the floor in the middle of the little room.

Leaving them there, we will return to Softswan and her new friend.

The place is very dark, remarked the preacher, groping cautiously about after the trap-door was closed as above described.

Stan still; I vill strik light, said Softswan.

In a few moments sparks were seen flying from flint and steel, and after one or two unsuccessful efforts a piece of tinder was kindled. Then the girls pretty little nose and lips were seen of a fiery red colour as she blew some dry grass and chips into a flame, and kindled a torch therewith.

The light revealed a small natural cavern of rock, not much more than six feet high and ten or twelve wide, but of irregular shape, and extending into obscurity in one direction. The only objects in the cave besides the ladder by which they entered it were a few barrels partially covered with deerskin, an unusually small table, rudely but strongly made, and an enormous mass of rock enclosed in a net of strong rope which hung from an iron hook in the roof.

The last object at once revealed the mystery of the trap-door. It formed a ponderous counterpoise attached to the smaller section of the stone slab, and so nearly equalised the weight on the hinge that, as we have seen, Softswans weak arm was sufficient to turn the scale.

The instant the torch flared up the girl stuck it into a crevice in the wall, and quickly grasping the little table, pushed it under the pendent rock. It reached to within half an inch of the mass. Picking up two broad wooden wedges that lay on the floor, she thrust them between the rock and the table, one on either side, so as to cause it to rest entirely on the table, and thus by removing its weight from the iron hook, the slab was rendered nearly immovable. She was anxiously active in these various operations, for already the Indians had entered the hut and their voices could be distinctly heard overhead.

Now, she whispered, with a sigh of relief, six mans not abil to move the stone, even if he knowed the hole is blow it.

It is an ingenious device, said the preacher, throwing his exhausted form on a heap of pine branches which lay in a corner. Who invented it  your husband?

No; it was Leetil Tim, returned the girl, with a low musical laugh. Big Tim says hims fadder be great at ventions. He vent many tings. Somes good, somes bad, an somes funny.

The preacher could not forbear smiling at this account of his old friend, in spite of his anxiety lest the Indians who were regaling themselves overhead should discover their retreat. He had begun to put some questions to Softswan in a low voice when he was rendered dumb and his blood seemed to curdle as he heard stumbling footsteps approaching from the dark end of the cavern. Then was heard the sound of some one panting vehemently. Next moment a man leaped into the circle of light, and seized the Indian girl in his arms.

Thank God! he exclaimed fervently; not too late! I had thought the reptiles had been too much for thee, soft one. Ah me! I fear that some poor pale-face has He stopped abruptly, for at that moment Big Tims eye fell upon the wounded man. What! he exclaimed, hastening to the preachers side; you have got here after all?

Ay, young man, through the goodness of God I have reached this haven of rest. Your words seem to imply that you had half expected to find me, though how you came to know of my case at all is to me a mystery.

My white father, returned Big Tim, referring as much to the preachers age and pure white hair as to his connection with the white men, finds mystery where the hunter and the red man see none. I went out a-purpose to see that it was not my daddy the Blackfoot reptiles had shot and soon came across your tracks, which showed me as plain as a book that you was badly wounded. I followed the tracks for a bit, expectin to find you lyin dead somewheres, when the whoops of the reptiles turned me back. But tell me, white father, are you not the preacher that my daddy and Whitewing used to know some twenty years agone?

I am, and fain would I meet with my former friends once more before I die.

You shall meet with them, I doubt not, replied the young hunter, arranging the couch of the wounded man more comfortably. I see that my soft one has bandaged you up, and shes better than the best o sawbones at such work. Ill be able to make you more comfortable when we drive the reptiles out o

Call them not reptiles, interrupted the preacher gently. They are the creatures of God, like ourselves.

It may be so, white father; nevertheless, they are uncommon low, mean, sneakin, savage critters, an thats all that Ive got to do with.

You say truth, Big Tim, returned the preacher, and that is also all that I have got to do with; but you and I take different methods of correcting the evil.

Every man must walk in the ways to which he was natrally born, rejoined the young hunter, with a dark frown, as the sound of revelry in the hut overhead became at the moment much louder; my way wi them may not be the best in the world, but you shall see in a few minutes that it is a way which will cause the very marrow of the rep  of the dear critters  to frizzle in their bones.




Chapter Seven.

Big Tims Method with Savages.

I sincerely hope, said the wounded man, with a look of anxiety, that the plan you speak of does not involve the slaughter of these men.

It does not replied Big Tim, though if it did, it would be serving them right, for they would slaughter you and me  ay, and even Softswan there  if they could lay hold of us.

Is it too much to ask the son of my old friend to let me know what his plans are? A knowledge of them would perhaps remove my anxiety, which I feel pressing heavily on me in my present weak condition. Besides, I may be able to counsel you. Although a man of peace, my life has been but too frequently mixed up with scenes of war and bloodshed. In truth, my mission on earth is to teach those principles which, if universally acted on, would put an end to both;  perhaps I should have said, my mission is to point men to that Saviour who is an embodiment of the principles of Love and Peace and Goodwill.

For a few seconds the young hunter sat on the floor of the cave in silence, with his hands clasped round his knees, and his eyes cast down as if in meditation. At last a smile played on his features, and he looked at his questioner with a humorous twinkle in his eyes.

Well, my white father, he said, I see no reason why I should not explain the matter to my daddys old friend; but Ill have to say my say smartly, for by the stamping and yells o the rep  o the Blackfeet overhead, I perceive that theyve got hold o my case-bottle o rum, an if I dont stop them theyll pull the old hut down about their ears.

Well, you must know that my daddy left the settlements in his young days, continued Big Tim, an took to a rovin life on the prairies an mountains, but praps he told you that long ago. No? Well, he served for some time at a queer sort o trade  the makin o fireworks; them rediklous things they call squibs, crackers, rockets, an Roman candles, with which the foolish folk o the settlements blow their money into smoke for the sake o ticklin their fancies for a few minutes.

Well, when he came here, of course he had no use for sitch tomfooleries, but once or twice, when he wanted to astonish the natives, he got hold o some pothicarys stuff an wi gunpowder an charcoal concocted some things that well-nigh drove the red men out o their senses, an got daddy to be regarded as a great medicine-man. Of course he kep it secret how he produced the surprisin fires  an, to say truth, I think from my own experience that if he had tried to explain it to em they could have made neither head nor tail ot. For a long time arter that he did nothin more in that way, till one time when the Blackfeet came an catched daddy an me nappin in this very hut and we barely got off wi the scalps on our heads by scrambling down the precipice where the reptiles didnt like to follow. When they left the place they took all our odds an ends wi them, an set fire to the hut. Arter they was gone we set to work an built a noo hut. Then daddy  whos got an amazin turn for inventin things  set to work to concoct suthin for the reptiles if they should pay us another visit. It was at that time he thought of turnin this cave to account as a place o refuge when hard pressed, an hit on the plan for liftin the big stone easy, which no doubt youve obsarved.

Yes; Softswan has explained it to me. But what about your plan with the Indians? said the preacher.

Im comin to that, replied the hunter. Well, daddy set to work an made a lot o fireworks  big squibs, an them sort o crackers, I forget what you call em, that jumps about as if they was not only alive, but possessed with evil spirits

I know them  zigzag crackers, said the preacher, somewhat amused.

Thats them, cried Big Tim, with an eager look, as if the mere memory of them were exciting. Well, daddy he fixed up a lot o the big squibs an Roman candles round the walls o the hut in such a way that they all pinted from ivery corner, above an below, to the centre of the hut, right in front o the fireplace, so that their fire should all meet, so to speak, in a focus. Then he chiselled out a lot o little holes in the stone walls in such a way that they could not be seen, and in every hole he put a zigzag cracker; an he connected the whole affair  squibs, candles, and crackers  with an instantaneous fuse, the end of which he trained down, through a hole cut in the solid rock, into this here cave; an theres the end of it right opposite to yer nose.

He pointed as he spoke to a part of the wall of the cavern where a small piece of what seemed like white tape projected about half an inch from the stone.

Has it ever been tried? asked the preacher, who, despite his weak and wounded condition, could hardly restrain a laugh as the young hunter described his fathers complicated arrangements.

No, we hant tried it yet, cause the reptiles havent bin here since, but daddy, whos a very thoroughgoin man, has given the things a complete overhaul once a month ever since cept when he was away on long expeditions  so as to make sure the stuff was dry an in workin order. Now, added the young man, rising and lighting a piece of tinder at the torch on the wall, its about time that we should putt it to the test. If things dont go wrong, youll hear summat koorious overhead before long.

He applied a light to the quick-match as he spoke, and awaited the result.

In order that the reader may observe that result more clearly, we will transport him to the scene of festivity in the little fortress above.

As Big Tim correctly surmised, the savages had discovered the hunters store of rum just after eating as much venison as they could comfortably consume. Fire-water, as is well known, tells with tremendous effect on the excitable nerves and minds of Indians. In a very few minutes it produced, as in many white men, a tendency to become garrulous. While in this stage the savages began to boast, if possible, more than usual of their prowess in chase and war, and as their potations continued, they were guilty of that undignified act  so rare among red men and so common among whites  of interrupting and contradicting each other.

This condition is the sure precursor of the quarrelsome and fighting stage of drunkenness. They had almost reached it, when Rushing River rose to his feet for the purpose of making a speech. Usually the form of the chief was as firm as the rock on which he stood. At this time, however, it swayed very slightly to and fro, and in his eyes  which were usually noted for the intensity of their eagle glance  there was just then an owlish blink as they surveyed the circle of his braves.

Indeed Rushing River, as he stood there looking down into the upturned faces, observed  with what feelings we know not  that these braves sometimes exhibited a few of the same owlish blinks in their earnest eyes.

My bbraves, said the chief; and then, evidently forgetting what he intended to say, he put on one of those looks of astonishing solemnity which fire-water alone is capable of producing.

My bbraves, he began again, looking sternly round the almost breathless and expectant circle, when we left our llodges in the mmountains this morning the sun was rising.

He paused, and this being an emphatic truism, was received with an equally emphatic Ho of assent.

Nnow, continued the chief, with a gentle sway to the right, which he corrected with an abrupt jerk to the left, nnow, the sun is about to descend, and wwe are here!

Feeling that he had made a decided point, he drew himself up and blinked, while his audience gave vent to another Ho in tones which expressed the idea waiting for more. The comrade, however, whose veins were fired, or chilled, with the few drops of white blood, ventured to assert his independence by ejaculating Hum!

Bounding Bull, cried the chief, suddenly shifting ground and glaring, while he breathed hard and showed his teeth, is a coward. His daughter Softswan is a chicken-hearted squaw; and her husband Big Tim is a skunk  so is Little Tim his father.

These remarks, being thoroughly in accord with the sentiments of the braves, were received with a storm of Hos, Hows, His, and Hees, which effectually drowned the cheeky ones Hums, and greatly encouraged the chief, who thereafter broke forth in a flow of language which was more in keeping with his name. After a few boastful references to the deeds of himself and his forefathers, he went into an elaborate and exaggerated description of the valorous way in which they had that day stormed the fort of their pale-face enemies and driven them out; after which, losing somehow the thread of his discourse, he fell back on an appallingly solemn look, blinked, and sat down.

This was the signal for the recurrence of the approving Hos and His, the gratifying effect of which, however, was slightly marred when silence was restored by a subdued Hum from the cheeky comrade.

Directing a fierce glance at that presumptuous brave, Rushing River was about to give vent to words which might have led on to the fighting stage, when he was arrested, and, with his men, almost petrified, by a strange fizzing noise which seemed to come from the earth directly below them.

Incomprehensible sounds are at all times more calculated to alarm than sounds which we recognise. The report of a rifle, the yell of a foe, could not have produced such an effect on the savages as did that fizzing sound. Each man grasped his tomahawk, but sat still, and turned pale. The fizzing sound was interspersed with one or two cracks, which intensified the alarm, but did not clear up the mystery. If they had only known what to do they would have done it; what danger to face, they would have faced it; but to sit there inactive, with the mysterious sounds increasing, was almost intolerable.

Rushing River, of all the band, maintained his character for reckless hardihood. He sat there unblenched and apparently unmoved, though it was plain that he was intensely watchful and ready. But the foe assailed him where least expected. In a little hole right under the very spot on which he sat lay one of the zigzag crackers. Its first crack caused the chief, despite his power of will and early training, to bound up as if an electric battery had discharged him. The second crack sent the eccentric thing into his face. Its third vagary brought it down about his knees. Its fourth sent it into the gaping mouth of the cheeky one. At the same instant the squibs and candles burst forth from all points, pouring their fires on the naked shoulders of the red men with a hiss that the whole serpent race of America might have failed to equal, while the other zigzags went careering about as if the hut were filled with evil spirits.

To say that the savages yelled and jumped, and stamped and roared, were but a tame remark. After a series of wild bursts, in sudden and violent confusion which words cannot describe, they rushed in a compact body to the door. Of course they stuck fast. Rushing River went at them like a battering-ram, and tried to force them through, but failed. The cheeky comrade, with a better appreciation of the possibilities of the case, took a short run and a header right over the struggling mass, à la harlequin, and came down on his shoulders outside, without breaking his neck.

Guessing the state of things by the nature of the sounds, Big Tim removed the table from under the ponderous weight, lifted the re-adjusted trap-door, and, springing up, darted into the hut just in time to bestow a parting kick on the last man that struggled through. Running to the breastwork, he beheld his foes tumbling, rushing, crashing, bounding down the track like maniacs  which indeed they were for the time being  and he succeeded in urging them to even greater exertions by giving utterance to a grand resonant British cheer, which had been taught him by his father, and had indeed been used by him more than once, with signal success, against his Indian foes.

Returning to the cavern after the Indians had vanished into their native woods, Big Tim assisted the preacher up the ladder, and, taking him into the hut after the smoke of the fireworks had cleared away, placed him in his own bed.

You resemble your father in face, Big Tim, but not in figure, said the missionary, when he had recovered from the exhaustion caused by his recent efforts and excitement.

My white father says truth, replied the hunter, with slightly humorous glances at his huge limbs. Daddy is little, but he is strong  uncommon strong.

He used to be so when I knew him, returned the preacher, and I dare say the twenty years that have passed since then have not changed him much, for he is a good deal younger than I am  about the same age, I should suppose, as my old friend Whitewing.

Yes, thats so, said the hunter; theyre both about five-an-forty or there-away, though I doubt if either o them is quite sure about his age. An theyre both beginning to be grizzled about the scalp-locks.

Your father, although somewhat reckless in his disposition, continued the preacher, after a pause, was a man of earnest mind.

Thats a fact, an no mistake, returned Big Tim, examining a pot of soup which his bride had put on the fire to warm up for their visitor. I doubt if ever I saw a more arnest-minded man than daddy, especially when he tackles his victuals or gets on the track of a grizzly bar.

The missionary smiled, in spite of himself, as he explained that the earnestness he referred to was connected rather with the soul and the spiritual world than with this sublunary sphere.

Well, he is arnest about that too, returned the hunter. He has often told me that he didnt use to trouble his head about such matters long ago, but after that time when he met you on the prairies he had been led to think a deal more about em. Hes a queer man is daddy, an putts things to ye in a queer way sometimes. Timmy, says he to me once  he calls me Timmy out o fondness, you know Timmy, says he, if you comed up to a great thick glass wall, not very easy to see through, wi a door in it, an you was told that some day that door would open, an youd have to go through an live on the other side o that glass wall, youd be koorious to know the lie o the land on the other side o that wall, wouldnt you, and what sort o customers youd have to consort wi there, eh?

Yes, daddy, says I, you say right, an Id be a great fool if I didnt take a good long squint now an again.

Well, Timmy, says he, this world is that glass wall, an death is the door through it, an the Bible that the preacher gave me long ago is the Book that helps to clear up the glass an enable us to see through it a little better; an a Blackfoot bullet or arrow may open the door to you an me any day, so Id advise you, lad, to take a good squint now an again. An Ive done it, too, Preacher, Ive done it, but theres a deal on it that I dont rightly understand.

That I do not wonder at, my young friend; and I hope that if God spares me I may be able to help you a little in this matter. But what of Whitewing? Has he never tried to assist you?

Tried! He just has; but the chief is too deep for me most times. He seems to have a wonderful grip o these things himself, an many a long palaver he has wi my daddy about em. Whitewing does little else, in fact but go about among his people far an near tellin them about their lost condition and the Saviour of sinners. He has even venturd to visit a tribe o the Blackfeet, but his great enemy Rushin River has sworn to scalp him if he gets hold of him, so weve done our best to hold him back  daddy an me  for it would be of no use preachin to such a double-dyed villain as Rushin River.

That is one of the things, returned the preacher, that you do not quite understand, Big Tim, for it was to such men as he that our Saviour came. Indeed, I have returned to this part of the country for the very purpose of visiting the Blackfoot chief in company with Whitewing.

Both you and Whitewing will be scalped if you do, said the young hunter almost sternly.

I trust not, returned the preacher; and we hope to induce your father to go with us.

Then daddy will be scalped too, said Big Tim an so will I, for Im bound to keep daddy company.

It is to be hoped your gloomy expectations will not be realised, returned the preacher. But tell me, where is your father just now?

Out hunting, not far off, replied the youth, with an anxious look. To say truth, I dont feel quite easy about him, for hes bin away longer than usual, or than theres any occasion for. If he doesnt return soon, Ill have to go an sarch for him.

As the hunter spoke the hooting of an owl was distinctly heard outside. The preacher looked up inquiringly, for he was too well acquainted with the ways of Indians not to know that the cry was a signal from a biped without wings. He saw that Big Tim and his bride were both listening intently, with expressions of joyful expectation on their faces.

Again the cry was heard, much nearer than before.

Whitewing! exclaimed the hunter, leaping up and hastening to the door.

Softswan did not move, but continued silently to stir the soup in the pot on the fire.

Presently many footsteps were heard outside, and the sound of men conversing in low tones. Another moment, and a handsome middle-aged Indian stood in the doorway. With an expression of profound sorrow, he gazed for one moment at the wounded man; then, striding forward, knelt beside him and grasped his hand.

My white father! he said.

Whitewing! exclaimed the preacher; I little expected that our meeting should be like this!

Is the preacher badly hurt? asked the Indian in a low voice.

It may be so; I cannot tell. My feelings lead me to  to doubt  I was going to say fear, but I have nothing to fear. He doeth all things well. If my work on earth is not done, I shall live; if it is finished, I shall die.




Chapter Eight.

Netting a Grizzly Bear.

As it is at all times unwise as well as disagreeable to involve a reader in needless mystery, we may as well explain here that there would have been no mystery at all in Little Tims prolonged absence from his fortress, if it had not been that he was aware of the intended visit of his chum and brother-in-law, Whitewing, and his old friend the pale-faced missionary, and that he had promised to return on the evening of the day on which he set off to hunt or on the following morning at latest.

Moreover, Little Tim was a man of his word, having never within the memory of his oldest friend been known to break it. Thus it came to pass that when three days had passed away, and the sturdy little hunter failed to return, Big Tim and his bride first became surprised and then anxious. The attack on the hut, however, and the events which we have just related, prevented the son from going out in search of the father; but now that the Blackfeet had been effectually repulsed and the fortress relieved by the arrival of Whitewings party, it was resolved that they should organise a search for the absentee without an hours delay.

Leetil Tim, said Whitewing decisively, when he was told of his old friends unaccountable absence, must be found.

So say I, returned Big Tim. I hope the Blackfoot reptiles havent got him. Mayhap he has cut himself with his hatchet. Anyhow, we must go at once. You wont mind our leaving you for a bit? he added, turning to the missionary; we will leave enough o redskins to guard you, and my soft one will see to it that you are comfortable.

Think not of me, replied the preacher. All will go well, I feel assured.

Still further to guard the reader from supposing that there is any mystery connected with the missionarys name or Little Tims surname, we think it well to state at once that there is absolutely none. In those outlandish regions, and among that primitive people, the forming of names by the mere combination of unmeaning syllables found small favour. They named people according to some striking quality or characteristic. Hence our missionary had been long known among the red men of the West as the Preacher, and, being quite satisfied with that name, he accepted it without making any attempt to bamboozle the children of the woods and prairies with his real name, which was  and is  a matter of no importance whatever. Tim likewise, being short of stature, though very much the reverse of weak or diminutive, had accepted the name of Little Tim with a good grace, and made mention of no other; his son naturally becoming Big Tim when he outgrew his father.

A search expedition having been quickly organised, it left the little fortress at once, and defiled into the thick woods, led by Whitewing and Big Tim.

In order that the reader may fully understand the cause of Little Tims absence, we will take the liberty of pushing on in advance of the search party, and explain a few matters as we go.

It has already been shown that our little hunter possessed a natural ingenuity of mind. This quality had, indeed, been noticeable when he was a boy, but it did not develop largely till he became a man. As he grew older his natural ingenuity seemed to become increasingly active, until his thirst for improving on mechanical contrivances and devising something new became almost a passion. Hence he was perpetually occupied in scheming to improve  as he was wont to say  the material condition of the human race, as well as the mental.

Among other things, he improved the traps of his Indian friends, and also their dwellings. He invented new traps, and, as we have seen, new methods of defending dwellings, as well as of escaping when defence failed. His name, of course, became well known in the Indian country, and as some of his contrivances proved to be eminently useful, he was regarded far and near as a great medicine-man, who could do whatever he set his mind to. Without laying claim to such unlimited powers, Little Tim was quite content to leave the question of his capacity to scheme and invent as much a matter of uncertainty in the minds of his red friends as it was in his own mind.

One day there came to the Indian village, in which he dwelt at the time with his still pretty though matronly wife Brighteyes, one of the agents of a man whose business it was to collect wild animals for the menageries of the United States and elsewhere. Probably this man was an ancestor of Barnum, for he possessed a mind which seemed to be capable of conceiving anything and sticking at nothing. He found a man quite after his own heart when he discovered Little Tim.

I want a grizzly bar, he said, on being introduced to the hunter.

Theres plenty of em in these parts, said Tim, who was whittling a piece of wood at the time.

But I want a full-grown old un, said the agent.

Well, remarked Tim, looking up with an inquiring glance for a moment, I should say theres some thousands, more or less, roamin about the Rockies, in all stages of oldness  from experienced mammas to great-grandmothers, to say nothin o the old gentlemen; but youll find most of em powerful sly an uncommon hard to kill.

But I dont want to kill em; I want one of em alive, said the agent.

At this Little Tim stopped whittling the bit of stick, and looked hard at the man.

You wants to catch one alive? he repeated.

Yes, thats whats the matter with me exactly. I want it for a show, an Im prepared to give a good price for a big one.

How much? asked the hunter.

The stranger bent down and whispered in his ear. Little Tim raised his eyebrows a little, and resumed whittling.

But, said he, after a few moments vigorous knife-work, what if I should try, an fail?

Then you get nothing.

Wont do, returned the little hunter, with a slow shake of the head. Im game to tackle difficulties for love or money, but not for nothin. Youll have to go to another shop, stranger.

Well, what will you try it for? asked the agent, who was unwilling to lose his man.

For quarter o the sum down, to be kep whether I succeed or fail, the balance to be paid when I hand over the goods.

Well, stranger, returned the agent, with a grim smile, I dont mind if I agree to that. You seem an honest man.

Sorry I cant return the compliment, said Little Tim, holding out his hand. So cash down, if you please.

The agent laughed, but pulled out a huge leathern bag, and paid the stipulated sum in good undeniable silver dollars.

The hunter at once made preparation for his enterprise. Meanwhile the agent took up his abode in the Indian village to await the result.

After a night of profound meditation in the solitude of his wigwam, Little Tim set to work and cut up several fresh buffalo hides into long and strong lines with which he made a net of enormous mesh and strength. He arranged it in such a way, with a line run round the circumference, that he could draw it together like a purse. With this gigantic affair on his shoulder, he set off one morning at daybreak into the mountains. He met the agent, who was an early riser, on the threshold of the village.

What! goin out alone, Little Tim? he said.

Yes; bars dont like company, as a rule.

Dont you think I might help you a bit?

No, I dont. If you stop where you are, Ill very likely bring the bar home to ee. If you go with me, its more than likely the bar will take you home to her small family!

Well, well, have it your own way, returned the agent, laughing.

I always do, replied the hunter, with a grin.

Proceeding a days journey into the mountains, our adventurous hunter discovered the track of a bear, which must, he thought be an uncommonly large one. Selecting a convenient tree, he stuck four slender poles into the ground, under one of its largest branches. Over these he spread his net, arranging the closing rope  or what we may term the purse-string  in such a way that he could pass it over the branch of the tree referred to. This done, he placed a large junk of buffalo-meat directly under the net, and pegged it to the ground.

Thereafter Little Tim ascended the tree, crept out on the large limb until he reached the spot where the line had been thrown over it, directly above his net. There, seating himself comfortably among the branches, he proceeded to sup and enjoy himself, despite the unsavoury smell that arose from the half-decayed buffalo-meat below.

The limb of the tree was so large and suitable that while a fork of it was wide enough to serve for a table, a branch which grew upwards formed a lean to the hunters back, and another branch, doubling round most conveniently, formed a rest for his right elbow. At the same time an abrupt curl in the same branch constituted a rest for his gun. Thus he reclined in a natural one-armed rustic chair, with his weapons handy, and a good supper before him.

What could a man wish more? he muttered to himself, with a contented expression of face, as he fixed a square piece of birch-bark in the fork of the branch, and on this platter arranged his food, commenting thereon as he proceeded: Roast prairie hen. Capital grub, with a bit o salt pork, though rather dry an woodeny-like by itself. Buffalo rib. Nothin better, hot or cold, except marrow-bones; but then, you see, marrow-bones aint just parfection unless hot, an this is bound to be a cold supper. Hunk o pemmican. A safe stand-by at all times. Dont need no cookin, an a just proportion o fat to lean, but doesnt do without appetite to make it go down. Let me be thankful Ive got that, anyhow.

At this point Little Tim thought it expedient to make the line of his net fast to this limb of the tree. After doing so, he examined the priming of his gun, made a few other needful arrangements, and then gave himself up to the enjoyment of the hour, smiling benignly to the moon, which happened to creep out from behind a mountain peak at the time, as if on purpose to irradiate the scene.

It has always seemed to me, muttered the hunter, as well as a large mouthful of the prairie hen would permit  for he was fond of muttering his thoughts when alone; it felt more sociable, you see, than merely thinking them It has always seemed to me that contentment is a grand thing for the human race. Pity we hasnt all got it!

Inserting at this point a mass of the hunk, which proved a little too large for muttering purposes, he paused until the road was partially cleared, and then went on Of course I dont mean that lazy sort o contentment that makes a man feel easy an comfortable, an quite indifferent to the woes an worries of other men so long as his own bread-basket is stuffed full. No, no. I means that sort o contentment that makes a man feel happy though he hasnt got champagne an taters, pigeon-pie, lobscouse, plum-duff, mustard an jam at every blow-out; that sort o contentment that takes things as they come, an enjoys em without grumpin an growlin cause he hasnt got somethin else.

Another hunk here stopping the way, a somewhat longer silence ensued, which would probably have been broken as before by the outpouring of some sage reflections, but for a slight sound which caused the hunter to become what we may style a human petrifaction, with a half-chewed morsel in its open jaws, and its eyes glaring.

A few seconds more, and the sound of breaking twigs gave evidence that a visitor drew near. Little Tim bolted the unchewed morsel, hastily sheathed his hunting-knife, laid one hand on the end of his line, and waited.

He had not to wait long, for out of the woods there sauntered a grizzly bear of such proportions that the hunter at first thought the moonlight must have deceived him.

Sartinly its the biggest that Ive ever clapped eyes on, he thought but he did not speak or move. So anxious was he not to scare the animal, that he hardly breathed.

Bruin seemed to entertain suspicions of some sort, for he sniffed the tainted air once or twice, and looked inquiringly round. Coming to the conclusion, apparently, that his suspicions were groundless, he walked straight up to the lump of buffalo-meat and sniffed it. Not being particular, he tried it with his tongue.

Good! said the bear  at least if he did not say so, he must have thought so, for next moment he grasped it with his teeth. Finding it tethered hard and fast, he gathered himself together for the purpose of exercising main force.

Now was Little Tims opportunity. Slipping a cord by which the net was suspended to the four stakes, he caused it to descend like a curtain over the bear. It acted most successfully, insomuch that the animal was completely enveloped.

Surprised, but obviously not alarmed, Bruin shook his head, sniffed a little, and pawed the part of the net in front of him. The hunter wasted no time. Seeing that the net was all right, he pulled with all his might on the main rope, which partly drew the circumference of the net together. Finding his feet slightly trammelled, the grizzly tried to move off, but of course trod on the net, tripped, and rolled over. In so doing he caught sight of the hunter, who was now enabled to close the mouth of the net-purse completely.

Being by that time convinced, apparently, that he was the victim of foul play, the bear lost his temper, and tried to rise. He tripped as before, came down heavily on his side, and hit the back of his head against a stone. This threw him into a violent rage, and he began to bounce.

At all times bouncing is ineffectual and silly, even in a grizzly bear. The only result was that he bruised his head and nose, tumbled among stones and stumps, and strained the rope so powerfully that the limb of the tree to which it was attached was violently shaken, and Little Tim was obliged to hold on to avoid being shaken off.

Experience teaches bears as well as fools. On discovering that it was useless to bounce, he sat down in a disconsolate manner, poked as much as he could of his nose through one of the meshes, and sniggered at Little Tim, who during these outbursts was naturally in a state of great excitement. Then the bear went to work leisurely to gnaw the mesh close to his mouth.

The hunter was not prepared for this. He had counted on the creature struggling with its net till it was in a state of complete exhaustion, when, by means of additional ropes, it could be so wound round and entangled in every limb as to be quite incapable of motion. In this condition it might be slung to a long pole and carried by a sufficient number of men to the small, but immensely strong, cage on wheels which the agent had brought with him.

Not only was there the danger of the bear breaking loose and escaping, or rendering it necessary that he should be shot, but there was another risk which Little Tim had failed at first to note. The scene on which he had decided to play out his little game was on the gentle slope of a hill, which terminated in a precipice of considerable height, and each time the bear struggled and rolled over in his network purse, he naturally gravitated towards the precipice, over which he was certain to go if the rope which held him to the tree should snap.

The hunter had just become thoroughly alive to this danger when, with a tremendous struggle, the bear burst two of the meshes in rear, and his hind-quarters were free.

Little Tim seized his gun, feeling that the crisis had come. He was loath to destroy the creature, and hesitated. Instead of backing out of his prison, as he might easily have done, the bear made use of his free hind legs to make a magnificent bound forward. He was checked, of course, by the rope, but Tim had miscalculated the strength of his materials. A much stronger rope would have broken under the tremendous strain. The line parted like a piece of twine, and the bear, rolling head over heels down the slope, bounded over the precipice, and went hurling out into space like a mighty football!

There was silence for a few seconds, then a simultaneous thud and bursting cry that was eminently suggestive.

Hm! Its all over, sighed Little Tim, as he slid down the branch to the ground.

And so it was. The bear was effectually killed, and the poor hunter had to return to the Indian village crestfallen.

But hold on, stranger, he said, on meeting the agent; dont you give way to despair. I said there was lots of em in these parts. You come with me up to a hut my sons got in the mountains, an Ill circumvent a bar for you yet. You cant take the cart quite up to the hut but you can git near enough, at a place where theres a Injin friend o mine asll take care of ye.

The agent agreed, and thus it came to pass that at the time of which we now write, Little Tim was doing his best to catch a live bear, but, not liking to be laughed at even by his son in the event of failure, he had led him and his bride to suppose that he had merely gone out hunting in the usual way.

It was on this expedition that Little Tim had set forth when Whitewing was expected to arrive at Tims Folly  as the little hut or fortress had come to be named  and it was the anxiety of his friends and kindred at his prolonged absence which resulted, as we have seen, in the formation and departure of a search expedition.




Chapter Nine.

A Daring Exploit.

To practised woodsmen like Whitewing and Big Tim it was as easy to follow the track of Little Tim as if his steps had been taken through newly-fallen snow, although very few and slight were the marks left on the green moss and rugged ground over which the hunter had passed.

Six picked Indians accompanied the prairie chief, and these marched in single file, each treading in the footsteps of the man in front with the utmost care.

At first the party maintained absolute silence. Their way lay for some distance along the margin of the brawling stream which drained the gorge at the entrance of which Tims Folly stood. The scenery around them was wild and savage in the extreme, for the higher they ascended, the narrower became the gorge, and the masses of rock which had fallen from the frowning cliffs on either side had strewn the lower ground with shapeless blocks, and so impeded the natural flow of the little stream that it became, as it were, a tormented and foaming cataract.

At the head of the gorge the party came to a pass or height of land, through which they went with caution, for, although no footsteps of man had thus far been detected by their keen eyes save those of Little Tim, it was not beyond the bounds of possibility that foes might be lurking on the other side of the pass. No one, however, was discovered, and when they emerged at the other end of the pass it was plain that, as Big Tim remarked, the coast was clear, for from their commanding position they could see an immeasurable distance in front of them, over an unencumbered stretch of land.

The view from this point was indeed stupendous. The vision seemed to range not only over an almost limitless world of forests, lakes, and rivers  away to where the haze of the horizon seemed to melt with them into space  but beyond that to where the great backbone of the New World rose sharp, clear, and gigantic above the mists of earth, until they reached and mingled with the fleecy clouds of heaven. To judge from their glittering eyes, even the souls of the not very demonstrative Indians were touched by the scene. As for the prairie chief, who had risen to the perceptions of the new life in Christ he halted and stood for some moments as if lost in contemplation. Then, turning to the young hunter at his side, he said softly  

The works of the Lord are great.

Strange, returned Big Tim, that you should use the very same words that Ive heard my daddy use sometimes when weve come upon a grand view like that.

Not so strange when I tell you, replied Whitewing, that these are words from the Book of Manitou, and that your father and I learned them together long ago from the preacher who now lies wounded in your hut.

Ay, ay! Daddy didnt tell me that. Hes not half so given to serious talk as you are, Whitewing, though Im free to admit that he does take a fit o that sort now an again, and seems raither fond of it. The fact is, I dont quite understand daddy. He puzzles me.

Perhaps Leetil Tim is too much given to fun when he talks with Big Tim, suggested the red chief gravely, but with a slight twinkle in his eyes, which told that he was not quite destitute of Little Tims weakness  or strength, as the reader chooses.

After a brief halt the party descended the slope which led to the elevated valley they had now reached, and, having proceeded a few miles, again came to a halt because the ground had become so rocky that the trail of the hunter was lost.

Ordering the young men to spread themselves over the ground, Whitewing went with Big Tim to search over the ridge of a neighbouring eminence.

It is as I expected, he said, coming to a sudden stand, and pointing to a faint mark on the turf. Leetil Tim has taken the short cut to the Lopstick Hill, but I cannot guess the reason why.

Big Tim was down on his knees examining the footprints attentively.

Daddys futt, an no mistake, he said, rising slowly. Id know the print of his heel among a thousand. Hes got a sort o swagger of his own, an puts it down with a crash, as if he wanted to leave his mark wherever he goes. Ive often tried to cure him o that, but hes incurable.

I have observed, returned the chief, with, if possible, increased gravity, that many sons are fond of trying to cure their fathers; also, that they never succeed.

Big Tim looked quickly at his companion, and laughed.

Well, well, he said, the daddies have a good go at us in youth. Its but fair that we should have a turn at them afterwards.

A sharp signal from one of the young Indians in the distance interrupted further converse, and drew them away to see what he had discovered. It was obvious enough  the trail of the Blackfoot Indians retiring into the mountains.

At first Big Tims heart sank, for this discovery, coupled with the prolonged absence of his father, suggested the fear that he had been waylaid and murdered. But a further examination led them to think  at least to hope  that the savages had not observed the hunters trail, owing to his having diverged at a point of the track further down, where the stony nature of the ground rendered trail-finding, as we have seen, rather difficult. Still, there was enough to fill the breasts of both son and friend with anxiety, and to induce them to push on thereafter swiftly and in silence.

Let us once again take flight ahead of them, and see what the object of their anxiety is doing.

True to his promise to try his best, the dauntless little hunter had proceeded alone, as before, to a part of the mountain region where he knew from past experience that grizzlies were to be easily found. There he made his preparations for a new effort on a different plan.

The spot he selected for his enterprise was an open space on a bleak hillside, where the trees were scattered and comparatively small. This latter peculiarity  the smallness of the trees  was, indeed, the only drawback to the place, for few of them were large enough to bear his weight, and afford him a secure protection from his formidable game. At last however, he found one,  not, indeed, quite to his mind, but sufficiently large to enable him to get well out of a bears reach, for it must be remembered that although some bears climb trees easily, the grizzly bear cannot climb at all. There was a branch on the lower part of the tree which seemed quite beyond the reach of the tallest bear even on tiptoe.

Having made his disposition very much as on the former occasion, Little Tim settled himself on this branch, and awaited the result.

He did not, however, sit as comfortably as on the previous occasion, for the branch was small and had no fork. Neither did he proceed to sup as formerly, for it was yet too early in the day to indulge in that meal.

His plan this time was, not to net, but to lasso the bear; and for that purpose he had provided four powerful ropes made of strips of raw, undressed buffalo hide, plaited, with a running noose on each.

Now, said Little Tim, with a self-satisfied smirk, as he seated himself on the branch and surveyed the four ropes complacently, itll puzzle the biggest bar in all the Rocky Mountains to break them ropes.

Any one acquainted with the strength of the material which Tim began to uncoil would have at once perceived that the lines in question might have held an elephant or a small steamer.

I hope, murmured Tim, struggling with a knot in one of the cords that bound the coils, I hope Ill be in luck to-day, an wont have to wait long.

Little Tims hope reached fruition sooner than he had expected  sooner even than he desired  for as he spoke he heard a rustle in the bushes behind him. Looking round quickly, he beheld the biggest bar, out o sight, that he had iver seen in all his life. So great was his surprise  we would not for a moment call it alarm  that he let slip the four coils of rope, which fell to the ground.

Grizzly bears, it must be known, are gifted with insatiable curiosity, and they are not troubled much with the fear of man, or, indeed, of anything else. Hearing the thud of the coils on the ground, this monster grizzly walked up to and smelt them. He was proceeding to taste them, when, happening to cast his little eyes upwards, he beheld Little Tim sitting within a few feet of his head. To rise on his hind legs, and solicit a nearer interview, was the work of a moment. To the poor hunters alarm, when he stretched his tremendous paws and claws to their utmost he reached to within a foot of the branch. Of course Little Tim knew that he was safe, but he was obliged to draw up his legs and lay out on the branch, which brought his head and eyes horribly near to the nose and projecting tongue of the monster.

To make matters worse, Tim had left his gun leaning against the stem of the tree. He had his knife and hatchet in his belt, but these he knew too well were but feeble weapons against such a foe. Besides, his object was not to slay, but to secure.

Seeing that there was no possibility of reaching the hunter by means of mere length of limb, and not at that time having acquired the art of building a stone pedestal for elevating purposes, the bear dropped on its four legs and looked round. Perceiving the gun, it went leisurely up and examined it. The examination was brief but effective. It gave the gun only one touch with its paw, but that touch broke the lock and stock and bent the barrel so as to render the weapon useless.

Then it returned to the coil of ropes, and, sitting down, began to chew one of them, keeping a serious eye, however, on the branch above.

It was a perplexing situation even for a backwoodsman. The branch on which Tim lay was comfortable enough, having many smaller branches and twigs extending from it on either side, so that he did not require to hold on very tightly to maintain his position. But he was fully aware of the endurance and patience of grizzly bears, and knew that, having nothing else to do, this particular Bruin could afford to bide his time.

And now the ruling characteristic of Little Tim beset him severely. His head felt like a bombshell of fermenting ingenuity. Every device, mechanical and otherwise, that had ever passed through his brain since childhood, seemed to rush back upon him with irresistible violence in his hopeless effort to conceive some plan by which to escape from his present and pressing difficulty  he would not, even to himself, admit that there was danger. The more hopeless the case appeared to him, the less did reason and common-sense preside over the fermentation. When he saw his gun broken, his first anxiety began. When he reflected on the persistency of grizzlies in watching their foes, his naturally buoyant spirits began to sink and his native recklessness to abate. When he saw the bear begin steadily to devour one of the lines by which he had hoped to capture it, his hopes declined still more; and when he considered the distance he was from his hut, the fact that his provision wallet had been left on the ground along with the gun, and that the branch on which he rested was singularly unfit for a resting-place on which to pass many hours, he became wildly ingenious, and planned to escape, not only by pitching his cap to some distance off so as to distract the bears attention, and enable him to slip down and run away, but by devising methods of effecting his object by clockwork, fireworks, wings, balloons  in short, by everything that ever has, in the history of design, enabled men to achieve their ends.

His first and simplest method, to fling his cap away, was indeed so far successful that it did distract the bears attention for a moment, but it did not disturb his huge body, for he sat still, chewing his buffalo quid leisurely, and, after a few seconds, looked up at his victim as though to ask, What dyou mean by that?

When, after several hours, all his attempts had failed, poor Little Tim groaned in spirit, and began to regret his having undertaken the job; but a sense of the humorous, even in that extremity, caused him to give vent to a short laugh as he observed that Bruin had managed to get several feet of the indigestible rope down his throat, and fancied what a surprise it would give him if he were to get hold of the other end of the rope and pull it all out again.

At last night descended on the scene, making the situation much more unpleasant, for the darkness tended to deceive the man as to the motions of the brute, and once or twice he almost leaped off the branch under the impression that his foe had somehow grown tall enough to reach him, and was on the point of seizing him with his formidable claws. To add to his troubles, hunger came upon Tim about his usual supper-time, and what was far worse, because much less endurable, sleep put in a powerful claim to attention. Indeed this latter difficulty became so great that hunger, after a time, ceased to trouble him, and all his faculties  even the inventive  were engaged in a tremendous battle with this good old friend, who had so suddenly been converted into an implacable foe. More than once that night did Little Tim, despite his utmost efforts, fall into a momentary sleep, from which each time he awoke with a convulsive start and sharp cry, to the obvious surprise of Bruin, who, being awakened out of a comfortable nap, looked up with a growl inquiringly, and then relapsed.

When morning broke, it found the wretched man still clutching his uneasy couch, and blinking like an owl at the bear, which still lay comfortably on the ground below him. Unable to stand it any longer, Tim resolved to have a short nap, even if it should cost him his life. With this end in view, he twined his arms and legs tightly round his branch. The very act reminded him that his worsted waistbelt might be twined round both body and branch, for it was full two yards long. Wondering that it had not occurred to him before, he hastily undid it, lashed himself to the branch as well as he could, and in a moment was sound asleep. This device would have succeeded admirably had not one of his legs slowly dropped so low down as to attract the notice of the bear when it awoke. Rising to its full height on its hind legs, and protruding its tongue to the utmost, it just managed to touch Tims toe. The touch acted liked an electric spark, awoke him at once, and the leg was drawn promptly up.

But Tim had had a nap, and it is wonderful how brief a slumber will suffice to restore the energies of a man in robust health. He unlashed himself.

Good mornin to ee, he said, looking down. Youre there yet, I see.

He finished the salutation with a loud yawn, and stretched himself so recklessly that he almost fell off the branch into the embrace of his expectant foe. Then he looked round, and, reason having been restored, hit upon a plan of escape which seemed to him hopeful.

We have said that the space he had selected was rather open, but there were scattered over it several large masses of rock, about the size of an ordinary cart, which had fallen from the neighbouring cliffs. Four of these stood in a group at about fifty yards distance from his tree.

Now, old Caleb, he said, Ill go in for it, neck or nothin. You tasted my toes this mornin. Would you like to try em again?

He lowered his foot as he spoke, as far down as he could reach. The bear accepted the invitation at once, rose up, protruded his tongue as before, and just managed to touch the toe. Now it is scarcely needful to say that a strong man leading the life of a hunter in the Rocky Mountains is an athlete. Tim thought no more of swinging himself up into a tree by the muscular power of his arms than you would think of stepping over a narrow ditch. When the bear was standing in its most upright attitude, he suddenly swung down, held on to the branch with his hands, and drove both his feet with such force against the bears chin that it lost its balance and fell over backwards with an angry growl. At the same moment Tim dropped to the ground, and made for the fallen rocks at a quicker rate than he had ever run before. Bruin scrambled to his feet with amazing agility, looked round, saw the fugitive, and gave chase. Darting past the first rock, it turned, but Little Tim, of course, was not there. He had doubled round the second, and taken refuge behind the third mass of rock.

Waiting a moment till the baffled bear went to look behind another rock, he ran straight back again to his tree, hastily gathered up his ropes, and reascended to his branch, where the bear found him again not many minutes later.

Ha! HA! you old rascal! he shouted, as he fastened the end of a rope firmly to the branch, and gathered in the slack so as to have the running noose handy. Ive got you now. Come, come along; have another taste of my toe!

This invitation was given when the bear stood in his former position under the tree and looked up. Once again it accepted the invitation, and rose to the hunters toe as a salmon rises to an irresistible fly.

Thats it! Now, hold on  just one moment. There!

As Tim finished the sentence, he dropped the noose so deftly over the bears head and paws that it went right down to his waist. This was an unlooked-for piece of good fortune. The utmost the hunter had hoped for was to noose the creature round the neck. Moreover, it was done so quickly that the monster did not seem to fully appreciate what had occurred, but continued to strain and reach up at the toe in an imbecile sort of way. Instead, therefore, of drawing the noose tight, Little Tim dropped a second noose round the monsters neck, and drew that tight. Becoming suddenly alive to its condition, the grizzly made a backward plunge, which drew both ropes tight and nearly strangled it, while the branch on which Tim was perched shook so violently that it was all he could do to hold on.

For full half an hour that bear struggled fiercely to free itself, and often did the shaken hunter fear that he had miscalculated the strength of his ropes, but they stood the test well, and, being elastic, acted in some degree like lines of indiarubber. At the end of that time the bear fell prone from exhaustion, which, to do him justice, was more the result of semi-strangulation than exertion.

This was what Little Tim had been waiting for and expecting. Quietly but quickly he descended to the ground, but the bear saw him, partially recovered, no doubt under an impulse of rage, and began to rear and plunge again, compelling his foe to run to the fallen rocks for shelter. When Bruin had exhausted himself a second time, Tim ran forward and seized the old net with which he had failed to catch the previous bear, and threw it over his captive. The act of course revived the lively monster, but his struggles now wound him up into such a ravel with the two lines and the net that he was soon unable to get up or jump about, though still able to make the very earth around him tremble with his convulsive heaves. It was at once a fine as well as an awful display of the power of brute force and the strength of raw material!

Little Tim would have admired it with philosophic interest if he had not been too busy dancing around the writhing creature in a vain effort to fix his third rope on a hind leg. At last an opportunity offered. A leg burst one of the meshes of the net. Tim deftly slipped the noose over it, and made the line fast to the tree. Now, said he, wiping the perspiration from his brow, youre safe, so Ill have a meal.

And Little Tim, sitting down on a stone at a respectful distance, applied himself with zest to the cold breakfast of which he stood so very much in need.

He was thus occupied when his son with the prairie chief and his party found him.

It would take at least another chapter to describe adequately the joy, surprise, laughter, gratulation, and comment which burst from the rescue party on discovering the hunter. We therefore leave it to the readers imagination. One of the young braves was at once sent off to find the agent and fetch him to the spot with his cage on wheels. The feat, with much difficulty, was accomplished. Bruin was forcibly and very unwillingly thrust into the prison. The balance of the stipulated sum was honourably paid on the spot, and now that bear is  or, if it is not, ought to be  in the Zoological Gardens of New York, London, or Paris, with a printed account of his catching, and a portrait of Little Tim attached to the front of his cage!




Chapter Ten.

Snakes in the Grass.

It was a sad but interesting council that was held in the little fortress of Tims Folly the day following that on which the grizzly bear was captured.

The wounded missionary, lying in Big Tims bed, presided. Beside him, with an expression of profound sorrow on his fine face, sat Whitewing, the prairie chief. Little Tim and his big son sat at his feet. The other Indians were ranged in a semicircle before him.

In one sense it was a red mans council, but there were none of the Indian formalities connected with it, for the prairie chief and his followers had long ago renounced the superstitions and some of the practices of their kindred.

Softswan was not banished from the council chamber, as if unworthy even to listen to the discussions of the lords of creation, and no pipe of peace was smoked as a preliminary, but a brief, earnest prayer for guidance was put up by the missionary to the Lord of hosts, and subjects more weighty than are usually broached in the councils of savages were discussed.

The preachers voice was weak, and his countenance pale, but the wonted look of calm confidence was still there.

Whitewing, he said, raising himself on one elbow, I will speak as God gives me power, but I am very feeble, and feel that the discussion of our plans must be conducted chiefly by yourself and your friends.

He paused, and the chief, with the usual dignity of the red man, remained silent, waiting for more. Not so Little Tim. That worthy, although gifted with all the powers of courage and endurance which mark the best of the American savages, was also endowed with the white mans tendency to assert his right to wag his tongue.

Cheer up, sir, he said, in a tone of encouragement, you mustnt let your spirits go down. A good rest here, an good grub, wi Softswans cookin  to say nothin o her nursin  will put ye all right before long.

Thanks, Little Tim, returned the missionary, with a smile; I do cheer up, or rather, God cheers me. Whether I recover or am called home is in His hands; therefore all shall be well. But, he added, turning to the chief, God has given us brains, hands, materials, and opportunities to work with, therefore must we labour while we can, as if all depended on ourselves. The plans which I had laid out for myself He has seen fit to change, and it now remains for me to point out what I aimed at, so that we may accommodate ourselves to His will. Sure am I that with or without my aid, His work shall be done, and, for the rest though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him.

Again he paused, and the Indians uttered that soft Ho! of assent with which they were wont to express approval of what was said.

When I left the settlements of the white men, continued the preacher, my object was twofold: I wished to see Whitewing, and Little Tim, and Brighteyes, and all the other dear friends whom I had known long ago, before the snows of lifes winter had settled on my head, but my main object was to visit Rushing River, the Blackfoot chief, and carry the blessed Gospel to his people, and thus, while seeking the salvation of their souls, also bring about a reconciliation between them and their hereditary foe, Bounding Bull.

Its Rushin River as is the enemy, cried Little Tim, interrupting, for when his feelings were excited he was apt to become regardless of time, place, and persons, and the allusion to his sons wifes father  of whom he was very fond  had roused him. Boundin Bull would have bin reconciled long ago if Rushin River would have listened to reason, for he is a Christian, though Im bound to say hes somethin of a queer one, havin notions of his own which its not easy for other folk to understand.

In which respect, daddy, remarked Big Tim, using the English tongue for the moment, and allowing the smallest possible smile to play on his lips, Bounding Bull is not unlike yourself.

Hold yer tongue, boy, else Ill give you a woppin, said the father sternly.

Dumb, daddy, dumb, replied the son meekly.

It was one of the peculiarities of this father and son that they were fond of expressing their regard for each other by indulging now and then in a little very mild chaff, and the playful threat to give his son a woppin  which in earlier years he had sometimes done with much effect  was an invariable proof that Little Tims spirit had been calmed, and his amiability restored.

My white fathers intentions are good, said Whitewing, after another pause, and his faith is strong. It needs strong faith to believe that the man who has shot the preacher shall ever smoke the pipe of peace with Whitewing.

With God all things are possible, returned the missionary. And you must not allow enmity to rankle in your own breast, Whitewing, because of me. Besides, it was probably one of Rushing Rivers braves, and not himself, who shot me. In any case they could not have known who I was.

Im not so sure o that, said Big Tim. The Blackfoot reptile has a sharp eye, an father has told me that you knew him once when you was in these parts twenty years ago.

Yes, I knew him well, returned the preacher, in a low, meditative voice. He was quite a little boy at the time  not more than ten years of age, I should think, but unusually strong and brave. I met him when travelling alone in the woods, and it so happened that I had the good fortune to save his life by shooting a brown bear which he had wounded, and which was on the point of killing him. I dwelt with him and his people for a time, and pressed him to accept salvation through Jesus, but he refused. The Holy Spirit had not opened his eyes, yet I felt and still feel assured that that time will come. But it has not come yet, if all that I have heard of him be true. You may depend upon it, however, that he did not shoot me knowingly.

Both Little and Big Tim by their looks showed that their belief in Rushing Rivers future reformation was very weak, though they said nothing, and the Indians maintained such imperturbable gravity that their looks gave no indication as to the state of their minds.

My white fathers hopes and desires are good, said Whitewing, after another long pause, during which the missionary closed his eyes, and appeared to be resting, and Tim and his son looked gravely at each other, for that rest seemed to them strongly to resemble death. And now what does my father propose to do?

My course is clear, answered the wounded man, opening his eyes with a bright, cheerful look. I cannot move. Here God has placed me, and here I must remain till  till I get well. All the action must be on your part, Whitewing, and that of your friends. But I shall not be idle or useless as long as life and breath are left to enable me to pray.

There was another decided note of approval from the Indians, for they had already learned the value of prayer.

The first step I would wish you to take, however, continued the missionary, is to go and bring to this hut my sweet friend Brighteyes and your own mother, Whitewing, who, you tell me, is still alive.

The loved old one still lives, returned the Indian.

Lives! interposed Little Tim, with emphasis, I should think she does, an flourishes too, though she has shrivelled up a bit since you saw her last. Why, shes so old now that weve changed her name to Live-for-ever. She sleeps like a top, an feeds like a grampus, an does little else but laugh at whats goin on around her. I never did see such a jolly old girl in all my life. Twenty years ago  that time, you remember, when Whitewing carried her off on horseback, when the village was attacked  we all thought she was on her last legs, but, bless you sir, she can still stump about the camp in a tremblin sort o way, an her peepers are every bit as black as those of my own Brighteyes, an they twinkle a deal more.

Your account of her, returned the preacher, with a little smile, makes me long to see her again. Indeed, the sight of these two would comfort me greatly whether I live or die. They are not far distant from here, you say?

Not far. My fathers wish shall be gratified, said Whitewing. After they come we will consult again, and my father will be able to decide what course to pursue in winning over the Blackfeet.

Of course the two Tims and all the others were quite willing to follow the lead of the prairie chief, so it was finally arranged that a party should be sent to the camp of the Indians, with whom Brighteyes and Live-for-ever were sojourning at the time  about a long days march from the little fortress  and bring those women to the hut, that they might once again see and gladden the heart of the man whom they had formerly known as the Preacher.

Now, it is a well-ascertained and undoubtable fact that the passion of love animates the bosoms of red men as well as white. It is also a curious coincidence that this passion frequently leads to modifications of action and unexpected, sometimes complicated, results and situations among the red as well as among the white men.

Bearing this in mind, the reader will be better able to understand why Rushing River, in making a raid upon his enemies, and while creeping serpent-like through the grass in order to reconnoitre previous to a night attack, came to a sudden stop on beholding a young girl playing with a much younger girl  indeed, a little child  on the outskirts of the camp.

It was the old story over again. Love at first sight! And no wonder, for the young girl, though only an Indian, was unusually graceful and pretty, being a daughter of Little Tim and Brighteyes. From the former, Moonlight (as she was named) inherited the free-and-easy yet modest carriage of the pale-face, from the latter a pretty little straight nose and a pair of gorgeous black eyes that seemed to sparkle with a private sunshine of their own.

Rushing River, although a good-looking, stalwart man in the prime of life, had never been smitten in this way before. He therefore resolved at once to make the girl his wife. Red men have a peculiar way of settling such matters sometimes, without much regard to the wishes of the lady  especially if she be, as in this case, the daughter of a foe. In pursuance of his purpose, he planned, while lying there like a snake in the grass, to seize and carry off the fair Moonlight by force, instead of killing and scalping the whole of the Indians in Bounding Bulls camp with whom she sojourned.

It was not any tender consideration for his foes, we are sorry to say, that induced this change of purpose, but the knowledge that in a night attack bullets and arrows are apt to fly indiscriminately on men, women, and children. He would have carried poor Moonlight off then and there if she had not been too near the camp to permit of his doing so without great risk of discovery. The presence of the little child also increased the risk. He might, indeed, have easily got rid of her, but there was a soft spot in that red mans heart which forbade the savage deed  a spot which had been created at that time, long, long ago, when the white preacher had discoursed to him of righteousness and temperance and judgment to come.

Little Skipping Rabbit, as she was called, was the youngest child of Bounding Bull. If Rushing River had known this, he would probably have hardened his heart, and struck at his enemy through the child, but fortunately he did not know it.

Retiring cautiously from the scene, the Blackfoot chief determined to bide his time until he should find a good opportunity to pounce upon Moonlight and carry her off quietly. The opportunity came even sooner than he had anticipated.

That night, while he was still prowling round the camp, Whitewing accompanied by Little Tim and a band of Indians arrived.

Bounding Bull received them with an air of dignified satisfaction. He was a grave, tall Indian, whose manner was not at all suggestive of his name, but warriors in times of peace do not resemble the same men in times of war. Whitewing had been the means of inducing him to accept Christianity, and although he was by no means as queer a Christian as Little Tim had described him, he was, at all events, queer enough in the eyes of his enemies and his unbelieving friends to prefer peace or arbitration to war, on the ground that it is written, If possible, as much as lieth in you, live peaceably with all men.

Of course he saw that the if possible justified self-defence, and might in some circumstances even warrant aggressive action. Such, at all events, was the opinion he expressed at the solemn palaver which was held after the arrival of his friends.

Whitewing, said he, drawing himself up with flashing eyes and extended hand in the course of the debate, surely you do not tell me that the Book teaches us to allow our enemies to raid in our lands, to carry off our women and little ones, and to burn our wigwams, while we sit still and wait till they are pleased to take our scalps?

Having put this rather startling question, he subsided as promptly as he had burst forth.

Thats a poser! thought the irreverent Little Tim, who sympathised with Bounding Bull, but he said nothing.

My brother has been well named, replied the uncompromising Whitewing; he not only bounds upon his foes, but lets his mind bound to foolish conclusions. The Book teaches peace  if possible. If it be not possible, then we cannot avoid war. But how can we know what is possible unless we try? My brother advises that we should go on the war-path at once, and drive the Blackfeet away. Has Bounding Bull tried his best to bring them to reason? has he failed? Does he know that peace is impossible?

Now look here, Whitewing, broke in Little Tim at this point. Its all very well for you to talk about peace an whats possible. Im a Christian man myself, an theres nobody as would be better pleased than me to see all the redskins in the mountains an on the prairies at peace wi one another. But you wont get me to believe that a few soft words are goin to make Rushin River all straight. Hes the sworn enemy o Boundin Bull. Hates him like pison. He hates me like brimstone, an its my opinion that if we dont make away wi him hell make away wi us.

Whitewing  who was fond of silencing his opponents by quoting Scripture, many passages of which he had learned by heart long ago from his friend the preacher  did not reply for a few seconds. Then, looking earnestly at his brother chief, he said  

With Manitou all things are possible. A soft answer turns away wrath.

Bounding Bull pondered the words. Little Tim gave vent to a doubtful humph  not that he doubted the truth of the Word, but that he doubted its applicability on the present occasion.

It was finally agreed that the question should not be decided until the whole council had returned to Tims Folly, and laid the matter before the wounded missionary.

Then Little Tim, being freed from the cares of state, went to solace himself with domesticity.

Moonlight was Indian enough to know that females might not dare to interrupt the solemn council. She was also white woman enough to scorn the humble gait and ways of her red kindred, and to run eagerly to meet her sire as if she had been an out-and-out white girl. The hunter, as we have said, rather prided himself in keeping up some of the ways of his own race. Among other things, he treated his wife and daughter after the manner of white men  that is, well-behaved white men. When Moonlight saw him coming towards his wigwam, she bounded towards him. Little Tim extended his arms, caught her round the slender waist with his big strong hands, and lifted her as if she had been a child until her face was opposite his own.

Hallo, little beam of light! he exclaimed, kissing her on each cheek, and then on the point of her tiny nose.

Eyes of mother  heart of sire,

Fit to set the world on fire.

Tim had become poetical as he grew older, and sometimes tried to throw his flashing thoughts into couplets. He spoke to his daughter in English, and, like Big Tim with his wife, required her to converse with him in that language.

Is mother at home?

Yes, dear fasser, mossers at home.

An hows your little doll Skippin Rabbit?

Oh! she well as could be, an amost as wild too as rabbits. Runs away from me, so I kin hardly kitch her sometime.

Moonlight accompanied this remark with a merry laugh, as she thought of some of the eccentricities of her little companion.

Entering the wigwam, Little Tim found Brighteyes engaged with an iron pot, from which arose savoury odours. She had been as lithe and active as Moonlight once, and was still handsome and matronly. The eyes, however, from which she derived her name, still shone with undiminished lustre and benignity.

Bless you, old woman, said the hunter, giving his wife a hearty kiss, youre as fond o victuals as ever, I see.

At least my husband is, so I keep the pot boiling, retorted Brighteyes, with a smile, that proved her teeth to be as white as in days of yore.

Right, old girl, right. Your husband is about as good at emptying the pot as he is at filling it. Come, lets have some, while I tell you of a journey thats in store for you.

A long one? asked the wife.

No, only a days journey on horseback. Youre goin to meet an old friend.

From this point her husband went on to tell about the arrival and wounding of the preacher, and how he had expressed an earnest desire to see her.

While they were thus engaged, the prairie chief was similarly employed enlightening his own mother.

That kind-hearted bundle of shrivelled-up antiquity was seated on the floor on the one side of a small fire. Her son sat on the opposite side, gazing at her through the smoke, with, for an Indian, an unwonted look of deep affection.

The snows of too many winters are on my head to go on journeys now, she said, in a feeble, quavering voice. Is it far that my son wants me to go?

Only one days ride towards the setting sun, thou dear old one.

Thus tenderly had Christianity, coupled with a naturally affectionate disposition, taught the prairie chief to address his mother.

Well, my son, I will go. Wherever Whitewing leads I will follow, for he is led by Manitou. I would go a long way to meet that good man the pale-face preacher.

Then to-morrow at sunrise the old one will be ready, and her son will come for her.

So saying, the chief rose, and stalked solemnly out of the wigwam.




Chapter Eleven.

The Snakes make a Dart and Secure their Victims.

While the things described in the last chapter were going on in the Indian camp, Rushing River was prowling around it, alternately engaged in observation and meditation, for he was involved in complicated difficulties.

He had come to that region with a large band of followers for the express purpose of scalping his great enemy Bounding Bull and all his kindred, including any visitors who might chance to be with him at the time. After attacking Tims Folly, and being driven therefrom by its owners ingenious fireworks, as already related, the chief had sent away his followers to a distance to hunt, having run short of fresh meat. He retained with himself a dozen of his best warriors, men who could glide with noiseless facility like snakes, or fight with the noisy ferocity of fiends. With these he meant to reconnoitre his enemys camp, and make arrangements for the final assault when his braves should return with meat  for savages, not less than other men, are dependent very much on full stomachs for fighting capacity.

But now a change had come over the spirit of his dream. He had suddenly fallen in love, and that, too, with one of his enemys women. His love did not, however, extend to the rest of her kindred. Firm as was his resolve to carry off the girl, not less firm was his determination to scalp her family root and branch.

As we have said, he hesitated to attack the camp for fear that mischief might befall the girl on whom he had set his heart. Besides, he would require all his men to enable him to make the attack successfully, and these would not, he knew, return to him until the following day. The arrival of Whitewing and Little Tim with their party still further perplexed him.

He knew by the council that was immediately called, and the preparations that followed, that news of some importance had been brought by the prairie chief, and that action of some sort was immediately to follow; but of course what it all portended he could not divine, and in his uncertainty he feared that Moonlight  whose name of course he did not at that time know  might be spirited away, and he should never see her again. Really, for a Red Indian, he became quite sentimental on the point and half resolved to collect his dozen warriors, make a neck-or-nothing rush at Bounding Bull, and carry off his scalp and the girl at the same fell swoop.

Cooler reflection, however, told him that the feat was beyond even his powers, for he knew well the courage and strength of his foe, and was besides well acquainted with the person and reputation of the prairie chief and Little Tim, both of whom had foiled his plans on former occasions.

Greatly perplexed, therefore, and undetermined as to his course of procedure, Rushing River bade his followers remain in their retreat in a dark part of a tangled thicket, while he should advance with one man still further in the direction of the camp to reconnoitre.

Having reached an elevated spot as near to the enemy as he dared venture without running the risk of being seen by the sentinels, he flung himself down, and crawled towards a tree, whence he could partially observe what went on below. His companion, a youth named Eaglenose, silently followed his example. This youth was a fine-looking young savage, out on his first war-path, and burning to distinguish himself. Active as a kitten and modest as a girl, he was also quick-witted, and knew when to follow the example of his chief and when to remain inactive  the latter piece of knowledge a comparatively rare gift to the ambitious!

After a prolonged gaze, with the result of nothing gained, Rushing River was about to retire from the spot as wise as he went, when his companion uttered the slightest possible hiss. He had heard a sound. Next instant the chief heard it, and smiled grimly. We may remark here in passing that the Blackfoot chief was eccentric in many ways. He prided himself on his contempt for the red mans love for paint and feathers, and invariably went on the war-path unpainted and unadorned. In civilised life he would certainly have been a Radical. How far his objection to paint was influenced by the possession of a manly, handsome countenance, of course we cannot tell.

To clear up the mystery of the sound which had thrilled on the sharp ear of Eaglenose, we will return to the Indian camp, where, after the council, a sumptuous feast of venison steaks and marrow-bones was spread in Bounding Bulls wigwam.

Moonlight not being one of the party, and having already supped, said to her mother that she was going to find Skipping Rabbit and have a run with her. You see, Moonlight, although full seventeen years of age, was still so much of a child as to delight in a scamper with her little friend, the youngest child of Bounding Bull.

Be careful, my child, said Brighteyes. Keep within the sentinels; you know that the great Blackfoot is on the war-path.

Mother, said Moonlight, with the spirit of her little father stirring in her breast, I dont fear Rushing River more than I do the sighing of the wind among the pine-tops. Is not my father here, and Whitewing? And does not Bounding Bull guard our wigwams?

Brighteyes said no more. She was pleased with the thorough confidence her daughter had in her natural protectors, and quietly went on with the moccasin which she was embroidering with the dyed quills of the porcupine for Little Tim.

We have said that Moonlight was rather self-willed. She would not indeed absolutely disobey the express commands of her father or mother, but when she had made no promise, she was apt to take her own way, not perceiving that to neglect or to run counter to a parents known wishes is disobedience.

As the night was fine and the moon bright, our self-willed heroine, with her skipping playmate, rambled about the camp until they got so far in the outskirts as to come upon one of the sentinels. The dark-skinned warrior gravely told her to go back. Had she been any other Indian girl, she would have meekly obeyed at once; but being Little Tims daughter, she was prone to assert the independence of her white blood, and, to say truth, the young braves stood somewhat in awe of her.

The Blackfoot does not make war against women, said Moonlight, with a touch of lofty scorn in her tone. Is the young warrior afraid that Rushing River will kill and eat us?

The young warrior fears nothing, answered the sentinel, with a dark frown; but his chiefs orders are that no one is to leave or enter the camp, so Moonlight must go home.

Moonlight will do as she pleases, returned the girl loftily. At the same time, knowing that the man would certainly do his duty, and prevent her from passing the lines, she turned sharply round, and walked away as if about to return to the camp. On getting out of the sentinels sight, however, she stopped.

Now, Skipping Rabbit, she said, you and I will teach that fellow something of the art of war. Will you follow me?

Will the little buffalo follow its mother? returned the child.

Come, then, said Moonlight, with a slight laugh; we will go beyond the lines. Do as I do. You are well able to copy the snake.

The girl spoke truly. Both she and Skipping Rabbit had amused themselves so often in imitating the actions of the Indian braves that they could equal if not beat them, at least in those accomplishments which required activity and litheness of motion. Throwing herself on her hands and knees, Moonlight crept forward until she came again in sight of the sentinel. Skipping Rabbit followed her trail like a little shadow. Keeping as far from the man as possible without coming under the observation of the next sentinel, they sank into the long grass, and slowly wormed their way forward so noiselessly that they were soon past the lines, and able to rise and look about with caution.

The girl had no thought of doing more than getting well out of the camp, and then turning about and walking boldly past the young sentinel, just to show that she had defeated him, but at Skipping Rabbits suggestion she led the way to a neighbouring knoll just to have one look round before going home.

It was on this very knoll that Rushing River and Eaglenose lay, like snakes in the grass.

As the girls drew near, chatting in low, soft, musical tones, the two men lay as motionless as fallen trees. When they were within several yards of them the young Indian glanced at his chief, and pointed with his conveniently prominent feature to Skipping Rabbit. A slight nod was the reply.

On came the unconscious pair, until they almost trod on the prostrate men. Then, before they could imagine what had occurred, each found herself on the ground with a strong hand over her mouth.

It was done so suddenly and effectually that there was no time to utter even the shortest cry.

Without removing their hands for an instant from their mouths, the Indians gathered the girls in their left arms as if they had been a couple of sacks or bundles, and carried them swiftly into the forest, the chief leading, and Eaglenose stepping carefully in his footsteps. It was not a romantic or lover-like way of carrying off a bride, but Red Indian notions of chivalry may be supposed to differ from those of the pale-faces.

After traversing the woods for several miles they came to the spot where Rushing River had left his men. They were unusually excited by the unexpected capture, and, from their animated gestures and glances during the council of war which was immediately held, it was evident to poor Moonlight that her fate would soon be decided.

She and Skipping Rabbit sat cowering together at the foot of the tree where they had been set down. For one moment Moonlight thought of her own lithe and active frame, her powers of running and endurance, and meditated a sudden dash into the woods, but one glance at the agile young brave who had been set to watch her would have induced her to abandon the idea even if the thought of leaving Skipping Rabbit behind had not weighed with her.

In a few minutes Rushing River left his men and approached the tree at the foot of which the captives were seated.

The moon shone full upon his tall figure, and revealed distinctly every feature of his grave, handsome countenance as he approached.

The white spirit of her father stirred within the maiden. Discarding her fears, she rose to meet him with a proud glance, such as was not often seen among Indian girls. Instead of being addressed, however, in the stern voice of command with which a red warrior is apt to speak to an obstreperous squaw, he spoke in a low, soft respectful tone, which seemed to harmonise well with the gravity of his countenance, and thrilled to the heart of Moonlight. She was what is familiarly expressed in the words done for. Once more we have to record a case of love at first sight.

True, the inexperienced girl was not aware of her condition. Indeed, if taxed with it, she would probably have scorned to admit the possibility of her entertaining even mild affection  much less love  for any man of the Blackfoot race. Still, she had an uneasy suspicion that something was wrong, and allowed an undercurrent of feeling to run within her, which, if reduced to language, would have perhaps assumed the form, Well, but he is so gentle, so respectful, so very unlike all the braves I have ever seen; but I hate him, for all that! Is he not the enemy of my tribe?

Moonlight would not have been a daughter of Little Tim had she given in at once. Indeed, if she had known that the man who spoke to her so pleasantly was the renowned Rushing River  the bitter foe of her father and of Bounding Bull  it is almost certain that the indignant tone and manner which she now assumed would have become genuine. But she did not know this; she only knew from his dress and appearance that the man before her was a Blackfoot, and the knowledge raised the whole Blackfoot race very much in her estimation.

Is the fair-faced maiden, said Rushing River, referring to the girls comparatively light complexion, willing to share the wigwam of a Blackfoot chief?

Moonlight received this very decided and unusually civil proposal of marriage with becoming hauteur, for she was still ruffled by the undignified manner in which she had been carried off.

Does the fawn mate with the wolf? she demanded. Does the chief suppose that the daughter of Little Tim can willingly enter the lodge of a Blackfoot?

A gleam of surprise and satisfaction for a moment lighted up the grave countenance of the chief.

I knew not, he replied, that the maiden who has fallen into my hands is a child of the brave little pale-face whose deeds of courage are known all over the mountains and prairies.

This complimentary reference to her father went far to soften the maidens heart, but her sense of outraged dignity required that she should be loyal to herself as well as to her tribe, therefore she sniffed haughtily, but did not reply.

Who is the little one? asked the chief, pointing to Skipping Rabbit, who, in a state of considerable alarm, had taken refuge behind her friend, and only peeped at her captor.

Moonlight paused for a few seconds before answering, uncertain whether it would be wiser to say who she was, or merely to describe her as a child of the tribe. Deciding on the former course, in the hope of impressing the Blackfoot with a sense of his danger, she said  

Skipping Rabbit is the daughter of Bounding Bull. Then, observing another gleam of surprise and triumph on the chiefs face, she added quickly, and the Blackfoot knows that Bounding Bull and his tribe are very strong, very courageous, and very revengeful. If Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit are not sent home at once, there will be war on the mountains and the plains, for Whitewing, the great chief of the prairies, is just now in the camp of Bounding Bull with his men. Little Tim, as you know, is terrible when his wrath is roused. If war is carried into the hunting-grounds of the Blackfeet, many scalps will be drying in our lodges before the snows of winter begin to descend. If evil befalls Skipping Rabbit or Moonlight, before another moon is passed Rushing River himself, the chicken-hearted chief of the Blackfeet, will be in the dust with his fathers, and his scalp will fringe the leggings of Little Tim.

We have given but a feeble translation of this speech, which in the Indian tongue was much more powerful; but we cannot give an adequate idea of the tone and graceful gesticulation of the girl as, with flashing orbs and heightened colour, she delivered it. Yet it seemed to have no effect whatever on the man to whom it was spoken. Without replying to it, he gently, almost courteously, took the maidens hand, and led her to a spot where his men were stationed.

They were all on horseback, ready for an immediate start. Two horses without riders stood in the midst of the group. Leading Moonlight to one of these, Rushing River lifted her by the waist as if she had been a feather, and placed her thereon. Skipping Rabbit he placed in front of Eaglenose. Then, vaulting on to his own steed, he galloped away through the forest, followed closely by the whole band.

Now it so happened that about the same hour another band of horsemen started from the camp of Bounding Bull.

Under the persuasive eloquence of Little Tim, the chief had made up his mind to set out for the fortress without waiting for daylight.

You see, Tim had said, we cant tell whether the preacher is goin to live or die, an it would be a pity to risk lettin him miss seein the old woman and my wife if he is goin to die; an if he isnt goin under this time, why, theres no harm in hurryin a bit  wi the moon, too, shinin like the bottom of a new tin kettle in the sky.

The chief had no objections to make. There were plenty of men to guard the camp, even when a few were withdrawn for the trip. As Whitewing was also willing, the order to mount and ride was given at once.

The absence of Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit had not at the time been sufficiently prolonged to attract notice. If they had been thought of at all, it is probable they were supposed to be in one or other of the wigwams. As the moon could not be counted on beyond a certain time, haste was necessary, and thus it came to pass that the party set forth without any knowledge of the disappearance of the girls.

The dear old one was fain to journey like the rest on horseback, but she was so well accustomed to that mode of locomotion that she suffered much less than might have been expected. Besides, her son had taken care to secure for her the quietest, meekest, and most easy-going horse belonging to the tribe  a creature whose natural spirit had been reduced by hardship and age to absolute quiescence, and whose gait had been trained down to something like a hobby-horse amble.

Seated astride of this animal, in gentleman fashion, the mother of Whitewing swayed gently to and fro like a partially revived mummy of an amiable type, with her devoted son on one side and Little Tim on the other, to guard against accidents.

It chanced that the two parties of horsemen journeyed in nearly opposite directions, so that every hour of the night separated them from each other more and more.

It was not until Whitewings party had proceeded far on their way to Tims Folly that suspicion began to be aroused and inquiry to be made in the camp. Then, as the two girls were nowhere to be found, the alarm spread; the warriors sallied out, and the trail of the Blackfeet was discovered. It was not, however, until daylight came to their aid that the Indians became fully aware of their loss, and sent out a strong band in pursuit of their enemies, while a messenger was despatched in hot haste to inform Little Tim and Bounding Bull that Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit had been spirited away.




Chapter Twelve.

The Pursuit, Failure, Despair.

Ever dreaming of the thunderbolt that was about to be launched, Whitewing, Little Tim, Bounding Bull, and the rest of the party arrived at the little fortress in the gorge.

They found Big Tim on the qui vive, and Brighteyes with Whitewings mother was soon introduced to the wounded preacher.

The meeting of the three was impressive, for not only had they been much attached at the time of the preachers former visit, but the women were deeply affected by the sad circumstances in which they found their old friend.

Not much changed, I see, Brighteyes, he said, as the two women sat down on the floor beside his couch. Only a little stouter; just what might have been expected. God has been kind to you  but, indeed, God is kind to all, only some do not see or believe in the kindness. It is equally kindness in Him whether He sends joy or sorrow, adversity or prosperity. If we only saw the end from the beginning, none of us would quarrel with the way. Love has induced Him to lay me low at present. You have another child, I am told, besides Big Tim?

Yes, a daughter  Moonlight we call her, said Brighteyes, with a pleased look.

Is she here with you?

No; we left her in the camp.

And my good old friend, he said, turning on his couch, and grasping the withered hand of Whitewings mother, how has she prospered in all these years?

The old one, who was, as we have said, as deaf as a post, wrinkled her visage up into the most indescribable expression of world-embracing benignity, expanded her old lips, displayed her toothless gums, and chuckled.

The dear old one, said her son, bears the snows of many winters on her head. Her brain could not now be touched by the thunders of Niagara. But the eyes are still bright inlets to her soul.

Bright indeed! exclaimed the preacher, as he gazed with deep interest at the old face; wonderful, considering her great age. I trust that these portals may remain unclosed to her latest day on earth.

He was still talking to Whitewing about her when a peculiar whistle was heard outside, as of some water-bird.

Instantly dead silence fell upon all present, and from the fixed gaze and motionless attitude of each it was evident that they anxiously expected a repetition of the sound. It was not repeated, but a moment later voices were heard outside, then a hurried step, and next instant Big Tim sprang into the room.

A messenger from the camp! he cried. Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit have been carried off by Blackfeet.

It could easily be seen at that moment how Bounding Bull had acquired his name. From a sitting posture he sprang to his feet at one bound, darted through the doorway of the hut, cleared the low parapet like a deer, and went down the zigzag path in a succession of leaps that might have shamed a kangaroo. Little Tim followed suit almost as vigorously, accompanying his action with a leonine roar. Big Tim was close on his heels.

Guard the fort, my son, gasped Little Tim, as he cut the thong that secured his horse at the bottom of the track; your mothers life is precious, and Softswans. If you can quit safely, follow up.

Leaping into the saddle, he was next instant on the track of the Indian chief, who had already disappeared.

Hurrying back to the hut, Big Tim proceeded to make hasty preparation for the defence of the place, so that he might be able to join his father. He found the prairie chief standing with closed eyes beside the couch of the preacher, who with folded hands and feeble voice was praying to God for help.

Is Whitewing indifferent to the misfortunes of his friends, he said somewhat sharply, that he stands idly by while the Blackfoot robbers carry off our little ones?

My son, be not hasty, returned the chief. Prayer is quite as needful as action. Besides, I know all the land round here  the direction which this youth tells me the enemy have taken, and a short cut over the hills, which will enable you and me to cross the path your father must take, and join him, so that we have plenty of time to make arrangements and talk before we go on the war-path.

The cool, calm way in which the chief spoke, and especially the decided manner in which he referred to a short cut and going on the war-path, tended to quiet Big Tim.

But what am I to do? he said, with a look of perplexity. There are men enough here, no doubt, to hold the place agin a legion o Blackfeet, but they have no dependable leader.

Here is a leader on whom you can depend; I know him well, said Whitewing, pointing to the warrior who had brought the news from the camp. He is a stranger to you, but has been long in my band, and was left by me in the camp to help to guard it in our absence. With him there, I should have thought the stealing of two girls impossible, but he has explained that mystery by telling me that Moonlight crept out of the camp like a serpent, unknown to all, for they found her trail. With Wolf in command and the preacher to give counsel and pray, the women have no cause for fear.

Somewhat reassured, though he still felt uneasy at the thought of leaving Softswan behind him, Big Tim went about his preparations for the defence of the fortress and the rescue of his sister. Such preparations never take much time in the backwoods. In half an hour Wolf and his braves were ready for any amount of odds, and Big Tim was following the prairie chief through the intricacies of the mountains.

These two made such good use of their time that they were successful in intercepting and joining the war-party, which Bounding Bull, with his friend and ally Little Tim, were leading by forced marches on the trail of the Blackfeet.

Rushing River was well aware, however, that such a party would soon be following him. He therefore had advanced likewise by forced marches, because his object was not so much to meet his enemy as to secure his bride. Only let him place her in the safe keeping of his mother with the main body of his tribe, and he would then return on his steps with pleasure, and give battle to his foe.

In this object he was successful. After several days march he handed over Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit to the care of an old woman, whose countenance was suggestive of wrinkled leather, and whose expression was not compatible with sweetness. It was evident to the captives that Rushing River owed his manly bearing and his comparatively gentle manners not to his mother but to the father, whose scalp, alas! hung drying in the smoke of a foemans wigwam.

During the forced march the Blackfoot chief had not once opened his lips to the girl he loved. He simply rode by her side, partly perhaps to prevent any sudden attempt at flight, and certainly to offer assistance when difficulties presented themselves on their pathless journey through the great wilderness. And on all such occasions he offered his aid with such grave and dignified gentleness that poor Moonlight became more and more impressed, though, to do her justice, she fought bravely against her tendency to fall in love with her tribal foe.

On reaching home Rushing River, instead of leading his captive to his own wigwam, conducted her, as we have said, to that of his mother. Then, for the first time since the day of the capture, he addressed her with a look of tenderness, which she had never before received except from Little Tim, and, in a minor degree, from her brother.

Moonlight, he said, till my return you will be well cared for here by my mother  the mother of Rushing River.

Having said this, he lifted the leathern door of the lodge and went out instantly.

Moonlight had received a terrible shock. Turning quickly to the old woman, she said  

Was that Rushing River?

That, replied the old woman, with a look of magnificent pride, is my son, Rushing River  the brave whose name is known far and wide in the mountains and on the plains; whose enemies tremble and grow pale when they hear of him, and who when they see him become dead  or run away!

Here, then, was a discovery that was almost too much for the unfortunate captive, for this man was the deadly foe of her father and of her brothers father-in-law, Bounding Bull. He was also the sworn enemy of her tribe, and it now became her stern duty, as a true child of the western wilderness, to hate with all her soul the man whom she loved!

Under the impulse of her powerful feelings she sat down, covered her face with her little hands, and  no, she did not burst into tears! Had she been a civilised beauty perhaps she might have done so, but she struggled for a considerable time with Spartan-like resolution to crush down the true feelings of her heart. Old Umqua was quite pleased with the effect of her information, ascribing it as she did to a wrong cause, and felt disposed to be friendly with the captive in consequence.

My son has carried you off from the camp of some enemy, I doubt not? she said, in kindly tones.

Moonlight, who had by that time recovered her composure, replied that he had  from the camp of Bounding Bull, whose little daughter he had captured at the same time, and added that she herself was a daughter of Little Tim.

It was now Umquas turn to be surprised.

What is that you tell me? she exclaimed. Are you the child of the little pale-face whose name extends from the regions of snow to the lands of the hot sun?

I am, replied Moonlight, with a look of pride quite equal to and rather more lovely than that of the old woman.

Ha! exclaimed Umqua, you are a lucky girl. I see by my sons look and manner that he intends to take you for his wife. I suppose he has gone away just now, for I saw he was in haste, to scalp your father, and your brother, and Bounding Bull, and all his tribe. After that he will come home and take you to his wigwam. Rushing River is very brave and very kind to women. The men laugh at him behind his back  they dare not laugh before his face  and say he is too kind to them; but we women dont agree with that. We know better, and we are fondest of the kind men, for we see that they are not less brave than the others. Yes, you are a lucky girl.

Moonlight was not as deeply impressed with her luck as the old lady expected, and was on the point of bursting out, after the manner of savages, into a torrent of abuse of the Blackfoot race in general, and of Rushing River in particular, when the thought that she was a captive and at the mercy of the Blackfeet fortunately restrained her. Instead of answering, she cast her eyes on the ground and remained stolidly silent, by which conduct she got credit for undeserved modesty.

Where is the little one of that serpent Bounding Bull? asked Umqua, after a brief silence.

I know not replied Moonlight, with a look of anxiety. When we arrived here Skipping Rabbit was separated from me. She journeyed under the care of a youth. They called him, I think, Eaglenose.

Is Skipping Rabbit the childs name?

Then Skipping Rabbit will skip more than ever, for Eaglenose is a funny man when not on the war-path, and his mother is a good woman. She does not talk behind your back like other women. You have nothing to fear for Skipping Rabbit. Come with me, we will visit the mother of Eaglenose.

As the two moved through the Indian camp, Moonlight noticed that the men were collecting and bridling their horses, cleaning and sharpening their weapons, and making preparations generally for an expedition on a large scale. For a moment a feeling of fear filled her heart as she recalled Umquas remarks about scalping her kindred; but when she reflected how well able her sturdy little father and big brother and Bounding Bull were to take care of themselves, she smiled internally, and dismissed her fears.

Long before they reached Eaglenoses mothers wigwam, Moonlight was surprised to hear the well known voice of Skipping Rabbit shouting in unrestrained peals of merry laughter. On entering, the cause thereof was at once apparent, for there sat Eaglenose beside his mother (whose nose, by the way, was similar to his own) amusing the child with a home-made jumping-jack. Having seen a toy of this kind during one of his visits to the settlements of the pale-faces, the Blackfoot youth had made mental notes of it, and on his return home had constructed a jumping-jack, which rendered him more popular in his tribe  especially with the youngsters  than if he had been a powerful medicine-man or a noted warrior.

When Moonlight entered, Skipping Rabbit was standing in front of Eaglenose with clasped hands and glittering eyes, shrieking with delight as the absurd creature of wood threw up its legs and arms, kicked its own head, and all but dislocated its own limbs. Catching sight of her friend, however, she gave vent to another shriek with deeper delight in it, and, bounding towards her, sprang into her arms.

Regarding this open display of affection with some surprise, and rightly ascribing it to the influence of white blood in Bounding Bulls camp, Umqua asked Eaglenoses mother if the men were getting ready to go on the war-path.

I know not. Perhaps my son knows.

Thus directly referred to, Eaglenose, who was but a young warrior just emancipated from boyhood, and who had yet to win his spurs, rose, and, becoming so grave and owlish that his naturally prominent feature seemed to increase in size, said sententiously  

It is not for squaws to inquire into the plans of men, but as there is no secret in what we are going to do, I may tell you, mother, that women and children have not yet learned to live on grass or air. We go just now to procure fresh meat.

So saying, the stripling pitched the jumping-jack into the lap of Skipping Rabbit, and strode out of the lodge with the pomposity of seven chiefs!

That night, when the captives were lying side by side in Umquas wigwam, gazing at the stars through the hole which was left in the top for the egress of the smoke, Moonlight said to her little friend  

Does the skipping one know that it is Rushing River who has caught us and carried us away?

The skipping one said that she had not known, but, now that she did know, she hated him with all her heart.

So do I, said Moonlight firmly. But Moonlight was wrong, for she hated the man with only a very small portion of her heart, and loved him with all the rest. It was probably some faint recognition of this fact that induced her to add with the intense energy of one who is resolved to walk in the path of duty I hate all the Blackfeet!

So do I, returned the child, and then pausing, slowly added, except  and paused again.

Well, who does the skipping one except?

Eaglenose, replied the skipper promptly. I cant hate him, he is such a very funny brave.

After a prolonged silence Moonlight whispered  

Does Skipping Rabbit sleep?

No.

Is there not something in the great medicine-book that father speaks so much about which teaches that we should love our enemies?

I dont know, replied the little one. Bounding Bull never taught that to me.

Again there was silence, during which Moonlight hoped in a confused sort of way that the teaching might be true. Before she could come to a conclusion on the perplexing point both she and her little friend were in that mysterious region where the human body usually ceases to be troubled by the human mind.

When Bounding Bull and Little Tim found that the Blackfoot chief had escaped them, they experienced what is often termed among Christians a great trial of faith. They did not indeed express their thoughts in language, but they could not quite prevent their looks from betraying their feelings, while in their thoughts they felt sorely tempted to charge God with indifference to their feelings, and even with something like cruelty, in thus permitting the guilty to triumph and the innocent to suffer. The state of mind is not, indeed, unfamiliar to people who are supposed to enjoy higher culture than the inhabitants of the wilderness. Even Whitewings spirit was depressed for a time, and he could offer no consolation to the bereaved fathers, or find much comfort to himself; yet in the midst of all the mental darkness by which he was at that time surrounded, two sentences which the pale-face missionary had impressed on him gleamed forth now and then, like two flickering stars in a very black sky. The one was, Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? the other, He doeth all things well. But he did not at that time try to point out the light to his companions.

Burning with rage, mingled somewhat with despair, the white hunter and the red chief returned home in hot haste, bent on collecting a force of men so strong that they would be enabled to go forth with the absolute certainty of rescuing their children, or of avenging them by sweeping the entire Blackfoot nation, root and branch, off the face of the earth; and adorning the garments of their braves with their scalp-locks for ages to come.

It may be easily believed that they did not waste time on the way. Desperate men cannot rest. To halt for a brief space in order to take food and sleep just sufficient to sustain them was all the relaxation they allowed themselves. This was, of course, simply a process of wearing out their strength, but they were very strong men, long inured to hardships, and did not easily wear out.

One night they sat round the camp fire, very weary, and in silence. The fire was low and exceedingly small. Indeed, they did not dare to venture on a large one while near the enemys country, and usually contented themselves with a supper of cold, uncooked pemmican. On this night, however, they were more fatigued than usual  perhaps depression of spirit had much to do with it  so they had kindled a fire and warmed their supper.

What are the thoughts of Bounding Bull? said Little Tim, at length breaking silence with something like a groan.

Despair, replied the chief, with a dark frown; and, he added, with a touch of hesitation, revenge.

Your thoughts are not much different from mine, returned the hunter.

My brothers are not wise, said Whitewing, after another silence. All that Manitou does to His children is good. I have hope.

I wish my brother could give me some of his hope. What does he rest his hope on? asked Little Tim.

Long ago, answered the chief, when Rushing River was a boy, the white preacher spoke to him about his soul and the Saviour. The boys heart was touched. I saw it; I knew it. The seed has lain long in the ground, but it is sure to grow, for it must have been the Spirit of Manitou that touched him; and will He not finish the work that He begins? That is my hope.

The chiefs eyes glittered in the firelight while he spoke. His two companions listened with grave attention, but said no word in reply. Yet it was evident, as they lay down for a few hours rest, that the scowl of revenge and the writing of despair had alike in some measure departed from the brow of each.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Powerful Influence of Bad Weapons and of Love.

While the bereaved parents were thus hastening by forced marches to their own camp, a band of Blackfeet was riding in another direction in quest of buffalo, for their last supply of fresh meat had been nearly consumed. Along with them they took several women to dry the meat and otherwise prepare it. Among these were poor Moonlight and her friend Skipping Rabbit, also their guardian Umqua.

Ever since their arrival in camp Rushing River had not only refrained from speaking to his captives, but had carefully avoided them. Moonlight was pleased at first but at last she began to wonder why he was so shy, and, having utterly failed in her efforts to hate him, she naturally began to feel a little hurt by his apparent indifference.

Very different was the conduct of Eaglenose, who also accompanied the hunting expedition. That vivacious youth, breaking through all the customs and peculiarities of Red Indian etiquette, frequently during the journey came and talked with Moonlight, and seemed to take special pleasure in amusing Skipping Rabbit.

Has the skipping one, he said on one occasion, brought with her the little man that jumps? by which expression he referred to the jumping-jack.

Yes, he is with the pack-horses. Does Eaglenose want to play with him?

Oh, she was a sly and precocious little rabbit, who had used well her opportunities of association with Little Tim to pick up the ways and manners of the pale-faces  to the surprise and occasional amusement of her red relations, whom she frequently scandalised not a little. Well did she know how sensitive a young Indian brave is as to his dignity, how he scorns to be thought childish, and how he fancies that he looks like a splendid man when he struts with superhuman gravity, just as a white boy does when he puts a cigar between his unfledged lips. She thought she had given a tremendous stab to the dignity of Eaglenose; and so she had, yet it happened that the dignity of Eaglenose escaped, because it was shielded by a buckler of fun so thick that it could not easily be pierced by shafts of ridicule.

Yes; I want to play with him, answered the youth, with perfect gravity, but a twinkle of the eyes that did not escape Skipping Rabbit; Im fond of playing with him, because he is your little husband, and I want to make friends with the husband of the skipping one; he is so active, and kicks about his arms and legs so well. Does he ever kick his little squaw? I hope not.

Oh yes, sometimes, returned the child. He kicked me last night because I said he was so like Eaglenose.

The little husband did well. A wooden chief so grand did not like to be compared to a poor young brave who has only begun to go on the war-path, and has taken no scalps yet.

The mention of war-path and scalps had the effect of quieting the poor childs tendency to repartee. She thought of her father and Little Tim, and became suddenly grave.

Perceiving and regretting this, the young Indian hastily changed the subject of conversation.

The Blackfeet, he said, have heard much about the great pale-faced chief called Leetil Tim. Does the skipping one know Leetil Tim?

The skipping one, whose good humour was quite restored at the mere mention of her friends name, said that she not only knew him, but loved him, and had been taught many things by him.

I suppose he taught you to speak and act like the pale-faced squaws? said Eaglenose.

I suppose he did, returned the child, with a laugh, and Moonlight helped him. But perhaps it is also because I have white blood in me. My mother was a pale-face.

That accounts for Skipping Rabbit being so ready to laugh, and so fond of fun, said the youth.

Was the father of Eaglenose a pale-face? asked the child.

No; why?

Because Eaglenose is as ready to laugh and as fond of fun as Skipping Rabbit. If his father was not a pale-face, he could not I think, have been very red.

What reply the youth would have made to this we cannot tell, for at that moment scouts came in with the news that buffalo had been seen grazing on the plain below.

Instantly the bustle of preparation for the chase began. The women were ordered to encamp and get ready to receive the meat. Scouts were sent out in various directions, and the hunters advanced at a gallop.

The region through which they were passing at the time was marked by that lovely, undulating, park-like scenery which lies in some parts between the rugged slopes of the mountain range and the level expanse of the great prairies. Its surface was diversified by both kinds of landscape  groups of trees, little knolls, stretches of forest, and occasional cliffs, being mingled with wide stretches of grassy plain, with rivulets here and there to add to the wild beauty of the scene.

After a short ride over the level ground the Blackfeet came to a fringe of woodland, on the other side of which they were told by the scouts a herd of buffalo had been seen browsing on a vast sweep of open plain.

Riding cautiously through the wood, they came to the edge of it and dismounted, while Rushing River and Eaglenose advanced alone and on foot to reconnoitre.

Coming soon to that outer fringe of bushes, beyond which there was no cover, they dropped on hands and knees and went forward in that manner until they reached a spot whence a good view of the buffalo could be obtained. The black eyes of the two Indians glittered, and the red of their bronzed faces deepened with emotion as they gazed. And truly it was a sight well calculated to stir to the very centre men whose chief business of life was the chase, and whose principal duty was to procure food for their women and children, for the whole plain away to the horizon was dotted with groups of those monarchs of the western prairies. They were grazing quietly, as though such things as the rattle of guns, the whiz of arrows, the thunder of horse-hoofs, and the yells of savages had never sounded in their ears.

The chief and the young brave exchanged impressive glances, and retired in serpentine fashion from the scene.

A few minutes later, and the entire band of horsemen  some with bows and a few with guns  stood at the outmost edge of the bushes that fringed the forest land. Beyond this there was no cover to enable them to approach nearer to the game without being seen, so preparation was made for a sudden dash.

The huge rugged creatures on the plain continued to browse peacefully, giving an occasional toss to their enormous manes, raising a head now and then, as if to make sure that all was safe, and then continuing to feed, or giving vent to a soft low of satisfaction. It seemed cruel to disturb so much enjoyment and serenity with the hideous sounds of war. But mans necessities must be met. Until Edens days return there is no deliverance for the lower animals. Vegetarians may reduce their theories to practice in the cities and among cultivated fields, but vegetarians among the red men of the Far West or the squat men of the Arctic zone, would either have to violate their principles or die.

As Rushing River had no principles on the subject, and was not prepared for voluntary death, he gave a signal to his men, and in an instant every horse was elongated, with ears flat nostrils distended, and eyes flashing, while the riders bent low, and mingled their black locks with the flying manes.

For a few seconds no sound was heard save the muffled thunder of the hoofs, at which the nearest buffaloes looked up with startled inquiry in their gaze. Another moment, and the danger was appreciated. The mighty host went off with pig-like clumsiness  tails up and manes tossing. Quickly the pace changed to desperate agility as the pursuing savages, unable to restrain themselves, relieved their feelings with terrific yells.

As group after group of astonished animals became aware of the attack and joined in the mad flight the thunder on the plains swelled louder and louder, until it became one continuous roar  like the sound of a rushing cataract  a bovine Niagara! At first the buffaloes and the horses seemed well matched, but by degrees the superiority of the latter became obvious, as the savages drew nearer and nearer to the flying mass. Soon a puff or two of smoke, a whistling bullet and a whizzing arrow told that the action had begun. Here and there a black spot struggling on the plain gave stronger evidence. Then the hunters and hunted became mixed up, the shots and whizzing were more frequent, the yells more terrible, and the slaughter tremendous. No fear now that Moonlight, and Skipping Rabbit, and Umqua, and all the rest of them, big and little, would not have plenty of juicy steaks and marrow-bones for many days to come.

But all this was not accomplished without some damage to the hunters. Here and there a horse, having put his foot into a badger-hole, was seen to continue his career for a short space like a wheel or a shot hare, while his rider went ahead independently like a bird, and alighted  anyhow! Such accidents, however, seldom resulted in much damage, red skin being probably tougher than white, and savage bones less brittle than civilised. At all events, nothing very serious occurred until the plain was pretty well strewn with wounded animals.

Then it was that Eaglenose, in his wild ambition to become the best hunter of the tribe, as well as the best warrior, singled out an old bull, and gave chase to him. This was wanton as well as foolish, for bulls are dangerous and their meat is tough. What cared Eaglenose for that? The spirit of his fathers was awakened in him (a bad spirit doubtless), and his blood was up. Besides, Rushing River was close alongside of him, and several emulous braves were close behind.

Eaglenose carried a bow. Urging his steed to the uttermost he got close up to the bull. Fury was in the creatures little eyes, and madness in its tail. When a buffalo bull cocks its tail with a little bend in the middle thereof, it is time to look out for squalls.

Does Eaglenose desire to hunt with his fathers in the happy hunting-grounds? muttered Rushing River.

Eaglenose knows not fear, returned the youth boastfully.

As he spoke he bent his bow, and discharged an arrow. He lacked the precision of Robin Hood. The shaft only grazed the bulls shoulder, but that was enough. A Vesuvian explosion seemed to heave in his capacious bosom, and found vent in a furious roar. Round he went like an opera-dancer on one leg, and lowered his shaggy head. The horses chest went slap against it as might an ocean-billow against a black rock, and the rider, describing a curve with a high trajectory, came heavily down upon his eagle nose.

It was an awful crash, and after it the poor youth lay prone for a few minutes with his injured member in the dust  literally, for he had ploughed completely through the superincumbent turf.

Fortunately for poor Eaglenose, Rushing River carried a gun, with which he shot the bull through the heart and galloped on. So did the other Indians. They were not going to miss the sport for the sake of helping a fallen comrade to rise.

When at last the unfortunate youth raised his head he presented an appearance which would have justified the change of his name to Turkeycocknose, so severe was the effect of his fall.

Getting into a sitting posture, the poor fellow at first looked dazed. Then observing something between his eyes that was considerably larger than even he had been accustomed to, he gently raised his hand to his face and touched it. The touch was painful, so he desisted. Then he arose, remounted his steed, which stood close to him, looking stupid after the concussion, and followed the hunt, which by that time was on the horizon.

But something worse was in store for another member of the band that day. After killing the buffalo bull, as before described, the chief Rushing River proceeded to reload his gun.

Now it must be known that in the days we write of the firearms supplied to the Nor-west Indians were of very inferior quality. They were single flint-lock guns, with blue-stained barrels of a dangerously brittle character, and red-painted brass-mounted stocks, that gave them the appearance of huge toys. It was a piece of this description which Rushing River carried, and which he proceeded to reload in the usual manner  that is, holding the gun under his left arm, he poured some powder from a horn into his left palm; this he poured from his palm into the gun, and, without wadding or ramming, dropped after the powder a bullet from his mouth, in which magazine he carried several bullets so as to be ready. Then driving the butt of the gun violently against the pommel of the saddle, so as to send the whole charge home and cause the weapon to prime itself, he aimed at the buffalo and fired.

Charges thus loosely managed do not always go quite home. In this case the ball had stuck half-way down, and when the charge exploded the gun burst and carried away the little finger of the chiefs left hand. But it did more. A piece of the barrel struck the chief on the head, and he fell from his horse as if he had been shot.

This catastrophe brought the hunt to a speedy close. The Indians assembled round their fallen chief with faces graver, if possible, than usual. They bound up his wounds as well as they could, and made a rough-and-ready stretcher out of two poles and a blanket, in which they carried him into camp. During the greater part of the short journey he was nearly if not quite unconscious. When they at length laid him down in his tent, his mother, although obviously anxious, maintained a stern composure peculiar to her race.

Not so the captive Moonlight. When she saw the apparently dead form of Rushing River carried into his tent, covered with blood and dust, her partially white spirit was not to be restrained. She uttered a sharp cry, which slightly roused the chief, and, springing to his side, went down on her knees and seized his hand. The action was involuntary and almost momentary. She recovered herself at once, and rose quickly, as grave and apparently as unmoved as the reddest of squaws. But Rushing River had noted the fact, and divined the cause. The girl loved him! A new sensation of almost stern joy filled his heart. He turned over on his side without a look or word to any one, and calmly went to sleep.

We have already said, or hinted, that Rushing River was a peculiar savage. He was one of those men  perhaps not so uncommon as we think  who hold the opinion that women are not made to be mere beasts of burden, makers of moccasins and coats, and menders of leggings, cookers of food, and, generally, the slaves of men. One consequence was that he could not bear the subdued looks and almost cringing gait of the Blackfoot belles, and had remained a bachelor up to the date of our story.

He preferred to live with his mother, who, by the way, was also an exception to the ordinary class of squaws. She was rudely intellectual and violently self-assertive, though kind-hearted withal.

That night when his mother chanced to be alone in the tent, he held some important conversation with her. Moonlight happened to be absent at a jumping-jack entertainment with Skipping Rabbit in the tent of Eaglenose, the youth himself being the performer in spite of his nose! Most of the other women in the camp were at the place where the buffalo were being cut up and dried and converted into pemmican.

Mother, said Rushing River, who in reality had been more stunned than injured  excepting, of course, the little finger, which was indeed gone past recovery.

My son, said Umqua, looking attentively in the chiefs eyes.

The eagle has been brought down at last. Rushing River will be the same man no more. He has been hit in his heart.

I think not, my son, returned Umqua, looking somewhat anxious. A piece of the bad gun struck the head of Rushing River, but his breast is sound. Perhaps he is yet stunned, and had better sleep again.

I want not sleep, mother, replied the chief in figurative language; it is not the bursting gun that has wounded me, but a spear of light  a moonbeam.

Moonlight! exclaimed Umqua, with sudden intelligence.

Even so, mother; Rushing River has at last found a mate in Moonlight.

My son is wise, said Umqua.

I will carry the girl to the camp of mine enemy, continued the chief, and deliver her to her father.

My son is a fool, said Umqua.

Wise, and a fool! Can that be possible, mother? returned the chief with a slight smile.

Yes, quite possible, said the woman promptly. Man can be wise at one time, foolish at another  wise in one act, foolish in another. To take Moonlight to your tent is wise. I love her. She has brains. She is not like the young Blackfoot squaws, who wag their tongues without ceasing when they have nothing to say and never think  brainless ones!  fools! Their talk is only about each other behind-backs and of feeding.

The old one is hard upon the young ones, said the chief gravely; not long ago I heard the name of Umqua issue from a wigwam. The voice that spoke was that of the mother of Eaglenose. Rushing River listens not to squaws tales, but he cannot stop his ears. The words floated to him with the smoke of their fire. They were, Umqua has been very kind to me. I heard no more.

The mother of Eaglenose is not such a fool as the rest of them, said Umqua, in a slightly softer tone; but why does my son talk foolishness about going to the tents of his enemy, and giving up a girl who it is easy to see is good and wise and true, and a hard worker, and not a fool?

Listen, mother. It is because Moonlight is all that you say, and much more, that I shall send her home. Besides, I have come to know that the pale-face who was shot by one of our braves is the preacher whose words went to my heart when I was a boy. I must see him.

But Bounding Bull and Leetil Tim will certainly kill you.

Leetil Tim is not like the red men, returned the chief; he does not love revenge. My enemy Bounding Bull hunts with him much, and has taken some of his spirit. I am a red man. I love revenge because my fathers loved it; but there is something within me that is not satisfied with revenge. I will go alone and unarmed. If they kill me, they shall not be able to say that Rushing River was a coward.

My son is weak; his fall has injured him.

Your son is strong, mother. His love for Moonlight has changed him.

If you go you will surely die, my son.

I fear not death, mother. I feel that within me which is stronger than death.




Chapter Fourteen.

In which Plans, Prospects, Love, Dangers, and Perplexities are dealt with.

Three days after the conversation related in the last chapter, a party on horseback, numbering five persons, left the Blackfoot camp, and, entering one of the patches of forest with which the eastern slopes of the mountains were clothed, trotted smartly away in the direction of the rising sun.

The party consisted of Rushing River and his mother, Moonlight, Skipping Rabbit, and Eaglenose.

The latter, although still afflicted with a nose the swelled condition of which rendered it out of all proportion to his face, and interfered somewhat with his vision, was sufficiently recovered to travel, and also to indulge his bantering talk with the skipping one, as he called his little friend. The chief was likewise restored, excepting the stump of the little finger, which was still bandaged. Umqua had been prevailed on to accompany her son, and it is only just to the poor woman to add that she believed herself to be riding to a martyrs doom. The chief however, did not think so, else he would not have asked her to accompany him.

Each of the party was mounted on a strong horse, except Skipping Rabbit, who bestrode an active pony more suited to her size. We say bestrode, because it must ever be borne in remembrance that Red India ladies ride like gentlemen  very much, no doubt, to their own comfort.

Although Rushing River had resolved to place himself unarmed in the power of his enemy, he had no intention of travelling in that helpless condition in a country where he was liable to meet with foes, not only among men but among beasts. Besides, as he carried but a small supply of provisions, he was dependent on gun and bow for food. Himself, therefore, carried the former weapon, Eaglenose the latter, and both were fully armed with hatchet, tomahawk, and scalping-knife.

The path  if such it may be called  which they followed was one which had been naturally formed by wild animals and wandering Indians taking the direction that was least encumbered with obstructions. It was only wide enough for one to pass at a time, but after the first belt of woodland had been traversed, it diverged into a more open country, and finally disappeared, the trees and shrubs admitting of free passage in all directions.

While in the narrow track the chief had headed the little band. Then came Moonlight, followed by Umqua and by Skipping Rabbit on her pony, Eaglenose bringing up the rear.

On emerging, however, into the open ground, Rushing River drew rein until Moonlight came up alongside of him. Eaglenose, who was quick to profit by example  especially when he liked it  rode up alongside of the skipping one, who welcomed him with a decidedly pale-face smile, which showed that she had two rows of bright little teeth behind her laughing lips.

Is Moonlight glad, said the chief to the girl, after riding beside her for some time in silence, is Moonlight glad to return to the camp of Bounding Bull?

Yes, I am glad, replied the girl, choosing rather to answer in the matter-of-fact manner of the pale-faces than in the somewhat imaginative style of the Indians. She could adopt either, according to inclination.

There was a long pause, during which no sound was heard save the regular patter of the hoofs on the lawn-like turf as they swept easily out and in among the trees, over the undulations, and down into the hollows, or across the level plains.

Why is Moonlight glad? asked the chief.

Because father and mother are there, and I love them both.

Again there was silence, for Moonlight had replied some what brusquely. The truth is that, although rejoicing in the prospect of again seeing her father and mother, the poor girl had a lurking suspicion that a return to them meant final separation from Rushing River, and  although she was too proud to admit, even to herself, that such a thought affected her in any way  she felt very unhappy in the midst of her rejoicing, and knew not what to make of it. This condition of mind, as the reader knows, is apt to make any one lower than an angel somewhat testy!

On coming to a rising ground, up which they had to advance at a walking pace, the chief once more broke silence in a low, soft voice  

Is not Moonlight sorry to quit the Blackfoot camp?

The girl was taken by surprise, for she had never before heard an Indian  much less a chief  address a squaw in such a tone, or condescend to such a question. A feeling of self-reproach induced her to reply with some warmth  

Yes, Rushing River, Moonlight is sorry to quit the lodges of her Blackfoot friends. The snow on the mountain-tops is warmed by the sunshine until it melts and flows down to the flowering plains. The heart of Moonlight was cold and hard when it entered the Blackfoot camp, but the sunshine of kindness has melted it, and now that it flows towards the grassy plains of home, Moonlight thinks with tenderness of the past, and will never forget.

Rushing River said no more. Perhaps he thought the reply, coupled with the look and tone, was sufficiently satisfactory. At all events, he continued thereafter to ride in profound silence, and, checking his steed almost imperceptibly, allowed his mother to range up on the other side of him.

Meanwhile Eaglenose and Skipping Rabbit, being influenced by no considerations of delicacy or anything else, kept up a lively conversation in rear. For Eaglenose, like his chief, had freed himself from some of the trammels of savage etiquette.

It would take up too much valuable space to record all the nonsense that these two talked to each other, but a few passages are worthy of notice.

Skipping one, said the youth, after a brief pause, what are your thoughts doing?

Swelled-nosed one, replied the child, with a laugh at her own inventive genius, I was thinking what a big hole you must have made in the ground when you got that fall.

It was not shallow, returned the youth, with assumed gravity. It was big enough to have buried a rabbit in, even a skipping one.

Would there have been room for a jumping-jack too? asked the child, with equal gravity; then, without waiting for an answer, she burst into a merry laugh, and asked where they were travelling to.

Has not Moonlight told you?

No, when I asked her about it yesterday she said she was not quite sure, it would be better not to speak till she knew.

Moonlight is very wise  almost as wise as a man.

Yes, wiser even than some men with swelled noses.

It was now the youths turn to laugh, which he did quite heartily, for an Indian, though with a strong effort to restrain himself.

We are going, I believe, he said, after a few moments thought, to visit your father, Bounding Bull. At least the speech of Rushing River led Eaglenose to think so, but our chief does not say all that is in his mind. He is not a squaw  at least, not a skipping one.

Instead of retorting, the child looked with sudden anxiety into the countenance of her companion.

Does Rushing River, she asked, with earnest simplicity, want to have his tongue slit, his eyes poked in, his liver pulled out, and his scalp cut off?

I think not, replied Eaglenose, with equal simplicity, for although such a speech from such innocent lips may call forth surprise in a civilised reader, it referred, in those regions and times, to possibilities which were only too probable.

After a few minutes thought the child said, with an earnest look in her large and lustrous eyes, Skipping Rabbit will be glad  very glad  to see her father, but she will be sorry  very sorry  to lose her friends.

Having now made it plain that the feelings of both captives had been touched by the kindness of their captors, we will transport them and the reader at once to the neighbourhood of Bounding Bulls camp.

Under the same tree on the outskirts which had been the scene of the girls capture, Rushing River and Eaglenose stood once more with their companions, conversing in whispers. The horses had been concealed a long way in rear, to prevent restiveness or an incidental neigh betraying them.

The night was intensely dark and still. The former condition favoured their enterprise, but the latter was unfavourable, as it rendered the risk of detection from any accidental sound much greater.

After a few minutes talk with his male companion, the chief approached the tree where the females stood silently wondering what their captors meant to do, and earnestly hoping that no evil might befall any one.

The time has come, he said, when Moonlight may help to make peace between those who are at war. She knows well how to creep like the serpent in the grass, and how to speak with her tongue in such a way that the heart of the listener will be softened while his ear is charmed. Let Moonlight creep into the camp, and tell Bounding Bull that his enemy is subdued; that the daughter of Leetil Tim has conquered him; that he wishes for friendship, and is ready to visit his wigwam, and smoke the pipe of peace. But tell not that Rushing River is so near. Say only that Moonlight has been set free; that Manitou of the pale-faces has been whispering in the heart of Rushing River, and he no longer delights in revenge or wishes for the scalp of Bounding Bull. Go secretly, for I would not have the warriors know of your return till you have found out the thoughts of the chief. If the ear of the chief is open and his answer is favourable, let Moonlight sound the chirping of a bird, and Rushing River will enter the camp without weapons, and trust himself to the man who was once his foe. If the answer is unfavourable, let her hoot like the owl three times, and Rushing River will go back to the home of his fathers, and see the pleasant face of Moonlight no more.

To say that Moonlight was touched by this speech would give but a feeble description of her feelings. The unusual delicacy of it for an Indian, the straightforward declaration implied in it and the pathetic conclusion, would have greatly flattered her self-esteem, even if it had not touched her heart. Yet no sign did she betray of emotion, save the somewhat rapid heaving of her bosom as she stood with bowed head, awaiting further orders.

Moonlight will find Skipping Rabbit waiting for her here beside this tree. Whether Bounding Bull is for peace or war, Rushing River returns to him his little one. Go, and may the hand of Manitou guide thee.

He turned at once and rejoined Eaglenose, who was standing on guard like a statue at no great distance.

Moonlight went immediately and softly into the bushes, without pausing to utter a single word to her female companions, and disappeared.

Thereupon the chief and his young brave lay down, and, resting there in profound silence, awaited the result with deep but unexpressed anxiety.

Well did our heroine know every bush and rock of the country around her. With easy, soundless motion she glided along like a flitting shadow until she gained the line of sentries who guarded the camp. Here, as on a former occasion, she sank into the grass, and advanced with extreme caution. If she had not possessed more than the average capacity of savages for stalking, it would have been quite impossible for her to have eluded the vigilance of the young warriors. As it was, she narrowly escaped discovery, for, just as she was crossing what may he termed the guarded line, one of the sentinels took it into his head to move in her direction. Of course she stopped and lay perfectly flat and still, but so near did the warrior come in passing that his foot absolutely grazed her head. But for the intense darkness of the night she would have inevitably been caught.

Creeping swiftly out of the sentinels way before he returned, she gained the centre of the camp, and in a few minutes was close to her fathers wigwam. Finding a little hole in the buffalo-skins of which it was chiefly composed, she peeped in.

To her great disappointment, Little Tim was not there, but Brighteyes was, and a youth whom she knew well as one who was about to join the ranks of the men, and go out on his first war-path on the first occasion that offered.

Although trained to observe the gravity and reticence of the Indian, this youth was gifted by nature with powers of loquacity which he found it difficult to suppress. Knowing this, Moonlight felt that she dared not trust him with her secret, and was much perplexed how to attract her mothers attention without disturbing him. At last she crept round to the side of the tent where her mother was seated, opposite to the youth. Putting her lips to another small hole which she found there, she whispered Mother, so softly that Brighteyes did not hear, but went calmly on with her needlework, while the aspirant for Indian honours sent clouds of tobacco from his mouth and nose, and dreamed of awful deeds of daring, which were probably destined to end also in smoke.

Mother! whispered Moonlight again.

The whisper, though very slightly increased, was evidently heard, for the woman became suddenly motionless, and turned slightly pale, while her lustrous eyes gazed at the spot whence the sound had come.

What does Brighteyes see? asked the Indian youth, expelling a cloud from his lips and also gazing.

I thought I heard  my Moonlight  whisper.

A look of grave contempt settled on the youths visage as he replied  

When love is strong, the eyes are blind and the ears too open. Brighteyes hears voices in the night air.

Having given utterance to this sage opinion with the sententious solemnity of an oracle, or the portentous gravity of an ass  as modern slang might put it  the youth resumed his pipe and continued the stupefaction of his brain.

The woman was not sorry that her visitor took the matter thus, for she had felt the imprudence of having betrayed any symptom of surprise, whatever the sound might be. When, therefore, another whisper of Mother! was heard, instead of looking intelligent, she bestowed some increased attention on her work, yawned sleepily once or twice, and then said  

Is there not a council being held to-night?

There is. The warriors are speaking now.

Does not the young brave aspire to raising his voice in council?

He does, replied the youth, puffing with a look of almost superhuman dignity, but he may not raise his voice in council till he has been on the war-path.

I should have thought, returned Brighteyes, with the slightest possible raising of her eyebrows, that a brave who aims so high would find it more pleasant to be near the council tent talking with the other young braves than to sit smoking beside a squaw.

The youth took the hint rather indignantly, rose, and strode out of the tent in majestic silence.

No sooner was he gone than Moonlight darted in and fell into her mothers arms. There was certainly more of the pale-face than of the red mans spirit in the embrace that followed, but the spirit of the red man soon reasserted itself.

Mother, she said eagerly and impressively, Rushing River is going to be my husband!

Child, exclaimed the matron, while her countenance fell, can the dove mate with the raven? the rabbit with the wolf?

They can, for all I care or know to the contrary, said Moonlight  impelled, no doubt, by the spirit of Little Tim. But she continued quickly, I bear a message to Bounding Bull. Where is he?

Not in the camp, my daughter. He has gone to the block-house to see the preacher.

And father. Is he here?

No, he has gone with Bounding Bull. There is no chief in the camp just now  only the young braves to guard it.

How well they guard it  when I am here! said the girl, with a laugh; then, becoming intensely earnest, she told her mother in as few words as possible the object of her visit, concluding with the very pertinent question, Now, what is to be done?

You dare not allow Rushing River to enter the camp just now, said Brighteyes. The young men would certainly kill him.

But I must not send him away, returned the perplexed Moonlight. If I do, I  I shall never  he will never more return.

Could you not creep out of camp as you crept in and warn him?

I could, as far as the sentinels are concerned, for they are little better than owls; but it is growing lighter now, and the moon will be up soon  I dare not risk it. If I were caught, would not the braves suspect something, and scour the country round? I know not what to do, yet something must be done at once.

For some minutes the mother and daughter were silent, each striving to devise some method of escaping from their difficulty. At last Brighteyes spoke.

I see a way, my child, she said, with more than her wonted solemnity, even when discussing grave matters. It is full of danger, yet you must take it, for I see that love has taken possession of my Moonlights heart, and  there is no withstanding love!

She paused thoughtfully for a few moments, and then resumed  

One of your fathers horses is hobbled down in the willow swamp. He put it there because the feeding is good, and has left no one to guard it because the place is not easily found, as you know, and thieves are not likely to think of it as a likely place. What you must do is to go as near our lines as you dare, and give the signal of the owl. Rushing River will understand it, and go away at once. He will not travel fast, for his heart will be heavy, and revenge to him is no longer sweet. That will give you time to cross the camp, creep past the sentinels, run down to the swamp, mount the horse, and go by the short cuts that you know of until you get in front of the party or overtake them. After that you must lead them to the block-house, (Brighteyes never would consent to call it Tims Folly after she understood the meaning of the name), and let the chief manage the rest. Go. You have not a moment to lose.

She gave her daughter a final embrace, pushed her out of the tent and then sat down with the stoicism of a Red Indian to continue her work and listen intently either for the savage yells which would soon indicate the failure of the enterprise, or the continued silence which would gradually prove its success.




Chapter Fifteen.

Plot and Counterplot.

Moonlight sauntered through the camp carelessly at first with a blanket over her head after the manner of Indian women; but on approaching the outskirts, nearest to the spot where Rushing River was concealed, she discarded the blanket, sank into the grass like a genuine apparition, and disappeared. After creeping a short way, she ventured to give the three hoots of the owl.

An Indian brave, whose eyes were directed sentimentally to the stars, as though he were thinking of his lady-love  or buffalo steaks and marrow-bones  cocked his ears and lowered his gaze to earth, but as nothing more was to be seen or heard, he raised his eyes and thoughts again to love  or marrow-bones.

Very different, as may be supposed, was the effect of those three hoots upon Rushing River, as he lay on the grass in perfect silence, listening intently. On hearing the sounds, he sprang up as though an arrow had pierced him, and for a few moments the furious glare of a baffled savage gleamed in his dark eyes, as he laid a hand on his tomahawk; but the action was momentary, and in a short time the look passed away. It was succeeded by a calm aspect and demeanour, which seemed to indicate a man devoid of all feeling  good or bad.

Skipping Rabbit, he said, taking the hand of the child in his, and patting her head, you are soon to be with your father  and with Moonlight. Rushing River goes back to his people. But the skipping one must not move from this tree till some of her people come to fetch her. There is danger in moving  perfect safety in sitting still.

He moved as if about to go, but suddenly turned back and kissed the child. Then he muttered something in a low tone to his companions, and strode into the dark forest.

Umqua then advanced and gave the little one a tremendous hug. She was evidently struggling to suppress her feelings, for she could hardly speak as she said  

I  I must go, dear child. Rushing River commands. Umqua has no choice but to obey. She could say no more, but, after another prolonged hug, ran rapidly away.

Hitherto Eaglenose had stood motionless, looking on, with his arms folded. Poor boy! he was engaged in the hardest fight that he had yet experienced in his young life, for had he not for the first time found a congenial playmate  if we may venture to put it so  and was she not being torn from him just as he was beginning to understand her value? He had been trained, however, in a school where contempt of pain and suffering was inculcated more sternly even than among the Spartans of old.

Skipping one, he said, in a low, stern voice, Eaglenose must leave you, for his chief commands, but he will laugh and sing no more.

Even through her tears the skipping one could scarce forbear smiling at the tone in which this was uttered. Fortunately, her face could not be seen.

O yes, you will laugh and sing again, she said, when your nose is better.

No, that cannot be, returned the youth, who saw  indeed the child intended  nothing humorous in the remark. No, I will never more laugh, or pull the string of the jumping-jack; but, he added, with sudden animation, as a thought struck him, Eaglenose will bring the jumping-jack to the camp of Bounding Bull, and put it in the hands of the skipping one, though his scalp should swing for it in the smoke of her fathers wigwam.

He stooped, took the little face between his hands, and kissed it on both cheeks.

Dont  dont leave me, said the child, beginning to whimper.

The chief commands, and Eaglenose must obey, said the youth.

He gently unclasped the little hands, and silently glided into the forest.

Meanwhile Moonlight, utterly forgetting amid her anxieties the arrangement about Skipping Rabbit, sauntered back again through the camp till she reached the opposite extremity, which lay nearest to the willow swamp. The lines here were not guarded so carefully, because the nature of the ground rendered that precaution less needful. She therefore managed to pass the sentinels without much difficulty, and found, as she had been told, that one of her fathers horses was feeding near the willow swamp. Its two fore-legs were fastened together to prevent it straying, so that she caught it easily. Having provided herself with a strong supple twig, she cut the hobbles, vaulted lightly on the horses back, and went off at a smart gallop.

Moonlight did not quite agree with her mother as to the effect of disappointment on her lover. Although heaviness of heart might possibly induce him to ride slowly, she thought it much more likely that exasperation of spirit would urge him to ride with reckless fury. Therefore she plied her switch vigorously, and, the light increasing as she came to more open ground, she was able to speed swiftly over a wide stretch of country, with which she had been familiar from childhood, in the hope of intercepting the Blackfoot chief.

After a couple of hours hard riding, she came to a narrow pass through which she knew her lover must needs go if he wished to return home by the same path that had led him to the camp of his enemy. Jumping quickly from her steed, she went down on her knees and examined the track. A sigh of relief escaped her, for it was evident that no one had passed there that day towards the west. There was just a bare possibility, however, that the chief had taken another route homeward, but Moonlight tried hard to shut her eyes to that fact, and, being sanguine of temperament she succeeded.

Retiring into a thicket, she tied her horse to a tree, and then returned to watch the track.

While seated there on a fallen tree, thinking with much satisfaction of some of her recent adventures, she suddenly conceived a little plot, which was more consistent with the character of Skipping Rabbit than herself, and rose at once to put it into execution. With a knife which she carried in her girdle she cut and broke down the underwood at the side of the track, and tramped about so as to make a great many footmarks. Then, between that point and the thicket where her steed was concealed, she walked to and fro several times, cutting and breaking the branches as she went, so as to make a wide trail, and suggest the idea of a hand-to-hand conflict having taken place there. She was enabled to make these arrangements all the more easily that the moon was by that time shining brightly, and revealing objects almost as clearly as if it had been noonday.

Returning to the pass, she took off the kerchief with which she usually bound up her luxuriant brown hair, and placed it in the middle of the track, with her knife lying beside it. Having laid this wicked little trap to her satisfaction, she retired to a knoll close at hand, from which she could see her kerchief and knife on the one hand and her horse on the other. Then she concealed herself behind the trunk of a tree.

Now it chanced at that very time that four of the young braves of Bounding Bulls camp, who had been sent out to hunt were returning home laden with venison, and they happened to cross the trail of Moonlight at a considerable distance from the pass just mentioned. Few things escape the notice of the red men of the west. On seeing the trail, they flung down their loads, examined the prints of the hoofs, rose up, glared at each other, and then ejaculated Hough! Ho! Hi! Hee! respectively. After giving vent to these humorous observations, they fixed the fresh meat in the forks of a tree, and, bending forward, followed up the trail like bloodhounds.

Thus it happened that at the very time when Moonlight was preparing her practical joke, or surprise, for Rushing River, these four young braves were looking on with inexpressible astonishment, and preparing something which would indeed be a surprise, but certainly no joke, to herself and to all who might chance to appear upon the scene. With mouths open and eyes stretched to the utmost, these Bounding Bullers  if we may so call them  lay concealed behind a neighbouring mound, and watched the watcher.

Their patience was not put to a severe test. Ere long a distant sound was heard. As it drew near it became distinctly like the pattering sound of galloping steeds. The heart of Moonlight beat high, as she drew closer into the shelter of the tree and clasped her hands. So did the hearts of the Bounding Bullers, as they drew closer under the brow of the mound, and fitted arrows to their bows.

Moonlight was right in her estimate of the effect of disappointment on her lover. He was evidently letting off superfluous steam through the safety-valve of a furious pace. Presently the cavalcade came sweeping into the pass, and went crashing through it  Rushing River, of course, in advance.

No cannon ball was ever stopped more effectually by mountain or precipice than was our Indian chiefs career by Moonlights kerchief and knife. He reined in with such force as to throw his steed on its haunches, like the equestrian statue of Peter the Great; but, unlike the statuesque animal, Rushing Rivers horse came back to the position of all-fours, and stood transfixed and trembling. Vaulting off, the chief ran to the kerchief, and picked it up. Then he and Eaglenose examined it and the knife carefully, after which they turned to the track through the bushes. But here caution became necessary. There might be an ambuscade. With tomahawk in one hand, and scalping-knife in the other, the chief advanced slowly, step by step, gazing with quick intensity right and left as he went. Eaglenose followed, similarly armed, and even more intensely watchful. Umqua brought up the rear, unarmed, it is true, but with her ten fingers curved and claw-like, as if in readiness for the visage of any possible assailant, for the old woman was strong and pugnacious as well as kindly and intellectual.

All this was what some people call nuts to Moonlight. It was equally so to the Bounding Bullers, who, although mightily taken by surprise, were fully alive to the fact that here were two men and two women of their hated Blackfoot foes completely at their mercy. They had only to twang their bowstrings and the death-yells of the men would instantly resound in the forest. But burning curiosity as to what it could all mean, and an intense desire to see the play out, restrained them.

Soon Rushing River came upon the tied-up horse, and of course astonishment became intensified, for in all his varied experience of savage warfare he had never seen the evidence of a deadly skirmish terminate in a peacefully tied-up horse.

While he and his companions were still bending cautiously forward and peering around, the hoot of an owl was heard in the air. Eaglenose looked up with inquiring gaze, but his chiefs more practised ear at once understood it. He stood erect, stuck his weapons into his belt, and, with a look of great satisfaction, repeated the cry.

Moonlight responded, and at once ran down to him with a merry laugh. Of course there was a good deal of greeting and gratulation, for even Indians become demonstrative at times, and Moonlight had much of importance to tell.

But now an unforeseen difficulty came in the way of the bloody-minded Bullers. In the group which had been formed by the friendly evolutions of their foes, the women chanced to have placed themselves exactly between them and the men, thus rendering it difficult to shoot the latter without great risk of injury, if not death, to the former, for none of them felt sufficiently expert to emulate William Tell.

In these circumstances it occurred to them, being courageous braves, that four men were more than a match for two, and that therefore it would be safer and equally effective to make a united rush, and brain their enemies as they stood.

No sooner conceived than acted on. Dispensing with the usual yell on this occasion, they drew their knives and tomahawks, and made a tremendous rush. But they had reckoned too confidently, and suffered the inevitable disgrace of bafflement that awaits those who underrate the powers of women. So sudden was the onset that Rushing River had not time to draw and properly use his weapons, but old Umqua, with the speed of light, flung herself on hands and knees in front of the leading Buller, who plunged over her, and drove his head against a tree with such force that he remained there prone and motionless. Thus the chief was so far ready with his tomahawk that a hastily-delivered blow sent the flat of it down on the skull of the succeeding savage, and, in sporting language, dropped him. Thus only two opponents were left, of whom Eaglenose choked one and his chief felled the other.

In ordinary circumstances the victors would first have stabbed and then scalped their foes, but we have pointed out that the spirit of our chief had been changed. He warned Eaglenose not to kill. With his assistance and that of the women, he bound the conquered braves, and laid them in the middle of the track, so that no one could pass that way without seeing them. Then, addressing the one who seemed to be least stunned, he said  

Rushing River is no longer at war with Bounding Bull. He will not slay and scalp his young men; but the young men have been hasty, and must suffer for it. When your friends find you and set you free, tell them that it was Rushing River who brought Skipping Rabbit to her father and left her near the camp.

If Rushing River is no longer at war with Bounding Bull, returned the fallen savage sulkily, how comes it that we have crossed the trail of a war-party of Blackfeet on their way to the block-house of the pale-face?

This question roused both surprise and concern in the Blackfoot chief, but his features betrayed no emotion of any kind, and the only reply he condescended to make was a recommendation to the youth to remember what he had been told.

When, however, he had left them and got out of hearing, he halted and said  

Moonlight has travelled in the region of her fathers fort since she was a little child. Will she guide me to it by the shortest road she knows!

The girl of course readily agreed, and, in a few minutes, diverging from the pass, went off in another direction where the ground permitted of their advancing at a swift gallop.

We must turn now to another part of those western wilds, not far from the little hut or fortress named.

In a secluded dell between two spurs of the great mountain range, a council of war was held on the day of which we write by a party of Blackfoot Indians. This particular band had been absent on the war-path for a considerable time, and, having suffered defeat, were returning home rather crestfallen and without scalps. In passing near the fortress of Little Tim it occurred to them that they might yet retrieve their character by assaulting that stronghold and carrying off the booty that was there, with any scalps that chance might throw in their way.

That night the prairie chief, Little and Big Tim, Bounding Bull, and Softswan were sitting in a very disconsolate frame of mind beside their friend the pale-face preacher, whose sunken eye and hollow cheek told of his rapidly approaching end. Besides the prospect of the death of one whom they had known and loved so long, they were almost overwhelmed by despair at the loss of Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit, and their failure to overtake and rescue them, while the difficulty of raising a sufficient number of men at the time to render an attempt upon the Blackfoot stronghold possible with the faintest hope of success still further increased their despair.

Even the dying missionary was scarcely able to give them hope or encouragement, for by that time his voice was so weak that he could only utter a word or two at long intervals with difficulty.

The clouds are very dark, my father, said Whitewing.

Very dark, responded his friend, but on the other side the sun is shining brightly.

Sometimes I find it rather hard to believe it, muttered Little Tim.

Bounding Bull did not speak, but the stern look of his brow showed that he shared the feelings of the little hunter. Big Tim was also silent but he glanced at Softswan, and she, as if in reply to his thoughts, said, He doeth all things well.

Ha! exclaimed the missionary, with a quick glance of pleased surprise at the girl; you have learned a good lesson, soft one. Treasure it. He doeth all things well. We may think some of them dark, some even wrong, but Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right?

Silence again ensued, for they were indeed very low, yet they had by no means reached the lowest point of human misery. While they were sitting there the Blackfoot band, under cover of the night, was softly creeping up the zigzag path. Great events often turn on small points. Rome was saved by the cackling of geese, and Tims Folly was lost by the slumbering of a goose! The goose in question was a youth, who was so inflated with the miraculous nature of the deeds which he intended to do that he did not give his mind sufficiently to those which at that time had to be done. He was placed as sentinel at the point of the little rampart furthest from the hut and nearest the forest. Instead of standing at his post and gazing steadily at the latter, he sat down and stared dreamily at the future. As might have been expected, the first Blackfoot that raised his head cautiously above the parapet saw the dreamer, tapped his cranium, and rendered him unconscious. Next moment a swarm of black creatures leaped over the wall, burst open the door of the hut and, before the men assembled there could grasp their weapons, overpowered them by sheer weight of numbers. All were immediately bound, except the woman and the dying man.

Thus it happened that when Rushing River arrived he found the place already in possession of his own men.

I will go up alone, he said, to see what they are doing. If they have got the fire-water of the pale-faces they might shoot and kill Moonlight in their mad haste.

If Rushing River wishes to see his men, unseen by them, Moonlight can guide him by a secret way that is known only to her father and her fathers friends, said the girl.

The chief paused, as if uncertain for a moment how to act. Then he said briefly, Let Moonlight lead; Rushing River will follow.

Without saying a word, the girl conducted her companion round by the rivers bed, and up by the secret path into the cavern at the rear of the little fortress. Here Eaglenose and Umqua were bidden to remain, while the girl raised the stone which covered the upper opening of the cave, and led the chief to the back of the hut whence issued the sound of voices, as if raised in anger and mutual recrimination.

Placing his eye to a chink in the back door, the Blackfoot chief witnessed a scene which filled him with concern and surprise.




Chapter Sixteen.

The Last.

The sight witnessed by Rushing River was one which might indeed have stirred the spirit of a mere stranger, much more that of one who was well acquainted with, and more or less interested in, all the actors in the scene.

Seated on the floor in a row, with their backs against the wall of the hut, and bound hand and foot were his old enemies Bounding Bull, Little Tim and his big son, and Whitewing, the prairie chief. In a corner lay a man with closed eyes, clasped hands, and a face, the ashy paleness of which indicated the near approach of death, if not its actual presence. In him he at once recognised the preacher, who, years ago, had directed his youthful mind to Jesus, the Saviour of mankind.

In front of these stood one of the warriors of his own nation, brandishing a tomahawk, and apparently threatening instant destruction to Little Tim, who, to do him justice, met the scowls and threats of the savage with an unflinching gaze. There was, however, no touch of pride or defiance in Tims look, but in the frowns of Bounding Bull and Big Tim we feel constrained to say that there were both pride and defiance. Several Blackfoot Indians stood beside the prisoners with knives in their hands, ready at a moments notice to execute their leaders commands. Rushing River knew that leader to be one of the fiercest and most cruel of his tribe. Softswan was seated at the feet of the missionary, with her face bowed upon her knees. She was not bound, but a savage stood near to watch her. Whitewings old mother sat or rather crouched, close to her.

What had already passed Rushing River of course could only guess. Of what followed his ears and eyes took note.

You look very brave just now, said the Blackfoot leader, but I will make you change your looks before I take your scalps to dry in the Blackfoot wigwams.

You had better take our lives at once, said Big Tim fiercely, else we will begin to think that we have had the mischance to fall into the hands of cowardly squaws.

Wah! exclaimed Bounding Bull, with a nod of assent as he directed a look of scorn at his adversary.

Tush, tush, boy, said Little Tim to his son reprovingly, in an undertone. It ill becomes a man with white blood in his veins, an who calls hisself a Christian, to go boastin like an ornary savage. I thowt I had thrashed that out of ee when ye was a small boy.

Daddy, remonstrated Big Tim, is not Softswan sittin there at his marcy?

No, lad, no. We are at the marcy of the Lord, an His marcies are everlastin.

A faint smile flickered on the lips of the missionary at that moment, and, opening his eyes, he said solemnly  

My son, hope thou in God, for thou shalt yet praise Him who is the health of thy countenance and thy God.

The savage leader was for the moment startled by the words, uttered in his own language, by one whom he had thought to be dead, but recovering himself quickly, he said  

Your trust will be vain, for you are now in my power, and I only spare you long enough to tell you that a Blackfoot brave has just met us, who brings us the good news of what our great Blackfoot chief did when he crept into the camp of Bounding Bull and carried away his little daughter from under his very nose, and also the daughter of Leetil Tim. Wah! Did I not say that I would make you change your looks?

The savage was so far right that this reference to their great loss was a terrible stab, and produced considerable change of expression on the faces of the captives; but with a great effort Bounding Bull resumed his look of contempt and said that what was news to the Blackfoot leader was no news to him, and that not many days would pass before his warriors would pay a visit to the Blackfoot nation.

That may be so, retorted the savage, but they shall not be led by Bounding Bull, for his last hour has come.

So saying, the Blackfoot raised his tomahawk, and advanced to the chief, who drew himself up, and returned his glare of hate with a smile of contempt. Softswan sprang up with a shriek, and would have flung herself between them, but was held back by the savage who guarded her. At that moment the back door of the hut flew open, and Rushing River stood in the midst of them.

One word from him sent all the savages crestfallen out of the hut. He followed them. Returning alone a few seconds later, he passed the astonished captives, and, kneeling down by the couch of the missionary, said, in tones that were too low to be heard by the others  

Does my white father remember Rushing River?

The missionary opened his eyes with a puzzled look of inquiry, and gazed at the Indians face.

Rushing River was but a boy, continued the chief, when the pale-face preacher came to the camp of the Blackfeet.

A gleam of intelligence seemed to shoot from the eyes of the dying man.

Yes, yes, he said faintly; I remember.

My father, continued the chief, spoke to Rushing River about his sins  about the Great Manitou; about Jesus, the Saviour of all men, and about the Great Spirit. Rushing River did not believe then  he could not  but the Great Spirit must have been whispering to him since, for he believes now.

A look of quiet joy settled on the preachers face while the chief spoke.

Rousing himself with an effort, he said, as he turned a glance towards the captives  

If you truly love Jesus, let these go free.

The chief had to bend down to catch the feebly-spoken words. Rising instantly, he drew his knife, went to Little Tim, and cut the thongs that bound him. Then he cut those of Big Tim and Whitewing, and lastly those of Bounding Bull.

He had scarcely completed the latter act when his old enemy suddenly snatched the knife out of his hand, caught him by the right arm with a vice-like grasp, and pointed the weapon at his heart.

Bounding Bull, he said fiercely, knows not the meaning of all this, but he knows that his child is in the Blackfoot camp, and that Rushing River is at his mercy.

No effort did Rushing River make to avert the impending blow, but stood perfectly still, and, with a look of simple gravity, said  

Skipping Rabbit is not in the Blackfoot camp. She is now in the camp of her kindred; and Moonlight, he added, turning a glance on Little Tim, is safe.

Your face looks truthful and your tone sounds honest, Rushing River, said Little Tim, but the Blackfeet are clever at deceiving, and the chief is our bitter foe. What surety have we that he is not telling lies? Rushing River knows well he has only to give a signal and his red reptiles will swarm in on us, all unarmed as we are, and take our scalps.

My young men are beyond hearing, returned the chief. I have sent them away. My breast is open to the knife in the hand of Bounding Bull. I am no longer an enemy, but a follower of Jesus, and the preacher has told us that He is the Prince of peace.

At this the prairie chief stepped forward.

Friends, he said, my heart is glad this day, for I am sure that you may trust the word of Rushing River. Something of his change of mind I have heard of in the course of my wanderings, but I had not been sure that there was truth in the report till now.

Still Bounding Bull maintained his grasp on his old foe, and held the knife in readiness, so that if there should be any sudden attempt at rescue, he, at least, should not escape.

The two Tims, Little and Big, although moved by Whitewings remarks, were clearly not quite convinced. They seemed uncertain how to view the matter, and were still hesitating when Rushing River again spoke.

The pale-faces, he said, do not seem to be so trustful as the red men. I have put myself in your power, yet you do not believe me. Why, then, does not Bounding Bull strike his ancient enemy? His great opportunity has come. His squaws are waiting in his wigwam fur the scalp of Rushing River.

For the first time in his life Bounding Bull was rendered incapable of action. In all his extensive experience of Indian warfare he had never been placed in such a predicament. If he had been an out-and-out heathen, he would have known what to do, and would have done it at once  he would have gratified revenge. Had Rushing River been an out-and-out heathen, he never would have given him the chance he now possessed of wreaking his vengeance. Then the thought of Skipping Rabbit filled his heart with tender anxiety, and confused his judgment still more. It was very perplexing! But Rushing River brought the perplexity to an end by saying  

If you wish for further proof that Rushing River tells no lies, Moonlight will give it. Let her come forward.

Little Tim was beginning to think that the Blackfoot chief was, as he expressed it, somewhat off his head, when Moonlight ran into the room, and seized him with her wonted energy round the neck.

Yes, father, its all true. I am safe, as you see, and happy.

An Skippin Rabbit? said Little Tim.

Is in her own wigwam by this time.

As she spoke in the Indian tongue, Bounding Bull understood her. He at once let go his hold of his old foe. Returning the knife to him, he grasped his right hand after the manner of the pale-faces, and said  

My brother.

By this time Eaglenose and Umqua had appeared upon the scene, and added their testimony to that of their chief. While they were still engaged in explanation, a low wail from Softswan turned their attention to the corner where the preacher lay.

The prairie chief glided to the side of his old friend, and kneeled by the couch. The others clustered round in solemn silence. They guessed too surely what had drawn forth the girls wail. The old man lay, with his thin white locks scattered on the pillow, his hands clasped as if in prayer, and with eyes nearly closed, but the lips moved not. His days of prayer and striving on this earth were over, and his eternity of praise and glory had begun.

We might here, appropriately enough, close our record of the prairie chief and the preacher, but we feel loath to leave them without a few parting words, for the good work which the preacher had begun was carried on, not only by Whitewing, but, as far as example went  and that was a long way  by Little and Big Tim and their respective wives, and Bounding Bull, as well as by many of their kindred.

After the preachers remains had been laid in the grave at the foot of a pine-tree in that far western wilderness, Little Tim, with his son and Indian friends, followed Bounding Bull to his camp, where one of the very first persons they saw was Skipping Rabbit engaged in violently agitating the limbs of her jumping-jack, to the ineffable delight of Eaglenose.

Soon after, diplomatic negotiations were entered into between the tribe of Bounding Bull and the Blackfeet, resulting in a treaty of peace which bid fair to be a lasting treaty, at least as lasting as most other human treaties ever are. The pipe of peace was solemnly smoked, the war-hatchet was not less solemnly buried, and a feast on a gigantic scale, was much more solemnly held.

Another result was that Rushing River and Moonlight were married  not after the simple Indian fashion, but with the assistance of a real pale-faced missionary, who was brought from a distance of nearly three hundred miles, from a pale-face pioneer settlement, for the express purpose of tying that knot along with several other knots of the same kind, and doing what in him lay to establish and strengthen the good work which the old preacher had begun.

Years passed away, and a fur-trading establishment was sent into those western regions, which gradually attracted round it a group of Indians, who not only bartered skins with the traders, but kept them constantly supplied with meat. Among the most active hunters of this group were our friends Little and Big Tim, Bounding Bull, Rushing River, and Eaglenose. Sometimes these hunted singly, sometimes in couples, not unfrequently all together, for they were a very sociable band.

Whitewing was not one of them, for he devoted himself exclusively to wandering about the mountains and prairies, telling men and women and children of the Saviour of sinners, of righteousness and judgment to come  a self-appointed Red Indian missionary, deriving his authority from the Word of God.

But the prairie chief did not forsake his old and well-tried friends. He left a hostage in the little community, a sort of living lodestone, which was sure to bring him back again and again, however far his wanderings might extend. This was a wrinkled specimen of female humanity, which seemed to be absolutely incapable of extinction because of the superhuman warmth of its heart and the intrinsic hilarity of its feelings! Whoever chanced to inquire for Whitewing, whether in summer or in winter, in autumn or in spring, was sure to receive some such answer as the following: Nobody knows where he is. He wanders here and there and everywhere; but hell not be absent long, for he always turns up, sooner or later, to see his old mother.

Yes, that mummified old mother, that dear old one, was a sort of planet round which Brighteyes and Softswan and Moonlight and Skipping Rabbit and others, with a host of little Brighteyes and little Softswans, revolved, forming a grand constellation, which the men of the settlement gazed at and followed as the mariners of old followed the Pole star.

The mention of Skipping Rabbit reminds us that we have something more to say about her.

It so happened that the fur trader who had been sent to establish a post in that region was a good man, and, strange to say, entertained a strong belief that the soul of man was of far greater importance than his body. On the strength of this opinion he gathered the Indians of the neighbourhood around him, and told them that, as he wished to read to them out of the Word of the Great Manitou, he would hold a class twice a week in the fur-store; and, further, that if any of them wished to learn English, and read the Bible of the pale-faces for themselves, he was quite willing to teach them.

Well, the very first pupil that came to the English class was Skipping Rabbit, and, curiously enough, the very second was Eaglenose.

Now it must be remembered that we have said that years had passed away. Skipping Rabbit was no longer a spoiled, little laughing child, but a tall, graceful, modest girl, just bursting into womanhood. She was still as fond as ever of the jumping-jack, but she slily worked its galvanic limbs for the benefit of little children, not for her own  O dear no! Eaglenose had also grown during these years into a stalwart man, and his chin and lower jaws having developed considerably, his nose was relatively much reduced in appearance. About the same time Brighteyes and Softswan, naturally desiring to become more interesting to their husbands, also joined this class, and they were speedily followed by Moonlight and Bounding Bull. Rushing River also looked in, now and then, in a patronising sort of way, but Whitewing resolutely refused to be troubled with anything when in camp save his mother and his mother-tongue.

It will not therefore surprise the reader to be told that Eaglenose and the skipping one, being thus engaged in a common pursuit, were naturally, we may even say unavoidably, thrown a good deal together; and as their philological acquirements extended, they were wont at times to air their English on each other. The lone woods formed a convenient scene for their intercourse.

Kom vis me, said Eaglenose to Skipping Rabbit one day after school.

Var you goes? asked the girl shyly  yet we might almost say twinklingly.

Don know. Nowhars. Everywhars. Anywhars.

Kim long, den.

Skipping one, said Eaglenose  of course in his own tongue, though he continued the sentence in English de lunguish of de pale-fass am diffikilt.

Yes most too diffikilt for larn.

Bot Softswan larn him easy.

Bot Softswan have one pale-fass hubsind, replied the girl, breaking into one of her old merry laughs at the trouble they both experienced in communicating through such a lunguish.

Would the skipping one, said Eaglenose, with a sharp look, like to have a hubsind?

The skipping one looked at her companion with a startled air, blushed, cast down her eyes, and said nothing.

Come, sit down here, said the Indian, suddenly reverting to his native tongue, as he pointed to the trunk of a fallen tree.

The girl suffered herself to be led to the tree, and sat down beside the youth, who retained one of her hands.

Does not the skipping one know, he said earnestly, that for many moons she has been as the sun in the sky to Eaglenose? When she was a little one, and played with the jumping-jack, her eyes seemed to Eaglenose like the stars, and her voice sounded like the rippling water after it has reached the flowering prairie. When the skipping one laughed, did not the heart of Eaglenose jump? and when she let drops fall from her stars, was not his heart heavy? Afterwards, when she began to think and talk of the Great Manitou, did not the Indians ears tingle and his heart burn? It is true, continued the youth, with a touch of pathos in his tone which went straight to the girls heart, it is true that Eaglenose dwells far below the skipping one. He creeps like the beetle on the ground. She flies like the wild swan among the clouds. Eaglenose is not worthy of her; but love is a strong horse that scorns to stop at difficulties. Skipping Rabbit and Eaglenose have the same thoughts, the same God, the same hopes and desires. They have one heart  why should they not have one wigwam?

Reader, we do not ask you to accept the above declaration as a specimen of Indian love-making. You are probably aware that the red men have a very different and much more prosaic manner of doing things than this. But we have already said that Eaglenose was an eccentric youth; moreover, he was a Christian, and we do not feel bound to account for the conduct or sentiments of people who act under the combined influence of Christianity and eccentricity.

When Skipping Rabbit heard the above declaration, she did indeed blush a little. She could not help that, we suppose, but she did not look awkward, or wait for the gentleman to say more, but quietly putting her arm round his neck, she raised her little head and kissed that part of his manly face which lay immediately underneath his eagle nose!

Of course he was not shabby enough to retain the kiss. He understood it to be a loan, and returned it immediately with interest  but  surely we have said enough for an intelligent reader!

Not many days after that these two were married in the fur-store of the traders. A grand feast and a great dance followed, as a matter of course. It is noteworthy that there was no drink stronger than tea at that merry-making, yet the revellers were wonderfully uproarious and very happy, and it was universally admitted that, exclusive of course of the bride and bridegroom, the happiest couple there were a wrinkled old woman of fabulous age and her amiable son  the Prairie Chief.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Lost and Found.

There is a particular spot in those wild regions which lie somewhere near the northern parts of Baffins Bay, where Nature seems to have set up her workshop for the manufacture of icebergs, where Polar bears, in company with seals and Greenland whales, are wont to gambol, and where the family of Jack Frost may be said to have taken permanent possession of the land.

One winter day, in the early part of the eighteenth century, a solitary man might have been seen in that neighbourhood, travelling on foot over the frozen sea in a staggering, stumbling, hurried manner, as if his powers, though not his will, were exhausted.

The mans hairy garb of grey sealskin might have suggested that he was a denizen of those northern wilds, had not the colour of his face, his brown locks, and his bushy beard, betokened him a native of a very different region.

Although possessing a broad and stalwart frame, his movements indicated, as we have said, excessive weakness. A morsel of ice in his path, that would have been no impediment even to a child, caused him to stumble. Recovering himself, with an evidently painful effort, he continued to advance with quick, yet wavering steps. There was, however, a strange mixture of determination with his feebleness. Energy and despair seemed to be conjoined in his look and action  and no wonder, for Red Rooney, although brave and resolute by nature, was alone in that Arctic wilderness, and reduced to nearly the last extremity by fatigue and famine. For some days  how many he scarcely remembered  he had maintained life by chewing a bit of raw sealskin as he travelled over the frozen waste; but this source of strength had at last been consumed, and he was now sinking from absolute want.

The indomitable spirit of the man, however, kept his weakened body moving, even after the mind had begun to sink into that dreamy, lethargic state which is said to indicate the immediate approach of death, and there was still a red spot in each of his pale and hollow cheeks, as well as an eager gleam of hope in his sunken eyes; for the purpose that Red Rooney had in view was to reach the land.

It was indeed a miserably faint hope that urged the poor fellow on, for the desolate shore of Western Greenland offered little better prospect of shelter than did the ice-clad sea; but, as in the case of the drowning man, he clutched at this miserable straw of hope, and held on for life. There was the bare possibility that some of the migratory Eskimos might be there, or, if not, that some scraps of their food  some bits of refuse, even a few bones  might be found. Death, he felt, was quickly closing with him on the sea. The great enemy might, perhaps, be fought with and kept at bay for a time if he could only reach the land.

Encouraging himself with such thoughts, he pushed on, but again stumbled and fell  this time at full length. He lay quiet for a few seconds. It was so inexpressibly sweet to rest, and feel the worn-out senses floating away, as it were, into dreamland! But the strong will burst the tightening bands of death, and, rising once more, with the exclamation, God help me! he resumed his weary march.

All around him the great ocean was covered with its coat of solid, unbroken ice; for although winter was past, and the sun of early spring was at the time gleaming on bergs that raised their battlements and pinnacles into a bright blue sky, the hoary king of the far north refused as yet to resign his sceptre and submit to the interregnum of the genial sun.

A large hummock or ridge of ice lay in front of the man, blocking his view of the horizon in that direction. It had probably been heaved up by one of the convulsions of the previous autumn, and was broken into a chaotic mass. Here he stopped and looked up, with a sigh. But the sinking of the heart was momentary. Deep snow had so filled up the crevices of the shattered blocks that it was possible to advance slowly by winding in and out among them. As the ascent grew steeper the forlorn man dropped on all-fours and crawled upwards until he reached the top.

The view that burst upon him would have roused enthusiasm if his situation had been less critical. Even as it was, an exclamation of surprise broke from him, for there, not five miles distant, was the coast of Greenland; desolate, indeed, and ice-bound  he had expected that  but inexpressibly grand even in its desolation. A mighty tongue of a great glacier protruded itself into the frozen sea. The tip of this tongue had been broken off, and the edge presented a gigantic wall of crystal several hundred feet high, on which the sun glittered in blinding rays.

This tongue  a mere offshoot of the great glacier itself  filled a valley full ten miles in length, measuring from its tip in the ocean to its root on the mountain brow, where the snow-line was seen to cut sharply against the sky.

For some minutes Red Rooney sat on one of the ice-blocks, gazing with intense eagerness along the shore, in the hope of discerning smoke or some other evidence of mans presence. But nothing met his disappointed gaze save the same uniform, interminable waste of white and grey, with here and there a few dark frowning patches where the cliffs were too precipitous to sustain the snow.

Another despairing sigh rose to the mans lips, but these refused to give it passage. With stern resolve he arose and stumbled hurriedly forward. The strain, however, proved too great. On reaching the level ice on the other side of the ridge he fell, apparently for the last time, and lay perfectly still. Ah! how many must have fallen thus, to rise no more, since men first began to search out the secrets of that grand mysterious region!

But Red Rooney was not doomed to be among those who have perished there. Not far from the spot where he fell, one of the short but muscular and hairy-robed denizens of that country was busily engaged in removing the skin from a Polar bear which he had just succeeded in spearing, after a combat which very nearly cost him his life. During the heat of the battle the brave little mans foot had slipped, and the desperately wounded monster, making a rush at the moment, overturned him into a crevice between two ice-blocks, fortunately the impetus of the rush caused the animal to shoot into another crevice beyond, and the man, proving more active than the bear, sprang out of his hole in time to meet his foe with a spear-thrust so deadly that it killed him on the spot. Immediately he began to skin the animal, intending to go home with the skin, and return with a team of dogs for the meat and the carcass of a recently-caught seal.

Meanwhile, having removed and packed up the bear-skin, he swung it on his broad shoulders, and made for the shore as fast as his short legs would carry him. On the way he came to the spot where the fallen traveller lay.

His first act was to open his eyes to the uttermost, and, considering the small, twinkling appearance of those eyes just a minute before, the change was marvellous.

Hoi! then burst from him with tremendous emphasis, after which he dropped his bundle, turned poor Rooney over on his back, and looked at his face with an expression of awe.

Dead! said the Eskimo, under his breath  in his own tongue, of course, not in English, of which, we need scarcely add, he knew nothing.

After feeling the mans breast, under his coat, for a few seconds, he murmured the word Kablunet (foreigner), and shook his head mournfully.

It was not so much grief for the mans fate that agitated this child of the northern wilderness, as regret at his own bad fortune. Marvellous were the reports which from the south of Greenland had reached him, in his far northern home, of the strange Kablunets or foreigners who had arrived there to trade with the Eskimos  men who, so the reports went, wore smooth coats without hair, little round things on their heads instead of hoods, and flapping things on their legs instead of sealskin boots  men who had come in monster kayaks (canoes), as big as icebergs; men who seemed to possess everything, had the power to do anything, and feared nothing. No fabrications in the Arabian Nights, or Gulliver, or Baron Munchausen, ever transcended the stories about those Kablunets which had reached this broad, short, sturdy Eskimo  stories which no doubt began in the south of Greenland with a substratum of truth, but which, in travelling several hundreds of miles northward, had grown, as a snowball might have grown if rolled the same distance over the Arctic wastes; with this difference  that whereas the snowball would have retained its original shape, though not its size, the tales lost not only their pristine form and size, but became so amazingly distorted that the original reporters would probably have failed to recognise them. And now, at last, here was actually a Kablunet  a real foreigner in the body; but not alive! It was extremely disappointing!

Our sturdy Eskimo, however, was not a good judge of Kablunet vitality. He was yet rubbing the mans broad chest, with a sort of pathetic pity, when a flutter of the heart startled him. He rubbed with more vigour. He became excited, and, seizing Red Rooney by the arms, shook him with considerable violence, the result being that the foreigner opened his eyes and looked at him inquiringly.

Hallo, my lad, said Rooney, in a faint voice; not quite so hard. Im all right. Just help me up, like a good fellow.

He spoke in English, which was, of course, a waste of breath in the circumstances. In proof of his being all right, he fell back again, and fainted away.

The Eskimo leaped up. He was one of those energetic beings who seem to know in all emergencies what is best to be done, and do it promptly. Unrolling the bear-skin, which yet retained a little of its first owners warmth, he wrapped the Kablunet in it from head to foot, leaving an opening in front of his mouth for breathing purposes. With his knife  a stone one  he cut off a little lump of blubber from the seal, and placed that in the opening, so that the stranger might eat on reviving, if so inclined, or let it alone, if so disposed. Then, turning his face towards the land, he scurried away over the ice like a hunted partridge, or a hairy ball driven before an Arctic breeze.

He made such good use of his short legs that in less than an hour he reached a little hut, which seemed to nestle under the wing of a great cliff in order to avoid destruction by the glittering walls of an impending glacier. The hut had no proper doorway, but a tunnel-shaped entrance, about three feet high and several feet long. Falling on his knees, the Eskimo crept into the tunnel and disappeared. Gaining the inner end of it, he stood up and glared, speechless, at his astonished wife.

She had cause for surprise, for never since their wedding-day had Nuna beheld such an expression on the fat face of her amiable husband.

Okiok, she said, have you seen an evil spirit?

No, he replied.

Why, then, do you glare?

Of course Nuna spoke in choice Eskimo, which we render into English with as much fidelity to the native idiom as seems consistent with the agreeable narration of our tale.

Hoi! exclaimed Okiok, in reply to her question, but without ceasing to glare and breathe hard.

Has my husband become a walrus, that he can only shout and snort? inquired Nuna, with the slightest possible twinkle in her eyes, as she raised herself out of the lamp-smoke, and laid down the stick with which she had been stirring the contents of a stone pot.

Instead of answering the question, Okiok turned to two chubby and staring youths, of about fifteen and sixteen respectively, who were mending spears, and said sharply, Norrak, Ermigit, go, harness the dogs.

Norrak rose with a bound, and dived into the tunnel. Ermigit, although willing enough, was not quite so sharp. As he crawled into the tunnel and was disappearing, his father sent his foot in the same direction, and, having thus intimated the necessity for urgent haste, he turned again to his wife with a somewhat softened expression.

Give me food, Nuna. Little food has passed into me since yesterday at sunrise. I starve. When I have eaten, you shall hear words that will make you dream for a moon. I have seen,  he became solemn at this point, and lowered his voice to a whisper as he advanced his head and glared again I have seen a  a  Kablunet!

He drew back and gazed at his wife as connoisseurs are wont to do when examining a picture. And truly Nunas countenance was a picture-round, fat, comely, oily, also open-mouthed and eyed, with unbounded astonishment depicted thereon; for she thoroughly believed her husband, knowing that he was upright and never told lies.

Her mental condition did not, however, interfere with her duties. A wooden slab or plate, laden with a mess of broiled meat, soon smoked before her lord. He quickly seated himself on a raised platform, and had done some justice to it before Nuna recovered the use of her tongue.

A Kablunet! she exclaimed, almost solemnly. Is he dead?

Okiok paused, with a lump of blubber in his fingers close to his mouth.

No; he is alive. At least he was alive when I left him. If he has not died since, he is alive still.

Having uttered this truism, he thrust the blubber well home, and continued his meal.

Nunas curiosity, having been aroused, was not easily allayed. She sat down beside her spouse, and plied him with numerous questions, to which Okiok gave her brief and very tantalising replies until he was gorged, when, throwing down the platter, he turned abruptly to his wife, and said impressively  

Open your ears, Nuna. Okiok is no longer what he was. He has been born only to-day. He has at last seen with his two eyes  a Kablunet!

He paused to restrain his excitement. His wife clasped her hands and looked at him excitedly, waiting for more.

This Kablunet, he continued, is very white, and not so ruddy as we have been told they are. His hair is brown, and twists in little circles. He wears it on the top of his head, and on the bottom of his head also  all round. He is not small or short. No; he is long and broad,  but he is thin, very thin, like the young ice at the beginning of winter. His eyes are the colour of the summer sky. His nose is like the eagles beak, but not so long. His mouth  I know not what his mouth is like; it is hid in a nest of hair. His words I understand not. They seem to me nonsense, but his voice is soft and deep.

And his dress  how does he dress? asked Nuna, with natural feminine curiosity.

Like ourselves, replied Okiok, with a touch of disappointment in his tone. The men who said the Kablunets wear strange things on their heads and long flapping things on their legs told lies.

Why did you not bring him here? asked Nuna, after a few moments meditation on these marvels.

Because he is too heavy to lift, and too weak to walk. He has been starving. I wrapped him in the skin of a bear, and left him with a piece of blubber at his nose. When he wakes up he will smell; then he will eat. Perhaps he will live; perhaps he will die. Who can tell? I go to fetch him.

As the Eskimo spoke, the yelping of dogs outside told that his sons had obeyed his commands, and got ready the sledge. Without another word he crept out of the hut and jumped on the sledge, which was covered with two or three warm bearskins. Ermigit restrained the dogs, of which there were about eight, each fastened to the vehicle by a single line. Norrak handed his father the short-handled but heavy, long-lashed whip.

Okiok looked at Norrak as he grasped the instrument of punishment.

Jump on, he said.

Norrak did so with evident good-will. The whip flashed in the air with a serpentine swing, and went off like a pistol. The dogs yelled in alarm, and, springing away at full speed, were soon lost among the hummocks of the Arctic sea.




Chapter Two.

Describes a Rescue and a Happy Family.

While the Eskimos were thus rushing to his rescue, poor Red Rooney  whose shipmates, we may explain at once, had thus contracted his Christian name of Reginald  began to recover from his swoon, and to wonder in a listless fashion where he was. Feeling comparatively comfortable in his bear-skin, he did not at first care to press the inquiry; but, as Okiok had anticipated, the peculiar smell near his nose tended to arouse him. Drawing his hand gently up, he touched the object in front of his mouth. It felt very like blubber, with which substance he was familiar. Extending his tongue, he found that it also tasted like blubber. To a starving man this was enough. He pulled the end of the raw morsel into his mouth and began to chew.

Ah, reader, turn not up your refined nose! When you have been for several months on short allowance, when you have scraped every shred of meat off the very last bones of your provisions, and sucked out the last drop of marrow, and then roasted and eaten your spare boots, you may perhaps be in a position to estimate and enjoy a morsel of raw blubber.

Regardless of time, place, and circumstance, our poor wanderer continued to chew until in his great weakness he fell into a sort of half slumber, and dreamed  dreamed of feasting on viands more delightful than the waking imagination of man has ever conceived.

From this state of bliss he was rudely awakened by a roughish poke in the back. The poke was accompanied by a snuffing sound which caused the blood of the poor man to curdle. Could it be a bear?

He was not left long in doubt. After giving him another poke on the shoulder, the creature walked round him, snuffing as it went, and, on reaching the air-hole already referred to, thrust its snout in and snorted. Rooney turned his face aside to avoid the blast, but otherwise lay quite still, knowing well that whatever animal his visitor might be, his only hope lay in absolute inaction. Venturing in a few seconds to turn his face round and peep through the opening, he found that the animal was in very deed a large white bear, which, having found and abstracted the remains of the blubber he had been chewing, was at that moment licking its lips after swallowing it. Of course, finding the morsel satisfactory, the bear returned to the hole for more.

It is easier to conceive than to describe the poor mans feelings at that moment, therefore we leave the reader to conceive them. The natural and desperate tendency to spring up and defend himself had to be combated by the certain knowledge that, encased as he was, he could not spring up, and had nothing wherewith to defend himself except his fingers, which were no match for the claws of a Polar bear.

The blood which a moment before had begun apparently to curdle, now seemed turned into liquid fire; and when the snout again entered and touched his own, he could contain himself no longer, but gave vent to a yell, which caused the startled bear to draw sharply back in alarm. Probably it had never heard a yell through the medium of its nose before, and every one must know how strong is the influence of a new sensation. For some minutes the monster stood in silent contemplation of the mysterious hole. Rooney of course lay perfectly still. The success of his involuntary explosion encouraged hope.

What the bear might have done next we cannot tell, for at that moment a shout was heard. It was followed by what seemed a succession of pistol shots and the howling of dogs. It was the arrival of Okiok on the scene with his sledge and team.

Never was an arrival more opportune. The bear looked round with a distinct expression of indignation on his countenance. Possibly the voice of Okiok was familiar to him. It may be that relations or friends of that bear had mysteriously disappeared after the sounding of that voice. Perhaps the animal in whose skin Rooney was encased had been a brother. At all events, the increasing hullabaloo of the approaching Eskimo had the effect of intimidating the animal, for it retired quickly, though with evident sulkiness, from the scene.

A few seconds more, and Okiok dashed up, leaped from his vehicle, left the panting team to the control of Norrak, and ran eagerly to the prostrate figure. Unwrapping the head so as to set it free, the Eskimo saw with intense satisfaction that the Kablunet was still alive. He called at once to Norrak, who fetched from the sledge a platter made of a seals shoulder-blade, on which was a mass of cooked food. This he presented to the starving man, who, with a look of intense gratitude, but with no words, eagerly ate it up. The Eskimo and his son meanwhile stood looking at him with an expression of mingled interest, awe, and surprise on their round faces.

When the meal was ended, Red Rooney, heaving a deep sigh of satisfaction, said, Thank God, and thank you, my friends!

There was reason for the increase of surprise with which this was received by the two natives, for this time the foreigner spoke to them in their own language.

Is the Kablunet a messenger from heaven, asked Okiok, with increased solemnity, that he speaks with the tongue of the Innuit?

No, my friend, replied Rooney, with a faint smile; I bring no message either from heaven or anywhere else. Im only a wrecked seaman. But, after a fashion, you are messengers from heaven to me, and the message you bring is that Im not to die just yet. If it had not been for you, my friends, it strikes me I should have been dead by this time. As to my speaking your lingo, its no mystery. Ive learned it by livin a long time wi the traders in the south of Greenland, and I suppose Ive got a sort o talent that way; dye see?

Red Rooney delivered these remarks fluently in a curious sort of Eskimo language; but we have rendered it into that kind of English which the wrecked seaman was in the habit of using  chiefly because by so doing we shall give the reader a more correct idea of the character of the man.

We are very glad to see you, returned Okiok. We have heard of you for many moons. We have wished for you very hard. Now you have come, we will treat you well.

Are your huts far off? asked the seaman anxiously.

Not far. They are close to the ice-mountain  on the land.

Take me to them, then, like a good fellow, for Im dead-beat, and stand much in need of rest.

The poor man was so helpless that he could not walk to the sledge when they unrolled him. It seemed as if his power of will and energy had collapsed at the very moment of his rescue. Up to that time the fear of death had urged him on, but now, feeling that he was, comparatively speaking, safe, he gave way to the languor which had so long oppressed him, and thus, the impulse of the will being removed, he suddenly became as helpless as an infant.

Seeing his condition, the father and son lifted him on the sledge, wrapped him in skins, and drove back to the huts at full speed.

Nuna was awaiting them outside, with eager eyes and beating heart, for the discovery of a real live Kablunet was to her an object of as solemn and anxious curiosity as the finding of a veritable living ghost might be to a civilised man. But Nuna was not alone. There were two other members of the household present, who had been absent when Okiok first arrived, and whom we will now introduce to the reader.

One was Nunas only daughter, an exceedingly pretty girl  according to Eskimo notions of female beauty. She was seventeen years of age, black-eyed, healthily-complexioned, round-faced, sweet-expressioned, comfortably stout, and unusually graceful  for an Eskimo. Among her other charms, modesty and good-nature shone conspicuous. She was in all respects a superior counterpart of her mother, and her name was Nunaga. Nuna was small, Nunaga was smaller. Nuna was comparatively young, Nunaga was necessarily younger. The former was kind, the latter was kinder. The mother was graceful and pretty, the daughter was more graceful and prettier. Nuna wore her hair gathered on the top of her head into a high top-knot, Nunaga wore a higher top-knot. In regard to costume, Nuna wore sealskin boots the whole length of her legs  which were not long  and a frock or skirt reaching nearly to her knees, with a short tail in front and a long tail behind; Nunaga, being similarly clothed, had a shorter tail in front and a longer tail behind.

It may be interesting to note here that Eskimos are sometimes named because of qualities possessed, or appearance, or peculiar circumstances connected with them. The word Nuna signifies land in Eskimo. We cannot tell why this particular lady was named Land, unless it were that she was born on the land, and not on the ice; or perhaps because she was so nice that when any man came into her company he might have thought that he had reached the land of his hopes, and was disposed to settle down there and remain. Certainly many of the Eskimo young men seemed to be of that mind until Okiok carried her off in triumph. And let us tell you, reader, that a good and pretty woman is as much esteemed among the Eskimos as among ourselves. We do not say that she is better treated; neither do we hint that she is sometimes treated worse.

The Eskimo word Nunaga signifies my land, and was bestowed by Okiok on his eldest-born in a flood of tenderness at her birth.

Apologising for this philological digression, we proceed. Besides Nuna and Nunaga there was a baby boy  a fat, oily, contented boy  without a name at that time, and without a particle of clothing of any sort, his proper condition of heat being maintained when out of doors chiefly by being carried between his mothers dress and her shoulders; also by being stuffed to repletion with blubber.

The whole family cried out vigorously with delight, in various keys, when the team came yelping home with the Kablunet. Even the baby gave a joyous crow  in Eskimo.

But the exclamations were changed to pity when the Kablunet was assisted to rise, and staggered feebly towards the hut, even when supported by Okiok and his sons. The sailor was not ignorant of Eskimo ways. His residence in South Greenland had taught him many things. He dropped, therefore, quite naturally  indeed gladly  on his hands and knees on coming to the mouth of the tunnel, and crept slowly into the hut, followed by the whole family, except Ermigit, who was left to unfasten the dogs.

The weather at the time was by no means cold, for spring was rapidly advancing; nevertheless, to one who had been so reduced in strength, the warmth of the Eskimo hut was inexpressibly grateful. With a great sigh of relief the rescued man flung himself on the raised part of the floor on which Eskimos are wont to sit and sleep.

Thank God, and again I thank you, my friends! he said, repeating the phrase which he had already used, for the sudden change from despair to hope, from all but death to restored life, had filled his heart with gratitude.

You are weary? said Okiok.

Ay, ay  very weary; well-nigh to death, he replied.

Will the Kablunet sleep? asked Nuna, pointing to a couch of skins close behind the seaman.

Rooney looked round.

Thankee; yes, I will.

He crept to the couch, and dropped upon it, with his head resting on an eider-down pillow. Like a tired infant, his eyes closed, and he was asleep almost instantaneously.

Seeing this, the Eskimos began to move about with care, and to speak in whispers, though it was needless caution, for in his condition the man would probably have continued to sleep through the wildest thunderstorm. Even when baby, tumbling headlong off the elevated floor, narrowly missed spiking himself on a walrus spear, and set up a yell that might have startled the stone deaf, the wearied Kablunet did not move. Okiok did, however. He moved smartly towards the infant, caught him by the throat, and almost strangled him in a fierce attempt to keep him quiet.

Stupid tumbler! he growled  referring to the childs general and awkward habit of falling Cant you shut your mouth?

Curious similarity between the thoughts and words of civilised and savage man in similar circumstances! And it is interesting to note the truth of what the song says:  

We little know what great things from little things may rise.

From that slight incident the Eskimo child derived his future name of Tumbler! We forget what the precise Eskimo term is, but the English equivalent will do as well.

When supper-time arrived that night, Okiok and Nuna consulted as to whether they should waken their guest, or let him lie still  for, from the instant he lay down, he had remained without the slightest motion, save the slow, regular heaving of his broad chest.

Let him sleep. He is tired, said Okiok.

But he must be hungry, and he is weak, said Nuna.

He can feed when he wakens, returned the man, admiring his guest as a collector might admire a foreign curiosity which he had just found.

Kablunets sleep sounder than Eskimos, remarked the woman.

Stupid one! Your head is thick, like the skull of the walrus, said the man. Dont you see that it is because he is worn-out?

Eskimos are singularly simple and straightforward in their speech. They express their opinions with the utmost candour, and without the slightest intention of hurting each others feelings. Nuna took no offence at her husbands plain speaking, but continued to gaze with a gratified expression at the stranger.

And sooth to say Reginald Rooney was a pleasant object for contemplation, as well as a striking contrast to the men with whom Nuna had been hitherto associated. His brow was broad; the nose, which had been compared to the eagles beak, was in reality a fine aquiline; the mouth, although partially concealed by a brown drooping moustache, was well formed, large, and firm; the beard bushy, and the hair voluminous as well as curly. Altogether, this poor castaway was as fine a specimen of a British tar as one could wish to see, despite his wasted condition and his un-British garb.

It was finally decided to leave him undisturbed, and the Eskimo family took care while supping to eat their food in comparative silence. Usually the evening meal was a noisy, hilarious festival, at which Okiok and Norrak and Ermigit were wont to relate the various incidents of the days hunt, with more or less of exaggeration, not unmingled with fun, and only a little of that shameless boasting which is too strong a characteristic of the North American Indian. The women of the household were excellent listeners; also splendid laughers, and Tumbler was unrivalled in the matter of crowing, so that noise as well as feasting was usually the order of the night. But on this great occasion that was all changed. The feasting was done in dead silence; and another very striking peculiarity of the occasion was that, while the six pairs of jaws kept moving with unflagging pertinacity, the twelve wide-open eyes kept glaring with unwinking intensity at the sleeping man.

Indeed this unwavering glare continued long after supper was over, for each member of the family lay down to rest with his or her face towards the stranger, and kept up the glare until irresistible Nature closed the lids and thus put out the eyes, like the stars of morning, one by one; perhaps it would be more strictly correct to say two by two.

Okiok and his wife were the last to succumb. Long after the others were buried in slumber, these two sat up by the lamp-light, solacing themselves with little scraps and tit-bits of walrus during the intervals of whispered conversation.

What shall we do with him? asked Okiok, after a brief silence.

Keep him, replied Nuna, with decision.

But we cannot force him to stay.

He cannot travel alone, said Nuna, and we will not help him to go.

We are not the only Innuits in all the land. Others will help him if we refuse.

This was so obvious that the woman could not reply, but gazed for some time in perplexity at the lamp-smoke. And really there was much inspiration to be derived from the lamp-smoke, for the wick being a mass of moss steeped in an open cup of seal-oil, the smoke of it rose in varied convolutions that afforded almost as much scope for suggestive contemplation as our familiar coal-fires.

Suddenly the little woman glanced at her slumbering household, cast a meaning look at her husband, and laughed  silently of course.

Has Nuna become a fool that she laughs at nothing? demanded Okiok simply.

Instead of replying to the well-meant though impolite question, Nuna laughed again, and looked into the dark corner where the pretty little round face of Nunaga was dimly visible, with the eyes shut, and the little mouth wide-open.

We will marry him to Nunaga, she said, suddenly becoming grave.

Pooh! exclaimed Okiok  or some expression equivalent to that Marry Nunaga to a Kablunet? Never! Do you not know that Angut wants her?

It was evident from the look of surprise with which Nuna received this piece of information that she was not aware of Anguts aspirations, and it was equally evident from the perplexed expression that followed that her hastily-conceived little matrimonial speculation had been knocked on the head.

After this their thoughts either strayed into other channels, or became too deep for utterance, for they conversed no more, but soon joined the rest of the family in the realms of oblivion.




Chapter Three.

Our Hero and his Friends become Familiar.

It was a fine balmy brilliant morning when Red Rooney awoke from the most refreshing sleep he had enjoyed for many a day, gazed thoughtfully up at the blackened roof of the Eskimo hut, and wondered where he was.

There was nothing that met his eyes to recall his scattered senses, for all the members of the family had gone out to their various avocations, and one of them having thrust a sealskin into the hole in the wall which served for a window the sun found admittance only through crevices, and but faintly illumined the interior.

The poor man felt intensely weak, yet delightfully restful  so much so that mere curiosity seemed to have died within him, and he was content to lie still and think of whatever his wayward mind chose to fasten on, or not to think at all, if his mind saw fit to adopt that course in its vagaries. In short, he felt as if he had no more control over his thoughts than a man in a dream, and was quite satisfied that it should be so.

As his eyes became accustomed to the dim light, however, he began slowly to perceive that the walls around him were made of rough unhewn stone, that the rafters were of drift timber, and the roof of moss, or something like it; but the whole was so thickly coated with soot as to present a uniform appearance of blackness. He also saw, from the position in which he lay, a stone vessel, like a primitive classical lamp, with a wick projecting from its lip, but no flame. Several skulls of large animals lay on the floor within the range of his vision, and some sealskin and other garments hung on pegs of bone driven into the wall. Just opposite to him was the entrance to the tunnel, which formed the passage or corridor of the mansion, and within it gleamed a subdued light which entered from the outer end.

Rooney knew that he saw these things, and took note of them, yet if you had asked him what he had seen it is probable that he would have been unable to tell  so near had he approached to the confines of that land from which no traveller returns.

Heaving a deep sigh, the man uttered the words, Thank God! for the third time within the last four-and-twenty hours. It was an appropriate prelude to his sinking into that mysterious region of oblivion in which the mind of worn-out man finds rest, and out of which it can be so familiarly yet mysteriously summoned  sometimes by his own pre-determination, but more frequently by a fellow-mortal.

He had not lain long thus when the tunnel was suddenly darkened by an advancing body, which proved to be the mistress of the mansion.

Nuna, on thrusting her head into the interior, looked inquiringly up before venturing to rise. After a good stare at the slumbering Kablunet, she went cautiously towards the window and removed the obstruction. A flood of light was let in, which illumined, but did not awaken, the sleeper.

Cautiously and on tip-toe the considerate little woman went about her household duties, but with her eyes fixed, as if in fascination, on her interesting guest.

It is at all times an awkward as well as a dangerous mode of proceeding, to walk in one direction and look in another. In crossing the hut, Nuna fell over a walrus skull, upset the lamp, and sent several other articles of furniture against the opposite wall with a startling crash. The poor creature did not rise. She was too much overwhelmed with shame. She merely turned her head as she lay, and cast a horrified gaze at the sleeper.

To her great joy she saw that Red Rooney had not been disturbed. He slept through it all with the placidity of an infant. Much relieved, the little woman got up, and moved about more freely. She replenished the lamp with oil, and kindled it. Then she proceeded to roast and fry and grill bear ribs, seal chops, and walrus steaks with a dexterity that was quite marvellous, considering the rude culinary implements with which she had to deal. In a short time breakfast was prepared, and Nuna went out to announce the fact. Slowly and with the utmost caution each member of the family crept in, and, before rising, cast the same admiring, inquiring, partially awe-stricken gaze at the unconscious Kablunet. Okiok, Nunaga, Norrak, Ermigit, and Tumbler all filed in, and sat down in solemn silence.

Okiok took Tumbler on his knee, so as to be ready to throttle him on the shortest notice if he should venture to cry, or even crow.

But as the best of human arrangements often fail through unforeseen circumstances, so the quietude was broken a second time that morning unexpectedly. One of the hungry dogs outside, rendered desperate by the delicious fumes that issued from the hut, took heart, dashed in, caught up a mass of blubber, and attempted to make off. A walrus rib, however, from Norraks unerring hand, caught him on the haunch as he entered the tunnel, and caused him to utter such a piercing howl that Red Rooney not only awoke, but sat bolt upright, and gazed at the horrified Eskimos inquiringly.

Evidently the seaman was touched with a sense of the ludicrous, for he merely smiled and lay down again. But he did not try to sleep. Having been by that time thoroughly refreshed, he began to sniff the scent of savoury food as the war-horse is said to scent the battle from afar  that is, with an intense longing to go at it. Okiok, guessing the state of his feelings, brought him a walrus rib.

Red Rooney accepted it, and began to eat at once without the use of knife or fork.

Thankee, friend. Its the same Ill do for yourself if you ever come to starvation point when Ive got a crust to spare.

Charmed beyond measure at hearing their native tongue from the mouth of a foreigner, the stare of the whole party became more intense, and for a few moments they actually ceased to chew  a sure sign that they were, so to speak, transfixed with interest.

My man, said Rooney, after a few minutes intense application to the rib, what is your name?

Okiok, replied the Eskimo.

Okiok, muttered the seaman to himself in English; why, thats the Eskimo word for winter. Then, after a few minutes further attention to the rib, Why did they name you after the cold season o the year?

I know not, said Okiok. When my father named me I was very small, and could not ask his reason. He never told any one. Before I was old enough to ask, a bear killed him. My mother thought it was because the winter when I was born was very cold and long.

Again the hungry man applied himself to the rib, and nothing more was said till it was finished. Feeling still somewhat fatigued, Rooney settled himself among his furs in a more upright position, and gave his attention to the natives, who instantly removed their eyes from him, and resumed eating with a will. Of course they could not restrain furtive glances, but they had ceased to stare.

In a few minutes Okiok paused, and in turn became the questioner.

No Kablunet ever came here before, he said. We are glad to see you; but why do you come, and why alone, and why starving?

Not very easy to answer these questions off-hand to the likes of you, said Rooney. However, Ill try. Youve heard of the settlements  the traders  no doubt, in the far-off land over there?

Rooney pointed to the southward, the direction of which he knew from the position of the sun and the time of day, which latter he guessed roughly.

The Eskimo nodded. From the special character of the nod it was evident that he meant it to express intelligence. And it did!

Well, continued Rooney, you may have heard that big, big  tremendous big  kayaks, or rather oomiaks, have come to that country, an landed men and women, who have built houses  igloos  and have settled there to trade?

At this his host nodded with such decision, and so frequently, as to show that he not only knew of the Kablunet settlements, but was deeply interested in them, and would be glad to know something more.

Well, then, continued the sailor, I came out from a great and rich country, called England, in one o these big tradin canoes, which was wrecked close to the settlements, and there I stayed with my mates, waiting for another big kayak to come an take us off; but no kayak came for two winters  so thats the way I came to understand an speak the Eskimo

At this point, as if it could endure the strangers voice no longer, Tumbler set up a sudden and tremendous howl. He was instantly seized, half strangled, metaphorically sat upon, and reduced to sobbing silence, when the sailor resumed his narrative.

All that time I was workin off and on for the

He stopped abruptly, not having any words in the native language by which to name the Moravian Missionaries. The Eskimos waited with eager looks for the next word.

Well, well, resumed Rooney, with a pathetic smile, it is a pity the whole world dont speak one language. I was workin for, for  these Kablunets who have come to Greenland, (thats the name weve given to your country, you must know)  who have come to Greenland, not to trade, but to teach men about God  about Torngarsuk, the Good Spirit  who made all the world, and men, and beasts.

At this point the interest of Okiok became, if possible, more intense.

Do the Kablunets know God, the Good Spirit? Have they seen him? he asked.

They havent exactly seen Him, replied the sailor; but they have got a book, a writing, which tells about Him, and they know something of His nature and His wishes.

Of course this reference to a book and a writing  which Rooney had learned to speak of from the Moravians  was quite incomprehensible to the Eskimo. He understood enough of what was said, however, to see the drift of his visitors meaning.

Huk! he exclaimed, with a look of satisfaction; Angut will be glad to hear this.

Who is Angut? asked the sailor.

The whole party looked peculiarly solemn at this question.

Angut is a great angekok, answered Okiok, in a low voice.

Oh! he is one of your wise men, is he? returned Rooney, with an involuntary shrug of his shoulders, for he had heard and seen enough during his residence at the settlements to convince him that the angekoks, or sorcerers, or wise men of the Eskimos, were mostly a set of clever charlatans, like the medicine-men of the North American Indians, who practised on the credulity and superstition of their fellow-men in order to gain their own ends. Some of these angekoks, no doubt, were partly self-deceivers, believing to some extent the deceptions which they practised, and desiring more or less the welfare of their dupes; but others were thorough, as well as clever, rogues, whose sole object was self-interest.

Well, then, continued Rooney, after Id been two winters with these Kablunets, another big kayak came to the settlement, not to trade, nor to teach about God, but to go as far as they could into the ice, and try to discover new lands.

Poor men! remarked Okiok pitifully; had they no lands of their own?

O, yes; they had lands at home, replied the sailor, laughing.

Huk! exclaimed several of the natives, glancing at each other with quite a pleased expression. It was evident that they were relieved as well as glad to find that their visitor could laugh, for his worn and woe-begone expression, which was just beginning to disappear under the influence of rest and food, had induced the belief that he could only go the length of smiling.

Yes, continued the sailor; they had lands, more or less  some of them, at least  and some of them had money; but you must know, Okiok, that however much a Kablunet may have, he always wants more.

Is he never content? asked the Eskimo.

Never; at least not often.

Wonderful! exclaimed Okiok; when I am stuffed with seal-blubber as full as I can hold, I want nothing more.

Again the sailor laughed, and there was something so hearty and jovial in the sound that it became infectious, and the natives joined him, though quite ignorant of the exciting cause. Even Tumbler took advantage of the occasion to give vent to another howl, which, having something of the risible in it, was tolerated. When silence was restored, the visitor resumed  

I joined these searchers, as they wanted an interpreter, and we came away north here. Nothing particular happened at first. We had a deal of squeezing an bumping in the ice of course, but got little damage, till about six days back I think, or thereabouts, when we got a nip that seemed to me to cut the bottom clean out o the big kayak, for when the ice eased off again it went straight to the bottom. We had only time to throw some provisions on the ice and jump out before it went down. As our provisions were not sufficient to last more than a few days, I was sent off with some men over the floe to hunt for seals. We only saw one, asleep near its hole. Bein afraid that the sailors might waken it, I told them to wait, and I would go after it alone. They agreed, but I failed. The seal was lively. He saw me before I got near enough, and dived into his hole. On returnin to where I had left the men I found a great split in the ice, which cut me off from them. The space widened. I had no small kayak to take me across. It was too cold to swim. The floe on which my comrades stood was driftin, along wi the big floe, where the rest of them were. The ice on which I stood was fast. A breeze was blowin at the time, which soon carried the pack away. In an hour they were out of sight, and I saw them no more. I knew that it was land-ice on which I stood, and also that the coast could not be far off; but the hummocks and the snow-drift prevented me from seein far in any direction. I knew also that death would be my portion if I remained where I was, so I set off straight for land as fast as I could go. How long Ive been on the way I cant tell, for I dont feel quite sure, and latterly my brain has got into a confused state. I had a small piece of seal meat in my pouch when I started. When it was done I cut a strip off my sealskin coat an sucked that. It just kept body and soul together. At last I saw the land, but fell, and should have died there if the Good Spirit had not sent you to save me, Okiok  so give us a shake of your hand, old boy!

To this narrative the natives listened with breathless attention, but at the conclusion Okiok looked at the extended hand in surprise, not knowing what was expected of him. Seeing this, Rooney leaned forward, grasped the mans right hand, shook it warmly, patted it on the back, then, raising it to his lips, kissed it.

Stupid indeed would the man have been, and unusually savage, who could have failed to understand that friendship and good-will lay in these actions. But Okiok was not stupid. On the contrary, he was brightly intelligent, and, being somewhat humorous in addition, he seized Rooneys hand instantly after, and repeated the operation, with a broad smile on his beaming face. Then, turning suddenly to Tumbler, he grasped and shook that naked infants hand, as it sat on the floor in a pool of oil from a lamp which it had overturned.

An explosion of laughter from everybody showed that the little joke was appreciated; but Okiok became suddenly grave, and sobered his family instantly, as he turned to Rooney and said  

I wish that Angut had been there. He would have saved your big oomiak and all the men.

Indeed. Is he then such a powerful angekok?

Yes; very, very powerful. There never was an angekok like him.

I suppose not, returned Rooney, with a feeling of doubt, which, however, he took care to hide. What like is this great wise man  very big, I suppose?

No, he is not big, but he is not small. He is middling, and very strong, like the bear; very active and supple, like the seal or the white fox; and very swift, like the deer  and very different from other angekoks.

He must be a fine man, said the sailor, becoming interested in this angekok; tell me wherein he differs from others.

He is not only strong and wise, but he is good; and he cares nothing for our customs, or for the ways of other angekoks. He says that they are all lies and nonsense. Yes, he even says that he is not an angekok at all; but we know better, for he is. Everybody can see that he is. He knows everything; he can do anything. Do I not speak what is true?

He turned to his wife and daughter as he spoke. Thus appealed to, Nuna said it was all true, and Nunaga said it was all very true, and blushed  and, really, for an Eskimo, she looked quite pretty.

Dont laugh, good reader, at the idea of an Eskimo blushing. Depend upon it, that that is one of those touches of nature which prove the kinship of the world everywhere.

While they were talking a step was heard outside, and the Eskimos looked intelligently at each other. They knew that the comer must be a friend, because, had he been a stranger, the dogs would have given notice of his approach. Besides, these animals were heard fawning round him as he spoke to them.

Ujarak! exclaimed Okiok, in a low voice.

Is Ujarak a friend? asked the sailor.

He is an angekok, said the Eskimo evasively a great angekok, but not so great as Angut.

Another moment, and a man was seen to creep into the tunnel. Standing up when inside, he proved to be a tall, powerful Eskimo, with a not unhandsome but stern countenance, which was somewhat marred by a deep scar over the left eye.




Chapter Four.

Okiok becomes Simple but Deep, and the Wizard tries to make Capital out of Events.

Of course Ujarak, wise man though he was esteemed to be, could not help being struck dumb by the unexpected sight of the gaunt foreigner. Indeed, having so long held supposed intercourse with familiar spirits, it is not improbable that he imagined that one of them had at last come, without waiting for a summons, to punish him because of his deceptive practices, for he turned pale  or rather faintly green  and breathed hard.

Perceiving his state, it suddenly occurred to the sailor to say Dont be afraid. I wont hurt you. He inadvertently said it in English, however, so that Ujarak was none the wiser.

Who is he? demanded the angekok  perhaps it were more correct to call him wizard.

Okiok, expecting Rooney to reply, looked at him, but a spirit of silence seemed to have come over the stranger, for he made no reply, but shut his eyes, as if he had dropped asleep.

He is a Kablunet, said Okiok.

I could see that, even if I had not the double sight of the angekok, replied the other, with a touch of sarcasm, for Eskimos, although by no means addicted to quarrelling, are very fond of satire. They are also prone to go straight to the point in conversation, and although fond of similes and figurative language, they seldom indulge in bombast.

With much solemnity Okiok rejoined that he had no doubt of Ujaraks being aware that the man was a Kablunet.

And I am glad you have come, he added, for of course you can also tell me where the Kablunet has come from, and whither he is going?

The angekok glanced at his host quickly, for he knew  at least he strongly suspected  that he was one of that uncomfortable class of sceptics who refuse to swallow without question all that self-constituted wise men choose to tell them. Okiok was gazing at him, however, with an air of the most infantine simplicity and deference.

I cannot tell you that, replied the wizard, because I have not consulted my torngak about him.

It must be explained here that each angekok has a private spirit, or familiar, whose business it is to enlighten him on all points, and conduct him on his occasional visits to the land of spirits. This familiar is styled his torngak.

Did your torngak tell you that he was a Kablunet? asked Okiok simply  so simply that there was no room for Ujarak to take offence.

No; my eyes told me that.

I did not know that you had ever seen a Kablunet, returned the other, with a look of surprise.

Nor have I. But have I not often heard them described by the men of the south? and has not my torngak showed them to me in dreams?

The wizard said this somewhat tartly, and Okiok, feeling that he had gone far enough, turned away his sharp little eyes, and gazed at the lamp-smoke with an air of profound humility.

You have got seal-flesh? said Ujarak, glad to change the subject.

Yes; I killed it yesterday. You are hungry? Nuna will give you some.

No; I am not hungry. Nevertheless I will eat. It is good to eat at all times.

Except when we are stuffed quite full, murmured Okiok, casting at Nunaga a sly glance, which threw that Eskimo maiden into what strongly resembled a suppressed giggle. It was catching, for her brothers Norrak and Ermigit were thrown into a similar condition, and even the baby crowed out of sympathy. Indeed Red Rooney himself, who only simulated sleep, found it difficult to restrain his feelings, for he began to understand Okioks character, and to perceive that he was more than a match for the wizard with all his wisdom.

Whatever Ujarak may have felt, he revealed nothing, for he possessed that well-known quality of the Eskimo  the power to restrain and conceal his feelings  in a high degree. With a quiet patronising smile, he bent down in quite a lover-like way, and asked Nunaga if the seal-flesh was good.

Yes, it is good; very good, answered the maiden, looking modestly down, and toying with the end of her tail. You see she had no scent-bottle or fan to toy with. To be sure she had gloves  thick sealskin mittens  but these were not available at the moment.

I knew you had a seal, said the angekok, pausing between bites, after the edge of his appetite had been taken off; my torngak told me you had found one at last.

Did he tell you that I had also found a bear? asked Okiok, with deeper simplicity than ever.

The wizard, without raising his head, and stuffing his mouth full to prevent the power of speech, glanced keenly about the floor. Observing the fresh skin in a corner, and one or two ribs, he bolted the bite, and said  

O yes. My torngak is kind; he tells me many things without being asked. He said to me two days ago, Okiok is a clever man. Though all the people are starving just now, he has killed a seal and a bear.

Can torngaks make mistakes? asked Okiok, with a puzzled look. It was yesterday that I killed the seal and the bear.

Torngaks never make mistakes, was the wizards prompt and solemn reply; but they see and know the future as well as the past, and they sometimes speak of both as the present.

How puzzling! returned the other meekly. He meant you, then, to understand that I was going to kill a seal and a bear. Glad am I that I am not an angekok, for it would be very difficult work for a stupid man,  enough almost to kill him!

You are right. It is difficult and hard work. So you see the torngak told me go feast with Okiok, and at his bidding of course I have come, on purpose to do so.

Thats a lie. You came to see my Nunaga, and you hope to get her; but you never will! said Okiok. He said it only to himself, however, being far too polite to say it to his guest, to whom he replied deferentially  

If they are starving at your village, why did you not bring your mother and your father? They would have been welcome, for a seal and a bear would be enough to stuff us all quite full, and leave something to send to the rest.

For some minutes the wizard did not reply. Perhaps he was meditating, perchance inventing.

I brought no one, he said at last, because I want you and your family to return with me to the village. You know it is only two days distant, and we can take the seal and the bear with us. We are going to have a great feast and games.

Did you not say the people were starving? asked Okiok, with a look of gentle surprise.

They were starving, returned Ujarak quickly; but two walruses and four seals were brought in yesterday and my torngak has told me that he will point out where many more are to be found if I consult him on the night of the feast. Will you come back with me?

Okiok glanced at the Kablunet.

I cannot leave my guest, he said.

True, but we can take him with us.

Impossible. Do you not see he is only bones in a bag of skin? He must rest and feed.

That will be no difficulty, returned the wizard, for the feast is not to be held for twice seven days. By that time the Kablunet will be well, and getting strong. Of course he must rest and be well stuffed just now. So I will go back, and say that you are coming, and tell them also what you have found  a Kablunet. Huk!

Yes; and he speaks our language, said Okiok.

That was not our language which he spoke when I came in.

No; yet he speaks it.

I should like to hear him speak.

You must not wake him, said Okiok, with an assumed look of horror. He would be sure to kill you with a look or a breath if you did. See; he moves!

Rooney certainly did move at the moment, for the conversation had tickled him a good deal, and the last remark was almost too much for him. Not wishing, however, to let the angekok go without some conversation, he conveniently awoke, yawned, and stretched himself. In the act he displayed an amount of bone and sinew, if not flesh, which made a very favourable impression on the Eskimos, for physical strength and capacity is always, and naturally, rated highly among savages.

Our shipwrecked hero had now heard and seen enough to understand something of the character of the men with whom he had to deal. He went therefore direct to the point, without introduction or ceremony, by asking the angekok who he was and where he came from. After catechising him closely, he then sought to establish a kind of superiority over him by voluntarily relating his own story, as we have already given it, and thus preventing his being questioned in return by the wizard.

Now, said Red Rooney in conclusion, when you go home to your village, tell the people that the Kablunet, having been nearly starved, must have some days to get well. He will stay with his friend Okiok, and rest till he is strong. Then he will go to your village with his friends, and join in the feast and games.

There was a quiet matter-of-course tone of command about the seaman, which completely overawed the poor angekok, inducing him to submit at once to the implied superiority, though hitherto accustomed to carry matters with a high hand among his compatriots. His self-esteem, however, was somewhat compensated by the fact that he should be the bearer of such wonderful news to his people, and by the consideration that he could say his torngak had told him of the arrival of the Kablunet  an assertion which they would believe all the more readily that he had left home with some mysterious statements that something wonderful was likely to be discovered. In truth, this astute wizard never failed to leave some such prediction behind him every time he quitted home, so as to prepare the people for whatever might occur; and, should nothing occur, he could generally manage to colour some event or incident with sufficient importance to make it fulfil the prediction, at least in some degree.

When at last he rose to depart, Ujarak turned to Nunaga. As her father had rightly guessed, the wizard, who was quite a young man, had come there on matrimonial views intent; and he was not the man to leave the main purpose of his journey unattempted.

Nunaga, he said, in a comparatively low yet sufficiently audible voice, my sledge is large. It is too large for one

He was interrupted suddenly at this point by Rooney, who saw at once what was coming.

Okiok, he said, I want Nunaga to mend and patch my torn garments for the next few days. Her mother has enough to do with cooking and looking after the house. Can you spare her for that work?

Yes, Okiok could spare her; and was very glad to do all that he could to accommodate the foreigner.

Will Ujarak carry a message from the Kablunet to his village? asked Rooney, turning to the wizard.

He will, replied the latter somewhat sulkily.

Does he know the angekok named Angut?

It is doubtful whether anger or surprise was most strongly expressed in the countenance of the Eskimo as he replied sternly, Yes.

Then tell him that the Kablunet will stay in his hut when he visits your village.

Having delivered this message, he turned his face to the wall, and, without awaiting a reply, coolly went to sleep, or appeared to do so, while Ujarak went off, with a storm of very mingled feelings harrowing his savage breast.

When he was gone Red Rooney raised himself on one elbow, and looked over his shoulder at Okiok with a broad grin. Okiok, who felt grave enough at the moment, and somewhat perplexed, opened his eyes gradually, and reciprocated the smile with interest. By degrees he closed the eyes, and allowed the smile to develop into a high falsetto chuckle which convulsed his broad hairy shoulders for full five minutes.

From that hour Okiok and the Kablunet were united! They understood each other. The chords of sympathetic humour had vibrated within them in harmony. They were thenceforward en rapport, and felt towards each other like brothers, or rather like father and son, for Okiok was forty-five years of age at least, while Rooney was not yet thirty.

Hes a very bad man, is he not? asked the seaman, when the heaving of the shoulders had subsided.

Ho! yes. Bad, bad! very bad! He lies, and steals, and cheats, and talks nonsense, and wants Nunaga for a wife.

And you dont want him for a son?

No!  very decidedly.

Rooney laughed, and, turning away with a wink and a nod, lay down to sleep  this time in earnest. Okiok responded with a falsetto chuckle, after which he proceeded to solace himself with a mass of half-cooked blubber. Observing that Tumbler was regarding him with longing looks, he good-naturedly cut off part of the savoury morsel, and handed it to the child. It is well-known that the force of example is strong  stronger than that of precept. In a few minutes the entire family set to work again on the viands with as much gusto as though they had eaten little or nothing for a week.

Leaving them thus pleasantly and profitably occupied, let us follow Ujarak to his village.

Every man and woman of superior intelligence in this world has probably one blind worshipper, if not more  some weak brother who admires, believes in, perhaps envies, but always bows to the demigod. Such a worshipper had Ujarak in Ippegoo, a tall young man, of weak physical frame, and still weaker mental capacity.

Ippegoo was not malevolent, like his master, but he was sufficiently wicked to laugh at his evil doings, and to assist him in his various plans, in the implicit belief that he was aiding a great and wise man. He did so all the more readily that he himself aimed at the high and dignified office of an angekok, an aspiration which had at first been planted in him, and afterwards been carefully encouraged by his deceiver, because it made his dupe, if possible, a blinder and more willing tool.

Ippegoo, said Ujarak, on drawing near to the outskirts of his village, and coming unexpectedly on his satellite, who was in the act of dragging home a seal which he had just killed, I meet you in the nick of time  but that is no wonder, for did not my torngak tell me he would cause you to meet me near the village? I want your assistance just now.

I am glad, then, that we have met, said Ippegoo, with a cringing motion not unlike a bow  though of the ceremonial bow the Eskimos have no knowledge.

Yes, strange things have happened, continued the angekok, rolling his eyes impressively. Did I not tell you before I started to visit Okiok that strange things would happen?

Ippegoo, who had a good deal of straightforward simplicity in his nature, looked puzzled, and tried hard to recollect what Ujarak had told him.

You will never make an angekok, said Ujarak, with a look of displeasure, if you do not rouse up your memory more. Do you not remember when I whispered to you in a dream last night that strange things were going to happen?

O yeees,  in a dream; yes, I remember now, returned the satellite in some confusion, yet with a good deal of faith, for he was a heavy feeder, and subject to nightmares, so that it was not difficult to imagine the whisper which had been suggested to him.

Yes, you remember now, stupid walrus! Well, then, what was the strange thing like? Ujarak looked awfully solemn while he put this question.

What was it like? repeated the poor youth with hesitation, and an uneasy glance at the sky, as if for inspiration. What  was  it  oh, I remember; it was big  big; very big  so high, (holding his hand up about seven feet from the ice).

No, Ippegoo, not so big. He was about my size. Dont you remember? and he was pale, with hair twisted into little rings all over his head, and

Yes, yes; and a nose as long as my leg, interrupted the eager pupil.

Not at all, stupid puffin! A nose no longer than your own, and much better-shaped.

The angekok said this so sternly that the too willing Ippegoo collapsed, and looked, as he felt, superlatively humble.

Now go, resumed Ujarak, with an unrelaxed brow; go tell your story to the people assembled in the big hut. They feast there to-night, I know. Tell them what your dream has revealed. Tell them how I spoke to you before I left the village  but dont be too particular in your description. Let that be  like your own mind  confused, and then it will be true to nature. Tell them also that you expect me soon, but say not that you have met me to-day, for that might displease my torngak, whom I go to consult.

Without giving his pupil time to reply, the wizard strode off, and disappeared among the ice hummocks, as a bad actor might strut behind the side scenes.

Deeply impressed with the solemnity of the whole affair, and with the importance of his mission, the young Eskimo went off to the village, dragging his seal behind him, and wondering what new discovery had been made by his mysterious patron.

That something of unusual import had occurred he never doubted, for although he had often seen Ujarak, with unbounded admiration, wriggle out of unfulfilled prophecy like an eel, he had never seen him give way to demonstrations such as we have described without something real and surprising turning up ere long.

Strong in this faith, he ran into the large hut where a considerable party of his tribe were feasting on a recently captured walrus, and told them that something tremendous, something marrow-thrilling, had occurred to the great angekok Ujarak, who, before leaving the village, had told him that he was going off to find a  a  something  he knew not exactly what  with rings of hair all over its body, pale as the ice-floe, more wonderful than the streaming lights  incomprehensible!  immense!

At this point he glared, and became dumb. Not knowing well what to say next, he judiciously remained silent, then sat down and gasped, while the united company exclaimed Huk! with unusual emphasis.

The consultation which Ujarak had with his torngak was somewhat peculiar. It consisted chiefly in a wild run at full speed out upon the floes. Having pretty well exhausted himself by this device, and brought on profuse perspiration, he turned homewards. Drawing near to the village, he flung back his hood, ran his fingers through his long black hair until it was wildly dishevelled, then, springing suddenly into the midst of the festive party, he overturned feasters right and left, as he made his way to the part of the edifice furthest from the door.

A close observer might have noted, however, that there was method in his madness, for he overturned only women and children, and kept carefully clear of men  at least of such men as he knew would resent his roughness.

Wheeling suddenly round, and facing the solemnised assembly, he addressed it, as if with difficulty, in a low-toned, awesome voice.




Chapter Five.

Plots and Counter-Plots already.

It is not necessary, neither would it be profitable, to give in full detail what Ujarak said to the gaping crowd. Enough to know that, like other statesmen, he made the most of his subject, and fully impressed his audience with the belief that this first of Kablunets who had ever visited these ice-bound regions had been mysteriously, yet irresistibly, drawn there through his, Ujaraks, influence, with the assistance of his torngak or familiar spirit.

One man there was in that assembly, however, who seemed to be not very deeply touched by the wizards eloquence. Yet he did not express unbelief by his looks, but received all that was said with profound gravity. This was Angut, the reputed angekok, to whom reference has been made in a previous chapter.

Although a thorough Eskimo in dress and in cast of feature, there was a refinement, a gravity, a kindliness, and a something quite indescribable about this man, which marked him out as an exceptional character among his fellows. As we have said elsewhere, he was not unusually large, though he was unusually strong, for his power lay rather in a well-knit and splendidly proportioned than a bulky frame. Ujarak was taller and broader, yet did not possess half his muscular strength. Ujarak knew this, and had hitherto avoided coming into collision with him. But there was also a moral strength and enthusiasm in Angut, which placed him on a platform high above not only Ujarak, but all the other men of his time and country. In short, he was one of those far-seeing and thoughtful characters, who exist in all countries, in all ranks and conditions of life, civilised and savage, and who are sometimes styled Natures gentlemen.

Despite his surroundings, temptations, examples, trials, and worries, Angut was at all times unvaryingly urbane, kind, sedate, equable, obliging, honest, and self-sacrificing. It mattered not that other men spoke freely  sometimes even a little boastfully  of their exploits. Angut never did so of his, although no other man could hold a candle  perhaps we should say a lamp  to him in the matter of daring. It signified not that Eskimos in general were in the habit of treating friendless widows and orphans ill, even robbing as well as neglecting them, Angut always treated well those with whom he had to do. Other men might neglect people in distress, but he helped and defended them; and it was a matter of absolute indifference to him what people thought of his conduct. There is a modified Mrs Grundy even in Eskimo land, but Angut despised her. Indeed she was the only creature or thing in his limited world that this good man did despise. He puzzled his countrymen very much, for they could not understand him. Other men they could put to shame, or laugh out of their ideas and plans, or frighten into submission  at least into conformity. Not so Angut. He was immovable, like an ancient iceberg; proof against threats, wheedling, cajoling, terrifying, sarcasm  proof against everything but kindness. He could not stand before that. He went down before it as bergs go down before the summer sun.

Angut was shrewd also and profound of thought, insomuch that, mentally, he stood high above his kinsfolk. He seemed to see through his fellows as if their bosoms and brains had been made of glass, and all their thoughts visible. Ujarak knew this also, and did not like it. But no one suffered because of Anguts superior penetration, for he was too amiable to hurt the feelings of a mosquito.

After all that we have said, the reader will perhaps be prepared to expect that Angut never opened his mouth save to drop words of love and wisdom. Not so. Angut was modest to excess. He doubted his own wisdom; he suspected his own feelings; he felt a strong tendency to defer to the opinion of others, and was prone rather to listen than to speak. He was fond of a joke too, but seldom perpetrated one, and was seldom severe.

While Ujarak was speaking, Angut listened with that look of unmoved gravity with which he always met a new thing or idea, and which effectually concealed his real feelings, though the concealment was unintentional. But when at last the wizard came to the most distasteful part of his discourse, namely the message from Reginald Rooney, that, on the occasion of his visit to the camp, he would take up his abode with Angut, that heros countenance lighted up with surprise, not unmingled with pleasure.

Is Ujarak sure that the Kablunet said this? asked Angut.

Quite sure, replied the wizard.

Huk! exclaimed Angut, by which exclamation you may be sure that he meant to express much satisfaction.

But, continued the wizard, the Kablunet is ill. He is thin; he is weak. He wants rest. I have consulted with my torngak, who tells me he will get better soon if we do not trouble him.

At this point Ujarak glanced at Angut, but that worthys countenance had resumed its look of impenetrable gravity.

We must not worry him or go near him for some days, continued the wizard. We must let him alone. And this will not try our patience, for my torngak tells me that seals have come. Yesterday I went to the house of the great Fury under the sea, and wrestled with her; and my torngak and I overcame her, and set many of the seals and other animals free.

Huk! exclaimed the assembly, in gratified surprise.

Lest the reader should feel some surprise also, we may as well explain what the Greenlanders believed in former times. They held, (perhaps they still hold), that there were two great spirits  the one was good, named Torngarsuk; the other was bad, and a female  a Fury  without a name. This malevolent woman was supposed to live in a great house under the ocean, in which by the power of her spells she enthralled and imprisoned many of the sea monsters and birds, thus causing scarcity of food among the Eskimos. The angekoks claimed to have the power of remedying this state of things by paying a visit to the abode of the Fury.

When an angekok has sufficient courage to undertake this journey, his torngak, after giving him minute instructions how to act, conducts him under the earth or sea, passing on the way through the kingdom of those good souls who spend their lives in felicity and ease. Soon they come to a frightful vacuity  a sort of vasty deep  over which is suspended a narrow wheel, which whirls round with great rapidity. This awful abyss is bridged by a rope, and guarded by seal sentinels. Taking the angekok by the hand, his torngak leads him on the rope over the chasm and past the sentinels into the palace of the Fury.

No sooner does the wicked creature spy the unwelcome visitors than, trembling and foaming with rage, she immediately sets on fire the wing of a sea-fowl, with the stench of which she hopes to suffocate angekok and torngak together, and make both of them captives. The heroes, however, are prepared for this. They seize the Fury before she has succeeded in setting fire to the wing, pull her down, and strip her of those amulets by the occult powers of which she has enslaved the inhabitants of ocean. Thus the spell is broken, for the time at least, and the creatures, being set free, ascend to their proper abodes at the surface of the sea!

After this explanation the reader will easily understand the flutter of excitement that passed through the assembly, for, although feasting at that moment on a walrus, they had suffered much during the latter part of that winter from the scarcity of animals of all kinds.

But Angut did not flutter. That peculiar man was an incorrigible sceptic. He merely smiled, and, chucking a rotund little boy beside him under the chin, said, What think ye of that, my little ball of fat? or some Eskimo equivalent for that question. Our intelligent wizard had not, however, ventured on these statements without some ground to go on. The fact is, that, being a close observer and good judge of the weather, he had perceived a change of some sort coming on. While on his way to the hut of Okiok he had also observed that a few seals were playing about on the margin of some ice-floes, and from other symptoms, recognisable only by angekoks, he had come to the conclusion that it would be safe as well as wise at that time to prophesy a period of plenty.

Now I would advise, he said, in concluding his discourse, that we should send off a hunting party to the south, for I can tell you that seals will be found there  if the young men do not put off time on the way.

This last proviso was a judicious back-door of escape. Slight delays, he knew, were almost inevitable, so that, if the hunt should prove a failure, he would have little difficulty in accounting for it, and saving his credit. The most of his credulous and simple-minded hearers did not reflect on the significance of the back-door remark, but Angut did, and grinned a peculiar grin at the little fat boy, whom he chucked a second time under the chin. Ujarak noted the grin, and did not like it.

Among the people there who gave strongest expression to their joy at the prospect of the good living in store for them, were several young and middle-aged females who sat in a corner grouped together, and conveyed their approval of what was said to each other by sundry smirks and smiles and nods of the head, which went far to prove that they constituted a little coterie or clique.

One of these was the wife of Simek, the best hunter of the tribe. Her name was Pussimek. She was round and short, comely and young, and given to giggling. She had a baby  a female baby  named after her, but more briefly, Pussi, which resembled her in all respects except size. Beside her sat the mother of Ippegoo. We know not her maiden name, but as her dead husband had been called by the same name as the son, we will style her Mrs Ippegoo. There was also the mother of Arbalik, a youth who was celebrated as a wonderful killer of birds on the wing  a sort of Eskimo Robin Hood  with the small spear or dart. The mother of Arbalik was elderly, and stern  for an Eskimo. She was sister to the great hunter Simek. Kannoa, a very old dried-up but lively woman with sparkling black eyes, also formed one of the group.

Wont we be happy! whispered Pussimek, when Ujarak spoke in glowing terms of the abundance that was in prospect. She followed up the whisper by hugging the baby.

Yes, a good time is coming, said the mother of Ippegoo, with a pleasant nod. We will keep the cooking-lamps blazing night and

And stuff, rejoined Pussimek, with a giggle, till we can hold no more.

Do you want to grow fatter? asked the mother of Arbalik in a sharp tone, which drew forth a smothered laugh all round, for Pussimek had reached that condition of embonpoint which rendered an increase undesirable.

I would not object to be fatter, replied the wife of Simek, with perfect good-humour, for Eskimos, as a rule, do not take offence easily.

Stuff, stuff, murmured Kannoa, nodding her old head contemplatively; thats what Im fond of; stuff  stuff  stuff.

All your stuffing will never make you fat, said the stern and rather cynical mother of Arbalik.

She paid no attention to Kannoas reply  which, to do her justice, was very mild  for, at the moment, Arbalik himself rose to address the assembly. He was a fine specimen of an Eskimo  a good-looking young savage; slim and wiry, with a nose not too flat, and only a little turned up; a mouth that was well shaped and pleasant to look at, though very large, and absolutely cavernous when in the act of yawning; and his eyes looked sharp and eager, as if always on the outlook for some passing bird, with a view to transfixion.

The words of Ujarak are wise, he said. I was down at the high bluffs yesterday, and saw that what he says is true, for many seals are coming up already, and birds too. Let us go out to the hunt.

We would like much to see this wonderful Kablunet, remarked the jovial big hunter Simek, with a bland look at the company, but Ujarak knows best. If the Kablunet needs rest, he must have it. If he needs sleep, he must have it. If he wants food, he must have it. By all means let him have it. We will not disturb him. What the torngak of Ujarak advises we will do.

Several of the other leading men also spoke on this occasion  some inclining to accept the wizards advice; others, who were intolerably anxious to see the Kablunet, rather inclining to the opinion that they should remain where they were till he recovered strength enough to be able to pay his contemplated visit.

Ippegoo spoke last. Indeed, it was not usual for him to raise his voice in council, but as he had been the first to carry the important news, and was known to be an ardent admirer and pupil of Ujarak, he felt that he was bound to back his patron; and his arguments, though not cogent, prevailed.

Let us not doubt the wisdom of the angekok, he said. His torngak speaks. It is our business to obey. We have starved much for some moons; let us now feast, and grow fat and strong.

Huk! exclaimed the auditors, who had been touched on their weakest point.

But Angut has not yet uttered his mind, said the jovial Simek, turning with a bland expression to the man in question; he is an angekok, though he will not admit it. Has not his familiar spirit said anything to him?

Angut looked gravely at the speaker for a moment or two, and shook his head. Dead silence prevailed. Then in a voice that was unusually soft and deep he said: I am no angekok. No torngak ever speaks to me. The winds that whistle round the icebergs and rush among the hummocks on the frozen sea speak to me sometimes; the crashing ice-cliffs that thunder down the glens speak to me; the noisy rivulets, the rising sun and moon and winking stars all speak to me, though it is difficult to understand what they say; but no familiar spirit ever speaks to me.

The man said this quietly, and in a tone of regret, but without the slightest intention of expressing poetical ideas, or laying claim to originality of thought. Yet his distinct denial of being an angekok or wise man, and his sentiments regarding the voices of Nature, only confirmed his countrymen in their belief that he was the greatest angekok they had ever seen or heard of.

But surely, urged Simek, if so many spirits speak to you, they must tell you something?

They tell me much, replied Angut in a contemplative tone, but nothing about hunting.

Have you no opinion, then, on that subject?

Yes, I have an opinion, and it is strong. Let all the hunters go south after seals without delay; but I will not go. I shall go among the icebergs  alone.

He will go to hold converse with his numerous torngaks, whispered old Kannoa to Pussimek.

He will go to visit Okiok, and see the Kablunet, and court Nunaga, thought the jealous and suspicious Ujarak.

And Ujarak was right; yet he dared not follow, for he feared the grave, thoughtful man, in spite of his determination to regard and treat him with lofty disdain.

Utterly ignorant of the wizards feelings towards him  for he was slow to observe or believe in ill-will towards himself when he felt none to any one else  Angut set off alone next morning in the direction that led to the great glacier, while his countrymen harnessed their dogs, loaded their sledges with lines and weapons, and went away southward on a hunting expedition. Wishing the latter all success, we will follow the fortunes of Angut, the eccentric angekok.

Had you and I, reader, been obliged to follow him in the body, we should soon have been left far behind; fortunately, spirit is more powerful and fleet than matter!

Without rest or halt, the stalwart Eskimo journeyed over the ice until he reached the residence of Okiok.

The dogs knew his step well, and gave no noisy sign of his approach, though they rose to welcome him with wagging tails, and rubbed their noses against his fur coat as he patted their heads.

Creeping into the hut, he presented himself unexpectedly. Okiok bade him silent welcome, with a broad grin of satisfaction. Nunaga did the same, with a pleased smile and a decided blush. The other inmates of the hut showed similar friendship, and Tumbler, trying to look up, fell over into an oil-puddle, with a loud crow of joy. They all then gazed suddenly and simultaneously, with mysterious meaning, at Red Rooney, who lay coiled up, and apparently sound asleep, in the innermost corner.

Angut also gazed with intense interest, though nothing of the sleeping man was visible save the point of his nose and a mass of curling brown hair protruding from his deerskin coverings.

Seating himself quietly between Nunaga and Nuna, and taking the oily Tumbler on his knee, the visitor entered into a low-toned conversation respecting this great event of their lives  the arrival of a real live Kablunet! They also talked of Kablunets in general, and their reported ways and manners. It is to be noted here that they did not talk in whispers. Okiok and Nuna had indeed begun the conversation thus, but had been immediately checked by Angut, whose intelligence had long ago taught him that no sound is so apt to awaken a sleeper as the hiss of a whisper; and that a steady, low-toned hum of conversation is more fitted to deepen than interrupt slumber.

Is he very thin? asked Angut, who had been somewhat impressed by Ujaraks description of the stranger, and his evident desire that no one should go near him.

He is not fat, answered Okiok, but he has not been starving long; sleeping and stuffing will soon make him strong. Dont you think so, Norrak? You saw him at his worst, when we found him on the ice.

Thus appealed to, Okioks eldest son laid down the piece of blubber with which he had been engaged, nodded his head several times, and said, Yes, he will be able to run, and jump soon.

And he speaks our language well, said Okiok, with a look of great interest.

I know it, returned his friend; Ujarak told us about that. It is because of that, that I have come at once to see him. Nunaga winced here, for she had timidly hoped that Angut had come to see her! I would not, continued the visitor, that Ujarak should be the first to speak to him, for he will poison his ears.

Yes, Ujarak is a dreadful liar, said Okiok solemnly, but without the slightest touch of ill feeling.

An awful liar, remarked Nuna softly.

Nunaga smiled, as though acquiescing in the sentiment, but said nothing.

Just as they gave utterance to this decided opinion as to the character of the wizard, Red Rooney turned round, stretched himself, yawned, and sat up.




Chapter Six.

Angut and Rooney hold Converse on many Things.

At first Rooney did not observe that there was a visitor in the hut, but, when his eyes alighted on him, he rose at once, for he felt that he was in the presence of a man possessed of intelligence vastly superior to that of the ordinary natives. It was not so much that Anguts presence was commanding or noble, as that his grave expression, broad forehead, and earnest gaze suggested the idea of a man of profound thought.

The angekok who had been so graphically described to him by Okiok at once recurred to Rooneys mind. Turning to his host, he said, with a bland expression  

I suppose this is your friend Angut, the angekok?

Yes, replied Okiok.

While the mysterious foreigner was speaking, Angut gazed at him with looks and feelings of awe, but when he stepped forward, and frankly held out his hand, the Eskimo looked puzzled. A whispered word from his host, however, sufficed to explain. Falling in at once with the idea, he grasped the offered hand, and gave it a squeeze of good-will that almost caused the seaman to wince.

I am glad to meet you, said Rooney.

I am more than glad, exclaimed the Eskimo with enthusiasm; I have not language to tell of what is in my mind. I have heard of Kablunets, dreamed of them, thought of them. Now my longings are gratified  I behold one! I have been told that Kablunets know nearly everything; I know next to nothing. We will talk much. It seems to me as if I had been born only to-day. Come; let us begin!

My friend, you expect too much, replied Rooney, with a laugh, as he sat down to devote himself to the bear-steak which Nunaga had placed before him. I am but an average sort of sailor, and cant boast of very much education, though I have a smattering; but we have men in my country who do seem to know most everything  wise men they are. We call them philosophers; you call em angekoks. Here, wont you go in for a steak or a rib? If you were as hungry as I am, youd be only too glad and thankful to have the chance.

Angut accepted a rib, evidently under the impression that the Kablunet would think it impolite were he to refuse. He began to eat, however, in a languid manner, being far too deeply engaged with mental food just then to care for grosser forms of nourishment.

Tell me, said the Eskimo, who was impatient to begin his catechising, do your countrymen all dress like this? He touched the sealskin coat worn by the sailor.

O no, said Rooney, laughing; I only dress this way because I am in Eskimo land, and it is well suited to the country; but the men in my land  Ireland we call it  dress in all sorts of fine cloth, made from the hair of small animals  Why, what do you stare at, Angut? Oh, I see  my knife! I forgot that you are not used to such things, though you have knives  stone ones, at least. This one, you see, is made of steel, or iron  the stuff, you know, that the southern Eskimos bring sometimes to barter with you northern men for the horns of the narwhal an other things.

Yes, I have seen iron, but never had any, said Angut, with a little sigh; they bring very little of it here. The Innuits of the South catch nearly the whole of it on its journey north, and they keep it.

Greedy fellows! said Rooney. Well, this knife is called a clasp-knife, because it shuts and opens, as you see, and it has three blades  a big one for cuttin up your victuals with, as you see me doin; and two little ones for parin your nails and pickin your teeth, an mendin pens an pencils  though of course you dont know what that means. Then here, you see, there are two little things stuck into the handle. One is called tweezers, an is of no earthly use that I know of except to pull the hairs out o your nose, which no man in his senses ever wants to do; and the other thing is, I suppose, for borin small holes in things  its almost as useless. This thing on the back is for pickin stones out of horses hoofs  but I forgot you never saw horses or hoofs! Well, no matter; its for pickin things out of things, when  when you want to pick em out! But below this is an uncommon useful thing  a screw  a thing for drawin corks out of bottles  there, again, Im forgettin. You never saw corks or bottles. Happy people  as the people who dont drink spirits would call you  and, to say truth, I think they are right. Indeed, Ive been one of them myself ever since I came to this region. Give us another steak, Nunaga, my dear  no, not a bear one; I like the walrus better. Its like yourself  tender.

The fair Nunaga fell into a tremendous giggle at this joke, for although our heros Eskimo was not very perfect, he possessed all an Irishmans capacity for making his meaning understood, more or less; and truly it was a sight to behold the varied expressions of face  the childlike surprise, admiration, curiosity, and something approaching to awe  with which those unsophisticated natives received the explanation of the different parts of that clasp-knife!

But what did we begin our talk about? he continued, as he tackled the walrus. O yes; it was about our garments. Well, besides using different kinds of cloths, our coats are of many different shapes: we have short coats called jackets, and long coats, and coats with tails behind

Do your men wear tails behind? asked Angut, in surprise.

Yes; two tails, replied Rooney, and two buttons above them.

Strange, remarked Angut; it is only our women who have tails; and they have only one tail each, with one button in front  not behind  to fasten the end of the tail to when on a journey.

Women with tails look very well, remarked Okiok, especially when they swing them about in a neat way that I know well but cannot describe. But men with tails must look very funny.

Here Mrs Okiok ventured to ask how the Kablunet women dressed.

Well, its not easy to describe that to folk who have never seen them, said the sailor, with a slight grin. In the first place, they dont wear boots the whole length of their legs like you, Nuna.

Surely, then, remarked the hostess, their legs must be cold?

By no means, for they cover em well up with loose flapping garments, extending from the waist all the way down to the feet. Then they dont wear hoods like you, but stick queer things on their heads, of all shapes and sizes  sometimes of no shape at all and very small size  which they cover over with feathers, an flowers, an fluttering things of all colours, besides lots of other gimcracks.

How Rooney rendered gimcracks into Eskimo we are not prepared to say, but the whole description sent Nunaga and her mother into fits of giggling, for those simple-minded creatures of the icy north  unlike sedate Europeans  are easily made to laugh.

At this point Angut struck in again, for he felt that the conversation was becoming frivolous.

Tell me, Kablunet, he began; but Rooney interrupted him.

Dont call me Kablunet. Call me Red Rooney. It will be more friendly-like, and will remind me of my poor shipmates.

Then tell me, Ridroonee, said Angut, is it true what I have heard, that your countrymen can make marks on flat white stuff, like the thin skin of the duck, which will tell men far away what they are thinking about?

Ay, thats true enough, replied the sailor, with an easy smile of patronage; we call it writing.

A look of grave perplexity rested on the visage of the Eskimo.

Its quite easy when you understand it, and know how to do it, continued Rooney; nothing easier.

A humorous look chased away the Eskimos perplexity as he replied  

Everything is easy when you understand it.

Ha! you have me there, Angut, laughed the sailor; youre a cute fellow, as the Yankees say. But come, Ill try to show you how easy it is. See here. He pulled a small note-book from his pocket, and drew thereon the picture of a walrus. Now, you understand that, dont you?

Yes; we draw like that, and understand each other.

Well, then, we put down for that w-a-l-r-u-s; and there you have it  walrus; nothing simpler!

The perplexed look returned, and Angut said  

That is not very easy to understand. Yet I see something  always the same marks for the same beast; other marks for other beasts?

Just so. Youve hit it! exclaimed Rooney, quite pleased with the intelligence of his pupil.

But how if it is not a beast? asked the Eskimo. How if you cannot see him at all, yet want to tell of him in  in  what did you say  writing? I want to send marks to my mother to say that I have talked with my torngak. How do you mark torngak? I never saw him. No man ever saw a torngak. And how do you make marks for cold, for wind, for all our thoughts, and for the light?

It was now Red Rooneys turn to look perplexed. He knew that writing was easy enough to him who understands it, and he felt that there must be some method of explaining the matter, but how to go about the explanation to one so utterly ignorant did not at once occur to him. We have seen, however, that Rooney was a resolute man, not to be easily baffled. After a few moments thought he said  

Look here now, Angut. Your people can count?

Yes; they can go up to twenty. I can go a little further, but most of the Innuits get confused in mind beyond twenty, because they have only ten fingers and ten toes to look at.

Well now, continued Rooney, holding up his left hand, with the fingers extended, thats five.

Yes, Angut understood that well.

Well, then, resumed Rooney, jotting down the figure 5, there you have it  five. Any boy at school could tell you what that is.

The Eskimo pondered deeply and stared. The other Eskimos did the same.

But what, asked Okiok, if a boy should say that it was six, and not five?

Why, then wed whack him, and hed never say that again.

There was an explosion of laughter at this, for Eskimos are tender and indulgent to their children, and seldom or never whack them.

It would be tedious to go further into this subject, or to describe the ingenious methods by which the seaman sought to break up the fallow ground of Anguts eminently receptive mind. Suffice it to say that Rooney made the discovery that the possession of knowledge is one thing, and the power to communicate it another and a very different thing. Angut also came to the conclusion that, ignorant as he had thought himself to be, his first talk with the Kablunet had proved him to be immeasurably more ignorant than he had supposed.

The sailor marked the depression which was caused by this piece of knowledge, and set himself good-naturedly to counteract the evil by displaying his watch, at sight of which there was a wild exclamation of surprise and delight from all except Angut, who, however deep his feelings might be, always kept them bridled. The expansion of his nostrils and glitter of his eyes, however, told their tale, though no exclamation passed his lips.

Once or twice, when Rooney attempted to explain the use of the instrument, the inquisitive man was almost irresistibly led to put some leading questions as to the nature of Time; but whenever he observed this tendency, the sailor, thinking that he had given him quite enough of philosophy for one evening, adroitly turned him off the scent by drawing particular attention to some other portion of the timepiece.

The watch and the knife, to which they reverted later on, kept the lecturer and audience going till late in the evening, by which time our sailor had completely won the hearts of the Eskimos, and they had all become again so hungry that Okiok gave a hint to his wife to stir up the lamp and prepare supper. Then, with a sigh of relief, they all allowed their strained minds to relax, and the conversation took a more general turn. It is but fair to add that, as the sailor had won the hearts of the natives, so his heart had been effectually enthralled by them. For Angut, in particular, Rooney felt that powerful attraction which is the result of similar tastes, mutual sympathies, and diversity of character. Rooney had a strong tendency to explain and teach; Angut a stronger tendency to listen and learn. The former was impulsive and hasty; the latter meditative and patient. Rooney was humorously disposed and jovial, while his Eskimo friend, though by no means devoid of humour, was naturally grave and sedate. Thus their dispositions formed a pleasing contrast, and their tastes an agreeable harmony.

What did you say was the name of your country? asked Angut, during a brief pause in the consumption of the meal.

England, said Rooney.

That was not the name you told me before.

True; I suppose I said Ireland before, but the fact is, I can scarcely claim it as my own, for you see my father was Irish and my mother was Scotch. I was born in Wales, an Ive lived a good bit o my life in England. So you see I cant claim to be anything in particular.

As this was utterly incomprehensible to the Eskimo, he resumed his bit of blubber without saying a word. After a brief silence, he looked at the Kablunet again, and said  

Have they houses in your land?

Houses? O yes; plenty of em  made of stone.

Like the summer-houses of the Innuit, I suppose? said Angut. Are they as big?

Rooney laughed at this, and said, Yes; they were much bigger  as big as the cliffs alongside.

Huk! exclaimed the Eskimos in various tones. Okioks tone, indeed, was one of doubt; but Angut did not doubt his new friend for a moment, though his credulity was severely tested when the seaman told him that one of the villages of his countrymen covered a space as big as they could see  away to the very horizon, and beyond it.

But, Angut, said Rooney, growing somewhat weary at last, youve asked me many questions; will you answer a few now?

I will answer.

I have heard it said, began the sailor, that Angut is a wise man  an angekok  among his people, but that he denies the fact. Why does he deny it?

The Eskimo exchanged solemn glances with his host, then looked round the circle, and said that some things could not be explained easily. He would think first, and afterwards he would talk.

That is well said, returned Rooney. Think well before you speak is a saying among my own people.

He remained silent for a few moments after that, and observed that Okiok made a signal to his two boys. They rose immediately, and left the hut.

Now, said Okiok, Angut may speak. There are none but safe tongues here. My boys are good, but their tongues wag too freely.

Yes, they wag too freely, echoed Mrs Okiok, with a nod.

Thus freed from the danger of being misreported, Angut turned to the seaman, and said  

I deny that I am an angekok, because angekoks are deceivers. They deceive foolish men and women. Some of them are wicked, and only people-deceivers. They do not believe what they teach. Some of them are self-deceivers. They are good enough men, and believe what they teach, though it is false. These men puzzle me. I cannot understand them.

The Eskimo became meditative at this point, as if his mind were running on the abstract idea of self-delusion. Indeed he said as much. Rooney admitted that it was somewhat puzzling.

I suppose, resumed the Eskimo, that Kablunets never deceive themselves or others; they are too wise. Is it so?

Well, now you put the question, said Rooney, I rather fear that some of us do, occasionally; an theres not a few who have a decided tendency to deceive others. And so that is the reason you wont be an angekok, is it? Well, it does you credit. But what sort o things do they believe, in these northern regions, that you cant go in with? Much the same, I fancy, that the southern Eskimos believe?

I know not what the southern Eskimos believe, for I have met them seldom. But our angekoks believe in torngaks, familiar spirits, which they say meet and talk with them. There is no torngak. It is a lie.

But you believe in one great and good Spirit, dont you? asked the seaman, with a serious look.

Yes; I believe in One, returned the Eskimo in a low voice, One who made me, and all things, and who must be good.

There are people in my land who deny that there is One, because they never saw, or felt, or heard Him  so they say they cannot know, said Rooney. Angut looked surprised.

They must be fools, he said. I see a sledge, and I know that some man made it  for who ever heard of a sledge making itself? I see a world, and I know that the Great Spirit made it, because a world cannot make itself. The greatest Spirit must be One, because two greatests are impossible, and He is good  because good is better than evil, and the Greatest includes the Best.

The seaman stared, as well he might, while the Eskimo spoke these words, gazing dreamily at the lamp-flame, as if he were communing with his own spirit rather than with his companion. Evidently Okiok had a glimmering of what he meant, for he looked pleased as well as solemn.

It might be tedious to continue the conversation. Leaving them therefore to their profound discussions, we will turn to another and very different social group.




Chapter Seven.

Treats of Cross-Purposes and Difficulties.

Partially concealed in a cavern at the base of a stupendous, almost perpendicular, cliff, stood the wizard Ujarak and his pupil Ippegoo. The former silently watched the latter as he fitted a slender spear, or rather giant arrow, to a short handle, and prepared to discharge it at a flock of sea-birds which were flying about in front of them within what we would call easy gunshot.

The handle referred to acted as a short lever, by means of which the spear could be launched not only with more precision but with much greater force than if thrown simply by hand like a javelin.

There, dart it now! cried Ujarak, as a bird swept close to the caves mouth. Boh! you are too slow. Here is another; quick! dart!

Ippegoo let fly hastily, and missed.

Poo! you are of no more use than the rotten ice of spring. There; try again, said Ujarak, pointing to a flock of birds which came sweeping towards them.

The crestfallen youth fitted another spear to the handle  for he carried several  and launched it in desperation into the middle of the flock. It ruffled the wings of one bird, and sent it screaming up the cliffs, but brought down none.

Boo! exclaimed the wizard, varying the expression of his contempt. It is well that your mother has only a small family.

Ippegoo was accustomed to severe backhanders from his patron; he was not offended, but smiled in a pathetic manner as he went out in silence to pick up his weapons.

Just as he was returning, Arbalik, nephew to the jovial Simek, appeared upon the scene, and joined them. The wizard appeared to be slightly annoyed, but had completely dissembled his feelings when the young man walked up.

Have the hunters found no seals? asked Ujarak.

Yes, plenty, answered Arbalik cheerily, for he had a good deal of his old uncles spirit in him, but you know variety is agreeable. Birds are good at a feast. They enable you to go on eating when you can hold no more seal or walrus blubber.

That is true, returned the wizard, with a grave nod of appreciation. Show Ippegoo how to dart the spear. He is yet a baby!

Arbalik laughed lightly as he let fly a spear with a jaunty, almost careless, air, and transfixed a bird on the wing.

Well done! cried the wizard, with a burst of genuine admiration; your wife will never know hunger.

Not after I get her, returned the youth, with a laugh, as he flung another spear, and transfixed a second bird.

Ippegoo looked on with slightly envious but not malevolent feelings, for he was a harmless lad.

Try again, cried Arbalik, turning to him with a broad grin, as he offered him one of his own spears.

Ippegoo took the weapon, launched it, and, to his own great surprise and delight, sent it straight through the heart of a bird, which fell like a stone.

A shout of pleasure burst from Arbalik, who was far too good a shot to entertain mean feelings of jealousy at the success of others.

It is the luck of the spear, said Ujarak, not the skill of the hunter.

This would have been an unkind cut to ordinary mortals, but it fell as harmless on Ippegoo as water on the back of the eider-duck. A snub from the wizard he took almost as a compliment, and the mere success of his shot afforded him unbounded pleasure.

The good-natured Arbalik offered him another spear, but Ujarak interposed.

No; Ippegoo must come with me, he said. I have work for him to do. One who would be an angekok must leave bird-spearing to boys. Then turning to Arbalik Did you not say that the hunters have found plenty of game?

Yes, plenty.

I told you so, said the wizard, using a phrase not unfamiliar to civilised ears. Remain here, and spear plenty of birds; or go where you will.

Having thus graciously given the youth free permission to do as he pleased  which Arbalik received with inward scorn, though outward respect  he left the cave, followed meekly by his satellite.

After walking in silence till well out of earshot of the expert young hunter, the wizard said in solemn tones  

Ippegoo, I have work of more importance for you to do than spearing birds  work that requires the wisdom of a young angekok.

All Ujaraks backhanders vanished before this confidential remark, and the poor tool began to feel as if he were growing taller and broader even as he walked.

You know the hut of Okiok? continued the wizard.

Yes; under the ice-topped cliff.

Well, Angut is there. I hate Angut!

So do I, said Ippegoo, with emphasis quite equal to that of his master.

And Nunaga is there, continued Ujarak. I  I love Nunaga!

So do I, exclaimed Ippegoo fervently, but seeing by the wizards majestic frown that he had been precipitate, he took refuge in the hasty explanation Of course I mean that  that  I love her because you love her. I do not love her for herself. If you did not love her, I would hate her. To me she is not of so much value as the snout of a seal.

The wizard seemed pacified, for his frown relaxed, and after a few moments thought he went on savagely  

Angut also loves Nunaga.

The madman! the insolent! the fool! exclaimed Ippegoo; what can he expect but death?

Nothing else, and nothing less, growled the wizard, clenching his teeth if he gets her! But he shall never get her! I will stop that; and that is why I ask you to listen  for you must be ready to act, and in haste.

As Ippegoo began to entertain uncomfortable suspicions that the wizard was about to use him as an instrument of vengeance, he made no response whatever to the last remark.

Now, continued his master, you will go to the hut of Okiok. Enter it hurriedly, and say to Nunaga that her fathers grandmother, Kannoa, is ill  ill in her mind  and will not rest till she comes to see her. Take a small sledge that will only hold her and yourself; and if Okiok or Angut offer to go with you, say that old Kannoa wants to see the girl alone, that there is a spell upon her, that she is bewitched, and will see no one else. They will trust you, for they know that your mind is weak and your heart good.

If my mind is weak, said Ippegoo somewhat sadly, how can I ever become an angekok?

With much affectation of confidence, the wizard replied that there were two kinds of men who were fit to be angekoks  men with weak minds and warm hearts, or men with strong minds and cold hearts.

And have you the strong mind? asked Ippegoo.

Yes, of course, very strong  and also the cold heart, replied Ujarak.

But how can that be, returned the pupil, with a puzzled look, when your heart is warmed by Nunaga?

Because  because, rejoined the wizard slowly, with some hesitation and a look of profound wisdom, because men of strong mind do not love as other men. They are quite different  so different that you cannot understand them.

Ippegoo felt the reproof, and was silent.

So, when you have got Nunaga on the sledge, resumed Ujarak, you will drive her towards the village; but you will turn off at the Cliff of Seals, and drive at full speed to the spot where I speared the white bear last moon. You know it?

Yes; near Walrus Bay?

Just so. There you will find me with two sledges. On one I will drive Nunaga away to the far-south, where the Innuit who have much iron dwell. On the other you will follow. We will live there for ever. They will be glad to receive us.

But  but said Ippegoo hesitatingly, and with some anxiety, for he did not like to differ on any point from his master I cannot leave my  my mother!

Why not?

I suppose it is because I love her. You know you told me that the weak minds have warm hearts  and my mind must be very, very weak indeed, for my heart is very warm  quite hot  for my mother.

The wizard perceived that incipient rebellion was in the air, so, like a wise man, a true angekok, he trimmed his sails accordingly.

Bring your mother with you, he said abruptly.

But she wont come.

Command her to come.

Command my mother! exclaimed Ippegoo, in amazement.

Again the wizard was obliged to have recourse to his wisdom in order to subdue this weak mind.

Yes, of course, he replied; tell your mother that your torngak  no, you havent got one yet  that Ujaraks torngak  told him in a vision that a visit to the lands of the far-south would do her good, would remove the pains that sometimes stiffen her joints, and the cough that has troubled her so much. So you will incline her to obey. Go, tell her to prepare for a journey; but say nothing more, except that I will call for her soon, and take her on my sledge. Away!

The peremptory tone of the last word decided the poor youths wavering mind. Without a word more he ran to the place where his dogs were fastened, harnessed them to his sledge, and was soon driving furiously back to the Eskimo village over the frozen sea, while the wizard returned to the place where the hunters of his tribe were still busy hauling in the carcases of seals and other game, which they had succeeded in killing in considerable numbers.

Approaching one of the band of hunters, which was headed by the jovial Simek, and had halted for the purpose of refreshment, Ujarak accosted them with  

Have the young men become impatient women, that they cannot wait to have their food cooked?

Ha! ha! laughed Simek, holding up a strip of raw and bloody seals flesh, with which he had already besmeared the region of his mouth and nose; Yes, we have become like women; we know what is good for us, and take it when we need it, not caring much about the cooking. My young men are hungry. Must they wait till the lamps are lighted before they eat? Come, Ujarak, join us. Even an angekok may find a bit of good fat seal worth swallowing. Did you not set them free? You deserve a bit!

There was a spice of chaff as well as jollity in the big Eskimos tone and manner; but he was such a gushing fellow, and withal so powerful, that the wizard deemed it wise not to take offence.

It is not long since I fed, he replied, with a grim smile; I have other work on hand just now.

I also have work  plenty of it; and I work best when stuffed full.

So saying, Simek put a full stop, as it were, to the sentence with a mass of blubber, while the wizard went off, as he said, to consult his torngak as to state affairs of importance.

Meanwhile Ippegoo went careering over the ice, plying his long-lashed whip with the energy of a man who had pressing business on hand.

Arrived at the village, he sought his mothers hut. Kunelik, as his mother was named, was seated therein, not exactly darning his socks, but engaged in the Eskimo equivalent  mending his waterproof boots. These were made of undressed sealskin, with soles of walrus hide; and the pleasant-faced little woman was stitching together the sides of a rent in the upper leather, using a fine sharp fish-bone as a needle and a delicate shred of sinew as a thread, when her son entered.

Mother, he said in a somewhat excited tone, as he sat down beside his maternal parent, I go to the hut of Okiok.

Kunelik bestowed an inquiring glance upon her boy.

Ippe, she said, (for Eskimos sometimes use endearing abbreviations), has Nunaga turned you upside down?

The lad protested fervently that his head was yet in its proper position. But, he added, the mother of Oki  no, the grandmother of Okiok  is sick  very sick  and I am to go and fetch the mother of  no, I mean the daughter of  of Okiok, to see her, because  because

Take time, Ippe, interrupted Kunelik; I see that your head is down, and your boots are in the air.

Again Ippegoo protested earnestly that he was in the reverse position, and that Nunaga was no more to him than the snout of a seal; but he protested in vain, for his pleasant little mother believed that she understood the language of symptoms, and nodded her disbelief smilingly.

But why do you say that Kannoa is very ill, Ippe? she asked; I have just come from her hut where she was seemingly quite well. Moreover, she has agreed to sup this very night with the mother of Arbalik, and she could not do that if she was ill, for that means much stuffing, because the mother of Arbalik has plenty of food and cooks it very fast.

Oh, but it is not Kannoas body that is ill, said Ippegoo quickly; it is her mind that is ill  very ill; and nothing will make it better but a sight of Nunaga. It was Ujarak that told me so; and you know, mother, that whatever he says must be true somehow, whether it be true or not.

Ujarak is a fool, said Kunelik quietly; and you are another, my son.

We must again remind the reader here that the Eskimos are a simple as well as straightforward folk. They say what they mean and mean what they say, without the smallest intention of hurting each others feelings.

And, mother, continued the son, scarce noticing her remark, I want you to prepare for a journey.

Kunelik looked surprised.

Where to, my son?

It matters not just now. You shall know in time. Will you get ready?

No, my son, I wont.

But Ujarak says you are to get ready.

Still, my son, I wont.

Mother! exclaimed Ippegoo, with that look and tone which usually follows the saying of something very wicked; but the pleasant little woman went on with her work with an air of such calm good-natured resolution that her son felt helpless.

Then, mother, I know not what to do.

What did he tell you to do? asked Kunelik abruptly.

The youth gave as much of his conversation with the wizard as sufficed to utterly perplex his mothers mind without enlightening it much. When he had finished, or rather had come to an abrupt stop, she looked at him calmly, and said  

My son, whatever he told you to do, go and do it. Leave the rest to me.

From infancy Ippegoo had rejoiced in his wise little mothers decisions. To be saved the trouble of thinking; to have a straight and simple course clearly pointed out to him, so that he should have nothing to do but shut his eyes and walk therein  or, if need be, run  was the height of Ippegoos ambition  next to solid feeding. But be not hard on him, good reader. Remember that he was an ignorant savage, and that you could not expect him to be as absolutely and entirely free from this low type of spirit as civilised people are!

Without another word, therefore, the youth leaped on to his sledge, cracked his whip, and set off on his delicate mission. Poor lad! disappointment was in store for him. But compensation was in store also.

While he was galloping along under the ice-cliffs on the east side of a great berg, not far from the end of his journey, Okiok, with his wife and daughter on a sledge, chanced to be galloping with equal speed in the opposite direction on the west side of the same berg. It was a mighty berg  an ice-mountain of nearly half a mile in length  so that no sound of cracking lash or yelping dogs passed from the one party to the other. Thus when Ippegoo arrived at his destination he found his fair bird flown. But he found a much more interesting personage in the Kablunet, who had been left under the care of Angut and Ermigit. This great sight effectually banished disappointment and every other feeling from his breast.

He first caught a glimpse of the wonderful man when half-way through the tunnel-lobby, and the sight rooted him to the spot, for Red Rooney had just finished making a full-dress suit of clothes for little Tumbler, and was in the act of fitting them on when the young Eskimo arrived.

That day Ermigit had managed to spear a huge raven. Rooney, being something of a naturalist, had skinned it, and it was while little Tumbler was gazing at him in open-eyed admiration that the thought struck him  Tumbler being very small and the raven very large.

Come, said he, seizing the child  with whom he was by that time on the most intimate terms of affection Come, Ill dress you up.

Tumbler was naked at the moment, and willingly consented. A few stitches with needle and thread, which the sailor always carried in his pocket, soon converted the wings of the bird into sleeves, a button at the chest formed the skin into a rude cut-away coat, the head, with the beak in front, formed a convenient cap, and the tail hung most naturally down behind. A better full-dress coat was never more quickly manufactured.

Ermigit went into convulsions of laughter over it, and the sailor, charmed with his work, kept up a running commentary in mingled English and Eskimo.

Splendid! he cried; the best slop-shop in Portsmouth couldnt match it! Cap and coat all in one! The fit perfect  and what a magnificent tail!

At this point Ermigit caught sight of the gaping and glaring Ippegoo in the passage. With a bound he fell upon him, caught him by the hair, and dragged him in.

Of course there followed a deal of questioning, which the hapless youth tried to answer; but the fascination of the Kablunet was too much for him. He could do nothing but give random replies and stare; seeing which, Rooney suggested that the best way to revive him would be to give him something to eat.




Chapter Eight.

Mrs Okioks Little Evening Party.

In Eskimo land, as in England, power and industry result in the elevation and enrichment of individuals, though they have not yet resulted there, as here, in vast accumulations of wealth, or in class distinctions. The elevating tendency of superior power and practice is seen in the fact that while some hunters are nearly always pretty well off well-to-do, as we would express it  others are often in a state of poverty and semi-starvation. A few of them possess two establishments, and some even go the length of possessing two wives. It is but just to add, however, that these last are rare. Most Eskimo men deem one wife quite as much as they can manage to feed.

Our friend Okiok was what we may style one of the aristocracy of the land. He did not, indeed, derive his position from inheritance, but from the circumstance of his being a successful hunter, a splendid canoe-man, and a tremendous fighter.

When it is added that his fights were often single-handed against the Polar bear, it may be understood that both his activity and courage were great. He was not an angekok, for, like his friend Angut, he did not believe in wizards; nevertheless he was very truly an angekok, in the sense of being an uncommonly wise man, and his countrymen, recognising the fact, paid him suitable respect.

Okiok possessed a town and a country mansion. That is to say, besides the solitary residence already mentioned, close to the great glacier, he owned the largest hut in the Eskimo village. It was indeed quite a palatial residence, capable of holding several families, and having several holes in it  or windows  which were glazed, if we may say so, with the scraped intestines of animals.

It was to this residence that Okiok drove on the afternoon of the day that he missed Ippegoos visit.

On finding that most of the men had gone southward to hunt, he resolved to follow them, for his purpose was to consult about the Kablunet, who had so recently fallen like a meteor from the sky into their midst.

But you will stop here, Nuna, with Nunaga, and tell the women all about the Kablunet, while I go south alone. Make a feast; you have plenty to give them. Here, help me to carry the things inside.

Okiok had brought quite a sledge-load of provisions with him, for it had been his intention to give a feast to as many of the community as could be got inside his hut. The carrying in of the supplies, therefore, involving as it did creeping on hands and knees through a low tunnel with each article, was not a trifling duty.

Now, said he, when at last ready to start, be sure that you ask the liars and the stupid ones to the feast, as well as the wise; and make them sit near you, for if these dont hear all about it from your own mouth they will be sure to carry away nonsense, and spread it. Dont give them the chance to invent.

While her husband was rattling away south over the hummocky sea in his empty sledge, Nuna lighted her lamps, opened her stores, and began to cook.

Go now, Nunaga, she said, and tell the women who are to feed with us to-night.

Who shall I invite, mother? asked pretty little Nunaga, preparing to set forth on her mission.

Invite old Kannoa, of course. She is good.

Yes, mother, and she is also griggy.

We may remark in passing that it is impossible to convey the exact meaning of the Eskimo word which we have rendered griggy. Enough to say, once for all, that in difficult words and phrases we give as nearly as possible our English equivalents.

And Kunelik, said Nuna, continuing to enumerate her guests; I like the mother of Ippegoo. She is a pleasant little woman.

But father said we were to ask liars, remarked Nunaga, with a sweet look.

Im coming to them, child, said Mrs Okiok, with a touch of petulance  the result of a gulp of lamp-smoke; yes, you may ask Pussimek also. The wife of Simek is always full of wise talk, and her baby does not squall, which is lucky, for she cannot be forced to leave Pussi behind.

But name the liars and stupid ones, mother, urged Nunaga, who, being a dutiful child, and anxious to carry out her fathers wishes to the letter, stuck to her point.

Tell Issek, then, the mother of Arbalik, to come, returned Nuna, making a wry face. If she is not stupid, she is wicked enough, and dreadful at lies. And the sisters Kabelaw and Sigokow; they are the worst liars in all the village, besides being stupider than puffins. There, that will be enough for our first feed. When these have stuffed, we can have more. Too many at once makes much cooking and little talk. Go, my child.

An hour later, and the gossips of the Eskimo village were assembled round Mrs Okioks hospitable lamp  she had no board,  the raised floor at the further end of the hut serving both for seat and table in the daytime and for bed at night. Of course they were all bursting with curiosity, and eager to talk.

But food at first claimed too much attention to permit of free conversation. Yet it must not be supposed that the company was gluttonous or greedy. Whatever Eskimos may feel at a feast, it is a point of etiquette that guests should not appear anxious about what is set before them. Indeed, they require a little pressing on the part of the host at first, but they always contrive to make amends for such self-restraint before the feast is over.

And it was by no means a simple feast to which that party sat down. There were dried herrings and dried seals flesh, and the same boiled; also boiled auks, dried salmon, dried reindeer venison, and a much-esteemed dish consisting of half raw and slightly putrid seals flesh, called mikiak  something similar in these respects to our own game. But the principal dish was part of a whales tail in a high or gamey condition. Besides these delicacies, there was a pudding, or dessert, of preserved crowberries, mixed with chyle from the maw of the reindeer, with train oil for sauce.

(See note.)

Gradually, as appetite was satisfied, tongues were loosened, and information about the wonderful foreigner, which had been fragmentary at first, flowed in a copious stream. Then commentary and question began in right earnest.

Have some more mikiak? said Mrs Okiok to Pussimek.

No, replied Mrs P, with a sigh.

These northern Eskimos did not, at least at the time of which we write, say thank you  not that there was any want of good feeling or civility among them, but simply because it was not customary to do so.

Mrs Okiok then offered some more of the delicacy mentioned to the mother of Ippegoo.

No, said Kunelik, leaning back with a contented air against the wall; I am pleasantly stuffed already.

But tell me, cried Issek, the stern mother of Arbalik, what does the Kablunet say the people eat in his own land?

They eat no whales, said Nuna; they have no whales.

No whales! exclaimed Pussimek, with a huk of surprise!

No; no whales, said Nuna and no bears, she added impressively. Ridroonee, (thats his name), says they eat a thing called bread, which grows out of the ground like grass.

Eat grass! exclaimed the mother of Arbalik.

So he says, and also beasts that have horns

Reindeer? suggested Kunelik.

No; the horns are short, with only one point to each; and the beasts are much heavier than reindeer. They have also great beasts, with no name in our language  hurses or hosses he calls them,  but they dont eat these; they make them haul sledges on little round things called weels

I know, cried Sigokow; they must be big dogs!

Huk! exclaimed old Kannoa, who confined her observations chiefly to that monosyllable and a quiet chuckle.

No, returned Nuna, becoming a little impatient under these frequent interruptions; they are not dogs at all, but hurses  hosses  with hard feet like stones, and iron boots on them.

A general exclamation of incredulous surprise broke forth at this point, and the mother of Arbalik silently came to the conclusion that Nuna had at last joined the liars of the community, and was making the most of her opportunities, and coming out strong.

Let there be no talk, and I will speak, said Nuna somewhat indignantly; if you interrupt me again, I will send you all away to your huts!

This threat produced silence, and a sniff from Arbaliks mother. Mrs Okiok went on:  

The land, Ridroonee says, is very rich. They have all that they wish  and more! (Huk! from the company) except a great many people, called poo-oor, who have not all that they wish  and who sometimes want a little more. (A groan of remonstrative pity from the audience.) But they have not many seals, and they never eat them.

Poo! I would not care to live there, said Pussimek.

And no walruses at all, added Mrs Okiok.

Boo! a miserable country! exclaimed Ippegoos mother.

Then they have villages  so big!  oh! Nuna paused from incapacity to describe, for Eskimos, being unable to comprehend large numbers, are often obliged to have recourse to illustration. Listen, continued Nuna, holding up a finger; if all the whales we catch in a year were to be cooked, they would not feed the people of their largest village for one day!

The mother of Arbalik now felt that she had sufficient ground for the belief that Mrs Okiok was utterly demoralised and lost, in the matter of veracity. Mrs Okiok, looking at her, perceived this in her countenance, and dropped that subject with a soft smile of conscious innocence.

Thereupon curiosity broke forth again with redoubled violence.

But what is the Kablunet like? cried Kabelaw, as eagerly as if it were the first time of asking.

I have told you six times, replied Nuna.

Tell her again, cried the mother of Arbalik, with a sniff; shes so used to lies that she finds it hard to take in the truth.

There was a sort of double hit intended here, which immensely tickled the Eskimos, who laughed heartily, for they are fond of a touch of sarcastic humour.

Yes, tell her again, they cried unanimously for, added Pussimek, were not tired of it yet. Are we, Pussi?

The query was addressed to her stark naked baby, which broke from a tremendous stare into a benignant laugh, that had the effect of shutting up its eyes at the same time that it opened its little mouth.

It must be remarked here that although we have called Pussi a baby, she was not exactly an infant. She could walk, and understand, and even talk. She did not, however, (desirable child!) use her tongue freely. In fact, Eskimo children seldom do so in the company of their elders. They are prone to listen, and gaze, and swallow, (mentally), and to reply only when questioned. But they seem to consider themselves free to laugh at will  hence Pussis explosion.

Well, then, continued Mrs Okiok good-naturedly, I will tell you again. The Kablunet is a fine man. He must be very much finer when he is fat, for he is broad and tall, and looks strong; but he is thin just now  oh, so thin!  as thin almost as Ippegoo!

Ippegoos mother took this in good part, as, indeed, it was intended.

But that will soon mend with stuffing, continued Nuna. And his hair is brown  not black  and is in little rings; and there is nearly as much below his nose as above it, so that his mouth can only be seen when open. He carries needles and soft sinews, too, in his bag; but his needles are not fish-bones  they are iron; and the sinews are not like our sinews. They are  I know not what! He has a round thing also, made of white iron, in his pocket, and it is alive. He says, No, it is a dead thing, but he lies, for one day when he was out I heard it speaking to itself in a low soft little voice, but I was afraid to touch it for fear it should bite.

(Lies again! muttered Issek, the mother of Arbalik, to herself.)

He says that it tells him about time, continued Nuna; but how can it tell him about anything if it is dead? Alive and dead at the same time!

Impossible! cried Pussimek.

Ridiculous! cried every one else.

Huk! ejaculated old Kannoa, wrinkling up her mild face and exposing her toothless gums in a stupendous chuckle.

Yes, impossible! But I think he does not tell many lies, said Nuna apologetically. I think he only does it a little. Then he goes on his knees every night before lying down, and every morning when he rises, and speaks to himself.

Why? cried every one in blazing astonishment.

I know not, replied Nuna, and he does not tell.

He must be a fool, suggested Kunelik.

I suppose so, returned Nuna, yet he does not look like a fool.

At this point the description of Rooneys person and characteristics was interrupted by a tremendous splash. It was poor Pussi, who, having grown wearied of the conversation, had slipped from her mothers side, and while wandering in the background had tumbled into the oil-tub, from which she quickly emerged gasping, gazing, and glittering.

A mild remonstrance, with a good wipe down, soon put her to rights, and Nuna was about to resume her discourse, when the sound of rushing footsteps outside arrested her. Next moment a wild scrambling was heard in the tunnel  as of a giant rat in a hurry  and Ippegoo tumbled into the hut in a state of wild excitement, which irresistibly affected the women.

What has happened? demanded Nuna.

Mother, gasped the youth, turning to the natural repository of all his cares and troubles, he is coming!

Who is coming, my son? asked Kunelik, in a quiet, soothing tone, for the pleasant little woman, unlike most of the others, was not easily thrown into a state of agitation.

The Kablunet, cried Ippegoo.

Where, when, who, how, which, what? burst simultaneously from the gaping crowd.

But for some minutes the evidently exhausted youth could not answer. He could only glare and pant. By degrees, however, and with much patience, his mother extracted his news from him, piecemeal, to the following effect.

After having sat and gazed in mute surprise at the Kablunet for a considerable time, as already mentioned, and having devoured a good meal at the same time, Ippegoo had been closely questioned by Angut as to the reason of his unexpected visit. He had done his best to conceal matters, with which Angut, he said, had nothing to do; but somehow that wonderfully wise man had seen, as it were, into his brain, and at once became suspicious. Then he looked so fierce, and demanded the truth so sternly, that he, (Ippegoo), had fled in terror from the hut of Okiok, and did not stop till he had reached the top of a hummock, where he paused to recover breath. Looking back, he saw that Angut had already harnessed the dogs to his sledge, and was packing the Kablunet upon it All lies, interrupted Arbaliks mother, Issek, at this point. If this is true, how comes it that Ippegoo is here first? No doubt the legs of the simple one are the best part of him, but every one knows that they could not beat the dogs of Angut.

Issek is wise, said Kunelik pleasantly, almost too wise!  but no doubt the simple one can explain.

Speak, my son.

Yes, mother, I can explain. You must know that Angut was in such a fierce hurry that he made his whip crack like the splitting of an iceberg, and the dogs gave such a yell and bound that they dashed the sledge against a hummock, and broke some part of it. What part of it I did not stop to see. Only I saw that they had to unload, and the Kablunet helped to mend it. Then I turned and ran. So I am here first.

There was a huk of approval at this explanation, which was given in a slightly exulting tone, and with a glance of mild defiance at Arbaliks mother.

But Issek was not a woman to be put down easily by a simpleton. She at once returned to the charge.

No doubt Ippegoo is right, she said, with forced calmness, but he has talked of a message to Okiok. I dare say the wife of Okiok would like to hear what that message is.

Huk! That is true, said Nuna quickly.

And, continued Issek, Ippegoo speaks of the suspicions of Angut. What does he suspect? We would all like to know that.

Huk! huk! That is also true, exclaimed every one.

My son, whispered Kunelik, silence is the only hope of a fool. Speak not at all.

Ippegoo was so accustomed to render blind and willing obedience to his mother that he instantly brought his teeth together with a snap, and thereafter not one word, good, bad, or indifferent, was to be extracted from the simple one.

From what he had revealed, however, it was evident that a speedy visit from the wonderful foreigner was to be looked for. The little party therefore broke up in much excitement, each member of it going off in bursting importance to spread the news in her particular circle, with exaggerations suitable to her special nature and disposition.

While they are thus engaged, we will return to the object of all their interest.

When Ippegoo fled from Angut, as already told, the latter worthy turned quickly to Rooney, and said  

There is danger somewhere  I know not where or what; but I must leave you. Ermigit will take good care of Ridroonee till I come again.

Nay, if there is danger anywhere I will share it, returned Rooney, rising and stretching himself; I am already twice the man I was with all this resting and feeding.

The Eskimo looked at the sailor doubtfully for a moment; but when action was necessary, he was a man of few words. Merely uttering the word Come, he went out and harnessed his dog-team in a few minutes. Then, after wrapping the Kablunet carefully up in furs, he leaped on the fore-part of the sledge, cracked his whip, and went off at full speed.

What is the danger that threatens, think you? asked Rooney; you must have some notion about it.

I know not, but I guess, answered Angut, with a sternness that surprised his companion. Ippegoo is a poor tool in the hands of a bad man. He comes from Ujarak, and he asks too earnestly for Nunaga. Ujarak is fond of Nunaga.

Rooney looked pointedly and gravely at Angut. That Eskimo returned the look even more pointedly and with deeper gravity. Then what we may term a grave smile flitted across the features of the Eskimo. A similar smile enlivened the features of the seaman. He spoke no word, but from that moment Rooney knew that Angut was also fond of Nunaga; and he made up his mind to aid him to the utmost of his capacity both in love and war  for sympathy is not confined to races, creeds, or classes, but gloriously permeates the whole human family.

It was at this point that the crash described by Ippegoo occurred. Fortunately no damage was done to the occupants of the sledge, though the vehicle itself had suffered fractures which it took them several hours to repair.

Having finished the repairs, they set off again at greater speed than ever in the direction of the Eskimo village, accompanied by Ermigit and Tumbler, who, not caring to be left behind, had followed on a smaller sledge, and overtaken them.



Note: For further light on this interesting subject see History of Greenland and the Moravian Brethren, volume one, page 159. Longman, 1820.




Chapter Nine.

Shows that the Wise are a Match for the Wicked, and exhibits Tumbler and Pussi in Danger.

When Red Rooney and his friend reached the village, and found that most of the men had gone south to hunt, and that Nunaga was living in peace with her mother in her fathers town mansion, their fears were greatly relieved, although Angut was still rendered somewhat anxious by the suspicion that mischief of some sort was brewing. Being resolved if possible to discover and counteract it, he told Rooney that he meant to continue his journey southward, and join the hunters.

Good. I will rest here till you return, said the seaman, for I feel that Im not strong enough yet for much exertion.

But Ridroonee promised to dwell with me, returned Angut, somewhat anxiously.

So I did, and so I will, friend, when you come back. At present you tell me your hut is closed because you have no wife  no kinswoman.

That is true, returned the Eskimo; my mother is dead; my father was killed; I have no brothers, no sisters. But when I am at home old Kannoa cooks for me. She is a good woman, and can make us comfortable.

Just so, Angut. Ill be content to have the old woman for a nurse as long as I need one. Good luck to you; and, I say, keep a sharp look-out on Ujarak. Hes not to be trusted, if I am any judge of mens faces.

Angut said no word in reply, but he smiled a grim smile as he turned and went his way.

Being much fatigued with his recent exertions, Red Rooney turned into Okioks hut, to the great sorrow of the women and children, who had gathered from all parts of the village to gaze at and admire him.

He is real  and alive! remarked Kunelik in a low voice.

And Nuna is not a liar, said the mother of Arbalik.

Yes; he is tall, said one.

And broad, observed another.

But very thin, said Pussimek.

No matter; he can stuff, said Kabelaw, with a nod to her sister Sigokow, who was remarkably stout, and doubtless understood the virtue of the process.

While this commentary was going on, the object of it was making himself comfortable on a couch of skins which Nuna had spread for him on the raised floor at the upper end of her hut. In a few minutes the wearied man was sound asleep, as was indicated by his nose.

No sooner did Mrs Okiok note the peculiar sound than she went out and said to her assembled friends Now you may come in; but  forget not  no word is to be spoken. Use your eyes and bite your tongues. The one who speaks shall be put out.

Under these conditions the multitude filed into the mansion, where they sat down in rows to gaze their fill in profound silence; and there they sat for more than an hour, rapt in contemplation of the wonderful sight.

He snorts, was on the lips of Pussimek, but a warning glance from Nuna checked the sentence in the bud.

He dreams! had almost slipped from the lips of Kunelik, but she caught it in time.

Certainly these primitive people availed themselves of the permission to use their eyes; nay, more, they also used their eyebrows  and indeed their entire faces, for, the lips being sealed, they not only drank in Rooney, so to speak, with their eyes, but tried to comment upon him with the same organs.

Finding them very imperfect in this respect, they ventured to use their lips without sound  to speak, as it were, in dumb show  and the contortions of visage thus produced were indescribable.

This state of things was at its height when Rooney chanced to awake. As he lay with his face to the foe, the tableau vivant met his gaze the instant he opened his eyes. Rooney was quick-witted, and had great power of self-command. He reclosed the eyes at once, and then, through the merest chink between the lids, continued to watch the scene. But the wink had been observed. It caused an abrupt stoppage of the pantomime, and an intense glare of expectancy.

This was too much for Rooney. He threw up his arms, and gave way to a violent explosion of loud and hearty laughter.

If a bomb-shell had burst among the spectators, it could scarcely have caused greater consternation. A panic ensued. Incontinently the mother of Ippegoo plunged head first into the tunnel. The mother of Arbalik followed, overtook her friend, tried to pass, and stuck fast. The others, dashing in, sought to force them through, but only rammed them tighter. Seeing that egress was impossible, those in rear crouched against the furthest wall and turned looks of horror on the Kablunet, who they thought had suddenly gone mad. But observing that Nuna and her daughter did not share their alarm, they soon recovered, and when Rooney at last sat up and began to look grave, they evidently felt somewhat ashamed of themselves. Pussimek at last seized the mother of Ippegoo by the legs, and with a strong pull extracted her from the tunnel. Issek, being thus set free, quickly made her exit. The rest followed by degrees, until Rooney was left with Nuna and her daughter.

Your friends have had a fright, remarked the sailor.

They are easily frightened. Are you hungry?

Yes; I feel as if I could eat a white bear raw.

So I expected, returned the little woman, with a laugh, as she placed a platter of broiled meat before her guest, who at once set to work.

Let us now return to Ippegoo. Having borrowed a sledge, he had driven off to the appointed place of rendezvous, before the arrival of Rooney and Angut, as fast as the team could take him. Arrived there, he found Ujarak awaiting him.

You have failed, said the wizard gravely.

Yes, because Nunaga had left with her father and mother, and is now in the village. So is the Kablunet.

Whatever Ujarak might have felt, he took good care that his countenance should not betray him. Indeed this capacity to conceal his feelings under a calm exterior constituted a large element of the power which he had obtained over his fellows. Without deigning a reply of any kind to his humble and humbled follower, he stepped quietly into the sledge, and drove away to the southward, intending to rejoin the hunters.

Arrived at the ground, he set off on foot over the ice until he found a seals breathing-hole. Here he arranged his spears, erected a screen of snow-blocks, and sat down to watch.

Ippegoo, he said, at last breaking silence, we must not be beaten.

No, that must not be, replied his pupil firmly.

This time we have failed, continued the wizard, because I did not think that Okiok would leave his guest.

I thought, said Ippegoo, somewhat timidly, that your torngak told you everything.

You are a fool, Ippegoo.

I know it, master; but can you not make me more wise by teaching me?

Some people are hard to teach, said Ujarak.

That is also true, returned the youth mournfully. I know that you can never make me an angekok. Perhaps it would be better not to try.

No. You are mistaken, said the wizard in a more cheerful tone, for he felt that he had gone too far. You will make a good enough angekok in time, if you will only attend to what I say, and be obedient. Come, I will explain to you. Torngaks, you must understand, do not always tell all that they know. Sometimes they leave the angekok dark, for a purpose that is best known to themselves. But they always tell enough for the guidance of a wise man

But  but  I am not a wise man, you know, Ippegoo ventured to remark.

True; but when I have made you an angekok then you will become a wise man  dont you see?

As the word angekok signifies wise man, Ippegoo would have been a fool indeed had he failed to see the truism. The sight raised his spirits, and made him look hopeful.

Well, then, stupid one, speak not, but listen. As I have before told you, I love Nunaga and Nunaga loves me

I  I thought she loved Angut, said Ippegoo.

O idiot, exclaimed the wizard; did I not tell you that you cannot understand? The loves of angekoks are not as the loves of ordinary men. Sometimes ones torngak makes the girl seem uncertain which man she likes best

Yeyes; but in this case there seems no uncertainty, for she and Angut

Silence! you worse than baby walrus!

Ippegoo shut his mouth, and humbly drooped his eyelids.

After a few minutes, Ujarak, having swallowed his wrath, continued in a calm tone  

This time we have failed. Next time we will be sure to succeed, and

I suppose your torngak told

Silence! weak-minded puffin! thundered the wizard, to the great astonishment of a seal which came up at that moment to breathe, and prudently retired in time to save its life.

Once again the angekok with a mighty effort restrained his wrath, and after a time resumed  

Now, Ippegoo, we dare not venture again to try till after the feast, for the suspicion which you have roused in Angut by the foolish wagging of your tongue must be allowed to die out. But in the meantime  though you cannot, must not, speak  you can listen, and you can get your mother to listen, and, when you hear anything that you think I ought to know, you will tell me.

But if, said the pupil timidly, I should only find out things that your torngak has already told you, what

He stopped short, for Ujarak, springing up, walked smartly away, leaving his follower behind to finish the question, and gather up the spears.

Yes; he is right. I am a fool, murmured Ippegoo. Yet his conduct does seem strange. But he is an angekok. That must be the reason.

Consoling himself with this reflection, the puzzled youth, putting the spears and hunting tackle on his shoulders, followed after his irate master towards the bay where the other hunters were encamped.

We turn now to two other actors in our tale, who, although not very important characters, deserve passing notice.

When Nunas youngest son, little Tumbler, was brought to the Eskimo village, he made his appearance in the new black dress suit with which Rooney had clothed him  much to the surprise and delight of the whole community. Not long after arriving, he waddled away through the village in search of some piece of amusing mischief to do. On his ramble he fell in with a companion of about his own size, whose costume was that of a woman in miniature  namely, a short coat with a fully developed tail, which trailed on the ground with the approved fashionable swing. This was none other than Pussi, the little daughter of Simek, the great hunter. Now it chanced that there was a mutual liking  a strong bond of sympathy  between Tumbler and Pussi, which induced them always to play together when possible.

No sooner, therefore, did Tumbler catch sight of his friend than he ran after her, grasped her greasy little hand, and waddled away to do, in company with her, what mischief might chance to be possible at the time.

Immediately behind the village there stood a small iceberg, which had grounded there some years before, and was so little reduced in size or shape by the action of each brief summers sun that it had become to the people almost as familiar a landmark as the solid rocks. In this berg there was a beautiful sea-green cavern whose depths had never yet been fathomed. It was supposed to be haunted, and was therefore visited only by the more daring and courageous among the children of the tribe. Tumbler and Pussi were unquestionably the most daring among these  partly owing to native bravery in both, and partly to profound ignorance and inexperience of danger.

Lets go to ze geen cave, suggested Tumbler.

Pussi returned that most familiar of replies  a nod.

We cannot, of course, convey the slightest idea of the infantine Eskimo lisp. As before said, we must be content with the nearest English equivalent.

The green cave was not more than half a mile distant from the village. To reach it the children had to get upon the sea-ice, and this involved crossing what has been termed the ice-foot  namely, that belt of broken up and shattered ice caused by the daily tides  at the point where the grounded ice meets that which is afloat. It is a chaotic belt, varying in character and width according to position and depth of water, and always more or less dangerous to the tender limbs of childhood.

Encountering thus an opportunity for mischievous daring at the very beginning of their ramble, our jovial hero and heroine proceeded to cross, with all the breathless, silent, and awesome delight that surrounds half-suspected wickedness  for they were quite old enough to know that they were on forbidden ground.

Come, yous not frighted? said Tumbler, holding out his hand, as he stood on the top of a block, encouraging his companion to advance.

No  not fri  frighted  but

She caught the extended hand, slipped her little foot, and slid violently downward, dragging the boy along with her.

Scrambling to their feet, Pussi looked inclined to whimper, but as Tumbler laughed heartily, she thought better of it, and joined him.

Few of the riven masses by which they were surrounded were much above five or six feet thick; but as the children were short of stature, the place seemed to the poor creatures an illimitable world of icy confusion, and many were the slips, glissades, and semi-falls which they experienced before reaching the other side. Reach it they did, however, in a very panting and dishevelled condition, and it said much for Red Rooneys tailoring capacity that the black dress coat was not riven to pieces in the process.

Look; help me. Shove me here, said Tumbler, as he laid hold of a block which formed the last difficulty.

Pussi helped and shoved to the best of her small ability, so that Tumbler soon found himself on a ledge which communicated with the sea-ice. Seizing Pussi by her top-knot of hair, he hauled while she scrambled, until he caught a hand, then an arm, then her tail, finally one of her legs, and at last deposited her, flushed and panting, at his side. After a few minutes rest they began to run  perhaps it were more correct to say waddle  in the direction of ze geen cave.

Now it chanced that the said cave was haunted at that time, not by torngaks or other ghosts, but by two men, one of whom at least was filled with an evil spirit.

Ujarak, having ascertained that Okiok had joined the hunting party, and that the Kablunet had reached the village, resolved to make a daring attempt to carry off the fair Nunaga from the very midst of her female friends, and for this purpose sought and found his dupe Ippegoo, whom he sent off to the green cave to await his arrival.

We must not go together, he said, for we might be suspected; but you will go off to hunt seals to the south, and I will go out on the floes to consult my torngak.

But, master, if I go to the south after seals, how can we ever meet at the green cave?

O stupid one! Do you not understand that you are only to pretend to go south? When you are well out of sight, then turn north, and make for the berg. You will find me there.

Without further remark the stupid one went off, and in process of time the master and pupil met at the appointed rendezvous.

The entrance to the cavern was light, owing to the transparency of the ice, and farther in it assumed that lovely bluish-green colour from which it derived its name; but the profound depths, which had never yet been fathomed, were as black as ebony  forming a splendid background, against which the icicles and crystal edges of the entrance were beautifully and sharply defined.

Retiring sufficiently far within this natural grotto to be safe from observation in the event of any one chancing to pass by, the wizard looked earnestly into the anxious countenance of the young man.

Ippegoo, he said, with an air of unwonted solemnity, for, having made up his mind to a desperate venture, the wizard wished to subdue his tool entirely as well as promptly to his will; Ippegoo, my torngak says the thing must be done to-night, if it is to be done at all. Putting off, he says, will perhaps produce failure.

Perhaps! echoed the youth, with that perplexed look which so frequently crossed his features when the wizards words puzzled him. I thought that torngaks knew everything, and never needed to say perhaps.

You think too much, said Ujarak testily.

Was it not yesterday, returned the pupil humbly, that you told me to think well before speaking?

True, O simple one! but there are times to think and times not to think. Your misfortune is that you always do both at the wrong time, and never do either at the right time.

I wish, returned Ippegoo, with a sigh, that it were always the time not to think. How much pleasanter it would be!

Well, it is time to listen just now, said the wizard, so give me your attention. I shall this night harness my dogs, and carry off Nunaga by force. And you must harness your dogs in another sledge, and follow me.

But  but  my mother! murmured the youth.

Must be left behind, said the wizard, with tremendous decision and a dark frown; but he had under-estimated his tool, who replied with decision quite equal to his own  

That must not be.

Although taken much by surprise, Ujarak managed to dissemble.

Well, then, he said, you must carry her away by force.

That is impossible, returned Ippegoo, with a faint smile and shake of the head.

For the first time in his life the wizard lost all patience with his poor worshipper, and was on the point of giving way to wrath, when the sound of approaching footsteps outside the cave arrested him. Not caring to be interrupted at that moment, and without waiting to see who approached, Ujarak suddenly gave vent to a fearful intermittent yell, which was well understood by all Eskimos to be the laughter of a torngak or fiend, and, therefore, calculated to scare away any one who approached.

In the present instance it did so most effectually, for poor little Pussi and Tumbler were already rather awed by the grandeur and mysterious appearance of the sea-green cave. Turning instantly, they fled  or toddled  on the wings of terror, and with so little regard to personal safety, that Pussi found herself suddenly on the edge of an ice-cliff, without the power to stop. Tumbler, however, had himself more under command. He pulled up in time, and caught hold of his companion by the tail, but she, being already on a steep gradient, dragged her champion on, and it is certain that both would have gone over the ice precipice and been killed, if Tumbler had not got both heels against an opportune lump of ice. Holding on to the tail with heroic resolution, while Pussi was already swinging in mid-air, the poor boy opened wide his eyes and mouth, and gave vent to a series of yells so tremendous that the hearts of Ujarak and Ippegoo leaped into their throats, as they rushed out of the cavern and hastened to the rescue.

But another ear had been assailed by those cries. Just as Ippegoo  who was fleeter than his master  caught Tumbler with one hand, and Pussis tail with the other, and lifted both children out of danger, Reginald Rooney, who chanced to be wandering in the vicinity, appeared, in a state of great anxiety, on the scene.

Glad am I you were in time, Ippegoo, said the seaman, shouldering the little girl, while the young Eskimo put the boy on his back, but I thought that you and Ujarak were away south with the hunters. What has brought you back so soon? Nothing wrong, I trust?

No; all goes well, returned Ippegoo, as they went towards the village. We have only come back to  to

To make preparation for the feast when they return, said the wizard, coming quickly to the rescue of his unready follower.

Then they will be back immediately, I suppose? said Rooney, looking pointedly at the wizard.

Yes, immediately, answered Ujarak, without appearing to observe the pointed look, unless something happens to detain them.

Suspecting that there was something behind this reply, the sailor said no more. Ujarak, feeling that he was suspected, and that his plan, therefore, must be given up for the time being, determined to set himself to work to allay suspicion by making himself generally useful, and giving himself up entirely to the festivities that were about to take place on the return of the men from their successful hunt.




Chapter Ten.

Red Rooney becomes a Spectacle and then a President.

Late on the evening of the following day the fur-clad hunters arrived at their village with shouts of rejoicing  hairy and happy  for they brought with them many a carcass of walrus and seal wherewith to replenish their wardrobes and larders, and banish hunger and care from their dwellings for a considerable time to come.

Be not too ready, most refined reader, to condemn those people for their somewhat gross and low ideas of enjoyment. Remember that they were to the manner born. Consider, also, that things are not what they seem, and that the difference between you and savages is, in some very important respects at least, not so great as would at first sight appear. You rejoice in literature, music, fine art, etcetera; but how about one or two oclock? Would these afford you much satisfaction at such a time?

Bah! you exclaim, what a question! The animal wants must of course be supplied. True, most refined one, but a hunk of bread and a plate of soup would fully suffice for animal needs. Would your refined pleasures have as keen a relish for you if you had only to look forward to bread and water between six and nine? Answer, ye sportsmen, how would you get through your days work if there were not a glorious dinner at the end of it? Speak, ye ballroom frequenters, how would you skip, even with the light of brilliant eyes to encourage you, if there were not what you call a jolly good supper somewhere in the background? Be honest, all of you, and confess  what you tacitly and obviously admit by your actions every day  that our mere animal wants are of vast importance, and that in our ministering to these the only difference between ourselves and the Eskimos is, a somewhat greater variety of viands, a little less of toil in obtaining them, a little more of refinement and cleanliness in the consumption of them, and, perchance, a little less of appetite.

We feel impelled thus to claim for our northern brothers some forbearance and a little genuine sympathy, because we have to record that their first act on arriving was to fly to the cooking-lamps, and commence a feast which extended far into the night, and finally terminated in lethargic repose.

But this was not the feast to which we have more than once referred. It was merely a mild preliminary whet. The hunters were hungry and tired after their recent exertions, as might have been expected, and went in for refreshment with a will. They did not, however, forget the Kablunet. Eager expectation was on tip-toe, and even hunger was forgotten for a short time in the desire to see the foreigner; but Okiok had made up his mind to give them only one glimpse  a sort of moral appetiser  and reserve the full display of his lion until the following day. Just before arriving at the village, therefore, he called a halt, and explained to the hunters that the Kablunet had been very much wearied by his recent journey, that he would not permit him to be disturbed that night; but as he was to dwell with Angut, and was at that time in his, (Okioks), hut, they would have an opportunity of seeing him during his brief passage from the one hut to the other. They were, however, to be very careful not to crowd upon him or question him, and not to speak at all  in short, only to look!

This having been settled and agreed to, Okiok pushed on alone in advance, to prevent Rooney from showing himself too soon.

Arriving at his town residence, the Eskimo found his guest asleep, as usual, for the poor seaman found that alternate food and repose were the best means for the recovery of lost vigour.

Nuna was quietly cooking the seamans next meal, and Nunaga was mending one of his garments, when Okiok entered. Both held up a warning finger when he appeared.

Where is Tumbler? he asked softly, looking round.

Gone to the hut of Pussimek to play with Pussi, replied the wife; we could not keep him quiet, so we

She stopped and looked solemn, for Rooney moved. The talking had roused him. Sitting up, he looked gravely first at Nunaga, then at her mother, then at her father, after which he smiled mildly and yawned.

So youve got back, Okiok?

Yes, Ridroonee. And all the hunters are coming, with plenty to eat  great plenty!

The womens eyes seemed to sparkle at these words, but they said nothing.

Thats a good job, old boy, said the seaman, rising. I think Ill go out and meet them. It will be dark in a short time.

Here Okiok interposed with an earnest petition that he would not go out to the people that night, explaining that if he were to sit with them during supper none except the gluttons would be able to eat. The rest would only wonder and stare.

Of course our seaman was amenable to reason.

But, he said, with a humorous glance, would it not be good for them  especially for the gluttons  to be prevented from eating too much?

It was evident from the blank look of his visage that Okiok did not understand his guest. The idea of an Eskimo eating too much had never before entered his imagination.

How can a man eat too much? he asked. Until a man is quite full he is not satisfied. When he is quite full, he wants no more; he can hold no more!

That says a good deal for Eskimo digestion, thought our hero, but as he knew no native word for digestion, he only laughed and expressed his readiness to act as his host wished.

Just then the noise of cracking whips and yelping dogs was heard outside.

Remain here, said Okiok; I will come again.

Not long after the hospitable mans exit all the noise ceased, but the seaman could hear murmuring voices and stealthy footsteps gathering round the hut. In a few minutes Okiok returned.

Angut is now ready, he said, to receive you. The people will look at you as you pass, but they will not disturb you.

Im ready to go  though sorry to leave Nuna and Nunaga, said the gallant Rooney, rising.

The sounds outside and Okioks words had prepared him for some display of curiosity, but he was quite taken aback by the sight that met his eyes on emerging from the tunnel, for there, in absolute silence, with wide expectant eyes and mouths a-gape, stood every man, woman, and child capable of motion in the Eskimo village!

They did not stand in a confused group, but in two long lines, with a space of four or five feet between, thus forming a living lane, extending from the door of Okioks hut to that of Angut, which stood not far distant.

At first our seaman felt an almost irresistible inclination to burst into a hearty fit of laughter, there seemed something so absurdly solemn in this cumulative stare, but good feeling fortunately checked him; yet he walked with his host along the lane with such a genuine expression of glee and good-will on his manly face that a softly uttered but universal and emphatic Huk! assured him he had made a good first impression.

When he had entered the abode of Angut a deep sigh of relief escaped from the multitude, and they made up for their enforced silence by breaking into a gush of noisy conversation.

In his new abode Red Rooney found Angut and old Kannoa, with a blazing lamp and steaming stove-kettle, ready to receive him.

Few were the words of welcome uttered by Angut, for Eskimos are not addicted to ceremonial; nevertheless, with the promptitude of one ever ready to learn, he seized his visitors hand, and shook it heartily in the manner which Rooney had taught him  with the slight mistake that he shook it from side to side instead of up and down. At the same time he pointed to a deerskin seat on the raised floor of the hut, where Kannoa had already placed a stone dish of smoking viands.

The smile which had overspread Rooneys face at the handshaking faded away as he laid his hand on the old womans shoulder, and, stooping down, gazed at her with an expression of great tenderness.

Ah! Rooney, what is there in that old wrinkled visage, so scarred by the rude assaults of Time, yet with such a strong touch of pathos in the expression, that causes thy broad bosom to swell and thine eagle eyes to moisten? Does it remind thee of something very different, yet wonderfully like, in the old country?

Rooney never distinctly told what it was, but as he had left a much  loved grandmother at home, we may be permitted to guess. From that hour he took a tender interest in that little old woman, and somehow  from the expression of his eye, perhaps, or the touch of his strong hand  the old creature seemed to know it, and chuckled, in her own peculiar style, immensely. For old Kannoa had not been overburdened with demonstrative affection by the members of her tribe, some of whom had even called her an old witch  a name which had sent a thrill of great terror through her trembling old heart, for the doom of witches in Eskimo land in those days was very terrible.

Next day, being that of the great feast, the entire village bestirred itself with the first light of morning. Men and women put on their best garments, the lamps were kindled, the cooking-kettles put on, and preparations generally commenced on a grand scale.

Awaking and stretching himself, with his arms above his head and his mouth open, young Ermigit yawned vociferously.

Hah! how strong I feel, he said, a white bear would be but a baby in my hands!

Going through a similar stretch-yawny process, his brother Norrak said that he felt as if he had strength to turn a walrus inside out.

Come, boys, turn yourselves out o the house, and help to cut up the meat. It is not wise to boast in the morning, said Okiok.

True, father, returned Norrak quietly, but if we dont boast in the morning, the men do it so much all the rest of the day that well have no chance.

These two will be a match for you in talk before long, remarked Nuna, after her sons had left.

Ay, and also in body, returned the father, who was rather proud of his well-grown boys. Huk! what is Tumbler putting on? he asked in astonishment.

The dress that the Kablunet made for him, said Nunaga, with a merry laugh. Doesnt it fit well? My only fear is that if Arbalik sees him, he will pierce him with a dart before discovering his mistake.

What are you going to begin the day with? asked Nuna, as she stirred her kettle.

With a feed, replied Okiok, glancing slyly at his better half.

As if I didnt know that! returned the wife. When did Okiok ever do anything before having his morning feed?

When he was starving, retorted the husband promptly.

This pleasantry was received with a giggle by the women.

Well, father, and what comes after the morning feed? asked Nunaga.

Kick-ball, answered Okiok.

That is a hard game, said the wife; it makes even the young men blow like walruses.

Ay, and eat like whales, added the husband.

And sleep like seals, remarked Nunaga.

And snore like  like Okioks, said Nuna.

This was a hard hit, being founded on some degree of truth, and set Okiok off in a roar of laughter.

Becoming suddenly serious, he asked if anything had been seen the day before of Ujarak the angekok.

Yes, he was in the village in the evening, replied Nuna as she arranged the food on platters. He and Ippegoo were found in the green cave yesterday by the Kablunet. He was out about the ice-heaps, and came on them just as Tumbler saved Pussi, and Ippegoo saved them both.

Tumbler saved Pussi! exclaimed the Eskimo, looking first at his daughter and then at his wife.

Yes; Pussi was tumbling over an ice-cliff, said Nunaga, and Tumbler held on to her.

By the tail, said Nuna. So Ippegoo rushed out of the cave, and saved them both. Ujarak would have been too late. It seems strange to me that his torngak did not warn him in time.

Torngaks must be very hard-hearted, said Okiok, with a look and tone of contempt that he did not care to conceal. But what were they doing in the cave?

Who knows? replied Nuna. These two are always plotting. Ridroonee says they looked as if worried at having been discovered. Come, fall-to. You must be strong to-day if you would play kick-ball well.

Okiok glanced with a look of care upon his brow at Nunaga, shook his head gravely once or twice in silence, and began breakfast.

After the meal was over he sallied forth to join in the sports, which were soon to begin. Going first to the hut of Angut, he found the most of his countrymen and women surrounding Red Rooney, who, having finished breakfast, was seated on a sledge conversing with Angut and Simek, and others of the chief men of the tribe. All the rest were gazing and listening with greedy eyes and ears.

Hi! Okiok, exclaimed the sailor heartily, as he rose and held out his hand, which his former host shook heartily, to the great surprise and delight of the crowd; have you joined the gluttons, that you take so long to your morning feed? or have you slept longer than usual, to make you a better match for the young men?

No; I was in dreamland, answered the Eskimo, with profound gravity, which his countrymen knew quite well was pretended; and I met a torngak there, who told me that the Kablunet needed much sleep as well as food, and must not be roused by me, although other fools might disturb him.

How kind of the torngak! returned Rooney. But he was not polite, for if he spoke to you of other fools, he must have thought of you as one fool. Was he your own torngak?

No; I have no torngak. He was my grandmothers. And he told me that the Kablunet was a great angekok, and would have a torngak of his own soon. Moreover, he said the games must begin at once  so come along, Ippegoo.

As he spoke, Okiok caught the slender youth in his powerful arms, laid him gently on his back, flung some snow in his face, and then ran away.

Ippegoo, entering at once into the spirit of the fun, arose and gave chase. Excelling in speed as much as his opponent did in strength, the youth soon overtook him, managed to trip him up, and fell on the top of him. He was wildly cheered by the delighted crowd, and tried to punish Okiok; but his efforts were not very successful, for that worthy put both his mittened hands over his head, and, curling himself up like a hedgehog, lay invulnerable on the ice. Poor Ippegoo had not strength either to uncoil, or lift, or even move his foe, and failed to find a crevice in his hairy dress into which he might stuff snow.

After a few minutes Okiok straightened himself out, jumped up, and scurried off again over the ice, in the direction of the berg of the green cave, followed by the entire village.

It was on a level field of ice close to the berg referred to that the game of kick-ball was to be played. As Rooney was not yet strong enough to engage in rough play, a pile of deerskins was placed on a point of the berg, slightly higher than the heads of the people, and he was requested to mount thereon. There, as on a throne, he presided over the games, and became the gazing-stock of the tribe during the intervals of play. But these intervals were not numerous or prolonged, for most of the players were powerful men and boys, so thoroughly inured, by the nature of their lives, to hardship and vigorous action in every possible position of body that their muscles were always in the condition of those of a well-trained athlete. Even Ippegoo, with all his natural defects of mind and body, was by no means contemptible as a player, in those games, especially, which required agility and powers of endurance.

First they had a game of hand-ball. It was very simple. The players, who were not selected, but entered the lists at their own pleasure, divided themselves into two parties, which stood a little apart from each other. Then an ordinary hand-ball was tossed into the air by Okiok, who led one of the parties. Simek, the mighty hunter, led the other. These men, although approaching middle age, were still at the height of their strength and activity, and therefore fitting leaders of the younger men in this as well as the more serious affairs of life.

It seemed to Rooney at first as if Okiok and his band were bent on having all the fun to themselves, for they began to toss the ball to each other, without any regard to their opponents. But suddenly Simek and some of his best men made a rush into the midst of the other party with shouts and amazing bounds. Their object was to catch or wrest the ball from Okioks party, and throw it into the midst of their own friends, who would then begin to amuse themselves with it until their opponents succeeded in wresting it from them.

Of course this led to scenes of violent action and wild but good-humoured excitement. Wrestling and grasping each other were forbidden in this game, but hustling, tripping up, pushing, and charging were allowed, so that the victory did not always incline either to the strong or the agile. And the difficulty of taking the ball from either party was much greater than one might suppose.

For full half an hour they played with the utmost energy, insomuch that they had to pause for a few seconds to recover breath. Then, with one accord, eyes were turned to the president, to see how he took it.

Delight filled every bosom, for they saw that he was powerfully sympathetic. Indeed Rooney had become so excited as well as interested in the game, that it was all he could do to restrain himself from leaping into the midst of the struggling mass and taking a part. He greeted the pause and the inquiring gaze with a true British cheer, which additionally charmed as well as surprised the natives. But their period of rest was brief.

Simek had the ball at the time. He suddenly sent it with a wild Huk! hoooo! whirling into the air. The Kablunet was instantly forgotten. The ball came straight down towards a clumsy young man, who extended his hands, claw-like, to receive it. At that moment lppegoo launched himself like a thunderbolt into the small of the clumsy youths back, and sent him sprawling on the snow amid shouts of laughter, while Norrak leaped neatly in, and, catching the ball as it rebounded, sent it up again on the same side. As it went up straight and came down perpendicularly, there was a concentric rush from all sides. Ujarak chanced to be the buffer who received the shock, and his big body was well able to sustain it. At the same moment he deftly caught the ball.

Ho! his torngak helps him! shouted Okiok ironically.

So he does, cried the wizard, with a scoffing laugh, as he hurled the ball aloft; why does not your torngak help you?

There was a loud titter at this, but the laugh was turned in favour of the other side when Ermigit caught the ball, and sent it over to the Okiok band, while their leader echoed the words, So he does, and spun the ball from him with such force that it flew over all heads, and chanced to alight in the lap of Red Rooney. It could not have landed better, for that worthy returned it as a point-blank shot which took full effect on the unexpectant nose of Ermigit.

The spirited lad was equal to the occasion. Although water rose unbidden to his eyes, he caught the ball, and with a shout of laughter flung it into the midst of his own side. Thus the play went on fast and furious, until both sides were gasping. Then with one consent they stopped for a more prolonged rest  for there was no winning or losing at this game. Their only aim was to see which side could get hold of the ball oftenest and keep it longest until all were exhausted.

But the fun did not cease although the game did, for another and quieter game of strength was instituted. The whole party drew closer round their president, and many of them mounted to points of vantage on the berg, on the sides of which groups of the women and children had already taken up positions.

It may be remarked here that the snow-covered ice on which the game of ball had been played was like a sheet of white marble, but not so hard, for a heavy stamp with a heel could produce an indentation, though no mark was left by the ordinary pressure of a foot.

The competitors in the game of strength, or rather, of endurance, were only two in number. One was Okioks eldest son, Norrak, the other the clumsy young man to whom reference has been already made. The former, although the smaller and much the younger of the two, was remarkably strong for his age.

These two engaged in a singular style of boxing, in which, strange to say, the combatants did not face each other, nor did they guard or jump about. Stripped to the waist, like real heroes of the ring, they walked up to each other, and the clumsy youth turned his naked back to Norrak, who doubled his fist, and gave him a sounding thump thereon. Then Norrak wheeled about and submitted to a blow, which was delivered with such good-will that he almost tumbled forward. Again he turned about, and the clumsy one presented his back a second time; and thus they continued to pommel each others backs until they began to pant vehemently. At last Norrak hit his adversary such a whack on the right shoulder that he absolutely spun him round, and caused him to roll over on his back, amid the plaudits of the assembly.

The clumsy one rose with a somewhat confused look, but was not allowed to continue the battle. There was no such thing as fighting it out to the bitter end among these hilarious Eskimos. In fact, they were playing, not fighting.

At this point Simek approached Rooney with a smiling countenance, and said  

There is another game of strength which we sometimes play, and it is the custom to appoint a man to choose the players. Will the Kablunet act this part to-day?

Of course our seaman was quite ready to comply. After a few moments consideration, he looked round, with a spice of mischief in his heart, but a smile on his countenance, and said  

What could be more agreeable than to see the striving of two such good friends as Angut my host and Ujarak the angekok?

There was a sudden silence and opening of eyes at this, for every one was well aware that a latent feeling of enmity existed between these two, and their personal strength and courage being equally well-known, no one up to that time had ventured to pit these two against each other. There was no help for it now, however. They were bound in honour, as well as by the laws of the community, to enter into conflict. Indeed they showed no inclination to avoid the trial, for Angut at once stepped quietly into the space in front of the president, and began to strip off his upper garments, while Ujarak leaped forward with something of a bounce, and did the same.

They were splendid specimens of physical manhood, both of them, for their well-trained muscles lay bulging on their limbs in a way that would have gladdened the sculptors of Hercules to behold. But there was a vast difference in the aspect of the two men. Both were about equal in height and breadth of shoulder, but Angut was much the slimmer and more elegant about the waist, as well as considerably lighter than his adversary. It was in the bearing of Angut, however, that the chief difference lay. There was a refinement of physiognomy and a grace of motion about him of which the other was utterly destitute; and it was plain that while the wizard was burning to come off victorious, the other was only willing, in a good-humoured way, to comply with the demands of custom. There was neither daring, defiance, contempt, nor fear in his countenance, which wore its wonted aspect of thoughtful serenity.

After this description of the champions, we feel almost unwilling to disappoint the reader by saying that the game or trial was the reverse of martial or noble. Sitting down on the hard snow, they linked their legs and arms together in a most indescribable manner, and strove to out-pull each other. There was, indeed, much more of the comic than the grand in this display, yet, as the struggle went on, a feeling of breathless interest arose, for it was not often that two such stalwart frames were seen in what appeared to be a mortal effort. The great muscles seemed to leap up from arm and thigh, as each made sudden and desperate efforts  right and left  sometimes pulling and sometimes pushing back, in order to throw each other off guard, while perspiration burst forth and stood in beads upon their foreheads.

At last Ujarak thrust his opponent back to the utmost extent of his long arms, and, with a sudden pull, raised him almost to his feet.

There was a gasp of excitement, almost of regret, among the onlookers, for Angut was a decided favourite.

But the pull was not quite powerful enough. Angut began to sink back to his old position. He seemed to feel that now or never was his chance. Taking advantage of his descending weight, he added to it a wrench which seemed to sink his ten fingers into the flesh of Ujaraks shoulders; a momentary check threw the latter off his guard, and next instant Angut not only pulled him over, but hurled him over his own head, and rolled him like a porpoise on the snow!

A mighty shout hailed the victory as the wizard arose and retired crestfallen from the scene, while the victor gravely resumed his coat and mingled with the crowd.

Ujarak chanced, in retiring, to pass close to Okiok. Although naturally amiable, that worthy, feeling certain that the wizard was playing a double part, and was actuated by sinister motives in some of his recent proceedings, could not resist the temptation to whisper  

Was your torngak asleep, that he failed to help you just now?

The whisper was overheard by some of the women near, who could not suppress a subdued laugh.

The wizard, who was not at that moment in a condition to take a jest with equanimity, turned a fierce look upon Okiok.

I challenge you, he said, to a singing combat.

With all my heart, replied Okiok; when shall it be?

To-morrow, said the wizard sternly.

To-morrow let it be, returned Okiok, with the cool indifference of an Arctic hunter, to the immense delight of the women and others who heard the challenge, and anticipated rare sport from the impending duel.




Chapter Eleven.

The Hairy Ones feast and are Happy.

Lest the reader should anticipate, from the conclusion of the last chapter, that we are about to describe a scene of bloodshed and savagery, we may as well explain in passing that the custom of duelling, as practised among some tribes of the Eskimos, is entirely intellectual, and well worthy of recommendation to those civilised nations which still cling fondly and foolishly to the rapier and pistol.

If an Eskimo of the region about which we write thinks himself aggrieved by another, he challenges him to a singing and dancing combat. The idea of taking their revenge, or satisfying their honour, by risking their lives and proving their courage in mortal combat, does not seem to have occurred to them  probably because the act would be without significance among men whose whole existence is passed in the daily risk of life and limb and proof of courage.

Certainly the singing combat has this advantage, that intellect triumphs over mere brute force, and the physically weak may prove to be more than a match for the strong.

But as this duel was postponed to the following day, for the very good reason that a hearty supper and night of social enjoyment had first to be disposed of, we will turn again to the players on the ice-floe.

Come, Angut, said Rooney, descending from his throne or presidential chair, and taking the arm of his host; Im getting cold sitting up there. Let us have a walk together, and explain to me the meaning of this challenge.

They went off in the direction of the sea-green cave, while Simek organised a game of kick-ball.

Okiok tells me, continued Rooney, that there is to be no fighting or bloodshed in the matter. How is that?

Angut expounded, as we have already explained, and then asked  

Have they no singing combats in your land?

Well, not exactly; at least not for the purpose of settling quarrels.

How, then, are quarrels settled?

By law, sometimes, and often by sword  you would call it spear  and pistol. A pistol is a thing that spouts fire and kills. Nations occasionally settle their quarrels in the same way, and call it war.

Angut looked puzzled  as well he might!

When two men quarrel, can killing do any good? he asked.

I fear not, answered the seaman, for the mere gratification of revenge is not good. But they do not always kill. They sometimes only wound slightly, and then they say that honour is satisfied, and they become friends.

But  but, said the still puzzled Eskimo, a wound cannot prove which quarreller is right. Is it the one who wounds that is thought right?

No.

Is it then the wounded one?

O no. It is neither. The fact is, the proving of who is right and who is wrong has nothing to do with the matter. All they want is to prove that they are both very brave. Often, when one is slightly wounded  no matter which  they say they are satisfied.

With what are they satisfied?

Thats more than I can tell, Angut. But it is only a class of men called gentlemen who settle their quarrels thus. Common fellows like me are supposed to have no honour worth fighting about!

The Eskimo looked at his companion, supposing that he might be jesting, but seeing that he was quite grave and earnest, he rejoined in an undertone  

Then my thoughts have been wrong.

In what respect, Angut?

It has often come into my mind that the greatest fools in the world were to be found among the Innuit; but there must be greater fools in the lands you tell of.

As he spoke the sound of child-voices arrested them, and one was heard to utter the name of Nunaga. The two men paused to listen. They were close to the entrance to the ice-cave, which was on the side of the berg opposite to the spot where the games were being held, and the voices were recognised as those of Pussi and Tumbler. With the indomitable perseverance that was natural to him, the latter had made a second attempt to lead Pussi to the cave, and had been successful.

What is he goin to do? asked Pussi, in a voice of alarm.

Goin to run away vid sister Nunaga, replied Tumbler. I heard Ippegoo say dat to his mudder. Ujarak is goin to take her away, an nebber, nebber come back no more.

There was silence after this, silence so dead and prolonged that the listeners began to wonder. It was suddenly broken. Evidently the horrified Pussi had been gathering up her utmost energies, for there burst from the sea-green depths of the cave a roar of dismay so stupendous that Angut and our seaman ran hastily forward, under the impression that some accident had occurred; but the children were sitting there all safe  Tumbler gazing in surprise at his companion, whose eyes were tight shut and her mouth wide-open.

The truth is that Pussi loved and was beloved by Nunaga, and the boys information had told upon her much more powerfully than he had expected. Of course Tumbler was closely questioned by Angut, but beyond the scrap of information he had already given nothing more was to be gathered from him. The two friends were therefore obliged to rest content with the little they had learned, which was enough to put them on their guard.

Ere long the sinking of the sun put an end to the games, but not before the whole community had kick-balled themselves into a state of utter incapacity for anything but feeding.

To this process they now devoted themselves heart and soul, by the light of the cooking-lamps, within the shelter of their huts. The feast was indeed a grand one. Not only had they superabundance of the dishes which we have described in a previous chapter, but several others of a nature so savoury as to be almost overpowering to the poor man who was the honoured guest of the evening. But Red Rooney laid strong constraint on himself, and stood it bravely.

There was something grandly picturesque and Rembrandtish in the whole scene, for the smoke of the lamps, combined with the deep shadows of the rotund and hairy figures, formed a background out of which the animated oily faces shone with ruddy and glittering effect.

At first, of course, little sound was heard save the working of their jaws; but as nature began to feel more than adequately supplied, soft sighs began to be interpolated and murmuring conversation intervened. Then some of the more moderate began to dally with tit-bits, and the buzz of conversation swelled.

At this point Rooney took Tumbler on his knee, and began to tempt him with savoury morsels. It is only just to the child, (who still wore his raven coat), to say that he yielded readily to persuasion. Rooney also amused and somewhat scandalised his friends by insisting on old Kannoa sitting beside him.

Ho! Ujarak, at last shouted the jovial Simek, who was one of those genial, uproarious, loud-laughing spirits, that can keep the fun of a social assembly going by the mere force and enthusiasm of his animal spirits; come, tell us about that wonderful bear you had such a fight with last moon, you remember?

Remember! exclaimed the wizard, with a pleased look, for there was nothing he liked better than to be called on to relate his adventures  and it must be added that there was nothing he found easier, for, when his genuine adventures were not sufficiently telling, he could without difficulty expand, exaggerate, modify, or even invent, so as to fit them for the ears of a fastidious company.

Remember! he repeated in a loud voice, which attracted all eyes, and produced a sudden silence; of course I remember. The difficulty with me is to forget  and I would that I could forget  for the adventure was horrrible!

A low murmur of curiosity, hope, and joyful expectation, amounting to what we might style applause, broke from the company as the wizard dwelt on the last word.

You see, Eskimos love excitement fully as much as other people, and as they have no spirituous drinks wherewith to render their festivities unnaturally hilarious, they are obliged to have recourse to exciting tales, comic songs, games, and other reasonable modes of creating that rapid flow of blood, which is sometimes styled the feast of reason and the flow of soul. Simeks soul flowed chiefly from his eyes and from his smiling lips in the form of hearty laughter and encouragement to others  for in truth he was an unselfish man, preferring rather to draw out his friends than to be drawn out by them.

Tell us all about it, then, Ujarak, he cried. Come, we are ready. Our ears are open  yes; they are very wide open!

There was a slight titter at this sly reference to the magnitude of the lies that would have to be taken in, but Ujaraks vanity rendered him invulnerable to such light shafts. After glaring round with impressive solemnity, so as to deepen the silence and intensify the expectation, he began:  

It was about the time when the ravens lay their eggs and the small birds appear. My torngak had told me to go out on the ice, far over the sea in a certain direction where I should find a great berg with many white peaks mounting up to the very sky. There, he said, I should find what I was to do. It was blowing hard at the time; also snowing and freezing. I did not wish to go, but an angekok must go forward and fear nothing when his torngak points the way. Therefore I went.

Took no food? no sleigh? no dogs? asked Okiok in surprise.

No. When it is a mans duty to obey, he must not think of small things. It is the business of a wise man to do or to die.

There was such an air of stern grandeur about Ujarak as he gave utterance to this high-flown sentiment, that a murmur of approval burst from his believers, who formed decidedly the greater part of the revellers, and Okiok hid his diminished head in the breast of his coat to conceal his laughter.

I had no food with me  only my walrus spear and line, continued the wizard. Many times I was swept off my feet by the violence of the gale, and once I was carried with such force towards a mass of upheaved ice that I expected to be dashed against it and killed, but just as this was about to happen the

Torngak helped  eh? interrupted Okiok, with a simple look.

No; torngaks never help while we are above ground. They only advise, and leave it to the angekoks wisdom and courage to do the rest, retorted the wizard, who, although roused to wrath by these interruptions of Okiok, felt that his character would be damaged if he allowed the slightest appearance of it to escape him.

When, as I said, I was about to be hurled against the berg of ice, the wind seemed to bear me up. No doubt it was a long hollow at the foot of the ice that sent the wind upwards, but my mind was quick. Instead of resisting the impulse, I made a bound, and went up into the air and over the berg. It was a very low one, added the wizard, as a reply to some exclamations of extreme surprise  not unmingled with doubt  from some of his audience.

After that, continued Ujarak, the air cleared a little, and I could see a short way around me, as I scudded on. Small bergs were on every side of me. There were many white foxes crouching in the lee of these for shelter. Among them I noticed some white bears. Becoming tired of thus scudding before the wind, I made a dash to one side, to get under the shelter of a small berg and take rest. Through the driving snow I could see the figure of a man crouching there before me. I ran to him, and grasped his coat to check my speed. He stood up  oh, so high! It was not a man, (the wizard deepened his voice, and slowed here) it  was  a  white  bear!

Huks and groans burst at this point from the audience, who were covered with the perspiration of anxiety, which would have been cold if the place had not been so warm.

I turned and ran, continued the angekok; the bear followed. We came to a small hummock of ice. I doubled round it. The bear went past  like one of Arbaliks arrows  sitting on its haunches, and trying to stop itself in vain, for the wind carried it on like an oomiak with the sail spread. When the bear stopped, it turned back, and soon came up with me, for I had doubled, and was by that time running nearly against the wind. Then my courage rose! I resolved to face the monster with my walrus spear. It was a desperate venture, but it was my duty. Just then the snow partly ceased, and I could see a berg with sloping sides. Perhaps I may find a point of vantage there that I have not on the flat ice, I thought, and away I ran for the sloping berg. It was rugged and broken. Among its masses I managed to dodge the bear till I got to the top. Here I resolved to stand and meet my foe, but as I stood I saw that the other side of the berg had been partly melted by the sun. It was a clear steep slope from the top to the bottom. The bear was scrambling up, foaming in its fury, with its eyes glaring like living lamps, and its red mouth a-gape. Another thought came to me  I have been quick of thought from my birth! Just as the bear was rising to the attack, I sat down on the slope, and flew rather than slid to the bottom. It was an awful plunge! I almost shut my eyes in horror  but  but  kept them open. At the bottom there was a curve like a frozen wave. I left the top of this curve and finished the descent in the air. The crash at the end was awful, but I survived it. There was no time for thought. I looked back. The bear, as I expected, had watched me in amazement, and was preparing to follow  for bears, you know, fear nothing. It sat down at the top of the slope, and stuck its claws well into the ice in front of it. I ran back to the foot of the slope to meet it. Its claws lost hold, and it came down thundering, like a huge round stone from a mountain side. I stood, and, measuring exactly its line of descent, stuck the butt of my spear into the ice with the point sloping upwards. Then I retired to see the end, for I did not dare to stand near to it. It happened as I had wished: the bear came straight on my spear. The point went in at the breast-bone, and came out at the small of the back; but the bear was not checked. It went on, taking the spear along with it, and sending out streams of blood like the spouts of a dying whale. When at last it ceased to roll, it lay stretched out upon the ice  dead!

The wizard paused, and looked round. There was a deep-drawn sigh, as if the audience had been relieved from a severe strain of attention. And so they had; and the wizard accepted that involuntary sigh as an evidence of the success of his effort to amuse.

How big was that bear? asked Ippegoo, gazing on his master with a look of envious admiration.

How big? repeated Ujarak; oh, as big  far bigger than  than  the  biggest bear I have ever seen.

Oh, then it was an invisible bear, was it? asked Okiok in surprise.

How? What do you mean? demanded the wizard, with an air of what was meant for grave contempt.

If it was bigger than the biggest bear you have ever seen, replied Okiok, with a stupid look; then you could not have seen it, because, you know, it could not well be bigger than itself.

Huk! thats true, exclaimed one, while others laughed heartily, for Eskimos dearly love a little banter.

Boh! ba! boo! exclaimed Simek, after a sudden guffaw; thats not equal to what I did to the walrus. Did I ever tell it you, friends?  but never mind whether I did or not. Ill tell it to our guest the Kablunet now.

The jovial hunter was moved to this voluntary and abrupt offer of a story by his desire to prevent anything like angry feeling arising between Okiok and the wizard. Of course the company, as well as Rooney, greeted the proposal with pleasure, for although Simek did not often tell of his own exploits, and made no pretension to be a graphic story-teller, they all knew that whatever he undertook he did passably well, while his irrepressible good-humour and hilarity threw a sort of halo round all that he said.

Well, my friends, it was a terrible business!

Simek paused, and looked round on the company with a solemn stare, which produced a smothered laugh  in some cases a little shriek of delight  for every one, except the wizard himself, recognised in the look and manner an imitation of Ujarak.

A dreadful business, continued Simek; but I got over it, as you shall hear. I too have a torngak. You need not laugh, my friends. It is true. He is only a little one, however  about so high, (holding up his thumb), and he never visits me except at night. One night he came to me, as I was lying on my back, gazing through a hole in the roof at our departed friends dancing in the sky. (See note.) He sat down on the bridge of my nose, and looked at me. I looked at him. Then he changed his position, sat down on my chin, and looked at me over my nose. Then he spoke.

Do you know White-bear Bay? he asked.

Know it? said I do I know my own mother?

What answer is that? he said in surprise.

Then I remembered that torngaks  especially little ones  dont understand jokes, nothing but simple speech; so I laughed.

Dont laugh, he said, your breath is strong. And that was true; besides, I had a bad cold at the time, so I advised him to get off my chin, for if I happened to cough he might fall in and be swallowed before I could prevent it.

Tell me, said he, with a frown, do you know White-bear Bay?

Yes! said I, in a shout that made him stagger.

Go there, said he, and you shall see a great walrus, as big as one of the boats of the women. Kill it.

The cold getting bad at that moment, I gave a tremendous sneeze, which blew my torngak away

A shriek of delight, especially from the children, interrupted Simek at this point. Little Tumbler, who still sat on Rooneys knee, was the last to recover gravity, and little Pussi, who still nestled beside Nunaga, nearly rolled on the floor from sympathy.

Before the story could be resumed, one of the women announced that a favourite dish which had been for some time preparing was ready. The desire for that dish proving stronger than the desire for the story, the company, including Simek, set to work on it with as much gusto as if they had eaten nothing for hours past!



Note. Such is the Eskimo notion of the Aurora Borealis.




Chapter Twelve.

Combines Story-Telling (in both Senses) with Fasting, Fun, and more Serious Matters.

The favourite dish having been disposed of, Simek continued his story.

Well, said he, after my little torngak had been blown away, I waited a short time, hoping that he would come back, but he did not; so I got up, took a spear in my hand, and went off to White-bear Bay, determined to see if the little spirit had spoken the truth. Sure enough, when I got to the bay, there was the walrus sitting beside its hole, and looking about in all directions as if it were expecting me. It was a giant walrus, said Simek, lowering his remarkably deep voice to a sort of thunderous grumble that filled the hearts of his auditors with awe in spite of themselves, a  most  awful walrus! It was bigger,  here he looked pointedly at Okiok than  than the very biggest walrus I have ever seen! I have not much courage, friends, but I went forward, and threw my spear at it. (The listeners gasped.) It missed! (They groaned.) Then I turned, and, being filled with fear, I ran. Did you ever see me run?

Yes, yes, from the eager company.

No, my friends, you never saw me run! Anything you ever saw me do was mere walking  creeping  standing still, compared with what I did then on that occasion. You know I run fast? (Yes, yes.) But that big walrus ran faster. It overtook me; it overturned me; it swallowed me!

Here Simek paused, as if to observe how many of them swallowed that. And, after all, the appeal to their credulity was not as much overstrained as the civilised reader may fancy, for in their superstitious beliefs Eskimos held that there was one point in the training of a superior class of angekoks which necessitated the swallowing of the neophyte by a bear and his returning to his friends alive and well after the operation! Besides, Simek had such an honest, truthful expression of countenance and tone of voice, that he could almost make people believe anything he chose to assert. Some there were among his hearers who understood the man well, and guessed what was coming; others there were who, having begun by thinking him in jest, now grew serious, under the impression that he was in earnest; but by far the greater number believed every word he said. All, however, remained in expectant silence while he gravely went on:  

My friends, you will not doubt me when I say that it was very hot inside of that walrus. I stripped myself, but was still too hot. Then I sat down on one of his ribs to think. Suddenly it occurred to me to draw my knife and cut myself out. To my dismay, I found that my knife had been lost in the struggle when I was swallowed. I was in despair, for you all know, my friends, how impossible it is to cut up a walrus, either from out or inside, without a knife. In my agony I seized the monsters heart, and tried to tear it; but it was too hard-hearted for that. The effort only made the creature tremble and jump, which I found inconvenient. I also knew from the curious muffled sound outside that it was roaring. I sat down again on a rib to consider. If I had been a real angekok, my torngak no doubt would have helped me at that time  but he did not.

How could you have a torngak at all if you are not a real angekok? demanded the wizard, in a tone that savoured of contempt.

You shall hear. Patience! returned Simek quietly, and then went on:  

I had not sat long when I knew by the motions of the beast that he was travelling over the ice  no doubt making for his water-hole. If he gets into the sea, I thought, it will be the end of me. I knew, of course, that he could not breathe under water, and that he could hold his breath so long that before he came up again for fresh air I should be suffocated. My feelings became dreadful. I hope, my friends, that you will never be in a situation like it. In my despair I rushed about from the head to the tail. I must have hurt him dreadfully in doing so  at least I thought so, from the way he jumped about. Once or twice I was tossed from side to side as if he was rolling over. You know I am a man of tender heart. My wife says that, so it must be true; but my heart was hardened by that time; I cared not. I cared for nothing!

Suddenly I saw a small sinew, in the form of a loop, close to the creatures tail. As a last hope, without knowing why, I seized it and tugged. The tail, to my surprise, came slightly inwards. I tugged again. It came further in. A new thought came to me suddenly. This was curious, for, you know, that never since I was a little child have my thoughts been quick, and very seldom new. But somehow the thought came  without the aid of my torngak too! I tugged away at that tail with all my might. It came further and further in each tug. At last I got it in as far as the stomach. I was perspiring all over. Suddenly I felt a terrific heave. I guessed what that was. The walrus was sick, and was trying to vomit his own tail! It was awful! Each heave brought me nearer to the mouth. But now the difficulty of moving the mass that I had managed to get inside had become so great that I felt the thing to be quite beyond my power, and that I must leave the rest to nature. Still, however, I continued the tugging, in order to keep up the sickness  also to keep me employed, for whenever I paused to recover breath I was forced to resume work to prevent my fainting away altogether, being so terrified at the mere thought of my situation. To be inside a walrus is bad enough, but to be inside of a sick walrus!  my friends, I cannot describe it.

Suddenly there was a heave that almost rent the ribs of the creature apart. Like an arrow from a bow, I was shot out upon the ice, and with a clap like thunder that walrus turned inside out! And then, said Simek, with glaring solemnity, I awoke  for it was all a dream!

There was a gasp and cheer of delight at this, mingled with prolonged laughter, for now the most obtuse even among the children understood that Simek had been indulging in a tale of the imagination, while those whose wits were sharper saw and enjoyed the sly hits which had been launched at Ujarak throughout. Indeed the wizard himself condescended to smile at the conclusion, for the tale being a dream, removed from it the only objectionable part in his estimation, namely, that any torngak, great or small, would condescend to have intercourse with one who was not an angekok.

Now, cried Okiok, starting up, bring more meat; we are hungry again.

Huk! huk! exclaimed the assenting company.

And when we are stuffed, continued Okiok, we will be glad to hear what the Kablunet has to tell about his own land.

The approval of this suggestion was so decided and hearty, that Red Rooney felt it to be his duty to gratify his hospitable friends to the utmost of his power. Accordingly he prepared himself while they were engaged with the second edition of supper. The task, however, proved to be surrounded with difficulties much greater than he had expected. Deeming it not only wise, but polite, to begin with something complimentary, he said:  

My friends, the Innuits are a great people. They work hard; they are strong and brave, and have powerful wills.

As these were facts which every one admitted, and Rooney uttered them with considerable emphasis and animation; the statement of them was received with nods, and huks, and other marks of approval.

The Innuits are also hospitable, he continued. A Kablunet came to them starving, dying. The Great Spirit who made us all, and without whose permission nothing at all can happen, sent Okiok to help him. Okiok is kind; so is his wife; also his daughter. They took the poor Kablunet to their house. They fed  they stuffed  him. Now he is getting strong, and will soon be able to join in kick-ball, and pull-over, and he may perhaps, before long, teach your great angekok Ujarak some things that he does not yet know!

As this was said with a motion in one eye which strongly resembled a wink, the audience burst into mingled applause and laughter. To some, the idea of their wise man being taught anything by a poor benighted Kablunet was ridiculous. To others, the hope of seeing the wizards pride humbled was what is slangily termed nuts. Ujarak himself took the remark in good part, in consequence of the word great having been prefixed to his title.

But, continued the seaman, with much earnestness, having said that I am grateful, I will not say more about the Innuit just now. I will only tell you, in few words, some things about my own country which will interest you. I have been asked if we have big villages. Yes, my friends, we have very big villages  so big that I fear you will find it difficult to understand what I say.

The Innuit have big understandings, said Simek, with a bland smile, describing a great circle with his outspread arms; do not fear to try them.

Well, one village we have, resumed Rooney, is as broad as from here to the house of Okiok under the great cliff, and it is equally long.

The huks and hois! with which this was received proved that, big as their understandings were, the Eskimos were not prepared to take in so vast an idea.

Moreover, said the seaman, because there is not enough of space, the houses are built on the top of each other  one  two  three  four  even five and six  one standing on the other.

As each number was named, the eyes of the assembly opened wider with surprise, until they could open no further.

Men, women, and children live in these houses; and if you were to spread them all over the ice here, away as far as you can see in every direction, you would not be able to see the ice at all for the houses.

What a liar! murmured the mother of Arbalik to the mother of Ippegoo.

Dreadful! responded the latter.

Moreover, continued Rooney, these people can put their words and thoughts down on a substance called paper and send them to each other, so that men and women who may be hundreds of miles away can talk with each other and understand what they say and think, though they cannot hear or see each other, and though their words and thoughts take days and moons to travel.

The breathless Eskimos glanced at each other, and tried to open their eyes wider, but, having already reached the utmost limit, they failed. Unfortunately at that moment our hero was so tickled by the appearance of the faces around him, that he smiled. In a moment the eyes collapsed and the mouths opened.

Ha! haaa! roared Simek, rubbing his hands; the Kablunet is trying to beat my walrus.

And he has succeeded, cried Angut, who felt it his duty to stand up for the credit of his guest, though he greatly wished that he had on this occasion confined himself to sober truth.

A beaming expression forthwith took the place of surprise on every face, as it suddenly dawned upon the company that Ridroonee was to be classed with the funny dogs whose chief delight it is to recount fairy tales and other exaggerated stories, with a view to make the men shout, the women laugh, and the children squeak with amusement.

Go on, they cried; tell us more.

Rooney at once perceived his mistake, and the misfortune that had befallen him. His character for veracity was shaken. He felt that it would be better to say no more, to leave what he had said to be regarded as a fairy tale, and to confine himself entirely to simple matters, such as an Eskimo might credit. He looked at his friend Angut. Angut returned the look with profound gravity, almost sorrow. Evidently his faith in the Kablunet was severely shaken. Ill try them once more, thought Rooney. It wont do to have a vast range of subjects tabooed just because they wont believe. Come, Ill try again.

Putting on a look of intense earnestness, which was meant to carry irresistible conviction, he continued  

We have kayaks  oomiaks  in my country, which are big enough to carry three or four times as many people as you have in this village.

Another roar of laughter greeted this statement.

Isnt he a good liar? whispered Arbaliks mother.

And so grave about it too, replied Kunelik.

Red Rooney stopped.

The mother of Ippegoo, fearing he had divined her thoughts, was overwhelmed, and tried to hide her blushing face behind Issek.

They dont believe me, said the seaman in a low voice to Okiok.

Of course they dont. You might as well tell us that the world is round, when we see that it is flat!

Rooney sighed. He felt depressed. The impossibility of his ever getting these people to understand or believe many things was forced upon him. The undisguised assurance that they looked upon him as the best liar they had ever met with was unsatisfactory.

Besides all this, my friends, he cried, with a feeling and air of reckless gaiety, we have grand feasts, just as you have, and games too, and dances, and songs

Songs! shouted Simek, with an excited look; have you songs? can you sing?

Well, after a fashion I can, returned Rooney, with a modest look, though I dont pretend to be much of a dab at it. Are you fond o singin?

Fond! echoed Simek, with a gaze of enthusiasm, I love it! I love it nearly as much as I love Pussimek; better, far, than I love blubber! Ho! sing to us, Ridroonee.

With all my heart, said Rooney, starting off with all his lung-power, which was by no means slight.

Rule Britannia, rendered in good time, with tremendous energy, and all the additional flourishes possible, nearly drove the audience wild with delight. They had never heard anything like it before.

That beats you, Okiok, said Simek.

That is true, replied Okiok humbly.

What! does he sing? asked Rooney.

Yes; he is our maker of songs, and sings a little.

Then he must sing to me, cried the sailor. In my land the man who sings last has the right to say who shall sing next. I demand a song from Okiok.

As the company approved highly of the demand, and Okiok was quite willing, there was neither difficulty nor delay. The good-natured man began at once, with an air of humorous modesty, if we may say so.

Eskimos, as a rule, are not highly poetical in their sentiments, and their versification has not usually the grace of rhyme to render it agreeable, but Okiok was an exception to the rule, in that he could compose verses in rhyme, and was much esteemed because of this power. In a tuneful and moderate voice he sang. Of course, being rendered into English, his song necessarily loses much of its humour, but that, as every linguist knows, is unavoidable. It was Red Rooney who translated it, which will account for the slightly Hibernian tone throughout. I fear also that Rooney must have translated rather freely, but of course at this late period of the worlds history it is impossible to ascertain anything certain on the point. We therefore give the song for what it is worth.

Okioks Song.

I.



A seal once rowled upon the sea

Beneath the shining sun,

Said I, My friend, this very day

Your rowlin days are done.

No, no, said he, that must not be,

(And splashed the snowy foam),

Beneath the wave there wait for me

A wife and six at home.



II.



A lie! said I, so you shall die!

I launched my whistling spear;

Right up his nose the weapon goes,

And out behind his ear.

He looked reproachful; then he sank;

My heart was very sore,

For down, and down, and down he went.

I never saw him more.



III.



Then straight from out the sea arose

A female seal and six;

O kill us now, and let our blood

With that of fathers mix.

We cannot hunt; we dare not beg;

To steal we will not try;

Theres nothing now that we can do

But blubber, burst, and die.



IV.



They seized my kayak by the point,

They pulled me oer the sea,

They led me to an island lone,

And thus they spoke to me:

Bad man, are there not bachelors

Both old and young to spare,

Whom you might kill, and eat your fill,

For all the world would care?



V.



Why stain your weapon with the blood

Of one whose very life

Was spent in trying to provide

For little ones and wife?

They paused and wept, and raised a howl.

(The youngest only squealed).

It stirred the marrow in my bones,

My very conscience reeled.



VI.



I fell at once upon my knees,

I begged them to forgive;

I said Id stay and fish for them

As long as I should live.

And marry me, the widow cried;

Id rather not, said I

But thats a point wed better leave

To talk of by and by.



VII.



I dwelt upon that island lone

For many a wretched year,

Serving that mother seal and six

With kayak, line, and spear.

And strange to say, the little ones

No bigger ever grew;

But, strangest sight of all, they changed

From grey to brilliant blue.



VII.



O set me free! O set me free!

I cried in my despair,

For by enchantments unexplained

They held and kept me there.

I will. But promise first, she said,

Youll never more transfix

The father of a family,

With little children six.



IX.



I promise! Scarce the words had fled,

When, far upon the sea,

Careering gaily homeward went

My good kayak and me.

A mist rolled off my wondring eyes,

I heard my Nuna scream  

Like Simek with his walrus big,

Id only had a dream!

The reception that this peculiar song met with was compound, though enthusiastic. As we have said, Okiok was an original genius among his people, who had never before heard the jingle of rhymes until he invented and introduced them. Besides being struck by the novelty of his verses, which greatly charmed them, they seemed to be much impressed with the wickedness of killing the father of a family; and some of the Eskimo widows then present experienced, probably for the first time in their lives, a touch of sympathy with widowed seals who happened to have large families to provide for.

But there was one member of the company whose thoughts and feelings were very differently affected by the song of this national poet  this Eskimo Burns or Byron  namely the wizard Ujarak. In a moment of reckless anger he had challenged Okiok to combat, and, knowing that they would be called on to enter the arena and measure, not swords, but intellects, on the morrow, he felt ill at ease, for he could not hope to come off victorious. If it had been the ordinary battle of wits in blank verse, he might have had some chance he thought, but with this new and telling jingle at the end of alternate lines, he knew that he must of a surety fail. This was extremely galling, because, by the union of smartness, shrewd common sense, and at times judicious silence, he had managed up to that time to maintain his supremacy among his fellows. But on this unlucky day he had been physically overcome by his rival Angut, and now there was the prospect of being intellectually beaten by Okiok.

Strange! thought the wizard; I wonder if it was my intention to run away with Nunaga that brought this disgrace upon me.

It was, said a voice very close to him.

The wizard looked round quickly, but no one seemed to be thinking of him.

It was the voice of Conscience. Ujarak felt uneasy, and stifled it at once. Everybody can do that without much difficulty, as the reader knows, though nobody has ever yet succeeded in killing Conscience outright. He then set himself to devise some plan for escaping from this duel. His imagination was fertile. While the revellers continued to amuse themselves with food, and song, and story, the wizard took to thinking.

No one thought his conduct strange, or sought to disturb him, for angekoks belong to a privileged class. But think as hard and as profoundly as he could, no way of escape presented itself until the evening was far advanced, and then, without an appreciable effort of thought, a door seemed to fly open, and that door was  Ippegoo.

Yes, thought the wizard; that will do. Nothing could be better. Ill make him an angekok.

It may be needful to explain here that the creation of an angekok is a serious matter. It involves much ceremonial action on the part of him who operates, and preparation on the part of him who is operated on. Moreover, it is an important matter. When once it has been decided on, nothing can be allowed to interfere with it. All other things  save the unavoidable and urgent  must give way before it.

He would announce it that very night. He would boldly omit some of the preliminary ceremonial. The morrow would be a day of preparation. Next day would be the day of the ceremony of induction. After that it would be necessary for him to accompany the new-made wizard on his first journey to the realm of spirits. Thus the singing duel would have to be delayed. Ultimately he would manage to carry off Nunaga to the land of the southern Eskimo; thus he would be able to escape the ordeal altogether, and to laugh at Okiok and his jingling rhymes.

When he stood up and made the announcement, declaring that his torngak had told him that another angekok must be created, though who that other one was had not yet been revealed to him, there was a slight feeling of disappointment, for Eskimos dearly love a musical combat; but when he pointed out that after the ceremonies were over, the singing duel might then come off, the people became reconciled to the delay. Being by that time exhausted in body and mind, they soon after retired to rest.

Ere long oblivion brooded over the late hilarious crew, who lay down like bundles of hair in their festal garments, and the northern lights threw a flickering radiance over a scene of profound quietude and peace.




Chapter Thirteen.

Mischief Hatching.

At early dawn next morning Ippegoo was awakened from a most refreshing slumber by a gentle shake of the shoulder.

Oh! not yet, mother, groaned the youth in the drowsiest of accents; Ive only just begun to sleep.

He turned slowly on the other side, and tried to continue his repose, but another shake disturbed him, and a deep voice said, Awake; arise, sleepy one.

Mother, he murmured, still half asleep, you have got the throat ssickness vvvery bad, (referring to what we would style a cold).

A grim smile played for a moment on the visage of the wizard, as he gave the youth a most unmotherly shake, and said, Yes, my son, I am very sick, and want you to cure me.

Ippegoo was wide awake in a moment. Rising with a somewhat abashed look, he followed his evil genius out of the hut, where, in another compartment, his mother lay, open-mouthed, singing a song of welcome to the dawning day through her nose.

Ujarak led the youth to the berg with the sea-green cave. Stopping at the entrance, he turned a stern look on his pupil, and pointing to the cavern, uttered the single word Follow.

As Ippegoo gazed into the sea-green depths of the place  which darkened into absolute blackness, with ghostly projections from the sides, and dim icicles pendent from the invisible roof, he felt a suspicion that the cave might be the vestibule to that dread world of the departed which he had often heard his master describe.

Youre not going far, I hope, he said anxiously; remember I am not yet an angekok.

True; but you are yet a fool, returned the wizard contemptuously. Do you suppose I would lead you to certain death for no good end? No; but I will make you an angekok to-night, and after that we may explore the wonders of the spirit-world together. I have brought you here to speak about that, for the ears of some people are very quick. We shall be safe here. You have been long enough a fool. The time has arrived when you must join the ranks of the wise men. Come.

Again he pointed to the cave, and led the way into its dim sea-green interior.

Some men seek eagerly after honours which they cannot win; others have honours which they do not desire thrust upon them. Ippegoo was of the latter class. He followed humbly, and rather closely, for the bare idea of being alone in such a place terrified him. Although pronounced a fool, the poor fellow was wise enough to perceive that he was utterly unfitted, physically as well as mentally, for the high honour to which Ujarak destined him; but he was so thoroughly under the power of his influence that he felt resistance or refusal to be impossible. He advanced, therefore, with a heavy heart. Everything around was fitted to chill his ambition, even if he had possessed any, and to arouse the terrors of his weak and superstitious mind.

When they had walked over the icy floor of the cave until the entrance behind them seemed no larger than a bright star, the wizard stopped abruptly. Ippegoo stumbled up against him with a gasp of alarm. The light was so feeble that surrounding objects were barely visible. Great blocks and spires and angular fragments of ice projected into observation out of profound obscurity. Overhead mighty and grotesque forms, attached to the invisible roof, seemed like creatures floating in the air, to which an imagination much less active than that of Ippegoo might easily have given grinning mouths and glaring eyes; and the atmosphere of the place was so intensely cold that even Eskimo garments could not prevent a shudder.

The wizard turned on his victim a solemn gaze. As he stood facing the entrance of the cavern, there was just light enough to render his teeth and the whites of his eyes visible, though the rest of his features were shadowy.

Ippegoo, he said in a low voice, the time has come

At that moment a tremendous crash drowned his voice, and seemed to rend the cavern in twain. The reverberating echoes had not ceased when a clap as of the loudest thunder seemed to burst their ears. It was followed for a few seconds by a pattering shower, as of giant hail, and Ippegoos very marrow quailed.

It was only a crack in the berg, followed by the dislodgement of a great mass, which fell from the roof to the floor below  fortunately at some distance from the spot on which the Eskimos stood.

Bergs sometimes rend and fall asunder, gasped the trembling youth.

Ujaraks voice was unwontedly solemn as he replied  

Not in the spring-time, foolish one. Fear not, but listen. To-night you must be prepared to go through the customs that will admit you to the ranks of the wise men.

Dont you think, interposed the youth, with a shiver, that it would be better to try it on some one else  on Angut, or Okiok, or even Norrak? Norrak is a fine boy, well-grown and strong, as well as clever, and I am such a fool, you know.

You have said truth, Ippegoo. But all that will be changed to-morrow. Once an angekok, your foolishness will depart, and wisdom will come.

The poor youth was much cheered by this, because, although he felt utterly unfit for the grave and responsible character, he had enough of faith in his teacher to believe that the needed change would take place,  and change, he was well aware, could achieve wonders. Did he not see it when the change from summer to winter drove nearly all the birds away, converted the liquid sea into a solid plain, and turned the bright day into dismal night? and did he not feel it when the returning summer changed all that again, sent the sparkling waves for his light kayak to dance upon, and the glorious sunshine to call back the feathered tribes, to open the lovely flowers, to melt the hard ice, and gladden all the land? Yes, he knew well what change meant, though it never occurred to him to connect all this with a Creator who changes not. In this respect he resembled his master.

Besides, continued the wizard in a more confidential tone, which invariably had the effect of drawing the poor youths heart towards him, I cannot make whom I will an angekok. It is my torngak who settles that; I have only to obey. Now, what I want you to do is to become very solemn in your manner and speech from this moment till the deed is finished. Will you remember?

Ippegoo hesitated a moment. He felt just then so unusually solemn that he had difficulty in conceiving it possible to become more so, but remembering the change that was about to take place, he said brightly, Yes, Ill remember.

You see, continued his instructor, we must get people to suppose that you are troubled by a spirit of some sort

Oh! only to suppose it, cried Ippegoo hopefully. Then Im not really to be troubled with a spirit?

Of course you are, foolish man. But dont you understand people must see that you are, else how are they to know it?

Ippegoo thought that if he was really to be troubled in that way, the only difficulty would be to prevent people from knowing it, but observing that his master was getting angry, he wisely held his tongue, and listened with earnest attention while Ujarak related the details of the ordeal through which he was about to pass.

At the time this conversation was being held in the sea-green cave, Okiok, rising from his lair with a prodigious yawn, said to his wife  

Nuna, I go to see Kunelik.

And what may yeaou  my husband want with the mother of Ippegoo? asked Nuna sleepily, but without moving.

I want to yeaou  ask about her son.

Yeaaoou! exclaimed Nuna, turning on her other side; go, then, and she collapsed.

Seeing that his wife was unfit just then to enter into conversation, Okiok got up, accomplished what little toilet he deemed necessary in half a minute, and took his way to the hut of Ippegoos mother.

It is not usual in Eskimo land to indulge in ceremonious salutation. Okiok was naturally a straightforward and brusque man. It will not therefore surprise any one to be told that he began his interview with  

Kunelik, your son Ippegoo is a lanky fool!

He is, assented Kunelik, with quiet good-humour.

He has given himself, continued Okiok, spirit and body, to that villain Ujarak.

He has, assented Kunelik again.

Where is he now?

I do not know.

But me knows, said a small sweet little child-voice from the midst of a bundle of furs.

It was the voice of Pussi. That Eskimo atom had been so overcome with sleep at the breaking up of the festivities of the previous night that she was unable to distinguish between those whom she loved and those for whom she cared not. In these circumstances, she had seized the first motherly tail that came within her reach, and followed it home. It chanced to belong to Kunelik, so she dropped down and slept beside her.

You know, my dear little seal? said Okiok in surprise.

Yes, me knows. When I was sleep, a big man comes an stump on my toes  not much, only a leetle. Dat wokes me, an I see Ujiyak. He shooks Ipgoo an bose hoed out degidder.

Okiok looked at Kunelik, Kunelik looked at Okiok, and both gravely shook their heads.

Before they could resume the conversation, Ippegoos voice was heard outside asking if his mother was in.

Go, said Kunelik; though he is a fool, he is wise enough to hold his tongue when any one but me is near.

Okiok took the hint, rose at once, and went out, passing the youth as he entered, and being much struck with the lugubrious solemnity of his visage.

Mother, said Ippegoo, sitting down on a skin beside the pleasant little woman, it comes.

What comes, my son?

I know not.

If you know not, how do you know that it comes? asked Kunelik, who was slightly alarmed by the wild manner and unusual, almost dreadful, gravity of her boy.

It is useless to ask me, mother. I do not understand. My mind cannot take it in, but  but  it comes.

Yes; when is it coming? asked Kunelik, who knew well how to humour him.

How can I tell? I  I think it has come now, said the youth, growing paler, or rather greener; I think I feel it in my breast. Ujarak said the torngak would come to-day, and to-night I am to be  changed!

Oho! exclaimed Kunelik, with a slight touch of asperity, its a torngak that is to come, is it? and Ujarak says so? Dont you know, Ippe, that Ujarak is an idiot!

Mother! exclaimed the youth remonstratively, Ujarak an idiot? Impossible! He is to make me an angekok to-night.

You, Ippe! You are not more fit for an angekok than I am for a seal-hunter.

Yes, true; but I am to be  changed! returned the youth, with a bright look; then remembering that his rôle was solemnity, he dropped the corners of his mouth, elongated his visage, turned up his eyes, and groaned.

Have you the stomach twist, my boy? asked his mother tenderly.

No; but I suppose I  I  am changing.

No, you are not, Ippe. I have seen many angekoks made. There will be no change till you have gone through the customs, so make your mind easy, and have something to eat.

The youth, having had no breakfast, was ravenously hungry, and as the process of feeding would not necessarily interfere with solemnity, he agreed to the proposal with his accustomed look of satisfaction  which, however, he suddenly nipped in the bud. Then, setting-to with an expression that might have indicated the woes of a lifetime, he made a hearty breakfast.

Thereafter he kept moving about the village all day in absolute silence, and with a profound gloom on his face, by which the risibility of some was tickled, while not a few were more or less awe-stricken.

It soon began to be rumoured that Ippegoo was the angekok-elect. In the afternoon Ujarak returned from a visit, as he said, to the nether world, and with his brother wizards  for there were several in the tribe  confirmed the rumour.

As evening approached, Rooney entered Okioks hut. No one was at home except Nuna and Tumbler. The latter was playing, as usual, with his little friend Pussi. The goodwife was busy over the cooking-lamp.

Where is your husband, Nuna? asked the sailor, sitting down on a walrus skull.

Out after seals.

And Nunaga?

Visiting the mother of Arbalik.

The seaman looked thoughtfully at the lamp-smoke for a few moments.

She is a hard woman, that mother of Arbalik, he said.

Issek is not so hard as she looks, returned Mrs Okiok; her voice is rough, but her heart is soft.

Im glad to hear you speak well of her, said Rooney, for I dont like to think ill of any one if I can help it; but sometimes I cant help it. Now, theres your angekok Ujarak: I cannot think well of him. Have you a good word to say in his favour?

No, not one. He is bad through and through  from the skin to the bone. I know him well, said Nuna, with a flourish of her cooking-stick that almost overturned the lamp.

But you may be mistaken, remarked Rooney, smiling. You are mistaken even in the matter of his body, to say nothing of his spirit.

How so? asked Nuna quickly.

You said he is bad through and through. From skin to bone is not through and through. To be quite correct, you must go from skin to marrow.

Nuna acknowledged this by violently plunging her cooking-stick into the pot.

Well now, Nuna, continued Rooney, in a confidential tone, tell me

At that moment he was interrupted by the entrance of the master of the mansion, who quietly sat down on another skull close to his friend.

I was just going to ask your wife, Okiok, what she and you think of this business of making an angekok of poor Ippegoo, said Rooney.

We think it is like a seal with its tail where its head should be, its skin in its stomach, and all its bones outside; all nonsense  foolishness, answered Okiok, with more of indignation in his look and tone than he was wont to display.

Then you dont believe in angekoks? asked Rooney.

No, replied the Eskimo earnestly; I dont. I think they are clever scoundrels  clever fools. And more, I dont believe in torngaks or any other spirits.

In that you are wrong, said Rooney. There is one great and good Spirit, who made and rules the universe.

Im not sure of that, returned the Eskimo, with a somewhat dogged and perplexed look, that showed the subject was not quite new to him. I never saw, or heard, or tasted, or smelt, or felt a spirit. How can I know anything about it?

Do you believe in your own spirit, Okiok?

Yes, I must. I cannot help it. I am like other men. When a man dies there is something gone out of him. It must be his spirit.

Then you believe in other mens spirits as well as your own spirit, said Rooney, though you have never seen, heard, tasted, smelt, or felt them?

For a moment the Eskimo was puzzled. Then suddenly his countenance brightened.

But I have felt my own, he cried. I have felt it moving within me, so that it made me act. My legs and arms and brain would not go into action if they were dead, if the spirit had gone out of them.

In the very same way, replied the seaman, you may feel the Great Spirit, for your own spirit could not go into action so as to cause your body to act unless a greater Spirit had given it life. So also we may feel or understand the Great Spirit when we look at the growing flowers, and hear the moving winds, and behold the shining stars, and feel the beating of our own hearts. Im not much of a wise man, an angekok  which they would call scholar in my country  but I know enough to believe that it is only the fool who has said in his heart, There is no Great Spirit.

There is something in what you say, returned the Eskimo, as the lines of unusually intense thought wrinkled his brow; but for all that you say, I think there are no torngaks, and that Ujarak is a liar as well as a fool.

I agree with you, Okiok, because I think you have good reason for your disbelief. In the first place, it is well-known that Ujarak is a liar, but that is not enough, for liar though he be, he sometimes tells the truth. Then, in the second place, he is an ass  hum! I forgot  you dont know what an ass is; well, it dont matter, for, in the third place, he never gave any proof to anybody of what he and his torngak are said to have seen and done, and, strongest reason of all, this familiar spirit of his acts unwisely  for what could be more foolish than to choose out of all the tribe a poor half-witted creature like Ippegoo for the next angekok?

A gleaming glance of intelligent humour lighted up Okioks face as he said  

Ujarak is wiser than his torngak in that. He wants to make use of the poor lad for his own wicked ends. I know not what these are  but I have my suspicions.

So have I, broke in Nuna at this point, giving her pot a rap with the cooking-stick by way of emphasis.

Rooney laughed.

You think he must be watched, and his mischief prevented? he said.

Thats what I think, said Okiok firmly.

Tell me, what are the ceremonies to be gone through by that poor unwilling Ippegoo, before he can be changed into a wise man?

Oh, he has much to do, returned Okiok, with his eyes on the lamp-flame and his head a little on one side, as if he were thinking. But I am puzzled. Ujarak is cunning, though he is not wise; and I am quite sure he has some secret reason for hurrying on this business. He is changing the customs, and that is never done for nothing.

What customs has he changed? asked Rooney.

The customs for the young angekok before he gets a torngak, replied the Eskimo.

Okioks further elucidation of this point was so complex that we prefer to give the reader our own explanation.

Before assuming the office of an angekok or diviner, an Eskimo must procure one of the spirits of the elements for his own particular familiar spirit or torngak. These spirits would appear to be somewhat coquettish and difficult to win, and marvellous tales are related of the manner in which they are wooed. The aspirant must retire for a time to a desert place, where, entirely cut off from the society of his fellows, he may give himself up to fasting and profound meditation. He also prays to Torngarsuk to give him a torngak. This Torngarsuk is the chief of the good spirits, and dwells in a pleasant abode under the earth or sea. He is not, however, supposed to be God, who is named Pirksoma, i.e. He that is above, and about whom most Eskimos profess to know nothing. As might be expected, the weakness of body and agitation of mind resulting from such exercises carried on in solitude throw into disorder the imaginative faculty of the would-be diviner, so that wonderful figures of men and monsters swim before his mental vision, which tend to throw his body into convulsions  all the more that he labours to cherish and increase such symptoms.

How far the aspirants themselves believe in these delusions it is impossible to tell; but the fact that, after their utmost efforts, some of them fail to achieve the coveted office, leads one to think that some of them are too honest, or too strong-minded, to be led by them. Others, however, being either weak or double-minded, are successful. They assert that, on Torngarsuk appearing in answer to their earnest petition, they shriek aloud, and die from fear. At the end of three days they come to life again, and receive a torngak, who takes them forthwith on a journey to heaven and hell, after which they return home full-fledged angekoks, prepared to bless their fellows, and guide them with their counsels.

Now, you must know, said Okiok, after explaining all this, what puzzles me is, that Ujarak intends to alter the customs at the beginning of the affair. Ippegoo is to be made an angekok to-night, and to be let off all the fasting and hard thinking and fits. If I believed in these things at all, I should think him only a half-made angekok. As it is, I dont care a puff of wind what they make of poor Ippegoo  so long as they dont kill him; but Im uneasy because Im afraid the rascal Ujarak has some bad end in view in all this.

Im quite sure of it, muttered Nuna, making a stab with her stick at the contents of her pot, as if Ujaraks heart were inside.

At that moment Nunaga entered, looking radiant, in all the glory of a new under-garment of eider-duck pelts and a new sealskin upper coat with an extra long tail.

Have you seen Angut lately? asked Rooney of the young girl.

Yes, she replied, with a modest smile that displayed her brilliant teeth; he is in his own hut.

I will go and talk with him on this matter, Okiok, said the seaman. Meanwhile, do you say nothing about it to any one.




Chapter Fourteen.

Solemn and Mysterious Doings are Brought to a Violent Close.

Angut was seated at the further end of his abode when his friend entered, apparently absorbed in contemplation of that remarkable specimen of Eskimo longevity, the grandmother of Okiok.

I have often wondered, said Angut, as the seaman sat down beside him, at the contentment and good-humour and cheerfulness, sometimes running into fun, of that poor old woman Kannoa.

Speak lower, said Rooney in a soft voice; she will hear you.

If she does, she will hear no evil. But she is nearly deaf, and takes no notice.

It may be so; poor thing! returned the sailor in a tender tone, as he looked at the shrivelled-up old creature, who was moving actively round the never-idle lamp, and bending with inquiring interest over the earthen pot, which seemed to engross her entire being. But why do you wonder?

I wonder because she has so little to make her contented, and so much to ruin her good-humour and cheerfulness, and to stop her fun. Her life is a hard one. She has few relations to care for her. She is very old, and must soon grow feeble, and then

And then? said Rooney, as the other paused.

Then she knows not what follows death  who does know?  and she does not believe in the nonsense that our people invent. It is a great mystery.

The Eskimo said the last words in a low voice and with a wistful gaze, as if he were rather communing with himself than conversing with his friend. Rooney felt perplexed. The thoughts of Angut were often too profound for him. Not knowing what to say, he changed the subject by mentioning the object of his visit.

At once Angut turned, and gave undivided attention to the subject, while the seaman described his recent conversation with Okiok. As he concluded, a peculiar look flitted across Anguts countenance.

I guess his reason, he said.

Yes; what may it be, think you?

He fears to meet Okiok in a singing duel.

Rooney laughed. Well, you know best, he said; I daresay you are right. Okiok is a sharp fellow, and Ujarak is but a blundering booby after

A low chuckle in the region of the lamp attracted their attention at this point. They looked quickly at Kannoa, but that ancients face was absolutely owlish in its gravity, and her little black eyes peered into her pot with a look of intense inquiry that was almost philosophic. Resuming their belief that she was as deaf as a post, or an iceberg, Rooney and Angut proceeded to discuss Ujarak and his probable plans without any regard to her. After having talked the matter over for some time, Angut shook his head, and said that Ujarak must be closely watched.

More than that, said Rooney, with decision; he must be stultified.

The seamans rendering of the word stultified into Eskimo was curious, and cannot easily be explained, but it was well understood by Angut, and apparently by Kannoa, for another chuckle came just then from the culinary department. Again the two men glanced at the old woman inquiringly, and again were they baffled by that look of owlish intensity at the stewing meat.

She hears, whispered Rooney.

Impossible, replied Angut; a dead seal is not much deafer.

Continuing the conversation, the seaman explained how he thought it possible to stultify the wizard, by discrediting him in the eyes of his own people  by foiling him with his own weapons,  and himself undertook to accomplish the task of stultification.

He was in the act of concluding his explanation when another chuckle burst upon them from the region of the lamp. This time there was no attempt at concealment, for there stood old Kannoa, partly enveloped in savoury steam, her head thrown back, and her mouth wide-open.

With a laugh Rooney leaped up, and caught her by the arm.

Youve heard what Ive been saying, mother?

Yeyes. Ive heard, she replied, trying to smother the laughter.

Now, look here. You must promise me not to tell anybody, said the seaman earnestly, almost sternly.

Oh, I not tell, returned the old woman; I love not Ujarak.

Ah! just so; then youre pretty safe not to tell, said Rooney.

No fear of Kannoa, remarked Angut, with a pleasant nod; she never tells anything to anybody.

Satisfied, apparently, with this assurance, the seaman took the old woman into his counsels, congratulating himself not a little on having found an ally in the very hut in which it had been arranged that the mysterious performance was to take place. Shortly after that Angut left.

Now, Kannoa, said Rooney, after some preliminary talk, you remember the big white bear that Angut killed two moons ago?

Remember it? Ay, said Kannoa, licking her lips; it was the fattest and best bear I ever chewed. Huk! it was good!

Well, where is that bears skin?

The old dame pointed to a corner of the hut where the skin lay. Rooney went and picked it up, and laid it at the upper end of the hut farthest from the door.

Now, mother, said he; youll not touch that skin. Let it lie there, and let no one touch it till I come again. You understand?

Yes, answered Kannoa, with a look so intensely knowing that it made the seaman laugh.

But tell me, said the old woman, becoming suddenly grave, and laying her thin scraggy hand on the mans arm; why do you call me mother?

Oh, its just a way we have in my country when  when we feel kindly to an old woman. And I do feel kindly to you, Kannoa, he added, with sudden warmth and energy of look and tone, because you are so like my own grandmother  only she was younger than you, and much better-looking.

Rooney meant no rudeness by the last remark, but, having observed the straightforward simplicity of his new friends in saying exactly what they meant, he willingly adopted their style.

Kannoa seemed much pleased with the explanation.

It is strange, she said pathetically, that I should find you so very like my husband.

Indeed! returned the seaman, who did not feel flattered by the compliment; is it long since he died?

O yes; long, long  very long, she answered, with a sigh. Moons, moons, moons without number have passed since that day. He was as young as you when he was killed, but a far finer man. His face did not look dirty like yours  all over with hair. It was smooth and fat, and round and oily. His cheeks were plump, and they would shine when the sun was up. He was also bigger than you  higher and wider. Huk! he was grand!

Although Rooney felt inclined to laugh as he listened to this description, he restrained himself when he observed the tears gathering in the old eyes. Observing and appreciating the look of sympathy, she tightened her clutch on the seamans arm and said, looking wistfully up in his face  

Has Ridroonee ever felt something in here,  she laid a hand on her withered bosom as if it broke in two, and then went dead for evermore? That is what I felt the day they brought my man home; he was so kind. Like my son Okiok, and Angut.

As the seaman looked down at the pitiful old soul that had thus broken the floodgates of a long silence, and was pouring out her confidences to him, he felt an unusual lump in his throat. Under a sudden impulse, he stooped and kissed the wrinkled brow, and then, turning abruptly, left the hut.

It was well he did so, for by that time it was nearly dark, and Kannoa had yet to arrange the place for the expected meeting.

As the time drew near, the night seemed to sympathise with the occasion, for the sky became overcast with clouds, which obliterated the stars, and rendered it intensely dark.

The chief performer in the approaching ceremony was in a fearful state of mind. He would have done or given anything to escape being made a wise man. But Ujarak was inexorable. Poor Ippegoo sought comfort from his mother, and, to say truth, Kunelik did her best for him, but she could not resist the decrees of Fate  i.e. of the wizard.

Be a man, my son, and all will go well, she said, as he sat beside her in her hut, with his chin on his breast and his thin hands clasped.

O mother, I am such a fool! He might let me off. Ill be disgraced forever.

Not you, Ippe; youre not half such a fool as he is. Just go boldly, and do your best. Look as fierce and wild as you can, and make awful faces. Theres nothing like frightening people! Howl as much as possible, and gasp sometimes. I have seen a good deal done in that way. I only wish they would try to make an angekok of me. I would astonish them.

The plucky little woman had to stop here for a moment to chuckle at her own conceit, but her poor son did not respond. He had got far beyond the point where a perception of the ludicrous is possible.

But it is time to go now, my son. Dont forget your drum and the face-making. You know what youve got to do?

Yes, yes, I know, said Ippegoo, looking anxiously over his shoulder, as if he half expected to see a torngak already approaching him; I know only too well what Ive got to do. Ujarak has been stuffing it into me the whole day till my brain feels ready to burst.

The bitter tone in which the poor youth pronounced his masters name suggested to his mother that it would not require much more to make the worm turn upon its tormentor. But the time had arrived to send him off, so she was obliged to bring her questions and advices to an abrupt close.

As Ippegoo walked towards the dreaded hut, he was conscious of many glaring eyes and whispered words around him. This happily had the effect of stirring up his pride, and made him resolve to strive to do his part creditably.

At the door of the hut two dark figures glided swiftly in before him. One he could perceive was Angut; the other he thought looked very like the Kablunet Ridroonee. The thought gave him some comfort  not much, indeed, but anything that distracted his mind for an instant from the business in hand afforded him comfort.

He now braced himself desperately to the work. Seizing the drum which he had been told not to forget, he struck it several times, and began to twist his body about violently. There was just light enough to show to onlookers that the poor youth was whirling himself round in contortions of the most surprising kind. This he did for the purpose of working himself up to the proper pitch of enthusiasm.

There seems little doubt that the mere exertion of great muscular effort, coupled with a resolute wish and intention to succeed in some object, has a powerful tendency to brace the energies of the human mind. Ippegoo had not contorted himself and beaten his drum for many minutes when his feeling of warmth and physical power began to increase. The feeling seemed to break on his mind as a revelation.

Ho! he thought, here it comes; it comes at last! Ujarak told the truth  I am becoming one of the wise men.

So delighted was the poor fellow with the idea, and with the strong hope created thereby, that his blood began to course more rapidly and his heart to beat high. Under the impulse, he gave vent to a yell that drew a nod of gratified approval from his mother, and quite astonished those who knew him best. Redoubling his twistings and drummings, he soon wore himself out, and ere long fell down in a state of temporary exhaustion.

Having thus, according to instruction, worked himself up to the proper pitch of enthusiasm, Ippegoo lay still and panted. Ujarak then, coming forward, led him into Anguts hut, which was lighted as usual with several cooking-lamps. The people flocked in after them till it was nearly full; but spaces in the centre and upper end were kept comparatively free. Near the lamp the Kablunet was seen seated, observing the proceedings with much gravity; Okiok sat near him.

When all were seated, the wizard led his pupil into the centre space, and, making him sit down, bent him forward until his head was between his legs. He fastened it in that position, and then tied his hands behind his back. All the lights were now extinguished, for no one is allowed to witness the interview of the unfinished angekok with the torngak, nor to move a finger for fear of disturbing him.

The room being now in the state which is described as darkness just visible, Ippegoo began to sing a song, in which all joined. Presently he took to groaning by way of variety; then he puffed and gasped, and in a quavering voice entreated his torngak to come. Spirits, however, like human creatures, are not always open to entreaty. At all events, Ippegoos torngak refused to appear.

In such circumstances it is usual for an aspirant to writhe about until he brings on a sort of fit, during the continuance of which his soul goes off to fetch the obstinate torngak. After a short time he returns with him, laughing loudly for joy, while a rustling noise, resembling the wings of birds as they swoop about the roof, is heard.

But Ippegoo was not a sufficiently wise man to get through this part of the programme. True, he wrought himself into a wonderful state of excitement, and then humbly lay down on his side to have a fit. But the fit would not come. He tried his best to have it. He wished with all his heart for it, but all his efforts were vain.

O why wont you come to me, torngak? demanded the poor youth, with a pitiful whine.

Because you are wise enough already, said a low voice, which startled the audience very much, and sent a thrill of alarm, not unmingled with surprise, to the hearts of Ippegoo and his master.

The voice seemed to come from the outside of the hut.

Ask him to come inside and speak to us, whispered Ujarak, who was a good deal more surprised even than his pupil at this unexpected turn of affairs.

Wont you come in, torngak? said Ippegoo timidly. It is very cold outside. You will be more comfortable inside, and we shall hear you better. I suppose you can come as easily through the wall as by

Stop your stupid tongue! growled Ujarak.

At that moment a deep unearthly voice was heard inside the hut. Every one trembled, and there ensued a silence so oppressive as to suggest the idea that all present were holding their breath, and afraid to move even by a hairs-breadth.

Suddenly there was a faint murmur, for at the upper end of the hut a dark form was seen slowly to arise. It must be remembered that there was barely light enough to render darkness visible. No features could be distinguished on this apparition, but it gradually assumed the form of a gigantic bear, rising nearly to the roof, and with its great forelegs extended, as if it were brooding over the assembly. Every one remained perfectly still, as if spell-bound.

Only one of the audience was sceptical. Being himself a master of deception, Ujarak suspected some trick, and slowly approached the giant bear with the intention of testing its reality  in some trepidation, however, for he was naturally superstitious. When he had drawn near enough to touch it, he received a tremendous blow on the forehead, which laid him flat on his back in a partially stunned condition, with his head in Pussimeks lap. That amiable woman considerately allowed it to remain there, and as the wizard felt mentally confused he did not care to change his position.

Presently a low musical voice broke upon the assembly. We need scarcely say that it was that of our hero, Red Rooney, but so changed in character and tone as to be quite unrecognisable by the company, most of whom, indeed, were not yet very familiar with it. Even his more intimate friends, Angut and the Okiok family, were startled by it. In fact, the seaman, besides being something of a mimic, possessed a metallic bass voice of profound depth, which, like most bass voices, was capable of mounting into the higher latitudes of tone by means of a falsetto. He utilised his gifts on the present occasion.

Ippegoo, he said solemnly and very slowly, I am not your torngak. I am an angekok, and as I chanced to be passing by your hut in my wanderings, I stopped to hear. I have heard enough to be able to tell you that you shall never be an angekok. Nor shall you ever have a torngak. You do not need one. You are wise enough already, much wiser than your master, who is no better than a miserable puffin. Is it not the duty of one who would be an angekok to go away and live alone for many days fasting, and praying, and meditating? Has not Ujarak advised you to change the ancient customs? Pooh! he is a fool. You cannot succeed now. All the spirits of water, earth, and air have been insulted. This assembly must break up. You must leave off trying. You may all be thankful that the ice does not burst up and crush you; that the sky does not fall upon you; that the great sea does not roll its maddest waves over you. Up, all of you  Begone!

Rooney finished off with a roar so deep and fearsome that the very rafters trembled. A pile of wood, stones, and earthenware, previously prepared for the purpose, was tipped over, and fell with a most awful crash. At the same moment the seaman culminated in a falsetto shriek that might have shamed a steam whistle.

It was enough. Had the tunnel entrance of the hut been long and strong, suffocation to many must have been the result, for they went into it pell-mell, rolling rather than running. Fortunately, it was short and weak. Ujarak and Simek, sticking in it, burst it up, and swept it away, thus clearing the passage for the rest. The last to disappear was Kunelik, whose tail flapped on the door-post like a small pistol-shot as she doubled round it and scrambled out, leaving Rooney, Angut, Kannoa, and Ippegoo to enjoy the situation.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Great Singing Duel interrupted by a Catastrophe.

When the lamps were rekindled by Kannoa, it was discovered that the old ladys nostrils were twitching and her throat contracting in a remarkable manner, with smothered laughter. Very different was the condition of Ippegoo, who still lay bound in the middle of the room. Fear and surprise in equal proportions seemed to have taken possession of him. Rooney, having dropped the bear-skin, approached him, while Angut stood beside the lamp looking on with a sort of serious smile.

Now, Ippegoo, said the sailor, stooping and cutting his bonds, I set you free. It is to be hoped also that I have freed you from superstition.

But where is the bear-angekok? asked the bewildered youth.

I am the bear-angekok.

Impossible! cried Ippegoo.

To this Rooney replied by going back to his bear-skin, spreading it over himself, getting on a stool so as to tower upwards, spreading out his long arms, and saying in his deepest bass tones  

Now, Ippegoo, do you believe me?

A gleam of intelligence flashed on the youths countenance, and at that moment he became more of a wise man than he had ever before been in his life, for he not only had his eyes opened as to the ease with which some people can be deceived, but had his confidence in the infallibility of his old tyrant completely shaken. He reasoned somewhat thus  

If Ujaraks torngak was good and true, it would have told him of the deceit about to be practised on him, and would not have allowed him to submit to disgrace. If it did not care, it was a bad spirit. If it did not know, it was no better than a man, and not worth having  so I dont want to have one, and am very glad I have escaped so well.

The poor fellow shrank from adding, Ujarak must be a deceiver; but he began to think that Red Rooney might not have been far wrong after all when he called him a fool.

Ippegoo was now warned that he must keep carefully out of the wizards way, and tell no one of the deceit that had been practised. He promised most faithfully to tell no one, and then went straight home and told his mother all about it  for it never for a moment occurred to the poor fellow to imagine that he was meant to conceal it from his mother!

Fortunately Kunelik was a wise little woman. She knew how to keep her own counsel, and did not even by nod or look insinuate to any one that she was in possession of a secret.

Now, then, Angut, what is the next thing to be done? asked Rooney, after Ippegoo had left.

Make Ujarak fight his duel, said Angut.

What! the singing duel with Okiok?

Yes. The people have set their hearts on the thing, and Ujarak will try to escape. He will perhaps say that his torngak has told him to go hunting to-morrow. But our customs require him to keep his word. My fear is that he will sneak off in the night. He is a sly fox.

I will stop that, said Rooney.

How?

You shall see. Come with me to the hut of Ujarak.

On reaching the hut, they found its owner, as had been expected, sharpening his spears, and making other arrangements for a hunting expedition.

When do you start? asked Rooney.

Immediately, replied the wizard.

Of course after the duel, remarked Angut quietly.

The wizard seemed annoyed.

It is unfortunate, he said, with a vexed look. My torngak has told me of a place where a great number of seals have come. They may leave soon, and it would be such a pity to lose them.

That is true, said Angut; but of course you cannot break our customs. It would ruin your character.

Of course, of course I will not break the custom, returned Ujarak quickly; unless, indeed, my torngak orders me to go. But that is not likely.

I want to ask you, said Rooney, sitting down, about that trip you had last year to the land of the departed. They tell me you had a hard time of it, Ujarak, and barely escaped with your life.

The sly seaman had spread a net with which the wizard could at all times be easily caught. He had turned him on to a tune at which he was always willing to work with the persistency of an organ-grinder. The wizard went on hour after hour with unwearied zeal in his narrations, being incited thereto by a judicious question now and then from the seaman, when he betrayed any symptom of flagging. At last Angut, who had often heard it before, could stand it no longer, and rose to depart. Having already picked up the Kablunets mode of salutation, he held out his hand, and said Goo-nite.

Good-night, friend, returned Rooney, grasping the proffered hand. I cant leave till Ive heard the end of this most interesting story, so Ill just sleep in Ujaraks hut, if he will allow me, and thus avoid disturbing you by coming in late. Good-night.

Goo-nite, responded Angut, and vanished from the scene.

The wizard heaved a sigh. He perceived that his little plan of gliding away in the hours of darkness was knocked on the head, so, like a true philosopher, he resigned himself to the inevitable, and consoled himself by plunging into intricacies of fabulous adventure with a fertility of imagination which surprised even himself  so powerful is the influence of a sympathetic listener.

When Ujarak at last discovered that his guest had fallen into a profound slumber, he brought his amazing narrative to an abrupt close, and, wrapping himself in a reindeer-skin, resigned himself to that repose which was so much needed to fit him for the combat of the approaching day.

It was a brilliant sunny morning when Red Rooney awoke from a startling dream, in which he had been wrestling with monstrous creatures in the depths of ocean as well as in the bowels of the earth.

The wizard was still locked in apparently dreamless slumber. Unwilling to disturb him, the seaman glided quietly out, and clambered to the top of a cliff, whence a magnificent sea-view was revealed to his wondering gaze.

There are times when the atmosphere of this earth seems to be rarefied and freshened with celestial zephyrs, which not only half intoxicate the spirit, but intensify the powers of hearing and vision, so that gentle sounds which are very far off come floating to us, and mingle softly with those that are near at hand, while objects are seen at such immense distances that one feels as if the world itself had suddenly grown larger. To these influences were added on this occasion a sea which absolutely glittered with the icy gems that decked her calm and waveless bosom. It was not only that millions of white and glittering peaks, with facets and edges gleaming like diamonds, rose into the blue sky, but here and there open lanes of water, and elsewhere lakes and little ponds upon the melting ice caught the full orb of the rising sun, and sent its reflection into the mans eyes with dazzling refulgence, while the ripple or rush of ice-born water-falls and the plaintive cries of wild-fowl gave variety and animation to the scene. In a mind less religiously disposed than that of our seaman, the sights and sounds would have irresistibly aroused grateful thoughts to our Creator. On Rooney the effect was almost overpowering, yet, strange to say, it drew no word of thanksgiving from his lips. Clasping his hands and shutting his eyes, he muttered with bowed head the words, God, be merciful to me a sinner!

Perhaps the recognition of the Fathers great goodness and condescension, coupled with his own absolute unworthiness, and the impulse which called those words forth, was nearly the highest act of worship which the sailor could have offered.

Far below, under the sheltering cliff, the huts of the Eskimo village could be seen like little black specks dotting the still snow-covered land; and the voices of children could be heard in faint but merry shouts and peals of laughter, as their owners, like still smaller specks, romped about. One of those specks Rooney recognised, from its intense blackness, to be his friend Tumbler, and a smaller and lighter speck he guessed to be Pussi, from the circumstance of its persistently following and keeping close to the raven-clad hero.

The pleased look with which Rooney at first regarded the children slowly passed away, and was replaced by one of profound sadness; for how could he escape dejection when he thought of a sweet Irish wife and little ones, with a dear old grandmother, whom he had left in the old country, and who must long before that time have given him up as dead?

His melancholy thoughts were dissipated by a sudden increase in the shouting of the little ones. On regarding them attentively, he observed that they scattered themselves in the direction of the several huts, and disappeared therein.

Well did Rooney know that the movement meant breakfast, and having a personal interest in that game, he left his perch and the glorious view, and hastened down.

After breakfast the entire community went with one consent to witness the singing combat. It was to take place on the ice near the scene of the recent kick-ball game, close to the berg of the sea-green cave. The people were much elated, for these savages were probably as much influenced by brilliant spring weather as civilised folk are, though not given to descant so much on their feelings. They were also in that cheerful frame of mind which results from what they correctly referred to as being stuffed; besides, much fun was expected from the contest. Lest our readers should anticipate similar delight, we must repeat that Eskimos are a simple folk, and easily pleased.

Wont it be a tussle? remarked Issek, who marched in the centre of a group of women.

It will, for Ujarak is tough. He is like a walrus, responded an admirer of the wizard.

Poo! exclaimed the mother of Ippegoo contemptuously; he can indeed roar like the walrus, but he can do nothing else.

Yes; and his strength goes for nothing, cried a sympathiser, for it is his brain, not his body, that has got to work.

We shall see, said Kabelaw, whose sister remarked if we are not blind.

This mild observation was meant for a touch of pleasantry. Little touches of pleasantry often passed between these lying sisters, as they were called, and they not infrequently culminated in touches of temper, which must have been the reverse of pleasant to either.

Arrived at the arena, a ring was formed, and the wisdom as well as amiability of these poor people was shown by their putting the children in front, the little women in the second row, the tall women in the third, and the men behind.

In a few minutes Ujarak bounded into the centre of the circle, with a small drum or tambourine in one hand, which he beat vigorously with the other. Okiok followed more sedately, armed with a similar musical instrument, and retired to one side of the arena, for the wizard, perhaps because he was the challenger, had the right to begin.

A good authority on the Eskimo tongue says: The language is not easily translatable, the brevity and force of a single sentence requiring to be rendered in many words of another tongue. The same authority also informs us that angekoks speak in a metaphorical style sometimes, in order to exhibit their assumed superiority in learning and penetration. It will not be expected, therefore, that our translation should convey more than a general idea of the combat.

Ujaraks first act, after bounding into the ring and drumming, was to glare at his adversary. Okiok returned the glare with interest, and, being liberal, threw a sneer of contempt into the bargain. Ujarak then glared round at the audience, and began his song, which consisted merely of short periods, without rhyme or measure, but with a sort of rhythmic musical cadence. He commenced with the chorus Amna ajah ajah hey! which was vociferously repeated by his supporters among the audience.

What these words, mean  whether they represent our fal lal la or runity iddity  we have not been able to ascertain, but they came in at irregular intervals, greatly to the satisfaction of the audience, thus:  

Amna ajah ajah hey!

There was once a man  a man

(So it is said, but we are not sure),

A puffin perhaps he was  or a stupid spirit

Made in the likeness of a man;

Amna ajah ajah hey!

Here the wizard not only accompanied the chorus with the drum, but with a species of dance, which, being a clumsy man, he performed in an extremely elephantine manner. After a few moments he went on:  

This man  this puffin  was a liar:

A liar, because he was a teller of lies.

Did he not one time say that seals had come,

And that birds were in the air?

And when we went to look, no seals or birds were there.

Amna ajah ajah Hey!

The extreme vigour with which the last word was uttered resulted from the wizard having tripped in his dance, and come down heavily on the ice, to the immense delight of his opponents and the children. But Ujarak rose, and quelling the laugh with a look of dignity, continued:  

Worse than a liar was this foolish puffin.

He hunted badly. When he flung the spear

The seals would laugh before they went away.

Sometimes he missed, sometimes he tipped the nose,

Sometimes hit the wrong animal,

And sometimes touched the tail.

Amna ajah ajah hey!

This verse was a hit, for Okiok was known to be but an indifferent marksman with the throwing-spear; yet such was his industry and his ability to approach very near to his prey, that he was the reverse of a bad hunter. But men in all lands are prone to shut their eyes to the good, and to open them very wide to the evil, that may be said of an adversary. Consequently at this point the chorus was given with great vigour by the wizard faction, and the wizard himself, having worked himself into a breathless condition by the mental effort and the furious dance, deemed it a fitting occasion to take his first rest.

The custom in those duels is for each combatant to devote a quarter of an hour or so to the attack, and then make way for his opponent, who at once steps forward and begins his counter-attack. After a short time he in like manner gives way, and his foe returns. Thus they proceed until one is exhausted or overwhelmed; and he who has the last word gains the victory, after which the dispute is held as settled, and they frequently become better friends than before.

There was something in the expression of Okiok as he stepped sedately into the ring which gladdened his friends and distressed his opponents. Unlike the wizard, he was well formed, and all his movements were comparatively elegant, so that in his case the conventional bit of dance at the end of periods was pleasant to the eye, while his peculiar advantage of rhyming power rendered his performance grateful to the ear. After a little drumming he began:  

Why must I step within this ring,

To jump and dance, and drum and sing?

You all know well that Okiok

Was never made an angekok.

Amna ajah ajah hey!

Amna ajah ajah hey! yelled the hunters admirers, with enthusiasm.

But Ujaraks the man of skill,

To kick or wrestle, sing or kill;

He bids me meet him here to-day.

Poor Okiok! he must obey.

My Torngak, come here, I say!

Thus loud I cried the other day  

You always come to Ujarak;

Thou come to me, my Torngak!

But he was deaf, and would not hear,

Although I roared it in his ear.

At last he said, No, Okiok,

For you are not an angekok!

Amna ajah ajah hey!

Here the hunter, after a neat pirouette and tickling of the drum, changed his tone to a soft insinuating whine:

Tis true Im not an angekok;

Im only hunter Okiok.

But Torngak, dear Torngak,

Dont go away. O do come back!

If youll be mine, and stick to me

For evermore, Ill stick to thee.

And every single thing I do

Ill come and ask advice from you;

Consult you morning, noon, and night;

Consult you when I hunt or fight;

Consult you when I sing and roar;

Consult you when I sleep and snore;

Consult you more than Ujarak  

My Tor  Tor  Tor  Tor  Torngak!

A roar of laughter and a stupendous Amna ajah ajah hey! greeted this flight, while Okiok gravely touched his drum, and performed a few more of his graceful evolutions.

No, no, he said; Ill never make

So gross and stupid a mistake.

One man there is who tried to do it  

He thinks the spirits never knew it  

He tried to make an angekok-stew

Out of a lad named Ippegoo!

Here another yell of delight was followed by the chorus, and Okiok was about to resume, when a terrific rending sound seemed to paralyse every one. Well did they know that sound. It was the rending of the solid ice on which they stood. The advancing spring had so far weakened it that a huge cake had broken off from the land-ice, and was now detached. A shriek from some of the women drew attention to the fact that the disruption of the mass had so disturbed the equilibrium of the neighbouring berg that it was slowly toppling to its fall. A universal stampede instantly took place, for the danger of being crushed by its falling cliffs and pinnacles was very great. Everything but personal safety was forgotten in the panic that ensued. Red Rooney was almost swept off his legs in the rush. Women and children were overturned, but fortunately not hurt. A very few minutes sufficed to take them all clear of danger; but the succeeding crashes produced such an inconceivable roar that the terrified villagers ran on until close to the place where the ice had cracked off, and where a lane of water about three feet wide presented itself.

Over this went men, women, and children at a flying leap  all except poor little Pussi. That fat little thing would have been left behind had not the mere force of the rush carried her on in a half running, half rolling way. Being unable to manage the jump, she went in with a plunge, and disappeared.

A wild scream from the nearest female caused every one to stop and run back.

Pussi! exclaimed Nunaga, pointing wildly to the water.

Where  where did she go in? cried Rooney.

She must have gone under the ice! gasped the poor girl.

As she spoke a bubble of air rose to the surface. Next moment the seaman cleft the cold black water and disappeared.

Then with a thrill of alarm the Eskimos observed that the great ice-cake which had broken off was being driven shoreward by the rising tide, and that the lane of water was rapidly closing.

But they were not kept long in suspense. Another moment, and Rooney appeared with little Pussi in his arms. They were instantly seized by Okiok and Angut, and dragged violently out  not much too soon, for only a few seconds after they were rescued the ice closed with a grinding crash, that served to increase the fervency of the Thank God! with which the seaman hailed their deliverance.

The child was not quite insensible, though nearly so. Rooney seized her in his arms, and ran as fast as he could towards the village, whither the fleet-footed Ippegoo had already been sent to prepare skins and warm food for the reception of rescued and rescuer.




Chapter Sixteen.

The Rebellion of the Worm and the Fall of the Wizard.

The event which had so suddenly interrupted the singing duel was a matter of secret satisfaction to Ujarak, for he felt that he was no match for Okiok, and although he had intended to fight the battle out to the best of his ability, he knew that his ultimate defeat was so probable that its abrupt termination before that event was a piece of great good-fortune.

Still, his position was unsatisfactory, for, in addition to the fact that his credit as a genuine angekok had been sadly shaken because of Ippegoos failure, he was well aware that the combat which had been interrupted was only postponed. What was to be done in the circumstances became, therefore, the urgent question of the hour. In great perplexity he sought out his poor victim Ippegoo  with something of the feeling, no doubt, that induces a drowning man to clutch at a straw  and silently walked with him to a secluded spot near the neighbouring cliffs.

Ippegoo, he said, turning round abruptly; it is certain that you will never be an angekok.

I dont want to be one, returned the simpleton quietly.

The wizard looked at him in surprise.

What do you mean? he asked sharply.

I mean that if the torngak you were going to get for me is no better than your own, he is a fool, and I would rather not have him.

This unexpected rebellion of the worm which he had so often twisted round his finger was too much for Ujarak in his then irascible condition. He flew into a violent rage, grasped the handle of his knife, and glared fiercely at his pupil.

Ippegoo returned the look with a quiet smile.

This was perplexing. There are few things more trying to passionate men than uncertainty as to how their bursts of anger will be received. As a rule such men are merely actors. No doubt their rage may be genuine, but the manner in which they will display their anger depends very much on who are their witnesses, and what their opponents. Rage which fumes at some trifling insult, and tears off the coat, resolved on fighting, when a timid wife seeks to soothe, is likely to assume a very different appearance and follow some other course of action when a prize-fighter pulls the nose, and invites it to do its worst.

If Ippegoo had winced, or stood on the defensive, or stepped back, or shown the slightest sign of fear, it is probable that the strong and lawless man would have stabbed him to the heart in the first impulse of his anger, for the poor youth was well acquainted with all his secrets and most of his bad intentions. But the motionless figure and the smiling face not only surprised  it alarmed  Ujarak. It seemed so unnatural. What powers of sudden onslaught might not lie hidden within that calm exterior? what dynamitic capacities of swift explosion might not underlie that fearless expression?

Ippegoo, he said, stifling his anger with a painful effort, are you going to turn against your best friend?

My mother is my best friend, answered the youth stoutly.

You are right; I made a mistake.

Why does your torngak let you make so many mistakes?

Again a rush of anger prompted the wizard to sacrifice his quondam pupil, and once more the youths imperturbable coolness overawed him. Bad as he was, Ujarak could not kill a smiling victim.

Ippegoo, said the wizard, suddenly changing his tone, and becoming intensely earnest, I see what is the matter. Angut and the Kablunet have bewitched you. But now, I tell my torngak to enter into your heart, and unbewitch you. Now, do you not feel that he has done it?

The youth, still smiling, shook his head.

I knew it, continued the wizard, purposely misunderstanding the sign. You are all right again. Once more I lay my commands on you. Listen. I want you to go at once and tell Nunaga that Angut wants to see her alone.

Who? asked Ippegoo in surprise.

Angut.

What! your rival?

Yes; my rival. My torngak tells me that Angut wants to meet her  alone, mind  out on the floes at Puffin Island this afternoon.

Are  are you sure your torngak has made no mistake? asked the youth, with something of his old hesitancy.

Quite sure, replied Ujarak sternly. Now, will you give her my message?

Anguts message, you mean.

Yes, yes; I mean Anguts message, said the wizard impatiently. Youll be sure to do what I tell you, wont you?

Quite sure, replied Ippegoo, the smile again overspreading his visage as he turned and quitted the spot.

Half an hour later he entered Okioks hut in quest of Nunaga, but only her mother was there. She told him that the girl had gone off with a sledge along the coast to Moss Bay to fetch a load of moss to stuff between the logs of the hut where they required repairing, and that she had taken Kabelaw as well as Tumbler and Pussi with her.

Thats good, said Ippegoo, then she cant and wont go to Puffin Island. I said I would tell her that Angut wants to meet her there alone.

Who told you to tell her that? asked Nuna.

A fool, answered Ippegoo, promptly.

He must indeed have been a fool, returned Nuna, for Angut has just been helping Nunaga to harness the dogs, and he is now with my husband in his own hut.

This information caused the messenger to shut his eyes, open his mouth, and laugh silently, with evident enjoyment.

I intended to deliver my message, he said, on recovering composure, for I promised to do so; and I also meant to tell Nunaga that the message was a big lie.

At this amazing depth of slyness on his part, Ippegoo fell into another hearty though inaudible laugh, after which he went off to communicate his news to Okiok and Angut, but these worthies having gone out to visit some snares and traps, no one knew whither, he was obliged to seek counsel of Simek.

On hearing of the plot that seemed to be hatching, that jovial hunter at once ordered his sledge to be got ready, and started off, with two stalwart sons and his nephew Arbalik, for Moss Bay, to warn Nunaga of her enemys intentions, and to fetch her home. But alas! for even the best laid of human plans.

It so happened that one of the Eskimo youths, who was rather inclined to tease Nunaga, had set a snow-trap for Arctic foxes about two miles from the village. As the spot was not much out of the way, the girl resolved to turn aside and visit the trap, take out the fox, if one chanced to be caught, and in any case set the trap off, or put a bit of stick into it by way of fun. The spot chanced to be only a short distance beyond the place where the wizard had met Ippegoo, but the sea-shore there was so covered with hummocks of ice that Nunaga had approached without being observed by either the wizard or the pupil. It was not more than a few minutes after Ippegoo had left on his errand to herself that she came suddenly in sight of Ujarak. He was seated, as if in contemplation, on a rock at the base of the cliff.

Suspecting no evil, Nunaga stopped her team of dogs. It was her fathers best team, consisting of the swiftest and most enduring animals in the village. The wizard observed this as he rose up and approached, rejoicing to think that Fortune had favoured him. And truly Fortune  or rather, God  was indeed favouring the wicked man at that time, though not in the way that he imagined.

In a few moments Ujaraks plans were laid. The opportunity was too good to be lost.

Where goes Nunaga to-day? he asked quietly, on reaching the sledge.

To Moss Bay, answered Nunaga.

Has Nunaga forgotten the road? asked Ujarak, with a slight look of surprise. This is not the way to Moss Bay.

It is not far out of the way, said Kabelaw, who was the more self-assertive of the two lying sisters; we go to visit a trap, and have no time to waste with you.

As she spoke she seized the heavy Eskimo whip out of Nunagas hand, and brought it smartly down on the backs of the whole team, which started off with a yelp, and also with a bound that well-nigh left Tumbler and Pussi behind. But she was not quick enough for Ujarak, who exclaimed with a laugh, as he leaped on to the sledge and assumed the place of driver  

I too am fond of trapping, and will go with you.

He took the whip from Kabelaw, and guided the team.

A few minutes, at the speed they were going, brought them close to a point or cape which, in the form of a frowning cliff two or three hundred feet high, jutted out into the sea. To round this, and place the great cape between them and the village, was Ujaraks aim. The ice was comparatively smooth and unbroken close to the land.

See! exclaimed Nunaga, pointing towards the bushes on shore; the trap is there. That is the place.

Ujarak paid no heed to her. The die was cast. He had taken the first step, and must now go through with it at all hazards. Plying the cruel whip, so as to make the dogs run at their utmost speed, he drove on until the other side of the cape was gained. Then he relaxed the speed a little, for he knew that no shriek, however loud, could penetrate the cliffs that lay between him and the Eskimo village.

Taking up a walrus-line with a running noose on it that lay on the sledge beside him, the wizard turned, dropped the noose suddenly over Kabelaw, and drew it tight, so as to pin her arms to her sides. Almost before she could realise what had occurred, he took a quick turn of the same line round Nunaga, drew the girls together, and fastened them to the sledge. They knew now full well, but too late, that Ujarak meant mischief. Screaming at the utmost pitch of their voices, they struggled to free themselves, but were too well secured for that.

The wizard now glanced at the children. For a few moments he was perplexed. They could be of no use on a long journey, and might be troublesome  besides, they would have to be fed. There was one sure and easy method of getting rid of them. He grasped his knife-handle.

The women observed the movement, and became instantly silent with horror.

But the bold free air of Tumbler and the soft innocent look of Pussi were too much for the wizard. He abandoned the half-formed thought, and, turning to the women, said in a low, stern voice  

If you cry or struggle again, these shall die.

This was enough. The poor creatures remained perfectly silent and still after that, while the wizard guided the dogs out upon the floes on a totally different route from that which led to Moss Bay.

Coming to a place where the ice had been cut up into many tracks by the Eskimos sledges during the winter work of traffic to and from the hunting-grounds, Ujarak availed himself of the opportunity to lose, as it were, his own track among the others, so that, in the sure event of pursuit, the pursuers might be effectually baffled. The only point he had to consider after that was the necessity of diverging from the track with such care that the point of divergence should be impossible to find.

In this he was again favoured by circumstances. Having driven at full speed straight out from the land in a westerly direction, he came to a place where the ice had been considerably broken up, so that the old tracks ended abruptly in many places where lanes of water had opened up. A sharp frost had set these lanes and open spaces fast again, and the new ice was just strong enough to bear a sledge. There was some risk in venturing on it, but what of that? Nothing bold can be successfully carried out in this world without more or less of risk! At a spot where the confusion of tracks was very great, he turned at a sharp angle, got upon a sheet of new ice, and went off at greater speed than ever towards the far-south.

His aim was to travel some hundreds of miles, till he reached the Kablunet settlements on the south-western shores of Greenland, in regard to which, various and strange reports had reached the northern Eskimos from time to time. He said nothing, however, to his captives, but after driving some twenty miles or so  which he did in a couple of hours  he cast off their bonds, and bade them make themselves comfortable. The poor creatures were only too glad to avail themselves of the permission, for, although spring had set in, and the cold was not very severe, their constrained position had benumbed their limbs.

Tumbler and Pussi, after gazing for a considerable time at each other in a state of blank amazement at the whole proceedings, had finally dropped off to sleep on a pile of deerskins. Nunaga and Kabelaw, wrapping themselves in two of these, leaned against each other and conversed in low whispers.

And now the wizard began in good earnest a journey, which was destined to lead him, in more ways than one, far beyond the point at which he originally aimed.

He plied the whip with vigour, for well did he know that it was a race for life. If any of the men of his tribe should overtake him, he felt assured that death would be his portion.

The dogs, as we have said, were splendid animals. There were ten of them, resembling wolves both in size and appearance, each being fastened to the sledge by a single independent line. The vehicle itself was Okioks hunting-sledge, having spears, bow and arrows, lines, bladders, etcetera, attached to it, so that, although there were no provisions on it except one small seal, which its owner had probably thought was not worth removing, the wizard knew that he possessed all the requisites for procuring a supply. The women, being also well aware of this, were filled with anxiety, for their one hope of rescue lay in their friends discovering their flight and engaging in instant and hot pursuit.

Never since the commencement of his career had Ujarak displayed such anxiety to increase the distance between himself and his tribe. Never since that long-lashed, short-handled, heavy whip was made, had it given forth such a rapid series of pistol-like reports, and never since they were pups had those ten lanky wolfish dogs stretched out their long legs and scampered over the Arctic sea as they did on that occasion. The old ice was still sufficiently firm and smooth to afford a good road, and the new ice was fortunately strong enough to bear, for the pace was tremendous. With the world before him where to choose, and death, as he imagined, on the track behind, the wizards spirit had risen to the point of neck or nothing. Mile after mile was passed at highest speed and in perfect silence, except when broken by the crack of whip and yelp of dogs. Occasional roughnesses in the way were crashed over. Small obstructions were taken in flying leaps, which rendered it necessary for the poor women to cling to each other, to the sledge, and to the children, to prevent their being hurled off. Once or twice a hummock which it seemed possible to leap turned out to be too high, and obliged the driver to turn aside with such violence that the sledge went for a few seconds on one runner, and all but turned over. This at last induced some degree of caution, for to break the vehicle at the beginning of the journey would have been almost certainly fatal to the enterprise.

And oh! how earnestly Nunaga longed for a spill! In her despair, poor thing, it did not occur to her that at such a pace an upset might break the necks of the whole party.

Towards sunset they rounded a high cape, beyond which was a deep and wide bay. On this the sun shone apparently on what appeared to be open water. For one moment a look of alarm flitted over the wizards face, as he glanced quickly shoreward to see whether the ground-ice was passable; but it was only for a moment, for immediately he perceived that the light had dazzled and deceived him. It was not water, but new ice  smooth and refulgent as a mirror. The fringe of old ice on shore was disrupted and impassable. There was therefore only one course open to him.

Knitting his brows and clenching his teeth, Ujarak resolved to take it at all hazards. Bringing the cruel lash to bear with extreme violence, he sent the dogs howling out upon the glassy surface. At first they slipped and sprawled a good deal, but soon gathered themselves well together. They were accustomed to such work, and the friction of the sledge being reduced, they skimmed along with ease.

Although strong enough to bear, the ice undulated terribly as they swept over it, and sent forth rending sounds, which cannot be conceived by those whose experience of young ice has been derived chiefly from lakelets and ponds. Dogs in such circumstances are apt to become terrified and to stop, in which case immersion is almost certain. But Ujarak gave his team no time to think. With lash and voice he urged them on until they were nearly frantic. The undulations became greater as they advanced, and the rending sounds continuous. Still the wizard plied his whip and shouted. Indeed it was his only chance. At the other side of the bay the old ice still adhered to the shore. If that could be reached, they would be safe. Eagerly the women strained their eyes, and even stretched out their hands as if to grasp the shore, for the fear of instant death had banished all other thoughts. A few minutes more, and Ujarak, standing up in his eagerness, flourishing the great whip, and shouting at the pitch of his voice, drove the yelling dogs off the crackling sheet of ice to a place of safety on the solid floe.

It did not require the wizards altered tone to inform the sagacious animals that the danger was past. Down they flopped at once to rest, panting vehemently, and with tongues out; but they were not permitted to rest long, Ujaraks fear of pursuit was so great. Even while securing on the sledge the articles that had been disarranged, he could not help casting frequent suspicious glances in the direction from which they had come, for guilt is ever ready to anticipate retribution even when it is far distant. As soon as the fastenings were arranged he prepared to continue the flight.

Where do you take us to? asked Kabelaw, in a tone of humility which was very foreign to her nature.

You shall know that in time, was the stern reply.

Nunaga was too much frightened to speak, but little Tumbler was not.

Bad  bad man! he exclaimed, with a fierce look that caused the wizard for a moment to smile grimly.

Little Pussi was so horrified at the reckless presumption of the remark, that she hid her face in Nunagas lap and did not venture to look up for some time.

Getting on the sledge without another word, the wizard gave a hint to the dogs which was so unmistakable that they sprang up and resumed their journey at full gallop. Slowly the sun went down, and sea and berg and snow-clad cliff grew grey in the light of departing day. Still the panting team sped on over the frozen sea. Soon it became too dark to travel with safety. The pace was slackened. The run became a canter, then a trot, and then a walk. At last the driver stopped, jumped off the sledge, and ordered the women to get out the seal and feed the dogs. He also gave them permission to help themselves, but as there was no lamp or fire, it was evident that he meant them to eat their supper raw.

Leaving them while thus engaged, he walked away out of sight.

I wont have raw seal, said Tumbler, in that tone of petulant resolve which tells of spoilt-childism.

An me wont too, said Pussi, profiting by example.

But theres nothing else, said Nunaga, gently.

Yes, there is. I have got some cold seal in my boots  from this mornings breakfast, said Kabelaw, extracting a goodly-sized morsel; I never go on a journey, however short, without a bit of cooked meat.

Lest the reader should be perplexed here, we may explain that some Eskimo ladies often make the wide tops of their long sealskin boots do duty for pockets.

The party was still engaged in discussing the delicacy referred to, and commenting in pitiable tones on their situation, when Ujarak returned, bade them resume their places, jumped on the sledge, and continued to advance. In half an hour the moon rose in a clear sky. The stars shone brightly, and to add to the beauty of the scene, the aurora borealis played and shot about vividly overhead, enabling them to resume a rapid gallop.

It was not till the night was far advanced, and his dogs were nearly worn-out, and full sixty miles lay between him and his native village, that Ujarak felt himself to be comparatively safe, and halted for a prolonged rest.

Without a word, he made for himself a shelter with a bear-skin under a low bush, devoured a lump of raw seals flesh, and then went to sleep, leaving the women to look after themselves, the dogs, and the children, as best they might. Fortunately, they were well able to do so, and, being very weary, were not long in doing it. While they went about the work, however, they could not help remarking the unusually morose and surly manner of their master, and expressed the opinion that he was already troubled with that mental complaint to which we give the name of remorse.

And they were right. Bad as the wizard was, he had hitherto kept within the bounds of Eskimo propriety; but now at last he had overstepped those bounds and become a criminal  an outlaw. By one hasty act he had cut, for ever, the cords which had united him to his kindred.




Chapter Seventeen.

Tells of Despair and a Wild Pursuit.

On discovering that Nunaga and the children were not at Moss Bay, and that there were no fresh sledge tracks in that region to tell of their whereabouts, Simek drove back to the village at a wild scamper, in a state of mind very much the reverse of jovial. His hope was that the girl might have been to some other locality, and had perhaps returned during his absence; but the first glance at Nuna put that hope to flight, for the poor woman was in a state of terrible anxiety.

Cheery little Kunelik and her mild son did their best to comfort her, but without success, for she knew well the determined character of the man who had probably carried off her children.

Has she not come back? demanded Simek, appearing, like an infuriated Polar bear, at the inside opening of the passage to Okioks mansion.

No, gasped Nuna.

Simek said no more, but backed out faster than he had come in. Ippegoo followed him.

Run, Ippe; tell all the men to get all their sledges and dogs ready, and come here to me.

Ippegoo ran off at once, while the energetic hunter rearranged the fastenings of his own sledge and team as if for a long journey.

He was thus engaged when Okiok and Angut were seen approaching the village at an easy trot. Evidently they knew nothing of what had occurred. Simek ran out to meet them. A few words sufficed to explain. The news seemed to stun both men at first, but the after-effect on each was wonderfully different. The blood rushed to Okioks face like a torrent. He clenched his hands and teeth, glared and stamped, and went on like one deranged  as indeed for the moment he was. Angut, on the other hand, was perfectly self-possessed and subdued, but his heaving chest, quivering nostrils, compressed lips, and frowning brows told that a volcano of emotion raged within.

Turning suddenly to Okiok, he seized him by both arms as if his hands were vices.

Listen, he said, with a sort of subdued intensity, that had the effect of quieting his friend; get out your sledge and dogs.

All are ready, interposed Simek, eagerly.

Angut waited for no more, but, leaving his friends, ran off at full speed towards the village. Okiok and Simek leaped on their respective sledges and followed.

On arriving, it was found that most of the active men of the tribe were already assembled, with dogs harnessed, provisions and hunting-gear strapped down, and all ready for a journey of any length.

To these Angut gave directions in a tone and manner that deeply impressed his friends. Not that he was loud or eager or violent; on the contrary, he was unusually calm, but deadly pale, and with an air of tremendous resolution about him that made the men listen intently and obey with promptitude. In a very few minutes he had sent off one and another in almost every direction, with instructions where to go, what to do, and how and when to return, in the event of failure. Then he leaped on his own sledge, and turned to Red Rooney, who was standing by.

Ridroonee, he said, in a somewhat sad tone, I go to find Nunaga. If I succeed not, you will see me no more.

He held out his hand to take farewell in the Kablunets fashion.

What say you? exclaimed Rooney, taken by surprise, Nonsense! see you no  Pooh!  hold on a bit.

He ran into his friends hut, and quickly returned with his bear-skin sleeping-bag and a small wallet which contained his little all.

Now then, he cried, jumping on the sledge, away you go as soon as you like. Im with ee, lad.

Angut shook his head.

But the Kablunet is not yet strong enough to travel, said the Eskimo, doubtfully.

The Kablunet is strong enough to pitch you over his head; and hell do it too, if you dont drive on.

With another doubtful look and shake of the head, Angut seized his whip. The dogs, knowing the signal well, sprang up. At that moment Angut observed the little eyes of Kannoa peering at him wistfully.

Come, he said, holding out a hand.

The old womans visage beamed with joy, as she seized the hand, and scrambled on the sledge. Then the lash came round with the wonted crack. The dogs winced, but did not suffer, for Angut was merciful to his beasts, and away they went at full speed  Okiok having dashed off in similar fashion with his two sons and Simek in another direction a few minutes before them.

North, south, east, and west, on land and sea, did those Eskimos search for tracks of the fugitives; but the whole immediate neighbourhood was so cut up in all directions by the daily out-going and in-coming of their own hunters, that the discovering of a special track was not easy  indeed, almost impossible. All day they sped over the ice and snow in widening circles. When night came, they waited till the moon arose, and then continued the search. It was not till the forenoon of the following day that the unsuccessful searchers began to drop in one by one, worn-out and disheartened.

Nuna and the other women had breakfast ready for them. Little was said, for the women were depressed, and the men, after eating, immediately sought much-needed repose. It was nearly evening before Okiok and his sons returned.

No sign anywhere, he said in reply to his poor wifes mute inquiry. Ippegoo, he added, turning to the youth, whose woe-begone expression at another time would have been ludicrous, I will sleep for some time. Let the dogs be well fed all round, and be ready to start with me when the moon rises.

Without another word, he stretched himself on the floor, pillowed his head on a deerskin, and went to sleep almost on the instant.

Meanwhile Angut had driven straight to Moss Bay. His search was not one of a wild haphazard nature. Despite the agitation of his breast, his mind was clear and his head cool. Judging that Nunaga must at least have started for her intended destination, whatever might afterwards have induced her to change her mind, he drove slowly along, observing with a lynx eye everything that looked in the slightest degree like a divergence from the route. The consequence was, that on reaching the place where the divergence had actually taken place, he pulled up, and got off the sledge to examine.

Youre right, remarked Rooney, who accompanied his friend, while old Kannoa remained with the dogs. Its easy to see that a sledge has turned off here.

Quite easy, responded the Eskimo, with suppressed eagerness; we will follow.

Running back, they turned the dogs into the fresh track, and soon came to the place where Ujarak had joined the women. Angut pointed to the footprints with a gleam of unusual ferocity in his eyes. For some time they could easily follow the track, and went along at a rapid pace; but when it led them to the point where it joined other tracks, the difficulty of following became great. Of course Angut at once understood the object of this ruse, and became more attentive to every mark that seemed in the remotest degree to indicate another divergence, but failed to hit upon the spot, and finally came to a halt when far out on the floes where drift had obliterated the old sledge-marks, and a recent track could not have escaped notice. Then he made a wide circular sweep, which was meant to cut across all the tracks that radiated from the village.

In this manoeuvre he was more successful.

Towards evening he came upon a recent track which led straight to the southward.

Got him at last! exclaimed Rooney, with a shout of excitement and satisfaction.

I think so, said Angut, as he went down on his knees and carefully examined the marks on the floe. His opinion was clearly shown by his starting up suddenly, jumping on the sledge again, flourishing his whip savagely, and setting off at a pace that obliged Rooney to seize the lashings with both hands and hold on tight. Old Kannoa did the same, and stuck to the sledge like a limpet, with her chin resting on her knees and her sharp little eyes gazing anxiously ahead.

Soon they came to the rough ground that had tried the quality of the wizards sledge, and the vehicle bumped over the ice at such a rate that the poor old woman was almost pitched out.

Hallo! hold on! cried Rooney, as they went over a hummock with a crash that made Kannoa gasp, youll kill the poor thing if you

He stopped short, for another crash almost tumbled himself over the stern of the vehicle.

Angut was roused to desperation. He scarcely knew what he was doing, as he lashed the yelping team furiously, hoping that when he should pass the cape ahead of him he would come in sight of the fugitives.

Here, catch hold of me, old woman, cried Rooney, putting an arm round the poor creatures waist; sit on my legs. Theyll act something like a buffer to your old bones.

Kannoa gave a sort of lively chuckle at the novelty of the situation, let go her hold of the sledge, and made a sudden plunge at Rooney, grasping him tight round the neck with both arms. She was little more than a baby in the seamans huge grasp, nevertheless, having only one arm to spare, and with a sledge that not only bumped, but swung about like a wild thing, he found her quite as much as he could manage.

The night had fairly set in when the cape was rounded, so that nothing could be distinguished, not even the track they had been following  and travelling became dangerous.

No use to push on, Angut, remarked Rooney, as his friend pulled up; we must have patience.

Yes; the moon will be up soon, returned his friend; we will now rest and feed.

The resting meant sitting there in the dark on the side of the sleigh, and the feeding consisted in devouring a lump of seals flesh raw. Although not very palatable, this was eminently profitable food, as Angut well knew. As for Rooney, he had learned by that time to eat whatever came in his way with thankfulness  when hungry, and not to eat at all when otherwise.

The moon rose at last, and revealed the sheet of glassy ice which had previously disconcerted Ujarak. Angut also beheld it with much concern, and went on foot to examine it. He returned with an anxious look.

They have crossed, he said moodily, but the ice has cracked much, and my sledge is, I fear, heavier than theirs.

We can walk, you know, and so lighten it, said Rooney.

No; it is only by a dash at full speed that we can do it. Will my friend run the risk?

He would not be your friend if he were not willing, returned the seaman gravely; but what about Kannoa? Its not fair to risk her life.

We cannot leave her behind, said Angut, with a perplexed glance at the cowering figure on the sledge. She could not return to the village on foot. That would be greater risk to her than going on with us.

At this point the old woman looked up with a sort of pleasant grin, and croaked  

Kannoa is not heavy. Take her with you. She is quite willing to live or die with Angut and Ridroonee.

With a slight smile the Eskimo resumed his place and whip. Rooney patted Kannoa on the head as he sat down beside her, and called her a brave old girl.

Another moment, and the dogs were out on the glassy plain, galloping as well as they could, and yelping as much from fear of the rending and bending ice as the cracking whip.

They had not advanced twenty yards when one of the sledge-runners broke through. This brought them to a sudden halt. Next moment the sledge went down, and Angut found himself struggling with the dogs in the sea. Fortunately Rooney, being near the back part of the sledge, was able to roll off in a sort of back-somersault before the vehicle was quite submerged. Even in the act he did not forget Kannoa. He made a blind grasp at her in passing, but found her not, for that remarkable woman, at the first alarm, and being well aware of what was coming, had sprawled off at the rear, and was already on the ice in safety.

The two now set to work to rescue Angut and the dogs. The former had cut the latter free from the sledge, so that it was not difficult to haul them out along with their master. For it must be remembered that, although the thin ice had failed to bear the sledge, it was sufficiently strong to support the individuals singly.

To get the sledge out of the water was, however, a matter of much greater difficulty, but they accomplished it in the course of an hour or so. The process of doing this helped to dry Anguts garments, which was fortunate. It was also fortunate that the sharp spring frost, which had set fast the space of open water, had by that time given way, so that there was no fear of evil consequences from the ducking either to dogs or man.

But now came the serious question, What was to be done?

It is of no use trying it again, said Angut, in a frame of mind amounting almost to despair.

Could we not send Kannoa back with the sledge, and you and I make sail after them on foot? asked Rooney.

Angut shook his head despondingly.

Of no use, he said; they have the best dogs in our village. As well might a rabbit pursue a deer. No; there is but one course. The land-ice is impassable, but the floes out on the sea seem still to be fast. If they break up while we are on them we shall be lost. Will Ridroonee agree to take old Kannoa back to her friends, and I will go forward with the sledge alone?

What say you, Kannoa? asked Rooney, turning to the old woman with a half-humorous look.

Kannoa says she will live or die with Angut and Ridroonee, she replied firmly.

Youre a trump! exclaimed the seaman in English. Then, turning to the Eskimo  

You see, Angut, its impossible to get rid of us, so up anchor, my boy, and off we go seaward. The truth is, I ought to feel more in my element when we get out to sea.

Seeing that they were resolved, Angut made no further objection, but, directing the dogs heads away from the land, flourished his long whip over them, and set off at as break-neck a pace as before over the seaward ice-floes.




Chapter Eighteen.

A Terrible Encounter, Disastrous Results, and Singular Termination.

Let us return now to the wizard and his captives.

After travelling for several days at the utmost possible speed, the guilty man began to feel at ease as regarded pursuit, and commenced to advance at a more reasonable rate, giving the poor dogs time for sufficient rest, and going out once or twice on the floes to procure fresh supplies of seal-flesh for himself and his party.

The thaw which had by that time set steadily in had not broken up the old ice to the southward, so that no more thin ice or open water was met with. But although he had thus begun to take things more easily, Ujarak did not by any means waste time. The wretched man was very morose, even savage, insomuch that he would scarcely reply to the questions which were timidly put to him at times by the women. It was evident that he repented of his hasty flight, and no doubt was rendered desperate by the reflection that the matter was by that time past remedy.

One morning, on rounding one of those bluff precipitous capes which jut out from the western coast of Greenland into Baffins Bay, they came unexpectedly in sight of a band of Eskimos who were travelling northwards.

Ujarak pulled up at once, and for some moments seemed uncertain what to do. He had not yet been observed, so that there was a possibility of turning aside, if he were so disposed, and hiding among the rugged masses of ice which lined the bottom of the cliffs. Before he could make up his mind, however, on the subject, a loud shout from the Eskimos showed that he had been observed.

Turning sharply, and with a savage scowl, to the women, he said in a low voice  

If you say that I have run away with you, I will kill you and the children.

A smile of contempt flickered on the face of Kabelaw at the moment. Observing it, the wizard added  

There will be no escape for you. Your death will be certain, for even if these people were to kill me, and carry you back to the village, my torngak would follow you and kill you.

He said no more, for he knew well that he had said enough.

At first sight of the Eskimo band, Kabelaws heart had leaped for joy, because she at once made up her mind to explain how matters stood, and claim protection, which she had no doubt they would grant. But some Eskimos, not less than many civilised people, are deeply imbued with superstition, and the bare idea of an invisible torngak pursuing her to the death  in the possibility of which she and Nunaga more or less believed  was too much for her. In fear and trembling she made up her mind to be silent, and submit to her fate. It need scarcely be added, so did her more timid companion.

Where do you come from? asked the leader of the party when they met.

From the far-away there, replied the wily wizard, pointing northward. I do not ask where you come from.

Why not? demanded the leader, in some surprise.

Because I know already, answered Ujarak, that you come from the far-away there, pointing southward; and I know that, because I am an angekok. You have come from a spot near to the land where the Kablunets have settled, and you are bringing iron and other things to exchange with my kinsmen for horns of the narwhal and tusks of the walrus.

Knowing as he did from rumour that Eskimos from the Moravian settlements were in the habit of travelling northward for the purposes of barter, (though they had not up to that time travelled so far north as his own tribe), and observing bundles of hoop-iron on the sledges, it did not require much penetration on the part of a quick mind like that of Ujarak to guess whence the strangers had come, and what their object was. Nevertheless, the leader and most of the party who had circled round the wizard and his sledge, opened their eyes in amazement at this smart statement of their affairs.

My brother must indeed be a great angekok, for he seems to know all things. But we did not come from near the land where the Kablunets have built their huts. We have come from it, said the matter-of-fact leader.

Did I not say that? returned Ujarak promptly.

No; you said near it  whereas we came from it, from inside of itself.

Inside of itself must be very near it, surely! retorted the wizard, with a grave look of appeal to those around him.

A laugh and nod of approval was the reply, for Eskimos appreciate even the small end of a joke, however poor, and often allow it to sway their judgment more powerfully than the best of reasoning  in which characteristic do they not strongly resemble some people who ought to know better? The matter-of-fact leader smiled grimly, and made no further objection to the wizards claim to correct intelligence.

Now, continued Ujarak, for he felt the importance of at once taking and keeping the upper hand, my tribe is not far from here; but they are going away on a hunting expedition, so you must lose no time, else they will be gone before you arrive. They want iron very much. They have horns and tusks in plenty. They will be glad to see you. My torngak told me you were coming, so I came out a long way to meet you. I brought my wives and children with me, because I want to visit the Kablunets, and inquire about their new religion.

He paused for a moment or two, to let his tissue of lies have full effect, but the very matter-of-fact leader took advantage of the pause to ask how it was that if he, Ujarak, had been told by his torngak of the coming of the trading party, he had failed to tell his tribe not to go on a hunting expedition, but to await their arrival.

Ha! ho! exclaimed several of the Eskimos, turning a sharp gaze upon the wizard, as much as to say, Theres a puzzler for you, angekok!

But Ujarak, although pulled up for a moment, was not to be overturned easily. Torngaks, he said, do not always reveal all they know at once. If they did, angekoks would only have to listen to all they had to tell on every subject, and there would be an end of it; they would have no occasion to use their judgments at all. No; the torngaks tell what they choose by degrees. Mine told me to leave my tribe, and visit the Kablunets. On the way he told me more, but not all.

This explanation seemed quite satisfactory to some, but not to all of them. Seeing this, the wizard hastened to turn their minds from the subject by asking how far it was to the land of the Kablunets.

Four suns journey, replied the leader.

It is the same to the village of my kindred, exclaimed Ujarak, getting quickly on his sledge. I must hasten on, and so must you. Time must not be wasted.

With a flourish of his whip, he started his team at full speed, scattering the Eskimos right and left, and scouring over the ice like the wind.

For a moment or two the leader of the band thought of pursuit, but seeing at a glance that none of his teams were equal to that of Ujarak, and feeling, perhaps, that it might be dangerous to pursue an angekok, he gave up the idea, and resumed his northward route.

For two days more the wizard continued his journey, encamping each night at sunset, eating his supper apart, making his bed of bearskins in the lee of a shrub or under the shelter of an overhanging cliff, and leaving his captives to make themselves comfortable as best they could on the sledge. This they did without difficulty, all of them being well accustomed to rough it, and having plenty of bear and deerskins to keep them warm. The dogs also contributed to this end by crowding round the party, with deep humility of expression, as close as they were allowed to come.

At the end of these two days an incident occurred which totally changed the aspect of affairs.

On the morning of the third day they started with the dawn, and drove steadily southward for a couple of hours. They had just traversed a small bay, and were close to the high cape which formed its southern extremity, when one of the bars of the sledge broke, rendering a halt necessary. Breaking the gloomy silence which he had so long maintained, the wizard spoke:

Go, he said, cook some food under the cliffs there. I will mend the sledge.

The women replied, not by words, but by the more emphatic method of at once obeying the order. Kabelaw seized and shouldered a large piece of raw seals flesh. Nunaga took up little Pussi with one hand, and the materials for producing fire with the other, and followed her companion. Tumbler brought up the rear, staggering under the weight of the cooking-lamp.

They had only a couple of hundred yards to go. In a few minutes Kabelaw was busy under the cliffs producing fire, in the usual Eskimo fashion with two pieces of dry wood, while her friend set up the lamp and sliced the meat. The children, inheriting as they did the sterling helpful propensities of their parents, went actively about, interfering with everything, in their earnest endeavours to assist.

Isnt he strange? remarked Kabelaw, glancing in the direction of Ujarak, as she diligently twirled the fire-stick between her palms; so different from what he was.

I think, said Nunaga, pouring oil into the lamp, that he is sorry for what he has done.

No; him not sorry, said Tumbler, as he assisted Pussi to rise, for she had tripped and fallen; him not sorry  him sulky.

Kabelaw took no notice of this juvenile observation, but, blowing the spark which she had at last evoked into a flame, expressed some doubt as to Ujaraks repentance, and said she had never seen him in a state of sorry-tude before. Whereupon Tumbler pertly rejoined that he had often seen him in a state of sulky-tude!

The damage to the sledge was slight. It was soon repaired, and the wizard brought it round with him to the spot where breakfast was being got ready.

This was the first time he had eaten with them since the flight began. His manner, however, was not much changed. He was still silent and gloomy, though once or twice he condescended to make a remark or two about the weather.

When a man talks upon the weather, the ice is fairly broken  even in Arctic regions  and from that well-nigh universal starting-point Ujarak went on to make a few more remarks. He did so very sternly, however, as though to protest against the idea that he was softening to the smallest extent.

Nunaga, he said, holding up a finger, in two suns, or less, we shall arrive at the land where the Kablunets have built houses and settled down.

We may explain that the wizard here referred to the Moravians, who had about that time sent out their first mission to Greenland. Of course he knew nothing of the object those self-sacrificing men had in view in thus establishing themselves in Greenland, only vague rumours having at that time reached his distant tribe. All he knew was that they were Kablunets, or foreigners, and that they had something mysterious to tell about the God of the Kablunets.

Nunaga received Ujaraks information in silence, and waited for more.

And now, he continued, I want you to say when you arrive there that you are my wife.

But I am not your wife, returned Nunaga gently, yet firmly.

The wizard frowned, then he glared fiercely, then he looked sad, then there settled on his visage a sulky look which gradually faded away, leaving nothing but a simple blank behind. After that he opened his lips, and was about to speak, when Nunaga opened her pretty eyes to their widest, also her pretty mouth, and gave vent to a tremendous shriek, which, reverberating among the cliffs, caused all the creatures around her, canine and human, to leap electrically to their feet.

To account for this we must take the reader round to the other side of the cliff, at the foot of which the party sat enjoying their breakfast.

There, all ignorant of the human beings so near at hand, sauntered an enormous Polar bear. It seated itself presently on its haunches, and swayed itself gently to and fro, with its head on one side, as if admiring the Arctic scenery. There was not much more than a space of five hundred yards between the parties, but owing to the great promontory which formed an effectual screen between them, and the fact that the light air blew from the land to the sea, neither bear nor dogs had scented each other.

It seemed as if Bruin had only just got out of bed, for his little eyes blinked sleepily, his motions were exceedingly slow, and his yawns were frequent as well as remonstrative in tone. Doubtless bears, like men, dislike early rising!

Having gazed at the scenery long enough, and shaken off its lethargy to some extent, the bear began probably to think of food. Then it arose, sauntered round the promontory, and presented itself to the more than astonished gaze of Nunaga, who was the only one that chanced to sit facing in its direction.

The resulting shriek and its consequences seemed to have a petrifying effect on the animal, for it stood stock still for some moments, and simply gazed. This condition of things was instantly changed by three of the dogs breaking their traces, and rushing wildly at the animal. With two nimble pats of its great paws it sent two of the dogs into the air, almost killing them, while the third it dismissed, yelling hideously, with a bad tear in its flank.

Quick as thought, Ujarak set the other dogs free, and the whole pack ran open-mouthed at their natural foe, but another dog being promptly sent away howling, the rest were cowed, and confined themselves to barking furiously round their powerful foe.

Apparently this was an old bear, confident perhaps in its strength, and used, it might be, to dog-assaults, for it paid no further attention to its canine opponents, but advanced with a very threatening aspect towards the sledge.

It is pretty well-known that two Eskimo men of average strength and courage are more than a snatch for the Polar bear, if armed with spears. The mode of attack is simple. The two men separate. The one who arranges to be the slayer of the animal advances on its left side; the other on its right. Thus the victims attention is distracted; it becomes undecided which foe to attack first. The hunter on the right settles the question by running in, and giving him a prick with the spear. Turning in fury on this man, the bear exposes its left side to the full force of a deadly thrust of the spear, which usually reaches the heart, and finishes it. The chances, however, are very much in favour of the bear when the man is alone. Hence, single hunters are not fond of attacking a Polar bear, except when unusually strong and courageous, as well as confident of their dexterity.

Now it happened that Ujarak, although strong and courageous enough, was not over-confident of his dexterity. With a tried comrade, he would readily have faced any bear in the Arctic regions, but on this occasion he felt he had to depend entirely on himself.

Seizing a spear quickly, he looked at the approaching animal, and glanced uneasily at Nunaga.

If I am killed, he said, you will have to defend the children.

There was a tone of pathos in the voice, which showed that no touch of selfish fear influenced the man.

Hitherto the women and children had stood absolutely horror-struck and helpless, but the vigorous nature of Kabelaw came to her aid.

We will help you, she suddenly cried, catching up two spears, and thrusting one into the hands of Nunaga; two women may perhaps be equal to one man.

The wizard smiled grimly in spite of circumstances at this heroic action, but there was no time for reply, as the bear was already close to them.

Poor, timid Nunaga, trembling from skin to marrow, had just courage enough to grasp her spear and follow Kabelaw. The latter understood well how to act. She had often seen her own kinsmen do the work that was required of her. As for the two little ones, they continued throughout to stand limp and motionless, with eyes and mouths wide-open.

Of course Kabelaw ran to the right, and Ujarak to the left of the foe. Advancing, as in duty bound, a step or two ahead of her male friend, the former proceeded to prick the bear; but when the monster rose on his hind legs, and towered to a height of eight feet, if not more, her heart failed her. Nevertheless, she made a gallant thrust, which might have at least incommoded the animal had not the spear received a blow which not only sent it spinning out of the womans hand, but hurled poor Kabelaw herself on the ice, a small lump of which cut open her temple, and rendered her for the moment insensible. At the same instant the wizard took prompt advantage of his opportunity, and delivered what should have been the death-wound. But the very energy of the man foiled him, for the spear entered too near the shoulder, and stuck upon the bone.

The fall of Kabelaw had the peculiar effect of producing a gush of desperation in the tender heart of Nunaga, which amounted, almost, to courage. With a lively shriek she shut her eyes, rushed in on the bear, and gave it a dab in the side, which actually sent her weapon into the flesh about an inch deep, and there it stuck fast.

Feeling this new sting, the bear turned on her with a gasp of rage. She looked up. The great paws were extended over her head. The dreadful jaws were open. Letting go her weapon, Nunaga cast up her arms, shut her eyes again, and sank shuddering on the ice. Down came the bear, but at that critical moment an irresistible force effected what the united party had failed to accomplish. The butt of Nunagas spear chanced to enter a crack in the ice, where it stuck fast, and the weight of the descending animal sent the point through flesh, ribs, and heart, and out at his backbone. The spear broke of course, but in breaking it turned the monster on one side, and saved the poor girl from being smothered. At the same moment Ujarak had made another desperate thrust, which, unlike the former, entered deep, but being misdirected, did not touch a vital part. In the violence of his effort the man fell, and the dying bear rolled upon him, rendering him also insensible.

When poor little Nunaga, recovering from her state of semi-consciousness, opened her eyes, and sat up, her first impression was that the bear, the wizard, and Kabelaw lay around her dead.

Bad as the state of matters was, however, it was not quite so bad as that. The poor girls first act was to burst into a hysterical fit of laughter  so wonderfully constituted are some female minds  and she followed that up with an equally hysterical fit of weeping. But to do her justice, the fits did not last above half a minute. Then she suddenly stopped, dried her eyes, jumped up, and, pursing her lips and knitting her brows, ran to her friend, whom she found just returning to a state of consciousness.

What has happened? asked Kabelaw, in a dazed manner, as she looked at the blood which flowed from her wound.

Nunaga did not answer, but ran to the bear, which was quite dead, and began to drag it off Ujarak. With great difficulty, and by first hauling at its neck and then at its tail, she managed to move it just enough to set the mans head and chest free. The wizard, thus partially relieved, soon began to show signs of returning life. In a few minutes he was able to sit up and drag his right leg from under the bear, but he was much exhausted, and only got it free after great exertion.

Are you hurt? asked Nunaga, in a tone of commiseration.

Not much, I think. I  I am not sure. I feel as if I had been much shaken, and my leg is painful. I hope, he added, feeling the limb with both hands, that it is not

He finished the sentence with a deep groan. But it was not a groan of pain so much as of despair, for his leg, he found, was broken just above the ankle.

It may perhaps require a little thought on the part of those who dwell in civilised lands to understand fully all that this implied to the Eskimo. If it did not absolutely mean death by exposure and starvation, it at all events meant life under extremely uncomfortable conditions of helplessness and pain; it meant being completely at the mercy of two women whom he had grievously wronged; and it meant that, at the best, he could not avoid ultimately falling into the hands of his angry and outraged kinsmen. All this the wizard perceived at a glance  hence his groan.

Now it may not be out of place to remark here that the qualities of mercy, pity, forgiveness, etcetera, are not by any means confined to the people of Christian lands. We believe that, as our Saviour died for the sins of the whole world, so the Spirit of Jesus is to be found working righteousness among individuals of even the worst and most savage nations of the earth. The extreme helplessness and pain to which her enemy was reduced, instead of gratifying revenge in Nunaga, aroused in her gentle breast feelings of the tenderest pity; and she not only showed her sympathy in her looks and tones, but by her actions, for she at once set to work to bind up the broken limb to the best of her ability.

In this operation she was gleefully assisted by little Tumbler and Pussi, who, having recovered from their horror when the bear fell dead, seemed to think that all succeeding acts were part of a play got up for their special amusement.

When the surgical work was done, Nunaga again turned her attention to Kabelaw. She had indeed felt a little surprised that her friend seemed to take no interest in the work in which she was engaged, and was still more surprised when, on going up to her, she found her sitting in the same position in which she had left her, and wearing the same stupid half-stunned look on her face. A few words sufficed to reveal the truth, and, to Nunagas consternation, she found that her friend was suffering from what is known among the civilised as concussion of the brain.

When the full significance of her condition at last forced itself upon the poor girl, when she came to see clearly that she was, as it were, cast away in the Arctic wilderness, with the whole care of a helpless man and woman and two equally helpless children, besides a sledge and team of dogs, devolving on her she proved herself to be a true heroine by rising nobly to the occasion.

Her first act was to return, with characteristic humility, and ask Ujarak what she must do.

You must take the dogs and sledge and the children, he answered in a low voice, and save yourselves.

What! and leave you here?

Yes; I am bad. It is well that I should die.

But Kabelaw? said the girl, with a glance at her friend. She has got the head-sickness and cannot help herself.

Leave her to die also, said the wizard carelessly; she is not worth much.

Never! cried Nunaga, with emphasis. I will save her, I will save you all. Did you not tell me that the village of the Kablunets is only two suns from here?

That is so, Nunaga.

Can you creep to the sledge? asked the girl quickly.

I think I can.

Try, then.

The wizard tried, and found that he could creep on his hands and one knee, dragging the wounded limb on the ice. It gave him excruciating pain, but he was too much of a man to mind that. In a few minutes he was lying at full length on the sledge.

Now, Tumbler and Pussi, said Nunaga, cover him well up with skins, while I go and fetch Kabelaw, but dont touch his leg.

She found that Kabelaw could walk slowly, with support, and after much exertion succeeded in getting her also laid out upon the sledge alongside of the wizard. Then Nunaga tied them both firmly down with long walrus-lines. She also attached the children to the sledge with lines round their waists, to prevent their being jolted off. Having thus made things secure, and having cut off some choice portions of the bear for food, she harnessed the dogs, grasped the whip, mounted to the drivers place, brought the heavy lash down with wonderful effect on the backs of the whole team, and set off at full gallop towards the land where Kablunets were said to dwell.

Fortunately, the ice was smooth most of the way, for jolting was not only injurious to poor Kabelaw, but gave the wizard great additional pain. It also had the effect of bumping Tumbler and Pussi against each other, and sometimes strained their lashings almost to the breaking point.

At night Nunaga selected as comfortable a spot as she could find under the shelter of the Greenland cliffs, and there  after detaching the children, re-dressing Ujaraks leg, arranging the couch of the semi-conscious Kabelaw, and feeding the hungry dogs  she set up her lamp, and cooked savoury seal and bear cutlets for the whole party. And, not withstanding the prejudices with which fastidious people may receive the information, it is an unquestionable fact that the frying of seal and bear cutlets sends a most delicious influence up the nose, though perhaps it may require intense hunger and an Eskimos digestion to enable one to appreciate to the full the value of such food.

These labours ended, Nunaga put the little ones to bed, made the wizard and Kabelaw as comfortable as possible for the night, fastened up the dogs, and, spreading her own couch in the most convenient spot beside them, commenced her well-earned nights repose. The first night her bed was a flat rock; the second, a patch of sand; but on both occasions the cheery little woman softened the place with a thick bear-skin, and, curling up, covered herself with the soft skin of a reindeer.

And what were the thoughts of the wicked Ujarak as he lay there, helpless and suffering, silently watching Nunaga? We can tell, for he afterwards made a partial confession of them.

She is very pretty, he thought, and very kind. I always knew that, but now I see that she is much more. She is forgiving. I took her from her home by force, and would have made her my wife against her will  yet she is good to me. I have been harsh, unkind, cruel, sulky to her ever since we left home  yet she is good to me. I have torn her from all those whom she loves, with the intention that she should never see them again  yet she is good to me. She might have left me to die, and might easily have gone home by herself, and it would have served me right, but  but she is good to me. I am not a man. I am a beast  a bear  a fox  a walrus

As the wizard thought thus, a couple of tears overflowed their boundaries, and rolled down the hitherto untried channel of his cheeks.

Do you think, reader, that this line of thought and emotion, even in a savage, was unnatural? Is not the same principle set forth in Scripture in reference to far higher things? Need we remind you that it is the goodness of God which leadeth thee, (or any one else), to repentance?

As it is in the spiritual world, so is it in the natural. At the time of which we write the same grand principle was powerfully at work in Nature. Thick-ribbed ice, which the united forces of humanity could not have disrupted, was being silently yet rapidly dissolved by the genial influence of the sun, insomuch that on the evening of the day after Nunaga had been compelled by circumstances to assume command of the expedition, several sheets of open water appeared where ice had been expected, and the anxious charioteer was more than once obliged to risk the lives of the whole party by driving out to sea on the floes  that being better than the alternative of remaining where they were, to die of starvation.

But by that time they were not far distant from the Kablunet settlements.




Chapter Nineteen.

Spring returns  Kayak Evolutions  Angut is Puzzled.

Why some people should wink and blink as well as smirk when they are comfortable is a question which might possibly be answered by cats if they could speak, but which we do not profess to understand. Nevertheless we are bound to record the fact that on the very day when Nunaga and her invalids drew near to the first Moravian settlements in Greenland, Ippegoo slowly mounted a hillside which overlooked the icy sea, flung himself down on a moss-clad bank, and began to wink and blink and smirk in a way that surpassed the most comfortable cat that ever revelled on rug or slumbered in sunshine.

Ippegoo was supremely happy, and his felicity, like that of most simple folk, reposed on a simple basis. It was merely this  that Spring had returned to the Arctic regions.

Spring! Ha! who among the dwellers in our favoured land has the faintest idea of  of  pooh!  words are wanting. The British poets, alive and dead, have sung of Spring, and doubtless have fancied that they understood it. They had no more idea of what they were singing about than  than the man in the moon, if we may venture to use a rather hackneyed comparison. Listen, reader, humbly, as becometh the ignorant.

Imagine yourself an Eskimo. Dont overdo it. You need not in imagination adopt the hairy garments, or smear yourself with oil, or eat raw blubber. For our purpose it will suffice to transport yourself into the Arctic regions, and invest yourself with the average intelligence of an ordinary human being who has not been debased by the artificial evils that surround modern civilisation, or demoralised by strong drink. In this condition of happy simplicity you draw near to the end of an Arctic winter.

During eight months or so you have been more or less shrivelled-up, petrified, mummified, by frost of the most intense and well-nigh intolerable description. Your whole body has frequently been pierced by winds, the constituents of which seemed to be needles and fire. Shelter has been one of your chief subjects of meditation every day  ofttimes all day; unwillingness to quit that shelter and eagerness to return to it being your dominant characteristic. Darkness palpable has been around you for many weeks, followed by a twilight of gloom so prolonged that you feel as if light were a long-past memory. Your eyes have become so accustomed to ice and snow that white, or rather whitey-grey, has long since usurped and exclusively held the place of colour in your imagination, so that even black  a black cliff or a black rock cropping up out of the snow  becomes a mitigated joy. Your ears have been so attuned to the howling blast with interludes of dead calm and variations of rending icebergs and bellowing walrus accompaniments, that melodious harmonies have fled affrighted from your brain. As for your nose  esprit de marrow fat, extract of singed hide, essence of lamp-smoke, eau de cuisine, and de-oxygenised atmosphere of snow-hut, have often inclined you to dash into the open air, regardless of frost and snow, for purposes of revivification. Imagine all these things intensified to the uttermost, and prolonged to nigh the limits of endurance, so that genial ideas and softening influences seem to have become things of the long-forgotten past, and then try to imagine a change, compared to which all the transformation scenes of all the pantomimes that ever blazed are as a tomtits chirp to a lions roar, or a  a  Words fail again! No matter.

But dont give in yet. Try, now, to imagine this sudden transformation wrought, perhaps, in a few days to the slow music of southern zephyrs, bearing on their wings light, and heat, and sunshine. Your ear is surprised  absolutely startled  by the sound of trickling water. Old memories that you thought were dead come back in the trumpet of the wild-goose, the whistling wing of the duck, the plaintive cry of the plover. Your nose  ah! your nose cocks up and snuffs a smell  pardon!  a scent. It is the scent of the great orb on which you stand, saturated at last with life-giving water, and beginning to vivify all the green things that have so long been hidden in her capacious bosom.

But it is to your eye, perhaps, that the strongest appeal is made, for while you throw off one by one the garments which have protected you for so many months, and open up body and soul to the loved, long-absent, influences of warmth, and sound, and odour, your eye drinks up the mighty draughts of light  light not only blazing in the blue above, but reflected from the blue below  for the solid ice-fields are now split into fragments; the swell of old Ocean sends a musical ripple to the shore; great icebergs are being shed from their parent glaciers, and are seen floating away in solemn procession to the south, lifting their pinnacles towards their grandparent clouds, until finally reduced to the melting mood, and merged in their great-grandparent the sea. Imagine such visions and sensations coming suddenly, almost as a surprise, at the end of the stern Arctic winter, and then, perchance, you will have some idea of the bounding joy that fills the soul on the advent of Spring, inducing it to feel, if not to say, Let every thing that hath breath praise the Lord.

This is Spring! The Eskimos understand it, and so do the dwellers in Ruperts Land; perchance, also, the poor exiles of Siberia  but the poets  pooh!

Far down below the perch occupied by Ippegoo lay a little sandy bay, around which were scattered a number of Eskimo huts  rude and temporary buildings, meant to afford shelter for a time and then be forsaken. This was the bay which Angut, Okiok, Simek, Red Rooney, and the others had reached in their pursuit of the wizard when the ice broke up and effectually stopped them.

As it was utterly impossible to advance farther with dog and sledge, they were compelled to restrain their impatience as best they could, and await open water, when they might resume their journey in kayaks. Meanwhile, as there was a lead of open water to the northward as far as they could see, the youth Arbalik had been despatched with a small sledge and four of the strongest dogs along the strip of land-ice, or ice-foot, which clung to the shore. His mission was to reach the village, and fetch Nuna, Pussimek, Kunelik, Sigokow, and his own mother, in one of the oomiaks or womens boats when open water should permit.

It was while our Eskimos were thus idly waiting for their wives, that the before-mentioned southern Eskimos arrived, and met them with every demonstration of friendliness and good-will.

These men, who had been forced to make a long, difficult détour inland after the ice gave way, were not a little pleased to find that the ice-foot to the northward was still practicable, and that the Eskimo village was so near. Of course they told of their meeting with Ujaraks sledge, which rendered inaction on the part of the pursuers still more unbearable. But they were all men who could accept the inevitable with a good grace, and as they knew it was impossible to advance without kayaks and oomiaks, they awaited the return of Arbalik as patiently as possible. Meanwhile they made themselves agreeable to the new arrivals, whose hearts they gladdened by telling them that their friends in the north had plenty of narwhal horns and bones and walrus tusks and sinews to exchange for their wood and iron.

But to return to Ippegoo on his distant and elevated outlook.

While he gazed at the busy groups below, our weak-minded youth observed two of the party step into kayaks which lay on the beach, push off into the bay, and commence what may be styled kayak exercise. As Ippegoo greatly enjoyed witnessing such exercises, he threw off his lethargy, and, leaping up, quickly descended to the shore. The kayaks were old ones which had been found by the party on arriving at the deserted village. They had probably been left as useless by previous visitors, but Okioks boys, Norrak and Ermigit, being energetic and ingenious fellows, had set to work with fish-bone-needles and sinew-threads, and repaired them with sealskin patches. They were now about to test their workmanship and practise their drill.

Do they leak? shouted Okiok, as the lads pushed off.

Not more than I can soak up, replied Norrak, looking back with a laugh.

Only a little, cried Ermigit, and hoh! the water is still very cold.

Paddle hard, and youll soon warm it, cried Rooney.

When they had got fairly off, a spirit of emulation seized the brothers, and, without a direct challenge, they paddled side by side, gradually increasing their efforts, until they were putting forth their utmost exertions, and going through the water at racing speed.

Well done, Norrak! shouted the father, in rising excitement.

Not so fast, Ermigit; not so fast, roared Simek.

Heedless of the advice, the brothers pushed on until they were brought up by the pack-ice at the mouth of the bay. Here they turned as quickly as possible, and raced back with such equal speed that they came in close together  so close that it was impossible for those on shore to judge which was winning as they approached.

As in all similar cases  whether on the Thames or on the Greenland seas  excitement became intense as the competitors neared the goal. They were still a hundred yards or so from land, when Ermigit missed a stroke of his paddle. The consequence was that the kayak overturned, and Ermigit disappeared.

A kayak, as is generally known, is a very long and narrow canoe, made of a light wooden frame, and covered all over with sealskin with the exception of a single hole, in what may be called the deck, which is just big enough to admit one man. This hole is surrounded by a strip of wood, which prevents water washing into the canoe, and serves as a ledge over which the Eskimo fastens his sealskin coat. As canoe and coat are waterproof, the paddler is kept dry, even in rough weather, and these cockle-shell craft will ride on a sea that would swamp an open boat. But the kayak is easily overturned, and if the paddler is not expert in the use of his paddle, he runs a chance of being drowned, for it is not easy to disengage himself from his craft. Constant practice, however, makes most natives as expert and fearless as tight-rope dancers, and quite as safe.

No sooner, therefore, did Ermigit find himself in the water, head downwards, than, with a rapid and peculiar action of the paddle, he sent himself quite round and up on the other side into the right position  dripping, however, like a seal emerging from the sea. He lost the race, as a matter of course. Norrak, after touching the beach, returned to Ermigit, laughing at his mishap.

You laugh, said his brother somewhat sharply, but you cannot do that as quickly as I did it.

Without a word of reply, Norrak threw himself on one side, vanished in the water, and came up on the other side in a decidedly shorter time.

Well done! cried Ermigit, who was, in truth, a good-natured fellow; come, let us practise.

Agreed, responded Norrak; and both brothers pushed a little nearer to land, so that their father and the others might observe and criticise their evolutions. As the exercises which they went through are practised by Eskimos in order to fit them to cope with the accidents and emergencies of actual life, we will briefly describe them.

First Norrak leaned over on one side, of course carrying the kayak with him, until his body lay on the water, in which position he maintained himself and prevented a total overset by manipulating his paddle, and then, with a downward dash of the blade and a vigorous jerk of his body, he regained his position, amid expressions of approval from the shore. Having performed the same feat on the other side, he nodded to Ermigit, and said  

Now you go to work.

Ermigit went to work so well, that even a critical judge could not have pronounced him better or worse than his brother. After that they both repeated the complete overturn and recovery already described. In this effort, however, the lads had the free use of their paddles; but as in actual service the paddle may easily get entangled with straps and fishing cordage, a special exercise is arranged to prepare the hunter against such misfortunes.

Accordingly Norrak pushed one blade of his paddle among the straps and cordage, overset the kayak, and worked himself up again with a quick motion of the other blade. Of course this was not done either easily or quickly. Nevertheless, it was accomplished by both lads to the entire satisfaction of their critics.

Next, they performed the same feat of upsetting and recovering position with the paddle held fast behind their backs, and then with it held across the nape of the neck  and in several other positions, all of which represented cases of possible entanglement.

Sometimes, however, the paddle may be lost in an upset. This is the most serious misfortune that can befall a hunter. To prepare for it, therefore, the Eskimo boys and youths have a special drill, which Norrak now proceeded to go through. Overturning his kayak as before, he purposely let go the oar in the act, so that it floated on the water, and then, while thus inverted, he made an upward grasp, caught the paddle, pulled it down, and with it recovered his position. There would have been great danger in this if he had been alone, for in the event of his failing to catch the paddle he would probably have been drowned, but with Ermigit at hand to help, there was no danger.

Other exercises there are which the sons of Okiok were not able to practise at that time because of the weather being unsuitable. One of these consists in threading their way among sunken rocks and dashing surges; another, in breasting the billows of a tempest. It must not be supposed that all Eskimos become efficient in rough work of this kind. Many do become exceedingly expert, others moderately so; but some there are who, although very fair seal-hunters, never become experts in the management of the kayak, and who, in cases of great difficulty, are apt to be lost during the seasons of seal-fishing.

Now, it chanced while the youths were thus training themselves for future work, that a solitary seal put up its head, as if to have a look at the state of things in general above water. It also chanced that the Eskimos were to leeward of him, and a blaze of sunshine was at their backs, so that the seal when looking towards its human foes had its eyes dazzled. Ermigit had no weapons at the time, but by good-fortune a harpoon, line, and bladder were attached to Norraks vessel.

As the cat pounces on the unwary mouse, so Norrak, crouching low, dipped his paddle twice with noiseless vigour, and shot his craft like an arrow towards the seal. It happened to be a stupid attarsoak, and it raised its bullet head with a look that said plainly, What, in all the ocean, is that queer thing in the sunshine?

Half a minute brought that queer thing in the sunshine within ten yards of him. Norrak grasped the light harpoon, and sent it whistling to its mark. Truer than the needle to the pole the weapon went, carrying its line with it, and sank deep into the shoulder of the seal.

Ermigit, meanwhile, had made for the shore, got a lance thrown to him by the excited Okiok, received an encouraging nod from Rooney with an English recommendation to go it, and was off again to render aid. And not a moment too soon did that aid come, for, contrary to usual experience, that seal  instead of diving, and giving them an hours hot pursuit  made a furious assault on Norrak. Probably the spear had touched it in a tender spot. At all events the creatures ire was roused to such an extent that when it reached him it seized the kayak and tore a large hole in it. Down went the bow, as a matter of course, and up went the stern. Norrak hastily disengaged himself, so as to be ready to spring clear of the sinking wreck, and was on the point of jumping out when his brothers kayak shot past him, and Ermigit sent a spear deep into the vitals of the seal  so deep, indeed, that it turned over and died without a groan.

By that time Norrak was in the water, but he made a vigorous grasp at his brothers kayak with one hand, while with the other he clutched the line of the harpoon  for well did he know that dead seals sink, and that if it went down it would perhaps carry the bladder along with it, and so be lost.

Give me the line, brother, said Ermigit, extending a hand.

No. I can hold it. You make for shore  quick. Ermigit plied his paddle with a will, and in a few minutes reached the shore with Norrak, bladder, line, and seal like a huge tail behind him.

Need we say that they were received by their friends, as well as by the strange Eskimos, with enthusiasm? We think not. Neither is it necessary to comment on the enjoyment they found that night in a supper of fresh meat, and in fighting the battle, as well as a good many other battles, over again. But in the midst of it all there was a cloud on the brows of Angut, Simek, and Okiok, for their anxiety about the fate of Nunaga, Pussi, and Tumbler was intense.

Angut was particularly restless during the night, and got up several times to take a look at the weather, as Rooney expressed it.

On one of these occasions he found the Kablunet standing by the shore of the calm sea.

I dont like the look o things, said Rooney, giving a sailor-like glance at the horizon and the sky. It seems to me as if we were goin to have dirty weather.

Instead of replying to this remark, the Eskimo looked earnestly at his friend, and asked  

Can Ridroonee tell me why the Great Spirit allows men to do evil?

No, Angut, no. That is beyond my knowledge. Indeed I remember puttin the same question, or somethin like it, to a learned man in my country, and he said it is beyond the knowledge of the wisest men that have ever lived  so its no wonder that its beyond you and me.

But the Great Spirit is good, said Angut, rather as if he were soliloquising than addressing his friend.

Yes; He is good  must be good, returned the sailor; it cannot be otherwise.

Then why does evil exist? asked Angut quickly. Why did He make evil? You have told me He made everything.

So He did, but evil is not a thing. It is a state of being, so to speak.

It is a great mystery, said Angut.

It would be a greater mystery, returned the seaman, if the Great Spirit was not mysterious.

He has allowed Ujarak to carry off Nunaga, though she loves not Ujarak, and Ujarak does not love her, else he could not have treated her so badly. Why did the Great Spirit allow that? demanded the Eskimo, with some bitterness of tone.

I know not, Angut, yet I know it is for good, because the Great Spirit is our Great Father, and if human fathers know how to treat their children well, does the Great Father of all not know?

The Eskimo gravely bowed his head in assent to this proposition, and the seaman continued  

I have spoken to you more than once, Angut, about the men in our land called surgeons  that you call knife-men,  how they will cut and carve your body, and tie you down sometimes, and give you terrible and prolonged suffering for the purpose of curing you and relieving your pain.

True, replied Angut, who at once saw the drift of his friends remark; but then you know that the knife-mans object is good. It is to cure, to relieve.

But suppose, argued Rooney, that you did not know that his object was good  that you looked on him as a cruel, bloody, heartless monster, who cared not for your cries of pain  would your ignorance change his character?

No, no; he would remain good, whatever you might think, said Angut quickly; I see. I see. I will try to think as you think  the Great Father is good, must be good. And He will prove it some day. Dont you think so, Ridroonee?

Ay, truly, I think so; I am sure of it. But listen! Do you not hear sounds?

They both listened intently, and gazed towards the northern headland of the bay, which at the time was bathed in brilliant moonlight. Presently two black specks, one larger than the other, were seen to round the point, and the chattering of womens voices was heard.

It was Arbalik in a kayak, preceding an oomiak propelled by several women. In her impatience to join her lord, Madame Okiok had insisted on a forced march. A few minutes more, and the women landed amid noisy demonstrations of satisfaction. Ere long the united party were busy round the unfailing lamps, enjoying social intercourse over an intermediate meal which, as it came between supper and breakfast, has not yet obtained a name.




Chapter Twenty.

The Chase continued and disastrously interrupted.

The day following that on which the wives of Simek and Okiok, and the mothers of Arbalik and Ippegoo with the spinster Sigokow arrived, the southern Eskimos resumed their route northward, and the pursuers continued their journey to the south  the former in their sledges over the still unmelted ice-foot along the shore; the latter, in kayaks, by a lead of open water, which extended as far as the eye could reach.

Angut, Okiok, and Simek led the way in kayaks, the kayak damaged by the seal having been repaired. The other men were forced to embark in the womens boat. Eskimo men deem this an undignified position, and will not usually condescend to work in oomiaks, which are invariably paddled by the women, but Rooney, being influenced by no such feelings, quietly took the steering paddle, and ultimately shamed Arbalik and Ippegoo as well as the sons of Okiok into lending a hand.

During the first part of the voyage all went well, but next day the lead of open water was found to trend off the land, and run out into the pack, where numerous great glaciers were seen  some aground, others surging slowly southward with the Polar current.

I dont like the look of it, remarked Angut, when the other leaders of the party ranged alongside of him for a brief consultation.

Neither do I, said Simek. The season is far advanced, and if there should be a general break-up of the ice while we are out among the floes, we should be lost.

But it is impossible for us to travel by land, said Okiok. No man knows the land here. The sea runs so far in that we might spend many moons in going round the bays without advancing far on our journey.

So there is nothing left for us but to go on by water, said Angut, with decision. Nunaga must be rescued.

And so must Tumbler, said Okiok.

And so must Pussi, said Simek.

What are you fellows consulting about? shouted Red Rooney, coming up at that moment with the others in the oomiak.

We are talking of the danger of the ice breaking up, answered Angut. But there is no other way to travel than by the open lead, so we have decided to go on.

Of course you have, returned Rooney; what else can we do? We must risk something to save Nunaga, Pussi, and Tumbler, to say nothing of Kabelaw. Get along, my hearties!

How Rooney translated the last phrase into Eskimo is a point on which we can throw no light,  but no matter.

In a short time the party reached the neighbourhood of one of the largest bergs, one of those gigantic masses of ice which resemble moderately-sized mountains, the peaks of which rose several hundred feet above the sea-level, while its base was more than a mile in diameter. There were little valleys extending into its interior, through which flowed rivulets, whose winding courses were broken here and there by cascades. In short, the berg resembled a veritable island made of white sugar, the glittering sun-lit slopes of which contrasted finely with its green-grey shadows and the dark-blue depths of its wide rifts and profound caverns.

The lead or lane of water ran to within fifty yards of this ice-island, so that Rooney had a splendid view of it, and, being of a romantic turn of mind, amused himself as the oomiak glided past by peopling the white cliffs and valleys with snow-white inhabitants. While he was thus employed, there occurred a sudden crashing and rending in the surrounding pack which filled him with consternation. It produced indeed the same effect on the Eskimos, as well it might, for the very catastrophe which they all dreaded was now taking place.

A slight swell on the sea appeared to be the originating cause, but, whatever it was, the whole surface was soon broken up, and the disintegrated masses began to grind against each other in confusion. At the same time the lead which the voyagers had been following grew narrower, and that so rapidly, that they had barely time to jump upon a mass of ice when the opening closed and crushed the oomiak and Okioks kayak to pieces.

Angut and Simek had time to lift their kayaks on to the ice, but that, as it turned out, was of no advantage.

Make for the berg, shouted Angut to the women, at the same time seizing the hand of Kunelik, who chanced to be nearest to him, and assisting her to leap from one heaving mass to another. Rooney performed the same act of gallantry for old Kannoa, who, to his surprise, went over the ice like an antique squirrel. Okiok took his own wife in hand. As for Pussimek, she did not wait for assistance, but being of a lively and active, as well as a stout and cheery disposition, she set off at a pace which caused her tail to fly straight out behind her, and made it difficult for Simek to keep up with her. Ippegoo and Arbalik, with the sons of Okiok, tried their best to save the two kayaks, for well they knew the danger of being left on the ice without the means of escaping; but the suddenness of the disruption, the width of the various channels they had to leap, and the instability of the masses, compelled them, after much delay, to drop their burdens and save themselves. They only managed to reach the berg with extreme difficulty.

Thank God, all safe!  but we have had a close shave, exclaimed Rooney, as he held out his hand to assist Ippegoo, who was the last of the party to clamber up the rugged side of the berg from the broken floe-pieces which were grinding against it.

I wish we could say with truth All safe, was Okioks gloomy response, as he surveyed the ice-laden sea; we have escaped being crushed or drowned, but only to be starved to death.

A living man may hope, returned Angut gravely.

Ay, and where there is life, added Rooney, there ought to be thankfulness.

I would be more thankful, said Ippegoo, with a woe-begone expression, if we had saved even a spear; but what can we do without food or weapons?

Do? my son, said Kunelik; can we not at least keep up heart? Who ever heard of any good coming of groaning and looking miserable?

Right you are, old girl, cried Rooney, giving the mother of Ippegoo a hearty pat on the shoulder. There is no use in despairing at the very beginning of our troubles; besides, is there not the Great Spirit who takes care of us, although we cannot see or hear Him? I believe in God, my friends, and Ill ask Him to help us now.

So saying, to the surprise of the Eskimos, the seaman uncovered his head, and looking upwards, uttered a few words of earnest prayer in the name of Jesus.

At first the unsophisticated natives looked about as if they expected some visible and immediate answer to the petition, but Rooney explained that the Great Spirit did not always answer at once or in the way that man might expect.

God works by means of us and through us, he said. We have committed the care of ourselves to Him. What we have now to do is to go to work, and do the best we can, and see what things He will throw in our way, or enable us to do, in answer to our prayer. Now, the first thing that occurs to me is to get away from where we stand, because that overhanging cliff beside us may fall at any moment and crush us. Next, we should go and search out some safe cavern in which we may spend the night, for we shant be able to find such a place easily in the dark, and though it will be but a cold shelter, still, cold shelter is better than none  so come along.

These remarks of the sailor, though so familiar  perhaps commonplace  to us, seemed so just and full of wisdom to the unsophisticated natives, and were uttered in such an off-hand cheery tone, that a powerful effect was created, and the whole party at once followed the seaman, who, by this display of coolness, firmness, and trustfulness in a higher power, established a complete ascendancy over his friends. From that time they regarded him as their leader, even although in regard to the details of Eskimo life he was of course immeasurably their inferior.

They soon found a small cave, not far from the spot where they had landed  if we may use that expression  and there made preparation to spend the night, which by that time was drawing on.

Although their craft had been thus suddenly destroyed and lost, they were not left absolutely destitute, for each one, with that prompt mental activity which is usually found in people whose lives are passed in the midst of danger, had seized the bear-skin, deerskin, or fur bag on which he or she happened to be sitting, and had flung it on to the floes before leaping thereon; and Ippegoo, with that regard for internal sustenance which was one of his chief characteristics, had grasped a huge lump of seals flesh, and carried it along with him. Thus the whole party possessed bedding, and food for at least one meal.

Of course the meal was eaten not only cold but raw. In the circumstances, however, they were only too thankful, to care much about the style of it. Before it was finished daylight fled, the stars came out, and the aurora borealis was shooting brilliantly athwart the sky. Gradually the various members of the party spread their skins on the most level spot discoverable, and, with lumps of ice covered with bits of hide for pillows, went to sleep with what resembled free-and-easy indifference.

Two of the party, however, could not thus easily drop into happy oblivion. Red Rooney felt ill at ease. His knowledge of those Arctic seas had taught him that their position was most critical, and that escape would be almost miraculous, for they were eight or ten miles at least off the land, on a perishable iceberg, with an ice-encumbered sea around, and no means of going afloat, even if the water had been free. A feeling of gloom which he had not felt before, and which he could not banish, rendered sleep impossible; he therefore rose, and sauntered out of the cave.

Outside he found Angut, standing motionless near the edge of an ice-cliff, gazing up into the glorious constellations overhead.

I cant sleep, Angut, said the seaman; I suppose you are much in the same way?

I do not know. I did not try, returned the Eskimo in a low voice; I wish to think, not to sleep. Why cannot the Kablunet sleep?

Well, its hard to tell. I suppose thinking too much has something to do with it. The fact is, Angut, that weve got into what I call a fix, and I cant for the life of me see how we are to get out of it. Indeed I greatly fear that we shall never get out of it.

If the Great Spirit wills that our end should be now, said Angut, is the Kablunet afraid to die?

The question puzzled Rooney not a little.

Well, he replied, I cant say that Im afraid, but  but  I dont exactly want to die just yet, you see. The fact is, my friend, that Ive got a wife and children and a dear old grandmother at home, and I dont quite relish the idea of never seein them again.

Have you not told me, said Angut, with a look of solemn surprise, that all who love the Great Spirit shall meet again up there? He pointed to the sky as he spoke.

Ay, truly, I said that, and I believe that. But a man sometimes wants to see his wife and children again in this life  and, to my thinkin, thats not likely with me, as things go at present. Have you much hope that we shall escape?

Yes, I have hope, answered the Eskimo, with a touch of enthusiasm in his tone. I know not why. I know not how. Perhaps the Great Spirit who made me put it into me. I cannot tell. All around and within me is beyond my understanding  but  the Great Spirit is all-wise, all-powerful, and  good. Did you not say so?

Yes, I said so; and thats a trustworthy foundation, anyhow, returned the sailor meditatively; wise, powerful, and good  a safe anchorage. But now, tell me, what chances, think you, have we of deliverance?

I can think of only one, said Angut. If the pack sets fast again, we may walk over it to the land. Once there, we could manage to live  though not to continue our pursuit of Ujarak. That is at an end.

In spite of himself, the poor fellow said the last words in a tone which showed how deeply he was affected by the destruction of his hope to rescue Nunaga.

Now my friend seems to me inconsistent, said Rooney. He trusts the Great Spirit for deliverance from danger. Is, then, the rescue of Nunaga too hard for Him?

I know not, returned Angut, who was, how ever, cheered a little by his friends tone and manner. Everything is mystery. I look up, I look around, I look within; all is dark, mysterious. Only on this is my mind clear  the Great Spirit is good. He cannot be otherwise. I will trust Him. One day, perhaps, He will explain all. What I understood not as a little boy, I understand now as a man. Why should there not be more light when I am an older man? If things go on in the mind as they have been going ever since I can remember, perfect light may perhaps come at last.

You dont think like most of your countrymen, said Rooney, regarding the grave earnest face of his friend with increased interest.

There was a touch of sadness in the tone of the Eskimo as he replied  

No; I sometimes wonder  for their minds seem to remain in the childish condition; though Okiok and Simek do seem at times as if they were struggling into more light. I often wonder that they think so little, and think so foolishly; but I do not speak much about it; it only makes them fear that I am growing mad.

I have never asked you, Angut  do your tribes in the north here hold the same wild notions about the earth and heavens as the southern Eskimos do?

I believe they do, replied Angut; but I know not all they think in the south. In this land they think,  here a smile of good-natured pity flickered for a moment on the mans face that the earth rests on pillars, which are now mouldering away by age, so that they frequently crack. These pillars would have fallen long ago if they had not been kept in repair by the angekoks, who try to prove the truth of what they say by bringing home bits of them  rotten pieces of wood. And the strange thing is, that the people believe them!

Why dont you believe them, Angut?

I know not why.

And what do your kinsmen think about heaven? asked Rooney.

They think it is supported on the peak of a lofty mountain in the north, on which it revolves. The stars are supposed to be ancient Greenlanders, or animals which have managed in some mysterious way to mount up there, and who shine with varied brightness, according to the nature of their food. The streaming lights of winter are the souls of the dead dancing and playing ball in the sky.

These are strange ideas, observed Rooney; what have you to say about them?

I think they are childish thoughts, replied the Eskimo.

What, then, are your thoughts about these stars and streaming lights? persisted the seaman, who was anxious to understand more of the mind of his philosophical companion.

I know not what I think. When I try to think on these things my mind gets confused. Only this am I sure of  that they are, they must be, the wonderful works of the Good Spirit.

But how do you know that? asked Rooney.

Angut looked at his questioner very earnestly for a few moments.

How does Ridroonee know that he is alive? he asked abruptly.

Oh, as to that, you know, everything tells me that I am alive. I look around, and I see. I listen, and I hear. I think, and I understand  leastwise to some extent,  and I feel in mind and heart.

Now will I answer, said Angut. Everything tells me that the Great Spirit is good, and the Maker of all things. I look, and I see Him in the things that exist. I listen, and I hear Him in the whispering wind, in the running water, in the voice of man and beast. I think, and I understand Him to some extent, and I feel Him both in mind and heart.

I believe you are right, Angut, and your words bring strongly to my remembrance many of the words of the Great Spirit that my mother used to teach me when I was a little boy.

From this point in the conversation Angut became the questioner, being anxious to know all that the Kablunet had to tell about the mysterious Book, of which he had spoken to him more than once, and the teachings of his mother.

It was long past midnight when the descending moon warned them to turn their steps towards the ice-cave where they had left their slumbering companions.

The frost is sharp to-night, remarked Rooney as they were about to enter.

Angut turned round, and cast a parting glance on sea and sky.

If it holds on like this, continued the sailor, the ice will be firm enough to carry us to land in the morning.

It will not hold on like this, said Angut. The Innuit are very ignorant, but they know many things about the weather, for they are always watching it. To-morrow will be warm. We cannot escape. It will be safest and wisest to remain where we are.

Remaining means starving, said the sailor in a desponding tone.

It may be so; we cannot tell, returned the Eskimo.

With these uncomfortable reflections, the two men entered the cavern quietly, so as not to disturb their comrades. Spreading their bearskins on the ice-floor, they laid heads on ice-pillows, and soon fell into that dreamless, restful slumber which is the usual accompaniment of youth, health, and vigour.




Chapter Twenty One.

Shows a Gloomy Prospect  Starvation threatened, and wonderfully averted.

Angut was a true prophet. When Rooney awoke next morning, his ears told him that the rushing of ice-cold rivulets through ice-valleys, and the roar of ice-born cataracts had increased considerably during the hours of darkness.

The warmth which caused this did not, indeed, at first strike him, for the air of the cavern and the character of his bed had chilled him so much that he was shivering with cold. On glancing at his still sleeping comrades in misfortune, he observed that these tough creatures slept with the peaceful aspect of infants, whom, being both fat and rotund, they resembled in nearly everything except size.

Rising and going quietly out, he beat his arms vigorously across his chest until circulation was fully restored. Then he mounted a neighbouring ice-ledge, and saw at a glance that their case had become desperate.

Angut was right, he murmured bitterly, and then stood for a long time contemplating the scene in silence.

Considered apart from their circumstances, the scene was indeed glorious. Not only had the warmth of the air begun to swell the rivulets which leaped and brawled down the pale-green slopes around him, but the pack had opened out, so as to completely change the aspect of the sea. Instead of being clothed with ice, showing only a lane of water here and there, it was now an open sea crowded with innumerable ice-islets of every fantastic shape and size.

It added something to the bitterness of the poor mans feelings that this state of things would, he knew, have been the very best for their escape in kayaks and oomiaks, for a profound calm prevailed, and the sea, where clear of ice, glittered in the rising sun like a shield of polished gold.

He was roused from his meditations by the sound of footsteps behind him. Turning quickly, he beheld Ippegoo holding his jaws with both hands and with an expression of unutterable woe on his face.

Halo, Ippe, whats wrong with you?

A groan was the reply, and Rooney, although somewhat anxious, found it difficult to restrain a laugh.

Ive got  oh! oh! oh! oh!  a mad tooth, gasped the poor youth.

A mad tooth! Poor fellow!  we call that toothache where I come from.

What care I whether you call it mad tooth or tootik? cried Ippegoo petulantly. It is horrible! dreadful! awful!  like fire and fury in the heart.

The sufferer used one or two more Eskimo expressions, suggestive of excruciating agony, which are not translatable into English.

If I only had a pair of pincers, but  look, Ippe, look, said Rooney, pointing to the sea, in the hope of distracting his mind from present pain by referring to threatening danger; look  our kayaks being lost, we have no hope of escaping, so we must starve.

His little device, well-meant though it was, failed. A groan and glance of indifference was the Eskimos reply, for starvation and danger were familiar and prospective evils, whereas toothache was a present horror.

We fear it must be told of Ippegoo that he was not celebrated for endurance of pain, and that, being fond of sympathy, he was apt to give full vent to his feelings  the result, perhaps, of having an over-indulgent mother. Toothache  one of the diseases to which Greenlanders are peculiarly liable  invariably drew forth Ippegoos tenderest feelings for himself, accompanied by touching lamentations.

Come, Ippe, be more of a man. Even your mother would scold you for groaning like that.

But it is so shriekingly bad! returned the afflicted youth, with increasing petulance.

Of course it is. I know that; poor fellow! But come, I will try to cure you, said Rooney, who, under the impression that violent physical exertion coupled with distraction of mind would produce good effect, had suddenly conceived a simple ruse. Do you see yon jutting ice-cliff that runs down to a point near the edge of the berg?

Yes, I see, whimpered Ippegoo.

Well, it will require you to run at your top speed to get there while you count fifteen twenties. Now, if you run there within that time  at your very top speed, mind Rooney paused, and looked serious.

Yes; well? said Ippegoo, whose curiosity had already begun to check the groans.

If you run there, continued the seaman, with a look and tone of deep solemnity, at the very toppest speed that you can do, and look round that ice-point, you will see

What? gasped Ippegoo excitedly  for he was easily excited.

Something, returned Rooney mysteriously. I cannot tell exactly what you will see, because I am not an angekok, and have no torngak to tell me; but I am quite sure that you will see something! Only, the benefit of seeing it will depend on your running as fast as you can. Now, are you ready?

Yes, quite ready, exclaimed the youth, tightening his girdle of sealskin eagerly.

Well then  away! shouted Rooney.

Off went Ippegoo at a pace which was obviously the best that he was capable of putting forth. Rooney counted as he ran, and in a much shorter time than had been specified he reached the point, for the level track, or what we may style sea-shore, of the berg was not a bad race-course. Suddenly, however, he came to an abrupt halt, and threw up his arms as if in amazement. Then he turned round and ran back at a pace that was even greater than he had achieved on the outward run. Rooney was himself greatly surprised at this, for, as the youth drew nearer, the expression of his face showed that he had indeed seen something which had not been in the seamans calculations. He spluttered and gasped as he came near, in his effort to speak.

What is it?  take time, lad, said Rooney quietly.

A bbear! a bear! cried Ippegoo.

What! did it run at you? asked Rooney, becoming slightly excited in his turn, and keeping his eye on the ice-point.

Nno; no. It was sitting on  on its tail  llooking at the  the ssea.

And weve no weapon bigger than an Eskimo knife, exclaimed the sailor, with a frown of discontent not even a bit of stick to tie the knife to. What a chance lost! He would have kept us in food for some weeks. Well, well, this is bad luck. Come, Ippe, well go back to the cave, and consult about this.

On returning to the cheerless retreat, they found the rest of the party just awakening. The men were yawning and rubbing their eyes, while the women, with characteristic activity and self-denial, were gathering together the few scraps of food that remained from the previous nights supper.

There is a bear just round the point  so Ippe says  whats to be done? asked Rooney on entering.

Up jumped the four men and two boys as if they had been made of indiarubber.

Attack it, cried Arbalik.

Kill it, exclaimed Norrak.

And eat it, said Ermigit.

What will you attack it with? asked Simek in a slightly contemptuous tone with your fingernails? If so, you had better send Sigokow to do battle, for she could beat the three of you.

The youths stood abashed.

We have no spears, said Simek, and knives are useless. Bad luck follows us.

It is my opinion, said Okiok, that whatever we do, or try to do, we had better eat something before doing it. Bring the victuals, Nuna.

Okiok is right, said Angut; and Arbalik had better go out and watch while we consult, so as to give us timely warning if the bear comes this way.

Without a word, Arbalik caught up a piece of blubber, and went out of the cave to enjoy his frugal breakfast while acting sentinel. The others, sitting down on their respective bearskins, ate and consulted hastily. The consultation was of little use, for they were utterly helpless, and the breakfast was not much more profitable, for there was far too little of it. Still, as Rooney truly remarked when the last morsel was consumed, it was better than nothing.

Well now, my friends, said Angut at last, since our food is done, and all our talk has come to nothing, I propose that we go out in a body to see this bear. As we cannot kill him, we must get rid of him by driving him away, for if we let him remain on the berg, he will come upon us when we are asleep, perhaps, and kill us.

Yes, that is best, said Okiok. If we separate, so as to distract him, and then make a united rush from all points, shrieking, that will drive him into the sea.

Let us put Ippe in front, suggested Simek, with a twinkling eye; he yells better than any of us.

Specially when hes got the toothache, added Rooney.

The object of this touch of pleasantry smiled in a good-humouredly imbecile manner. It was clear that his malady had been cured, at least for the time.

But we must be very cautious, remarked Rooney, becoming serious, as they rose to proceed on their adventure. It would not do to let any of our party get hurt. To my thinking, the women should take to the ice-cliffs before we begin, and get upon pinnacles, up which the bear could not climb.

While he was speaking, Arbalik came running in with the information that the bear was approaching.

Has it seen you? asked Angut, as they all ran out.

I think not. From the way it walks, I think it has no suspicion of any one being on the berg.

In a few seconds they reached the point of the promontory or cliff in which their cave lay, and each member of the party peeped round with excessive caution, and there, sure enough, they beheld a white Polar bear of truly formidable size. But it had changed its course after Arbalik saw it, for by that time it had turned up one of the ice-valleys before-mentioned and begun to ascend into the interior of the berg. The slow, heavy gait of the unwieldy animal suggested to Rooney the idea that an active man could easily get out of its way, but the cat-like activity with which it bounded over one or two rivulets that came in its way quickly dissipated that idea.

The farther he goes up that valley, whispered Simek, the more trouble we shall have in driving him into the sea.

He does not seem to know his own mind, remarked Okiok, as the bear again changed his course, and entered one of the small gorges that opened into the larger valley.

He knows it well enough, said Ermigit. Dont you see he is making for the ice-top, where these gulls are sitting? The fool expects to catch them asleep.

Ermigit seemed to have guessed rightly, for after clambering up the ice-gorge referred to until he gained a high ledge or plateau, he began regularly to stalk the birds with the sly patience of a cat.

There was much in the bears favour, for the recent fall of a pinnacle had covered the ledge with shattered blocks of all shapes and sizes, in the shelter of which it could creep towards its prey. Our Eskimos watched the proceeding open-mouthed, with profound interest. To within twenty yards or so of its game did that white-robed Arctic hunter approach. Then it crouched for a rush at the unconscious birds, for no other lump of ice lay between them and their foe.

The charge was vigorously made, almost too vigorously, for when the birds flew lightly off the ledge, and descended to a narrower one a little farther down, it was all the bear could do to check itself on the very edge of the precipice. If it had gone over, the consequences would have been dire, for the precipice was, not sheer, but still a very steep slope of ice, several hundred feet deep, which terminated in those rugged masses on the berg-shore that had fallen from the cliffs above. There was only one break in the vast slope, namely, the narrow ledge half-way down on which the birds had taken refuge.

Going to the extreme edge of the precipice, the bear sat down on his haunches, and hungrily contemplated the birds, which were now beyond his reach, twittering noisily as if to tantalise him.

I would that I had a spear, growled Okiok.

I would venture at him even with a big stick, said Simek.

My friends, said Rooney, with sudden animation, listen to me. If you will promise me to keep very quiet, and not to follow me whatever may happen, I will show you how Kablunets overcome difficulties.

Of course the Eskimos were ready to make any promises that might be required of them, and looked at their friend with surprise as he threw off his sealskin coat and tightened the belt round his waist. But they were still more surprised, when, without another word, he set off, in only shirt and trousers, to climb the valley of ice, and make for the spot where the bear sat in melancholy meditation.

While ascending, Rooney took care to avail himself of the rugged nature of the ice, so as to conceal himself entirely from the bear  though this was scarcely needful, for the animals back was turned towards the Kablunet, and his whole attention was concentrated on the gulls. As Rooney wore Eskimo boots  the soles of which are soft,  he made little or no noise in walking, and thus managed to gain the platform unperceived by the bear, though visible all the time to the Eskimos, to whom he looked little bigger than a crow on the height. Their delight, however, began to be tempered with anxiety when they saw the reckless man creep to within twenty yards of the monster, making use of the ice-blocks as it had done before him.

The intentions of the Kablunet were incomprehensible to his friends. Could it be that, ignorant of the strength of the beast and its tenacity of life, the foolish man hoped to stab it to death with a small knife? Impossible! And yet he was evidently preparing for action of some sort.

But Red Rooney was not quite so foolish as they supposed him to be. Having gained the nearest possible point to his victim, he made a sudden and tremendous rush at it. He knew that life and death were in the balance at any rate; but he also knew that to remain inactive on that iceberg would remove life out of the balance altogether. He therefore threw all his energy of soul and body into that rush, and launched himself against the broad back of the bear. It was an awful shock. Rooney was swift as well as heavy, so that his weight, multiplied into his velocity, sufficed to dislodge the wonder-stricken animal. One wild spasmodic effort it made to recover itself, and in doing so gave Rooney what may be called a backhander on the head, that sent him reeling on the ice.

Curiously enough, it was this that saved the daring man, for if he had not received that blow, the impetus of his attack would have certainly sent himself as well as the bear over the cliff.

As it was, the monster went over headlong, with a sort of compound shriek and howl that made the very ice-cliffs ring. Then, down he went  not head or feet first, or sideways, or any way, but every way by turns, and no way long. Indeed, he spun and, as it were, spurted down that mighty face of ice. Each instant intensified the velocity; each whirl increased the complex nature of the force. The ledge half-way down, from which the affrighted gulls fled shrieking, did not even check the descent, but with bursting violence shunted the victim out into space, through which he hurled till re-met by the terrific slope farther down, which let him glissade like a shooting star into indescribable ruin!

Enough of that bear was left, however, to render it worth while picking up the fragments. Shouting with laughter and yelling with glee, the Eskimos made for the spot where the mangled carcass lay. Soon after they were joined by the hero of the day.

Food enough now for a moon, or more, said Rooney, as he came up.

Yes; and no need to beat the meat to make it tender, responded Okiok, lifting and letting fall one of the limp legs of the creature, whose every bone seemed to have been smashed to pieces in the tremendous descent.

It was no doubt a considerable reduction of their satisfaction at supper that evening that they had to eat their bear-chops raw, not having the means of making fire; but they were not disposed to find fault with their good-fortune on that account. If they had only possessed two small pieces of wood with which to create the necessary friction, they could easily have made a lamp out of one of the bears shoulder-blades, and found oil enough in his own fat, while a tag of sealskin, or some other portion of clothing might have supplied a wick; but not a scrap of wood was to be obtained on that verdureless island. Okiok did indeed suggest that Norrak and Ippegoo, being both possessed of hard and prominent noses, might rub these organs together till they caught fire; but Norrak turned up his nose at the suggestion, and Ippegoo shook his head doubtfully.

In the circumstances, therefore, they obtained light at least for the purposes of vision by commencing supper long before sunset, and most of them continued it long after dark. Thus the second night was passed on the berg.

On the third day, the weather being still warm and calm, Angut, Simek, Okiok, and Rooney ascended, after their bear-breakfast, to the break-neck height from which that breakfast had been precipitated, for the purpose of taking a meteorological observation.

It is quite plain to me, said Rooney  who, being in some sort at sea, was, as it were, more at home than his companions it is quite plain to me that we have got fairly into the great Polar current, and are travelling in a sou-sou-west direction down Davis Straits.

No doubt Rooney gave sou-sou-west in some sort of Eskimo jargon with which we are not acquainted. His lingual powers were indeed marvellous, and when simple words failed him he took refuge in compound phraseology.

But, asked Okiok, how can you tell that we are going south? The mist is thick; we cannot see land.

Do you not see the small pieces of ice? replied Rooney, pointing to the sea.

Yes, said the Eskimo; they are going north faster than we are; that is all.

Why do they go north faster than we do? asked Rooney.

That I know not.

I will tell you, Okiok. It is because there is a surface current here flowing northward, and the small pieces of ice go with it because they are not deep. But this berg is very deep. There is far more of it below water than what we see above. Its bottom goes deep down into the under-current which flows south, and so it is being carried south  not north at all,  against the variable surface-currents, and it would go even against the wind if there was any. Do you understand?

Huk! exclaimed the Eskimo, though he still looked perplexed.

I have seen these bergs breaking from the great land-ice since I was a little boy, said Angut, with earnest gravity, and I have seen them float away and away till they vanished in the far-off. Can Ridroonee tell where they go to?

Truly I can. They are carried by currents out into the great sea  we call it the Atlantic,  and there they melt and disappear.

Then shall we disappear with this berg, if we dont escape from it? said Okiok, with a look so serious that it was almost humorous.

That is the pleasant prospect in store for us, as you say, returned Rooney; but cheer up, lad. We intend to escape from it; so dont let your heart sink, else your body wont be able to swim.

On the strength of this consolatory remark, the four men returned to the cave to recruit their energies and hopes on a fresh supply of the raw bear.




Chapter Twenty Two.

A Brief but Singular Voyage winds up with a Great Surprise.

The calm which had fortunately prevailed since Angut and his friends found refuge on the iceberg was not destined to continue.

A smart breeze at last sprang up from the northward, which soon freshened into a gale, accompanied with heavy showers of snow, driving the party into the cave, where the cold was so severe that they were forced to take refuge in its deepest recesses, and to sit wrapped in their bearskins, and huddled together for warmth, as monkeys are sometimes seen on a cold day in a menagerie.

Being from the north, the wind not only intensified the cold, and brought back for a time all the worst conditions of winter, but assisted the great ocean current to carry the berg southward at a high rate of speed. Their progress, however, was not very apparent to the eyes of our voyagers, because all the surrounding bergs travelled in the same direction and at nearly the same speed. The blinding snow effectually hid the land from their view, and the only point of which they were quite sure was that their berg must be the nearest to the Greenland coast because all the others lay on their right hand.

Towards noon of the following day it was observed that the pack-ice thickened around them, and was seen in large fields here and there, through some of which the great berg ploughed its way with resistless momentum. Before the afternoon the pack had closed entirely around them, as if it had been one mass of solid, rugged ice  not a drop of water being visible. Even through this mass the berg ploughed its way slowly, but with great noise.

There is something very awful to me in the sight of such tremendous force, said Red Rooney to Angut, as they stood contemplating the havoc their strange ship was making.

Does it not make you think, returned the Eskimo, how powerful must be the Great Spirit who made all things, when a little part of His work is so tremendous?

Rooney did not reply, for at that moment the berg grounded, with a shock that sent all its spires and pinnacles tumbling. Fortunately, the Eskimos were near their cavern, into which they rushed, and escaped the terrible shower. But the cave could no longer be regarded as a place of safety. It did indeed shelter them from the immediate shower of masses, even the smaller of which were heavy enough to have killed a walrus; but at that advanced period of spring the bergs were becoming, so to speak, rotten, and liable at any moment to fall to pieces and float away in the form of pack-ice. If such an event had occurred when our Eskimos were in the cave, the destruction of all would of course have been inevitable.

We dare not remain here, said Angut, when the icy shower had ceased.

No; we must take to the floes, said Simek.

Another shake like that, remarked Okiok, might bring the whole berg down on our heads.

Let us go, then, at once, said Rooney; the sky clears a little, so well know how to steer.

No one replied, for all were already engaged with the utmost activity making bundles of their bear-skins and as much of the bear-meat as the men could carry  each of the women taking a smaller piece, according to her strength or her prudence. The sailor followed their example in silence, and in a very few minutes they issued from the cavern, and made for the shore of the berg.

Some difficulty was experienced in scrambling over the chaotic masses which had been thrown up in front of them by the ploughing process before referred to. When they stood fairly on the floes, however, they found that, although very rough, these were sufficiently level to admit of slow travelling. They were in the act of arranging the order of march, when the berg slid off into deep water, and, wheeling round as if annoyed at the slight detention, rejoined its stately comrades in their solemn procession to their doom in more southerly seas.

Just in time, said Rooney, as they watched the berg floating slowly away, nodding its shattered head as if bidding them farewell. Now then, ho! for the Greenland shore! Come, old Kannoa, Ill take you under my special care.

He took the old womans bundle from her as he spoke, and, putting his left hand under her right arm, began to help her over the frozen sea.

But poor old thing though she certainly was, that antiquated creature became a griggy old thing immediately, and was so tickled with the idea of the stoutest and handsomest man of the party devoting himself entirely to her, when all the younger women were allowed to look after themselves, that she could scarcely walk during the first few minutes for laughing. But it must be said in justification of the Eskimo men, that their young women were quite capable of looking after themselves, and would, indeed, have been incommoded as well as surprised by offers of assistance.

Rooney had spoken cheerily, though his feelings were anything but cheerful, for he knew well the extreme danger of their position, but he felt it a duty to do his best to encourage his friends. The Eskimos were equally well, if not better, aware of their danger, and took to the floes with resolute purpose and in profound silence  for true men in such circumstances are not garrulous.

A gleam of sunshine from a rift in the dark clouds seemed sent as a heavenly messenger to guide them. By it the Eskimos as well as the sailor were enabled to judge of the position of land, and to steer, accordingly, in what western hunters would call a bee-line. The great danger, of course, lay in the risk of the pack breaking up before they could reach the shore. There was also the possibility of the pack being a limited strip of floe-ice unconnected with the shore, which, if it had been so, would have decided their fate. In these circumstances they all pushed on at their best speed. At first the women seemed to get along as well as the men, but after a while the former showed evident symptoms of exhaustion, and towards dusk old Kannoa, despite Rooneys powerful aid, fairly broke down and refused to walk another step. The seaman overcame the difficulty by raising her in his arms and carrying her. As he had not at that time quite recovered his full strength, and was himself pretty well fatigued, he was constrained to think pretty steadily of the old womans resemblance to his grandmother to enable him to hold out!

After another mile or so the mother of Arbalik succumbed, whereupon her son put his arm round her waist and helped her on. Then the pleasant little mother of Ippegoo broke down with a pitiful wail; but her son was unable to help her, for he was already undulating about like a piece of tape, as if he had no backbone to speak of. Okiok therefore came to her aid. As for the hardy spinster Sikogow, she seemed inexhaustible, and scorned assistance. Nuna was also vigorous, but her sons Norrak and Ermigit, being amiable, came on each side of her, and took her in tow before the breaking-down point was reached.

Thus they continued to advance until the darkness became so profound as to render further travelling impossible. The danger of delay they knew was extreme, but men must perforce bow to the inevitable. To advance without light over rugged ice, in which were cracks and fissures and hummocks innumerable, being out of the question, Rooney called a halt.

Rest and food, friends, he said, are essential to life.

Huk! was the brief reply.

Without wasting breath on another word, they untied their bundles, spread their bearskins in the lee of a hummock, fed hastily but heartily, rolled themselves in their simple bedding, and went to sleep.

During the night there occurred one of those sudden changes which are common in Arctic lands at that season of the year. Snow ceased to fall, the sky cleared, and the temperature rose until the air became quite balmy. The ice of the floes eased off, narrow openings grew into lanes and leads and wide pools, until water predominated, and the ice finally resolved itself into innumerable islets. When Rooney was at last awakened by a blaze of sunshine in his face, he found that the party occupied a small cake of ice in the midst of a grand crystal archipelago. Not a zephyr ruffled the sea, and the hills of Greenland were visible, not more than six or eight miles distant, on their left hand. What particular part of Greenland it was, of course they had no means of knowing.

The sight was indeed such as might have filled human hearts with admiration and joy, but neither joy nor admiration touched the hearts of Red Rooney and his companions. So far from land, on a bit of ice scarce large enough to sustain them, and melting rapidly away, exposed to the vicissitudes of a changeful and stormy climate, without the means of escape  the case seemed very desperate.

The Great Spirit has forsaken us, said Angut gloomily, as he surveyed the scene.

That He has not, returned the sailor, whatever may befall.

An exclamation from Arbalik drew attention to a particular part of the horizon.

A flat island, said Okiok, after a long earnest gaze; but we cannot reach it, he added in a low voice.

You know not, said Angut. The current sets that way, I think.

A few minutes will show, said Rooney.

With almost trembling eagerness they watched the islet, and, as Rooney had said, it soon became evident that the current was indeed carrying their ice-raft slowly towards the spot.

We can scarcely expect to drift right on to it, said Rooney, and it is apparently our last chance, so we shall have to take to the water when near it. Can we all swim  eh?

To this question some answered Yes and some No, while others shook their heads as if uncertain on the point. But the seaman was wrong. Straight as an arrow to a bulls eye the raft went at that islet and struck on its upper end with such force as to send a tongue of ice high on the shore, so that the whole party actually landed dryshod. Even old Kannoa got on shore without assistance.

The joy of the party at this piece of unlooked-for good-fortune was unbounded, although, after all, the improvement in their circumstances did not seem to be great, for the islet was not more than a hundred yards in diameter, and appeared to be quite barren, with only a clump of willows in its centre. Still, their recent danger had been so imminent that the spot seemed quite a secure refuge by contrast.

The men of the party, after landing, were only just beginning to comment on their prospects, when they saw the willows in the centre of the islet part asunder, and a man of strange aspect and costume stood before them.

The stranger who had burst thus unexpectedly upon them like a visitant from another world, bereaving them for a few minutes of speech and motion, was evidently not a native of the land. His pale and somewhat melancholy face, as well as parts of his costume, betokened him one who had come from civilised lands; and Rooneys first thought was that he must be a shipwrecked sailor like himself; but a second glance caused him to reject the idea. The calm dignity of his carriage, the intellectuality of his expression, and, withal, the look of gentle humility in his manner, were not the usual characteristics of seamen in those days. He also looked very haggard and worn, as if from severe fatigue or illness.

A slight smile played for a moment on his lips as he observed the blank amazement which his appearance had produced. Hastening forward he held out his hand to Rooney whom he at once recognised as a man of civilised lands.

Let me congratulate you, friends, on your escape, for I can see that you must have been in great jeopardy from which the Lord has delivered you.

The stranger spoke in the Danish language, which was of course utterly incomprehensible to the natives. Not so, however, to Red Rooney, who in his seafaring life had frequently visited Copenhagen, Bergen, and Christiania, and other Scandinavian ports, and had learned to speak Danish at least fluently, if not very correctly. He at once replied, at the same time returning the warm grasp of the strangers hand  

We have indeed just escaped from great danger, through the mercy of God. But who are you, and how come you to be in such a lonely place, and, if I do not greatly mistake, in a starving condition?

I am a missionary to the Eskimos, replied the stranger, and have been forced to take refuge here by stress of weather. But I am not absolutely alone, as you seem to think. There are five natives with me, and we have an oomiak up there in the bushes. They are now asleep under it. For five days we have been detained here almost without food, by the recent storm and the pack-ice. Now, thanks to my Father in heaven, we shall be able to launch our little boat, and get away. In fact, being the first of my party to awake this morning, I rose very quietly so as not to disturb the poor people, who stand much in need of rest, and I had come to look at the state of the ice when I unexpectedly discovered you on the shore.

Stay now, sir; not another word till you have broken your fast, said Rooney, with kindly violence, as he hastily cut a large slice from his piece of bears meat. Sit down on that stone, and eat it at once. A fasting man should not talk.

But my companions need food to the full as much as I do, objected the missionary.

Do as I bid ye, sir, returned Rooney, with decision. You say they are asleep. Well, sleep is as needful as food and sleeping men cannot eat. When you have eaten we will go up and awake and feed them.

Thus urged, the poor man began to eat the raw meat with as much relish as if it had been the finest venison cooked to a turn. Before commencing, however, he clasped his hands, closed his eyes, and audibly thanked God for the supply.

While he was thus engaged Red Rooney did not speak, but sat looking at his new friend with profound interest. Perchance his interest would have deepened had he known that the man was none other than the famous Norwegian clergyman Hans Egede, the originator of the Danish mission to Greenland, who founded the colony of Godhaab in the year 1721, about twelve years before the commencement of the missions of the Moravian Brethren to that land.

The surprise which our voyagers had received by the unexpected appearance of the missionary was, however, as nothing, compared with the surprise that was yet in store for them on that eventful day.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Describes a most Amazing Surprise, and treats of Hans Egede.

When the starving missionary had taken the edge off his appetite, he closed the clasp-knife with which he had been eating.

Now, my friend, he said, looking at Rooney, I have eaten quite enough to do me good in my present condition,  perhaps more than enough. You know it is not safe for starving men to eat heartily. Besides, I am anxious to give some food to the poor fellows who are with me. One of them has met with a severe accident and is dying I fear. He does not belong to my party, I found him on the mainland and brought him here just before the storm burst on us, intending to take him on to Godhaab. He stands more in need of food than sleep, I think.

Come, then, we will go to him at once, said Rooney, tying up the remains of Egedes breakfast. How did he come by his accident? continued the sailor, as the party walked up towards the bushes.

The girl who takes care of him  his daughter, I think  says he was injured by a bear.

If it is a case of broken bones, perhaps I may be of use to him, said Rooney, for Ive had some experience in that way.

Egede shook his head, I fear it is too late, he replied. Besides, his mind seems to give him more trouble even than his wasted frame. He has come, he says, from the far north, and would certainly have perished after his accident if it had not been for the care and kindness of the women who are with him  especially the younger woman. See, there she comes. Her father must have awakened, for she rests near him at night and never leaves him in the morning till he wakes up.

The missionary was startled at that moment by a loud shout from his companion. Next instant Angut rushed past him, and, catching the girl in his arms, gave her a most fervent and lover-like embrace, to which she seemed in no ways averse.

It soon became obvious to the missionary that a most unexpected and pleasant meeting of friends was taking place; but the surprise expressed on his grave visage had barely given place to a benignant smile of sympathy, when a female shriek was heard, and Sigokow was seen running towards her sister Kabelaw. These two did not leap into each others arms. The feelings of Eskimo females do not usually find vent in that way; but they waltzed round each other, and grinned, and smoothed each others hair, and when Kabelaw observed that her sister had a huge black eye and a yet unhealed cut across the bridge of her rather flat nose, she clapped her hands, and went into fits of laughter, which helped her somewhat to relieve her feelings.

The surprise and pleasure of this meeting was still at its height when two shrill cries were heard. These were instantly followed by the bursting of Pussi and Tumbler on the scene, the former of whom rushed into the ready arms of Pussimek, while the latter plunged into the bosom of Nuna. Ippegoo, unable to contain himself for joy, began an impromptu and original waltz round his own mother.

Of course it was some time before the party calmed down sufficiently to give or receive explanations. When this state, however, was arrived at, a feeling of sadness was cast over, them all by the re-announcement of the fact that Ujarak was certainly dying. He had been carried out of the hole in the snow in which Egede and his party had taken refuge from the storm, and laid on a dry spot among the bushes where he could enjoy the sunshine, so that he became visible to his former friends the instant they entered the cleared space where he lay.

Any feelings of revenge that may have lingered in the breast of Angut were dissipated like a summer cloud when he saw the thin worn frame, and the pale haggard countenance, of the poor wizard. He went forward at once, and, kneeling beside him, took hold of one of his hands.

You  you  forgive me, I see? said Ujarak, anxiously.

Yes, I forgive you, replied Angut, with fervour, for his heart was touched at the sight of the once strong and self-reliant man, who in so short a time had been reduced to such utter helplessness.

I am glad  glad, continued Ujarak, that you have come before I die. I thank God for sending you. I have prayed for this.

You thank God! you have prayed! exclaimed Angut in surprise. Is it the Kablunets God you thank and pray to?

Yes; Jesus  not only the Kablunets God, but the God and Saviour of the Innuit also  the Saviour of the whole world. I have found Him  or rather, He has found me, the wicked angekok, since I came here.

The dying man turned a grateful look on Egede as he spoke.

It is true, said the missionary, coming forward. I believe that God, who brings about all good things, sent me here, and sent this man here, so that we should meet for the purpose of bringing about his salvation. The Almighty is confined to no such plans, yet it pleases Him to work by means, and often with poor tools.

Egede spoke now in the language of the Eskimos, having long before that time learned to speak it sufficiently well to be understood.

Angut, said Ujarak, after a few moments, listen to me. I cannot live long. Before I go, let me tell you that Nunaga is good  good  good! She is true to you, and she has been very, very good to me. She forgives me, though I meant to take her from you and from her home for ever. But for her, I should have been left to die on the ice. She must have had the Spirit of Jesus in her before she heard His name. Take care of her, Angut. She will serve you well. Listen to her, and she will teach you to be wise

He ceased abruptly. The energy with which he spoke proved to be the last flare of the mysterious lamp of life. Next moment only the worn-out tenement of the angekok lay before his people, for his spirit had returned to God who gave it.

The joy which had been so suddenly created by this unexpected union of friends and kindred was damped, not only by the sad though happy death of the wizard, but by the recurrence of the storm which had already proved almost fatal to them all. The recent clearing up of the weather was only a lull in the gale. Soon the sky overclouded again, snow began to fall so thickly that they could not see more than a few yards in any direction, and the wind drove them back into the hole or cave in the snow out of which the short-lived sunshine had drawn them.

The body of Ujarak was buried under a heap of stones, for they had no implements with which to dig a grave. Then Okiok and his party hastily constructed a rude snow-hut to protect them from the storm. Here for two more days and nights they were imprisoned, and much of that time they passed in listening to the pleasant discourse of Hans Egede, as he told the northern natives the wonderful story of redemption through Jesus Christ, or recounted some of his own difficulties in getting out to Greenland.

Few missionaries, we should imagine, have experienced or overcome greater difficulties in getting to their field of labour than this same earnest Norwegian, Hans Egede, though doubtless many may have equalled him in their experience of dangers and difficulties after the fight began.

Even after having made up his mind to go to Greenland out of pure desire for the salvation of souls  for his knowledge of that inhospitable land precluded the possibility of his having been tempted to go to it from any other motive  he had to spend over ten years of his life in overcoming objections and obstructions to his starting.

At first his friends gave him credit for being mad, for people are somewhat slow to believe in disinterested self-sacrifice; and the idea of a clergyman with a comfortable living in Norway, who had, besides, a wife and four small children, voluntarily resolving to go to a region in which men could be barely said to live, merely for the purpose of preaching Christ to uncivilised savages, seemed to them absurd. They little knew the power of the missionary spirit, or rather, the power of the Holy Spirit, by which some great men are actuated! But, after all, if in the worlds experience many men are found ready to take their lives in their hands, and cheerfully go to the coldest, hottest, and wildest regions of earth at the call of duty, or glory, or gold, is it strange that some men should be found willing to do the same thing for the love of God and the souls of men?

Be this as it may, it is certain that the soul of good Hans Egede became inflamed with a burning desire to go as a missionary to Greenland, and from the time that the desire arose, he never ceased to pray and strive towards the accomplishment of his purpose. His thoughts were first turned in that direction by reading of Christian men from his own country, who, centuries before, had gone to Greenland, established colonies, been decimated by sickness, and then almost exterminated by the natives  at least so it was thought, but all knowledge of them had long been lost. A friend in Bergen who had made several voyages to Greenland aroused Egedes pity for his lost countrymen, some of whom, it was supposed, had sunk back into paganism for want of teachers. His thoughts and his desires grew, and the first difficulty presented itself in the form of a doubt as to whether it was allowable to forsake his congregation. Besides, several near relations as well as wife and children were dependent on him for sustenance, which increased the initial difficulty.

But where theres a will theres a way is a proverb, the truth of which Hans Egede very soon began to exemplify. Not least among this good mans difficulties seemed to be his modesty, for he was troubled with extreme diffidence and the fear of being charged with presumption.

At last, in the year 1710, he determined to make a humble proposal to Bishop Randulph of Bergen, and to Bishop Krog of Drontheim, entreating them to support at court his plans for the conversion of the Greenlanders. Both bishops replied favourably; but when his friends saw that he was in earnest, they set up vehement opposition to what they styled his preposterous enterprise. Even his wife and family were at first among his foes, so that the poor man was greatly perplexed, and well-nigh gave up in despair. Happily, his wife at the time became involved in a series of troubles and persecutions, which so affected her that she left the enemy, and ever afterwards supported her husband loyally, heart and soul.

That Egede regarded his wifes opposition as more formidable than that of all the rest of his kith and kin put together, may be gathered from the fact that he says, on her coming over, that his joy was complete, and that he believed every obstacle to have been vanquished. In the strength of these feelings he immediately drew up a memorial to the worthy College of Missions, and again entreated the help of the bishops of Bergen and Drontheim. But bishops then, as now, were not to be unduly hurried. They recommended patience till more favourable and peaceful times!

Thus Egedes plans were postponed from year to year, for peaceful times seemed very far off. Moreover, he was assailed with all kinds of reproaches and misunderstandings as to motives, so that in the year 1715 he thought it necessary to draw up a vindication of his conduct entitled, A Scriptural and Rational Solution and Explanation of the Difficulties and Objections raised against the Design of converting the Heathen Greenlanders.

Then people tried to divert Egede from his purpose by picturing to him the dangers of his enterprise; the miseries he must endure; the cruelty of endangering the lives of his wife and children; and lastly, by pointing out the madness of relinquishing a certain for an uncertain livelihood. They even went so far as to insinuate that, under a cloak of religious motive, he wished to aggrandise his reputation; but Egede was heroically firm  some folk would say obstinate.

Wearied with delays, and having reason to believe that his memorial was not properly supported, he resolved at last to go himself to the fountain-head. Resigning his office in 1718, he went to Bergen, from which port there had been in time past considerable trade with Greenland. Here he received little or no encouragement, but the sudden death at this time of King Charles the Twelfth, giving hopes of the speedy restoration of peace, Egede thought it advisable to go to Copenhagen and personally present his memorial to the College of Missions. He did so, and received the encouraging answer that the King would consider his matter.

Kings have a wonderful capacity for taking time to consider matters  sometimes to the extent of passing out of time altogether, and leaving the consideration to successors. But the King on this occasion was true to his word. He gave Egede a private audience, and in 1719 sent orders to the magistrates of Bergen to collect all the opinions and information that could be gathered in regard to the trade with Greenland and the propriety of establishing a colony there, with a statement of the privileges that might be desired by adventurers wishing to settle in the new land. But, alas! no adventurers wished to settle there; the royal efforts failed, and poor Egede was left to fall back on his own exertions and private enterprise.

For another year this indefatigable man vainly importuned the King and the College of Missions. At last he prevailed on a number of sympathisers to hold a conference. These, under his persuasive powers, subscribed forty pounds a-piece towards a mission fund. Egede set a good example by giving sixty pounds. Then, by begging from the bishop and people of Bergen, he raised the fund to about two thousand pounds. With this sum he bought a ship, and called it the Hope. Two other vessels were chartered and freighted  one for the whale fishery, the other to take home news of the colony. The King, although unable to start the enterprise, appointed Egede missionary to the colony with a salary of sixty pounds a year, besides a present of a hundred pounds for immediate expenses, and finally, on the 12th May 1721, the indomitable Hans, with his heroic wife and four children, set sail for Greenlands icy mountains, after an unprecedented ten years conflict.

Dangers and partial disasters greeted them on their arrival, in July, at Baals River, latitude 64 degrees, where they established the colony of Godhaab.

It would require a volume to tell of Hans Egedes difficulties, doings, and sufferings in the new land. Suffice it to say that they were tremendous, and that he acted as the pioneer to the interesting missions of the Moravian Brethren to the same neighbourhood.

Hans Egede had been several years at his post when the meeting already described took place between him and the northern Eskimos.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Escape from Present Danger, and a Curious Instance of the Effects of Gin.

Although Nunaga, Kabelaw, and the children were now happily re-united to friends and kindred, their dangers were by no means over, for a wide space of ice-blocked sea separated the small island from the shores of Greenland, and their supply of meat was not sufficient, even with economy, to maintain the whole party for more than a couple of days.

In these circumstances they were much comforted, after the storm had blown itself out, to find that the pack had been considerably loosened, and that several lanes of open water extended through it in the direction of the shore.

There is a temporary settlement of natives not far from here, on the mainland, said Egede, when he and some of the men were assembled on the beach discussing their plans. Although not very friendly, they would nevertheless help us, I think, in this hour of need. They have been demoralised by traders, and drawn away from the mission at Godhaab. But how we are to get to the mainland it is difficult to see, unless God mercifully clears away the ice.

Why dont you ask your God to clear it away? demanded Simek. Have you not told us that He answers prayer offered in the name of Jesus?

Egede looked at his questioner in some surprise, mingled with pleasure, for his experience had taught him that too many of the natives either assented without thought to whatever he said, or listened with absolute indifference, if not aversion  especially when he attempted to bring truth home, or apply it personally.

I am glad you ask the question, Simek, he replied, because it gives me the opportunity of telling you that I have asked God, in the name of Jesus, to bring us out of our present trouble, and also of explaining that I never pray without adding the words if it be Thy will  for God does not always answer prayer exactly in accordance with our request, but according to His own wisdom; so that, if He were hereafter to say, Now, is not that better than you asked? we would be obliged to reply, Yes, Lord, it is better.

As the expression on Simeks face showed that he was not quite convinced, Egede added  

Listen, Simek. I and my people were starving here. I prayed to God, in Jesus name, to send us deliverance. Did He not answer my prayer by sending you and your party with food!

True, assented Simek.

Listen again, Simek. Were you not in great danger when your oomiak and kayaks were crushed in the ice?

Yes.

Were you not in very great danger when you were imprisoned on the iceberg  in danger of starvation, in danger of being crushed by its disruption?

Yes.

Well, now, if you had believed in the great and good Spirit at that time, what would you have asked Him to do for you?

I would have asked Him to clear the sea of ice, replied the Eskimo promptly, and send us kayaks and oomiaks to take us on shore.

And if He had answered you according to your prayer, you would have said, no doubt, That is well.

Yes, answered Simek emphatically, and with a smile.

But suppose, continued Egede, that God had answered you by delivering you in another way  by keeping you on the berg; by making that berg, as it were, into a great oomiak, and causing it to voyage as no oomiak ever voyaged  causing it to plough through pack-ice as no ship made by man ever ploughed; to go straight to an island to which no human power could have brought you; and to have done it all in time to save your own dear Pussi and all the rest of us from starvation  would you not have said that God had answered your prayer in a way that was far better?

While the missionary was speaking, profound gravity took the place of the puzzled expression on the countenance of Simek and of the others who were listening, for their intelligence was quite quick enough to perceive the drift of his argument before it was finished.

But, said Simek earnestly, I did not pray for this, yet I got it.

True, the Good Spirit guided you, even though you did not pray, returned Egede. Is not this a proof of His love? If He is so good to thankless and careless children, what sure ground have we for trusting that He will be good to those who love Him! What our Great Father wants is that we should love and trust Him.

There was one man of the group whose lips were parted, and whose eyes seemed to glitter as he listened. This was Angut. Much and deeply had that intelligent Eskimo thought about the Great Spirit and the mysteries around and within himself, but never till that moment did the curtain seem to rise so decidedly from before his spiritual vision. Egede observed the keen gaze, though he judged it wise to take no notice of it at the time, but he did not fail to pray mentally that the good seed might take root.

The attention of the party was called off the subject of discourse just then by a further movement of the pack-ice.

See, the lanes of open water widen, exclaimed Okiok eagerly, pointing seaward.

Perhaps, said Egede, God intends to deliver us.

Have you prayed to be delivered? asked Angut quickly.

Yes, I have.

Suppose, continued the inquisitive Eskimo, that God does not deliver you, but leaves you here to die. Would that be answering your prayer?

Yes; for instead of granting my request in the way I wished, namely, that I might be permitted to live and preach about the Great Spirit to your countrymen for many years, He would have answered my prayer for deliverance by taking me away from all evil, to be with Jesus, which is far better.

To the surprise of the missionary, a look of disappointment settled on the face of Angut.

What ails you? he asked.

From what you say, returned the Eskimo, somewhat coldly, I see that, with you, whatever happens is best; nothing can be wrong. There is something which tells me here,  he placed his hand on his breast that that is not true.

You misunderstand me, friend, said Egede; I did not say that nothing can be wrong. What I do say is that whatever God does is and must be right. But God has given to man a free will, and with his free will man does wrong. It is just to save man from this wrong-doing that Jesus came to earth.

Free will? murmured the Eskimo, with a recurrence of the perplexed look. And well might that look recur, for his untrained yet philosophical mind had been brought for the first time face to face with the great insoluble problem of the ages.

Yes, said Egede, you have got hold of a thought which no man has ever yet been able to fathom. Free will is a great mystery, nevertheless every child knows that it is a great fact.

From this point Angut seemed to commune only with his own spirit, for he put no more questions. At the same time the opening up of the pack rendered the less philosophical among the Eskimos anxious to make some practical efforts for their deliverance.

At Rooneys suggestion it was arranged that the boldest of the men should take the missionarys boat  a very small one that could not carry above a third of the party,  and examine the leads of open water, until they should ascertain whether they seemed safe or practicable; then return at once, and, if the report should be favourable, begin by taking off the women and children. This plan was carried out. A favourable report was brought back, the women were immediately embarked, and before evening closed the whole party was landed on the mainland in safety.

Being too late to proceed further that day, the Eskimos ran up a rude shelter of stones, moss, and sticks, the women being accommodated under the upturned boat. Next day they found that the pack had continued to ease off during the night, so that there was a lead of open water between it and the shore.

You have been praying during the night, said Okiok to Egede in an abrupt manner, almost as if he were accusing him of taking an unfair advantage of circumstances.

Truly I have, answered the missionary, with an amused look, but I did not presume to ask the Great Spirit to help us in this particular way. I left that to His wisdom and love. I have been taught to trust Him.

And if you had not got an answer at all, returned Okiok, wrinkling his brows in perplexity, you would still have said that all was right?

Just so. If I get an answer it is well. If I get no answer it is still well, for then I know that He sees delay to be best for me and I feel sure that the answer will come at last, in the right way, and in good time, for in the Book of the Great Spirit I am told that all things work together for good to them that love God.

What! exclaimed Angut, who had listened to the conversation with intense interest; would it be good for you if I killed you?

Of course it would, if God allowed it. Thousands of men and women in time past have chosen to be killed rather than offend God by sinning.

This is very strange teaching, said Angut, glancing at his friend Okiok.

It is the teaching of Jesus, the Son of God. I am only His servant, said the missionary, and I hope to tell you much more that will seem very strange before long; but at present we must arrange what is now to be done, for it is the duty of all men to take advantage of opportunities as they are presented to them.

The truth of this was so obvious that the Eskimos at once dropped into the region of the practical by advising that the women should all get into the boat and advance by water, while the men should walk by the shore.

This being agreed to, the boat was launched. Although not an Eskimo oomiak, the little craft, which was made of wood, and resembled a punt, was propelled by oomiak paddles, so that Madame Okiok, who was appointed steerswoman, felt herself quite at home when seated in her place. Sigokow, being a powerful creature, physically as well as mentally, was put in charge of the bow-paddle. The other women were ranged along the sides, each with a paddle except old Kannoa who was allowed to sit in the bottom of the craft as a passenger, and guardian of Pussi and Tumbler.

As these last were prone to jump about under violent impulses of joyous hilarity, and had an irresistible desire to lean over the sides for the purpose of dipping their hands in the sea, the duty of the old woman, although connected with childrens play, was by no means childs play.

Three miles an hour being the average speed at which the boat went, the walkers easily kept up with it. Only once did a difficulty occur when they came to a narrow bay which, although not more than a mile or so across from point to point, ran so far inland that the walkers could not have gone round it without great loss of time.

We must be ferried across here, said Egede; but as it is past noon, I think we had better call a halt, and dine before making the traverse.

That is my opinion, too, sir, said Rooney, throwing down the bundle he had been carrying.

As the invitation to feed seldom comes amiss to a healthy Eskimo, Egedes proposal was at once agreed to, and in a few minutes they were all busily engaged.

It was a pretty spot, that on which they dined. Bushes just beginning to bud surrounded them; brilliant sunshine drew forth delicious scents from the long, long frozen earth and the reviving herbage on which they sat. It also drew forth gushing rivulets from the patches of snow and heavy drifts, which here and there by their depth and solidity seemed to bid defiance to the sweet influences of spring. The ice-laden sea sent gentle wavelets to the pebbly shore. A group of large willows formed a background to their lordly hall, and behind them, in receding and grand perspective, uprose the great shoulders of Greenlands mountains.

On all those natural objects of interest and beauty, however, the travellers did not at first bestow more than a passing glance. They were too much engrossed with metal more attractive, in the shape of bear blubber; but when appetite began to fail conversation began to flow. At that point it occurred to Pussi and Tumbler that they would go and have some fun.

Child-nature is much the same all the world over and curiously enough, it bears strong resemblance to adult nature. Having fed to satiety, these chips of Simek and Okiok lifted up their eyes, and beheld the surrounding shrubs. At once the idea arose Let us explore. The very same impulse that sent Mungo Park and Livingstone to Africa; Ross, Parry, Franklin, Kane, and all the rest of them toward the Pole, led our little hero and heroine into that thicket, and curiosity urged them to explore as far as possible. They did so, and, as a natural consequence, lost themselves. But what cared they for that? With youth, and health, and strength, they were as easy in their minds as Lieutenant Greely was with sextant, chart, and compass. As to food, were they not already victualled for, not a three years, but a three hours, expedition?

And their parents were not disturbed on their account. Eskimo fathers and mothers are not, as a rule, nervous or anxious about their offspring.

In a remarkably short space of time Pussi and Tumbler, walking hand in hand, put more than a mile of bush between them and their feeding-place.

Oh! whas dat? exclaimed Pussi, stopping short, and gazing into the thicket in front of her.

We pause to remind the reader that our little ones lisped in Eskimo, and that, in order to delineate faithfully, our only resource is to translate into lisping English.

Its a man, exclaimed Tumbler.

I tink hims a funny man, murmured the little girl, as the man approached.

Pussi was right. But it was not his dress, so much as his gait and expression, that were funny. For the stranger was obviously an Eskimo, being flat and fat-visaged, black-and-straight haired, and seal-skinnily clad.

The singular point about him was his walk. To all appearance it was a recently acquired power, for the man frowned almost fiercely at the ground as he advanced, and took each step with an amount of forethought and deliberation which to the children seemed quite unaccountable. Nay, after having taken a step, he would seem suddenly to repent, and draw back, putting a foot behind him again, or even to one side or the other  anywhere, in short, rather than in front. Coming up to the children at last by this painful process, he became suddenly aware of their presence, and opened his eyes to an extent that could only be accounted for on the wild supposition that he had never seen a child in all his life before.

Having stared for a minute or so with all the intensity of the most solemn surprise, he blinked like a sleepy owl, his mouth expanded, and his whole countenance beamed with good-will; but suddenly he changed back, as if by magic, to the solemn-surprise condition.

This was too much for the children, who simultaneously burst into a hilarious fit of laughter.

The fit seemed catching, for the man joined them with a loud roar of delight, swaying to and fro with closed eyes as he did so.

The roar brought up Red Rooney, who had followed the childrens steps and happened to be close to them at the time of the explosion. He looked at the man for a moment, and then his muttered remark, Drunk as a fiddler! cleared up the mystery.

When the man opened his eyes, having finished his laugh, and beheld a tall Kablunet gazing sternly at him, all the fire of his ancestors blazed up in his breast, and came out at his eyes. Drawing his knife, he sprang at our seaman with the murderous weapon uplifted.

Rooney caught his wrist, put a foot behind his leg, gave him a sort of twirl, and laid him flat on his back. The fall caused the knife to spin into the air, and the poor Eskimo found himself at the mercy of the Kablunet.

Instead of taking the mans life, Rooney bade him sit up. The man did so with a solemn look, not unmixed with perplexity.

There is a phase of that terrible vice drunkenness which is comic, and it is not of the slightest use to ignore that fact. There were probably few men who detested strong drink and grieved over its dire effects more than Red Rooney. He had been led, at a time when total abstinence was almost unknown, to hate the very name of drink and to become a total abstainer. Yet he could not for the life of him resist a hearty laugh when the befuddled Eskimo blinked up in his face with an imbecile smile, and said Whwhash e matter, yyou ststupid ole KKKablunet?

The difficulty and faulty nature of his pronunciation was such that slipshod English serves admirably to indicate his state of mind, although neither English nor Eskimo, Arabic nor Hebrew, will suffice to describe in adequate terms the tremendous solemnity of his gaze after the imbecile smile had passed away.

You disreputable old seal, said Rooney, where did you get the drink?

Words are wanting to express the dignified look of injured innocence with which the man replied I  Ive had no ddrink. Nosh a ddrop!

Yes, truly you are a man and a brother, muttered Rooney, as he noted this touch of nature, and felt that he was in the company of kin. Whats your name, you walrus?

KKazho, answered the man indignantly.

What!

KKazho, he repeated, with emphasis.

I suppose you mean Kajo, you unnatural jellyfish.

Kajo did not condescend to say what he meant, but continued to eye the Kablunet with lofty disdain, though the effect of his expression was marred by his attention being distracted by Pussi and Tumbler, whose faces were fiery red, owing to fits of suppressed laughter.

Get up now, you old rascal, said Rooney. Come along with me, and Ill show you to my friends.

At first the Eskimo showed a disposition to resist, but when the powerful seaman lifted him up by the neck of his coat, as if he had been a little dog, and set him on his legs, he thought better of it, smiled benignly, and moved on.

Hans Egede at once recognised this fellow as one of the most troublesome of his flock.

I have done my best to keep strong drink from that man, he explained to Rooney, but, as you must be aware from your long residence among them, the traders will supply the poor creatures with rum, and Kajos naturally sanguine temperament is unable to withstand its influence. Over and over again he has promised me  with tears of, I believe, true repentance in his eyes  to give it up; but as surely as the traders offer it to him, and prevail on him to take one drop, so surely does he give way to a regular debauch.

While he spoke to Rooney in the Danish tongue, the subject of conversation stood with bowed head, conscience-smitten, before him, for, although he did not understand the language, he guessed correctly that the talk was about his own misdeeds.

Come with me, said the missionary, taking the poor man by the arm, leading him aside to some distance, and evidently entering into serious remonstrance  while Kajo, as evidently, commenced energetic protestations.

On returning, Egede said that the Eskimo told him his tribe had moved along the coast to a better hunting-ground, and were at that moment located in an old deserted village, just beyond the point for which they were making, on the other side of the bay. He therefore advised that they should start off at once, so as to reach the camp early in the evening.

Kajo tells me, added Egede, that his kayak lies hid in the bushes at no great distance; so he can go with us. He is not too drunk, I think, to manage his light craft.

But Egede was wrong, for even while he was speaking Kajo had slipped quietly behind a bush. There, after a cautious look round to see that no one observed him, he drew a curious little flat earthenware bottle from some place of concealment about his dress, applied it to his lips, and took what Rooney would have styled a long, hearty pull.

That draught was the turning-point. The comic and humorous were put to flight, and nothing but fierce, furious savagery remained behind. Many men in their cups become lachrymose, others silly, and some combative. The fiery liquor had the latter effect on Kajo. Issuing from his place of retirement with a fiendish yell and glaring eyes, he made an insane attack on Angut. That Eskimo, having no desire to hurt the man, merely stepped lightly out of his way and let him pass. Fortunately his knife had been left on the ground where Rooney first met him, for he stumbled and fell upon Kabelaw, into whom he would certainly have plunged the weapon had it still been in his hand.

Jumping up, he looked round with the glaring eyes of a tiger, while his fingers clutched nervously at the place where he was wont to carry the lost knife.

Seeing his condition, Arbalik sprang towards him, but, stooping quickly, Kajo darted out of his way. At the same moment he snatched up a knife that had been left lying on the ground. The first effect of the last draught seemed for the time to have increased the mans powers of action, for, rushing round the circle, he came suddenly upon poor old Kannoa, who chanced to be seated a little apart from the others. Seizing her thin hair, Kajo brandished the knife in front of her throat, and, glaring at the men, gave vent to a wild laugh of triumph.

It was evident that he was for the time quite mad and unaccountable for his actions  though by no means unaccountable for taking the accursed drink that reduced him to that state of temporary insanity. Red Rooney, aghast with horror at the impending fate of the dear old remembrancer of his grandmother, sprang forward with the agility of a wild cat, but his energy, intensified though it was by rage, could not have prevented the catastrophe if Ippegoo had not come to the rescue.

Yes, that mild youth was the instrument chosen to avert the blow. He chanced to be standing beside a mass of turf which Okiok had cut from the ground for the purpose of making a dry seat for Nuna. Seizing this, Ippegoo hurled it at the head of the drunken Eskimo. Never before did the feeble youth make such a good shot. Full on the flat face of the drunkard it went, like the wad of a siege-gun, scattering earth and débris all round  and down went the Eskimo. Unable to check himself, down also went Rooney on the top of him.

Next moment the luckless Kajo was secured with a piece of walrus-line, and flung on one side, while the indignant party held a noisy consultation as to what was to be done with him.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Eskimo Encampment  A Murder and its Consequences.

With Hans Egede, Red Rooney, and Angut as chief councillors, it may be easily understood that the punishment awarded to Kajo was not severe. He was merely condemned, in the meantime, to be taken to his own people as a prisoner, and then let go free with a rebuke.

But how are we to carry him there? asked Egede. He cannot walk, and we must not delay.

Thats true, said Rooney; and it will never do to burden the womens boat with him. It is too full already.

Did he not say that he had his kayak with him? asked Angut.

He did, cried Okiok, with the sudden animation of one who has conceived an idea. Run, Arbalik, Ippegoo, Ermigit, Norrak, and seek for the kayak.

The youths named ran off to obey, with the alacrity of well-trained children, and in half an hour returned in triumph with the kayak on their shoulders. Meanwhile Kajo had recovered slightly, and was allowed to sit up, though his hands were still bound.

Now well try him. Launch the boat, boys, said Okiok, and be ready to paddle.

The young men did as they were bid, and Okiok, unloosening Kajos bonds, asked him if he could manage his kayak.

Oof  ccourse I can, replied the man, somewhat indignantly.

Come, then, embark an do it, returned Okiok, seizing his arm, and giving it a squeeze to convince him that he was in the hands of a strong man.

Kajo staggered towards his little vessel, and, lifting it with difficulty, went down to the beach. He would certainly have fallen and damaged it if Okiok had not stood on one side and Angut on the other to prevent a fall. When the kayak was launched, he attempted to step into the little oval opening in it, but with so little success that Okiok, losing patience, lifted, him in, and crammed him down. Then he sent him afloat with a vigorous push.

Feeling all right, with the familiar paddle in his hands, Kajo tried to rouse himself, bethought him of flight, gave a hiccoughing cheer, and went skimming away like a sword-fish.

After him now, boys, and keep alongside, cried Okiok.

Responsive to the order, the boat shot after the kayak, but they had barely got under weigh when Kajo made a false stroke with the paddle, lost his balance, and disappeared.

I expected that, remarked Okiok, with a laugh.

But the poor man will drown, said Egede anxiously; he is too drunk to recover himself.

This was obvious, for the overturned craft seemed to quiver like a dying whale, while its owner made wild but fruitless efforts to recover his proper position; and it is certain that the poor man would then and there have paid the penalty of his intemperance with his life, if the boat had not ranged alongside, and rescued him.

So then, said Angut to Egede, as they were bringing Kajo ashore, this is the effect of the mad waters that I have often heard of, but never seen till now.

Yes, Angut, you see the effect of them  at least on one man; but their effects vary according to the nature of those who drink. Some men they make violent, like Kajo; others become silly; while not a few become heavy, stupid, and brutal. In my country most if not all of the murders that take place are committed under the influence of strong drink. The Red Indians, who dwell far to the south-west of your lands, call strong drink fire-water. Your own name mad waters is better, I think.

Kajo was led forward at this moment, looking very much dejected, and greatly sobered. He made no further attempt to resist, but, as a precaution, his hands were again tied, and then he was left to dry in the sun, and to his meditations, while the party made the traverse of the bay.

This was accomplished in three trips. As the last party was about to start, Okiok and Kajo alone remained on the shore.

You had better think twice, said Rooney, as he was about to push off the boat. He may give you some trouble.

Fear not, returned Okiok, with a grin, in which there were mingled fun and contempt. I have thought twice  three  four  ten times, and he extended the fingers of both hands.

Very good; well keep an eye on you, said Rooney, with a laugh.

He runs no risk, remarked Egede, taking up one of the paddles to share in the work. His plan is one which Eskimos frequently adopt when one of their kayaks has been destroyed by rocks or walruses.

The plan referred to consisted in making the man whose kayak has been lost lie out on what may be called the deck of a friends kayak. The well-known little craft named the Rob Roy Canoe bears much resemblance to the Eskimo kayak  the chief difference being that the former is made of thin, light wood, the latter of a light framework covered with sealskin. Both are long and narrow; decked entirely over, with the exception of a hole in the centre; can hold only one person, and are propelled with one double paddle having a blade at each end. The only way, therefore, of helping a friend in distress with such craft is to lay him out flat at full length on the deck, and require him to keep perfectly still while you paddle to a place of safety.

Okiok intended to take the helpless drunkard across the bay in this fashion, but for the sake of safety, resolved to do it in an unfriendly manner.

When the boat had shot away, he pushed the kayak into the water until it was afloat in the fore-part, arranged the spears which formed its armament, made fast the various lines, and laid the paddle across the opening. Then he went up to Kajo, who had been watching his movements with much curiosity, not quite unmingled with discomfort.

Go, he said, pointing to the kayak, and lay yourself out in front, on your face.

Kajo looked earnestly at the speaker. There was much less of the heroic in his gaze by that time, and therefore more of manly determination; but Okiok said go again. And Kajo went.

When he was laid flat on his face in front of the opening, with his feet on either side, and his head towards the bow, Okiok proceeded to tie him down there.

You need not fear, he said; I will not move. Okiok did not cease his work, but he said  

I will make sure that you do not move. Any man with the sense of a puffin might be trusted to lie still for his own sake, but I have learned this day that a man full of mad water is a fool  not to be trusted at all.

Having expressed himself thus, and finished the lashing, he got softly into his place, pushed off, and paddled gently over the sea.

He had not advanced far when Kajo, feeling uncomfortable, tried slightly to alter his position, whereupon Okiok took up a spear that lay handy, and gave him a slight prick by way of reminding him of his duty. The rest of the voyage was accomplished in peace and safety.

In the evening the party arrived at the temporary abode of the tribe to which Kajo belonged. By that time the Eskimo was thoroughly sober, but the same could not be said of all his people  of whom there were upwards of a hundred men, besides women and children. It was found that a chance trader to Godhaab had brought a considerable quantity of rum, and the families of which we now speak had secured several kegs.

All of these Eskimos were well acquainted with Egede, and a few of them were friendly towards him; but many were the reverse. There was great excitement among them at the time the party arrived  excitement that could scarcely be accounted for either by the rum or by the unexpected arrival.

Egede soon found out what it was. A terrible murder had been committed the night before by one of the Eskimos, who was considered not only the best hunter of the band to which he belonged, but one of the best husbands and fathers. His name was Mangek. He was one of those who had been well disposed towards the missionary, and in regard to whom much hope had been entertained. But he had been treated to rum by the traders, and having conceived an ardent desire for more, had managed to obtain a keg of the mad water. Although kind and amiable by nature, his temperament was sanguine and his nerves sensitively strung. A very little of the rum excited him to extravagant exuberance of spirit, and a large dose made him temporarily insane.

It was during one of these fits of insanity that Mangek had on the previous night struck his wife, when she was trying to soothe him. The blow would not in itself have killed her, but as she fell her head struck on a stone, her skull was fractured, and she died in a few minutes.

Indifferent to  indeed, ignorant of  what he had done, the Eskimo sat beside the corpse all that night drinking. No one dared to go near him, until he fell back helplessly drunk. Then they removed the body of his wife.

It was bad enough to see this hitherto respected man mad with drink, but it was ten times worse to see him next day mad with horror at what he had done. For it was not merely that his wife was dead, but that, although he had loved that wife with all his heart and soul, he had killed her with his own hand. The wretched man had rushed about the place shrieking all the morning, sometimes with horror and sometimes with fury, until he was physically exhausted. Every one had kept carefully out of his way. When our travellers arrived he was lying in his hut groaning heavily; but no one knew what state he was in, for they still feared to disturb him.

No such fear affected Hans Egede. Knowing that he could point to the only remedy for sin and broken hearts, he went straight into the poor mans hut. Shortly afterwards the groaning ceased, and the natives listened with awe to what they knew was the voice of prayer. As they could not, however, distinguish the words, they gradually drew off, and circled round the strangers who had so unexpectedly arrived.

Great was their surprise when they found that their comrade Kajo had been brought home as a prisoner; and still greater was their surprise when they found that a bottle of rum which had been stolen from one of their hunters, and carried off the day before, was found on the person of Kajo  for Kajo had been, like Mangek, a respectable man up to that date, and no one believed it possible that he would condescend to steal.

One of those who was himself under the influence of rum at the time looked sternly at Kajo, and began to abuse him as a hypocrite and deceiver.

Now, look here, cried Red Rooney, stepping forward; listen to me.

Having regard to his commanding look and tone, the natives considered him the leader of the party, and listened with respect.

What right have you, he continued, turning sharply on the last speaker, to look with contempt on Kajo? You have been drinking mad water yourself. I smell it in your breath. If you were to take a little more, you would be quite ready to commit murder.

No, I would not, replied the Eskimo stoutly.

Yes, you would, said the sailor, still more stoutly. Even my good-natured friend Okiok here would be ready to murder his wife Nuna if he was full of mad water.

This unexpected statement took our kindly Eskimo so much by surprise that for a moment or two he could not speak. Then he thundered forth  

Never! What! kill Nuna? If I was stuffed with mad water from the toes to the eyelids, I could not kill Nuna.

At that moment an aged Eskimo pressed to the front. Tears were on his wrinkled cheeks, as he said, in a quavering voice  

Yes, you could, my son. The wife of Mangek was my dear child. No man ever loved his wife better than Mangek loved my child. He would have killed himself sooner than he would have killed her. But Mangek did not kill her. It was the mad water that killed her. He did not know what the mad water would do when he drank it. How could he? It is the first time he has drunk it; he will never drink it again. But that will not bring back my child.

The old man tried to say more, but his lip trembled and his voice failed. His head drooped, and, turning abruptly round, he mingled with the crowd.

It was evident that the people were deeply moved by this speech. Probably they had never before given the mad water much of their thoughts, but now, after what had been said, and especially after the awful event of the previous night, opinion on the subject was beginning to form.

Red Rooney noted the fact, and was quick to take advantage of the opportunity.

My friends, he said, and the natives listened all the more eagerly that he spoke their language so well, when a cruel enemy comes to your shore, and begins to kill, how do you act?

We drive him into the sea; kill  destroy him, shouted the men promptly.

Is not mad water a cruel enemy? Has he not already begun his deadly work? Has he not killed one of your best women, and broken the heart of one of your best men?

Huk! huk! Yes, that is true.

Then who will fight him? shouted Rooney.

There was a chorus of I wills, and many of the men, running up to their huts, returned, some with bottles, and some with kegs. Foremost among them was the old father of the murdered woman. He stumbled, fell, and his keg rolled to Rooneys feet.

Catching it up, the sailor raised it high above his head and dashed it to splinters on the stones. With a shout of enthusiasm the Eskimos followed his example with bottle and keg, and in another moment quite a cataract of the vile spirit was flowing into the sea.

That is well done, said Hans Egede, coming up at the moment. You know how to take the tide at the flood, Rooney.

Nay, sir, returned the sailor; God brought about all the circumstances that raised the tide, and gave me power to see and act when the tide was up. I claim to be naught but an instrument.

I will not quarrel with you on that point, rejoined Egede; nevertheless, as an instrument, you did it well, and for that I thank God who has granted to you what I have prayed and toiled for, without success, for many a day. It is another illustration of prayer being answered in a different and better way from what I had asked or expected.

In this strange manner was originated, on the spur of the moment, an effectual and comprehensive total abstinence movement. We are bound of course to recognise the fact that it began in impulse, and was continued from necessity  no more drink being obtainable there at that time. Still, Egede and Rooney, as well as the better-disposed among the Eskimos, rejoiced in the event, for it was an unquestionable blessing so far as it went.

As the Eskimos had settled down on that spot for some weeks for the purpose of hunting  which was their only method of procuring the necessaries of life,  and as there was no pressing necessity for the missionary or his friends proceeding just then to Godhaab, it was resolved that they should all make a short stay at the place, to assist the Eskimos in their work, as well as to recruit the health and strength of those who had been enfeebled by recent hardship and starvation.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Tells of Men whose Actions end in Smoke, and of others whose Plots end in Deeds of Darkness.

This is a world of surprises. However long we may live, and however much we may learn, the possibility of being surprised remains with us, and our capacity for blazing astonishment is as great as when first, with staggering gait, we escaped from the nursery into space and stood irresolute, with the world before us where to choose.

These thoughts arise from the remembrance of Okiok as he stood one morning open-mouthed, open-eyed, open-souled, and, figuratively, petrified, gazing at something over a ledge of rock.

What that something was we must learn from Okiok himself, after he had cautiously retired from the scene, and run breathlessly back towards the Eskimo village, where the first man he met was Red Rooney.

I  Ive seen it, gasped the Eskimo, gripping the seamans arm convulsively.

Seen what?

Seen a man  on fire; and he seems not to mind it!

On fire! A man! Surely not. You must be mistaken.

No, I am quite sure, returned Okiok, with intense earnestness. I saw him with my two eyes, and smoke was coming out of him.

Rooney half-suspected what the Eskimo had seen, but there was just enough of uncertainty to induce him to say, Come, take me to him.

Is the man alone? he asked, as they hurried along.

No; Ippegoo is with him, staring at him. They soon reached the ledge of rock where Okiok had seen the something, and, looking cautiously over it, Rooney beheld his friend Kajo smoking a long clay pipe such as Dutchmen are supposed to love. Ippegoo was watching him in a state of ecstatic absorption.

Rooney drew back and indulged in a fit of stifled laughter for a minute, but his companion was too much surprised even to smile.

Is he doing that curious thing, asked Okiok in a low voice, which you once told me about  smookin tibooko?

Yes; thats it, replied Rooney with a broad grin, only you had better say smokin tobacco next time.

Smokkin tibucco, repeated the Eskimo; well, that is funny. But why does he spit it out? Does he not like it?

Of course he likes it. At least I suppose he does, by the expression of his face.

There could be little doubt that Rooney was right. Kajo had evidently got over the preliminary stages of incapacity and repugnance long ago, and had acquired the power of enjoying that mild and partial stupefaction  sometimes called soothing influence  which tobacco smoke affords. His eyes blinked happily, like those of a cat in the sunshine; his thickish lips protruded poutingly as they gripped the stem; and the smoke was expelled slowly at each puff, as if he grudged losing a single whiff of the full flavour.

Scarcely less interesting was the entranced gaze of Ippegoo. Self-oblivion had been effectively achieved in that youth. A compound of feelings  interest, surprise, philosophical inquiry, eager expectancy, and mild alarm  played hide-and-seek with each other in his bosom, and kept him observant and still.

Why, asked Okiok, after gazing in silent admiration for a few minutes over the ledge, why does he not swallow it, if he likes it, and keep it down?

Its hard to say, answered Rooney. Perhaps hed blow up or catch fire if he were to try. It might be dangerous!

See, exclaimed Okiok, in an eager whisper; he is going to let Ippegoo taste it.

Rooney looked on with increased interest, for at that moment Kajo, having had enough, offered the pipe to his friend, who accepted it with the air of a man who half expected it to bite and put the end in his mouth with diffidence. He was not successful with the first draw, for instead of taking the smoke merely into his mouth he drew it straight down his throat, and spent nearly five minutes thereafter in violent coughing with tears running down his cheeks.

Kajo spent the same period in laughing, and then gravely and carefully explained how the thing should be done.

Ippegoo was an apt scholar. Almost immediately he learned to puff, and in a very short time was rolling thick white clouds from him like a turret-gun in action. Evidently he was proud of his rapid attainments.

Humph! That wont last long, murmured Rooney to his companion.

Isnt it good? said Kajo to Ippegoo.

Yees. O yes. Its good; aat least, I suppose it is, replied the youth, with modesty.

A peculiar tinge of pallor overspread his face at that moment.

Whats wrong, Ippegoo?

I  I  feel ffunny.

Never mind that, said Kajo. Its always the way at first. When I first tried it I

He was cut short by Ippegoo suddenly rising, dropping the pipe, clapping one hand on his breast, the other on his mouth, and rushing into the bushes where he disappeared like one of his own puffs of smoke. At the same moment Rooney and Okiok appeared on the scene, laughing heartily.

You rascal! said Rooney to Kajo, on recovering his gravity; you have learned to drink, and you have learned to smoke, and, not satisfied with that extent of depravity, you try to teach Ippegoo. You pitiful creature! Are you not ashamed of yourself?

Kajo looked sheepish, and admitted that he had some sensations of that sort, but wasnt sure.

Tell me, continued the seaman sternly, before you tasted strong drink or tobacco, did you want them?

No, replied Kajo.

Are you in better health now that youve got them?

I  I feel the better for them, replied Kajo.

I did not ask what you feel, returned Rooney. Are you better now than you were before? Thats the question.

But Rooney never got a satisfactory answer to that question, and Kajo continued to drink and smoke until, happily for himself, he had to quit the settlements and proceed to the lands of thick-ribbed ice, where nothing stronger than train oil and lamp-smoke were procurable.

As for poor Ippegoo, he did not show himself to his friends during the remainder of that day. Being half an idiot, no one could prevail on him thereafter to touch another pipe.

Now, while the Eskimos and our friends were engaged in hunting, and holding an unwonted amount both of religious and philosophical intercourse, a band of desperadoes was descending the valleys of the interior of Greenland, with a view to plunder the Eskimos of the coast.

Hitherto we have written about comparatively well-behaved and genial natives, but it must not be supposed that there were no villains of an out-and-out character among those denizens of the north. It is true there were not many  for the sparseness of the population, the superabundance of game on land and sea, as well as the wealth of unoccupied hunting-grounds, and the rigour of the climate, rendered robbery and war quite unnecessary, as well as disagreeable. Still, there were a few spirits of evil even there, to whom a quiet life seemed an abomination, and for whom the violent acquisition of other mens goods possessed a charm far transcending the practice of the peaceful industries of life.

The band referred to was not remarkably strong in numbers  about thirty or so; but these were sturdy and daring villains, led by a chief who must have had some of the old Norse blood in his veins, he was so tall, fair of complexion, and strong.

Descending first on the little settlement of Godhaab at night, this robber band found that a Dutch trading-vessel had just arrived, the crew of which, added to the settlers attracted from their hunting-grounds to the village, formed a force which they dared not venture to attack openly. Grimlek, the robber chief, therefore resolved to wait for a better opportunity. Meanwhile, passing himself and band off as hunters, he purchased a few things from the traders and then proceeded along the coast, intending to hunt, as well as to wait till the vessel should depart.

While the robbers were thus engaged, they came unexpectedly on another trading-ship  a Dutchman  part of the crew of which had landed for some purpose or other in their boat. On seeing the Eskimos, the Dutchmen got quickly into their boat, and pushed off; but the robbers made signs of peace to them, and, carrying their bows, arrows, and spears up to the woods, left them there, returning to the shore as if unarmed, though in reality they had retained their knives. Again they made signs, as if they wished to trade with the Dutchmen.

Deceived by appearances, the sailors once more drew in to the shore. While they were approaching, Grimlek called his men round him and gave a few hasty directions. When the sailors had landed, the Eskimos mingled with them, and began to offer sealskins for trade  each selecting a particular man with whom to transact business. At a given signal they drew their knives from under their coats, and each robber stabbed his man to the heart. The men left in the ship, seeing what had occurred, and that it was too late to attempt rescue, instantly filled her sails, and went off to sea.

The villains having thus easily slain their victims, carried off the booty found in the boat, and hid it in the bushes, to be taken away at a convenient opportunity.

But this deed of darkness was not done unwitnessed. Early in the morning of that day, various hunting parties had dispersed in different directions  some to the hills, others to the sea. Among the latter was an oomiak full of women who went along-shore to fish, and with whom were old Kannoa, Nunaga, and others. They went in a northerly direction. Rooney, Angut, and Okiok proceeded along the coast to the southward.

The direction taken by these last brought them near to the spot where the Dutch sailors had landed, at the critical moment when the robbers were mingling with their unsuspecting victims.

Although only three to thirty, it is certain that our heroes would have sprung to the aid of the sailors if they had suspected what was about to happen, but the deed was done so promptly that there was no time for action. Fortunately Rooney and his companions had not shown themselves. They were therefore able to draw back into the shelter of the bushes, where they held a hasty council of war.

We must run back to camp, said Rooney, tell what we have seen, and return with a band of men to punish the murderers.

Agreed, said Okiok; but how are we to do it? The shore is open. We cannot take a step that way without being seen, and chased. We might outrun them, though I dont feel quite as supple as I used to; but we should barely arrive before them in time to warn the camp, and should then be almost unfit to fight.

To this Angut replied that they could go inland over the hills, and so come down on the camp in rear. It might not, he thought, add much to the distance. This plan was quickly adopted and put in practice.

But there are few things more deceptive than formation and distance in mountain lands. What seemed to the trio easy, proved to be tremendously difficult; and the distance they had to travel in order to avoid precipices and surmount ridges, gradually increased to many miles, so that it was late, and twilight was deepening into night, before they reached the camp.

Meanwhile the robbers were not idle. Although ignorant of the fact that their bloody work had been observed, they were not long ignorant of the near neighbourhood of the Eskimo camp. Early in the morning they had sent two of their swiftest young men to spy out the land ahead. These had discovered the camp, entered it, professing to be wandering hunters, and had then returned to their friends with the news that many of the men had gone away hunting, and would probably remain out all night; also that an oomiak full of women had gone off to the southward to fish.

The runners, happening to descend to the coast on the opposite side of a ridge from Rooney and his companions, just missed meeting them, and returned to their comrades shortly after the massacre. Grimlek knew that whatever course he should pursue must be prompt and decisive. He at once divided his men into two bands, one of which he sent to pursue and capture the women who had gone to fish; with the other, which he led in person, he resolved either to storm the camp or take it by surprise, as circumstances might point out.

By the straight way of the shore the distance was not great. In fact, the camp might have been seen from the spot where the massacre had been perpetrated, but for a high promontory which concealed it. On rounding this promontory, the party detailed to pursue the women glided into the bushes and disappeared. Grimlek, with the remaining men, advanced straight and openly towards the camp. He saw, however, on drawing near, that the number of men in it were more than a match for his small party, and therefore approached with friendly demonstrations.

They were hospitably received by Hans Egede.

My friends, he said, you have arrived just as we are assembling to talk about the things that concern our souls, the future life, and the Good Spirit. Will you and your men sit down and listen?

For a few moments Grimlek did not reply. Then he said, You are not an Eskimo?

No, I am a Kablunet, replied Egede; I have been sent to tell the Eskimos about the true God.

Again the robber chief was silent. Then he said that he would consult with his men, and retired with them a short distance to do so.

Nothing better could have happened, he said in a low tone. The Kablunet is going to talk to them about his God. All we have to do is to mingle with them. Let each of you choose his man and sit down beside him. When I give the signal, strike at once, and let no second blow be needed.

A murmur of assent was all that the band returned to this speech, and Grimlek, returning to the missionary, said that he and his men were ready to hear.

In a few minutes each of the assassins was seated on the ground beside his chosen victim.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

A Strange Meeting strangely interrupted.

The meeting which had been thus strangely invaded was no ordinary prayer or missionary meeting. It had been assembled by Egede for the express purpose of affording some unbelievers among the Eskimos an opportunity of stating their difficulties and objections in regard to the new religion.

Interesting though its proceedings were, as showing the similarity of the workings of the civilised and savage minds, we cannot afford space to enter much into detail, yet some account of the matter seems necessary in order to show what it was that induced the robber chief to delay, though not to alter, his fell purpose.

After prayer offered by the missionary, that the Holy Spirit might descend on and bless the discussion, a hymn was sung. It had been translated into Eskimo, and taught to his converts by Egede. Then the missionary made a brief but complete statement of the leading facts of the good news of salvation to sinful man in Jesus Christ,  this, not only to clear the way for what was to come, but for the purpose of teaching the newcomers, so as to render them somewhat intelligent listeners.

Then an old grey-haired man arose.

I do not object to the new religion, he said, but I am puzzled. You tell me that God is everywhere and knows everything; why, then, did he not go to our first mother, Eve, and warn her of her danger when the Evil One tempted her in the form of a serpent?

My friend, the question you ask cannot be fully answered, said Egede. I can explain, however, that our first parents were put into the world to be tried or tested in that way. To have warned Eve would have rendered the test useless. Enough for us to know that she was told what to do. Her duty was to obey. But let me ask you a question: is not sin  is not murder  hateful?

Grimlek imagined that Egede looked him straight in the face as he asked the question, and felt uneasy, but was by no means softened.

Yes, answered the old man; murder  sin  is hateful.

Yet it certainly exists, continued Egede; you cannot help believing that?

Yes, I must admit that.

Then why did God permit sin?

Of course the old man could not reply, and the missionary pointed out that some things were incomprehensible, and that that was one of them.

But, he continued, that is no reason why we should not talk of things that are comprehensible. Let us turn to these.

At this point a middle-aged man with a burly frame and resolute expression started up, and said in an excited yet somewhat reckless manner  

I dont believe a word that you say. Everything exists as it was from the beginning until now, and will continue the same to the end.

Who told you that? asked Egede, in a prompt yet quiet manner.

The man was silenced. He resumed his seat without answering.

You have talked of the end, my friend, continued the missionary, in the same quiet tone. When is the end? and what will come after it? I wait for enlightenment.

Still the man remained dumb. He had evidently exhausted himself in one grand explosion, and was unable for more. There was a disposition to quiet laughter on the part of the audience, but the missionary checked this by pointing to another man in the crowd and remarking  

I think, friend, that you have something to say.

Thus invited, the man spoke at once, and with unexpected vigour. He was a stupid-looking, heavy-faced man, but when roused, as he then was, his face lighted up amazingly.

We do not understand you, he said sternly. Show us the God you describe; then we will believe in Him and obey Him. You make Him too high and incomprehensible. How can we know Him? Will He trouble Himself about the like of us? Some of us have prayed to Him when we were faint and hungry, but we got no answer. What you say of Him cannot be true, or, if you know Him better than we do, why dont you pray for us and procure for us plenty of food, good health, and a dry house? That is all we want. As for our souls, they are healthy enough already. You are of a different race from us. People in your country may have diseased souls. Very likely they have. From the specimens we have seen of them we are quite ready to believe that. For them a doctor of souls may be necessary. Your heaven and your spiritual joys may be good enough for you, but they would be very dull for us. We must have seals, and fishes, and birds. Our souls can no more live without these than our bodies. You say we shall not find any of these in your heaven; well then, we do not want to go there; we will leave it to you and to the worthless part of our own countrymen, but as for us, we prefer to go to Torngarsuk, where we shall find more than we require of all things, and enjoy them without trouble.

(See Note.)

With an energetic humph! or some such exclamation, this self-satisfied philosopher sat down, and many of his countrymen expressed their sympathy with his views by a decided Huk! but others remained silent and puzzled.

And well they might, for in these few sentences the Eskimo had opened up a number of the problems on which man, both civilised and savage, has been exercising his brain unsuccessfully from the days of Adam and Eve until now. No wonder that poor Hans Egede paused thoughtfully  and no doubt prayerfully  for a few minutes ere he ventured a reply. He was about to open his lips, when, to his astonishment, a tall strong man who had been sitting near the outside circle of the audience close to the robber chief Grimlek started to his feet, and, in a tone that had in it more of a demand than a request, asked permission to speak.

It was our friend Angut.

Before listening to his remarks, however, it behoves us to account for his sudden appearance.

Having been led, as we have said, far out of their way by the détour they were compelled to take, Red Rooney and his friends did not reach the camp till some time after the meeting above described had begun. As it was growing dusk at the time, they easily approached without being observed  all the more that during the whole time of the meeting men and women kept coming and going, according as they felt more or less interested in the proceedings.

Great was the surprise of the three friends on arriving to find the band of robbers sitting peacefully among the audience; but still greater would have been their surprise had they known the murderous purpose these had in view. Rooney, however, having had knowledge of men in many savage lands, half guessed the true state of matters, and, touching his two friends on the shoulders, beckoned to them to withdraw.

Things look peaceful, he whispered when beyond the circle, but there is no peace in the hearts of cold-blooded murderers. What they have done they will do again. Quick is the word. Let us gather a dozen strong young men.

They had no difficulty in doing this. From among the youths who were indifferent to the proceedings at the meeting they soon gathered twelve of the strongest.

Now, lads, said Rooney, after having briefly told them of the recent massacre, fifteen of these murderers are seated in that meeting. You cannot fail to know them from our own people, for they are all strangers. Let each one here creep into the meeting with a short spear, choose his man, sit down beside him, and be ready when the signal is given by Angut or me. But do not kill. You are young and strong. Throw each man on his back, but do not kill unless he seems likely to get the better of you. Hold them down, and wait for orders.

No more was said. Rooney felt that delay might be fatal. With the promptitude of men accustomed to be led, the youths crept into the circle of listeners, and seated themselves as desired. Rooney and Okiok selected their men, like the rest. Angut chanced to place himself beside Grimlek.

The chief cast a quick, suspicious glance on him as he sat down, but as Angut immediately became intent on the discussion that was going on, and as the robber himself had become interested in spite of himself, the suspicion was allayed as quickly as roused.

These quiet proceedings took place just before the heavy-faced Eskimo began the speech which we have detailed. Notwithstanding the serious  it might be bloody  work which was presently to engage all his physical energies, the spirit of Angut was deeply stirred by the string of objections which the man had flung out so easily. Most of the points touched on had often engaged his thoughtful mind, and he felt  as many reasoning men have felt before and since  how easy it is for a fool to state a string of objections in a few minutes, which it might take a learned man several hours fully to answer and refute.

Oppressed, and, as it were, boiling over, with this feeling, Angut, as we have said, started to his feet, to the no small alarm of the guilty man at his side. But the chiefs fears were dissipated when Angut spoke.

Foolish fellow! he said, turning with a blazing gaze to the heavy-faced man. You talk like a child of what you do not understand. You ask to see God, else you wont believe. You believe in your life, dont you? Yet you have never seen it. You stab a bear, and let its life out. You know when the life is there. You have let it out. You know when it is gone. But you have not seen it. Then why do you believe in it? You do not see a sound, yet you believe in it. Do not lift your stupid face; I know what you would say: you hear the sound, therefore it exists. A deaf man does not hear the sound. Does it therefore not exist? That which produces the sound is there, though the deaf man neither sees nor hears, nor feels nor tastes, nor smells it. My friend, the man of God, says he thinks the cause of sound is motion in the air passing from particle to particle, till the last particle next my ear is moved, and then  I hear. Is there, then, no motion in the air to cause sound because the deaf man does not hear?

O stupid-face! You say that God does not answer prayer, because you have asked and have not received. What would you think of your little boy if he should say, I asked a dead poisonous fish from my father the other day, and he did not give it to me; therefore my father never gives me what I want. Would that be true? Every morning you awake hungry, and you wish for food; then you get up, and you find it. Is not your wish a silent prayer? And is it not answered every day? Who sends the seals, and fishes, and birds, even when we do not ask with our lips? Did these animals make themselves? Stupid-face! you say your soul is healthy. Sometimes you are angry, sometimes discontented, sometimes jealous, sometimes greedy. Is an angry, discontented, jealous, greedy soul healthy? You know it is not. It is diseased, and the disease of the soul is sin. This disease takes the bad forms I have mentioned, and many other bad forms  one of which is murder.

Angut emphasised the last word and paused, but did not look at the robber beside him, for he knew that the arrow would reach its mark. Then he resumed  

The Kablunet has brought to us the better knowledge of God. He tells us that Gods great purpose from the beginning of time has been to cure our soul-disease. We deserve punishment for our sins: God sent His Son and Equal, Jesus Christ, to bear our sins. We need deliverance from the power of sin: God sent His Equal  the Spirit of Jesus  to cure us. I believe it. I have felt that Great Spirit in my breast long before I saw the Kablunets, and have asked the Great Spirit to send more light. He has answered my prayer. I have more light, and am satisfied.

Again Angut paused, while the Eskimos gazed at him in breathless interest, and a strange thrill  almost of expectation  passed through the assembly, while he continued in a low and solemn tone  

Jesus, he said, saves from all sin. But,  he turned his eyes here full on Grimlek He does not save in sin. Murder  foul and wicked murder  has been done!

Grimlek grew pale, but did not otherwise betray himself. Reference to murder was no uncommon thing among his countrymen. He did not yet feel sure that Angut referred to the deed which he had so recently perpetrated.

This day, continued Angut, I saw a band of Kablunet sailors

He got no further than that, for Grimlek attempted to spring up. The heavy hand of Angut, however, crushed him back instantly, and a spear-point touched his throat.

Down with the villains! shouted Rooney, laying the grasp of a vice on the neck of the man next to him, and hurling him to the ground.

In the twinkling of an eye the fifteen robbers were lying flat on their backs, with fingers grasping their throats, knees compressing their stomachs, and spear-points at their hearts; but no blood was shed. One or two of the fiercest, indeed, struggled at first, but without avail  for the intended victim of each robber was handy and ready to lend assistance at the capture, as if in righteous retribution.

It was of course a startling incident to those who were not in the secret. Every man sprang up and drew his knife, not knowing where a foe might appear, but Rooneys strong voice quieted them.

Were all safe enough, Mr Egede, he cried, as he bound Grimleks hands behind him with a cord. The Eskimos quickly performed the same office for their respective prisoners, and then, setting them up in a row, proceeded to talk over the massacre, and to discuss in their presence the best method of getting rid of the murderers.

I propose, said Okiok, whose naturally kind heart had been deeply stirred by the cowardly massacre which he had witnessed, I propose that we should drown them.

No; drowning is far too good. Let us spear them, said Kajo, who had become sober by that time.

That would not hurt them, cried a fierce Eskimo, smiting his knee with his clenched fist. We must cut off their ears and noses, poke out their eyes, and then roast them alive

Hush! hush! cried Egede, stepping forward; we must do nothing of the kind. We must not act like devils. Have we not been talking of the mercy of the Great Spirit? Let us be just, but let us temper justice with mercy. Angut has not yet spoken; let us hear what he will propose.

Considering the energy with which he had denounced the murders, and the vigour with which he had captured Grimlek, Anguts proposal was somewhat surprising.

Kablunet, he said, turning to the missionary, have you not told me that in your Book of God it is written that men should do to other men what they wish other men to do to them?

Truly, that is so, answered Egede.

If I were very wicked, continued Angut, and had done many evil deeds, I should like to be forgiven and set free; therefore, let us forgive these men, and set them free.

We know not with what feelings the robbers listened to the inhuman proposals that were at first made as to their fate, but certain it is that after Angut had spoken there was a visible improvement in the expression of their faces.

Considerable astonishment and dissatisfaction were expressed by the majority of the Eskimos. Even Egede, much though he delighted in the spirit which dictated it, could not quite see his way to so simple and direct an application of the golden rule in the case of men who had so recently been caught red-handed in a cold-blooded murder. While he was still hesitating as to his reply to this humane proposal, an event occurred which rendered all their discussion unnecessary.

We have said that fifteen robbers had been captured; but there were sixteen who had entered the camp and joined the meeting. One of these had, without particular motive, seated himself on the outskirt of the circle under the shadow of a bush, which shadow had grown darker as the twilight deepened. Thus it came to pass that he had been overlooked, and, when the mêlée took place, he quietly retreated into the brush-wood. He was a brave man, however, although a robber, and scorned to forsake his comrades in their distress. While the discussion above described was going on, he crept stealthily towards the place where the captives had been ranged.

This he did the more easily that they sat on the summit of a bank or mound which sloped behind them into the bushes. Thus he was able to pass in a serpentine fashion behind them all without being seen, and, as he did so, to cut the bonds of each. Their knives had been removed, else, being desperate villains, they might now have attacked their captors. As it was, when the cords of all had been cut, they rose up with a mingled yell of laughter and triumph and dashed into the bushes.

The hunters were not slow to follow, with brandished knives and spears, but their chief called them back with a Stentorian roar, for well he knew that his men might as well try to follow up a troop of squirrels as pursue a band of reckless men in the rapidly increasing darkness, and that there was nearly as much likelihood of their stabbing each other by mistake in the dark, as of killing or catching their foes.

When the hunters had again re-assembled in front of their chief mans house, they found new cause of anxiety which effectually put to flight their annoyance at having been outwitted by the robbers.

This was the fact that, although night was coming on, the oomiak with the women had not returned.



Note. This is no fanciful speech. It is the substance of an actual speech made by a Greenlander to the Moravian brethren in 1737.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

A Capture, Flight, Surprise, and Rescue.

If true love is, according to the proverb, more distinctly proved to be true by the extreme roughness of its course, then must the truth of the love of Angut and Nunaga be held as proved beyond all question, for its course was a very cataract from beginning to end.

Poor Nunaga, in the trusting simplicity of her nature, was strong in the belief that, having been found and saved by Angut, there was no further cause for anxiety. With an easy mind, therefore, she set herself to the present duty of spearing cat fish with a prong.

It was fine healthy work, giving strength to the muscles, grace and activity to the frame, at the same time that it stimulated the appetite which the catfish were soon to appease.

It grows late, said Pussimek, and will be dark before we get back to camp.

Never mind; who cares? said the independent Sigokow, who was fond of sport.

But the men will be angry, suggested the mother of Ippegoo.

Let them be angry  booo! returned the reckless Kabelaw.

Nunaga, said Nuna, looking eagerly over the side, there goes another  a big one; poke it.

Nunaga poked it, but missed, and only brought up a small flat-fish, speared by accident.

Old Kannoa, who also gazed into the clear depths, was here observed to smile benignantly, and wave one of her skinny arms, while with the other she pointed downwards.

The sisters Kabelaw and Sigokow, each wielding a pronged stick, responded to the signal, and were gazing down into the sea with uplifted weapons when Pussimek uttered an exclamation of surprise and pointed to the shore, where, on a bush, a small piece of what resembled scarlet ribbon or a strip of cloth was seen waving in the wind.

A beast! exclaimed Pussimek, who had never before seen or heard of scarlet ribbon.

Saw you ever a beast so very red? said the wife of Okiok doubtfully.

It is no beast, remarked the mother of Ippegoo; it is only a bit of sealskin dyed red.

No sealskin ever fluttered like that, said the mother of Arbalik sternly. It is something new and beautiful that some one has lost. We are lucky. Let us go and take it.

No one objecting to this, the oomiak was paddled towards the land. Nunaga observed that the sisters Kabelaw and Sigokow were each eager to spring ashore before the other and snatch the prize. Having a spice of mischievous fun in her she resolved to be beforehand, and, being active as a kitten, while the sisters were only what we may style lumberingly vigorous, she succeeded.

Before the boat quite touched the gravel, she had sprung on shore, and flew towards the coveted streamer. The sisters did not attempt to follow. Knowing that it would be useless, they sat still and the other women laughed.

At the success of his little device the robber-lieutenant of Grimlek chuckled quietly, as he crouched behind that bush. When Nunaga laid her hand on the gaudy bait he sprang up, grasped her round the waist, and bore her off into the bushes. At the same moment the rest of the band made a rush at the oomiak. With a yell in unison, the women shoved off  only just in time, for the leading robber dashed into the sea nearly up to the neck, and his outstretched hand was within a foot of the gunwale when he received a smart rap over the knuckles from Sigokow. Another moment, and the oomiak was beyond his reach.

Alas for old Kannoa! She had been seated on the gunwale of the craft, and the vigorous push that set the others free had toppled her over backwards into the sea. As this happened in shallow water, the poor old creature had no difficulty in creeping on to the beach. The incident would have tried the nerves of most old ladies, but Kannoa had no nerves; and in regard to being wet  well, she was naturally tough and accustomed to rough it.

The disappointed robber observed her, of course, on wading back to land, but passed her with contemptuous indifference, as if she had been merely an over-grown crab or lobster. But Kannoa determined not to be left to die on the shore. She rose, squeezed the water out of her garments and followed the robber, whom she soon found in the bushes with his companions eagerly discussing their future plans. Nunaga was seated on the ground with her face bowed on her knees. Kannoa went and sat down beside her, patted her on the shoulder and began to comfort her.

We must not stay here, said the leader of the band, merely casting a look of indifference at the old creature. The women who have escaped will tell the men, and in a very short time we shall have them howling on our track.

Let us wait and fight them, said one of the men, fiercely.

It would be great glory for a small band to fight a big one, no doubt, returned the leader in a sarcastic tone; but it would be greater glory for one man to do that alone  so you had better stay here and fight them yourself.

A short laugh greeted this remark.

It will be very dark to-night, said another man.

Yes; too dark for our foes to follow us, but not too dark for us to advance steadily, though slowly, into the mountains, returned the leader. When there, we shall be safe. Come, we will start at once.

But what are we to do with the old woman? asked one. She cannot walk.

Leave her, said another.

No; she will bring evil on us if we leave her, cried the fierce man. I am sure she is a witch. We must carry her with us, and when we come to a convenient cliff, toss her into the sea.

In pursuance of this plan, the fierce robber tied the old woman up in a bear-skin  made a bundle of her, in fact  and swung her on his back. Fortunately, being rather deaf, Kannoa had not heard what was in store for her; and as the position she occupied on the fierce mans broad back was not uncomfortable, all things considered, she submitted with characteristic patience. Poor, horrified Nunaga thought it best to let her companion remain in ignorance of what was proposed, and cast about in her mind the possibility of making her escape, and carrying the news of her danger to the camp. If she could only get there and see Angut, she was sure that all would go well, for Angut, she felt, could put everything right  somehow.

In a short time the robbers were far away from the scene of their consultation; and the darkness of the night, as predicted, became so intense that it was quite impossible to advance further over the rough ground without the risk of broken limbs, if not worse. A halt was therefore called for rest, food, and consultation.

The spot on which they stood was the top of a little mound, with thick shrubs on the land side, which clothed a steep, almost precipitous descent. Just within these shrubs, as it were under the brow of the hill, Nunaga observed a small natural rut or hollow. The other, or sea, side of the mound, was quite free from underwood, and also very steep. On the top there was a low ledge of rock, on which the fierce robber laid his bundle down, while the others stood round and began to discuss their circumstances. The leader, who had taken charge of Nunaga, and held one of her hands during the journey, set the girl close in front of him, to prevent the possibility of her attempting to escape, for he had noted her activity and strength, and knew how easily she might elude him if once free in the dark woods.

Although these woods were as black as Erebus, there was light enough to enable them to distinguish the glimmer of the sea not far off, and a tremendous cliff rising in solemn grandeur above it.

Yonder is a good place to throw your witch over, remarked the leader carelessly.

The fierce robber looked at the place.

Yes, he said, that might do; and the way to it is open enough to be crossed, even at night, without much trouble.

At that moment a bright idea suddenly struck Nunaga.

Have you ever noticed, reader, how invariably bright ideas deal sudden blows? This one struck Nunaga, as the saying goes, all of a heap.

She happened to observe that the leader of the band was standing with his heels close against the ledge of rock already mentioned. In an instant she plunged at the robbers chest like a female thunderbolt. Having no room to stagger back, of course the man was tripped up by the ledge, and, tumbling headlong over it, went down the steep slope on the other side with an indignant roar.

The rest of the robbers were taken by surprise, and so immensely tickled with the humour of the thing that they burst into hearty laughter as they watched the frantic efforts of their chief to arrest his career.

All at the same instant, however, seemed to recover their presence of mind, for they looked round simultaneously with sudden gravity  and found that Nunaga was gone!

With a wild shout, they sprang after her  down the slope, crashing through the underwood, scattering right and left, and, in more than one instance, tumbling head over heels. They were quickly joined by their now furious leader; but they crashed, and tumbled, and searched in vain. Nunaga had vanished as completely and almost as mysteriously as if she had been a spirit.

The explanation is simple. She had merely dropped into the rut or hollow under the brow of the hill; and there she lay, covered with grasses and branches, listening to the growlings of indignation and astonishment expressed by the men when they re-assembled on the top of the mound to bewail their bad fortune.

Weve got the old witch, anyhow, growled the fierce robber, with a scowl at the bundle which was lying perfectly still.

Away, men, cried their leader, and search the other side of the mound. The young witch may have doubled on us like a rabbit, while we were seeking towards the hills.

Obedient to the command, they all dispersed again  this time towards the sea.

What Nunagas thought was at the time we cannot tell, but there is reason to believe it must have been equivalent to Now or never, for she leaped out of her place of concealment and made for the hills at the top of her speed. Truth requires us to add that she was not much better on her legs than were the men, for darkness, haste, and rugged ground are a trying combination. But there is this to be said for the girl: being small, she fell lightly; being rotund, she fell softly; being india-rubbery, she rebounded; and, being young, she took it easily. In a very short time she felt quite safe from pursuit.

Then she addressed herself diligently to find out the direction of the Eskimo camp, being filled with desperate anxiety for her old friend Kannoa. Strong, almost, as a young Greenland fawn, and gifted, apparently, with some of that animals power to find its way through the woods, she was not long of hitting the right direction, and gaining the coast, along which she ran at her utmost speed.

On arriving  breathless and thoroughly exhausted  she found to her dismay that Angut, Simek, Rooney, and Okiok had left. The news of her capture had already been brought in by the women with the oomiak, and these men, with as many others as could be spared, had started off instantly to the rescue.

But they are not long gone, said Nunagas mother, by way of comforting her child.

What matters that? cried Nunaga in despair; dear old Kannoa will be lost, for they know nothing of her danger.

While the poor girl spoke, her brother Ermigit began to prepare himself hastily for action.

Fear not, sister, he said; I will run to the great cliff, for I know it well. They left me to help to guard the camp, but are there not enough to guard it without me?

With these words, the youth caught up a spear, and darted out of the hut.

Well was it for old Kannoa that night that Ermigit was, when roused, one of the fleetest runners of his tribe. Down to the shore he sprang  partly tumbled  and then sped along like the Arctic wind, which, we may remark, is fully as swift as more southerly breezes. The beach near the sea was mostly smooth, so that the absence of light was not a serious drawback. In a remarkably short space of time the lad overtook the rescue party, not far beyond the spot where the women had been surprised and Nunaga captured. Great was their satisfaction on hearing of the girls safe return.

Its a pity you didnt arrive half an hour sooner, however, said Rooney, for poor Angut has gone off with a party towards the hills, in a state of wild despair, to carry on the search in that direction. But you look anxious, boy; what more have you to tell?

In a few rapidly-spoken words Ermigit told of Kannoas danger. Instant action was of course taken. One of the natives, who was well acquainted with the whole land, and knew the mound where the robbers had halted, was despatched with a strong party to search in that direction, while Rooney, Okiok, and the rest set off at a sharp run in the direction of the great cliff which they soon reached, panting like race-horses.

Scrambling to the top, they found no one there. By that time the short night of spring had passed, and the faint light of the coming day enabled them to make an investigation of the ground, which tended to prove that no one had been there recently.

We can do nothing now but wait, said Red Rooney, as he sat on a projecting cliff, wiping the perspiration from his brow.

But we might send some of the young men to look round, and bring us word if they see any of the robbers, said Simek.

If we do that, replied Okiok, they will get wind of us, and clear off. Then they would kill my great-mother before casting her away.

Thats true, Okiok. We must keep quiet, said Rooney. Besides, they are pretty sure to bring her to the cliff, for that is a favourite mode among you of getting rid of witches.

But what if they dont come here? asked Ippegoo.

Then we must hope that they have slept on the mound, returned Okiok; and Angut will be sure to find them, and kill them all in their sleep.

Too good to hope for, murmured Arbalik.

We must hide, if we dont want to be seen, suggested Simek.

Feeling the propriety of this suggestion, the whole party went into a cave which they found close at hand and sat down to wait as patiently as might be. Rooney was the last to enter. Before doing so he crept on hands and knees to the extreme edge of the cliff and looked down. Nothing was visible, however; only a black, unfathomable abyss. But he could hear the sullen roar of ocean as the waves rushed in and out of the rocky caverns far below. Drawing back with a shudder, a feeling of mingled horror, rage, and tender pity oppressed him as he thought of Kannoas poor old bones being shattered on the rocks, or swallowed by the waves at the foot of the cliff, while behind and through Kannoa there rose up the vision of that grandmother in the old country, whose image seemed to have acquired a fixed habit of beckoning him to come home, with a remonstrative shake of the head and a kindly smile.

They had not long to wait. They had been seated about ten minutes in the cavern when the man who had been left outside to watch came gliding in on tip-toe, stepping high, and with a blazing look about the eyes.

They come, he said in a hoarse whisper.

Who come, you walrus? whispered Okiok.

The man with the witch.

On hearing this, Rooney, Okiok, and Simek went to the entrance of the cave, followed by the rest, who, however, were instructed to keep under cover till required, if no more than three or four men should arrive.

A few seconds later, and the robber chief appeared on the flat space in front of them. He was closely followed by a squat comrade and the fierce man with the bundle on his back. As they passed the cave, the bundle gave a pitiful wail.

This was enough. With a silent rush, like three bull-dogs, our heroes shot forth. Rooney, having forgotten his weapon, used his fist instead, planted his knuckles on the bridge of the leaders nose, and ruined it, as a bridge, for evermore. The robber went down, turned a complete back-somersault, regained his feet, and fled. Okiok seized the fierce man by the throat almost before he was aware of the attack, causing him to drop his bundle which Rooney was just in time to catch and carry into the cave. There he set it down tenderly, cut the fastenings of the skin, and freed the poor old womans head.

It was a beautiful sight to see the livid hue and gaze of horror change into a flush of loving benignity when Kannoa observed who it was that kneeled beside her.

Poor old woman! shouted Rooney in her ear. Are you much hurt?

No; not hurt at all; only squeezed too much. But Im afraid for Nunaga. I think she got away, but I was bundled, when I last heard her voice.

Fear no more, then, for Nunaga is safe, said Rooney; but at that moment all the men rushed from the cave, and he heard sounds outside which induced him to follow them and leave the old woman to look after herself.

On issuing from the cave, he saw that the fierce robber was the only one captured, and that he was on the point of receiving summary justice, for Simek and Okiok had hold of his arms, while Arbalik and Ippegoo held his legs and bore him to the edge of the cliff.

Now then! cried Simek.

Stop, stop! shouted Rooney.

One  two  heave! cried Okiok.

And they did heave  vigorously and together, so that the fierce man went out from their grasp like a huge stone from a Roman catapult. There was a hideous yell, and, after a brief but suggestive pause, an awful splash!

They did not wait to ascertain whether that fierce man managed to swim ashore  but certain it is that no one answering to his description has attempted to hurl a witch from those cliffs from that day to this.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Conclusion.

Need we enlarge on the despair of Angut being turned into joy on his return, when he found Nunaga and Kannoa safe and sound? We think not.

A few days thereafter our adventurers arrived at the settlement of the Kablunets; and these northern Eskimos soon forgot their rough experiences under the influence of the kind, hospitable reception they met with from the Moravian Brethren.

The joy of the brethren at welcoming Hans Egede, too, was very great, for they had heard of his recent expedition, and had begun to fear that he was lost. Not the less welcome was he that he came accompanied by a band of Eskimos who seemed not only willing to listen to the Gospel but more than usually able to understand it. The interest of these devoted men was specially roused by Angut, whom they at once recognised as of greatly superior mental power to his companions.

I cannot help thinking, said Egede, in commenting on his character to one of the brethren, that he must be a descendant of those Norse settlers who inhabited this part of Greenland long, long ago, who, we think, were massacred by the natives, and the remains of whose buildings are still to be seen.

It may be so, returned the brother; your Viking countrymen were vastly superior in brain-power to the Eskimos. We are glad and thankful that our Father has sent Angut to us, for it is not improbable that he may one day become an evangelist to his brethren in the far north.

But of all those who were assembled at the station at that time, Red Rooney was the man who rejoiced most, for there he found an English vessel on the eve of starting for the old country, the captain of which was not only willing but glad to get such an able seaman to strengthen his crew.

Angut, said Rooney, as they walked one evening by the margin of the sea, it grieves me to the heart to leave you; but the best of friends must part. Even for your sake, much though I love you, I cannot remain here, now that I have got the chance of returning to my dear wife and bairns and my native land.

But we shall meet again, replied Angut earnestly. Does not your great Book teach that the Father of all is bringing all people to Himself in Jesus Christ? In the spirit-land Angut and Nunaga, Okiok, Nuna, Simek, and all the Innuit friends, when washed in the blood of Jesus, will again see the face of Ridroonee, and rejoice.

This was the first time that Angut had distinctly declared his faith, and it afforded matter for profound satisfaction to Rooney, who grasped and warmly shook his friends hand.

Right  right you are, Angut, he said; I do believe that we shall meet again in the Fatherland, and that hope takes away much o the sadness of parting. But you have not yet told me about the wedding. Have you arranged it with the Brethren?

Yes; it is fixed for the day beyond to-morrow.

Good; an the next day we sail  so, my friend, Ill have the satisfaction of dancing at your wedding before I go.

I know not as to dancing, said Angut, with a grave smile, but we are to have kick-ball, and a feast.

Im game for both, or any other sort o fun you like, returned the seaman heartily.

While they were speaking they observed a youth running towards them in great haste, and in a state of violent excitement. A whale, he said, had stranded itself in a shallow bay not far off, and he was running to let the people of the settlement know the good news.

The commotion occasioned by this event is indescribable. Every man and boy who could handle a kayak took to the water with harpoon and lance. Ippegoo, Arbalik, Okiok, Simek, Norrak, and Ermigit were among them, in borrowed kayaks, and mad as the maddest with glee. Even Kajo joined them. He was as drunk as the proverbial fiddler, having obtained rum from the sailors, and much more solemn than an owl.

While these hastened to the conflict, the women and children who could run or walk proceeded by land to view the battle.

And it was indeed a grand fight! The unlucky monster had got thoroughly embayed, and was evidently in a state of consternation, for in its efforts to regain deep water it rushed hither and thither, thrusting its blunt snout continually on some shoal, and wriggling off again with difficulty and enormous splutter. The shouts of men, shrieks of women, and yells of children co-mingled in stupendous discord.

Simek, the mighty hunter, was first to launch his harpoon. It went deep and was well aimed. Blood dyed the sea at once, and the efforts of the whale to escape were redoubled. There was also danger in this attack, for no one could tell, each time the creature got into water deep enough to float in, to what point of the shore its next rush would be.

Look out! cried Rooney in alarm, for, being close to Arbalik in a kayak, he saw that the whale was coming straight at them. It ran on a shoal when close to them, doubled round in terror and whirled its great tail aloft.

Right over Arbaliks head the fan-like mass quivered for one moment. The youth did not give it a chance. Over he went and shot down into the water like an eel, just as the tail came down like a thunder-clap on his kayak, and reduced it to a jumble of its shattered elements, while Rooney paddled out of danger. Arbalik swam ashore, and landed just in time to see the whale rise out of the water, lifting Ippegoo in his kayak on its shoulders. The electrified youth uttered a shriek of horror in which the tone of surprise was discernible, slid off, kayak and all, into the sea  and was none the worse!

By this time some dozens of harpoons had been fixed in the body of the whale, and the number of bladders attached to them interfered slightly with its movements, but did not render an approach to it by any means safer. At last Simek, losing patience, made a bold rush in his kayak, and drove his lance deep into the huge creatures side. The act was greeted with a cheer  or something like one,  which was repeated when Red Rooney followed suit successfully. Okiok and his two sons were not slow to repeat the process. Other Eskimos rushed in, hovered round, and acted their part, so that finally the whale was killed and hauled nearly out of the water by the united exertion of the entire population of the land.

Then succeeded the distribution of the prize.

Eskimos have peculiar and not unreasonable laws on such matters. If two hunters strike a seal at the same time, they divide it. The same holds in regard to wild-fowl or deer. If a dead seal is found with a harpoon sticking in it, the finder keeps the seal, but restores the harpoon to the owner. The harpooner of a walrus claims the head and tail, while any one may take away as much as he can carry of the carcass. But when a whale is captured, the harpooners have no special advantage. There is such a superabundance of wealth that all  even spectators  may cut and come again as often and as long as they please.

When, therefore, the whale whose capture we have described was dead, hundreds of men and boys mounted at once, knife in hand, on the carcass, and the scene of blood and confusion that ensued baffles description.

Wont we stuff to-night! remarked Kabelaw to her sister, as they went home bending under a weight of blubber.

Ay  and to-morrow, replied Sigokow.

And some days beyond to-morrow, observed old Kannoa, who staggered after them under a lighter load of the spoil.

But it was not the Eskimos alone who derived benefit from this unexpected prize. The captain of the English ship also got some barrels of oil and a large quantity of whalebone to fill up his cargo, and the bright shawls and real iron knives that were given in exchange soon graced the shoulders of the native women and the belts of the men.

It was indeed a time of immense jubilation  for every one was gratified more or less  from the chief of the Moravian Brethren down to Tumbler and Pussi, who absolutely wallowed in fun and unctuous food, while Angut and Nunaga were of course supremely happy.

The wedding ceremony, performed by Hans Egede, we need hardly say, was simple, and the festivities which followed were not complex. The game at kick-ball which preceded the wedding was admittedly one of the best that had ever been played at that station, partly, no doubt, because the captain and crew of the English ship, headed by Red Rooney, took part in it.

Strange to say, the only man who seemed to be at all cast down on that occasion was Ippegoo. He was found by his mother in the evening in a retired spot by the sea, sitting on the rocks with a very disconsolate countenance.

My son, what is the matter?

Mother, my heart is heavy. I cannot forget Ujarak.

But he treated you ill, my son.

Sometimes  not always. Often he was kind  and  and I loved him. I cannot help it.

Grieve not, Ippe, rejoined pleasant little Kunelik. Do we not know now that we shall meet him again in the great Fatherland?

The poor youth was comforted. He dried his eyes, and went home with his mother. Yet he did not cease to mourn for his departed wizard friend.

We will not harrow the readers feelings by describing the leave-taking of the Eskimos from their friend the Kablunet. After he was gone those men of the North remained a considerable time at the settlement, listening to the missionaries as they revealed the love of God to man in Jesus Christ.

What resulted from this of course we cannot tell, but of this we are certain  that their labour was not in vain in the Lord. When the time comes for the Creator to reveal His plans to man, surely it will be found that no word spoken, no cup of water given, by these Danish and Moravian Christians, shall lose its appropriate reward.

When at last the northern men and their families stood on the sea-shore, with their kayaks, oomiaks and families ready, Angut stood forth, and, grasping Hans Egede by the hand, said earnestly  

Brother, farewell till we meet again. I go now to carry the Good News to my kindred who dwell where the ice-mountains cover the land and sea.



But what of the Kablunet? Shall we permit him to slip quietly through our fingers, and disappear? Nay, verily.

He reached England. He crossed over to Ireland. There, in a well-remembered cottage-home, he found a blooming widow, who discovered to her inexpressible joy that she was still a wife! He found six children, who had grown so tremendously out of all remembrance that their faces seemed like a faint but familiar dream, which had to be dreamed over again a good deal and studied much, before the attainment by the seaman of a satisfactory state of mind. And, last, he found a little old woman with wrinkled brow and toothless gums, who looked at and listened to him with benignant wonder, and whose visage reminded him powerfully of another little old woman who dwelt in the land of ice and snow where he used to be known as the Kablunet.

This Kablunet  alias Ridroonee,  now regretfully makes his bow and exit from our little stage as Red Rooney, the Last of the Crew.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Fleet.

Manx Bradley was an admiral admiral of the fleet  though it must be admitted that his personal appearance did not suggest a position so exalted.

With rough pilot coat and sou-wester, scarred and tarred hands, easy, rolling gait, and boots from heel to hip, with inch-thick soles, like those of a dramatic buccaneer, he bore as little resemblance to the popular idea of a lace-coated, brass-buttoned, cock-hatted admiral as a sea-urchin bears to a cockle-shell. Nevertheless Manx was a real admiral  as real as Nelson, and much harder worked.

His fleet of nearly two hundred fishing-smacks lay bobbing about one fine autumn evening on the North Sea. The vessels cruised round each other, out and in, hither and thither, in all positions, now on this tack, now on that, bowsprits pointing north, south, east, and west, as if without purpose, or engaged in a nautical game of touch. Nevertheless all eyes were bent earnestly on the admirals vessel, for it was literally the flagship, being distinguishable only by a small flag attached to its fore stay.

The fleet was hovering, awaiting orders from the admiral. A fine smart fishing breeze was blowing. The setting sun sparkled on the wave-crests; thin fleecy clouds streaked the sky; everything gave promise of a satisfactory night, and a good haul of fish in the morning.

With the quiet air of an amiable despot Manx nodded his venerable head. Up went the signal, and in a few minutes the fleet was reduced to order. Every smack swept round into position, and, bending over on the same tack, they all rushed like a shoal of startled minnows, away in the same direction  the direction signalled by the admiral. Another signal from our venerable despot sent between one and two hundred trawl-nets down to the bottom of the sea, nets that were strong enough to haul up tons of fish, and rocks, and wreckage, and rubbish, with fifty-feet beams, like young masts, with iron enough in bands and chains to sink them, and so arranged that the beams were raised a few feet off the ground, thus keeping the mouths of the great nets open, while cables many fathoms in length held the gears to their respective vessels.

So the North Sea Fishermen began the nights work  the Nancy, the Coquette, the Rattler, the Truant, the Faith, the Playfellow, the Cherub, and all the rest of them. Of course, although the breeze was fresh, they went along slowly, because of the ponderous tails that they had to draw.

Do you ask, reader, why all this order? why this despotic admiral, and all this unity of action? why not every man for himself? Let me reply by asking you to think for a moment.

Wind blowing in one direction, perhaps you are aware, does not necessarily imply vessels sailing in the same direction. With variation of courses possible, nearly two hundred tails out astern, and no unity of action, there would arise the certainty of varied and striking incident. The Nancy would go crashing into the bows of the Coquette, the bowsprit of the Rallier would stir up the cabin of the Truant, the tail of the Faith would get entangled with that of the Cherub, and both might hook on to the tail of the Playfellow; in short, the awful result would be wreck and wretchedness on the North Sea, howling despair in the markets of Columbia and Billingsgate, and no fish for breakfast in the great metropolis. There is reason for most things  specially good reason for the laws that regulate the fisheries of the North Sea, the fleets of which are over twelve in number, and the floating population over twelve thousand men and boys.

For several hours this shoal of vessels, with full sails and twinkling lights, like a moving city on the deep, continued to tug and plunge along over the banks of the German ocean, to the satisfaction of the fishermen, and the surprise no doubt of the fish. About midnight the admiral again signalled, by rocket and flares, Haul up, and immediately, with capstan, bar, and steam, the obedient crews began to coil in their tails.

It is not our intention to trouble the reader with a minute account of this process or the grand result, but, turning to a particular smack, we solicit attention to that. She is much like the others in size and rig. Her name is the Lively Poll. Stephen Lockley is her skipper, as fine a young fisherman as one could wish to see  tall, handsome, free, hearty, and powerful. But indeed all deep-sea fishermen possess the last quality. They would be useless if not physically strong. Many a Samson and Hercules is to be found in the North Sea fleets. No better nursery or training-school in time of war, they say. That may be true, but it is pleasanter to think of them as a training-school for times of peace.

The night was very dark. Black clouds overspread the sky, so that no light save the dim rays of a lantern cheered the men as they went tramp, tramp, round the capstan, slowly coiling in the trawl-warp. Sheets of spray sometimes burst over the side and drenched them, but they cared nothing for that, being pretty well protected by oilskins, sou-westers, and sea-boots. Straining and striving, sometimes gaining an inch or two, sometimes a yard or so, while the smack plunged and kicked, the contest seemed like a doubtful one between vis inertiae and the human will. Two hours and a half it lasted, until the great trawl-beam came to the surface, and was got up on the vessels side, after which these indomitable men proceeded to claw up the huge net with their fingers, straining and heaving with might and main.

Yo, ho! cried the skipper, heave her in, boys!

Hoy! growled Peter Jay, the mate, giving a tug that should have torn the net to pieces  but didnt!

Looks like as if wed got hold of a lump o wreck, gasped Bob Lumsden, the smacks boy, who was also the smacks cook.

No, no, Lumpy, remarked David Duffy, who was no respecter of names or persons, it aint a wreck, its a mermaid. Ive bin told they weigh over six ton when young. Look out when she comes aboard  shell bite.

I do believe its old Neptune himself, said Jim Freeman, another of the hands. Theres his head; an something like his pitchfork.

It does feel heavier than I ever knowed it afore, remarked Fred Martin.

Thats all along of your bein ill, Fred, said the mate.

It may be so, returned Martin, for I do feel queer, an amost as weak as a baby. Come heave away!

It was indeed a huge mass of wreck entangled with sea-weed which had rendered the net so heavy on that occasion, but there was also a satisfactory mass of fish in the cod-end, or bag, at the extremity of the net, for, when, by the aid of the winch, this cod-end was finally got inboard, and the cord fastening the bottom of it was untied, fish of all kinds gushed over the wet decks in a living cataract.

There were a few expressions of satisfaction from the men, but not much conversation, for heavy work had still to be done  done, too, in the dark. Turbot, sole, cod, skate, and all the other treasures of the deep, had to be then and there gutted, cleaned, and packed in square boxes called trunks, so as to be ready for the steam-carrier next morning. The net also had to be cleared and let down for another catch before daybreak.

Now it is just possible that it may never have occurred to the reader to consider how difficult, not to say dangerous, must be the operation of gutting, cleaning, and packing fish on a dark night with a smack dancing a North Sea hornpipe under ones feet. Among the dangers are two which merit notice. The one is the fishermans liability, while working among the ruck, to run a sharp fish-bone into his hand, the other to gash himself with his knife while attempting to operate on the tail of a skate. Either accident may be slight or it may be severe.

A sudden exclamation from one of the men while employed in this cleaning and packing work told that something had happened.

There goes Martin, growled Joe Stubley; you can always tell when its him, cause he dont curse an swear.

Stubley  or Stubby, as his mates called him  did not intend this for a compliment by any means, though it may sound like one. Being an irreligious as well as a stupid man, he held that all who professed religion were hypocritical and silly. Manliness, in poor Jos mind, consisted of swagger, quiet insolence, cool cursing, and general godlessness. With the exception of Fred Martin, the rest of the crew of the Lively Poll resembled him in his irreligion, but they were very different in character,  Lockley, the skipper being genial; Peter Jay, the mate, very appreciative of humour, though quiet and sedate; Duffy, jovial and funny; Freeman, kindly, though reckless; and Bob, the boy-cook, easy-going both as to mind and morals. They all liked Martin, however, in spite of his religion, for he practised much and preached little.

Whats wrong? asked Lockley, who stood at the tiller looking out for lights ahead.

Only a bone into my left hand, replied Martin, going on with his somewhat dirty labours.

Well that its no worse, boy, observed Freeman, for weve got no medicine-chest to fly to like that lucky Short-Blue fleet.

Thats true, Jim, responded Martin; I wish we had a Gospel smack with our fleet, for our souls need repairing as well as our bodies.

There you go, growled Stubley, flinging down a just finished fish with a flap of indignation. A feller cant mention the name o them mission craft without rousin you up to some o your hypocritical chaff. For my part, if it wasnt for the medicine-chest and the mittens, I think wed be better by a long way without Gospel ships, as ye call em. Why, what good ave they done the Short-Blues? Im sure we doesnt want churches, or prayin, or psalm-singin or book

Speak for yourself, Jo, interrupted Puffy.

Although your head may be as thick as a three-inch plank, through which nothin amost can pass either from books or anything else, you mustnt think weve bin all built on the same lines. I likes a good book myself, an, though I dont care about prayin or psalm-singin, seein I dont understand em, I say good luck to the mission smacks, if it was for nothin else than the books, an doctor stuff, an mitts what the shoregoin ladies  bless their hearts!  is so fond o sendin to us.

Ay, an the cheap baccy, too, that they say theyre a-goin to send to us, added Freeman.

Praps theyll send us cheap grog at last, said Puffy, with a laugh.

Theyll hardly do that, remarked Martin; for its to try an keep us from goin for our baccy to the copers that theyve started this new plan.

I wish em success, said Lockley, in a serious tone. And there was good ground for that wish, for our genial and handsome skipper was peculiarly weak on the point of strong drink, that being to him a powerful, almost irresistible, temptation.

When the fish-cleaning and packing were completed, the men went below to snatch a few hours repose. Wet, weary, and sleepy, but with a large stock of reserve strength in them, they retired to the little cabin, in which they could scarcely stand up without bumping their heads, and could hardly turn round without hitting their elbows on something or other. Kicking off their long boots, and throwing aside oilskin coats and sou-westers, they tumbled into their narrow bunks and fell asleep almost without winking.

There was one among them, however, who did not sleep long that night. Fred Martin was soon awakened by the pain of his wound, which had begun to inflame, and by a feeling of giddiness and intense uneasiness with which he had been troubled for several days past.

Turning out at last, he sat down in front of the little iron stove that served to cook food as well as to warm the cabin, and, gazing into the embers, began to meditate on his strangely uncomfortable sensations.

Hallo, Martin, anything wrong? asked the mate, who descended at that moment to relight his pipe.

I believe there is, mate. I never felt like this afore. Ive fowt against it till I can hardly stand. I feel as if I was goin to knock under altogether. This hand, too, seems gittin bad. I do think my blood must be poisoned, or somethin o that sort. You know I dont easily give in, but when a feller feels as if little red-hot wires was twistin about inside of him, an sees things goin round as if he was drunk, why

Why, its time to think of goin home, interrupted Jay, with a laugh. But lets have a look at you, Fred. Well, there does seem to be some o your riggin slack. Have you ever had the measles?

Not as I knows of.

Looks like it, said the mate, lighting his pipe. Praps itll be as well to send you into dock to refit. Youd better turn in again, anyhow, for a snooze would do you good.

Fred Martin acted on this advice, while Jay returned to the deck; but it was evident that the snooze was not to be had, for he continued to turn and toss uneasily, and to wonder what was wrong with him, as strong healthy men are rather apt to do when suddenly seized with sickness.

At grey dawn the admiral signalled again. The order was to haul up the nets, which had been scraping the bottom of the sea since midnight, and the whole fleet set to work without delay.

Martin turned out with the rest, and tried to defy sickness for a time, but it would not do. The strong man was obliged to succumb to a stronger than he  not, however, until he had assisted as best as he could in hauling up the trawl.

This second haul of the gear of the Lively Poll illustrated one of those mishaps to which all deep-sea trawlers are liable, and which are of frequent occurrence. A piece of wreck or a lost anchor, or something, had caught the net, and torn it badly, so that when it reached the surface all the fish had escaped.

A nights work for nothing! exclaimed Stephen Lockley, with an oath.

Might have been worse, suggested Martin.

By that time it was broad daylight, and as they had no fish to pack, the crew busied themselves in removing the torn net from the beam, and fitting on a new one. At the same time the crews of the other smacks secured their various and varied hauls, cleaned, packed, and got ready for delivery.

The smoke of the steam-carrier was seen on the horizon early in the forenoon, and all the vessels of the fleet made for her, as chickens make for their mother in times of danger.

We may not pause here to describe the picturesque confusion that ensued  the arriving, congregating, tacking, crossing, and re-crossing of smacks; the launching of little boats, and loading them with trunks; the concentration of these round the steamer like minnows round a whale; the shipping of the cargo, and the tremendous hurry and energy displayed in the desire to do it quickly, and get the fish fresh to market. Suffice it to say that in less than four hours the steamer was loaded, and Fred Martin, fever-stricken and with a highly inflamed hand and arm, started on a thirty-six hours voyage to London.

Then the fleet sheered off and fell into order, the admiral issued his instructions, and away they all went again to continue the hard, unvarying round of hauling and toiling and moiling, in heat and cold, wet and dry, with nothing to lighten the life or cheer the heart save a game at crib or all fives, or a visit to the coper, that terrible curse of the North Sea.




Chapter Two.

Accidents Afloat and Incidents Ashore.

Now, although it is an undoubted fact that the skippers of the North Sea trawling smacks are first-rate seamen, it is an equally certain fact that strong drink can render them unfit for duty. One of the skippers was, if we may say so, unmanned by drink at the time the fleet sheered off from the steam-carrier, as stated in the last chapter. He was named Georgie Fox  better known in the fleet as Groggy Fox.

Unfortunately for himself as well as others, Skipper Fox had paid a visit to one of the copers the day before for the purpose of laying in a stock of tobacco, which was sold by the skipper of the floating grog-shop at 1 shilling 6 pence a pound. Of course Fox had been treated to a glass of fiery spirits, and had thereafter been induced to purchase a quantity of the same. He had continued to tipple until night, when he retired in a fuddled state to rest. On rising he tippled again, and went on tippling till his fish were put on board the steamer. Then he took the helm of his vessel, and stood with legs very wide apart, an owlish gaze in his eyes, and a look of amazing solemnity on his visage.

When a fleet sheers off from a steam-carrier after delivery of cargo, the sea around is usually very much crowded with vessels, and as these cross and re-cross or run past or alongside of each other before finally settling into the appointed course, there is a good deal of hearty recognition  shouting, questioning, tossing up of arms, and expressions of goodwill  among friends. Several men hailed and saluted Fox as his smack, the Cormorant, went by, but he took no notice except with an idiotic wink of both eyes.

Hes bin to the coper, remarked Puffy, as the Cormorant crossed the bow of the Lively Poll. I say, Lumpy, come here, he added, as Bob Lumsden came on deck. Have ee got any o that coffee left?

No, not a drop. I gave the last ot to Fred Martin just as he was goin away.

Poor Fred! said Puffy. Hes in for suthin stiff, I doubt, measles or mulligrumps, if not wuss.

A great pity, remarked Peter Jay, who stood at the helm, that Martin couldnt hold out a week longer when our turn comes round to run for Yarmouth.

Its well we got him shipped off to-day, said Lockley. That hand of his would have made him useless before another day was out. Its a long time for a man in his state to be without help, that run up to Lunon. Port your helm a bit, Jay. Is it the Cormorant thats yawin about there in that fashion?

Ay, its the Cormorant, replied Jay. I seed her just now amost run foul o the Butterfly.

Shell be foul of us. Hi! Look out! cried Lockley, becoming excited, as he saw the Cormorant change her course suddenly, without apparent reason, and bear straight down upon his vessel.

There was, indeed, no reason for the strange movements of the smack in question, except that there was at the helm a man who had rendered his reason incapable of action. With dull, fishy eyes, that stared idiotically at nothing, his hand on the tiller, and his mind asleep, Georgie Fox stood on the deck of the Cormorant steering.

Starboard a bit, Jay, said Lockley, with an anxious look, shell barely clear us.

As he spoke, Fox moved his helm slightly. It changed the course of his vessel only a little, but that little sufficed to send the cutwater of the Cormorant straight into the port bows of the Lively Poll with a tremendous crash, for a smart breeze was blowing at the time. The bulwarks were cut down to the deck, and, as the Cormorant recoiled and again surged ahead, the bowsprit was carried away, and part of the topmast brought down.

Deep and fierce was the growl that burst from Lockleys lips at this disaster, but that did not mend matters. The result was that the Lively Poll had to quit the fleet a week before her time of eight weeks afloat was up, and run to Yarmouth for repairs. Next day, however, it fell calm, and several days elapsed before she finally made her port.

Meanwhile Fred Martin reached London, with his feverish complaint greatly aggravated, and his undressed wound much worse. In London he was detained some hours by his employers, and then sent on to Yarmouth, which he reached late in the afternoon, and ultimately in a state of great suffering and exhaustion, made his way to Gorleston, where his mother lived.

With his mind in a species of wild whirl, and acute pains darting through his wounded hand and arm, he wended his way slowly along the road that led to his mothers house. Perhaps we should style it her attic, for she could claim only part of the house in which she dwelt. From a quaint gable window of this abode she had a view of the sea over the houses in front.

Part of Freds route lay along the banks of the Yare, not far from its mouth. At a spot where there were many old anchors and cables, old and new trawl-beams, and sundry other seafaring rusty and tarry objects, the young fisherman met a pretty young girl, who stopped suddenly, and, with her large blue eyes expressing unspeakable surprise, exclaimed, Fred!

The youth sprang forward, seized the girl with his uninjured hand, and exclaimed, Isa! as he drew her towards him.

Fred  not here. Behave! said Isa, holding up a warning finger.

Fred consented to behave  with a promise, however, that he would make up for it at a more fitting time and place.

But what is the matter! asked Isa, with an anxious look, laying her pretty little hands on the youths arm.

Yes, you need not smile, reader; it is not a perquisite of ladies to have pretty little hands. Isas hands were brown, no doubt, like her cheeks, owing to exposure and sunshine, and they were somewhat roughened by honest toil; but they were small and well-shaped, with taper fingers, and their touch was very tender as she clasped them on her lovers arm.

Nothing serious, replied the youth lightly; only an accident with a fish-bone, but it has got to be pretty bad for want of attention; an besides Im out o sorts somehow. No physic, you see, or doctors in our fleet, like the lucky dogs of the Short-Blue. Ive been knocked up more or less for some weeks past, so they sent me home to be looked after. But I wont need either physic or doctor now.

No? why not? asked the girl, with a simple look.

Cause the sight o your sweet face does away with the need of either.

Dont talk nonsense, Fred.

If thats nonsense, returned the fisherman, youll never hear me talk sense again as long as I live. But how about mother, Isa? Is she well!

Quite well. I have just left her puzzling herself over a letter from abroad thats so ill-written that it would bother a schoolmaster to read it. I tried to read it, but couldnt. Youre a good scholar, Fred, so you have come just in time to help her. But wont she be surprised to see you!

Thus conversing, and walking rather slowly, the pair made their way to the attic of Mrs Martin, where the unexpected sight of her son threw the patient woman into a great flutter of surprise and pleasure. We use the word patient advisedly, for Mrs Martin was one of those wholesome-minded creatures who, having to battle vigorously for the bare necessaries of life in the face of many adverse circumstances, carry on the war with a degree of hearty, sweet-tempered resolution which might put to shame many who are better off in every way. Mrs Martin was a widow and a washerwoman, and had a neer-do-well brother, a fisherman, who frequently sponged upon her. She also had a mother to support and attend upon, as well as a bad leg to endure. True, the attendance on her mother was to the good woman a source of great joy. It constituted one of the few sunbeams of her existence, but it was not on that account the less costly, for the old woman could do nothing whatever to increase the income of the widows household  she could not, indeed, move a step without assistance. Her sole occupation was to sit in the attic window and gaze over the sands upon the sea, smiling hopefully, yet with a touch of sadness in the smile; mouthing her toothless gums, and muttering now and then as if to herself, Hell come soon now. Her usual attitude was that of one who listens expectantly.

Thirty years before Granny Martin had stood at the same attic window, an elderly woman even then, looking out upon the raging sea, and muttering anxiously the same words, Hell come soon now. But her husband never came. He was lost at sea. As years flew by, and time as well as grief weakened her mind, the old woman seemed to forget the flight of time, and spent the greater part of every day in the attic window, evidently on the look-out for some one who was to come soon. When at last she was unable to walk alone, and had to be half carried to her seat in the attic window by her strong and loving daughter, the sadness seemed to pass away, and her cheery spirit revived under the impression, apparently, that the coming could not be delayed much longer. To every one Granny was condescendingly kind, especially to her grandchild Fred, of whom she was very fond.

Only at intervals was the old womans cheerfulness disturbed, and that was during the occasional visits of her neer-do-well son Dick, for he was generally drunk or half-seas-over when he came. Granny never mentioned his name when he was absent, and for a long time Mrs Martin supposed that she tried to forget him, but her opinion changed on this point one night when she overheard her mother praying with intense earnestness and in affectionate terms that her dear Dick might yet be saved. Still, however much or frequently Grannys thoughts might at any time be distracted from their main channel, they invariably returned thereto with the cheerful assurance that he would soon come now.

Youre ill, my boy, said Mrs Martin, after the first greetings were over.

Right you are, mother, said the worn-out man, sitting down with a weary sigh. Ive done my best to fight it down, but it wont do.

You must have the doctor, Fred.

Ive had the doctor already, mother. I parted with Isa Wentworth at the bottom o the stair, an she will do me more good than dozens o doctors or gallons o physic.

But Fred was wrong.

Not long afterwards the Lively Poll arrived in port, and Stephen Lockley hastened to announce his arrival to his wife.

Now it was the experience of Martha Lockley that if, on his regular return to land for his eight days holiday, after his eight weeks spell afloat, her handsome and genial husband went straight home, she was wont to have a happy meeting; but if by any chance Stephen first paid a visit to the Blue Boar public-house, she was pretty sure to have a miserable meeting, and a more or less wretched time of it thereafter. A conversation that Stephen had recently had with Fred Martin having made an impression on him  deeper than he chose to admit even to himself  he had made up his mind to go straight home this time.

Ill be down by daybreak to see about them repairs, he said to Peter Jay, as they left the Lively Poll together, and Ill go round by your old friend, Widow Mooneys, and tell her to expect you some time to-night.

Now Peter Jay was a single man, and lodged with Widow Mooney when on shore. It was not, however, pure consideration for his mate or the widow that influenced Lockley, but his love for the widows little invalid child, Eve, for whose benefit that North Sea skipper had, in the kindness of his heart, made a special collection of deep-sea shells, with some shreds of bright bunting.

Little Eve Mooney, thin, wasted, and sad, sat propped up with dirty pillows, in a dirty bed, in a dirtier room, close to a broken and paper-patched window that opened upon a coal-yard with a prospect rubbish-heap beyond.

Oh, Im so glad its you! cried Eve, with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, as the fisherman entered.

Yes, Eve, my pretty. Im back sooner than I expected  and look what Ive brought you. I havent forgot you.

Joy beamed in the lustrous eyes and on every feature of the thin face as the sick child surveyed the treasures of the deep that Lockley spread on her ragged counterpane.

How good  how kind of you, Stephen! exclaimed Eve.

Kind! repeated the skipper; nothing of the sort, Eve. To please you pleases me, so its only selfishness. But wheres your mother?

Drunk, said the child simply, and without the most remote intention of injuring her parents character. Indeed, that was past injury. Shes in there.

The child pointed to a closet, in which Stephen found on the floor a heap of unwomanly rags. He was unable to arouse the poor creature, who slumbered heavily beneath them. Eve said she had been there for many hours.

She forgot to give me my breakfast before she went in, and Im too weak to rise and get it for myself, whimpered Eve, and Im so hungry! And I got such a fright, too, for a man came in this morning about daylight and broke open the chest where mother keeps her money and took something away. I suppose he thought I was asleep, for I was too frightened to move, but I could see him all the time. Please will you hand me the loaf before you go? Its in that cupboard.

We need scarcely add that Lockley did all that the sick child asked him to do  and more. Then, after watching her till the meal was finished, he rose.

Ill go now, my pretty, he said, and dont you be afeared. Ill soon send some one to look after you. Good-bye.

Stephen Lockley was unusually thoughtful as he left Widow Mooneys hut that day, and he took particular care to give the Blue Boar a wide berth on his way home.




Chapter Three.

The Skipper Ashore.

Right glad was Mrs Lockley to find that her husband had passed the Blue Boar without going in on his way home, and although she did not say so, she could not feel sorry for the accident to the Lively Poll, which had sent him ashore a week before his proper time.

Martha Lockley was a pretty young woman, and the proud mother of a magnificent baby, which was bordering on that age when a child begins to have some sort of regard for its own father, and to claim much of his attention.

Matty, said Stephen to his wife, as he jolted his daughter into a state of wild delight on his knee, Tottie is becoming very like you. Shes got the same pretty little turned-up nose, an the same huge grey eyes with the wicked twinkle in em about the corners.

Dont talk nonsense, Stephen, but tell me about this robbery.

I know nothin about it more than Ive told ye, Matty. Eve didnt know the man, and her description of him is confused  she was frightened, poor thing! But I promised to send some one to look after her at once, for her drunken mother isnt fit to take care of herself, let alone the sick child. Who can I send, think ee?

Mrs Lockley pursed her little mouth, knitted her brows, and gazed thoughtfully at the baby, who, taking the look as personal, made a face at her. Finally she suggested Isabella Wentworth.

And where is she to be found? asked the skipper.

At the Martins, no doubt, replied Mrs Lockley, with a meaning look. Shes been there pretty much ever since poor Fred Martin came home, looking after old granny, for Mrs Martins time is taken up wi nursing her son. They say hes pretty bad.

Then Ill go an see about it at once, said Stephen, rising, and setting Tottie down.

He found Isa quite willing to go to Eve, though Mrs Mooney had stormed at her and shut the door in her face on the occasion of her last visit.

But you mustnt try to see Fred, she added. The doctor says he must be kep quiet and see no one.

All right, returned the skipper; Ill wait till hes out o quarantine. Good day; Ill go and tell Eve that youre coming.

On his way to Mrs Mooneys hut Stephen Lockley had again to pass the Blue Boar. This time he did not give it a wide berth. There were two roads to the hut, and the shorter was that which passed the public-house. Trusting to the strength of his own resolution, he chose that road. When close to the blue monster, whose creaking sign drew so many to the verge of destruction, and plunged so many over into the gulf, he was met by Skipper Ned Bryce, a sociable, reckless sort of man, of whom he was rather fond. Bryce was skipper of the Fairy, an iron smack, which was known in the fleet as the Ironclad.

Hullo! Stephen. You here?

Ay, a week before my time, Ned. That lubber Groggy Fox ran into me, cut down my bulwarks, and carried away my bowsprit an some o my top-hamper.

Come along  have a glass, an lets hear all about it, said Bryce, seizing his friends arm; but Lockley held back.

No, Ned, he said; Im on another tack just now.

What! not hoisted the blue ribbon, eh!

No, returned Lockley, with a laugh. Ive no need to do that.

You havent lost faith in your own power o self-denial surely?

No, nor that either, but  but

Come now, none o your buts. Come along; my mate Dick Martin is in here, an hes the best o company.

Dick Martin in there! repeated Lockley, on whom a sudden thought flashed. Is he one o your hands?

In course he is. Left the Grimsby fleet a-purpose to jine me. Rather surly he is at times, no doubt, but a good fellow at bottom, and great company. You should hear him sing. Come.

Oh, I know him well enough by hearsay, but never met him yet.

Whether it was the urgency of his friend, or a desire to meet with Dick Martin, that shook our skippers wavering resolution we cannot tell, but he went into the Blue Boar, and took a glass for good-fellowship. Being a man of strong passions and excitable nerves, this glass produced in him a desire for a second, and that for a third, until he forgot his intended visit to Eve, his promises to his wife, and his stern resolves not to submit any longer to the tyranny of drink. Still, the memory of Mrs Mooneys conduct, and of the advice of his friend Fred Martin, had the effect of restraining him to some extent, so that he was only what his comrades would have called a little screwed when they had become rather drunk.

There are many stages of drunkenness. One of them is the confidential stage. When Dick Martin had reached this stage he turned with a superhumanly solemn countenance to Bryce and winked.

If  if you ththink, said Bryce thickly, ththat winkin suits you, youre mistaken.

Look ere, said Dick, drawing a letter from his pocket with a maudlin leer, and holding it up before his comrade, who frowned at it, and then shook his head  as well he might, for, besides being very illegibly written, the letter was presented to him upside down.

After holding it before him in silence long enough to impress him with the importance of the document, Dick Martin explained that it was a letter which he had stolen from his sisters house, because it contained something to his advantage.

See here, he said, holding the letter close to his own eyes, still upside down, and evidently reading from memory: If Mr Frederick Martin will ccall at this office any day next week between 10 an 12, hhe will ear suthin to his adadvantage. Bounce and Brag, slicitors. There!

But you aint Fred Martin, said Bryce, with a look of supreme contempt, for he had arrived at the quarrelsome stage of drunkenness.

Right you are, said Martin; but Im his uncle. Same name ccause his mother mmarried her ccousin; and there aint much difference tween Dick and Fred  four letters, both of em  so if I goes wi the letter, an says, Im Fred Martin, wy, theyll hand over the blunt, or the jewels, or wotiver it is, to me  dee see?

No, I dont see, returned Bryce so irritatingly that his comrade left the confidential stage astern, and requested to know, with an affable air, when Bryce lost his eyesight.

When I first saw you, and thought you worth your salt, shouted Bryce, as he brought his fist heavily down on the table.

Both men were passionate. They sprang up, grappled each other by the throat, and fell on the floor. In doing so they let the letter fall. It fluttered to the ground, and Lockley, quietly picking it up, put it in his pocket.

Youd better look after them, said Lockley to the landlord, as he paid his reckoning, and went out.

In a few minutes he stood in Widow Mooneys hut, and found Isa Wentworth already there.

Im glad you sent me here, said the girl, for Mrs Mooney has gone out

She stopped and looked earnestly in Lockleys face. Youve been to the Blue Boar, she said in a serious tone.

Yes, lass, I have, admitted the skipper, but without a touch of resentment. I did not mean to go, but its as well that I did, for Ive rescued a letter from Dick Martin which seems to be of some importance, an he says he stole it from his sisters house.

He handed the letter to the girl, who at once recognised it as the epistle over which she and Mrs Martin had puzzled so much, and which had finally been deciphered for them by Dick Martin.

He must have made up his mind to pretend that he is Fred, said Isa, and so get anything that was intended for him.

Youre a sharp girl, Isa; youve hit the nail fair on the head, for I heard him in his drunken swagger boast of his intention to do that very thing. Now, will you take in hand, lass, to give the letter back to Mrs Martin, and explain how you came by it?

Of course Isa agreed to do so, and Lockley, turning to Eve, said he would tell her a story before going home.

The handsome young skipper was in the habit of entertaining the sick child with marvellous tales of the sea during his frequent visits, for he was exceedingly fond of her, and never failed to call during his periodical returns to land. His love was well bestowed, for poor Eve, besides being of an affectionate nature, was an extremely imaginative child, and delighted in everything marvellous or romantic. On this occasion, however, he was interrupted at the commencement of his tale by the entrance of his own ships cook, the boy Bob Lumsden, alias Lumpy.

Hullo, Lumpy, what brings you here? asked the skipper.

But the boy made no answer. He was evidently taken aback at the unexpected sight of the sick child, and the skipper had to repeat his question in a sterner tone. Even then Lumpy did not look at his commander, but, addressing the child, said  

Beg parding, miss; I wouldnt have come in if Id knowed you was in bed, but

Oh, never mind, interrupted Eve, with a little smile, on seeing that he hesitated; my friends never see me except in bed. Indeed I live in bed; but you must not think Im lazy. Its only that my backs bad. Come in and sit down.

Well, boy, demanded the skipper again, were you sent here to find me?

Yes, sir, said Lumpy, with his eyes still fixed on the earnest little face of Eve. Mister Jay sent me to say he wants to speak to you about the heel o the noo bowsprit.

Tell him Ill be aboard in half an hour.

I didnt know before, said Eve, that bowsprits have heels.

At this Lumpy opened his large mouth, nearly shut his small eyes, and was on the point of giving vent to a rousing laugh, when his commander half rose and seized hold of a wooden stool. The boy shut his mouth instantly, and fled into the street, where he let go the laugh which had been thus suddenly checked.

Well, she is a rum un! he said to himself, as he rolled in a nautical fashion down to the wharf where the Lively Poll was undergoing repairs.

I think hes a funny boy, that, said Eve, as the skipper stooped to kiss her.

Yes, he is a funny dog. Good-bye, my pretty one.

Stay, said Eve solemnly, as she laid her delicate little hand on the huge brown fist of the fisherman; youve often told me stories, Stephen; I want to tell one to you to-night. You need not sit down; its a very, very short one.

But the skipper did sit down, and listened with a look of interest and expectation as the child began  

There was once a great, strong, brave man, who was very kind to everybody, most of all to little children. One day he was walking near a river, when a great, fearful, ugly beast, came out of the wood, and seized the man with its terrible teeth. It was far stronger than the dear, good man, and it threw him down, and held him down, till  till it killed him.

She stopped, and tears filled her soft eyes at the scene she had conjured up.

Do you know, she asked in a deeper tone, what sort of awful beast it was?

No; what was it?

A Blue Boar, said the child, pressing the strong hand which she detained.

Lockleys eyes fell for a moment before Eves earnest gaze, and a flush deepened the colour of his bronzed countenance. Then he sprang suddenly up and kissed Eves forehead.

Thank you, my pretty one, for your story, but it ant just correct, for the man is not quite killed yet and, please God, hell escape.

As he spoke the door of the hut received a severe blow, as if some heavy body had fallen against it. When Isa opened it, a dirty bundle of rags and humanity rolled upon the floor. It was Eves mother!

Lifting her up in his strong arms, Lockley carried her into the closet which opened off the outer room, and laid her tenderly on a mattress which lay on the floor. Then, without a word, he left the hut and went home.

It is scarcely necessary to add that he took the longer road on that occasion, and gave a very wide berth indeed to the Blue Boar.




Chapter Four.

Hardships on the Sea.

Fly with us now, good reader, once more out among the breeze-ruffled billows of the North Sea.

It was blowing a fine, fresh, frosty fishing breeze from the nor-west on a certain afternoon in December. The Admiral  Manx Bradley  was guiding his fleet over that part of the German Ocean which is described on the deep-sea fishermans chart as the Swarte, or Black Bank. The trawls were down, and the men were taking it easy  at least, as easy as was compatible with slush-covered decks, a bitter blast, and a rolling sea. If we had the power of extending and intensifying your vision, reader, so as to enable you to take the whole fleet in at one stupendous glance, and penetrate planks as if they were plate glass, we might, perhaps, convince you that in this multitude of deep-sea homes there was carried on that night a wonderful amount of vigorous action, good and bad  largely, if not chiefly bad  under very peculiar circumstances, and that there was room for improvement everywhere.

Strong and bulky and wiry men were gambling and drinking, and singing and swearing; story-telling and fighting, and skylarking and sleeping. The last may be classed appropriately under the head of action, if we take into account the sonorous doings of throats and noses. As if to render the round of human procedure complete, there was at least one man  perhaps more  praying.

Yes, Manx Bradley, the admiral, was praying. And his prayer was remarkably brief, as well as earnest. Its request was that God would send help to the souls of the men whose home was the North Sea. For upwards of thirty years Manx and a few like-minded men had persistently put up that petition. During the last few years of that time they had mingled thanksgiving with the prayer, for a gracious answer was being given. God had put it into the heart of the present Director of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen to inaugurate a system of evangelisation among the heretofore neglected thousands of men and boys who toil upon the North Sea from January to December. Mission or Gospel smacks were purchased, manned by Christian skippers and crews, and sent out to the various fleets, to fish with them during the week, and supply them with medicine for body and soul, with lending libraries of wholesome Christian literature, and with other elevating influences, not least among which was a floating church or meeting-house on Sundays.

But up to the time we write of, Manx Bradley had only been able to rejoice in the blessing as sent to others. It had not yet reached his own fleet, the twelve or thirteen hundred men and boys of which were still left in their original condition of semi-savagery, and exposure to the baleful influences of that pest of the North Sea  the coper.

You see, Jacob Jones, said the admiral to the only one of his hands who sympathised with him in regard to religion, if it warnt for the baccy, them accursed copers wouldnt be able to keep sich a hold of us. Why, bless you, theres many a young feller in this fleet as dont want no grog  especially the vile, fiery stuff the copers sell em; but when the Dutchmen offers the baccy so cheap as 1 shilling 6 pence a pound, the boys are only too glad to go aboard and git it. Then the Dutchmen, being uncommon sly dogs, gives em a glass o their vile brandy for good-fellowship by way of, an that flies to their heads, an makes em want more  dee see? An so they go on till many of em becomes regular topers  thats where it is, Jacob.

Why dont the mission smacks sell baccy too? asked Jacob, stamping his feet on the slushy deck to warm them, and beating his right hand on the tiller for the same purpose.

Youre a knowing fellow, returned the admiral, with a short laugh; why, thats just what theyve bin considerin about at the Head Office  leastwise, so Im told; an if they manage to supply the fleets wi baccy at 1 shilling a pound, which is 6 pence less than the Dutchmen do, theyll soon knock the copers off the North Sea altogether. But the worst of it is that we wont git no benefit o that move till a mission smack is sent to our own fleet, an to the half-dozen other fleets that have got none.

At this point the state of the weather claiming his attention, the admiral went forward, and left Jacob Jones, who was a new hand in the fleet, to his meditations.

One of the smacks which drew her trawl that night over the Swarte Bank not far from the admiral was the Lively Poll  repaired, and rendered as fit for service as ever. Not far from her sailed the Cherub, and the Cormorant, and that inappropriately named Fairy, the ironclad.

In the little box of the Lively Poll  which out of courtesy we shall style the cabin  Jim Freeman and David Duffy were playing cards, and Stephen Lockley was smoking. Joe Stubby was drinking, smoking, and grumbling at the weather; Hawkson, a new hand shipped in place of Fred Martin, was looking on. The rest were on deck.

Whats the use o grumblin, Stub? said Hawkson, lifting a live coal with his fingers to light his pipe.

Dont Stub me, said Stubley in an angry tone.

Would you rather like me to stab you? asked Hawkson, with a good-humoured glance, as he puffed at his pipe.

Id rather you clapped a stopper on your jaw.

Ah  sos you might have all the jawin to yourself? retorted Hawkson.

Whatever reply Joe Stubley meant to make was interrupted by Jim Freeman exclaiming with an oath that he had lost again, and would play no more. He flung down the cards recklessly, and David Duffy gathered them up, with the twinkling smile of a good-natured victor.

Come, lets have a yarn, cried Freeman, filling his pipe, with the intention of soothing his vanquished spirit.

Wholl spin it? asked Duffy, sitting down, and preparing to add to the fumes of the place. Come, Stub, you tape it off; itll be better occupation than growlin at the poor weather, whats never done you no harm yet though theres no sayin what it may do if you go on as youve bin doin, growlin an aggravatin it.

I never spin yarns, said Stubley.

But you tell stories sometimes, dont you? asked Hawkson.

No, never.

Oh! thats a story anyhow, cried Freeman.

Come, Ill spin ye one, said the skipper, in that hearty tone which had an irresistible tendency to put hearers in good humour, and sometimes even raised the growling spirit of Joe Stubley into something like amiability.

What sort o yarn dee want, boys? he asked, stirring the fire in the small stove that warmed the little cabin; shall it be comical or sentimental?

Lets have a true ghost story, cried Puffy.

No, no, said Freeman, a hanecdote  thats what Im fondest of  suthin short an sweet, as the little boy said to the stick o liquorice.

Tell us, said Stubley, how it was you come to be saved the night the Saucy Jane went down.

Ah! lads, said Lockley, with a look and a tone of gravity, theres no fun in that story. It was too terrible and only by a miracle, or rather  as poor Fred Martin said at the time  by Gods mercy, I was saved.

Was Fred there at the time! asked Duffy.

Ay, an very near lost he was too. I thought he would never get over it.

Poor chap! said Freeman; he dont seem to be likely to git over this arm. Its been a long time bad now.

Oh, hell get over that, returned Lockley; in fact, its amost quite well now, Im told, an hes pretty strong again  though the fever did pull him down a bit. Its not that, its money, thats keepin him from goin afloat again.

Hows that? asked Puffy.

This is how it was. He got a letter which axed him to call on a lawyer in Lunon, who told him an old friend of his father had made a lot o tin out in Austeralia, an he died, an left some hundreds o pounds  I dont know how many  to his mother.

Humph! thats just like him, the hypercrit, growled Joe Stubley; no sooner comes a breeze o good luck than off he goes, too big and mighty for his old business. He was always preachin that money was the root of all evil, an now hes found it out for a fact.

No, Fred never said that money was the root of all evil, you thick-head, returned Duffy; he said it was the love of money. Put that in your pipe and smoke it  or rather, in your glass an drink it, for thats the way to get it clearer in your fuddled brain.

Hold on, boys; youre forgettin my yarn, interposed Lockley at this point, for he saw that Stubley was beginning to lose temper. Well, you must know it was about six years ago  I was little more than a big lad at the time, on board the Saucy Jane, Black Thomson bein the skipper. Youve heard o Black Thomson, that used to be so cruel to the boys when he was in liquor, which was pretty nigh always, for it would be hard to say when he wasnt in liquor? He tried it on wi me when I first went aboard, but I was too  well, well, poor fellow, Ill say nothin against him, for hes gone now.

Fred Martin was there at the time, an it was wonderful what a hold Fred had over that old sinner. None of us could understand it, for Fred never tried to curry favour with him, an once or twice I heard him when he thought nobody was near, givin advice to Black Thomson about drink, in his quiet earnest way, that made me expect to see the skipper knock him down. But he didnt. He took it well  only he didnt take his advice, but kep on drinkin harder than ever. Whenever a coper came in sight at that time Thomson was sure to have the boat over the side an pay him a visit.

Well, about this time o the year there came one night a most tremendous gale, wi thick snow, from the norard. It was all we could do to make out anything twenty fathom ahead of us. The skipper he was lyin drunk down below. We was close reefed and laying to with the foresail a-weather, lookin out anxiously, for, the fleet bein all round and the snow thick, our chances o runnin foul o suthin was considerable. When we took in the last reef we could hardly stand to do it, the wind was so strong  an wasnt it freezin, too! Sharp enough amost to freeze the nose off your face.

About midnight the wind began to shift about and came in squalls so hard that we could scarcely stand, so we took in the jib and mizzen, and lay to under the foresail. Of course the hatchways was battened down and tarpaulined, for the seas that came aboard was fearful. When I was standin there, expectin every moment that we should founder, a sea came and swept Fred Martin overboard. Of course we could do nothing for him  we could only hold on for our lives; but the very next sea washed him right on deck again. He never gave a cry, but I heard him say Praise the Lord! in his own quiet way when he laid hold o the starboard shrouds beside me.

Just then another sea came aboard an amost knocked the senses out o me. At the same moment I heard a tremendous crash, an saw the mast go by the board. What happened after that I never could rightly understand. I grabbed at something  it felt like a bit of plank  and held on tight, you may be sure, for the cold had by that time got such a hold o me that I knew if I let go I would go down like a stone. I had scarce got hold of it when I was seized round the neck by something behind me an amost choked.

I couldnt look round to see what it was, but I could see a great black object coming straight at me. I knew well it was a smack, an gave a roar that might have done credit to a young walrus. The smack seemed to sheer off a bit, an I heard a voice shout, Starboard hard! Ive got him, an I got a blow on my cocoanut that well-nigh cracked it. At the same time a boat-hook caught my coat collar an held on. In a few seconds more I was hauled on board of the Cherub by Manx Bradley, an the feller that was clingin to my neck like a young lobster was Fred Martin. The Saucy Jane went to the bottom that night.

An Black Thomson  did he go down with her? asked Duffy.

Ay, that was the end of him and all the rest of the crew. The fleet lost five smacks that night.

Admirals a-signallin, sir, said one of the watch on deck, putting his head down the hatch at that moment.

Lockley went on deck at once. Another moment, and the shout came down Haul! Haul all!

Instantly the sleepers turned out all through the fleet. Oiled frocks, sou-westers, and long boots were drawn on, and the men hurried on the decks to face the sleet-laden blast and man the capstan bars, with the prospect before them of many hours of hard toil  heaving and hauling and fish-cleaning and packing with benumbed fingers  before the dreary winter night should give place to the grey light of a scarcely less dreary day.




Chapter Five.

The Tempters Victory.

I wouldnt mind the frost or snow, or anything else, growled Joe Stubley, pausing in the midst of his labours among the fish, if it warnt for them sea-blisters. Just look at that, Jim, he added, turning up the hard sleeve of his oiled coat, and exposing a wrist which the feeble rays of the lantern showed to be badly excoriated and inflamed.

Ay, its an ugly bracelet, an Ive got one myself just begun on my left wrist, remarked Jim Freeman, also suspending labour for a moment to glance at his mates wound. If our fleet had a mission ship, like some o the other fleets, wed not only have worsted mitts for our wrists, but worsted helmets for our heads an necks  to say nothin of lotions, pills an plasters.

If theyd only fetch us them things an let alone tracts, Bibles, an religion, returned Stubley, Id have no objection to em, but whats the use o religion to a drinkin, swearin, gamblin lot like us?

Its quite clear that your notions about religion are muddled, said David Duffy, with a short laugh. Why, whats the use o physic to a sick man, Stubs?

To make him wuss, replied Stubs promptly.

You might as well argify with a lobster as with Joe Stubs, said Bob Lumsden, who, although burdened with the cares of the cooking department, worked with the men at cleaning and packing.

What does a boy like you know about lobsters, cept to cook em? growled Stubley. You mind your pots an pans. Thats all your brains are fit for  if you have brains at all. Leave argification to men.

Thats just what I was advisin Duffy to do, an not waste his breath on the likes o you, retorted the boy, with a grin.

The conversation was stopped at this point by the skipper ordering the men to shake out a reef, as the wind was moderating. By the time this was accomplished daybreak was lighting up the eastern horizon, and ere long the pale grey of the cold sea began to warm up a little under the influence of the not yet visible sun.

Goin to be fine, said Lockley, as he scanned the horizon with his glass.

Looks like it, replied the mate.

Remarks were few and brief at that early hour, for the men, being pretty well fagged, preferred to carry on their monotonous work in silence.

As morning advanced the fleet was clearly seen in all directions and at all distances around, holding on the same course as the Lively Poll. Gradually the breeze moderated, and before noon the day had turned out bright and sunny, with only a few thin clouds floating in the wintry sky. By that time the fish-boxes, or trunks, were all packed, and the men availed themselves of the brief period of idleness pending the arrival of the steam-carrier from Billingsgate to eat a hearty breakfast.

This meal, it may be remarked, was a moveable feast, depending very much on the duties in hand and the arrival of the steamer. To get the fish ready and shipped for market is always regarded as his first and all-important duty by the deep-sea trawler, who, until it is performed, will not condescend to give attention to such secondary matters as food and repose. These are usually taken when opportunity serves. Pipes and recreation, in the form of games at cards, draughts, dominoes, and yarns, are also snatched at intervals between the periods of severe toil. Nevertheless, there are times when the fishermans experience is very different. When prolonged calms render fishing impossible, then time hangs heavily on his hands, and  in regard to the fleet of which we write and all those similarly circumstanced  the only recreations available are sleeping, drinking, gambling, and yarn-spinning. True, such calms do not frequently occur in winter, but they sometimes do, and one of them prevailed on the afternoon of the particular winters day of which we treat.

After the departure of the carrier that day, the wind fell so much that the admiral deemed it advisable not to put down the nets. Before long the light air died away altogether, and the fleet was left floating idly, in picturesque groups and with flapping sails, on the glassy sea.

Among the groups thus scattered about, there was one smack which had quietly joined the fleet when the men were busy transhipping or ferrying the fish to the steam-carrier. Its rig was so similar to that of the other smacks that a stranger might have taken it for one of the fleet but the fishermen knew better. It was that enemy of souls, that floating grog-shop, that pirate of the North Sea, the coper.

Good luck to ee, muttered Joe Stubley, whose sharp, because sympathetic, eye was first to observe the vessel.

Its bad luck to you anyhow, remarked Bob the cook, who chanced to pass at the moment.

Mind your own business, Lumpy, an none o your sauce, if you dont want a ropes-endin, retorted the man.

Aint I just mindin my own business? Why, wot is sauce but part of a cooks business? returned the boy.

I wont go to her, thought Stephen Lockley, who overheard the conversation, and in whose breast a struggle had been going on, for he also had seen the coper, and, his case-bottle having run dry, he was severely tempted to have it replenished.

Would it not be as well, skipper, to go aboard o the coper, as shes so near at hand! said the mate, coming aft at the moment.

Well, no, Peter; I think it would be as well to drop the coper altogether. The abominable stuff the Dutchmen sell us is enough to poison a shark. You know Im not a teetotaller, but if Im to be killed at all, Id rather be killed by good spirits than bad.

Right you are, replied Jay, but, you see, a lot of us are hard up for baccy, and

Of course, of course; the men must have baccy, interrupted the skipper, an we dont need to buy their vile brandy unless we like. Yes, get the boat out, Jay, an well go.

Stephen Lockley was not the first man who has deceived himself as to his motives. Tobacco was his excuse for visiting the floating den of temptation, but a craving for strong drink was his real motive. This craving had been created imperceptibly, and had been growing by degrees for some years past, twining its octopus arms tighter and tighter round his being, until the strong and hearty young fisherman was slowly but surely becoming an abject slave, though he had fancied himself heretofore as free as the breezes that whistled round his vessel. Now, for the first time, Lockley began to have uncomfortable suspicions about himself. Being naturally bold and candid, he turned sharply round, and, as it were, faced himself with the stern question, Stephen, are you sure that its baccy that tempts you aboard of the coper? Are you clear that schnapps has nothing to do with it?

It is one of the characteristics of the slavery to which we refer, that although strong-minded and resolute men put pointed questions of this sort to themselves not unfrequently, they very seldom return answers to them. Their once vigorous spirits, it would seem, are still capable of an occasional heave and struggle  a sort of flash in the pan  but that is all. The influence of the depraved appetite immediately weighs them down, and they relapse into willing submission to the bondage. Lockley had not returned an answer to his own question when the mate reported that the boat was ready. Without a word he jumped into her, but kept thinking to himself, Well only get baccy, an Ill leave the coper before the lads can do themselves any harm. Ill not taste a drop myself  not a single drop o their vile stuff.

The Dutch skipper of the coper had a round fat face and person, and a jovial, hearty manner. He received the visitors with an air of open-handed hospitality which seemed to indicate that nothing was further from his thoughts than gain.

Weve come for baccy, said Lockley, as he leaped over the bulwarks and shook hands, I spose youve plenty of that?

Ya, the Dutchman had plenty tabac  ver sheep too, an mit sooch a goot vlavour!

He was what the Yankees would call a cute fellow, that Dutchman. Observing the emphasis with which Lockley mentioned tobacco, he understood at once that the skipper did not want his men to drink, and laid his snares accordingly.

Com, he said, in a confidential tone, taking hold of Lockleys arm, com blow, an you shall zee de tabac, an smell him yourself.

Our skipper accepted the invitation, went below, and was soon busy commenting on the weed, which, as the Dutchman truly pointed out, was so sheep as well as goot. But another smell in that cabin overpowered that of the tobacco. It was the smell of Hollands, or some sort of spirit, which soon aroused the craving that had gained such power over the fisherman.

Have some schnapps! said the Dutch skipper, suddenly producing a case-bottle as square as himself, and pouring out a glass.

No, thank ee, said Stephen firmly.

No! exclaimed the other, with well-feigned surprise. You not drink?

Oh yes, I drink, replied Lockley, with a laugh, but not to-day.

I not ask you to buy, rejoined the tempter, holding the spirits a little nearer to his victims nose. Joost take von leetle glass for goot vellowship.

It seemed rude to decline a proposal so liberally made, and with such a smiling countenance. Lockley took the glass, drank it off and went hurriedly on deck, followed by the Dutchman, with the case-bottle in one hand and the glass in the other. Of course the men had no objection to be treated. They had a small glass all round.

Thats the stuff for my money! cried Stubley, smacking his lips. I say, old chap, lets have a bottle of it. None o your thimblefuls for me. I like a good swig when Im at it.

Youd better wait till we get aboard, Joe, before you begin, suggested Lockley, who was well aware of Joes tendencies.

Joe admitted the propriety of this advice, but said he would treat his mates to one glass before starting, by way o wetting their whistles.

Ya, joost von glass vor vet deir vistles, echoed the Dutchman, with a wink and a look which produced a roar of laughter. The glass was accepted by all, including Lockley, who had been quite demoralised by the first glass.

The victory was gained by the tempter for that time at least. The fishermen who went for baccy, remained for schnapps, and some of them were very soon more than half drunk. It was a fierce, maddening kind of spirit, which produced its powerful effects quickly.

The skipper of the Lively Poll kept himself better in hand than his men, but, being very sociable in disposition, and finding the Dutchman a humorous and chatty fellow, he saw no reason to hurry them away. Besides, his vessel was close alongside, and nothing could be done in the fishing way during the dead calm that prevailed.

While he and his men were engaged in a lively conversation about nothing in particular  though they were as earnest over it as if the fate of empires depended on their judgment  the Dutch skipper rose to welcome another boats crew, which approached on the other side of the coper. So eager and fuddled were the disputants of the Lively Poll that they did not at first observe the newcomers.

It was the Fairys boat, with Dick Martin in charge.

Hallo, Dick, mein boy; gif me your vlipper.

A sign from Martin induced the Dutchman to lean over the side and speak in lower tones.

Lets have a keg of it, said Dick, with a mysterious look. Ned Bryce sent me for a good supply, an heres fish to pay for it.

The fish  which of course belonged to the owner of the Fairy, not to Ned Bryce  were quickly passed up, and a keg of spirits passed down. Then the Dutchman asked if Dick or his men wanted tabac or schnapps for themselves.

I vill take jersey, or vish, or sail, or boots, or vat you please in exchange. Com aboard, anyhow, an have von leetle glass.

Dick and his men having thus smartly transacted their chief business, leaped on deck, made fast their painter, let the boat drop astern, and were soon smoking and drinking amicably with the crew of the Lively Poll. Not long afterwards they were quarrelling. Then Dick Martin, who was apt to become pugnacious over his liquor, asserted stoutly that something or other was. Joe Stubley swore that it was not, whereupon Dick Martin planted his fist on Joe Stubleys nose and laid its growly owner flat on the deck.

Starting up, Joe was about to retaliate, when Lockley, seizing him by the neck thrust him over the side into the boat, and ordered his more or less drunken crew to follow. They did so with a bad grace, but the order was given in a tone which they well understood must not be disobeyed.

As they pushed off, Stubley staggered and fell into the sea. Another moment and he would have been beyond all human aid, but Lockley caught a glimpse of his shaggy black head as it sank. Plunging his long right arm down, and holding on to the boat with his left, he caught the drowning man by the hair. Strong and willing arms helped, and Stubley was hauled inboard  restored to life, opportunity, and hope  and flung into the bottom of the boat.

The oars were shipped, and they pulled for the Lively Poll. As they rode away they saw that other boats were proceeding towards the coper. The men in them were all anxious to buy baccy. No mention was made of drink. Oh dear no! They cared nothing for that, though, of course, they had no sort of objection to accept the wily Dutchmans generous offer of von leetle glass vor goot vellowship.




Chapter Six.

The Power of Sympathy.

One fine afternoon, not long after the visit to the coper, Bob Lumsden, alias Lumpy, was called from his culinary labours to assist in hauling in the net.

Now it is extremely interesting to note what a wonderful effect the power of loving sympathy can have on a human being. Lumpy was a human being  though some of his mates insisted that he must have been descended from a cod-fish, because his mouth was so large. No doubt it was, and when the boy laughed heartily he was, indeed, apt to remind one of that fish; nevertheless it was a good, well-shaped mouth, though large, with a kindly expression about it, and a set of splendid white teeth inside of it. But, whether human or fishy in his nature, Bob Lumsden had been overwhelmed by a flood of sympathy ever since that memorable day when he had first caught a glimpse of the sweet, pale face of the little invalid Eve Mooney. It was but a brief glimpse, yet it had opened a new sluice in Lumpys heart through which the waters of tenderness gushed in a wild torrent.

One of the curious results of this flood was that Bob was always more prompt to the summons to haul up the trawl than he had ever been before, more energetic in clawing the net inboard, and more eager to see and examine the contents of the cod-end. The explanation is simple. He had overheard his skipper say how fond Eve was of shells  especially of those which came from the bottom of the North Sea, and of all sorts of pretty and curious things, wherever they came from.

From that hour Bob Lumpy became a diligent collector of marine curiosities, and the very small particular corner of the vessel which he called his own became ere long quite a museum. They say that sympathy is apt to grow stronger between persons of opposite constitutions. If this be so, perhaps it was his nature  his bold, hearty, gushing, skylarking spirit, his strong rugged frame, his robust health, his carroty hair, his appley cheeks, his eagle nose, his flashing eyes  that drew him so powerfully to the helpless, tender little invalid, with her delicate frame and pale cheeks, straight little nose, bud of a mouth, and timid, though by no means cowardly, spirit.

On another occasion Bob overheard Lockley again talking about Eve. Im sorry for the poor thing, he said to Peter Jay, as they paced the deck together; shes got such a wretched home, an her mothers such a drunken bru

Lockley checked himself, and did not finish the sentence.

The doctor says, he resumed, that if Eve had only a bath-chair or suthin o that sort, to get wheeled about in the fresh air, shed very likely get better as she growed older  specially if she had good victuals. You see, small as she is, and young as she looks, shes over fifteen. But even if she had the chair, poor thing! who would wheel it for her? It would be no use unless it was done regular, an her mother cant do it  or wont.

From that hour Bob Lumpy became a miser. He had been a smoker like the rest of the crew, but he gave up baccy. He used to take an occasional glass of beer or spirits when on shore or on board the copers, but he became a total abstainer, much to his own benefit in every way, and as a result he became rich  in an extremely small way.

There was a very small, thin, and dirty, but lively and intelligent boy in Yarmouth, who loved Bob Lumsden better, if possible, than himself. His name was Pat Stiver. The affection was mutual. Bob took this boy into his confidence.

One day, a considerable time after Bobs discovery of Eve, Pat, having nothing to do, sauntered to the end of Gorleston Pier, and there to his inexpressible joy, met his friend. Before he had recovered sufficiently from surprise to utter a word, Bob seized him by the arms, lifted him up, and shook him.

Take care, Lumpy, cried the boy, Im wery tender, like an over-young chicken. Youd better set me down before I comes in pieces.

Why, Stiver, youre the very man I was thinkin of, said Lumpy, setting the boy on the edge of the pier, and sitting down beside him.

Stiver looked proud, and felt six inches taller.

Listen, said Bob, with an earnest look that was apt to captivate his friends; I want help. Will you do somethin for me?

Anything, replied the boy with emphasis, from pitch and toss to manslaughter!

Well, look here. You know Eve Mooney?

Do I know the blessedest angel in all Gorleston? In course I does. Wot of her?

Shes ill  very ill, said Lumpy.

You might as well tell me, when its daytime, that the suns up, returned Pat.

Dont be so awful sharp, Stiver, else Ill have to snub you.

Which youve ony got to frown, Bob Lumpy, an the deeds done.

Bob gave a short laugh, and then proceeded to explain matters to his friend: how he had been saving up his wages for some time past to buy a second-hand bath-chair for Eve, because the doctor had said it would do her so much good, especially if backed up with good victuals.

Its the wittles as bothers me, Stiver, said Bob, regarding his friend with a puzzled expression.

Hm! well, returned the small boy seriously, wittles has bothered me too, off an on, pretty well since I was born, though Im bound to confess I does get a full blow-out now an

Hold on, Stiver; youre away on the wrong tack, cried Bob, interrupting. I dont mean the difficulty o findin wittles, but how to get Eve to take em.

Tell her to shut her eyes an open her mouth, an then shove em in, suggested Pat.

Ill shove you into the sea if you go on talking balderdash, said Bob. Now, look here, you haint got nothin to do, have you!

If you mean in the way o my purfession, Bob, youre right. I purfess to do anything, but nobody as yet has axed me to do nothin. In the ways o huntin up wittles, howsever, Ive plenty to do. Its hard lines, and yet I aint extravagant in my expectations. Most coves require three good meals a day, wereas Im content with one. I begins at breakfast, an I goes on a-eatin promiskoously all day till arter supper  wen I can get it.

Just so, Stiver. Now, I want to engage you professionally. Your dooties will be to hang about Mrs Mooneys but in an offhand, careless sort o way, like them superintendent chaps as git five or six hundred a year for doin nuffin, an be ready at any time to offer to give Eve a shove in the chair. But first youll have to take the chair to her, an say it was sent to her from

Robert Lumsden, Esquire, said Pat, seeing that his friend hesitated.

Not at all, you little idiot, said Bob sharply. You mustnt mention my name on no account.

From a gentleman, then, suggested Pat.

That might do; but I aint a gentleman, Stiver, an I cant allow you to go an tell lies.

Id like to know who is if you aint, returned the boy indignantly. Aint a gentleman a man wots gentle? An wen you was the other day a-spreadin of them lovely shells, an crabs, an sea-goin kooriosities out on her pocket-hankercher, didnt I see that you was gentle?

Ill be pretty rough on you, Pat, in a minit, if you dont hold your jaw, interrupted Bob, who, however, did not seem displeased with his friends definition of a gentleman. Well, you may say what you like, only be sure you say whats true. An then youll have to take some nice things as Ill get for her from time to time wen I comes ashore. But therell be difficulties, I doubt, in the way of gettin her to take wittles wen she dont know who they comes from.

Oh, dont you bother your head about that, said Pat. Ill manage it. Im used to difficulties. Just you leave it to me, an itll be all right.

Well, I will, Pat; so youll come round with me to the old furnitur shop in Yarmouth, an fetch the chair. I got it awful cheap from the old chap as keeps the shop wen I told him what it was for. Then youll bring it out to Eve, an try to git her to have a ride in it to-day, if you can. Ill see about the wittles arter. Haint quite worked that out in my mind yet. Now, as to wages. I fear I cant offer you none

I never axed for none, retorted Pat proudly.

Thats true Pat; but Im not a-goin to make you slave for nuthin. Ill just promise you that Ill save all I can o my wages, an give you what I can spare. Youll just have to trust me as to that.

Trust you, Bob! exclaimed Pat, with enthusiasm, look here, now; this is how the wind blows. If the Prime Minister o Rooshia was to come to me in full regimentals an offer to make me capting o the Horse Marines to the Hemperor, Id say, No thankee, Im engaged, as the young woman said to the young man she didnt want to marry.

The matter being thus satisfactorily settled, Bob Lumsden and his little friend went off to Yarmouth, intent on carrying out the first part of their plan.

It chanced about the same time that another couple were having a quiet chat together in the neighbourhood of Gorleston Pier. Fred Martin and Isa Wentworth had met by appointment to talk over a subject of peculiar interest to themselves. Let us approach and become eavesdroppers.

Now, Fred, said Isa, with a good deal of decision in her tone, Im not at all satisfied with your explanation. These mysterious and long visits you make to London ought to be accounted for, and as I have agreed to become your wife within the next three or four months, just to please you, the least you can do, I think, is to have no secrets from me. Besides, you have no idea what the people here and your former shipmates are saying about you.

Indeed, dear lass, what do they say?

Well, they say now youve got well they cant understand why you should go loafing about doin nothin or idling your time in London, instead of goin to sea.

Idlin my time! exclaimed Fred with affected indignation. How do they know Im idlin my time? What if I was studyin to be a doctor or a parson?

Perhaps theyd say that was idlin your time, seein that youre only a fisherman, returned Isa, looking up in her lovers face with a bright smile. But tell me, Fred, why should you have any secret from me?

Because, dear lass, the thing that gives me so much pleasure and hope is not absolutely fixed, and I dont want you to be made anxious. This much I will tell you, however: you know I passed my examination for skipper when I was home last time, and now, through Gods goodness, I have been offered the command of a smack. If all goes well, I hope to sail in her next week; then, on my return, I hope to  to take the happiest. Well, well, Ill say no more about that, as were gettin near mothers door. But tell me, Isa, has Uncle Martin been worrying mother again when I was away?

No. When he found out that you had got the money that was left to her, and had bought an annuity for her with it, he went away, and Ive not seen him since.

Thats well. Im glad of that.

But am I to hear nothing more about this smack, not even her name?

Nothing more just now, Isa. As to her name, its not yet fixed. But, trust me, you shall know all in good time.

As they had now reached the foot of Mrs Martins stair, the subject was dropped.

They found the good woman in the act of supplying Granny Martin with a cup of tea. There was obvious improvement in the attic. Sundry little articles of luxury were there which had not been there before.

You see, my boy, said Mrs Martin to Fred, as they sat round the social board, now that the Lord has sent me enough to get along without slavin as I used  to do, I takes more time to make granny comfortable, an Ive got her a noo chair, and noo specs, which she was much in want of, for the old uns was scratched to that extent you could hardly see through em, besides bein cracked across both eyes. Aint they much better, dear?

The old woman, seated in the attic window, turned her head towards the tea-table and nodded benignantly once or twice; but the kind look soon faded into the wonted air of patient contentment, and the old head turned to the sea as the needle turns to the pole, and the soft murmur was heard, Hell come soon now.




Chapter Seven.

A Rescue.

Never was there a fishing smack more inappropriately named than the Fairy,  that unwieldy iron vessel which the fleet, in facetious content, had dubbed the Ironclad, and which had the honour of being commanded by that free and easy, sociable  almost too sociable  skipper, Ned Bryce.

She was steered by Dick Martin on the day of which we now write. Dick, as he stood at the helm, with stern visage, bloodshot eyes, and dissipated look, was not a pleasant object of contemplation, but as he played a prominent part in the proceedings of that memorable day, we are bound to draw attention to him. Although he had spent a considerable portion of the night with his skipper in testing the quality of some schnapps which they had recently procured from a coper, he had retained his physical and mental powers sufficiently for the performance of his duties. Indeed, he was one of those so-called seasoned casks, who are seldom or never completely disabled by drink, although thoroughly enslaved, and he was now quite competent to steer the Fairy in safety through the mazes of that complex dance which the deep-sea trawlers usually perform on the arrival of the carrying-steamer.

What Bryce called a chopping and a lumpy sea was running. It was decidedly rough, though the breeze was moderate, so that the smacks all round were alternately presenting sterns and bowsprits to the sky in a violent manner that might have suggested the idea of a rearing and kicking dance. When the carrier steamed up to the Admiral, and lay to beside him, and the smacks drew towards her from all points of the compass, the mazes of the dance became intricate, and the risk of collisions called for careful steering.

Being aware of this, and being himself not quite so steady about the head as he could wish, Skipper Bryce looked at Martin for a few seconds, and then ordered him to go help to launch the boat and get the trunks out, and send Phil Morgan aft.

Phil was not a better seaman than Dick, but he was a more temperate man, therefore clearer brained and more dependable.

Soon the smacks were waltzing and kicking round each other on every possible tack, crossing and re-crossing bows and sterns; sometimes close shaving, out and in, down-the-middle-and-up-again fashion, which, to a landsman, might have been suggestive of the bus, cab, and van throng in the neighbourhood of that heart of the world, the Bank of England.

Sounds of hailing and chaffing now began to roll over the North Sea from many stentorian lungs.

What cheer? what cheer? cried some in passing.

Hallo, Tim! how are ee, old man! What luck?

All right, Jim; ony six trunks.

Ha! thats cause ye fished up a dead man yesterday.

Is that you, Ted?

Ay, ay, whats left o me  worse luck. I thought your mother was goin to keep you at home this trip to mind the babby.

So she was, boy, but the babby fell into a can o buttermilk an got drownded, so I had to come off again, dee see?

What cheer, Groggy Fox? Have ee hoisted the blue ribbon yet?

No, Stephen Lockley, I havent, nor dont mean to, but one o the fleet seems to have hoisted the blue flag.

Groggy Fox pointed to one of the surrounding vessels as he swept past in the Cormorant.

Lockley looked round in haste, and, to his surprise, saw floating among the smaller flags, at a short distance, the great twenty-feet flag of a mission vessel, with the letters MDSF (Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen) on it, in white on a blue ground.

She must have lost her reckoning, muttered Lockley, as he tried to catch sight of the vessel to which the flag belonged  which was not easy, owing to the crowd of smacks passing to and fro between it and him.

Just at that moment a hearty cheer was heard to issue from the Admirals smack, the Cherub. At the same time the boat of the Lively Poll was launched into the sea, Duffy and Freeman and another hand tumbled into her, and the skipper had to give his undivided attention to the all-important matter of transhipping the fish.

Dozens of boats were by that time bobbing like corks on the heaving sea, all making for the attendant steamer. Other dozens, which had already reached her, were clinging on  the men heaving the fish-boxes aboard,  while yet others were pushing off from the smacks last arrived to join the busy swarm.

Among these was the boat of the Fairy, with Dick Martin and two men aboard. It was heavily laden  too heavily for such a sea  for their haul on the previous night had been very successful.

North Sea fishermen are so used to danger that they are apt to despise it. Both Bryce and Martin knew they had too many trunks in the boat, but they thought it a pity to leave five or six behind, and be obliged to make two trips for so small a number, where one might do. Besides, they could be careful. And so they were  very careful; yet despite all their care they shipped a good deal of water, and the skipper stood on the deck of the Fairy watching them with some anxiety. Well he might, for so high were the waves that not only his own boat but all the others kept disappearing and re-appearing continually as they rose on the crests or sank into the hollows.

But Skipper Bryce had eyes for only one boat. He saw it rise to view and disappear steadily, regularly, until it was about half-way to the steamer; then suddenly it failed to rise, and next moment three heads were seen amid the tumultuous waters where the boat should have been.

With a tremendous shout Bryce sprang to the tiller and altered the vessels course, but as the wind blew he knew well it was not in his power to render timely aid. That peculiar cry which tells so unmistakably of deadly disaster was raised from the boats nearest to that which had sunk, and they were rowed towards the drowning men, but the boats were heavy and slow of motion. Already they were too late, for two out of the three men had sunk to rise no more  dragged down by their heavy boots and winter clothing. Only one continued the struggle. It was Dick Martin. He had grasped an oar, and, being able to swim, kept his head up. The intense cold of the sea, however, would soon have relaxed even his iron grip, and he would certainly have perished, had it not been that the recently arrived mission vessel chanced to be a very short distance to windward of him. A slight touch of the helm sent her swiftly to his side. A rope was thrown. Martin caught it. Ready hands and eager hearts were there to grasp and rescue. In another moment he was saved, and the vessel swept on to mingle with the other smacks  for Martin was at first almost insensible, and could not tell to which vessel of the fleet he belonged.

Yes, the bad man was rescued, though no one would have sustained much loss by his death; but in Yarmouth that night there was one woman, who little thought that she was a widow, and several little ones who knew not that they were fatherless. The other man who perished was an unmarried youth, but he left an invalid mother to lifelong mourning over the insatiable greed of the cold North Sea.

Little note was taken of this event in the fleet. It was, in truth, a by no means unusual disaster. If fish are to be found, fair weather or foul, for the tables on land, lives must be risked and lost in the waters of the sea. Loss of life in ferrying the fish being of almost daily occurrence, men unavoidably get used to it, as surgeons do to suffering and soldiers to bloodshed. Besides, on such occasions, in the great turmoil of winds and waves, and crowds of trawlers and shouting, it may be only a small portion of the fleet which is at first aware that disaster has occurred, and even these must not, cannot, turn aside from business at such times to think about the woes of their fellow-men.

Meanwhile Dick Martin had fallen, as the saying is, upon his feet. He was carried into a neatly furnished cabin, put between warm blankets in a comfortable berth, and had a cup of steaming hot coffee urged upon him by a pleasant-voiced sailor, who, while he inquired earnestly as to how he felt, at the same time thanked the Lord fervently that they had been the means of saving his life.




Chapter Eight.

Tells of more than one Surprise.

Was that your boat that went down? shouted Groggy Fox of the Cormorant, as he sailed past the Fairy, after the carrying-steamer had left, and the numerous fishing-smacks were gradually falling into order for another attack on the finny hosts of the sea.

They were almost too far apart for the reply to be heard, and possibly Bryces state of mind prevented his raising his voice sufficiently, but it was believed that the answer was Yes.

Poor fellows! muttered Fox, who was a man of tender feelings, although apt to feel more for himself than for any one else.

I think Dick Martin was in the boat, said the mate of the Cormorant, who stood beside his skipper. I saw them when they shoved off, and though it was a longish distance, I could make him out by his size, an the fur cap he wore.

Well, the world wont lose much if hes gone, returned Fox; he was a bad lot.

It did not occur to the skipper at that time that he himself was nearly, if not quite, as bad a lot. But bad men are proverbially blind to their own faults.

He was a cross-grained fellow, returned the mate, specially when in liquor, but I never heard no worse of im than that.

Didnt you? said Fox; didnt you hear what they said of im at Gorleston?  that he tried to do his sister out of a lot o money as was left her by some cove or other in furrin parts. An some folk are quite sure that it was him as stole the little savins o that poor widdy, Mrs Mooney, though they cant just prove it agin him. Ah, he is a bad lot, an no mistake. But I may say that o the whole bilin o the Martins. Look at Fred, now.

Well, wot of him? asked the mate, in a somewhat gruff tone.

What of him! repeated the skipper, aint he a hypocrite, with his smooth tongue an his sly ways, as if butter wouldnt melt in his mouth, an now  where is he?

Well, where is he! demanded the mate, with increasing gruffness.

Why, in course nobody knows where he is, retorted the skipper; thats where it is. No sooner does he get a small windfall  leastwise, his mother gets it  than he cuts the trawlers, an all his old friends without so much as sayin Good-bye, an goes off to Lunnon or somewheres, to set up for a gentleman, I suppose.

I dont believe nothin o the sort, returned the mate indignantly. Fred Martin may be smooth-tongued and shy if you like, but hes no hypercrite

Hallo! theres that mission ship on the lee bow, cried Fox, interrupting his mate, and going over to the lee side of the smack, whence he could see the vessel with the great blue flag clearly. Port your helm, he added in a deep growl to the man who steered. Ill give her a wide berth.

If she was the coper youd steer the other way, remarked the mate, with a laugh.

In course I would, retorted Fox, for there Id find cheap baccy and brandy.

Ay, bad brandy, said the mate; but, skipper, you can get baccy cheaper aboard the mission ships now than aboard the coper.

What! at a shillin a pound?

Ay, at a shillin a pound.

I dont believe it.

But its a fact, returned the mate firmly, for Simon Brooks, as was in the Short-Blue fleet last week, told me its a noo regulation  theyve started the sale o baccy in the Gospel ships, just to keep us from going to the copers.

Thatll not keep me from going to the copers, said Groggy Fox, with an oath.

Nor me, said his mate, with a laugh; but, skipper, as we are pretty nigh out o baccy just now, an as the mission ship is near us, an the breeze down, I dont see no reason why we shouldnt go aboard an see whether the reports be true. We go to buy baccy, you know, an were not bound to buy everything the shop has to sell! We dont want their religion, an they cant force it down our throats whether we will or no.

Groggy Fox vented a loud laugh at the bare supposition of such treatment of his throat, admitted that his mate was right, and gave orders to launch the boat. In a few minutes they were rowing over the still heaving but now somewhat calmer sea, for the wind had fallen suddenly, and the smacks lay knocking about at no great distance from each other.

It was evident from the bustle on board many of them, and the launching of boats over their bulwarks, that not a few of the men intended to take advantage of this unexpected visit of a mission vessel. No doubt their motives were various. Probably some went, like the men of the Cormorant, merely for baccy; some for medicine; others, perhaps, out of curiosity; while a few, no doubt, went with more or less of desire after the good tidings, which they were aware had been carried to several of the other fleets that laboured on the same fishing-grounds.

Whatever the reasons, it was evident that a goodly number of men were making for the vessel with the great blue flag. Some had already reached her; more were on their way. The Cormorants boat was among the last to arrive.

What does MDSF stand for? asked Skipper Fox, as they drew near.

Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen, answered the mate, whose knowledge on this and other points of the Mission were due to his intercourse with his friend Simon Brooks of the Short-Blue. But it means more than that, he continued. When we are close enough to make em out, youll see little letters above the MDSF which make the words Ive just told you, an there are little letters below the MDSF which make the words Mighty Deliverer, Saviour, Friend.

Ay! Thats a clever dodge, observed Groggy Fox, who, it need hardly be said, was more impressed with the ingenuity of the device than with the grand truth conveyed.

But I say, mate, they seems to be uncommonly lively aboard of her.

This was obviously the case, for by that time the boat of the Cormorant had come so near to the vessel that they could not only perceive the actions of those on board, but could hear their voices. The curiosity of Skipper Fox and his men was greatly roused, for they felt convinced that the mere visit of a passing mission ship did not fully account for the vigorous hand-shakings of those on the deck, and the hearty hailing of newcomers, and the enthusiastic cheers of some at least of the little boats crews as they pulled alongside.

Seems to me as if theyve all gone mad, remarked Groggy Fox, with a sarcastic grin.

I would say they was all drunk, or half-seas over, observed the mate, if it was a coper, but in a Gospel ship thats impossible, cause theyre teetotal, you know. Isnt that the boat o the Admiral thats pullin alongside just now, skipper?

Looks like it, mate. Ay, an thats Stephen Lockley of the Lively Poll close astarn of im  an aint they kickin up a rumpus now!

Fox was right, for when the two little boats referred to ranged alongside of the vessel, and the men scrambled up the side on to her deck, there was an amount of greeting, and hand-shaking, and exclaiming in joyful surprise, which threw all previous exhibitions in that way quite into the shade, and culminated in a mighty cheer, the power of which soft people with shore-going throats and lungs and imaginations cannot hope to emulate or comprehend!

The cheer was mildly repeated with mingled laughter when the crowd on deck turned to observe the arrival of the Cormorants boat.

Why, its the skipper o the Ironclad! exclaimed a voice. No, its not. Its the skipper o the Cormorant, cried another.

What cheer? what cheer, Groggy Fox? cried a third, as the boat swooped alongside, and several strong arms were extended. Whod have looked for you here? There aint no schnapps.

All right, mates, replied Fox, with an apologetic smile, as he alighted on the deck and looked round; Ive come for baccy.

A short laugh greeted this reply, but it was instantly checked, for at the moment Fred Martin stepped forward, grasped the skippers horny hand, and shook it warmly, as well as powerfully, for Fred was a muscular man, and had fully recovered his strength.

Youve come to the right shop for baccy, he said; Ive got plenty o that, besides many other things much better. I bid you heartily welcome on board of the Sunbeam in the name of the Lord!

For a few seconds the skipper of the Cormorant could not utter a word. He gazed at Fred Martin with his mouth partially, and his eyes wide, open. The thought that he was thus cordially received by the very man whose character he had so lately and so ungenerously traduced had something, perhaps, to do with his silence.

Aare  are you the skipper o this here wessel! he stammered.

Ay, through Gods goodness I am.

A mission wessel! said Fox, his amazement not a whit abated as he looked round.

Just so, a Gospel ship, answered Fred, giving the skipper another shake of the hand.

You didnt mistake it for a coper, did ee? asked David Duffy, who was one of the visitors.

The laugh which followed this question drowned Groggy Foxs reply.

And youll be glad to hear, said Fred, still addressing Fox, that the Sunbeam is a new mission ship, and has been appointed to do service for God in this fleet and no other; so youll always be able to have books and baccy, mitts, helmets, comforters, medicines, and, best of all, Bibles and advice for body and soul, free gratis when you want em.

But wheres the doctor to give out the medicines, asked Fox, who began to moderate his gaze as he recovered self-possession.

Well, mate, answered Fred, with a bashful air, I am doctor as well as skipper. Indeed, Im parson too  a sort of Jack-of-all-trades! Im not full fledged of course, but on the principle, I fancy, that half a loaf is better than no bread, Ive been sent here after goin through a short course o trainin in surgery  also in divinity; something like city missionaries and Scripture-readers; not that trainin, much or little, would fit any man for the great work unless he had the love of the Master in his heart. But I trust I have that.

You have, Fred, thank God! said the Admiral of the fleet.

And now, Skipper Fox, continued Fred facetiously, as Im a sort of doctor, you must allow me to prescribe something for your complaint. Here, boy, he added, hailing one of his crew, fetch Skipper Fox a draught o that physic  the brown stuff that you keep in the kettle.

Ay, ay, sir, answered a youthful voice, and in another minute Pat Stiver forced his way through the crowd, bearing in his hand a large cup or bowl of coffee.

Its not exactly the tipple Im used to, said Fox, accepting the cup with a grin, and wisely resolving to make the best of circumstances, all the more readily that he observed other visitors had been, or still were, enjoying the same beverage. Howsever, its not to be expected that sick men shall have their physic exactly to their likin, so I thank ee all the same, Dr Martin!

This reply was received with much approval, and the character of Groggy Fox immediately experienced a considerable rise in the estimation of his comrades of the fleet.

Attention was drawn from him just then by the approach of another boat.

There is some genuine surgeons work coming to you in that boat, Fred, if I mistake not, remarked Stephen Lockley, as he stood beside his old friend.

Hasnt that man in the stern got his head tied up?

Looks like it.

By the way, what of your uncle, Dick Martin? asked the Admiral. It was you that picked him up, wasnt it?

This reference to the sad event which had occurred that morning solemnised the fishermen assembled on the Sunbeams deck, and they stood listening with sympathetic expressions as Fred narrated what he had seen of the catastrophe, and told that his uncle was evidently nothing the worse of it, and was lying asleep in the cabin, where everything had been done for his recovery and comfort.

In the boat which soon came alongside was a fisherman who had met with a bad accident some days before. A block tackle from aloft had fallen on his head and cut it severely. His mates had bound it up in rough-and-ready fashion; but the wound had bled freely, and the clotted blood still hung about his hair. Latterly the wound had festered, and gave him agonising pain. His comrades being utterly ignorant as to the proper treatment, could do nothing for him. Indeed, the only effectual thing that could be done was to send the poor man home. This sudden and unexpected appearance of one of the mission ships was therefore hailed as a godsend, for it was well-known that these vessels contained medicines, and it was believed that their skippers were more or less instructed in the healing art. In this belief they were right; for in addition to the well-appointed medicine-chest, each vessel has a skipper who undergoes a certain amount of instruction, and possesses a practical and plain book of directions specially prepared under the supervision of the Board of Trade for the use of captains at sea.

One can imagine, therefore, what a relief it was to this poor wounded man to be taken down into the cabin and have his head at last attended to by one who knew what he was about. The operation of dressing was watched with the deepest interest and curiosity by the fishermen assembled there, for it was their first experience of the value, even in temporal matters, of a Gospel ship. Their ears were open, too, as well as their eyes, and they listened with much interest to Fred Martin as he tried, after a silent prayer for the Holy Spirits influence, to turn his first operation to spiritual account in his Masters interest.

Tell me if I hurt you, he said, observing that his patient winced a little when he was removing the bandage.

Go on, said the man quietly. I aint a babby to mind a touch of pain.

The cabin being too small to hold them all, some of the visitors clustered round the open skylight, and gazed eagerly down, while a few who could not find a point of vantage contented themselves with listening. Even Dick Martin was an observer at that operation, for, having been roused by the bustle around him, he raised himself on an elbow, and looking down from his berth, could both hear and see.

There now, said Fred Martin, when at last the bandage was removed and the festering mass laid bare. Hand the scissors, Pat.

Pat Stiver, who was assistant-surgeon on that occasion, promptly handed his chief the desired instrument, and stood by for further orders.

Ill soon relieve you, continued Fred, removing the clotted hair, etcetera, in a few seconds, and applying a cleansing lotion. I cut it off, you see, just as the Great Physician cuts away our sins, and washes us clean in the fountain of His own blood. You feel better already, dont you?

Theres no doubt about that, replied the patient looking up with a great sigh of relief that told far more than words could convey.

We will not record all that was said and done upon that occasion. Let it suffice to say that the mans wound was put in a fair way of recovery without the expense and prolonged suffering of a trip home.

Thereafter, as a breeze was beginning to blow which bid fair to become a fishing breeze, it became necessary for the visitors to leave in haste, but not before a few books, tracts, and worsted mittens had been distributed, with an earnest invitation from the skipper of the Sunbeam to every one to repeat the visit whenever calm weather should permit, and especially on Sundays, when regular services would be held on deck or in the hold.

On this occasion Bob Lumpy and Pat Stiver had met and joined hands in great delight, not unmingled with surprise.

Well, whod ever have expected to find you here? said Bob.

Ah, who indeed? echoed Pat. The fact is, I came to be near you, Bob.

But how did it happen? Who got you the sitivation? Look alive! Dont be long-winded, I see theyre gittin our boat ready.

This is ow it was, Bob. I was shovin Eve about the roads in the bath-chair, as you know Ive bin doin ever since I entered your service, wen a genlemn come up and axed all about us. Would ye like a sitivation among the North Sea fishermen? says he. The very ticket, says I. Come to Lunon to-night, then, says he. Unpossible, says I, fit to bust wi disappointment; cos I must first shove Miss Eve home, an git hold of a noo shover to take my place. All right, says he, laughin; come when you can. Heres my address. So away I goes; got a trustworthy, promisin young feller as Ive knowd a long time to engage for Miss Eve, an off to Lunon, an  here I am!

Times up, cried the Admiral at this point, shaking hands with Fred Martin; while Bob Lumsden sprang from the side of his little friend, and there was a general move towards the boats.

Good-bye, mate, said Skipper Fox, holding out his hand.

Stop, friends, cried Fred, in a loud voice; thats not the way we part on board o the Sunbeam.

Taking off his hat and looking up,  a sign that all understood, for they immediately uncovered and bowed their heads,  the missionary skipper, in a few brief but earnest words, asked for a blessing on the work which he had been privileged that day to begin, that Satan might be foiled, and the name of Jesus be made precious among the fishermen of the North Sea.

Thereafter the boats scattered towards their various smacks, their crews rejoicing in this latest addition to the fleet. Even Groggy Fox gave it as his opinion that there might be worse things after all in the world than mission wessels!




Chapter Nine.

Beginning of the Good Work.

The breeze which had begun to blow freshened as the day advanced, and the Admiral, directing his course to the nor-east, made for the neighbourhood of the Dogger Bank. Having reached what he deemed suitable fishing-ground, he changed his course and gave the signal to put to. With the precision of well-trained troops the smacks obeyed, and let down their trawls. The Sunbeam also let down her net, and shaped her course like the rest, thus setting an example of attention to secular duty. She trawled for fish so as to help to pay expenses, until such time as suitable weather and opportunity offered for the main and higher duty of fishing for men.

The first haul of the mission vessel was a great success, prophetic of the great successes in store, thought her skipper, as the cod-end was finally swung inboard in an almost bursting condition. When the lower end was opened, and the living fountain of fish gushed over the deck, there was a general exclamation of satisfaction, mingled with thanksgiving, from the crew, for fishes great and small were there in abundance of every sort that swims in the North Sea.

All sorts and conditions of men leaped into Fred Martins mind, for he was thinking of higher things at the moment. A good beginning and a good omen, he murmured.

Wot a haul! exclaimed Pat Stiver, who was nearly swept off his legs, and to whom the whole thing was an entirely new experience.

Use your eyes less and your hands more, my boy, said Fink, the mate, setting the example by catching hold of a magnificent turbot that would have graced a lord mayors feast, and commencing to clean it.

Pat was by no means a lazy boy. Recovering from his surprise, he set to work with all the vigour of a man of purpose, and joined the rest of the crew in their somewhat disagreeable duty.

They wrought with such goodwill that their contribution of trunks to the general supply was the largest put on board the steamer next day.

Calm and storm sometimes succeed each other rapidly on the North Sea. It was so on the present occasion. Before the nets could be cleared and let down for another take, the breeze had died away. The weather that was unsuited, however, for fishing, was very suitable for ferrying to the steamer; and when that all-important duty was done, the comparative calm that prevailed was just the thing for the work of the Sunbeam.

Well aware of this, Manx Bradley and other like-minded skippers, kept close to the mission ship, whose great blue flag was waving welcome to all. Boats were soon pulling towards her, their crews being influenced by a great variety of motives; and many men who, but for her presence, would have been gambling or drinking, or oppressed with having nothing to do, or whistling for a breeze, found an agreeable place of meeting on her deck.

On this occasion a considerable number of men who had received slight injuries from accidents came on board, so that Fred had to devote much of his time to the medical part of his work, while Fink, his mate, superintended the distribution of what may be styled worsted-works and literature.

Hallo, Jim Freeman! said Fred, looking round from the medicine shelves before which he stood searching for some drug; youre the very man I want to see. Want to tempt you away from Skipper Lockley, an ship with me in the Sunbeam.

Im not worth much for anybody just now, said Freeman, holding up his right hand, which was bound in a bloody handkerchief. See, Ive got whatll make me useless for weeks to come, I fear.

Never fear, Jim, said Fred, examining the injured member, which was severely bruised and lacerated. How got ye that?

Carelessness, Fred. The old story  clapped my hand on the gunwale o the boat when we were alongside the carrier.

Id change with ee, Jim, if I could, growled Joe Stubley, one of the group of invalids who filled the cabin at the time.

There was a general laugh, as much at Joes lugubrious visage as at his melancholy tone.

Why, whats wrong with you, Stubs? asked Fred.

DT, remarked the skipper of the Cormorant, who could hardly speak because of a bad cold, and who thus curtly referred to the drunkards complaint of delirium tremens.

Nothin o the sort! growled Joe. Ive not seed a coper for a week or two. Brandys more in your way, Groggy Fox, than in mine. No, its mulligrumps o some sort thats the matter wi me.

Indeed, said Fred, as he continued to dress the bruised hand. What does it feel like, Stubs?

Feel like? exclaimed the unhappy man, in a tone that told of anguish, it feels like red-hot thunder rumblin about inside o me. Just as if a great conger eel was wallopin about an a-dinin off my witals.

Horrible, but not incurable, remarked Fred. Ill give you some pills, boy, thatll soon put you all to rights. Now, then, whos next?

While another of the invalids stepped forward and revealed his complaints, which were freely commented on by his more or less sympathetic mates, Fink had opened out a bale of worsted comforters, helmets, and mitts on deck, and, assisted by Pat Stiver, was busily engaged in distributing them. Here you are  a splendid pair of mitts, Jack, he said, tossing the articles to a huge man, who received them with evident satisfaction.

Too small, I fear, said Jack, trying to force his enormous hand into one of them.

Hold on! dont bust it! exclaimed Pat sharply; theres all sorts and sizes here. Theres a pair, now, that would fit Goliath.

Ah, thems more like it, little un, cried the big fisherman. No more sea-blisters now, thanks to the ladies on shore, he added, as he drew the soft mittens over his sadly scarred wrists.

Now then, who wants this? continued Fink, holding up a worsted helmet; splendid for the back o the head and neck, with a hole in front to let the eyes and nose out.

Hand over, cried David Duffy.

I say, wots this inside? exclaimed one of the men, drawing a folded paper from one of his mittens and opening it.

Read, an youll maybe find out, suggested the mate.

God, who giveth us richly all things to enjoy, said the fisherman, reading from the paper.

Just so, said Fink, thats what the lady as made the mitts wants to let you know sos you may larn to think more o the Giver than the gifts.

I wish, said another of the men testily, as he pulled a tract from inside one of his mitts, and flung it on the deck, I wish as how these same ladies would let religion alone, an send us them things without it. We want the mitts, an comforters, an helmets, but we dont want their humbuggin religion.

Shame, Dick! said David Duffy, as he wound a comforter round his thick neck. You shouldnt look a gift horse in the mouth. Were bound to take the things as theyve been sent to us, an say Thank ee.

If it wasnt for what you call humbuggin religion, remarked Fink, looking Dick straight in the face, its little that wed see o comforters, or books, or mission ships on the North Sea. Why, dee think that selfishness, or greed, or miserliness, or indifference, or godlessness would ever take the trouble to send all them things to us? Cant you understand that the love of God in the heart makes men and women wish to try to keep Gods commandments by bein kind to one another, an considering the poor, an feedin the hungry, an clothin the naked?

Right you are, Fink, said Lockley, with a nod of approval, which was repeated by several of those around.

But, I say, you spoke of books, mate, remarked Bob Lumsden, who came forward at the moment, much to the satisfaction of his little friend Pat Stiver; you hant showed us any books yet.

One thing at a time, boy, returned the mate.

Weve got lots o books too. Go below, Pat, an ask the skipper to send up that big case o books; say Ive about finished givin out the mitts an mufflers.

Just so, boy, put in his friend Bob; say that the mate has distributed the soft goods, an wants some hard facts now.

Dont be cheeky, you young rascal! cried the mate, hitting Bob on the nose with a well aimed pair of mittens.

Thankee! Ony them things was meant for the hands not for the nose. Howsever, I wont quarrel with a gift, no matter what way it comes to me, retorted Bob, picking up the mitts and putting them in his pocket.

While he was speaking two men brought on deck a large box, which was quickly opened by the mate. The men crowded around with much interest and curiosity, for it was the first batch of books that had ever reached that fleet. The case was stuffed to the lid with old periodicals and volumes, of every shape, and size, and colour.

Wy, theyve bin an sent us the whole British Museum, I do believe! exclaimed David Duffy, whose younger brother chanced to be a porter in our great storehouse of literature.

Here you are, lads! cried Fink, going down on his knees and pulling out the contents. Wollum of The Leisure Hour, Sunday Magazine, odd numbers o The Quiver, wollum of The Boys Own Paper, Young England, Home Words, and Good Words (to smother our bad words, you know). There you are, enough to make doctors or professors of every man Jack o you, if youll ony take it all in.

Professors! growled Joe Stubley, who had come on deck, still suffering from his strange internal complaint. More like to make fools on us. Wot do we want wi books and larnin!

Nothin wotsumdever, answered Pat Stiver, with a look of the most patronising insolence. Youre right, Joe, quite right  as you always are. Smacksmen has got no souls, no brains, no minds, no hintellects.

Theyve got no use for books, bless you! All they wants is wittles an grog

The boy pulled up at this point, for Stubley made a rush at him, but Pat was too quick for him.

Well said, youngster; give it him hot, cried one of the men approvingly, while the others laughed; but they were too much interested in the books to be diverted from these for more than a few seconds. Many of them were down on their knees beside the mate, who continued in a semi-jocular strain Now then, take your time, my hearties; lots o books here, and lots more where these came from. The British public will never run dry. Im cheap John! Here they are, all for nothin, on loan; small wollum  the title aint clear, ah!  The Little Man as Lost his Mother; big wollum  Shakespeare; Pickwick; books by Hesba Stretton; Almanac; Missionary Williams; Polar Seas an Regions; Pilgrims Progress  all sorts to suit all tastes  Catechisms, Noo Testaments, Robinson Crusoe.

Hold on there, mate; lets have a look at that! cried Bob Lumsden eagerly  so eagerly that the mate handed the book to him with a laugh.

Come here, Pat, whispered Bob, dragging his friend out of the crowd to a retired spot beside the boat of the Sunbeam, which lay on deck near the mainmast. Did you ever read Robinson Crusoe?

No, never  never so much as eard of im.

You can read, I suppose?

Oh yes; I can read well enough.

What have you read? demanded Bob.

Ony bits of old noospapers, replied Pat, with a look of contempt, an I dont like readin.

Dont like it? Of course you dont, you ignorant curmudgeon, if noospapers is all youve read. Now, Pat, I got this book, not for myself but a purpus for you.

Thankee for nothin, said Pat; I doesnt want it.

Doesnt want it! repeated Bob. Dee know that this is the very best book as ever was written?

You seems pretty cock-sure, returned Pat, who was in a contradictory mood that day; but you know scholards sometimes differ in their opinions about books.

Pat Ill be hard upon you just now if you dont look out! said Bob seriously. Howsever, youre not so far wrong, arter all. People does differ about books, so Ill only say that Robinson Crusoe is the best book as was ever written, in my opinion, an so itll be in yours, too, when you have read it; for theres shipwrecks, an desert islands, an savages, an scrimmages, an footprints, an  see here! Thats a pictur of him in his hairy dress, wi his goat, an parrot, an the umbrellar as he made hisself, a-lookin at the footprint on the sand.

The picture, coupled with Bob Lumsdens graphic description, had the desired effect. His little friends interest was aroused, and Pat finally accepted the book, with a promise to read it carefully when he should find time.

But of that, added Pat, I aint got too much on hand.

Youve got all thats of it  four and twenty hours, havent you? demanded his friend.

True, Bob, but its the spare time Im short of. Howsever, Ill do my best.

While this literary conversation was going on beside the boat, the visitors to the Sunbeam had been provided with a good supply of food for the mind as well as ease and comfort for the body, and you may be very sure that the skipper and his men, all of whom were Christians, did not fail in regard to the main part of their mission, namely, to drop in seeds of truth as they found occasion, which might afterwards bear fruit to the glory of God and the good of man.




Chapter Ten.

The First Fight and Victory.

There was on board the Sunbeam, on this her first voyage, a tall, broad-shouldered, but delicate-looking young man, with a most woebegone expression and a yellowish-green countenance. To look at him was to pronounce him a melancholy misanthrope  a man of no heart or imagination.

Never before, probably, did a mans looks so belie his true character. This youth was an enthusiast; an eager, earnest, hearty Christian, full of love to his Master and to all mankind, and a student for the ministry. But John Binning had broken down from over-study, and at the time we introduce him to the reader he was still further down with that most horrible complaint, sea-sickness.

Even when in the depth of his woe at this time, some flashes of Binnings true spirit gleamed fitfully through his misery. One of those gleams was on the occasion of Dick Martin being rescued. Up to that period, since leaving Yarmouth, Binning had lain flat on his back. On hearing of the accident and the rescue he had turned out manfully and tried to speak to the rescued man, but indescribable sensations quickly forced him to retire. Again, when the first visitors began to sing one of his favourite hymns, he leaped up with a thrill of emotion in his heart, but somehow the thrill went to his stomach, and he collapsed.

At last however, Neptune appeared to take pity on the poor student. His recovery  at least as regarded the sea-sickness  was sudden. He awoke, on the morning after the opening of the case of books, quite restored. He could hardly believe it. His head no longer swam; other parts of him no longer heaved. The first intimation that Skipper Martin had of the change was John Binning bursting into a hymn with the voice of a stentor. He rose and donned his clothes.

Youve got your sea legs at last, sir, said Fred Martin, as Binning came on deck and staggered towards him with a joyful salutation.

Yes, and Ive got my sea appetite, too, Mr Martin. Will breakfast be ready soon?

Just goin on the table, sir. I like to hear that question. Its always a sure and good sign.

At that moment Pat Stiver appeared walking at an acute angle with the deck, and bearing a dish of smoking turbot. He dived, as it were, into the cabin without breaking the dish, and set it on the very small table, on which tea, bread, butter, and a lump of beef were soon placed beside it. To this sumptuous repast the skipper, the student, and the mate sat down. After a very brief prayer for blessing by the skipper, they set to work with a zest which perhaps few but seafaring men can fully understand. The student, in particular, became irrepressible after the first silent and ravenous attack.

Oh! he exclaimed, the sea! the sea! the open sea! If you are ill, go to sea. If you are fagged, go to sea! If you are used up, seedy, washed-out, miserable, go to sea! Another slice of that turbot, please. Thanks.

Mind your cup, sir, said the skipper, a few minutes after, in a warning voice; with a breeze like this its apt to pitch into your lap. She lays over a good deal because Ive got a press of sail on her this morning.

More than usual? asked Binning.

Yes. You see Im trying to beat a coper thats close ahead of us just now. The Sunbeam is pretty swift on her heels, an if the breeze holds  ha! youve got it, sir?

He certainly had got it, in his lap  where neither cup, saucer, nor tea should be.

You are right, skipper, and if your ready hands had not prevented it I should have got the teapot and sugar-basin also. But no matter. As Ive had enough now, Ill go on deck and walk myself dry.

On deck a new subject of interest occupied the mind of the rapidly reviving student, for the race between the Sunbeam and the coper was not yet decided. They were trying which would be first to reach a group of smacks that were sailing at a considerable distance ahead on the port bow. At first the coper seemed to have the best of it, but afterwards the breeze freshened and the Sunbeam soon left it far astern. Seeing that the race was lost, the floating grog-shop changed her course.

Ah, shell steer for other fleets where theres no opposition, remarked the skipper.

To win our first race is a good omen, said John Binning, with much satisfaction. May the copers be thus beaten from every fleet until they are beaten from the North Sea altogether!

Amen to that, said Fred Martin heartily. You feel well enough now, sir, to think of undertaking service to-morrow, dont you?

Think of it, my friend! I have done more than think, exclaimed the student; I have been busy while in bed preparing for the Sabbath, and if the Master sends us calm weather I will surely help in the good work you have begun so well.

And the Master did send calm weather  so calm and so beautiful that the glassy sea and fresh air and bright blue sky seemed typical of the quiet rest that remaineth for the people of God. Indeed, the young student was led to choose that very text for his sermon, ignoring all his previous preparation, so impressed was he with the suitability of the theme. And when afterwards the boats of the various smacks came trooping over the sea, and formed a long tail astern of the Sunbeam, and when the capacious hold was cleared, and packed as full as possible with rugged weather-beaten men, who looked at the tall pale youth with their earnest inquiring gaze, like hungering men who had come there for something and would not be content to depart with nothing, the student still felt convinced that his text was suitable, although not a single word or idea regarding it had yet struggled in his mind to get free.

In fact the young mans mind was like a pent-up torrent, calm for the moment, but with tremendous and ever-increasing force behind the flood-gates, for he had before him men, many of whom had scarcely ever heard the Gospel in their lives, whose minds were probably free from the peculiar prejudices of landsmen, whose lives were spent in harsh, hard, cheerless toil, and who stood sorely in need of spiritual rest and deliverance from the death of sin. Many of these men had come there only out of curiosity; a few because they loved the Lord, and some because they had nothing better to do.

Groggy Fox was among them. He had come as before for baccy, forgetting that the weed was not sold on Sundays, and had been prevailed on to remain to the service. Dick Martin was also there, in a retired and dark corner. He was curious to know, he remarked, what the young man had to talk about.

It was not till after prayer had been offered by the student that God opened the flood-gates. Then the stream gushed forth.

It is, said the preacher  in tones not loud, but so deep and impressive that every soul was at once enthralled it is to the servants of the devil that the grand message comes. Not to the good, and pure, and holy is the blessed Gospel or good news sent, but, to the guilty, the sin-stricken, the bad, and the sin-weary God has sent by His blessed Spirit the good and glorious news that there is deliverance in Jesus Christ for the chief of sinners. Deliverance from sin changes godless men into the children of God, and there is rest for these. Do I need to tell toilers of the deep how sweet rest is to the tired-out body? Surely not, because you have felt it, and know all about it better than I do. But it is needful to tell you about rest for the soul, because some of you have never felt it, and know not what it is. Is there no man before me who has, some time or other, committed some grievous sin, whose soul groans under the burden of the thought, and who would give all he possesses if he had never put out his hand to commit that sin? Is there no one here under the power of that deadly monster  strong drink  who, remembering the days when he was free from bondage, would sing this day with joy unspeakable if he could only escape?

Yes, shouted a strong voice from a dark corner of the hold. Thank God! murmured another voice from a different quarter, for there were men in that vessels hold who were longing for the salvation of other as well as their own souls.

No notice was taken of the interrupters. The preacher only paused for an instant as if to emphasise the words Jesus Christ is able to save to the uttermost all who come to God through Him.

We will not dwell on this subject further than to say that the prayer which followed the sermon was fervent and short, for that student evidently did not think that he should be heard for his much speaking! The prayer which was thereafter offered by the Admiral of the fleet was still shorter, very much to the point, and replete with nautical phrases, but an uncalled-for petition which followed that was briefest of all. It came in low but distinct tones from a dark corner of the hold, and had a powerful effect on the audience; perhaps, also, on the Hearer of prayer. It was merely God have mercy on me.

Whatever influence might have resulted from the preaching and the prayer on that occasion, there could be no doubt whatever as to the singing. It was tremendous! The well-known powers of Wesleyan throats would have been lost in it. Saint Pauls Cathedral organ could not have drowned it. Many of the men had learned at least the tunes of the more popular of Sankeys hymns, first from the Admiral and a few like-minded men, then from each other. Now every man was furnished with an orange-coloured booklet. Some could read; some could not. It mattered little. Their hearts had been stirred by that young student, or rather by the students God. Their voices, trained to battle with the tempest, formed a safety-valve to their feelings. The Lifeboat was, appropriately, the first hymn chosen. Manx Bradley led with a voice like a trumpet, for joy intensified his powers. Fred Martin broke forth with tremendous energy. It was catching. Even Groggy Fox was overcome. With eyes shut, mouth wide open, and book upside down, he absolutely howled his determination to leave the poor old stranded wreck, and pull for the shore.

But skipper Fox was not the only man whose spirit was touched on that occasion. Many of the boats clung to the mission vessel till the day was nearly past, for their crews were loath to part. New joys, new hopes, new sensations had been aroused. Before leaving, Dick Martin took John Binning aside, and in a low but firm voice said youre right, sir. A grievous sin does lie heavy on me. I robbed Mrs Mooney, a poor widdy, of her little bag o savins  twenty pounds it was.

The latter part of this confession was accidentally overheard by Bob Lumsden. He longed to hear more, but Bob had been taught somehow that eavesdropping is a mean and dishonourable thing. With manly determination, therefore, he left the spot, but immediately sought and found his little friend Pat Stiver, intent on relieving his feelings.

What dee think, Pat? he exclaimed, in a low whisper, but with indignation in his eye and tone.

I aint thinkin at all, said Pat.

Would you believe it, Pat? continued Bob, Ive just heerd that scounrel Dick Martin say that it was him as stole the money from Mrs Mooney  from the mother of our Eve!

You dont say so! exclaimed Pat, making his eyes remarkably wide and round.

Yes, I does, an Ive long suspected him. Whether he was boastin or not I cant tell, an it do seem strange that he should boast of it to the young parson  leastwise, unless it was done to spite him. But now mark me, Pat Stiver, Ill bring that old sinner to his marrow-bones before long, and make him disgorge too, if he haint spent it all. I give you leave to make an Irish stew o my carcase if I dont. Ay, ay, sir!

The concluding words of Bob Lumsdens speech were in reply to an order from Skipper Lockley to haul the boat alongside. In a few minutes more the mission ship was forsaken by her strange Sabbath congregation, and left with all the fleet around her floating quietly on the tranquil sea.




Chapter Eleven.

A Consultation, a Feast, and a Plot.

There was  probably still is  a coffee-tavern in Gorleston where, in a cleanly, cheerful room, a retired fisherman and his wife, of temperance principles, supplied people with those hot liquids which are said to cheer without inebriating.

Here, by appointment, two friends met to discuss matters of grave importance. One was Bob Lumsden, the other his friend and admirer Pat Stiver. Having asked for and obtained two large cups of coffee and two slices of buttered bread for some ridiculously small sum of money, they retired to the most distant corner of the room, and, turning their backs on the counter, began their discussion in low tones.

Being early in the day, the room had no occupants but themselves and the fishermans wife, who busied herself in cleaning and arranging plates, cups, and saucers, etcetera, for expected visitors.

Pat, said Bob, sipping his coffee with an appreciative air, Ive turned a total abstainer.

Wich means? inquired Pat.

That I dont drink nothin at all, replied Bob.

But youre a-drinkin now! said Pat.

You know what I mean, you small willain; I drink nothin with spirits in it.

Well, I dont see what you gains by that, Bob, for I heerd Fred Martin say you was natrally full o spirit, so abstainin ll make no difference.

Pat, said Bob sternly, if you dont clap a stopper on your tongue, Ill wollop you.

Pat became grave at once. Well, dee know, Bob, he said, with an earnest look, I do blieve you are right. Youve always seemed to me as if you had a sort o dissipated look, an would go to the bad right off if you gave way to drink. Yes, youre right, an to prove my regard for you Ill become a total abstainer too  but, nevertheless, I cant leave off drinkin.

Cant leave off drinkin! echoed Bob.

Pat shook his head. No  cant. Taint possible.

Why, wot do you mean?

Well, Bob, I mean that as Ive never yet begun to drink, it aint possible for me to leave it off, dee see, though I was to try ever so hard. Howsever, Ill become an abstainer all the same, just to keep company along wi you.

Bob Lumsden gave a short laugh, and then, resuming his earnest air, said  

Pat, Ive found out that Dick Martin, the scounrel, has bin to Mrs Mooneys hut again, an now Im sartin sure it was him as stole the oomans money  not because I heerd him say so to Mr Binning, but because Eve told me she saw him flattenin his ugly nose against her window-pane last night, an recognised him at once for the thief. Moreover, he opened the door an looked into the room, but seein that he had given Eve a terrible fright, he drew back smartly an went away.

The willain! exclaimed Pat Stiver, snapping his teeth as if he wanted to bite, and doubling up his little fists. It was evident that Bobs news had taken away all his tendency to jest.

Now its plain to me, continued Bob, that the willain means more mischief. Praps he thinks the old oomans got more blunt hid away in her chest, or in the cupboard. Anyhow, hes likely to frighten poor Eve out of her wits, so its my business to stop his little game. The question is, how is it to be done. Dee think it would be of any use to commoonicate wi the police?

The shaking of Pat Stivers head was a most emphatic answer.

No, said he, wotiver you do, have nothin to do wi the pleece. Theyre a low-minded, pig-headed set, wi their move ons, an their now then, little uns; an their grabbins of your collars, without no regard to wether theyre clean or not, an their

Let alone the police, Pat, interrupted his friend, but lets have your adwice about what should be done.

After a moments consideration, the small boy advised that Mrs Mooneys hut should be watched.

In course, he said, Dick Martin aint such a fool as to go an steal doorin the daytime, so we dont need to begin till near dark. You are big an strong enough now, Bob, to go at a man like Dick an floor him wi a thumpin stick.

Scarcely, returned Bob, with a gratified yet dubious shake of his head. Im game to try, but it wont do to risk gettin the worst of it in a thing o this sort.

Well, but if Im there with another thumpin stick to back you up, said Pat, youll have no difficulty wotsumdever. An then, if we should need help, aint the Blue Boar handy, an theres always a lot o hands there ready for a spree at short notice? Now, my adwice is that we go right off an buy two thumpin sticks  yaller ones, wi big heads like Jack the Giant Killer  get em for sixpence apiece. A heavy expense, no doubt, but worth goin in for, for the sake of Eve Mooney. And when, in the words o the old song, the shades of evenin is closin oer us, well surround the house of Eve, and wait till the brute rolls by!

Youre far too poetical, Pat, for a practical man, said his friend. Howsomediver, I think, on the whole, your adwice is not bad, so well try it on. But wot are we to do till the shades of evenin comes on?

Amoose ourselves, answered Pat promptly.

Hm! might do worse, returned his friend. I spose you know Ive got to be at Widow Martins to take tea wi Fred an his bride on their return from their weddin trip. I wonder if I might take you with me, Pat. Youre small, an I suppose you dont eat much.

Oh, dont I, though? exclaimed Pat.

Well, no matter. It would be very jolly. Wed have a good blow-out, you know; sit there comfortably together till it began to git dark, and then start off to  to

Go in an win, suggested the little one.

Having thus discussed their plans and finished their coffee, the two chivalrous lads went off to Yarmouth and purchased two of the most formidable cudgels they could find, of the true Jack-the-Giant-Killer type, with which they retired to the Denes to amoose themselves.

Evening found them hungry and hearty at the tea-table of Mrs Martin  and really, for the table of a fishermans widow, it was spread with a very sumptuous repast; for it was a great day in the history of the Martin family. No fewer than three Mrs Martins were seated round it. There was old Granny Martin, who consented to quit her attic window on that occasion and take the head of the table, though she did so with a little sigh, and a soft remark that, It would be sad if he were to come when she was not watching. Then there was widow Martin, Freds mother  whose bad leg, by the way, had been quite cured by her legacy.

And lastly, there was pretty Mrs Isa Martin, Freds newly-married wife.

Besides these there were skipper Lockley of the Lively Poll, and his wife Martha  for it will be remembered Martha was cousin to Isa, and Stephens smack chanced to be in port at this time as well as the Sunbeam and the Fairy, alias the Ironclad, which last circumstance accounts for Dick Martin being also on shore. But Dick was not invited to this family gathering, for the good reason that he had not shown face since landing, and no one seemed to grieve over his absence, with the exception of poor old granny, whose love for her wandering boy was as strong and unwavering as was her love to the husband for whose coming she had watched so long.

Bob Lumsden, it may be remarked, was one of the guests, because Lockley was fond of him; and Pat Stiver was there because Bob was fond of him! Both were heartily welcomed.

Besides the improvement in Mrs Martins health, there was also vast improvement in the furniture and general appearance of the attic since the arrival of the legacy.

It was quite a windfall, remarked Mrs Lockley, handing in her cup for more tea.

True, Martha, though I prefer to call it a godsend, said Mrs Martin. You see it was gettin so bad, what wi standin so long at the tub, an goin about wi the cloes, that I felt as if I should break down altogether, I really did; but now Ive been able to rest it I feel as if it was going to get quite strong again, and that makes me fit to look after mother far better. Have some more tea, granny!

A mumbled assent and a pleased look showed that the old woman was fully alive to what was going on.

Hand the butter to Isa, Pat. Thankee, said the ex-washerwoman. What a nice little boy your friend is, Bob Lumpy! Im so glad you thought of bringin him. He quite puts me in mind of what my boy Fred was at his age  ony a trifle broader, an taller, an stouter.

A sort of lock-stock-an-barrel difference, mother, said Fred, laughing.

I dun know what you mean by your blocks, stocks, an barrels, returned Mrs Martin, but Pat is a sight milder in the face than you was, an Im sure hes a better boy.

The subject of this remark cocked his ears and winked gently with one eye to his friend Bob, with such a sly look that the blooming bride, who observed it, went off into a shriek of laughter.

An only to think, continued Mrs Martin, gazing in undisguised admiration at her daughter-in-law, that my Fred  who seems as if ony yesterday he was no bigger than Pat, should have got Isa Wentworth  the best lass in all Gorleston  for a wife! Youre a lucky boy!

Right you are, responded Fred, with enthusiasm. I go wi you there, mother, but Im more than a lucky boy  Im a highly favoured one, and I thank God for the precious gift; and also for that other gift, which is second only to Isa, the command of a Gospel ship on the North Sea.

A decided chuckle, which sounded like a choke, from granny, fortunately called for attentions from the bride at this point.

But do ee really think your mission smack will do much good? asked Martha Lockley, who was inclined to scepticism.

I am sure of it, replied Fred emphatically. Why, weve done some good work already, though we have bin but a short time wi the fleet. I wont speak of ourselves, but just look at what has bin done in the way of saving drunkards and swearers by the Cholmondeley in the short-Blue Fleet, and by the old Ensign in the Fleet started by Mr Burdett-Coutts, the Columbia fleet, and in the other fleets that have got Gospel ships. It is not too much to say that there are hundreds of men now prayin to God, singin the praises o the Lamb, an servin their owners better than they ever did before, who not long ago were godless drunkards and swearers.

Men are sometimes hypocrites, objected Martha; how dee know that they are honest, or that it will last?

Hypocrites? exclaimed Fred, pulling a paper hastily from his pocket and unfolding it. I think youll admit that sharp men o bussiness are pretty good judges o hypocrites as well as of good men. Listen to what one of the largest firms of smack-owners says: Our men have been completely revolutionised, and we gladly become subscribers of ten guineas to the funds of the Mission. Another firm says, What we have stated does not convey anything like our sense of the importance of the work you have undertaken.

Ay, theres something in that, said Martha, who, like all sceptics, was slow to admit truth.

We say not this to the discredit of sceptics. On the contrary, we think that people who swallow what is called truth too easily, are apt to imbibe a deal of error along with it. Doubtless it was for the benefit of such that the word was given Prove all things. Hold fast that which is good.

Fred then went to show the immense blessing that mission ships had already been to the North Sea fishermen  alike to their souls and bodies; but we may not follow him further, for Bob Lumsden and Pat Stiver claim individual attention just now.

When these enterprising heroes observed that the shades of evening were beginning to fall, they rose to take their leave.

Why so soon away, lads? asked Fred.

Were goin to see Eve Mooney, answered Bob. Whatever are the boys goin to do wi them thick sticks? exclaimed Martha Lockley.

Fit main an fore masts into a man-o-war, I suppose, suggested her husband.

The boys did not explain, but went off laughing, and Lockley called after them  

Tell Eve Ive got a rare lot o queer things for her this trip.

And give her my dear love, cried Mrs Fred Martin.

Ay, ay, replied the boys as they hurried away on their self-imposed mission.




Chapter Twelve.

The Enterprise fails  remarkably.

The lads had to pass the Blue Boar on their way to Widow Mooneys hut, and they went in just to see, as Bob said, how the land lay, and whether there was a prospect of help in that quarter if they should require it.

Besides a number of strangers, they found in that den of iniquity Joe Stubley, Ned Bryce, and Groggy Fox  which last had, alas! forgotten his late determination to leave the poor old stranded wreck and pull for the shore. He and his comrades were still out among the breakers, clinging fondly to the old wreck.

The boys saw at a glance that no assistance was to be expected from these men. Stubley was violently argumentative, Fox was maudlinly sentimental, and Bryce was in an exalted state of heroic resolve. Each sought to gain the attention and sympathy of the other, and all completely failed, but they succeeded in making a tremendous noise, which seemed partially to satisfy them as they drank deeper.

Come, nothin to be got here, whispered Bob Lumsden, in a tone of disgust, as he caught hold of his friends arm. Well trust to ourselves

An the thumpin sticks, whispered Pat, as they reached the end of the road.

Alas for the success of their enterprise if it had depended on those formidable weapons of war!

When the hut was reached the night had become so nearly dark that they ventured to approach it with the intention of peeping in at the front window, but their steps were suddenly arrested by the sight of a mans figure approaching from the opposite direction. They drew back, and, being in the shadow of a wall, escaped observation. The man advanced noiselessly, and with evident caution, until he reached the window, and peeped in.

Its Dick, whispered Bob. Cant see his figure-head, but I know the cut of his jib, even in the dark.

Lets go at im, slick! whispered Pat, grasping his cudgel and looking fierce.

Not yet. We must make quite sure, an nab him in the very act.

As he spoke the man went with stealthy tread to the door of the hut, which the drunken owner had left on the latch. Opening it softly, he went in, shut it after him, and, to the dismay of the boys, locked it on the inside.

Now, Pat, said Bob, somewhat bitterly, theres nothin for it but the police.

Pat expressed strong dissent. The pleece, he said, was useless for real work; they was ony fit to badger boys an old women.

But what can we do? demanded Bob anxiously, for he felt that time was precious. You an I aint fit to bust in the door; an if we was Dick would be ready for us. If were to floor him he must be took by surprise.

Lets go an peep, suggested the smaller warrior.

Come on, then, growled the big one.

The sight that met their eyes when they peeped was indeed one fitted to expand these orbs of vision to the uttermost, for they beheld the thief on his knees beside the invalids bed, holding her thin hand in his, while his head was bowed upon the ragged counterpane.

Bob Lumsden was speechless.

Hold me; Im a-goin to bust, whispered Pat, by way of expressing the depth of his astonishment.

Presently Eve spoke. They could hear her faintly, yet distinctly, through the cracked and patched windows, and listened with all their ears.

Dont take on so, poor man, she said in her soft loving tones. Oh, I am so glad to hear what you say!

Dick Martin looked up quickly.

What! he exclaimed, glad to hear me say that I am the thief as stole your mothers money! that Im a low, vile, selfish blackguard who deserves to be kicked out o the North Sea fleet  off the face o the arth altogether?

Yes, returned Eve, smiling through her tears  for she had been crying glad to hear you say all that, because Jesus came to save people like you; but He does not call them such bad names. He only calls them the lost.

Well, I suppose youre right, dear child, said the man, after a pause; an I do think the Blessed Lord has saved me, for I never before felt as I do now  hatred of my old bad ways, and an awful desire to do right for His sake. If any o my mates had told me Id feel an act like this a week ago, Id have called him a fool. I cant understand it. I suppose that God must have changed me altogether. My only fear is that Ill fall back again into the old bad ways  Im so helpless for anything good, dee see.

You forget, returned Eve, with another of her tearful smiles; He says, I will never leave thee nor forsake thee

No, I dont forget that, interrupted Dick quickly; that is what the young preacher in the mission smack said, an it has stuck to me. Its that as keeps me up. But I didnt come here to speak about my thoughts an feelins, he continued, rising and taking a chair close to the bed, on which he placed a heavy bag. I come here, Eve, to make restitootion. Theres every farthin I stole from your poor mother. I kep it intendin to go to Lunon, and have a good long spree  so its all there. Youll give it to her, but dont tell her who stole it. Thats a matter tween you an me an the Almighty. Just you say that the miserable sinner who took it has bin saved by Jesus Christ, an now returns it and axes her pardon.

Eve gladly promised, but while she was yet speaking, heavy footsteps were heard approaching the hut. The man started up as if to leave, and the two boys, suddenly awakening to the fact that they were eavesdropping, fled silently round the corner of the hut and hid themselves. The passer-by, whoever he was, seemed to change his mind, for the steps ceased to sound for a few moments, then they were heard again, with diminishing force, until they finally died away.

A moment later, and the key was heard to turn, and the door of the hut to open and close, after which the heavy tread of the repentant fisherman was heard as he walked quickly away.

The boys listened in silence till all was perfectly still.

Well, now, said Bob, drawing a long breath, whod have thought that things would have turned out like this?

Never heard of sich a case in my life before, responded Pat Stiver with emphasis, as if he were a venerable magistrate who had been trying cases for the greater part of a long life. Why, it leaves us nothin wotiver to do! Even a pleeceman might manage it! The thief has gone an took up hisself, tried an condemned hisself without a jury, pronounced sentance on hisself without a judge, an all but hanged hisself without Jack Ketch, so theres nothin for you an me to do but go an bury our thumpin sticks, as Red Injins bury the war-hatchet, retire to our wigwams, an smoke the pipe of peace.

Wery good; lets go an do it, then, returned Bob, curtly.

As it is not a matter of particular interest how the boys reduced this figurative intention to practice, we will leave them, and follow Dick Martin for a few minutes.

His way led him past the Blue Boar, which at that moment, however, proved to be no temptation to him. He paused to listen. Sounds of revelry issued from its door, and the voice of Joe Stubley was heard singing with tremendous energy Britons, never, never, never, shall be slaves, although he and all his companions were at that very moment thoroughly  in one or two cases almost hopelessly  enslaved to the most terrible tyrant that has ever crushed the human race!

Dick went on, and did not pause till he reached his sisters house. By that time the family party had broken up, but a solitary candle in the attic window showed that old Granny Martin was still on her watch-tower.

Is that you, Dick? said his sister, opening to his tap, and letting him in; but there was nothing of welcome or pleasure in the widows tone.

The fisherman did not expect a warm welcome. He knew that he did not deserve it, but he cared not, for the visit was to his mother. Gliding to her side, he went down on his knees, and laid his rugged head on her lap. Granny did not seem taken by surprise. She laid her withered hand on the head, and said: Bless you, my boy! I knew you would come, sooner or later; praise be to His blessed name.

We will not detail what passed between the mother and son on that occasion, but the concluding sentence of the old woman was significant: He cant be long of coming now, Dick, for the promises are all fulfilled at last, and Im ready.

She turned her head slowly again in the old direction, where, across the river and the sands, she could watch the moonbeams glittering on the solemn sea.

Three days later, and the skipper of the Sunbeam received a telegram telling him to prepare for guests, two of whom were to accompany him on his trip to the fleet.

It was a bright, warm day when the guests arrived  a dozen or more ladies and gentlemen who sympathised with the Mission, accompanied by the Director.

All ready for sea, Martin, I suppose? said the latter, as the party stepped on board from the wharf alongside of which the vessel lay.

All ready, sir, responded Fred. If the wind holds we may be with the fleet, God willing, some time to-morrow night.

The Sunbeam was indeed all ready, for the duties on board of her had been performed by those who did their work as to the Lord, and not to men. Every rope was in its place and properly coiled away, every piece of brass-work about the vessel shone like burnished gold. The deck had been scrubbed to a state of perfect cleanliness, so that, as Jim Freeman said, you might eat your victuals off it. In short, everything was trim and taut, and the great blue MDSF flag floated from the masthead, intimating that the Gospel ship was about to set forth on her mission of mercy, to fish for men.

Among the party who were conducted by Fred and the Director over the vessel were two clergymen, men of middle age, who had been labouring among all classes on the land: sympathising with the sad, rejoicing with the glad, praying, working, and energising for rich and poor, until health had begun to give way, and change of air and scene had become absolutely necessary. A week or so at the sea, it was thought, would revive them.

And what change of air could be more thorough than that from the smoke of the city to the billows of the North Sea? The Director had suggested the change. Men of God were sorely wanted out there, he said, and, while they renewed their health among the fresh breezes of ocean, they might do grand service for the Master among the long-neglected fishermen.

The reasoning seemed just. The offer was kind. The opportunity was good, as well as unique and interesting. The land-worn clergymen accepted the invitation, and were now on their way to the scene of their health-giving work, armed with waterproofs, souwesters, and sea-boots.

It will do you good, sir, both body and soul, said Skipper Martin to the elder of the two, when presented to him. Youll find us a strange lot, sir, out there, but glad to see you, and game to listen to what youve got to say as long as ever you please.

When the visitors had seen all that was to be seen, enjoyed a cup of coffee, prayed and sung with the crew, and wished them God-speed, they went on shore, and the Sunbeam, hoisting her sails and shaking out the blue flag, dropped quietly down the river.

Other smacks there were, very much like herself, coming and going, or moored to the wharves, but as the visitors stood on the river bank and waved their adieux, the thought was forced upon them how inconceivably vast was the difference between those vessels which laboured for time and this one which toiled for eternity.

Soon the Sunbeam swept out upon the sea, bent over to the freshening breeze, and steered on her beneficent course towards her double fishing-ground.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Tide begins to turn, and Death steps in.

Let us now, good reader, outstrip the Sunbeam, and, proceeding to the fleet in advance of her, pay a night visit to one or two of the smacks. We are imaginative creatures, you see, and the powers of imagination are, as you know, almost illimitable. Even now, in fact, we have you hovering over the dark sea, which, however, like the air above it, is absolutely calm, so that the numerous lanterns of the fishing-vessels around are flickering far down into the deep, like gleams of perpendicular lightning.

It is Saturday night, and the particular vessel over which we hover is the Lively Poll. Let us descend into her cabin.

A wonderful change has come over the vessels crew since the advent of the mission smack. Before that vessel joined the fleet, the chief occupation of the men during the hours of leisure was gambling, diversified now and then with stories and songs more or less profane.

On the night of which we write almost universal silence pervaded the smack, because the men were profoundly engaged with book and pamphlet. They could all read, more or less, though the reading of one or two involved much spelling and knitting of the brows. But it was evident that they were deeply interested, and utterly oblivious of all around them. Like a schoolboy with a good story, they could not bear to be interrupted, and were prone to explosive commentary.

David Duffy, who had fallen upon a volume of Dickens, was growing purple in the face, because of his habit of restraining laughter until it forced its way in little squeaks through his nose. Stephen Lockley, who had evidently got hold of something more serious, sat on a locker, his elbows resting on his knees, the book in his hands, and a solemn frown on his face. Hawkson was making desperate efforts to commit to memory a hymn, with the tune of which he had recently fallen in love, and the meaning of which was, unknown to himself, slowly but surely entering deep into his awakening soul. Bob Lumsden, who read his pamphlet by the binnacle light on deck, had secured an American magazine, the humorous style of which, being quite new to him, set him off ever and anon into hearty ripples of laughter.

But they were not equally persevering, for Joe Stubley, to whom reading was more of a toil than a pleasure, soon gave in, and recurred to his favourite game of checkers. The mate, Peter Jay, was slowly pacing the deck in profound meditation. His soul had been deeply stirred by some of the words which had fallen from the lips of John Binning, and perplexities as well as anxieties were at that time struggling fiercely in his mind.

Well done, little marchioness! exclaimed David Duffy, with eyes riveted on his book, and smiting his knee with his right palm, youre a trump!

Shush! exclaimed Lockley, with eyes also glued to his book, holding up his hand as if to check interruption. Theres somethin in this, although I cant quite see it yet.

A roar of laughter on deck announced that Bob Lumsden had found something quite to his taste. First-rate  ha! ha! I wonder if its all true.

Hold your noise there, cried Hawkson; who dee think can learn off a hymn wi you shoutin like a bosuns mate an Duffy snortin like a grampus?

Ah, just so, chimed in Stubley, looking up from his board. Why dont you let it out, David? Youll bust the biler if you dont open a bigger safety-valve than your nose.

Smack on the weather beam, that looks like the Gospel ship, sir, said the mate, looking down the hatchway.

The skipper closed his book at once and went on deck, but the night was so dark, and the smack in question so far off, that they were unable to make her out among the numerous lights of the fleet.

In another part of that fleet, not far distant, floated the Cormorant. Here too, as in many other smacks, the effects of the Sunbeams beneficent influence had begun to tell. Groggy Foxs crew was noted as one of the most quarrelsome and dissipated in the fleet. On this particular Saturday night, however, all was quiet, for most of the men were busy with books, pamphlets, and tracts. One who had, as his mate said, come by a broken head, was slumbering in his berth, scientifically bandaged and convalescent, and Groggy himself, with a pair of tortoiseshell glasses on his nose, was deep in a book which he pronounced to be one o the wery best wollums he had ever come across in the whole course of his life, leaving it to be inferred, perhaps, that he had come across a very large number of volumes in his day.

While he was thus engaged one of the men whispered in his ear, A coper alongside, sir.

The skipper shut the wery best wollum at once, and ordered out the boat.

Put a cask o oysters in her, he said.

Usually his men were eager to go with their skipper, but on this night some of them were so interested in the books they were reading that they preferred to remain on board. Others went, and, with their skipper, got themselves fuddled on the proceeds of the owners oysters. If oysters had not been handy, fish or something else would have been used instead, for Skipper Fox was not particular  he was still clinging to the poor old stranded wreck.

It was dawn when, according to their appropriate phrase, they tumbled over the side of the coper into their boat. As they bade the Dutchman good night they observed that he was looking black as thunder at the horizon.

Wwats wrong, ol bboy? asked Groggy.

The Dutchman pointed to the horizon. No use for me to shtop here, mit dat alongside! he replied.

The fishermen turned their drunken eyes in the direction indicated, and, after blinking a few seconds, clearly made out the large blue flag, with its letters MDSF, fluttering in the light breeze that had risen with the sun.

With curses both loud and deep the Dutchman trimmed his sails, and slowly but decidedly vanished from the scene. Thus the tide began to turn on the North Sea!

The light breeze went down as the day advanced, and soon the mission vessel found herself surrounded by smacks, with an ever-increasing tail of boats at her stern, and an ever-multiplying congregation on her deck. It was a busy and a lively scene, for while they were assembling, Fred Martin took advantage of the opportunity to distribute books and medicines, and to bind up wounds, etcetera. At the same time the pleasant meeting of friends, who never met in such numbers anywhere else  not even in the copers  and the hearty good wishes and shaking of hands, with now and then expressions of thankfulness from believers  all tended to increase the bustle and excitement, so that the two invalid clergymen began at once to experience the recuperative influence of glad enthusiasm.

There is plenty to do here, both for body and soul, remarked one of these to Fred during a moment of relaxation.

Yes, sir, thank God. We come out here to work, and we find the work cut out for us. A good many surgical cases, too, you observe. But we expect that. In five of the fleets there were more than two thousand cases treated last year aboard of the mission smacks, so we look for our share. In fact, during our first eight weeks with this fleet we have already had two hundred men applying for medicine or dressing of wounds.

Quite an extensive practice, Dr Martin, said the clergyman, with a laugh.

Ay, sir; but ours is the medical-missionary line. The body may be first in time, but the soul is first in importance with us.

In proof of this, as it were, the skipper now stopped all that had been going on, and announced that the real work of the day was going to begin; whereupon the congregation crowded into the hold until it was full. Those who could not find room clustered on deck round the open hatch and listened  sometimes craned their necks over and gazed.

It was a new experience for the invalid clergymen, who received another bath of recuperative influence. Fervour, interest, intelligence seemed to gleam in the steady eyes of the men while they listened, and thrilled in their resonant voices when they sang. One of the clergymen preached as he had seldom preached before, and then prayed, after which they all sang; but the congregation did not move to go away. The brother clergyman therefore preached, and, modestly fearing that he was keeping them too long, hinted as much.

Go on, sir, said the Admiral, who was there; it aint every day we gets a chance like this.

A murmur of assent followed, and the preacher went on; but we will not follow him. After closing with the hymn, How sweet the name of Jesus sounds in a believers ear, they all went on deck, where they found a glory of sunshine flooding the Sunbeam, and glittering on the still tranquil sea.

The meeting now resolved itself into a number of groups, among whom the peculiar work of the day was continued directly or indirectly. It was indeed a wonderful condition of things on board of the Gospel ship that Sunday  wheels within wheels, spiritual machinery at work from stem to stern. A few, whose hearts had been lifted up, got out an accordion and their books, and went in for hymns. Among these Bob Lumsden and his friend Pat Stiver took an active part. Here and there couples of men leaned over the side and talked to each other in undertones of their Saviour and the life to come. In the bow Manx Bradley got hold of Joe Stubley and pleaded hard with him to come to Jesus, and receive power from the Holy Spirit to enable him to give up all his evil ways. In the stern Fred Martin sought to clear away the doubts and difficulties of Ned Bryce. Elsewhere the two clergymen were answering questions, and guiding several earnest souls to a knowledge of the truth, while down in the cabin Jim Freeman prevailed on several men and boys to sign the temperance pledge. Among these last was Groggy Fox, who, irresolute of purpose, was still holding back.

Cause why, said he; Ill be sure to break it again. I cant keep it.

I know that, skipper, said Fred, coming down at the moment. In your own strength youll never keep it, but in Gods strength you shall conquer all your enemies. Lets pray, lads, that we may all be enabled to keep to our good resolutions.

Then and there they all knelt down, and Skipper Fox arose with the determination once again to Leave the poor old stranded wreck, and pull for the shore.

But that was a memorable Sunday in other respects, for towards the afternoon a stiff breeze sprang up, and an unusually low fall in the barometer turned the fishermens thoughts back again to wordly cares. The various boats left the Sunbeam hurriedly. As the Lively Poll had kept close alongside all the time, Stephen Lockley was last to think of leaving. He had been engaged in a deeply interesting conversation with one of the clergymen about his soul, but at last ordered his boat to be hauled alongside.

While this was being done, he observed that another smack  one of the so-called ironclads  was sailing so as to cross the bows of his vessel. The breeze had by that time increased considerably, and both smacks, lying well over, were rushing swiftly through the water. Suddenly some part of the ironclads tackling about the mainsail gave way, the head of the vessel fell to leeward; next moment she went crashing into the Lively Poll, and cut her down to the waters edge. The ironclad seemed to rebound and tremble for a moment, and then passed on. The steersman at once threw her up into the wind with the intention of rendering assistance, but in another minute the Lively Poll had sunk and disappeared for ever, carrying Peter Jay and Hawkson along with her.

Of course several boats pushed off at once to the rescue, and hovered about the spot for some time, but neither the men nor the vessel were ever seen again.

There was a smack at some distance, which was about to quit the fleet next morning and return to port. The skipper of it knew well which vessel had been run down, but, not being near enough to see all that passed, imagined that the whole crew had perished along with her. During the night the breeze freshened to a gale, which rendered fishing impossible. This vessel therefore left the fleet before dawn, and carried the news to Gorleston that the Lively Poll had been run down and sunk with all her crew.

It was Fred Martins wife who undertook to break this dreadful news to poor Mrs Lockley.

Only those who have had such duty to perform can understand the struggle it cost the gentle-spirited Isa. The first sight of her friends face suggested to Mrs Lockley the truth, and when words confirmed it she stood for a moment with a countenance pale as death. Then, clasping her hands tightly together, the poor woman, with a cry of despair, sank insensible upon the floor.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Last.

But the supposed death of Stephen Lockley did not soften the heart of his wife. It only opened her eyes a little. After the first stunning effect had passed, a hard, rebellious state of mind set in, which induced her to dry her tears, and with stern countenance reject the consolation of sympathisers. The poor womans heart was breaking, and she refused to be comforted.

It was while she was in this condition that Mrs Mooney, of all people, took it into her head to visit and condole with her neighbour. That poor woman, although a sot, was warm-hearted, and the memory of what she had suffered when her own husband perished seemed to arouse her sympathies in an unusual degree. She was, as her male friends would have said, screwed when she knocked at Mrs Lockleys door.

The poor creature was recovering from a burst of passionate grief, and turned her large dark eyes fiercely on the would-be comforter as she entered.

My dear Mrs Lockley, began Mrs Mooney, with sympathy beaming on her red countenance, it do grieve me to see you like this  amost as much as wen my

Youre drunk! interrupted Mrs Lockley, with a look of mingled sternness and indignation.

Well, my dear, replied Mrs Mooney, with a deprecatory smile, that aint an uncommon state o things, an youve no call to be ard on a poor widdy like yourself takin a little consolation now an then when she can get it. I just thought Id like to comfort

I dont want no comfort, cried Mrs Lockley in a sharp tone. Leave me. Go away!

There was something so terrible in the mingled look of grief and anger which disturbed the handsome features of the young wife that Mrs Mooney, partly awed and partly alarmed, turned at once and left the house. She did not feel aggrieved, only astonished and somewhat dismayed. After a few moments of meditation she set off, intending to relieve her feelings in the Blue Boar. On her way she chanced to meet no less a personage than Pat Stiver, who, with his hands in his pockets and his big boots clattering over the stones, was rolling along in the opposite direction.

Pat, my boy! exclaimed the woman in surprise, wherever did you come from?

From the North Sea, said Pat, looking up at his questioner with an inquiring expression. I say, old woman, drunk again?

Well, boy, who denyses of it?

Aint you ashamed of yourself?

No, I aint. Why should I? Who cares whether Im drunk or sober?

Who cares, you unnatral old bundle o dirty cloes? Dont Eve care? An dont Fred Martin an Bob Lumpy care? An dont I care, worse than all of em put together, except Eve?

You, boy? exclaimed the woman.

Yes, me. But look here, old gal; where are you goin? To have a drink, I suppose?

Jus so. Thats xactly where Im a-steerin to.

Well, now, cried Pat, seizing the womans hand, come along, an Ill give you somethin to drink. Moreover, Ill treat you to some noos asll cause your blood to curdle, an your flesh to creep, an your eyes to glare, an your hair to stand on end!

Thus adjured, and with curiosity somewhat excited, Mrs Mooney suffered herself to be led to that temperance coffee-tavern in Gorleston to which we have already referred.

Aint it comfrable? asked the boy, as his companion gazed around her. Now then, missis, he said to the attendant, with the air of an old frequenter of the place, coffee and wittles for two  hot. Here, sit down in this corner, old lady, where you can take in the beauties o the place all at one squint.

Almost before he had done speaking two large cups of hot coffee and two thick slices of buttered bread lay before them.

There you are  all ship-shape. Now drink, an no heel-taps.

Mrs Mooney drank in dumb surprise, partly at the energy and cool impudence of the boy, and partly at the discovery that there was more comfort in hot coffee than she had expected.

Youve heard, in course, that the Lively Poll is at the bottom of the North Sea? said Pat.

Mrs Mooney set down her cup with a sigh and a sudden expression of woe mingled with reproof, while she remarked that there was no occasion to be lighthearted on such a subject.

Thats all you know, retorted Pat. Of course we was told the moment we came alongside the wharf this mornin, that somebody had bin blowin half a gale o lies about it, but Stephen Lockley aint drownded, not he, an dont mean to be for some time. He was aboard of the Sunbeam at the time his wessel went down an all the rest of em, except poor Jay an Hawkson, an weve brought em all ashore. You see we got so damaged in a gale that came on to blow the wery next day that weve bin forced to run here for repairs. Skipper Lockleys away up at this here minit to see his wife  leastwise, hes waitin outside till one o the parsons goes and breaks the noos to her. The skipper didnt see no occasion for that, an said he could break the noos to her hisself, but the parson said he didnt know what the consikences might be, so Stephen he gave in, an  . Now, old girl, if you keep openin of your mouth an eyes at that rate youll git lockjaw, an never be able to go to sleep no more.

There was, indeed, some ground for the boys remark, for his noos had evidently overwhelmed Mrs Mooney  chiefly with joy, on account of her friend Mrs Lockley, to whom, even when in liquor, she was tenderly attached. She continued to gaze speechless at Pat, who took advantage of the opportunity to do a little private business on his own account.

Taking a little bit of blue ribbon with a pin attached to it from his pocket, he coolly fixed it on Mrs Mooneys breast.

There, said he gravely, I promised Bob that Id make as many conwerts as I could, so Ive conwerted you!

Utterly regardless of her conversion, Mrs Mooney suddenly sprang from her seat and made for the door.

Hallo, old gal! where away now! cried the boy, seizing her skirt and following her out, being unable to stop her.

Im a-goin to tell Eve, an wont she be glad, for she was awful fond o Lockley!

All right, Im with ee. Cut along.

Mother! exclaimed Eve, when the poor woman stood before her with eager excitement flushing her face to a ruddy purple. Have you really put on the blue ribbon?

The poor childs thin pretty little race flushed with hope for a moment.

Oh, it aint that, dear, said Mrs Mooney, but Lockley aint drownded arter all! Hes  hes

Here Pat Stiver broke in, and began to explain to the bewildered girl. He was yet in the midst of his noos, when the door was flung open, and Mrs Lockley hurried in.

Forgive me, Mrs Mooney, she cried, grasping her friends hand, I shouldnt have spoke to you as I did, but my heart was very sore. Oh, it is breakin!

She sat down, covered her face with both hands, and sobbed violently. Her friends stood speechless and helpless. It was obvious that she must have left her house to make this apology before the clergyman who was to break the news had reached it. Before any one could summon courage to speak, a quick step was heard outside, and Lockley himself entered. He had been waiting near at hand for the clergyman to summon him, when he caught sight of his wife entering the hut.

Mrs Lockley sprang up  one glance, a wild shriek, but not of despair  and she would have fallen to the ground had not her husbands strong arms been around her.

It is believed that joy seldom or never kills. At all events it did not kill on this occasion, for Mrs Lockley and her husband were seen that same evening enjoying the hospitality of Mrs Martin, while their little one was being fondled on the knees of the old granny, who pointed through the attic window, and tried to arouse the childs interest in the great sea.

When Mrs Mooney succeeded in turning her attention to the blue ribbon on her breast, she laughed heartily at the idea of such a decoration  much to the sorrow of Eve, who had prayed for many a day, not that her mother might put on that honourable badge, but that she might be brought to the Saviour, in whom are included all things good and true and strong. Nevertheless, it is to be noted that Mrs Mooney did not put the blue ribbon off. She went next day to have a laugh over it with Mrs Lockley. But the fishermans wife would not laugh. She had found that while sorrow and suffering may drive one to despair in regard to God and self and all terrestrial things, joy frequently softens.

Surely it is the goodness of God that leadeth to repentance. This life, as it were, from the dead proved to be life from death to herself, and she talked and prayed with her drunken friend until that friend gave her soul to Jesus, and received the Spirit of power by which she was enabled to hold the fort,  to adopt and keep the pledge of which her ribbon was but the emblem.

Although we have now described the end of the Lively Poll, it must not be supposed that the crew of that ill-fated smack was dispersed and swallowed up among the fishing fleets of the North Sea. On the contrary, though separated for the time, they came together again,  ay, and held together for many a long day thereafter. And this is how it came about.

One morning, a considerable time after the events we have just narrated, Stephen Lockley invited his old comrades to meet him in the Gorleston coffee-tavern, and, over a rousing cup of hot, with, delivered to them the following oration:

Friends and former messmates. I aint much of a speaker, so youll excuse my goin to the pint direct. A noble lady with lots o tin an a warm heart has presented a smack all complete to our Deep-Sea Fishermen Institootion. It cost, Im told, about 2000 pounds, and will be ready to start as a Gospel ship next week. For no reason that I knows on, xcept that its the Lords will, theyve appointed me skipper, with directions to choose my own crew. So, lads, Ive got you here to ask if youre willin to ship with me.

Im willin, of course, cried Pat Stiver eagerly, an sos Bob Lumpy. Ill answer for him!

There was a general laugh at this, but Bob Lumsden, who was present, chose to answer for himself, and said he was heartily willing. So said David Duffy, and so also said Joe Stubley.

I ony wish, added the latter, that Jim Freeman was free to jine, but Fred Martins not likely to let him go, for hes uncommon fond of him.

Hes doin good work for the Master where he is, returned Lockley, and well manage to catch as true and able a man among the North Sea fleets afore long. Theres as good fish in the sea, you know, as ever came out of it. Our mission smack is to be called the Welcome.

At this rate, observed Dick Martin, who was one of the party, well soon have a mission ship to every fleet in the North Sea; thatll please our Director, wont it?

Ay, it will, said Lockley. All the same, I heard the Director say only the other day, he wished people would remember that the mission needed funds to keep the smacks a-goin as well as to build an launch em. Howsever, weve no need to fear, for when the Master sends the men and the work Hes sure to find the means.

Two weeks after the date on which this harmonious meeting was held, a new vessel, laden with spiritual treasure, unfurled her sails, shook out her MDSF ensign, and, amid the good wishes, silent prayers, and ringing cheers of sympathetic friends on shore, went forth as a beacon of love and light and hope to irradiate the toilers on the dark North Sea.

Among those cheering and praying ones were Mrs Mooney  a brand plucked from the burning  and fragile Eve, with her weak, thin, helpless body and her robust heart, chosen to do herculean and gladiator service of sympathy and rescue in the Masters cause. And you may be sure that blooming Isa Martin was there, and her friend Martha Lockley; Manx Bradley, the Admiral, who, with other fishermen, chanced to be having their spell on shore at that time, was also there. Even old Granny Martin was there, in a sense, for she could see from her attic the great blue flag as it fluttered in the breeze, and she called her unfailing  and no longer ailing daughter to come to the window and look at it and wish it God-speed; after which she turned her old eyes again to their wonted resting-place, where the great sea rolled its crested breakers beyond the sands.

It remains but to add that the Welcome was received by the fleet to which she was sent with an enthusiasm which fully justified her name, and that her crew found her thenceforth, both as to her sea-going qualities and the nature of her blessed work, a marvellous improvement on their former home, the Lively Poll.



Note. The Office of the Mission to Deep-Sea Fishermen is 181 Queen Victoria Street, London, EC, at the date of publication of this book.

THE END
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Preface.

It is almost allowable, I think, to say that this is a true story, for fiction has only been introduced for the purpose of piecing together and making a symmetrical whole of a number of most interesting facts in regard to Madagascar and the terrible persecutions that took place there in the early part and middle of the present century.

I have ventured to modify time and place somewhat, as well as to mix my characters and their deeds a little, in order to suit the conditions of my tale; but in doing so I have striven to avoid exaggeration and to produce a true picture of the state of affairs, at the period treated of, in what may be styled one of the most interesting and progressive islands of the world.

I take this opportunity of thanking the Rev. George Cousins, of the London Missionary Society, and formerly of Madagascar, for kindly supplying me with much valuable information, and of acknowledging myself indebted, among others, to the works of Messrs Sibree, Ellis, and Shaw.



R M Ballantyne.

Harrow-on-the-Hill, 1887.




Chapter One.

Introduces the Chief Actors and a Few Mysteries.

Intense action is at all times an interesting object of contemplation to mankind. We therefore make no apology to the reader for dragging him unceremoniously into the middle of a grand primeval forest, and presenting to his view the curious and stirring spectacle of two white men and a negro running at their utmost possible speed, with flashing eyes and labouring chests  evidently running for their lives.

Though very different in aspect and condition, those men were pretty equally matched as runners, for there was no apparent difference in the vigour with which they maintained the pace.

The track or footpath along which they ran was so narrow as to compel them to advance in single file. He who led was a tall agile youth of nineteen or thereabouts, in knickerbocker shooting-garb, with short curly black hair, pleasantly expressive features, and sinewy frame. The second was obviously a true-blue tar  a regular sea-dog  about thirty years of age, of Samsonian mould, and, albeit running for very life, with grand indignation gleaming in his eyes. He wore a blue shirt on his broad back, white ducks on his active legs, and a straw hat on his head, besides a mass of shaggy hair, which, apparently, not finding enough of room on his cranium, overflowed in two brown cataracts down his cheeks, and terminated in a voluminous beard.

The third fugitive was also a young man, and a negro, short, thickset, square, tough as india-rubber, and black as the Emperor of Zahara. Good-humour wrinkled the corners of his eyes, the milk of human kindness played on his thick lips and rippled his sable brow, and intense sincerity, like a sunbeam, suffused his entire visage.

James Ginger  for that was his name, though his friends preferred to call him Ebony  scorned a hat of any kind; his simple costume consisting merely of two garments  canvas trousers and a guernsey shirt.

The sailor wore a cutlass in his belt. Ebony was unarmed. The youthful leader carried a short fowling-piece.

A yell in the far distance, as if from a hundred fiends, told that the pursuers had discovered the trail of the fugitives, and were gaining on them.

Well have to fight for it, doctor, growled the sailor in a savage tone, better stop while weve got some wind left.

The wood seems more open ahead, replied the youth, lets push on a bit further.

Hi! exclaimed the negro in surprise, not unmingled with alarm, as they suddenly emerged on an open space and found themselves on the edge of a stupendous precipice.

The formation of the region was curious. There was a drop in the land, as it were, to a lower level. From their elevated position the three men could see a turbulent river rushing far below, at the base of the cliffs on the edge of which they stood. Beyond lay a magnificent and varied stretch of forest scenery, extending away to the horizon, where the prospect terminated in a blue range of hills. No path was at first visible by which the fugitives could reach the plain below. The precipice was almost perpendicular. They were about to leap recklessly over, and trust to descending by means of an occasional bush or shrub which grew on the rocky face, when the negro uttered one of his falsetto exclamations.

Hi! here am a track.

He dashed aside the branches of an overhanging bush, and ran along a narrow path, or ledge, which sloped gently downwards. It was a fearfully giddy position, but this in the circumstances, and to men accustomed to mast-heads and yard-arms, was of small moment. On they ran, at a more cautious pace indeed, but still with anxious haste, until about a quarter of the distance down the face of the precipice, when, to their horror, they came to a turn in the path where it suddenly ended. A mass of rock, apparently detached from the cliff by recent rains, had fallen from above, and in its thundering descent had carried away fully ten yards of the path into the stream below, where they could see its shattered fragments in the rushing river. The gap in front of them was absolutely impassable. On the right, the cliff rose sheer upwards. On the left, it went sheer down.

A sort of groan escaped from the doctor.

Whats to be done now, Hockins? he asked sharply, turning to the sailor.

Die! replied Hockins, in a tone of savage bitterness.

Stuff an nonsense! we no die yit, said the negro, pointing to the snake-like branches of a climbing plant which, spreading over the naked face of the cliff, turned into a crevice and disappeared round a jutting point.
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Will it bear our weight, lad? asked the sailor doubtfully.

It leads to nothing that I can see, said the young doctor, and would only ensure our being dashed to pieces instead of speared.

Nebber fear, massa Breezy. Dis not de fus time Is hoed troo de forests. If you stop here you die. James Gingah he go on an lib.

Go on then, Ebony; we will follow, returned Breezy, slinging his gun on his shoulder so as to leave his hands free.

A yell of disappointment on the cliffs above accelerated their movements. It was evident that the pursuers had come out on the open plateau, but had not observed the path by which they descended. As it was certain, however, that they would find it in a few minutes, Ebony sprang upon the creeping plant and clambered along its tortuous limbs like a monkey. Young Breezy followed, and Hockins came last.

The plant was tough. It stood the strain well. If it had given way, death on the jagged rocks below would have been the result. But death by savage spears was behind them, so they did not hesitate. A few seconds and all three had passed round the jutting rock and into the crevice, where they were completely hidden from the view of any one standing on the path they had just left.

In the crevice they found a ledge or platform sufficiently large to admit of their standing together. They had scarcely obtained a footing on it when another shout announced that the pursuer had traced their trail to the head of the track.

We know not, reader, whether you have ever experienced that heart-melting qualm which comes over one at the sudden and unexpected approach of what, at least, appears to be death. If you have, you will be able to understand the intense relief and thankfulness felt by the fugitives when, safe from immediate danger, they listened to their pursuers as they held excited conversation at the end of the broken track. Not knowing the language they could not, of course, understand what was said, and being just beyond the range of vision  owing to the jutting cliff that concealed them  they could not see what their pursuers were doing, but they heard a suggestive crash and a sharp exclamation.

Had they been able to see, they would have understood the situation well enough without the aid of language.

Two of the natives, who were dark-skinned and almost naked savages, had come to the place where the track had been broken away. They gazed at the profound depths on the left and the inaccessible cliffs on the right, and then glanced at each other in solemn surprise.

No doubt the creeping plant would in a few seconds have attracted special attention, had not an incident turned their minds in another direction. While the foremost savage was craning his neck so as to see as far round the projecting cliff as possible, the piece of rock on which his advanced foot was dislodged, and he had the narrowest possible escape from plunging headlong after the rock, which went bounding and crashing into the gulf below.

Instantly the faces of the two men gleamed with intelligence; they nodded with energy, grinned with satisfaction, and pointed to the abyss in front of them with the air of men who had no doubt that their enemies were lying down there in quivering fragments.

Something of this James Ginger did indeed manage to see. Curiosity was so powerfully developed in that sable spirit, that, at the imminent risk of his life, he reached out by means of a branch, and so elongated his black neck that he got one of his brilliant eyes to bear for a moment upon his foes. He appreciated the situation instantly, and drew back to indulge in a smothered laugh which shut up both his eyes and appeared to gash his face from ear to ear.

Whats wrong with you, Ebony? whispered Mark Breezy, who was in anything but a laughing mood just then.

Oh! nuffin, nuffin, massa; only dem brown niggers are sitch asses dat dey blieve amost anyting. Black niggers aint so easy putt off de scent. Dey tinks wes tumble ober de precipis an busted ourselbes.

Lucky for us that they think so, said Hockins, in a soft tone of satisfaction. But now, what are we to do? It was bad enough clamberin up here in blazin excitement to save our lives, but it will be ten times worse gettin down again in cold blood when theyre gone.

Time enough to consider that when they are gone, muttered Breezy. Hush! Listen!

The sounds that reached their place of concealment told clearly enough that a number of the savages had descended the cliffs, presumably to look at the place over which the white men had fallen. Then there was much eager conversation in an unknown tongue, mingled with occasional bursts of laughter  on hearing which latter the huge mouth of our negro enlarged in silent sympathy. After a while the voices were heard to retire up the narrow track and become fainter until they died away altogether, leaving no sound save the murmur of the rushing river to fill the ears of the anxious listeners who stood like three statues in a niche on the face of that mighty precipice.

Now, you know, said Breezy, with a sigh of relief, this is very satisfactory as far as it goes, and we have reason to be thankful that we are neither speared nor dashed to pieces; nevertheless, we are in an uncomfortable fix here, for night is approaching, and we must retrace our steps somehow or other, unless we make up our minds to sleep standing.

Thats so, doctor. Theres not room to lie down here, assented the sailor, glancing slowly round; an, to tell ee the plain truth, I feel as funky about trustin myself again to that serpent-like creeper as I felt the first time I went up through the lubber-hole the year I went to sea.

What yous fraid ob, Mr Ockins? asked Ebony.

Afraid o the nasty thing givin way under my weight. If it was a good stout rope, now, I wouldnt mind, but every crack it gave when I was comin aloft made my heart jump amost out o my mouth.

What have ee found there, doctor? asked the seaman, on observing that his companion was groping behind a mass of herbage at the back part of the niche in which they stood.

Theres a big hole here, Hockins. Perhaps we may find room to stay where we are, after all, till morning. Come here, Ebony, youve got something of the eel about you. Try if you can wriggle in.

The negro at once thrust his head and shoulders into the hole, but could not advance.

Bery strange! he said, drawing out his head, and snorting once or twice like a dog that has half-choked himself in a rabbit-hole. Seems to me deres a big block o wood dere stoppin de way.

Strange indeed, Ebony. A block of wood could not have grown there. Are you sure it is not a big root?

Sartin sure, massa. I hab studied roots since I was a babby. Hold on, I try again.

The negro tried again, and with such vigour that he not only displaced the block of wood, but burst in several planks which concealed the entrance to a cavern. They fell on the stone floor with a crash that aroused a multitude of echoes in the dark interior. At the same moment something like a faint shriek or wail was heard within, causing the hearts of the three listeners to beat faster.

Did you hear that, Hockins?

Ay, I heard it sure enough. What is it, think ee, lad! said the seaman to the negro.

Ebony, who was gazing into the dark cavern with glaring eyeballs and distended nostrils, replied  

My advice to you is, lets go back de way we come. Dis no place for spectable Christians.

Do you fear ghosts? asked Mark, smiling, yet at the same time bringing his gun into a convenient position, with his finger ready on the trigger.

I fears nuffin, returned the negro with a proud look, while beads of perspiration stood on his brow.

Then yere a braver man than I am, Ebony, for I fear that climbin plant worse than a ghost; so here goes to find out what it is.

Although the sailor spoke thus boldly, and tried to look cool, it is certain that he also was afflicted with sensations of an unusual description, which, of course, he would have scorned to admit were the result of fear! His power of will, however, was stronger than his fears. Drawing his cutlass, he was about to enter the cavern, when Mark laid a hand on his shoulder.

Come, Hockins, you have accepted my lead hitherto. It is not fair to take it out of my hands at this critical point.

So saying he glided past his comrade, and was almost lost to sight immediately in the deep gloom.

Softly, softly, doctor, whispered the seaman, as he followed, there may be holes or pits within

All right; Im feeling my way carefully. Keep close.

As he spoke a slight, indescribable sound was heard  almost like a sigh.

Hist! Did ee hear that? said Hockins in the lowest possible whisper.

Oh! massa, lets go back de way we come, urged Ebony, in the same low but earnest tone.

Mark Breezy did not reply, but the click of his gun as he cocked it showed that he was on the alert.

For nearly a minute the three men stood in absolute silence, listening for a repetition of the mysterious sound, and, though it did not recur, there was an indescribable feeling in the heart of each that they were not alone in that cavern.

Have you not flint and steel? asked Mark.

Yes; but to strike a light would only show our whereabouts if there is any one here.

The seaman accidentally touched Ebony on the elbow as he spoke, and sent that worthys heart, or something like it, into his throat with such violence as nearly to choke him.

Git along, massa, he said in a gaspy whisper, when able to articulate, wes got to go troo wid it now.

Acting on this advice the young man continued to advance cautiously, feeling his way step by step and fully expecting every moment to reach the inner wall of the cavern.

Presently the explorers were again brought to a stand by the sudden appearance of a light in the far distance. As, however, it did not move, they continued to advance, and soon were convinced that it was daylight shining through an opening in that direction. Every step convinced them more and more that they were right, and their spirits rose with the hope of escaping, though the light made no appreciable difference as yet in the darkness that surrounded them.

Suddenly a sharp, loud, short cry filled the cavern for an instant, and almost froze their blood! The loudness and abrupt stoppage of the cry left the impression that the creature which uttered it had been suddenly and effectively killed, for it ended in a sharp gasp or gurgle, and then all was still,  but only for a moment, for the shock to Marks nerves was such that his finger inadvertently pressed the trigger of his gun, which exploded with a deafening crash, and awoke shrieks and cries that were not to be accounted for by mere echoes.

This was too much for ordinary human beings. Fabled knights of old in armour of proof might have stood it, but the two white men and the black, being ordinary heroes, regardless of pride and honour, went in for a regular stampede, and it is but simple justice to say that Ebony won, for he reached the outlet of the cavern first, and sprang through it into daylight like a black thunderbolt. It is also due to his comrades to add that they were not far behind him.

Their courage, however, was soon restored. Daylight has a celebrated power of restoring courage. On clearing the bushes which concealed the entrance to the cave they simultaneously stopped, turned round, and resolutely faced their foe!

But no foe was to be seen! Once again all was still as death. After glaring for a few seconds at the spot whence the expected enemy should have issued, the three fugitives relaxed their frowning brows and turned inquiring eyes on each other.

Dis beats cockfightin amost, said Ebony, with a sigh of intense relief.

Ay, an every other sort o fightin as I ever heard on, responded Hockins.

Come, friends, said their young leader, whatever it may have been, it behoves us to get as far away from this spot as possible, and that as fast as we can.




Chapter Two.

Harks back a little.

The spot where our adventurers found themselves on issuing from the mysterious cave was a peculiarly rugged one. It formed a sort of hollow or depression in the forest-land in which we introduced the three men as fugitives. From this hollow there descended a narrow track or pathway to the extensive valley which had been seen from the summit of the precipice that barred their flight, and had so nearly proved fatal.

So confused was the nature of the ground here, and so intricate were the tracks  originally formed no doubt by wild animals, though made use of by wandering men  that it became impossible for Mark Breezy to know in what direction he was leading his comrades as he wound in and out among large rocks and fallen trees. In fact it was more by chance than guidance that they ultimately hit upon the path which finally led them to the lower region or plateau of forest-land; and it is certain that they would have found it impossible to find their way back to the cave, even had they desired to do so.

Their chief object, however, was to put as much space as possible between themselves and their late pursuers, and to this end they pushed forward at their best speed, until they reached a small river which appeared to be a tributary to, or a branch of, that which they had seen from the heights earlier in the day.

Come to a ribber  couldnt git across,
Gib a couple o dollars for an old blind hoss,

murmured Ebony, quoting an ancient ditty.

We shall have to swim it, I fear, remarked Breezy, for there is no horse here, blind or otherwise. Perhaps that fallen tree may prove strong enough to serve as a bridge.

He pointed to a slender tree which had evidently been placed there, with several others, for the purpose of forming a rough and ready bridge; but its companions had been removed by floods, for they lay tossed on the bank further down among other wreckage.

Itll be somethin like tight-rope dancin, said the sailor. Well have to repair the bridge.

Nuffin ob de sort! Look here.

Ebony ran to the tree referred to, and skipped over with admirable agility, though it bent under him not unlike a tight-rope.

But I cant do that, said Hockins, not bein a black monkey, dee see?

With a sudden expression of intense pity the negro exclaimed  

Oh! I beg pardin. Didnt I forgot; yous ony a white man. But stop; I come ober agin an took you on my back.

He pretended to be on the point of recrossing, but the sailor had already got upon the bridge, and, with much balancing and waving of his long arms, passed over in safety. Mark was about to follow, when Hockins called out, Better pitch over the powder-flask in case you fall in.

Thats true, for I maynt be as good as you or Ebony on the tight-rope. Look out!

He pulled the powder-flask out of his pocket and threw it towards his comrades. Unfortunately the branch of an overhanging bush had touched his hand. The touch was slight, but it sufficed to divert the flask from its proper course, and sent it into the middle of the stream.

Ebony followed it head first like an otter, but soon reappeared, gasping and unsuccessful. Again and again he dived, but failed to find the flask, without which, of course, their gun was useless, and at last they were obliged to continue their flight without it.

This was a very serious loss, for they had not an ounce of provisions with them, and were in a land the character and resources of which were utterly unknown at least to two of them, while the youth who had become their leader knew very little more than the fact that it was the island of Madagascar, that it lay about 300 miles off the eastern shores of Africa, and that the tribes by whom they were surrounded were little if at all better than savages.

That day they wandered far into the depths of a dark and tangled forest, intentionally seeking its gloomiest recesses in order to avoid the natives, and at night went supperless to rest among the branches of an umbrageous tree, not knowing what danger from man or beast might assail them if they should venture to sleep on the ground.

Although possessed of flint and steel, as well as tinder, they did not use them for fear of attracting attention. As they had nothing to cook, the deprivation was not great. Fortunately the weather at the time was pleasantly warm, so that beyond the discomfort of not being able to stretch out at full length, the occasional poking of awkward knots and branches into their ribs, and the constant necessity of holding on lest they should fall off, their circumstances were not insufferable, and might have been worse.

While they are enjoying their repose, we will tell in a few sentences who they were and how they got there.

When Mark Breezy, in the closing years of his medical-student career, got leave to go on a voyage to China in one of his fathers ships, the Eastern Star, for the benefit of his health and the enlargement of his understanding, he had no more idea that that voyage would culminate in a bed up a tree in the forests of Madagascar than you, reader, have that you will ultimately become an inhabitant of the moon! The same remark may with equal truth be made of John Hockins when he joined the Eastern Star as an able seaman, and of James Ginger  alias Ebony  when he shipped as cook. If the captain of the Eastern Star had introduced those three,  who had never seen each other before  and told them that they would spend many months together among savages in the midst of terrestrial beauty, surrounded by mingled human depravity and goodness, self-denial and cruelty, fun and tragedy such as few men are fated to experience, they would have smiled at each other with good-natured scepticism and regarded their captain as a facetious lunatic.

Yet so it turned out, though the captain prophesied it not  and this was the way of it.

Becalmed off the coast of Madagascar, and having, through leakage in one of the tanks, run short of water, the captain ordered a boat with casks to be got ready to go ashore for water. The young doctor got leave to land and take his gun for the purpose of procuring specimens  for he was something of a naturalist  and having a ramble.

Dont get out of hail, Doctor, said the captain, as the boat shoved off.

All right, sir, I wont.

An take a couple o the men into the bush with you in case of accidents.

Ay ay, sir, responded Mark, waving his hand in acknowledgment.

And that was the last that Mark Breezy and the captain of the Eastern Star saw of each other for many a day.

Who will go with me? asked Mark, when the boat touched the shore.

Me, massa, eagerly answered the negro cook, who had gone ashore in the hope of being able to get some fresh vegetables from the natives if any were to be found living there. Seems to me deres no black mans here, so mays well try de woods for wild wegibles.

No no, Ebony, said the first mate, who had charge of the boat, youll be sure to desert if we let you go  unless we send Hockins to look after you. Hes the only man that can keep you in order.

Well, Ill take Hockins also, said Mark, you heard the captain say I was to have two men. Will you go, Hockins?

Ay, ay, sir, answered the seaman, sedately, but with a wrinkle or two on his visage which proved that the proposal was quite to his taste.

All the men of the boats crew were armed either with cutlass or carbine  in some cases with both; for although the natives were understood to be friendly at that part of the coast it was deemed prudent to be prepared for the reverse. Thus John Hockins carried a cutlass in his belt, but no fire-arm, and the young doctor had his double-barrelled gun, with powder-flask and shot-belt, but Ebony  being a free-and-easy, jovial sort of nigger  went unarmed, saying he didnt want to carry no harms, seein he would need all harms he had to carry back de fresh wegibles wid.

Thus those three went into the bush, promising to keep well within ear-shot, and to return instantly at the first summons.

That summons came  not as a shout, as had been expected, but as a shot  about an hour after the landing. Our explorers ran to the top of a neighbouring mound in some surprise, not unmixed with anxiety. Before they reached the summit a volley from the direction of the sea, followed by fierce yells, told that some sort of evil was going on. Another moment, and they reached the eminence just in time to behold their boats crew pulling off shore while a band of at least a hundred savages attacked them  some rushing into the water chest-deep in order to seize the boat. Cutlass and carbine, however, proved more than a match for stone and spear.

The fight had scarce lasted a minute, and our trio were on the point of rushing down to the rescue, when a white cloud burst from the side of the Eastern Star, the woods and cliffs echoed with the roar of a big gun, and a shot, plunging into the crowd of natives, cut down many of them and went crashing into the bushes.

It was enough. The natives turned and fled while the boat pulled to the ship.

Uncertainty as to what should be done kept Mark Breezy and his companions rooted for a few seconds to the spot. Indecision was banished, however, when they suddenly perceived a band of thirty or forty natives moving stealthily towards them by a circuitous route, evidently with the intention of taking them in rear and preventing them from finding shelter in the woods.

It was the first time that the young students manhood had been put severely to the test. There was a rush of hot blood to his forehead, and his heart beat powerfully as he saw and realised the hopelessness of their case with such tremendous odds against them.

We can die but once, he said with forced calmness, as he cocked his gun and prepared to defend himself.

Is not a-goin to die at all, said the negro, hastily tightening his belt, Is a-goin to squatilate.

And you? said Mark, turning to the seaman.

Run, says I, of coorse, replied Hockins, with something between a grin and a scowl; ye know the old song  him wot fights an runs away, may live to fight another day!

Come along, then! cried Mark, who felt that whether they fought or ran he was bound to retain the leadership of his little party.

As we have seen, they ran to some purpose. No doubt if they had started on equal terms, the lithe, hardy, and almost naked savages would have soon overtaken them, but fortunately a deep gully lay between them and the party of natives who had first observed them. Before this was crossed the fugitives were over the second ridge of rolling land that lay between the thick woods and the sea, and when the savages at last got upon their track and began steadily to overhaul them, the white men had got fairly into the forest.

Still there would have been no chance of ultimate escape if they had not come upon the footpath down the precipice which we have described as having been partly carried away by falling rocks, thus enabling Hockins and his companions to make a scramble for life which no one but a sailor, a monkey, or a hero, would have dared, and the impossibility of even attempting which never occurred to the pursuers, who concluded, as we have seen, that the white men had been dashed to pieces on the rocks far below.

Whether they afterwards found out their mistake or not we cannot tell.

The reason  long afterwards ascertained  of this unprovoked attack on the boats crew, was the old story. A party of godless white men had previously visited that part of the coast and treated the poor natives with great barbarity, thus stirring up feelings of hatred and revenge against all white men  at least for the time being. In this way the innocent are too often made to suffer for the guilty.

We will now return to our friends in the tree.




Chapter Three.

Describes the Deed of an Amateur Matador and the Work of a Rough-and-Ready Shoemaker.

When the day began to break Hockins awoke, and his first impulse was to shout hold on! Ebonys first action was to let go, thereby bringing himself to the ground with an awful thud, which would have told severely on any one less akin to india-rubber.

For a few minutes Mark Breezy, holding tight to his particular branch, looked down at his companions, yawned heavily, and smiled a little. Then a sudden impulse of memory caused him to look grave.

Come, he said, dropping lightly from his perch, these natives may have been searching for us all night, and are perhaps nearer than we suppose. I vote that we push on at once.

Agreed, said Hockins, stretching himself.

No fear, Massa, remarked the negro. If it wur moonlight dey might ave search, but whar de nights am dark dey knows better. De niggahs in dis yer island hab got skins an eyes an noses. If dey was to go troo such woods in de dark, dey hab no skins or eyes or noses in de mornin  leaswise nuffin wuth mentionin. Cause why? Deyd all git knocked into a sorter mush. Plenty ob time for breakfast fore we start.

Thats true, boy, said Hockins, but wheres the breakfast to come from?

What! you no bringed nuffin in your pockits? asked the negro with a look of visible anxiety on his expressive face.

Hockins turned his various pockets inside out by way of reply.

I am equally destitute, said Mark.

The negro groaned as he slowly drew from his breeches pockets two sea-biscuits and a cold sausage.

I meant dat, he said, as a light lunch for one yisterday.

Itll have to do dooty, then, as a heavy breakfast for three this morning, Ebony. Come, divide, and lets have fair play.

Here, massa, said Ebony, handing the food to Mark, you divide, I aint got de moral courage to do it fair. Number one is too strong in me when Is hungry!

With a laugh at this candid admission the youth did his best at a fair division. In a few minutes the scanty meal was finished, and the fugitives proceeded straight into the interior of the country at the utmost speed which was compatible with sustained exertion.

They could see the faint outlines of a mountain range in the far distance, and towards that they directed their steps, knowing that in the event of sustained pursuit they had a much better chance of escaping among the rugged fastnesses of a mountain region than in the forests or on the plains. But they saw plainly that there was many a weary mile to traverse before the sheltering mountains could be reached.

At first they walked rapidly and in silence, one behind the other  Mark leading  but as time passed, and the danger of being overtaken decreased, they fell more into line and began to talk of their plans and prospects.

Of course they thought about the Eastern Star, and the possibility of her hanging about the coast in the hope of picking them up; but as there was no certainty upon that point, and a return to the coast would be like rushing into the very jaws of the lion from which they were fleeing, they soon dismissed the idea as untenable.

Now then, the question is, sir, Wot are we a-goin for to do? said Hockins.

Ay, dats de question, added Ebony with much force, and more than Shakespearean brevity.

Well now, lads, said Mark, Ive been thinking over that, and it seems to me that theres not much to choose between. Unfortunately, I know uncommonly little about this island  not that my geographical education has been neglected, but the class-books I have used did not give much information about Madagascar. I know, however, that the Mozambique Channel, which divides us from Africa, is a little too wide to swim. I also know that there is a capital somewhere near the middle of the island, the name of which begins with an Ant, and ends with a rivo. There are some syllables between, I believe, but how many, is more than I can tell. Theres a government in it, however, and a queen, and some Christian missionaries. Now, it strikes me that where theres a government, a queen, and Christian missionaries, there must be more or less of civilisation and safety, so I would advise that we make straight for the capital.

Right you are, sir, said Hockins. As I know nothin whotsomever about the place, Ill take my sailin orders from you, captain, an steer a straight course for Anty  whatever-she-is  arivo, where I hope well arrive O! all alive O! in the course o time. What say you, Ebony?

Is agreeable; dont care much for nuffin when it dont trouble me. But Is gettin awful hungry, an I dont see nuffin to eat in dis yer forest  not even fruit  dough its pritty enough to look at.

The scenery through which they were passing at the time was indeed more than pretty. It was gorgeous, and would certainly have claimed more attention from the travellers had they been less anxious to advance, and, perhaps, less hungry.

By that time  near mid-day  they had got through the densest part of the woods, and were come to a part where occasional openings in the foliage lighted them up. They had also discovered a narrow track or footpath, which they gladly followed; for although by so doing they ran the risk of coming suddenly upon natives, who might be foes just as well as friends, the comparative ease of travelling was too great to be neglected. This path struck over hill and down dale in a somewhat dogged and straightforward manner, scorning to go round hillocks, save when too precipitous for unwinged animals. At times it wound in and out among trees of great beauty and variety, and of tropical aspect. Elsewhere it plunged into denser stretches of forest, where the profusion of vegetable life was extraordinary  here, a dense undergrowth of shrubs, tree-ferns, and dwarf-palms; there, trees of higher growth, and, shooting high above them all, the slender trunks of many varieties of palms, whose graceful crowns and feathery leaves were pictured vividly on the blue sky. Elsewhere, innumerable creeping plants interlaced the branches, producing a wild and beautiful net-work, their tendrils crossing in all directions, and producing a green twilight in places. The whole was enriched by orchids, the abundant pink and white wax-like flowers of which contrasted well with other wild-flowers innumerable, and with many large and gorgeous flowering trees.

Different species of bamboos gave quite a peculiar aspect to the scenery in some places, and still greater variety was secured by long pendant masses of feathery grey moss and lichens. Some of the trees were of enormous height; one palm, with a straight stem, in particular, being estimated as not less than a hundred feet high to the spot where the leaves sprouted.

Tis a perfect paradise! exclaimed Mark, stopping suddenly and looking around with admiration.

Yes, massa, murmured Ebony, with solemn looks, if dere was ony a few wegibles  cooked! Flowers is all bery well to look at, but we cant heat him.

Well, if we cant eat, we can, at all events, sleep, returned Mark. I believe it is usually thought wise in tropical countries to cease work and rest about noon, so, as I feel rather tired, Ill have a snooze. What say you?

No objection being made, the party again climbed into the branches of a low spreading tree, in order to avoid snakes, scorpions, or any other noxious creatures, though they knew not at the time whether such existed on the island. In less than five minutes they were sound asleep.

Awaking after about two hours repose, they descended, wished for something to eat, sighed, put a bold heart on it, tightened their belts to suit diminishing waists, and continued their journey.

Perseverance is sure to be rewarded. If that is not a proverb, it ought to be! At all events the perseverance of our travellers was rewarded at this time by their coming suddenly out of the woods into a wide grassy plain on which was browsing a herd of wild cattle  at least they judged them to be wild from the fact of their being discovered in such a wild place, and resolved to treat them as wild because of the wolves inside of them, which clamoured so wildly for food.

Beef! exclaimed Hockins in some excitement, as he pointed to the animal nearest to them, which happened to be a black, sleek, fat young bull, with slender limbs and fierce eyes.

Neber mind the wegibles, massa; shot un! exclaimed Ebony in an excited whisper, as he turned his glaring eyeballs on his leader.

Hush! dont speak, returned Mark, drawing quietly back into cover  for the animal had not observed them. We must consult what is to be done, because, you know, we have lost our powder-flask, the two charges in my gun are all I have got, and these are only small shot  I have no bullets!

Grave concern overspread the face of the sturdy seaman  blank dismay that of the sea-cook!

Might as well blaze at the beast wi sand, said Hockins.

Or wid nuffin, sighed Ebony.

Nevertheless, I will try, said Mark, quickly. We shall be starved to death at this rate. Yonder is a line of bushes that runs close out to the brute. Ill stalk it. When close I will make a dash at it, get as near as I can, clap the muzzle against its ribs if possible, and  well, we shall see! You two had better stop here and look on.

No, massa, said the negro, firmly, I go wid you. If you is to die, we die togidder!

What are you thinking of, Hockins? asked the youth, observing that the seaman stood staring at the ground with knitted brows, as if in deep thought.

Ill go with you too, he replied, drawing his cutlass and feeling its point with his finger. You may need help. Heave ahead, sir.

Mark could not avoid smiling at the way in which this was said, although he was sufficiently impressed with the hopelessness, it might even be the danger, of the attempt he was about to make.

They found no difficulty in approaching to within about thirty yards of the animal, being well concealed by the line of bushes before mentioned, but beyond that point there was no cover. Here therefore Mark cocked his gun and gathered himself up for a rush, and Hockins drew his cutlass. So agile was our young doctor that he actually reduced the thirty yards to ten before the astonished bull turned to fly. Another moment and the contents of both barrels were lodged in its flank. The effect was to produce a bellow of rage, a toss-up of the hindquarters, and a wild flourish of the tail, as the animal scurried away after the rest of the herd, which was in full flight.

Poor Breezy stopped at once, with a feeling of mingled disgust and despair. Ebony also stopped, and looked with wide sympathetic eyes in his leaders face, as though to say, Well, massa, yous done your best.

But Hockins ran on with persistent vigour, although the creature was leaving him further behind at every stride.

Absurd! murmured Mark, as he gazed at him.

No use wassomiver, said Ebony.

It did indeed seem as if the seamans exertions would prove abortive, but something in the spirit of the wounded bull suddenly changed the aspect of affairs. Whether it was the stinging pain of the small shot in its flank, or the indignation in its breast that influenced it we cannot tell, but in a moment it wheeled round with a furious roar and charged its pursuer.

Hockins stopped at once, and his comrades fully expected to see him turn and run; but our seaman was made of better stuff than they gave him credit for, and the situation was not so new to him as they imagined. In the course of his voyaging to many lands, Hockins had been to a bull-fight in South America. He had seen with fascination and some surprise the risks run by the footmen in the arena; he had beheld with mingled anger and disgust the action of the picadors, who allowed their poor horses to be gored to death by the infuriated bulls; and he had watched with thrilling anxiety, not unmingled with admiration, the cool courage of the matadors, as they calmly stood up to the maddened and charging bulls and received them on the points of their swords, stepping lightly aside at the same moment so as to avoid the dangerous horns.

The seamans purpose now was to act the part of a matador. He knew that he possessed coolness and nerve sufficient for the deed; he hoped that he had the skill; he felt that hunger could no longer remain unsatisfied; he feared that death by starvation might be the lot of himself and his companions, and he preferred to meet death in action  if meet it he must. All things considered, he resolved to [image: img152.jpg]face the bovine thunderbolt with unflinching front, like a true-blue British tar!

His coolness in the circumstances was evinced by the remarks muttered to himself in a growly tone as the bull approached.

Three futt  thatll be enough. I dont rightly remember how near them mattydoors let him come before they putt their helms hard down an let him go by, but I think three futtll do.

This decision was barely reached when the bull was upon him with lowered head and erect tail. It was an awful rush, but Hockins stood like a rock with the cutlass pointed. At the pre-arranged moment he stepped to one side, but instead of letting the momentum of the animal do the work, he could not resist the impulse to drive the cutlass deeper into the bulls neck. The result was that, though he escaped the creatures horn by a very narrow shave, the cutlass was wrenched violently from his grasp, and he was sent head over heels upon the plain!

Seeing this, Mark and the negro ran to the rescue, the one howling like a maniac, the other clubbing his gun; but their aid was not required, for the work of the amateur matador had been effectively done. After receiving the deadly thrust the bull plunged forward a few paces, and then fell dying upon the ground, while Hockins got up and began to feel himself all over to make sure that no bones were broken.

It need scarcely be told that they rejoiced greatly over their success, and that they cut off some of the flesh immediately, with which they returned to the forest to enjoy a much-needed meal.

We must kindle a fire now, said Mark, stopping at an open space in the midst of a very secluded spot at the foot of a magnificent palm-tree. You see Im not prepared to act like a cannibal or Eskimo, and eat the meat raw.

There wont be much fear now, said Hockins, especially if we make the fire of dry wood an keep it small. Just look at that, Doctor.

He held out his cutlass for inspection. It had been seriously bent in the recent encounter.

Aint that a cryin shame to the owners, now, to send us poor fellows to the eastern seas, where we may meet pirates any day, with tin cutlashes like that.

You kin put him straight de next bull you kills, said Ebony, as he prepared some touchwood; youve ony got to stick im on the left side an hell twis it all right. Now, massa, Is ready, bring de gun an snap de flints ober dat.

Hockins straightened his weapon between the branches of a tree, his comrades managed to capture a spark in a mass of dry combustibles, which soon burst into a flame. As the seaman had recommended, only the driest wood was used, and just enough of that to enable them to half-roast what food they required. Then they returned to the carcass of the bull, and cut off a large quantity of meat, using the cutlass as well as their clasp-knives in the operation.

Cut the meat in thin slices, said Mark Breezy, when they began this work.

Why you so ticklar, massa? asked Ebony. Is fond o tick slices  wen hims not too tough.

Because then we can dry the meat in the sun or over a slow fire, and so be able to keep it longer without spoiling. We must spend the night here for the purpose, and perhaps part of to-morrow.  Why, Hockins, what are you about?

Makin a pair o shoes, sir; you see them old dancin pumps as I left the ship with wouldnt hold out another day o this rough travellin, so Im makin a noo pair of shoes when Ive got the chance.

They will be a primitive pair, observed Mark.

If that means a good pair, youre right, sir. They are after the pattern first made by Adam for Eve  leaswise its supposed her first pair o dancin pumps was made this fashion. Ill make a simlar pair for you, sir, wen your boots give out.

In case the reader should ever be reduced to extremities in the matter of foot-gear we may explain the seamans method.

Selecting what he believed to be the thickest part of the bulls hide, he cut off a small portion about eighteen inches square. Spreading this on the ground with the hair upwards, he planted his naked foot on it and marked the shape thereon. Then with his knife he cut away the hide all round the foot-mark at four inches or so from the outline of the foot. Next, he bored little holes all round the margin, through which he ran a line, or lace, also made of raw hide. Then, planting his foot again in the middle of the hide, he drew the line tight, causing the edges to rise all round the foot and almost cover it.

There you are, sir, he said, stretching out his limb and admiring the contrivance; rough-an-ready, you see, but soon finished. It aint recorded in ancient history what Eve said when Adam presented her wi the little testimonial of his affection, but if I might ventur a guess I should opine that she said puckery.

Hm! Dey aint a tight fit, observed Ebony. Is ob opinion dat your corns are quite safe in em.

Having completed his shoe-making work, the ingenious seaman assisted his companions to prepare the dried meat, which they afterwards tied up in three convenient little parcels to be slung on their backs.

That night they found a more commodious tree to sleep in. Under the pleasant influence of a good supper they enjoyed unbroken rest, and awoke the following morning greatly refreshed. They were thus, both physically and mentally, prepared for the events of that day, to which, as they afterwards had a most important bearing on their fortunes in the island, we will devote a separate chapter.




Chapter Four.

The Doctor finds Unexpected Work in the Wilderness, and a Mysterious Stranger is Introduced.

It has been said that the travellers  for we cannot now appropriately style them fugitives  had reached a more open country, and that Hockinss fight with the wild bull had taken place on the margin of a wide grassy plain.

This plain, however, was limited. In front of them the scenery was undulating and beautifully varied  almost park-like in its character, and only in one direction  to the right  did it extend like a sea of waving grass to the horizon. Behind them lay the dense forest through which they had passed. The forest also curved round to their left, and stretched away, apparently unbroken, on to still far-off mountains.

After they had breakfasted, packed their dried meat, and sallied forth on the journey of another day, they walked in silence until they reached the edge of the plain, where there was room to walk abreast.

Now, comrades, said Mark Breezy, we will go to the top of yon mound, see how the land lies, and hold a council of war.

Just so, capn; take our bearins an lay our course, assented Hockins.

They soon reached the spot, and found the view from it unexpectedly beautiful. The whole landscape was clothed with tropical verdure. Past the foot of the mound ran a considerable stream, which opened out into a series of lakelets in the hollows beyond, the waters of which seemed to be the home of considerable numbers of wild-fowl,  but there was no sign of the presence of man.

Strange, said Mark, in a low voice, that such a lovely scene should have been created a solitude, with no one to profit by or enjoy it.

Well now, sir, remarked the sailor, dee know that same thought has puzzled me now an again; for although my purfession is the sea, Ive travelled a good bit on the land  specially in South America  and Ive seen miles on miles o splendid country, that made me think of Adam an Eve in paradise, with never a soul, as you say, to make use of or enjoy it. Ive often wondered what it was all made for!

Dont you tink, said Ebony, with his head a little on one side, and his earnest eyes betraying the sincerity of his nature, dont you tink dat praps de ducks an geese, an sitch-like, makes use ob an enjoys it? to say nuffin oh de beasts, hinsects, an fishes.

You may be right, Ebony, returned Hockins, with an approving nod; we human beings is apt to think too much of ourselves. Moreover, it has come into my mind that Great Britain was a solitood once  or much about it  an its anything but that now; so mayhap them lands will be swarmin wi towns an villages some day or other. What dee think, Doctor?

But the young doctor said nothing, for while his companions were thus indulging in speculations, he was anxiously considering what course they should pursue.

You see, comrades, he said, turning to them abruptly, if we go to the right and traverse this fine country we may very likely fall in with villages, but the villagers may be savages, like those we met on the coast. On the other hand, if we go to the left, we shall have to traverse the somewhat dark and difficult forests, but then we shall be making for the mountains and table-lands of the interior; and as the capital, Ant  Ant

Anty-all-alive-O! suggested Hockins.

No, s not dat. It ends wid arrive O! wich is just what we wants.

Well, whatever may be its name, I know that it is in the centre of the island somewhere, and the centre of any land always means the mountains; so I think we had better decide to go to the left, and

Hallo! look yonder, sir, said Hockins, pointing towards a low cliff which rose in front of them not a quarter of a mile from the spot where they stood.

Turning in the direction indicated, they observed a man running swiftly, as if in pursuit of something. They could see that he was clothed, and that he carried several spears, from which they judged that he was a hunter. Coming to the foot of the cliff before mentioned, the man ascended the face of it with wonderful agility, and had almost gained the top, when a treacherous root or stone gave way, causing him to lose his hold and roll violently to the bottom.

Poor fellow, hes killed! cried Mark, running towards the fallen hunter, who lay on the ground motionless.

He was not killed, however, though stunned and bleeding profusely from a deep wound in the arm, caused by one of his own spears while in the act of falling. When the three strangers suddenly appeared the hunter grasped one of the spears and made a vigorous attempt to rise, evidently under the impression that he was about to be attacked; but the fall and the loss of blood were too much for him. He sank back with a groan, yet there was a look of quiet dignity about him which showed that he gave way to no craven spirit.

Our young doctor, kneeling down beside him, proceeded at once to staunch the wound and bind up the arm with his pocket-handkerchief. While he was thus engaged, Hockins brought some water from a neighbouring stream in a cup which he had extemporised out of a piece of bark, and applied it to the mans lips. Ebony stood by, with a look of profound pity on his face, ready for whatever might be required of him.

The hunter showed by the expression of his handsome brown features that he was grateful for these attentions. Yet, at the same time, there seemed to be something of perplexity, if not surprise, in his looks as he gazed on the white mens faces. But he did not utter a word. When the dressing of the arm was completed  of course in a most businesslike manner  he again attempted to rise, but was so weak from loss of blood that he fell back fainting in the Doctors arms.

This is a most awkward business, said Mark, as he laid the man carefully on the ground, and put a bundle of grass under his head for a pillow. It behoves us to push on our journey without delay, yet it will never do to leave him here alone, and we cant very well take him on with us. What is to be done!

Both Hockins and the negro looked their incapacity to answer that question. Just then the answer came in the form they least expected, for a sound of many voices in clamorous talk suddenly broke on their ears. The speakers, whoever they might be, were still distant, and the formation of the ground prevented our travellers being seen by them.

Savages! exclaimed Mark and Hockins in the same breath.

Hide! cried Ebony, with a roll of his huge eyes, as he suited the action to the word, and leaped into the bushes. The others followed his example, and running about a hundred yards back into the woods, climbed into the branches of a lofty tree, from which outlook, well screened by leaves, they saw a band composed of some hundreds of natives walking smartly over the open plain. From the manner of their approach it was evident that they searched for some one, and as they made straight for the cliff where the wounded man lay, it seemed probable that they were following up his trail.

Were done for, said Mark, in a tone of despair, as he noted this.

Why dee think so, Doctor? asked Hockins, who did not by any means seem to take such a gloomy view of their case.

Dont you see? Savages can follow up peoples trails almost as well as dogs. Theyll easily trace us to the foot of this tree by our footprints, and then theyve only to look up!

Thats true. I had forgotten that.

Deres time to drop down yit, massa, and squatilate, suggested the negro, excitedly.

Mark shook his head.

Might as well try to run from tigers as from savages, he returned, unless youve got a good start.

But they aint all savages, sir, whispered Hockins, as the band drew nearer. Some o the naked black fellows look savage enough, no doubt, but theres a lot of em lightish brown in the skin, an clothed in fine though queer garments. They carry themselves, too, like gentlemen. Praps wed better go forard an trust them.

Trust to em, Ockins! said Ebony with a decided shake of the head, trust men wid brown faces? Nebber!

The whispered conversation ceased at this point for a loud shout of surprise mingled with alarm was raised as the band came to the foot of the cliff and found what appeared to be the dead body of the wounded man. Evidently they were friends, for while some of them kneeled down beside the injured hunter to examine him, others gave way to gestures and exclamations of grief.

Presently the watchers observed that one of those who kneeled beside the body looked up with a smile and a nod of satisfaction as he pointed to his chest.

Theyve discovered that hes not dead, said Mark.

Yes, massa, an deyve diskivered de bandaged arm.

Ay, an it seems to puzzle em, added the seaman.

It did more than puzzle them. They had not observed it at first, because, just before running into the woods, Mark had covered it with a loose shawl  a sort of linen plaid  which the man had worn round his shoulders. When they removed this and saw the bandage which was wound round the limb in the most careful and perfect manner, they looked at each other in great surprise; then they looked solemn and spoke in low tones, glancing round now and then with saucer-like eyes, as if they expected to see something frightful.

I do believe, Doctor, whispered the seaman, that they think your work has been done by a goblin of some sort!

It would indeed seem as if some such idea had entered the minds of the band, for instead of examining the ground for footprints and following them up  as was natural to have done  they silently constructed a litter of branches, covered it with some of their garments, and quietly bore the wounded and still unconscious man away in the direction of the plains.

With thankful hearts our travellers slid to the ground, and hurried off in the opposite direction towards the mountains.

That night they came to a deeply-shaded and rugged piece of ground in the heart of the forest where there were caverns of various sizes. Here the solitude seemed to be so profound that the fear of pursuit gradually left them, so they resolved to kindle a cheerful fire in one of the caves, cook a good supper, and enjoy themselves. Finding a cave that was small, dry, and well concealed, they soon had a bright fire blazing in it, round which they sat on a soft pile of branches  Mark and Hockins looking on with profound interest and expectation while the negro prepared supper.

If I only had a quid o baccy now, said Hockins, Id be as happy as a king.

I have the advantage of you, friend, for I am as happy as a king without it, said the young doctor.

Well, theres no denyin, returned the seaman, that you have the advantage o me; but if I only had the baccy Id enjoy my disadvantage. Praps theres a bit left in some corner o

He plunged his hands into each pocket in his garments, one after another, but without success until he came to the left breast-pocket of his coat. When he had searched that to its deepest recesses he stopped and looked up with a beaming countenance.

Ho! got im? asked Ebony, with interest.

Hockins did not reply, but, slowly and tenderly, drew forth  not a quid, but  a little piece of brown wood about five or six inches long.

A penny whistle! exclaimed Mark.

Speak with reverence, Doctor, returned the sailor, with a quiet smile, it aint a penny whistle, its a flageolet. I stuck it here the last time I was amoosin the crew o the Eastern Star an forgot I hadnt putt it away. Wait a bit, you shall hear.

Saying this Hockins put the tiny instrument to his lips, and drew from it sounds so sweet, so soft, so melodious and tuneful, that his companions seemed to listen in a trance of delight, with eyes as well as with ears!

Splendid! exclaimed Mark, enthusiastically, when the sailor ceased to play. Why, Hockins, I had no idea you could play like that! Of course I knew that you possessed musical powers to some extent, for I have heard the tooting of your flageolet through the bulkheads when at sea; but two or three inches of plank dont improve sweet sounds, I suppose.

Ho! massa, didnt I tell you tree or four times dat he play mos awrful well?

True, Ebony, so you did; but I used to think your energetic praise was due to your enthusiastic disposition, and so paid no attention to your invitations to go forard an listen. Well, I confess I was a loser. You must have played the instrument a long time, surely?  turning to the seaman.

Yes, ever since I was a small boy. My father played it before me, and taught me how to finger it. He was a splendid player. He used sometimes to go to the back of the door when we had a small blow-out, an astonish the company by playin up unexpectedly. He was great at Scotch tunes  specially the slow ones, like this.

He put the little instrument to his lips again, and let it nestle, as it were, in his voluminous beard, as he drew from it the pathetic strains of Wanderin Willie, to the evidently intense enjoyment of Ebony, who regarded music as one of the chief joys of life  next, perhaps, to cooking!

But Mark and Ebony were not the only listeners to that sweet strain. Just outside the mouth of the cave there stood a man, who, to judge from the expression of his face, was as much affected by the music as the negro. Though he stood in such a position as to be effectually screened from the view of those within, a gleam of reflected light fell upon his figure, showing him to be a tall, handsome man in the prime of life. He was clothed in what may be styled a mixed European and native costume, and a gun on which he rested both hands seemed to indicate him a hunter. He carried no other weapon, except a long knife in his girdle. The mixed character of his garb extended also to his blood, for his skin, though dark and bronzed from exposure, was much lighter than that of most natives of the island, and his features were distinctly European. Quiet gravity was the chief characteristic of his countenance, and there was also an expression of profound sadness or pathos, which was probably caused by the music.

When Hockins finished his tune the three friends were almost petrified with astonishment  not unmingled with alarm  as they beheld this man walk coolly into the cave, rest his gun on the side of it, and sit gravely down on the opposite side of the fire.

The first impulse of our three friends, of course, was to spring up, but the action of the man was so prompt, and, withal, so peaceful, that they were constrained to sit still.

Dont be alarmed. I come as a friend. May I sit by your fire?

He spoke in good English, though with a decidedly foreign accent.

You are welcome, since you come as a friend, said Mark, though I must add that you have taken us by surprise.

Well now, stranger, said Hockins, putting his musical instrument in his pocket, how are we to know that you are a friend  except by the cut o your jib, which, I admit, looks honest enough, and your actions, which, we cant deny, are peaceable like?

The seaman put this question with a half-perplexed, half-amused air. The stranger received it without the slightest change in his grave aspect.

You have no other means of knowing, he replied, except by my jib and my actions.

Dats a fact, anyhow, murmured Ebony.

Who are you, and where do you come from? asked Mark.

I am an outlaw, and I come from the forest.

Thats plain-speakin, an no mistake, said Hockins, with a laugh, an deserves as plain a return. We cant say exactly that we are outlaws, but we are out-an-outers, an were going through the forest to  to  Anty-all-alive-O! or some such name  the capital, you know

Antananarivo, suggested the outlaw.

Thats it! Thats the name  I couldnt recall, said Mark, quickly. We are going there, if we can only find the way.

I know the way, returned the outlaw, and my reason for coming here is to offer to show it you.

Indeed! But how came you to know our intentions, and what makes you take so much interest in us? asked Mark, with a look of suspicion.

My reason for being interested in you, returned the stranger, is a matter with which you have nothing to do. How I came to know your intentions it is easy to explain, for I have followed you from the sea-coast step by step. I saw you escape from the savages, saw you frightened out of the cave by my friends the outlaws, who dwell in it, followed you while you traversed the forest, listened to your conversations, witnessed your exploit with the bull, and observed you when you helped and bandaged the wounded native.

It would be difficult to describe the looks or feelings with which the three friends received this information. Ebonys eyes alone would have taken at least half-an-hour of the pencil to portray.

But  but  why? stammered Mark.

Never mind the why, continued the outlaw, with a pleasant look. You see that I know all about you  at least since you landed  and I also know that you have been several times in unseen danger, from which I have shielded you. Now, you have arrived at a part of the forest which is swarming with brigands, into whose hands you are sure to fall unless I am with you. I therefore come to offer myself as your guide. Will you have me?

It seems to me, returned Mark, with something of scorn in his tone, that we have no choice, for you have us at your mercy  we cannot refuse. I suppose you are the brigand chief, and are guarding us for some sinister purpose of your own.

I said not that I was a brigand, returned the stranger, quietly; I said I was an outlaw. What else I am, and my motives of action, I choose not to tell. You say truly  I have you in my power. That is one reason why I would befriend you, if you will trust me. The outlaw rose up as he spoke.

There was such an air of quiet dignity and evident sincerity in the man that Mark was strongly impressed. Rising promptly, he stretched his hand across the fire, saying, We will trust you, friend, even though we were not in your power.

The outlaw grasped the youths hand with a gratified look.

Now, he added, as he took up his gun, I will go. In the morning at day-break I will return. Sleep well till then.

With something like a courtly salute, the mysterious stranger left them, and disappeared into the depths of the forest.




Chapter Five.

The Outlaws Friends. Threatened Danger curiously Averted.

As might be supposed, the unexpected appearance of the outlaw, as well as his sudden departure, tended somewhat to interfere with the sleep which he had wished the travellers at parting, and the night was far advanced before they grew tired of wondering who he could be, speculating as to where he came from, and commenting on his personal appearance. In short, at the close of their discourse, they came to the conclusion which was well embodied in the remark of Ebony, when he said, Its my opinion, founded on obsarvashun, dat if we was to talk an tink de whole night long we would come no nearer de troot, so Ill turn in.

He did turn in accordingly, and, after exhausting the regions of conjecture, the powers of speculation, and the realms of fancy, Mark and Hockins followed his example.

One consequence of their mental dissipation was that they slept rather beyond the hour of day-break, and the first thing that recalled the two white men to consciousness was the voice of their black comrade exclaiming:  

Ho! hi! hallo! I smells a smell!

They lifted their three heads simultaneously and beheld the outlaw sitting calmly beside the fire roasting steaks.

For the first time the mysterious stranger smiled  and it was a peculiarly sweet half-grave sort of attractive smile, as far removed from the fiendish grin of the stage bandit as night is from day.

I knew you would be hungry, and guessed you would be sleepy, he said, in a deep musical voice, so I have prepared breakfast. Are you ready?

Ready! repeated Hockins, rising with a mighty yawn, and stretching himself, as was his wont; I just think we are. Leastwise I am. Good luck to ee Mister Outlaw, what have ee got there?

Beef, marrow-bones, and rice, replied the man. You may call me Samuel if you like. It was my fathers first name, but Im best known among my friends as Ravoninohitriniony.

Well, that is a jaw-breaker! exclaimed Hockins, with a laugh, as they all sat down to breakfast. Ra-vo  what did ee say?

Better not try it till arter breakfast, suggested Ebony.

Couldnt we shorten it a bit? said Mark, beginning to consult a marrow-bone. What say you to the first half  Ravonino?

As you please, replied the outlaw, who was already too much absorbed with steaks to look up.

Not a bad notion, said Hockins. Saml Ravonino  Ive heerd wuss; anyhow its better than the entire complication  eh, Ebony?

Mush better, assented the negro; deres no use wotsomediver for de hitri  hitri-folderol-ony bit of it. Now, Ockins, fair play wid de marrow-bones. Hand me anoder.

Is it far, Mr Ravonino, asked Mark, from here to the capital  to Antananarivo?

You cleared im that time, Doctor! murmured Hockins, wiping his mouth with a bunch of grass which he carried as a substitute for a pocket-handkerchief.

Yes, it is a long way, said the outlaw; many days journey over mountain and plain.

And are you going to guide us all the way there?

No, not all the way. You forget I am an outlaw. It would cost me my life if I were to appear in Antananarivo.

Mark was on the point of asking why, but, remembering the rebuff of the previous night, forbore to put questions relative to his new friends personal affairs. Indeed he soon found that it was useless to do so, for whenever he approached the subject Ravonino became so abstracted and deaf that no reply could be drawn from him. As if to compensate for this, however, the man was exceedingly communicative in regard to all other subjects, and there was a quiet urbanity in his manner which rendered his conversation exceedingly attractive. Moreover, to the surprise of Mark, this mysterious stranger gave evidence of a considerable amount of education. He also gratified Hockins by his evident delight in the flageolet, and his appreciation of nautical stories and lingo, while he quite won the heart of Ebony by treating him with the same deference which he accorded to his companions. In short each of our travellers congratulated himself not a little on this pleasant acquisition to the party  the only drawback to their satisfaction being their inability to reconcile the existence of such good qualities with the condition of an outlaw!

However, remarked Hockins, after a long talk with his comrades on this subject when Ravonino was absent, its none of our business what hes bin an done to other people. What weve got to do with is the way he behaves to us, dee see?

Hes a trump, said Ebony, with a nod of decision.

I agree with you, said Mark; and I only wish he was a little more communicative about himself. However, we must take him as we find him, and try to win his confidence.

During the whole of that first day their guide conducted them through such intricate and evidently unfrequented parts of the forest that their advance was comparatively slow and toilsome, but, being young and strong and well-fed, they did not mind that. In fact Mark Breezy enjoyed it, for the wilder and more tangled the scenery was through which they forced their way, the more did it accord with the feelings of romance which filled him, and the thought, too, of being guided through the woods by an outlaw tended rather to increase his satisfaction.

Are all the roads in your island as bad as these? he asked, after plumping up to the knees in a quagmire, out of which he scrambled with difficulty.

No, many of them are worse and some better, answered the guide; but I keep away from them, because the Queens soldiers and spies are hunting about the land just now.

Oho! thought Mark, I begin to see; you are a rebel. Then, aloud, Your country, then, is governed by a queen?

Misgoverned, returned Ravonino in a tone of bitterness, which, however, he evidently tried to restrain.

Fearing to tread again on forbidden ground, Mark forbore to put questions about the guides objections to his queen, but simply asked her name, and if she had reigned long.

Her name, said Ravonino, is Ranavalona. She has reigned for twenty-seven years  twenty-seven long and weary years! I was a little boy when she usurped the throne. Now my sun has reached its meridian, yet she is still there, a blight upon the land. But God knows what is best. He cannot err.

This was the first reference that Ravonino had made to the Creator, and Mark was about to push his inquiries further, when a confused sound of voices was heard not far in advance of them.

Ravonino, who had been walking with an easy nonchalant air ahead of the party, on a very narrow footpath, suddenly stopped to listen with a look of anxiety. A moment later and he entered the bush that fringed the path and overhung it.

Come, he said in a low voice, follow me, close!

Without a word of explanation he strode into the dense undergrowth, through which he went with the agility of a panther and the sinuosity of a serpent. The others, being, as we have said, very active and strong, kept close at his heels, though not without difficulty. Coming at last to a place where the shrubbery was so intertwined that it was impossible to see more than a yard or two in advance, they suddenly found themselves stopped by a sheer precipice. Only for a few seconds, however, was their progress arrested, while their guide turned to explain.

There is another and an easier way to the place I am making for, but it is much longer and more exposed. I take for granted that you have strong arms and steady heads, but if not, speak out, for I would not lead you into danger.

Lead on, said Mark, promptly, wherever you go, we will follow.

With something like an amused twinkle of the eye, Ravonino began to climb up the face of the precipice, holding on to roots and rope-like creepers like a monkey.

If this here sort o cordage was only a bit more taut I wouldnt mind it so much, growled Hockins, as he lost his footing at one place, and swung off the face of the precipice,  holding on to a stout creeper, however, with seaman-like grip and coolness. He quickly caught hold of another creeper, and drew himself again into comparative safety. A minute later and they all stood on a ledge, high up on the face of the cliff, and close to what appeared to be the mouth of a cavern.

Look there, said their guide, pushing aside the bushes which overhung the cliff in all directions.

They looked, and through the opening beheld a band of men moving in single file along the track they had just left. They were most of them nearly naked, with only short calico breeches which did not quite reach to their knees, but all had muskets on their shoulders and cross-belts on their dark bodies, one of which belts sustained apparently a cartridge-box, the other a bayonet. Their own thick hair was all the cap they wore, excepting two or three men of superior rank, who wore cloths wrapped in turban fashion on their heads, and a voluminous plaid-like garment on their shoulders. These carried swords instead of muskets.

The soldiers of the Queen, said Ravonino, in answer to Mark Breezys look. They are out hunting.

What do they hunt for? asked Mark.

Men and women.

By which I suppose you mean rebels.

No, they are not rebels; they are the queens most loyal subjects!

But loyal subjects do not usually fly from their rulers, objected Mark.

True, but loyal subjects sometimes fly from tyranny, returned the guide. Come, I will introduce you to some fugitives from tyranny.

He turned as he spoke and led the way into the cave before mentioned. Profound darkness did not prevent his advancing with a firm unhesitating step. As he led Mark by the hand, Hockins and Ebony held on to him and to each other, and had no difficulty in following. Presently they came to a wooden obstruction which proved to be a door. Voices in conversation were heard on the other side of it. A knock from the guide produced sudden silence. Another knock drew from those within an exclamation of surprise, and next moment the heavy door swung open on creaking hinges.

Yes, it is Ravoninohitriniony! I knew his knock. He is come! exclaimed a girlish voice, as a pair of arms were seen dimly to encircle the guides neck.

Of course the girl spoke in the native tongue, which was quite incomprehensible to our travellers, but if we are to enlighten our readers we must needs translate as we go along.

My sister, Ra-Ruth, said the guide, presenting her to his new friends. She was a lady in the palace of the queen once. Now she is an outlaw, like myself  has fled from tyranny, and, perhaps, death. All in this cave are in the same case  fugitives from our tyrant queen.

They reached the interior of the place as he spoke, and Ravonino, pointing to a bundle of dried ferns, bade his companions rest there until he had explained some private matters to the people.

Nothing loth  for they were all somewhat fatigued by their recent exertions  our travellers flung themselves on what proved to be a luxurious couch, and observed what went on around them.

Truly it was a strange scene, romantic enough even to satisfy the longings of Mark Breezy!

The cavern itself was a curious one, being in the form of a vast hall, with three smaller chambers opening out of it. The central hall seemed to have no roof, for although brightly lighted by several torches fixed to its rugged walls the upper part was lost in profound obscurity.

This strange abode was peopled by a considerable number of men and women  natives of the island  who from the variety in their costume, features, and complexion, evidently belonged to different tribes. Some were strong, tall, and rather harsh-featured, others were more slender in build and with refined countenances. A few were almost black, others of a light olive colour, and several made that approach to whiteness of skin which in England is known as brunette. All were more or less characterised by that quiet gentleness and gravity of demeanour which one is accustomed to associate with humbly borne misfortune.

It was evident from the appearance of the large chamber that its inhabitants were associated in groups or families, spaces being marked off by an arrangement of logs and household goods, etcetera, as if to indicate the habitation of each group, and, from certain indications in the smaller chambers, it was equally evident that these had been apportioned as the sleeping-places of the females. A larger space at the end of the cave, opposite to that on which Mark and his comrades reclined, seemed to be a general meeting-place.

To this spot it was that Ravonino went, leading his little sister Ra-Ruth by the hand, and followed by all the inmates of the place, who were eager to know what news he had brought. That the news was the reverse of good soon became evident, from the bowed heads and frequent sighs with which it was received.

Of course our travellers could make no use of their ears, but they made the best use of their eyes, and were deeply interested in the expressions and actions of the various members of the group who successively spoke after the guide had told his story. Poor little Ra-Ruth, whose age might have been about seventeen, was not one of the speakers. She was evidently a timid as well as a pretty little creature, for she clung to and nestled against her stout brothers arm while he was speaking, and hid her face now and then in the masses of her luxuriant brown hair.

Close to her sat a young woman whose appearance and manner formed a striking contrast. She was much darker in complexion, but her features were of classical beauty and her air calm and self-possessed. When she had occasion to speak, she arose, displaying a tall elegantly-formed figure, which moved with queen-like dignity while she gesticulated with graceful animation, and frequently pointed upwards as if appealing to. God. When she was speaking Ra-Ruths timidity seemed to vanish, for she shook back her hair, and fixed her eyes on the others face with a gaze that told of ardent love as well as admiration.

The next who spoke was a young man, who in face and figure so strongly resembled the last speaker, that it was impossible to resist the conclusion that they were brother and sister. There was the same tall commanding figure, of course on a larger scale, the same noble cast of feature and the same dignified mien. But in the man, more than in the woman, there was an air of gentle modesty which contrasted well with his powerful frame. He did not gesticulate much in speaking, and, judging from the brevity of his speech, he had not much to say, but what he said was listened to with profound respect by all.

After this youth, several others took part in the debate. Then they all stood up, and, to the surprise of their visitors, began to sing  very sweetly  an old familiar hymn!

It minds me o home, whispered Hockins, scarce able to restrain the tears that filled his eyes.

The hymn was nearly finished, when a rushing sound and a subdued cry were heard to issue from a dark passage, the mouth of which was close to the couch of our travellers. The singing ceased instantly. Next moment a man rushed into the chamber with labouring breath and flashing eyes. Springing towards Ravonino, he spoke several words eagerly, at the same time pointing in the direction of the passage just referred to.

Lights out and silence! cried the guide, authoritatively, in the native tongue.

Another moment and the cave was in total darkness, and a silence so profound reigned there that the three visitors could hardly persuade themselves the whole affair was not a strange dream. The voice of Ravonino, however, soon dispelled that idea.

Be still! whispered the guide, laying his hand on Marks shoulder. Our foes have discovered our retreat.

Theres a lot of stout fellows here, returned Mark, also in a whisper. We will help you if you have to fight.

We may not fight, replied Ravonino softly. If it be Gods will, we must die. Hush! They come.

Once more total silence prevailed in the cavern, and the sound of distant voices could be heard. In a few minutes a tiny light was seen at the end of the dark passage. It gradually increased in size, revealing a soldier who bore a torch. He advanced on tip-toe, and with slightly scared looks, into an outer cavern which formed a sort of vestibule to the large inner cave.

The soldier was brave, no doubt, and would have faced an army in the field, but he was extremely superstitious, and advanced with a palpitating heart, the torch held high above his head, and eyes glancing nervously from side to side. A crowd of comrades, similarly affected more or less, followed the torch-bearer and pushed him on.

Nothing here, said the leading man, of course in Malagasy.

Let us be gone, then, said one of his comrades.

No, observed a third, who seemed bolder than the rest, perhaps there is another cave beyond, (pointing to the dark passage, through which, though unseen, Mark and his companions with the guide were gazing anxiously at their foes). Give me the torch.

The soldier seized the light and advanced quickly towards the opening. Another minute and all must have been revealed. A feeling of despair took possession of Ravoninos breast and he gave vent to an involuntary sigh.

The sound reached the ear of the soldier with the torch and for a moment arrested him, but, thinking probably that the sound was in his imagination, he again advanced. The case was now desperate. Just then a gleam of light flashed into the mind of Hockins. Next moment, to the consternation of his comrades and the guide, a strain of the sweetest music floated softly in the air!

The soldiers stood still  spell-bound. It was not an unfamiliar air, for they had often heard the hated Christians sing it, but the sweet, liquid  we might almost say tiny  tones in which it was conveyed, were such as had never before reached their ears or even entered their imaginations. It was evident from their countenances that the soldiers were awe-stricken. The seaman noted this. He played only a few bars, and allowed the last notes of his flageolet to grow faint until they died away into absolute silence.

For a minute or two the soldiers stood rooted to the spot, gazing up into the roof of the cave as if expecting a renewal of the sounds. Then they looked solemnly at each other. Without uttering a word they turned slowly round, retreated on tip-toe as they came, and finally disappeared.

We need hardly say that the astonishment of the people in the cave at the mode of their deliverance from the threatened danger was intense.

When the torches were relighted the men and women assembled round Ravonino with looks little less solemn than those of the soldiers who had just taken their departure.

Surely, said the handsome young man whom we have already introduced, surely God has wrought a miracle and sent an angels voice for our deliverance.

Not so, Laihova, replied Ravonino, with a slight smile. We are too apt to count everything that we fail to understand a miracle. God has indeed sent the deliverance, but through a natural channel.

Yet we see not the channel, Ravoninohitriniony, said Laihovas queen-like sister, Ramatoa.

True, Ramatoa. Nevertheless I can show it to you. Come, Hockins, he added in English, clear up the mystery to them.

Thus bidden, our seaman at once drew forth the little instrument and began to play the hymn they had just been singing, with the air of which, as we have said, he chanced to be well acquainted.

It would be hard to say whether surprise or pleasure predominated in the breasts of his audience. At last the latter feeling prevailed, and the whole assembly joined in singing the last verse of the hymn, which appropriately terminated in Praise ye the Lord.

But our retreat is no longer safe, said Ravonino, when the last echo of their thanksgiving had died away. We must change our abode  and that without delay. Get ready. By the first light of morning I will lead you to a new home. These soldiers will not return, but they will tell what they have seen, and others less timorous will come here to search for us.

Immediately the people set about collecting together and packing up what may be termed their household goods, leaving the guide and their visitors to enjoy supper and conversation in their own corner of the cave.




Chapter Six.

The Guide becomes Communicative, and tells of Terrible Doings.

During the progress of supper, which consisted of cold dried meat and rice, the quartette seated on the ferns in the corner of the cave were unusually silent. Mark Breezy and Ravonino continued to eat for some time without speaking a word. Ebony, although earnestly absorbed in victuals, rolled his eyes about as he looked from time to time at his companions with unwonted solemnity, and John Hockins frowned at his food, and shook his shaggy head with an air of dissatisfied perplexity.

Ravonino, at length said the last, looking up, and using his grass pocket-handkerchief, it seems to me, bein a plain straight-forard sort o seaman, that theres somethin not exactly fair an above-board in all them proceedins. Of course its not for me to say what a independent man should do or say; but dont you think that wen a man like you professes to be honest, an asks other men to trust him, he should at least explain some o the riddles that surround him? Im a loyal man myself, an Ill stand up for my Queen an country, no matter what may be the circumstances in wich Im placed; so that wen I sees another man admittin that hes a outlaw, an finds the soldiers of his Queen a-huntin all about the country arter him and his comrades  seems to me theres a screw loose somewheres.

Dats my sentments zactly, said the negro, with a decisive nod.

Mark took no notice of this speech, but silently continued his supper. For a few moments the guide did not speak or look up. Then, laying down his knife and clasping his hands over one of his knees, he looked earnestly into the seamans face.

You tell me you are loyal, he said.

Hockins nodded.

If your queen, continued Ravonino, were to tell you to give up the service of God and worship idols, would you do it?

Cernly not, replied the seaman, promptly, for she has no right to rule over my soul. My duty to the King of Kings stands before my duty to the Queen of England.

Again the guide was silent for a few minutes. Then he said:  

Hockins, by Gods blessing you have saved the lives of all our party this day  at least it seemed so, for, another step, and that soldier would have discovered us if your little pipe had not stopped him. You are therefore entitled to expect some gratitude, and, from what I have seen of you and your comrades, I have reason to believe you will not betray us, even if you get the chance.

Right you are, friend, I will never betray an honest man; an I may speak for my comrades as well as self, for theyre true-blue to the back-bone

Furder nor dat, interposed Ebony, troo-bloo to de marrow!

Dont you shove in your oar till youre ordered, you nigger! Well, as I was a-sayin, well never betray honest men, but I give you fair warnin if youre not honest, well have nothin to do wi your secrets, an if our duty to God an man requires us to go against you, well do it without flinchin.

So be it. I am satisfied, returned Ravonino, calmly. I will tell you as much as I think you are entitled to know. It may have reached your ears, perhaps, that there has been terrible persecution in this island for many years.

Here Mark Breezy took up the conversation.

No, said he, with something of a deprecatory air, we did not know it. For my part I am ashamed to say so; but I will say in excuse that the British empire is widely extended in every quarter of the globe, and her missions are so numerous that average men can scarcely hope to keep up with the details of all of the persecutions that occur. Rumours, indeed, I have heard of doings in Madagascar that vie with the persecutions of the Scottish Covenanters; but more than this I know not, though of course there are men connected with our Missionary Societies  and many people, no doubt, interested in missions  who know all about the persecutions in Madagascar. Is it in connection with this that you have been outlawed?

It is. Ranavalona, the blood-stained usurper, our present queen, is filled with such bitter hatred of Christianity that she has for many years persecuted the native Christians who have been taught by white missionaries from your land. Hundreds of men and women have been murdered by her orders because they refused to forsake Christ; others have been banished to regions so unhealthy that they have died, and many have been sold into slavery.

The eyes of the guide gleamed for a moment, and his stern countenance flushed as he thus referred to the sorrows of his people, but by a strong effort he controlled his feelings, and his countenance resumed its habitual quietude.

My mother and my sister and I, he continued, were sold into slavery. My mother was a native lady, high in station, and a member of the court of King Radama the First, who was very favourable to Missionaries. I was an infant at that time; my little sister was not born. My father was an English trader, skilled in many handicrafts, and a great favourite with the king, who fostered the Christian religion and helped those who came to teach us. Our teachers learned our language; taught us the love of God, and, through the power of the Holy Spirit, brought many of us to the Saviour. But they were persevering and wise as well as good. Having learned our language  in which my father helped them much  they taught us to read; translated many parts of the Word of God into our tongue; sent home for presses and types, and had these printed, as well as the Pilgrims Progress and other books.

Peace, joy, and prosperity were spreading in our land. Idol-worship and cruel customs were being uprooted, and everything was going well when the king died  whether a Christian or not, who can tell? for, although favourable to, he never professed, Christianity. The Lord knoweth them that are His! The rightful heir to the throne, according to our customs, was Rakotobe  a good young man who had been taught by the missionaries, and was nephew to the king; but Ranavalona, one of the kings wives, resolved to seize the opportunity. A bold bad woman, with a powerful will and no principle, she carried her point by reckless bloodshed. There were men at court as bad as herself who agreed to aid her. When she boldly claimed the throne, four loyal nobles asserted the claim of Rakotobe. They were instantly speared in the palace. The rightful heir was not present. Soldiers were sent to his residence to seize and kill him before he should hear of what was going on.

Not content with shedding blood, the cruel monsters dug the poor youths grave before his eyes. When they were thus engaged Rakotobe kneeled down to pray, and while he was in this position they speared him and cast him into his grave. Soon after the father and mother of Rakotobe were murdered  the last being starved to death. The brother of Radama was destroyed in like manner. He lingered eight days in agony before death came to his relief. Then Rakotobes grandmother and other relations were slain by Ranavalonas orders, and thus the murderess waded through blood to the throne of Madagascar!

Think you, continued the guide, with a passing gleam of the anger which he strove to restrain, think you that I owe allegiance to such a queen?

Truly ye do not, answered the seaman, stoutly. My only wonder is that the people suffer her to reign.

Scarce heeding the reply the guide continued, with suppressed excitement, but she did not rest content. It was in the year 1829 that she usurped the throne. Since then she has persecuted the Christians for more than a quarter of a century, and at times blood has flowed like water in our land. Bad as she is, however, she would have been worse but for her love to her son. Ay, the woman whose heart is a stone to most people is soft towards the young prince Rakota, in spite of the fact that this youth is favourable to the Christians and has often stood between them and his mother.

About nine years after the queens coronation my little sister was born, and was secretly baptised  the name of Ruth being given to her. It is our custom to prefix Ra to many names  so she is Ra-Ruth. Look at her! He pointed to a group not far-off, where the delicate and graceful girl was busily assisting an elderly woman in her packing arrangements. See you the lady beside her, with the grey hair and the sad worn face? That is my mother. I have said she was high at the Court of Radama the First. She was young then. I was born the year that Radama died. Ranavalona was fond of her, though she loved not her Christianity, so she continued at the palace. The Queen also became very fond of my little sister when she began to grow to womanhood, but Ra-Ruth could not return the affection of one whose hands were stained so deeply with Christian blood. I was an officer in the palace at the time, but would gladly have left, only my doing so might have roused the queens wrath against my father and mother.

At last the missionaries were ordered to quit the capital. In 1849 a great persecution took place. The queen became furious because her people would not cease to love and serve Jesus. She ordered many men and women to be speared and burned and tossed over precipices, but all without avail, because greater is He who is for us than all who can be against us.

My father was away on a trading expedition at this time. One day in attempting to cross a lake he was drowned. The guides voice deepened as he went on, He was a good loving father to me. He taught me nearly all I know, and he was no mean scholar. He also sent me to the missionary schools. After his death the Queen hardened her heart against us; and as we refused to give up praying to God and singing His praise, we were cast out of the palace  my mother and sister and I, with several others, among whom were Laihova and his sister Ramatoa. We were sold into slavery in the public market.

Our purchaser was cruel. He put us to the hardest menial work. We remained for several years with him. The health of my poor mother and sister began to give way. Then he sold me to another man, and we were separated. This was too much, I suppose, for the English blood in me to endure quietly. I made my escape. I went back to my old owner, and, in the night, induced my mother and sister to fly. Many persecuted Christians have fled since then and are now hiding in dens and caves like hunted beasts. We soon found some of these in the depths of the forests, and agreed to band together. They made me their leader, and I brought them here, where we have lived and worshipped God in peace; but, as you have seen, we are liable to be captured at any moment.

And if captured, said Mark, would the Queen really put you to death?

I fear she would; nay, I am certain of it, because one who recently escaped from Antananarivo has just brought the news that the Queen has been visited with a fresh burst of anger against the Christians, has thrown many into prison and sent out troops to scour the country in search of those who have fled.

But if that is so, said Hockins, earnestly, whats the use o you riskin your life by goin with us to Ant  Ant  all-alive-O! (Ill never git that name into my head!) Why not just sketch us out a rough chart o the island on a bit o bark, give us the bearins o the capital, an let us steer a straight course for it. Ill be bound that well make our port easy enough.

Yes, Hockins speaks wisely, added Mark. It is very kind of you to take so much trouble for us, but there is no need to run such great risk on our account.

You do not consider, replied Ravonino, that it is more difficult for sailors to cross the wild forest than to find their way on the trackless sea, and you forget also that the way is long, that Madagascar is larger than Great Britain and Ireland put together. There are many tribes, too, some of which are not so hospitable as others. You could not avoid the dangers of this wilderness easily without a guide. Besides, I do not mean to enter the capital. I will merely guide you to within sight of it and then leave you. Fortunately you require no assistance from natives, not being encumbered with this worlds goods.

Das troo; ha, haa! cried Ebony, opening his portentous mouth and shutting his eyes, weve got no luggidge.

Well, we shall only be too glad of your company, said Mark, with some feeling, and we thank you most heartily for your disinterested kindness.

My conduct is not altogether disinterested, returned the guide. The truth is, I had no intention at first of doing more than guiding you to the right pass in the mountains, but since I have been with you my feelings have been modified, and the news which we have just received has  has filled me with anxiety, and raised in my mind the idea that  that I may even make use of you!

Thats right, exclaimed Mark, heartily, Im glad if there is the smallest chance of our serving you in any way. In what way can we do so?

For some moments the guide displayed a degree of hesitancy which his friends had not before noticed in him. Then he spoke, slowly  

Well, the truth is, that I have a friend in the palace who is, I have been told, in great danger, owing to the wrath of Ranavalona. I thought that somehow, perhaps, you might give warning to this friend, and say that Samuel Ravoninohitriniony is in the neighbouring forest, and

Here the guide stopped short, and seemed to be in some perplexity. Mark Breezy, whose young and romantic spirit was deeply stirred by the prospect of adventure which his words had opened up, assured him with enthusiasm that whatever was possible for man to accomplish he might depend upon being at least vigorously attempted. To which assurance John Hockins begged to putt the word ditto, and the negro fervently added, Das so  me too!

But how are we to find your friend, asked Mark, seeing that we dont know him, and have never seen him?

My friend is not a man, but a  a woman, a young girl, said Ravonino, with the slightest possible symptom of confusion, which opened the eyes of Mark instantly, and still further stirred his sympathies.

Ravonino, he exclaimed, suddenly grasping the guides hand, treat me as a friend and trust me. You love this young girl! Is it not so? Nay, man, dont be angry with me. I cant help sympathising. Why, I know something of your  your  a  condition myself. The morning I left England, the very last person I said good-bye to was a fair young girl, with golden hair, and a rosebud mouth, and such lovely blue

Das right, Massa, burst in Ebony, with a crow of admiration. It doos my bery heart good to see a man as is proud ob his sweetart. Is got one too, bress you! but she aint fair! No, shes black as de kitchen chimbly, wid a bootiful flat nose, a mout like a coal-scuttle, an such eyes  oh!

Hold your tongue, Ebony! Now, am I not right, Ravonino?

You are right, answered the guide, gravely, yet without displeasure. My Rafaravavy is in danger, and I must save her from this murderess at all hazards. It is right, however, to tell you that if you attempt to aid me you will encounter both difficulty and danger.

Dont mention that, friend. No true man would shrink from either in a good cause, said Mark. But when must we set out on this expedition?

By day-break to-morrow. Our new hiding-place is on our way, so the change will not delay us; and from what the fugitives have told us, I hope  indeed I feel sure  that the Queen will do no further mischief for some weeks to come. But now, comrades, said the guide, rising, we must rest if we would work to-morrow. Follow me.

He led them into one of the side caves, when the whole of the people followed, as if by preconcerted arrangement. Here a much-soiled book in a leathern cover was produced. It was a portion of the Bible in the Malagasy language. A few verses were reverently read by the guide; a brief earnest prayer was offered by a very old man; a hymn was sung, and then the people dispersed to their several sections of the cave. Finally the lights were extinguished, and the place was left in silence and darkness profound.




Chapter Seven.

Describes a Meek Mother and Crocodile-Son. Journey Resumed and Strange Treatment of the King of the Waters.

Dawn was still struggling to assert itself in the far east and the depths of the forest were still shrouded in almost midnight gloom, when the strange band of outlaws emerged from their cave, and, led by Ravonino, went forth to search for a safer dwelling-place in the still more inaccessible fastnesses of the wilderness.

They had not much difficulty in finding a suitable spot, for the particular region to which they had fled from persecution was exceedingly wild and broken in form, and abounded with concealed caverns having outlets in several directions, so that pursuit and discovery were alike difficult.

We may not delay here, however, to tell of their wanderings. Like the Christians of other lands and, more ancient times, they were hunted like wild beasts, though their only crime was a desire to serve and worship God according to the dictates of their consciences. It is the old familiar story, and comment is needless to those who understand it  

Mans inhumanity to man
Makes countless thousands mourn.

There is only one other member of the party of whom we will make mention just now, because she appears again somewhat prominently in our tale. This was a little elderly female who seemed utterly destitute of the very common human attribute of self-assertion, and in whose amiable, almost comical, countenance, one expression seemed to overbear and obliterate all others, namely that of gushing good-will to man and beast! Those who did not know Réni-Mamba thought her an amiable imbecile. Those who knew her well loved her with peculiar tenderness. Her modesty and self-abnegation were not, so far as any one knew, the result of principle. She was too unassertive to lay claim to principle! We are not sure that she understood the meaning of principle.

Before Christianity in its doctrinal form reached her she had only one source of discomfort in life, and that was, that in everything she failed! Failed to do as much as she wanted to do for other people; failed to express herself always as affectionately as she felt; failed to avoid giving slight occasions of offence, although she never, never meant to do it! In short she was, strange to say, a victim to self-condemnation. When the Gospel of Jesus came to her, telling, as it does, that God is Love, that Christ came to sweep away for ever the very sins that troubled her, and that His Holy Spirit would fight for and in her, so as to make her more than conqueror, she caught it to her heart as the very thing she needed.

She did not indeed condemn herself less  nay, she rather condemned herself more than formerly  but the joy of being on the winning side, of knowing that all sin was pardoned for His sake, of feeling assured of progressive victory now and complete victory in the end, thoroughly scattered her old troubles to the winds.

Her very name was characteristic. It is a common and curious custom in Madagascar for parents sometimes to drop their own names and take the name of their eldest child with the word raini, father of, or réni, mother of, prefixed. Now this amiable little elderly woman had been married young, and it so happened that her husband was away on an expedition to the coast when the first and only son was born. One of the first things that the child did after opening its black eyes on this life was to open its uncommonly large mouth, with the intention, no doubt, of howling. But circumstances apparently induced it to change its mind, for it shut its mouth without howling.

The effect of the gape on the mother was to remind her of one class of inhabitants of her native rivers  the crocodile  and cause her laughingly to style the child her young crocodile. The Malagasy word for crocodile is mamba, and thus the child came by his name, with the usual prefix, Ra-Mamba. After a time his mother became so proud of her young crocodile that she dropped her own name entirely  congenially, as it were, obliterated herself  and ever after was known as Réni-Mamba, mother of the crocodile.

At the time we write of, Mamba, (we will drop the Ra), was a stalwart handsome youth of over twenty, with no resemblance whatever to his namesake except a goodly-sized mouth and an amazing strength of appetite.

Need we say that his mothers gushing powers were expended upon him with the force of a Norwegian mill-race? It is gratifying to be able to add that the crocodile was keenly responsive!

The father of little Mamba  Andrianivo  had returned to the capital soon after his sons birth. He was a man in good position among the aristocracy of the land, and occupied a post of trust in the Queens service. At that time the first great persecution of the Christians had begun. It was known that Andrianivo favoured the Christians. On the question being put to him, he frankly admitted that he was one of them. He was therefore despoiled of all he possessed, and banished into perpetual exile and slavery. He was sent in chains to a pestilential part of the island, with the intention that toil and disease should end his life. So secretly and promptly was he spirited away that no one could tell the precise locality to which he had been banished. His heart-broken wife and child were also sold, but were taken to a more healthy region, where the child grew and became a stout boy; his little mother, meanwhile, acting the part of a meek and faithful slave. She would probably have lived and died in this condition had not her stout son, when he grew up, resolved to become free. His mother had taught him what she knew of the Christian religion. From Ravonino he learned more, and heard of the escaped Christians who found a refuge in forests and mountains. Finally he persuaded his mother to run away with him, and thus it came about that we find them with the band of which Ravonino was leader  Laihova being lieutenant of the band.

An occasion for the display of his affectionate nature was afforded to Mamba on the morning we write of. Active as a kitten, though middle-aged, Réni-Mamba was skipping from rock to rock in a very rugged part of their route, when, her foot slipping, she fell and sprained her ankle badly.

Mamba was close to her.

Mother! he exclaimed, hurrying forward and raising her carefully, why jump about like the squirrel? Are you hurt?

My son, help me to rise.

Gently the youth lifted her, and set her on her feet, whereupon she sank down again with a little shriek, and looked up with an expression of mingled humour and pain.

My leg, I think, is broken! said Réni. For the sake of brevity we will drop the Mamba.

Surely not, mother; it has been too tough and strong to break ever since I knew it.

Mamba spoke encouragingly; nevertheless, he examined the limb with anxious care. Being ignorant of surgery his examination was not of much use, but, fortunately, just then Mark Breezy, who had lingered behind to gather some plants, arrived on the scene. He found the injury to be a bad sprain, and did the best he could for the poor woman in the circumstances.

Now, we must carry her, he said to the guide, for she wont be able to walk for many days.

On this being translated, Mamba gathered his mother up as if she had been a bundle of clothes, or a baby, and marched away with her.

Stop, stop! cried Ravonino, you cant carry her more than a few miles on such ground as I shall soon lead you over. We must arrange for her a filanzana.

The guide here referred to the sort of palanquin used by travellers in a country where there were no roads. It consisted of a shallow, oblong basket, with light wooden framework, filled in with plaited strips of sheepskin, and hung between two light poles or bamboos. As several such machines were used by some of the party to carry their few household necessaries, one of them was at once emptied and Réni put therein by her affectionate son. Four stout young men put the ends of the poles on their shoulders, and the party once more advanced, Mamba walking by the side of the filanzana to be ready to assist in cases of difficulty or danger, and to relieve the bearers occasionally.

That afternoon they arrived at their new abode  a large, dry cavern  the entrance to which was not only well concealed on the face of a cliff in the heart of a dense jungle, but so difficult of access that a mere handful of men might easily have maintained it against a host.

Here Ravonino made no further delay than was necessary to see the party fairly settled. Then he left them, but not before receiving many an earnest and affectionate message to friends and kindred of the fugitives still at the capital, but who had, as yet, managed to elude the vigilance and escape the malignity of Queen Ranavalona and her spies. Some of the women even wept as they bade the guide farewell, saying that they felt sure he would at last fall a victim to the relentless fury of the Queen, and that they should see his face no more.

With these the guide gently remonstrated.

Think you not, he said, that God is as able to protect me in Antananarivo as here in the wilderness? I go because I think that duty calls me. I expect no miracle in my behalf. I will take all possible precautions. Farewell.

Once more our three travellers found themselves advancing rapidly in single file through the forest, with the guide in advance. Before the sinking sun compelled them to encamp under the trees that night they had put many miles between them and the hiding-place of the outlawed Christians.

Next day, as they were about to resume their journey, Ravonino told them that about noon they would come to a large river, on the other side of which there was a village where they could spend the night, for the people and their chief were friendly.

Are they Christians? asked Mark.

No  at least the most of them are not, though there may be a few secret converts among them; for this hot persecution at the capital has scattered the Christians far and wide through the land, so that the knowledge of the blessed Gospel spreads. Thus our God makes the wrath of man to praise Him. The remainder of wrath He has promised to restrain. If He wills it otherwise, are we not prepared to die at His bidding? Many of our people have died already under the bloody reign of Ranavalona the usurper. How many more shall perish, who can tell?

But how do it come about, asked Hockins, that this here chief is friendly?

Because I had occasion to render him good service at one time, and he is grateful.

Good! Das allers de right way, remarked Ebony, with an approving nod. Wen a mans grateful hes safe  yous sure ob im. Is dat de ribber you refur to jes now?

He pointed to an opening among the trees ahead, through which the sheen of water glittering in the sunlight could be seen.

Before the guide could reply a loud shout startled them, and next moment they were surrounded by half-naked savages, who brandished their spears threateningly.

Quick as lightning, according to a pre-arranged plan in case of sudden attack, Mark, Hockins, and the negro stood back-to-back, facing in all directions  the first with his gun advanced, the seaman pointing his cutlass at the foe, and Ebony levelling a spear with which he had provided himself, little would their courage have availed them, however, if Ravonino had not been there, for a flight of spears would have ended their resistance in a moment.

Voalavo, your chief, is my friend, said the guide, calmly, without putting himself in an attitude of defence, or showing the slightest symptom of alarm. Is Voalavo with you?

Voalavo comes, they replied, at once lowering their weapons and pointing in the direction of the river, whence proceeded sounds as of the lowing of cattle.

We have been to visit our enemies, said one of the party, who, from his tones and bearing, appeared to be a leader. We have smitten them, and we have brought away their cattle.

As he spoke another native was seen approaching. He was a large burly jovial-looking man, somewhere about forty years of age, armed with a spear and enveloped in the native lamba, a garment used much in the same way as the Scottish plaid, which it resembled in form, though of much lighter material. The ornamentation of this garment proclaimed the wearer a person of distinction, and the evident satisfaction that beamed on his broad jovial countenance when he recognised and greeted Ravonino showed that it was Voalavo himself  the chief of the village they were approaching.

Im sorry to see, said the guide, after the first few words of salutation, that my friend still delights in war and robbery.

Dont be sorry, friend, dont be sorry, returned the chief with a hearty laugh, as he gave the other a slap on the shoulder. Sorrow does no good. It only puts water in the eyes and makes them red. Look at me  just returned from war and robbery, and as happy as a squirrel. If a man does not delight in war and robbery, what is there in the world to delight in? If I am not sorry why should you be? If you cant help it  then laugh at it and try to enjoy your sorrow. Thats the way I do. It suits me. I grow fat on it!

He certainly did grow fat  if not on laughing at sorrow, certainly on something else  and his followers, although respectfully silent, showed by their smiling faces that they sympathised with their chiefs hilarious mood.

But where did you fall in with the white men? asked Voalavo, turning suddenly towards Mark and Hockins, who stood listening with interest and curiosity to the rapid flow of his unintelligible talk. Such pale flowers do not grow in our forests!

In a few words Ravonino explained the history of our adventurers as far as he knew it, and the chief, on learning that they were his friends friends, bade them welcome, and shook hands heartily in the European fashion  a mode of expressing friendship which had probably been learned from the missionaries, who, after spending many years in Madagascar, had, about the time we write of, been all banished from the island.

Come now, cried the chief, the rice will soon be ready  that wont make you sorry, Ravonino, will it?  and we have yet to cross the river with the cattle in the face of the hungry crocodiles  which wont make them sorry! Come.

Turning impulsively, in the brusque careless manner which characterised him, Voalavo led the way to the banks of the river  a considerable stream  where the cattle were assembled and guarded by a band of over a hundred warriors.

Cattle seem to be plentiful in these parts, said Mark to the guide as they walked along.

They are numerous everywhere in Madagascar. In truth a large part of our exports to the Mauritius and elsewhere consists of cattle.  Look! the chief was right when he said the crocodiles would not be sorry to see the cattle crossing.

He pointed to a ripple on the water caused by the ugly snout of one of the creatures referred to. It seemed by the activity of its movements to be already anticipating a feast.

Crocodiles, continued the guide, are numerous in many of our lakes and rivers, and dangerous too, though they are naturally timid, and can be easily frightened away. I remember a curious instance of this kind happening on the east coast, where a European trader was cleverly imposed on  deceived, or, what you call

Humbugged, suggested Hockins.

Well, yes  humbugged! He was a big ignorant fellow, this trader; strong and energetic enough, but full of conceit  thought he knew almost everything, but in reality knew next to nothing, yet self-willed and obstinate enough to  to  You know the sort of man?

Yes, yes; a stoopid cockscomb, said Hockins. I know the breed well  lots of em everywhere.

Jus so  a born idjit; go on, massa, said Ebony, who was always charmed at the prospect of a story or anecdote.

Well, this trader, continued the guide, was on his way from Antananarivo to the coast with cattle for exportation, and one day they came to a place where they had to cross a narrow part of a lake. The natives of that place advised him not to venture without trying the effect of their ody, or charms, on the crocodiles. These they said, and believed, would protect the cattle in crossing. But the trader scouted the idea, and, laughing at their superstitions, gave orders to drive the bullocks into the water. He quickly repented his obstinacy, for no sooner were they in than the crocodiles seized nine of them and dragged them down. Oh! bring the ody  work the ody  quick! cried the anxious man, fearing lest all the cattle should be seized. The ody was worked instantly, and to his astonishment, as well as the triumph of the natives, the rest of the cattle crossed in safety. Even those that had been nearly drowned escaped and passed over.

But how was dat? asked Ebony, with a perplexed air. If de ody was nuffin, how could it do suffin?

Simply enough, returned the guide. The charm consisted merely in noise. The natives, in canoes and on both sides of the lake, shouted furiously and beat the water with branches of trees, so that the poor crocodiles were scared away. See  there is something of the same sort going to be performed just now.

Previous to this process, however, the chief Voalavo went through a singular ceremony to propitiate the crocodiles. The Malagasy, like the ancient Egyptians, regard the crocodile with superstitious veneration. They esteem him the king of the waters, and to dispute his right to reign would, they believe, expose them to his vengeance. Hence they seldom kill crocodiles, and rather avoid whatever is likely to provoke them. It is their custom, also, sometimes to make solemn speeches and vows to the crocodiles when about to cross rivers.

Voalavo, who was unusually reckless, free-and-easy, and regardless in ordinary affairs, was nevertheless remarkably superstitious. Before giving orders to cross the river, therefore, he advanced to the waters edge and mumbled incantations or made vows in a low tone for nearly half-an-hour. Then, elevating his voice, so as to be heard across the river, he continued, addressing the crocodiles:  

Now, I pray you, good mamba, to do me no injury, and particularly to spare my cattle, for you do not know what trouble I have had to get them. No doubt you know how anxious I and my people are to eat them, for you have much of the same desire; but I beseech you to exercise self-denial. You dont know how pleasant that will make you feel! Remember that I have never done your royal race any injury  never waged war with you or killed you. On the contrary I have always held you in the highest veneration. If you do not remember this, but forget it, I and my whole race and all my relatives will declare war and fight against you for ever more! So be good and do what I tell you!

Now, my men, he cried, turning round, drive in the cattle, work the ody, and make all the dogs bark!

In the midst of an indescribable hubbub the herds were then driven into the river, and the men  some in canoes and some on both banks  enacted the very scene which Ravonino had described. In a few minutes the whole herd was got over in safety.

Half-an-hour later and our travellers were seated in the chiefs house regaling themselves with beef-steaks and marrow-bones, chickens and rice.




Chapter Eight.

A Friend appears unexpectedly, and our Travellers spend a Disturbed Night.

Whatever ethereal persons may say to the contrary, there can be no doubt whatever that the consumption of food is an intellectual treat, inasmuch as it sets the body free from the cravings of appetite, and by stimulating those nervous influences which convey vigour and vitality to the brain, not only becomes the direct cause of physical gratification, but induces that state of mind which is most favourable to the development of the interesting creations of fancy and the brilliant coruscations of imagination.

We might pursue this subject further did time and space permit; but our objection to skipping is so great, that we shrink from giving the reader even a shadow of excuse for doing so. Moreover we dread the assault of the hypercritical reader, who will infallibly object that it is not the consumption of food, but the resulting mental effect which is the intellectual treat. As if we did not know that! But, we would retort with scorn, can any cause be separated from its effect without bringing about, so to speak, the condition of nonentity?

Passing to the subject which gave rise to these erratic thoughts, we have to relate that the whole party, entertainers and entertained, did ample justice to the rice, beef, chicken and marrow-bones, after which Hockins wafted the natives to the seventh heaven of delight and wonder by means of his flageolet. It was very late that night before they retired to rest. It was later still before they went to sleep.

The native village at which our travellers had arrived was a rude, poor-looking place, inhabited by a brave and war-like tribe, who depended more for defence on their personal prowess and the difficulties presented by their forests, than upon ditches or ramparts. The village was, however, surrounded by a fence of trees growing so close together that it would have been almost impossible to carry the place by assault if resolutely defended from within.

The huts were roughly constructed of bamboos plastered with clay and lined with matting,  also with the large leaves of the travellers tree, and thatched with rushes.

The chiefs hut, in which the white guests were feasted, was of course larger and somewhat better in construction than the others. Its floor, composed of hard-beaten clay, was covered with matting, clean pieces of which were spread for the visitors to squat upon, for there were no chairs, stools, or tables. In the north-west corner was the hearth  a square of between two and three feet, with a few large stones for supporting the cooking utensils, but without chimney of any kind. Smoke was allowed to find an exit as it best could by crevices in the roof and by a small window or hole in the north gable. A few cooking-pots, earthen jars, rice-baskets, some knives, a wooden chest, and several spears, completed the furniture.

Against the northern roof-post hung a small bottle-shaped basket, which contained the household sampey, or god, or charm. In Madagascar this usually consists of a meaningless stone; sometimes a chip of wood, the leaf of a tree, or a flower, and this is what the natives pray to and profess to trust in!

Our travellers found, after supper was over, that they were not to sleep in the chiefs house, for they were led to that of a head-man of the village, and told they were to rest with him. This man was old, and seemed to have no wife or family, for the only person at home at the time, besides himself, was an old woman, perhaps his sister, who looked after the household. He was a hospitable old man, however, and made them heartily welcome to their beds of matting in the north end of the hut. Unfortunately the south end of it was usually occupied by pigs and poultry. These were expelled for the occasion, but they insisted several times on returning to their own abode, being unable, apparently, to believe that their expulsion was really intended! As there were several openings in the hut, the difficulty of excluding the animals was great, for when expelled at one hole, amid remonstrative shrieks and screams, they quickly re-entered at another with defiant grunts and cacklings.

By stopping up the holes, however, the enemy was finally overcome. Then the old man, having retired to his corner, and the sister having departed, Mark Breezy, John Hockins, James Ginger, and Ravonino drew round the fire, heaped-on fresh logs, lay down at full length on their mats, and prepared to enjoy that sleepy chat which not unfrequently precedes, sometimes even postpones, repose.

That was a curious speech that Voalavo made to the crocodile, Ravonino, said Mark. Do you really think he believed it did any good?

Yes, truly, he believed it. This is a land of charms and superstition. Voalavo is of too honest and straightforward a nature to practise what he does not believe in.

Does you blieve in charms an soopistition? asked Ebony, with expectant eyes.

What need to ax that, you stoopid nigger? said Hockins; dont you know hes a Christian?

Das true, Ockins. I hoed an forgot.

But tell me, Ravonino, are de crokindiles awrful rampageous when deyre roused?

Yes, they are pretty bad, said the guide, clearing his throat, for he was fond of expatiating on the wonders and beauties of his native land! And although they look sluggish enough when sprawling on mud-banks, half-asleep in the sun, you would be surprised to see them go after fish, which is their principal food. Their favourite haunts are the deep rugged banks of a river or lake overhung with trees, where they can hide themselves and watch for prey. It is not only in water that they are dangerous. They fasten their teeth, if they get the chance, on any animal that comes to the river to drink. They sometimes get hold of bullocks when drinking, and often do so when the cattle are swimming across. They are unnaturally ferocious, too, for they will devour their own young.

Oh! de brutes! exclaimed Ebony, poking the fire with a bit of stick savagely. Dont de mudders fight for de young uns?

Not they. The mothers lay their eggs in the sand and leave them to look after themselves. The others are sly, and

Dats de fadders, brudders, an unkles ob de eggs, you mean?

Yes, thats what I mean. The old he-crocodiles watch where the eggs are laid, an when its about time for them to break an let the young ones out, these monsters go into the water at the edge and wait. When the baby-crocodiles get out of prison they make straight for the water, where the old villains are ready to receive an devour them. Some times the young ones are stupid when they are born, they take the wrong road and escape their relations teeth only to get to the rice-grounds and fall into the hands of the natives. Many of the eggs, too, are destroyed, before they are hatched, by vultures and other birds, as well as by serpents. Men also gather them by hundreds, boil them and dry them in the sun to preserve them for use or sale.

The miserable young things seem to have a poor chance of life then, said Mark, sleepily.

Das so, massa. Id rader be a nigger dan a crokindile.

Hockins said nothing, being sound asleep.

What makes that rattling among the cooking-pots? asked Mark, looking round lazily.

Rats, replied the guide. Didnt you see them running along the roof when you came in?

No, I didnt.

Look up now, then, and youll see them on the beams.

Mark and Ebony both looked up, and beheld a row of rats on the beam overhead  their bead-like eyes glittering as they gazed over one side of the [image: img153.jpg]beam, and their long tails just showing on the other.

Das funny, said the negro, who was in sympathy with the whole brute creation!

Mark thought it very much the reverse of funny, but held his peace.

Dars a ole grey un, massa, right ober Ockinss head  a tremenjous big un. Dont you see im wid a griggy young un beside im?

Whether the griggy young one was also larky we cannot tell, but while the negro was speaking it executed a flourish (whether intentional or otherwise who can say?) which knocked the big grey rat off the beam, and caused it to fall with a heavy flop on Hockinss face. Three others fell off in their anxiety to observe the result.

Hockins leapt up with an indignant roar, and the rats leaped among the pots and pans with a horrified squeak, while Ebony and the others looked on with excruciating enjoyment.

The scurrying of many little feet among the household implements told that the grey rats friends were numerous though unseen, and the angry grunting of pigs proved that other slumbers had been broken. Of course the whole party were thoroughly awakened by this incident, but they took it good-humouredly, and, after replenishing the fire, lay down again, and resolutely shut their eyes and ears.

Slumber was once more stealing over them, when a noise at the door of the hut awakened them. Next moment they started up, for two warriors of the tribe entered with a prisoner between them.

We caught this man entering our village, said one of the warriors, fiercely, to the guide; we would have taken him to our chief, but he says that you are his friend  yet I think he lies.

He speaks the truth, returned Ravonino, calmly. He is my friend. Doubtless he has good reasons for coming here. Leave him with us, we will guard him till morning.

The warriors at once released their prisoner and retired, while the man stepping forward into clearer light revealed the handsome countenance of Laihova.

Sit down, my brother, said Ravonino to the youth, in tones of unusual tenderness, and let me know what brings you here so unexpectedly.

I come to offer my service, replied the youth, with a modest air. You have told me that you go to Antananarivo to rescue Rafaravavy. Your face is known to every one in the town. If you enter it, your death will be certain.

But I do not intend to enter it, said Ravonino; these my white friends will aid me.

The white men may be wise and brave, but they know not how to aid you, I am not so well-known in the town. I will venture into it and will show them where to go and what to do.

The guide shook his head and was silent for some moments. He seemed uncertain how to act.

What says Laihova? asked Mark Breezy at this point, for the conversation having been conducted in the native tongue they as yet understood nothing.

The guide briefly explained, and then turned to the young man.

But how can you think of leaving your friends in the cave, Laihova? They may require your strong arm; and my sister is

It was my friends who advised me to leave them, said the youth, quickly, and Ra-Ruth bade me go. Besides, have we not entered into the Covenant of Blood?

Well, you may come with us. After all, Ra-Ruth is right.

What does he mean by the Covenant of Blood? asked Mark when the guide explained what had just been said.

It means that he and I are united by one of the closest ties that bind the men of this island. No doubt you will think it a strange alliance, nevertheless it is a true and a strong bond of brotherhood. It is meant to unite two people in sacred friendship, so that ever afterwards they feel bound to help and defend each other. When two persons agree to form this bond, a meeting is arranged for the performance of the ceremony and taking the vow. Some gunpowder and a ball are brought, with a little ginger, a spear, and two particular kinds of grass. A fowl is also used. Its head is nearly cut off, and it is left to bleed during the ceremony. Then a long vow of mutual friendship, assistance, and defence is pronounced. After this each man drinks a few drops of the others blood. To obtain it they make a small cut in the skin of the centre of the bosom, which they call the mouth of the heart.

And did you go through this ceremony with Laihova? asked Mark.

I did, many years ago, when we were little more than boys. He saved my life by jumping into a deep pool in a lake and rescuing me from the crocodiles. I had fallen in off the steep bank. I could not swim, and he could. After that we made the alliance of brotherhood. Laihova was not a Christian at that time. Since then God has made use of me to rescue him from a more awful death than that which threatened me. Laihova is grateful, and, knowing that I run much risk in going near the capital, has come, as you see, to help me.

Not a bad style of brotherhood that, said Hockins, with a tremendous yawn. Eh, Ebony? What dee think of you an me goin in for the same sort o thing?

Praps, answered Ebony, with a responsive yawn which threw that of Hockins quite into the shade, praps black blood mightnt agree wid your stummick. But I say, Massa Breezy, don you tink it amost time we was goin to sleep?

As the night was far spent  or, rather, the morning far advanced  by that time, the whole party willingly assented. Laihova was supplied with a separate mat, the embers of the wood-fire were drawn together, and they all lay down once more to make the most of what remained of the period of repose. But circumstances were against them.

True, being tired and healthy men, they dropped off at once with the facility of infants, and during a quarter of an hour or so, while the fire continued to emit an occasional flicker, all went well; but when the last vestige of flame died away, the rats again came out with bead-like eyes and cautious tread. Gradually they became bolder. Impunity never fails to encourage presumption. In short they soon began to hold a sort of carnival. The pots and pans became, as it were, musical, to the evident distress of the slumbering seaman  especially when the large grey rat fairly overturned a small rice-jar, which in its fall removed several props from other utensils and caused a serious clatter. Still the wearied men slept through it all, until the enemy took to scampering over their bodies. Then the enraged Ebony, being partially awakened, made a fierce grasp at one of the foe, and caught Hockins by the ear. Of course the result was a howl, and a sleepy request from Mark, to Stop that noise!

But even that incident failed to arouse them thoroughly, though it filled the rats with temporary horror, and caused them to flee.

The last word reminds us that there were others there that night, besides rats, to disturb the sleepers dreams  but we merely make a suggestive hint at that!

Soon the rats returned in greater force and more demonstrative hilarity than ever. They evidently went in for a game of hide-and-seek round and over the slumberers, causing the sleepy growls of John Hockins to resemble the fitful mutterings of distant thunder.

Thus they went on until the grey dawn of morning appeared. Then an extremely large cock, in the south-east corner of the hut, feeling that it had enjoyed a sufficiently good nights rest, flapped its ungainly wings, stretched out its neck, and gave vent to a clarion-crow which  

Brute! exclaimed Hockins, not even giving us time to finish the sentence!

He said no other word, but seizing a piece of wood, sent it forth with such true and effective aim, that he cleared not only the cock, but all his wives off their perch, and sent them in cackling consternation out of the hut by the nearest hole in the wall.

After that the much-tried party slumbered in peace until the sun was high.




Chapter Nine.

A Jovial Chief, and New Experiences of Various Kinds.

The friendly hospitality of the chief of this village was found to be likely to cause delay, for he would not hear of his visitors departing until they had been feasted and entertained with games and hunting.

As they were completely in his power there was nothing for it but to submit with the best grace possible, although Ravonino was naturally anxious to push on.

You see it wont do to look as if we were indifferent to his hospitality, said the guide. He would be greatly offended, for you must know that the Malagasy pride themselves on their hospitality. Come, we will go and have a look at the neighbouring woods while they are preparing breakfast for us, and I will tell you a story about the late King Radama.

Was that the good king you told us about who did so much for the missionaries, though he wasnt a Christian himself? asked Hockins, as they all passed through the enclosure of the village and entered the woods.

Yes, the same, replied the guide, though whether he was a Christian or not I cannot tell. I judge no man. He made no profession of Christianity, but he was kind to the missionaries  very different from Ranavalona.

Das de oosurper, what you call er? said Ebony.

Just so, returned the guide. Well, as I was saying, our people are very hospitable. Everywhere, almost, throughout the country, when a traveller enters a village, a present is usually brought to him of rice, poultry, or fruit, or whatever they have on hand. Youll find out that for yourselves as you go along

A bery proper state ob tings, remarked Ebony.

And whatever house you come to, continued Ravonino, the owner will invite you politely to enter, and make you welcome. Of course there are greedy and surly people here and there, but these are an exception to the rule. Well, on one occasion King Radama heard of some people of that sort. You must know that our chiefs have always required that they should be entertained on the best the people could provide. It is an old custom. Well, Radama made a law that all the provisions and other kinds of property should belong to the people, but all the houses in the country should belong to the sovereign; and he ordered the inhabitants to furnish lodgings to his servants and soldiers wherever they went. In order to make sure that his orders were obeyed the King soon after went in disguise to a village some distance off, and towards evening entered a peasants house and asked to be taken in for the night.

The heads of the family did not refuse, but rendered their hospitality in such a way as showed that he was not welcome. Next day he went to another house. There he was kindly welcomed, civilly treated, and the best they had in the house was set before him. In the morning when taking leave he made himself known, no less to the surprise than consternation of the family, and he left, assuring them that their hospitality should not be forgotten. The King kept his word, for he afterwards sent his officers to the village with a stern reproof to his first entertainer and a handsome present to the other.

Just as the guide finished his anecdote a resplendent butterfly of enormous size rose from the bushes, and Mark, to whom it was quite a new specimen, bounded after it, but failed to effect a capture.

Neber mind, massa, said the sympathetic Ebony, youll hab better luck nex time  praps!

Besides, added the guide, there are plenty more where that came from, for we have got into a good region for insects.

Seems to me, said Hockins, its a good region for everything. Look at that now,  he pointed to an object in front of him. I would say that was a spider if it warnt as big as a bird, and hadnt set up a fishin-net for a web!

Although not strictly correct, the seamans description had a foundation in truth, for some of the spiders of Madagascar are enormous, and their webs so thick that it requires a considerable effort to break them. Moreover they are said to be poisonous, and the bite of some even deadly.

The contemplation of those creatures, however, had to be cut short at that time, as they did not dare to risk keeping Voalavo waiting breakfast for them.

We are going to stick pigs and hunt wild cattle, said the jovial chief, with his mouth full of chicken and rice, when they arrived. We will show the white men some fun.

On this being translated Ebony hoped that the black man was included in the white, and Mark asked if the hunting-ground was far-off.

A long way, said the chief, we shant reach it till night. But thats no matter, for night is our time to hunt.

He said this with a twinkle in his eye, for he saw well enough that his guests were impatient to be gone.

But, continued he, on observing that they did not seem cheered by the prospect, our road to the hunting-plain lies on your way to Antananarivo, so you wont lose time.

As he spoke he opened a small box containing a brown sort of dust, of which he put as much as he possibly could between the teeth of his lower jaw and the lip.

What in all the world is he doin? asked Hockins of the guide in a low tone.

He is taking snuff.

I always sposed, remarked Ebony, dat snuff was tooken by de nose!

So it is, they tell me, in England; but we have a different fashion here, as you see, and quite as foolish.

You dont mean that its tobacco he treats in that way? exclaimed Mark.

Not pure tobacco, but tobacco mixed with other things  something like the cheap cigars which you English are said to smoke! replied Ravonino with something of a humorous twinkle in his eyes. But we dont smoke. We only snuff. In making our snuff we first dry the tobacco leaves and grind them to powder. Then to this we add the ashes of the leaves of a sweet-smelling herb, the mixture being twice as much tobacco as ashes; a small quantity of potash or salt is added, and then it is considered fit for use.

Dont your people smoke at all? asked Hockins.

Not much, and never tobacco  except those on the coast who have been corrupted by Europeans. Some of us used to smoke rongona, a kind of hemp. It is a powerful stimulant, and used to be taken by warriors before going out to battle, because it drove them nearly mad, and so fitted them for their bloody work. Government has lately forbidden its use  but it is still used in secret.

Theyve got baccy, an dont smoke! murmured Hockins to himself in a kind of meditative surprise, as though he had just been told that the natives possessed food and did not eat.

But you dont smoke? remarked the guide.

Thats cause I haint got baccy nor pipe. You give me pipe and baccy an Ill smoke you into fits in no time.

Do you feel the want of it much?

Not much. At first I did, most awful, but now Im gettin over it.

The guide was silent. He might have remarked, Yet now, if you had the chance, you would enslave yourself again! but, not being of an argumentative turn of mind, he merely shook his head and changed the subject. It was well, for Hockins was one of those people who, if convinced against their will, remain of the same opinion still.

After breakfast, while the young men of the tribe armed themselves and made preparation for the expedition, Ravonino took his friends through the village, the inhabitants of which were evidently as deeply interested in seeing the white men as the latter were in seeing the brown; for each were objects of curiosity to the other.

During the stroll our friends saw the weaving of the lamba  the large plaid-like garment of hempen cloth worn extensively in the island. The looms were rude and simple, but the fabrics produced were wonderfully good in appearance and texture, some being made of a kind of coarse silk. Many of them were ornamented, and rendered very heavy with immense quantities of small leaden beads fastened to the garment either in straight or curved rows, the lead having been procured from traders at the coast, and the beads having been manufactured by themselves. These natives wore but little clothing  merely a cloth round the loins, and sometimes a jacket made of coarse material. The lamba is usually worn over the shoulders in the cool of the morning, but at the time we write of most of the men who used the garment, had bound it tightly round their waists.

Our travellers were made acquainted at this time with a game which interested them greatly  especially arousing the enthusiasm of the negro. It was a kicking game, played by some of the more active among the young men, who, having got ready for the field quickly, were waiting for their slower companions. The chief peculiarity of the game consisted in the mode of kicking, namely backwards, in the horse or donkey fashion. The guide explained that the name of the game, when literally translated, was, striking blue with the sole of the foot! It is a desperate game, and when played, as it frequently is, by hundreds of active and powerful young men, the results are sometimes sprained ankles, broken legs, etcetera.

Oh! das de game for me! cried the enthusiastic Ebony, who could hardly be restrained from joining. De sole ob my foots awrful broad, an I could strike black as well as blue. Do let me try, massa!

Fortunately, perhaps, for our negro, the chief came out of his hut at that moment and gave the signal for the hunters to advance, thus bringing the game and Ebonys aspirations to an abrupt end. The young men at once fell to the rear, and the whole party sallied forth into the forest.

It was magnificent weather, with just cloud enough to prevent the sun being overpoweringly hot, and the tract of country over which they passed was surpassingly beautiful. To Mark Breezy it seemed as if all the winged insects in the island had come forth to welcome him. There were butterflies of various sizes and brilliant colours flitting to and fro among the wild-flowers, besides dragon-flies, grasshoppers of exquisite beauty, spiders with coats of gold and silver, caterpillars half-a-foot long in gorgeous array of black, scarlet, and yellow, and many other creatures which we may not pause to describe here, though Mark and the guide frequently paused to look at them, insomuch that they were often left a considerable way behind. One of the butterflies which Mark caught at that time was very beautiful, and a slow flier. It actually measured eight inches across the extended wings.

Of larger animals they saw none; and it may be as well to remark here that there are no large carnivora in Madagascar  no lions, tigers, leopards panthers, or creatures of that sort  nothing larger than a wild-cat and a wolf being known. Neither are there elephants, giraffes, rhinoceroses, hippopotami, antelope, nor deer; the only large animals being two species of ox, and the wild-boar, goats and sheep, and crocodiles. There are also huge bats, an animal of the monkey tribe called the lemur, hedgehogs, and rabbits.

The lemurs are very pretty little things, and, being gentle affectionate creatures, are sometimes tamed and kept as pets.

The scenery, we have said, was beautiful. At one turn of the road in particular a landscape of such beauty appeared suddenly before them that Mark was arrested as if spell-bound; it was such a gorgeous combination of luxuriant foliage  ferns and palms and bamboos, interlaced with creepers, and enlivened by streams which brawled and tumbled in picturesque cascades, over which hundreds of butterflies sported in the sunshine. From the height of land on which they stood a wide, well-watered plain was seen to extend far below them. It was hemmed in on either side by wooded hills and backed by the interior highlands. Far down the hill-side their companions could be seen wending their way through the tangled shrubbery, just in rear of the native hunters, led by their energetic chief Voalavo. As the men carried spears, the points of which glittered in the sun, the party had quite a martial aspect.

To our young student the whole scene was enchanting. It had the effect of subduing and solemnising his feelings in a way which he had never before experienced. The earnest, religious cast of his companions spirit also tended not a little to deepen this feeling and induce him for the first time in his life to understand that natures God was in very truth present with him.

Is not the hand of the Master here? said Ravonino, after a long silence.

Truly, my friend, it is, replied the young man, and your remark puts me to shame. For many a time, through the microscope and the human frame and the surrounding world, might I have seen this Master-hand everywhere  if my eyes had been open.

The guide turned on Mark an earnest, inquiring look.

Friend, he said, impressively, if this be so, you are now very specially awakened to the Truth. If you have passed through and seen so much without recognising God in his creatures, you have been brought for the first time to know yourself. Turn now  now  to the Saviour, and you will henceforth see a glory in all things that you never saw before. Turn, my friend  for now is the accepted time.

Ravonino spoke with such an earnest look and tone that the youth could not doubt the sincerity of his belief in the Saviour whom he so affectionately held up to his view.

Ravonino, I believe you are right. God help me to turn!

He has helped you already, said the guide. That prayer, if true, never yet came from an unrenewed heart.

As he spoke a shout from those further down the hill-side stopped the conversation and obliged the friends to resume the descent.

That is the plain, I am told, said Ravonino, where they expect to find wild cattle, and where we shall have to encamp, no doubt, till night enables us to hunt.

Not a very cheerful time to go sporting, said Mark.

They do not count it sport, remarked his comrade, gravely. They are short of meat, and hunt for food.

A few minutes later and the party was encamped in the thick woods that bordered the plain.




Chapter Ten.

Tells of a Grand Hunt and Other Things.

While the party of hunters awaited the approach of night, (for the wild cattle feed chiefly at night), they kept as quiet as possible. The scouts had brought news that a large herd was feeding on a part of the plain which was not far distant, although concealed from view by the formation of the land.

Still thinking of the recent conversation which he had had with the guide, Mark Breezy retired a little from the rest of the party and flung himself on the ground under a tree to rest and meditate.

He was not left long, however, in solitude, for Hockins and Ebony soon discovered his retreat. Each of these worthies was armed with a spear.

Hallo, Doctor, exclaimed the former, as he came up, are you not supplied with a weapon?

Yes, I am, replied Mark, pointing to a native spear which lay at his side, but I think I wont use it.

Why not, massa? asked Ebony.

Because I dont yet know how to go about this style of hunting, and if I were to attempt anything I might spoil the sport. I intend merely to look on.

Right you are, sir, remarked the sailor. Praps itll be as well for all of us to keep in the background.

Pooh! ejaculated Ebony, turning up his nose  a needless action, as it was well-turned up already pooh! I not keep in de background! Youre all wrong. Wen you knows nuffin, jest you wait till you knows suffin  ebber so little  an den go at im.

Thats just what I said I should do, Ebony. I will merely look on at first.

But how long does you prepose to look on, massa? Aint five or six minits enuff? Dis is what Is a-gwine to do. Ill foller close on de chief  what you call im?  Vollyvo  an wen I sees him stick one hox, das nuff for me. I den go at im on my own hook, an stick away right an left!

Ill give you a wide berth, then, for its as like as not that youll stick some o the hunters in the dark, said Hockins, rising, for just then there was a stir in the camp as if preparation was being made to go out.

A few minutes later and Laihova came to them with the news that he had heard the chief say they were getting ready, as it was necessary to make a long round through the woods to get well to leeward of the cattle.

This process of getting ready consisted in every man stripping and washing himself all over in order to get rid of the smell of the smoke of their huts. Even the guests were obliged to conform to the custom. Then they set off in profound silence, every man being armed with a couple of spears, excepting the guests, who were allowed only one spear each, it being feared that if they carried two they might chance to rattle them together and thus alarm the game, for the kind of cattle they were about to attack are exceedingly active and suspicious  always on the alert, continually snuffing and snorting at the bare idea, as it were, of an approaching enemy. Unlike the tame cattle of the island, these animals have no hump, but strongly resemble the ordinary cattle of England, save that their horns are shorter and their bellowings deeper. They are, however, very savage, and when wounded or annoyed are apt to attack their enemies with terrible ferocity.

To Mark Breezy and his companions the expedition proved to be full of excitement, for, apart from the novelty of the situation and uncertainty as to what lay before them or was expected of them, the extreme darkness of the night, and the quick silent stealthy motion of the almost invisible hunters, filled their minds with  if we may say so  awfully pleasurable anticipations!

The whole band followed their chief in single file, and as he was intimately familiar with the topography of the region, the only anxiety of each man was to tread carefully in his footsteps.

As for Ebony, his whole soul and spirit were in the enterprise, as well as his black body, and the varying expression of his mobile features would have charmed the heart of a physiognomist, had such a man been there with light enough to enable him to see. As there was no physiognomist, and no light, the reader must fall back on imagination.

Intent on carrying out his pre-arranged plans, our negro walked close behind the chief  so close indeed, that he inadvertently brought his spear down rather heavily on the left shoulder of that fiery person, for which he received a buffet on the ear, and an order to keep further back. In other circumstances the plucky spirit of Ebony would have been roused to indignation  perhaps to retaliation; but a sense of justice was strong in that negros breast. Overwhelmed with shame at his clumsiness, and eager to rectify the error  yet not daring to speak, for silence had been strictly enjoined  he raised the spear over his shoulder and turned the point backwards, thereby bringing it down on the head of the man in the rear.

Doubly shocked at this, he raised his weapon to the perpendicular, and knocked some tropical bird violently off the lower branches of a tree. It fluttered screeching to the ground, and bounced angrily into the bushes.

The whole band of hunters came to a sudden and breathless halt, but no word was uttered. In a few moments the chief resumed his silent march, and the ghostly column moved on  Ebony, greatly subdued but by no means crushed, keeping his weapon at such a slope as would prevent its doing damage to birds above or men below.

Thus they proceeded for nearly an hour, at the end of which time they could hear the wild cattle roaring and bellowing not far-off.

When the hunters had got completely to leeward, and were beginning to draw quite near to the feeding-ground, they advanced with increased caution, and some of the men began to pull the tops of the grass with their hands, as they went, in order to mimic as nearly as possible the noise made by an ox grazing.

The instant this sound reached the ears of the cattle they became absolutely silent, neither bellowing nor feeding! It was evident that they were listening with the utmost attention. Understanding this, the hunters stood quite still, without a whisper, but a few of those who were adepts at the art continued their imitation of cropping the grass. After listening for a time the animals appeared to arrive at the conclusion that it was a false alarm, for they re-commenced feeding, and the hunters continued their stealthy approach.

Soon they came to the thinly scattered shrubbery which marked the termination of the woods and the beginning of the plain. And now, profoundly dark though the night was, they could faintly perceive the forms of their game looming black against the dark sky beyond  themselves being quite invisible, however, owing to their background of forest.

Nearer and nearer the men moved, still cropping the grass as they advanced, until they fairly got up to the herd, and were less liable to disturb them, for, being almost invisible, they were, no doubt, mistaken for members of the family!

As the hunters now scattered, Ebony had some difficulty in keeping close enough to the chief to observe his movements. Voalavo himself was too intent upon his work to think of anything else, or to care who was near him.

Gradually he approached close enough to an animal to thrust his spear deep into its side. It sprang from the ground and made a noise as if hurt by the horn of a comrade, but this is so common an event that the rest of the cattle were in no way disturbed by it.

The chief saw by the staggering of the animal that it was mortally wounded, and that there was no need to follow it up, as it could be easily tracked and found in daylight. He therefore turned to attack another animal that was close at hand.

Now den, said Ebony to himself mentally, your times come. Go at im!

Lowering his weapon to the charge, he glanced round and observed the indistinct form of an animal on his right. It was apparently a little one.

Weal is as good as beef, thought Ebony, as he made a silent but furious rush, scarcely able to restrain a shout of anticipated victory.

The spear-point missed the animal, just grazing its back, and went deep into the ground, while the negro plunged with crushing violence on the back of John Hockins, who had been trying to approach his game à la Red Indian!

To say that poor Ebony was filled with horror, as well as shame and self-abhorrence, is but a feeble statement.

Dont speak, you black monster! whispered the seaman in his ear, as he seized him by the throat.

The rush of apology which had sprung from Ebonys heart was checked abruptly at the lips.

Hockins released him, picked up his spear, and resumed his creeping way. By this time several of the hunters had dealt silent death around them, but still the herd failed to take alarm!

Being left alone Ebonys courage returned, and with it his enthusiasm.

Come, he muttered, mentally, as he drew the spear from the ground, Ockins not killed yet. Das one good job. No use to cry for noting. You try again, Ginjah. Better luck nixt time.

Greatly encouraged by these thoughts he advanced on tip-toe  spear at the charge  eyes glancing sharply all round. Suddenly a tall form seemed to rise up right in front of him. The negros heart leaped violently. He was on the point of charging when a doubt assailed him. The creature before him, though scarce distinguishable from the surrounding gloom, was not long-bodied like an ox. He could perceive that clearly. It was tall like a man  very tall. Perhaps it was Mark Breezy? The recent mistake made him think anything possible!

Is dat you, massa? he whispered, in anxious alarm.

A furious bellow was the reply, followed by a still more furious charge. Ebony had forgotten that an ox end on and head up is tall and not long!

Happily, in stepping back he tripped, and the animal went right over him. But the alarm had been given, and a sudden thundering of feet told that the entire herd had taken to flight, while the shouting and cries of the hunters, added to the confused roaring, showed that there was now no need for concealment.

When the muster-roll was called it was found that nobody was missing or hurt, though several had to tell of narrow escapes, especially John Hockins, whose account of Ebonys exploit formed, at the feast that followed, subject of interesting converse and much comment during the brief intervals of relaxation between beef-steaks and marrow-bones.

Daylight revealed the fact that somewhere between thirty and forty animals had been killed outright, besides a dozen or so which, having been fatally wounded, were afterwards followed up and some of them secured.

But daylight also brought a large party of men from a distant village with a pressing invitation to Voalavo and his men to pay them a visit, and a possibly disinterested offer to assist him in the consumption of the cattle which he had slain; for it chanced that several young men of this village were encamped in the woods that night near the spot where the hunters attacked the cattle. Knowing full well what was being done, these youths hurried home to tell what was going on. The head-man of the village was on good terms with Voalavo at the time, besides being a distant relative. Hence the message and the invitation.

As our happy-go-lucky chief was out in what may be termed a larky state of mind, and had nothing particular to do, he accepted the invitation. The meat was slung to bamboo poles, hoisted on the shoulders of his men, and away they went over the plains to pay this visit. Happily the village lay on the way to the capital, so that the guide and his party could still accompany them without losing ground.

The plain over which they passed was a very wide one, seeming to extend to the very base of the distant mountains of the interior, but our travellers were mistaken in their ideas about it. The plain was itself part of the mountain region into which they had already advanced, but by so gradual an ascent that they had scarcely perceived the rise in the land  a deception which was increased somewhat by the frequent descents they had to make when passing over ridges.

On the way Hockins pushed up alongside of Ravonino, who was walking beside Mark.

Ravvy, said the seaman, (for to this had he at last curtailed the guides name), where do these fellows fall in wi the iron to make their spearheads and other things?

In the earth, answered the guide.

What! Dee mean to say that you manufacture your own iron in them parts?

Of course we do. Think you that no people can work in iron except the British? We have plenty iron ore of good quality in the island. One of our mountains is so full of ore that we call it the iron mountain. It is named in our language the mountain of Ambohimiangavo.

An how dee work the ore o this Am-Ambo-bo-bominable-avo mountain? asked the sailor.

We smelt it, of course. We break the lumps of ore into smallish bits and spread them on charcoal, layer and layer about, in a hollow in the ground. This is covered over with a top-dressing of stone and clay. Then we set it on fire and keep the blast going with wooden bellows, till the metal is melted and runs in a mass to the bottom of the hole. This we break into smaller pieces, purify them with more fire, and run them into bars convenient for use. Our bellows, continued the guide, are not like yours, with two boards and leather between. The rats would soon make short work with these. They are two cylinders formed from the trunk of a tree, with a piston in each, packed with coarse cloth, and having valves. An old musket-barrel carries the air to the furnace, and, by pumping them time about, the blow is kept going continuously.

Why, how do you come to know so much about valves, pistons, cylinders, and such like? asked Mark.

You forget that my father was an Englishman, returned the guide, and, besides being a trader, was a sort of Jack-of-all-trades. He taught me many things about which the kinsfolk of my mother know very little. You must not suppose that because some of us are only half-civilised we can do nothing neatly or well. Many of our men are skilful workers in metal, and we owe much of our power in that way to English missionaries, who brought Christian mechanics to the capital. There is hardly anything in the shape of wrought iron-work that we cannot execute if we have a model or pattern. We can work also in copper and brass. But it is not only in metals that we can work fairly well  indeed very well, if we are to take the word of some of your own countrymen who have seen and judged our work  we are also pretty good at pottery and cabinet-making. As you have seen, we can weave good cloth of cotton and silk, and some of our ingenious men have even tried their hands at clock-making and musical instruments.

From what you say, Madagascar will soon become a great country, I should think, said Mark, somewhat amused as well as interested by the evident enthusiasm of the guide.

Ravonino shook his head. My country might become great, he returned, but there are some things much against her. The system of forced service to the government instead of taxes is one. This tends to repress ingenuity, for the cleverer and more ingenious a man is the more will be demanded of him, both by the government and his own feudal superior. Then the love of strong drink is too common among us; and last, as well as most serious, great multitudes of our people have no regard at all for their Maker.

Why, Ravonino, said Mark, with something of a smile, from the way you speak of our people and my country, I fear you think more of your Malagasy than your English extraction.

For a few moments the guide was silent. At length he said, slowly, England has indeed done us a service that we can never repay. She has sent us the blessed Gospel of Jesus Christ. She is also the land of my father, and I reverence my father. He was very kind and good to me. But this is the land of my mother! I am a man of Madagascar.

It was evident from the expressive features of Ebony, who had joined them, that he heartily approved of this maternal preference, but the gravity of the guides countenance, no less than his pathetic tones, prevented his giving the usual candid vent to his ever-ready opinion.

Towards the afternoon the party arrived at the native village, where grand preparations for festivities had been made. It was evident also that some parts of the festive libations had been taken in advance, for the head-man had reached the solemnised point of intoxication, and some of his young men the owlish condition.

In some parts of this island of Madagascar, as in other parts of the world, the people reduced themselves to great poverty through strong drink. Though they had abundance of rice, and much beef, which latter was salted for exportation, they sold so much of their food for arrack  imported by traders from Mauritius and Bourbon  that little was left for the bare maintenance of life, and they, with their families, were often compelled to subsist on roots. They did not understand moderate drinking! Intoxication was the rule until the arrack was done. The wise King Radama the First attempted to check the consumption of ardent spirits by imposing a heavy duty on them, but his efforts were only partially successful.

The tribe to which our travellers were at this time introduced had just succeeded in obtaining a quantity of the coarse and fiery spirits of the traders. Their native visitors being quite ready to assist in the consumption thereof, there was every prospect of a disgusting exhibition of savagery that night.

Dont you think we might escape this feast? said Mark to the guide, after the ceremony of introduction was over, by urging the importance of our business at Antananarivo?

Not easily. Voalavo is one of those determined and hearty men who insist on all their friends enjoying themselves as they themselves do. To-morrow we may persuade him to let us go. Besides, I do not object to stay, for I intend to preach them a sermon on ungodliness and intemperance in the middle of the feast.

Mark could scarcely forbear smiling at what he deemed the originality of the guides intention, as well as the quiet decision with which he stated it.

Dont you think, he said, that this way of bearding the lion in his den may rouse the people to anger?

I know not  I think not; but it is my business to be instant in season and out of season, replied Ravonino, simply.

Mark said no more. He felt that he had to do with a Christian of a somewhat peculiar type, and thereafter he looked forward with not a little curiosity and some anxiety to the promised sermon. He was doomed, like the reader, to disappointment in this matter, for that night had not yet run into morning when an event occurred which modified and hastened the proceedings of himself and his friends considerably.




Chapter Eleven.

An Uninvited Guest appears with News that demands Instant Action.

The villagers and their guests were still in the midst of the feast, and the arrack had not yet begun to stimulate their imaginations, so that the deeds of their ancestors  which formed the chief subject of conversation  were still being recounted with some regard to modesty and truth, when Voalavo said to the assemblage, with a beaming countenance, that he had a treat in store for them.

You are all fond of music, he said. Who does not know that the Malagasy are good singers? The songs you have already sung have delighted my ears, and the clapping of your hands has been in the best of time; but you shall soon have music such as the idols would enjoy, I have no doubt, when in a merry mood.

The chief uttered the last sentence with an air of good-natured contempt, for he was what we may style an unbeliever in all gods  not an uncommon state of mind in men of superior intelligence when they think seriously of the debasing absurdities of idolatry.

Now, my friend, he said, turning to John Hockins, with an air and tone of command, let them hear the little pipe on which you  you  tootle-ootle.

Hockins had much ado to keep his gravity as he drew out the flageolet, and every eye was instantly fixed on him in glaring expectancy.

It need hardly be said that the effect of the sweet instrument was very powerful, and it is probable that the party of admirers might have taxed the seamans powers of performance to the uttermost, if they had not been suddenly interrupted by the entrance of a tall wild-looking man, who was evidently in a state of tremendous excitement.

He wore the usual cloth round the loins, and the lamba, which was thrown like a Scottish chieftains plaid over his left shoulder  but these garments bore evidence of rough usage and hard travel. The man was not a stranger, for, as he suddenly stood panting vehemently in the midst of the party, with his long arms outstretched, Voalavo addressed him in tones of surprise.

Razafil! he exclaimed. Glad are we to see the Bard of Imarina. Your coming is well-timed. We are feasting, and singing, and story-telling. Words from the poet will be welcome.

Notwithstanding the friendly reception thus accorded to the Bard of Imarina, it was evident that the words were thrown away upon him, for he continued for some time to glare and pant while perspiration rolled down his face, and it became clear to every one that something was wrong with him. At last he spoke in a kind of low singing tone which harmonised with his appearance  

Vain man! Observst thou not the dead?
The morning warmth from them has fled,
Their mid-day joy and toil are oer,
Though near, they meet fond friends no more.

He paused and looked wildly yet tremblingly round, as if in search of some one, but took no notice of his friends, many of whom were present at the gathering. Then he continued in the same strain  

A gate of entrance to the tomb we see,
But a departure thence there neer shall be.
The living waves his signal high,
But wheres the loved ones fond reply?
Ah! where are those thus doomed to die?

Vain man! observst thou not the dead?
No more their homeward path they tread.
The freeman lost may ransomd be,
By silvers magic power set free;
But, once the deadly hand has laid them low,
No voice can move them, for they cease to know.
Regardless of our love they lie;
Unknown the friends that oer them sigh;
Oh! where are those thus doomd to die?

Again the poor man paused, and gasped as if some terrible agony were rending his bosom, yet no tear moistened his eyes, from which there seemed to gleam the wild light of insanity. His appearance and words had sunk like a pall upon the festive party, but no one spoke or moved. It was as if they were spell-bound. Once more the poet spoke, and this time in tones of deepest pathos  

Vain man! why groan ye for the dead?
To be with Jesus they have fled,
With shattered limbs mid scorching flame,
They sang the praises of His name;
Now, joy unspeakable, they tread the shore
Whence ransomd sinners shall depart no more.
But ah! while mangled corpses lie,
Our trembling, riven hearts will cry  
Why, why were those thus doomd to die?

The man ceased; his arms fell listlessly by his side, and his chin sank on his breast.

I fear much, whispered Ravonino to Mark, that I understand but too well what he means.

Without waiting for a reply the guide rose. Going up to Razafil he laid his hand gently on his arm, and said  

My brother!

The bard looked at him earnestly for a few seconds, then, grasped him by the wrist as with a grip of iron.

Ravoninohitriniony, he said, fiercely, my little one is dead! She is gone! They took her  a mere child  they tortured her, but she would not yield. Hear what I say. You knew her well  the soft one; the tender one, who was always so pliable, so unselfish, so easily led,  she would not yield! They led her to the place of execution; they tied her to a stake and kindled the fire about her beautiful limbs,  my little child, Raniva! I saw the skin upon her flesh blacken and crack and blaze. But she sang! sang loud and clear! I would have rushed into the fire to her but they held me back  four strong men held me! When she was consumed they led me away to the torture  but I burst from them  escaped  I know not how  I care not! for my little one is lost!  lost!

Nay, Razafil  not lost! said Ravonino, in a quiet but firm tone, for he saw the gleam increasing in the poor fathers eyes. Did you not say just now that she is singing with joy unspeakable the praises of His name?

The words were fitly spoken. The fathers agonised soul was quieted, but as quietness partly returned to him, a new expression appeared on his countenance.

Listen, he said, still holding the guides wrist in his powerful grasp. I go to my poor wife. She is safe in the cave with Réni-Mamba

Not in the cave you think of, interrupted the guide, explaining the change of abode which had been recently made by the Christian fugitives.

No matter, returned the bard, I know all the caves, and can find the one she has gone to. But now I must warn you  warn all of you who are Christians, he added, with emphasis, looking round upon the natives, if there be any such among you  that Queen Ranavalona has got one of her bad fits again. She has ordered that no one is to sing or pray to Jesus, or to read the Word of God, on pain of imprisonment, death, or being sold into slavery. Many have been sold already, and some have died. Things would have been even worse, for the English missionary has left Antananarivo, but Prince Rakota remains our friend. Still, he cannot save every one. He could not save my Raniva! Now, he added, turning to the guide abruptly, as if anxious to keep his mind from dwelling on his terrible bereavement, you must go to Antananarivo with all haste if you would save Rafaravavy, for she is in great danger.

The bard had touched a cord in Ravoninos breast which vibrated sensitively.

She has not confessed? She is not in prison? he asked, quickly, with emotion which was too powerful to be entirely suppressed.

As to confessing, returned Razafil, there is no need for her to do that, for it is well-known that she is a Christian; but the queen is fond of her and wishes to spare her. Nevertheless, she is so exceeding mad against us just now, that there is no saying when her forbearance may come to an end. If you would save Rafaravavy, you must get her out of the palace without delay.

The guide did not reply for a few seconds. It was evident, from the knitted brows and the pallor of his countenance, that he was endeavouring to make up his mind to some course of action. Suddenly the frown passed from his brow, his countenance became perfectly calm, and his eyes closed.

He is speaking with God, whispered Laihova to one who sat near him.

Laihova may have been right. If so, the prayer was a very brief one, for the guide turned almost immediately to Voalavo and explained that in the circumstances it was absolutely necessary for him and his comrades to depart at once for the capital.

The chief, being a sympathetic as well as a hilarious soul, made no objection, but rather urged him to make haste.

Ravonino then turned to his white companions, who could, of course, only guess at the meaning of all that had been said, and explained to them the whole matter. They rose at once, and, having no preparations to make, professed to be ready to start there and then.

Now, while they were yet speaking, the festive party received another surprise, or alarm, which was even more exciting than the previous one.

A young man suddenly burst into the village with the announcement that a body of the Queens soldiers were close at hand. They had been sent off in pursuit of Razafil, with directions to scour the country, and bring in as many Christian fugitives as possible, and he  the young man  being a fast runner, had been sent in advance by some friends of the bard to warn him of his danger.

I would not try to avoid them if I stood alone, said Razafil, softly. Should I shrink from dying for Jesus, after seeing my Raniva go to Him in a chariot of fire? But I stand not alone. My wife claims my support, and my little boy.

While he was speaking, it was seen that a few of the hunters, as well as one or two inhabitants of the village, rose quietly and left the place. These were either professing or suspected Christians, who were anxious to make their escape from the danger that threatened.

After bidding Voalavo farewell, the guide and his friends left the village and struck into the woods. They were accompanied by the bard a short distance, until a point was reached where their routes diverged, and here, after a few words of brotherly sympathy and counsel from Ravonino, the bereaved man went on his solitary way, and the others directed their course towards the capital.

Poor man, said Ebony, who looked over his shoulder with profound sorrow in his earnest eyes as long as the tall figure of the bard was in sight, Is most awrful sorry for im. Why dont dey hang Randalvalona, or shot er?

History teaches that its not always so easy as one might think to get rid of objectionable queens in that way, said Mark.

Hm! Id teach history suffin diffrent if I had my way, returned the negro.

But surely the great men around her might have some sort o power to clap a stopper on er? said Hockins.

They have some power, but not much, returned the guide, for Ranavalona is a passionate, self-willed, cruel woman; and when such a woman happens to be a despotic queen, nothing short of a revolution, or her death, can save the country. She usurped the throne in 1829, we have now reached 1857, so she has been reigning more than twenty-seven years, and a bitter reign it has been. There have been many persecutions of the Christians since it began. Hundreds have been slain; thousands have been sold into slavery; many more have been banished to pestilential districts, where disease has laid them low. God grant that this mad fit may not be the forerunner of another burst of cruelty.

But do you really think, said Mark, that Rafaravavy is in great danger? Did not the bard say that she is a favourite with the queen?

That is some security, but not much, for Ranavalona is changeable as well as cruel. But my dear one is in the hands of God. No harm can come to her unless He permits. Nevertheless, our God works not by miracles but by means, therefore it is my business, having the opportunity given me, to hasten to her rescue.

And it is mine to help you, said Mark, an impulse of youthful enthusiasm and sympathy swelling his heart as his mind suddenly reverted to the morning when he left England, and said his last good-bye to the fair one with the golden hair and the rosebud mouth and such lovely blue eyes!

But how, he continued, shall we best aid you in this matter?

That question I cannot answer immediately. When we draw near to the capital and hear what is going on I shall be able to form a plan. What we have to do just now is to travel fast. You are strong stout men, all of you. Do you think you can walk fast and far with little rest or sleep, and without breaking down?

I think so, answered Mark, modestly.

Is cock-sure ob it, said Ebony, if wes allowed lots o grub.

Im not quite so sure, said Hockins; you must remember Ive only got sea-legs on  but Ill try.

And he did try, and so did the others; with such success, too, that before the sun set that evening they had penetrated into the very heart of the mountain range which runs through the centre of the island.

There had not been much conversation on the way, for hill-climbing all day at top-speed is not compatible with small talk. Besides, the obvious anxiety of Ravonino rendered his companions less inclined than usual to engage in desultory remarks. Nevertheless there were occasions  during momentary halts to recover breath, or when clear bubbling springs tempted them to drink  when the prolonged silence was broken.

Putty stiff work dis hill-climbin, massa, said Ebony, during one of these brief halts, as he wiped the perspiration from his sable brow with the back of his hand. Lucky Is used to it.

Used to it? repeated Mark.

Yes. Dint I tell you I was born an raised among de Andes in Sout Ameriky?

To be sure, I forgot that, but there must be a considerable difference between the two mountain ranges.

Das troo, massa, but de diffrence dont make much diffrence to de legs. You see, wild rugged ground much de same wheder de mountains rise a few tousand foot, like dese, or poke der snow-topped heads troo de clouds right away up into de blue sky, like de Andes. Rugged ground is rugged ground, an hard on de legs all de same, an dis am rugged nuff even for Ockins!

The negro opened his huge mouth in an amiable laugh at his companion, who had taken advantage of the brief halt to give a hearty rub to his colossal limbs.

Rugged enough it is, no doubt, said the sailor, gravely, an it makes my sea-legs raither stiffish. But never you fear, Ebony; theyre tough, an will last as long as yours, anyhow.

Yous right, Ockins. Deyll last longer dan mine by eight or ten hinches  if not more.

Your jokes are small, Ebony, which is more than can be said for your mouth. Shut it, man, or some of usll go tumblin into it by accident.

While these two were indulging their little pleasantries, the guide and his friend Laihova had gone to the top of a neighbouring bluff to consult as to the best route to adopt in the present troubled state of the country.

The view from the commanding height on which they stood was indeed marked by a rugged grandeur which might have done credit even to the giant Andes themselves, and offered a variety of routes, or rather obstructions to routes, which might well perplex men who were eager to cross country swiftly.

The point which they had reached, and much of the range they had crossed, was formed of basalt in various stages of decomposition; but in the country before them, for several miles in advance, huge masses of granite and fragments of quartz indicated a change in the nature of the prevailing rock. The position of these masses, as well as their size, gave a wild Titanic aspect to much of the scenery.

Many enormous stones projected out of the ground at various angles. One of these stood out horizontally to the distance of between twenty and thirty feet, forming a cave under it, in which it was evident, from sundry suggestive appearances, that wayfarers were accustomed to lodge. The neighbourhood of this cave formed one of the most romantic and picturesque scenes they had yet seen. It was a dark narrow vale, in many places not less than five hundred feet deep, with a considerable stream at the bottom, which brawled among detached and shattered rocks, or was partly lost to view in its meanderings among the beautiful green shrubs which clothed its banks. Various kinds of birds twittered among the bushes, and wherever water expanded in the form of pond or lakelet numerous waterfowl sported on the surface.

A glorious prospect! exclaimed Mark, as he joined the guide and his friend, and a splendid place, I should think, for fugitives from persecution.

He pointed, as he spoke, to the scene on his right, where masses of rock varying from thirty to fifty feet in length projected from the side of the ravine. On the top of these rested other masses in a position that seemed to threaten destruction to all who ventured beneath them.

The caves of this region, said the guide, have served to shelter the Christians many a time. It looks as if God had provided these blocks of granite for this very purpose, for the caverns which extend beneath them are dark and intricate, having many entrances, and being lighted in some places by openings between the blocks, while in other places they are profoundly dark and of unknown extent. See also, if you look at the stream below, they form a splendid bridge. At this distance they do not seem large, but some of these blocks are not less than a hundred feet long. This whole region is infested by robbers, but the recent act of the Queen in sending troops out to scour the country for fugitive Christians seems to have driven them away. But if they had been here we should have had little to fear, for robbers are not usually fond of attacking even small parties of men who are well able to defend themselves; besides, they do not injure the outlawed Christians much. Perhaps they have a sort of fellow-feeling for us!

At this point Laihova spoke a few words to the guide in the native tongue. The latter nodded approval, and turning to Mark, said  

We have been consulting about our route. There are two roads  one rugged, round-about, and safe, which would take us a longer time, however, to reach the capital than the other, which is the regular beaten path, through the villages. But this latter way lays us open to the danger of meeting with soldiers, and of my being captured along with my friend Laihova. There would be no danger to you and your friends, for you are strangers.

Ravonino, said Mark, quickly, do what is best for rescuing Rafaravavy. We have no will but yours. We will follow wherever you choose to lead.

A quiet look of satisfaction played on the guides features as he turned to his friend.

What says Laihova? The Englishmen are willing to do whatever we wish.

Let us go by the villages. Let us push on by night as well as by day, said Laihova. Time flies! Ranavalona is mad! Rafaravavy is in danger!

It was finally arranged that, at this place, which was considerably to the south of Antananarivo, they should diverge to the right, so as to avoid certain points of danger, and arrive ultimately at the eastern side of the capital.

Having settled this point, the three men rejoined their comrades, who were still conversing amicably beside the spring. Thereafter they all descended into the valley by a steep and rugged pathway.




Chapter Twelve.

A Narrow Escape and Threatening Clouds.

Their progress after leaving the spot described in the last chapter was not so rapid as could have been desired by anxious men, for it was absolutely necessary to proceed with extreme caution.

Not only were the Queens troops out in various directions, but many of her spies had been seen prowling about, like the evil one they served, seeking whom they could devour. Of this the travellers were made aware at the first villages they came to; and as Ravonino had formerly been well-known at the capital, it became necessary for him not only to disguise himself, but to keep as much as possible out of sight.

Disguising himself was not very difficult, owing to the fact that when he lived in Antananarivo he had, like his father, worn a bushy beard. This had made him a marked man, for the Malagasy, as a rule, have little beard, and what little they possess is usually pulled out by the roots. Since he became a fugitive the guide had shaved closely. This of itself went a long way to change his appearance; but when, in addition, he had modified the arrangement of his hair, and stained his face of a darker hue, he had made himself almost unrecognisable, even by his best friends. His chief difficulty was with his voice, which had a mellow sweetness in it that resisted modification. However, by keeping silence, or speaking low, he hoped to escape recognition until he should reach the vicinity of the capital, where he had friends who would gladly receive and conceal him, even at the risk of their lives.

As to the great object that lay nearest his heart, he hoped to manage that through his friend Laihova, without himself entering the capital.

Our travellers soon reached the inhabited part of the country, where, being surrounded by men and women going about, as well as journeying towards the Antananarivo market with provisions, etcetera, they ceased to attract much attention. Of course the Englishmen were subjects of curiosity  sometimes of inquiry,  but as Laihova reported that they were men who had been cast on the southern coast of the island and whom he was guiding to the capital, suspicion was not aroused.

Laihova at this point became leader of the party, in order to enable the guide more easily to fall into the background; and he was all the more fitted for the position in that he had acquired a smattering of English from his friend Ravonino, and could both understand much of what was said to him and also make himself pretty well understood by his white friends.

This part of the journey was by no means without adventure, sometimes of a kind that filled them with anxiety.

One evening they approached a small hamlet, or group of cottages, where they learned, among other things, that two of the Queens spies were at that moment in the neighbourhood, searching for two ladies of the Court who had fled because Ranavalona had threatened them with imprisonment.

Are they young? asked Ravonino, forgetting his caution in his anxiety.

I know not, replied the man who had informed them of the fact. I think some one told me they were not young  but I forget.

The guide said no more. He regretted having said so much, for the man glanced at him suspiciously.

Affecting an air of unconcern he turned away and bade his comrades follow.

Come, he said, when out of ear-shot of the man, we must pass through this village quickly, for we know not in what house the spies may have taken up their quarters.

But, don you tink, suggested Ebony, dat we five could wallop any oder five men in de univarse, to say noting ob two spies?

A grim smile was all the reply that the guide gave him, as he walked quickly along the path that led out of the hamlet.

I have a friend, he said to Mark, who lives in a solitary cottage half-a-mile further on. He is rich, and, I think, a Christian man  but secretly, for fear of the Queen. We will call at his house in passing.

As he spoke, they approached a large house by the roadside, the owner of which, a brown old gentleman, was enjoying himself with his wife and family in front of it.

Is that your friend? asked Mark.

No; he lives in the house just beyond. We shall see it on clearing this group of trees.

The track which they were following led close past the large house above referred to, necessitating compliance with a custom of the country, which greatly surprised, and not a little amused, the Englishmen.

We have spoken of the residence as a house, because it belonged to one owner, but it would be more correct to call it a farm-steading, or a group of buildings. Except among the very poorest people, a Malagasy family has usually two or three houses in its enclosure  frequently more, for young married people often live beside their parents, and some houses are appropriated to slaves, while others are used as kitchens, etcetera, the whole being surrounded by a wall of clay. Where a house is near the public road they have usually a little square platform, called the fijerèna, in an angle of the wall, or at the gate, with steps leading up to it. Here the family sits, when the work of the day is over, to watch  and, doubtless, to criticise  the passers-by; also to do the polite according to Malagasy ideas, for it must be told that these people are very courteous. Even the poorest have a natural dignity and ease of manner about them.

As our travellers approached the house they were observed with much interest by the brown old gentleman and his comfortable-looking wife, and his pretty little light-brown daughter, and a very uncomfortable-looking elderly female with her head tied up, who were all squatted on the fijerèna.

When within hearing Laihova stopped, and said in the politest tone and manner possible  

Will you allow me to pass, sir?

Pray proceed, sir, replied the old gentleman, with a gracious smile.

This interchange of civilities was entirely formal, and stood in the place of the Englishmans opening remarks on the weather, to which a Malagasy would as soon think of referring, in this connection, as he would to the hatching of crocodiles eggs.

Then followed the conventional inquiry, How are you? How is it with you? which politenesses, in a number of variations unknown to Western speech, would have been continued, in ordinary circumstances, until the passers-by were beyond the range of hearing; but the appearance of the Englishmen induced the brown old gentleman on this occasion to beg the travellers to stop and accept his hospitality. This they declined to do, with many expressions of regret, on the ground that their business at the capital was urgent.

It would have gratified me much, said the old gentleman, to have entertained you. But you are all well, I hope?

Yes, we are very well, answered Laihova; and how do you feel?

I feel as well as possible. And is it well with you?

It is well with us. But it does not seem to be well with the lady, returned Laihova, glancing at the uncomfortable female with her head tied up.

No, it is not well with her. She has toothache on the north side of her head. Farewell, said the brown old gentleman, re-squatting on the fijerèna, as the travellers moved on; may you live, he shouted after them, when nearly out of ear-shot, and reach old age.

Great was the amusement of our travellers at all this, especially when Ravonino explained about the toothache. You must know, he said, that almost all the houses in the central provinces of the island are built with their length running north and south, or nearly so, and the people use the points of the compass in describing the position of things. Thus, if they tell a slave to look for a thing in the house, they will say, Look in the north, south, east, or west corner, or side; and they apply this rule to the person also. I once heard the member of a mission from England told by his host that some rice was sticking to his moustache. The missionary wiped the wrong side. No, said the host, it is on the southern side of your moustache.

Do you know, said Mark Breezy, that is not so strange to me as you might suppose; for I was once told by a friend who lived in the Scottish Highlands, that an old woman there actually said to her that she had toothache on the east side of her head!

Further comment on this point was arrested by their coming suddenly in sight of the house where the guides friend dwelt.

You had better stay here at the edge of this wood, while I go forward alone, said the guide; because although the man is kind, and has always professed to be my friend, I am not quite sure of him. It is well to be cautious. If I wave my hand to you, come up to the house, all will be well. If things dont seem favourable I will return to you  but keep close; dont show yourselves needlessly. You see, my friend is an officer of the palace. If friendly he can be very useful to us, if unfriendly he can be dangerous.

But why run risk by going near him at all? asked Mark.

We must run risk when life and death are in the balance, replied the guide, shortly.

Concealed by the bushes, the travellers watched their companion as he went up to the house. Before he reached it a man opened the door and stepped out. Suddenly this man seemed to burst into a furious passion. He grasped Ravonino by the throat, almost threw him on his back, and, seizing a stick, began to belabour him violently, while two other men appeared at the door of the house, and, from their inordinate laughter, seemed fully to enjoy the scene.

Hi! exclaimed Ebony in shrill falsetto, as he jumped up in blazing wrath, intending to rush to the rescue, but Hockins grasped his woolly head and pulled him back.

Obey orders, you black grampus! Dee think hes a babby as cant take care of himself? Didnt he tell us to keep close?

Great as had been the surprise of the watchers at this sudden and unprovoked assault, it was as nothing compared with their astonishment when they saw their guide fairly turn tail and run towards them, closely followed by the furious man, who continued to thrash him all the time.

As Ravonino drew near, the angry man seemed to have exhausted himself, for he fell behind, and finally stopped. The guide ran on at full speed until he reached the wood, but did not even then slacken his speed. As he ran past his friends, however, he exclaimed in a sharp, stern voice  

Follow me!

Laihova obeyed with the unquestioning readiness of a faithful hound. The others followed suit with the open eyes of perplexity and amazement!

Reaching a sequestered dell in a few minutes, Ravonino suddenly stopped and turned round with a calm air of satisfaction.

Well, dis am de most awrful supprise Ise had since my mudder give me my fust wollopin.

The expression on the negros face rendered the remark needless.

It was well done, said the guide, seating himself on the trunk of a fallen tree.

Amost too well done! returned Hockins, with a touch of sarcasm.

Do you know, continued the guide gravely, Ive had a narrow escape? The two men you saw laughing at the door are the very men we have been trying to avoid,  the Queens spies,  whom I have long known, and who would certainly have discovered me in spite of my shaved and stained face if we had come to talk to each other in the same room. Luckily my friend is smart as well as true. He knew my voice at once. To have talked with me, or warned me, or let me enter his house, would have been fatal. His only resource lay in thrashing me off his premises  as you have seen. How he will explain matters to the spies I know not, but I can trust him for that.

Das most awrful clebber! exclaimed Ebony, his every feature broadening with delight at the success of the ruse.

But what are we to do now? asked Mark.

Wait till he comes here. He told me to wait.

What! Told you?

Ay  you dont suppose he let his tongue lie idle while he was using his stick. Of course I was myself taken aback at first when he seized me by the throat, but two or three muttered words in the midst of his anger opened my eyes, and I ran at once. All the way as he ran after and belaboured me he was giving me important information in furious tones! The spies are only staying with him for a short rest. When they are gone he will come and find us here.

Hes a born actor, said Hockins.

True  and he acted some of his blows heavier than I could have wished, in his anxiety to impress his information on me! said the guide.

What is his name? asked Mark.

Fisatra. He is named after a great chief who lived in this district not long ago.  But here he comes to speak for himself.

At that moment a tall, fine-looking man, of very dark complexion, and clad in the ample folds of a beautiful lamba, approached them. His whole countenance was wrinkled with the lines of fun, and his brilliant teeth glistened as he smilingly held out his hand to the Englishmen, and asked them to accept his hospitality.

As they passed into the house they saw two slave-girls pounding rice in a large wooden mortar, with two enormous wooden pestles, while the savoury steam that arose from some invisible kitchen served to put a finer edge on their already sharpened appetites.

When the mats were spread, and the feast was being enjoyed, Ravonino asked the host how he had got rid of the spies, and how he managed to explain his conduct without raising their suspicions.

Nothing easier, said Fisatra, while his broad shoulders heaved with an inward chuckle. You know that I used to be feared in the palace in days gone bye because of my violent nature, and the way in which I used to knock about the furniture and make the household slaves  sometimes the household troops  scurry when I was in a rage. Yet Im sure you know very well, (he looked sheepishly innocent here), that I never was an angry man  at least not a cruel one. But thats all changed. I am one of your set now, though no one suspects it. Since I met Mr Ellis

Is Mr Ellis here just now? interrupted Ravonino, anxiously.

Not now, answered Fisatra; he departed some weeks ago, but I believe has not yet left the coast. And now there is no check on the Queens violence. Well, as I was about to say, I took to the old habit in pretence, as you have seen, and when I returned from thrashing you I went storming through the house, kicking about the pots and pans, and foaming at the mouth in such a way that I not only stopped the spies laughing, but put them in fear of their lives.

Again the fun-wrinkles corrugated the visage of Fisatra, and his mighty shoulders heaved with internal explosions.

After I had calmed down a bit, he continued, the spies ventured to ask timidly if that was a great enemy that I had beaten. This set me into, a worse passion than ever. Enemy? I shouted no  no  not an enemy  he  hes a  a but I got no further than that, for I didnt know what to say, and I wouldnt lie, so I took to foaming and stamping again! At last I said, Dont speak to me about him  excuse me, my friends; I cant stand it  and  and the rice is nearly ready. You must be hungry! I said this with a look and tone as if another fit was coming on. They excused themselves. No, they said, we are not hungry, and we have yet far to go this day before the sun descends. The Queens orders will not wait. And off they went, glad to get out of my way. Truly, if it is sinful to get in a rage, it is useful sometimes to act it! So now, my friends, eat  eat  while you have the chance, and fear not the return of the spies!

Tell me, said the guide, anxiously, are you sure that Rafaravavy is still safe?

She is still safe  but no one knows how long that may be, for she is fearless, and utters the forbidden prayers even in the presence of the Queen. If it had not been for the love that Ranavalona bears her, she would have been tossed from the rock of hurling long ago.

Faithful, even unto death, said the guide, with a look and tone in which pathos and triumph were strangely blended.

She has not yet been tried to that extent, but if she is, God will enable her to stand firm, said Fisatra, whose grave child-like sincerity, when talking of religious subjects, was not less impulsively honest and natural than were the outbursts of his fun when another humour stirred his feelings.

The rock to which he alluded was a frightful precipice at one side of the city from which criminals were usually hurled  a spot which is hallowed by the blood of many Christian martyrs who perished there during the long reign of that tyrant queen Ranavalona.

Has then the queen forbidden the Christians to pray? asked Ravonino.

Have you not heard?  but of course you have not, being an outlaw and having only just returned. Recently a very bad fit has come over the Queen. You know that for some years past there have been a few French people living in Antananarivo, who by their knowledge and skill in mechanics and mercantile matters have made themselves useful to our government. These men lately tried to dethrone the Queen, on pretence of delivering the country from her cruelties, and establishing a French Protectorate. They gained over some of our chief men, collected in one of their houses a large quantity of weapons and ammunition, and had even fixed the night when the palace was to be invaded, the Queen seized, and the Protectorate set up. Fortunately the plot came to my knowledge. I say fortunately, because a bad queen is better than a French Protectorate, for the first will die, but the latter might never end! Well, I at once informed the Queen, who had the conspirators seized and banished from the country for ever. Among them were a Roman Catholic lady and two Jesuits. The anger of the Queen was of course very great, and she has had, as I have said, a very bad fit against the Christians; for, as these unprincipled conspirators have the name though none of the reality of Christians, she naturally mixed us all up together  and I know not what the end will be, but I have much fear, because the Queen is very angry.

Has she done nothing yet? asked Ravonino.

Nothing  except threaten and fume. But when the black cloud is overhead, and muttering thunder is heard, one knows too well what to expect  especially when one has been exposed to the storm in former years.

The sun is shining behind the black cloud and it will break through when the Master wills, said Laihova, joining in the conversation for the first time that evening, and looking earnestly at his friend Ravonino, as if the words were meant for his ear alone  as indeed they were.

Thanks, thanks, my friend, for the comforting words, said Ravonino, and I take shame to myself that my faith is so weak.

You will spend the night with me? said their host to the guide.

No, Fisatra, I dare not delay. Even now I may be too late. I will journey all night.

Ravonino rose quickly and prepared to go. The others followed his example, and soon the party was proceeding rapidly along the high-road towards the capital, under a cloudless sky and a galaxy of twinkling stars.




Chapter Thirteen.

Arrival at the Capital  Queen Ranavalonas Troubles and Perplexities.

Towards sunrise on the following morning our travellers, on passing out of a rather dense piece of plantation which crowned the brow of a low hill, came in sight of the capital  Antananarivo. It was still in the far distance, with many a rice-field and garden between, but distinctly visible, for it occupies the summit and slopes of a considerable hill.

Here, then, through the goodness of God, we have reached the end of our journey, said Ravonino, halting, and I must remain behind, while you, my friends, push on to the city. Fain would I go with you, but that would ruin all, for I am a known and marked man. Laihova will now guide you, and tell you what to do. I have just one word for you at parting. Be peaceful, do not take offence. Interfere not with our customs. Use not the fist, and commit your way to God.

The guide looked so pointedly at Ebony while he spoke that that sable comrade could not help noticing it.

What you looks so hard at me for, hey? demanded the negro.

Because you are somewhat hot-tempered and apt to get people into scrapes, answered Ravonino, with a slight twinkle in his eye.

Me ot-tempered! exclaimed Ebony, in surprise, with an appealing glance at his comrades. Id knock you down, Ravonino, for sayin dat, only it would be like as if what you says true! Ob all de niggers on art Is de meekest, quietest  jest like a babby; why, my moder always said so, an surely she ought to know!

No doubt she knew, whatever she said, observed Hockins, with a laugh.

We will be careful, said Mark. But are your people, then, so particular, that we should require this caution?

Well, they are not very different from other people, replied the guide, and if things had been as usual I should have had no fear; but when Queen Ranavalona has one of her bad fits, theres no saying what she may do. Her banishing the Europeans is a bad sign. I would that I had not brought you here, but there is no help for it now. We have been seen by many people. The news will spread to the town, and if you did not soon appear you would be suspected as spies, and the country would be scoured in search of you. No, there is nothing for it now but a bold face and an honest purpose.

Humph! ejaculated Ebony, yous a fine feller to talk bout bold faces an honest purpusses, wen youre goin to steal a young ooman out ob de pallis, fro under de bery nose ob do queen!

To help Rafaravavy to escape of her own free will is not theft, replied the guide, gravely. When we are persecuted in one city Scripture advises us to flee to another.

Das true, Ravonino. No offence meant. Gib us your flipper, old boy!

Grasping the guides hand, the negro shook it warmly, and at the same time vowed that he would be most awrful careful, and that he would bring Rafaravavy to his feet, dead or alive, though he should have to fight the whole town single-handed to effect his object.

It was a Thursday evening when they stood thus conversing. They had kept count of the days because of the guides quiet but firm determination to rest in camp on the Sabbath  a plan which, although they had no very strong principle on the subject, commended itself to the rest of the party because of the pleasant effect of the days rest on both soul and body, for it afforded opportunity to have long and earnest talks with Ravonino about the former days of persecution, as well as quiet strolls, alone or in couples, and  it must be admitted  occasional slumbers in the cool shade of bush or tree!

I have purposely contrived, said the guide, that, by walking all night, you shall arrive early to-morrow  Friday  because it is market-day in the town, and you will be less noticed as well as more amused by what you see than if you were to arrive on any other day. Go, and God go with you! I shall be found in the cave that Laihova knows of. Farewell.

He turned, with a wave of his hand, as he spoke, and re-entered the bush, while the others, taking the most direct route to Antananarivo, descended into the open country. Soon they were involved in the crowds which were passing along all the roads leading to the city. The people were either taking their goods for sale or going to make purchases  mayhap to meet friends or kindred.

All night Laihova led his friends at a smart pace. Next day, as the first object of our travellers was to get into the town without attracting attention, they kept in the thick of the throng all the way up to the market-place. Of course the people nearest them took special note of the two Englishmen, and some were inquisitive, but, by telling the simple facts regarding their arrival in Madagascar, Laihova removed any unpleasant suspicions that might have arisen regarding them.

The crowds increased as they advanced, and the numbers were still further augmented, as well as diversified, by the Hova army, which they came upon exercising on a plain just below the city. Ascending the sides of the steep hill on which Antananarivo stands, they obtained a magnificent view of the animated scene, which conveyed the impression rather of a grand holiday than an ordinary market-day. This, no doubt, was largely owing to the operations of the soldiers, whose manoeuvres Hockins watched with a critical eye, for his father, having been a soldier, had made him intimately acquainted with the drill as practised in the British army at that period.

Why, I do believe the fellers are speakin English! he said, in some surprise.

Not wonder much, for Ingleesh drilld um, said Laihova, who, since they parted from Ravonino, had begun to use his broken English to the best of his power. It must be said that that power was not great, even at the best.

He explained to his friends that Radama the First  that wise king who had been so fond of the English, and had done so much to aid the missionaries, abolish the slave-trade, and civilise his people  had, among other changes, remodelled his army after the British pattern, and had obtained the services of non-commissioned officers from the Mauritius to drill his troops. These organised them into divisions, brigades, regiments, companies, etcetera, and as they found no native words suitable to express military evolutions, they introduced their own English words of command, which have remained in use ever since.

By means of this army of Hova troops, and the flint-lock weapon known familiarly as Brown Bess, Radama succeeded in subduing all the native chiefs of Madagascar, with only a few exceptions, and thus became the recognised king of an island considerably larger than Great Britain. Being an enlightened and well-disposed monarch, he made good use of the power thus acquired. It was only after his death in 1828 that a retrograde movement set in, as we have said, under the wicked Queen Ranavalona.

It is one of the misfortunes of our fallen condition that rectitude in any course, however good, cannot long be maintained  at least in reasonable perfection. The army which had enabled Radama to pursue on the whole a beneficent course, ere long began to make its creator know its power. Feeling his dependence on it, Radama adopted the unwise policy of increasing the military influence, and weakening that of the civil officials, the heads of the people, and other functionaries whose position was derived from ancient political arrangements. Public offices of honour and importance were given to military officers rather than to civilians, and this unfair exaltation of the military over the civilian class led, as it always does, to tyranny and injustice.

The system of service was in itself a gross form of injustice to the people, for, although the theory of service does not at first sight appear unjust, the practice of it was very much so. More than the half  perhaps nearly two-thirds  of the whole effective male population of the central province were enrolled either as officers or privates. These received no pay, except an occasional gift of a lamba, and about a weeks rice during the year! The soldiers were indeed freed from money taxes in consideration of their service, but this was small compensation for the hardships that it entailed. Although the drills at ordinary times did not occur more frequently than for a day or two every fortnight, much time was taken up in passing to and from the exercises, especially in the case of those who lived at a distance, and thus found it almost impossible to cultivate their own rice-fields. Frequently, also, the officers would not allow the men to return home without a money bribe. In short, the private soldier was little better than a slave  in some cases worse  while the officers of the highest rank possessed unreasonable power.

Military rank was founded on a system which led to some absurdities. It was reckoned by numbers, commencing with one honour for the private, two honours for the corporal, three for the sergeant, and so on up to thirteen for a field-marshal of the higher rank  a few having sixteen honours! Those thus highly honoured were not numerous; but the number of officers of lower grade was much greater in proportion to privates, than in the British army. Indeed from a third to a fourth of the army was composed of officers, so that ta Phairshon, with his excess of pipers over fighting men, would not have appeared very outrageous in the eyes of the Malagasy troops!

These officers had an eye to profitable business when not on service. It is stated by the missionaries that when engaged in building their churches and schools they sometimes found they had a field-marshal for a foreman, a colonel for mason or carpenter, a major for bricklayer, and so on! Above the thirteenth rank the numbers were very few, and of the sixteenth there were not above half-a-dozen.

Good, stout, courageous fellows were the men whom John Hockins and his comrades saw that day manoeuvring below them on the plain of Imahamasina; men who, although by no means comparable to European troops in precision of movement, understood their work nevertheless, and would have proved themselves formidable opponents to deal with in war. Laihova further informed them that the first man who organised the force was a Sergeant Brady, who began his work in the year 1816, carried it on for many years, and rose to the rank of major-general in the service of King Radama. After General Bradys death, the native officers continued the work on the same lines.

But in costume and appearance these soldiers were what is familiarly known as a queer lot! The uniform of the rank and file consisted of a tunic and trousers of white material, with a narrow-brimmed straw hat painted white, cross-belts and cartouche-box  by no means an unbecoming dress. But it was worn only at drills and reviews and state ceremonies. At other times, when on duty, soldiers went about almost naked, and the contrast of their dirty-white cross-belts with their brown breasts was curious, to say the least, while their straw hats and slovenly gait suggested anything but soldierly bearing.

The variety of dress indulged in, however, by the crowd of officers was outrageous as well as mirth-provoking.

Why it seems to me, said Mark, that every officer may put on what seemeth right in his own eyes! I see old regimental red coats and pantaloons; hats and shakos that must have been worn a hundred years ago. I even see what looks at this distance like naval uniforms and cocked hats, and no two of them seem to be dressed alike.

Mark looked inquiringly at Laihova as he spoke, but that dignified native merely smiled, and made a slight inclination of his head, as if to say, Just so, thats the way we do it here!

Why do they let civilians mix wi them? asked Hockins, pointing to a particular part of the field.

To keep em cibil, I spose, suggested Ebony.

Where? asked Laihova, with a puzzled look.

There  dont you see em? Fellers all in black  with bell-toppers  beavers  chimney-pots on  I dont know what you call em here.

Them be officers too, said Laihova.

And this was true, for the higher grades of officers usually appeared at drill in a full suit of black cloth, with the common black silk hat doing duty as a helmet, and contrasting oddly enough with the rough home-made scabbardless sword, which was carried naked in the hand.

On some occasions, as our travellers afterwards learned, these regiments turned out in every variety of costume, with coats, hats, vests, and trousers, of all colours and patterns  as if they had been got up by an extensive dealer in old clothes. This passion for variety even extended to the officers of the palace, with whom, however, the material was of the best as well as gayest  for they were all gorgeously clad in blue and scarlet cloth; and velvet, with gold and silver lace, embroidery, feathers, etcetera,  but what nation, even in the so-called civilised world, is free from barbarism in this respect?

One pair of eyes beheld this review on that Friday with something of fiendish satisfaction. These belonged to no less a personage than Queen Ranavalona herself. High up on the balcony of her palace she sat under the shade of a scarlet umbrella.

That very day she had had an angry interview with her Prime Minister, Rainiharo, in reference to her only child Prince Rakota, who was a young man of mild gentle disposition, as kind to the Christians as his mother was cruel and unjust. Indeed it was believed that he himself was among the Christians, for he dared openly to defend them before his mother, and often protected them secretly from her violence. Rainiharo, the Prime Minister, on the contrary, was their bitter foe, and in his interview with the Queen above mentioned, had ventured to accuse the prince of aiding in the protection of those who practised the proscribed religion.

The one redeeming point in the character of Ranavalona was her love for this son. When asked to punish the prince for his conduct, she would say in tones of tenderness that seldom issued from her lips, Is he not my son  my only son? Alas! she had little pity for the son or daughter of any one else, whether only or otherwise!

The dress of Ranavalona, as she sat in her balcony under her scarlet umbrella observing the troops, was gorgeous, but the greater part of it was hidden under the voluminous folds of the scarlet lamba of finest English broad-cloth with which her person was enveloped. Here and there, however, portions of a rich silk dress of European manufacture could be seen, as well as various gold and silver rings, bracelets, chains, charms, and ornaments of ivory. Scarlet being the royal colour, only the Sovereign is entitled to wear the scarlet lamba or use the scarlet umbrella. The Queens lamba was ornamented heavily with gold-lace. Her head was not much decorated, but her hair was anointed with that hideous horror of the sick-room, castor-oil! the odour of which, however, was disguised, or rather mixed, with a leaf which smelt like nutmeg.

I will submit to this no longer, said the Queen, with a stern frown. Have I not said it? Is the will of Ranavalona to be thwarted?

This remark was, in the conversation above mentioned, made to the Prime Minister, a stern old man, dressed in a scarlet coat with huge gold epaulettes, and profusely braided with gold-lace, blue pantaloons, also gold-laced, and a magnificent brazen-sheathed sword. He stood at the Queens elbow with a perplexed expression of countenance, being the bearer of news about the effect of which he felt uncertain. But Rainiharo was a bold man as well as a bad one.

Your will, madam, is sure to be thwarted, he replied, as long as you suffer Prince Rakota to act as he pleases. Your son is a Christian. He prays with the Christians and encourages them in this new doctrine. We are lost if your Majesty does not stop the prince in his strange self-willed ways.

But, repeated the Queen, he is my son  my only, my beloved son! Let him do what he pleases. If he wishes to be a Christian, let him  he is my beloved son!

But, madam, urged Rainiharo, who hated Rakota, if your son resists your will what becomes of the Government? I know that Rakota

Cease to speak to me of Rakota, interrupted the Queen, impatiently. He is my son, I tell you. I love him. Let him alone  he will not disobey me.

Prince Ramonja, it is said, has also joined the Christians, continued the minister, with a slightly cynical expression.

Is this true? demanded Ranavalona, fiercely, while she seemed to grind her teeth in wrath.

I have reason to believe it.

Let inquiry be made, and if it proves to be true, said the Queen, sternly, let Ramonja be deprived of all his military honours, reduce him to the ranks, and fine him heavily.

But he is your own nephew, madam, returned the Minister, simply, yet with a touch of sarcasm in his tone.

It matters not. It is of our mercy that he does not die, as many others have died before him. Let my orders be obeyed if Ramonja is guilty. Let him be a warning to others in the palace, for it has come to my ears that some of our courtiers are hankering after this religion that seems to have turned my people mad. Indeed it is said that some related to yourself are among them.

She looked pointedly at Rainiharo as she spoke, and the prime minister winced, for he had lately discovered that his own son was among the number of the praying people. Recovering himself in a moment, however, he merely said that he was not aware of any of his kindred having fallen away from the customs of their ancestors.

I hope not, returned the Queen, darkly, for degradation and slavery, if not death, await them if they do. Go. Let a proclamation be made to-day in the market-place. Let my people and the army know that I have resolved to extinguish Christianity. Tell those officers who have become Christians, or have taken any part in religious teaching, that they shall lose their honours. They have transgressed my laws and deserve death, but through the supplications of the people of Imérina their lives are spared. But their honours, I say, shall be thrown into the river and carried over the cataract of Ifarahantsana, for they are trying to change the customs of our ancestors. Of some, half the honours shall be thrown into the river. Of others, one-third of their honours shall be thrown in, and some shall lose all their honours; the precise number shall be in proportion to their offences. Moreover, continued the angry woman, as she worked herself into a state of great wrath, there must be no more praying; no more psalm-singing among my people; no more

She stopped suddenly and listened, while the veins in her neck and forehead seemed to swell almost to bursting, for at that moment the clear notes of a sweet female voice came from some distant part of the palace and broke softly on her ear. There was no mistaking the nature of the music, for the Queen had long been familiar with the music of the psalms in which the praying people were wont to sing praise to the name of Jesus.

Who sings? she asked, with a fierce look at Rainiharo.

The prime minister again gave vent to a very slight touch of sarcasm as he replied, I think it is Rafaravavy.

This time the queen noted the tone, and sharply ordered her minister to be gone and do her bidding.

Now, Rafaravavy was a lady of the palace, as we have said, and a great favourite with her royal mistress, but the queens affection for the girl had been severely tested since the latter showed symptoms of a leaning towards the Christian religion. It is probable that Ranavalona would have cared little as to what her favourite thought about Christianity if she had only kept quiet, but Rafaravavy was one of those earnest straightforward souls who are prone to act in accordance with their conscientious beliefs without regard to consequences. She did not indeed go about endeavouring to proselytise the household, for she was naturally timid, soft-hearted, and meek, but she made no attempt to conceal her opinions and her sympathy with the persecuted Christians. She had even gone the length of interceding for them once or twice when she found her mistress in an amiable mood, but the explosion of wrath which resulted warned her not to presume again in that way.

For some time Ranavalona sat brooding over the mystery of that religion, which, notwithstanding all her power and cruelty, she had, after so many years of tyranny, been unable to suppress. Then she sent for Rafaravavy.

The girl, who in a few minutes entered her presence, was possessed of no ordinary beauty. Her delicate features and oval face were much lighter in complexion than those of the other ladies of the court, resembling rather those of a Spanish brunette than a Hova beauty. Her eyes were large, soft, and lustrous; her nose was straight and thin, and her mouth small, with an expression of habitual gravity which made her smile, when it came, all the more attractive. Little wonder that poor Ravonino had lost his heart to her, for, besides beauty of countenance, the girl was endowed with a sylph-like form, a sprightly disposition, and the sweet grace of humility.

You have disobeyed me, Rafaravavy, said the Queen as she entered.

Forgive me! answered the girl in a low musical voice. I did not think my song of praise would reach your ear. It was meant only for my God and Saviour.

Is your God then deaf, that you must sing so loud? asked the Queen, sharply.

He is not deaf, blessed be His name! exclaimed the maiden, with enthusiasm, neither is His arm shortened that it cannot save. Oh! if you

Stop! cried the angry Queen, you have presumed to talk to me thus too often. You deserve to die for singing psalms. Have you given up praying since I forbade it?

There was that in the voice of Ranavalona which alarmed the girl, and caused her to tremble as she replied, with some hesitation, that she still prayed.

Instead of giving way to another burst of passion the Queen adopted a bantering tone, and said  

Come, Rafaravavy, tell me what you pray for.

I pray for the pardon of my sins.

Is that all? Surely you pray for something more than that. Something nice that you want very much.

Yes, continued the girl, becoming somewhat pale, yet praying silently for courage even while she spoke. Yes, I pray for the pardon of  of your sins, and

Go on! Why do you stop?

And that your eyes may be opened that you may see the King in His beauty, and be drawn to Him by the cords of love, so that you may cease to persecute the Christians and learn to join with them in praising the name of Jesus who redeemed us from destruction, and is ready and willing to save us from our sins.

While Rafaravavy was speaking Ranavalona put her hand over her eyes. When the former ceased, she did not remove the hand, but said, in a tone which the poor girl could not quite understand  

Go! Enough. Leave me!

As Rafaravavy left the balcony, a prepossessing youth of delicate form and gentle mien emerged upon it by another door.

Mother, he said, earnestly, do, do give me leave to recall your proclamation. I have just heard of it from Rainiharo. Believe me, many of the nobles are not so good  I mean so guilty!  as you think. And the poor Christians  why should they not pray and sing? It is all that you have left to them, for they no longer dare to worship together in the churches.

No, Rakota, I will not recall it. Your constant pleading worries me. It is enough to say that the people shall be examined  by the tangena ordeal if necessary  and they shall be punished according to their deserts. Is that all that you come here for, my son?

It was evident from her tone that Ranavalona relented a little, though her words were firmly spoken.

I came also to tell you, said the prince, that the Europeans whom your spies brought news of some time ago have arrived. They are even now in the market-place. By my orders the guards have let them pass without question.

Always interfering, Rakota! said the Queen, angrily. Why were they not seized and guarded till I should find time to speak with them?

Because, mother, that would scarcely be a civil way of receiving strangers.

Strangers! Spies you should have said. Have you forgotten the ungrateful Frenchmen who so lately tried to overturn my government?

But these are not Frenchmen. They are English, said the prince, and I will answer for them being good and true men.

No doubt English are better than French  at least I hate them less; but they are all pale-faced liars and Christians, and none of them shall remain in my land. But how can you tell, boy, that they are good and true men? Have you had speech with them?

Not I, returned the prince. I have only seen them as they entered the town, but that was enough. One glance satisfied me of their being true men. When the sun rises it needs not much wisdom to know that there is heat and light. An honest face is like the sun. You cannot fail to know it.

Go, foolish boy. You are too confident. I will not tolerate Europeans. These men shall be arrested. Hence, and send hither an officer.

Finding that the Queen was not in a temper to be trifled with, Rakota wisely made no reply, but bowed and went his way. In delivering the message to the officer, however, he whispered such words to him as secured a little delay in the execution of the royal commands.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Prime Minister lays Deep Plans  So does his Nephew  The Great Market-Place  A Friend in Deadly Peril, and our Three Heroes come to Grief.

Returning to his own quarters in the palace, and chafing to find that some one had informed the Queen about his sons defection, Rainiharo encountered a favourite nephew, named Soa, who had also, unknown to his uncle, given up idolatry, and, like Prince Ramonja, been led to embrace the Gospel through the instrumentality of Prince Rakota.

Well met, Soa, said the premier, I have a proclamation to make which will bring sorrow to the hearts of some of these hated Christians.

He paused a moment, as if in thought, and Soa, a fine-looking young man of pleasant countenance and agile frame, seemed about to reply, but checked himself.

Now, my boy, resumed the old man, I have a piece of work for you to do. You have heard of the arrival of the Englishmen?

Yes, uncle.

Well, I have reason to believe that they have been led hither by that son of a thunderbolt, Ravoninohitriniony, and that he is even now in hiding in the neighbourhood. At the gate you will find one of our spies who will conduct you to the cavern in which he lies concealed. Of course I could have him seized at once if I chose, but I have a deeper game to play, and want to make Ravoninohitriniony an unwitting instrument. It seems that more of the people in the palace are Christians than I knew of. It has come to my ears that some of these intend going stealthily to the cave to meet Ravoninohitriniony, for they are fond of this son of a wild-boar, and probably hope to have news by him of their banished kindred.

Lest it should be supposed that we are putting flippant expressions into the mouth of Rainiharo, we may explain that the Malagasy define an ungrateful man as the son of a thunderbolt, and sometimes as the offspring of a wild-boar, because  so they say  the young of the wild-boar, when running by the side of its dam, continually gets in advance and turns round to bite her. The ingratitude of which our friend Ravonino was supposed to be guilty, consisted in his having forsaken the idols of the country and renounced the favour of the Queen by becoming a Christian, preferring, like Moses, to suffer affliction with the banished people of God.

No doubt, continued the premier, they will be praying and psalm-singing. Now, knowing your detestation of these Christians, I have resolved to send you to their meeting as a Christian. You are wise enough to know how to act when among them. Take note of the men and women you see there, whether high or low; make out a list of them, and bring it to me. Death and chains shall be their portion, for I am fully more determined than the Queen is to stamp out this religion. Go, and do as I bid ye as quickly as you can.

For a few seconds the youth stood perplexed and irresolute. Then he said, suddenly, Yes, uncle, I will go, according to your bidding, as a Christian! and hastily left the room.

Meanwhile Mark Breezy and his companions, led by Laihova, followed the throng of country-folk to the market-place. They had passed the guard at the gate by means of that potent talisman, silver, before which few gates are permanently closed. If the party had sought to pass with any pomp or circumstance, or if they had carried merchandise along with them, they could not have passed so easily; but Laihova had only to bestow some bits of silver on the guard and the way was at once clear. They might have passed without it, however, had they known of Rakotas interference in their favour.

We speak of bits of silver advisedly, for the Malagasy take the simplest and most literal way of making small change; they clip their dollars into little pieces of various sizes, and therewith transact the business that in other lands is settled with pence. As these clippings are not very accurate, however, they weigh the pieces, and for this purpose every one carries about with him a tiny pair of scales in his waist-cloth. These dollars were all foreign coins, for the Malagasy at that time had, (and we believe still have), no native coinage. All silver that comes to their net is considered good fish. The standard coin is the Spanish dollar, but one will find every variety of European and American money in circulation among them. The method of clipping and weighing the small change might be thought somewhat cumbrous in European markets, for the dollar is cut up into eight sikàjy, (each about sixpence); the sikàjy into nine èranambàtra, and each èranambàtra into ten vàry-venty, each of which last is about the weight of a plump grain of rice. Four weights, marked with a government stamp, are used in weighing the money. These weights are equal, respectively, to about a half-a-dollar, a quarter-dollar, sixpence, and fourpence. Other amounts are obtained by varying these in the opposite scales and adding grains of rice. But all this forms no difficulty in Madagascar. Like most Easterns the natives there dearly love to haggle and prolong a bargain  as our travellers found to their amusement that day; for not only were the principals vociferous in their disputatious, but the bystanders entered into the spirit of the thing and volunteered their opinions!

Profound was the interest of the white men in this market, and deep was the absorption of Ebony, for that amiable negro had a faculty of totally forgetting himself and absolutely projecting himself into the shoes of other people, thus identifying himself with their interests  a faculty which cost him many anxious, indignant, pathetic, and hilarious moments.

Das a most straornary sight, he said, looking round with glistening eyes and expanded lips at the crowds of people who pressed along the road leading to Zomà, the great market-place.

By the way they stare at you, Ebony, said Hockins, they evidently think you something straornary!

Not at all, Ockins. Yous wrong, as usual, retorted the negro. Dey quite used to black mans, but I tink dis de fust time dat some ob dem hab saw a man wid a face like putty.

There was indeed some ground for the negros remark, for the people crowded round our heroes and gazed at them with undisguised interest.

The market-place was well suited to give some idea of the various types of countenance among the different tribes from distant parts of the island, also for making acquaintance with the products of the country and the manufactures of the people. It was a sort of museum and centre of commerce combined, with all the varied incidents, comical, semi-tragic, and otherwise, for which markets in general are more or less famed.

Here were to be seen great heaps of earthenware of red clay  pans for cooking rice, water-jars, bottles, and dishes of all sorts, as well as English crockery, especially that with the old willow-pattern design! There were great varieties of straw hats, beautifully made of rice and other straw. Elsewhere might be seen iron-work of native manufacture, some of it displaying considerable taste and skilful workmanship. There were also beds, with well-turned posts, made of a wood like mahogany, and the mattresses for these were stuffed with down from a certain flower, which made soft and comfortable couches. Lambas of many kinds were also to be seen, from those of coarse ròfia cloth to those of finer and more ornamental material  though the finest silk lambas and the more expensive European goods were not often exposed for sale there, but were to be had at the houses of the traders and manufacturers. One part of the market was devoted to wood for the rafters and framework of houses, another to the sale of vegetables and fruits  among which were sweet potatoes, manioc, beans, maize, peaches, bananas, mangoes, pine-apples, oranges, lemons, pumpkins, melons, grapes, Cape gooseberries, mulberries, guavas, pomegranates, and many others, besides bread-fruit and rice  which last is the staple food of the people.

Oh! I say, Ockins, whispered Ebony at this point, my mouts a-waterin.

Well, mines somethin in the same way, returned the seaman, but we havent a rap to buy with.

Whether Laihova overheard the whisper or not we cannot tell, but he stopped at that moment, purchased a large quantity of the tempting fruit, and handed it, without a word, to his friends, who received it with becoming gratitude.

Yous a trump, Hovey, said the negro, as he put a whole peach into his capacious mouth.

Ditto, said Hockins, performing the same feat with a banana.

Do I hear music? said Mark Breezy.

An dont I smell rum? remarked Hockins.

An doesnt I hear cackling? inquired Ebony.

By way of answer to all three, Laihova turned round the corner of a stall, when the party reached a spot which was devoted to the sale of native rum, or toaka  a coarse fiery spirit made from sugar-cane, and sold at a very low price. Here a native musician was discovered twanging a native guitar, either as an accompaniment to the cackling of hundreds of fowls and the gobbling of innumerable turkeys, or as a desperate effort to beat these creatures at their own game of noise.

On inquiry Mark found that fowls were sold at from fourpence to eightpence a-piece; geese and turkeys from a shilling to eighteenpence. Also that beef and vegetables were proportionally cheap.

It seems to me, remarked Hockins, as they moved slowly along, enjoying the fruit and the scene, that this here island is a sort of paradise.

Before many minutes were over the seaman had reason to change his views considerably on this point, for their guide led them to a spot where the slave-market was held. The sights they witnessed there were such as filled the hearts of the white men with deep sorrow and indignation, while it drew tears from the eyes of the sympathetic negro. For the men and women and children were no mere criminals who might in some sense be deserving of their fate  though such there were also amongst them,  but many of the men were guilty of political offences only, and not a few, both of men and women, were martyrs, who, because they had left the faith of their fathers and become followers of Jesus Christ, were sold into temporary  in some cases perpetual  slavery, with their wives and families.

At sight of these unfortunates Laihova was evidently much affected, though he made strenuous efforts to conceal his feelings.

You are grieved, I see, said Mark, in a tone of profound sympathy which touched his guides heart.

Grieved! Yes  verily, said Laihova, whose broken English was much interlarded with Scriptural words and expressions, for does I not see my friends there? But com. They must not know me. It is danger. Com.

He led them quickly away from the slave-market, and as they walked along he explained that some of the poor slaves whom they had just seen thus publicly exposed for sale were among the nobles of the land  not only in regard to human rank, but in right of that patent which man can neither give nor take away,  an upright regenerated soul. He further explained, as best he could, that slaves in his land were derived from three or four different sources  namely, captives taken in war; persons condemned to slavery for crime, for political offences, and for religious opinions; people who had been sold for debt, and the descendants of all of these.

They had gradually quitted the market while thus engaged in conversation, and were ascending one of the steeper parts of the city, when their attention was attracted by a shouting not far-off.

Presently they observed a number of men and boys running in and out amongst the houses and the low walls which surrounded them, as if in chase of something. Soon a man was seen to dart along the road they were following. As he drew near they observed that he stumbled as he ran, yet forced the pace and panted violently  like one running for his life. A few moments more and the crowd was close at his heels, pelting him with stones and yelling like wild beasts. The fugitive turned up a narrow lane between high walls close to where our party stood. He was closely followed by the crowd.

At this point some of the pursuers stopped as if from exhaustion.

What has he done? said Laihova to one of these.

He has been stealing in the market by cutting a lamba.

It is the practice to carry money tied up in a corner of the lamba, and thieves, by cutting off this corner, sometimes manage to secure the money.

A great cry arose just then, and some of the pursuers came running back.

He is down, said one. He is dead! said another.

Now our friend Hockins was one of those men who have at all times an irresistible tendency to take the part of the weak against the strong, without much regard to the cause of battle! He instantly, without a word, ran off at full speed to the rescue. Ebony ran after him from sympathy. Mark Breezy followed from the natural desire to keep by his comrades, and back them up, while Laihova followed  no doubt from good-fellowship!

They soon came upon the poor man, who was completely naked, bruised and bleeding, and surrounded by a crowd of youths, who were deliberately stoning him as if he were a dangerous animal or a mad dog.

With a roar like a lion Hockins went at them. He tripped up some half-dozen big boys, flattened still more the flat noses of some of the men, stretching them flat on their backs, and then, standing astride the fallen man, flourished his enormous fists, and invited the entire population of Antananarivo to come on!

The population refused the invitation and retired.

Ebony was not slow to follow suit, with this variation, that instead of roaring he yelled, and instead of bestriding the fallen man, he gave sudden chase hither and thither, with powerful effect, rendering the rout complete.

Meanwhile Mark attended to the injured man, who seemed to be dead. Turning him over on his back he discovered, to his inexpressible amazement, that he was no other than their old friend Mamba  the crocodile  whom they had left with his mother and the others in the cave many days before.

How is it possible, he exclaimed, while dressing his wounds, that he can have arrived at the same time with us, for we started before him and have travelled fast?

Laihova explained that Mamba was one of the fleetest men in the island, and that he could easily have passed them though starting later than they did. But why he had come, and why he had passed instead of overtaking and travelling with them, he could not even guess.

As most of poor Mambas wounds were bruises, and the few cuts were not deep, his four friends raised him and carried him quickly into a neighbouring house, the door of which was immediately shut. Laihova explained that it was the house of a personal friend of his own, who was also a Christian, but secretly, for fear of the Queen.

Here Mamba was sufficiently brought round by Marks ministrations to be able to sit up and answer questions, but at first he seemed disinclined to speak, and then gave evasive replies.

Why this secrecy, my friend? asked Laihova, in the native language.

If I could answer, said Mamba, there would be no secrecy.

True, and I would not pry into your secrets, returned Laihova, but we would help you if we can.

You cannot help me, returned Mamba, in a somewhat sad tone. I have business in hand which requires haste. I have tried to keep clear of you to prevent delay, and to avoid mixing myself up in your dangers, for you are in danger here. I would not have come near the town at all, but I required to make a purchase in the market, and hoped to do so without being recognised. Unfortunately an old enemy saw me. He fell on the device of cutting off the corner of his own lamba, and then, raising the cry of thief, pretended that I had done it. I ran. You know my speed of foot. I trusted to that instead of trusting to my God. They surrounded me. You know the end.

While Mamba was yet speaking a loud knocking was heard at the door, and a stern voice demanded admittance.

On hearing it Mamba leaped from the couch on which he had been laid as if nothing were the matter with him. He glanced hastily round. The owner of the house seemed to divine his wishes, for he pointed to a small window which opened into what appeared to be a court at the back of the dwelling. The window was merely a square opening, which appeared scarcely wide enough to let a mans shoulders pass, but Mamba did not hesitate. To the amazement of Mark and his friends he took what is familiarly known as a header through the window  à la harlequin  and disappeared. To the still greater amazement of Mark and his friends, Laihova instantly followed suit, without a word of explanation! Indeed there was no time for that. A moment after the owner of the dwelling opened the door with a very submissive look and admitted a band of armed men.

The leader of the band, from his dress and bearing, was evidently a man of position. He carried in his hand a large spear highly ornamented with silver. This weapon  as Mark afterwards learned  was an official spear with the Queens name engraven on it. The bearer of it, as well as the spear itself, was named Tsitialainga, which means Hater of Lies.

Turning to the owner of the house, the Hater of Lies sternly asked some questions of him; but as he spoke in the native tongue he was unintelligible to our travellers, whose spirits were not cheered by the scowling looks of the armed men. Whatever the question was, the answer appeared to be unsatisfactory, for the Hater of Lies immediately turned to his men, and pointing with the silver spear to the three strangers, gave them a command.

Instantly they sprang upon Mark and his companions, and seized them. Both Hockins and Ebony were for a moment paralysed by surprise; then, their impulsive souls being stirred by a sudden gush of indignation, they gathered themselves up for a mighty burst which would certainly have resulted in disaster of some sort if Mark had not recovered presence of mind in time.

Submit!  submit! he shouted in a loud voice of authority. Then, in a sharp but lower tone, It is our only chance! Dont resist!

With feelings of something like despair the two men obeyed. A few minutes more and they were bound, led through the streets surrounded by a guard, which alone protected them from death at the hands of the angry populace. Then they were cast into a dark prison, loaded with chains, and left to their reflections.




Chapter Fifteen.

The Spies and the Secret Meeting  The Prime Minister foiled by the Prince.

The sun was setting, the air was balmy, the face of nature was beautiful, the insects and birds were buzzing, humming, and chirping happily, as if there were no such things as care and sorrow in the wide world, when Soa, the prime ministers nephew, with his guide, approached the forest in which was the cavern where the persecuted Christians had arranged to hold their secret meeting.

I am to go as a Christian! thought Soa, as he walked on swiftly and in silence, as a Christian hypocrite and spy!

The young mans countenance relaxed into something like a smile as he thought thus; then it became solemnised as he offered the silent prayer, Lord, enable me to do the work honestly and well.

The way was long, but the youths limbs were strong and agile, so that night had not long overspread the land when he reached the end of his journey. The night was unusually dark  well adapted for deeds of secrecy and crime. If it had been lighter the two spies would have seen a number of men and women, and even children, hurrying along stealthily in the same direction with themselves. They observed only two or three of these, however, who chanced to fall in their way. They loomed up suddenly like spectres out of the surrounding darkness and as quickly melted into it again. Soa paid no attention to these apparitions, neither did he utter a word to his companion during the journey.

Most of the way he kept a pace or two in advance of his guide, but when they reached the more intricate and broken grounds of the forest, he fell behind and suffered the other to lead.

At last the path wound so much among broken rocks and over steep knolls that their progress became very slow  all the more so that the overshadowing trees rendered the darkness profound. Sometimes they had to clamber up steep places on hands and knees.

Suddenly they were arrested by what seemed to them a faint cry or wail. Listening intently, they perceived that the sounds were musical.

The Christians are singing, said the spy in a tone which, low though it was, betrayed a touch of [image: img154.jpg]contempt. They hold their meeting in a cave on the other side of this mound.

Remain here, then, till I return to you, said Soa. They know you to be a spy. They will not suppose that I have come in such a capacity.

The man gave vent to a slight laugh at the supposed joke and sat down, while the courtier advanced alone.

On the other side of the mound the sounds which had reached the listeners ears as a wail now swelled upon the young man as a well-known hymn in which he had many times joined. A feeling of joy, almost amounting to triumph, filled his heart as he stood there listening. While he listened he observed several indistinct forms glide past him and enter the cave. He crept after them.

A strange sight met his eyes. The cave was so large and high that the single torch which burned in it merely lighted up a portion of the wall against which it was fixed. Even in the immediate neighbourhood of the torch things were more or less indistinct, while all else was shrouded in darkness profound. Here more than a hundred dusky figures were assembled  those furthest from the light melting, as it were, into the darkness, and leaving the imagination to people illimitable space with similar beings.

Soa slipped in, and sat down on a jutting rock near the entrance just as the hymn was closing. Few people observed him. Immediately after, an old man who sat nearest the light rose to pray. Beside him stood our friend Ravonino. On the other side sat a young man with a remarkably intelligent countenance.

With intense earnestness and great simplicity the old man prayed, in the name of Jesus, that the Holy Spirit might bless their meeting and deliver them from the power of their enemies. He also prayed with much emphasis that their enemies might be turned into Christian friends  at which petition a loud Amen arose from the worshippers.

Now Totosy will speak, said the old man, after a brief pause, turning to the young man with the intelligent countenance. Let the Word be brought forth.

Stop! cried a man, rising in the midst of the crowd, it may not be safe to bring out the Word just now.

Why not, my son? asked the old man. Are not all here to-night our friends?

I think not, returned the man. As I came along I saw one of the Queens spies, who is well-known to me. He was walking with the nephew of our deadly foe Rainiharo, and Soa himself sits there!

He turned as he spoke, and pointed straight at Soa, who rose at once and advanced to the front.

My friends, he said, in a gentle voice, the last speaker is right. I am here, and I was led here by one of the Queens spies. But the spy is not here. He awaits me outside. Let two of your young men guard the entrance of the cave so that our conference may not be overheard.

Two stalwart youths rose at once and hurried to the outside of this primitive meeting-house, where they mounted guard.

I have been sent, continued Soa, by my uncle, with orders to enter your meeting as a Christian, take note of your names, and report them to him!

There was a tendency on the part of some to shrink into the background on hearing this.

Now, continued Soa, I have come to obey only part of his orders. I have come, as a Christian, to warn you of the dangers that surround you. The Queen is exceeding mad against you. It will be your wisest course to refrain from meeting together just now, and rest content with worshipping in your own homes. But let not this distress you, my friends. The God whom we love is able to turn darkness into light and to make crooked things straight. Neither let it break up our meeting just now. We are safe at present. Let us get out the Word and enjoy the worship of our Saviour while we may.

There were murmurs of assent and satisfaction at the close of this brief address, and one of the young men, with grave  almost mysterious  looks, took up a small spade and went towards that part of the wall where Ravonino sat. The latter rose to let the young men get at a particular spot, which was marked on the wall with a small  almost imperceptible  red square. Here, after turning up a few spadefuls of earth, he struck upon a stone. Lifting it, he disclosed a hole about a foot square. The old man who presided at the meeting thrust his hands into this hole and gently lifted out a thick volume, which he laid reverently upon a flat rock that formed a sort of natural table in front of him.

This was the Word to which reference had been made  an old, much-soiled and worn Malagasy Bible, which had been buried there, so that, whatever might become of its Christian owners, it might escape being found and condemned to the flames, as so many of its fellows had been.

It was a curious Bible this, in more respects than one. In Madagascar the Bible was printed first in sections by the natives, under the superintendence of the missionaries; these sections got scattered, for teaching purposes, and various editions of different sizes were printed at different times. The original owner  if we may not call him fabricator  of the Bible, now referred to as having been dug up in the cave, must, in his desire to possess the Word of God complete, have been at considerable pains to secure every fragment and leaf that came in his way, and then had them all bound together. A clasp of leather and a European hook-and-eye fastened the edges. The different portions, of course, did not fit exactly, and some of the verses necessarily overlapped. Nevertheless, a nearly complete and substantial Bible was the result of his labours. See Note 1.

Taking up the treasured book with great care, the young man before mentioned by the name of Totosy opened it and selected a text. Fear not, little flock, it is your Fathers good pleasure to give you the kingdom.

From this he preached an admirable sermon, full of hope and consolation to men and women situated as his companions were at that time, and holding up Jesus not only as the deliverer of the world from sin but from fear of physical death. Strengthening of this sort, truly, was much-needed, for during the previous persecutions of 1837 and 1849 Queen Ranavalona had given terrible evidence of her fierce and relentless nature, so that Christians were now well aware of what they had to expect if another cruel fit came upon her.

The sermon finished, another hymn was sung, followed by a prayer, after which, before finally breaking up and dispersing, the worshippers collected in various groups; and exclamations of surprise, joy, and fervent thanksgiving were heard, now and again, when friends who had parted as enemies on account of religious differences unexpectedly met as brothers in the Lord.

It has ever been a result of persecution that the persecuted cause has made progress  naturally so, for trial and suffering winnow out the chaff and leave the good seed to flourish with increased vigour. Few false professors attended those midnight meetings, which were so full of joy and danger, and none of these ever got the length of Ranavalonas fiery stakes or the fearful rock of hurling.

For fully a quarter of a century, (from 1836 to 1861), did the persecution of the native Christians last in Madagascar. During most of that dark period Queen Ranavalona the First endeavoured, by cruel prohibitive laws, torture, and death, to stamp out the love of Christ from her dominions. Through most of that period she tried to prevent her people from meeting for worship, praying to God in the name of Christ, or reading the Scriptures or any other Christian book, and those who disobeyed her did so at the risk of losing property, liberty, or life. Nevertheless, in spite of this, worship was kept up in secret  in secluded villages, in recesses of the forest, in caves, even in rice-holes; the Word was read, faithful natives preached, and Baptism and the Lords Supper were continuously observed. Small portions of Scripture  even leaves  were carefully treasured and passed from hand to hand until these calamities were past; and now, at the present time, the Church in Madagascar is ten times stronger than ever it was before!

Of course active persecution was not maintained throughout the whole period of twenty-five years. The volcano smouldered at times. For brief periods it almost seemed as if about to become extinct, but at intervals it burst forth with renewed violence. At the time of which we write, (1857), there were mutterings of the volcano, and portents in the air which filled the persecuted ones, and those who loved them, with grave anxiety.

In a dark corner of the cavern Soa and Ravonino stood apart, after the service was over, and conversed in subdued tones.

Do you think the lives of my comrades are in danger? asked the latter, anxiously.

It is difficult to answer that, replied Soa. The Queen fears to offend the English by putting European subjects to death; but she is in a savage mood just now, and your friends have intermeddled with matters that they would have been wise to let alone. Banishment is more likely to be their fate, but that will be almost equal to death.

How so? asked Ravonino.

Because Ranavalona will probably treat them as she treated the Europeans who lately tried to overthrow her government. She sent them down to the coast with orders to their conductors to keep them so long on the way  especially on the unhealthy fever-stricken parts of the route  that sickness might have time to kill them.

And was the plan successful?

Not quite, for the white people turned out to be tough. They managed to get away from our island alive, but in a state of health, I believe, that will very likely prevent them from ever wishing to return!

I have much love for these men, said Ravonino, after a pause. You have influence with Rainiharo. Can you not befriend them?

I shall have little influence now with my uncle, returned Soa, sadly, for I am a Christian, and he will soon discover that. But I will help them if I can  for your sake.

And Rafaravavy, said Ravonino, in a lower voice, do you think she can be induced to fly? If she were brought to me here, I should have little difficulty in taking her to a place of safety.

The difficulties in your way are greater than you suppose, said Soa. The Queens spies and soldiers are out all over the land. Even now, were it not that I am your friend and brother in Jesus, you would have been caught here as in a trap. Besides, there is the greater difficulty that Rafaravavy is filled with fidelity to her royal mistress, and pities her so much that she will not leave her. You know that she openly confesses Christ in the palace, yet so great is the Queens regard for her that she will not listen to my uncle, who would gladly see her tossed over the rock of hurling. I had converse with her the other day, and I see that she even hopes to be the instrument of the Queens conversion to Christianity.

God bless her! exclaimed Ravonino, fervently.

Amen! returned Soa, and I doubt not that the blessing will come, though it may not come in the way we hope. It is no easy matter to say Thy will be done when we are suffering.

Prince Rakota has done much for the Christians in time past, urged poor Ravonino, who felt that all hope of delivering the girl he loved, at the present time, from the dangers that surrounded her was gradually slipping away from him; surely he can and will protect her.

I fear he has not the power, answered Soa. He has interfered in behalf of the Christians so often of late that the Queen is losing patience; and you know that if she once gives way to her cruel rage, the life of Rakota himself is not safe. But, you may trust me, my friend; I will do my best to move him to aid you  and your friends also.

Most of the people had left the cave while these two were conversing, with the understanding that they were not to return, as it was no longer a safe retreat. Another and more distant rendezvous was, however, appointed; the treasured Bible was not restored to its old place of concealment, but carried off by Totosy, the young preacher, to be reburied in a new place of refuge.

Do you follow them? asked Soa of Ravonino, when the others had all gone and they were about to part.

No. My companions will come here expecting to find me if they escape. I must remain, whatever befalls. If the soldiers come, I will see them before they arrive, and give them the slip. If they give chase they will find it troublesome to catch me!

When Soa returned to the city he went straight to the apartments of the prime minister, whom he found impatiently awaiting him.

You have been long, said the latter.

The distance is great, replied the nephew.

Well? exclaimed the uncle, inquiringly.

You ordered me to act as a Christian, returned the young man, with a slight smile, and you know it takes time to do that.

True  true. And you have brought me the list?

No, uncle.

What mean you, boy?

I mean that I have obeyed your first command; I have been to the Christian meeting as a Christian.

A puzzled, inquiring look overspread the premiers countenance.

Well, what then?

Well, then, of course I acted the part of a Christian to the best of my power. I told them why I had been sent, warned them of the evil intended them, and advised them to escape for their lives; but, as no immediate danger was to be feared, I joined them in their worship.

And you have brought no list?

None.

Rainiharos visage, while his nephew spoke, was a sight to behold; for the conflicting emotions aroused produced a complexity of expression that is quite indescribable.

Young man! he said, sternly, you have disobeyed my orders. Why have you done this? Your head must fall, for you show that you are a Christian.

With great simplicity and gentleness Soa said:

Yes, my uncle, I am a Christian; and if you please you may put me to death, for I do pray to Jesus.

Utterly confounded by this straightforward and fearless reply, Rainiharo stood for some moments gazing in silent wonder at the youth who thus calmly stood prepared to abide the consequences of his confession. At first it almost seemed as if, in his anger, he would with his own hand, then and there, inflict the punishment he threatened; but once again, as in the case of Ranavalona, love proved more powerful than anger.

No, no, boy, he said, turning away with a wave of his hand, as if to dismiss the subject finally, you shall not die. It is a delusion. You deceive yourself. Go. Leave me!

Soa obeyed, and went straight to the apartment of Prince Rakota to relate to that fast friend and comrade his recent adventures, and consult with him about the dark cloud that threatened to burst in persecution over the unhappy land.



Note 1. A Bible of the kind here described may now be seen in the Museum of the British and Foreign Bible Society, 146 Queen Victoria Street, London, just as it was dug up out of the earth, where it had been buried by christian natives who probably perished in the persecutions. The New Testament bears the date of 1830, the Old Testament that of 1835.




Chapter Sixteen.

In Prison  Effects of a First Sight of Torture.

A new day had begun, cattle were lowing on the distant plain, and birds were chirping their matutinal songs in bush and tree when Mark Breezy, John Hockins, and James Ginger  alias Ebony  awoke from their uneasy rest on the prison floor and sat up with their backs against the wall. Their chains rattled sharply as they did so.

Well now, said Hockins, gasping forth his morning yawn in spite of circumstances, Ive many a time read and heard it of other folk, but I never did think I should live to hear my own chains rattle.

Right you are, Ockins; ob course Is got de same sentiments zactly, said the negro, lifting up his strong arm and ruefully surveying the heavy iron links of native manufacture that descended from his wrist.

Mark only sighed. It was the first time he had ever been restrained, even by bolt or bar, much less by manacles, and the effect on his young mind was at first overwhelming.

Bright though the sun was outside, very little of its light found a passage through the chinks of their all but windowless prison-house, so that they could scarcely see the size or character of the place. But this mattered little. They were too much crushed by their misfortune to care. For some time they sat without speaking, each feeling quite incapable of uttering a word of cheer to his fellows.

The silence was suddenly but softly broken by the sound of song. It seemed to come from a very dark corner of the prison in which nothing could be seen. To the startled prisoners it sounded like heavenly music  and indeed such it was, for in that corner sat two Christian captives who were spending the first minutes of the new day in singing praise to God.

The three comrades listened with rapt attention, for although the words were unintelligible, with the exception of the name of Jesus, the air was quite familiar, being one of those in which English-speaking Christians are wont to sing praise all the world over.

When the hymn ceased one of the voices was raised in a reverent and continuous tone, which was obviously the voice of prayer.

Just as the petition was concluded the sun found a loop-hole in the prison, and poured a flood of light into it which partly illumined the dark corner, and revealed two men seated on the ground with their backs against the wall. They were fine-looking men, nearly naked, and joined together by means of a ponderous piece of iron above two feet long, with a heavy ring at either end which encircled their necks. The rings were so thick that their ends must have been forced together with sledge-hammer and anvil after being put round the mens necks, and then overlapped and riveted. Thus it became impossible to free them from their fetters except by the slow and laborious process of cutting them through with a file. Several old and healed-up sores on the necks and collar-bones of both men indicated that they and their harsh couplings had been acquainted for a long time, and one or two inflamed spots told all too clearly that they had not yet become quite reconciled. See Note 1.

Now isnt that awful, said John Hockins in a low voice with a sort of choke in it, to think that these poor fellows  wi that horrible thing that cant be much under thirty pounds weight on their necks, an that must ha bin there for months if not for years  are singin an prayin to the Almighty, an here am I, John Hockins, with little or nothin to complain of as yet, havent given so much as a thought to

The choke got the better of our sailor at this point, and he became suddenly silent.

Das so! burst in Ebony, with extreme energy. Is wid you dere! I tell you what it is, Ockins, dem brown niggers is true Kistians, an we white folks is nuffin but hipperkrits.

I hope were not quite so bad as that, Ebony, said Mark, with a sad smile. Nevertheless, Hockins is right  we are far behind these poor fellows in submission and gratitude to our Maker.

While he spoke the heavy door of the prison opened, and a jailor entered with two large basins of boiled rice. The largest he put on the ground before our three travellers, the other in front of the coupled men, and then retired without a word.

Well, thank God for this, anyhow, said Mark, taking up one of the three spoons which lay on the rice and going to work with a will.

Just so, responded the seaman. Im thankful too, and quite ready for grub.

Curious ting, Ockins, remarked Ebony, dat your happytite an mine seems to be allers in de same state  sharp!

The seamans appetite was indeed so sharp that he did not vouchsafe a reply. The prisoners in the dark corner seemed much in the same condition, but their anxiety to begin did not prevent their shutting their eyes for a few seconds and obviously asking a blessing on their meal. Hockins observed the act, and there passed over his soul another wave of self-condemnation, which was indicated by a deprecatory shake of his rugged head.

Observing it, Ebony paused a moment and said  

Yous an awrful sinner, Ockins!

True, Ebony.

Das jist what I is too. Quite as bad as you. Praps wuss!

I shouldnt wonder if you are, rejoined the seaman, recovering his spirits somewhat under the stimulating influence of rice. The recovery was not, however, sufficient to induce further conversation at the time, for they continued after that to eat in silence.

They had scarcely finished when the jailor returned to remove the dish, which he did without word or ceremony, and so quickly that Ebony had to make a sudden scoop at the last mouthful; he secured it, filled his mouth with it, and then flung the spoon at the retiring jailor.

That was not wise, said Mark, smiling in spite of himself at the tremendous pout of indignation on the negros face; the man has us in his power, and may make us very uncomfortable if we insult him.

Das true, massa, said Ebony, in sudden penitence, but if deres one thing I cant stand, its havin my wittles took away afore Im done wid em.

Youll have to larn to stand it, boy, said Hockins, else youll have your life took away, whichll be wuss.

The probability of this latter event occurring was so great that it checked the rise of spirits which the rice had caused to set in.

What dee think theyll do to us, sir? asked the sailor, in a tone which showed that he looked up to the young doctor for counsel in difficulty. The feeling that, in virtue of his education and training, he ought to be in some sort an example and guide to his comrades in misfortune, did much to make Mark shake off his despondency and pluck up heart.

God knows, Hockins, what they will do, he said. If they were a more civilised people we might expect to be let off easily for so slight an offence as rescuing a supposed criminal, but you remember that Ravonino once said, when telling us stories round the camp-fire, that interference with what they call the course of justice is considered a very serious offence. Besides, the Queen being in a very bad mood just now, and we being Christians, it is likely we shall be peculiarly offensive to her. I fear that banishment is the least we may count on.

Its a hard case to be punished for bein Christians, when we hardly deserve the name. I cant help wonderin, said the seaman, that Lovey should have bolted as he did an left us in the lurch. He might at least have taken his risk along with us. Anyhow, he could have spoke up for us, knowin both lingos. Of course it was natral that, poor Mamba should look after number one, seem that he was in no way beholden to us; but Lovey was our guide, an pledged to stand by us.

I cant help thinking, said Mark, that you do injustice to Laihova. He is not the man to forsake a comrade in distress.

That was my own opinion, returned the sailor, till I seed him go slap through yon port-hole like a harlequin.

Praps he tink he kin do us more service wen free dan as a prisoner, suggested Ebony.

Theres somethin in that, returned Hockins, lifting his hand to stroke his beard, as was his wont when thoughtful. He lifted it, however, with some difficulty, owing to the heavy chain.

They were still engaged in conversation about their prospects when the prison-door again opened, and two men were ushered in. Both wore white lambas over their other garments. One was tall and very dark. The other was comparatively slender, and not so tall as his companion. For a moment the strangers stood contemplating the prisoners, and Marks attention was riveted on the smaller man, for he felt that his somewhat light-coloured and pleasant features were not unfamiliar to him, though he could not call to mind where or when he had seen him. Suddenly it flashed across him that this was the very man to whose assistance he had gone, and whose wounds he had bound up, soon after his arrival in the island.

With a smile of recognition, Mark rose and extended his hand as far as his chain permitted. The young native stepped forward, grasped the hand, and pressed it warmly. Then he looked round at his tall companion, and spoke to him in his own tongue, whereupon the tall man advanced a step, and said in remarkably bad English  

You save me frind life one taime ago. Ver good  him now you save.

Thank him for that promise, said Mark, greatly relieved to find at least one friend among the natives in his hour of need.

But, continued the Interpreter, you muss not nottice me frind nowhar. Unerstand?

Oh yes, I think I do, returned Mark, with an intelligent look. I suppose he does not wish people to think that he is helping or favouring us?

Thats him! yous got it! replied the Interpreter, quite pleased apparently with his success in the use of English.

My! murmured Ebony to Hockins in an undertone, if I couldnt spoke better English dan dat Id swaller my tongue!

Well  good-boy, said the Interpreter, holding out his hand, which Mark grasped and shook smilingly, as he replied, Thank you, Im glad you think Im a good-boy.

No, no  not that! exclaimed the Interpreter, good day, not good boy; good-night, good morning! We goes out, me an me frind. Hims name Ravèlo.

Again Ravèlo shook hands with Mark, despite the rattling chain, nodded pleasantly to him, after the English fashion, and took his departure with his tall friend.

Well now, I do think, remarked Hockins, when the door had closed behind them, that Rav  Ravè-whats-his-name might have took notice of me too as an old friend that helped to do him service.

Hm! he seemed to forgit me altogidder, remarked the negro, pathetically. Deres nuffin so bad as ingratitood cept lockjaw: das a little wuss.

What dee mean by lockjaw bein wuss? demanded Hockins.

Wy, dont you see? Ingratitood dont feel thankee, wereas lockjaw not ony dont feel but dont even say thankee.

A sudden tumult outside the prison here interrupted them. Evidently a crowd approached. In a few minutes it halted before the door, which was flung open, and four prisoners were thrust in, followed by several strong guards and the execrations of the crowd. The door was smartly slammed in the faces of the yelling people, and the guards proceeded to chain the prisoners.

They were all young men, and Mark Breezy and his friends had no doubt, from their gentle expression and upright bearing, that they were not criminals but condemned Christians.

Three of them were quickly chained to the wall, but the third was thrown on his back, and a complex chain was put on his neck and limbs, in such a way that, when drawn tight, it forced his body into a position that must have caused him severe pain. No word or cry escaped him, however, only an irrepressible groan when he was thrust into a corner and left in that state of torture.

The horror of Mark and his comrades on seeing this done in cold blood cannot be described. To hear or read of torture is bad enough, but to see it actually applied is immeasurably worse  to note the glance of terror and to hear the slight sound of the wrenched joints and stretched sinews, followed by the deep groan and the upward glare of agony!

With a bursting cry of rage, Hockins, forgetting his situation, sprang towards the torturers, was checked by his fetters, and fell with a heavy clang and clatter on the floor. Even the cruel guards started aside in momentary alarm, and then with a contemptuous laugh passed out.

Hockins had barely recovered his footing, and managed to restrain his feelings a little, when the door was again opened and the Interpreter re-entered with the jailor.

I come  break chains, said the former.

He pointed to the chains which bound our travellers. They were quickly removed by two under-jailors and their chief.

Now  com vis me.

To the surprise of the Interpreter, Mark Breezy crossed his arms over his breast, and firmly said No! Swiftly understanding his motive, our seaman and Ebony followed suit with an equally emphatic, No!

The Interpreter looked at them in puzzled surprise.

See, said Mark, pointing to the tortured man in the corner, we refuse to move a step till that poor fellows chains are eased off.

For a moment the Interpreters look of surprise increased; then an indescribable smile lit up his swarthy features as he turned to the jailor and spoke a few words. The man went immediately to the curled-up wretch in the corner and relaxed his chains so that he was enabled to give vent to a great sigh of relief. Hockins and Ebony uttered sighs of sympathy almost as loud, and Mark, turning to the Interpreter, said, with some emotion, Thank you! God bless you! Now we will follow.



Note 1. The fetters here described may be seen in the Museum of the London Missionary Society in Blomfield Street, London, along with an interesting collection of Malagasy relics.




Chapter Seventeen.

Mamba is Succoured by one of the Ancient Soot, and fulfils his Mysterious Mission.

When Laihova and Mamba took the reckless headers which we have described in a former chapter, they tumbled into a court-yard which was used as a sort of workshop. Fortunately for them the owner of the house was not a man of orderly habits. He was rather addicted to let rubbish lie till stern necessity forced him to clear it away. Hence he left heaps of dust, shavings, and other things to accumulate in heaps. One such heap happened to lie directly under the window through which the adventurous men plunged, so that, to their immense satisfaction, and even surprise, they came down soft and arose unhurt.

Instantly they slipped into an outhouse, and there held hurried converse in low tones.

What will you do now? asked Laihova.

I will remain where I am till night-fall, for I dare not show myself all bruised like this. When it is dark I will slip out and continue my journey to the coast.

To Tamatave? asked Laihova, naming the chief seaport on the eastern side of Madagascar.

Yes, to Tamatave.

Do you go there to trade?

No. I go on important business.

It was evident that, whatever his business might be, Mamba, for reasons best known to himself, resolved to keep his own counsel. Seeing this, his friend said  

Well, I go to the eastward also, for Ravoninohitriniony awaits me there; but I fear that our English friends will be thrown into prison.

Do you think so? asked Mamba, anxiously. If you think I can be helpful I will give up my important business and remain with you.

You cannot help us much, I think. Perhaps your presence may be a danger instead of a help. Besides, I have friends here who have power. And have we not God to direct us in all things? No, brother, as your business is important, go.

Mamba was evidently much relieved by this reply, and his friend saw clearly that he had intended to make a great personal sacrifice when he offered to remain.

But now I must myself go forth without delay, continued Laihova. I am not well-known here, and, once clear of this house, can walk openly and without much risk out of the city. Whatever befalls the Englishmen, Ravoninohitriniony and I will help and pray for them.

Another minute and he was gone. Passing the gates without arousing suspicion, he was soon walking rapidly towards the forest in which his friend Ravonino lay concealed.

Meanwhile, Mamba hid himself behind some bags of grain in the outhouse until night-fall, when he sallied boldly forth and made his way to the house of a friend, who, although not a Christian, was too fond of him to refuse him shelter.

This friend was a man of rank and ancient family. The soot hung in long strings from his roof-tree. He was one of the ancient soot!

The houses in the city are usually without ceiling  open to the ridge-pole, though there is sometimes an upper chamber occupying part of the space, which is reached by a ladder. There are no chimneys, therefore, and smoke from the wood and grass fires settles upon the rafters in great quantities inside. As it is never cleared away, the soot of course accumulates in course of time and hangs down in long pendants. So far from considering this objectionable, the Malagasy have come to regard it with pride; for, as each man owns his own house, the great accumulations of soot have come to be regarded as evidence of the family having occupied the dwelling from ancient times. Hence the old families are sometimes complimented by the sovereign, in proclamations, by being styled the ancient soot!

The particular Ancient Soot who accorded hospitality that night to Mamba was much surprised, but very glad, to see him. Have you arrived? he asked, with a good deal of ceremonial gesticulation.

I have arrived, answered Mamba.

Safely and well, I hope.

Safely and well, replied Mamba  ceremonially of course, for in reality he had barely arrived with life, and certainly not with a sound skin.

Come in, then, said the Ancient Soot. And how are you? I hope it is well with you. Behold, spread a mat for him, there, one of you. And is it well with you?

Well indeed, said Mamba once again, falsely but ceremonially.

May you live to grow old! resumed Soot. And you have arrived safely? Come in. Where are you going?

Im going yonder  westward, replied Mamba, with charming conventional vagueness, as he sat down on the mat.

But it appears to me, said Ancient Soot, passing from the region of compliment into that of fact, and looking somewhat closely at his friend, it seems to me that you have been hurt.

Mamba now explained the exact state of the case, said that he required a good long rest, after that a hearty meal, then a lamba and a little money, for he had been despoiled of everything he had possessed by the furious crowd that so nearly killed him.

His kind host was quite ready to assist him in every way. In a few minutes he was sound asleep in a little chamber on the rafters, where he could rest without much risk of disturbance or discovery.

All next day he remained in hiding. When it began to grow dusk his host walked with him through the streets and through the gates, thus rendering his passage less likely to be observed  for this particular Ancient Soot was well-known in the town.

I will turn now. What go you to the coast for? asked his friend, when about to part.

You would laugh at me if I told you, said Mamba.

Then tell me not, returned his friend, with much delicacy of feeling, for I would be sorry to laugh at my friend.

Thus they parted. Ancient Soot returned to the home of his forefathers, and Mamba walked smartly along the road that leads to the seaport of Tamatave.

He spent that night in the residence of a friend; the next in the hut of a government wood-cutter.

Felling timber, as might be supposed, was, and still is, an important branch of industry in Madagascar. Forests of varied extent abound in different parts of the country, and an immense belt of forest of two or three days journey in width covers the interior of the island. These forests yield abundance of timber of different colour and texture, and of various degrees of hardness and durability.

The wood-cutter, an old man, was busy splitting a large tree into planks by means of wedges when our traveller came up. This wasteful method of obtaining planks is still practised by some natives of the South Sea Islands. Formerly the Malagasy never thought of obtaining more than two planks out of a single tree, however large the tree might be. They merely split the tree down the middle, and then chopped away the outside of each half until it was reduced to the thickness required. The advent of the English missionaries, however, in the early part of this century, introduced light in regard to the things of time as well as those of eternity-among other things, the pit-saw, which has taught the natives to gather up the fragments so that nothing be lost. Thick planks are still however sometimes procured in the old fashion.

The wood-cutter belonged to The Seven Hundred which constituted the government corps. The members of this corps felled timber for the use of the sovereign. They also dragged it to the capital, for oxen were never employed as beasts of burden or trained to the yoke. The whole population around the capital was liable to be employed on this timber-hauling work  and indeed on any government work  without remuneration and for any length of time! After the usual exhaustive questions and replies as to health, etcetera, the old man conducted his visitor to his hut and set food before him. He was a solitary old fellow, but imbued with that virtue of hospitality which is inculcated so much among the people.

Having replied to the wood-cutters first inquiry that he was going yonder, Mamba now saw fit to explain that yonder meant Tamatave.

I want to see the great Missionary Ellis before he leaves the country.

The wood-cutter shook his head. You are too late, I fear. He passed down to the coast some weeks ago. The Queen has ordered him to depart. She is mad against all the praying people.

Are you one of the praying people? asked Mamba, with direct simplicity.

Yes, and I know that you are, answered the wood-cutter with a smile.

How know you that?

Did I not see your lips move and your eyes look up when you approached me on arriving?

True, I prayed to Jesus, said Mamba, that I might be made use of to help you, or you to help me.

Then your prayer is doubly answered, returned the old man, for we can each help the other. I can give you food and lodging. You can carry a message to Tamatave for me.

That is well. I shall be glad to help you. What is your message?

It is a message to the missionary, Ellis, if you find him still there; but even if he is gone you will find a praying one who can help me. Long have I prayed to the lord that he would send one of his people here to take my message. Some came who looked like praying people, but I was afraid to ask them, and perhaps they were afraid to speak; for, as you know, the Queens spies are abroad everywhere now, and if they find one whom they suspect of praying to Jesus they seize him and drag him away to the ordeal of tangena  perhaps to torture and death. But now you have come, and my prayer is answered. He is faithful who has promised. Look here.

The old man went to a corner of the hut, and returned with two soiled pieces of paper in his hand.

Sitting down, he spread them carefully on his knees. Mamba recognised them at once as being two leaves out of a Malagasy Bible. Soiled, worn, and slightly torn they were, from long and frequent use, but still readable. On one of them was the twenty-third Psalm, which the old wood-cutter began to read with slow and intense interest.

Is it not grand, he said, looking up at his young guest with a flush of joy in his care-worn old face, to think that after this weary wood-cutting is over we shall dwell in the house of the Lord for ever? No more toiling and hauling and splitting; above all, no more sin  nothing but praise and work for Him. And how hard I could work for Him!

Strange! said Mamba, while the old man gazed at the two soiled leaves as if lost in meditation, strange that you should show this to me. I have come  but tell me, he said, breaking off abruptly, what do you wish me to do?

This, said the old man, pointing to the leaves, as though he had not heard the question, is all that I possess of the Word of God. Ah! well do I remember the time  many years past now  when I had the whole Bible. It was such a happy time then  when good King Radama reigned, and the missionaries had schools and churches and meetings  when we prayed and sang to our hearts content, and the Bible was printed, by the wonderful machines brought by the white men, in our own language, and we learned to read it. I was young then, and strong; but I dont think my heart was so warm as it is now! Learning to read was hard  hard; but the Lord made me able, and when I got a Bible all to myself I thought there was nothing more to wish for. But the good Radama died, and Ranavalona sits upon his throne. You know she has burned many Bibles. Mine was found and burned, but she did not suspect me. I suppose I am too poor and worthless for her to care about! Perhaps we did not think enough of the happy times when we had them! A brother gave me these two leaves. They are all that I have left now.

Again the old man paused, and the younger forbore to interrupt his thoughts. Presently he looked up, and continued, When the missionary Ellis was on his way to the coast I met him and asked for a Bible. He had not a spare one to give me. He was very sorry, but said if I could find any one going to Tamatave who would carry a Bible back to me, he would send one. Now you have come. Will you see the great missionary, or, if he is away, find one of the other men of God, and fetch me a Bible?

There was a trembling earnestness in the old wood-cutters voice which showed how eager he was about the answer. Mamba readily promised, and then, after singing and praying together, these like-minded men retired to rest.

Next morning Mamba pursued his way eastward with rapid step, for he was anxious  yet with a glad heart, for he was hopeful. Many things of interest were presented to his gaze, but though he observed them well he did not suffer them to turn him aside for a moment from his purpose  which was to reach Tamatave in the shortest possible time, so as to meet and converse with the missionary before he should quit the island.

Mamba was of an inquiring disposition. In ordinary circumstances he would have paused frequently to rest and meditate and pray. He would have turned aside to examine anything peculiar in his track, or even to watch the operations of a spider, or the gambols of a butterfly; but now he had business on hand, and set his face like a flint to transact it.

The distance from the capital to Tamatave was nearly two hundred miles. There were dangers in the way. As we have said, the Queens spies were everywhere. Mambas wounds and bruises were still sufficiently obvious to attract attention and rouse curiosity, if not suspicion.

At one part of the journey he came upon some criminals in long chains which extended from their necks to their ankles. They were doing work on the roads under a guard. He would fain have conversed with these men, but, fearing to be questioned, turned aside into the shelter of a plantation and passed stealthily by.

At another place he came to a ferry where, when he was about to enter the boat, two men stepped in before him whom he knew to be government officers and suspected to be spies. To have drawn suddenly back without apparent reason would have proclaimed a guilty conscience. To go forward was to lay himself open to question and suspicion, for he had prepared no tissue of falsehoods for the occasion. There was no time for thought, only for prayer. He committed his soul to God as he entered the boat, and then began to converse with the boatman in as easy and natural a tone of voice as he could assume. Having to face the boatman for this purpose enabled him to turn his back upon the government officers. Scarce knowing what he said in the perturbation of his spirit, his first question was rather absurd  

Did you ever upset in crossing here? he asked.

Of course not! replied the boatman, with a look of offended dignity.

Ha! then, continued Mamba, who quickly recovered his equanimity, then you dont know what it is to feel the teeth of a crocodile?

No, I dont, and hope I never shall. Did you?

Oh yes, returned Mamba, I have felt them.

This was true; for it happened that when he was a little boy, his mother had taken him down to the side of a river where she had some washing to do, and while she was not looking the urchin waded in, and a crocodile made a snap at him. Fortunately it failed to catch him, but its sharp teeth grazed his thigh, and left a mark which he never afterwards lost.

Where did that happen? asked the boatman, when the other had briefly stated the fact  for the passage was too short to permit of a story being told.

In the Betsilio country.

Thats a long way off.

Yes, a long way. I left my old mother there. Im going to Tamatave to buy her a present. Now, my friend, said Mamba, in a bantering tone, as the boat ran into the opposite bank, take care never to upset your boat, because crocodile teeth are wonderfully sharp!

Mamba had the satisfaction of hearing the two officers chuckle at his little joke, and the boatman growl indignantly, as he leaped ashore and sedately strode away with a sigh of relief and thankfulness for having made what he deemed a narrow escape.

The road to Tamatave was by no means lonely, for, being the highway from the seaport to the capital, there was constant traffic both of travellers and of merchandise. There were also great droves of cattle making their way to the coast  for a large part of the wealth of the chiefs and nobles of the land consists of cattle, which are exported to the islands of Bourbon and Mauritius, and disposed of to the shipping that come there for supplies.

At last Mamba reached Tamatave, footsore, worn, and weary, and went straight to the house of friend  a native of wealth and importance in the town, and one whom he knew to be a Christian. From him he learned, to his great joy, that Mr Ellis had not yet left the place, and that he hoped to be permitted still to remain there for some time.

It was dark when Mamba arrived, and rather late; but he was too anxious to transact his business to wait till morning. Having ascertained where the missionary lived, he went there direct, and was ushered into his sitting-room.

You wish to converse with me, said Mr Ellis, in a kind voice, and in the native tongue, as he placed a chair for his visitor  who, however, preferred to stand.

Yes, I come from very far away  from the Betsilio country. My mother dwells there, and she is a praying one  a follower of Jesus. She loves the Word of God. I heard that you had brought the Bible to us from your own land  printed in our language, and so I have come to ask you for a Bible.

Have you come all that long journey to procure the Word of God? asked the missionary, much interested.

Yes  that is my business, replied Mamba.

Although Mr Ellis liked the look of his visitor, and was strongly disposed to believe him, he had too much knowledge of the native character to place immediate confidence in him. Besides, the man being a stranger to him, and possibly one of the government spies, he feared to comply at once with his request, lest he should hasten his own banishment from the island. He replied, therefore, with caution.

I cannot give you what you want to-night, he said, but you may call on me again to-morrow, and I will speak with you.

This answer did not at all satisfy the eager heart of the poor fellow who had travelled so far and risked so much. His countenance showed the state of his feelings so strongly that the sympathetic missionary laid his hand kindly on his shoulder, bade him cheer up, and asked for his name as well as the name of some one in Tamatave who knew him.

Now then, Mamba, he said, as they were about to part, dont be cast down. Come here to see me to-morrow. Come early.

Comforted a little  more by the missionarys look and tone than by his words,  Mamba took his departure.

Meanwhile Mr Ellis made inquiries, visited the friend to whom he had been referred, and found that not only was Mamba a good and true man, but that many of his family feared the Lord greatly.

When, therefore, his anxious visitor returned very early the following morning, he was ready for him.

I am assured that you are a Christian, Mamba, he said, as well as many of your kindred.

Yes, I love the Lord, and so do many of my kinsmen. But my family is large and scattered.

Have any of them got the Scriptures?

They have seen and heard them, returned Mamba, but all that we possess are a few pages of the words of David. These belong to the whole family. We send them from one to another, and each, after keeping them for a time, passes them on, until they have been read by all. They are in my hands just now.

Have you them with you? asked the missionary. Mamba did not reply at once. He seemed unwilling to answer, but at last confessed that he had.

Will you not show them to me? Surely you can trust me, brother!

Mamba at length made up his mind. Thrusting his hand deep into his bosom, he drew a parcel from the folds of his lamba. This he slowly and carefully opened. One piece of cloth after another being unrolled, there appeared at length a few leaves of the Book of Psalms, which he cautiously handed to Mr Ellis.

Though it was evident that the greatest care had been taken of that much-prized portion of Scripture, the soiled appearance of the leaves, worn edges, and other marks of frequent use  like the two leaves owned by the wood-cutter  showed how much they had been read.

Even Mambas anxiety was allayed by the tender way in which the missionary handled his treasure, and the interest in it that he displayed.

Now, my friend, said Mr Ellis, still holding the tattered leaves, which Mamba seemed anxious to get back, if you will give me these few words of David, I will give you all his words; and I will give you, besides, the words of Jesus, and of John, and Paul and Peter. See  here they are.

Saying which, he handed to his visitor a copy of the New Testament and Psalms, in Malagasy, bound together.

But Mamba did not leap at this gift as might have been expected. Either it seemed to him to be too good news to be true, or he was of a sceptical turn of mind. At all events he was not satisfied until he had sat down with the missionary and assured himself that every verse in his ragged treasure was contained in the presented volume, and a great deal more besides. Then he let the old treasure go, and joyfully accepted the new, which, he said, he was going to carry back to his mother who greatly longed for it.

Before retiring with it, however, he mentioned his friend the wood-cutter, whom Mr Ellis remembered well, and gladly gave another Testament to be taken back to him. Then, uttering expressions of fervent gratitude, Mamba left the house.

In the course of that day the missionary inquired after his visitor, wishing to have further converse with him, but the Christians of Tamatave told him that Mamba had started off, almost immediately after quitting him, on his long return journey to Betsilio-land  doubtless rejoicing as one that findeth great spoil.

Dust was not allowed to accumulate on the Bibles of Madagascar in those days!




Chapter Eighteen.

Unexpected Deliverance and Several Surprises.

At the time when Mamba started away on his expedition to Tamatave, Ravonino, as we have said, lay concealed in the forest, anxiously awaiting news from the town. At last the news came  the two white men and the negro had got involved in a row, and were in prison!

So said Laihova on entering the cave and seating himself, weary, worn, and dispirited, on a ledge of rock beside his friend, to whom he related all that had befallen.

Give not way to despondency, said Ravonino, though he could not smooth the lines of anxiety from his own brow. Does not the Lord reign? Let the earth rejoice! No evil can befall unless permitted, and then it will surely work for good. Let us now consider what is to be done. But first, we will pray.

In the gloom of the cavern the two men went down on their knees, and, in very brief but earnest sentences, made known their wants to their Creator.

It is useless to remain here idle, said the guide, as they resumed their seat on the ledge.

It is useless to go into the town, returned Laihova. I am known now as one of those who aided Mamba to escape.

But I am not known  at least not in my present guise, said Ravonino. Have you seen Rafaravavy?

No; I tell you we had not been long in the town when this mischance befell.

Did not Mamba tell you why he has undertaken so long a journey?

He did not, but I can guess, answered Laihova, with a slight smile. The night before we left our friends in the cave in Betsilio-land I heard his mother urging him to accompany us to the capital and fetch her, if possible, a copy of the Word of God. She was joined in her persuasions by my sister Ramatoa, and you know he loves Ramatoa. I have no doubt that the two overcame his objections.

Do you know why he objected? asked Ravonino.

He said that he was afraid to quit his mother and the others at a time when she might sorely need his protection, but other motives may have influenced him.

If he said it he meant it, returned the guide, with some decision, for Mamba is open and true of heart. No doubt he had other motives, but these were secondary. God grant him success and safe deliverance from the hands of his enemies!

Amen! responded Laihova.

For some time the two friends sat there in silence, meditating as to what they should do in the circumstances, for each felt that action of some sort was absolutely necessary.

My friend, said the guide at last, it seems to me that the Lord requires me at this time to go with my life in my hand, and give it to Him if need be. I have led these Englishmen into danger. I must do my best to succour them. Rafaravavy also is in great danger of losing her life  for the Queens fondness for her may not last through the opposition to her will which she is sure to meet with. At all risks I will enter the town and try to meet with Rafaravavy. But you, my friend, have no need to run so great a risk. The Englishmen have no claim upon you. My sister Ra-Ruth, as well as the other banished ones, need your arm to defend them, all the more that Mamba has left for a time. I counsel you to return to the Betsilio country and leave me. There is no fear. I am in the hands of God.

For a few moments Laihova was silent. Then he spoke, slowly. No. I will not leave you. Are not our friends also in the hands of God? For them, too, there is no fear. At present they are far from danger and in safe hiding, for even the outlaws  the robbers who infest the forests  understand something of their case; they have sympathy and will not molest them. Besides all that, Ravoninohitriniony, is there not the Blood-covenant between you and me? No, I will not leave you! Where you go I will go, and if you die I will not live!

Seeing that his friends mind was made up, the guide made no further effort to influence him, and both men prepared themselves to go to the city.

We return now to our friends Mark Breezy, John Hockins, and James Ginger, whom we left in the act of quitting their prison after being the means of obtaining some extension of mercy to an unfortunate sufferer whom they left behind them there.

The Interpreter led them up several steep streets, and finally brought them to a court-yard in which were several small houses. Into one of these he ushered them, having previously pointed out to them that the building occupied a prominent position not far from the great palace of the Queen.

So  if you out goes  git losted  know how to finds youself agin!

Das so, said Ebony. Yous a clibber man.

Now you stop, continued the Interpreter, paying no attention to the remark, for git some  some  vik  vik  vikles  eh?

Vikles! repeated Mark, with a puzzled air.

Yis  yis  vikles, repeated the Interpreter, nodding his head, smiling, opening his mouth very wide, and pointing to it.

Praps he means victuals, suggested Hockins.

Yis  yis  jus so  vittles, cried the Interpreter, eagerly, wait for vittles. Now  good-boy  by-by! he added, with a broad grin at his blunder, as he left the room and shut the door.

The three friends stood in the middle of the room for a few seconds in silence, looked at each other, and smiled dubiously.

Lets see if we really are free to go and come as we choose, said Mark, suddenly stepping to the door and trying it. Sure enough it was open. They passed out and went a short distance along the street, in which only a few natives were moving about. These, strange to say, instead of gazing at them in idle curiosity, seemed to regard them with some show of respect.

Hold on, sir, said Hockins, coming to an abrupt halt, you know that feller told us to wait for victuals, and I am uncommon disposed for them victuals; for, to say truth, the trifle of rice they gave us this mornin was barely enough to satisfy an average rat. Better come back an do as were bid. Obedience, you know, is the first law of natur.

Das wat I says too. Wait for de wittles.

Agreed, said Mark, turning on his heel.

On reaching the house they found that two slaves had already begun preparations for the hoped-for feast. In a few minutes they had spread on the mat floor several dishes containing rice, mingled with bits of chicken and other meats, the smell of which was exceedingly appetising. There was plain beef also, and fowls, and cooked vegetables, and fruits of various kinds, some of which were familiar to them, but others were quite new.

Slaves being present, our three travellers did not give full and free expression to their feelings; but it was evident from the way that Hockins smacked his lips and Ebony rolled his tongue about, not to mention his eyes, and Mark pursed his mouth, that they were smitten with pleased anticipation, while the eyes of all three indicated considerable surprise!

There were no knives or forks  only horn spoons for the rice; but as each man carried a large clasp-knife in his pocket, the loss was not felt.

In any other circumstances the singularity and unexpected nature of this good treatment would have stirred up the fun of Ebony and the latent humour of Hockins, but they could not shake off the depression caused by the memory of what they had seen in the prison  the heavy iron collars and the cruel binding chains. They tried to put the best face possible on it, but after a few faint sallies relapsed into silence. This, however, did not prevent their eating a sufficiently hearty meal.

Theres no sayin when we may git the chance of another, was Hockinss apologetic remark as he helped himself to another fowl.

It is very mysterious that we should receive such treatment, said Mark. I can only account for it by supposing that our friend Ravèlo is an officer of some power. If so, it was doubly fortunate that we had the opportunity of doing him a good turn.

Now, you leave dem two drumsticks for me, Ockins, said Ebony, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Youll do yourself a injury if you heat de whole ob im.

Well, I must confess to bein surprised summat, said the seaman, referring to Marks observation, not to Ebonys.

They were destined to receive some additional surprises before that day was over. The meal which they had been discussing was barely finished when their friend the Interpreter again entered and bade them follow him.

Queen Ranavalona wish sees you, he said.

What! all on us? exclaimed Hockins, with elevated eyebrows.

Yis  all.

Oh! nonsense, he cried, turning to Mark. It must be you, doctor, she wants to see. What can she want with a ornary seaman like me?

Or a extraornary nigger like me? said Ebony, with a look of extreme contempt.

You kin stop in house if you choose, remarked the Interpreter, with a quiet grin, but you heads be splitted if you do.

Then I think Ill go, said Hockins, quietly.

Me too, remarked the negro.

Accordingly they all went  with a slight qualm, however, for they felt slightly doubtful whether, under existing circumstances, they might not after all be going to execution.

The royal palaces, to which they were led, occupy a very conspicuous and commanding position on the summit of the hill, and stand at an elevation of more than 500 feet above the surrounding plains. They are conspicuously larger than any of the other houses in the city, are grouped together in a large court-yard, and number about a dozen houses  large and small. The chief palace, named Manjàka-Miàdana, is about 100 feet long by 80 broad, and 120 high to the apex of its lofty roof. A wide verandah, in three stories, runs all round it. All is painted white except the balustrade. The building next in size to this is the Silver House. On the eastern side of the court-yard are the palace gardens, and around it stand a number of houses which are the residences of the chief officers of the army, the Secretaries of State, and other members of the Government.

On reaching the palace gate two young officers approached to receive the visitors. They were dressed in splendid European regimentals, much bedecked with gold-lace, tight-fitting trousers, Wellington boots, sash, sword, and cocked hat, all complete! One of these, to their surprise, spoke English remarkably well.

I learned it from the missionaries when I was leetle boy, he explained to Mark, as he conducted the visitors through the archway and across the spacious court-yard into the palace. In the second storey of the verandah the Queen was seen seated beneath that emblem of royalty the scarlet umbrella, with her Court around her. Before entering the court the visitors had removed their hats. They were now directed to make a profound reverence as they passed, and proceeded along the side of the building to the further end.

A line of native troops was drawn up across the court, but these wore no uniform, only the lamba wound round their waists, and white cross-belts on their naked bodies. They were armed with the old flint-lock muskets and bayonets of the period.

Their conductor, who was an Under-Secretary of State, led them by a dark narrow stair to the balcony where the Queen sat, and in a few moments they found themselves in the presence of the cruel Ranavalona, of whom they had heard so much.

She did not look cruel at that time, however. She was dressed in a rich satin gown, over which she wore the royal scarlet lamba, and jewels of various kinds ornamented her person. She was seated in a chair raised two or three steps above the floor, with her ladies on one side and her gentlemen on the other. The former, among whom were some really good-looking brunettes, had all adopted the English fashion of dress, with parts of native costume retained. Some wore head-dresses of gorgeous colouring, composed of ribbons, flowers, and feathers in great profusion, but as no head-dress, however strongly marked by barbaric splendour, can excel the amazing feminine crests in present use among the civilised, we refrain from attempting description! Most of the men also wore European costume, or portions thereof, some being clad in suits of black broad-cloth.

The amount of ceremony displayed on all hands at Court seemed to have infected our three adventurers, for, when led before the Queen, they approached with several profound bows, to which Hockins added the additional grace of a pull at his forelock. In this he was imitated by Ebony.

For some moments Ranavalona eyed her visitors  perhaps we should say her captives  sternly enough, but there was also a slight touch of softness in her expression, from which Mark drew much comfort; in silence, for as yet the Queen had given no indication as to whether the new-comers were to be treated as friends or spies, and the recent banishment of the missionaries, and harsh treatment of Europeans by the Queen, left their minds in some doubt on the point.

Turning to the Secretary who had introduced the party, Ranavalona spoke to him a few words. When she had finished, the Secretary turned to Mark, whom he at once recognised as the chief and spokesman of the trio.

Queen Ranavalona bid me ask where you comes from, he said.

To which Mark replied that they came from England, that they were all English subjects, though one was an African by descent.

I have heard, continued the Queen, through her interpreter, that you have been shipwrecked, that one of your number is a Maker of Medicine, and that you helped one of my people  even saved his life  soon after your arrival in my country. Is that so?

Mark explained that they had not been shipwrecked, but had been left on shore, and obliged to fly from the natives of the coast; that he was indeed a maker of medicine, though his training had not been quite completed when he left England, and that he had rendered a trifling service to an unfortunate man who had slipped in climbing a cliff, but he could hardly be said to have saved the mans life.

While he was speaking, Mark observed that his friend Ravèlo stood close to the Queens chair, in front of a group of officers, from which circumstance he concluded that he must be a man of some note, and that it was he who had procured the deliverance of himself and his friends from prison.

Tell the young Maker of Medicine, said the Queen, in a loud voice, so that all the Court might hear, that Europeans have behaved very ill here of late, so ill that they had to be banished from my country; for I, Ranavalona, permit no one, whether his face be black, brown, or white, to meddle with my government. They fancied, I suppose, that because I am a woman I am weak and ignorant, and unable to rule! They have now found their mistake, and Christians shall not again be permitted to dwell in my country. But I am Ranavalona, and I will do what I please. If I choose to make an exception I will do it. If any one thinks to oppose my will he shall die. The man whose life was saved by this young Maker of Medicine is my son Rakota  my beloved son. Is it not so?

The Queen looked round as she spoke, and the man whom we have hitherto styled Ravèlo bent his head and replied, It is so, whereupon there were murmurs of surprise and approval among the courtiers.

Now, continued the Queen, as I am grateful, and as I want a physician at Court just now, I appoint this young Maker of Medicine to that post, and I appoint his black companion to be his servant. Do you all hear that?

All the courtiers made murmurs of assent.

Tell them all that, Secretary, said the Queen.

Mark Breezy and his friends had considerable difficulty in concealing their astonishment when all that was explained to them, but they had the presence of mind to acknowledge the information with a profound obeisance. At the same time Mark explained, with much modesty, that he was not entitled to aspire to or to accept so high and honourable a position, as he had not yet obtained the standing which entitled him to practise in his own country.

Tell him, said the Queen, sternly, that I, Ranavalona, have nothing to do with the customs of England, and have no regard for them. If he does not accept what I offer, instant banishment  perhaps worse  will be his portion!

Oh! massa, accep him at once! murmured Ebony in an undertone, and in much anxiety.

Mark took his advice, and agreed to become Physician to the Court of the Queen of Madagascar, without stipulating either as to salary or privileges!

I am also told, said the Queen, with a smile of condescension to her physician, that your English companion is full of music, and performs on a wonderful little instrument. I have a good band, which was trained by your countrymen, but they have no such little instrument. Let the Man of the Sea perform.

On this being translated Mark looked at the Man of the Sea, and could with difficulty restrain a burst of laughter at the expression of his countenance.

What! exclaimed Hockins, me play my whistle afore this here Court? Unpossible!

Youll have to try, said Mark, unless you wish for instant banishment  or something worse!

Oh! Ockins, blaze away at once! murmured Ebony, with renewed anxiety, for the something worse was to him suggestive of imprisonment, torture, and death!

Thus pressed, the seaman put his hand into the inner pocket of his jacket and drew forth his cherished flageolet. In a few minutes the Queen and all her courtiers were enthralled by the music. It was not only the novelty and bird-like sweetness of the instrument itself that charmed, but also the fine taste and wonderful touch of the sailor. The warbling notes seemed to trill, rise and fall, and float about on the atmosphere, as it were, like fairy music, filling the air with melody and the soul with delight.

Good! let the Man of the Sea be also cared for. Give them quarters in the palace, and see that they all attend upon us in the garden to-morrow.

So saying, the Queen arose, swept into the palace, and left her courtiers to follow.

Immediately Prince Rakota came forward and shook hands with Mark.

So then, your Highness, said the latter, we are indebted to you for all this kindness.

It is only one small ting, returned the Prince in broken English. Am I not due to you my life? Come, I go show you your house.

On the way, and after entering the house which was appropriated to their use, Mark learned from the Prince that their approach to the capital had been discovered and announced by spies long before their arrival; that it was they who had discovered and revealed to the Queen Hockinss wonderful powers with the little tube. Also that it was well-known who had guided them through the country, and that Ravoninohitriniony was being diligently sought for in his hiding-places.

This last piece of information filled the three friends with deep concern and anxiety.

He has been so very kind to us, said Mark, and I know is one of the most generously disposed and law-respecting subjects of her Majesty.

That not help for him if he tumbles into the hands of my mother, said the Prince, sadly. He is a Christian. He has run to the forest, and has made others to fly.

But you have much power with the Queen, pleaded Mark, could you not induce her to pardon him?

Yes  if he will give up Christianity  if not do that  no!

That he will never do, said Mark, firmly. I know him well. He will rather die than deny Christ.

He is likely to die then, returned Rakota, for my mother is fixed to root up the religion of Jesus from the land.

But surely you dont agree with her, broke in Hockins at this point.

No, I not agree, said the Prince. But I can not command the Queen. Some time it very hard to move her even a leetle. My only power with her is love.

Das de greatest power in de world! chimed in Ebony.

It is, returned the Prince, and you be very sure I use the power much as I can for save your friend.




Chapter Nineteen.

A Malagasy Garden Party  The Cloud grows Blacker.

The garden party is by no means a novelty of the present day. In the early part of this century  if not much earlier  Malagasy sovereigns seem to have been wont to treat their Court and friends to this species of entertainment.

The order which the Queen had given that her European visitors should attend upon her in the garden, was neither more nor less than an invitation to a garden party, or pic-nic, to be held the following day at one of her surburban retreats named Anosy, about half-a-mile from the city. Accordingly, early in the morning  for the Malagasy are early risers  their friend the Interpreter came to conduct them to the spot, with a gift of a striped lamba for each of the white men.

Why she not send one for me? demanded Ebony, pouting  and Ebonys pout was something to take note of!

Cause youre black and dont need no clothing, said Hockins, awkwardly attempting to put the lamba on his broad shoulders.

Humph! if she knowed what splendid lobscouse an plum duff I kin make, returned the negro, Ranny Valony would hab sent me a silk lamba an made me her chief cook. Howsever, deres a good time comin. I spose I aint to go to the party?

Yis  you muss go. All of you got to go. Kill-deaded  if you dont go.

Im your man, den, for I dont want to be deaded yet a while; moreover, I want to see de fun, returned the negro.

Meanwhile the Interpreter showed them how to put on the lamba  with one end of it thrown over the left shoulder, like the Spaniards cloak,  and then conducted them to the palace, where they found three palanquins  or chairs supported by two staves  awaiting them. Getting into them they set off, preceded by the Interpreter in a similar conveyance. Ebony and his bearers brought up the rear.

The Queen and her Court had already started some time. Our party soon reached the scene of festivities, at the south-east of the city. It was a charming spot, having large gardens laid out in the European style, with goodly trees overshadowing the pleasure-house of Anosy, and an extensive lake. The house was on an island in the lake, and was reached by a narrow causeway.

At the entrance to the place two enormous letters, R R, formed in grass borders that surrounded flower-beds, indicated that Radama Rex, the first king of that name, had originated those gardens. And they did him credit; for he had made great exertions to accumulate there specimens of the most useful and remarkable trees and plants in the country  especially those that were of service in materia medica. Some immense camphor-wood trees were among the most conspicuous, and there were several specimens of a graceful fan-palm, as well as clumps of the long-leaved Ròfia. The lake was covered in part with a profusion of purple waterlilies, and was well stocked with gold-fish. In the garden and on the upper part of the grounds were luxuriant vines, besides figs, mangoes, pine-apples, and coffee-plants.

Here, to the strains of an excellent band, hundreds of people, in white and striped lambas, and various gay costumes, were walking about enjoying themselves, conversing with animation, or consuming rice, chickens, and beef, on mats beneath the mango and fig-trees. Elsewhere the more youthful and lively among them engaged in various games, such as racing, jumping, etcetera.

Come, said their friend of the previous day  the Secretary  to Mark and his comrades, breaking in on their contemplation of the animated scene, the Queen wishes to see you.

Her Majesty, who was dressed in a long robe of muslin, embroidered with gold, sat near the door of the garden-house, surrounded by her ladies, who all wore the simple but graceful native dress. A guard of soldiers stood near at hand.

The Queen merely wished to ask a few ceremonial questions of her visitors. While she was engaged with Hockins and the Secretary, Mark ventured to glance at the ladies of the Court, among whom he observed one who made a deep impression on him. She wore, if possible, a simpler dress than any of her companions, and no ornaments whatever. Her features were well formed, and her rather pensive countenance was very beautiful. When they were retiring from the presence of the Queen, Mark could not resist the temptation to ask the Secretary who she was.

That, said he, is our self-willed little Christian, Rafaravavy.

She does not look very self-willed, returned Mark.

True, and she is not really so  only in the matter of religion. I fear we shall lose her ere long, for she minds not the Queen, and no one who defies Ranavalona lives long. But come, let us sit down under this mango tree and eat. You must be hungry.

He led them as he spoke to a sequestered spot near a coppice which partially guarded them from public gaze on three sides, and on the fourth side afforded them a charming view of the gardens, the gay assemblage, and the country beyond.

At first both Hockins and Ebony hesitated to sit down to breakfast with so distinguished a person as an Under-Secretary of State.

We aint used, you see, doctor, observed the seaman in a low tone, to feed wi the quality.

Das so, massa, chimed in Ebony in the same tone; wittles nebber taste so pleasant in de cabin as in de focsl.

Dont object to anything, replied Mark, quickly, just do as I do.

Hall right, massa. Neck or nuffin  Im your man!

As for the seaman, he obeyed without reply, and in a few minutes they were busy with the Secretary over drumsticks and rice.

The free-and-easy sociability of that individual would have surprised them less if they had known that he had been specially commissioned by the Queen to look well after them, and gather all the information they might possess about the fugitive Christians who were hiding in the forests.

Fortunately our young student was quick-witted. He soon perceived the drift of the Secretarys talk, and, without appearing to evade his questions, gave him such replies as conveyed to him no information whatever of the kind he desired. At the same time, he took occasion, when the Secretarys attention was attracted by something that was going on, to lay his finger on his lips and bestow a look of solemn warning on his comrades, the effect of which on their intelligent minds was to make the negro intensely stupid and the seaman miraculously ignorant!

Now, while our friends are thus pleasantly engaged, we will return to Rafaravavy, whom we left standing among the Queens ladies.

Of all the ladies there that little brunette was not only the best-looking, the sweetest, the most innocent, but also, strange to say, the funniest; by which we do not mean to say that she tried to be funny  far from it, but that she had the keenest perception of the ludicrous, and as her perceptions were quick, and little jokes usually struck her, in vulgar parlance, all of a heap, her little explosions of laughter were instantaneous and violently short-lived. Yet her natural temperament was grave and earnest, and her habitual expression, as we have said, pensive.

Indeed it would have been strange had it been otherwise, considering the times in which she lived, the many friends whom she had seen sacrificed by the violence of her royal mistress, and the terrible uncertainty that hung over her own fate.

After a time the Queen dismissed some of her attendants to ramble about the grounds,  among them Rafaravavy, who sauntered down one of the side-walks by herself.

She had not gone far when, on reaching a turn of the road where a small thicket of shrubs concealed her from the more public part of the garden, she heard her own name pronounced.

Stopping abruptly, she listened with intense anxiety expressed on her countenance.

Rafaravavy! repeated the voice again, fear not! Next moment the bushes were turned aside, a man stepped on the path, and Ravonino stood before her! He seized her in his arms, and printed a fervent kiss upon her lips.

Oh! Samuel, she said, using her lovers Christian name, which she naturally preferred, and speaking, of course, in her native tongue, why did you come here? You know that it is death if you are caught.

I would risk more than death, if that were possible, to see you, Rafaravavy. But I come to ask you to fly with me. Our dear Lords counsel is that when we are persecuted we should flee to a place of safety.

Impossible! said the girl, in a tone of decision that made her lovers heart sink. Besides, I am not persecuted. The Queen is fond of me, and bears much.

Fond of you she may well be, my loved one, she cannot help that; but she is fonder of herself, and the moment you go beyond a certain point she will order you out to execution. Has she not done the same sort of thing before? She is capable of doing it again. She will surely do it again. Come, dearest! let us fly now  this moment. I have a lamba here which will conceal most of your dress. Arrangements are made with some of our friends in the Lord to aid us. Bearers are ready. I will guide you to the caverns in the forest where my sister Ra-Ruth is longing to receive you, where many of your old friends are dwelling in security, where we worship God, and pray to Jesus, and sing the sweet old hymns in peace. Come, dear one! will you not come?

It was evident that the intense earnestness of the lover was exerting powerful influence over the affectionate maiden, for she began to waver.

Oh! do not persuade me thus! she said. I know not what God would have me do. But the Queen has been very kind to me in spite of my religion, and sometimes I have thought that she listens to my pleading. Perhaps God may use me as the means of bringing her to Jesus. Think what that would be  not only to her own soul but to the multitudes who are now suffering in

At that moment footsteps were heard on the gravel walk. They were evidently approaching the spot where the lovers stood. Before Ravonino could make up his mind to drag her into the thicket by main force, Rafaravavy had disengaged herself and bounded away. At the same moment Ravonino glided into the shrubbery and disappeared.

A few seconds later and Mark Breezy stood on the spot they had quitted. He was alone.

Strange! he muttered to himself, I am almost certain that she took this path, and I fancy that the mans voice sounded like that of Ravonino. Nothing more natural than that he should ferret her out. Yet it seems to have been imagination.

It was not imagination, said a rather stern voice at Marks elbow. He turned quickly.

I was sure of it! he exclaimed.

If you were so sure of it, said the guide, with a touch of bitterness, why did you interrupt us and scare the maiden away?

You do me wrong in your thoughts, replied the student, flushing. One of the Queens secretaries is even at this moment coming along this track in company with Hockins and Ebony. While seated at breakfast I saw Rafaravavy walk in this direction, and somehow I took it into my head that you would surely meet her here  I know not why I thought so, unless it be that in like circumstances I myself would have acted the same part  so I hastened on in advance to warn you. Hush! do you not hear their steps?

Forgive me, said Ravonino, extending his hand, and grasping that of his friend. Then, speaking low and hurriedly, You are in favour at Court. Will you befriend her?

I will. You may depend on me!

There was no time for more. Already it was almost too late, for the guide had barely disappeared in the thicket when his comrades and the Secretary appeared.

Hallo! doctor, exclaimed Hockins, was ye arter a pretty girl that you bolted so, all of a sudden?

Yes, I was, answered Mark promptly. I saw one of the Queens ladies come in this direction and ran after her! I suppose there is no harm in that, Mr Secretary? You dont forbid men to look at your women, do you, like the Arabs?

Certainly not, replied the Secretary, with a slight smile and a ceremonial bow.

Come, then, let us follow the track, we may yet meet her.

So saying, Mark led the way along the path where Rafaravavy had vanished, not for the purpose of overtaking her, but in order to give his friend time and opportunity to get out of the thicket unperceived.

On the evening of that same day, after the garden festivities were over, Queen Ranavalona sat in her palace with a frown on her brow, for, despite her determination and frequent commands, the Christians in the town still persisted in holding secret meetings for worship. Those who knew her moods saw plainly that she was fanning the smouldering fires of anger, and that it needed but a small matter to cause them to burst out into a devouring flame.

While she was in this critical frame of mind an influential courtier appeared before her. He seemed to be greatly excited.

Madam, he said, I request that a bright and sharp spear may be brought to me!

Somewhat surprised at the nature of the request, the Queen asked to know the reason.

Madam, continued the courtier, I cannot but see with grief the dishonour that is done, not only to our idols but to the memory of your own predecessors, by the doctrines of these foreigners. Our ancient customs are being destroyed and the new faith is spreading on every hand. All this is but preparatory to the invasion of Madagascar by Europeans; and, as I would rather die than see my Queen and country so disgraced, I ask for a spear to pierce my heart before the evil day arrives.

This speech had a powerful effect on the Queen. She began to regard Christianity as not merely a sacrilege, but a political offence; for were not people learning to despise the idols of their forefathers and to cease praying to the royal ancestors by whom the kingdom had been established, and under whom the country had become great and powerful? Might they not eventually despise herself and learn to treat their living sovereign with contempt?

For some time Ranavalona remained silent, leaning her forehead on her hand. Suddenly she looked up with a flushed countenance.

It is true  all true, she said. When I was carried along in procession to-day did I not hear these Christians singing one of their hated hymns? They will not cease till some of them lose their heads. Have you got with you the formal accusation that was made before my chief judge yesterday?

No, madam, I have not.

Go. Fetch it and read it to me.

The courtier bowed, left the apartment, and speedily returned with a paper containing the accusations referred to. Unfolding it, he read as follows:  

First. The Christians are accused of despising the idols. Second. They are always praying. Third. They will not swear, but merely affirm. Fourth. Their women are chaste. Fifth. They are of one mind with regard to their religion. Sixth. They observe the Sabbath as a sacred day.

Strange to say, this catalogue of so-called accusations deeply affected the queen with grief and rage.

I swear, she said, with flashing eyes and clenched hands, that I will root out this religion of the Europeans if it should cost the life of every Christian in the land! Go. Leave me!

For a fortnight subsequent to this the palace and Court appeared as if in mourning for some public calamity. No band played; no amusements were allowed, and a dread of impending evil seemed to weigh upon the spirits of all classes. During this time, also, measures were taken to effect the final destruction, as far as possible, of all that had been done in the country by the teaching of the missionaries and their converts.

At last the storm burst. A Kabàry, or immense general assembly of the nation, was called by proclamation at the capital. The people were only too well aware of what this signified to doubt that the Queen was thoroughly in earnest and in one of her worst moods. With trembling hearts they hastened to obey the summons.




Chapter Twenty.

A Great Kabàry is held, followed by Dreadful Martyrdoms.

No rank or age was exempt from attendance at the great assembly. Soldiers were sent about the city and suburbs to drive the people towards the place of assembly near the palace, and the living stream continued to pour onwards until many thousand souls were gathered together at Imàhamàsina.

Here a body of troops fifteen thousand strong was posted, and in the earlier part of the day the cannon along the heights of the city thundered out a salute to inspire the people with awe and respect for the royal authority. The highest civil and military officers were there in their varied and gay trappings, but Ranavalona herself did not appear in person. Her message was conveyed to the people by one of the chief officers of state. It was interspersed here and there with the various titles of the Queen, and was to the following effect:  

I announce to you, oh ye people! I am not a sovereign that deceives. I therefore tell to you what I purpose to do, and how I shall govern you. Who, then, is that man who would change the customs of our ancestors and the twelve sovereigns in this country? To whom has the kingdom been left by inheritance, by Impóin, Imérina, and Radama, except to me? If any, then, would change the customs of our ancestors, I abhor that, saith Rabòdon-Andrian-Impóin-Imérina.

After a good deal more to much the same effect, the message went on to say:  

As to baptisms, societies, places of worship distinct from schools, and the observance of the Sabbath, how many rulers are there in the land? Is it not I alone that rule? These things are not to be done; they are unlawful in my country, saith Ranavàlo-manjàka, for they are not the customs of our ancestors; and I do not change their customs, excepting as to things alone that improve my country. And then, in your worship, you say Believe! Follow the Christian customs! and thus you change the customs of the ancestors, for you do not invoke all that is sacred in heaven and earth, and all that is sacred in the twelve sovereigns and the idols. And is not this changing the customs of the ancestors? I detest that; and I tell you plainly that such things shall not be done in my country, saith Ranavàlo-manjàka.

Now I decree that all Bibles and books of the new religion shall be delivered up to be destroyed, that all who are guilty shall come in classes, according to the nature of their offences, and accuse themselves of having been baptized, of being members of the church, of having taught slaves to read  all shall come to the officers and confess; but those who conceal their offence and are accused by others shall be subjected to the ordeal of the tangena, and those who resist my commands shall die, saith Ranavàlo-manjàka.

This message was no idle threat. The people were well aware of that, and the city was filled with weeping and consternation.

It was while things were in this state that Mamba arrived at Antananarivo with his precious New Testament and Psalms in the folds of his lamba. Although well aware of what had taken place, he recklessly visited his friends in the city. From them he learned more particulars, and saw, when too late, that it would be impossible for him now to pass out of the gates with the Testament on his person, as the guards had been cautioned to search every one whom they had the slightest reason to suspect.

Hearing of the sudden exaltation of his English friends, he formed the wise resolution to place his treasure in their hands.

Boldness is often successful where timidity would fail. Without hesitation, or even consultation with his friends, Mamba went straight to the palace and demanded permission to visit the Maker of Medicine. He was allowed to pass and conducted by an official to the quarters of Mark Breezy, who was seated with Hockins and Ebony at the time.

Great was their surprise at seeing their friend.

Why, Mamba! I thought you had gone to Tamatave? said Mark, shaking hands heartily with him.

Yis  yis  I hoed, said Mamba, and then endeavoured to tell something of his doings in English; but his knowledge of that language was so very imperfect that they could make nothing of it. They understood him, however, when he cautiously and lovingly drew the Testament from its hiding-place and gave it into Marks hands.

What am I to do with it, my poor friend? said Mark. I know that you have no chance of retaining it, after the decree that has just been passed.

Keep im  keep  for me, said Mamba, anxiously.

I will do so, if I can, but it may not be possible, answered Mark.

Yis, keep  safe. Got im for me mudder.

Youre a brick, cried Ebony, enthusiastically grasping the mans hand, for he had a great love for his own mother, and experienced a gush of sympathy.

At that moment there was a loud knocking at the door, and Mark had barely time to slip the Testament into his coat pocket when Hater-of-lies entered with his silver spear and attendants. Seizing hold of poor Mamba, without uttering a word they led him away.

Hockins instantly followed, and Ebony was about to do the same when Mark laid his hand on his shoulder and checked him.

What would you do, Ebony?

Look arter Ockins, massa.

Hockins is well able to look after himself. No doubt he has gone to see where they take Mamba to. One pair of eyes is enough for that. Your company would only trouble him.

A few minutes later the seaman returned with the information that the unfortunate man had been cast into the prison from which they had been so recently released.

At this time the Christians in the island possessed numerous entire copies of the Scriptures, besides a large number of Testaments and Psalms, and books of a religious character, which, having been secreted, had escaped the destruction of previous persecutions. Some of these were now given up and destroyed. Many of the more timid among the natives came forward, as commanded, and accused themselves, thus escaping punishment; but there were others who would neither give up their Bibles nor accuse themselves. Some of these were accused by their slaves, others by their so-called friends and kindred  in some cases falsely.

Next day the Prime Minister came to the Queen and reported that one lady, named Rasalama, who had not accused herself, had been accused by some of her slaves of attending religious meetings.

Is it possible, exclaimed the Queen, that there is one so daring as to defy me? Go, let her be put to death at once!

The intercession of friends of the accused produced no effect on the Queen, and even the pleading of Prince Rakota failed, in this instance, to do more than delay the execution for a few days.

Meanwhile Rasalama was cast into prison and loaded with chains.

Is it not strange, she said to her jailors, that I should be put in chains, and some of my friends should be sent to perpetual slavery and some killed, though we have done no evil? We have neither excited rebellion, nor stolen the property of any, nor spoken ill of any  yet we are treated thus, and our property is confiscated. It will be wise if the persecutors think what they do, lest they bring on themselves the wrath of God. But I do not fear. When Hater-of-lies came to my house I rejoiced that I was counted worthy to suffer affliction for believing in Jesus.

When this speech was reported to the judges, Rasalama was ordered to be put into heavier irons and severely beaten. This cruel order was carried out; and after her tender limbs had been additionally weighted, her delicate skin was lacerated with terrible stripes. Yet her fortitude never forsook her. Nay more  through the grace bestowed on her she actually sang hymns in the midst of her torment! Sometimes, indeed, her physical strength failed for a brief space. At other times the song of triumph blended with a wail of agony, but she always recovered to renew the hymn of praise.

Her tormentors were confounded. This was something quite beyond their understanding, and their only solution of the mystery was that she must be under the influence of some powerful charm. Others there were, however, who listened to her triumphant songs, and beheld her calm steadfast countenance with widely different thoughts and feelings.

But the sufferings of this poor creature had not yet terminated. The rage of her persecutors was not yet appeased. Next day the ordinary chains she wore were exchanged for others, consisting of rings and bars fastened around her wrists, knees, ankles, and neck, and these, when drawn together, forced her whole body into a position that caused intense agony  something like that which we have described as having been seen by Mark and his comrades in the same prison-house. In this posture it was impossible to use the voice in song, but, doubtless, she was not even then prevented from making melody in her heart to the Lord, for whose name she suffered so much. All night long was this terrific trial endured, but with the dawn of day came relief, for then the chains were relaxed; and so great was the change that poor Rasalama looked forward to the fate which she knew awaited her with feelings of joy.

That fate was not long delayed. Soon they led her out of the prison, and took the road which conducted towards the southern extremity of the hill on which the city stood, where was the tremendous precipice down which many a criminal and many a Christian martyr had already in Ranavalonas evil reign been hurled out of Time into Eternity. Yet this was not the gate through which Rasalama was to pass into Paradise. See Note 1.

As she walked along, the poor martyr began again to sing a favourite hymn. When passing the place of worship, at that time closed, she exclaimed, There have I heard the words of the Saviour. Hundreds of people accompanied her. Some even ventured to whisper words of comfort to her as she went along, although by doing so they imperilled their own lives, and one young man, utterly regardless of consequences, walked boldly by her side, speaking to her of the Saviour, till the place of execution was reached.

To this spot Mark Breezy and his companions in exile had hastened, for the Secretary had told them that some of the Christians were about to be executed, and a fearful suspicion that their friend Mamba might be among the number impelled them to hasten to the spot with some half-defined intention of interfering in his behalf. For they had gradually, and imperceptibly to themselves, acquired a great liking for the young native, whose earnest, straightforward, yet playful spirit, together with his great kindness to his mother, had deeply impressed them during the brief time they had sojourned together in the forest.

Will we fight for im, massa? asked Ebony, with anxious looks, as they ran to the place of execution, which was not far-off.

That would be useless, answered Mark. If we were thirty Samsons instead of three ordinary men, we could not overcome the Queens army.

Ive half a mind to try, said Hockins, with something unusually fierce in his expression. Many a man has run a-muck before now. Ive got to die once at any rate!

And what good would that do to Mamba? asked Mark. No, I will try another plan. I have fortunately done service to the Queen in saving the life of her son. If Mamba is to be martyred, I will throw my arms round him and ask the Queen in return to spare the life of my friend.

They had by that time mingled with the dense crowd that stood on the brow of the precipice of Ambohipotsy to witness the execution. Pushing to the front with breathless anxiety, they were just in time to see Rasalama led forward by two men armed with spears. In front of them was a shallow ditch, and a little further on the brow of the precipice, from which was seen a magnificent prospect of the surrounding country. But no prospect, however sublime, could have attracted the eyes of the three friends just then, for in front of them stood two crosses supporting the bodies of two Christians who had been crucified thereon the day before. Even these, however, lost their horrible power of fascination, when they observed the cheerful holy expression of Rasalamas countenance as she was led to the edge of the ditch which was to be her grave. The bottom of that grave was already strewn with the bloody remains and the bleaching bones of other martyrs who had preceded her.

The crowd, who had followed the procession with imprecations against the Christians, now ceased to shout.

Will you allow me a short time to pray? asked Rasalama of the executioners.

Her request being granted, she kneeled on the rocky ground, clasped her hands, and raised to Heaven a look of calm trustfulness, as she held communion for the last time on earth with her Redeemer.

Where is the God she prays to that he does not save her now? whispered some. Others held their peace, but laid these things to heart.

While the poor creature was thus engaged, the two executioners, without warning, thrust their spears deep into her body. It was the custom of these men to plunge the spears into the loins of their victims on each side of the back-bone in such a position that they did not produce immediate death, but allowed the martyrs to tumble into the ditch and writhe there in agony for some time with the spears still sticking in them. Happily, in the case of Rasalama, the thrusts were  either intentionally or accidentally  more effective than usual. After a very brief struggle, her happy soul was set free to be for ever with the Lord.

In that ditch her poor mangled body was left to be devoured by the wild dogs that frequent all places in Madagascar where criminals suffer. See Note 2.

Oh, God! exclaimed Mark, unable to repress a groan. Let us quit this accursed spot.

Stay, sir, stay, whispered the sailor at his elbow, you forget Mamba. More are comin.

More martyrs were indeed coming, as the singing of hymns proved.

Close on the heels of Rasalama, a band of nine other Christians were carried to the place of execution, each with his feet and hands tied together and slung on a pole, the ends of which were borne by two men. Straw had been stuffed into their mouths to prevent praying or singing, but several of them, managing to get rid of the straw, burst into the triumphal songs which had attracted the attention of our seaman.

Arrived at the ditch, the victims were asked if they would give up praying to Jesus. In every case the answer was a decided No! They were then thrust into the ditch, forced down on their knees, and made to bend forward. While this was being done, the shuddering friends of Mamba perceived that he was not among the martyrs. One by one each unfortunate was stabbed in the loins, close on either side of the back-bone, but not one was terrified into recanting, although by so doing he might have been restored at once to life and liberty. The truth of that word, As thy days thy strength shall be, was clearly and wonderfully proved in the case of these sufferers. After all had fallen, their heads were cut off and placed in a row on the edge of the ditch. Five of the nine belonged to one family.

One man who had been reserved to the last, for some reason or other that was net explained, was led to the brow of the precipice, and the same question was put to him that had been put to his fellow-martyrs. From the spot on which he stood he could look down into the awful gulf, a sheer descent of sixty feet first to a place where a ledge projected, and then, a further descent of still greater depth to the bottom, where the ground was covered with rocks and débris from the cliffs.

Unfaltering in courage and allegiance to the Master, his No! was distinct and decisive. Next moment he was hurled over. With terrific force he struck the ledge, and it must have been a lifeless body that was finally shattered on the plain below.

As the people immediately began to disperse after this, Mark and his friends hastened sway from the place with an overwhelming sense of horror upon them, but thankful as well as relieved to know that their friend Mamba was not yet among the martyrs.



Note 1. Rasalama was in truth the first martyr of Madagascar. She was slain in the year 1837. We have only transposed the date. Her story is given, without variation worthy of mention, from authentic records.



Note 2. Close to the spot where the heroic Rasalama knelt to pray and die, a large Memorial Church now stands, the spire of which forms a conspicuous object in every distant view of the city.




Chapter Twenty One.

Mamba, Subjected to the Ordeal of the Tangena, escapes, but afterwards accuses himself and is Condemned.

If not yet among the martyrs, it was soon evident that Mamba stood a good chance of being among them before long  and that the mother of whom he was so fond, and for the gratification of whose spiritual longings he had risked so much, would probably never receive the Gospel of Peace from his hands.

While in prison under accusation of being a believer in the religion of the white man, he had debated much with himself as to what was his duty in the present distress. Was he bound to confess Christ and take the consequence  which, of course, he knew to be death? To deny Him was out of the question. He at once dismissed that idea as untenable. But was there no other mode of escape? Did not the Word itself advise that when persecuted in one city he was not only entitled but advised to escape to another? But how am I to escape? Oh God, guide me! he cried, lifting his clasped hands as he converted the question into a prayer.

The rattling of his chains seemed to bid him dismiss all hope, but he did not lose faith. He continued to pray and meditate. And the longer he meditated the more anxiously did he long to be back in the cave beside his Reni  his humble-minded loving little mother  and beside  yes, he made no attempt to conceal it from himself  beside the beautiful queen-like sister of Laihova. The more he meditated, however, the more hopeless did his case seem to become. To lie he would not  not even to gain Ramatoa. To die he would rather not! To escape he could not!

At last he hit upon an idea. He would refuse to answer. He would take refuge in absolute silence!

As might have been expected, this course of policy did not avail him much. When it was found that he would not say whether he was a Christian or not, it was resolved that the matter should be settled by an appeal to the ordeal of the Tangena.

This used to be a common and much-practised ordeal in Madagascar in days but recently past. It consisted in the administration of poison. Other ordeals existed in the island  such as passing a red-hot iron over the tongue, or plunging the naked arm into a large pot of boiling water and picking out a pebble thrown therein for the purpose of trial. Alas for both innocent and guilty subjected to either trial! But the ordeal most universally in favour was that of the Tangena.

The Tangena is in fact a poisonous nut about the size of a chestnut which derives its name from the tree that bears it. If taken in small doses it acts as an emetic; if in large doses it kills. Many pages would be required to give a full and particular account of all the Malagasy superstitions connected with the ordeal. Let it suffice to say, roughly, that previous to the poison being administered the accused person is obliged to swallow whole, or rather bolt, three pieces of the skin of a fowl, about the size of a dollar. Then the decoction of Tangena in rice-water is administered. If given strong it kills, and the unfortunate is held to have been guilty. If not too strong, and the sufferer be able to bear it, vomiting is the result, and the three pieces of skin are eagerly looked for. The finding of the pieces proves the accused to be innocent. The not finding of them proves him guilty, and at once, if he be a free man, he is killed, if a slave he is sold, and got rid of in some distant market. There was a very complex system of combined profit and superstition surrounding the whole affair which it is difficult as well as useless thoroughly to understand, but which it is easy to see afforded clever scoundrels the means of persecuting, defrauding, or killing any whom they chanced to dislike, or who stood in their way. Of course it was very easy to make the potion strong enough to kill, or to dilute it with rice-water until it became almost harmless.

Now, when Mark Breezy heard that Mamba was condemned to swallow the Tangena he went straight to his friend Rakota.

Prince Rakota, he said, earnestly, if your expressions of gratitude to me are sincere you will save the life of this man.

I will try, returned the Prince, but the Queen is very angry just now!

When the Prince pleaded for the mans life Ranavalona asked of what he was accused.

Of praying to the Christians God.

Does he admit the charge? demanded the Queen sternly.

No  I believe not.

Then, let the Tangena decide. It always speaks the truth. Our ancestors thought so, and I will not change the customs of our ancestors! said this outrageously conservative queen.

Rakota, however, was a determined man and not easily foiled. Going privately to those who had the management of the matter, he made use of those mysterious arguments with which princes manage to attain their ends, and afterwards told Mark the result, which was, according to Hockins, that, Mambas grog was to be well-watered! As Mark could do nothing more for his friend he went with his companions to see the result.

There was another man, accused of stealing, who was to be tested at the same time. He was a strong sturdy pugnacious-looking man.

A good deal of ceremonial of course preceded the ordeal. Among other things the poison had to be tested on two fowls. It killed them both and was deemed too strong. Being diluted it was tried on two other fowls, and killed neither. It was therefore considered rather weak. At last, having been reduced to the exact strength which killed one fowl and only sickened the other, the potion was administered to the reputed thief, after a long prayer or invocation. For two hours there was no result, but at the end of that time the pains began, and increased with much violence, yet the man maintained his innocence. His agonies were soon extreme. Amidst his torture he solicited medicine, but this was refused. His bowels, he said, were writhing as if in knots. His groans were awful. His eyes seemed ready to start from their sockets. His countenance assumed a ghastly hue, and his entire frame was convulsed with torture. Then he vomited violently, and, fortunately for him, the three pieces of skin which he had swallowed made their appearance. He was at once pronounced innocent and set free.

Poor Mamba had to witness all this before his own turn came. Once more he was questioned, but continued dumb. Then he was made to swallow his three pieces of skin and to drink the Tangena.

The state of mind of his friends as they watched him after what they had just seen may be conceived but cannot be described. In Mambas case the poison acted differently. Being well diluted, its effects, although severe, were not to be compared with those experienced by the first sufferer. Still they were bad enough, and vomiting commenced much sooner. To the great satisfaction of his friends the three pieces of skin were ejected, and Mamba, being pronounced innocent, had his fetters removed and was set free.

But when Mark hastened to congratulate him, what was his surprise to see the poor fellow clasp his hands and raise them to Heaven, while an expression of pain  very different from that resulting from physical suffering  convulsed his features.

Oh! no, no! he exclaimed, in a tone of agony, I am not innocent. I am guilty! guilty! very wicked! I have denied Thee, dear Lord, by my looks, though not with my lips! Forgive me, O God! Then, turning quickly to the officers of justice, Here  put on the chains again. I am a praying man! I love the Lord Jesus. He will save you as well as me if you will come to Him!

As this was spoken in the native language our Englishmen did not understand it, but they had little difficulty in guessing the drift of it when they saw the officers replace the chains and lead Mamba back to prison, where the last words the jailor heard as he left him were, Mother, mother! Ramatoa! I shall never more see your dear faces in this life  never more!

But in this Mamba was mistaken, as the sequel will show.

Meanwhile Mark hurried back to the palace and told Rakota what had occurred. The Prince was not surprised. He had mingled much with the Christians, and knew well the spirit by which they were animated. He went at once to the Queen, who was enraged at first by his persistent pleading, vowed that Mamba should die, and gave orders to that effect. But on reconsidering the matter she commuted the sentence into life-long slavery in long chains.

There is usually but brief delay between a sentence and its execution in Madagascar. The very next day heavy chains were riveted on Mamba. These, at one end, were attached to an iron collar round his neck, at the other end to iron rings round his ankles. What sailors would call the slack of these heavy fetters was gathered up in one of the wearers hands, and thus carried while he moved about at work.

The poor fellow was first set to work on a piece of road-mending just outside the city gate, with several others  martyrs and criminals  in similar condemnation. And here Mark and his companions met him unexpectedly before they were aware that the fearful punishment had begun.

At the time poor Mamba was toiling with pick and shovel. His heart was almost broken. Death he could have faced without flinching, but to be a life-long slave in galling chains, with the possibility even of seeing his mother and Ramatoa, without being permitted to go near or speak to them, was almost more than he could bear. A deep groan burst from his overcharged breast as he cried, Oh Lord Jesus, enable me to bear it!

It was just then that Ebony observed him and uttered a falsetto cry of astonishment.

The Secretary, who was conducting Mark and Hockins on a visit to one of the suburban places of resort, stopped and looked round.

Dars Mamba, massa! cried Ebony.

Mark ran to him at once, but was stopped by the guard. A few words from the Secretary, however, sufficed, and Mark was allowed to speak to the slave, which he did through the Secretary.

Despair was in Mambas every tone and look, for the crushing calamity was too recent and too tremendous to be borne with equanimity at first. Yet through it all there ran, as it were, a tiny silver thread of hope.

For is it not true, he said, that with God all things are possible?

My friend, said Mark in reply, and with a burst of enthusiasm, I will save you somehow! Keep a good heart.

Mamba smiled faintly, yet gratefully, as he shook his head, gathered up the superfluous links of his chain, and resumed his toil.

How will you save him? asked the Secretary, with a peculiar half-amused look, as they walked away.

I know not, answered Mark. But we have a proverb, Where theres a will theres a way, and I have a determined will to save my poor friend from this slavery. I will not cease to try  as we say in England, I will leave no stone unturned,  till I have accomplished this thing. Moreover I will not cease to pray for this end. Mambas trust in God puts me to shame. Up to this time I have only recognised by name that Saviour whom this man worships. God helping me, I will henceforth follow the Lord!

To the surprise of the young man the Secretary turned suddenly on him and grasped his hand, and said in a low voice, as he looked cautiously round It gives me joy to hear you speak so. I too am a follower of Jesus. I tell you this because I know, now, that you will not betray me. There are many of us in the palace besides Prince Rakota, but we dare not speak out, for the Queen is very angry, as you know. Hush! Tell it not even to our companions. Little birds have ears. If the Queen suspects any of us, in her present state of mind, she will either ruin or kill us.

I have heard something of this, said Mark, from the friend who guided us to the capital

I know, interrupted the Secretary, with an intelligent nod. It was Ravoninohitriniony. He is well-known to us. He loves Rafaravavy, and is now in the neighbourhood of the capital, hoping to induce her to fly with him to the forests. You are surprised, but you would not be so if you knew the number of spies that Ranavalona has out everywhere.

Has my friend Ravonino, (we call him so for brevity), been seen in  in  I mean near the city lately? asked Mark, anxiously.

Not in the city, certainly, returned the Secretary. Bold and daring though he is, he would scarcely venture that; but he has been seen and heard of more than once lately.

Mark felt relieved. It was evident the Secretary neither knew of nor suspected the fact that Ravonino had actually attended the garden party and met Rafaravavy almost under the Queens eyes! Remembering, however, that the Prime Minister had sent Soa to pretend to be a Christian, in order that he might discover the secrets of the Christians, and not having yet had much experience of the Secretarys character, he resolved to be very cautious in his reference to Ravonino,  indeed to any one with whom he had to do. Acting on this resolve he changed the subject by asking questions about the extensive rice-grounds around the capital.

The Secretary was of a communicative disposition, and evidently fond of airing his English. He willingly followed in conversation wherever the young doctor chose to lead, and gave him and his friends a great deal of interesting information as to the manners and customs of the Malagasy people  their habits, beliefs, and laws.

Among the latter he spoke of a curious fact in regard to criminals which gave Mark a sudden inspiration! Hockins afterwards styled it a wrinkle. Ebony called it a dodge. But, whatever might be said on that head, it had the effect of very materially altering the conditions of some of the personages of this tale, as the following chapters will show.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Court Physician prescribes for the Queen  A Blow-up, and Mysterious Preparations for Tremendous Surprises.

About this time the anger of Queen Ranavalona against the Christians was so great that she made herself quite ill, and more than once had to send for her Court Physician, Mark Breezy, to prescribe for her.

Our youthful medico understood her complaint, which was a simple one. He prescribed much exercise, change of air, and amusement, so as to distract her mind from the cares of State and the evil passions to which she was giving way. He hoped thus to serve the Christians indirectly, for he saw clearly that the mere mention of their existence made her ill. Some slight administrations of physic, also, coupled with judicious alterations of diet, put her Majesty in a state of such excellent health and spirits that she began to entertain quite a warm regard for her Court Physician, and congratulated herself not a little on the good fortune which had sent him to the capital.

Thus Mark was enabled to disperse, for a time, the dark cloud which had been lowering over the land  not, however, in time to prevent many Christians from being slain, and some even of the officers and ladies of the palace from being degraded, their honours taken from them, and themselves and children sold as slaves.

Among the ladies, Rafaravavy had a narrow escape. For a time her life seemed to hang by a hair, for she was rebellious as well as fearless, and would sing her favourite hymns in spite of orders to the contrary! Love prevailed, however, as in the case of Prince Rakota, and she was tolerated as a sort of spoilt child.

Being a favourite, Mark of course became a man of power in the capital. This fact would have raised him a host of enemies had it not been for the kindness of his disposition and the urbanity of his manners. When a strapping powerful young fellow treats every one with respectful deference, keeps in the background, and neither by word nor look asserts himself, but, on the contrary, seems to entertain kindly thoughts about every one, it argues such an absence of selfishness that most people are irresistibly attracted to him. Thus, unwittingly, he escaped jealousy and enmity in a palace where both were rife, and, holding in his hands as he did the power to alleviate many of the ills that flesh is heir to, he secured a good deal of warm friendship.

Being also an ingenious youth, he devised many little plans for amusing Ranavalona and preventing her mind from dwelling on dangerous memories. Among other things, he induced her to go in for a series of garden parties, and encouraged the people to practise their national games at these gatherings in a systematic way.

What all this was ultimately to lead to he did not know  indeed at first he had no particular end in view save the great one of preventing the Queen from ordering any more of the horrible scenes of bloodshed which he and his friends had so recently witnessed. But as time ran on his ideas became more definite and concentrated. It occurred to him that Ravonino would inevitably venture to attend the garden parties in the hope of again meeting Rafaravavy, and now that the Secretary had avowed himself on the side of the Christians, he felt that through him he might influence her to agree to her lovers proposal.

Then his plan to effect the rescue of Mamba was gradually matured.

Ebony, he exclaimed, suddenly, one afternoon when sitting at his table preparing some villainous compound for the Queen, go down to the laboratory, boy, and fetch me some gunpowder, sulphur, saltpetre, and charcoal.

Marks laboratory, by the way, contained not only the medicines which chanced to be in the capital at that time, but also a vast collection of miscellaneous articles and substances which, in the opinion of palace officials, could be classed, however remotely, with doctors stuffs.

Them stuffs, remarked Hockins, who sat luxuriously in an arm-chair smoking a short pipe  for he had unfortunately obtained tobacco since arriving at the capital! Them stuffs are apt to cause surprisin effects wen properly mixed.

Just so. That is my reason for sending for them. I shall create some surprising effects if my old cunning in pyrotechny has not forsaken me. When I was a school-boy, you must know, I was fond of dabbling in fireworks, and it strikes me that I could compound some things that would charm the Queen and astonish the natives.

Massa, asked Ebony, powerful surprise expressed in his sable visage, while Mark spooned large quantities of the ingredients referred to into an earthenware dish, is dem powders to be took inside arter bein well shooken, or rubbed outside?

Whichever way you please, Ebony. Would you like to try?

No thankee, massa.

Now, then, look here, said Mark, making some pencil notes on a sheet of paper, after arranging several plates in a row. You and Hockins set to work and mix these in the exact proportions set down on this paper. Id do it myself, but Im due at the palace, and you know the Queen does not like to be kept waiting. Stick to the paper, exactly, and here you have an egg-cup, a table-spoon, and a tea-spoon to measure with. Put your pipe out, I advise you, Hockins, before beginning. If Rainiharo should call, tell him he will find me with the Queen. I dont like that Prime Minister. Hes a prime rascal, I think, and eggs the Queen on when she would probably let things drop. Hes always brooding and pondering, too, as if hatching mischief.

If thats a sign of hatching mischief, said Hockins, with a short laugh, the same thing may be said of yourself, doctor, for youve done little but brood and ponder for more nor a week past.

True, I have been plotting; but many a man plots much without much resulting.

Hurrying away, Mark found the Secretary waiting for him to act as interpreter, for the Queen understood little or no English.

After the preliminary ceremonial salutations, the young doctor asked if her Majesty would honour the gardens with her presence the following day, hold a grand reception, and make arrangements to remain in Anosy till after dark.

Yes, the Queen was quite ready to do so, but why did her Court Physician make such a proposal? Had he some new surprise in store for her?

I have, answered Mark. In my country we make very grand displays with fire. But I have various little surprises and plots in store, which cannot be properly wrought out unless Ranavalona will consent to go to the gardens privately  that is to say, without public announcement, for that has much to do with the success of my scheme.

It shall be done, though it is against my custom, said the Queen, with a good-natured nod, for she had begun to regard her young physician as an eccentric creature who needed and deserved encouragement in his amusing and harmless fancies.

Immediately after the audience, Mark and his sympathetic interpreter, the Secretary, obtained an interview with Rafaravavy. The doctor began abruptly.

I am well acquainted with your lover, dear young lady. At this she pouted a little, blushed terribly, and drew her pretty figure to its full height  which was not great! And, continued Mark, I have been very deeply indebted to him.

Rafaravavy relaxed a little, and fixed her fine dark eyes on the youth searchingly, but said nothing.

Now I know, Mark went on, pretending not to observe the maidens varying moods, that my friend loves you so profoundly  so deeply  that he will risk his life to see you, and if he is caught, you are well aware that in the present state of the Queens mind the result would be his death  almost certainly, and perhaps you would die along with him. Therefore, if you get an opportunity soon you should agree to fly with him.

During the first part of this speech the young girls face glowed with evident pleasure, but the last part was unfortunate. It did not suit the temper of one who was brave as she was beautiful.

I know not, sir, she said, with flashing eyes, while the little figure drew up again, what English girls may think or do, but Malagasy women are not afraid to die with those whom they love. Your advice may be kindly meant, but I doubt if it is wise. Besides, I am a servant of my Queen, and owe allegiance to her.

Your Queen, mademoiselle, is a servant of the devil, said Mark, whose indignation was severely stirred. And, Rafaravavy, do you not profess to be a servant of the Christians God  the Almighty? Does not the Book state that it is impossible to serve two masters?

Come, come! cried the Secretary, in a sharp tone, after translating this faithfully, it is time to go. Follow me!

Marks surprise at this abrupt termination of the interview was great, but as Rafaravavy retired hastily, he had no resource but to follow his friend.

Why so sharp? he asked, as they passed along the corridor.

Because you have said enough, returned the Secretary, with a quiet smile. You may understand your own women, no doubt, but not the Malagasy girls as well as I do. When a man has said enough to a woman he should stop and let it simmer. All the rest that he would say she will say to herself  and say it much better, too! But tell me, when do you think Ravoninohitriniony will meet Rafaravavy?

I dont know. All I know is that a true lover is sure to manage a meeting soon  and somehow.

He was glad to be able to make this indefinite reply; for although he trusted the Secretary, and would have revealed his own affairs fully to him, he felt that he had no right to reveal the affairs of his friend to any one.

Before they reached the palace-yard a loud report was heard. The palace shook as with an earthquake. Loud cries of soldiery were heard without, and Marks heart sank with an undefinable dread.

To account for this report we must go back a little. When Hockins and Ebony were left, as we have seen, to mix their powders, the former, being a reckless man, forgot to put his pipe out, and Ebony being a careless man, (as regarded himself), did not observe the omission. The consequence was that the seaman kept on puffing and emitting sage reflections to his admiring friend while they mixed their compounds in concert.

Hand me the powder, Ebony.

Das good  ha! ha! das awrful good, cried the negro, referring to the latest sage reflection  as he pushed across the powder canister, which was a large one.

At that inauspicious moment a spark fell from the pipe! Next moment the door was burst open, the window blown out, Hockins was laid fiat on his back, while Ebony went head-over-heels upon the floor!

Slowly and with a dazed look the seaman raised himself on one elbow and looked round.

Any  anything of ye left, boy? he asked, quietly.

I  Is not kite sure, Ockins, replied the negro, slowly passing his hand down one of his legs without rising from the floor. Ow does it feel wid you?

All right, I think, replied the seaman, rising and presenting a remarkable exhibition of singed beard and frizzled locks, no bones broke, anyhow.

At that instant Mark rushed into the smoke-filled room in consternation, followed by the Secretary and a number of soldiers who formed the guard of the palace, and great was their surprise, as well as their satisfaction, to find that the two men had received no damage worth mentioning.

Well, I am thankful, exclaimed Mark, beginning to pick up the débris of plates and furniture.

So am I, remarked the sailor, thankful to think that Ive got it over at last  so easy too!

Why, what do you mean?

I means, doctor, that Ive gone the whole round o human possibilities now  leastwise I think so  and am alive to tell it! Ive bin shot, an stabbed, an drownded  all but  an now Ive bin blowd up!

Sos I, Ockins, so you neednt boast, remarked Ebony, as he tenderly felt the place where his wool ought to have been, but where only a few irregularly-shaped patches of scrub remained.

We need scarcely say that Mark Breezy did not allow this little contretemps to interfere with his plans.

Youll have to work all night, both of you  thats your punishment for disobeying orders  and without the solace of a pipe too, said Mark, when order was somewhat restored and work resumed. The garden party, you know, is fixed for to-morrow, and its as much as our heads are worth to disappoint the Queen of her expected amusements. Time, tide, and Ranavalona the First wait for no man! Ive got to go out for an hour or so. When I return Ill show you how to make stars and crackers and red rain, etcetera.

But I say, Doctor, asked Hockins, looking up from his work, where are the cases to hold all this here stuff?

Time enough for that when we want em. Ive got some fellows at work on small ones, and theres a big one that will open the Madagaskite eyes if theres virtue in saltpetre. Its made of  ah! here it comes, he added, as the door opened and two natives carried in a piece of cast-iron pipe about six feet long and four inches in diameter.

The pistol-barrel of a giant, exclaimed the seaman.

A young cannon! said Ebony. Wy, massa, you gwine to make a Roman candle ob dat?

He turned for an answer, but Mark had hastily quitted the house.

Encountering the Secretary in the court-yard, he took his arm and said, I want your help.

Well, you shall have it. But you are so mys  mys  what is it  sterious about your leetil plans, that I fear my help is not useful.

Oh! yes, it is, I want you to get me a paper from  I dont know who  the proper officer, whoever he is, authorising me to take a gang of convicts  four will do  to work for me.

Good, you shall have it, returned the Secretary, with a laugh. I see you are going to give us big surprises to-morrow.

You are right, I am, said Mark, as the Secretary left him to execute his mission.

Armed with an order, Mark left the palace and hurried through the steep narrow streets of the town, until he reached a piece of road that was being mended by four slaves in long chains. That morning Mark had observed that his friend the crocodile was one of the four. Passing close enough to attract the attention of the poor fellow, he whispered, without stopping, Mamba, expect me to-morrow.

This he had said in the native tongue, having by that time acquired a few sentences, of which he made the best and most frequent use possible.

Going to the guard of these slaves, he presented his paper, and said that he should come personally for them early in the morning. Then he returned to the laboratory and assisted his comrades to load the firework cases with various kinds of fire, stars, golden rain, etcetera. The young cannon especially was loaded, with a succession of surprises, to the very muzzle, before midnight.

Suppose he bust! suggested Ebony, with a solemn visage. De Queen ob Madigascur be blowd into middle ob nixt week  hey?

I shall take precautions against that, Ebony. In the first place, Ill have it buried in the earth up to the muzzle, and, in the second place, Ill not place it too near her Majesty.

When all was prepared the wearied triumvirate retired to rest, each to dream of the subjects that lay nearest his heart and imagination at the moment. Hockins dreamed of tobacco-pipes and explosions; Mark dreamed of freed slaves, thunder-struck queens, eloping lovers and terrible consequences; and Ebony dreamed of incomprehensible situations, crashing thunderbolts, and unimaginable coruscations of resplendent fire!




Chapter Twenty Three.

In which Mark carries out his Plans successfully, and powerfully astonishes himself as well as every one else.

It was a brilliant lovely morning when the guests began to wend their way to the suburban residence of Anosy, where Ranavalona was to hold her garden party.

The people were very gay, somewhat excited, and very chatty, for they were aware that the young English doctor had prepared something new and surprising for the Queens special benefit.

Just before the earliest of these guests, however, had set off to the garden, our three heroes had passed down to that part of the road where the four slaves were already at work with pick and shovel and clanking chain.

It was a little after sunrise when Mark went up to the guard to relieve him.

Take care, said the guard, when about to leave, that you keep the slaves well out of the way when the Queen passes. All the others in the neighbourhood have been taken off long ago. I was beginning to be afraid you would not come in time.

I understand, said Mark, who knew enough of the language, (and also of the situation), to follow the drift of his meaning.

The guard thereupon turned, shouldered his musket, and went off, apparently well pleased at the unexpected relief from duty.

While this little incident was occurring three of the slaves were looking on with a slight expression of surprise in their sad faces. The fourth, Mamba, was standing in a dejected attitude before Hockins and Ebony, holding a pick in one hand and his heavy chain in the other.

Oh! man, I am sorry to see you like this, said Hockins, extending his brawny hand, an I does wish I could set you free  but you know Im as helpless as a babby in this matter.

Mamba dropped the pick and grasped the strong hand, but did not look up. His heart was too full. He did not understand the seamans words, but he understood the tone. If he had looked up he would have seen that the tears were hopping over Ebonys cheeks in spite of the powerful efforts of that sympathetic soul to control them, and that he was unable to speak because of a lump in his throat.

Das most awrful! he exclaimed at last. Oh, Mamby, Id fight for you like a wild-cat wid the cholera if that would do you any good, but it would be ob no use.

Just then Mark came forward. Quick, follow me, he said, leading the way to a thick clump of bushes behind a wall that bordered the road. Here, quite concealed, yet able to peep through the leafy screen, he ordered his party to sit down on a heap of stones and await orders. He then went to the top of a mound that lay immediately behind them. From this he could see the road winding along for about two or three hundred yards.

Descending to his comrades he sat down beside them.

You look anxious, doctor, remarked the seaman.

I am anxious, returned Mark, I am on the point of making a great venture, and the results may be serious. But we are in Gods hands; then, turning to Mamba, who looked at him with much curiosity and a gleam of hope on his intelligent face, I have hope of success and have prayed for it.

Mamba, whose knowledge of English was very slight, shook his head and looked puzzled.

Have you forgotten, Mamba, the law of your land  that the criminal who looks upon the Queen is from that moment entitled to claim freedom? Ranavalona is to pass along this road in less than half-an-hour.

Of course Mark said this in remarkably bad Malagasy, but Mamba understood. A gleam of intelligence shot into his swarthy visage, and his chest began to heave with strong emotion as he glared rather than gazed at the speaker. Not less surprised were Hockins and Ebony when Mark explained, for although they had indeed heard about the law in question they had forgotten it. After recovering the first shock, Mamba turned quickly and pointed to his three comrades in suffering.

Yes, yes  I understand, said Mark, I shall set them free at the same time. Why not? The risk will not be increased.

A reglar jail-delivery! murmured Hockins, as he drew in a long breath.

Hush! they come! cried Mark, crouching so as the more effectually to conceal himself, in which act he was quickly imitated by the others.

According to promise, Ranavalona had set out from her palace that morning without her wonted display and ceremonial, with only a few of her courtiers and a handful of troops around her. She did not, however, omit the scarlet umbrella of state, and it was this brilliant object which had attracted Marks attention.

When the procession had approached close to the place of concealment, Mark whispered Now! and ran to the top of the mound before referred to. The four slaves followed him. The summit gained they turned, lifted up their arms and chains, looked upon the Queen, and gave vent to the oo!  oo!  oo! which stands to the Malagasy in the place of a cheer. Recognising the importance of the event, Hockins and Ebony, unable to restrain themselves, gave vent to a hearty British hurrah!

At this interruption, the bearers of the royal palanquin or chair halted, the soldiers brought their muskets to the ready, and a dark frown overspread the features of the Queen.

Before the storm could burst, however, Mark descended the mound, went to the side of the chair, knelt on one knee, and exclaimed  

Forgive, madam  forgive me!

This, then, is your doing, replied the Queen, sternly, through the Secretary, who was at her side.

It is, madam. I am guilty. If punishment must descend, I alone should bear it.

There was something so modest, yet so fearless, in the youths tone and bearing, that the Queens brows relaxed a little.

But why did you dare to interfere with my laws? demanded Ranavalona, still angrily.

I did not venture to interfere, madam, returned Mark, humbly, I did but use one law to neutralise another. One of these slaves is my friend. I think he would be very useful in helping me to-night with my magic fires!

There was so much of cool presumption in thus quietly changing the subject, with such charming modesty of demeanour, too, that the Queen burst into a hearty laugh.

Strike off his fetters, she said, and gave the signal to her bearers to move on.

Ay, said Mark to the Secretary in an authoritative tone, and also strike off the fetters of the other three!

Youve got cheek for anything amost, doctor, said the amazed and amused seaman, as they fell into the procession, and followed the Queen to the pleasure-garden.

Here extensive preparations had been made for spending the day in games and festivities that far exceeded anything of the sort ever before attempted in that land. For Mark Breezy had not only an ingenious mind to devise, but an organising spirit to make use of the services of others in carrying out his plans.

When the guests were scattered about the grounds, after a good breakfast, enjoying the delightful shade of the trees, tempting the gold-fish in the lake with crumbs of food, and loitering among the by-paths, the young doctor made himself almost ubiquitous. Acting the double part of manager of the games and amusements, and private conspirator, he set an army of palace officials in motion, whom he pledged to secrecy, and led each to suppose that he was the prime mover in some plot that was to astonish and delight the Queen, in all which he was ably assisted by the Secretary. When he had thus stirred up, as it were, an air of mystery and expectation, he led the Secretary, Hockins, and Ebony, to a retired spot, and, bidding them sit down, gave them a brief address.

You see, he said, the time has now come for me to explain to you more fully the plans and plots with which I have been engaged for some time past. And in doing so I would impress upon you, Mr Secretary, that I am placing my life in your hands; but I do so without fear, believing that you are a Christian and will not betray me.

Mark paused and looked full at the Secretary, who said, But you must remember that I can do nothing that will be disloyal to the Queen.

If you were persecuted by the Queen and threatened with death, would you consider it allowable to fly to the forests?

Yes  the Word of the Lord recommends that.

Would you consider it right to assist a fellow-Christian to fly?

Truly I would!

Well then, you will assist me this night, for I have spoken to Rafaravavy. My Malagasy words are few, but love does not require many words! She has agreed to fly with Ravonino

Have you seen Ravonino lately? asked Hockins.

No  I have not seen him lately.

How, then, do you know he will be ready?

Because, said Mark, with a peculiar look, I have been smitten with his complaint, and know that it runs the same course and exhibits the same phases in most men. Let a young fellow see his intended bride treated with cruelty, and you may be sure that, no matter what difficulties may be in the way, he will hasten at the very first opportunity to meet and carry off the sweet little fairy in spite of

Das me an my black darlin, zactly  same zif you bin dar an sawd us do it! exclaimed Ebony, with beaming interest.

Just so, resumed Mark. However, I have not left things altogether to chance. Although I did not see Ravonino lately, I saw him not very long ago, and gave him to understand that when some unusual festivities were going on in this garden he was to be ready at the old spot for whatever might happen! Now, here is my little plan. You know Ive been drilling fifty picked natives for some time in that big shed at the back of the cliff on the north side o the city. I picked them for intelligence as well as strength and activity. Well, I have taught them a wild war-dance. It cost me no little trouble and many sleepless nights to invent it, but Ive managed it, and hope to show the Queen and Court what can be done by a little organisation. These fifty are first of all to glide quietly among the trees, each man to a particular spot and hang on the branches fifty earthen saucers full of grease, with wicks in them. At a given signal they are to light these instantaneously and retire. At another signal they are to rush upon the open space in front of the garden-house, and there engage in a sham fight. While thus engaged, men who have been taught will set fire to the mildest of our fireworks. When these are about to go out I will myself light the big Roman candle

De young cannon, massa?

Yes, the young cannon, and that will keep things going for a considerable time. Now, it is when the fight of the fifty begins and engrosses the attention of every one that I will myself take Rafaravavy out from among the ladies and lead her to the rendezvous. You will all stand by  to lend a hand if need be  at the south-east corner of the garden-house, that I may know exactly where to find you. My hope and expectation is that by keeping things going as long as possible our friends Ravonino and Rafaravavy will get a good start. After the flight of the latter is found out, nothing more can be done for them.

Do they go all alone? asked Hockins.

No, Laihova goes with them; and Mamba, who knows the secret meeting-places of the Christians, will, I have no doubt, soon find out which way they have gone. Anyhow they will all certainly make for the cave in Betsilio-land where so many of their friends are. May God speed them! Meanwhile we must keep the Queen amused with races, wrestling, and such-like; and when she begins to get wearied with mere eating and talking, I want you, Hockins, to go in for a wrestling-match with Ebony by way of varying the entertainment, and showing them what Englishmen and niggers can do.

Wery good, said the seaman, with a sedate smile, if thats to be the fun, you better make your will, Ebony, for Ill break your back.

All right, retorted Ebony, with a grin, an I tink youll be wise to make your last dyin speech afore we begin, for Ill bust you!

The various plans which we have here sketched were carried out with such brilliant success that the Queen did not weary at all, and darkness began to descend on the scene before the day seemed to have half run its course. At this point Mark hastened to the south-east corner of the garden-house, where he found the other conspirators faithfully at their post.

Have you the flageolet with you? he asked, hastily.

In course I has. Never goes nowheres without it, said the seaman, drawing the little instrument from his breast-pocket.

Go then, make your bow to the Queen, and give her a tune. You know shes quite in love with your pipe  or yourself  and has been asking me about it already. Shes in the verandah just now, and they are lighting the torches there.

With the silent obedience of a man-of-wars man, Hockins went off, and, without prelude, began. Dead silence was the instant result, for the small bird-like pipe seemed to charm the very soul of every one who heard it. We know not whether it was accident or a spice of humour in the seaman, but the tune he played was Jock o Hazeldean! And as Mark hurried off to see that his fifty men were in readiness, he gave vent to a slight laugh as he thought of the lines:

Shes ower the border and awa
Wi Jock o Hazeldean!

To the surprise of the audience, no sooner had the last notes of the air died away than the performer thrust the pipe into his pocket, threw off his coat, and in a loud voice challenged the best man in Madagascar to wrestle with him. As the challenge was given in English of course no native responded. Even if it had been given in choice Malagasy we question whether any brown man there would have ventured a hug with the huge sailor. But no sooner had the challenge passed his lips than Ebony sprang forward, flung off not only his coat but his vest and shirt, and embraced his white opponent in a grip of iron.

At that opportune moment the signal was given to the fifty men, who applied their lights, and, as if by magic, the entire scene was illuminated by a blaze of intense light that almost rivalled that of the sun itself!

A tremendous oo!  oo!  oo! of applause burst from the astonished company, who, having had their attention fixed on the wrestlers, did not observe how the sudden illumination had been effected.

Truly the proceedings of Hockins and Ebony would have surprised even more finished wrestlers than those of Madagascar, for the two men had entered into a sly compact not only to exert their strength to the uttermost, but to give way, each at certain points or moments, when by so doing the appearance of what they styled a back-breaker and a buster might be achieved in an effective manner. It was a marvellous exhibition. Ebony glared and gasped! Hockins growled and frowned! Nothing short of a tussle between Achilles and Hercules could have equalled it. The Court, from the Queen downwards, was awe-stricken, eye-strained, open-mouthed, and breathless, but Mark felt that it was time to cut it short. Giving a preconcerted signal, he caused both men to fall down side by side as if exhausted but not conquered. Then he gave another signal. A moment after, fire-wheels and Roman candles began to play, and the fifty warriors rushed upon the scene, brandishing muskets and yelling like fiends.

Hastening, according to orders, to the south-east corner of the garden-house, Hockins and Ebony found the Director-General awaiting them.

I cannot delay to fire the big candle, he said quickly.

De young cannon! panted Ebony.

Yes, yes. You must fire it for me in about ten minutes or so, when the warriors seem to be getting knocked up. Follow me, Hockins, and keep close.

Another minute and Rafaravavy, who was standing near the Queens chair, felt a touch on her arm. She looked round with a start, for, like every one else, she had been fascinated and quite engrossed by the scene before her.

A glance and motion of the hand from Mark sufficed. She glided gently backwards and reached the other side of the house unobserved. Here Mark grasped her hand and Hockins followed. They walked at first, but began to run on gaining the shrubbery, which was rendered doubly dark by contrast with the glare behind them.

In a couple of minutes they reached the thicket where the previous meeting had taken place. The over-arching foliage deepened the darkness so that it was impossible to distinguish features. A form was dimly seen, but it was only by the sound of the voice that they knew it to be Ravonino.

Few words were uttered. Every instant was precious.

Farewell, dear friend, said Ravonino, grasping Marks hand, God grant that we may meet again in better times! Laihova waits for me beyond the garden

He stopped abruptly, seized Rafaravavys hand and glided with her noiselessly into the thicket, for at that moment another figure was seen to approach them. From his unusual size they knew him to be one of Ranavalonas chief executioners. He was a cool-headed and suspicious man, a sort of natural detective, who always had his wits about him. Having observed several people gliding through the shrubbery he had quitted the sports and followed. To have been recognised by this official would have been fatal  at least to those plotters who did not take to flight. Hockins, who was prompt to conceive and act when danger pressed, at once stepped forward and gave the man of blood a right-hander on the top of the nose which instantly Romanised that feature and laid its owner on his back insensible.

At the same moment  as if the blow had been the touching of a secret spring  the whole garden was lighted up with a magnificent red glare, and they knew that Ebony had done his part and lighted the giant candle. The red glare lasted long enough to reveal the fact that Ravonino and Rafaravavy were gone, and that the man at their feet was indeed the executioner whom they had guessed him to be. Leaving him there they ran quickly back to the scene of festivities, hoping that their absence had not been observed. Before they had gone half-a-dozen steps there was an explosion like that of a big gun, a bomb went high into the air, and burst in a magnificent constellation of brilliant stars, mingled with fiery rain. The oo!  oo!  oo! cheers became vociferous at this, and were, if possible, still more enthusiastic when the red fire changed to a beautiful blue.

Splendid! exclaimed Mark, much satisfied with the result of his recent labours, and it will keep going on for a considerable time yet.

As he spoke there was a crash like the loudest thunder, and a momentary glare as of the brightest noon-light, which was followed by intense darkness, while the garden was shaken as if by an earthquake. Loud cries and shrieks were accompanied by the falling of a shower of dust and small stones. Evidently there had been a catastrophe, and the quaking conspirators hastened to the spot, half expecting to find the Queen and Court of Madagascar blown to atoms.

The whole consarns busted up! exclaimed Hockins, on coming in sight of the garden-house.

The seamans explanation was the true one. Owing to some inexplicable mistake in the loading of the monster Roman candle, fire had communicated somehow with the lowest charge, which was a good strong one, intended to propel a glorious mass of ingenious contrivances into the air and end the matter with an effective bang. As it turned out, the bang was ten times more effective, for it not only blew out the entire charge but burst the cast-iron case, and upturned tons of earth in which Mark had taken the precaution to bury the thing up to its neck.

At first the Queen, like her people, had got a severe fright; but, seeing that no one seemed to be hurt, she controlled her feelings, under the impression, no doubt, that the explosion was part of the programme.

Have you got your whistle, Hockins? asked Mark, quickly, as he ran forward.

Ay, sir  always here, ready for action!

Come, then, play up when I give the word  something quieting. Hold on! Lets do it sedately.

By this time they had got within the circle of torchlight. Reducing their run to a smart walk the two friends advanced, as Mark had suggested, sedately, in front of the Queen, while the Secretary rejoined the circle of courtiers unperceived.

As they advanced they encountered Ebony with an unused Roman candle in each hand, and an expression of horror on his black face.

Oh! massa he began.

Hush! never mind! Follow me! said Mark, in a peremptory whisper.

Another moment and the sweet tones of the flageolet silenced the noise of the excited throng, as Hockins stood before the Queen and played one of the sweetest of Scottish songs.

Mark placed Ebony behind his comrade, made him hold up the Roman candles, quietly lighted them both, and retired. Thus Hockins, much to his own surprise, found himself, in the midst of spouting fire, producing the melodious notes of Afton Water!

When the little candles exploded, our Director-General advanced to the royal chair and expressed a hope that the performances had given satisfaction.

This the Secretary  ever-ready in time of need  translated, and returned the answer that the Queen was charmed, after which the proceedings terminated, and Ranavalona returned to her palace to dream, no doubt, of fireworks and music instead of martyrdoms.

So engrossed was the whole Court with the exciting and singular events of the day that no one noticed the absence of Rafaravavy, and, happily, the Queen did not happen to require her attendance that night.

Even those who were in closest proximity to the fugitives own room were so taken up with what they had seen that they either did not think of her, or supposed that fatigue had induced her to retire early.

Thus it came to pass that when her flight was discovered on the following day, Rafaravavy, carried by strong and willing bearers, and guarded by her devoted Ravonino and his faithful friend Laihova, was being swiftly borne over mountain and plain to the forest stronghold in Betsilio-land.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Flight and Pursuit of Ravonino and Rafaravavy.

The fury of the Queen when she heard of the flight of Rafaravavy was terrible, for this was the second of her favourite ladies-in-waiting who had become Christians and deserted her Court in fear of their lives  Ra-Ruth, the fair little sister of Ravonino, having been the first.

Fortunately Ranavalona did not think of connecting the flight of Rafaravavy with the recent entertainments, so that suspicion did not attach to Mark and his friends. Neither did the executioner with the Romanised nose suspect them, for in the profound darkness he had not been able to see who it was that knocked the senses out of him; and when afterwards he was told of the explosion that had occurred, he came to the conclusion, (and told his friends), that a big stone, hurled into the air at that time, had descended on his head and felled him. Whether the friends believed this or not we cannot say, but certain it is that they covertly rejoiced in the accident, for naturally the man of blood was no favourite!

As might be supposed, soldiers were at once despatched all over the country in search of the fugitive; and the Queen, relapsing into one of her dark fits of cruelty, began to persecute the Christians more severely than ever. Still, Mark Breezy strove to influence her towards mercy, and in some measure restrained her.

Meanwhile Ravonino and his party pushed on in hot haste towards their place of refuge in the wild forest.

The dangers to which they were exposed and the risks they ran on this adventurous journey were too numerous to be related in detail. We can only touch on a few of them here.

Laihova, it may be mentioned in passing, failed to join them, certainly not from want of will, but because the place where he had concealed himself was discovered while he lay awaiting the signal to join his friends. Two female relations who knew of his hiding-place were caught, convicted, if we may so put it, of Christianity! and put to the torture. Although true-hearted, these poor girls were so agonised by suffering and terror that, in a moment of weakness, they disclosed the secret. But even among prison authorities there were found followers of Jesus  secretly, however, for fear of the tyrant Queen  and one of these sent a swift messenger to Laihova to warn him. Had the youth been an ordinary man the warning would have been too late, for close on the heels of the messenger came the soldiers with his death-warrant. But Laihova was gifted with cool courage and unusual speed of foot. Trust, also, in the certainty of Gods blessing, whether life or death should be his portion, filled him with that spirit of enthusiastic energy which goes so far, in all circumstances of life, to ensure success. He soon distanced his pursuers, left them out of sight behind, and, finally, found refuge with a Christian friend, who hid him over an oven in his house when he had reached the last stage of exhaustion from hard running, and could not have advanced further without rest. The soldiers came up and searched the house while he was asleep, but happily did not observe the oven! They remained there, however, over the night, and thus rendered it impossible for Laihova to join his friends at that time.

Ravonino could not, of course, afford to delay. Knowing also that his young friend was well able to take care of himself, and that his souls anchor was the Lord, he felt comparatively little anxiety in starting without him.

To let Rafaravavy have female companionship on the hazardous journey, her lover induced a Christian girl who had been named Sarah to accompany them. This faithful creature was the means of saving their lives more than once by giving timely warning of approaching danger.

The first place to which the fugitives directed their steps was a village about fifty miles from the capital, where dwelt a Christian who, with his wife, offered them hospitality and protection. This man had sent a noble message to the persecuted ones in the city. It ran thus:  

Let all the Christians who are compelled to run away for their lives come to me. I will take care of them. As long as I am safe they are safe, and as long as I have food they shall share it.

Not an hours rest was taken until the house of their friend was reached. Of course they were received with open arms. Food was placed before them, and mats were spread in a safe place on which they might rest. But neither food nor repose would the fugitives take until they had joined the Christian family in thanking God for their escape and in singing His praise.

Sing the hymn of dear Ramanisa, said Ravonino as he seated himself at the side of Rafaravavy, after arranging her mat.

The host smiled as he turned over the leaves of a Malagasy hymn-book. All the fugitives like that hymn, he said.

Do you wonder? returned his guest. Before the last great persecution he was one of our most faithful preachers of the Gospel, and when trouble came he always forgot himself in his eager desire to help and comfort others. Many a time has he guided and strengthened the Lords people when they have been compelled to fly,  to travel weary and footsore by night, to wander in the dark forests, and hide in the gloomy caves. Wherever he went there was sunshine, because his heart was very full of the love of Jesus; and when he was led out to be speared, was he not faithful to the last? Perhaps we may be permitted to sing his own hymn along with him some day before the throne. No wonder that we love the words of Ramanisa. They called him Josiah when he was baptized, but he was Ramanisa when the Lord called him, and I think that is the name that is written in the Book of Life.

The hymn composed by this good native, which these Christians began to sing  and which is incorporated, as we have said, in the Malagasy hymn-book,  is still, and will doubtless continue to be, a great favourite with the Christians of Madagascar. The following is a translation of three of the verses. See Note 1.

Loud to the Lord your voices raise,
Extol His name, exalt His praise;
Publish the wonders of His hand
Oer all the earth, in every land.

Oh! God, our God, to Thee we cry,
Jesus, the Saviour, be Thou nigh;
Oh! sacred Spirit, hear our prayer,
And save the afflicted from despair.

Scarce can we find a place of rest,
Save dens and caves, with hunger pressd;
Yet Thy compassion is our bliss,
Pilgrims amidst a wilderness.

Poor Rafaravavy had full proof of the truth embodied in these lines, both as to the affliction and the bliss, before many days were over. The soldiers being strong hardy men, burdened only with their arms, and with little clothing, pushed after the three fugitives with so much vigour that they arrived at the place where the latter had rested on the second day of their flight. While soldiers were thus close to them the utmost caution and close concealment were necessary. They remained where they were, therefore, and every morning, before dawn, Ravonino stole out to a neighbouring mountain with Rafaravavy and her maid. There they lay hid among the craggy rocks until night-fall, when they returned to their friends house.

But soon this place of concealment became known to the persecuting prime minister, Rainiharo, who directed the soldiers to search the mountain before going to the village. This they did, but did not find the fugitives, for, as it was cold that morning, they had agreed to run the risk of remaining in the house!

Failing to find those they sought for in the mountain, the soldiers entered the village and approached the house where they lay unperceived by human eye, and it seemed as if at last Rafaravavys doom was sealed. Other eyes, however,  very black and sharp ones  observed the enemy, and the owners of these eyes  a flock of crows  rose in alarm at their approach.

Oh! exclaimed the handmaiden, Sarah, the crows are at the rice I spread out to dry! and out she ran to rescue it. One glimpse of the soldiers was enough. Sarah was equal to the occasion. Without even a backward glance she gave warning to those in the house, but cleverly continued her raid upon the crows, laughingly asking the men when she passed them, if they had come there to search for run-away Christians!

This way, whispered the host to his two guests when the warning reached him. Leading them to an inner room he made them creep under a bed and covered them with a mat. As for the chair-bearers and their burden, such adjuncts to Malagasy travel were too numerous and common in the land to attract much attention. Fortunately the soldiers were hungry, and, being eager for food, did not search the house with care, but during their stay of an hour poor Rafaravavy heard all they said respecting her and the orders that had been issued for her arrest and death. At the same time Ravonino became aware that his presence in the neighbourhood was known, though his complicity in the abduction of his companion in distress, he fancied, had not been suspected.

That night the fugitives resumed their journey and travelled till dawn, when they again found safe refuge in the house of a sympathising friend. Thus they proceeded for several days and nights with the utmost caution, for, wherever they went it was found that soldiers had been sent out in pursuit.

One night they approached a village where they knew they would be kindly received, but had scarcely reached it when they learned that a party of soldiers were searching the neighbourhood for some other woman who had recently disappeared. They were compelled, therefore, to return to the place they had left the day before. From this point they changed their intended route, partly to throw the pursuers off the scent, if possible, and partly to seek temporary refuge at the house of an old woman who was an aunt of Sarah.

Shes a real good Christian, said Sarah, when advising the visit, and she fears no one but God. If they ever kill my old aunt she will die singing, or praying for her murderers.

Sure enough, when they reached the hut of the old woman, they heard her singing hymns at the full pitch of her voice, quite regardless of the fact that she was breaking the law and that persecutors were swarming in the land.

Shelter you! exclaimed this old woman, when her niece had mentioned the cause of their visit, yes, I will shelter you as long as my dear Lord gives me the power to do so.

The need for friendly aid was great, for, even while the old woman spoke, a little girl came bounding into the hut saying that a party of soldiers were approaching.

Run! meet them, child. Then turn and run away as if you were afraid of them. Make them chase you if you can. Run!

The girl was intelligent. She bounded away, and the old woman, with a degree of activity that was wonderful at her age, led her visitors to the back of her house and hid them in a pit. There they had to spend that night while the aunt entertained their pursuers, but next morning, after the latter had left, their old hostess led them to a plantation close at hand, where they remained concealed for several days, not daring to move, for, at various times, they saw men who were in pursuit of them pass quite near to their hiding-place.

Here it was decided that the palanquin, or chair-bearers, should proceed no further, as they only increased the danger of discovery, and that Ravonino, [image: img155.jpg]Rafaravavy, and Sarah should proceed alone and on foot through the extensive forest which lay just beyond the place.

The first night all went well. The moon was clear enough to make travelling easy, and no enemies were encountered, but the next evening, a little after sunset, on gaining the crest of a hill, they met almost face to face a small band of soldiers who were travelling in the opposite direction.

To crouch behind some rocks was the work of an instant. There was no thick underwood at the spot to conceal them. As Ravonino glanced quickly round, he saw that the only hope was to turn and run. They evidently had not been perceived, but what probability was there that the two trembling girls beside him could escape by such means?

We must fly, dear one, he said, in desperation, putting his arm round Rafaravavys waist.

I cannot run, she said, while a look of resignation settled on her face. Go, you may escape, perhaps, if the Lord will, and bring us help. Leave us, we are ready to die.

Leave you, Rafaravavy! exclaimed the man, with a look almost of triumph. No  not until my God commands. May He help us now!

While he spoke he observed a patch of rushes growing at the side of the path. As a last resource he ran in among them, leading or rather dragging the two girls. To their joy they found that the rushes grew in a pool of water. It was very shallow, but by lying down and sinking themselves into the mud of the deepest part they managed to cover themselves completely, except their heads, which the rushes effectually concealed.

A few minutes later and the soldiers, reaching the crest of the hill, halted to look round and chat. If it had been broad day at the time the fugitives must undoubtedly have been observed, but it was growing dark. For a few terrible minutes the men conversed  always on the same theme  the capture and death of Rafaravavy! Then they resumed their march and disappeared among the forest trees.

It was a deplorable plight in which the fugitives now found themselves. Soaking wet, covered with mud from their necks downwards, and without the prospect of any shelter for the coming night save that afforded by the open forest. Poor Sarah lost heart entirely for a little time and burst into tears, but Rafaravavy, putting her hand on the maids shoulder, said encouragingly, The Lord reigneth. We will not fear what man can do unto us. Will you pray for us? she added, turning to their protector.

Ravonino at once kneeled; the two girls sank down beside him, and in few but earnest, simple words he prayed for help in the all-prevailing name of Jesus.

The vigour of body which flowed from the prayer was no fanciful emotion or miraculous effect. The confidence resulting from faith in God, and the joy of soul and consequent flow of warm blood, were not less natural consequences of prayer than direct answers to it would have been. They rose from their knees refreshed, and walked on with renewed energy for a considerable time; but at last Rafaravavy was fairly overcome with fatigue, and an irresistible desire to sleep. Her maid, being of a more robust physical fibre, was not so much overcome, and declared that she could still go on easily.

Ravonino at last solved the difficulty by taking his lady-love in his strong arms. She submitted with a sleepy protest, and her little head was no sooner on the mans shoulder than she was fast asleep.

And here again the power of joy to give strength became abundantly evident, for when he fairly had Rafaravavy in his arms, a glow of enthusiasm and thankfulness pervaded his entire being, so that he felt as if he had scarcely walked any distance at all that day! His endurance, however, was not destined to be further tested that night, for he had not gone far when he came unexpectedly on the hut of a wood-cutter, who received him hospitably, though, being taciturn, it was not easy to ascertain what were his views as to the religion for which so many people were then suffering.

Strange to say, during all this trying time, these fugitives found comfort not only from the Word of God, but from the Pilgrims Progress of Bunyan! This work had been translated into the Malagasy language by the English missionaries, and many passages in it were found to be singularly appropriate to and comforting in the circumstances in which the persecuted people were placed. Eight copies of the great allegory had been transcribed by the native Christians themselves for their common use. These being lent from one household to another the details of the story soon spread. Naturally those who possessed strong memories learned much of it by heart, and thus it became a book which the afflicted Christians prized next to the Bible.



Note 1. Extracted from Madagascar, its Missions and Martyrs, by E. Prout, for the London Missionary Society.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Forest Refuge  Voalavo is War-like, Ravonino Peaceful, and False Friends Dangerous.

We change the scene, now, to the profoundest recesses of the tangled forest. Here, in the deep shadow cast by the over-arching trees, two native girls wandered out at an early hour one morning to converse about things that interested them deeply  if the varying aspects of their expressive faces were any index to their thoughts. One was tall, dark, majestic in mien and grave of countenance. The other was comparatively fair, of small stature, and evidently of lively yet timid disposition. Need we say that they were Ramatoa, the sister of Laihova, and Ra-Ruth, the sister of Ravonino?

I fear they will never return to us, said Ra-Ruth, laying her hand on her friends arm.

Say not so, replied Ramatoa, we know not what blessings our God has in store for us. Only this we are sure of, that all things will work together for our good.

But the Queen is so cruel! objected her little friend. When her anger is roused she will do anything. Besides, has not the messenger told us that the soldiers have been sent in hundreds over the country to search for Christians, and spies are about everywhere. Laihova, too, has been separated from them, he says. Perhaps he has been caught.

I like not this messenger, said the other, with a touch of sternness in her look and tone. He seems to me like a wolf in sheeps clothing. He does not refer all things to God as Our Father, and in his use of the Word he does not seem sincere. I trust that he is not one of the spies.

As she spoke her companion uttered a quick exclamation. There was a rustling in the bushes, and next moment, Laihova, springing out, clasped Ra-Ruth in his arms.

Thank God, he said, in deep earnest tones, as he released her. I am not too late!

Brother, said Ramatoa, anxiously, laying a hand on the mans arm, are you alone?

Yes. Have not Ravoninohitriniony and Rafaravavy arrived?

No. And  and what of Mamba? asked Ramatoa.

An expression of profound sadness crossed the features of Laihova. Dropping his eyes on the ground he stood silent. For a few moments his sister did not speak, but her breast heaved with suppressed emotion. At last she asked in a low voice  

Has he been martyred?

No  he is not dead. But  he is condemned to slavery in chains for life.

Terrible though this fate was, the news of it evidently conveyed a measure of relief to Ramatoa, for it assured her that her lover was at all events not dead. Where there is life there is hope!

I fear this will kill his mother, she said. Poor Reni-Mamba is so full of love and gentleness, and her sorrows have been very heavy. Strange that her husband and son should share the same fate  perpetual slavery! Yet it is not perpetual. Death will set them free. Come to the cave and let us break the sad news.

As they walked through the forest Ramatoa gave her brother a rapid outline of what had occurred since the day he left.

They will be deeply grieved, she said, that our friends are not with you. We had all hoped that you would arrive together. A messenger who has just come did indeed tell us that you had been separated from them, but all supposed that you would easily overtake them.

True, sister, but I over-shot them. That has been the way of it, returned Laihova, regretfully.

Still, I feel sure that they will escape, continued the girl, Ravoninohitriniony has such a firm trust in God, and he is so strong and brave and wise. Besides, he has the blood of the white man in his veins  he will succeed or die!

This compliment to her brother, whether deserved or not, had the effect of raising a flush of pleasure on Ra-Ruths little face.

Many things have happened since you left us, resumed Ramatoa. Razafil, the poet, has come to stay with us, and Voalavo too.

Voalavo! exclaimed Laihova in surprise, is he not the chief of a tribe that does not love Jesus? And he was not a Christian when I saw him last.

He is a Christian now, returned the girl, quietly, if I may judge him by his works. He has been our main stay since you went away. Not long after you left us he came, saying that you had told him about Jesus delivering men from the power of sin, and he wanted to know about Him. You may be sure we were glad to tell him all we knew. He has never said he is a Christian, but he has stayed with us ever since, and hunted for us. He is as active as the youngest men in getting and bringing in wild fruits, and the youths are glad to have his wisdom and advice. He listens to us while we sing, and he prays in secret  I know that he does, for I have overheard him. Moreover, he has brought some of his people over to our side. He seems to be particularly fond of Reni-Mamba, and she is fond of him  for he is funny.

Yes; he is very funny, responded Laihova, with profound gravity.

On reaching the cavern which we have described in a former chapter, they found that most of the men were out, and the women were busy with those culinary labours which tend to rejoice the hearts of hunters when they return home.

The chief, Voalavo, was there, however, deeply engaged in studying  yes, studying  The Pilgrims Progress! But he could not make much of it, his education  at the hands of Ra-Ruth  having commenced only a few weeks before. Besides teaching the chief his letters, Ra-Ruth had read to him large portions of the book, which had so fascinated him that he had applied himself to his letters with a will, and, being an able man, had begun to make rapid progress. His desire, also, to be able to read the Bible  when he began to understand what it was, and to perceive the significance of some of its soul-stirring words  stimulated his active mind to greater exertions.

The unfortunate poet, Razafil, also fell in with the wonderful allegory in that cave for the first time, and it helped in no small degree to turn his mind from brooding over the fate of his dear martyred daughter Raniva. His mind was quicker than that of the chief to perceive the grand truths which underlie the story, and he was not a little comforted. Thus these two men, so very differently constituted, sat at the feet of the fair Ra-Ruth, who being, as we have said, timid and rather distrustful of herself, was overjoyed to find that even she could help in advancing the cause of her Lord.

But it rather perplexed the little maiden when these same men, having been gifted with inquiring minds, puzzled themselves over the question why the Prince of the country in The Pilgrims Progress did not kill Apollyon at once and have done with him.

Or make him good, suggested Voalavo.

True, that would have been better, perhaps, than killing him, assented Razafil.

Like millions of the human race before them, the two men got out of their depth here; but unlike too many thousands of the same race, they did not permit such difficulties to interfere with their unshaken confidence in the love and wisdom of that God, who certainly doeth all things well, whatever we in our pride and partial ignorance may think of Him.

Voalavos studies on the day we write of did not however engross him so much as to prevent his starting up in great excitement when he heard the sound of Laihovas voice. He hastened to the entrance of the cavern, and received his friend with his wonted effusive heartiness. But he was damped considerably on learning that Laihova came alone, that Mamba was enslaved, and that Ravonino and Rafaravavy were still wandering in the forest, pursued by their enemies.

Come, my young men! he shouted, flying into a sudden state of indignation, and clapping his hands together like a pistol-shot, we will go and rouse our warriors. Arm, and make to the rescue! We will dethrone the Queen  this Ranavalona  usurper! Why should such a woman live on, filling the land with blood and misery!

My friend, said Laihova, in a soothing tone, as he laid his hand on the chiefs shoulder, the arms of Christians are not the arms of a soldier. We wrestle not against flesh and blood.

That is idle talk, exclaimed the unpacified chief. Did not Christian use a sword? Did not Greatheart fight Apollyon with a sword?

True, but these were spiritual weapons, said Laihova. Moreover, if you did rouse your people and march to the capital, what could you do? Your whole tribe would appear but as a handful of dust in the eyes of the Hova army.

I would that we were a handful of dust! snorted the chief, and wed dash ourselves into the eyes of the Hova army and kill them while they wept!

But there is nothing to prevent us from going forth to meet our friends, rejoined Laihova, and we can take our spears. If they stand in need of help we may give it.

This proposition fell in entirely with the war-like Voalavos views, and, a band of the young hunters and fruit-gatherers entering the cave at that moment, he urged them to make haste with their dinner and get ready for the war-path.

Ever-ready  as young blades usually are  for fighting, these youths threw down their loads quickly.

And, truly, judging from the contents of the cavern larder that day, there was no prospect of famine before the persecuted people. In one part of that larder there was abundance of beef and pork, also of game, such as guinea-fowl, pheasants, partridges, peacocks, turkeys, geese, ducks, pigeons, turtle-doves, and snipe. In another place the vegetable and fruit-gatherers had piled up little mounds of bread-fruit, pine-apples, cocoa-nuts, yams, plantains, bananas, manioc-root, melons, etcetera, much of which had been gathered from regions at a considerable distance from their place of abode. Thus they had laid up store for many days, and felt somewhat elated.

But there were two hearts there which found it impossible to rejoice, and very hard to submit to God. Reni and Ramatoa retired to a dark recess in the cave, and mingled their tears and prayers together.

Oh! it would have been better if he had died! sobbed Reni, for then he would have been with Jesus; but now it is awful to think of the life-long slavery; and we shall never more see him on earth.

Nay, mother, do not think thus. Whatever God does must be best, returned Ramatoa in a tremulous voice. Let us try to say Thy will be

She broke down and finished the sentence with prayer for strength and for a submissive spirit.

Meanwhile the war-like expedition, on which Voalavo and his youths were only too ready to enter was rendered needless by the sudden appearance of Ravonino himself, with Rafaravavy and Sarah! After encountering innumerable hardships and dangers those three had at last arrived at their forest stronghold in safety.

So then, remarked Laihova to Ra-Ruth, after the first enthusiastic reception was over, I have only over-shot them by a few hours after all!

We were just going to sally forth to look for you  and fight if need be, said Voalavo.

There was no need for that, returned Ravonino, the Lord was our protector.

Where is Reni-Mamba? Have you heard, mother, about your son?

Reni and Ramatoa, who had pressed forward, looked surprised, for their friend did not speak like a man who had bad news to tell.

Laihova has told me, truly, replied Reni, still whimpering, that my dear boy is worse than dead.

Not so, mother, said Ravonino, taking the poor womans hand, be of good cheer; Mamba is not dead. I know not indeed where he is at this moment, having been pressed in my own flight, but I know that the Queen has set him free  this much I learned from our white friend, Mark Breezy. More I cannot tell, but is not this cause for joy and gratitude? Come, let us return thanks to our Father.

Most of those present were glad to give vent to their feelings in prayer and praise, though some there were who, having been led to join the band by the mere force of circumstances, had little heart in the matter. Certainly Voalavo was not among these last, for the enthusiasm which inclined him to fight with violence also induced him to pray with vigour.

When this appropriate act of worship was over, food was prepared for the wearied travellers, and in a short time the whole party was seated round the cooking-fire, illuminated by the torches on the wall, and listening eagerly to Ravonino as he recounted his adventures.

I fear much, he said in conclusion, that another dark season is about to fall on us. It may be like the last  or worse.

Ravonino here referred, (and with bated breath), to the terrible outbreak of persecution which had occurred several years previously, when, at the lowest estimate, about two thousand men and women were severely punished, and many tortured and slain, because they professed or favoured the religion of Jesus.

As, one after another, various members of the party detailed the sad sufferings or deaths of relatives and friends, the feelings of all became deeply affected with grief, those of some with a considerable dash also of indignation. Among the latter of course was Voalavo.

Why, he cried suddenly, giving his hands the accustomed pistol-shot clap that betrayed his inability to contain himself, why do we suffer all this? Why not assemble the tribes, go up at once to Antananarivo, take it, cut off the Queens head, and put Prince Rakota on the throne?

Ay, why not? demanded several of the more fiery young men.

Because the Lord tells us to overcome evil with good, answered Ravonino, quietly. Then, wishing to draw attention from the subject, he inquired for the messenger who had brought news of his own escape.

All looked round as if expecting the man to answer for himself, but no one replied.

Search was made, and then it was discovered that the messenger had hastily taken his departure from the place.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Doctor Breezy prescribes for the Queen, and attains to Temporary and Perfik Flicity.

While these events were taking place in the forest, Queen Ranavalona was keeping her Court Physician and his comrades in a state of considerable uneasiness, not only with reference to the safety of their own heads, but because of her violent edicts regarding her Christian subjects.

She renewed her commands as to the necessity of every one coming forward, on pain of instant death in the event of disobedience, and accusing themselves, with the reiterated assurance that if they failed to comply and they were afterwards accused by others they should be subjected to the ordeal of the Tangena, and slain or reduced to perpetual slavery if found guilty.

The whole city was in a panic. No one felt safe. Under the influence of fear some accused themselves, expecting, no doubt, that their punishment would be lightened. Others remained quiet, hoping that they might escape detection, while many were accused by false friends as well as by enemies, and fell victims under the poison ordeal. Others, again, stood firm, and boldly proclaimed their faith in the Lord Jesus and their readiness to die if need be for His cause.

After the accusations, trials, and investigations, sentences were read which deprived four hundred officers and nobles of their honours, and levied fines on the remainder to the number of about two thousand. One would have thought that the mere necessity for such widespread punishment would have shown the Queen how deeply the new religion had taken root, and how hopeless it was to attempt its suppression, but she did not see it in that light. On the contrary, she issued a mandate requiring all books to be delivered up to her officers, and threatening death against any who should keep back or hide even a single leaf. She also commanded her subjects never again even to think of the Christian lessons they had learned, but to blot them from their memories for ever!

Among those who boldly held to their opinions was the Queens own son Rakota, who, however, as we have seen, did not run quite so much risk as others, owing to his mothers affection for him. The Prime Ministers son, also, and Prince Ramonja, made no effort to conceal their opinions, though they were wise enough to refrain from exasperating the angry Queen by asserting them openly.

One morning the Prime Minister sent a message to the Court Physician, requiring his immediate attendance at the palace. Mark was seated in his own room at the time, talking with Hockins and Ebony about the gloomy state of affairs. A slight feeling of dismay fluttered the heart of each when the message came, for death-warrants were much in the air at that time.

Oh, massa, praps deyre a-goin to kill you! was the negros comforting suggestion.

More likely they want him to cure the Queen, said Hockins.

Couldnt you, massa, whispered Ebony, with a terribly solemn countenance, mix a spoonful  a bery small spoonful  ob prussic acid, or creosote, or suffin ob dat sort, wid er physic?

Mark laughed, and shook his head as he went out.

He found Rainiharo, with a tremendous frown on his face and deep lines of care on his brow, seated in front of our friend the Secretary, who had an open book on his knee. Three other officers of the palace sat beside them. These constituted a court of inquiry into the contents of the suspected books, and the Secretary, being the only literary character among them, was the appointed reader.

Come here. Sit down, said Rainiharo, sternly pointing to a seat; we want you to explain your books. The Queen commands us to examine them, and, if we find anything contrary to her wishes in them, to condemn them to the flames. But it seems to us that there is nothing in them but rubbish which we cannot understand.

Strange, is it not, that in barbaric as well as in civilised lands, people are apt to regard as rubbish that which they do not understand?

So thought the Court Physician, but he wisely held his tongue and sat down.

This book, said the Prime Minister, pointing with a look of mingled contempt and exasperation to the volume on the Secretarys knee, is worse than the last. The one we condemned yesterday was what you call your Bible. We began with it because it was the biggest book. Being practical men we began at the beginning, intending to go straight through and give it a fair hearing. We began at Gen  Gen  what was it?

Genesis, answered the Secretary.

Genzis  yes. Well, we found nothing to object to in the first verse, but in the second  the very second  we found the word darkness. This was sufficient! Queen Ranavalona does not like darkness, so we condemned it at once  unanimously  for we could not for a moment tolerate anything with darkness in it.

Mark felt an almost irresistible desire to laugh outright, but as the gratification of that desire might have cost him his head he did resist it successfully.

Now, continued the Prime Minister, with a darker frown, we have got to the Pil  Pil  what is it?

Pilgrims Progress, answered the Secretary. Just so  the Pilgims Progress. Well, we agreed that we would give the Pil  Pilgims Progress a better chance, so we opened it, as it were, anyhow, and what do we come on  the very first thing  but a man named Obstinate! Now, if there is one thing that the Queen hates more than another it is an obstinate man. She cannot abide obstinate men. In fact, she has none such about her, for the few men of that sort that have turned up now and then have invariably lost their heads. But we wanted to be fair, so we read on, and what do we find as one of the first things that Obstinate says? He says, Tush! away with your book! Now, if the man himself condemns the book, is our Queen likely to spare it? But there are some things in the book which we cannot understand, so we have sent for you to explain it. Now, added Rainiharo, turning to the Secretary, translate all that to the maker of physic and tell me what he has to answer.

It was a strange and difficult duty that our young student was thus unexpectedly and suddenly called to perform, and never before had he felt so deeply the difference between knowing a subject and expounding it. There was no escape, however, from the situation. He was not only bound by fear of his life, but by Scripture itself, to give a reason of the hope that was in him, and he rose to the occasion with vigour, praying, mentally, for guidance, and also blessing his mother for having subjected him in childhood  much against his will!  to a pretty stiff and systematic training in the truths of Scripture as well as in the story of the Pilgrims Progress.

But no exposition that he could give sufficed to affect the foregone conclusion that both the Bible and the Pilgrim, containing as they did matter that was offensive to the Queen, were worthy of condemnation, and, therefore, doomed to the flames.

Having settled this knotty point in a statesmanlike manner, Rainiharo bade Mark and the Secretary remain with him, and dismissed his three colleagues.

You see, he said, after some moments of anxious thought, although I agree with the Queen in her desire to stamp out the Christian religion, I have no desire that my son and my nephew should be stamped out along with it; therefore I wish to have your assistance, doctor, in turning the mind of Ranavalona away from persecution to some extent for in her present mood she is dangerous alike to friend and foe. Indeed I would not give much for your own life if she becomes more violent. How is this to be done, think you?

The question was indeed a puzzler, for it amounted to this  

How are we to manage a furious, blood-thirsty woman with the reins loose on her neck and the bit fast in her teeth?

I know not, said Mark at last, but I will think the matter over and talk with you again.

If I may be allowed to speak, said the Secretary.

You are allowed, returned the Premier.

Then I would advise that the Queen should arrange a grand journey  a procession  all over the country, with thousands of her soldiers. This will let her have plenty of fresh air and exercise, change of scene, and excitement, and will give her something to do till her blood cools. At the same time it will show the people her great power and perhaps induce them to be cautious how they resist her will.

The idea is good, said Mark, with animation, so good that I would advise its being carried out immediately  even before another week passes.

Rainiharo shook his head. Impossible. There is to be a great bull-fight this week, and you know Ranavalona will allow nothing to interfere with that. Besides, it takes time to get up such an expedition as you suggest. However, I like the notion well. Go. I will think over it and see you again.

The bull-fighting to which the Premier referred was a favourite amusement with this blood-thirsty woman, and the spectacle usually took place in the royal court-yard. Rainiharo was right when he said the Queen would not forego it, but she was so pleased with the plan of a royal progress through the country that she gave orders to make ready for it at once in an extensive scale.

You will of course accompany me, she said to Mark, when he was summoned to a subsequent audience, I may be ill, or my bearers may fall and I may be injured.

Certainly, he replied, nothing would afford the Court Physician greater pleasure than to attend upon her Majesty on such an expedition. But I would ask a favour, continued Mark. May my black servant accompany me? He is very useful in assisting me with my medicines, and

Yes, yes, interrupted the Queen, let him go with you by all means. He shall have bearers if you choose. And take yon other man also  with his music. I love his little pipe!

In some excitement Mark went off to tell his comrades the news  which Hockins received with a grunt of satisfaction, and the negro with a burst of joy. Indeed the anxieties and worries they had recently experienced in the city, coupled with the tyranny and bloodshed which they witnessed, had so depressed the three friends that the mere idea of getting once again into the fresh free open plains and forests afforded them pleasure somewhat akin to that of the school-boy when he obtains an unexpected holiday.

Great was the excitement all over the country when the Queens intention was made known. The idea was not indeed a novelty. Malagasy sovereigns had been in the habit of making such progresses from time to time in former years. The wise King Radama the First frequently went on hunting expeditions with more or less of display. But knowing as they did, only too well, the cruel character of Ranavalona the First, the people feared that the desire to terrify and suppress had more to do with the event than pleasure or health.

At last, everything being complete, the Queen left the capital, and directed her course to the south-westward. Her enormous retinue consisted of the members of the Government, the principal military and civil officers and their wives, six thousand soldiers, and a host of slaves, bearers, and other attendants; the whole numbering about 40,000 souls.

Great preparations had been made for the journey in the way of providing large stores of rice, herds of cattle, and other provisions, but those who knew the difficulties of the proposed route, and the thinly populated character of the country, looked with considerable apprehension on the prospects of the journey. Some there were, no doubt, who regarded these prospects with a lively hope that the Queen might never more return to her capital!

Of course such a multitude travelled very slowly, as may well be believed when it is said that they had about 1500 palanquins in the host, for there was not a wheeled vehicle in Madagascar at that time. The soldiers were formed in five divisions; one carrying the tents, one the cooking apparatus and spears, and one the guns and sleeping-mats. The other two had always to be in readiness for any service required about the Queen. The camp was divided into four parts; the Queen being in the middle, in a blue tent, surrounded, wherever she halted for the night, by high palisades, and near to this was pitched a tent containing the idols of the royal family. The tent of the Prime Minister, with the Malagasy flag, was pitched to the north of that of the Queen. East, west, and south, were occupied by other high officers of State, and among the latter was the tent of our friends, Mark, Hockins, and Ebony.

Now, said the first of these, as he sat in the door of the tent one evening after supper, watching the rich glow of sunshine that flooded a wide stretch of beautiful country in front of him, this would be perfect felicity if only we had freedom to move about at our own pleasure and hunt up the treasures in botany, entomology, etcetera, that are scattered around us.

True, Massa, returned Ebony, it would be perfik flicity if we could forgit de poor Christns in chains an prisns.

Right, Ebony, right. I am selfishly thinking only of myself at the present moment. But let us hope we may manage to do these poor Christians good before we leave the land.

I dont think, myself, that well get much fun out o this trip, remarked Hockins. You see the Queens too fond o your physickin and of my tootootlin to part with us even for a day at a time. If we was like Ebony, now, we might go where we liked an no one ud care.

Ob course not, replied the negro, promptly, peepils nebber anxious about whar wise men goes to; its ony childin an stoopid folk deys got to tink about. But why not ax de Queen, massa, for leabe ob absence to go a-huntin?

Because shed be sure to refuse, said Mark. No, I see no way out of this difficulty. We are too useful to be spared!

But Mark was wrong. That very night he was sent for by the Prime Minister, and as he passed the Secretarys tent he called him out to act as interpreter. On reaching the tent on the north side they found Rainiharo doubled up on his mat and groaning in agony.

Whats wrong? demanded the doctor.

Everything! replied the patient.

Describe your feelings, said the doctor.

Ive  Ive got a red-hot stone, groaned Rainiharo, somewhere in my inwards! Thorny shrubs are revolving in my stomach! Young crocodiles are masticating my  oh!

At this point his power of description failed; but that matters little, for, never having met with the disease before, we can neither describe it nor give it a name. The young doctor did not know it, but he knew exactly what to do, and did it. We cannot report what he did, but we can state the result, which was great relief in a few minutes and a perfect cure before morning! Most men are grateful under such circumstances  even the cruel Rainiharo was so.

What can I do for you? he asked, affectionately, next day.

A sudden inspiration seized the doctor, Beg the Queen, he said, to let me and my two friends wander round the host all day, and every day, for a short time, and I will return to report myself each night.

For what purpose? asked the Premier, in some surprise.

To pluck plants and catch butterflies.

Is the young doctor anxious to renew his childhood?

Something of the sort, no doubt. But there is medicine in the plants, and  and  interest, if nothing else, in the butterflies.

Medicine in the plants was a sufficient explanation to the Premier. What he said to the Queen we know not, but he quickly returned with the required permission, and Mark went to his couch that night in a state of what Ebony styled perfik flicity.

Behold our trio, then, once more alone in the great forests of Madagascar  at least almost alone, for the Secretary was with them, for the double purpose of gaining instruction and seeing that the strangers did not lose themselves. As they were able to move about twice as fast as the host, they could wander around, here, there, and everywhere, or rest at pleasure without fear of being left behind.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

In which a Happy Change for the Better is Disastrously Interrupted.

One very sultry forenoon Mark and his party  while out botanising, entomologising, philosophising, etcetera, not far from but out of sight of the great procession  came to the brow of a hill and sat down to rest.

Their appearance had become somewhat curious and brigand-like by that time, for their original garments having been worn-out were partially replaced by means of the scissors and needle of John Hockins  at least in the trousers department. That worthy seaman having, during his travels, torn his original trousers to shreds from the knee downwards, had procured some stout canvas in the capital and made for himself another pair. He was, like most sailors, expert at tailoring, and the result was so good that Mark and Ebony became envious. The seaman was obliging. He set to work and made a pair of nether garments for both. Mark wore his pair stuffed into the legs of a pair of Wellington boots procured from a trader. Ebony preferred to cut his off short, just below the knee, thus exposing to view those black boots supplied to negroes by Nature, which have the advantage of never wearing out. Hockins himself stuck to his navy shirt, but the others found striped cotton shirts sufficient. A native straw hat on Marks head and a silk scarf round his waist, with a cavalry pistol in it, enhanced the brigand-like aspect of his costume.

This pistol was their only fire-arm, the gun having been broken beyond repair, but each carried a spear in one hand, a gauze butterfly-net in the other, and a basket, in lieu of a specimen-box, on his shoulder. Even the Secretary, entering into the spirit of the thing; carried a net and pursued the butterflies with the ardour of a boy.

Oh! massa, exclaimed Ebony, wiping the perspiration from his forehead with a bunch of grass, I do lub science!

Indeed, why so? asked Mark, sitting down on a bank opposite his friend.

Why, dont you see, massa, its not comfortabil for a man whats got any feelins to go troo de land huntin an killin cattle an oder brutes for noting. You cant eat more nor one hox  praps not dat. So wen youve kill im an eaten so much as you can, dars no more fun, for what fun is dere in slaughterin hoxes for noting? Den, if you goes arter bees an butterflies ony for fun, wy you git shamed ob yourself. Ony a chile do dat. But science, dat put im all right! Away you goes arter de bees and butterflies an tings like mad  ober de hills an far away  troo de woods, across de ribbers  sometimes into em!  crashin an smashin like de bull in de china-shop, wid de proud feelin bustin your buzzum dat youre advancin de noble cause ob science  dats what you call im, noble?  yes. Well, den you come home done up, so pleasant like, an sot down an fix de critters up wid pins an gum an sitch-like, and arter dat you show em to your larned friends an call em awrful hard names, (sometimes dey seem like bad names!) an  oh! I do lub science! Its wot I once heard a captin ob a ribber steamer in de States call a safety-balve wot lets off a deal o uman energy. He was a-sottin on his own safety-balve at de time, so he ought to have knowd suffin about it.

I say, Ebony, asked Hockins, where did you pick up so much larnin about science  eh?

I pick im in Texas  was sistant to a German natralist dar for two year. Stuck to im like a limpit till he a-most busted hisself by tumblin into a swamp, smashin his spectacles, an ketchin fever, wen he found hisself obleeged to go home to recroot  he called it  though what dat was I nebber rightly understood, unless it was drinkin brandy an water; for I noticed that wen he said he needed to recroot, he allers had a good stiff pull at de brandy bottle.

Ebonys discourse was here cut short by the sudden appearance of an enormous butterfly, which the excitable negro dashed after at a breakneck pace in the interests of science. The last glimpse they had of him, as he disappeared among the trees, was in a somewhat peculiar attitude, with his head down and his feet in the air!

Thats a sign he has missed him, remarked Hockins, beginning to fill his pipe  the tobacco, not the musical, one! Ive always observed that when Ebony becomes desperate, and knows he cant git hold of the thing hes arter, he makes a reckless plunge, with a horrible yell, goes right down by the head, and disappears like a harpooned whale.

True, but have you not also observed, said Mark, that like the whale hes sure to come to the surface again  sooner or later  and generally with the object of pursuit in possession?

I blieve youre right, doctor, said the seaman, emitting a prolonged puff of smoke.

Does he always go mad like that? asked the Secretary, who was much amused.

Usually, replied Mark, but he is generally madder than that. Hes in comparatively low spirits to-day. Perhaps it is the heat that affects him. Whew! how hot it is! I think I shall take a bath in the first pool we come to.

That would only make you hotter, sir, said Hockins. Ive often tried it. At first, no doubt, when you gits into the water it cools you, but arter you come out you git hotter than before. A hot bath is the thing to cool you comfortably.

But we cant get a hot bath here, returned Mark.

You are wrong, said the Secretary, we have many natural hot springs in our land. There is one not far from here.

How far? asked Mark with some interest.

About two rice-cookings off.

To dispel the readers perplexity, we may explain at once that in Madagascar they measure distances by the time occupied in cooking a pot of rice. As that operation occupies about half-an-hour, the Secretary meant that the hot spring was distant about two half-hours  that is, between three and four miles off.

Lets go an git into it at once, suggested Hockins.

Better wait for Ebony, said Mark. Then  to the Secretary Yours is a very interesting and wonderful country!

It is, and I wonder not that European nations wish to get possession of it  but that shall never be.

Mark replied, I hope not, and regarded his friend with some surprise, for he had spoken with emphasis, and evidently strong feeling. Have you fear that any of the nations wish to have your country?

Yes, we have fear, returned the Secretary, with an unwontedly stern look. They have tried it before; perhaps they will try it again. But they will fail. Has not God given us the land? Has not He moved the hearts of Engleesh men to send to us the Bible? Has not his Holy Spirit inclined our hearts to receive that Word? Yes  it has come. It is planted. It must grow. The European nations cannot hinder it. Ranavalona cannot stamp it out. False friends and open foes cannot crush it. The Word of God will civilise us. We will rise among the nations of the earth when the love of Jesus spreads among us  for that love cures every evil. It inclines as well as teaches us to deny self and do good. It is not possible for man to reach a higher point than that! Deny self! Do good! We are slow to learn, but it is sure to come at last, for is it not written that the knowledge of the Lord shall cover the earth as the waters cover the sea?

I believe you are right, said Mark, much impressed with this outburst and the earnest enthusiasm of his friends manner. And, he continued, you have a noble country to work on  full of earths riches.

You say noting but the truth, answered the Secretary in a gratified tone. Is not our island as big  or more big  as yours  nearly the same as France? And look around! We have thousands of cattle, tame and wild, with which even now we send large supplies to foreign markets, and fowls innumerable, both wild and tame. Our soil is rich and prolific. Are not our vegetables and fruits innumerable and abundant? Do not immense forests traverse our island in all directions, full of trees that are of value to man  trees fit for building his houses and ships and for making his beautiful furniture, as well as those that supply cocoa-nuts, and figs, and fruits, and gums, and dyes? And have we not the silkworm in plenty, and cotton-plants, and sugar-cane, and many spices, and the great food-supply of our people  rice, besides minerals which make nations rich, such as iron and gold? Yes, we have everything that is desirable and good for man. But we have a climate which does not suit the white man. Yet some white men, like yourself, manage to live here. Is not this a voice, from God? He does not speak to us with the tongue of man, but He speaks with a still, small voice, as easy to understand. He has surrounded our island with unhealthy shores. Does not that tell the white man not to come here? Your London Missionary Society sent us the Bible. God bless them for that! They have done well. But they have done enough. We desire not the interference of England or France in our affairs. We do not want your divisions, your sects. We have the Word. God will do the rest. We want no white nations to protect us. We want to be let alone to protect and develop ourselves, with the Bible for our guide and the Holy Spirit as our teacher. You Englishmen were savages once, and the Word of God came and raised you. You only continue to be great because the Bible keeps you still in the right path. What it has done for you it will do for us. All we ask for is to be let alone!

The Secretary had become quite excited on this theme, and there is no saying how much longer he might have gone on if Ebony had not returned, scratched, bruised, bleeding, panting and perspiring, but jubilant, with an enormous butterfly captive in his net, and the cause of science advanced.

Having secured the specimen, they set off at once to visit the hot springs, after pricking a travellers tree with a spear and obtaining a refreshing draught of cool clear water therefrom.

Fountains of mineral waters have been found in many, parts of Madagascar, and among them several which are called Rano-mafana, or warm waters. These vary both in temperature and medicinal properties. The spot when reached was found to be a small cavity in the rocks which was delightfully shaded by the leaves of the wild fig, and by a number of interwoven and overhanging bamboos. The branches of the fig-trees spread directly across the stream.

Hastening to the fountain, Hockins thrust his hand in, but quickly pulled it out again, for the water was only a few degrees below the boiling-point.

Too hot to bathe in! he said.

But not too hot here, remarked Ebony, going to a pool a little further from the fountain-head, where the water had cooled somewhat. There the negro dropped his simple garments, and was soon rolling like a black porpoise in his warm bath. It was only large enough for one, but close to it was another small pool big enough for several men. There Mark and Hockins were soon disporting joyously, while the Secretary looked on and laughed. Evidently he did not in the circumstances deem warm water either a necessity or a luxury.

That evening, after returning to camp, Mark was summoned to lay the result of his labours before the Queen, who was much interested in his collection of plants, and not a little amused with his collection of insects; for she could understand the use of the medicines which her Court Physician assured her could be extracted from the former, but could see no sense whatever in collecting winged and creeping things, merely to be stuck on pins and looked at and saddled with incomprehensible names! She did indeed except the gorgeous butterflies, and similar creatures, because these were pretty; but on the whole she felt disposed to regard her physician as rather childish in that particular taste.

Very different was her opinion of John Hockins. So fond was she of the flageolet of that musical and stalwart tar that she sent for him almost every evening and made him pipe away to her until he almost fell asleep at his duty, so that at last he began to wish that flageolets had never been invented.

Its nothin but blow, blow, blow, day arter day, he growled as he returned to his tent one night and flung down the little instrument in disgust. I wish it had bin blowd up the time your big Roman candle busted, doctor.

If it had been, your influence with the Queen would have been gone, John.

Well, I dun-know, sir. Many a queer gale Ive come through in time past, but this blow beats em all to sticks an whistles.

Nebber mind, Ockins, remarked Ebony, who was busy preparing supper at the time, wes habbin good times ob it just now. Plenty fun an lots ob science! Come  go at your wittles. Weve hard work besides fun before us demorrow.

Ebony was a true prophet in regard to the hard work, but not as to the fun, of the morrow; for it so happened that two events occurred which threw a dark cloud over the expedition, for some, at least, in the royal procession, and induced the Queen to return to the capital sooner than she had intended.

The first of these events was the discovery of a party of sixteen fugitives who were of suspicious character and unable to give account of themselves.

They had been discovered by the Queens spies hidden in a rice-house. When brought before the officer who examined them, they were at first silent; when pressed, they spoke a little, but nothing of importance could be gathered from them. At last they seemed to make up their minds to acknowledge who they were, for one of them stood forth boldly and said  

Since you ask us again and again, we will tell you. We are not robbers or murderers. We are praying people. If this makes us guilty in the kingdom of the Queen, then, whatsoever she does, we must submit to suffer. We are ready to die for the name of the Lord Jesus.

Is this, then, asked the officer, your final answer, whether for life or death?

It is our final answer, whether for life or for death.

When this was reported to the Queen, all her anger was stirred up again. She ordered the captives to be chained and sent off at once to Antananarivo. Two of the band managed to escape that night, but the other fourteen were safely lodged in prison.

The countenance of Ranavalona was now changed. She took no pleasure in Marks collections, and sent no more for the musical seaman. To make matters worse, there came in, on the following day, a report that some of her soldiers had captured a large band of fugitives in a distant part of the country, and were then marching them in chains to the capital. As this band was at the time approaching, the Queen gave orders to halt on an eminence that overlooked the path along which they had to travel, that she might see them.

It was about noon when they drew near-worn, weary, and footsore. The Queen was so placed among the bushes that she could see the captives without being herself seen. Her chief officers stood near her. Mark and his companions had taken up a position much nearer to the forest path.

First came a band of weary little ones, driven onwards like a flock of sheep, and apparently too much terrified by what they had undergone to make much noise, although most of them were weeping. Next came a group of women. These, like the children, were not bound, but the men, who walked in rear, were chained together  two and two. Soldiers guarded them on every side.

It is profoundly sad! said Mark, in a deep sorrowful tone. God help them!

Massa, whispered Ebony, look dar! Sure I knows some ob

He stopped and opened wide his eyes, for at that moment he recognised Rafaravavy and Ramatoa among the women. With something like a groan, Hockins turned a glance on his comrades and pointed to the men. They required no second glance to enlighten them, for there they plainly saw Ravonino heavily ironed by the neck to Laihova, and Razafil, the poet, chained to the chief, Voalavo. Many others whom they did not know were also there. These all trudged along with bowed heads and eyes on the ground, like men who, having gone through terrible mental and physical agony, have either become callous or resigned to their fate.

As the Queen had given orders to her people to keep quiet and out of sight, the poor captives knew nothing of the host that gazed at them. Mark and his friends were so horrified that all power to move or speak failed them for a time. As for Ranavalona, she sat in rigid silence, like a bronze statue, with compressed lips and frowning brows, until they had passed. Then she gave orders to encamp where they stood, and retired in silence to her tent.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

In which Terrible but True Martyrdoms are Described.

Matters had now reached a crisis. Although suffering from illness  partly brought on, or aggravated, by her unrestrained passions  the Queen gave orders next day for the host to turn homeward. Travelling more rapidly than she had yet done, she soon reached the capital.

There the arrival of the captives and the news of what had occurred prepared them for the worst. And the worst was not long of coming. The very day following the Queens return, a great assembly, or Kabàry, of the whole people was called. None were exempted from the meeting. High and low, rich and poor, sick and healthy, were driven to the great place of assembly near the palace  literally driven, for officers were sent as usual to break into the houses of the people, when necessary, and force them to attend. And there was no way of escape, for at the time of the summons being sent out every outlet from the city was guarded by soldiers, and the cannon along the heights thundered a salute by way of striking terror into the hearts of the rebellious. Well did the poor people know what all this foreshadowed. One who was an eye-witness of the scene said, there was a general howling and wailing, a rushing and running through the streets, as if the town had been attacked by a hostile army. At last the great square of the city was crowded, as full as it could hold, with hundreds of thousands of people, who were overawed by the presence of a body of troops fifteen thousand strong as they awaited the announcement of the Queens pleasure.

Mark Breezy was there, along with his comrades, on an elevated spot near to the place where the Queens messenger was to make the proclamation.

We are utterly helpless here, said Mark in a low voice, as he gazed in pity on the groaning and swaying multitude. The Queens countenance is changed to me. I feel sure that either we have been betrayed in the matter of Rafaravavy, or we are suspected. Indeed, if it were not that she is ill, and needs my aid, she would certainly banish us all from her dominions.

I wish I was well out of em, growled Hockins. The country is well enough, no doubt, but a woman like that makes it a hell-upon-earth!

Has you hear, massa, whar dey hab put Ravonino an our oder friends? asked Ebony.

No, I did not dare to ask. And even if we knew we could do nothing!

The youth spoke bitterly, for he had become so much attached to their former guide, and the natives with whom they had sojourned and travelled, that he would have fought for them to the death if that could have availed them. Strong and active young men are apt to become bitter when they find that superabundant energy and physical force are in some circumstances utterly useless. To be compelled to stand by inactive and see injustice done  cruelty and death dealt out, while the blood boils, the nerves quiver, and the violated feelings revolt, is a sore trial to manhood! And such was the position of our three adventurers at that time.

Presently the highest civil and military officers came forth, one of whom, in a loud sonorous voice, delivered the message of his terrible mistress.

After a number of complimentary and adulatory phrases to the Queen herself, and many ceremonial bowings towards the palace, as if she actually heard him, the messenger spoke as follows  

I announce to you, O people, that I am not a Sovereign that deceives. I find that, in spite of my commands, many of my people revile the idols and treat divination as a trifle, and worship the Christians God, and pray, and baptize, and sing  which things I abhor. They are unlawful. I detest them, and they are not to be done, saith Ranavàlo-Manjàka. I will not suffer it. Those who dare to disobey my commands shall die. Now, I order that all who are guilty shall come in classes according to their offences, and accuse themselves of being baptized, of being members of the Church, of having taught slaves to read, and that all books shall be given up.

As on a previous occasion, many came forward at once and accused themselves, or gave up their Bibles and Testaments; but, as before, others concealed their treasures and held their tongue, although it was evident that on this occasion the Queen uttered no vain threat, but was terribly in earnest.

The proclamation ended, the people dispersed, and Mark and his friends were returning to their quarters when they were arrested by a party of soldiers. As usual, their first impulse was to resist violently, but wisdom was given them in time, and they went quietly along. Of course Mark protested vehemently both in English and in broken Malagasy, but no attention whatever was paid to his words. They were led to a prison which they had not before seen. As they approached the door the sound of singing was heard. Another moment and they were thrust into the room whence the sounds issued, and the door was locked upon them.

At first they could only see dimly, the place was so dark; but in a few seconds, their eyes becoming accustomed to the gloom, they could see that a number of other prisoners  both men and women  were seated round the walls singing a hymn. When the hymn ceased an exclamation from a familiar voice made them turn round, and there they saw their friend Ravonino seated on the floor with his back against the wall and chained to Laihova and to the floor. Beside him were several well-remembered natives, and on the opposite side of the room, also chained, were the women of the party, among whom were Ramatoa, Ra-Ruth, Rafaravavy, her maid Sarah, and the poor mother of Mamba.

Ravonino! exclaimed Mark, in tones of profound sorrow, as he sat down beside his old guide, I little thought to find you in such a strait.

Even so, sir, returned the man in a gentle voice, for so it seems good in His eyes! But still less did I expect to find you in prison  for the way they thrust you in shows me that you are no mere visitor. I fear me, the cruel woman has found out how kind you were in helping me.

But surely dar some hope for you! Dey nebber kill you all! said the negro, waving his hand round as if to indicate the whole party.

No hope, no hope, returned Ravonino, sadly, Not even for you, Ebony, because you are only a black man. But they wont kill you, sir, or Hockins. They know better than to risk the consequences of putting a British subject to death. For the rest of us  our doom is sealed.

If the Lord wills it so, remarked Laihova, quietly.

How do you know that the Lord wills it so? demanded a voice fiercely, and a man who had hitherto sat still with his face buried in his hands looked up. It was the stout chief Voalavo, all whose fun of disposition seemed to have been turned to fury. You all speak as if you were already dead men! Are we not alive? Have we not stout hearts and strong limbs? While life remains there is hope!

He leaped up as he spoke and began to wrench at his chain like a maddened tiger, until blood spurted from his wrists and the swollen veins stood out like cords from his neck and forehead. But iron proved tougher than flesh. He sank down, exhausted, with a deep groan  yet even in his agony of rage the strong man murmured as he fell, Lord forgive me!

While the men conversed, and Ebony sought to soothe Voalavo, with whom he had strong sympathy most of the poor women opposite were seated in a state of quiet resignation. Some there were, however, who could not bring their minds to contemplate with calmness the horrible fate that they knew too well awaited them, while others seemed to forget themselves in their desire to comfort their companions. Among the timid ones was pretty little Ra-Ruth. Perhaps her vivid imagination enabled her to realise more powerfully the terrors of martyrdom. It may be that her delicately-strung nerves shrank more sensitively from the prospect, but in spite of her utmost efforts to be brave she trembled violently and was pale as death. Yet she did not murmur, she only laid her head on the sympathetic bosom of her queen-like friend Ramatoa, who seemed to her a miracle of strength and resignation.

In a short time the door of the prison opened, and a party of armed men entered with Silver Spear, or Hater of Lies, at their head. An involuntary shudder ran through the group of captives as the man advanced and looked round.

Which is Razafil? demanded Hater of Lies.

The poet rose promptly. Here I am, he said, looking boldly at the officer. Then, glancing upwards, and in a voice of extreme tenderness, he said, Now, my sweet Raniva, I will soon join you!

Ramatoa  which is she? said the officer, as his men removed the fetters from the poet and fastened his wrists with a cord.

Ramatoa at once rose up. I am ready, she said, calmly. Now, Ra-Ruth, the Master calls me. Fear not what man can do unto thee.

Oh! no, no! do not go yet, exclaimed Ra-Ruth in an agony of grief, as she clung to her friend. The good Lord cannot mean this  oh! take me! take me! and let her stay!

The sentence ended in a low wail, for at the moment two soldiers forced the girls asunder, and Ra-Ruth sank upon the floor, while Ramatoa was led away.

Poor Laihova had watched every movement of Ra-Ruth. It was, no doubt, the fiercest part of the fiery trial he had to undergo; and when the soldier grasped her arms to tear her from her friend he could restrain himself no longer. He sprang up and made a wild leap towards her, but the chain arrested him effectually, and three bayonets were quickly pointed at his breast. His head fell forward, and he sank down like one who had been shot.

Meanwhile Hater of Lies selected Ra-Ruth and twelve others from the group of prisoners, but only the three whom we have mentioned are known to the reader. They were led into an outer room, where they were further pinioned. Some of them had their feet and hands tied together, so that, by thrusting a pole between the legs and arms of each, they could be suspended and carried by two men. Others were allowed to walk to the place of execution. The rage of Ranavalona, however, was so great on finding that the Christians would not submit to her that she had given orders to the soldiers to torture the martyrs with their spears as they marched along the road. This was done to all except Ramatoa and Ra-Ruth, as the blood-stained road bore witness. The comfort of being together was not allowed to the two ladies. They were placed in different parts of the procession.

Mats were thrust into the mouths of the suspended victims to prevent them from speaking, but some of them managed to free their mouths and prayed aloud, while others sang hymns or addressed the crowd. Thus they passed along the road that led to the Place of Hurling Down.

This was a tremendous precipice of granite, 150 feet high. Thither the multitude streamed  some influenced by hatred of the Christians, some by deep sympathy with them, but the majority, doubtless, prompted by mere excitement and curiosity. And there they crowded as near as they dared venture to the edge of the precipice and gazed into the awful gulf.

Slowly the procession moved, as if to prolong the agony of the martyrs. Suddenly a young man pushed through the crowd, advanced to the side of Ramatoa, and grasped one of her hands, exclaiming in a loud voice, Dearest! I will go with you and stay by you to the end.

For a moment the calm serenity that had settled on the girls fine countenance was disturbed.

Mamba! she said, this is not wise. You cannot save me. It is Gods will that I should now glorify the dear name of Jesus by laying down my life. But you are not yet condemned, and your mother needs your help.

Full well do I know that, returned the youth, fervently. Were it not for my dear mothers love and claim on me, I would now have gone with you to heaven. As it is, I will stay by you, dear one, to the end.

Thank you, dear friend, returned the girl, earnestly. I think it will not be long till we meet where there are no more sufferings or tears.

Soon the procession reached the brow of the terrible cliff. Here the martyrs were ranged in such a way that, while they were cast over one by one, the rest could see their companions fall.

The first to perish was the poet Razafil. After the Queens messenger had pronounced the sentence of each, the poor man was seized and thrown violently on the ground. A rope was then fastened round his waist, and he was asked if he would cease to pray in the name of Jesus.

Cease to pray to Jesus! he exclaimed, while the fire of enthusiasm gleamed in his eyes to Jesus who saved my Raniva, and who holds out His blessed hands to me  even me  to take me to Himself? Never!

Razafil was instantly slung over the precipice, and held suspended there in the hope that the awful nature of his impending fate might cause his courage to fail, while the executioner knelt, knife in hand, ready to cut the rope.

Once more, and for the last time, said the officer in command, will you cease to pray?

The answer was an emphatic No!

Next moment Razafil went shooting down headlong into the abyss. There was a projecting ledge of rock about fifty feet down the precipice. On this the body of the martyr struck, and, bounding off into space, reached the bottom with incredible violence, a shattered and mangled heap.

With trembling hearts and straining gaze the other victims watched the descent. It seemed to be more than human nature could endure to voluntarily face such a fate when a word would deliver them. So thought many of the spectators, and they were right; mere human nature could not have endured it, but these Christians were strengthened in a way that the ungodly will neither believe nor understand. One by one they were led to the edge of the cliff, suspended over the edge, and had the testing-question put to them, and, one by one, the answer was a decisive No!

But where was the tyrant Queen while this scene of butchery was being enacted? In her chamber in the palace  comparatively, yet not altogether, regardless of the matter.

Her son Rakota stood beside her. Our friend the Secretary stood at the door.

Mother, said the Prince, quietly, they are being hurled down now  and little Ra-Ruth is among them.

The Queen looked up, startled. No, no! she said, hesitatingly. Ra-Ruth must not  but  but  I must not seem to my people to be weak  yet I would save her.

Rakota gave a gentle nod to the Secretary, who instantly vanished. He reached the place of execution only just in time. The rope was already round the girls slender waist, and the testing-question had been put  but her timidity had flown, and was replaced by a calm, almost angelic, expression, as she gazed up to Heaven, clasped her hands, and, with a flush of enthusiasm, exclaimed  

No  Jesus  no, I will never cease to worship Thee!

A murmur of mingled surprise and pity broke from the crowd. At that moment the Secretary came forward.

The Queen, he said, has sent me to ask you, Ra-Ruth, whether you will not worship our gods and save your life.

No, answered the girl, firmly. I have been weak  a coward  but now God has sent me strength by His own Holy Spirit, and my fixed determination is to go this day with my dear brothers and sisters to Heaven.

You are a fool! You are mad! exclaimed an officer standing by, as he struck her on the head.

Yes, she is mad, said the Secretary to the officer in command. Send a messenger to tell the Queen that Ra-Ruth has lost her reason. Meanwhile, let her be taken away and guarded well till the Queens pleasure regarding her is known.

But although this poor girl was thus snatched from death at the last moment, no mercy was extended to the others. All were thrown over the cliff and dashed to pieces at that time except Ramatoa. When the question was put to her, last of all, she, as might have been expected, was not less firm in her reply than her companions; but, instead of being thrown over, she was informed that as it was not allowable to shed the blood of one of noble birth she was to be burnt alive!

At this dreadful announcement she turned paler than before, but did not flinch. At the same moment poor Mamba lost control of himself. He sprang to her side, put an arm round her waist, and shouted  

This shall not be! I, too, am a praying man. Ye shall not touch her!

He glared fiercely round, and, for a moment, the soldiers did not dare to approach him, although he was totally unarmed. But they sprang on him from behind, and he was quickly overpowered by numbers. At the command of their officer, they tore him from Ramatoa, carried him to the cliff, and hurled him over. His head struck the ledge, and his brains were dashed out there. Next moment he lay dead among the rocks at the bottom.

This awful sight Ramatoa was spared, for, at the same instant, they had dragged her away to the spot where a pile of wood had been prepared for herself. Four stakes were fixed in the midst of the pile, as three other Christian nobles were to be burnt along with her, one of whom was a lady. While Ramatoa watched the preparations for her death, her fellow-sufferers arrived  singing, as they walked, a hymn which begins with, When our hearts are troubled, and ends with, Then remember us. Ramatoa raised her voice and joined them. There was no wavering or shrinking from the fiery ordeal. When all was ready the martyrs quietly suffered themselves to be bound to the stakes, and, strange to say, when the flames roared around them, the song of praise still went on, and the voices of praise and prayer did not cease until they had culminated in glad shouts of praise and victory before the throne of God!

We write facts just now, reader, not fiction! Men talk of the cruelty of devils! Assuredly there is not a devil in or out of hell who can sink to lower depths of cruelty than fallen man will sink to when left to the unrestrained influence of that hateful thing  sin  from which Jesus Christ came to deliver us, blessed be His name!

It is said that while these four martyrs were being fastened to the stakes, an immense triple-arched rainbow stretched across the heavens, one end of which appeared to rest upon them, and that rain fell in torrents. This so terrified many of the spectators, that they fled in consternation from the scene.

But the cup of iniquity was not yet filled up. While the martyrs were still in the fire, and praying, O Lord, receive our spirits, and lay not this sin to their charge, a shouting yelling band arrived, dragging after them the corpses of the men and women who had perished at the Place of Hurling Down. These were tossed upon the pile to serve as fuel to the fire. The poor unrecognisable remains of Mamba were among them; and thus, even in their death, he and Ramatoa were not divided!

At this time of terrible suffering and trial  as in the previous persecutions during the reign of this tyrant queen  hundreds of Christians willingly submitted to the loss of position, wealth, and liberty for the sake of Jesus, besides those who witnessed a good confession, and sealed their testimony with their blood. Thirty-seven native preachers, with their wives and families, were consigned to a life of slavery. More than a hundred men and women were flogged and sentenced to work in chains during their lives. Some were heavily fined, and many among the great and noble were stripped of honours and titles, reduced to the ranks, and forced to labour at the hardest and most menial occupation.

Among these last was Prince Ramonja, who had been the means of sheltering, secreting, and saving many Christians. Fortunately Prince Rakota retained his influence over his mother, and his power to do good  a circumstance for which our three adventurers had ultimately reason to thank God, though, for a considerable time after that, they remained in prison, in company with their friends Ravonino, Voalavo, Laihova, and others.

These last were not delivered from their chains, but lived in hourly expectation of being led out to execution. After Ra-Ruths removal, Laihova was at first overwhelmed with despair, but when a friendly jailor informed him of her having been spared under the supposition that she was insane, hope revived a little, though he could not help seeing that the prospect ahead was still very black.

Another prisoner who was inconsolable was poor Reni-Mamba. From the time that she was told of her sons fate she seemed to sink into a state of quiet imbecility, from which no efforts of her friends could rouse her. She did not murmur or complain. She simply sat silent and callous to everything around her. She, Rafaravavy, Sarah, and the other females, were removed to another prison, and for a long time their male friends could learn nothing as to their fate.

It is this prolonged uncertainty thats so hard to bear, remarked Ravonino to Mark one day, lifting his hands high above his head, and letting them fall, with the clanking chains, into his lap.

True, true, replied the youth, shortly  for confinement was beginning to tell unfavourably on himself.

Das were it is, remarked Ebony, endeavouring to brighten up a little, but with only moderate success, its sottin still an doin nuffin dat kills. What you tink, Ockins?

Ay, ay, assented the seaman; and as for a long time nothing more than ay, ay, had been got out of Hockins, Ebony relapsed into silence.

Things had reached this lugubrious pass when an event occurred which materially affected the condition of the prisoners, and considerably altered the history of Madagascar.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Threatened Death Averted  Buried Alive  End of the Tyrant Queen  Revolt Crushed and Radama the Second Crowned.

One morning, shortly after sunrise, Mark was awakened by the entrance of their jailor. By that time he had grown so accustomed to clanking chains, shooting bolts, and such-like sounds, that he looked up sleepily and without much interest, but a thrill or qualm passed through him when he observed that the jailor was followed by Hater of Lies with his silver spear.

Still more were he and his awakened comrades horrified when the names of Ravoninohitriniony and Voalavo were sternly called out. Both men promptly stood up.

At last! said the former, quietly, and without a trace of excitement. Well, I am glad, for it is the Lords will. Farewell, my friends, he added, looking back as he was led away, we shall all meet again in great joy  farewell!

Evidently Voalavo did not take things so quietly. His lips were firmly compressed, his face was deeply flushed, and his brows were sternly contracted, as they led him out. But for his chains the chief would certainly have given his jailors some trouble.

The whole thing passed so quickly that it seemed to those left behind like a dream when they found themselves alone. Ebony sat down, put his face on his knees, and fairly burst into tears.

Oh! Lord, he sobbed, send em quick for me, an lets hab it ober!

It seemed as if the poor fellows prayer was about to be answered, for again the door opened, and the Secretary entered.

Be not afraid, he said, observing their alarm, I come not to summon you to death, but to ask you, doctor, to come and see the Queen  she is ill.

Oh! massa, pison her! Do, massa! Nobody would call it murder, said the negro, with fervent entreaty.

Paying no attention to this advice, Mark followed the Secretary, and the bolts were again drawn on his friends.

He found Ranavalona suffering severely. Indeed, for some time previous to that her health had been failing, and she would gladly have had the advice of her Court Physician, but seemed to be ashamed to send for him after the way she had caused him to be treated. There is this to be said for her, that she would probably have liberated him long ago, but for the advice of her minister, Rainiharo, who was jealous of the young Englishmans growing popularity as well as a hater of his religion.

After prescribing for the Queen and affording her some relief, he gave orders that she should be kept very quiet; that no noise was to be permitted in or near the palace. Then he left her apartments with the Secretary.

As they traversed one of the corridors, the latter told Mark that the order had been given for the execution of Ravonino and Voalavo.

Was that order given by the Queen? demanded Mark, flushing with indignation, while a gush of anxiety almost choked him.

No, it was given by Rainiharo, who takes advantage of his position and the Queens illness.

Just then a step was heard at the further end of the passage, and Hater of Lies advanced towards them with his badge of office, the silver spear, in his hand.

Like a flash of light an idea entered the young Englishmans head! He had no time to think or plan  only to act. In the same moment, however, he offered up a silent prayer for help.

As the officer was about to pass, Mark snatched the spear from his hand and brought the handle of it down on its owners crown with such good-will that the Hater of Lies was laid flat upon the floor!

Thunder-struck, the Secretary gazed at his young companion. You are ruined now! he said.

True, and you must be ruined along with me! Here, take the spear and act the part of the Hater of Lies.

For a moment the Secretary hesitated  then, as if suddenly making up his mind, he said  

Come, I am with you heart and soul!

Lead to the place of execution  quick, cried Mark.

We will take the prison in passing, said his companion, grasping the spear and hastening onward.

The prison was soon reached. The guards were a little surprised at the change of the bearer, but no one dared to think of opposing the passage of the well-known and awful emblem of office!

Come, Hockins, Ebony, Laihova, follow us, cried Mark, springing in.

He did not wait to explain. The Secretary, acting his part well, stalked with grand solemnity down the streets towards the western gate of the city. His four friends followed. Every one made way. Hockins and the negro, not knowing what they might be called on to do, took the first opportunity that presented, each to seize and carry off a garden-stake, as a substitute for cudgel or quarter-staff.

The guards, as before, let them pass without question. Once outside the town they quickened their pace, and finally ran.

We may be too late! gasped Mark.

It may be so  but we have not far to go. As he spoke they distinguished sounds as of men engaged in a struggle. On turning a point of rock they came in sight of a party of twelve soldiers. They were struggling fiercely with one man, whom they tried to bind. But the man seemed to possess the power of Samson.

Its Voalavo, cried Hockins, and rushed to the rescue.

Das so, cried the negro, following suit with blazing eyes.

Snatching the silver spear from the Secretary, Mark sprang forward like a wild-cat, and, sweeping it right and left, brought down two of the men. His comrades overturned two others whose muskets they seized, while Voalavo, with the power of a giant, hurled two others from him as if they had been boys. He did not stop to speak, but to the surprise of his rescuers, ran straight into a neighbouring coppice, and disappeared.

For one moment the remaining soldiers lowered their bayonets as if to charge, but the Secretary, grasping the Hater of Lies, said, in a commanding tone  

What means this haste? Ye shall answer to the Queen for what you have done! Go! Return to your quarters. You are under arrest. Carry your comrades with you!

Cowed by this speech, for they all knew the Secretary to be a man of position and power in the palace, the soldiers humbly picked up their fallen comrades and retired. The victors immediately ran into the coppice in search of Voalavo, whom they found on his knees, digging up the earth with both hands as if for very life! Just as they came up he had uncovered the face of Ravonino, who had been buried alive, and was already as pale as if he were dead.

Have they killed him? gasped Laihova, as he dropped on his knees with the others, and began to dig.

No  they do not kill when the sentence is to bury alive, said the Secretary, but no doubt he is half-suffocated.

The grave was very shallow  not more than a foot deep, and a living man might without much difficulty have struggled out of it, but the poor man had been bound to a long pole, which was buried along with him, so that he could not move. They soon got him out, and were about to cast him loose when there arose a cry in the city which quickly increased to a mighty roar.

They have found out our trick, said the Secretary. Nothing can save us now but flight. Come  take him up. This way!

In a moment Hockins and Ebony had the ends of the pole on their shoulders, and bore their still unconscious friend after the Secretary. The noise and shouting in the town increased, and it soon became evident that they were pursued, being led, no doubt, by the soldiers who had been so roughly handled.

This way, cried their guide, turning sharp into a by-path which led them into a small garden, a friend  a Christian  dwells here.

The friend turned out to be an old woman who was rather deaf, but she heard enough to understand the situation.

Here! she said, tottering into a back-yard, in which was a quantity of straw and rubbish. Go down there.

She pointed to a hole. It was the mouth of a rice-hole. Down went the Secretary, without a word, and turned to receive the end of the pole which Hockins passed carefully in. The rest followed. The old woman put on the cover and threw over it some of the rubbish.

Being pitch dark, the nature of the place could not be distinguished by the fugitives, but they could hear the shouting of the soldiers who searched the house for them. They could also hear the angry queries that were put to the owner of the place, and they could perceive that the old woman had miraculously become dumb as well as stone deaf!

Soon the quietness overhead led them to hope that the soldiers had left. In a short time the cover of the rice-hole was removed, and the old woman, putting her head down, informed them that all was safe, at least in the meantime.

They now unfastened Ravonino from the pole, and found, to their great joy, that he was yet alive, though considerably shaken. A little rice-soup, however, and a nights rest, put him all right again.

In that hole, carefully tended by the deaf old woman, these six were compelled to secrete themselves for a week, during which time the soldiers were scouring the country in all directions in search of them. They had to keep so close, and to be so careful, that they did not even dare to let the old woman go near the neighbours to inquire what was going on in the town, though naturally they were very anxious on that point.

At the end of that week, while the fugitives were taking a breath of fresh air in the yard, they were surprised by hearing the tramp of approaching soldiers. To dive into their hiding-place and be covered over by the old woman was the work of a few seconds. Anxiously they listened while the renewed search was going on. The sounds sometimes showed that the searchers were retiring from the yard, at other times drawing near to it. At last a step was heard on the rubbish heap above them; then a blow resounded on their covering, as if with the butt-end of a musket. This was followed by a shout, a clamour of voices, and a hasty clearing away of the rubbish.

All is lost! exclaimed the Secretary in his native tongue.

Not while we have arms, growled Voalavo.

You need not count on me to help you, said Ravonino, quietly, in the native tongue; why should we slaughter men uselessly? If we had a chance of making a dash I would fight. But we can get out of this hole only one by one, and no doubt a hundred men await us!

Is we a-goin to fight, massa? asked the negro, hopefully.

Of coorse we are, said Hockins.

No, my friend, we are not, said the Secretary, our only hope, now, is in God.

It seems to me, rejoined Ravonino, that God is our only hope at all times  whether in danger or in safety; but He makes it plain just now that our duty, as well as our wisdom, lies in quiet submission.

Ebony received this remark with a groan, and Hockins with something like a growl. Just then the covering of their hiding-place was thrown off, and several bayonet-points appeared.

Come out, one at a time, quietly, else we will shoot you where you stand! exclaimed a stern voice.

The Secretary translated this. At the same time Ravonino clambered out of the rice-hole, and was instantly seized and bound.

Its all over now  may the Lord have mercy on us! exclaimed Hockins, dropping his weapon and following his friend.

Whatever might have been the various feelings of the unfortunate party, the example thus set was accepted, for each one submitted, and when Mark looked round on the large band of armed men by whom they were surrounded, he perceived the wisdom of Ravoninos advice, and how hopeless would have been any attempt on the part of himself and his friends to break through and escape.

Silently, and without a word of explanation, the officer in command led his captives into the town. They were too much overwhelmed by their calamitous circumstances to pay much attention to anything, yet they could not help observing that greater crowds of people than usual were hurrying through the streets, and that every one wore, more or less, an air of excitement.

Our friends had expected to be cast into their old prison, but they were led straight to the palace, where they were handed over to the officer on duty. In spite of the depression of his spirits, the Secretary could not resist his feelings of curiosity, and asked what all the stir meant, but he received no answer.

The prisoners were now conducted into a large room, where they found Prince Rakota standing, surrounded by a crowd of people  male and female. Beside the Prince was his cousin, Ramonja. Ravonino and Laihova observed  with a gush of feeling which may be understood but not described  that Rafaravavy and Ra-Ruth were among the ladies. Poor Reni-Mamba was also there, her mild face showing unmistakable traces of the suffering caused by the loss of her only son.

Welcome, my friends, said Rakota, hastening forward to receive the prisoners. You are now safe and free!

Safe? free? repeated the Secretary, in surprise.

Yes. Have they not told you the news? he asked, while an expression, as of pain, passed over his face, my mother  the Queen  is dead! But come, he added quickly, as if he wished to avoid the subject, I wish to consult with you, for serious dangers threaten us. Come.

He left the room quickly, followed by the Secretary, while Ravonino and Laihova were drinking in the news from the respective lips that pleased them best. The facts were soon communicated to all the party.

The Queen, they said, who had been declining in health for a considerable time past, had latterly become much worse. No doubt her failure to stamp out Christianity must have aggravated her complaint, for the effect of her extreme severity was rather to advance than hinder the good cause. The persecutions  the banishments  the murders  of twenty-five years, instead of checking, had spread the Gospel far and wide over the land, for, as in the first days, they that were scattered abroad went everywhere preaching the Word, and the amazing constancy, and courage, and tenderness to their enemies, of the noble army of martyrs, had given a depth and power to the Christian life which might otherwise have been wanting.

At all events, whatever the cause, Ranavalona the First sank rapidly, and, on the 15th of August, 1861, after a reign of thirty-three years, the Tyrant Queen of Madagascar passed away to the tribunal of the King of Kings.

Her son, Prince Rakota, was her successor; but his succession was not to be unopposed. He had a rival claimant to the throne in his own cousin Rambosalàma, an able, wary, and unscrupulous man, who, on perceiving that the end was approaching, had laid his plans secretly and extensively for seizing the reins of government. Prince Rakota, however, was so much beloved that all his cousins plans were revealed to him by his friends, but the disposition of the prince was too humane to permit of his adopting the usual savage means to foil his foe.

All has been told to me, he said to the Secretary. My cousin has gained many to his side  especially of those who hate the Christians. He has even hired men to kill me! I know it, because one of the assassins came last night and warned me. At the same time he confessed that he had intended to commit the crime.

But have you not taken steps to thwart your cousin!

I have. For some time past every allowable measure for our protection has been taken, but the religion of Jesus, as you know, forbids me to resort to poison, the chain, or the spear. My reign shall not begin with bloodshed if I can help it. You know that my good friend the Commander-in-Chief of the troops, Rainiharos son, is on our side. Finding that my cousin went about armed, he recently issued an order that no one should be allowed to carry arms in the palace. As I myself bowed to this order, and submitted to be searched, of course Rambosalàma had no excuse for refusing. Then, as a precaution, we have concealed from all except sure friends the orders which, from day to day, have regulated the movements of the troops. I have met daily in council those on whom I can depend, and our course of action is all arranged. Only one point remains unsettled, and it is that which I ask you to undertake  for your will is resolute.

Whatever my Prince requires of me shall be done  if it be not against the laws of my God, said the Secretary.

Rakota looked pleased with the reply. I want you, he said, to stand in the passage here, till Rambosalàma appears. He is sure to pass, being now in the death-chamber, to which I return speedily. His followers will be in force in the palace-yard  I hear the multitudes assembling even now. When he passes this way it will be to give the signal of revolt. You will stop him. If he resists, use force  you are strong! You understand?

The Secretary looked intelligent, and bowed as the Prince rose and left him. Then he hastily sought for and found his friend Ebony, with whom he had struck up a sort of happy-go-lucky friendship.

Meanwhile the multitudes, who had heard early in the morning that the Queen was dying, had crowded every street that led to the palace. Some had even pressed into the courts in their anxiety to know the truth. Laxity seemed to prevail among the guards, for many people who carried weapons ill-concealed in their lambas, and whose looks as well as movements were suspicious, were allowed to enter. These were the partisans of Rambosalàma. Indeed it is probable that even among the guards themselves there were adherents of the Pretender.

But the faithful Commander-in-Chief was on the alert, and had laid his plans. He stood in the chamber of death where the mourners were weeping. He watched with keen eye the movements of Rambosalàma, and when that Prince left the room for the purpose of giving the signal to his followers, he slipped quietly out and gave his counter-signal, which was the waving of a scarf from a window. Instantly a trumpet sounded, and more than a thousand trusty soldiers who had been in waiting marched into the palace courts.

Hearing the trumpet, the Pretender hastened along the passage that led to the court. At the end of it a door opened, and the Secretary, stepping out, confronted him.

Well met, Rambosalàma, he said, taking his arm in a friendly but firm way, I have somewhat to say to you.

Not now, not now! exclaimed the other, hastily. I am wanted outside! Another time

No time like the present, interrupted the Secretary, tightening his grasp, come this way.

Rambosalàma taking alarm, tried to wrench himself free, but the Secretary was strong. At the same moment a powerful black hand grasped the nape of his neck.

Come now, sar, you go long quiet an comfrable an nobody hurt you. Dis way. Das a sweet little chamber for de naughty boys.

With a force that there was no resisting Ebony pushed the prince into a small room with a very small window. The door was shut, the key turned, and the danger was past!

Immediately afterwards the Commander-in-Chief appeared on the balcony of the palace, announced the Queens death to the multitude, and, amid demonstrations of wildest joy, alike from soldiers and people, proclaimed Rakota King of Madagascar, under the title of Radama the Second.

In the afternoon of the same day the King presented himself to the people, arrayed in royal robes, with a crown on his head, and surrounded by his chief nobles.

So overjoyed were the people at the blessed change from the tyranny of a cruel woman to the sway of a gentle prince, that it was some time before they could be quieted. When silence was obtained, the King, in a few and simple words, assured his subjects that his great desire was, and his aim would be, to devote himself to their welfare, and that of the country over which he had been called to reign.




Chapter Thirty.

The Last.

The vigour with which Prince Rakota put down the attempt at usurpation was followed by characteristic deeds of leniency and kindness. Instead of taking the usual method of savage and semi-civilised rulers to crush rebellion, he merely banished Rambosalàma from the capital, and confined him in a residence of his own in the country; but no fetters were put on his limbs, and his wealth was not forfeited, nor was he forbidden to communicate with his friends.

Moreover, before the sun of that day in 1861 had set, the new King caused it to be proclaimed far and wide that all his subjects might depend upon receiving equal protection; that every man was free to worship God according to the dictates of his own conscience; that the prison-doors should be thrown open to those who had been condemned for conscience sake, and their fetters knocked off. He also sent officers to announce to those who had been banished to the pestilential districts that the day of deliverance had come.

To many of these last, of course, the good news came too late for this life. Disease, and hard labour and cruel fetters, had done their work; but the deliverance that came to these was grander and more glorious than the mere removal of earthly chains and pains.

It was a glad day for Madagascar, and the people of the capital were wild with joy, for condemned ones who had long been given up as lost, because enslaved or imprisoned for life, were suddenly restored to family and friends, while others could entertain the hope that those who had been long banished would speedily return to them. Many a house in the city resounded that day with hymns of praise and thanksgiving that the tyrant Queen was dead, and that the gentle Prince was crowned.

But the change did not bring equal joy to all. Some there were whose smitten hearts could not recover from the crushing blows they had sustained when the news of loved ones having perished in exile had been brought to them  though even these felt an impulse of pleasure from Christian sympathy with the joy of their more fortunate friends.

Among these last was poor Reni-Mamba. She, being very meek and submissive, had tried hard to join in the prayer and praise; but her voice was choked when she attempted to speak, and it quavered sadly when she tried to sing.

Oh! if it had only pleased God to spare thee, Mamba  thou crumb of my life!  my dear, my only son! She broke out thus one day when the sympathetic Ra-Ruth sought to comfort her. I was beginning to get over the loss of his father  it was so many years ago that they took him from me! and as my boy grew up, the likeness to my Andrianivo was so strong that I used to try to think it was himself; but  now  both

Are with the Lord, which is far better, said Ra-Ruth, tenderly laying her hand on Renis arm.

You are young to give such comfort, returned Reni, with a sad smile.

It is not I who give it, but the Lord, returned Ra-Ruth. And you forget, mother, that I am old in experience. When I stood on the edge of the Rock of Hurling, that awful day, and saw the dear ones tossed over one by one, I think that many years passed over my head!

True  true, returned the other, I am a selfish old woman  forgetting others when I think so much of myself. Come  let us go to the meeting. You know that the congregation assembles to-day for the first time after many, many, years  so many!

Yes, mother, I know it. Indeed I came here partly to ask you to go with me. And they say that Totosy, the great preacher, is to speak to us.

Many others besides these two wended their way to the meeting-house that day. Among them was a group in which the reader is perhaps interested. It consisted of Mark Breezy, John Hockins, Ebony Ginger, Samuel Ravoninohitriniony, Laihova, and Voalavo.

Well now, this is the queerest go-to-meetin that Ive had to do with since I was a babby, remarked Hockins, as he looked from side to side upon the varied crowd of men and women, black, brown, and yellow, rich and poor, noble and slave, who were joyfully and noisily thronging to the house of God!

Das true,  an look dar! said Ebony, pointing to a young woman who was standing as if thunder-struck before a worn-out, feeble, white-haired man in tattered garments, with a heavy iron collar on his neck.

Recovering from her surprise, the young woman uttered the word Father with a wild shriek, and rushed into the old mans arms.

Easy to see that he is a banished one returned unexpectedly, observed Mark, as the young woman, after the first wild embrace, seized the old mans arm and hurried him towards the meeting-house, while tears of joy streamed from her eyes.

And this was not the only case they witnessed, for constantly, during the days that followed the accession of Radama the Second, exiles were hastening home,  men and women in rags, worn and wasted with want and suffering  reappearing in the city to the astonishment and joy of friends who had supposed them long since dead. Yes, the long-desired jubilee had come at last, and not only was there great rejoicing over those lost and found ones, but also over many who, through the power of sympathy, were brought at that time to the Saviour and repentance.

Referring to that period, one of those returned exiles writes thus:  

On Thursday, 29th August 1861, we that were in concealment appeared. Then all the people were astonished when they saw us, that we were alive and not yet buried or eaten by the dogs. And there were a great many people desiring to see us, for they considered us as dead, and this is what astonished them. On the 9th of September, those that were in fetters came to Antananarivo, but they could not walk on account of the weight of the heavy fetters and their weak and feeble bodies.

It was a strange gathering, and there were many surprises in the church that day, and some strange music too, besides that of psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, for, during the service, several exiles who had just arrived, hearing what was going on, had hastened to the scene of reunion without waiting to have their fetters filed off, and entered the house in clanking chains.

The preachers duty was one of unusual difficulty, for, besides these peculiar interruptions and the exclamations of surprised friends, the sympathy of his own heart nearly choked his utterance more than once. But Totosy was equal to the occasion. His heart was on fire, his lips were eloquent, and the occasion was one of a thousand, never to be forgotten. Despite difficulties, he held his audience spell-bound while he discoursed of the wonderful words of God and the shower of blessing which had begun to fall.

Suddenly, during a momentary pause in the discourse, the clanking of a very heavy chain was heard, and a man was seen to make his way through the crowd. Like Saul, head and shoulders above his fellows, gaunt, worn, and ragged, he had been standing near the door, not listening, apparently, to the preacher, but intent on scanning the faces of the congregation. Discovering at length what he looked for, he forced his way to the side of Reni-mamba, sank at her feet, and with a profound sigh  almost a groan  laid his head upon her lap!

Mamba, grown to a giant, seemed to have come back to her. But it was not her son. It was Andrianivo, her long-lost husband! For one moment poor Reni seemed terrified and bewildered, then she suddenly grasped the mans prematurely grey head in both hands and covered the face with passionate kisses, uttering every now and then a shriek by way of relieving her feelings.

Great though the preachers power was in overcoming the difficulties of his position, Reni-Mambas meek spirit, when thus roused, was too much for him. He was obliged to stop. At the same moment the gaunt giant arose, gathered up Reni in his great arms as if she had been a mere baby, and, without a word, stalked out of the meeting to the music of his clanking chains. A Malagasy cheer burst from the sympathetic people.

Praise the Lord! Let us sing! shouted the wise Totosy, and in a few seconds the congregation was letting off its surplus steam in tremendous and jubilant song, to the ineffable joy of Ebony, who must have burst out in some other way had not this safety-valve been provided.

But there were more surprises in store for that singular meeting. After the sermon the preacher announced that two marriages were about to be solemnised by him in the simplest manner possible. My friends, he said, one of the bridegrooms is only half a Malagasy, the other half of him is English. He objects to ceremony, and his friend, the other man to be married, objects to everything that he objects to, and agrees to everything that he agrees to, which is a very satisfactory state of mind in a friend; so they are to be married together.

Immediately after this speech Ravonino led forward Rafaravavy, and Laihova advanced with Ra-Ruth, and these two couples were then and there united in matrimony. Radama the Second, and Prince Ramonja, who had been recalled and reinstated with the Secretary, and Soa, and other courtiers, graced the wedding with their presence.

From this time, Radama the Second  or Rakota, as we still prefer to call him  began systematically to undo the mischief which his wicked mother had done. He began to build a college; he re-opened the schools throughout the country which had been closed in the previous reign, and acted on principles of civil and religions liberty and universal free trade, while the London Missionary Society  which had sent out the first Protestant Missionaries in 1818-20  were invited to resume their beneficent labours in the island  an invitation which, of course, they gladly accepted, and at once despatched the veteran Mr Ellis, and other missionaries, to the re-opened field. See Note 1.

But all this, and much more historical matter of great interest, we must leave untouched, in order that we may wind up the record of our heroes fortunes, or misfortunes; as the reader pleases to consider them.

The events which we have described occurred in such rapid succession that our trio  Mark, Hockins, and Ebony  had scarce found breathing-time to consider what they should do, now that they were free to do as they pleased.

Go home, ob course, said Ebony, when the question was mooted. Aint my black darlin awaitin ob me dar?

I incline to the same course, said Mark, for my  well, I wont say who, is awaiting me there also.

Unless shes falled in lub wid some one else, tinkin you was dead, massa, you know, suggested Ebony.

Ditto, says I, answered Hockins, when appealed to, for, to the best o my belief, my old ooman is awaitin for me, too, over there  he pointed to England with the stem of his pipe  to say nothin o three thumpin boys an a gal  also an old gran-mother an a maiden aunt, etceterer  all awaitin with great patience, I have no manner o doubt.

But hows we to git dar? Das de question; as Hamblit said to his moders ghost.

The question was answered sooner than they expected, for while they were yet speaking, a summons came from the King commanding the immediate attendance of the Court Physician. The object was to offer Mark his appointment permanently, but Mark respectfully, yet firmly, declined the honour.

I feared that, said the King, for I doubt not that you has friends in your native home which draws you. Well, you wishes to go. I say, Go with my good-will. There is Breetish ship loading at Tamatave now. If you and yous friends mus go, there be your chance, and I will send you to Tamatave in palanquins. We all very sorry you go, for you was useful to us, and you was be kind  to my mother!

Of course Mark gladly availed himself of the opportunity, thankfully accepted the kings offer, and went off to inform his comrades and make preparation.

It was a sad occasion when they met in the house of their old guide Ravonino, to spend the last evening with him and Rafaravavy, and Laihova, and Ra-Ruth, Reni-Mamba and her husband, Voalavo, Soa, Totosy, the Secretary, and other friends, but it was also a time of pleasant communing about days that seemed so long past, although so recent. They also communed of days to come, and especially of that great day of reunion in the Better Land. And intensely earnest was the final prayer of the native pastor Totosy, as he commended his friends to the loving care of God.

Next day they set sail for the seaport town of Tamatave.

And here we might appropriately terminate our narrative, for the bright days that had begun to dawn on Madagascar have never since been darkened by persecution  though they have not been altogether cloudless or free from the curse of war; for, with its enormous capacities and important position, the island has long been a morsel coveted by some of what men style the Great Powers.

But we may not close our tale without at least touching on one dark spot, the contemplation of which cannot fail to grieve the heart of every sincere Christian. Rakota, the gentle, humane, courageous Prince, who had always favoured, and suffered hardship for, the cause of Christ, who had shielded and saved many of the Christians at the risk of his own life, and seemed to be  indeed was  a very pillar in the infant church, Rakota fell into gross sin and ultimately perished by the assassins hand.

We have no right to judge him. Only this we know, that the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin; and if his life and death throw light upon any passage of Scripture, they seem to bring out in strong relief the words, Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fall.



It was a bright breezy morning when our three heroes stood on the deck of a homeward-bound vessel and gazed wistfully over the taffrail at the fast-receding shore. When the island sank like a little cloud into the horizon and disappeared, Mark and Ebony turned their eager eyes in the direction of old England, as if they half expected that celebrated isle of the west to appear! Possibly the one was thinking of a fair one with golden hair and blue eyes and a rosebud mouth. It is not improbable that the other was engaged in mental contemplation of a dark one with a flat nose, and a coal-scuttle mout, an such eyes! As for Hockins, he stood with his sea-legs wide apart, his hands in his breeches pockets, and his eyes frowning severely at the deck. Evidently his thoughts, whether of past, present, or future, were too deep for utterance, for, like his comrades, he maintained unbroken silence.

Leaving them thus in pensive meditation, we regretfully bid them  and our readers  farewell!



Note 1. Those who wish for fuller information will find it in such works as Madagascar and its People, by James Sibree, Junior; Madagascar, its Missions and its Martyrs; The History of Madagascar, etcetera, by Reverend William Ellis; Madagascar of To-day, (a threepenny volume), by G.A. Shaw, FZS, etcetera.

THE END


THE BIG OTTER

[image: img156.png]

CONTENTS

Chapter One.

Chapter Two.

Chapter Three.

Chapter Four.

Chapter Five.

Chapter Six.

Chapter Seven.

Chapter Eight.

Chapter Nine.

Chapter Ten.

Chapter Eleven.

Chapter Twelve.

Chapter Thirteen.

Chapter Fourteen.

Chapter Fifteen.

Chapter Sixteen.

Chapter Seventeen.

Chapter Eighteen.

Chapter Nineteen.

Chapter Twenty.

Chapter Twenty One.

Chapter Twenty Two.

Chapter Twenty Three.

Chapter Twenty Four.

Chapter Twenty Five.

Chapter Twenty Six.

Chapter Twenty Seven.

Chapter Twenty Eight.

Chapter Twenty Nine.




Chapter One.

Sleeping in Snow.

Cold comfort is naturally suggested by a bed of snow, yet I have enjoyed great comfort and much warmth in such a bed.

My friend Lumley was particularly fond of warmth and of physical ease, yet he often expressed the opinion, with much emphasis, that there was nothing he enjoyed so much as a night in a snow-bed. Jack Lumley was my chum  a fine manly fellow with a vigorous will, a hardy frame, and a kindly heart. We had a natural leaning towards each other  a sort of undefinable sympathy  which inclined us to seek each others company in a quiet unobtrusive way. We were neither of us demonstrative; we did not express regard for each other; we made no protestations of undying friendship, but we drew together, somehow, especially in our hunting expeditions which were numerous.

On holidays  we had two in the week at the outpost in the American backwoods where we dwelt  when the other young fellows were cleaning gulls or arranging snow-shoes for the days work, Lumley was wont to say to me:  

Where dyou intend to shoot to-day, Max? (Max was an abbreviation; my real name is George Maxby.)

I think Ill go up by the willows and round by Beaver Creek.

Ive half a mind to go that way too.

Come along then.

And so we would go off together for the day.

One morning Lumley said to me, Im off to North River; will you come?

With pleasure, but well have to camp out.

Well, it wont be the first time.

Dyou know that the thermometer stood at forty below zero this morning before breakfast?

I know it; what then? Mercurial fellows like you dont freeze easily.

I did not condescend to reply, but set about preparing for our expedition, resolving to carry my largest blanket with me, for camping out implied sleeping in the snow.

Of course I must guard my readers  especially my juvenile readers  from supposing that it was our purpose that night to undress and calmly lie down in, or on, the pure white winding-sheet in which the frozen world of the Great Nor-west had been at that time wrapped for more than four months. Our snow-bed, like other beds, required making, but I will postpone the making of it till bed-time. Meanwhile, let us follow the steps of Lumley, who, being taller and stronger than I, always led the way.

This leading of the way through the trackless wilderness in snow averaging four feet deep is harder work than one might suppose. It could not be done at all without the aid of snow-shoes, which, varying from three to five feet in length, enable the traveller to walk on the surface of the snow, into which he would otherwise sink, more or less, according to its condition. If it be newly fallen and very soft, he sinks six, eight, or more inches. If it be somewhat compressed by time or wind he sinks only an inch or two. On the hard surface of exposed lakes and rivers, where it is beaten to the appearance of marble, he dispenses with snow-shoes altogether, slings them on his gun, and carries them over his shoulder.

Our first mile lay through a clump of pine-wood, where snow had recently fallen. When I looked at my comrades broad back, and observed the vigour of his action as he trod deep into the virgin snow at every stride, scattering it aside like fine white powder as he lifted each foot, I thought how admirably he was fitted for a pioneer in the wilderness, or for the work of those dauntless, persevering men who go forth to add to the worlds geographical knowledge, and to lead the expeditions sent out in search of such lost heroes as Franklin and Livingstone.

My own work was comparatively light. I had merely to tread in the beaten path. I was not, however, thereby secured from disaster, as I found when, having advanced about half a mile, my right shoe caught a twig to which it held for a moment, and then, breaking loose, allowed me to pitch head down with such violence that I almost reached mother earth four feet below the surface.

This kind of plunge is always awkward owing to the difficulty of rising, and usually disagreeable, owing to the manner in which snow stuffs itself into neck, ears, nose, eyes, mouth  if open  and any convenient crevice of person or garments. The snow-shoes, too, which are so serviceable when you are above them, become exasperatingly obstructive when you are below them. After a struggle of two minutes I got my head clear, winked the snow out of my eyes, blew it from my mouth and nostrils, and looked up. Lumley was standing there with a bland smile on his amiable face; he seldom laughed, though he sometimes chuckled!

What do you mean by grinning there like a Cheshire cat? I exclaimed, why dont you lend a hand?

What do you mean by tumbling there like a Christmas goose? he retorted, why dont you look out for stumps and twigs as I do?

He made some amends for this reply by extending his hand and helping me to rise.

In a few minutes we were clear of the pine-wood, and came out upon a piece of swampland, where the stunted willow bushes just showed their tops above the surface of the snow. This led us to a bend of the broad river near to which, further down, stood our outpost  Fort Dunregan.

For four months there had been neither sight nor sound of water in that river. It was frozen to the bottom, except in the middle where its dark unseen waters flowed silently under six feet or more of solid ice through many a river-channel and lake to the distant sea. In fact, save for the suggestive form of its banks, the river might have been mistaken for an elongated plain or piece of open land. The surface of the snow here was, from exposure to wind and sun, as hard as pavement. We therefore took off our snow-shoes, and, the necessity for maintaining the Indian-file position being removed, we walked abreast.

The air is keen here, remarked Lumley, pulling the thick shawl that was round his neck as far up over his mouth as his well-developed nose would permit.

It is, said I, following his example with greater success, my own nose being a snub.

There was no wind; not even a breeze  there seldom is at such temperature  but there was a very slight movement of the air, caused by our own advance, which was just sufficient to make one appreciate the intensity of the cold. It became necessary now to pay frequent attention to our noses and cheek-bones and toes, to prevent frostbite. But the sun was brilliant and the air invigorating. So was the aspect of nature, for although there was no grandeur in the character of the scenery, there was extreme beauty in the snow lacework of the trees and leafless shrubs; in the sky, whose bright blue was intensified by the white drapery of earth; and in the myriads of snow-crystals which reflected the dazzling sun with prismatic splendour.

Indeed, the scene was too dazzling, and as there was a tendency in it to produce snow-blindness, we soon returned to the friendly shelter of the woods.

Tracks! exclaimed Lumley, in a low voice, pointing to the ground, where footmarks were clearly visible, and fresh, he added, turning up the snow under the track with the butt of his gun.

Ptarmigan! said I in a whisper, pointing towards a little knoll, not quite a gunshot ahead of us, where some dozens of the beautiful snow-white creatures stood gazing at us in motionless surprise. Their plumage was so white that we had not observed them at first, almost the only black specks about them being their sparkling eyes, and the tips of their wings and tails.

Our guns were pointed instantly. I am ashamed to say that we were guilty of shooting them as they stood! In that land we shot for food as much as for amusement, and, some of us being poor shots, we were glad to take our game sitting! Nay, more, we tried to get as many of the birds in line as possible, so as to make the most of our ammunition. We were not sportsmen in the civilised sense of that term.

The extreme stillness of the woods was broken by the report of our guns in quick succession. A very cloud of pure white birds arose, as if Nature had taken to snowing upwards in rather large flakes, and seven victims remained behind.

A good supper, remarked Lumley, as we bagged the game and re-loaded.

It is not my intention here to describe a days shooting. Let it suffice to say that a little before nightfall we arrived at a place where was a snowy mound capped by a clump of spruce firs of small size but picturesque appearance.

Behold our camp! said Lumley.

Not inviting at present, said I, as we slowly toiled up the mound, for we were weary, having walked about twenty miles, weighted with heavy flannel-lined deerskin-coats, blankets, and cooking utensils, besides a small quantity of pemmican, sugar, tea, and ships biscuit, axes and firebags. It is true, the cooking utensils were few and simple, consisting of only two tin kettles and two tin mugs.

Dreary indeed  lonesome, desolate, and eerie was our mound when we got to the top of it. By that time the sun had set, and a universal ghostly grey, fast deepening into night, banished every sensation of joy aroused by the previous lightness. Although the scene and circumstances were nothing new to us we could not shake off the depressing influence, but we did not allow that to interfere with our action. Silently, but vigorously  for the cold was increasing  we felled several small dead trees, which we afterwards cut into lengths of about four feet. Then we cleared a space in the snow of about ten or twelve feet in diameter until we reached the solid earth, using our snow-shoes as shovels. What we threw out of the hole formed an embankment round it, and as the snow lay at that spot full four feet deep, we thus raised the surrounding wall of our chamber to a height of six feet, if not more. Standing on the edge of it in the ever-deepening twilight, and looking down into the abyss, which was further darkened by the overspreading pines, this hole in the snow suggested a tomb rather than a bed.

At one end of it we piled up the firewood. Extending from that towards the other end, we spread a carpet of pine-branches, full six inches thick. To do all this took a considerable amount of time and labour, and when Lumley stood up at last to strike a light with flint, steel, and tinder, we felt pretty well exhausted. The night had by that time become profoundly dark, insomuch that we had to grope for the various articles we required.

Weve been rather late of beginning to make the camp, said I, as I watched the sparks.

Never mind, Max, my boy, we shall soon be all right, replied my friend, as one of the sparks at last caught on the tinder. In a few seconds the spark was blown into a blaze, and placed in the midst of a handful of dry moss and thin chips. This was applied to some dry twigs under our piled-up logs, and a vivid tongue of flame shot upward.

Blessed fire! Marvellous light! It is a glorious, wonder-working influence, well chosen by the Almighty as one of his titles. There is no change in Nature so intense as that from darkness to light as well in physical as in spiritual things. No sudden change from heat to cold, or from calm to storm; no transformation ever achieved in the most gorgeous of pantomimes, could have the startling effect, or produce the splendid contrast that resulted from the upward flash of that first tongue of fire. It was a vivid tongue, for the materials had been well laid; a few seconds later it was a roaring tongue, with a host of lesser tongues around it  all dancing, leaping, cheering, flashing, as if with ineffable joy at their sudden liberation, and the resulting destruction of dismal darkness.

Our snow-abyss was no longer black and tomb-like. Its walls sparkled as though encrusted with diamonds; its carpet of pine-branches shone vividly green; the tree-stems around rose up like red-hot pillars, more or less intense in colour, according to distance; the branching canopy overhead appeared to become solid with light, and the distance around equally solid with ebony blackness, while we, who had caused the transformation, stood in the midst of the ruddy blaze like jovial red-hot men!

Theres nothing like a fire, I remarked with some enthusiasm.

Except supper, said Lumley.

Gross creature! I responded, as he went about the preparation of supper with a degree of zest which caused me to feel that my epithet was well deserved.

Gross creature! he repeated some time afterwards with a pleasant smile of intense enjoyment, as he sat in front of the blaze sipping a can of hot tea, and devouring pemmican and biscuit with avidity. No, Max, I am not a gross creature. Your intellects are probably benumbed by the cold. If phrenologists are right in dividing the human brain into compartments, wherein the different intellectual powers are said to be located, I should think that some of those chambers lying nearest to the top of the skull are apt to freeze at a temperature of forty below zero, in which case the perfect working of the half-paralysed machine can scarcely be looked for. Hold your head to the fire, and thaw it while I expound this to you.

Stay, said I, holding out my tin pannikin for more tea; inward heat as well as outward is necessary to my thorough comprehension of your expositions.

True, Max, all the faculties of such mind as you possess, in their most active condition, are required to enable you to take in the simplest proposition. Just give my bird a turn, like a good fellow.

He referred to a ptarmigan which, plucked, split open, roughly cleaned, and impaled on a stick, was roasting in front of the fire. I turned his bird and my own, while he continued:  

To gratify the appetite with thorough and hearty appreciation after working hard for your food, or walking far to find it, is not gross. Grossness consists in eating heavily when you have not toiled, and stimulating with fire-water, pepper, or mustard, your sluggish appetite. To call me a gross creature, then

He stopped short, and, looking up, performed that operation with the nose which is styled sniffing.

What do I smell?

My bird  burnt! I shouted, snatching at the stick on which it was impaled. In doing so I capsized our can of tea. Lumley looked at it with a sigh, while I regarded with a groan the breast of my bird burnt to a cinder.

Max, you should remember that a fire strong enough to subdue forty degrees below zero is intense  also, that our supply of tea is limited. All this comes of your unwisely calling me a gross creature.

No, it comes of the intense application of my unthawed intellect to your absurd expositions.

Whatever it comes of, returned Lumley, we must remedy the evil. Here, fall upon my ptarmigan. Im not quite ready for it, being still engaged with the pemmican. Meanwhile, Ill replenish the kettle.

So saying, he took up the kettle, went to the margin of our hole, and filled it with fresh snow well pressed down. This being put on the fire, soon melted; more snow was added, till water enough was procured, and then fresh tea was put in to boil. We were not particular, you see, as to the mode of infusion. While my friend was thus engaged, I had plucked, split, cleansed and impaled another bird. In a marvellously short time  for our fire was truly intense  the tea and ptarmigan were ready, and we proceeded with supper as comfortably as before.

Now I shall continue, said Lumley, with a satisfied clearing of the throat, the exposition of grossness,

Oh, pray spare me that, said I, quickly, but tell me, if you can, why it is that such a tremendous fire as that does not melt our snow walls.

Put your head nearer to it, Max, for some of the phrenological chambers must still be frozen, else it would be clear to you that the intensity of the cold is the reason. You see that only a small part of the snow quite close to the fire is a little softened. If the fire were hotter it would melt more of it  melt the whole hole and us too. But the cold is so great that it keeps the walls cool and us also  too cool indeed, for while my face and knees are roasting my back is freezing, so I shall rise and give it a turn. Now, he continued, rising and turning his back to the blaze as he spoke, I will resume my remarks on gross

Youve no objection to my making our bed while you lecture? said I, also rising.

Lumley had not the least objection, so, while he held forth, I spread a large green blanket over our carpet of pine-brush. A bundle of the same under the blanket formed a pretty good pillow. Wrapping myself tightly round in another blanket (for physical heat evaporates quickly in the frozen regions) I lay down. My friend lay down beside me, our feet being towards the fire.

After a silent interval, while lying thus, gazing up through the overhanging branches at the stars that twinkled in the clear frosty sky, our thoughts became more serious. The grandeur of creation led us to think and speak of the Creator  for we were like-minded friends, and no subject was tabooed. We conversed freely about whatever chanced to enter our minds  of things past, present, and to come. We spoke of God the Saviour, of redemption and of sin. Then, with that discursive tendency to which most minds are prone, we diverged to home and civilised lands, contrasting these with life in the wild-woods of the Great Nor-west. After that we became sleepy, and our converse was more discursive  at times even incoherent  in the midst of which Lumley reverted to his unfinished exposition of grossness, and, in the enthusiasm of his nature, was slowly working himself back into a wakeful condition, when I put an abrupt end to the discourse by drawing a prolonged snore. It was a deceptive snore, unworthy of success, yet it succeeded.

My friend turned round and, with a contented sigh, went to sleep. After a brief space the snore which had been a fiction became a reality, and thus, on our bed of snow, in the depths of an Arctic night, in the heart of the frozen wilderness, and while the mighty fire burned slowly down, we unitedly took our departure for the land of Nod.




Chapter Two.

The Winter Packet.

On returning next morning towards the outpost from our encampment in the woods, Lumley and I made a discovery which excited us greatly. It was nothing more than a track in the snow, but there was a revelation in the track which sent the blood tingling through our veins.

It was not the track of a Polar bear. We should have been somewhat surprised, no doubt, but not greatly excited by that. Neither was it the track of a deer or an Arctic fox. It was only the track of a sledge!

Is that all? exclaims the reader. No, that is not all. But, in order that you may understand it better, let me explain.

Fort Dunregan, in which we dwelt, stood more than a thousand miles distant from the utmost verge of civilised life in Canada. We were buried, so to speak, in the heart of the great northern wilderness. Our nearest neighbour lived in an outpost between one and two hundred miles distant, similar to our own in all respects but even more lonely, being in charge of a certain Scotsman named Macnab, whose army of occupation consisted of only six men and two Indian women! The forests around us were not peopled. Those vast solitudes were indeed here and there broken in upon, as it were, by a few families of wandering Red-Indians, who dwelt in movable tents  were here to-day and away to-morrow  but they could not be said to be peopled, except by deer and bears and foxes and kindred spirits.

Of course, therefore, we were far beyond the every day influences of civilised life. We had no newspapers, no mails; no communication whatever, in short, with the outer world except twice in the year. The one occasion was in summer, when a brigade of boats arrived with our outfit of goods for the years trade with the few scattered Indians above referred to; the other occasion was in the depth of our apparently interminable winter, when a packet of letters was forwarded from outpost to outpost throughout the land by the agents of the Hudsons Bay Company which we served.

This half-yearly interval between mails had a double effect on our minds. In the first place, it induced a strange feeling that the great world and all its affairs were things of the past, with which we had little or nothing to do  a sort of dream  and that the little world of our outpost, with its eight or ten men and three or four Indian women, its hunting, and trapping, and firewood-cutting, and fishing, and trading, and small domestic arrangements and dissensions, was the one place of vital importance and interest, before which empires and dynasties and the trifling matter of politics sank into mere insignificance! In the second place, it created an intense longing  a hungering and thirsting  for news of our kindred at home.

Our chief, Mr Strang, and our two selves, with another fellow-clerk who was named Spooner, as well as most of our men, were from the old country, where we had left fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters  in some cases sweethearts  behind us. It may be conceived then with what anxiety and yearning we looked forward to the periodical break in the weary six months of total silence that had enveloped us. Men in civilised, or even semi-civilised communities, cannot understand this. Convicts on penal servitude for long periods may have some faint notion of it, but even these have periods of literary intercourse more frequently than we had. The reader must just take the statement on trust therefore, that our anxious yearnings were remarkably powerful. What might not have occurred in these six months of dark silence! Who might not have been married, born, laid low by sickness, banished to the ends of the earth like ourselves, or even removed by death!

Is it surprising, then, that we caught our breath and flushed, and that our hearts leaped when we came unexpectedly upon the track of the two men who had dragged news from home for hundreds of miles over the snow? We knew the tracks well. Our intimate acquaintance with every species of track that was possible in that particular region, rendered a mistake out of the question. There was the step of the leader, who wore a snow-shoe the shape of which, although not unknown, was somewhat unfamiliar to us. There was the print of the sled, or toboggan, which was different in pattern from those used at Dunregan, and there was the footprint of the man in rear, whose snow-shoe also made an unfamiliar impression.

The packet! exclaimed Lumley, opening his solemn grey eyes to their widest as he looked up from the track to me.

At last! I returned, unconsciously betraying the prolonged state of suspense with which my mind had been afflicted.

Come along! said my companion, starting off homeward at a pace that was almost too much for me.

We soon reached the outpost, and there stood the makers of the track which had roused in us so much excitement.

Two strong men, chosen expressly for a duty which required mental endurance and perseverance as well as physical vigour. They stood at the door of the entrance-hall, talking with Mr Strang, the one with his snow-shoes slung over his shoulder on the butt of his gun, the other using the same implements as a rest for his hands, while Spooner, in a state of great excitement, was hastily undoing the lashings of the sled, to get at the precious box which contained the packet.

Well, gentlemen, here it is at last, said our chief, with a genial smile as we came up.

Yes, we followed the track immediately we struck it, said Lumley, stooping to assist Spooner in his work.

We soon had the box carried to our chiefs private room, while the two strangers were had off by our men to their own house, there to be feasted on venison, ptarmigan, salt-pork, fish, and pease-pudding to satiety, and afterwards pumped to a state of exhaustion.

I followed our chief, who had a provokingly deliberate way of opening the packet and examining its contents, while my feverish agitation and expectancy increased. There was a humorous twinkle in his eye, I thought, which told of mischievous purpose, while he kept up a murmuring commentary.

Hm! as I expected  no news from Macnab. Whats this?  ah! The Governor! A voluminous epistle, and  hallo! Lumleys friends must be fond of him. His packet is the biggest in the box. And Spooner too, not so bad for him. Here, take these to them. Stay  here is a bundle of letters for the men. Youd better deliver these yourself.

I hesitated, while a mist of great darkness began to descend on my soul.

Nothing for me, sir? I asked faintly.

There seems to be  nothing  stay! whats this?  why, I thought it was a big book, but, yes, it is a packet for you, Mr Maxby  there!

My heart leaped into my mouth  almost out of it  as I received a thick packet wrapped in newspaper.

Hastening to what was called the clerks winter house with these treasures I distributed them, and handed the mens packet to one of themselves, who was eagerly awaiting it. Then I went to my room and barricaded the door to prevent interruption.

In Bachelors Hall, as we styled our apartments, we had an inveterate habit of practical joking, which, however interesting and agreeable it might be at most times, was in some circumstances rather inconvenient. To guard against it at such times we were in the habit of retiring to our respective dens and barricading the doors, the locks being sometimes incapable of standing the strain brought to bear on them.

On this particular occasion I made my barricade stronger than usual; sat down on my bed and opened the packet from home.

But here I must let the curtain fall. I cannot suppose that the reader, however amiable, will sympathise with the joys and sorrows of an unknown family, interesting though they were to me. I may state, however, that before I got through the budget it was so late that I turned into bed and read the remainder there. Then, as the fire in the hall-stove sank low, the cold obliged me to put on above my voluminous blankets (we dared not sleep in sheets out there) a thick buffalo robe, which, besides having on the outside the shaggy hair of the animal to which it had belonged, was lined with flannel. Thus nestled into a warm hole, I read on until a shout arrested me and brought me suddenly back from the hills of bonny Scotland to the frozen wilderness.

I say, shouted Lumley at the back of the door, which he saluted with a kick, my sister is married!

Poor thing! said I. Who to?

Open the door.

I cant. Im in bed.

You must.

I wont.

No! then here goes.

He retired as he spoke, and, making a rush, launched himself against my door, which, however, withstood the shock.

Here, Spooner, I then heard him say, lend a hand; let us go at it together.

They went at it together. The lock gave way; the chest of drawers went spinning to the other side of the room, and Lumley tumbled over Spooner as both fell headlong to the floor.

As this was by no means an unfamiliar mode of entering each others rooms, I took no notice of it, but proceeded to inquire about the married sister; and Lumley, sitting down on my bed with Spooner, for neither of them had yet undressed, began to tell me of home and friends with as much eagerness as if I had been a member of both families. Young Spooner interrupted Lumley now and then when a touch of coincidence struck him with reference to his own family affairs, and I could not resist the pleasure of occasionally making some such remark as, How odd! thats very like what happened to my little brother Bob, etcetera, whereupon Spooner would immediately become excited and draw a parallel more or less striking in regard to his own kindred and so we went on far into the night, until we got our several families mixed up to such an extent that it became almost impossible to disentangle them; for, being three families, you know, we became inextricably confused as to which was which, though each was perfectly clear in regard to his own! Thus, to me, Jane Lumley became confused with Janet Spooner, so that Janet Lumley and Jane Spooner were always tripping over each other in my brain, while my dear cousin Maggie Maxby became a Maggie Spooner to Lumley, and a Maggie Lumley to Spooner, and to each sometimes a Janet or a Jane respectively. If the reader will multiply into this question two mothers and three fathers, four brothers and six sisters, besides numberless aunts, uncles, and cousins, male and female, he will easily perceive how between mental perplexity and a tendency to slumber, we at last gave the matter up in a sort of jovial despair.

We were startled suddenly from this condition by a crash and an exceedingly sharp and bitter cry.

It must be remarked here, that, in order to subdue King Frost in those northern strongholds of his, we had, besides double doors and double windows and porches, an enormous cast-iron stove from the famous Carron foundry. It stood in the centre of our hall, so that its genial favours might be distributed with equal justice to the various sleeping-rooms that opened out of the hall all round. From this stove an iron pipe arose, and, turning at a right angle when within a couple of feet of the ceiling, proceeded to the chimney at the upper end of the hall. When the thermometer stood much below zero, we were accustomed to raise the stove and part of its pipe to a dull-red heat, which had the effect of partially melting the contents of the water-jugs in our bedrooms, and of partially roasting the knees of our trousers. To keep this stove up to its work was the duty of an Indian youth, whom we styled Salamander, because he seemed to be impervious to heat. He was equally so to cold. When I first went to Dunregan I used to pity Salamander, on hearing him every morning enter our hall with a gust of air that seemed cold enough to freeze a walrus, and proceed to strike a light and kindle our fire. My own nose, and sometimes an eye, was all that protruded from the buffalo robe at such times. But Salamander never shivered, and always grinned, from which I came to understand that my pity was misplaced. About nine oclock each night he left us to look after the great Carron stove ourselves, and we were all pretty good stokers. Self-interest kept us up to duty. Sometimes we overdid it, raising the dull-red to brightness now and then.

On this particular occasion, in the exuberance of his feelings, Lumley, before bursting into my room, had heaped on as much dry wood as the stove could hold. It chanced to be exceedingly resinous wood. He also opened the blow-hole to its utmost extent. Being congregated in my bedroom, as I have described, deeply engaged in eager comments and family reminiscences, we failed to observe that the great Carron stove roared like a wrathful furnace, that it changed from a dull to a bright red in its anger, and eventually became white with passion. As evil communications have a tendency to corrupt, the usually innocent pipe became inflamed. It communicated the evil to the chimney, which straightway caught fire, belched forth smoke and flames, and cast a ruddy glare over the usually pallid snow. This chanced to meet the eye of Salamander as he gazed from his bunk in the mens house; caused him to bounce up and rush out  for, having a taste for sleeping in his clothes, he was always ready for action  burst open our door with a crash, and rudely dispel our confusedly pleasant intercourse with the exceedingly sharp and bitter cry before mentioned.

Hallo! shouted Lumley and Spooner simultaneously, as they bounded rather than rose from my bed. Before they had crossed the threshold I was out of bed and into my trousers.

There is nothing like the cry of Fire! for producing prompt action  or paralysis! Also for inducing imbecile stupidity. I could not find my moccasins! Thought is quick  quicker than words. Amputation at the knee joints stared me in the face for a certainty if I went out with naked feet. In desperation I seized my capote and thrust both feet into the sleeves, with some hazy intention of tying a knot on each wrist to protect the toes. Happily I espied my moccasins at the moment, pulled them on  left shoe on right foot, of course  and put the coat to its proper use.

By this time Salamander, contrary to all traditions of Indian stoicism, was yelling about the fort with his eyes a flame and his hair on end. The men were out in a few seconds with a ladder, and swarmed up to the roof of our house without any definite notion as to what they meant to do. Mr Strang was also out, smothered in winter garments, and with an enormous Makinaw blanket over all. He was greatly excited, though the most self-possessed among us  as most chiefs are, or ought to be.

Water! water! shouted the men from the roof.

A keen breeze was blowing from what seemed the very heart of King Frosts dominion, and snow-drift fine as dust and penetrating as needles, was swirling about in the night-air.

Water! where was water to come from? The river was frozen almost to the bottom. Ice six feet thick covered the lakes and ponds. The sound of trickling water had not been heard for months. It had become an ancient memory. Water! why, it cost our cooks assistant a full hour every day to cut through the result of one nights frost in the water-hole before he could reach the water required for daily use, and what he did obtain had to be slowly dragged to the fort by that slowest of creatures, an ox. Nevertheless there was water. In the warmest corner of the kitchen  at that hour about zero  there stood a water-barrel.

Run, cook  fetch a bucketful! cried our chief.

Cook, who had lost his head, obediently ran, seized a big earthenware jug, dipped it into the barrel, and smashed it to atoms on a cake of thick ice! This had the effect of partially recovering his head for him. He seized an axe, shattered the cake, caught up a bucket, dipped it full and rushed out spilling half its contents as he ran. The spillings became icicles before they reached the flaming chimney, but the frost, keen as it was, could not quite solidify the liquid in so short a space of time.

Blondin, the principal bearer of the winter packet who was a heroic man and chief actor in this scene, received the half-empty bucket.

Bah! he exclaimed, tossing bucket as well as water contemptuously down the wide chimney. Bring shuvill, an blunkits.

Blondin was a French-Canadian half-caste, and not a good linguist.

A shovel was thrown up to him. He seized it and shovelled volumes of snow from the house-top into the chimney. A moment later and two blankets were thrown up. Blondin spread one over the flames. It was shrivelled up instantly. He stuffed down the remains and spread the second blanket over them, while he shouted for a third. The third came, and, another bucket of water arriving at the same moment, with a large mass of snow detached from the roof, the whole were thrust down the chimney en masse, the flames were quenched and the house was saved.

During this exciting scene, I had begun to realise the great danger of fire in the chimney of a wooden house, and, with the aid of my comrades, had been throwing the contents of Bachelors Hall out into the snow. We now ceased this process, and began to carry them back again, while the men crowded round the iron author of all the mischief to warm their half-frozen bodies. I now observed for the first time that Blondin had a black patch on the end of his nose. It was a handsome feature usually, but at that time it was red, swelled, and what may be termed blobby.

Whats the matter with it, Blondin? I asked.

My noz was froz, he replied curtly.

Youd better have it looked to, or itll be worse than froz, my man, said Lumley.

Blondin laughed and went off to attend to his nose in the mens house, accompanied by the others, while we set to work to clean ourselves and our abode. Thereafter, with moderated fire, we again got under our buffalo robes, where we spent the remainder of a disturbed night in thinking and dreaming about the thrilling contents of the winter packet.




Chapter Three.

Deeper Desolation.

Eight months of winter! Those who have read and entered into the spirit of Arctic voyagers, may have some idea of what that means, but none save he or she who has had experience of it can fully understand it.

To us who dwelt at the little outpost in the Great Nor-west, snow and ice had become so familiar  such matter-of-course conditions of existence  that green fields and flowers were a mere reminiscence of the remote past. The scent of a rose was a faded memory  indeed the scent of anything belonging to the vegetable kingdom had not once saluted our nostrils during those eight months. Pure white became one of the chief and most impressive facts of our existence in regard to colour, if we may so call it  white, varying in tone, of course, to pearly grey. Cold, of varied intensity, was the chief modifier of our sensations. Happily light was also a potent factor in our experiences  bright, glowing sunshine and blue skies contrasted well with the white and grey, and helped to counteract the cold; while pure air invigorated our frames and cheered our spirits.

I tell you what, boys, said Lumley, one afternoon as he entered the hall with gun and snow-shoes on shoulder, and flung down a bag full of ptarmigan, winter is drawing to a close at last. I felt my deerskin coat quite oppressive to-day; does any one know what the thermometer stood at this morning?

Yes, it was twenty-two above zero, answered Spooner, who was attempting to smoke a pipe beside the stove; I went to register it just after breakfast.

I thought so  only ten below freezing point; why, it feels quite summery, and the snow has a softness that I have not noticed since last autumn. I hope dinner will soon be ready, for Im very sharp set. Why, Spooner, what are you making such faces for?

Am I making faces? said Spooner, blushing and trying to look unconcerned.

Of course you are, a marmozette monkey with the toothache could scarcely make worse.

Spooner attempted to laugh, and I felt it difficult to refrain from joining him, for I knew well the cause of his faces. He was the youngest of us three and exceedingly anxious to imitate Lumley, who was unfortunately a great smoker; but Spooner, like myself, had been born with a dislike to smoke  especially tobacco smoke  and a liability to become sick when he indulged in the pipe. Hence, whilst foolish ambition induced him to smoke, outraged nature protested; and between the two the poor fellow had a bad time of it. He had a good deal of determination about him, however, and persevered.

The dinner-bell rang at the moment, and put an end to further badinage.

Lumley was right. Spring was in truth at hand, and a host of new anticipations began from that day to crowd upon our minds.

About the same time there came another break in the monotony of outpost life which had, if possible, a more powerful and exciting influence on us than the arrival of the winter packet.

Now at this point I must beg the readers pardon for asking him to go with me to a still more desolate and remote outpost than our own. Between one and two hundred miles nearer to the pole the little post of Muskrat House lay under a beetling cliff, near the banks of an affluent of the great Saskatchewan river. It was in charge of Peter Macnab, before mentioned, who, in command of his army of six men and two women, held the post against all comers  the chief comers there being the North Wind and Jack Frost.

Poor Macnab was a jovial and sociable Scottish Highlander, who had been condemned to worse than Siberian banishment because of being one of the most active, enterprising, and pushing fellows in the service of the Fur-Traders. His ability to manage men and Indians, and to establish new trading-posts, excelled that of his fellows. He regarded it as a complimentary though trying circumstance when Mr Strang sent him to establish the post which was named by him Muskrat House, but he faced the duty  as he faced everything  like a man; did his best for his employers, and made the most of the situation.

But it is not easy for even the strongest mind and lightest heart to be jovial when buried for eight months in snow more than twelve hundred miles beyond the influences of civilised life; and it is hard to be sociable with six uneducated men and two Indian women for ones companions. Macnab tried it, however, and was in a measure successful. He had his Bible with him  the one given him long ago by his mother  and a bound volume of Chamberss Edinburgh Journal, and three copies of the Times newspaper nearly two years old, and a few numbers of an American paper called the Picayune.

With these materials he set to work  after each days labour of water-drawing, firewood-cutting, and trapping was done  to educate his army in religion, politics, political economy, and the varied ramifications of social life. He had intelligent and grateful scholars. If they had not been so, Macnab would at all events have made them obedient pupils, for he was a physically large and powerful man  and might was unavoidably right in those regions!

Still, with all his energy and resources, the genial Highlander began, towards the end of winter, to feel an intense longing for a little intercourse with his equals.

Returning one night to the solitude of his little room, as was his wont, after a couple of hours intercourse with his men in their own house, he sat down before his stove and addressed it thus:  

It wont last long, I fear. My brain is gradually turning into something like mashed potatoes, and my heart into a tinder-box, ready enough to catch fire, but with neither flint nor steel to light it! The Indians wont be here for many weeks, and when they do come what good can I get from or do to them? Wow! wow! its terribly slow work. Oh! Jessie, Jessie, my dear, what would I not give if I only had you here!

Lest the reader should suppose Macnab to be a love-sick swain, I may remark here that Jessie was a sister whom he had left on the shores of Loch Ness, and with whom he kept up a vigorous biennial correspondence.

As the stove made no reply, he continued his address.

If I only had a few books now, it wouldnt be so hard to bear. To be sure, the Bible is a great resource  a blessed resource; but you see I want something light now and then. A laugh, you know, seems to be absolutely needful at times. Why, now I think of it, we wouldnt have been given the power to laugh if it hadnt been necessary, and the last hearty laugh I had was, let me see  that time three months ago, when my long-nosed interpreter mistook a dead mouse in the soup  ha! ha!  for a bit of pemmican, and only found out his mistake when the tail got between his teeth!

The solitary man burst into peals of laughter at the reminiscence, and then, becoming suddenly grave, looked slowly round the room.

If I could only have an echo of that, he resumed, from somebody else! Well, well, Ill just go and have another chat with Jessie.

So saying, Macnab rose, drew a small table near to the stove, laid upon it a very large desk made by himself of pine-wood, and, placing a sheet of paper thereon, began to write.

The sheet of paper merits notice. Like the man who wrote, it was extremely large, being several sizes bigger than foolscap, and very loosely ruled. As I have said, communication with the outer world being possible only twice in the year, our Highlander resolved, as usual, to make the most of his opportunities. Hence he not only used the largest paper which the company provided, but filled up several such sheets with the smallest possible writing, so that Jessie might ultimately get something worth having. It is but justice to add that Macnab wrote not only a very small but a remarkably clear and legible hand  a virtue which I earnestly commend to correspondents in general, to those of them at least who wish their epistles to meet with thorough appreciation.

It was late when our solitaire completed that evenings addition to his already voluminous letter, and he was thinking about going to bed when a stamping in the porch outside announced that a visitor was clearing the snow from his moccasins.

One o the men forgot something, I fancy, muttered Macnab to himself.

The latch was lifted, for locks were not deemed necessary in those regions, and the door opening slowly disclosed the copper-hued visage and tall bony figure of a very powerful and handsome native of the soil  perhaps I should rather say  of the snow!

Hallo! hey! come in, shouted Macnab, giving way to a gush of his pent-up social feelings; why its good for sore eyes to see a new face, even a red one. What cheer? what cheer? Where dye hail from? Come in, come in, and welcome!

The hearty Highlander spoke the Indian tongue fluently, but in the excitement of his feelings mingled it with a good deal of English and an occasional growl of expressive Gaelic.

The Indian, whose horned cap and person were well powdered with snow, stepped slowly over the threshold, extending his hand to the Highlanders grasp, and looking cautiously round with rolling black eyes, as if he half expected a dynamite explosion to follow his entrance. His garments bore evidence of rough usage. Holes in his moccasins permitted portions of the duffle socks underneath to wander out. Knots on his snow-shoe lines and netting told of a long rough journey, and the soiled, greasy condition of his leathern capote spoke of its having been much used not only as a garment by day but as a shirt by night.

Placing his gun and snow-shoes in a corner, after solemnly responding watchee, watchee, to Macnabs what cheer, the red-man seated himself on the floor beside the stove, with silent disregard of the chair that his host politely offered.

It is the custom of North American Indians  on arriving at an establishment  to withhold the most interesting portion of what they may have to communicate until after they have had a pipe, or a feed, and have answered the questions put on the less interesting objects of their visits. Being well aware of this trait of character, Macnab forebore to question too closely this fine-looking Indian until he had well thawed and smoked himself. Ultimately, however, he brought him to the point.

To the north-westward of Muskrat House, many long days march, he said (of course in his native tongue) there was a grand country full of fine furs and fine people, who found it a very long journey indeed to come all the way to Muskrat House to trade their furs. Would his white father go and build a house there, near Lake Wichikagan, and shoot and fish, and trade?  waugh!

To which Macnab replied that he was glad to hear about the plenty of furs and the friendly natives and the fine country, and that he would take the matter into his consideration  waugh!

To this the red-man responded ho! and then how!  not interrogatively but interjectionally  with much gravity.

That night Macnab took the matter into consideration with his wonted vigour, and came to the conclusion that it was of sufficient importance to warrant a visit on his part to headquarters  Dunregan being headquarters to Muskrat House. Accordingly, he went to the mens house and introduced the stranger, whose name in the Indian tongue signified Big Otter. The men received him with as much joy as if he had been an angel of light.

Get a sled and four of the best dogs ready to start by daybreak to-morrow, said Macnab to one of his men, and have breakfast sharp, he added, turning to the cook. Youll go with me to Dunregan, wont you, Big Otter?

Big Otter was ready for anything at a moments notice!

When daylight glimmered faintly in the east the following morning, Macnab sat at his table devouring venison steaks, pancakes, and tea. Big Otter sat opposite to him, having condescended to use a chair in order to be on a level with the table. The chair gave him much anxiety, however. He evidently feared to fall off or upset it, for, on rising to reach some food opposite, he had tilted it back, and received a tremendous though unacknowledged start from the crash that followed.

Half an hour later, Macnab, having left his interpreter in charge of the establishment, was beating the track on snow-shoes through the forest, his four wolfish-looking dogs following with a sled-load of provisions and bedding, and Big Otter bringing up the rear.

The day turned out to be bright calm, and frosty. It was in thorough unison with Macnabs feelings, for the near prospect of soon meeting with men somewhat like himself produced a calm and bright condition of mind which he had not experienced for many a day. It is true that the frost can scarcely be said to have represented the Highlanders temperament; but if there be truth in the saying that extremes meet, it may be admissible to say that intense cold, which had the effect of expanding water into ice so that it rent the very rocks, might be appropriately compared with that intense warmth of Macnabs feelings which had the effect of all but bursting his very bosom! There was not a breath of air stirring when the two men passed from the forest, and struck out upon the marble surface of the great lake which lay at the distance of about two miles from their establishment. The sun was rising at the time on the horizon of the ocean-like lake, gloriously bright and cheering, though with no appreciable warmth in its beams. Diamonds innumerable glittered on the frosted willow-boughs; the snow under the travellers tread gave forth that peculiar squeak, or chirping sound, which is indicative of extreme Arctic frost, and the breath from their mouths came out like the white puffs of a locomotive, settling on their breasts in thick hoar-frost, and silvering such of their locks as straggled out beyond the margin of their caps. There was no life at first in the quiet scene, but, just as they passed through the last clump of bushes on the margin of the lake, a battalion of ptarmigan, seemingly a thousand strong, burst with startling whirr from under their very feet, and skimmed away like a snow-cloud close to the ground, while an Arctic fox, aroused from his lair by the noise, slank quietly off under the false belief that he had not been seen.

The rise of the ptarmigan had another effect, on which the travellers had not counted. The four wolfish dogs were so startled by the whirr, that their spirits were roused to the mischievous point. Up to that moment they had been toiling and panting through the soft snow in the woods. They had now emerged upon the hard, wind-beaten snow of the open ground and the lake. The sudden freedom in the action of their limbs, coupled with the impulse to their spirits, caused the team to bound forward with one accord. The sled swung round against Macnabs legs, and overturned him; and the tail-line was jerked out of Big Otters grasp. In a vain effort to recover it, that solemn savage trod, with his right, on his own left snow-shoe, and plunged into a willow bush. Thus freed altogether, the dogs went away with railway speed over the hard snow, ever urged to more and more frantic exertions by the wild boundings of the comparatively light sled behind them.

After them, lad! shouted Macnab, as he cast off his snow-shoes and gave chase.

The Indian followed suit in desperate haste, for his receptive mind at once perceived the all but hopeless nature of a chase after four long-legged dogs, little removed from genuine wolves, over a hard level course that extended away to the very horizon.

Happily, there was a small island not far from the shore of the lake, on which grew a few willow bushes whose tops protruded above the overwhelming snow, and whose buds formed the food of the ptarmigan before mentioned. Towards this island the dogs headed in their blind race just as the white man and the red began to regret the comparative slowness of human legs.

Good luck! exclaimed Macnab.

Waugh! responded his companion.

There was ground for both remarks, for, a few minutes later, the dogs plunged into the bushes and the sled stuck fast and held them.

This was a trifling incident in itself, but it shook out of the travellers any remains of lethargy that might have clung to them from the slumbers of the previous night, and caused them to face the tramp that lay before them with energy.

Oh, you rascals! growled Macnab, as he went down on his knees beside the leading dog to disentangle the traces which had been twisted up in the abrupt stoppage.

I know not whether those dogs, being intellectually as well as physically powerful beyond their fellows, understood the uncomplimentary term and lost their tempers, but certain it is that the words were no sooner uttered than the hindmost dog made an unprovoked assault on the dog in front of it. Of course the latter defended itself. The dog next to that, being probably pugnacious, could not resist the temptation to join in, and the leader, feeling no doubt that it was better to be out of the world than out of the fashion, fell upon the rest with remarkable fury. Thus the sled, traces, and dogs, instantly became a tumultuous mass of yelling, gasping, heaving, and twisting confusion.

Big Otter carried a short, heavy whip. Without uttering a word, he quietly proceeded to flog the mass into subjection. It was a difficult duty to perform, but Big Otter was strong and persevering. He prevailed after some time. The mass was disentangled; the subdued dogs went humbly forward, and the journey, having been thus auspiciously begun, was continued until nightfall.

They had left the lake and Muskrat House some thirty miles behind them, and had got into a thick and profoundly still part of the great wilderness, when the waning light warned them to encamp.




Chapter Four.

The Winter Journey.

It was not long before our travellers had a large space cleared of snow, its floor spread with pine-branches, a roaring fire kindled, a couple of ptarmigan roasting and the tea-kettle bubbling, while the dogs in the background solaced themselves with raw birds to their hearts content.

Then the red-man and the white man smoked a friendly pipe. They would probably have smoked even if it had been an unfriendly pipe!

I wonder, said Macnab, who was apt to become speculative and philosophical over his pipe after supper, I wonder if dogs ever envy us our pipes? You look so comfortable, Big Otter, as you sit there with half-shut eyes letting the smoke trickle from your mouth and nose, that I cant help thinking they must feel envious. Im sure that I should if I were not smoking!

The Indian, who was neither a speculator nor a philosopher  though solemn enough for either or both  replied, Waugh!

Very true, returned the Highlander, I have no doubt your opinion is quite correct, though not as clearly put as might be wished. Have you ever been at Fort Dunregan?

Once when Big Otter was a little boy, he stood beside the Great River, answered the Indian, gravely; but the white man had no tent there at that time.

The white man has got some pretty big tents there now  made of wood most of em, returned Macnab. In a few days you shall judge for yourself, if all goes well.

The red-man smoked over this remark in silence for a considerable time, evidently engaged in profound thought. He was one of those children of nature whose brains admit ideas slowly, and who, when they are admitted, turn them round and round and inside out without much apparent advantage.

At last he looked earnestly at his companion and asked Is there fire-water at Fort Dunregan?

Well, no  I believe not. At least there is none for red-men. Why do you ask? Did you ever taste fire-water?

The Indians dark eyes seem to gleam with unwonted light as he replied in tones more solemn than usual:  

Yes. Once  only once  a white brother gave some fire-water to Big Otter.

Humph! ejaculated Macnab, and what did you think of it!

Waugh! exclaimed the red-man, sending a cloud out of his mouth with such energy that it seemed like a little cannon-shot, while he glared at his friend like a superannuated owl. Big Otter thought that he was in the happy hunting-grounds with his fathers; his heart was so light and his limbs were so strong, but that was only a dream  he was still in this world. Then he took a little more fire-water, and the dream became a reality! He was away with his fathers on the shining plains; he chased the deer with the lightness of a boy and the strength of a bear. He fought, and his foes fell before his strong arm like snowflakes on the river, but he scalped them not. He could not find them  they were gone. Big Otter was so strong that he had knocked both their lives and bodies into the unknown! He saw his father and his mother  and  his wife and the little one who  died. But he could not speak to them, for the foes came back again, and he fought and took some more fire-water to make him fight better; then the world went on fire, the stars came down from the sky like snow when the wind is high. The Big Otter flew up into the air, and then  forgot

Forgot what? asked Macnab, much interested in his red friends idea of intoxication.

Forgot everything, replied the Indian, with a look of solemn perplexity.

Well, I dont wonder; you must have had a good swig, apparently. How did ye feel next morning?

If the Indians looks were serious before, they became indescribably solemn now.

Big Otter felt, he replied with bated breath, like bags of shot  heavy like the great stones. He could scarcely move; all his joints were stiff. Food was no longer pleasant to his tongue. When he tried to swallow, it would not remain, but came forth again. He felt a wish to drink up the river. His head had an evil spirit inside which squeezed the brain and tried to burst open the skull. His eyes, also, were swelled up so that he could hardly see, and his nose was two times more big than the day before.

That must have been an awful size, Big Otter, considering the size of it by nature! And what dye think was the cause of it all?

As this question involved thought, the Indian smoked his pipe in silence for some time, staring for inspiration into the fire.

It must have been, he at length replied, hunting with his fathers before the right time had come. Big Otter was not dead, and he chased the deer too much, perhaps, or fought too much. It may be that, having only his earth-body, he ate too much.

Dont ye think its just possible, suggested Macnab, that, having only your earth-body, you drank too much?

Waugh! replied the red-man. Then, after a few minutes devotion to the pipe, he added, Big Otter would like very much to taste the fire-water again.

Its well for you, my boy, returned the other, that you cant get it in these regions, for if you could youd soon be in the happy hunting-grounds (or the other place) without your earth-body.

At this point the Highlander became more earnest, and treated his companion to what would have passed in civilised lands for a fair temperance lecture, in which he sought to describe graphically the evils of strong drink. To this the Indian listened with the most intense attention and an owlish expression, making no audible comment whatever  with the exception, now and then, of an emphatic Waugh! but indicating his interest by the working of his features and the glittering of his great eyes. Whether the reasoning of Macnab had much influence at that time could not be ascertained, for he was yet in the middle of one of his most graphic anecdotes when the Indians owlish eyes shut with a suddenness that was quite startling, and he roused himself just in time to prevent his chin from dropping on his chest.

Waugh! he exclaimed with a slightly-confused look.

Just so, replied Macnab with a laugh, and now, boy, well turn in, for it strikes me were going to have warmish weather, and if so, we shall have to make the most of our time.

Soon the blankets were spread; the fire was replenished with mighty logs; the travellers lay down side by side and in a few minutes snored in concert; the flames leaped upwards, and the sparks, entangling themselves on the snow-encrusted branches of bush and tree, gleamed there for an instant, or, escaping, flew gaily away into the wintry sky.

While the two men were sleeping, a change came over the scene  a slow, gentle, scarce perceptible change, which, however, had a powerful influence on the prospects of the sleepers. The sky became overcast; the temperature, which had been down at arctic depth for many months, suddenly rose to that of temperate climes, and snow began to fall  not in the small sharp particles to which the fur-traders of the great northern wilderness are accustomed, but in the broad, heavy flakes that one often sees in England. Softly, silently, gently they fell, like the descent of a sweet influence  but steadily, persistently, continuously, until every object in nature became smothered in the soft white garment. Among other objects the two sleepers were buried.

The snow began by powdering them over. Had any one been there to observe the process, he would have seen by the bright light of the camp-fire that the green blankets in which they were wrapt became piebald first; then assumed a greyish-green colour, which speedily changed into a greenish-grey, and finally into a pure white. The two sleepers might thus have represented those figures in chiselled marble on the tombs of crusaders, had it not been that they lay doubled up, for warmth  perhaps also for comfort  with their knees at their chins, instead of flat on their backs with their hands pressed together. By degrees the correct outline of their forms became an incorrect outline, and gradually more and more rotund  suggesting the idea that the buried ones were fat.

As the night wore on the snow accumulated on them until it lay several inches deep. Still they moved not. Strong, tired and healthy men are not easily moved. The fire of course sank by degrees until it reached that point where it failed to melt the snow; then it was quickly smothered out and covered over. The entire camp was also buried; the tin kettle being capped with a knob peculiarly its own, and the snow-shoes and other implements having each their appropriate outline, while some hundredweights, if not tons, of the white drapery gathered on the branches overhead. It was altogether an overwhelming state of things, and the only evidence of life in all the scene was the little hole in front of each slumberers nose, out of which issued intermittent pufflets of white vapour.

So the night passed by and the morning dawned, and the wintry sun arose like a red-hot cannon ball. Then Macnab awoke with a start and sat up with an effort.

Hallo! was his first exclamation, as he tried to clear his eyes, then he muttered something in Gaelic which, being incomprehensible, I cannot translate, although the worthy man has many a time since the day of which I write tried to explain it to me!

It may have been his action, or it may have been indignant northern fairies, I know not, but certain it is that the Gaelic was instantly followed by an avalanche of snow from the branch over the Highlanders head, which knocked him down and reburied him. It also knocked Big Otter up and drew forth the inevitable Waugh!

Humph! said Macnab, on clearing himself a second time, I was half afraid of this. Weve got our work cut out for us.

The Indian replied not, but proceeded to light the fire and prepare breakfast, while his companion cleared the camp of some of its snow. The wolfish dogs took a lively interest in these proceedings, but lent no assistance beyond wagging their tails, either in approval or in anticipation of breakfast.

Of course breakfast was a repetition of the previous supper, and was soon disposed of both by men and dogs. Then the latter were harnessed to their sledge, the snow-shoes were put on, and the journey was resumed  Macnab manfully leading the way.

And let not the reader imagine that this leadership involved little or no manhood. Northern snow-shoes are about five feet long, and twelve or fifteen inches broad. The netting with which the frames are filled up  somewhat like the bottom of a cane chair  allows fine well-frozen snow to fall through it like dust and the traveller, sinking it may be only a few inches in old well-settled-down snow, progresses with ease. But when a heavy fall such as I have described takes place, especially in spring, and the weather grows comparatively warm, the travellers circumstances change greatly for the worse. The new snow being light permits him to sink deep into it  perhaps eight or ten inches  at every step; being also soft, that which falls upon the shoes cannot pass through the netting, but sticks there, giving him many extra pounds weight to lift as he goes heavily along. Add to this that his thick winter garb becomes oppressive in mild weather, and you will perceive that Macnabs duties as beater of the track were severe.

At first their progress was very slow, for it was through the thick woods, where fallen trees and bushes obstructed them as well as deep snow, but towards noon they came out on a more open country  in summer a swamp; at that time a frozen plain  and the travelling improved, for a slight breeze had already begun to make an impression on the new snow in exposed places.

Now, Big Otter, said Macnab, coming to a halt, well have some grub here, and then you will take a turn in front.

The Indian was ready for anything. So were the dogs  especially for grub. Indeed it was obvious that they understood the meaning of that word, for when Macnab uttered it they wagged their tails and cocked their ears.

It was a cold dinner, if I may describe the meal by that name. The work was too hard, and the daylight in which to do it too brief, to admit of needless delay. A frozen bird thrown to each of the dogs, and a junk of equally frozen pemmican cut out of the bag with a hatchet for the travellers, formed the repast. The latter ate it sitting on a snow-wreath. They, however, had the advantage of their canine friends in the matter of hard biscuits, of which they each consumed two as a sort of cold pudding. Then they resumed the march and plodded heavily on till near sunset, when they again selected a suitable spot in the woods, cleared away the snow, and encamped as before.

Its hard work, exclaimed Macnab with a Celtic sigh, as he sipped his tea that night in the mellow light of the log fire.

Waugh! Big Otter has seen harder work, returned the Indian.

No doubt ye have, an so have I, returned Macnab; I mind, once, when away on a snow-shoe trip on the St. Lawrence gulf, bein caught by a regular thaw when the snow turned into slush, an liftin the snow-shoes was like to tear ones legs out o their sockets, not to mention the skinning of your toes wi the snow-shoe lines, an the wet turning your moccasins into something like tripe. Yes, it might be worse, as you say. Now, boy, Ill turn in.

The next day travelling was no better, and on the next again it became worse, for although the temperature was still below the freezing point, snow continued to fall all day as well as all night, so that our travellers and their dogs became like animated snowballs, and beating the track became an exhausting labour.

But difficulties cannot finally stop, though they may retard, a Nor-wester. On the sixth day, however, they met with a foe who had power to lay a temporary check on their advance. On the night of the fifth day out, another change of temperature took place. A thermometer, had they carried one, would probably have registered from ten to twenty below zero of Fahrenheit. This, however, was so familiar to them that they rather liked the change, and heaped up fresh logs on the roaring fire to counteract the cold; but when a breeze sprang up and began to blow hard, they did not enjoy it so much, and when the breeze increased to a gale, it became serious; for one cannot face intense cold during a gale without the risk of being frost-bitten. In the shelter of the woods it was all right, but when, towards noon, they came out on an extended plain where the wild winds were whirling the wilder snow in blinding drifts, they halted and looked inquiringly at each other.

Shall we try it? asked Macnab.

The Indian shook his head and looked solemn.

Its a pity to give in without

A snow-drift caught the Highlander full in the mouth and literally shut him up! The effect was not to subdue, but to arouse.

Yes, he said in a species of calm ferocity, when the gale allowed him the power of utterance, well go on.

He went on, followed by the obedient native and the unhappy dogs, but he had not taken half a dozen steps when he tripped over a concealed rock and broke a snow-shoe. To walk with a broken snow-shoe is impossible. To repair one is somewhat difficult and takes time. They were compelled, therefore, to re-enter the sheltering woods and encamp.

Youre better at mending than I am, said Macnab to the Indian. Set to work on the shoe when the camp is dug out, an Ill go cut some firewood.

Cutting firewood is not only laborious, but attended with danger, and that day ill-fortune seemed to have beset the Highlander; for he had barely cut half a dozen logs, when his axe glanced off a knot and struck deep into the calf of his left leg.

A shout brought Big Otter to his side. The Indian was well used to such accidents. He bound up the wound securely, and carried his comrade into camp on his back. But now Macnab was helpless. He not only could not walk, but there was no hope of his being able to do so for weeks to come.

Lucky for us we brought the dogs, he remarked when the operation was completed.

Waugh! exclaimed the Indian by way of assent, while he busied himself in preparing food.

It was indeed lucky, for if they had dragged the provision-sled themselves, as Macnab had once thought of doing, it would have fallen to Big Otters lot to haul his comrade during the remainder of the journey. As it was, the dogs did it, and in the doing of it, despite the red-mans anxious and constant care, many a severe shake, and bump, and capsize in the snow did the unfortunate man receive before that journey came to a close. He bore it all, however, with the quiet stoicism characteristic of the race from which he sprang.




Chapter Five.

The Wounded Man.

It is needful now to return to Fort Dunregan.

The long winter is not yet past, but there are symptoms, as I have said, that it is coming to a close. Snow and ice are still indeed the prevailing characteristic of the region, but the air is no longer intensely cold. On the contrary, a genial warmth prevails, inducing the inhabitants to discard flannel-lined leathern capotes and fur caps for lighter garments. There is a honeycombed look about the snow-drifts, which gives them an aged appearance; and, above all, there is an occasional dropping of water  yes, actual water  from the points of huge icicles! This is such an ancient memory that we can scarce believe our senses. We sniff, too, as we walk about; for there are scents in the air  old familiar smells of earth and vegetation  which we had begun to fancy we had almost forgotten.

The excitement caused by the arrival of the winter packet had also by that time passed almost out of memory, and we had sunk back into that calm state of patient waiting which may probably be familiar to the convict who knows that some months of monotonous existence still lie before him; for, not until the snow and ice should completely clear away and the summer be pretty well advanced could we hope for the blessed sight of a new face and the cheering sound of a fresh human voice. Of course we had the agreeable prospect of hearing ere long the voices of wild-fowl in their noisy northern flight, but such a prospect was not sufficient to satisfy poor secluded humanity.

Oh that I were a bird! exclaimed Spooner, one morning as we were seated round the Carron stove in our hall.

No need to wish that, said Lumley, for youre a goose already!

Well, Id even consent to be a real goose, continued Spooner, if I could only thereby use my wings to fly away over the snowy wilderness and alight in my old home.

What a surprise youd give them if you did! said Lumley, especially if you came down with your ruffled feathers as clumsily as you tumbled into the saw-pit the other day when

He stopped, for at that moment I said Hush! and held up a finger.

Sleigh-bells! exclaimed Spooner, with a catch of his breath.

Nothing new in that, said Lumley: we hear them every day.

Nothing new, I retorted, to your unmusical ear, but these bells are not our bells  listen!

I started up as I spoke, flung open the outer door, and we all listened intently.

Clear and pleasant they rang, like the music of a sweet new song. We all gave a shout, clapped on our caps, and ran out to the fort gate. There an almost new sensation thrilled us, for we beheld a team of dogs coming up weary and worn out of the wilderness, preceded by a gaunt yet majestic Indian, whose whole aspect  haggard expression of countenance, soiled and somewhat tattered garments, and weary gait  betokened severe exhaustion. On the sled, drawn by four lanky dogs, we could see the figure of a man wrapped in blankets and strapped to the conveyance.

Who can it be? exclaimed Lumley, as he hastened out to meet the new arrivals.

A sick man from somewhere, suggested Spooner.

Perhaps the governor, said I, on an unexpected tour of inspection.

As we drew near we could see that the recumbent figure waved a hand and cheered.

Macnab, said I, as the familiar voice struck my ear.

Ill  dying! gasped the anxious Spooner.

No dying man ever cheered like that! cried Lumley, except a hero of romance in the hour of death and victory!

A few seconds more and the matter was put at rest, while we warmly shook the hearty and genial Highlander by both hands.

Help me out, boys, he said; Im tired o this sled, and think I can do the little remaining bit o the journey on foot with your help.

We disentangled him from the sledge and set him on his feet.

Hold on, Lumley, he said, with a smile on his haggard and unshaven face, I want to embrace you, like the Frenchmen. There  my arm round your neck  so. Now, Max, I want to embrace you likewise wi the other arm. Ive grown awful affectionate in my old age. You are rather short, Max, for a good crutch, but youre better than nothing. You see, Ive only got one good leg.

But what has happened to the other  when, how, and where? we exclaimed in chorus.

Macnab answered the questions to our chief, who came forward at the moment with welcome in his visage and extended hands.

Its only a cut, sir, stupidly done with my own hatchet when we had been but a few days out. But rest will soon put me to rights. My poor man, Big Otter, is more to be pitied than I. But for him I should have perished in the snow.

What cheer? what cheer? said our chief, grasping the Indians hand on hearing this.

What cheer? we all exclaimed, following his example.

Watchee! watchee! echoed Big Otter, returning the hearty salutation as well as his tongue could manage it, and giving us each a powerful squeeze with his huge bony hand, which temporary exhaustion had not appreciably reduced in strength.

The native was obviously a sociable, well-disposed man, for his eyes glittered and his white teeth gleamed and his bronzed visage shone with pleasure when Macnab explained the cause of our sudden burst of affection for him.

Thus chatting and limping we got the Highlander slowly up to the hall, set him down in our only armchair  a wooden one without stuffing  and fetched him a basin of hot soup, that being a liquid which our cook had always more or less frequently on hand.

Ha! boys! cried Macnab, smacking his lips, thats the thing to put life into a man! Ive not had anything like it for many a day. You see, we had a small misfortune soon after my accident, which cost us our kettle, and rendered soup or tea impossible.

How was that? inquired our chief, sitting down, while we gathered round the stove to listen.

Well, you see, sir, not long after my accident, there came a sharp frost which made the surface of the snow hard after the thaw, so the dogs could run on the top of the crust without breaking it, but Big Otter, bein heavy, broke through  by the way, I hope hes bein looked after.

You may be sure of that, said Spooner. I saw him safely placed in the mens house, and Salamander, who, it turns out, is a sort of relation of his, set to work to stuff him with the same sort of soup you think so much of. I only hope theyve enough to keep him going, for before I left the house he had drunk off two bowls of it almost without taking breath, though it was scalding hot.

Good. Hell do it ample justice, returned Macnab, taking another pull at his own bowl. I hope youre well provisioned, for Big Otters an awful consumer of victuals. Well, as I was saying, the surface of the snow got frozen thinly, and the work o tramping after the sled and holding on to the tail-line was uncommonly hard, as I could see, for I lay with my head to the front, looping back on the poor man. But it was on the exposed places and going down the slopes that the greatest difficulty lay, for there the dogs were keen to run away. Once or twice they did fairly get off, and gave me some rough as well as long runs before my man could catch them up. At last we came one afternoon to an open plain where the snow had felt the thaw and been frozen again pretty hard. The moment we got on it away went the dogs. Big Otter tried to run, but one of his shoes went through the crust and the other didnt, so down he came, and had to let go the line. I felt easy enough at first, for the plain was level, but after a time it became lumpy, and I got some ugly bumps. Never mind, thought I, theyll be sure to come to some bushes, and thatll pull them up. Just as I thought so, we came to a slope, and the team went slap over a bank. The sled and I threw a complete somersault. Fortunately we came down on the dogs, which broke our fall, though it half killed them!

When Big Otter came and turned me right side up, I found that I had sustained no damage whatever, but, woes me! our tin kettle was almost knocked flat. The worst of it was that in trying to put it right we drove a big hole in the bottom of it, so we had to bid farewell to hot food, except what we roasted. We could also melt snow by plastering up the hole so as to get enough to drink, but boiling water was quite out of the question.

Well, Macnab, said our chief, rising, since you have got the soup over at last, come along with me and lets hear about your Indian friends proposals.

We assisted our visitor into the mess-room, which was also our principal council-chamber, and there left him to talk business with Mr Strang while we returned to Bachelors Hall to let off our effervescing spirits by indulging in a running commentary on the unexpected visit, and a minute analysis of the characters of Macnab and Big Otter, which, I must add, was decidedly favourable.

It seems to me a piece of good luck that he has got here at all, said Lumley, after we had finished the analysis.

Why so? asked Spooner.

Because there are some unmistakable symptoms that winter is about over, and that snow-shoe and dog-sleigh travelling will soon be impossible.

That Lumley was right, the change of weather during the next few days clearly proved, for a thaw set in with steady power. The sun became at last warm enough to melt ice and snow visibly. We no longer listened with interest to the sounds of dropping water from eaves and trees, for these had become once more familiar, and soon our ears were greeted with the gurgling of rills away in mysterious depths beneath the snow. The gurgling ere long gave place to gushing, and it seemed as if all nature were dissolving into liquid.

While this pleasant change was going on we awoke with song and laugh and story the echoes of Bachelors Hall  at no time very restful echoes, save perhaps in the dead hours of early morning; and even then they were more or less disturbed by snoring. For our sociable Highlander, besides having roused our spirits by his mere presence to the effervescing point, was himself much elated by the mighty change from prolonged solitude to joyous companionship.

My spirit feels inclined, he remarked one day, to jump clean out of my body.

Youd better not let it then, said Lumley, for you know it might catch cold or freeze.

Not in this weather, surely, retorted Macnab, and if I did feel coldish in the circumstances, couldnt I borrow Spooners blanket-capote? it might fit me then, for Id probably be a few sizes smaller.

Come, Mac, said I, give us a song. You know Im wildly fond of music; and, most unfortunately, not one of us three can sing a note.

Our visitor was quite willing, and began at once to sing a wild ditty, in the wilder language of his native land.

He had a sweet, tuneful, sympathetic voice, which was at the same time powerful, so that we listened to him, sometimes with enthusiasm swelling our hearts, at other times with tears dimming our eyes. No one, save he who has been banished to a wilderness and long bereft of music, can understand the nature of our feelings  of mine, at least.

One evening, after our wounded man had charmed us with several songs, and we all of us had done what we could, despite our incapacity, to pay him back in kind, he pulled a sheet of crumpled paper out of his pocket.

Come, said he, unfolding it, Ive got a poet among the men of Muskrat House, who has produced a song, which, if not marked by sublimity, is at least distinguished by much truth. He said he composed it at the rate of about one line a week during the winter, and his comrades said that it was quite a picture to see him agonising over the rhymes. Before they found out what was the matter with him they thought he was becoming subject to fits of some sort. Now, then, lets have a good chorus. Its to the tune of The British Grenadiers.

The World of Ice and Snow.

Come listen all good people who dwell at home at ease,

Ill tell you of the sorrows of them that cross the seas

And penetrate the wilderness,

Where arctic tempests blow  

Where your toes are froze,

An the pint o your nose,

In the world of Ice and Snow.



Youve eight long months of winter an solitude profound,

The snow at your feet is ten feet deep and frozen hard the ground.

And all the lakes are solid cakes,

And the rivers all cease to flow  

Where your toes are froze,

An the pint o your nose,

In the world of Ice and Snow.



No comrade to enliven; no friendly foe to fight;

No female near to love or cheer with pure domestic light;

No books to read; no cause to plead;

No music, fun, nor go  

Neer a shillin, nor a stiver,

Nor nothin whatsomediver,

In the world of Ice and Snow.



Your feelins take to freezin, so likewise takes your brain;

You go about grump-and-wheezin, like a wretched dog in pain;

You long for wings, or some such things,

But theyre not to be had  oh! no  

For there you are,

Like a fixéd star,

In the world of Ice and Snow.



If you wished you could  you would not, for the very wish

would die.

If you thought you would  you could not, for you wouldnt

have heart to try.

Confusion worse confounded,

Would aggravate you so  

That youd tumble down

On the frozen ground

In the world of Ice and Snow.



But never-give-in our part is  let British pluck have sway

And never-say-die, my hearties  its that what wins the day.

To face our fate in every state,

Is what weve got to do,

An laugh at our trouble

Till were all bent double  

In the world of Ice and Snow.



Now all ye sympathisers, and all ye tender souls;

Ye kind philanthropisers, who dwell between the poles,

Embrace in your affections

Those merry merry men who go  

Where your toes are froze,

An the pint o your nose,

In the world of Ice and Snow.

It almost seemed as though the world of ice and snow itself had taken umbrage at Macnabs song, for, while we were yet in the act of enthusiastically prolonging the last snooow, there sounded in our ears a loud report, as if of heavy artillery close at hand.

We all leaped up in excitement, as if an enemy were at our doors.

There it goes at last! cried Lumley, rushing out of the house followed by Spooner.

I was about to follow when Macnab stopped me.

Dont get excited, Max, theres no hurry!

Its the river going to break up, said I, looking back impatiently.

Yes, I know that, but it wont break up to-night, depend on it.

I was too eager to wait for more, but ran to the banks of the river, which at that place was fully a mile wide. The moon was bright, and we could see the familiar sheet of ice as still and cold as we had seen it every day for many months past.

Macnabs right, said I, there will be no breakup to-night.

Not so sure of that, returned Lumley; the weather has been very warm of late; melting snow has been gushing into it in thousands of streams, and the strain on the ice  six feet thick though it is  must be tremendous.

He was checked by another crashing report; but again silence ensued, and we heard no more till next morning. Of course we were all up and away to the river bank long before breakfast, but it was not till after that meal that the final burst-up occurred. It was preceded by many reports  towards the end by what seemed quite a smart artillery fire. The whole sheet of ice on the great river seemed to be rising bodily upwards from the tremendous hydraulic pressure underneath. But though the thaws of spring had converted much snow into floods of water, they had not greatly affected the surface of the ice, which still lay hard and solid in all its wintry strength.

A greater Power, however, was present. If the ice had been made of cast-iron six feet in thickness, it must have succumbed sooner or later.

At last, as Macnab said, She went! but who shall describe how she went? It seemed as if the mighty cake had been suddenly struck from below and shattered. Then the turmoil that ensued was grand and terrible beyond conception. It was but an insignificant portion of Gods waters at which we gazed, but how overwhelming it seemed to us! Mass rose upon mass of ice, the cold grey water bursting through and over all, hurling morsels as large as the side of a house violently on each other, till a mighty pile was raised which next moment fell with a crash into the boiling foam. Then, in one direction there was a rush which seemed about to carry all before it, but instead of being piled upwards, some of the masses were driven below, were thrust deep into the mud, and a jam took place. In a few minutes the ice burst upwards again, and the masses were swept on to join the battalions that were already on their way towards the distant lake amid noise and crash and devastation. It seemed as if ice and snow and water had combined to revive the picture if not the reality of ancient chaos!

Thus the drapery of winter was rudely swept away, and next morning we had the joy of seeing our river sweeping grandly on in all the liquid beauty of early and welcome spring.




Chapter Six.

An Express and its Results.

Some weeks after the breaking up of the ice, as we were standing at the front gate of Fort Dunregan, we experienced a pleasant surprise at the sight of an Indian canoe sweeping round the point above the fort. Two men paddled the canoe, one in the bow and one in the stern.

It conveyed a message from headquarters directing that two of the clerks should be sent to establish an outpost in the regions of the far north, the very region from which Macnabs friend Big Otter had come. One of the two canoe-men was a clerk sent to undertake, at Dunregan, the work of those who should be selected for the expedition, and he said that another clerk was to follow in the spring-brigade of boats.

Thats marching orders for you, Lumley, said Macnab, who was beside us when the canoe arrived.

You cannot tell that, returned Lumley. It may be that our chief will select Max or Spooner. Did you hear any mention of names? he asked of the new clerk, as we all walked up to the house.

No, our governor does not tell us much of his intentions. Perhaps your chief may be the man.

Hes too useful where he is, suggested Macnab. But we shall know when the letters are opened.

Having delivered his despatches, the new arrival returned to us in Batchelors Hall, where we soon began to make the most of him, and were engaged in a brisk fire of question and reply, when a message came for Mr Lumley to go to the mess-room.

Ive sent for you, Lumley, said our chief, to say that you have been appointed to fill an honourable and responsible post. It seems that the governor, with his wonted sagacity, has perceived that it would be advantageous to the service to have an outpost established in the lands lying to the westward of Muskrat House, on the borders of Lake Wichikagan. As you are aware, the Indian, Big Otter, has come from that very place, with a request from his people that such a post should be established, and you have been selected by the governor to conduct the expedition.

As our chief paused, Lumley, with a modest air, expressed his sense of the honour that the appointment conferred on him, and his willingness to do his best for the service.

I know you will, Lumley, returned Mr Strang, and I must do you the justice to say that I think the governor has shown his usual wisdom in the selection. Without wishing to flatter you, I think you are steady and self-reliant. You are also strong and big, qualities which are of some value among rough men and Indians, not because they enable you to rule with a strong hand, but because they enable you to rule without the necessity of showing the strength of your hand. Bullies, if you should meet with any, will recognise your ability to knock them down without requiring proof thereof. To say truth, if you were one of those fellows who are fond of ruling by the mere strength of their arms, I should not think you fit for the command of an expedition like this, which will require much tact in its leader. At the same time, a large and powerful frame  especially if united to a peaceable spirit  is exceedingly useful in a wild country. Without the peaceable spirit it only renders its possessor a bully and a nuisance. I am further directed to furnish you with the needful supplies and men. I will see to the former being prepared, and the latter you may select  of course within certain limits. Now go and make arrangements for a start. The lakes will soon be sufficiently free of ice, and you are aware that you will need all your time to reach your ground and get well established before next winter sets in.

Excuse me, sir, said Lumley, turning back as he was about to depart. Am I permitted to select the clerk who is to go with me as well as the men?

Certainly.

Then I should like to have Mr Maxby.

Our chief smiled as he replied, I thought so. I have observed your mutual friendship. Well, you may tell him of the prospect before him.

Need I say that I was overjoyed at this prospect? I have always felt something of that disposition which animates, I suppose, the breast of every explorer. To visit unknown lands has always been with me almost a passion, and this desire has extended even to trivial localities, insomuch that I was in the habit, while at fort Dunregan, of traversing all the surrounding country  on snow-shoes in winter and in my hunting canoe in summer  until I became familiar with all the out-of-the-way and the seldom-visited nooks and corners of that neighbourhood.

To be appointed, therefore, as second in command of an expedition to establish a new trading-post in a little-known region, was of itself a matter of much self-gratulation; but to have my friend and chum Jack Lumley as my chief, was a piece of good fortune so great that on hearing of it I executed an extravagant pirouette, knocked Spooner off his chair by accident  though he thought it was done on purpose  and spent five or ten minutes thereafter in running round the stove to escape his wrath.

As to my fitness for this appointment, I must turn aside for a few moments to pay a tribute of respect to my dear father, as well as to tell the youthful reader one or two things that have made a considerable impression on me.

Punch, said my father to me one day  he called me Punch because in early life I had a squeaky voice and a jerky manner Punch, my boy, get into a habit of looking up, if you can, as you trot along through this world. If you keep your head down and your eyes on the ground, youll see nothing of whats going on around you  consequently youll know nothing; moreover, youll get a bad habit of turning your eyes inward and always thinking only about yourself and your own affairs, which means being selfish. Besides, youll run a chance of growing absent-minded, and wont see danger approaching; so that youll tumble over things and damage your shins, and tumble into things and damage your clothes, and tumble off things and damage your carcase, and get run over by wheels, and poked in the back by carriage-poles, and killed by trains, and spiflicated in various ways  all of which evils are to be avoided by looking up and looking round and taking note of what you see as you go along the track of life  dye see?

Yes, father.

And this, continued my father, is the only mode that I know of getting near to that most blessed state of human felicity, self-oblivion. You wont be able to manage that altogether, Punch, but youll come nearest to it by looking up. Of course there are times when it is good for a man to look inside and take stock  self-examination, you know  but looking out and up is more difficult, to my mind. And there is a kind of looking up, too, for guidance and blessing, which is the most important of all, but Im not talking to you on that subject just now. Im trying to warn you against that habit which so many people have of staring at the ground, and seeing and knowing nothing as they go along through life. Ive suffered from it myself, Punch, more than I care to tell, and thats why I speak feelingly, and wish to warn you in time, my boy.

Now, theres another thing, continued my father. Youre fond of rambling, Punch, and of reading books of travel and adventure, and I have no doubt you think it would be a grand thing to go some day and try to discover the North Pole, or the South Pole, or to explore the unknown interior of Australia.

Yes, father, I replied, in a tone which made him laugh.

Well, then, Punch, I wont discourage you. Go and discover these places by all means, if you can; but mark me, youll never discover them if you get into the habit of keeping your eyes on the ground, and thinking about yourself and your own affairs. And I would further advise you to brush up your mathematics, and study navigation, and learn well how to take an observation for longitude and latitude, for if you dont know how to find out exactly where you are in unknown regions, youll never be a discoverer. Also, Punch, get into a habit of taking notes, and learn to write a good hand, for editors and publishers wont care to be bothered with you if you dont, and maybe the time will come when you wont be able to make out your own writing. Ive known men of that stamp, whose penmanship suggested the idea that a drunk fly had dipped its legs in the ink-pud an straggled across his paper.

These weighty words of my dear father I laid to heart at the time, and, as a consequence I believe, have been selected on more than one occasion to accompany exploring parties in various parts of the world. One very important accomplishment which my father did not think of, but which, nevertheless, I have been so fortunate as to acquire, is, sketching from Nature, and marking the course of rivers and trend of coasts. I have thus been able not only to make accurate maps of the wild regions I have visited, but have brought home many sketches of interesting scenes of adventure, which words alone could not have sufficed to pourtray.

But to return from this long digression. I set about my preparations without delay, and was soon ready with a small but very select amount of baggage. You may be sure also that Lumley was active in his preparations, and the result was that, on a fine afternoon in the early spring, we  that is, Lumley, Macnab, Big Otter, and I  set out on our expedition in a strong new boat which was manned by two Indians, two Scotchmen, and a number of Canadian half-breeds  all picked men.

I must not however, drag my readers through the details of our arduous voyage, not because those details are devoid of interest or romance, far from it, but because I have other matters more interesting and romantic to relate. I will, therefore, pass them over in silence, and at once proceed to the remote region where our lot at that time was to be cast.

One beautiful evening we encamped on the margin of one of those innumerable lakelets which gleam like diamonds on the breast of the great wilderness through which for many weeks we had been voyaging. The vast solitudes into which we had penetrated, although nearly destitute of human inhabitants, were by no means devoid of life, for aquatic birds of varied form and voice made sweet music in the air as they swept over their grand domains on whirring wing, or chattered happily in their rich feeding-grounds.

Those pleasant sounds were augmented by the axes of our men as they busied themselves in cutting firewood, and preparing our encampment.

The spot chosen was a piece of level sward overhung by trees and surrounded by bushes, except on the side next the little lake where an opening permitted us to see the sheet of water gleaming like fire as the sun sank behind the opposite trees. By that time we had traversed hundreds of miles of wilderness, stemming many rivers and rivulets; crossing or skirting hundreds of lakes which varied from two hundred miles to two hundred yards in length; dragging our boat and carrying our baggage over innumerable portages, and making our beds each night, in fair weather and foul, under the trees of the primeval forest, until we had at last plunged into regions almost unknown  where, probably, the foot of a white man had never before rested. On the way we had passed Muskrat House. There, with feelings of profound regret, we parted from our genial Highlander, promising, however, to send him an unusually long account of all our doings by the packet, which we purposed sending to headquarters sometime during the winter.

The particular duty which Lumley and I undertook on the evening in question was the lighting of the fire, and putting on of the kettles for supper. We were aided by our guide, Big Otter, who cut down and cut up the nearest dead trees, and by Salamander, who carried them to the camp.

Three days more, and we shall reach the scene of our operations, said Lumley to me, as we watched the slowly-rising flame which had just been kindled; is it not so? he asked of Big Otter, who came up at the moment with a stupendous log on his shoulders and flung it down.

Waugh? said the Indian, interrogatively.

Ask him, said Lumley to Salamander, who was interpreter to the expedition, if we are far now from the lodges of his people.

Three times, replied the red-man, pointing to the sun, will the great light go down, and then the smoke of Big Otters wigwam shall be seen rising above the trees.

Good; I shall be glad when I see it, returned Lumley, arranging a rustic tripod over the fire, for I long to begin the building of our house, and getting a supply of fish and meat for winter use. Now then, Salamander, fetch the big kettle.

Yis, sar, replied our little servant, with gleeful activity (he was only sixteen and an enthusiast) as he ran down to the lake for water.

Cut the pemmican up small, Max. Ive a notion it mixes better, though some fellows laugh at the idea and say that hungry men are not particular.

That is true, said I, attacking the pemmican with a small hatchet; yet have I seen these same scoffers at careful cookery doing ample and appreciative justice to the mess when cooked.

Just so. I have observed the same thing  but, I say, what is Big Otter looking so earnestly at over there?

Perhaps he sees a bear, said I; or a moose-deer.

No, he never pays so much attention to the lower animals, except when he wants to shoot them. He shakes his head, too. Lets go see. Come, Salamander, and interpret.

Big Otter sees something, said Lumley through Salamander as we approached.

Yes, Big Otter sees signs, was the reply.

And what may the signs be?

Signs of wind and rain and thunder.

Well, I suppose you know best but no such signs are visible to me. Ask him, Salamander, if we may expect the storm soon.

To this the Indian replied that he could not tell, but advised that preparation should be made for the worst.

It may be well here to remark that although Lumley and I, as well as some of our men, had acquired a smattering of the Indian tongue, our chief deemed it expedient to give us a regular interpreter whose knowledge of both languages was sufficiently extensive. Such an interpreter had been found in the youth whom we had styled Salamander, and whose real name I have now forgotten. This lads knowledge of Indian was perfect. He also understood French well, and spoke it badly, while his comprehension of English was quite equal to any emergency, though his power of speaking it was exceedingly limited. What he spoke could scarcely be styled a broken tongue; it was rather what we may call thoroughly smashed-up English! Such as it was, however, it served our purpose well enough, and as the lad was a willing, cheery, somewhat humorous fellow, he was justly deemed an acquisition to our party. While on this subject I may add that Blondin, who brought the winter packet to Dunregan, was one of our number  also, that both our Scotsmen were Highlanders, one being named Donald Bane, the other James Dougall. Why the first called the second Shames Tougall, and the second styled the first Tonal Pane is a circumstance which I cannot explain.

Among the French-Canadian half-breeds our blacksmith, Marcelle Dumont and our carpenter, Henri Coppet, were the most noteworthy; the first being a short but herculean man with a jovial temperament, the latter a thin, lanky, lugubrious fellow, with a grave disposition. Both were first-rate workmen, but indeed the same may be said of nearly all our men, who had been chosen very much because of their readiness and ability to turn their hands to anything.

Soon the kettles boiled. In one we infused tea. In another we prepared that thick soup so familiar to the Nor-wester, composed of pemmican and flour, which is known by the name of robbiboo. From a frying-pan the same substances, much thicker, sent up a savoury steam under the name of richeau.

There was not much conversation among us at the commencement of the meal, as we sat round the camp-fire, but when appetite was appeased muttered remarks were interchanged, and when tobacco-pipes came out, our tongues, set free from food, began to wag apace.

Dere is noting like a good souper, remarked Marcelle Dumont, the blacksmith, extending his burly form on the grass the more thoroughly to enjoy his pipe.

Shames Tougall, said Donald Bane, in an undertone, and with the deliberate slowness of his race, what does he mean by soopy?

Tonal, replied Dougall with equal deliberation, yed petter ask his nainsel.

It be de French for supper, said Salamander, who overheard the question.

Humph! ejaculated Dougall and Bane in unison; but they vouchsafed no further indication of the state of their minds.

Youre a true prophet, Big Otter, said Lumley, as a low rumbling of distant thunder broke the silence of the night, which would have been profound but for our voices, the crackling of the fire, and the tinkle of a neighbouring rill.

Soon afterwards we observed a faint flash of lightning, which was followed by another and deeper rumble of heavens artillery. Looking up through the branches we perceived that the sky had become overcast with heavy clouds.

Suddenly there came a blinding flash of lightning, as if the sun in noonday strength had burst through the black sky. It was followed instantly by thick, almost palpable darkness, and by a crash so tremendous that I sprang up with a sort of idea that the end of the world had come. The crash was prolonged in a series of rolling, bumping thunders, as though giants were playing bowls with worlds on the floor of heaven. Gradually the echoing peals subsided into sullen mutterings and finally died away.




Chapter Seven.

A Tremendous Storm and Other Experiences.

It need hardly be said that we all sprang up when the thunder-clap shook the earth, and began hastily to make preparation for the coming storm. The broad flat branches of a majestic pine formed a roof to our encampment. Dragging our provisions and blankets as near as possible to the stem of the tree, we covered them up with one of our oiled-cloths, which were somewhat similar in appearance and texture to the tarpaulings of seafaring men, though light in colour. Then we ran down to the lake, carried all our goods hastily to the same spot, covered them up in like manner, and finally dragged our boat as far up on the beach as possible.

Several blinding flashes and deafening peals saluted us while we were thus employed, but as yet not a drop of rain or sigh of wind disturbed us, and we were congratulating ourselves on having managed the matter so promptly, when several huge drops warned us to seek shelter.

That will do, boys, cried Lumley, referring to the boat, shes safe.

Voilà! vite! shouted Marcelle, our volatile son of Vulcan, as the first big drops of rain descended on him.

He sprang towards the sheltering tree with wild activity. So, indeed, did we all, but the rain was too quick for us. Down it came with the suddenness and fury of a shower-bath, and most of us were nearly drenched before we reached our pine. There was a good deal of shouting and laughter at first, but the tremendous forces of nature that had been let loose were too overwhelming to permit of continued levity. In a few minutes the ground near our tree became seamed with little glancing rivulets, while the rain continued to descend like straight heavy rods of crystal which beat on the earth with a dull persistent roar. Ere long the saturated soil refused to drink in the superabundance, and the crystal rods, descending into innumerable pools, changed the roar into the plash of many waters.

We stood close together for some time, gazing at this scene in silent solemnity, when a few trickling streams began to fall upon us, showing that our leafy canopy, thick though it was, could not protect us altogether from such a downpour.

Wed better rig up one of the oiled-cloths, and get under it, I suggested.

Do so, said our chief.

Scarcely had he spoken when a flash of lightning, brighter than any that had gone before, revealed to us the fact that the distant part of the hitherto placid lake was seething with foam.

A squall! Look out! shouted Lumley, grasping the oiled-cloth we were about to spread.

Every one shouted and seized hold of something under the strong conviction that action of some sort was necessary to avert danger. But all our voices were silenced in a dreadful roar of thunder which, as Donald Bane afterwards remarked, seemed to split the universe from stem to stern. This was instantly followed by a powerful whirlwind which caught our oiled-cloth, tore it out of our hands, and whisked it up into the tree-tops, where it stuck fast and flapped furiously, while some of our party were thrown down, and others seemed blown away altogether as they ran into the thick bush for shelter.

For myself, without any definite intentions, and scarce knowing what I was about, I seized and clung to the branches of a small tree with the tenacity of a drowning man  unable to open my eyes while sticks and leaves, huge limbs of trees and deluges of water flew madly past, filling my mind with a vague impression that the besom of destruction had become a veritable reality, and that we were all about to be swept off the face of the earth together.

Strange to say, in this crisis I felt no fear. I suppose I had not time or power to think at all, and I have since that day thought that God perhaps thus mercifully sends relief to His creatures in their direst extremity  just as He sends relief to poor human beings, when suffering intolerable pain, by causing stupor.

The outburst was as short-lived as it was furious. Suddenly the wind ceased; the floods of rain changed to slight droppings, and finally stopped altogether, while the thunder growled itself into sullen repose in the far distance.

But what a scene of wreck was left behind! We could not of course, see the full extent of the mischief, for the night still remained intensely dark, but enough was revealed in the numerous uprooted trees which lay all round us within the light of our rekindled camp-fire. From most of these we had been protected by the great pine under which we had taken shelter, though one or two had fallen perilously near to us  in one case falling on and slightly damaging our baggage.

Our first anxiety, of course, was our boat, towards which we ran as if by one impulse, the instant the wind had subsided.

To our horror it was gone!

Only those who know what it is to traverse hundreds of leagues of an almost tenantless wilderness, and have tried to push a few miles through roadless forests that have grown and fallen age after age in undisturbed entanglement since the morning of creation, can imagine the state of our minds at this discovery.

Search towards the woods, men, said Lumley, who, whatever he might have felt, was the only one amongst us who seemed unexcited. We could trace no sign of anxiety in the deep tones of his steady voice.

It was this quality  I may remark in passing  this calm, equable flow of self-possession in all circumstances, no matter how trying, that rendered our young leader so fit for the work with which he had been entrusted, and which caused us all to rely on him with unquestioning confidence. He never seemed uncertain how to act even in the most desperate circumstances, and he never gave way to discontent or depression. A gentle, good-humoured expression usually played on his countenance, yet he could look stern enough at times, and even fierce, as we all knew.

While we were stumbling in the dark in the direction indicated, we heard the voice of Salamander shouting:  

Here it am! De bot  busted on de bank!

And busted it certainly was, as we could feel, for it was too dark to see.

Fetch a blazing stick, one of you, cried Lumley.

A light revealed the fact that our boat, in being rolled bodily up the bank by the gale, had got several of her planks damaged and two of her ribs broken.

Lets be thankful, I said, on further examination, that no damage has been done to keel or gunle.

Nor to stem or stern-post, added Lumley. Come, we shant be delayed more than a day after all.

He was right. The whole of the day that followed the storm we spent in repairing the boat, and drying such portions of the goods as had got wet, as well as our own garments. The weather turned out to be bright and warm, so that when we lay down to rest, everything was ready for a start at the earliest gleam of dawn.

Lumley, said I, next day, as we rested after a good spell at the oars, what would have become of us if our boat had been smashed to pieces, or bodily blown away?

Nothing very serious would have become of us, I think, he replied with an amused look.

But consider, I said; we are now hundreds of miles away from Muskrat House  our nearest neighbour  with a dense wilderness and no roads between. Without a boat we could neither advance nor retreat. We might, of course, try to crawl along river banks and lake shores, which would involve the wading or swimming of hundreds of rivulets and rivers, with provisions and blankets on our backs, and even then winter would be down on us, and we should all be frozen to death before the end of the journey. Besides, even if we were to escape, how could we ever show face after leaving all our supply of goods and stores to rot in the wilderness?

Truly, replied my friend with a short laugh, the picture you paint is not a lively one, but it is I who ought to ask you to consider. There are many ways in which we might overcome our supposed difficulties. I will explain; and let me begin by pointing out that your first error lies in conceiving an improbability and an impossibility. In the first place it is improbable that our boat should get smashed to pieces. Such an event seldom occurs in river navigation, except in the case of going over something like Niagara. In the second place it is impossible that a boat should be blown bodily away. But let us suppose that, for the sake of argument, something of the kind had happened, and that our boat was damaged beyond repair, or lost; could we not, think you, fabricate a couple of birch-bark canoes in a country where such splendid birch-trees grow, and with these proceed to our destination?

Very true, said I, that did not occur to me; but, I continued, waxing argumentative, what if there had been no birch-trees in this part of the country?

Why then, Max, there would be nothing to prevent our placing most of our goods en cache, construct a small portable raft for crossing streams, and start off each man with a small load for Big Otters home, at which we should arrive in a week or two, and there set about the erection of huts to shelter us, begin a fishery, and remain until winter should set fast the lakes and rivers, cover the land with snow, and thus enable us to go back for our goods, and bring them forward on sledges, with aid, perhaps, from the red-men.

True, true, Lumley, that might be done.

Or, continued my friend, we might stay where the disaster overtook us, remain till winter, and send Big Otter on to tell his people that we were coming. When one plan fails, you know, all youve got to do is to try another. There is only one sort of accident that might cause us a deal of trouble, and some loss  and that is, our boat getting smashed and upset in a rapid, and our goods scattered. Even in that case we might recover much of what could swim, but lead and iron would be lost, and powder damaged. However we wont anticipate evil. Look! there is a sight that ought to banish all forebodings from our minds.

He pointed as he spoke to an opening ahead of us, which revealed a beautiful little lake, whose unruffled surface was studded with picturesque bush-clad islets. Water-fowl of many kinds were swimming about on its surface, or skimming swiftly over it. It seemed so peaceful that I was led to think of it as a miniature paradise.

Come, Henri, chante, sing, cried Lumley, with a touch of enthusiasm in eye and tone.

Our carpenter, Coppet, was by general consent our leading singer. He possessed a sweet tenor voice, and always responded to a call with a willingness that went far to counteract the lugubrious aspect of his visage. On this occasion he at once struck up the canoe-song, A la claire fontaine, which, besides being plaintive and beautiful, seemed to me exceedingly appropriate, for we were at that time crossing a height of land, and the clear, crystal waters over which we skimmed formed indeed the fountain-head of some of the great northern rivers.

The sudden burst of song had a wonderful effect upon the denizens of Clear Lake, as we named the sheet of water; for, after a brief momentary pause in their chatter  as if of incredulity and blazing surprise  they all arose at once in such myriads that the noise of their wings was not unlike what I may style muffled thunder.

Before the song was well finished we had reached the other end of the lakelet, and found that a deep river ran out of it in a noreasterly direction. The current of the river was powerful, and we had not proceeded many miles down its course when we came to a series of turbulent rapids.

As we entered them I could not help recalling Lumleys remarks about the risks we ran in descending rapids; but no thought of actual danger occurred to me until I saw Blondin, who was our bowman, draw in his oar, grasp a long pole with which he had provided himself, and stand up in the bow, the better to look out inquiringly ahead.

Now, it must be explained that the bowmans is the most important post in river navigation in the Nor-west  equal, at all events, to that of steersman. In fact the two act in concert; the bowman, whose position commands the best view of rocks and dangers ahead, giving direction, and the watchful steersman acting sympathetically with his long oar or sweep, so that should the bowman with his pole thrust the head of the boat violently to the right the steersman sweeps its stern sharply to the left, thus causing the craft to spin round and shoot aside from the danger, whatever it may be. Of course the general flow and turmoil of a rapid indicates pretty clearly to skilled eyes where the deepest water lies; nevertheless, in spite of knowledge, skill, and experience, disasters will happen at times.

Monsieur, said Blondin in French to Lumley, as we gained a smooth piece of water at the foot of a short rapid, I know not the rocks ahead. It may be well to land and look.

Do so, Blondin.

We ran the boats head on shore, and while the bowman and our leader went to look at the rapids in advance, most of our men got out their pipes and began to chat quietly.

Our scouts quickly returned, saying that the rapids, though rough, were practicable. Soon we were among them, darting down with what would have seemed, to any inexperienced eye, perilous velocity. The river at the place was about a hundred yards wide, with an unusually rugged channel, but with a distinctly marked run  deep and tortuous  in the middle. On both sides of the run, sweeping and curling surges told of rocks close to the surface, and in many places these showed black edges above water, which broke the stream into dazzling foam.

Have a care, Blondin, said our chief, in a warning voice, as the bowman made a sudden and desperate shove with his pole. A side current had swept us too far in the direction of a forbidding ledge, to touch on which might have been fatal. But Henri Coppet, who acted as steersman as well as carpenter, was equal to the occasion. He bent his lanky form almost double, took a magnificent sweep with the oar, and seconded Blondins shove so ably that we passed the danger like an arrow, with nothing but a slight graze.

That danger past we were on the brink of another, almost before we had time to think. At the time I remember being deeply impressed, in a confused way, with the fact that, whatever might await us below, there was now no possibility of our returning up stream. We were emphatically in for it, and our only hope lay in the judgment, boldness, and capacity of the two men who guided our frail bark  doubly frail, it seemed to me, when contrasted with the waters that surged around, and the solid rocks that appeared to bar our way in all directions. Even some of our men at the oars, whose only duty was to obey orders promptly, began to show symptoms of anxiety, if not of fear.

Smooth water ahead, muttered Lumley, pointing to a small lake into which the turbulent river ran about a quarter of a mile further down.

All right soon, I said, but just as I spoke the boat lightly touched a rock. Blondin saw that there was not sufficient depth in a passage which he had intended to traverse. With a shout to the steersman he thrust his pole over the side with all his might. The obedient craft turned as if on a pivot, and would have gone straight into a safe stream in another second, if Blondins pole had not stuck fast either in mud or between two rocks.

In a moment our bowman was whisked over the side as if he had been a feather. Letting go the pole he caught the gunwale and held on. The boat was carried broadside on the rocks, and the gushing water raised her upper side so high that she was on the point of rolling over when all of us  I think instinctively  sprang to that side and bore her down.

Over the side, some of you, cried Lumley, leaping into the water on the lower side, followed by six of us, including myself. Some of us were breast deep; others, on rocks, stood higher.

Now  together  shove!  and hold on!

There was no need to give us the latter caution.

Our boat shot into deep water and we all held on for life. Fortunately the more open part of the rapid had been gained. The steersman without aid could keep us in deep water, and, before we had fairly scrambled back into our places, we were floating safely on the quiet lake into which the river ran.

You may be sure that we had matter not only for gratulation but for conversation that night at supper; for, after discussing our recent adventure in all its phases, nearly every one of our party had numerous similar incidents to tell of  either as having occurred to himself, or to his friends. But the pleasure of that nights intercourse and repose was materially diminished by a pest with which for some time previously we had not been much afflicted.

Who has not heard of mosquitoes? We may inform those who have never seen or felt them that they are peculiarly virulent and numerous and vicious and bloodthirsty in the swampy lands of North America, and that night we had got into a region of swamps. It may also, perhaps, be unknown to some people that mosquitoes do not slumber  unless, indeed, they do it on a preconcerted plan of relieving guard. Either there is a day and night shift or they do not rest at all. As a consequence we did not rest. Groans and maledictions were the order of the night. We spent much time in slapping our own faces, and immolated hundreds of the foe at each slap, but thousands came on to refill the ranks. We buried our heads under our blankets, but could not sleep for suffocation. Some of the men left their faces exposed, went to sleep in desperate exhaustion, after hours of fruitless warfare, and awoke with eyes all but shut up, and cheeks like dumplings. Others lay down to leeward of the fire and spent the night in a compound experience of blood-sucking and choking. One ingenious man  I think it was Salamander  wrapped his visage in a kerchief, leaving nothing exposed save the point of his nose for breathing purposes. In the morning he arose with something like a huge strawberry on the end of his prominent feature.

Indeed, it was a wearing night to follow such a trying day!




Chapter Eight.

Deep in the Wilderness we find our Home which is Shared with the Wild Beast, the Wild Bird, and the Savage.

Availing myself now of that wonderful power which we possess of projecting the mind instantaneously through space and time, I will leave our adventurous fur-traders, and, conveying my reader still deeper into the heart of the great wilderness, set him down on the margin of one of those lesser sheets of water which lie some distance in a south-westerly direction from that mighty fresh-water ocean called Athabasca.

This lake, although small when compared with the vast reservoirs which stud those northern wilds, is, nevertheless, of goodly dimensions, being about six miles in diameter, and studded here and there with numerous islets, some of which are almost bare rocks of a few yards in extent, while others are not less than a quarter of a mile in circumference, and thickly wooded to the edge.

It is a somewhat peculiar lake. It does not lie, as many lakes do, in the bottom of a valley, from which the spectator lifts his eye to surrounding heights, but rests in a little hollow on a height of land from many points of which the eye looks down on the surrounding low country. It is true, that in one direction, westward, a line of distant blue hills is seen, which are obviously higher than our lake, for the land rises gently towards them; but when you ascend a wooded knoll close by, the summit of which is free from underwood, it is seen at a glance that on all other sides the land is below you, and your eye takes in at one grand sweep all round the compass a view of woodland and plain, mound and morass, lake, river, and rivulet, such as is probably unequalled  certainly unsurpassed  in any other part of the known world.

Solitude profound  as far as men and their works are concerned  marked this lovely region at the time of our arrival, though there was the most telling evidence of exuberant animal life everywhere, to the ear as well as to the eye; for the air was vocal with the plaintive cries and whistling wings of wild-fowl which sported about in blissful enjoyment of their existence, while occasional breaks in the glassy surface of the water, and numerous widening circles, told that fish were not less jovial in the realms below. This was at last the longed-for Lake Wichikagan.

Man, however, was not altogether absent, though less obviously present, at that time. At the extreme western end of the lake, where the view of the regions beyond was most extensive as well as most beautiful, there was a bright green patch of land, free from underwood as well as trees  a sort of natural lawn  which extended with a gentle slope towards the lake; ending in a pebbly beach on which the waters rested so calm and pure that it was difficult to distinguish the line where dry land and water met.

A little to the right of this beautiful spot there grew a small clump of bushes, and in the midst of these there crouched two Indians. One was middle-aged, the other was entering on the period of early manhood, and a strongly marked resemblance in feature and form indicated plainly that they stood to each other in the relation of father and son. Both were clothed in leather, with the usual ornamentation of beads, scalp-locks, and feathers. Their faces, however, were not disfigured with war-paint  a sign that at that time they were at peace with all mankind.

It might have struck an observer, however, that for men of peace they were in suspiciously warlike attitudes. The elder savage stooped low to conceal himself behind the foliage, and held a long single-barrelled gun in readiness for instant action, while the youth, also stooping low, held an arrow ready fitted to his short bow. The eyes of both glared with expressions that might have been indicative of joy, hope, hate, revenge, expectation, or anything else you please  for a glare is unquestionably an ambiguous expression at the best, needing a context to expound it.

Let two die, muttered the elder redskin  of course in his own tongue. (I had the details from his own lips afterwards, and translate them as literally as may be.)

Ho! replied the son, without moving his glare from the direction from which the two doomed ones were expected to emerge.

Presently a flock of grey wild-geese came majestically along, close to the margin of the lake  flying low, as well as slow, and following the curvings of the shore as if in search of a suitable feeding-place at which to alight. The green of the natural lawn had evidently attracted these birds, for they skimmed over the bushes behind which our Indians crouched almost within pistol-shot.

Like statues the red-men stood until the geese were over them; then an arrow from the sons bow quivered in the heart of one bird, and brought it fluttering heavily to the ground. At the same instant the echoes around answered to the fathers gun, and another goose lay dead upon the sward.

Waugh! exclaimed both Indians as they stepped forth and picked up their game.

These sons of the wilderness were not, however, very communicative, for they spake never a word more. Perhaps they were hungry, and it is well-known that hungry men are not sociable. At all events they maintained a profound silence while they cut down a small decayed tree, made a good fire, and prepared dinner, or  as the sun was beginning to decline at the time  I may call it supper.

The mode of preparation was simple. Of course they plucked the geese; an operation which revealed the fact that both birds were plump and fat. Next they split them open with their scalping-knives, and, going down to the lake, cleaned them out with the same weapons. Then, transfixing them on two pieces of stick, after the manner of red-men, they stuck them up before the fire to roast. The roasting did not take long, for they were either partial to underdone food or impatient, and began at once upon such portions of the birds as were first ready, by cutting them off and chewing away without removing the remainder of the roasts from the fire. By degrees the solid parts were devoured. Then the drumsticks and other extremities were picked; after that the merry-thoughts and smaller bones were cleaned, and not until every fragment of edible matter was consumed did father or son cease his toil or utter a word.

Waugh! exclaimed the father at last, regarding the skeleton of his meal with a sad look, as if grieved that all was over.

Hough! responded the son with a sigh of satisfaction, as he wiped his fingers on the grass and sheathed his scalping-knife. Then, searching in their little pouches, which contained flint steel, tinder, etcetera, they drew forth two little stone pipes with wooden stems, which they filled and began to smoke.

The first whiff seemed to break the magic spell which had hitherto kept them silent. With another emphatic Waugh! the elder savage declared that the goose was good; that it distended him pleasantly, and that it warmed the cockles of his heart  or words to that effect. To which the son replied with a not less emphatic Hough! that he was entirely of the same opinion. Thus, whiffing gently, letting the smoke slowly out of their mouths and trickling it through their nostrils, so as to get the full benefit  or or damage!  of the tobacco, those sons of the wilderness continued for some time to enjoy themselves, while the sun sank slowly towards the western horizon, converting every lake and pond, and every river and streamlet, into a sheet, or band, or thread of burnished gold. At last the elder savage removed his pipe and sent a final shot of smoke towards the sky with some vigour as he said, rather abruptly, Mozwa, my brother must be dead!

I hope not, father, returned the youth, whose name, Mozwa, signifies in the Cree language moose-deer, and had been given to the lad because he possessed an unusual power of running great distances, and for long periods, at a sort of swinging trot that left all competitors of his tribe far behind.

I also hope not, said his father, whose name was Maqua, or bear, but I am forced to think so, for when Big Otter promises he is sure to perform. He said to Waboose that he would be home before the berries were ripe. The berries are ripe and he is not home. Without doubt he is now chasing the deer in the happy hunting-grounds with his fathers.

Waboose, to whom this promise had been made, was a favourite niece of Big Otter, and had been named Waboose, or rabbit, because she was pretty innocent, soft, and tender.

My father, said Mozwa, rather solemnly, Big Otter has not broken his word, for all the berries are not yet ripe.

He plucked a berry which chanced to be growing near his hand, as he spoke, and held it up to view.

Waugh! exclaimed the elder savage.

Hough! returned the younger.

What more might have been said at that time no one can tell, for the conversation was cut short by a sound which caused both Indians to listen with intense earnestness. Their eyes glittered like the eyes of serpents, and their nostrils dilated like those of the wild-horse, while each man gently moved his right hand towards his weapon.

And if the too inquisitive reader should ask me how I could possibly come to know all this, seeing that I was not there at the time, I reply that the whole matter was related to me with minute and dramatic power by young Mozwa himself not long afterwards.

There was indeed ground for the excitement and earnest attention of those red-men, for the sweet and distant notes of a Canadian canoe-song had at that moment, for the first time, awakened the echoes of that part of the Great Nor-west.

The two men were not indeed ignorant of the fact that such songs were sung by Canadian voyageurs  Maqua had even heard some of them hummed once by the men of Muskrat House, when, a good while before, he had paid a visit to that remote trading-post  but never before had father or son listened to the songs sung in full chorus as they now heard them.

Spell-bound they waited until the sound of oars mingled with the gradually strengthening song. Then their fingers closed convulsively upon their weapons and they sprang up.

What does my son think?

He thinks that the white man may be on the war-path, and it behoves the red-man like the serpent to creep into the grass and lie still.

The elder savage shook his head.

No, Mozwa. The white man never goes on the war-path, except to track down murderers. When he goes through the land he travels as the red-mans friend. Nevertheless, it is well to be on our guard.

As he spoke, the song, which had been increasing in strength every moment, suddenly burst forth with great power in consequence of the boat which bore the singers rounding a rocky point and coming into full view.

To sink into the grass, imitate the serpent and vanish from the scene, was the work of a few seconds on the part of Maqua and his son.

Meanwhile the boat, which I need scarcely say was ours, came sweeping grandly on, for the fineness of the evening, the calmness of the lake, the splendour of the scene, and the prospect of a good supper, to be followed by a good nights rest lent fresh vigour to the arms as well as to the voices of our men.

Hold on a bit, boys, cried Jack Lumley, standing up in the stern and looking shoreward, this seems a pretty good place to camp.

There is a better place a few yards further on, said Big Otter, who pulled the stroke oar. I know every foot of the country here. It is a soft

What does Big Otter see? asked Lumley, for the Indian had come to a sudden stop, and was gazing earnestly ahead.

He sees the smoke of a fire.

Is it likely to be the fire of an enemy?

No  more like to be the camp of some of my people, but their wigwams are two days beyond this lake. Perhaps hunters are out in this direction.

We shall soon see  give way, lads! said Lumley, sitting down.

In a few minutes the boat was on the beach. We sprang ashore, and hastened to the spot where a thin wreath of smoke indicated the remains of a camp-fire.

Of course we carried our arms, not knowing whom we should meet with.

After examining the spot carefully, Big Otter stood up and was about to speak to our chief, when a slight peculiar chirp was heard in the bushes. It is probable that we should have deemed it that of some small bird and paid no attention to it if our Indian had not suddenly bent his head on one side as if to listen. At the same time he replied to the chirp. Again the sound was heard, and Big Otter, turning round quickly, without uttering a word, entered the bushes and disappeared.

Stand ready, lads! said Lumley in a quiet voice, bringing forward the muzzle of his gun, theres no saying what may come of this.

Scarcely had he spoken when a rustling was heard in the bushes. Next moment they were thrust aside and Big Otter reissued from them, followed by two Indians, whom he introduced to us as his brother and nephew. At the same time he gave us the gratifying information that his tribe had moved up from the region in which they usually dwelt for the purpose of hunting and fishing in the neighbourhood of the lake, and that the camp was not more than six or seven miles distant from the spot on which we stood.

To this Lumley replied by expressing his gratification at the news, and shaking hands with the two Indians, who, however, received the shake with some distrust and much surprise, until Big Otter explained the nature and meaning of the white mans salutation. He also explained the meaning of What cheer. On hearing which Maqua, not to be outdone in politeness, extended his hand for another shake, and exclaimed Watchee! with profound gravity. Mozwa, with some hesitation, imitated his fathers example.

While we were thus pleasantly engaged, a sonorous trumpet sound was heard behind the clump of small trees near us. A moment later and two magnificent wild swans sailed over the tree-tops and above our heads. They made a tumultuously wild swoop to one side on discovering the near proximity of their enemy man but were too late. Almost before any of the party had time to move a muscle, two sharp cracks were heard, and both swans fell stone dead, with a heavy splash, at the margin of the lake.

It was our chief, Jack Lumley, who had brought them down with his double-barrelled fowling-piece. I have omitted to mention that Lumley was one of the noted crack-shots of the country at that time  noted not only for the deadly precision, but also for the lightning-like rapidity of his aim.

The Indians, albeit themselves pretty fair marksmen, were deeply impressed with this evidence of skill, and it went far to strengthen the influence which our chiefs manly proportions and genial countenance had already begun to exercise.

Thats a good beginning, Lumley, said I, for it not only impresses our new friends favourably, but provides excellent fresh meat for supper.

Yonder comes better meat for supper, he replied, pointing towards a neighbouring height, where we could see the forms of two men approaching, with the carcase of a deer between them.

It was Donald Bane and James Dougall who had been thus successful. These sons of the Scottish Highlands, being ardent sportsmen as well as good marksmen, had been appointed to the post of hunters to our party, and were frequently sent ashore to procure fresh meat.

The country is swarmin wi game, Muster Lumley, said Bane, as they came up, and flung down the deer. Not only teer an rabbits, but tucks an geese, an all sorts o pirds. Moreover, Tougall, she got into a bog after wan o the peasts, an I thought I wass goin to lose him altogither. Shames Tougall, says I, dont you go anither step till I come to you, or youre a lost man, but Shames went on  he was always an obstinate loon

Dat is true, remarked Salamander.

Hold yer noise! said Bane. Well, sur, Tougall went on, an sure enough the very next step down he went up to the neck

No, Tonald, interrupted Dougall, it wass not up to the neck; it wass only to the waist. The nixt after that it wass up to the neck, but then I wass soomin.

Ye would hey bin soomin yet, Shames, if I had not pulled ye oot, said his friend.

Oo ay, Tonald Pane. That iss true, but

Well, Dougall, interrupted Lumley at this point, it will be better to dry your garments than discuss the question just now. We will encamp here, so go to work, boys.

There was no need for more. During our long journey into these far-off wilds each man had fallen into his allotted place and work, and the force of habit had made us so like machines that I think if we had suddenly become a party of somnambulists we would have gone through the same actions each evening on landing.

Accordingly, Lumley and I gathered small branches and rekindled the Indians fire, which had by that time almost gone out. Marcelle Dumont being professionally a forger of axes, and Henri Coppet, being an artificer in wood, went off to cut down trees for firewood; and Donald Bane with his friend set about cutting up and preparing the venison, while Blondin superintended and assisted Salamander and the others in landing the cargo, and hauling up the boat.

Max, said Lumley to me that evening during an interval in our devotion to steaks and marrow-bones, look around for a moment if you can tear your gross mind from the contemplation of food, and tell me what you see?

He made a sweep with his arm to indicate the surrounding scenery, which was at the moment irradiated by the after-glow of the setting sun, as well as the brightening beams of the full moon.

I see, said I, looking up, a lovely lake, dotted with islets of varied shape and size, with the pale moon reflected almost unbroken in its glassy waters.

What else do you see? asked Lumley.

I see around and beyond a prospect of boundless woodland, of plain, mound, hill, lake, and river, extending with a grand sweep that suggests ideas which can only be defined by the word Immensity. I see altogether a scene the like of which I never looked upon before  a scene of beauty, peacefulness, and grandeur which gladdens the eye to behold and fills the heart with gratitude to its Maker.

You say well, Max, returned my friend, and it seems to me that we may regard this Lake Wichikagan which we now look upon as our inheritance in the wilderness, and that the spot on which we now sit shall be, for some time at least, our future home.




Chapter Nine.

A Bright Apparition  Followed by Rumours of War.

While we were thus feasting and chatting on the green sward of the region which seemed destined to be our future home, an object suddenly appeared among the bushes, near the edge of the circle of light cast by our camp-fire.

This object was by no means a frightful one, yet it caused a sensation in the camp which could hardly have been intensified if we had suddenly discovered a buffalo with the nose of an elephant and the tail of a rattlesnake. For one moment we were all struck dumb; then we all sprang to our feet, but we did not seize our firearms  oh no!  for there, half concealed by the bushes, and gazing at us in timid wonder, stood a pretty young girl, with a skin much fairer than usually falls to the lot of Indian women, and with light brown hair as well as bright blue eyes. In all other respects  in costume, and humble bearing  she resembled the women of the soil.

I would not willingly inflict on the reader too much of my private feelings and opinions, but perhaps I may be excused for saying that I fell over head and ears in love with this creature at once! I make no apology for being thus candid. On the contrary, I am prepared rather to plume myself on the quick perception which enabled me not only to observe the beauty of the girls countenance, but, what is of far more importance, the inherent goodness which welled from her loving eyes. Yes, reader, call me an ass if you will, but I unblushingly repeat that I fell  tumbled  plunged headlong in love with her. So did every other man in the camp! There is this to be said in excuse for us, that we had not seen any members of the fair sex for many months, and that the sight of this brilliant specimen naturally aroused many pleasant recollections of cousins, sisters, nieces, aunts, mothers, grandmothers  well, perhaps I am going too far; though, after all, the tender, loving-kindness in this girls eyes might well have suggested grandmothers!

Before any of us could recover the use of our limbs, Big Otter had glided rapidly towards the girl. Grasping her by the hand, he led her towards Lumley, and introduced her as his sisters daughter, Waboose.

The red-man was evidently proud as well as fond of his fair niece, and equally clear did it become in a short time that the girl was as fond and proud of him.

Your relative is very fair, said Lumley. She might almost have been the daughter of a white man.

She is the daughter of a white man.

Indeed!

Yes; her father was a white hunter who left his people and came to dwell with us and married my sister. He was much loved and respected by us. He lived and hunted and went on the war-path with us for many years  then he was killed.

In war? I asked, beginning to feel sympathetic regard for the father of one who had stirred my heart to  but, I forget. It is not my intention to bore the reader with my personal feelings.

No, answered the Indian. He perished in attempting to save his wife from a dangerous rapid. He brought her to the bank close to the head of a great waterfall, and many hands were stretched out to grasp her. She was saved, but the strength of the brave pale-face was gone, and we knew it not. Before we could lay hold of his hand the current swept him away and carried him over the falls.

How sad! said Lumley. What was the name of this white man?

He told us that his name was Weeum  but, said the Indian, turning abruptly to Waboose, whose countenance betrayed feelings which were obviously aroused by other matters than this reference to her lost father, my child has news of some sort. Let her speak.

Thus permitted, Waboose opened her lips for the first time  disclosing a double row of bright little teeth in the act  and said that she had been sent by her mother in search of Maqua and his son, as she had reason to believe that the camp was in danger of being attacked by Dogrib Indians.

On hearing this, Maqua and Mozwa rose, picked up their weapons, and without a word of explanation entered the bushes swiftly and disappeared.

Big Otter looked after them for a moment or two in grave silence.

You had better follow them, suggested Lumley. If you should require help, send a swift messenger back and we will come to you.

The Indian received this with a quiet inclination of the head, but made no reply. Then, taking his niece by the hand, he led her into the bushes where his relatives had entered and, like them, disappeared.

It seems like a dream, said I to Lumley, as we all sat down again to our steaks and marrow-bones.

What seems like a dream, Max  the grub?

No, the girl.

Truly, yes. And a very pleasant dream too. Almost as good as this bone.

Oh! you unsentimental, unsympathetic monster. Does not the sight of a pretty young creature like that remind you of home, and all the sweet refining influences shed around it by woman?

I cannot say that it does  hand me another; no, not a little thing like that, a big one full of marrow, so  . You see, old boy, a band of beads round the head, a sky-blue cloth bodice, a skirt of green flannel reaching only to the knees, cloth leggings ornamented with porcupine quills and moccasined feet, do not naturally suggest my respected mother or sisters.

For the first time in our acquaintance I felt somewhat disgusted with my friends levity, and made no rejoinder. He looked at me quickly, with slightly raised eyebrows, and gave a little laugh.

With a strong effort I crushed down my feelings, and said in a tone of forced gaiety:  

Well, well, things strike people in strangely different lights. I thought not of the girls costume but her countenance.

Come, then, Max, returned my friend, with that considerate good nature which attracted men so powerfully to him, I admit that the girls face might well suggest the thought of dearer faces in distant lands  and especially her eyes, so different from the piercing black orbs of Indian squaws. Did you note the  the softness, I was going to say truthfulness, of her strangely blue eyes?

Did I note them! The question seemed to me so ridiculous that I laughed, by way of reply.

I observed that Lumley cast on me for the second time a sharp inquiring glance, then he said:  

But I say, Max, we must have our arms looked to, and be ready for a sudden call. You know that I dont love fighting. Especially at the commencement of our sojourn would I avoid mixing myself up with Indians quarrels; but if our guide comes back saying that their camp is in danger, we must help him. It would never do, you know, to leave women and children to the mercy of ruthless savages.

Leave woman and children! I exclaimed vehemently, thinking of only one woman at the moment, I should think not!

The tone of indignation in which I said this caused my friend to laugh outright.

Well, well, he said, in a low tone, its a curious complaint, and not easily cured.

What he meant was at the time a mystery to me. I have since come to understand.

I suppose youll all agree with me, lads, said Lumley to the men who sat eating their supper on the opposite side of the fire, and raising his voice, for we had hitherto been conversing in a low tone, if Big Otters friends need help well be ready to give it?

Of course a hearty assent was given, and several of the men, having finished supper, rose to examine their weapons.

The guns used by travellers in the Great Nor-west in those days were long single-barrels with flint-locks, the powder in which was very apt to get wet through priming-pans and touch-holes, so that frequent inspection was absolutely necessary.

As our party consisted of twelve men, including ourselves, and each was armed  Lumley and myself with double-barrelled fowling-pieces  we were able, if need be, to fire a volley of fourteen shots. Besides this, my chief and I carried revolvers, which weapons had only just been introduced into that part of the country. We were therefore prepared to lend effective aid to any whom we thought it right to succour.

Scarcely had our arrangements been made when the lithe agile form of Mozwa glided into the camp and stood before Lumley. The lad tried hard to look calm, grave, and collected, as became a young Indian brave, but the perspiration on his brow and his labouring chest told that he had been running far at the utmost speed, while a wild glitter in his dark eye betrayed strong emotion. Pointing in the direction whence he had come, he uttered the name Big Otter.

All right. I understand you, said Lumley, springing up. Now, boys, sharps the word; we will go to the help of our guide. But two of you must stay behind to guard our camp. Do you, Donald Bane and James Dougall, remain and keep a bright look-out.

Is it to stop here, we are? asked Bane, with a mutinous look.

Yes, exclaimed our leader so sharply that the mutinous look faded.

An are we to be left behind, growled Dougall, when theres fightin to be done?

I have no time for words, Dougall, said Lumley in a low voice, but if you dont at once set about preparation to defend the camp, Ill give you some fighting to do that you wont relish.

Dougall had no difficulty in understanding his leaders meaning. He and his friend at once set about the required preparations.

Now then, Mozwa, said Lumley.

The young Indian, who had remained erect and apparently unobservant, with his arms crossed on his still heaving chest, turned at once and went off at a swift trot, followed by all our party with the exception of the ill-pleased Highlanders, who, in their eagerness for the fray, did not perceive that theirs might be a post of the greatest danger, as it certainly was one of trust.

Tonald, said Dougall, sitting down and lighting his pipe after we were gone, I wass vera near givin Muster Lumley a cood threshin.

Hum! its well ye didnt try, Shames.

An what for no?

Because hes more nor a match for ye.

I dont know that Tonald. Im as stout a man as he is, whatever.

Oo ay, so ye are, Shames; but yere no a match for him. Hes been to school among thae Englishers, an can use his fists, let me tell you.

At this Dougall held up a clenched hand, hard and knuckly from honest toil, that was nearly as big as a small ham. Regarding it with much complacency he said, slowly:  

An dont you think, Tonald, that I could use my fist too?

Maybe you could, in a kind o way, returned the other, also filling his pipe and sitting down; but Ill tell ye what Muster Lumley would do to you, Shames, if ye offered to fight him. He would dance round you like a cooper round a cask; then, first of all, he would flatten your nose  which is flat enough already, whatever  wi wan hand, an hed drive in your stummick wi the other. Then he would give you one between the two eyes an raise a bridge there to make up for the wan hed destroyed on your nose, an before you had time to sneeze he would put a rainbow under your left eye. Or ever you had time to wink he would put another under your right eye, and if that didnt settle you he would give you a finishin dig in the ribs, Shames, trip up your heels, an lay you on the ground, where I make no doubt you would lie an meditate whether it wass worth while to rise up for more.

All that would be verra unpleasant, Tonald, said Dougall, with a humorous glance from the corners of his small grey eyes, but I duffer with ye in opeenion.

You would duffer in opeenion with the Apostle Paul if he wass here, said the other, rising, as his pipe was by that time well alight, and resuming his work, but well better obey Muster Lumleys orders than argufy about him.

Ill agree with you there, Tonald, just to convince you that I dont always duffer, said the argumentative Highlander, rising to assist his not less argumentative friend.

The two men pursued their labour in silence, and in the course of an hour or so had piled all the baggage in a circle in the middle of the open lawn, so as to form a little fortress, into which they might spring and keep almost any number of savages at bay for some time; because savages, unlike most white men, have no belief in that glory which consists in rushing on certain death, in order to form a bridge of dead bodies over which comrades may march to victory. Each savage is, for the most part, keenly alive to the importance of guarding his own life, so that a band of savages seldom makes a rush where certain death awaits the leaders. Hence our two Highlanders felt quite confident of being able to hold their little fort with two guns each and a large supply of ammunition.

Meanwhile Mozwa continued his rapid trot through wood and brake; over swamp, and plain, and grassy mound. Being all of us by that time strong in wind and limb, we followed him without difficulty.

Lads, be careful, said Lumley, as we went along, that no shot is fired, whatever happens, until I give the word. You see, Max, he continued in a lower tone, nothing but the sternest necessity will induce me to shed human blood. I am here to open up trade with the natives, not to fight them, or mix myself up in their quarrels. At the same time it would be bad policy to stand aloof while the tribes we have come to benefit, and of which our guide is a member, are assailed by enemies. We must try what we can do to make peace, and risk something in the attempt.

Arrived at the Indian camp, we found a band of braves just on the point of leaving it, although by that time it was quite dark. The tribe  or rather that portion of it which was encamped in leathern wigwams, on one of the grassy mounds with which the country abounded  consisted of some hundred families, and the women and children were moving about in great excitement, while the warriors were preparing to leave. I was struck, however, by the calm and dignified bearing of one white-haired patriarch, who stood in the opening of his wigwam, talking to a number of the elder men and women who crowded round him. He was the old chief of the tribe; and, being no longer able to go on the war-path, remained with the aged men and the youths, whose duty it was to guard the camp.

My children, he said, as we came up, fear not. The Great Spirit is with us, for our cause is just. He has sent Big Otter back to us in good time, and, see, has He not also sent white men to help us?

The war-party was detained on our arrival until we should hold a palaver with the old chief and principal braves. We soon ascertained that the cause of disagreement between the two tribes, and of the declaration of war, was a mere trifle, strongly resembling in that respect the causes of most wars among civilised nations! A brave of the one tribe had insultingly remarked that a warrior of the other tribe had claimed the carcase of a moose-deer which had been mortally wounded, and tracked, and slain by him, the insulter. The insulted one vowed that he shot the deer dead  he would scorn to wound a deer at all  and had left it in hiding until he could obtain assistance to fetch the meat. Young hotheads on both sides fomented the quarrel until older heads were forced to take the matter up; they became sympathetically inflamed, and, finally, war to the knife was declared. No blood had yet been shed, but it was understood by Big Otters friends  who were really the injured party  that their foes had sent away their women and children, preparatory to a descent on them.

Now, Salamander, said Lumley, who, although he had considerably increased his knowledge of the Indian language by conversing with the guide during our voyage, preferred to speak through an interpreter when he had anything important to say, tell the old chief that this war-party must not go forth. Tell him that the great white chief who guides the affairs of the traders, has sent me to trade furs in this region, and that I will not permit fighting.

This was such a bold  almost presumptuous, way of putting the matter that the old red chief looked at the young white chief in surprise; but as there was neither bluster nor presumption in the calm countenance of Lumley  only firmness coupled with extreme good humour  he felt somewhat disconcerted.

How will my white brother prevent war? asked the old chief, whose name was Muskrat.

By packing up my goods, and going elsewhere, replied Lumley directly, without an instants hesitation, in the Indian tongue.

At this, there was an elongation of the faces of the men who heard it, and something like a soft groan from the squaws who listened in the background.

That would be a sad calamity, said old Muskrat, and I have no wish to fight; but how will the young white chief prevent our foes from attacking us?

Tell him, Salamander, that I will do so by going to see them.

My young braves will be happy to go out under the guidance of so strong a warrior, returned Muskrat, quite delighted with the proposal.

Nay, old chief, you mistake me, I will take no braves with me.

No matter, returned Muskrat; doubtless the white men and their guns will be more than a match for our red foes.

Still you misunderstand, said Lumley. I am no warrior, but a man of peace. I shall go without guns or knives  and alone, except that I will ask young Mozwa to guide me.

Alone! unarmed! murmured the old man, in astonishment almost too great for expression. What can one do against a hundred with weapons?

You shall see, said Lumley, with a light laugh as he turned to me.

Now, Max, dont speak or remonstrate, like a good fellow; we have no time to discuss, only to act. I find that Muskrats foes speak the same dialect as himself, so that an interpreter is needless. I carry two revolvers in the breast of my coat. You have a clasp-knife in your pocket; make me a present of it, will you? Thanks. Now, have our men in readiness for instant action. Dont let them go to rest, but let them eat as much, and as long, as they choose. Keep the old chief and his men amused with long yarns about what we mean to do in these regions, and dont let any one follow me. Keep your mind easy. If I dont return in three hours, you may set off to look for me, though it will I fear be of no use by that time; and, stay, if you should hear a pistol-shot, run out with all our men towards it. Now, Mozwa, lead on to the enemys camp.

The young Indian, who was evidently proud of the trust reposed in him, and cared nothing for danger, stalked into the forest with the look and bearing of a dauntless warrior.




Chapter Ten.

Salamander Gives and Receives a Surprise, and War is Averted by Wise Diplomacy.

It has been already said that our interpreter, Salamander, possessed a spirit of humour slightly tinged with mischief, which, while it unquestionably added to the amusement of our sojourn in those lands, helped not a little to rouse our anxieties.

On returning to our men, after parting from Lumley, for the purpose of giving them their instructions, I found that Salamander was missing, and that no one could tell where he had gone. I caused a search to be made for him, which was unsuccessful, and would have persevered with it if there had not pressed upon me the necessity of obeying my chiefs orders to keep the savages amused. This I set about doing without delay, and having, like my friend, been a diligent student of the language on the journey, found that I succeeded, more than I had ventured to hope for, in communicating my ideas.

As the disappearance of Salamander, however, was the subject which exercised my mind most severely at the time, and as he afterwards gave me a full account of the cause in detail, I shall set it down here.

Being possessed that evening, as he confessed, with a spirit of restlessness, and remembering that our two Highlanders had been left to guard the camp at Lake Wichikagan, he resolved to pay them a visit. The distance, as I have said elsewhere, was not much more than six miles  a mere trifle to one who was as fleet as a young deer and strong as an old bear. He soon traversed the ground and came up to the camp.

At first he meant merely to give the men a surprise, but the spirit to which I have already referred induced him to determine on giving them a fright. Approaching very cautiously, therefore, with this end in view, he found that things were admirably arranged for his purpose.

Donald Bane and James Dougall, having finished their fortress in the centre of the open lawn, as already described, returned to their fire, which, it may be remembered, was kindled close to the edge of the bushes. There they cooked some food and devoured it with the gusto of men who had well earned their supper. Thereafter, as a matter of course, they proceeded to enjoy a pipe.

The night, besides being fine and calm, was unusually warm, thereby inducing a feeling of drowsiness, which gradually checked the flow of conversation previously evoked by the pipes.

It is not likely the redskins will come up here to give us a chance when theres such a lot of our lads gone to meet them, said Bane, with a yawn.

I agree with you, Tonald, answered Dougall grumpily.

It is quite new to hev you agreein with me so much, Shames, returned Bane with another yawn.

You are right. An it is more lively to disagree, whatever, rejoined Dougall, with an irresistible, because sympathetic, yawn.

Oo ay, thats true, Shames. Yie-a-ou!

This yawn was so effusive that Dougall, refusing to be led even by sympathy, yawned internally with his lips closed and swallowed it.

The conversation dropped at this point, though the puffs went on languidly. As the men were extended at full-length, one on his side, the other on his back, it was not unnatural that, being fatigued, they should both pass from the meditative to the dreamy state, and from that to the unconscious.

It was in this condition that Salamander discovered them.

Asleep at their posts! he said mentally. That deserves punishment.

He had crept on hands and knees to the edge of the bushes, and paused to contemplate the wide-open mouth of Bane, who lay on his back, and the prominent right ear of Dougall, whose head rested on his left arm. The débris of supper lay around them  scraps of pemmican, pannikins, spoons, knives, and the broken shells of teal-duck eggs which, having been picked up some time before, had gone bad.

Suddenly an inspiration  doubtless from the spirit of mischief  came over Salamander. There was one small unbroken egg on the ground near to Banes elbow. Just over his head the branch of a bush extended. To genius everything comes handy and nothing amiss. Salamander tied the egg to a piece of small twine and suspended it to the twig in such fashion that the egg hung directly over Banes wide-open mouth. At a glance he had seen that it was possible to lay a light hand on the inner end of the branch, and at the same time bend his mouth over Dougalls ear. He drew a long breath, for it was a somewhat delicate and difficult, being a duplicate, manoeuvre!

Pressing down the branch very slowly and with exceeding care, he guided the egg into Banes mouth. He observed the precise moment when it touched the sleepers tongue, and then exploded a yell into Dougalls ear that nearly burst the tympanum.

Banes jaws shut with a snap instantly. Need we  no, we need not! Dougall leaped up with a cry that almost equalled that of Salamander. Both men rushed to the fortress and bounded into it, the one spurting out Gaelic expletives, the other rotten egg and bits of shell. They seized their guns and crouched, glaring through the various loopholes all round with finger on trigger, ready to sacrifice at a moments notice anything with life that should appear. Indeed they found it difficult, in their excited condition, to refrain from blazing at nothing! Their friendly foe meanwhile had retired, highly delighted with his success. He had not done with them however. By no means! The spirit of mischief was still strong upon him, and he crept into the bushes to meditate.

It wass an evil speerut, Shames, gasped Donald Bane, when he had nearly got rid of the egg. Did you smell his preath?

No, Tonald, it wass not. Spirits are not corporeal, and cannot handle eggs, much less cram them down a mans throat. It wass the egg you did smell.

That may be so, Shames, but it could not be a redskin, for he would be more likely to cram a scalpin knife into my heart than an egg into my mouth.

Iss it not dreamin ye wass, an tryin to eat some more in your sleep? You wass always fond of overeatin yourself  whativer  Tonald.

Before this question could be answered, another yell of the most appalling and complex nature rang out upon the night-air, struck them dumb, and seemed to crumple up their very hearts.

Salamander had been born with a natural gift for shrieking, and being of a sprightly disposition, had cultivated the gift in boyhood. Afterwards, being also a good mimic, he had made the subject a special study, with a view to attract geese and other game towards him. That he sometimes prostituted the talent was due to the touch of genius to which I have already referred.

When the crumpled-up organs began to recover, Bane said to Dougall, Shames, this iss a bad business.

Dougall, having been caught twice that evening, was on his guard. He would not absolutely agree with his friend, but admitted that he was not far wrong.

Again the yell burst forth with intensified volume and complicated variation. Salamander was young; he did not yet know that it is possible to over-act.

Shames! whispered Bane, I hev got a notion in my hid.

I hope its a coot wan, Tonald, for the notions that usually git into it might stop there with advantage. They are not much to boast of.

You shall see. Just you keep talkin out now an then as if I wass beside you, an dont, whativer ye do, fire into the bushes.

Ferry coot, answered Dougall.

Another moment, and Donald Bane glided over the parapet of their fort at the side nearest the lake; and, creeping serpent-fashion for a considerable distance round, gained the bushes, where he waited for a repetition of the cry. He had not long to wait. With that boldness, not to say presumption, which is the child of success, Salamander now began to make too many drafts on genius, and invented a series of howls so preposterously improbable that it was impossible for even the most credulous to believe them the natural cries of man, beast, demon, or monster.

Following up the sound, Donald Bane soon came to a little hollow where, in the dim light, he perceived Salamanders visage peering over a ridge in the direction of the fortress, his eyes glittering with glee and his mouth wide-open in the act of giving vent to the hideous cries. The Highlander had lived long in the wilderness, and was an adept in its ways. With the noiseless motion of a redskin he wormed his way through the underwood until close alongside of the nocturnal visitor, and then suddenly stopped a howl of more than demoniac ferocity by clapping a hand on Salamanders mouth.

With a convulsive wriggle the youth freed his mouth, and uttered a shriek of genuine alarm, but Banes strong arm pinned him to the earth.

Ye dirty loon, growled the man in great wrath, wass you thinkin to get the better of a Heelandman? Come along with ye. Ill give you a lesson that youll not forget  whatever.

Despite his struggles, Bane held Salamander fast until he ceased to resist, when he grasped him by the collar, and led him towards the little fort.

At first, Salamander had been on the point of confessing the practical joke, but the darkness of the night induced him to hope for another escape from his position. He had not yet uttered a word; and, as he could not distinguish the features of the Highlander, it was possible, he thought, that the latter might have failed to recognise him. If he could give him the slip, he might afterwards deny having had anything to do with the affair. But it was not easy to give the slip to a man whose knuckly hand held him like a vice.

Shames, said Bane as he came near the fortress, Ive cot the peast! come oot, man, an fetch a stick wi you. Ill had im while you lay on.

Salamander, who understood well enough what he might expect, no sooner heard Dougall clambering over the barricade than he gathered himself up for a tremendous wriggle, but received such a fearful squeeze on the neck from the vice-like hand of his captor that he was nearly choked. At the moment a new idea flashed into his fertile brain. His head dropped suddenly to one side; his whole frame became limp, and he fell, as it were, in a heap on the ground, almost bringing the Highlander on the top of him.

Oh! the miserable cratur, exclaimed Bane, relaxing his grasp with a feeling of self-reproach, for he had a strong suspicion that his captive really was Salamander. I do believe Ive killed him. Wow! Shames, man, lend a hand to carry him to the fire, and plow up a bit flame that we may see what weve gotten.

Iss he tead, Tonald? asked Dougall, in a pitiful tone, as he came forward.

No, Shames, hes no tead yet. Take up his feet, man, an Ill tak his shouthers.

Dougall went to Salamanders feet, turned his back to them, and stooped to take them up as a man takes a wheelbarrow. He instantly received a kick, or rather a drive, from Salamanders soles that sent him sprawling on his hands and knees. Donald Bane, stooping to grasp the shoulder, received a buffet on the cheek, which, being unexpected, sent him staggering to the left, while the sly youth, springing to his feet bounded into the bushes on the right with a deep-toned roar ending in a laugh that threw all his previous efforts quite into the shade.

The Highlanders rose, but made no attempt to pursue.

My friend, said Bane, softly, if that wass not an evil speerut, I will be fery much surprised.

No, Tonald, it wass not a speerut, replied the other, as they returned to their fortress. Speeruts will not be kickin an slappin like that; they are not corporeal.

While these scenes were enacting on the margin of Lake Wichikagan, Lumley and Mozwa arrived at the enemys camp. It was a war-camp. All the women and children had been sent away, none but armed and painted braves remained.

They were holding a palaver at the time. The spot was the top of an open eminence which was so clear of underwood that the approach of a foe without being seen was an impossibility. Although the night was rather dark, Lumley and his guide had been observed the instant they came within the range of vision. No stir, however, took place in the camp, for it was instantly perceived that the strangers were alone. With the grave solemnity of redskin warriors, they silently awaited their coming. A small fire burned in their midst, for they made no attempt at concealment. They were prepared to fight at a moments notice. The red flames gleamed on their dusky faces, and glittered in their glancing eyes, as Lumley and Mozwa strode boldly into the circle, and stood before the chief.

Intense surprise filled the hearts of the warriors at this unexpected apparition of a white man, but not an eye or muscle betrayed the smallest symptom of the feeling.

The pale-face is welcome, said the chief, after a short pause.

The pale-face is glad to meet with his dark-skinned brother, and thanks him, returned Lumley.

If the surprise at the sudden appearance of the pale-face was great, the astonishment to find that he spoke the Indian tongue was greater; but still the feeling was not betrayed.

After a few short complimentary speeches, our hero came at once to the point.

My brothers, he said, looking round on the dusky warriors, who remained sitting all the time, the white chief of the fur-traders has sent me into this country to trade with you.

This statement was received with a waugh of satisfaction from several of the warriors.

And, continued Lumley, I have brought men  strong men, who can work well  to help me to build a house, so that we may live among you and hunt together.

He paused here to let the statement have its full effect. Then he continued:  

I have also brought plenty of guns, and powder, and lead.

Again he paused, and an emphatic waugh proved that the remark was fully appreciated.

The white man knows, continued Lumley, in a more flowing style, that his red brothers have need of many things which they do not possess, while the white man is in need of furs, and does not possess them. It is for the good of each that we should exchange. The Great Spirit, who is all-wise, as well as all-good, has seen fit to scatter His children over a wide world, and He has given some of them too much of one thing, some of them too much of another. Why has He done so? May we not think that it is for the purpose of causing His children to move about the world, and mingle, and help each other, and so increase Love? Some of the bad children prefer to move about and steal. But there is no need. It is easier to do good than to do evil. If all men would help and none would steal, there would be more than enough for all.

Again a pause. Some of the savages, who were thoughtful men, were greatly tickled in their minds by the arguments set forth. Others, who could not understand, were deeply impressed.

Now, continued Lumley, coming to the marrow of his discourse, the red-men have more than enough of furs.

Waugh! in a tone of emphasis, that implied thats true.

And the pale-faces have few furs, but want some very much.

Waugh? interrogatively, in a tone that implied what then?

Well, but the pale-faces are not poor. They are rich, and have far too much of many things. They have far too much of those pleasant sweet things called sugar and molasses (the Indians involuntarily licked their lips). Too much cloth as bright as the sun at setting, and as blue as the sky at noon (the Indian eyes glistened). Too many guns, and too much powder and shot (the savage eyes glared). They have more beads, and blankets, and hatchets, and tobacco, than they know what to do with, so they have sent some of these things here to be given to you in exchange for furs, and food, and leather.

The waughs! and hows! and hos! with which these remarks were followed up were so hearty, that Lumley thought it best to make a considerable pause at this point; then he resumed:  

But, my brothers,  he stopped for a considerable time, and looked so grave, that the hearts of the red-men sank, lest the glorious vision which had been suddenly revealed to them, should be as suddenly withdrawn in some way.

But, repeated Lumley, again, with a sort of awful emphasis, the pale-faces detest war. They can fight  yes, and when they must fight, they will fight, but they do not love fighting, and if they are to stay here and open up trade with their guns, and their powder, and their blankets, and beads, and cloth (he wisely went all over it again for the sake of effect), there must be peace in the land. If there is war the pale-faces will take all their good things and go away  waugh!

Finishing off in the true red-man style, Lumley sat down with decision, as though to say, Now, the ball is at your own feet, kick it which way you please.

Then the chief of the savages rose with dignity, but with a tinge of eagerness which he could not altogether conceal, and said:  

Let not my white brother talk of going away. War shall cease at his bidding. Let him and his pale-faced warriors fell trees, and build wigwams, and hunt. We have plenty furs  the black fox, the red fox, the beaver, the marten, the minks, the bear, and many other animals are plentiful. We will exchange them for the goods of the white man. We will bury the hatchet, and smoke the calumet of peace, and the sound of the war-whoop shall no more be heard in the land  waugh!

Are my brothers ready to go to the camp of Big Otter, and make friends at once? asked Lumley.

This was a testing question, and for some time remained unanswered, while the chiefs and braves looked preposterously solemn. At last, however, they seemed to make up their minds, and the chief replied, We are ready.

That night the hostile savages met on the shores of Lake Wichikagan, and encamped with the fur-traders. Fires were lighted, and kettles put on, a royal feast was prepared; and the reunited tribes of red-men finally buried the war-hatchet there, and smoked the pipe of peace.




Chapter Eleven.

Lumley on Duty  Fort Wichikagan begins to Grow.

The bold and prompt manner in which peace was established among the contending savages of Lake Wichikagan did more to raise my friend Jack Lumley in their estimation than if he had fought a hundred successful battles, and subdued a nation of foes. It seemed to be felt on all hands that he was a man who could be trusted, and his pointed reference to the Great Spirit conveyed an impression that truth and justice must be his guiding principles.

And on this point these children of nature read his character correctly, for, as I have had frequent occasion to observe, my friend was strictly truthful, and, I might almost say, sternly just. Duty indeed was his pole-star  duty to God and man.

Max, he once said to me when we had got into a confidential chat beside our camp-fire, let me advise you to take a sound view and a good grasp of what men call duty. There is a right and a wrong in everything that the mind or hand of man can be brought to bear upon. It is our duty to discover and do the right if we can  to recognise and avoid the wrong. True success in life depends upon this principle being acted on at all times, and in all things. Even what worldly men deem success  the acquisition of wealth, fame, etcetera  is largely dependent on strict regard to duty.

Of course I heartily agreed with him in this matter, but I am free to confess that I feel woefully far short of the standard to which he attained. Perhaps a soft and somewhat undecided nature had something to do with my failure. I say not this by way of excuse but explanation. Whatever the cause, I felt so very far below my friend that I looked up to him as a sort of demigod. Strange to say, his affection for me was also very strong. He never seemed to perceive my weak points  but, then, he was of a large-hearted, generous disposition, and he came to be loved not only by me and the Indians, but by the men of the expedition, some of whom, although good workers, were rather turbulent fellows.

All things having been satisfactorily arranged, as detailed in the last chapter, we now set about preparation for wintering. The first point to settle was the site for our establishment, and a council of the whole party was called to settle it on the lawn-like spot on the margin of our lake where the first fire had been kindled.

No spot could be better, I think, said our chief, as we stood in a picturesque group around him, with Masqua, Mozwa, and several other Indians looking on. The little rising ground and clump of wood at the back will shelter us from the north winds; the underwood on the east and west is sufficiently high to form a slight protection in those directions, and to the south the island-studded bosom of Lake Wichikagan lies spread out before us, to supply us with fish and water, and a cheering prospect.

And to remind Donald Bane and James Dougall, said I, of Loch Lomond or Loch Ness.

I rather think, said Lumley, that it strikes Dougall as having more resemblance to Loch Awe, if we may judge from the awesome expression of his face.

Weel, Muster Lumley, returned Dougall with a slight smile, not to spoil your choke, sir, it wass thinkin o the fush I wass, an wonderin if they wass goot fush.

Big Otter says they are good, returned our chief, and I think we may rely on his opinion. Theres a little stretch of rock over there, jutting out from the shore, which could be made into a capital pier for our boats and canoes without much labour. What say you, Henri Coppet; could not a few trees and some planks be easily fitted to these rocks?

Oui, monsieur  yes, sir  very easily, answered the carpenter, in French.

Ay, an wan or two big stones on the other pint o rocks there, observed Donald Bane, would make a goot breakwater, an a fine harbour, whatever.

And Im sure nothing could be finer than the view, said I, with feelings of enthusiasm.

Well, then, since we all seem agreed on that point  here shall our house be raised, rejoined Lumley, driving the point of a stick he carried into the ground. Come now, boys, go to work. Max, you will superintend the placing of the goods in a secure position and cover them with tarpaulin in the meantime. Well soon have a hut ready. Dumont, set up your forge under yon pine-tree and get your tools ready. Overhaul your nets, Blondin, and take Salamander to help you  especially the seine-net; Ill try a sweep this afternoon or to-morrow. Come here, Max, I want to speak with you.

Now, Max, he said, when we had gone aside some distance, see that you arrange the goods so that they may be easily guarded, and dont let the redskins come too near. They may be honest enough, but we wont throw temptation in their way. We shall want one of them, by the bye, to keep house for us. What say you to hiring Waboose?

Out of the question, said I, quickly.

Why so, Max?

Why, because  dont you see  shes far above that sort o thing, shes quite a kind of princess in the tribe. Havent you noticed how respectful they all are to her? And, besides, she is so  what one might almost call ladylike. I am convinced that her father must have been a gentleman.

Perhaps so, returned Lumley, with a quiet laugh; well, we wont insult her by asking her to fill such a position. Away to work now. I will sketch out the plan of our establishment. When the goods are all safe, send your men to fell heavy timber for the houses, and let them also cut some firewood. Off you go.

In a few minutes we were all at work, busy as bees  carrying, hauling, cutting, hammering and chopping; while some of the Indians looked on, intensely interested, others assisted under the direction of Big Otter, and the woods resounded with the noise of the new-born activity.

Soon Blondin had a net down, and before evening we had caught enough of that splendid staple of the North American lakes, the whitefish, to supply us with a good meal and leave something over for our red friends.

I observed during these operations that, after planning, sketching, and measuring, our chief took his axe into the wood and felled a tall pine, from which he proceeded to remove the branches and bark. Towards evening he took a spade, and dug a deep hole in the ground on the most prominent part of the lawn, in front of what was to be our future home.

Come now, four of you, he said, and help me to set up our flag-staff.

I ran with three others to assist, and in another minute or two the end of the tall taper stick was dropped into the hole and fixed there. A hole had been already bored in the top and a rope rove through it, to which Lumley soon attached the corners of a small red bundle.

Ho! lads, he shouted, when all was ready, in a voice that rang out full and strong, Fall in!

We had previously been trained to obey this order with the utmost alacrity, by running towards our leader, carrying our loaded guns with us, and forming into line, so as to be ready for any emergency. It was a fancy of Lumley to drill us thus, and we fell in with his humour, most of us counting it a piece of fun to break off from what we chanced to be doing at the moment the order was given, and trying who should be first to reach the spot where he stood. As our guns were always loaded and primed, we never had to lose time in charging them.

On the occasion of which I write, we amazed and somewhat alarmed the Indians by our prompt action, for we stood together in a silent row in less than half a minute after the summons was shouted.

I have called you up, lads, said Lumley, to take part in a little ceremony. Through the goodness of the Almighty we have been brought in safety and health to our new home. It is already part of the Queen of Englands dominions, and I now take possession of it in the name of the Hudsons Bay Company. May God prosper and bless us while we stay here!

He hoisted, as he spoke, the small red bundle, which when shaken out proved to be a flag on which were the letters HBC in white.

Now, boys, send a volley at the new moon up there. Ready  present  fire! Hoorah!

The crash of the united volley and the wild huzza which followed caused many a redskins heart to leap, and would doubtless have caused many a foot to run, but for the fact that their own redskin brother  Big Otter  was one of the firing party, and, perhaps, the wildest cheerer of the band!

The ceremony ended, orders were given to knock off work for the day, and set about the preparation oh supper.

The food was sweet that night, sweeter than usual, for we were very hungry; the stars were bright that night, brighter than usual, for we were very happy at the auspicious commencement of our sojourn; and our sleep was unusually sound, for we felt safer than ever under the guidance of a chief who had proved himself so capable of turning threatened war into peace. This being the condition of things, it was not surprising that we indulged in a longer rest than usual, and continued to slumber long after the sun had risen and converted Lake Wichikagan into a glorious sheet of silver.

It is true that our guide, with that sense of responsibility which seems to weigh heavy on guides even when asleep, had awakened at the usual hour of starting  daybreak  and, from the mere force of habit, had given forth his accustomed and sonorous Lève! lève!  rise, rise. From the mere force of habit, too, we all turned round to have a few seconds repose on our other sides before obeying the order, but suddenly light flashed into our minds, and various growls in varied keys saluted our guide.

Go to sleep, men, said our chief, with a half laugh, which ended in a sigh of contentment.

French growls of doubtful meaning issued from the lips of Dumont and Coppet, but Blondin condescended on no remark at all, unless Pooh! may be considered such.

Hoots! man  heigh-ho! remonstrated Donald Bane, while his comrade Dougall merely said, Wow! and followed it with a prolonged snore.

For myself, I felt inclined to laugh, but, being much too lazy to do so, turned over, and was instantly lost again in oblivion. The whole camp was immediately in the same condition, and thus, as I have said, we remained till the sun was high.

Soon after daybreak, however, the Indians began to stir in their camp  which lay a little apart from ours  and, ascending a slight eminence, whence they could look down on our slumbering forms at their leisure, squatted there and continued to gaze  perhaps to wonder how long we meant to rest. They were soon joined by others  men, women, and children  from the neighbouring camp. Self-restraint, at least in some matters, is a characteristic of the red-men, and they remained very patiently and silently there; even the children spoke in whispers, and gazed in solemn earnestness at our slumbering camp.

When we rose and began active preparations for breakfast, the little ones melted away  influenced either by fear or by the orders of their parents. They returned, however, in greater force than ever when we began the labours of the day. Being all more or less naked, they resembled a band of brown monkeys without tails, whose great eyes were capable of expressing only one powerful sentiment  that of surprise!

Thus, watched with deep interest by a large portion of the tribe, we proceeded to the erection of the first house.

The Hall will stand here, Max, said Lumley to me, as I approached him, bearing one end of a long squared log on my shoulder, the other end of which was carried by Big Otter, while Bane and one of the Canadians supported the centre of it. Set it down there, lads  a little more this way  so.

We laid the timber on the green sward facing the lake, in such a way that it corresponded with the front line of a large square which had been traced on the turf by Lumley.

Stay with me, Max, I want your help and advice. The men went back to the bush, from which, at the same moment, four others of our party issued, bearing a similar log.

It was laid at the other side of the square, parallel to the first one. In a few minutes the two end logs were carried up and deposited in their places. These logs had all been cut, squared, mortised at their ends, and fitted together in the woods before being brought to the lawn.

Now, the question is, said Lumley, as he stood with coat off, shirt sleeves rolled up to the elbows, and pencil and plan in hand, shall we turn the front of the house a little more to the south or a little more to the east? We must decide that now, before fixing the framework together.

We should get more of the rising sun, said I, if we turned it more towards the east. And you know we shall not have too much of its beams in winter to gladden our hearts and eyes.

Right, Max, but then we might have too much of the east winds to trouble our toes and noses.

Still the view eastward, said I, is so extensive and varied  so full of sublimity.

While that to the southward, urged Lumley, is so soft and beautiful  so full of poetry and romance.

Come, Jack, dont laugh at me. You know that I am not jesting; I mean what I say.

I know it, Max, but though I may seem to be half jesting, is it not possible that I, too, may thoroughly mean what I say?

He pointed as he spoke to the southward, where certain combinations of light and shade thrown on the numerous islets as well as on the clouds  all of which were reflected in the clear water  presented a scene which it is easier to imagine than describe.

I at once admitted the justice of his remark, and it was finally settled that the house should face due south.

Fix the frame together now, Coppet, said Lumley to our carpenter, who came forward with a load of small timbers, and let it face as it now lies. The ground is fortunately so flat that we wont require much levelling of foundations. Now, the next thing, Max, he added, turning to me and consulting the plan, is this  have we made the best possible arrangement of our space? You see I am not much of an architect, but luckily we have not to contend with the civilised difficulties of lobbies and staircases.

You intend our palace to have only one storey, I suppose? said I.

Just so, Max. Arctic gales, you see, might carry a top storey off. We shall have no lobby at all  only a front door and a back door entering direct upon our hall. Of course I shall have a porch and door outside of each, to keep wind and snow out. Now, see here. There, you observe, is the foundation frame now being laid down. Well, one-third of the space in the middle is to be the hall  our drawing-room, dining-room, library, snuggery, smokery, public-room, etcetera, all in one. It will extend from front to rear of the building; but at the back, you see, I have marked a little oblong space which is to be boarded off as a sort of larder, and gun-room, and place for rubbish in general. It will extend along the width of the hall, leaving only space for the back door.

What a capital contrivance! said I; it will, besides being so useful, break in on the oblong shape of the hall and give variety of form.

Just so, Max; then the space left on each side of the hall shall be partitioned off into four rooms  two on either side  with the doors opening into the hall. No passages, you see, anywhere, and no wasted space. One room for me, one for you, one for Salamander, who is to be our man-servant as well as interpreter, and one for Blondin, whom I intend to make a sort of overseer of the men. We shant want a spare room, for we wont be troubled much, I fear, with guests; but if such a blessing should ever descend on us, we can turn Blondin or Salamander out. They will have to mess with the men at any rate; and, by the way, we must start the mens house and the store immediately, for I intend to carry on all three at the same time, so that we and the men and the goods may all get housed together.

Are you to have attics? I asked.

No; but there will be a space under the sloping roof, which can be turned into a garret, and may be reached through a trap-door by a movable ladder. As to windows, the hall is to have two  one on each side of the door, which will give the house the lively aspect of appearing to have two eyes and a nose. The bedrooms will each have one window in its side, and you may take the one looking eastward if you choose, Max. In winter these windows shall have double frames and glass to keep the cold out. Go now, my boy, and see to the foundation of the mens house.

Need I say that we all toiled with hearty good-will; for, although the weather was pleasantly warm at the time, we knew that the short-lived autumn would quickly pass and render a good roof over our heads most desirable.

Soon a pit-saw which we had brought with us was set to work, and planks began to multiply. Henri Coppet and his men swung their great axes, and trees began to fall around, and to take unwonted shapes. The ring of Marcelle Dumonts anvil was heard from morn till eve, echoing through the wild-woods; and powerful bands, and nuts, and screws, of varied size and form, were evolved from our bundle of iron bars. Thus the whole party wrought with untiring energy, and our future abode began to grow.

At all this our red friends gazed with countenances expressive of inconceivable surprise and profound admiration.




Chapter Twelve.

A Narrow Escape  A Strange Meeting, and a Half-Revealed Mystery.

One afternoon, not very long after our arrival at Lake Wichikagan, Lumley and I found ourselves on the summit of a rising ground which was scantily clothed with trees, and from the top of which we could see the region all round like a map spread at our feet. We were out after a black bear whose footprints had led us to the spot.

Bruin has escaped us this time, said Lumley, and I dont feel disposed to go after him any further. You see, Max, I must be up early to-morrow to superintend Coppet at his water-mill, so I would advise resting here a bit to refresh ourselves at this spring, and then make tracks for home.

He descended as he spoke towards a small basin in the rocks, into which fell a rivulet formed by the spring referred to, and flung himself down beside it. Seating myself at his side I said:  

Coppet needs superintendence, I suspect, for although he is an excellent carpenter and reliable workman, Im not sure that he understands complicated or large works  except, indeed, the building of houses; but then he has been taught that since he was a boy.

Thats just it, Max, returned Lumley, filling the hollow of his hand with clear water for want of a better drinking-cup, he can do anything which he has been taught, but I find that he cannot originate, and suspect that he has not a very deep knowledge of the strength of materials or the power of forces. The worst of it is that neither you nor I are very profound in such matters. However, we must do our best and make everything ten times stronger than there is any occasion for, and thus make up for the lack of engineering knowledge.

Shall you want my help to-morrow earlier than usual? I asked.

No  not till after breakfast.

Well then, as there is no necessity for my going to bed before my ordinary time, Ill let you return alone, for I dont feel at all disposed to give up this bear after tracking him so many hours. Hes only a small one, to judge from his footprints, and I am a pretty sure shot, you know.

Be it so, Max  but dont be late, else Ill have to send men to look for you!

Lumley got up and left me  making a straight line for Fort Wichikagan, as we had named our outpost, and leaving me in a dreamy state of mind beside the spring.

It was a delightful afternoon in that most charming period of the American season which is styled the Indian summer; when mosquitoes, sand-flies, and all other insect-tormentors disappear, and the weather seems to take a last enjoyable fortnight of sunny repose before breaking into winter.

I fell into a pleasant reverie. The backwoods of the Great Nor-west vanished from my mental view, and, with eyes half closed, I indulged in memories of home and all its sweet associations.

Bethinking me suddenly of my reason for remaining where I was, I sprang up, seized my gun, and began to follow the trail of the bear. Before descending from the eminence, however, I took a look round the landscape, and saw the figure of an Indian woman in the distance, proceeding towards our fort. Although too far-off to be distinguished by feature, I could clearly perceive the light-blue cotton kerchief which formed part of the dress of Waboose.

At once my interest in the bear vanished, and I began to follow the Indian girl instead. I had not seen her since the evening of our arrival at the lake, and I felt a strong desire to make further inquiries as to the circumstances of her fathers life among the Indians and his unfortunate death.

Waboose had not seen me. By making a wide and rapid détour I got in front of her and sat down on a fallen tree at a spot where she was sure to pass.

As she drew near, I could not fail to observe how graceful her port was, and how different from that of the other girls with whom her lot had been cast.

Assuredly, muttered I to myself, her father was a gentleman!

Leaving my gun on the bank on which I had been seated, I advanced to meet her. She showed a very slight symptom of surprise, and, I thought, of uneasiness, on seeing me, but made no remark until I had spoken. At first I was about to adopt the Indian style of address, and begin with my red sister, but the phrase, besides being false, appeared to me ridiculous; still, the ice had to be broken somehow, so I made a bungling plunge.

Blue-eyes wanders far to-day from the wigwams of her  her  people?

A gleam of surprise mingled with pleasure rippled over her pretty face when she found that I could speak to her in the native tongue.

Yes, she replied in the same language. I have wandered far. I was the bearer of a message.

As she volunteered no more I continued:

If Waboose goes to her wigwam, will she object to the pale-face bearing her company?

With something like a graceful inclination of the head, the Indian girl gave me to understand that she had no objection.

An Indian! thought I, shes a lady in disguise, as sure as I am a fur-trader!

Of course I was careful not to give her, either by tone or look, the slightest hint of what was passing in my mind, and was about to continue my remarks, when a rustling in the bushes caused us both to look round quickly. The foliage parted next moment close to us, and before I had time to think a large brown bear bounded into the open space. It seemed to be taken as much by surprise as we were, and I have no doubt would have turned and fled if it had not been so near. It rose on its hind legs, however, to attack us, and then I perceived that it was not the small bear which Lumley and I had been tracking.

The blood rushed to my head when I remembered that the monster stood between me and the bank on which my gun was lying! Then the feeling that the helpless Indian girl was at its mercy filled me with feelings which are indescribable. Thought is swifter than the lightning-flash. Much more than I have written flashed through my brain during those two or three seconds, but one overmastering idea filled me  I would save her, or perish!

I glanced sharply round. To my surprise she had fled! So much the better. I could at least keep the creature engaged till she had got well away.

Drawing the small hatchet which like all Norwesters I carried in my belt, I rushed at the bear and made a cut at its head with all the force that lay in my arm. Where the blow fell I know not, but apparently it was ineffective, for, with a quick vicious turn of its paw, the bear struck my weapon from my hand with such violence that it flew over the tree-tops as if shot from a catapult, and I stood unarmed  helpless  at the creatures mercy!

The terrible feeling that death was so near almost unnerved me, but the thought of Waboose caused me to utter a roar of mingled rage and despair as I doubled my fist and launched it full against the monsters nose!

At that moment a loud report at my ear deafened and almost stunned me. Next instant the bear lay dead at my feet. I looked round and beheld Waboose standing close to me with my gun in her hands!

Noble heroine! I exclaimed, but as I exclaimed it in English she did not understand. She had, indeed, a very slight smattering of that language  of which more hereafter  but Noble heroine was not at that time in her vocabulary!

Instead of trembling or looking pale, as I might have expected to see her, Waboose looked at me in the most composed manner, and with something on her lip that seemed to me like a smile of amusement. In some confusion, I thanked her for having saved my life.

She did not object to the thanks, but replied by asking me if it was the usual practice of white men to attack bears with their fists.

I could not help laughing at this.

No, Waboose, I replied, as I recharged my gun, it is by no means usual; but when a man has no other weapon at hand, he is compelled to use his fists. And let me tell you, I added, for I was somewhat nettled by the obvious laugh that nestled in the girls blue eyes, let me tell you that we English are pretty good at using our fists.

I know that, she replied, becoming suddenly very grave as we walked on.

You know that? I repeated in surprise; how came you to know that?

My dear father was English, she answered in a low sad tone that smote me to the heart for having felt nettled  though I believe I did not show the feeling on my face or in my tone.

Ah! Big Otter told me that, said I, in an earnest tone of sympathy. If it does not hurt her feelings too much to recall the past, I should like Waboose to tell me about her father.

The girl looked at me in surprise. I had a fancy, at the time, that this was the result of the novel sensation of a man having any consideration for her feelings, for Indian braves are not, as a rule, much given to think about the feelings of their women. Indeed, from the way in which many of them behave, it is probable that some red-men think their women have no feelings at all.

In a low, melodious voice, and with some of that poetic imagery which marks the language, more or less, of all North American Indians, the girl began to speak  raising her eyes wistfully the while to the sky, as if she were communing with her own thoughts rather than speaking to me.

My father was good  oh! so good and kind, she said. When I was small, like the foolish rabbit when it is a baby, he used to take me on his shoulders and run with me over the prairie like the wild mustang. Sometimes he put me in his bark canoe and skimmed with me over Lake Wichikagan till I fancied I was a grey-goose or a swan. Ah! those were happy days! No one can ever understand how much my father loved me. My mother loves me much, but she is not like my father. Perhaps it is the nature of the pale-faces to love more deeply than the red-men.

Waboose uttered this last sentence as if she were questioning the sky on the point. I felt at the time that there was at least one pale-face who loved her better than all the red-men or women on earth, but a sense of justice caused me to repudiate the general idea.

No, Waboose, said I, firmly, that is a mistake. Rough surroundings and a harsh life will indeed modify the hearts affections, but the mere colour of the skin has nothing to do with it. The heart of the redskin can love as deeply as that of the white man  both were made by the same Great Master of Life.

The girl cast her eyes meditatively on the ground and murmured simply, It may be so.

The reader must not suppose that I expressed my meaning in the Indian tongue during this conversation as clearly as I have set it down in English. No doubt I mangled the sentences and confused the ideas sadly, nevertheless Waboose seemed to have no difficulty in understanding me. I had certainly none in comprehending her.

I was about to ask Waboose to relate the circumstances of her fathers death while in the act of rescuing her mother, but feeling that it might cause her needless pain, and that I could get the details as easily from some of the Indians, I asked her instead where her father came from. She looked at me sadly as she replied  

I cannot tell. My dear father had nothing to conceal from me but that. On all other things his heart was open. He spoke to me of all the wonders of this world, and of other places that my people know nothing of, and of the great Master of Life, and of His Son Jesus, who came to save us from evil, and of the countries where his white brothers live; but when I asked him where he came from, he used to pat my head and smile, and say that he would perhaps tell me one day, but not just then. I shall never know it now.

At all events you must know his name, Waboose?

His name was Weeum, replied the girl quickly.

Was that all?

All, she replied with a quick look, was not that enough?

Well, perhaps it was, I replied, scarce knowing what to say. And why did he give you the name of Waboose? I asked.

Because when I was small I was round and soft, replied the girl, with a slight smile, like the little animal of that name. He told me that in his own language the animal is called rubbit.

Rabbit, not rubbit, said I, with a laugh.

My father taught me rubbit, returned Waboose, with a simple look, and he was always right.

I felt that it would be useless to press my correction, and therefore changed the subject by asking if her father had never tried to teach her English. Immediately she answered, with a somewhat bashful air  

Yes, a leetil.

Why, you can speak English, Waboose, I exclaimed, stopping and looking down at her with increasing interest.

No  note mush, but me unerstan good  deal, she returned, with a hearty laugh at my expression.

I found on trial, however, that the girls knowledge of English was so slight that we could not readily converse in it. We therefore fell back on the Indian tongue.

I wish I had known your father, Waboose, I said earnestly. He must have been a very good man.

She looked at me gratefully.

Yes, she returned, he was very good.

As she said this Waboose cast on me a look which I could not understand; it was so intense, as if she were trying to read my thoughts, and at the same time seemed mingled with doubt. Then, with some hesitation, she said  

My father left a secret with me. He told me never to show it to my tribe, as they could not understand it  not even to my mother.

What is the secret, Waboose? I asked, seeing that she hesitated again and looked at me with another of her searching glances.

I do not know, she replied.

It must indeed be a secret, if none of your people know it, and you dont know it yourself, I returned with a peculiar smile.

It is a written secret, I believe, but I  I  do not know. He told me never to show it to any but a white man  to one whom I felt that I could trust. May I trust you? she asked, looking me full in the face.

The question naturally surprised as well as flattered me.

You may trust me, Waboose, I said earnestly, laying my hand involuntarily on my heart, I would die rather than deceive or injure you.

She seemed satisfied and resumed in a low tone  

Not long before my dear father died he took me into the woods to walk in a place that we were both fond of. We had long sweet talks in that wood; sometimes walking under the trees, sometimes sitting on the hill-tops, and always happy  very happy! One day he looked sad. He took my hand as we sat together on a bank. He said, I have sometimes longed to open up all my heart to you, my rubbit, (he was fond of calling me by the English name), but I cannot do so yet.

Why not, my father? I asked.

Because  because he answered, it could do no good, and it might do harm. No, my rubbit, the time may come, but not now  not yet. Listen; for your mothers sake I left the home of the pale-faces and came to live with your tribe. For her sake I shall remain. But you know that life is uncertain. We cannot tell when the Great Master of Life may call us away. Sometimes he calls us suddenly and we are forced to leave our works unfinished. I may be called away thus, before the time comes when I may tell you what I want you to know. If so, you will find it all here.

My father took from the breast of his coat a small bundle wrapped in birch-bark and placed it in my hands.

Do not open it, he said. Do not show it to man or woman in the tribe. They could not understand, but if ever a white man comes here, whom you feel that you can trust, show it to him.

My father rose as he said this, and as he seemed to wish not to speak more about it, I did not trouble him, but I went and hid the parcel with care. It was almost immediately afterwards that my dear father was taken from me.

We were suddenly interrupted at this point by the appearance of a man in the distance walking smartly towards us. I could perceive, as he drew near, that it was James Dougall.

Well, well, Muster Maxby, he said on coming up, its gled I am to find you. Ive been seekin you far an near.

Nothing wrong, I hope, Dougall, said I with some anxiety, on observing that the man was perspiring and panting vehemently.

No, no, nothin wrong, Muster Maxby, only its runnin aboot the wuds Ive been, lookin for ye an skirlin like a pair o pipes. Were aboot to draw the seine-net, ye see, an Tonald Pane said it would be a peety, says he, to begin when ye wur awa, an Muster Lumley agreet wi um, an sent me oot to seek for ee  thats a.

Come along then, Dougall, we wont keep them waiting.

Nodding adieu to Waboose, I hurried away towards Fort Wichikagan, followed by the sturdy Highlander.




Chapter Thirteen.

Fishing and its Results  Engineering and its Consequences.

I found on reaching Wichikagan that the fun was about to begin. Blondin, who was our chief fisherman, had let down a long seine-net, which was being drawn slowly in by a band of natives, whose interest in a process which they had never before seen was deepening into excitement, as they observed here and there a symptom of something shooting below the surface of the still water, or beheld a large fish leap frantically into the air.

At first, when the net was being prepared, those children of the forest had merely stood by and looked on with curiosity. When Blondin and his men rowed out from the shore, letting the net drop off the stern of our boat as they went, they indulged in a few guesses and undertoned remarks. When the boat gradually swept round and turned shoreward again, having left a long line of floats in its wake, they perceived that a large sheet of water had been enclosed, and a feeling of wonder, combined with a half guess as to what all this portended caused their black orbs to enlarge, and the whites thereof to glisten. But when they were requested to lay hold of a rope attached to the other end of the net and haul, the true state of the case burst upon their awakened minds and proportionate excitement followed.

As the circle of the net diminished and the evidences, above referred to, of life in the water became more frequent, gleeful expectation took the place of wonder, and a disposition to chatter manifested itself, especially among the women and children, who by that time had eagerly laid hold of the drag-rope.

Soon it became apparent that a mighty mass of fish had been enclosed, and the creatures seemed themselves to become suddenly alive to their danger, for the crowded condition of their element  which, no doubt, caused only surprise at first  became so inconvenient that with one accord they made a terrified rush to the right. Failing to obtain relief they turned and rushed to the left. Discomfited again, they dashed lakeward. Each rush was followed by a howl of anxiety from the natives; each failure was hailed with a yell of joy. Three birch-bark canoes followed the net to send the more obstreperous of the fish shoreward. Finding that they could not escape, the finny prisoners seemed to lose their wits and took to rushing skyward, with splashing consequences that almost drove the red-men mad!

Hold on! not so hard! Youll break it! shouted Lumley to the men and women at the rope.

What a tremendous haul! said I, as I joined my friend, who stood at the outer end of our little wharf, enjoying the scene.

I hope the net wont break, he replied. If it does we shall lose them all, and the disappointment to the Indians might be almost too much to bear. See, they prepare for action!

This was very obvious. The men of the tribe, who might be described as glaring maniacs, had dropped their robes, and, almost naked, ran waist-deep into the water in a vain attempt to catch some of the larger fish as they were slowly forced towards the beach. Even some of the women lost self-control and, regardless of petticoats, floundered after the men. As for the children, big and little, they developed into imps of darkness gone deranged.

Suddenly a very wave of fish was sent upon the shore, where, of course, they began to leap about wildly. Not less wildly did the Indians leap among them, throttling the big ones and hurling armfuls of the lesser ones high up on the sward.

By that time the net was close in shore. The whole of the enclosed space became a sweltering mass. Treading on the fish at last, many of both men and boys slipped in the water, and fell down over head and ears, so that the spectacle was presented of human beings bounding out of the water in apparent emulation of their prey. The excitement was almost too much for them. Several of the boys were seen to rush up into the woods and dash back again, with no apparent reason except the desire to get rid of superabundant energy. One brave, in particular, so far forgot the characteristic dignity of the red-man, that he rushed up on the bank, bent forward, clapped a hand on each knee, threw back his head, shut his eyes, opened wide his mouth, and sought to relieve his feelings in one stupendous roar. But it would not do. He became suddenly solemn, glared again, and went at the fish more furiously than ever.

Our men in the canoes landed, and rendered assistance. Salamander was in one of the canoes which ran alongside of the wharf. The only other occupant was Donald Bane, who sat in the stern and steered. Salamander was greatly excited. As the canoe ran up to the wharf, the bow was thrust over the net-rope, and he gazed at the struggling creatures below with intense delight on his brown visage.

You had petter take care, said Donald Bane, as he grasped the edge of the wharf, and cautiously rose up, for canoes are easily overturned. But Salamander was too much engrossed to hear or reply. The Highlander, who had not forgotten the trick formerly played on him and his countryman by the interpreter, stepped carefully out on the wharf. As he did so, he gave the canoe a little tilt with his foot, and Salamander went head-foremost down among the fish!

A simulated cry of consternation broke from Donald Bane.

Wow  wow! he exclaimed, as Salamanders head appeared with a number of little fish struggling in his hair, and a pike or jack-fish holding on to the lobe of his left ear, the poor cratur! Tak a grup o my hand, man. Here! wow! but it seems a fery frundly jack-fush that  whatever.

Amid much spluttering, Salamander was hauled out, and, regardless of his mishap, both he and Donald immediately joined the others in securing their prey.

It wass a grand haul, man, Tonald, said Dougall that night at supper.

Oo ay, Shames. It was no that paad, replied Donald.

And, truly, it was a grand haul; for, not only did we obtain enough of every species of fish that swarmed in Lake Wichikagan, to provide a right royal feast to ourselves and our red friends, but a good many were left over and above to form the commencement of a store for the future.

By that time we had fairly commenced the fishery with a view to a winter supply. The weather was still delicious, and had begun to grow cool at nights, but as there was yet no frost, all the fish we took had to be hung up by the tail, and thus partially dried. Afterwards, when the frost fairly set in, this hanging process was dispensed with, for fish, once frozen in those regions, remain perfectly fresh during the entire winter, so that those eaten in spring are quite as good as those consumed in autumn.

Lumley now set me to superintend the digging and constructing of an ice-house, which should be ready to receive in spring the ice that would be required to keep our provisions fresh during the following summer. It consisted merely of a shallow square pit or hole in the ground, over which a log hut was constructed. The pit we intended to floor with solid cubes of ice measuring about a yard on each side. This lowest foundation, in those northern ice-houses, never melts, but a fresh stratum is laid above it which is cleared out and renewed every spring, and it is amongst this that the meat or fish to be preserved is laid in summer.

Another piece of work that Lumley gave me to superintend at this time was the construction of a water-wheel and dam to drive our pit-saw. You see, I had a turn for mechanics, and was under the impression that my powers in that way were greater than they afterwards turned out to be. We were sitting at tea alone in our hall at the time the subject was mooted.

Where have you sent the carpenter? I asked, as I pushed in my pannikin for more of the refreshing beverage.

I must interrupt the thread of my narrative here for a moment to say that we took no crockery with us on that expedition. Our cups were tin pannikins, our plates were made of tin; our pots and kettles were either tin or copper. We had no sugar basins, or butter-dishes, or table-cloths, or any of the other amenities of civilised life. But everything we had was strong and serviceable, and the same may be said of the things we constructed. The deal tables and chairs made for us by Coppet were very strong if not elegant, and the plank walls and ceiling of our rooms were cheerful, though neither papered nor whitewashed. It has often struck me, while sojourning in the great Nor-west, that civilised man surrounds himself with a great many needless luxuries which do not by any means add to his comfort, though the removal of them might add considerably to his distress.

But to return.

Coppet is off, said Lumley in reply to my question, to get some timber for oars, as well as birch-bark to make a canoe or two; we must also set about making a new boat some day or other.

Lumley, said I, it has often occurred to me that it takes a terrible deal of time to cut trees into planks with our pit-saws, and occupies far too much of the time of two men who might be much more profitably employed.

True, Max  what then?

Why then, said I, what would you say if I were to construct a saw-mill!

Id say you were a clever fellow, replied my friend, with one of his knowing looks.

But what say you to my making the attempt?

Do so, by all means, my boy  only dont use up too many pit-saws in the attempt!

I saw that he did not believe in my powers, and became all the more determined to succeed.

Accordingly, I went next day with Coppet and Dumont, on whom of course I depended for the carrying out of my designs, to examine the ground where the mill-dam was to be made.

You see, I explained, we have a superabundance of water in the rivulet at the back of the fort, and by collecting it we may get any amount of power we please, which is of importance, because it will enable us to simplify the machinery.

Oui, oui, monsieur, said Coppet, who either was, or wished to appear, very knowing on such matters.

Now, continued I, here is a natural basin formed by rocks, which only wants a small dam at its lower end to enable us to collect water enough to drive the biggest mill in the world. By making our opening at the very bottom of the basin, the pressure of water, when it is full, will be so great that a very small water-wheel, without any multiplying gear, will suffice to drive our saw  dont you see?

Oui, monsieur, oui, answered Dumont, whose knitted brows showed that the worthy blacksmith was at least doing his best to understand me.

Well, then, I continued, you see that we shall have no difficulty as to the dam. Then, as to the wheel, it will be a simple one of not more than four feet diameter, presented vertically to what I may term the water-spout, so that its axle, which will have a crank in it, will work the saw direct; thus, avoiding toothed wheels and cogs, we shall avoid friction, and, if need be, increase the speed easily, dyou see?

Bon, monsieur  good, good, exclaimed Coppet, becoming quite enthusiastic in his appreciation of my plans.

Of course, I continued, the saw can easily be fitted to a frame, and a very simple contrivance can be made to drive along the larger frame that will carry the logs to be sawn; but these are trifling matters of detail which you and I will work out at our leisure, Dumont.

Oui, monsieur, oui, replied the blacksmith, with tighter knitted brows, and with a readiness of assent which I do believe the good fellow would have accorded if I had proposed to fit a new axis to the world.

There is only one thing that troubles me, said I: how are we to gauge or estimate the force of our water-spout so as to regulate our mill when made? Do you understand such matters  the measurement of force  Coppet?

The carpenter shook his head.

Thats unfortunate. Do you, Dumont?

Non, Monsieur.

Hm! Im sadly ignorant on the point myself, I continued. Of course I know that so many cubic feet of water will exert a certain pressure, but then I dont know what that certain pressure is, nor how to find out how many cubic feet our somewhat irregular dam will contain. Nor do I know precisely the strength of the material required in the dam to resist the water.

Dumont humbly suggested here that we could at all events act on the principle that guided Adam and Eve in the formation of their first water-mill, and find out by experiment. And Coppet said that we could get over the difficulty about the strength of materials by making everything ten times stronger than was required.

You are right lads, said I, much amused with the earnest manner in which they gave the advice. Now let us go at it without delay, so that we may get into working order before the frost stops us.

We set to with enthusiasm, and progressed with our labour much faster than I had expected. The natural basin to which I have referred lay just below a ledge of rock over which the rivulet flowed into it, forming a pretty deep pool about ten feet in diameter. Flowing out of this pool, it ran about twelve feet further through a narrow gorge, where it dropped over another ledge. Now, all that we had to do was to shut up the outlet of the narrow gorge with a strong dam, and so cause the pool to swell and rise into a small but very deep pond.

Our first step was to divert the channel of the brook so as to leave us free to construct the dam. The nature of the ground rendered this easy enough. Then, before going further, we made the trough which was to conduct the water out of the dam. It was made of four strong planks about ten feet long and eight inches wide, forming, so to speak, a square pipe. This we laid firmly in the bottom of the basin with its end projecting over the lower ledge. To the inner end we attached a perpendicular piece of wooden piping which rose several feet from the ground. This was meant to prevent mud and stones from getting into, and choking, the pipe.

This done, we laid some very large timbers over the pipe and across the opening of the gorge, above and between which we put heavy stones and large quantities of gravel  also turf and twigs, and all sorts of rubbish. Thus was the dam begun, and we continued the process until we raised it to a height of some twenty feet or so.

What a magnificent pool it will be to dive in! said Lumley, one day, when he came to see us at work.

Wont it, said I; especially in winter!

Whatever happens to your works, the dam, I think, will never give way, continued Lumley; it seems to me unnecessarily strong.

Not to try the readers patience, I may say at once that we advanced with our labour without a hitch until it was nearly finished. To the opening in the pipe or spout we attached a powerful sluice by which to stop the flow desired, and, all being ready, broke down the dyke that had turned aside our stream, and let the water in. Of course we had constructed an overflow part of the basin by which to conduct the surplus water back to its proper channel below our works.

It was a trying moment when we first let the water in. Would it leak?  would it break down?  was in everyones mind. I had no fear as to the latter point, but felt uncertain as to the former. We had much longer to wait, however, for the filling than I had expected; but when at last it was full up to the brim, and the trees around were reflected on its surface, and no leak appeared anywhere, I could not resist giving a cheer, which was heartily taken up and echoed by our whole party  for we had all assembled to watch the result.

Now, Coppet, lend a hand at the winch. Well open the sluice and observe the force.

After a few turns our winch refused to move, and only a small part of the opening had been uncovered, from which the water was squirting furiously.

Something wrong, said I, looking down at the men below. Just take a look, Salamander, and see what it is.

Our lively interpreter went down on hands and knees and made an earnest examination, despite the squirting water.

Oh! I sees. All right now, he shouted, heave away!

Get out of the way, then, we cried, as we once more applied all our force to the winch. It turned with unexpected suddenness, the sluice flew up, and out came a straight column of water with extreme violence. It hit Salamander full in the stomach, lifted him off his legs, and swept him right down the gully, pitching him headlong over another ledge, where he fell with such force that his mortal career had certainly been ended then and there but for a thick juniper bush, which fortunately broke his fall. As it was, he was little the worse of his adventure, but he had learned a lesson of prompt obedience to orders which he did not soon forget.

I now planned a sort of movable buffer by which the force of the water-spout could be diminished or even turned aside altogether. It acted very well, and, under its protection, we set up the saw and started it. We were all assembled again, of course, at the first starting of the saw, along with a good many of our red friends, whose curiosity in our various proceedings knew no bounds.

Opening the sluice slowly, and fixing the buffer so as to turn at least three-quarters of the furious water-spout aside, I had the extreme satisfaction of seeing the saw begin to rip up a large log. It went on splendidly, though still with somewhat greater force than I desired. But, alas! my want of critical knowledge of engineering told heavily against us, for, all of a sudden, the sluice broke. The buffer still acted, however, and being needlessly strong, was, I thought, safe, but the hinges of the thing were far too weak. They gave way. The violent spout thus set free dashed against the wheel with its full force, turning it round with a whirrrr! that sent the saw up and down so fast as to render it almost invisible.

We stood aghast! What fearful termination to the machine impended we could not guess. A moment later and the crank broke, entangled itself with the wheel and stopped it. As if maddened by this additional resistance, the water-spout then swept the whole concern away, after which, like a wild-horse set free, it took a leap of full thirty feet  a straight column of solid water  before it burst itself on the ground, and rushed wildly down to the lake! It was a humiliating termination  and showed how terrible it is to create a power which one cannot control.

I draw a veil over the story here. My feelings forbid me to write more!




Chapter Fourteen.

Arrival of Strange Indians.

About this time a band of strange Indians came in with a large supply of valuable furs. They had heard, they said, of the establishment of the new post, and had gladly come to trade there, instead of making their customary long journey to Muskrat House.

The change to these Indians was, in truth, of the utmost importance, for so distant were some of their hunting-grounds from Macnabs establishment, that nearly all the ammunition obtained there  the procuring of which was one of the chief desires of their hearts  was expended in shooting for mere subsistence on the way back to their hunting-grounds. It will be easily understood, then, that they received us with open arms.

By this time we were quite prepared for their visit. The two dwelling-houses for ourselves and the men were completed, so also was the store for our goods. There only remained unfinished one or two outhouses and our back kitchen, the latter a detached building, afterwards to be connected with the main dwelling by a passage. The store was an unusually strong log-house of one storey with a very solid door. It was attached to the side of our dwelling, with which it was connected by an inner door, so that we could, if necessary, enter it without having to go outside  a matter of some importance in case we should ever be forced to defend the fort.

I had just returned, much dispirited, from a visit to the camp of our own Indians, when this band of strangers arrived.

Remembering my last conversation with Waboose, and being very curious to know what were the contents of the mysterious packet she had mentioned, I had gone to the camp to visit her, but, to my extreme regret, found that Big Otter and several of the Indians had struck their tents and gone off on a long hunting expedition, taking their families with them  Waboose among the rest.

On finding, however, that strange Indians had arrived with a goodly supply of furs to trade, thoughts of all other matters were driven out of my mind, the depression of spirits fled, and a burst of enthusiasm supervened as the thought occurred to me that now, at last, the great object of our expedition was about to begin in earnest. I verily believe that the same spirit of enthusiasm, or satisfaction  call it what you will  animated more or less every man at the fort. Indeed, I believe that it is always so in every condition of life; that men who lay claim to even the smallest amount of spirit or self-respect, experience a thrill of justifiable pride in performing their duty well, and earning the approval of their official superiors. My own thoughts, if defined, would probably have amounted to this  

Now then, heres a chance at last of driving a good trade, and we will soon show the Governor and Council of the Fur-traders that they were well advised when they selected John Lumley as the chief of this trading expedition into the remote wilderness!

Come, Max, cried my friend, whom I met hastening to the store as I arrived, youre just in time. Heres a big band of redskins with splendid packs of furs. I fear, however, that what is our gain will to some extent be poor Macnabs loss, for they say they used to take their furs to him in former years.

But, then, said I, will not the company gain the furs which used to be damaged, and therefore lost, on the long voyage to Muskrat? Besides, the Indians will now be enabled to devote the time thus saved to hunting and trapping, and that will also be clear gain.

We reached the store as I said this, followed by a dozen Indians with large packs on their shoulders. These were the chief men of the tribe, who were to be attended to first. The others, who had to await their turn with what patience they could command, followed behind in a body to gaze at least upon the outside of the store  that mysterious temple of unknown wealth of which all of them had heard, though many of them had never seen or entered one.

Putting a large key into the lock, Lumley turned it with all due solemnity, for it was his plan among savages to make all acts of importance as impressive as possible in their eyes. And this act of visiting for the first time the stores  the palace of wealth  the abode of bliss  the red-mans haven of rest  was a very important act. It may not seem so to the reader, but it was so to the savage. The very smell of the place was to him delicious  and no wonder, for even to more cultivated nostrils there is an odour about the contents of a miscellaneous store  such as tea, molasses, grindstones, coffee, brown paper, woollen cloths, sugar, fish-hooks, raisins, scalping-knives, and soap  which is pleasantly suggestive.

Entering, then, with the dozen Indians, this important place, of which I was the chief and only clerk, Lumley salesman and trader, and Salamander warehouseman, the door was shut. Becoming instantly aware of a sudden diminution in the light, I looked at the windows and observed a flattened brown nose, a painted face and glaring eyes in the centre of nearly every pane!

When I looked at this band of powerful, lithe, wiry, covetous savages, and thought of the hundreds of others whom they could summon by a single war-whoop to their side, and of the smallness of our own party, I could not help feeling that moral influence was a powerful factor in the affairs of man. No doubt they were restrained to some extent by the certain knowledge that, if they attacked and killed us, and appropriated our goods without the preliminary ceremony of barter, the white men would not only decline to send them goods in future, but would organise a force to hunt down and slay the murderers: nevertheless, savages are not much given to prudential reasoning when their cupidity or passions are roused, and I cannot help thinking that we owed our safety, under God, to the belief in the savage mind that men who put themselves so completely in their power, as we did, and who looked so unsuspicious of evil, must somehow be invulnerable.

Be that as it may, we calmly acted as if there could be no question at all about our being their masters. Lumley conveyed that impression, however, without the slightest assumption of dignity. He was all kindness, gentleness, and urbanity, yet treated them with that unassertive firmness which a father exercises  or ought to exercise  towards a child.

Now then, Salamander, said Lumley, when he was inside the counter, and the Indians stood in a group on the other side, tell the principal chief to open his pack.

Lumley, I may remark, made use of Salamander as an interpreter, until he found that the dialect of those Indians was not very different from that to which he had been accustomed. Then he dispensed with his services, and took up the conversation himself, to the obvious astonishment as well as respect of the Indians, who seemed to think the white chief had actually picked up a new language after listening to it for only half an hour!

The principal chief opened his pack slowly and spread its contents on the counter with care. He did not hurry himself, being a very dignified man. There were beavers, martens, otters, silver-foxes, and many other valuable furs, for which large sums are given in the European markets. To obtain these, however, the Company of Traders had to expend very large sums in transporting goods into those northern wilds, and still larger sums would have to be paid to voyageurs, clerks, and employés generally, as well as risks run and time spent before these furs could be conveyed to market and turned into gold  hence our red chief had to content himself with moderate prices. These prices, moreover, he did not himself put on his furs. Lumley did that for him, according to the tariff used by the fur-traders all over the country, every article being rated at a standard unit of value, styled a made-beaver in some parts of the country  a castore in other parts. On the counter was marked, with a piece of chalk, the value of each fur  a beaver was valued at so many castores, according to its quality, a fox at so many  and when the sum was added up, the total was made known by a number of goose-quills being presented to the chief, each quill representing a castore. The Indians, being acquainted with this process, did not require to have it explained.

Profoundly did that chief gaze at his bundle of quills on receiving them from Lumley after Salamander had swept his furs into a corner. He was studying, as it were, the credit balance of his bank-account before investing.

Now then, chief, asked Lumley, with an urbane expression of countenance, what shall I give you?

The chief gazed solemnly round the store with his piercing black eyes, while all the other piercing black eyes around gazed at him expectantly! At last his gaze became riveted on a particular spot. The surrounding black eyes turned to that spot intently, and the chief said:

Baskisigan.

Ah, I thought so  a gun? said Lumley; hand one over, Salamander.

The interpreter went to a box which contained half a dozen of the common cheap articles which were supplied for the trade. Long, single-barrelled affairs they were, the barrels of blue metal, stocks extending to the muzzles and stained red, brass mountings of toy-like flimsiness, and flint-locks; the entire gun being worth something less than a pound sterling. These weapons were capable, nevertheless, of shooting pretty straight, though uncomfortably apt to burst.

One having been handed to the chief he received it with a grasp of almost reverential affection, while Lumley extracted from his funds the requisite number of quills in payment.

What next? asked Salamander, and again the solemn gaze went slowly round the store, on the shelves of which our goods were displayed most temptingly. Black eyes riveted once more! What is it?

A green blanket.

Just so. Fetch a four-point one, Max, hes a big man.

I took up one of our largest-sized thick green blankets, handed it to the chief, and Lumley abstracted a few more quills from the bundle.

At this point the red-man seemed to get into the swing of the thing, for a white blanket of medium size, and another of very small dimensions, were demanded. These represented wife and infant. After this a tin kettle and a roll of tobacco were purchased. The chief paused here, however, to ponder and count his quills.

Do you observe, said Lumley to me, in a low voice, what a well-balanced mind he has?

I cant say that I do, Lumley.

No? Dont you see; first a gun  self-and-family-preservation being the first law of nature; then, after thus providing for war and hunting, comes repose, dyou see? a big blanket, which immediately suggests similar comfort to the squaw, a smaller blanket; then comes comfort to the baby, a miniature blanket; then, how naturally the squaw and the squawker conduct his mind to food  a tin kettle! after which he feels justified in refreshing himself with a slight luxury  tobacco! But youll see that he will soon repress self, with Indian stoicism, and return to essentials.

Lumley was right for he had barely ceased to speak, when the chief turned and demanded an axe; then fish-hooks; then twine for lines; then awls for boring holes in the bark with which he made his canoes; then powder and shot and pipes. After this, another fit of tenderness came over him, and he bought some bright scarlet and blue cloth  doubtless for the squaw or the baby  and some brilliantly coloured silk thread with needles and variegated beads to ornament the same. Soon his quills dwindled away till at last they disappeared; yet his wants were not fully supplied  would the pale-face chief advance him some goods on credit?

Oh yes  he seemed a good and trustworthy brave  the pale-face chief had no objection to do that!

Accordingly I opened a ledger and inserted the mans name. It was almost Welsh-like in difficulty of pronunciation, but, unlike a Welshman, I spelt it as pronounced, and set down in order the additional goods he required. When Lumley thought he had given him enough on credit, he firmly closed the account, gave the man a small gratuity of tobacco, powder and shot, etcetera, and bade another chief come forward.

It was slow but interesting work, for, as the Indians grew familiar with the place and our ways, those of them who were loquacious, or possessed of humour, began to chat and comment on the goods, and on the white mans doings in a way that was very diverting.

After the chief men had traded their furs, the rank and file of the band came on, and, as is the case with all rank and file, there were some indifferent, and a few bad characters among them. It was now that I observed and admired the tact, combined with firmness, of Lumley. He spoke to these Indians with exactly the same respect and suavity that had characterised him when trading with the chiefs. When he saw any one become puzzled or undecided, he suggested or quietly advised. If a mans eye appeared to twinkle he cut a mild joke with him. If one became too familiar, or seemed disposed to be insolent he took no notice, but turned aside and busied himself in arranging the goods.

At last, however, an incident occurred which called for different treatment. There was among the Indians a long-legged, wiry fellow who had been named Attick, or Reindeer, because he was a celebrated runner. Those who disliked him  and they were numerous  said he was good at running away from his foes. However that might be, he was undoubtedly dexterous in the use of his fingers  and it was through this propensity that we were first introduced to him. It happened thus:

Lumley, whose powers of observation often surprised me, had noticed that Attick looked often and with longing eyes at a very small roll of tobacco which belonged to one of his comrades, and lay on the counter temptingly near at hand. Slowly, and, as it were, inadvertently, he advanced his hand until it touched the tobacco, then, laying hold on it, when the owner was busy with something else, he carried it towards the bosom of his leather hunting-shirt. Before it reached that place of concealment, however, Lumley quickly, yet so quietly that the act was scarce perceived, seized the elbow of the chief and gave him a look. Attick promptly put the tobacco down and looked at Lumley with a scowl, but the pale-face chief was smilingly giving some advice to the man with whom he was trading.

He thought that the man would not attempt anything more of a similar kind, at least at that time, but he was mistaken. He under-estimated the force of covetousness and the power of temptation in a savage. Soon afterwards he saw Attick deftly pass a packet of bright beads, belonging to another comrade, from the counter to his breast, where he let it remain, grasped in his hand. Immediately afterwards the owner of the beads missed them. He turned over his goods hastily, but could not find the packet and looked suspiciously at Salamander, who had been standing near all the time, besides fingering the things occasionally.

A comrade has stolen it, said Lumley, in a quiet voice and without looking at any one save the robbed man.

This was received with scowls and strong marks of disapprobation.

Not so! The interpreter, the pale-face, has stolen it, returned the Indian fiercely.

Instead of replying, Lumley vaulted lightly over the counter, stood before the astonished Attick, thrust his hand into the bosom of that savage, and, by main force, dragged forth the thieving fist still closed over the missing packet. The Indians were too much taken by surprise at the promptness of the act to speak  they could only glare.

My friends, said Lumley, still maintaining, however, something of kindliness in his look of stern gravity, the Great Master of Life does not love thieving, and no thief will be permitted to enter this store.

What more he would have said I know not for, swift as lightning, Attick drew his knife and made a plunge at my friends heart. Expecting a scuffle, I had also leaped the counter. Lumley caught the wrist of the savage; at the same time he exclaimed, Open the door, Max.

I obeyed, expecting to see the Indian kicked out, but I was wrong, for my friend, with a sharp twist turned Atticks back to his own breast, then, seizing him by both elbows, he lifted him off his feet as if he had been a mere infant, carried him forward a few paces, and set him gently down outside. Then, stepping back, he shut the door.

A roar of laughter from those without showed the light in which they viewed the incident, and the amused looks of some of those in the store told that at least they did not disapprove of the act.

Without paying any regard to these things, however, Lumley returned to his place, and with his usual air of good humour continued to barter with the red-men.

Thus the work of trading went on for three days, and, during that time, there was much fraternising of what I may call our home  Indians with the newcomers, and a great deal, I regret to say, of gambling. We found that this evil prevailed to a great extent among them, insomuch that one or two of them gambled away all that they possessed, and came to us with very penitent looks, asking for a small quantity of goods on credit to enable them to face the winter!

I need scarcely say that our amiable chief complied with these requests, but only on the solemn promise that the goods so advanced should not be risked in gambling, and I have reason to believe that these men were faithful to their promises. This gambling was of the simplest kind, consisting of the method which is known by the name of odd or even?

In the evenings the chiefs were encouraged to come into our hall and palaver. They availed themselves of the invitation to come, and sometimes palavered, but more frequently smoked, with owlish solemnity, squatting on the floor with their backs against the wall.

Nevertheless, on these occasions we gained a good deal of information, and Lumley availed himself of the opportunities sometimes to lecture them on the sin of gambling. He always, I observed, laid much more stress on the idea that the Great Master of Life was grieved with His children when they did evil, than that He visited the sin with disagreeable consequences. On one of these occasions an elderly chief surprised us by suddenly putting the question, Do the pale-faces trade fire-water?

Every pipe was removed from every lip, and the glittering eyes of expectancy, coupled with the all but total cessation of breathing, told of the intense interest with which they awaited the answer.

No, replied Lumley, we sell none. We do not love fire-water.

A deep but quiet sigh followed, and the pipes were resumed in silent resignation. And, I must add, I felt devoutly thankful that we did not sell fire-water, when I looked at the strong features and powerful frames of the red-men around me.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Catastrophe, a Letter, and a Surprise.

Autumn at length gradually drew to a close, and we began to make preparations for the long winter that lay before us.

Our saw-mill, having been repaired and improved, had worked so well that we had cut a considerable quantity of planks, as well for the boats which we intended to build as for the houses. It was fortunate that this had been accomplished before the occurrence of an event which put an effectual stop to that branch of our industries. It happened thus:

One afternoon the fine weather which we had been enjoying so long gave place to boisterous winds and deluges of rain, confining us all to the fort and making us feel slightly miserable.

But we mustnt grumble, Max, said Lumley to me, as we looked out of our small windows. We must take the evil with the good as it comes, and be thankful.

Please, I wasnt grumbling, said I, sharply.

No? I thought you were.

No, I was not. It must have been internal grumbling by yourself that you heard, I retorted, sauntering back to the fire, which by that time we had begun to light daily.

I daresay youre right, Max; it has often struck me as a curious fact that, when one is cross or grumpy, he is apt to think all the rest of the world is also cross or grumpy. By the way, that reminds me  though I dont see why it should remind me, seeing that the two things have no connection  that Coppet came to me last night saying he had discovered a slight leak in the dam. Wed better look to it now, as the rain seems to have moderated a little.

We went out forthwith, and found Coppet already on the spot, gazing at a small rill of water which bubbled up from behind a mass of rock that jutted out from the cliff and formed a support for the beams of our dam.

Something wrong there, Coppet, said Lumley, inspecting the place carefully.

Oui, monsieur  it is true.

Can you guess where it comes through? I asked.

Vraiment, monsieur, I know not, but surely the dam it is quite strong.

Strong!  of course it is, unnecessarily strong, said I, looking up at its edge, over which the water, rendered muddy by the rains, flowed in a considerable volume. What think you, Lumley?

I asked my friends opinion somewhat anxiously, because I observed that he seemed to examine the place with unusually grave looks.

Max, he said at last, your engineering is defective. It is true that the beams and stuffs of which the dam is composed could resist all the weight or force of water that can be brought to bear on them  even an untrained eye like mine can see that  but you had not observed that this mass of rock, against which the whole affair rests, has got a crack in it, so that it is partially, if not altogether, detached from the cliff. No doubt it is a large heavy mass, but the strain upon it must be very severe, and its stability depends on its foundations.

The foundations seem secure enough, said I, looking down.

True, but natural foundations are sometimes deceptive, and that bubbling spring may be quietly washing these away. We must use a little art here. Go, Coppet, he added, turning to the carpenter, fetch all the men, and your tools, and as many heavy timbers as you can readily lay hands on. Come, Max, help me to lift this one.

The decision of Lumleys manner and the energetic way in which he threw off his coat and set to work, convinced me that he thought danger of some sort was impending. I therefore followed his example, and set to with a will.

We fixed a heavy log in front of the suspected mass of rock, placing its end against the centre of the mass, and sinking the other end into the ground  having previously, however, sunk a strong crossbeam into the ground to bear the pressure of that end.

This of itself, said my chief, will go far to avert evil, but we will adopt your tactics, Max, and, by giving it superabundance of strength, make assurance doubly sure.

In pursuance of this plan, he ordered the men to plant several ponderous logs in the same position as the first beam, over which other logs were thrown crosswise, and the whole was weighted with heavy stones.

During our operations, which occupied us all till evening, the rain increased tenfold, and at last came down in absolute sheets, flooding our dam to such an extent that it overflowed nearly all round the brim in pretty solid cataracts of dirty water, which brought down branches and leaves and other débris from the higher parts of the stream.

I was gratified to see, however, that our embankment showed no symptoms of weakness, and felt assured that the powerful structure we had just set up was more than sufficient to prevent any rupture in the rock itself. Comforted by these thoughts, Lumley and I returned to the hall in a burst of thunder, lightning, and rain  thoroughly saturated, and in a condition to do ample justice to the sea-biscuit, fried salt-pork, hung whitefish and tea, which Salamander had prepared for supper.

Blondin, being a polite, intelligent fellow as well as our foreman, was privileged to take his meals with us, besides occupying one of our four rooms. In consequence of this we conversed chiefly in the patois French of the country, for the worthy man was not deeply learned in English. Salamander messed with the men in their own house, after preparing and spreading our meals.

What say you to a game of chess? said Lumley to me, after the tea-things had been carried away by Blondin.

By all means, I replied, going to a corner cupboard, in which we kept miscellaneous articles, and bringing out the chess-board.

This board and its men, by the way, merit passing remark, for they were fashioned by our chief entirely, and very neatly, out of the pith of a bush, the name of which I forget; and, on the voyage, many an hour that might otherwise have been tedious we whiled away with this interesting game. I knew nothing of it when we began, but Lumley taught me the moves, and I soon picked up enough of the game to enable me to fight a fairish battle before being beaten. At first Lumley always won, and was wont to signalise his victory by the expression of a modest hope that the tables would be turned ere long. That hope  whether genuine or pretended  was not long of being gratified, for as my mind by degrees began to grasp the mysteries of chess, I succeeded in winning a game now and then.

On this particular night, however, the tables were turned literally, and in a way that we little expected.

Blondin, being left to himself, had sought the companionship of his pipe, and was dozing over the fire, more than half asleep  at least not more awake than was consistent with the keeping of his pipe between his lips. Ever and anon he was startled into a more wakeful condition by the tremendous blasts which frequently shook the house; but these did not disturb him much, for he had helped to build the house, and knew that it was strong.

We were all indeed pretty well tired by our recent exertions, and rather sleepy, so that the game languished a little. Salamander, having obtained permission to retire, was in bed in his own corner-room, entertaining us with a duet through the nose  if I may call that a duet in which both nostrils played the same air.

Check! said Lumley, rousing himself a little, and placing a knight in such a position as to endanger my king.

Mate! I exclaimed ruefully.

Hallo! cried Blondin, waking up at the familiar word.

No  not that sort of mate, said I, with a laugh, but the

I stopped abruptly, for at that moment we heard a sound that sent a thrill to our hearts. It was something between a rend and a crash. We looked at each other in consternation.

The dams going, exclaimed Lumley.

Another crash, that there was no misunderstanding, proved that it was gone.

We ran towards the back door, but before reaching it, we had an additional proof that was even more convincing than the last. A rush of tumultuous water was heard outside. Next moment the back door was burst inward, and a deluge of water met us. Lumley, who was nearest the door, was swept off his legs, and came against me with such violence that I fell over him. Blondin, who was furthest off, tried to stop us, but also went down, and all three were swept into the lower side of the hall amid a jumble of tables, chairs, billets of wood, stray garments, and chessmen.

The fire had been put out; so had the candle, and we were thus in nearly pitch darkness, when we heard a yell from Salamander. It was followed by a great splash, and we dimly perceived something like a half-naked ghost floundering towards us.

It was Salamander!

Hold on! shouted Lumley.

Deres noting to hold on to, monsieur, cried the interpreter in desperation, as he tripped over something and rose again  gasping.

The rush was over in half a minute, but the great weight of water that had entered held the front door, which opened inwards, so tight, that our hall was converted into a water-tank about three feet deep, while a huge mass of logs and débris outside blocked the opening of the back door.

Stay, dont move till I get a light, cried Lumley, wading to the corner cupboard, where, on an upper shelf, we kept our candles, with flint, steel, and tinder.

While he was striking a light we all stood silent and shivering, but when a candle was with difficulty lighted, I burst into an irresistible fit of laughter for the scene we presented was ludicrous in the extreme. It was not our woe-begone looks which tickled me, so much as the helpless, drowned-rat-like aspect we had all assumed  all except our chief, whose tall, strong figure holding a candle over his dishevelled head looked like the spirit of destruction presiding over a scene of desolation.

A rapping at the front door was the first thing that recalled us to the necessity for action.

Is it drownded ye all are, Muster Lumley?

It was the voice of Donald Bane.

Not quite, cried Lumley, with a laugh and a shiver. Come in, Donald.

Ay, ay, sur, I would come in if I could, but the door wont open.

Shove hard, Donald.

I wull, sur. Here, Shames, lend a hand.

We heard both the Highlanders put their broad backs against the door and groan in Gaelic as they heaved, but they might as well have tried to lift the house. They caused the door to crack, however.

Wheesht! Whats that Shames?

Weve splut the toor, Tonald.

Never mind; heave again, boys, cried Lumley.

At that moment poor Salamander, who was groping about with nothing but his shirt on, stumbled over something, and, in trying to recover himself, pitched head first against the door with considerable violence.

This was a climax. The door, although it had withstood the pressure from without, could not resist this additional pressure within. It collapsed and burst outwards suddenly. The great mass of water went forth with the gushing hilarity of a prisoner set free, and, with something like a roar of triumph, carried Salamander like a chip on its crest. He was launched into the bosom of the amazed James Dougall, who incontinently went with the stream, laying hold of and carrying off Donald Bane as he passed.

After a few turns over on the lawn, the three men regained their footing, and made their way back to the house, while the stream, subsiding almost immediately, left us in peace to make the best of what James Dougall called a paad chob!

What had actually occurred was this: the rock that held the main supports of our dam, being detached from the cliff as Lumley had surmised, had been undermined by the unusual floods of the previous week. Even in that condition it might have remained fast, so strong was our artificial buttress, but as the foundation wore away the rock heeled over to one side a little; this deranged the direct action of the buttresses, and in an instant they flew aside. The rock was hurled over, and the whole of our dam was dashed in dire confusion into the bed of the stream. It was this choking of the natural channel which sent the great flood over our lawn, and, as we have seen, created such a hubbub in the hall.

Of course all danger was now past. The roaring torrent soon forced its way into its own bed again, and all we had to do was to repair damages as well as we could, and make ourselves as comfortable for the night as circumstances would admit of.

Fortunately the next day was fine and warm, with brilliant sunshine. Being Sunday we let everything remain just as it was, for Lumley and I were of the same mind in regard to the Sabbath-day, and, from the commencement of our expedition, had as far as possible rested from all week-day labour on that day. Both of us had been trained to do so from infancy.

Well do I remember my dear old fathers last advice to me on this subject. Punch, said he, wherever you go, my boy, remember the Sabbath-day to keep it holy. Youll be tempted to do ordinary work, and to go in for ordinary amusement on that day, but dont do it, my boy  dont do it. Depend upon it, a blessing always attends the respecter of the Sabbath.

But, father, said I, venturing for the first time in my life to echo what I had often heard said, is it true, as some people assert, that the Sabbath is a Jewish institution, and no longer binding on Christians? Pardon my venturing to repeat this objection

Objection! interrupted my father, why, dear boy, theres nothing I like better than to hear fair, honest objections, because then I can meet them. How can the Sabbath be a Jewish institution when the commandment begins with remember? The day to be remembered was instituted at Creation, given to man as a blessed day of rest from toil, and recognised as binding by our Saviour, when He sanctioned works of necessity and mercy on that day.

I never forgot my fathers advice on this subject, and have experienced mental, physical, and spiritual benefit as the result.

Owing to our belief in the Sabbath, then, we invariably, while travelling, remained in camp on that clay, and found that we not only did not lose, but actually had gained in speed at the end of each week  comparing our rate of progress with that of those who did not rest on Sundays. And I now recall to mind a certain bishop of the Church of England who, while travelling in the great Nor-west between two well-known stations, made the fastest journey on record, although he regularly remained in camp on the Sabbath-day. On that day, also, after our arrival at Lake Wichikagan, and all through the winter, Lumley made a regular practice of assembling the men and reading a sermon from a book which he had brought for the purpose. And he did not neglect instruction of another kind, to which I shall refer as well as to our winter amusements, in the proper place.

During all this time our larder had been well supplied by Blondin with fresh fish from the lake, and by the Indians with haunches of reindeer and moose, or elk, venison. They also brought us beaver-meat, the tails of which were considered the best portions. Bears-meat was offered us, but we did not relish it much, possibly from prejudice; but we would have been glad of it, doubtless, if reduced to short allowance. Of course wild-fowl of all kinds were plentiful, and many of these were shot by Lumley and myself, as well as by our men.

Some of the geese we had at first salted, but, the frost having come, we were by that time able to preserve fish and meat quite fresh for winter use  so that both net and gun were in constant occupation.

One day, while Lumley and I were sitting at dinner  which we usually took about noon  we were agreeably surprised by the appearance of a strange Indian, and still more agreeably surprised by his entering the hall and holding out a packet to Lumley. Having delivered it, the man, who looked wayworn, strode to the fire, sat quietly down and began to smoke a pipe which I had handed to him ready charged.

Why, whats this? exclaimed Lumley, unwrapping the covering of the packet, not a letter, surely!  yes, I declare it is  and from Macnab too. Come, this is an unlooked-for treat.

I was quite excited  indeed we both were  for a letter in those regions was about as rare as snow in July.

Lumley opened it hastily and read as follows:  

My dear Lumley, you will be surprised to get a letter from me, and dated, too, from an unknown post. Yes, my boy, like yourself, I have been transferred from my old home, to this region, which is not more than two hundred miles from your present residence. The governor sent me to establish it soon after you left. I have named it the Mountain House, because theres a thing the shape and size of a sugar-loaf behind it. So, Ill hope to look you up during the winter. Before going further let me give you a piece of news  Ive got my sister out here to stay with me! Just think of that!

At this point Lumley laid down the letter and stared at me.

Why, Max, such a thing was never heard of before! If he had got a wife, now, I could have understood it, but a sister!

Well, whatever she is to him, shes a civilised white woman, and thats a sight worth seeing in those regions. I wonder what shes like? said I.

Like himself, of course. Tall, raw-boned, square-shouldered, red-haired (you know he told us she was red-haired), square-jawed, Roman-nosed  a Macnab female could be nothing else.

Come, said I, dont be impolite to Highland females, but go on with the letter.

Lumley obeyed, but the letter contained little more of interest. We cared not for that, however. We had now a subject capable of keeping us in speculative talk for a week  the mere fact that there was actually a civilised woman  a lady perhaps  at all events a Macnab  within two hundred miles of us!

No doubt shes a rugged specimen of the sex, said Lumley, as we sat beside the fire that night, no other kind of white female would venture to face this wilderness for the sake of a brother; but she is a white woman, and she is only two hundred miles off  unless our friend is joking  and shes Macnabs sister  Jessie, if I remember rightly  

Stalwart young Jessie,

The flower of

Come, Lumley, that will do  good-night!




Chapter Sixteen.

The Joys of Camping Out  Important Additions to the Establishment  Serious Matters and Winter Amusements.

At last winter came upon us in earnest. It had been threatening for a considerable time. Sharp frosts had occurred during the nights, and more than once we had on rising found thin ice forming on the lake, though the motion of the running water had as yet prevented our stream from freezing; but towards the end of October there came a day which completely changed the condition and appearance of things.

Every one knows the peculiar, I may say the exhilarating, sensations that are experienced when one looks out from ones window and beholds the landscape covered completely with the first snows of winter.

Well, those sensations were experienced on the occasion of which I write in somewhat peculiar circumstances. Lumley and I were out hunting at the time: we had been successful; and, having wandered far from the fort, resolved to encamp in the woods, and return home early in the morning.

I do love to bivouac in the forest, I said, as we busied ourselves spreading brush-wood on the ground, preparing the kettle, plucking our game, and kindling the fire, especially at this season of the year, when the sharp nights render the fire so agreeable.

Yes, said Lumley, and the sharp appetites render food so delightful.

To say nothing, I added, of the sharp wits that render intercourse so pleasant.

Ah, and not to mention, retorted Lumley, the dull wits, stirred into unwonted activity, which tone down that intercourse with flashes of weakly humour. Now then, Max, clap on more wood. Dont spare the firing  theres plenty of it, so  isnt it grand to see the thick smoke towering upwards straight and solid like a pillar!

Seldom that one experiences a calm so perfect, said I, glancing upward at the slowly-rising smoke. Dont you think it is the proverbial calm before the storm?

Dont know, Max. Im not weather-wise. Cant say that I understand much about calms or storms, proverbial or otherwise, and dont much care.

Thats not like your usual philosophical character, Lumley, said I see, the column is still quite perpendicular

Come, Max, interrupted my friend, dont get sentimental till after supper. Go to work, and pluck that bird while I fill the kettle.

If anything can drive away sentiment, I replied, taking up one of the birds which we had shot that day, the plucking and cleaning of this will do it.

On the contrary, man, returned Lumley, taking up the tin kettle as he spoke, true sentiment, if you had it, would induce you to moralise on that bird as you plucked it  on the romantic commencement of its career amid the reeds and sedges of the swamps in the great Nor-west; on the bold flights of its maturer years over the northern wilderness into those mysterious regions round the pole, which man, with all his vaunted power and wisdom, has failed to fathom, and on the sad  I may even say inglorious  termination of its course in a hunters pot, to say nothing of a hunters stom

Lumley, said I, interrupting, do try to hold your tongue, if you can, and go fill your kettle.

With a laugh he swung off to a spring that bubbled at the foot of a rock hard by, and when he returned I had my bird plucked, singed, split open, and cleaned out. You must understand, reader, that we were not particular. We were wont to grasp the feathers in large handfuls, and such as would not come off easily we singed off.

You see, Lumley, said I, when he came back, I dont intend that this bird shall end his career in the pot. Ill roast him.

Tis well, most noble Max, for I wouldnt let you pot him, even if you wished to. We have only one kettle, and that must be devoted to tea.

It was not long before the supper was ready. While it was preparing Lumley and I sat chatting by the fire, and gazing in a sort of dreamy delight at the glorious view of land and water which we could see through an opening among the trees in front of us; for, not only was there the rich colouring of autumn everywhere  the greens, yellows, browns, and reds of mosses, grasses, and variegated foliage  but there was a bright golden glow cast over all by the beams of the setting sun.

Ere long all this was forgotten as we lay under the starry sky in profound slumber.

While we slept, the Creator was preparing that wonderful and beautiful change to which I have referred. Clouds gradually overspread the sky  I observed this when, in a half-sleeping state I rose to mend our fire, but thought nothing of it. I did not, however, observe what followed, for sleep had overpowered me again the instant I lay down.

Softly, silently, persistently, and in large flakes, the snow must have fallen during the entire night, for, when we awoke it lay half a foot deep upon us, and when we shook ourselves free and looked forth we found that the whole landscape, far and near, was covered with the same pure white drapery. The uniformity of the scene was broken by the knolls of trees and shrubs and belts of forest which showed powerfully against the white ground, and by the water of the numerous ponds and lakes and streams which, where calm, reflected the bright blue sky, and, where rough, sparkled in the rising sun; while every twig and leaf of bush and tree bore its little fringe or patch of snow, so that we were surrounded by the most beautiful and complicated forms of lacework conceivable of Natures own making.

It is glorious to look at, said Lumley, after our first burst of enthusiasm, but it will be troublesome to walk through, I fear.

We did not, however, find it as troublesome as we had expected; for, although nearly a foot deep, the snow was quite dry, owing to the frost which had set in, and we could drive it aside with comparative ease when we started on our journey homeward.

Arrived at the fort we found our men and the few Indians who had not left us for their hunting-grounds, busy at the nets, or finishing the buildings that were yet incomplete.

We also found that Big Otter had come in, bringing with him his wife, and his niece Waboose, with her mother. The health of the latter had broken down, and Big Otter had brought her to the fort in the hope that the white chief could do something for her.

Ill do what I can, said Lumley, on hearing her case stated, though I make no pretence to being a medicine-man, but I will do this for you and her:  I will engage you, if you choose, to help Blondin at his fishery, and your wife to make moccasins for us. Ill also let you have that little hut beside our kitchen to live in. Youll find it better and warmer than a wigwam, and as there are two rooms in it you wont be overcrowded.

Big Otter was delighted with this arrangement, and I took him away at once to show him the hut he was to occupy.

As this was the first time I had met with the unknown Englishmans widow, and the mother of Waboose, it was with no little interest and curiosity that I regarded her.

She was evidently in very bad health, but I could easily see that when young she must have been a very handsome woman. Besides being tall and well-formed, she had a most expressive countenance and a dignified air, coupled with a look of tender kindness in it, which drew me to her at once. She seemed in many respects much superior  in manners and habits  to the other Indian women of the tribe, though still far below her daughter in that respect, and I could easily perceive that the latter owed her great superiority and refinement of manner to her father, though she might well have derived her gentleness from her mother.

What the illness was that broke that mother down I cannot tell. It resembled consumption in some respects, though without the cough, but she improved in health decidedly at first on getting into her new house, and set to work with zeal to assist in the making of moccasins and other garments. Of course Waboose helped her; and, very soon after this arrival, I began to give her lessons in the English language.

Lumley quizzed me a good deal about this at first, but afterwards he became more serious.

Now, Max, my boy, he said to me, one evening when we were alone, in that kindly-serious manner which seemed to come over him whenever he had occasion to find fault with any one, it is all very well your giving lessons in English to that Indian girl, but what I want to know is, what do you expect to be the upshot of it?

Marriage, said I with prompt decision, if  if she will have me, I added with a more modest air.

My friend did not laugh or banter me, as I had expected, but in an earnest tone said:  

But think, Max, you are only just entering on manhood; you cant be said to know your own mind yet. Suppose, now, that you were to express an intention to marry Waboose, the Hudsons Bay Company might object till you had at least finished your apprenticeship.

But I would not think of it before that, said I.

And then, continued Lumley, not noticing the interruption, if you do marry her you can never more return to the civilised world, for she is utterly ignorant of its ways, and would feel so ill at ease there, and look so much out of place, that you would be obliged to take to the woods again, and live and die there  and  what would your father say to that?

I confess that this reference to my dear father shook me.

But, Lumley, said I, she is not a mere Indian girl, and would not look out of place anywhere. Her father was obviously a gentleman, and has tried, with much success I find, to cultivate a naturally gentle and delicate mind and disposition in his child. Surely, very little is required to make a lady of her  I mean in the sense that society understands by that term  and even if that were not possible, is mere polish to be weighed in the balance against gentleness, sweetness, unselfishness, tenderness, truthfulness, modesty, loving-kindness  to say nothing of beauty

A hearty laugh interrupted me here.

Oh! Max, I admit that polish must go down before such a splendid array of virtues. But, added my friend, becoming grave again, is Waboose a Christian?

Yes, I replied, stoutly, a far, far better Christian than I am, for I find that her father has taught her the truths of the Bible  and you  you see that fruit in her which I fear you dont see much of in me.

Well, we have not had much time to see the fruit yet, but now I must speak to you as your chief. You say you have no thought of marriage till your apprenticeship is up. That is a good while yet. You may change your mind.

Never! said I, with emphasis.

Well, I respect your honourable feelings, my boy, but it is just possible that even if she were willing (which has yet to be proved) she may change her mind, therefore you must promise me faithfully that in all this teaching of English there shall be no lovemaking. You are bound in honour, Max, to avoid trying to win her affections, or in any way to influence her till  till time, a considerable time  shall have passed.

I promise you, Lumley, with all my heart. I think it is ennobling to a man to love a girl because of her pure and sterling qualities irrespective of her looks, and I would count it foul disgrace to do anything to win her unless I saw my way quite clearly to wed her.

Which you do not at present, Max?

Which I do not at present, Lumley, so I will continue the lessons with the air and manner of a heartless pedagogue!

This having been arranged between us, the subject was dropped, and not again referred to for many months.

Meanwhile winter advanced with rapid strides. One night an intense frost set in and covered the entire lake, as far at least as we could see, with a sheet of pure ice. It had set fast in a profound calm, and the surface was so smooth that every tree and bush on the outlying islets was reflected as if in water. Indeed, it could scarcely be told that the ice was not water except by going on it.

Being a somewhat expert skater, and having brought my skates with me, I put them on, resolved to enjoy a few hours of what used to be a favourite amusement when I was a boy. Lumley could not skate, to my regret; besides, he had no skates, and none of the men had ever learned the art, so that I was forced to skate alone. And at this time I learned a lesson about solitary amusement which I never afterwards forgot.

Max, said Lumley, as I went down to the lake, skates in hand, while youre off amusing yourself Ill go finish the track on the hillside  that will afford amusement enough for me and the men. Ill give them a holiday, as it is such a splendid day.

Thats a new kind of holiday, said I with a laugh, as I fixed on my skates, to set them to the finishing of a track!

The track referred to was a straight wide cutting up the face of the hill at the side of the fort. Lumley had ordered the men to clear it of trees and shrubs, from the hill-top  which extended far behind as well as high above the fort  down to the edge of the lake. It had remained in this unfinished state for some time, and now, being covered with snow, formed a long white-floored avenue to the hill-top.

Im sorry you cant join me, said I, making a few circles before starting. It feels so selfish to go off alone.

Never mind, old boy, off you go, and see that you dont get upon weak ice.

Lumley waved his hand as he spoke, and I shot swiftly away over the glassy lake.

Oh! it was a glorious burst, that first dash over an apparently illimitable sheet of water, for, although small for an American lake, the opposite shore of Wichikagan was so far-off as to appear dim and low, while, in one direction, the sky and water met at the horizon, so that I enjoyed the romantic feeling of, as it were, skating out to sea! The strength of youth thrilled in every nerve and muscle; the vigour of health and life coursed in every vein. I felt, just then, as if exhaustion were impossible. The ice was so smooth that there was no sensation of roughness under foot to tell of a solid support. The swift gliding motion was more like the skimming of the swallow than the skating of a man. The smallest impulse sent me shooting ahead with an ease that almost surprised me. In sensation, as well as in appearance, I was rushing over a surface of water in which the sun was reflected with a brilliancy that quite dazzled me. I became almost wild with delight. Indeed I grew reckless, and gave a sort of leap  with what intent I know not  which caused the back of my head to smite the ice and my body to proceed fifty yards or more on its back, with the legs in the air and a starry constellation corruscating in the brain!

Considerably sobered by this, I arose and cut the figure of eight thoughtfully for five minutes. After this I resumed my rapid pace, which I kept up until the necessity of pausing to recover breath impressed me. Making a wide circle outwards with my left leg in the air and my right hand pointed to the sky in the most approved manner, I gradually caused the circle to diminish until I came to a stand.

Looking back, I saw Fort Wichikagan like a mere speck on the horizon. In the opposite direction the lake still presented a limitless horizon. On either side the distant shores marked, but could hardly be said to bound, the view, while, closer at hand, the islets were reflected in the ice as clearly as if it had been water. I felt as if standing on a liquid ocean. Once more a bounding sense of joyous freedom and strength filled me. The starry corruscations had vanished. The bump on the back of my head had ceased to grieve me. Away I went again like  but words fail me. Imagery and description avail nothing when the indescribable is reached!

After an hour of this enjoyment I took to circling, and, in the exuberance of my feelings, attempted some quite new and complex performances, which resulted in a few more corruscations and bumps. But these were trifles. I heeded them not.

At last, however, I stood still and became thoughtful. We must all become thoughtful sooner or later. A sense of loneliness began to oppress me, and I longed for companionship in my joy. Knowing that this was a useless longing, I cast it aside and resumed my evolutions, rushes, bumps, and corruscations. But it would not do. The longing returned with redoubled violence. After another hour I turned to skate homeward, very much toned down in spirits, and deeply convinced of the truth  in more senses than one  of the words, It is not good that man should be alone.

Before leaving this subject I may add that I tried skating again the next day, but again grew weary of it in less than an hour for want of companionship; that I made up my mind, in disgust to try no more; and that, on the day following, sympathetic Nature aided me in my resolve by covering the entire lake with eighteen inches of snow  thus rendering my once favourite exercise impossible.

But, to return. When I drew near to the fort, I observed that several black specks were gliding with lightning speed down the white track on the hillside which Lumley had undertaken to finish. These specks, after descending the steep hill, slid over the level shore and shot far out upon the lake, where some of them seemed to roll over and over. Wondering what this could be, I put on a spurt. Suddenly the truth dawned upon me. My friend Lumley had cleared the slope for the purpose of sledging down it!

Max, he had remarked to me, long before, when talking about our men and our plans, All work and no play, you know, makes Jack a dull boy; so Ill get up some kind of winter amusement for the lads which will keep them in health and spirits.

Need I say that my recent cogitations and experience led me to join this riotous crew with redoubled ardour? Taking off my skates hurriedly and climbing up the hill, I leaped on the tail of Big Otters toboggan, without invitation, just as he was starting at the top of the snow-slope to follow Lumley. I gave the sled such an impetus that we overtook our chief, and upset him just as he reached the lake, causing him to collide with Donald Bane and James Dougall, who, seated on the same toboggan, were anxiously striving to keep their balance. The result was, that we all resolved ourselves into a conglomerate of toboggans and men, which went shooting and struggling over the smooth lake for fifty yards or upwards at the rate of twelve miles an hour, if not more. This, of course, afforded unutterable delight to the rest of our men, and to Waboose and her mother; as well as to several Indians, who had just arrived. Among these last were Attick and Maqua with his son Mozwa.

It was rough but health-giving, as well as enjoyable, work, and sent us to our respective beds that night in a condition of readiness to fall promptly into a state of absolute oblivion.




Chapter Seventeen.

Describes a Tremendous Visitation  A Feast  A Surprise  And an Attempt at Murder.

I must beg the reader now to leap with me into the middle of winter.

It is New Years Day. That festive season of the year is not less marked and honoured in the Great Nor-west than it is in civilised lands, though there are comparatively few to honour it, and their resources are somewhat meagre. These facts do not however, diminish the hearty zeal of the few  perchance they tend rather to increase it.

Be that as it may, I now convey the reader to an ice-bound forest. Deep snow has buried the frozen ground. Masses of snow weigh down the branches of the leafless trees; and evergreens, which are not leafless, are literally overwhelmed, almost obliterated, by the universal covering. But the scene is by no means dismal. A blue sky overhead and a bright sun and calm frosty air render it pre-eminently cheerful. The ground is undulating, and among these undulations you may see two men and a couple of sledges slowly making their way along.

The sledge in rear is the ordinary provision-sled used by winter travellers in that land; it is hauled by an Indian. The one in front is styled a cariole. It resembles a slipper-bath in form, is covered with yellow parchment, gaily painted, and drawn by four fine wolf-like dogs. The rider in that cariole is so whelmed in furs as to be absolutely invisible. The man who beats the track has a straight, stalwart frame, and from what of his countenance is left exposed by his fur cap and whiskers, one may judge that he is a white man.

Slowly and silently they plod along through the deep snow  the sleigh-bells on the dogs harness tinkling pleasantly. Ere long they come out upon a lake, where, the snow being beaten pretty hard, they proceed rapidly  the dogs trotting, and the leader, having changed to the rear, holding on to the cariole-line to restrain them.

Towards the afternoon the travellers draw towards the end of the lake, and then a spirit of mischief seems to enter into the wolf-like dogs, for, on turning round a point which reveals a wide reach of hard snow stretching away towards a distant group of buildings more than half buried in drift, they make a sudden bound, overturn the stalwart white man, jerk the tail-line from his grasp, and career away joyously over the ice, causing their bells to send up an exceeding merry and melodious peal.

From certain incomprehensible growls that escape the stalwart white man as he picks himself up, it might be conjectured that he had taken to the Chipewyan tongue; perhaps a Scotsman might have been led by them to recall the regions that lie north of the Grampians.

Lumley and I were sitting in the hall of Fort Wichikagan, awaiting the advent of dinner, when the sound of the sleigh-bells just referred to broke upon our ears. We bounded from our seats as if galvanised, seized our caps and rushed out.

A cariole! shouted Lumley.

Run away! said I.

As I spoke, the figure of a man was seen rushing round the point in pursuit.

Macnab! cried Lumley, with blazing eyes, Id know his figure at twenty miles off. I say, Max, the runaway cariole must certainly contain the sister  the carroty-haired Jessie! Hurrah! We must stop it, my boy, else the dogs will run slap into the fort, and dash the fair six-footer against one o the houses. Look out, man!

But Lumley was wrong. Either the dogs had run as much as they desired, or the decided manner in which we faced them caused them to swerve aside, and stop when they came close to us. The swerve had the effect of overturning the cariole gently, and emptying its contents at our feet, and out from the mass of wraps and furs there arose  not a red-headed six-footer, but a young and sprightly girl, with clear dark complexion, a neat, rounded little figure, and a pair of magnificent black eyes, which, at the moment, were opened to their utmost with an expression of intense amazement.

Lumley gazed at this apparition open-mouthed, with a look of blank surprise. I believe that my own visage must also have worn some remarkable expression, for suddenly the girls gorgeous eyes half closed, and she burst into a hearty fit of laughter.

Well, this is a surprise! exclaimed Lumley, on recovering some of his usual self-possession.

So it would seem, replied the apparition, still laughing, for it has robbed you of common politeness. Why dont you introduce yourself and welcome me? No doubt you are my brothers friend, Mr Lumley!

She drew a very small white hand from a very large leather mitten, and held it out.

Forgive me, Miss Macnab  for of course you can be no other, said Lumley, advancing promptly and grasping the hand, but your  your  sudden, and I may almost say magical, appearance has so taken me by surprise, that  that

Yes, yes, I understand, Mr Lumley  that you find it difficult to recover yourself,  why, your friend Mr Maxby has not yet recovered, said the fair Jessie, turning and holding out her hand to me.

She was right. I had not recovered, but stood there open-mouthed and eyed, bereft of speech, until the necessity for action was thrust upon me. My apologies were, however, cut short by the coming up of her brother, who, while yet a long way off, began to shout in his stentorian tones:  

Hallo! Lumley, my boy, how are ye? Here we are at last. A happy New Year, Max. Glad to see you once more  all alive and hearty? Eh? More than I expected to find you, Jess, after such a run with these rascally dogs  absolute wolves! But it might have been worse. Give us a shake o your fists, my boys, on this happy New Years Day.

By this time our hearty friend was beside us, shaking us both vigorously by the hands, wishing us all manner of good luck, and compliments of the season, and otherwise letting off the steam of his exuberant feelings.

Youve introduced yourselves, I see, he continued; come, Lumley, give your arm to Jessie, and show us the way to the fort.

If Miss Macnab, began Lumley, advancing, but his speech was here cut short.

Miss Macnab! echoed the explosive Peter in a sarcastic shout, call her Jessie, man! who ever heard of a Miss Macnab in the backwoods? When men take to living in the wilderness, its time to cast off all the humbuggin politenesses o civilised life.

Pardon me, Macnab, returned my friend, with more than his usual urbanity, I differ from you there.

Oh, ay, I daresay ye do, interrupted the other. Its been said of Scotsmen that they can aye objec, and I think its equally true of Englishmen that they can always differ!

Men who live in the wilderness, continued Lumley, merely answering the interruption with a smile, ought to be unusually particular about keeping up all the politenesses of civilised life, instead of dropping them, and ought to be inexpressibly thankful when a soft and civilising influence, like Miss Macnab, condescends to visit them with a ray of sunshine from the old country.

Bravo, Lumley, cried Macnab, with a boisterous laugh, that speech was worthy of an Irishman! Call her what you like, my good fellow, so long as you never call her too late for meals; but come along now and lets have something to eat, for Im famishing.

By this time the Indian with the sled had joined us, so we all went off to the fort in a state of boisterous joy, of which those unfortunates who have never been banished from their fellows for months  or for years  can form no conception. As dinner was opportunely smoking on the table when we entered the hall, our visitors hilarity was, if possible, increased. Moreover, we had company that New Years Day, for a knife and fork had been laid in the hall for every man at the fort. You see, Lumley was a strict disciplinarian, and, therefore, could afford at special times to relax without loss of dignity and with a great increase of good-will on the part of all under him. At all other times we and the men  excepting our guide  messed apart; but on Christmas and New Years Days all distinctions were laid aside, discipline was relaxed, and we acted on the principle of that brotherhood which is based upon the assumption that all men have the same objects in life and the same hopes after death. That morning we had all played football on the ice together, had slidden and tumbled down the snow-slope together, and now we were about to mess together in the hall. Still further, our company was to be increased, and our festive board to be graced, by the presence of Waboose and her mother. Little had we imagined, when all this was planned, that we were to have the addition of our old friend Macnab, and that glorious beam from the sun of civilisation, his sister Jessie!

I will, however, make but brief reference to this festive occasion, and proceed to tell of an event which created an unexpected sensation in our little community, and might have closed our New Years Day amusements with a terrible tragedy.

After dinner we circled round the blazing fire and enjoyed ourselves listening to Macnab, who had a happy facility in giving a graphic account of his sledge journey from the Mountain Fort  his recently built trading-post  to Fort Wichikagan, and I observed particularly that the presence of a lady among us had a most wonderful and irresistible influence in softening the tones and the manners of all.

As the evening advanced tea was introduced  we had nothing stronger, and did not, indeed, feel any desire for fire-water. Under the inspiriting influence of this beverage, several of our men were induced to tell stories, which were more or less humorous.

During the meal  at which Lumley insisted that Miss Macnab should preside, to the immense disgust of Salamander  I observed that the dark-haired white girl and the fair-haired Indian, drew very closely together. It appeared to me that they had fallen in love with each other at first sight, a fact which afforded me lively satisfaction, though I had no very clear perception as to why it should do so.

Songs naturally followed the cheering cup, and at this point Lumley became unusually bold.

I wonder, he said, with a peculiar air of modesty which somewhat puzzled me, if I may venture to ask Miss Macnab for a song.

Ha! ha! shouted her brother, before she could reply, you may venture to ask, my boy, but youll find it difficult to draw a song out of Jessie. Why, she never could sing a note!

Ive a good mind to sing now, Peter, said the girl with a laugh, just to prove that you are a false man.

No, no, Jessie, spare me, returned the Highlander, but get out your accordion, and

Accordion! almost shouted Lumley, do you play the accordion? Have you really got one here?

It is but right to say, in justification of Lumleys enthusiasm, that music of any kind was so seldom heard in those wilds, that the mere prospect of hearing good music excited us, for of course our natural thought was that a girl like Jessie Macnab could not perform anything but good music.

As she rose to go for the instrument to Salamanders room  which had been made over to her  a growling Gaelic exclamation made me aware of the fact that the faces of Donald Bane and James Dougall were beaming with hope, mingled with admiration of their countrywoman. She had naturally paid these men a good deal of attention, and, in addition to her other good qualities, spoke their native tongue fluently. As Dougall afterwards said, She hes the Gaelic!

On returning to the hall with the once familiar and well-remembered instrument, I believe every man there felt a tendency to worship her. But who shall describe the effect produced when she began to play, with the utmost facility and with deep feeling, one of the most beautiful of the plaintive Scottish melodies? Bane and Dougall shaded their rugged faces with their rugged hands to hide the tears that could not be restrained. Lumley, whose mind, although untouched by associations, was peculiarly susceptible to sweet sounds, sat entranced. So did Big Otter, who could only glare; because instrument, tune, and performer, were alike new and magical to him. Even Salamander forgot his jealousy and almost collapsed with wonder. As for Dumont, Coppet, and the others  they clasped their hands, opened their eyes and mouths, and simply drank it in.

There was no applause when the air ceased, but a deep sigh from every one seemed to be the indication of a return to ordinary consciousness. Waboose and her mother did not sigh, however. They sat still and gazed in silent wonder. Jessie Macnab, with a slight blush at the unexpected effect, ran her fingers lightly over the keys of her instrument, and then suddenly began to play a Highland reel with tremendous vigour!

If an electric shock had traversed the marrow or our backbones, the result could not have been more surprising.

Wow! Tougall, man! exclaimed Bane, starting up and flinging away his chair.

Dougall said nothing, but he uttered a Celtic yell suggestive of war and all its horrors to Big Otter, and, starting up, began the Highland fling opposite to his friend in the most violent manner. As I was not a bad dancer of Scots reels myself, and the music had caused me also to boil over, I started up likewise and faced Macnab, who, being equally affected, stood up to me in a moment, and away we went, hammer and tongs, with stamp and whoop and snap of finger  oh! the scene is indescribable. Indeed, I may say that to an ordinary civilised man who never saw it, the scene is inconceivable, so  we will pass on.

While these stirring events were taking place inside the hall, a black-faced, red-painted savage was flattening his ugly nose against a pane of glass outside one of the windows. It was Attick, whom our chief had convicted of stealing about the time of our arrival. That unpleasant savage had never forgiven Lumley, and, being exceedingly vindictive, had resolved to murder him! With this end in view, he had been prowling about the place for several days, having arrived with a band of his tribe who had assembled at Christmas-time to enjoy some of the good cheer which they understood to be going at that season among the pale-faces.

On New Years night unknown to his comrades  for it was his intention to do the deed secretly, and leave the imputation upon all  he watched his opportunity, and thought he had found it when, after the dance was over and the guests had retired, he saw Lumley seated by the fire in conversation with the newly-arrived pale-face girl. Macnab and I had gone with the men to their house for some purpose  I forget what  so that the two were left alone.

Attick might easily have opened the door and shot his victim, but the report, he knew, would have roused every one; besides, his absence at the moment and his dirty gun would have betrayed him to his comrades; so, being a strong man, he preferred the scalping-knife, with the use of which he was of course familiar.

Now, it chanced that there hung a small looking-glass over the hall fireplace. In that glass Lumley could see not only himself, but the door and windows of the room behind him, as he sat chatting with Jessie Macnab. Happening to glance into the glass, he observed the flattened nose of Attick on the window-pane with the glaring eyes above it. A tête-à-tête with the fair Jessie was too pleasant, however, to be interrupted by such a trifle; he therefore continued the conversation, though he kept a sharp look-out behind him. Presently he saw the door open  open so gently that it gave forth no sound. Immediately after, a blackened and savage head appeared with a diabolical expression on the countenance. It was followed slowly by a hand in which a gleaming knife was clutched. Lumley now fully understood what was meditated, for he recognised Attick through his war-paint. He did not move, however, for he felt that if he sprang up too soon the savage could easily leap back through the doorway and escape into the dark woods. He therefore laid strong constraint on himself and waited.

Miss Macnabs back was turned to the savage, but not having the advantage of the glass, she could not see him, and continued her pleasant prattle. Like a dark, noiseless shadow, the Indian advanced, and raised his knife.

Then you like this wilderness life? asked Jessie, at that moment.

Yes, I confess, Miss Macnab, that it has its charms as well as its disagreeables  the utter want of society being the worst of the latter.

I should have thought, said the girl, looking up, that you  but  but  why do you gaze and frown so fiercely at that

She was promptly answered, for Lumley sprang up at the moment with panther-like agility, wheeled round, seized the uplifted arm, and, with a wrench so violent as to break it, he hurled the savage to the ground.

Jessie Macnab sprang up in consternation, but did not give way to that supposed female-in-alarm necessity  a scream. At the same moment Macnab and I entered.

Hallo! Lumley. Whats all this? cried Macnab. Nobody hurt, I hope?

I fear the Indian is hurt somewhat, said our chief, looking down at his enemy, who lay stunned upon the floor. Go, Max, assemble our men and fetch all the Indians.

In a few minutes all were assembled in the hall, when Lumley, in a low, stern voice, related what had occurred, appealing to Jessie to corroborate what he said.

Now, he added in conclusion, turning to the Indians, I have no quarrel with you. There lies your comrade. He has forfeited his life to me, but I forgive him. Take him away.

Lumley said no more, as, in solemn surprise and silence, the Indians lifted up their comrade and bore him out of the hall; but he took good care to make no reference whatever to the looking-glass, and I verily believe that to this day it is believed by the red-men of that region that Lumley has eyes in the back of his head.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Mysterious Packet  Friends depart, and Lumley is caught singing.

The uncertainty of all sublunary things is a truism so trite that I do not mean to insult the readers understanding by attempting to prove it. I merely refer to it in order to say that the great Nor-west is not exempt from that general rule of uncertainty.

At first peace and prosperity attended us, at least in all the main lines of life, with only trivial variations, and we felt disposed to believe that the sunshine would continue to gladden us throughout the whole winter. But such was not to be the case. Soon after the events narrated in the last chapter, clouds began to gather, the peaceful flow of our life was interrupted, and at last a storm burst which filled the inhabitants of our little fort with consternation.

After the attempted murder by Attick on New Years Day, the Indians left the fort, taking their wounded friend along with them. No doubt they felt that it would be scarcely reasonable in them to expect to be entertained with the good things of the pale-faces after the dastardly attempt that had been made on our chiefs life. But Attick, who had been wounded more deeply in his feelings than in his body, resolved to be revenged. He was the more urged to this because his savage affections had been fixed on, and no doubt he had been sharp enough to perceive my own regard for the girl, and was jealous enough to believe that I would take advantage of my position and of her residence at the fort to supplant him.

Bad men invariably find like-minded spirits ready to help them in their dark designs. Among the redskins of his tribe Attick found no difficulty in securing the allegiance of one or two men, who were in the habit of looking up to him as their leader, and it was not very long before he found his opportunity  as shall soon be told. When the Macnabs had spent three weeks with us, they set off on the return journey to the Mountain Fort, taking Waboose along with them  for Jessie Macnab had taken so strong a fancy to the fair-haired half-caste that she had prevailed on her to agree to visit the Mountain Fort in company with her mother, from whom she refused to be separated even for a few days.

Before their departure, however, I had a conversation with Waboose, in which I reminded her of the packet about which she had spoken to me on a memorable occasion in the woods. I may remark here in passing that I had conscientiously held to my promise to Lumley, and had carefully abstained from making the slightest effort to gain the girls affections, or to show her the state of my own feelings. Indeed, I had rather avoided her as much as possible without appearing rude or unkind. Of course I could not however, help showing my pity for, and sympathy with, her poor invalid mother, and as I was the only one in our little community who possessed the smallest knowledge of medicine or surgery I was forced to visit their hut daily in the capacity of doctor.

Waboose, said I, during the conversation above referred to, you need not be anxious about your mother. I feel assured that her complaint is of such a nature that her general health will be benefited by a trip over the snow  provided she is kept warm and does not travel too far each day. Of course there is no fear of that, with you and Miss Macnab to look after her, and I have given careful directions to Mr Macnab how to treat her.

You are very kind, replied the girl with much earnestness of tone and manner.

And now, Waboose, I continued, you remember saying long ago you would show me the packet that

Yes, it is here, she said, quickly, taking it out of the folds of a light shawl which covered her shoulders  the gift of Jessie  and handing it to me.

Thank you. Well, I will examine it carefully this afternoon and give it back to you to-morrow before you start.

No, keep it. I can trust you, she said, with a simple look that somehow depressed me, for it was almost too simple and sisterly to my mind. Besides, she added, it is safer in your hands than mine, and when I come again you will explain to me what it contains.

Next day the party left us. It consisted of Macnab, who, with his wonted energy of nature, was leader and beater of the track; the sprightly Jessie in a cariole drawn by four dogs; Wabooses mother in a similar cariole, and the fair Waboose herself, on snow-shoes, for she preferred the mode of travelling to which she had been most accustomed. Two Indians dragging provision-sleds brought up the rear.

It had been arranged that I should convoy the party to their first bivouac in the snow, spend the night with them, and continue to journey with them the second day as far as was consistent with the possibility of returning to the fort that night. Jack Lumley accompanied us at first, but another small party of Indians had come in to stay at the fort at that time, and although he had, I am certain, a very strong desire to go further, with his usual self-sacrificing spirit when duty pointed another way, he turned and left us at the end of a few miles.

I spent the night in the snow-bivouac as arranged, and continued to journey onward with the party next day, until Macnab refused to let me go another step.

Now, Max, he said, laughingly, you must turn here. Why, man, it will be midnight before you get in, good walker though you be. Come, good-bye.

Well, well, I suppose its better to turn since you seem tired of my company, said I, turning to Jessie, who stood up in her sleigh to shake hands. Good-bye, Miss Macnab.

Jessie, man, Jessie  none of your Miss Macnabs here, else Ill tumble you into the snow by way of farewell, shouted the irrepressible Highlander.

Very well, good-bye, Jessie, said I, with a laugh, though my heart was heavy enough. Good-bye, Waboose  farewell all.

With a wave of his hand Macnab tramped on ahead, the sleigh-bells rang out merrily and the rest of the party followed.

After they had gone a few yards Waboose turned and waved her hand again. As I looked on her fair face, glowing with health and exercise, her upright, graceful figure in its picturesque costume and her modest mien, I felt that two beams of light had shot from her bright blue eyes and pierced my heart right through and through. It was a double shot  both barrels, if I may say so  well aimed at the centre of the bulls-eye!

Next moment she was gone  the whole party having dipped over the brow of a snow-drift.

An Indian! a half-caste! I exclaimed in a burst of contempt, going off over the plain at five miles an hour, nothing of the sort. A lady  one of Natures ladies  born and br  no, not bred; no need for breeding where genuine purity, gentleness, tenderness, simplicity, modesty

I stuck at this point partly for want of words and partly because my snow-shoes, catching on a twig, sent my feet into the air and stuck my head and shoulders deep into a drift of snow. Though my words were stopped, however, the gush of my enthusiasm flowed steadily on.

And what can be more worthy of mans admiration and respectful affection? I argued, as I recovered my perpendicular, coughed the snow out of my mouth and nose, and rubbed it out of my eyes; what more worthy of true-hearted devotion than this  this  creature of  of light; this noble child of nature  this Queen of the Wilderness?

I repeated This Queen of the Wilderness for a considerable time afterwards. It seemed to me a happy expression, and I dwelt upon it with much satisfaction as I sped along, sending the fine snow in clouds of white dust from my snow-shoes, and striding over the ground at such a pace that I reached Fort Wichikagan considerably before midnight in spite of Macnabs prophecy.

I am not naturally prone thus to lay bare the secret workings of my spirit. You will, therefore, I trust, good reader, regard the revelation of these things as a special mark of confidence.

On reaching the fort I observed that a bright light streamed from the hall windows, casting a ruddy glow on the snow-heaps which had been shovelled up on each side of the footpath in front, and giving, if possible, a paler and more ghostly aspect to the surrounding scenery.

I went to one of the windows and, imitating Attick, flattened my nose against a pane. A pain was the immediate result, for, the glass being intensely cold, I was obliged to draw back promptly.

Lumley was seated alone at one side of the fire, in the familiar attitude of a man who meditates profoundly  or sleepily; namely, with his legs stretched straight out in front of him, his hands deep in his trousers-pockets, and his chin sunk on his breast, while his eyes stared fixedly at the flames.

I was about to quit my post of observation when a sudden action of my friend arrested me.

Drawing up his legs, grasping his knees with his hands, turning his eyes to the ceiling with that gaze which implies that planks and roof count for nothing in the way of intercepting the flight of Mind to the realms of Inspiration, Lumley opened his handsome mouth and broke forth into song. He had a magnificently harsh voice. I could distinguish both air and words through the double windows. The song was that which I have already quoted elsewhere Lovely young Jessie, the flower of Dunblane. The deep pathos of his tone was thrilling! It flashed a new thought into my brain. Then I became amazed at my own blind stupidity. I now understood the meaning of that restless activity which had struck me recently as being so uncharacteristic of my sedate friend; that anxiety to have all our food well cooked and nicely served, in one who habitually took food just as it came, and cared nothing for quality or appearance; that unusual effort to keep our hall neat and in order; those sharp reproofs to the astonished Salamander for failure in punctuality at meal-hours; that very slight indication of a more frequent use of the brush and comb, in one whose crisp curls required little aid from such implements.

Under the excitement of my discovery I burst into the room with, Oh! Lumley, you deceiver! cutting him short in the very middle of those repeated lovely young Jessies which constitute the very pith and marrow of the song.

Why, Max! back already? cried my friend, starting up with a slightly-confused look, which confirmed my suspicion, and rattling on at a pace which was plainly meant to carry me past the subject. How you must have walked, to be sure, unless, indeed, you convoyed them only a short part of the way; but that could not have been the case. It would have been so unlike your gallant nature, Max  eh? Well, and how did they get on? Snow not too soft, I hope? Encampment comfortable? But no fear of that of course, with Peter Macnab as leader. No capsizes?

None, said I, seizing advantage of a slight pause; everything went as well as possible, and the carioles went admirably  especially Jessies.

I looked at him pointedly as I said this, but he coolly stooped to lift a billet and put it on the fire as he rattled on again.

Yes? Thats just what I hoped for, though I could not be quite sure of it for she has the old one which I had patched up as well as possible. You see, as Macnab said  and of course I agreed with him  it was only fair that the invalid should have the strongest and easiest-going conveyance. By the way, Max, Ive heard some news. Do you know that that scoundrel Attick is stirring up the tribes against us?

No  is he? said I, quite forgetting the fair Jessie, at this piece of information.

Yes, and the rascal, I fear, may do us irreparable damage before we can tame him, for he has considerable influence with the young and fiery spirits among the savages  so Big Otter says. Fortunately his power lies only in the tongue, at present, for it seems I broke his arm the night he tried to murder me; but that will mend in time.

Very unfortunate, said I, that this should happen at the beginning of our career in this region. We must thwart his plans if we can.

Moreover, continued Lumley, with a sly look, I am told that he has the presumption to aspire to the hand of Waboose!

Indeed! I exclaimed, as a flame of indignation seemed to shoot through my whole frame; we must thwart his plans in that direction emphatically.

Of course, of course, said my friend, gravely; it would never do to let such a sweet girl throw herself away on a savage; besides, shes such a favourite with Jessie Macnab, you know. It would never do  never.

I looked at him quickly, but he was gazing abstractedly at the fire. I felt that I was no match for my friend at badinage, and gave it up!

But what do you think he could do! I asked with some anxiety, after a few minutes thought. You know that Waboose would as soon think of marrying that bloodthirsty savage as she would think of marrying a  a

A pine-tree or a grizzly bear. Yes, I know, interrupted Lumley, he will never get her with her own consent; but you know that savages have a knack of marrying women without their consent and then there is the possibility of his attempting to carry her off  and various other possibilities.

I saw that my friend was jestingly attempting to test my feelings, but I made no reply at first, though I felt strongly on the subject.

Well, Lumley, said I, at length, your first suggestion I meet with the reply that the consent of parents is not ignored among Indians, and that Wabooses mother is an Indian of so high-minded and refined a nature  partly acquired, no doubt, from her husband  that she will never consent to give her daughter to such a man; such a brute, I might say, considering what he attempted. As to Waboose herself, her fathers gentle nature in her secures her from such a misfortune; and as to her being carried off  well, I dont think any savages would be bold enough to try to carry off anything from the grip of Peter Macnab, and when we get her back here we will know how to look after her.

It may be so, said Lumley, with a sigh; and now, my boy, to change the subject, we must buckle to our winters work in right good earnest; I mean what may be styled our philanthropic work; for the other work  firewood-cutting, hunting, store arranging, preparation for the return of Indians in spring, with their furs, and all the other odds and ends of duty  is going along swimmingly; but our classes must be resumed, now that the holidays are over, for we have higher interests to consider than the mere eating that we may live, and living that we may eat.

All right, said I heartily, for I was very glad to help in a species of work which, I felt gave dignity to all our other labours. Ill get the slates out and start the men at arithmetic to-morrow evening, from the place where we left off. What will you do? Give them Robinson Crusoe over again?

No, Max, I wont do that, not just now at all events. Ill only finish the story and then begin the Pilgrims Progress. You observed, no doubt that I had been extending my commentaries on Robinson, especially towards the last chapters.

Yes  what of that?

Well, I am free to confess that that was intentionally done. It was a dodge, my boy, to get them into the habit of expecting, and submitting to, commentary, for I intend to come out strong in that line in my exposition of the Pilgrim  as you shall see. I brought the book with this very end, and the long winter nights, in view. And I mean to take it easy too  spin it out. I wont bore them with too much at a time.

Good, but dont spin it out too long, Lumley, said I; you know when men set their hearts on some magnificent plan or scheme they are apt to become prosy. I suppose youll also take the writing class, as before?

I suppose I must, returned my friend, with a sigh, though it goes against the grain, for I was never very good at penmanship, and we have lost our best scholars too, now that Waboose and her mother are gone.

By the way, that reminds me, said I, that Waboose gave me the packet which she received from her father not long before he was drowned. Here it is.

I drew it from my breast-pocket and held it up. She told me her father had said it was no use her opening it, as she could not read it, but that she was to give it to the first white man whom she could trust; you remember my mentioning that to you? she gave it to me only yesterday, and I have not yet found time to read it.

Did she say she could trust you, Max!

Of course she did. Why not?

Oh, certainly, why not? repeated my friend, with a peculiar look. Did she say you might communicate its contents to me?

Well, no, she did not, I replied, feeling rather perplexed. But I am quite sure that, if she meant to trust me at all, she meant to trust to my discretion in the whole matter; and  Jack Lumley, I added, getting up and grasping my friends hand, if I cannot trust you I can trust nobody.

That will do, he said, returning the squeeze. You are safe. Go ahead.

The packet was wrapped in a piece of birch-bark, and tied with a bit of fibrous root. This covering removed, I found a white cambric handkerchief, inside of which was something hard. It turned out to be the miniature of a handsome man, somewhere between forty and fifty. Beside it was a manuscript in English. On one corner of the kerchief was marked in faded ink the name Eve.

Holding out the portrait I said, You see. I knew he was a gentleman. This must be her father.

No doubt, replied Lumley but what says this letter?

Unfolding the manuscript I spread it carefully on my knee and began to read.




Chapter Nineteen.

Opening of the Mysterious Packet.

The manuscript was without date or preface, and its contents interested as well as surprised us not a little. It began at once as follows:  

Whoever receives this packet and letter from my daughter receives a sacred trust which he dare not shake off, and which I solemnly charge him in the sight of God to take up and fulfil. At the moment while I write I am well and strong, and not old. It is my firm intention, if God spares me, to pursue the course which is herein detailed, but I know too well the risk and dangers of the wilderness to feel assured that I shall live to act out my part. I therefore write down here, as briefly as I can, my story and my wishes, and shall give the letter with my miniature to my darling Waboose  whose Christian name is Eve, though she knows it not  with directions not to open it, or let it out of her hands, until she meets with a white man whom she can trust, for well assured am I that the man whom my innocent and wise-hearted Eve can trust  be he old or young  will be a man who cannot and will not refuse the responsibility laid on him. Why I prefer to leave this packet with my daughter, instead of my dear wife, is a matter with which strangers have nothing to do.

I begin by saying that I have been a great sinner, but thank God, I have found Jesus a great Saviour. Let this suffice. I was never given to open up my mind much, and I wont begin now  at least, not more than I can help. It is right to say, at the outset, that I have been regularly married by a travelling Wesleyan minister to my dear wife, by whom also Eve and her mother were baptized.

My fall began in disobedience to my mother. Probably this is the case with most neer-do-wells. My name is William Liston. My father was a farmer in a wild part of Colorado. He died when I was a little boy, leaving my beloved mother to carry on the farm. I am their only child. My mother loved and served the Lord Christ. And well do I know that my salvation from an ungovernable temper and persistent self-will is the direct answer to her unceasing prayers.

I left home, against her will, with a party of backwoodsmen, my heart being set on what I once thought would be the free and jolly life of a hunter in the great American wilderness. I have lived to find the truth of that proverb, All is not gold that glitters, and of that word, There is no rest, saith my God, to the wicked.

I was eighteen when I left home. Since then I have been a homeless wanderer  unless a shifting tent may be considered home! Long after my quitting home, and while staying with a tribe of Indians at the head waters of the Saskatchewan river, I met an Indian girl, whose gentle, loving nature, and pretty face, were so attractive to me that I married her and joined her tribe. The marriage ceremony was, as I have said, confirmed by a Wesleyan minister, whose faithful words made such an impression on me that I resolved to give up my wild life, and return with my wife and child to my old home. My character, however  which is extremely resolute and decided when following the bent of my inclinations, and exceedingly weak and vacillating when running counter to the same  interfered with my good intentions. The removal of the tribe to a more distant part of the land also tended to delay me, and a still more potent hindrance lay in the objection of my wife  who has been faithful and true to me throughout; God bless her! She could not for a long time, see her way to forsake her people.

Ever since my meeting with the Wesleyan, my mind has been running more or less on the subject of religion, and I have tried to explain it as far as I could to my wife and child, but have found myself woefully ignorant as well as sinful. At last, not long ago, I procured a New Testament from a trapper, and God in mercy opened my eyes to see and my heart to receive the truth as it is in Jesus. Since then I have had less difficulty in speaking to my wife and child, and have been attempting to teach the latter to read English. The former, whose mother and father died lately, has now no objection to go with me to the land of the pale-faces, and it is my present intention to go to my old home on the return of spring. I have not heard of my poor mother since I left her, though at various times I have written to her. It may be that she is dead. I hope not  I even think not, for she was very young when she married my father, and her constitution was strong. But her hair was beginning to silver even before I forsook her  with sorrow, I fear, on my account. Oh! mother! mother! How unavailing is my bitter regret! What would I not give to kneel once more at your feet and confess my sin! This may perhaps be permitted  but come weal, come woe, blessed be God we shall meet again.

If my prayer is granted, this paper will never be seen by human eyes. If God sees fit to deny me this, and I should die in the wilderness, then I charge the man to whom my packet is given, to take my wife and daughter to Colorado; and if my mother  Mrs William Liston, of Sunny Creek  be still alive, to present them to her with this written paper and miniature. If, on the other hand, she be dead, then let him buy for them an annuity, or otherwise invest four thousand pounds for their benefit, according to the best of his judgment. How to come by the four thousand pounds I will now explain.

Away in the beautiful and sequestered valley at the head of Lake Wichikagan there stands a stunted pine, near a rock fallen from the cliff above. The spot is not easily found, but my Eve knows it well. It was a favourite resort of ours when we went picnicking together. There is a small hole or dry cave in the cliff just behind the fallen rock. Two feet underneath the soil there will be found a bag containing a set of diamonds worth the sum I have named, with a smaller bag containing five hundred pounds in gold. It may not be amiss to say that both jewels and money have been honestly come by. The money I dug out of the Californian mines, and bought the jewels in a drunken frolic when in Canada for my future wife, as I then boasted. My dear wife has never seen them, nor has Eve. They do not know of their existence. The five hundred pounds in gold is to be retained for himself by the man who accepts this trust to enable him to pay his way and carry it out.

William Liston.

It is difficult to express the conflict of feelings that assailed me when I had finished reading this remarkable manuscript. For some time Lumley and I gazed at each other in silence.

You accept the trust, I suppose? said my friend at last.

Of course. How could I do otherwise?

But you cannot remain in the service of the Hudsons Bay Company if you do. They would never give you leave of absence for such a purpose.

No matter. I will not ask leave of absence. I will resign. My time was up, you know, this year. I will write to the governor by the spring-brigade, and start away for Colorado in summer.

But this poor man may have been slightly deranged, suggested Lumley. He says that at one time he led a wild life. It is possible that his brain may have been affected, and he only dreams of these jewels and the gold.

I think not, said I, decidedly; the letter is so calm and simple in style that the idea is absurd; besides, we can soon test it by visiting the valley and the spot referred to. Moreover, even if there were no money, and the poor man were really deranged, he could never have imagined or invented all that about his mother and Colorado if it were not true. Even if we fail to find the jewels and cash I will accept the trust and fulfil it.

What! without money?

Ay, without money, said I firmly, though I am bound to confess that I did not at the moment see clearly how the thing was in that case to be done. But I was  and, indeed, still am  of an ardent disposition, and felt sanguine that I should manage to fulfil the obligations of this remarkable trust somehow.

Well, Max, you and I will visit this valley to-morrow, said Lumley, rising; meanwhile we will go to bed.

Accordingly, next morning, after breakfast Lumley and I slung our snow-shoes over our shoulders on the barrels of our guns,  for the lake was as hard as a sheet of white marble,  and started off to pay a visit to the spot indicated in what I may style poor Listons will.

It was a bright bracing day  quite calm, but with keen frost, which tended to increase the feelings of excitement already roused by the object we had in view. As we passed through the lakes fringe of willows, the tops of which just rose a foot or two above the drifted snow, a great covey of ptarmigan rose with a mighty whirr, and swept along the shore; but we took no heed of these  our minds being bent on other game!

The distance to the upper end of the lake was considerable, and the day was far advanced when we reached it. As we took to the land the covey of ptarmigan, which had preceded us to the place, again rose. This time, however, we were prepared for them. Lumley shot a brace right and left, taking the two last that rose with sportsman-like precision. I confess that I am not a particularly good shot  never was  and have not much of the sportsmans pride about me. I fired straight into the centre of the dense mass of birds, six of which immediately fell upon the snow.

What a lot of flukes! exclaimed my companion, with a laugh, as he recharged.

Luck before precision, any day! said I, following his example.

Ay, Max, but there is this difference, that luck is rather uncertain, whereas precision is always sure.

Well, be that as it may, said I putting on my snow-shoes, for the snow in the wood we were about to enter was deep and soft, we have enough for a good supper at all events.

True, and we shall need a good supper, for we must camp out. There is no chance of our finding this treasure  even if it exists  until we have had a good search, and then it will be too late to return home with comfort, or even safety, for it is difficult on a dark night to distinguish tracks on the hard snow of a lake, as Ive sometimes found to my cost.

We set up several other coveys of ptarmigan as we traversed the belt of willows lying between the lake and the woods, and when we entered the latter, several grouse, of a species that takes to trees, fluttered away from us; but we did not molest them, having already more than we could consume swinging at our belts.

We went straight up the valley to what we deemed the most sequestered part of it, and then paused.

This looks somewhat like the spot, doesnt it? said Lumley, glancing round. Yonder is a cliff with rocks at the base of it.

Yes, but too many rocks, said I; the paper mentions only one; besides, it refers to a stunted pine, and I see nothing of that sort here.

True, it must be higher up the valley. Come along.

On we plodded, hour after hour, halting often, and examining with care many a secluded spot that seemed to answer more or less the description of the spot for which we searched, but all in vain. Sunset found us as far from our object as ever, and as hungry as hawks. Darkness of course put an end to the search, and, with a feeling of disappointment and weariness that I had not experienced since arriving in that region, I set to work to fell and cut up a tree for fire wood, while Lumley shovelled a hole in the snow at the foot of a pine, and otherwise prepared our encampment.

But youth is remarkably elastic in spirit! No sooner was the fire crackling, the kettle singing, and the delicious odour of roasted ptarmigan tickling our nostrils, than disappointment gave way to hope and weariness to jollity.

Come, we shall have at it again to-morrow, said Lumley.

So we shall, said I mind that kettle. You have an unfortunate capacity for kicking things over.

One of the disadvantages of long legs, Max. Theyre always in the way. Get out the biscuit now. My ptarmigan is ready. At least, if it isnt, I cant wait.

Neither can I, Jack. I sometimes wish that it were natural to us to eat things raw. It would be so very convenient and save sh  a  lot  of  time.

Hunger and a wrenched-off drumstick checked further utterance!

That night we lay in our snow camp, gazing up at the stars, with our feet to the fire, talking of gold and diamonds with all the eagerness of veritable misers  though it is but justice to myself to add that Eves blue eyes outshone, in my imagination, all the diamonds that ever decked the brow of Wealth or Beauty! When at last we slept, our dreams partook of the same glittering ideas  coupled, of course, with much of the monstrous absurdity to which dreams are liable. I had just discovered a gem which was so large that I experienced the utmost difficulty in thrusting it into my coat-pocket, and was busy shovelling small diamonds of the purest water into a wheelbarrow, when a tremendous whack on my nose awoke me.

Starting up with an indignant gasp I found that it was a lump of snow, which had been detached by the heat of our fire from a branch overhead.

Whats wrong, Max? growled my companion, who lay curled up in his buffalo robe, like a huge Newfoundland dog. Bin dreamin?

Yes, said I, with a loud yawn, I was dreaming of shovelling up diamonds by the thousand when a lump of snow fell and hit my nose!

Strnge, sighed Lumley, in the sleepiest voice I ever heard, sos I  drmn f gldn sassgs an dmnd rupple-ply.

What nonsense are you talking, man? What were you dreaming of?

F goldn sausges an dimnd rolly-ply. I say s fire out?

Nearly.

S very cold. Gt up  mend it, lke good fllow. Ill help you, drectly.

He finished off with a prolonged snore, so I rose with a slight laugh, mended the fire, warmed myself well, observed in a sleepy way that the night was still bright and calm, and then lay down in a state of semi-consciousness to drop at once into a nest made of golden filigree filled with diamond eggs!

Next morning we rose at daybreak, relighted the fire and had breakfast, after which we resumed our search, but still  without success.

I fear that my surmise as to the state of poor Listons mind is correct, said Lumley. We have searched the whole valley, I believe.

Nay, not quite, I returned, it is much varied in form, and full of out-o-the-way nooks. Besides, we have not yet discovered the stunted pine, and you know the paper says the spot is difficult to find. As to Listons mind I feel quite sure that it was all right, and that the man was a good and true one. The father of Waboose could not have been otherwise.

I said this somewhat decidedly, for I felt sorely disappointed at our failure, and slightly annoyed at my friends unbelief in one whose last writing proved him  at least to my mind  to be genuine and sincere.

Well, Max, returned Lumley, with his wonted pleasant look and tone, it may be that you are right. We will continue our search as long as there seems any chance of success.

Accordingly, we ranged the valley round, high and low, until we had visited, as we thought, every nook and cranny in it and then, much dispirited, returned home.

One morning, about three months after these events, Lumley came into my bedroom where I was drawing a plan for a new store.

Max, said he, sitting down on the bed beside me, I mean to start this afternoon on a visit to the mountain fort. You know I promised Macnab that I would look him up about this time and fetch Waboose and her mother back.

Indeed. When do you start!

This afternoon.

I was not surprised at the suddenness of this announcement. Our chief was eminently a man of action. He seldom talked much about plans, but thought them well out, and when his mind was made up acted without delay.

Youll take my letter to the governor and tell Mac to forward it with his spring packet? said I.

Yes, that is just what I came to see you about. Is it ready  and are you quite decided about retiring?

Quite decided. See, here is the letter. And dont forget your promise to say nothing to Waboose or anyone else about Listons packet.

Not a word, my boy.

That afternoon my friend set off on snow-shoes accompanied by two men.

Any message, Max? he said, at parting.

Of course. My kind regards to everybody.

Nothing warmer to anybody?

Oh, yes, I returned quickly, I forgot you may, if you choose, say something a little more affectionate to Miss Macnab!

I will, Max, I will, he replied, with a loud ringing laugh and a cheery good-bye.

Some time after that an Indian came to the fort bearing a letter from Lumley. It was written, he said, merely because the Indian chanced to be travelling towards Wichikagan, and contained nothing of importance. To my surprise and disappointment it contained no reference whatever to Waboose. On turning over the last page, however, I found a postscript. It ran thus:

P.S.  By the way, I had almost omitted to mention Eve. My dear boy, I believe you are right. She is one of Natures ladies. Jessie has prevailed on her to put on one of her dresses and be her companion, and when they are walking together with their backs towards me, upon my word I have difficulty in deciding which is the more ladylike of the two! And that you will admit, is no small compliment from me. Jessie has been giving her lessons in English, and music and drawing too. Just think of that! She says she is doing it with an end in view. I wonder what that end can be! Jessie is sometimes difficult to understand. She is also remarkably wise and far-sighted. I expect to be home soon  farewell.




Chapter Twenty.

I come out in a New Light, and have a very Narrow Escape.

During the absence of my friend everything went on at the fort in the usual quiet way, with this difference, that part of our educational course had to be given up, and I had to read the Pilgrims Progress instead of my friend, for the men had become so deeply interested in the adventures of Christian that they begged of me to continue the readings.

This I agreed to do, but confined myself simply to reading. I observed, however, that my audience did not seem to appreciate the story as much as before, and was getting somewhat disheartened about it, when one evening, as I was about to begin, Donald Bane said to me  

If ye please, sur, the other laads an mes been talking over this matter, an they want me to say that they would pe fery much obleeged if ye would expound the story as you go along, the same as Muster Lumley did.

This speech both surprised and embarrassed me, for I had never before attempted anything in the way of exposition. I felt, however, that it would never do for a man in charge of an outpost in the Great Nor-West to exhibit weakness on any point, whatever he might feel; I therefore resolved to comply.

Well, Donald Bane, I said, it had been my intention to leave the exposition of the allegory to Mr Lumley, but as you all wish me to carry on that part of the reading I will do my best.

So saying, I plunged at once into the story, and got on much more easily than I had expected; ideas and words flowing into my mind copiously, insomuch that I found it difficult to stop, and on more than one occasion was awakened by a snore from one of the audience, to the fact that I had sent some of them to sleep.

In the midst of this pleasant, and I hope not unprofitable, work, an event occurred which had well-nigh stopped my commentaries on the Pilgrims Progress, and put an end to my career altogether.

I had gone out one morning with my gun to procure a few fresh ptarmigan, accompanied by Big Otter. Our trusty Indian was beginning by that time to understand the English language, but he would not condescend to speak it. This, however, was of slight importance, as I had learned to jabber fluently in the native tongue.

We speedily half-filled the large game-bag which the Indian carried.

I think well go into the thicker woods now, said I, and try for some tree grouse by way of variety.

Big Otter gave a mild grunt of assent. He was not naturally given to much talking, and, being amiable, was always ready to conform to any plan without discussion, unless expressly asked. Indeed, even when expressly asked, it was not always possible to get a satisfactory answer out of him.

Do you think we should go up the Dark Valley, or over the Rocky Knoll, said I, referring to two well-known spots a considerable distance from the fort.

The pale-face chief knows best.

Yes, but the pale-face asks what the red-face thinks, said I, somewhat amused by the answer.

He thinks that there are grouse in the Dark Valley, and also in the lands towards the setting sun over the Rocky Knoll.

If I were to ask you, Big Otter, which of the two directions you would like to take, what would you reply?

I would reply, The direction that best pleases the pale-face chief.

Now, Big Otter, said I, firmly, for I was determined to get an answer out of him, in which of the two paths are we most likely to find the greatest number of birds?

Assuredly in the path which shall be chosen by the pale-face. Is he not a great hunter? Does he not know the land?

I gave in with a short laugh, and, turning, led the way over the Rocky Knoll into the dense forest at the back of the fort. Passing through a belt of this, we came upon more open ground, where the trees grew in clumps, with willow-covered spaces between. Beyond that we re-entered the thick woods, and at once set up a covey of the birds we were in search of. There were six of them, and they all perched on a neighbouring tree.

Now it is sometimes the case that the birds of which I write are so tame that they will sit still on a tree till they are all shot, one by one, if only the hunter is careful to fire at the lowest bird first, and so proceed upwards. If he should kill the top bird first, its fluttering fall disturbs the rest, causing them to take wing. Fully aware of this fact, Big Otter and I fired alternate shots, and in a few seconds brought down the whole covey. This quite filled one of our bags.

You may take it home, Big Otter, said I, and tell them not to be alarmed if I dont return till to-morrow. Perhaps I shall camp out.

With his usual quiet grunt of acquiescence my red-skinned companion shouldered the full bag, and left me. I then struck into the thick woods, with the general bearings of which I was well acquainted, and soon after came across the fresh tracks of a deer, which I followed up hotly.

I am naturally a keen sportsman, and apt to forget both time and distance when pursuing game. As to distance, however, a backwoods hunter who intends to encamp on the spot where night finds him, does not need to concern himself much about that. I therefore plodded on, hour after hour, until the waning light told of the approach of darkness, and convinced me that further pursuit would be useless.

Looking round me then, for a suitable spot on which to make my encampment, I experienced almost a shock of surprise, not unmingled with alarm, on making the discovery that I had forgotten to bring my fire-bag!

To some people the serious nature of this may not at first be apparent. But they may appreciate the situation in some degree when I tell them that on that occasion I suddenly found myself about twenty miles from home, fatigued, hungry, with the night descending over the wilderness, the thermometer about thirty-five below zero, of Fahrenheits scale, with the snow for my bed, and without that all important flint, steel and tinder, wherewith to procure fire for the cooking of my food and the warming of my frame!

It is true I had my gun, which was a flint one, so that by rubbing some slightly moistened gunpowder on a piece of rag, which I tore from my shirt for the purpose, and snapping the lock over it there was a possibility of a spark catching, but unfortunately the flint was a much worn one which I had chipped away to such an extent during the day, to improve its fire-producing powers, that only the merest glimmer of a spark was evolved after many snappings, and it was so feeble as to be quite unable to catch hold of my extemporised tinder. After prolonged and fruitless efforts the intense cold began to chill me, and being well aware of the great danger of getting benumbed, or of falling into that torpid state of indifference to life, coupled with intense desire for rest which precedes death from cold, I made up my mind at once, tired and hungry though I was, to turn round and walk straight back to the fort.

I knew myself to be quite capable of walking forty miles on snow-shoes in ordinary circumstances. My being tired and the darkness of night, were against me, but what of that? it would only require me to brace myself to a severer task than usual!

I had not gone many miles, however, on the return journey, when a doubt occurred as to whether I was taking the right direction. In the confidence of my knowledge of the country I had carelessly left my old track, which was indeed rather a devious one, and had struck what I believed to be a straight line for the fort. It was by that time too late to retrace my steps and too dark to distinguish the features of the landscape. I stopped for a minute to think, and as I did so the profound oppressive silence of the night, the weird pallid aspect of the scarce visible snow, and the dark pines around me, which were only a shade or two darker than the black sky above, together with the ever-increasing cold, made such an impression on my mind that the prayer, God help me! burst almost involuntarily from my lips.

Feeling that delay surely meant death, I started off again with redoubled energy, and this impulse of determination, along with the exercise, increased my temperature somewhat, so that hope became strong again, and with it muscular energy.

Suddenly I came upon a snow-shoe track. I went down on my knees to examine it, but the light was insufficient to make it out clearly. What would I not have given for a match at that moment! However, as the size of the shoe-print seemed to my feeling the same with that of the shoe I wore, I concluded that it must certainly be my own track out from home  all the more that it ran almost parallel with the line I was following.

Getting upon it then, I stepped out with much greater ease and with a lighter heart.

After a time the track led me to a slightly open space where the light was better. I thought that objects seemed familiar to me as I looked round. Advancing, I came on a spot where the snow was much trodden down. There was a bank of snow near. I went towards it while a terrible suspicion flashed into my mind. Yes, it was the very spot on which I had been sitting hours before, while I was making fruitless efforts to obtain a light from the flint of my gun! I had been doing that of which I had often read and heard, walking unwittingly in a circle, and had actually come back to the spot from which I set out.

What my feelings were on making this discovery it is scarcely possible to describe. My first act was to look up and exclaim as before, God help me! But there was nothing impulsive or involuntary in the prayer this time. I fully realised the extent of my danger, and, believing that the hour had come when nothing could save my life but the direct interposition of my Creator, I turned to Him with all the fervour of my heart.

At the same time I am bound to confess that my faith was very weak, and my soul felt that solemn alarm which probably the bravest feel at the approach of death, when that approach is sudden and very unexpected.

Nevertheless, I am thankful to say that my powers of judgment and of action did not forsake me. I knew that it would be folly to attempt to follow my track back again through the intricacies of the forest in so dark a night, especially now that the track was partly mingled and confused with that which I had made in joining it. I also knew that to give way to despair, and lie down without a fire or food, would be to seal my own doom. Only one course remained, and that was to keep constantly moving until the return of day should enable me to distinguish surrounding objects more clearly.

I went to work therefore without delay, but before doing so once again solemnly and earnestly committed my soul and body to the care of God. And, truly, the circumstances of my case intensified that prayer. I felt as if I had never really prayed in earnest in my life before that night.

Then, laying aside my gun, blanket and cooking utensils, so as to commence my task as light as possible, I went to the most open space of ground I could find, and there described a large circle with my snow-shoes on. This was the track on which I resolved to perform a feat of endurance. To walk all night without intermission, without rest, so as to keep up my animal heat was the effort on the success of which depended the issue of life or death.

I began with that vigour which is born of hopeful determination to succeed or die. But, as time wore on, the increasing weakness and exhaustion began to render me less capable of enduring the intense cold. Having my wallet on my back I took out some biscuit and pemmican and ate it as I walked. This revived me a good deal, nevertheless I restrained myself, feeling convinced that nothing but steady, quiet perseverance would carry me through. Soon thirst began to torment me, yet I did not dare to eat snow, as that would have merely injured the inside of my mouth, and frozen the skin of my lips. This feeling did not however last long. It was followed by a powerful sense of drowsiness.

This I knew to be the fatal premonitory symptom, and strove against it with all my power. The better to resist it I began to talk aloud to myself.

Come now, my boy, you mustnt give way to that. It is death, you know. Hold up! Be a man! Act as Lumley would have acted in similar circumstances. Dear Lumley! How he would run to help me if he only knew!

Suddenly the words, In Me is thy help, seemed to sound in my very ears. I stopped to listen, and was partly roused, but soon hurried on again.

Yes, yes, I exclaimed aloud, I know the text well, but the words had scarcely left my lips when I stumbled and fell. Owing to my sinking powers I had failed to keep the centre of the track; my right snow-shoe had caught on the edge of it and tumbled me into the soft snow.

How shall I describe the delicious feeling of profound rest that ensued when I found myself prone and motionless? Equally impossible is it to describe the agonising struggles that I made to induce my unwilling spirit to rouse my listless body. Those who have striven in semi-consciousness to throw off the awful lethargy of nightmare may have some conception of my feelings. I knew, even then, that it was the critical moment  the beginning of the end. In a burst of anxiety I began to pray  to shout with all my strength  for deliverance. The effort and the strange sound of my own voice roused me.

I staggered to my feet and was able to continue my walk. Being somewhat brighter than I had been before the tumble, I perceived that the circular track was by that time beaten hard enough to bear me up without snow-shoes, so I put them off and walked with much more ease.

From this point however my mind became so confused that I can give no reliable account of what followed. I was conscious at various periods during that dreadful night of becoming alive to several incidents and states of mind. I recollect falling more than once, as I had fallen before, and of experiencing, more than once, that painful struggle against what I may style mental and physical inertia. I remember breaking out frequently into loud importunate prayer, and being impressed with a feeling of reviving energy at such times. Sometimes a text of Scripture seemed to flash before my eyes and disappear. On these occasions I made terrible efforts to grasp the text, and have an indistinct sensation of increased strength resulting from the mere efforts, but most of the texts faded as quickly as they came, with the exception of one God is our Hope. Somehow I seemed to lay firm hold of that, and to feel conscious of holding it, even when sense was slipping away, but of the blanks between those conditions I know nothing. They may have been long or they may have been short  I cannot tell. All remains on my memory now like the unsubstantial fragments of a hideous dream.

The first thing after that which impressed itself on me with anything like the distinctness of reality was the sound of a crackling fire, accompanied with the sensation of warmth in my throat. Slowly opening my eyes I became aware of the fact that I was lying in front of a blazing fire, surrounded by Big Otter, Blondin, and Dougall, who stood gazing at me with anxious looks, while Henri Coppet knelt at my side, attempting to pour some warm tea down my throat.

Dere now, monsieur, said Coppet, who was rather fond of airing his English, especially when excited, Yoos kom too ver queek. Ony drink. Ha! dere be noting like tea.

Wow! man, mind what yer aboot. Yell scald him, said Dougall, anxiously.

You hole yoos tongue, replied the carpenter contemptuously, me knows wat mees do. Don wants no Scoshmans for tell me. Voilà! Monsieur have swaller un peu!

This was true. I had not only swallowed, but nearly choked with a tendency to laugh at the lugubrious expression of my friends faces.

Where am I? said I, on recovering a little, What has happened?

Oo ay, Muster Maxby, answered Dougall, with his wonted nasal drawl; somethin hess happened, but its no sae pad as what might hev happened, whatever.

As this did not tend to clear my mind much, and as I knew from experience that the worthy Celt refused to be hurried in his communications, I turned an inquiring look on Blondin, who at once said in French  

Monsieur has been lost and nearly frozen, and Monsieur would surely have been quite frozen if James Dougall had not discovered that Monsieur had left his fire-bag at home, by mistake no doubt; we at once set out to search for Monsieur, and we found him with his head in the snow and his feet in the air. At first we thought that Monsieur was dead, but happily he was not, so we kindled a fire and rubbed Monsieur, and gave him hot tea, which has revived him. Voilà! Perhaps Monsieur will take a little more hot tea?

While Blondin was speaking, the whole scene of the previous day and of the terrible night rushed in upon my brain like a flood, and I thanked God fervently for my deliverance, while I complied with the mans suggestion and sipped some more tea.

It revived me much, but on attempting to rise I found myself so weak that I fell back helplessly with a deep sigh.

Yeve no need to trouble yoursel, Muster Maxby, said Dougall, weve brought the new dowg-sleigh for ee.

Looking in the direction in which he pointed, I observed not far-off the splendid new dog-sleigh which we had spent much time in making and painting that winter. Our fine team of four semi-wolf dogs, gay with embroidered harness as they lay curled up on the snow, were attached to it.

I suspect I should have died but for your thoughtful care, Dougall, I said, gratefully, as the good fellow assisted to place me in the vehicle and wrap the buffalo robes around me.

Hoots! Muster Maxby, was the remonstrative reply.

Big Otter placed himself in front of the cortège to beat the track. The dogs followed him with the sleigh-bells ringing merrily. Blondin took hold of the tail-line, and the others brought up the rear.

Thus comfortably, with a bright sun shining in the blue sky, I returned to Fort Wichikagan.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Buffalo Hunt Followed by a Palaver, an Arrival, and a Traitor-Chase.

We must turn away now, for a short time, to another, though not far distant, part of the Great Nor-West.

It is a more open country than that immediately around Fort Wichikagan, and lies to the south of it. Here and there long stretches of prairie cut up the wilderness, giving to the landscape a soft and park-like appearance. The scenery is further diversified by various lakelets which swarm with water-fowl, for the season has changed, early spring having already swept away the white mantle of winter, and spread the green robes of Nature over the land. It is such a region as a millionaire might select in which to build a palace, but no millionaire has yet beheld the lovely spot. With unlimited wealth at his command he still confines himself to the smoke and dust of civilisation, leaving the free air and the brilliant beauty of the wilderness to the wild-fowl and the penniless hunter, and the wandering savage!

In the midst of one of the stretches of rolling prairie-land, great herds of buffalo are scattered in groups, browsing with all the air of security peculiar to domestic cattle. Happily their memories are short. They seem prone to enjoy the present, forgetful of the past and regardless of the future  happily, I say, for those humpy and hairy creatures are not unacquainted with mans devices  the sudden surprise, the twang of the red-mans bow and the crack of the hunters rifle.

It was the forenoon of a splendid day, when this peaceful scene was broken in upon by obstreperous, fighting, peace-destroying man. A little cloud of dust on the horizon was the first indication of his approach, and a very antique buffalo-bull was first among the thousands of innocents to observe the cloud. It stirred the memory of other days, no doubt within his capacious bosom, and probably sent a thrill through his huge frame, which, terminating naturally in his tail, caused that appendage to vibrate and curl slightly upwards. At the same time he emitted softly a low rumble, which might have served for the bass of a cathedral organ.

Most of the cows near the patriarch looked up in evident surprise, as though to say, What in all the world do you mean by that? But the patriarch took no notice of them. He kept his wicked little eyes fixed intently on the cloud of dust, twitching his tail nervously, and rumbling cathedral-organically. If I might venture to guess at the mental operations of that patriarch, I should say that he was growling to himself, Is that you again, you galloping, spitfiring, two-legged, yelling monsters? or some such bovine expression.

By degrees the cloud came nearer and enlarged. Simultaneously the groups of buffaloes drew together and began to gaze  perchance to remember! The patriarch became excited, wriggled his tail, which was ridiculously small for his body, pawed the ground, trotted hither and thither, and commenced playing on all the deeper notes of his organ.

At last there could be no doubt. The two-legged monsters came on, mounted on four-legged brutes, which began to trot as the distance between them diminished. This was enough. The patriarch tossed his haunches to the sky, all but wriggled off his tail, gave utterance to a bursting bellow, and went scouring over the plains like a gigantic wild pig. The entire buffalo host performing a similar toss and wriggle, followed close on his heels.

At this the redskins put their steeds to the gallop, but did not at once overtake their prey. Clumsy though their gait was, the buffaloes were swift and strong, causing the whole plain to resound under their mighty tread. Indian steeds, however, are wiry and enduring. By slow degrees they lessened the distance between them  both pursued and pursuers lengthening out their ranks as the fittest came to the front. Thundering on, they approached one of the large clumps of woodland with which the plain was covered, as with islets. The patriarch led to the left of it. The savages, sweeping aside, took to the right.

The sudden disappearance of the pursuers seemed to surprise the patriarch, who slackened his pace a little, and, lifting his shaggy head, looked right and left inquiringly. Was it all a dream! he thought  no doubt.

If he thought it was, he received in a few minutes a rude awakening, for the redskins came sweeping round the other end of the clump of trees, yelling like fiends, brandishing their weapons and urging their steeds to the uttermost.

To snort, bellow, turn off at a tangent, and scurry along faster than ever, was the work of a moment, but it was too late! The savages were in the midst of the snorting host. Bows were bent and guns were levelled. The latter were smooth-bores, cheap, and more or less inaccurate, but that mattered not.

Where the range was only two or three yards, guns and bows were true enough for the end in view. At such work even bad shots met their reward. Arrows sank to the feathers; bullets penetrated to the heart or shattered the bones. Ere long numerous black lumps on the prairie told of death to the quadrupeds and success to the bipeds.

But I do not drag the reader here merely to tell of savage sport and butchery. The Indian was only following his vocation  working for his food.

That same evening two of the Indians stood on a hillock, a little apart from their camp where smoking fires and roasting meat and marrow-bones, and ravenously-feeding men and women, and gorging little boys and girls, formed a scene that was interesting though not refined. One of the Indians referred to was Big Otter. The other was Muskrat, the old chief of his tribe.

Does my father not know? said Big Otter, deferentially, that Attick plans mischief against the pale-faces of Wichikagan?

No, Big Otter, returned the old chief with a scowl; Muskrat does not know that, but he hears, and if it is true he will have Attick flayed alive, and his skin dressed to make moccasins for our young squaws.

It is true, rejoined Big Otter, sternly. His plan is to attack the fort by night, kill the pale-faces, and carry off the goods.

Attick is a fool! said Muskrat, contemptuously. Does he not know that no more goods would evermore be sent into our lands if we did that, and also that the pale-faces always hunt murderers to death? No; if that had been possible, or wise, Muskrat would have done it himself long ago.

After this candid statement he stared solemnly at his companion, as though to say, What think ye of that, my brave?

Apparently my brave did not think much of it one way or other, for he only looked indifferent and said, Waugh!

Big Otters ears are sharp, continued Muskrat. How did he come to hear of Atticks intentions?

The younger Indian paused thoughtfully before replying.

Waboose told me, he said.

Does the daughter of Weeum the Good hold communion with evil spirits? asked the old chief, with a slight elevation of the eyebrows.

Not willingly, but evil spirits force themselves upon the daughter of Weeum the Good. My father knows that Attick is presumptuous. He wishes to mate Waboose.

Yes, I knew he was presumptuous, but I did not know he was so great a fool, replied the old chief scornfully.

My father knows, continued Big Otter, that when the pale-face chief went and brought Waboose back to Fort Wichikagan, Attick was staying there in his wigwam by the lake. The big chief of the pale-faces, who fears nothing, had forgiven him. Attick went to Waboose, and offered to take her to his wigwam; but the daughter of Weeum the Good turned away from him. Attick is proud, and he is fierce. He told Waboose that he would kill all the pale-faces. Although a fool, he does not boast. Waboose knew that he was in earnest. She went to the pale-face Muxbee (by which name Big Otter styled my humble self), and told him all, for she has set her heart on Muxbee.

Did she tell you so? asked Muskrat, sharply.

No; but the blue eyes of Waboose tell tales. They are like a kettle with holes in the bottom  they cannot hold secrets. They spoke to Attick as well as to me, and he became jealous. He swore he would take the scalp of Muxbee. One day, soon after the lake opened, Muxbee asked Waboose to go with him in a canoe to the valley at the head of lake Wichikagan. Attick followed in another canoe, but kept far behind. They did not know it was Attick. Waboose found it out afterwards. Muxbee did not talk to Waboose of love. The ways of the pale-faces are strange. Once I thought that Muxbee liked Waboose, and that, perhaps, he might wed with her, and stay with us as the Good Weeum did, but I doubt it now. He only asked her to take him to the stunted pine where her father was so fond of going with her. When there he went looking here and there about the rocks, and found a splendid thing  I know not what  but Waboose told me it shone and sparkled like the stars. Beside it was a bag of the yellow round things that the pale-faces love so much. He told her he had expected to find these things, but she must not ask him questions just then  he would tell her afterwards. I suppose he is a great medicine-man, and holds intercourse with the spirit-world. Big Otter paused thoughtfully a few seconds, and then continued:  

When he was putting these things in his breast, Waboose caught sight of Attick among the bushes, and pointed him out. Muxbee sprang up and levelled his gun with the two pipes at him, but did not fire. Attick fled and they saw him no more.

Did Waboose tell Big Otter all this? asked the old chief.

Yes. Waboose has no secrets from her mothers brother.

And why has Big Otter left the pale-faces, and brought Waboose away from them? asked Muskrat.

Because he fears for the pale-faces, that Attick will kill them and carry off Waboose. By bringing Waboose here with us we draw Attick along with us away from the pale-faces, and as long as Waboose is in our camp she is safe. Attick dare not harm her.

A gleam of intelligence lit up the swarthy features of the old chief as he said Waugh! with much satisfaction.

But both he and Big Otter were wrong in their calculations. So far, indeed, the latter was right. The presence of Waboose in the camp effectually drew Attick after them, and thus removed danger from the inhabitants of Fort Wichikagan, but they were wrong when they thought their camp a place of safety for the poor girl.

Did Muxbee not care when Big Otter carried Waboose away? asked the old man.

He did not know she was going, and I did not tell her she was not to return. I took her away with her mother when Muxbee was out hunting. I told the big pale-face chief that I must go with my tribe to hunt the buffalo in the south, and that they must go with me. He was very unwilling to let them go at first but I was resolved, and Waboose is a good obedient girl.

That night two events occurred in the redskin camp which caused a good deal of surprise and commotion.

The first was the sudden disappearance of Waboose and her mother. They had been gone some time, of course, before any one thought of suspecting flight. The moment that suspicion was aroused, however, Big Otter went straight to the wigwam of Attick. It was deserted! He knew well the bad and weak men of the tribe who were led or swayed by Attick. Hurrying to their tents he found that these also had fled. This was enough.

Masqua, he said to the first Indian he chanced to meet at the moment of quitting the last wigwam, Attick has carried off Waboose. Assemble some of the young men. Choose only the strong, and those whose horses are swift. Go yourself with your son Mozwa  gallop round the camp till you find in which direction they have gone  then return to me at the council tent and wait.

Masqua understood the value of prompt obedience. Without a word of reply he turned and bounded away.

Big Otter hurried to the council tent, where old Muskrat was already surrounded by his chiefs. There was less than usual of the grave deliberation of North American Indians in that meeting, for the case was urgent. Nevertheless, there was no bustle, for each bronzed warrior knew that the young men would require a little time to hunt up the trail of the fugitives, mingled as it must be with the innumerable footprints of man and beast in the neighbourhood of a camp; and, until that trail was found, they might as well deliberate calmly  especially as all the men met at the council armed, and ready to vault on the steeds which were already pawing the earth outside. These horses were restrained by youths who longed for the time when they too might be styled braves, and meet in council.

Is all prepared? asked the old chief, as Big Otter entered the tent.

The young men are out, was the curt reply.

Good. The night is dark, but my warriors have sharp eyes, and the moon will rise soon. No effort must be spared. The daughter of Weeum the Good must be brought back. It is not necessary to bring back Attick or his men. Their scalps will do as well.

Waugh! pronounced with much emphasis showed that the old mans words were not only understood, but thoroughly appreciated.

At this moment occurred the second event which I have said was the cause of surprise in the camp that night, if not of commotion. While the old chief was yet speaking, his words were checked by the sound of horses hoofs beating heavily on the prairie.

The young men, said Muskrat; they have been swift to find the trail.

Young men in haste bringing news do not trot, said Big Otter.

Waugh! assented the council.

There are but two riders, murmured the chief, listening intently to the pattering sounds, which rapidly grew louder.

He was right, for, a few seconds later, two horsemen were seen to trot into the camp, and make straight for the council fire. Some of the Indians had turned out with arms ready as they approached, but on hearing a word or two from one of the riders, they quietly let them pass.

Pulling up sharply, one of the strangers leaped to the ground, flung his reins to the other, and entered the council tent where he was received with looks of surprise, and with the ejaculation from Big Otter of the single word Muxbee!

Yes, good reader, that stranger was none other than myself, and my companion was Salamander. To account for our sudden appearance I must explain.

On returning to Fort Wichikagan four days after Big Otter had left, and hearing what had occurred, I told Lumley I would follow in pursuit and fetch Waboose back. He remonstrated, of course, but in vain.

You know that a sacred trust has been imposed upon me, said I, earnestly, and I have resolved to fulfil it. The manner in which I should set about it has perplexed me sorely, I confess, but this sudden departure relieves me, at all events, from uncertainty as to my present course of duty. If Waboose goes off with the tribe to no one knows where, she may never be found again. You are aware that she is still ignorant of the contents of the packet, and the value of the found treasure. I have kept her so, temporarily, by your advice. If I had told her and her kindred, she would not probably have gone away, but it is too late to regret that, now. By going off at once I may overtake the tribe. Three days journey on foot will bring me to Indians who are rich in horses. Once well mounted I can push on, and will easily overtake them if you will lend me Salamander to aid in following up the trail.

But what of the service? asked Lumley, with a sad smile, for he saw I was resolved. You are not yet free.

True, but you know that Spooner is already on his way here to replace me, my resignation having been accepted. In a week, or two at farthest, he will arrive, when I shall be absolutely free to go where I please. Meanwhile, to prevent even a shadow of impropriety, I ask your majesty for a fortnights leave of absence to go a-hunting. Surely you wont refuse so small a favour? I will be sure to find Waboose, and bring her back by that time.

Well, Max, my boy, I wont refuse. Go, and God go with you. I shall expect to see you again in two weeks, if not sooner.

Unless, of course, circumstances render my return so soon impossible.

Of course, of course, said Lumley.

Thus we parted, and thus it was that Salamander and I found ourselves at last in the Indian camp. The pursuit, however, had been much longer than I had expected. More than the stipulated fortnight had already passed.

But to return from this digression. After we had looked at each other silently for a few seconds in the council tent, as already described, I advanced to Big Otter and held out my hand. I then shook hands with the old chief, sat down beside him, and expressed a hope that I did not intrude.

We palaver about the disappearance of Waboose, said the old chief.

Disappearance! Waboose! I exclaimed, turning abruptly to Big Otter.

Attick has fled, said the Indian, sternly, carrying Waboose and her mother along with him.

And you sit here idly talking, I exclaimed, almost fiercely, as I sprang up.

Before I could take action of any kind, the young Indian, Mozwa, entered the tent abruptly, and said a few words to Muskrat. At the same moment the councillors rose.

We go in pursuit, whispered Big Otter in my ear. Mount, and join us.

Almost bewildered, but feeling perfect confidence in my Indian friend, I ran out, and vaulted into the saddle. Eager and quick though I was, the redskins were mounted as soon as myself. No one seemed to give orders, but with one accord they put their horses to the gallop, and swept out of the camp. The last words of the old chief as we darted off, were  

Bring her back, my braves, and dont forget the scalps of Attick and his men!




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Chase, the Capture, and the Revelation.

A stern chase is usually a long one. There are not many proverbs the truth of which comes more powerfully home than this  at least to those who have had the misfortune to engage in many such chases. To make a slant at a fugitive, so as to cut him off, or to make a short cut and head him, is pleasant if you be strong in wind and limb, but to creep up right astern, inch by inch, foot by foot, yard by yard, and to overcome him at last by sheer superiority and perseverance, is a disheartening task.

That was the task we undertook the night we left the Indian camp, and went off at full gallop over the rolling prairie in pursuit of the scoundrel Attick and his crew.

But Indians are by nature persevering, and, for myself, I was roused to the highest pitch of indignation and anxiety. Salamander and I had ridden far and fast that day, besides which we had eaten only a mouthful of pemmican and biscuit since breakfast; nevertheless, under the excitement of the moment our weariness vanished, our hunger fled, and we engaged in the pursuit with all the ardour of the youngest brave among them.

Fortunately I had secured two exceptionally fine horses, so that they were quite able to compete with the inferior, though fresher, horses of the Indians.

How long is it since you discovered that they were gone? said I, as I galloped alongside of Big Otter.

Not more than an hour, he replied.

Do you think they had a long start before that?

I cannot tell. Perhaps two hours, perhaps four. Certainly not five, for they were seen in camp when the sun was high.

I was greatly relieved to learn that they had not got a longer start of us, and very thankful that I had come up in time to join the pursuers. I was calming down somewhat under the influence of these thoughts, when I had a sudden feeling of being shot from a cannon into the air. This was succeeded by a sensation of having my nose converted into a ploughshare, and that was instantly followed by oblivion!

In the uncertain light my steed had put his foot in a badger hole  that was all, but it sufficed to check the pace of the whole party!

On recovering I found my head on Salamanders knee. I felt dreamy and indifferent. What has happened? I asked, in English.

Our interpreter, who had a tendency to answer in whatever language he was addressed  whether English, French, or Indian  replied  

Yoos bin a-most busted, sar!

Suddenly the true state of the case flashed upon me. Langour fled. I leaped up, and scrambled somehow into the saddle.

Have I been long insensible, Salamander? I asked, as we resumed our headlong pace.

Ony what time I kin count twinty, sar.

Rejoiced to find that no longer time had been lost, I galloped along contentedly, and in silence, though with a rather confused feeling in my brain, and a sensation of being possessed of six noses rolled into one.

Although no one, as I have said, seemed to lead the party when we started, I soon found that Big Otter was really our chief. He rode ahead of us, and more than once pulled up to dismount and examine the trail. On these occasions the rest of the party halted without orders, and awaited his decision. Once we were completely thrown off the scent. The fugitives had taken to a wooded tract of country, and it required our utmost caution not to lose the trail.

Presently we came to a small stream and crossed it, but the trail ended abruptly here. We were not surprised, being well aware of the common Indian device of wading in a stream, which holds no footprints, so as to throw pursuers out. Dividing our force, one party went up stream, the other down, but although eager, sharp, and practised eyes examined the banks, they could not discover the spot where the fugitives had again taken to dry land. Returning to the place where we had divided, Big Otter again examined the trail with minute care, going down on his knees to turn over the blades of grass and examine the footprints.

Strange, said I, impatiently, that so simple a device should baffle us.

As I spoke, the chief arose, and, dark though it was, I could see a gleam of intelligence on his swarthy visage.

Attick thinks he is wise, he said, in a low voice, but he has no more brains than a rabbit. He was from childhood an idiot.

Having paid his tribesman this compliment, he remounted, and, to my surprise, went straight back the way we had come.

What means this! I asked, unable to restrain my impatience.

Attick has doubled back, that is all. If there had been more light we should easily have seen that. We shall soon find the place where the trail breaks off again.

The Indian was right. On clearing the wooded land we found that the moon was up, and we followed the trail easily. Coming to a hillock in the open ground, the top of which was covered with thick and stunted bushes, we rode into them and there experienced much difficulty in picking our way.

Suddenly Big Otter turned at a right angle from the line we had been hitherto pursuing, and, putting his horse to the gallop, held on with the decision of one who knows he is on the right road.

As the prairie was open, and the moon growing brighter, we had now no difficulty in following up the fugitives, and pressed on as fast as our horses could go.

Daylight came and found us still galloping; but as there was no sign of those whom we pursued, and as our horses were getting tired, we halted at a small stream for a short rest and breakfast.

They must be well mounted, said I, as we sat on the banks of the stream appeasing our hunger with masses of dried buffalo meat, while the horses munched the grass near us.

Attick is always well mounted, replied Big Otter; but his men may not be so well off, and women are difficult to urge on when they are unwilling.

Then you have no doubt that we shall overtake them? I asked.

We must overtake them, was the laconic reply. I felt somewhat comforted by the decision of the Indians tone, and a good deal more so by his ordering his warriors to remount before half an hour had passed. He did not however, press on as hard as before, fearing, no doubt that the horses would break down.

I felt assured that Attick would not dare to halt until he believed himself almost beyond pursuit; and, as the chase therefore bade fair to be a very long one, it seemed wise thus to spare the horses.

About noon, however, we passed through a strip of woodland, and, on coming out at the other side, observed a party of horsemen on the distant horizon.

Waugh! exclaimed Big Otter, shaking the reins of his steed and going off at racing speed. We soon began to overhaul the cavalcade, and then perceived that they were doing their utmost to get away from us.

It is Attick and his party  is it not? I asked, excitedly.

It is Attick, was the brief reply.

Another belt of woodland lay a little to the right on the horizon. The fugitives headed for it. We urged our horses to their utmost speed and soon dashed through the belt of wood, expecting to see the fugitives on the plain beyond. What was our surprise, then, to find them assembled in a group, calmly tying up their horses, and kindling a fire as if for the purpose of cooking their mid-day meal. As most of the men had laid aside their guns, and we outnumbered them by two to one, we checked our headlong course, and trotted quietly up to them.

To my great joy I saw, as we approached, that the girl who stooped to kindle the fire was Waboose. Her mother sat on a bank near her, looking very pale and worn.

Attick, who still carried his gun in the hollow of his left arm, expressed well-feigned surprise at seeing us.

Big Otter seems to be on the war-path, he said, but I have seen no enemies.

Big Otters enemy stands before him, returned our leader, sternly. Attick has been very foolish. Why did he run away with the daughter of Weeum the Good?

Attick scorns to run away with a squaw. Waboose agreed to go with him on the hunt. There she is: ask her.

This was a bold stroke of the wily savage. Instead of flying from us, he pretended to have been merely hurrying after a band of buffalo, which was said to be moving southward, and that he had halted in the chase for a short rest and food. This plan he had hastily adopted, on perceiving that it was impossible to escape us, having previously warned Waboose that he would shoot her dead if she did not corroborate what he said. But Attick was incapable of believing that fearless heroism could dwell in the breast of a woman, and little knew the courage of the daughter of Weeum the Good. He mistook her silence and her downcast eyes for indications of submission, and did not doubt that the delicate-looking and shrinking girl was of much the same spirit as the other women of his tribe.

Great, then, was his astonishment when he saw the Saxon blood in her veins rush to her fair brow, while she gazed at him steadily with her large blue eyes, and said  

The tongue of Attick is forked. He lies when he says that the daughter of Weeum agreed to follow him. He knows that he carried her from the camp by force against her will.

Attick had thrown forward and cocked his gun, but happily the unexpected nature of the girls reply, and the indignant gaze of her eyes, caused an involuntary hesitation. This did not afford time for any one to seize the intending murderer, but it enabled me hastily to point my rifle at the villains head and fire. I have elsewhere said that my shooting powers were not remarkable; I missed the man altogether, but fortunately the bullet which was meant for his brain found its billet in the stock of his gun, and blew the lock to atoms, thus rendering the weapon useless.

With a fierce shout he dropped the gun, drew his scalping-knife, and sprang towards Waboose, or  as I had by that time found a pleasure in mentally styling her  Eve Liston.

Of course every man of our party sprang forward, but it fell to Salamander to effect the rescue, for that light-hearted and light-limbed individual chanced to be nearest to the savage when I fired at him, and, ere the knife was well drawn, had leaped upon his back with the agility of a panther. At the same moment Big Otter flung his tomahawk at him. The weapon was well, though hastily, aimed. It struck the savage full on the forehead, and felled him to the earth.

The rest of Atticks party made no attempt to rescue him. Like all bad men, they were false to each other in the hour of need. They quietly submitted to be disarmed and led away.

We had to encamp early that evening, because the unwonted and severe exercise to which Wabooses mother had been exposed had rendered her quite unfit to travel further without rest. Attick, who had soon recovered sufficiently to be able to walk, was bound, along with his men, and put under a guard. Then the encampment was made and the fires kindled. While this was being done I led Waboose aside to a little knoll, from which we could see a beautiful country of mingled woodland and prairie, stretching far away to the westward, where the sun had just descended amid clouds of amber and crimson.

Is it not glorious! I exclaimed. Should we not be grateful to the Great Spirit who has given us such a splendid home?

Waboose looked at me. Yes, it is glorious, she said and I am grateful; but it is strange that you should use the very same words that were so often on the lips of my father just before he

She stopped abruptly.

Just before he went home, Eve, I interposed; no need to say died. Your father is not dead, but sleepeth. You shall meet him again. But it is not very strange that men should use the same words when they are animated by the same love to the Great Spirit.

The girl raised her large eyes with a perplexed, inquiring look.

What troubles you, Eve? I asked.

Eve! she repeated, almost anxiously. Twice you have called me by a name that father sometimes used, though not often, and when he used it he always spoke low and very tenderly.

I felt somewhat perplexed as to how I should reply, and finally took refuge in another question.

Tell me, Waboose, said I, did your father ever tell you his own name?

Of course he did, she answered, with a look of surprise you know well it was Weeum.

Yes, William, said I; but

No  Weeum, she said, correcting me. Once or twice I have heard him say Willum, but all our people call him Weeum.

Had he no other name? I asked.

No. Why should he have another? Is not one enough?

You never heard of Liston?

Liston?  No, never.

Waboose, said I, with sudden earnestness, I am going to tell you something that will probably surprise you, and I will show you something that may give you pleasure  or pain  I know not which. You remember, that when I found the curious ornaments near to the stunted pine-tree, I asked you not to question me at that time about the packet you gave to me long ago. Well, the time has come when I ought to tell you all about it. But, first, look at this.

I had taken from my pocket, while speaking to her, the miniature of her father, which I now handed to her. She fixed her eyes on it with a startled look, then sprang up with an exclamation, at the same time drawing one hand across her eyes, as if to clear away some mists that dimmed them. Eagerly she gazed again, with parted lips and heaving bosom, then burst into a passionate flood of tears, pressing the miniature alternately to her lips and to her heart.

I stood helplessly gazing at her  anxious to comfort but unable.

Oh! why, why, she cried, suddenly dropping the miniature, why do you mock me with this? It is so little, yet so like. It looks alive, but it is dead. It is nothing  a mockery!

The poor girl caught it up, however, and began to kiss and caress it again.

Some time elapsed before her passionate grief was sufficiently subdued to permit of her listening to me. When it was nearly exhausted, and found vent only in an occasional sob, I took her hand gently and said  

Give me the picture now, Waboose. I will wrap it up again, for I have much to say.

Then, unfolding the last writing of the poor fellow whom the Indians had styled Weeum the Good, I slowly translated it into the Indian language. It was not an easy task; for, besides feeling that it stirred the heart of the listener with powerful emotions, I had great difficulty in taking my eyes off her changeful face, so as to read the manuscript.

Now, Eve Liston  for that is your real name, said I, when I had finished, what do you think ought to be done?

The girl did not reply at once, but sat so long with her hands clasped tightly on her lap, and her eyes fixed wistfully on the ground, that I had to repeat the question.

What is to be done? she replied, simply; of course, what father wished to be done.

And are you ready to go with me to the far south to see your fathers mother? Can you trust me to protect you?

Oh, yes, she replied, with a straightforward look that almost disconcerted me; have you not protected me well already?

And are you willing, Eve, to leave your tribe and go off alone with me?

Alone! she repeated, with a look of surprise; oh! no  not alone. Mother must go too, and also Big Otter.

Once more I felt somewhat confused, for, to say truth, I had totally forgotten her mother and Big Otter for the moment.

Well now, Eve  for I intend to call you by that name in future, except when in the presence of your people  I must talk this matter over with your mother and Big Otter. I have some fear that the latter may object to go with us.

He will not object, said Waboose, quietly. He loved my father, and always obeyed him.

Very good. So much the better. Now, as to the valuable jewels  the ornaments, I mean.

Have you got them here! asked Eve.

Yes. Knowing the risk I shall run of losing them or having them stolen from me, I have had a belt made which fits round my waist under my clothes, in which the jewels and the money are placed. If I can manage to get them and you safely conveyed to Colorado, all will be well, but it is a long, long journey, Eve, and

I was interrupted at this point by Big Otter, who came to tell us that supper was ready, and that, as the region in which they were encamped was sometimes visited by hostile Indians, as well as by white trappers  many of whom were great scoundrels  it would be prudent to keep within the circle of sentinels after dark.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Attacked by Bandits  A Sad Death and a Sudden Rescue.

It was well that we had been warned not to go beyond the camp, for there happened at that time to be abroad on the prairies a band of miscreants who would certainly have shot whoever they had caught straying. The band was composed of white men  that class of white men who, throwing off all moral and social restraints, give themselves up to the practice of every species of iniquity, fearing neither God nor man. They were, in short, a band of robbers and cut-throats, whose special business at that time was hunting buffalo, but who were not averse to sell their services to any nation that chanced to be at war, or to practice simple robbery when opportunity offered.

These men held the opinion that Indians were vermin, to exterminate which was commendable. When, therefore, they discovered our camp by the light of the fires, they rode towards it with the utmost caution, taking advantage of every bush and knoll until our sentinels observed them. Then they rushed upon us like a hurricane, sending a volley of bullets before them.

Several of our men fell, mortally wounded. Our sentinels ran in, and a wild attempt at defence was made; but it was in vain, we had been taken completely by surprise, and, as the only chance of safety, our party scattered in all directions, each man making for the nearest woods.

Only Big Otter, Salamander, and I remained beside the camp-fires, resolved to defend our helpless females or die with them. This brought about a most unexpected turn of affairs, for the villains were so eager to hunt and kill the flying Indians, that every man went in hot pursuit of a fugitive, leaving us for the moment absolutely alone!

We were not slow in taking advantage of this. Although at the onset some of our terrified horses broke their fastenings and galloped away, others remained quiet. Among these last I observed, were my own horse and that of Salamander, which I have already said were splendid animals.

Scarcely believing our good fortune, we all bounded towards these. In a moment I had mounted. Eve seized my hand, put her foot on my toe, and, with a light spring, seated herself behind me. Big Otter, vaulting on Salamanders steed, swung Eves mother up behind him.

Catch another horse  there are plenty good enough for a light weight like you, Salamander, said I, as I put my horse to its utmost speed.

Salamander was not slow to obey, but had scarcely mounted when a loud halloo told that our action had been observed. I did not look back. One consuming idea filled my mind, and that was to save Eve Liston. That the miscreants who now thundered after us would show us no mercy I felt well assured, and plied the heavy thong I carried with all my might. The noble steed did not require that. It strained every muscle to the uttermost.

I felt cheered to observe that Big Otter kept well up with me, and could hear that Salamander was not far behind.

We now felt that our only hope, under God, lay in the superiority of our horses, and for some time we listened to the pattering of the hoofs behind us with intense anxiety. Soon I began to fancy that we were distancing them, and ere long we became sure of this, at least as to the most of our pursuers, but there was one who kept drawing closer and closer.

Presently a shot was fired and a bullet whizzed close past my head.

At that moment Big Otter reined up so violently as to throw his horse almost on its haunches. I checked my speed but did not rein up. Looking back, I saw my Indian friend wheel round, raise his gun to his shoulder and fire. The moon was bright, and I could see that the man who had been closing with us dropped to the ground. Whether he was killed or only wounded we did not wait to ascertain, but dashed on again as fast as ever. We soon drew rein, however, on observing that the fall of our pursuer had checked his companions. On reaching him they halted, dismounted, and finally gave up the chase. We soon left them out of sight behind us, but still we held on at a hand-gallop, resolved to put as much distance as possible between us before encamping.

During all this exciting chase Wabooses mother had clung to her stalwart support with the uncomplaining patience of Indian women; but we were deeply concerned to find on halting that she was too much exhausted to dismount and that blood was trickling from her lips. Indeed, she would have fallen to the ground if Big Otter had not caught her in his arms.

Are you wounded, mother? exclaimed Eve, going down on her knees, seizing one of the poor womans hands and kissing it tenderly.

No, Waboose, but I think there is something wrong here. She pressed her breast gently and coughed up some blood.

She is quite worn out, said I. Come, Big Otter, let us carry her to a more comfortable place, and make a fire. A cup of tea will soon revive her.

I spoke cheerily, with a view to comfort Eve, but I confess that great anxiety filled me when I looked at the poor womans wan face and emaciated frame. The blood, too, appeared to me a fatal symptom, though I had but a hazy idea of everything relating to disease.

The place we had selected for our encampment was a dense mass of forest which covered the prairie in that part to an extent of about two square miles. Near the outer margin of this patch there was a curious steep mound which rose so high that from the top of it one could see over the surrounding trees. It rose somewhat in the form of a cone with a flat space at the apex of not more than twenty feet in diameter. On the outer rim of this apex was a fringe of rocks and low bushes. It was, in fact, a natural fortress, which seemed so suitable for us in our circumstances that we at once set about making our camp on the top of it. We took care, however, to kindle our fire in the lowest-lying and densest thicket we could find at the foot of the mound. We also made the fire as small and free from smoke as possible, for fear of attracting any one to the spot.

While I was busy down in the dell preparing the tea, Salamander having been left to take care of the camp on the mound, Big Otter came to me. I was alarmed by the solemn expression of his face.

Nothing wrong, I hope? said I, anxiously.

The wife of Weeum the Good is dying, said the Indian, mournfully.

Oh! say not so, I exclaimed, how dreadful to poor Waboose if this were to happen just now! You must be mistaken.

Big Otter may be mistaken. He is not a medicine-man, but he saw a young girl of his tribe with the same look and the same flow of blood from the mouth, and she died.

God forbid! I exclaimed, as I took up the kettle in which the tea was being made. See, it is ready, I will take it to her. It may at least revive her.

I hurried to the top of the mound, where poor Eve sat by the couch of brush we had spread, holding her mothers hand and gazing into her face with painful anxiety. She looked up hastily as I approached, and held up a finger.

Does she sleep? I asked, in a low voice, as I seated myself beside the couch and set down the kettle.

Yes  I think so  but

She stopped, for at the moment her mother opened her eyes, and looked wistfully round.

Weeum! she murmured, in a faint voice. I thought I heard him speak.

No, dear mother, said Eve, beginning to weep silently. Your spirit was in the land of dreams.

See, said I, pouring some hot tea into a cup and stirring it. I have brought you some of the pale-faces sweet-water. I always carry a little of it about with me when I go hunting, and had some in my wallet when we started on this wild race. Was it not fortunate? Come, take a little, it will strengthen you, mother.

It was the first time I had called her mother, and I did so from a feeling of tenderness, for she seemed to me at the time certainly to be dying; but she misunderstood my meaning, for she looked at me with pleased surprise, and then laughed very softly as she glanced at Eve. I perceived, however, from the innocent look of inquiry returned by the latter, that she did not understand her.

After taking some of the tea, the poor woman revived, and I whispered to her daughter, Dont you think it might please her to see the little picture?

Perhaps. I am not sure. Yes, give it to me. I will show it, but say nothing about my fathers writing or wishes. I have not yet been able to speak to her.

To our disappointment she could make nothing of the portrait. Perhaps the moonlight was insufficient, though very bright, but it is more probable that her sight was even then failing.

What is that? said Eve, with a startled look, pointing at something behind me.

I turned sharply round, and beheld a column of bright flame shooting high up into the night-air. An exclamation of bitter chagrin escaped me, for I knew well what it was. After I had got the fire kindled down in the thicket on our arrival, I had noticed that I had laid it close to the roots of a dead fir-tree, the branches of which were covered to the top with a species of dried moss. At the time I knew that there was danger in this, but as our fire was to be very small, and to be extinguished the moment we were done with it, I had allowed it to remain rather than be at the trouble of shifting and rekindling it. I afterwards found that Big Otter had left the fire in charge of Salamander, and gone to shift the position of the horses; and Salamander had left it to fetch water from a neighbouring spring. Thus left to itself, the fire took advantage of the chance to blaze up; the moss on the dead tree had caught fire, and the instantaneous result was a blaze that told of our whereabouts to whoever might be on the look-out within ten or fifteen miles of us in every direction.

Immediately afterwards Big Otter and Salamander came leaping into our fortress.

What is to be done now? I asked, in a tone of deep mortification.

I would say mount and fly, replied the Indian, if it were not for her. He pointed to the dying woman as he spoke.

It is quite out of the question, said I. She cannot be moved.

The pale-face talks wisdom, said Big Otter. We must put the place in a state of defence, and watch instead of sleep.

A deep sigh from Salamander told that the proposed mode of spending the night was most unsatisfactory.

Having no other resource left, however, we at once set about our task.

A number of large loose stones lay about on the little plateau that crowned our mound. These we rolled close to the edge of it, and ranging them in line with those that were already there, formed a sort of breastwork all round. Our three guns we had of course brought with us, as well as ammunition, and as mine was a double-barrelled fowling-piece we had thus four shots at command at any moment. The weapons being already charged, we placed ourselves at three points of our circle and prepared for a weary watch.

The blaze of the burning fir-tree soon went out, and there were fortunately no other dead trees at hand to be kindled by it. The moon had also become obscured with clouds, so that we were left in comparative darkness. The dead silence which it was needful to maintain, and the occasional murmur of the dying woman rendered our position eerie and sad in the extreme.

At such times, when danger threatens and everything that is calculated to solemnise surrounds one, thought is apt to be very busy; and often, in such circumstances, the mind is more prone to be occupied with distant scenes and persons than with those near at hand. Ere long the sick woman appeared to have fallen asleep, and her daughter was seated in perfect silence by her side. No sound whatever fell upon my listening ear, for the night was intensely calm, and in spite of my efforts to resist it, my thoughts strayed away to the home in the old country; to scenes of boyhood, and to the kind old father, who used, as a term of endearment, to call me Punch.

A slight motion on the part of Salamander recalled me, and, by way of rousing myself to the necessity of present watchfulness, I examined the priming of my gun. Then it occurred to me that a bullet, if fired at a foe in the dark, would be very unlikely to hit; I, therefore, drew both charges, and loaded with buckshot instead. You see, thought I, there is no absolute necessity to kill any one. All I can possibly wish to do is to disable, and big shot is more likely to do that without killing, than bullets.

While thus engaged the clouds rolled off the moon, and I saw my companions clearly, sitting like statues at their posts. In a few minutes I heard the sweet, low voice of Eve. She was speaking to her mother. As I sat there and observed her fair hair and skin, and recalled (for I could not just then see) her blue eyes, I found it difficult to believe that there was even a drop of Indian blood in her veins. Not that I object to Indian blood, I said to myself, mentally, in self-justification, by no means. Indians are Gods creatures as well as white men, and many of them are a great deal better creatures than many white men, but

At this point my mental remarks ceased, for I observed, to my surprise, that Eve opened a small book, and from the continuous tone of her voice, I knew that she was reading.

It must be the Testament, thought I, which poor Liston mentioned in his manuscript as having been obtained from a hunter.

The voice became more distinct as she proceeded, and I could make out that she read the English slowly and with great difficulty, and then translated it into Indian to her mother.

God so loved the world, she read with peculiar emphasis, and paused, as if wishing to impress the blessed truth, that He gave his only-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish but have everlasting life.

She closed the book at this point and I observed that she bent over the sick woman a long time.

Suddenly there arose on the still night-air a low wail, so deep  so suggestive of a breaking heart, that I sprang up and leaped to the girls side.

There was no occasion to ask what had occurred. The mother lay there dead, with the jaw dropped and the glazing eyes staring at the sky. Kneeling down I gently closed the eyes, and with a napkin bound up the face. Big Otter glided towards us, followed by Salamander. One glance sufficed. They cast a look of pity at the orphan, who, with her face on her knees, sobbed as if her heart would break. Then, without a word, they glided back to their posts. I turned to Eve and took her hand.

Dear girl, I began  but she checked me.

Go, she said, danger may be near; your post is unguarded.

Raising her hand to my lips I left her without a word, and resumed my watch. Again profound silence reigned around, broken only now and then by an irrepressible sob from Eve.

Some hours afterwards  I knew not how many, for I had been half asleep  Big Otter came to me.

We may not stay here, he said. Come, I need your help.

Without reply I rose and followed. It was still very dark. He went to where the body of the Indian woman lay. It was cold and stiff by that time. In passing I noticed that poor Eve acted as sentinel for Big Otter  occupied his post and held his gun.

I found that a shallow grave had been hollowed out close to where the corpse lay.

Understanding at once the purpose for which I had been called, I kneeled at the head while the Indian kneeled at the feet. Grasping the shoulders carefully I waited for a word or look from Big Otter, but instead he turned his head to one side and uttered the single word, Come!

Eve glided instantly towards us, went down on her knees, and printed a long passionate kiss on the cold forehead. Then the Indian looked at me, and we lifted the body into the grave. Eve spread a blanket carefully over it, and at once left us to resume her post at the breastwork, while we covered in the grave with earth and dead leaves.

We had barely accomplished this duty when a loud report rudely broke the silence of the night, and a rushing of feet was heard at the foot of the mound. Leaping to my post, I instantly fired one of the barrels of my gun. Several fierce cries followed, showing that the buckshot had taken effect, and from the nature of the cries we at once perceived that our assailants were white men. I purposely reserved my second barrel, for my comrades, having also fired, were swiftly reloading, and, therefore, defenceless.

It was well that I did so, for two men, who had not been in the first rush, now came up the mound at a run. Aiming right between them, I fired and shot them both. They fell with hideous cries, and, rolling head over heels down the steep ascent, went crashing into the bushes.

They are the men from whom we have just escaped, said I to Big Otter; but my Indian friend was so elated by the success of my shot and withal so excited by the fray, that instead of answering, he gave vent to a terrific war-whoop in true Indian style.

The attacking party had come on in front from the direction of the plains. To my consternation, Big Otters war cry was replied to in our rear. Turning quickly, I saw the dark forms of several savages running up the slope of our fortress. These, like the white men, had been attracted to us by our column of fire. I was going to send a charge of buckshot amongst them, when my Indian friend stopped me.

Let them come, he said, quickly. They and the white men are sworn foes. Be ready to follow me.

This last was said to all of us, for we had instinctively drawn to the centre of our plateau with the idea of fighting back to back with the foes who surrounded us. Again we heard the white men charging up the front of our little hill, but, before they reached the top, a dozen savages had leaped into our enclosure.

Help! against the pale-face dogs, cried Big Otter, pointing his gun, and firing at them as they came up.

A wild war-whoop rang out from the Indians, who were only too ready to accept the invitation to fight the pale-faces. A defiant cheer burst in reply from the white men, who were equally eager for the fray.

Come! whispered Big Otter at this point.

We had no difficulty in slipping away at the rear unperceived amid the din and smoke, and ran to where our horses had been tied. Mounting, like squirrels, we went off like the wind in the direction of the open prairie, and soon left our little fortress far behind us, with the redskins and the pale-faces fighting on the top of it like wild cats!




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Power of Sleep  Plans discussed and a Far Journey resolved on.

It was broad daylight when we once again drew rein, and then we were all so overcome with sleep and exhaustion, after the prolonged watching and excitement of the night, that we could scarcely sit on our horses.

Eve, who sat behind me, grasping my waist with both arms, swayed so heavily once or twice, as nearly to throw me down.

We must stop, said I to Big Otter, who was close beside me.

Yes, replied the Indian; but his tone told that he was barely awake.

If you doosnt me drop, said Salamander. The worthy interpreter seemed to think English the easiest language in the circumstances.

Oh! Im so sleepy, said poor Eve, whose grief helped to increase her exhaustion.

Come, we will camp in this thicket! said Big Otter, turning his horse in the direction of a long strip of bush that lay a few hundred yards to our right.

On reaching it, we penetrated, almost mechanically, to the thickest part of it, dismounted, and fastened our horses to the trees. Turning instantly, to assist Eve in making a couch of leaves, I found that she had lain down where she had dismounted, and was already fast asleep.

Here, Salamander, lend a hand to lift her, I said, looking round; but Salamander was also in the land of Nod, flat on his back, with his eyes shut, and his mouth open.

Turning to Big Otter, I found that he was standing staring at me with an expression of such awful solemnity that I was partially roused with a feeling of alarm.

Hallo! I exclaimed, what has happened?  speak, man!

But Big Otter only gazed more intensely than ever, swayed slightly to and fro, and gave a sort of wink, or rather a slap together of both eyes. Then I understood that the wretched man was only glaring like an owl in the sunshine, in his tremendous efforts to keep awake. He assisted me, however, to lift Eve to a more comfortable position, and while he was in the act of laying her fair head gently on a pillow of moss, I observed that he sank down and instantly fell into a profound slumber; but even in that hour of mingled danger and exhaustion, the Indian did not neglect to hold his gun to his breast with a firm grasp. I also had enough wit left to keep my double-barrel in my hand, and was in the act of examining the locks, seated at Eves feet, where my own senses forsook me.

We lay there, perfectly silent and motionless, during the whole of that day, for it was not until the sun was descending towards the western horizon that we awoke. I happened to be the first to move. Rising softly, so as not to disturb the others, I went to search for water, and was fortunate enough to find a small pool, which, though not very clear, was nevertheless sufficiently good to slake our thirst. Sitting down beside the pool, I lifted my heart and voice in thanksgiving to God for having thus far delivered and guided us.

While thus engaged a slight rustling in the bushes caused me to spring up. It was caused by Big Otter, who had followed me.

What does the pale-face think? he asked, sitting down beside me.

He thinks that the Great Master of Life has delivered us from our enemies. He is good, said I, being still influenced by the devotional feeling which had been broken in upon.

For a few moments the Indian did not reply, but continued to look thoughtfully at the ground. At length he spoke.

Was the Great Master of Life good when He let Wabooses mother die in the midst of war and weakness? Was He good to Waboose when He left her fatherless and motherless?

Yes, He was good, I answered, confidently. He took the mother of Waboose home to dwell with Himself and with her father Weeum. And men and women, you know, cannot be taken to the happy land without leaving their children behind them  fatherless and motherless.

Big Otter did not reply, but I saw by his grave look that he was not satisfied. After a brief pause he resumed, Was the Great Master of Life good to the wicked pale-faces, when He allowed the red-men to slay them in their sins?

Yes, I returned, He was good, because the Great Master of Life cannot be otherwise than good. He has made our brains capable of understanding that, and our hearts capable of resting on it. But He is our Father. Children do not understand all that a father does. Big Otter has touched on a great mystery. But what we know not now we shall know hereafter. Only let the red-man be sure of this, that whatever we come to know in the hereafter will tend more and more to prove that the Great Master of Life is good.

For a long time the Indian remained silent, and I could not tell by the expression of his grave face whether my reasoning weighed with him or not; I therefore offered up a brief prayer that the Spirit of God might open his eyes  as well as my own  to see, and our hearts to receive, the truth, whatever that might be. Then I said, The thoughts of Big Otter are deep, what do they lead to?

No, he replied, his thoughts are not deep, but they are confused, for he has heard his pale-face brother call Waboose, Eve. How did he come to know that name? It was only used by Weeum, and seldom by him  never by any one else.

It struck me that now was as suitable a time as might present itself to let the Indian know about the contents of the packet, so I said, Listen, Big Otter, I have something important to tell.

From this point I went on, and, in as few words as possible, related all that the reader knows about the packet, and the wishes of poor William Liston. I also showed him the miniature, at which he gazed with visible but suppressed emotion.

Now, said I, in conclusion, what do you think we should do?

What Weeum wished must be done, he replied simply but firmly.

You were fond of Weeum? I said.

Yes, Big Otter loved him like a brother.

Dont you think, said I, after some minutes thought, that it is our duty first to return to the camp of your tribe, and also that I should send Salamander back to Fort Wichikagan to tell where I have gone, and for what purpose? For Salamander is not free like myself. He is still a servant of the fur-traders.

No, that is not your duty, said the Indian decidedly. Your duty is to obey the commands of Weeum! My tribe will not die of grief because Waboose does not return. As for Salamander  send him where you please. He is nobody  nothing!

Although not quite agreeing with Big Otter in his contemptuous estimate of the value of Salamander, I believed that I could get along quite well without him; and therefore resolved to send him back  first to the Indian camp to tell of our safety and intentions, and then to the fort with an explanatory letter to Lumley, who, I knew full well, would be filled with great anxiety on my account, as well as with uncertainty as to how he should act, destitute as he was of the slightest clue to my fate or my whereabouts.

And you, my friend, I said, what will your movements be?

Big Otter will go and help you to obey the commands of Weeum, he replied. There is no wife, no child, waiting for him to return. He must be a father to Waboose. Muxbee will be her brother. The trail to Colorado is long. Big Otter has been there. He has been a solitary wanderer all his life, and knows the wilderness well. He has crossed the great mountains where the snow lies deep even in summer. He can be a guide, and knows many of the mountain tribes as well as the tribes of the prairie  Waugh!

Well, my friend, said I, grasping the Indians strong hand, I need not tell you that your decision gives me joy, and I shall be only too glad to travel with you in the capacity of a son; for, you know, if you are to be a father to Waboose, and I am to be her brother, that makes you my father  dont you see?

The grave Indian smiled faintly at this touch of pleasantry, and then rose.

We have nothing to eat, he said, as we returned to the place where we had slept, and we cannot hunt in the night. Is your bag empty?

No, said I, glancing at the contents of my wallet, there is enough of biscuit and pemmican to give us a light meal.

That will do, he returned; we need rest more than food just now.

This was indeed true; for, notwithstanding that I had slept so soundly during that day, I still felt a strong disinclination to rouse myself to action, and an intense desire to lie down again. These feelings being shared by my companions, it was resolved to spend the night where we were, but we took good care to kindle no fire to betray us a second time. We roused Eve and Salamander to take some food, after which we all lay down, and, ere long, were again sound asleep.

This double allowance of rest had the most beneficial effect upon our frames. We did not awake till an early hour the following morning, and felt so much refreshed as to be ready and anxious to set off on our journey, without the delay of breakfasting. This was fortunate, for the scraps that remained in my wallet would only have sufficed for one meal to a man of ordinary appetite; and, as it was important to expedite Salamander on his return journey, these had to be given to him. Poor fellow! he was much cast down on hearing of my decision in regard to him.

But, sar, he said, with a sorrowful countenance, wat for I no go vith you?

Because you are still a servant of the Fur Company, and not entitled to break your engagement. Besides, it is desirable that Big Otters people should know why he and Waboose have left them, and where they have gone; and if you explain matters correctly they will be quite satisfied, for they all respect the memory of Weeum the Good. Moreover, it is important that Mr Lumley should know what has prevented my return, both to relieve his mind, and prevent his sending out to search for me.

But sar, objected Salamander, wat if me meets vid de vite scoundrils?

You must fight them, or run away from them.

Vell, me kin fight but me kin more joyfulerly run avay. But, he continued, still objecting, me got no grub.

Here is enough for one day, I said, giving him all I possessed, if you spin it out. To-morrow you can roast and eat your moccasins, and the third day you can starve. Surely thats not hard on a strong young fellow like you; and if you push on fast enough youll reach the camp of the redskins early on the third day.

Salamander sighed, but made no further objection, and half an hour later he left us.

As we now possessed only two horses, it naturally fell to my lot, being a light weight compared with Big Otter, to take Eve up behind me.

We must get a horse for Waboose, said the Indian, as we galloped over the prairie that day. There is a tribe of Blackfoot Indians not far from here who have good horses, and understand the value of gold, for some of them have been to the settlements of the pale-faces. You tell me that you have gold?

Yes, I found a bag of five hundred gold pieces with the diamonds in Weeums packet.

Big Otter looked at me inquiringly, but did not speak, yet I guessed his thoughts; for, though I had shown him Listons letter and the miniature, I had not shown him the gold or the jewels, and he must have wondered where I carried them; for he knew, of course, that they were necessarily somewhat bulky and were not in my wallet, which I had emptied more than once in his presence. I therefore explained to him:  

You know, perhaps, that gold is heavy, and five hundred pieces are bulky and troublesome to carry; so I have had a piece of cloth made with a hole in the middle of it for my head to go through; one end of it hangs over my breast under my shirt, like a breastplate, and one end hangs over my back, and on each of these plates there are rows of little pockets, each pocket the size of a gold piece. Thus, you see, the gold does not feel heavy, being equally distributed, and it does not show, as it would if carried in a heap  besides, it forms a sort of armour  though I fear it would not resist a rifle-bullet!

Waugh! exclaimed Big Otter, with an intelligent look.

As to the diamonds, they are not bulky. I have concealed them in an under-belt round my waist.

As Big Otter had predicted, we came to a large village of Blackfoot Indians two days afterwards, and were received with cordial friendship by the inhabitants, who knew my Indian well. He had visited them during his wanderings many a time, and once, at a very critical period in their history, had rendered important service to the tribe, besides saving the life of their chief.

A new tent was set aside for our use, and a small one pitched close to it for Waboose, whose dignified yet modest bearing made a profound impression on those children of the wilderness. They recognised, no doubt that Indian blood flowed in her veins, but that rather increased their respect for her, as it gave them, so to speak, a right to claim kinship with a girl who was obviously one of Natures aristocracy, besides possessing much of that refinement which the red-men had come to recognise as a characteristic of some of the best of the pale-faces.

Indeed, I myself found, now that I had frequent opportunities of conversing with Eve Liston, that the man who had been affectionately styled Weeum the Good by the Indians, had stored his childs mind with much varied secular knowledge, such as Indians never possess, besides instilling into her the elevating and refining precepts of Christianity. Being of a poetical turn of mind, he had also repeated to Eve many long and beautiful pieces from our best poets, so that on more than one occasion the girl had aptly quoted several well-known passages  to my inexpressible amazement.

I wonder, said I, when we three were seated in our tent that night, refreshing ourselves with a choice morsel of baked buffalo-hump, with which the hospitable Blackfeet had supplied us, how it comes to pass that Indians, who are usually rather fond of gifts, absolutely refuse to accept anything for the fine horse they have given to Waboose?

Perhaps, said Eve, with a little smile, in which the extreme corners of her pretty mouth had the peculiar tendency to turn down instead of up perhaps it is because they are grateful. Indians are not altogether destitute of that feeling.

True, Eve, true; it must be that. Will you tell us, Big Otter, how you managed to make these fellows so grateful?

I saved the chiefs life, returned the Indian, curtly.

Yes; but how, and when?

Four summers have passed since then. I was returning from a trip to the Rocky Mountains when it happened. Many bad pale-faces were in the mountains at that time. They were idle bad men from many lands, who hated work and loved to fight. One of them had been killed by a Sioux Indian. They all banded together and swore that they would shoot every Indian they came across. They killed many  some even who were friendly to the white men. They did not ask to what tribe they belonged. They were redskin varmints, that was enough!

The Strong Elk, whose hospitality we enjoy to-night, was chief of the Blackfeet. I was on my way to visit him, when, one evening, I came upon the camp of the pale-faces. I knew that sometimes they were not friendly to the red-man, so I waited till dark, and then crept forward and listened. Their chief was loud-voiced and boastful. He boasted of how many Indians he had killed. I could have shot him where I lay and then escaped easily, but I spared him, for I wished to listen. They talked much of the Strong Elk. I understood very little. The language of the pale-face is difficult to understand, but I came to know that in two hours, when the moon should sink, they would attack him.

I waited to hear no more. I ran like the hunted buffalo. I came to Strong Elk and told him. It was too late to move the camp, but we put it in a state of defence. When the pale-faces came, we were ready. Arrows, thick as the snowflakes in winter, met them when they came on, and many of them bit the dust. Some ran away. Some, who were brave, still came on and leaped our barricades. They fought like fiends. Their boastful chief saw Strong Elk and rushed at him. They grappled and fell. The pale-face had a keen knife. It was raised to strike. One moment more, and the Blackfoot chief had been in the happy hunting-grounds with his fathers, when the gun of Big Otter came down on the skull of the boastful one. It was enough. Strong Elk was saved  and he is grateful; waugh!

Well, he has reason to be! said I, much impressed by the modest way in which the story was told. And now, I added, since we have got a capital horse, and the journey before us is long, dont you think we should start to-morrow!

Yes, to-morrow  and it is time for Waboose to rest. She is strong, but she has had much to weary her, and her grief is deep.

With a kindly acknowledgment of the Indians thoughtful care of her, Eve rose and went to her tent. Big Otter lighted his pipe, and I lay down to meditate; but almost before I had time to think, my head drooped and I was in the land of forgetfulness.

It is not my purpose, good reader, to carry you step by step over the long, varied, and somewhat painful journey that intervened between us and Colorado at that time. It was interesting  deeply so  for we passed through some of the most beautiful as well as wildest scenery of the North American wilderness. We kept far to the westward, near the base of the Rocky Mountains, so as to avoid the haunts of civilised men. But space will not permit of more than a brief reference to this long journey.

I can only say that on arriving at a village belonging to a remote tribe of Indians, who were well-known to my guide, it was arranged that Big Otter and Waboose should stay with them, while I should go to the cities of the pale-faces and endeavour to convert my diamonds into cash. Happening to have a friend in Chicago I went there, and through his agency effected the sale of the diamonds, which produced a little over the sum mentioned by William Liston in his paper. This I took with me in the convenient form of bills on well-known mercantile firms in the region to which I was bound, and, having wrapped them in a piece of oiled silk and sewed them inside of the breastplate that contained my gold, I set off with a light heart, though somewhat weighted shoulders, to return to my friends in the Far West.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Tells of a Wonderful Meeting and a Frustrated Foe.

I must change the scene now, and advance the courteous reader considerably in regard to time as well as place on the journey which we have pursued so long together.

It is one of those scenes of romantic beauty on the extreme frontiers of civilisation, where the rifle has not even yet given place to the plough; where the pioneer husbandman and the painted warrior often meet  the one to look with patronising superiority on the savage, whom he means to benefit; the other to gaze curiously at the pale-face, and to wonder, somewhat indignantly, when and where his encroachments are to cease.

Woodlands and prairies, breezy uplands and grassy bottoms, alternate in such picturesque confusion, and such lovely colours co-mingle, that a painter  had one been there  must have deemed the place at all events the vestibule of paradise.

There is a small hamlet on the slope of a hill, with a broad river winding in front, a few hundred yards from the hamlet, which opens out into a lake. On the margin of this lake lie a few boats. On the surface of it float a few more boats, with one or two birch-bark canoes. Some of these are moving to and fro; the occupants of others, which appear to be stationary, are engaged in fishing. There is the sound of an anvil somewhere, and the lowing of cattle, and the voices of children, and the barking of dogs at play, and the occasional crack of a gun. It is an eminently peaceful as well as beautiful backwood scene.

To a particular spot in this landscape we would direct attention. It is a frame-house, or cottage, which, if not built according to the most approved rules of architecture, is at least neat, clean, comfortable-looking, and what one might style pretty. It is a clap-boarded house, painted white, with an edging of brown which harmonises well with the green shrubbery around. There is a verandah in front, a door in the middle, two windows on either side, and no upper storey; but there are attics with dormer windows, which are suggestive of snug sleeping-rooms of irregular shape, with low ceilings and hat-crushing doorways.

This cottage stands on the apex of a little hill which overlooks the hamlet, commands the river and the lake, as well as an extensive view of a sparsely settled district beyond, where the frontier farmer and the primeval forest are evidently having a lively time of it together. In short the cottage on the hill has a decidedly comfortable come-up-quick-and-enjoy-yourself air which is quite charming.

On a certain fine afternoon in autumn Eve Liston, alias Waboose, Big Otter and I, rode slowly up the winding path which led to this cottage. We had been directed to it by the postmaster of the hamlet,  a man who, if he had been condemned to subsist solely on the proceeds of the village post-office, would have been compelled to give up the ghost, or the post, in a week.

We must be careful, Eve, how we break it to her, said I, as we neared the top.

Arrived at the summit of the hill we found a rustic table, also a rustic seat on which was seated a comely matron engaged in the very commonplace work of darning socks. She cast on us a sharp and remarkably penetrating glance as we approached. Doubtless our appearance was peculiar, for a pretty maiden in savage costume, a somewhat ragged white man, and a gigantic savage, all mounted on magnificent steeds and looking travel-stained and worn after a journey of many weeks, was not probably an everyday sight, even in those regions.

Dismounting and advancing to act as spokesman, while my companions sat motionless and silent in their saddles, I pulled off my cap.

I have been directed to this house as the abode of Mrs Liston, said I with a tremor of anxiety, for I knew that the comely matron before me could not be she whom I sought, and feared there might be some mistake.

You have been directed aright, sir. May I ask who it is that desires to see her?

My name is Maxby, said I, quickly, for I was becoming nervously impatient. I am quite a stranger to Mrs Liston, but I would see her, because I bring her news  news of importance  in fact a message from her long-lost son.

From Willie Liston? exclaimed the lady, starting up, and seizing my arm, while she gazed into my face with a look of wild surprise. Is he  but it cannot be  impossible  he must be

He is dead, said I, in a low, sad voice, as she hesitated.

Yes, she returned, clasping her hands but without any of the wild look in her eyes now. We have mourned him as dead for many, many years. Stay, I will call his  but  perhaps  sometimes it is kindness to conceal. If there is anything sad to tell, might it not be well to leave his poor mother in ignorance? She is old and

No, madam, I interrupted, that may not be. I have a message from him to his mother.

A message! Then you knew him?

No; I never saw him.

Strange! You have a message from him, yet never saw him. Can you not give me the message, to convey it to her? She is getting frail and a shock might be serious. I am William Listons cousin, and have come to take care of my aunt, and manage her farm.

The message, by Mr Listons wish, said I, was to be delivered by me to his mother. I will be very careful to deliver it gently.

Well, I will bring her to you. She usually comes out about this time to enjoy the sunset. I will trust to your discretion; but bear in remembrance that she is not strong. Forgive me, she added, turning to my companions, this surprise has made me forget my duty. Will your friends dismount?

Eve at once dismounted, and shook the hand which the lady extended; but Big Otter sat quite still, like a grand equestrian statue, while the lady entered the house.

I saw that the poor girl was much agitated, but, true to her Indian training, she laid powerful constraint on herself.

In a few minutes an old lady with the sweetest face and most benignant aspect I ever saw, came out of the cottage and advanced to the rustic seat. Before sitting down she looked at us with a pleasant smile, and said, You are heartily welcome. We are always glad to see strangers in these distant parts.

While speaking she tremblingly pulled out, and put on, a pair of spectacles to enable her to have a clearer view of her visitors. The scene that immediately followed took me very much by surprise, and completely frustrated all my wise plans of caution.

She looked at me first and nodded pleasantly. Then she looked at Eve, who was gazing at her with an intense and indescribable expression. Suddenly the old ladys eyes opened to their widest. A death-like pallor overspread her old face. She opened her arms wide, bent forward a little towards Eve, and gasped, Come to me  Willie!

Never was invitation more swiftly accepted. Eve bounded towards her and caught her in her arms just in time to prevent her falling.

The poor old mother! For years she had prayed and longed for her lost Willie, though she never once regarded him as lost. Is not the promise sure? she was wont to say, Ask and ye shall receive. Even when she believed that the erring son was dead she did not cease to pray for him  because he might be alive. Latterly, however, her tone of resignation proved that she had nearly, if not quite, given up all hope of seeing him again in this life, yet she never ceased to think of him as not lost, but gone before. And now, when at last his very image came back to her in the form of a woman, she had no more doubt as to who stood before her than she had of her own identity. She knew it was Willies child  one glance sufficed to convince her of that  but it was only Willie  the long-lost Willie  that she thought of, as she pressed the weeping girl with feeble fervour to her old and loving heart.

During the time that this scene was enacting, Big Otter remained still motionless on his horse, without moving a muscle of his grave countenance. Was he heartless, or was his heart a stone? An observer might readily have thought so, but his conduct when the old lady at last relaxed her hold of Eve, proved that, Indian like, he was only putting stern restraint on himself.

Dismounting with something of the deliberate and stately air of one who is resolved not to commit himself, the Indian strode towards Mrs Liston, and, tenderly grasping one of her hands in both of his, said, Weeum!

Truly there is but a step from the sublime to the ridiculous, and in some cases that step is an exceeding short one. It seemed so to me now, as I beheld the tall Indian stooping to gaze with intense earnestness into the tear-besprinkled face of the little old lady, who gazed with equally intense amazement into his huge, dark visage.

What does he mean by Weeum? she asked, with an appealing look at me.

Weeum, I replied, is the Indian way of pronouncing William. Your late son, dear madam, was much beloved and respected by the tribe of Indians with whom he dwelt, and was known to them only by the name of William, or Weeum. This man was his most intimate and loving friend and brother-in-law.

The poor old lady was deeply affected while I spoke, for of course my words confirmed at last, her long resisted fear that Willie was indeed no longer of this world.

Big Otter waited a few seconds, still holding her hand, and then, turning to me, said in his native tongue, Tell the pale-face mother that the sister of Big Otter was the wife of Weeum; that Big Otter loved Weeum better than a brother, and that Weeum loved Big Otter more than any man of his tribe. Every one loved Weeum the Good. He was so kind, and so brave! At first he was very fierce, but afterwards that passed away, and when Waboose began to grow tall and wise, Weeum turned soft like a woman. He spoke often to the red-men about the Great Master of Life, and he taught Big Otter to love the Great Master of Life and the name of Jesus. Often Weeum talked of going to the far south to see one whom he called a dear old one. We did not understand him then. Big Otter understands him now. So shall it be in the great hereafter  things that are dark now shall be light then. But Weeum could not leave his wife and child, and we would not let him take them away. Sometimes Weeum spoke mysteries. One day he said to me, Brother, I must go to the far south to see the dear old one. I will take my wife and child, and will return to you again  if the great Master of Life allows. If, however, I die or am killed, Waboose will reveal all that is in Weeums heart. She cannot reveal it now. She will not even understand until a good pale-face visits your tribe. Weeum said no more. He left the mind of Big Otter dark. It is no longer dark. It is now clear as the sun at noon. The good pale-face is here (pointing to me as he spoke), and the dear old one is before me.

He paused a moment at this point, and then, with an evident effort to suppress emotion, added, Weeum was drowned, soon after the day he spoke to me, while trying to save life. Since then there has been no sun in the sky for Big Otter.

The poor old mother listened to this speech with intense interest and deepening emotion, but I could see that the tears which flowed over the wrinkled cheeks were tears of gladness rather than of sorrow. It could scarcely at that time come as news to her that her son was dead, but it did come as a gladsome surprise that her wilful Willie had not only found the Saviour himself  or, rather, been found of Him  but that he had spent his latter days in striving to bring others to that great Source of blessedness.

Being too much overcome to speak, she submitted to be led away into the cottage by the comely matron, who had been a keen and sympathetic observer of all that passed. Of course Eve accompanied them, for Weeums mother refused to let go her hand, even for a moment, and Big Otter and I were left outside alone.

Come, said I, vaulting into my saddle, you and I will go and have a gallop, my friend, and see the land, for I mean to dwell here and would strongly advise you to do the same.

Waugh! exclaimed the Indian, as he leaped on the back of his steed, and followed me.

You see, said I, as we rode along, followed by the admiring gaze of the village children  for, accustomed though they were to savages, they had never seen so grand an Indian as Big Otter on so magnificent a horse you see, they will require some time to clear up matters in the cottage, for Eves English, good though it be, is not perfect, and all their minds will naturally be a little confused at first. You did me good service to-day, my friend.

How? The speech of Muxbee is mysterious.

Dont you see, I replied, that the speech you made to old Mrs Liston, broke the ice as it were, and told her nearly all that I had to tell. And if you knew how many anxious hours I have spent in thinking how I should best break the sad news to the poor old mother, you would better understand how grateful I am to you.

The speech of Muxbee is still full of mystery. What does he mean by breaking news? When Big Otter has got news to tell, he tells it. When people have got something to hear, why should they not hear it at once?

I felt that there are some things which some minds cannot understand; so, instead of answering, changed the subject.

See, said I, pointing to a part of the uncleared bush into which we had ridden, there are two redskins. One is about to let fly an arrow. Hold on  we may disturb his aim!

My companion looked, and with a start threw forward the muzzle of his gun.

Little did I think, riding as we then were in a semi-civilised region  what the aim was that I was so anxious not to disturb.

I was suddenly and rudely enlightened when I heard the twang of the bow, and saw the arrow flying straight towards me. It was too late to leap aside, or dodge it. Full on the centre of my chest the shaft struck me. I experienced something of the shock that one feels when death is suddenly and very unexpectedly brought near. I have a distinct recollection of the solemn impression made by the belief that my last hour had come, yet I did not fall. I saw that the savage was hastily fitting another arrow to the bow, but was so stunned by surprise that I made no effort to save myself. Happily Big Otter had his wits about him. He fired before the arrow winged its flight, and shot the Indian dead.

The other savage at once turned and fled, but my companion gave chase and overtook him in a few seconds. Seeing that he could not escape he turned round, flung down his weapons in token of submission, and stood sullenly before his captor.

Big Otter at once leaped off his steed, seized the man, bound his arms behind him with a thong, and led him to the spot where the dead man was lying on his face.

Meanwhile, I had discovered that the arrow which should have pierced my heart had been stopped by one of the gold pieces which formed my breastplate! It had, indeed, pierced the coin, but had only entered my flesh about a quarter of an inch! Thanking God for the wonderful deliverance, I plucked it out, and, casting it away, rode up to the place where the dead man lay. My companion had turned him over, and to my great surprise, revealed the face of my old foe, Attick!

Waugh! exclaimed Big Otter, turning to the captured savage. Are there not deer enough in the woods, and buffalo enough on the plains, that the red-man should take to testing his arrows on pale-faces?

I did not shoot, was the stern reply.

True, but you were the companion, perhaps the friend, of the dead man.

I was not his friend, replied the savage, more sullenly than ever.

Then how came you to be with him when making this cowardly attack? I asked, in a tone which was meant to conciliate.

The tone had the desired effect. The savage explained that about three weeks previously he had, while in danger of being killed by a grizzly bear which he had wounded, been rescued by Attick, who told him that he was in pursuit of a foe who had injured him deeply, and whom he meant to hunt to death. Out of gratitude the Indian had consented to follow him  believing his story to be true. Attick explained that he had followed his foe from the far north, day by day, week by week, month by month, seeking an opportunity to slay him; but so careful a watch had been kept by his foe and the Indian and woman who travelled with him that he had not up to that time found an opportunity. Attick and his new ally had then dogged us to Sunny Creek  the village at which we had arrived  and, finding that we no longer feared danger from hostile Indians, and had relaxed our vigilance, they had made up their minds to stay there patiently till the deed could be accomplished. That day, while consulting about the matter in the woods, we had suddenly and unexpectedly appeared before them, and Attick had discharged his arrow.

But concluded the savage, with a perplexed look, the pale-face cannot be killed. Arrows cannot pierce him.

You are right, said I, suddenly coming to a decision in regard to the man. Neither bullet nor arrow can kill me till my work is done, and the Great Master of Life permits me to die. Go  and be more careful whom you follow in future.

I cut the thong that bound him, as I spoke, and set him free.

Without a word, though with an irresistible look of surprise, the savage turned, picked up his weapons and strode majestically into the bush.

My brother is not wise, remarked Big Otter.

That may be so, said I, but it grieves me that the blood of one Indian has been shed on my account, and I dont want to let the authorities here have the chance of shedding that of another. Come, we must let them know what has happened.

So saying I turned and rode off. We went direct to the authorities above-mentioned, told who we were and what we had done, guided a party of men to the scene of the intended murder; and then, while the stars were beginning to twinkle in the darkening sky, returned to see what was going on in the little cottage on the hill at Sunny Creek.




Chapter Twenty Six.

One of the Difficulties of Correspondence enlarged on  Coming Events, etcetera.

About six weeks after the events narrated in the last chapter, I seated myself before a desk in a charming attic-room in the cottage  no need to say what cottage  and began to pen a letter.

I was in an exceedingly happy frame of mind. The weather was agreeable; neither too hot nor too cold; circumstances around me were conducive to quiet contemplation, and my brain was quite clear, nevertheless I experienced unusual difficulty in the composition of that letter. I began it at least half-a-dozen times, and as many times threw my pen down, tore it up and began another. At last I received a summons to dinner, and had then got only half-way through my letter.

Our dinner-party consisted of old Mrs Liston, her comely niece, Mrs Temple, who by the way was a widow, Eve Liston, and myself. Big Otter, unable to endure the restraints of civilisation, had gone on a hunting expedition for a few days, by way of relief!

You is very stupid, surely, to take three hours to write one letter, remarked Eve, with that peculiar smile to which I have before referred.

Eve, said I, somewhat sternly, you will never learn English properly if you do not attend to my instructions. You is plural, though I am singular, and if you address me thus you must say you are not you is.

You are right in saying you are singular, interposed Aunt Temple, who was rather sharp witted, and had intensely black eyes. Eve had called her aunt by mistake at first, and now stuck to it.

I dont think there is another man in the district, continued the matron, who would take so long to write a short letter. You said it was going to be short didnt you?

Yes  short and sweet; though I doubt if the dear old man will think it so at first. But hell change his mind when he gets here.

No doubt we will convert him, said Aunt Temple.

Eve will, at all events, said I.

There was not much more said at that dinner which calls for record. I will therefore return to the attic-room and the letter.

After at least another hour of effort, I succeeded in finishing my task, though not entirely to my satisfaction. As the letter was of considerable importance and interest  at least to those concerned  I now lay it before the reader. It ran thus:  

My Dear Father,

I scarcely know how to tell you  or how to begin, for I fear that you will not only be very much surprised, but perhaps, displeased by what I have to write. But let me assure you, dear father, that I cannot help it! It almost seems as if the thing had been arranged for me, and as if I had had no say in the matter. The fact is that I have left the service of the Fur-Traders, and am engaged to be married to a dear beautiful half-caste girl (quite a lady, however, I assure you), and have made up my mind to become a farmer in one of the wildest parts of Colorado! There  Ive made a clean breast of it, and if that does not take away your breath, nothing will! But I write in all humility, dearest father. Do not fancy that, having taken the bit in my teeth, I tell you all this defiantly. Very far from it. Had it been possible, nothing would have gratified me more than to have consulted you, and asked your approval and blessing, but with three thousand miles of ocean, and I know not how many hundred miles of land between us, that you know, was out of the question; besides, it could not have altered matters, for the thing is fixed.

My Eves mother was an Indian. A very superior woman, indeed, let me hasten to say, and an exceptionally amiable one. Her father was an English gentleman named William Liston  son of a clergyman, and a highly educated man. He was wild and wilful in his youth, and married an Indian, but afterwards became a really good man, and, being naturally refined and with amiable feelings, spent his life in doing good to the people with whom he had cast his lot, and perished in saving the life of his wife. Eve evidently takes after him.

As to my Eve herself

I will spare the reader what I said about Eve herself! Suffice it to say that after an enthusiastic account of her mental and physical qualities, in which, however, I carefully refrained from exaggeration, and giving a brief outline of my recent experiences, I wound up with, And now, dear father, forgive me if I have done wrong in all this, and make up your mind to come out here and live with us, or take a farm of your own near to us. You know there is nothing to tie you to the old country; you were always fond of the idea of emigrating to the backwoods; your small income will go twice as far here as there, if properly laid out, and youll live twice as long. Come, dear dad, if you love me. I cant get married till you come. Ever believe me, your affectionate son  George Maxby.

Reader, shall we visit the dear old man in his dingy little house in old England while he peruses the foregoing letter? Yes, let us go. It is worth while travelling between four and five thousand miles to see him read it. Perhaps, if you are a critical reader, you may ask, But how came you to know how the old gentleman received the letter? Well, although the question is impertinent, I will answer it.

I have a small cousin of about ten years of age. She dwells with my father, and is an exceedingly sharp and precocious little girl. She chanced to be in the parlour waiting for my father  who was rather given to being late for breakfast  when my letter arrived. The familiar domestic cat was also waiting for him. It had mounted the table and sat glaring at the butter and cream, but, being aware that stealing was wrong, or that the presence of Cousin Maggie was prohibitive, it practised self-denial. Finding a story-book, my cousin sat down on the window seat behind the curtain and became absorbed  so much absorbed that she failed to notice the entrance of my father; failed to hear his Ha! a letter from Punch at last!  and was only roused to outward events by the crash which ensued when my father smote the table with his fist and exclaimed, im-possible! The cups and saucers almost sprang into the air. The cat did so completely, and retired in horror to the furthest corner of the room. Recovering itself, however, it soon returned to its familiar post of observation on the table. Not so Cousin Maggie, who, observing that she was unperceived, and feeling somewhat shocked as well as curious, sat quite still, with her mouth, eyes, and especially her ears, wide-open.

From Maggie then  long afterwards  I learned the details.

My father sat down after smiting the table, gasped once or twice; pulled off and wiped his spectacles; put them on again, and, laying strong constraint on himself, read the whole through, aloud, and without a word of comment till he reached the end, when he ejaculated in-con-ceivable! laid the letter down, and, looking up, glared at the cat. As that creature took no notice of him he incontinently flung his napkin at it, and swept it off the table. Then he gave vent to a prolonged whsh! burst into a fiendish laugh, and gave a slap to his thigh that shattered the cats peace of mind for the remainder of that morning, after which he re-opened the letter, spread it carefully out on the table, and, in the most intensely cynical tones, began a disjointed commentary on it as follows:  

Your dear father, indeed! Thats the first piece of humbug in your precious letter. Very dear I am to you, no doubt. And you  you  a chit  a mere boy (he forgot that several years had elapsed since I left him). Oh! no  Im neither surprised nor displeased  not at all. The state of my mind is not to be expressed by such phraseology  by no means! And you were always such a smooth-faced, quiet little beggar that  well  no matter. Couldnt help it! indeed. Hm. Quite a lady! Oh! of course. Necessarily so, when you condescended to fall in love with her! Humility! well! Given up the service, too! Colorado! One of the wildest parts  as if a tame part wouldnt have done just as well! A farmer! Much you know about farming! You dont tell all this defiantly. Oh! no, certainly not, but if you dont do it defiantly, I have misunderstood the meaning of the word self-will till I am bald. Why didnt you consult me, then? Much you care for my blessing  and the thing is fixed!

Exasperation was too much developed at this point to permit of blowing off steam in the form of sarcastic remark. My poor father hit the table with such force that the cream spurted out of its pot over the cloth  and my father didnt care! The cat cared, however, when, at a later period, it had the cleaning up of that little matter all to itself! This last explosion caused so much noise  my cousin told me  as to attract the attention of my fathers only domestic, who bounced into the room and asked, did e ring. To which my father returned such a thundering No! that the domestic fled precipitately, followed by the cat  rampant.

Your Eve! indeed, said my father, resuming the sarcastic vein. Mother an Indian  a Hottentot, I suppose, or something of that sort  short skirt of peacock feathers; no upper part worth mentioning, flat nose and lips, and smeared all over with fat, I dare say. Charming mother-in-law. Calculated to create some impression on English society. No wonder youve chosen the wilds of Colorado! Ah, now, as to my Eve herself  just let us have it strong, my boy  hm, sweet  yes, yes amiable, exactly, fair hair and blue eyes  ha, you expect me to swallow that! oh, graceful, ha! perfection, undoubtedly. Forgive you! No  boy, Ill never forgive you. Youre the most arrant ass  idiot  but this caps all come out here and live with us! Theyll give me one quarter of the wigwam, I suppose  curtained off with birch-bark, perhaps, or deerskin. Your affectionate  dolt! whwhy  what do you glare like that for?

This last question was put to my small cousin, who, in the horror of her belief that my father had gone mad, had agitated the window-curtain and revealed herself!

My poor dear father! I can imagine the scene well, and would not have detailed it so minutely here if  but enough. I must not forecast.

The afternoon on which this letter was despatched Big Otter returned to Sunny Creek cottage with a haunch of fat venison on his lusty shoulders.

He found us all grouped round the rustic table in front of the door, enjoying a cup of fragrant tea, and admiring the view. Eve was sitting on a low stool at the feet of Mrs Liston, engaged in ornamenting a bright blue fire-bag with bead and quill work of the most gorgeous colouring and elegant design. The design, of course, was her own. Mrs Liston was knitting small squares of open cotton-work, of a stitch so large that wooden needles about the size of a goose-quill were necessary. It was the only work that the poor old ladys weak eyesight and trembling hands could accomplish, and the simple stitch required little exercise of mind or muscle. When Mrs Liston completed a square she rolled it away. When sixteen squares were finished, she sewed them together and formed a strip about eight feet long and six inches broad. When sixteen such strips were completed, she sewed them all together and thus produced a bed-quilt. Quilts of this sort she presented periodically, with much ceremony and demonstration of regard, to her most intimate friends. In that region the old lady had not many intimate friends, but then it luckily took much time to produce a quilt.

The quilt then in hand  at that time near its completion  was for Eve.

Thank you so much for your venison, said Mrs Liston, as the hunter, with an air of native dignity, laid the haunch at her feet. Take it to the kitchen, dear, she added to Mrs Temple, who was pouring out the tea.

It has just come in time, said Mrs Temple, with a pleasant nod to Big Otter; we had quite run out of fresh meat, and your friend Muxbee is such a lazy boy that he never touches a gun. In fact I dont know how to get him out of the house even for an hour.

As this was said in English, Big Otter did not understand it, but when he saw the speaker stoop to pick up the venison, he stepped quickly forward and anticipated her. Thank you, carry it this way, said Aunt Temple (as I had begun to style her), leading the Indian to the pantry in rear of the cottage.

Well, Big Otter, said I, when they returned, now do you find the country round here in regard to game?

There is much game, he answered.

Then youll make up your mind to pitch your wigwam here, I hope, and make it your home.

No, Big Otters heart is in his own land in the far north. He will go back to it.

What! and forsake Waboose? said Eve, looking up from her work with an expression of real concern.

With a gratified air the Indian replied, Big Otter will return.

Soon! I asked.

Not very long.

When do you start?

Before yon sun rises again, said Big Otter, pointing to the westward, where the heavens above, and the heavens reflected in the lake below, were suffused with a golden glow.

Then I shall have to spend the most of the night writing, said I, for I cannot let you go without a long letter to my friend Lumley, and a shorter one to Macnab. I have set my heart on getting them both to leave the service, and come here to settle alongside of me.

You see, your friend Muxbee, said Aunt Temple, using the Indians pronunciation of my name, is like the fox which lost his tail. He wishes all other foxes to cut off their tails so as to resemble him.

Am I to translate that? I asked.

If you can and will.

Having done so, I continued, But seriously, Big Otter, I hope you will try to persuade them to come here. Give them a glowing account of the country and the climate, and say Ill not marry till they come to dance at my wedding. I would not wait for that however, if it were not that Eve thinks she is a little too young yet, and besides, she has set her heart on my father being present. Ill explain all that in my letters, of course, but do you press it on them.

And be sure you tell the dark-haired pale-face, said Eve, that Waboose expects her to come. Give these from her friend Fairhair  she was fond of calling me Fairhair.

Eve rose as she spoke, and produced a pair of beautiful moccasins, which had been made and richly ornamented by her own hands. At the same time she presented the fire-bag to the Indian, adding that she was glad to have had it so nearly ready when he arrived.

For whom are these pretty things, my dear? asked Mrs Liston.

The fire-bag, mother, is for Big Otter, and the moccasins is

Are, Eve  are  plural you know.

Is, replied Eve, with emphasis, for my dear friend, Jessie, the black-haired pale-face.

Well done, Waboose! exclaimed Aunt Temple. Im glad to see that you improve under my tuition.

You cant spoil her, I retorted, quietly.

Well, my dear, said Mrs Liston, send a message from me to your dark-haired pale-face that I shall begin a quilt for her next week.

I hope she will come to receive it, said Aunt Temple. Tell her that, Muxbee, with my love, and add that I hope we shall be good friends when we meet. Though I doubt it, for I cant bear Highlanders  theyre so dreadfully enthusiastic.

How much of that message am I to send? I asked.

As much as you please. I can trust to your discretion.

That evening I retired to my snug little attic-room earlier than usual, and, spreading out a large sheet of narrow-ruled foolscap paper before me, began a letter to my old chum on the banks of lake Wichikagan. I had much to relate, for much had happened since I had sent off the brief note by Salamander, and I found it difficult to check my pen when once it had got into the flow of description and the rush of reminiscence and the gush of reiterative affection. I had covered the whole of the first sheet of narrow-ruled foolscap, and got well into the second sheet  which I had selected unruled, that I might write still more narrowly  when I heard a gentle tap at the door.

I knew the tap well  sprang up and opened the door. Eve stood there, looking as modest and beautiful and elegant as ever  which is saying a good deal, for, in deference to Mrs Listons prejudices, she had exchanged her old graceful tunic reaching to a little below the knee, and her pretty bead-wrought leggings, and other picturesque accompaniments of Indian life, for the long dress of civilisation. However, I consoled myself with the fact that nothing could spoil her, and recalled with satisfaction the words (I dont quite remember them), which refer to a rose smelling equally sweet under any other name.

Prayers, said Eve.

Lest any one should feel perplexed by the brevity of her announcement, I may mention that dear old Mrs Listons habit was to recognise her Best Benefactor night and morning by having worship in the household, and invariably conducted it herself in her soft, slightly tremulous, but still musical voice.

As we descended the stairs, Eve said, You must sit beside me to-night, Geoge. When you sit opposite you gaze too much and make me uncomfortable.

Certainly, dear one, said I. But pray dont call me Geoge  say George. Theres an r in it, you know.

Yes, Geooorrrrge!

Eve, I whispered, as we sat on the sofa together, while Mrs Liston was wiping her spectacles, Ive been earnestly considering that last attempt of yours, and I think upon the whole, that Geoge is better.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

A Peculiar Wedding and a Wonderful Walk.

Turn we once again to the great wilderness, and if we do so with half the zest felt by Big Otter when he set forth on his journey, we will certainly enjoy the trip, you and I, whoever you be.

But we must take the journey at a bound.

It is Christmas-time once more. Lake Wichikagan has put on its top-coat of the purest Carrara marble. The roof of the little fort once again resembles a French cake overloaded with creamy sugar. The pines are black by contrast. The willows are smothered, all save the tops where the snow-flakey ptarmigan find food and shelter. Smoke rises from the various chimneys, showing that the dwellers in that remote outpost are enjoying themselves as of old. The volumes of smoke also suggest Christmas puddings.

Let us look in upon our old friends. In the mens house great preparation for something or other is going on, for each man is doing his best with soap, water, razor, brush, and garments, to make himself spruce. Salamander is there, before a circular looking-glass three inches in diameter in the lid of a soap-box, making a complicated mess of a neck-tie in futile attempts to produce the sailors knot. Blondin is there, before a similar glass, carefully scraping the bristles round a frostbite on his chin with a blunt razor. Henri Coppet, having already dressed, is smoking his pipe and quizzing Marcelle Dumont  who is also shaving  one of his chief jokes being an offer to give Dumonts razor a turn on the grindstone. Donald Bane is stooping over a tin basin on a chair, with his hair and face soap-sudded and his eyes tight shut, which fact being observed by his friend Dougall, induces that worthy to cry, Tonal, man  look here. Did iver man or wuman see the likes o that!

The invitation is so irresistible to Donald that he half involuntarily exclaims, Wow, man, Shames  what ist? and opens his eyes to find that Shames is laughing at him, and that soap does not improve sight. The old chief, Muskrat, is also there, having been invited along with Masqua and his son Mozwa, with their respective squaws, to the great event that is pending, and, to judge from the intense gravity  not to say owlish solemnity  of these redskins, they are much edified by the proceedings of the men.

In the hall preparations are also being carried on for something of some sort. Macnab is there, with his coat off, mounted on a chair, which he had previously set upon a rickety table, hammering away at a festoon of pine-branches with which one end of the room is being decorated. Spooner is also there, weaving boughs into rude garlands of gigantic size. The dark-haired pale-face, Jessie, is there too, helping Spooner  who might almost be called Spooney, he looks so imbecile and sweet. Jack Lumley is likewise there. He is calm, collected, suave, as usual, and is aiding Macnab.

It was a doubly auspicious day, for it was not only Christmas, but, a wedding-day.

It seems like a dream, cried Macnab, stopping his noisy hammer in order to look round and comment with his noisy voice, to think, Jessie, that you should refuse at least a dozen sturdy Highlanders north o the Grampians, and come out to the backwoods at last to marry an Englishman.

I wish you would attend to what you are doing, brother, said Jessie, blushing very much.

She might have done worse, remarked Spooner, who happened to be an Englishman.

Lumley said nothing, but a pleased smile flickered for a minute on his lips, while Macnab resumed his hammering with redoubled zest to a chuckling accompaniment.

It would be nothing, he resumed, turning round again and lowering his hammer, if you hadnt always protested that you would never marry, but  oh, Jessie, I wonder at a girl who has always been so firm in sticking to her resolves, turning out so fickle. I really never thought that the family of Macnab could be brought so low through one of its female members.

I know one of its male members, said Lumley, in a warning voice, who will be brought still lower if he keeps dancing about so on that rickety  there  I told you so!

As he spoke, Peter Macnab missed his footing and came down on the table with a crash so tremendous that the crazy article of furniture became something like what Easterns style a split-camel  its feeble legs spread outwards, and its body came flat to the ground.

Sprawling for a moment Macnab rose dishevelled from a mass of pine-branches and looked surprised.

Not hurt, I hope, said Lumley, laughing, while Jessie looked anxious for a moment.

I  I think not. No  evidently not. Yes, Jessie, my dear, you may regard this as a sort of practical illustration of the value of submission. If that table had resisted me I had been hurt, probably. Giving way as it did  Im all right.

Your illustration is not a happy one, said Lumley, for your own safety was purchased at the cost of the table. If you had taken the lesson home, and said that pride goes before a fall, it would have been more to the purpose.

Perhaps so, returned Macnab, assisting to clear away the split table: my pride is at its lowest ebb now, anyhow, for not only does Jessie Macnab become Mrs Lumley within an hour, but I am constrained to perform the marriage ceremony myself, as well as give her away.

The Highlander here referred to the fact that, for the convenience of those numerous individuals whose lives were spent in the Great Nor-west, far removed at that time from clergymen, churches, and other civilised institutions, the commissioned gentlemen in the service of the Hudsons Bay Company were legally empowered to perform the marriage ceremony.

Of course Jessie regretted much the impossibility of procuring a minister of any denomination to officiate in that remote corner of the earth, and had pleaded for delay in order that they might go home and get married there; but Lumley pointed out firstly, that there was not the remotest chance of his obtaining leave of absence for years to come; secondly, that the marriage tie, as tied by her brothers would be as legally binding as if managed by an Archbishop of Canterbury or a moderator of the Scottish General Assembly; and thirdly, that as he was filled with as deep a reverence for the Church as herself, he would have the rite re-performed, (ceremonially, observe, Jessie, not really, for that will be done to-day,) on the first possible opportunity.

If Jessie had been hard to convince, Lumley would not have ended that little discourse with thirdly. As it was, Jessie gave in, and the marriage was celebrated in the decorated hall, with voyageurs, and hunters, and fur-traders as witnesses. Macnab proved himself a worthy minister, for he read the marriage-service from the Church of England prayer-book with an earnest and slightly tremulous tone which betrayed the emotion of his heart. And if ever a true prayer, by churchman or layman, mounted to the Throne, that prayer was the fervent, God bless you, Jessie! to which the Highlander gave vent, as he pressed the bride to his heart when the ceremony was over.

There were some peculiarities about this wedding in the wilderness which call for special notice. In the first place, the wedding-feast, though held shortly after mid-day, was regarded as a dinner  not as a breakfast. It was rather more real, too, than civilised feasts of the kind. Those who sat down to it were hungry. They meant feeding, as was remarked by Salamander when more venison steaks were called for. Then there was no champagne or strong drink of any kind. Teetotalism  with or without principle  was the order of the day, but they had gallons of tea, and they consumed them, too; and these stalwart Norwesters afterwards became as uproarious on that inspiring beverage as if they had all been drunk. There was this peculiarity, however, in their uproar, that it was reasonable, hearty, good-humoured; did not degenerate into shameful imbecility, or shameless impropriety, nor did it end in stupid incapacity. It subsided gradually into pleasant exhaustion, and terminated in profound refreshing slumber.

Before that point was reached, however, much had to be done. Games had to be undertaken as long as the daylight lasted  chief among which were tobogganing down the snow-slope, and football on the ice. Then, after dark, the Hall was lighted up with an extra supply of candles round the room  though the powerful blaze of the mighty wood fire in the open chimney rendered these almost unnecessary, and another feast was instituted under the name of supper, though it commenced at the early hour of six oclock.

At this feast there was some speechifying  partly humorous and partly touching  and it remains a disputed point to this day whether the touching was more humorous or the humorous more touching. I therefore refrain from perplexing the reader with the speeches in detail. Only part of one speech will I refer to, as it may be said to have had a sort of prophetic bearing on our tale. It fell from the lips of Lumley.

My friends, he said, with that grave yet pleasant urbanity which I have before said was so natural to him, there is only one regret which I will venture to express on this happy day, and it is this, that some of those who were wont to enliven us with their presence at Fort Wichikagan, are not with us to-night. I really do not think there would be a single element wanting in the joy which it has pleased a loving God to send me, if I could only have had my dear young friend, George Maxby, to be my best man

He had to pause a few moments at this point, because of noisy demonstrations of assent.

And I am quite sure, he continued, that it would have afforded as much satisfaction to you as it would to my dear wife and me, if we could only have had our sedate friend, Big Otter

Again he had to pause, for the shouting with which this name was received not only made the rafters ring, but caused the very candles on the walls to wink.

If we could only have had Big Otter, repeated Lumley, to dance at our wedding. But it is of no use to sigh after the impossible. The days of miracles are over, and

As he spoke the hall door slowly opened, and a sight appeared which not only bereft the speaker of speech, but for a few minutes absolutely petrified all the rest of the company. It was the face and figure of a man  tall, gaunt and worn.

Now, good reader, as Lumley said (without very good authority!) the days of miracles are over, yet I venture to think that many events in this life do so much resemble miracles that we could not distinguish them from such unless the keys to their solution were given to us.

I give you the key to the supposed miracle now in hand, by asking you to accompany me deep into the wild-woods, and backward in time to about an hour before noon of the day preceding Christmas. It is a tangled shady spot to which I draw attention, the snow-floor of which is over-arched by dark pine-branches and surrounded by walls of willows and other shrubs. There is a somewhat open circular space in the centre of the spot, into which an Indian on snow-shoes strode at the hour mentioned. Even his most intimate friends might have failed at a first glance to recognise Big Otter, for he was at the time very near the close of a long, hard, wearisome journey, during the course of which he had experienced both danger and privation. Latterly he had conceived an idea, which he had striven with all his powers  and they were not small  to carry out. It was neither more nor less than to arrive in time to spend Christmas Day with his friends at Fort Wichikagan.

But to accomplish this feat, commencing at the time he conceived it, required that the Indian should travel without fail upwards of forty miles every day. This, on snow-shoes, could only be done by a very Hercules, and that only for a few days at a stretch. Big Otter knew his powers of endurance, and had carried out his resolve nearly to completion, when a storm arose so fierce, with temperature so bitterly cold, that he could not force against it, and thus lost the greater part of a day. Still, the thing was not impossible, and, as the difficulties multiplied, our Indians resolve to conquer increased.

In this state of mind, and much worn and fagged in body, with soiled and rent garments that told of weeks upon weeks of toil, he entered the circle, or open space before referred to, and, coming to a stand, rested the butt of his gun on one of his snowshoes, heaved a deep sigh, and looked round, as if undecided how to act.

But Big Otters periods of indecision never lasted long. Being naturally of a sociable turn of mind he partially revealed his mental condition by low mutterings which I take leave to translate.

Yes, I can do it. The pale-faces are pleasant men; pleasanter at Christmas-time than at other times. They love song, and Big Otter loves to hear song, though he does not love to do it. Men do not love to try what they cannot do. The pale-faces have much food, too, on Christmas Day, and much good-will. Big Otter loves both the good-will and the food, especially that round thing they are so fond of  plum-puddinn they call it. They dance much also. Dancing gives not much joy, though Big Otter can do some of it  but plum-puddinn is glorious! Waugh! I will do it!

Having communed with himself thus far, the Indian leaned his gun against a tree, flung down his provision-bag, took off his snow-shoes, cleared away the snow, kindled a fire, spread his bed of pine-brush and his blanket above it  and, in short went through the usual process of encamping. It was early in the day to encamp, but there was only one way in which our Indian could hope to partake of the plum-puddinn, and that was to walk a little over fifty miles at one stretch. That distance still lay between him and Fort Wichikagan, and it had to be traversed within fourteen and fifteen hours  including rests and food.

To prepare himself for the feat Big Otter drew from his wallet an enormous mass of venison which he roasted and consumed. Then he filled a small portable kettle with snow, which, with the aid of a fierce fire, he soon converted into tea. You see our Indian was becoming civilised by intercourse with pale-faces, and rather luxurious, for he carried tea and sugar on this journey. He did not deem butter a necessity, but could afford to dispense with that, because of having the remains of a rogan, or birch basket, of bears grease (unscented, of course!) which he had reserved at the end of his fall hunt.

The meal, or rather the gorging, over, Big Otter rolled himself head and feet in a blanket, pillowed his head on the provision-wallet, and suddenly went to sleep.

Hour after hour passed, but not the slightest motion was perceptible in that recumbent figure save the slow regular rise and fall of the deep chest. The short-lived sun of winter soon passed its zenith and began to decline towards its early couch in the west, but still the sleeper lay motionless like a log. At last the shades of early evening began to fall, and then Big Otter awoke. He rose at once, stretched himself with a sort of awful energy, rolled up his blanket, put on his snow-shoes, caught up wallet and gun, and set off on his journey.

To see a strong man stride over the land on snowshoes is a grand sight at any time, but to see Big Otter do it on this occasion would have been worth a long journey. With his huge and weighty frame and his mighty stride he made nothing of small obstacles, and was but little affected by things that might have retarded ordinary mortals. Small bushes went down before him like grass, larger ones he turned aside, and thick ones he went crashing through like an African elephant through jungle, while the fine frosted snow went flying from his snow-shoes right and left. There was no hesitancy or wavering as to direction or pace. The land he was acquainted with, every inch. Reserve force, he knew, lay stored in every muscle, and he was prepared to draw it all out when fatigue should tell him that revenue was expended and only capital remained.

As the sun went down the moon rose up. He had counted on this and on the fact that the land was comparatively open. Yet it was not monotonous. Now he was crossing a stretch of prairie at top speed, anon driving through a patch of woodland. Here he went striding over the surface of a frozen river, or breasting the slope of a small hill. As the night wore on he tightened his belt but did not halt to do so. Once or twice he came to a good-sized lake where all impediments vanished. Off went the snowshoes and away he went over the marble surface at a slow trot  slow in appearance, though in reality quicker than the fastest walk.

Then the moon went down and the grey light of morning  Christmas morning  dawned. Still the red-man held on his way unchanged  apparently unchangeable. When the sun was high, he stopped suddenly beside a fallen tree, cleared the snow off it, and sat down to eat. He did not sit long, and the breakfast was a cold one.

In a few minutes the journey was resumed. The Indian was drawing largely on his capital now, but, looking at him, you could not have told it. By a little after six oclock that evening the feat was accomplished, and, as I have said, Big Otter presented himself at a critical moment to the wonder-stricken eyes of the wedding guests.

Did they make much of him? you ask. I should think they did! Did they feed him? Of course they did  stuffed him to repletion  set him down before the massive ruins of the plum-puddinn, and would not let him rise till the last morsel was gone! Moreover, when Big Otter discovered that he had arrived at Fort Wichikagan, not only on Christmas Day, but on Chief Lumleys wedding-day, his spirit was so rejoiced that his strength came back again unimpaired, like Sampsons, and he danced that night with the pale-faces, till the small hours of the morning, to the strains of a pig-in-its-agonies fiddle, during which process he consumed several buckets of hot tea. He went to rest at last on a buffalo robe in a corner of the hall in a state of complete exhaustion and perfect felicity.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Wilderness again  New Plans mooted  Treacherous Ice, and a Brave Rescue.

The well-known disinclination of time and tide to wait for any man holds good in the wilderness of the Great Nor-west, as elsewhere.

Notwithstanding the momentous events which took place at Fort Wichikagan and in Colorado, as detailed in preceding chapters, the winter passed away as usual, spring returned, and the voice of the grey-goose and plover began once more to gladden the heart of exiled man.

Jack Lumley sat on a rustic chair in front of the Hall, gazing with wistful eyes at the still ice-covered lake, and occasionally consulting an open letter in his hand with frowning looks of meditation. The sweet voice of Jessie Lumley came from the interior of the Hall, trilling a tuneful Highland air, which, sweeping over the lawn and lake, mingled with the discords of the plover and geese, thus producing a species of wild-wood harmony.

Peter Macnab  who, since the memorable day when the table became a split-camel under his weight, had been to the Mountain Fort and got back again to Wichikagan  came up, sat down on a bench beside his brother-in-law, and said, Shall I become a prophet?

Perhaps youd better not, Macnab. It is not safe to sail under false colours, or pretend to powers which one does not possess.

But what if I feel a sort of inspiration which convinces me that I do possess prophetic powers, at least to some extent?

Then explode and relieve yourself by all means, said Lumley.

You have read that letter, resumed Macnab, at least fifty times, if you have read it once.

If you had said that I had read it a hundred and fifty times, returned Lumley, you would have been still under the mark.

Just so. And you have meditated over it, and dreamed about it, and talked it over with your wife at least as many times  if not more.

Your claim to rank among the prophets is indisputable, Macnab  at least as regards the past. What have you got to say about the future?

The future is as clear to me, my boy, as yonder sun, which gleams in the pools that stud the ice on Lake Wichikagan.

I am afraid, brother-in-law, returned Lumley, with a pitiful smile, that your intellects are sinking to a par with those of the geese which fly over the pools referred to.

Listen! resumed the Highlander, with a serious air that was unusual in him. I read the future thus. You have already, as I am aware, sent in your resignation. Well, you will not only quit the service of the HBC, but you will go and join your friend Maxby in Colorado; you will become a farmer; and, worst of all, you will take my dear sister with you.

In some respects, said Lumley, also becoming serious, you are right. I have made up my mind that, God willing, I shall quit the service  not that I find fault with it, very much the reverse; but it is too much of a life of exile and solitude to my dear Jessie. I will also go to Colorado and join Maxby, but I wont take your sister from you. I will take you with me, brother-in-law, if you will consent to go, and we shall all live together. What say you?

Macnab shook his head, sadly.

You forget my boy, that your case is very different from mine. You have only just reached the end of your second term of service, and are still a youth. Whereas, I am a commissioned officer of the Fur Trade, with a fairish income, besides being an elderly man, and not very keen to throw all up and begin life over again.

There was much in what Macnab said, yet not so much but that Lumley set himself, with all his powers of suasion and suavity, to induce his brother-in-law to change his mind. But Lumley had yet to learn that no power of Saxon logic, or personal influence, can move the will of a man from beyond the Grampian range who has once made up his mind.

When all was said, Macnab still shook his head, and smiled regretfully.

Its of no use wasting your breath, my boy,  but tell me, is Jessie anxious for this change?

She is anxious. She naturally pines for female society  though she did not say so until I urged her solemnly to tell me all her mind. And she is right. It is not good for woman, any more than for man, to be alone, and when I am away on these long expeditions  taking the furs to the depot, searching out the Indians, hunting, etcetera,  she is left unavoidably alone. I have felt this very strongly, and that was why, as you know, I had made up my mind during the winter, and written to the governor and council that, as my time had expired, I meant to retire this spring.

Yes, boy, I know, returned Macnab. I foresaw all this even long before you began to move in the matter, and I also took steps with a view to contingencies. You know that I am entitled to a years furlough this spring. Well, I wrote during the winter to say that I intended to avail myself of it. Now, then, this is what I intend to do. When you retire, and go off to the States, I will go with you on leave of absence. We wont lose time by the way, for you may depend on it that Maxby will not delay his wedding longer than he can help. Fortunately, his old father wont be able to wind up his affairs in England, and set off to Colorado quite as quickly as the son expects, so that will help to delay matters; and thus, though we can hardly expect to be in time for the wedding, we will at least be time enough to claim a revival and extension of the festivities. Then, you know, Big Otter

Aye, what of him? asked Lumley, seeing that Macnab paused.

Well, I think we may prevail on him to go with us, as our guide, till we reach the civilised world, after which, we can take him in charge  turn the tables as it were  and guide him to Sunny Creek.

Yes  or send him on in advance of us, through the wood in a straight line, like the swallow, to announce our approach.

At this point, Jessie, who had been busy with the household bread, came to the door with a face radiant from the combined effect of hard work and happiness.

What is the subject of all this earnest conversation, Jack? she asked, pulling down the sleeves that had been tucked up above her elbows.

Ask your brother, Jess, said Lumley, rising. I shall have time before supper to pay a visit to Big Otter on a matter of some importance.

He passed into the house to take up his gun and powder-horn, while Jessie sat down on the rustic chair, and her brother returned to the subject that had been interrupted.

Now there occurred that afternoon an event which might have put a final and fatal termination to the plans which had just been so eagerly discussed.

I have said that spring was so far advanced at that time, that pools of water were formed on the ice of Lake Wichikagan. The heat which caused these had also the effect of softening the snow in the woods, so as to render walking in snow-shoes very laborious. As walking without them, however, was impossible, Lumley had no other course left than to put them on and plod away heavily through the deep and pasty snow.

Big Otter at that time occupied the important position of hunter to the establishment. He supplied it with fresh meat and dwelt in a small wigwam, about six miles distant from the fort, on the borders of a little lake  little at least for that region, but measuring somewhat over three miles in diameter. He also, for his own advantage and recreation, carried on the business of a trapper, and had that winter supplied many a silver fox and marten to the fur-stores at Wichikagan.

When Lumley set out to visit the chief he knew that there was a possibility of his being out after deer, but in that case he meant to await his arrival, at least until nightfall, and then he could leave a hieroglyphic message, which the Indian would understand, requiring his immediate presence at the fort. In any case Lumley thought nothing of a twelve-mile walk, even though the snow was soft and deep.

Nothing worthy of notice occurred until he reached the lake above-mentioned, on the borders of which he halted. Looking across the bay, on the other side of which the hunters wigwam stood, he could discern among the pines and willows the orange-coloured birch-bark of which it was made, but no wreath of blue smoke told of the presence of the hunter.

Hm! not at home! muttered Lumley, who then proceeded to debate with himself the propriety of venturing to cross the bay on the ice.

Now, it must be told that ice on the North American lakes becomes exceedingly dangerous at a certain period of spring, for, retaining much of its winter solidity of appearance, and, indeed, much of its winter thickness, it tempts men to venture on it when, in reality, it has become honeycombed and rotten. Ice of this kind  no matter how thick it be,  is prone to give way without any of those friendly cracks and rends and other warnings peculiar to the new ice of autumn, and, instead of giving way in angular cakes, it suddenly slides down, letting a man through to the water, by opening a hole not much larger than himself. Of course Lumley was well aware of this danger  hence the debate with himself, or rather with his judgment.

It looks solid enough, said Lumley.

Looks are deceptive, said his judgment.

Then, its rather early yet for the ice to have become quite rotten, said Lumley.

So everyone goes on saying, every spring, till some unfortunate loses his life, and teaches others wisdom, said judgment; besides, youre a heavy man.

And it is a tremendous long way round by the shore  nearly four times the distance, murmured Lumley.

What of that in comparison with the risk you run, remarked judgment, growing impatient.

Ill venture it! said the man, sternly.

Youre a fool! cried the other, getting angry.

It is surprising with what equanimity a man will stand insulting language from himself! With something like a contemptuous smile on his lips, Lumley took off his snow-shoes and set off to cross the bay.

As he had anticipated, he found it as firm as a rock. The surface, indeed, had a dark wet look about it, and there were various pools here and there which he carefully avoided; but there was no other indication of danger until he had got three-quarters of the way across. Then, without an instants warning, the mass of ice on which he stood dropped below him like a trap-door and left him struggling in a compound of ice and water!

The first shock of the cold water on his robust frame was to give it a feeling of unusual strength. With a sharp shout, caused by the cold rather than alarm, he laid both hands on the edge of the ice, and, springing like an acrobat out of the water to his waist, fell with his chest on the still sound ice; but it was not long sound. His convulsive grip and heavy weight broke it off, and down he sank again, over head and ears.

It is not easy to convince a very powerful man that he may become helpless. Lumley rose, and, with another Herculean grip, laid hold of the edge of the ice. His mind had not yet fully admitted that he was in absolute danger. He had only been recklessly vigorous at the first attempt to get out  that was all  now, he would exercise caution.

With the coolness that was natural to him  increased, perhaps, by the coolness of the water  he again laid his hands on the edge of the ice, but he did not try to scramble upon it. He had been a practised gymnast at school. Many a time had he got into a boat from deep water while bathing, and he knew that in such an effort one is hampered by the tendency ones legs have to get under the boat and prevent action  even as, at that moment, his legs were attempting to go under the ice. Adopting, therefore, his old plan and keeping his hands on the edge of the ice, he first of all paddled backwards with his legs until he got himself into a quite perpendicular position, so that when he should make the spring there would be no fear of retarding his action by scraping against the ice with his chest. While in this position he let himself sink to the very lips  nay, even lower  and then, acting with arms and legs at the same moment, he shot himself full half his length out of the water.

The whole process was well calculated, for, by sinking so deeply before the spring, he thus made use of the buoyancy of water, and rendered less pressure with his hands on the ice needful. But, although he thus avoided breaking the ice at first he could not by any device lessen the weight of his fall upon it. Again the treacherous mass gave way, and once more he sank into the cold lake.

Cold, far more than exertion, tells on a man in such circumstances. A feeling of exhaustion, such as poor Lumley had never felt before, came over him.

God help me! he gasped, with the fervour that comes over men when in the hour of their extremity.

Death seemed at last evidently to confront him, and with the energy of a brave man he grappled and fought him. Again and again he tried the faithless ice, each time trying to recall some device in athletics which might help him, but always with the same result. Then, still clinging to life convulsively, he prayed fervently and tried to meet his fate like a man. This effort is probably more easy on the battle-field, with the vital powers unexhausted, and the passions strong. It was not so easy in the lone wilderness, with no comrades voice to cheer, with the cold gradually benumbing all the vital powers, and with life slipping slowly away like an unbelievable dream!

The desire to live came over him so strongly at times, that again and yet again, he struggled back from the gates of the dark valley by the mere power of his will and renewed his fruitless efforts; and when at last despair took possession of him, from the depths of his capacious chest he gave vent to that:  

Bubbling cry

Of some strong swimmer in his agony!

Sleeping soundly in his wigwam, Big Otter heard the cry.

Our Indian was not the man to start up and stare, and wonder, and wait for a repetition of any cry. Like the deer which he had so often roused, he leaped up, bounded through the doorway of his tent, and grasped gun and snow-shoes. One glance sufficed to show him the not far distant hole in the ice. Dropping the gun he thrust his feet into the snowshoes, and went off over the ice at racing speed. The snow-shoes did not impede him much, and they rendered the run over the ice less dangerous. Probably Lumley would not have broken through if he had used his snow-shoes, because of the larger surface of ice which they would have covered.

To come within a few yards of the hole, slide to the edge of it on his chest, with both snow-shoes spread out under that, by way of diffusing his weight over as much surface as possible, was the work of only a few minutes. But by that time the perishing man was almost incapable of helping himself. The great difficulty that the rescuer experienced was to rouse Lumley once more to action, for the torpor that precedes death had already set in, and to get on his knees on the edge of the ice, so as to have power to raise his friend, would only have resulted in the loss of his own life as well. To make sure that he should not let go his hold and slip, Big Otter tied the end of his long worsted belt round his friends right wrist.

Now, he said, earnestly, try once more.

Too late  too late! God bless you, Big He stopped, and his eyes closed!

No! cried the Indian, vehemently, giving the perishing mans head a violent shake  then, putting his mouth close to his ear, added in a deep tone Not too late for the Master of Life to save. Think! The dark-haired pale-face waits for you.

This was a judicious touch. The energy which could not be aroused by any consideration of self was electrified by the thought of the waiting wife. Lumley made one more desperate effort and once again cried to God for help. Both acts contributed to the desired end, and were themselves an answer to the prayer of faith. Mysterious connection! Hope revived, and the vital fluid received a fresh impulse. In the strength of it Lumley raised himself so far out of the water that the Indian was able to drag half his body on the ice, but the legs still hung down. Creeping back a few feet, the Indian, still lying flat on his face, cut a hole in the ice with his hatchet into which he stuck his toe, and seized hold of the end of his worsted belt.

Thats right, said his friend, faintly wait.

Big Otter knew that full consciousness had returned. He waited while Lumley, gently paddling with his legs, got them into a horizontal position.

Now! cried Lumley.

The Indian pulled  softly at first, then vigorously, and Lumley slid fairly on the ice. The rest, though still dangerous, was easy. In a few minutes more the red-man had the pale-face stripped beside a rousing fire in the wigwam  and thus he brought him back to life from the very gates of death.

You have saved me, my good friend, said Lumley, when he began to recover.

The Great Master of Life saved you, returned the Indian. He made use of me  for which I thank him.

It was not until late on the following day that Lumley felt strong enough to return to the fort, and relate what had occurred. Then the plans for the future were laid before Big Otter, and, to the satisfaction of all parties, he agreed at once to fall in with them.

But, said he, Big Otter will not stay. He loves the great wilderness too well to be content to live among the wooden wigwams of the pale-faces.

Well, we wont bother ourselves on that point just now, said Macnab, and so, as thats comfortably settled, Ill pack up and away back to my mountain fort to get ready for a trip, with you and Lumley and Jessie, to Colorado.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The Last.

Once more I change the scene, from the wild regions of the north to the little less wild lands of Colorado.

On a certain bright forenoon in Autumn I stood in the doorway of Sunny Creek Cottage watching a clumsy vehicle as it laboured slowly up the hill. I was alone that day, old Mrs Liston, Eve, and Aunt Temple having gone off in the waggon for a long drive to visit a relative with hunting proclivities, who had built himself a log-hut in a ravine of the neighbouring mountains, that he might be in closer proximity to the bears and deer.

With some curiosity I approached the lumbering machine to assist the occupant, who seemed unable, or too impatient, to open the door. It was a stiff door, and swung open with a jerk which caused the occupants hat to fall off, and reveal a bald head.

Father! I gasped.

Punch, my boy!

The dear old man tripped in his haste to get down, plunged into my bosom, threw his arms round my neck to save himself, and almost bore me to the ground. Neither of us being demonstrative in our affections, this unpremeditated, not to say unintentional, embrace I felt to be quite touching. My father obviously resolved to make the most of his opportunities, for he gave me a thoroughly exhaustive hug before releasing me.

I  I  didnt mmean, said my father, blazing with excitement, and gasping with a mingled tendency to laugh and weep, didnt mean to come it quite so strong, PPunch, my boy, bbut youll make allowance for a momentary weakness. Im getting an old man, Punch. What makes you grin so, you backwoods koonisquat?

The last sentence, with its opprobrious epithet (coined on the spot), was addressed with sudden asperity to the driver of the clumsy vehicle, who was seated on his box, with mouth expanded from ear to ear.

Wall, stranger, if you will insist on knowin, said he, Its sympathy that makes me grin. I do like to see human natur out of its go-to-meetin togs, with its saddle off, an no bridal on, spurtin around in gushin simplicity. But youre wrong, stranger, continued the driver, with a grave look, quite wrong in callin me a koonisquat. I have dropt in the social scale, but I aint got quite so low as that, I guess, by a long chalk.

Well, you compound of Welshman and Yankee, be off and refresh yourself, returned my father, putting an extra dollar, over and above his fare, into the mans hand, but dont consume it on your filthy fire-water cock-tails, or gin-slings, or any other kind of sling-tails. If you must drink, take it out in strong hot coffee.

The man drove off, still grinning, and I hurried my father into the cottage where, while I set before him a good luncheon, he gave me a wildly rambling and interjectional account of his proceedings since the date of his last letter to me.

But why did you take me by surprise in this way, dear daddy; why didnt you let me know you were coming?

Because I like to take people by surprise, especially ill-doing scapegraces like  by the way, said my father, suddenly laying down his knife and fork, where is she?

Where is who?

She  her, of course; the  the girl, the Hottentot, the savage. Oh! George, what an ass you are!

If you mean Eve, sir, said I, she is away from home  and everybody else along with her. That comes of your taking people by surprise, you see. Nobody prepared to receive you; nothing ready. No sheets aired even.

Well, well, Punch, my boy, dont be sharp with your old father. I wont offend again. By the way, he added, quickly, youre not married yet? eh?

No, not yet.

Ah! said my father with a sigh of relief, as he resumed his knife and fork, then theres the barest chance of a possibility that if  but youve asked her to marry you, eh?

Yes, I have asked her.

And she has accepted you?

Yes, she has accepted me. I wrote all that to you long ago.

Ah! said my father, with a profound sigh of resignation, then there is no chance of a possibility, for if a man tries to win the affections of a girl and succeeds, he is bound in honour to marry her  even though he were the Emperor of China, and she a  a Hottentot. Now, Punch, I have made up my mind to like the girl, even though she painted scarlet circles round her eyes, and smeared her nose with sky-blue  but you must let your poor old father blow off the steam, for you have been such a  a donkey!  such a hasty, impatient, sentimental, romantic idiot, that  another glass of that milk, my boy. Thankee, where do you get it? Beats English milk hollow.

Got it from one of our numerous cows, daddy, said I, with a short laugh at this violent change of the subject, and my Eve made the butter.

Did she, indeed? Well, Im glad shes fit for even that small amount of civilised labour; but you have not told me yet when I shall see her?

That is a question I cannot exactly answer, said I, but you will at all events be introduced to-night to her fathers mother, and her cousin (whom we call aunt), as well as to a young lady  a Miss Waboose  who is staying with us at present. And now, father, I added, come, and well have a stroll round the farm. I dont expect the ladies back till evening. Meanwhile, I want you to do me a favour; to humour what I may call a whim.

If its not a very silly one, Punch, Ill do it, though I have not much confidence in your wisdom now.

It is simply that you should agree, for this night only, to pass yourself off for a very old friend of mine. You need not tell fibs, or give a false name. You are a namesake, you know. There are lots of Maxbys in the world!

Weak, my boy; decidedly weak. Theyll be sure to see through it and I wont be able to recollect not to call you Punch.

No matter. Call me Punch. Ill tell them you are a very familiar old friend  a sort of relation, too, which will account for the name.

Well, well, said my father, with a smile of pity, Ill not object to humour your whim, but its weak  worthy of a man who could engage himself to a miserable red-Indian Hottentot!

This being finally settled, and my father having been pretty well exhausted by his ramble round the farm, I set him down on the rustic chair with a newspaper and left him, saying that I should be back in an hour or so.

I knew the road by which the waggon was to return, walked along it several miles, and then waited. Soon it drove up to the spot where I stood. They were surprised to see me, but more surprised when I ordered the ladies to get out, and walk with me, while the coachman drove on slowly in advance.

Then I hurriedly told of my fathers arrival, and explained more fully than I had yet ventured to do his misconceptions and prejudices as to Eve. Now, I want you all, said I, to help me to remove these prejudices and misconceptions as quickly as possible by falling in with my little plans.

Hereupon I explained that my father was to be introduced as an old friend and namesake, while Eve was to be presented to him as a visitor at the cottage named Miss Waboose. I had feared that old Mrs Liston would not enter into my plan, but found that, on the contrary, having a strong sense of humour, she quite enjoyed the notion of it. So did Aunt Temple, but Eve herself felt doubtful of her ability to act out her part. I had no doubt on that point, for she had undertaken it, and well did I know that whatever Eve undertook she could, and would, accomplish.

It might be tedious to recount in detail the scenes that followed. The dear old man was charmed with Miss Waboose  as I had fully expected  and Miss Waboose was more than charmed with the dear old man! So that when we bade the ladies good-night, he kissed her fair forehead with quite fatherly tenderness.

When I conducted the old man to his room I was struck, and made quite anxious, by the disconsolate expression of his face, and asked earnestly what was wrong.

Wrong! he exclaimed, almost petulantly. Everythings wrong. More particularly, you are wrong. Oh, George, I cant get over it. To think that you are tied hard and fast  irrevocably  to  a red-Indian  a painted savage  a Hottentot. It is too  too bad!

He kicked off one of his shoes so viciously at this point, that it went straight into, and smashed, a looking-glass; but he didnt seem to care a straw for that. He did not even condescend to notice it.

And to think, too, he continued, that you might have had that adorable young lady, Miss Waboose, who  in spite of her heathenish name  is the most charming, artless, modest young creature I ever saw. Oh! Punch, Punch, what a consummate idiot you have been.

It was impossible to help laughing at my poor fathers comical expression of chagrin, as he sat on the edge of his bed, slapped his hands down on both knees and looked up in my face.

Excuse me, daddy, but what ground have you for supposing that Miss Waboose would accept me, even if I were free to ask her hand?

Ground? Why the ground that she is fond of you. Any man with half an eye could see that, by the way she looks at and speaks to you. Of course you have not observed that. I trust, my boy, you are too honourable to have encouraged it. Nevertheless, it is a fact  a miserable, tantalising, exasperating fact  a maddening fact, now that that hideous red-Indian  Hottentot stands in the way.

That red-Indian  Hottentot, said I, unable any longer to cause my dear father so much pain, does not stand in the way, for I am happy to tell you that Miss Waboose and Eve are one and the same person.

Come, come, Punch, returned my parent, testily, Im in no humour for jesting. Go away, and let me get to bed and pillow my head on oblivion if possible.

I do assure you, reader, that I had no slight difficulty in persuading my father that Eve Liston and Waboose were really the same person.

But the girls fair, objected my father, when the truth began to force an entrance.

Yes passing fair, said I.

And with blue eyes and golden hair! said he.

Even so, said I.

No more like a savage than I am? said my father.

Much less so, said I.

When at length he did take in the fact, he flung his arms round my neck for the second time that day, and did his best to strangle me. Then, under a sudden impulse, he thrust me out into the passage and shut and locked the door.

You wont pillow your head on oblivion now, will you, daddy? I asked through the keyhole.

Get away, you deceiver! was the curt reply.

But surprises did not come singly at that time. Call it a miracle, or a coincidence, or what you will, it is a singular fact that, on the very next day, there arrived at Sunny Creek cottage four travellers  namely, Jack Lumley, the black-haired pale-face, Peter Macnab, and Big Otter.

On beholding each other, Jessie Lumley and Eve Liston, uttering each a little shriek, rushed into each others arms, and straightway, for the space of five minutes, became a human amalgam.

Not too late, I hope? said Lumley, after the first excitement of meeting was over.

Too late for what? said I.

For the wedding, of course, said he.

By no means. It is fixed for this day three weeks.

Good  Jessie and I will have the knot tightened a little on the same day by the same man.

Wind and weather permitting, said Macnab, with his wonted irreverence. Now, Maxby, my boy, take us into the house, and introduce us to old Mrs Liston. But what splendid creature is this coming towards us?

Why thats Aunt Temple, I whispered, as she came forward. Let me introduce you, aunt, to Mr Macnab  the jolly fur-trader of whom you have heard me speak so often and so much.

Macnab made a profound obeisance, and Aunt Temple returned a dignified bow, expressing herself, much pleased to make the acquaintance, etcetera, and saying that Mrs Liston, being unable to come out to greet them, was anxious that we should enter. Particularly Big Otter, said Aunt Temple, turning to the grave chief, for whom she has a very great regard.

Thus invited and specially complimented, our tall Indian stooped to enter the cottage door, but not being accustomed to the wooden wigwams of the pale-faces, he did not stoop low enough, struck his head against the top, and rather damaged an eagles feather with which his hair was decorated.

Nothing, almost, could upset the dignity and imperturbable gravity of Big Otter. He stooped lower to conquer the difficulty, and when inside drew himself up to his full height, so that the eagles feather touched the ceiling, and tickled up some flies that were reposing in fancied security there.

Glancing round till his black eyes caught sight of old Mrs Liston in a darkish corner on a sofa, he stepped forward, and, stooping to grasp one of her small hands in both of his, said tenderly Watchee.

What cheer  what cheer? said the accommodating old lady, responding to the salutation in kind. Tell him, George, that Im so happy to see once again the friend of my beloved William.

Big Otter rejoices to meet again the mother of Weeum, replied the Indian.

And tell him, said Mrs Listen, that I hope he has now come to stay with us altogether.

The Indian smiled gravely, and shook his head, intimating that the question required consideration.

When the other members of the party were introduced  Jessie and Eve having been separated for the purpose  we all adjourned to the verandah to interchange news.

Need it be said that we had much to hear and tell? I think not. Neither need the fact be enlarged on that we all retired late that night, in a state of supreme felicity and mental exhaustion.

There was one exception, however, as regards the felicity, for Mrs Liston, out of regard for the friend of her darling William, insisted that Big Otter should occupy the best bedroom on the ground floor. The result was eminently unsatisfactory, for Big Otter was not accustomed to best bedrooms. Eve conducted the Indian to his room. He cared nothing for his comfort, and was prepared humbly to do whatever he was bid. He silently followed her and looked round the room with open-mouthed wonder as she pointed to his bed and, with a pleasant nod, left him.

Resting his gun in a corner  for he never parted with that weapon night or day  and laying his powder-horn and shot-pouch on the ground, he drew his tomahawk and scalping-knife, and was about to deposit them beside the horn, when his eye suddenly fell on a gigantic Indian crouching, as if on the point of springing on him. Like lightning he sprang erect. Then an expression of intense humility and shame covered his grave features on discovering that a large mirror had presented him with a full-length portrait of himself! A sort of pitiful smile curled his lip as he took off his hunting coat. Being now in his ordinary sleeping costume he approached the bed, but did not like the look of it. No wonder! Besides being obviously too short, it had white curtains with frills or flounces of some sort, with various tags and tassels around, and it did not look strong. He sat cautiously down on the side of it, however, and put one leg in. The sheets felt unpleasant to his naked foot, but not being particular, he shoved it in, and was slowly letting himself down on one elbow, when the bed creaked!

This was enough. Big Otter was brave to rashness in facing known danger, but he was too wise to risk his body on the unknown! Drawing forth his leg he stood up again, and glanced round the room. There was a small dressing-table opposite the bed; beside it was the large glass which had given him such a surprise. Further on a washhand-stand with a towel-rack beside it, but there was no spot on which he could stretch his bulky frame save the middle of the floor. Calmly he lay down on that, having previously pulled off all the bedclothes in a heap and selected therefrom a single blanket. Pillowing his head on a footstool, he tried to sleep, but the effort was vain. There was a want of air  a dreadful silence, as if he had been buried alive  no tinkling of water, or rustling of leaves, or roar of cataract. It was insupportable. He got up and tried to open the door, but the handle was a mystery which he could not unriddle. There was a window behind the dressing-table. He examined that, overturning and extinguishing the candle in the act. But that was nothing. The stars gave enough of light. Fortunately the window was a simple cottage one, which opened inwards with a pull. He put on his coat and belt, resumed his arms, and, putting his long leg over the sill, once more stood on his native soil and breathed the pure air! Quietly gliding round the house, he found a clump of bushes with a footpath leading through it. There he laid him down, enveloped in one of Mrs Listons best blankets, and there he was found next morning in tranquil slumber by our domestic when she went to milk the cows!

Before the three weeks were over Peter Macnab almost paralysed Aunt Temple by a cool proposal that she should exchange the civilised settlements for the wilderness, and go back with him, as Mrs Macnab, to the Mountain Fort! The lady, recovering from her semi-paralytic affection, agreed to the suggestion, and thus Peter Macnab was, according to his own statement, set up for life.

Shall I dwell on the triple wedding? No. Why worry the indulgent reader, or irritate the irascible one, by recounting what is so universally understood. There were circumstances peculiar, no doubt to the special occasion. To Eve and myself, of course, it was the most important day of our lives  a day never to be forgotten; and for which we could never be too thankful, and my dear father pronounced it the happiest day of his life; but I think he forgot himself a little when he said that! Then old Mrs Liston saw but one face the whole evening, and it was the face of Willie  she saw it by faith, through the medium of Eves sweet countenance.

But I must cut matters short. When all was over, Macnab said to his wife:  

Now, my dear, we must be off at the end of one week. You see, I have just one years furlough, and part of it is gone already. The rest of it, you and I must spend partly in the States, partly in England, and partly on the continent of Europe, so that we may return to the Great Nor-west with our brains well stored with material for small talk during an eight or nine months winter.

Aunt Macnab had no objection. Accordingly, that day week he and she bade us all good-bye and left us. Big Otter was to go with them part of the way, and then diverge into the wilderness. He remained a few minutes behind the others to say farewell.

You will come and settle beside us at last, I hope, said Mrs Liston, squeezing the red-mans hand.

The Indian stood gently stroking the arched neck of his magnificent horse in silence for a few moments. Then he said, in a low voice:  

Big Otters heart is with the pale-faces, but he cannot change the nature which has been given to him by the Great Master of Life. He cannot live with the pale-faces. He will dwell where his fathers have dwelt, and live as his fathers have lived, for he loves the great free wilderness. Yet in the memory of his heart the mother of Weeum will live, and Waboose and Muxbee, and the tall pale-face chief, who won the hearts of the red-men by his justice and his love. The dark-haired pale-face, too, will never be forgotten. Each year, as it goes and comes, Big Otter will come again to Sunny Creek about the time that the plovers whistle in the air. He will come and go, till his blood grows cold and his limbs are frail. After that he will meet you all, with Weeum, in the bright Land of Joy, where the Great Master of Life dwells for evermore. Farewell!

He vaulted on his steed at the last word, and, putting it to the gallop, returned to his beloved wilderness in the Great Nor-west.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The False Step.

There is a dividing ridge in the great northern wilderness of America, whereon lies a lakelet of not more than twenty yards in diameter. It is of crystal clearness and profound depth, and on the still evenings of the Indian summer its surface forms a perfect mirror, which might serve as a toilet-glass for a Redskin princess.

We have stood by the side of that lakelet and failed to note the slightest symptom of motion in it, yet somewhere in its centre there was going on a constant and mysterious division of watery particles, and those of them which glided imperceptibly to the right flowed southward to the Atlantic, while those that trembled to the left found a resting-place by the frozen shores of Hudsons Bay.

As it is with the flow and final exit of those waters, so is it, sometimes, if not always, with the spirit and destiny of man.

Miles Milton, our hero, at the age of nineteen, stood at the dividing ridge of his life. If the oscillating spirit, trembling between right and wrong, had decided to lean to the right, what might have been his fate no one can tell. He paused on the balance a short time, then he leaned over to the left, and what his fate was it is the purpose of this volume to disclose. At the outset, we may remark that it was not unmixed good. Neither was it unmitigated evil.

Miles had a strong body, a strong will, and a somewhat passionate temper: a compound which is closely allied to dynamite!

His father, unfortunately, was composed of much the same materials. The consequences were sometimes explosive. It might have profited the son much had he studied the Scripture lesson, Children, obey your parents in the Lord. Not less might it have benefited the father to have pondered the words, Fathers, provoke not your children to wrath.

Young Milton had set his heart on going into the army. Old Milton had resolved to thwart the desire of his son. The mother Milton, a meek and loving soul, experienced some hard times between the two. Both loved her intensely, and each loved himself, not better perhaps, but too much!

It is a sad task to have to recount the disputes between a father and a son. We shrink from it and turn away. Suffice it to say that one day Miles and his father had a Vesuvian meeting on the subject of the army. The son became petulant and unreasonable; the father fierce and tyrannical. The end was that they parted in anger.

Go, sir, cried the father sternly; when you are in a better frame of mind you may return.

Yes, father, I will go, cried the son, starting up, and I will never return.

Poor youth! He was both right and wrong in this prophetic speech. He did return home, but he did not return to his father.

With fevered pulse and throbbing heart he rushed into a plantation that lay at the back of his fathers house. He had no definite intention save to relieve his feelings by violent action. Running at full speed, he came suddenly to a disused quarry that was full of water. It had long been a familiar haunt as a bathing-pool. Many a time in years past had he leaped off its precipitous margin into the deep water, and wantoned there in all the abandonment of exuberant youth. The leap was about thirty feet, the depth of water probably greater. Constant practice had rendered Miles so expert at diving and swimming that he had come to feel as much at home in the water as a New-Zealander.

Casting off his garments, he took the accustomed plunge by way of cooling his heart and brain. He came up from the depths refreshed, but not restored to equanimity. While dressing, the sense of injustice returned as strongly as before, and, with it, the hot indignation, so that on afterwards reaching the highway he paused only for a few moments. This was the critical point. Slowly but decidedly he leaned to the left. He turned his back on his fathers house, and caused the stones to spurt from under his heels as he walked rapidly away.

If Miles Milton had thought of his mother at that time he might have escaped many a day of bitter repentance, for she was as gentle as her husband was harsh; but the angry youth either forgot her at the moment, or, more probably, thrust the thought of her away.

Poor mother! if she had only known what a conflict between good and evil was going on in the breast of her boy, how she would have agonised in prayer for him! But she did not know. There was, however, One who did know, who loved him better even than his mother, and who watched and guarded him throughout all his chequered career.

It is not improbable that in spite of his resolves Miles would have relented before night and returned home had not a very singular incident intervened and closed the door behind him.

That day a notorious swindler had been tracked by a red-haired detective to the manufacturing city to which Miles first directed his steps. The bills describing the swindler set forth that he was quite young, tall, handsome, broad-shouldered, with black curling hair, and a budding moustache; that he was dressed in grey tweeds, and had a prepossessing manner. Now this chanced to be in some respects an exact description of Miles Milton!

The budding moustache, to be sure, was barely discernible, still it was sufficiently so for a detective to found on. His dress, too, was brown tweed, not grey; but of course dresses can be changed; and as to his manner, there could not be two opinions about that.

Now it chanced to be past one oclock when Miles entered the town and felt himself impelled by familiar sensations to pause in front of an eating-house. It was a poor eating-house in a low district, but Miles was not particular; still further, it was a temperance coffee-house, but Miles cared nothing for strong drink. Strong health and spirits had served his purpose admirably up to that date.

Inside the eating-house there sat several men of the artisan class, and a few of the nondescript variety. Among the latter was the red-haired detective. He was engaged with a solid beef-steak.

Oho! escaped softly from his lips, when his sharp eyes caught sight of our hero. So softly did he utter the exclamation that it might have been a mere remark of appreciation addressed to the steak, from which he did not again raise his eyes for a considerable time.

The place was very full of people  so full that there seemed scarcely room for another guest; but by some almost imperceptible motion the red-haired man made a little space close to himself. The man next to him, with a hook-nose, widened the space by similar action, and Miles, perceiving that there was room, sat down.

Bread and cheese, he said to the waiter.

Bread an cheese, sir? Yessir.

Miles was soon actively engaged in mechanically feeding, while his mind was busy as to future plans.

Presently he became aware that the men on either side of him were scanning his features and person with peculiar attention.

Coldish weather, remarked the red-haired man, looking at him in a friendly way.

It is, replied Miles, civilly enough.

Rather cold for bathin, aint it, sir? continued the detective carelessly, picking his teeth with a quill.

How did you know that Ive been bathing? demanded Miles in surprise.

I didnt know it.

How did you guess it then?

Vell, it aint difficult to guess that a young feller as bin avin a swim wen you see the air of is ead hall vet, an is pocket-ankercher lookin as if it ad done dooty for a towel, not to mention is veskit avin bin putt on in a urry, so as the buttons aint got into the right oles, you see!

Miles laughed, and resumed his bread and cheese.

You are observant, I perceive, he said.

Not wery partiklarly so, returned Redhair; but I do obsarve that your boots tell of country roads. Was it a long way hout of town as you was bathin this forenoon, now?

There was a free and easy familiarity about the mans tone which Miles resented, but, not wishing to run the risk of a disagreement in such company, he answered quietly Yes, a considerable distance; it was in an old quarry where I often bathe, close to my fathers house.

Ha! jest so, about alf-way to the willage of Ramplin, were you slep last night, if report speaks true, an were you left the grey tweeds, unless, praps, you sunk em in the old quarry.

Why, what on earth do you mean? asked Miles, with a look of such genuine surprise that Redhair was puzzled, and the man with the hooked nose, who had been listening attentively, looked slightly confused.

Read that, sir, said the detective, extracting a newspaper cutting from his pocket and laying it on the table before Miles.

While he read, the two men watched him with interest, so did some of those who sat near, for they began to perceive that something was in the wind.

The tell-tale blood sprang to the youths brow as he read and perceived the meaning of the mans remarks. At this Redhair and Hook-nose nodded to each other significantly.

You dont mean to say, exclaimed Miles, in a tone of grand indignation which confirmed the men in their suspicion, that you think this description applies to me?

I wouldnt insinivate too much, sir, though I have got my suspicions, said Redhair blandly; but of course thats easy settled, for if your fathers ouse is anywere hereabouts, your father wont object to identify his son.

Ridiculous! exclaimed Miles, rising angrily at this interruption to his plans. The two men rose promptly at the same moment. Of course my father will prove that you have made a mistake, but

He hesitated in some confusion, for the idea of re-appearing before his father so soon, and in such company, after so stoutly asserting that he would never more return, was humiliating. The detective observed the hesitation and became jocose.

If youd rather not trouble your parent, said Redhair, youve got no call to do it. The station aint far off, and the sooner we get there the better for all parties.

A slight clink of metal at this point made Miles aware of the fact that Hook-nose was drawing a pair of handcuffs from one of his pockets.

The full significance of his position suddenly burst upon him. The thought of being led home a prisoner, or conveyed to the police-station handcuffed, maddened him; and the idea of being thus unjustly checked at the very outset of his independent career made him furious. For a few moments he stood so perfectly still and quiet that the detectives were thrown slightly off their guard. Then there was an explosion of some sort within the breast of Miles Milton. It expended itself in a sudden impulse, which sent Redhead flat on the table among the crockery, and drove Hook-nose into the fireplace among the fire-irons. A fat little man chanced to be standing in the door-way. The same impulse, modified, shot that little man into the street like a cork out of a bottle, and next moment Miles was flying along the pavement at racing speed, horrified at what he had done, but utterly reckless as to what might follow!

Hearing the shouts of pursuers behind him, and being incommoded by passers-by in the crowded thoroughfare, Miles turned sharply into a by-street, and would have easily made his escape  being uncommonly swift of foot  had he not been observed by an active little man of supple frame and presumptuous tendencies. Unlike the mass of mankind around him  who stared and wondered  the active little man took in the situation at a glance, joined in the pursuit, kept well up, thus forming a sort of connecting-link between the fugitive and pursuers, and even took upon himself to shout Stop thief! as he ran. Miles endeavoured to throw him off by putting on, as schoolboys have it, a spurt. But the active little man also spurted and did not fall far behind. Then Miles tried a second double, and got into a narrow street, which a single glance showed him was a blind alley! Disappointment and anger hereupon took possession of him, and he turned at bay with the tiger-like resolve to run a-muck!

Fortunately for himself he observed a pot of whitewash standing near a half-whitened wall, with a dirty canvas frock and a soiled billycock lying beside it. The owner of the property had left it inopportunely, for, quick as thought, Miles wriggled into the frock, flung on the billycock, seized the pot, and walked in a leisurely way to the head of the alley. He reached it just as the active little man turned into it, at the rate of ten miles an hour. A yell of Stop thief! issued from the mans presumptuous lips at the moment.

His injunction was obeyed to the letter, for the would-be thief of an honest mans character on insufficient evidence was stopped by Miless bulky person so violently that the whitewash was scattered all about, and part of it went into the active mans eyes.

To squash the large brush into the little mans face, and thus effectually complete what his own recklessness had begun, was the work of an instant. As he did it, Miles assumed the rôle of the injured party, suiting his language to his condition.

What dee mean by that, you houtrageous willain? he cried savagely, to the great amusement of the bystanders, who instantly formed a crowd round them. Look wot a mess youve bin an made o my clean frock! Dont you see?

The poor little man could not see. He could only cough and gasp and wipe his face with his coat-tails.

Id give you in charge o the pleece, I would, if it wasnt that youve pretty well punished yourself aready, continued Miles. Take im to a pump some o you, cause I aint got time. Good-day, spider-legs, an dont go for to run into a hartist again, with a paint-pot in is and.

So saying, Miles pushed through the laughing crowd and sauntered away. He turned into the first street he came to, and then went forward as fast as was consistent with the idea of an artisan in a hurry. Being utterly ignorant of the particular locality into which he had penetrated  though well enough acquainted with the main thoroughfares of the city  his only care was to put as many intricate streets and lanes as possible between himself and the detectives. This was soon done, and thereafter, turning into a darkish passage, he got rid of the paint-pot and borrowed costume.

Fortunately he had thrust his own soft helmet-shaped cap into his breast at the time he put on the billycock, and was thus enabled to issue from the dark passage very much like his former self, with the exception of a few spots of whitewash, which were soon removed.

Feeling now pretty safe, our hero walked a considerable distance through the unknown parts of the city before he ventured to inquire the way to thoroughfares with which he was familiar. Once in these, he proceeded at a smart pace to one of the railway stations, intending to leave town, though as yet he had formed no definite plan of action. In truth, his mind was much troubled and confused by the action of his conscience, for when the thought of leaving home and entering the army as a private soldier, against his fathers wishes, crossed his mind, Conscience faithfully shook his head; and when softer feelings prevailed, and the question arose irresistibly, Shall I return home? the same faithful friend whispered, Yes.

In a state of indecision, Miles found himself borne along by a human stream to the booking-office. Immediately in front of him were two soldiers,  one a sergeant, and the other a private of the line.

Both were tall handsome men, straight as arrows, and with that air of self-sufficient power which is as far removed from arrogance as it is from cowardice, and is by no means an uncommon feature in men of the British army.

Miles felt a strong, unaccountable attraction towards the young private. He had not yet heard his voice nor encountered his eye; indeed, being behind him, he had only seen his side-face, and as the expression on it was that of stern gravity, the attractive power could not have lain in that. It might have lain in the youthful look of the lad, for albeit a goodly man in person, he was almost a boy in countenance, being apparently not yet twenty years of age.

Miles was at last roused to the necessity for prompt and decisive action by the voice of the sergeant saying in tones of authority  

Portsmouth  third  two  single.

Thats the way to go it, lobster! remarked a shabby man, next in the line behind Miles.

The grave sergeant paid no more regard to this remark than if it had been the squeak of a mouse.

Now, then, sir, your carridge stops the way. Eave aead. Shall I elp you? said the shabby man.

Thus admonished, Miles, scarce knowing what he said, repeated the sergeants words  

Portsmouth  third  two  single.

Vy, you aint agoin to pay for me, are you? exclaimed the shabby man in smiling surprise.

Oh! beg pardon. I mean one, said Miles to the clerk, quickly.

The clerk retracted the second ticket with stolid indifference, and Miles, hastening to the platform, sat down on a seat, deeply and uncomfortably impressed with the fact that he possessed little or no money! This unsatisfactory state of things had suddenly burst upon him while in the act of paying for his ticket. He now made a careful examination of his purse, and found its contents to be exactly seven shillings and sixpence, besides a few coppers in his trousers-pocket.

Again indecision assailed him. Should he return? It was not too late. Yes, said Conscience, with emphasis. No, said Shame. False pride echoed the word, and Self-will re-echoed it. Still our hero hesitated, and there is no saying what the upshot might have been if the bell had not rung at the moment, and, Now, then, take your seats! put an end to the controversy.

Another minute, and Miles Milton was seated opposite the two soldiers, rushing towards our great southern seaport at the rate of forty miles an hour.




Chapter Two.

Shows some of the Consequences of the False Step, and introduces the Reader to Peculiar Company.

Our hero soon discovered that the sergeant was an old campaigner, having been out in Egypt at the beginning of the war, and fought at the famous battle of Tel-el-Kebir.

In his grave and undemonstrative way and quiet voice, this man related some of his experiences, so as not only to gain the attention of his companion in arms, but to fascinate all who chanced to be within earshot of him  not the least interested among whom, of course, was our friend Miles.

As the sergeant continued to expatiate on those incidents of the war which had come under his own observation, three points impressed themselves on our hero: first, that the sergeant was evidently a man of serious, if not religious, spirit; second, that while he gave all due credit to his comrades for their bravery in action, he dwelt chiefly on those incidents which brought out the higher qualities of the men, such as uncomplaining endurance, forbearance, etcetera, and he never boasted of having given a thorough licking to the Egyptians, nor spoke disparagingly of the native troops; lastly, that he seemed to lay himself out with a special view to the unflagging entertainment of his young comrade.

The reason for this last purpose he learned during a short halt at one of the stations. Seeing the sergeant standing alone there, Miles, after accosting him with the inevitable references to the state of the weather, remarked that his comrade seemed to be almost too young for the rough work of soldiering.

Yes, he is young enough, but older than he looks, answered the sergeant. Poor lad! Im sorry for him.

Indeed! He does not seem to me a fit subject for pity. Young, strong, handsome, intelligent, he seems pretty well furnished to begin the battle of life  especially in the army.

Things are not what they seem, returned the soldier, regarding his young questioner with something between a compassionate and an amused look. All is not gold that glitters. Soldiering is not made up of brass bands, swords, and red coats!

Having read a good deal of history I am well aware of that, retorted Miles, who was somewhat offended by the implication contained in the sergeants remarks.

Well, then, you see, continued the sergeant, all the advantages that you have mentioned, and which my comrade certainly possesses, weigh nothing with him at all just now, because this sudden call to the wars separates him from his poor young wife.

Wife! exclaimed Miles; why, he seems to me little more than a boy  except in size, and perhaps in gravity.

He is over twenty, and, as to gravity  well, most young fellows would be grave enough if they had to leave a pretty young wife after six months of wedded life. You see, he married without leave, and so, even if it were a time of peace, his wife would not be recognised by the service. In wartime he must of course leave her behind him. It has been a hard job to prevent him from deserting, and now its all I can do to divert his attention from his sorrow by stirring him up with tales of the recent wars.

At this point the inexorable bell rang, doors were banged, whistles sounded, and the journey was resumed.

Arrived at Portsmouth, Miles was quickly involved in the bustle of the platform. He had made up his mind to have some private conversation with the sergeant as to the possibility of entering her Majestys service as a private soldier, and was on the point of accompanying his military travelling companions into the comparative quiet of the street when a porter touched his cap  

Any luggage, sir?

Luggage?  a  no  no luggage!

It was the first moment since leaving home that the thought of luggage had entered into his brain! That thought naturally aroused other thoughts, such as lodgings, food, friends, funds, and the like. On turning to the spot where his military companions had stood, he discovered that they were gone. Running to the nearest door-way he found it to be the wrong one, and before he found the right one and reached the street the two soldiers had vanished from the scene.

You seem to be a stranger here, sir. Can I direct you? said an insinuating voice at his elbow.

The speaker was an elderly man of shabby-genteel appearance and polite address. Miles did not quite like the look of him. In the circumstances, however, and with a strangely desolate feeling of loneliness creeping over him, he did not see his way to reject a civil offer.

Thank you. I am indeed a stranger, and happen to have neither friend nor acquaintance in the town, so if you can put me in the way of finding a respectable lodging  a  a cheap one, you will greatly oblige me.

With pleasure, said the man, if you will accompany

Stay, dont trouble yourself to show me the way, interrupted Miles; just name a house and the street, that will

No trouble at all, sir, said the man. I happen to be going in the direction of the docks, and know of excellent as well as cheap lodgings there.

Making no further objection, Miles followed his new friend into the street. For some time, the crowd being considerable and noisy, they walked in silence.

At the time we write of, Portsmouth was ringing with martial music and preparations for war.

At all times the red-coats and the blue-jackets are prominent in the streets of that seaport; for almost the whole of our army passes through it at one period or another, either in going to or returning from foreign parts. But at this time there was the additional bustle resulting from the Egyptian war. Exceptional activity prevailed in its yards, and hurry in its streets. Recruits, recently enlisted, flocked into it from all quarters, while on its jetties were frequently landed the sad fruits of war in the form of wounded men.

Have you ever been in Portsmouth before? asked the shabby-genteel man, on reaching a part of the town which was more open and less crowded.

Never. I had no idea it was so large and bustling, said Miles.

The crowding and bustling is largely increased just now, of course, in consequence of the war in Egypt, returned the man. Troops are constantly embarking, and others returning. It is a noble service! Men start in thousands from this port young, hearty, healthy, and full of spirit; they return  those of them who return at all  sickly, broken-down, and with no spirit at all except what they soon get poured into them by the publicans. Yes; commend me to the service of my Queen and country!

There was a sneering tone in the mans voice which fired his companions easily roused indignation.

Mind what you say about our Queen while in my company, said Miles sternly, stopping short and looking the man full in the face. I am a loyal subject, and will listen to nothing said in disparagement of the Queen or of her Majestys forces.

Bless you, sir, said the man quickly, Im a loyal subject myself, and wouldnt for the world say a word against her Majesty. No more would I disparage her troops; but, after all, the army aint perfect, you know. Even you must admit that, sir. With all its noble qualities theres room for improvement.

There was such an air of sincerity  or at least of assumed humility  in the mans tone and manner that Miles felt it unjustifiable to retain his indignation. At the same time, he could not all at once repress it, and was hesitating whether to fling off from the man or to forgive him, when the sound of many voices, and of feet tramping in regular time, struck his ear and diverted his attention. Next moment the head of a regiment, accompanied by a crowd of juvenile admirers, swept round the corner of the street. At the same instant a forest of bayonets gleamed upon the youths vision, and a brass band burst with crashing grandeur upon his ear, sending a quiver of enthusiasm into the deepest recesses of his soul, and stirring the very marrow in his bones!

Miles stood entranced until the regiment had passed, and the martial strains were softened by distance; then he looked up and perceived that his shabby companion was regarding him with a peculiar smile.

I think youve a notion of being a soldier, he said, with a smile.

Where is that regiment going? asked Miles, instead of answering the question.

To barracks at present; to Egypt in a few days. Therell be more followin it before long.

It was a distracting as well as an exciting walk that Miles had through the town, for at every turn he passed couples or groups of soldiers, or sailors, or marines, and innumerable questions sprang into and jostled each other in his mind, while, at the same moment, his thoughts and feelings were busy with his present circumstances and future prospects. The distraction was increased by the remarks and comments of his guide, and he would fain have got rid of him; but good-feeling, as well as common-sense, forbade his casting him off without sufficient reason.

Presently he stopped, without very well knowing why, in front of a large imposing edifice. Looking up, he observed the words Soldiers Institute in large letters on the front of it.

What sort of an Institute is that? he asked.

Oh! its a miserable affair, where soldiers are taken in cheap, as they say, an done for, returned the shabby man hurriedly, as if the subject were distasteful to him. Come along with me and Ill show you places where soldiers  ay, and civilians too  can enjoy themselves like gentlemen, an get value for their money.

As he spoke, two fine-looking men issued from a small street close to them, and crossed the road  one a soldier of the line, the other a marine.

Here it is, Jack, exclaimed the soldier to his friend; Miss Sarah Robinsons Institoot, that youve heard so much about. Come an Ill show you where you can write your letter in peace

Thus much was overheard by Miles as they turned into a side-street, and entered what was obviously one of the poorer districts of the town.

Evidently that soldiers opinion does not agree with yours, remarked Miles, as they walked along.

Mores the pity! returned the shabby man, whose name he had informed his companion was Sloper. Now we are getting among places, you see, where theres a good deal of drinking going on.

I scarcely require to be told that, returned Miles, curtly; for he was beginning to feel his original dislike to Mister Sloper intensified.

It did not indeed require any better instructor than eyes and ears to inform our hero that the grog-shops around him were full, and that a large proportion of the shouting and swearing revellers inside were soldiers and seamen.

By this time it was growing dark, and most of the gin-palaces were beginning to send forth that glare of intense and warm light with which they so knowingly attract the human moths that constitute their prey.

Here we are, said Sloper, stopping in front of a public-house in a narrow street. This is one o the respectable lodgins. Most o the others are disreputable. Its not much of a neighbourhood, I admit.

It certainly is not very attractive, said Miles, hesitating.

You said you wanted a cheap one, returned Sloper, and you cant expect to have it cheap and fashionable, you know. Youve no occasion to be afraid. Come in.

The arguments of Mr Sloper might have failed to move Miles, but the idea of his being afraid to go anywhere was too much for him.

Go in, then, he said, firmly, and followed.

The room into which he was ushered was a moderately large public-house, with a bar and a number of tables round the room, at which many men and a few women were seated; some gambling, others singing or disputing, and all drinking and smoking. It is only right to say that Miles was shocked. Hitherto he had lived a quiet and comparatively innocent country life. He knew of such places chiefly from books or hearsay, or had gathered merely the superficial knowledge that comes through the opening of a swing-door. For the first time in his life he stood inside a low drinking-shop, breathing its polluted atmosphere and listening to its foul language. His first impulse was to retreat, but false shame, the knowledge that he had no friend in Portsmouth, or place to go to, that the state of his purse forbade his indulging in more suitable accommodation, and a certain pride of character which made him always determine to carry out what he had resolved to do  all these considerations and facts combined to prevent his acting on the better impulse. He doggedly followed his guide to a small round table and sat down.

Prudence, however, began to operate within him. He felt that he had done wrong; but it was too late now, he thought, to retrace his steps. He would, however, be on his guard; would not encourage the slightest familiarity on the part of any one, and would keep his eyes open. For a youth who had seen nothing of the world this was a highly commendable resolve.

Whatll you drink? asked Mr Sloper.

Miles was on the point of saying Coffee, but, reflecting that the beverage might not be readily obtainable in such a place, he substituted Beer.

Instead of calling the waiter, Mr Sloper went himself to the bar to fetch the liquor. While he was thus engaged, Miles glanced round the room, and was particularly struck with the appearance of a large, fine-looking sailor who sat at the small table next to him, with hands thrust deep into his trousers-pockets, his chin resting on his broad chest, and a solemn, owlish stare in his semi-drunken yet manly countenance. He sat alone, and was obviously in a very sulky frame of mind  a condition which he occasionally indicated through a growl of dissatisfaction.

As Miles sat wondering what could have upset the temper of a tar whose visage was marked by the unmistakable lines and dimples of good-humour, he overheard part of the conversation that passed between the barman and Mr Sloper.

What! have they got hold o Rattling Bill? asked the former, as he drew the beer.

Ay, worse luck, returned Sloper. I saw the sergeant as I came along lead him over to Miss Robinsons trap  confound her!

Dont you go fur to say anything agin Miss Robinson, old man, suddenly growled the big sailor, in a voice so deep and strong that it silenced for a moment the rest of the company. Leastways, you may if you like, but if you do, Ill knock in your daylights, an polish up your figur-head so as your own mother would mistake you fur a battered saucepan!

The seaman did not move from his semi-recumbent position as he uttered this alarming threat, but he accompanied it with a portentous frown and an owlish wink of both eyes.

What! have you joined the Blue Lights? asked Sloper, with a smile, referring to the name by which the religious and temperance men of the army were known.

No, I hant. Better for me, praps, if I had. Here, waiter, fetch me another gin-an-warer. An more o the gin than the warer, mind. Heave ahead or Ill sink you!

Having been supplied with a fresh dose of gin and water, the seaman appeared to go to sleep, and Miles, for want of anything better to do, accepted Slopers invitation to play a game of dominoes.

Are the beds here pretty good? he asked, as they were about to begin.

Yes, first-rate  for the money, answered Sloper.

Thats a lie! growled the big sailor. Theyre bad at any price  stuffed wi cocoa-nuts and marline-spikes.

Mr Sloper received this observation with the smiling urbanity of a man who eschews war at all costs.

You dont drink, he said after a time, referring to Miless pot of beer, which he had not yet touched.

Miles made no reply, but by way of answer took up the pot and put it to his lips.

He had not drunk much of it when the big seaman rose hurriedly and staggered between the two tables. In doing so, he accidentally knocked the pot out of the youths hand, and sent the contents into Mr Slopers face and down into his bosom, to the immense amusement of the company.

That man of peace accepted the baptism meekly, but Miles sprang up in sudden anger.

The seaman turned to him, however, with a benignantly apologetic smile.

Hallo! messmate. I ax your parding. They dont leave room even for a scarecrow to go about in this here cabin. Ill stand you another glass. Give us your flipper!

There was no resisting this, it was said so heartily. Miles grasped the huge hand that was extended and shook it warmly.

All right, he said, laughing. I dont mind the beer, and theres plenty more where that came from, but I fear you have done some damage to my fr

Your friend. Out with it, sir. Never be ashamed to acknowledge your friends, exclaimed the shabby man, as he wiped his face. Hold on a bit, he added, rising; Ill have to change my shirt. Wont keep you waitin long.

Another pot o beer for this ere genlemn, said the sailor to the barman as Sloper left the room.

Paying for the drink, he returned and put the pot on the table. Then, turning to Miles, he said in a low voice and with an intelligent look  

Come outside for a bit, messmate. I wants to speak to ee.

Miles rose and followed the man in much surprise.

Youll excuse me, sir, he said, when a few yards away from the door; but I see that youre green, an dont know what a rascally place youve got into. Ive been fleeced there myself, and yet Im fool enough to go back! Most o the parties there  except the sailors an sodgers  are thieves an blackguards. Theyve drugged your beer, I know; thats why I capsized it for you, and the feller that has got hold o you is a well-known decoy-duck. I dont know how much of the ready you may have about you, but this I does know, whether it be much or little, you wouldnt have a rap of it in the mornin if you stayed the night in this here house.

Are you sure of this, friend? asked Miles, eyeing his companion doubtfully.

Ay, as sure as I am that my names Jack Molloy.

But youve been shamming drunk all this time. How am I to know that you are not shamming friendship now?

No, young man, returned the seaman with blinking solemnity. Im not shammin drunk. I ony wish I was, for Im three sheets in the wind at this minute, an Ive a splittin headache due i the mornin. The way as youve got to find out whether Im fair an above-board is to look me straight in the face an dont wink. If that dont settle the question, praps itll convince you wen I tells you that I dont care a rap whether you go back to that there grog-shop or not. Only Ill clear my conscience  leastways, wots left of it  by tellin ye that if you do  you  youll wish as how you hadnt  supposin they leave you the power to wish anything at all.

Well, I believe you are a true man, Mister Molloy

Dont Mister me, mate, interrupted the seaman.

My names Jack Molloy, at your service, an that name dont require no handle  either Mister or Esquire  to prop it up.

The way in which the sailor squared his broad shoulders when he said this rendered it necessary to prop himself up. Seeing which, Miles afforded the needful aid by taking his arm in a friendly way.

But come, let us go back, he said. I must pay for my beer, you know.

Your beer is paid for, young man, said Molloy, stopping and refusing to move. I paid for it, so youve ony got to settle with me. Besides, if you go back youre done for. And youve no call to go back to say farewell to your dear friend Sloper, for hell ony grieve over the loss of your tin. As to the unpurliteness o the partin  he wont break his heart over that. No  youll come wi me down to the Sailors Welcome near the dock-gates, where you can get a good bed for sixpence a night, a heavy blow-out for tenpence, with a splendid readin-room, full o rockin chairs, an all the rest of it for nothin. An theres a lavatory  thats the name that they give to a place for cleanin of yourself up  a lavatory  where you can wash yourself, if you like, till your skin comes off! Wen I first putt up at the Welcome, the messmate as took me there said to me, says he, Jack, says he, you was always fond o water. Right you are, says I. Well, says he, theres a place in the Sailors Welcome where you can wash yourself all day, if you like, for nothing!

I do blieve it was that as indooced me to give in. I went an saw this lavatory, an I was so took up with it that I washed my hands in every bason in the place  one arter the other  an used up ever so much soap, an  would you believe it?  my hands wasnt clean after all! Yes, its one the wery best things in Portsmuth, is Miss Robinsons Welcome

Miss Robinson again! exclaimed Miles.

Ay  wot have you got to find fault wi Miss Robinson? demanded the sailor sternly.

No fault to find at all, replied Miles, suffering himself to be hurried away by his new friend; but wherever I have gone since arriving in Portsmouth her name has cropped up!

In Portsmouth! echoed the sailor. Let me tell you, young man, that wherever you go all over the world, if theres a British soldier there, Miss Sarah Robinsons name will be sure to crop up. Why, dont you know that shes The Soldiers Friend?

Im afraid I must confess to ignorance on the point  yet, stay, now you couple her name with The Soldiers Friend, I have got a faint remembrance of having heard it before. Have I not heard of a Miss Weston, too, in connection with a work of some sort among sailors?

Ay, no doubt ye have. She has a grand Institoot in Portsmuth too, but she goes in for sailors only  all over the kingdom  wereas Miss Robinson goes in for soldiers an sailors both, though mainly for the soldiers. She set agoin the Sailors Welcome before Miss Weston began in Portsmuth, an so she keeps it up, but there aint no opposition or rivalry. Their aims is pretty much alike, an so they keep stroke together wi the oars. But Ill tell you more about that when you get inside. Here we are! Theres the dock-gates, you see, and thats Queen Street, an the Welcomes close at hand. Its a teetotal house, you know. All Miss Robinsons Institoots is that.

Indeed! How comes it, then, that a man  excuse me three sheets in the wind, can gain admittance?

Oh! as to that, any sailor or soldier may get admittance, even if hes as drunk as a fiddler, if he ony behaves his-self. But they wont supply drink on the premises, or allow it to be brought in cept inside o you, of coorse. Cause why? you cant help that  leastwise not without the help of a stomach-pump. Plenty o men who aint abstainers go to sleep every night at the Welcome, cause they find the beds and other things so comfortable. In fact, some hard topers have been indooced to take the pledge in consekince o what theyve heard an seen in this Welcome, though they came at first only for the readin-room an beds. Here, let me look at you under this here lamp. Yes. Youll do. Youre something like a sea-dog already. You wont object to change hats wi me?

Why? asked Miles, somewhat amused.

Never you mind that, mate. You just putt yourself under my orders if youd sail comfortably before the wind. Ill arrange matters, an you can square up in the morning.

As Miles saw no particular reason for objecting to this fancy of his eccentric friend, he exchanged his soft cap for the sailors straw hat, and they entered the Welcome together.




Chapter Three.

The Sailors Welcome  Miles has a Night of it and Enlists  His Friend Armstrong has an Agreeable Surprise at the Soldiers Institute.

It was not long before our hero discovered the reason of Jack Molloys solicitude about his appearance. It was that he, Miles, should pass for a sailor, and thus be in a position to claim the hospitality of the Sailors Welcome,  to the inner life of which civilians were not admitted, though they were privileged, with the public in general, to the use of the outer refreshment-room.

Come here, Jack Molloy, he said, leading his friend aside, when he made this discovery. You pride yourself on being a true-blue British tar, dont you?

I does, said Jack, with a profound solemnity of decision that comported well with his character and condition.

And you would scorn to serve under the French flag, or the Turkish flag, or the Black flag, or any flag but the Union Jack, wouldnt you?

Right you are, mate; thems my sentiments to a tee!

Well, then, you cant expect me to sail under false colours any more than yourself, continued Miles. I scorn to sail into this port under your straw hat, so Ill strike these colours, bid you good-bye, and make sail for another port where a civilian will be welcome.

Molloy frowned at the floor for some moments in stern perplexity.

Youve took the wind out o my sails entirely, you have, he replied at last; an youre right, young man, but Im troubled about you. If you dont run into this here port youll have to beat about in the offing all night, or cast anchor in the streets, for I dont know of another lodgin in Portsmuth were you could hang out except them disrepitible grog-shops. In coorse, theres the big hotels; but I heerd you say to Sloper that you was bound to do things cheap, bein hard up.

Never mind, my friend, said Miles quickly. I will manage somehow; so good-night, and many thanks to you for the interest you have taken in

Avast, mate! theres no call to go into action in sitch a hurry. This here Sailors Welcome opens the doors of its bar an refreshment-room, an spreads its purvisions before all an sundry as can afford to pay its moderate demands. Its ony the after-cabin youre not free to. So youll have a bit supper wi me before you set sail on your night cruise.

Being by that time rather hungry as well as fatigued, Miles agreed to remain for supper. While they were engaged with it, he was greatly impressed with the number of sailors and marines who passed into the reading-room beyond the bar, or who sat down at the numerous tables around to have a hearty supper, which they washed down with tea and coffee instead of beer or gin  apparently with tremendous appetite and much satisfaction.

Look ye here, said Jack Molloy, rising when their feed was about concluded, Ive no doubt they wont object to your taking a squint at the readin-room, though they wont let you use it. Following his companion, Miles passed by a glass double door into an enormous well-lighted, warm room, seventy feet long, and of proportionate width and height, in which a goodly number of men of the sea were busy as bees  some of them reading books or turning over illustrated papers and magazines, others smoking their pipes, and enjoying themselves in rocking-chairs in front of the glowing fire, chatting, laughing, and yarning as free-and-easily as if in their native focsls, while a few were examining the pictures on the walls, or the large models of ships which stood at one side of the room. At the upper end a full-sized billiard-table afforded amusement to several players, and profound interest to a number of spectators, who passed their comments on the play with that off-hand freedom which seems to be a product of fresh gales and salt-water. A door standing partly open at the upper end of this apartment revealed a large hall, from which issued faintly the sound of soft music.

Aint it snug? and theres no gamblin agoin on there, remarked Molloy, as they returned to their table; thats not allowed  nor drinkin, nor card-playin, but thats all they putt a stop to. Shes a wise woman is Miss Robinson. She dont hamper us wi no rules. Why, bless you, Jack ashore would never submit to rules! He gits more than enough o them afloat. No; its liberty hall here. We may come an go as we like, at all hours o the day and night, an do exactly as we please, so long as we dont smash up the furnitur, or feed without payin, or make ourselves a gineral noosance. They dont even forbid swearin. They say they leave the matter o lingo to our own good taste and good sense. An dyou know, its wonderful what an amount o both weve got wen we aint worried about it! Youll scarce hear an oath in this house from mornin to evenin, though youll hear a deal o snorin doorin the night! Thats how the place takes so well, dee see?

Then the Welcome is well patronised, I suppose?

Patronised! exclaimed the seaman; thats so, an no mistake. Why, mate  But whats your name? Ive forgot to ax you that all this time!

Call me Miles, said our hero, with some hesitation.

Call you Miles! Aint you Miles?

Well, yes, I am; only theres more of my name than that, but thats enough for your purpose, I daresay.

All right. Well, Miles, you was askin how the house is patronised. Ill tell ee. They make up about two hundred an twenty beds in it altogether, an these are chock-full amost every night. One way or another they had forty-four thousand men, more or less, as slep under this roof last year  so Ive bin told. Thats patronisin, aint it? To say nothin o the fellers as comes for  grub, which, as youve found, is good for the money, and the attendants is civil. You see, theyre always kind an attentive here, cause they professes to think more of our souls than our bodies  which weve no objection to, dee see, for the lookin arter our souls includes the lookin arter our bodies! An they dont bother us in no way to attend their Bible-readins an sitchlike. There they are in separate rooms; if you want em you may go; if you dont, you can let em alone. No compulsion, which comes quite handy to some on us, for I dont myself care much about sitchlike things. So longs my bodys all right, I leaves my soul to look arter itself.

As the seaman said this with a good-natured smile of indifference, there sprang to the mind of his young companion words that had often been impressed on him by his mother: What shall it profit a man if he should gain the whole world, and lose his own soul? but he made no reference to this at the time.

Howsever, continued Molloy, as they dont worrit us about religion, except to give us a good word an a blessin now an again, and may-hap a little book to read, we all patronises the house; an its my opinion if it was twice as big as it is wed fill it chock-full. I would board as well as sleep in it myself  for its full o conveniences, sitch as lockers to putt our things in, an baths, and what not, besides all the other things Ive mentioned  but the want o drink staggers me. I cant git along without a drop o drink.

Miles thought that his nautical friend appeared to be unable to get along without a good many drops of drink, but he was too polite to say so.

Man alive! continued Jack Molloy, striking his huge fist on his thigh with emphasis; its a wonderful place is this Welcome! An its a lively place too. Why, a fellow hanged his-self in one o the bunks overhead not long ago.

You dont mean that? exclaimed Miles, rather shocked.

In course I does. But they heard im gaspin, an cut him down in time to save him. It was drink they say as made him do it, and they got him to sign the pledge arterwards. I believe hes kep it too. Leastwise I know many a hard drinker as have bin indooced to give it up and stuck to it  all through comin here to have a snooze in a comfortable hunk. They give the bunks names  cubicles they calls em in the lump. Separately, theres the Commodore Goodenough Cot, an the Little Nellie Cot, an the Sunshine Cot  so called cause it haint got a port-hole to let in the daylight at all; and the Billy Rough un

The what?

The Billy Rough un  arter the ship o that name, you know

Oh! you mean the Bellerophon.

Well, young man, an didnt I say the Billy Rough un? Then theres the  But whats your hurry? said the seaman, as Miles rose.

Its getting late now, friend. If Im to find another lodging I must be off. Doubtless, Ill find some respectable house to take me in for the night. Miles suppressed a yawn as he put on his cap.

I dont believe you will, returned Molloy, also rising, and giving full vent to a sympathetic and vociferous yawn. Howsever, wen a young feller insists on havin his way, its best to give him plenty of cable and let him swing. Hes sure to find out his mistake by experience. But look ye here, Miles, Ive took a fancy to you, an Id be sorry to think you was in difficulties. If, he continued, thrusting a hand into his breeches-pocket, and bringing up therefrom a mass of mixed gold, silver, and copper if you dont objec to accep of a loan of

Thank you  no, my friend. It is very kind of you, said Miles quickly; but I have quite enough for present necessities. So good-night.

All right, returned the sailor, thrusting the money back into his pocket. But if you should ever want a jaw with Jack Molloy while youre in this here port youve only got to hail him at the Sailors Welcome, an if he should happen to be out, they always can tell you where hes cruisin. Good-night, an luck go wi ye!

Another tremendous yawn finished the speech, and next moment Miles found himself in the street, oppressed with a strange and miserable sensation which he had never before experienced. Indeed, he had to lean against the house for a few minutes after coming out into the fresh air, and felt as if the power of connected thought was leaving him.

He was aroused from this condition by the flashing of a light in his eyes. Opening them wide, he beheld a policeman looking at him earnestly.

Now, then, young fellow, said the guardian of the night; dyou think you can take care of yourself?

Oh! yes, quite well. Its only a giddy feeling that came over me. Im all right, said Miles, rousing himself and passing on.

He staggered slightly, however, and a short Humph! from the policeman showed that he believed the youth to be something more than giddy.

Ashamed to be even unjustly supposed to be intoxicated, Miles hurried away, wondering very much what could be the matter with him, for he had not tasted a drop of strong drink, except the half-glass of beer he had swallowed before Molloy chanced to knock it out of his hand. Suddenly he remembered that the sailor had said the beer was drugged. If he could have asked the barman who had served him, that worthy could have told him that this was true; that the whole glassful, if swallowed, would, ere long, have rendered him insensible, and that what he had already taken was enough to do him considerable damage.

As he walked onward, he became rapidly worse; the people and the streets seemed to swim before him; an intense desire to sleep overpowered every other feeling, and at last, turning into a dark entry, he lay down and pillowed his head on a door-step. Here he was found by a policeman; a stretcher was fetched, and he was conveyed to the station as drunk and incapable!

When brought before the Inspector the following morning, shame and reckless despair were the tenants of his breast. Those tenants were not expelled, but rather confirmed in possession, when the Inspector  after numerous questions, to which Miles returned vague unsatisfactory replies  adopted the rôle of the faithful friend, and gave him a great deal of paternal advice, especially with reference to the avoidance of strong drink and bad companions.

Miles had the wisdom, however, to conceal his feelings, and to take the reproof and advice in good part. Afterwards, on being set free, he met a recruiting sergeant, who, regarding him as a suitable subject for the service of her Majesty, immediately laid siege to him. In his then state of mind the siege was an easy one. In short, he capitulated at once and entered the Queens service, under the name of John Miles.

We need scarcely say that his heart misgave him, that his conscience condemned him, and that, do what he would, he could not shut out the fact that his taking so hasty and irrevocable a step was a poor return for all the care and anxiety of his parents in years gone by. But, as we have said, or hinted, Miles was one of those youths who, when they have once made up their minds to a certain course of action, fancy that they are bound to pursue it to the end. Hence it was that he gave his name as John Miles instead of Miles Milton, so that he might baffle any inquiries as to what had become of him.

Once enlisted, he soon began to realise the fact that he was no longer a free agent  at least not in the sense in which he had been so up to that period of his life. Constant drill was the order of the day for some weeks; for there was a demand for more troops for Egypt at the time, and regiments were being made up to their full strength as fast as possible.

During this period Miles saw little of his companions in arms personally, save that group of recruits who were being licked into shape along with him. At first he was disappointed with these, for most of them were shy, unlettered men; some, raw lads from the country; and others, men who seemed to have been loafers before joining, and were by no means attractive.

The drill-sergeant, however, was a good, though stern man, and soon recognised the differences in character, aptitude, and willingness among his raw recruits. This man, whose name was Hardy, made a powerful impression on our hero from the first; there was something so quiet and even gentle about him, in spite of his firm and inflexible demands in regard to the matters of drill and duty. To please this man, Miles gave himself heart and soul to his work, and was soon so efficient as to be allowed to join the regiment.

And here he found, to his surprise and satisfaction, that the sergeant and young soldier with whom he had travelled to Portsmouth were members of the company to which he was attached. As we have said, Miles had taken a great fancy at first sight to the young private, whose name was William Armstrong. Our hero was of an affectionate disposition, and would have allowed his warm feelings to expend themselves on a dog rather than have denied them free play. No wonder, then, that he was attracted by the handsome manly countenance and deferential manner of Armstrong, who, although an uneducated youth, and reared in the lower ranks of life, was gifted with those qualities of the true gentleman which mere social position can neither bestow nor take away. His intellect also was of that active and vigorous fibre which cannot be entirely repressed by the want of scholastic training.

The affection was mutual, for the contrasts and similarities of the two men were alike calculated to draw them together. Both were tall, broad, square-shouldered, erect, and soldierly, yet, withal, modest as well in demeanour as in feeling, and so exactly like to each other in size and figure, and in the quiet gravity of their expressions, that they might well have been taken for twin brothers. When, in uniform, the two strode along the streets of Portsmouth, people were apt to turn and look at them, and think, no doubt, that with many such men in the British army it would go hard with the foes of Old England!

The bond of union was still further strengthened by the fact that while the comparatively learned Miles was enthusiastic and communicative, the unlettered Armstrong was inquisitive and receptive, fond of prying into the nature of things, and always ready as well as competent to discuss  not merely to argue. Observe the distinction, good reader. Discussion means the shaking of any subject into its component parts with a desire to understand it. Argument has come very much to signify the enravelment of any subject with a view to the confusion and conquest of an opponent. Both young men abhorred the latter and liked the former. Hence much of their harmony and friendship.

Will you come with me up town? said Armstrong to Miles one day, as he was about to quit the barrack-room. Im going to see if theres any news of my Emmy.

I did not know you expected her, said Miles. Come along, Im ready.

I dont expect her yet, returned Armstrong, as they left the barracks; I only look for a letter, because it was on Wednesday that I wrote telling her of my going to Egypt, and she can scarce have had time to get ready to come down, poor girl! In fact I am going to engage a room for her. By the way, I heard this morning that theres to be another draft for Egypt, so youll have a chance to go.

Im rejoiced to hear it, returned Miles; for, to say the truth, I had been growing envious of your good fortune in being ordered on active service.

Hooroo, Armstrong, where away now? cried an unmistakably Irish voice, as a smart little soldier crossed the street to them, and was introduced to Miles as Corporal Flynn, belonging to another company in his own regiment.

My blissin on ye, Miles. John, is it?

Yes, John, replied our hero, much amused at the free-and-easy address of the little corporal.

Well, John Miles, he said, I dont know whether yell laugh or cry whin I tell ye that youll likely be warned this evenin for the draft thats goin to Aigypt.

I certainly wont cry, returned Miles, with a laugh. Yet the news brought a sudden feeling into his breast which was strongly allied to the opposite of laughter, for the thought of parting from father and mother without bidding them farewell fell upon his spirit with crushing weight; but, like too many men who know they are about to do wrong, Miles hardened his heart with the delusive argument that, having fairly taken the step, it was impossible for him now to retrace it. He knew  at least he thought  that there was still the possibility of being bought off, and that his stern father would only be too glad to help him. He also knew that at least he had time to write and let them know his circumstances, so that they might run down to Portsmouth and bid him good-bye; but he had taken the bit in his teeth, and now he resolved to abide the consequences.

Turning from his companions while they conversed, he looked into a shop-window.

Your chums in the blues, said the lively corporal, in a lower voice.

Young fellows are often in that state after joining, aint they? returned Armstrong.

True for ye  an more shame to them, whin they ought to be as proud as paycocks at wearin her gracious Majestys uniform. But good luck to ee! I must be off, for Im bound for Aigypt mesilf.

I am glad that I shall have the chance of seeing your wife, for Ive been much interested in her since your friend Sergeant Gilroy told me about her, said Miles, as they resumed their walk. Surely it is hard of them to refuse to let her go with the regiment.

Well, it is hard, returned the young soldier; but after all I cannot find fault with the powers that be, for I married with my eyes open. I knew the rule that those who marry without leave must leave their wives at home, for only a certain number of families can go abroad with a regiment  and that only in peace-time.

It might have been well, continued Armstrong, slowly, while a sad expression clouded his face for a few moments, if I had waited, and many a time has my conscience smitten me for my haste. But what could I do? Emmy most unaccountably fell in love wi me  thank God! for I do think that the greatest earthly blessing that can be given to mortal man is the love of a gentle, true-hearted girl. The wealth of the Indies cannot purchase that, and nothing else in life can supply the want of it. Can you wonder that I grasped the treasure when within my reach?

I certainly cannot; and as certainly I do not blame you, returned the sympathetic Miles.

Of course I fell in love with Emmy, continued the soldier, with a slightly confused look. I could no more help that than I could help growing up. Could I?

Certainly not, said Miles.

Well, you see, continued his friend, as the affair was arranged in heaven, according to general belief, what was I that I should resist? You see, Emmys father, whos a well-to-do farmer, was willing, and we never gave a thought to Egypt or the war at the time. She will be well looked after while Im away, and Ill send her every penny of my pay that I can spare, but

He stopped abruptly, and Miles, respecting his feelings, remarked, by way of changing the subject, that the pay of a private soldier being so small very little could be saved out of that.

Not much, assented his comrade; but, little as it is, we can increase it in various ways. For one thing, I have given up smoking. That will save a little; though, to say truth, I have never expended much on baccy. Then I have joined Miss Robinsons Temperance Band

Strange how often that ladys name has been in my ears since I came to Portsmouth! said Miles.

Not so strange after all, returned Armstrong, when one reflects that she has been the means of almost changing the character of the town within the last few years  as far at least as concerns the condition of soldiers, as well as many of the poorer classes among its inhabitants  so Sergeant Gilroy tells me.

As some of the information given by Sergeant Gilroy to the young soldier may be interesting to many readers, we quote a few of his own words.

Why, some years ago, he said, the soldiers wives, mothers, and sisters who came down here to see the poor fellows set sail for foreign parts found it almost impossible to obtain lodgings, except in drinking-houses which no respectable woman could enter. Some poor women even preferred to spend a winter night under railway arches, or some such shelter, rather than enter these places. And soldiers out of barracks had nowhere else to go to for amusement, while sailors on leave had to spend their nights in them or walk the streets. Now all that is changed. The Soldiers Institute supplies 140 beds, and furnishes board and lodging to our sisters and wives at the lowest possible rates, besides reception-rooms where we can meet our friends; a splendid reading-room, where we find newspapers and magazines, and can write our letters, if we like, in peace and quiet; a bar where tea and coffee, bread and butter, buns, etcetera, can be had at all reasonable hours for a mere trifle; a coffee and smoking room, opening out of which are two billiard-rooms, and beyond these a garden, where we can get on the flat roof of a house and watch the arrival and departure of shipping. There is a small charge to billiard-players, which pays all expenses of the tables, so that not a penny of the Institute funds is spent on the games. Of course no gambling is allowed in any of Miss Robinsons Institutes. Then there are Bible-class rooms, and womens work-rooms, and a lending library, and bathrooms, and a great hall, big enough to hold a thousand people, where there are held temperance meetings, lectures with dissolving views, entertainments, and tea-fights, and Sunday services. No wonder that, with such an agency at work for the glory of God and the good of men, Portsmouth is almost a new place. Indeed, although Miss Robinson met with powerful opposition at first from the powers that be, her Institute is now heartily recognised and encouraged in every way at the Horse Guards. Indeed, it has recently been visited by the Prince of Wales and the Duke of Cambridge, and highly approved of by these and other grandees.

While the two soldiers were chatting about the past and present of the Institute they arrived at its door.

Here we are. Come into the reception-room, Miles, while I make inquiry about my letters.

They entered the house as he spoke. The reception-room is on the right of the passage. Armstrong opened the door and looked in, but, instead of advancing, he stood transfixed, gazing before him open-mouthed as though he had seen a spectre, for there, in front of the fire, sat a beautiful, refined-looking girl, with golden hair and blue eyes, gazing pensively at the flickering flames.

Miles was not kept long in suspense as to who she was.

Emmy!

Oh, Willie!

These were exclamations which would have revealed all in a moment, even though Emmy had not sprung up and rushed into Willies open arms. How she ever emerged from the embrace of those arms with unbroken bones is a mystery which cannot be solved, but she did emerge in safety, and with some confusion on observing that Miles had witnessed the incident with admiring gaze!

Never mind him, Emmy, said the young soldier, laughing; hes a good friend, a comrade. Shake hands with him.

The action, and the ease of manner with which Emmy obeyed, proved that grace and small hands are not altogether dependent on rank or station.

Excuse me, said Miles, after a few words of salutation; Ill go and have a look at the library.

So saying he quitted the room, leaving the young couple alone; for there chanced to be no other visitors to the reception-room at the time. In the lobby he found several soldiers and a couple of sailors enjoying coffee at the bar, and was about to join them when a man came forward whose dress was that of a civilian, though his bearing proclaimed him a soldier.

Hallo, Brown, exclaimed one of the soldiers, dye know that a troop-ship has just come in!

Know it? of course I do; you may trust the people of this house to be first in hearing such news.

Mr Tufnell told me of it. Im just going down to the jetty to boil the kettle for them.

As he spoke, two ladies of the Institute descended the broad staircase, each with a basket on her arm.

They entered into conversation for a few minutes with the soldiers at the bar, and it was abundantly evident to Miles, from the kindly tone of the former and the respectful air of the latter, that they were familiar acquaintances, and on the best of terms.

Are you all ready, Brown? asked one of the ladies of the soldier-like civilian, whom we have already mentioned.

All ready, Miss; a man has already gone to order the bread and butter and light the fire. I hear the vessel is crowded, so we may expect a full house to-night.

Miles pricked up his ears on hearing this, and when Brown went out, leaving the two ladies to finish their conversation with the soldiers, he followed him.

Pardon me, he said, on overtaking the man. Did I understand correctly that a troop-ship has just arrived?

Right, said Brown. I am just going down to the embarkation jetty to get coffee ready for the men. You seem to have joined but a short time, apparently, for though I am familiar with your uniform I have not seen yourself before.

True, it is not long since I joined, and this is my first visit to the Institute.

I hope it wont be the last, friend, returned Brown heartily. Every soldier is welcome there, and, for the matter of that, so is every sailor and marine.

I have heard as much. May I accompany you to this jetty to see the troops arrive, and this coffee business that you speak of?

You may, and welcome, said Brown, leading his companion through the town in the direction of the docks, and chatting, as they walked along, about the army and navy; about his own experiences in the former; and about the condition of soldiers at the present time as contrasted with that of the days gone by.




Chapter Four.

The Embarkation Jetty  And Nipped in the Bud.

Bronzed faces under white helmets crowded the ports and bulwarks of the great white leviathan of the deep  the troop-ship Orontes  as she steamed slowly and cautiously up to the embarkation jetty in Portsmouth harbour.

On the jetty itself a few anxious wives, mothers, and sisters stood eagerly scanning the sea of faces in the almost hopeless endeavour to distinguish those for which they sought. Yet ever and anon an exclamation on the jetty, and an answering wave of an arm on the troop-ship, told that some at least of the anxious ones had been successful in the search.

Dont they look weather-beaten? remarked Miles to his companion.

Sure its more like sun-dried they are, answered a voice at his side. Brown had gone to the shed to prepare his coffee and bread against the landing of the troops, and a stout Irishwoman had taken his place. Close to her stood the two ladies from the Institute with baskets on their arms.

You are right, returned Miles, with a smile; they look like men who have seen service. Is your husband among them?

Faix, Id be sorprised if he was, returned the woman; for I left him in owld Ireland, in the only landed property he iver held in this world  six futt by two, an five deep. Hes been in possession six years now, an it wouldnt be aisy to drive him out o that, anyhow. No, its my son Terence Ive come to look afther. Och! there he is! Look, look, thats him close by the funnel! Dont ye see im? Blissins on his good-lookin face! Hooroo! Terence  Terence Flynn, dont ye recognise yer owld mother? Sure an he does, though we havent met for tin year. My! hasnt he got the hair on his lips too  an his cheeks are like shoe-leather  my darlint!

As the enthusiastic mother spoke in the tones of a public orator, there was a general laugh among those who were nearest to her; but she was forgotten immediately, for all were too deeply intent on their own interests to pay much regard to each other just then.

The great vessel was slow in getting alongside and making fast to the jetty  slow at least in the estimation of the impatient  for although she might leap and career grandly in wanton playfulness while on her native billows, in port a careless touch from her ponderous sides would have crushed part of the jetty into fragments. Miles therefore had ample time to look about him at the various groups around.

One young woman specially attracted his attention, for she stood apart from every one, and seemed scarcely able to stand because of weakness. She was young and good-looking. Her face, which was deadly pale, contrasted strongly with her glossy raven-black hair, and the character of her dress denoted extreme poverty.

The ladies from the Institute had also observed this poor girl, and one of them, going to her side, quietly addressed her. Miles, from the position in which he stood, could not avoid overhearing what was said.

Yes, Miss, I expect my husband, said the woman in answer to a question. Hes coming home on sick-leave. I had a letter from him a good while ago saying he was coming home in the Orontes.

I hope you will find that the sea air has done him good, said the lady, in that tone of unobtrusive sympathy which is so powerfully attractive,  especially to those who are in trouble. A sea voyage frequently has a wonderful effect in restoring invalids. What is his name?

Martin  Fred Martin. Hes a corporal now.

You have not recognised him yet, I suppose?

Not yet, Miss, answered Mrs Martin, with an anxious look, and shivering slightly as she drew a thin worn shawl of many patches closer round her shoulders. But he wouldnt expect me to meet him, you see, knowing that Im so poor, and live far from Portsmouth. But I was so anxious, you see, Miss, that our kind Vicar gave me enough money to come down.

Where did you spend the night? asked the lady, quickly.

The poor woman hesitated, and at last said she had spent the night walking about the streets.

You see, Miss, she explained apologetically, I didnt know a soul in the town, and I couldnt a-bear to go into any o the public-houses; besides, I had no money, for the journey down took nearly all of it.

Oh, I am so sorry that you didnt know of our Institute, said the lady, with much sympathy in voice and look; for we provide accommodation for soldiers wives who come, like you, to meet their husbands returning from abroad, and we charge little, or even nothing, if they are too poor to pay.

Indeed, Miss! I wish I had known of it. But in the morning I had the luck to meet a policeman who directed me to a coffee-tavern in a place called Nobbs Lane  youll not know it, Miss, for its in a very poor part o the town  where I got a breakfast of as much hot pea-soup and bread as I could eat for three-hapence, an had a good rest beside the fire too. They told me it was kept by a Miss Robinson. God bless her whoever she is! for I do believe I should have been dead by now if I hadnt got the rest and the breakfast.

The woman shivered again as she spoke, and drew the thin shawl still closer, for a sharp east wind was blowing over the jetty at the time.

Come with me; you are cold. I know Nobbs Lane well. We have a shed and fire here on the jetty to shelter people while waiting. There, you need not fear to miss your husband, for the men wont land for a long time yet.

May I follow you, madam? said Miles, stepping forward and touching his cap in what he supposed to be the deferential manner of a private soldier. I am interested in your work, and would like to see the shed you speak of.

The lady looked up quickly at the tall young soldier who thus addressed her.

I saw you in the lobby of the Institute this morning, did I not?

You did, madam. I was waiting for a friend who is a frequenter of the Institute. One of your own people brought me down here to see the arrival of the Orontes, and the coffee-shed; but I have lost him in the crowd, and know not where the shed is.

Here it is, returned the lady, pointing to an iron structure just behind them. You will find Mr Brown there busy with the coffee, and that small shed beside it is the shelter-room. You are welcome to inspect all our buildings at any time.

So saying, the lady led Mrs Martin into the shed last referred to, and Miles followed her.

There was a small stove, in the solitary iron room of which the shed consisted, which diffused a genial warmth around. Several soldiers wives and female relatives were seated beside it, engaged in quieting refractory infants, or fitting a few woollen garments on children of various ages. These garments had been brought from the Institute, chiefly for the purpose of supplying the wives and children returning from warmer climes to England; and one of them, a thick knitted shawl, was immediately presented to Mrs Martin as a gift, and placed round her shoulders by the ladys own hands.

You are very kind, Miss, she said, an unbidden tear rolling down her cheek as she surveyed the garment and folded it over her breast.

Have you any children? asked the lady.

None. We had one  a dear baby boy, answered the young wife sadly, born after his father left England. God took him home when he was two years old. His father never saw him; but we shall all meet again, she added, brightly, in the better land.

Ah! it makes me glad to hear you say that God took him home. Only the spirit of Jesus could make you regard heaven as the home where you are all to meet again. Now I would advise you to sit here and keep warm till I go and make inquiry about your husband. It is quite possible, you know, that he may be in the sick bay, and they wont let any one on board till the vessel is made fast. You are quite sure, I suppose, that it was the Orontes in which your husband said he was coming?

Yes, quite sure.

The lady had asked the question because a vague fear possessed her regarding the cause of the soldiers not having been seen looking eagerly over the side like the other men.

Hurrying from the shed, with her basket on her arm, she made for the gangway, which had just been placed in position. She was accompanied by her companion, also carrying her basket. Miles took the liberty of following them closely, but not obviously, for he formed only one of a stream of men and women who pushed on board the instant that permission was given.

While one of the ladies went in search of one of the chief officers, the other quietly and unobtrusively advanced among the returning warriors, and, opening her basket, drew therefrom and offered to each soldier an envelope containing one or two booklets and texts, and a hearty invitation to make free use of the Soldiers Institute during their stay in Portsmouth.

A most bewildering scene was presented on the deck of that great white vessel. There were hundreds of soldiers in her, returning home after longer or shorter absences in China, India, the Cape, and other far-away parts of the earth. Some were stalwart and bronzed by the southern sun; others were gaunt, weak, and cadaverous, from the effect of sickness, exposure, or wounds; but all were more or less excited at having once again set eyes on Old England, and at the near prospect of once more embracing wives, mothers, and sweethearts, and meeting with old friends. The continual noise of manly voices hailing, exclaiming, chaffing, or conversing, and the general babel of sounds is indescribable. To Miles Milton, who had never before even imagined anything of the sort, it seemed more like a vivid dream than a reality. He became so bewildered with trying to attend to everything at once that he lost sight of the shorter of the ladies, whom he was following, but, pushing ahead, soon found her again in the midst of a group of old friends  though still young soldiers  who had known the Institute before leaving for foreign service, and were eagerly inquiring after the health of Miss Robinson, and Tufnell the manager, and others.

During his progress through this bustling scene, Miles observed that the soldiers invariably received the gifts from the lady with respect, and, many of them, with hearty expressions of thanks, while a few stopped her to speak about the contents of the envelopes. So numerous were the men that the work had to be done with business-like celerity, but the visitor was experienced. While wasting no time in useless delay, she never hurried her movements, or refused to stop and speak, or forced her way through the moving throng. Almost unobserved, save by the men who chanced to be next to her, she glided in and out amongst them like a spirit of light  which, in the highest sense, she was  intent on her beneficent mission. Her sole aim was to save the men from the tremendous dangers that awaited them on landing in Portsmouth, and bring them under Christian influence.

Those dangers may be imagined when it is told that soldiers returning from abroad are often in possession of large sums of money, and that harpies of all kinds are eagerly waiting to plunder them on their arrival. On one occasion a regiment came home, and in a few days squandered three thousand pounds in Portsmouth. Much more might be said on this point, but enough has been indicated to move thoughtful minds  and our story waits.

Suddenly the attention of Miles, and every one near him, was attracted by the loud Hibernian yell of a female voice exclaiming  

Oh, Terence, me darlin son, here ye are; an is it yersilf lookin purtier a long way than the day ye left me; an niver so much as a scratch on yer face for all the wars yeve bin in  bad luck to thim!

Need we say that this was Mrs Flynn? In her anxiety to meet her son she had run against innumerable men and women, who remonstrated with her variously, according to temperament, without, however, the slightest effect. Her wild career was not checked until she had flung herself into the arms of a tall, stalwart trooper with drooping moustache, who would have done credit to any nationality under the sun, and whose enthusiasm at the happy meeting with his mother was almost as demonstrative as her own, but more dignified.

Others there were, however, whose case was very different. One who came there to meet the strong healthy man to whom she had said good-bye at the same spot several years before, received him back a worn and wasted invalid, upright still with the martial air of discipline, but feeble, and with something like the stamp of death upon his brow. Another woman found her son, strong indeed and healthy, as of yore, but with an empty sleeve where his right arm should have been  his days of warfare over before his earthly sun had reached the zenith!

Whilst Miles was taking note of these things, and moralising in spite of his distaste just then to that phase of mental occupation, the other lady of the Institute appeared and spoke hurriedly to her companion.

Go, she said, tell Mrs Martin that her husband is not on board the Orontes. Let Tufnell, if he is at the shed, or our missionary, take her up to the Institute without delay. Let them take this note to Miss Robinson at the same time.

The younger lady looked inquiringly at her companion, but the latter pushed on hurriedly and was soon lost in the crowd, so she went at once on shore to obey her instructions.

Being thus left to look after himself, Miles went about gazing at the varied, interesting, and curious scenes that the vessel presented. No one took any notice of him, for he was only one soldier among hundreds, and so many people from the shore had been admitted by that time that strange faces attracted no attention.

We have referred chiefly to soldiers friends, but these, after all, formed a small minority of the visitors, many of whom were tradesmen of the town  tailors, shoemakers, and vendors of fancy articles  who had come down with their wares to tempt the returning voyagers to part with their superfluous cash. Even in the midst of all the pushing and confusion, one man was seen trying on a pair of boots; near to him was a sailor, carefully inspecting a tailors book of patterns with a view to shore-going clothes; while another, more prompt in action, was already being measured for a suit of the same.

Descending to the tween-decks, our hero found that the confusion and noise there were naturally greater, the space being more limited and the noise confined. There was the addition of bad air and disagreeable smells here; and Miles could not help reflecting on the prospect before him of long voyages under cramped circumstances, in the midst of similar surroundings. But, being young and enthusiastic, he whispered to himself that he was not particular, and was ready to rough it in his countrys cause!

In a remarkably dark region to which he penetrated, he found himself in the womens quarters, the disagreeables of which were increased by the cries of discontented children, and the yells of inconsolable infants  some of whom had first seen the light of this world in the sad twilight of tween-decks! Shrinking from that locality, Miles pursued his investigations, and gradually became aware that sundry parrots and other pets which the soldiers and sailors had brought home were adding their notes of discord to the chorus of sounds.

While he was looking at, and attempting to pat, a small monkey, which received his advances with looks of astonished indignation, he became conscious of the fact that a number of eyes were looking down on him through a crevice at the top of a partition close to his side.

Who are these? he asked of a sailor, who stood near him.

Why, them are the long-term men.

I suppose you mean prisoners?

Yes; thats about it, replied the tar. Soldiers as has committed murder  or suthin o that sort  an got twenty year or more for all I knows. The other fellers further on there, in chains, is short-term men. Bin an done suthin or other not quite so bad, I suppose.

Miles advanced further on, and found eight men seated on the deck and leaning against the bulkhead. If his attention had not been drawn to them, he might have supposed they were merely resting, but a closer glance showed that they were all chained to an iron bar. They did not seem very different from the other men around them, save that they were, most of them, stern and silent.

A powerful feeling of compassion rose in our heros breast as he looked at these moral wrecks of humanity; for their characters and prospects were ruined, though their physique was not much impaired. It seemed to him such an awful home-coming, after, perhaps, long years of absence, thus, in the midst of all the bustle and joy of meetings and of pleasant anticipations, to be waiting there for the arrival of the prison-van, and looking forward to years of imprisonment instead of reunion with friends and kindred.

At sight of them a thought sprang irresistibly into our heros mind, This is the result of wrong-doing!

His conscience was uncomfortably active and faithful that morning. Somehow it pointed out to him that wrong-doing was a long ladder; that the chained criminals before him had reached the foot; and that he stood on the topmost rung. That was all the difference between them and himself  a difference of degree, not of principle.

Pushing his way a little closer to these men, he found that his was not the only heart that pitied them. His friend, the younger lady, was there speaking to them. He could not hear what she said, for the noise drowned her voice; but her earnest, eager look and her gesticulations told well enough that she was pointing them to the Saviour of sinners  with what effect, of course, he could not tell, but it was evident that the prisoners at least gave her their attention.

Leaving her thus engaged, Miles continued for a considerable time his progress through the ship. Afterwards he observed, by a movement among the men, that a detachment was about to land. Indeed he found that some of the soldiers had already landed, and were making their way to the coffee-shed.

Following these quickly to the same place, he found that innumerable cups of hot coffee and solid slices of bread and butter were being served out as fast as they could be filled and cut. A large hole or window opened in the side of the shed, the shutter of which was hinged at the bottom, and when let down formed a convenient counter.

Behind this counter stood the two ubiquitous ladies of the Institute acting the part of barmaids, as if to the manner born, and with the same business-like, active, yet modest, ready-for-anything air which marked all their proceedings.

And truly their post was no sinecure. To supply the demands of hundreds of hungry and thirsty warriors was not childs-play. Inside the shed, Miles found his friend Brown busy with a mighty caldron of hot water, numerous packets of coffee, and immense quantities of sugar and preserved milk. Brown was the fountain-head. The ladies were the distributing pipes  if we may say so; and although the fountain produced can after can of the coveted liquid with amazing rapidity, and with a prodigality of material that would have made the hair of a private housewife stand on end, it was barely possible to keep pace with the demand.

At a large table one of the missionaries of the Institute cut up and buttered loaves at a rate which gave the impression that he was a conjurer engaged in a species of sleight-of-hand. The butter, however, troubled him, for, the weather being cold, it was hard, and would not spread easily. To overcome this he put a pound or so of it on a plate beside the boiler-fire to soften. Unfortunately, he temporarily forgot it, and on afterwards going for it, found that it had been reduced to a yellow liquid. However, hungry soldiers, rejoicing in the fact of having at last reached home, are not particular. Some of them, unaccustomed, no doubt, to be served by ladies, asked for their supply deferentially, accepted it politely, and drank it with additional appreciation.

We want more, Brown, said one of the ladies, glancing back over her shoulder as she poured out the last drop from her large jug; and more buns and bread, please.

Here you are, Miss, cried Brown, who was warm by that time in spite of the weather, as he bore his brimming and steaming pitcher to the window  or hole in the wall  and replenished the jugs. The buns are all done, an the bread wont hold out long, but Ive sent for more; it wont be long. I see we shall need several more brews, he added, as he turned again towards the inexhaustible boiler.

Shall I assist you? said Miles, stepping into the shed and seizing a loaf and a knife.

Thank you. Go ahead, said Brown.

Put another lump of butter near the fire, said the missionary to our hero; not too close. I melted the last lump altogether.

A cup o coffee for my Terence, an wan for mesilf, my dear, exclaimed a loud voice outside.

There was no mistaking the speaker. Some of the men who crowded round the counter laughed, others partially choked, when the strapping Terence said in a hoarse whisper, Whist, mother, be civil; dont ye see that its ladies, no less, is sarvin of us?

Please, maam, can I ave some coffee? asked a modest soldiers wife, who looked pale and weary after the long voyage, with three children to look after.

A cup was promptly supplied, and three of the newly-arrived buns stopped the mouths of her clamorous offspring.

Can ye give me a cup o tea? demanded another soldiers wife, who was neither so polite nor so young as the previous applicant.

It is probable that the ladies did not observe the nature of her demand, else they would doubtless have explained that they had no tea, but a cup of coffee was silently handed to her.

Ah! this is real home-tea, this is, she said, smacking her lips after the first sip. A mighty difference tween this an what weve bin used to in the ship.

Yes, indeed, assented her companion. Whether it was tea she had been accustomed to drink on board the troop-ship we cannot tell, but probably she was correct as to the mighty difference. It may be that the beverages supplied in foreign lands had somewhat damaged the power of discrimination as to matters of taste in these soldiers wives. At all events an incident which occurred about the same time justifies this belief.

Mr Miles, said the missionary, pausing a moment to wipe his brow in the midst of his labours, will you fetch the butter now?

Miles turned to obey with alacrity  with too much alacrity, indeed, for in his haste he knocked the plate over, and sent the lump of butter into the last prepared brew of coffee!

Hallo! I say! exclaimed Brown, in consternation. More coffee, Brown, demanded the ladies simultaneously, at that inauspicious moment.

Yes, Miss, I  Im coming  directly, cried Brown.

Do be quick, please!

Whats to be done? said Brown, making futile endeavours to fish out the slippery mass with the stirring-stick.

Shove it down and stir it well about, suggested Miles.

Whether conscience was inoperative at that moment we know not, but Brown acted on the suggestion, and briskly amalgamated the butter with the coffee, while the crowd at the port-hole politely but continuously demanded more.

Dont be in a urry, Tom, cried a corporal, removing his pith helmet in order to run his fingers through his hair; its a eavenly state o things now to what it was a few years ago, wen we an our poor wives ad to sit ere for hours in the heat or cold, wet or dry, without shelter, or a morsel to eat, or a drop to drink, till we got away up town to the grog-shops.

Well, this is civilisation at last! remarked a handsome and hearty young fellow, who had apparently been ignorant of the treat in store for him, and who sauntered up to the shed just as the butter-brew was beginning to be served out.

Why, I declare, its chocolate! exclaimed one of the women, who had been already served with a cup, and had resolved to go in, as she said, for another pennyworth.

So it is. My! aint it nice? said her companion, smacking her lips.

Whether the soldiers fell into the same mistake, or were too polite to take notice of it, we cannot tell, for they drank it without comment, and with evident satisfaction, like men of simple tastes and uncritical minds.

We turn now to a very different scene.

In one of the private sitting-rooms of the Institute sat poor young Mrs Martin, the very embodiment of blank despair. The terrible truth that her husband had died, and been buried at sea, had been gently and tenderly broken to her by Miss Robinson.

At first the poor girl could not  would not  believe it. Then, as the truth gradually forced itself into her brain, she subsided into a tearless, expressionless, state of quiescence that seemed to indicate a mind unhinged. In this state she remained for some time, apparently unconscious of the kind words of Christian love that were addressed to her.

At last she seemed to rouse herself and gazed wildly round the room.

Let me go, she said. I will find him somewhere. Dont hinder me, please.

But you cannot go anywhere till you have had food and rest, dear child, said her sympathetic comforter, laying her hand gently on the girls arm. Come with me.

She sought to lead her away, but the girl shook her off.

No, she exclaimed, starting up hastily, so that the mass of her dark hair fell loose upon her shoulders, contrasting forcibly with the dead whiteness of her face and lips. No. I cannot go with you. Fred will be getting impatient. Dyou think Ill ever believe it? Dead and buried in the sea? Never!

Even while she spoke, the gasp in her voice, and the pressure of both hands on her poor heart, told very plainly that the young widow did indeed believe it.

Oh! may God Himself comfort you, dear child, said the lady, taking her softly by the hand. Come  come with me.

Mrs Martin no longer refused. Her spirit, which had flashed up for a moment, seemed to collapse, and without another word of remonstrance she meekly suffered herself to be guided to a private room, where she was put to bed.

She never rose from that bed. Friendless, and without means, she would probably have perished in the streets, or in one of the dens of Portsmouth, had she not been led to this refuge. As it was, they nursed her there, and did all that human skill and Christian love could devise; but her heart was broken. Towards the end she told them, in a faint voice, that her Fred had been stationed at Alexandria, and that while there he had been led to put his trust in the Saviour. She knew nothing of the details. All these, and much more, she had expected to hear from his own lips.

But he will tell me all about it soon, thank God! were the last words she uttered as she turned her eyes gratefully on the loving strangers who had found and cared for her in the dark day of her calamity.




Chapter Five.

Difficulties met and overcome.

Miles and his friend Brown, after their work at the jetty, had chanced to return to the Institute at the moment referred to in the last chapter, when the poor young widow, having become resigned, had been led through the passage to her bedroom. Our hero happened to catch sight of her face, and it made a very powerful impression on him  an impression which was greatly deepened afterwards on hearing of her death.

In the reception-room he found Armstrong still in earnest conversation with his wife.

Hallo, Armstrong! still here? Have you been sitting there since I left you? he asked, with a smile and look of surprise.

Oh no! answered his friend; not all the time. We have been out walking about town, and we have had dinner here  an excellent feed, let me tell you, and cheap too. But where did you run off to?

Sit down and Ill tell you, said Miles.

Thereupon he related all about his days experiences. When he had finished, Armstrong told him that his own prospect of testing the merits of a troop-ship were pretty fair, as he was ordered for inspection on the following day.

So you see, continued the young soldier, if you are accepted  as you are sure to be  you and I will go out together in the same vessel.

Im glad to hear that, anyhow, returned Miles.

And I am very glad too, said little Emily, with a beaming smile, for Willie has told me about you, Mr Miles; and how you first met and took a fancy to each other; and it will be so nice to think that theres somebody to care about my Willie when he is far away from me.

The little woman blushed and half-laughed, and nearly cried as she said this, for she felt that it was rather a bold thing to say to a stranger, and yet she had such a strong desire to mitigate her husbands desolation when absent from her that she forcibly overcame her modesty. And I want you to do me a favour, Mr Miles, she added.

Ill do it with pleasure, returned our gallant hero.

I want you to call him Willie, said the little woman, blushing and looking down.

Certainly I will  if your husband permits me.

You see, she continued, I want him to keep familiar with the name Ive been used to call him  for comrades will call him Armstrong, I suppose, and

Oh! Emmy, interrupted the soldier reproachfully, do you think I require to be kept in remembrance of that name? Wont your voice, repeating it, haunt me day and night till the happy day when I meet you again on the Portsmouth jetty, or may-hap in this very room?

Miles thought, when he heard this speech, of the hoped-for meeting between poor Mrs Martin and her Fred; and a feeling of profound sadness crept over him as he reflected how many chances there were against their ever again meeting in this world. Naturally these thoughts turned his mind to his own case. His sinful haste in quitting home, and the agony of his mother on finding that he was really gone, were more than ever impressed on him, but again the fatal idea that what was done could not be undone, coupled with pride and false shame, kept him firm to his purpose.

That evening, in barracks, Miles was told by his company sergeant to hold himself in readiness to appear before the doctor next morning for inspection as to his physical fitness for active service in Egypt.

Our hero was by this time beginning to find out that the life of a private soldier, into which he had rushed, was a very different thing indeed from that of an officer  to which he had aspired. Here again pride came to his aid  in a certain sense,  for if it could not reconcile him to his position, it at all events closed his mouth, and made him resolve to bear the consequences of his act like a man.

In the morning he had to turn out before daylight, and with a small band of men similarly situated, to muster in the drill-shed a little after eight. Thence they marched to the doctors quarters.

It was an anxious ordeal for all of them; for, like most young soldiers, they were enthusiastically anxious to go on active service, and there was, of course, some uncertainty as to their passing the examination.

The first man called came out of the inspection room with a beaming countenance, saying that he was all right, which raised the hopes and spirits of the rest; but the second appeared after inspection with a woe-begone countenance which required no interpretation. No reason was given for his rejection; he was simply told that it would be better for him not to go.

Miles was the third called.

As he presented himself, the doctor yawned vociferously, as if he felt that the hour for such work was unreasonably early. Then he looked at his subject with the critical air of a farmer inspecting a prize ox.

How old are you? he asked.

Nineteen, sir.

Are you married?

Miles smiled.

Did you hear me? asked the doctor sharply. You dont need to smile. Many a boy as long-legged and as young as you is fool enough to marry. Are you married?

Miles flushed, looked suddenly stern, squared his shoulders, drew himself up with an air that implied, You wont catch me tripping again; and said firmly, yet quite respectfully  

No, sir.

The doctor here took another good look at his subject, with a meaning twinkle in his eye, as if he felt that he had touched a tender point. Then he felt his victims pulse, sounded his chest, and ordered him to strip. Being apparently satisfied with the result of his examination, he asked him if he felt all right.

Reflecting that his mother had often told him he was made up of body, soul, and spirit, and that in regard to the latter two he was rather hazy, Miles felt strongly inclined for a moment to say, Certainly not, but, thinking better of it, he answered, Yes, sir, with decision.

Have you anything to complain of? asked the doctor.

The mind of our hero was what we may style rapidly reflective. In regard to the decrees of Fate, things in general, and his fathers conduct in particular, he had a decided wish to complain, but again he laid restraint on himself and said, No, sir.

And do you wish to go to Egypt?

Yes, sir! was answered with prompt decision.

Then you may go, said the doctor, turning away with an air of a man who dismisses a subject from his mind.

When all the men had thus passed the medical examination, those of them who were accepted mustered their bags and kits before Captain Lacey, commander of the company to which they were attached, and those who wanted anything were allowed to draw it from the stores.

Captain Lacey was a fine specimen of a British soldier  grave, but kind in expression and in heart; tall, handsome, powerful, about thirty years of age, with that urbanity of manner which wins affection at first sight, and that cool, quiet decision of character which inspires unlimited confidence.

As the troop-ship which was to convey them to Egypt was to start sooner than had been intended, there was little time for thought during the few hours in England that remained to the regiment. The men had to draw their pith helmets, and fit the ornaments thereon; then go the quartermasters stores to be fitted with white clothing, after which they had to parade before the Colonel, fully arrayed in the martial habiliments which were needful in tropical climes. Besides these matters there were friends to be seen, in some cases relatives to be parted from, and letters innumerable to be written. Miles Milton was among those who, on the last day in Portsmouth, attempted to write home. He had been taken by Sergeant Gilroy the previous night to one of the Institute entertainments in the great hall. The Sergeant had tried to induce him to go to the Bible-class with him, but Miles was in no mood for that at the time, and he was greatly relieved to find that neither the Sergeant nor any of the people of the Institute annoyed him by thrusting religious matters on his attention. Food, lodging, games, library, baths, Bible-classes, prayer-meetings, entertainments were all there to be used or let alone as he chose; perfect freedom of action being one of the methods by which it was sought to render the place attractive to the soldiers.

But although Miles at once refused to go to the class, he had no objection to go to the entertainment.

It was a curious mixture of song, recitation, addresses, and readings, in which many noble sentiments were uttered, and not a few humorous anecdotes and incidents related. It was presided over by Tufnell, the manager, a soldierly-looking man, who had himself originally been in the army, and who had, for many years, been Miss Robinsons right-hand man. There could not have been fewer than a thousand people in the hall, a large proportion of whom were red-coats and blue-jackets, the rest being civilians; and the way in which these applauded the sentiments, laughed at the humour, and rejoiced in the music, showed that the provision for their amusement was thoroughly appreciated.

Whether it was the feeling of good-fellowship and sympathy that pervaded the meeting, or some word that was dropped at a venture and found root in his heart, Miles could not tell, but certain it is that at that entertainment he formed the resolution to write home before leaving. Not that he had yet repented of the step he had taken, but he was sorry for the manner in which he had done so, and for allowing so much time to elapse that now the opportunity of seeing his parents before starting was lost.

As it was impossible for him to write his letter in the noise of the barrack-room, he went off next day to the reading-room of the Institute, and there, with no other sounds to disturb him than the deep breathing of some studious red-coats, and the chirping pen of a comrade engaged like himself, he began to write.

But his thoughts somehow would not work. His pen would not write. He even fancied that it had a sort of objection to spell. So it had, when not properly guided by his hesitating hand. The first part went swimmingly enough:  

Dearest mother,

Im so sorry

But here he stopped, for the memory of his fathers severity re-aroused his indignation, and he felt some doubt as to whether he really was sorry. Then, under the impulse of this doubt, he wrote a long letter, in imagination, in which he defended his conduct pretty warmly, on the ground that he had been driven to it.

Driven to what? asked Something within him. To the course which I have taken and am now defending, replied Something-else within him hotly.

Then the course was a wrong one, else you wouldnt have to defend it! rejoined the first Something.

Well  yes  nno, it wasnt, returned the second Something doggedly.

Before this internal dispute could be carried further, Miles was aroused by a sudden burst of noisy voices, as if a lunatic asylum had been let loose into the hall below. Rising quickly, he hurried down with his studious comrades to see what it could be all about.

Its only another troop-ship come in, and theyve all come up here without giving us warning to get ready, said Tufnell, as he bustled about, endeavouring to introduce order into what appeared to Miles to be the reproduction of Babel, minus the bricks.

The fact was that a troop-ship having arrived rather suddenly, a sergeant had driven up in hot haste from the docks to make arrangements for the reception of the soldiers wives and children!

Look sharp! he cried, on entering the hall abruptly; sixteen families are on their way to you.

All right; we can take em in, was the prompt reply; and orders were given to set the food-producing machinery of the establishment instantly in motion. But almost before the preparation had fairly begun, the advance-guard of the army, largely composed of infantry, burst upon them like a thunder-clap, and continued to pour in like a torrent. There were men shouting, women chattering, tired children whining, and excited children laughing; babies yelling or crowing miscellaneously; parrots screaming; people running up and down stairs in search of dormitories; plates and cups clattering at the bar, as the overwhelmed barmaids did their best to appease the impatient and supply the hungry; while the rumbling of control-wagons bringing up the baggage formed a sort of bass accompaniment to the concert.

You see, it varies with us a good deal, remarked Brown to Miles, during a lucid interval, Sometimes we are almost empty, a few hours later we are overflowing. It comes hard on the housekeeper, of course. But we lay our account wi that, and, do you know, it is wonderful what can be done in trying circumstances, when we lay our account wi them!  Yes, Miss, its all ready! shouted the speaker, in reply to a soft female voice that came down the wide staircase, as it were, over the heads of the turbulent crowd.

In a moment he disappeared, and Tufnell stood, as if by magic, in his place.

Yes, said the manager, taking up his discourse where the other had left off; and in a few minutes youll see that most of these wives and children of the soldiers will be distributed through the house in their bed-rooms, when our ladies will set to work to make acquaintance with them; and then well open our stores of warm clothing, of which the poor things, coming as they do from warm climates, are often nearly or quite destitute.

But where do you get these supplies from? asked Miles.

From kind-hearted Christians throughout the country, who send us gifts of old and new garments, boots and shoes, shawls and socks, etcetera, which we have always in readiness to meet sudden demands; and I may add that the demands are pretty constant. Brown told you just now that we have varied experience. I remember once we got a message from the Assistant Quartermaster-Generals office to ask how many women and children we could accommodate, as a shipful was expected. We replied that we could take 140, and set to work with preparations. After all, only one woman came! To-day we expected nobody, and  you see what we have got!

The genial countenance of the manager beamed with satisfaction. It was evident that what he had got did not at all discompose him, as he hurried away to look after his flock, while the originator  the heart and soul of all this  although confined to her room at that time with spine complaint, and unable to take part in the active work, as she had been wont to do in years gone by, heard in her chamber the softened sound of the human storm, and was able to thank God that her Soldiers Institute was fulfilling its destiny.

Hallo! Miles! exclaimed Armstrong, over the heads of the crowd; Ive been looking for you everywhere. Dyou know we run a chance of being late? Come along, quick!

Our hero, who, in his interest in the scene, had forgotten the flight of time, hurried out after his comrade as the band struck up Home, sweet Home, and returned to barracks, utterly oblivious of the fact that he had left the unfinished letter to his mother on the table in the reading-room.




Chapter Six.

The Unfinished Letter  Too Late!

Next morning young Milton  or, as he was called by his comrades, John Miles  rose with the depressing thought that it was to be his last day in England. As he was dressing, it flashed across him that he had left his unfinished letter on the reading-room table, and, concluding that it would be swept away in the rush of people there  at all events that, not having been folded or addressed, it could not be posted  his depression was deepened.

The first thing that roused him to a better frame of mind was the smell of tea!

Most people are more or less familiar with teapots; with the few teaspoonfuls of the precious leaf which thrifty housekeepers put into these pots, and the fragrant liquid that results. But who among civilians, (save the informed), can imagine a barrack-room teapot?

Open your ears, O ye thrifty ones! while we state a few facts, and there will be no need to tell you to open your eyes.

Into the teapot which supplied Miles with his morning cup there was put, for one making, eight pounds of tea!  not ounces, observe, but pounds,  twenty-nine pounds of sugar, and six gallons  an absolute cowful  of milk! The pot itself consisted of eight enormous coppers, which were filled with boiling water to the brim.

Yes, sir, remarked the military cook, who concocted the beverage, to a speechless visitor one day; it is a pretty extensive brew; but then, you see, we have a large family!

A considerable portion of this large family was soon actively engaged in preparation for immediate embarkation for Egypt. Then the General made the men a farewell speech. It was a peculiar speech  not altogether suited to cheer timid hearts, had any such been there, but admirably adapted to British soldiers.

Men, said he, I am very glad to see you parade looking so well and clean and comfortable and ready for active service. You will be dirty enough, sometimes, where you are going, for the country is hot and unhealthy, and not over clean. You will have hardships, hard times, and plenty of hard work, as well as hard beds now and then, and very likely the most of you will never come back again; but you would be unworthy of the name of British soldiers if you allowed such thoughts to trouble your minds. I sincerely express the hope, however, that you will all come home again safe and sound. I have not the slightest doubt that every man of you will do his duty in the field faithfully and well; but Im not so sure of your wisdom in camp and barracks, so I will give you a word of advice. There is far more danger in getting drunk in hot countries than in England. Let me advise you, then, not to get drunk; and I would warn you particularly against the vile stuff they will offer for sale in Egypt. It is rank poison. If you had stomachs lined with brass you might perhaps stand it  not otherwise. Then I would warn you against the sun. In Egypt the sun is sometimes like a fiery furnace. Never expose yourself when you can avoid doing so, and, above all, never go outside your tents without your helmets on. If you do, youll repent it, and repentance will probably come too late. I wish you all a prosperous voyage, and may God keep you all!

Delivered in a sharp, stern, unsentimental tone, this brief speech had probably a much more powerful effect on the men than a more elaborate exhortation would have had. The impression was deepened by the remarks of an old officer, who made a very brief, soldierly speech after the General, winding up with the information that he had himself been in Egypt, and assuring them that if they did not take care of themselves there was little chance of a man of them returning alive!

May you have a pleasant passage out, he said, in conclusion; and, in the name of the Portsmouth Division, I wish you victory in all your battles, and a hearty good-bye.

The men who were not going away were then called on to give their departing friends three cheers, which they did with right good-will. Captain Lacey, who was in charge of the detachment, stepped to the front, drew his sword, gave the order to shoulder arms, form fours, right turn, quick march, and away they went with the united bands of two regiments playing The girl I left behind me!

The girls they were about to leave behind them were awaiting them at the barrack-gates, with a considerable sprinkling of somewhat older girls to keep them company. Many of the poor creatures were in tears for the men whom they might never see again, and lumps in several manly throats rather interfered with the parting cheer delivered by the detachment at the gate. Most of them accompanied the soldiers as far as the Dockyard gates. Emily Armstrong was not among them. She had parted the previous night from her husband at his earnest request, and returned by rail to her fathers house, there to await, as patiently as she might, the return of her Willie.

Noble defenders of our country! observed an enthusiastic citizen, as they passed through the gates.

Food for powder, remarked a sarcastic publican, as he turned away to resume his special work of robbing powder of its food and his country of its defenders.

Proceeding to the Embarkation Jetty, the detachment was marched on board the troop-ship, where the men were at once told off to their respective messes, and proceeded without delay to make themselves at home by taking possession of their allotted portion of the huge white-painted fabric that was to bear them over the waves to distant lands.

Taking off their belts and stowing them overhead, they got hold of their bags, exchanged their smart uniforms for old suits of clothes, and otherwise prepared themselves for the endurance of life on board a transport.

To his great satisfaction, Miles found that several of the comrades for whom he had by that time acquired a special liking were appointed to the same mess with himself. Among these were his friend Willie Armstrong, Sergeants Gilroy and Hardy, Corporal Flynn, a private named Gaspard Redgrave, who was a capital musician, and had a magnificent tenor voice, Robert Macleod, a big-boned Scotsman, and Moses Pyne, a long-legged, cadaverous nondescript, who was generally credited with being half-mad, though with a good deal of method in his madness, and who was possessed of gentleness of spirit, and a cheerful readiness to oblige, which seemed a flat contradiction of his personal appearance, and rendered him a general favourite.

While these were busy arranging their quarters a soldier passed with several books in his hand, which he had just received from one of the ladies from the Institute.

Hallo, Jack! cried Moses Pyne; have the ladies been aboard?

Of course they have. Theyve been all over the ship already distributin books an good-byes. If you want to see em youll have to look sharp, Moses, for theyre just goin on shore.

See em! echoed Moses; of course I wants to see em. But for them, Id be

The rest of the sentence was lost in the clatter of Moses feet as he stumbled up the ladder-way. Remembering his letter at that moment, Miles followed him, and reached the gangway just as the visitors were leaving.

Excuse me, he said to one of them, stopping her.

Oh! Im so glad to have found you, she said.

I have been looking for you everywhere. Miss Robinson sent you this little parcel of books, with her best wishes, and hopes that you will read them.

Thanks, very much. I will, with pleasure. And will you do me a favour? I left a letter on the reading-room table

A sudden and peremptory order of some sort caused a rush which separated Miles from the visitor and cut short the sentence, and the necessity for the immediate departure of all visitors rendered its being finished impossible.

But Miss Robinsons representative did not require to be told that a forgotten letter could only want posting. On returning, therefore, to the Institute, she went at once to the reading-room, where she found no letter! Making inquiry, she learned from one of the maids that a sheet of paper had been found with nothing on it but the words, Dearest mother, Im so sorry; and that the same had been duly conveyed to Miss Robinsons room. Hasting to the apartment of her friend, she knocked, and was bidden enter.

You have got an unfinished letter, it seems? she began.

Yes; here it is, interrupted Miss Robinson, handing the sheet to her assistant. What a pity that it gives no clew to the writer  no address!

I am pretty sure as to the writer, returned the other. It must have been that fine-looking young soldier, John Miles, of whom we have seen a little and heard so much from Sergeant Gilroy.

Hereupon an account was given of the hurried and interrupted meeting on board the troop-ship; and the two ladies came to the conclusion that as nothing was known about the parents or former residence of John Miles no steps of any kind were possible. The letter was therefore carefully put by.

That same evening there alighted at the railway station in Portsmouth an elderly lady with an expression of great anxiety on her countenance, and much perturbation in her manner.

Any luggage, maam? asked a sympathetic porter  for railway porters are sometimes more sympathetic than might be expected of men so much accustomed to witness abrupt and tender partings.

No; no luggage. Yes  a small valise  in the carriage. Thats it.

Four-wheeler, maam?

Eh! no  yes  yes.

Where to, maam? asked the sympathetic porter, after the lady was seated in the cab.

Where to? echoed Mrs Milton, (for it was she), in great distress. Oh! where  where shall I drive to?

Really, maam, I couldnt say, answered the porter, with a modest look.

Ive  I  my son! My dear boy! Where shall I go to inquire? Oh! what shall I do?

These would have been perplexing utterances even to an unsympathetic man.

Turning away from the window, and looking up at the driver, the porter said solemnly  

To the best otel you know of, cabby, thats not too dear. An if youve bin gifted with compassion, cabby, dont overcharge your fare.

Accepting the direction, and exercising his discretion as well as his compassion, that intelligent cabby drove, strange to say, straight to an hotel styled the Officers House, which is an offshoot of Miss Robinsons Institute, and stands close beside it!

A hofficers lady, said the inventive cabby to the boy who opened the door. Wants to putt up in this ere ouse.

When poor Mrs Milton had calmed her feelings sufficiently to admit of her talking with some degree of coherence, she rang the bell and sent for the landlord.

Mr Tufnell, who was landlord of the Officers House, as well as manager of the Institute, soon presented himself, and to him the poor lady confided her sorrows.

You see, landlord, she said, whimpering, I dont know a soul in Portsmouth; and  and  in fact I dont even know how I came to your hotel, for I never heard of it before; but I think I must have been sent here, for I see from your looks that you will help me.

You may depend on my helping you to the best of my power, madam. May I ask what you would have me do?

With much earnestness, and not a few tears, poor Mrs Milton related as much of her sons story as she thought necessary.

Well, you could not have come to a better place, said Tufnell, for Miss Robinson and all her helpers sympathise deeply with soldiers. If any one can find out about your son, they can. How were you led to suspect that he had come to Portsmouth?

A friend suggested that he might possibly have done so. Indeed, it seems natural, considering my dear boys desire to enter the army, and the number of soldiers, who are always passing through this town.

Well, I will go at once and make inquiry. The name Milton is not familiar to me, but so many come and go that we sometimes forget names.

When poor Mrs Milton was afterwards introduced to Miss Robinson, she found her both sympathetic and anxious to do her utmost to gain information about her missing son, but the mothers graphic descriptions of him did not avail much. The fact that he was young, tall, handsome, curly-haired, etcetera, applied to so many of the defenders of the country as to be scarcely distinctive enough; but when she spoke of My dear Miles, a new light was thrown on the matter. She was told that a young soldier answering to the description of her son had been there recently, but that his surname  not his Christian name  was Miles. Would she recognise his handwriting?

Recognise it? exclaimed Mrs Milton, in a blaze of sudden hope. Ay, that I would; didnt I teach him every letter myself? Didnt he insist on making his down-strokes crooked? and wasnt my heart almost broken over his square Os?

While the poor mother was speaking, the unfinished letter was laid before her, and the handwriting at once recognised.

Thats his! Bless him! And hes sorry. Didnt I say he would be sorry? Didnt I tell his father so? Darling Miles, I

Here the poor creature broke down, and wept at the thought of her repentant son. It was well, perhaps, that the blow was thus softened, for she almost fell on the floor when her new friend told her, in the gentlest possible manner, that Miles had that very day set sail for Egypt.

They kept her at the Institute that night, however, and consoled her much, as well as aroused her gratitude, by telling of the good men who formed part of her sons regiment; and of the books and kind words that had been bestowed on him at parting; and by making the most they could of the good hope that the fighting in Egypt would soon be over, and that her son would ere long return to her, God willing, sound and well.




Chapter Seven.

Miles begins to discover himself  Has a few Rough Experiences  And falls into Pea-Soup, Salt-Water, and Love.

While his mother was hunting for him in Portsmouth, Miles Milton was cleaving his way through the watery highway of the world, at the rate of fifteen knots.

He was at the time in that lowest condition of misery, mental and physical, which is not unfrequently the result of a chopping sea in the Channel. It seemed to him, just then, an unbelievable mystery how he could, at any time, have experienced pleasure at the contemplation of food! The heaving of the great white ship was nothing to the heaving  well, it may perhaps be wiser to refrain from particulars; but he felt that the beating of the two thousand horse-power engines  more or less  was childs-play to the throbbing of his brain!

And this, he thought, in the bitterness of his soul, this is what I have sacrificed home, friends, position, prospects in life for! This is  soldiering!

The merest shadow of the power to reason  if such a shadow had been left  might have convinced him that that was not soldiering; that, as far as it went, it was not even sailoring!

Youre very bad, I fear, remarked a gentle voice at the side of his hammock.

Miles looked round. It was good-natured, lanky, cadaverous Moses Pyne.

Who told you I was bad? asked Miles savagely, putting a wrong  but too true  interpretation on the word.

The colour of your cheeks tells me, poor fellow!

Bah! exclaimed Miles. He was too sick to say more. He might have said less with advantage.

Shall I fetch you some soup? asked Moses, in the kindness of his heart. Moses, you see, was one of those lucky individuals who are born with an incapacity to be sick at sea, and was utterly ignorant of the cruelty he perpetrated. Or some lobscouse? he added.

Go away! gasped Miles.

A basin of

Miles exploded, literally as well as metaphorically, and Moses retired.

Strange, thought that healthy soldier, as he stalked away on further errands of mercy, stooping as he went to avoid beams strange that Miles is so changeable in character. I had come to think him a steady, reliable sort of chap.

Puzzling over this difficulty, he advanced to the side of another hammock, from which heavy groans were issuing.

Are you very bad, corporal? he asked in his usual tone of sympathy.

Bad is it? said Flynn. Och! its worse nor bad I am! Couldnt ye ax the captin to heave-to for a

The suggestive influence of heaving-to was too much for Flynn. He pulled up dead. After a few moments he groaned  

Arrah! be off, Moses, av ye dont want my fist on yer nose.

Extraordinary! murmured the kindly man, as he removed to another hammock, the occupant of which was differently constituted.

Moses, he said, as the visitant approached.

Yes, Gaspard, was the eager reply, can I do anything for you?

Yes; if youd go on deck, refresh yourself with a walk, and leave us all alone, youll con  fer  on

Gaspard ceased to speak; he had already spoken too much; and Moses Pyne, still wondering, quietly took his advice.

But if the Channel was bad, the Bay of Biscay was, according to Flynn, far badder.

Before reaching that celebrated bay, however, most of the men had recovered, and, with more or less lugubrious aspects and yellow-green complexions, were staggering about, attending to their various duties. No doubt their movements about the vessel were for some time characterised by that disagreement between action and will which is sometimes observed in feeble chickens during a high wind, but, on the whole, activity and cheerfulness soon began to re-animate the frames and spirits of Britains warriors.

And now Miles Milton began to find out, as well as to fix, in some degree, his natural character. Up to this period in his life, a mild existence in a quiet home, under a fairly good though irascible father and a loving Christian mother, had not afforded him much opportunity of discovering what he was made of. Recent events had taught him pretty sharply that there was much room for improvement. He also discovered that he possessed a very determined will in the carrying out of his intentions, especially when those intentions were based upon his desires. Whether he would be equally resolute in carrying out intentions that did not harmonise with his desires remained to be seen.

His mother, among her other teachings, had often tried to impress on his young mind the difference between obstinacy and firmness.

My boy, she was wont to say, while smoothing his curly head, dont mistake obstinacy for firmness. A man who says I will do this or that in spite of all the world, against advice, and simply because he wants to do it, is obstinate. A man who says, I will do this or that in spite of all the world, against advice, against his own desires, and simply because it is the right thing to do, is firm.

Remembering this, and repenting bitterly his having so cruelly forsaken his mother, our hero cast about in his mind how best he could put some of her precepts into practice, as being the only consolation that was now possible to him. You see, the good seed sown in those early days was beginning to spring up in unlikely circumstances. Of course the habit of prayer, and reading a few verses from the Bible night and morning, recurred to him. This had been given up since he left home. He now resumed it, though, for convenience, he prayed while stretched in his hammock!

But this did not satisfy him. He must needs undertake some disagreeable work, and carry it out with that degree of obstinacy which would amount to firmness. After mature consideration, he sought and obtained permission to become one of the two cooks to his mess. Moses Pyne was the other.

Nothing, he felt, could be more alien to his nature, more disgusting in every way to his feelings  and he was right. His dislike to the duties seemed rather to increase than to diminish day by day. Bitterly did he repent of having undertaken the duty, and earnestly did he consider whether there might not be some possible and honourable way of drawing back, but he discovered none; and soon he proved  to himself as well as to others  that he did indeed possess, at least in some degree, firmness of character.

The duties that devolved on him were trying. He had to scrub and keep the mess clean and tidy; to draw all the provisions and prepare them for cooking; then, to take them to the galley, and fetch them when cooked. That this last was no simple matter, such as any shore-going tail-coated waiter might undertake, was brought forcibly out one day during what seamen style dirty weather.

It was raining at the time. The sea was grey, the sky was greyer, and as the steamer itself was whitey-grey, it was a grave business altogether.

Is the soup ready, Moses? asked Miles, as he ascended towards the deck and met his confrère coming down.

I dont know. Shall I go an see?

No; you can go and look after the table. I will fetch the soup.

A nasty sea on, remarked a voice, which sounded familiar in Miless ears as he stepped on deck.

Hallo! Jack Molloy! he exclaimed, catching hold of a stanchion to steady himself, as a tremendous roll of the vessel caused a sea to flash over the side and send a shower-bath in his face. What part of the sky did you drop from? I thought I had left you snug in the Sailors Welcome.

Werry likely you did, John Miles, answered the tar, balancing himself with perfect ease, and caring no more for spray than if he had been a dolphin; but Im here for all that  one o the crew o this here transport, though I means to wolunteer for active sarvice when I gets out. An no wonder we didnt come across each other sooner! In sitch a enormous tubful o lobsters, etceterer, its a wonder weve met at all. An praps youve bin a good deal under hatches since you come a-boord?

Molloy said this with a knowing look and a grin. Miles met the remark in a similar spirit.

Yes, Jack, Ive been paying tribute to Neptune lately.

You looks like it, Miles, judgin by the colour o your jib. Where away now?

Going for our soup.

What! made you cook o the mess?

Ay; dont you wish you were me?

Another roll and flash of spray ended the conversation and separated the friends.

The pea-soup was ready when our hero reached the galley. Having filled the mess-tureen with the appetising mixture, he commenced the return journey with great care, for he was now dependent entirely on his legs, both hands being engaged. Miles was handy, if we may say so, with his legs. Once or twice he had to rush and thrust a shoulder against the bulwarks, and a dash of spray served for salt to the soup; but he was progressing favourably and had traversed full three-quarters of the distance to the hatch when a loud Hooroo! caused him to look round smartly.

He had just time to see Corporal Flynn, who had slipped and fallen, come rolling towards him like a sack of flour. Next moment he was swept off his legs, and went into the lee scuppers with his comrade in a bath of pea-soup and salt-water!

Fortunately, the obliging wave which came in-board at the same moment mingled with the soup, and saved both men from a scalding.

Such mishaps, however, were rare, and they served rather to enliven the voyage than otherwise.

Besides the duties already mentioned, our hero had to wash up all the dishes and other things at meal-hours; to polish up the mess-kettles and tin dishes; and, generally, to put things away in their places, and keep things in apple-pie order. Recollecting another of his mothers teachings Whatever is worth doing at all is worth doing well  he tried his best, and was so ably seconded by the amiable Moses, that the Miles-Moses mess came to be at last regarded as the best-kept one on board.

One morning, after clearing up the dishes and putting things in order, Miles went on deck for a little fresh air. On the way up he met an elderly gentleman whose dress proclaimed him a clergyman.

He looked earnestly at our hero, and, nodding kindly, spoke a few words to him in passing. Miles had been aware that there was a clergyman on board going out to Egypt with his family  whether in connection with the troops or for health he did not know. He was much impressed with the looks and expression of this man. It seemed to him as if there were some sort of attractive power about him which was unaccountably strong, and he felt quite interested in the prospect of hearing him preach on the following Sunday.

While on deck the previous day, he had seen the figures of two ladies, whom he rightly judged to be the family above referred to, but as there was nearly the whole distance of the ships length between them, he could not distinguish their faces.

On taking his place when Sunday came, he observed that the family were present, seated, however, in such a position that he could only see their backs. Speculating in a listless way as to what sort of faces they had, he whiled away the few minutes before the service began.

He was recalled from this condition by the tones of the clergymans voice, which seemed to have the same effect on him as his look and manner had the day they first met. During the sermon Miless attention was riveted, insomuch that he almost forgot where he was. The text was a familiar one God is Love,  but the treatment of it seemed entirely new: the boundless nature of that love; its incomprehensible and almighty force; its enduring certainty and its overwhelming immensity, embracing, as it did, the whole universe in Christ, were themes on which the preacher expatiated in a way that Miles had never before dreamed of.

All subordinate love, said the preacher, in concluding, has its source in this. No wonder, then, that it is spoken of in Scripture as a love which passeth knowledge.

When the men rose to leave, it could be easily seen that they were deeply impressed. As they went out slowly, Miles passed close to the place where the ladies sat. The slighter of the two was talking in a low tone to her companion, and the young soldier was struck with the wonderful resemblance in her tone to that of the preacher. He wondered if her face also resembled his in any degree, and glanced back, but the head was turned away.

I like that parson. He has got brains, remarked Sergeant Hardy, as he walked along the deck with Sergeant Gilroy and Corporal Flynn.

Sur an I like him too, said the corporal, for hes got heart!

Heart and brains, returned Gilroy: a grand combination! What more could we want?

Dont you think that tongue is also essential? asked Miles. But for the preachers eloquence his heart and brain would have worked in vain.

Come now, John Miles, dont you be risin up into poethry. Its not yer natur  though ye think it is. Besides, av a mans heart an brains is all right, he can make good use of em widout much tongue. Me own notion is that its thim as hasnt got much to spake of, aither of heart or brain, as is over-fond o waggin the tongue.

Thats so, Flynn. Youre a living example of the truth of your own opinion, retorted Miles.

Och! is it angered ye are at gittin the worst o the argiment? rejoined the corporal. Niver mind, boy, youll do better by and by

As Flynn descended the ladder while he spoke, the sense of what he said was lost, but the truth of his opinion still continued to receive illustration from the rumbling of his voice, until it was swallowed up in the depths of the vessel.

Next day our hero received a shock from which he never finally recovered!

Be not alarmed, reader; it was not paralytic in its nature. It happened on this wise:

Miles had occasion to go to the fore part of the ship on some culinary business, without his coat, and with his sleeves rolled up above his elbows. Arrived there, he found that the captain was taking the ladies round the ship to point out some of its interesting details. As Miles came up, the younger lady turned round so as to present her full face to him. It was then that poor Miles received the shock above referred to. At that moment a little boy with wings and a bow stepped right in front of the young lady and shot straight at Miles Milton! The arrow entered his heart, and he  no, he did not fall; true men in such circumstances never fall! They stand transfixed, sometimes, or stupefied. Thus stood Miles and stared. Yes, though naturally modest and polite, he stood and stared!

And small blame to him, as Flynn might have said, for before him stood his ideal of a fairy, an angel, a sylph  or anything beautiful that best suits your fancy, reader! Sunny hair, sunny eyes  earnest and inquiring eyes  sunny smiles, and eyebrows to match. Yes, she had eyebrows distinctly darker than her hair, and well-defined over a pair of large brown eyes.

Poor Miles was stricken, as we have said; but  would you believe it?  there were men there looking at that girl at that time who, to use their own phraseology, would not have accepted a dozen of her for the girls they had left behind them! One young fellow in particular murmured to himself as follows Yes, very well in her way, no doubt, but she couldnt hold a candle to my Emmy! Perhaps the most cutting remark of all  made mentally, of course  was that of Sergeant Grady, who, for reasons best known to himself, had left a wife, describable as a stout well-favoured girl of forty, behind him.

In twenty years or so, he thought, she may perhaps be near as good-lookin as my Susy, but shell never come quite up to her  never!

Come this way, Mrs Drew, said the captain. I will show you the mens quarters. Out of the way, my man!

Flushing to the roots of his hair, Miles stepped hastily aside.

As he did so there was heard an awful rend of a sort that tests the temper of women! It was followed by a musical scream. The girls dress had caught on a block tackle.

Miles leaped forward and unhooked it. He was rewarded with a smiling Thank you, which was followed by a blush of confusion as Miss Drews mother exclaimed, Oh! Marion  how could you? by way of making things easier for her, no doubt!

You did that, young man, about as smart as I could a done it myself, growled a voice behind him.

The speaker was Jack Molloy, and a general titter followed Miles as he hurried away.

As we have said, the weather became much worse when the troop-ship drew near to the Bay of Biscay; and it soon became evident that they were not to cross that famous portion of the Atlantic without experiencing some of the violent action for which it is famed. But by that time most of the soldiers, according to Molloy, had got their sea-legs on, and rather enjoyed the tossing than otherwise.

I do like this sort o thing, said a beardless young fellow, as a number of the men sat on camp-stools, or stood on the weather-side of the deck, chatting together about past times and future prospects.

Ha! exclaimed a seaman, who stood near them coiling up a rope; hold on till youve got a taste o the Bay. This is a mill-pond to that. And youll have the chance to-night. If you dont, Im a Dutchman.

If I do, youll have a taste of it too, old salt-water, for were in the same boat, retorted the young red-coat.

True, but we aint in the same body; returned the sailor. I should just like to see your four-futt legs wobblin about in a nor-west gale. Youd sing another song.

Come, Macleod, cried Moses Pyne, tip us a Gaelic song.

Hoots, man, wull ye be wantin to be made sea-seek?  for thats whatll do it, said the big Scotsman. Na, na, let Gaspard sing us The Bay o Biscay O! Thatll be mair appropriate.

There was a general chorus of assent to this; and as Gaspard Redgrave was an obliging man, untroubled by false modesty, he cleared his throat and began. His voice, being a really splendid one, attracted all the men who chanced to be within range of it: among others, Miles, who was passing at the moment with a bag of biscuits in one hand and a meat-can in the other. He leaned up against one of those funnels which send fresh air down to the stokers of steam-ships. He had listened only a few moments when Marion Drew glided amongst the men, and seemed to stand as if entranced with delight in front of him, steadying herself by a rope, for the vessel was pitching a good deal as well as rolling considerably.

At the first chorus the crowd burst forth with wild enthusiasm  

As we lay, on that day,

In the Bay of Biscay O!

Dwelling with unnecessary length and emphasis on the O!

At the close of the second verse the men were preparing to burst forth again when Miles observed an approaching billow which caused him to start in alarm. Although unused to the aspect of waves, he had an instinctive feeling that there was danger approaching. Voices of warning were promptly raised from different parts of the vessel, but already the loud chorus had begun and drowned every other sound. Miles dropped his biscuits and sprang towards Marion, who, with flashing eyes and parted lips, was gazing at Gaspard. He just reached her when the wave burst over the side, and, catching most of the men quite unprepared, swept them with terrible violence towards the lee-side of the deck.

Marion was standing directly in the line of this human cataract, but Miles swung her deftly round into the lee of the funnel, a handle of which she happily caught, and clung to it like a limpet.

Her preserver was not so fortunate. The edge of the cataract struck him, swept him off his legs, and hurled him with many comrades against the lee bulwarks, where he lay stunned and helpless in the swishing water.

Of course soldiers and sailors ran from all parts of the vessel to the rescue, and soon the injured men were carried below and attended to by the doctors; and, considering the nature of the accident, it was matter for surprise that the result was no worse than some pretty severe contusions and a few broken ribs.

When Miles recovered consciousness, he found himself in his hammock, with considerable pain in various parts of his body, and the Reverend James Drew bending over him.

Youre all right now, my fine fellow, he said, in a low comforting voice. No bones broken, so the doctors say. Only a little bruised.

Tell me, sir, said Miles, rousing himself, is  is your daughter safe?

Yes, thanks be to God, and to your prompt assistance, she is none the worse  save the fright and a wetting.

Miles sank back on his pillows with a feeling of profound satisfaction.

Now, you must try to sleep if you can, said the clergyman; it will do you good.

But Miles did not want anything to do him good. He was quite content to lie still and enjoy the simple fact that he had rescued Marion, perhaps from death  at all events from serious injury! As for pain  what was that to him? was he not a soldier  one whose profession requires him to suffer anything cheerfully in the discharge of duty! And was not love the highest duty?

On the strength of some such thoughts he forgot his pain and calmly went to sleep.




Chapter Eight.

Has Reference to many Things connected with Mind, Matter, and Affections.

The wave which had burst with such disastrous effect on the deck of the troop-ship was but the herald of one of those short, wild storms which occasionally sweep with desolating violence over the Atlantic Ocean, and too frequently strew with wreck the western shores of Europe.

In the Bay of Biscay, as usual, the power of the gale was felt more severely than elsewhere.

Theres some sort o mystery about the matter, said Jack Molloy to William Armstrong, as they cowered together under the shelter of the bridge. Why the Atlantic should tumble into this ere bay with greater wiolence than elsewhere is beyond my comprehension. But any man wi half an eye can see that it do do it! Jist look at that!

There was something indeed to look at, for, even while he spoke, a mighty wave tumbled on board of the vessel, rushed over the fore deck like Niagara rapids in miniature, and slushed wildly about for a considerable time before it found its way through the scuppers into the grey wilderness of heaving billows from which it sprang.

The great ship quivered, and seemed for a moment to stagger under the blow, while the wind shrieked through the rigging as if laughing at the success of its efforts, but the whitey-grey hull rose heavily, yet steadily, out of the churning foam, rode triumphant over the broad-backed billow that had struck her, and dived ponderously into the valley of waters beyond.

Dont you think, said the young soldier, whose general knowledge was a little more extensive than that of the seaman, that the Gulf Stream may have something to do with it?

Molloy looked at the deck with philosophically solemn countenance. Deriving no apparent inspiration from that quarter, he gazed on the tumultuous chaos of salt-water with a perplexed expression. Finally and gravely he shook his weather-beaten head  

Cant see that nohow, he said. In course I knows that the Gulf Stream comes out the Gulf o Mexico, cuts across the Atlantic in a nor-easterly direction, goes slap agin the west of England, Ireland, and Scotland, and then scurries away up the coast o Norway  though why it should do so is best known to itself; praps its arter the fashion of an angry woman, accordin to its own sweet will; but what has that got for to do wi the Bay of Biscay O? Thats wot I wants to know.

More to do with it than you think, Jack, answered the soldier. In the first place, youre not quite, though partly, correct about the Gulf Stream

Well, I aint zactly a scienkrific stoodent, you know. Dont purfess to be.

Just so, Jack. Neither am I, but I have inquired into this matter in a general way, an heres my notions about it.

Draw it fine, Willum; dont be flowery, said the sailor, renewing his quid. Moreover, if youll take the advice of an old salt youll keep a tighter grip o that belayin-pin youve got hold of, unless you wants to be washed overboard. Now then, fire away! Im all attention, as the cat said at the mouth o the mouse-hole.

Well, then, began Armstrong, with the slightly conscious air of superior knowledge, the Gulf Stream does not rise in the Gulf of Mexico

Did I say that it did, Willum?

Well, you said that it came out of the Gulf of Mexico  and, no doubt, so far you are right, but what I mean is that it does not originate there.

Wy dont you say what you mean, then, Willum, instead o pitchin into a poor chap as makes no pretence to be a purfessor? Heave ahead!

Well, Jack, continued the soldier, with more care as to his statements, I believe, on the best authority, that the Gulf Stream is only part of a great ocean current which originates at the equator, and a small bit of which flows north into the Atlantic, where it drives into the Gulf of Mexico. Finding no outlet there it rushes violently round the gulf

Gits angry, no doubt, an thats what makes it hot? suggested the sailor.

Perhaps! Anyhow, it then flows, as you say, in a nor-easterly direction to the coasts of Great Britain and Ireland. But it does more than that. It spreads as it goes, and also rushes straight at the coasts of France and Spain. Here, however, it meets a strong counter current running south along these same coasts of France an Spain. That is difficulty number one. It has to do battle wi that current, and you know, Jack, wherever theres a battle theres apt to be convulsions of some sort. Well, then, a nor-westerly gale comes on and rolls the whole o the North Atlantic Ocean against these coasts. So here you have this part of the Gulf Stream caught in another direction  on the port quarter, as you sailors might call it

Never mind wot us sailors might call it, Willum. Wotever you say on that pint youre sure to be wrong. Heave ahead!

Well, then, continued Armstrong, with a laugh, thats trouble number two; and these troubles, youll observe, apply to the whole west coast of both countries; but in the Bay of Biscay there is still another difficulty, for when these rushing and tormented waters try to escape, they are met fair in the face by the whole north coast of Spain, and thus

I sees it! exclaimed Molloy, with a sudden beam of intelligence, youve hit the nail on the head, Willum. Gulf Stream flies at France in a hot rage, finds a cool current, or customer, flowin down south that shouts Belay there! At it they go, tooth an nail, when down comes a nor-wester like a wolf on the fold, takes the Stream on the port quarter, as you say, an drives both it an the cool customer into the bay, where the north o Spain cries Avast heavin, both o you! an drives em back to where the nor-westers drivin em on! No wonder theres a mortal hullaballoo in the Bay o Biscay! Why, mate, where got ye all that larnin?

Before his friend could reply, a terrific plunge of the vessel, a vicious shriek of the wind, and the entrance of another tremendous sea, suggested that the elements were roused to unusual fury at having the secrets of their operations thus ruthlessly revealed, and also suggested the propriety of the two friends seeking better shelter down below.

While this storm was raging, Miles lay in his hammock, subjected to storms of the bosom with occasional calms between. He was enjoying one of the calms when Armstrong passed his hammock and asked how he was getting on.

Very well, Willie. Soon be all right, I think, he replied, with a contented smile.

For at that moment he had been dwelling on the agreeable fact that he had really rescued Marion Drew from probable death, and that her parents gratefully recognised the service  as he learned from the clergyman himself, who expressed his gratitude in the form of frequent visits to and pleasant chats with the invalid.

The interest and sympathy which Miles had felt on first seeing this man naturally increased, and at last he ventured to confide to him the story of his departure from home, but said nothing about the changed name. It is needless to relate all that was said on the occasion. One can easily imagine the bearing of a good deal of it. The result on Miles was not very obvious at the time, but it bore fruit after many days.

The calm in our heros breast was not, however, of long duration. The thought that, as a private in a marching regiment, he had not the means to maintain Marion in the social position to which she had been accustomed, was a very bitter thought, and ruffled the sea of his feelings with a stiff breeze. This freshened to something like a gale of rebellion when he reflected that his case was all but hopeless; for, whatever might have been the truth of the statement regarding the French army under Napoleon, that every soldier carried a marshals baton in his knapsack, it did not follow that soldiers in the British army of the present day carried commissions in their knapsacks. Indeed, he knew it was by no means a common thing for men to rise from the ranks, and he was well aware that those who did so were elevated in virtue of qualities which he did not possess.

He was in the midst of one of his bosom storms when Sergeant Hardy came to inquire how he did.

Somehow the quiet, grave, manly nature of that sergeant had a powerful effect, not only on Miles but on every one with whom he came in contact. It was not so much his words as his manner that commended him. He was curiously contradictory, so to speak, in character and appearance. The stern gravity of his countenance suggested a hard nature, but lines of good-humour lurking about the eyes and mouth put to flight the suggestion, and acts of womanly tenderness on many occasions turned the scale the other way. A strong, tall, stiffly upright and slow-moving frame, led one to look only for elephantine force, but when circumstances required prompt action our sergeant displayed powers of cat-like activity, which were all the more tremendous that they seemed incongruous and were unexpected. From his lips you looked for a voice of thunder  and at drill you were not disappointed  but on ordinary occasions his speech was soft and low; bass indeed as to its quality, but never harsh or loud.

A gale is brewing up from the nor-west, so Jack Molloy says, remarked Hardy, as he was about to pass on.

Why, I thought it was blowing a gale now! returned Miles. At least it seems so, if we may judge from the pitching and plunging.

Ah, lad, you are judging from the landlubbers view-point, returned the sergeant. Wait a bit, and you will understand better what Molloy means when he calls this only a capful of wind.

Miles had not to wait long. The gale when fully brewed up proved to be no mean descendant of the family of storms which have tormented the celebrated bay since the present economy of nature began; and many of those who were on board of the troop-ship at that time had their eyes opened and their minds enlarged as to the nature of a thorough gale; when hatches have to be battened down, and the dead-lights closed; when steersmen have to be fastened in their places, and the maddened sea seems to roar defiance to the howling blast, and all things movable on deck are swept away as if they were straws, and many things not meant to be movable are wrenched from their fastenings with a violence that nothing formed by man can resist, and timbers creak and groan, and loose furniture gyrates about until smashed to pieces, and well-guarded glass and crockery leap out of bounds to irrecoverable ruin, and even the seamen plunge about and stagger, and landsmen hold on to ring-bolts and belaying-pins, or cling to bulkheads for dear life, while mighty billows, thundering in-board, hiss along the decks, and everything, above, below, and around, seems being swept into eternity by the besom of destruction!

But the troop-ship weathered the storm nobly; and the good Lord sent fine weather and moderate winds thereafter; and ere long the soldiers were enjoying the sunshine, the sparkling waters, and the sight of the lovely shores of the blue Mediterranean.

Soon after that broken bones began to mend, and bruises to disappear; and our hero, thoroughly recovered from his accident, as well as greatly improved in general health, returned to his duties.

But Miles was not a happy man, for day by day he felt more and more severely that he had put himself in a false position. Besides the ever-increasing regret for having hastily forsaken home, he had now the bitter reflection that he had voluntarily thrown away the right to address Marion Drew as an equal.

During the whole voyage he had scarcely an opportunity of speaking a word to her. Of course the warm-hearted girl did not forget the important service that had been rendered to her by the young soldier, and she took more than one occasion to visit the fore part of the vessel for the purpose of expressing her gratitude and asking about his health, after he was able to come on deck; but as her father accompanied her on these occasions, the conversation was conducted chiefly between him and the reverend gentleman. Still, it was some comfort to hear her voice and see her eyes beaming kindly on him.

Once the youth inadvertently expressed his feelings in his look, so that Marions eye-lids dropped, and a blush suffused her face, to hide which she instantly became unreasonably interested in the steam-winch beside which they were standing, and wanted to understand principles of engineering which had never troubled her before!

What is the use of that curious machine? she asked, turning towards it quickly.

Wy, Miss, answered Jack Molloy, who chanced to be sitting on a spare yard close at hand working a Turks head on a manrope, thats the steam-winch, that is the thing wot we uses wen we wants to hoist things out o the hold, or lower em into it.

Come, Marion, we must not keep our friend from his duties, said Mr Drew, nodding pleasantly to Miles as he turned away.

The remark was called forth by the fact that Miles had been arrested while on his way to the galley with a dish of salt pork, and with his shirt-sleeves, as usual, tucked up!

Only once during the voyage did our hero get the chance of talking with Marion alone. The opportunity, like most pieces of good fortune, came unexpectedly. It was on a magnificent night, just after the troop-ship had left Malta. The sea was perfectly calm, yet affected by that oily motion which has the effect of breaking a reflected moon into a million fragments. All nature appeared to be hushed, and the stars were resplendent. It was enough, as Jack Molloy said, to make even a bad man feel good!

Do ee speak from personal experience, Jack? asked a comrade on that occasion.

I might, Jim, if you wasnt here, retorted Molloy; but its not easy to feel bad alongside o you.

Thats like a double-edged sword, Jack  cuts two ways. Wich way dee mean it?

Wichever way you please, as the man said wen the alligator axed im wether hed prefer to be chawed up or bolted whole.

Concluding that, on the whole, the conversation of his friends did not tend to edification, Miles left them and went to one of the starboard gangways, from which he could take a contemplative view of Nature in her beautiful robe of night. Curiously enough, Marion chanced to saunter towards the same gangway, and unexpectedly found him there.

A lovely night, Mr Miles, she remarked.

Miles started, and turned with slight confusion in his face, which, happily, the imperfect light concealed.

Beautiful indeed! he exclaimed, thinking of the face before him  not of the night!

A cool, beautiful night like this, continued the girl  who was of the romantic age of sixteen will remain long, I should think, in your memory, and perhaps mitigate, in some degree, the hardships that are before you on the burning sand of Egypt.

The memory of this night, returned Miles, with fervour, will remain with me for ever! It will not only mitigate what you are pleased to call hardships, but will cause me to forget them altogether  forget everything!

Nay, that were impossible, rejoined Marion, with a slight laugh; for a true soldier cannot forget Duty!

True, true, said Miles dubiously; at least it ought to be true; and I have no doubt is so in many cases, but

What more he might have said cannot now be told, for they were interrupted at the moment by Captain Lacey, who, happening to walk in that direction, stopped and directed Miss Drews attention to a picturesque craft, with high lateen sails, which had just entered into the silver pathway of the moon on the water.

Miles felt that it would be inappropriate in him to remain or to join in the conversation. With a heart full of disappointment and indignation he retired, and sought refuge in the darkest recesses of the pantry, to which he was welcome at all times, being a great favourite with the steward.

Whether it was the smell of the cheese or the ketchup we know not, but here better thoughts came over our hero. Insignificant causes often produce tremendous effects. The touching of a trigger is but a small matter; the effects of such a touch are sometimes deadly as well as touching. Possibly the sugar, if not the cinnamon, may have been an element in his change of mind. At all events it is safe to say that the general smell of groceries was associated with it.

Under the benign influence of this change he betook himself to the berth of the chief ships-carpenter, with whom also he was a favourite. Finding the berth empty, and a light burning in it, he sat down to wait for his friend. The place was comparatively quiet and retired. Bethinking himself of the little packet which he had received at Portsmouth, and which still lay unopened in the breast-pocket of his shell-jacket, he pulled it out. Besides a Testament, it contained sundry prettily covered booklets written by Miss Robinson and others to interest the public in our soldiers, as well as to amuse the soldiers themselves. In glancing through Our Soldiers and Sailors, Institute Memories, Our Warfare, The Victory, Heavens Light our Guide, Good-bye, and similar works, two facts were suddenly impressed upon his mind, and strongly illuminated  namely, that there is such a thing as living for the good of others, and that up to that time he had lived simply and solely for himself!

The last sentence that had fallen from the lips of Marion that night was also strongly impressed upon him: a true soldier cannot forget Duty! and he resolved that Duty should be his lifes watchword thenceforward. Such is the influence that a noble-minded woman may unconsciously have over even an unsteady man!

Soon after this the troop-ship reached the end of her voyage, and cast anchor off the coast of Egypt, near the far-famed city of Alexandria.




Chapter Nine.

Our Hero meets a Friend unexpectedly in Peculiar Circumstances, and has a very Strange Encounter.

Miles Miltons first experience in Alexandria was rather curious, and, like most surprising things, quite unlooked for.

The troops were not permitted to land immediately on arrival, but of course no such prohibition lay on the passengers, who went off immediately. In the hurry of doing so, the clergyman and his family missed saying good-bye to Miles, who happened to be on duty in some remote part of the vessel at the time, and the shore-boat could not be delayed. This caused Mr and Mrs Drew much regret, but we cannot add that it caused the same to Miss Drew, because that young lady possessed considerable command of feature, and revealed no feeling at all on the occasion.

Miles was greatly disappointed when he found that they had gone, but consoled himself with the hope that he could make use of his first days leave to find them out in the town and say good-bye.

But why encourage hope? thought Miles to himself, with bitterness in his heart; Im only a private. Marion will never condescend to think of me. What have I to offer her except my worthless self? (you see Miles was beginning to see through himself faintly.) Even if my father were a rich man, able to buy me out of the army and leave me a fortune  which he is not  what right have I to expect that a girl like Marion would risk her happiness with a fellow who has no profession, no means of subsistence, and who has left home without money and without leave? Bah! Miles, you are about the greatest goose that ever put on a red coat!

He was getting on, you see! If he had put sinner for goose, his shot would have been nearer the mark; as it was, all things considered, it was not a miss. He smarted considerably under the self-condemnation. If a comrade had said as much he would have resented it hotly, but a man is wonderfully lenient to himself!

Under the impulse of these feelings he sought and obtained leave to go into the town. He wished to see how the new Soldiers Institute being set up there was getting along. He had promised Miss Robinson to pay it a visit. That was his plea. He did not feel called upon to inform his officer of his intention to visit the Drews! That was quite a private matter  yet it was the main matter; for, on landing, instead of inquiring for the spot where the new Institute was being erected, he began a search among the various hotels where English visitors were wont to put up. The search was successful. He found the hotel, but the family had gone out, he was told, and were not expected back till evening.

Disappointment, of course, was the result; but he would wait. It is amazing what an amount of patience even impatient men will exercise when under the influence of hope! There was plenty of time to run down and see the Institute, but he might miss his friends if they should chance to come in and go out again during his absence. What should he do?

Bother the Institute! he muttered to himself. Its only bricks an mortar after all, and I dont know a soul there.

He was wrong on both of these points, as we shall see.

Whats the use of my going? he murmured, after a reflective pause.

You promised the ladies of the Portsmouth Institute that youd go to see it, and report progress, said that extraordinary Something inside of him, which had a most uncomfortable way of starting up and whispering when least expected to do so.

And, added Something, every gentleman should keep his word.

True, replied Miles, almost angrily, though inaudibly; but Im not a gentleman, Im only a private!

Goose! retorted that pertinacious Something; is not every private a gentleman who acts like one? And is not every gentleman a blackguard who behaves as such?

Miles was silenced. He gave in, and went off at once to visit the Institute.

As he walked down the long straight street leading to the Grand Square, which had been almost destroyed by the bombardment, he passed numerous dirty drinking-shops, and wondered that English soldiers would condescend to enter such disgusting places. He was but a young soldier, and had yet to learn that, to men who have been fairly overcome by the power of the fiend Strong Drink, no place is too disgusting, and no action too mean, so that it but leads to the gratification of their intolerable craving. It is said that in two streets only there were 500 of these disreputable drinking-shops.

All sorts and conditions of men passed him as he went along: Turks, Greeks, Arabs, Negroes, Frenchmen, Italians, and Englishmen, the gay colours of whose picturesque costumes lent additional brilliancy to the sunny scene. The sight of the dark-skinned men and veiled women of the Arab quarter did more, however, than anything else to convince our hero that he had at last really reached the East  the land of the ancient Pharaohs, the Pyramids, the Arabian Nights Entertainments, and of modern contention!

Presently he came upon the piece of waste ground which had been chosen as the site of the new Institute. It was covered with the ruins  shattered cement, glass, tiles, and general wreckage  of the buildings that had stood there before the bombardment, and on three sides it was surrounded by heaps of stones, shattered walls, and rubbish, some acres in extent. But the place had the great advantage of being close to the old harbour, not far from the spot where ancient Alexandria stood, and was open to the fresh, cooling breezes that came in from the sea.

Arab workmen were busily employed at the time on the foundations of the building, under the superintendence of an unmistakable and soldierly-looking Englishman, whose broad back was presented to Miles as he approached. Turning suddenly round, Mr Tufnell, the manager of the Portsmouth Institute, confronted the visitor with a stern but perspiring visage, which instantly became illuminated with a beaming smile.

What! Tufnell! exclaimed our hero, in amazement.

Ay, Miles; as large as life.

Larger than life, if anything, said Miles, grasping the proffered hand, and shaking it warmly. Why, man, the air of Egypt seems to magnify you.

More likely that the heat of Egypt is making me grow. What are you rubbing your eyes for?

To make sure that they do not deceive, answered Miles. Did I not leave you behind me at Portsmouth?

So you did, friend; but the voyage in a troop-ship is not the fastest method of reaching Egypt. As you see, Ive overshot you in the race. I have come to put up the new building. But come to my palace here and have a talk and a cup of coffee. Glad to see that the voyage has agreed with you.

They reached the palace to which the manager referred, and found it to be a cottage of corrugated iron amidst the rubbish.

Here, said Tufnell, offering his friend a chair, I spend all my time and reign supreme  monarch of all I survey. These are my subjects, he added, pointing to the Arab workmen; that wilderness of rubbish is my kingdom; and yon heap of iron and stone is the material out of which we mean to construct our Alexandria Institute. To save time, (the most valuable article in the world, if youll believe me), Miss Robinson, as, perhaps, you may have heard, bought an old iron edifice in London, known as the Brompton Oratory, and sent it out here  like a convict  at Government expense. You see, not only the public, but Government, have now come to recognise the value of her work for soldiers.

And your subjects, the Arabs  are they obedient and loyal? asked Miles.

Pretty well; but they give me some trouble now and then. The other day, for instance, we had a sad accident, which at one time I feared would land us in serious difficulties. It is necessary, you must know, in laying foundations here, to dig through the sand some twelve to fifteen feet till water is reached, and then we lay a solid stone foundation about nine feet wide. Well, while digging this foundation, the sand fell in on one of the workmen. I off coat at once and set to work with a shovel, shouting to the fellows to help me. Instead of helping, they rushed at me in a body to prevent my interfering in the matter. Then they quarrelled among themselves as to the best way of getting the man out, and the result was that the poor fellow was suffocated, though he might easily have been rescued by prompt action. But that was not the end of it! The relations and friends of the man came down, made Eastern howling and lamentation over him, and laid his corpse at the door of my cottage, holding me responsible for his life, and demanding compensation! And it was not till I had paid a few francs to every brother and cousin and relative belonging to him that their grief was appeased and the dead body carried away.

Still the matter did not end here, for next day the workmen said the accident was owing to the omission of a sacrifice at the commencement of the work, and they must have a lamb to kill on the ground, or more lives would certainly be lost. So I bought them a lamb, which they duly killed, cooked, and ate, after sprinkling its blood on the four corners of the foundation and on the walls. I had the skin of this lamb dressed and sent home as a curiosity. See note 1.

You appear to have pretty rough times of it then, on the whole, said Miles.

I never counted on smooth times, returned Tufnell; besides, being used to roughing it, I am always glad to do so in a good cause. My palace, as you see, is not a bad one, though small. It is pretty hot too, as you seem to feel; and they tell me there will be some interesting variety in my experiences when the rainy season sets in! I wouldnt mind it so much if I could only be left to sleep in peace at nights. I stay here, you see, night and day, and what wi the Arabs prowling around, whispering and trying to get in, and the wild dogs makin the neighbourhood a place o public meeting  barking, howling, and quarrelling over their sorrows like human beins, they dont give me much rest.

I have read of these dogs before, said Miles. Are they really as wild and dangerous as they get credit for?

If youd seen the fight I had wi them the other night youd have no doubt on that point. Why, a gang of em made a regular attack on me, and if it hadnt been that I was pretty active with my sword-stick, theyd have torn me in bits. Let me advise you never to go out after nightfall without one. Is that one in your hand?

No, it is merely a cane.

Well, exchange with me. Theres no saying when you may want it.

Tufnell took a light sword-stick which lay on the table and handed it to Miles, who accepted it laughingly, and without the slightest belief that he should ever have occasion to use it.

In chatting about the plans of the building and the prospects of success, our hero became at last so deeply interested  partly, no doubt, because of his friends enthusiasm  that he forgot the flight of time, and the evening was advancing before he rose to leave.

Now, Tufnell, he said suddenly, I must be off, I have another call of importance to make.

What! wont you stop and have a cup of coffee with me?

Impossible. My business is urgent. I want to see friends whom I may not have the chance of seeing again. Good-night.

Good-night, then, and have a care of the dogs, specially after nightfall.

On returning to the hotel shortly after sunset, Miles came to the conclusion that his love must certainly be true, for its course was not running smooth. His friends had not yet returned. Mrs Drew had indeed come back, alone in a cab, but she had von headik an vas go to the bed.

Waiting about in front of the hotel for an hoar or two proved to be too much for our heros nerves; he therefore made up his mind to exhaust his nervous system by means of a smart walk. Soon he found himself in a lonely place, half-way between the Grand Square and the Ramleh Gate, with a deliciously cool breeze playing on his brow, and a full moon sailing overhead.

No one was moving about on the road along which he walked. He had it all to himself at first, and the evening would have been quiet as well as beautiful but for the yelping dogs which had, by that time, come out of their day-dens to search and fight for food and hold their nightly revels.

All round him were the heaps of rubbish caused by bombardment, and the ruined houses which war had rendered tenantless, though here and there the uprising of new buildings proved that the indomitable energy of man was not to be quelled by war or anything else. A flickering oil-lamp placed here and there at intervals threw a sickly yellow light into dark recesses which the moonbeams failed to reach. Intermingled with these were a few date-palms and bananas. After a time he observed a couple of figures in advance of him  a man and woman  walking slowly in the same direction.

Not wishing to have his thoughts disturbed, he pushed on, intending to pass the wayfarers. He had got to within a hundred paces of them when he became aware of a violent pattering sound behind him. Stopping and looking back he saw a pack of eight or nine of the wild, half-famished dogs of the place coming along the road at full gallop. He was quite aware that they were the savage, masterless creatures which keep close in hiding during the day, and come out at night to search for something to devour, but he could not bring himself to believe that any sort of dog was a dangerous animal. He therefore merely looked at them with interest as being natives of the place!

They passed without taking notice of him  as ugly and wolfish a pack as one could wish to see  led by a big fellow like a ragged disreputable collie. They also passed, with apparent indifference, the wayfarers in advance, who had stopped to look at them.

Suddenly, and without a note of warning, the whole pack turned and rushed back, yelling fiercely, towards the man and woman. The latter clung to the left arm of the former, who raised his stick, and brought it down with such good-will on the skull of the foremost dog that it reeled back with an angry howl. It was not cowed, however, for it came on again, but the man, instead of striking it, thrust the end of his stick down its throat and checked it a second time. Still unsubdued, the fierce animal flew at him once more, and would certainly have overcome him if Miles had not run to the rescue at the first sign of attack. Coming up quickly, he brought his cane down on the dogs head with all his might, having quite forgotten the sword in the excitement of the moment! The blow did nothing to the dog, but it shattered the cane, leaving the sword exposed! This was fortunate. A quick thrust sent the dog flying away with yells of pain and fear, followed by all his companions, who seemed to take their cue entirely from their leader.

Turning to congratulate the wayfarers on their escape, Miles confronted Mr Drew and his daughter Marion!

If he had encountered the glare of the great sea-serpent he could scarcely have been taken more completely aback.

My dear young friend, said the clergyman, recovering himself and grasping the passive hand of the young soldier with enthusiasm, though he could not help smiling at his obvious embarrassment, you seem to have been raised up to be our rescuer!

I hope I have been raised up for something even more satisfactory than that, thought Miles, but he did not say so! What he did say  in a stammering fashion  was to the effect that he hoped he might be called on to  to  render many more such trifling services  no  he did not quite mean that, but if they should ever again be in danger, he hoped they would call on him to  to  that is  

But I hope sincerely, he added, changing the subject abruptly, that you are not hurt, Miss Drew?

Oh dear no; only a little frightened. But, father, are you sure that you are not hurt?

Quite sure; only a little sprain, I think, or twist in my right ankle. The attack was so sudden, you see, that in the hurry to meet it my foot turned over. Give me your arm, my young friend. There; it will be all right in a few minutes. How you tremble, Marion! Your nerves have received a greater shock than you imagine, and a lame man is but a poor support. Give her your other arm, Mr Miles. You are stout enough to support us both.

Stout enough to support them both! Ay, at that moment Miles felt stout enough to support the entire world, like Atlas, on his own broad shoulders! With a blush, that the moon generously refused to reveal, Marion laid her hand lightly on the soldiers arm. It was much too light a touch, and did not distribute with fairness the weight of his burden, for the old gentleman hung heavily on the other arm. Mr Drew walked very slowly, and with evident pain, for the twist of the ankle had been much more severe than he at first imagined.

You will come in and sup with us, said Mr Drew, on at last reaching the hotel door.

Impossible. I am exceedingly sorry, but my time has almost expired. Indeed, I fear it has expired already, and duty comes before everything else. Your daughter taught me that lesson, sir, on board ship!

Oh you hypocrite! remarked his familiar and plain-spoken internal friend; where was this grand sense of duty when you left home in a rage without by your leave to father or mother? Miles could make no reply. He had a tendency to silence when this friend spoke, and returned to barracks in a pensive mood, just in time, as Armstrong said, to save his bacon.



Note 1. This fleece is now, among other curiosities, at the Portsmouth Institute.




Chapter Ten.

Off to the Wars.

The troops sent out to Egypt at that time were much wanted to reinforce the southern frontier and defend it from the attacks of Osman Digna, who, with a large host of the dusky warriors of the Soudan, was giving the defenders much trouble, and keeping them incessantly on the qui vive.

Miles Milton had no time while in Alexandria for anything but duty. He saw Marion only once again before leaving, but did not find an opportunity to converse with her alone. To do him justice, he had not the most distant intention of declaring the state of his feelings, even if the opportunity had been given. He merely desired to be in her company for a little on any terms whatever!

On that occasion, however, he contrived to scorch his heart with a double dose of jealousy, for he found two young men visiting the clergyman, each of whom seemed to be a friend of the family. One was a spendthrift named Rentworth  a young traveller of that loose, easy-going type which is occasionally met with in foreign parts, squandering the money of a rich father. He was a decidedly handsome young fellow, but with the stamp of dissipation already on his countenance. The other was a telegraph engineer, with honesty and good-nature in every line of his plain countenance.

Both of these youths paid marked attention to Marion  at least Miles thought so  and he hated them both accordingly; all the more that he felt their eyes to be fixed upon him while he was bidding her farewell. He did not say Good-bye. That was too commonplace  in the circumstances almost childish.

There was one gleam of comfort in the fact, however, that Marion echoed the word, and that he thought  indeed he was sure  her hand trembled slightly as she returned, or rather received, his squeeze. Miles was very stern of countenance and remarkably upright in figure while these adieux were being said  for the glare of his rivals, he thought, was upon him.

How the poor fellow got through the preparations and packing and parades that were necessary when the order came abruptly for the regiment to start for Suez we cannot tell. He went about everything mechanically, or like a man in a dream. And it was not till they had fairly started in the railway train that he became alive to the serious fact that he was actually off to the wars!

The accommodation for passengers in that train was not good. Distinctly bad, indeed, would be the proper term to apply to the kind of cattle-truck in which Miles found himself with a detachment of the gallant 310th Infantry; and soon the blinding dust of Egypt reminded our young soldier that the real battle of life had fairly begun.

Youll get over it in time, my poor fellow, said his friend Armstrong, who sat beside him.

You need the same consolation yourself, friend Willie, retorted Miles, wiping the dust out of the corners of his eyes.

I didnt mean that, returned his friend. You know what I mean! But cheer up; absence makes the heart grow fonder  at the same time it makes a fellow fit for duty. I have gone through it myself, and know all about it.

Miles flushed and felt inclined at first to resent this allusion to the state of his affections, but he was fortunately saved from taking any notice of it by a sudden burst of laughter among the men at a remark from Corporal Flynn, who, although this was his first visit to Egypt, had undertaken to point out to his comrades the various localities which he chose to assume were more or less connected with Scripture history!

The first part of the journey was not particularly interesting, and what with the fine sand and the great heat the men began to experience the discomforts of an Eastern climate, and to make frequent application to their water-bottles. It would have been well if they had contented themselves with water, and with the cold tea which some of them had been provident enough to save up at breakfast; but when they reached the first station where there was a five minutes halt, some of them managed to smuggle strong drink into the train. One immediate result was that the men became more noisy.

Come, give us a song, Gaspard, cried several voices, apparently inspired at the same moment with the same idea and desire.

Wan wid a rousin chorus, boy, cried Flynn.

Gaspard complied, being ever ready to oblige, but whether it was the heat, or the dust, or the rousin chorus, or the drink, the song was a partial failure. Perhaps it was the excess of tremulo induced by the motion of the train! At all events it fell flat, and, when finished, a hilarious loud-voiced man named Simkin, or Rattling Bill, struck up Rule Britannia, which more than made amends for the other, and was sung with intense vigour till the next station was reached.

Here more drink was smuggled on board the train, and, as a natural consequence, men became troublesome. A morose man named Sutherland, who was apt to grow argumentative and quarrelsome in his cups, made an assertion in reference to something terrestrial, which had no particular interest for any mortal man. Simkin contradicted it. Sutherland repeated it. Simkin knocked Sutherlands helmet overboard. Sutherland returned the compliment in kind, and their comrades had to quell an intestine war, while the lost head-pieces were left on the arid plain, where they were last seen surrounded by wonder-stricken and long-legged natives of the Flamingo tribe.

This loss was a serious one, for exposure of the head to the sun in such a climate is exceedingly dangerous, and the old hands had great difficulty in impressing the fact on Rattling Bill and Sutherland, who, with the obstinacy of greenhorns, made light of the danger, and expressed disbelief in sunstroke.

Of course considerable interest was manifested when the station of Tel-el-Kebir was reached.

Its two mile from this, Ive bin towld, said Flynn, where the great battle was fowt.

How dee know that, Flynn? asked one.

How do I know anything Im towld but by belaivin it? returned the corporal.

Its my opeenion, said the big Scotsman Macleod, that if there had been ony better troops than Egeeptians to fecht wi, oor men an my Lord Wolseley wadna hae fund it sic an easy job.

But it is said that the Egyptians were brave enough, and fought and died like men till they were fairly overpowered, said Moses Pyne, who, being young and ardent, besides just, felt bound to stand up for dead foes.

Im no objeckin to their bravery, returned the Scot. They did the best they could; but what was to be expeckit o a wheen men that was dragged to the field against their wull, an made to fecht afore they weel kent hoo to use their airms?

Anyhow they gave us a chance to show what British soldiers can do, said Rattling Bill.

An sure theres plenty more where they came from to give us another chance, said Flynn.

Thats true, boys. Three cheers for the heroes of Tel-el-Kebir, dead and livin! cried Armstrong, setting the example.

The response was prompt and hearty, and for a few moments a forest of white helmets waved in the air.

The enthusiasm was not allowed to cool, for the next station was Kassassin, where the Life Guards and our cavalry made their midnight charges; and where there occurred, perhaps, one of the longest days fighting in the war of 1882. Here, also, they saw the graves of the poor fellows who fell at that time, but the sight did not depress the men much. The somewhat lugubrious Sutherland alone seemed to take a serious view of such matters.

Its a vera weel for licht-hearted lads like you to laugh an cheer, he said, but theres naething mair certain than that some o you thats laughin an cheerin yenoo, an boastin o lickin the Soudan neegers, ll fill sandy graves afore lang.

You dont know that, Scotty. Praps well all escape and return to old England together, said one of his comrades.

Arrah! if I did git into wan o the sandy graves ye spake of, remarked Flynn, I do belaive Id rise out of it just for the pleasure o contradictin you, Sutherland.

Hm! nae doot. Contradictiousness whiles maks fowk lively that wad be dull an deed eneuch withoot it. But did onybody iver hear o a regment gaun oot to the wars an comin back jist as it went? Thats the question

As Hamlets ghost said when he was takin a night-walk to cool his-self, interposed Simkin.

It wasna his ghost; it was his faithers ghost, cried Sutherland; an Im no sure that

Howld yer tongues, both o ye! cried Flynn; sure the loss o yer helmets is beginning to tell on yer heads already. What can the line be I see in the distance over there? I do belaive its another o thim broad rivers that seem to cut up this land all into stripes.

Why, its the canal, man, cried Moses Pyne, who was more or less enthusiastic about all the sights and scenes they were passing. Dont ye see the ships?

Sure enough, youre right, Moses, as ye ginerally are whin youre not wrong. Theres some ships comin wan way, an some goin the other. Och! but he is a great jainius that Frenchman as tied the two says togither  Lips  Lisps  what is it they calls him? Ive clane forgot.

Lesseps, said Miles, as he gazed with unusual interest on this wonderful highway of nations.

The troops reached Suez after a ten hours journey, the distance being about 230 miles. Our hero made the acquaintance here of a private of marines named Stevenson, with whom he afterwards served in the Soudan, and with whom he became very friendly, not only because their spirits were sympathetic, but because, having been brought up in the same part of England, they had similar memories and associations in regard to home. Only those who have wandered long and far from their native land can understand the attractive influence that arises between men who meet abroad, and find that they can chat about the same places and persons in the old country.

It was Saturday when the troops arrived at Suez, and the heavy dew that fell rendered the night bitterly cold, and felt to be so all the more because of the intense heat of the day. Sunday began with rousing out at six, breakfast at seven, parade at eight, and divine service thereafter. As there was no clergyman at the place at the time, the duty was performed by one of the officers. Doubtless among the officers there are men who not only can read prayers well, but who have the spirit of prayer in them. That such, however, is not always the case may be gathered from the remark of one of the men upon this occasion.

Wy, you know, Tom, said this rather severe critic to his comrade confidentially, theres one advantage in fast readin, that it gets the business soon over, which is some sort o comfort to fellows that has got to attend whether they like it or not, hot or cold, fresh or tired, unless dooty prevents. But the hofficer that did dooty to-day seemed to me to ave made a wager to read the prayers against time, an that can do no good at all to any one, you know. Far better, in my opinion, to ave no service at all. No wonder men wont listen. Why, its a mockery  thats what it is.

A walk round Suez with Armstrong and Stevenson till tattoo at 9:30 finished the day, and convinced Miles and his friends that the sooner they bade adieu to that place the better for all of them.

Their wishes were gratified almost sooner than they wished!




Chapter Eleven.

New and Sad mingled with Curious Experiences.

At Suez Miles Milton first made acquaintance with the shady side of war.

Before the commanding officer, after parade next morning, they received marching orders, and kit-muster followed. In the afternoon the Loch-Ard steamer came in from Suakim, with sick, wounded, and invalids, and a large party was told off to assist in landing them and their baggage. Miles was one of the party. The dock where the vessel lay was three miles off, and the greater part of this distance the invalids were brought by train; but the latter part of the journey had to be done on foot by those who could walk, and on stretchers by those who could not.

Oh! it was pitiful to see those battered, sunburnt, bloodless young men, with deep lines of suffering on their faces, aged before their time, and the mere wrecks of what they once were. Men who had gone to that region strong, active, ruddy, enthusiastic, and who, after a few months, returned thus feeble and shattered  some irreparably so; others with perhaps years of joyless life before them; a few with the unmistakable stamp of death already on their brows.

There were about forty altogether. Some, as we have said, were carried from the vessel, and not one of the forlorn band could get on without the assistance of their fresh comrades from England.

One tall, deep-chested young soldier, who must have been a splendid specimen of manhood when he landed in Egypt, was supported on one side by Miles, and on the other by Stevenson.

Halt a moment, said the invalid, in a weak voice and with an apologetic smile. I  I cant get along quite as fast as I used to.

His trembling legs and bowed back did not require the tongue or the large sunken eyes to confirm that obvious truth.

Poor fellow! said Miles  with difficulty, owing to the lump in his throat you ought to have had a stretcher. Here, sit down a bit on this stone. Have you been wounded?

Ay, returned the man with a look of quiet resignation that seemed to have become habitual to him, I have been wounded, but not by spear or bullet. Its the climate that has done for me. I used to think that nothing under the sun could quell me, but the Lord has seen fit to bring down my pride in that matter. At the same time, its only fair to say that He has also raised me up, and given me greater blessings than He has taken away. They told me in Portsmouth that He would, and it has come true.

At the Institute? asked Stevenson, eagerly.

Ay  the Soldiers Institute, answered the invalid.

God bless you! returned the marine, grasping his hand. It was there I was brought to God myself. Cheer up, brother! Youll soon be in hospital, where good food an physic an nursing will bring you round, may-hap, an make you as ship-shape as ever.

It may be so, if He wills it so, returned the trooper softly; but I have a little book called Our Warfare, and a letter from the Soldiers Friend in my pocket, which has done me more good than all the hospitals and physic in Egypt can do. Come, let us go on. Im better now.

Rising and putting a long arm round the shoulders of each of his new friends, the trooper slowly brought up the rear of the touching procession which had already passed them on its way to Suez.

In the vessel which had brought those unfortunate men from Suakim, Miles and his comrades soon found themselves advancing down that region of sweltering heat called the Red Sea. The sight of the disabled men had naturally, at first, a depressing effect on the men; but the influence of robust health, youth, strong hope, and that light-hearted courage which makes the British soldier so formidable to his foes, soon restored to most of them their wonted free-and-easy enjoyment of the present and disregard for the future. Even the serving out of cholera-belts and pocket-filters failed to allay their exuberant spirits.

The Loch-Ard, although doubtless a good ship for carrying coals, was very ill-suited to convey troops. But in times of war, and in distant lands, soldiers lay their account with roughing it.

They soon found that a little of the physic which is supposed to be rough on rats would have been of advantage; for the very first night many of the men were awakened by those creatures nibbling at their toes! Everything on board was dirty: the tin pannikins were rusty, the biscuit was mouldy and full of creatures that the captain called weevils and Macleod styled wee-deevils. Some of the biscuit was so bad that it had to be thrown away, and the remainder eaten, as Moses said, with closed eyes!

Its an ill wind that blaws naebody guid, said Macleod to Moses Pyne, as he came on deck to enjoy a pipe after their first dinner on board. What dee think that queer cratur Flynn is doin doon below?

Nothing very useful, I daresay, said Moses.

Yere wrang for ance. Hes lyin in ambush there, makin war on the rats  ay, an hes killed twa or three aready!

You dont say so! Ill go and see the fun.

So saying Moses went below, but had just reached the foot of the ladder when a boot caught him violently on the shins.

Hi! hallo! ho! shouted Moses.

Och! git out o the line o fire wid ye! Theres another! growled Flynn, as he fired a second boot, which whizzed past the intruder, and a sharp squeak told that it had not been fired in vain!

Moses beat a hasty retreat, and the Irishman continued the fight with that indomitable perseverance for which his countrymen are famous. There is no saying how long the action would have lasted, but in his energy he knocked away the support of a shelf behind him and a small cask of large nails, taking him in rear, sent him sprawling on the deck and routed him.

This misadventure did not, however, terminate the war. On the contrary, rat-hunting became a favourite pastime during the voyage down the Red Sea. Our hero, of course, took his turn at the fighting, but we believe that he never received a medal for his share in that war.

They spent one Sunday on the deep, but the only record made of it in the journal of the soldier from which most of our facts are gathered is that they had prayers in racing style  against time!

As if to cleanse themselves from the impropriety of this act the soldiers had a grand washing of clothes on the following day, and the day after that they arrived at Suakim.

It is what I call a dreary, dismal-looking town, said Miles to Armstrong, as they approached.

Might be worse, replied his friend.

Ye aye tak a cheery view o things, Airmstrong.

An what for no? asked Sutherland.

You may well ask why not, said Sergeant Hardy. I think it wisest to look always on the bright side of things.

Whether its dreary or pleasant well have to make the best we can of it, boys, said Stevenson; for this is to be our home for some time to come.

Horrible! growled Simkin, whose spirit was essentially rebellious.

Ochone! sighed Flynn, who, we need scarcely say, was essentially jolly.

Further remark was cut short by the voice of Captain Lacey ordering the men to fall in, as the colonel in command was coming on board to inspect them.

The night of the arrival of the 310th was dreadfully hot, insomuch that many of the men found it impossible to sleep. But in the silence of that night food for reflection was supplied to the wakeful, in the form of sounds that were new to many, but soon became familiar to all  namely, the boom of big guns and the rattle of musketry. Osman Digna was making one of his customary attacks on the town, and the defenders were repelling him. Of course the sanguine among the new arrivals were much excited, and eager to join in the fray; but their services were not required that night. Osman and his dusky hordes were being repulsed as usual, and the reinforcements were obliged to content themselves with merely listening to the sounds of war.




Chapter Twelve.

In Action at last.

No time was lost in sending the newly-arrived troops to their sphere of duty.

There was something appropriate in their landing on that day of gunpowdery memories, the 5th of November. It was four oclock when they disembarked. By four-thirty they were drawn up and inspected by the General, and immediately thereafter marched off in detachments to their respective stations  to Sphinx Redoubt, Fort Commodore, Bulimba, and other points of defence.

The detachment in which Miles Milton found himself was led by Captain Lacey to Sphinx Redoubt, where he was greatly pleased to find that his new friend, private Stevenson of the marines, was also stationed with some of his comrades.

There are probably times in the experiences of most of us when we seem to awake out of a long dream and begin to appreciate fully that the circumstances in which we are placed are stern realities after all. Such a time of awakening came to our hero when he and his comrades each received fifty rounds of ball-cartridge, and stood ready to repel assault on the defences of Suakim.

Hitherto drill and reviews had seemed to him a good deal like playing at soldiers. Even when the distant sound of the big guns and the rattle of small arms touched his ear, the slumber of unbelief was only broken  not quite dispelled. But now, weighted with the deadly missiles, with rifle in hand, with ears alert to every sound, and eyes open to every object that might present itself on the sandy waste beyond the redoubt, and a general feeling of expectancy pervading his thoughts and feelings, he became clearly convinced that the recent past was no flight of the imagination  that he was in very truth a soldier, and that his fighting career had in reality begun!

Now, it may not be out of place here to state that our hero was not by nature a combative man. We think it necessary to point this out, because the somewhat pugnacious introduction of Miles into our story may have misled the reader on this point. His desire for a soldiers life was founded on a notion that it would prove to be a roving, jovial, hilarious sort of life, with plenty of sport and adventure in foreign lands. Of course he knew that it implied fighting also, and he was quite ready for that when it should be required of him; but it did not occur to him to reflect very profoundly that soldiering also meant, in some instances, exposure to withering heat during the day and stifling heat during the night; to thirst that seems unquenchable, and fatigue from prolonged duty that seems irreparable; to fits of sickness that appear to eliminate from stalwart frames all the strength they had ever possessed; and fits of the blues that render the termination of life a subject of rather pleasant contemplation than otherwise. But all these things he found out at Suakim!

Moreover, it had not occurred to him to think deeply on the fact that fighting meant rushing at a fellow-man whose acquaintance he had not made before; against whom he had not the slightest feeling of ill-will, and skewering him with a bayonet, or sending a bullet into him which would terminate his career in mid-life, and leave a wife and children  perhaps a mother also  disconsolate. But he also found that out at Suakim!

We repeat that Miles had no desire to fight, though, of course, he had no objection. When the officer in command sent him and his comrades to their station  after the ball-cartridge supply just referred to  and told them to keep a sharp look-out, for Osman Digna was giving them a great deal of trouble at the time, and pointed out where they were to go if attacked, and warned them to be ready to turn out on the instant that the bugle should sound the alarm, Miles was as full of energy and determination to fight and die for his country as the best of his comrades, though he did not express so strong a wish for a brush with the enemy, as some of them did, or sympathise much with Corporal Flynn when he said  

Its wishin I am that Osman an his dirty naygurs would come down on us this night, for were fresh an hearty, just off the say, burnin for fame an glory, ivery mothers son of us, an fit to cut the black bastes up into mince-meat. Och! but its thirsty I am!

If ye spoke less an thocht mair ye wadna be sae dry, maybe, remarked Saunders, in a cynical tone.

Hoots, man, let the cratur alane, said Macleod, as he busied himself polishing up some dim parts of his rifle. Its no muckle pleesure were like to hae in this het place. Let the puir thing enjoy his boastin while he may.

Sure an were not widout consolation anyhow, retorted the corporal; for as long as weve got you, Mac, and your countryman, to cheer us wid your wise an lively talk well niver die o the blues.

As he spoke a tremendous explosion not far off caused the redoubt to tremble to its foundations. At the same moment the alarm sounded, the men sprang up, seized their arms, and stood ready for an attack; but to their surprise no attack was made.

Surely it must have been one of the mines you were telling me about, said Miles, in a low voice to Sergeant Gilroy, who stood near to him.

It was one of them unquestionably, for a corporal of the Berkshire regiment told me Lieutenant Young placed the mine there yesterday.

While Gilroy was speaking, Lieutenant Young himself came along, engaged in earnest conversation with Captain Lacey, and stood still close beside Miles.

What puzzles me, is that they have not followed it up with a few volleys, according to their usual custom, said the former, in a low voice. Luckily they seldom do any harm, for they are uncommonly bad shots, but they generally try their best to do us mischief, and always make a good deal of noise about it.

Perhaps, suggested Captain Lacey, your mine has done so much execution this time, and killed so many men, that theyve got a fright and run away.

It may be so, but I think not. The Soudanese are not easily frightened, as we have some cause to know.

Have you many mines about? asked the captain.

Yes, we have a good many. And they form a most important part of our defence, for we are not very well supplied with men, and the Egyptian troops are not to be depended on unless backed up by ours. These mines require to be carefully handled, however, for our shepherds take the cattle out to graze every day, so that if I were to fail to disconnect any of them in the mornings, we should have some of our cattle blown up; and if I failed to connect them again at night, the enemy would attack us more vigorously. As it is, they are very nervous about the mines. They have pluck to face any foe that they can see, but the idea of an unseen foe, who lurks underground anywhere, and may suddenly send them into the sky like rockets, daunts them a bit.

And little wonder! returned the captain. From what you say I judge that you have the management of most of the mines.

Of all of them, answered the lieutenant, with a modest look.

There was more than modesty in this young officer of Engineers; there was heroism also. He might have added, (though he did not), that this duty of connecting and disconnecting the mines each night and morning was such a dangerous service that he declined to take men out with him, and invariably did the work personally and alone.

The mystery of the explosion on the night we write of was explained next morning when a party sallied forth to see what damage had been done. They found, instead of dismembered men, the remnants of a poor little hare which had strayed across the fatal line of danger and been blown to atoms. Thus do the lives of the innocent too often fall a sacrifice to the misdeeds of the guilty!

Next night, however, the defenders were roused by a real attack.

The day had been one of the most trying that the new arrivals had yet experienced. The seasoned men, who had been formed by Nature, apparently, of indestructible material, said it was awful. The thermometer stood at above 110 degrees in the shade; there was not a breath of air moving; the men were panting, almost choking. Even the negroes groaned, and, drawing brackish water from a well in the fort, poured it over their heads and bodies  but with little benefit, for the water itself was between 95 and 100 degrees!

Itll try some o the new-comers to-night, if Im not mistaken, remarked one of the indestructible men above referred to, as he rose from dinner and proceeded to fill his pipe.

Why dyou think so? asked Sergeant Hardy, whose name was appropriate, for he continued for a long time to be one of the indestructibles.

Cause its always like this when were goin to have a horrible night.

Do the nights vary much? asked Armstrong, who was still busy with his knife and fork.

Of course they do, returned the man. Sometimes you have it quite chilly after a hot day. Other times you have it suffocatin  like the Black Hole of Calcutta  as itll be to-night.

What sort o hole was that? asked Simkin, whose knowledge of history was not extensive.

It was a small room or prison into which they stuffed a lot of our men once, in India, in awful hot weather, an kep them there waitin till the Great Mogul, or some chap o that sort, should say what was to be done wi them. But his Majesty was asleep at the time, an it was as much as their lives was worth to waken him. So they had to wait, an afore he awakened out o that sleep most o the men was dead  suffocated for want o fresh air.

I say, Mac, pass the water, said Moses Pyne. It makes a feller feel quite gaspy to think of.

The weather-prophet proved to be right. That night no one could sleep a wink, except the big Scotsman Macleod. To make matters worse, the insects of the place were unusually active. One of them especially, not much bigger than a pin-point, was irritating out of all proportion to its size, and it kept up, during the night, the warfare which the innumerable flies had waged during the day.

Its no use trying to sleep, Willie, said Miles to Armstrong, who was next to him, as they lay on the flat roof of the redoubt, with their rifles resting on the sandbags which formed a slight protection from the enemys fire when one of the frequent attacks was made on the town.

So I find, returned his friend. I have tried everything. Counting up to hundreds of thousands has made me rather more wakeful. I find that thinking of Emmy does me most good, but even that wont produce sleep.

Strange! remarked Miles. I have been trying the same sort of thing  without success. And Ive had an unusually hard day of it, so that I ought to be ready for sleep. You were in luck, being on police-duty.

Hm! I dont think much of my luck. But lets hear what you have been up to all day.

Well, first, I began by turning out at 5:30 a.m., said Miles, rolling with a sigh on his other side, for a uniform, cross-belts, boots, ammunition, etcetera, dont, after all, form an easy night-dress. After a cup of coffee I fell in with a lot of our fellows, and was told off for fatigue-duty. Worked away till 7:30. Then breakfast. After that I had to clear up the mess; then got ready for inspection parade at 9:30, after which I had to scrub belts, and clean up generally. Dinner over, I was warned to go on night-guard; but, for some reason which was not stated to me, that was changed, and Im not sorry for it, because the heat has taken a good deal out of me, and I prefer lying here beside you, Willie, to standing sentry, blinking at the desert, and fancying every bush and stone to be a dusky skirmisher of Osman Digna. By the way, if that mountain range where the enemy lies is twelve or fourteen miles distant from the town, they have a long way to come when they take a fancy to attack us  which is pretty often too. They say he has got two hundred thousand men with him. Dyou think that can be true?

A gentle trumpet-note from his friends nose told Miles that he had brought about what thoughts of Emmy had failed to accomplish!

Thoughts of Marion had very nearly brought himself to a similar condition, when a trumpet-blast, the reverse of gentle, roused the whole line of defence, and, immediately after, sharp firing was heard in the direction of the right Water fort, which was manned by marines with two Krupp guns and a Gardner. A few rounds from the big guns drove the enemy back in that direction.

Miles and those around him, however, had not to turn out. Owing to their position on the roof of the Sphinx Redoubt, they had only to roll on their fronts, rest their rifles on the sandbags, and they were at once ready for action.

Round the various forts and redoubts deep and broad trenches had been dug, and they were rendered otherwise as strong as possible. The right and left Water forts formed the first line of defence. The latter fort, being manned by Egyptian troops, was more frequently favoured with the attentions of Osman than the others, for the marines were splendid men, and the native chief was well aware of that. All the places around, which offered the slightest shelter to the enemy, had been carefully measured as to distance, so that the exact range could be fixed at a moments notice. Then the war-vessels and one of the forts were furnished with electric lights, so that by bringing these to bear on the foe, as well as the big and little guns  not to mention mines and rifles  the attacking host had always a warm reception when they paid a visit to the town, and never stayed long!

The defenders required all these aids, however; for, besides a regiment of Egyptian infantry, a company of Royal Engineers, and about 500 marines, there was only one small battalion of British troops and a regiment of Egyptian cavalry. These last were extremely useful. Every day they went out scouting and clearing around Suakim, and had frequent skirmishes with the enemy, in all of which they were said to have behaved very well indeed.

Our party on the redoubt had not lain there long when a sheet of flame seemed to flash out of the darkness in front of them. It was followed by the rattle of small arms. Instantly the redoubt replied; bullets whizzed overhead, and our hero received what has of late been called a baptism of fire.

But he was so busy plying his own weapon that he scarcely realised the fact that death was ever and anon within a few inches of him, until a bullet ripped the sandbag on which his rifle rested and drove the sand into his face. He became a wiser man from that hour, and soon acquired the art of performing his duty with the least possible exposure of his person, and that for the briefest possible space of time!

Like a first-rate detective, the electric light sought out and exposed their foes; then withering volleys sent them scurrying across the country back to their native hills.

Sure its wid wan eye open weve got to slape whin the murtherin rascals come down on us like that, observed Corporal Flynn, when the firing had slackened to a few dropping shots on both sides.

Av theyd only stand fornint us in the open, its short work wed make o them. Theres no more pluck in them than in my smallest finger.

It seemed as if righteous retribution were being meted out that night, for a spent ball entered the fort at that moment and, strange to say, hit the extreme tip of the corporals little finger!

A howl, as much of surprise as pain, apprised his comrades of the fact, and a hearty laugh followed when the trifling extent of the injury was ascertained.

Serves you right, Flynn, for boasting, said Armstrong, with a grim smile, as he stretched himself out and rested his head on a sandbag. Moreover, you are unjust, for these black fellows are as brave a lot o men as British troops have ever had to face. Good-night, boys, Im off to the land of Nod!




Chapter Thirteen.

Tells of some of the Trials, Uncertainties, Dangers, and Disasters of War.

Uncertain moonlight, with a multitude of cloudlets drifting slowly across the sky so as to reveal, veil, partially obscure, or sometimes totally blot out the orb of night, may be a somewhat romantic, but is not a desirable, state of things in an enemys country, especially when that enemy is prowling among the bushes.

But such was the state of things one very sultry night when our hero found himself standing in the open alone, and with thoughts of a varied and not wholly agreeable nature for his companions.

He was on sentry duty.

It was intensely dark when the clouds partially veiled the moon, for she was juvenile at the time  in her first quarter; and when the veil was partially removed, the desert, for it was little better, assumed an indistinct and ghostly-grey appearance.

Sombre thoughts naturally filled the mind of our young soldier as he stood there, alert, watchful, with weapons ready, ears open to the slightest sound, and eyes glancing sharply at the perplexing shadows that chased each other over the ground like wanton Soudanese at play. His faculties were intensely strung at what may well be styled attention, and riveted on that desert land to which Fate  as he called his own conduct  had driven him. Yet, strange to say, his mysterious spirit found leisure to fly back to old England and revisit the scenes of childhood. But he had robbed himself of pleasure in that usually pleasant retrospect. He could see only the mild, sorrowful, slightly reproachful, yet always loving face of his mother when in imagination he returned home. It was more than he could bear. He turned to pleasanter memories. He was back again at Portsmouth, in the reading-room of the Soldiers Institute, with red-coated comrades around him, busy with newspaper and illustrated magazine, while the sweet sound of familiar music came from the adjoining rooms, where a number of Blue Lights, or rather red-coats, who were not ashamed to own and serve their Maker, were engaged with songs of praise.

Suddenly he was back in Egypt with his heart thumping at his ribs. An object seemed to move on the plain in front of him. The ready bayonet was lowered, the trigger was touched. Only for a moment, however. The shadow of a cloud had passed from behind a bush  that was all; yet it was strange how very like to a real object it seemed to his highly-strung vision. A bright moonbeam next moment showed him that nothing to cause alarm was visible.

Mind is not so easily controlled as matter. Like a statue he stood there in body, but in mind he had again deserted his post. Yet not to so great a distance as before. He only went the length of Alexandria, and thought of Marion! The thought produced a glow, not of physical heat  that was impossible to one whose temperature had already risen to the utmost attainable height  but a glow of soul. He became heroic! He remembered Marions burning words, and resolved that Duty should henceforth be his guiding-star!

Duty! His heart sank as he thought of the word, for the Something within him became suddenly active, and whispered, How about your duty to parents? You left them in a rage. You spent some time in Portsmouth, surrounded by good influences, and might have written home, but you didnt. You made some feeble attempts, indeed, but failed. You might have done it several times since you landed in this country, but you havent. You know quite well that you have not fully repented even yet!

While the whispering was going on, the active fancy of the youth saw the lovely face of Marion looking at him with mournful interest, as it had been the face of an angel, and then there came to his memory words which had been spoken to him that very day by his earnest friend Stevenson the marine: No man can fully do his duty to his fellows until he has begun to do his duty to God.

The words had not been used in reference to himself but in connection with a discussion as to the motives generally which influence men. But the words were made use of by the Spirit as arrows to pierce the youths heart.

Guilty! he exclaimed aloud, and almost involuntary followed, God forgive me!

Again the watchful ear distinguished unwonted sounds, and the sharp eye  wonderfully sharpened by frequent danger  perceived objects in motion on the plain. This time the objects were real. They approached. It was the rounds who visited the sentries six times during each night.

In another part of the ground, at a considerable distance from the spot where our hero mounted guard, stood a youthful soldier, also on guard, and thinking, no doubt, of home. He was much too young for service in such a climate  almost a boy. He was a ruddy, healthy lad, with plenty of courage and high spirit, who was willing to encounter anything cheerfully, so long as, in so doing, he could serve his Queen and country. But he was careless of his own comfort and safety. Several times he had been found fault with for going out in the sun without his white helmet. Miles had taken a fancy to the lad, and had spoken seriously but very kindly to him that very day about the folly of exposing himself in a way that had already cost so many men their lives.

But young Lewis laughed good-naturedly, and said that he was too tough to be killed by the sun.

The suffocating heat of that night told upon him, however, severely  tough though he was or supposed himself to be  while he kept his lonely watch on the sandy plain.

Presently a dark figure was seen approaching. The sentinel at once challenged, and brought his rifle to the ready. The man, who was a native, gave the password all right, and made some apparently commonplace remark as he passed, which, coupled with his easy manner and the correct countersign, threw the young soldier off his guard. Suddenly a long sharp knife gleamed in the faint light and was drawn across the body of Lewis before he could raise a hand to defend himself. He fell instantly, mortally wounded, with his entrails cut open. At the same moment the tramp of the rounds was heard, and the native glided back into the darkness from which he had so recently emerged.

When the soldiers came to the post they found the poor young soldier dying. He was able to tell what had occurred while they were making preparations to carry him away, but when they reached the fort they found that his brief career had ended.

A damp was cast on the spirits of the men of his company when they learned next day what had occurred, for the lad had been a great favourite; but soldiers in time of war are too much accustomed to look upon death in every form to be deeply or for long affected by incidents of the kind. Only the comrades who had become unusually attached to this poor youth mourned his death as if he had been a brother in the flesh as well as in the ranks.

He was a good lad, said Sergeant Gilroy, as they kept watch on the roof of the fort that night. Since we came here he has never missed writing to his mother a single mail. It is true, being an amiable lad, and easily led through his affections, he had given way to drink to some extent, but no later than yesterday I prevailed upon him to join our temperance band

What? become a Blue Light! exclaimed Sutherland, with something of a sneer in his tone.

Ah, comrade; and I hope to live to see you join our band also, and become one of the bluest lights among us, returned the sergeant good-humouredly.

Never! replied Sutherland, with emphasis; youll never live to see that.

Perhaps not, but if I dont live to see it some one else will, rejoined the sergeant, laying his hand gently on the mans shoulder.

Is that you again? Its wishin I am that I had you in ould Ireland, growled Corporal Flynn, referring to Osman Digna, whose men had opened fire on the neighbouring fort, and again roused the whole garrison. Slape is out o the question wi such a muskitos buzzin about. Bad luck to ee!

What good would it do to send him to Ireland? asked Simkin, as he yawned, rolled over, and, like the rest of his comrades, loaded his rifle.

Why, man, dont ye see, av he was in ould Ireland he couldnt be disturbin our nights rest here. Moreover, theyd make a dacent man of im there in no time. Its always the way; if an English blackguard goes over to Ireland hes almost sure to return home more or less of a gintleman. Thats why Ive always advised you to go over, boy. An maybe if Osman wint hed  Hallo!

A flash of light and whistling of bullets overhead effectually stopped the Irishmans discourse. Not that he was at all alarmed by the familiar incident, but being a change of subject it became more absorbingly interesting than the conversation, besides necessitating some active precautions.

The firing seemed to indicate an attack in several places along the line of defence. At one of the posts called the New House the attack was very sharp. The enemy could not have been much, if at all, over three hundred yards distant in the shelter of three large pits. Of course the fire was vigorously returned. A colonel and major were there on the redoubt, with powerful field-glasses, and directed the men where to fire until the General himself appeared on the scene and took command. On the left, from Quarantine Island, the Royal Engineers kept up a heavy cross-fire, and on the right they were helped by a fort which was manned by Egyptian troops. From these three points a heavy fire was kept up, and continued till six oclock in the morning.

By that time, the enemy having been finally driven out of the pits, a party was sent across to see what execution had been done. It was wonderfully little, considering the amount of ammunition and energy expended. In the first pit one man was found dead; a bullet had entered his forehead and come out at the back of his head. Moving him a little on one side they found another man under him, shot in the same way. All round the pit inside were large pools of blood, but no bodies, for the natives invariably dragged or carried away their dead when that was possible. In the other two pits large pools of blood were also found, but no bodies. Beyond them, however, one man was discovered shot through the heart. He had evidently been dragged along the sand, but the tremendous fire of the defenders had compelled the enemy to drop him. Still further on they found twelve more corpses which had been dragged a short way and then left.

Close to these they observed that the sand had been disturbed, and on turning it up found that a dozen of bodies had been hastily buried there. Altogether they calculated that at least fifty of the enemy had been killed on that occasion  a calculation which was curiously verified by the friendly tribes asking permission to bury the dead according to the Soudanese custom. This was granted, of course, and thus the exact number killed was ascertained, but how many had been wounded no one could tell.

Fifty desolated homes! remarked one of the men, when the number of killed was announced at mess that day. He was a cynical, sour-visaged man, who had just come out of hospital after a pretty severe illness. Fifty widows, may-hap, he continued, to say nothin o childn  that are just as fond o husbands an fathers as ours are!

Why, Jack Hall, if these are your sentiments you should never have enlisted, cried Simkin, with a laugh.

I listed when I was drunk, returned Hall savagely.

Och, then, it sarves ye right! said Flynn. Even a pig would be ashamed to do anythin whin it was in liquor.

The corporals remark prevented the conversation taking a lugubrious turn, to the satisfaction of a few of the men who could not endure to look at anything from a serious point of view.

Whats the use, one of them asked, of pullin a long face over what you cant change? Here we are, boys, to kill or be killed. My creed is, Take things as they come, and be jolly! It wont mend matters to think about wives and childn.

Wont it? cried Armstrong, looking up with a bright expression from a sheet of paper on which he had just been writing. Here am I writin home to my wife  in a hurry too, for Ive only just heard that word has been passed, the mail for England goes to-day. Im warned for guard to-night, too; an if the night takes after the day were in for a chance o suffocation, to say nothing o insects  as you all know. Now, wont it mend matters that Ive got a dear girl over the sea to think about, and to say God bless her, body and soul?

No doubt, retorted the take-things-as-they-come-and-be-jolly man, but  but

But, cried Hall, coming promptly to his rescue, have not the Soudanese got wives an children as well as us?

I daresay they have  some of em.

Well, does the thought of your respective wives an children prevent your shooting or sticking each other when you get the chance?

Of course it dont! returned Armstrong, with a laugh as he resumed his pencil. What would be the use o comin here if we didnt do that? But I havent time to argue with you just now, Hall. All I know is that its my duty to write to my wife, an I wont let the chance slip when Ive got it.

Bah! exclaimed the cynic, relighting his pipe, which in the heat of debate he had allowed to go out.

Several of the other men, having been reminded of the mail by the conversation, also betook themselves to pen and pencil, though their hands were more familiar with rifle and bayonet. Among these was Miles Milton. Mindful of his recent thoughts, and re-impressed with the word Duty, which his friend had just emphasised, he sat down and wrote a distinctly self-condemnatory letter home. There was not a word of excuse, explanation, or palliation in it from beginning to end. In short, it expressed one idea throughout, and that was  Guilty! and of course this was followed by his asking forgiveness. He had forgiveness  though he knew it not  long before he asked it. His broken-hearted father and his ever-hopeful mother had forgiven him in their hearts long before  even before they received that treasured fragment from Portsmouth, which began and ended with:

Dearest Mother, I am sorry

After finishing and despatching the letter, Miles went out with a feeling of lightness about his heart that he had not felt since that wretched day when he forsook his fathers house.

As it was still early in the afternoon he resolved to take a ramble in the town, but, seeing Sergeant Gilroy and another man busy with the Gardner gun on the roof of the redoubt, he turned aside to ask the sergeant to accompany him; for Gilroy was a very genial Christian, and Miles had lately begun to relish his earnest, intelligent talk, dashed as it was with many a touch of humour.

The gun they were working with at the time had been used the day before in ascertaining the exact range of several objects on the ground in front.

Ill be happy to go with you, Miles, after Ive given this gun a clean-out, said Gilroy. Turn the handle, Sutherland.

Ill turn the handle if its a richt, said the cautious Scot, with some hesitation.

It is all right, returned the sergeant. We ran the feeder out last night, you know, and I want to have the barrels cleaned. Turn away.

Thus ordered a second time, Sutherland obeyed and turned the handle. The gun went off, and its contents passed through the sergeants groin, making a hole through which a man could have passed his arm.

He dropped at once, and while some ran for the doctor, and some for water, others brought a stretcher to carry the poor fellow to hospital. Meanwhile Miles, going down on his knees beside him, raised his head and moistened his pale lips with water. He could hardly speak, but a smile passed over his face as he said faintly, Shell get my presents by this mail. Write, Miles  break it to her  well meet again  by the side of Jesus  God be praised!

He ceased, and never spoke again.

Gilroy was a married man, with five children. Just before the accident he had written to his wife enclosing gifts for his little ones, and telling, in a thankful spirit, of continued health and safety. Before the mail-steamer with his letter on board was out of sight he was dead!




Chapter Fourteen.

Describes some of Osman Dignas Eccentricities and Other Matters.

One day Miles and his friend Armstrong went to have a ramble in the town of Suakim, and were proceeding through the bazaar when they encountered Simkin hurrying towards them with a much too serious expression on his face!

Have you heard the nnews? he asked, on coming up.

No; whats up?

The old shepshepherds bin killed; all the ccattle ccaptured, an the Egyptian ccavalrys bin sent out after them.

Nonsense! Youre dreaming, or youve bin drinking, said Miles.

Neither dreamin nor drinkin, returned Simkin, with indignation, as he suddenly delivered a blow at our heros face. Miles stopped it, however, gave him a playful punch in the chest, and passed on.

At first Simkin seemed inclined to resent this, but, while he swayed about in frowning indecision, his comrades left him; shaking his head, therefore, with intense gravity, he walked away muttering, Not a bad fellow Miles, after all, if he wwasnt so fond o the bbottle!

Miles was at the same moment making the same remark to his friend in reference to Simkin, and with greater truth.

But I dont wonder that the men who drink go in for it harder than ever here, continued Miles. There is such hard work, and constant exposure, and so little recreation of any sort. Yet it is a pity that men should give way to it, for too many of our comrades are on the sick-list because of it, and some under the sod.

It is far more than a pity, returned Armstrong, with unwonted energy. Drink with its attendant evils is one of the great curses of the army. I have been told, and I can well believe it, that drink causes more loss to an army than war, the dangers of foreign service, and unhealthy climates, all put together.

Thats a strong statement, Willie, and would need to be founded on good authority. Who told you?

Our new parson told me, and he is in my opinion a good authority, because he is a Christian, if ever a man was; and he is an elderly man, besides being uncommonly clever and well informed. He told us a great many strong facts at the temperance meeting we held last night. I wish you had been there, Miles. It would have warmed your heart, I think.

Have you joined them, Willie?

Yes, I have; and, God helping me, I mean to stick by them!

I would have gone to the meeting myself, said Miles thoughtfully, if I had been asked.

Strange, returned Armstrong, that Sergeant Hardy said to me he thought of asking you to accompany us, but had an idea that you wouldnt care to go. Now, just look at that lot there beside the grog-shop door. What a commentary on the evils of drink!

The lot to which he referred consisted of a group of miserable loungers in filthy garments and fez-caps, who, in monkey-like excitement, or solemn stupidity, stood squabbling in front of one of the many Greek drinking-shops with which the town was cursed.

Passing by at the moment, with the stately contempt engendered by a splendid physique and a red coat, strode a trooper  one of the defenders of the town. His gait was steady enough, but there was that unmistakable something in the expression of his face which told that he was in the grip of the same fiend that had captured the men round the grog-shop door. He was well-known to both Armstrong and Miles.

Hallo! Johnson, cried the latter. Is there any truth in the

He stopped, and looked steadily in the troopers eyes without speaking.

Oh yes, I know what you mean, said Johnson, with a reckless air. I know that Im drunk.

I wouldnt say exactly that of you, returned Miles; but

Well, well, I say it of myself, continued the trooper. Its no use humbuggin about it. Im swimmin wi the current. Goin to the dogs like a runaway locomotive. Of course I see well enough that men like Sergeant Hardy, an Stevenson of the Marines, who have been temperance men all their lives, enjoy good health  would to God I was like em! And I know that drinkers are dyin off like sheep, but that makes it all the worse for me, for, to tell you the honest truth, boys  an I dont care who knows it  I cant leave off drinkin. Its killin me by inches. I know, likewise, that all the old hard drinkers here are soon sent home ruined for life  such of em at least as dont leave their miserable bones in the sand, and I know that Im on the road to destruction, but I cant  I wont give it up!

Ha! Johnson, said Armstrong, these are the very words quoted by the new parson at the temperance meetin last night  an hes a splendid fellow with his tongue. Hard drinker, says he, you are humbuggin yourself. You say you cant give up the drink. The real truth is, my man, that you wont give it up. If only I could persuade you, in Gods strength, to say I will, youd soon come all right. Now, Johnson, if youll come with me to the next meetin

What! me go to a temperance meetin? cried the trooper with something of scorn in his laugh. You might as well ask the devil to go to church! No, no, Armstrong, Im past prayin for  thank you all the same for invitin me. But what was you askin about news bein true? What news?

Why, that the old shepherd has been killed, and all our cattle are captured, and the Egyptian cavalry sent after them.

You dont say so! cried the trooper, with the air of a man who suddenly shakes off a heavy burden. If thats so, theyll be wantin us also, no doubt.

Without another word he turned and strode away as fast as his long legs could carry him.

Although there might possibly be a call for infantry to follow, Miles and his friend did not see that it was needful to make for their fort at more than their ordinary pace.

It was a curious and crowded scene they had to traverse. Besides the grog-shops already mentioned there were numerous coffee-houses, where, from diminutive cups, natives of temperate habits slaked their thirst and discussed the news  of which, by the way, there was no lack at the time; for, besides the activity of Osman Digna and his hordes, there were frequent arrivals of mails, and sometimes of reinforcements, from Lower Egypt. In the side-streets were many smithies, where lance-heads and knives were being forged by men who had not the most distant belief that such weapons would ever be turned into pruning-hooks. There were also workers in leather, who sewed up passages of the Koran in leathern cases and sold them as amulets to be worn on necks and arms. Elsewhere, hairdressers were busy greasing and powdering with the dust of red-wood the bushy locks of Hadendoa dandies. In short, all the activities of Eastern city life were being carried on as energetically as if the place were in perfect security, though the only bulwark that preserved it, hour by hour, from being swept by the innumerable hordes of Soudan savagery, consisted of a few hundreds of British and Egyptian soldiers!

Arrived at the Sphinx Fort, the friends found that the news was only too true.

The stolen cattle belonged to the people of Suakim. Every morning at six oclock it was the custom of the shepherds to go out with their herds and flocks to graze, there being no forage in or near the town. All had to be back by sunset, when the gates were locked, and no one was allowed out or in till six the next morning. The women, who carried all the water used in the waterless town, had of course to conform to the same rule. Like most men who are constantly exposed to danger, the shepherds became careless or foolhardy, and wandered rather far with their herds. Osman was too astute to neglect his opportunities. On this occasion an old shepherd, who was well-known at Sphinx Redoubt, had strayed too far. The Soudanese swept down, cut off his retreat, killed him, and, as we have said, carried off his cattle.

It was to retrieve, if possible, or avenge this disaster that the Egyptian cavalry sallied forth. They were seen galloping after the foe when Miles reached the roof of the redoubt, where some of his comrades were on duty, while Captain Lacey and several officers were looking on with field-glasses.

They are too late, I fear, to do much good, remarked one of the officers.

Dont I wish I was goin wid them! whispered Corporal Flynn to a comrade.

Ye wad be a queer objec on the ootside o a horse, remarked Macleod cynically.

Why, Mac, ye wouldnt have me go inside of a horse, would ye?

It wad be much the same which way ye went, returned the Scot.

Ah, thin, the horse wouldnt think so, unless he was a donkey!

Well done! exclaimed Captain Lacey at that moment, as the cavalry cut off and succeeded in recapturing a few of the cattle, and gave the enemy several volleys, which caused them to beat a hasty retreat. This, however, turned out to be a ruse on the part of Osman, who had his men concealed in strong force there. He tried to draw the cavalry away from Suakim, and was very nearly successful. In the ardour of pursuit the Egyptians failed to observe that the Soudanese were creeping round their rear to cut off retreat. On discovering their mistake, and finding that their small force of two hundred men was being surrounded by thousands of Arab warriors, it was almost too late. Turning at once, they galloped back, and could be seen, through the field-glasses, turning now and then gallantly to engage the pursuing foe.

No help could be rendered them at first, as they were beyond the range of all the forts; nevertheless, they got in safely, with little injury to man or beast, and driving before them the animals that had been recovered.

Next day the body of the poor old shepherd was brought in and buried, without a coffin, by his relations.

Miles, being off duty at the time, went to see the funeral, and found that Eastern and Western ideas on this point, as on many others, are wide as the poles asunder. No doubt the grief of the near relations was as real as it was demonstrative, but it required more credulity than he possessed to enable him to believe that the howling, shouting, and singing of many mourners was indicative of genuine feeling. The creation of noise, indeed, seemed to be their chief method of paying respect to the dead.

As deaths in Suakim were very numerous at this time, owing to much sickness among natives as well as troops, the sounds of mourning, whether by volley or voice, became so frequent that orders were at last given to cease firing over the soldiers graves when they were buried.

Just ahead of the shepherds body came some poor women, who were weeping, falling down at intervals, and kissing the ground. On reaching the wall round the land side of the town these women stopped, formed a circle, and kneeled on the sand while the body was passing them, then they leaned forward and kissed the ground, continuing in that position till all the procession had passed. There the women remained, not being allowed to go to the grave, and the singing and shouting were continued by boys, who kept running round the bier as it was borne along. On reaching the grave the body was put in with the face toward the east, and covered up with stones and mortar. Then the grave was filled up with sand, a brief prayer was offered  the mourners kneeling  after which the people went home.

Sad thoughts filled the mind of our young soldier as he returned to the fort, but the sadness was soon turned to indignation when he got there.

For some time past a Soudanese youth of about seventeen or eighteen years of age had been coming about the Sphinx Redoubt and ingratiating himself with the men, who took a great fancy to him, because he was amiable in disposition, somewhat humorous as well as lively, and handsome, though black! They used to give him something to eat every time he came, and made quite a pet of him. One day while he was out in the open country, Osmans men captured this youth and took him at once before their leader, who, probably regarding him as a deserter, ordered both his hands to be cut off close to the wrists. The cruel deed was done, and the poor lad was sent back to Suakim. It was this that roused the wrath of Miles as well as that of his comrades. When they saw the raw stumps and the haggard look of the poor fellow, who had suffered much from loss of blood, they got into a state of mind that would have made them ready to sally forth, if so required, and assault the entire Soudan in arms!

Och! av I only had im here, said Flynn, clenching his teeth and fists at the same time. Its  its  its

Mince-meat youd make of him, said Moses.

No  its cats mate  the baste!

The others were equally angry, though not quite so emphatic, but they did not waste their time in useless regrets. They hurried the young Soudanese to the doctor, who carefully dressed his wounds, and every care was thereafter taken of him by the men, until completely restored to health.

It may interest the reader to know that this poor fellow was afterwards well looked after. Some sort of employment in the garrison was obtained for him, and he was found to be a useful and willing servant, despite the absence of his hands.

That night a furious sand-storm burst upon the town, accompanied by oppressive heat.

It always seems to me, said Miles to Gaspard Redgrave, who lay next him, that mosquitoes and sand-flies, cats and dogs, and in fact the whole brute creation, becomes more lively when the weather is unusually hot. Just listen to these cats!

Like a colony of small children being murdered, said Gaspard.

Its awfu, observed Saunders, in a kind of solemn astonishment as a frightful caterwaul burst upon their ears. I wadna like to hear teegers in the same state o mind.

Or elephants, murmured Moses Pyne, who was more than half asleep.

The cats were indeed a great nuisance, for, not satisfied with getting on the flat roofs of the houses at nights, and keeping up a species of war-dance there, they invaded the soldiers quarters, upsetting things in the dark  thus demonstrating the absurdity of the proverb that cats see best in the dark  stealing whatever they could lay hold of, and inducing half-slumbering men to fling boots and shoes, or whatever came most handy, at them.

Rats also were innumerable, and, to the great surprise  not to say indignation  of the men, neither dogs nor cats paid the least attention to the rats!

After a time the storm, both of animate and inanimate nature, began to abate, and the weary overworked soldiers were dropping off to sleep when a tremendous explosion effectually roused them.

There goes another mine! cried Armstrong, starting up.

It dont require a prophet to tell us that, growled Gaspard, as he yawned and slowly picked up his rifle.

Explosions were of quite common occurrence at that time, but had to be attended to nevertheless.

That Osman had taken advantage of the very dark night to make an earlier attack than usual was evident, for shots were fired immediately after the explosion occurred, as usual. These were replied to, but the effect of the explosion, it was supposed, must have been unusually severe, for the enemy withdrew after exchanging only a few shots.

This surmise was afterwards proved to be correct. On going to the spot the following morning, they found that at least a dozen of their foes must have been blown up, for legs and arms and other human remains were picked up in all directions. These the soldiers gathered, with the aid of the friendly natives, and burned.

No attack was made for four days after that, but then the untiring enemy became as troublesome as ever.

Spies afterwards said that when Osman heard of this incident, and of the number of men killed, he said, it served them right. They had no business to go touching things that did not belong to them!




Chapter Fifteen.

Athletics  A New Acquaintance turns up  An Expedition undertaken, followed by a Race for Life.

Energetic and exhilarating exercise has sometimes the effect of driving away sickness which doctors stuff and treatment fail to cope with successfully. In saying this we intend no slight either to doctors stuff or treatment!

After the troops had been some time at Suakim the effect of the climate began to tell on them so severely that a very large proportion of Europeans were in hospital, and many who strove hard to brave it out were scarcely fit for duty.

Great heat did not, however, interfere with Miles Miltons health. He was one of those fortunates who seem to have been made of tougher clay than the average of humanity. But his friend Armstrong was laid up for a considerable time. Even Robert Macleod was knocked over for a brief period, and the lively Corporal Flynn succumbed at last. Moses Pyne, however, stood the test of hard work and bad climate well, and so, for a time, did Sergeant Hardy. It was found generally that the abstainers from strong drink suffered less from bad health and unwholesome surroundings than their fellows, and as there were a good many in the regiment, who were constantly endeavouring to convince their comrades of the advantages of total-abstinence, things were not so bad as they might have been.

It was about this time that one of the generals who visited Suakim instituted athletic games, thereby vastly improving the health and spirits of the men. And now Miles Milton learned, for the first time, what an immense power there lies in scientific training!

One evening, when out walking with Stevenson, he took it into his head to race with him, and, having been a crack runner at school, he beat him easily.

Why, Miles, said his friend, when the short race was over, I had no idea you could run so well. If you choose I will put you in training for the coming sports. You must know that I have run and walked and competed in the track many a time at home, and have trained and brought out runners who had no notion of what was in them till I proved it to them by training. Will you go in for it, and promise to do as I bid you?

I have no objection, replied Miles, with a light laugh.

If he had known what his friend intended to do he might not have agreed so readily, for, from that hour till the day of the sports, Stevenson made him go through an amount of running  even after being made stiff by previous runs  that he would never have agreed to undertake unless forced to do so. We say forced, because our hero regarded a promise once given as sacred. His was a curiously compound nature, so that while in some points of conduct he was lax  as we have seen  in others he was very strict. He was peculiarly so in regard to promises. His comrades soon came to know this, and ultimately came to consider him a very reliable man.

Having, then, promised his friend to keep sternly to his work, he did so, with the result that his strength increased wonderfully. Another result was that he carried off the first prize in all the races.

In order to make the most of time and avoid the evils of noonday heat, it was arranged that the races, etcetera, for the Egyptian soldiers and natives in Government employ should come off in the morning, and that the British troops should run in the later and cooler parts of the day. With the temperature at 120 degrees in the shade it would have been dangerous for Europeans to compete. The sports, including our familiar cricket, were greatly enjoyed, and the result was a decided improvement in the health of the whole force.

Boat-races were also included in these sports. At the conclusion of one of these, Miles, to his great surprise, encountered his old acquaintance of the Sailors Welcome, big Jack Molloy.

Why, Jack! exclaimed Miles, as the hearty tar wrung his hand, whod have expected to see you here?

Ah, who indeed? an I may say ditto.

Im very glad to see you, Molloy, for, to say truth, I thought I had seen the last of you when we parted in the troop-ship. Ive often thought of you since, and of our first evening together in the  the  what was its name?

The Sailors Welcome  man alive! I wonder youve forgot it. Blessins on it! I aint likely to forget it. Why, it was there, (did I ever tell you?) the wery night arter I met you, that a messmate took me to the big hall, back o the readin-room. Its no use me tryin fur to tell you all I heard in that there big hall, but when I come out  blowd if I didnt sign the pledge right away, an I aint took a drop o grog since!

Glad to hear it, Jack, for, to say truth, I never saw the evil of grog so clearly as I have since coming out here and seeing strong stout men cast down by it in dozens,  many of them kind-hearted, right-thinking men, whom I would have thought safe from such a thing. Indeed I have more than half a mind to join the Good Templars myself.

Young man, said Molloy, sternly, if it takes the death of dozens o stout kind-hearted men to force you to make up half your mind, how many dee want to die before you make up the whole of it?

But I said that my mind was more than half made up, returned Miles, with a smile.

Now lookee here, rejoined the sailor earnestly, its all wery well for milksops an nincompoops and landlubbers to go in for half-an-half work like that, but youre not the man I takes you for if you aint game for more than that, so I ax you to promise me that youll sign the pledge right off, as I did, first time you gits the chance.

But you forget Im only a landlubber who, according to you, is fit for only half-an-half measures, said Miles, who, not being addicted to much wine, felt disinclined to bind himself.

No matter, returned the sailor, with deepening earnestness, if you go in fur it youll never repent it! Take my word for that. Now, I ax ye to promise.

Well, I do promise  the very first time I get the chance; and that will be to-morrow night, for our new parson has started temperance meetings, and he is a great teetotaller.

An you promise to stick to it? added Molloy.

When I give a promise I always stick to it! returned Miles gravely.

Right you are, lad. Give us your flipper!

The foregoing conversation took place at the harbour, a little apart from the noisy group of soldiers and sailors who were discussing the circumstances of the recent boat-race.

Immediately after it Molloy returned to his ship in the harbour, and our hero to his post in the line of defence.

One of those who had been conspicuous that day in arranging and starting the races, acting as umpire at the cricket, and, generally, putting heart and spirit into everything by his quiet good-nature and self-denying activity, was the young officer of Engineers, who has been already mentioned as the manager of the mines that were laid around Suakim. Poor fellow! little did he imagine that that was to be his last day on earth!

Every morning, as before mentioned, this young officer went out alone to perform the dangerous work of disconnecting the mines, so that the inhabitants of the town might go out and in and move about during the day-time in safety. Again, a little before sunset every evening, he went out and reconnected them, so that the enemy could not approach the place without the risk of being blown to pieces. At the same time the gates were closed, and no one was allowed to leave or enter the town.

On this particular evening the lieutenant went out as usual on his dangerous mission just after six oclock. He had not been long gone when a loud explosion was heard, and a cloud of smoke was seen where one of the mines had been laid down. A party at once sallied out, and found, as they had feared, that the brave young fellow had perished. He had been literally blown to pieces, his head being found in one place, while other portions of his body were scattered around.

This melancholy incident cast a gloom over the whole place. The remains of the heroic young engineer were buried next day with military honours. The garrison was not, however, left long in peace to think over his sad fate, for the very next night a determined attack was made all along the line. The annoying persistency of these attacks seemed to have stirred the indignation of the general in command, for he ordered out a small force of cavalry to carry the war into the enemys country.

Critics say that this act was ill advised, and that the cavalry should not have been despatched without the support of infantry. Critics are not always or necessarily right. Indeed, we may venture to say that they are often wrong! We do not pretend to judge, but, be this as it may, the cavalry was ordered to destroy the village of Handoub about fifteen miles inland on the caravan route to Berber, and to blow up the enemys magazine there.

The force consisted of a troop of the 19th Hussars, and another of Egyptian cavalry  about fifty men all told  under command of Captain Apthorp. Our intemperate friend Johnson was one of the little band. He was sober then, however, as he sat bolt upright on his powerful steed, with a very stern and grave visage, for he had a strong impression that the duty before them was no childs-play.

A four hours ride brought them to the village. The few Arabs who dwelt in it fled at once on their approach, and in a very short time the place was effectually destroyed, along with a large quantity of ammunition.

But no sooner had the soldiers finished the work, and begun to prepare for their return, than they discovered that a large force of the enemy was assembling to cut off their retreat.

No time for thought after that! At least six thousand of the foe, having heard of the expedition, had crept down through the thick bush from the direction of Hasheen, thirsting for vengeance. Two miles on the Suakim side of Handoub they formed a line and opened fire on the leading cavalry scouts.

Seeing that the Arabs were in such force, Captain Apthorp at once made for their flank, in the direction of the sea-coast. At full speed, with horses fatigued by a fifteen miles journey, they had to ride for life. It was neck or nothing now! The Egyptian cavalry, under Captain Gregorie, and accompanied by Captain Stopford of the Grenadier Guards and other officers, followed closely.

As they went along at racing speed, with more than a dozen miles of wilderness to traverse, and death behind them, Private King of the Hussars fell from his horse wounded. Captain Gregorie came up with him, stopped, and took the wounded man up behind him. It was a generous but desperate act, for what could be expected of a double-weighted horse in such a region and with such a race before it?

For about half a mile he carried the wounded trooper, who then swooned and fell off, dragging the captain along with him, the freed horse rejoining its troop, while the Arabs came yelling on not a hundred and fifty yards behind.

There would have been but little chance for Captain Gregorie at that terrible crisis if self-denying courage equal to his own had not dwelt in the breast of Private Baker of the Hussars. Seeing what had occurred, this hero coolly rode back, took the captain up behind him, (see frontispiece,) and, regaining his troop, enabled the latter to capture and remount his own steed. Of course poor King  whether dead or alive they could not tell  had to be left to his fate.

Heroism would seem to feed upon itself and multiply, for this same Private Baker, soon afterwards, saw two more troopers, and shouted to a comrade to turn back with him to their rescue. The comrade, however, did not see his way to do so. Perchance he did not hear! Anyhow he galloped on, but Captain Gregorie hearing the summons, at once answered it, turned, and galloped back with Baker.

They were only just in time to take up and rescue the two men. At the same time Captain Stopford performed a similar gallant act in rescuing a dismounted trooper.

It is deeds of self-sacrifice and heroism such as these  not the storming of a breach, or the fighting against overwhelming odds  that bring out the noblest qualities of our soldiers, and arouse the admiration of mankind!

The race for life was so close run that when the force at last reached the sea-shore it was little more than sixty yards in advance of the foe, and so exhausted were the horses that eight of them fell, and their riders were captured  four being Englishmen and four Egyptians. It is right to add that one of the Egyptians also displayed conspicuous courage in rescuing a comrade.

While these stirring incidents were taking place on the plain, Miles and some of his comrades were seated on the roof of the redoubt, looking out anxiously for the return of the cavalry. At last, in the afternoon, a cloud of dust was seen on the horizon, and the officers who had glasses could soon make out that the men appeared to be racing towards the town at full speed, while the enemy, on camels and horses, and on foot, were racing down to the sea to cut off their retreat. No sooner was this understood than our men rose with an uncontrollable burst, seized their rifles, flung on ammunition-belts, and rushed out to the rescue, regardless for the moment of the officers shouting to them to come back. The news spread like wildfire, and the men ran out just as they were  some in white jackets, some in red, others in blue; many in their shirts, with their sleeves rolled up; cavalry, artillery, marines, infantry  all going helter-skelter towards the enemy. Fortunately they saw from the ships what was going on, and quickly got their guns to bear, so that the moment our men had escaped clear of the enemy they opened fire. But for this more men would certainly have been lost, for the overtaxed horses were beginning to give in and lose ground. Had they been a few minutes later in reaching the sea, it is probable that not a man of that force would have returned to Suakim.

As it was, the men came in pale and terribly fatigued. The horses could scarcely walk, and two of them died on the following day.

Note.  Since the foregoing was written, we have learned, with profound regret, that the gallant Captain Gregorie was killed by his horse falling with him in 1886.




Chapter Sixteen.

Letters from Home  Flynn is Exalted and brought Low  Rumours of War in the Air.

Events in life sometimes ripple along like the waters of a little stream in summer. At other times they rush with the wild impetuosity of a hill-torrent in winter.

For some time after the incidents just narrated the life of our hero rippled  but of course it must be clearly understood that a Suakim ripple bore some resemblance to a respectable freshet elsewhere! Osman Digna either waited for reinforcements before delivering a grand assault, or found sufficient entertainment to his mind, and satisfaction to his ambition, in acting the part of a mosquito, by almost nightly harassment of the garrison, which was thus kept continually on the alert.

But there came a time at length when a change occurred in the soldier-life at Suakim. Events began to evolve themselves in rapid succession, as well as in magnified intensity, until, on one particular day, there came  metaphorically speaking  what is known among the Scottish hills as a spate.

It began with the arrival of a mail from England. This was not indeed a matter of rare occurrence, but it was one of those incidents of the campaign which never lost its freshness, and always sent a thrill of pleasure to the hearts of the men  powerfully in the case of those who received letters and packets; sympathetically in those who got none.

At long last! exclaimed Corporal Flynn, who was observed by his comrades, after the delivery of the mail, to be tenderly struggling with the complicated folds of a remarkable letter  remarkable for its crookedness, size, dirt, and hieroglyphic superscription.

What is it, Flynn? asked Moses  one of the unfortunates who had received no letter by that mail.

A letter, sure. Havent ye got eyes, Moses?

From your wife, corporal?

Wife! exclaimed Flynn, with scorn; no! Its mesilf wouldnt take the gift of a wife gratis. The letter is from me owld grandmother, an shes better to me than a dozen wives rowled into wan. Its hard work the writin of it cost her too  poor owld sowl! But shed tear her eyes out to plaze me, she would. Corporal, darlint,  thats always the way she begins her letters now; shes that proud o me since I got the stripes. I thowt me mother or brother would have writ me too, but theyre not half as proud of me as my

Shut up, Flynn! cried one of the men, who was trying to decipher a letter, the penmanship of which was obviously the work of an unaccustomed hand.

Howld it upside down; sometimes theyre easier to read that way  more sinsible-like, retorted the corporal.

Blessins on your sweet face! exclaimed Armstrong, looking at a photograph which he had just extracted from his letter.

Hallo, Bill! that your sweetheart? asked Sergeant Hardy, who was busy untying a parcel.

Ay, sweetheart an wife too, answered the young soldier, with animation.

Let me see it, Willie, said Miles, who was also one of the disconsolate non-receivers, disconsolate because he had fully expected a reply to the penitent letter which he had written to his mother.

First-rate, thats Emmy to a tee. A splendid likeness! exclaimed Miles, holding the photograph to the light.

Arrah! then, its dead he must be!

The extreme perplexity displayed in Flynns face as he said this and scratched his head produced a hearty laugh.

Its no laughin matter, boys, cried the corporal, looking up with an expression so solemn that his comrades almost believed it to be genuine. Theres my owld uncle Macgrath gone to his long home, an he was the support o me grandmother. Och! whatll she do now wid him gone an me away at the wars?

Wont some other relation look after her, Flynn? suggested Moses.

Other relation! exclaimed the corporal; Ive got no other relations, an them that I have are as poor as rats. No, uncle Macgrath was the only wan wid a kind heart an a big purse. You see, boys, he was rich  for an Irishman. He had a grand farm, an a beautiful bit o bog. Och! itll go hard wid

Read on, Flynn, and hold your tongue, cried one of his comrades; praps hes left the old woman a legacy.

The corporal did read on, and during the perusal of the letter the change in his visage was marvellous, exhibiting as it did an almost magical transition from profound woe, through abrupt gradations of surprise, to intense joy.

Hooray! he shouted, leaping up and bestowing a vigorous slap on his thigh. Hes gone an left the whole farm an the beautiful bog to me!

What hae ye got there, sergeant? asked Saunders, refolding the letter he had been quietly perusing without paying any regard to the Irishmans good news.

A parcel of booklets from the Institute, answered Hardy, turning over the leaves of one of the pamphlets. Aint it good of em?

Right you are, Hardy! The ladies there never forget us, said Moses Pyne. Hand em round, sergeant. It does a fellows heart good to get a bit o readin in an out-o-the-way place like this.

Comes like light in a dark place, dont it, comrade? said Stevenson, the marine, who paid them a visit at that moment, bringing a letter which had been carried to the wrong quarter by mistake. It was for Miles Milton. I knowd you expected it, an would be awfully disappointed at finding nothing, so I brought it over at once.

You come like a gleam of sunshine in a dark place. Thanks, Stevenson, many thanks, said Miles, springing up and opening the letter eagerly.

The first words sent a chill to his heart, for it told of his father having been very ill, but words of comfort immediately followed  he was getting slowly but surely better, and his own letter had done the old man more good in a few days than all the doctors physic had done in many weeks. Forgiveness was freely granted, and unalterable love breathed in every line. With a relieved and thankful heart he went on reading, when he was arrested by a sudden summons of his company to fall in. Grasping his rifle he ran out with the rest.

What is it? he whispered to a sergeant, as he took his place in the ranks. Osman again?

No, hes too sly a fox to show face in the day-time. Its a steamer coming with troops aboard. Were goin down to receive them, I believe.

Soon after, the overworked garrison had the immense satisfaction and excitement of bidding welcome to reinforcements with a stirring British cheer.

These formed only the advance-guard. For some time after that troops were landed at Suakim every day. Among them the 15th Sikhs, a splendid body of men, with grand physique and fierce aspect, like men who meant business. Then came the Coldstream Guards, the Scots and the Grenadier Guards, closely followed by the Engineers and Hospital and Transport Corps, the Shropshire Regiment, and many others. The desire of these fresh troops to meet the enemy was naturally strong, and the earnest hope of every one was that they would soon sally forth and have a go, as Corporal Flynn expressed it, at Osman Digna on his own ground.

Poor Corporal Flynn! His days of soldiering were nearly over!

Whether it was the excess of strong feeling raised in the poor fellows breast by the news of the grand and unexpected legacy, or the excitement caused by the arrival of so many splendid troops and the prospect of immediate action  or all put together  we cannot say, but certain it is that the corporal fell sick, and when the doctors examined the men with a view to decide who should march to the front, and who should remain to guard the town, he was pronounced unfit for active service. Worse than that, he was reported to have entered upon that journey from which no traveller returns.

But poor Flynn would not admit it, though he grew weaker from day to day. At last it was reported that he was dying, and Sergeant Hardy got leave to go off to the hospital ship to see him, and convey to him many a kind message from his sorrowful comrades, who felt that the regiment could ill spare his lively, humorous spirit.

The sergeant found him the picture of death, and almost too weak to speak.

My dear fellow, said Hardy, sitting down by his cot and gently taking his hand, Im sorry to see you like this. Im afraid you are goin to leave us.

The corporal made a slight motion with his head, as if of dissent, and his lips moved.

Hardy bent his ear over them.

Niver a bit, owld man, whispered Flynn.

Shall I read the Bible to you, lad? inquired the sergeant.

The corporal smiled faintly, and nodded.

After reading a few verses Hardy began to talk kindly and earnestly to the dying man, who lay with his eyes closed.

When he was about to leave, Flynn looked up, and, giving his comrades hand a gentle squeeze, said, in a stronger whisper than before  

Thankee, sergeant. Its kind o ye to be so consarned about my sowl, and I agrees wid ivery word ye say; but Im not goin away yit, av ye plaze.

He ceased to speak, and again closed his eyes. The doctor and the chaplain chanced to enter the hospital together as Hardy retired. The result of their visit was that they said the corporal was dead, and orders were given to make his coffin. A firing party was also told off to bury him the next morning with military honours. Early next morning, accordingly, the firing party started for the hospital ship with the coffin, but, before getting half-way to it, they were signalled to go back, for the man was not yet dead!

In short, Corporal Flynn had begun to talk in a wild way about his estate in Ireland, and his owld grandmother; and either the influence of these thoughts, or Hardys visit, had given him such a fillip that from that day he began to revive. Nevertheless he had received a very severe shake, and, not very long after, was invalided home. Meanwhile, as we have said, busy preparations were being made by General Graham  who had arrived and taken command of the forces  to offer battle to Osmans troops.

In the midst of all the excitement and turmoil, however, the new chaplain, who turned out to be a trump, managed to hold a temperance meeting; and the men who desired to serve God as well as their Queen and country became more energetic than ever in trying to influence their fellows and save themselves from the curse of strong drink, which had already played such havoc among the troops at Suakim.

Miles attended the meeting, and, according to promise, signed the total-abstinence pledge. Owing to the postponement of meetings and the press of duty he had not been able to do it sooner.

Shortly after that he was passed by the doctors as fit for duty in the field. So were Armstrong, Moses Pyne, and most of those strong and healthy men whose fortunes we have followed thus far.

Then came the bustle and excitement of preparation to go out and attack the enemy, and in the midst of it all the air was full of conflicting rumours  to the effect that Osman Digna was about to surrender unconditionally; that he would attack the town in force; that he was dead; or that he had been summoned to a conference by the Mahdi!

You may rest assured, said Sergeant Hardy one day to his comrades, as they were smoking their pipes after dinner, that nobody knows anything at all for certain about the rebel chief.

I heard that a spy has just come in with the information that he has determined not to wait for our attack, if we go out, but to attack us in our zereba, said Miles. He is evidently resolved not to commit the same mistake he made last year of letting us attack him.

He has pluck for anything, remarked Moses.

Osman proved, that same evening, that he had at least pluck enough to send a pithy defiance to his foes, for an insulting letter was received by General Graham, in which Osman, recounting the victories he had gained over Hicks and Baker Pasha, boasted of his having destroyed their armies, and dared the general to come out and fight him. To this the British General replied, reminding Osman of our victories of El-Teb and Tamai, and advising him to surrender unless he wanted a worse beating than he had got before!

Mutual defiance having been thus comfortably hurled, the troops were at once detailed for service in the field, and the very next day set forth. As our hero did not, however, accompany that expedition, and as it returned to Suakim without doing anything remarkable  except some energetic and even heroic fighting, which is by no means remarkable in British troops,  we will pass on to the expedition which was sent out immediately after it, and in which Miles Milton not only took an active part, but distinguished himself. With several of his comrades he also entered on a new and somewhat unusual phase of a soldiers career.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Expedition  Enemy reported  Miles in a Dilemma.

Every one has heard of the expedition, sent out under Sir John McNeill, in which that gallant general and his brave troops fought with indomitable heroism, not only against courageous foes, but against errors which, as a civilian, we will not presume to criticise, and against local difficulties which were said to be absolutely insurmountable.

Blame was due somewhere in connection with that expedition. Wherever it lay, we have a strong conviction  founded on the opinion of one who was present  that it did not rest with the commander of the force. It is not, however, our part to comment, but to describe those events which bore upon the fortunes of our hero and his immediate friends and comrades.

It was about four oclock on an uncommonly hot morning that the bugle sounded in Suakim, and soon the place was alive with men of all arms, devouring a hasty breakfast and mustering eagerly, for they were elated at the near prospect of having another slap at Osman!

Strange, the unaccountably exultant joy which so many men experience at the prospect of killing each other! No doubt the Briton maintains that it is all in defence of Queen and country, hearth and home. An excellent reason, of course! But may not the Soudanese claim that the defence of chief and country, tent and home, is an equally good reason  especially when he rises to defend himself from the exactions and cruelty of those superlative tyrants, the Turks, or rather, the Turkish Pashas?  for we verily believe that the rank and file of all civilised nations would gladly live at peace if their rulers would deal in arbitration instead of war! We almost feel that an apology is due for introducing such a remark in a book about soldiers, for their duty is clear as well as hard, and bravely is it done too. Moreover, they are in no way responsible for the deeds of those:

Fine old English gentlemen

Who sit at home at ease,

And send them forth to fight and die

Beyond the stormy seas!

The troops composing this expedition consisted of one squadron of the 5th Lancers, one battalion Berkshire Regiment, one battalion of Marines, one Field Company Royal Engineers, a detachment of the Royal Navy in charge of four Gardner guns, a regiment of Sikhs, Bengal Native Infantry, Bombay Native Infantry, and a body of Madras Sappers. Along with these was sent an immense convoy of 1500 camels, besides a large number of mules with carts bearing iron water-tanks.

The orders for the expedition were that they should proceed eight miles into the bush, and there make three zerebas, or defensive enclosures of bushes, capable of sheltering the entire force.

The march was begun by McNeill moving off with his European troops in square formation. The Indian contingent, under General Hudson, followed, also in square, and in charge of the transport.

A goodly force! remarked Armstrong, in a low tone to Miles, as they stepped off, shoulder to shoulder, for, being both about the same size, and unusually tall, they marched together on the right flank of their company.

Dont speak in the ranks, Willie, returned Miles, with a slight smile, for he could not shut his eyes to the fact that this strict regard for orders was due more to Marion Drews remarks about a soldiers duty than to principle.

Hm! grunted Robert Macleod, who marched next to them, and had no conscientious scruples about talking, we may mairch oot smert eneugh, but some o usll no come back sae hearty.

Some of us will never come back at all, replied Armstrong, gravely.

By six oclock the rear-guard had left Suakim, and the whole of the force moved across the plain, in parts of which the men and carts sank deep in the soft sand, while in other parts the formations were partly broken by thick bush, in which the force became somewhat entangled. The cavalry went in advance as scouts. The guns, water-carts, and ammunition-wagons were in the centre, and the Indian Brigade came last, surrounding the unwieldy mass of baggage-animals. Last of all came the telegraph detachment, unrolling as they went the wire that kept open communication with head-quarters.

That a mistake had been made somewhere was obvious; but as the soul of military discipline is obedience without question, the gallant leader pressed forward, silently and steadily, whatever he may have thought.

Soon the force became so hopelessly entangled in the difficulties of the way, that the rate of advance dwindled down to little more than one mile an hour.

Not long after starting a trooper was seen galloping back, and Miles, who marched at the right corner of his square, observed that it was his friend Johnson, looking very stern indeed. Their eyes met.

Not half enough of cavalry, he growled, as he flew past to report, The enemy in sight  retiring in small parties in the direction of Tamai.

In returning, Johnson again rode close past the same corner of the square, and, bending low in his saddle for a moment, said to Miles, I have signed the pledge, my boy.

A slight laugh from several of those who heard him greeted the information, but he probably did not hear it, for next moment his charger cleared a low bush in a magnificent stride, and in a few seconds man and horse were lost to sight in the bush.

More need to sign his will, remarked Simkin, in a somewhat cynical tone.

He has done that too, said Armstrong. I heard him say so before we started.

The troops were halted to enable the two generals to consult at this point.

While the men stood at ease, enjoying the brief rest from severe toil under such a burning sun, our hero heard a low voice at his elbow say  

Have you signed your will, John Miles? It was a startling, as well as a sudden, question!

Miles turned quickly and found that it was Captain Lacey who had put it.

The feeling of dislike with which our young soldier had regarded the captain ever since his interruption of the conversation between himself and Marion, on board ship, had abated, but had not by any means disappeared. He had too much sense, however, to allow the state of his feelings to influence his looks or bearing.

Yes, sir, he replied; I made it out last night, as you advised me, in the service form. It was witnessed by our colonel and Captain Smart and the doctor. To say truth, I thought it absurd for a man who has nothing to leave to make his will, but as you said, sir, I should like my dear mother to get my kit and any arrears of pay that may be due to me after Im gone.

I did not mean you to take such a gloomy view of your prospects, said Captain Lacey, with a laugh. But you know in our profession we always carry our lives in our hands, and it would be foolish not to take ordinary precautions

The order to resume the march here cut short the conversation, and the force continued its slow and all but impossible advance. Indeed it was soon seen that to reach the distance of eight miles out, in the circumstances, was quite beyond the power of the troops, willing, anxious, and vigorous though they were, for the bush became closer and higher as they advanced, so that a mounted man could not see over it, and so dense that the squares, though only a short distance apart, could not see each other. This state of things rendered the management of the baggage-animals extremely difficult, for mules are proverbially intractable, and camels  so meek in pictures!  are perhaps the most snarling, biting, kicking, ill-tempered animals in the world.

The day was advancing and the heat increasing, while the dust raised by the passage of such a host caused so much distress to man and beast that the general began to fear that, if an attack should be made by the enemy at that time, the greater part of the transport would have to be sacrificed. The force was therefore halted a second time, and the generals again met to consult.

They were very unwilling to give in. Another effort to advance was made, but things grew worse and worse. The day, as Moses remarked, was boiling red-hot! The carts with the heavy water-tanks sank deep in the soft sand; many of the camels loads fell off, and these had to be replaced. Replacing a camels load implies prevailing on a hideously tall and horribly stubborn creature to kneel, and this in the centre of a square which was already blocked up with carts and animals, as well as shouting, angry, and exhausted drivers!

At last it became evident that further progress that day was out of the question. The rear face of Hudsons square was obliterated by the straggling and struggling multitude; camels and loads were down in all directions, and despair of maintaining their formation was settling down on all ranks.

In these circumstances it became absolutely necessary to halt and form their zerebas where they stood  and that without delay. The best place they could find was selected. The European square formed a guard, while the rest threw off jackets, and, with axes and choppers, went to work with a will. Some cut down bushes, some filled sandbags to form a breastwork for guns and ammunition, and others erected the bushy walls of their woodland fortification. The Lancers covered about three miles of country as scouts. Hudson  who had to return to Suakim that night before dark  was ordered, with three regiments in line and advanced files, to cover McNeill and the working-party, while the commander himself went about encouraging the tired men, and urging them to increased exertion.

While the soldiers of all arms were thus busily engaged, a body of sailors was ordered to run one of their Gardner guns up to the corner of the square where Miles and Armstrong stood. They halted close to them, and then Miles became aware that one of the nautical gunners was no other than Jack Molloy.

Hallo, Jack! Why, youve got a knack of turning up unexpectedly everywhere! he exclaimed, when his friend was at leisure.

Thats wery much your own case, retorted the seaman heartily. What brought you here?

Miles slapped one of his legs by way of indicating the mode of conveyance.

Ay, lad, and theyd need to be stout timbers too, to make headway through such a sea of sand, returned Molloy, feeling his own limbs with tenderness. Dee think were in for a brush to-night, lad?

Before the latter could reply, an aide-de-camp ran up and spoke a few hurried words to Captain Lacey, who turned to his company and called them to attention.

Fours, right  quick march! he said, and away they went, past the flank of Hudsons men, to guard a hollow which left that part of the square somewhat exposed. When halted and drawn up in line several files were thrown out in advance. Miles and Sutherland formed the flanking file on the right, the latter being rear-rank man to the former.

Its a grand hiding-hole, observed Sutherland, as he peered cautiously over the edge of a low bank into a hollow where rocks and undergrowth were thickly intermingled.

Keep a sharp look-out on your left, Sutherland, said Miles, I will guard the right

He stopped abruptly and threw forward his rifle, for at that moment he observed a swarthy, black-bearded Arab, of large proportions and muscular frame, creeping forward a short distance below him. Evidently he had not heard or seen the approach of the two soldiers, for he was gazing in a different direction from them.

Miles raised his rifle and took aim at the man, but he felt an unconquerable repugnance to shoot. He had never yet met the enemy hand-to-hand. His experience heretofore had been confined to long-range firing at men who were firing at himself and his comrades, and in which, of course, he could not be sure that his bullets took effect. But now he was within fifty yards of a splendid-looking man who did not see him, who was, at the moment, innocent of any intention of injuring him, and whose expressive side-face he could clearly distinguish as he crept along with great caution towards a rock which hid the zereba of the Europeans from his view.

Miles was a good rifle-shot. A touch of the trigger he knew would be certain death to the Arab.

I cannot do it! he muttered, as he lowered his weapon and looked back over his shoulder at his comrade. The Scot, who was something of a naturalist, was engrossed at the moment in the contemplation of a little bird which was twittering on a twig in quite an opposite direction.

Miles glanced again at the Arab in a flutter of agitation as to what was his duty. The man might be one of the friendly natives! He could not tell.

At that moment another man appeared on the scene. He was a thin but powerful native, and armed with a short spear, such as is used when fighting at close quarters. He obviously was not troubled with scruples about committing murder, and Miles soon became aware that the thin man was stalking the big Arab  with what intent, of course, our soldier could only guess, but the malignant expression of the savages countenance left little doubt on that point.

Here was a complication! Our hero was on the point of calling Sutherland from the contemplation of his little bird when he saw the thin native pounce on the Arab, who was still creeping on hands and knees. He turned just in time to divert the first spear-thrust, but not in time to draw his own long knife from its sheath as he fell. The thin savage holding him down, and having him at terrible disadvantage on his back, raised his spear, and was about to repeat the deadly thrust when Miles fired and shot him in the head.

The Arab rose, shook himself clear of the dying man, and, with astounding coolness, walked calmly towards a large rock, though Miles was reloading in haste, and Sutherland was taking steady aim at him. He looked at the soldiers and held up his hand with something like a smile of remonstrance, as Sutherland pulled the trigger. At the same moment Miles struck up the muzzle, and the ball whizzed over the Arabs head as he passed behind the rock and disappeared.

What for did ye that? demanded the Scot fiercely.

Would you kill a man that was smiling at you? retorted Miles.

The two men ran back to report to their company what they had seen. At the same moment, the company, being recalled, doubled back to its position in the square.

Here they found the defence work so far advanced that the generals were beginning to feel some confidence in their being able to repel any attack. At the same time the men were working with tremendous energy, for news had just come in that the enemy was advancing in strong force.




Chapter Eighteen.

Wherein are described an Assault, a Furious Fight, and some Strange Personal Encounters.

It was nearly two oclock in the afternoon when Captain Lacey and his company resumed their place in the square.

About that time an officer of the Berkshire Regiment represented the condition of his men as requiring attention. They certainly did require it, for they had been without food since four oclock that morning, and were consequently in urgent need of provender as well as rest and water  the last having been all consumed.

As it was imperative that the work should go on, it was found necessary to serve out food by wings.

Accordingly, the men of one half-battalion received rations and water, and were then sent to their zereba with the Gardner guns, while the other half, still lying in reserve by their piled arms, received their rations.

The marines also sat down for brief rest and refreshment. Among them was our sedate friend Stevenson, who invariably carried his small Bible with him in all his campaigns. After quickly consuming his allowance, and while waiting for water, he sat down to read a few verses of the 23rd Psalm,  for Stevenson was one of those quiet, fearless men who cannot be laughed out of doing right, and who have no fear of the face of man, whether scowling in anger or sneering in contempt.

Hallo, Tom! said a light-hearted comrade near him, this is a queer time to be readin your Bible. Well be havin you sayin your prayers next!

Ive said them already, Fred, replied the marine, replacing the book in his pouch. As you say, it is a queer time to be readin the Word, but not an unsuitable time, for this may be the last chance that you and I will ever have of readin it. Our next orders may be to meet God face to face.

Stevenson was yet speaking when a Lancer was seen approaching at a wild gallop. He dashed up to the generals and informed them that the enemy was gathering in front.

The message was barely delivered when another Lancer rode up and reported the enemy close at hand.

The order, Stand to your arms! was promptly given and as promptly obeyed, without flurry or disorder.

Next minute a wild uproar was heard, and the Lancers were seen galloping towards the square with thousands of the swarthy warriors of the desert at their heels  nay, even mixed up with them!

On they came, a dark, frantic, yelling host, with irresistible fury, and, perchance, patriotism! Shall we deny to those men what we claim for ourselves  love of hearth and home, of country, of freedom? Can we not sympathise with men who groaned under an insolent and tyrannical yoke, and who, failing to understand or appreciate the purity of the motives by which we British were actuated, could see nothing in us except the supporters of their enemies?

They hurled themselves on that part of the large zereba which was defended by the Bengal Native Infantry. These fired a volley, but failed to check the impetuous rush. Everything went down before the savages, and the Native Infantry broke and fled, throwing into dire confusion the transport animals which stood in their immediate rear.

General McNeill himself dashed in among the panic-stricken men and sought to arrest them. He succeeded for a time in rallying some of them in Number 1 zereba, but another rush of the Arabs sent them flying a second time, and some of the enemy got into the square, it is said, to the number of 112. The Berkshire men, however, stood fast, and not a soul who got into that square ever got out of it alive. In this wretched affair the 17th Bengal Native Infantry lost their brave commander. He was killed while trying to rally them.

The confusion was now increased by the enemy driving the baggage-animals hither and thither, especially on to another half-battalion square of the Berkshire Regiment. Here, however, they were effectually checked. As the Atlantic billows burst in impotent turmoil on the cliffs of Cornwall, so the enemy fell upon and were hurled back by the steadfast Berkshire Regiment, which scarcely lost a man, while over two hundred of their opponents lay dead around them.

The Bombay Regiment also stood fast, and redeemed, to some extent, the credit of their country; while the Sikhs, as might have been expected of them, never flinched for a moment, but strewed the plain around them with dead and dying men.

There was horrible carnage for some time  unflinching valour being opposed to desperate courage; and while a burning sense of injury, with a resolve to conquer or die, was the motive power, no doubt, on one side, on the other there was the high sense of duty to Queen and country, and the pride of historical renown.

Owing to the suddenness of the attack, and the occupation of the troops at the moment, there was some mixing up of men of different regiments. One company of Sikhs, who were helping to unload the camels when the fight began, having been prevented from joining their own regiment, cast in their lot with the marines. The better to help their European comrades these vigorous fellows leaped outside the zereba and lay down in front of it, and the two bodies together gave the charging foe such a warm reception that they never got within twenty yards of them.

But there was a fearful scene of butchery among the baggage-animals, and many unequal hand-to-hand conflicts. There was terrible slaughter also among the working parties that had gone out to cut bushes with which to finish the zerebas, with coats off and away from their arms. Some individuals of the marines, who, as a body, suffered severely, were surrounded by a dozen Arabs, and their bodies were afterwards found covered with spear-wounds. This was the case with a sergeant named Mitchel, who had charge of a wood-cutting party and had been quietly chatting with our friend Stevenson just before the attack. Another case was that of Private Stanton, who had been through the Egyptian campaign of 1882, had fought at Kassassin, Tel-el-Kebir, El-Teb, and Tamai. When this expedition of which we write was arranged, he was one of the first to volunteer. He chanced to be outside the zereba when the attack was made, and failed to appear at muster. Next day he was found dead, with many spear-wounds, at some distance from the force. Poor fellow! he had not been killed outright, and had attempted to crawl towards the zerebas, but in his confusion had crept away in the wrong direction, and had slowly bled to death on the sands of the desert.

During the rapid progress of this terrible scene of bloodshed, Miles and his friend Armstrong stood and fought shoulder to shoulder in the front rank at their allotted corner of the square  chiefly with bullet, but also, on several occasions, with bayonet, when the rush of the enemy threatened to break through all barriers, and drive in the line of defenders. They would certainly have succeeded, had these defenders been less powerful and resolute.

Well done! exclaimed a deep bass voice, in evident enthusiasm, close to Miles.

The latter glanced round. It was the voice of his friend Jack Molloy, who helped to work the Gardner gun, and who was at the moment admiring the daring act of an officer of Sikhs.

Two men of the Berkshire Regiment, who had been employed outside the zereba, were pursued by several Arabs, and it was evident that their death was almost certain, when the Sikh officer referred to rushed out to the rescue, sprang between the men and their pursuers, killed three of the latter in succession with three rapid sword-cuts, and enabled the soldiers to escape, besides which, he checked the rush at that part of the square, and returned to his post in safety.

The cheer of the Berkshire men and others who witnessed this feat was heard to rise above even the yells of combatants, the shrieks of the wounded, the rattle and crash of fire-arms, and the general turmoil and din of war.

In one of the working parties that were out when the assault began was our friend Moses Pyne and his comrade Rattling Bill Simkin. These had been separated from the rest of their party when the first wild rush was made by the foe. The formation of the ground favoured their dropping into a place of concealment, thus for the moment saving them from the fate of being surrounded and cut to pieces, like too many of their straggling comrades. For a few seconds they lay close while the enemy rushed past like a torrent, to the assault just described.

Then Moses uprose, with an expression of stern resolve on his usually meek countenance.

Simkin, he said, as his comrade also got up, Im not goin to lie hidin here while our boys are engaged wi the savages.

No more am I, Moses, returned Rattling Bill, with something of the jovially reckless air still lingering on his solemnised visage. But weve not much chance of getting back to the zerebas without arms.

What dee call that? asked Moses, holding out his chopper.

A very good weapon to fight the bush with, answered Simkin, but not worth much against Arab spears. However, comrade, choppers are all we have got, so we must make the most of em. They say a good workman can work with any tools. What dee propose to try? Ill put myself under your orders, Moses; for, although you are a meekish sort of a fellow, I really believe you have a better headpiece than most of us.

I propose that we simply go at em, said Moses. Take em in rear, cut our way through, and get into the zereba  thats all. It dont take much of a headpiece to think that out.

Go ahead, then! Ill back you, said Rattling Bill, without the least touch of bravado, as he bared his right arm to the shoulder. Both men were in shirts and trousers, with sleeves tucked up and their brawny arms exposed  Arabesquely brown up to the elbow, and infantinely white above that!

The intended rush might have been successful, but for a change in the tactics of the enemy. Seeing that they were severely repulsed at the corner of the square, where Molloy and his tars worked the Gardner gun, while Miles and his comrades plied bullet and bayonet, the Arab chief sent a body of his followers to reinforce this point. It was just at the moment that Moses and Simkin made the dash from their place of concealment, so that they actually leaped, without having intended it, into the very midst of the reinforcements!

Two of the Arabs went down before the choppers instantly, and the others  almost panic-stricken by the suddenness and severity of the assault  turned to fly, supposing, no doubt, that an ambush had caught them. But seeing only two men they ran back, and would certainly have made short work of them if rescuers had not come up.

And at this point in the fight there was exhibited a curious instance of the power of friendship to render steady men reckless. The incident we have just described was witnessed by the troops, for, the moment the two soldiers left their place of concealment they were in full view of the large zereba.

Thats Moses! exclaimed Armstrong excitedly.

Without a moments hesitation he sprang over the defence-works and ran to the rescue, clubbing his rifle as he went and felling two Arabs therewith.

You shant die alone, Willie! muttered our hero, as he also leaped the fence and followed his friend, just in time to save him from three Arabs who made at him simultaneously. Two of these Miles knocked down; his comrade felled the other. Then they turned back to back; Moses and Simkin did the same, and thus formed a little impromptu rallying square. This delayed the catastrophe, which seemed, however, inevitable. The brave little quartette, being surrounded by foes, could do nothing but parry with almost lightning speed the spear-thrusts that were made at them continually.

Seeing this, the heart of Jack Molloy bounded within him, and friendship for the moment overcame the sense of duty.

You can only die once, Jack! he exclaimed, drew his cutlass, leaped out of the zereba, and went at the foe with a thunderous roar, which, for a moment, actually made them quail.

Infected with a similar spirit, Stevenson, the marine, also lost his head, if we may say so. Resolving to run a-muck for friendships sake, he followed the sailor, and increased the rallying square to five, while Molloy skirmished round it, parrying spear-thrusts, at once with left arm and cutlass, in quite a miraculous manner, roaring all the time like an infuriated lion, and causing the enemy to give back in horror wherever he made a rush.

A root, however, tripped him up at last, and he fell forward headlong to the ground. A dozen spears were pointed at his broad back, when a tall majestic Arab sprang forward and held up one hand, while with the other he waved a sword.

At that moment a strong force of the enemy came down with an impetuous rush on that corner of the zereba, and, coming between it and the little knot of combatants, hid them from view.

The attack at this point was very determined, and for a few moments the issue seemed doubtful, for although the enemy fell in heaps they came on in such numbers that the defenders were almost overwhelmed. Steadiness, however, combined with indomitable courage, prevailed. Everywhere they were repulsed with tremendous loss. Many instances of personal bravery occurred, of course, besides those we have described, but we may not pause to enumerate these. Tenacity of life, also, was curiously exhibited in the case of some of the desperately wounded.

One man in charge of two mules outside the zereba was trying to bring them in when he was attacked, and received three terrible spear-wounds in the back and one in the arm, which cut all the muscles and sinews. Yet this man ultimately recovered, though, of course, with the loss of his arm.

Another man lost a leg and an arm, and was badly wounded in the other leg and in the hand, and, lastly, he was shot in the jaw. After being operated on, and having his wounds dressed, the doctor asked him how he felt.

All right, sir, he answered. Theyve crippled me in arms and legs, and theyve broke my jaw, but, thank God, they have not broke my heart yet!

It was eight minutes to three when the Arabs made their first rush, and it was just ten minutes past three when the enemy was finally repelled and the bugle sounded Cease firing. Yet into these pregnant eighteen minutes all that we have described, and a vast deal more, was crowded. Nearly four hundred of our men were killed and wounded, while the enemy, it is believed, lost over two thousand.

It is said by those who were present at the engagement that the officers of the 17th Bengal Infantry were heard to say that if their men had not given way, there would have been no disaster at all, and General McNeill instead of being accused of permitting himself to be surprised, would have got credit for a heroic defence against overwhelming odds. If he had carried out his instructions, and pressed on to the end of eight miles, instead of prudently halting when he did, there can be no doubt that the force would have been surprised and absolutely cut to pieces.




Chapter Nineteen.

Refers to Sergeant Hardy, Amytoor-Lawyer Sutherland, and other Matters.

Among the wounded in the great fight which we have just described was Hardy the sergeant.

His position at the time the Arabs broke into the square was close to the right flank of the Indian Native Regiment, which gave way, so that it was he and a number of the flank men of his company who had to do most of the hand-to-hand fighting necessary to repair the disaster and drive back the enemy. Of course every soldier engaged in that part of the fight was, for a time, almost overwhelmed in the confusion, and many of them were surrounded and severely wounded.

When the Native Infantry broke, Hardys captain sprang to the front, sword in hand, and cut down two of the foe. As he did so, he was, for a moment, separated from his company and surrounded. A powerful Arab was on the point of thrusting his spear into the captains back when Hardy observed his danger, bayoneted the Arab, and saved the officer. But it was almost at the cost of his own life, for another Arab, with whom he had been fighting at the moment, took advantage of the opportunity to thrust his spear into the chest of the sergeant, who fell, as was thought, mortally wounded.

This, however, was not the case, for when the fight was over, his wound, although dangerous, was not supposed to be fatal, and he went into hospital on returning to Suakim. He was a Blue Light, and his temperance habits told in his favour. So did his religion, for the calm equanimity with which he submitted to the will of God, and bore his sufferings, went far to assist the doctor in grappling with his wound. But his religion did more than that, for when he thought of the heaven that awaited him, if he should die, and of being for ever with the Lord, his heart was filled with joy; and joy not only does not kill,  it is absolutely a source of life. In the sergeants case it formed an important factor in restoring him to partial health.

One evening, some time after the battle of McNeills zereba, Sutherland and Gaspard Redgrave were seated beside the sergeants bed  cheering him up a bit, as they said  and chatting about the details of the recent fight. Once or twice the sergeant had tried to lead the conversation to religious subjects, but without success, for neither Sutherland nor Gaspard were seriously disposed, and both fought shy of such matters.

Well, its very kind of you to come an cheer me up, lads, said Hardy at last; and I hope I may live to do the same for you, if either of you ever gets knocked over. Now, I want each of you to do me a favour. Will you promise?

Of course we will, said Gaspard quickly.

If we can, said the more cautious Scot.

Well, then, Gaspard, will you sing me a song? I think it would do me good.

With the greatest pleasure, answered the soldier; but, he added, looking round doubtfully, I dont know how they might like it here.

Theyll not object; besides, you can sing low. Youve got the knack of singin soft  better than any man I ever heard.

Well, what shall it be? returned the gratified Gaspard.

One of Sankeys hymns, said the sergeant, with the remotest semblance of a twinkle in his eye, as he took a small hymn-book from under his pillow and gave it to his friend.

Gaspard did not seem to relish the idea of singing hymns, but he had often heard the Blue Lights sing them, and could not plead ignorance of the tunes; besides, being a man of his word, he would not refuse to fulfil his promise.

Sing Number 68, Shall we gather at the river? Im very fond of that hymn.

In a sweet, soft, mellow voice, that charmed all who were within hearing, Gaspard began the hymn, and when he had finished there was heard more than one Amen and Thank God from the neighbouring beds.

Yes, comrades, we shall gather there, said the sergeant, after a brief pause, for the same Almighty Saviour who saved me died for you as well. I aint used to wettin my cheeks, as you know, lads, but I spose my wound has weakened me a bit! Now Sutherland, the favour I have to ask of

If yere thinkin o askin me to pray, broke in the alarmed Scotsman, ye may save your breath. When I promised, I said, if I can. Noo, I can not pray, an its nae use askin me to try. Whatever I may come to in this warld, Ill no be a heepycrit for ony leevin man.

Quite right, Sutherland  quite right. I had no intention of asking you to pray, replied Hardy, with a faint smile. What I want you to do is to draw out my will for me.

Oh! Im quite willin to do that, returned the relieved Scot.

You see, continued the sergeant, one never knows what may be the result of a bad wound in a climate like this, and if it pleases my Father in heaven to call me home, I should like the few trifles I possess to go in the right direction.

Thats a wise-like sentiment, returned his friend, with an approving nod and thoughtful frown.

Now, as you write a capital hand, and know how to express yourself on paper, continued Hardy, it strikes me that you will do the job better than any one else; and, being a friend, I feel that I can talk freely to you on my private affairs. So youll help me?

Im wullin to try, serjint, and ac the legal adviser  amytoor-like, ye ken.

Thank you. Can you come to-morrow morning?

No, serjint, I canna, because Ive to start airly the morns mornin wi a pairty to meet the Scots Gairds comin back frae Tamai, but the moment I come back Ill come to ye.

That will do  thank you. And now, Gaspard, whats the news from England? I hear that a mail has just come in.

News that will make your blood boil, said Gaspard sternly.

It would take a good deal of powerful news to boil the little blood that is left in me, said Hardy, languidly.

Well, I dont know. Anyhow it makes mine boil. What dyou think of McNeills brave defence being represented in the papers as a disaster?

You dont mean that!

Indeed I do. They say that it was a disaster! whereas it was a splendid defence under singularly adverse circumstances! They say that General McNeill permitted himself to be surprised! If he had tried to carry out his instructions to the full extent, it would indeed have been such a surprise that the surprising thing would have been if a single man of us had returned alive to tell the tale  as you and I know full well. The truth is, it was the fault of the Intelligence Department that nearly wrecked us, and it was McNeills prudence and our pluck that saved us, and yet these quill-drivers at home  bah!

The soldier rose in hot indignation and strode from the room.

Hes a wee thing roosed! remarked Sutherland, with a good-humoured yet slightly cynical grin. But guid-nicht to ye, ma man. Keep up hert an Ill come an draft yer wull i the mornin.

So saying the amytoor lawyer took his departure, and was soon tramping over the desert sands with a band of his comrades.

They were not, however, permitted to tramp in peace, for their indefatigable foe hung on their skirts and annoyed them the greater part of the way. Toward evening they met the Guards, and as it was too late to return to Suakim the force bivouacked in McNeills deserted zereba, surrounded by graves and scarcely buried corpses.

Only those who were there can fully understand what that meant. All round the zereba, and for three miles on the Suakim side of it, the ground was strewn thickly with the graves of Europeans, Indians, and Arabs, and so shallow were these that from each of them there oozed a dark, dreadful stain. To add to the horrors of the scene, portions of mangled and putrefying corpses protruded from many of them  ghastly skulls, from the sockets of which the eyes had been picked by vultures and other obscene birds. Limbs of brave men upon which the hyena had already begun his dreadful work, and half-skeleton hands, with fingers spread and bent as if still clutching the foe in death-agony, protruded above the surface; mixed with these, and unburied, were the putrefying carcases of camels and mules  the whole filling the air with a horrible stench, and the soul with a fearful loathing, which ordinary language is powerless to describe, and the inexperienced imagination cannot conceive.

Oh! it is terrible to think that from the Fall till now man has gone on continually producing and reproducing scenes like this  sometimes, no doubt, unavoidably; but often, too often, because of some trifling error, or insult, on the part of statesmen, or some paltry dispute about a boundary, or, not infrequently, on grounds so shadowy and complex that succeeding historians have found it almost impossible to convey the meaning thereof to the intellects of average men!

Amid these dreadful memorials of the recent fight the party bivouacked!

Next day the troops returned to Suakim, and Sutherland, after breakfast, and what he called a wash-up, went to see his friend Sergeant Hardy, with pen, ink, and paper.

Weel, serjint, hoo are ye the day?

Pretty well, thank you  pretty well. Ah! Sutherland, I have been thinking what an important thing it is for men to come to Jesus for salvation while in their health and strength; for now, instead of being anxious about my soul, as so many are when the end approaches, I am rejoicing in the thought of soon meeting God  my Father! Sutherland, my good fellow, it is foolish as well as wrong to think only of this life. Of all men in the world we soldiers ought to know this.

The sergeant spoke so earnestly, and his eyes withal looked so solemnly from their sunken sockets, that his friend could not help being impressed.

I believe yere no far wrang, serjint, an I tak shame to mysel that Ive been sic a harum-scarum sinner up to this time.

Sutherland said this with a look so honest that Hardy was moved to put out his large wasted hand and grasp that of his friend.

Comrade, he said, God is waiting to be gracious. Jesus is ever ready and willing to save.

Sutherland returned the pressure but made no reply; and Hardy, praying for a blessing on the little that had been said, changed the subject by saying  

You have brought paper and ink, I see.

Ay, but, man, ye mauna be speakin o takin yer depairture yet. This draftin o yer wull is only a precaution.

Quite right, lad. I mean it only as a precaution, returned Hardy, in a cheerful tone. But you seem to have caught a cold  eh? What makes you cough and clear your throat so?

A cauld! I wush it was only a cauld! Man, its the stink o thae corps that I canna get oot o my nose an thrapple.

Hereupon Sutherland, by way of entertaining his invalid friend, launched out into a graphic account of the scene he had so recently witnessed at McNeills zereba. When that subject was exhausted, he arranged his writing materials and began with all the solemnity of a lawyer.

Noo, serjeant, what div ye want me to pit doon?

Well, I must explain first that I have very little to leave, and no one to leave it to.

What! Nae friens ava?

Not one. I have neither wife nor child, brother nor sister. I have indeed one old cousin, but he is rich, and would not be benefited by my poor little possessions; besides, hes a cross-grained old fellow, and does not deserve anything, even though I had something worth leaving. However, I bear him no ill-will, poor man, only I dont want what I do leave to go to him, which it would if I were to die without a will; because, of course, he is my natural heir, and

Haud ye there, man, said the Scot abruptly but slowly. If hes your naitral heir, yere his naitral heir tae, ye ken.

Of course, I am aware of that, returned the sergeant with an amused look; but the old man is eccentric, and has always boasted that he means to leave his wealth to some charity. Indeed, I know that he has already made his will, leaving his money to build an hospital  for incurables of some sort, I believe.

Ma certy! If I was his lawyer, said Sutherland, with ineffable scorn, I wad advise him to erec an hospital in his lifetime for incurable eediots, an to gang in himsel as the first patient. But, come awa wi yer wull, serjint.

Get ready, then, my lawyer, and see that you put it down all ship-shape, as poor Molloy would have said.

Oh, ye needna fear, said the Scot, Im no sic an ass as to trust to my ain legal knowledge. But jist you say what ye want an Ill pit it doon, and then write it into a form in the reglar way.

After mentioning a few trifling legacies to various comrades, Hardy said that he had managed to save a hundred pounds during his career, which he wished to divide between his two comrades, John Miles and Willie Armstrong, for whom he expressed strong regard.

Sutherland, instead of noting this down, looked at his friend in sad surprise, thinking that weakness had caused his mind to wander.

Ye forget, serjint, he said softly, that Miles an Airmstrang are baith deed.

No, lad; no one can say they are certainly dead.

Aweel  we canna exactly say it, but when ye consider o the born deevils that have gotten haud o them, we are entitled to think them deed ony way.

They are reported as missing, that is all, and that is enough for me. You write down what I tell you, lad. Now, have you got it down?

Ay, fifty to each.

There may be some interest due on the account, said the sergeant thoughtfully; besides, there may be a few things in my kit that I have forgotten  and its not worth while dividing such trifles between them.

Weel, weel, yeve only to mak yin o them yer residooary legitee, an thatll pit it a richt.

True, my lawyer. Let it be so, said Hardy, with a short laugh at the thought of making so much ado about nothing. Make Miles my residuary legatee. And now, be off, draw it out fair, an leave me to rest, for Im a trifle tired after all this legal work.

The will thus carefully considered was duly made out, signed, and witnessed, after which Sergeant Hardy awaited with cheerful resignation whatever fate should be appointed to him.

His strong frame and constitution, undamaged by youthful excess, fought a vigorous battle for life, and he began slowly to mend; but the climate of Suakim was so bad for him that he was finally sent down to the hospital at Alexandria, where, under much more favourable circumstances, he began to recover rapidly.

One of the nurses there was very kind to him. Finding that the sergeant was an earnest Christian, she had many interesting talks with him on the subject nearest his heart.

One day she said to him with unusual animation:

The doctor says you may go down to the Soldiers Institute that has recently been set up here, and stay for some time to recruit. It is not intended for invalids, you know, but the ladies in charge are intimate friends of mine, and have agreed to let you have a room. The Institute stands on a very pleasant part of the shore, exposed to the fresh sea-breezes; and there are lots of books and newspapers and games, as well as lectures, concerts, prayer-meetings, Bible-readings, and

Ay, just like Miss Robinsons Institute at Portsmouth, interrupted Hardy. I know the sort o thing well.

The Alexandrian Soldiers Institute is also Miss Robinsons, returned the nurse, with a pleased look; so if you know the one at Portsmouth, there is no need for my describing the other to you. The change will do you more good in a week than months at this place. And Ill come to see you frequently. There is a widow lady staying there just now to whom I will introduce you. She has been helping us to nurse here, for she has great regard for soldiers; but her health having broken-down somewhat, she has transferred her services to the Institute for a time. She is the widow of a clergyman who came out here not long ago and died suddenly. You will find her a very sympathetic soul.




Chapter Twenty.

Old Friends in New Aspects.

On the evening of the third day after the conversation narrated in the last chapter, Sergeant Hardy sat in an easy-chair on the verandah of the Soldiers Institute at Alexandria, in the enjoyment of a refreshing breeze, which, after ruffling the blue waters of the Mediterranean, came like a cool hand on a hot brow, to bless for a short time the land of Egypt.

Like one of Aladdins palaces the Institute had sprung up  not exactly in a night, but in a marvellously short space of time. There was more of interest about it, too, than about the Aladdin buildings; for whereas the latter were evolved magically out of that mysterious and undefinable region termed Nowhere, the Miss Robinson edifice came direct from smoky, romantic London, without the advantage of supernatural assistance.

When Miss Robinsons soldier friends were leaving for the seat of war in Egypt, some of them had said to her, Three thousand miles from home are three thousand good reasons why you should think of us! The Soldiers Friend took these words to heart  also to God. She did think of them, and she persuaded other friends to think of them, to such good purpose that she soon found herself in possession of funds sufficient to begin the work.

As we have seen, her energetic servant and fellow-worker, Mr Thomas Tufnell, was sent out to Egypt to select a site for the building. The old iron and wood Oratory at Brompton was bought, and sent out at Government expense  a fact which speaks volumes for the Government opinion of the value of Miss Robinsons work among soldiers.

In putting up the old Oratory, Tufnell had transformed it to an extent that might almost have made Aladdins Slave of the Lamp jealous. Certainly, those who were wont to orate in the building when it stood in Brompton would have failed to recognise the edifice as it arose in Egypt on the Boulevard Ramleh, between the Grand Square of Alexandria and the sea.

The nave of the old Oratory had been converted into a room, ninety-nine feet long, with couches and tables running down both sides, a billiard-table in the centre, writing materials in abundance, and pictures on the walls. At one end of the room stood a pianoforte, couches, and easy-chairs, and a door opened into a garden facing the sea. Over the door were arranged several flags, and above these, in large letters, the appropriate words, In the name of the Lord will we set up our banners. At the other end was a temperance refreshment bar. On a verandah facing the sea men could repose on easy-chairs and smoke their pipes or cigars, while contemplating the peculiarities of an Eastern climate.

It was here that our friend Sergeant Hardy was enjoying that blessed state of convalescence which may be described as gazing straight forward and thinking of nothing!

Of course there were all the other appliances of a well-equipped Institute  such as sleeping-cabins, managers room, Bible-class room, lavatory, and all the rest of it, while a handsome new stone building close beside it contained sitting-rooms, bed-rooms, club-room for officers, kitchens, and, by no means least, though last, a large lecture-hall.

But to these and many other things we must not devote too much space, for old friends in new aspects claim our attention. Only, in passing from such details, it may not be out of place to say that it has been remarked that the sight of Miss Robinsons buildings, steadily rising from the midst of acres of ruins, while mens minds were agitated by the bombardment and its results, produced a sense of security which had a most beneficial and quietening effect on the town! Indeed, one officer of high rank went so far as to say that the Institute scheme had given the inhabitants more confidence in the intentions of England than anything yet done or promised by Government!

In a rocking-chair beside the sergeant reclined a shadow in loose  remarkably loose  fitting soldiers costume.

What a blessed place to sit in and rest after the toils and sufferings of war, said Hardy, to the shadow, and how thankful I am to God for bringing me here!

Its a hivenly place intirely, responded the shadow, an tis mesilf as is thankful too  whats left o me anyhow, an thats not much. Sure Ive had some quare thoughts in me mind since I come here. Wan o them was  what is the smallest amount o skin an bone thats capable of howldin a thankful spirit?

I never studied algebra, Flynn, so its of no use puttin the question to me, said Hardy; besides, Im not well enough yet to tackle difficult questions, but Im real glad to see you, my boy, though there is so little of you to see.

Thats it, sarjint; thats just where it lies, returned Flynn, in a slow, weak voice. Ive bin occupied wi that question too  namely, how thin may a man git widout losin the power to howld up his cloes?

You neednt be uneasy on that score, said Hardy, casting an amused glance at his companion, for theres plenty o flesh left yet to keep ye goin till you get to old Ireland. It rejoices my heart to see you beside me, thin though you are, for the report up country was that you had died on the way to Suez.

Bad luck to their reports! Thats always the way of it. I do think the best way to take reports is to belaive the exact opposite o whats towld ye, an so yell come nearest the truth. Its thrue I had a close shave. Wan day I felt a sort o light-hiddedness  as if I was a kind o livin balloon  and was floatin away, whin the doctor came an looked at me.

Hes gone, says he.

Thats a lie! says I, with more truth than purliteness, maybe.

An would ye belave it?  I began to mind from that hour! It was the doctor saved me widout intindin to  good luck to him! Anyhow he kep me from slippin my cable that time, but it was the good nursin as brought me back  my blissin on the dear ladies as give their hearts to this work all for love! By the way, continued Flynn, coughing and looking very stern, for he was ashamed of a tear or two which would rise and almost overflow in spite of his efforts to restrain them  but then, you see, he was very weak! By the way, he said, youll niver guess who wan o the nurses is. Who dee think?  guess!

I never could guess right, Flynn.

Try.

Well, little Mrs Armstrong.

Nonsense, man! Why, shes nursin her old father in England, I spose.

Miss Robinson, then?

Hm! You might as well say the Prime Minister. How dee spose the Portsmuth Institute could git along widout her? No, its our friend Mrs Drew!

What! The wife o the reverend gentleman as came out with us in the troop-ship?

That same  though shes no longer the wife of the riverend gintleman, for hes dead  good man, said Flynn, in a sad voice.

Im grieved to hear that, for he was a good man. And the pretty daughter, what of her?

Thats more nor I can tell ye, boy. Sometimes her mother brings her to the hospital to let her see how they manage, but I fancy she thinks her too young yet to go in for sitch work by hersilf. Anyhow Ive seen her only now an then; but the poor widdy comes riglar  though I do belave she does it widout pay. The husband died of a flyer caught in the hospital a good while since. They say that lots o young fellows are afther the daughter, for though the Drews are as poor as church rats, shes got such a swate purty face, and such innocent ways wid her, that Id try for her mesilf av it wasnt that Ive swore niver to forsake me owld grandmother.

Chatting thus about times past and present, while they watched the soldiers and seamen who passed continuously in and out of the Institute  intent on a game, or some non-intoxicant refreshment, or a lounge, a look at the papers, a confab with a comrade, or a bit of reading  the two invalids enjoyed their rest to the full, and frequently blessed the lady who provided such a retreat, as well as her warm-hearted assistants, who, for the love of Christ and human souls, had devoted themselves to carry on the work in that far-off land.

I often think said Hardy.

But what he thought was never revealed; for at that moment two ladies in deep mourning approached, whom the sergeant recognised at a glance as Mrs Drew and her daughter Marion. The faces of both were pale and sorrowful; but the beauty of the younger was rather enhanced than otherwise by this, and by contrast with her sombre garments.

They both recognised the sergeant at once, and, hastening forward, so as to prevent his rising, greeted him with the kindly warmth of old friends.

It seems such a long time since we met, said the elder lady, but we have never forgotten you or the comrades with whom we used to have such pleasant talks in the troop-ship.

Sure am I, madam, said the sergeant, that they have never forgotten you and your kind  kind

Yes, my husband was very kind to you all, said the widow, observing the delicacy of feeling which stopped the soldiers utterance; he was kind to every one. But we have heard some rumours that have made me and my daughter very sad. Is it true that a great many men of your regiment were killed and wounded at the battle fought by General McNeill?

Quite true, madam, answered the sergeant, glancing at the daughter with some surprise; for Marion was gazing at him with an intensely anxious look and parted lips. But, thank God, many were spared!

And  and  how are the two fine-looking young men that were so fond of each other  like twins almost

Sure, didnt I tell ye, misthress, that they was both ki

Hold your tongue, Flynn, interrupted the widow, with a forced smile. You are one of my most talkative patients! I want to hear the truth of this matter from a man who has come more recently from the scene of action than yourself. What do you think, Mr Hardy?

You refer to John Miles and William Armstrong, no doubt, madam, said the sergeant, in a somewhat encouraging tone. Well, if Flynn says they were killed he has no ground whatever for saying so. They are only reported missing. Of course that is bad enough, but as long as a man is only missing there is plenty of room for hope. You see, they may have managed to hide, or been carried off as prisoners into the interior; and you may be sure the Arabs would not be such fools as to kill two men like Miles and Armstrong; theyd rather make slaves of em, in which case there will be a chance of their escaping, or, if we should become friendly again wi these fellows, theyd be set free.

Im so glad to hear you say so, and I felt sure that my desponding patient here was taking too gloomy a view of the matter, said Mrs Drew, with a significant glance at Marion, who seemed to breathe more freely and to lose some of her anxious expression after the sergeants remarks.

Perhaps at this point a little conversation that took place between Mrs Drew and her daughter that same evening may not be out of place.

Dear May, said the former, did I not tell you that Flynn took too gloomy a view of the case of these young soldiers, in whom your dear father was so much interested? But, darling, is it not foolish in you to think so much about Miles?

It may be foolish, mother, but I cannot help it, said Marion, blushing deeply; for she was very modest as well as simple.

May, dear, I wonder that you can make such an admission! said the mother remonstratively.

Is it wrong to make such an admission to ones own mother, when it is true? asked Marion, still blushing, but looking straight in her mothers eyes; for she was very straightforward as well as modest and simple!

Of course not, dear, but  but  in short, Miles is only a  a  soldier, you know, and

Only a soldier! interrupted Marion, with a flash from her soft brown eyes; for she was an enthusiast as well as straightforward, modest, and simple! I suppose you mean that he is only a private, but what then? May not the poorest private in the army rise, if he be but noble-minded and worthy and capable, to the rank of a general, or higher  if there is anything higher? Possibly the Commander-in-Chief-ship may be open to him!

True, my love, but in the meantime his social position is

Is quite as good as our own, interrupted Marion; for she was a desperate little radical as well as an enthusiast, straightforward, modest, and simple!

You know he let out something about his parents and position, and of course he told the truth. Besides, I repeat that I cannot help loving him, and surely we are not responsible for our affections. We cannot love and hate to order. I might fall in love with  with  well, its no good talking; but, anyhow, I could not help it. I could be silent if you like, but I could not help myself.

Mrs Drew seemed a little puzzled how to deal with her impetuous daughter, and had begun to reply, when May interrupted her. Flushing deeply, for she was very sensitive, and with a feeling that amounted almost to indignation, she continued  

I wonder at you, mother  its so unlike you; as if those unworthy considerations of difference of rank and station could influence, or ought to influence, one in such a question as this!

Mrs Drew paused for a moment. She knew that her daughter gave expression to the views that had marked the dealings of the husband and father, so lately lost to them, in every action of his life. Marions happiness, too, during the remainder of her days, might be involved in the result of the present conversation, and she was moved to say  

My dear, has John Miles ever spoken to you?

Oh! mother, how can you ask me? If he had done so, would I have delayed one minute in letting you know?

Forgive me, dearest. I did you wrong in admitting the thought even for a moment. But you spoke so earnestly  as if you might have some reason for thinking that he cared for you.

Dont you know, answered Marion, looking down, and a little confused, that men can speak with their eyes as well as their lips? I not only feel sure that he cares for me, but I feel sure, from the sentiments he expressed to me on the voyage, that nothing would induce him to talk to me of love while in his present position.

How does all this consist, my love, asked Mrs Drew, with your knowledge of the fact that he left home in anger, and would not be persuaded, even by your dear father, to write home a penitent letter?

Marion was silent. This had not occurred to her before. But love is not to be turned from its object by trifles. She was all that we have more than once described her to be; but she was not a meta-physician or a philosopher, capable of comprehending and explaining occult mysteries. Enough for her if she loved Miles and Miles loved her, and then, even if he did not deserve her love, she would remain true  secretly but unalterably true  to him as the needle is to the pole!

Has it not occurred to you, dear, said her mother, pursuing her advantage in a meditative tone, that if Miles has been so plain-spoken and eloquent with his blue eye, that your pretty brown ones may have said something to him?

Never! exclaimed the girl, with an indignant flash. Oh! mother, can you believe me capable of  of  no, I never looked at him except with the air of a perfect stranger  at least of a  a  but why should I try to deny what could not possibly be true?

Mrs Drew felt that nothing was to be gained from pursuing the subject  or one aspect of it  further.

At any rate, she said, I am glad, for his own sake, poor young fellow, that Sergeant Hardy spoke so hopefully.

And for his comrades sakes as well, said Marion. You know, mother, that his friend Armstrong is also reported as missing, and Stevenson the marine, as well as that dear big bluff sailor, Jack Molloy. By the way, do you feel well enough to go to the lecture to-night? It is to be a very interesting one, I am told, with magic-lantern illustrations, and I dont like to go alone.

I am going to-night, so you may make your mind easy, said her mother. I would not miss this lecturer, because I am told that he is a remarkably good one, and the hall is likely to be quite full.

In regard to this lecture and some other things connected with the Alexandrian Institute, our friend Sergeant Hardy learned a good deal from the lady at the head of it, not long after the time that Mrs Drew had the foregoing conversation with Marion.

It is scarcely needful to say that the Lady-Superintendent was a capable Christian as well as an enthusiast in her work.

Come to my room, Sergeant Hardy, and Ill tell you all about it, she said, leading the way to her apartment, where the sergeant placed himself upon a chair, bolt upright, as if he were going to have a tooth drawn, or were about to illustrate some new species of sitting-drill.




Chapter Twenty One.

Shows how the Lady of the Institute discourses to the Sergeant, how Jack-Tars go out on the Spree, and how Music Conquers Warriors.

It seems wonderful to me, madam, said Sergeant Hardy, looking round the ladys room with an admiring gaze, how quickly you have got things into working order here. When I remember that last year this place was a heap of rubbish, it seems like magic.

Ah! the work of God on earth seems magical the more we reflect on it, returned the lady. The fact that our Institute was conceived, planned, and carried into successful operation by an invalid lady, in spite of discouragement, and, at first, with inadequate means, is itself little short of miraculous, but what is even more surprising is the fact that the Government, which began by throwing cold water on her Portsmouth work, has ended by recognising it and by affording us every facility here in Alexandria.

Well, you see, madam, I suppose its because they see that we soldiers and sailors likes it, an it does a power o good  dont you think?

No doubt, but whatever may be the reason, Sergeant, we are very thankful for the encouragement. I suppose you have heard what a grand occasion our opening day was?

No, madam, I havent. You see, away at Suakim we was so constantly taken up with the attentions of Osman Digna that we had little time for anything but eatin and sleepin when we wasnt on sentry an fightin, so that we often missed bits of news. Was there a great turn-out o men?

Indeed there was, returned the lady, with animation; and not only of men, but of all the Alexandrian notables. It was on the 23rd of February last (1885) that our Institute was opened by Major-General Lennox, V.C., C.B., who was in command of the garrison. This was not the first time by any means that the soldiers had paid us a visit. A number of men, who, like yourself, Sergeant Hardy, sympathise with our work in its spiritual aspects, had been frequently coming to see how we were getting on, and many a pleasant hours prayer and singing we had enjoyed with them, accompanied by our little harmonium, which had been sent to us by kind friends in England; and every Sunday evening we had had a little service in the midst of the shavings and carpenters benches.

But on this grand opening day the men came down in hundreds, and a great surprise some of them got  especially the sceptical among them. The entrance was decorated with palms. At the further end of the reading-room the trophy of Union Jacks and the Royal Standard, which you see there now, was put up by a band of Jack-tars who had come to help us as well as to see the fun. Over the trophy was our text, In the name of the Lord will we set up our banners, for we liked to feel that we had taken possession of this little spot in Egypt for God  and we believe that it will always be His.

Everything was bright and hearty. There were about five hundred soldiers and sailors, and between two and three hundred officers and civilians of all nationalities. On the platform we had Osman Pasha

Ha! interrupted the sympathetic sergeant, I only wish we could have had Osman Digna there too! It would do more to pacify the Soudan than killing his men does!

I daresay it would, responded the lady with a laugh, but have patience, Hardy; we shall have him there yet, and perhaps the Mahdi too  or some future grand occasion. Well, as I was saying, we had Osman, the Governor of Alexandria, on our platform, and a lot of big-wigs that you know nothing about, but whose influence was of importance, and whose appearance went far to make the place look gay. Of course we had music, beginning with God save the Queen, and speeches  brilliant as well as heavy; sententious and comic  like all other similar gatherings, and the enthusiasm was unbounded. How could it be otherwise with sailors to cheer and soldiers to back them up? And you may be sure that in such a meeting the enthusiasm about the undertaking did not fail to extend to the Soldiers Friend who had originated the whole. In short, it was a splendid success.

Of course it was, said the sergeant, with emphasis; first, because of Gods blessing, an, second, because the Institoot was greatly needed. Why, madam, if it wasnt for this place the thousands of soldiers stationed here, not to mention the sailors, would have no place to go to spend their leave and leisure time but the drinkin dens o the town; an you know well, though praps not so well as I do, what terrible places these are, where men are tempted, fleeced, debauched, and sometimes murdered.

Quite true, Hardy. Did you hear of the case that occurred just two days ago? A sergeant of one of the regiments, I forget which, after paying his fare to a donkey-boy, turned quietly to walk away, when the scoundrel felled him with a stick and robbed him of one pound 10 shillings. The case is before the law-court now, and no doubt the robber will receive a just reward.

Well, as I was remarking, the opening day carried us to high tide, so to speak, and there has been no ebb from that day to this. One comical incident, however, occurred just at the beginning, which might have done us damage. The day after the opening all was prepared for the reception of our soldier and sailor friends. The tables were arranged with books and games, the writing-table with pens, ink, and blotting-paper, and the bar with all sorts of eatables, magnificent urns, coloured glass, etcetera. About one oclock William, our barman, tasted the coffee. His usual expression of self-satisfaction gave place to one of horror. He tasted the coffee again. The look of horror deepened. He ran to the boiler, and the mystery was cleared up. The boiler had been filled with salt-water! Our Arab, Ibraim, who carries up seawater daily to fill our baths, had filled the boiler with the same. Luckily there was time to correct the mistake, and when our friends came trooping in at four oclock they found the coffee quite to their taste.

You know very well, continued the superintendent, our rules never to force religion on any of our customers, our object being to attract by all the legitimate means in our power. We have our Bible-classes, prayer-meetings, temperance soirees, and the like, distinct  as at Portsmouth  from the other advantages of the Institute; and are quite content if some, who come at first from mere curiosity or for the enjoyment of temporal good things, should afterwards continue to come from higher and spiritual motives. But if our military friends prefer to read our papers and books, and play our games, and use our bar, they are at perfect liberty to do so, without what I may style religious interference. Its all fair and above-board, you see. We fully recognise the freedom of will that God has bestowed on man. If you dont care for our spiritual fare you may let it alone. If you relish it  there it is, and you are welcome. Yet we hold by our right to win men if we can. In point of fact, we have been very successful already in this way, for our motive power from beginning to end is Love.

One of our most helpful soldier friends  a sergeant  has brought several men to the Saviour, who are now our steady supporters. One of these men, whom our sergeant was the means of bringing in, was a professed unbeliever of good standing and ability. The first time he was prevailed on to come to a prayer-meeting, he sat bolt upright while we knelt, being a straightforward sort of man who refused to pretend when he could not really pray. He is now a happy follower of Jesus.

Our large rooms are constantly filled with soldiers, some chatting, some making up for past privations by having a good English meal, and others reading or playing games. Just now happens to be our quietest hour, but it wont be long before we have a bustling scene.

As if to verify the ladys words there came through the doorways at that moment a sound of shouting and cheering, which caused all the staff of the Institute to start into active life.

There they come! exclaimed the lady, with an intelligent smile, as she hurried from the room, leaving Hardy to follow at a pace that was more consistent with his dignity  and, we may add, his physical weakness.

The shouts proceeded from a party of sailors on leave from one of the ironclads lying in the harbour. These, being out for the day  on a spree as some of them styled it  had hired donkeys, and come in a body to the Institute, where they knew that food of the best, dressed in British fashion, and familiar games, were to be had, along with British cheer and sympathy.

When Hardy reached the door he found the place swarming with blue-jackets, trooping up at intervals on various animals, but none on foot, save those who had fallen off their mounts and were trying to get on again.

Theyre all donkeyfied together, remarked a sarcastic old salt  not one of the party  who stood beside Hardy, looking complacently on, and smoking his pipe.

They dont steer as well on land as on sea, replied Hardy.

Cause they aint used to such craft, you see  thats were it is, sarjint, said the old salt, removing his pipe for a moment. Just look at em  some comin along sidewise like crabs, others stern foremost. Wy, theres that grey craft wi the broad little man holdin on to its tail to prevent his slidin over its head. Ive watched that grey craft for some minutes, and its hind propellers have bin so often in the air that it do seem as if it was walkin upon its front legs. Hallo! I was sure hed go down by the head at last.

The donkey in question had indeed gone down by the head, and rolled over, pitching its rider on his broad shoulders, which, however, seemed none the worse for the fall.

Ketch hold of his tail, Bill, cried another man, and hold his stern down  see if that wont cure his plungin. Hes like a Dutchman in a cross sea.

Keep clear o this fellows heels, Jack, hes agoin to fire another broadside.

If he does hell unship you, cried Jack, who was himself at the same moment unshipped, while the owner of the donkey, and of the other donkeys, shouted advice, if nothing worse, in Arabic and broken English.

In a few minutes the sailors boarded the Institute, and drew the whole force of the establishment to the bar in order to supply the demand.

Ah! thin, yeve got Irish whisky, havent ye? demanded a facetious seaman.

Yes, plenty, but we call it coffee here! answered the equally facetious barman, whose satellites were distributing hot and cold drinks with a degree of speed that could only be the fruit of much practice.

Youll have to be jolly on mild swipes, said one; no tostikatin liquors allowed, Dick.

Hm! growled Dick.

Got any wittles here? demanded another man, wiping his lips with his sleeve.

Yes, plenty. Sit down and order what you want.

For nothin? asked the tar.

For next to nothing! was the prompt reply. Meanwhile, those whose appetites were not quite so urgent had distributed themselves about the place, and were already busy with draughts, billiards, etcetera, while those who were of more sedate and inquiring temperament were deep in the columns of the English papers and magazines.

I say, Fred Thorley, aint it bang up? remarked a sturdy little man, through a huge slice of cake, with which he had just filled his mouth.

Fuss-rate! responded Fred, as he finished a cup of coffee at a draught and called for more. Didnt I tell you, Sam, that youd like it better than the native grog-shops?

If theyd ony got bitter beer! sighed Sam.

Theyve got better beer, said his friend; try some ginger-pop.

No thankee. If I cant git it strong, lets at least have it hot. But, I say, whats come o the lobsters? Dont seem to be many about. I thought this here Institoot was got up a-purpose for them.

So it was, lad, includin us; but you dont suppose that because you are out on the spree, everybody else is. Theyre on dooty just now. Wait a bit an youll see plenty of em afore long.

Are all that come here Blue Lights? asked Sam, with a somewhat doleful visage.

By no manner o means, returned his friend, with a laugh; tho for the matter o that they wouldnt be worse men if they was, but many of em are no better than they should be, an dee know, Sam, there are some of em actually as great blackguards amost as yourself!

Theres some comfort in that anyhow, returned Sam, with a pleasant smile, for I hates to be pecooliar. By the way, Fred, praps they may be able to give you some noos here, if you ax em, about your friend Jack Molloy. He was a Blue Light, wasnt he?

Not wen I knowd im, but he was a fuss-rate seaman an a good friend, though he was fond of his glass, like yourself, Sam.

It chanced that at this point Sergeant Hardy, in moving about the place, taking profound interest in all that he saw, came within earshot of the two friends, to whom he at once went up and introduced himself as a friend of Jack Molloy.

Indeed, said he, Molloy and I fought pretty near to each other in that last affair under General McNeill, so I can give you the latest news of him.

Can you, old man? Come, sit down here, an lets have it then, said Thorley. Jack was an old messmate o mine. Whatll you take to drink, mate?

Nothing, thankee. Im allowanced by the doctor even in the matter o tea and coffee, said the sergeant. As to bein an old man  well, I aint much older than yourself, I daresay, though wounds and sickness and physic are apt to age a man in looks.

Sitting down beside the sailors, Hardy told of the great fight at McNeills zereba, and how Molloy and others of his friends had gone to rescue a comrade and been cut off. He relieved Freds mind, however, by taking the most hopeful view of the matter, as he had previously relieved the feelings of Marion. And then the three fell to chatting on things in general and the war in particular.

Now dont this feel homelike? said Sam, looking round the room with great satisfaction. If it wasnt for the heat Id amost think we was in a temperance coffee-house in old England.

Or owld Ireland, chimed in a sailor at the neighbouring table.

To say naething o auld Scotland, added a rugged man in red hair, who sat beside him.

Well, messmate, assented Fred, it do feel homelike, an no mistake. Why, what ever is that?

The sailor paused, and held up a finger as if to impose silence while he listened, but there was no need to enforce silence, for at that moment the sweet strains of a harmonium were heard at the other end of the long room, and quietude profound descended on the company as a rich baritone voice sang, with wonderful pathos, the familiar notes and words of Home, Sweet Home!

Before that song was finished many a warrior there had to fight desperately with his own spirit to conceal the fact that his eyes were full of tears. Indeed, not a few of them refused to fight at all, but, ingloriously lowering their colours, allowed the tell-tale drops to course over their bronzed faces, as they thought of sweethearts and wives and friends and home circles and the light of other days.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Led into Captivity.

We turn once more to the Nubian desert, where, it will be remembered, we left several of our friends, cut off from McNeills zereba at a critical moment when they were all but overwhelmed by a host of foes.

The grand-looking Arab who had so opportunely appeared on the scene and arrested the spears which were about to finish the career of Jack Molloy was no other than the man who had been saved by Miles from the bullet of his comrade Rattling Bill. A kind act had in this case received its appropriate reward, for a brief though slight glance, and a gracious inclination of the Arabs head, convinced our hero that the whole party owed their lives to this mans gratitude.

They were not however exempt from indignity, for at the moment when Jack Molloy fell they were overwhelmed by numbers, their arms were wrenched from their grasp, and their hands were bound behind their backs. Thus they were led, the reverse of gently, into the thick bush by a strong party of natives, while the others, headed by the black-bearded chief, continued their attack on the zereba.

It soon became evident that the men who had charge of the prisoners did not share, or sympathise with, the feelings of the chief who had spared their lives, for they not only forced them to hurry forward as fast as they could go, but gave them occasional pricks with their spear-points when any of them chanced to trip or stumble. One of the warriors in particular  a fiery man  sometimes struck them with the shaft of his spear and otherwise maltreated them. It may be easily understood that men with unbroken spirits and high courage did not submit to this treatment with a good grace!

Miles was the first to be tested in this way. On reaching a piece of broken ground his foot caught in something and he stumbled forward. His hands being bound behind him he could not protect his head, and the result was that he plunged into a prickly shrub, out of which he arose with flushed and bleeding countenance. This was bad enough, but when the fiery Arab brought a lance down heavily on his shoulders his temper gave way, and he rushed at the man in a towering rage, striving at the same time, with intense violence, to burst his bonds. Of course he failed, and was rewarded by a blow on the head, which for a moment or two stunned him.

Seeing this, Armstrongs power of restraint gave way, and he sprang to the rescue of his friend, but only to meet the same fate at the hands of the fiery Arab.

Stunned and bleeding, though not subdued, they were compelled to move on again at the head of the party  spurred on now and then by a touch from the point of the fiery mans lance. Indeed it seemed as if this mans passionate nature would induce him ere long to risk his chiefs wrath by disobeying orders and stabbing the prisoners!

Stevenson, the marine, was the next to suffer, for his foot slipped on a stone, and he fell with such violence as to be unable to rise for a few minutes. Impatient of the delay, the fiery man struck him so savagely with the spear-shaft that even his own comrades remonstrated.

If I could only burst this cord! growled Simkin between his teeth, Id

He stopped, for he felt that it was unmanly, as well as idle, to boast in the circumstances.

We must have patience, comrade, said Stevenson, as he rose pale and bloodstained from the ground. Our Great Captain sometimes gives us the order to submit and suffer and

A prick in the fleshy part of his thigh caused him to stop abruptly.

At this point the endurance of Jack Molloy failed him, and he also went in for violent action! But Jack was a genius as well as a sailor, and profited by the failures of his comrades. Instead of making futile efforts to break his bonds like them, he lowered his hairy head, and, with a howl and a tremendous rush, like a fish-torpedo, launched himself, or, as it were, took a header, into the fiery man!

No fellow, as Jack himself afterwards remarked, could receive fifteen stone ten into his bread-basket and go on smiling! On the contrary, he went down like a nine-pin, and remained where he fell, for his comrades  who evidently did not love him  merely laughed and went on their way, leaving him to revive at his leisure.

The prisoners advanced somewhat more cheerfully after this event, for, besides being freed from pricks of the spear-point, there was that feeling of elation which usually arises in every well-balanced mind from the sight of demerit meeting with its appropriate reward.

The region over which they were thus led, or driven, was rather more varied than the level country behind them, and towards evening it changed still further, becoming more decidedly hill-country. At night the party found themselves in the neighbourhood of one of the all-important wells of the land, beside which they encamped under a small tree.

Here the prisoners were allowed to sit down on the ground, with one man to guard them, while the others kindled a fire and otherwise arranged the encampment.

Supper  consisting of a small quantity of boiled corn and dried flesh  was given to the prisoners, whose hands were set free, though their elbows were loosely lashed together, and their feet tied to prevent their escape. No such idea, however, entered into the heads of any of them, for they were by that time in the heart of an unknown range of hills, in a country which swarmed with foes, besides which, they would not have known in what direction to fly had they been free to do so; they possessed neither arms, ammunition, nor provisions, and were at the time greatly exhausted by their forced march.

Perhaps Jack Molloy was the only man of the unfortunate party who at that moment retained either the wish or the power to make a dash for freedom. But then Jack was an eccentric and exceptional man in every respect. Nothing could quell his spirit, and it was all but impossible to subdue his body. He was what we may term a composite character. His frame was a mixture of gutta-percha, leather, and brass. His brain was a compound of vivid fancy and slow perception. His heart was a union of highly inflammable oil and deeply impressible butter, with something remarkably tough in the centre of it. Had he been a Red Indian he would have been a chief. If born a nigger he would have been a king. In the tenth century he might have been a Sea-king or something similar. Born as he was in the nineteenth century, he was only a Jack-tar and a hero!

It is safe to conclude that if Molloy had been set free that evening with a cutlass in his hand he would  after supper of course  have attacked single-handed the united band of forty Arabs, killed at least ten of them, and left the remaining thirty to mourn over their mangled bodies and the loss of numerous thumbs and noses, to say nothing of other wounds and bruises.

Luckily for his comrades he was not free that night.

Boys, said he, after finishing his scanty meal, and resting on an elbow as he looked contemplatively up at the stars which were beginning to twinkle in the darkening sky, it do seem to me, now that Ive had time to think over it quietly, that our only chance o gittin out o this here scrape is to keep quiet, an pretend that were uncommon fond of our dear Arab friends, till we throws em off their guard, an then, some fine night, give em the slip an make sail across the desert for Suakim.

No doubt youre right, answered Miles, with a sigh, for, being tired and sleepy just then, he was not nearly as sanguine as the seaman, but I have not much hope of gaining their confidence  especially after your acting the thunderbolt so effectively on one of them.

Why, man alive! they wont mind that. It was all in the way of fair fight, said Molloy; an the rascal was no favourite, I could see that.

Its a wonder to me you could see anything at all after such a ram! remarked Moses Pyne, with a yawn, as he lay back and rested his head on a tuft of grass. The shock seemed to me fit to sink an iron-clad.

But why pretend to be fond of the Arabs? asked Stevenson. Dont you think it would be sufficient that we should obey orders quietly without any humbug or pretence at all about it, till a chance to escape shall come in our way?

Dont you think, Stevenson, said Miles, that theres a certain amount of humbug and pretence even in quiet obedience to orders, when such obedience is not the result of submission, but of a desire to throw people off their guard?

But my obedience is the result of submission, returned the marine stoutly. I do really submit  first, because it is Gods will, for I cannot help it; second, because it is the only course that will enable me to escape bad treatment; third, because I wish to gain the good-will of the men who have me in their power whether I escape or not; and, fourth

Hallo! old man, how many heads are you goin to give us in that there sermon? asked Moses.

This is the last head, Moses, and you neednt be anxious, for I aint going to enlarge on any of em. My fourth reason is, that by doing as common-sense bids me, our foes will be brought thereby to that state of mind which will be favourable to everything  our escape included  and I cant help that, you know. It aint my fault if they become trustful, is it?

No, nor it aint no part o your dooty to spoil their trustfulness by failin to take advantage of it, said Molloy, with a grin; but it do seem to me, Stevenson, as if there wor a strong smack o the Jesuit in what you say.

I hope not, replied the marine. Anyhow, no one would expect me, surely, to go an say straight out to these fellows, Im goin to obey orders an be as meek as a lamb, in order to throw you off your guard an bolt when I get the chance!

Cernly not. Cause why? Firstly, you couldnt say it at all till youd learned Arabic, returned Molloy; secondly  if I may be allowed for to follow suit an sermonise cause you shouldnt say it if you could; an, thirdly, cause youd be a most awful Jack-ass to say it if you did. Now, its my advice, boys, that we go to sleep, for we wont have an easy day of it to-morrow, if I may judge from to-day.

Having delivered this piece of advice with much decision, the seaman extended himself at full length on the ground, and went to sleep with a pleased smile on his face, as if the desert sand had been his familiar couch from infancy.

Some of the other members of the unfortunate party were not, however, quite so ready for sleep. Miles and his friend Armstrong sat long talking over their fate  which they mutually agreed was a very sad one; but at last, overcome by exhaustion, if not anxiety, they sank into much-needed repose, and the only sound that broke the stillness of the night was the tread of the Arab sentinel as he paced slowly to and fro.

The country, as they advanced, became more and more rugged, until they found themselves at last in the midst of a hill region, in the valleys of which there grew a considerable amount of herbage and underwood. The journey here became very severe to the captives, for, although they did not suffer from thirst so much as on the plains, the difficulty of ascending steep and rugged paths with their hands bound was very great. It is true the position of the hands was changed, for after the second day they had been bound in front of them, but this did not render their toil easy, though it was thereby made a little less laborious.

By this time the captives had learned from experience that if they wished to avoid the spear-points they must walk in advance of their captors at a very smart pace. Fortunately, being all strong and healthy men, they were well able to do so.

Rattling Bill, perhaps, suffered most, although, after Molloy, he was physically one of the strongest of the party.

Observing that he lagged behind a little on one occasion while they were traversing a somewhat level valley, Stevenson offered him his arm.

Dont be ashamed to take it, old boy, said the marine kindly, as his comrade hesitated. You know, a fellow sometimes feels out o sorts, and not up to much, however stout he may be when well, so just you lay hold, for somehow I happen to feel as strong as an elephant to-day.

But I aint ill, returned Simkin, still declining, and I dont see why I shouldnt be as able as you are to carry my own weight.

Of course you are better able to do it than I am, in a general way, returned his friend, but I said that sometimes, you know, a fellow gives in, he dont well know why or how, an then, of course, his comrades that are still strong are bound to help him. Here, hook on and pocket your pride. Youll have to do the same thing for me to-morrow, may-hap, when I give in. And if it does come to that Ill lean heavy, I promise you.

Youre a good fellow, Stevenson, even though you are a Blue Light, said Simkin, taking the proffered arm.

Perhaps its because I am a Blue Light, returned the marine, with a laugh. At all events, it is certain that whatever good there may be about me at all is the result of that Light which is as free to you as to me.

For some minutes the couple walked along in silence. At last Rattling Bill spoke.

I wonder, he said, why it is that a young and healthy fellow like me should break down sooner than you, Stevenson, for Im both bigger and stronger  and yet, look at us new. Aint it strange! I wonder why it is.

It is strange, indeed, returned the marine quietly. Praps the climate suits me better than you.

I know what youre thinkin, said Simkin, almost testily. Why dont you say that drink is the cause of it  straight out, like a man?

Because I knew you were saying that to yourself, lad, so there was no need for me to say it, returned his friend, with a side-glance and a twinkle of the eyes.

Well, whoever says it, its a fact, continued Simkin, almost sternly, an I make no bones of admitting it. I have bin soakin away, right and left, since I came to this country, in spite o warnins from you and other men like you, and now I feel as if all my boasted strength was goin out at my heels.

Stevenson was silent.

Why dont you say I told you so? asked Simkin, sharply.

Because I never say that! It only riles people; besides, continued the marine, earnestly, I was asking God at the moment to enable me to answer you wisely. You see, I think it only fair to reveal some of my private thoughts to you, since you are making a father-confessor of me. But as you admit that drink has done you damage, my dear fellow, there is no need for me to say anything more on that subject. What you want now is encouragement as to the future and advice as to the present. Shall I give you both just now, or shall I wait?

Commence firing! replied Simkin, with a half-jesting smile.

Well, then, as to encouragement, said Stevenson. A point of vital importance with men who have gone in for drink as much as you have, is total-abstinence; and I regard it as an evidence of Gods love to you that He has brought you here

Gods love that brought me here! exclaimed the soldier in surprise. Well, that is a view o the case that dont seem quite plain.

Plain enough if you open your eyes wide enough. See here: If you was in camp now, with your present notions, and was to determine to give up drink, youd have to face and fight two most tremendous devils. One devil is called Craving, the other is called Temptation, and all the Arabs in the Soudan rolled into one are not so terrible or so strong as these two when a man is left to fight them by himself. Now, is it not a sign of our Fathers love that he has, by bringing you here, removed the devil Temptation entirely out of your way, for you cant get strong drink here for love or money. So, you see, you have only got Craving to fight, and thats encouraging, aint it?

Dye know, I believe you are not far wrong, said Simkin, gravely; and it is encouraging to know that Temptations out o the way, for I feel that the other devil has got me by the throat even now, and that its him as has weakened me so much.

Thats it, friend. Youve got the truth by the tail now, so hold on; but, at the same time, dont be too hard on Craving. Its not his fault that hes here. You have poured liquor down your throat to him daily, and cultivated his acquaintance, and helped him to increase his strength regularly, for many months  it may be for years. I dont want to be hard on you, lad, but its of no use shiftin the burden on to the wrong shoulders. It is not Craving but you who are the sinner. Now, as to advice: do you really want it?

Well, replied Simkin, with a humph! it will be time enough for you to shut up when I sound the cease firing!

My advice, then, is that you go down on your knees, plead guilty straight off, and ask for grace to help you in your time of need.

What! go down on my knees here before all them Arabs? If I did, theyd not only laugh at me, but theyd soon rouse me up with their spears.

Im not so sure about that, Simkin. Arabs are accustomed to go on their own knees a good deal in public. It is chiefly Christians who, strange to say, are ashamed to be caught in that position at odd times. But I speak not of ceremonies, but of realities. A man may go on his knees, without bending a joint, any time and everywhere. Now, listen: there is this difference between the courts of men and the court of heaven, that in the former, when a man pleads guilty, his sentence is only modified and softened, but in the latter, the man who pleads guilty receives a free pardon and ultimate deliverance from all sin for the sake of Jesus Christ. Will you accept this deliverance, my friend?

What the soldier replied in his heart we cannot tell, for his voice was silent. Before the conversation could be resumed a halt was called, to partake of the midday meal and rest.

That evening the party came upon a strange and animated scene. It was one of the mountain camps of Osman Digna, where men were assembling from all quarters to swell the hordes with which their chief hoped to drive the hated Europeans into the Red Sea. Camels and other beasts of burden were bringing in supplies for the vast army, and to this spot had been brought the poor fellows who had been wounded in recent battles.

Here the captives were thrust into a small dark hut and left to their meditations, while a couple of Arab sentries guarded the door.




Chapter Twenty Three.

Shows that Suffering tends to draw out Sympathy.

The word captivity, even when it refers to civilised lands and peoples, conveys, we suspect, but a feeble and incorrect idea to the minds of those who have never been in a state of personal bondage. Still less do we fully appreciate its dread significance when it refers to foreign lands and barbarous people.

It was not so much the indignities to which the captive Britons were subjected that told upon them ultimately, as the hard, grinding, restless toil, and the insufficient food and rest  sometimes accompanied with absolute corporeal pain.

A merciful man is merciful to his beast. There is not much of mercy to his beast in an Arab. We have seen an Arab, in Algiers, who made use of a sore on his donkeys back as a sort of convenient spur! It is exhausting to belabour a thick-skinned and obstinate animal with a stick. It is much easier, and much more effective, to tickle up a sore, kept open for the purpose, with a little bit of stick, while comfortably seated on the creatures back. The fellow we refer to did that. We do not say or think that all Arabs are cruel; very far from it, but we hold that, as a race, they are so. Their great prophet taught them cruelty by example and precept, and the records of history, as well as of the African slave-trade, bear witness to the fact that their tender mercies are not and never have been conspicuous!

At first, as we have shown, indignities told pretty severely on the unfortunate Englishmen. But, as time went on, and they were taken further and further into the interior, and heavy burdens were daily bound on their shoulders, and the lash was frequently applied to urge them on, the keen sense of insult which had at first stirred them into wild anger became blunted, and at last they reached that condition of partial apathy which renders men almost indifferent to everything save rest and food. Even the submissive Stevenson was growing callous. In short, that process had begun which usually ends in making men either brutes or martyrs.

As before, we must remark that Jack Molloy was to some extent an exception. It did seem as if nothing but death itself could subdue that remarkable man. His huge frame was so powerful that he seemed to be capable of sustaining any weight his tyrants chose to put upon him. And the influence of hope was so strong within him that it raised him almost entirely above the region of despondency.

This was fortunate for his comrades in misfortune, for it served to keep up their less vigorous spirits.

There was one thing about the seaman, however, which they could not quite reconcile with his known character. This was a tendency to groan heavily when he was being loaded. To be sure, there was not much reason for wonder, seeing that the Arabs forced the Herculean man to carry nearly double the weight borne by any of his companions, but then, as Miles once confidentially remarked to Armstrong, I thought that Jack Molloy would rather have died than have groaned on account of the weight of his burden; but, after all, it is a tremendously heavy one  poor fellow!

One day the Arabs seemed to be filled with an unusual desire to torment their victims. A man had passed the band that day on a fast dromedary, and the prisoners conjectured that he might have brought news of some defeat of their friends, which would account for their increased cruelty. They were particularly hard on Molloy that day, as if they regarded him as typical of British strength, and, therefore, an appropriate object of revenge. After the midday rest, they not only put on him his ordinary burden, but added to the enormous weight considerably, so that the poor fellow staggered under it, and finally fell down beneath it, with a very dismal groan indeed!

Of course the lash was at once applied, and under its influence the sailor rose with great difficulty, and staggered forward a few paces, but only to fall again. This time, however, he did not wait for the lash, but made very determined efforts of his own accord to rise and advance, without showing the smallest sign of resentment. Even his captors seemed touched, for one of them removed a small portion of his burden, so that, thereafter, the poor fellow proceeded with less difficulty, though still with a little staggering and an occasional groan.

That night they reached a village near the banks of a broad river, where they put up for the night. After their usual not too heavy supper was over, the prisoners were thrust into a sort of hut or cattle-shed, and left to make themselves as comfortable as they could on the bare floor.

I dont feel quite so much inclined for sleep to-night, said Miles to Molloy.

No more do I, remarked the sailor, stretching himself like a wearied Goliath on the earthen floor, and placing his arms under his head for a pillow.

I feel pretty well used up too, said Simkin, throwing himself down with a sigh that was more eloquent than his tongue. He was indeed anything but Rattling Bill by that time.

Moses Pyne being, like his great namesake, a meek man, sympathised with the others, but said nothing about himself, though his looks betrayed him. Armstrong and Stevenson were silent. They seemed too much exhausted to indulge in speech.

Poor fellow! said Moses to Molloy, I dont wonder you are tired, for you not only carried twice as much as any of us, but you took part of my load. Indeed he did, comrades, added Moses, turning to his friends with an apologetic air. I didnt want him to do it, but he jerked part o my load suddenly out o my hand an wouldnt give it up again; an, you know, I didnt dare to make a row, for that would have brought the lash down on both of us. But I didnt want him to carry so much, an him so tired.

Tired! exclaimed the sailor, with a loud laugh. Why, I warnt tired a bit. An, you know, youd have dropped down, Moses, if I hadnt helped ye at that time.

Well, I confess I was ready to drop, returned Moses, with a humbled look; but I would much rather have dropped than have added to your burden. How can you say you wasnt tired when you had fallen down only five minutes before, an groaned heavily when you rose, and your legs trembled so? I could see it!

To this the seamans only reply was the expansion of his huge but handsome mouth, the display of magnificent teeth, the disappearance of both eyes, and a prolonged quiet chuckle.

Why, whats the matter with you, Jack? asked Stevenson.

Nothins the matter wi me, old man cept

Here he indulged in another chuckle.

Goin mad, with over-fatigue, said Simkin, looking suspiciously at him.

Ay, thats it, messmate, clean mad wi over-fatigue.

He wiped his eyes with the hairy back of his hand, for the chuckling, being hearty, had produced a few tears.

No, but really, Jack, what is it youre laughing at? asked Armstrong. If there is a joke you might as well let us have the benefit of laughing along wi you, for we stand much in need of something to cheer us here.

Well, Billy boy, I may as well make a clean breast of it, said Molloy, raising himself on one elbow and becoming grave. I do confess to feelin raither ashamed o myself, but you mustnt be hard on me, lads, for circumstances alters cases, you know, as Solomon said  leastwise if it warnt him it was Job or somebody else. The fact is, Ive bin shammin, mates!

Shamming!

Ay, shammin weak. Purtendin that I was shaky on the legs, an so not quite up to the cargo they were puttin aboard o me.

If what youve been doing means shamming weak, Id like to see you coming out strong, observed Miles, with a short laugh.

Well, praps youll see that too some day, returned the sailor, with an amiable look.

But do you really mean that all that groaning  which I confess to have been surprised at  was mere pretence?

All sham. Downright sneakin! said Molloy. The short an the long of it is, that I seed from the first the ony way to humbug them yellow-faced baboons was to circumwent em. So I set to work at the wery beginnin.

Ah, by takin a header, said Simkin, into one o their bread-baskets!

No, no! returned the seaman, that, I confess, was a mistake. But youll admit, Ive made no more mistakes o the same sort since then. You see, I perceived that, as my strength is considerable above the average, the baboons would be likely to overload me, so, arter profound excogitation wi myself, I made up my mind what to do, an when they had clapped on a little more than the rest o you carried I began to groan, then I began to shake a bit in my timbers, an look as if I was agoin to founder. It didnt check em much, for theyre awful cruel, so I went fairly down by the head. I had a pretty fair guess that this would bring the lash about my shoulders, an I was right, but I got up wery slowly an broken-down-like, so that the baboons was fairly humbugged, and stopped loadin of me long afore Id taken in a full cargo  so, you see, boys, Ive bin sailin raither light than otherwise.

But do you mean to tell me that the load youve bin carryin is not too heavy for you? asked Moses.

Thats just what I does mean to tell you, lad. I could carry a good deal more, an dance with it. You see, they aint used to men o my size, so I was able to humbug em into a miscalkilation. I ony wish I could have helped you all to do the same, but theyre too cute, as the Yankees say. Anyway, Moses, you dont need to trouble your head when I gives you a helpin hand again.

Ah, that expression, a helping hand, sounds familiar in my ears, said Stevenson, in a sad tone.

Yes, what do it recall, lad? asked Molloy, extending himself again on his broad back.

It recalls places and friends in Portsmouth, Jack, that we may never again set eyes on. You remember the Institoot? Well, theyve got a new branch o the work there for the surrounding civilian poor, called the Helping Hand. You see, Miss Robinson understands us soldiers out and out. She knew that those among us who gave up drink and sin, and put on the blue-ribbon, were not goin to keep all the benefit to ourselves. She knew that we understood the meaning of the word enlist That wed think very little o the poor-spirited fellow whod take the Queens shillin and put on her uniform, and then shirk fightin her battles and honouring her flag. So when some of us put on the Lords uniform  which, like that of the Austrians, is white  and unfurled His flag, she knew wed soon be wantin to fight His battles against sin  especially against drink; so instead of lookin after our welfare alone, she encouraged us to hold out a helpin hand to the poorest and most miserable people in Portsmouth, an she found us ready to answer to the call.

Ah, they was grand times, these, continued the marine, with kindly enthusiasm, as he observed that his comrades in sorrow were becoming interested, and forgetting for the moment their own sorrows and sufferings. The Blue-Ribbon move was strong in Portsmouth at the time, and many of the soldiers and sailors joined it. Some time after we had held out a helping hand to the poor civilians, we took it into our heads to invite some of em to a grand tea-fight in the big hall, so we asked a lot o the poorest who had faithfully kept the pledge through their first teetotal Christmas; and it was a scrimmage, I can tell you. We got together more than forty of em, men and women, and there were about three hundred soldiers and sailors, and their wives to wait on em an keep em company!

Capital! exclaimed Miles, who had a sympathetic spirit  especially for the poor.

Good  good! said Molloy, nodding his head. That was the right thing to do, an I suppose they enjoyed theirselves?

Enjoyed themselves! exclaimed the marine, with a laugh. I should just think they did. Trust Miss Robinson for knowin how to make poor folk enjoy themselves  and, for the matter of that, rich folk too! How they did stuff, to be sure! Many of em, poor things, hadnt got such a blow-out in all their lives before. You see, they was the very poorest of the poor. You may believe what I say, for I went round myself with one o the Institoot ladies to invite em, and I do declare to you that I never saw even pigs or dogs in such a state of destitootion  nothin whatever to lie on but the bare boards.

You dont say so? murmured Moses, with deep commiseration, and seemingly oblivious of the fact that he was himself pretty much in similar destitution at that moment.

Indeed I do. Look here, continued the marine, becoming more earnest as he went on; thousands of people dont know  cant understand  what misery and want and suffering is going on around em. City missionaries and the like tell em about it, and write about it, but telling and writin dont make people know some things. They must see, ay, sometimes they must feel, before they can rightly understand.

One of the rooms we visited, continued Stevenson, in pathetic tones, belonged to a poor old couple who had been great drinkers, but had been induced to put on the blue-ribbon. It was a pigeon-hole of a room, narrow, up a dark stair. They had no means of support. The room was empty. Everything had been pawned. The last thing given up was the womans shawl to pay the rent, and they were starving.

Why didnt they go to the workus? asked Simkin.

Cause the workhouse separates man and wife, in defiance of the Divine law Whom God hath joined together let no man put asunder. They was fond of each other, was that old man and woman, and had lived long together, an didnt want to part till death. So they had managed to stick to the old home, ay, and they had stuck to their colours, for the bit o blue was still pinned to the tattered coat o the man and the thin gown o the woman, (neither coat nor gown would fetch anything at the pawn-shop!) and there was no smell o drink in the room. Well, that old couple went to the tea-fight. It was a bitter cold night, but they came all the same, with nothing to cover the womans thin old arms.

The moment they appeared, away went one o Miss Robinsons workers to the room where they keep chests full of clothes sent by charitable folk to the Institoot, an you should have seen that old womans wrinkled face when the worker returned wi the thickest worsted shawl she could lay hold of, an put it on her shoulders as tenderly as if the old woman had been her own mother! At the same time they gave a big-coat to the old man.

But, I say, interrupted Simkin, that Christmas feed an shawl an coat wouldnt keep the couple for a twelmonth, if they was sent home to starve as before, would it?

Of course not, returned the marine, but they wasnt sent off to starve; they was looked after. Ay, an the people o the whole neighbourhood are now looked after, for Miss Robinson has bought up a grog-shop in Nobbs Lane  one o the worst places in Portsmouth  an converted it into a temperance coffee-house, wi lots of beds to send people to when the Institoot overflows, an a soup-kitchen for the destitoot poor, an a washus for them and the soldiers wives, an, in short, it has changed the whole place; but if I go on like this Ill send Moses to sleep, for Ive heard im smotherin his yawns more than once aready!

Its not for want of interest in what youre sayin though, old man, returned Moses, with a tremendous unsmothered yawn, which of course set all his comrades off, and confirmed them in the belief that it was time to seek repose.

Scarcely a single comment was made on the narrative, as each laid his weary head on his arm or on a folded garment, and stretched himself out on the hard ground, in nearly as destitute a condition as the poor folk about whom they had been hearing; for while their bed was as hard as theirs, and the covering as scant, the meal they had recently consumed was by no means what hungry men would call satisfying.

There is reason to believe, however, that their consideration of the sad lot of the poor at home did not render less profound or sweet that nights repose in the great African wilderness.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Adventures among the Soudanese, and Strange Meeting with the Mahdi.

Day after day, for many days, our captives were thus driven over the burning desert, suffering intensely from heat and thirst and hunger, as well as from fatigue, and treated with more or less cruelty according to the varying moods of their guards.

At last one afternoon they arrived at a city of considerable size, through the streets of which they were driven with unusual harshness by the Arab soldiers, who seemed to take pleasure in thus publicly heaping contempt on Christian captives in the sight of the Mohammedan population.

Their case seemed truly desperate to Miles, as he and his comrades passed through the narrow streets, for no pitying eye, but many a frown, was cast on them by the crowds who stopped to gaze and scoff.

What city they had reached they had no means of finding out, being ignorant of Arabic. Indeed, even though they had been able to converse with their guards, it is probable that these would have refused to hold communication with them.

Turning out of what appeared to be a sort of market-place, they were driven, rather than conducted, to a whitewashed building, into which they entered through a low strong door, studded with large iron-headed nails. As they entered a dark passage, the door was slammed and locked behind them. At first, owing to their sudden entrance out of intensely bright day, they seemed to be in profound darkness, but when they became accustomed to the dim light, they found that they were in the presence of several powerful men, who carried long Eastern-like pistols in their girdles, and curved naked swords in their hands. These stood like statues against the wall of the small room, silently awaiting the orders of one whose dress betokened him of superior rank, and who was engaged in writing with a reed in Persian characters. A tall, very black-skinned negro stood beside this officer.

After a few minutes the latter laid down the reed, rose up, and confronted the prisoners, at the same time addressing some remark to his attendant.

Who is you, an where you come fro? asked the negro, addressing himself to Miles, whom he seemed intuitively to recognise as the chief of his party.

We are British soldiers! said Miles, drawing himself up with an air of dignity that would have done credit to the Emperor of China. You see, at that moment he felt himself to be the spokesman for, and, with his comrades, the representative of, the entire British army, and was put upon his mettle accordingly. We come from Suakim

Ay, black-face! broke in Jack Molloy at that moment, and you may tell him that if he has the pluck to go to Suakim, hell see plenty more British soldiers  an British seamen too  wholl give him an his friends a hot and hearty welcome wi bullet, bayonet, and cutlash whenever he feels inclined.

Are you officer? asked the negro of Miles, and not paying the smallest attention to Molloys warlike invitation.

No, I am not.

Turning to the armed men, the officer gave them an order which caused them to advance and stand close to the Englishmen  two beside each prisoner  with drawn swords. An extra man took up his position behind Molloy, evidently having regard to his superior size! Then two men, who looked like jailers, advanced to Stevenson, cut the cords that bound his arms, and proceeded to put iron fetters on his wrists.

Comrades, said Molloy, in a low voice, when he perceived that his turn was coming, shall we make a burst for it  kill them all, get out into street, cut and slash through the town, and make a grand run for it  or die like men?

Die like fools! growled Simkin, as he suffered his hands to be manacled.

No, no, Jack, said Armstrong; dont be rash. Lets bide our time. Theres no sayin whatll turn up.

Well, well, sighed Molloy, resigning himself to his fate, theres only one thing now thats sartin sure to turn up, an that is the sod thatll cover our graves.

Youre not sure even of that, man, said Moses Pyne, who was beginning to give way to despair, for may-hap theyll only dig a hole in the sand, an shove us in.

More likely to leave the dogs an vultures to clear us out o the way, said Simkin, whose powers of hope were being tested almost beyond endurance.

While the prisoners indulged in these gloomy anticipations, the operation of fixing their irons was finished, after which they were taken across an inner court which was open to the sky. At the other side of this they came to another heavy iron-studded door, which, when opened, disclosed a flight of steps descending into profound darkness.

Go in! said the negro, who had accompanied them.

Molloy, who was first, hesitated, and the tremendous flush on his face, and frown on his shaggy brows, seemed to indicate that even yet he meditated attempting his favourite burst! But Stevenson, pushing past him, at once descended, saying, as he went, Dont be foolish, Jack; we must learn to submit.

There were only three steps, and at the bottom a room about fifteen feet square, to enlighten which there was a small hole high up in one of the walls. It did little more, however, than render darkness visible.

God help us! exclaimed Miles, with a sensation of sinking at the heart which he had never felt before.

And little wonder, for, as their eyes became accustomed to the dim light, it was seen that the walls were blank, with nothing on them to relieve the eye save the little hole or window just mentioned; that the floor was of hard earth, and that there was not a scrap of furniture in the room  not even a stool, or a bundle of straw on which to lie down.

I will trust, and not be afraid, said Stevenson, in a low voice.

Who will you trust? asked Simkin, who was not aware that his comrade had quoted Scripture.

I will trust God, answered the marine.

I wouldnt give much for your trust, then, returned Simkin bitterly, as well as contemptuously, for he had given way to despair. You Blue Lights and Christians think yourselves so much better than everybody else, because you make so much talk about prayin an singin, an doin your duty, an servin God, an submitting. Its all hypocrisy.

Dont you believe that Sergeant Hardy is a good soldier? asked Stevenson.

Of course I do, replied Simkin, in some surprise at the question.

An he doesnt think much of himself, does he? continued the marine.

Certainly not. Hes one o the kindest an humblest men in the regiment, as I have good reason to know.

Yet he frequently talks to us of attendin to our duty, an doin credit to the British Flag, an faithfully serving the Queen. If this is praiseworthy in the sergeant, why should the talk of duty an service an honour to God be hypocrisy in the Christian? Does it not seem strange that we Blue Lights  who have discovered ourselves to be much worse than we thought ourselves, an gladly accept Jesus as our Saviour from sin  should be charged with thinkin ourselves better than other people!

Come now, cried Jack Molloy, seating himself on the floor, and leaning his back against the wall; it do seem to me, as you putt it, Stevenson, that the charge ought to be all the other way; for we, who make no purfession of religion at all, thinks ourselves so far righteous that weve got no need of a Saviour. Suppose, now, as weve got to as low a state o the dumps as men can well come to, we all sits down in a row an have a palaver about this matter  Parson Stevenson bein the chief spokesman.

They all readily agreed to this proposal. Indeed, in the circumstances, any proposal that offered the faintest hope of diverting their minds from present trouble would have been welcome to them at that moment. The marine was nothing loath to fall in with the fancy of his irrepressible comrade, but we do not propose to follow them in the talk that ensued. We will rather turn at once to those events which affected more immediately the fortunes of the captives.

On the morning after their arrival in the city there was assembled in the principal square a considerable concourse of Soudan warriors. They stood chatting together in various groups in front of a public building, as if awaiting some chief or great man, whose richly caparisoned steed stood in front of the main entrance, with its out-runner standing before it.

This runner was a splendid specimen of physical manhood. He was as black as coal, as graceful as Apollo, and apparently as powerful as Hercules,  if one might judge from the great muscles which stood out prominently on all his limbs, he wore but little clothing  merely a pair of short Arab drawers of white cotton, a red fez on his head, and a small tippet on his shoulders. Unlike negroes in general, his features were cast in a mould which one is more accustomed to see in the Caucasian race of mankind  the nose being straight, the lips comparatively thin, and the face oval, while his bearing was that of a man accustomed to command.

The appearance of a few soldiers traversing the square drew the eyes of all in their direction, and caused a brief pause in the hum of conversation. Our friends, the captives, were in the midst of these soldiers, and beside them marched the negro interpreter whom they had first met with in the prison.

At the door of the public building the soldiers drew up and allowed the captives to pass in, guarded by two officers and the interpreter. Inside they found a number of military men and dignitaries grouped around, conversing with a stern man of strongly marked features. This man  towards whom all of them showed great deference  was engaged when the captives entered; they were therefore obliged to stand aside for a few minutes.

Who is he? asked Molloy of the negro interpreter.

Our great leader, said the negro, the Mahdi.

What! the scoundrel thats bin the cause o all this kick-up? asked Jack Molloy, in surprise.

The interpreter did not quite understand the seamans peculiar language, but he seemed to have some idea of the drift of it, for he turned up his up-turned nose in scorn and made no reply.

In a few minutes an officer led the captives before the Mahdi, who regarded them with a dark frown, directing his attention particularly to Jack Molloy, as being the most conspicuous member of the party, perhaps, also, because Molloy looked at him with an air and expression of stern defiance.

Selecting him as a spokesman for the others, the Mahdi, using the negro as an interpreter, put him through the following examination:  

Where do you come from? he asked, sternly.

From Suakim, answered Molloy, quite as sternly.

What brought you here?

Your dirty-faced baboons!

It is probable that the negro used some discretion in translating this reply, for the chief did not seem at all offended, but with the same manner and tone continued  

Do you know the number of men in Suakim?

Yes.

Tell me  how many?

To this Molloy answered slowly, Quite enough  if you had only the pluck to come out into the open an fight like men  to give you such a lickin that there wouldnt be a baboon o you left in the whole Soudan!

Again it is probable that the interpreter did not give this speech verbatim, for while he was delivering it the Mahdi was scanning the features of the group of prisoners with a calm but keen eye.

Making a sign to one of his attendants to lead Molloy to one side, he said a few words to another, who thereupon placed Miles in front of his master.

Are you an officer? was the first question put.

No, answered our hero, with quiet dignity, but without the slightest tinge of defiance either in tone or look.

Will you tell me how many men you have in Suakim?

No.

Dare you refuse?

Yes; it is against the principles of a British soldier to give information to an enemy.

Thats right, John Miles, said Molloy, in an encouraging tone; give it im hot! They can only kill us once, an

Silence! hissed the Mahdi between his teeth.

Silence! echoed the interpreter.

All right, you nigger! Tell the baboon to go on. I wont run foul of him again; he aint worth it.

This was said with free-and-easy contempt.

Do you not know, resumed the Mahdi, turning again to Miles with a fierce expression, that I have power to take your life?

You have no power at all beyond what God gives to you, said Miles quietly.

Even the angry Mahdi was impressed with the obvious truth of this statement, but his anger was not much allayed by it.

Know you not, he continued, that I have the power to torture you to death?

Our hero did not at once reply. He felt that a grand crisis in his life had arrived, that he stood there before an assemblage of unbelievers, and that, to some extent, the credit of his countrymen for courage, fidelity, and Christianity was placed in his hands.

Mahdi, he said, impressively, as he drew himself up, you have indeed the power to torture and kill me, but you have not the power to open my lips, or cause me to bring dishonour on my country!

Brayvo, Johnny! Pitch into him! cried the delighted Molloy.

Fool! exclaimed the Mahdi, whose ire was rekindled as much by the seamans uncomprehended comment as by our heros fearless look and tone, you cannot bring dishonour on a country which is already dishonoured. What dishonour can exceed that of being leagued with the oppressor against the oppressed? Go! You shall be taught to sympathise with the oppressed by suffering oppression!

He waved his hand, and, quickly leaving the court, walked towards his horse, where the fine-looking negro runner stood and held his stirrup, while he prepared to mount. Instead of mounting, however, he stood for a few seconds looking thoughtfully at the ground. Then he spoke a few words to the runner, who bowed his head slightly as his master mounted and rode away.

Grasping a small lance and flag, which seemed to be the emblems of his office, he ran off at full speed in front of the horse to clear the way for his master.

At the entrance to the building an official of some sort took hold of Miless arm and led him away. He glanced back and observed that two armed men followed. At the same time he saw Molloys head towering above the surrounding crowd, as he and his comrades were led away in another direction. That was the last he saw of some at least, of his friends for a considerable time.

Poor Miles was too much distressed at this sudden and unexpected separation to take much note of the things around him. He was brought back to a somewhat anxious consideration of his own affairs by being halted at the gate of a building which was more imposing, both in size and appearance, than the houses around it. Entering at the bidding of his conductors, he found himself in an open court, and heard the heavy door closed and bolted behind him.

Thereafter he was conducted to a small chamber, which, although extremely simple, and almost devoid of furniture, was both cleaner and lighter than that in which he and his comrades had been at first immured. He observed, however, with a feeling of despondency, that it was lighted only by small square holes in the roof, and that the door was very substantial!

Here his conductor left him without saying a word and bolted the door. As he listened to the retreating steps of his jailer echoing on the marble pavement of the court, a feeling of profound dejection fell upon our heros spirit, and he experienced an almost irresistible tendency to give way to unmanly tears. Shame, however, came to his aid and enabled him to restrain them.

In one corner of the little room there was a piece of thick matting. Sitting down on it with his back against the wall, the poor youth laid his face in his hands and began to think and to pray. But the prayer was not audible; and who can describe the wide range of thought  the grief, the anxiety for comrades as well as for himself, the remorse, the intense longing to recall the past, the wish that he might awake and find that it was only a wild dream, and, above all, the bitter  almost vengeful  self-condemnation!

He was aroused from this condition by the entrance of a slave bearing a round wooden tray, on which were a bowl of food and a jug of water.

Placing these before him, the slave retired without speaking, though he bestowed a glance of curiosity on the white infidel dog, before closing the door.

Appetite had ever been a staunch friend to Miles Milton. It did not fail him now. Soldier-life has usually the effect of making its devotees acutely careful to take advantage of all opportunities! He set to work on the bowlful of food with a will, and was not solicitous to ascertain what it consisted of until it was safely washed down with a draught from the jug. Being then too late to enter on an inquiry as to its nature, he contented himself with a pleasing recollection that the main body of the compost was rice, one of the constituents oil, and that the whole was by no means bad. He also wished that there had been more of it, and then resumed his previous  and only possible  amusement of meditation.

Thinking, like fighting, is better done on a full stomach! He had gradually thought himself into a more hopeful state of mind, when he was again interrupted by the entrance of visitors  two armed men, and the magnificent negro runner whom he had observed holding the Mahdis horse. One of the armed men carried a small bundle, which he deposited on the ground, and then stood beside his companion. Both stood like sentinels with drawn swords, ready, apparently, to obey the commands of the runner.

Advancing to the captive, the latter, producing a key, unlocked and removed his manacles. These he handed to one of the men, and, turning again to Miles, said, to his great surprise, in English  

Undress, and put on de tings in bundle.

We may here observe that up to this time Miles and his comrades in adversity had worn, day and night, the garments in which they had been captured. Our hero was not sorry, therefore, at the prospect of a change. Untying the bundle to see what substitute was given for his uniform, he found that it contained only a pair of loose cotton drawers and a red fez.

Is this all? he asked, in surprise.

All, answered the negro.

And what if I refuse to undress? asked Miles.

Your cloes will be tore off your back and you be bastinado!

This was said so calmly, and the three grave, powerful men seemed so thoroughly capable of performing the deed, that our hero wisely submitted to the inevitable and took off his uniform, which one of the guards gathered up piece by piece as it was removed. Then he pulled on the drawers, which covered him from the waist to a little below the knees. When he had put on the red fez he found himself clothed in exactly the same costume as the runner, with the exception of a small green tippet which barely covered the top of his shoulders, and seemed to be worn rather as an ornament than a piece of clothing, though perhaps it formed a slight protection from the sun.

In this cool costume they left him, carrying away his uniform, as if more thoroughly to impress on him what uncommonly cool things they were capable of doing in the hot regions of the Soudan!




Chapter Twenty Five.

Miles is promoted  Molloy overthrows the Mahdi, and is elevated for so doing.

Next day Miles Milton became painfully aware of the fact that his life in captivity was not to be one of ease or idleness.

Soon after daybreak the door of his prison creaked on its ponderous hinges, and he started up from the mat on which he had slept without covering of any kind. His visitor was the Mahdis runner, who, after closing the door, came and sat down beside him, cross legged à la Turk and tailor.

For a brief space the handsome black stared steadily at Miles, who returned the compliment as steadily, not being sure whether curiosity or insolence lay at the foundation of the stare.

Englishmin, said the runner at last, you is unfortnit.

I am indeed, returned Miles; at the same time I am fortunate in so unexpectedly finding one who recognises the fact, and who can tell me so in my own tongue. May I venture to hope that you are friendly towards me?

Yes; I am your friend, but my friendness can do for you noting. Like youself, I am captive  slave. But in my own land I was a chief, and friend of the great and good Gordon, so I is friend to all Englishmin. Once I was terpreter to Gordon, but the Mahdi came. I fell into his hands, and now I do run befront his horse, an hold de stirrup! I comes to you from the Mahdi wid bad news.

Indeed! But I need not wonder. You could scarcely come from him with good news. What have you to tell?

The Mahdi has made you his runner, answered the negro.

That is strange news rather than bad, is it not?

No; it is bad. He do dis cause he hate you. Somehow you has anger him. He say he will tame you. He try to tame me, said the negro, with sudden and tremendous ferocity, an him tink he do it! But I only waits my chance to kill him.

Now he send me again to dirty work, an put you in my place to humble you  to insult you before every one, who will say, Look! de bold Christin dog lick de dust now, an hold de Mahdis stirrup.

This is indeed bad news. But how is it that you, who seem to be free, do not use your opportunity to escape? I saw you holding the Mahdis horse. It seems to be a splendid one. Why did you not jump on its back and fly?

The runner frowned, and then, changing his mood, smiled sadly.

You is young, he said, and knows noting. At night I am locked up like yourself. In de day-time de city is full of enemies, who all knows me. Do you tink dey will salute, and say, Go in peace, to de runner of de Mahdi when he is running away with his best horse?

Perhaps not, said Miles, but I would try if I were you.

You will be me very soon, returned the runner, and you can try. I did try  twice. I was caught both times and beat near to death. But I did not die! I learn wisdom; and now I submit and wait my chance to kill him. If you is wise you begin at once to submit and wait too.

There is truth in what you say, rejoined Miles, after a few minutes thought. I will take your advice and submit and wait, but only till the opportunity to escape offers. I would not murder the man even if I had the chance.

Your words remind me of de good Gordon. He was not vengeful. He loved God, said the runner, in a low and very different tone. But, he added, Gordon was a white man. He did not  could not  understand de feelings of de black chief.

As the last remark opened up ground which Miles was not prepared to traverse, he made no rejoinder but asked the runner what the Mahdi required of him in his new capacity.

He require you to learn de city, so as you know how to run when you is told  an I is to teach you, so you come wid me, said the runner, rising.

But am I to go in this costume, or rather in this half-naked state? asked Miles, rising and spreading out his hands as he looked down at his unclothed chest and lower limbs.

You not cause for be ashamed, replied the runner, with a nod.

This was true, for the hard travelling which Miles had recently endured, and the heavy burdens which he had borne, had developed his muscles to such an extent that his frame was almost equal to that of the negro, and a fit subject for the sculptors chisel.

Your white skin will praps blister at first, continued the runner, but your master will be glad for dat. Here is a ting, however, will save you shoulders. Now, you makes fuss-rate runner.

He took the little green tippet off his own shoulders and fastened it on those of his successor.

Come now, he added, let us see how you can run.

They passed out into the street together, and then poor Miles felt the full sense of his degradation, when he saw some of the passers-by stop to gaze with looks of hatred or contempt or amusement at the Christian captive.

But he had not much leisure to think or feel, for the negro ran him down one street and up another at a pace which would soon have exhausted him if, besides being a naturally good runner, he had not recently been forced to undergo such severe training. During the run his guide pointed out and named most of the chief places, buildings, and mosques.

You will do, said the negro, pausing at length and turning towards his companion with a look of approval, You amost so good as myself!

With this compliment he proceeded to instruct the new runner in his duties, and at night Miles found himself again in his prison, ready to do full justice to his bowl of rice-compost, and to enjoy his blanket-less mat bed  if a man can be said to enjoy anything about which he is profoundly unconscious during the time of its enjoyment!

Next morning he awoke with a sensation that led him for a moment to fancy he must have gone supper-less to bed. While he was waiting impatiently for breakfast he revolved several ideas in his mind, one of which was that, come what might, he would not suffer any indignity, however gross, to get the better of him. He would take a leaf out of his friend Stevensons book, and bear patiently whatever was sent to him, in the hope that by so doing he might gain the good-will of his captors, and thus, perhaps, be in a better position to take advantage of any opportunity to escape that might occur.

He was very confident of his power of self-restraint, and trusted a good deal to that determination of will which we have before referred to as being one of his characteristics. That same day his powers were severely tested.

All the morning he was left in his prison to fret in idleness, but towards the afternoon he was called by his friend the ex-runner to go out to his work.

Do what you is told an hold you tongue, an keep your eyes on de ground. Dems my advice, said the negro, as he resigned the bridle of the Mahdis steed to his successor, and placed the lance of office in his hand.

Just as he did so the Mahdi came out of a door-way and advanced towards them, while the negro retired and mingled with the crowd which had assembled to see the chief mount his horse.

Miles tried faithfully to attend to his friends injunctions, but could not resist one glance at his new master, which showed him that a cynical smile rested on his swarthy countenance, a smile which he also observed was copied by those of the crowd who did not prefer to regard him with scowling looks  for the people of the Soudan were, naturally enough, filled with indignation against all Europeans, and especially against the British, at that time.

The glance did not improve Miless state of mind, nevertheless he forced himself to look at the ground with an utterly expressionless face, as he held the Mahdis stirrup. He received a slight push from his masters foot instead of thanks when he had mounted, but Miles resolutely kept his eyes on the ground and restrained his rising wrath, ignorant of the fact that the Mahdi wished to point out the direction in which he was to run.

A smart blow from the riding-switch on his naked back aroused him to his duty, and caused a slight laugh among the onlookers.

Never before, perhaps, was the Mahdi so near his end as at that moment, for, as our hero felt the sting, and heard the low laugh, all the blood in his body seemed to leap into his brow, and the lance of office quivered as his hand tightened on it. The fact that two guards with drawn swords stood at his side, and that their weapons would have been in his heart before he could have accomplished the deed, would probably have failed to restrain him had not his pride of purpose, as we may style it, come to his aid. He looked up, with a frown indeed, but without uttering a word. The Mahdi pointed along one of the streets, and Miles instantly bounded away  heartily glad to be able to let off his superfluous feeling in violent action.

For several hours his master kept him running  evidently on purpose to try his powers, as a jockey might test the qualities of a new horse, and, strong though he was, the poor youth began at last to feel greatly distressed, and to pant a good deal. Still his pride and a determination not to be beaten sustained him.

At one point of his course he was passing a band of slaves who were labouring to lift a large beam of wood, when the sound of a familiar voice caused him to look up, and then he saw his friend Jack Molloy, in costume like his own, minus the fez and tippet, with one of his great shoulders under the beam, and the sweat pouring down his face.

Hallo, Miles! exclaimed the seaman.

But our hero did not dare to pause, and could not speak. His glancing aside, however, had the effect of causing him to stumble, and, being too much exhausted at the time to recover himself, he fell heavily to the ground. As he slowly rose up, half-stunned, the Mahdi could scarcely avoid riding him down. As it was, he stooped, and, a second time laid his riding-switch smartly on the poor youths naked shoulders.

Jack Molloy, who saw the cruel act, lost all control of himself, uttered one of his leonine roars, sprang into the middle of the road, and seized the reins of the Mahdis horse. The startled animal reared and attempted to swerve. Molloy assisted the swerve by a violent side-pull at the reins. At the same time he caught one of the upraised forelegs, and, with an almost superhuman exertion of strength hurled both horse and rider to the ground!

A very howl of consternation and amazement burst from the populace as they beheld their Mahdi lying flat and motionless on his back as if dead!

Of course Jack Molloy was instantly seized by an overpowering number of soldiers, bound hand and foot, and carried back to his dungeon, while the Mahdi was tenderly raised and conveyed to the house which he inhabited at that time.

Miles had also been seized and dragged somewhat violently back to his prison. As for the other members of the captive band, none of them were there at the time. They were all separated at the time our hero was taken from them, and each remained for a considerable time in ignorance of the fate of his fellows. We may say at once here that they were all put to severe and menial labour. Each also had his uniform exchanged for a pair of Arabian drawers, and a felt cap or a fez, so that they were little better than naked. This would have mattered little  the weather being very warm  if their skins had been accustomed to the powerful rays of a tropical sun. But the effect on them was so severe that their taskmasters, in an unwonted gush of pity, at last gave them each a loose garment of sacking, which served as a partial protection.

After the incident which has just been related, Miles was permitted to remain during the rest of that day and night in his room. Not so Jack Molloy. The anger of the populace was so powerfully aroused against the impetuous sailor that they clamoured for his instant execution, and at last, unable or unwilling to resist the pressure of public opinion, the officers in charge of him gave in. They put a rope round his neck, and led him to a spot where criminals were wont to be executed.

As he went along and saw only scowling faces whenever he looked round in the hope of meeting some pitying eye, the poor man began to feel convinced that his last hour had in very truth arrived.

Well, well, whod ha thowt it would ever come to this? he sighed, shaking his head mournfully as he came in sight of the place of execution. But, after all, ye richly desarve it, John Molloy, for youve bin a bad lot the greater part o your life!

Again he looked on either side of him, for hope was strongly enshrined in his broad bosom, but not a friendly or even pitiful face could he see among all the hundreds that surrounded him.

Arrived at the place, he glanced up at the beam over his head, and for one moment thought of trying, like Samson, to burst the bonds that held him; but it was only for a moment. The impossibility of freeing himself was too obvious. He meekly bowed his head. Another instant and the rope tightened round his neck, and he felt himself swinging in the air.

Before his senses had quite left him, however, he felt his feet again touch the ground. The choking sensation passed away, and he found himself supported by two men. A burst of mocking laughter then proved to the wretched man that his tormentors had practised on him the refined cruelty of half-hanging him. If he had had any doubt on this subject, the remark of the interpreter, as he afterwards left him in his cell to recover as best he might, would have dispelled it  

We will ang you dead de nex time!




Chapter Twenty Six.

Cruel Treatment  Despair Followed by Hope and a Joyful Discovery.

After the rough treatment he had received, the Mahdi, as we may well believe, did not feel more amiably disposed towards his prisoners.

Of course he had no reason for blaming Miles for what had occurred, nevertheless he vented his wrath against white men in general on him, by keeping him constantly on the move, and enforcing prolonged and unusual speed while running, besides subjecting him publicly to many insults.

It was a strange school in which to learn self-restraint and humility. But our hero profited by the schooling. Necessity is a stern teacher, and she was the head-mistress of that school. Among other things she taught Miles to reason extensively  not very profoundly, perhaps, nor always correctly, but at all events in a way that he never reasoned before. The best way to convey to the reader the state of his mind will be to let him speak for himself. As he had a habit of thinking aloud  for sociability, as it were  in the dark cell to which he had been relegated, we have only to bend down our ear and listen.

One night, about a week after the overthrow of his tyrant master, Miles was seated on the hard floor of his cell, leaning against the wall, with his knees drawn up and his face in his hands  his usual attitude when engaged in meditation after a hard days work.

I wouldnt mind so much, he murmured, if I only saw the faintest prospect of its coming to an end, but to go on thus from day to day, perhaps year to year, is terrible. No, that cannot be; if we cannot escape it wont be long till the end comes. (A pause.) The end!  the end of a rope with a noose on it is likely to be my end, unless I burst up and run a-muck. No, no, Miles Milton, dont you think of that! What good would it do to kill half-a-dozen Arabs to accompany you into the next world? The poor wretches are only defending their country after all. (Another pause.) Besides, you deserve what youve got for so meanly forsaking your poor mother; think o that, Miles, when you feel tempted to stick your lance into the Mahdis gizzard, as Molloy would have said. Ah! poor Molloy! I fear that I shall never see you again in this life. After giving the Mahdi and his steed such a tremendous heave they would be sure to kill you; perhaps they tortured you to

He stopped at this point with an involuntary shudder.

I hope not, he resumed, after another pause. I hope we may yet meet and devise some means of escape. God grant it! True, the desert is vast and scorching and almost waterless  I may as well say foodless too! And it swarms with foes, but what then? Have not most of the great deeds of earth been accomplished in the face of what seemed insurmountable difficulties? Besides

He paused again here, and for a longer time, because there came suddenly into his mind words that had been spoken to him long ago by his mother: With God all things are possible.

Yes, Miles, he continued, you must make up your mind to restrain your anger and indignation, because it is useless to give vent to them. Thats but a low motive after all. Is it worthy of an intelligent man? I get a slap in the face, and bear it patiently, because I cant help myself. I get the same slap in the face in circumstances where I can help myself, and I resent it fiercely. Humble when I must be so; fierce when Ive got the power. Is not this unmanly  childish  humbug? There is no principle here. Principle! I do believe I never had any principle in me worthy of the name. I have been drifting, up to this time, before the winds of caprice and selfish inclination. (A long pause here.) Well, it just comes to this, that whatever happens I must submit with a good grace  at least, as good grace as I can  and hope that an opportunity to escape may occur before long. I have made up my mind to do it  and when I once make up my mind, I

He paused once more at this point, and the pause was so long that he turned it into a full stop by laying his head on the block of wood which formed his pillow and going to sleep.

It will be seen from the above candid remarks that our hero was not quite as confident of his power of will as he used to be,  also, that he was learning a few useful facts in the school of adversity.

One evening, after a harder day than usual, Miles was conducted to the prison in which he and his companions had been confined on the day of their arrival.

Looking round the cell, he observed, on becoming accustomed to the dim light, that only one other prisoner was there. He was lying on the bare ground in a corner, coiled up like a dog, and with his face to the wall. Relieved to find that he was not to be altogether alone, Miles sat down with his back against the opposite wall, and awaited the waking of his companion with some interest, for although his face was not visible, and his body was clothed in a sort of sacking, his neck and lower limbs showed that he was a white man. But the sleeper did not seem inclined to waken just then. On the contrary, he began, ere long, to snore heavily.

Miles gradually fell into a train of thought that seemed to bring back reminiscences of a vague, indefinable sort. Then he suddenly became aware that the snore of the snorer was not unfamiliar. He was on the point of rising to investigate this when the sleeper awoke with a start, sat bolt upright with a look of owlish gravity, and presented the features of Jack Molloy.

Miles, my lad! cried Jack, springing up to greet his friend warmly, I thought you was dead.

And, Jack, my dear friend, returned Miles, I thought  at least I feared  that you must have been tortured to death.

An you wasnt far wrong, my boy. Stand close to me, and look me straight in the eyes. Dee think Im any taller?

Not much  at least, not to my perception. Why?

I wonder at that, now, said Molloy, for Ive bin hanged three times, an should have bin pulled out a bit by this time, considering my weight.

His friend smiled incredulously.

You may laugh, lad, but its no laughin matter, said Molloy, feeling his neck tenderly. The last time, I really thought it was all up wi me, for the knot somehow got agin my windpipe an I was all but choked. If they had kep me up half a minute longer it would have bin all over: I amost wished they had, for though I never was much troubled wi the narves, Im beginnin now to have a little fellow-feelin for the sufferins o the narvish.

Do you really mean, my dear fellow, that the monsters have been torturing you in this way? asked Miles, with looks of sympathy.

Ay, John Miles, thats just what I does mean, returned the seaman, with an anxious and startled look at the door, on the other side of which a slight noise was heard at the moment. Theyve half-hanged me three times already. The last time was only yesterday, an at any moment they may come to give me another turn. Its the uncertainty o the thing that tries my narves. I used to boast that I hadnt got none once, but the Arabs know how to take the boastin out of a fellow. If theyd only take me out to be hanged right off an done with it, I wouldnt mind it so much, but its the constant tenter-hooks of uncertainty that floors me. Howsever, I aint quite floored yet. But lets hear about yourself, Miles. Come, sit down. I gets tired sooner than I used to do since they took to hangin me. How have they bin sarvin you out since I last saw ye?

Not near so badly as they have been serving you, old boy, said Miles, as he sat down and began to detail his own experiences.

But tell me, he added, have you heard anything of our unfortunate comrades since we parted?

Nothing  at least nothing that I can trust to. I did hear that poor Moses Pyne is dead; that they had treated him the same as me, and that his narves couldnt stand it; that he broke down under the strain an died. But I dont believe it. Not that these Arabs wouldnt kill him that way, but the interpreter who told me has got falsehood so plainly writ in his ugly face that I would fain hope our kind-hearted friend is yet alive.

God grant it may be so! said Miles fervently. And I scarcely think that even the cruellest of men would persevere in torturing such a gentle fellow as Moses.

May-hap youre right, returned Molloy; anyhow, well take what comfort we can out o the hope. Talkin o comfort, what dee think has bin comfortin me in a most wonderful way? Youll never guess.

What is it, then?

One o them little books as Miss Robinson writes, and gives to soldiers and sailors The Victory its called, havin a good deal in it about Nelsons flagship and Nelson himself; but theres a deal more than that in it  words that has gone straight to my heart, and made me see Gods love in Christ as I never saw it before. Our comrade Stevenson gave it to me before we was nabbed by the Arabs, an Ive kep it in the linin o my straw hat ever since. You see its a thin little thing  though theres oceans o truth in it  an its easy stowed away.

I forgot all about it till I was left alone in this place, and then I got it out, an God in his marcy made it like a light in the dark to me.

Stevenson came by it in a strange way. He told me he was goin over a battle-field after a scrimmage near Suakim, lookin out for the wounded, when he noticed somethin clasped in a dead mans hand. The hand gripped it tight, as if unwillin to part with it, an when Stevenson got it he found that it was this little book, The Victory. Here it is. I wouldnt change it for a golden sov, to every page.

As he spoke, footsteps were heard approaching the door. With a startled air Molloy thrust the book into its place and sprang up.

See there, now! he said remonstratively, whod ever ha thowt that Id come to jerk about like that?

Before the door opened, however, the momentary weakness had passed away, and our seaman stood upright, with stern brow and compressed lips, presenting to those who entered as firm and self-possessed a man of courage as one could wish to see.

I knowed it! he said in a quiet voice to his friend, as two strong armed men advanced and seized him, while two with drawn swords stood behind him. At the same time, two others stood guard over Miles. Theyre goin to give me another turn. God grant that it may be the last!

Yes  de last. You be surely dead dis time, said the interpreter, with a malignant smile.

If you hadnt said it, I would have had some hope that the end was come! said Molloy, as they put a rope round his neck and led him away.

Good-bye, Miles, he added, looking over his shoulder; if I never come back, an you ever gets home again, give my kind regards to Miss Robinson  God bless her!

Next moment the door closed, and Miles was left alone.

It is impossible to describe the state of mind in which our hero paced his cell during the next hour. The intense pity, mingled with anxiety and fierce indignation, that burned in his bosom were almost unbearable. Oh! he thought, if I were only once more free, for one moment, with a weapon in my hand, Id

He wisely checked himself in the train of useless thought at this point. Then he sat down on the floor, covered his face with his hands, and tried to pray, but could not. Starting up, he again paced wildly about the cell like a caged tiger. After what seemed to him an age he heard footsteps in the outer court. The door opened, and the sailor was thrust in. Staggering forward a step or two, he was on the point of falling when Miles caught him in his arms, and let him sink gently on the ground, and, sitting down beside him, laid his head upon his knee. From the inflamed red mark which encircled the seamans powerful neck, it was obvious enough that the cruel monsters had again put him to the tremendous mental agony of supposing that his last hour had come.

Help me up, lad, and set my back agin the wall, he said, in a low voice.

As Miles complied, one or two tears that would not be repressed fell from his eyes on the sailors cheek.

Youre a good fellow, said Molloy, looking up. I thank the Lord for sendin you to comfort me, and I do need comfort a bit just now, dee know. There  Im better aready, an Ill be upside wi them next time, for I feels, somehow, that I couldnt stand another turn. Poor Moses! I do hope that the interpreter is the liar he looks, and that they havent treated the poor fellow to this sort o thing.

Even while he spoke, the door of the cell again opened and armed men entered.

Ay, here you are, cried the sailor, rising quickly and attempting to draw himself up and show a bold front. Come away an welcome. Im ready for ee.

But the men had not come for Molloy. They wanted Miles, over whom there came a sudden and dreadful feeling of horror, as he thought they were perhaps going to subject him to the same ordeal as his friend.

Keep up heart, lad, and trust in the Lord, said the sailor, in an encouraging tone as they led our hero away.

The words were fitly spoken, and went far to restore to the poor youth the courage that for a moment had forsaken him. As he emerged into the bright light, which dazzled him after the darkness of his prison-house, he thought of the Sun of Righteousness, and of the dear mother who had sought so earnestly to lead him to God in his boyhood.

One thing that greatly encouraged him was the fact that no rope had been put round his neck, as had been done to Molloy, and he also observed that his guards did not treat him roughly. Moreover, they led him in quite a different direction from the open place where he well knew that criminals were executed. He glanced at the interpreter who marched beside him, and thought for a moment of asking him what might be his impending fate, but the mans look was so forbidding that he forbore to speak.

Presently they stopped before a door, which was opened by a negro slave, and the guards remained outside while Miles and the interpreter entered. The court into which they were ushered was open to the sky, and contained a fountain in the centre, with boxes of flowers and shrubs around it. At the inner end of it stood a tall powerful Arab, leaning on a curved sword.

Miles saw at a glance that he was the same man whose life he had saved, and who had come so opportunely to the rescue of his friend Molloy. But the Arab gave him no sign of recognition. On the contrary, the glance which he bestowed on him was one of calm, stern indifference.

Ask him, he said at once to the interpreter, where are the Christian dogs who were captured with him?

Tell him, replied Miles, when this was translated, that I know nothing about the fate of any of them except one.

Which one is that?

The sailor, answered Miles.

Where is he?

In the prison I have just left.

And you know nothing about the others?

Nothing whatever.

The Arab seemed to ponder these replies for a few minutes. Then, turning to the interpreter, he spoke in a tone that seemed to Miles to imply the giving of some strict orders, after which, with a wave of his hand, and a majestic inclination of the head, he dismissed them.

Although there was little in the interview to afford encouragement, Miles nevertheless was rendered much more hopeful by it, all the more that he observed a distinct difference in the bearing of the interpreter towards him as they went out.

Who is that? he ventured to ask as he walked back to the prison.

That is Mohammed, the Mahdis cousin, answered the interpreter.

Miles was about to put some more questions when he was brought to a sudden stand, and rendered for the moment speechless by the sight of Moses Pyne  not bearing heavy burdens, or labouring in chains, as might have been expected, but standing in a shallow recess or niche in the wall of a house, busily engaged over a small brazier, cooking beans in oil, and selling the same to the passers-by!

What you see? demanded the interpreter.

I see an old friend and comrade. May I speak to him? asked Miles, eagerly.

You may, answered the interpreter.

The surprise and joy of Moses when his friend slapped him on the shoulder and saluted him by name is not easily described.

I am so glad to see you, old fellow! he said, with sparkling eyes. I thought you must be dead, for Ive tried so often to find out what had become of you. Have some beans and oil?

He dipped a huge ladleful out of the pot, as if he were going to administer a dose on the spot.

No, thank you, Moses, Im a prisoner. These are my guards. I wonder they have allowed me even to exchange a word with you. Must be quick. They told us you had been half-hanged till you were frightened to death.

They told you lies, then. Ive been very well treated, but what troubles me is I cant find out where any of our comrades have gone to.

I can tell only of one. Molloy is alive. I wish I could say hes well. Of the others Im as ignorant as yourself. But Ive seen a friend who

At this point he was interrupted by the interpreter and told to move on, which he was fain to do with a cheery good-bye to Moses and a wave of the hand.

Arrived at the prison, he found that Molloy had been removed to a more comfortable room, into which he was also ushered, and there they were left alone together.

Dyou feel better now, my poor fellow? asked Miles, when the door was shut.

Better, bless you, yes! I feels far too well. Theyve given me a rare blow-out of beans an oil since you were taken off to be hanged, and I feels so strong that the next turn off wont finish me! I could never have eaten em, thinkin of you, but, dee know, I was quite sure, from the way they treated you as you went out, that it warnt to be hangin wi you this time. An when they putt me into this here room, an produced the beans an oil, I began to feel quite easy in my mind about you. It was the man that brought your marchin orders that told em to putt me here. Dee know, lad, I cant help feelin that a friend o some sort must have bin raised up to us.

Youre right, Jack, I have just seen the Arab whose life I saved and who saved yours! Its very strange, too, that beans and oil should have been your fare to-day, for I have also seen Moses Pyne in the street, not half-an-hour since, cooking and selling beans and oil!

You dont mean that?

Indeed I do. Ive spoken to him.

Sitting down on a stool  for they were promoted to a furnished apartment  Miles entered into an elaborate account of all that had befallen him since the hour that he had been taken out, as they both thought, to be hanged!




Chapter Twenty Seven.

In which Hopes and Fears rise and fall.

There is a tide in the affairs of men, undoubtedly, and the tide in the affairs of Miles Milton and his comrades appeared to have reached low-water at this time, for, on the day mentioned in the last chapter, it began to turn, and continued for a considerable time to rise.

The first clear evidence of the change was the blow-out of beans and oil, coupled with the change of prison. The next was the sudden appearance of the beans-and-oil-man himself.

Why, I do believe  its  its Moses, exclaimed Molloy, as his old comrade entered the prison. Give us your flipper. Man alive! but Im right glad to see you. We thought you was  lets have a look at your neck. No; nothing there. I knowed as that interpreter was a liar. But what brings you here, lad? What mischief have ee bin up to?

Thats what puzzles myself, Jack, said Moses, shaking hands warmly with Miles. Ive done nothing that I know of except sell beans and oil. Its true I burned em sometimes a bit, but theyd hardly put a fellow in jail for that  would they? However, Im glad theyve done it, whatever the reason, seeing that it has brought us three together again. But, I say, continued Moses, while a look of anxiety came over his innocent face, what can have become of our other comrades?

You may well ask that, lad. Ive asked the same question of myself for many a day, but have never bin able to get from myself a satisfactory answer. Im wery much afeared that well never see em again.

It seemed almost to be a spring-tide in the affairs of the trio at that time, for while the seaman was speaking  as if to rebuke his want of faith  the door opened and their comrade Armstrong walked in.

For a few moments they were all rendered speechless! Then Miles sprang up, seized his friend by both shoulders, and gazed into his face; it was a very thin and careworn face at that time, as if much of the bloom of youth had been wiped from it for ever.

Willie! Am I dreaming? exclaimed Miles.

If you are, so must I be, replied his friend, for when I saw you last you had not taken to half-nakedness as a costume!

Come now, retorted Miles, you have not much to boast of in that way yourself.

There you are wrong, Miles, for I have to boast that I made my garment myself. True, its only a sack, but I cut the hole in the bottom of it for my head with my own hand, and stitched on the short sleeves with a packing-needle. But, I say, whats been the matter with Molloy? Have they been working you too hard, Jack?

No, Willum, no, I cant exactly say that, but theyve bin hangin me too hard. Ill tell ee all about it in coorse o time. Man alive! but they have took the flesh off your bones somehow; lets see  no, your necks all right. Must have bin some other way.

The way was simple enough, returned the other. When they separated us all at first, they set me to the hardest work they could find  to dig, draw water, carry burdens that a horse might object to, sweep, and clean up; in fact, everything and anything, and theyve kep us hard at it ever since. I say us, because Rattlin Bill Simkin was set to help me after the first day, an weve worked all along together. Poor Simkin, there aint much rattle in him now, except his bones. I dont know why they sent me here and not him. And I cant well make out whether Im sent here for extra punishment or as a favour!

Have you seen or heard anything of Stevenson? asked Moses.

I saw him once, about a week ago, staggering under a great log  whether in connection with house-builders or not I cant tell. It was only for a minute, and I got a tremendous cut across the back with a cane for merely trying to attract his attention.

The tide, it will be seen, had been rising pretty fast that afternoon. It may be said to have come in with a rush, when, towards evening, the door of their prison once more opened and Simkin with Stevenson were ushered in together, both clothed alike in an extemporised sack-garment and short drawers, with this difference, that the one wore a species of felt hat, the other a fez.

They were still in the midst of delighted surprise at the turn events seemed to be taking, when two men entered bearing trays, on which were six smoking bowls of beans and oil!

Hallo! Moses, your business follows you even to prison, exclaimed Molloy.

True, Jack, and Ill follow my business up! returned Moses, sitting down on the ground, which formed their convenient table, and going to work.

We need scarcely say that his comrades were not slow to follow his example.

The tide may be said to have reached at least half-flood, if not more, when, on the following morning, the captives were brought out and told by the interpreter that they were to accompany a body of troops which were about to quit the place under the command of Mohammed, the Mahdis cousin.

Does the Mahdi accompany us? Miles ventured to ask.

No. The Mahdi has gone to Khartoum, returned the interpreter, who then walked away as if he objected to be further questioned.

The hopes which had been recently raised in the breasts of the captives to a rather high pitch were, however, somewhat reduced when they found that their supposed friend Mohammed treated them with cool indifference, did not even recognise them, and the disappointment was deepened still more when all of them, except Miles, were loaded with heavy burdens, and made to march among the baggage-animals as if they were mere beasts of burden. The savage warriors also treated them with great rudeness and contempt.

Miles soon found that he was destined to fill his old post of runner in front of Mohammed, his new master. This seemed to him unaccountable, for runners, he understood, were required only in towns and cities, not on a march. But the hardships attendant on the post, and the indignities to which he was subjected, at last convinced him that the Mahdi must have set the mind of his kinsman against him, and that he was now undergoing extra punishment as well as unique degradation.

The force that took the field on this occasion was a very considerable one  with what precise object in view was of course unknown to all except its chiefs, but the fact that it marched towards the frontiers of Egypt left no doubt in the mind of any one. It was a wild barbaric host, badly armed and worse drilled, but fired with a hatred of all Europeans and a burning sense of wrong.

What think ye now, Miles? asked Armstrong, as the captives sat grouped together in the midst of the host on the first night of their camping out in the desert.

I think that everything seems to be going wrong, answered Miles, in a desponding tone. At first I thought that Mohammed was our friend, but he has treated me so badly that I can think so no longer.

Dont you think he may be doing that to blind his followers as to his friendship? said Moses; for myself, I cant help thinkin he must be grateful for what you did, Miles.

I only wish you had not touched my rifle that day, said Rattling Bill, fiercely  being fatigued and out of temper for the blackguard would have bin in Kingdom come by this time. Theres no gratitude in an Arab. I have no hope at all now.

My hope is in God, said Stevenson.

Well, mate, common-sense tells me that that should be our best ground of hope, observed Molloy; but common experience tells me that the Almighty often lets His own people come to grief.

God never lets em come to grief in the sense that you mean, returned the marine. If He kills His people, He takes them away from the evil to come, and death is but a door-way into glory. If he sends grief and suffering, it is that they may at last reach a higher state of joy.

Pooh! according to that view, nothing can go wrong with them that you call His people, said Simkin, with contempt.

Right you are, comrade, rejoined Stevenson; nothing can go wrong with us; nothing can separate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our lord; and you may be one of us this minute if you will accept Gods offer of free salvation in Christ.

Silence followed, for Simkin was too angry, as well as worn out, to give his mind seriously to anything at that time, and the others were more or less uncertain as to the truth of what was advanced.

Sleep, profound and dreamless, soon banished these and all other subjects from their minds. Blessed sleep! so aptly as well as beautifully styled, Tired Natures sweet restorer. That great host of dusky warriors  some unquestionably devout, many cruel and relentless, not a few, probably, indifferent to everything except self, and all bent on the extermination of their white-skinned foes,  lay down beside their weapons, and shared in that rest which is sent alike to the just and to the unjust, through the grand impartiality, forbearance, and love of a God whom many people apparently believe to be a respecter of persons!

A few days later the little army came to the edge of a range of hills, beyond which lay the plains of the vast Nubian desert. At night they encamped at the base of the hill-country, through which they had been travelling, and the captives were directed to take up their position in front of an old ruined hut, where masses of broken stones and rubbish made the ground unsuitable for camping on.

Just like them! growled Simkin, looking about for a fairly level spot. Theres not a place big enough for a dog to lie on!

Supper made Rattling Bill a little more amiable, though not much more forgiving to his foes. A three-quarters moon soon afterwards shed a faint light on the host, which, except the sentries, was sound asleep.

Towards midnight a solitary figure moved slowly towards the place where the captives lay and awakened Miles, who sat up, stared, winked, and rubbed his eyes two or three times before he could bring himself to believe that his visitor was no other than the chief of the host  Mohammed!

Rise. Com. I speak small Engleesh.

Miles rose at once and followed the chief into the ruined hut.

Clear de ground, he said, pointing to the centre of the floor.

Our hero obeyed, and, when the loose rubbish was cleared away, the moonbeams, shining through the ruined roof, fell on a ring bolt. Being ordered to pull it, he raised a cover or trap-door, and discovered beneath what appeared to be a cellar.

Now, said Mohammed, listen: you an friends go down  all. I shut door and cover up  rubsh. When we all go way, com out and go home. See, yonder is home.

He pointed to the north-eastward, where a glowing star seemed to hang over the margin of the great level desert.

You are generous  you are kind! exclaimed Miles, with a burst of enthusiasm.

Me grateful, said Mohammed, extending his hand in European fashion, which Miles grasped warmly. Go, wake you comerads. Tell what me say, and com quick!

Miles was much too well-disciplined a soldier to hesitate, though he would have liked much to suggest that some of the troops might, before starting, take a fancy to explore the ruin, and to ask how long they should remain in the cellar before venturing out. Quietly awaking all his comrades, and drawing their surprised heads together, he whispered his tale in their wondering ears. After that they were quite prepared to act, and accompanied him noiselessly into the ruin.

Is the cellar deep? asked Miles, as he was about to descend.

No; not deep.

But what about grub  whittles, meat, an water  you know, said Molloy, with difficulty accommodating his words to a foreigner. Well starve if we go adrift on the desert with nothin to eat or drink.

Here  food, said Mohammed, unslinging a well-filled haversack from his shoulders and transferring it to those of the sailor. Stop there, he continued, pointing to the cellar, till you hears guns  shoot  noise. I have make preprations! After that, silence. Then, com out, an go home. Once again he pointed towards the glowing star in the north-east.

Mohammed, exclaimed Molloy, becoming suddenly impressed with the generous nature of the Arabs action, I dont know as youre a descendant o the Prophet, but I do know that youre a brick. Give us your flipper before we part!

With a grave expression of kindliness and humour the chief shook hands with the seaman. Then the captives all descended into the hole, which was not more than four feet deep, after which the Arab shut the trap, covered it as before with a little rubbish, and went away.

Suppose he has bolted the door! suggested Moses.

Hold your tongue, man, and listen for the signal, said Miles.

I forget what he said the signal was to be, observed Simkin.

Guns  shoot  noise  after that silence! said Armstrong. Its a queer signal.

But not difficult to recognise when we hear it, remarked Miles.

The time seemed tremendously long as they sat there listening  the cellar was too low for them to stand  and they began to fancy that all kinds of horrible shapes and faces appeared in the intense darkness around them. When they listened intensely, kept silent, and held their breath, their hearts took to beating the drums of their ears, and when a sudden breath or sigh escaped it seemed as if some African monster were approaching from the surrounding gloom.

Is that you, Simkin, thats breathin like a grampus? asked Molloy, after a long pause.

I was just goin to ask you to stop snorin, retorted the soldier.

Hush! Theres a shot!

It was indeed a distant shot, followed immediately by several more. Then a rattle of musketry followed  nearer at hand.

Instantly, as if the earth had just given birth to them, the host of dusky warriors sprang up with yells of surprise and defiance, and, spear in hand, rushed in the direction of the firing. For a few minutes the listeners in the cellar heard as it had been a mighty torrent surging past the ruined hut. Gradually the force of the rush began to abate, while the yells and firing became more distant; at last all sounds ceased, and the listeners were again oppressed by the beating on the drums of their ears.

Theyre all gone  every mothers son, said Molloy at last, breaking the oppressive silence.

Thats so, said Rattling Bill; up wi the trap, Miles. Youre under it, aint you? Im suffocating in this hole.

Im not under it. Molloy came down last, said Miles.

What if we cant find it? suggested Stevenson.

Horrible! said Moses, in a hoarse whisper, and this may be a huge cavern, with miles of space around us, instead of a small cellar!

Here it is! cried the sailor, making a heave with his broad back. I say  it wont move! Ah, I wasnt rightly under it. Yo! heave-o! Up went the door with a crash, and the soft moonlight streamed in upon them.

A few seconds more and they stood outside the hut  apparently the only living beings in all that region, which had been so full of human life but a few minutes before.

Now we must lose no time in getting away from this place, and covering as much of the desert as we can during the night, said Miles, for it strikes me that well have to lie quiet during the day, for fear of being seen and chased.

They spoke together in whispers for a few minutes, deciding the course they meant to pursue. Then Molloy shouldered the provision bag, Miles grasped his official lance  the only weapon they had among them,  and off they set on their journey across the desert, like a ship entering on an unknown sea, without the smallest idea of how far they were from the frontier of Egypt, and but a vague notion of the direction in which they ought to go.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

A Horrible Situation.

All that night our fugitives walked steadily in the direction of their guiding-star, until the dawn of day began to absorb its light. Then they selected a couple of prominent bushes on the horizon, and, by keeping these always in their relative positions, were enabled to shape their course in what they believed to be the right direction. By repeating the process continuously they were enabled to advance in a fairly straight line.

Molloy, as we have said, carried the provision bag, and, although it was a very heavy one, he refused to let his comrades relieve him of it until breakfast-time. Then it was discovered that inside of the large bag there were rolled tight up four smaller bags with shoulder-straps to them.

A knowin feller that Mohammed is, said Jack Molloy, as he handed a bag to each; he understands how to manage things. Lets see what sort o grub he has. Corn-cakes, I do believe, an dates, or some sort o dried fruit, an  water-bottles! well, that is a comfort. Now then, boys, go ahead. We cant afford to waste time over our meals.

The others so thoroughly agreed with their friend on this point that they began to eat forthwith, almost in silence. Then, the provisions having been distributed, they resumed their march, which was almost a forced one, so anxious were they to get as far away as possible from the Arab army.

Coming to a large mimosa bush in the course of the morning they halted and sat down to rest a little, and hold what the sailor called a palaver.

You see, boys, he said, itll be of no manner of use our scuddin away before the wind under a press o canvas like this, without some settled plan

Aint our plan to git away from the Arabs as fast as we can? said Moses Pyne, who sat on a stone at the sailors feet.

Yes, Moses, but thats only part of it, returned Molloy. We must keep away as well as get away  an that wont be quite so easy, for the country is swarmin wi the dark-skinned rascals, as the many tracks we have already passed shows us. If we was to fall in wi a band of em  even a small one  we would be took again for sartin, for weve got nothin to fight wi but our fists.

These would offer but poor resistance to bullet and steel, said Armstrong, and that lance youre so fond of, Miles, wouldnt be worth much.

Not much, admitted Miles, surveying the badge of his late office, but better than nothing.

What if the Arabs should change their course and fall in with us again? asked Moses.

No fear o that, seein that Mohammed himself gave us our sailin orders, an laid our course for us; but it would never do to fall in wi other bands, so I proposes that we cast anchor where we are, for theres pretty good holdin ground among them bushes, keep quiet all day, an travel only at night. Ive got the krect bearins just now, so wen the stars come out well be able to fix on one layin in the right direction, and clap on all sail, slow and aloft  stun sls, sky-scrapers, an all the rest on it.

A good plan, Jack, said Armstrong, but what if it should come cloudy and blot out the stars?

Besides, added Miles, you forget that men of the desert are skilled in observing signs and in following tracks. Should any of them pass near this little clump of bushes, and observe our footsteps going towards it, they will at once come to see if we are still here.

Molloy put his head on one side and looked perplexed for a moment.

Never mind. Let em come, he said, with a sudden look of sagacity, well circumwent em. Theres nothin like circumwention wen youve got into a fix. See here. Well dig a hole in a sandbank big enough to hold us all, an well cut a big bush an stick it in front of the hole so as theyll never see it. We can keep a bright look-out, you know, an if anything heaves in sight on the horizon, down we go into the hole, stick up the bush, an there you are  all safe under hatches till the enemy clears off.

But they will trace our footsteps up to the hole or the bush, said Miles, and wonder why they can trace them no further. What then?

Again the seaman fell into perplexed meditation, out of which he emerged with a beaming smile.

Why, then, my lad, well bamboozle em. Theres nothin like bamboozlement wen circumwention fails. Putt the two together an theyre like a hurricane in the tropics, carries all before it! Well bamboozle em by runnin for an hour or two all over the place, so as no mortal man seein our footprints will be able to tell where we comed from, or what weve bin a-doin of.

You dont know the men of the desert, Jack, rejoined Miles, with a laugh. Theyd just walk in a circle round the place where you propose to run about and bamboozle them, till they found where our tracks entered this bit of bush. Then, as theyd see no tracks leaving it, of course theyd know that we were still there. Dyou see?

Thats a puzzler for you, Jack, remarked Moses, as he watched the perplexed expression looming up again like a cloud on the sailors face.

By no manner o means, retorted Molloy, with sudden gravity. I sees my way quite clear out o that. You remember the broad track, not half a mile off from where we now sit?

Yes; made I suppose by a pretty big band o some sort crossin the desert, said Moses.

Well, lad, arter runnin about in the bush to bamboozle of em, as aforesaid, well march back to that track on the sou-westard  as it may be  an then do the same on the nor-westard  so to speak  an so lead em to suppose we was a small party as broke off, or was sent off, from the main body to reconnoitre the bit o bush, an had rejoined the main body further on. Thats what I call circumwentin, dee see?

While this palaver was going on, Stevenson and Bill Simkin were standing a short way off taking observation of something in the far distance. In a few minutes they ran towards their comrades with the information that a band of men were visible on the horizon, moving, they thought, in an opposite direction to their line of march.

It may be so, said Miles, after a brief survey, but we cant be sure. We must put part of your plan in force anyhow, Jack Molloy. Away into the scrub all of you, and stoop as you go.

In saying this, our hero, almost unintentionally, took command of the little party, which at once tacitly accorded him the position. Leading them  as every leader ought  he proceeded to the centre of the clump of bushes, where, finding a natural hollow or hole in the sand, at the root of a mimosa bush, three of them went down on hands and knees to scoop it out deeper, while the others cut branches with Molloys clasp-knife.

Using flat stones, chips of wood, and hands as shovels, they managed to dig out a hole big enough to conceal them all, the opening to which was easily covered by a mass of branches.

It is doubtful whether this ingenious contrivance would have availed them, if men of the desert had passed that way, but fortune favoured them. The band, whether friends or foes, passed far off to the westward, leaving them to enjoy their place of fancied security.

To pass the first day there was not difficult. The novelty of the position was great; the interest of the thing immense. Indefinite hopes of the future were strong, and they had plenty to say and speculate about during the passing hours. When night came, preparation was made for departure. The provision bags were slung, a moderate sip of water indulged in, and they set forth, after a very brief prayer by Stevenson, that God would guide them safely on their way. There was no formality in that prayer. The marine did not ask his comrades to kneel or to agree with him. He offered it aloud, in a few seconds, in the name of Jesus, leaving his hearers to join him or not as they pleased.

See that you lay your course fair now, Molloy, said Miles, as they sallied out upon the darkening plain.

Trust me, lad, Ive taken my bearins.

It was very dark the first part of the night, as the moon did not rise till late, but there was quite enough light to enable them to proceed with caution, though not enough to prevent their taking an occasional bush or stump for an advancing foe. All went well, however, until dawn the following morning, when they began to look about for a suitable clump of bushes in which to conceal themselves. No such spot could they find.

Never mind, lads, said the inexhaustible Molloy, well just go on till we find a place. Were pretty tough just now, thats one comfort.

They were indeed so tough that they went the whole of that day, with only one or two brief halts to feed. Towards evening, however, they began to feel wearied, and, with one consent, determined to encamp on a slight eminence a short way in advance, the sides of which were covered with low scrub.

As they approached the spot an unpleasant odour reached them. It became worse as they advanced. At last, on arriving, they found to their surprise and horror that the spot had been a recent battle-field, and was strewn with corpses and broken weapons. Some days must have elapsed since the fight which strewed them there, for the bodies had been all stripped, and many of them were partially buried, while others had been hauled half out of their graves by those scavengers of the desert, hyenas and vultures.

Impossible to halt here, said Armstrong. I never witness a sight like this that it does not force on me the madness of warfare! What territorial gain can make up for these lost lives  the flower of the manhood of both parties?

But what are we to do? objected Molloy. Men must defend their rights!

Not necessarily so, said Stevenson. Men have to learn to bear and forbear.

I have learned to take advantage of what luck throws in my way, said Rattling Bill, picking up a rifle which must have escaped the observation of the plunderers who had followed the army.

The body of the poor fellow who had owned it was found concealed under a bush not far off. He was an English soldier, and a very brief inspection showed that the battle had been fought by a party of British and Egyptian troops against the Soudanese.

It seemed as if the plunderers had on this occasion been scared from their horrible work before completing it, for after a careful search they found rifles with bayonets, and pouches full of ammunition, more than sufficient to arm the whole party.

There are uniforms enough, too, to fit us all out, said Simkin, as they were about to leave the scene of slaughter.

No dead mens cloes for me, said Moses Pyne, with a shrug of disgust.

Jack Molloy declared that he had become so used to loose cotton drawers, and an easy-fittin sack, that for his part he had no desire to go back to civilised costume! and as the rest were of much the same opinion, no change was made in the habiliments of the party, except that each appropriated a pair of boots, and Miles exchanged his green tippet for a flannel shirt and a pith helmet. He also took a revolver, with some difficulty, from the dead hand of a soldier, and stuck it in his belt.

Thus improved in circumstances, they gladly quitted the ghastly scene, and made for a bushy hillock a few hundred yards in advance.

On the way they were arrested by the sound of distant firing.

Mohammed must have met our countrymen! exclaimed Molloy, with excited looks, as they halted to listen.

It may be so, but there are other bands about besides his, said Miles. Whats that? a cheer?

Ay, a British cheer in the far distance, replied to by yells of defiance. Molloy echoed the cheer in spite of his better judgment.

Lets run an jine em! he exclaimed.

Come along, then! cried Miles, with the ardour of inexperienced youth.

Stop! are ye mad? cried Stevenson. Dont it stand to reason that the enemy must be between us an Suakim? and thats the same as sayin theyre between us an our friends. Moreover, the cheerin proves that our side must be gettin the best of it, an are drivin the enemy this way, so all weve got to do is to hide on that hillock an bide our time.

Right you are, comrade, cried Rattling Bill, examining his cartridges, and asserting with an oath that nothing would afford him greater pleasure than a good hand-to-hand fight with the black, (and something worse), scoundrels.

Dont swear at your enemies, Simkin, said the marine quietly; but when you get the chance fire low!

Agreeing with Stevensons advice to bide their time, the little band was soon on the top of the hillock, and took up the best position for defending the place, also for observing the fight, which, they could now see, was drawing gradually nearer to them.

They were not kept waiting long, for the natives were in full flight, hotly pursued by the English and Indian cavalry. A slight breeze blowing from the north carried not only the noise, but soon the smoke of the combat towards them. As they drew nearer a large detachment of native spearmen was seen to make for the hillock, evidently intending to make a stand there.

Now comes our turn, said Armstrong, examining the lock of his rifle to see that all was right.

England expecs every man, etceterer, said Molloy, with a glance at Miles. Capting, you may as well let us know your plans, so as we may work together.

Miles was not long in making up his mind.

Youll fire at first by command, he said quickly, but decidedly; then down on your faces flat, and load. After that wait for orders. When it comes to the push  as its sure to do at last  well stand back to back and do our best. God help us to do it well! Dont hurry, boys  especially in square. Let every shot tell.

He had barely concluded this brief address when the yelling savages reached the hillock. Miles could even see the gleaming of their teeth and eyes, and the blood of the slightly wounded coursing down their black skins as they rushed panting towards the place where he and his little party were crouching. Then he gave the word: Ready  present!

The smoke, fire, and death to the leading men, which belched from the bushes, did not check the rush for more than a moment. And even that check was the result of surprise more than fear. A party of those Arabs who were armed with rifles instantly replied, but the bullets passed harmlessly over the prostrate men.

Again the voice of Miles was heard: Ready  present! and again the leading men of the enemy fell, but the rushing host only divided, and swept round the hillock, so as to take it on both sides at once.

Now  form square! and pick each man, cried Miles, springing up and standing back to back with Armstrong. Molloy stood shoulder to shoulder with him and backed Bill Simkin, while Stevenson did the same for Moses Pyne. The bushes did not rise much above their waists, and as the dusky host suddenly beheld the knot of strange-looking men, whose bristling bayonets glistened in the setting sunshine, and whose active rifles were still dealing death among their ranks, they dashed at the hill-top with a yell of mingled rage and surprise. Another moment and spearmen were dancing round the little square like incarnate fiends, but the white men made no sound. Each confined himself to two acts  namely, load and fire  and at every shot a foremost savage fell, until the square became encircled with dead men.

Another moment and a party of Arab riflemen ran to the front and took aim. Just then a tremendous cheer was heard. The defenders of the hillock made a wild reply, which was drowned in a furious fusillade. The entire savage host seemed to rush over the spot, sweeping all before it, while smoke rolled after them as well as lead and fire. In the midst of the hideous turmoil, Miles received a blow which shattered his left wrist. Grasping his rifle with his right hand he laid about him as best he could. Next moment a blow on the head from behind stretched him senseless on the ground.

The return of our hero to consciousness revealed to him that he was still lying on the battle-field, that it was night, and that an intolerable weight oppressed his chest. This last was caused by a dead native having fallen across him. On trying to get rid of the corpse he made the further discovery that nearly all his strength was gone, and that he could scarcely move his right arm, although it was free, and, as far as he could make out, unwounded. Making a desperate effort, he partially relieved himself, and, raising his head, tried to look round. His ears had already told him that near to him wounded men were groaning away the little of life that remained to them; he now saw that he was surrounded by heaps of dead men. Excepting the groans referred to, the night was silent, and the moon shone down on hundreds of up-turned faces  the bloodless grey of the black men contrasting strangely with the deadly pallor of the white, all quiet and passionless enough now  here and there the head of a warrior resting peacefully on the bosom or shoulder of the foe who had killed him!

A slight noise on his right caused Miles to turn his head in that direction, where he saw a wounded comrade make feeble efforts to raise himself, and then fall back with a deep groan. In other circumstances our hero would have sprung to his assistance, but at that moment he felt as if absolutely helpless; indeed, he was nearly so from loss of blood. He made one or two efforts to rise, but the weight of the dead man held him down, and after a few brief attempts he fainted.

Recovering again, he looked round, attracted by the sound of a struggle on his right. One of those fiends in human form, the plunderers of a battle-field, had, in his ghoulish progress, come across the wounded man who lay close to Miles, and the man was resisting him. The other put a quick end to the strife by drawing a knife across the throat of the poor fellow. A horror of great darkness seemed to overwhelm Miles as he saw the blood gush in a deluge from the gaping wound. He tried to shout, but, as in a nightmare, he could neither speak nor move.

As the murderer went on rifling his victim, Miles partially recovered from his trance of horror, and anxiety for his own life nerved him to attempt action of some sort. He thought of the revolver for the first time at that moment, and the remembrance seemed to infuse new life into him. Putting his right hand to his belt, he found it there, but drew it with difficulty. Doubting his power to discharge it by means of the trigger alone, he made a desperate effort and cocked it.

The click made the murderer start. He raised himself and looked round. Our hero shut his eyes and lay perfectly still. Supposing probably that he must have been mistaken, the man resumed his work. Miles could have easily shot him where he kneeled if he had retained power to lift his arm and take an aim. As it was, he had strength only to retain the weapon in his grasp.

After a short time, that seemed an age to the helpless watcher, the murderer rose and turned his attention to another dead man, but passing him, came towards Miles, whose spirit turned for one moment to God in an agonising prayer for help. The help came in the form of revived courage. Calm, cool, firm self-possession seemed to overbear all other feelings. He half closed his eyes as the murderer approached, and gently turned the muzzle of the revolver upwards. He even let the man bend over him and look close into his face to see if he were dead, then he pulled the trigger.

Miles had aimed, he thought, at the mans breast, but the bullet entered under his chin and went crashing into his brain. A gush of warm blood spouted over Miless face as the wretch plunged over him, head first, and fell close by his side. He did not die at once. The nature of the ground prevented Miles from seeing him, but he could hear him gradually gasp his life away.

A few minutes later and footsteps were heard ascending the hillock. Miles grasped his revolver with a hand that now trembled from increasing weakness, but he was by that time unable to put the weapon on full cock. Despair had well-nigh seized him, when a familiar voice was heard.

This way, lads. Im sure it was hereabouts that I saw the flash.

Macleod! gasped Miles, as the big Scotsman was about to pass.

Losh me! John Miles, is that you? Are ye leevin?

Scarcely! was all that the poor youth could utter ere he became again insensible.

A fatigue party tramped up with a stretcher at the moment. Macleod with a handkerchief checked the ebbing tide of life, and they bore away from the bloody field what seemed little more than the mortal remains of poor Miles Milton.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Describes a few Meetings and several Surprises.

The fight described in the last chapter was only one of the numerous skirmishes that were taking place almost daily near Suakim at that time. But it turned out to be a serious occasion to our hero, for it cost him one of his hands, and put an end to his soldiering days for ever.

On being taken to the British lines the surgeons saw at once that amputation a little above the wrist was absolutely necessary. Of course Miles  although overwhelmed with dismay on hearing the fiat of the doctors  could offer no objection. With the informal celerity of surgical operations as practised in the field, the shattered limb was removed, and almost before he could realise the full significance of what was being done our poor hero was minus his left hand! Besides this, he was so cut and battered about, that most of his hair had to be cut off, and his head bandaged and plastered so that those of his old comrades who chanced to be with the troops at the time could recognise him only by his voice. Even that was scarcely audible when he was carried into Suakim.

At this time the hospitals at Suakim were overcrowded to such an extent that many of the wounded and invalids had to be sent on by sea to Suez and the hospitals at Ramleh. Miles was sent on along with these, and finally found rest at Alexandria.

And great was the poor fellows need of rest, for, besides the terrible sufferings and hardships he had endured while in captivity, the wounds and bruises, the loss of blood and of his left hand, and the fatigue of the voyage, his mind was overwhelmed by the consideration that even if he should recover he was seriously maimed for life. In addition to all this suffering, Miles, while at Suakim, had received a blow which well-nigh killed him. A letter came informing him of the sudden death of his father, and bitter remorse was added to his misery as he lay helpless in his cot on the Red Sea.

The consequent depression, acting on his already exhausted powers after he reached Alexandria, brought him to the verge of the grave. Indeed, one of the nurses said one day to one of her fellows, with a shake of her head, Ah! poor fellow, he wont last long!

Wont he! thought Miles, with a feeling of strong indignation. Much you know about it!

You see Miles possessed a tendency to abstract reasoning, and could meditate upon his own case without, so to speak, much reference to himself! His indignation was roused by the fact that any one, calling herself a nurse, should be so stupid as to whisper beside a patient words that he should not hear. He did not know that the nurse in question was a new one  not thoroughly alive to her duties and responsibilities. Strange to say, her stupidity helped to render her own prophecy incorrect, for the indignation quickened the soldiers feeble pulse, and that gave him a fillip in the right direction.

The prostration, however, was very great, and for some time the life of our hero seemed to hang by a thread. During this dark period the value of a godly mothers teaching became deeply impressed on him, by the fact that texts from Gods Word, which had been taught him in childhood, and which he seemed to have quite forgotten, came trooping into his mind, and went a long way to calm and comfort him. He dwelt with special pleasure on those that told of love and mercy in Jesus to the thankless and undeserving; for, now that strength, health, and the high hopes of a brilliant career were shattered at one blow, his eyes were cleared of lifes glamour to see that in his existence hitherto he had been ungodly  not in the sense of his being much worse than ordinary people, but in the sense of his being quite indifferent to his Maker, and that his fancied condition of not-so-badness would not stand the test of a dying hour.

About this time, too, he became desperately anxious to write to his mother, not by dictation, but with his own hand. This being impossible in the circumstances, he began to fret, and his power to sleep at length failed him. Then a strange desire to possess a rose seized him  perhaps because he knew it to be his mothers favourite flower. Whatever the cause, the longing increased his insomnia, and as he did not say, perhaps did not know, that the want of a rose had anything to do with his complaint, no one at first thought of procuring one for him.

He was lying meditating, wakefully, about many things one day when one of the nurses approached his bed. He did not see her at first, because his head was so swathed in bandages that only one eye was permitted to do duty, and that, as Molloy might have said, was on the lee-side of his nose  supposing the side next the nurse to represent the windard side!

I have been laid up a long time, said a lady, who accompanied the nurse, and have been longing to resume my visits here, as one or two patients whom I used to nurse are still in hospital.

The heart of Miles gave a bound such as it had not attempted since the night he witnessed the murder on the battle-field, for the voice was that of Mrs Drew.

This is one of our latest arrivals, remarked the nurse, lowering her voice as they advanced. A poor young soldier  lost a hand and badly wounded  cant sleep. He has taken a strange longing of late for a rose, and I have asked a friend to fetch one for him.

How lucky that we happen to have one with us! said Mrs Drew, looking back over her shoulder where her daughter stood, concealed from view by her ample person. Marion, dear, will you part with your rose-bud to a wounded soldier?

Certainly, mother, I will give it him myself.

She stepped quickly forward, and looked sadly at the solitary, glowing eye which gazed at her, as she unfastened a rose-bud from her bosom. It was evident that she did not recognise Miles, and no wonder, for, besides the mass of bandages from out of which his one eye glowed, there was a strip of plaster across the bridge of his nose, a puffy swelling in one of the cheeks, and the handsome mouth and chin were somewhat veiled by a rapidly developing moustache and beard.

Miles did not speak  he could not speak; he scarcely dared to breathe as the girl placed a red rose-bud in his thin hand. His trembling fingers not only took the rose, but the hand that gave it, and pressed it feebly to his lips.

With a few words of comfort and good wishes the ladies passed on. Then Miles drew the rose down under the bed-clothes, put it to his lips, and, with a fervently thankful mind, fell into the first profound slumber that he had enjoyed for many days.

This was a turning-point. From that day Miles began to mend. He did not see Marion again for some time, for her visit had been quite incidental, but he was satisfied to learn that she was staying at the Institute with her mother, assisting the workers there. He wisely resolved to do and say nothing at that time, but patiently to wait and get well, for he had a shrewd suspicion that to present himself to Marion under existing circumstances would be, to say the least, injudicious.

Meanwhile, time, which waits for no man, passed on. As Miles became stronger he began to go about the hospital, chatting with the convalescent patients and trying to make himself generally useful. On one of these occasions he met with a man who gave him the sorrowful news that Sergeant Hardy was dead, leaving Miles his executor and residuary legatee. He also learned, to his joy, that his five comrades, Armstrong, Molloy, Stevenson, Moses, and Simkin, had escaped with their lives from the fight on the hillock where he fell, and that, though all were more or less severely wounded, they were doing well at Suakim. Moreover, continued his informant, I expect to hear more about em to-night, for the mail is due, and Ive got a brother in Suakim.

That night not only brought news of the five heroes, but also brought themselves, for, having all been wounded at the same time, all had been sent to Alexandria together. As they were informed at Suakim that their comrade Miles had been invalided home, they did not, of course, make further inquiry about him there.

While they stayed there, awaiting the troop-ship which was to take them home, they made Miss Robinsons Institute their constant rendezvous, for there they not only found all the comforts of English life, but the joy of meeting with many old comrades, not a few of whom were either drawn, or being drawn, to God by the influences of the place.

It chanced that at the time of their arrival Mrs Drew and her daughter had gone to visit an English family living in the city, and did not for several days return to the Institute; thus the invalids failed to meet their lady friends at first. But about this time there was announced a source of attraction in the large hall which brought them together. This attraction  which unites all creeds and classes and nationalities in one great bond of sympathy  we need hardly say was music! A concert was to take place in the great hall of the Institute for some local charity, we believe, but are not sure, at which the élite of Alexandria was expected, and the musical talent of Alexandria was to perform  among others the band of the somethingth Regiment. And let us impress on you, reader, that the band of the somethingth Regiment was something to be proud of!

This brought numerous friends to the Officers House, and great numbers of soldiers and Jack-tars to the various rooms of the Institute.

In one of these rooms, towards evening, our friend Stevenson was engaged, at the request of the Superintendent, in relating to a number of earnest-minded men a brief account of the wonderful experiences that he and his comrades had recently had in the Soudan, and Jack Molloy sat near him, emphasising with a nod of his shaggy head, or a Right you are, messmate, or a slap on his thigh, all the marines points, especially those in which his friend, passing over second causes, referred all their blessings and deliverances direct to his loving God and Father. In another room a Bible-reading was going on, accompanied by prayer and praise. In the larger rooms, tea, coffee, etcetera, were being consumed to an extent that no fellow can understand, except those who did it! Games and newspapers and illustrated magazines, etcetera, were rife elsewhere, while a continuous roar, rather the conventional buzz, of conversation was going on everywhere. But, apparently, not a single oath in the midst of it all! The moral atmosphere of the place was so pure that even bad men respected  perhaps approved  it.

Just before the hour of the concert our friends, the five invalids, sat grouped round a table near the door. They were drinking tea, and most of them talking with tremendous animation  for not one of them had been wounded in the tongue! Indeed it did not appear that any of them had been very seriously wounded anywhere.

While they were yet in the midst of their talk two lady-workers came down the long room, followed by two other ladies in deep mourning, the younger of whom suddenly sprang towards our quintet, and, clasping her hands, stood speechless before them, staring particularly at Jack Molloy, who returned the gaze with interest.

Beg pardn, Miss Drew, exclaimed the sailor, starting up in confusion, and pulling his forelock, but youve hove me all aback!

Mr Molloy! gasped Marion, grasping his hand and looking furtively round, is it possible? Have you all escaped? Is  is

Yes, Miss, weve all escaped, thank God, an were all here cept John Miles, in coorse, for hes bin invalided home

Hes no more invalided home than yourself, Jack, said a seaman, who was enjoying his coffee at a neighbouring table; leastwise I seed John Miles myself yesterday in hospital wi my own two eyes, as isnt apt to deceive me.

Are ye sure o that, mate? cried Molloy, turning in excitement to the man, and totally forgetting Marion.

Mother, let us go out! whispered the latter, leaning heavily on Mrs Drews arm.

They passed out to the verandah  scarcely observed, owing to the excitement of the quintet at the sailors news  and there she would have fallen down if she had not been caught in the arms of a soldier who was advancing towards the door.

Mr Miles! exclaimed Mrs Drew, as she looked up in amazement at the scarred and worn face.

Ay, Mrs Drew, through Gods mercy I am here. But help me: I have not strength to carry her now.

Marion had nearly fainted, and was led with the assistance of her mother to a retired part of the garden, and placed in an easy-chair. Seeing that the girl was recovering, the other ladies judiciously left them, and Miles explained to the mother, while she applied smelling-salts to Marion, that he had come on purpose to meet them, hoping and expecting that they would be attracted to the concert, like all the rest of the world, though he had scarcely looked for so peculiar a meeting!

But how did you know we were here at all? asked Mrs Drew in surprise.

I saw you in the hospital, replied Miles, with a peculiar look. Your kind daughter gave me a rose!

He pointed as he spoke to a withered bud which was fastened to his coat.

But  but  that young man had lost his hand; the nurse told us so, exclaimed Mrs Drew, with a puzzled look.

Miles silently pointed to the handless arm which hung at his left side.

Marion had turned towards him with a half-frightened look. She now leaned back in her chair and covered her face with both hands.

Mr Miles, said the wise old lady, with a sudden and violent change of subject, your friends Armstrong and Molloy are in the Institute at this moment waiting for you!

Our hero needed no second hint. Next minute he dashed into the entrance hall, with wonderful vigour for an invalid, for he heard the bass voice of Molloy exclaiming  

I dont care a button, leave or no leave, Ill make my way to John Mi  Hallo!

The Hallo! was caused by his being rushed into by the impetuous Miles with such force that they both staggered.

Why, John, youre like the ram of an iron-clad! Is it really yourself? Give us your flipper, my boy!

But the flipper was already in that of Willie Armstrong, while the others crowded round him with congratulations.

Wot on airths all the noise about in that there corner? exclaimed a Jack-tar, who was trying hard to tell an interminable story to a quiet shipmate in spite of the din.

Its only that weve diskivered our captin, cried Molloy, eager to get any one to sympathise.

Wot captins that? growled the Jack-tar.

Why, him as led us on the hillock, to be sure, at Suakim.

When acts of heroism and personal prowess are of frequent occurrence, deeds of daring are not apt to draw general attention, unless they rise above the average. The affair of the hillock, however, as it got to be called, although unnoticed in despatches, or the public prints, was well-known among the rank and file who did the work in those hot regions. When, therefore, it became known that the six heroes, who had distinguished themselves on that hillock, were present, a great deal of interest was exhibited. This culminated when a little man rushed suddenly into the room, and, with a wild hooroo! seized Molloy round the waist  he wasnt tall enough to get him comfortably by the neck  and appeared to wrestle with him.

Its Corporal Flynn  or his ghost! exclaimed Molloy.

Sure an its both him an his ghost togither! exclaimed the corporal, shaking hands violently all round.

I thought ye was sent home, said Moses.

Niver a bit, man; they tell awful lies where youve come from. I wouldnt take their consciences as a gift. Im as well as iver, and better; but Im goin home for all that, to see me owld grandmother. Ye neednt laugh, you spalpeens. Come, three cheers, boys, for the heroes o the hillock!

Most heartily did the men there assembled respond to this call, and then the entire assembly cleared off to the concert, with the exception of Miles Milton. He, as Corporal Flynn knowingly observed, had other fish to fry. He fried these fish in company with Mrs and Marion Drew; but as the details of this culinary proceeding were related to us in strict confidence, we refuse to divulge them, and now draw the curtain down on the ancient land of Egypt.




Chapter Thirty.

Conclusion.

Once more we return to the embarkation jetty at Portsmouth.

There, as of old, we find a huge, white-painted troop-ship warping slowly in, her bulwarks and ports crowded with white helmets, and eager faces gazing at the equally eager but anxious faces on shore.

Miss Robinsons coffee-shed shows signs of life! Our friend Brown is stimulating the boiler. The great solitary port-hole has been opened, and the never-failing lady-workers are there, preparing their ammunition and getting ready for action, for every troop-ship that comes to Portsmouth from foreign shores, laden with the bronzed warriors of Britain, has to face the certainty of going into action with that unconquerable little coffee-shed!

We do not, however, mean to draw the reader again through the old scene, further than to point out that, among the many faces that loom over these bulwarks, five are familiar, namely, those of our friends Miles Milton, William Armstrong, Moses Pyne, Stevenson, and Simkin. Jack Molloy is not with them, because he has preferred to remain in Egypt, believing himself to be capable of still further service to Queen and country.

A feeling of great disappointment oppresses Miles and his friend Armstrong, for they fail to recognise in the eager crowd those whom they had expected to see.

My mother must be ill, muttered Miles.

So must my Emmy, murmured his friend.

There was a very anxious little widow on the jetty who could not manage to distinguish individuals in the sea of brown faces and white helmets, because the tears in her eyes mixed them all up most perplexingly. It is not surprising that Miles had totally failed to recognise the mother of old in the unfamiliar widows weeds  especially when it is considered that his was a shrinking, timid mother, who kept well in the background of the demonstrative crowd. Their eyes met at last, however, and those of the widow opened wide with surprise at the change in the son, while those of the son were suddenly blinded with tears at the change in the mother.

Then they met  and such a meeting!  in the midst of men and women, elbowing, crowding, embracing, exclaiming, rejoicing, chaffing, weeping! It was an awkward state of things, but as every one else was in the same predicament, and as all were more or less swallowed up in their own affairs, Miles and his mother were fain to make the best of it. They retired under the partial shelter of a bulkhead, where block-tackles and nautical débris interfered with their footing, and tarry odours regaled their noses, and there, in semi-publicity, they interchanged their first confidences.

Suddenly Mrs Milton observed a tall young fellow standing not far off, looking wistfully at the bewildering scene, apparently in deep dejection.

Who is that, Miles? she asked.

Why, thats my comrade, chum, and friend, whom I have so often written about, Willie Armstrong. Come. I will introduce you.

Oh! how selfish of me! cried the widow, starting forward and not waiting for the introduction; Mr Armstrong  Im so sorry; forgive me! I promised to let you know that your wife waits to meet you at the Soldiers Institute.

The difference between darkness and light seemed to pass over the soldiers face, then a slight shade of anxiety clouded it. She is not ill, is she?

No, no, quite well, said Mrs Milton, with a peculiar smile; but she thought it wiser not to risk a meeting on the jetty as the east wind is sharp. Im so sorry I did not tell you at once, but I selfishly thought only

Pray make no apology, madam, interrupted Armstrong. Im so thankful that all is well. I had begun to fear that something must be wrong, for my Emmy never disappoints me. If she thinks it wiser not to meet on the jetty, it is wiser!

A crowd of men pushed between them at this moment. Immediately after, a female shout was heard, followed by the words, There he is! Och, its himsilf  the darlint!

Mrs Flynn had discovered the little corporal, and her trooper son, Terence, who had come down with her, stood by to see fair-play while the two embraced.

Drifting with a rather rapid tide of mingled human beings, Miles and his mother soon found themselves stranded beside the coffee-shed. Retiring behind this they continued their conference there, disturbed only by wind and weather, while the distribution of hot coffee was going on in front.

Meanwhile, when leave was obtained, Armstrong made his way to the Institute, where the old scene of bustle and hilarity on the arrival of a troop-ship was going on. Here, in a private room, he discovered Emmy and the cause of her not appearing on the jetty.

Look at him  Willie the second! cried the little woman, holding up a bundle of some sort. The soldier was staggered for a moment  the only infantry that had ever staggered him!  for his wife had said nothing about this bundle in her letters. He recovered, however, and striding across the room embraced the wife and the bundle in one tremendous hug!

The wife did not object, but the bundle did, and instantly set up a howl that quite alarmed the father, and was sweetest music in the mothers ears!

Now tell me, said the little woman, after calming the baby and putting it in a crib; have you brought Miles Milton home all safe?

Yes, all right, Emmy.

And is he married to that dear girl you wrote about?

No, not yet  of course.

But are they engaged?

No. Miles told me that he would not presume to ask her while he had no home to offer her.

Pooh! Hes a goose! He ought to make sure of her, and let the home look after itself. He may lose her. Girls, you know, are changeable, giddy things!

I know nothing of the sort, Emmy.

The young wife laughed, and  well, there is no need to say what else she did.

About the same time, Mrs Milton and her son were seated in another private room of the Institute finishing off that interchange of confidences which had begun in such confusion. As it happened, they were conversing on the same subject that occupied Emmy and her husband.

You have acted rightly, Miles, said the mother, for it would have been unfair and selfish to have induced the poor girl to accept you until you had some prospect of a home to give her. God will bless you for doing the right, and trusting to Him. And now, dear boy, are you prepared for bad news?

Prepared for anything! answered Miles, pressing his mothers hand, but I hope the bad news does not affect you, mother.

It does. Your dear father died a bankrupt. I shrank from telling you this when you were wounded and ill. So you have to begin again the battle of life with only one hand, my poor boy, for the annuity I have of twenty pounds a year will not go far to keep us both.

Mrs Milton tried to speak lightly on this point, by way of breaking it to her son, but she nearly broke down, for she had already begun to feel the pinch of extreme poverty, and knew it to be very, very different from what well-off people fancy. The grave manner in which her son received this news filled her with anxiety.

Mother, he said, after pondering in silence for a few moments, and taking her hand in his while he slipped the handless arm round her waist, the news is indeed serious, but our Father whom you have trusted so long will not fail us now. Happily it is my right hand that has been spared, and wonders, you know, may be wrought with a strong right hand, especially if assisted by a strong left stump, into which spoons, forks, hooks, and all manner of ingenious contrivances can be fitted. Now, cheer up, little mother, and Ill tell you what we will do. But first, is there nothing left? Do the creditors take everything?

All, I believe, except some of the furniture which has been kindly left for us to start afresh with. But we must quit the old home next month. At least, so I am told by my kind little lawyer, who looks after everything, for I understand nothing.

Your mention of a lawyer reminds me, mother, that a poor sergeant, who died a short time ago in Egypt, made me his executor, and as I am painfully ignorant of the duties of an executor Ill go and see this kind little lawyer if you will give me his address.

Leaving Miles to consult his lawyer, we will now turn to a meeting  a grand tea-fight  in the great hall of the Institute, that took place a few days after the return of the troop-ship which brought our hero and his friends to England. Some telling incidents occurred at this fight which render it worthy of notice.

First, Miss Robinson herself presided and gave a stirring address, which, if not of much interest to readers who did not hear it, was a point of immense attraction to the hundreds of soldiers, sailors, and civilians to whom it was delivered, for it was full of sympathy, and information, and humour, and encouragement, and, above all, of the Gospel.

Everybody worth mentioning was there  that is, everybody connected with our tale who was in England at the time. Miles and his mother of course were there, and Armstrong with Emmy  ay, and with Willie the second too  who was pronounced on all hands to be the born image of his father. Alas for his father, if that had been true! A round piece of dough with three holes punched in it and a little knot in the midst would have borne as strong a resemblance to Miles as that baby did. Nevertheless, it was a magnificent baby! and so good, undeniably good, for it slept soundly in its little mothers lap the whole evening!

Stevenson was also there, you may be sure; and so were Moses and Sutherland, and Rattling Bill Simkin and Corporal Flynn, with his mother and Terence the Irish trooper, who fraternised with Johnson the English trooper, who was also home on the sick-list  though he seemed to have a marvellous colour and appetite for a sick man.

Is that the Soldiers Friend? asked Simkin, in a whisper, of a man who stood near him, as a lady came on the platform and took the chair.

Ay, thats her, answered the man  and the speaker was Thomas Tufnell, the ex-trooper of the Queens Bays, and the present manager of the Institute Ay, thats the Soldiers Friend.

Well, I might have guessed it, returned Simkin, from the kindly way in which she shook hands with a lot of soldiers just now.

Yes, she has shook hands with a good many red-coats in her day, has the Soldiers Friend, returned the manager. Why, I remember on one occasion when she was giving a lecture to soldiers, and so many men came forward to shake hands with her that, as she told me herself, her hand was stiff and swelled all night after it!

But its not so much for what she has done for ourselves that were grateful to her, remarked a corporal, who sat on Simkins right, as for what she has done for our wives, widows, and children, through the Soldiers and Sailors Wives Aid Association. Lookin arter them when were away fightin our countrys battles has endeared her to us more than anything else.

Thus favourably predisposed, Simkin was open to good impressions that night. But, indeed, there was an atmosphere  a spirit of good-will  in the hall that night which rendered many others besides Simkin open to good impressions. Among the civilians there was a man named Sloper, who had for some time past been carefully fished for by an enthusiastic young red-coat whom he had basely misled and swindled. He had been at last hooked by the young red-coat, played, and finally landed in the hall, with his captor beside him to keep him there  for Sloper was a slippery fish, with much of the eel in his nature.

Perhaps the most unexpected visitors to the hall were two ladies in mourning, who had just arrived from Egypt by way of Brindisi. Mrs and Miss Drew, having occasion to pass through Portsmouth on their way home, learned that there was to be a tea-fight at the Institute, and Marion immediately said, I should like so much to see it!

However much so much was, Mrs Drew said she would like to see it as much, so away they went, and were conducted to the front row. There Miles saw them! With his heart in his mouth, and his head in confusion, he quietly rose, bade his wondering mother get up; conducted her to the front seat, and, setting her down beside the Drews, introduced them. Then, sitting down beside Marion, he went in for a pleasant evening.

And it was a pleasant evening! Besides preliminary tea and buns, there were speeches, songs, recitations, etcetera,  all being received with immense satisfaction by a crowded house, which had not yet risen to the unenviable heights of classical taste and blaséism. As for Miles and Marion, nothing came amiss to them! If a singer had put B flat in the place of A natural they would have accepted it as quite natural. If a humourist had said the circle was a square, they would have believed it  in a sense  and tried to square their reason accordingly.

But nothing is without alloy in this life. To the surprise of Miles and his mother, their kind little lawyer also made his appearance in the hall. More than that, he insisted, by signs, that Miles should go out and speak with him. But Miles was obdurate. He was anchored, and nothing but cutting the cable could move him from his anchorage.

At last the kind little man pushed his way through the crowd.

I must have a word with you, my dear sir. It is of importance, he said.

Thus adjured, Miles unwillingly cut the cable, and drifted into a passage.

My dear sir, said the little man, seizing his hand, I congratulate you.

Youre very kind, but pray, explain why.

I find that you are heir to a considerable fortune.

Miles was somewhat interested in this, and asked, Hows that?

Well, you remember Hardys will, which you put into my hands a few days ago?

Yes; what then? That cant be the fortune!

Indeed it is. Hardy, you remember, made you his residuary legatee. I find, on inquiry, that the old cousin you told me about, who meant to leave all his money to build a hospital, changed his mind at the last and made out a will in favour of Hardy, who was his only relative. So, you see, you, being Hardys heir, have come into possession of something like two thousand a year.

To this Miles replied by a whistle of surprise, and then said, Is that all?

Upon my word, sir, said the kind little lawyer, in a blaze of astonishment, you appear to take this communication in a peculiar manner!

You mistake me, returned Miles, with a laugh. I dont mean is that all the fortune? but is that all you have to say?

It is, and to my mind I have said a good deal.

You certainly have. And, believe me, I am not indifferent or unthankful, but  but  the fact is, that at present I am particularly engaged. Good-bye, and thank you.

So saying, Miles shook the puzzled old gentleman heartily by the hand, and hurried back to his anchorage in the hall.

Ive done it, mother! whispered Miles, two days thereafter, in the privacy of the Institute reading-room.

Miles! said the startled lady, with a reproachful look, I thought you said that nothing would induce you

Circumstances have altered, mother. I have had a long consultation with your kind little lawyer, and he has related some interesting facts to me.

Here followed a detailed account of the facts.

So, you see, I went and proposed at once  not to the lawyer  to Marion.

And was accepted?

Well  yes. I could hardly believe it at the time. I scarcely believe it now, so Im going back this afternoon to make quite sure.

I congratulate you, my darling boy, for a good wife is Gods best gift to man.

How do you know she is good, mother?

I know it, because  I know it! Anybody looking in her face can see it. And with two thousand a year, why

One thousand, mother.

I thought you said two, my son.

So I did. That is the amount of the fortune left by the eccentric old hospital-for-incurables founder. When poor Hardy made out his will he made me residuary legatee because the trifle he had to leave  his kit, etcetera,  was not worth dividing between me and Armstrong. If it had been worth much he would have divided it. It is therefore my duty now to divide it with my friend.

But in our anxiety to tell you these interesting facts, dear reader, we have run ahead of the tea-fight! To detail all its incidents, all its bearings, all its grand issues and blessed influences, would require a whole volume. We return to it only to mention one or two gratifying facts.

It was essentially a temperance  that is, a total-abstinence, a blue-ribbon  meeting, and, at the end, the Soldiers Friend earnestly invited all who felt so disposed to come forward and sign the pledge. At the same time, medals and prizes were presented to those among the civilians who had loyally kept their pledge intact for certain periods of time. On an average, over a thousand pledges a year are taken at the Institute, and we cannot help thinking that the year we are writing of must have exceeded the average  to judge from the numbers that pressed forward on this particular night.

There were soldiers, sailors, and civilians; men, women, and children. Amongst the first, Rattling Bill Simkin walked to the front  his moral courage restored to an equality with his physical heroism  and put down his name. So did Johnson and Sutherland  the former as timid before the audience as he had been plucky before the Soudanese, but walking erect, nevertheless, as men do when conscious that they are in the right; the latter as bold as brass  as if to defy the world in arms to make him ever again drink another drop of anything stronger than tea.

Moses Pyne also put on the blue, although, to do him justice, he required no protection of that sort, and so did Corporal Flynn and Terence and their mother  which last, if truth must be told, stood more in need of the pledge than her stout sons.

Among the civilians several noted personages were influenced in the right direction. Chief among these was sodden, blear-eyed, disreputable Sloper, whose trembling hand scrawled a hieroglyphic, supposed to represent his name, which began indeed with an S, but ended in a mysterious prolongation, and was further rendered indecipherable by a penitent tear which fell upon it from the point of his red, red nose!

Some people laughed, and said that there was no use in getting Sloper to put on the blue-ribbon, that he was an utterly demoralised man, that he had no strength of character, that no power on earth could save him! They were right. No power on earth could save him  or them! These people forgot that it is not the righteous but sinners who are called to repentance.

Time passed away and wrought its wonted changes. Among other things, it brought back to Portsmouth big, burly Jack Molloy, as hearty and vigorous as he was when being half-hanged in the Soudan, but  minus a leg! Poor Jack! a spent cannon-ball  would that it had been spent in vain!  removed it, below the knee, much more promptly than it could have been taken off by the surgeons knife. But what was loss to the Royal Navy was gain to Portsmouth, for Jack Molloy came home and devoted himself, heart and soul, to the lending of a helping hand to his fellow-creatures in distress  devoting his attentions chiefly to the region lying round Nobbs Lane, and causing himself to be adored principally by old women and children. And there and thus he probably works to this day  at least, some very like him do.

When not thus engaged he is prone to take a cruise to a certain rural district in the south of England, where he finds congenial company in two very tall, erect, moustached, dignified gentlemen, who have a tendency to keep step as they walk, one of whom has lost his left hand, and who dwell in two farm-houses close together.

These two gentlemen have remarkably pretty wives, and wonderfully boisterous children, and the uproar which these children make when Molloy comes to cast anchor among them, is stupendous! As for the appearance of the brood, and of Jack after a spree among the hay, the word has yet to be invented which will correctly describe it.

The two military-looking farmers are spoken of by the people around as philanthropists. Like true philanthropists, whose foundation-motive is love to God, they do not limit their attentions to their own little neighbourhood, but allow their sympathies and their benefactions to run riot round the world  wheresoever there is anything that is true, honourable, just, pure, lovely, or of good report to be thought of, or done, or assisted.

Only one of these acts of sympathy and benefaction we will mention. Every Christmas there is received by Miss Robinson at the Soldiers Institute, Portsmouth, a huge hamper full of old and new garments of all kinds  shoes, boots, gowns, frocks, trousers, shawls, comforters, etcetera,  with the words written inside the lid Blessed are they that consider the poor. And on the same day come two cheques in a letter. We refuse, for the best of all reasons, to divulge the amount of those cheques, but we consider it no breach of confidence to reveal the fact that the letter containing them is signed by two old and grateful Blue Lights.

THE END
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Chapter One.

The Hero is Blown away, Captured, Crushed, Comforted, and Astonished.

One beautiful summer night, about the beginning of the present century, a young naval officer entered the public drawing-room of a hotel at Nice, and glanced round as if in search of some one.

Many people were assembled there  some in robust, others in delicate, health, many in that condition which rendered it doubtful to which class they belonged, but all engaged in the quiet buzz of conversation which, in such a place, is apt to set in after dinner.

The young Englishman, for such he evidently was, soon observed an elderly lady beckoning to him at the other end of the salon, and was quickly seated between her and a fragile girl whose hand he gently took hold of.

Mother, he said, to the elderly lady, Im going to have a row on the Mediterranean. The night is splendid, the air balmy, the stars gorgeous.

Now, George, interrupted the girl, with a little smile, dont be flowery. We know all about that.

Too bad, returned the youth; I never rise to poetry in your presence, Minnie, without being snubbed. But you cannot cure me. Romance is too deeply ingrained in my soul. Poetry flows from me like  like anything! I am a midshipman in the British Navy, a position which affords scope for the wildest enthusiasm, and  and  Ill astonish you yet, see if I dont.

I am sure you will, dear boy, said his mother; and she believed that he would!

Of course you will, added his sister; and she at least hoped that he would.

To say truth, there was nothing about the youth  as regards appearance or character  which rendered either the assurance or the hope unwarrantable. He was not tall, but he was strong and active. He was not exactly handsome, but he was possessed of a genial, hearty disposition, a playful spirit, and an earnest soul; also a modestly reckless nature which was quite captivating.

You wont be anxious about me, mother, if I dont return till pretty late, he said, rising. I want a good long, refreshing pull, but Ill be back in time to say good-night to you, Minnie, before you go to sleep.

Your leave expires on Thursday, mind, said his sister; we cannot spare you long.

I shall be back in good time, trust me. Au revoir, he said, with a pleasant nod, as he left the room.

And they did trust him; for our midshipman, George Foster, was trustworthy; but those circumstances over which people have no control are troublesome derangers of the affairs of man. That was the last the mother and sister saw of George for the space of nearly two years!

Taking his way to the pebbly shore, young Foster hired a small boat, or punt, from a man who knew him well, declined the owners services, pushed off, seized the oars, and rowed swiftly out to sea. It was, as he had said, a splendid night. The stars bespangled the sky like diamond-dust. The water was as clear as a mirror, and the lights of Nice seemed to shoot far down into its depths. The hum of the city came off with ever-deepening softness as the distance from the shore increased. The occasional sound of oars was heard not far off, though boats and rowers were invisible, for there was no moon, and the night was dark notwithstanding the starlight.

There was no fear, however, of the young sailor losing himself while the city lights formed such a glorious beacon astern.

After pulling steadily for an hour or more he rested on his oars, gazed up at the bright heavens, and then at the land lights, which by that time resembled a twinkling line on the horizon.

Must bout ship now, he muttered. Wont do to keep Minnie waiting.

As he rowed leisurely landward a sudden gust of wind from the shore shivered the liquid mirror into fragments. It was the advance-guard of a squall which in a few minutes rushed down from the mountains of the Riviera and swept out upon the darkening sea.

Young Foster, as we have said, was strong. He was noted among his fellows as a splendid oarsman. The squall, therefore, did not disconcert him, though it checked his speed greatly. After one or two lulls the wind increased to a gale, and in half an hour the youth found, with some anxiety, that he was making no headway against it.

The shore at that point was so much of a straight line as to render the hope of being able to slant-in a faint one. As it was better, however, to attempt that than to row straight in the teeth of the gale, he diverged towards a point a little to the eastward of the port of Nice, and succeeded in making better way through the water, though he made no perceptible approach to land.

Pooh! Its only a squall  be over in a minute, said the middy, by way of encouraging himself, as he glanced over his shoulder at the flickering lights, which were now barely visible.

He was wrong. The gale increased. Next time he glanced over his shoulder the lights were gone. Dark clouds were gathering up from the northward, and a short jabble of sea was rising which occasionally sent a spurt of spray inboard. Feeling now that his only chance of regaining the shore lay in a strong, steady, persevering pull straight towards it, he once more turned the bow of the little boat into the winds eye, and gave way with a will.

But what could human muscle and human will, however powerful, do against a rampant norwester? Very soon our hero was forced to rest upon his oars from sheer exhaustion, while his boat drifted slowly out to sea. Then the thought of his mother and Minnie flashed upon him, and, with a sudden gush, as it were, of renewed strength he resumed his efforts, and strained his powers to the uttermost  but all in vain.

Something akin to despair now seized on him, for the alternative was to drift out into the open sea, where no friendly island lay between him and the shores of Africa. The necessity for active exertion, however, gave him no time either to rest or think. As the distance from land increased the seas rose higher, and broke so frequently over the boat that it began to fill. To stop rowing  at least, to the extent of keeping the bow to the wind  would have risked turning broadside-on, and being overturned or swamped; there was nothing, therefore, to be done in the circumstances except to keep the boats head to the wind and drift.

In the midst of the rushing gale and surging seas he sat there, every gleam of hope almost extinguished, when there came to his mind a brief passage from the Bible Hope thou in God. Many a time had his mother tried, in days gone by, to impress that text on his mind, but apparently without success. Now it arose before him like a beacon-star. At the same time he thought of the possibility that he might be seen and picked up by a passing vessel.

He could not but feel, however, that the chances of this latter event occurring were small indeed, for a passing ship or boat would not only be going at great speed, but would be very unlikely to see his cockle-shell in the darkness, or to hear his cry in the roaring gale. Still he grasped that hope as the drowning man is said to clutch at a straw.

And the hope was quickly fulfilled, for scarcely had another half-hour elapsed when he observed a sail  the high-peaked sail peculiar to some Mediterranean craft  rise, ghost-like, out of the driving foam and spray. The vessel was making almost straight for him; he knew that it would pass before there could be time to heave a rope. At the risk of being run down he rowed the punt in front of it, as if courting destruction, but at the same time guided his little craft so skilfully that it passed close to leeward, where the vessels bulwarks were dipping into the water. Our middys aim was so exact that the vessel only grazed the boat as it flew past. In that moment young Foster sprang with the agility of a cat, capsized the boat with the impulse, caught the bulwarks and rigging of the vessel, and in another moment stood panting on her deck.

Hallo! Neptune, what do you want here? cried a gruff voice at Fosters elbows. At the same time a powerful hand grasped his throat, and a lantern was thrust in his face.

Let go, and I will tell you, gasped the youth, restraining his indignation at such unnecessary violence.

The grasp tightened, however, instead of relaxing.

Speak out, baby-face, roared the voice, referring, in the latter expression, no doubt, to our heros juvenility.

Instead of speaking out, George Foster hit out, and the voice with the lantern went down into the lee scuppers!

Then, the glare of the lantern being removed from his eyes, George saw, by the light of the binnacle lamp, that his adversary, a savage-looking Turk  at least in dress  was gathering himself up for a rush, and that the steersman, a huge negro, was grinning from ear to ear.

Go below! said a deep stern voice in the Arabic tongue.

The effect of this order was to cause the Turk with the broken lantern to change his mind, and retire with humility, while it solemnised the negro steersmans face almost miraculously.

The speaker was the captain of the vessel; a man of grave demeanour, herculean mould, and clothed in picturesque Eastern costume. Turning with quiet politeness to Foster, he asked him in broken French how he had come on board.

The youth explained in French quite as much broken as that of his interrogator.

Dyou speak English? he added.

To this the captain replied in English, still more shattered than his French, that he could, a ver leetil, but that as he, (the youth), was a prisoner, there would be no occasion for speech at all, the proper attitude of a prisoner being that of absolute silence and obedience to orders.

A prisoner! ejaculated Foster, on recovering from the first shock of surprise. Do you know that I am an officer in the Navy of his Majesty the King of Great Britain?

A gleam of satisfaction lighted up the swarthy features of the Turk for a moment as he replied  

Ver goot. Ransum all de more greater. As he spoke, a call from the look-out at the bow of the vessel induced him to hurry forward.

At the same instant a slight hissing sound caused Foster to turn to the steersman, whose black face was alive with intelligence, while an indescribable hitch up of his chin seemed to beckon the youth to approach with caution.

Foster perceived at once that the man wished his communication, whatever it was, to be unobserved by any one; he therefore moved towards him as if merely to glance at the compass.

Massa, said the negro, without looking at Foster or changing a muscle of his now stolid visage, yous in a dreffle fix. Dis yer am a pirit. But Is not a pirit, bress you! Is wuss nor dat: Is a awrful hyperkrite! an I wants to give you good adwice. Wotiver you doos, dont resist. Youll ony git whacked if you do.

Thank you, Sambo. But what if I do resist in spite of being whacked?

Den you bery soon change your mind, das all. Moreober, my names not Sambo. It am Peter de Great.

As he said so Peter the Great drew himself up to his full height, and he drew himself up to six feet four when he did that!

The captain coming aft at that moment put an abrupt end to the conversation. Two powerful Moorish seamen accompanied him. These, without uttering a word, seized Foster by the arms. In the strength of his indignation our middy was on the point of commencing a tremendous struggle, when Peter the Greats dont resist, and the emphasis with which it had been spoken, came to mind, and he suddenly gave in. His hands were tied behind his back, and he was led down into a small, dimly-lighted cabin, where, being permitted to sit down on a locker, he was left to his own reflections.

These were by no means agreeable, as may well be supposed, for he now knew that he had fallen into the hands of those pests, the Algerine pirates, who at that time infested the Mediterranean.

With the thoughtlessness of youth Foster had never troubled his mind much about the piratical city of Algiers. Of course he knew that it was a stronghold on the northern coast of Africa, inhabited by Moorish rascals, who, taking advantage of their position, issued from their port and pounced upon the merchantmen that entered the Mediterranean, confiscating their cargoes and enslaving their crews and passengers, or holding them to ransom. He also knew, or had heard, that some of the great maritime powers paid subsidies to the Dey of Algiers to allow the vessels of their respective nations to come and go unmolested, but he could scarcely credit the latter fact. It seemed to him, as indeed it was, preposterous. For, said he to the brother middy who had given him the information, would not the nations whom the Dey had the impudence to tax join their fleets together, pay him an afternoon visit one fine day, and blow him and his Moors and Turks and city into a heap of rubbish?

What the middy replied we have now no means of knowing, but certain it is that his information was correct, for some of the principal nations did, at that time, submit to the degradation of this tax, and they did not unite their fleets for the extinction of the pirates.

Poor George Foster now began to find out that the terrible truths which he had refused to believe were indeed great realities, and had now begun to affect himself. He experienced an awful sinking of the heart when it occurred to him that no one would ever know anything about his fate, for the little boat would be sure to be found bottom up, sooner or later, and it would of course be assumed that he had been drowned.

Shall it be said that the young midshipman was weak, or wanting in courage, because he bowed his head and wept when the full force of his condition came home to him? Nay, verily, for there was far more of grief for the prolonged agony that was in store for his mother and sister than for the fate that awaited himself. He prayed as well as wept. God help me  and them! he exclaimed aloud. The prayer was brief but sincere,  perhaps the more sincere because so brief. At all events it was that acknowledgment of utter helplessness which secures the help of the Almighty Arm.

Growing weary at last, he stretched himself on the locker, and, with the facility of robust health, fell into a sound sleep. Youth, strength, and health are not easily incommoded by wet garments! Besides, the weather was unusually warm at the time.

How long he slept he could not tell, but the sun was high when he awoke, and his clothes were quite dry. Other signs there were that he had slept long, such as the steadiness of the breeze and the more regular motion of the vessel, which showed that the gale was over and the sea going down. There was also a powerful sensation in what he styled his bread-basket  though it might, with equal truth, have been called his meat-and-vegetable basket  which told him more eloquently than anything else of the lapse of time.

Rising from his hard couch, and endeavouring to relieve the aching of the bound arms by change of position, he observed that the cabin hatch was open, and that nothing prevented his going on deck, if so disposed. Accordingly, he ascended, though with some difficulty, owing to his not having been trained to climb a ladder in a rough sea without the use of his hands.

A Moor, he observed, had taken his friend Peter the Greats place at the tiller, and the captain stood near the stern observing a passing vessel. A stiffish but steady breeze carried them swiftly over the waves, which, we might say, laughingly reflected the bright sunshine and the deep-blue sky. Several vessels of different rigs and nationalities were sailing in various directions, both near and far away.

Going straight to the captain with an air of good-humoured sang froid which was peculiar to him, Foster said  

Captain, dont you think Ive had these bits of rope-yarn on my wrists long enough? Im not used, you see, to walking the deck without the use of my hands; and a heavy lurch, as like as not, would send me slap into the lee scuppers  sailor though I be. Besides, I wont jump overboard without leave, you may rely upon that. Neither will I attempt, single-handed, to fight your whole crew, so you neednt be afraid.

The stern Moor evidently understood part of this speech, and he was so tickled with the last remark that his habitual gravity gave place to the faintest flicker of a smile, while a twinkle gleamed for a moment in his eye. Only for a moment, however. Pointing over the side, he bade his prisoner look.

Foster looked, and beheld in the far distance a three-masted vessel that seemed to bear a strong resemblance to a British man-of-war.

You promise, said the captain, not shout or roar.

I promise, answered our middy, neither to Shout nor roar  for my doing either, even though like a bull of Bashan, would be of no earthly use at this distance.

Inglesemans, said the captain, niver brok the word! After paying this scarcely-deserved compliment he gave an order to a sailor who was coiling up ropes near him, and the man at once proceeded to untie Fosters bonds.

My good fellow, said the midshipman, observing that his liberator was the man whom he had knocked down the night before, Im sorry I had to floor you, but it was impossible to help it, you know. An Englishman is like a bull-dog. He wont suffer himself to be seized by the throat and choked if he can help it!

The Turk, who was evidently a renegade Briton, made no reply whatever to this address; but, after casting the lashings loose, returned to his former occupation.

Foster proceeded to thank the captain for his courtesy and make him acquainted with the state of his appetite, but he was evidently not in a conversational frame of mind. Before a few words had been spoken the captain stopped him, and, pointing down the skylight, said, sharply  

Brukfust! Go!

Both look and tone admonished our hero to obey. He descended to the cabin, therefore, without finishing his sentence, and there discovered that brukfust consisted of two sea-biscuits and a mug of water. To these dainties he applied himself with infinite relish, for he had always been Spartan-like as to the quality of his food, and hunger makes almost any kind of dish agreeable.

While thus engaged he heard a hurried trampling of feet on deck, mingled with sharp orders from the captain. At first he thought the sounds might have reference to taking in a reef to prepare for a squall, but as the noise rather increased, his curiosity was roused, and he was about to return on deck when Peter the Great suddenly leaped into the cabin and took hurriedly from the opposite locker a brace of highly ornamented pistols and a scimitar.

Whats wrong, Peter? asked Foster, starting up.

Wes a-goin to fight! groaned the negro.

Oh! Is a awrful hyperkrite! You stop where you am, massa, else youll get whacked.

Despite the risk of being whacked, the youth would have followed the negro on deck, had not the hatch been slammed in his face and secured. Next moment he heard a volley of musketry on deck. It was instantly replied to by a distant volley, and immediately thereafter groans and curses showed that the firing had not been without effect.

That the pirate had engaged a vessel of some sort was evident, and our hero, being naturally anxious to see if not to share in the fight, tried hard to get out of his prison, but without success. He was obliged, therefore, to sit there inactive and listen to the wild confusion overhead. At last there came a crash, followed by fiercer shouts and cries. He knew that the vessels had met and that the pirates were boarding. In a few minutes comparative silence ensued, broken only by occasional footsteps and the groaning of the wounded.




Chapter Two.

Among Pirates  Enslaved.

When George Foster was again permitted to go on deck the sight that he beheld was not calculated to comfort him in his misfortunes.

Several Moorish seamen were going about with bared legs and arms, swishing water on the decks and swabbing up the blood with which they were bespattered. Most of these men were more or less wounded and bandaged, for the crew of the merchantman they had attacked had offered a desperate resistance, knowing well the fate in store for them if captured.

The said merchantman, a large brig, sailed close alongside of the pirate vessel with a prize crew on board. Her own men, who were Russians, had been put in chains in the fore part of their vessel under the forecastle, so as to be out of sight. Her officers and several passengers had been removed to the pirates quarter-deck. Among them were an old gentleman of dignified bearing, and an elderly lady who seemed to be supported, physically as well as mentally, by a tall, dark-complexioned, noble-looking girl, who was evidently the daughter of the old gentleman, though whether also the daughter of the elderly lady young Foster could not discover, there being little or no resemblance between them. The memory of his mother and sister strongly inclined the sympathetic midshipman to approach the party and offer words of consolation to the ladies. As he advanced to them for that purpose, a doubt as to which language he should use assailed him. French, he knew, was the language most likely to be understood, but a girl with such magnificent black eyes must certainly be Spanish! His knowledge of Spanish was about equal to that of an ill-trained parrot, but what of that? Was he not a Briton, whose chief characteristic is to go in for anything and stick at nothing?

We do not venture to write down what he said, but when he had said it the blank look of the elderly lady and the peculiar look of the girl induced him to repeat the speech in his broken  his very much broken  French, whereupon the old gentleman turned to him gravely and said  

My vife is Engleesh, an my datter is Danish  no, not joost  vell, she is af-an-af. Speak to dem in your nattif tong.

You are not English, anyhow, old boy, thought Foster, as he turned with a mingled feeling of confusion and recklessness to the elderly lady.

Pardon me, madam, he said, but from the appearance of  of  your

He was interrupted at this point by the captain, who, flushed and blood-bespattered from the recent fight, came aft with a drawn scimitar in his hand, and sternly ordered the young midshipman to go forward.

It was a humiliating position to be placed in; yet, despite the stick-at-nothing spirit, he felt constrained to obey, but did so, nevertheless, with an air of defiant ferocity which relieved his feelings to some extent. The said feelings were utterly ignored by the pirate captain, who did not condescend even to look at him after the first glance, but turned to the other captives and ordered them, in rather less stern tones, to go below, an order which was promptly obeyed.

On reaching the fore part of the vessel, Foster found several of the crew engaged in bandaging each others wounds, and, from the clumsy way in which they went to work, it was very clear that they were much more accustomed to inflict wounds than to bandage them.

Now it must be told that, although George Foster was not a surgeon, he had an elder brother who was, and with whom he had associated constantly while he was studying and practising for his degree; hence he became acquainted with many useful facts and modes of action connected with the healing art, of which the world at large is ignorant. Perceiving that one of the pirates was bungling a very simple operation, he stepped forward, and, with that assurance which results naturally from the combination of conscious power and cheek, took up the dressing of the wound.

At first the men seemed inclined to resent the interference, but when they saw that the Christian knew what he was about, and observed how well and swiftly he did the work, they stood aside and calmly submitted.

Foster was interrupted, however, in the midst of his philanthropic work by Peter the Great, who came forward and touched him on the shoulder.

Sorry to trupt you, sar, but you come wid me.

Maynt I finish this operation first? said Foster, looking up.

No, sar. My orders is prumptory.

Our amateur surgeon dropped the bandage indignantly and followed the negro, who led him down into the hold, at the further and dark end of which he saw several wounded men lying, and beside them one or two whose motionless and straightened figures seemed to indicate that death had relieved them from earthly troubles.

Amongst these men he spent the night and all next day, with only a couple of biscuits and a mug of water to sustain him. Next evening Peter the Great came down and bade him follow him to the other end of the hold.

Now, sar, you go in dere, said the negro, stopping and pointing to a small door in the bulkhead, inside of which was profound darkness.

Foster hesitated and looked at his big conductor.

Bey orders, sar! said the negro, in a loud, stern voice of command. Then, stooping as if to open the little door, he added, in a low voice, Don be a fool, massa. Submit! Das de word, if you don want a whackin. Its a friend advises you. Deres one oder prisoner dere, but hes wounded, an wont hurt you. Go in! wont you?

Peter the Great accompanied the last words with a violent thrust that sent the hapless middy headlong into the dark hole, but as he closed and fastened the door he muttered, Don mind my leetle ways, massa. You know Is bound to be a hyperkrite.

Having thus relieved his conscience, Peter returned to the deck, leaving the poor prisoner to rise and, as a first consequence, to hit his head on the beams above him.

The hole into which he had been thrust was truly a black hole, though neither so hot nor so deadly as that of Calcutta. Extending his arms cautiously, he touched the side of the ship with his left hand; with the other he felt about for some time, but reached nothing until he had advanced a step, when his foot touched something on the floor, and he bent down to feel it, but shrank hastily back on touching what he perceived at once was a human form.

Pardon me, friend, whoever you are, he said quickly, I did not mean to  I did not know  are you badly hurt?

But no reply came from the wounded man  not even a groan.

A vague suspicion crossed Fosters mind. The man might be dying of his wounds. He spoke to him again in French and Spanish, but still got no reply! Then he listened intently for his breathing, but all was as silent as the tomb. With an irresistible impulse, yet instinctive shudder, he laid his hand on the man and passed it up until it reached the face. The silence was then explained. The face was growing cold and rigid in death.

Drawing back hastily, the poor youth shouted to those outside to let them know what had occurred, but no one paid the least attention to him. He was about to renew his cries more loudly, when the thought occurred that perhaps they might attribute them to fear. This kept him quiet, and he made up his mind to endure in silence.

If there had been a ray of light, however feeble, in the hold, he thought his condition would have been more bearable, for then he could have faced the lifeless clay and looked at it; but to know that it was there, within a foot of him, without his being able to see it, or to form any idea of what it was like, made the case terrible indeed. Of course he drew back from it as far as the little space allowed, and crushed himself up against the side of the vessel; but that did no good, for the idea occurred to his excited brain that it might possibly come to life again, rise up, and plunge against him. At times this thought took such possession of him that he threw up his arms to defend himself from attack, and uttered a half-suppressed cry of terror.

At last nature asserted herself, and he slept, sitting on the floor and leaning partly against the vessels side, partly against the bulkhead. But horrible dreams disturbed him. The corpse became visible, the eyes glared at him, the blood-stained face worked convulsively, and he awoke with a shriek, followed immediately by a sigh of relief on finding that it was all a dream. Then the horror came again, as he suddenly remembered that the dead man was still there, a terrible reality!

At last pure exhaustion threw him into a dreamless and profound slumber. The plunging of the little craft as it flew southward before a stiff breeze did not disturb him, and he did not awake until some one rudely seized his arm late on the following day. Then, in the firm belief that his dream had come true at last, he uttered a tremendous yell and struggled to rise, but a powerful hand held him down, and a dark lantern revealed a coal-black face gazing at him.

Hallo! massa, hold on. I did tink you mus be gone dead, for I hollerd in at you nuff to bust de kittle-drum ob your ear  if you hab one!

Look there, Peter, said Foster, pointing to the recumbent figure, while he wiped the perspiration from his brow.

Ah! poor feller. He gone de way ob all flesh; but he hoed sooner dan dere was any occasion for  tanks to de captain.

As he spoke he held the lantern over the dead man and revealed the face of a youth in Eastern garb, on whose head there was a terrible sword-cut. As they looked at the sad spectacle, and endeavoured to arrange the corpse, the negro explained that the poor fellow had been a Greek captive who to save his life had joined the pirates and become a Mussulman; but, on thinking over it, had returned to the Christian faith and refused to take part in the bloody work which they were required to do. It was his refusal to fight on the occasion of the recent attack on the merchantman that had induced the captain to cut him down. He had been put into the prison in the hold, and carelessly left there to bleed to death.

Now, you come along, massa, said the negro, taking up the lantern, wes all goin on shore.

On shore! Where have we got to?

To Algiers, de city ob pirits; de hotbed ob wickedness; de home ob de Moors an Turks an Cabyles, and de cuss ob de whole wurld.

Poor Fosters heart sank on hearing this, for he had heard of the hopeless slavery to which thousands of Christians had been consigned there in time past, and his recent experience of Moors had not tended to improve his opinion of them.

A feeling of despair impelled him to seize the negro by the arm as he was about to ascend the ladder and stop him.

Peter, he said, I think you have a friendly feeling towards me, because youve called me massa more than once, though you have no occasion to do so.

Dats cause Im fond o you. I always was fond o a nice smood young babby face, an I tooked a fancy to you de moment I see you knock Joe Spinks into de lee scuppers.

So  he was an Englishman that I treated so badly, eh?

Yes, massa, ony you didnt treat him bad nuff. But you obsarve dat I ony calls you massa wen wes alone an friendly like. Wen wes in public I calls you sar an speak gruff an shove you into black holes.

And why do you act so, Peter?

Cause, dont you see, Is a hyperkrite. I tole you dat before.

Well, I can guess what you mean. You dont want to appear too friendly? Just so. Well, now, I have got nobody to take my part here, so as you are a free man I wish you would keep an eye on me when we go ashore, and see where they send me, and speak a word for me when it is in your power. You see, theyll give me up for drowned at home and never find out that Im here.

A free man! repeated the negro, with an expansion of his mouth that is indescribable. You tink Is a free man! but Is a slabe, same as yourself, ony de diffrence am dat deres nobody to ransum me, so dey dont boder deir heads bout me slong as I do my work. If I dont do my work Im whacked; if I rebel and kick up a shindy Im whacked wuss; if I tries to run away Im whacked till Im dead. Das all. But Is not free. No, no not at all! Howsever Is free-an-easy, an dat make de pirits fond o me, which goes a long way, for deres nuffin like lub!

Foster heartily agreed with the latter sentiment and added  

Well, now, Peter, I will say no more, for as you profess to be fond of me, and as I can truly say the same in regard to you, we may be sure that each will help the other if he gets the chance. But, tell me, are you really one of the crew of this pirate vessel?

No, massa, only for dis viage. I blongs to a old sinner called Hassan, what libs in de country, not far from de town. He not a bad feller, but hes obsnit  oh! as obsnit as a deaf an dumb mule. If you want im to go one way just tell him to go toder way  an youve got im.

At that moment the captains voice was heard shouting down the hatchway, demanding to know what detained the negro and his prisoners. He spoke in that jumble of languages in use at that time among the Mediterranean nations called Lingua Franca, for the negro did not understand Arabic.

Comin, captain, comin, cried the negro, in his own peculiar English  which was, indeed, his mother tongue, for he had been born in the United States of America. Now, den, sar, (to Foster), wen you goin to move you stumps? Up wid you!
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Peter emphasised his orders with a real kick, which expedited his prisoners ascent, and, at the same time, justified the negros claim to be a thorough-paced hyperkrite!

Wheres the other one? demanded the captain angrily.

Escaped, captain! answered Peter.

How? You must have helped him, cried the captain, drawing his ever-ready sword and pointing it at the breast of the negro, who fell upon his knees, clasped his great hands, and rolled his eyes in an apparent agony of terror.

Dont, captain. I isnt wuth killin, an wen Is gone, whod cook for you like me? De man escaped by jumpin out ob his body. Hes gone dead!

Fool! muttered the pirate, returning his sword to its sheath, bind that prisoner, and have him and the others ready to go on shore directly.

In a few seconds all the prisoners were ranged between the cabin hatchway and the mast. The hands of most of the men were loosely tied, to prevent trouble in case desperation should impel any of them to assault their captors, but the old Dane and the women were left unfettered.

And now George Foster beheld, for the first time, the celebrated city, which was, at that period, the terror of the merchant vessels of all nations that had dealings with the Mediterranean shores. A small pier and breakwater enclosed a harbour which was crowded with boats and shipping. From this harbour the town rose abruptly on the side of a steep hill, and was surrounded by walls of great strength, which bristled with cannon. The houses were small and square-looking, and in the midst, here and there, clusters of date-palms told of the almost tropical character of the climate, while numerous domes, minarets, and crescents told of the Moor and the religion of Mohammed.

But religion in its true sense had little footing in that piratical city, which subsisted on robbery and violence, while cruelty and injustice of the grossest kind were rampant. Whatever Islamism may have taught them, it did not produce men or women who held the golden rule to be a virtue, and certainly few practised it. Yet we would not be understood to mean that there were none who did so. As there were Christians in days of old, even in Caesars household, so there existed men and women who were distinguished by the Christian graces, even in the Pirate City. Even there God had not left Himself without a witness.

As the vessel slowly entered the harbour under a very light breeze, she was boarded by several stately officers in the picturesque costume  turbans, red leathern boots, etcetera  peculiar to the country. After speaking a few minutes with the captain, one of the officers politely addressed the old Dane and his family through an interpreter; but as they spoke in subdued tones Foster could not make out what was said. Soon he was interrupted by a harsh order from an unknown Moor in an unknown tongue.

An angry order invariably raised in our hero the spirit of rebellion. He flushed and turned a fierce look on the Moor, but that haughty and grave individual was accustomed to such looks. He merely repeated his order in a quiet voice, at the same time translating it by pointing to the boat alongside. Foster felt that discretion was the better part of valour, all the more that there stood at the Moors back five or six powerful Arabs, who seemed quite ready to enforce his instructions.

The poor middy glanced round to see if his only friend, Peter the Great, was visible, but he was not; so, with a flushed countenance at thus being compelled to put his pride in his pocket, he jumped into the boat, not caring very much whether he should break his neck by doing so with tied hands, or fall into the sea and end his life in a sharks maw!

In a few minutes he was landed on the mole or pier, and made to join a band of captives, apparently from many nations, who already stood waiting there.

Immediately afterwards the band was ordered to move on, and as they marched through the great gateway in the massive walls Foster felt as if he were entering the portals of Dantes Inferno, and had left all hope behind. But his feelings misled him. Hope, thank God! is not easily extinguished in the human breast. As he tramped along the narrow and winding streets, which seemed to him an absolute labyrinth, he began to take interest in the curious sights and sounds that greeted him on every side, and his mind was thus a little taken off himself.

And there was indeed much there to interest a youth who had never seen Eastern manners or customs before. Narrow and steep though the streets were  in some cases so steep that they formed flights of what may be styled broad and shallow stairs  they were crowded with bronzed men in varied Eastern costume; Moors in fez and gay vest and red morocco slippers; Turks with turban and pipe; Cabyles from the mountains; Arabs from the plains; water-carriers with jar on shoulder; Jews in sombre robes; Jewesses with rich shawls and silk kerchiefs as headgear; donkeys with panniers that almost blocked the way; camels, and veiled women, and many other strange sights that our hero had up to that time only seen in picture-books.

Presently the band of captives halted before a small door which was thickly studded with large nails. It seemed to form the only opening in a high dead wall, with the exception of two holes about a foot square, which served as windows. This was the Bagnio, or prison, in which the slaves were put each evening after the days labour was over, there to feed and rest on the stone floor until daylight should call them forth again to renewed toil. It was a gloomy courtyard, with cells around it in which the captives slept. A fountain in the middle kept the floor damp and seemed to prove an attraction to various centipedes, scorpions, and other noisome creatures which were crawling about.

Here the captives just arrived had their bonds removed, and were left to their own devices, each having received two rolls of black bread before the jailor retired and locked them up for the night.

Taking possession of an empty cell, George Foster sat down on the stone floor and gazed at the wretched creatures around him, many of whom were devouring their black bread with ravenous haste. The poor youth could hardly believe his eyes, and it was some time before he could convince himself that the whole thing was not a dream but a terrible reality.




Chapter Three.

The Bagnio  Our Hero sees something of Misery, and is sold as a Slave.

There are some things in this world so unbelievable that even when we know them to be true we still remain in a state of semi-scepticism.

When our unfortunate midshipman awoke next morning, raised himself on his elbow, and felt that all his bones and muscles were stiff and pained from lying on a stone floor, it was some time before he could make out where he was, or recall the events of the last few days. The first thing that revived his sluggish memory was the scuttling away, in anxious haste, of a scorpion that had sought and found comfortable quarters during the night under the lee of his right leg. Starting up, he crushed the reptile with his foot.

You will get used to that, said a quietly sarcastic voice with a slightly foreign accent, close to him.

The speaker was a middle-aged man with grey hair, hollow cheeks, and deep sunken eyes.

They trouble us a little at first, he continued, but, as I have said, we get used to them. It is long since I cared for scorpions.

Have you, then, been long here? asked Foster.

Yes. Twelve years.

A prisoner?  a slave? asked the midshipman anxiously.

A prisoner, yes. A slave, yes  a mummified man; a dead thing with life enough to work, but not yet quite a brute, mores the pity, for then I should not care! But here I have been for twelve years  long, long years! It has seemed to me an eternity.

It is a long time to be a slave. God help you, poor man! exclaimed Foster.

You will have to offer that prayer for yourself, young man, returned the other; you will need help more than I. At first we are fools, but time makes us wise. It even teaches Englishmen that they are not unconquerable.

The man spoke pointedly and in a harsh sarcastic tone which tended to check Fosters new-born compassion; nevertheless, he continued to address his fellow-sufferer in a sympathetic spirit.

You are not an Englishman, I think, he said, though you speak our language well.

No, I am French, but my wife is English.

Your wife! Is she here also?

Thank God  no, replied the Frenchman, with a sudden burst of seriousness which was evidently genuine. She is in England, trying to make up the sum of my ransom. But she will never do it. She is poor. She has her daughter to provide for besides herself, and we have no friends. No, I have hoped for twelve years, and hope is now dead  nearly dead.

The overwhelming thoughts that this information raised in Fosters mind rendered him silent for a few minutes. The idea of the poor wife in England, toiling for twelve years almost hopelessly to ransom her husband, filled his susceptible heart with pity. Then the thought of his mother and Minnie  who were also poor  toiling for years to procure his ransom, filled him with oppressive dread. To throw the depressing subject off his mind, he asked how the Frenchman had guessed that he was an Englishman before he had heard him speak.

I know your countrymen, he answered, by their bearing. Besides, you have been muttering in your sleep about Mother and Minnie. If the latter is, as I suppose, your sweetheart  your fiancée  the sooner you get her out of your mind the better, for you will never see her more.

Again Foster felt repelled by the harsh cynicism of the man, yet at the same time he felt strangely attracted to him, a fact which he showed more by his tones than his words when he said  

My friend, you are not yet enrolled among the infallible prophets. Whether I shall ever again see those whom I love depends upon the will of God. But I dont wonder that with your sad experience you should give way to despair. For myself, I will cling to the hope that God will deliver me, and I would advise you to do the same.

How many I have seen, who had the sanguine temperament, like yours, awakened and crushed, returned the Frenchman. See, there is one of them, he added, pointing to a cell nearly opposite, in which a form was seen lying on its back, straight and motionless. That young man was such another as you are when he first came here.

Is he dead? asked the midshipman, with a look of pity.

Yes  he died in the night while you slept. It was attending to him in his last moments that kept me awake. He was nothing to me but a fellow-slave and sufferer, but I was fond of him. He was hard to conquer, but they managed it at last, for they beat him to death.

Then they did not conquer him, exclaimed Foster with a gush of indignant pity. To beat a man to death is to murder, not to conquer. But you called him a young man. The corpse that lies there has thin grey hair and a wrinkled brow.

Nevertheless he was young  not more than twenty-seven  but six years of this life brought him to what you see. He might have lived longer, as I have, had he been submissive!

Before Foster could reply, the grating of a rusty key in the door caused a movement as well as one or two sighs and groans among the slaves, for the keepers had come to summon them to work. The Frenchman rose and followed the others with a hook of sullen indifference. Most of them were without fetters, but a few strong young men wore chains and fetters more or less heavy, and Foster judged from this circumstance, as well as their expressions, that these were rebellious subjects whom it was difficult to tame.

Much to his surprise, the youth found that he was not called on to join his comrades in misfortune, but was left behind in solitude. While casting about in his mind as to what this could mean, he observed in a corner the two rolls of black bread which he had received the previous night, and which, not being hungry at the time, he had neglected. As a healthy appetite was by that time obtruding itself on his attention, he took hold of one and began to eat. It was not attractive, but, not being particular, he consumed it. He even took up the other and ate that also, after which he sighed and wished for more! As there was no more to be had, he went to the fountain in the court and washed his breakfast down with water.

About two hours later the door was again opened, and a man in the uniform of a janissary entered. Fixing a keen glance on the young captive, he bade him in broken English rise and follow.

By this time the lesson of submission had been sufficiently impressed on our hero to induce him to accord prompt obedience. He followed his guide into the street, where he walked along until they arrived at a square, on one side of which stood a large mosque. Here marketing was being carried on to a considerable extent, and, as he threaded his way through the various groups, he could not help being impressed with the extreme simplicity of the mode of procedure, for it seemed to him that all a man wanted to enable him to set himself up in trade was a few articles of any kind  old or new, it did not matter which  with a days lease of about four feet square of the market pavement. There the retail trader squatted, smoked his pipe, and calmly awaited the decrees of Fate!

One of these small traders he noted particularly while his conductor stopped to converse with a friend. He was an old man, evidently a descendant of Ishmael, and clothed in what seemed to be a ragged cast-off suit that had belonged to Abraham or Isaac. He carried his shop on his arm in the shape of a basket, out of which he took a little bit of carpet, and spread it close to where they stood. On this he sat down and slowly extracted from his basket, and spread on the ground before him, a couple of old locks, several knives, an old brass candlestick, an assortment of rusty keys, a flat-iron, and half a dozen other articles of household furniture. Before any purchases were made, however, the janissary moved on, and Foster had to follow.

Passing through two or three tortuous and narrow lanes, which, however, were thickly studded with shops  that is, with holes in the wall, in which merchandise was displayed outside as well as in  they came to a door which was strictly guarded. Passing the guards, they found themselves in a court, beyond which they could see another court which looked like a hall of justice  or injustice, as the case might be. What strengthened Foster in the belief that such was its character, was the fact that, at the time they entered, an officer was sitting cross-legged on a bench, smoking comfortably, while in front of him a man lay on his face with his soles turned upwards, whilst an executioner was applying to them the punishment of the bastinado. The culprit could not have been a great offender, for, after a sharp yell or two, he was allowed to rise and limp away.

Our hero was led before the functionary who looked like a judge. He regarded the middy with no favour. We should have recorded that Foster, when blown out to sea, as already described, had leaped on the pirates deck without coat or vest. As he was still in this dismantled condition, and had neither been washed nor combed since that event occurred, his appearance at this time was not prepossessing.

Who are you, and where do you come from? was the first question put by an interpreter.

Of course Foster told the exact truth about himself. After he had done so, the judge and interpreter consulted together, glancing darkly at their prisoner the while. Then the judge smiled significantly and nodded his head. The interpreter turned to a couple of negroes who stood ready to execute any commands, apparently, and said a few words to them. They at once took hold of Foster and fastened a rope to his wrist. As they did so, the interpreter turned to the poor youth and said  

What you tell is all lies.

Indeed, indeed, it is not, exclaimed the midshipman fervently.

Go! said the interpreter.

A twitch from the rope at the same moment recalled our hero to his right mind; and the remembrance of the poor wretch who had just suffered the bastinado, and also of Peter the Greats oft-repeated reference to whacking, had the effect of crushing the spirit of rebellion which had just begun to arise in his breast. Thus he was conducted ignominiously into the street and back to the market-square, where he was made to stand with a number of other men, who, like himself, appeared to be slaves. For what they were there waiting he could not tell, but he was soon enlightened, as after half an hour, a dignified-looking Moor in flowing apparel came forward, examined one of the captives, felt his muscles, made him open his mouth, and otherwise show his paces, after which he paid a sum of money for him and a negro attendant led him away.

Im to be sold as a slave, Foster involuntarily groaned aloud.

Like all the rest of us, growled a stout sailor-like man, who stood at his elbow.

Foster turned quickly to look at him, but a sudden movement in the group separated them after the first glance at each other.

By way of relieving his overcharged feelings he tried to interest himself in the passers-by. This, however, he found very difficult, until he observed a sturdy young Cabyle coming along with two enormous feathery bundles suspended over his right shoulder, one hanging before, the other behind. To his surprise these bundles turned out to be living fowls, tied by the legs and hanging with their heads down. There could not, he thought, have been fewer than thirty or forty birds in each bundle, and it occurred to him at once that they had probably been carried to market thus from some distance in the country. At all events, the young Cabyle seemed to be dusty and warm with walking. He even seemed fatigued, for, when about to pass the group of slaves, he stopped to rest and flung down his load. The shock of the fall must have snapped a number of legs, for a tremendous cackle burst from the bundles as they struck the ground.

This raised the thought in Fosters mind that he could hope for no mercy where such wanton cruelty was not even deemed worthy of notice by the bystanders; but the sound of a familiar voice put all other thoughts to flight.

Dis way, massa, yous sure to git fuss-rate fellers here. We brought im in ony yesterday  all fresh like new-laid eggs.

The speaker was Peter the Great. The man to whom he spoke was a Moor of tall stature and of somewhat advanced years.

Delighted more than he could express, in his degraded and forlorn condition, at this unlooked-for meeting with his black friend, Foster was about to claim acquaintance, when the negro advanced to the group among whom he stood, exclaiming loudly  

Here dey am, massa, dis way. Then turning suddenly on Foster with a fierce expression, he shouted, What you lookin at, you babby-faced ijit? Hab you nebber seen a handsome nigger before dat you look all tunder-struck of a heap? Cant you hold your tongue, you chatterin monkey? and with that, although Foster had not uttered a syllable, the negro fetched him a sounding smack on the cheek, to the great amusement of the bystanders.

Well was it then for our middy that it flashed into his mind that Peter the Great, being the most astounding hyperkrite on earth, was at work in his deceptive way, else would he have certainly retaliated and brought on himself swift punishment  for slaves were not permitted to resent injuries or create riots. As it was, he cast down his eyes, flushed scarlet, and restrained himself.

Now, massa, continued the negro, turning to the fine, sailor-like man who had spoken to Foster a few minutes before, heres a nice-lookin man. Strong an healfy  fit for anyting no doubt.

Ask him if he understands gardening, said the Moor.

We may remark, in passing, that Peter the Great and his owner had a peculiar mode of carrying on conversation. The latter addressed his slave in the Lingua Franca, while Peter replied in his own nigger English, which the Moor appeared to understand perfectly. Why they carried it on thus we cannot explain, but it is our duty to record the fact.

Understand gardening! exclaimed the sailor, in supreme contempt, I should think not. Wot dyou take me for, you black baboon! Do I look like a gardener? Ploughin an diggin I knows nothin about wotsomever, though I have ploughed the waves many a day, an Im considered a fust-rate hand at diggin into wittles.

Oh! massa, das de man for your money! Buy him, quick! cried the negro, with a look of earnest entreaty at his master. He say hes ploughed many a day, ans a fuss-rate hand at diggin. Do buy im!

But the Moor would not buy him. Either he understood the sailors language to some extent, or that inveterate obstinacy of which Peter had made mention as being part of his character was beginning to assert itself.

Ask this one what he knows about it, said the Moor, pointing to a thin young man, whose sprightly expression showed that he had not yet fully realised what fate was in store for him in the pirates stronghold.

Wich is it you mean, massa, dis one? said Peter, purposely mistaking and turning to Foster. Oh! you neednt ask about him. He not wuff his salt. I could tell him at a mile off for a lazy, useless feller. Gib more trouble dan hes wuff. Dere now, dis looks a far better man, he added, laying hold of the thin sprightly youth and turning him round. What dye tink ob dis one?

I told you to ask that one, replied the Moor sharply.

Can you do gardenin, you feller? asked Peter.

Oui, oui  un peu, replied the youth, who happened to be French, but understood English.

None ob your wee-wees an poo-poos to me. Cant you speak English?

Oui, yes, I gardin ver leetle.

Jus so. Das de man for us, massa, if you wont hab de oder. I likes de look ob im. I dont tink hell be hard on de wittles, an hes so tin dat he wont puspire much when he works in de sun in summer. Do buy him, massa.

But massa would not buy him, and looked hard for some time at our hero.

I see how it am, said the negro, growing sulky. You set your heart on dat useless ijit. Do come away, massa, it ud break my heart to lib wid sich a feller.

This seemed to clinch the matter, for the Moor purchased the objectionable slave, ordered Peter the Great to bring him along, and left the market-place.

Didnt I tell you Is de greatest hyperkrite as ever was born? said Peter, in a low voice, when sufficiently far in rear to prevent being overheard by his master.

You certainly did, replied Foster, who felt something almost like satisfaction at this change in his fate; you are the most perfect hypocrite that I ever came across, and I am not sorry for it. Only I hope you wont deceive your friends.

Honour bright! said the negro, with a roll of the eyes and a solemnity of expression that told far more than words could express.

Can you tell me, asked the middy, as they walked along, what has become of that fine-looking girl that was captured with her father and mother by your captain?

Dont say my captain, sar, replied Peter sternly. He no captain ob mine. I was ony loaned to him. But I knows nuffin ob de gall. Bery likely shes de Deys forty-second wife by dis time. Hush! look sulky, he added quickly, observing that his master was looking back.

Poor Foster found himself under the necessity of following his black friends lead, and acting the hyperkrite, in order to prevent their friendship being discovered. He did it with a bad grace, it is true, but felt that, for his friends sake if not his own, he was bound to comply. So he put on an expression which his cheery face had not known since that period of infancy when his frequent demands for sugar were not gratified. Wheels worked within wheels, however, for he felt so disgusted with the part he had to play that he got into the sulks naturally!

Fuss-rate! whispered Peter, yous amost as good as myself.

By this time they had reached one of the eastern gates of the city. It was named Bab-Azoun. As they passed through it the negro told his brother-slave that the large iron hooks which ornamented the wall there were used for the purpose of having criminals cast on them; the wretched victims being left to hang there, by whatever parts of their bodies chanced to catch on the hooks, till they died.

Having reached the open country outside the walls, they walked along a beautiful road, from which were obtained here and there splendid views of the surrounding country. On one side lay the blue Mediterranean, with its picturesque boats and shipping, and the white city descending to the very edge of the sea; on the other side rose the wooded slopes of a suburb named Mustapha, with numerous white Moorish houses in the midst of luxuriant gardens, where palms, bananas, cypresses, aloes, lemon-trees, and orange groves perfumed the balmy air, and afforded grateful shade from the glare of the African sun.

Into one of those gardens the Moor at last turned and led the way to a house, which, if not in itself beautiful according to European notions of architecture, was at least rendered cheerful with whitewash, and stood in the midst of a beauty and luxuriance of vegetation that could not be surpassed.

Opening a door in this building, the Turk entered. His slaves followed, and Foster, to his surprise, found what may be styled a miniature garden in the courtyard within.




Chapter Four.

Our Middy is put to Work  Also put on his word-of-Honour, and receives a Great Shock of Surprise.

George Foster soon found that his master and owner, Ben-Ahmed, was a stern and exacting, but by no means an ill-natured or cruel, man. He appeared to be considerably over sixty years of age, but showed no signs of abated vigour. In character he was amiable and just, according to his light, but dignified and reticent.

His first act, after seating himself cross-legged on a carpet in a marble and tessellated recess, was to call for a hookah. He smoked that for a few minutes and contemplated the courtyard on which the recess opened. It was a pleasant object of contemplation, being filled with young orange-trees and creeping plants of a tropical kind, which were watered by a stone fountain in the centre of the court. This fountain also served to replenish a marble bath, to cool the sultry air, and to make pleasant tinkling music. Of course the nose was not forgotten in this luxurious assemblage of things that were gratifying to ear and eye. Flowers of many kinds were scattered around, and sweet-scented plants perfumed the air.

Ben-Ahmeds next act, after having lighted his pipe, was to summon Peter the Great and his new slave  the former to act as interpreter, for it was a peculiarity of this Moor that though he appeared to understand English he would not condescend to speak it.

After asking several questions as to our heros name, age, and calling in life, he told Peter to inform Foster that escape from that country was impossible, that any attempt to escape would be punished with flogging and other torture, that perseverance in such attempts would result in his being sent to work in chains with the Bagnio slaves and would probably end in death from excessive toil, torture, and partial starvation. Having said this, the Moor asked several questions  through the negro, and always in the Lingua Franca.

Massa bids me ax, said Peter, if you are a gentleman, an if you know it am de custom in England for gentleman-prisners to give dere word-ob-honour dat dey not run away, an den go about as if dey was free?

Tell him that every officer in the service of the King of England is considered a gentleman.

Come now, sar, interrupted Peter sternly, you know das not true. I bin in England myself  cook to a French restrung in London  an I nebber hear dat a pleece officer was a gentleman!

Well, I mean every commissioned officer in the army and navy, returned Foster, and when such are taken prisoner I am aware that they are always allowed a certain amount of freedom of action on giving their word of honour that they will not attempt to escape.

When this was explained to Ben-Ahmed, he again said a few words to the negro, who translated as before.

Massa say dat as you are a gentleman if you will gib your word-ob-honour not to escape, he will make you free. Not kite free, ob course, but free to work in de gardin widout chains; free to sleep in de out-house widout bein locked up ob nights, an free to enjoy youself wen you gits de chance.

Foster looked keenly at the negro, being uncertain whether or not he was jesting, but the solemn features of that arch hyperkrite were no index to the working of his eccentric mind  save when he permitted them to speak; then, indeed, they were almost more intelligible than the plainest language.

And what if I refuse to pledge my word for the sake of such freedom? asked our hero.

Wy, den youll git whacked, an youll sperience uncommon hard times, an youll change you mind bery soon, so I tink, on de whole, you better change im at once. Seems to me yous a remarkably obsnit young feller!

With a sad feeling that he was doing something equivalent to locking the door and throwing away the key, Foster gave the required promise, and was forthwith conducted into the garden and set to work.

His dark friend supplied him with a new striped cotton shirt  his own having been severely torn during his recent adventures  also with a pair of canvas trousers, a linen jacket, and a straw hat with a broad rim; all of which fitted him badly, and might have caused him some discomfort in other circumstances, but he was too much depressed just then to care much for anything. His duty that day consisted in digging up a piece of waste ground. To relieve his mind, he set to work with tremendous energy, insomuch that Peter the Great, who was looking on, exclaimed  

Hi! what a digger you is! Youll bust up altogidder if you goes on like dat. De moles is nuffin to you.

But Foster heeded not. The thought that he was now doomed to hopeless slavery, perhaps for life, was pressed home to him more powerfully than ever, and he felt that if he was to save himself from going mad he must work with his muscles like a tiger, and, if possible, cease to think. Accordingly, he went on toiling till the perspiration ran down his face, and all his sinews were strained.

Poor boy! muttered the negro in a low tone, hes tryin to dig his own grave. But he not succeed. Many a man try dat before now and failed. Howsomeber, its blowin a hard gale wid him just now  an de harder it blow de sooner its ober. Arter de storm comes de calm.

With these philosophic reflections, Peter the Great went off to his own work, leaving our hero turning over the soil like a steam-plough.

Strong though Foster was  both of muscle and will  he was but human after all. In course of time he stopped from sheer exhaustion, flung down the spade, and, raising himself with his hands stretched up and his face turned to the sky, he cried  

God help me! what shall I do?

Then, dropping his face on his hands, he stood for a considerable time quite motionless.

What a fool I was to promise not to try to escape! he thought, and a feeling of despair followed the thought, but a certain touch of relief came when he reflected that at any time he could go boldly to his master, withdraw the promise, and take the consequences.

He was still standing like a statue, with his hands covering his face, when he felt a light touch on his shoulder. It was the negro who had returned to see how he was getting on.

Look yar, now, Geoge, he said in quite a fatherly manner, disll neber do. My massa buy you to work in de gardin, not to stand like a statoo washin its face widout soap or water. We dont want no more statoos. Got moren enuff ob marble ones all around. Besides, you dont make a good statoo  leastwise not wid dem slop cloes on. Now, come yar, Geoge. I wants a little combersation wid you. Ill preach you a small sarmin if youll allow me.

So saying, Peter led his assistant slave into a cool arbour, where Ben-Ahmed was wont at times to soothe his spirits with a pipe.

Now, look yar, Geoge, dis wont do. I say it once and for all  dis wont do.

I know it wont, Peter, replied the almost heart-broken middy, with a sad smile, youre very kind. I know you take an interest in me, and Ill try to do better, but Im not used to spade-work, you know, and

Spade-work! shouted Peter, laying his huge black hand on Fosters shoulder, and giving him a squeeze that made him wince, das not what I mean. Work! wy yous done moren a days work in one hour, judging by de work ob ornary slabes. No, das not it. Whats wrong is dat you dont rightly understand your privleges. Das de word, your privleges. Now, look yar. I dont want you to break your heart before de time, an fur dat purpus I would remind you dat while dars life dars hope. Moreober, yous got no notion what luck youre in. If a bad massa got hold ob you, he gib you no noo cloes, he gib you hard, black bread stead o de good grub what you gits yar. He make you work widout stoppin all day, and whack you on de sole ob your foots if you dar say one word. Was you eber whacked on de sole ob your foots?

No, never, replied Foster, amused in spite of himself by the negros earnest looks and manner.

Ho! den you dont know yet what Paradise am.

Paradise, Peter? You mean the other place, I suppose.

No, sar, I mean noting ob de sort. I mean de Paradise what comes arter its ober, an you gins to git well again. Hah! but youll find it out some day. But, to continoo, yous got eberyting whats comfrable here. If you ony sawd de Bagnio slabes at work  Ill take you to see em some day  den youll be content an pleased wid your lot till de time comes when you escape.

Escape! How can I escape, Peter, now that I have given my word of honour not to try?

Noting easier, replied the negro calmly, yous ony got to break your word-ob-honour!

Im sorry to hear you say that, my friend, returned Foster, for it shakes my confidence in you. You must know that an English gentleman never breaks his word  that is, he never should break it  and you may rest assured that I will not break mine. If your view of such matters is so loose, Peter, what security have I that you wont deceive me and betray me when it is your interest or your whim to do so?

Security, Massa? I lub you! Is fond o your smood babby face. Isnt dat security enough?

Foster could not help admitting that it was, as long as it lasted! But what, he asked, what security has Ben-Ahmed that you wont be as false to him as you recommend me to be?

I lub massa too! answered the negro, with a bland smile.

What! love a man whom you have described to me as the most obstinate fellow you ever knew?

Ob course I do, returned Peter. Wy not? A obsnit man may be as good as anoder man what can be shoved about any way you please. Ha! you not know yit what it is to hab a bad massa. Wait a bit; you find it out, praps, soon enough. Look yar.

He bared his bosom as he spoke, and displayed to his wondering and sympathetic friend a mass of old scars and gashes and healed-up sores.

Dis what my last massa do to me, cause I not quite as smart as he wish. De back am wuss. Oh, if you knowd a bad massa, youd be thankful to-day for gettin a good un. Now, what I say is, nobody never knows whats a-goin to turn up. You just keep quiet an wait. Some slabes yar hab waited patiently for ten-fifteen year, an more. What den? Sure to scape sooner or later. Many are ransum in a year or two. Oders longer. Lots ob em die, an scape dat way. Keep up your heart, Geoge, whateber you do, and, if you wont break your word-ob-honour, something elsell be sure to turn up.

Although the negros mode of affording comfort and encouragement was not based entirely on sound principles, his cheery and hopeful manner went a long way to lighten the load of care that had been settling down like a dead weight on young Fosters heart, and he returned to his work with a happier spirit than he had possessed since the day he leaped upon the deck of the pirate vessel. That night he spent under the same roof with his black friend and a number of the other slaves, none of whom, however, were his countrymen, or could speak any language that he understood. His bed was the tiled floor of an out-house, but there was plenty of straw on it. He had only one blanket, but the nights as well as days were warm, and his food, although of the simplest kind and chiefly vegetable, was good in quality and sufficient in quantity.

The next day, at the first blush of morning light, he was aroused with the other slaves by Peter the Great, who, he found, was the Moors overseer of domestics. He was put to the same work as before, but that day his friend the negro was sent off on a mission that was to detain him several days from home. Another man took Peters place, but, as he spoke neither English nor French, no communication passed between the overseer and slave except by signs. As, however, the particular job on which he had been put was simple, this did not matter. During the period of Peters absence the poor youth felt the oppression of his isolated condition keenly. He sank to a lower condition than before, and when his friend returned, he was surprised to find how much of his happiness depended on the sight of his jovial black face!

Now, Geoge, was the negros first remark on seeing him, yous down in de blues again!

Well, I confess I have not been very bright in your absence, Peter. Not a soul to speak a word to; nothing but my own thoughts to entertain me; and poor entertainment they have been. Dyou know, Peter, I think I should die if it were not for you.

Nebber a bit ob it, massa. Yous too cheeky to die soon. Is noticed, in my sperience, dat de young slabes as has got most self-conceit an imprence is allers hardest to kill.

I scarce know whether to take that as encouragement or otherwise, returned Foster, with the first laugh he had given vent to for a long time.

Take it how you please, Geoge, as de doctor said to de dyin man  wont matter much in de long-run. But come long wid me an lets hab a talk ober it all. Lets go to de bower.

In the bower the poor middy found some consolation by pouring his sorrows into the great black sympathetic breast of Peter the Great, though it must be confessed that Peter occasionally took a strange way to comfort him. One of the negros perplexities lay in the difficulty he had to convince our midshipman of his great good-fortune in having fallen into the hands of a kind master, and having escaped the terrible fate of the many who had cruel tyrants as their owners, who were tortured and beaten when too ill to work, who had bad food to eat and not too much of it, and who were whipped to death sometimes when they rebelled. Although Foster listened and considered attentively, he failed to appreciate what his friend sought to impress, and continued in a state of almost overwhelming depression because of the simple fact that he was a slave  a bought and sold slave!

Now, look yar, Geoge, said the negro, remonstratively, you is a slabe; das a fact, an no application ob fut rule or compasses, or the mulplication table, or any oder table, kin change dat. Dere you am  a slabe! But you aint a bused slabe, a whacked slabe, a tortered slabe, a dead slabe. Youre all alibe an kickin, Geoge! So you cheer up, an someting sure to come ob it; an if noting comes ob it, wy, de cheerin up hab come ob it anyhow.

Foster smiled faintly at this philosophical view of his case, and did make a brave effort to follow the advice of his friend.

Das right, now, Geoge; you laugh an grow fat. Moreober, you go to work now, for if massa come an find us here, hes bound to know de reason why! Go to work, Geoge, an forgit your troubles. Das my way  an Is got a heap o troubles, bress you!

So saying, Peter the Great rose and left our forlorn midshipman sitting in the arbour, where he remained for some time ruminating on past, present, and future instead of going to work.

Apart from the fact of his being a slave, the youths condition at the moment was by no means disagreeable, for he was seated in a garden which must have borne no little resemblance to the great original of Eden, in a climate that may well be described as heavenly, with a view before him of similar gardens which swept in all their rich luxuriance over the slopes in front of him until they terminated on the edge of the blue and sparkling sea.

While seated there, lost in reverie, he was startled by the sound of approaching footsteps  very different indeed from the heavy tread of his friend Peter. A guilty conscience made him glance round for a way of escape, but there was only one entrance to the bower. While he was hesitating how to act, an opening in the foliage afforded him a passing glimpse of a female in the rich dress of a Moorish lady.

He was greatly surprised, being well aware of the jealousy with which Mohammedans guard their ladies from the eyes of men. The explanation might lie in this, that Ben-Ahmed, being eccentric in this as in most other matters, afforded the inmates of his harem unusual liberty. Before he had time to think much on the subject, however, the lady in question turned into the arbour and stood before him.

If the word thunderstruck did justice in any degree to the state of mind which we wish to describe we would gladly use it, but it does not. Every language, from Gaelic to Chinese, equally fails to furnish an adequate word. We therefore avoid the impossible and proceed, merely remarking that from the expression of both faces it was evident that each had met with a crushing surprise.

We can understand somewhat the midshipmans state of mind, for the being who stood before him was  was  well, we are again nonplussed! Suffice it to say that she was a girl of fifteen summers  the other forty-five seasons being, of course, understood. Beauty of feature and complexion she had, but these were lost, as it were, and almost forgotten, in her beauty of expression  tenderness, gentleness, urbanity, simplicity, and benignity in a state of fusion! Now, do not run away, reader, with the idea of an Eastern princess, with gorgeous black eyes, raven hair, tall and graceful form, etcetera! This apparition was fair, blue-eyed, golden-haired, girlish, sylph-like. She was graceful, indeed, as the gazelle, but not tall, and with an air of suavity that was irresistibly attractive. She had a good face as well as a beautiful, and there was a slightly pitiful look about the eyebrows that seemed to want smoothing away.

How earnestly George Foster desired  with a gush of pity, or something of that sort  to smooth it away. But he had too much delicacy of feeling as well as common sense to offer his services just then.

Oh, sir! exclaimed the girl, in perfect English, as she hastily threw a thin gauze veil over her face, forgive me! I did not know you were here  else  my veil  but why should I mind such customs? You are an Englishman, I think?

Foster did not feel quite sure at that moment whether he was English, Irish, Scotch, or Dutch, so he looked foolish and said  

Yyes.

I knew it. I was sure of it! Oh! I am so glad! exclaimed the girl, clasping her delicate little hands together and bursting into tears.

This was such a very unexpected climax, and so closely resembled the conduct of a child, that it suddenly restored our midshipman to self-possession. Stepping quickly forward, he took one of the girls hands in his, laid his other hand on her shoulder, and said  

Dont cry, my poor child! If I can help you in any way, Ill be only too glad; but pray dont, dont cry so.

I  I  cant help it, sobbed the girl, pulling away her hand  not on account of propriety, by any means: that never entered her young head  but for the purpose of searching for a kerchief in a pocket that was always undiscoverable among bewildering folds. If  if  you only knew how long, long it is since I heard an English  (where is that thing!)  an English voice, you would not wonder. And my father, my dear, dear, darling father  I have not heard of him for  for

Here the poor thing broke down again and sobbed aloud, while the midshipman looked on, imbecile and helpless. Pray, dont cry, said Foster again earnestly. Who are you? where did you come from? Who and where is your father? Do tell me, and how I can help you, for we may be interrupted?

This last remark did more to quiet the girl than anything else he had said.

You are right, she replied, drying her eyes quickly. And, do you know the danger you run if found conversing with me?

No  not great danger, I hope?

The danger of being scourged to death, perhaps, she replied.

Then pray do be quick, for Id rather not get such a whipping  even for your sake!

But our owner is not cruel, continued the girl. He is kind

Owner! Is he not, then, your husband?

Oh, no. He says he is keeping me for his son, who is away on a long voyage. I have never seen him  and  I have such a dread of his coming back!

But you are English, are you not?

Yes.

And your father?

He is also English, and a slave. We have not met, nor have I heard of him, since we were parted on board ship many months ago. Listen!




Chapter Five.

The Maidens Story  Peter the Great and the Middy go for a Holiday and see Awful Things.

During the conversation detailed in the last chapter the young English girl had spoken with her veil down. She now threw it carelessly back, and, sitting down on a bench opposite our midshipman, folded her hands in her lap and remained silent for a few seconds, during which George Foster said  not aloud, but very privately to himself, Although your eyes are swelled and your little nose is red with crying, I never  no I never  did see such a dear, sweet, pretty little innocent face in all my life!

All unconscious of his thoughts, and still giving vent now and then to an irresistible sob, the poor child  for she was little more  looked up and began her sad tale.

About eight months ago my dear father, who is a merchant, resolved to take me with him on a voyage to some of the Mediterranean ports. My fathers name is Hugh Sommers

And yours? asked Foster.

Is Hester. We had only just entered the Mediterranean when one of those dreadful Algerine pirates took our vessel and made slaves of us all. My darling father, being a very big, strong, and brave man, fought like a tiger. Oh! I never imagined that his dear kind face could have looked as it did that awful day. But although he knocked down and, I fear, killed many men, it was all of no use, they were so numerous and our men so few. The last I saw of my father was when they were lowering him into a boat in a state of insensibility, with an awful cut all down his brow and cheek, from which the blood was pouring in streams.

I tried to get to him, but they held me back and took me down into the cabin. There I met our owner, who, when he saw me, threw a veil over my head and bade me sit still. I was too terrified and too despairing about my father to think of disobeying.

I think Ben-Ahmed, our owner, must be a man of power, for everybody seemed to obey him that day as if he was the chief man, though he was not the captain of the ship. After a time he took my hand, put me into a small sailing boat, and took me ashore. I looked eagerly for my father on landing, but he was nowhere to be seen, and  I have not seen him since.

Nor heard of or from him? asked Foster.

No.

At this point, as there were symptoms of another breakdown, our middy became anxious, and entreated Hester to go on. With a strong effort she controlled her feelings.

Well, then, Ben-Ahmed brought me here, and, introducing me to his wives  he has four of them, only think!  said he had brought home a little wife for his son Osman. Of course I thought they were joking, for you know girls of my age are never allowed to marry in England; but after a time I began to see that they meant it, and, dyou know  By the way, what is your name?

Foster  George Foster.

Well, Mr Foster, I was going to say that I cannot help wishing and hoping that their son may never come home! Isnt that sinful?

I dont know much about the sin of it, said Foster, but I fervently hope the same thing from the very bottom of my heart.

And, oh! continued Hester, whimpering a little, you cant think what a relief it is to be able to talk with you about it. It would have been a comfort to talk even to our big dog here about it, if it could only have understood English. But, now, continued the poor little creature, while the troubled look returned to her eyebrows, what is to be done?

Escape  somehow! said Foster promptly.

But nothing would induce me to even try to escape without my father, said Hester.

This was a damper to our midshipman. To rescue a little girl seemed to him a mere nothing, in the glowing state of his heroic soul at that moment, but to rescue her very big, strong, and brave father at the same time did not appear so easy. Still, something must be attempted in that way.

Tell me, he said, what is your father like?

Tall, handsome, sweet, ex

Yes, yes. I know. But I mean colour of hair, kind of nose, etcetera; be more particular, and do be quick! I dont like to hurry you, but remember the possible scourging to death that hangs over me!

Well, he is very broad and strong, a Roman nose, large sweet mouth always smiling, large grey eyes  such loving eyes, too  with iron-grey hair, moustache, and beard. You see, although it is not the fashion in England to wear beards, my dear father thinks it right to do so, for he is fond, he says, of doing only those things that he can give a good reason for, and as he can see no reason whatever for shaving off his moustachios and beard, any more than the hair of his head and eyebrows, he lets them grow. Ive heard people say that my father is wild in his notions, and some used to say, as if it was very awful, that, (she lowered her voice here), he is a Radical! You know what a Radical is, I suppose?

Oh yes, said Foster, with the first laugh he had indulged in during the interview, a Radical is a man who wants to have everything his own way; to have all the property in the world equally divided among everybody; who wants all the power to be equally shared, and, in short, who wants everything turned upside down!

Hush! dont laugh so loud! said Hester, looking anxiously round, and holding up one of her pretty little fingers, some one may hear you and find us! Strange, she added pensively, surely you must be under some mistake, for I heard my dear father try to explain it once to a friend, who seemed to me unwilling to understand. I remember so well the quiet motion of his large, firm but sweet mouth as he spoke, and the look of his great, earnest eyes A Radical, he said, is one who wishes and tries to go to the root of every matter, and put all wrong things right without delay.

What George Foster might have said to this definition of a Radical, coming, as it did, from such innocent lips, we cannot say, for the abrupt closing of a door at the other end of the garden caused Hester to jump up and run swiftly out of the bower. Foster followed her example, and, returning to the scene of his labours, threw off his coat and began to dig with an amount of zeal worthy of his friend the incorrigible hyperkrite himself.

A few minutes later and Ben-Ahmed approached, in close conversation with Peter the Great.

Hallo! exclaimed the latter, in stern tones, as they came up, what you bin about, sar? what you bin doin? Noting done since I was here more an hour past  eh, sar?

The midshipman explained, with a somewhat guilty look and blush, that he had been resting in the bower, and that he had stayed much longer than he had intended.

You just hab, you rascal! But I cure you ob dat, said the negro, catching up a piece of cane that was lying on the ground, with which he was about to administer condign chastisement to the idle slave, when his master stopped him.

Hurt him not, he said, raising his hand; is not this his first offence?

Yes, massa, de bery fust.

Well, tell him that the rod shall be applied next time he is found idling. Enough, follow me!

With a stately step the amiable Moor passed on. With a much more stately port Peter the Great followed him, but as he did so he bestowed on Foster a momentary look so ineffably sly, yet solemn, that the latter was obliged to seize the spade and dig like a very sexton in order to check his tendency to laugh aloud.

Half an hour later the negro returned to him.

What you bin do all dis time? he asked in surprise. I was moren half tink you desarve a lickin!

Perhaps I do, Peter, answered the young slave, in a tone so hearty and cheerful that the negros great eyes increased considerably in size.

Well, Geoge, he said, with a sudden change in his expression, I wouldnt hab expeck it ob you; no, I wouldnt, if my own mudder was to tell me! To tink dat one so young, too, would go on de sly to de rum-bottle! But where you kin find ims moren I kin tell.

I have not been at the rum-bottle at all, returned the middy, resting on his spade, but I have had something to raise my spirits and brace my energies, and take me out of myself. Come, let us go to the bower, and I will explain  that is, if we may safely go there.

Go whar?

To the bower.

Do you know, sar, replied Peter, drawing himself up and expanding his great chest do you know, sar, dat Is kimmander-in-chief ob de army in dis yar gardin, an kin order em about whar I please, an do what I like? Go up to de bower, you small Brish officer, an look sharp if you dont want a whackin!

The slave obeyed with alacrity, and when the two were seated he described his recent interview with Hester Sommers.

No words can do full justice to the varied expressions that flitted across the negros face as the midshipmans narrative went on.

So, he said slowly, when it was concluded, yous bin an had a long privit convissation wid one ob Ben-Ahmeds ladies! My! you know what dat means if it found out?

Well, Miss Sommers herself was good enough to tell me that it would probably mean flogging to death.

Floggin to deaf! echoed Peter. Praps so wid massa, for hes a kind man; but wid most any oder man it ud mean roastin alibe ober a slow fire! Geoge, yous little bettern a dead man!

I hope its not so bad as that, for no one knows about it except the lady and yourself.

Das so; an youre in luck, let me tell you. Now you go to work, an Ill retire for some meditation  see whats to come ob all dis.

Truly the changes that take place in the feelings and mind of man are not less sudden and complete than the physical changes which sometimes occur in lands that are swept by the tornado and desolated by the earthquake. That morning George Foster had risen from his straw bed a miserable white slave, hopeless, heartless, and down at spiritual zero  or below it. That night he lay down on the same straw bed, a free man  in soul, if not in body  a hero of the most ardent character  up at fever-heat in the spiritual thermometer, or above it, and all because his heart throbbed with a noble purpose  because an object worthy of his efforts was placed before him, and because he had made up his mind to do or die in a good cause!

What that cause was he would have found it difficult to define clearly in detail. Sufficient for him that an unknown but stalwart father, with Radical tendencies, and a well-known and lovely daughter, were at the foundation of it, and that Escape! was the talismanic word which formed a battery, as it were, with which to supply his heart with electric energy.

He lived on this diet for a week, with the hope of again seeing Hester; but he did not see her again for many weeks.

One morning Peter the Great came to him as he was going out to work in the garden and said  

You git ready and come wid me into town dis day.

Indeed, returned Foster, as much excited by the order as if it had been to go on some grand expedition. For what purpose?

You bey orders, sar, an make your mind easy about purpisses.

In a few minutes Foster was ready.

No part of his original costume now remained to him. A blue-striped cotton jacket, with pants too short and too wide for him; a broad-brimmed straw hat, deeply sunburnt face and hands, with a pair of old boots two sizes too large, made him as unlike a British naval officer as he could well be. But he had never been particularly vain of his personal appearance, and the high purpose by which he was now actuated set him above all such trifling considerations.

Is your business a secret? asked Foster, as he and his companion descended the picturesque road that led to the city.

No, it am no secret, cause Is got no business.

You seem to be in a mysterious mood this morning, Peter. What do you mean?

I mean dat you an mes out for a holiday  two slabes out for a holiday! Tink ob dat!

The negro threw back his head, opened his capacious jaws, and gave vent to an almost silent chuckle.

That does indeed mound strange, returned Foster; how has such a wonderful event been brought about?

By lub, Geoge. Dint I tell you before dat hub am eberyting?

Yes; and my dear old mother told me, long before you did, that love is the fulfilling of the law.

Well, I dun know much about law, xcep dat I blieve its a passel o nonsense, for what wes got here ant o no use  leastwise not for slabes.

But my mother did not refer to human laws, returned Foster. She quoted what the Bible says about Gods laws.

Oh! das a bery diffrent ting, massa, an I spose your mudder was right. Anyway it was lub what obercame Ben-Ahmed. You see, I put it to im bery tender like. Massa, says I, here Is bin wid you night an day for six year, an yous nebber say to me yet, Peter de Great, go out for de day an enjoy youself. Now, massa, I wants to take dat small raskil Geoge Fuster to de town, an show him a few tings asll make him do his work better, an datll make you lub im more, an so well all be more comfrable. Das what I say; an when I was sayin it, I see de wrinkles a-comin round massas eyes, so I feel sure; for wen dem wrinkles come to de eyes, it is all right. An massa, he say, Go  nuffin more; only Go; but ob course das nuff for me, so I hoed; an now  were bof goin.

At this point in the conversation they came to a place where the road forked. Here they met a number of Arabs, hasting towards the town in a somewhat excited frame of mind. Following these very slowly on a mule rode another Arab, whose dignified gravity seemed to be proof against all excitement. He might have been the Dey of Algiers himself, to judge from his bearing and the calm serenity with which he smoked a cigar. Yet neither his occupation nor position warranted his dignified air, for he was merely a seller of oranges, and sat on a huge market-saddle, somewhat in the lady-fashion  side-wise, with the baskets of golden fruit on either side of him.

Going humbly towards this Arab, the negro asked him in Lingua Franca if there was anything unusual going on in the town?

The Arab replied by a calm stare and a puff of smoke as he rode by.

I ope his pride wont bust im, muttered Peter, as he fell behind and rejoined his companion.

Do you think anything has happened, then?

Deres no sayin. Wonderful geese dey is in dis city. Dey seem to tink robbery on the sea is just, an robbery ob de poor an helpless is just; but robbery ob de rich in Algiers  oh! dat awrful wicked! not to be tololerated on no account wasomever. Konsikence is  de poor an de helpless git some ob de strong an de clebber to go on dere side, an den dey bust up, strangle de Dey, rob de Jews, an set up another guvment.

Rob the Jews, Peter! Why do they do that?

Dun know, massa

Please dont call me massa any more, Peter, for Im not massa in any sense  being only your friend and fellow-slave.

Well, I wont, Geoge. Is a-goin to say I spose dey plunder de Jews cause deys got lots o money an got no friends. Eberybody rob de Jews wen deres a big rumpus. But I dont tink deres a row jus now  only a scare.

The scare, if there was one, had passed away when they reached the town. On approaching the Bab-Azoun gate, Peter got ready their passports to show to the guard. As he did so, Foster observed, with a shudder, that shreds of a human carcass were still dangling from the large hooks on the wall.

Suddenly their steps were arrested by a shriek, and several men immediately appeared on the top of the wall, holding fast a struggling victim. But the poor wretchs struggles were vain. He was led to the edge of the wall by four strong men, and not hurled, but dropped over, so that he should not fail to be caught on one of the several hooks below.

Another shriek of terror burst from the man as he fell. It was followed by an appalling yell as one of the hooks caught him under the armpit, passed upwards right through his shoulder and into his jaws, while the blood poured down his convulsed and naked limbs. That yell was the poor mans last. The action of the hook had been mercifully directed, and after a few struggles, the body hung limp and lifeless.

Oh! it is terrible to think of the cruelty that man is capable of practising on his fellows. The sight was enough, one would think, to rouse to indignation a heart of stone, yet the crowds that beheld this did not seem to be much affected by it. True, there were several faces that showed traces of pity, but few words of disapproval were uttered.

Come, come! cried our midshipman, seizing his companion by the arm and dragging him away, let us go. Horrible! They are not men but devils. Come away.

They passed through the gate and along the main street of the city a considerable distance, before Foster could find words to express his feelings, and then he had difficulty in restraining his indignation on finding that the negro was not nearly as much affected as he himself was by the tragedy which they had just witnessed.

Wes used to it, you know, said Peter in self-defence. Is seen em hangin alibe on dem hooks for hours. But dats nuffin to what some on em do. Look dar; you see dat ole man a-sittin ober dere wid de small tings for sale  him whats a-doin nuffin, an sayin nuffin, an almost expectin nuffin? Well, I once saw dat ole man whacked for nuffin  or next to nuffin  on de sole ob his foots, sos he couldnt walk for bout two or tree monts.

They had reached the market-square by that time, and Foster saw that the man referred to was the identical old fellow with the blue coat and hood, the white beard, and the miscellaneous old articles for sale, whom he had observed on his first visit to the square. The old Arab gave Peter the Great a bright look and a cheerful nod as they passed.

He seems to know you, remarked Foster.

Oh yes. He know me. I used to carry him on my back ebery mornin to his place here dat time when he couldnt walk. Bress you! dars lots o peepil knows me here. Come, Ill troduce you to some more friends, an well hab a cup o coffee.

Saying this, he conducted our middy into a perfect labyrinth of narrow streets, through which he wended his way with a degree of certainty that told of intimate acquaintance. Foster observed that he nodded familiarly to many of those who crowded them  to Jews, Arabs, water-carriers, and negroes, as well as to the dignified men who kept little stalls and shops, many of which shops were mere niches in the sides of the houses. So close were the fronts of these houses to each other that in many places they almost met overhead and obscured much of the light.

At last the middy and his friend stopped in front of a stair which descended into what appeared to be a dark cellar. Entering it, they found themselves in a low Arab coffee-house.




Chapter Six.

Our Hero sees the Moors in Several Aspects, and makes a Great Discovery.

Whatever may be said of Mohammedanism as a religion, there can be no question, we should think, that it has done much among the Eastern nations to advance the cause of Temperance.

We make no defence of Mohammed  very much the reverse  but we hold that even a false prophet cannot avoid teaching a certain modicum of truth in his system, and when Mohammed sternly put his foot down upon strong drink, and enforced the principle of total abstinence therefrom, he did signal service to a large portion of the human family. Although, for want of better teaching, Mohammedans cling to many vices, one never sees them howling through the streets in a state of wild ferocity, or staggering homewards in a condition of mild imbecility, from the effects of intoxicating drink.

Instead of entering a low den where riot and revelry, with bad language and quarrelling, might be expected to prevail, George Foster found himself in a small white-washed apartment, where there sat several grave and sedate men, wrapped in the voluminous folds of Eastern drapery, sipping very small cups of coffee, and enjoying very large pipes of tobacco.

The room was merely a cellar, the walls being thickly stuccoed and white-washed, and the ceiling arched; but, although plain, the place was reasonably clean and eminently quiet. The drinkers did not dispute. Conversation flowed in an undertone, and an air of respectability pervaded the whole place.

At the further end of the apartment there was a curious-looking fireplace, which seemed to have been formed without the use of square or plummet, and around which were scattered and hung in comfortable confusion the implements and utensils of cookery. Nothing of the cook was visible except his bare legs and feet, the rest of him being shrouded in a recess. Beside the fireplace an Arab sat cross-legged on a bench, sipping his coffee. Beyond him in a recess another Arab was seated. He appeared to be sewing while he conversed with a negro who stood beside him. Elsewhere, in more or less remote and dim distances, other customers were seated indulging in the prevailing beverage.

You sit down here, Geoge; drink an say noting, but wait for me.

With this admonition Peter the Great whispered a few words to the man who owned the establishment, and hurriedly left the place.

The middy naturally felt a little disconcerted at being thus left alone among strangers, but, knowing that in the circumstances he was absolutely helpless, he wisely and literally obeyed orders. Sitting down on a bench opposite the fire, from which point of observation he could see the entrance-door and all that went on around him, he waited and said nothing until the chief of the establishment presented him with a white cup of coffee, so very small that he felt almost equal to the swallowing of cup and coffee at one gulp. With a gracious bow and Thank you, he accepted the attention, and began to sip. The dignified Arab who gave it to him did not condescend upon any reply, but turned to attend upon his other customers.

Fosters first impulse was to spit out the sip he had taken, for to his surprise the coffee was thick with grounds. He swallowed it, however, and wondered. Then, on taking another sip and considering it, he perceived that the grounds were not as grounds to which he had been accustomed, but were reduced  no doubt by severe pounding  to a pasty condition, which made the beverage resemble chocolate. Coffee-soup! with sugar  but no milk! he muttered, as he tried another sip. This third one convinced him that the ideas of Arabs regarding coffee did not coincide with those of Englishmen, so he finished the cup at the fourth sip, much as he would have taken a dose of physic, and thereafter amused himself with contemplating the other coffee-sippers.

At the time when our hero first arrived at Ben-Ahmeds home, he had been despoiled of his own garments while he was in bed  the slave costume having been left in their place. On application to his friend Peter, however, his pocket-knife, pencil, letters, and a few other things had been returned to him. Thus, while waiting, he was able to turn his time to account by making a sketch of the interior of the coffee-house, to the great surprise and gratification of the negroes there  perhaps, also, of the Moors  but these latter were too reticent and dignified to express any interest by word or look, whatever they might have felt.

He was thus engaged when Peter returned.

Hallo, Geoge! exclaimed the negro, what you bin up to  makin picturs?

Only a little sketch, said Foster, holding it up.

A skitch! repeated Peter, grasping the letter, and holding it out at arms length with the air of a connoisseur, while he compared it with the original. You call dis a skitch? Well! I neber see de like ob dis  no, neber. Its lubly. Deres de kittles an de pots an de jars, an  ha, ha! deres de man wid de  de  wart on is nose! Oh! das fust-rate. Massas awrful fond ob skitchin. He wouldnt sell you now for ten tousand dollars.

Fortunately the Arab with the wart on his nose was ignorant of English, otherwise he might have had some objection to being thus transferred to paper, and brought, as Arabs think, under the power of the evil eye. Before the exact nature of what had been done, however, was quite understood, Peter had paid for the coffee, and, with the amateur artist, had left the place.

Nothing surprises me more, said Foster, as they walked along, than to see such beautiful wells and fountains in streets so narrow that one actually has not enough room to step back and look at them properly. Look at that one now, with the negress, the Moor, and the water-carrier waiting their turn while the little girl fills her water-pot. See what labour has been thrown away on that fountain. What elegance of design, what columns of sculptured marble, and fine tessellated work stuck up where few people can see it, even when they try to.

True, Geoge. De water would run as well out ob a ugly fountain as a pritty one.

But its not that I wonder at, Peter; its the putting of such splendid work in such dark narrow lanes that surprises me. Why do they go to so much expense in such a place as this?

Oh! as to expense, Geoge. Dey dont go to none. You see, we hab no end ob slabes here, ob all kinds, an trades an purfessions, what cost nuffin but a leetle black bread to keep em alibe, an a whackin now an den to make em work. Bress you! dem marble fountains an tings cost the pirits nuffin. Now wes goin up to see the Kasba.

What is that, Peter?

What! you not know what de Kasba am? My, how ignorant you is! De Kasba is de citadl  de fort  where all de money an tings  treasure you call it  am kep safe. Strong place, de Kasba  awrful strong.

Ill be glad to see that, said Foster.

Ho yes. You be glad to see it wid me, returned the negro significantly, but not so glad if you go dere wid chains on you legs an pick or shovel on you shoulder. See  dere dey go!

As he spoke a band of slaves was seen advancing up the narrow street. Standing aside in a doorway to let them pass, Foster saw that the band was composed of men of many nations. Among them he observed the fair hair and blue eyes of the Saxon, the dark complexion and hair of the Spaniard and Italian, and the black skin of the negro  but all resembled each other in their looks and lines of care, and in the weary anxiety and suffering with which every countenance was stamped,  also in the more or less dejected air of the slaves, and the soiled ragged garments with which they were covered.

But if some of the resemblances between these poor creatures were strong, some of their differences were still more striking. Among them were men whose robust frames had not yet been broken down, whose vigorous spirits had not been quite tamed, and whose scowling eyes and compressed lips revealed the fact that they were dangerous. These walked along with clanking chains on their limbs  chains which were more or less weighty, according to the strength and character of the wearer. Others there were so reduced in health, strength, and spirit, that the chain of their own feebleness was heavy enough for them to drag to their daily toil. Among these were some with hollow cheeks and sunken eyes, whose weary pilgrimage was evidently drawing to a close; but all, whether strong or weak, fierce or subdued, were made to tramp smartly up the steep street, being kept up to the mark by drivers, whose cruel whips cracked frequently on the shoulders of the lagging and the lazy.

With a heart that felt as if ready to burst with conflicting emotions, the poor midshipman looked on, clenching his teeth to prevent unwise exclamations, and unclenching his fists to prevent the tendency to commit assault and battery!

This is dreadful, he said, in a low voice, when the gang had passed.

Yes, Geoge, it is drefful  but wes used to it, you know. Come, well foller dis gang.

Keeping about twenty yards behind, they followed the slaves into the Kasba, where they met with no interruption from the guards, who seemed to be well acquainted with Peter the Great, though they did not condescend to notice him, except by a passing glance.

How is it that every one lets you pass so easily? asked Foster, when they had nearly reached the southern wall of the fortress.

Eberybody knows me so well  das one reason, answered the negro, with a grin of self-satisfaction.

Is quite a public krakter in dis yar city, you mus know. Den, anoder ting is, dat our massa am a man ob power. He not got no partikler office in de state, cause he not require it, for hes a rich man, but hes got great power wid de Dey  wes bof got dat!

Indeed; how so?

Stand here, under dis doorway, and I tell you  dis way, where you can see de splendid view ob de whole city an de harbour an sea byond. We kin wait a bit here while de slabes are gittin ready to work. You see de bit ob wall dats damaged dere? Well, deyre goin to repair dat. Well go look at em by-an-by.

As the incident which Peter narrated might prove tedious if given in his own language, we take the liberty of relating it for him.

One fine morning during the previous summer the Dey of Algiers mounted his horse  a fiery little Arab  and, attended by several of his courtiers, cantered away in the direction of the suburb which is now known by the name of Mustapha Supérieur. When drawing near to the residence of Ben-Ahmed the Deys horse became unmanageable and ran away. Being the best horse of the party, the courtiers were soon left far behind. It chanced that Ben-Ahmed and his man, Peter the Great, were walking together towards the city that day. On turning a sharp bend in the road where a high bank had shut out their view they saw a horseman approaching at a furious gallop.

It is the Dey! exclaimed Ben-Ahmed.

So it am! responded Peter.

He cant make the turn of the road and live! cried the Moor, all his dignified self-possession vanishing as he prepared for action.

I will check the horse, he added, in a quick, low voice. You break his fall, Peter. Hell come off on the left side.

Das so, massa, said Peter, as he sprang to the other side of the narrow road.

He had barely done so, when the Dey came thundering towards them.

Stand aside! he shouted as he came on, for he was a fearless horseman and quite collected, though in such peril.

But Ben-Ahmed would not stand aside. Although an old man, he was still active and powerful. He seized the reins of the horse as it was passing, and, bringing his whole weight and strength to bear, checked it so far that it made a false step and stumbled. This had the effect of sending the Dey out of the saddle like a bomb from a mortar, and of hurling Ben-Ahmed to the ground. Ill would it have fared with the Dey at that moment if Peter the Great had not possessed a mechanical turn of mind, and a big, powerful body, as well as a keen, quick eye for possibilities. Correcting his distance in a moment by jumping back a couple of paces, he opened his arms and received the chief of Algiers into his broad black bosom!

The shock was tremendous, for the Dey was by no means a light weight, and Peter the Great went down before it in the dust, while the great man arose, shaken indeed, and confused, but unhurt by the accident.

Ben-Ahmed also arose uninjured, but Peter lay still where he had fallen.

Wen I come-to to myself, continued Peter, on reaching this point in his narrative, de fus ting I tink was dat Id been busted. Den I look up, an I sees our black cook. Shes a nigger, like myself, only a she one.

Hallo, Angelica! says I; wass de matter?

Matter! says she; yous dead  amost, an dey lef you here wid me, wid strik orders to take care ob you.

Das good, says I; an you better look out an obey your orders, else de bowstring bery soon go round your pritty little neck. But tell me, Angelica, who brought me here?

De Dey ob Algiers an all his court, says she, wid a larf dat shut up her eyes an showed what a enormous mout she hab.

Is he all safe, Angelica, says I massa, I mean?

Oh, I tought you meant de Dey! says she. Oh yes; massas all right; nuffinll kill massa, hes tough. And de Dey, hes all right too.

Das good, Angelica, says I, feelin quite sweet, for I was beginnin to remember what had took place.

Yes, das is good, says she; an, Peter, your fortins made!

Das awkard, says I, for I aint got no chest or strong box ready to put it in. But now tell me, Angelica, if my fortins made, will you marry me, an help to spend it?

Yes, I will, says she.

I was so took by surprise, Geoge, when she say dat, I sprung up on one elber, an felled down agin wid a howl, for two o my ribs had been broke.

Neber mind de yells, Angelica, says I, its only my leetle ways. But tell me why you allers refuse me before an accep me now. Is it  de  de fortin? Oh, you should have seen her pout wen I ax dat. Her mout came out about two inch from her face. I could hab kissed it  but for de broken ribs.

No, Peter, for shame! says she, wid rijeous indignation. De fortin hab nuffin to do wid it, but your own noble self-scarifyin bravery in presentin your buzzum to de Dey ob Algiers.

Tank you, Angelica, says I. Das all comfrably settled. Yous a good gall, kiss me now, an go away.

So she gib me a kiss an I turn round an went sweetly to sleep on de back ob dat  for I was awrful tired, an de ribs was creakin badly.

Did you marry Angelica? asked our middy, with sympathetic interest.

Marry her! ob course I did. Two year ago. Don you know its her as cooks all our wittles?

How could I know, Peter, for you never call her anything but cook? But Im glad you have told me, for Ill regard her now with increased respect from this day forth.

Das right, Geoge. You cant pay er too much respec. Now well go an look at de works.

The part of the wall which the slaves were repairing was built of great blocks of artificial stone or concrete, which were previously cast in wooden moulds, left to harden, and then put into their assigned places by slave-labour. As Foster was watching the conveyance of these blocks, it suddenly occurred to him that Hester Sommerss father might be amongst them, and he scanned every face keenly as the slaves passed to and fro, but saw no one who answered to the description given him by the daughter.

From this scrutiny he was suddenly turned by a sharp cry drawn from one of a group who were slowly carrying a heavy stone to its place. The cry was drawn forth by the infliction of a cruel lash on the shoulders of a slave. He was a thin delicate youth with evidences of fatal consumption upon him. He had become faint from over-exertion, and one of the drivers had applied the whip by way of stimulus. The effect on the poor youth was to cause him to stumble, and instead of making him lift better, made him rest his weight on the stone, thus overbalancing it, and bringing it down. In falling the block caught the ankle of the youth, who fell with a piercing shriek to the ground, where he lay in a state of insensibility.

At this a tall bearded man, with heavy fetters on his strong limbs, sprang to the young mans side, went down on his knees, and seized his hand.

Oh! Henri, my son, he cried, in French; but before he could say more a whip touched his back with a report like a pistol-shot, and the torn cotton shirt that he wore was instantly crimsoned with his blood!

The man rose, and, making no more account of his fetters than if they had been straws, sprang like a tiger at the throat of his driver. He caught it, and the eyes and tongue of the cruel monster were protruding from his head before the enraged Frenchman could be torn away by four powerful janissaries. As it was, they had to bind him hand and foot ere they were able to carry him off  to torture, and probably to death. At the same time the poor, helpless form of Henri was borne from the place by two of his fellow-slaves.

Of course a scene like this could not be witnessed unmoved by our midshipman. Indeed he would infallibly have rushed to the rescue of the bearded Frenchman if Peters powerful grip on his shoulder had not restrained him.

Dont be a fool, Geoge, he whispered. Remember, we must submit!

Fortunately for George, the guards around were too much interested in watching the struggle to observe his state of mind, and it is doubtful whether he would have been held back even by the negro if his attention had not at the moment been attracted by a tall man who came on the scene just then with another gang of slaves.

One glance sufficed to tell who the tall man was. Hester Sommerss portrait had been a true one  tall, handsome, strong; and even in the haggard, worn, and profoundly sad face, there shone a little of the sweetness which his daughter had emphasised. There were also the large grey eyes, the Roman nose, the iron-grey hair, moustache, and beard, and the large mouth, although the smile had fled from the face and the lovingness from the eyes. Foster was so sure of the man that, as he drew near to the place where he stood, he stepped forward and whispered Sommers.

The man started and turned pale as he looked keenly at our heros face.

No time to explain, said the middy quickly. Hester is well and safe! See you again! Hope on!

What are you saying there? thundered one of the drivers in Arabic.

What you say to dat feller? you raskil! you white slabe! Come long home! cried Peter the Great, seizing Foster by the collar and dragging him forcibly away, at the same time administering several kicks so violent that his entire frame seemed to be dislocated, while the janissaries burst into a laugh at the big negros seeming fury.

Oh! Geoge, Geoge, continued Peter, as he dragged the middy along, shaking him from time to time, youll be de deaf ob me, an ob yourself too, if you dont larn to submit. An see, too, what a hyperkrite you make me! Is bliged to kick hard, or dey wouldnt blieve me in arnist.

Well, well, Peter, returned our hero, who at once understood his friends ruse to disarm suspicion, and get him away safely, you need not call yourself a hypocrite this time, at all events, for your kicks and shakings have been uncommonly real  much too real for comfort.

Didnt I say I was bleeged to do it? retorted Peter, with a pout that might have emulated that of his wife on the occasion of their engagement. Dyou spose dem raskils don know a real kick from a sham one? I was marciful too, for if Id kicked as I could, dere wouldnt be a whole bone in your carcass at dis momint! Yous got to larn to be grateful, Geoge. Come along.

Conversing thus pleasantly, the white slave and the black left the Kasba together and descended into the town.




Chapter Seven.

The Middy obtains a Decided Advance, and Makes Peter the Great his Confidant.

Many months passed, after the events narrated in the last chapter, before George Foster had the good-fortune to meet again with Hugh Sommers, and several weeks elapsed before he had the chance of another interview with the daughter.

Indeed, he was beginning to despair of ever again seeing either the one or the other, and it required the utmost energy and the most original suggestions of a hopeful nature on the part of his faithful friend to prevent his giving way altogether, and having, as Peter expressed it, anoder fit ob de blues.

At last fortune favoured him. He was busy in the garden one day planting flowers, when Peter came to him and said  

Is got news for you to-day, Geoge.

Indeed, said the middy, with a weary sigh; what may your news be?

You member dat pictur ob de coffee-house in de town what you dood?

Yes, now you mention it, I do, though I had almost forgotten it.

Ah! but I not forgit im! Well, yesterday I tuk it to massa, an he bery much pleased. He say, bring you up to de house, an he gib you some work to do.

I wish, returned Foster, that hed ask me to make a portrait of little Hester Sommers.

You forgit, Geoge, de Moors neber git deir portraits dood. Dey fraid ob de evil eye.

Well, when are we to go up?

Now  I jist come for you.

Throwing down his garden tools, Foster followed the negro to the house, and was ushered into a small chamber, the light of which was rendered soft and mellow by the stained glass windows through which it passed. These windows were exceedingly small  not more than a foot high by eight inches broad  and they were placed in the walls at a height of nine feet or more from the ground. The walls of the room were decorated with richly-coloured tiles, and the floor was of white marble, but the part that attracted our hero most was the ceiling, which was arched, according to Moorish form, and enriched with elaborate designs in stucco  if not in white marble, the difference being difficult to distinguish. On the marble floor lay several shawls, richly embroidered in coloured silk and gold, a pair of small scarlet slippers, covered with gold thread, a thin veil, and several cushions of different sizes. On one of these last reposed a little tame gazelle, whose bright eyes greeted the two slaves with an inquiring look as they entered.

From all these things Foster judged that this was one of the womens apartments, and wondered much that he had been admitted into such a jealously-guarded sanctuary, but relieved his mind by setting it down to that eccentricity for which Ben-Ahmed was noted.

He had just arrived at this conclusion when a door opened, and Ben-Ahmed himself entered with the sketch of the coffee-house in his hand.

Tell him, said the Moor to Peter, that I am much pleased with this drawing, and wish him to make one, a little larger in size, of this room. Let him put into it everything that he sees. He will find paper in that portfolio, and all else that he requires on this ottoman. Let him take time, and do it well. He need not work in the garden while thus employed.

Pointing to the various things to which he referred, the Moor turned and left the apartment.

Now, Geoge, what you tink ob all dat? asked Peter, with a broad grin, when he had translated the Moors orders.

Really I dont know what to think of it. Undoubtedly it is a step upwards, as compared with working in the garden; but then, dont you see, Peter, it will give me much less of your company, which will be a tremendous drawback?

Das well said. Yous kite right. I hab notice from de fus dat you hab a well-constitooted mind, an appruciates de value ob friendship. I lub your smood face, Geoge!

I hope you love more of me than my smooth face, Peter, returned the middy, otherwise your love wont continue, for there are certain indications on my upper lip which assure me that the smoothness wont last long.

Hol your tongue, sar! What you go on jabberin so to me when yous got work to do, sar! said Peter fiercely, with a threatening motion of his fist. Go to work at once, you white slabe!

Our hero was taken aback for a moment by this sudden explosion, but the presence of a negro girl, who had entered softly by a door at his back, at once revealed to him the truth that Peter the Great had donned the garb of the hypocrite. Although unused and very much averse to such costume, he felt compelled in some degree to adopt it, and, bowing his head, not only humbly, but in humiliation, he went silently towards his drawing materials, while the girl placed a tumbler of water on a small table and retired.

Turning round, he found that Peter had also disappeared from the scene.

At first he imagined that the water was meant for his refreshment, but on examining the materials on the ottoman he found a box of water-colour paints, which accounted for its being sent.

Although George Foster had never been instructed in painting, he possessed considerable natural talent, and was intensely fond of the art. It was, therefore, with feelings of delight which he had not experienced for many a day that he began to arrange his materials and set about this new and congenial work.

Among other things he found a small easel, which had a very Anglican aspect about it. Wondering how it had got there, he set it up, with a sheet of paper on it, tried various parts of the room, in order to find out the best position for a picture, and went through that interesting series of steppings back and puttings of the head on one side which seem to be inseparably connected with true art.

While thus engaged in the profound silence of that luxurious apartment, with its dim religious light, now glancing at the rich ceiling, anon at the fair sheet of paper, he chanced to look below the margin of the latter and observed, through the legs of the easel, that the gorgeous eyes of the gazelle were fixed on him in apparent wonder.

He advanced to it at once, holding out a hand coaxingly. The pretty creature allowed him to approach within a few inches, and then bounded from its cushion like a thing of india-rubber to the other end of the room, where it faced about and gazed again.

You gaze well, pretty creature, thought the embryo artist. Perhaps thats the origin of your name! Humph! you wont come to me?

The latter part of his thoughts he expressed aloud, but the animal made no response. It evidently threw the responsibility of taking the initiative on the man.

Our middy was naturally persevering in character. Laying aside his pencil, he sat down on the marble floor, put on his most seductive expression, held out his hand gently, and muttered soft encouragements  such as, Now then, Spunkie, come here, an dont be silly and the like. But Spunkie still stood immovable and gazed.

Then the middy took to advancing in a sitting posture  after a manner known to infants  at the same time intensifying the urbanity of his look and the wheedlement of his tone. The gazelle suffered him to approach until his fingers were within an inch of its nose. There the middy stopped. He had studied animal nature. He was aware that it takes two to love as well as to quarrel. He resolved to wait. Seeing this, the gazelle timidly advanced its little nose and touched his finger. He scratched gently! Spunkie seemed to like it. He scratched progressively up its forehead. Spunkie evidently enjoyed it. He scratched behind its ear, and  the victory was gained! The gazelle, dismissing all fear, advanced and rubbed its graceful head on his shoulder.

Well, you are a nice little beast, said Foster, as he fondled it; whoever owns you must be very kind to you, but I cant afford to waste more time with you. Must get to work.

He rose and returned to his easel while the gazelle trotted to its cushion and lay down  to sleep? perchance to dream?  no, to gaze, as before, but in mitigated wonder.

The amateur painter-slave now applied himself diligently to his work with ever-increasing interest; yet not altogether without an uncomfortable and humiliating conviction that if he did not do it with reasonable rapidity, and give moderate satisfaction, he ran the chance of being whacked if not worse!

Let not the reader imagine that we are drawing the longbow here, and making these Moors to be more cruel than they really were. Though Ben-Ahmed was an amiable specimen, he was not a typical Algerine, for cruelty of the most dreadful kind was often perpetrated by these monsters in the punishment of trivial offences in those days. At the present hour there stands in the great square of Algiers an imposing mosque, which was designed by a Christian slave  an architect  whose head was cut off because he had built it  whether intentionally or accidentally we know not  in the form of a cross!

For some hours Foster worked uninterruptedly with his pencil, for he believed, like our great Turner in his earlier days, (though Turners sun had not yet arisen!) that the preliminary drawing for a picture cannot be too carefully or elaborately done.

After having bumped himself against the wall twice, and tripped over an ottoman once  to the gazelles intense surprise  in his efforts to take an artistic view of his work, Foster at last laid down his pencil, stretched himself to his full height, with his hands in the air by way of relaxation, and was beginning to remember that midday meals were not unknown to man, when the negress before mentioned entered with a small round brass tray on which were two covered dishes. The middy lowered his hands in prompt confusion, for he had not attained to the Moors sublime indifference to the opinion or thought of slaves.

He was about to speak, but checked the impulse. It was wiser to hold his tongue! A kindliness of disposition, however, induced him to smile and nod  attentions which impelled the negress, as she retired, to display her teeth and gums to an extent that no one would believe if we were to describe it.

On examination it was found that one of the dishes contained a savoury compound of rice and chicken, with plenty of butter and other substances  some of which were sweet.

The other dish contained little rolls of bread. Both dishes appeared to Foster to be made of embossed gold  or brass, but he knew and cared not which. Coffee in a cup about the size and shape of an egg was his beverage. While engaged with the savoury and altogether unexpected meal, our hero felt his elbow touched. Looking round he saw the gazelle looking at him with an expression in its beautiful eyes that said plainly, Give me my share.

You shall have it, my dear, said the artist, handing the creature a roll, with which it retired contentedly to its cushion.

Perhaps, thought the youth, as he pensively sipped his coffee, this room may be sometimes used by Hester! It obviously forms part of the seraglio.

Strange old fellow, Ben-Ahmed, to allow men like me to invade such a place.

The thought of the ladies of the harem somehow suggested his mother and sister, and when poor George got upon this pair of rails he was apt to be run away with, and to forget time and place. The reverie into which he wandered was interrupted, however, by the gazelle asking for more. As there was no more, it was fain to content itself with a pat on the head as the painter rose to resume his work.

The drawing was by this time all pencilled in most elaborately, and the middy opened the water-colour box to examine the paints. As he did so, he again remarked on the familiar English look of the materials, and was about to begin rubbing down a little of one of the cakes  moist colours had not been invented  when he observed some writing in red paint on the back of the palette. He started and flushed, while his heart beat faster, for the writing was, Expect me. Rub this out. H.S.

What could this mean? H.S? Hester Sommers of course. It was simple  too simple. He wished for more  like the gazelle. Like it, too, he got no more. After gazing at the writing, until every letter was burnt into his memory, he obeyed the order and rubbed it out. Then, in a disturbed and anxious frame of mind, he tried to paint, casting many a glance, not only at his subject, but at the two doors which opened into the room.

At last one of the doors opened  not the one he happened to be looking at, however. He started up, overturned his stool, and all but knocked down the easel, as the negress re-entered to remove the refreshment-tray. She called to the gazelle as she went out. It bounded lightly after her, and the young painter was left alone to recover his composure.

Ass that I am! he said, knitting his brows, clenching his teeth, and putting a heavy dab of crimson-lake on the ceiling!

At that moment the other door opened, yet so gently and slightly that he would not have observed it but for the sharp line of light which it let through. Determined not to be again taken by surprise, he became absorbed in putting little unmeaning lines round the dab of lake  not so busily, however, as to prevent his casting rapid furtive glances at the opening door.

Gradually something white appeared in the aperture  it was a veil. Something blue  it was an eye. Something quite beyond description lovely  it was Hester herself, looking  if such be conceivable  like a scared angel!

Oh, Mr Foster! she exclaimed, in a half-whisper, running lightly in, and holding up a finger by way of caution, I have so longed to see you

So have I, interrupted the delighted middy. Dear H  ah  Miss Sommers, I mean, I felt sure that  that  this must be your room  no, whats its name? boudoir; and the gazelle

Yes, yes  oh! never mind that, interrupted the girl impatiently. My father  darling father!  any news of him.

Blushing with shame that he should have thought of his own feelings before her anxieties, Foster dropped the little hand which he had already grasped, and hastened to tell of the meeting with her father in the Kasba  the ease with which he had recognised him from her description, and the few hurried words of comfort he had been able to convey before the slave-driver interfered.

Tears were coursing each other rapidly down Hesters cheeks while he was speaking; yet they were not tears of unmingled grief.

Oh, Mr Foster! she said, seizing the middys hand, and kissing it, how shall I ever thank you?

Before she could add another word, an unlucky touch of Fosters heel laid the easel, with an amazing clatter, flat on the marble floor! Hester bounded through the doorway more swiftly than her own gazelle, slammed the door behind her, and vanished like a vision.

Poor Foster! Although young and enthusiastic, he was not a coxcomb. The thrill in the hand that had been kissed told him plainly that he was hopelessly in love! But a dull weight on his heart told him, he thought as plainly, that Hester was not in the same condition.

Dear child! he said, as he slowly gathered up the drawing materials, if that innocent, transparent, almost infantine creature had been old enough to fall in love she would sooner have hit me on the nose with her lovely fist than have kissed my great ugly paw  even though she was overwhelmed with joy at hearing about her father.

Having replaced the easel and drawing, he seated himself on an ottoman, put his elbows on his knees, laid his forehead in his hands, and began to meditate aloud.

Yes, he said, with a profound sigh, I love her  thats as clear as daylight; and she does not love me  thats clearer than daylight. Unrequited love! Thats what Ive come to! Nevertheless, Im not in wild despair. Hows that? I dont want to shoot or drown myself. Hows that? On the contrary, I want to live and rescue her. I could serve or die for that child with pleasure  without even the reward of a smile! There must be something peculiar here. Is it  can it be Platonic love? Of course that must be it. Yes, Ive often heard and read of that sort of love before. I know it now, and  and  I rather like it!

You dont look as if you did, Geoge, said a deep voice beside him.

George started up with a face of scarlet.

Peter! he exclaimed fiercely, did you hear me speak? What did you hear?

Halo! Geoge, dont squeeze my arm so! Yous hurtin me. I hear you say someting bout plotummik lub, but what sort o lub that may be is moren I kin tell.

Are you sure that is all you  But come, Peter, I should have no secrets from you. The truth is, (he whispered low here), I have seen Hester Sommers  here, in this room, not half an hour ago  and  and I feel that I am hopelessly in love with her  Platonically, that is  but I fear you wont understand what that means

The midshipman stopped abruptly. For the first time since they became acquainted he saw a grave expression of decided disapproval on the face of his sable friend.

Geoge, said Peter solemnly, you tell me you hab took vantage ob bein invited to your masters house to make lub  plo  plotummikilly or oderwise  to your masters slabe?

No, Peter, I told you nothing of the sort. The meeting with Hester was purely accidental  at least it was none of my seeking  and I did not make love to her

Did she make lub to you, Geoge  plo  plotummikilly.

Certainly not. She came to ask about her poor father, and I saw that she is far too young to think of falling in love at all. What I said was that I have fallen hopelessly in love, and that as I cannot hope that she will ever be  be mine, I have made up my mind to love her hopelessly, but loyally, to the end of life, and serve or die for her if need be.

Oh! das all right, Geoge. If dats what you calls plo  plotummik lub  lub away, my boy, as hards you kin. Same time, Is not kite so sure dat shes too young to hub. An tings aint allers as hopeless as dey seems. But now, whats dis you bin do here? My! How pritty. Oh! das real bootiful. But whats you got in de ceiling  de sun, eh?

He pointed to the dab of crimson-lake.

Foster explained that it was merely a bit of colour.

Ob course! A cow wid half an eye could see dat!

Well  but I mean  its a sort of  a kind of  tone to paint up to.

Hm! das strange now. I dont hear no sound nowhar!

Well, then, its a shadow, Peter.

Geoge, said the negro, with a look of surprise, I do tink your plo-plotummik lub hab disagreed wid you. Come long to de kitchen an hab your supper  its all ready.

So saying, he went off with his friend and confidant to the culinary region, which was also the salle à manger of the slaves.




Chapter Eight.

A Severe Trial  Secret Communication under Difficulties, and Sudden Flight.

The devotion of our middy to the fine arts was so satisfactory in its results that Ben-Ahmed set him to work at various other apartments in his dwelling when the first drawing was nearly finished.

We say nearly finished, because, owing to some unaccountable whim, the Moor would not allow the first drawing to be completed. When Foster had finished a painting of the central court his master was so pleased with the way in which he had drawn and coloured the various shrubs and flowers which grew there, that he ordered him forthwith to commence a series of drawings of the garden from various points of view. In one of these Foster introduced such a life-like portrait of Peter the Great that Ben-Ahmed was charmed, and immediately gave orders to have most of his slaves portrayed while engaged in their various occupations.

In work of this kind many months were spent, for Foster was a painstaking worker. He finished all his paintings with minute care, having no capacity for off-hand or rapid sketching. During this period the engrossing nature of his work  of which he was extremely fond  tended to prevent his mind from dwelling too much on his condition of slavery, but it was chiefly the knowledge that Hester Sommers was under the same roof, and the expectation that at any moment he might encounter her, which reconciled him to his fate, and even made him cheerful under it.

But as week after week passed away, and month after month, without even a flutter of her dress being seen by him, his heart failed him again, and he began to fear that Ben-Ahmeds son Osman might have returned and carried her off as his bride, or that she might have been sold to some rich Moor  even to the Dey himself! Of course his black friend comforted him with the assurance that Osman had not returned, and that Ben-Ahmed was not the man to sell a slave he was fond of; but such assurances did not afford him much comfort. His mind was also burdened with anxiety about his mother and sister.

He was sitting one day while in this state at an angle of the garden trying to devote his entire mind to the portrayal of a tree-fern, and vainly endeavouring to prevent Hester Sommers from coming between him and the paper, when he was summoned to attend upon Ben-Ahmed. As this was an event of by no means uncommon occurrence, he listlessly gathered up his materials and went into the house.

He found the Moor seated cross-legged on a carpet, smoking his hookah, with only a negress in attendance. His easel, he found, was already placed, and, to his surprise, he observed that the original drawing with which his career as a painter had commenced was placed upon it.

I wish you to finish that picture by introducing a figure, said Ben-Ahmed, with solemn gravity.

He spoke in Lingua Franca, which Foster understood pretty well by that time.

It now became evident to him why the drawing of the room had been left unfinished, and he thought it probable that modesty  or, perhaps, a difficulty in overcoming the Moslems dislike to being transferred to canvas at all  had caused the delay.

In what attitude do you wish to be painted? asked the middy, as he moved the easel a little, and took a professional, head-on-one-side look at his subject.

In no attitude, returned the Moor gravely.

Pardon me, said Foster in surprise. Did you not say that  that

I said that I wish you to finish the drawing by introducing a figure, returned Ben-Ahmed, taking a long draw at the hookah.

Just so  and may I ask

The figure, resumed the Moor, taking no notice of the interruption, is to be one of my women slaves.

Here he turned his head slightly and gave a brief order to the negress in waiting, who retired by the door behind her.

The middy stood silent for a minute or so, lost in wonder and expectation, when another door opened and a female entered. She was gorgeously dressed, and closely veiled, so that her face was entirely concealed; nevertheless, George Fosters heart seemed to bound into his throat and half choke him, for he knew the size, air, and general effect of that female as well as if she had been his own mother.

The Moor rose, led her to a cushion, and bade her sit down. She did so with the grace of Venus, and then the Moor removed her veil  looking fixedly at the painter as he did so.

But the middy had recovered self-possession by that time. He was surprised as well as deeply concerned to observe that Hesters beautiful face was very pale, and her eyes were red and swollen, as if from much crying, but not a muscle in his stolid countenance betrayed the slightest emotion. He put his head a little to one side, in the orthodox manner, and looked steadily at her. Then he looked at his painting and frowned as if considering the best spot in which to place this figure. Then he began to work.

Meanwhile the Moor sat down to smoke in such a position that he could see both painter and sitter.

It was a severe test of our middys capacity to act the hyperkrite! His heart was thumping at his ribs like a sledge-hammer anxious to get out. His hand trembled so that he could scarcely draw a line, and he was driven nearly mad with the necessity of presenting a calm, thoughtful exterior when the effervescence within, as he afterwards admitted, almost blew his head off like a champagne cork.

By degrees he calmed down, ceased breaking the point of his pencil, and used his india-rubber less frequently. Then he took to colour and the brush, and here the tide began to turn in his favour. Such a subject surely never before sat to painter since the world began! He became engrossed in his work. The eyes became intent, the hand steady, the heart regular, the whole man intense, while a tremendous frown and compressed lips told that he meant business!

Not less intense was the attention of the Moor. Of course we cannot tell what his thoughts were, but it seemed not improbable that his eccentric recklessness in violating all his Mohammedan habits and traditions as to the seclusion of women, by thus exposing Hester to the gaze of a young infidel, had aroused feelings of jealousy and suspicion, which were not natural to his kindly and un-Moorish cast of soul.

But while young Foster was employed in the application of his powers to energetic labour, the old Moor was engaged in the devotion of his powers to the consumption of smoke. The natural results followed. While the painter became more and more absorbed, so as to forget all around save his sitter and his work, the Moor became more and more devoted to his hookah, till he forgot all around save the soporific influences of smoke. An almost oppressive silence ensued, broken only by the soft puffing of Ben-Ahmeds lips, and an occasional change in the attitude of the painter. And oh! how earnestly did that painter wish that Ben-Ahmed would retire  even for a minute  to give him a chance of exchanging a word or two with his subject.

But the Moor was steady as a rock. Indeed he was too steady, for the curtains of his eyes suddenly fell, and shut in the owlish glare with which he had been regarding the middy. At the same moment a sharp click and clatter sent an electric thrill to the hearts of all. The Moors mouthpiece had fallen on the marble floor! Ben-Ahmed picked it up and replaced it with severe gravity, yet a faint flicker of red in his cheek, and a very slight air of confusion, showed that even a magnificent Moor objects to be caught napping by his slaves.

This incident turned Fosters thoughts into a new channel. If the Moor should again succumb to the demands of nature  or the influence of tobacco  how could he best make use of the opportunity? It was a puzzling question. To speak  in a whisper or otherwise  was not to be thought of. Detection would follow almost certainly. The dumb alphabet would have been splendid, though dangerous, but neither he nor Hester understood it. Signs might do. He would try signs, though he had never tried them before. What then? Did not Never venture, never win, Faint heart never won, etcetera, and a host of similar proverbs assure him that a midshipman, of all men, should never say die.

A few minutes more gave him the chance. Again the mouthpiece fell, but this time it dropped on the folds of the Moors dress, and in another minute steady breathing told that Ben-Ahmed was in the land of Nod  if not of dreams.

A sort of lightning change took place in the expressions of the young people. Hesters face beamed with intelligence. Fosters blazed with mute interrogation. The little maid clasped her little hands, gazed upwards anxiously, looked at the painter entreatingly, and glanced at the Moor dubiously.

Foster tried hard to talk to her only with his eyes. He even added some amazing motions of the lips which were meant to convey Whats the matter with you? but they conveyed nothing, for Hester only shook her head and looked miserable.

A mild choke at that moment caused the maid to fall into statuesque composure, and the painter to put his frowning head tremendously to one side as he stepped back in order to make quite sure that the last touch was really equal, if not superior, to Michael Angelo himself!

The Moor resumed his mouthpiece with a suspicious glance at both slaves, and Foster, with the air of a man who feels that Michael was fairly overthrown, stepped forward to continue his work. Truly, if Peter the Great had been there at the time he might have felt that he also was fairly eclipsed in his own particular line!

Foster now became desperate, and his active mind began to rush wildly about in quest of useful ideas, while his steady hand pursued its labour until the Moor smoked himself into another slumber.

Availing himself of the renewed opportunity, the middy wrapped a small piece of pencil in a little bit of paper, and, with the reckless daring of a man who had boarded a pirate single-handed, flung it at his lady-love.

His aim was true  as that of a midshipman should be. The little bomb struck Hester on the nose and fell into her lap. She unrolled it quickly, and an expression of blank disappointment was the result, for the paper was blank and she had expected a communication. She looked up inquiringly, and beaming intelligence displaced the blank when she saw that Foster made as though he were writing large text on his drawing. She at once flattened the bit of paper on her knee  eyeing the Moor anxiously the while  and scribbled a few words on the paper.

A loud cough from Foster, followed by a violent sneeze, caused her to crush the paper in her hand and again become intensely statuesque. Prompt though she was, this would not have saved her from detection if the violence of Fosters sneeze had not drawn the Moors first glance away from her and towards himself.

Pardon me, said the middy, with a deprecatory air, a sneeze is sometimes difficult to repress.

Does painting give Englishmen colds? asked the Moor sternly.

Sometimes it does  especially if practised out of doors in bad weather, returned Foster softly.

Hm! That will do for to-day. You may return to your painting in the garden. It will, perhaps, cure your cold. Go! he added, turning to Hester, who immediately rose, pushed the paper under the cushion on which she had been sitting, and left the room with her eyes fixed on the ground.

As the cat watches the mouse, Foster had watched the girls every movement while he bent over his paint-box. He saw where she put the paper. In conveying his materials from the room, strange to say, he slipped on the marble floor, close to the cushion, secured the paper as he rose, and, picking up his scattered things with an air of self-condemnation, retired humbly  yet elated  from the presence-chamber.

Need we say that in the first convenient spot he could find he eagerly unrolled the paper, and read  

I am lost! Oh, save me! Osman has come! I have seen him! Hateful! He comes to-morrow to

The writing ended abruptly.

My hideous sneeze did that! growled Foster savagely. But if I had been a moment later Ben-Ahmed might have  well, well; no matter. She must be saved. She shall be saved!

Having said this, clenched his teeth and hands, and glared, he began to wonder how she was to be saved. Not being able to arrive at any conclusion on this point, he went off in search of his friend Peter the Great.

He found that worthy man busy mending a rake in a tool-house, and in a few eager words explained how matters stood. At first the negro listened with his wonted, cheerful smile and helpful look, which hitherto had been a sort of beacon-light to the poor midshipman in his troubles, but when he came to the piece of paper and read its contents the smile vanished.

Osman home! he said. If Osman come back its a black look-out for poor Hester! And the paper says to-morrow, cried Foster; to take her away and marry her, no doubt. Peter, I tell you, she must be saved to-night! You and I must save her. If you wont aid me I will do it alone  or die in the attempt.

Geoge, if you was to die a tousan times dat wouldnt sabe her. You know de Kasba?

Yes, yes  go on!

Well, if you was to take dat on your shoulders an pitch im into de sea, dat wouldnt sabe her.

Yes it would, you faint-hearted nigger! cried the middy, losing all patience, for if I could do that Id be able to wring the neck of every pirate in Algiers  and Id do it too!

Now, Geoge, keep cool. Is ony pintin out what you cant do; but praps someting may be done. Yes, (he struck his forehead with his fist, as if to clinch a new idea), yes, I knows! Is hit it!

What! cried Foster eagerly.

Dat yous got nuffin to do wid, returned the negro decisively. You must know noting, understand noting, hear an see noting, for if you do youll be whacked to deaf. Bery likely youll be whacked anyhow, but dat not so bad. You must just shut your eyes an mout an trust all to me. You understand, Geoge?

I think I do, said the relieved middy, seizing the negros right hand and wringing it gratefully. Bless your black face! I trust you from the bottom of my soul.

It was, indeed, a source of immense relief to poor Foster that his friend not only took up the matter with energy, but spoke in such a cheery, hopeful tone, for the more he thought of the subject the more hopeless did the case of poor Hester Sommers appear. He could of course die for her  and would, if need were  but this thought was always followed by the depressing question, What good would that do to her?

Two hours after the foregoing conversation occurred Peter the Great was seated in a dark little back court in a low coffee-house in one of the darkest, narrowest, and most intricate streets of Algiers. He sat on an empty packing-box. In front of him was seated a stout negress, in whom an Ethiopian might have traced some family likeness to Peter himself.

Now, Dinah, said he, continuing an earnest conversation which had already lasted for some time, you understand de case properly  eh?

Ob course I does, said Dinah.

Well, den, you must go about it at once. Not a minute to lose. Youll find me at de gardin door. Ill let you in. You know who yous got to sabe, an you must find out your own way to sabe her, an  now, hol your tongue! Yous just a-goin to speak  I must know nuffin. Don tell me one word about it. Yous a cleber woman, Dinah.

Yes, my brudder. I wasnt born yesterday  no, nor yet the day before.

An, Samson, will you trust him?

My husband is as good as gold. I trust him wid eberyting! replied this pattern wife.

An Youssef  what ob him?

Hes moren tree quarters blind. Kin see noting, an understans less.

Dinah, yous a good woman, remarked her appreciative brother, as he rose to depart. Now, remember, dis am de most important job you an I hab had to do since we was took by de pirits out ob de same ship. An I do tink de Lord hab bin bery good to us, for Hes gin us good massas at last, though we had some roughish ones at fust. Foller me as quick as you can.

Dinah, being a warm-hearted woman, and very sympathetic, did not waste time. She reached Ben-Ahmeds villa only half an hour later than her [image: img158.jpg]brother, with a basket of groceries and other provisions that Peter had purchased in town. Peter took care that the young negress, whom we have already introduced as an attendant in the house, should be sent to receive the basket, and Dinah took care that she should not return to the house until she had received a bouquet of flowers to present to the young English girl in the harem. Inside of this bouquet was a little note written by Peter. It ran thus  

Tri an git owt to de gardin soons yoo kan.

When Hester Sommers discovered this note, the first ray of hope entered into her fluttering heart, and she resolved to profit by it.

Meanwhile, Dinah, instead of quitting the place after delivering her basket, hid herself in the shrubbery. It was growing dark by that time, and Peter made a noisy demonstration of sending one of the slaves to see that the garden gate was locked for the night. Thereafter he remained all the rest of the evening in his own apartments in pretty loud conversation with the slaves.

Suddenly there was a cry raised, and several slaves belonging to the inner household rushed into the outer house with glaring eyes, shouting that the English girl could not be found.

Not in de house? cried Peter, starting up in wild excitement.

No  nowhar in de house!

To de gardin, quick! shouted Peter, leading the way, while Ben-Ahmed himself, with undignified haste, joined in the pursuit.

Lanterns were lighted, and were soon flitting like fireflies all over the garden, but no trace of the fugitive was found. Peter entered into the search with profound interest, being as yet utterly ignorant of the method of escape devised by his sister. Suddenly one of the slaves discovered it. A pile of empty casks, laid against the wall in the form of a giant staircase, showed how Hester had climbed, and a crushed bush on the other side testified to her mode of descent.

Ben-Ahmed and Peter ran up to the spot together. Dey cant hab gone far, massa. You want de horses, eh? asked the latter.

Yes. Two horses, quick!

Peter went off to the stables in hot haste, remarking as he ran  

What a hyperkrite I is, to be sure!




Chapter Nine.

Hester introduced to a New Home and New Friends under Peculiar Circumstances, and a New Name.

Long before their flight was discovered Hester Sommers and Dinah had penetrated into a dense thicket, where the negress proceeded to produce a wonderful metamorphosis.

Now, my dear, she said, hastily undoing a large bundle which she carried, while Hester, panting and terrified, sat down on the grass beside her, dont you be frighted. Is your frind. Is Dinah, de sister ob Peter de Great, an de frind also ob Geoge. So you make your mind easy.

My mind is quite easy, said Hester; and even if you were not Peters sister, Id trust you, because of the tone of your kind voice. But who is Geoge?

Dinah opened her eyes very wide at this question, for Peter had already enlightened her mind a little as to the middys feelings towards Hester.

You not know Geoge? she asked.

Never heard of him before, Dinah.

Geoge Foster?

Oh, I understand! It was your way of pronouncing his name that puzzled me, returned the girl, with a faint smile. Im glad you are his friend, too, poor fellow!

Well, you is a babby! exclaimed Dinah, who had been mixing up what appeared to be black paint in a wooden bowl. Now, look yar, dont you be frighted. Its a matter ob life an deaf, you know, but Is your frind! Jest you do zackly what I tells you.

Yes, Dinah, said Hester, alarmed, notwithstanding, by the earnestness and solemnity of her new friend, what am I to do?

You come yar, an dont moob whateber I does to you. Dere, Is goin to make you a nigger!

She applied a large brush to Hesters forehead, and drew it thence down her left cheek, under her chin, up the right cheek, and back to the starting point, thus producing a black band or circle two inches broad.

Now shut your bootiful eyes, she said, and proceeded to fill up the circle.

In a quarter of an hour Hester was as black as the ace of spades  neck, hands, and arms, as well as face  her fair hair was effectually covered and concealed by a cotton kerchief, and then her dress was changed for the characteristic costume of negro women.

Now your own mudder wouldnt know you, said Dinah, stepping back to survey her work, and, strange to say, putting her black head quite artistically a little on one side. Yous amost as good-lookin as myself  if you was ony a little fatter. Now, mind, yous a dumb gal! Cant speak a word. Dont forgit dat. An your names Geogiana. Come along.

Leaving her fine clothes concealed in a deep hole, Hester followed her companion as fast as she could. On returning to the road Dinah took her friend by the hand and helped her to run for a considerable distance. Then they walked, and then ran again, until poor Hester was almost exhausted.

Resuming their walk after a short rest, they gained the main road and met with several people, who paid no attention to them whatever, much to Hesters relief, for she had made sure of being detected. At last they reached the city gate, which was still open, as the sun had not yet set. Passing through unchallenged, Dinah at once dived into a maze of narrow streets, and, for the first time since starting, felt comparatively safe.

Fortunately for the success of their enterprise, the negress costume fitted loosely, so that the elegance of Hesters form was not revealed, and her exhaustion helped to damage the grace of her carriage!

Now, dearie, you come in yar an rest a bit, said Dinah, turning into a dark cellar-like hole, from which issued both sounds and smells that were not agreeable. It was the abode of one of Dinahs friends  also a negress  who received her with effusive goodwill.

Retiring to the coal-hole  or some such dark receptacle  Dinah held her friend in conversation for about a quarter of an hour, during which time several hearty Ethiopian chuckles were heard to burst forth. Then, returning to the cellar, Dinah introduced her friend to Hester as Missis Lilly, and Hester to Missis Lilly as Miss Geogiana.

Wondering why her friend had selected for her the name  if she remembered rightly  of one of Blue Beards wives, Hester bowed, and was about to speak when Dinah put her flat nose close to hers and sternly said, Dumb.

Moreober, she continued, you mustnt bow like a lady, or youll be diskivered mediately. You must bob. Sally!

This last word was shouted. The instant effect was the abrupt stoppage of one of the disagreeable sounds before referred to  a sound as of pounding  and the appearance of a black girl who seemed to rise out of a pit in the floor at the darkest end of the cellar.

Sally, show dis yar stoopid gal how to bob.

The girl instantly broke off, so to speak, at the knees for a moment, and then came straight again.

Now, Geogiana, you bob.

Hester entered into the spirit of the thing and broke off admirably, whereat Dinah and Lilly threw back their heads and shook their sides with laughter. Sally so far joined them as to show all her teeth and gums. Otherwise she was expressionless.

Now you come yar wid me into dis room, said Dinah, taking Hesters hand and heading her along a passage which was so profoundly dark that the very walls and floor were invisible. Turning suddenly to the left, Dinah advanced a few paces and stood still.

You stop where you is, Geogiana, till I gits a light. Dont stir, she said, and left her.

A feeling of intense horror began to creep over the poor girl when she was thus left alone in such a horrible place, and she began almost to regret that she had forsaken the comfortable home of the Moor, and to blame herself for ingratitude. In her agony she was about to call aloud to her negro friend not to forsake her, when the words, Call upon Me in the time of trouble, occurred to her, and, falling on her knees, she cast herself upon God.

She was not kept waiting long. Only a minute or two had elapsed when Dinah returned with a candle and revealed the fact that they stood in a small low-roofed room, the brick floor of which was partially covered with casks, packing-cases, and general lumber.

Dis am to be your room, Geogiana, said her friend, holding the candle over her head and surveying the place with much satisfaction.

Poor Hester shuddered.

It is an awful place, she said faintly.

Yes, it am a awrful good place, said Dinah, with satisfaction. Not easy to find you yar; an if dey did git dis lengt widout breakin dere legs, deres a nice leetil hole yar what you could git in an larf to youself.

She led the poor girl to the other end of the room, where, in a recess, there was a boarded part of the wall. Removing one of the boards, she disclosed an opening.

Das a small hole, Geogiana, but its big enough to hold you, an when yous inside youve ony got to pull de board into its place, and fix it  so.

Setting down the candle, the woman stepped into the hole, and went through the performance that would devolve upon Hester in case of emergency.

But why leave me here at all? pleaded Hester, when Dinah had exhausted her eulogy of the hiding-place. Why not take me to your own home?

Cause its not so safe as dis, answered Dinah. Praps in time you may come dere  not now. Moreober, Missis Lilly is a fuss-rate creetur, most as good as myself, if her temper was a leetil more eavenly. But shes a winged serubim wid dem as dont rile er, an shell be awrful good to you for my sake an Peters. You see, we was all on us took by the pints at de same time, and were all Christns but ob course we dont say much about dat yar!

And am I to be always dumb  never to speak at all? asked Hester, in a rather melancholy tone.

Oh! no  bress you! Its ony when youre in de front or outside dat yous dumb. When yous back yar you may speak to Lilly an Sally much as you like, ony not too loud; an keep your eyes open, an your ears sharp always. If you dont its lost you will be. Dont forgit Osman!

Hester shuddered again; said that she would never forget Osman, and would be as careful and attentive to orders as possible.

An deyll gib you a little work to do  not much  ony a little. When peepil speak to you, just point to your ears and mout, an shake your head. Das enuff. Dey wont boder you arter dat. Now, dearie, I must go. Ill come an see you sometimes  neber fear. Whats to become ob you in de long-runs moren I kin tell, for its Peter de Great asll hab to settle dat kestion. Yous in his hands. I knows noting, so youll hab to be patient.

Patient, indeed! Little did that poor painted slave think what demands would yet be made upon her patience. Full two months elapsed before she again saw Peter, or heard anything about Ben-Ahmed and her former friends at Mustapha!

Meanwhile, Dinah having departed, she wisely set herself to make the most of her new friends.

Mrs Lilly she soon found to be quite as amiable as Dinah had described her. She and Sally were slaves to the Moor who dwelt in the house which formed the superstructure of their cellars; but, unlike white slaves, they were allowed a good deal of personal liberty; first, because there was no danger of their running away, as they had no place to run to; second, because their master wanted them to buy and sell vegetables and other things, in order that he might reap the profit; and, last, because, being an easy-going man, the said master had no objection to see slaves happy as long as their happiness did not interfere in any way with his pleasure.

Now, Geogiana, said Mrs Lilly, in the course of their first conversation, my massa he neber come down yar, nor trouble his head about us, as longs I take him a leetle money ebery day, an nobody else hab got a right to come, so yous pretty safe if dey dont send de janissaries to make a sarch  an if dey do, you know whar to go. Ill tell massa we make more money if I gits anoder slabe-gal, an hell agree, for he agrees to eberyting ob dat sort! Den hell forgit all about it, an den you an Sally kin go about town what you like.

But I fear, Mrs Lilly, that I wont be able to help you to make more money, objected Hester timidly.

Oh yes, you will. Youll larn to broider de red an blue slippers. Das pay well when neatly done, an I kin see by de shape ob your fingers you do it neatly. Yous hungry now, I darsay, so go to work at your grub, an den Ill show you what to do.

Somewhat comforted by the kindly tone and motherly bearing of Mrs Lilly, Hester went into one of the dark cellar-like rooms of the interior of her new home, and found it to be a sort of kitchen, which borrowed its light from the outer room by means of a convenient wall that was white-washed for the purpose of transmitting it. This reflector was not an eminent success, but it rendered darkness visible. At the time we write of, however, the sun having set, the kitchen was lighted by a smoky oil-lamp of classic form and dimness. Here she found Sally busy with her evening meal.

Sally was apparently about as little of a human being as was consistent with the possession of a human form and the power of speech. Most of her qualities seemed to be negative  if we may say so. She was obviously not unamiable; she was not unkind; and she was not sulky, though very silent. In fact, she seemed to be the nearest possible approach to a human nonentity. She may be described as a black maid-of-all-work, but her chief occupation was the pounding of roasted coffee-beans. This operation she performed in the pit in the floor before mentioned, which may be described as a hole, into which you descended by four steps from the front room. As the front room itself was below the level of the street, it follows that the pit penetrated considerably deeper into the bowels of the earth. In this pit Sally laboured hard, almost day and night, pounding the coffee-beans in an iron mortar, with an iron pestle so heavy that she had to stand up and use it with both hands. She had got into the habit of relieving herself by an audible gasp each time she drove the pestle down. It was not a necessary gasp, only a remonstrative one, as it were, and conveyed more to the intelligent listener than most of the girls average conversation did. This gasp was also one of the disagreeable sounds which had saluted the ears of Hester on her first entrance into the new home.

Mrs Lilly is very kind, said Hester, as she sat down at a small table beside her fellow-slave.

Sally stopped eating for a moment and stared. Supposing that she had not understood the remark, Hester repeated it.

Yes, assented Sally, and then stopped the vocal orifice with a huge wooden spoonful of rice.

Judging that her companion wished to eat in undisturbed silence, Hester helped herself to some rice, and quietly began supper. Sally eyed her all the time, but was too busy feeding herself to indulge in speech. At last she put down her spoon with a sigh of satisfaction, and said, Das good! with such an air of honest sincerity that Hester gave way to an irresistible laugh.

Yes, it is very good indeed. Did you cook it? asked Hester, anxious to atone for her impoliteness.

Yes. I cook im. I do all de cookin in dis yar ouse  an most ob de eatin too.

By the way, Sally, what is it that you keep pounding so constantly in that  that hole off the front room?

Coffee, answered Sally, with a nod.

Indeed! Surely not the household coffee. You cannot drink such a quantity!

Sally stared for a minute; then opened her mouth, shut her eyes, threw back her head, and chuckled.

No, she said, with sudden gravity; if we drinkd it all wed all bust right off. I pounds it, Missis Lilly sells it, an massa pockets de money.

Do you pound much? asked Hester, in a tone of sympathy.

Oh! housefuls, said Sally, opening her eyes wide. Gin at daylight  work till dark, cept when doin oder tings. De Moors drink it. Awrful drinkers am de Moors. Mornin, noon, an night dey swill leetle cups ob coffee. Das de reason deys all so brown.

Indeed? I never heard before that the brown-ness of their complexion was owing to that. Are you sure?

Oh yes; kite sure. Coffee comes troo de skin  das it, returned Sally, with perfect confidence of tone and manner.

Suddenly she was smitten with a new idea, and stared for some time at her fellow-slave. At last she got it out.

Missis Lilly say dat yous dumb. How kin you speak so well if yous dumb?

Poor Hester was greatly perplexed. She did not know how far her companion had been let into the secret reason of her being there, and was afraid to answer. At last she made up her mind.

I am not really dumb, you know; I have only to be dumb when in the street, or when any visitor is in the house here; but when alone with Mrs Lilly or you I am allowed to speak low.

A gleam of intelligence beamed on the black girls face as she said, No, yous not dumb. Moreober, yous not black!

Oh, Sally! exclaimed Hester, in quite a frightened tone; how did you find that out?

Hasnt I got eyes an ears? demanded Sally. Your voice aint nigger, your plexion aint nigger, an your mout an nose aint nigger. Does you tink Sallys an ass?

No, indeed, I am sure you are not; but  but, you  you wont betray me, Sally?

Whas dat?

You wont tell upon me? Oh, you cant think what dreadful punishment I shall get if I am found out! You wont tell on me, dear Sally  wont you not? entreated Hester, with tears in her eyes.

Dere, stop dat! Dont cry! Das wuss dan speakin, for de tearzll wash all de black off your face! Tell on you? Dee see dat?

Hester certainly did see dat, for Sally had suddenly protruded we fear to say how many inches of red flesh from her mouth.

I cut dat off wid de carvin-knife sooner dan tell on you, for yous my frind, because Peter de Great am your frind. But you muss be dumb  dumb as you kin, anyhow  an you mus neber  neber cry!

The earnestness of this remark caused Hester to laugh even when on the verge of weeping, so she grasped Sallys hand and shook it warmly, thus cementing the friendship which had so auspiciously begun.

After the meal Mrs Lilly took her lodger into the front room and gave her embroidery work to do. She found it by no means difficult, having learned something like it during her residence with Ben-Ahmeds household. At night she retired to the dark lumber-room, but as Sally owned one of the corners of it Hester did not feel as lonely as she had feared, and although her bed was only made of straw, it was by no means uncomfortable, being spread thickly and covered with two blankets.

She dreamed, of course, and it may easily be understood that her dreams were not pleasant, and that they partook largely of terrible flights from horrible dangers, and hairbreadth escapes from an ogre who, whatever shape he might assume, always displayed the head and features of the hated Osman.

Next morning, however, she arose pretty well refreshed, and inexpressibly thankful to find that she was still safe.

For a long time she remained thus in hiding. Then, as it was considered probable that search for her had been given up as useless, Mrs Lilly resolved to send her out with Sally to one of the obscurer market-places, to purchase some household necessaries.

You see, chile, said the motherly woman, you git sick on my hands if you not go out, an deres no danger. Just keep your shawl well ober your face, an hold your tongue. Dont forgit dat. Let em kill you if dey likes, but dont speak!

With this earnest caution ringing in her ears, Hester went forth with Sally to thread the mazes of the town. At first she was terribly frightened, and fancied that every one who looked at her saw through her disguise, but as time passed and no one took the least notice of her, her natural courage returned, and gradually she began to observe and take an interest in the strange persons and things she saw everywhere around her.




Chapter Ten.

Torture is Applied in Vain, and True Love is not to be Deceived.

We must return now to the residence of Ben-Ahmed at Mustapha.

When his son Osman  who had seen Hester only once and that for but a few minutes  discovered that the fair slave had fled, his rage knew no bounds. He immediately sent for Peter the Great and sternly asked him if he knew how the English girl had escaped. Their intercourse, we may remark, was carried on in the same curious manner as that referred to in connection with Ben-Ahmed. Osman spoke in Lingua Franca and Peter replied in his ordinary language.

Oh yes, massa, I know, said the latter, with intense earnestness; she escaped ober de wall.

Blockhead! exclaimed the irate Osman, who was a sturdy but ill-favoured specimen of Moslem humanity. Of course I know that, but how did she escape over the wall?

Don know dat, massa. You see Is not dere at de time, so cant zactly say. Moreober, it was bery dark, an eben if Is dar, I couldnt see peepil in de dark.

You lie! you black scoundrel! and you know that you do. You could tell me much more about this if you chose.

No, indeed, I dont lie  if a slabe may dar to counterdick his massa, returned Peter humbly. But yous right when you say I could tell you much more. Oh! I could tell you heaps more! In de fuss place I was sotin wid de oder slabes in de kitchen, enjoyin ourselves arter supper, wen we hear a cry! Oh my! how my heart jump! Den all our legs jump, and out we hoed wid lanterns an

Fool! dont I know all that? Now, tell me the truth, has the English slave, George Fos  Fos  I forget his name

Geoge Foster, suggested the negro, with an amiable look.

Yes; has Foster had no hand in the matter?

Unpossible, I tink, said Peter. You see he was wid me and all de oder slabes when de girl hoed off, an I dont tink eben a Englishman kin be in two places at one time. But you kin ax him; hes in de gardin.

Go, fetch him, growled the young Moor, and tell four of my men to come here. They are waiting outside.

The negro retired, and, soon after, four stout Moorish seamen entered. They seemed worthy of their gruff commander, who ordered them to stand at the inner end of the room. As he spoke he took up an iron instrument, somewhat like a poker, and thrust it into a brazier which contained a glowing charcoal fire.

Presently Peter the Great returned with young Foster. Osman did not condescend to speak directly to him, but held communication through the negro.

Of course our hero could throw no light on the subject, being utterly ignorant of everything  as Peter had wisely taken the precaution to ensure  except of the bare fact that Hester was gone.

Now, it is my opinion, said Osman, with a savage frown, that you are both deceiving me, and if you dont tell the truth I will take means to force it out of you.

Saying this he turned to the brazier and pulled out the iron poker to see that it was becoming red-hot. The countenance of the negro became very grave as he observed this, and the midshipmans heart sank within him.

So you deliberately tell me, said the Moor abruptly, as he wheeled round and confronted Peter the Great, that you have no knowledge as to where, or with whom, this girl is?

No, massa, answered the negro, with solemn sincerity. If you was to skin me alive I not able to tell you whar she is or who she is wid.

Peter said no more than this aloud, but he added, internally, that he would sooner die than give any further information, even if he had it to give.
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Osman made a motion with his hand as a signal to the four seamen, who, advancing quickly, seized the negro, and held him fast. One of the men then stripped off the poor mans shirt. At the same moment Osman drew the red-hot iron from the fire, and deliberately laid it on Peters back, the skin of which hissed and almost caught fire, while a cloud of smoke arose from it.

The hapless victim did not struggle. He was well aware that resistance would be useless. He merely clenched his teeth and hands. But when Osman removed the iron and applied it to another part of his broad back a deep groan of agony burst from the poor fellow, and beads of perspiration rolled from his brow.

At first George Foster could scarcely believe his eyes. He was almost paralysed by an intense feeling of horror. Then there came a tremendous rebound. Rage, astonishment, indignation, fury, and a host of cognate passions, met and exploded in his bosom. Uttering a yell that harmonised therewith, he sprang forward, hit Osman a straight English left-hander between the eyes, and followed it up with a right-hander in the gullet, which sent the cruel monster flat on the floor, and his head saluted the bricks with an effective bump. In his fall the Moor overturned the brazier, and brought the glowing fire upon his bosom, which it set alight  his garments being made of cotton.

To leap up with a roar of pain and shake off the glowing cinders was the work of a moment. In the same moment two of the stout seamen threw themselves on the roused midshipman, and overcame him  not, however, before one of them had received a black eye and the other a bloody nose, for Moors do not understand the art of self-defence with the fists.

Down with him! shouted Osman, when he had extinguished the flames.

He seized a supple cane, or wand, as the seamen threw Foster down, and held his feet in the air, after tearing off his shoes.

Wild with fury, Osman brought the cane down on the poor youths soles. It was his first taste of the bastinado. The agony took him by surprise, and extorted a sharp yell. Next moment his teeth were in the calf of one of the mens legs, and his right hand grasped the baggy trousers of the other. A compound kick and plunge overturned them both, and as they all fell into a heap, the cheek of one seaman received a stinging blow that was meant for the middys soles.

Things had reached this crisis, and Peter the Great, having hurled aside his two assailants, was on the point of rushing to the rescue of his friend, when the door burst open, and Ben-Ahmed stood before them quivering with indignation.

Is this your return for my forbearance? Be-gone! he shouted to his son in a voice of thunder.

Osman knew his father too well to require a second bidding. He left the room angrily, and a look from Ben-Ahmed sent the four sailors after him.

The Moor was too well accustomed to his wild sons ways to require any explanation of the cause of the fracas. Just giving one glance at his slaves, to make sure that neither was killed, he left the room as hastily as he had entered it.

My poor friend, exclaimed the middy, grasping the negros hand with a gush of mingled enthusiasm and pity, I trust you have not been much injured by that inhuman brute?

Oh, bress you! no. It do smart a bit, returned Peter, as he put on his shirt uneasily, an Is used to it, Geoge, you know. But hows your poo feet?

Well, Im not vary sure, replied Foster, making a wry face as he sat down to examine them. How it did sting, Peter! I owe a heavy debt of gratitude to old Ben-Ahmed for cutting it short. No, the skins not damaged, I see, but there are two or three most awful weals. Dyou know, I never before this day felt sorry that I wasnt born a dog!

Whys dat, Geoge?

Because then I should have been able to make my teeth meet in yon fellows leg, and would have held on! Yes, I dont know what I would not have given just at that time to have been born a mastiff, or a huge Saint Bernard, or a thoroughbred British bull-dog, with double the usual allowance of canines and grinders!

The negro threw back his head and began one of his silent laughs, but suddenly stopped, opened his eyes wide, pursed his lips, and moved his broad shoulders uneasily.

I mus laugh easy for some time to come, he remarked.

Poor fellow! said Foster, I fear you must. I say  how my soles do sting!

Oh yes, I knows, returned Peter, with a remarkably intelligent nod. But come. We mus go an see what massas a-goin to do, for you bery sure he wont rest quiet till hes turned ebery stone to find Missy Hester.

Peter the Great left the room with a brave effort to suppress a groan; while our middy followed with an equally valorous determination not to limp. In both efforts they were but partially successful.

As Peter had prophesied, Ben-Ahmed did indeed leave no stone unturned to recover Hester Sommers, but there was one consideration which checked him a good deal, and prevented his undertaking the search as openly as he wished, and that was the fear that the Dey himself might get wind of what he was about, and so become inquisitive as to the cause of the stir which so noted a man was making about a runaway slave. For Ben-Ahmed feared  and so did Osman  that if the Dey saw Hester he might want to introduce her into his own household.

The caution which they had therefore to observe in prosecuting the search was all in favour of the runaway.

As time passed by, Hester, alias Geogiana, began to feel more at ease in her poor abode and among her new friends, who, although unrefined in manners, were full to overflowing with the milk of human kindness, so that at last the unfortunate English girl began to entertain positive affection for Mrs Lilly and her black handmaiden.

She also began to feel more at ease in traversing the intricate streets of the city, for the crowds that passed her daily had evidently too much to do attending to their own business to bestow more than an indifferent glance at two negro girls. And if the features of one of the two was not according to the familiar negro type, it is probable that all the inhabitants of Algiers were aware of the fact that some of the tribes of black people in the interior of Africa possess the well-formed features and comparatively thin lips of Europeans.

As Hesters anxieties about herself began to abate, however, her desire to find out where and how her father was became more and more intense. But the poor child was doomed to many months of hope deferred before that desire was gratified.

Peter the Great did indeed make a few efforts to meet with him again  sometimes in company with George Foster, more frequently alone, and occasionally he visited Hester  having been informed by his sister Dinah where to find her  in order to tell of his want of success, and to comfort her with earnest assurances that he would neber forsake her, but would keep up a constant look-out for her fadder an an eye on herself.

Consideration for the girls safety rendered it necessary that these visits should be few and far between, and, of course, owing to the same necessity, our middy was not permitted to visit her at all. Indeed, Peter refused to tell him even where she was hiding, all the information he condescended to give being that she was safe.

You see, my dear, said Peter to Hester, in a paternal tone, on the occasion of the first of these visits, if I was to come yar oftin, massa  specally Osman  would gin to wonder, an de moment a man gins to wonder he gins to suspec, an den he gins to watch; an if it comes to dat its all up wid you an me. So you mus jest keep close an say nuffin till de tide gins to turn an de wind blow fair. De good Lord kin turn wind an tide when He likes, so keep your heart up, Geogiana!

As he uttered the last word the negro put his great hand on the girls shoulder and patted it.

What a good name Geogiana am, he continued, bringing his eyes to bear on the slender little black creature before him; an what a good nigger you would make if ony you had an elegant flat nose an bootiful thick hips. Neber mind, yous better lookin dan Sally, anyhow, an no mortal could guess who you was, eben if he was told to look hard at you!

But oh, Peter, this is such an anxious, weary life, began Hester, with a trembling lip.

Now, hold on dar! interrupted the negro, almost sternly; you mus not cry, whateber you do, for it washes off de black. You mus larn to cumtroul your feelins.

I will try, returned Hester, attempting to smile. But it is not that I am discontented with my lot, for they are as kind to me here as if they were my mother and sister, and I like doing the embroidery work very much  its not that. It is the weary waiting, and hoping for, and expecting news of my darling father  news which never comes.

Now, dont you tink like dat, Geogiana, but larn to submit  submit  das de word. De newsll come all in good time. An news allers comes in a heap  suddently, so to speak. It neber comes slow. Now, look yar. I wants you to make me a solum promise.

What is that? asked Hester, smiling in spite of herself at the intensity of her dark friends look and manner.

It am dis. Dat you will neber look surprised, nor speak surprised, no matter howeber much you may feel surprised.

You impose a difficult task on me, Peter.

Ob course I do, Geogiana, but as your life  an praps mine, but dat aint much  depends on it, youll see de needcessity.

I will certainly try  for your sake as well as my own, returned Hester fervently.

Well, I tink you will, but it aint easy, an Ill test you some day.

It was more than a month after that before Peter the Great paid her another visit, and, to the poor girls grief, he still came without news of her father. He had been all over the Kasba, he said, and many other places where the slaves worked, but he meant to persevere. The city was big, and it would take time, but Geogiana was to cheer up, for he would neber gib in.

One morning Peter announced to Foster that he was going into town to make purchases, and he wanted his assistance to carry the basket.

Are we going to make another search for poor Mr Sommers? asked the middy, as he walked along the road holding one handle of the empty basket.

No, wes got no time for dat to-day. I mus be back early. Got time ony for one call on a friend ob mine. Das all.

As the negro did not seem inclined for conversation, Foster forebore to trouble him, but observed, without remarking on the circumstance, that, instead of taking their accustomed way to the market-place, they passed along many narrow, steep, and intricate streets until they reached what the midshipman conceived to be the very heart of the city.

Dis am de house ob my friend, said Peter, stopping in front of an opening which descended into a cellar. Foller me, Geoge, an bring down de baskit wid you. Hallo, Missis Lilly! Is you widin?

Hi! Das you, Peter de Great? came in shrill tones from below as they descended.

Dumb! exclaimed Peter, with peculiar emphasis on reaching the cellar. How you do, Missis Lilly? Oberjoyed to see you lookin so fresh. Just looked in to ax how yous gettin along.

Need we say that Peters warning word was not thrown away on Hester Sommers, who was seated in her corner embroidering with gold thread a pair of red morocco slippers. But, forewarned though she was, her presence of mind was put to a tremendous test when, all unexpectedly, George Foster descended the steps and stood before her. Fortunately, while the youth was bestowing a hearty nautical greeting on Mrs Lilly  for his greeting was always hearty, as well to new acquaintances as to old friends  Hester had time to bend over her work and thus conceal the sudden pallor followed by an equally sudden flush which changed her complexion from a bluish grey to a burnt sienna. When George turned to glance carelessly at her she was totally absorbed in the slipper.

The negro watched the midshipmans glance with keen interest. When he saw that only a passing look was bestowed on Hester, and that he then turned his eyes with some interest to the hole where Sally was pounding coffee and gasping away with her wonted energy, he said to himself mentally, Ho, Dinah, but you am a cleber woman! Geoge dont rignise her moren if she was a rigler coloured gal! I do blieve her own fadder wouldnt know her!

He then proceeded to have a talk with Mrs Lilly, and while he was thus engaged the middy, who had an inquiring disposition, began to look round the cellar and take mental-artistic notes of its appearance. Then he went up to Hester, and, taking up one of the finished slippers, examined it.

Most beautiful! Exquisite! he said. Does it take you long to do this sort of thing?

The girl did not reply.

Shes dumb! said Peter quickly.

Ah, poor thing! returned Foster, in a voice of pity. Deaf, too, I suppose?

Well, I dont know as to dat, Geoge.

Is this one dumb too? asked the middy, pointing to the coffee-hole.

Oh dear no! interposed Lilly. Sally ant dumb; shes awrful sharp with er tongue!

She ought to be deaf anyhow, considering the row she kicks up down there!

Come now, Geoge, its time we was goin. So pick up de baskit an go ahead.

Bidding Mrs Lilly an affectionate adieu, the two shaves left the cellar, to the intense relief of poor Hester, who scarce knew whether to laugh or cry over the visit. She had been so eagerly anxious to speak to Foster, yet had managed to keep her promise in spite of the peculiarly trying circumstances.

Peter, said the middy, when they had got well out of the town on their way home, what made you say dumb so emphatically when you descended into that cellar?

Did I say dumb? returned the negro, with an inquiring look at the clouds.

You certainly did.

Phatically, too?

Yes, most emphatically.

Well, now, das most remarkably strange!

Not so strange as my finding Hester Sommers in a coal-hole making golden slippers!

At this Peter set down the basket, threw back his head, and took a prolonged silent laugh.

Now dat is de strangest ting ob all. Didnt I tink you not rignise her one bit!

Peter, returned the midshipman gravely, you ought to know from experience that true love pierces every disguise.

Das troo, Geoge, said Peter, as he lifted his end of the basket and resumed the journey. Lub is a wonderful ting, an I aint sure what might come ob it if I was took unawares to see my Angelica arter shed bin painted white. But deres one ting as comforts me a leetle, an dat is, dat Peter de Great aint de biggest hyperkrite in de world arter all, for de way you purtended not to know dat gal, an de way she purtended not to know you, hab took de wind out ob my sails altogidder!




Chapter Eleven.

Dangers, Vicissitudes, Escapes, New Surroundings, Hopes, And Fears.

It was probably an advantage to Hester Sommers that she had been subjected to so severe a test at that time, for, not many weeks afterwards, she experienced a shock which put her powers of self-restraint to a much severer trial.

It happened thus. Sally and she were on their way home from market one day; the former with a large basket of vegetables on her head, and the latter with a lighter basket of oranges on her arm, for the use of the master at home. They had come to one of the wider of the narrow streets of the town, where the small shops were numerous, and the throng of passers-by was considerable  as also was the noise, for Jews, Moors, Cabyles, and negroes were conversing and jostling each other in all directions.

Presently a band of slaves approached, and, as it passed, Hester nearly fainted, for among them she beheld her father, with irons on his legs, and a shovel and pick on his shoulder.

Father! she exclaimed, in a faint voice, and, stretching out her arms, made an effort to run towards him.

Quick as lightning Sally grasped the situation, and, rising to the occasion with that prompt energy which betokens true genius, she seized Hester by the nape of the neck, hurled her to the ground, and sent her oranges flying in all directions! At the same time she began to storm at her with a volubility of invective that astonished herself as well as the amused bystanders. As for poor Hugh Sommers, the noise had prevented him from hearing the word father! and all that met his eyes was one black girl roughly using another. Alas! the poor man had been by that time so much accustomed to witness acts of cruelty that the incident gave him little concern. He passed doggedly onward to his thankless, unremitting toil, which had been rendered all the more severe of late in consequence of his despairing violence having compelled his drivers to put the heavy irons on his limbs.

Meanwhile Sally, having made Hester pick up some of the oranges, seized her by an arm and hurried her away. Nor did she desist scolding until she had her fairly down in the back regions of their cellar-home.

I will never forgive you! exclaimed Hester, with flashing eyes, doubling up her small fists, and apparently wishing that at least for one quarter of an hour she might be transformed into a female Samson.

Oh yes, you will, returned the negress coolly; youll forgib me when I tells you dat I hab sab your fadders life, an praps your own too!

How? What do you mean? demanded Hester, relaxing her little fists slightly, though still coruscating in the region of the eyes.

I means dat if you got hold ob yer fadder dat time, he bery likely grip you tight an refuse to part wid you at no price ebermore; so den, ob course, dey tear him away, an he kick up a shindy an try to kill somebody  praps do it! Oh, itss allers de way. Is oftin seen it wid the big strong men  an your fadder am big. Dat was him, wasnt it, wid de broad shoulders an de nice face  a leetle wild-like, praps, but no wonder  an de grey beard?

Yes; that was him  my darling father!

Well, ob course dey take him away an bastinado him till he die, or strangle him, or frow him on de hooks; an dey take you right away back to Osman, or wuss. I dood it for de best, Geogiana.

Oh! Sally, dear, dear Sally, forgive me! But it was such an awful disappointment to be hurried away so, just as I saw him. I  I  am very wicked, Sally, will you forgive me? said poor little Hester, bursting suddenly into tears, throwing her arms round her friends neck and kissing her.

Forgib you, Geogiana! Das not difficult to do, but Ill neber forgib you if you go slobberin like dat, an dirtyin my face wid your black cheeks. Dar now, Is got to polish you up again!

This polishing up, it may be remarked, was a duty which Sally was called on to perform rather frequently, in consequence of Hesters inveterate tendency to think of her father and shed tears! But her sable friend, whose stolid exterior concealed a wealth of affection, rather enjoyed the process of polishing up, and while engaged in it broke out into quite eloquent dissertations as to the impropriety of washing ones face with tears when there was plenty of soap and water: coupled with earnest exhortations to keep up heart, and recommendations not to gib in, neber to say die, and the like.

On this particular occasion the sympathetic Sally gave her friend inexpressible comfort by assuring her that, having at last seen her father and the gang to which he belonged, she could now easily follow them up and find out where they were set to work. And so, Geogiana, said she, in conclusion, someting may come ob dis meetin, praps moren you tink.

Something certainly did come of it, as we shall see presently; but just now we must turn to another danger which threatened our English slave, and in regard to which the previous testing of her powers of self-restraint was but a trifle.

One morning Hester was seated in the usual corner, busily engaged with her embroidery, and with her mind still more busily employed in devising all sorts of impossible schemes for the deliverance of her father  for Sally had discovered the exact spot on the fortifications where Hugh Sommers was at work, and only prevented Hester from rushing out at once to see him by resolutely refusing for a time to tell where that spot was.

Mrs Lilly and Hester were alone at the time we refer to, Sally having gone out to the market.

Dearie, I specs Peter de Great dis arternoon, said Mrs Lilly, raising herself from a culinary pot to which she had been devoting her attention. Dis am about de time he ornarly comes to see you and tell you how de land lies. Now dat he knows yous seed your fadder, hell likely hab someting tickler to say to you.

God grant that he may have something hopeful to suggest, said Hester, without looking up from her work.

You may be sure dat prayer is answered, dearie, for you trust de Lord, an no one does dat in vain.

As the woman spoke, the familiar voice was heard outside, Hi, Missis Lilly! hows you all git along down dar? At the same moment the opening to the street was darkened by Peters bulky form as he descended the narrow stair.

Shaking hands with Hester, who rose eagerly to greet him, the negro was about to begin an earnest talk with her as to how she should act in regard to her father if she should again meet him, when a voice was heard that sent a deadly chill alike to the hearts of Hester and the negro.

Is the cellar far from this? asked the voice, which was that of Osman.

No; here it is! Guard your feet; the second step is broken, and the place is rather dark, replied the owner of the house.

Osman! whispered Peter, glaring and clenching his fists in an agony of uncertainty how to act.

Mrs Lilly, however, black-woman-like, rose to the occasion.

Go down dar, you black wretch! she cried, thrusting Hester quickly down into the coffee-hole; how you spose massa git his dollars if you not work? Go to work, or Ill skin you!

Truly those negroes, male and female, seemed to possess most effective capacity for, and original methods of, coming to the rescue of their friends in moments of danger!

As Mrs Lilly uttered the last words the two visitors stood in the cellar. At the same instant the thud of the great pestle began, and so intelligently did Hester perform her part that the familiar gasp of Sally  admirably imitated  came up with every blow.

What, Peter the Great! You here! cried Osman, in extreme surprise.

Yes, massa, Is here on a little bit ob business wid Missis Lilly. Shes a frind ob my sister Dinah, answered Peter humbly.

Oh, indeed! With my fathers permission, I suppose?

Yes, Massa Osman. I neber dar to come in de town widout your fadders purmission.

Osman turned and addressed a few words in an undertone to the master of the house, who thereupon turned to Mrs Lilly.

You are a wise woman, Lilly, he said, so I have come to consult you. It seems that one of the slaves belonging to Ben-Ahmed of Mustapha has made her escape, and it is rumoured that she has taken refuge with some one in this very street, or in one not far from it. Now, as you are well acquainted with almost every one in the neighbourhood, I thought it best to come in the first place to you to ask your advice about the matter.

The gasp that came from the coffee-hole when this speech was made had something very real in it, and immediately afterwards the pounding was redoubled.

Was the slabe white or black? asked Mrs Lilly, with childlike simplicity, and more for the purpose of gaining time to think than anything else.

She was white, interposed Osman, and very beautiful,  in fact, one of the ladies of the harem.

On hearing this Mrs Lilly looked inquiringly upwards, as if she expected inspiration to flow from the bricks that formed the vaulted ceiling. Then she looked suddenly at Peter the Great, and said  

Das mus be de lady you was tole me about, Peter,  Ister  Hister  wat you call er?

Yes  Hester! Das so. De same as I tole you all about her scape, answered Peter, quaking with anxiety and astonishment at the womans calm boldness, yet ready to fall in with any plan that her words might suggest. At the same time the gasping in the hole became more and more genuine, and the pounding more and more emphatic.

No, massa, I don know of no white slabe as hab took refuge wid any ob our neighbours. Indeed Is kite sure dat none ob de neighbours knows noting at all about dis Is  Es  wat you call her? Ester! Das so, Peter?

Yes, das so, Missis Lilly.

Stop that horrible noise in the hole there! What is it? said Osman impatiently.

It is only one of my negro slaves, said the master of the house. Call her up, Lilly, and set her to something quieter until we go.

Rendered desperate now, Peter the Great started forward with glaring eyes. Massa, he said, an idea hab just struck me. Will you come out a momint? I wants to tell you someting bery hard.

The appearance, not less than the earnestness, of the negro, inclined Osman to comply with his request; but, hesitating, he said  

Why not tell me here, Peter? We are all friends, you know.

Oh yes, I know dat, Massa Osman; but womans can never be trusted wid tings ob importance, specially black womans! But ob course if you not fraid ob Missis Lilly, I ant fraid ob her lettin de secret out. I darsay shes as good a creetur as de best ob um.

This readiness to give in was a politic stroke. Osman agreed to go outside with the negro, and while the latter was ascending the short stair to the street, he was making superhuman efforts to invent something, for, as yet, he had not the faintest idea what his intended communication should be. But Peter the Great was a genius, and it is one of the characteristics of genius to be bold even to recklessness.

Trusting to some sort of inspiration, he began, with looks and tones of the deepest solemnity, I spose you guess, Massa Osman, dat Ive been inwestigatin that coorious business ob de English gal what runned away?

No, I did not guess that, answered the Moor shortly.

Oh! but its true! said Peter. Eber since she flooed away Is bin goin about dem suspekid places, lookin arter her, and, do you know, Massa Osman, dat at last, (here he dropped his voice and looked unutterable things), at last Is found

Well  found what? asked the Moor eagerly.

Found her fadder!

Bah! What do I care for her father, you fool?

Das troo, massa; but dont you tink dat praps shed be likely to try for find her fadder; an if she find im shed be likely to remain wid her fadder? An so all dat wed hab to do would be to find her fadder too. Ob course I dont say shes dood all dat; but suppose, for de sake ob argiment, dat she hab dood it all, wont we  wont we  we  No, Is lost de tread ob my discoorse. Ill begin again fro de beginning. Das de ony way I kin

Is that all you had to tell me? interrupted the Moor, in rising wrath.

No  not kite all, returned Peter humbly. Dey do say dat de fadder is at work on de forfications on de sout side ob de Kasba.

Well, you are a greater fool than I took you for, said Osman, in whom contempt was quickly taking the place of anger.

I spose I is, massa. An I spose it am part ob my foolishness to be lookin arter dis yar gal  but den, you see, I lubs Ben-Ahmed, so

Well, well, Peter, I believe you mean well

Is sure I does, Massa Osman!

Dont interrupt me, you black villain! Cant you see that if Hesters father is a Bagnio slave there is no chance of her having found refuge with him?

Das true, massa. I do spose yous right. Is a born ijit altogidder. But, you know, when a man gits off de scent ob a ting, anyting dat looks de least bit like a clue should be follered up. An deres no sayin what might come ob seein de fadder  for wes off de scent entirely jist now.

Theres little doubt of that, Peter, said Osman, pausing, and looking meditatively at the ground.

Moreober, suggested the negro, when a man wid a cleber head an a purswavis tongue like you tackles a ting, its bery strange indeed if noting comes ob it.

Well, you may be right after all, returned the Moor slowly. I will go and see this father. At all events it can do no harm.

None whateber, massa. An I better run back and send Ali arter you.

Why? What has he to do with it?

Oh! I only tought dat you was huntin togidder. Its ob no consikence. But I tink he knows de janissary officer what has charge ob de gang, an if you dont know him Ali might be useful.

There is wisdom in what you say.

Eben zough I is a fool? asked the negro simply.

Osman laughed.

At all events you are an honest fool, Peter, and Im sorry I burned your back the other day. You didnt deserve it.

Oh, nebber mind dat, returned Peter, feeling really uneasy. De backs all right now. Moreober I did deserb it, for Is an awrful sinner! Wuss dan you tink! Now, if you keep right up as you go, an when you comes to de Kasba turn to de right an keep so till you comes to de right angle ob de sout wall. De fadder he work dar. Ill send Ali arter you, quicks I can.

They parted, and while the Moor stalked sedately up the street, the negro hurried back to the cellar with a message to Ali to follow Osman without a moments delay.

Meanwhile Ali had been cleverly engaged by the ready-witted Mrs Lilly, who, after fiercely ordering the coffee-pounder to stop her noise, come out of the hole, and retire to the kitchen, drew forth a large leathern purse, which she wisely chinked, and, going towards the stairs, invited her master to come to de light an receibe de money which she hab made by de last sale ob slippers.

Of course the bait took  none other could have been half so successful. But Hester apparently had not courage to take advantage of the opportunity, for she did not quit the hole. Fortunately Peter arrived before the cash transaction was completed. On receiving Osmans message Ali balanced accounts promptly by thrusting the purse and its contents into his pocket and hastening away.

Then Peter the Great and Lilly sat down, took a long grave look at each other, threw back their heads, opened their cavernous mouths, and indulged in a quiet but hearty laugh.

Now you kin come out, dearie, said Lilly, turning to the coffee-hole on recovering composure.

But no response came from the vasty deep.

De coasts clar, my dear, said Peter, rising.

Still no response, so Peter descended the few steps, and found Hester lying insensible on a heap of coffee-beans, and still firmly grasping the big pestle. The trial had been too much for the poor child, who had fainted, and Peter emerged with her in his arms, and an expression of solemn anxiety on his countenance.

In a few minutes, however, she revived, and then Peter, hurrying her away from a locality which he felt was no longer safe, placed her under the charge of his sister Dinah  to the inexpressible regret of Mrs Lilly and her black maid-of-all-work.

In her new home the fugitives circumstances were much improved. Dinah and her husband had great influence over their owner, Youssef, the proprietor of the small coffee-house already described. They not only managed most of its details for him, but were permitted a good deal of personal liberty. Among other things they had been allowed to select the top of the house as their abode.

To European ears this may sound rather strange, but those who have seen the flat roofs of Eastern lands will understand it. Youssefs house, like nearly all the other houses of the city, had a flat roof, with a surrounding parapet nearly breast-high. Here had been placed a few wooden boxes filled with earth and planted with flowering shrubs. These formed quite a little garden, to which Youssef had been wont to retreat of an evening for meditative and, we may add, smokative purposes. But as Youssef had grown old, his eyes had nearly, and his legs had quite, failed him. Hence, being unable to climb to his roof, he had latterly given it up entirely to the use of his black slaves, Samson and Dinah White.

There was a small excrescence or hut on the roof  about ten feet by six in dimensions  which formed  their residence. Behind this, hiding itself as it were and almost invisible, nestled a smaller excrescence or offshoot. It was a mere bandbox of a thing, measuring five feet by four; it had a window about twelve inches square, and was entered by a door inside the larger hut. This was the apartment now assigned to Hester, who was quietly introduced into the household without the knowledge or consent of its blind proprietor.

There was a little bed in the small room. True, it was only a trestle frame, and a straw-stuffed mattress with a couple of blankets, but it was clean, and the whole room was neat, and the sun shone brightly in at the small window at the moment that the new occupant was introduced. Poor Hester fell on her knees, laid her head on the bed, and thanked God fervently for the blessed change. Almost in the same moment she forgot herself, and prayed still more fervently for the deliverance of her father.

The view over the housetops from the little window was absolutely magnificent, including as it did domes, minarets, mosques, palm-trees, shipping, and sea! Here, for a considerable time, Hester worked at her former occupation, for Dinah had a private plan to make a little money for her own pocket by means of embroidery.

In this pleasant retreat our fugitive was visited one day by Peter the Great, the expression of whose visage betokened business. After some conversation, he said that he had come for the express purpose of taking Hester to see her father.

But not to talk to him, he added quickly not eben to make youself known to him, for if you did, noting would keep im quiet, an you an he would be parted for eber. Mind dat  for eber!

Yes, yes, I will remember, said the poor girl, who was profoundly agitated at the mere thought of such a meeting.

But you mus promise, said Peter solemnly.

Promise on you word ob honour dat you not say one word; not make a sound; not gib an unornary look; not try in any way to attrack his attention. Come  speak, else I go home agin.

I promise, said Hester, in a low voice.

An you wont cry?

Ill try not to.

Come long, den, wid me, an see you poor fadder.




Chapter Twelve.

The Middy, becoming Defiant and Violent, comes to Grief, and Hesters Black Friends devise Strange Things.

On the afternoon of the day in which Peter the Great paid his visit to Hester Sommers in the little boudoir, Ben-Ahmed sent for George Foster and bade him make a portrait of a favourite dog.

It so happened that our artist had run short of some of his drawing materials, and said that he could not get on well without them.

Go to the town, then, got a supply, and return quickly, said Ben-Ahmed, who was smoking his hookah in the court at the time and playing gently with the lost Hesters pet gazelle.

The graceful little creature had drooped since the departure of his mistress, as if he felt her loss keenly. Perhaps it was sympathy that drew it and Ben-Ahmed more together than in times past. Certainly there seemed to be a bond of some sort between them at that time which had not existed before, and the Moor was decidedly more silent and sad since Hesters flight. In his efforts to recover the runaway he had at first taken much trouble, but as time passed he left it in the hands of Osman, who seemed even more anxious than his father to recover the lost slave.

As the midshipman was leaving the court the Moor called him back, addressing him as usual in Lingua Franca, while the youth, taking his cue from Peter the Great, answered in English.

You know something about this English girl? he suddenly said, with a steady look at his slave.

I  I  yes, I do know something about her, replied Foster, in some confusion.

Do you know where she hides?

Nno; I do not.

I have been led to understand that British officers never tell lies, returned the Moor sternly.

The blood rushed to the middys face as he replied boldly, You have been correctly informed  at least, in regard to those officers who are true gentlemen.

Why, then, do you hesitate? retorted the Moor. Do Englishmen blush and stammer when they tell the truth? Tell me the truth now. Do you know where the English girl hides?

The Moor spoke very sternly, but his slave, instead of becoming more confused, suddenly drew himself up, and replied in a voice and with a look as stern as his own  

Ben-Ahmed, I told you the truth at first. I do not know where she is hiding. I did, indeed, know some time ago, but the place of her abode has been changed, and I do not know now. I may as well however say at once that, if I did know, nothing that you can do would induce me to tell you where she hides. You may imprison, torture, or slay me if you choose, but in regard to Hester Sommers I am from this moment dumb!

There was a curious smile on the Moors lips while the midshipman delivered this speech with flashing eyes and energetic action, but there was no anger in his tone as he replied  

Englishman, he said quietly, you love this girl. If a bombshell had exploded under his feet our middy could hardly have been taken more by surprise. But he had been put on his mettle now, and scorned to show again a wavering front.

Yes, Moor, he replied, I do love her, though I have never told her so, nor have I the slightest reason to believe that she cares a fig for me. But I now tell you plainly that I will take advantage of every opportunity that comes in my way to serve her and help her to escape. I now also recall the promise  the word of honour  I gave you, not to try to escape. There was a time, continued the middy, in a softened tone, when I thought of recalling this promise with defiance to you to do your worst; but, Ben-Ahmed, I have lived to learn that, after a fashion, you have been kind to me; that I might have fallen into worse hands; therefore I am not ungrateful, and I now recall the promise only with regret. All the same, my resolve is fixed.

The curious smile still lingered on the Moors lips as he said, almost in a jesting tone  

But you will not try to escape to-day if I let you go into the town for colours?

I make no promise, Ben-Ahmed. Yet this I may safely say, that I will not try to clear off on my own account. Unless to save Hester I will not at present try to escape; so far you may be sure of my return; but if I get the chance I will either rescue her or die for her  God helping me.

The smile vanished from the Moors lips as he turned, and said gravely  

It is well, young man, that you confess to the true and only source of all help. You Christians, as you call yourselves, have ever seemed to me unwilling to mention the name of God save when cursing your fellows, and then you misuse it glibly enough. Yet there are some among you who are more consistent in their professions. Go, fulfil your commission. I will trust you.

Thank you, Ben-Ahmed, returned the middy; but remember, if I never return, you will understand that I have not broken my word of honour.

The Moor bowed his head in acquiescence, and took a long pull at his pipe as the midshipman went away.

George Foster was half-way to the town before he recovered from his astonishment at the strange and unexpected way in which Ben-Ahmed had received his very plain speaking. He had expected that chains and the bastinado, if not worse, would certainly follow, but he had made up his mind to go through with it  if need be to die  for Hesters sake. To find himself, therefore, free to go where he pleased, and to help Hester to escape if the opportunity to do so should come in his way, was an amazing state of things which he could scarcely bring himself to believe.

Of course, our hero had not the slightest expectation of encountering Hester that day, when he thus freed himself from his parole, and we need scarcely add that, even if he had met her, he could not have devised any sudden scheme for her deliverance. Nevertheless, the mere fact that he was at liberty to act as he pleased in her behalf had such an effect on him that he entered the town with a lighter heart than he had possessed for many a day. Humming a nautical air as he walked along, and almost if not quite, for the moment, oblivious of the fact of his condition of slavery, he became keenly interested in all that he saw as he passed through the crowded streets, now stopping to admire a picturesque group of figures with jars and pitchers, awaiting their turn to draw water from a public fountain, or pausing in front of a turners shop to observe with curiosity and interest the deft way in which the workman used his toes as well as his fingers in the operations of his trade.

He was thus engaged, in calm contemplation with his back to the street, when he was very slightly jostled by a passer-by. He scarcely noticed the incident, but if he had known who it was that touched him he would not have remained so placid, for it was Hester herself, in company with Peter the Great, on their way to the city walls.

As Hesters eyes were fixed on the ground and her thoughts on her father, while Fosters attention was concentrated on the turners toes, neither observed the other, but Peters sharp eyes had noted the middy, and he hurried past to prevent a recognition, which might be awkward, if not dangerous, at the moment.

Presently Fosters attention was attracted by a Moor who was riding along the street, sitting side-wise as was the wont of Algerines of the trading-class. What struck Foster particularly about this man and his donkey was that the latter was trotting very fast, although it was a very small animal, and the man on its back a very large one. He also observed that the donkey tossed its head and put back its ears as if it were suffering pain. As the Moors hand rested on the donkeys haunch, the reason at once occurred to Foster, for he had noticed the same thing before. It was the practice, among cruel men, to create, and keep open, a small sore on the haunch of each animal, by irritating which with a little bit of stick they managed to make their donkeys go in a way that a spur or a thick stick could not accomplish!

Now, our middy possessed a tender heart, which shrank sensitively from the idea of giving pain to any living creature, and which almost exploded with indignation at the sight of wanton cruelty to dumb animals.

When, therefore, the Moor came alongside of him, Foster gave him a look of tremendous indignation, at the same time exclaiming, Shame on you!

The Moor turned on him a look of mingled surprise and scorn. At the same time muttering, Christian dog! he brought a stick smartly down on the middys shoulders.

This was too much to bear meekly. The boiling blood in the youths heart boiled over into his face. He leaped forward, seized the donkeys rein with one hand, caught the mans left leg with the other, and hurled the rider backward to the ground.

The bump with which the Moors head came down had the effect of keeping it low, but the spectators of the incident, who were numerous, rushed upon the poor middy, seized him, and carried him straight to a court of justice.

They had a summary method of transacting business in those courts, especially in simple cases like that of which we treat. The investigation was rapid; the evidence of the witnesses emphatic. Almost before he had recovered breath our hero was thrown down, his feet were raised by two strong attendants, his shoes plucked off, and the soles of his feet made to tingle as if they had been set on fire.

After a few strokes, which he bore in silence, he was led to the common prison, thrust into it, and left to his meditations.

[image: img160.jpg]

Meanwhile, Peter the Great conducted Hester to that part of the city wall where her father was at work among the other slaves. It chanced to be the hour when the wretched creatures were allowed to cease work for a brief space in order to rest and eat.

Poor Hugh Sommers chanced to have seated himself a little apart from the others, so as to get the benefit of a large stone for a seat. His figure was, therefore, prominent, as he sat there worn, weary, and dejected, consuming his allowance of black bread. Peter the Great knew him at once, having already, as the reader knows, seen him in his slave garb; but Hesters anxious eyes failed for a few moments to pick out the emaciated frame and strangely clad, ragged figure which represented her once jovial, stalwart, and well-clothed father.

Das him, whispered Peter, as he loosely grasped the girls arm by way of precaution.

Where  oh, where? asked the poor creature, glancing round among the slaves.

Now, member your promise. Spoil eberyting if you screech or run to him. Look, dis way! De man whats settin on de stone!

Yes, yes, I see! Oh

She stopped abruptly and trembled, for at the moment her father turned his woe-begone face unconsciously towards her. Even the much-increased grey tinge in the hair and beard, the lines of despair on the brow, and the hollow cheeks could not disguise the face that she loved so well. A sharp cry burst from her, and she made an attempt to rush towards him, but the iron grip of Peter restrained her.

Its a dead man hell be if you do! he said, in a stern but low tone. Dont you see de janissary? Your promise

Yes, yes! Ill restrain myself now, Peter. Do let me stay a minute  just to look

No, no! Come long wid you  idle ting! he exclaimed, with sudden severity, and apparent though not real violence, for at the moment his watchful eye had observed one of the slave guards approaching them.

As the two went hurriedly past the place where Hugh Sommers was sitting, he looked up with an expression of pity.

Poor thing! he said. The black scoundrel is cruel to you, and I am powerless to kick him!

He clinked the fetters on his legs significantly as he spoke.

The mingled pathos and indignation of the loved voice was too much for poor Hester. She was on the point of exclaiming Father! when Peters great black paw extinguished her mouth, and was not removed till they were out of danger.

Yous like all de rest ob de womans, said the negro, as they hurried through the streets; awrful difcult to manidge. Come long, well go home and hab a talk ober it.

Hester was too miserable to reply. She did not again speak till they were both safe in the boudoir.

There she sat down on the bed, laid her face in her hands, and burst into a passion of tears, while Peter stood looking on, his head nearly touching the low ceiling, his bulky frame filling half the remainder of the little room, and two mighty unbidden tears in his great eyes.

Das right, Geogiana, he said, in a soft voice; cry away, itll do you good. Nuffin like cryin wen yous fit to bust! An wen yous got it ober well talk all about it.

Oh, Peter! cried Hester, drying her eyes somewhat impatiently; how could you be so cruel? Why  why could you not have waited just one minute to let me look at him?

Because, my dear, de man wid de whip was comin, an hed bery soon hab laid it across my back, replied the negro gently.

And what if he had done so? demanded Hester, with a slight touch of indignation; could you not have suffered a little whipping for my sake?

Yes, Geogiana, returned Peter, with much humility, I could suffer great deal moren dat for your sake; but deres no sich tings as little whippins knowd ob in dis yar town. Wen de lash am goin he usully makes de hair fly. Moreober, dey whip womans as well as mans, an if he was to took de bit out ob your pretty shoulder, I couldnt suffer dat, you know. Likewise, continued Peter, becoming more argumentative in his manner, you was just a-goin to took de bit in your teef; an if youd bin allowed to frow your arms round your fadders neck an rub all de black ober his face what would hab bin de consikence?

Peter felt his position so strong at this point that he put the question almost triumphantly, and Hester was constrained to acknowledge that he had acted wisely after all.

But, continued she, with still a little of reproach in her tone, what was the use of taking me to see my darling father at all, if this is all that is to come of it?

Yous a leetle obstropolous in you fancies, Geogiana. Dis am not all whats to come ob it. You see, I has pity on your poo heart, so I tink you might go ebery oder day an hab a good look at your fadder; but how kin you go if you not know whar he works? So I tooked you to show you de way. But Is amost sorry I did now, for yous got no self-straint, an if you goes by youself youll git took up for sartin, an deyll whip your fadder till hes dead, or frow him on de hooks, or skin him alive, or

Oh, horrible! Dont say such dreadful things, Peter! exclaimed Hester, covering her face with her hands.

Feeling that he had said quite enough to impress the poor girl with the absolute necessity of being careful, he promised earnestly never again to allude to such dreadful things.

But, Geogiana, he added impressively, you mus promise me on your word ob honour, wich Geoge Foster says English genlemans neber break  an I spose hes right.

Yes, quite right, Peter; true gentlemen never break their word.

An I spose female genlemans am de same.

Of course! Go on, replied the girl, with a faint smile.

Well, as I was bout to say, you mus promise me on your word ob honour, dat youll neber go alone to see your fadder, but allers in company wid Sally; dat you neber, neber speak to him, an dat you neber make youself knowd to him till de right time comes.

These are hard conditions, Peter, but I see the reasonableness of them all, and promise  at least I promise to do my best.

Das nuff, Geogiana. Neezer man nor womans kin do moren deir best. Now I mus bid you good-day, so keep up your heart an youll see eberyting come right in de end.

With these cheering words the sympathetic negro took his leave; and Hester, resuming her embroidery, sat down at her little window, not to work, but to gaze dreamily at the beautiful sea, and cast about in her mind how she should act in order to alleviate if possible her fathers sad condition.

That very afternoon she received a visit from her stolid but affectionate friend Sally, who at once said that she knew of a splendid plan for doing him a great deal of good.

And what is your plan? asked Hester eagerly.

Gib him two or tree biscuits, said Sally.

Her friend received the suggestion with a look of disappointment.

What a stupid thing you are, Sally! How could that do him any good?

Sally looked at her friend with an air of pity.

Didnt you say he was awrful tin? she asked.

Thin? Oh yes  dreadfully thin.

Well, den, isnt dat cause he not hab nuff to eat? I knows it, bress you! Is bin wid a missis as starved me. Sometimes I tink I could eat my shoes. Ob course I got awrful tin  so tin dat wen I stood side-wise you could hardly see me. Well, what de way to get fat an strong? Why, eat, ob course. Eat  eat  eat. Das de way. Now, your fadder git noting but black bread, an not nuff ob dat; an he git plenty hard work too, so he git tin. So, what I prupposes is to gib him two good biskits ebery day. We couldnt gib him moren two, cause hed hab to hide what he couldnt eat at once, an de drivers would be sure to diskiver em. But two biskits could be gobbled quick on de sly, an would help to make him fat, an to make you easy.

So they would, said Hester, eagerly entertaining the idea after this explanation; youre a clever girl, Sally

You say Is stoopid jest now!

So I did, Sally. Forgive me! I was stupid besides unkind for saying so. But how shall we manage it? Wont the guards see us doing it?

No fear, Geogiana! De guards am fools  tink deres nobody like em. Dey forgit. All de asses in Algiers am like em. Dis de way ob it. You an me well go to markit ebery day wid baskits on our arms, an well ob course go round by de walls, where your fadder works. No doubt its a roundabout way, but what ob dat? Well go at de hour your fadder feeds wid de oder slabes, an as we pass well drop de two biskits in his lap.

But wont he be taken by surprise, Sally?

De fust time  yes; but dat wont prevent him gobblin up de biskits quick. Neber fear, you an mell manidge it tween us.

Thank you, dear Sally, Ill never, never forget your kindness, and we will try your plan to-morrow.




Chapter Thirteen.

Hester and her Father severely Tested.

The very next day, accordingly, Hester Sommers and her friend sallied forth to present Hugh Sommers with a couple of biscuits!

It was arranged that the two girls should carry baskets of fruit on their heads, and that Hester should have the biscuits conveniently in her right hand, so as to be able to drop them into her fathers lap without stopping or even checking her pace as they passed.

Of course, Hester was by this time thoroughly alive to the danger of her intended proceedings, both to herself and her father, and was firmly resolved to restrain her feelings. Nevertheless, she could not help trembling when she came in sight of the gang with which her father worked.

Sally observed this and grasped her by the arm.

Geogiana, she said, if you gibs way, or speaks, or trembles, or busts up in any way, I grips you by de neck, as I once did before, an shobes you along wid scolds and whacks  so you look out!

Anxiety for my darling father will be a much more powerful restraint, Sally, than your threats, replied the poor girl.

Nevertheless, the threat was not without its effect, for it showed Hester that she must have been on the point of giving way, and impressed on her more than ever the necessity of self-restraint.

Wich am him? I dont see him, said the negress as they advanced.

There he is, dont you see, just before us, replied Hester, in a low, hurried voice.

No, Is growin blind, I tink.

There  look! by himself, on the stone. He seems always to sit on the same spot at dinner-time.

Oh yes, I sees. Now you go on  stiddy. Mind what yous about!

With a brief prayer for help to control herself, Hester went straight to where her father sat. He was languidly chewing a piece of the regulation black bread at the time, and looked up at her with the vacant indifference born of despair.

The desire to fall on his neck and kiss him was, need we say, almost irresistible, but the poor girl had received strength for the duty in hand. She went close to him  even brushed past him  and dropped the biscuits into his lap.

At first the poor man was so astonished that he gazed after the retiring figure and made no effort to conceal this unexpected addition to his meal. Fortunately, his wits revived before any of the guards observed him. He slid the biscuits into his shirt bosom with conjurer-like facility, and at the same moment broke off a large bit of one, which he devoured with unwonted satisfaction. The addition did not indeed furnish the unfortunate slave with a full meal, but it at least tended towards that desirable end, and sent him to work with a full heart, because of the assurance that there was in the city, at all events, one human being  and that being, strange to say, a negress!  who pitied him in his forlorn condition.

During the remainder of that day Hugh Sommers almost forgot his toils in consequence of his mind being so thoroughly taken up with meditation on the wonderful incident. At night, although wearied, almost worn out, and anxious to sleep, he found it impossible to rest in the dismal Bagnio. It chanced that he occupied the cell which had formerly been apportioned to George Foster on the occasion of his first visit to that cheerless prison, and his next neighbour was the despairing Frenchman who had given such poor comfort to the middy in his distress. Finding that this Frenchman spoke English so well, and that they worked together in the same gang during the day, Hugh Sommers had struck up an acquaintance with him, which, after they had spent some weeks together in toiling by day and groaning side by side at night, ripened into a curious sort of growling friendship.

This friendship began with a quarrel. The night in which they were first placed in neighbouring cells, or niches, followed a day in which Sommers had received an application of the bastinado, and been put into irons for fierce rebellion. Being a man of strong emotions, he had groaned a little as he lay trying to sleep in spite of his suffering feet. Failing of his purpose, he took to thinking about Hester, and the groans which had been but feeble for himself became more intense on her account.

Can you not stop that noise? growled the irate Frenchman, who was kept awake by it.

Im sorry to disturb you, friend, said Sommers gently, for he was really an unselfish man; but if you knew all Ive had to suffer you would excuse me.

Oh, I know what you have had to suffer! said his comrade testily. I saw you get the bastinado; Ive had it often myself, but  it is bearable!

Its not that, man! returned the Englishman, with a touch of indignation. If I had nothing to worry me but the pain of my feet Id have been asleep by now. I have worse things to groan about than you can guess, maybe.

Well, well, monsieur, said the Frenchman, in a resigned tone, as he raised himself on one elbow and leaned his back against the stone wall, since you have driven sleep from my eyes, perhaps you will give employment to my ears by telling me for what it is that you groan?

There was something so peculiar in the tone and manner in which this was said  so cool and off-hand, yet withal so kind  that Sommers at once agreed.

Ill do it, he said, if you will treat me to the same thing in return. Fair exchange! You see, I am by profession a merchant, and must have value for what I give.

And thus on that night the two unfortunates had exchanged confidences, and formed the friendship to which we have referred.

To this man, then  whose name was Edouard Laronde  Sommers related the incident that had occurred that day during the noontide period of rest.

It is strange. I know not what to think, said Laronde, when his friend concluded. If it had been a white girl I could have understood that it might be your daughter in disguise, though even in this case there would have been several reasons against the theory, for, in the first place, you tell me that your daughter  your Hester  is very pretty, and no pretty English girl could go about this city in any disguise without being discovered at once. Now you tell me that this girl was black  a negress?

Ay, as black as a coal, responded the merchant.

Well, if, as you say, your Hester is pretty

Pretty, man! Shes not pretty, interrupted the Englishman impatiently; I tell you she is beautiful!

Of course, I understand, returned the other, with a smile that the darkness of the place concealed, I should have said beautiful! Well, thick lips and flat nose and high cheek-bones and woolly hair are, you know, incompatible with beauty as understood by Englishmen

Or Frenchmen either, added Sommers. Thats quite true, Laronde, though I must confess that I paid no attention to her face when she was approaching me, and after she dropped the biscuits in my lap she was so far past that I only saw a bit of her black cheek and her back, which latter, you know, was enveloped from head to foot in that loose blue cotton thing which does not tell much about the wearer.

True, true, returned the Frenchman; and, after all, even if the girls features had not been negro-like, you could not have been sure that it was her, for some of the blacks who come from the interior of Africa have features quite as classical as our own.

Laronde, said the merchant impressively, I wonder to hear you, who have a daughter of your own, suggest that I could fail to recognise my Hester in any disguise. Why, if she were to paint her face scarlet and her nose pea-green Id see through it by the beautiful shape of the features and the sweet expression of her face.

Forgive me, Monsieur Sommers, I doubt not that you would. As to your reference to my daughter, you forget that she was a little child when I last saw her, so I have no experience of a fathers powers of penetrating disguises.

Laronde sighed deeply at this point, and then hurriedly continued, as if to prevent further reference to his own sorrows.

It is possible, however, he said, that she may pass you again to-morrow, and so give you another opportunity of seeing her features. But let me ask, my friend, what will you do if you discover that she is your Hester?

Do? exclaimed the merchant, with an energetic action that caused his fetters to rattle. I  I  Ill  well  I dont know what Ill do!

Of course you dont! returned Laronde, with something of the old cynicism in his tone. You Englishmen are always so cock-sure  as you express it  of success that you make no provision for defeat or failure. It may seem very heroic, but it is mere pride and folly. Now, if you will take a real friends advice, you will go out to-morrow with the determination to curb yourself and refrain from taking any notice whatever of this girl, whether she turns out to be your daughter or not, and leave her to work out her plan, for you may be quite sure she has some end in view. Just consider what would be the consequence of your giving way to your feelings and embracing her. You would by so doing expose her disguise, cause her to be taken up and sent to the harem of some one of the notables, and get heavier irons put on yourself, besides another touch, perhaps, of the bastinado. Be wise, and consider well what you intend to do.

Thank you, friend, for your warning. It is well timed. If you had not spoken I would certainly have gone forth to-morrow unprepared.

But what is your preparation? What will you do? persisted the Frenchman.

What can I do? replied Sommers. Have you not just shown me that I am utterly helpless? In such a case there is only one course left  namely, to go to Him who can succour the helpless. I will ask counsel of God. The pride you have referred to I admit, though it is by no means confined to my own countrymen! Too long have I given way to it, and acted independently of my Maker. Perhaps God sent me here to convince me of my sin and helplessness.

There is no God. I do not believe in a God, said Laronde calmly.

Why not? asked Sommers, in surprise.

Because, replied Laronde bitterly, if there was a God He could not stand by and see me suffering such prolonged and awful misery.

If, instead of misery, you had been placed during the last twelve years in supreme felicity, would you have believed in a God? asked Sommers.

Laronde was silent. He saw that the reason which he had given for disbelief was untenable, and he was too straightforward to quibble about it.

I dont know, he said at last angrily. No doubt there are hundreds of men in happy and favourable circumstances who say, as I do, that they dont believe in a God. I dont know. All I do know is that I am supremely miserable!

Now you are reasonable, returned the merchant, for you talk of what you do know, and you admit that in regard to God you dont know, but you began by stating that there is no God. Ah, my friend, I sympathise with you in your terrible sorrow, even as you have sympathised with me in mine, but dont let us give way to despair and cast the only Refuge that remains to us behind our backs. I will not ask you to join me in praying to One in whom you say you do not believe, but I will pray for you.

Hugh Sommers got upon his knees and then and there  in the dark and dank prison-house  prayed most earnestly for guidance and spiritual light in the name of Jesus. At first the Frenchman listened with what we may style kindly contempt, and then with surprise, for the Englishman drew to the conclusion of his very brief prayer without any mention of his own name. Just at the close, however, Sommers said, O God! show to my friend here that he is wrong, and that Thou art Love.

It was with eager and trembling heart next day that Hugh Sommers watched, during the noontide meal, for the coming of his mysterious black friend, and it was with no less anxiety and trembling of heart that Hester approached her father at the same hour.

Now mind how you doos, said the doubtful Sally, as she glanced keenly at Hesters face. Mind, Ill hab no marcy on you if you gibs way!

Hester made no reply, for she was drawing near to her father, and saw that he was gazing at her with fixed intensity. She raised her heart to God and received strength to pass without a word or look, dropping the biscuits as on the previous day. The man, however, proved less capable of self-restraint than the girl, for he could not resist whispering, Hester!

The poor girl turned towards him as if by an irresistible impulse, but her black guardian angel was equal to the emergency. Seizing Hester by the shoulder, she pushed her violently forward, storming at her loudly as on the former occasion.

What, you black ting! Hab you neber seen slabes before? You no bettern de white folk, wastin ob your purcious time. My! wont you get a whackin fro missis wen you gits home!

Recovering herself, Hester at once submitted.

At first the poor father was about to start up and run to embrace his child, as well as to rescue her from her rude companion, but, being what is termed a sharp man of business, he received into his mind, as it were, a flash of light, and sat still. If this flash had been analysed it would probably have produced the following thoughts biscuits! kindness! companion a friend! ignorance impossible! violence unaccountable! a ruse, perhaps! sit still!

Thought, they say, is swifter than light. At all events, it was swift enough on the present occasion to prevent the shadow of a suspicion arising in the minds either of slaves or guards, who seemed to be rather amused at what they fancied was the bad temper of Sally.

Next day the biscuit-dropping was repeated without the scene that had followed, and so wisely was this affair managed by all the parties concerned, that it was carried on for several weeks without a hitch. Under the influence of hope and improved fare, Hugh Sommers became so much brighter in spirits and better in health, and so much more tractable, that his guards at length removed his heavy fetters and allowed him to toil with free limbs, like the majority of the slaves. Hester also became almost cheerful under the wonderful influence of hope. But Hester and her father were each overwhelmed, more or less, by a wet blanket at that time, and, strange to say, their wet blankets happened to be their best friends.

In the case of Hester, it was Sally. The more hopeful and cheery Hester became, the more did her black friend shake her woolly head and look dismal.

Why, Sally, dear, whats the matter with you? asked the former one day, as they sat together in the bower on the roof, after returning from their visit to the slave-gang.

A shake of the girls head and an unutterable expression in her magnificent black eyes made Hester quite uneasy.

Do tell me, Sally. Is there anything the matter with you?

De matter wid me? Oh no! Notings neber de matter wid me cept when I eats too much  but its you an your fadder Is tinkin ob.

But we are both getting on very well, Sally, are we not? I am quite safe here, and darling father is growing stronger and fatter every day, thank God! and then our hope is very strong. Why should you be anxious?

Sally prefaced her reply with one of the professional gasps wherewith she was wont to bring down the iron pestle.

Well, now, you white folks am de greatest ijits eber was born. Do you tink youll deliber your fadder from de Moors by feedin him on biscuits an hope? Whats de end ob all dis to come to? das what I want to know. Ob course you cant go on for eber. You sure to be cotched at last, and de whole affairll bust up. Youll be tooked away, an your fadderll be trowed on de hooks or whacked to deaf. Oh! Is most misrable!

The poor creature seemed inclined to howl at this point, but she constrained herself and didnt.

In the gloom of the cheerless Bagnio, Hugh Sommers found his wet blanket in Edouard Laronde.

But it is unwise to look only at the bright side of things, said the Frenchman, after sympathising with his friends joy in having discovered his daughter so unexpectedly and in such a curious manner. No doubt, from her disguise, she must, as you say, be in hiding, and in comparative safety with friends, else she could not be moving so freely about this accursed city, but what is to be the end of it all?

Laronde unconsciously echoed Sallys question to Hester, but Hugh Sommers had not as much to say in reply as his daughter, for he was too well acquainted with the possibilities of life to suppose that biscuits and hope would do much towards the end, although valuable auxiliaries in the meantime.

I see not the end, Laronde, he said, after a pause; but the end is in the hands of God, and I will trust Him.

So is the middle, and so is the beginning, as well as the end, returned Laronde cynically; why, then, are you so perplexed and anxious about these if the end is, as you seem to think, so sure? Why dont you trust God all through?

I do trust God all through, my friend, but there is this difference  that with the end I have nothing to do save to wait patiently and trustfully, whereas with the beginning and middle it is my duty to act and energise hopefully.

But why your anxiety if the whole matter is under safe guidance? persisted the Frenchman.

Because, while I am absolutely certain that God will do His part wisely and well, I am by no means sure that I shall do my part either well or wisely. You forget, Laronde, that we are free agents as well as sinful and foolish, more or less, so that there is legitimate room for anxiety, which only becomes evil when we give way to it, or when it goes the length of questioning the love, wisdom, and power of the Creator!

All mystery, all mystery, Sommers; you are only theorising about what you do not, cannot, know anything. You have no ground for what you hold.

As you confess never to have studied, or even seriously contemplated, the ground on which I hold it, there is  dont you think?  a slight touch of presumption on your part in criticising so severely what you do not, cannot, understand? I profess to have good reasons for what I hold; you profess merely to disbelieve it. Is there not a vast difference here?

Perhaps there is, but Im too sleepy to see it. Would you oblige me by putting your foot on that centipede? He has made three ineffectual attempts to pass the night under my wing. Make sure work of him. Thanks. Now I will try to sleep. Oh! the weary, heart-sickness of hope deferred! Good-night, Sommers.

Good-night.




Chapter Fourteen.

A Brave Dash for Life and Freedom.

Geoge, come wid me, said Peter the Great one afternoon, with face so solemn that the heart of the young midshipman beat faster as he followed his friend.

They were in Ben-Ahmeds garden at the time  for the middy had been returned to his owner after a night in the common prison, and a threat of much severer treatment if he should ever again venture to lay his infidel hands on one of the faithful.

Having led the middy to the familiar summer house, where most of their earnest or important confabulations were held, Peter sat down and groaned.

Whats wrong now? asked the middy, with anxious looks.

Oh! Geoge, eberytings wrong, he replied, flinging himself down on a rustic seat with a reckless air and rolling his eyes horribly. Eberytings wrong. De worlds all wrong togidder  upside down and inside out.

The middy might have laughed at Peters expression if he had not been terribly alarmed.

Come, Peter, tell me. Is Hester safe?

I don know, Geoge.

Dont know! Why dyou keep me in such anxiety? Speak, man, speak! What has happened?

How kin I speak, Geoge, wen Is amost busted wid runnin out here to tell you?

The perspiration that stood on Peters sable brow, and the heaving of his mighty chest, told eloquently of the pace at which he had been running.

Dis is de way ob it, Geoge. I had it all fro de lips ob Sally herself, what saw de whole ting. As the narrative which Peter the Great had to tell is rather too long to be related in his own lingo, we will set it down in ordinary language.

One day while Hester was, as usual, passing her father, and in the very act of dropping the customary supply of food, she observed that one of the slaves had drawn near and was watching her with keen interest. From the slaves garb and bearing any one at all acquainted with England could have seen at a glance that he was a British seaman, though hard service and severe treatment, with partial starvation, had changed him much. He was in truth the stout sailor-like man who had spoken a few words to Foster the day he landed in Algiers, and who had contemptuously asserted his utter ignorance of gardening.

The slaves, we need hardly say, were not permitted to hold intercourse with each other for fear of their combining to form plans of rebellion and escape, but it was beyond the power of their drivers to be perpetually on the alert, so that sometimes they did manage to exchange a word or two without being observed.

That afternoon it chanced that Sommers had to carry a stone to a certain part of the wall. It was too heavy for one man to lift, the sailor was therefore ordered to help him. While bearing the burden towards the wall, the following whispered conversation took place.

I say, old man, observed the sailor, the little girl that gives you biscuits every day is no more a nigger than I am.

Right! whispered the merchant anxiously, for he had supposed that no one had observed the daily gift; she is my daughter.

I guessed as much by the cut o your jibs. But shes in danger, for I noticed that one o the drivers looked at her suspiciously to-day, and once suspicion is roused the villains never rest. Is there no means of preventing her coming this way to-morrow?

None. I dont even know where she comes from or goes to. God help her! If suspected, she is lost, for she will be sure to come to-morrow.

Dont break down, old man; theyll observe you. If she is taken are you willing to fight?

Yes, answered the merchant sternly.

I am with you, then. Your name?

Sommers. Yours?

Brown.

A driver had been coming towards them, so that the last few words had been spoken in low whispers. A sharp cut of the whip on the shoulders of each showed that the driver had observed them talking. They received it in absolute silence and without any outward display of feeling. To that extent, at all events, they had both been tamed.

But the stout seaman had been for many weeks acting a part. At first, like Sommers, he had been put in heavy irons on account of his violence and ferocity; but after many weeks of childlike submission on his part, the irons were removed. Despite the vigilance of the guards, a plot had been hatched by the gang to which Brown belonged, and it was almost, though not quite, ripe for execution when the events we are describing occurred. Poor Hesters action next day precipitated matters and caused the failure of the plot  at least to some extent.

She had gone as usual with Sally to visit the slave-gang, and had dropped her biscuits, when her anxious father said, in a low but hurried voice, Pass quickly, and dont come again for some time!

Hester involuntarily stopped.

Darling father! she said, restraining herself with difficulty from leaping into his arms, why  oh! why am I not

She had only got thus far when the janissary, whose suspicions had been aroused, pounced upon her, and, seizing her by the wrist, looked keenly into her face.

Ho! ho! he exclaimed, glancing from the girl to her sire, what mystery have we here? Come, we must investigate this.

Poor Hester winced from the pain of the rude soldiers grip as he proceeded to drag her away. Her father, seeing that further concealment was impossible, and that final separation was inevitable, became desperate. With the bound of an enraged tiger he sprang on the soldier and throttled him. Both being powerful men they fell on the ground in a deadly struggle, at which sight Hester could only look on with clasped hands in helpless terror.

But the British seaman was at hand. He had feared that some such mischief would arise. Seeing that two other soldiers were running to the aid of their fallen comrade, he suddenly gave the signal for the revolt of the slaves. It was premature. Taken by surprise, the half-hearted among the conspirators paid no attention to it, while the timid stood more or less bewildered. Only a few of the resolute and reckless obeyed the call, but these furnished full employment for their guards, for, knowing that failure meant death, if not worse, they fought like fiends.

Meanwhile the first of the two soldiers who came running, sword in hand, towards Sommers, was met by Brown. With a piece of wood in his left hand, that worthy parried the blow that was delivered at his head. At the same time he sent his right fist into the countenance of his adversary with such force that he became limp and dropped like an empty topcoat. This was fortunate, for the companion janissary was close to him when he wheeled round. The blazing look of the seaman, however, induced so much caution in the Turk that, instead of using his sword, he drew a long pistol from his girdle and levelled it. Brown leaped upon him, caught the pistol as it exploded just in time to turn the muzzle aside, wrenched the weapon from his foes grasp, and brought the butt of it down with such a whack on his head that it laid him beside his comrade.

Turning quickly to the still struggling pair, he saw that the janissary was black in the face, and that Sommers was compressing his throat with both hands and had his knee on his stomach, while Hester and Sally were looking on horrified, but hopeful. At the same time he saw fresh soldiers running up the street to reinforce the guard.

Hester, he said sharply, and seizing the girls hand, come, bolt with me. Ive knowed your father a good while. Quick!

Impossible! she cried, drawing back. I will not leave my father now!

Youll have to leave him anyhow, cried the sailor. You can do him no good. If free you might

A shout at the moment caused him to glance round. It proceeded both from slaves and guards, for both at the same moment caught sight of the approach of the reinforcements. The former scattered in all directions, and the latter gave chase, while pistol-shots and yells rent the air.

Instead of wasting more breath in useless entreaty, Brown seized the light form of Hester in his arms and ran with her to the ramparts. In the confusion of the general skirmish he was not observed  or, if observed, unheeded  by any one but Sally, who followed him in anxious haste, thinking that the man was mad, for there could be no possible way of escape, she thought, in that direction. She was wrong. There was method in Browns madness. He had for a long time previously studied all the possibilities with reference to the meditated uprising, and had laid down for himself several courses which he might pursue according to the success, failure, or partial failure of their plans.

There was one part of the rampart they were engaged in repairing at that time which had given way and partly fallen into the ditch outside. The portion of the wall still remaining had been further demolished in order that a more secure foundation might be laid. The broken wall here had been but partially rebuilt, and was not nearly as high as the completed wall. A jump from this might be possible to a strong active man if the ground below were soft, or even level  though the risk of broken limbs was considerable.

Brown had observed, however, that at this place a small tree grew out from a mass of rock which had been incorporated as part of the wall, and that just below it there stood a huge bush of the cactus kind. To these two he had made up his mind to intrust himself in the event of things coming to the worst.

Accordingly it was to this part of the rampart he ran with Hester in his strong arms. We have said that Sally ran after the sailor with anxiety, but that feeling was deepened into dismay when she saw him approach the portion of the wall just described, and she gave out one of her loudest coffee-pestle gasps when she saw him jump straight off the wall without a moments hesitation.

Craning her neck and gazing downward, she saw the sailor go crashing through the little tree and alight with a squash in the heart of the watery cactus, out of which he leaped with such agility that Sally was led to exclaim under her breath  

Hoh! dont de spikes make im jump!

Whether it was the spikes or other influences we cannot tell, but certain it is that Brown did jump with wonderful activity, considering the burden he carried, dashed up the opposite bank, cut across country like a hunted hare, and found shelter in a neighbouring wood before the revolt in the city was completely quelled.

Here he pulled up and set the terrified Hester down.

Youll excuse me, miss, he said pantingly, as he wiped his brows with the sleeve of his shirt  which garment, with a pair of canvas trousers, a grass hat, and thin carpet shoes, constituted his costume. Im wery sorry to carry you off agin your will, but youll thank me for it yet, maybe, for if I had left you behind, you couldnt have helped your poor father, and theyd have took you off for sartin to be a slave. Now, dye see, if you an I manage to escape, theres no sayin what we may do in the way o raisin ransom to buy back your father. Anyway, he has been so anxious about you, an afraid o your bein catched, an the terrible fate in store for you if you are, that I made up my mind for his sake to carry you off.

To this explanation Hester listened with varying feelings.

I believe, from the honesty of your look and tone, she said, at last, that you have acted for the best, whether wisely or not remains to be seen; but I thank you heartily for your intentions, and especially for your kind feelings towards my dear father; but now I must claim the right to use my own judgment. I will return to the city and succour my father, or perish with him. Yet, rest assured, I will never forget the brave seaman who has so nobly risked his life to save me. Your name is

Brown, miss  at your service.

Well, good-bye, Brown, and Gods blessing attend you, she said, extending her black little hand.

The seaman gently took it and gave it a timid pressure, as if he feared to crush it in his brawny hand.

Ill shake hands with you, he said, but I wont say good-bye, for Ill steer back to the city with you.

Brown, this is sheer madness. There is no reason in what you propose to do. You cannot help me by sacrificing yourself.

Thats exactly what yer father would say to you, miss, if he was alongside of us You cant help me by sacrificin of yerself. Then, praps he would foller up that obsarvation by sayin, but you may an can help me if you go wi that sailor-friend o mine, who may be rough and ready, but is sartinly true-blue, who knows the coast hereaway an all its hidin-places, an wholl wentur his life to do me a good turn, cause why? I once wentured my life to do him a good turn o the same kind.

Is this true, Brown? Did you know my father before meeting him here; and did he really render you some service?

Yes, indeed, miss; I have sailed in one o your fathers wessels, an once I was washed overboard by a heavy sea, and he flung over a lifebuoy arter me, and jumped into the water himself to keep me afloat till a boat picked us up, for I couldnt swim. Now, look ere, miss, if youll consent to sail under my orders for a short spell, youll have a better chance o doin your father a sarvice than by returnin to that nest o pirates. Moreover, youll have to make up your mind pretty quick, for weve lost too much time already.

Go on, Brown, I will trust you, said Hester, placing her hand in that of the seaman, who, without another word, led her swiftly into the bush.

Now, all this, and a great deal more was afterwards related by Hester herself to her friends; but at the time all that was known to Sally  the only witness of the exploit  was that Hester Sommers had been carried off in the manner related by an apparently friendly British sailor. This she told soon after to Peter the Great, and this was the substance of the communication which Peter the Great, with glaring eyes and bated breath, made to George Foster, who received it with feelings and expressions that varied amazingly as the narrative proceeded.

Is that all? he asked, when the negro at length came to a decided stop.

Das all  an its enuff too! Pears to me yous not so much cut up about dis leetle business as I spected you would be.

I am anxious, of course, about Hester, returned the middy; but at the same time greatly relieved, first, to know that she is in the hands of a respectable British sailor; and, second, that she is not in the hands of these bloodthirsty piratical Moors. But what about her father? Nothing more, I suppose, is known about his fate?

Noting, ony its as sure as if we did know it. If his carcass isnt on de hooks by dis time itll soon be.

As the negro spoke the midshipman started up with flashing eyes, exclaimed angrily, It shall never be, and ran out of the bower.

Entering the house, he went straight to Ben-Ahmeds private chamber, which he entered boldly, without even knocking at the door.

The Moor was seated cross-legs on a mat, solacing himself, as usual, with a pipe. He was not a little surprised, and at first was inclined to be angry, at the abrupt entrance of his slave.

Ben-Ahmed, said the middy, with vehemence, the father of the English girl you are so fond of  and whom I love  is in terrible danger, and if you are a true man  as I firmly believe you are  you will save him.

The Moor smiled very slightly at the youths vehemence, pointed with the mouthpiece of his hookah to a cushion, and bade him sit down and tell him all about it.

The middy at once squatted à la Turk, not on the cushion, but on the floor, in front of his master, and, with earnest voice and gesture, related the story which Peter the Great had just told him.

Ben-Ahmed was visibly affected by it.

But how can I save him? he asked, with a look of perplexity.

Did you not once save the life of the Dey? asked Foster.

I did. How came you to know that?

I heard it from Peter the Great, who aided you on the occasion. And he told me that the Dey has often since then offered to do you some good turn, but that you have always declined.

That is true, said Ben-Ahmed, with the look of a man into whose mind a new idea had been introduced.

Yes, something may be done in that way, and it would grieve me that the father of my poor little Hester should die. I will try. Go, have my horse saddled, and send Peter to me.

Our midshipman bounded rather than rose from the floor, and uttered an irresistible, God bless you, as he vanished through the doorway on his errand.

Peter, he cried  encountering that worthy as he ran well manage it! Go to Ben-Ahmed! He wants you  quick! Im off to fetch his horse.

Foster was much too anxious to have the thing done quickly to give the order to the head groom. He ran direct to the stable, and, choosing the fleetest of the Moors Arab steeds, quickly put on its crimson saddle, with its un-European peaks before and behind, and the other gay portions of harness with which Easterns are wont to caparison their horses.

In a wonderfully short space of time he had the steed round to the front door, and sent another slave to tell his master that it was ready.

The Moor had also caparisoned himself, if we may say so, for the intended visit, and he had evidently done it in haste. Nevertheless, his gait was stately, and his movements were slow, as he gravely mounted the horse and rode away. The impatience of the middy was somewhat relieved, however, when he saw that Ben-Ahmed, on reaching the main road, put spurs to his horse, and rode towards the city at full gallop.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Strange Visit, a Strange Commission, and a Strange Display of Temper.

After Ben-Ahmed had departed on his mission to the Dey of Algiers, George Foster and Peter the Great re-entered the house, and in the seclusion of the bower continued to discuss the hopes, fears, and possibilities connected with the situation.

Dat was a clebber dodge ob yours, Geoge, remarked the negro, an Is got good hope dat someting will come ob it, for massas pretty sure to succeed wen he take a ting in hand.

Im glad you think so, Peter. And, to say truth, I am myself very sanguine.

But deres one ting dat plexes me bery much. What is we to do about poo Hesters fadder wen hes pardoned? De Dey can spare his life, but he wont set him free  an if he dont set him free de slabe-drivers ll be sure to kill im out ob spite.

The middy was silent, for he could not see his way out of this difficulty.

Perhaps, he said, Ben-Ahmed may have thought of that, and will provide against it, for of course he knows all the outs and ins of Moorish life, and he is a thoughtful man.

Das true, Geoge. He am a toughtful man. Anyhow, we kin do noting more, cept wait an see. But Is much more plexed about Hester, for eben if de sailor am a good an true man, as you say, he cant keep her or his-self alibe on noting in de mountains, no moren he could swim wid her on his back across de Mederainyon!

Again the middy was silent for a time. He could by no means see his way out of this greater difficulty, and his heart almost failed him as he thought of the poor girl wandering in the wilderness without food or shelter.

Praps, suggested Peter, she may manage to git into de town an pass for a nigger as shes dood before, an make tracks for her old place wid Missis Lilly  or wid Dinah.

No doubt she may, cried Foster, grasping at the hope as a drowning man grasps at a plank. Nothing more likely. Wouldnt it be a good plan for you to go into town at once and make inquiry?

Dessay it would, returned the negro. Das just what Ill do, an if shes not dere, Dinah may gib my intlec a jog. Shes a wonderful woman, Dinah, for workin up de human mind wen its like goin to sleep. Poo Samson hab diskivered dat many times. Ill go at once.

Do, Peter, my fine fellow, and youll lay me for ever under the deepest ob

He was interrupted by a slave who at the moment approached the bower and said that a man wanted to see Peter the Great.

To see Ben-Ahmed, you mean, said Peter.

No  to see yourself, returned the slave.

Sen im here, said the negro, with a magnificent wave of the hand.

In a few minutes the slave returned accompanied by a negro, who limped so badly that he was obliged to use a stick, and whose head was bandaged up with a blue cloth. Arrived at the bower, he stood before Peter the Great and groaned.

You may go, said Peter to the slave, who lingered as if anxious to hear the news of the visitor. When he was out of hearing, Peter turned to the lame man, looked him sharply in the face, and said  

Yous bery black in de face, my frind, but yous much blacker in de hart. What business hab you to come here widout washin your white face clean?

Well, youre a pretty smart chap for a nigger. An I dare say youll understand that Id have had some difficulty in fetchin this here port at all if Id washed my face, answered the lame man, in excellent nautical English.

While he spoke, Foster ran towards him, laid a hand on his shoulder, and looked earnestly into his face.

You are the British sailor, he said, who rescued Hes  Miss Sommers from the janissaries?

Thats me to a tee, replied the sailor, with a broad grin.

Is Miss Sommers safe? asked the middy anxiously.

Ay! safe as any woman can be in this world. Leastwise, shes in a cave wi three o the toughest sea-dogs as any man could wish to see  one o them bein a Maltese an the other two bein true-blue John Bulls as well as Jack Tars. But Miss Sommers gave me orders to say my say to Peter the Great, so if this nigger is him, Ill be obleeged if hell have a little private conversation wi me.

Did Miss Sommers say that I was not to hear the message? asked the middy, in some surprise.

She made no mention o you, or anybody else at all, as I knows on, returned the sailor firmly, an as my orders was to Peter the Great, an as this seems to be him, from Sallys description  a monstrous big, fine-lookin nigger, with a lively face  Ill say my say to him alone, with your leave.

You may say it where you is, for dis yar genlemn is a frind ob mine, an a hofficer in the Brish navy, an a most tickler friend of Hester Sommers, so we all frinds togidder.

Youll excuse me, sir, said the seaman, touching his forelock, but you dont look much like a officer in your present costoom. Well, then, heres wot Ive got to say

Dont waste your time, Brown, in spinning the yarn of your rescue of the girl, said Foster, interrupting; weve heard all about it already from Sally, and can never sufficiently express our thanks to you for your brave conduct. Tell us, now, what happened after you disappeared from Sallys view.

The sailor thereupon told them all about his subsequent proceedings  how he had persuaded Hester to accompany him through the woods and by a round about route to a part of the coast where he expected ere long to find friends to rescue him. From some reason or other best known to himself, he was very secretive in regard to the way in which these friends had managed to communicate with him.

You see Im not free to speak out all I knows, he said. But surely its enough to say that my friends have not failed me; that I found them waitin there with a small boat, so light that they had dragged it up an concealed it among the rocks, an that Id have bin on my way to old England at this good hour if it hadnt bin for poor Miss Sommers, whom we couldnt think of desartin.

Then she refused to go with you? said Foster.

Refused! I should think she did! Nothing, she said, would indooce her to leave Algiers while her father was in it. One o my mates was for forcing her into the boat, an carryin her off, willin or not willin, but I stood out agin him, as Id done enough o that to the poor thing already. Then she axed me to come along here an ax Peter the Great if he knowed anything about her father. But I dont know Peter the Great, says I, nor where he lives. Go to Sally, says she, an youll get all the information you need. But Ill never get the length o Sally without being nabbed, says I. Oh! says she, no fear o that. Just you let me make a nigger of you. I always keep the stuff about me in my pocket, for I so often cry it off that I need to renew it frequently. An with that she out with a parcel o black stuff and made me into a nigger before you could say Jack Robinson. Fortnately, Ive got a pretty fat lump of a nose of my own, an my lips are pretty thick by natur, so that with a little what you may call hard poutin when I had to pass guards, janissaries, an such like, I managed to get to where Missis Lilly an Sally lived, an they sent me on here. An now the question is, whats to be done, for its quite clear that my mates an me cant remain for ever hidin among the rocks. We must be off; an I want to know, are we to take this poor gal with us, or are we to leave her behind, an, if so, what are her friends a-goin to do for her?

Theres no fear of your friends going off without you, I suppose?

Well, as they risked their precious lives to rescue me, it aint likely, returned the seaman.

Would it not be well to keep Brown here till Ben-Ahmed returns? asked Foster, turning to Peter the Great.

The negro knitted his brows and looked vacantly up through the leafy roof of the bower, as if in profound meditation. Some of the brighter stars were beginning to twinkle in the darkening sky by that time, and one of them seemed to wink at him encouragingly, for he suddenly turned to the middy with all the energy of his nature, exclaiming, Is got it! and brought his great palm down on his greater thigh with a resounding slap.

If its in your breeches pocket you must have squashed it, then! said Brown  referring to the slap. Anyhow, if youve got it, hold on to it an lets hear what it is.

No  not now. All in good time. Patience, my frind, is a virtoo wuf cultivation

You neednt go for to tell that to a Bagnio slave like me, Mister Peter. Your greatness might have made you aware o that, returned the sailor quietly.

An eye-shutting grin was Peters reply to this, and further converse was stopped by the sound of clattering hoofs.

Massa! exclaimed the negro, listening. Das good. No time lost. Come wid me, you sham nigger, an Is gib you someting to tickle you stummik. You go an look arter de hoss, Geoge.

While the middy ran to the gate to receive his master, Peter the Great led the sham nigger to the culinary regions, where, in a sequestered corner, he supplied him with a bowl containing a savoury compound of chicken and rice.

I hope that all has gone well? Foster ventured to ask as the Moor dismounted.

All well. Send Peter to me immediately, he replied, and, without another word, hurried into the house.

Calling another slave and handing over the smoking horse to him, Foster ran to the kitchen.

Peter, youre

Wanted meeditly  yes, yes  I knows dat. What a ting it is to be inspensible to anybody! I dont know how hell eber git along widout me.

Saying which he hurried away, leaving the middy to do the honours of the house to the sailor.

I spose, sir, you havent a notion what sort o plans that nigger has got in his head? asked the latter.

Not the least idea. All I know is that he is a very clever fellow and never seems very confident about anything without good reason.

Well, whatever hes a-goin to do, I hope hell look sharp about it, for poor Miss Sommerss fate and the lives o my mates, to say nothin of my own, is hangin at this moment on a hair  so to speak, returned the sailor, as he carefully scraped up and consumed the very last grain of the savoury mess, murmuring, as he did so, that it was out o sight the wery best blow-out hed had since he enjoyed his last Christmas dinner in old England.

Will you have some more? asked the sympathetic middy.

No more, sir, thankee. Im loaded fairly down to the water-line. Another grain would bust up the hatches; but if I might ventur to putt forth a wish now, a glass o  no? well, no matter, a drop o waterll do. Im well used to it now, havin drunk enough to float a seventy-four since I come to this city o pirates.

You will find coffee much more agreeable as well as better for you. I have learned that from experience, said the middy, pouring out a tiny cupful from an earthen coffee-pot that always stood simmering beside the charcoal fire.

Another of that same, sir, if you please, said the seaman, tossing off the cupful, which, indeed, scarcely sufficed to fill his capacious mouth. Why they should take their liquor in these parts out o things that aint much bigger than my old mothers thimble, passes my comprehension. You wouldnt mind another?  thankee.

As many as you please, Brown, said the middy, laughing, as he poured out cupful after cupful; theres no fear of your getting half-seas-over on that tipple!

I only wish I was half-seas-over, or even a quarter that length. Your health, sir! returned Brown, with a sigh, as he drained the last cup.

Just then Peter the Great burst into the kitchen in a very elated condition.

Geoge, he cried, you be off. Massa wants you meeditly. But fust, let me ax  you understan de place among de rocks whar Browns mates and de boat am hidden?

Yes, I know the place well.

You knows how to get to it?

Of course I do.

Das all right; now come along  come along, you sham nigger, wid me. Has you got enuff?

Bustin  all but.

Das good now; you follow me; do what yous tol; hol you tongue, an look sharp, if you don want your head cut off.

Heave ahead, capn; Im your man.

The two left the house together and took the road that led to the hill country in rear of the dwelling.

Meanwhile George Foster went to the chamber of the Moor. He found his master seated, as was his wont, with the hookah before him, but with the mouthpiece lying idly on his knee, and his forehead resting on one hand. So deeply was he absorbed in communing with his own thoughts, that he did not observe the entrance of his slave until he had been twice addressed. Then, looking up as if he had been slightly startled, he bade him sit down.

George Foster, he began impressively, at the same time applying a light to his hookah and puffing sedately, you will be glad to hear that I have been successful with my suit to the Dey. God has favoured me; but a great deal yet remains to be done, and that must be done by you  else

He stopped here, looked pointedly at the middy, and delivered the remainder of his meaning in pufflets of smoke.

I suppose you would say, sir, that unless it is done by me it wont be done at all?

To this the Moor nodded twice emphatically, and blew a thin cloud towards the ceiling.

Then you may count upon my doing my utmost, if that which I am to do is in the interest of Hester Sommers or her father, as no doubt it is.

Yes, it is in their interest, rejoined Ben-Ahmed. I have done my part, but dare not go further; for much though I love little Hester  who has been to me as a sweet daughter  I must not risk my neck for her unnecessarily. But, if I mistake not, you are not unwilling to risk that?

Ay, fifty necks would I risk for her sake if I had them, returned our middy with enthusiasm, for he was in that stage of love which glories in the acknowledgment of thraldom.

Ben-Ahmed looked at him with interest, sighed, and sought solace in the pipe.

After a few meditative puffs, he continued  

After all, you run little risk, as you shall see. When I asked the Dey, with whom I am familiar, for the pardon of the slave Sommers, he did not seem pleased, and objected that there had been too many revolts of late; that this mans case was a bad one, and that it was necessary to make an example or two.

Very true, your highness, I replied, but may I beg you to make an example of some other slaves, and forgive Sommers?

Why do you take so much interest in this man? demanded the Dey, who seemed to me rather short in his temper at the time.

Because he is the father of one of my female slaves, your highness, I replied; and it is the fear that they will be separated for ever that makes the man desperate and the girl miserable. If you will permit me, I should like to reunite them. Your highness has often expressed a wish to do me some kindness for the privilege I once had of saving your highnesss life. Will you now refuse me this mans life? Nay, I will not refuse you, Ben-Ahmed. But I do not see that my granting your request will reunite the father and child, unless, indeed, you are prepared to purchase the man.

I am prepared to do so, your highness, I said.

In that case you are at liberty to go to the Bagnio and take him out. Here is my ring.

Now, Foster, continued the Moor, drawing the ring in question from his vest-pocket, take this. Show it to the captain of the guard at the Bagnio, who will admit you. Tell him that I sent you for one of the slaves. After that your own intelligence must guide you. Go, and God go with you.

I will do as you command, Ben-Ahmed, said Foster; but I must tell you frankly that I will not

Silence! thundered the Moor, with a look of ferocity which the amazed midshipman could not account for. Have you not understood me?

Yes, sir, perfectly, but

When a slave receives a command, cried Ben-Ahmed in rising wrath, it is his duty to obey in silence. Again I say  go!

The middy bowed with feelings of indignation, but on reaching the door paused, and again essayed to speak.

I give you fair warning, Ben-Ahmed, that I will not

Silence! again roared the Moor, seizing an ornamental box and hurling it violently at his slave, who, dipping his head, allowed it to go crashing against the wall, while he went out and shut the door.

Well, old boy, Im absolved from any allegiance to you, he muttered, as he walked smartly down the garden walk towards the gate; so if I do a good deal more than your bidding you mustnt be surprised. But your sudden burst of anger is incomprehensible. However, thats not my business now.

Had any one been there to observe the Moor after the middy had taken his departure, he would have seen that the passion he had displayed evaporated as rapidly as it had arisen, and that he resumed the amber mouthpiece of his hookah with a peculiar smile and an air of calm contentment. Thereafter he ordered out his horse, mounted it in his usual dignified manner, and quietly rode away into the darkness of the night.

It may be observed here our middy had improved greatly in the matter of costume since his appointment to the rank of limner to Ben-Ahmed. The old canvas jacket, straw hat, etcetera, had given place to a picturesque Moorish costume which, with the middys fine figure and natural bearing, led people to suppose him a man of some note, so that his appearance was not unsuited to the mission he had in hand.

We need scarcely say that his spirit was greatly agitated, as he walked towards the town, by uncertainty as to how he ought to act in the present emergency, and his mind was much confused by the varied, and, to some extent, inexplicable incidents of the evening. His thoughts crystallised, however, as he went along, and he had finally made up his mind what to do by the time he passed the portals Bab-Azoun and entered the streets of Algiers.




Chapter Sixteen.

Mysterious and Daring Deeds are Crowned with Success.

Threading his way carefully through the badly lighted streets, our middy went straight to the Kasba, and, rapping boldly at the gate, demanded admittance.

Show me to the guard-room. I wish to speak with the officer in command, he said, in the tone of one accustomed to obedience.

The soldier who admitted him introduced him to the officer in charge for the night.

I come, sir, said Foster, with quiet gentlemanly assurance, to demand an escort for slaves.

By whose orders? asked the officer.

The order of his Highness the Dey, answered Foster, producing the ring.

The officer examined it, touched his forehead with it in token of submission, and asked how many men were required.

Six will do, returned the middy, in a slow, meditative manner, as if a little uncertain on the point yes, six will suffice. I only wish their escort beyond the gates. Friends might attempt a rescue in the town. When I have them a short distance beyond the gates I can manage without assistance.

He touched, as he spoke, the handle of a silver-mounted pistol which he carried in his belt. Of course, as he spoke Lingua Franca, the officer of the guard knew quite well that he was a foreigner, but as the notables and Deys of Algiers were in the habit of using all kinds of trusted messengers and agents to do their work, he saw nothing unusual in the circumstance. Six armed soldiers were at once turned out, and with these obedient, unquestioning slaves he marched down the tortuous streets to the Bagnio.

The ring procured him admittance at once, and the same talisman converted the head jailer into an obsequious servant.

I have come for one of your slaves, said the middy, walking smartly into the court where most of the miserable creatures had already forgotten their wretchedness in the profound sleep of the weary. The tramp of the soldiers on the stone pavement and the clang of their arms awoke some of them. The name of the man I want is Hugh Sommers.

On hearing this one of the slaves was observed to reach out his hand and shake another slave who still slumbered.

Rouse up, Sommers! You are wanted, my poor friend.

What say you, Laronde? exclaimed the merchant, starting up and rubbing his eyes.

Get up and follow me, said Foster, in a stern commanding tone.

And who are you, that orders me as if I were a dog? fiercely returned Sommers, who, since the day of the unsuccessful mutiny, had again become desperate, and was in consequence heavily ironed.

The Dey of Algiers gives the order through me, replied Foster, pointing to the soldiers, and it will be your highest wisdom to obey without question. Knock off his irons, he added, turning abruptly to the chief jailer.

The air of insolent authority which our hipperkritical middy assumed was so effective that even Sommers was slightly overawed. While the irons were being removed, the unhappy Frenchman, Edouard Laronde, sought to console him.

I told you it would soon come to this, he said in English. I only wish I was going to die with you.

Knock off this mans irons also, said the middy, to whom a new idea had suddenly occurred, and who was glad to find that his altered costume and bearing proved such a complete disguise that his old comrade in sorrow did not recognise him.

I thought, said the jailer, that you said only one slave was wanted.

I say two slaves are wanted, growled the midshipman, with a look so fierce that the jailer promptly ordered the removal of Larondes fetters.

Did I not often tell you, muttered Hugh Sommers, that your unguarded tongue would bring you to grief?

It matters not. I submit, and am ready, returned the Frenchman in a sad tone. If it were not for my poor wife and child, the world would be well rid of such a useless rebel as I.

When the two slaves were ready, Foster demanded a piece of rope with which he fastened the left and right wrists of the two men together. Then, placing them in the midst of the soldiers, he led them out of the prison and along the main street in the direction of the western gate of the city. Passing through this the little party advanced into the suburbs until they reached a part of the road beyond which pedestrians usually found it convenient not to travel after dark. Here Foster called a halt.

I thank you, he said to the leader of the soldiers, at the same time giving him a piece of money. There is no further occasion for your services, all danger of rescue being past. I can now take care of them myself, being armed, as you see, while they are bound. Convey my thanks and compliments to your commanding officer.

The soldier acknowledged the piece of money with a grave inclination of the head, ordered his men to right-about-face, and marched back to the Kasba, leaving the three slaves standing not far from the seashore, and gazing at each other in silence.

You seem to have forgotten me, friends, said the middy in English, pulling a clasp-knife out of his pocket. Yet you have both met me before when we were slaves.

Were slaves! repeated the Frenchman, who was the first to recover from his astonishment, are we not still slaves? he asked, glancing at the cords that bound their wrists.

Not now, said Foster, cutting the cords with his knife at least we shall soon be free if we make good use of our opportunities.

Free! exclaimed both men together, with the energy of a sudden and almost overwhelming hope.

Ay, free! But this is no time for explanation. Follow me closely, and in silence.

Scarcely crediting their senses, and more than half disposed to believe that the whole affair was one of their too familiar dreams, yet strangely convinced at the same time that it was a reality, the two men followed their young leader with alacrity.

The reader will remember that before parting from Foster that day Peter the Great had taken special care to ascertain that he knew the whereabouts of the rocks where the boat belonging to Brown and his friends was concealed. As Foster walked along in the dark he thought a good deal about this, and felt convinced that Peter must have had some idea of the event that was likely to follow from his mission to the Bagnio. But he was much perplexed in attempting to account for his reticence in the matter. Altogether, there was mystery about it which he could not see through, so he wisely gave up thinking about it, and braced his energies to the carrying out of his own little plot. This was, to lead Hugh Sommers to his daughter and assist them to escape in the boat, along with Brown the sailor and his companions  intending, of course, to escape along with them! His taking advantage of the opportunity to free Edouard Laronde was the result of a sudden inspiration  a mere afterthought!

The distance to the spot for which they were making was considerable, and at first the fugitives proceeded with caution and in silence, but as their distance from the pirate city increased, and the danger of pursuit diminished, the middy relaxed a little, gave his companions interjectional scraps of information, and finally revealed to them all that he knew and purposed.

Suddenly their conversation was interrupted by the sight of something moving at the side of the road. It looked too small for a man, yet its movements seemed too intelligent for a dog or a stray donkey.

Stay here, I will soon find out, whispered Foster, drawing his pistol, and bounding towards the object in question.

It ran from him, but our middy was swift of foot. He quickly overtook it, and seized firmly by the arm what in the dark he thought to be a boy.

A slight scream undeceived him, and at the same time caused his heart to bound.

Oh, you hurt me! exclaimed a well-remembered voice.

Hester! cried the youth, and next moment, folding her in his arms, he kissed her  quite unintentionally, but irresistibly.

Thrusting him away with indignation, the maiden said, with flashing eyes, You forget yourself, sir, and take advantage of my defenceless position.

No  no, indeed! I did not intend to frighten you, dear child, (in his desperation the middy assumed the paternal rôle). Pray forgive me, it was only my joy at the prospect of reuniting you to your father, and

My father! cried Hester, forgetting her offended dignity. Where is he? You are alone! Peter the Great sent me here to meet him, but he did not say I should meet you.

Peter the Great sent you here  and alone! exclaimed Foster, in amazement.

Yes; he went out first to make sure that my father was coming, and then sent me to meet him that we might be alone. But Peter is close at hand.

Ho, yis! bery close at hand, Geoge! said Peter himself, suddenly emerging from a place of concealment. Now you come along wid me, sar, an let dat poo chile meet her fadder in private.

But she cannot do that, Peter, for Edouard Laronde is with him.

Whon all de wurlds Eddard Larongd?

Before Foster could reply Hester had bounded from his side, and next moment was locked in her fathers arms.

Come away, Geoge  an you too, Eddard La  La-whatever-it-is! cried the negro, grasping the latter by the arm and hurrying him along the road in the direction of the seashore, while the reunited father and child knelt down together and poured out their gratitude to God.

Deyll foller us in a minnit or two, continued the negro. What kep you so long, Geoge?

Couldnt manage it sooner. But can you guess, Peter, why Ben-Ahmed behaved in the strange way he has done? He got into a rage when I attempted to tell him honestly, that I did not intend to go back to him, or to take Sommers to his house, and that Id try to escape along with him if I could, but he would not listen or let me say a word.

Did you tink ob tellin him all dat? asked Peter.

I certainly did.

Well, youre not half such a hipperkrite as I tink you was.

Im glad to hear you say so, for I dont like to play the part of a hypocrite, Peter; I like to be all fair and above-board.

Was it all fair an above-board, Geoge, to kiss dat leetle gal when she was all alone and unpurtected? Was it all fair an above-board to call her you dear chile, as if you was her fadder?

Come, come, Peter, everything is fair, you know, in love and war. But thats not the point. Can you guess, I ask, Ben-Ahmeds motive for acting so oddly?

Oh! yis, Geoge, I kin guess amost anybodys motives, zough, praps, I mightnt guess right. I shouldnt wonder, now, if Ben-Ahmed will hab to account to do Dey for de tottle disappearance of Hugh Sommers  to say noting ob Eddard La  La  whats-is-name  an praps hed like to be able to say hed no notion o what de man he sent to fetch de slabe was goin to do. Now he couldnt hab say dat, you know, if he let you tell him all about it  like a goose as you was. So he let you go off, dye see, gib you your orders so far, an labes de rest to your good sense  zough dere wasnt too much ob dat to leab it to, or you wouldnt hab bring away Eddard La  La  ting-um-bob.

But do you really mean to tell me, Peter, that Ben-Ahmed intended me and Hugh Sommers to escape?

Das really what I means to tell you, Geoge.

Then why didnt you tell me all, this before, and save me from a deal of uncertainty?

Cause, in de fuss place, I had no time to tell you; in de second place, I was ordered not to tell you; in de tird place, its good for midshipmen to be put on deir mettle, an lef to find deir own way out ob diffikilties, an, in de fourf place, slabes hab no business to be axin de outs an ins, de whys an de wherefores of deir massas affairs.

Well, I always knew Ben-Ahmed had a kind heart, but little thought it was so kind and self-sacrificing as to buy Sommers for the very purpose of setting him free. I regret, deeply, that I did not know this sooner, and that I cannot now have the chance of thanking him with all my heart and soul, and bidding the good man farewell. It is one comfort, however, that Ill be able to send a message back by you. And Im also glad that I shall not have to part from you, my dear Peter, without telling you how much I love you and how sorry, very, very sorry, I am to say good-bye.

Geoge, returned the negro earnestly, dont you count your cheekins afore deys hatched! Youre not away yit.

Foster made no reply. To say truth, he felt a little hurt by the way in which his protestations of regard were received, and, by way of changing the subject, he asked if Peter had ever heard anything about the old Dane and his wife and daughter who had been captured at the same time with himself.

Deys bin ransomd, all ob dem. Got rich friends, you see. Hole your tongue now, Geoge, wes comin to de place.

By that time Sommers and his daughter had overtaken the party. As they all proceeded silently along the road, wondering how the matter would end, they observed a figure, like that of a female, glide, as it were, out of the darkness, and, taking Peter quietly by the arm, walk along with him.

Impelled by curiosity, Foster went forward and looked into her face.

Angelica! he exclaimed in surprise.

Ob course! answered her husband for her, you dont suppose de wife ob Peter de Great would let Geoge Foster go away widout comin to de boat to see him off?

Ere the middy could recover from his astonishment the party came suddenly upon a small cavern in which a light glimmered. At its entrance lay a boat, and beside it, engaged in putting it to rights, were Brown and his three companions  the two British tars and the Maltese seaman.

Is all right? asked Brown, in a low voice, as they approached.

All right, answered Peter.

Now, Geoge, you go in.

The middy entered the cave, and with, if possible, increased surprise, he found Ben-Ahmed standing there!

You are astonished, my friend, said the Moor with a gentle smile, as he extended his hand.

I am indeed, returned the middy, heartily grasping and warmly shaking it, but I am also rejoiced that I have the opportunity  which I had not hoped for  of thanking you for all your great kindness to me in time past  especially for this crowning act.

You have not to thank me, returned the Moor, you have to thank the little English girl; as he spoke he made a graceful motion of the hand towards Hester, who, with her father, entered the cave at the moment. Little Hester has taught me  not by word but by example  the grand lesson of your Christian Scriptures, that a man should do to others what he would have others do to him. I have resolved to keep no more slaves, and, as a first step, I now set you all free!

Gods blessing rest on you for that, sir, said Hugh Sommers, stepping forward and grasping the hand that Foster had relinquished. Have you, then, forsaken the faith of Mohammed and adopted that of Christ?

Be not over-curious, said the Moor reprovingly. Sufficient for you to know that fresh water cannot spring from a salt fountain. We must not waste time. The boat is in the water by this time. Farewell. Kiss me, my child. We may not meet again on earth, but  we shall certainly meet hereafter!

Hester, who saw the Moor assume all shapes and sizes through the tears that filled her eyes, ran to him, and, throwing her arms round his neck gave him a hug that made even her father jealous.

Now, away, all of you, cried Ben-Ahmed, when he was released, and may the God of Abraham and Isaac and Jacob go with you.

While he was yet speaking the clatter of horses hoofs in the distance was heard. Instantly the party made for the boat. There was no time for last adieux. Ben-Ahmed helped to shove off the boat and bundle them in.

You will hear pistol-shots, he cried, but fear not for me. My horse can outrun the best in Algiers. I will only fire to decoy them away. Farewell!

He ran up into the shrubbery that bordered the road, and next minute the sound of the horses feet was heard in the distance, as the boat skimmed swiftly out to sea under the powerful impulse of its stalwart crew.

A few minutes later and, as the Moor had prophesied, pistol-shots were heard on shore. From the sound they appeared to come from a short distance in the interior of the land, but musket-shots were also heard among them, and from the flashes on the beach it became evident that the Moor had not succeeded in turning all their pursuers off the scent  a fact which was further illustrated by the skipping of a musket ball close past the boat.

Just then it struck George Foster that Peter the Great and his wife were seated beside him.

Hallo, Peter! he exclaimed; how are you and Angelica to get on shore?

Wes not goin on shore at all, Geoge.

What do you mean, Peter?

I means what I says. De fact is, Geoge, dat Is come to de conclusion dat I couldnt lib widout you. Angelicas ob de same opinion, so wes made up our minds, wid massas purmission, to go wid you to ole England. Wes all goin togidder, Geoge. Aint dat jolly?

But how can we ever get to England in a small boat like this? asked the middy, in much anxiety, for in the hurry and excitement of the start the difficulty had not occurred to him.

No fear about that, sir, answered Brown, who pulled the bow oar; we aint such fools as to make the voyage in a cockle-shell like this! The boat blongs to a privateer as is owned by a friend o mine, an the wessels lyin off an on waitin for us.

There she goes! said one of the sailors. Look out!

As he spoke a large schooner loomed up against the dark sky, and was hailed. A gruff voice replied. Another moment the sails flapped, and the boat was towing alongside. Our middy was first to leap on deck  and not without a purpose in view, for he was thus in a position to hand up the passengers.

Do you forgive me, Hester? he whispered humbly, as he stooped to grasp her little hand.

I forgive you! she whispered timidly, as she passed him, and was led by her father into the vessels cabin.

That night two of the swiftest of the piratical war-vessels were seen to warp out from the Mole, and put to sea, but long before the land breeze filled their peaked sails the privateer was cleaving her way, homeward bound, through the dark waters of the Mediterranean.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Last.

Geoge, your mudder wants you.

Such were the words which aroused George Foster from a reverie one morning as he stood at the window of a villa on the coast of Kent, fastening his necktie and contemplating the sea.

Nothing wrong, I hope, said the middy, turning quickly round, and regarding with some anxiety the unusually solemn visage of Peter the Great.

Wheder deres anyfing wrong or not, snot for me to say, massa, but I tink deres suffin up, for she seems in a carfuffle.

Tell her I shall be with her instantly. Completing his toilet hastily, our hero repaired to his mothers apartment, where he found her seated in dishabille with an open letter in her hand, and some excitement in her face.

Is Laronde better this morning? she asked as her son sat down on a sofa at the foot of her bed.

I dont know, mother  havent been to his room this morning. Why do you ask? Has anything happened?

I will tell you presently, but first let me know what success you have had in your search.

Nothing but failure, said the middy, in a desponding tone. If there had been anything good to tell you I would have come to your room last night despite the lateness of the hour. We were later than usual in arriving because a trace broke, and after that one of the horses cast a shoe.

Where did you make inquiries, George?

At the solicitors office, of course. It is through them that we obtained what we hoped would be a clue, and it is to them that poor Marie Laronde used to go to inquire whether there was any chance of her husband being released for a smaller sum than was at first demanded. They had heard of a dressmaker who employed a girl or woman named Laronde in the West End, so I hunted her up with rather sanguine expectations, but she turned out to be a girl of sixteen, dark instead of fair, and unmarried! But again I ask, mother, what news, for I see by your face that you have something to tell me. That is a letter from Minnie, is it not?

It is, George, and I am very hopeful that while you have been away on the wrong scent in the West End of London, Minnie has fallen, quite unexpectedly, on the right scent in one of the low quarters of Liverpool. You know that she has been nursing Aunt Jeanette there for more than a fortnight.

Yes, I know it only too well, answered the middy. It is too bad that Aunt Jeanette should take it into her head to get ill and send for Minnie just three weeks after my return from slavery!  But what do you mean by her having fallen on the right scent? Surely she has not found leisure and strength both to hunt and nurse at the same time!

Yes, indeed, she has. Our last winter in that charming south of France has so completely restored her  through the blessing of God  that she has found herself equal to almost anything. It happens that Aunt Jeanette has got a friend living close to her who is an enthusiastic worker amongst the poor of the town, and she has taken your sister several times to visit the districts where the very poor people live. It was while she was thus engaged, probably never thinking of poor Larondes wife at all, that she  but here is the letter. Read it for yourself, you need not trouble yourself to read the last page  just down to here.

Retiring to the window the middy read as follows:  

Darling Mother,  I must begin at once with what my mind is full of, just remarking, by the way, that Aunt Jeanette is improving steadily, and that I hope to be home again in less than a week.

Well, I told you in my last that Miss Love  who is most appropriately named  had taken me out once or twice on her visits among the poor. And, do you know, it has opened up a new world of ideas and feelings to me. It is such a terrible revelation of the intensity of sorrow and suffering that is endured by a large mass of our fellow-creatures! I am persuaded that thousands of the well-to-do and the rich have no conception of it, for it must be seen to be understood. I feel as if my heart had become a great fountain of pity! And I can well  at least better  understand how our dear Saviour, when He wanted to give evidence of the truth and character of His mission, said, The poor have the gospel preached unto them, for if any class of beings on the face of this earth stand in need of good news it is the poor. God help and bless them!

Well, the other day Miss Love came to ask me to go out with her to visit some of her poor people, among others one  a very singular character  a woman who was reported to be a desperate miser, insomuch that she starved herself and her child for the sake of saving money. It was said that she was very ill at the time  thought to be dying  and seemed to be in a wretched state of destitution. Her name, Miss Love told me, was Lundy.

As Auntie was pretty well that day I gladly accompanied my friend to her district. And it was an awful place! I shudder even now when I think of the sights and sounds and dreadful language I saw and heard there  but I must not turn aside from what I have to tell. I pass over our visits to various families and come at once to the reputed miser. She was in bed, and from her flushed face and glittering eyes I could see that she was in high fever. She started, raised herself on an elbow, and glared at us as we entered.

I was deeply interested in her from the first moment. Although worn and thin, with lines of prolonged suffering indelibly stamped on her, she had a beautiful and refined face. Her age appeared to be about thirty-five. A lovely, but wretchedly clothed girl, of about fourteen years of age, sat on a low stool at her bedside. And oh! such a bed it was. Merely a heap of straw with a piece of sacking over it, on a broken bedstead. One worn blanket covered her thin form. Besides these things, a small table, and a corner cupboard, there was literally nothing else in the room.

The girl rose to receive us, and expressed regret that she had no chairs to offer. While Miss Love went forward and talked tenderly to the mother, I drew the girl aside, took her hand affectionately, and said, You have not always been as poor as you now are?

No indeed, she said, while tears filled her eyes, but work failed us in London, where we once lived, and mother came to Liverpool to a brother, who said he would help her, but he died soon after our arrival, and then mother got ill and I had to begin and spend our savings  savings that darling mother had scraped and toiled so hard to gain  and this made her much worse, for she was so anxious to save money!

This last remark reminded me of the reports about the mothers miserly nature, so I asked a question that made the poor girl reply quickly  

Oh! you mustnt think that darling mother is a miser. People so often fall into that mistake! She has been saving for ever so many years to buy father back

Buy father back! I repeated, with a sudden start.

Yes, to buy him from the Algerine pirates

I waited for no more, but, running to the bedside, looked the poor woman steadily in the face. There could be no doubt about it. There was the fair hair, blue eyes, and clear complexion, though the last was sadly faded from ill-health.

You should have seen the look of surprise she gave me. But I had been foolishly precipitate. Her mind had been wandering a little before we came in. The shock seemed to throw it further off the balance, for she suddenly looked at me with a calm sweet smile.

Yes, she said, he always called me Marie, though my name was Mary, being a Frenchman, you know  his little Marie he called me! I often think how pleased he will be to see another little Marie grown big when we get him back  but oh! how long  how long they are about sending him, though I have sent the money over and over again. Hush!

She looked round with a terrified expression and clutched my shawl with her thin hand. You wont tell, will you? she went on; you have a kind face, I am sure you will not tell, but I have been saving  saving  saving, to send more money to the Moors. I keep it in a bag here under my pillow, but I often fear that some one will discover and steal it. Oh! these Moors must have hard, hard hearts to keep him from me so long  so very long!

Here she thrust me from her with unexpected violence, burst into a wild laugh, and began in her delirium to rave against the Moors. Yet, even in the midst of her reproaches, the poor thing prayed that God would soften their hearts and forgive her for being so revengeful.

Now, mother, I want to know what is to be done, for when we sent for a doctor he said that not a word must be said about the return of her husband until she is out of danger and restored to some degree of health.

Thus far the middy read the letter.

Mother, he said, firmly, the doctor may say what he likes, but I am convinced that the best cure for fever and every other disease under the sun is joy  administered judiciously, in small or large doses as the patient is able to bear it! Now, the primary cause of poor Maries illness is the loss of her husband, therefore the removal of the cause  that is, the recovery of her husband

With Gods blessing, interjected Mrs Foster.

Admitted  with the blessing of the Great Physician  that is the natural cure.

Very true, George, but you wisely spoke of small doses. I am not sure that it would be safe to tell Monsieur Laronde that we have actually found his wife and child. He also is too weak to bear much agitation.

Not so weak as you think, mother, though the sufferings of slave-life and subsequent anxiety have brought him very near to the grave. But I will break it to him judiciously. We will get my dear little Hester to do it.

Your Hester! exclaimed Mrs Foster, in surprise. I trust, George, that you, a mere midshipman, have not dared to speak to that child of

Make your mind easy, mother, replied the middy, with a laugh, I have not said a word. Havent required to. We have both spoken to each other with our eyes, and that is quite enough at present. I feel as sure of my little Hester as if we were fairly spliced. There goes the breakfast-bell. Will you be down soon?

No. I am too happy to-day to be able to eat in public, George. Send it up to me.

The breakfast-room in that seaside villa presented an interesting company, for the fugitives had stuck together with feelings of powerful sympathy since they had landed in England. Hugh Sommers was there, but it was not easy to recognise in the fine, massive, genial gentleman, in a shooting suit of grey, the ragged, wretched slave who, not long before, had struggled like a tiger with the janissaries on the walls of Algiers. And Hester was there, of course, with her sunny hair and sunny looks and general aspect of human sunniness all over, as unlike to the veiled and timid Moorish lady, or the little thin-nosed negress, as chalk is to cheese! Edouard Laronde was also there, and he, like the others, had undergone wonderful transformation in the matter of clothing, but he had also changed in body, for a severe illness had seized him when he landed, and it required all Mrs Fosters careful nursing to pull him through, as the middy styled it. Brown the sailor was also there, for, being a pleasant as well as a sharp man, young Foster resolved to get him into the Navy, and, if possible, into the same ship with himself. Meanwhile he retained him to assist in the search for Marie Laronde and her daughter. Last, but by no means least, Peter the Great was there  not as one of the breakfast party, but as a waiter.

Peter had from the first positively refused to sit down to meals in a dining-party room!

No, Geoge, he said, when our middy proposed it to him, on the occasion of their arrival at his mothers home No, Geoge. I wont do it. Das flat! Is not bin used to it. My proper speer is de kitchen. Besides, do you tink Id forsake my Angelica an leabe her to feed alone downstairs, wile her husband was a-gorgin of his-self above? Neber! Its no use for you, Geoge, to say youd be happy to see her too, for she wouldnt do it, an shes as obsnit as me  an more! Now you make your mind easy, Ill be your mudders black flunkey  for lub, not for munny. So you hole your tongue, Geoge!

Thus the arrangement came to be made  at least for a time.

The middy was unusually grave that morning as he sat down to breakfast. They were all aware that he had returned from London late the previous night, and were more or less eager to know the result of his visit, but on observing his gravity they forbore to ask questions. Only the poor Frenchman ventured to say sadly, Failed again, I see.

Not absolutely, said Foster, who was anxious that the invalid should not have his breakfast spoilt by being excited. The visit I paid to the solicitor did indeed turn out a failure, but  but I have still strong hopes, he added cheerily.

So hab I, Geoge, remarked Peter the Great, from behind the chair of Miss Sommers, who presided at the breakfast table, for although Peter had resigned his right to equality as to feeding, he by no means gave up his claim to that of social intercourse.

Come, Laronde. Cheer up, my friend, said Hugh Sommers heartily; I feel sure that well manage it amongst us, for we have all entered on the search heart and soul.

Right you are, sir, ejaculated Brown, through a mouthful of buttered toast.

It only requires patience, said the middy, for London is a big place, you know, and cant be gone over in a week or two.

Das so, Geoge, said Peter, nodding approval.

After breakfast Foster sought a private interview with Hester, who undertook, with much fear, to communicate the news to Laronde.

You see, I think it will come best from you, Hester, said George in a grave fatherly manner, because a woman always does these sort of things better than a man, and besides, poor Laronde is uncommonly fond of you, as

He was going to have said as everybody is, but, with much sagacity, he stopped short and sneezed instead. He felt that a commonplace cough from a man with a sound chest would inevitably have betrayed him  so he sneezed. A hyperkrite as usual! he thought, and continued aloud  

So, you see, Hester, it is very important that you should undertake it, and it will be very kind of you, too.

I would gladly undertake a great deal more than that for the poor man, said Hester earnestly. When must I do it?

Now  at once. The sooner the better. He usually goes to the bower at the foot of the garden after breakfast.

Without a word, but with a glance that spoke volumes, the maiden ran to the bower.

What she said to the Frenchman we need not write down in detail. It is sufficient to note the result. In the course of a short time after she had entered the bower, a loud shout was heard, and next moment Laronde was seen rushing towards the house with a flushed countenance and the vigour of an athlete!

My little girl has been too precipitate, I fear, remarked Hugh Sommers to the middy.

Your little girl is never too  anything! replied the middy to Hugh, with much gravity.

The ex-Bagnio slave smiled, but whether at the reply or at the rushing Frenchman we cannot tell.

When Laronde reached his room he found Peter the Great there, on his knees, packing a small valise.

Hallo! Peter, what are you doing? I want that.

Yes, Eddard, I know dat. Das why Is packin.

Youre a good fellow, Peter, a true friend, but let me do it; Im in terrible haste!

No, sar, yous not in haste. Deres lots ob time. (He pulled out a watch of the warming-pan type and consulted it.) De coach dont start till one oclock; its now eleben; so deres no hurry. You jest lie down on de bed an Ill pack de bag.

Instead of lying down the poor Frenchman fell on his knees beside the bed and laid his face in his hands.

Yes  das better. Deres some sense in dat, muttered the negro as he quietly continued to pack the valise.

Two hours later and Laronde was dashing across country as fast as four good horses could take him, with George Foster on one side, Peter the Great on the other, and Brown on the box-seat  the focsl, he called it  beside the red-coated driver.

Whatever may be true of your modern forty-mile-an-hour iron horse, there can be no question that the ten-mile-an-hour of those days, behind a spanking team with clattering wheels, and swaying springs, and cracking whip, and sounding horn, felt uncommonly swift and satisfactory. Laronde shut his eyes and enjoyed it at first. But the strength engendered by excitement soon began to fail. The long weary journey helped to make things worse, and when at last they arrived at the journeys end, and went with Miss Love and Minnie to the lodging, poor Laronde had scarcely strength left to totter to his wifes bedside. This was fortunate, however, for he was the better able to restrain his feelings.

She has had a long satisfactory sleep  is still sleeping  and is much better, was the nurses report as they entered. The daughter looked with surprise at the weak worn man who was led forward. Laronde did not observe her. His eyes were fixed on the bed where the pale thin figure lay. One of Maries hands lay outside the blanket. The husband knelt, took it gently and laid his cheek on it. Then he began to stroke it softly. The action awoke the sleeper, but she did not open her eyes.

Go on, she murmured gently; you always used to do that when I was ill or tired  dont stop it yet, as you always do now, and go away.

The sound of her own voice seemed to awake her. She turned her head and her eyes opened wide while she gazed in his face with a steady stare. Uttering a sharp cry she seized him round the neck, exclaiming, Praise the Lord!

Yes, Marie  my own! Praise the Lord, for He has been merciful to me  a sinner.

The unbeliever, whom lash, torture, toil, and woe could not soften, was broken now, for the goodness of the Lord had led him to repentance.

Did the middy, after all, marry Hester, alias Geogiana Sommers? No, of course, he did not! He was a full-fledged lieutenant in his Majestys navy when he did that! But it was not long  only a couple of years after his return from slavery  when he threw little Hester into a state of tremendous consternation one day by abruptly proposing that they should get spliced immediately, and thenceforward sail the sea of life in company. Hester said timidly she couldnt think of it. George said boldly he didnt want her to think of it, but to do it!

This was putting the subject in quite a new light, so she smiled, blushed, and hurriedly hid her face on his shoulder!

Of course all the fugitive slaves were at the wedding. There was likewise a large quantity of dark-blue cloth, gold lace, and brass buttons at it.

Peter the Great came out strong upon that occasion. Although he consented to do menial work, he utterly refused to accept a menial position. Indeed he claimed as much right to, and interest in, the bride as her own radiant fadder, for had he not been the chief instrument in sabing dem bof from de Moors?

As no one ventured to deny the claim, Peter retired to the privacy of the back kitchen, put his arm round Angelicas neck, told her that he had got a gift of enough money to ransom his sister Dinah, laid his woolly head on her shoulder, and absolutely howled for joy.

It may be well to remark, in conclusion, that Peter the Great finally agreed to become Mrs Fosters gardener, as being the surest way of seeing Geoge during his periodical visits home. For much the same reason Hugh Sommers settled down in a small house near them. Laronde obtained a situation as French master in an academy not far off, and his wife and daughter soon gave evidence that joy is indeed a wonderful medicine!

As for George Foster himself, he rose to the top of his profession. How could it be otherwise with such an experience  and such a wife? And when, in after years, his sons and daughters clamoured, as they were often wont to do, for stories from father, he would invariably send for Peter the Great, in order that he might listen and corroborate or correct what he related of his wonderful adventures when he was a Middy among the Moors.

THE END
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CAME UNEXPECTEDLY ON A CAVERN.


Preface.

The extremely violent nature of the volcanic eruption in Krakatoa in 1883, the peculiar beauty of those parts of the eastern seas where the event occurred, the wide-spread influences of the accompanying phenomena, and the tremendous devastation which resulted, have all inspired me with a desire to bring the matter, in the garb of a tale, before that portion of the juvenile world which accords me a hearing.

For most of the facts connected with the eruption which have been imported into my story, I have to acknowledge myself indebted to the recently published important and exhaustive Report of the Krakatoa Committee, appointed by the Royal Society to make a thorough investigation of the whole matter in all its phases.

I have also to acknowledge having obtained much interesting and useful information from the following among other works:  The Malay Archipelago, by A.R. Wallace; A Naturalists Wanderings in the Eastern Archipelago, by H.O. Forbes; and Darwins Journal of Researches round the world in H.M.S. Beagle.

R.M. Ballantyne.

HARROW-ON-THE HILL, 1889.


Chapter I.

THE PLAY COMMENCES.

Blown to bits; bits so inconceivably, so ineffably, so microscopically small that  but let us not anticipate.

About the darkest hour of a very dark night, in the year 1883, a large brig lay becalmed on the Indian Ocean, not far from that region of the Eastern world which is associated in some minds with spices, volcanoes, coffee, and piratical junks, namely, the Malay Archipelago.

Two men slowly paced the brigs quarter-deck for some time in silence, as if the elemental quietude which prevailed above and below had infected them. Both men were broad, and apparently strong. One of them was tall; the other short. More than this the feeble light of the binnacle-lamp failed to reveal.

Father, said the tall man to the short one, I do like to hear the gentle pattering of the reef points on the sails; it is so suggestive of peace and rest. Doesnt it strike you so?

Cant say it does, lad, replied the short man, in a voice which, naturally mellow and hearty, had been rendered nautically harsh and gruff by years of persistent roaring in the teeth of wind and weather. More suggestive to me of lost time and lee-way.

The son laughed lightly, a pleasant, kindly, soft laugh, in keeping with the scene and hour.

Why, father, he resumed after a brief pause, you are so sternly practical that you drive all the sentiment out of a fellow. I had almost risen to the regions of poetry just now, under the pleasant influences of nature.

Glad I got hold of ee, lad, before you rose, growled the captain of the brig  for such the short man was. When a young fellow like you gets up into the clouds o poetry, hes like a man in a balloon  scarce knows how he got there; doesnt know very well how hes to get down, an has no more idea where hes goin to, or what hes drivin at, than the man in the moon. Take my advice, lad, an get out o poetical regions as fast as ye can. It dont suit a young fellow who has got to do duty as first mate of his fathers brig and push his way in the world as a seaman. When I sent you to school an made you a far better scholar than myself, I had no notion they was goin to teach you poetry.

The captain delivered the last word with an emphasis which was meant to convey the idea of profound but not ill-natured scorn.

Why, father, returned the young man, in a tone which plainly told of a gleeful laugh within him, which was as yet restrained, it was not school that put poetry into me  if indeed there be any in me at all.

What was it, then?

It was mother, returned the youth, promptly, and surely you dont object to poetry in her.

Object! cried the captain, as though speaking in the teeth of a Norwester. Of course not. But then, Nigel, poetry in your mother is poetry, an she can do it, lad  screeds of it  equal to anything that Dibdin, or, or,  that other fellow, you know, I forget his name  ever put pen to  why, your mother is herself a poem! neatly made up, rounded off at the corners, French-polished and all shipshape. Ha! you neednt go an shelter yourself under her wings, wi your inflated, up in the clouds, reef-point-patterin, balloon-like nonsense.

Well, well, father, dont get so hot about it; I wont offend again. Besides, Im quite content to take a very low place so long as you give mother her right position. We wont disagree about that, but I suspect that we differ considerably about the other matter you mentioned.

What other matter? demanded the sire.

My doing duty as first mate, answered the son. It must be quite evident to you by this time, I should think, that I am not cut out for a sailor. After all your trouble, and my own efforts during this long voyage round the Cape, Im no better than an amateur. I told you that a youth taken fresh from college, without any previous experience of the sea except in boats, could not be licked into shape in so short a time. It is absurd to call me first mate of the Sunshine. That is in reality Mr. Moors position

No, it isnt, Nigel, my son, interrupted the captain, firmly. Mr. Moor is second mate. I say so, an if I, the skipper and owner o this brig, dont know it, Id like to know who does! Now, look here, lad. Youve always had a bad habit of underratin yourself an contradictin your father. Im an old salt, you know, an I tell ee that for the time youve bin at sea, an the opportunities youve had, youre a sort o walkin miracle. Youre no more an ammytoor than I am, and another voyage or two will make you quite fit to work your way all over the ocean, an finally to take command o this here brig, an let your old father stay at home wi  wi

With the Poetess, suggested Nigel.

Just so  wi the equal o Dibdin, not to mention the other fellow. Now it seems to me  . Hows er head?

The captain suddenly changed the subject here.

Nigel, who chanced to be standing next the binnacle, stooped to examine the compass, and the flood of light from its lamp revealed a smooth but manly and handsome face which seemed quite to harmonise with the cheery voice that belonged to it.

Nor-east-and-by-east, he said.

Are ee sure, lad?

Your doubting me, father, does not correspond with your lately expressed opinion of my seamanship; does it?

Let me see, returned the captain, taking no notice of the remark, and stooping to look at the compass with a critical eye.

The flood of light, in this case, revealed a visage in which good-nature had evidently struggled for years against the virulent opposition of wind and weather, and had come off victorious, though not without evidences of the conflict. At the same time it revealed features similar to those of the son, though somewhat rugged and red, besides being smothered in hair.

Vulcan must be concoctin a new brew, he muttered, as he gazed inquiringly over the bow, or hes stirring up an old one.

What d you mean, father?

I mean that theres somethin goin on there-away  in the neighbourhood o Sunda Straits, answered the Captain, directing attention to that point of the compass towards which the ships head was turned. Darkness like this dont happen without a cause. Ive had some experience o them seas before now, an depend upon it that Vulcan is stirring up some o the fires that are always blazin away, more or less, around the Straits Settlements.

By which you mean, I suppose, that one of the numerous volcanoes in the Malay Archipelago has become active, said Nigel; but are we not some five or six hundred miles to the sou-west of Sunda? Surely the influence of volcanic action could scarcely reach so far.

So far! repeated the captain, with a sort of humph which was meant to indicate mild contempt; that shows how little you know, with all your book-learnin, about volcanoes.

I dont profess to know much, father, retorted Nigel in a tone of cheery defiance.

Why, boy, continued the other, resuming his perambulation of the deck, explosions have sometimes been heard for hundreds, ay hundreds, of miles. I thought I heard one just now, but no doubt the unusual darkness works up my imagination and makes me suspicious, for its wonderful what fools the imag  . Hallo! Dee feel that?

He went smartly towards the binnacle-light, as he spoke, and, holding an arm close to it, found that his sleeve was sprinkled with a thin coating of fine dust.

Didnt I say so? he exclaimed in some excitement, as he ran to the cabin skylight and glanced earnestly at the barometer. That glance caused him to shout a sudden order to take in all sail. At the same moment a sigh of wind swept over the sleeping sea as if the storm-fiend were expressing regret at having been so promptly discovered and met.

Seamen are well used to sudden danger  especially in equatorial seas  and to prompt, unquestioning action. Not many minutes elapsed before the Sunshine was under the smallest amount of sail she could carry. Even before this had been well accomplished a stiff breeze was tearing up the surface of the sea into wild foam, which a furious gale soon raised into raging billows.

The storm came from the Sunda Straits about which the captain and his son had just been talking, and was so violent that they could do nothing but scud before it under almost bare poles. All that night it raged. Towards morning it increased to such a pitch that one of the back-stays of the foremast gave way. The result was that the additional strain thus thrown on the other stays was too much for them. They also parted, and the fore-top-mast, snapping short off with a report like a cannon-shot, went over the side, carrying the main-topgallant-mast and all its gear along with it.




Chapter II.

THE HAVEN IN THE CORAL RING.

It seemed as if the storm-fiend were satisfied with the mischief he had accomplished, for immediately after the disaster just described, the gale began to moderate, and when the sun rose it had been reduced to a stiff but steady breeze.

From the moment of the accident onward, the whole crew had been exerting themselves to the utmost with axe and knife to cut and clear away the wreck of the masts and repair damages.

Not the least energetic among them was our amateur first mate, Nigel Roy. When all had been made comparatively snug, he went aft to where his father stood beside the steersman, with his legs nautically wide apart, his sou-wester pulled well down over his frowning brows, and his hands in their native pockets.

This is a bad ending to a prosperous voyage, said the youth, sadly; but you dont seem to take it much to heart, father!

How much or little I take it to heart you know nothin whatever about, my boy, seein that I dont wear my heart on my coat-sleeve, nor yet on the point of my nose, for the inspection of all and sundry. Besides, you cant tell whether its a bad or a good endin, for it has not ended yet one way or another. Moreover, what appears bad is often found to be good, an what seems good is pretty often uncommon bad.

You are a walking dictionary of truisms, father! I suppose you mean to take a philosophical view of the misfortune and make the best of it, said Nigel, with what we may style one of his twinkling smiles, for on nearly all occasions that young mans dark, brown eyes twinkled, in spite of him, as vigorously as any little star that was ever told in prose or song to do so  and much more expressively, too, because of the eyebrows of which little stars appear to be destitute.

No, lad, retorted the captain; I take a common-sense view  not a philosophical one; an when youve bin as long at sea as I have, youll call nothin a misfortune until its proved to be such. The only misfortune I have at present is a son who cannot see things in the same light as his father sees em.

Well, then, according to your own principle that is the reverse of a misfortune, for if I saw everything in the same light that you do, youd have no pleasure in talking to me, youd have no occasion to reason me out of error, or convince me of truth. Take the subject of poetry, now

Luff, said Captain Roy, sternly, to the man at the wheel.

When the man at the wheel had gone through the nautical evolution involved in luff, the captain turned to his son and said abruptly  

Well run for the Cocos-Keelin Islands, Nigel, an refit.

Are the Keeling Islands far off?

Lift up your head and look straight along the bridge of your nose, lad, and youll see them. Theyre an interesting group, are the Keelin Islands. Volcanic, they are, with a coral top-dressin, so to speak. Sit down here an Ill tell ee about em.

Nigel shut up the telescope through which he had been examining the thin, blue line on the horizon that indicated the islands in question, and sat down on the cabin skylight beside his father.

Theyve got a romantic history too, though a short one, an are set like a gem on the bosom of the deep blue sea

Come, father, youre drifting out of your true course  thats poetical!

I know it, lad, but Im only quotin your mother. Well, you must know that the Keelin Islands  we call them Keelin for short  were uninhabited between fifty and sixty years ago, when a Scotsman named Ross, thinking them well situated as a port of call for the repair and provisioning of vessels on their way to Australia and China, set his heart on them and quietly took possession in the name of England. Then he went home to fetch his wife and family of six children, intendin to settle on the islands for good. Returning in 1827 with the family and fourteen adventurers, twelve of whom were English, one a Portugee and one a Javanee, he found to his disgust that an Englishman named Hare had stepped in before him and taken possession. This Hare was a very bad fellow; a rich man who wanted to live like a Rajah, with lots o native wives and retainers, an be a sort of independent prince. Of course he was on bad terms at once with Ross, who, finding that things were going badly, felt that it would be unfair to hold his people to the agreement which was made when he thought the whole group was his own, so he offered to release them. They all, except two men and one woman, accepted the release and went off in a gun-boat that chanced to touch there at the time. For a good while Hare and his rival lived there  the one tryin to get the Dutch, the other to induce the English Government to claim possession. Neither Dutch nor English would do so at first, but the English did it at long-last  in 1878  and annexed the islands to the Government of Ceylon.

Long before that date, however  before 1836  Hare left and went to Singapore, where he died, leaving Ross in possession  the King of the Cocos Islands as he came to be called. In a few years  chiefly through the energy of Rosss eldest son, to whom he soon gave up the management of affairs  the Group became a prosperous settlement. Its ships traded in cocoa-nuts (the chief produce of the islands) throughout all the Straits Settlements, and boat-buildin became one of their most important industries. But there was one thing that prevented it from bein a very happy though prosperous place, an that was the coolies who had been hired in Java, for the only men that could be got there at first were criminals who had served their time in the chain-gangs of Batavia. As these men were fit for anything  from pitch-and-toss to murder  and soon outnumbered the colonists, the place was kept in constant alarm and watchfulness. For, as I dare say you know, the Malays are sometimes liable to have the spirit of amok on them, which leads them to care for and fear nothin, and to go in for a fight-to-death, from which we get our sayin  run amuck. An when a strong fellow is goin about loose in this state o mind, its about as bad as havin a tiger prowlin in ones garden.

Well, sometimes two or three o these coolies would mutiny and hide in the woods o one o the smaller uninhabited islands. An the colonists would have no rest till they hunted them down. So, to keep matters right, they had to be uncommon strict. It was made law that no one should spend the night on any but what was called the Home Island without permission. Every man was bound to report himself at the guard-house at a fixed hour; every fire to be out at sunset, and every boat was numbered and had to be in its place before that time. So they went on till the year 1862, when a disaster befell them that made a considerable change  at first for the worse, but for the better in the long-run. Provin the truth, my lad, of what I was  well, no  I was goin to draw a moral here, but I wont!

It was a cyclone that did the business. Cyclones have got a free-an-easy way of makin a clean sweep of the work of years in a few hours. This cyclone completely wrecked the homes of the Keelin Islanders, and Ross  thats the second Ross, the son of the first one  sent home for his son, who was then a student of engineering in Glasgow, to come out and help him to put things to rights. Ross the third obeyed the call, like a good son,  observe that, Nigel.

All right, father, fire away!

Like a good son, repeated the captain, an he turned out to be a first-rate man, which was lucky, for his poor father died soon after, leavin him to do the work alone. An well able was the young engineer to do it. He got rid o the chain-gang men altogether, and hired none but men o the best character in their place. He cleared off the forests and planted the ground with cocoa-nut palms. Got out steam mills, circular saws, lathes, etc., and established a system of general education with a younger brother as head-master  an tail-master too, for I believe there was only one. He also taught the men to work in brass, iron, and wood, and his wife  a Cocos girl that he married after comin out  taught all the women and girls to sew, cook, and manage the house. In short, everything went on in full swing of prosperity, till the year 1876, when the island-born inhabitants were about 500, as contented and happy as could be.

In January of that year another cyclone paid them a visit. The barometer gave them warning, and, remembering the visit of fourteen years before, they made ready to receive the new visitor. All the boats were hauled up to places of safety, and every other preparation was made. Down it came, on the afternoon o the 28th  worse than they had expected. Many of the storehouses and mills had been lately renewed or built. They were all gutted and demolished. Everything movable was swept away like bits of paper. Lanes, hundreds of yards in length, were cleared among the palm trees by the whirling wind, which seemed to perform a demon-dance of revelry among them. In some cases it snapped trees off close to the ground. In others it seemed to swoop down from above, lick up a patch of trees bodily and carry them clean away, leaving the surrounding trees untouched. Sometimes it would select a tree of thirty years growth, seize it, spin it round, and leave it a permanent spiral screw. I was in these regions about the time, and had the account from a native who had gone through it all and couldnt speak of it except with glaring eyeballs and gasping breath.

About midnight of the 28th the gale was at its worst. Darkness that could be felt between the flashes of lightning. Thunder that was nearly drowned by the roaring of the wind an the crashing of everything all round. To save their lives the people had to fling themselves into ditches and hollows of the ground. Mr. Ross and some of his people were lying in the shelter of a wall near his house. There had been a schooner lying not far off. When Mr. Ross raised his head cautiously above the wall to have a look to windard he saw the schooner comin straight for him on the top of a big wave. Hold on! he shouted, fell flat down, and laid hold o the nearest bush. Next moment the wave burst right over the wall, roared on up to the garden, 150 yards above highwater mark, and swept his house clean away! By good fortune the wall stood the shock, and the schooner stuck fast just before reachin it, but so near that the end of the jib-boom passed right over the place where the household lay holdin on for dear life and half drowned. It was a tremendous night, concluded the captain, an nearly everything on the islands was wrecked, but theyve survived it, as youll see. Though its seven years since that cyclone swep over them, theyre all right and goin ahead again, full swing, as if nothin had happened.

And is Ross III. still king? asked Nigel with much interest.

Ay  at least he was king a few years ago when I passed this way and had occasion to land to replace a topsl yard that had been carried away.

Then you wont arrive as a stranger?

I should think not, returned the captain, getting up and gazing steadily at the atoll or group of islets enclosed within a coral ring which they were gradually approaching.

Night had descended, however, and the gale had decreased almost to a calm, ere they steered through the narrow channel  or what we may call a broken part of the ring  which led to the calm lagoon inside. Nigel Roy leaned over the bow, watching with profound attention the numerous phosphorescent fish and eel-like creatures which darted hither and thither like streaks of silver from beneath their advancing keel. He had enough of the naturalist in him to arouse in his mind keen interest in the habits and action of the animal life around him, and these denizens of the coral-groves were as new to him as their appearance was unexpected.

Youll find em very kind and hospitable, lad, said the captain to his son.

What, the fish?

No, the inhabitants. Port  port  steady!

Steady it is! responded the man at the wheel.

Let go! shouted the captain.

A heavy plunge, followed by the rattling of chains and swinging round of the brig, told that they had come to an anchor in the lagoon of the Cocos-Keeling Islands.




Chapter III.

INTERESTING PARTICULARS OF VARIOUS KINDS.

By the first blush of dawn Nigel Roy hastened on deck, eager to see the place in regard to which his fathers narrative had awakened in him considerable interest.

It not only surpassed but differed from all his preconceived ideas. The brig floated on the bosom of a perfectly calm lake of several miles in width, the bottom of which, with its bright sand and brilliant coral-beds, could be distinctly seen through the pellucid water. This lake was encompassed by a reef of coral which swelled here and there into tree-clad islets, and against which the breakers of the Indian Ocean were dashed into snowy foam in their vain but ceaseless efforts to invade the calm serenity of the lagoon. Smaller islands, rich with vegetation, were scattered here and there within the charmed circle, through which several channels of various depths and sizes connected the lagoon with the ocean.

We shall soon have the king himself off to welcome us, said Captain Roy as he came on deck and gave a sailor-like glance all round the horizon and then up at the sky from the mere force of habit. Visitors are not numerous here. A few scientific men have landed now and again; Darwin the great naturalist among others in 1836, and Forbes in 1878. No doubt theyll be very glad to welcome Nigel Roy in this year of grace 1883.

But Im not a naturalist, father, mores the pity.

No matter, lad; youre an ammytoor first mate, an praps a poet may count for somethin here. They lead poetical lives and are fond o poetry.

Perhaps that accounts for the fondness you say they have for you, father.

Just so, lad. See!  theres a boat puttin off already: the king, no doubt.

He was right. Mr. Ross, the appointed governor, and King of the Cocos Islands, was soon on deck, heartily shaking hands with and welcoming Captain Roy as an old friend. He carried him and his son off at once to breakfast in his island-home; introduced Nigel to his family, and then showed them round the settlement, assuring them at the same time that all its resources were at their disposal for the repair of the Sunshine.

Thank ee kindly, said the captain in reply, but Ill only ask for a stick to rig up a foretop-mast to carry us to Batavia, where well give the old craft a regular overhaul  for its just possible she may have received some damage below the water-line, wi bumpin on the mast and yards.

The house of the King was a commodious, comfortable building in the midst of a garden, in which there were roses in great profusion, as well as fruit-trees and flowering shrubs. Each Keeling family possessed a neat well-furnished plank cottage enclosed in a little garden, besides a boat-house at the water-edge on the inner or lagoon side of the reef, and numerous boats were lying about on the white sand. The islanders, being almost born sailors, were naturally very skilful in everything connected with the sea. There was about them a good deal of that kindly innocence which one somehow expects to find associated with a mild paternal government and a limited intercourse with the surrounding world, and Nigel was powerfully attracted by them from the first.

After an extensive ramble, during which Mr. Ross plied the captain with eager questions as to the latest news from the busy centres of civilisation  especially with reference to new inventions connected with engineering  the island king left them to their own resources till dinner-time, saying that he had duties to attend to connected with the kingdom!

Now, boy, said the captain when their host had gone, whatll ee do? Take a boat and have a pull over the lagoon, or go with me to visit a family Im particularly fond of, an who are uncommon fond o me!

Visit the family, of course, said Nigel. I can have a pull any day.

Come along then.

He led the way to one of the neatest of the plank cottages, which stood on the highest ridge of the island, so that from the front windows it commanded a view of the great blue ocean with its breakers that fringed the reef as with a ring of snow, while, on the opposite side, lay the peaceful waters and islets of the lagoon.

A shout of joyful surprise was uttered by several boys and girls at sight of the captain, for during his former visit he had won their hearts by telling them wild stories of the sea, one half of each story being founded on fact and personal experience, the other half on a vivid imagination!

We are rejoiced to see you, said the mother of the juveniles, a stout woman of mixed nationality  that of Dutch apparently predominating. She spoke English, however, remarkably well, as did many of the Cocos people, though Malay is the language of most of them.

The boys and girls soon hauled the captain down on a seat and began to urge him to tell them stories, using a style of English that was by no means equal to that of the mother.

Stop, stop, let me see sister Kathy first. I cant begin without her. Where is she?

Somewhere, I spose, said the eldest boy.

No doubt of that. Go  fetch her, returned the captain.

At that moment a back-door opened, and a girl of about seventeen years of age entered. She was pleasant-looking rather than pretty  tall, graceful, and with magnificent black eyes.

Here she comes, cried the captain, rising and kissing her. Why, Kathy, how youve grown since I saw you last! Quite a woman, I declare!

Kathy was not too much of a woman, however, to join her brothers and sisters in forcing the captain into a seat and demanding a story on the spot.

Stop, stop! cried the captain, grasping round their waists a small boy and girl who had already clambered on his knees. Let me inquire about my old friends first  and let me introduce my son to you  youve taken no notice of him yet! Thats not hospitable.

All eyes were turned at once on Nigel, some boldly, others with a shy inquiring look, as though to say, Can you tell stories?

Come, now, said Nigel, advancing, since you are all so fond of my father, I must shake hands with you all round.

The hearty way in which this was done at once put the children at their ease. They admitted him, as it were, into their circle, and then turning again to the captain continued their clamour for a story.

No, no  about old friends first. How  hows old mother Morris?

Quite well, they shouted. Fatterer than ever, added an urchin, who in England would have been styled cheeky.

Yes, lisped a very little girl; one of e doors in e house too small for she.

Why, Gerchin, youve learned to speak English like the rest, said the captain.

Yes, father make every one learn.

Well, now, continued the captain, what about Black Sam?

Gone to Batavia, chorused the children.

And  and  whats-is-name?  the man wi the nose

A burst of laughter and, Wes all got noses here! was the reply.

Yes, but you know who I mean  the short man wi the

Oh! with the turned up nose. I know, cried the cheeky boy; you means Johnson? He goed away nobody know whar.

And little Nelly Drew, what of her?

A sudden silence fell on the group, and solemn eyes were turned on sister Kathy, who was evidently expected to answer.

Not dead? said the captain earnestly.

No, but very very ill, replied the girl.

Dear Nelly have never git over the loss of her brother, who

At this point they were interrupted by another group of the captains little admirers, who, having heard of his arrival, ran forward to give him a noisy welcome. Before stories could be commenced, however, the visitors were summoned to Mr. Rosss house to dinner, and then the captain had got into such an eager talk with the king that evening was upon them before they knew where they were, as Nigel expressed it, and the stories had to be postponed until the following day.

Of course beds were offered, and accepted by Captain Roy and Nigel. Just before retiring to them, father and son went out to have a stroll on the margin of the lagoon.

Aint it a nice place, Nigel? asked the former, whose kindly spirit had been stirred up to quite a jovial pitch by the gushing welcome he had received alike from old and young.

Its charming, father. Quite different from what you had led me to expect.

My boy, returned the captain, with that solemn deliberation which he was wont to assume when about to deliver a palpable truism. Wen youve come to live as long as me youll find that everything turns out different from what people have bin led to expect. Leastways thats my experience.

Well, in the meantime, till I have come to your time of life, Ill take your word for that, and I do hope you intend to stay a long time here.

No, my son, I dont. Why do ye ask?

Because I like the place and the people so much that I would like to study it and them, and to sketch the scenery.

Business before pleasure, my lad, said the captain with a grave shake of the head. You know weve bin blown out of our course, and have no business here at all. Ill only wait till the carpenter completes his repairs, and then be off for Batavia. Duty first; everything else afterwards.

But you being owner as well as commander, there is no one to insist on duty being done, objected Nigel.

Pardon me, returned the captain, there is a certain owner named Captain David Roy, a very stern disciplinarian, who insists on the commander o this here brig performin his duty to the letter. You may depend upon it that if a man aint true to himself hes not likely to be true to any one else. But its likely that we may be here for a couple of days, so I release you from duty that you may make the most o your time and enjoy yourself. By the way, it will save you wastin time if you ask that little girl, Kathy Holbein, to show you the best places to sketch, for shes a born genius with her pencil and brush.

No, thank you, father, returned Nigel. I want no little girl to bother me while Im sketching  even though she be a born genius  for I think I possess genius enough my self to select the best points for sketching, and to get along fairly well without help. At least Ill try what I can do.

Please yourself, lad. Nevertheless, I think you wouldnt find poor Kathy a bother; shes too modest for that  moreover, she could manage a boat and pull a good oar when I was here last, and no doubt she has improved since.

Nevertheless, Id rather be alone, persisted Nigel. But why do you call her poor Kathy? She seems to be quite as strong and as jolly as the rest of her brothers and sisters.

Ah, poor thing, these are not her brothers and sisters, returned the captain in a gentler tone.

Kathy is only an adopted child, and an orphan. Her name, Kathleen, is not a Dutch one. She came to these islands in a somewhat curious way. Sit down here and Ill tell ee the little I know about her.

Father and son sat down on a mass of coral rock that had been washed up on the beach during some heavy gale, and for a few minutes gazed in silence on the beautiful lagoon, in which not only the islets, but the brilliant moon and even the starry hosts were mirrored faithfully.

About thirteen years ago, said the captain, two pirate junks in the Sunda Straits attacked a British barque, and, after a fight, captured her. Some o the crew were killed in action, some were taken on board the junks to be held to ransom I spose, and some, jumping into the sea to escape if possible by swimming, were probably drowned, for they were a considerable distance from land. It was one o these fellows, however, who took to the water that managed to land on the Java shore, more dead than alive. He gave information about the affair, and was the cause of a gun-boat, that was in these waters at the time, bein sent off in chase o the pirate junks.

This man who swam ashore was a Lascar. He said that the chief o the pirates, who seemed to own both junks, was a big ferocious Malay with only one eye  he might have added with no heart at all, if what he said o the scoundrel was true, for he behaved with horrible cruelty to the crew o the barque. After takin all he wanted out of his prize he scuttled her, and then divided the people that were saved alive between the two junks. There were several passengers in the vessel; among them a young man  a widower  with a little daughter, four year old or so. He was bound for Calcutta. Being a very powerful man he fought like a lion to beat the pirates off, but he was surrounded and at last knocked down by a blow from behind. Then his arms were made fast and he was sent wi the rest into the biggest junk.

This poor fellow recovered his senses about the time the pirates were dividin the prisoners among them. He seemed dazed at first, so said the Lascar, but as he must have bin in a considerable funk himself I suspect his observations couldnt have bin very correct. Anyhow, he said he was sittin near the side o the junk beside this poor man, whose name he never knew, but who seemed to be an Englishman from his language, when a wild scream was heard in the other junk. It was the little girl who had caught sight of her father and began to understand that she was going to be separated from him. At the sound o her voice he started up, and, looking round like a wild bull, caught sight o the little one on the deck o the other junk, just as they were hoistin sail to take advantage of a breeze that had sprung up.

Whether it was that they had bound the man with a piece o bad rope, or that the strength o Samson had been given to him, the Lascar could not tell, but he saw the Englishman snap the rope as if it had bin a bit o pack-thread, and jump overboard. He swam for the junk where his little girl was. If he had possessed the strength of a dozen Samsons it would have availed him nothin, for the big sail had caught the breeze and got way on her. At the same time the other junk lay over to the same breeze and the two separated. At first the one-eyed pirate jumped up with an oath and fired a pistol shot at the Englishman, but missed him. Then he seemed to change his mind and shouted in bad English, with a diabolical laugh Swim away; swim hard, praps you kitch im up! Of course the two junks were soon out of sight o the poor swimmer  and that was the end of him, for, of course, he must have been drowned.

But what of the poor little girl? asked Nigel, whose feelings were easily touched by the sorrows of children, and who began to have a suspicion of what was coming.

Im just comin to that. Well, the gun-boat that went to look for the pirates sighted one o the junks out in the Indian Ocean after a long search and captured her, but not a single one o the barques crew was to be found in her, and it was supposed they had been all murdered and thrown overboard wi shots tied to their feet to sink them. Enough o the cargo o the British barque was found, however, to convict her, and on a more careful search bein made, the little girl was discovered, hid away in the hold. Bein only about four year old, the poor little thing was too frightened to understand the questions put to her. All she could say was that she wanted to go to father, and that her name was Kathy, probably short for Kathleen, but she could not tell.

Then that is the girl who is now here? exclaimed Nigel.

The same, lad. The gun-boat ran in here, like as we did, to have some slight repairs done, and Kathy was landed. She seemed to take at once to motherly Mrs. Holbein, who offered to adopt her, and as the captain of the gun-boat had no more notion than the man-in-the-moon who the child belonged to, or what to do with her, he gladly handed her over, so here she has been livin ever since. Of course attempts have been made to discover her friends, but without success, and now all hope has been given up. The poor girl herself never speaks on the subject, but old Holbein and his wife tell me she is sure that Kathy has never forgotten her father. It may be so; anyhow, she has forgotten his name  if she ever knew it.

Next day Nigel made no objections to being guided to the most picturesque spots among the coral isles by the interesting orphan girl. If she had been older he might even have fallen in love with her, an event which would have necessitated an awkward modification of the ground-work of our tale. As it was, he pitied the poor child sincerely, and not only  recognising her genius  asked her advice a good deal on the subject of art, but  recognising also her extreme youth and ignorance  volunteered a good deal of advice in exchange, quite in a paternal way!




Chapter IV.

NIGEL UNDERGOES SOME QUITE NEW AND INTERESTING EXPERIENCES.

The arrangements made on the following day turned out to be quite in accordance with the wishes and tastes of the various parties concerned.

The ships carpenter having been duly set to work on the repairs, and being inspected in that serious piece of prosaic business by the second mate, our captain was set free to charm the very souls of the juveniles by wandering for miles along the coral strand inventing, narrating, exaggerating to his hearts content. Pausing now and then to ask questions irrelevant to the story in hand, like a wily actor, for the purpose of intensifying the desire for more, he would mount a block of coral, and thence, sometimes as from a throne, or platform, or pulpit, impress some profound piece of wisdom, or some thrilling point, or some exceedingly obvious moral on his followers open-mouthed and open-eyed.

These were by no means idlers, steeped in the too common business of having nothing to do. No, they had regularly sought and obtained a holiday from work or school; for all the activities of social and civilised life were going on full swing  fuller, indeed, than the average swing  in that remote, scarcely known, and beautiful little gem of the Indian Ocean.

Meanwhile Nigel and Kathy, with sketch-books under their arms, went down to where the clear waters of the lagoon rippled on the white sand, and, launching a cockleshell of a boat, rowed out toward the islets.

Now, Kathy, you must let me pull, said Nigel, pushing out the sculls, for although the captain tells me you are very good at rowing, it would never do for a man, you know, to sit lazily down and let himself be rowed by a girl.

Very well, said Kathy, with a quiet and most contented smile, for she had not yet reached the self-conscious age  at least, as ages go in the Cocos-Keeling Islands! Besides, Kathy was gifted with that charming disposition which never objects to anything  anything, of course, that does not involve principle!

But it was soon found that, as the cockleshell had no rudder, and the intricacies they had to wind among were numerous, frequent directions and corrections were called for from the girl.

D you know, said Nigel at last, as I dont know where you want me to go to, it may be as well, after all, that you should row!

Very well, said Kathy, with another of her innocent smiles. I thinked it will be better so at first.

Nigel could not help laughing at the way she said this as he handed her the sculls.

She soon proved herself to be a splendid boatwoman, and although her delicate and shapely arms were as mere pipe-stems to the great brawny limbs of her companion, yet she had a deft, mysterious way of handling the sculls that sent the cockleshell faster over the lagoon than before.

Now, we go ashore here, said Kathy, turning the boat,  with a prompt back-water of the left scull, and a vigorous pull of the right one,  into a little cove just big enough to hold it.

The keel went with such a plump on the sand, that Nigel, who sat on a forward thwart with his back landward, reversed the natural order of things by putting his back on the bottom of the boat and his heels in the air.

To this day it is an unsettled question whether this was done on purpose by Kathy. Certain it is that she did not tumble, but burst into a hearty fit of laughter, while her large lustrous eyes half shut themselves up and twinkled.

Why, you dont even apologise, you dreadful creature! exclaimed Nigel, joining in the laugh, as he picked himself up.

Why should I pologise? asked the girl, in the somewhat broken English acquired from her adopted family. Why you not look out?

Right, Kathy, right; Ill keep a sharp lookout next time. Meanwhile I will return good for evil by offering my hand to help you a  hallo!

While he spoke the girl had sprung past him like a grasshopper, and alighted on the sand like a butterfly.

A few minutes later and this little jesting fit had vanished, and they were both engaged with pencil and book, eagerly  for both were enthusiastic  sketching one of the most enchanting scenes that can well be imagined. We will not attempt the impossible. Description could not convey it. We can only refer the readers imagination to the one old, hackneyed but expressive, word  fairyland!

One peculiarly interesting point in the scene was, that on the opposite side of the lagoon the captain could be seen holding forth to his juvenile audience.
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ART ON THE KEELING ISLANDS

When a pretty long time had elapsed in absolute silence, each sketcher being totally oblivious of the other, Nigel looked up with a long sigh, and said:  

Well, you have chosen a most exquisite scene for me. The more I work at it, the more I find to admire. May I look now at what you have done?

Oh yes, but I have done not much. I am slow, said the girl, as Nigel rose and looked over her shoulder.

Why!  what  how beautiful!  but  but  what do you mean? exclaimed the youth.

I dont understand you, said the girl, looking up in surprise.

Why, Kathy, I had supposed you were drawing that magnificent landscape all this time, and  and youve only been drawing a group of shells. Splendidly done, I admit, but why  

He stopped at that moment, for her eyes suddenly filled with tears.

Forgive me, dear child, said Nigel, hurriedly; I did not intend to hurt your feelings. I was only surprised at your preference.

You have not hurt me, returned Kathy in a low voice, as she resumed her work, but what you say calls back to me  my father was very fond of shells.

She stopped, and Nigel, blaming himself for having inadvertently touched some tender chord, hastened, somewhat clumsily, to change the subject.

You draw landscape also, I doubt not?

Oh yes  plenty. If you come home to me to-night, I will show you some.

I shall be only too happy, returned the youth, sitting down again to his sketch, and perhaps I may be able to give you a hint or two  especially in reference to perspective  for Ive had regular training, you know, Kathy, and I dare say you have not had that here.

Not what you will think much, perhaps, yet I have study a little in school, and very much from Nature.

Well, you have been under the best of masters, returned Nigel, if you have studied much from Nature. And who has been your other teacher?

A brother of Mr. Ross. I think he must understand very much. He was an engineer, and has explained to me the rules of perspective, and many other things which were at first very hard to understand. But I do see them now.

Perhaps then, Kathleen, said Nigel, in that drawling, absent tone in which artists are apt to indulge when busy at work perhaps you may be already too far advanced to require instruction from me.

Perhaps  but I think no, for you seems to understand a great deal. But why you call me Kathleen just now?

Because I suppose that is your real name  Kathy being the short for it. Is it not so?

Well, praps it is. I have hear mother Holbein say so once. I like Kathleen best.

Then, may I call you Kathleen?

If you like.

At this point both artists had become so engrossed in their occupation that they ceased to converse, and for a considerable time profound silence reigned  at least on their part, though not as regarded others, for every now and then the faint sound of laughter came floating over the tranquil lagoon from that part of the coral strand where Captain Roy was still tickling the fancies and expanding the imaginations and harrowing or soothing the feelings of the Cocos-Keeling juveniles.

Inferior animal life was also in ceaseless activity around the sketchers, filling the air with those indescribably quiet noises which are so suggestive of that general happiness which was originally in terrestial paradise and is ultimately to be the lot of redeemed creation.

Snipe and curlews were wading with jaunty step and absorbed inquiring gaze in the shallow pools. Hermit crabs of several species and sizes were scuttling about searching for convenient shells in which to deposit their naturally homeless and tender tails. Overhead there was a sort of sea-rookery, the trees being tenanted by numerous gannets, frigate birds, and terns  the first gazing with a stupid yet angry air; the last  one beautiful little snow-white species in particular  hovering only a few feet above the sketchers heads, while their large black eyes scanned the drawings with the owlish look of wisdom peculiar to connoisseurs. Noddies also were there, and, on the ground, lizards and spiders and innumerable ants engaged in all the varied activities connected with their several domestic arrangements.

Altogether it was a scene of bright peaceful felicity, which seemed to permeate Nigels frame right inward to the spinal marrow, and would have kept him entranced there at his work for several hours longer if the cravings of a healthy appetite had not warned him to desist.

Now, Kathleen, he said, rising and stretching himself as one is apt to do after sitting long in a constrained position, it seems to me about time to  by the way, weve forgotten to bring something to eat!

His expression as he said this made his companion look up and laugh.

Plenty cocoa-nuts, she said, pointing with her pencil to the overarching trees.

True, but I doubt my ability to climb these long straight stems; besides, I have got only a small clasp-knife, which would be but a poor weapon with which to attack the thick outer husk of the nuts.

But I have got a few without the husks in the boat, said the girl, rising and running to the place where the cockleshell had been left.

She returned immediately with several nuts divested of their thick outer covering, and in the condition with which we are familiar in England. Some of them were already broken, so that they had nothing to do but sit down to lunch.

Here is one, said Kathy, handing a nut to Nigel, that has got no meat yet in it  only milk. Bore a hole in it and drink, but see you bore in the right hole.

The right hole? echoed the youth, are some of them wrong ones?

Oh yes, only one of the three will do. One of our crawbs knows that and has claws that can bore through the husk and shell. We calls him cocoa-nut crawb.

Indeed! That is strange; I never heard before of a crab that fed on cocoa-nuts.

This one do. He is very big, and also climbs trees. It goes about most at night. Perhaps you see one before you go away.

The crab to which Kathy referred is indeed a somewhat eccentric crustacean, besides being unusually large. It makes deep tunnels in the ground larger than rabbit burrows, which it lines with cocoa-nut fibre. One of its claws is developed into an organ of extraordinary power with which it can break a cocoa-nut shell, and even, it is said, a mans limb! It never takes all the husk off a cocoa-nut  that would be an unnecessary trouble, but only enough off the end where the three eyelets are, to enable it to get at the inside. Having pierced the proper eye with one of its legs it rotates the nut round it until the hole is large enough to admit the point of its great claw, with which it continues the work. This remarkable creature also climbs the palm-trees, but not to gather nuts; that is certain, for its habits have been closely watched and it has been ascertained that it feeds only on fallen nuts. Possibly it climbs for exercise, or to obtain a more extended view of its charming habitat, or simply for fun. Why not?

All this and a great deal more was told to Nigel by Kathleen, who was a bit of a naturalist in her tendencies  as they sat there under the graceful fronds of the palm-trees admiring the exquisite view, eating and drinking cocoa-nuts.

I suppose you have plenty of other kinds of food besides this? said Nigel.

Oh yes, plenty. Most of the fish in our lagoon be good for eating, and so also the crawbs, and we have turtle too.

Indeed! How do you catch the turtle? Another nut, please.  Thank you.

The way we gets turtle is by the men diving for them and catching them in the water. We has pigs too  plenty, and the wild birds are some very nice.

When the artists had finished they proceeded to the shore, and to their surprise and amusement found the cockleshell in possession of a piratical urchin of about four years of age in a charmingly light state of clothing. He was well known to Kathleen, and it turned out that, having seen the cockle start at too great a distance to be hailed, and having set his heart on joining in the excursion, he had watched their movements, observed their landing on the islet  which was not far from the main circlet of land  and, running round till he came opposite to it, swam off and got into the boat. Being somewhat tired he had lain down to rest and fallen sound asleep.

On the way home this urchins sole delight was to lean over the bow and watch the fish and coral groves over which they skimmed. In this he was imitated by Nigel who, ungallantly permitting his companion to row, also leaned over the side and gazed down into the clear crystal depths with unwearying delight.

For the wonderful colours displayed in those depths must be seen to be believed. Not only is the eye pleased with the ever-varying formations of the coral bowers, but almost dazzled with the glittering fish  blue, emerald, green, scarlet, orange, banded, spotted, and striped  that dart hither and thither among the rich-toned sea-weed and the variegated anemones which spread their tentacles upwards as if inviting the gazer to come down! Among these, crabs could be seen crawling with undecided motion, as if unable to make up their minds, while in out of the way crevices clams of a gigantic size were gaping in deadly quietude ready to close with a snap on any unfortunate creature that should give them the slightest touch.

Nigel was sharply awakened from his dream by a sudden splash. Looking up he observed that the small boy was gone. With a bound he stood erect, one foot on the gunwale and hands clasped ready to dive, when a glance revealed the fact that Kathy was smiling broadly!

Dont jump! she said. He is only after a fish.

Even while she spoke Nigel saw the brown little fellow shooting about like a galvanised tadpole, with a small harpoon in his hand!

Next moment he appeared on the surface shouting and spluttering, with a splendid fish on the end of his harpoon! Both were hauled into the boat, and very soon after they drew near to land.

In the shallow water Nigel observed some remarkable creatures which resembled hedgehogs, having jaws armed with formidable teeth to enable them to feed, Kathy said, on coral insects. File-fishes also drew his attention particularly. These were magnificently striped and coloured, and apparently very fearless.

What convenient tails they have to lay hold of, remarked our hero, as they slowly glided past one; I believe I could catch it with my hand!

Stooping swiftly as he spoke, he dipped his arm into the water, and actually did grasp the fish by its tail, but dropped it again instantly  to the shrieking delight of the urchin and Kathy,  for the tail was armed with a series of sharp spines which ran into his hand like lancets.

This was an appropriate conclusion to a day that would have been otherwise too enjoyable. Poor Nigels felicity was further diluted when he met his father.

Well have to sleep a-board to-night, said the captain, for theres a fair breeze outside which seems likely to hold, and the mast has been temporarily rigged up, so well have to up anchor, and away by break of day to-morrow.

Nigels heart sank.

To-morrow! father?

Ay, to-morrow. Business first, pleasure afterwards.

Well, I suppose you are right, but it seems almost a shame to leave such a heaven upon earth as this in such a hurry. Besides, is it not unkind to such hospitable people to bolt off after youve got all that you want out of them?

Cant help that, lad  

Dooty first, an fun to follow,

Thats what beats creation hollow.

Come father, dont say that you quote that from mother!

No more I do, my boy. Its my own  homemade. I put it together last night when I couldnt sleep for your snorin.

Dont tell fibs, father. You know I never snore. But  really  are we to start at daylight?

We are, if the wind holds. But you may stay as late as you choose on shore to-night.

Nigel availed himself of the opportunity to see as much of the place and people as was possible in the limited time. Next morning the good though damaged brig was running in the direction of Sunda Straits before a stiff and steady breeze.

FOOTNOTES:

We recommend those who desire more curious information on the fauna and flora of the Keeling Islands to apply to Henry O. Forbes most interesting book, A Naturalists Wanderings in the Eastern Archipelago.  (Sampson Low.)




Chapter V.

CAPTAIN ROY SURPRISES AND GRATIFIES HIS SON, WHO SURPRISES A NEGRO, AND SUDDENLY FORMS AN ASTONISHING RESOLVE.

Arrived in Batavia  the low-lying seaport and capital of the Dutch island of Java  Captain Roy had his brig examined, and found that the damage she had sustained was so serious that several months would probably elapse before she would be again ready for sea.

Now, Nigel, my lad, said the old gentleman, on the morning after the examination had been made, come down below with me; I want to have a confabulation with ee.

Why, father, said the youth, when seated at the small cabin table opposite his rugged parent, you seem to be in an unusually solemn frame of mind this morning. Has anything happened?

Nothin, boy  nothin. Leastwise nothin in particular. You know all about the brig, an what a deal o repair shes got to undergo?

Of course I do. You know I was present when you talked the matter over with that fellow  whats-is-name  that gave you his report.

Just so. Well now, Nigel, you dont suppose, do you, that Im goin to keep you here for some months knockin about with nothin to do  eatin your grub in idleness?

Certainly not, said the youth, regarding the stern countenance of his parent with an amused look. I have no intention of acting such an ignoble part, and Im surprised at you askin the question, for you know I am not lazy  at least not more so than average active men  and there must be plenty of work for me to do in looking after the cargo, superintending repairs, taking care of the ship and men. I wonder at you, father. You must either have had a shock of dotage, or fallen into a poetical vein. What is a first mate fit for if

Nigel, said Captain Roy, interrupting, Im the owner an commander of the Sunshine, besides bein the paternal parent of an impertinent son, and I claim to have the right to do as I please  therefore, hold your tongue and listen to me.

All right, father, replied the young man, with a benignant grin; proceed, but dont be hard upon me; spare my feelings.

Well now, this is how the land lies, said the old seaman, resting his elbows on the table and clasping his hands before him. As Mr. Moor and I, with the stooard and men, are quite sufficient to manage the affairs o the brig, and as we shall certainly be here for a considerable time to come, Ive made up my mind to give you a holiday. Youre young, you see, an foolish, and your mind needs improvin. In short, you want a good deal o the poetry knocked out o you, for its not like your mothers poetry by any means, so you neednt flatter yourself  not built on the same lines by a long way. Well  where was I?

Only got the length of the holiday yet, father.

Only, indeed. You ungrateful dog! Its a considerable length to get, that, isnt it? Well, I also intend to give you some money, to enable you to move about in this curious archipelago  not much, but enough to keep you from starvation if used with economy, so I recommend you to go into the town, make general inquiries about everything and everywhere, an settle in your mind what youll do, for I give you a rovin commission an dont want to be bothered with you for some time to come.

Are you in earnest, father? asked Nigel, who had become more interested while the captain unfolded his plan.

Never more in earnest in my life  except, praps, when I inquired over twenty years ago whether you was a boy or a gurl.

Well, now, that is good of you, father. Of course I need not say that I am charmed at the prospect you open up to me. And  and when may I start?

At once. Up anchor and away to-night if you choose.

But  where?

Anywhere  everywhere, Java, Sumatra, Borneo  all Malaysia before you where to choose. Now be off, and think over it, for Ive got too much to do to waste time on you at present, said the captain, rising, and, stay  Nigel.

Well? said the youth, looking back as he was about to leave the cabin.

Whatever you do, dont grow poetical about it. You know it is said somewhere, that mischief is found for idle hands to do.

All right, father. Ill keep clear of poetry  leave all that sort o nonsense to you. Ill  

Ill flee Temptations siren voice,

Throw poesy to the crows,

And let my souls ethereal fire

Gush out in sober prose.

It need scarcely be said that our hero was not slow to take advantage of the opportunity thus thrown in his way. He went off immediately through the town, armed with the introduction of his fathers well-known name, and made inquiries of all sorts of people as to the nature, the conditions, the facilities, and the prospects of travel in the Malay Archipelago. In this quest he found himself sorely perplexed for the very good reason that all sorts of people, having all sorts of ideas and tastes, gave amazingly conflicting accounts of the region and its attractions.

Wearied at last with his researches, he sauntered towards afternoon in the direction of the port, and began in a listless sort of way to watch the movements of a man who was busily engaged with a boat, as if he were making preparations to put to sea.

Now, whatever philosophers may say to the contrary, we hold strongly to the opinion that likings and dislikings among men and women and children are the result of some profound occult cause which has nothing whatever to do with experience. No doubt experience may afterwards come in to modify or intensify the feelings, but it is not the originating cause. If you say it is, how are we to account for love at first sight? Beauty has nothing necessarily to do with it, for men fall in love at first sight with what the world calls plain women  happily! Character is not the cause, for love assails the human breast, ofttimes, before the loved object has uttered a word, or perpetrated a smile, or even fulminated a glance to indicate character. So, in like manner, affection may arise between man and man.

It was so on this occasion with Nigel Roy. As he stood abstractedly gazing at the boatman he fell in love with him  at least he took a powerful fancy to him, and this was all the more surprising that the man was a negro,  a woolly-headed, flat-nosed, thick-lipped nigger!

We would not for a moment have it supposed that it is unnatural to love such a man. Quite the reverse. But when such a man is a perfect stranger, has never uttered a word in ones presence, or vouchsafed so much as a glance, and is gravely, stolidly engaged in the unsavoury work of greasing some of the tackling of a boat, it does seem unaccountable that he should be unwittingly capable of stirring up in another mans bosom feelings of ardent goodwill, to put it mildly.

After watching him for some time, Nigel under an almost involuntary impulse shouted Hullo!

Hullo! replied the negro, looking up with a somewhat stern frown and a pout of his thick lips, as much as to say Who are you?

Nigel smiled, and made that suggestive motion with his forefinger which signifies Come here.

The frown fled and the pout became a smile as the negro approached, wiping his hands on a piece of cotton-waste.

What you want wi me, sar? he asked.

Well, upon my word, said Nigel, somewhat perplexed, I cant very well say. I suppose something must have been in my mind, but  anyhow, I felt a desire to have a talk with you; that is, if you can spare the time.

The first part of this reply induced a slight recurrence of the frown and pout, but at its conclusion the black brow cleared and the mouth expanded to such a gum-and-teeth-exposing extent that Nigel fairly burst into a laugh.

Yous bery good, sar, said the man, an Is hab much pleasure to make your acquaintance.  Der ant no grease on em now.

The last remark had reference to the enormous black paw which he held out.

Nigel at once grasped it and shook it heartily.

Is bery fond ob a talk, sar, continued the negro, so as you wants one, heabe ahead.

Thus encouraged, our hero began by remarking that he seemed to be preparing for a trip.

Dats zackly what Is a-doin, sar.

A long one?

Well, dat depends on what you call short. Goin to Sunda Straits, which praps you know, sar, is nigh a hundred miles fro here.

And what may you be going to do there? asked Nigel.

Goin home to Krakatoa.

Why, I thought that was an uninhabited island. I passed close to it on my way here, and saw no sign of inhabitants.

Das cause I was absint fro home. An massa he keeps indoors a good deal.

And pray who is massa? asked Nigel.

Sar, said the negro, drawing up his square sturdy frame with a look of dignity; fair-play is eberyting wid me. Youve ax me a heap o questions. Nows my  turn. Whar you comes fro?

From England, replied Nigel.

An whar you go to?

Well, youve posed me now, for I really dont know where Im going to. In fact that is the very thing I have been trying to find out all day, so if youll help me Ill be much obliged.

Here Nigel explained his position and difficulties, and it was quite obvious, judging from the glittering eyes and mobile mouth, that he poured his tale into peculiarly sympathetic ears. When he had finished, the negro stood for a considerable time gazing in meditative silence at the sky.

Yes, he said at last, as if communing with himself, I tink  I aint quite sure, but I tink  I may ventur.

Whatever it is you are thinking about, remarked Nigel, you may venture to say anything you like to me.

The negro, who, although comparatively short of stature, was herculean in build, looked at the youth with an amused expression.

Youre bery good, sar, but das not what Is tinkin ob. Is tinkin whedder I dar ventur to introdoce you to my massa. Hes not fond o company, an it might make im angry, but he came by a heaby loss lately an praps he may condsend to receibe you. Anyhow you d be quite safe, for hes sure to be civil to any friend ob mine.

Is he then so fierce? asked Nigel, becoming interested as well as amused.

Fierce! no, hes gentle as a lamb, but hes awrful when hes roused  tigers, crokindiles, noceroses is nuffin to him!

Indeed! whats his name, and what does he do? How does he live?

The negro shook his head. Das moren I dar tell till I ax his leave, sar. I kin only say de peepil around calls im the hermit ob Rakata, cause he libs by his self (wid me, ob course, but I counts for nuffin), close under de ole volcano ob Krakatoa. Dey tink  some ob de foolish peepil  dat he hab sold his-self to de dibil, but I knows better. Hes a good man, and youd hab great fun if you stop wid him. Now, what Is a-gwine to advise you is, come wid me an see de hermit. If he lets you stop, good. If not, I fetch you ober to de main land  whar you please  an you kin come back here or go whar you choose. Its wort your while to take your chance, anyhow.

The negro said this with such an earnest look that Nigel made up his mind on the spot to accept this curious invitation.

Ill go! he exclaimed with sudden energy. When do you start?

To-morrer at daybreak, sar.

Well, I shall have to talk it over first with my father, but Im sure he wont object, so you may look out for me here at daybreak. Shall I have to fetch any provisions with me for the voyage?

No, nuffin. Boats crammed wi grub. But youd better bring a gun o some sort an a volver, an a big knife, an a mortal big appetite, for a mans no good widout dat.

I always carry that about with me, said the youth, whatever else I may leave behind; and Ill see to the other things.  By the way, whats your name?

Moses.

Is that all?

Isnt dat enuff? returned the negro with a look of dignity.

Quite; but I have the advantage of you there, Moses, for I have two names  Nigel Roy.

Well, I dont see much use ob two, but which does you like to be called by  Nadgel or Roy?

Whichever you please, Moses; Ill answer to either. So now, good-bye for the present, and look out for me to-morrow at daylight.

Good-bye, Massa Nadgel, till to-morrer.

The negro waved his hand and, sauntering slowly back to his boat, remarked in an undertone, I lub dat young feller! Saying which, he resumed his greasing operations.

Of course Captain Roy made no objection to his sons proposal, though he freely gave his opinion that it was a wild-goose chase.

However, lad, please yourself and youll please me, he added; and now, be particular to bear in mind that youve got to write to me every time you get within hail of a post-office or a passing ship or steamer that may chance to be comin this way, and in each letter be sure to tell me where youre goin to next, so as I may send a letter there to you in case I want you to return sudden or otherwise. We mustnt lose touch, you see. You neednt write long screeds. I only want to know your whereabouts from time to time. For the rest  you can spin it out in yarns when you come back.




Chapter VI.

THE HERMIT OF RAKATA INTRODUCED.

Nothing worthy of particular note occurred during the boat-voyage along the northern shore of Java to Sunda Straits. A fair, steady breeze wafted them westward, and, on the morning of the third day, they came in sight of the comparatively small uninhabited island of Krakatoa.

The boat in which they voyaged, although a little one, had a small portion of the bow decked over, so that our hero and his sable friend could find shelter from the night air when disposed to sleep and from the fierce rays of the sun at noon.

By the advice of his father, Nigel had changed his sailor costume for the shore-goin toggery in which he had landed on the Keeling Islands, as being more suitable to his new character as a traveller, namely, a white cloth cap with a peak in front and a curtain behind to protect his neck, a light-grey tunic belted at the waist, and a pair of strong canvas trousers. He had also purchased an old-fashioned double-barrelled fowling-piece, muzzle-loading and with percussion locks.

For you see, Nigel, the captain had said, its all very well to use breech-loaders when youve got towns and railways and suchlike to supply you wi cartridges, but when youve got to cruise in out-o-the-way waters, theres nothin like the old style. Its not difficult to carry a few thousand percussion-caps an a bullet-mould about wi you wherever you go. As to powder, why, youll come across that most everywhere, an lead too; and, for the matter o that, if your life depended on it you could shove a handful of gravel or a pen-knife or tooth-pick into your gun an blaze away, but with a breech-loader, if you run out o cartridges, where are you?

So, as Nigel could not say where he was, the percussion-gun had been purchased.

The peak of Rakata  the highest in the island  a little over 2600 feet, came in sight first; gradually the rest of the island rose out of the horizon, and ere long the rich tropical verdure became distinguishable.

Krakatoa  destined so soon to play a thrilling part in the worlds history; to change the aspect of the heavens everywhere; to attract the wondering gaze of nearly all nations, and to devastate its immediate neighbourhood  is of volcanic origin, and, at the time we write of (1883) was beginning to awaken from a long, deep slumber of two hundred years. Its last explosion occurred in the year 1680. Since that date it had remained quiet. But now the tremendous subterranean forces which had originally called it into being were beginning to reassert their existence and their power. Vulcan was rousing himself again and beginning once more to blow his bellows. So said some of the sailors who were constantly going close past the island and through Sunda Straits, which may be styled the narrows of the worlds highway to the China seas.

Subterranean forces, however, are so constantly at work more or less violently in those regions that people took little notice of these indications in the comparatively small island of Krakatoa, which was between five and six miles long by four broad.

As we have said, it was uninhabited, and lying as it does between Sumatra and Java, about sixteen miles from the former and over twenty miles from the latter, it was occasionally visited by fishermen. The hermit whom Nigel was about to visit might, in some sort, be counted an inhabitant, for he had dwelt there many years, but he lived in a cave which was difficult of access, and held communication with no one. How he spent his time was a mystery, for although his negro servant went to the neighbouring town of Anjer in Java for supplies, and sometimes to Batavia, as we have seen, no piece of inanimate ebony from the forest could have been less communicative than he. Indeed, our hero was the first to unlock the door of his lips, with that key of mysterious sympathy to which reference has already been made. Some of the bolder of the young fishermen of the neighbouring coasts had several times made futile efforts to find out where and how the hermit lived, but the few who got a glimpse of him at a distance brought back such a report that a kind of superstitious fear of him was generated which kept them at a respectful distance.

He was ten feet high, some romancers said, with shoulders four feet broad, a chest like a sugar-hogshead, and a countenance resembling a compound of orang-utan and tiger.

Of course our hero knew nothing of these rumours, and as Moses declined to give any information regarding his master beyond that already given, he was left to the full play of his imagination.

Moses was quite candid about it. He made no pretence to shroud things in mystery.

You mus know, Massa Nadgel, he said, as they slowly drew near to the island, Is fraid ob im dough I lub im.

But why do you love him, Moses?

Cause he sabe my life an set me free.

Indeed? well, that is good reason. And why do you fear him?

Das what I don know, massa, replied the negro with a puzzled look.

Is he harsh, then?

No.

Passionate?

No. Gentle as a lamb.

Strong?

Yes  oh! mighty strong an big.

Surely youre not afraid of his giving you a licking, Moses?

Oh no, returned the negro, with a smile of expansive benignity; Is not fraid ob dat. Is bin a slabe once, got used to lickins. Dont care nuffin at all for a lickin!

Then it must be that youre afraid of hurting his feelings, Moses, for I know of no other kind of fear.

Praps das it! said the negro with a bright look, now I wouldnt wonder if yous right, Massa Nadgel. It neber come into my head in dat light before. I used to be tink, tinkin ob nights  when Is tired ob countin my fingers an toes  But I couldnt make nuffin ob it. Now I knows! Its fraid I am ob hurtin his feelins.

In the excess of his satisfaction at the solution of this long-standing puzzle, Moses threw back his head, shut his eyes, opened his enormous mouth and chuckled.

By the time he had reversed this process they were sufficiently near to Krakatoa to distinguish all its features clearly, and the negro began to point out to Nigel its various localities. There were three prominent peaks on it, he said, named respectively, Perboewatan about 400 feet high, at the northern end of the island; Danan, near the centre, 1500 feet; and Rakata, at the southern end, over 2600 feet. It was high up on the sides of the last cone that the residence of the hermit was situated.

And you wont tell me your masters name? said Nigel.

Moses shook his woolly head. No, sar, no. Is fraid ob him  he! he! fraid ob hurtin his feelins!

Well, never mind; Ill find it out from himself soon. By the way, what were you telling me about explosions yesterday when that little white gull came to admire your pretty face, and took off our attention?

Well, I dun know. Not got much to tell, only dars bin rumblin an grumblins an heavins lately in de mountains as didnt use to be, an cracks like sometin bustin down blow, an massa he shook is head two or free times an look solemn. He dont often do dat  shook is head, I mean  for he mostly always looks solemn.

A few minutes later the boat, running through a narrow opening among the rocks into a small circular harbour not more than fifty yards in diameter, rested its keel gently on a little bed of pure yellow sand. The shore there was so densely covered with bushes that the harbour might easily have been passed without being observed.

Jumping ashore, Moses made the painter fast to a tree.

What a quiet, cosy place! said Nigel, as he sprang on the beach and looked admiringly round.

Yes, an not easy to find if you dont knows im. We will leabe de boat here,  no danger ob bein tooked away  an den go up to de cave.

Is it far? asked Nigel.

A good bit  near de top ob de mountain,  answered the negro, who looked at his companion somewhat uneasily.

Why, whats the matter, Moses?

Nuffin  oh! nuffin  but  but when massa axes you who you is, an what you bin up to, an whar your a-gwine to, an what wages you want, jist you answer im in a sorter permiscuous way, an dont be too partikler.

Wages! man, what d ye mean?

Well, youll scuse me, sar, returned the negro with an air of profound humility, but my massa lost a old sarvint  a nigger like myself  only last munt, an he wants to go on one ob his usual expeditions jus now, so he sends me to Batavia to git anoder man a good one, you know, says massa,  an as you, sar, was good nuff to ax me what you should do, an you looked a pritty smart man, I  

You scoundrel! cried Nigel, interrupting him, do you really mean to tell me that youve brought me here as a hired servant?

Well, not zackly, returned Moses, with solemn simplicity, you neednt ax no wages unless you like.

But what if I dont want to take service? demanded our hero, with a savage frown.

You kin go home agin, answered Moses, humbly.

Nigel could contain himself no longer. As he observed the mans deprecatory air, and thought of his own position, he burst into a fit of hearty laughter, whereupon the negro recovered himself and smiled the smile of the guiltless.

Come, said Nigel at last. Lead on, you rascal! When I see your master I shall know what to say.

All right, Massa Nadgel, but mind what you say, else I wont answer for de consikences. Foller me an look arter your feet, for de road is roughish.

The negros last remark was unquestionably true, for the road  if a mere footpath merits the name  was rugged in the extreme  here winding round the base of steep cliffs, there traversing portions of luxuriant forest, elsewhere skirting the margin of the sea.

Moses walked at such a pace that Nigel, young and active though he was, found it no easy matter to keep up with him. Pride, however, forbade him to show the slightest sign of difficulty, and made him even converse now and then in tones of simulated placidity. At last the path turned abruptly towards the face of a precipice and seemed to terminate in a small shallow cave. Any one following the path out of mere curiosity would have naturally imagined that the cave was the termination of it; and a very poor termination too, seeing that it was a rather uninteresting cave, the whole of the interior of which could be seen at a single glance from its mouth.

But this cave served in reality as a blind. Climbing by one or two projecting points, the negro, closely followed by Nigel, reached a narrow ledge and walked along it a short distance. On coming to the end of the ledge he jumped down into a mass of undergrowth, where the track again became visible  winding among great masses of weatherworn lava. Here the ascent became very steep, and Moses put on what sporting men call a spurt, which took him far ahead of Nigel, despite the best efforts of the latter to keep up. Still our hero scorned to run or call out to his guide to wait, and thereby admit himself beaten. He pushed steadily on, and managed to keep the active Moses in view.

Presently the negro stepped upon a platform of rock high up on the cliffs, where his form could be distinctly seen against the bright sky. There Nigel observed that he was joined by a man whose tall commanding figure seemed in such a position to be of gigantic proportions.

The two stood engaged in earnest conversation while watching Nigel. The latter immediately slackened his pace, in order at once to recover breath and approach with a leisurely aspect.

The wild man of the island, I suppose, he thought as he drew near; but on coming still nearer he saw that he must be mistaken, for the stranger who advanced to meet him with gracious ease and self-possession was obviously a gentleman, and dressed, not unlike himself, in a sort of mixed travelling and shooting costume.

I must apologise, Mr. Roy, for the presumption of my man, in bringing you here under something like false pretences, said the stranger, holding out his hand, which Nigel shook heartily. Moses, I find, has failed to execute my commission, and has partially deceived you; but as you are now here, the least I can do is to bid you welcome, and offer you the hospitality of my roof.

There was something so courteous and kindly in the tone and manner of the stranger, and something so winning in his soft gentle tones, which contrasted strangely with his grand towering figure and massive bearded countenance, that Nigel felt drawn to him instantly. Indeed there was a peculiar and mysterious something about him which quite fascinated our hero as he looked up at him, for, bordering on six feet though Nigel was, the stranger stood several inches above him.

You are very kind, said the visitor, and I dont think that Moses can fairly be charged with deceiving me, although he has been somewhat unwise in his way of going about this business, for I had told him I wanted to see something of these regions, and perhaps it may be to my advantage to travel in your service  that is, if I can be of any use to you; but the time at my disposal may be too limited.

How much time have you to spare? asked the stranger.

Well, say perhaps three months.

That will do, returned his questioner, looking thoughtfully at the ground. We will talk of this hereafter.

But  excuse me, said Nigel, your man spoke of you as a hermit  a sort of  of  forgive me  a wild-man-of-the-island, if I may

No, I didnt, Massa Nadgel, said the negro, the edge of whose flat contradiction was taken off by the extreme humility of his look.

Well, returned Nigel, with a laugh; you at least gave me to understand that other people said something of that sort.

Das right, Massa Nadgel  kite right. Youre krect now.

People have indeed got some strange ideas about me, I believe, interposed the hermit, with a grave almost sad expression and tone. But come, let me introduce you to my hermitage and you shall judge for yourself.

So saying, this singular being turned and led the way further up the rugged side of the peak of Rakata.

After about five minutes walk in silence, the trio reached a spot where there was a clear view over the tree-tops, revealing the blue waters of the strait, with the Java shores and mountains in the distance.

Behind them there yawned, dark and mysterious, a mighty cavern, so black and high that it might well suggest a portal leading to the regions below, where Vulcan is supposed to stir those tremendous fires which have moulded much of the configuration of the world, and which are ever seething  an awful Inferno  under the thin crust of the globe on which we stand.

Curiously formed and large-leaved trees of the tropics, with their pendent parasites, as well as rank grasses, sprouting from below and hanging from above, partially concealed this cavern from Nigel when he first turned towards it, but a few steps further on he could see it in all its rugged grandeur.

My home, said the hermit, with a very slight smile and the air of a prince, as he turned towards his visitor and waved his hand towards it.

A magnificent entrance at all events, said Nigel, returning the smile with something of dubiety, for he was not quite sure that his host was in earnest.

Follow me, said the hermit, leading the way down a narrow well-worn path which seemed to lose itself in profound darkness. After being a few minutes within the cavern, however, Nigels eyes became accustomed to the dim light, and he perceived that the roof rapidly lowered, while its walls narrowed until they reached a spot which was not much wider than an ordinary corridor. Here, however, it was so dark that it was barely possible to see a small door in the right-hand wall before which they halted. Lifting a latch the hermit threw the door wide open, and a glare of dazzling light almost blinded the visitor.

Passing through the entrance, Nigel followed his guide, and the negro let the heavy door shut behind him with a clang that was depressingly suggestive of a prison.

Again I bid you welcome to my home, said the hermit, turning round and extending his hand, which Nigel mechanically took and pressed, but without very well knowing what he did, for he was almost dumfounded by what he saw, and for some minutes gazed in silence around him.

And, truly, there was ground for surprise. The visitor found himself in a small but immensely high and brilliantly lighted cavern or natural chamber, the walls of which were adorned with drawings of scenery and trees and specimens of plants, while on various shelves stood innumerable stuffed birds, and shells, and other specimens of natural history.

A table and two chairs stood at one end of the cave, and, strangest of all, a small but well-filled book-case ornamented the other end.

Arabian Nights! thought Nigel. I must be dreaming.

His wandering eyes travelled slowly round the cavern until they rested at last on the door by which they had entered, beside which stood the negro with a broad grin on his sable visage.




Chapter VII.

WONDERS OF THE HERMITS CAVE AND ISLAND.

The thing that perhaps surprised Nigel most in this strange cavern was the blaze of light with which it was filled, for it came down direct through a funnel-shaped hole in the high roof and bore a marvellous resemblance to natural sunshine. He was well aware that unless the sun were shining absolutely in the zenith, the laws of light forbade the entrance of a direct ray into such a place, yet there were the positive rays, although the sun was not yet high in the heavens, blinding him while he looked at them, and casting the shadows of himself and his new friends on the floor.

There was the faintest semblance of a smile on the hermits face as he quietly observed his visitor, and waited till he should recover self-possession. As for Moses  words are wanting to describe the fields of teeth and gum which he displayed, but no sound was suffered to escape his magnificent lips, which closed like the slide of a dark lantern when the temptation to give way to feeling became too strong.

My cave interests you, said the hermit at last.

It amazes me, returned our hero, recovering himself and looking earnestly at his host, for you seem not only to have all the necessaries of life around you in your strange abode, but many of the luxuries; among them the cheering presence of sunshine  though how you manage to get it is beyond my powers of conception.

It is simple enough, as you shall see, returned the hermit. You have heard of the saying, no doubt, that all things are possible to well-directed labour?

Yes, and that nothing can be achieved without it.

Well, I have proved that to some extent, continued the hermit. You see, by the various and miscellaneous implements on my shelves, that I am given to dabbling a little in science, and thus have made my lonely home as pleasant as such a home can be  but let us not talk of these matters just now. You must be hungry. Have you had breakfast?

No, we have not  unless, at least, you count a sea biscuit dipped in salt water a breakfast. After all, that may well be the case, for hermits are noted for the frugality of their fare.

I am not a genuine hermit, remarked his host gravely. Men do indeed call me the Hermit of Rakata, because I dwell alone here under the shadow of this particular cone of Krakatoa, but I do not ape the austere life of the conventional hermit, as you see, either in my domestic arrangements or food. Come, your breakfast is ready. From my outlook I saw your boat approaching some hours ago, and knew that it was mine, so I made ready for your arrival, though I did not guess that Moses was bringing me a guest instead of a servant!

So saying, he led the way through a short natural passage to an inner cave, the entrance to which, like the outer one, was boarded. On opening a small door, Nigel was again greeted as before with brilliant rays of sunshine, and, in addition, with a gush of odours that were exceedingly grateful to a hungry man. A low Ho! ho! behind him told that his black companion was equally gratified.

The inner cave or mess-room, as the host styled it, combined dining-room and kitchen, for while in one corner stood a deal table with plates, cups, etc., but no tablecloth, in another stood a small stove, heated by an oil lamp, from which issued puffing and sputtering sounds, and the savoury odours above referred to.

Nigel now perceived that although his strange host necessarily spoke a good deal while welcoming him and offering him the hospitalities of his abode, he was by no means communicative. On the contrary, it was evident that he was naturally reserved and reticent, and that although polite and gentle in the extreme, there was a quiet grave dignity about him which discouraged familiarity. It must not be supposed, however, that he was in any degree morosely silent. He was simply quiet and undemonstrative, said little except when asked questions, and spoke, alike to Nigel and Moses, in the soft, low, kindly tones with which one might address very young people.

Going to the stove he took a coffee-pot therefrom and set it on the table. At the same time, Moses, without requiring to be told, opened the oven and brought forth fried fish, meat of some kind, and cakes of he knew not what, but cared little, for their excellence was unquestionable.

During the meal that followed, Nigel ventured as far as politeness permitted  indeed a little further, if truth must be told  to inquire into the circumstances and motives of his entertainer in taking up his abode in such a strange place, but he soon found that his eccentric friend was not one who could be pumped. Without a touch of rudeness, and in the sweetest of voices, he simply assumed an absent manner and changed the subject of discourse, when he did not choose to reply, by drawing attention to some irrelevant matter, or by putting a counter question which led away from the subject. Nigel also found that his host never laughed and rarely smiled, though, when he did so the smile was so slight as merely to indicate a general feeling of urbanity and goodwill, and it was followed instantly by a look of gravity, if not sadness. Altogether the guest was much perplexed about the host at first, and somewhat constrained in consequence, but gradually he began to feel at ease. Another discovery that he soon made was, that the hermit treated Moses not as a servant, but as if he were in all respects an equal and a comrade.

After eating for some time in silence, and having tried to draw out his host without success, Nigel changed his tactics and said  

You were so kind as to speak of me as your guest, Mr.  Mr.  I beg pardon, may I

My name is Van der Kemp, said the hermit quietly.

Well, Mr. Van der Kemp, I must tell you that I am quite willing to accept the position for which Moses hired me

No, I didnt, contradicted the negro, flatly yet very gently, both in tone and manner, for long residence with the hermit had apparently imbued him with something of his spirit.

Well, then, said Nigel, the position for which Moses should have hired some one else. (Krect now whispered Moses.) Of course I do not intend to ask for or accept wages, and also, of course, I accept the position on the understanding that you think me fit for the service. May I ask what that service is to be, and where you think of going to?

The service, returned the hermit slowly and with his eyes fixed on the floor as if pondering his reply, is to accompany me as my attendant and companion, to take notes as occasion may serve, and to paddle a canoe.

At this reply our hero almost laughed, but was prevented from doing so by his host asking abruptly if he understood canoeing.

Well, yes. At least I can manage what in England is known as the Rob Roy canoe, having possessed one in my boyhood.

That will do, returned the hermit gravely. Can you write shorthand?

I can. A friend of mine, a reporter on one of the London dailies, once gave me a few lessons, and, becoming fond of the subject, I followed it up.

That is well; you did well. It is of immense advantage to a man, whatever his position in life, that he should be able to write shorthand with facility. Especially useful is it in commerce. I know that, having had some experience of commercial life.

At this point in the conversation Nigel was startled by what was to him an absolutely new sensation, namely a shaking or trembling of the whole cavern, accompanied by faint rumbling sounds as if in deeper caverns below him.

He glanced quickly at his host and at the negro, but to his surprise these remarkable men seemed not to be aware of the shaking, although it was severe enough to cause some of the furniture to rattle. Observing his look of surprise, Moses remarked, with a benignant though capacious smile, Mountains got de mulligrumps pritty bad jist now.

We are pretty well accustomed to that, said the host, observing that Nigel turned to him for an explanation. No doubt you are aware that this region is celebrated for earthquakes and volcanoes, so much so that the inhabitants pay little attention to them unless they become unusually violent. This island of Krakatoa is itself the fragment of an extinct volcano; but the term extinct is scarcely applicable to volcanoes, for it is well known that many which were for centuries supposed to be extinct have awakened to sudden and violent activity quiescent might be a more appropriate term.

Yes, said Moses, ceasing to masticate for purposes of speech; dem stinkt volcanoes hab got an okard habit ob unstinkin dereselves hereabouts when you don spect it of em. Go on, massa. I ax yer pardn for truptin.

The hermits peculiar good-natured little smile played for a moment on his massive features, and then faded away as he continued  

Perhaps you may have heard that this is the very heart of the district that has long been recognised as the greatest focus of volcanic activity on the globe?

I have heard something of the sort, answered Nigel, but I confess that my knowledge is limited and my mind hazy on the subject.

I doubt it not, returned his friend, for geographical and scientific training in primary schools anywhere is not what it might be. The island of Java, with an area about equal to that of England, contains no fewer than forty-nine great volcanic mountains, some of which rise to 12,000 feet above the sea-level. Many of these mountains are at the present time active (Yes, much too active, muttered the negro), and more than half of them have been seen in eruption since Java was occupied by Europeans. Hot springs, mud-volcanoes, and vapour-vents abound all over the island, whilst earthquakes are by no means uncommon. There is a distinct line in the chain of these mountains which seems to point to a great fissure in the earths crust, caused by the subterranean fires. This tremendous crack or fissure crosses the Straits of Sunda, and in consequence we find a number of these vents  as volcanic mountains may be styled  in the Island of Sumatra, which you saw to the norard as you came along. But there is supposed to be another great crack in the earths crust  indicated by several volcanic mountains  which crosses the other fissure almost at right angles, and at the exact point where these two lines intersect stands this island of Krakatoa!

I emphasise the fact, continued the hermit after a pause, first, because, although this has been a quiescent volcano since the year 1680, and people have come to regard it as extinct, there are indications now which lead me to believe that its energy is reviving; and, second, because this focus where fissures cross each other  this Krakatoa Island  is in reality part of the crater of an older and much larger volcanic mountain, which must have been literally blown away in prehistoric times, and of which Krakatoa and the neighbouring islets of Varlaten, Polish Hat, Lang Island, and the rest, are but the remnants of the great crater ring. If these rumblings and minor earthquakes, which I have noticed of late  and the latest of which you have just experienced  are the precursors of another explosion, my home here may be rendered untenable.

Hi! exclaimed Moses, who had been listening with open mouth and eyes to this discourse, which was obviously news to him, I hope, massa, he aint a-gwine to splode to-day  anyhow, not till after breakfast!

You must have studied the subject of volcanoes a good deal, I suppose, from what you say, observed Nigel.

Naturally; living as I do almost on the top of one. My library, which I will show you presently, contains many interesting works on the subject. But come, if you have finished we will ascend the Peak of Rakata and I will introduce you to my sunshine.

He rose and led his guest back to the outer cavern, leaving Moses still busy with knife and fork, apparently meditating on the pleasure of breakfasting with the prospect of a possible and immediate explosion.

In passing through the first chamber, Nigel observed, in a natural recess, the library just referred to. He also noted that, besides stuffed birds and other specimens and sea-shells, there were chisels, saws, hammers, and other tools, besides something like a forge and carpenters bench in a side-chamber opening out of the large one, which he had not at first seen  from all which he concluded that the hermit was imbued with mechanical as well as scientific and literary tastes.

At the further and darker end of the outer cave there was a staircase, partly natural, and partly improved by art, which led upward into profound darkness.

Let me take your hand here, said the hermit, looking down upon his guest with his slight but winning smile; it is a rough and dark staircase. You will be apt to stumble.

Nigel placed his hand in that of his host with perfect confidence, and with a curious feeling  aroused, probably, by the action  of having returned to the days of childhood.

The stair was indeed rugged as well as winding, and so pitchy dark that the youth could not have advanced at all without stumbling, unless his host had held him all the way. At last a glimmer of light was seen in the distance. It seemed to increase suddenly, and in a few moments the two emerged from total darkness into dazzling sunshine.

When Nigel looked round him he saw that they had gained a plateau, high up on the very summit of the mountain, which appeared to be absolutely inaccessible by any means save that by which they had reached it.

This is what I call my observatory, said the hermit, turning to his guest. We have passed right through the peak of Rakata, and reached its northern side, which commands, as you see, a view of all the northern part of the island. I come here often in the night to study the face of the heavens, the moon, and stars, and meditate on their mysterious Maker, whose ways are indeed wonderful and past finding out; but all which must, in the nature of things, be right.

As this was the first mention that the hermit had made of the Creator, and the reference was one requiring more thought than Nigel had yet bestowed on it, he made no rejoinder.

Have you studied astronomy, Mr. Roy?

No  at least not more of it than was needful for navigation. But pray, sir, do not call me Mr. Roy, said the youth, with a somewhat embarrassed air. If I am to be your assistant and familiar companion for two or three months, I hope that you will agree to call me Nigel. Your man has done so already without asking leave!

I will, on one condition.

And that is  ?

That you also dispense with the Mr. and sir, and call me Van der Kemp.

Agreed, said Nigel, though it does not seem so appropriate in me as in you, considering the difference of our years.

Look here, said the hermit, turning abruptly to a small wooden shed which had hitherto escaped the youths observation, so covered was it with overhanging boughs and tropical creeping plants, these are my astronomical instruments.

He pointed to a table in the hut on which stood several telescopes  and microscopes as well  one of the former being a large instrument, certainly not less than six feet long, with a diameter of apparently six or eight inches.

Here, you see, I have the means of investigating the wonders of Nature in her grandest as well as her minutest scales. And there, he added, pointing to a couple of large reflecting mirrors in strong wooden frames, erected on joints in such a way that they could be turned in any direction, there you have the secret of my sunshine. One of these mirrors catches the sunshine direct and reflects it on the other, which, as you see, is so arranged that it transmits the rays down the natural funnel or chimney into the cave. By means of chains connected with the mechanism, and extending below, I can change the direction of the mirrors as the sun changes its place in the sky, without requiring to come up here.

Very ingenious! said Nigel; but how do you manage when the mountain comes between you and the sun, as I see it cannot fail to do during some part of the day?

Simply enough, returned the hermit, pointing to a distant projecting cliff or peak. On yon summit I have fixed four mirrors similar to these. When the sun can no longer be reflected from this pair, the first of the distant mirrors takes it up and shoots a beam of light over here. When the sun passes from that, the second mirror is arranged to catch and transmit it, and so on to the fourth. After that I bid good-bye to the sun, and light my lamp!

Nigel felt an almost irresistible tendency to smile at this, but the grave simplicity of the man forbade such familiarity.

Look yonder, continued the hermit, sweeping one of his long arms towards Sumatra, in that direction runs the line of volcanic disturbance  the fissure of which I have already spoken. Focus this telescope to suit your sight. Now, do you see the little island away there to the nor-west?

Yes.

Well, that is Varlaten. I mentioned it when at breakfast. Sweep your glass round to the norard, the little island there is Polish Hat, and you see Lang Island in the nor-east. These, with Krakatoa, are merely the higher parts still remaining above water of the ring or lip of the ancient crater. This will give you some idea what an enormous mountain the original of this old volcano must have been. This island-mountain is estimated to have been twenty-five miles in circumference, and 10,000 to 12,000 feet high. It was blown into the air in 1680, and this island, with the few islets I have pointed out, is all that remains of it! Now, cast your eye down the centre of the island on which we stand; you see several cones of various sizes. These are ancient vents, supposed to be extinct

But one of them, the one furthest away, interrupted Nigel, steadying his telescope on the branch of a tree, seems to be anything but extinct, for I see a thin column of white smoke or steam rising from it.

That is just what I was going to point out. They call that Perboewatan. It is the lowest peak on the island, about 400 feet high, and stands, I should say, in the very centre of the ancient crater, where are the two fissures I have mentioned. For two hundred years Perboewatan has not smoked like that, and, slight though it is at present, I cannot help thinking that it indicates an impending eruption, especially when I consider that earthquakes have become more numerous of late years, and there was one in 1880 which was so violent as to damage seriously the lighthouse on Javas First Point.

Then you have resided here for some time? said Nigel.

Yes, for many years, replied the hermit, in a low, sad tone.

But is it wise in you to stay if you think an explosion so likely? Dont you needlessly run considerable risk?

I do not fear to die.

Nigel looked at his new friend in surprise, but there was not a shadow of boastfulness or affectation either in his look or tone.

Besides, he continued, the explosion may be but slight, and Perboewatan is, as you see, about four miles off. People in the neighbourhood of the straits and passing ships are so accustomed to volcanic explosions on a more or less grand scale that they will never notice this little cloud hanging over Krakatoa. Those who, like myself, know the ancient history of the island, regard it in a more serious light, but we may be wrong. Come, now, we will descend again and have a ramble over part of the island. It will interest you. Not many men have penetrated its luxuriant forests or know their secrets. I have wandered through them in all directions, and can guide you. Indeed, Moses could do that as well as I, for he has lived with me many years. Come.

Returning to the cavern they found that the active negro had not only finished his breakfast, but had washed the dishes and cleared up the kitchen, so that he was quite ready to shoulder a wallet and a gun when his master bade him prepare for a day in the forest.

It is not, however, our intention to follow the trio thither. Matters of greater interest, if not importance, claim our attention at present. Let it suffice to say, therefore, that after a most delightful day, spent in wandering amongst the luxuriant tropical vegetation with which the island was densely covered, visiting one of the extinct craters, bathing in one of the numerous hot springs, and collecting many objects of interest to the hermit, in the shape of botanical and geological specimens, they returned in the evening to their cavern-house not only ready but eager for sustenance and repose.




Chapter VIII.

PERBOEWATAN BECOMES MODERATELY VIOLENT.

The cave was enshrouded in almost total darkness when they entered it, but this was quickly dispelled, to Nigels no little surprise, by the rays of a magnificent oil lamp, which Moses lighted and placed on the table in the larger cave. A smaller one of the same kind already illuminated the kitchen.

Not much conversation was indulged in during the progress of the supper that was soon spread upon the rude table. The three men, being uncommonly hungry and powerfully robust, found in food a sufficient occupation for their mouths for some time.

After supper they became a little, but not much, more sociable, for, although Nigels active mind would gladly have found vent in conversation, he experienced some difficulty in making headway against the discouragement of Van der Kemps very quiet disposition, and the cavernous yawns with which Moses displayed at once his desire for slumber and his magnificent dental arrangements.

We always retire early to rest after a day of this sort, said the hermit at last, turning to his guest. Do you feel disposed for bed?

Indeed I do, said Nigel, with a half-suppressed yawn, that was irresistibly dragged out of him by the sight of another earthquake on the negros face.

Come, then, I will show you your berth; we have no bedrooms here, said the hermit, with a sort of deprecatory smile, as he led the way to the darker end of the cavern, where he pointed to a little recess in which there was a pile of something that smelt fresh and looked like heather, spread on which there was a single blanket.

Sailors are said to be indifferent to sheets. You wont miss them, I daresay?

Not in the least, returned Nigel, with a laugh. Good-night, he added, shaking hands with his host and suppressing another yawn, for Moses face, even in the extreme distance, was irresistibly infectious!

Our hero was indifferent not only to sheets, but also, in certain circumstances, to the usual habiliments of night. Indeed, while travelling in out-of-the-way regions he held it to be a duty to undress but partially before turning in, so that he might be ready for emergencies.

On lying down he found his mattress, whatever it was, to be a springy, luxurious bed, and was about to resign himself to slumber when he observed that, from the position in which he lay, he could see the cavern in all its extent. Opening his half-closed eyes, therefore, he watched the proceedings of his host, and in doing so, as well as in speculating on his strange character and surroundings, he became somewhat wakeful.

He saw that Van der Kemp, returning to the other end of the cave, sat down beside the lamp, the blaze of which fell full on his fine calm countenance. A motion of his head brought Moses to him, who sat down beside him and entered into earnest conversation, to judge from his gestures, for nothing could be heard where Nigel lay save the monotonous murmur of their voices. The hermit did not move. Except for an occasional inclination of the head he appeared to be a grand classic statue, but it was otherwise with the negro. His position in front of the lamp caused him to look if possible even blacker than ever, and the blackness was so uniform that his entire profile became strongly pronounced, thus rendering every motion distinct, and the varied pouting of his huge lips remarkably obvious. The extended left hand, too, with the frequent thrusting of the index finger of the other into the palm, was suggestive of argument, and of much reasoning effort  if not power.

After about half-an-hour of conversation, Moses arose, shook his master by the hand, appeared to say Good-night very obviously, yawned, and retired to the kitchen, whence, in five minutes or so, there issued sounds which betokened felicitous repose.

Meanwhile his master sat motionless for some time, gazing at the floor as if in meditation. Then he rose, went to his book-case and took down a large thick volume, which he proceeded to read.

Nigel had by that time dropped into a drowsy condition, yet his interest in the doings of his strange entertainer was so great that he struggled hard to keep awake, and partially succeeded.

I wonder, he muttered, in sleepy tones, if thats a f  fam ly Bible hes reading  or  or  a volm o the En  Encyclopida Brit

He dropped off at this point, but, feeling that he had given way to some sort of weakness, he struggled back again into wakefulness, and saw that the hermit was bending over the large book with his massive brow resting on the palms of both hands, and his fingers thrust into his iron-grey hair. It was evident, however, that he was not reading the book at that moment, for on its pages was lying what seemed to be a miniature or photograph case, at which he gazed intently. Nigel roused himself to consider this, and in doing so again dropped off  not yet soundly, however, for curiosity induced one more violent struggle, and he became aware of the fact that the hermit was on his knees with his face buried in his hands.

The youths thoughts must have become inextricably confused at this point, yet their general drift was indicated by the muttered words: I  Im glad o that  a good sign  an  an its not th Encyclop  . Here Morpheus finally conquered, and he sank into dreamless repose.

How long this condition lasted he could not tell, but he was awakened violently by sensations and feelings of dread, which were entirely new to him. The bed on which he rested seemed to heave under him, and his ears were filled by sharp rattling sounds, something like  yet very different from  the continuous roll of musketry.

Starting up, he sprang into the large cavern where he found Van der Kemp quietly tightening his belt and Moses hastily pulling on his boots.

Sometins busted an no mistake! exclaimed the latter.

An eruption from one of the cones, said the hermit. I have been for a long time expecting it. Come with us.

He went swiftly up the staircase and passages which led to the observatory as he spoke.

The scene that met their eyes on reaching the ledge or plateau was sublime in the extreme, as well as terrific.

As I thought, said Van der Kemp, in a low tone. It is Perboewatan that has broken out.

The cone from which I observed smoke rising? asked Nigel.

The same. The one over the very centre of the old crater, showing that we were wrong in supposing it to be extinct: it was only slumbering. It is in what vulcanologists term moderate eruption now, and, perhaps, may prove a safety-valve which will prevent a more violent explosion.

That the cone of Perboewatan was indeed in a state of considerable activity, worthy of a stronger term than moderate, was very obvious. Although at a distance, as we have said, of four miles, the glare of its fires on the three figures perched near the top of Rakata was very intense, while explosion after explosion sent molten lava and red-hot rocks, pumice, and dust, high into the thickening air  clouds of smoke and steam being vomited forth at the same time. The wind, of which there was very little, blew it all away from the position occupied by the three observers.

What if the wind were to change and blow it all this way? asked Nigel, with very pardonable feelings of discomfort.

We could return to the cavern, said the hermit.

But what if Rakata itself should become active?

It was evident from the very solemn expression on the negros face that he awaited the reply to Nigels question with some anxiety.

Rakata, answered the hermit thoughtfully, although the highest cone, is the one most distant from the great centre of activity. It is therefore not likely that the volcanic energy will seek a vent here while there are other cones between us and Perboewatan. But we shall soon see whether the one vent is likely to suffice. There is undoubtedly no diminution in the explosions at present.

There certainly was not, for the voice of the speaker was almost drowned by the horrible din caused, apparently, by the hurtling of innumerable fragments of rock and stones in the air, while a succession of fiery flashes, each followed by a loud explosion, lit up the dome-shaped mass of vapour that was mounting upwards and spreading over the sky. Vivid flashes of lightning were also seen playing around the vapour-column. At the same time, there began a fall of fine white dust, resembling snow, which soon covered the foliage and the ground of all the lower part of the island. The sea around was also ere long covered with masses of pumice, which, being very light, floated away into the Indian ocean, and these were afterwards encountered in large quantities by various vessels passing through Sunda Straits.

The Scientific Committee, which ultimately wrote on the details of this eruption in Krakatoa, mention this first outburst as being a phase of moderate activity, similar to that which is said to have been exhibited for some months during the years 1680 and 1681, and they added that the outburst was one of considerable violence, especially at its commencement, that falls of dust were noticed at the distance of three hundred miles, and that the commander of the German war-vessel Elizabeth estimated the height of the dust-column issuing from the volcano at 11 kilometres (36,000 feet or about 7 miles).

To our hero, however, and to Moses, the outburst seemed anything but moderate, and that night as they two sat together in the cave after supper, listening with awe-struck faces to the cannonading and wild musketry going on as it seemed under their very feet, the negro solemnly imparted to Nigel in a low whisper that he thought de end ob de wurld hab come at last!

Returning at that moment from his observatory, to which he had ascended for a few minutes to view the scene through one of his glasses, Van der Kemp relieved their anxieties somewhat by remarking, in his quiet manner, that there was a distinct diminution in the violence of the explosions, and that, from his knowledge and experience of other volcanoes in Java, Sumatra, and elsewhere, he thought it probable they had seen the worst of it at that time, and that none of the other cones would be likely to break out.

Im glad to hear you say so, observed Nigel, for although the sight is extremely magnificent and very interesting, both from a scientific and artistic point of view, I cannot help thinking that we should be safer away from this island at present  at least while the volcano is active.

The hermit smiled almost pitifully. I do not apprehend danger, he said, at least nothing unusual. But it happens that my business requires me to leave in the course of a few days at any rate, so, whether the eruption becomes fiercer or feebler, it will not matter to us. I have preparations to make, however, and I have no doubt you wont object to remain till all is ready for a start?

Oh, as to that, returned the youth, slightly hurt by the implied doubt as to his courage, if you are willing to risk going off the earth like a skyrocket, I am quite ready to take my chance of following you!

An Moses am de man, said the negro, smiting his broad chest with his fist, whats ready to serve as a rocket-stick to bof, an go up along wid you!

The hermit made the nearest approach to a laugh which Nigel had yet seen, as he left the cave to undertake some of the preparations above referred to.

FOOTNOTES:

See The Eruption of Krakatoa and Subsequent Phenomena, . (Trübner and Co., London.)




Chapter IX.

DESCRIBES, AMONG OTHER THINGS, A SINGULAR MEETING UNDER PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES.

There is unquestionably a class of men  especially Englishmen  who are deeply imbued with the idea that the Universe in general, and our world in particular, has been created with a view to afford them what they call fun.

It would be great fun, said an English commercial man to a friend who sat beside him, to go and have a look at this eruption. They say it is Krakatoa which has broken out after a sleep of two centuries, and as it has been bursting away now for nearly a week, it is likely to hold on for some time longer. What would you say to charter a steamer and have a grand excursion to the volcano?

The friend said he thought it would indeed be capital fun!

We have never been able to ascertain who these Englishmen were, but they must have been men of influence, or able to move men of influence, for they at once set to work and organised an excursion.

The place where this excursion was organised was Batavia. Although that city was situated in Java, nearly a hundred miles distant from Krakatoa, the inhabitants had not only heard distinctly the explosions of the volcano, but had felt some quakings of the earth and much rattling of doors and windows, besides a sprinkling of ashes, which indicated that the eruption, even in that eruptive region, was of unusual violence. They little imagined to what mighty throes the solid rocks of Krakatoa were yet to be subjected before those volcanic fires could find a vent. Meanwhile, as we have said, there was enough of the unusual in it to warrant our merchants in their anticipation of a considerable amount of fun.

A steamer was got ready; a number of sightseeing enthusiasts were collected, and they set forth on the morning of the 26th of May. Among these excursionists was our friend Captain David Roy  not that he was addicted to running about in search of fun, but, being unavoidably thrown idle at the time, and having a poetical turn of mind  derived from his wife  he thought he could not do better than take a run to the volcano and see how his son was getting along.

The party reached the scene of the eruption on the morning of the 27th, having witnessed during the night several tolerably strong explosions, which were accompanied by earthquake shocks. It was found that Krakatoa and all the adjoining islands were covered with a fine white dust, like snow, and that the trees on the northern part of the former island and Varlaten had been to a great extent deprived of their leaves and branches by falling pumice, while those on Lang Island and Polish Hat, as well as those on the Peak of Rakata, had to a great extent escaped  no doubt owing to the prevailing direction of the wind.

It was soon seen that Perboewatan on Krakatoa was the cone in active eruption, and the steamer made for its neighbourhood, landing her party within a short distance of its base. Explosions were occurring at intervals of from five to ten minutes. Each explosion being accompanied by an uncovering of the molten lava in the vent, the overhanging steam-cloud was lighted up with a grand glow for a few seconds. Some of the party, who seemed to be authorities on such matters, estimated that the vapour-column rose to a height of nearly 10,000 feet, and that fragments of pumice were shot upwards to a height of 600 feet.

Thats a sign that the violence of the eruption is diminished, remarked the young merchant, who was in search of fun, as he prepared to wade ankle-deep in the loose pumice up the slopes of the cone.

Diminished! repeated our captain, who had fraternised much with this merchant during their short voyage. If thats what you call diminishin, I shouldnt like to be here when its increasin.

Pooh! exclaimed the merchant, thats nothing. Ive seen, at other volcanoes, pieces of pumice blown up so high that theyve been caught by the upper currents of the atmosphere and carried away in an opposite direction to the wind that was blowing below at the time. Ay, I believe that dust is sometimes blown miles up into the air.

As Captain Roy thought that the merchant was drawing the long bow he made no reply, but changed the subject by asking what was the height of Perboewatan.

Three hundred feet or thereabouts, replied his friend.

I hope my son will have the sense to clear out of the island if things look like gittin worse, muttered the captain, as an unusually violent explosion shook the whole side of the cone.

No fear of him, returned the merchant. If he is visiting the hermit of Rakata, as you tell me, hell be safe enough. Although something of a dare-devil, the hermit knows how to take care of himself. Im afraid, however, that youll not find it so easy to look up your son as you seem to think. Just glance round at these almost impenetrable forests. You dont know what part of the island he may be in just now; and you might as well look for a needle in a bundle of hay as look for him there. He is probably at the other end of Krakatoa  four or five miles off  on the South side of Rakata, where the hermits cave is supposed to be, for no one seems to be quite sure as to its whereabouts. Besides, youll have to stick by the excursionists if you wish to return to Batavia.

Captain Roy paused for a moment to recover breath, and looking down upon the dense tropical forest that stretched between him and the Peak of Rakata, he shook his head, and admitted that the merchant was right. Turning round he addressed himself once more to the ascent of the cone, on the sides of which the whole excursion party now straggled and struggled, remarking, as he panted along, that hill-climbing among ashes and cinders didnt come easy to a sea-farin man.

Now, nothing was more natural than that Van der Kemp and his guest should be smitten with the same sort of desire which had brought these excursionists from Batavia. The only thing that we do not pretend to account for is the strange coincidence that they should have been so smitten, and had so arranged their plans, that they arrived at Perboewatan almost at the same time with the excursionists  only about half an hour before them!

Their preliminary walk, however, through the tangled, almost impassable, forest had been very slow and toilsome, and having been involved in its shadow from daybreak, they were, of course, quite unaware of the approach of the steamer or the landing of the excursion party.

If the volcano seems quieting down, said Nigel to his host, shall you start to-morrow?

Yes; by daybreak. Even if the eruption does not quiet down I must set out, for my business presses.

Nigel felt much inclined to ask what his business was, but there was a quiet something in the air of the hermit, when he did not choose to be questioned, which effectually silenced curiosity. Falling behind a little, till the negro came up with him, Nigel tried to obtain information from him, for he felt that he had a sort of right to know at least something about the expedition in which he was about to act a part.

Do you know, Moses, what business your master is going about? he asked, in a low voice.

No more nor de man ob de moon, Massa Nadgel, said Moses, with an air at once so truthful and so solemn that the young man gave it up with a laugh of resignation.

On arriving at Perboewatan, and ascending its sides, they at last became aware of the approach of the excursion steamer.

Strange, muttered the hermit, vessels dont often touch here.

Perhaps they have run short of water, suggested Nigel.

Even if they had it would not be worth their while to stop here for that, returned the hermit, resuming the ascent of the cone after an intervening clump of trees had shut out the steamer from view.

It was with feelings of profound interest and considerable excitement that our hero stood for the first time on the top of a volcanic cone and gazed down into its glowing vent.

The crater might be described as a huge basin of 3000 feet in diameter. From the rim of this basin on which the visitors stood the sides sloped so gradually inward that the flat floor at the bottom was not more than half that diameter. This floor  which was about 150 feet below the upper edge  was covered with a black crust, and in the centre of it was the tremendous cavity  between one and two hundred feet in diameter  from which issued the great steam-cloud. The cloud was mixed with quantities of pumice and fragments of what appeared to be black glass. The roar of this huge vent was deafening and stupendous. If the reader will reflect on the wonderful hubbub that can be created even by a kitchen kettle when superheated, and on the exasperating shrieks of a steamboats safety-valve in action, or the bellowing of a fog-horn, he may form some idea of the extent of his incapacity to conceive the thunderous roar of Krakatoa when it began to boil over.

When to this awful sound there were added the intermittent explosions, the horrid crackling of millions of rock-masses meeting in the air, and the bubbling up of molten lava  verily it did not require the imagination of a Dante to see in all this the very vomiting of Gehenna!

So amazed and well-nigh stunned was Nigel at the sights and sounds that he neither heard nor saw the arrival of the excursionists, until the equally awe-stricken Moses touched him on the elbow and drew his attention to several men who suddenly appeared on the crater-brim not fifty yards off, but who, like themselves, were too much absorbed with the volcano itself to observe the other visitors. Probably they took them for some of their own party who had reached the summit before them.

Nigel was yet looking at these visitors in some surprise, when an elderly nautical man suddenly stood not twenty yards off gazing in open-mouthed amazement, past our heros very nose, at the volcanic fires.

Hallo, Father! shouted the one.

Zounds! Nigel! exclaimed the other.

Both men glared and were speechless for several seconds. Then Nigel rushed at the captain, and the captain met him half-way, and they shook hands with such hearty goodwill as to arrest in his operations for a few moments a photographer who was hastily setting up his camera!

Yes, science has done much to reveal the marvellous and arouse exalted thoughts in the human mind, but it has also done something to crush enthusiasts and shock the romantic. Veracity constrains us to state that there he was, with his tripod, and his eager haste, and his hideous black cloth, preparing to take Perboewatan on a dry plate! And he took it too! And you may see it, if you will, as a marvellous frontispiece to the volume by the Krakatoa Committee  a work which is apparently as exhaustive of the subject of Krakatoa as was the great explosion itself of those internal fires which will probably keep that volcano quiet for the next two hundred years.

But this was not the Great Eruption of Krakatoa  only a rehearsal, as it were.

What brought you here, my son? asked the captain, on recovering speech.

My legs, father.

Dont be insolent, boy.

Its not insolence, father. Its only poetical licence, meant to assure you that I did not come by bus or rail though you did by steamer! But let me introduce you to my friend, Mr.  

He stopped short on looking round, for Van der Kemp was not there.

He goed away wheneber he saw de peepil comin up de hill, said Moses, who had watched the meeting of father and son with huge delight. But you kin interdooce me instead, he added, with a crater-like smile.

True, true, exclaimed Nigel, laughing. This is Moses, father, my hosts servant, and my very good friend, and a remarkably free-and-easy friend, as you see. He will guide us back to the cave, since Van der Kemp seems to have left us.

Whos Van der Kemp? asked the captain.

The hermit of Rakata, father  thats his name. His father was a Dutchman and his mother an English or Irish woman  I forget which. Hes a splendid fellow; quite different from what one would expect; no more like a hermit than a hermit-crab, except that he lives in a cave under the Peak of Rakata, at the other end of the island. But you must come with us and pay him a visit. He will be delighted to see you.

What! steer through a green sea of leaves like that? said the captain, stretching his arm towards the vast forest that lay stretched out below them, and on my legs, too, that have been used all their lives to a ships deck? No, my son. I will content myself with this lucky meetin. But, I say, Nigel, lad, continued the old man, somewhat more seriously, what if the Peak o Ra  Ra, whats-is-name, should take to spoutin like this one, an you, as you say, livin under it?

Ha! das zackly what I say, interposed Moses. Das what I oftin says to massa, but he nebber answers. He only smile. Massas not always so purlite as he might be!

There is no fear, said Nigel, not at present, anyhow, for Van der Kemp says that the force of this eruption is diminishing

It dont look much like it, muttered the captain, as the volcano at that moment gave vent to a burst which seemed like a sarcastic laugh at the hermits opinion, and sent the more timid of the excursionists sprawling down the cinder-slope in great alarm.

Theres reason in what you say, father, said Nigel, when the diminution of noise rendered speech more easy; and after all, as we start off on our travels to-morrow, your visit could not have been a long one.

Where do you go first? asked the captain.

Not sure. Do you know, Moses?

No; no more n de man ob de moon. Praps Borneo. He go dar sometimes.

At this point another roar from the volcano, and a shout from the leader of the excursionists to return on board, broke up the conference.

Well, lad, Im glad Ive seen you. Dont forget to write your whereabouts. They say theres a lot o wild places as well as wild men and beasts among them islands, so keep your weather-eye open an your powder dry. Good-bye, Nigel. Take care of him, Moses, and keep him out o mischief if ye can  which is more than ever I could. Good-bye, my boy.

Good-bye, father.

They shook hands vigorously. In another minute the old seaman was sailing down the cinder-cone at the rate of fourteen knots an hour, while his son, setting off under the guidance of Moses towards a different point of the compass, was soon pushing his way through the tangled forest in the direction of the hermits cave.




Chapter X.

A CURIOUS SEA-GOING CRAFT  THE UNKNOWN VOYAGE BEGUN.

It was early next morning when Van der Kemp and his man left their couches and descended to the shore, leaving their visitor enjoying the benefit of that profound slumber which bids defiance to turmoil and noise, however stupendous, and which seems to be the peculiar privilege of healthy infants and youthful seamen.

Perboewatan had subsided considerably towards morning, and had taken to that internal rumbling, which in the feline species indicates mitigated indignation. The hermit had therefore come to the conclusion that the outburst was over, and went with Moses to make arrangements for setting forth on his expedition after breakfast.

They had scarcely left the cave when Nigel awoke. Feeling indisposed for further repose, he got up and went out in that vague state of mind which is usually defined as having a look at the weather. Whether or not he gathered much information from the look we cannot tell, but, taking up his short gun, which stood handy at the entrance of the cave, he sauntered down the path which his host had followed a short time before. Arrived at the shore, he observed that a branch path diverged to the left, and appeared to run in the direction of a high precipice. He turned into it, and after proceeding through the bushes for a short way he came quite unexpectedly on a cavern, the mouth of which resembled, but was much higher and wider than that which led to the hermits home.

Just as he approached it there issued from its gloomy depths a strange rumbling sound which induced him to stop and cock his gun. A curious feeling of serio-comic awe crept over him as the idea of a fiery dragon leaped into his mind! At the same time, the fancy that the immense abyss of darkness might be one of the volcanic vents diminished the comic and increased the serious feeling. Ere long the sound assumed the definite tone of footsteps, and the dragon fancy seemed about to become a reality when he beheld a long narrow thing of uncertain form emerging from the darkness.

It must be coming out tail-foremost! he muttered, with a short laugh at his semi-credulity.

Another instant and the hermit emerged into the blazing sunshine, and stood pictured against the intense darkness like a being of supernatural radiance, with the end of a long narrow canoe on his shoulder.

As Nigel passed round a bush to reach him he perceived the dark form of Moses emerging from the depths and supporting the body of the canoe.

I see you are active and an early riser, said the hermit, with a nod of approval on seeing our hero.

I almost took you for a Krakatoa monster! said Nigel, as they came out in front of the cavern and laid the canoe on the ground. Why, youve got here one of the craft which we in England call a Rob Roy canoe!

It is fashioned on the same pattern, said the hermit, but with one or two alterations of my own devising, and an improvement  as I think  founded on what I have myself seen, when travelling with the Eskimos of Greenland.

Van der Kemp here pointed out that the canoe was not only somewhat broader than the kind used in England, but was considerably longer, and with three openings or manholes in the deck, so that it was capable of holding three persons. Also, that there was a large rounded mass of wood fixed in front of the three manholes.

These saddles, as I call them, said the hermit, have been suggested to me by the Eskimos, who, instead of wearying their arms by supporting the double-bladed paddle continuously, rest it on the saddle and let it slide about thereon while being used. Thus they are able to carry a much longer and heavier paddle than that used in the Rob Roy canoe, the weight of which, as it rests on the saddle, is not felt. Moreover it does not require nearly so much dip to put it in the water. I have heard of a sort of upright with a universal joint being applied to the English canoe, but it seems to me a much more clumsy and much less effective, because rigid, contrivance than the Eskimo saddle. Inside, under the deck, as I will show you by and by, I have lighter and shorter paddles for use when in narrow rivers, but I prefer the long heavy paddle when traversing great stretches of ocean.

You dont mean to say you ever go to sea in an eggshell like that! exclaimed Nigel in surprise.

Indeed we do, returned the hermit, and we are fitted out for longish voyages and rough weather. Besides, it is not so much of an eggshell as you suppose. I made it myself, and took care that it should be fit for the work required of it. The wood of which it is made, although light, is very tough, and it is lined with a skin of strong canvas which is fixed to the planks with tar. This makes the craft watertight as well as strong. The ribs also are very light and close together, and every sixth rib is larger and stronger than the others and made of tougher wood. All these ribs are bound together by longitudinal pieces, or laths, of very tough wood, yet so thin that the whole machine is elastic without being weak. Besides this, there are two strong oiled-canvas partitions, which divide the canoe into three water-tight compartments, any two of which will float it if the third should get filled.

Is this then the craft in which you intend to voyage? asked Nigel.

It is. We shall start in an hour or two. I keep it in this cave because it is near the landing-place. But come, you will understand things better when you see us making our arrangements. Of course you understand how to manage sails of every kind?

If I did not it would ill become me to call myself a sailor, returned our hero.

That is well, because you will sit in the middle, from which position the sail is partly managed. I usually sit in the bow to have free range for the use of my gun, if need be, and Moses steers.

Van der Kemp proceeded down the track as he said this, having, with the negro, again lifted the canoe on his shoulder.

A few minutes walk brought them to the beach at the spot where Nigel had originally landed. Here a quantity of cargo lay on the rocks ready to be placed in the canoe. There were several small bags of pemmican, which Van der Kemp had learned to make while travelling on the prairies of North America among the Red Indians,  for this singular being seemed to have visited most parts of the habitable globe during his not yet very long life. There were five small casks of fresh water, two or three canisters of gunpowder, a small box of tea and another of sugar, besides several bags of biscuits. There were also other bags and boxes which did not by their appearance reveal their contents, and all the articles were of a shape and size which seemed most suitable for passing through the manholes, and being conveniently distributed and stowed in the three compartments of the canoe. There was not very much of anything, however, so that when the canoe was laden and ready for its voyage, the hermit and his man were still able to raise and carry it on their shoulders without the assistance of Nigel.

There was one passenger whom we have not yet mentioned, namely, a small monkey which dwelt in the cave with the canoe, and which, although perfectly free to come and go when he pleased, seldom left the cave except for food, but seemed to have constituted himself the guardian of the little craft.

Spinkie, as Moses had named him, was an intensely affectionate creature, with a countenance of pathetic melancholy which utterly belied his character, for mischief and fun were the dominating qualities of that monkey. He was seated on a water-cask when Nigel first caught sight of him, holding the end of his long tail in one hand, and apparently wiping his nose with it.

Is that what he is doing? asked Nigel of the negro.

Oh no, Massa Nadgel, said Moses. Spinkie nebber ketch cold an hab no need ob a pocket-hangkitcher. He only tickles his nose wid is tail. But hes bery fond ob doin dat.

Being extremely fond of monkeys, Nigel went forward to fondle him, and Spinkie being equally fond of fondling, resigned himself placidly  after one interrogative gaze of wide-eyed suspicion  into the strangers hands. A lifelong friendship was cemented then and there.

After stowing the cargo the party returned to the upper cavern, leaving the monkey to guard the canoe.

An hes a good defender ob it, said Moses, for if man or beast happen to come near it when Spinkies in charge, dat monkey sets up a skriekin fit to cause a splosion ob Perboewatan!

Breakfast over, the hermit put his cave in order for a pretty long absence, and they again descended to the shore, each man carrying his bed on his shoulder. Each bed, however, was light and simple. It consisted merely of one blanket wrapped up in an oil-cloth sheet. Besides, an old-fashioned powder-flask and shot belt. Van der Kemp and Nigel had slung a bullet-pouch on their shoulders, and carried small hatchets and hunting-knives in their belts. Moses was similarly armed, with this difference, that his couteau de chasse bore stronger resemblance to an ancient Roman sword than a knife, and his axe was of larger size than the hatchets of his companions.

Launching the canoe, the hermit and his man held it fast at either end while Nigel was directed to take his place in the central of the three openings or manholes. He did so and found himself seated on a flat board on the bottom of the canoe, which was so shallow that the deck scarcely rose as high as his waist.

Round the manhole there was a ledge of thin wood, about three inches high, to which a circular apron of oiled canvas was attached.

Yes, youd better understand that thing before we start, said Van der Kemp, observing that Nigel was examining the contrivance with some curiosity. Its an apron to tie round you in bad weather to keep the water out. In fine weather it is rolled as you see it now round the ledge. Undo the buckle before and behind and you will see how it is to be used.

Acting as directed, Nigel unbuckled the roll and found that he was surrounded by a sort of petticoat of oil-skin which could be drawn up and buckled round his chest. In this position it could be kept by a loop attached to a button, or a wooden pin, thrust through the coat.

You see, explained the hermit, the waves may wash all over our deck and round our bodies without being able to get into the canoe while we have these things on  there are similar protections round the other holes.

I understand, said Nigel. But how if water gets in through a leak below?

Do you see that brass thing in front of you? returned the hermit. That is a pump which is capable of keeping under a pretty extensive leak. The handle unships, so as to be out of the way when not wanted. I keep it here, under the deck in front of me, along with mast and sails and a good many other things.

As he spoke he raised a plank of the deck in front of the foremost hole, and disclosed a sort of narrow box about six feet long by six inches broad. The plank was hinged at one end and fastened with a hook at the other so as to form a lid to the box. The hole thus disclosed was not an opening into the interior of the canoe, but was a veritable watertight box just under the deck, so that even if it were to get filled with water not a drop could enter the canoe itself. But the plank-lid was so beautifully fitted, besides shutting tightly down on indiarubber, that the chance of leakage through that source was very remote. Although very narrow, this box was deep, and contained a variety of useful implements; among them a slender mast and tiny sail, which could be rendered still smaller by means of reef points. All these things were fitted into their respective places with so keen an eye to economy of space that the arrangement cannot be better described than by the familiar phrase  multum, in parvo.

We dont use the sails much; we depend chiefly on this, said the hermit, as he seated himself in the front hole and laid the long, heavy, double-bladed paddle on the saddle in front of him. Moses uses a single blade, partly because it is handier for steering and partly because he has been accustomed to it in his own land. You are at liberty to use which you prefer.

Thanks, I will follow the lead of Moses, for I also have been accustomed to the single blade and prefer it  at least while I am one of three. If alone, I should prefer the double blade.

Now, Moses, are you ready? asked the hermit.

All ready, massa.

Get in then and shove off. Come along, Spinkie.

The monkey, which all this time had been seated on a rock looking on with an expression of inconsolable sorrow, at once accepted the invitation, and with a lively bound alighted on the deck close to the little mast, which had been set up just in front of Nigel, and to which it held on when the motions of the canoe became unsteady.

You need not give yourself any concern about Spinkie, said the hermit, as they glided over the still water of the little cove in which the canoe and boat were harboured. He is quite able to take care of himself.

Bounding the entrance to the cove and shooting out into the ocean under the influence of Van der Kemps powerful strokes, they were soon clear of the land, and proceeded eastward at a rate which seemed unaccountable to our hero, for he had not sufficiently realised the fact that in addition to the unusual physical strength of Van der Kemp as well as that of Moses, to say nothing of his own, the beautiful fish-like adaptation of the canoe to the water, the great length and leverage of the bow paddle, and the weight of themselves as well as the cargo, gave this canoe considerable advantage over other craft of the kind.

About a quarter of an hour later the sun arose in cloudless splendour on a perfectly tranquil sea, lighted up the shores of Java, glinted over the mountains of Sumatra, and flooded, as with a golden haze, the forests of Krakatoa  emulating the volcanic fires in gilding the volumes of smoke that could be seen rolling amid fitful mutterings from Perboewatan, until the hermits home sank from view in the western horizon.




Chapter XI.

CANOEING ON THE SEA  A MYSTERIOUS NIGHT-SURPRISE AND SUDDEN FLIGHT.

At first the voyagers paddled over the glassy sea in almost total silence.

Nigel was occupied with his own busy thoughts; speculating on the probable end and object of their voyage, and on the character, the mysterious life, and unknown history of the man who sat in front of him wielding so powerfully the great double-bladed paddle. Van der Kemp himself was, as we have said, naturally quiet and silent, save when roused by a subject that interested him. As for Moses, although quite ready at any moment to indulge in friendly intercourse, he seldom initiated a conversation, and Spinkie, grasping the mast and leaning against it with his head down, seemed to be either asleep or brooding over his sorrows. Only a few words were uttered now and then when Nigel asked the name of a point or peak which rose in the distance on either hand. It seemed as if the quiescence of sea and air had fallen like a soft mantle on the party and subdued them into an unusually sluggish frame of mind.

They passed through the Sunda Straits between Sumatra and Java  not more at the narrowest part than about thirteen miles wide  and, in course of time, found themselves in the great island-studded archipelago beyond.

About noon they all seemed to wake up from their lethargic state. Van der Kemp laid down his paddle, and, looking round, asked Nigel if he felt tired.

Not in the least, he replied, but I feel uncommonly hungry, and I have just been wondering how you manage to feed when at sea in so small a craft.

Ho! ho! laughed Moses, in guttural tones, you soon see dat  I spose it time for me to get out de grub, massa?

Yes, Moses  lets have it.

The negro at once laid down his steering paddle and lifted a small square hatch or lid in the deck which was rendered watertight by the same means as the lid in front already described. From the depths thus revealed he extracted a bird of some sort that had been shot and baked the day before. Tearing off a leg he retained it and handed the remainder to Nigel.

Help youself, Massa Nadgel, an pass im forid.

Without helping himself he passed it on to Van der Kemp, who drew his knife, sliced off a wing with a mass of breast, and returned the rest.

Always help yourself before passing the food in future, said the hermit; we dont stand on ceremony here.

Nigel at once fell in with their custom, tore off the remaining drumstick and began.

Biskit, said Moses, with his mouth full, an look out for Spinkie.

He handed forward a deep tray of the sailors familiar food, but Nigel was too slow to profit by the warning given, for Spinkie darted both hands into the tray and had stuffed his mouth and cheeks full almost before a man could wink! The negro would have laughed aloud, but the danger of choking was too great; he therefore laughed internally  an operation which could not be fully understood unless seen. Splosions of Perboewatan, may suggest the thing.

Sorrow, grief  whatever it was that habitually afflicted that monkey  disappeared for the time being, while it devoted itself heart and soul to dinner.

Feelings of a somewhat similar kind animated Nigel as he sat leaning back with his mouth full, a biscuit in one hand, and a drumstick in the other, and his eyes resting dreamily on the horizon of the still tranquil sea, while the bright sun blazed upon his already bronzed face.

To many men the fierce glare of the equatorial sun might have proved trying, but Nigel belonged to the salamander type of humanity and enjoyed the great heat. Van der Kemp seemed to be similarly moulded, and as for Moses, he was in his native element  so was Spinkie.

Strange as it may seem, sea-birds appeared to divine what was going on, for several specimens came circling round the canoe with great outstretched and all but motionless wings, and with solemn sidelong glances of hope which Van der Kemp evidently could not resist, for he flung them scraps of his allowance from time to time.

If you have plenty of provisions on board, I should like to do that too, said Nigel.

Do it, returned the hermit. We have plenty of food for some days, and our guns can at any time replenish the store. I like to feed these creatures, he added, they give themselves over so thoroughly to the enjoyment of the moment, and seem to be grateful. Whether they are so or not, of course, is matter of dispute. Cynics will tell us that they only come to us and fawn upon us because of the memory of past favours and the hope of more to come. I dont agree with them.

Neither do I, said Nigel, warmly. Any man who has ever had to do with dogs knows full well that gratitude is a strong element of their nature. And it seems to me that the speaking eyes of Spinkie, to whom I have just given a bit of biscuit, tell of a similar spirit.

As he spoke, Nigel was conveying another piece of biscuit to his own mouth, when a small brown hand flashed before him, and the morsel, in the twinkling of an eye, was transferred to the monkeys already swollen cheek  whereat Moses again became suddenly splosive and red, as well as black in the face, for his capacious mouth was inordinately full as usual.

Clear water, from one of the casks, and poured into a tin mug, washed down their cold collation, and then, refreshed and reinvigorated, the trio resumed their paddles, which were not again laid down till the sun was descending towards the western horizon. By that time they were not far from a small wooded islet near the coast of Java, on which Van der Kemp resolved to spend the night.

During the day they had passed at some distance many boats and praus and other native vessels, the crews of which ceased to row for a few moments, and gazed with curiosity at the strange craft which glided along so swiftly, and seemed to them little more than a long plank on the water, but these took no further notice of our voyagers. They also passed several ships  part of that constant stream of vessels which pass westward through those straits laden with the valuable teas and rich silks of China and Japan. In some cases a cheer of recognition, as being an exceptional style of craft, was accorded them, to which the hermit replied with a wave of the hand  Moses and Nigel with an answering cheer.

There is something very pleasant in the rest which follows a day of hard and healthful toil. Our Maker has so ordained it as well as stated it, for is it not written, The sleep of the labouring man is sweet? and our travellers experienced the truth of the statement that night in very romantic circumstances.

The small rocky islet, not more than a few hundred yards in diameter, which they now approached had several sheltered sandy bays on its shore, which were convenient for landing. The centre was clothed with palm-trees and underwood, so that fuel could be procured, and cocoa-nuts.

Sometimes, said the hermit, while he stooped to arrange the fire, after the canoe and cargo had been carried to their camping-place at the edge of the bushes, sometimes it is necessary to keep concealed while travelling in these regions, and I carry a little spirit-lamp which enables me to heat a cup of tea or coffee without making a dangerous blaze; but here there is little risk in kindling a fire.

I should not have thought there was any risk at all in these peaceful times, said Nigel, as he unstrapped his blanket and spread it on the ground under an overhanging bush.

There are no peaceful times among pirates, returned the hermit; and some of the traders in this archipelago are little better than pirates.

Where I puts your bed, massa? asked Moses, turning his huge eyes on his master.

There  under the bush, beside Nigel.

An where would you like to sleep, Massa Spinkie? added the negro, with a low obeisance to the monkey, which sat on the top of what seemed to be its favourite seat  a watercask.

Spinkie treated the question with calm contempt, turned his head languidly to one side, and scratched himself.

Unpurliteness is your kracter from skin to marrow, you son of a insolent mother! said Moses, shaking his fist, whereat Spinkie, promptly making an O of his mouth, looked fierce.

The sagacious creature remained where he was till after supper, which consisted of another roast fowl  hot this time  and ships-biscuit washed down with coffee. Of course Spinkies portion consisted only of the biscuit with a few scraps of cocoa-nut. Having received it he quietly retired to his native wilds, with the intention of sleeping there, according to custom, till morning; but his repose was destined to be broken, as we shall see.

After supper, the hermit, stretching himself on his blanket, filled an enormous meerschaum, and began to smoke. The negro, rolling up a little tobacco in tissue paper, sat down, tailor-wise, and followed his masters example, while our hero  who did not smoke  lay between them, and gazed contemplatively over the fire at the calm dark sea beyond, enjoying the aroma of his coffee.

From what you have told me of your former trading expeditions, said Nigel, looking at his friend, you must have seen a good deal of this archipelago before you took  excuse me  to the hermit life.

Ay  a good deal.

Have you ever travelled in the interior of the larger islands? asked Nigel, in the hope of drawing from him some account of his experiences with wild beasts or wild men  he did not care which, so long as they were wild!

Yes, in all of them, returned the hermit, curtly, for he was not fond of talking about himself.

I suppose the larger islands are densely wooded? continued Nigel interrogatively.

They are, very.

But the wood is not of much value, I fancy, in the way of trade, pursued our hero, adopting another line of attack which proved successful, for Van der Kemp turned his eyes on him with a look of surprise that almost forced him to laugh.

Not of much value in the way of trade! he repeated forgive me, if I express surprise that you seem to know so little about us  but, after all, the world is large, and one cannot become deeply versed in everything.

Having uttered this truism, the hermit resumed his meerschaum and continued to gaze thoughtfully at the embers of the fire. He remained so long silent that Nigel began to despair, but thought he would try him once again on the same lines.

I suppose, he said in a careless way, that none of the islands are big enough to contain many of the larger wild animals.

My friend, returned Van der Kemp, with a smile of urbanity, as he refilled his pipe, it is evident that you do not know much about our archipelago. Borneo, to the woods and wild animals of which I hope ere long to introduce you, is so large that if you were to put your British islands, including Ireland, down on it they would be engulphed and surrounded by a sea of forests. New Guinea is, perhaps, larger than Borneo. Sumatra is only a little smaller. France is not so large as some of our islands. Java, Luzon, and Celebes are each about equal in size to Ireland. Eighteen more islands are, on the average, as large as Jamaica, more than a hundred are as large as the Isle of Wight, and the smaller isles and islets are innumerable. In short, our archipelago is comparable with any of the primary divisions of the globe, being full 4000 miles in length from east to west and about 1,300 in breadth from north to south, and would in extent more than cover the whole of Europe.

It was evident to Nigel that he had at length succeeded in opening the floodgates. The hermit paused for a few moments and puffed at the meerschaum, while Moses glared at his master with absorbed interest, and pulled at the cigarette with such oblivious vigour that he drew it into his mouth at last, spat it out, and prepared another. Nigel sat quite silent and waited for more.

As to trade, continued Van der Kemp, resuming his discourse in a lower tone, why, of gold  the great representative of wealth  we export from Sumatra alone over 26,000 ounces annually, and among other gold regions we have a Mount Ophir in the Malay Peninsula from which there is a considerable annual export.

Continuing his discourse, Van der Kemp told a great deal more about the products of these prolific islands with considerable enthusiasm  as one who somewhat resented the underrating of his native land.

Were you born in this region, Van der Kemp? asked Nigel, during a brief pause.

I was  in Java. My father, as my name tells, was of Dutch descent. My mother was Irish. Both are dead.

He stopped. The fire that had been aroused seemed to die down, and he continued to smoke with the sad absent look which was peculiar to him.

And what about large game? asked Nigel, anxious to stir up his friends enthusiasm again, but the hermit had sunk back into his usual condition of gentle dreaminess, and made no answer till the question had been repeated.

Pardon me, he said, I was dreaming of the days that are gone. Ah! Nigel; you are yet too young to understand the feelings of the old  the sad memories of happy years that can never return: of voices that are hushed for ever. No one can know till he has felt!

But you are not old, said Nigel, wishing to turn the hermits mind from a subject on which it seemed to dwell too constantly.

Not in years, he returned; but old, very old in experience, and  stay, what was it that you were asking about? Ah, the big game. Well, we have plenty of that in some of the larger of the islands; we have the elephant, the rhinoceros, the tiger, the puma, that great man-monkey the orang-utan, or, as it is called here, the mias, besides wild pigs, deer, and innumerable smaller animals and birds

The hermit stopped abruptly and sat motionless, with his head bent on one side, like one who listens intently. Such an action is always infectious. Nigel and the negro also listened, but heard nothing.

By that time the fire had died down, and, not being required for warmth, had not been replenished. The faint light of the coming moon, which, however, was not yet above the horizon, only seemed to render darkness visible, so that the figure of Moses was quite lost in the shadow of the bush behind him, though the whites of his solemn eyes appeared like two glow-worms.

Do you hear anything? asked Nigel in a low tone.

Oars, answered the hermit.

I hear im, massa, whispered the negro, but das not suprisin  plenty boats about.

This boat approaches the island, and I can tell by the sound that it is a large prau. If it touches here it will be for the purpose of spending the night, and Malay boatmen are not always agreeable neighbours. However, it is not likely they will ramble far from where they land, so we may escape observation if we keep quiet.

As he spoke he emptied the remains of the coffee on the dying fire and effectually put it out.

Meanwhile the sound of oars had become quite distinct, and, as had been anticipated, the crew ran their boat into one of the sandy bays and leaped ashore with a good deal of shouting and noise. Fortunately they had landed on the opposite side of the islet, and as the bush on it was very dense there was not much probability of any one crossing over. Our voyagers therefore lay close, resolving to be off in the morning before the unwelcome visitors were stirring.

As the three lay there wrapped in their blankets and gazing contemplatively at the now risen moon, voices were heard as if of men approaching. It was soon found that two of the strangers had sauntered round by the beach and were slowly drawing near the encampment.

Nigel observed that the hermit had raised himself on one elbow and seemed to be again listening intently.

The two men halted on reaching the top of the ridges of rock which formed one side of the little bay, and their voices became audible though too far distant to admit of words being distinguishable. At the same time their forms were clearly defined against the sky.

Nigel glanced at Van der Kemp and was startled by the change that had come over him. The moonbeams, which had by that time risen above some intervening shrubs, shone full on him and showed that his usually quiet gentle countenance was deadly pale and transformed by a frown of almost tiger-like ferocity. So strange and unaccountable did this seem to our hero that he lay quite still, as if spell-bound. Nor did his companions move until the strangers, having finished their talk, turned to retrace their steps and finally disappeared.

Then Van der Kemp rose with a sigh of relief. The negro and Nigel also sprang up.

Whats wrong, massa? asked Moses, in much anxiety.

Nothing, nothing, said the hermit hurriedly. I must cross over to see these fellows.

All right, massa. I go wid you.

No, I go alone.

Not widout arms? exclaimed the negro, laying his hand on his masters shoulder.

Yes, without arms! As he spoke he drew the long knife that usually hung at his girdle and flung it down. Now attend, both of you, he added, with sudden and almost threatening earnestness.

Do not on any account follow me. I am quite able to take care of myself.

Next moment he glided into the bushes and was gone.

Can you guess what is the matter with him? asked Nigel, turning to his companion with a perplexed look.

Not more nor de man ob de moon. I nebber sawd im like dat before. I tink hes go mad! I tell you what  Ill foller him wid a rifle an knife and two revolvers.

Youll do nothing of the sort, said Nigel, laying hold of the negros wrist with a grip of iron; when a man like Van der Kemp gives an order its the duty of inferior men like you and me strictly to obey.

Well  praps youre right, Nadgel, returned Moses calmly. If you wasnt, Id knock you into de middle ob nixt week for takin a grip o me like dat.

Youll wish yourself into the middle of next fortnight if you disobey orders, returned our hero, tightening the grip.

Moses threw back his head, opened his cavern, and laughed silently; at the same time he twisted his arm free with a sudden wrench.

Yous awrful strong, Nadgel, but you dont quite come up to niggers! Howseber, yous right. Ill obey orders; neberdeless Ill get ready for action.

So saying, the negro extracted from the canoe several revolvers, two of which he handed to Nigel, two he thrust into his own belt, and two he laid handy for massa when he should return.

Now, if youre smart at aritmetic, youll see dat six time six am tirty-six, and two double guns das forty  forty dead mens more n enuff  besides de knives.

Moses had barely finished these deadly preparations when Van der Kemp returned as quietly as he had gone. His face was still fierce and haggard, and his manner hurried though quite decided.

I have seen him, he said, in a low voice.

Seen who? asked Nigel.

Him whom I had hoped and prayed never more to see. My enemy! Come, quick, we must leave at once, and without attracting their notice.

He gave his comrades no time to put further questions, but laid hold of one end of the canoe; Moses took the other end and it was launched in a few seconds, while Nigel carried down such part of the lading as had been taken out. Five minutes sufficed to put all on board, and that space of time was also sufficient to enable Spinkie to observe from his retreat in the bushes that a departure was about to take place; he therefore made for the shore with all speed and bounded to his accustomed place beside the mast.

Taking their places they pushed off so softly that they might well have been taken for phantoms. A cloud conveniently hid the moon at the time. Each man plied his paddle with noiseless but powerful stroke, and long before the cloud uncovered the face of the Queen of Night they were shooting far away over the tranquil sea.




Chapter XII.

WEATHERING A STORM IN THE OPEN SEA.

In profound silence they continued to paddle until there was no chance of their being seen by the party on the islet. Then Van der Kemp rested his paddle in front of him and looked slowly round the horizon and up at the sky as if studying the weather.

Nigel longed to ask him more about the men they had seen, and of this enemy whom he had mentioned, but there was that in the hermits grave look which forbade questioning, and indeed Nigel now knew from experience that it would be useless to press him to speak on any subject in regard to which he chose to be reticent.

I dont like the look of the sky, he said at last. We are going to have a squall, I fear.

Had we not better run for the nearest land? said Nigel, who, although not yet experienced in the signs of the weather in those equatorial regions, had quite enough of knowledge to perceive that bad weather of some sort was probably approaching.

The nearest island is a good way off, returned the hermit, and we might miss it in the dark, for daylight wont help us yet awhile. No, we will continue our course and accept what God sends.

This remark seemed to our hero to savour of unreasoning contempt of danger, for the facing of a tropical squall in such an eggshell appeared to him the height of folly. He ventured to reply, therefore, in a tone of remonstrance  

God sends us the capacity to appreciate danger, Van der Kemp, and the power to take precautions.

He does, Nigel  therefore I intend to use both the capacity and the power.

There was a tone of finality in this speech which effectually sealed Nigels lips, and, in truth, his ever-increasing trust in the wisdom, power, and resource of his friend indisposed him to further remark.

The night had by this time become intensely dark, for a bank of black cloud had crept slowly over the sky and blotted out the moon. This cloud extended itself slowly, obliterating, ere long, most of the stars also, so that it was scarcely possible to distinguish any object more than a yard or two in advance of them. The dead calm, however, continued unbroken, and the few of heavens lights which still glimmered through the obscurity above were clearly reflected in the great black mirror below. Only the faint gleam of Krakatoas threatening fires was visible on the horizon, while the occasional boom of its artillery sounded in their ears.

It was impossible for any inexperienced man, however courageous, to avoid feelings of awe, almost amounting to dread, in the circumstances, and Nigel  as he tried to penetrate the darkness around him and glanced at the narrow craft in which he sat and over the sides of which he could dip both hands at once into the sea  might be excused for wishing, with all his heart, that he were safely on shore, or on the deck of his fathers brig. His feelings were by no means relieved when Van der Kemp said, in a low soliloquising tone  

The steamers will constitute our chief danger to-night. They come on with such a rush that it is not easy to make out how they are steering, so as to get out of their way in time.

But should we not hear them coming a long way off? asked Nigel.

Ay. It is not during a calm like this that we run risk, but when the gale begins to blow we cannot hear, and shall not, perhaps, see very well.

As he spoke the hermit lifted the covering of the forehatch and took out a small sail which he asked Nigel to pass aft to the negro.

Close-reef it, Moses; we shall make use of the wind as long as possible. After that we will lay-to.

All right, massa, said the negro, in the same cheerful free-and-easy tone in which he was wont to express his willingness to obey orders whether trifling or important. Don forgit Spinkie, massa.

You may be sure I wont do that, replied the hermit. Come along, monkey!

Evidently Van der Kemp had trained his dumb companion as thoroughly to prompt obedience as his black follower, for the little creature instantly bounded from its place by the mast on to the shoulder of its master, who bade it go into the place from which he had just extracted the sail. Nigel could not see this  not only because of the darkness, but because of the intervention of the hermits bulky person, but he understood what had taken place by the remark Thats a good little fellow. Keep your head down, now, while I shut you in!

From the same place Van der Kemp had drawn a small triangular foresail, which he proceeded to attach to the bow of the canoe  running its point out by means of tackle laid along the deck  while Moses was busy reefing the mainsail.

From the same repository were extracted three waterproof coats, which, when put on by the canoe-men, the tails thrust below-deck, and the aprons drawn over them and belted round their waists, protected their persons almost completely from water.

Now, Nigel, said the hermit, unship the mast, reeve the halyard of this foresail through the top and then re-ship it. Moses will give you the mainsail when ready, and you can hook the halyards on to it. The thing is too simple to require explanation to a sailor. I attend to the foresail and Moses manages the mainsheet, but you have to mind the halyards of both, which, as you would see if it were light enough, run down alongside the mast. All I ask you to remember is to be smart in obeying orders, for squalls are sometimes very sudden here  but I doubt not that such a caution is needless.

Ill do my best, said Nigel.

By this time a slight puff of air had ruffled the sea, thereby intensifying, if possible, the blackness which already prevailed. The tiny sails caught the puff, causing the canoe to lean slightly over, and glide with a rippling sound through the water, while Moses steered by means of his paddle.

You have put Spinkie down below, I think, said Nigel, who had been struck more than once with the hermits extreme tenderness and care of the little creature.

Yes, to prevent it from being washed overboard. I nearly lost the poor little thing once or twice, and now when we are likely to be caught in bad weather I put him below.

Is he not apt to be suffocated? asked Nigel. With everything made so tight to prevent water getting into the canoe, you necessarily prevent air entering also.

I see you have a mechanical turn of mind, returned the hermit. You are right. Yet in so large a canoe the air would last a considerable time to satisfy a monkey. Nevertheless, I have made provision for that. There is a short tube alongside the mast, and fixed to it, which runs a little below the deck and rises a foot above it so as to be well above the wash of most waves, and in the deck near the stern there is a small hole with a cap fitted so as to turn the water but admit the air. Thus free circulation of air is established below deck.

Suddenly a hissing sound was heard to windward.

Look out, Moses, said Van der Kemp. There it comes. Let go the sheet. Keep good hold of your paddle, Nigel.

The warning was by no means unnecessary, for as the canoes head was turned to meet the blast, a hissing sheet of white water swept right over the tiny craft, completely submerging it, insomuch that the three men appeared to be sitting more than waist-deep in the water.

Lower the mainsail! shouted the hermit, for the noise of wind and sea had become deafening.

Nigel obeyed and held on to the flapping sheet. The hermit had at the same moment let go the foresail, the flapping of which he controlled by a rope-tackle arranged for the purpose. He then grasped his single-blade paddle and aided Moses in keeping her head to wind and sea. For a few minutes this was all that could be done. Then the first violence of the squall passed off, allowing the deck of the little craft to appear above the tormented water. Soon the waves began to rise.

The mere keeping of the canoes head to wind required all the attention of both master and man, while Nigel sat waiting for orders and looking on with mingled feelings of surprise and curiosity. Of course they were all three wet to the skin, for the water had got up their sleeves and down their necks; but, being warm, that mattered little, and the oiled aprons before mentioned, being securely fastened round their waists, effectually prevented any of it from getting below save the little that passed through the thickness of their own garments.

No word was spoken for at least a quarter of an hour, during which time, although they rose buoyantly on the water, the waves washed continually over the low-lying deck. As this deck was flush with the gunwale, or rather, had no gunwale at all, the water ran off it as it does off a whales back.

Then there came a momentary lull.

Now, Moses bout ship! shouted Van der Kemp. Stand by, Nigel!

Ay, ay, sir.

Although the canoe was long  and therefore unfitted to turn quickly  the powerful strokes of the two paddles in what may be called counteracting-harmony brought the little craft right round with her stern to the waves.

Hoist away, Nigel! We must run right before it now.

Up went the mainsail, the tiny foresail bulged out at the same moment, and away they went like the driving foam, appearing almost to leap from wave to wave. All sense of danger was now overwhelmed in Nigels mind by that feeling of excitement and wild delight which accompanies some kinds of rapid motion. This was, if possible, intensified by the crashing thunder which now burst forth and the vivid lightning which began to play, revealing from time to time the tumultuous turmoil as if in clearest moonlight, only to plunge it again in still blacker night.

By degrees the gale increased in fury, and it soon became evident that neither sails nor cordage could long withstand the strain to which they were subjected.

Amost too much, massa, said the negro in a suggestive shout.

Right, Moses, returned his master. I was just thinking we must risk it.

Risk what? I wonder, thought Nigel.

He had not long to wait for an answer to his thought.

Down wi the mainsail, was quickly followed by the lowering of the foresail until not more than a mere corner was shown, merely to keep the canoe end-on to the seas. Soon even this was lowered, and Van der Kemp used his double-blade paddle to keep them in position, at the same time telling Nigel to unship the mast.

And plug the hole with that, he added, handing him a bit of wood which exactly fitted the hole in the deck.

Watching for another lull in the blast, the hermit at last gave the order, and round they came as before, head to wind, but not quite so easily, and Nigel felt that they had narrowly escaped overturning in the operation.

Keep her so, Moses. You can help with your paddle, Nigel, while I get ready our anchor.

Anchor! exclaimed our hero in amazement  obeying orders, however, at the same moment.

The hermit either did not hear the exclamation or did not care to notice it. He quickly collected the mast and sails, with a couple of boat-hooks and all the paddles excepting two single ones. These he bound together by means of the sheets and halyards, attached the whole to a hawser,  one end of which passed through an iron ring at the bow  and tossed it into the sea  paying out the hawser rapidly at the same time so as to put a few yards between them and their floating anchor  if it may be so called  in the lee of which they prepared to ride out the gale.

It was well that they had taken the precaution to put on their waterproofs before the gale began, because, while turned head to wind every breaking wave swept right over their heads, and even now while under the lee of the floating anchor they were for some time almost continually overwhelmed by thick spray. Being, however, set free from the necessity of keeping their tiny craft in position, they all bowed their heads on the deck, sheltered their faces in their hands and awaited the end!

Whilst in this attitude  so like to that of prayer  Nigel almost naturally thought of Him who holds the water in the hollow of His hand, and lifted his soul to God; for, amid the roaring of the gale, the flashes of lightning, the appalling thunder, the feeling that he was in reality all but under the waves and the knowledge that the proverbial plank between him and death was of the very thinnest description, a sensation of helplessness and of dependence on the Almighty, such as he had never before experienced, crept over him. What the thoughts of the hermit were he could not tell, for that strange man seldom spoke about himself; but Moses was not so reticent, for he afterwards remarked that he had often been caught by gales while in the canoe, and had been attached for hours to their floating anchor, but that dat was out ob sight de wust bust ob wedder deyd had since dey come to lib at Krakatoa, an he had bery nigh giben up in despair!

The use of the floating breakwater was to meet the full force of the seas and break them just before they reached the canoe. In spite of this some of them were so tremendous that, broken though they were, the swirling foam completely buried the craft for a second or two, but the sharp bow cut its way through, and the water poured off the deck and off the stooping figures like rain from a ducks back. Of course a good deal got in at their necks, sleeves, and other small openings, and wet them considerably, but that, as Moses remarked, was noting to speak ob.

Thus they lay tossing in the midst of the raging foam for several hours. Now and then each would raise his head a little to see that the rope held fast, but was glad to lower it again. They hardly knew when day broke. It was so slow in coming, and so gloomy and dark when it did come, that the glare of the lightning-flash seemed more cheerful.

It may be easily believed that there was no conversation during those hours of elemental strife, though the thoughts of each were busy enough. At last the thunder ceased, or, rather, retired as if in growling defiance of the world which it had failed to destroy. Then the sky began to lighten a little, and although the wind did not materially abate in force it became more steady and equal. Before noon, however, it had subsided so much that Moses suggested the propriety of continuing the voyage. To this Van der Kemp agreed, and the floating anchor was hauled in; the large paddle was resumed by the hermit, and the dangerous process of turning the canoe was successfully accomplished.

When the mast was again set up and the close-reefed main and foresails were hoisted, the light craft bounded away once more before the wind like a fleck of foam. Then a gleam of sunshine forced its way through the driving clouds, and painted a spot of emerald green on the heaving sea. Soon after that Van der Kemp opened the lid, or hatch, of the forehold, and Spinkie, jumping out with alacrity, took possession of his usual seat beside the mast, to which he clung with affectionate tenacity. Gradually the wind went down. Reef after reef of the two sails was shaken out, and for several hours thereafter our travellers sped merrily on, plunging into the troughs and cutting through the crests of the stormy sea.




Chapter XIII.

FRIENDS ARE MET WITH, ALSO PIRATES, AND A LIFE-OR-DEATH PADDLE ENSUES.

In physics, as in morals, a storm is frequently the precursor of a dead calm.

Much to the monkeys joy, to say nothing of the men, the sun erelong asserted its equatorial power, and, clearing away the clouds, allowed the celestial blue to smile on the turmoil below. The first result of that smile was that the wind retired to its secret chambers, leaving the ships of men to flap their idle sails. Then the ocean ceased to fume, though its agitated bosom still continued for some time to heave. Gradually the swell went down and soon the unruffled surface reflected a dimpling smile to the sky.

When this happy stage had been reached our voyagers lowered and stowed the canoe-sails, and continued to advance under paddles.

We get along wonderfully fast, Van der Kemp, said Nigel, while resting after a pretty long spell; but it seems to me, nevertheless, that we shall take a considerable time to reach Borneo at this rate, seeing that it must be over two hundred miles away, and if we have much bad weather or contrary wind, we shant be able to reach it for weeks  if at all.

I have been thrown somewhat out of my reckoning, returned the hermit, by having to fly from the party on the islet, where I meant to remain till a steamer, owned by a friend of mine, should pass and pick us up, canoe and all. The steamer is a short-voyage craft, and usually so punctual that I can count on it to a day. But it may have passed us in the gale. If so, I shall take advantage of the first vessel that will agree to lend us a hand.

How!  Do you get them to tow you?

Nay, that were impossible. A jerk from the tow-rope of a steamer at full speed would tear us asunder. Have you observed these two strong ropes running all round our gunwale, and the bridles across with ring-bolts in them?

I have, and did not ask their use, as I thought they were merely meant to strengthen the canoe.

So they are, continued the hermit, but they have other uses besides

Massa, cried Moses, at this point. Youll scuse me for truptin you, but its my opinion dat Spinkies sufferin jus now from a empty stummik!

The hermit smiled and Nigel laughed. Laying down his paddle the former said  

I understand, Moses. That speech means that you are suffering from the same complaint. Well  get out the biscuit.

Jus de way oh de wurld, muttered the negro with a bland smile. If a poor man obsarves an feels for de sorrows ob anoder, he allers gits credit for tinkin ob hisself. Neber mind, Is used to it!

Evidently the unjust insinuation did not weigh heavily on the negros spirit, for he soon began to eat with the appetite of a healthy alligator.

While he was thus engaged, he chanced to raise his eyes towards the south-western horizon, and there saw something which caused him to splutter, for his mouth was too full to speak, but his speaking eyes and pointing finger caused his companions to turn their faces quickly to the quarter indicated.

A steamer! exclaimed the hermit and Nigel in the same breath.

The vessel in question was coming straight towards them, and a very short time enabled Van der Kemp to recognise with satisfaction the steamer owned by his friend.

Look here, run that to the mast-head, said Van der Kemp, handing a red flag to Nigel. We lie so low in the water that they might pass quite close without observing us if we showed no signal.

An immediate though slight change in the course of the steamer showed that the signal had been seen. Hereupon the hermit and Moses performed an operation on the canoe which still further aroused Nigels surprise and curiosity. He resolved to ask no questions, however, but to await the issue of events.

From the marvellous hold of the canoe, which seemed to be a magazine for the supply of every human need, Moses drew a short but strong rope or cable, with a ring in the middle of it, and a hook at each end. He passed one end along to his master who hooked it to the bridle-rope at the bow before referred to. The other end was hooked to the bridle in the stern, so that the ring in the centre came close to Nigels elbow.

This arrangement had barely been completed when the steamer was within hail, but no hail was given, for the captain knew what was expected of him. He reduced speed as the vessel approached the canoe, and finally came almost to a stop as he ranged alongside.

What cheer, Van der Kemp? Dye want a lift to-day? shouted the skipper, looking over the side.

A nod and a wave of the hand was the hermits reply.

Heave a rope, boys  bow and stern  and lower away the tackle, was the skippers order.

A coil was flung to Van der Kemp, who deftly caught it and held on tight. Another was flung to Moses, who also caught it and held on  slack. At the same moment, Nigel saw a large block with a hook attached descending towards his head.

Catch it, Nigel, and hook it to the ring at your elbow, said the hermit.

Our hero obeyed, still in surprise, though a glimmer of what was to follow began to dawn.

Haul away! shouted the skipper, and next moment the canoe was swinging in the air, kept in position by the lines in the hands of Van der Kemp and Moses. At the same time another order was given, and the steamer went ahead full speed.

It was all so suddenly done, and seemed such a reckless proceeding, that Nigel found himself on the steamers deck, with the canoe reposing beside him, before he had recovered from his surprise sufficiently to acknowledge in suitable terms the welcome greeting of the hospitable skipper.

You see, Nigel, said Van der Kemp that night, as the two friends paced the deck together after supper, I have other means, besides paddles and sails, of getting quickly about in the Java seas. Many of the traders and skippers here know me, and give me a lift in this way when I require it.

Very kind of them, and very convenient, returned Nigel. He felt inclined to add: But why all this moving about? for it was quite evident that trade was not the hermits object, but the question, as usual, died on his lips, and he somewhat suddenly changed the subject.

Dye know, Van der Kemp, that I feel as if I must have seen you somewhere or other before now, for your features seem strangely familiar to me. Have you ever been in England?

Never. As I have told you, I was born in Java, and was educated in Hongkong at an English School. But a fancy of this sort is not very uncommon. I myself once met a perfect stranger who bore so strong a resemblance to an old friend, that I spoke to him as such, and only found out from his voice that I was mistaken.

The captain of the steamer came on deck at that moment and cut short the conversation.

Are you engaged, Van der Kemp? he asked.

No  I am at your service.

Come below then, I want to have a talk with you.

Thus left alone, and overhearing a loud burst of laughter at the fore part of the steamer, Nigel went forward to see what was going on. He found a group of sailors round his comrade Moses, apparently engaged in good-natured chaff.

Come, now, blackey, said one; be a good fellow for once in your life an tell us what makes your master live on a desert island like Robinson Crusoe, an go about the ocean in a canoe.

Look ere now, whitey, returned Moses, what you take me for?

A nigger, of course.

Ob course, an youre right for once, which is sitch an unusual ting dat I dvise you go an ax de cappen to make a note ob it in de log. Is a nigger, an a niggers so much more cute dan a white man dat you shouldnt ought to expect him to blab his massas secrets.

Right you are, Moses. Come, then, if you wont reweal secrets, give us a song.

Couldnt tink ob such a ting, said the negro, with a solemn, remonstrant shake of the head.

Why not?

Cause I neber sing a song widout a moral, an I dont like to hurt your feelins by singin a moral dat would be sure to waken up some o your consciences.

Never mind that, darkey. Our consciences are pretty tough. Heave ahead.

But deres a chorus, said Moses, looking round doubtfully.

What o that? Well do our best with it  if it aint too difficult.

Oh, its not diffikilt, but if de lazy fellers among you sings de chorus deyll be singin lies, an I dont zackly like to help men to tell lies. Howseber, here goes. It begins wid de chorus sos you may know it afore you has to sing it.

So saying, Moses struck two fingers on the capstan after the manner of a tuning-fork, and, holding them gravely to his ear as if to get the right pitch, began in a really fine manly voice to chant the following ditty:  

GO TO WORK.

Oh when de sun am shinin bright, and eberyting am fair,

Clap on de steam an go to work, an take your proper share.

De wurld hab got to go ahead, an dem whats young and strong

Mus do deir best, wid all de rest, to roll de wurld along.

De lazy man does all he can to stop its whirlin round.

If he was king hed loaf an sing  and guzzle, Ill be bound,

He always shirk de hardest work, an tink hes awful clebbar,

But boder his head to earn his bread, Oh! no, hell nebber, nebber.

Chorus  Oh when de sun, etc.

De selfish man would rader dan put out his hand to work,

Let women toil, an sweat and moil  as wicked as de Turk.

De cream ob eberyting he wants, let oders hab de skim;

In fact de wurld and all it holds was only made for him.

Chorus  Oh when de sun, etc.

So keep de ball a-rollin, boys, an each one do his best

To make de wurld a happy one  for dats how man is blest.

Do unto oders all around de ting whats good and true,

An oders, turning tit for tat, will do de same to you.

Chorus  Oh when de sun, etc.

The sailors, who were evidently much pleased, took up the chorus moderately at the second verse, came out strong at the third, and sang with such genuine fervour at the last that it was quite evident, as Moses remarked, there was not a lazy man amongst them  at least, if they all sang conscientiously!

The weather improved every hour, and after a fine run of about twenty-four hours over that part of the Malay Sea, our three voyagers were lowered over the steamers side in their canoe when within sight of the great island of Borneo.

Im sorry, said the captain at parting, that our courses diverge here, for I would gladly have had your company a little longer. Good-bye. I hope well come across you some other time when Im in these parts.

Thanks  thanks, my friend, replied Van der Kemp, with a warm grip of the hand, and a touch of pathos in his tones. I trust that we shall meet again. You have done me good service by shortening my voyage considerably.  Farewell.

I say, Moses, shouted one of the seamen, as he looked down on the tiny canoe while they were pushing off.

Hallo?

Keep your heart up, for  well try to do to oders all around de ting whats good an true!

Das de way, boy an oders, turning tit for tat, will do de same to you!

He yelled rather than sang this at the top of his tuneful voice, and waved his hand as the sharp craft shot away over the sea.

Fortunately the sea was calm, for it was growing dark when they reached the shores of Borneo and entered the mouth of a small stream, up which they proceeded to paddle. The banks of the stream were clothed with mangrove trees. We have said the banks, but in truth the mouth of that river had no distinguishable banks at all, for it is the nature of the mangrove to grow in the water  using its roots as legs with which, as it were, to wade away from shore. When darkness fell suddenly on the landscape, as it is prone to do in tropical regions, the gnarled roots of those mangroves assumed the appearance of twining snakes in Nigels eyes. Possessing a strongly imaginative mind he could with difficulty resist the belief that he saw them moving slimily about in the black water, and, in the dim mysterious light, tree stems and other objects assumed the appearance of hideous living forms, so that he was enabled to indulge the uncomfortable fancy that they were traversing some terrestrial Styx into one of Dantes regions of horror.

In some respects this was not altogether a fancy, for they were unwittingly drawing near to a band of human beings whose purposes, if fully carried out, would render the earth little better than a hell to many of their countrymen.

It is pretty well known that there is a class of men in Borneo called Head Hunters. These men hold the extraordinary and gruesome opinion that a youth has not attained to respectable manhood until he has taken the life of some human being.

There are two distinct classes of Dyaks  those who inhabit the hills and those who dwell on the sea-coast. It is the latter who recruit the ranks of the pirates of those eastern seas, and it was to the camp of a band of such villains that our adventurers were, as already said, unwittingly drawing near.

They came upon them at a bend of the dark river beyond which point the mangroves gave place to other trees  but what sort of trees they were it was scarcely light enough to make out very distinctly, except in the case of the particular tree in front of which the Dyaks were encamped, the roots of which were strongly illuminated by their camp fire. We say roots advisedly, for this singular and gigantic tree started its branches from a complexity of aërial roots which themselves formed a pyramid some sixty feet high, before the branches proper of the tree began.

If our voyagers had used oars the sharp ears of the pirates would have instantly detected them. As it was, the softly moving paddles and the sharp cutwater of the canoe made no noise whatever. The instant that Van der Kemp, from his position in the bow, observed the camp, he dipped his paddle deep, and noiselessly backed water. There was no need to give any signal to his servant. Such a thorough understanding existed between them that the mere action of the hermit was sufficient to induce the negro to support him by a similar movement on the opposite side, and the canoe glided as quickly backward as it had previously advanced. When under the deep shadow of the bank Moses thrust the canoe close in, and his master, laying hold of the bushes, held fast and made a sign to him to land and reconnoitre.

Creeping forward to an opening in the bushes close at hand, Moses peeped through. Then he turned and made facial signals of a kind so complicated that he could not be understood, as nothing was visible save the flashing of his teeth and eyes. Van der Kemp therefore recalled him by a sign, and, stepping ashore, whispered Nigel to land.
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THEY DISCOVER A PIRATES BIVOUAC

Another minute and the three travellers stood on the bank with their heads close together.

Wait here for me, said the hermit, in the lowest possible whisper. I will go and see who they are.

Strange, said Nigel, when he was gone; strange that in so short a time your master should twice have to stalk strangers in this way. History repeats itself, they say. It appears to do so rather fast in these regions! Does he not run a very great risk of being discovered?

Not de smallest, replied the negro, with as much emphasis as was possible in a whisper. Massa hab ride wid de Vaquieros ob Ameriky an hunt wid de Injuns on de Rockies. No more fear ob deir ketchin him dan ob ketchin a streak o lightnin. He come back bery soon wid all de news.

Moses was a true prophet. Within half-an-hour Van der Kemp returned as noiselessly as he had gone. He did not keep them long in uncertainty.

I have heard enough, he whispered, to assure me that a plot, of which I had already heard a rumour, has nearly been laid. We fell in with the chief plotters on the islet the other night; the band here is in connection with them and awaits their arrival before carrying out their dark designs. There is nothing very mysterious about it. One tribe plotting to attack another  that is all; but as a friend of mine dwells just now with the tribe to be secretly attacked, it behoves me to do what I can to save him. I am perplexed, however. It would seem sometimes as if we were left in perplexity for wise purposes which are beyond our knowledge.

Perhaps to test our willingness to do right, suggested Nigel.

I know not, returned the hermit, as if musing, but never raising his voice above the softest whisper. My difficulty lies here; I must go forward to save the life of my friend. I must not leave you at the mouth of a mangrove river to die or be captured by pirates, and yet I have no right to ask you to risk your life on my account!

You may dismiss your perplexities then, said Nigel, promptly, for I decline to be left to die here or to be caught by pirates, and I am particularly anxious to assist you in rescuing your friend. Besides, am I not your hired servant?

The risk we run is only at the beginning, said Van der Kemp. If we succeed in passing the Dyaks unseen all will be well. If they see us, they will give chase, and our lives, under God, will depend on the strength of our arms, for I am known to them and have thwarted their plans before now. If they catch us, death will be our certain doom. Are you prepared?

Ready! whispered Nigel.

Without another word the hermit took his place in the bow of the canoe. Moses stepped into the stern, and our hero sat down in the middle.

Before pushing off, the hermit drew a revolver and a cutlass from his store-room in the bow and handed them to Nigel, who thrust the first into his belt and fastened the other to the deck by means of a strap fixed there on purpose to prevent its being rolled or swept off. This contrivance, as well as all the other appliances in the canoe, had previously been pointed out and explained to him. The hermit and negro having armed themselves in similar way, let go the bushes which held them close to the bank and floated out into the stream. They let the canoe drift down a short way so as to be well concealed by the bend in the river and a mass of bushes. Then they slowly paddled over to the opposite side and commenced to creep up as close to the bank as possible, under the deep shadow of overhanging trees, and so noiselessly that they appeared in the darkness like a passing phantom.

But the sharp eyes of the pirates were too much accustomed to phantoms of every kind to be easily deceived. Just as the canoe was about to pass beyond the line of their vision a stir was heard in their camp. Then a stern challenge rolled across the river and awoke the slumbering echoes of the forest  perchance to the surprise and scaring away of some prowling beast of prey.

No need for concealment now, said Van der Kemp, quietly; we must paddle for life. If you have occasion to use your weapons, Nigel, take no life needlessly. Moses knows my mind on this point and needs no warning. Any fool can take away life. Only God can give it.

I will be careful, replied Nigel, as he dipped his paddle with all the muscular power at his command. His comrades did the same, and the canoe shot up the river like an arrow.

A yell from the Dyaks, and the noise of jumping into and pushing off their boats told that there was no time to lose.

They are strong men, and plenty of them to relieve each other, said the hermit, who now spoke in his ordinary tones, so they have some chance of overhauling us in the smooth water; but a few miles further up there is a rapid which will stop them and will only check us. If we can reach it we shall be safe.

While he was speaking every muscle in his broad back and arms was strained to the uttermost; so also were the muscles of his companions, and the canoe seemed to advance by a series of rapid leaps and bounds. Yet the sound of the pursuers oars seemed to increase, and soon the proverb it is the pace that kills received illustration, for the speed of the canoe began to decrease a little  very little at first  while the pursuers, with fresh hands at the oars, gradually overhauled the fugitives.

Put on a spurt! said the hermit, setting the example.

The pirates heard the words and understood either them or the action that followed, for they also put on a spurt, and encouraged each other with a cheer.

Moses heard the cheer, and at the same time heard the sound of the rapid to which they were by that time drawing near. He glanced over his shoulder and could make out the dim form of the leading boat, with a tall figure standing up in the bow, not thirty yards behind.

Shall we manage it, Moses? asked Van der Kemp, in that calm steady voice which seemed to be unchangeable either by anxiety or peril.

No, massa. Unpossable  widout dis!

The negro drew the revolver from his belt, slewed round, took rapid aim and fired.

The tall figure in the bow of the boat fell back with a crash and a hideous yell. Great shouting and confusion followed, and the boat dropped behind. A few minutes later and the canoe was leaping over the surges of a shallow rapid. They dashed from eddy to eddy, taking advantage of every stone that formed a tail of backwater below it, and gradually worked the light craft upward in a way that the hermit and his man had learned in the nor-western rivers of America.

We are not safe yet, said the former, resting and wiping his brow as they floated for a few seconds in a calm basin at the head of the rapid.

Surely they cannot take a boat up such a place as that!

Nay, but they can follow up the banks on foot. However, we will soon baffle them, for the river winds like a serpent just above this, and by carrying our canoe across one, two, or three spits of land we will gain a distance in an hour or so that would cost them nearly a day to ascend in boats. They know that, and will certainly give up the chase. I think they have given it up already, but it is well to make sure.

I wonder why they did not fire at us, remarked Nigel.

Probably because they felt sure of catching us, returned the hermit, and when they recovered from the confusion that Moses threw them into we were lost to them in darkness, besides being pretty well beyond range. I hope, Moses, that you aimed low.

Yes, massa  but its scacely fair when life an def am in de balance to expect me to hit im on de legs on a dark night. Legs is a bad targit. Bullets apt to pass between em. Howseber, dat feller wont hop much for some time to come!

A couple of hours later, having carried the canoe and baggage across the spits of land above referred to, and thus put at least half-a-days journey between themselves and their foes, they came to a halt for the night.

It wont be easy to find a suitable place to camp on, remarked Nigel, glancing at the bank, where the bushes grew so thick that they overhung the water, brushing the faces of our travellers and rendering the darkness so intense that they had literally to feel their way as they glided along.

We will encamp where we are, returned the hermit. Ill make fast to a bush and you may get out the victuals, Moses.

Das de bery best word youve said dis day, massa, remarked the negro with a profound sigh. Is pritty well tired now, an de bery tought ob grub comforts me!

Do you mean that we shall sleep in the canoe? asked Nigel.

Ay, why not? returned the hermit, who could be heard, though not seen, busying himself with the contents of the fore locker. Youll find the canoe a pretty fair bed. You have only to slip down and pull your head and shoulders through the manhole and go to sleep. You wont want blankets in this weather, and, see  there is a pillow for you and another for Moses.

I cannot see, but I can feel, said Nigel, with a soft laugh, as he passed the pillow aft.

Tank ee, Nadgel, said Moses; here  feel behind you an youll find grub for yourself an some to pass forid to massa. Mind when you slip down for go to sleep dat you dont dig your heels into massas skull. Deres no bulkhead to purtect it.

Ill be careful, said Nigel, beginning his invisible supper with keen appetite. But how about my skull, Moses? Is there a bulkhead between it and your heels?

No, but you dont need to mind, for I allers sleeps doubled up, wid my knees agin my chin. It makes de arms an legs feel more sociable like.

With this remark Moses ceased to encourage conversation  his mouth being otherwise engaged.

Thereafter they slipped down into their respective places, laid their heads on their pillows and fell instantly into sound repose, while the dark waters flowed sluggishly past, and the only sound that disturbed the universal stillness was the occasional cry of some creature of the night or the flap of an alligators tail.




Chapter XIV.

A NEW FRIEND FOUND  NEW DANGERS ENCOUNTERED AND HEW HOPES DELAYED.

When grey dawn began to dispel the gloom of night, Nigel Roy awoke with an uncomfortable sensation of having been buried alive. Stretching himself as was his wont he inadvertently touched the head of Van der Kemp, an exclamation from whom aroused Moses, who, uncoiling himself, awoke Spinkie. It was usually the privilege of that affectionate creature to nestle in the negros bosom.

With the alacrity peculiar to his race, Spinkie sprang through the manhole and sat down in his particular place to superintend, perhaps to admire, the work of his human friends, whose dishevelled heads emerged simultaneously from their respective burrows.

Dawn is a period of the day when the spirit of man is calmly reflective. Speech seemed distasteful that morning, and as each knew what had to be done, it was needless. The silently conducted operations of the men appeared to arouse fellow-feeling in the monkey, for its careworn countenance became more and more expressive as it gazed earnestly and alternately into the faces of its comrades. To all appearance it seemed about to speak  but it didnt.

Pushing out from the shore they paddled swiftly up stream, and soon put such a distance between them and their late pursuers that all risk of being overtaken was at an end.

All day they advanced inland without rest, save at the breakfast hour, and again at mid-day to dine. Towards evening they observed that the country through which they were passing had changed much in character and aspect. The low and swampy region had given place to hillocks and undulating ground, all covered with the beautiful virgin forest with its palms and creepers and noble fruit-trees and rich vegetation, conspicuous among which magnificent ferns of many kinds covered the steep banks of the stream.

On rounding a point of the river the travellers came suddenly upon an interesting group, in the midst of a most beautiful woodland scene. Under the trees on a flat spot by the river-bank were seated round a fire a man and a boy and a monkey. The monkey was a tame orang-utan, youthful but large. The boy was a Dyak in light cotton drawers, with the upper part of his body naked, brass rings on his arms, heavy ornaments in his ears, and a bright kerchief worn as a turban on his head. The man was a sort of nondescript in a semi-European shooting garb, with a wide-brimmed sombrero on his head, black hair, a deeply tanned face, a snub nose, huge beard and moustache, and immense blue spectacles.

Something not unlike a cheer burst from the usually undemonstrative Van der Kemp on coming in sight of the party, and he waved his hand as if in recognition. The nondescript replied by starting to his feet, throwing up both arms and giving vent to an absolute roar of joy.

He seems to know you, remarked Nigel, as they made for a landing-place.

Yes. He is the friend I have come to rescue, replied the hermit in a tone of quiet satisfaction. He is a naturalist and lives with the Rajah against whom the pirates are plotting.

He dont look zif he needs much rescuin, remarked Moses with a chuckle, as they drew to land.

The man looked in truth as if he were well able to take care of himself in most circumstances, being of colossal bulk although somewhat short of limb.

Ah! mein frond! mine brodder! he exclaimed, in fairly idiomatic English, but with a broken pronunciation that was a mixture of Dutch, American, and Malay. His language therefore, like himself, was nondescript. In fact he was an American-born Dutchman, who had been transported early in life to the Straits Settlements, had received most of his education in Hongkong, was an old school-fellow of Van der Kemp, became an enthusiastic naturalist, and, being possessed of independent means, spent most of his time in wandering about the various islands of the archipelago, making extensive collections of animal and vegetable specimens, which he distributed with liberal hand to whatever museums at home or abroad seemed most to need or desire them. Owing to his tastes and habits he had been dubbed Professor by his friends.

Ach! Van der Kemp, he exclaimed, while his coal-black eyes glittered as they shook hands, vat a booterfly I saw to-day! It beat all creation! The vay it flew  oh! But, excuse me  vere did you come from, and vy do you come? An who is your frond?

He turned to Nigel as he spoke, and doffed his sombrero with a gracious bow.

An Englishman  Nigel Roy  who has joined me for a few months, said the hermit. Let me introduce you, Nigel, to my good friend, Professor Verkimier.

Nigel held out his hand and gave the naturalists a shake so hearty, that a true friendship was begun on the spot  a friendship which was rapidly strengthened when the professor discovered that the English youth had a strong leaning towards his own favourite studies.

Ve vill hont an shot togezzer, mine frond, he said, on making this discovery, ant I vill show you vere de best booterflies are to be fount  Oh! sooch a von as I saw to  but, excuse me, Van der Kemp. Vy you come here joost now?

To save you said the hermit, with a scintillation of his half-pitiful smile.

To safe me! exclaimed Verkimier, with a look of surprise which was greatly intensified by the rotundity of the blue spectacles. Vell, I dont feel to vant safing joost at present.

It is not that danger threatens you so much as your friend the Rajah, returned the hermit. But if he falls, all under his protection fall along with him. I happen to have heard of a conspiracy against him, on so large a scale that certain destruction would follow if he were taken by surprise, so I have come on in advance of the conspirators to warn him in time. You know I have received much kindness from the Rajah, so I could do no less than warn him of impending danger, and then the fact that you were with him made me doubly anxious to reach you in time.

While the hermit was saying this, the naturalist removed his blue glasses, and slowly wiped them with a corner of his coat-tails. Replacing them, he gazed intently into the grave countenance of his friend till he had finished speaking.

Are zee raskils near? he asked, sternly.

No. We have come on many days ahead of them. But we found a party at the rivers mouth awaiting their arrival.

Ant zey cannot arrife, you say, for several veeks?

Probably not  even though they had fair and steady winds.

A sigh of satisfaction broke through the naturalists moustache on hearing this.

Zen I vill  ve vill, you and I, Mister Roy,  go after ze booterflies to-morrow!

But we must push on, remonstrated Van der Kemp, for preparations to resist an attack cannot be commenced too soon.

You may push on, mine frond; go ahead if you vill, but I vill not leave zee booterflies. You know veil zat I vill die  if need be  for zee Rajah. Ve must all die vonce, at least, and I should like to die  if I must die  in a goot cause. What cause better zan frondship? But you say joost now zere is no dancher. Vell, I vill go ant see zee booterflies to-morrow. After zat, I will go ant die  if it must be  vith zee Rajah.

I heartily applaud your sentiment, said Nigel, with a laugh, as he helped himself to some of the food which the Dyak youth and Moses had prepared, and if Van der Kemp will give me leave of absence I will gladly keep you company.

Zank you. Pass round zee victuals. My appetite is strong. It alvays vas more or less strong. Vat say you, Van der Kemp?

I have no objection. Moses and I can easily take the canoe up the river. There are no rapids, and it is not far to the Rajahs village; so you are welcome to go, Nigel.

Das de most straordnary craze I eber knowd men inflicted wid! said Moses that night, as he sat smoking his pipe beside the Dyak boy. It passes my comprension what fun dey find runnin like childn arter butterflies, an beetles, an sitch like varmint. My massa am de wisest man on eart, yet he go a little wild dat way too  sometimes!

Moses looked at the Dyak boy with a puzzled expression, but as the Dyak boy did not understand English, he looked intently at the fire, and said nothing.

Next morning Nigel entered the forest under the guidance of Verkimier and the Dyak youth, and the orang-utan, which followed like a dog, and sometimes even took hold of its masters arm and walked with him as if it had been a very small human being. It was a new experience to Nigel to walk in the sombre shade beneath the tangled arches of the wilderness. In some respects it differed entirely from his expectations, and in others it surpassed them. The gloom was deeper than he had pictured it, but the shade was not displeasing in a land so close to the equator. Then the trees were much taller than he had been led to suppose, and the creeping plants more numerous, while, to his surprise, the wild-flowers were comparatively few and small. But the scarcity of these was somewhat compensated by the rich and brilliant colouring of the foliage.

The abundance and variety of the ferns also struck the youth particularly.

Ah! zey are magnificent! exclaimed Verkimier with enthusiasm. Look at zat tree-fern. You have noting like zat in England  eh! I have found nearly von hoondred specimens of ferns. Zen, look at zee fruit-trees. Ve have here, you see, zee Lansat, Mangosteen, Rambutan, Jack, Jambon, Blimbing ant many ozers  but zee queen of fruits is zee Durian. Have you tasted zee Durian?

No, not yet.

Ha! a new sensation is before you! Stay, you vill eat von by ant by. Look, zat is a Durian tree before you.

He pointed as he spoke to a large and lofty tree, which Mr. A.R. Wallace, the celebrated naturalist and traveller, describes as resembling an elm in general character but with a more smooth and scaly bark. The fruit is round, or slightly oval, about the size of a mans head, of a green colour, and covered all over with short spines which are very strong and so sharp that it is difficult to lift the fruit from the ground. Only the experienced and expert can cut the tough outer rind. There are five faint lines extending from the base to the apex of the fruit, through which it may be divided with a heavy knife and a strong hand, so as to get to the delicious creamy pulp inside.

There is something paradoxical in the descriptions of this fruit by various writers, but all agree that it is inexpressibly good! Says one  writing of the sixteenth century It is of such an excellent taste that it surpasses in flavour all the other fruits of the world. Another writes: This fruit is of a hot and humid nature. To those not used to it, it seems at first to smell like rotten onions! but immediately they have tasted it they prefer it to all other food. Wallace himself says of it: When brought into the house, the smell is so offensive that some persons can never bear to taste it. This was my own case in Malacca, but in Borneo I found a ripe fruit on the ground, and, eating it out of doors, I at once became a confirmed Durian-eater!

This was exactly the experience of Nigel Roy that day, and the way in which the fruit came to him was also an experience, but of a very different sort. It happened just as they were looking about for a suitable spot on which to rest and eat their mid-day meal. Verkimier was in front with the orang-utan reaching up to his arm and hobbling affectionately by his side  for there was a strong mutual affection between them. The Dyak youth brought up the rear, with a sort of game-bag on his shoulders.

Suddenly Nigel felt something graze his arm, and heard a heavy thud at his side. It was a ripe Durian which had fallen from an immense height and missed him by a hairbreadth.

Zank Got, you have escaped! exclaimed the professor, looking back with a solemn countenance.

I have indeed escaped what might have been a severe blow, said Nigel, stooping to examine the fruit, apparently forgetful that more might follow.

Come  come avay. My boy vill bring it. Men are sometimes killed by zis fruit. Here now ve vill dine.

They sat down on a bank which was canopied by ferns. While the boy was arranging their meal, Verkimier drew a heavy hunting-knife from his belt and applying it with an unusually strong hand to the Durian laid it open. Nigel did not at all relish the smell, but he was not fastidious or apt to be prejudiced. He tasted  and, like Mr. Wallace, became a confirmed Durian eater from that day.

Ve draw near to zee region vere ve shall find zee booterflies, said the naturalist, during a pause in their luncheon.

I hope we shall be successful, said Nigel, helping himself to some more of what may be styled Durian cream. To judge from the weight and hardness of this fruit, I should think a blow on ones head from it would be fatal.

Sometimes, not alvays. I suppose zat Dyak skulls are strong. But zee wound is terrible, for zee spikes tear zee flesh dreadfully. Zee Dyak chief, Rajah, vith whom I dwell joost now, was floored once by one, and he expected to die  but he did not. He is alife ant vell, as you shall see.

As he spoke a large butterfly fluttered across the scene of their festivities. With all the energy of his enthusiastic spirit and strong muscular frame the naturalist leaped up, overturned his dinner, rushed after the coveted specimen, tripped over a root, and measured his length on the ground.

Zat comes of too much horry! he remarked, as he picked up his glasses, and returned, humbly, to continue his dinner. Mine frond, learn a lesson from a foolish man!

I shall learn two lessons, said Nigel, laughing first, to avoid your too eager haste, and, second, to copy if I can your admirable enthusiasm.

You are very goot. Some more cheekin if you please. Zanks. Ve most make haste viz our meal ant go to vork.

The grandeur and novelty of the scenery through which they passed when they did go to work was a source of constant delight and surprise to our hero, whose inherent tendency to take note of and admire the wonderful works of God was increased by the unflagging enthusiasm and interesting running commentary of his companion, whose flow of language and eager sympathy formed a striking contrast to the profound silence and gravity of the Dyak youth, as well as to the pathetic and affectionate selfishness of the man-monkey.

It must not, however, be supposed that the young orang-utan was unworthy of his victuals, for, besides being an amusing and harmless companion, he had been trained to use his natural capacity for climbing trees in the service of his master. Thus he ascended the tall Durian trees, when ordered, and sent down some of the fruit in a few minutes  an operation which his human companions could not have accomplished without tedious delay and the construction of an ingenious ladder having slender bamboos for one of its sides, and the tree to be ascended for its other side, with splinters of bamboo driven into it by way of rounds.

Zat is zee pitcher-plant, said Verkimier, as Nigel stopped suddenly before a plant which he had often read of but never seen. He was told by his friend that pitcher-plants were very numerous in that region; that every mountain-top abounded with them; that they would be found trailing along the ground and climbing over shrubs and stunted trees, with their elegant pitchers hanging in every direction. Some of these, he said, were long and slender, others broad and short. The plant at which they were looking was a broad green one, variously tinted and mottled with red, and was large enough to hold two quarts of water.

Resuming the march Nigel observed that the group of orchids was abundant, but a large proportion of the species had small inconspicuous flowers. Some, however, had large clusters of yellow flowers which had a very ornamental effect on the sombre forest. But, although the exceptions were striking, he found that in Borneo, as elsewhere, flowers were scarcer than he had expected in an equatorial forest. There were, however, more than enough of striking and surprising things to engage the attention of our hero, and arouse his interest.

One tree they came to which rendered him for some moments absolutely speechless! to the intense delight of the professor, who marched his new-found sympathiser from one object of interest to another with the secret intention of surprising him, and when he had got him to the point of open-mouthed amazement he was wont to turn his spectacles full on his face, like the mouths of a blue binocular, in order to witness and enjoy his emotions!

Nigel found this out at last and was rather embarrassed in consequence.

Zat, exclaimed the naturalist, after gazing at his friend for some time in silence, zat is a tree vitch planted itself in mid-air and zen sent its roots down to zee ground and its branches up to zee sky!

It looks as if it had, returned Nigel; I have seen a tree of the same kind near the coast. How came it to grow in this way?

I know not. It is zought zat zey spring from a seed dropped by a bird into zee fork of anozer tree. Zee seed grows, sends his roots down ant his branches up. Ven his roots reach zee ground he lays hold, ant, ven strong enough, kills his support  zus returning efil for good, like a zankless dependent. Ah! zere is much resemblance between plants and animals! Com, ve must feed here, said the professor, resting his gun against one of the roots, I had expected to find zee booterflies sooner. It cannot be helped. Let us make zis our banqueting-hall. Ve vill have a Durian to refresh us, ant here is a bandy tree which seems to have ripe vones on it.  Go, he added, turning to the orang-utan, and send down von or two.

The creature looked helplessly incapable, pitifully unwilling, scratching its side the while. Evidently it was a lazy monkey.

Do you hear? said Verkimier, sternly.

The orang moved uneasily, but still declined to go.

Turning sharply on it, the professor bent down, placed a hand on each of his knees and stared through the blue goggles into the animals face.

This was more than it could stand. With a very bad grace it hobbled off to the Durian tree, ascended it with a sort of lazy, lumbering facility, and hurled down some of the fruit without warning those below to look out.

My little frond is obstinate sometimes, remarked the naturalist, picking up the fruit, but ven I bring my glasses to bear on him he alvays gives in. I never found zem fail. Come now; eat, an ve vill go to vork again. Ve must certainly find zee booterflies somevere before night.
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DO YOU HEAR? SAID VERKIMIER, STERNLY

But Verkimier was wrong. It was his destiny not to find the butterflies that night, or in that region at all, for he and his companion had not quite finished their meal when a Dyak youth came running up to them saying that he had been sent by the Rajah to order their immediate return to the village.

Alas! ve most go. It is dancherous to disobey zee Rajah  ant I am sorry  very sorry  zat I cannot show you zee booterflies to-day. No matter.  Go (to the Dyak youth), tell your chief ve vill come. Better lock zee next time!




Chapter XV.

HUNTING THE GREAT MAN-MONKEY.

Although Professor Verkimier had promised to return at once, he was compelled to encamp in the forest, being overtaken by night before he could reach the river and procure a boat.

Next morning they started at daybreak. The country over which they passed had again changed its character and become more hilly. On the summits of many of the hills Dyak villages could be seen, and rice fields were met with as they went along. Several gullies and rivulets were crossed by means of native bamboo bridges, and the professor explained as he went along the immense value of the bamboo to the natives. With it they make their suspension bridges, build their houses, and procure narrow planking for their floors. If they want broader planks they split a large bamboo on one side and flatten it out to a plank of about eighteen inches wide. Portions of hollow bamboo serve as receptacles for milk or water. If a precipice stops a path, the Dyaks will not hesitate to construct a bamboo path along the face of it, using branches of trees wherever convenient from which to hang the path, and every crevice or notch in the rocks to receive the ends of the bamboos by which it is supported.

Honey-bees in Borneo hang their combs, to be out of danger no doubt, under the branches of the Tappan, which towers above all the other trees of the forest. But the Dyaks love honey and value wax as an article of trade; they therefore erect their ingenious bamboo ladder  which can be prolonged to any height on the smooth branchless stem of the Tappan  and storm the stronghold of the bees with much profit to themselves, for bees-wax will purchase from the traders the brass wire, rings, gold-edged kerchiefs and various ornaments with which they decorate themselves. When travelling, the Dyaks use bamboos as cooking vessels in which to boil rice and other vegetables; as jars in which to preserve honey, sugar, etc., or salted fish and fruit. Split bamboos form aqueducts by which water is conveyed to the houses. A small neatly carved piece of bamboo serves as a case in which are carried the materials used in the disgusting practice of betel-nut chewing  which seems to be equivalent to the western tobacco-chewing. If a pipe is wanted the Dyak will in a wonderfully short space of time make a huge hubble-bubble out of bamboos of different sizes, and if his long-bladed knife requires a sheath the same gigantic grass supplies one almost ready-made. But the uses to which this reed may be applied are almost endless, and the great outstanding advantage of it is that it needs no other tools than an axe and a knife to work it.

At about mid-day the river was reached, and they found a native boat, or prau, which had been sent down to convey them to the Rajahs village. Here Nigel was received with the hospitality due to a friend of Van der Kemp, who, somehow  probably by unselfish readiness, as well as ability, to oblige  had contrived to make devoted friends in whatever part of the Malay Archipelago he travelled.

Afterwards, in a conversation with Nigel, the professor, referring to those qualities of the hermit which endeared him to men everywhere, said, with a burst of enthusiasm, which almost outdid himself  

You cannot oonderstant Van der Kemp. No man can oonderstant him. He is goot, right down to zee marrow  kind, amiable, oonselfish, obliging, nevair seems to zink of himself at all, ant, abof all zings, is capable. Vat he vill do, he can do  vat he can do he vill do. But he is sad  very sad.

I have observed that, of course, said Nigel. Do you know what makes him so sad?

The professor shook his head.

No, I do not know. Nobody knows. I have tried to find out, but he vill not speak.

The Orang-Kaya, or rich man, as this hill chief was styled, had provided lodgings for his visitors in the head-house. This was a large circular building erected on poles. There is such a house in nearly all Dyak villages. It serves as a trading-place, a strangers room, a sleeping-room for unmarried youths, and a general council-chamber. Here Nigel found the hermit and Moses enjoying a good meal when he arrived, to which he and the professor sat down after paying their respects to the chief.

The Orang-Kaya hopes that we will stay with him some time and help to defend the village, said Van der Kemp, when they were all seated.

Of course you have agreed? said Nigel.

Yes; I came for that purpose.

Wes allers ready to fight in a good cause, remarked Moses, just before filling his mouth with rice.

Or to die in it! added Verkimier, engulfing the breast of a chicken at a bite. But as zee pirates are not expected for some days, ve may as veil go after zee mias  zat is what zee natifs call zee orang-utan. It is a better word, being short.

Moses glanced at the professor out of the corners of his black eyes and seemed greatly tickled by his enthusiastic devotion to business.

I am also, continued the professor, extremely anxious to go at zee booterflies before

You die, suggested Nigel, venturing on a pleasantry, whereat Moses opened his mouth in a soundless laugh, but, observing the professors goggles levelled at him, he transformed the laugh into an astounding sneeze, and immediately gazed with pouting innocence and interest at his plate.

Do you alvays sneeze like zat? asked Verkimier.

Not allers, answered the negro simply, sometimes I gibs way a good deal wuss. Depends on de inside ob my nose an de state ob de wedder.

What the professor would have replied we cannot say, for just then a Dyak youth rushed in to say that an unusually large and gorgeous butterfly had been seen just outside the village!

No application of fire to gunpowder could have produced a more immediate effect. The professors rice was scattered on the floor, and himself was outside the head-house before his comrades knew exactly what was the matter.

Hes always like that, said the hermit, with a slight twinkle in his eyes. Nothing discourages  nothing subdues him. Twice I pulled him out of deadly danger into which he had run in his eager pursuit of specimens. And he has returned the favour to me, for he rescued me once when a mias had got me down and would certainly have killed me, for my gun was empty at the moment, and I had dropped my knife.

Is, then, the orang-utan so powerful and savage?

Truly, yes, when wounded and driven to bay, returned the hermit. You must not judge of the creature by the baby that Verkimier has tamed. A full-grown male is quite as large as a man, though very small in the legs in proportion, so that it does not stand high. It is also very much stronger than the most powerful man. You would be quite helpless in its grip, I assure you.

I hope, with the professor, returned Nigel, that we may have a hunt after them, either before or after the arrival of the pirates. I know he is very anxious to secure a good specimen for some museum in which he is interested  I forget which.

As he spoke, the youth who had brought information about the butterfly returned and said a few words to Moses in his native tongue.

What does he say? asked Nigel.

Dat Massa Verkimier is in full chase, an its my opinion dat when he comes back hell be wet all ober, and hab his shins and elbows barked.

Why dyou think so?

Cause dats de way he goed on when we was huntin wid him last year. He nebber larns fro sperience.

Thats a very fine-looking young fellow, remarked Nigel, referring to the Dyak youth who had just returned, and who, with a number of other natives, was watching the visitors with profound interest while they ate.

As the young man referred to was a good sample of the youth of his tribe, we shall describe him. Though not tall, he was well and strongly proportioned, and his skin was of a reddish-brown colour. Like all his comrades, he wore little clothing. A gay handkerchief with a gold lace border encircled his head, from beneath which flowed a heavy mass of straight, jet-black hair. Large crescent-shaped ornaments hung from his ears. His face was handsome and the expression pleasing, though the mouth was large and the lips rather thick. Numerous brass rings encircled his arms above and below the elbows. His only other piece of costume was a waist-cloth of blue cotton, which hung down before and behind. It ended in three bands of red, blue, and white. There were also rows of brass rings on his legs, and armlets of white shells. At his side he wore a long slender knife and a little pouch containing the materials for betel-chewing.

Yes, and he is as good as he looks, said the hermit. His name is Gurulam, and all the people of his tribe have benefited by the presence in Borneo of that celebrated Englishman Sir James Brooke,  Rajah Brooke as he was called,  who did so much to civilise the Dyaks of Borneo and to ameliorate their condition.

The prophecy of Moses about the professor was fulfilled. Just as it was growing dark that genial scientist returned, drenched to the skin and covered with mud, having tumbled into a ditch. His knuckles also were skinned, his knees and shins damaged, and his face scratched, but he was perfectly happy in consequence of having secured a really splendid specimen of a bootterfly as big as his hand; the scientific name of which, for very sufficient reasons, we will not attempt to inflict on our readers, and the description of which may be shortly stated by the single word  gorgeous!

Being fond of Verkimier, and knowing his desire to obtain a full-grown orang-utan, Gurulam went off early next morning to search for one. Half-a-dozen of his comrades accompanied him armed only with native spears, for their object was not to hunt the animal, but to discover one if possible, and let the professor know so that he might go after it with his rifle, for they knew that he was a keen sportsman as well as a man of science.

They did not, indeed, find what they sought for, but they were told by natives with whom they fell in that a number of the animals had been seen among the tree-tops not more than a days march into the forest. They hurried home therefore with this information, and that day  accompanied by the Dyak youths, Nigel, the hermit, and Moses  Verkimier started off in search of the mias; intending to camp out or to take advantage of a native hut if they should chance to be near one when night overtook them.

Descending the hill region, they soon came to more level ground, where there was a good deal of swamp, through which they passed on Dyak roads. These roads consisted simply of tree-trunks laid end to end, along which the natives, being barefooted, walk with ease and certainty, but our booted hunters were obliged to proceed along them with extreme caution. The only one who came to misfortune was, as usual, the professor; and in the usual way! It occurred at the second of these tree-roads.

Look, look at that remarkable insect! exclaimed Nigel, eagerly, in the innocence of his heart. The professor was in front of him; he obediently looked, saw the insect, made an eager step towards it, and next moment was flat on the swamp, while the woods rang with his companions laughter. The remarkable insect, whatever it was, vanished from the scene, and the professor was dragged, smiling though confused, out of the bog. These things affected him little. His soul was large and rose superior to such trifles.

The virgin forest into which they penetrated was of vast extent; spreading over plain, mountain, and morass in every direction for hundreds of miles, for we must remind the reader that the island of Borneo is considerably larger than all the British islands put together, while its inhabitants are comparatively few. Verkimier had been absolutely revelling in this forest for several months  ranging its glades, penetrating its thickets, bathing (inadvertently) in its quagmires, and maiming himself generally, with unwearied energy and unextinguishable enthusiasm; shooting, skinning, stuffing, preserving, and boiling the bones of all its inhabitants  except the human  to the great advantage of science and the immense interest and astonishment of the natives. Yet with all his energy and perseverance the professor had failed, up to that time, to obtain a large specimen of a male orang-utan, though he had succeeded in shooting several small specimens and females, besides catching the young one which he had tamed.

It was therefore with much excitement that he learned from a party of bees-wax hunters, on the second morning of their expedition, that a large male mias had been seen that very day. Towards the afternoon they found the spot that had been described to them, and a careful examination began.

You see, said Verkimier, in a low voice, to Nigel, as he went a step in advance peering up into the trees, with rifle at the ready and bending a little as if by that means he better avoided the chance of being seen. You see, I came to Borneo for zee express purpose of obtaining zee great man-monkey and vatching his habits.  Hush! Do I not hear someting?

Nothing but your own voice, I think, said Nigel, with a twinkle in his eye.

Vell  hush! Keep kviet, all of you.

As the whole party marched in single file after the professor, and were at the moment absolutely silent, this order induced the display of a good many teeth.

Just then the man of science was seen to put his rifle quickly to the shoulder; the arches of the forest rang with a loud report; various horrified creatures were seen and heard to scamper away, and next moment a middle-sized orang-utan came crashing through the branches of a tall tree and fell dead with a heavy thud on the ground.

The professors rifle was a breechloader. He therefore lost no time in re-charging, and hurried forward as if he saw other game, while the rest of the party  except Van der Kemp, Nigel, and Gurulam  fell behind to look at and pick up the fallen animal.

Look out! whispered Nigel, pointing to a bit of brown hair that he saw among the leaves high overhead.

Vere? I cannot see him, whispered the naturalist, whose eyes blazed enough almost to melt his blue glasses. Do you fire, Mr. Roy?

My gun is charged only with small-shot, for birds. It is useless for such game, said Nigel.

Ach! I see!

Up went the rifle and again the echoes were startled and the animal kingdom astounded, especially that portion at which the professor had fired, for there was immediately a tremendous commotion among the leaves overhead, and another orang of the largest size was seen to cross an open space and disappear among the thick foliage. Evidently the creature had been hit, but not severely, for it travelled among the tree-tops at the rate of full five miles an hour, obliging the hunters to run at a rapid pace over the rough ground in order to keep up with it. In its passage from tree to tree the animal showed caution and foresight, selecting only those branches that interlaced with other boughs, so that it made uninterrupted progress, and also had a knack of always keeping masses of thick foliage underneath it so that for some time no opportunity was found of firing another shot. At last, however, it came to one of those Dyak roads of which we have made mention, so that it could not easily swing from one tree to another, and the stoppage of rustling among the leaves told that the creature had halted. For some time they gazed up among the branches without seeing anything, but at last, in a place where the leaves seemed to have been thrust aside near the top of one of the highest trees, a great red hairy body was seen, and a huge black face gazed fiercely down at the hunters.

Verkimier fired instantly, the branches closed, and the monster moved off in another direction. In desperate anxiety Nigel fired both barrels of his shot-gun. He might as well have fired at the moon. Gurulam was armed only with a spear, and Van der Kemp, who was not much of a sportsman, carried a similar weapon. The rest of the party were still out of sight in rear looking after the dead mias.

It was astonishing how little noise was made by so large an animal as it moved along. More than once the hunters had to halt and listen intently for the rustling of the leaves before they could make sure of being on the right track.

At last they caught sight of him again on the top of a very high tree, and the professor got two more shots, but without bringing him down. Then he was seen, quite exposed for a moment, walking in a stooping posture along the large limb of a tree, but the hunter was loading at the time and lost the chance. Finally he got on to a tree whose top was covered with a dense mass of creepers which completely hid him from view. Then he halted and the sound of snapping branches was heard.

Youve not much chance of him now, remarked the hermit, as they all stood in a group gazing up into the tree-top. I have often seen the mias act thus when severely wounded. He is making a nest to lie down and die in.

Zen ve must shoot again, said the professor, moving round the tree and looking out for a sign of the animal. At last he seemed to have found what he wanted, for raising his rifle he took a steady aim and fired.

A considerable commotion of leaves and fall of broken branches followed. Then the huge red body of the mias appeared falling through, but it was not dead, for it caught hold of branches as it fell and hung on as long as it could; then it came crashing down, and alighted on its face with an awful thud.

After firing the last shot Verkimier had not reloaded, being too intent on watching the dying struggles of the creature, and when it fell with such violence he concluded that it was dead. For the same reason Nigel had neglected to reload after firing. Thus it happened that when the enormous brute suddenly rose and made for a tree with the evident intention of climbing it, no one was prepared to stop it except the Dyak youth Gurulam. He chanced to be standing between the mias and the tree.

Boldly he levelled his spear and made a thrust that would probably have killed the beast, if it had not caught the point of the spear and turned it aside. Then with its left paw it caught the youth by the neck, seized his thigh with one of its hind paws, and fixed its teeth in his right shoulder.

Never was man rendered more suddenly and completely helpless, and death would have been his sure portion before the hunters had reloaded if Van der Kemp had not leaped forward, and, thrusting his spear completely through the animals body, killed it on the spot.




Chapter XVI.

BEGINS WITH A TERRIBLE FIGHT AND ENDS WITH A HASTY FLIGHT.

The hunt, we need scarcely say, was abruptly terminated, and immediate preparations were made for conveying the wounded man and the two orangs to the Dyak village. This was quickly arranged, for the convenient bamboo afforded ready-made poles wherewith to form a litter on which to carry them.

The huge creature which had given them so much trouble, and so nearly cost them one human life, was found to be indeed of the largest size. It was not tall but very broad and large. The exact measurements, taken by the professor, who never travelled without his tape measure, were as follows:  

Height from heel to top of head 

4 feet 2 inches. 



Outstretched arms across chest 

7 feet 8 inches. 



Width of face 

1 foot 2 inches 



Girth of arm 

1 foot 3 inches 



Girth of wrist 

8 inches 



The muscular power of such a creature is of course immense, as Nigel and the professor had a rare chance of seeing that very evening  of which, more presently.

On careful examination by Nigel, who possessed some knowledge of surgery, it was found that none of Gurulams bones had been broken, and that although severely lacerated about the shoulders and right thigh, no very serious injury had been done  thanks to the promptitude and vigour of the hermits spear-thrust. The poor youth, however, was utterly helpless for the time being, and had to be carried home.

That afternoon the party reached a village in a remote part of the forest where they resolved to halt for the night, as no other resting-place could be reached before dark.

While a supper of rice and fowl was being cooked by Moses, Van der Kemp attended to the wounded man, and Nigel accompanied the professor along the banks of the stream on which the village stood. Having merely gone out for a stroll they carried no weapons except walking-sticks, intending to go only a short distance. Interesting talk, however, on the character and habits of various animals, made them forget time until the diminution of daylight warned them to turn. They were about to do so when they observed, seated in an open place near the stream, the largest orang they had yet seen. It was feeding on succulent shoots by the water-side: a fact which surprised the professor, for his inquiries and experience had hitherto taught him that orangs never eat such food except when starving. The fat and vigorous condition in which this animal was forbade the idea of starvation. Besides, it had brought a Durian fruit to the banks of the stream and thrown it down, so that either taste or eccentricity must have induced it to prefer the shoots. Perhaps its digestion was out of order and it required a tonic.

Anyhow, it continued to devour a good many young shoots while our travellers were peeping at it in mute surprise through the bushes. That they had approached so near without being observed was due to the fact that a brawling rapid flowed just there, and the mias was on the other side of the stream. By mutual consent the men crouched to watch its proceedings. They were not a little concerned, however, when the brute seized an overhanging bough, and, with what we may style sluggish agility, swung itself clumsily but lightly to their side of the stream. It picked up the Durian which lay there and began to devour it. Biting off some of the strong spikes with which that charming fruit is covered, it made a small hole in it, and then with its powerful fingers tore off the thick rind and began to enjoy a feast.

Now, with monkeys, no less than with men, there is many a slip twixt the cup and the lip, for the mias had just begun its meal, or, rather, its dessert, when a crocodile, which the professor had not observed and Nigel had mistaken for a log, suddenly opened its jaws and seized the big monkeys leg. The scene that ensued baffles description! Grasping the crocodile with its other three hands by nose, throat, and eyes, the mias almost performed the American operation of gouging  digging its powerful thumbs and fingers into every crevice and tearing open its assailants jaws. The crocodile, taken apparently by surprise, went into dire convulsions, and making for deep water, plunged his foe therein over head and ears. Nothing daunted, the mias regained his footing, hauled his victim on to a mudbank, and, jumping on his back began to tear and pommel him. There was nothing of the prize-fighter in the mias. He never clenched his fist  never hit straight from the shoulder, but the buffeting and slapping which he gave resounded all over the place. At last he caught hold of a fold of his opponents throat, which he began to tear open with fingers and teeth. Wrenching himself free with a supreme effort the crocodile shot into the stream and disappeared with a sounding splash of its tail, while the mias waded lamely to the shore with an expression of sulky indignation on its great black face.

Slowly the creature betook itself to the shelter of the forest, and we need scarcely add that the excited observers of the combat made no attempt to hinder its retreat.

It is said that the python is the only other creature that dares to attack the orang-utan, and that when it does so victory usually declares for the man-monkey, which bites and tears it to death.

The people of the village in which the hunters rested that night were evidently not accustomed to white men  perhaps had never seen them before  for they crowded round them while at supper and gazed in silent wonder as if they were watching a group of white-faced baboons feeding! They were, however, very hospitable, and placed before their visitors abundance of their best food without expecting anything in return. Brass rings were the great ornament in this village  as they are, indeed, among the Dyaks generally. Many of the women had their arms completely covered with them, as well as their legs from the ankle to the knee. Their petticoats were fastened to a coil of rattan, stained red, round their bodies. They also wore coils of brass wire, girdles of small silver coins, and sometimes broad belts of brass ring-armour.

It was break of dawn next morning when our hunters started, bearing their wounded comrade and the dead orangs with them.

Arrived at the village they found the people in great excitement preparing for defence, as news had been brought to the effect that the pirates had landed at the mouth of the river, joined the disaffected band which awaited them, and that an attack might be expected without delay, for they were under command of the celebrated Malay pirate Baderoon.

Nigel observed that the countenance of his friend Van der Kemp underwent a peculiar change on hearing this mans name mentioned. There was a combination of anxiety, which was unnatural to him, and of resolution, which was one of his chief characteristics.

Is Baderoon the enemy whom you saw on the islet on our first night out? asked Nigel, during a ramble with the hermit that evening.

Yes, and I fear to meet him, replied his friend in a low voice.

Nigel was surprised. The impression made on his mind since their intercourse was that Van der Kemp was incapable of the sensation of fear.

Is he so very bitter against you? asked Nigel.

Very, was the curt reply.

Have you reason to think he would take your life if he could?

I am sure he would. As I told you before, I have thwarted his plans more than once. When he hears that it is I who have warned the Orang-Kaya against him he will pursue me to the death  and  and I must not meet him.

Indeed! exclaimed Nigel, with renewed surprise.

But the hermit took no note of the exclamation. Anxiety had given place to a frown, and his eyes were fixed on the ground. It seemed to Nigel so evident that he did not wish to pursue the subject, that he slightly changed it.

I suppose, he said, that there is no fear of the Dyaks of the village being unable to beat off the pirates now that they have been warned?

None whatever. Indeed, this is so well known to Baderoon that I think he will abandon the attempt. But he will not abandon his designs on me. However, we must wait and see how God will order events.

Next morning spies returned to the village with the information that the pirates had taken their departure from the mouth of the river.

Do you think this is an attempt to deceive us? asked the chief, turning to Van der Kemp, when he heard the news.

I think not. And even should it be so, and they should return, you are ready and well able to meet them.

Yes, ready  and well able to meet them, replied the Orang-Kaya, drawing himself up proudly.

Did they all go in one direction? asked Van der Kemp of the youths who had brought the news.

Yes, all went in a body to the north  except one boat which rowed southward.

Hm! I thought so. My friends, listen to me. This is no pretence. They do not mean to attack you now you are on your guard; but that boat which went south contains Baderoon, and I feel certain that he means to hang about here till he gets the chance of killing me.

That is well, returned the chief, calmly. My young men will hunt till they find where he is. Then they will bring us the information and Van der Kemp will go out with a band and slay his enemy.

No, my friend, said the hermit, firmly; that shall not be. I must get out of his way, and in order to do so will leave you at once, for there will be no further need for my services here.

The chief looked at his friend in surprise. Well, he said, you have a good judgment, and understand your own affairs. But you have already rendered me good service, and I will help you to fly  though such is not the habit of the Dyaks! There is a traders vessel to start for Sumatra by the first light of day. Will my friend go by that?

I am grateful, answered the hermit, but I need no help  save some provisions, for I have my little canoe, which will suffice.

As this colloquy was conducted in the native tongue it was unintelligible to Nigel, but after the interview with the chief the hermit explained matters to him, and bade Moses get ready for a start several hours before dawn.

You see we must do the first part of our trip in the dark, for Baderoon has a keen eye and ear. Then we will land and sleep all day where the sharpest eye will fail to find us  and, luckily, pirates have been denied the power of scenting out their foes. When night comes we will start again and get out of sight of land before the next dawn.

Mine frond, said the professor, turning his moon-like goggles full on the hermit. I vill go viz you.

I should be only too happy to have your company, returned the hermit, but my canoe cannot by any contrivance be made to hold more than three.

Zat is no matter to me, rejoined Verkimier; you forget zee traders boat. I vill go in zat to Sumatra. Ve vill find out zee port he is going to, ant you vill meet me zere. Vait for me if I have not arrived  or I vill vait for you. I have longed to visit Sumatra, ant vat better fronds could I go viz zan yourselfs?

But, my good friend, returned the hermit, my movements may not exactly suit yours. Here they are,  you can judge for yourself. First I will, God permitting, cross over to Sumatra in my canoe.

But it is tree hoondert miles across, if not more!

No matter  there are plenty of islands on the way. Besides, some passing vessel will give me a lift, no doubt. Then I will coast along to one of the eastern ports, where I know there is a steamboat loading up about this time. The captain is an old friend of mine. He brought me and my companions the greater part of the way here. If I find him I will ask him to carry my canoe on his return voyage through Sunda Straits, and leave it with another friend of mine at Telok Betong on the south coast of Sumatra  not far, as you know, from my home in Krakatoa. Then I will proceed overland to the same place, so that my friend Nigel Roy may see a little of the country.

Ant vat if you do not find your frond zee captain of zee steamer?

Why, then I shall have to adopt some other plan. It is the uncertainty of my movements that makes me think you should not depend on them.

Zat is noting to me, Van der Kemp; you joost go as you say. I vill follow ant take my chance. I am use to ooncertainties ant difficoolties. Zey can not influence me.

After a good deal of consideration this plan was agreed to. The professor spent part of the night in giving directions about the preserving of his specimens, which he meant to leave at the village in charge of a man whom he had trained to assist him, while Van der Kemp with his companions lay down to snatch a little sleep before setting out on their voyage, or, as the Dyak chief persisted in calling it, their flight!

When Nigel had slept about five minutes  as he thought  he was awakened by Moses.

Dont make a noise, Massa Nadgel! Dere may be spies in de camp for all we knows, so we mus git off like mice. Canoes ready an massa waitin; we gib you to de last momint.

In a few minutes our hero was sleepily following the negro through the woods to the spot where the canoe was in waiting.

The night was very dark. This was in their favour,  at least as regarded discovery.

But how shall we ever see to make our way down stream? asked Nigel of the hermit in a whisper on reaching the place of embarkation.

The current will guide us. Besides, I have studied the river with a view to this flight. Be careful in getting in. Now, Moses, are you ready?

All right, massa.

Shove off, then.

There was something so eerie in the subdued tones, and stealthy motions, and profound darkness, that Nigel could not help feeling as if they were proceeding to commit some black and criminal deed!

Floating with the current, with as little noise as possible, and having many a narrow escape of running against points of land and sandbanks, they flew swiftly towards the sea, so that dawn found them among the mud flats and the mangrove swamps. Here they found a spot where mangrove roots and bushes formed an impenetrable screen, behind which they spent the day, chiefly in sleep, and in absolute security.

When darkness set in they again put forth, and cautiously clearing the rivers mouth, were soon far out on the open sea, which was fortunately calm at the time, the slight air that blew being in their favour.

We are safe from pursuit now, said Van der Kemp in a tone of satisfaction, as they paused for a breathing spell.

O massa! exclaimed Moses at that moment, in a voice of consternation; wes forgotten Spinkie!

So we have! returned the hermit in a voice of regret so profound that Nigel could scarce restrain a laugh in spite of his sympathy.

But Spinkie had not forgotten himself. Observing probably, that these night expeditions were a change in his masters habits, he had kept an unusually watchful eye on the canoe, so that when it was put in the water, he had jumped on board unseen in the darkness, and had retired to the place where he usually slept under hatches when the canoe travelled at night.

Awakened from refreshing sleep at the sound of his name, Spinkie emerged suddenly from the stern-manhole, right under the negros nose, and with a sleepy oo, oo! gazed up into his face.

Ho! Dare you is, you misrible hyperkrite! exclaimed Moses, kissing the animal in the depth of his satisfaction. Hes here, massa, all right. Now, you go to bed agin, you small bundle ob hair.

The creature retired obediently to its place, and laying its little cheek on one of its small hands, committed itself to repose.

Van der Kemp was wrong when he said they were safe. A pirate scout had seen the canoe depart. Being alone and distant from the rendezvous of his commander, some time elapsed before the news could be conveyed to him. When Baderoon was at length informed and had sailed out to sea in pursuit, returning daylight showed him that his intended victim had escaped.




Chapter XVII.

TELLS OF THE JOYS, ETC., OF THE PROFESSOR IN THE SUMATRAN FORESTS, ALSO OF A CATASTROPHE AVERTED.

Fortunately the weather continued fine at first, and the light wind fair, so that the canoe skimmed swiftly over the wide sea that separates Borneo from Sumatra. Sometimes our travellers proceeded at night when the distance between islets compelled them to do so. At other times they landed on one of these isles when opportunity offered to rest and replenish the water-casks.

We will not follow them step by step in this voyage, which occupied more than a week, and during which they encountered without damage several squalls in which a small open boat could not have lived. Beaching at last the great island of Sumatra  which, like its neighbour Borneo, is larger in extent than the British Islands  they coasted along southwards, without further delay than was absolutely necessary for rest and refreshment, until they reached a port where they found the steamer of which they were in search just about to start on its return voyage. Van der Kemp committed his little craft to the care of the captain, who, after vainly advising his friend to take a free passage with him to the Straits of Sunda, promised to leave the canoe in passing at Telok Betong. We may add that Spinkie was most unwillingly obliged to accompany the canoe.

Now, we must remain here till our friend Verkimier arrives, said the hermit, turning to Nigel after they had watched the steamer out of sight.

I suppose we must, said Nigel, who did not at all relish the delay of course we must, he added with decision.

I sees no ob course about it, Massa Nadgel, observed Moses, who never refrained from offering his opinion from motives of humility, or of respect for his employer. My dvice is to go on an let de purfesser foller.

But I promised to wait for him, said the hermit, with one of his kindly, half-humorous glances, and you know I never break my promises.

Das true, massa, but you dint promise to wait for him for eber an eber!

Not quite; but of course I meant that I would wait a reasonable time.

The negro appeared to meditate for some moments on the extent of a reasonable time, for his huge eyes became huger as he gazed frowningly at the ground. Then he spoke.

A reasonable time, massa, is such an oncertain time  wariable, so to speak, accordin to the mind that tinks upon it! Howseber, if yous promised, ob coorse dats an end ob it; for wen a man promises, hes bound to stick to it.

Such devotion to principle was appropriately rewarded the very next day by the arrival of the trading prau in which the professor had embarked.

We did not expect you nearly so soon, said Nigel, as they heartily shook hands.

It vas because zee vind freshen soon after ve set sail  ant, zen, ve made a straight line for zis port, wereas you possibly crossed over, ant zen push down zee coast.

Exactly so, and that accounts for your overtaking us, said the hermit. Is that the lad Baso I see down there with the crew of the prau?

It is. You must have some strainch power of attracting frondship, Van der Kemp, for zee poor yout is so fond of you zat he beg ant entreat me to take him, ant he says he vill go on vit zee traders if you refuse to let him follow you.

Well, he may come. Indeed, we shall be the better for his services, for I had intended to hire a man here to help to carry our things. Much of our journeying, you see, must be done on foot.

Baso, to his great joy, thus became one of the party.

We pass over the next few days, which were spent in arranging and packing their provisions, etc., in such a way that each member of the party should carry on his shoulders a load proportioned to his strength. In this arrangement the professor, much against his will, was compelled to accept the lightest load in consideration of his liability to dart off in pursuit of creeping things and bootterflies at a moments notice. The least damageable articles were also assigned to him in consideration of his tendency at all times to tumble into bogs and stumble over fallen trees, and lose himself, and otherwise get into difficulties.

We also pass over part of the journey from the coast, and plunge with our travellers at once into the interior of Sumatra.

One evening towards sunset they reached the brow of an eminence which, being rocky, was free from much wood, and permitted of a wide view of the surrounding country. It was covered densely with virgin forest, and they ascended the eminence in order that the hermit, who had been there before, might discover a forest road which led to a village some miles off, where they intended to put up for the night. Having ascertained his exact position, Van der Kemp led his followers down to this footpath, which led through the dense forest.

The trees by which they were surrounded were varied and magnificent  some of them rising clear up seventy and eighty feet without a branch, many of them had superb leafy crowns, under any one of which hundreds of men might have found shelter. Others had trunks and limbs warped and intertwined with a wild entanglement of huge creepers, which hung in festoons and loops as if doing their best to strangle their supports, themselves being also encumbered, or adorned, with ferns and orchids, and delicate twining epiphytes. A forest of smaller trees grew beneath this shade, and still lower down were thorny shrubs, rattan-palms, broad-leaved bushes, and a mass of tropical herbage which would have been absolutely impenetrable but for the native road or footpath along which they travelled.

A most suitable abode for tigers, I should think, remarked Nigel to the hermit, who walked in front of him  for they marched in single file. Are there any in these parts?

Ay, plenty. Indeed, it is because I dont like sleeping in their company that I am so anxious to reach a village.

Are zey dangerows? asked the professor, who followed close on Nigel.

Well, they are not safe! replied the hermit. I had an adventure with one on this very road only two years ago.

Indeed! vat vas it? asked the professor, whose appetite for anecdote was insatiable. Do tell us about it.

With pleasure. It was on a pitch-dark night that it occurred. I had occasion to go to a neighbouring village at a considerable distance, and borrowed a horse from a friend  

Anozer frond! exclaimed the professor; vy, Van der Kemp, zee country seems to be svarming vid your fronds.

I have travelled much in it and made many friends, returned the hermit. The horse that I borrowed turned out to be a very poor one, and went lame soon after I set out. Business kept me longer than I expected, and it was getting dark before I started to return. Erelong the darkness became so intense that I could scarcely see beyond the horses head, and could not distinguish the path. I therefore let the animal find his own way  knowing that he would be sure to do so, for he was going home. As we jogged along, I felt the horse tremble. Then he snorted and came to a dead stop, with his feet planted firmly on the ground. I was quite unarmed, but arms would have been useless in the circumstances. Suddenly, and fortunately, the horse reared, and next moment a huge dark object shot close past my face  so close that its fur brushed my cheek  as it went with a heavy thud into the jungle on the other side. I knew that it was a tiger and felt that my life, humanly speaking, was due to the rearing of the poor horse.

Are ve near to zee spote? asked the professor, glancing from side to side in some anxiety.

Not far from it! replied the hermit, but there is not much fear of such an attack in broad daylight and with so large a party.

Ve are not a very large party, returned the professor. I do not zink I would fear much to face a tiger vid my goot rifle, but I do not relish his choomping on me unavares. Push on, please.

They pushed on and reached the village a little before nightfall.

Hospitality is a characteristic of the natives of Sumatra. The travellers were received with open arms, so to speak, and escorted to the public building which corresponds in some measure to our western town-halls. It was a huge building composed largely of bamboo wooden-planks and wicker-work, with a high thatched roof, and it stood, like all the other houses, on posts formed of great tree-stems which rose eight or ten feet from the ground.

You have frunds here too, I zink, said Verkimier to the hermit, as they ascended the ladder leading to the door of the hall.

Well, yes  I believe I have two or three.

There could be no doubt upon that point, unless the natives were consummate hypocrites, for they welcomed Van der Kemp and his party with effusive voice, look and gesture, and immediately spread before them part of a splendid supper which had just been prepared; for they had chanced to arrive on a festive occasion.

I do believe, said Nigel in some surprise, that they are lighting up the place with petroleum lamps!

Ay, and you will observe that they are lighting the lamps with Congreve matches  at least with matches of the same sort, supplied by the Dutch and Chinese. Many of their old customs have passed away (among others that of procuring fire by friction), and now we have the appliances of western civilisation to replace them.

No doubt steam is zee cause of zee change, remarked the professor.

That, said Nigel, has a good deal to do with most things  from the singing of a tea-kettle to the explosion of a volcano; though, doubtless, the commercial spirit which is now so strong among men is the proximate cause.

Surely dese people mus be reech, said the professor, looking round him with interest.

They are rich enough  and well off in every respect, save that they dont know very well how to make use of their riches. As you see, much of their wealth is lavished on their women in the shape of ornaments, most of which are of solid gold and silver.

There could be little doubt about that, for, besides the ornaments proper, such as the bracelets and rings with which the arms of the young women were covered, and earrings, etc.,  all of solid gold and native-made  there were necklaces and collars composed of Spanish and American dollars and British half-crowns and other coins. In short, these Sumatran young girls carried much of the wealth of their parents on their persons, and were entitled to wear it until they should be relegated to the ranks of the married  the supposed-to-be unfrivolous, and the evidently unadorned!

As this was a region full of birds, beasts, and insects of many kinds, it was resolved, for the professors benefit, that a few days should be spent in it. Accordingly, the village chief set apart a newly-built house for the visitors accommodation, and a youth named Grogo was appointed to wait on them and act as guide when they wished to traverse any part of the surrounding forest.

The house was on the outskirts of the village, a matter of satisfaction to the professor, as it enabled him at once to plunge into his beloved work unobserved by the youngsters. It also afforded him a better opportunity of collecting moths, etc., by the simple method of opening his window at night. A mat or wicker-work screen divided the hut into two apartments, one of which was entirely given over to the naturalist and his matériel.

I vil begin at vonce, said the eager man, on taking possession.

And he kept his word by placing his lamp on a table in a conspicuous position, so that it could be well seen from the outside. Then he threw his window wide open, as a general invitation to the insect world to enter!

Moths, flying beetles, and other creatures were not slow to accept the invitation. They entered by twos, fours, sixes  at last by scores, insomuch that the room became uninhabitable except by the man himself, and his comrades soon retired to their own compartment, leaving him to carry on his work alone.

You enjoy this sort of thing? said Nigel, as he was about to retire.

Enchoy it? yes  it is paradise regained! He pinned a giant moth at the moment and gazed triumphant through his blue glasses.

Paradise lost to the moth, anyhow, said Nigel with a nod, as he bade him good-night, and carefully closed the wicker door to check the incursions of uncaptured specimens. Being rather tired with the days journey, he lay down on a mat beside the hermit, who was already sound asleep.

But our hero found that sleep was not easily attainable so close to an inexhaustible enthusiast, whose every step produced a rattling of the bamboo floor, and whose unwearied energy enabled him to hunt during the greater part of the night.

At length slumber descended on Nigels spirit, and he lay for some time in peaceful oblivion, when a rattling crash awoke him. Sitting up he listened, and came to the conclusion that the professor had upset some piece of furniture, for he could hear him distinctly moving about in a stealthy manner, as if on tip-toe, giving vent to a grumble of dissatisfaction every now and then.

What can he be up to now, I wonder? murmured the disturbed youth, sleepily.

The hermit, who slept through all noises with infantine simplicity, made no answer, but a peculiar snort from the negro, who lay not far off on his other side, told that he was struggling with a laugh.

Hallo, Moses! are you awake? asked Nigel, in a low voice.

Ho yes, Massa Nadgel. Is bin wakin a good while, larfin fit to bust my sides. De purfessers been agoin on like a mad renoceros for more n an hour. Hes arter suthin, which he cant ketch. Listen! You hear im goin round an round on his tip-toes. Dere goes anoder chair. I only hope he wont smash de lamp an set de house a-fire.

Veil, veil; Ive missed him zee tence time. Nevair mind. Have at you vonce more, you aggravating leetle zing!

Thus the unsuccessful man relieved his feelings, in a growling tone, as he continued to move about on tip-toe, rattling the bamboo flooring in spite of his careful efforts to move quietly.

Why, Verkimier, what are you after? cried Nigel at last, loud enough to be heard through the partition.

Ah! I am sorry to vake you, he replied, without, however, suspending his hunt. I have tried my best to make no noice, but zee bamboo floor is  hah! I have im at last!

What is it? asked Nigel, becoming interested.

Von leetle bat. He come in vis a moss  

A what?

A moss  a big, beautiful moss.

Oh! a moth  well?

Vell, I shut zee window, capture zee moss, ant zen I hunt zee bat vith my bootterfly-net for an hour, but have only captured him zis moment. Ant he is  sooch a  sooch a splendid specimen of a very rar species, zee Coelops frizii  gootness! Zere goes zee lamp!

The crash that followed told too eloquently of the catastrophe, and broke the slumbers even of the hermit. The whole party sprang up, and entered the naturalists room with a light, for the danger from fire was great. Fortunately the lamp had been extinguished in its fall, so that, beyond an overpowering smell of petroleum and the destruction of a good many specimens, no serious results ensued.

After securing the Coelops frithii, removing the shattered glass, wiping up the oil, and putting chairs and tables on their legs, the professor was urged to go to bed,  advice which, in his excitement, he refused to take until it was suggested that, if he did not, he would be totally unfit for exploring the forest next day.

Vy, it is next day already! he exclaimed, consulting his watch.

Just so. Now do turn in.

I vill.

And he did.




Chapter XVIII.

A TRYING ORDEAL  DANGER THREATENS AND FLIGHT AGAIN RESOLVED ON.

When the early birds are singing, and the early mists are scattering, and the early sun is rising to gladden, as with the smile of God, all things with life in earth and sea and sky  then it is that early-rising man goes forth to reap the blessings which his lazy fellow-man fails to appreciate or enjoy.

Among the early risers that morning was our friend Moses. Gifted with an inquiring mind, the negro had proceeded to gratify his propensities by making inquiries of a general nature, and thus had acquired, among other things, the particular information that the river on the banks of which the village stood was full of fish. Now, Moses was an ardent angler.

I lub fishing, he said one day to Nigel when in a confidential mood; I cant tell you how much I lub it. Seems to me dat ders nuffin like it for proggin a man!

When Nigel demanded an explanation of what proggin meant, Moses said he wasnt quite sure. He could understand tings easy enough though he couldnt allers splain em. On the whole he thought that prog had a compound meaning  it was a combination of poke and pull wid a flavour ob ticklin about it, and was rather pleasant.

You see, he continued, when a leetle fish plays wid your hook, it progs your intellec an tickles up your fancy a leetle. When he grabs you, dat progs your hopes a good deal. When a big fish do de same, dat progs you deeper. An when a real walloper almost pulls you into de ribber, dat progs your heart up into your troat, where it stick till you land him.

With surroundings and capacities such as we have attempted to describe, it is no wonder that Moses sat down on the river-bank and enjoyed himself, in company with a little Malay boy, who lent him his bamboo rod and volunteered to show him the pools.

But there were no particular pools in that river It was a succession of pools, and fish swarmed in all of them. There were at least fifteen different species which nothing short of an ichthyologist could enumerate correctly. The line used by Moses was a single fibre of bark almost as strong as gut; the hook was a white tinned weapon like a small anchor, supplied by traders, and meant originally for service in the deep sea. The bait was nothing in particular, but as the fish were not particular that was of no consequence. The reader will not be surprised, then, when we state that in an hour or so Moses had had his heart progged considerably and had filled a large bag with superb fish, with which he returned, perspiring, beaming, and triumphant to breakfast.

After breakfast the whole party went forth for what Verkimier styled zee business of zee day, armed with guns, spears, botanical boxes, bags, wallets, and butterfly nets.

In the immediate neighbourhood of the village large clearings in the forest were planted as coffee gardens, each separated from the other for the purpose of isolation, for it seems that coffee, like the potato, is subject to disease. Being covered with scarlet flowers these gardens had a fine effect on the landscape when seen from the heights behind the village. Passing through the coffee grounds the party was soon in the tangled thickets of underwood through which many narrow paths had been cut.

We do not intend to drag our readers through bog and brake during the whole of this days expedition; suffice it to say that the collection of specimens made, of all kinds, far surpassed the professors most sanguine expectations, and, as for the others, those who could more or less intelligently sympathise did so, while those who could not were content with the reflected joy of the man of science.

At luncheon  which they partook of on the river-bank, under a magnificently umbrageous tree  plans for the afternoon were fixed.

We have kept together long enough, I think, said Van der Kemp. Those of us who have guns must shoot something to contribute to the national feast on our return.

Vell, let us divide, assented the amiable naturalist. Indeed he was so happy that he would have assented to anything  except giving up the hunt. Von party can go von vay, anoder can go anoder vay. I vill continue mine business. Zee place is more of a paradise zan zee last. Ve must remain two or tree veeks.

The hermit glanced at Nigel.

I fear it is impossible for me to do so, said the latter. I am pledged to return to Batavia within a specified time, and from the nature of the country I perceive it will take all the time at my disposal to reach that place so as to redeem my pledge.

Ha! Zat is a peety. Vell, nevair mind. Let us enchoy to-day. Com, ve must not vaste more of it in zee mere gratification of our animal natures.

Acting on this broad hint they all rose and scattered in different groups  the professor going off ahead of his party in his eager haste, armed only with a butterfly net.

Now, as the party of natives,  including Baso, who carried the professors biggest box, and Grogo, who bore his gun,  did not overtake their leader, they concluded that he must have joined one of the other parties, and, as it was impossible to ascertain which of them, they calmly went hunting on their own account! Thus it came to pass that the man of science was soon lost in the depths of that primeval forest! But little cared the enthusiast for that  or, rather, little did he realise it. With perspiration streaming from every pore  except where the pores were stopped by mud  he dashed after bootterflies with the wisdom of Solomon and the eagerness of a school-boy, and not until the shades of evening began to descend did his true position flash upon him. Then, with all the vigour of a powerful intellect and an enlightened mind, he took it in at a glance  and came to a sudden halt.

Vat shall I do? he asked.

Not even an echo answered, and the animal kingdom was indifferent.

Lat me see. I have been vandering avay all dis time. Now, I have noting to do but right-about-face and vander back.

Could reasoning be clearer or more conclusive? He acted on it at once, but, after wandering back a long time, he did not arrive at any place or object that he had recognised on the outward journey.

Meanwhile, as had been appointed, the rest of the party met a short time before dark at the rendezvous where they had lunched.

Where is the professor, Baso? asked Van der Kemp as he came up.

Baso did not know, and looked at Grogo, who also professed ignorance, but both said they thought the professor had gone with Nigel.

I thought he was with you, said the latter, looking anxiously at the hermit.

Hes goed an lost hisself! cried Moses with a look of concern.

Van der Kemp was a man of action. Not a moment to lose, he said, and organised the band into several smaller parties, each led by a native familiar with the jungle.

Let this be our meeting-place, he said, as they were on the point of starting off together; and let those of us who have fire-arms discharge them occasionally.

Meanwhile, the professor was walking at full speed in what he supposed to be  and in truth was back.

He was not alone, however. In the jungle close beside him a tiger prowled along with the stealthy, lithe, sneaking activity of a cat. By that time it was not absolutely dark, but the forest had assumed a very sombre appearance. Suddenly the tiger made a tremendous bound on to the track right in front of the man. Whether it had miscalculated the position of its intended victim or not we cannot say, but it crouched for another spring. The professor, almost instinctively, crouched also, and, being a brave man, stared the animal straight in the face without winking! and so the two crouched there, absolutely motionless and with a fixed glare, such as we have often seen in a couple of tom-cats who were mutually afraid to attack each other.

What the tiger thought at that critical and crucial moment we cannot tell, but the professors thoughts were swift, varied, tremendous  almost sublime, and once or twice even ridiculous!

Vat shall I do? Deaf stares me in zee face! No veapons! only a net, ant he is not a bootterfly! Science, adieu! Home of my chilthood, farevell! My moder  Hah! zee fusees!

Such were a few of the thoughts that burned but found no utterance. The last thought however led to action. Verkimier, foolish man! was a smoker. He carried fusees. Slowly, with no more apparent motion than the hour-hand on the face of a watch, he let his hand glide into his coat-pocket and took out the box of fusees. The tiger seemed uneasy, but the bold man never for one instant ceased to glare, and no disturbed expression or hasty movement gave the tiger the slightest excuse for a spring. Bringing the box up by painfully slow degrees in front of his nose the man opened it, took out a fusee, struck it, and revealed the blue binoculars!

The effect on the tiger was instantaneous and astounding. With a demi-volt or backward somersault it hurled itself into the jungle whence it had come with a terrific roar of alarm, and its tail  undoubtedly though not evidently  between its legs!

Heaving a deep, long-drawn sigh, the professor stood up and wiped his forehead. Then he listened intently.

A shote, if mine ears deceive me not! he said, and listened again.

He was right. Another shot, much nearer, was heard, and he replied with a shout to which joy as much as strength of lung gave fervour. Hurrying along the track  not without occasional side-glances at the jungle  the hero was soon again in the midst of his friends; and it was not until his eyes refused to remain open any longer that he ceased to entertain an admiring circle that night with the details of his face-to-face meeting with a tiger.

But Verkimiers anticipations in regard to that paradise were not to be realised. The evil passions of a wicked man, with whom he had personally nothing whatever to do, interfered with his plans. In the middle of the night a native Malay youth named Babu arrived at the village and demanded an interview with the chief. That worthy, after the interview, conducted the youth to the hut where his visitors lived, and, rousing Van der Kemp without disturbing the others, bade him listen to what the young man had to say. An expression of great anxiety overspread the hermits usually placid countenance while Babu was speaking.

It is fate! he murmured, as if communing with himself  then, after a pause no, there is no such thing as fate. It is, it must be, the will of God. Go, young man, mention this to no one. I thank you for the kindness which made you take so long a journey for my sake.

It is not kindness, it is love that makes me serve you, returned the lad earnestly. Every one loves you, Van der Kemp, because that curse of mankind, revenge, has no place in your breast.

Strange! how little man does know or guess the secret thoughts of his fellow! said the hermit with one of his pitiful smiles. Revenge no place in me!  but I thank you, boy, for the kind thought as well as the effort to save me. My life is not worth much to any one. It will not matter, I think, if my enemy should succeed. Go now, Babu, and God be with you!

He will surely succeed if you do not leave this place at once, rejoined the youth, in a tone of decision. Baderoon is furious at all times. He is worse than ever just now, because you have thwarted his plans  so it is said  very often. If he knew that I am now thwarting them also, he would hunt me to death. I will not leave you till you are safe beyond his reach.

The hermit looked at the lad with kindly surprise.

How comes it, he said, that you are so much interested in me? I remember seeing you two years ago, but have no recollection of having done you any service.

Do you not remember that my mother was ill when you spent a night in our hut, and my little sister was dying? You nursed her, and tried your best to save her, and when you could not save her, and she died, you wept as if the child had been your own. I do not forget that, Van der Kemp. Sympathy is of more value than service.

Strangely mistaken again! murmured the hermit. Who can know the workings of the human mind! Self was mixed with my feelings  profoundly  yet my sympathy with you and your mother was sincere.

We never doubted that, returned Babu with a touch of surprise in his tone.

Well now, what do you propose to do, as you refuse to leave me? asked the hermit with some curiosity.

I will go on with you to the next village. It is a large one. The chief man there is my uncle, who will aid me, I know, in any way I wish. I will tell him what I know and have heard of the pirates intention, of which I have proof. He will order Baderoon to be arrested on suspicion when he arrives. Then we will detain him till you are beyond his reach. That is not unjust.

True  and I am glad to know by your last words that you are sensitive about the justice of what you propose to do. Indifference to pure and simple justice is the great curse of mankind. It is not indeed the root, but it is the fruit of our sins. The suspicion that detains Baderoon is more than justified, for I could bring many witnesses to prove that he has vowed to take my life, and I know him to be a murderer.

At breakfast-time Van der Kemp announced to his friends his intention of quitting the village at once, and gave an account of his interview with the Malay lad during the night. This, of course, reconciled them to immediate departure,  though, in truth, the professor was the only one who required to be reconciled.

It is very misfortunate, he remarked with a sigh, which had difficulty in escaping through a huge mass of fish and rice. You see zee vonderful variety of ornizological specimens I could find here, ant zee herbareum, not to mention zee magnificent Amblypodia eumolpus ant ozer bootterflies  ach!-a leetle mor feesh if you please. Zanks. My frond, it is a great sacrifice, but I vill go avay viz you, for I could not joostify myself if I forzook you, ant I cannot ask you to remain vile your life is in dancher.

I appreciate your sentiments and sacrifice thoroughly, said the hermit.

So does I, said Moses, helping himself to coffee; but ob course if I didnt it would be all de same. Pass de venison, Massa Nadgel, an dont look as if you was goin to gib in aready. It spoils my appetite.

You will have opportunities, continued Van der Kemp, addressing the professor, to gather a good many specimens as we go along. Besides, if you will consent to honour my cave in Krakatoa with a visit, I promise you a hearty welcome and an interesting field of research. You have no idea what a variety of species in all the branches of natural history my little island contains.

Hereupon the hermit proceeded to enter into details of the flora, fauna, and geology of his island-home, and to expatiate in such glowing language on its arboreal and herbal wealth and beauty, that the professor became quite reconciled to immediate departure.

But how, he asked, am I to get zere ven ve reach zee sea-coast? for your canoe holds only tree, as you have told me.

There are plenty of boats to be had. Besides, I can send over my own boat for you to the mainland. The distance is not great.

Goot. Zat vill do. I am happay now.

So, remarked Nigel as he went off with Moses to pack up, his paradise regained is rather speedily to be changed into paradise forsaken! Off wi the old love and on wi the new. The expulsive power of a new affection!

Das true, Massa Nadgel, observed Moses, who entertained profound admiration for anything that sounded like proverbial philosophy. De purfesser am an affectionit creeter. Pears to me dat he lubs de whole creation. He kills an tenderly stuffs most eberyting he kin lay hands on. If he could only lay hold ob Baderoon an stuff an stick him in a moozeum, hed do good service to my massa an also to de whole ob mankind.




Chapter XIX.

A TERRIBLE MURDER AND A STRANGE REVELATION.

After letting the chief of the village know that the news just received rendered it necessary that they should proceed at once to the next town  but carefully refraining from going into particulars lest Baderoon should by any means be led to suspect their intentions  the party started off about daybreak under the guidance of the Malay youth Babu.

Anxious as he was that no evil should befall his friend, Nigel could not help wondering that a man of such a calm spirit, and such unquestionable courage, should be so anxious to escape from this pirate.

I cant understand it at all, he said to Moses, as they walked through the forest together a little in rear of the party.

No more kin I, Massa Nadgel, answered the negro, with one of those shakes of the head and glares of solemn perplexity with which he was wont to regard matters that were too deep for him.

Surely Van der Kemp is well able to take care of himself against any single foe.

Das true, Massa Nadgel, gainst any half-dozen foes as well.

Fear, therefore, cannot be the cause.

The negro received this with a quiet chuckle.

No, said he. Massa nebber knowed fear, but ob dis you may be bery sure, massas allers got good reasons for what he does. One tings sartin, I neber saw him do nuffin for fear, nor revenge, nor anger, no, nor yet for fun; allers for lub  and, added Moses, after a moments thought, sometimes for money, when we goes on a tradin spidition  but he dont make much account ob dat.

Well, perhaps the mystery may be cleared up in time, said Nigel, as they closed up with the rest of the party, who had halted for a short rest and some refreshment.

This last consisted largely of fruit, which was abundant everywhere, and a little rice with water from sparkling springs to wash it down.

In the afternoon they reached the town  a large one, with a sort of market-place in the centre, which at the time of their arrival was crowded with people. Strangers, especially Europeans, were not often seen in that region, so that Van der Kemp and his friends at once attracted a considerable number of followers. Among these was one man who followed them about very unobtrusively, usually hanging well in rear of the knot of followers whose curiosity was stronger than their sense of propriety. This man wore a broad sun-hat and had a bandage round his head pulled well over one eye, as if he had recently met with an accident or been wounded. He was unarmed, with the exception of the kriss, or long knife, which every man in that region carries.

This was no other than Baderoon himself, who had outwitted his enemies, had somehow discovered at least part of their plans, and had hurried on in advance of them to the town, where, disguising himself as described, he awaited their arrival.

Babu conducted his friends to the presence of his kinsman the chief man of the town, and, having told his story, received a promise that the pirate should be taken up when he arrived and put in prison. Meanwhile he appointed to the party a house in which to spend the night.

Baderoon boldly accompanied the crowd that followed them, saw the house, glanced between the heads of curious natives who watched the travellers while eating their supper, and noted the exact spot on the floor of the building where Van der Kemp threw down his mat and blanket, thus taking possession of his intended couch! He did not, however, see that the hermit afterwards shifted his position a little, and that Babu, desiring to be near his friend, lay down on the vacated spot.

In the darkest hour of the night, when even the owls and bats had sought repose, the pirate captain stole out of the brake in which he had concealed himself, and, kriss in hand, glided under the house in which his enemy lay.

Native houses, as we have elsewhere explained, are usually built on posts, so that there is an open space under the floors, which is available as a store or lumber-room. It is also unfortunately available for evil purposes. The bamboo flooring is not laid so closely but that sounds inside may be heard distinctly by any one listening below. Voices were heard by the pirate as he approached, which arrested his steps. They were those of Van der Kemp and Nigel engaged in conversation. Baderoon knew that as long as his enemy was awake and conversing he might probably be sitting up and not in a position suitable to his fell purpose. He crouched therefore among some lumber like a tiger abiding its time.

Why are you so anxious not to meet this man? asked Nigel, who was resolved, if possible without giving offence, to be at the bottom of the mystery.

For some moments the hermit was silent, then in a constrained voice he said slowly  

Because revenge burns fiercely in my breast. I have striven to crush it, but cannot. I fear to meet him lest I kill him.

Has he, then, done you such foul wrong?

Ay, he has cruelly  fiendishly  done the worst he could. He robbed me of my only child  but I may not talk of it. The unholy desire for vengeance burns more fiercely when I talk. Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord. My constant prayer is that I may not meet him. Good-night.

As the hermit thus put an abrupt end to the conversation he lay down and drew his blanket over him. Nigel followed his example, wondering at what he had heard, and in a few minutes their steady regular breathing told that they were both asleep. Then Baderoon advanced and counted the bamboo planks from the side towards the centre of the house. When looking between the heads of the people he had counted the same planks above. Standing under one he looked up, listened intently for a few seconds, and drew his kriss. The place was almost pitch dark, yet the blade caught a faint gleam from without, which it reflected on the pirates face as he thrust the long keen weapon swiftly, yet deliberately, between the bamboos.

A shriek, that filled those who heard it with a thrill of horror, rang out on the silent night. At the same moment a gush of warm blood poured over the murderers face before he could leap aside. Instant uproar and confusion burst out in the neighbourhood, and spread like wildfire until the whole town was aroused. When a light was procured and the people crowded into the hut where the strangers lay, Van der Kemp was found on his knees holding the hand of poor Babu, who was at his last gasp. A faint smile, that yet seemed to have something of gladness in it, flitted across his pale face as he raised himself, grasped the hermits hand and pressed it to his lips. Then the fearful drain of blood took effect and he fell back  dead.

One great convulsive sob burst from the hermit as he leaped up, drew his knife, and, with a fierce glare in his blue eyes, rushed out of the room.

Vengeance would indeed have been wreaked on Baderoon at that moment if the hermit had caught him, but, as might have been expected, the murderer was nowhere to be found. He was hid in the impenetrable jungle, which it was useless to enter in the darkness of night. When daybreak enabled the townspeople to undertake an organised search, no trace of him could be discovered.

Flight, personal safety, formed no part of the pirates plan. The guilty man had reached that state of depravity which, especially among the natives of that region, borders close on insanity. While the inhabitants of the village were hunting far a-field for him, Baderoon lay concealed among some lumber in rear of a hut awaiting his opportunity. It was not very long of coming.

Towards afternoon the various searching parties began to return, and all assembled in the market-place, where the chief man, with the hermit and his party, were assembled discussing the situation.

I will not now proceed until we have buried poor Babu, said Van der Kemp. Besides, Baderoon will be sure to return. I will meet him now.

I do not agree viz you, mine frond, said the professor. Zee man is not a fool zough he is a villain. He knows vat avaits him if he comes.

He will not come openly, returned the hermit, but he will not now rest till he has killed me.

Even as he spoke a loud shouting, mingled with shrieks and yells, was heard at the other end of the main street. The sounds of uproar appeared to approach, and soon a crowd of people was seen rushing towards the market-place, uttering cries of fear in which the word a-mok was heard. At the sound of that word numbers of people  specially women and children  turned and fled from the scene, but many of the men stood their ground, and all of them drew their krisses. Among the latter of course were the white men and their native companions.

We have already referred to that strange madness, to which the Malays seem to be peculiarly liable, during the paroxysms of which those affected by it rush in blind fury among their fellows, slaying right and left. From the terrified appearance of some of the approaching crowd and the maniac shouts in rear, it was evident that a man thus possessed of the spirit of amok was venting his fury on them.

Another minute and he drew near, brandishing a kriss that dripped with the gore of those whom he had already stabbed. Catching sight of the white men he made straight for them. He was possessed of only one eye, but that one seemed to concentrate and flash forth the fire of a dozen eyes, while his dishevelled hair and blood-stained face and person gave him an appalling aspect.

It is Baderoon! said Van der Kemp in a subdued but stern tone.

Nigel, who stood next to him, glanced at the hermit. His face was deadly pale; his eyes gleamed with a strange, almost unearthly light, and his lips were firmly compressed. With a sudden nervous motion, unlike his usually calm demeanour, he drew his long knife, and to Nigels surprise cast it away from him. At that moment a woman who came in the madmans way was stabbed by him to the heart and rent the air with her dying shriek as she fell. No one could have saved her, the act was so quickly done. Van der Kemp would have leaped to her rescue, but it was too late; besides, there was no need to do so now, for the maniac, recognising his enemy, rushed at him with a shout that sounded like a triumphant yell. Seeing this, and that his friend stood unarmed, as well as unmoved, regarding Baderoon with a fixed gaze, Nigel stepped a pace in advance to protect him, but Van der Kemp seized his arm and thrust him violently aside. Next moment the pirate was upon him with uplifted knife, but the hermit caught his wrist, and with a heave worthy of Samson hurled him to the ground, where he lay for a moment quite stunned.

Before he could recover, the natives, who had up to this moment held back, sprang upon the fallen man with revengeful yells, and a dozen knives were about to be buried in his breast when the hermit sprang forward to protect his enemy from their fury. But the man whose wife had been the last victim came up at the moment, and led an irresistible rush which bore back the hermit as well as his comrades, who had crowded round him, and in another minute the maniac was almost hacked to pieces.

I did not kill him  thank God! muttered Van der Kemp as he left the market-place, where the relatives of those who had been murdered were wailing over their dead.

After this event even the professor was anxious to leave the place, so that early next morning the party resumed their journey, intending to make a short stay at the next village. Failing to reach it that night, however, they were compelled to encamp in the woods. Fortunately they came upon a hill which, although not very high, was sufficiently so, with the aid of watch-fires, to protect them from tigers. From the summit, which rose just above the tree-tops, they had a magnificent view of the forest. Many of the trees were crowned with flowers among which the setting sun shone for a brief space with glorious effulgence.

Van der Kemp and Nigel stood together apart from the others, contemplating the wonderful scene.

What must be the dwelling-place of the Creator Himself when his footstool is so grand? said the hermit in a low voice.

That is beyond mortal ken, said Nigel.

True  true. Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor mind conceived it. Yet, methinks, the glory of the terrestrial was meant to raise our souls to the contemplation of the celestial.

And yet how signally it has failed in the case of Baderoon, returned Nigel, with a furtive glance at the hermit, whose countenance had quite recovered its look of quiet simple dignity. Would it be presumptuous if I were to ask why it is that this pirate had such bitter enmity against you?

It is no secret, answered the hermit, in a sad tone. The truth is, I had discovered some of his nefarious plans, and more than once have been the means of preventing his intended deeds of violence  as in the case of the Dyaks whom we have so lately visited. Besides, the man had done me irreparable injury, and it is one of the curious facts of human experience that sometimes those who injure us hate us because they have done so.

May I venture to ask for a fuller account of the injury he did you? said Nigel with some hesitancy.

For some moments the hermit did not answer. He was evidently struggling with some suppressed feeling. Turning a look full upon his young friend, he at length spoke in a low sad voice  

I have never mentioned my grief to mortal man since that day when it pleased God to draw a cloud of thickest darkness over my life. But, Nigel, there is that in you which encourages confidence. I confess that more than once I have been tempted to tell you of my grief  for human hearts crave intelligent sympathy. My faithful servant and friend Moses is, no doubt, intensely sympathetic, but  but  well, I cannot understand, still less can I explain, why I shrink from making a confidant of him. Certainly it is not because of his colour, for I hold that the souls of men are colourless!

I need not trouble you with the story of my early life, continued the hermit. I lost my dear wife a year after our marriage, and was left with a little girl whose lovely face became more and more like that of her mother every day she lived. My soul was wrapped up in the child. After three years I went with her as a passenger to Batavia. On the way we were attacked by a couple of pirate junks. Baderoon was the pirate captain. He killed many of our men, took some of us prisoners, sank the vessel, seized my child, and was about to separate us, putting my child into one junk while I was retained, bound, in the other.

He paused, and gazed over the glowing tree-tops into the golden horizon, with a longing, wistful look. At the same time something like an electric shock passed through Nigels frame, for was not this narrative strangely similar in its main features to that which his own father had told him on the Keeling Islands about beautiful little Kathleen Holbein and her father? He was on the point of seizing the hermit by the hand and telling him what he knew, when the thought occurred that attacks by pirates were common enough in those seas, that other fathers might have lost daughters in this way, and that, perhaps, his suspicion might be wrong. It would be a terrible thing, he thought, to raise hope in his poor friends breast unless he were pretty sure of the hope being well founded. He would wait and hear more. He had just come to this conclusion, and managed to subdue the feelings which had been aroused, when Van der Kemp turned to him again, and continued his narrative  

I know not how it was, unless the Lord gave me strength for a purpose as he gave it to Samson of old, but when I recovered from the stinging blow I had received, and saw the junk hoist her sails and heard my child scream, I felt the strength of a lion come over me; I burst the bonds that held me and leaped into the sea, intending to swim to her. But it was otherwise ordained. A breeze which had sprung up freshened, and the junk soon left me far behind. As for the other junk, I never saw it again, for I never looked back or thought of it  only, as I left it, I heard a mocking laugh from the one-eyed villain, who, I afterwards found out, owned and commanded both junks.

Nigel had no doubt now, but the agitation of his feelings still kept him silent.

Need I say, continued the hermit, that revenge burned fiercely in my breast from that day forward? If I had met the man soon after that, I should certainly have slain him. But God mercifully forbade it. Since then He has opened my eyes to see the Crucified One who prayed for His enemies. And up till now I have prayed most earnestly that Baderoon and I might not meet. My prayer has not been answered in the way I wished, but a better answer has been granted, for the sin of revenge was overcome within me before we met.

Van der Kemp paused again.

Go on, said Nigel, eagerly. How did you escape?

Escape! Where was I  Oh! I remember, said the hermit, awaking as if out of a dream Well, I swam after the junk until it was out of sight, and then I swam on in silent despair until so completely exhausted that I felt consciousness leaving me. Then I knew that the end must be near and I felt almost glad; but when I began to sink, the natural desire to prolong life revived, and I struggled on. Just as my strength began a second time to fail, I struck against something. It was a dead cocoa-nut tree. I laid hold of it and clung to it all that night. Next morning I was picked up by some fishermen who were going to Telok Betong by the outer passage round Sebesi Island, and were willing to land me there. But as my business connections had been chiefly with the town of Anjer, I begged of them to land me on the island of Krakatoa. This they did, and it has been my home ever since. I have been there many years.

Have you never seen or heard of your daughter since? asked Nigel eagerly, and with deep sympathy.

Never  I have travelled far and near, all over the archipelago; into the interior of the islands, great and small, but have failed to find her. I have long since felt that she must be dead  for  for she could not live with the monsters who stole her away.

A certain contraction of the mouth, as he said this, and a gleam of the eyes, suggested to Nigel that revenge was not yet dead within the hermits breast, although it had been overcome.

What was her name? asked Nigel, willing to gain time to think how he ought to act, and being afraid of the effect that the sudden communication of the news might have on his friend.

Winnie  darling Winnie  after her mother, said the hermit with deep pathos in his tone.

A feeling of disappointment came over our hero. Winnie bore not the most distant resemblance to Kathleen!

Did you ever, during your search, asked Nigel slowly, visit the Cocos-Keeling Islands?

Never. They are too far from where the attack on us was made.

And you never heard of a gun-boat having captured a pirate junk and  

Why do you ask, and why pause? said the hermit, looking at his friend in some surprise.

Nigel felt that he had almost gone too far.

Well, you know he replied in some confusion, you  you are right when you expect me to sympathise with your great sorrow, which I do most profoundly, and  and  in short, I would give anything to be able to suggest hope to you, my friend. Men should never give way to despair.

Thank you. It is kindly meant, returned the hermit, looking at the youth with his sad smile. But it is vain. Hope is dead now.

They were interrupted at this point by the announcement that supper was ready. At the same time the sun sank, like the hermits hope, and disappeared beyond the dark forest.




Chapter XX.

NIGEL MAKES A CONFIDANT OF MOSES  UNDERTAKES A LONELY WATCH AND SEES SOMETHING WONDERFUL.

It was not much supper that Nigel Roy ate that night. The excitement resulting from his supposed discovery reduced his appetite seriously, and the intense desire to open a safety-valve in the way of confidential talk with some one induced a nervously absent disposition which at last attracted attention.

You vant a goot dose of kvinine, remarked Verkimier, when, having satiated himself, he found time to think of others  not that the professor was selfish by any means, only he was addicted to concentration of mind on all work in hand, inclusive of feeding.

The hermit paid no attention to anything that was said. His recent conversation had given vent to a flood of memories and feelings that had been pent up for many years.

After supper Nigel resolved to make a confidant of Moses. The negros fidelity to and love for his master would ensure his sympathy at least, if not wise counsel.

Moses, he said, when the professor had raised himself to the seventh heaven by means of tobacco fumes, come with me. I want to have a talk.

Das what Is allers wantin, Massa Nadgel; talkins my strong point if I hab a strong point at all.

They went together to the edge of a cliff on the hill-top, whence they could see an almost illimitable stretch of tropical wilderness bathed in a glorious flood of moonlight, and sat down.

On a neighbouring cliff, which was crowned with a mass of grasses and shrubs, a small monkey also sat down, on a fallen branch, and watched them with pathetic interest, tempered, it would seem, by cutaneous irritation.

Moses, I am sorely in need of advice, said Nigel, turning suddenly to his companion with ill-suppressed excitement.

Well, Massa Nadgel, you does look like it, but Im sorry I aint a doctor. Praps de purfesser would help you better nor me.

You misunderstand me. Can you keep a secret, Moses?

I kin try  if  if hes not too diffikilt to keep.

Well, then; listen.

The negro opened his eyes and his mouth as if these were the chief orifices for the entrance of sound, and advanced an ear. The distant monkey, observing, apparently, that some unusual communication was about to be made, also stretched out its little head, cocked an ear, and suspended its other operations.

Then, in low earnest tones, Nigel told Moses of his belief that Van der Kemps daughter might yet be alive and well, and detailed the recent conversation he had had with his master.

Now, Moses; what d ye think of all that?

Profundity unfathomable sat on the negros sable brow as he replied, Massa Nadgel, I dont bery well know what to tink.

But remember, Moses, before we go further, that I tell you all this in strict confidence; not a word of it must pass your lips.

The awful solemnity with which Nigel sought to impress this on his companion was absolutely trifling compared with the expression of that companions countenance, as, with a long-drawn argumentative and remonstrative Oh! he replied: Massa  Nadgel. Does you really tink I would say or do any mortal ting watsumiver as would injure my massa?

Im sure, you would not, returned Nigel, quickly. Forgive me, Moses, I merely meant that you would have to be very cautious  very careful  that you do not let a word slip  by accident, you know. I believe youd sooner die than do an intentional injury to Van der Kemp. If I thought you capable of that, I think I would relieve my feelings by giving you a good thrashing.

The listening monkey cocked its ear a little higher at this, and Moses, who had at first raised his flat nose indignantly in the air, gradually lowered it, while a benignant smile supplanted indignation.

Youre right dere, Massa Nadgel. Id die a tousand times sooner dan injure massa. As to your last obserwation, it rouses two idees in my mind. First, I wonder how youd manidge to gib me a trashin, an second, I wonder if your own moder would rikognise you arter youd tried it.

At this the monkey turned its other ear as if to make quite sure that it heard aright. Nigel laughed shortly.

But seriously, Moses, he continued; what do you think I should do? Should I reveal my suspicions to Van der Kemp?

Cernly not! answered the negro with prompt decision. What! wake up all his old hopes to hab em all dashed to bits praps when you find dat yous wrong!

But I feel absolutely certain that Im not wrong! returned Nigel, excitedly. Consider  there is, first, the one-eyed pirate; second, there is

Scuse me, Massa Nadgel, deres no occasion to go all ober it again. Ill tell you what you do.

Well? exclaimed Nigel, anxiously, while his companion frowned savagely under the force of the thoughts that surged through his brain.

Heres what youll do, said Moses.

Well? (impatiently, as the negro paused.)

Were on our way home to Krakatoa.

Yes  well?

One ob our men leabes us to-morrer  goes to is home on de coast. Kitch one ob de steamers dats allers due about dis time.

Well, what of that?

What ob dat! why, youll write a letter to your fadder. Itll go by de steamer to Batavia. He gits it long before we gits home, so deres plenty time for im to take haction.

But what good will writing to my father do? asked Nigel in a somewhat disappointed tone. He cant help us.

Ho yes, he can, said Moses with a self-satisfied nod. See here, Ill tell you what to write. You begin, Dear fadder  or Dearest fadder  Is not quite sure ob de strengt ob your affection. Praps de safest way  .

Oh! get on, Moses. Never mind that.

Ho! its all bery well for you to say dat, but de ole genlemanll mind it. Howsever, put it as you tink best Dear fadder, victual your ship; up anchor; hois de sails, an steer for de Cocos-Keelin Islands. Go ashore; git hold ob de young ooman called Katleen Hobbleben

Holbein, Moses.

What! is she Moses too?

No, no! get on, man.

Well, Dearest fadder, git a hold ob her, whateber her name is, an carry her off body and soul, an whateber else blongs to her. Take her to de town ob Anjer an wait dere for furder orders. Ob course for de windin up o de letter you must appeal agin to de state ob your affections, for, as

Not a bad idea, exclaimed Nigel. Why, Moses, youre a genius! Of course Ill have to explain a little more fully.

Splain what you please, said Moses. My business is to gib you de bones ob de letter; yours  bein a scholar  is to clove it wid flesh.

Ill do it, Moses, at once.

I should like, rejoined Moses, with a tooth-and-gum-disclosing smile, to see your fadder when he gits dat letter!

The picture conjured up by his vivid imagination caused the negro to give way to an explosive laugh that sent the eavesdropping monkey like a brown thunderbolt into the recesses of its native jungle, while Nigel went off to write and despatch the important letter.

Next day the party arrived at another village, where, the report of their approach having preceded them, they were received with much ceremony  all the more that the professors power with the rifle had been made known, and that the neighbourhood was infested by tigers.

There can be little doubt that at this part of the journey the travellers must have been dogged all the way by tigers, and it was matter for surprise that so small a party should not have been molested. Possibly the reason was that these huge members of the feline race were afraid of white faces, being unaccustomed to them, or, perchance, the appearance and vigorous stride of even a few stalwart and fearless men had intimidated them. Whatever the cause, the party reached the village without seeing a single tiger, though their footprints were observed in many places.

The wild scenery became more and more beautiful as this village was neared.

Although flowers as a rule were small and inconspicuous in many parts of the great forest through which they passed, the rich pink and scarlet of many of the opening leaves, and the autumn-tinted foliage which lasts through all seasons of the year, fully made up for the want of them  at least as regards colour, while the whole vegetation was intermingled in a rich confusion that defies description.

The professor went into perplexed raptures, his mind being distracted by the exuberant wealth of subjects which were presented to it all at the same time.

Look zere! he cried, at one turning in the path which opened up a new vista of exquisite beauty look at zat!

Ay, it is a Siamang ape  next in size to the orang-utan, said Van der Kemp, who stood at his friends elbow.

The animal in question was a fine full-grown specimen, with long jet-black glancing hair. Its height might probably have been a few inches over three feet, and the stretch of its arms over rather than under five feet, but at the great height at which it was seen  not less than eighty feet  it looked much like an ordinary monkey. It was hanging in the most easy nonchalant way by one hand from the branch of a tree, utterly indifferent to the fact that to drop was to die!

The instant the Siamang observed the travellers it set up a loud barking howl which made the woods resound, but it did not alter its position or seem to be alarmed in any degree.

Vat a straordinary noise! remarked the professor.

It is indeed, returned the hermit, and it has an extraordinary appliance for producing it. There is a large bag under its throat extending to its lips and cheeks which it can fill with air by means of a valve in the windpipe. By expelling this air in sudden bursts it makes the varied sounds you hear.

Mos vonderful! A sort of natural air-gun! I vill shoot it, said the professor, raising his deadly rifle, and there is no doubt that the poor Siamang would have dropped in another moment if Van der Kemp had not quietly and gravely touched his friends elbow just as the explosion took place.

Hah! you tooched me! exclaimed the disappointed naturalist, looking fiercely round, while the amazed ape sent forth a bursting crack of its air-gun as it swung itself into the tree-top and made off.

Yes, I touched you, and if you will shoot when I am so close to you, you cannot wonder at it  especially when you intend to take life uselessly. The time now at the disposal of my friend Nigel Roy will not permit of our delaying long enough to kill and preserve large specimens. To say truth, my friend, we must press on now, as fast as we can, for we have a very long way to go.

Verkimier was not quite pleased with this explanation, but there was a sort of indescribable power about the hermit, when he was resolved to have his way, that those whom he led found it impossible to resist.

On arriving at the village they were agreeably surprised to find a grand banquet, consisting chiefly of fruit, with fowl, rice, and Indian corn, spread out for them in the Balai or public hall, where also their sleeping quarters were appointed. An event had recently occurred, however, which somewhat damped the pleasure of their reception. A young man had been killed by a tiger. The brute had leaped upon him while he and a party of lads were traversing a narrow path through the jungle, and had killed him with one blow of its paw. The other youths courageously rushed at the beast with their spears and axes, and, driving it off, carried the body of their comrade away.

We have just buried the young man, said the chief of the village, and have set a trap for the tiger, for he will be sure to visit the grave.

My friends would like to see this trap, said the hermit, who, of course, acted the part of interpreter wherever they went, being well acquainted with most of the languages and dialects of the archipelago.

There will yet be daylight after you have finished eating, said the chief.

Although anxious to go at once to see this trap, they felt the propriety of doing justice to what had been provided for them, and sat down to their meal, for which, to say truth, they were quite ready.

Then they went with a large band of armed natives to see this curious tiger-trap, the bait of which was the grave of a human being!

The grave was close to the outskirts of the village, and, on one side, the jungle came up to within a few yards of it. The spot was surrounded by a strong and high bamboo fence, except at one point where a narrow but very conspicuous opening had been left. Here a sharp spear was so arranged beside the opening that it could be shot across it at a point corresponding with the height of a tigers heart from the ground  as well, at least, as that point could be estimated by men who were pretty familiar with tigers. The motive power to propel this spear was derived from a green bamboo, so strong that it required several powerful men to bend it in the form of a bow. A species of trigger was arranged to let the bent bow fly, and a piece of fine cord passed from this across the opening about breast-high for a tiger. The intention was that the animal, in entering the enclosure, should become its own executioner  should commit unintentional suicide, if we may so put it.

I have an ambition to shoot a tiger, said Nigel to Van der Kemp that evening. Do you think the people would object to my getting up into a tree with my rifle and watching beside the grave part of the night?

I am sure that they would not. But your watch will probably be in vain, for tigers are uncommonly sagacious creatures and seem to me to have exceptional powers for scenting danger.

No matter, I will try.

Accordingly, a little before dark that evening our hero borrowed the professors double-barrelled rifle, being more suitable for large game than his own gun, and sauntered with Moses down to the grave where he ensconced himself in the branches of a large tree about thirty feet from the ground. The form of the tree was such, that among its forks Nigel could form a sort of nest in which he could sit, in full view of the poor youths grave, without the risk of falling to the ground even if he should chance to drop asleep.

Good-night, massa Nadgel, said Moses as he turned to leave his companion to his solitary vigil. See you not go to sleep.

No fear of that! said Nigel.

An whateber you do, dont miss.

Ill do my best  Good-night.

While there was yet a little daylight, our hunter looked well about him; took note of the exact position of the fence, the entrance to the enclosure, and the grave; judged the various distances of objects, and arranged the sights of the rifle, which was already loaded with a brace of hardened balls. Then he looked up through the tree-tops and wished for darkness.

It came sooner than he expected. Night always descends more suddenly in tropical than in temperate regions. The sun had barely dipped below the horizon when night seemed to descend like a pall over the jungle, and an indescribable sensation of eerieness crept over Nigels spirit. Objects became very indistinct, and he fancied that he saw something moving on the newly-made grave. With a startled feeling he grasped his weapon, supposing that the tiger must have entered the enclosure with cat-like stealth. On second thoughts, however, he discarded the idea, for the entrance was between him and the grave, and still seemed quite visible. Do what he would, however, the thought of ghosts insisted on intruding upon him! He did not believe in ghosts  oh no!  had always scouted the idea of their existence. Why, therefore, did he feel uncomfortable? He could not tell. It must simply be the excitement natural to such a very new and peculiar situation. He would think of something else. He would devote his mind to the contemplation of tigers! In a short time the moon would rise, he knew  then he would be able to see better.

While he was in this very uncomfortable state of mind, with the jungle wrapped in profound silence as well as gloom, there broke on the night air a wail so indescribable that the very marrow in Nigels bones seemed to shrivel up. It ceased, but again broke forth louder than before, increasing in length and strength, until his ears seemed to tingle with the sound, and then it died away to a sigh of unutterable woe.

I have always, muttered Nigel, believed myself to be a man of ordinary courage, but now  I shall write myself a coward, if not an ass!

He attempted to laugh at this pleasantry, but the laugh was hollow and seemed to freeze in his gullet as the wail broke forth again, ten times more hideous than at first. After a time the wail became more continuous, and the watcher began to get used to it. Then a happy thought flashed into his mind  this was, perhaps, some sort of mourning for the dead! He was right. The duty of the father of the poor youth who had been killed was, for several days after the funeral, to sit alone in his house and chant from sunset till daybreak a death-dirge, or, as it is called, the Tjerita bari. It was not till next day that this was told to him, but meanwhile the surmise afforded him instantaneous relief.

As if nature sympathised with his feelings, the moon arose at the same time and dispelled the thick darkness, though it was not till much later that, sailing across a clear sky, she poured her bright beams through the tree-tops and finally rested on the dead mans grave.

By that time Nigel had quite recovered his equanimity, and mentally blotted out the writing of coward and ass which he had written against himself. But another trouble now assailed him. He became sleepy! Half-a-dozen times at least within half-an-hour he started wide awake under the impression that he was falling off the tree.

This will never do, he exclaimed, rising to his feet, resting his rifle in a position of safety, and then stretching himself to his utmost extent so that he became thoroughly awake. After this rouser, as he called it, he sat down again, and almost immediately fell fast asleep.

How long he sat in this condition it is impossible to say, but he opened his eyes at length with an indescribable sensation that something required attention, and the first thing they rested on (for daylight was dawning) was an enormous tiger not forty yards away from him, gliding like a shadow and with cat-like stealth towards the opening of the enclosure. The sight was so sudden and so unexpected that, for the moment, he was paralysed. Perhaps he thought it was a dream. Before he could recover presence of mind to seize his rifle, the breast of the animal had touched the fatal line; the trigger was drawn; the stout bamboo straightened with a booming sound, and the spear  or, rather, the giant arrow  was shot straight through the tigers side!

Then occurred a scene which might well have induced Nigel to imagine that he dreamt, for the transfixed creature bounded into the enclosure with a terrific roar that rang fearfully through the arches of the hitherto silent forest. Rushing across the grave, it sprang with one tremendous bound right over the high fence, carrying the spear along with it into the jungle beyond.

By that time Nigel was himself again, with rifle in hand, but too late to fire. The moment he heard the thud of the tigers descent, he slid down the tree, and, forgetful or regardless of danger, went crashing into the jungle, while the yells and shouts of hundreds of aroused natives suggested the peopling of the region with an army of fiends.

But our hero had not to go far. In his haste he almost tumbled over the tiger. It was lying stone dead on the spot where it had fallen!

A few minutes more and the natives came pouring round him, wild with excitement and joy. Soon he was joined by his own comrades.

Well, youve managed to shoot him, I see, said Van der Kemp as he joined the group.

Alas! no. I have not fired a shot, said Nigel, with a half disappointed look.

Yous got de better ob him anyhow, remarked Moses as he pushed to the front.

The spear got the better of him, Moses.

Veil now, zat is a splendid animal. Lat me see, said the professor, pulling out his tape-measure.

It was with difficulty that the man of science made and noted his measurements, for the people were pressing eagerly round the carcase to gratify their revenge by running their spears into the still warm body. They dipped the points in the blood and passed their krisses broadside over the creature that they might absorb the courage and boldness which were supposed to emanate from it! Then they skinned it, and pieces of the heart and brain were eaten raw by some of those whose relatives had been killed by tigers. Finally the skull was hacked to pieces for the purpose of distributing the teeth, which are used by the natives as charms.




Chapter XXI.

IN WHICH THE PROFESSOR DISTINGUISHES HIMSELF.

Leaving this village immediately after the slaying of the tiger, the party continued to journey almost by forced marches, for not only was Nigel Roy very anxious to keep tryst with his father, and to settle the question of Kathleens identity by bringing father and daughter together, but Van der Kemp himself, strange to say, was filled with intense and unaccountable anxiety to get back to his island home.

I dont know how it is, he said to Nigel as they walked side by side through the forest, followed by Moses and the professor, who had become very friendly on the strength of a certain amount of vacant curiosity displayed by the former in regard to scientific matters I dont know how it is, but I feel an unusually strong desire to get back to my cave. I have often been absent from home for long periods at a time, but have never before experienced these strange longings. I say strange, because there is no such thing as an effect without a cause.

May not the cause be presentiment? suggested Nigel, who, knowing what a tremendous possibility for the hermit lay in the future, felt a little inclined to be superstitious. It did not occur to him just then that an equally, if not more, tremendous possibility lay in the future for himself  touching his recent discovery or suspicion!

I do not believe in presentiments, returned the hermit. They are probably the result of indigestion or a disordered intellect, from neither of which complaints do I suffer  at least not consciously!

But you have never before left home in such peculiar circumstances, said Nigel. Have you not told me that this is the first time for about two hundred years that Krakatoa has broken out in active eruption?

True, but that cannot be to me the cause of longings or anxieties, for I have seen many a long-dormant crater become active without any important result either to me or to any one else.

Stop, stop! cried Professor Verkimier in a hoarse whisper at that moment; look! look at zee monkeys!

Monkeys are very abundant in Sumatra, but the nest of them which the travellers discovered at that time, and which had called forth the professors admiration, was enough  as Moses said  to make a renocerus laugh. The trees around absolutely swarmed with monkeys; those of a slender form and with very long tails being most numerous. They were engaged in some sort of game, swinging by arms, legs, and tails from branches, holding on to or chasing each other, and taking the most astonishing leaps in circumstances where a slip would have no doubt resulted in broken limbs or in death.

Stand still! Oh! do stand still  like you vas petrivied, said the professor in a low voice of entreaty.

Being quite willing to humour him, the whole party stood immovable, like statues, and thus avoided attracting the attention of the monkeys, who continued their game. It seemed to be a sort of follow my leader, for one big strong fellow led off with a bound from one branch to another which evidently tried the nerves of his more timid and less agile companions. They all succeeded, however, from the largest even to the smallest  which last was a very tiny creature with a pink face, a sad expression, and a corkscrew tail.

For a time they bounded actively among the branches, now high now low, till suddenly the big leader took a tremendous leap, as if for the express purpose of baffling or testing his companions. It was immensely amusing to see the degrees of trepidation with which the others followed. The last two seemed quite unable to make up their minds to the leap, until the others seemed about to disappear, when one of them took heart and bounded wildly across. Thus little pink-face with the corkscrew tail was left alone! Twice did that little monkey make a desperate resolution to jump, and twice did its little heart fail as it measured the distance between the branches and glanced at the abyss below. Its companions seemed to entertain a feeling of pity for it. Numbers of them came back, as if to watch the jump and encourage the little one. A third time it made an abortive effort to spring, and looked round pitifully, whereupon Moses gave vent to an uncontrollable snort of suppressed laughter.

Vat you mean by zat? growled the professor angrily.

The growl and snort together revealed the intruders, and all the monkeys, except pink-face, crowding the trees above the spot where they stood, gazed down upon them with expressions in which unparalleled indignation and inconceivable surprise struggled for the mastery.

Then, with a wild shriek, the whole troop fled into the forest.

This was too much for poor, half-petrified pink-face with the twisted tail. Seeing that its comrades were gone in earnest, it became desperate, flung itself frantically into the air with an agonising squeak, missed its mark, went crashing through the slender branches and fell to the ground.

Fortunately these branches broke its fall so that it arose unhurt, bounded into a bush, still squeaking with alarm, and made after its friends.

Why did you not shoot it, professor? asked Nigel, laughing as much at Verkimiers grave expression as at the little monkeys behaviour.

Vy did I not shot it? echoed the professor. I vould as soon shot a baby. Zee pluck of zat leetle creature is admirable. It vould be a horrible shame to take his life. No! I do love to see ploock vezer in man or beast! He could not shoomp zat. He knew he could not shoomp it, but he tried to shoomp it. He vould not be beat, an I vould not kill him  zough I vant im very mooch for a specimen.

It seemed as if the professor was to be specially rewarded for his generous self-denial on this occasion, for while he was yet speaking, a soft hush! from Van der Kemp caused the whole party to halt in dead silence and look at the hermit inquiringly.

You are in luck, professor, he murmured, in a soft, low voice  very different from that hissing whisper which so many people seem to imagine is an inaudible utterance. I see a splendid Argus pheasant over there making himself agreeable to his wife!

Vare? oh! vare? exclaimed the enthusiast with blazing eyes, for although he had already seen and procured specimens of this most beautiful creature, he had not yet seen it engage in the strange love-dance  if we may so call it  which is peculiar to the bird.

Youll never get near enough to see it if you hiss like a serpent, said the hermit. Get out your binoculars, follow me, and hold your tongue, all of you  that will be the safest plan. Tread lightly.

It was a sight to behold the professor crouching almost double in order to render himself less conspicuous, with his hat pushed back, and the blue glasses giving him the appearance of a great-eyed seal. He carried his butterfly-net in one hand, and the unfailing rifle in the other.

Fortunately the hermits sharp and practised eye had enabled him to distinguish the birds in the distance before their advance had alarmed them, so that they were able to reach a mound topped with low bushes over which they could easily watch the birds.

Zat is very koorious an most interesting, murmured the professor after a short silence.

He was right. There were two Argus pheasants, a male and female  the male alone being decorated superbly. The Argus belongs to the same family as the peacock, but is not so gaudy in colouring, and therefore, perhaps, somewhat more pleasing. Its tail is formed chiefly by an enormous elongation of the two tail quills, and of the secondary wing feathers, no two of which are exactly the same, and the closer they are examined the greater is seen to be the extreme beauty of their markings, and the rich varied harmony of their colouring.

When a male Argus wishes to show off his magnificence to his spouse  or when she asks him to show it off, we know not which  he makes a circle in the forest some ten or twelve feet in diameter, which he clears of every leaf, twig, and branch. On the margin of this circus there is invariably a projecting branch, or overarching root a few feet above the ground, on which the female takes her place to watch the exhibition. This consists of the male strutting about, pluming his feathers, and generally displaying his gorgeous beauty.

Vat ineffable vanity! exclaimed the professor, after gazing for some time in silence.

His own folly in thus speaking was instantly proved by the two birds bringing the exhibition to an abrupt close and hastily taking wing.

Not long after seeing this they came to a small but deep and rapid river, which for a time checked their progress, for there was no ford, and the porters who carried Verkimiers packages seemed to know nothing about a bridge, either natural or artificial. After wandering for an hour or so along its banks, however, they found a giant tree which had fallen across the stream and formed a natural bridge.

On the other side of the stream the ground was more rugged and the forest so dense that they had to walk in a sort of twilight  only a glimpse of blue sky being visible here and there through the tree-tops. In some places, however, there occurred bright little openings which swarmed with species of metallic tiger-beetles and sand-bees, and where sulphur, swallow-tailed, and other butterflies sported their brief life away over the damp ground by the waters edge.

The native forest path which they followed was little better than a tunnel cut through a grove of low rattan-palms, the delicate but exceedingly tough tendrils of which hung down in all directions. These were fringed with sharp hooks which caught their clothing and tore it, or held on unrelentingly, so that the only way of escape was to step quietly back and unhook themselves. This of itself would have rendered their progress slow as well as painful, but other things tended to increase the delay. At one place they came to a tree about seven feet in diameter which lay across the path and had to be scrambled over, and this was done with great difficulty. At another, a gigantic mud-bath  the wallowing hole of a herd of elephants  obstructed the way, and a yell from one of the porters told that in attempting to cross it he had fallen in up to the waist. A comrade in trying to pull him out also fell in and sank up to the armpits. But they got over it  as resolute men always do  somehow!

Zis is horrible! exclaimed the professor, panting from his exertions, and making a wild plunge with his insect-net at some living creature. Hah! zee brute! I have im.

The man of science was flat on his stomach as he spoke, with arm outstretched and the net pressed close to the ground, while a smile of triumph beamed through the mud and scratches on his face.

What have you got? asked Nigel, doing his best to restrain a laugh.

A splendid Ornitoptera a day-flying moss, said Verkimier as he cautiously rose, vich mimics zee Trepsichrois mulciber. Ant zis very morning I caught von Leptocircus virescens, vich derives protection from mimicking zee habits ant appearance of a dragon-fly.

What rubbish dat purfesser do talk! remarked Moses in an undertone to the hermit as they moved on again.

Not such rubbish as it sounds to you, Moses. These are the scientific names of the creatures, and you know as well as he does that many creatures think they find it advantageous to pretend to be what they are not. Man himself is not quite free from this characteristic. Indeed, you have a little of it yourself, said the hermit with one of his twinkling glances. When you are almost terrified of your wits dont you pretend that theres nothing the matter with you?

Nebber, massa, nebber! answered the negro with remonstrative gravity. When Is nigh out ob my wits, sos my innards feels like nuffin but warmish water, I gits whitey-grey in de chops, so Is told, an blue in de lips, an I pretends nuffin  I dont care who sees it!

The track for some distance beyond this point became worse and worse. Then the nature of the ground changed somewhat  became more hilly, and the path, if such it could be styled, more rugged in some places, more swampy in others, while, to add to their discomfort, rain began to fall, and night set in dark and dismal without any sign of the village of which they were in search. By that time the porters who carried Verkimiers boxes seemed so tired that the hermit thought it advisable to encamp, but the ground was so wet and the leeches were so numerous that they begged him to go on, assuring him that the village could not be far distant. In another half-hour the darkness became intense, so that a man could scarcely see his fellow even when within two paces of him. Ominous mutterings and rumblings like distant thunder also were heard, which appeared to indicate an approaching storm. In these circumstances encamping became unavoidable, and the order was given to make a huge fire to scare away the tigers, which were known to be numerous, and the elephants whose fresh tracks had been crossed and followed during the greater part of the day. The track of a rhinoceros and a tapir had also been seen, but no danger was to be anticipated from those creatures.

Shall we have a stormy night, think you? asked Nigel, as he assisted in striking a light.

It may be so, replied the hermit, flinging down one after another of his wet matches, which failed to kindle. What we hear may be distant thunder, but I doubt it. The sounds seem to me more like the mutterings of a volcano. Some new crater may have burst forth in the Sumatran ranges. This thick darkness inclines me to think so  especially after the new activity of volcanic action we have seen so recently at Krakatoa. Let me try your matches, Nigel, perhaps they have escaped  mine are useless.

But Nigels matches were as wet as those of the hermit. So were those of the professor. Luckily Moses carried the old-fashioned flint and steel, with which, and a small piece of tinder, a spark was at last kindled, but as they were about to apply it to a handful of dry bamboo scrapings, an extra spirt of rain extinguished it. For an hour and more they made ineffectual attempts to strike a light. Even the cessation of the rain was of no avail.

Vat must ve do now? asked the professor in tones that suggested a wo-begone countenance, though there was no light by which to distinguish it.

Grin and bear it, said Nigel, in a voice suggestive of a slight expansion of the mouth  though no one could see it.

Deres nuffin else left to do, said Moses, in a tone which betrayed such a very wide expansion that Nigel laughed outright.

Hah! you may laugh, my yoong frond, hot if zee tigers find us out or zee elephants trample on us, your laughter vill be turned to veeping. Vat is zat? Is not zat vonderful?

The question and exclamation were prompted by the sudden appearance of faint mysterious lights among the bushes. That the professor viewed them as unfriendly lights was clear from the click of his rifle-locks which followed.

It is only phosphoric light, explained Van der Kemp. I have often seen it thus in electric states of the atmosphere. It will probably increase  meanwhile we must seat ourselves on our boxes and do the best we can till daylight. Are you there, boys?

This question, addressed to the bearers in their native tongue, was not answered, and it was found, on a feeling examination, that, in spite of leeches, tigers, elephants, and the whole animal creation, the exhausted porters had flung themselves on the wet ground and gone to sleep while their leaders were discussing the situation.

Dismal though the condition of the party was, the appearances in the forest soon changed the professors woe into eager delight, for the phosphorescence became more and more pronounced, until every tree-stem blinked with a palish green light, and it trickled like moonlight over the ground, bringing out thick dumpy mushrooms like domes of light. Glowing caterpillars and centipedes crawled about, leaving a trail of light behind them, and fireflies darting to and fro peopled the air and gave additional animation to the scene.

In the midst of the darkness, thus made singularly visible, the white travellers sat dozing and nodding on their luggage, while the cries of metallic-toned horned frogs and other nocturnal sounds peculiar to that weird forest formed their appropriate lullaby.

But Moses neither dozed nor nodded. With a pertinacity peculiarly his own he continued to play a running accompaniment to the lullaby with his flint and steel, until his perseverance was rewarded with a spark which caught on a dry portion of the tinder and continued to burn. By that time the phosphoric lights had faded, and his spark was the only one which gleamed through intense darkness.

How he cherished that spark! He wrapped it in swaddling clothes of dry bamboo scrapings with as much care as if it had been the essence of his life. He blew upon it tenderly as though to fan its delicate brow with the soft zephyrs of a fathers affection. Again he blew more vigorously, and his enormous pouting lips came dimly into view. Another blow and his flat nose and fat cheeks emerged from darkness. Still another  with growing confidence  and his huge eyes were revealed glowing with hope. At last the handful of combustible burst into a flame, and was thrust into a prepared nest of twigs. This, communicating with a heap of logs, kindled a sudden blaze which scattered darkness out of being, and converted thirty yards of the primeval forest into a chamber of glorious light, round which the human beings crowded with joy enhanced by the unexpectedness of the event, and before which the wild things of the wilderness fled away.

When daylight came at last, they found that the village for which they had been searching was only two miles beyond the spot where they had encamped.

Here, being thoroughly exhausted, it was resolved that they should spend that day and night, and, we need scarcely add, they spent a considerable portion of both in sleep  at least such parts of both as were not devoted to food. And here the professor distinguished himself in a way that raised him greatly in the estimation of his companions and caused the natives of the place to regard him as something of a demi-god. Of course we do not vouch for the truth of the details of the incident, for no one save himself was there to see, and although we entertained the utmost regard for himself, we were not sufficiently acquainted with his moral character to answer for his strict truthfulness. As to the main event, there was no denying that. The thing happened thus:  

Towards the afternoon of that same day the travellers began to wake up, stretch themselves, and think about supper. In the course of conversation it transpired that a tiger had been prowling about the village for some days, and had hitherto successfully eluded all attempts to trap or spear it. They had tethered a goat several times near a small pond and watched the spot from safe positions among the trees, with spears, bows and arrows, and blow-pipes ready, but when they watched, the tiger did not come, and when they failed to watch, the tiger did come and carried off the goat. Thus they had been baffled.

Mine frond, said the professor to the hermit on hearing this. I vill shot zat tiger! I am resolved. Vill you ask zee chief to show me zee place ant zen tell his people, on pain of def, not to go near it all night, for if zey do I vill certainly shot zem  by accident of course!

The hermit did as he was bid, but advised his sanguine friend against exposing himself recklessly. The chief willingly fell in with his wishes.

Wont you tell us what you intend to do, professor? asked Nigel, and let us help you.

No, I vill do it all by mineself  or die! I vill vant a shofel or a spade of some sort.

The chief provided the required implement, conducted his visitor a little before sunset to the spot, just outside the village, and left him there armed with his rifle, a revolver, and a long knife or kriss, besides the spade.

When alone, the bold man put off his glasses, made a careful inspection of the ground, came to a conclusion  founded on scientific data no doubt  as to the probable spot whence the tiger would issue from the jungle when about to seize the goat, and, just opposite that spot, on the face of a slope about ten yards from the goat, he dug a hole deep enough to contain his own person. The soil was sandy easy to dig, and quite dry. It was growing dusk when the professor crept into this rifle-pit, drew his weapons and the spade in after him, and closed the mouth of the pit with moist earth, leaving only a very small eye-hole through which he could see the goat standing innocently by the brink of the pool.

Now, said he, as he lay resting on his elbows with the rifle laid ready to hand and the revolver beside it; now, I know not vezer you can smell or not, but I have buried mineself in eart, vich is a non-conductor of smell. Ve shall see!

It soon became very dark, for there was no moon, yet not so dark but that the form of the goat could be seen distinctly reflected in the pond. Naturally the professors mind reverted to the occasion when Nigel had watched in the branches of a tree for another tiger. The conditions were different, and so, he thought, was the man!

Mine yoong frond, he said mentally, is brav, oondoubtedly, but his nerves have not been braced by experience like mine. It is vell, for zere is more dancher here zan in a tree. It matters not. I am resolf to shot zat tigre  or die!

In this resolute and heroic frame of mind he commenced his vigil.

It is curious to note how frequently the calculations of men fail them  even those of scientific men! The tiger came indeed to the spot, but he came in precisely the opposite direction from that which the watcher expected, so that while Verkimier was staring over the goats head at an opening in the jungle beyond the pond, the tiger was advancing stealthily and slowly through the bushes exactly behind the hole in which he lay.

Suddenly the professor became aware of something! He saw nothing consciously, he heard nothing, but there stole over him, somehow, the feeling of a dread presence!

Was he asleep? Was it nightmare? No, it was night-tiger! He knew it, somehow; he felt it  but he could not see it.

To face death is easy enough  according to some people  but to face nothing at all is at all times trying. Verkimier felt it to be so at that moment. But he was a true hero and conquered himself.

Come now, he said mentally, dont be an ass! Dont lose your shance by voomanly fears. Keep kviet.

Another moment and there was a very slight sound right over his head. He glanced upwards  as far as the little hole would permit  and there, not a foot from him, was a tawny yellow throat! with a tremendous paw moving slowly forward  so slowly that it might have suggested the imperceptible movement of the hour-hand of a watch, or of a glacier. There was indeed motion, but it was not perceptible.

The professors perceptions were quick. He did not require to think. He knew that to use the rifle at such close quarters was absolutely impossible. He knew that the slightest motion would betray him. He could see that as yet he was undiscovered, for the animals nose was straight for the goat, and he concluded that either his having buried himself was a safeguard against being smelt, or that the tiger had a cold in its head. He thought for one moment of bursting up with a yell that would scare the monster out of his seven senses  if he had seven  but dismissed the thought as cowardly, for it would be sacrificing success to safety. He knew not what to do, and the cold perspiration consequent upon indecision at a supreme moment broke out all over him. Suddenly he thought of the revolver!

Like lightning he seized it, pointed it straight up and fired. The bullet  a large army revolver one  entered the throat of the animal, pierced the root of the tongue, crashed through the palate obliquely, and entered the brain. The tiger threw one indescribable somersault and fell  fell so promptly that it blocked the mouth of the pit, all the covering earth of which had been blown away by the shot, and Verkimier could feel the hairy side of the creature, and hear the beating of its heart as it gasped its life away. But in his cramped position he could not push it aside. Well aware of the tenacity of life in tigers, he thought that if the creature revived it would certainly grasp him even in its dying agonies, for the weight of its body and its struggles were already crushing in the upper part of the hole.

To put an end to its sufferings and his own danger, he pointed the revolver at its side and again fired. The crash in the confined hole was tremendous  so awful that the professor thought the weapon must have burst. The struggles of the, tiger became more violent than ever, and its weight more oppressive as the earth crumbled away. Again the cold perspiration broke out all over the man, and he became unconscious.

It must not be supposed that the professors friends were unwatchful. Although they had promised not to disturb him in his operations, they had held themselves in readiness with rifle, revolver, and spear, and the instant the first shot was heard, they ran down to the scene of action. Before reaching it the second shot quickened their pace as they ran down to the pond  a number of natives yelling and waving torches at their heels.

Here he is, cried Moses, who was first on the scene, dead as mutton!

What! the professor? cried Nigel in alarm.

No; de tiger.

Wheres Verkimier? asked the hermit as he came up.

I dun know, massa, said Moses, looking round him vacantly.

Search well, men, and be quick, he may have been injured, cried Van der Kemp, seizing a torch and setting the example.

Let me out! came at that moment from what appeared to be the bowels of the earth, causing every one to stand aghast gazing in wonder around and on each other.

Zounds! vy dont you let me out? shouted the voice again.

There was an indication of a tendency to flight on the part of the natives, but Nigels asking Where are you? had the effect of inducing them to delay for the answer.

Here  oonder zee tigre! Kveek, I am suffocat!

Instantly Van der Kemp seized the animal by the tail, and, Avith a force worthy of Hercules, heaved it aside as if it had been a dead cat, revealing the man of science underneath  alive and well, but dishevelled, scratched, and soiled  also, as deaf as a door-post!




Chapter XXII.

A PYTHON DISCOVERED AND A GEYSER INTERVIEWED.

It never rains but it pours is a well-known proverb which finds, frequent illustration in the experience of almost every one. At all events Verkimier had reason to believe in the truth of it at that time, for adventures came down on him, as it were, in a sort of deluge, more or less astounding, insomuch that his enthusiastic spirit, bathing, if we may say so, in an ocean of scientific delight, pronounced Sumatra to be the very paradise of the student of nature.

We have not room in this volume to follow him in the details of his wonderful experiences, but we must mention one adventure which he had on the very day after the tiger-incident, because it very nearly had the effect of separating him from his travelling companions.

Being deaf, as we have said  owing to the explosion of his revolver in the hole  but not necessarily dumb, the professor, after one or two futile attempts to hear and converse, deemed it wise to go to bed and spend the few conscious minutes that might precede sleep in watching Van der Kemp, who kindly undertook to skin his tiger for him. Soon the self-satisfied man fell into a sweet infantine slumber, and dreamed of tigers, in which state he gave vent to sundry grunts, gasps, and half-suppressed cries, to the immense delight of Moses, who sat watching him, indulging in a running commentary suggestive of the recent event, and giving utterance now and then to a few imitative growls by way of enhancing the effect of the dreams!

Look! look! Massa Nadgel, hes twitchin all ober. De tigers comin to him now.

Looks like it, Moses.

Yes  an, see, he grip de volver  no, too soon, or de tigers goed away, for hes stopped twichin  dare; de tiger comes agin!

A gasp and clenching of the right hand seemed to warrant this assumption. Then a yell rang through the hut; Moses displayed all, and more than all his teeth, and the professor, springing up on one elbow, glared fearfully.

Int it awrful? inquired Moses in a low tone.

The professor awoke mentally, recognised the situation, smiled an imbecile smile, and sank back again on his pillow with a sigh of relief.

After that, when the skinning of the tiger was completed, the dreams appeared to leave him, and all his comrades joined him in the land of Nod. He was first to awake when daylight entered their hut the following morning, and, feeling in a fresh, quiescent state of mind after the excitement of the preceding night, he lay on his back, his eyes fixed contentedly on the grand tiger-skin which hung on the opposite wall.

By degrees his eyes grew wearied of that object, and he allowed them to travel languidly upwards and along the roof until they rested on the spot directly over his head, where they became fixed, and, at the same time, opened out to a glare, compared to which all his previous glaring was as nothing  for there, in the thatch, looking down upon him, was the angular head of a huge python. The snake was rolled up in a tight coil, and had evidently spent the night within a yard of the professors head! Being unable to make out what sort of snake it was, and fearing that it might be a poisonous one, he crept quietly from his couch, keeping his eyes fixed on the reptile as he did so. One result of this mode of action was that he did not see where he was going, and inadvertently thrust one finger into Moses right eye, and another into his open mouth. The negro naturally shut his mouth with a snap, while the professor opened his with a roar, and in another moment every man was on his feet blinking inquiringly.

Look! zee snake! cried the professor, when Moses released him.

We must get him out of that, remarked Van der Kemp, as he quietly made a noose with a piece of rattan, and fastened it to the end of a long pole. With the latter he poked the creature up, and, when it had uncoiled sufficiently, he slipped the noose deftly over its head.

Clear out, friends, he said, looking round.

All obeyed with uncommon promptitude except the professor, who valiantly stood his ground. Van der Kemp pulled the python violently down to the floor, where it commenced a tremendous scuffle among the chairs and posts. The hermit kept its head off with the pole, and sought to catch its tail, but failed twice. Seeing this the professor caught the tail as it whipped against his legs, and springing down the steps so violently that he snapped the cord by which the hermit held it, and drew the creature straight out  a thick monster full twelve feet long, and capable of swallowing a dog or a child.

Out of zee way! shouted the professor, making a wild effort to swing the python against a tree, but the tail slipped from his grasp, the professor fell, and the snake went crashing against a log, under which it took refuge.

Nigel, who was nearest to it, sprang forward, fortunately caught its tail, and, swinging it and himself round with such force that it could not coil up at all, dashed it against a tree. Before it could recover from the shock, Moses had caught up a hatchet and cut its head off with one blow. The tail wriggled for a few seconds, and the head gaped once or twice, as if in mild surprise at so sudden a finale.

Zat is strainch  very strainch, slowly remarked the professor, as, still seated on the ground, he solemnly noted these facts.

Not so very strange, after all, said Van der Kemp; Ive seen the head of many a bigger snake cut off at one blow.

Mine frond, you mistake me. It is zee vorking of physical law in zee spiritual vorld zat perplexes me. Moses has cut zee brute in two  physical fact, substance can be divided. Zee two parts are still alife, zerfore, zee life  zee spirit  has also been divided!

It is indeed very strange, said Nigel, with a laugh. Stranger still that you may cut a worm into several parts, and the life remains in each, but, strangest of all, that you should sit on the ground, professor, instead of rising up, while you philosophise. You are not hurt, I hope  are you?

I razer zink I am, returned the philosopher with a faint smile; mine onkle, I zink, is spraint.

This was indeed true, and it seemed as if the poor mans wanderings were to be, for a time at least, brought to an abrupt close. Fortunately it was found that a pony could be procured at that village, and, as they had entered the borders of the mountainous regions, and the roads were more open and passable than heretofore, it was resolved that the professor should ride until his ankle recovered.

We must now pass over a considerable portion of time and space, and convey the reader, by a forced march, to the crater of an active volcano. By that time Verkimiers ankle had recovered and the pony had been dismissed. The heavy luggage, with the porters, had been left in the low grounds, for the mountain they had scaled was over 10,000 feet above the sea-level. Only one native from the plain below accompanied them as guide, and three of their porters whose inquiring minds tempted them to make the ascent.

At about 10,000 feet the party reached what the natives called the dempo or edge of the volcano, whence they looked down into the sawah or ancient crater, which was a level space composed of brown soil surrounded by cliffs, and lying like the bottom of a cup 200 feet below them. It had a sulphurous odour, and was dotted here and there with clumps of heath and rhododendrons. In the centre of this was a cone which formed the true  or modern  crater. On scrambling up to the lip of the cone and looking down some 300 feet of precipitous rock they beheld what seemed to be a pure white lake set in a central basin of 200 feet in diameter. The surface of this lakelet smoked, and although it reflected every passing cloud as if it were a mirror, it was in reality a basin of hot mud, the surface of which was about thirty feet below its rim.

You will soon see a change come over it, said the hermit, as the party gazed in silent admiration at the weird scene.

He had scarcely spoken, when the middle of the lake became intensely black and scored with dark streaks. This, though not quite obvious at first from the point where they stood, was caused by the slow formation of a great chasm in the centre of the seething lake of mud. The lake was sinking into its own throat. The blackness increased. Then a dull sullen roar was heard, and next moment the entire lake upheaved, not violently, but in a slow, majestic manner some hundreds of feet into the air, whence it fell back into its basin with an awful roar which reverberated and echoed from the rocky walls of the caldron like the singing of an angry sea. An immense volume of steam  the motive power which had blown up the lake  was at the same time liberated and dissipated in the air.

The wave-circles died away on the margin of the lake, and the placid, cloud-reflecting surface was restored until the geyser had gathered fresh force for another upheaval.

Amazing! exclaimed Nigel, who had gazed with feelings of awe at this curious exhibition of the tremendous internal forces with which the Creator has endowed the earth.

Vonderful! exclaimed the professor, whose astonishment was such, that his eyebrows rose high above the rim of his huge blue binoculars.

Moses, to whom such an exhibition of the powers of nature was familiar, was, we are sorry to say, not much impressed, if impressed at all! Indeed he scarcely noticed it, but watched, with intense teeth-and-gum disclosing satisfaction, the faces of two of the native porters who had never seen anything of the kind before, and whose terrified expressions suggested the probability of a precipitate flight when their trembling limbs became fit to resume duty.

Will it come again soon? asked Nigel, turning to Van der Kemp.

Every fifteen or twenty minutes it goes through that process all day and every day, replied the hermit.

But, if I may joodge from zee stones ant scoriae around, said the professor, zee volcano is not alvays so peaceful as it is joost now.

You are right. About once in every three years, and sometimes oftener, the crops of coffee, bananas, rice, etc., in this region are quite destroyed by sulphur-rain, which covers everything for miles around the crater.

Hah! it vould be too hote a place zis for us, if zat vas to happin joost now, remarked Verkimier with a smile.

It cannot be far off the time now, I should think, said Yan der Kemp.

All this talk Moses translated, and embellished, to the native porters with the solemn sincerity of a true and thorough-paced hypocrite. He had scarcely finished, and was watching with immense delight the changeful aspect of their whitey-green faces, when another volcanic fit came on, and the deep-toned roar of the coming explosion was heard. It was so awesome that the countenance even of Van der Kemp became graver than usual. As for the two native porters, they gazed and trembled. Nigel and the professor also gazed with lively expectation. Moses  we grieve to record it  hugged himself internally, and gloated over the two porters.

Another moment and there came a mighty roar. Up went the mud-lake hundreds of feet into the air; out came the steam with the sound of a thousand trombones, and away went the two porters, head ever heels, down the outer slope of the cone and across the sawah as if the spirit of evil were after them.

There was no cause, however, for alarm. The mud-lake, falling back into its native cup, resumed its placid aspect and awaited its next upheaval with as much tranquillity as if it had never known disturbance in the past, and were indifferent about the future.

That evening our travellers encamped in close proximity to the crater, supped on fowls roasted in an open crevice whence issued steam and sulphurous smells, and slept with the geysers intermittent roar sounding in their ears and re-echoing in their dreams.




Chapter XXIII.

TELLS OF VOLCANIC FIRES AND A STRANGE RETURN HOME.

This tremendous introduction to volcanic fires was but the prelude to a period of eruptive action which has not been paralleled in the worlds history.

For a short time after this, indeed, the genial nature of the weather tended to banish from the minds of our travellers all thoughts of violence either in terrestrial or human affairs, and as the professor devoted himself chiefly to the comparatively mild occupation of catching and transfixing butterflies and beetles during the march southward, there seemed to be nothing in the wide universe above or below save peace and tranquillity  except, perhaps, in the minds of beetles and butterflies!

Throughout all this period, nevertheless, there were ominous growlings, grumblings, and tremors  faint but frequent  which indicated a condition of mother earth that could not have been called easy.

Some of the volcanoes of Java must be at work, I think, said Nigel one night, as the party sat in a small isolated wood-cutters hut discussing a supper of rice and fowls with his friends, which they were washing down with home-grown coffee.

It may be so, said Van der Kemp in a dubious tone; but the sounds, though faint, seem to me a good deal nearer. I cant help thinking that the craters which have so recently opened up in Krakatoa are still active, and that it may be necessary for me to shift my quarters, for my cave is little more, I suspect, than the throat of an ancient volcano.

Hah! say you so, mine frond? Zen I vould advise you to make no delay, said the professor, critically examining a well-picked drumstick. You see, it is not pleasant to be blown up eizer by the terrestrial eruptions of zee vorld or zee celestial explosions of your vife.  A leetle more rice, Moses if you please. Zanks.

Now, mine fronds, he continued, after having disposed of a supper which it might have taxed a volcanos throat to swallow, it is viz great sorrow zat I must part from you here.

Part! Why? asked the hermit in surprise.

Vy, because I find zis contrie is heaven upon eart. Zat is, of course, only in a scientific point of view. Zee voods are svarming, zee air is teeming, ant zee vaters are valloing vit life. I cannot tear myself avay. But ve shall meet again  at Telok Betong, or Krakatoa, or Anjer, or Batavia.

It was found that the man of science was also a man of decision. Nothing would persuade him to go a step further. The wood-cutters hut suited him, so did the wood-cutter himself, and so, as he said, did the region around him. With much regret, therefore, and an earnest invitation from the hermit to visit his cave, and range the almost unexplored woods of his island, the travellers parted from him; and our three adventurers, dismissing all attendants and hiring three ponies, continued their journey to the southern shores of Sumatra.

As they advanced it soon became evident that the scene of volcanic activity was not so far distant as the island of Java, for the air was frequently darkened by the falling of volcanic dust which covered the land with a greyish powder. As, however, at least sixteen volcanoes have been registered in the island of Sumatra, and there are probably many others, it was impossible to decide where the scene of eruption was that caused those signs.

One afternoon the travellers witnessed a catastrophe which induced them to forego all idea of spending more time in examining the country. They had arrived at a village where they found a traveller who appeared to be going about without any special object in view. He spoke English, but with a foreign accent. Nigel naturally felt a desire to become sociable with him, but he was very taciturn and evidently wished to avoid intercourse with chance acquaintances. Hearing that there were curious hot-water and mud springs not far off, the stranger expressed a desire to visit them. Nigel also felt anxious to see them, and as one guide was sufficient for the party the stranger joined the party and they went together.

The spot they were led to was evidently a mere crust of earth covering fierce subterranean fires. In the centre of it a small pond of mud was boiling and bubbling furiously, and round this, on the indurated clay, were smaller wells and craters full of boiling mud. The ground near them was obviously unsafe, for it bent under pressure like thin ice, and at some of the cracks and fissures the sulphurous vapour was so hot that the hand could not be held to it without being scalded.

Nigel and the stranger walked close behind the native guide, both, apparently, being anxious to get as near as possible to the central pond. But the guide stopped suddenly, and, looking back, said to Van der Kemp that it was not safe to approach nearer.

Nigel at once stopped, and, looking at the stranger, was struck by the wild, incomprehensible expression of his face as he continued to advance.

Stop! stop, sir! cried the hermit on observing this, but the man paid no attention to the warning.

Another instant and the crust on which he stood gave way and he sank into a horrible gulf from which issued a gust of sulphurous vapour and steam. The horror which almost overwhelmed Nigel did not prevent him bounding forward to the rescue. Well was it for him at that time that a cooler head than his own was near. The strong hand of the hermit seized his collar on the instant, and he was dragged backward out of danger, while an appalling shriek from the stranger as he disappeared told that the attempt to succour him would have been too late.

A terrible event of this kind has usually the effect of totally changing, at least for a time, the feelings of those who witness it, so as to almost incapacitate them from appreciating ordinary events or things. For some days after witnessing the sudden and awful fate of this unknown man, Nigel travelled as if in a dream, taking little notice of, or interest in, anything, and replying to questions in mere monosyllables. His companions seemed to be similarly affected, for they spoke very little. Even the volatile spirit of Moses appeared to be subdued, and it was not till they had reached nearly the end of their journey that their usual flow of spirits returned.

Arriving one night at a village not very far from the southern shores of Sumatra they learned that the hermits presentiments were justified, and that the volcano which was causing so much disturbance in the islands of the archipelago was, indeed, the long extinct one of Krakatoa.

Ive heard a good deal about it from one of the chief men here, said the hermit as he returned to his friends that night about supper-time. He tells me that it has been more or less in moderate eruption ever since we left the island, but adds that nobody takes much notice of it, as they dont expect it to increase much in violence. I dont agree with them in that, he added gravely.

Why not? asked Nigel.

Partly because of the length of time that has elapsed since its last eruption in 1680; partly from the fact that that eruption  judging from appearances  must have been a very tremendous one, and partly because my knowledge of volcanic action leads me to expect it; but I could not easily explain the reason for my conclusions on the latter point. I have just been to the brow of a ridge not far off whence I have seen the glow in the sky of the Krakatoa fires. They do not, however, appear to be very fierce at the present moment.

As he spoke there was felt by the travellers a blow, as if of an explosion under the house in which they sat. It was a strong vertical bump which nearly tossed them all off their chairs. Van der Kemp and his man, after an exclamation or two, continued supper like men who were used to such interruptions, merely remarking that it was an earthquake. But Nigel, to whom it was not quite so familiar, stood up for a few seconds with a look of anxious uncertainty, as if undecided as to the path of duty and prudence in the circumstances. Moses relieved him.

Sot down, Massa Nadgel, said that sable worthy, as he stuffed his mouth full of rice; its easier to sot dan to stand wen its eartquakin.

Nigel sat down with a tendency to laugh, for at that moment he chanced to glance at the rafters above, where he saw a small anxious-faced monkey gazing down at him.

He was commenting on this creature when another prolonged shock of earthquake came. It was not a bump like the previous one, but a severe vibration which only served to shake the men in their chairs, but it shook the small monkey off the rafter, and the miserable little thing fell with a shriek and a flop into the rice-dish!

Git out o dat  you scoundril! exclaimed Moses, but the order was needless, for the monkey bounced out of it like indiarubber and sought to hide its confusion in the thatch, while Moses helped himself to some more of the rice, which, he said; was none the worse for being monkeyfied!

At last our travellers found themselves in the town of Telok Betong, where, being within forty-five miles of Krakatoa, the hermit could both see and hear that his island-home was in violent agitation; tremendous explosions occurring frequently, while dense masses of smoke were ascending from its craters.

Im happy to find, said the hermit, soon after their arrival in the town, that the peak of Rakata, on the southern part of the island where my cave lies, is still quiet and has shown no sign of breaking out. And now I shall go and see after my canoe.

Do you think it safe to venture to visit your cave? asked Nigel.

Well, not absolutely safe, returned the hermit with a peculiar smile, but, of course, if you think it unwise to run the risk of

I asked a simple question, Van der Kemp, without any thought of myself, interrupted the youth, as he flushed deeply.

Forgive me, Nigel, returned the hermit quickly and gravely, it is but my duty to point out that we cannot go there without running some risk.

And it is my duty to point out, retorted his hurt friend, that when any man, worthy of the name, agrees to follow another, he agrees to accept all risks.

To this the hermit vouchsafed no further reply than a slight smile and nod of intelligence. Thereafter he went off alone to inquire about his canoe, which, it will be remembered, his friend, the captain of the steamer, had promised to leave for him at this place.

Telok Betong, which was one of the severest sufferers by the eruption of 1883, is a small town at the head of Lampong Bay, opposite to the island of Krakatoa, from which it is between forty and fifty miles distant. It is built on a narrow strip of land at the base of a steep mountain, but little above the sea, and is the chief town of the Lampong Residency, which forms the most southerly province of Sumatra. At the time we write of, the only European residents of the place were connected with Government. The rest of the population was composed of a heterogeneous mass of natives mingled with a number of Chinese, a few Arabs, and a large fluctuating population of traders from Borneo, Celebes, New Guinea, Siam, and the other innumerable isles of the archipelago. These were more or less connected with praus laden with the rich and varied merchandise of the eastern seas. As each man in the town had been permitted to build his house according to his own fancy, picturesque irregularity was the agreeable result. It may be added that, as each man spoke his own language in his own tones, Babel and noise were the consequence.

In a small hut by the waterside the hermit found the friend  a Malay  to whom his canoe had been consigned, and, in a long low shed close by, he found the canoe itself with the faithful Spinkie in charge.

Dont go near the canoe till youve made friends with the monkey, said the Malay in his own tongue, as he was about to put the key in the door.

Why not? asked the hermit.

Because it is the savagest brute I ever came across, said the man. It wont let a soul come near the canoe. I would have killed it long ago if the captain of the steamer had not told me you wished it to be taken great care of. There, look out! The vixen is not tied up.

He flung open the shed-door and revealed Spinkie seated in his old place, much deteriorated in appearance and scowling malevolently.

The instant the poor creature heard its masters voice and saw his form  for his features must have been invisible against the strong light  the scowl vanished from its little visage. With a shriek of joy it sprang like an acrobat from a spring-board and plunged into the hermits bosom  to the alarm of the Malay, who thought this was a furious attack. We need not say that Van der Kemp received his faithful little servant kindly, and it was quite touching to observe the monkeys intense affection for him. It could not indeed wag its tail like a dog, but it put its arms round its masters neck with a wondrously human air, and rubbed its little head in his beard and whiskers, drawing itself back now and then, putting its black paws on his cheeks, turning his face round to the light and opening its round eyes wide  as well as its round little mouth  as if to make sure of his identity  then plunging into the whiskers again, and sometimes, when unable to contain its joy, finding a safety-valve in a little shriek.

When the meeting and greeting were over, Van der Kemp explained that he would require his canoe by daybreak the following morning, ordered a few provisions to be got ready, and turned to leave.

You must get down, Spinkie, and watch the canoe for one night more, said the hermit, quietly.

But Spinkie did not seem to perceive the necessity, for he clung closer to his master with a remonstrative croak.

Get down, Spinkie, said the hermit firmly, and watch the canoe.

The poor beast had apparently learned that Medo-Persic law was not more unchangeable than Van der Kemps commands! At all events it crept down his arm and leg, waddled slowly over the floor of the shed with bent back and wrinkled brow, like a man of ninety, and took up its old position on the deck, the very personification of superannuated woe.

The hermit patted its head gently, however, thus relieving its feelings, and probably introducing hope into its little heart before leaving. Then he returned to his friends and bade them prepare for immediate departure.

It was the night of the 24th of August, and as the eruptions of the volcano appeared to be getting more and more violent, Van der Kemps anxiety to reach his cave became visibly greater.

I have been told, said the hermit to Nigel, as they went down with Moses to the place where the canoe had been left, the history of Krakatoa since we left. A friend informs me that a short time after our departure the eruptions subsided a little, and the people here had ceased to pay much attention to them, but about the middle of June the volcanic activity became more violent, and on the 19th, in particular, it was observed that the vapour column and the force of the explosions were decidedly on the increase.

At Katimbang, from which place the island can be seen, it was noticed that a second column of vapour was ascending from the centre of the island, and that the appearance of Perboewatan had entirely changed, its conspicuous summit having apparently been blown away. In July there were some explosions of exceptional violence, and I have now no doubt that it was these we heard in the interior of this island when we were travelling hither, quite lately. On the 11th of this month, I believe, the island was visited in a boat by a government officer, but he did not land, owing to the heavy masses of vapour and dust driven about by the wind, which also prevented him from making a careful examination, but he could see that the forests of nearly the whole island have been destroyed  only a few trunks of blighted trees being left standing above the thick covering of pumice and dust. He reported that the dust near the shore was found to be twenty inches thick.

If so, said Nigel, I fear that the island will be no longer fit to inhabit.

I know not, returned the hermit sadly, in a musing tone. The officer reported that there is no sign of eruption at Rakata, so that my house is yet safe, for no showers of pumice, however deep, can injure the cave.

Nigel was on the point of asking his friend why he was so anxious to revisit the island at such a time, but, recollecting his recent tiff on that subject, refrained. Afterwards, however, when Van der Kemp was settling accounts with the Malay, he put the question to Moses.

I cant help wondering, he said, that Van der Kemp should be so anxious to get back to his cave just now. If he were going in a big boat to save some of his goods and chattels I could understand it, but the canoe, you know, could carry little more than her ordinary lading.

Well, Massa Nadgel, said Moses, its my opinion dat he wants to go back cause hes got an uncommon affekshnit heart.

How? Surely you dont mean that his love of the mere place is so strong that

No, no, Massa Nadgel s not dat. But he was awrful fond ob his wife an darter, an I know hes got a photogruff ob em bof togidder, an I tink hed sooner lose his head dan lose dat, for Ive seed him look at em for hours, an kiss em sometimes wen he tought I was asleep.

The return of the hermit here abruptly stopped the conversation. The canoe was carried down and put into the water, watched with profound interest by hundreds of natives and traders, who were all more or less acquainted with the hermit of Rakata.

It was still daylight when they paddled out into Lampong Bay, but the volumes of dust which rose from Krakatoa  although nearly fifty miles off  did much to produce an unusually early twilight.

Goin to be bery dark, massa, remarked Moses as they glided past the shipping. Shall I light de lamp?

Do, Moses, but we shant need it, for as we get nearer home the volcanic fires will light us on our way.

De volcanic dust is a-goin to powder us on our way too, massa. Keep your hands out o the way, Spinkie, said the negro as he fixed a small oil-lamp to the mast, and resumed his paddle.

After we get out a bit the wind will help us, said the hermit.

Yes, massa, if he dont blow too strong, returned Moses, as a squall came rushing down the mountains and swept over the bay, ruffling its now dark waters into foaming wavelets.

Altogether, what with the increasing darkness and the hissing squall, and the night-voyage before them, and the fires of Krakatoa which were now clearly visible on the horizon, Nigel Boy felt a more eerie sensation in his breast than he ever remembered to have experienced in all his previous life, but he scorned to admit the fact  even to himself, and said, mentally, that it was rather romantic than otherwise!

Just then there burst upon their ears the yell of a steam-whistle, and a few moments later a steamer bore straight down on them, astern.

Steamer ahoy! shouted Van der Kemp. Will ye throw us a rope?

Ay! ay!  ease er!  stop er! where are ee bound for? demanded an unmistakably English voice.

Krakatoa! replied the hermit. Where are you?

Anjer, on the Java coast. Do ee want to be smothered, roasted, and blown up? asked the captain, looking down on the canoe as it ranged alongside the dark hull.

No, we want to get home.

Home! Well, youre queer fellows in a queer eggshell for such waters. Every man to his taste. Look out for the rope!

All right, cappen, cried Moses as he caught the coil.

Next moment the steamer went ahead, and the canoe ploughed over the Sunda Straits at the rate of thirteen miles an hour, with her sharp prow high out of the water, and the stern correspondingly low. The voyage, which would have otherwise cost our three travellers a long laborious night and part of next day, was by this means so greatly shortened that when daybreak arrived they were not more than thirteen miles to the east of Krakatoa. Nearer than this the steamboat could not take them without going out of her course, but as Van der Kemp and Nigel gratefully acknowledged, it was quite near enough.

Well, I should just think it was rather too near! said the captain with a grin.

And, truly, he was justified in making the remark, for the explosions from the volcano had by that time become not only very frequent, but tremendously loud, while the dense cloud which hung above it and spread far and wide over the sky covered the sea with a kind of twilight that struggled successfully against the full advent of day. Lightning too was playing among the rolling black masses of smoke, and the roaring explosions every now and then seemed to shake the very heavens.

Casting off the tow-rope, they turned the bow of their canoe to the island. As a stiffish breeze was blowing, they set the sails, close-reefed, and steered for the southern shore at that part which lay under the shadow of Rakata.




Chapter XXIV.

AN AWFUL NIGHT AND TERRIBLE MORNING.

It was a matter of some satisfaction to find on drawing near to the shore that the peak of Rakata was still intact, and that, although most other parts of the island which could be seen were blighted by fire and covered deeply with pumice dust, much of the forest in the immediate neighbourhood of the cave was still undestroyed though considerably damaged.

Dyou think our old harbour will be available, Moses? asked Van der Kemp as they came close to the first headland.

Praps. Bes go an see, was the negros practical reply.

Evidently Rakata is not yet active, said Nigel, looking up at the grey dust-covered crags as the canoe glided swiftly through the dark water.

That is more than can be said for the other craters, returned the hermit. It seems to me that not only all the old ones are at work, but a number of new ones must have been opened.

The constant roaring and explosions that filled their ears and the rain of fine ashes bore testimony to the truth of this, though the solid and towering mass of Rakata rose between them and the part of Krakatoa which was in eruption, preventing their seeing anything that was passing except the dense masses of smoke, steam, and dust which rose many miles into the heavens, obstructing the light of day, but forming cloud-masses from which the lurid flames of the volcano were reflected downward.

On reaching the little bay or harbour it was found much as they had left it, save that the rocks and bushes around were thickly covered with dust, and their boat was gone.

Strange! at such a time one would scarcely have expected thieves to come here, said the hermit, looking slowly round.

No tief bin here, massa, said Moses, looking over the side of the canoe. I see de boat!

He pointed downwards as he spoke, and on looking over the side they saw the wreck of the boat at the bottom, in about ten feet of water, and crushed beneath a ponderous mass of lava, which must have been ejected from the volcano and afterwards descended upon the boat.

The destruction of the boat rendered it impossible to remove any of the property of the hermit, and Nigel now saw, from his indifference, that this could not have been the cause of his friends anxiety and determination to reach his island home in spite of the danger that such a course entailed. That there was considerable danger soon became very obvious, for, having passed to some extent at this point beyond the shelter of the cliffs of Rakata, and come partly into view of the other parts of the island, the real extent of the volcanic violence burst upon Nigel and Moses as a new revelation. The awful sublimity of the scene at first almost paralysed them, and they failed to note that not only did a constant rain of pumice dust fall upon them, but that there was also a pretty regular dropping of small stones into the water around them. Their attention was sharply aroused to this fact by the fall of a lump of semi-molten rock, about the size of a cannon shot, a short distance off, which was immediately followed by not less than a cubic yard of lava which fell close to the canoe and deluged them with spray.

We must go, said the hermit quietly. No need to expose ourselves here, though the watching of the tremendous forces that our Creator has at command does possess a wonderful kind of fascination. It seems to me the more we see of His power as exerted on our little earth, the more do we realise the paltriness of our conception of the stupendous Might that upholds the Universe.

While he was speaking, Van der Kemp guided the canoe into its little haven, and in a few minutes he and Moses had carried it into the shelter of the cave out of which Nigel had first seen it emerge. Then the lading was carried up, after which they turned into the track which led to the hermits home.

The whole operation may be said to have been performed under fire, for small masses of rock kept pattering continually on the dust-covered ground around them, causing cloudlets, like smoke, to spring up wherever they struck. Nigel and Moses could not resist glancing upward now and then as they moved quickly to and fro, and they experienced a shrinking sensation when a stone fell very near them, but each scorned to exhibit the smallest trace of anxiety, or to suggest that the sooner they got from under fire the better! As for Van der Kemp, he moved about deliberately as if there was nothing unusual going on, and with an absent look on his grave face as though the outbursts of smoke, and fire, and lava, which turned the face of day into lurid night, and caused the cliffs to reverberate with unwonted thunders, had no effect whatever on his mind.

A short walk, however, along the track, which was more than ankle-deep in dust, brought them under the sheltering sides of Rakata, up which they soon scrambled to the mouth of their cave. Here all was found as they had left it, save that the entrance was knee-deep in pumice dust.

And now a new and very strange sensation was felt by each of them, for the loud reports and crackling sounds which had assailed their ears outside were reduced by the thick walls of the cave to a continuous dull groan, as it were, like the soft but thunderous bass notes of a stupendous organ. To these sounds were added others which seemed to be peculiar to the cave itself. They appeared to rise from crevices in the floor, and were no doubt due to the action of those pent-up subterranean fires which were imprisoned directly, though it may be very far down, under their feet. Every now and then there came a sudden increase of the united sounds as if the swell of the great organ had been opened, and such out-gushing was always accompanied with more or less of indescribable shocks followed by prolonged tremors of the entire mountain.

If the three friends had been outside to observe what was taking place, they would have seen that these symptoms were simultaneous with occasional and extremely violent outbursts from the crater of Perboewatan and his compeers. Indeed they guessed as much, and two of them at least were not a little thankful that, awesome as their position was, they had the thick mountain between them and the fiery showers outside.

Of all this the hermit took no notice, but, hastening into the inner cavern, opened a small box, and took therefrom a bundle of papers and a little object which, at a first glance, Nigel supposed to be a book, but which turned out to be a photograph case. These the hermit put carefully into the breastpocket of his coat and then turned to his companions with a sigh as if of relief.

I think there is no danger of anything occurring at this part of the island, he remarked, looking round the cave, for there is no sign of smoke and no sulphurous smell issuing from any of the crevices in walls or floor. This, I think, shows that there is no direct communication with Rakata and the active volcano  at least not at present.

Do you then think there is a possibility of an outbreak at some future period? asked Nigel.

Who can tell? People here, who dont study the nature of volcanoes much, though surrounded by them, will expect things ere long to resume their normal condition. I can never forget the fact that the greater part of Krakatoa stands, as you know, exactly above the spot where the two great lines of volcanic action cross, and right over the mouth of the immense crater to which Perboewatan and all the other craters serve as mere chimneys or safety-valves. We cannot tell whether a great eruption similar to that of 1680 may not be in store for us. The only reason that I can see for the quiescence of this peak of Rakata is, as I said to you once before, that it stands not so much above the old crater as above and on the safe side of its lip.

I tink, massa, if I may ventur to speak, said Moses, dat de sooner we git off his lip de better lest we tumble into his mout.

You may be right, Moses, and I have no objection to quit, returned the hermit, now that I have secured the photograph and papers. At the same time I fear the rain of stones and lava is growing worse. It might be safer to stay till there is a lull in the violence of the eruption, and then make a dash for it. What say you, Nigel?

I say that you know best, Van der Kemp. Im ready to abide by your decision, whatever it be.

Well, then, we will go out and have a look at the state of matters.

The view from the entrance was not calculated to tempt them to forsake the shelter of the cave, however uncertain that might be. The latest explosions had enshrouded the island in such a cloud of smoke and dust, that nothing whatever was visible beyond a few yards in front, and even that space was only seen by the faint rays of the lamp issuing from the outer cave. This lamp-light was sufficient, however, to show that within the semicircle of a few yards there was a continuous rain of grey ashes and dust mingled with occasional stones of various sizes  some larger than a mans fist.

To go out in that would be simply to court death, said Nigel, whose voice was almost drowned by the noise of the explosions and fall of material.

As it was manifest that nothing could be done at the moment except to wait patiently, they returned to the cave, where they lighted the oil-stove, and Moses  who had taken the precaution to carry up some provisions in a bag from the canoe  proceeded to prepare a meal.

Stummicks must be attended to, he murmured to himself as he moved about the cave-kitchen and shook his head gravely. Collapses in dat region is wuss, a long way, dan splosion of the eart!

Meanwhile, Nigel and the hermit went to examine the passage leading to the observatory. The eruption had evidently done nothing to it, for, having passed upwards without difficulty, they finally emerged upon the narrow ledge.

The scene that burst upon their astonished gaze here was awful in the extreme. It will be remembered that while the hermits cave was on the southern side of Krakatoa, facing Java, the stair and passage leading to the observatory completely penetrated the peak of Rakata, so that when standing on the ledge they faced northward and were thus in full view of all the craters between them and Perboewatan. These were in full blast at the time, and, being so near, the heat, as well as the dust, molten lava, and other missiles, instantly drove them back under the protection of the passage from which they had emerged.

Here they found a small aperture which appeared to have been recently formed  probably by a blow from a mass of falling rock  through which they were able to obtain a glimpse of the pandemonium that lay seething below them. They could not see much, however, owing to the smoke which filled the air. The noise of the almost continuous explosions was so loud, that it was impossible to converse save by placing the mouth to the ear and shouting. Fortunately soon after their ascent the wind shifted and blew smoke, fire, and dust away to the northward, enabling them to get out on the ledge, where for a time they remained in comparative safety.

Look! look at your mirrors! exclaimed Nigel suddenly, as his wandering gaze happened to turn to the hermits sun-guides.

And he might well exclaim, for not only was the glass of these ingenious machines shivered and melted, but their iron frameworks were twisted up into fantastic shapes.

Lightning has been at work here, said Van der Kemp.

It did not at the moment occur to either of them that the position on which they stood was peculiarly liable to attack by the subtle and dangerous fluid which was darting and zig-zagging everywhere among the rolling clouds of smoke and steam.

A louder report than usual here drew their attention again to the tremendous scene that was going on in front of them. The extreme summit of Perboewatan had been blown into a thousand fragments, which were hurtling upwards and crackling loudly as the smaller masses were impelled against each other in their skyward progress. This crackling has been described by those who heard it from neighbouring shores as a strange rustling sound. To our hermit and his friend, who were, so to speak, in the very midst of it, the sound rather resembled the continuous musketry of a battle-field, while the louder explosions might be compared to the booming of artillery, though they necessarily lose by the comparison, for no invention of man ever produced sounds equal to those which thundered at that time from the womb of Krakatoa.

Immediately after this, a fountain of molten lava at white heat welled up in the great throat that had been so violently widened, and, overflowing the edges of the crater, rolled down its sides in fiery rivers. All the other craters in the island became active at the same moment and a number of new ones burst forth. Indeed it seemed to those who watched them that if these had not opened up to give vent to the suppressed forces the whole island must have been blown away. As it was, the sudden generation of so much excessive heat set fire to what remained of trees and everything combustible, so that the island appeared to be one vast seething conflagration, and darkness was for a time banished by a red glare that seemed to Nigel far more intense than that of noonday.

It is indeed the partiality (if we may say so) of conflagration-light which gives to it the character of impressive power with which we are all so familiar  the intense lights being here cut sharply off by equally intense shadows, and then grading into dull reds and duller greys. The sun, on the other hand, bathes everything in its genial glow so completely that all nature is permeated with it, and there are no intense contrasts, no absolutely black and striking shadows, except in caverns and holes, to form startling contrasts.

These safety-valves, said the hermit, referring to the new craters, have, under God, been the means of saving us from destruction.

It would seem so, said Nigel, who was too overwhelmed by the sight to say much.

Even as he spoke the scene changed as if by magic, for from the cone of Perboewatan there issued a spout of liquid fire, followed by a roar so tremendous that the awe-struck men shrank within themselves, feeling as though that time had really come when the earth is to melt with fervent heat! The entire lake of glowing lava was shot into the air, and lost in the clouds above, while mingled smoke and steam went bellowing after it, and dust fell so thickly that it seemed as if sufficient to extinguish the raging fires. Whether it did so or not is uncertain. It may have been that the new pall of black vapour only obscured them. At all events, after the outburst the darkness of night fell suddenly on all around.

Just then the wind again changed, and the whole mass of vapour, smoke, and ashes came sweeping like the very besom of destruction towards the giddy ledge on which the observers stood. Nigel was so entranced that it is probable he might have been caught in the horrible tempest and lost had not his cooler companion grasped his arm and dragged him violently into the passage  where they were safe, though half suffocated by the heat and sulphurous vapours that followed them.

At the same time the thunderous roaring became so loud that conversation was impossible. Van der Kemp therefore took his friends hand and led him down to the cave, where the sounds were so greatly subdued as to seem almost a calm by contrast.

We are no doubt in great danger, said the hermit, gravely, as he sat down in the outer cave, but there is no possibility of taking action to-night. Here we are, whether wisely or unwisely, and here we must remain  at least till there is a lull in the eruption. God is our refuge. He ought to be so at all times, but there are occasions when this great, and, I would add, glorious fact is pressed upon our understandings with unusual power. Such a time is this. Come  we will see what His word says to us just now.

To Nigels surprise, and, he afterwards confessed, to his comfort and satisfaction, the hermit called the negro from his work, and, taking down the large Bible from its shelf, read part of the 46th Psalm, God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble. Therefore will not we fear, though the earth be removed, and though the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea.

He stopped reading at the verse where it is written, Be still, and know that I am God.

Then, going down on his knees,  without even the familiar formula, Let us pray  he uttered a brief but earnest prayer for guidance and deliverance in the name of Jesus.

Rising, he quietly put the Bible away, and, with the calmness of a thoroughly practical man, who looks upon religion and ordinary matters as parts of one grand whole, ordered Moses to serve the supper.

Thus they spent part of that memorable night of 26th August 1883 in earnest social intercourse, conversing chiefly and naturally about the character, causes, and philosophy of volcanoes, while Perboewatan and his brethren played a rumbling, illustrative accompaniment to their discourse. The situation was a peculiar one. Even the negro was alive to that fact.

Aint it koorious, he remarked solemnly in a moment of confidence after swallowing the last bite of his supper. Aint it koorious, Massa Nadgel, dat were a sottin here comfrably enjoyin our wittles ober de mout ob a vlicano as is quite fit to blow us all to bits an hois us into de bery middle ob next week  if not farder?

It is strange indeed, Moses, said Nigel, who however added no commentary, feeling indisposed to pursue the subject.

Seeing this, Moses turned to his master.

Massa, he said. You don want nuffin more to-night, I spose?

No, Moses, nothing.

An is you quite easy in your mind?

Quite, replied the hermit with his peculiar little smile.

Den it would be wuss dan stoopid for me to be oneasy, so Ill bid ye bof good-night, an turn in.

In this truly trustful as well as philosophical state of mind, the negro retired to his familiar couch in the inner cave, and went to sleep.

Nigel and the hermit sat up for some time longer.

Van der Kemp, said the former, after a pause, I  I trust you wont think me actuated by impertinent curiosity if I venture to ask you about  the  photograph that I think you  

My young friend! interrupted the hermit, taking the case in question from his breast pocket; I should rather apologise to you for having appeared to make any mystery of it  and yet, he added, pausing as he was about to open the case, I have not shown it to a living soul since the day that  Well, well,  why should I hesitate? It is all I have left of my dead wife and child.

He placed the case in the hands of Nigel, who almost sprang from his seat with excitement as he beheld the countenance of a little child of apparently three or four years of age, who so exactly resembled Kathy Holbein  allowing of course for the difference of age  that he had now no doubt whatever as to her being the hermits lost daughter. He was on the point of uttering her name, when uncertainty as to the effect the sudden disclosure might have upon the father checked him.

You seem surprised, my friend, said Van der Kemp gently.

Most beautiful! said Nigel, gazing intently at the portrait. That dear childs face seems so familiar to me that I could almost fancy I had seen it.

He looked earnestly into his friends face as he spoke, but the hermit was quite unmoved, and there was not a shadow of change in the sad low tone of his voice as he said  

Yes, she was indeed beautiful, like her mother. As to your fancy about having seen it  mankind is formed in groups and types. We see many faces that resemble others.

The absent look that was so common to the solitary man here overspread his massive features, and Nigel felt crushed, as it were, back into himself. Thus, without having disclosed his belief, he retired to rest in a very anxious state of mind, while the hermit watched.

Dont take off your clothes, he said. If the sounds outside lead me to think things are quieting down, I will rouse you and we shall start at once.

It was very early on the morning of the 27th when Van der Kemp roused our hero.

Are things quieter? asked Nigel as he rose.

Yes, a little, but not much  nevertheless we must venture to leave.

Is it daylight yet?

No. There will be no daylight to-day! with which prophecy the hermit left him and went to rouse Moses.

Massa, said the faithful negro. Isnt you a goin to take nuffin wid you? None ob de books or tings?

No  nothing except the old Bible. All the rest I leave behind. The canoe could not carry much. Besides, we may have little time. Get ready; quick! and follow me.

Moses required no spur. The three men left the cave together. It was so intensely dark that the road could not be distinguished, but the hermit and his man were so familiar with it that they could have followed it blindfold.

On reaching the cave at the harbour, some light was obtained from the fitful outbursts of the volcano, which enabled them to launch the canoe and push off in safety. Then, without saying a word to each other, they coasted along the shore of the island, and, finally, leaving its dangers behind, them, made for the island of Java  poor Spinkie sitting in his accustomed place and looking uncommonly subdued!

Scarcely had they pushed off into Sunda Straits when the volcano burst out afresh. They had happily seized on the only quiet hour that the day offered, and had succeeded, by the aid of the sails, in getting several miles from the island without receiving serious injury, although showers of stones and masses of rock of all sizes were falling into the sea around them.

Van der Kemp was so far right in his prophecy that there would be no daylight that day. By that time there should have been light, as it was nearly seven oclock on the memorable morning of the 27th of August. But now, although the travellers were some miles distant from Krakatoa, the gloom was so impervious that Nigel, from his place in the centre of the canoe, could not see the form of poor Spinkie  which sat clinging to the mast only two feet in front of him  save when a blaze from Perboewatan or one of the other craters lighted up island and ocean with a vivid glare.

At this time the sea began to run very high and the wind increased to a gale, so that the sails of the canoe, small though they were, had to be reduced.

Lower the foresail, Nigel, shouted the hermit. I will close-reef it. Do you the same to the mainsail.

Ay, ay, sir, was the prompt reply.

Moses and Nigel kept the little craft straight to the wind while the foresail was being reefed, Van der Kemp and the former performing the same duty while Nigel reefed the mainsail.

Suddenly there came a brief but total cessation of the gale, though not of the tumultuous heaving of the waters. During that short interval there burst upon the world a crash and a roar so tremendous that for a few moments the voyagers were almost stunned!

It is no figure of speech to say that the world heard the crash. Hundreds, ay, thousands of miles did the sound of that mighty upheaval pass over land and sea to startle, more or less, the nations of the earth.

The effect of a stupendous shock on the nervous system is curiously various in different individuals. The three men who were so near to the volcano at that moment involuntarily looked round and saw by the lurid blaze that an enormous mass of Krakatoa, rent from top to bottom, was falling headlong into the sea; while the entire heavens were alive with flame, lightning, steam, smoke, and the upward-shooting fragments of the hideous wreck!

The hermit calmly rested his paddle on the deck and gazed around in silent wonder. Nigel, not less smitten with awe, held his paddle with an iron grasp, every muscle quivering with tension in readiness for instant action when the need for action should appear. Moses, on the other hand, turning round from the sight with glaring eyes, resumed paddling with unreasoning ferocity, and gave vent at once to his feelings and his opinion in the sharp exclamation Blown to bits!
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Chapter XXV.

ADVENTURES OF THE SUNSHINE AND AN UNEXPECTED REUNION.

We must request the reader to turn back now for a brief period to a very different scene.

A considerable time before the tremendous catastrophe described in the last chapter  which we claim to have recorded without the slightest exaggeration, inasmuch as exaggeration were impossible  Captain David Roy, of the good brig Sunshine, received the letter which his son wrote to him while in the jungles of Sumatra.

The captain was seated in the back office of a Batavian merchant at the time, smoking a long clay pipe  on the principle, no doubt, that moderate poisoning is conducive to moderate health!

As he perused the letter, the captains eyes slowly opened; so did his mouth, and the clay pipe, falling to the floor, was reduced to little pieces. But the captain evidently cared nothing for that. He gave forth a prolonged whistle, got up, smote upon his thigh, and exclaimed with deep-toned emphasis  

The rascal!

Then he sat down again and re-perused the letter, with a variety of expression on his face that might have recalled the typical April day, minus the tears.

The rascal! he repeated, as he finished the second reading of the letter and thrust it into his pocket. I knew there was somethin i the wind wi that little girl! The memory o my own young days when I boarded and captured the poetess is strong upon me yet. I saw it in the rascals eye the very first time they met  an he thinks Im as blind as a bat, Ill be bound, with his poetical reef-point-pattering sharpness. But its a strange discovery he has made and must be looked into. The young dog! He gives me orders as if he were the owner.

Jumping up, Captain Roy hurried out into the street. In passing the outer office he left a message with one of the clerks for his friend the merchant.

Tell him, he said, that Ill attend to that little business about the bill when I come back. Im going to sail for the Keeling Islands this afternoon.

The Keeling Islands? exclaimed the clerk in surprise.

Yes  Ive got business to do there. Ill be back, all bein well, in a week  more or less.

The clerks eyebrows remained in a raised position for a few moments, until he remembered that Captain Roy, being owner of his ship and cargo, was entitled to do what he pleased with his own and himself. Then they descended, and he went on with his work, amusing himself with the thought that the most curious beings in the world were seafaring men.

Mr. Moor, said the captain somewhat excitedly, as he reached the deck of his vessel, are all the men aboard?

All except Jim Sloper, sir.

Then send and hunt up Jim Sloper at once, for we sail this afternoon for the Keeling Islands.

Very well, sir.

Mr. Moor was a phlegmatic man; a self-contained and a reticent man. If Captain Roy had told him to get ready to sail to the moon that afternoon, he would probably have said Very well, sir, in the same tone and with the same expression.

May I ask, sir, what sort of cargo you expect there? said Mr. Moor; for to his practical mind some re-arrangement of the cargo already on board might be necessary for the reception of that to be picked up at Keeling.

The cargo well take on board will be a girl, said the captain.

A what, sir?.

A girl.

Very well, sir.

This ended the business part of the conversation. Thereafter they went into details so highly nautical that we shrink from recording them. An amateur detective, in the form of a shipmate, having captured Jim Sloper, the Sunshine finally cleared out of the port of Batavia that evening, shortly before its namesake took his departure from that part of the southern hemisphere.

Favouring gales carried the brig swiftly through Sunda Straits and out into the Indian Ocean. Two days and a half brought her to the desired haven. On the way, Captain Roy took note of the condition of Krakatoa, which at that time was quietly working up its subterranean forces with a view to the final catastrophe; opening a safety-valve now and then to prevent, as it were, premature explosion.

My sons friend, the hermit of Rakata, said the captain to his second mate, will find his cave too hot to hold him, I think, when he returns.

Looks like it, sir, said Mr. Moor, glancing up at the vast clouds which were at that time spreading like a black pall over the re-awakened volcano. Do you expect em back soon, sir?

Yes  times about up now. I shouldnt wonder if they reach Batavia before us.

Arrived at the Keeling Islands, Captain Roy was received, as usual, with acclamations of joy, but he found that he was by no means as well fitted to act the part of a diplomatist as he was to sail a ship. It was, in truth, a somewhat delicate mission on which his son had sent him, for he could not assert definitely that the hermit actually was Kathleen Holbeins father, and her self-constituted parents did not relish the idea of letting slip, on a mere chance, one whom they loved as a daughter.

Why not bring this man who claims to be her father here? asked the perplexed Holbein.

Because  because, praps he wont come, answered the puzzled mariner, who did not like to say that he was simply and strictly obeying his sons orders. Besides, he continued, the man does not claim to be anything at all. So far as I understand it, my boy has not spoken to him on the subject, for fear, I suppose, of raisin hopes that aint to be realised.

He is right in that, said Mrs. Holbein, and we must be just as careful not to raise false hopes in dear little Kathy. As your son says, it may be a mistake after all. We must not open our lips to her about it.

Right you are, madam, returned the captain. Mums the word; and weve only got to say shes goin to visit one of your old friends in Anjer  whichll be quite true, you know, for the landlady o the chief hotel there is a great friend o yours, and well take Kathy to her straight. Besides, the trip will do her health a power o good, though Im free to confess it dont need no good to be done to it, bein A.1 at the present time. Now, just you agree to give the girl a holiday, an Ill pledge myself to bring her back safe and sound  with her father, if hes him; without him if he isnt.

With such persuasive words Captain Roy at length overcame the Holbein objections. With the girl herself he had less difficulty, his chief anxiety being, as he himself said, to give her reasons for wishin her to go without tellin lies.

Wouldnt you like a trip in my brig to Anjer, my dear girl? He had almost said daughter, but thought it best not to be too precipitate.

Oh! I should like it so much, said Kathleen, clasping her little hands and raising her large eyes to the captains face.

Dear child! said the captain to himself. Then aloud, Well, Ill take you.

But I  I fear that father and mother would not like me to go  perhaps.

No fear o them, my girl, returned the captain, putting his huge rough hand on her pretty little head as if in an act of solemn appropriation, for, unlike too many fathers, this exemplary man considered only the sweetness, goodness, and personal worth of the girl, caring not a straw for other matters, and being strongly of opinion that a man should marry young if he possess the spirit of a man or the means to support a wife. As he was particularly fond of Kathleen, and felt quite sure that his son had deeper reasons than he chose to express for his course of action, he entertained a strong hope, not to say conviction, that she would also become fond of Nigel, and that all things would thus work together for a smooth course to this case of true love.

It will be seen from all this that Captain David Roy was a sanguine man. Whether his hopes were well grounded or not remains to be seen.

Meanwhile, having, as Mr. Moor said, shipped the cargo, the Sunshine set sail once more for Sunda Straits in a measure of outward gloom that formed a powerful contrast to the sunny hopes within her commanders bosom, for Krakatoa was at that time progressing rapidly towards the consummation of its designs, as partly described in the last chapter.

Short though that voyage was, it embraced a period of action so thrilling that ever afterwards it seemed a large slice of lifes little day to those who went through it.

We have said that the culminating incidents of the drama began on the night of the 26th. Before that time, however, the cloud-pall was fast spreading over land and sea, and the rain of pumice and ashes had begun to descend.

The wind being contrary, it was several days before the brig reached the immediate neighbourhood of Krakatoa, and by that time the volcano had begun to enter upon the stage which is styled by vulcanologists paroxysmal, the explosions being extremely violent as well as frequent.

It is very awful, said Kathleen in a low voice, as she clasped the captains arm and leaned her slight figure on it. I have often heard the thunder of distant volcanoes, but never been so near as to hear such terrible sounds.

Dont be frightened, my ducky, said the captain in a soothing tone, for he felt from the appearance of things that there was indeed some ground for alarm. Volcanoes always look worse when youre near them.

I not frightened, she replied. Only I got strange, solemn feelings. Besides, no danger can come till God allows.

Thats right, lass. Mrs. Holbein has been a true mother if she taught you that.

No, she did not taught me that. My father taught me that.

What! Old Holbein?

No  my father, who is dead, she said in a low voice.

Oh! I see. My poor child, I should have understood you. Forgive me.

As the captain spoke, a tremendous outburst on Krakatoa turned their minds to other subjects. They were by that time drawing near to the island, and the thunders of the eruption seemed to shake not only the heavens but even the great ocean itself. Though the hour was not much past noon the darkness soon became so dense that it was difficult to perceive objects a few yards distant, and, as pieces of stone the size of walnuts, or even larger, began to fall on the deck, the captain sent Kathleen below.

Theres no saying where or when a big stone may fall, my girl, he said, and its not the habit of Englishmen to let women come under fire, so youll be safer below. Besides, youll be able to see something of whats goin on out o the cabin windows.

With the obedience that was natural to her, Kathleen went down at once, and the captain made everything as snug as possible, battening down the hatches and shortening sail so as to be ready for whatever might befall.

I dont like the look o things, Mr. Moor, said the captain when the second mate came on deck to take his watch.

No more do I, sir, answered Mr. Moor calmly.

The aspect of things was indeed very changeable. Sometimes, as we have said, all nature seemed to be steeped in thick darkness, at other times the fires of the volcano blazed upward, spreading a red glare on the rolling clouds and over the heaving sea. Lightning also played its part as well as thunder, but the latter was scarcely distinguishable from the volcanos roar. Three days before Sunday the 26th of August, Captain Roy  as well as the crews of several other vessels that were in Sunda Straits at the time  had observed a marked though gradual increase in the violence of the eruption. On that day, as we read in the Report of the Krakatoa Committee of the Royal Society, about 1 P.M. the detonations caused by the explosive action attained such violence as to be heard at Batavia, about 100 English miles away. At 2 P.M. of the same day, Captain Thompson of the Medea, when about 76 miles E.N.E. of the island, saw a black mass rising like clouds of smoke to a height which has been estimated at no less than 17 miles! And the detonations were at that time taking place at intervals of ten minutes. But, terrible though these explosions must have been, they were but as the whisperings of the volcano. An hour later they had increased so much as to be heard at Bandong and other places 150 miles away, and at 5 P.M. they had become so tremendous as to be heard over the whole island of Java, the eastern portion of which is about 650 miles from Krakatoa.

And the sounds thus heard were not merely like distant thunder. In Batavia  although, as we have said, 100 miles off  they were so violent during the whole of that terrible Sunday night as to prevent the people from sleeping. They were compared to the discharge of artillery close at hand, and caused a rattling of doors, windows, pictures, and chandeliers.

Captain Watson of the Charles Bal, who chanced to be only 10 miles south of the volcano, also compared the sounds to discharges of artillery, but this only shows the feebleness of ordinary language in attempting to describe such extraordinary sounds, for if they were comparable to close artillery at Batavia, the same comparison is inappropriate at only ten miles distance. He also mentions the crackling noise, probably due to the impact of fragments in the atmosphere, which were noticed by the hermit and Nigel while standing stunned and almost stupefied on the giddy ledge of Rakata that same Sunday.

About five in the evening of that day, the brig Sunshine drew still nearer to the island, but the commotion at the time became so intense, and the intermittent darkness so profound, that Captain Roy was afraid to continue the voyage and shortened sail. Not only was there a heavy rolling sea, but the water was seething, as if about to boil.

Heave the lead, Mr. Moor, said the captain, who stood beside the wheel.

Yes, sir, answered the imperturbable second mate, who thereupon gave the necessary order, and when the depth was ascertained, the report was Ten fathoms, sand, with a ot bottom.

A hot bottom! what do you mean?

The leads ot, sir, replied the sailor.

This was true, as the captain found when he applied his hand to it.

I do believe the worlds going on fire, he muttered; but its a comfort to know that it cant very well blaze up as long as the sea lasts!

Just then a rain of pumice in large pieces, and quite warm, began to fall upon the deck. As most people know, pumice is extremely light, so that no absolute injury was done to any one, though such rain was excessively trying. Soon, however, a change took place. The dense vapours and dust-clouds which had rendered it so excessively dark were entirely lighted up from time to time by fierce flashes of lightning which rent as well as painted them in all directions. At one time this great mass of clouds presented the appearance of an immense pine-tree with the stem and branches formed of volcanic lightning.

Captain Roy, fearing that these tremendous sights and sounds would terrify the poor girl in the cabin, was about to look in and reassure her, when the words Oh! how splendid! came through the slightly opened door. He peeped in and saw Kathleen on her knees on the stern locker, with her hands clasped, gazing out of one of the stern windows.

Hm! shes all right, he muttered, softly reclosing the door and returning on deck. If she thinks its splendid, she dont need no comfortin! Its quite clear that she dont know what danger means  and why should she? Humph! there go some more splendid sights for her, he added, as what appeared to be chains of fire ascended from the volcano to the sky.

Just then a soft rain began to fall. It was warm, and, on examination at the binnacle lamp, turned out to be mud. Slight at first, it soon poured down in such quantities that in ten minutes it lay six inches thick on the deck, and the crew had to set to work with shovels to heave it overboard. At this time there was seen a continual roll of balls of white fire down the sides of the peak of Rakata, caused, doubtless, by the ejection of white-hot fragments of lava. Then showers of masses like iron cinders fell on the brig, and from that time onward till four oclock of the morning of the 27th, explosions of indescribable grandeur continually took place, as if the mountains were in a continuous roar of terrestrial agony  the sky being at one moment of inky blackness, the next in a blaze of light, while hot, choking, and sulphurous smells almost stifled the voyagers.

At this point the captain again became anxious about Kathleen and went below. He found her in the same place and attitude  still fascinated!

My child, he said, taking her hand, you must lie down and rest.

Oh! no. Do let me stay up, she begged, entreatingly.

But you must be tired  sleepy.

Sleepy! who could sleep with such wonders going on around? Pray dont tell me to go to bed!

It was evident that poor Kathy had the duty of obedience to authority still strong upon her. Perhaps the memory of the Holbein nursery had not yet been wiped out.

Well, well, said the captain with a pathetic smile, you are as safe  comfortable, I mean  here as in your berth or anywhere else.

As there was a lull in the violence of the eruption just then, the captain left Kathleen in the cabin and went on deck. It was not known at that time what caused this lull, but as it preceded the first of the four grand explosions which effectually eviscerated  emptied  the ancient crater of Krakatoa, we will give, briefly, the explanation of it as conjectured by the men of science.

Lying as it did so close to the sea-level, the Krakatoa volcano, having blown away all its cones, and vents, and safety-valves  from Perboewatan southward, except the peak of Rakata  let the sea rush in upon its infernal fires. This result, ordinary people think, produced a gush of steam which caused the grand terminal explosions. Vulcanologists think otherwise, and with reason  which is more than can be said of ordinary people, who little know the power of the forces at work below the crust of our earth! The steam thus produced, although on so stupendous a scale, was free to expand and therefore went upwards, no doubt in a sufficiently effective gust and cloud. But nothing worthy of being named a blow-up was there.

The effect of the in-rushing water was to cool the upper surface of the boiling lava and convert it into a thick hard solid crust at the mouth of the great vent. In this condition the volcano resembled a boiler with all points of egress closed and the safety-valve shut down! Oceans of molten lava creating expansive gases below; no outlet possible underneath, and the neck of the bottle corked with tons of solid rock! One of two things must happen in such circumstances: the cork must go or the bottle must burst! Both events happened on that terrible night. All night long the corks were going, and at last  Krakatoa burst!

In the hurly-burly of confusion, smoke, and noise, no eye could note the precise moment when the island was shattered, but there were on the morning of the 27th four supreme explosions, which rang loud and high above the horrible average din. These occurred  according to the careful investigations made, at the instance of the Dutch Indian Government, by the eminent geologist, Mr. R.D.M. Verbeek  at the hours of 5.30, 6.44, 10.2, and 10.52 in the morning. Of these the third, about 10, was by far the worst for violence and for the wide-spread devastation which it produced.

At each of these explosions a tremendous sea-wave was created by the volcano, which swept like a watery ring from Krakatoa as a centre to the surrounding shores. It was at the second of these explosions  that of 6.44  that the fall of the mighty cliff took place which was seen by the hermit and his friends as they fled from the island, and, on the crest of the resulting wave, were carried along they scarce knew whither.

As the previous wave  that of 5.30  had given the brig a tremendous heave upwards, the captain, on hearing the second, ran down below for a moment to tell Kathleen there would soon be another wave, but that she need fear no danger.

The brig is deep and has a good hold o the water, he said, so the wave is sure to slip under her without damage. I wish I could hope it would do as little damage when it reaches the shore.

As he spoke a strange and violent crash was heard overhead, quite different from volcanic explosions, like the falling of some heavy body on the deck.

One o the yards down! muttered the captain as he ran to the cabin door. Hallo, whats that, Mr. Moor?

Canoe just come aboard, sir.

A canoe?

Yes, sir. Crew, three men and a monkey. All insensible  hallo!

The hallo! with which the second mate finished his remark was so unlike his wonted tone, and so full of genuine surprise, that the captain ran forward with unusual haste, and found a canoe smashed to pieces against the foremast, and the mate held a lantern close to the face of one of the men while the crew were examining the others.

A single glance told the captain that the mud-bespattered figure that lay before him as if dead was none other than his own son! The great wave had caught the frail craft on its crest, and, sweeping it along with lightning speed for a short distance, had hurled it on the deck of the Sunshine with such violence as to completely stun the whole crew. Even Spinkie lay in a melancholy little heap in the lee scuppers.

You think this a far-fetched coincidence, good reader! Well, all we can say is that we could tell you of another  a double  coincidence, which was far more extraordinary than this one, but as it has nothing to do with our tale we refrain from inflicting it on you.




Chapter XXVI.

A CLIMAX.

Three of those who had tumbled thus unceremoniously on the deck of the Sunshine were soon sufficiently recovered to sit up and look around in dazed astonishment  namely Nigel, Moses, and the monkey  but the hermit still lay prone where he had been cast, with a pretty severe wound on his head, from which blood was flowing freely.

Nigel, my boy!

Father! exclaimed the youth. Where am I? What has happened?

Dont excite yourself, lad, said the mariner, stooping and whispering into his sons ear. Weve got her aboard!

No treatment could have been more effectual in bringing Nigel to his senses than this whisper.

Is  is  Van der Kemp safe? he asked anxiously.

All right  only stunned, I think. Thats him theyre just goin to carry below. Put im in my bunk, Mr. Moor.

Ay ay, sir.

Nigel sprang up. Stay, father, he said in a low voice. She must not see him for the first time like this.

All right, boy. I understand. You leave that to me. My bunk has bin shifted forid  more amidships  an Kathys well aft. They shant be let run foul of each other. You go an rest on the main hatch till we get him down. Why, heres a nigger! Where did you pick him  oh! I remember. Youre the man we met, I suppose, wi the hermit on Krakatoa that day o the excursion from Batavia.

Yes, das me. But well meet on Krakatoa no more, for dat place am blown to bits.

Im pretty well convinced o that by this time, my man. Not hurt much, I hope?

No, sar  not more n I can stan. But Is fraid dat poor Spinkies amost used up  hallo! what you gwine to do with massa? demanded the negro, whose wandering faculties had only in part returned.

Hes gone below. All right. Now, you go and lie down beside my son on the hatch. Ill see to Van der Kemp.

But Captain David Roys intentions, like those of many men of greater note, were frustrated by the hermit himself, who recovered consciousness just as the four men who carried him reached the foot of the companion-ladder close to the cabin door. Owing to the deeper than midnight darkness that prevailed a lamp was burning in the cabin  dimly, as if, infected by the universal chaos, it were unwilling to enlighten the surrounding gloom.

On recovering consciousness Van der Kemp was, not unnaturally, under the impression that he had fallen into the hands of foes. With one effectual convulsion of his powerful limbs he scattered his bearers right and left, and turning  like all honest men  to the light, he sprang into the cabin, wrenched a chair from its fastenings, and, facing round, stood at bay.

Kathleen, seeing this blood-stained giant in such violent action, naturally fled to her cabin and shut the door.

As no worse enemy than Captain Roy presented himself at the cabin door, unarmed, and with an anxious look on his rugged face, the hermit set down the chair, and feeling giddy sank down on it with a groan.

I fear you are badly hurt, sir. Let me tie a handkerchief round your wounded head, said the captain soothingly.

Thanks, thanks. Your voice is not unfamiliar to me, returned the hermit with a sigh, as he submitted to the operation. I thought I had fallen somehow into the hands of pirates. Surely an accident must have happened. How did I get here? Where are my comrades  Nigel and the negro?

My son Nigel is all right, sir, and so is your man Moses. Make your mind easy  an pray dont speak while Im working at you. Ill explain it all in good time. Stay, Ill be with you in a moment.

The captain  fearing that Kathleen might come out from curiosity to see what was going on, and remembering his sons injunction  went to the girls berth with the intention of ordering her to keep close until he should give her leave to come out. Opening the door softly and looking in, he was startled, almost horrified, to see Kathleen standing motionless like a statue, with both hands pressed tightly over her heart. The colour had fled from her beautiful face; her long hair was flung back; her large lustrous eyes were wide open and her lips slightly parted, as if her whole being had been concentrated in eager expectancy.

Whats wrong, my girl? asked the captain anxiously. Youve no cause for fear. I just looked in to  .

That voice! exclaimed Kathleen, with something of awe in her tones Oh! Ive heard it so often in my dreams.

Hush! sh! my girl, said the captain in a low tone, looking anxiously round at the wounded man. But his precautions were unavailing,  Van der Kemp had also heard a voice which he thought had long been silent in death. The girls expression was almost repeated in his face. Before the well-meaning mariner could decide what to do, Kathleen brushed lightly past him, and stood in the cabin gazing as if spell-bound at the hermit.

Winnie! he whispered, as if scarcely daring to utter the name.

Father!

She extended both hands towards him as she spoke. Then, with a piercing shriek, she staggered backward, and would have fallen had not the captain caught her and let her gently down.

Van der Kemp vaulted the table, fell on his knees beside her, and, raising her light form, clasped her to his heart, just as Nigel and Moses, alarmed by the scream, sprang into the cabin.

Come, come; away wi you  you stoopid grampusses! cried the captain, pushing the intruders out of the cabin, following them, and closing the door behind him. This is no place for bunglers like you an me. We might have known that natur would have her way, an didnt need no help from the like o us. Lets on deck. Theres enough work there to look after thats better suited to us.

Truly there was enough  and more than enough  to claim the most anxious attention of all who were on board of the Sunshine that morning, for hot mud was still falling in showers on the deck, and the thunders of the great volcano were still shaking heaven, earth, and sea.

To clear the decks and sails of mud occupied every one for some time so earnestly that they failed to notice at first that the hermit had come on deck, found a shovel, and was working away like the rest of them. The frequent and prolonged blazes of intense light that ever and anon banished the darkness showed that on his face there sat an expression of calm, settled, triumphant joy, which was strangely mingled with a look of quiet humility.

I thank God for this, said Nigel, going forward when he observed him and grasping his hand.

You knew it? exclaimed the hermit in surprise.

Yes. I knew it  indeed, helped to bring you together, but did not dare to tell you till I was quite sure. I had hoped to have you meet in very different circumstances.

It is not in man that walketh to direct his steps, returned the hermit reverently. God bless you, Nigel. If you have even aimed at bringing this about, I owe you more than my life.

You must have lost a good deal of blood, Van der Kemp. Are you much hurt? asked Nigel, as he observed the bandage round his friends head.

Somewhat. Not much, I hope  but joy, as well as blood, gives strength, Nigel.

A report from a man who had just been ordered to take soundings induced the captain at this time to lay-to.

It seems to me, he said to Nigel and the hermit who stood close beside him, that we are getting too near shore. But in cases o this kind the bottom o the sea itself cant be depended on.

What part of the shore are we near, d you think, father?

Stand by to let go the anchor! roared the captain, instead of answering the question.

Ay, ay, sir, replied the second mate, whose cool, sing-song, business-like tone at such a moment actually tended to inspire a measure of confidence in those around him.

Another moment, and the rattling chain caused a tremor through the vessel, which ceased when the anchor touched bottom, and they rode head to wind. Coruscations of bluish light seemed to play about the masts, and balls of electric fire tipped the yards, throwing for a short time a ghastly sheen over the ship and crew, for the profound darkness had again settled down, owing, no doubt, to another choking of the Krakatoa vent.

Before the light referred to went out, Moses was struck violently on the chest by something soft, which caused him to stagger.

It was Spinkie! In the midst of the unusual horrors that surrounded him, while clinging to the unfamiliar mizzen shrouds on which in desperation the poor monkey had found a temporary refuge, the electric fire showed him the dark figure of his old familiar friend standing not far off. With a shriek of not quite hopeless despair, and an inconceivable bound, Spinkie launched himself into space. His early training in the forest stood him in good stead at that crisis! As already said he hit the mark fairly, and clung to Moses with a tenacity that was born of mingled love and desperation. Finding that nothing short of cruelty would unfix his little friend, Moses stuffed him inside the breast of his cotton shirt. In this haven of rest the monkey heaved a sigh of profound contentment, folded his hands on his bosom, and meekly went to sleep.

Two of the excessively violent paroxysms of the volcano, above referred to, had by that time taken place, but the third, and worst  that which occurred about 10 A.M.  was yet in store for them, though they knew it not, and a lull in the roar, accompanied by thicker darkness than ever, was its precursor. There was not, however, any lull in the violence of the wind.

I dont like these lulls, said Captain Roy to the hermit, as they stood close to the binnacle, in the feeble light of its lamp. What is that striking against our sides, Mr. Moor?

Looks like floating pumice, sir, answered the second mate, and I think I see palm-trees amongst it.

Ay, I thought so, we must be close to land, said the captain. We cant be far from Anjer, and I fear the big waves that have already passed us have done some damage. Lower a lantern over the side,  no, fetch an empty tar-barrel and lets have a flare. That will enable us to see things better.

While the barrel was being fastened to a spar so as to be thrust well out beyond the side of the brig, Van der Kemp descended the companion and opened the cabin door.

Come up now, Winnie, darling.

Yes, father, was the reply, as the poor girl, who had been anxiously awaiting the summons, glided out and clasped her fathers arm with both hands. Are things quieting down?

They are, a little. It may be temporary, but  Our Father directs it all.

True, father. Im so glad of that!

Mind the step, we shall have more light on deck. There is a friend there who has just told me he met you on the Cocos-Keeling Island, Nigel Roy;  you start, Winnie?

Y  yes, father. I am so surprised, for it is his father who sails this ship! And I cannot imagine how he or you came on board.

Well, I was going to say that I believe it is partly through Nigel that you and I have been brought together, but there is mystery about it that I dont yet understand; much has to be explained, and this assuredly is not the time or place. Here, Nigel, is your old Keeling friend.

Ay  friend! humph! said old Roy softly to himself.

My dear  child! said young Roy, paternally, to the girl as he grasped her hand. I cannot tell you how thankful I am that this has been brought about, and  and that I have had some little hand in it.

Theres more than pumice floating about in the sea, sir, said Mr. Moor, coming aft at the moment and speaking to the captain in a low tone. Youd better send the young lady below  or get some one to take up her attention just now.

Here, Nigel. Sit down under the lee of the companion, an tell Kathy how this all came about, said the captain, promptly, as if issuing nautical orders. I want you here, Van der Kemp.

So saying, the captain, followed by the hermit, went with the second mate to the place where the flaming tar-barrel was casting a lurid glare upon the troubled sea.




Chapter XXVII.

BLOWN TO BITS.

The sight that met their eyes was well calculated to shock and sadden men of much less tender feeling than Van der Kemp and Captain Roy.

The water had assumed an appearance of inky blackness, and large masses of pumice were floating past, among which were numerous dead bodies of men, women, and children, intermingled with riven trees, fences, and other wreckage from the land, showing that the two great waves which had already passed under the vessel had caused terrible devastation on some parts of the shore. To add to the horror of the scene large sea-snakes were seen swimming wildly about, as if seeking to escape from the novel dangers that surrounded them.

The sailors looked on in awe-stricken silence for some time.

Praps some of em may be alive yet! whispered one. Couldnt we lower a boat?

Impossible in such a sea, said the captain, who overheard the remark. Besides, no life could exist there.

Captain Roy, said Van der Kemp earnestly, let me advise you to get your foresail ready to hoist at a moments notice, and let them stand by to cut the cable.

Why so? There seems no need at present for such strong measures.

You dont understand volcanoes as I do, returned the hermit. This lull will only last until the imprisoned fires overcome the block in the crater, and the longer it lasts the worse will be the explosion. From my knowledge of the coast I feel sure that we are close to the town of Anjer. If another wave like the last comes while we are here, it will not slip under your brig like the last one. It will tear her from her anchor and hurl us all to destruction. You have but one chance; that is, to cut the cable and run in on the top of it  a poor chance at the best, but if God wills, we shall escape.

If we are indeed as near shore as you think, said the captain, I know what you say must be true, for in shoal water such a wave will surely carry all before it. But are you certain there will be another explosion?

No man can be sure of that. If the last explosion emptied the crater there will be no more. If it did not, another explosion is certain. All I advise is that you should be ready for whatever is coming, and ready to take your only chance.

Right you are, sir. Send men to be ready to cut the cable, Mr. Moor. And stand by the topsail halyards.

Ay, ay, sir.

During the anxious minutes that followed, the hermit rejoined Winnie and Nigel on the quarter-deck, and conversed with the latter in a low voice, while he drew the former to his side with his strong arm. Captain Roy himself grasped the wheel and the men stood at their various stations ready for action.

Let no man act without orders, whatever happens, said the captain in a deep powerful voice which was heard over the whole ship, for the lull that we have mentioned extended in some degree to the gale as well as to the volcano. Every one felt that some catastrophe was pending.

Winnie, darling, said the hermit tenderly, as he bent down to see the sweet face that had been restored to him. I greatly fear that there is sure to be another explosion, and it may be His will that we shall perish, but comfort yourself with the certainty that no hair of your dear head can fall without His permission  and in any event He will not fail us.

I know it, father. I have no fear  at least, only a little!

Nigel, said the hermit, stick close to us if you can. It may be that, if anything should befall me, your strong arm may succour Winnie; mine has lost somewhat of its vigour, he whispered.

Trust me  nothing but death shall sunder us, said the anxious youth in a burst of enthusiasm.

It seemed as if death were indeed to be the immediate portion of all on board the Sunshine, for a few minutes later there came a crash, followed by a spout of smoke, fire, steam, and molten lava, compared to which all that had gone before seemed insignificant!

The crash was indescribable! As we have said elsewhere, the sound of it was heard many hundreds of miles from the seat of the volcano, and its effects were seen and felt right round the world.

The numerous vents which had previously been noticed on Krakatoa must at that moment have been blown into one, and the original crater of the old volcano  said to have been about six miles in diameter  must have resumed its destructive work. All the eye-witnesses who were near the spot at the time, and sufficiently calm to take note of the terrific events of that morning, are agreed as to the splendour of the electrical phenomena displayed during this paroxysmal outburst. One who, at the time, was forty miles distant speaks of the great vapour-cloud looking like an immense wall or blood-red curtain with edges of all shades of yellow, and bursts of forked lightning at times rushing like large serpents through the air. Another says that Krakatoa appeared to be alight with flickering flames rising behind a dense black cloud. A third recorded that the lightning struck the mainmast conductor five or six times, and that the mud-rain which covered the decks was phosphorescent, while the rigging presented the appearance of St. Elmos fire.

It may be remarked here, in passing, that giant steam-jets rushing through the orifices of the earths crust constitute an enormous hydro-electric engine; and the friction of ejected materials striking against each other in ascending and descending also generates electricity, which accounts to some extent for the electrical condition of the atmosphere.

In these final and stupendous outbursts the volcano was expending its remaining force in breaking up and ejecting the solid lava which constituted its framework, and not in merely vomiting forth the lava-froth, or pumice, which had characterised the earlier stages of the eruption. In point of fact  as was afterwards clearly ascertained by careful soundings and estimates, taking the average height of the missing portion at 700 feet above water, and the depth at 300 feet below it  two-thirds of the island were blown entirely off the face of the earth. The mass had covered an area of nearly six miles, and is estimated as being equal to 1⅛ cubic miles of solid matter which, as Moses expressed it, was blown to bits!

If this had been all, it would have been enough to claim the attention and excite the wonder of the intelligent world  but this was not nearly all, as we shall see, for saddest of all the incidents connected with the eruption is the fact that upwards of thirty-six thousand human beings lost their lives. The manner in which that terrible loss occurred shall be shown by the future adventures of the Sunshine.




Chapter XXVIII.

THE FATE OF THE SUNSHINE.

Stunned at first, for a few minutes, by the extreme violence of the explosion, no one on board the Sunshine spoke, though each man stood at his post ready to act.

Strange, said the captain at last. There seems to be no big wave this time.

That only shows that we are not as near the island as we thought. But it wont be long of  See! There it comes, said the hermit. Now, Winnie, cling to my arm and put your trust in God.

Nigel, who had secured a life-buoy, moved close to the girls side, and looking anxiously out ahead saw a faint line of foam in the thick darkness which had succeeded the explosion. Already the distant roar of the billow was heard, proving that it had begun to break.

The wind comes with it, said Van der Kemp.

Stand by! cried the captain, gazing intently over the side. Next moment came the sharp order to hoist the foretopsail and jib, soon followed by Cut the cable!

There was breeze enough to swing the vessel quickly round. In a few seconds her stern was presented to the coming wave, and her bow cleft the water as she rushed upon what every one now knew was her doom.

To escape the great wave was no part of the captains plan. To have reached the shore before the wave would have been fatal to all. Their only hope lay in the possibility of riding in on the top of it, and the great danger was that they should be unable to rise to it stern first when it came up, or that they should turn broadside on and be rolled over.

They had not long to wait. The size of the wave, before it came near enough to be seen, was indicated by its solemn, deep-toned, ever-increasing roar. The captain stood at the wheel himself, guiding the brig and glancing back from time to time uneasily.

Suddenly the volcano gave vent to its fourth and final explosion. It was not so violent as its predecessors had been, though more so than any that had occurred on the day before, and the light of it showed them the full terrors of their situation, for it revealed the mountains of Java  apparently quite close in front, though in reality at a considerable distance  with a line of breakers beating white on the shore. But astern of them was the most appalling sight, for there, rushing on with awful speed and a sort of hissing roar, came the monstrous wave, emerging, as it were, out of thick darkness, like a mighty wall of water with a foaming white crest, not much less  according to an average of the most reliable estimates  than 100 feet high.

Well might the seamen blanch, for never before in all their varied experience had they seen the like of that.

On it came with the unwavering force of Fate. To the eye of Captain Roy it appeared that up its huge towering side no vessel made by mortal man could climb. But the captain had too often stared death in the face to be unmanned by the prospect now. Steadily he steered the vessel straight on, and in a quiet voice said  

Lay hold of something firm  every man!

The warning was well timed. In the amazement, if not fear, caused by the unwonted sight, some had neglected the needful precaution.

As the billow came on, the bubbling, leaping, and seething of its crest was apparent both to eye and ear. Then the roar became tremendous.

Darling Winnie, said Nigel at that moment. I will die for you or with you!

The poor girl heard, but no sign of appreciation moved her pale face as she gazed up at the approaching chaos of waters.

Next moment the brig seemed to stand on its bows. Van der Kemp had placed his daughter against the mast, and, throwing his long arms round both, held on. Nigel, close to them, had grasped a handful of ropes, and every one else was holding on for life. Another moment and the brig rose as if it were being tossed up to the heavens. Immediately thereafter it resumed its natural position in a perfect wilderness of foam. They were on the summit of the great wave, which was so large that its crest seemed like a broad, rounded mass of tumbling snow with blackness before and behind, while the roar of the tumult was deafening. The brig rushed onward at a speed which she had never before equalled even in the fiercest gale  tossed hither and thither by the leaping foam, yet always kept going straight onward by the expert steering of her captain.

Come aft  all of you! he shouted, when it was evident that the vessel was being borne surely forward on the waves crest. The masts will go for certain when we strike.

The danger of being entangled in the falling spars and cordage was so obvious that every one except the hermit and Nigel obeyed.

Here, Nigel, gasped the former. I  Ive  lost blood  faint!  

Our hero at once saw that Van der Kemp, fainting from previous loss of blood, coupled with exertion, was unable to do anything but hold on. Indeed, he failed even in that, and would have fallen to the deck had Nigel not caught him by the arm.

Can you run aft, Winnie? said Nigel anxiously.

Yes! said the girl, at once understanding the situation and darting to the wheel, of which and of Captain Roy she laid firm hold, while Nigel lifted the hermit in his arms and staggered to the same spot. Winnie knelt beside him immediately, and, forgetting for the moment all the horrors around her, busied herself in replacing the bandage which had been loosened from his head.

Oh! Mr. Roy, save him!  save him! cried the poor child, appealing in an agony to Nigel, for she felt instinctively that when the crash came her father would be utterly helpless even to save himself.

Nigel had barely time to answer when a wild shout from the crew caused him to start up and look round. A flare from the volcano had cast a red light over the bewildering scene, and revealed the fact that the brig was no longer above the oceans bed, but was passing in its wild career right through, or rather over, the demolished town of Anjer. A few of the houses that had been left standing by the previous waves were being swept  hurled  away by this one, but the mass of rolling, rushing, spouting water was so deep, that the vessel had as yet struck nothing save the tops of some palm-trees which bent their heads like straws before the flood.

Even in the midst of the amazement, alarm, and anxiety caused by the situation, Nigel could not help wondering that in this final and complete destruction of the town no sign of struggling human beings should be visible. He forgot at the moment, what was terribly proved afterwards, that the first waves had swallowed up men, women, and children by hundreds, and that the few who survived had fled to the hills, leaving nothing for the larger wave to do but complete the work of devastation on inanimate objects. Ere the situation had been well realised the volcanic fires went down again, and left the world, for over a hundred surrounding miles, in opaque darkness. Only the humble flicker of the binnacle light, like a trusty sentinel on duty, continued to shed its feeble rays on a few feet of the deck, and showed that the compass at least was still faithful to the pole!

Then another volcanic outburst revealed the fact that the wave which carried them was thundering on in the direction of a considerable cliff or precipice  not indeed quite straight towards it, but sufficiently so to render escape doubtful.

At the same time a swarm of terror-stricken people were seen flying towards this cliff and clambering up its steep sides. They were probably some of the more courageous of the inhabitants who had summoned courage to return to their homes after the passage of the second wave. Their shrieks and cries could be heard above even the roaring of the water and the detonations of the volcano.

God spare us! exclaimed poor Winnie, whose trembling form was now partially supported by Nigel.

As she spoke darkness again obscured everything, and they could do naught but listen to the terrible sounds  and pray.

On  on went the Sunshine, in the midst of wreck and ruin, on this strange voyage over land and water, until a check was felt. It was not a crash as had been anticipated, and as might have naturally been expected, neither was it an abrupt stoppage. There was first a hissing, scraping sound against the vessels sides, then a steady checking  we might almost say a hindrance to progress  not violent, yet so very decided that the rigging could not bear the strain. One and another of the back-stays parted, the foretopsail burst with a cannon-like report, after which a terrible rending sound, followed by an indescribable crash, told that both masts had gone by the board.

Then all was comparatively still  comparatively we say, for water still hissed and leaped beneath them like a rushing river, though it no longer roared, and the wind blew in unfamiliar strains and laden with unwonted odours.

At that moment another outburst of Krakatoa revealed the fact that the great wave had borne the brig inland for upwards of a mile, and left her imbedded in a thick grove of cocoa-nut palms!




Chapter XXIX.

TELLS CHIEFLY OF THE WONDERFUL EFFECTS OF THIS ERUPTION ON THE WOULD AT LARGE.

The great explosions of that morning had done more damage and had achieved results more astounding than lies in the power of language adequately to describe, or of history to parallel.

Let us take a glance at this subject in passing.

An inhabitant of Anjer  owner of a hotel, a ship-chandlers store, two houses, and a dozen boats  went down to the beach about six on the morning of that fateful 27th of August. He had naturally been impressed by the night of the 26th, though, accustomed as he was to volcanic eruptions, he felt no apprehensions as to the safety of the town. He went to look to the moorings of his boats, leaving his family of seven behind him. While engaged in this work he observed a wave of immense size approaching. He leaped into one of his boats, which was caught up by the wave and swept inland, carrying its owner there in safety. But this was the wave that sealed the doom of the town and most of its inhabitants, including the hotel-keepers family and all that he possessed.

This is one only out of thousands of cases of bereavement and destruction.

A lighthouse-keeper was seated in his solitary watch-tower, speculating, doubtless, on the probable continuance of such a violent outbreak, while his family and mates  accustomed to sleep in the midst of elemental war  were resting peacefully in the rooms below, when one of the mighty waves suddenly appeared, thundered past, and swept the lighthouse with all its inhabitants away.

This shows but one of the many disasters to lighthouses in Sunda Straits.

A Dutch man-of-war  the Berouw  was lying at anchor in Lampong Bay, fifty miles from Krakatoa. The great wave came, tore it from its anchorage, and carried it  like the vessel of our friend David Roy  nearly two miles inland!

Masses of coral of immense size and weight were carried four miles inland by the same wave. The river at Anjer was choked up; the conduit which used to carry water into the place was destroyed, and the town itself was laid in ruins.

But these are only a few of the incidents of the great catastrophe. Who can conceive, much less tell of, those terrible details of sudden death and disaster to thousands of human beings, resulting from an eruption which destroyed towns like Telok Betong, Anjer, Tyringin, etc., besides numerous villages and hamlets on the shores of Java and Sumatra, and caused the destruction of more than 36,000 souls?

But it is to results of a very different kind, and on a much more extended scale, that we must turn if we would properly estimate the magnitude, the wide-spreading and far-reaching influences, and the extraordinary character, of the Krakatoa outburst of 1883.

In the first place, it is a fact, testified to by some of the best-known men of science, that the shock of the explosion extended appreciably right round the world, and seventeen miles (some say even higher!) up into the heavens.

Mr. Verbeek, in his treatise on this subject, estimates that a cubic mile of Krakatoa was propelled in the form of the finest dust into the higher regions of the atmosphere  probably about thirty miles! The dust thus sent into the sky was of ultra-microscopic fineness, and it travelled round and round the world in a westerly direction, producing those extraordinary sunsets and gorgeous effects and afterglows which became visible in the British Isles in the month of November following the eruption; and the mighty waves which caused such destruction in the vicinity of Sunda Straits travelled  not once, but at least  six times round the globe, as was proved by trustworthy and independent observations of tide-gauges and barometers made and recorded at the same time in nearly all lands  including our own.

Other volcanoes, it is said by those who have a right to speak in regard to such matters, have ejected more stuff, but not one has equalled Krakatoa in the intensity of its explosions, the appalling results of the sea-waves, the wonderful effects in the sky, and the almost miraculous nature of the sounds.

Seated on a log under a palm-tree in Batavia, on that momentous morning of the 27th, was a sailor who had been left behind sick by Captain Roy when he went on his rather Quixotic trip to the Keeling Islands. He was a somewhat delicate son of the sea. Want of self-restraint was his complaint  leading to a surfeit of fruit and other things, which terminated in a severe fit of indigestion and indisposition to life in general. He was smoking  that being a sovereign and infallible cure for indigestion and all other ills that flesh is heir to, as every one knows!

I say, old man, he inquired, with that cheerful tone and air which usually accompanies incapacity for food. Do it always rain ashes here?

The old man whom he addressed was a veteran Malay seaman.

No, replied the Malay, sometimes it rain mud  hot mud.

Do it? Oh! well  anything for variety, I spose, returned the sailor, with a growl which had reference to internal disarrangements.

Is it often as dark as this in the daytime, an is the sun usually green? he asked carelessly, more for the sake of distracting the mind from other matters than for the desire of knowledge.

Sometime its more darker, replied the old man. Ive seed it so dark that you couldnt see how awful dark it was.

As he spoke, a sound that has been described by ear-witnesses as deafening smote upon their tympanums, the log on which they sat quivered, the earth seemed to tremble, and several dishes in a neighbouring hut were thrown down and broken.

I say, old man, suthin busted there, remarked the sailor, taking the pipe from his mouth and quietly ramming its contents down with the end of his blunt forefinger.

The Malay looked grave.

The gasometer? suggested the sailor.

No, that never busts.

A noo mountain come into action, praps, an blowd its top off?

Shouldnt wonder if thats it  close at hand too. Wes used to that here. But thems bigger cracks than ornar.

The old Malay was right as to the cause, but wrong as to distance. Instead of being a volcano close at hand, it was Krakatoa eviscerating itself a hundred miles off, and the sound of its last grand effort extended over 50 degrees = about 3000 miles.

On that day all the gas lights were extinguished in Batavia, and the pictures rattled on the walls as though from the action of an earthquake. But there was no earthquake. It was the air-wave from Krakatoa, and the noise produced by the air-waves that followed was described as deafening.

The effect of the sounds of the explosions on the Straits Settlements generally was not only striking, but to some extent amusing. At Carimon, in Java  355 miles distant from Krakatoa  it was supposed that a vessel in distress was firing guns, and several native boats were sent off to render assistance, but no distressed vessel was to be found! At Acheen, in Sumatra  1073 miles distant  they supposed that a fort was being attacked and the troops were turned out under arms. At Singapore  522 miles off  they fancied that the detonations came from a vessel in distress and two steamers were despatched to search for it. And here the effect on the telephone, extending to Ishore, was remarkable. On raising the tubes a perfect roar as of a waterfall was heard. By shouting at the top of his voice, the clerk at one end could make the clerk at the other end hear, but he could not render a word intelligible. At Perak  770 miles off  the sounds were thought to be distant salvos of artillery, and Commander Hon. F. Vereker, R.N., of H.M.S. Magpie, when 1227 miles distant (in lat. 5° 52 N. long. 118° 22 E.), states that the detonations of Krakatoa were distinctly heard by those on board his ship, and by the inhabitants of the coast as far as Banguey Island, on August 27th. He adds that they resembled distant heavy cannonading. In a letter from St. Lucia Bay  1116 miles distant  it was stated that the eruption was plainly heard all over Borneo. A government steamer was sent out from the Island of Timor  1351 miles off  to ascertain the cause of the disturbance! In South Australia also, at places 2250 miles away, explosions were heard on the 26th and 27th which awakened people, and were thought worthy of being recorded and reported. From Tavoy, in Burmah  1478 miles away  the report came All day on August 27th unusual sounds were heard, resembling the boom of guns. Thinking there might be a wreck or a ship in distress, the Tavoy Superintendent sent out the police launch, but they could see nothing. And so on, far and near, similar records were made, the most distant spot where the sounds were reported to have been heard being Rodriguez, in the Pacific, nearly 3000 miles distant!

One peculiar feature of the records is that some ships in the immediate neighbourhood of Krakatoa did not experience the shock in proportionate severity. Probably this was owing to their being so near that a great part of the concussion and sound flew over them  somewhat in the same way that the pieces of a bomb-shell fly over men who, being too near to escape by running, escape by flinging themselves flat on the ground.

Each air-wave which conveyed these sounds, commencing at Krakatoa as a centre, spread out in an ever-increasing circle till it reached a distance of 180° from its origin and encircled the earth at its widest part, after which it continued to advance in a contracting form until it reached the antipodes of the volcano; whence it was reflected or reproduced and travelled back again to Krakatoa. Here it was turned right-about-face and again despatched on its long journey. In this way it oscillated backward and forward not fewer than six times before traces of it were lost. We say traces, because these remarkable facts were ascertained, tracked, and corroborated by independent barometric observation in all parts of the earth.

For instance, the passage of the great air-wave from Krakatoa to its antipodes, and from its antipodes back to Krakatoa, was registered six times by the automatic barometer at Greenwich. The instrument at Kew Observatory confirmed the records of Greenwich, and so did the barometers of other places in the kingdom. Everywhere in Europe also this fact was corroborated, and in some places even a seventh oscillation was recorded. The Greenwich record shows that the air-waves took about thirty-six hours to travel from pole to pole, thus proving that they travelled at about the rate of ordinary sound-waves, which, roughly speaking, travel at the rate of between six and seven hundred miles an hour.

The height of the sea-waves that devastated the neighbouring shores, being variously estimated at from 50 to 135 feet, is sufficiently accounted for by the intervention of islands and headlands, etc., which, of course, tended to diminish the force, height, and volume of waves in varying degrees.

These, like the air-waves, were also registered  by self-acting tide-gauges and by personal observation  all over the world, and the observations coincided as to date with the great eruptions of the 26th and 27th of August. The influence of the sea-waves was observed and noted in the Java sea  which is shallow and where there are innumerable obstructions  as far as 450 miles, but to the west they swept over the deep waters of the Indian Ocean on to Cape Horn, and even, it is said, to the English Channel.

The unusual disturbance of ocean in various places was sufficiently striking. At Galle, in Ceylon, where the usual rise and fall of the tide is 2 feet, the master-attendant reports that on the afternoon of the 27th four remarkable waves were noticed in the port. The last of these was preceded by an unusual recession of the sea to such an extent that small boats at their anchorage were left aground  a thing that had never been seen before. The period of recession was only one-and-a-half minutes; then the water paused, as it were, for a brief space, and, beginning to rise, reached the level of the highest high-water mark in less than two minutes, thus marking a difference of 8 feet 10 inches instead of the ordinary 2 feet.

At one place there was an ebb and flood tide, of unusual extent, within half-an-hour. At another, a belt of land, including a burying-ground, was washed away, so that according to the observer it appeared as if the dead had sought shelter with the living in a neighbouring cocoa-nut garden! Elsewhere the tides were seen to advance and recede ten or twelve times  in one case even twenty times  on the 27th.

At Trincomalee the sea receded three times and returned with singular force, at one period leaving part of the shore suddenly bare, with fish struggling in the mud. The utilitarian tendency of mankind was at once made manifest by some fishermen who, seizing the opportunity, dashed into the struggling mass and began to reap the accidental harvest, when  alas for the poor fishermen!  the sea rushed in again and drove them all away.

In the Mauritius, however, the fishers were more fortunate, for when their beach was exposed in a similar manner, they succeeded in capturing a good many fish before the water returned.

Even sharks were disturbed in their sinister and slimy habits of life by this outburst of Krakatoa  and no wonder, when it is recorded that in some places the sea looked like water boiling heavily in a pot, and that the boats which were afloat were swinging in all directions. At one place several of these monsters were flung out of their native home into pools, where they were left struggling till their enemy man terminated their career.

Everywhere those great waves produced phenomena which were so striking as to attract the attention of all classes of people, to ensure record in most parts of the world, and to call for the earnest investigation of the scientific men of many lands  and the conclusion to which such men have almost universally come is, that the strange vagaries of the sea all over the earth, the mysterious sounds heard in so many widely distant places, and the wonderful effects in the skies of every quarter of the globe, were all due to the eruption of the Krakatoa volcano in 1883.

With reference to these last  the sky-effects-a few words may not be out of place here.

The superfine ultra-microscopic dust, which was blown by the volcano in quantities so enormous to such unusual heights, was, after dropping its heavier particles back to earth, caught by the breezes which always blow in the higher regions from east to west, and carried by them for many months round and round the world. The dust was thickly and not widely spread at first, but as time went on it gradually extended itself on either side, becoming visible to more and more of earths inhabitants, and at the same time becoming necessarily less dense.

Through this medium the suns rays had to penetrate. In so far as the dust-particles were opaque they would obscure these rays; where they were transparent or polished they would refract and reflect them. That the material of which those dust-particles was composed was very various has been ascertained, proved, and recorded by the Krakatoa Committee. The attempt to expound this matter would probably overtax the endurance of the average reader, yet it may interest all to know that this dust-cloud travelled westward within the tropics at the rate of about double the speed of an express train  say 120 miles an hour; crossed the Indian Ocean and Africa in three days, the Atlantic in two, America in two, and, in short, put a girdle round the world in thirteen days. Moreover, the cloud of dust was so big that it took two or three days to pass any given point. During its second circumnavigation it was considerably spread and thinned, and the third time still more so, having expanded enough to include Europe and the greater part of North America. It had thinned away altogether and disappeared in the spring of 1884.

Who has not seen  at least read or heard of  the gorgeous skies of the autumn of 1883? Not only in Britain, but in all parts of the world, these same skies were seen, admired, and commented on as marvellous. And so they were. One of the chief peculiarities about them, besides their splendour, was the fact that they consisted chiefly of afterglows  that is, an increase of light and splendour after the setting of the sun, when, in an ordinary state of things, the grey shadows of evening would have descended on the world. Greenish-blue suns; pink clouds; bright yellow, orange, and crimson afterglows; gorgeous, magnificent, blood-red skies  the commentators seemed unable to find language adequately to describe them. Listen to a German observers remarks on the subject:  

The display of November 29th was the grandest and most manifold. I give a description as exactly; as possible, for its overwhelming magnificence still presents itself to me as if it had been yesterday. When the sun had set about a quarter of an hour, there was not much afterglow, but I had observed a remarkably yellow bow in the south, about 10° above the horizon. In about ten minutes more this arc rose pretty quickly, extended itself all over the east and up to and beyond the zenith. The sailors declared, Sir, that is the Northern Lights. I thought I had never seen Northern Lights in greater splendour. After five minutes more the-light had faded, though not vanished, in the east and south, and the finest purple-red rose up in the south-west; one could imagine ones-self in Fairyland.

All this, and a great deal more, was caused by the dust of Krakatoa!

But how  how  why? exclaims an impatient and puzzled reader.

Ay  theres the rub. Rubbing, by the way, may have had something to do with it. At all events we are safe to say that whatever there was of electricity in the matter resulted from friction.

Here is what the men of science say  as far as we can gather and condense.

The fine dust blown out of Krakatoa was found, under the microscope, to consist of excessively thin, transparent plates or irregular specks of pumice  which inconceivably minute fragments were caused by enormous steam pressure in the interior and the sudden expansion of the masses blown out into the atmosphere. Of this glassy dust, that which was blown into the regions beyond the clouds must have been much finer even than that which was examined. These glass fragments were said by Dr. Flügel to contain either innumerable air-bubbles or minute needle-like crystals, or both. Small though these vesicles were when ejected from the volcano, they would become still smaller by bursting when they suddenly reached a much lower pressure of atmosphere at a great height. Some of them, however, owing to tenacity of material and other causes, might have failed to burst and would remain floating in the upper air as perfect microscopic glass balloons. Thus the dust was a mass of particles of every conceivable shape, and so fine that no watches, boxes, or instruments were tight enough to exclude from their interior even that portion of the dust which was heavy enough to remain on earth!

Now, to the unscientific reader it is useless to say more than that the innumerable and varied positions of these glassy particles, some transparent, others semi-transparent or opaque, reflecting the suns rays in different directions, with a complex modification of colour and effect resulting from the blueness of the sky, the condition of the atmosphere, and many other causes  all combined to produce the remarkable appearances of light and colour which aroused the admiration and wonder of the world in 1883.

The more one thinks of these things, and the deeper one dives into the mysteries of nature, the more profoundly is one impressed at once with a humbling sense of the limited amount of ones knowledge, and an awe-inspiring appreciation of the illimitable fields suggested by that comprehensive expression: THE WONDERFUL WORKS OF GOD.




Chapter XXX.

COMING EVENTS, ETC.  WONDERFUL CHANGES AMONG THE ISLANDS.

Some days after the wreck of the Sunshine, as described in a previous chapter, Captain Roy and his son stood on the coast of Java not far from the ruins of Anjer. A vessel was anchored in the offing, and a little boat lay on the shore.

All sign of elemental strife had passed, though a cloud of smoke hanging over the remains of Krakatoa told that the terrible giant below was not dead but only sleeping  to awake, perchance, after a nap of another 200 years.

Well, father, said our hero with a modest look, it may be, as you suggest, that Winnie Van der Kemp does not care for me more than for a fathom of salt water  

I did not say salt water, lad, I said bilge  a fathom o bilge water, interrupted the captain, who, although secretly rejoiced at the fact of his son having fallen over head and ears in love with the pretty little Cocos-Keeling islander, deemed it his duty, nevertheless, as a sternly upright parent, to, make quite sure that the love was mutual as well as deep before giving his consent to anything like courtship.

It matters not; salt or bilge water makes little difference, returned the son with a smile. But all I can say is that I care for Winnie so much that her love is to me of as much importance as sunshine to the world  and we have had some experience lately of what the want of that means.

Nonsense, Nigel, returned the captain severely. Youre workin yourself into them up-in-the-clouds, reef-point-patterin regions again  which, by the way, should be pretty well choked wi Krakatoa dust by this time. Come down out o that if ye want to hold ornary intercourse wi your old father. Shes far too young yet, my boy. You must just do as many a young fellow has done before you, attend to your dooties and forget her.

Forget her! returned the youth, with that amused, quiet expression which wise men sometimes assume when listening to foolish suggestions. I could almost as easily forget my mother!

A very proper sentiment, Nigel, very  especially the almost part of it.

Besides, continued the son, she is not so very young  and that difficulty remedies itself every hour. Moreover, I too am young. I can wait.

The selfishness of youth is only equalled by its presumption, said the captain. How dee know she will wait?

I dont know, father, but I hope she will  I  I  think she will.

Nigel, said the captain, in a tone and with a look that were meant to imply intense solemnity, have you ever spoken to her about love?

No, father.

Has she ever spoken to you?

No  at least  not with her lips.

Come, boy, youre humbuggin your old father. Her tongue couldnt well do it without the lips lendin a hand.

Well then  with neither, returned the son. She spoke with her eyes  not intentionally, of course, for the eyes, unlike the lips, refuse to be under control.

Hm! I see  reef-point-patterin poetics again! An what did she say with her eyes?

Really, father, you press me too hard; it is difficult to translate eye-language, but if youll only let memory have free play and revert to that time, nigh quarter of a century ago, when you first met with a certain real poetess, perhaps

Ah! you dog! you have me there. But how dare you, sir, venture to think of marryin on nothin?

I dont think of doing so. Am I not a first mate with a handsome salary?

No, lad, youre not. Youre nothin better than a seaman out o work, with your late ship wrecked in a cocoa-nut grove!

Thats true, returned Nigel with a laugh. But is not the cargo of the said ship safe in Batavia? Has not its owner a good bank account in England? Wont another ship be wanted, and another first mate, and would the owner dare to pass over his own son, who is such a competent seaman  according to your own showing? Come, father, I turn the tables on you and ask you to aid rather than resist me in this matter.

Well, I will, my boy, I will, said the captain heartily, as he laid his hand on his sons shoulder. But, seriously, you must haul off this little craft and clap a stopper on your tongue  ay, and on your eyes too  till three points are considered an made quite clear. First, you must find out whether the hermit would be agreeable. Second, you must look the matter straight in the face and make quite sure that you mean it. For better or for worse. No undoin that knot, Nigel, once its fairly tied! And, third, you must make quite sure that Winnie is sure of her own mind, an that  that

Were all sure all round, father. Quite right. I agree with you. All fair an aboveboard should be the sailing orders of every man in such matters, especially of every seaman. But, will you explain how I am to make sure of Winnies state of mind without asking her about it?

Well, I dont exactly see my way, replied the captain slowly. What dee say to my soundin her on the subject?

Couldnt think of it! You may be first-rate at deep-sea soundings, father, but you couldnt sound the depths of a young girls heart. I must reserve that for myself, however long it may be delayed.

So be it, lad. The only embargo that I lay upon you is  haul off, and mind you dont let your figurehead go by the board. Meanwhile, here comes the boat. Now, Nigel, none o your courtin till everything is settled and the wind fair  dead aft my lad, and blowin stiff. You and the hermit are goin off to Krakatoa to-day, I suppose?

Yes. I am just now waiting for him and Moses, returned Nigel.

Is Winnie going?

Dont know. I hope so.

Humph! Well, if we have a fair wind I shall soon be in Batavia, said the captain, descending to business matters, and I expect without trouble to dispose of the cargo that we landed there, as well as that part o the return cargo which I had bought before I left for Keeling  at a loss, no doubt, but that dont matter much. Then Ill come back here by the first craft that offers  arter which  . Ay!  Ay! shove her in here. Plenty o water.

The last remark was made to the seaman who steered the boat sent from the vessel in the offing.

A short time thereafter Captain Roy was sailing away for Batavia, while his son, with Van der Kemp, Moses, Winnie, and Spinkie, was making for Krakatoa in a native boat.

The hermit, in spite of his injuries, had recovered his wonted appearance, if not his wonted vigour. Winnie seemed to have suddenly developed into a mature woman under her recent experiences, though she had lost none of her girlish grace and attractiveness. As for Moses  time and tide seemed to have no effect whatever on his ebony frame, and still less, if possible, on his indomitable spirit.

Now you keep still, he said in solemn tones and with warning looks to Spinkie. If you keep fidgitin about youll capsize de boat. You hear?

Spinkie veiled his real affection for the negro under a look of supreme indifference, while Winnie went off into a sudden giggle at the idea of such a small creature capsizing the boat.

Mindful of his fathers warning, Nigel did his best to haul off and to prevent his figurehead from going by the board. But he found it uncommonly hard work, for Winnie looked so innocent, so pretty, so unconscious, so sympathetic with everybody and everything, so very young, yet so wondrously wise and womanly, that he felt an irresistible desire to prostrate himself at her feet in abject slavery.

Dear little thing, said Winnie, putting her hand on Spinkies little head and smoothing him down from eyes to tail.

Spinkie looked as if half inclined to withdraw his allegiance from Moses and bestow it on Winnie, but evidently changed his mind after a moments reflection.

O that I were a monkey! thought Nigel, paraphrasing Shakespeare, that I might   but it is not fair to our hero to reveal him in his weaker moments!

There was something exasperating, too, in being obliged, owing to the size of the boat, to sit so close to Winnie without having a right to touch her hand! Who has not experienced this, and felt himself to be a very hero of self-denial in the circumstances?

Mos awrful hot! remarked Moses, wiping his forehead with the sleeve of his shirt.

You hot! said Nigel in surprise. I thought nothing on earth could be too hot for you.

Dats your ignerance, returned Moses calmly. Us niggers, you see, ought to suffer more fro heat dan you whites.

How so?

Why, dont your flossiphers say dat black am better dan white for tractin heat, an aint our skins black? I wish wed bin born white as chalk. I say, Massa Nadgel, seems to me dat deres not much left ob Krakatoa.

They had approached near enough to the island by that time to perceive that wonderful changes had indeed taken place, and Van der Kemp, who had been for some time silently absorbed in contemplation, at last turned to his daughter and said  

I had feared at first, Winnie, that my old home had been blown entirely away, but I see now that the Peak of Rakata still stands, so perhaps I may yet show you the cave in which I have spent so many years.

But why did you go to live in such a strange place, dear father? asked the girl, laying her hand lovingly on the hermits arm.

Van der Kemp did not reply at once. He gazed in his childs face with an increase of that absent air and far-away look which Nigel, ever since he met him, had observed as one of his characteristics. At this time an anxious thought crossed him,  that perhaps the blows which his friend had received on his head when he was thrown on the deck of the Sunshine might have injured his brain.

It is not easy to answer your question, dear one, he said after a time, laying his strong hand on the girls head, and smoothing her luxuriant hair which hung in the untrammelled freedom of nature over her shoulders. I have felt sometimes, during the last few days, as if I were awaking out of a long long dream, or recovering from a severe illness in which delirium had played a prominent part. Even now, though I see and touch you, I sometimes tremble lest I should really awake and find that it is all a dream. I have so often  so very often  dreamed something like it in years gone by, but never so vividly as now! I cannot doubt  it is sin to doubt  that my prayers have been at last answered. God is good and wise. He knows what is best and does not fail in bringing the best to pass. Yet I have doubted Him  again and again.

Van der Kemp paused here and drew his hand across his brow as if to clear away sad memories of the past, while Winnie drew closer to him and looked up tenderly in his face.

When your mother died, dear one, he resumed, it seemed to me as if the sun had left the heavens, and when you were snatched from me, it was as though my soul had fled and nought but animal life remained. I lived as if in a terrible dream. I cannot recall exactly what I did or where I went for a long long time. I know I wandered through the archipelago looking for you, because I did not believe at first that you were dead. It was at this time I took up my abode in the cave of Rakata, and fell in with my good faithful friend Moses

Your sarvint, massa, interrupted the negro humbly. Is proud to be call your frind, but Is only your sarvint, massa.

Truly you have been my faithful servant, Moses, said Van der Kemp, but not the less have you been my trusted friend. He nursed me through a long and severe illness, Winnie. How long, I am not quite sure. After a time I nearly lost hope. Then there came a very dark period, when I was forced to believe that you must be dead. Yet, strange to say, even during this dark time I did not cease to pray and to wander about in search of you. I suppose it was the force of habit, for hope seemed to have died. Then, at last, Nigel found you. God used him as His instrument. And now, praise to His name, we are reunited  for ever!

Darling father! were the only words that Winnie could utter as she laid her head on the hermits shoulder and wept for joy.

Two ideas, which had not occurred to him before, struck Nigel with great force at that moment. The one was that whatever or wherever his future household should be established, if Winnie was to be its chief ornament, her father must of necessity become a member of it. The other idea was that he was destined to possess a negro servant with a consequent and unavoidable monkey attendant! How strange the links of which the chain of human destiny is formed, and how wonderful the powers of thought by which that chain is occasionally forecast! How to convey all these possessions to England and get them comfortably settled there was a problem which he did not care to tackle just then.

See, Winnie, said Van der Kemp, pointing with interest to a mark on the side of Rakata, yonder is the mouth of my cave. I never saw it so clearly before because of the trees and bushes, but everything seems now to have been burnt up.

Das so, massa, an what hasnt bin bunt up has bin blowd up! remarked the negro.

Looks very like it, Moses, unless that is a haze which enshrouds the rest of the island, rejoined the other, shading his eyes with his hands.

It was no haze, however; for they found, on drawing nearer, that the greater part of Krakatoa had, as we have already said, actually disappeared from the face of the earth.

When the boat finally rounded the point which hid the northern part of the island from view, a sight was presented which it is not often given to human eyes to look upon. The whole mountain named the Peak of Rakata (2623 feet high) had been split from top to bottom, and about one-half of it, with all that part of the island lying to the northward, had been blown away, leaving a wall or almost sheer precipice which presented a grand section of the volcano.

Pushing their boat into a creek at the base of this precipice, the party landed and tried to reach a position from which a commanding view might be obtained. This was not an easy matter, for there was not a spot for a foot to rest on which was not covered deeply with pumice-dust and ashes. By dint of perseverance, however, they gained a ledge whence the surrounding district could be observed, and then it was clearly seen how wide-spread and stupendous the effects of the explosion had been.

Where the greater part of the richly wooded island had formerly flourished, the ocean now rippled in the sunshine, and of the smaller islands around it Lang Island had been considerably increased in bulk as well as in height. Verlaten Island had been enlarged to more than three times its former size and also much increased in height. The island named Polish Hat had disappeared altogether, and two entirely new islets  afterwards named Steers and Calmeyer Islands  had arisen to the northward.

Now, friends, said Van der Kemp, after they had noted and commented on the vast and wonderful changes that had taken place, we will pull round to our cave and see what has happened there.

Descending to the boat they rowed round the southern shores of Rakata until they reached the little harbour where the boat and canoe had formerly been kept.




Chapter XXXI.

ENDS WITH A STRUGGLE BETWEEN INCLINATION AND DUTY.

De caves blowed away too! was the first remark of Moses as they rowed into the little port.

A shock of disappointment was experienced by Winnie, for she fancied that the negro had referred to her fathers old home, but he only meant the lower cave in which the canoe had formerly been kept. She was soon relieved as to this point, however, but, when a landing was effected, difficulties that seemed to her almost insurmountable presented themselves, for the ground was covered knee-deep with pumice-dust, and the road to the upper cave was blocked by rugged masses of lava and ashes, all heaped up in indescribable confusion.

On careful investigation, however, it was found that after passing a certain point the footpath was almost unencumbered by volcanic débris. This was owing to the protection afforded to it by the cone of Rakata, and the almost overhanging nature of some of the cliffs on that side of the mountain; still the track was bad enough, and in places so rugged, that Winnie, vigorous and agile though she was, found it both difficult and fatiguing to advance. Seeing this, her father proposed to carry her, but she laughingly declined the proposal.

Whereupon Nigel offered to lend her a hand over the rougher places, but this she also declined.

Then Moses, stepping forward, asserted his rights.

Its my business, he said, to carry tings wen deys got to be carried. Mrover, as Is bin obleeged to leabe Spinkie in charge ob de boat, I feels okard widout someting to carry, an you aint much heavier dan Spinkie, Miss Winnie  so, come along.

He stooped with the intention of grasping Winnie as if she were a little child, but with a light laugh the girl sprang away and left Moses behind.

Smy opinion, said Moses, looking after her with a grin, dat if de purfesser was here he d net her in mistook for a bufferfly. Dar!  shes down! he shouted, springing forward, but Nigel was before him.

Winnie had tripped and fallen.

Are you hurt, dear  child? asked Nigel, raising her gently.

Oh no! only a little shaken, answered Winnie, with a little laugh that was half hysterical. I am strong enough to go on presently.

Nay, my child, you must suffer yourself to be carried at this part, said Van der Kemp. Take her up, Nigel, you are stronger than I am now. I would not have asked you to do it before my accident!

Our hero did not need a second bidding. Grasping Winnie in his strong arms he raised her as if she had been a feather, and strode away at a pace so rapid that he soon left Van der Kemp and Moses far behind.

Put me down, now, said Winnie, after a little while, in a low voice. Im quite recovered now and can walk.

Nay, Winnie, you are mistaken. The path is very rough yet, and the dust gets deeper as we ascend. Do give me the pleasure of helping you a little longer.

Whatever Winnie may have felt or thought she said nothing, and Nigel, taking silence for consent, bore her swiftly onward and upward,  with an Excelsior spirit that would have thrown the Alpine youth with the banner and the strange device considerably into the shade,  until he placed her at the yawning black mouth of the hermits cave.

But what a change was there! The trees and flowering shrubs and ferns were all gone, lava, pumice, and ashes lay thick on everything around, and only a few blackened and twisted stumps of the larger trees remained to tell that an umbrageous forest had once flourished there. The whole scene might be fittingly described in the two words  grey desolation.

That is the entrance to your fathers old home, said Nigel, as he set his fair burden down and pointed to the entrance.

What a dreadful place! said Winnie, peering into the black depths of the cavern.

It was not dreadful when I first saw it, Winnie, with rich verdure everywhere; and inside you will find it surprisingly comfortable. But we must not enter until your father arrives to do the honours of the place himself.

They had not to wait long. First Moses arrived, and, shrewdly suspecting from the appearance of the young couple that they were engaged in conversation that would not brook interruption, or, perhaps, judging from what might be his own wishes in similar circumstances, he turned his back suddenly on them, and, stooping down, addressed himself to an imaginary creature of the animal kingdom.

What a bootiful bufferfly you is, to be sure! up on sitch a place too, wid nuffin to eat cept Krakatoa dust. I wonder what your moder would say if she knowd you was here. You should be ashamed ob yourself!

Hallo! Moses, what are you talking to over there?

Nuffin, Massa Nadgel. I was ony habin a brief convsation wid a member ob de insect wurld in commemoration ob de purfesser. Leastwise, if it warnt a insect it must hab bin suffm else. Wont you go in, Miss Winnie?

No, Id rather wait for father, returned the girl, looking a little flushed, for some strange and totally unfamiliar ideas had recently floated into her brain and caused some incomprehensible flutterings of the heart to which hitherto she had been a stranger.

Mindful of his fathers injunctions, however, Nigel had been particularly careful to avoid increasing these flutterings.

In a few minutes the hermit came up. Ah! Winnie, he said, there has been dire devastation here. Perhaps inside things may look better. Come, take my hand and dont be afraid. The floor is level and your eyes will soon get accustomed to the dim light.

Is afeared, massa, remarked Moses, as they entered the cavern, dat your sun-lights wont be wuth much now.

You are right, lad. Go on before us and light the lamps if they are not broken.

It was found, as they had expected, that, the only light which penetrated the cavern was that which entered by the caves mouth, which of course was very feeble.

Presently, to Winnies surprise, Moses was seen issuing from the kitchen with a petroleum lamp in one hand, the brilliant light of which not only glittered on his expressive black visage but sent a ruddy glare all over the cavern.

Van der Kemp seemed to watch his daughter intently as she gazed in a bewildered way around. There was a puzzled look as well as mere surprise in her pretty face.

Father, she said earnestly, you have spoken more than once of living as if in a dream. Perhaps you will wonder when I tell you that I experience something of that sort now. Strange though this place seems, I have an unaccountable feeling that it is not absolutely new to me  that I have seen it before.

I do not wonder, dear one, he replied, for the drawings that surround this chamber were the handiwork of your dear mother, and they decorated the walls of your own nursery when you were a little child at your mothers knee. For over ten long years they have surrounded me and kept your faces fresh in my memory  though, truth to tell, it needed no such reminders to do that. Come, let us examine them.

It was pleasant to see the earnest face of Winnie as she half-recognised and strove to recall the memories of early childhood in that singular cavern. It was also a sight worth seeing  the countenance of Nigel, as well as that of the hermit, while they watched and admired her eager, puzzled play of feature, and it was the most amazing sight of all to see the all but superhuman joy of Moses as he held the lamp and listened to facts regarding the past of his beloved master which were quite new to him  for the hermit spoke as openly about his past domestic affairs as if he and Winnie had been quite alone.

He either forgets that we are present, or counts us as part of his family, thought Nigel with a feeling of satisfaction.

What a dear comoonicative man! thought Moses, with unconcealed pleasure.

Come now, let us ascend to the observatory, said the hermit, when all the things in the library had been examined. There has been damage done there, I know; besides, there is a locket there which belonged to your mother. I left it by mistake one day when I went up to arrange the mirrors, and in the hurry of leaving forgot to return for it. Indeed, one of my main objects in re-visiting my old home was to fetch that locket away. It contains a lock of hair and one of those miniatures which men used to paint before photography drove such work off the field.

Winnie was nothing loth to follow, for she had reached a romantic period of life, and it seemed to her that to be led through mysterious caves and dark galleries in the very heart of a still active volcano by her own father  the hermit of Rakata  was the very embodiment of romance itself.

But a disappointment awaited them, for they had not proceeded halfway through the dark passage when it was found that a large mass of rock had fallen from the roof and almost blocked it up.

There is a space big enough for us to creep through at the right-hand corner above, I think, said Nigel, taking the lantern from Moses and examining the spot.

Jump up, Moses, and try it, said the hermit. If your bulky shoulders get through, we can all manage it.

The negro was about to obey the order when Nigel let the lantern fall and the shock extinguished it.

Oh! Massa Nadgel; das a pritty business!

Never mind, said Van der Kemp. Ive got matches, I think, in my  no, I havent. Have you, Moses?

No, massa, I forgit to remember him.

No matter, run back  you know the road well enough to follow it in the dark. We will wait here till you return. Be smart, now!

Moses started off at once and for some moments the sound of clattering along the passage was heard.

I will try to clamber through in the dark. Look after Winnie, Nigel  and dont leave the spot where you stand, dear one, for there are cracks and holes about that might sprain your little ankles.

Very well, father.

All right. Ive got through, Nigel; Ill feel my way on for a little bit. Remain where you are.

Winnie, said Nigel when they were alone, doesnt it feel awesome and strange to be standing here in such intense darkness?

It does  I dont quite like it.

Whereabouts are you? said Nigel.

He carefully stretched out his hand to feel, as he spoke, and laid a finger on her brow.

Oh! take care of my eyes! exclaimed Winnie with a little laugh.

I wish you would turn your eyes towards me for Im convinced they would give some light  ? to me at least. Here, do let me hold your hand It will make you feel more confident.

To one who is at all familiar with the human frame, the way from the brow to the hand is comparatively simple. Nigel soon possessed himself of the coveted article. Like other things of great value the possession turned the poor youths head! He forgot his fathers warnings for the moment, forgot the hermit and Moses and Spinkie, and the thick darkness  forgot almost everything in the light of that touch!

Winnie! he exclaimed in a tone that quite alarmed her; I  I He hesitated. The solemn embargo of his father recurred to him.

What is it! Is there danger? exclaimed the poor girl, clasping his hand tighter and drawing nearer to him.

This was too much! Nigel felt himself to be contemptible. He was taking unfair advantage of her.

Winnie, he began again, in a voice of forced calmness, there is no danger whatever. Im an ass  a dolt  thats all! The fact is, I made my father a sort of half promise that I would not ask your opinion on a certain subject until  until I found out exactly what you thought about it. Now the thing is ridiculous  impossible  for how can I know your opinion on any subject until I have asked you?

Quite true, returned Winnie simply, so you better ask me.

Ha! ha! laughed Nigel, in a sort of desperate amusement, I  I  Yes, I will ask you, Winnie! But first I must explain  

Hallo! Nigel! came at that moment from the other side of the obstruction, are you there  all right?

Yes, yes  Im here  not all right exactly, but Ill be all right some day, you may depend upon that! shouted the youth, in a tone of indignant exasperation.

What said you? asked Van der Kemp, putting his head through the hole.

Hi! Is a-comin, look out, dar! hallooed Moses in the opposite direction.

Just so, said Nigel, resuming his quiet tone and demeanour, well be all right when the light comes. Here, give us your hand, Van der Kemp.

The hermit accepted the proffered aid and leaped down amongst his friends just as Moses arrived with the lantern.

Its of no use going further, he said. The passage is completely blocked up  so we must go round to where the mountain has been split off and try to clamber up. There will be daylight enough yet if we are quick. Come.




Chapter XXXII.

THE LAST.

Descending to the boat they rowed round to the face of the great cliff which had been so suddenly laid bare when the Peak of Rakata was cleft from its summit to its foundations in the sea. It was a wonderful sight  a magnificent section, affording a marvellous view of the internal mechanism of a volcano.

But there was no time to spend in contemplation of this extraordinary sight, for evening approached and the hermits purpose had to be accomplished.

High up near the top of the mighty cliff could be seen a small hole in the rock, which was all that remained of the observatory.

It will be impossible, I fear, to reach that spot, said Nigel; there does not appear to be foothold for a goat.

I will reach it, said the hermit in a low voice, as he scanned the precipice carefully.

So will I, said the negro.

No, Moses, I go alone. You will remain in the boat and watch. If I fall, you can pick me up.

Pick you up! echoed Moses. If you tumbles a tousand feet into de water how much tink you will be lef to pick up?

It was useless to attempt to dissuade Van der Kemp. Being well aware of this, they all held their peace while he landed on a spur of the riven cliff.

The first part of the ascent was easy enough, the ground having been irregularly broken, so that the climber disappeared behind masses of rock at times, while he kept as much as possible to the western edge of the mountain where the cleavage had occurred; but as he ascended he was forced to come out upon narrow ledges that had been left here and there on the face of the cliff, where he seemed, to those who were watching far below, like a mere black spot on the face of a gigantic wall. Still upward he went, slowly but steadily, till he reached a spot nearly level with the observatory. Here he had to go out on the sheer precipice, where his footholds were invisible from below.

Winnie sat in the boat with blanched face and tightly clasped hands, panting with anxiety as she gazed upwards.

It looks much more dangerous from here than it is in reality, said Nigel to her in a reassuring tone.

Das true, Massa Nadgel, das bery true, interposed Moses, endeavouring to comfort himself as well as the others by the intense earnestness of his manner. De only danger, Miss Winnie, lies in your fadder losin his head at sitch a triffic height, an dars no fear at all ob dat, for Massa neber loses his head  pooh! you might as well talk ob him losin his heart. Look! look! he git close to de hole now  he put his foot  yes  next step  dar! heve done it!

With the perspiration of anxiety streaming down his face the negro relieved his feelings by a wild prolonged cheer. Nigel obtained the same relief by means of a deep long-drawn sigh, but Winnie did not move; she seemed to realise her fathers danger better than her companions, and remembered that the descent would be much more difficult than the ascent. They were not kept long in suspense. In a few minutes the hermit reappeared and began to retrace his steps  slowly but steadily  and the watchers breathed more freely.

Moses was right; there was in reality little danger in the climb, for the ledges which appeared to them like mere threads, and the footholds that were almost invisible, were in reality from a foot to three feet wide. The only danger lay in the hermits head being unable to stand the trial, but, as Moses had remarked, there was no fear of that.

The watchers were therefore beginning to feel somewhat relieved from the tension of their anxiety, when a huge mass of rock was seen to slip from the face of the cliff and descend with the thunderous roar of an avalanche. The incident gave those in the boat a shock, for the landslip occurred not far from the spot which Van der Kemp had reached, but as he still stood there in apparent safety there seemed no cause for alarm till it was observed that the climber remained quite still for a long time and, seemed to have no intention of moving.

God help him! cried Nigel in sudden alarm, the ledge has been carried away and he cannot advance! Stay by the boat, Moses, I will run to help him!

No, Massa Nadgel, returned the negro, I go to die wid im. Boat kin look arter itself.

He sprang on shore as he spoke, and dashed up the mountain-side like a hunted hare.

Our hero looked at Winnie for an instant in hesitation.

Go! said the poor girl. You know I can manage a boat  quick!

Another moment and Nigel was following in the track of the negro. They gained the broken ledge together, and then found that the space between the point which they had reached and the spot on which the hermit stood was a smooth face of perpendicular rock  an absolutely impassable gulf!

Van der Kemp was standing with his back flat against the precipice and his feet resting on a little piece of projecting rock not more than three inches wide. This was all that lay between him and the hideous depth below, for Nigel found on carefully drawing nearer that the avalanche had been more extensive than was apparent from below, and that the ledge beyond the hermit had been also carried away  thus cutting off his retreat as well as his advance.

I can make no effort to help myself, said Van der Kemp in a low but calm voice, when our heros foot rested on the last projecting point that he could gain, and found that with the utmost reach of his arm he could not get within six inches of his friends outstretched hand. Besides, Nigel himself stood on so narrow a ledge, and against so steep a cliff, that he could not have acted with his wonted power even if the hand could have been grasped. Moses stood immediately behind Nigel, where the ledge was broader and where a shallow recess in the rock enabled him to stand with comparative ease. The poor fellow seemed to realise the situation more fully than his companion, for despair was written on every feature of his expressive face.

What is to be done? said Nigel, looking back.

De boat-rope, suggested the negro.

Useless, said Van der Kemp, in a voice as calm and steady as if he were in perfect safety, though the unusual pallor of his grave countenance showed that he was fully alive to the terrible situation. I am resting on little more than my heels, and the strain is almost too much for me even now. I could not hold on till you went to the boat and returned. No, it seems to be Gods will  and, added he humbly, His will be done.

O God, send us help! cried Nigel in an agony of feeling that he could not master.

If I had better foothold I might spring towards you and catch hold of you, said the hermit, but I cannot spring off my heels. Besides, I doubt if you could bear my weight.

Try, try! cried Nigel, eagerly extending his hand. Dont fear for my strength  Ive got plenty of it, thank God! and see, I have my right arm wedged into a crevice so firmly that nothing could haul it out.

But Van der Kemp shook his head. I cannot even make the attempt, he said. The slightest move would plunge me down. Dear boy! I know that you and your father and Moses will care for my Winnie, and

Massa! gasped Moses, who while the hermit was speaking had been working his body with mysterious and violent energy; massa! couldnt you fall dis way, an Nadgel could kitch your hand, an Is got my leg shoved into a hole as nuffin ll haul it out ob. Deres a holler place here. If Nadgel swings you into dat, an I only once grab you by de hair  youre safe!

It might be done  tried at least, said the hermit, looking anxiously at his young friend.

Try it! cried Nigel, I wont fail you.

It is not possible for any except those who have gone through a somewhat similar ordeal to understand fully the test of cool courage which Van der Kemp had to undergo on that occasion.

Shutting his eyes for a moment in silent prayer, he deliberately worked with his shoulders upon the cliff against which he leaned until he felt himself to be on the point of falling towards his friend, and the two outstretched hands almost touched.

Now, are you ready? he asked.

Ready, replied Nigel, while Moses wound both his powerful arms round his comrades waist and held on.

Another moment and the hands clasped, Nigel uttered an irrepressible shout as the hermit swung off, and, coming round with great violence to the spot where the negro had fixed himself, just succeeded in catching the edge of the cliff with his free hand.

Let go, Nigel, he shouted; safe!

The poor youth was only too glad to obey, for the tremendous pull had wrenched his arm out of the crevice in which he had fixed it, and for a moment he swayed helplessly over the awful abyss.

Dont let me go, Moses! he yelled, as he made a frantic but futile effort to regain his hold,  for he felt that the negro had loosened one of his arms though the other was still round him like a hoop of iron.

No fear, Nadgel, said Moses, Is got you tight  only don wriggle. Now, massa, up you come.

Moses had grasped his masters hair with a grip: that well-nigh scalped him, and he held on until the hermit had got a secure hold of the ledge with both hands. Then he let the hair go, for he knew that to an athlete like his master the raising himself by his arms on to the ledge would be the Work of a few seconds. Van der Kemp was thus able to assist in rescuing Nigel from his position of danger.

But the expressions of heartfelt thankfulness for this deliverance which naturally broke from them were abruptly checked when it was found that Moses could by no means extract his leg out of the hole into which he had thrust it, and that he was suffering great pain.

After some time, and a good deal of violent wrenching, during which our sable hero mingled a few groans in strange fashion with his congratulations, he was got free, and then it was found that the strain had been too much for even his powerful bones and sinews, for the leg was broken.

My poor fellow! murmured Van der Kemp, as he went down on his knees to examine the limb.

Don care a buttin for dat, massa. Youre safe, an Nadgels safe  an it only cost a broken leg! Pooh! das nuffin! said Moses, unable to repress a few tears in the excess of his joy and pain!

With considerable difficulty they carried the poor negro down to the boat, where they found Winnie, as might be supposed, in a half-fainting condition from the strain of prolonged anxiety and terror to which she had been subjected; but the necessity of attending to the case of the injured Moses was an antidote which speedily restored her.

Do you think, good reader, that Nigel and Winnie had much difficulty in coming to an understanding after that, or that the hermit was disposed to throw any obstacles in the way of true love? If you do, let us assure you that you are mistaken. Surely this is information enough for any intelligent reader.

Still, it may be interesting to add, difficulties did not all at once disappear. The perplexities that had already assailed Nigel more than once assailed him again  perplexities about a negro man-servant, and a household monkey, and a hermit father-in-law, and a small income  to say nothing of a disconsolate mother-poetess in England and a father roving on the high seas! How to overcome these difficulties gave him much thought and trouble; but they were overcome at last. That which seemed impossible to man proved to be childs-play in the hands of woman. Winnie solved the difficulty by suggesting that they should all return to the Cocos-Keeling Islands and dwell together there for evermore!



Let us drop in on them, good reader, at a later period, have a look at them, and bid them all good-bye.

On a green knoll by the margin of the lagoon stands a beautiful cottage with a garden around it, and a pleasure-boat resting on the white coral sand in front. From the windows of that cottage there is a most magnificent view of the lagoon with its numerous islets and its picturesque palm-trees. Within that cottage dwell Nigel and Winnie, and a brown-eyed, brown-haired, fair-skinned baby girl who is the most extraordinary angel that ever was born. It has a nurse of its own, but is chiefly waited on and attended to by an antique poetess, who dwells in another cottage, a stones-cast off, on the same green knoll. There she inspires an ancient mariner with poetical sentiments  not your up-in-the-clouds, reef-point-pattering nonsense, observe; but the real genuine article, superior to that other fellows, you know  when not actively engaged with the baby.

The first cottage is named Rakata, in honour of our hermit, who is one of its inhabitants. The second is named Krakatoa by its eccentric owner, Captain Roy.

It must not be imagined, however, that our friends have settled down there to spend their lives in idleness. By no means. This probably would not be permitted by the King of the Cocos Islands even if they wished to do so. But they do not wish that. There is no such condition as idleness in the lives of good men and women.

Nigel has taken to general superintendence of the flourishing community in the midst of which he has cast his lot. He may be almost regarded as the prime minister of the islands, in addition to which he has started an extensive boat-building business and a considerable trade in cocoa-nuts, etc., with the numerous islands of the Java Sea; also a saw-mill, and a forge, and a Sunday-school  in which last the pretty, humble-minded Winnie lends most efficient aid. Indeed it is said that she is the chief manager as well as the life and soul of that business, though Nigel gets all the credit.

Captain Roy sometimes sails his sons vessels, and sometimes looks after the secular education of the Sunday-school children  the said education being conducted on the principle of unlimited story-telling with illimitable play of fancy. But his occupations are irregular  undertaken by fits and starts, and never to be counted on. His evenings he usually devotes to poetry and pipes  for the captain is obstinate, and sticks  like most of us  to his failings as well as his fancies.

There is a certain eccentric individual with an enthusiastic temperament and blue binoculars who pays frequent and prolonged visits to the Keeling Islands. It need scarcely be said that his name is Verkimier. There is no accounting for the tastes of human beings. Notwithstanding all his escapes and experiences, that indomitable man of science still ranges, like a mad philosopher, far and wide over the archipelago in pursuit of booterflies ant ozer specimens of zee insect vorld. It is observed, however, even by the most obtuse among his friends, that whereas in former times the professors nights were centrifugal they have now become centripetal  the Keeling Islands being the great centre towards which he flies. Verkimier is, and probably will always be, a subject of wonder and of profound speculation to the youthful inhabitants of the islands. They dont understand him and he does not understand them. If they were insects he would take deep and intelligent interest in them. As they are merely human beings, he regards them with that peculiar kind of interest with which men regard the unknown and unknowable. He is by no means indifferent to them. He is too kindly for that. He studies them deeply, though hopelessly, and when he enters the Sunday-school with his binoculars  which he often does, to listen  a degree of awe settles down on the little ones which it is impossible to evoke by the most solemn appeals to their spiritual natures.

Nigel and Winnie have a gardener, and that gardener is black  as black as the Ace of Spades or the King of Ashantee. He dwells in a corner of the Rakata Cottage, but is addicted to spending much of his spare time in the Krakatoa one. He is as strong and powerful as ever, but limps slightly on his right leg  his game leg, as he styles it. He is, of course, an immense favourite with the young people  not less than with the old. He has been known to say, with a solemnity that might tickle the humorous and horrify the timid, that he wouldnt hab dat game leg made straight agin! no, not for a hundred tousand pounds. Cause why?  it was an eber-present visible reminder dat once upon a time he had de libes ob massa and Nadgel in his arms ahangin on to his game leg, an dat, trough Gracious Goodness, he sabe dem bof!

Ha! You may smile at Moses if you will, but he can return the smile with kindly interest, for he is actuated by that grand principle which will sooner or later transform even the scoffers of earth, and which is embodied in the words Love is the fulfilling of the law.

Even the lower animals testify to this fact when the dog licks the hand that smites it and accords instant forgiveness on the slightest encouragement. Does not Spinkie prove it also, when, issuing at call, from its own pagoda in the sunniest corner of the Rakata garden, it forsakes cocoa-nuts, sugar-cane, fruits, and other delights, to lay its little head in joyful consecration on the black bosom of its benignant friend?

And what of Moses opinion of the new home? It may be shortly expressed in his own words-Its heaben upon eart, an de most happiest time as eber occurred to me was dat time when Sunda Straits went into cumbustin an Krakatoa was Blown to Bits.

THE END


THE CREW OF THE WATER WAGTAIL
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Chapter One.

A Rough Beginning.

It is well that mankind cannot pry into the secrets of futurity.

At all events, it is certain that if the crew of the Water Wagtail had known what was in store for them when they set sail from Bristol, one fine spring morning at the beginning of the sixteenth century, most of them would have remained at home  though it is not improbable that, even with full knowledge of coming events, some of the romantic among them, and a few of the reckless, might have decided to go on.

Undoubtedly Paul Burns would have scorned to draw back, for he was a hero of romance; an enthusiast of the deepest dye, with an inquiring mind, a sanguine disposition, and a fervent belief in all things great and good and grand. He was also a six-footer in his socks, a horse in constitution, a Hercules in frame, with a hook nose and a hawk eye and a strong jaw  and all the rest of it. Paul had a good brain, too, and was well educated  as education went in those days. Yes, there can be little doubt that even though Paul Burns had been able to see into the future, he would have deliberately chosen to go on that voyage.

So would Oliver Trench, for Oliver worshipped Paul! He loved him as if he had been an elder brother. He admired him, afar off, as a rare specimen of human perfection. He looked up to him, physically as well as mentally, for Oliver was at that time little more than a boy of medium size, but bold as a bull-dog and active as a weasel. Yes, we are safe to say that a revelation of the disasters, dangers, sufferings, etcetera, in store, would not have deterred Oliver Trench. He would have gone on that voyage simply because Paul Burns went. That was reason enough for him. The devotion of Ruth to Naomi was mild compared with that of Oliver to Paul  if words are a test of feelings  for Ruths beautiful language could not compare with the forcible expressions with which Oliver assured his friend that he would stick to him, neck or nothing, through thick and thin, to the latest hour of life!

As for the rest of the crew  Big Swinton, Little Stubbs, George Blazer, Squill, and the like  it was well, as we have said, that they could not see into the future.

There were forty of them, all told, including the cook and the cabin-boy. We do not include Paul Burns or Oliver Trench, because the former was naturalist to the expedition  a sort of semi-scientific freelance; and the latter, besides being the masters, or skippers, son, was a free-and-easy lance, so to speak, whose duties were too numerous to mention, and too indefinite to understand. Most of the men were what is expressed by the phrase no better than they should be. Some of them, indeed, were even worse than that. The wars of the period had rendered it difficult to obtain good seamen at that particular time, so that merchant skippers had to content themselves with whatever they could get. The crew of the Water Wagtail was unusually bad, including, as it did, several burglars and a few pickpockets, besides loafers and idlers; so that, before leaving Bristol, a friend of the skipper, whose imagination was lively, styled it a crew of forty thieves.

The coast of Norway was the destination of the Water Wagtail. She never reached the coast of  but we must not anticipate. What her object was in reference to Norway we cannot tell. Ancient records are silent on the point.

The object of Paul Burns was to gather general information. At that period the world was not rich in general information. To discover, to dare, to do  if need were, to die  was the intention of our big hero. To be similarly circumstanced in a small way was our little heros ambition.

Goin to blow, remarked Skipper Trench, on the evening of the day on which he sailed, as he paced the deck with his hands in his pockets, and, as his son Oliver said, his weather-eye open.

It seemed as though the weather, having overheard the prophecy, was eager to fulfil it, for a squall could be seen bearing down on the ship even while the words were being uttered.

Close reef to-o-o-p-sls! roared Master Trench, with the energy of a man who means what he says.

We are not sure of the precise nautical terms used, but the result was a sudden and extensive reduction of canvas; and not a moment too soon, for the operation had scarcely been completed when the squall struck the ship, almost capsized her, and sent her careering over the billows like a thing of life.

This was the first of a succession of squalls, or gales, which blew the Water Wagtail far out upon the Atlantic Ocean, stove in her bulwarks, carried away her bowsprit and foretopmast, damaged her skylights, strained her rudder, and cleared her decks of loose hamper.

After many days the weather moderated a little and cleared up, enabling Master Trench to repair damages and shape his course for Norway. But the easterly gales returned with increased violence, undid all the repairs, carried away the compass, and compelled these ancient mariners to run westward under bare poles  little better than a wreck for winds and waves to play with.

In these adverse circumstances the skipper did what too many men are apt to do in their day of sorrow  he sought comfort in the bottle.

Love of strong drink was Master Trenchs weakest point. It was one of the few points on which he and his friend Burns disagreed.

Now, my dear man, said Paul, seating himself one evening at the cabin table and laying his hand impressively on his friends arm, do let me lock up this bottle. You cant navigate the ship, you know, when youve got so much of that stuff under your belt.

O yes, I can, said the skipper, with an imbecile smile, for his friend had a winning way with him that conciliated even while he rebuked. Dont you fear, Paul, I  Im all right!

The half-offended idiotic expression of the mans face was intensely ludicrous, but Paul could not see the ludicrous at that time. He only saw his usually sedate, manly, generous friend reduced to a state of imbecility.

Come, now, Master Trench, he said persuasively, taking hold of the case-bottle, let me put it away.

Nno, I wont said the captain sharply, for he was short of temper.

The persuasive look on Pauls face suddenly vanished. He rose, grasped the bottle firmly, went to the open hatch, and sent it whizzing up into the air with such force that it went far over the stern of the ship and dropped into the sea, to the unutterable amazement of the man at the helm, who observed the bottles unaccountable flight with an expression of visage all his own.

There is no accounting for the rapid transitions of thought and feeling in drunken men. The skipper sprang up, clenched his right hand, and gazed in fierce astonishment at his friend, who advanced towards him with a benignant smile, quite regardless of consequences. Even in the act of striking, the captain restrained his arm and opened his hand. Paul met it with a friendly grasp, while the faces of both men expanded in smiling goodwill.

Yyoure a trump, PPaul, said the captain. I  I  wont drink aanother dop!

And Master Trench kept his word. From that day forth, till circumstances rendered drinking impossible, he drank nothing stronger than water.

Soon after this event the weather improved, damages were again repaired, and the skipper  in whom there was much of the spirit of the old vikings  once more laid his course for Norway, resolving to steer, as the said vikings were wont to do, by the stars. But a spirit of mutiny was abroad in the forecastle by that time. If hard work, hard fare, and hard fortune are trying even to good men and true, what must they be to bad men and false?

Heres how it lays, men, said Big Swinton, in a subdued voice, to a knot of friends around him. Blowin hard as it has bin ever since we left England, it stands to reason that we must have pretty nigh got across the western sea to that noo land discovered by that man wi the queer name  I cant remember rightly

Columbus, you mean, cried George Blazer. Why, my father sailed with Columbus on his first voyage.

No, it wasnt Columbus, returned Swinton, in a sharp tone, an you neednt speak as if we was all deaf, Blazer. It was John Cabot I was thinkin of, who, with his son Sebastian, discovered land a long way to the norard o Columbuss track. They called it Newfoundland. Well, as I was sayin, we must be a long way nearer to that land than to Norway, an it will be far easier to reach it. Moreover, the Cabots said that the natives there are friendly and peaceable, so its my opinion that we should carry on as we go till we reach Newfoundland, an see whether we cant lead a jollier life there than we did in Old England.

But its my opinion, suggested Little Stubbs, that the skippers opinion on that point will have to be found out first, Swinton, for its of more importance than yours. You aint skipper yet, you know.

Thats so, Stubbs, said Squill, with a nod.

Let your tongues lie still, retorted Swinton, in an undertoned growl. Of course I know Im not skipper yet, but if you men have the courage of rabbits Ill be skipper before another sun rises  or whoever you choose to appoint.

A sudden silence ensued for a few moments, for, although there had been mutinous whisperings before, no one had, up to that time, ventured to make a distinct proposal that action should be taken.

What! steal the ship? exclaimed a huge black-bearded fellow named Grummidge. Nay  Ill have no hand in that.

Of course not; we have no intention to steal the ship, retorted Swinton, before any one else had time to express an opinion; we are all upright honourable men here. We only mean to take the loan of her. After all we have suffered we are entitled surely to a pleasure-trip, and when thats over we can return the ship to the owners  if so disposed. Youll join us in that, Grummidge, wont you? And well make you skipper  or first mate, if youre too modest to take command. This sally was received with a subdued laugh, and with marks of such decided approval, that Grummidge was carried with the current  at all events, he held his tongue after that.

An earnest undertoned discussion followed, and it was finally arranged that Big Swinton should sound Master Trench about the propriety of running to Newfoundland instead of returning on their track to Norway. The seaman was not slow to act. That afternoon, while at the helm, he made the suggestion to the skipper, but met with a sharp rebuke and an order to attend to his duty.

No word did Big Swinton reply, but that very night he entered the cabin with a dozen men and seized the skipper, his son, and Paul Burns, while they slept. Of course, being greatly outnumbered, they were overcome and bound. The two officers of the vessel were also seized by another party on deck, and all the five were imprisoned in the hold.

Next morning they were brought on deck, and made to stand in a row before Big Swinton, who had, in the meantime, been appointed by the mutineers to the command of the ship.

Now, Master Trench, said Swinton, we are no pirates. We have no desire to kill you, so that whether you are killed or not will depend on yourself. If you agree to navigate this ship to Newfoundland  good; if not we will heave you overboard.

Heave away then, growled the skipper, his nature being such that the more he was defied the more defiant he became.

Well, Master Trench, you shall have your way. Get the plank ready, boys, said Swinton, turning to the men. Now stand aside and let the first mate choose.

The same question being put to the two mates, they returned similar answers, and were ordered to prepare to walk the plank.

You dont understand navigation, I fancy, Master Burns, said Swinton to Paul, but as you can set broken bones, and things of that sort, we will spare you if you agree to serve us.

Thank you, replied Paul, with quiet urbanity. I prefer to accompany Master Trench, if you have no objection.

There was a slight laugh at the coolness of this reply, which enraged the new skipper.

Say you so? he exclaimed, jumping up. Come, then, shove out the plank, lads, and bring them on one at a time.

Stop! cried little Oliver, at this point. Youve forgot me.

No, my little man, I havent, returned Swinton, with a cynical smile. You shall accompany your amiable father; but first Ill give you a fair chance, he added, in a bantering tone: will you navigate the ship?

Yes, I will, answered Oliver promptly.

Indeed! exclaimed the new skipper, taken aback by the boys boldness, and at a loss for a reply.

Yes, indeed, retorted Oliver, only put me in command, with an auger, and Ill navigate the ship to the bottom of the sea, with you and all your cowardly crew on board of her!

Well said, little master, cried Grummidge, while a general laugh of approval went round.

Seeing that there was a symptom of better feeling among some of the men, Master Trench was about to make an appeal to them, when  

Land ho! was shouted by the look-out in stentorian tones.




Chapter Two.

The Adventurers Land on the Island.

The excitement caused by the sight of land was tremendous. Nearly every one ran to the bow or leaped on the bulwarks, and the prisoners were left unguarded.

Seeing this, Grummidge quietly cut their bonds unobserved, and then hurried forward to gaze with the rest. Even the man at the tiller left his post for a moment to get a better view of the land. On returning, he found Master Trench occupying his place, and Paul Burns standing beside him with a handspike in his grasp. Oliver had also armed himself with a marlinespike in default of a better weapon.

Go forard, my man, said the skipper, in a quiet voice, an tell your mates to get ready the anchor and stand by the cable. Haste ye, if you value life.

The man slunk away without a word.

We seem far from land yet, Master Trench; why such haste? asked Paul.

Look over the stern, was the skippers curt reply.

Paul and Oliver both did so, and saw that another squall was bearing down on them.

Is it Newfoundland? asked Paul.

Ay, and an ugly coast to make in a squall. Hallo! there  if ye would not be food for fishes lay aloft and take in all sail!

The skipper, as his wont was, gave the order in a stern tone of command, and resigned the tiller to Grummidge, who came aft at the moment. The men saw with surprise that a heavy squall was bearing down on them from the eastward. Mutiny flew, as it were, out at the hawseholes, while discipline re-entered by the cabin windows. Even Big Swinton was cowed for the moment. It may be that the peculiar way in which Paul Burns eyed him and toyed with the handspike had some effect on him. Possibly he was keenly alive to the danger which threatened them. At all events, he went to work like the rest!

And there was occasion for haste. Before the sails were properly secured, the squall struck them; the foremast was snapped off close to the deck; for a time the ship became unmanageable and drifted rapidly towards the land.

Is that a small island that I see on the weather bow, Olly? said the skipper to his son. Look, your eyes are better than mine.

Yes, father. It looks like a small one.

Steer for that, Grummidge. Well take shelter in its lee.

The sails were braced, and the direction of the vessel was changed, while the wreck of the foremast was being cleared away; but, just as they were drawing near to the island, the wind chopped round, and the hoped-for shelter they were approaching became suddenly a lee shore.

Nothing can save us now, muttered Grummidge, the Water Wagtail is going to her doom.

Youre right, my man. Before another hour goes by, she will have wagged her tail for the last time, said Master Trench, somewhat bitterly.

They were both right. In less than an hour after that the ship was hurled upon the outlying rocks of a low island. Shaken and strained as she had been during her disastrous voyage, it took but a short time to break her up, but the bow had been thrust high between two rocks and remained fast.

Circumstances do not change character, but they often bring it to the front. Heroes and poltroons may remain unknown until a sudden incident or change of condition reveals them. As the crew of the wrecked ship clustered on the fragment of the bow, and gazed on the tumultuous flood of foaming water that seethed between them and the shore, their hearts failed them for fear. Some sternly compressed their lips, and looked like men who had made up their minds to die game. A few even looked defiant, as if daring Fate to do her worst, though the pallor of their countenances gave the lie to the expression of their features; but many of them, in the terror of the moment, cried aloud for mercy, and wildly promised amendment if their lives should be spared. A few were composed and grave. Brave men, though bad. Possibly some of these prayed. If so, they had the sense to do it silently to Him who knows the secrets of all hearts.

No man can cross that and live, said the skipper, in a low, sad tone.

It is my intention to try, Master Trench, said Paul Burns, grasping the end of a light line and tying it round his waist.

Little Oliver looked quickly and anxiously at his friend. His heart sank, for he saw at a glance that it was not possible to follow him. The deed, if done at all, must be done by his friend alone. Great, therefore, was the rebound of joy in the boys heart when Paul said  

Now, Olly, attend to me. My life, under God, may depend on close attention to my signals and the management of the line. I can trust your father and the men to haul me back to the ship if need be, but I will trust only you to pay out and read my signals. Observe, now, let there be no slack to the line; keep it just taut but without any pull on it, so that you may feel the signals at once. One pull means pay out faster, two pulls mean haul me aboard, three pulls is all right and fix the big hawser to the line so that I may haul it ashore. Now, Olly, I trust to you to read my signals and act promptly.

Olivers heart was too full to speak. He looked at his friend with swimming eyes and nodded his head.

Men, said Paul to the crew, let me beg you to obey the boys orders smartly. If God wills it so, we shall all be saved.

He leaped over the side as he concluded. Another moment and he was seen to rise and buffet the plunging waters manfully. Great as was the muscular strength of the young man, it seemed absolute feebleness to those who looked on; nevertheless he made headway towards the shore, which was strewn with great boulders with a low cliff behind them. It was among these boulders that his chief danger and difficulty lay, for his strong frame would have been as nothing if dashed against them.

Quickly he was lost to view in the hurly-burly of foam and spray.

With the utmost care did Oliver Trench perform his duty. It required both vigour of hand and delicacy of touch to keep the line right, but it was manipulated by hands whose vigour and touch were intensified by love.

Ease off! he cried, looking back impatiently at the strong fellows who held the slack of the line.

The men obeyed so readily that the line ran out too fast and the boy had much ado to check it. Just as he got it sufficiently taut, he felt what seemed to him like two pulls haul me in! Could it be? He was not certain. In an agony of anxiety he held on, and was about to give the signal to haul in, when his father, who watched his every movement, instantly said, Give him another second or two, Olly.

Just then there was a strong single pull at the line.

Pay out!  faster! shouted Oliver, and, at the same moment he eased off his own feelings in a tremendous sigh of relief.

After that the line ran steadily for a few seconds, and no signals came. Then it ceased to run, and poor Olivers fears began to rush in upon him again, but he was speedily relieved by feeling three distinct and vigorous pulls.

Thank God, hes safe, cried the boy. Now then, pass along the hawser  quick!

This was done, the light line was attached to a three-inch rope, and the party on the wreck waited anxiously.

Give it a pull, Olly, by way of signal, suggested Master Trench.

He did not tell me to do that, father, returned the boy, hesitating.

No doubt he forgot it in the hurry  try it, anyhow.

A hearty pull on the line was accordingly given, and they soon had the satisfaction of seeing the hawser move over the side and run towards the shore. When it ceased to run out they knew that Paul must have got hold of the end of it, so, making their end fast to the heel of the bowsprit, they waited, for as yet the rope lay deep in the heaving waters, and quite useless as a means of escape.

Presently the rope began to jerk, then it tightened, soon the bight of it rose out of the sea and remained there  rigid.

Well done, Paul, exclaimed the skipper, when this was accomplished. Now, Olly, you go first, youre light.

But the boy hesitated. No, father, you first, he said.

Obey orders, Olly, returned the skipper sternly.

Without another word Oliver got upon the rope and proceeded to clamber along it. The operation was by no means easy, but the boy was strong and active, and the water not very cold. It leaped up and drenched him, however, as he passed the lowest point of the bight, and thereafter the weight of his wet garments delayed him, so that on nearing the shore he was pretty well exhausted. There, however, he found Paul up to the waist in the sea waiting for him, and the last few yards of the journey were traversed in his friends arms.

By means of this rope was every man of the Water Wagtails crew saved from a watery grave.

They found that the island on which they had been cast was sufficiently large to afford them shelter, and a brief survey of it proved that there was both wood and water enough to serve them, but nothing of animal or vegetable life was to be found. This was serious, because all their provisions were lost with the wrecked portion of the ship, so that starvation stared them in the face.

If only the rum-kegs had been saved, said one of the men, when they assembled, after searching the island, to discuss their prospects, we might, at least, have led a merry life while it lasted.

Humph! Much good that would do you when you came to think over it in the next world, said Grummidge contemptuously.

I dont believe in the next world, returned the first speaker gruffly.

A blind man says he doesnt see the sun, and dont believe in it, rejoined Grummidge: does that prove that theres no sun?

Here Master Trench interposed.

My lads, he said, dont you think that instead of talking rubbish it would be wise to scatter yourselves along the coast and see what you can pick up from the wreck? Depend ont some of the provisions have been stranded among the rocks, and, as they will be smashed to pieces before long, the sooner we go about it the better. The truth is, that while you have been wastin your time running about the island, Master Burns and I have been doin this, an weve saved some things already  among them a barrel of pork. Come, rouse up and go to work  some to the shore, others to make a camp in the bush.

This advice seemed so good that the men acted on it at once, with the result that before dark they had rescued two more barrels of pork and a barrel of flour from the grasp of the sea, besides some cases of goods which they had not taken time to examine.

Returning from the shore together, laden with various rescued articles, Paul and Oliver halted and sat down on a rock to rest for a few minutes.

Olly, said the former, what was that I saw you wrapping up in a bit of tarred canvas, and stuffing so carefully under the breast of your coat, soon after the ship struck?

Mothers last letter to me, said the boy, with a flush of pleasure as he tapped his breast. I have it safe here, and scarcely damaged at all.

Strange, remarked Paul, as he pulled a well-covered packet from his own breast-pocket; strange that your mind and mine should have been running on the same subject. See here, this is my mothers last gift to me before she died  a letter, too, but it is Gods letter to fallen man.

With great care the young man unrolled the packet and displayed a well-worn manuscript copy of a portion of the Gospel of John.

This is copied, he said, from the translation of Gods Word by the great Wycliffe. It was given to my mother by an old friend, and was, as I have said, her parting gift to me.

The friends were interrupted in their examination of this interesting M.S. by the arrival of one of the sailors, with whom they returned to the encampment in the bush.




Chapter Three.

First Experiences on the Island.

A wonderfully picturesque appearance did these shipwrecked mariners present that night when, under the shelter of the shrubbery that crowned their small island, they kindled several camp-fires, and busied themselves in preparing supper.

As there was no law in the island  and our skipper, having lost his ship, forbore to assert any right to command  every one naturally did what seemed right in his own eyes.

As yet there had arisen no bone of contention among them. Of food they had secured enough for at least a few days. Fire they had procured by means of flint, steel, and tinder. A clear spring furnished them with water, and ships buckets washed ashore enabled them to convey the same to their encampment. Fortunately, no rum-kegs had been found, so that evil passions were not stirred up, and, on the whole, the first night on the island was spent in a fair degree of harmony  considering the character of the men.

Those who had been kindred souls on board ship naturally drew together on shore, and kindled their several fires apart. Thus it came to pass that the skipper and his son, the two mates, and Paul Burns found themselves assembled round the same fire.

But the two mates, it is right to add, were only sympathetic in a small degree, because of their former position as officers, and their recent imprisonment together. In reality they were men of no principle and of weak character, whose tendency was always to throw in their lot with the winning side. Being a little uncertain as to which was the winning side that night, they had the wisdom to keep their own counsel.

Oliver presided over the culinary department.

You see, Im rather fond of cookin, he said, apologetically, thats why I take it in hand.

Ah, that comes of his bein a good boy to his mother, said Master Trench in explanation, and with a nod of approval. Olly was always ready to lend her a helpin hand in the house at anything that had to be done, which has made him a Jack-of-all-trades  cookin among the rest, as you see.

A pity that the means of displaying his powers are so limited, said Paul, who busied himself in levelling the ground beside the fire for their beds.

Limited! exclaimed Trench, you are hard to please, Master Paul; I have lived on worse food than salt pork and pancakes.

If so, father, said Oliver, as he deftly tossed one of the cakes into the air and neatly caught it on its other side in the pan, you must either have had the pork without the pancakes or the pancakes without the pork.

Nay, Master Shallowpate, I had neither.

What! did you live on nothing?

On nothing better than boiled sheepskin  and it was uncommon tough as well as tasteless; but it is wonderful what men will eat when theyre starving.

I think, father, returned the boy, as he tossed and deftly caught the cake again, that it is more wonderful what men will eat when theyre not starving! Of all the abominations that mortal man ever put between his grinders, I think the worst is that vile stuff

He was interrupted by a sudden outbreak of wrath at the fire next to theirs, where Big Swinton, Grummidge, and several others were engaged, like themselves, in preparing supper.

There will be trouble in the camp before long, I see plainly enough, remarked Paul, looking in the direction of the disputants. These two men, Swinton and Grummidge, are too well-matched in body and mind and self-will to live at peace, and I foresee that they will dispute your right to command.

They wont do that, Paul, returned Trench quietly, for I have already given up a right which I no longer possess. When the Water Wagtail went on the rocks, my reign came to an end. For the future we have no need to concern ourselves. The man with the most powerful will and the strongest mind will naturally come to the top  and thats how it should be. I think that all the troubles of mankind arise from our interfering with the laws of Nature.

Agreed, heartily, replied Paul, only I would prefer to call them the laws of God. By the way, Master Trench, I have not yet told you that I have in my possession some of these same laws in a book.

Have you, indeed?  in a book! Thats a rare and not altogether a safe possession now-a-days.

You speak the sober truth, Master Trench, returned Paul, putting his hand into a breast-pocket and drawing forth the packet which contained the fragment of the Gospel of John. Persecution because of our beliefs is waxing hotter and hotter just now in unfortunate England. However, we run no risk of being roasted alive in Newfoundland for reading Gods blessed Word  see, there it is. A portion of the Gospel of John in manuscript, copied from the English translation of good Master Wycliffe.

A good and true man, Ive heard say, responded the skipper, as he turned over the leaves of the precious document with a species of solemn wonder, for it was the first time he had either seen or handled a portion of the Bible. Pity that such a friend of the people should not have lived to the age o that ancient fellow  whats his name  Thoosle, something or other?

Methuselah, said Paul; youre right there, Master Trench. What might not a good man like Wycliffe have accomplished if he had been permitted to live and teach and fight for the truth for nine hundred and sixty-nine years?

You dont mean to say he lived as long as that? exclaimed the boy, looking up from his pots and pans.

Indeed I do.

Well, well! he must have been little better than a live mummy by the end of that time! replied Oliver, resuming his interest in his pots and pans.

But how came you to know about all that Master Paul, if this is all the Scripture youve had? asked Trench.

My mother was deeply learned in the Scriptures, answered Paul, and she taught me diligently from my boyhood. The way she came to be so learned is curious. I will tell you how it came about, while we are doing justice to Olivers cookery.

You must know, Master Trench, continued Paul, after the first demands of appetite had been appeased, that my dear mother was a true Christian from her youth. Her father was converted to Christ by one of that noble band of missionaries who were trained by the great Wycliffe, and whom he sent throughout England to preach the Gospel to the poor, carrying in their hands manuscript portions of that Gospel, translated by Wycliffe into plain English. You see, that curious invention of the German, John Gutenberg  I mean printing by movable types  was not known at that time, and even now, although half a century has passed since the Bible was printed abroad in Latin, no one with means and the power to do it has yet arisen to print an English Bible, but the day is not far distant when that work shall be done, I venture to prophesy, though I make no pretence to be among the prophets!

Well, as I was going to say, the missionary was a hoary old man when he preached the sermon that turned my grandfather from darkness to light. My grandfather was just fifteen years old at that time. Ten years later the same missionary came to grandfathers house, worn out with years and labours, and died there, leaving all his treasure to his host. That treasure was a small portion of the New Testament in English, copied from Wycliffes own translation. You may be sure that my grandfather valued the legacy very highly. When he died he left it to my mother. About that time my mother married and went to live on the banks of the Severn. Not far from our farm there dwelt a family of the name of Hutchins. The father had changed his name and taken refuge there during the recent civil wars. This family possessed a Latin Bible, and the head of it was well acquainted with its contents. It was through him that my mother became well acquainted with the Old as well as the New Testament, and thus it was that I also came in course of time to know about Methuselah, and a good many more characters about whom I may perhaps tell you one of these days.

So, then, this is the manuscript the old missionary carried about, is it? said Trench, fingering the fragment tenderly.

Ay, and a good translation it is, I have been told by one whom most people would think too young to be a judge. You must know that this Mr Hutchins has a son named William, who is considerably younger than I am, but he is such a clever, precocious fellow, that before he left home for college I used to find him a most interesting companion. Indeed, I owe to him much of what little I have learned, for he is a wonderful linguist, being able to read Hebrew and Greek about as easily as Latin or English. He is at Oxford now  at least he was there when I last heard of him. Moreover, it was through the Hutchins family, in a roundabout way, that your mother, Olly, came to learn to write such letters as you have got so carefully stowed away there in your breast-pocket.

Good luck to the Hutchins family then, say I, returned Olly, for Im glad to be able to read, though, on account of the scarcity and dearness of manuscripts, I dont have the chance of makin much use of my knowledge. But you puzzle me, Paul. It was poor Lucy Wentworth who used to live with us, and who died only last year, that taught me to read, and I never heard her mention the name of Hutchins. Did you, father?

No, I never did, Olly. She said she had lived with a family named Tyndale before she came to us, poor thing! She was an amazin clever girl to teach, and made your mother good at it in a wonderful short time. She tried me too, but it was of no use, I was too tough an old!

Just so, Master Trench, rejoined Paul. Hutchins real name was Tyndale, and he had resumed the name before Lucy Wentworth went to live with the family. So, you see, Olly, you are indebted, in a roundabout way, as I said, to the Tyndales for your mothers letter. William will make his mark pretty deeply on the generation, I think, if God spares him.

Little did Paul Burns think, when he made this prophetic speech by the camp-fire on that distant isle of the sea, that, even while he spoke William Tyndale was laying the foundation of that minute knowledge of the Greek and Hebrew languages, which afterwards enabled him to give the Bible to England in her own tongue, and that so ably translated, that, after numerous revisions by the most capable of scholars, large portions of his work remain unaltered at the present day.

The night was far spent, and the other members of the camp had been long buried in slumber before Paul and Trench and Oliver could tear themselves away from the manuscript Gospel of John. The latter two, who knew comparatively little of its contents, were at first impressed chiefly with the fact that they were examining that rare and costly article  a book, and a forbidden book, too, for the reading of which many a man and woman had been burned to death in times past  but they became still more deeply impressed as Paul went on reading and commenting and pointing out the value of the Book as Gods own Word to fallen man.

Here is a promise to rest upon, said Paul, as he finally closed the book and repeated the verse from memory, Jesus said, If ye continue in my word, then are ye my disciples indeed; and ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.

Ay, thats it, Paul  free! Were all slaves, more or less, to something or other. What we all want is to be free, said Master Trench, as he drew his blanket round him, pillowed his head on his cloak, and went to sleep.

Silently Paul and Oliver followed his example, the fires died out, and in a few minutes the slumbering camp was shrouded in the mantle of night.

Energetic action was the order of the next day, for those shipwrecked mariners knew well enough that nothing but hard and steady labour could enable them to live on an apparently desolate island.

By daybreak most of the crew had scattered themselves along the shores, or over the interior, to spy out the land. About two hours later they began to drop into camp as hungry as hawks, each carrying the result of his researches in his arms or on his shoulders.

Well done, Squill! said Paul, who chanced to be first back in camp, with a huge sail bundled up on his shoulder, and who, just then, was busy blowing up his fire; got another barrel of pork, eh?

Its myself as doesnt know, sur, answered Squill, and it wasnt me as found it, but Jim Heron there. I only helped to sling it on the pole, and shoulder an end. Its aither pork or gunpowther, so if it aint good for a blow out itll be good for a blow up, anyhow.

Did you see little Oliver anywhere? asked Paul.

Ay, sur, I saw him on the shore, bringing up what seemed to me the ships bowsprit  anyhow, a spar o some sort, about as big as he could haul along.

Just so, returned Paul, with a laugh, a ridge-pole for our tent. Hes a smart boy, little Olly.

Sure hes all that, sur, and more. Here he comes, blowin like a porpoise.

Sure enough, Oliver appeared at the moment, dragging a heavy spar behind him. Several of the men appeared at the same time, staggering through the bushes, with various loads of wreckage, which they flung down, and noisily began discussing their experiences as they lighted the fires and prepared breakfast.

Here comes Little Stubbs, cried Jim Heron. What fortune, comrade?

Good fortune, though my load is the lightest yet brought in.

He flung down a small piece of wood with an air of satisfaction.

Why, its only a boats rudder! said Oliver.

Ay, so it is, and the boat lies where I picked it up, but it was too heavy to bring into camp without your assistance, boy. And the best of it is that its not much damaged. Very little repair will make her fit for sea again.

This was indeed a find of immense importance, and the assembled party discussed the event in all its bearings till their mouths were partially stopped by pork and pancakes.

In the midst of this they were interrupted by the arrival of Big Swinton, George Blazer, and Grummidge with another find, which afterwards cost them much trouble and regret  namely, a couple of young lads, natives, whom they led into camp with their wrists tightly bound behind their backs.




Chapter Four.

Strange Visitors  Dark Plots  And Evil Purposes.

The youths who had been captured were simple savages, with very little clothing, and with an expression of considerable alarm on their faces. As was afterwards learned, they had been coasting along the shore of the large neighbouring island in a canoe; had observed the strange fires in the night-time, and had crossed over the channel to see what could be the cause thereof. On reaching the highest part of the island they discovered some of the sailors, and turned to fly to their canoe, but Blazer had observed them, their retreat was cut off, and they were captured  not without a severe struggle, however, in which they were very roughly handled.

Big Swinton, still smarting under the bruises and bites he had received in the scuffle, dragged them forward, and demanded angrily what was to be done to them.

What have they done? asked Trench.

Done!  why, they have kicked and bitten like wildcats, and I doubt not have come over here to see what they can steal. In my opinion a thief deserves keel-hauling at the very least.

Master Trenchs mouth expanded into a very broad smile as he looked round the group of men. Dye hear that, lads, what Master Swinton thinks ought to be done to thieves?

The men broke into a loud laugh, for even the most obtuse among them could not fail to perceive the humour of the skippers look and question.

You have nothing more to do wi the matter, Trench, than any one else has, returned Swinton. I claim these lads as my prisoners, and Ill do with them what I please. No man is master now. Might is right on this island!

The words had scarcely been uttered when Big Swinton felt his right shoulder grasped as if in a vice, and next moment he was flung violently to the ground, while Paul Burns stood over him with a huge piece of wood in his hand, and a half-stern, half-smiling look on his countenance.

The men were taken completely by surprise, for Paul had, up to this time, shown such a gentle unwarlike spirit that the crew had come to regard him as a soft lump of a fellow.

Big Swinton, he said, in the mildest of voices, as you have laid down the law that might is right, you cannot, of course, object to my acting on it. In virtue of that law, I claim these prisoners as mine, so you may get up and go about your business. You see, lads, he added, turning to the men, while Swinton rose and retired, though I have no wish to domineer over you or to usurp authority. I have a right to claim that my voice shall be heard and my reasons weighed. As Swinton truly remarked, no man is master now, but as he followed this remark by making himself master, and laying down a law for us, I thought it might be complimentary to him just to act, for once, under his law, and show him how well it works! Now, let me have a word with you.

It is evident that the land over there is peopled with savages who, probably, never saw white men before. If we treat these young fellows kindly, and send them away with gifts in their hands, we shall, no doubt, make friends of the savages. If we treat them ill, or kill them, their relations will come over, mayhap in swarms, and drive us into the sea. I drop the Swinton law of might being right, and ask you who are now the law-makers  which is it to be  kindness or cruelty?

Kindness! shouted by far the greater number of the audience, for even bad men are ready enough to see and admit the beauty of truth and justice when they are not themselves unpleasantly affected by these principles.

The decision being thus made, Paul took the arm of one of the young Indians and led him gently towards his fire, while the men scattered to their several camps. Master Trench led the other youth in the same kindly way, and little Oliver, motioning to them to sit down, set before them two platters of pork and pancakes. This he did with such a benignant smile that the poor youths were obviously relieved from the dread of immediate and personal violence. After some glances of timid uncertainty they began to eat.

Thats right, said Oliver, patting the bigger of the two on the shoulder, youll find the victuals pretty good, though youre not much used to em, mayhap.

Of course the youths did not understand the words, but they understood and fully appreciated the feeling with which they were expressed. They also appreciated most powerfully the viands. At first they were greatly perplexed by the offer of knives and forks; but, after looking at these implements gravely for a few moments, they laid them gently down, and went to work in the natural way with fingers and teeth.

After they had finished the food, and licked the platters clean, they were presented with several bright brass buttons, an old clasp-knife, a comb, and a kerchief or two, with which inestimable gifts they embarked in their canoe, and returned to the opposite shore.

That day a most important discovery was made among the wreckage, namely, a case containing fish-hooks of various sizes and a number of lines. With these, and the boat repaired, Master Trench saw his way to prolonged existence on the island.

To tell ye the plain truth, he remarked to Little Stubbs, with whom he fell in while searching on the shore, before this case of tackle was found, I had no hope at all of surviving here, for a few barrels of pork and flour could not last long among so many, and our end would have bin something awful; but now, with Gods blessing, we may do well enough until we have time to think and plan for our escape.

But dye think, master, said Stubbs, that we shall find fish in them waters?

Find em! Ay, I make no doubt o that, but we shall soon put it to the test, for the boat will be ready by to-morrow or next day at furthest, and then we shall see what the fish hereabouts think o salt pork. If they take to it as kindly as the Indians did, we shall soon have grub enough and to spare.

The natural tendency of man to bow to the best leader was shown immediately after the incident of the capture of the Indians, for Paul Burns was thence-forward quietly appealed to by most of the crew in all circumstances which required much consideration. Paul, being a law-respecting man, naturally turned to the skipper, whose decision was usually final, and thus Master Trench dropped, by general consent, into his old position of commander.

But it must not be supposed that all the party acquiesced in this arrangement. There were men among that crew  such as Swinton, Blazer, Garnet, and others  who, either from false training, bad example, or warped spirits, had come to the condition of believing that the world was made for their special behoof; that they possessed that divine right to rule which is sometimes claimed by kings, and that whoever chanced to differ from them was guilty of arrogance, and required to be put down! These men were not only bad, like most of the others, but revengeful and resolute. They submitted, in the meantime, to the might of Paul Burns, backed as he was by numbers, but they nursed their wrath to keep it warm, and, under the leadership of Big Swinton, plotted the downfall of their rivals.

Meanwhile, being unquestionably in power, Master Trench, Paul, Oliver, Grummidge, Stubbs, and several of the well-affected, took possession of the boat when ready, and, inviting Swinton to join them  as a stroke of policy  pushed off, with hooks and lines, to make the first essay in the way of fishing on the now famous Banks of Newfoundland.

Anchoring the boat in what they deemed a suitable spot, they went to work.

I wonder if theyll take to pork, remarked Stubbs, as he baited a large hook.

If they take to it as you do, we shall soon run short o that article, said Swinton, dropping his hook into the water.

I have brought off some shellfish, remarked Master Trench. They may prefer that.

So have I, father, said Oliver, whose bait was already at the bottom, and if  hallo! hold on! hi! Oh! I say!

While the boy was thus ejaculating, in a state of blazing excitement, his arms, and indeed his body, to say nothing of his spirit, were being jerked violently by his line in a way that suggested something awful at the other end!

Have a care, Olly! Gently, lad! Hold on, boy! Let im run! were among the contradictory pieces of advice given in various tones of warning, remonstrance, or simple recommendation; but Oliver heeded them not. Acting on his own judgment he drew his fish, or whatever it might be, gradually and carefully from the deep.

A mermaid it must be, to tug so hard, muttered Stubbs, as he and the others looked on with eager interest.

A merman if its anything, said Squill; sure there was never a maid in the say, or out of it, as would tug like that.

That depends, said Grummidge. Ive had em tuggin at my heart-strings worse than that many a time.

Look out! Here it comes, cried Oliver, as something huge and white was seen to flash wildly in the green depths. Have the cleek ready.

All ready, my boy, said his father, in a low voice, leaning over the side with a stick, at the end of which was a large iron hook.

Now then, father! Quick! Missed it? No! Hurrah!

For a moment it seemed as if Master Trench had got Neptune himself on his cleek, so severely did his stout frame quiver. Then he gave a tremendous heave ya-hoy! and up came a magnificent cod  the first of a grand hecatomb of cod-fish which have since that day enriched the world, nauseated the sick with liver oil, and placed Newfoundland among the most important islands of the British Empire.

Well done, Olly! exclaimed the delighted father; but he had barely time to open his mouth for the next remark, when Squill uttered an Irish yell, and was seen holding on to his line with desperate resolve stamped on every feature.

Thats the merman this time, cried Stubbs.

His granmother, no less, muttered Squill, in a strongly suppressed voice, while he anxiously hauled in the line.

A shout from the other side of the boat here diverted attention.

Attacked front and rear! cried Paul, with a hilarious laugh, I shouldnt wonder if  hallo! Nno, it was only a nib  ha! there he is!

And, truly, there he was in a few minutes, another splendid cod in the bottom of the boat.

To make a long story short, the boat was nearly filled with cod before the sun set, and that night was spent in general rejoicing and feasting on fish  with a second course of pork and pancakes for those who were insatiable.

But the state of contentment did not last long. The very next day there was quarrelling as to who should go in the boat. To allay the contention, Trench and Paul volunteered to stay in camp and help the party that should be left to split and clean the fish, and erect tents and booths. Again the fishing was successful, but dissensions about the use of the boat soon became more violent than ever.

Of course, in all this Master Trench and his friend Paul took a prominent part in trying to smooth matters, to the intense jealousy of Big Swinton and his sympathisers. In short, the camp ere long was divided into two hostile bands  the moderately bad and the immoderately wicked, if we may so put it. The first, who were few in number, sided with Trench and his friends; the second declared for Swinton. But the resolute bearing of Paul and the skipper, and the fact that the whole party was destitute of weapons (except clubs cut out of the bush, and a few clasp-knives), kept the larger and more vicious party in check.

Swinton and his friends, therefore, had recourse to secret plotting; but, plot as they would, they had not sufficient brain-power among them to devise a method by which to free themselves of the men they envied.

At last circumstances favoured them. It was found necessary to send men to the other side of the island to cut and fetch over some small trees that grew there, in order to make stages on which to dry their fish. As the operation would require part of two days, it was proposed to spend the night there. Swinton was to command the party, and Master Trench said, jestingly, that he and Master Burns, with Olly, would stay to guard the camp! The wood-cutting party was to start early the next day.

Then a plan of revenge flashed into Big Swintons mind. That night he revealed it to those of his friends whom he could trust, and who were necessary to his purpose. The night following  while the men around them should be sleeping at the other side of the island, and their enemies were alone in the camp  was fixed on for the execution of their purpose.




Chapter Five.

Turned Adrift in a Foreign Land.

It was a calm but very dark night when Swinton, Blazer, Garnet, Heron, Taylor, and several other men of kindred spirit, rose from their couches at the further end of the island, and, stealthily quitting the place, hastened back to their original camp.

They reached it about midnight, and, as they had expected, found all quiet, for the so-called guard of the camp had been hard at work all day and were at that moment fast asleep. Paul and the captain, with Oliver, lay side by side under a tent which they had constructed out of broken spars and a piece of sailcloth.

Their foes drew together not far from the spot.

Now, men, said Swinton, this is a tough job we have in hand, for they are strong men, and the boy, albeit not big, is a very tiger-cat to fight. You see, if our plan was murder we could easily settle their business while they slept but thats not our plan. We are not murderers  by no means!

Certainly not, growled Blazer, with virtuous solemnity.

Well, that bein so, we must take them alive. I will creep into the tent with you, Jim Heron, for youre big and strong enough. You will fall on Trench and hold im down. Ill do the same to Burns. Garnet will manage the boy. The moment the rest of you hear the row begin, you will jump in and lend a hand wi the ropes. After weve got em all safe into the boat, we will pull to the big island  land them there, an bid them a tender farewell!

But surely you wont land them without a morsel to eat? said Taylor.

Why not? Theyre sure to fall in wi their dear friends the savages, who will, doubtless, be very grateful to em, an supply grub gratis! Now, lads, you understand what youve got to do?

Ay, ay, was the response, in a low tone, as they moved cautiously away, like evil spirits, to carry out their wicked plans.

Fortune, it is said, favours the brave, but in this case she did not thus bestow her favours, for the cowardly plan was successfully carried out. Before the sleepers were well awake, they were overwhelmed by numbers, secured and bound. They were not gagged, however, as no one was near to hear even if they shouted their loudest, which they knew it was useless to do. In a few minutes the three prisoners were hurried into the boat and rowed across the wide channel that separated the islet from the opposite shore.

At that time it was not supposed, either by the original discoverers or those who immediately followed them, that Newfoundland was one large island  considerably larger than Ireland. Not till many a year afterwards did explorers ascertain that it was an island of about three hundred and seventeen miles in length, by about the same in breadth; but so cut up by deep bays, inlets, and fords as to have much the appearance of a group of islands.

During their passage across the channel both Trench and Paul attempted to reason with Swinton, but that hardened villain refused to utter a word till their prisoners were marched up the shingly beach, and told to sit down on a ledge of rock under the steep cliffs, where innumerable sea-birds were screaming a clamorous welcome, or, perchance, a noisy remonstrance.

Now, my friends, said their foe, as you are fond of commanding, you may take command o them there sea-birds  they wont object!  and if ye fall in wi your friends the savages, you may give them my love an good wishes.

But surely you dont mean to leave us here without food, and with our hands tied behind us? fiercely exclaimed Master Trench, whose wrath at any thing like injustice was always prone to get the better of his wisdom.

As to grub, answered Swinton, theres plenty of that around, if you only exert yourself to find it. I wont cut your lashins, however, till we are fairly in the boat, for we cant trust you. Come along, lads; and, Garnet, you bring the boy with ye.

Under the impression that he was to be separated from his father and friend, and taken back again to the islet, poor Oliver, whom they had not thought it worth while to bind, struggled with a ferocity that would have done credit to the wildcats with which he had been compared; but Garnet was a strong man, and held him fast.

Take it easy, my boy, said Paul, who, being helpless, could only look on with intense pity. Submit to Gods will  we will pray for you.

But Ollys spirit could by no means reach the submitting point until he was fairly exhausted. While they dragged him towards the boat, Taylor turned back and flung a small canvas bag at the captains feet.

There, Master Trench, he said, youll find a lump o pork in that bag to keep you goin till ye get hold o somethin else. An dont take on about the boy. We dont want im, bless you. Why, we only want to prevent him settin you free before we gets fairly away.

This was true. When the boat was reached and the men were on board, ready to shove off, Garnet, still holding Olly fast by the arm, said, Keep still, will you, and hear what Master Swinton has got to say?

Now, you fiery polecat, said Swinton, you may go and cut their lashins, and take that as a parting gift.

The gift was a sounding box on the ear; but Olly minded it not, for while Garnet was speaking, as he stood knee-deep in the water close to the boat, he had observed an axe lying on one of the thwarts near to him. The instant he was set free, therefore, he seized the axe, and, flourishing it close past Garnets nose, with a cheer of defiance he sprang towards the beach. Garnet leaped after him, but he was no match for the agile boy, who in another minute had severed Pauls bonds and placed the weapon in his hands.

Hallo! hi, youve forgot me. Cut my  ho!

But there was no occasion for Master Trench to cry out and struggle with the cords that bound him. A furious rush of Paul with the axe caused Garnet to double with the neatness of a hunted hare. He bounded into the boat which was immediately shoved off, and the sailors rowed away, leaving Paul to return and liberate the captain at leisure.

Silently the trio stood and watched the receding boat, until it was lost in the darkness of the night. Then they looked at each other solemnly. Their case was certainly a grave one.

Cast away on an unknown shore, murmured the captain, in a low tone; as if he communed with his own spirit rather than with his companions, without food, without a ship or boat  without hope!

Nay, Master Trench, said Paul, not without hope; for God is our refuge and our strength, a very present help in trouble, so says His own Word, as my mother has often read to me.

It is well for you, Paul, returned the captain, that you can find comfort in such words  I can find none. Stern realities and facts are too strong for me. How can I take comfort in unfulfilled promises? Here we are in trouble enough, surely. In what sense is God a refuge to us  or strength, or a present help? Why, we are left absolutely destitute here, without so much as a bite of food to keep our bodies and souls together.

He spoke with some bitterness, for he was still chafing under the sense of the wrong which he had suffered at the hands of men to whom he had been invariably kind and forbearing. As he turned from Paul with a gesture of impatience his foot struck against the canvas bag of pork which the man Taylor had flung to him on leaving, and which had been forgotten. He stopped suddenly and gazed at it; so did Paul.

Looks like as if God had already helped us  at least to food  does it not? said the latter.

It was Taylor helped us to that, objected Trench.

And who put it into Taylors heart to help us? asked Paul. He is one of the worst men of our crew, so we can hardly say it was his own tenderness, and certainly it was not the devil who moved him to it. Am I wrong in holding that it was Our Father?

I believe you are right, Paul. Anyhow, I have neither the capacity nor the inclination to dispute the point now. Pick up the bag, Olly, and come along. We must try to find some sort of shelter in which to spend the rest o the night and consider our future plans.

With a lighter heart and firmer faith, Paul Burns followed his leader, silently thanking God as he went along for thus far, and so opportunely, demonstrating His own faithfulness.

They had to wander some time before a suitable camping spot was found, for that part of the Newfoundland coast on which they had been landed was almost inaccessible. The cliffs in many places rose sheer out of the water to a height of full three hundred feet. Only in a few places little strips of shingly beach lay between the base of the cliffs and the sea, so that the finding of an opening in those stupendous ramparts of rock was no easy matter in a dark night.

At last they came to a place where the cliffs appeared to rise less precipitously. After careful clambering for some minutes they discovered a sort of gap in the rampart, up which they climbed, amid rugged and broken masses, until they reached a somewhat level plateau, or shelf, covered with small bushes. Here they resolved to encamp.

Whether its the top o the cliffs or not, theres no findin out, remarked Trench, as he tried to survey the ground; but whether or not dont matter, for it looks level enough to lie on, an were as like as not to break our necks if we try to go further.

Agreed, said Paul; but now it occurs to me that our pork may be raw, and that we shall want fire to cook it. Have you got flint and steel in your pocket, Master Trench?

Ay  never travel without it; but by ill-luck Ive got no tinder. Flint and steel are useless, you know, without that.

If ill-luck troubles you, returned Paul, good luck favours me, for I have got a bit of tinder, and

The porks raw, exclaimed Oliver, who had been hastily investigating the contents of the canvas bag; but, I say, theres more than pork here. Theres a lot o the little flour-cakes our cook was so fond of makin.

Good. Now then let us have a search for wood, said Paul. If we find that, we shall get along well enough till morning. But have a care, Olly, keep from the edge of the cliff. The ledge is not broad. Have an eye too, or rather an ear, for water as you go along.

Success attended their search, for in a few minutes Paul and the captain returned with loads of dry branches, and Olly came back reporting water close at hand, trickling from a crevice in the cliffs.

Your shirt-front tells the tale, Olly. Youve been drinking, said Paul, who was busy striking a light at the time.

Indeed I have; and we shall all be obliged to drink under difficulties, for we have neither cup nor mug with us.

Neither is wanted, boy, as Ill soon show you, said Paul. Why, a bit of birch-bark, even a piece of paper, forms a good drinking vessel if you only know how to use it. Ha! caught at last, he added, referring to some dry grasses and twigs which burst into flame as he spoke.

Another moment and a ruddy glare lit up the spot, giving to things near at hand a cosy, red-hot appearance, and to more distant objects a spectral aspect, while, strangely enough, it seemed to deepen to profounder darkness all else around. Heaping on fresh fuel and pressing it down, for it consisted chiefly of small branches, they soon had a glowing furnace, in front of which the pork ere long sputtered pleasantly, sending up a smell that might have charmed a gourmand.

Now, then, while this is getting ready let us examine our possessions, said the captain, for we shall greatly need all that we have. It is quite clear that we could not return to our shipmates even if we would

No, and I would not even if I could, interrupted Oliver, while busy with the pork chops.

And, continued his father, regardless of the interruption, it is equally clear that we shall have to earn our own livelihood somehow.

Upon careful examination it was found that their entire possessions consisted of two large clasp-knives; a sheath hunting-knife; flint, steel, and tinder; the captains watch; a small axe; a large note-book, belonging to Paul; three pencils; bit of indiarubber; several fish-hooks; a long piece of twine, and three brass buttons, the property of Oliver, besides the manuscript Gospel of John, and Ollys treasured letter from his mother. These articles, with the garments in which they stood, constituted the small fortune of our wanderers, and it became a matter of profound speculation, during the progress of the supper, as to whether it was possible to exist in an unknown wilderness on such very slender means.

Olly thought it was  as a matter of course.

Master Trench doubted, and shook his head with an air of much sagacity, a method of expressing an opinion which is eminently unassailable. Paul Burns condescended on reasons for his belief  which, like Ollys, was favourable.

You see, he said, wiping his uncommonly greasy fingers on the grass, we have enough of pork and cakes here for several days  on short allowance. Then it is likely that we shall find some wild fruits, and manage to kill something or other with stones, and it cannot be long till we fall in with natives, who will be sure to be friendly  if not, we will make them so  and where they can live, we can live. So I am going to turn in and dream about it. Luckily the weather is warm. Good-night.

Thus did our three adventurers, turning in on that giddy ledge, spend their first night in Newfoundland.




Chapter Six.

Difficulties met and Overcome.

The position in which the trio found themselves next morning, when daylight revealed it, was, we might almost say, tremendously romantic.

The ledge on which they had passed the night was much narrower than they had supposed it to be, and their beds, if we may so call them, had been dangerously near to the edge of a frightful precipice which descended sheer down to a strip of sand that looked like a yellow thread two hundred feet below. The cliff behind them rose almost perpendicularly another hundred feet or more, and the narrow path or gully by which they had gained their eyrie was so steep and rugged that their reaching the spot at all in safety seemed little short of a miracle. The sun was brightening with its first beams an absolutely tranquil sea when the sleepers opened their eyes, and beheld what seemed to them a great universe of liquid light. Their ears at the same time drank in the soft sound of murmuring ripples far below, and the occasional cry of sportive sea-birds.

Grand! glorious! exclaimed Trench, as he sat up and gazed with enthusiasm on the scene.

Paul did not speak. His thoughts were too deep for utterance, but his mind reverted irresistibly to some of the verses in that manuscript Gospel which he carried so carefully in his bosom.

As for Oliver, his flushed young face and glittering eyes told their own tale. At first he felt inclined to shout for joy, but his feelings choked him; so he, too, remained speechless. The silence was broken at last by a commonplace remark from Paul, as he pointed to the horizon The home of our shipmates is further off than I thought it was.

The rascals! exclaimed the captain, thinking of the shipmates, not of the home; the place is too good for em.

But all of them are not equally bad, suggested Paul gently.

Humph! replied Trench, for kind and good-natured though he was he always found it difficult to restrain his indignation at anything that savoured of injustice. In occasionally giving way to this temper, he failed to perceive at first that he was himself sometimes guilty of injustice. It is only fair to add, however, that in his cooler moments our captain freely condemned himself.

Humph! is a very expressive word, observed Paul, and in some sense satisfactory to those who utter it, but it is ambiguous. Do you mean to deny, Master Trench, that some of your late crew were very good fellows? and dont you admit that Little Stubbs and Squill and Grummidge were first-rate specimens of

I dont admit or deny anything! said the captain, rising, with a light laugh, and I have no intention of engaging in a controversy with you before breakfast. Come, Olly, blow up the fire, and go to work with your pork and cakes. Ill fetch some more wood, and Paul will help me, no doubt.

With a good grace Paul dropped the discussion and went to work. In a few minutes breakfast was not only ready, but consumed; for a certain measure of anxiety as to the probability of there being an available path to the top of the cliffs tended to hasten their proceedings.

The question was soon settled, for after ascending a few yards above their encampment they found an indentation or crevice in the cliff which led into an open spot  a sort of broader shelf  which sloped upwards, and finally conducted them to the summit.

Here, to their surprise, they discovered that their new home, instead of being, as they had supposed it, one of a series of large islands, was in truth a territory of vast, apparently boundless, extent, covered with dense forests. Far as the eye could reach, interminable woods presented themselves, merging, in the far distance, into what appeared to be a range of low hills.

Newfoundland is bigger than we have been led to believe, said Paul Burns, surveying the prospect with great satisfaction.

Ay is it, responded Trench. The fact is that discoverers of new lands, bein naturally in ships, have not much chance to go far inland. In a country like this, with such a wild seaboard, its no wonder they have made mistakes. We will find out the truth about it now, however, for well undertake a land voyage of discovery.

What! without arms or provisions, father? asked Oliver.

What dye call the two things dangling from your shoulders, boy? returned the captain, with some severity; are these not arms? and have not woods  generally got lakes in em and rivers which usually swarm with provisions?

Thats so, father, returned the lad, somewhat abashed; but I did not raise the question as a difficulty, only Ive heard you sometimes say that a ship is not fit for sea till she is well-armed and provisioned, so I thought that it might be the same with land expeditions.

Before the skipper could reply, Paul drew attention to an opening in the woods not far from them, where an animal of some kind was seen to emerge into an open space, gaze for a moment around it, and then trot quietly away.

Some of our provisions  uncooked as yet, remarked Oliver.

More of them, returned his father, pointing to a covey of birds resembling grouse, which flashed past them at the moment on whirring wings. How we are to get hold of em, however, remains, of course, to be seen.

There are many ways of getting hold of them, and with some of these I am familiar, said Paul. For instance, I can use the long-bow with some skill  at least I could do so when at school. And I have no doubt, captain, that you know how to use the cross-bow?

That I do, returned Trench, with a broad grin.

I was noted at school as bein out o sight the worst shot in the neighbourhood where I lived. Indeed, Ive bin known to miss a barn-door at twenty yards!

Well, well, you must learn to shoot, thats all, said Paul, and you may, perchance, turn out better with the sling. That weapon did great execution, as no doubt you know, in the hands of King David.

But where are we to get long-bows and cross-bows and slings? asked Oliver eagerly.

Why, Olly, my boy, excitement seems to have confused your brain, or the air of Newfoundland disagrees with you, said Paul. We shall make them, of course. But come, he added, in a more serious tone, we have reached a point  I may say a crisis  in our lives, for we must now decide definitely what we shall do, and I pray God to direct us so that we may do only that which is right and wise. Are you prepared, captain, to give up all hope of returning to our shipmates?

Of course I am, returned Trench firmly, while a slight frown gathered on his brow. The few who are on our side could not make the rest friendly. They may now fight it out amongst themselves as best they can, for all that I care. We did not forsake them. They sent us away. Besides, we could not return, if we wished it ever so much. No; a grand new country has been opened up to us, and I mean to have a cruise of exploration. What say you, Olly?

Im with ee, father! answered the boy, with a nod of the head that was even more emphatic than the tone of his voice.

With a laugh at Olivers enthusiasm, Paul declared himself to be of much the same mind, and added that, as they had no boxes to pack or friends to bid farewell to, they should commence the journey there and then.

I dont agree with that, said the captain.

Why not, Master Trench?

Because we have not yet made our weapons, and it may be that we shall have some good chances of getting supplies at the very beginning of our travels. My opinion is that we should arm ourselves before starting, for the pork and cakes cannot last long.

This being at once recognised as sound advice, they entered the forest, which was not so thick at that place as it at first appeared to be. They went just far enough to enable them to obtain a species of hardwood, which the experienced eye of Paul Burns told them was suitable for bow-making. Here they pitched their camp. Paul took the axe and cut down several small trees; the captain gathered firewood, and Oliver set about the fabrication of a hut or booth, with poles, bark, turf, and leaves, which was to shelter them from rain if it should fall, though there was little chance of that, the weather being fine and settled at the time.

The work which they had undertaken was by no means as easy as they had anticipated. Paul had indeed made bows and arrows in former years, but then all the materials had been furnished in the rough to his hands, whereas he had now not only to select the tree best adapted to his purpose, but had to choose the best part of it, and to reduce that portion from a massive trunk to suitably slender proportions. It was much the same with the arrows and cross-bow bolts. However, there was resolution and perseverance in each member of the party far more than sufficient to overcome such little difficulties; only, as we have said, they were slower about it than had been expected, and the work was far from completed when the descent of night obliged them to seek repose.

Not a bad little bower, remarked Paul, as they sat down to supper in the primitive edifice which Oliver had erected.

The said bower was about four feet high, eight wide, and five deep, of irregular form, with three sides and a roof; walls and roof being of the same material  branchy, leafy, and turfy. The fourth side was an open space in which the inhabitants sat, facing the fire. The latter, being large enough to roast a sheep whole, was built outside.

Why, Olly, youre a selfish fellow, said the captain, during a pause in the meal; youve thought only of yourself in building this bower. Just look at Pauls feet. They are sticking out ten or twelve inches beyond our shelter!

That comes of his being so tall, daddy. But it does not matter much. If it should come on to rain he can draw his feet inside; theres room enough to double up. Dont you think so, Paul?

But Paul replied not, save by a gentle snore, for he was a healthy man, and child-like in many respects, especially in the matter of going off to the land of Nod the moment his head touched his pillow. Possibly the fresh air, the excitement, the energy with which he had wrought, and the relish with which he had supped, intensified this tendency on the present occasion. Oliver very soon followed his friends example, and so Captain Trench was left to meditate beside the fire. He gazed into its glowing embers, or sometimes glanced beyond it towards an open space where a tiny rivulet glittered in the moonlight, and a little cascade sent its purling music into the still air.

Ere long he passed from the meditative to the blinking stage. Then he turned his eyes on the sleepers, smiled meekly once or twice and nodded to them  quite inadvertently! After that he stretched his bulky frame beside them, and resigned himself to repose.

Now, it is probable that we should have had nothing more to record in reference to that first night in Newfoundland if Captain Trench had been in the habit of taking his rest like ordinary mortals, but such was not his habit. He bounced in his sleep! Why he did so no one could ever find out. He himself denied the soft impeachment, and, in his waking moments, was wont to express disbelief as well as profound ignorance in regard to the subject. Several broken beds, however, had, in the course of his career, testified against him; but, like the man who blamed the salmon, not the whisky, for his headaches, Trench blamed the beds, not the bouncing, for his misfortunes.

One might have counted him safe with the solid earth of Newfoundland for his bed, but danger often lurks where least expected. Oliver Trench was not an architect either by nature or training. His bower had been erected on several false principles. The bouncing of a big man inside was too much for its infirm constitution. Its weak points were discovered by the captain. A bounce into one of its salient supports proved fatal, and the structure finally collapsed, burying its family in a compost of earth and herbage.

With a roar that would have done credit to a native walrus, the captain struggled to free himself, under the impression that a band of savages had attacked them. All three quickly threw off the comparatively light material that covered them, and stood in warlike attitudes for a few seconds, glancing around for foes who did not exist! Then the roar of alarm was transformed into shouts of laughter, but these were quickly checked by a real foe who crept up insidiously and leaped on them unexpectedly. The half-extinguished fire, having been replenished by the falling structure  much of which was dry and inflammable  caught on the roof and flashed down into the interior.

Save the pork, lad! shouted the captain, as he sprang out of the kindling mass.

Ay, ay, father, replied the son.

Paul meanwhile grasped the half-finished bows and arrows in his arms, and thus their little all was rescued from the flames. Of course, the bower was utterly consumed, but that caused them little grief. Having extinguished the flames, they all lay down to finish off the night under a neighbouring tree, and even its architect became so oblivious of what had occurred that he employed the remainder of his slumbering hours in dreaming of the home in old England, and of that dear mother whose last letter was still carefully guarded in the pocket of the coat that covered his ardent little bosom.




Chapter Seven.

They Begin their Travels in Earnest.

When their weapons were complete our three travellers started on their journey of exploration in the new-found land.

Captain Trench armed himself with a strong, heavily-made cross-bow, and a birch-bark quiver full of bolts. Paul Burns carried a bow as long as himself, with a quiver full of the orthodox cloth-yard shafts. Oliver provided himself with a bow and arrows more suited to his size, and, being naturally sanguine, he had also made for himself a sling with the cord he chanced to possess and the leathern tongue of one of his shoes. He likewise carried a heavy bludgeon, somewhat like a policemans baton, which was slung at his side. Not content with this, he sought and obtained permission to carry the axe in his belt. Of course, none of the bolts or arrows had metal points; but that mattered little, as the wood of which they were made was very hard, and could be sharpened to a fine point; and, being feathered, the missiles flew straight to the mark when pointed in the right direction.

Now, captain, said Paul, on the morning they set out, lets see what you can do with your cross-bow at the first bird you meet. I mean the first eatable bird; for I have no heart to kill the little twitterers around us for the mere sake of practice.

That will I right gladly, said Trench, fixing his bow and string, and inserting a bolt with a confident air.

And theres a chance, daddy! See! a bird that seems to wish to be shot, it sits so quietly on the tree.

The seaman raised his weapon slowly to his shoulder, shut the wrong eye, glared at the bird with the other, took a long unsteady aim, and sent his bolt high over the creatures head, as well as very much to one side.

Might have been worse! said the captain.

Might have been better, returned Paul, with equal truth. Now its my turn.

The bird, all ignorant of the fate intended for it, sat still, apparently in surprise.

Paul drew his cloth-yard shaft to his ear and let fly. It went apparently in search of the captains bolt.

Now me! cried the impatient Olly, in a hoarse whisper, as he placed a stone in the sling and whirled it round his head. His companions drew off! There was a burring noise as the stone sped on its mission and struck the tree-stem with a sounding crack, three yards from the bird, which, learning wisdom from experience, at last took wing.

In anticipation of their chance coming round again, both Paul and the captain had got ready their artillery, and Oliver hastily put another stone in his sling. A look and exclamation of disappointment were given by each as the bird vanished, but just at that moment a large rabbit darted across their path. Whiz! twang! burr! went bolt and bow and stone, and that rabbit, pierced in head and heart, and smitten on flank, fell to rise no more.

Strange! said Trench, in open-mouthed surprise, Ive often heard of coincidences, but I never did see or hear of the like of that.

All three to hit it at once! exclaimed Paul.

Ay, and all three of us doin our best to hit it, too, exclaimed Oliver.

Just so  thats the puzzle, lad, rejoined the captain. If we had been tryin to hit something else now, there would have been nothing strange about it! But to hit what we all aimed at

Apparently the captain failed to find words adequately to express his ideas, for he did not finish the sentence; meanwhile Paul picked up the rabbit and attached it to his belt. After this, advancing through the woods in a north-westerly direction, they made for a somewhat elevated ridge, hoping to obtain from that point a more extended view of the land.

Towards noon, feeling hungry, they began to look out for a suitable spot whereon to lunch, or rather to dine; for while travelling on foot in wild countries men usually find it convenient to take a very substantial meal about, or soon after, noon.

To have water handy, remarked Paul, as they stopped to look round, is essential to comfort as well as cookery.

Look there, away to the nor-west o that bunch o trees, said the captain, pointing to a distant spot, theres a depression in the ground there; and from the lie o the land all round I should say we shall find a stream o some sort near it.

I hope so, said Oliver; for I shall want water to wash the rabbit with, and I have a strong hope that we may find fish in the rivers of this land, and although my hooks are big, I think the fish may not be particular, seein that they have never before been tempted in that way.

Thats true, Olly; I hope you wont be disappointed. But what makes you want to wash the rabbit, my boy? asked the captain; it is not dirty?

Perhaps not; but I dont quite relish the dirty work of cleaning out a rabbit before cooking it, so I want to try the plan of cutting it open, holding it under water, and scraping out the inside while in that position.

My son, you wont be so particular when youve been a few weeks huntin in the wild woods. But what about the hair?

Oh, we can singe that off, daddy.

What! singe off wet hair? And the skin  I doubt we might find that tough?

The young cook  for such he became to the exploring expedition  looked puzzled.

I never skinned a rabbit, he said, but no doubt it is easy enough. Ill just cut it open at the head  or tail  and pull it off like a glove.

Not quite so easily done as that remarked Paul, with a laugh; but I happen to know something about skinning birds and beasts, Olly, so make your mind easy. I will show you how to do it.

You happen to know something about almost everything, I think, said the captain. Tell me now, dye happen to know what sort o beast it is that I see starin at us over the bushes yonder?

No, Master Trench, I do not; but it looks marvellously like a deer of some sort, said Paul, as he hastily fitted an arrow to his bow. But before he could discharge it the animal wisely retired into the shelter of its native wilds.

By this time, having walked smartly, they had gained the crest of one of the lower ridges, or plateaus, that rose in gentle slopes from the rocky shore, and there, as had been anticipated, they found a small rivulet, such as Americans would call a creek, and Scotsmen a burn. It flowed in a north-easterly direction, and was broken by several small rapids and cascades.

With a little shout of satisfaction, Oliver ran down to its banks, getting his hooks out as he went. Arriving at the margin of a deep pool, he bent over it and gazed earnestly down. The water was as clear as crystal, showing every stone at the bottom as if it had been covered merely with a sheet of glass, and there, apparently undisturbed by the intruder, lay several large fish.

What they were he knew not  cared not. Sufficient for him that they seemed large and fat. His first impulse was to turn and shout the discovery to his companions; but seeing that they had already set to work to cut firewood a little higher up the stream, he checked himself.

Ill catch a fish first maybe, he muttered, as he quickly adjusted to his piece of cord one of the smallest cod-hooks he possessed. A few minutes sufficed for this; but when he was ready, it occurred to him that he had no bait. He looked around him, but nothing suitable was to be seen, and he was about to attempt the all but hopeless task of tearing up the soil with his fingers in search of a worm, when his eyes fell on a small bright feather that had been dropped by some passing bird. Happy thoughts occurred to people in the days of which we write, even as now, though they were not recognised or classified as such.

Fly-fishing was instantly suggested to the eager boy. He had often tried it in Old England; why not try it in Newfoundland? A very brief period sufficed to unwind a thread from the cord, and therewith to attach the feather to the hook. He had no rod, and neither time nor patience to make one. Gathering the cord into a coil, such as wharfmen form when casting ropes to steamers; he swung it round his head, and hove his hook half-way across the glassy pool.

The fish looked up at him, apparently in calm surprise  certainly without alarm. Then Olly began to haul in the hook. It was a fearful fly to look at, such as had never desecrated those waters since the days of Adam, yet those covetous fish rushed at it in a body. The biggest caught it, and found himself caught! The boy held on tenderly, while the fish in wild amazement darted from side to side, or sprang high into the air. Oliver was far too experienced a fisher not to know that the captive might be but slightly hooked, so he played it skilfully, casting a sidelong glance now and then at his busy comrades in the hope that they had not observed him.

At last the fish became tired, and the fisher drew it slowly to the bank  a four- or five-pound trout at the very least! Unfortunately the bank was steep, and the boy found, to his distress, that the hook had only caught hold slightly of the fishs lip. To lift out the heavy creature with the line was therefore impossible, to catch hold of it with the hand was almost equally so; for when he lay down and stretched out his arm as far as possible, he could scarcely touch it with the end of his finger.

If it makes another dash itll escape, muttered the anxious boy, as he slid further and further down the bank  a hairbreadth at a time.

Just then the fish showed symptoms of revival. Olly could stand this no longer. He made a desperate grasp and caught it by the gills just as the hook came away. The act destroyed what little balance he had retained, and he went with a sharp short yell into the pool.

Paul looked up in time to see his friends legs disappear. He ran to the spot in considerable alarm, supposing that the boy might have taken a fit, and not knowing whether he could swim. He was relieved, however, to find that Olly on reappearing struck out manfully with one hand for a shallow place at the lower end of the pool, while with the other he pressed some object tightly to his bosom.

You dont mean to say, exclaimed Paul, as he assisted his friend out of the water, that you went in for that splendid trout and caught it with your hands!

You saw me dive, replied the boy, throwing the fish down with affected indifference, and stooping to wring the water from his garments as well as to hide his face; and you dont suppose, surely, that I caught it with my feet. Come, look at the depth I had to go down to catch him!

Seizing his prize, Olly led his friend to the spot where he had fallen in, and pointed with a look of triumph to the clear, deep pool. At the moment a smile of intelligence lit up Pauls features, and he pointed to the extemporised fly-hook which still dangled from the bank.

Bursting into a hearty fit of laughter, the successful fisher ran up to the encampment, swinging the trout round his head, to the surprise and great satisfaction of his father, who had already got the fire alight and the rabbit skinned.

Need it be said that the meal which followed was a hearty one, though there was no variety save roast rabbit, roast trout, and roast pork, with the last of the cakes as pudding?

A first-rate dinner! exclaimed Paul, after swallowing a draft of sparkling water from the stream.

Not bad, admitted Captain Trench, if we only had something stronger than water to wash it down.

Paul made no reply to this remark, but he secretly rejoiced in the necessity which delivered his friend from the only foe that had power to overcome him.

Now, remarked Paul, when he had finished dinner, I will strengthen my bow before starting, for it does not send the arrows with sufficient force, and the only way to do that, that I can think of, is to shorten it.

And I will feather the last arrow I made, said Oliver, drawing the shaft in question out of his quiver.

Well, as my bow and bolts are all ship-shape and in perfect order, I will ramble to the top of the ridge before us and take a look out ahead.

So saying the captain departed, and the other two were soon so deeply absorbed in their work and in conversation about future plans that they had almost forgotten him when a loud shout caused them to start up. On looking towards the ridge they beheld Captain Trench tossing his arms wildly in the air, and shouting and gesticulating violently.

Sees savages, I think, said Paul.

Or gone mad! cried Olly.

Catching up their arms, the two ran hastily to the top of the ridge, where they arrived perspiring and panting, to find that their excitable comrade had only gone into ecstasies about the magnificent scenery that had burst upon his sight.




Chapter Eight.

Beautiful Scenes and Strange Experiences.

And, truly, the scene which met their gaze was of a nature calculated to arouse enthusiasm in a much less ardent bosom than that of Captain Trench. A wide undulating country, studded with lakelets and rich with verdure, stretched away from their feet to the horizon, where a range of purple hills seemed to melt and mingle with cloudland, so that the eye was carried, as it were, by imperceptible gradations from the rugged earth up into the soft blue sky; indeed, it was difficult to distinguish where the former ended and the latter began. The lakes and ponds were gay with yellow water-lilies, and the air was musical with the sweet cries of wildfowl; while the noon-tide sun bathed the whole in a golden glory.

The effect of such a sight on our wanderers was at first too powerful for words, and when words did burst forth they served to show how wonderfully diverse are the spirits of men. Captain Trench, as we have seen, was moved by this vision of beauty to shout, almost to dance, with delight, while in thought he bounded over the length and breadth of the new land, taking bearings, and making notes and charts with the view of extending the geographical knowledge of mankind! His son Oliver, on the other hand, allowed his imagination to revel freely through the forests and over the hills and across lakes and savannahs in powerful sympathy with the aspirations which must have animated Nimrod; while to Paul Burns, whose temperament was sedate and earnest, as well as cheerful and hearty, the glorious vision at once suggested thoughts of that tranquil home in which mans lot was originally cast by the loving heart of God.

Now it is quite plain, said Trench, as they slowly descended into this beautiful scene, that this land is no collection of small islands, as we have been led to suppose, but a great land full of all that is needful to make it the happy abode of man.

Just so, daddy! exclaimed the enthusiastic Oliver, and we have been sent to explore it and carry home the news  perhaps to bring out the first settlers and show them the way!

Why, Olly, you carry too much sail for so small a craft; you look out rather too far ahead. And what mean ye by saying we are sent? Nobody sent us on this journey that I know of, unless you mean that Swinton  the big scoundrel!  sent us.

Whatever Olly meant by the expression, interposed Paul, I think he is right; for all men are sent by the Almighty, no matter where they go.

What! dye mean that men are sent by the Almighty whether they go to do good or evil?

Ay, Master Trench, that is what I mean; they are sent by Him, though not sent to do evil. Look here, dont you admit that God created all men and sent them into this world?

Of course I do.

And that He made you an Englishman, and so sent you to England; and that He made you a sea-captain, and among other places sent you to Newfoundland.

Well  I  I suppose He did, returned the captain, with that puzzled expression of countenance which was wont to indicate that his mind was grappling difficulties.

Well, then, continued Paul, being good, of course the Almighty sent us to do good; but He also gave us free wills, which just means permission to do as we please; so it remains to be seen whether we will use our free wills in working with Him, or in trying to work against Him, for, strange to say, we cannot really work against God, we can only try to do it, and in so trying we establish the fact of our own wickedness; but His grand and good purposes shall be carried out in spite of us notwithstanding, for he can bring good out of evil.

Now, Paul, Ive lost soundings altogether, and its my opinion that you are foolishly talking about things that you, dont understand.

I never heard, Master Trench, that it was foolish to talk about what one does not understand! On the contrary, it is by talking of things that we dont understand that we manage at last to understand them. You had a deal of talking about navigation, had you not, before you understood it?

Look ee here, lad, said Trench, stopping suddenly, with his legs planted firmly apart as though on the quarter-deck of his ship in a cross sea, while he drove his right fist into the palm of his left hand argumentatively. Look ee here. How can it be possible that  that  pooh! Come along, well never get on with our survey of the land if we dispute at this rate.

The stout mariner turned away with an air of exasperation, and resumed his walk at a rapid pace, closely followed by his amused friend and son.

This irreverent mode of dismissing a grave and difficult subject was not peculiar to Captain Trench. It has probably been adopted by those who shrink from mental effort ever since the days of Adam and Eve. Minds great and small have exercised themselves since the beginning of time on this perplexing subject  Gods sovereignty and mans free will  with benefit, probably, to themselves. We recommend it in passing, good reader, to your attention, and we will claim to be guiltless of presumption in thus advising, so long as the writing stands, Prove all things, and hold fast that which is good.

Before the sun went down that night our explorers had plunged into the very heart of the beautiful country which we have described  now pushing through tangled underwood, or following the innumerable deer-tracks with which the country was seamed, or breasting the hill-sides, or making détours to get round small lakes, being guided, in a westerly direction, by a small pocket-compass which Captain Trench was fortunately in the habit of carrying with him wherever he went. No large lakes or broad rivers had yet been met with, so that up to this point the divergencies from the direct line had not been great.

Thus they advanced for several days, subsisting on game and fish, chiefly the last, however; for their shooting powers were very defective, and Oliver was an ardent  too ardent  fisher. Their inability to shoot became at last a serious matter, for many arrows and bolts were lost, as well as much game.

Look, now, theres another chance, whispered Paul, pointing to a plump willow-grouse that sat in a bush in front of them. You try first, Master Trench.

An dont miss, daddy, said Oliver entreatingly; theres only the bones of a rabbit left from this mornings breakfast.

The captain took a fervently careful aim, but went far wide of the mark, to his intense chagrin. Paul then bent his bow, but without success, though his arrows stuck in a branch close under the bird, which, being very tame, only glanced down inquiringly. Olivers arrow went over it, and the stone which he afterwards slang made such a rattling in the bush that the puzzled creature finally retired.

This is becoming serious, remarked the captain, with a face so solemn that Paul burst into a fit of laughter.

Ha! you may laugh, lad, continued Trench, but if you were as hungry as I am youd be more inclined to cry. Dye think a stout man like me can sup heartily on rabbit bones?

Youve forgot, daddy, the four big trout I caught to-day.

So I have, Olly; well, come and lets have em cooked at once.

The fish, which were really more than sufficient without the rabbit bones, were soon grilling over a huge fire under the canopy of a spreading birch-tree.

When the skipper had disposed of enough to allay the pangs of hunger, he turned and said to his comrades, in a tone of marked decision  

Now, mess-mates, Ive been rummagin my brains a bit, and the outcome of it is as follows: Whatever is worth doin is worth doin well, as the old proverb puts it. If we are to explore this country, we must set about learning to shoot, for if we dont, we are likely to starve in the midst of plenty, and leave our bones to bleach in this beautiful wilderness.

True, Master Trench, remarked Paul, for the seaman had paused at this point; thus far you and I think alike. What more have you to say?

This I have to say, that I am resolved not to explore another fathom o this land until I can make sure of hittin the crown o my cap with a cross-bow bolt at a reasonable distance; and I would advise you both to make the same resolution, for if you dont you will have to do your exploring without me.

Just so, captain, said Paul, putting the last morsel of fish into his mouth, with a sigh of contentment; you are commander of this expedition. I will obey orders.

But what do you call a reasonable distance, daddy? asked Oliver, with that pert cock of the head peculiar to insolent youths; a yard, or a fathom?

Well, now, continued Trench, ignoring the question, we will set about it to-morrow morning, first thing after breakfast; stick up a target, retire to a reasonable distance, and work away from morning till night, and every day till we become perfect.

Agreed, captain, said Paul; but what about food?

We will give Olly leave of absence for an hour or two daily to go and fish, said the captain; that will keep us alive, coupled with what birds or beasts may come accidentally in front of our arrows.

This plan, although proposed at first half in jest, was carried into operation next day, during the whole of which they practised shooting at a mark most diligently. At supper-time, over a couple of fine trout, it was admitted sadly by each that the progress made was very slight  indeed, scarcely perceptible. Next night, however, the report was more favourable, and the third night it was felt that the prospect ahead was becoming hopeful; for, besides the improvement in shooting, two rabbits graced their supper, one having been arrested by an almost miraculous bolt when bolting; the other having been caught, unintentionally, by a stone similar to that which brought down the giant of Gath. The fact that skill had nothing to do with the procuring of either did not in the least detract from the enjoyment with which they consumed both.

Nothing is denied, they say, to well-directed labour, and nothing can be done without it. Like most of the worlds maxims, this is a partially erroneous statement; for many things are denied to well-directed labour, and sometimes amazing success is accorded to ill-directed and blundering efforts. Still, what truth does exist in the saying was verified by our three friends; for, after two weeks of unremitting, unwearied, persistent labour, each labourer succeeded in raising enormous blisters on two fingers of his right hand, and in hitting objects the size of a swan six times out of ten at a reasonable distance!

Having arrived at this state of proficiency with their weapons, they resumed their journey, fortified with a hearty breakfast, the foundation of which was fish, the superstructure willow-grouse interspersed with rabbit, and the apex plover.

Not long after that the first deer was shot. It occurred thus:  

They were walking one beautiful morning slowly along one of the numerous deer-tracks of which we have already made mention, and were approaching the summit of a ridge at the very time that a herd of deer, headed by a noble stag, were ascending the same ridge from the opposite side. The little air that moved was blowing in the right direction  from the deer towards the travellers. As they topped the ridge about the same instant, the two parties stood suddenly face to face, and it would be difficult to determine which party looked most amazed.

Facility in fitting arrows, etcetera, had been acquired by that time. The hunters were ready in a couple of seconds. The deer, recovering, wheeled about; but before they could take the first bound, burr, twang, and whizz, sounded in their ears. The stone struck an antler of the stag, the arrow pierced his flank, the bolt quivered in his heart, and the monarch of the woods, leaping wildly into the air, fell dead upon the ground.

Well done, Master Trench! shouted Paul, with a hearty cheer. As for Oliver, he uttered a squeal of delight, threw an uncontrollable somersault, and landed, sittingwise, on a bed of soft moss.

This was a tremendous triumph and source of jubilation, and it soon became obvious to each that the other two had a hard struggle to keep their expressions of satisfaction within the limits of moderation; for not only had they now obtained the crowning evidence of their skill, but they were provided with a supply of meat which, if properly dried, would furnish them with food for many days to come.

It was a striking and picturesque, though perhaps not an agreeable, sight to witness the party that night, in the ruddy light of the camp-fire, with sleeves rolled to the shoulders, and bloody knives in hands, operating on the carcase of the deer, and it was several hours past their usual supper-time before they felt themselves at liberty to sit down on a bed of spruce-fir branches and enjoy the luxury of rest and food.

Next day, while proceeding slowly through the woods, chatting merrily over the incidents of the previous day, a sudden silence fell upon them; for out of the thick shrubbery there stalked a tall, noble-looking man of middle age. He was dressed in the garb of a hunter. Long yellow curls hung on his shoulders, and a heavy beard and moustache of the same colour concealed the lower part of a bronzed and handsome countenance. His bright blue eyes seemed to sparkle with good humour as he gazed inquiringly, yet sadly, at the astonished faces of the three travellers.




Chapter Nine.

Their New Acquaintance Becomes Interested and Practical.

The tall stranger who had thus suddenly presented himself bore so strong a resemblance to the vikings of old that Paul Burns, who was familiar with tales and legends about the ancient sea-rovers, felt stealing over him at the first glance a sensation somewhat akin to awe, for it seemed as if one of the sea-kings had actually risen from his grave to visit them.

This feeling was succeeded, however, by one of intense surprise when the stranger addressed them in the English tongue.

I thought, years ago, he said, that I had seen the last of white faces!

It immediately occurred to Oliver Trench that, as their faces were by that time deeply embrowned by the sun, the stranger must be in a bantering mood, but neither he nor his companions replied. They were too much astonished to speak or even move, and waited for more.

This is not a land where the men whose ruling ideas seem to be war and gold are likely to find what they want, continued the stranger, somewhat sternly. Whence come ye? Are you alone, or only the advance-guard of the bloodthirsty race?

There was something so commanding as well as courtly in the tone and bearing of this extraordinary man, that Paul half involuntarily removed his cap as he replied:

Forgive me, sir, if astonishment at your sudden appearance has made me appear rude. Will you sit down beside us and share our meal, while I answer your questions?

With a quiet air and slight smile the stranger accepted the invitation, and listened with profound interest to Paul as he gave a brief outline of the wreck of the Water Wagtail, the landing of the crew, the mutinous conduct of Big Swinton and his comrades, and the subsequent adventures and wanderings of himself, Master Trench, and Oliver.

Your voices are like the echoes of an old, old song, said the stranger, in a low sad voice, when the narrative was concluded. It is many years since I heard my native tongue from English lips. I had forgotten it ere now if I had not taken special means to keep it in mind.

And pray, good sir, said Paul, may I ask how it happens that we should find an Englishman in this almost unheard-of wilderness? To tell you the truth, my first impression on seeing you was that you were the ghost of an ancient sea-king.

I am the ghost of my former self, returned the stranger, and you are not far wrong about the sea-kings, for I am in very truth a descendant of those rovers who carried death and destruction round the world in ancient times. War and gold  or what gold represents  were their gods in those days.

It seems to me, said Captain Trench, at last joining in the conversation, that if you were in Old England just now, or any other part of Europe, youd say that war and gold are as much worshipped now-a-days as they ever were in the days of old.

If you add love and wine to the catalogue, said Paul, you have pretty much the motive powers that have swayed the world since the fall of man. But tell us, friend, how you came to be here all alone.

Not now  not now, replied the stranger hurriedly, and with a sudden gleam in his blue eyes that told of latent power and passion under his calm exterior. When we are better acquainted, perhaps you shall know. At present, it is enough to say that I have been a wanderer on the face of the earth for many years. For the last ten years my home has been in this wilderness. My native land is one of those rugged isles which form the advance-guard of Scotland in the Northern Ocean.

But are you quite alone here? asked Captain Trench, with increasing interest.

Not quite alone. One woman has had pity on me, and shares my solitude. We dwell, with our children, on an island in a great lake, to which I will conduct you if you will accept my hospitality. Red men have often visited me there, but I had thought that the face of a white man would never more grieve my sight.

Is, then, the face of the white man so distasteful to you? asked Paul.

It was; but some change must have come over me, for while I hold converse with you the old hatred seems melting away. If I had met you eight or ten years ago, I verily believe that I would have killed you all in cold blood, but now

He stopped abruptly, and gazed into the flames of the camp-fire, with a grave, almost tender air that seemed greatly at variance with his last murderous remark.

However, the feeling is past and gone  it is dead, he presently resumed, with a toss of his head which sent the yellow curls back, and appeared at the same time to cast unpleasant memories behind him, and I am now glad to see and welcome you, though I cannot help grieving that the white race has discovered my lonely island. They might have discovered it long ago if they had only kept their ears open.

Is it a big island, then  not a cluster of islands? asked Trench eagerly.

Yes, it is a large island, and there is a great continent of unknown extent to the westward of it.

But what do you mean, stranger, by saying that it might have been discovered long ago if people had kept their ears open? asked Paul. It is well known that only a few years ago a sea-captain named Columbus discovered the great continent of which you speak, and that so recently as the year 1497 the bold mariner, John Cabot, with his son Sebastian, discovered these islands, which they have named Newfoundland.

The stranger listened with evident interest, not unmingled with surprise, to this.

Of Columbus and Cabot I have never heard, he replied, having had no intercourse with the civilised world for twenty years. I knew of this island and dwelt on it long before the time you say that Cabot came. But that reminds me that once, on returning from a hunting expedition into the interior, it was reported to me by Indians that a giant canoe had been seen off the coast. That may have been Cabots ship. As to Columbus, my forefathers discovered the great continent lying to the west of this about five hundred years before he could have been born. When I was a boy, my father, whose memory was stored with innumerable scraps of the old viking sagas, or stories, used to tell me about the discovery of Vinland by the Norsemen, which is just the land that seems to have been re-discovered by Columbus and Cabot. My father used to say that many of the written sagas were believed to exist among the colonists of Iceland. I know not. It is long since my thoughts ceased to be troubled by such matters, but what you tell me has opened up the flood-gates of old memories that I had thought were dead and buried for ever.

All that day the strange hunter accompanied them, and encamped with them at night. Next morning he resumed with ever-increasing interest the conversation which had been interrupted by the necessity of taking rest. It was evident that his heart was powerfully stirred; not so much by the news which he received, as by the old thoughts and feelings that had been revived. He was very sociable, and, among other things, showed his new friends how to slice and dry their venison, so as to keep it fresh and make it convenient for carriage.

But you wont require to carry much with you, he explained, for the country swarms with living creatures at all times  especially just now.

On this head he gave them so much information, particularly as to the habits and characteristics of birds, beasts, and fishes, that Pauls natural-historic enthusiasm was aroused; and Oliver, who had hitherto concerned himself exclusively with the uses to which wild animals might be applied  in the way of bone-points for arrows, twisted sinews for bowstrings, flesh for the pot, and furs for garments  began to feel considerable curiosity as to what the creatures did when at home, and why they did it.

If we could only find out what they think about, he remarked to the hunter, we might become quite sociable together.

What it was in this not very remarkable speech that interested their new friend we cannot tell, but certain it is that from the time it was uttered he took greater interest in the boy, and addressed many of his remarks and explanations to him.

There was a species of dignity about this strange being which prevented undue familiarity either with or by him; hence, he always addressed the boy by his full name, and never condescended to Olly! The name by which he himself chose to be called was Hendrick, but whether that was a real or assumed name of course they had no means of knowing.

Continuing to advance through a most beautiful country, the party came at last to a river of considerable size and depth, up the banks of which they travelled for several days. Hendrick had by tacit agreement assumed the leadership of the party, because, being intimately acquainted with the land, both as to its character, form, and resources, he was naturally fitted to be their guide.

It seems to me, said Captain Trench, as they sat down to rest one afternoon on a sunny bank by the river side  out of which Olly had just pulled a magnificent trout that the climate of this island has been grossly misrepresented. The report was brought to us that it was a wild barren land, always enveloped in thick fogs; whereas, although I am bound to say we found fogs enough on the coast we have found nothing but beauty, sunshine, and fertility in the interior.

Does not this arise from the tendency of mankind to found and form opinions on insufficient knowledge? said Hendrick. Even the Indians among whom I dwell are prone to this error. If your discoverer Cabot had dwelt as many years as I have in this great island, he would have told you that it has a splendid climate, and is admirably adapted for the abode of man. Just look around you  the region which extends from your feet to the horizon in all directions is watered as you see by lakes and rivers, which swarm with fish and are alive with wildfowl; the woods, which are largely composed of magnificent and useful trees, give shelter to myriads of animals suitable for food to man; the soil is excellent, and the grazing lands would maintain thousands of cattle  what more could man desire?

Nothing more, answered Paul, save the opportunity to utilise it all, and the blessing of God upon his efforts.

The opportunity to utilise it wont be long of coming, now that the facts about it are known, or soon to be made known, by us, remarked Trench.

Im not so sure about that said Paul. It is wonderful how slow men are to believe, and still more wonderful how slow they are to act.

That the captains hopes were not well founded, and that Pauls doubts were justified, is amply proved by the history of Newfoundland. At first its character was misunderstood; then, when its unparalleled cod-fishing banks were discovered, attention was entirely confined to its rugged shores. After that the trade fell into the hands of selfish and unprincipled monopolists, who wilfully misrepresented the nature of this island, and prevailed on the British Government to enact repressive laws, which effectually prevented colonisation. Then prejudice, privileges, and error perpetuated the evil state of things, so that the true character of the land was not known until the present century; its grand interior was not systematically explored till only a few years ago, and thus it comes to pass that even at the present day one of the finest islands belonging to the British Crown  as regards vast portions of its interior  still remains a beautiful wilderness unused by man.

But with this we have nothing at present to do. Our business is, in spirit, to follow Hendrick and his friends through that wilderness, as it was at the beginning of the sixteenth century.

Deer-tracks, as we have said, were innumerable, and along one of those tracks a herd of deer were seen trotting one day about two bow-shots from the party. With characteristic eagerness Oliver Trench hastily let fly an arrow at them. He might as well have let it fly at the pole-star. The only effect it had was to startle the deer and send them galloping into the shelter of the woods.

What a pity! exclaimed Oliver.

Not so, my boy, remarked his father. Experience, they say, teaches fools; and if experience has now taught you that it is foolish to shoot at game out of range, you are no fool, which is not a pity, but matter for congratulation.

But what about practice, daddy? Did you not say only last night that there is nothing like practice to make perfect?

True, lad, but I did not recommend practising at deer beyond range. Besides, you can practise at stumps and stones.

But stumps and stones dont afford running shots, objected Olly.

Yes they do, boy. You can run past the stumps while you shoot, and as to stones, you can roll them down hill and let fly at them as they roll. Now clap the hatches on your mouth; youre too fond of argument.

Im only a chip of the ancient tree, father, retorted the boy, with a quiet laugh.

How much further this little skirmish might have proceeded we cannot tell, for it was brought to an abrupt close by the sudden appearance of a black bear. It was on turning a cliff which bordered the edge of a stream that they came upon the monster  so close to it that they had barely time to get ready their weapons when it rose on its hind legs to attack them.

Look out! yelled Oliver, who, being in advance, was the first to see the bear.

A stone from his sling was well though hastily aimed, for it hit the animal fairly on the nose, thereby rendering it particularly angry. Almost at the same moment a bolt and an arrow flew from the weapons of Paul and Trench; but they flew wide of the mark, and there is no saying what the result might have been had not Hendrick bent his short but powerful bow, and sent an arrow to the feather into the creatures breast.

The modern bullet is no doubt more deadly than the ancient arrow, nevertheless the latter had some advantages over the former. One of these was that, as it transfixed several muscles, it tended to hamper the movements of the victim shot. It also drew attention in some degree from the assailant. Thus, on the present occasion the bear, with a savage growl, seized the head of the arrow which projected from the wound and wrenched it off. This, although little more than a momentary act, gave the hunter time to fit and discharge a second arrow, which entered the animals throat, causing it to fall writhing on the ground, while Oliver, who had gone almost mad with excitement, grasped his axe, bounded forward, and brought it down on bruins skull.

Well was it for the reckless boy that Hendricks arrows had done their work, for, although his young arm was stout and the axe sharp, little impression was made on the hard-headed creature by the blow. Hendricks knife, however, completed the work and despatched the bear. Then they all sat down to rest while the hunter set to work to skin the animal.




Chapter Ten.

Ollys First Salmon and Hendricks Home.

From this time forward the opportunities for hunting and fishing became so numerous that poor Oliver was kept in a constantly bubbling-over condition of excitement, and his father had to restrain him a good deal in order to prevent the larder from being greatly overstocked.

One afternoon they came to a river which their guide told them was one of the largest in the country.

It flows out of the lake, on one of the islands of which I have built my home.

May I ask, said Paul, with some hesitation, if your wife came with you from the Shetland Isles?

A profoundly sad expression flitted across the hunters countenance.

No, he replied. Trueheart, as she is named in the Micmac tongue, is a native of this island  at least her mother was; but her father, I have been told, was a white man  a wanderer like myself  who came in an open boat from no one knows where, and cast his lot among the Indians, one of whom he married. Both parents are dead. I never saw them; but my wife, I think, must resemble her white father in many respects. My children are like her. Look now, Oliver, he said, as if desirous of changing the subject, yonder is a pool in which it will be worth while to cast your hook. You will find something larger there than you have yet caught in the smaller streams. Get ready. I will find bait for you.

Olly needed no urging. His cod-hook and line, being always handy, were arranged in a few minutes, and his friend, turning up the sod with a piece of wood, soon procured several large worms, which were duly impaled, until they formed a bunch on the hook. With this the lad hurried eagerly to the edge of a magnificent pool, where the oily ripples and curling eddies, as well as the great depth, effectually concealed the bottom from view. He was about to whirl the bunch of worms round his head, preparatory to a grand heave, when he was arrested by the guide.

Stay, Oliver; you will need a rod for this river. Without one you will be apt to lose your fish. I will cut one.

So saying, he went into the woods that bordered the pool, and soon returned with what seemed to the boy to be a small tree about fourteen feet long.

Why, Hendrick, do you take me for Goliath, who as Paul Burns tells us, was brought down by a stone from the sling of David? Ill never be able to fish with that.

Oliver, returned the hunter gravely, as he continued the peeling of the bark from the rod, a lad with strong limbs and a stout heart should never use the words not able till he has tried. I have seen many promising and goodly young men come to wreck because I cant was too often on their lips. You never know what you can do till you try.

The boy listened to this reproof with a slight feeling of displeasure, for he felt in his heart that he was not one of those lazy fellows to whom his friend referred. However, he wisely said nothing, but Hendrick observed, with some amusement, that his brow flushed and his lips were firmly compressed.

There now, he said in a cheery tone, being anxious to remove the impression he had made, you will find the rod is lighter than it looks, and supple, as you see. We will tie your line half-way down and run it through a loop at the end  so!  to prevent its being lost if the point should break. Now, try to cast your hook into the spot yonder where a curl in the water meets and battles with an eddy. Do you see it?

Yes, I see it, replied Olly, advancing to the pool, with the rod grasped in both hands.

It would be better, continued Hendrick, if you could cast out into the stream beyond, but the line is too short for that, unless you could jump on to that big rock in the rapid, which is impossible with the river so high.

Oliver looked at the rock referred to. It stood up in the midst of foaming water, full twenty feet from the bank. He knew that he might as well try to jump over the moon as attempt to leap upon that rock; nevertheless, without a moments hesitation, he rushed down the bank, sprang furiously off, cleared considerably more than half the distance, and disappeared in the foaming flood!

Hendrick was suddenly changed from a slow and sedate elephant into an agile panther. He sprang along the bank to a point lower down the stream, and was up to the waist in the water before Olly reached the point  struggling to keep his head above the surface, and at the same time to hold on to his rod. Hendrick caught him by the collar, and dragged him, panting, to land.

Paul and his father had each, with a shout of surprise or alarm, rushed for the same point, but they would have been too late.

Olly, my son, said Trench, in a remonstrative tone, have you gone mad?

No, father; I knew that I could not jump it, but Ive been advised never to say so till I have tried!

Nay, Oliver, be just, said the guide, with a laugh. I did truly advise you never to say I cant till you had tried, but I never told you to try the impossible. However, I am not sorry you did this, for Id rather see a boy try and fail, than see him fail because of unwillingness to try. Come, now, I will show you something else to try.

He took Oliver up the stream a few yards, and pointed to a ledge of rock, more than knee-deep under water, which communicated with the rock he had failed to reach.

The ledge is narrow, he said, and the current crossing it is strong, but from what Ive seen of you I think you will manage to wade out if you go cautiously, and dont lose heart. I will go down stream again, so that if you should slip Ill be ready to rescue.

Boldly did Oliver step out upon the ledge; cautiously did he advance each foot, until he was more than leg-deep, and wildly, like an insane semaphore, did he wave his arms, as well as the heavy rod, in his frantic efforts not to lose his balance! At last he planted his feet, with a cheer of triumph, on the rock.

Hush, Olly, youll frighten the fish, cried Paul, with feigned anxiety.

Youll tumble in again, if you dont mind, said his cautious father.

But Olly heard not. The whole of his little soul was centred on the oily pool into which he had just cast the bunch of worms. Another moment, and the stout rod was almost wrenched from his grasp.

Have a care! Hold on! Stand fast! saluted him in various keys, from the bank.

A cod! or a whale! was the response from the rock.

More likely a salmon, remarked Hendrick, in an undertone, while a sober smile lit up his features.

At the moment a magnificent salmon, not less than twenty pounds weight, leapt like a bar of silver from the flood, and fell back, with a mighty splash.

The leap caused a momentary and sudden removal of the strain on the rod. Oliver staggered, slipped, and fell with a yell that told of anxiety more than alarm; but he got up smartly, still holding on by both hands.

In fishing with the tapering rods and rattling reels of modern days, fishers never become fully aware of the strength of salmon, unless, indeed, a hitch in their line occurs, and everything snaps! It was otherwise about the beginning of the sixteenth century. It is otherwise still with primitive fishers everywhere. Olivers line could not run; his rod was rigid, save at the point. The result was that it was all he could do to stand and hold on to his captive. The rod, bent down into the water, sprang up to the perpendicular, flew hither and thither, jerked and quivered, causing the poor boy to jerk and quiver in irresistible sympathy. At last a mighty rush of the fish drew the fisher headlong into the flood.

Hell be drowned or killed on the boulders below, gasped his father, running wildly down the bank of the river.

Dont fear, said Hendrick, as he ran beside him. There is a shallow just above the boulders. We will stop him there.

Paul Burns was already abreast of the shallow in question, and Oliver was stranded on it, but a deep rapid stream ran between it and the bank, so that Paul hesitated and looked eagerly about for the best spot to cross.

Follow me, cried Hendrick, I know the ford.

He led his comrade swiftly to a point where the river widened and became shallow, enabling them to wade to the tail of the bank at the top of which Oliver stood engaged in a double struggle  with the water that hissed and leaped around him, and the fish that still surged wildly about in its vain efforts to escape.

As the three men waded nearer to him they got into shallower water, and then perceived that the boy had not lost his self-possession, but was still tightly grasping the butt of his rod. Just as they came up the salmon, in its blind terror, ran straight against the boys legs. Olly fell upon it, let go the rod, and embraced it! Happily, his friends reached him at the moment, else the water that rushed over his head would have compelled him to let go  or die!

Paul lifted him up. The great fish struggled in its captors arms. It was slippery as an eel, and its strength tremendous. No digging of his ten nails into it was of any use. Slowly but surely it was wriggling out of his tight embrace when Hendrick inserted his great thumbs into its gills, and grasped it round the throat.

Let go, Oliver, he said, Ive got him safe.

But Olly would not let go. Indeed, in the state of his mind and body at the moment it is probable that he could not let go.

His father, having made some ineffectual attempts to clear the line, with which, and the rod, they had got completely entangled, was obliged to stand by and see that the entanglement became no worse. Thus, holding on each to the other and all together, they staggered slowly and safely to land with their beautiful prize.

Are there many fish like that in these rivers? asked Paul, as they all stood contemplating the salmon, and recovering breath.

Ay, thousands of them in all the rivers, and the rivers are numerous  some of them large, replied Hendrick.

This will be a great country some day, you take my word for it, said the captain, in a dogmatic manner, which was peculiar to him when he attempted amateur prophecy.

That prophecy, however, like many other prophecies, has been only partly fulfilled. It has come true, indeed, that Newfoundland now possesses the most valuable cod-fishery in the world, and that her exports of salmon are considerable, but as to her being a great country  well, that still remains unfulfilled prophecy; for, owing to no fault of her people, but to the evils of monopoly and selfishness, as we have already said, her career has been severely checked.

Not many days after the catching of the salmon  which remained a memorable point in the career of Oliver Trench  the explorers were led by Hendrick to the shores of a magnificent lake. It was so large that the captain at first doubted whether it was not the great ocean itself.

It is not the sea, said their guide, as he surveyed the watery expanse with evident enthusiasm. It is a lake full fifty miles long, yet it is not the largest lake in this island. Taste its waters and you will find them sweet. Here, he added, with a look of gratification, is my home.

God has given you a wide domain, said Paul, gazing with pleasure on the verdant islets with which the bay before him was studded. Yet I cannot help thinking that it is a waste of ones life to spend it in a solitude, however beautiful, when the sorrowing and the suffering world around us calls for the active energies of all good men.

The hunter seemed to ponder Pauls words.

It appears to me, he said at last, that our Creator meant us to serve Him by making ourselves and those around us happy. I have to do so here, and in some degree have succeeded.

As he spoke he raised both hands to his mouth and gave vent to a prolonged halloo that swept out over the calm waters of the bay.

It was quickly replied to by a shrill cry, and in a few minutes a canoe, emerging from one of the islets, was seen paddling swiftly towards them.




Chapter Eleven.

The Hunters Home.

The canoe, which approached the shores of the lake where our explorers stood, was a large one, built after the fashion of the coracle of the ancient Britons, namely, with a frame of wicker-work covered with deerskin. It was propelled with paddles by a woman seated in the stern and a little girl in the bow.

My wife is a woman of forethought, remarked Hendrick, with a pleased expression. Seeing that we are a large party, she has not only brought our largest canoe, but has made Oscar get out the small one.

He pointed to the island, from a creek in which a little canoe of a reddish colour was seen to issue. It was made of birch-bark, and was propelled by a small boy, who seemed from his exertions to be in urgent haste to overtake the other craft.

Your son, I suppose? said Paul.

Yes, my eldest. His younger brother is but a babe yet. These, with my daughter Goodred, and my wife Trueheart, who are now approaching, constitute the family which God has given to me.

A feeling of satisfaction filled the heart of Paul Burns as he listened to the last words, for they proved that their new friend was not among those who deem it weakness or hypocrisy in men to openly acknowledge their Maker as the Giver of all that they possess. This feeling was merged in one of surprise when the canoe touched the shore, and an exceedingly pretty child, with fair complexion, blue eyes, and curling hair, stepped lightly out, and ran to her father, who stooped to kiss her on the cheek. Hendrick was not demonstrative, that was evident; neither was his wife, nor his child. Whatever depth of feeling they possessed, the surface ran smooth. Yet there was an air of quiet gladness about the meeting which enabled Paul to understand what the hunter meant when, in a former conversation, he had said that he made those around him happy.

Is baby well? he asked quickly.

Yes, father, quite well, and I very sure wishing much that you come home soon. You been long time away.

Longer than I expected, Goodred. And I have brought friends with me, he added, turning to his wife. Friends whom I have found in the forest, Trueheart.

You friends be welcome, said Trueheart, with a modest yet self-possessed air.

The woman, who advanced and held out a small hand to be shaken in European fashion, was obviously of Indian extraction, yet her brown hair, refined cast of features, and easy manner, showed as obviously the characteristics of her white father. Though not nearly so fair as her child, she was still far removed from the deep colour of her mothers race.

Before more could be said on either side the enthusiastic youngster in the bark canoe leaped ashore, burst into the midst of the group with a cheer, and began wildly to embrace one of his fathers huge legs, which was about as much of his person as he could conveniently grasp. He was a miniature Hendrick, clad in leather from top to toe.

The whole party now entered the canoes, skimmed over the lake, and past the wooded islets, towards the particular island which the hunter called home.

It was as romantic a spot as one could desire for a residence. Though only a quarter of a mile or so in diameter, the island, which was composed of granite, was wonderfully diversified in form and character. There was a little cove which formed a harbour for the hunters canoes; bordering it was a patch of open ground backed by shrubs, above which rose a miniature precipice. The ground in the centre of the isle was rugged  as the captain remarked, quite mountainous in a small way! Hendrick had taught his children to call it the mountain, and in the midst of its miniature fastnesses he had arranged a sort of citadel, to which he and his family could retire in case of attack from savages. One peak of this mountainette rose in naked grandeur to a height of about fifty feet above the lake. Elsewhere the islet was wooded to the waters edge with spruce and birch-trees, in some places fringed with willows. On a few open patches were multitudes of ripe berries, which here and there seemed literally to cover the ground with a carpet of bright red.

On the open ground, or lawn, beside the cove, stood the hunters hut, a small structure of rounded logs, with a door, on either side of which was a window. From those glassless windows there was a view of lake and isles and distant woods, with purple mountains beyond, which formed a scene of indescribable beauty. Close to the door, forming, as it were, a porch to it, there stood a semi-circular erection of poles covered with birch-bark and deerskins, in front of which blazed the household fire, with a tripod over it, and a bubbling earthen pot hanging therefrom. Around the inner side of the fire, under the semi-circular tent, were spread a number of deerskins to serve as couches. On one of these sat an Indian woman, with the family babe in her arms.

It was a wonderful babe! and obviously a wise one, for it knew its own father directly, stretched out its little arms, and shouted for instant recognition. Nor had it to shout long, for Hendrick, being fond of it and regardless of appearances, seized it in his arms and smothered it in his beard, out of which retreat crows and squalls of satisfaction thereafter issued.

Excuse me, friends, said Hendrick at last, delivering the child to its mother. I have been absent on a visit to my wifes relations, and have not seen little Ian for a long time. Sit down, and we will see what cheer the pot contains. I dont ask you to enter the hut, because while the weather is mild it is pleasanter outside. When winter comes we make more use of the house. My wife, you see, does not like it, having been accustomed to tents all her life.

But me  I  likes it when the snow fall, said Trueheart, looking up with a bright smile from the pot, into which she had previously been making investigations.

True  true. I think you like whatever I like; at least you try to! returned the hunter, as he sat down and began to tie the feathers on the head of an arrow. You even try to speak good grammar for my sake!

Trueheart laughed and continued her culinary duties.

You told us when we first met, said Captain Trench, who had made himself comfortable on a deerskin beside the baby, that you had taken special means not to forget your native tongue. Do I guess rightly in supposing that the teaching of it to your wife and children was the means?

You are right, captain. Of course, the language of the Micmac Indians is more familiar and agreeable to Trueheart, but she is obstinate, though a good creature on the whole, and insists on speaking English, as you hear.

Another little laugh in the vicinity of the earthen pot showed that his wife appreciated the remark.

Meanwhile Goodred busied herself in preparing venison steaks over the same fire, and Oscar undertook to roast marrow bones for the whole party, as well as to instruct Oliver Trench in that delicate operation.

While they were thus engaged the shades of evening gradually descended on the scene, but that did not interfere with their enjoyment, for by heaping fresh resinous logs on the fire they produced a ruddy light, which seemed scarcely inferior to that of day; a light which glowed on the pretty and pleasant features of the wife and daughter as they moved about placing plates of birch-bark before the guests, and ladling soup and viands into trenchers of the same. Savoury smells floated on the air, and gradually expelled the scent of shrub and flower from the banqueting-hall.

Truly, it was a right royal banquet; fit for a king  if not too particular a king  to say nothing of its being spread before one who was monarch of all he surveyed, and served by his queen and princess!

There was, first of all, soup of excellent quality. Then followed boiled salmon and roast sea-trout. Next came a course of boiled venison, fat and juicy, with an alternative of steaks and grilled ribs. This was followed by what may be styled a haunch of beaver, accompanied by the animals tail  a prime delicacy  in regard to which Captain Trench, with his mouth full of it, said  

This is excellent eatin, Master Hendrick. What may it be  if I may presume to ask?

Beavers tail, replied the hunter.

Dear me! exclaimed Olly, withdrawing a roast rib from his mouth for the purpose of speech; beavers seem to have wonderfully broad and flat tails.

They have, Oliver, and if you will try a bit you will find that their tails are wonderfully good.

Oliver tried, and admitted that it was good; then, observing that little Oscar had just finished his fourth venison steak, he politely handed him the trencher. The greasy-fingered boy gravely helped himself to number five, and assailed it as if he had only just begun to terminate a long fast.

There were no vegetables at that feast, and instead of bread they had cakes of hard deers-fat, with scraps of suet toasted brown intermixed  a species of plum-cake, which was greatly relished by the visitors. At the last, when repletion seemed imminent, they finished off with marrow bones. With these they trifled far on into the night. Of course as the demands of appetite abated the flow of soul began.

I see neither nets, hooks, nor lines about the camp, Hendrick, said Paul Burns, after the queen and princess had retired into the hut for the night. How do you manage to catch salmon?

The hunter replied by pointing to a spear somewhat resembling Neptunes trident which stood against a neighbouring tree.

We spear them by torchlight, he said. Oscar is a pretty good hand at it now.

You live well, Master Hendrick, remarked Trench, raising a bark flagon to his lips and tossing off a pint of venison soup, with the memory of pots of ale strong upon him. Do you ever have a scarcity of food?

Never; for the country, as you have seen, swarms with game. We dry the flesh of deer, otter, martens, and musk-rats, and store it for winter, and during that season we have willow-grouse and rabbits for fresh meat. Besides, in autumn we freeze both flesh and fish, and thus keep it fresh till spring, at which time the wildfowl return to us. The skins and furs of these creatures furnish us with plenty of clothing  in fact, more than we can use. The question sometimes comes into my mind, Why did the Great Father provide such abundance for the use of man without sending men to use it?  for the few Micmacs who dwell in the land are but as a drop in the ocean, and they totally neglect some things, while they waste others. I have seen them slaughter thousands of deer merely for the sake of their tongues and other tit-bits.

There is much of mystery connected with that, Master Hendrick, which we cannot clear up, remarked Trench.

Mystery there is, no doubt, said Paul quickly. Yet there are some things about it that are plain enough to those who choose to look. The Word of God (which, by the way, is beginning to be circulated now among us in England in our mother tongue), that Word tells man plainly to go forth and replenish the earth. Common sense, from the beginning of time, has told us the same thing, but what does man do? He sticks to several small patches of the earth, and there he trades, and works, and builds, and propagates, until these patches swarm like ant-hills, and then he wars, and fights, and kills off the surplus population; in other words, slays the young men of the world and sows misery, debt and desolation broadcast. In fact, man seems to me to be mad. Rather than obey God and the dictates of common sense, he will leave the fairest portions of the world untenanted, and waste his life and energies in toiling for a crust of bread or fighting for a foot of land!

Some such thoughts have passed through my mind, said Hendrick thoughtfully, when I have remembered that my ancestors, as I have told you, discovered this land, as well as that which lies to the west and south of it, long before this Columbus you speak of was born. But surely we may now expect that with all our modern appliances and knowledge, the earth will soon be overrun and peopled.

I dont feel very sanguine about it, said Paul, with a prophetic shake of the head.

That Paul was justified in his doubts must be obvious to every reader who is aware of the fact that in the present year of grace (1889) there are millions of the worlds fair and fertile acres still left untenanted and almost untrodden by the foot of man.

Its my opinion, remarked Captain Trench, with a blink of the eyes, induced possibly by wisdom and partly by sleep, that you two are talking nonsense on a subject which is quite beyond the reach of mans intellect.

It may be so, replied Paul, with a laugh which merged into a yawn, and perhaps it would be wiser that we should go to rest. Olly and Oscar have already set us a good example. What say you, Hendrick?

As you please, answered the polite hunter. I am ready either to sleep or to converse.

Then I will not tax your good-nature. We will seek repose. But what of our future movements? My sleep will be sounder if I could lie down with the assurance that you will continue to be our guide into the fertile interior of which you have said so much.

I will go with you, returned Hendrick, after a few moments thought, but I must ask you to spend a few days in my camp to rest yourselves, while I provide a supply of fresh meat and fish for my family; for, willing and able though Oscar is to provide for them, he is yet too young to have the duty laid upon his little shoulders.

This having been satisfactorily settled, the captain and Paul wrapped themselves in deerskin blankets, and lay down with their feet to the fire.

Hendrick, having heaped a fresh supply of fuel on the embers, followed their example, and the camp was soon buried in profound silence.




Chapter Twelve.

A Surprise, a Fight, and a War Party.

At this point in our tale we might profitably turn aside for a little to dilate upon the interesting  not to say exciting  proceedings of our explorers and the hunters family during the few days spent in the island home and its neighbourhood, were it not that incidents of a more stirring and important nature claim our attention.

We might, if time and space permitted, tell how they all went fishing in the lake with Olivers cod-hooks, which were, of course, greatly superior to the bone-hooks which Hendrick had been accustomed to manufacture; how they went salmon-spearing by torchlight in a neighbouring stream, in which operation Oliver soon became as expert as his entertainers, and even more enthusiastic, insomuch that he several times met what seemed to be his ordinary fate  a ducking in the water; how, in consequence, he caught a bad cold, as well as fish, and was compelled to lie up and be nursed for several days, during which time of forced inaction he learned to appreciate the excellent nursing qualities of Trueheart and her daughter Goodred. He also learned to estimate at its true value the yelling power of the family baby, whose will was iron and whose lungs were leather, besides being inflated by the fresh, wholesome air of the grand wilderness. We might tell of the short but thrilling expeditions undertaken by the men and boys in pursuit of bears, otters, beaver, and deer, in which Hendrick displayed the certainty of his deadly aim, and Master Trench the uncertainty of his dreadful shooting, despite all his former practice. We might relate the interesting stories, anecdotes, and narratives with which the explorers and the hunter sought to beguile the pleasant periods that used to follow supper and precede repose, and describe the tremendous energy of Paul Burns in springing to the rescue of the self-willed baby when it fell into the fire, and the cool courage of Oliver Trench in succouring the same baby when it tumbled into the water. All this we might dilate on, and a great deal more  such as the great friendship struck up between Oscar and Oliver, and the intense interest expressed by Hendrick on finding that his friend Paul possessed a manuscript copy of the Gospel of John, and the frequent perusals of that Gospel over the camp-fire, and the discussions that followed on the great subjects of mans duty, the souls destiny, and the love of God, as shown in and by Jesus Christ  but over all this we must unwillingly draw a curtain and leave it to the courteous readers imagination, while we pass on to subjects which bear more directly on the issues of our tale.

One day, some time after leaving Hendricks camp on the great lake, Captain Trench and his son, with Paul Burns and the hunter, halted to rest on the summit of a cliff from which they could obtain a magnificent view of the country lying beyond.

They had by that time passed over the rich grassland with its park-like plains, its lakes and streams and belts of woodland, and had entered upon that mountainous region which lies towards the southwesterly portion of the island.

Hendrick, said Paul, as he gazed with admiration on the wild scene before him, I have now seen enough to know that this land is most suitable for the abode of man. The soil is admirable; the woods contain magnificent timber; fish, flesh, and fowl are plentiful; coal exists in, I should think, extensive fields, while there are indications in many places of great mineral wealth, especially copper. Besides this, the land, you tell me, is pierced by innumerable bays, inlets, fords, and natural harbours; and, to crown all, the climate, except on some parts of the coast, is exceedingly good. Now it seems to me that these facts ought to be made known in England, and that our King should not only take possession, but should send out colonists to settle all over this island and develop its resources. If permitted, it will be my part to finish this exploration and carry home the news.

Hendrick did not reply for a few minutes, then a faint sigh escaped him as he replied  

No doubt what you say is just, and I doubt not that these plains and hills will one day resound with the activities of civilised life: the plough will obliterate the deer-tracks, the axe will lay low the forests, and the lowing of cattle and the bark of dogs will replace the trumpeting of the wild-goose and the cry of plover; but when the change begins to come, I will strike my tent and go to the great unknown lands of the west, for I cannot bear the clatter and the strife of men.

Paul was about to reply, when an arrow whizzed through the air, pierced the sleeve of his coat, scratched his left arm slightly as it passed, and quivered in a tree behind them.

Leaping up, each member of the party sprang for shelter behind a neighbouring tree.

At the same moment there arose a terrible cry, as of men rushing to attack each other. The form of the ground prevented our travellers from seeing the combatants, though the sound of their strife proved them to be close at hand. Suddenly Hendrick left the tree behind which he had taken shelter, and, running towards a precipitous bank or cliff, called to his companions to follow. They obeyed at once.

I fear, he said, as Paul ran up alongside of him, that I know the meaning of this. Some of the voices sound familiar to me. That arrow was not, I think, discharged at us. We shall be wanted here. May I count on you?

You may, said Paul. I cannot doubt that your cause must be a just one.

Im with you! exclaimed Master Trench, plucking the hatchet from his sons belt  a weapon that the youngster could well spare, as the bludgeon and the bow were still left to him.

Hendrick had spoken in quick, sharp tones, for he was evidently much excited. On reaching the crest of a rising ground he looked cautiously over it.

As I thought! he said; my wifes relations are attacked by savages from Labrador. Come, follow me!

He ran swiftly round the base of the rising ground, not giving his comrades time even to see the combatants to whom he referred.

Suddenly they came in full sight of perhaps the most terrible sight that our fallen world can present  two bands of armed men, mad with rage, engaged in the fiendish work of butchering each other.

In the immediate foreground two powerful Indians were struggling each to plant a short spear in the others heart. One, who was shorter than the other but equally powerful, was making a desperate effort to wrench his right hand from his foes grasp, and another foe was on the point of stabbing the short man in the back, when the white men appeared on the scene. Paul, the captain, and Oliver, although ready with arrow and bolt hesitated, for they knew not which to regard as foes, and which as friends. No such difficulty, however, interfered with Hendrick, who sent an arrow into the brain of the savage who meant to strike from behind. At the same instant the short warrior succeeded in his effort; his spear flashed upwards, and the next moment his tall enemy fell to rise no more.

Hendrick, who seemed to have been transformed into a human tiger, rushed to the attack with a shout and a display of fury that for a moment arrested the fight. The short Indian, whose life he had just saved, bestowed on him and his companions one look of surprise, and joined him in the rush. Captain Trench, whose combative tendencies were easily aroused, joined them with a roar which was somewhat intensified by the fact that he was still a little uncertain as to which was the enemy. Oliver relieved his overcharged bosom by an involuntary shriek or howl, that rose high and shrill above the tumult, as he followed suit, whirling his bludgeon with some difficulty round his head.

The combined effect of all this was to strike terror into the enemy who, turning short round, fled precipitately, and were followed for a considerable distance by some of the victorious Indians.

On returning from the pursuit, Hendrick introduced the short Indian as his wifes cousin, who, with a party of hunters, had been out for a supply of fresh meat when attacked by the Labrador savages.

It is an old feud, remarked Hendrick, as he and Paul sat a little apart that evening, while their comrades assisted the Indians to prepare supper; an old feud. Oh! war  war! There is no place of rest from it, I fear, in this world.

The hunters tone was so sad that Paul looked at him inquiringly.

You are surprised, said his companion, that I should long thus for escape from the warring passions of men, but if you knew what reason I have for hating war, you would not wonder. Listen! Many years ago I went with my wife and child to visit a kinsman in the Scottish Highlands. I need scarcely tell you that it was not my present wife and child. She was young, fair, faultless in person and disposition. Our little daughter resembled her in all respects. There chanced to be a miserable feud existing between my relative and a neighbouring chief. It originated in some disputed boundary, and always smouldered, like a subdued volcano, but occasionally broke forth in open warfare. At the time of my visit my kinsman, who was a bachelor, had gone to transact some business at a town not far distant, leaving a message for me to follow him as he required my assistance in some family arrangements, and meant to return home the same night. I went, leaving my wife and child in the castle. That very night my kinsmans foe  knowing nothing of my arrival  came to the castle, took the small body of defenders by surprise, overcame them, and set the place on fire. Fiendish and revengeful though the marauders were, I believe they would not wantonly have murdered the helpless ones, had they known of their being in the place, but they knew it not until too late.

When we returned that night the castle was a black smoking ruin, and my wife and little one had perished! Can you wonder that I fled from the horrible spot; that I left my native land for ever; and that I shudder at the very thought of strife?

Nay, brother, I wonder not, said Paul, in a sympathetic tone; but I fear there is no region on the face of this earth where the terrible war-spirit, or, rather, war-fiend, is not alive.

Why, the man whose life I took this very day, resumed Hendrick, clenching his right hand almost fiercely, has doubtless left a woman at home who is now a widow, and it may be children, whom I have rendered fatherless! No rest  no rest anywhere from this constant slaying of our fellow-men; yet I was forced to do it to save the life of my wifes kinsman! Oh! is there no deliverance, no hope for this poor world?

Hendrick, said Paul, laying his hand impressively on his friends arm, there is deliverance  there is hope. See here.

He pulled out the manuscript Gospel as he spoke, and turning over the well-thumbed leaves, read the words  

Jesus saith... A new commandment I give unto you, That ye love one another... Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe also in me. In My Fathers house are many mansions. Hendrick, this same Jesus, who is Immanuel, God with us, has said, Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Him that cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out. These latter words are not here, but they are in other scriptures which I have often heard read.

But how shall I know, said the hunter earnestly, that these words are true  that they are the words of God?

For some time Paul made no reply, then suddenly, to the surprise of his friend, he looked upwards, and, in a low voice, said  

O Holy Spirit of God, convince my friend that these words are Thine,  in Jesus name!

Then, turning to the hunter, he continued: Come, let us examine this writing together.

Something of this have I heard before, said Hendrick, and, as I thirst for light and truth, I will gladly examine it with you.

Need we say that those two earnest men were soon engrossed in the study of the Word, and that the interruption of the evening meal did not prevent them from afterwards poring over the manuscript far into the night by the light of the camp-fire. Hendrick was well able to do so, for, like Paul, he had received a better education than fell to the lot of most men in those days.

At first Captain Trench and his son had listened to the conversation and discussion of the students with much interest and the sturdy matter-of-fact mariner even ventured to put one or two puzzling questions to them; but by degrees their interest flagged, and at last taking example by the Indians, they rolled themselves in deerskin robes and sought repose.

Continuing their journey next day, they were about to part from their Indian friends on the mountain ridge, from which a view of the Western ocean could be obtained, when they observed a band of Indians in the far distance travelling eastward.

On the war-path! suggested Hendrick.

After a prolonged gaze the kinsman of Trueheart came to the same conclusion, and said he felt sure that they were not from Labrador, but were evidently men of the Island.

Can you guess what they are going to do? asked Hendrick.

The Indian shook his head solemnly. No, he did not know  he could not guess, and as they were separated by some miles of valleys, precipices, and mountain gorges, there was no possibility of finding out.

After some time spent in speculation and guessing as to the intention of the war party, our explorers, bidding farewell to their red friends, proceeded on their journey, while the latter diverged to the southward, and continued their hunt after fresh meat.

If Paul Burns and his friends had known the purpose of the warriors whom they had just seen, it is probable that they might not have slept quite as soundly as they did that night under the greenwood trees.




Chapter Thirteen.

Unlooked-for Interruptions and Difficulties.

No elaborate dissertation is needed to prove that we are ignorant of what the morrow may bring forth, and that the best-laid plans of men are at all times subject to dislocation. It is sufficient here to state that immediately after parting from the Indians, Paul Burns and Captain Trench had their plans and hopes, in regard to exploration, overturned in a sudden and effective though exceedingly simple manner.

On the evening of the day on which their travels were resumed they halted sooner than usual in order to have time to form their camp with some care, for the weather had suddenly become cold, and that night seemed particularly threatening.

Accordingly they selected a spot surrounded by dense bushes, canopied by the branches of a wide-spreading fir-tree, and backed by a precipitous cliff, which afforded complete shelter from a sharp nor-west gale that was blowing at the time. In this calm retreat they erected a rough-and-ready wall of birch-bark and branches, which enclosed them on all sides except one, where a glorious fire was kindled  a fire that would have roasted anything from a tom-tit to an ox, and the roaring flames of which had to be occasionally subdued lest they should roast the whole encampment.

There, saturated, so to speak, with ruddy light and warmth, they revelled in the enjoyment of a hearty meal and social intercourse until the claims of tired Nature subdued Captain Trench and Oliver, leaving Paul and Hendrick to resume their eager and sometimes argumentative perusal of the Gospel according to John.

At last, they also succumbed to the irresistible influences of Nature, and lay down beside their fellows. Then it was that Nature  as if she had only waited for the opportunity  began to unfold her little game for overturning the sleepers plans. She quietly opened her storehouse of northern clouds, and silently dropped upon them a heavy shower of snow.

It was early in the season for such a shower, consequently the flakes were large. Had the cold been excessive the flakes would have been small. As it was, they covered the landscape by imperceptible but rapid degrees until everything turned from ghostly grey to ghastly white, which had the effect of lighting, somehow, the darkness of the night.

But in the midst of the effective though silent transformation the camp of our explorers remained unchanged; and the dying embers of the slowly sinking fire continued to cast their dull red glow on the recumbent forms which were thoroughly protected by the spreading fir-tree.

By degrees the morning light began to flow over the dreary scene, and at length it had the effect of rousing Oliver Trench from slumber. With the innate laziness of youth the lad turned on his other side, and was about to settle down to a further spell of sleep when he chanced to wink. That wink sufficed to reveal something that induced another wink, then a stare, then a start into a sitting posture, a rubbing of the eyes, an opening of the mouth, and a succession of exclamations, of which Oh! hallo! I say! and Hi-i-i-i! were among the least impressive.

Of course every one started up and made a sudden grasp at weapons, for the memory of the recent fight was still fresh.

Winter! exclaimed Paul and the captain, in the same breath.

Not quite so bad as that, remarked Hendrick, as he stepped out into the snow and began to look round him with an anxious expression; but it may, nevertheless, put an end to your explorations if the snow continues.

Never a bit ont, man! exclaimed the captain promptly. What! dye think we are to be frightened by a sprinkling of snow?

To this Hendrick replied only with a gentle smile, as he returned and set about blowing up the embers of the fire which were still smouldering.

There is more than a sprinkling, Master Trench, observed Paul, as he began to overhaul the remnants of last nights supper; but I confess it would be greatly against the grain were we to be beaten at this point in our travels. Let us hope that the storm wont last.

Anyhow we can go on till we cant, daddy, said Oliver, with a tremendous yawn and stretch.

Well said, my son; as you once truly remarked, you are a chip of the ancient log.

Just so, daddy. Dont quite finish that marrow bone; I want some of it.

There, you young rascal, I leave you the lions share, returned the captain, throwing the bone in question to his son. But now, Hendrick, what dye really think o this state of things? Shall we be forced to give in an bout ship?

No one can tell, answered the hunter. If the snow stops and the weather gets warm, all will be well. If not, it will be useless to continue our journeying till winter fairly sets in, and the snow becomes deep, and the rivers and lakes are frozen. In which case you must come and stay with me in my island home.

You are very good, Hendrick; but dont let us talk of givin up till the masts go by the board. We will carry all sail till then, said the captain, rather gloomily, for he felt that the hunter knew best.

This first snowfall occurred about the middle of October; there was, therefore, some reasonable prospect that it might melt under an improved state of the weather, and there was also the possibility of the fall ceasing, and still permitting them to advance.

Under the impulse of hope derived from these considerations, they set forth once more to the westward.

The prospect in that direction, however, was not cheering. Mountain succeeded mountain in irregular succession, rugged and bleak  the dark precipices and sombre pine-woods looking blacker by contrast with the newly-fallen snow. Some of the hills were wooded to their summits; others, bristling and castellated in outline, afforded no hold to the roots of trees, and stood out in naked sterility. Everywhere the land seemed to have put on its winter garb, and all day, as they advanced, snow continued to fall at intervals, so that wading through it became an exhausting labour, and Olivers immature frame began to suffer, though his brave spirit forbade him to complain.

That night there came another heavy fall, and when they awoke next morning it was found that the country was buried under a carpet of snow full three feet deep.

Do you admit now, Master Trench, that the masts have gone by the board, asked Paul, and that it is impossible to carry sail any longer?

I admit nothing, returned the captain grumpily.

Thats right, daddy, never give in! cried Oliver; but what has Master Hendrick got to say to it?

We must turn in our tracks! said the hunter gravely, and make for home.

Home, indeed! murmured the captain, whose mind naturally flew back to old England. If we are to get to any sort of home at all, the sooner we set about making sail for it the better.

There was something in the captains remark, as well as in his tone, which caused a slight flush on Hendricks brow, but he let no expression of feeling escape him. He only said  

You are right, Captain Trench. We must set off with the least possible delay. Will you and your son start off in advance to get something fresh for breakfast while Master Paul and I remain to pack up and bring on our camp equipage? Hunters, you know, should travel light  we will do the heavy work for you.

The captain was surprised, but replied at once  

Most gladly, Master Hendrick, will I do your bidding; but as we dont know what course to steer, wont we be apt to go astray?

There is no fear of that, captain. See you yonder bluff with the bush on the top of it?

Where away, Master Hendrick? Dye mean the one lyin to windard o that cliff shaped like the side of a Dutch galliot?

The same. It is not more than a quarter of a mile off  make straight for that. Youll be sure to fall in with game of some sort between this and that. Wait there till we come up, for we shall breakfast there. You can keep yourself warm by cutting wood and kindling a fire.

Rather pleased than otherwise with this little bit of pioneer work that had been given him to do, Trench stepped boldly into the snow, carrying his cross-bow in one hand, and the hatchet over his shoulder with the other. He was surprised, indeed, to find that at the first step beyond the encampment he sank considerably above the knees, but, being wonderfully strong, he dashed the snow aside and was soon hid from view by intervening bushes. Oliver, bearing his bow and bludgeon, followed smartly in his track.

When they were gone Paul turned a look of inquiry on his companion. Hendrick returned the look with profound gravity, but there was a faint twinkle in his eyes which induced Paul to laugh.

What mean you by this? he asked.

I mean that Master Trench will be the better of a lesson from experience. He will soon return  sooner, perhaps, than you expect.

Why so  how? I dont understand.

Because, returned the hunter, it is next to impossible to travel over such ground in deep snow without snow-shoes. We must make these, whether we advance or retreat. Meanwhile you had better blow up the fire, and I will prepare breakfast.

Did you not tell the captain we were to breakfast on the bluff?

I did; but the captain will never reach the bluff. Methinks I hear him returning even now!

The hunter was right. A quarter of an hour had barely elapsed when our sturdy mariner re-entered the encampment, blowing like a grampus and perspiring at every pore! Oliver was close at his heels, but not nearly so much exhausted, for he had not been obliged to beat the track.

Master Hendrick, gasped the captain, when he had recovered breath, its my opinion that we have only come here to lay down our bones and give up the ghost  ay, and its no laughing business; Master Paul, as youll find when you try to haul your long legs out of a hole three futt deep at every step.

Three futt deep! echoed Oliver, why, its four futt if its an inch  look at me. Ive been wadin up to the waist all the time!

It need scarcely be said that their minds were much relieved when they were made acquainted with the true state of matters, and that by means of shoes that could be made by Hendrick, they would be enabled to traverse with comparative ease the snow-clad wilderness  which else were impassable.

But this work involved several days delay in camp. Hendrick fashioned the large though light wooden framework of the shoes  five feet long by eighteen inches broad  and Oliver cut several deerskins into fine threads, with which, and deer sinews, Paul and the captain, under direction, filled in the net-work of the frames when ready.

Can you go after deer on such things? asked the captain one night while they were all busy over this work.

Ay, we can walk thirty or forty miles a day over deep snow with these shoes, answered Hendrick.

Where do the deer all come from? asked Oliver, pausing in his work to sharpen his knife on a stone.

If you mean where did the reindeer come from at first, I cannot tell, said Hendrick. Perhaps they came from the great unknown lands lying to the westward. But those in this island have settled down here for life, apparently like myself. I have hunted them in every part of the island, and know their habits well. Their movements are as regular as the seasons. The winter months they pass in the south, where the snow is not so deep as to prevent their scraping it away and getting at the lichens on which they feed. In spring  about March  they turn their faces northward, for then the snow begins to be softened by the increased power of the sun, so that they can get at the herbage beneath. They migrate to the north-west of the island in innumerable herds of from twenty to two hundred each  the animals following one another in single file, and each herd being led by a noble stag. Thus they move in thousands towards the hills of the west and nor-west, where they arrive in April. Here, on the plains and mountains, they browse on their favourite mossy food and mountain herbage; and here they bring forth their young in May or June. In October, when the frosty nights set in, they again turn southward and march back to winter-quarters over the same tracks, with which, as you have seen, the whole country is seamed. Thus they proceed from year to year. They move over the land in parallel lines, save where mountain passes oblige them to converge, and at these points, I regret to say, my kinsmen! the Bethuck Indians, lie in wait and slaughter them in great numbers, merely for the sake of their tongues and other tit-bits.

There is no call for regret, Master Hendrick, said Captain Trench. Surely where the deer are in such numbers, the killing of a few more or less dont matter much.

I think it wrong, captain, to slay Gods creatures wantonly, returned the hunter. Besides, if it is continued, I fear that the descendants of the present race of men will suffer from scarcity of food.

That Hendricks fears were not groundless has been proved in many regions of the earth, where wanton destruction of game in former days has resulted in great scarcity or extinction at the present time.

In a few days a pair of snowshoes for each traveller was completed, and the party was prepared to set out with renewed vigour on their return to the hunters home.




Chapter Fourteen.

Tells of a Tremendous Storm and a Strange Shelter, etcetera.

Proverbial philosophy teaches us that misfortunes seldom come singly. Newfoundland, at the beginning of the sixteenth century, does not seem to have been a place of refuge from the operation of that law.

On the morning of the day in which the explorers meant to commence the return journey, a storm of unwonted rigour burst upon them, and swept over the land with devastating violence  overturning trees, snapping off mighty limbs, uplifting the new-fallen snow in great masses, and hurling it in wild confusion into space, so that earth and sky seemed to commingle in a horrid chaos.

The first intimation the travellers had of the impending storm was the rending of a limb of the tree under which they reposed. The way in which Oliver Trench received the rude awakening might, in other circumstances, have raised a laugh, for he leaped up like a harlequin, with a glare of sudden amazement, and, plunging headlong away from the threatened danger, buried himself in the snow. From this he instantly emerged with an aspect similar to that of Father Christmas, minus the good-natured serenity of that liberal-hearted personage.

Daddy! he gasped, are you there?

The question was not uncalled for, the captain having made a plunge like that of his son, but unlike his son, having found it difficult to extricate himself quickly.

Paul and Hendrick had also sprung up, but the latter, remaining close to the stem of the tree, kept his eye watchfully on the branches.

Come here  quick! he cried the stem is our safeguard. Look out!

As he spoke his voice was drowned in a crash which mingled with the shrieking blast, and a great branch fell to the ground. Fortunately the wind blew it sufficiently to one side to clear the camp. The air was so charged with snow particles that the captain and his son seemed to stagger out of a white mist as they returned to their comrades who were clinging to the weather-side of the tree.

Dye think it will go by the board? asked the captain, as he observed Hendricks anxious gaze fixed on the swaying tree.

It is a good stout stick, replied his friend, but the blast is powerful.

The captain looked up at the thick stem with a doubtful expression, and then turned to Hendrick with a nautical shake of the head.

I never saw a stick, he said, that would stand the like o that without fore an back stays, but it may be that shoregoin sticks are

He stopped abruptly, for a terrific crash almost stunned him, as the tree by which they stood went down, tearing its way through the adjacent branches in its fall, and causing the whole party to stagger.

Keep still! shouted Hendrick in a voice of stern command, as he glanced critically at the fallen tree.

Yes, he added, it will do. Come here.

He scrambled quickly among the crushed branches until he stood directly under the prostrate stem, which was supported by its roots and stouter branches. Here, said he, we are safe.

His comrades glanced upwards with uneasy expressions that showed they did not quite share his feelings of safety.

Seems to me, Master Hendrick, roared the captain, for the noise of the hurly-burly around was tremendous, that it was safer where we were. What if the stem should sink further and flatten us?

As long as we stood to windward of it replied Hendrick, we were safe from the tree itself, though in danger from surrounding trees, but now, with this great trunk above us, other trees can do us no harm. As for the stem sinking lower, it cant do that until this solid branch that supports it becomes rotten. Come now, he added, we will encamp here. Give me the axe, Oliver, and the three of you help to carry away the branches as I chop them off.

In little more than an hour a circular space was cleared of snow and branches, and a hut was thus formed, with the great tree-stem for a ridge-pole, and innumerable branches, great and small, serving at once for walls and supports. Having rescued their newly made snow-shoes and brought them, with their other property, into this place of refuge, they sat or reclined on their deerskins to await the end of the storm. This event did not, however, seem to be near. Hour after hour they sat, scarcely able to converse because of the noise, and quite unable to kindle a fire. Towards evening, however, the wind veered round a little, and a hill close to their camp sheltered them from its direct force. At the same time, an eddy in the gale piled up the snow on the fallen tree till it almost buried them; converting their refuge into a sort of snow-hut, with a branchy framework inside. This change also permitted them to light a small fire and cook some venison, so that they made a sudden bound from a state of great discomfort and depression to one of considerable comfort and hilarity.

A wonderful change, observed Trench, looking round the now ruddy walls of their curious dwelling with great satisfaction. About the quickest built house on record, I should think  and the strongest.

Yes, daddy, and built under the worst of circumstances too. What puzzles me is that such a tree should have given way at all.

Dont you see, Olly, said Paul, that some of its roots are hollow, rotten at the core?

Ah! boy  same with men as trees, remarked the captain, moralising. Rotten at the core  sure to come down, sooner or later. Lay that to heart, Olly.

If ever I do come down, daddy, I hope it wont be with so much noise. Why, it went off like a cannon.

A cannon! echoed the captain. More like as if the main-mast o the world had gone by the board!

What if the gale should last a week? asked Olly.

Then we shall have to stay here a week, returned Hendrick; but theres no fear of that. The fiercer the gale the sooner the calm. It wont delay us long.

The hunter was right. The day following found the party en route, with a clear sky, bright sun, and sharp calm air. But the art of snow-shoe walking, though easy enough, is not learned in an hour.

Theyre clumsy things to look at  more like small boats flattened than anything else, remarked the captain, when Hendrick had fastened the strange but indispensable instruments on his feet  as he had already fastened those of the other two.

Now look at me, said Hendrick. Ill take a turn round of a few hundred yards to show you how. The chief thing you have to guard against is treading with one shoe on the edge of the other, at the same time you must not straddle. Just pass the inner edge of one shoe over the inner edge of the other, and walk very much as if you had no snow-shoes on at all  so.

He stepped off at a round pace, the broad and long shoes keeping him so well on the surface of the snow that he sank only a few inches.

Why, it seems quite easy, observed the captain.

Remarkably so, said Paul.

Anybody can do that, cried Oliver.

Now then, up anchor  here goes! said the captain.

He stepped out valiantly; took the first five paces like a trained walker; tripped at the sixth step, and went headlong down at the seventh, with such a wild plunge that his anxious son, running hastily to his aid, summarily shared his fate. Paul burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, lost his balance, and went down  as the captain said  stern foremost!

It was a perplexing commencement, but the ice having been broken, they managed in the course of a few hours to advance with only an occasional fall, and, before the next day had closed, walked almost as easily as their guide.

This was so far satisfactory. Our three travellers were quite charmed with their proficiency in the new mode of progression, when a sudden thaw set in and damped not only their spirits but their shoes. The netting and lines became flabby. The moccasins, with which Hendrick had supplied them from the bundle he carried for his own use, were reduced to something of the nature of tripe. The damp snow, which when rendered powdery by frost had fallen through the net-work of the shoes, now fell upon it in soft heaps and remained there, increasing the weight so much as to wrench joints and strain muscles, while the higher temperature rendered exertion fatiguing and clothing unbearable.

I wonder how long I can stand this without my legs coming off, said poor Oliver, giving way at last to a feeling of despair.

Seems to me to get hotter and hotter, growled his father, as he wiped the perspiration from his face with the tail of his coat  having lost the solitary handkerchief with which he had landed.

Im glad the thaw is so complete, said Hendrick, for it may perhaps clear away the snow altogether. It is too early for winter to begin in earnest. I would suggest now that we encamp again for a few days, to see whether the weather is really going to change; hunt a little, and rest a while. What say you?

With a sigh of contentment the captain answered, Amen! Paul said, Agreed! and Oliver cried, Hurrah! at the same time throwing his cap in the air.

Two days after that they were enabled to continue the journey on snowless ground, with the unwieldy shoes slung at their backs.

The change, although decidedly an improvement was not perfect, for the ground had been made soft, the rivers and rills had been swollen, and the conditions altogether were rendered much less agreeable than they had been on the outward journey. The travellers enjoyed themselves greatly, notwithstanding, and the captain added many important jottings in what he styled the log-book of his memory as to bearings of salient points, distances, etcetera, while Paul took notes of the fauna and flora, soils, products, and geological features of the country, on the same convenient tablets.

There can be no doubt about it, said the latter one morning, as he surveyed the country around him.

No doubt about what? asked the captain.

About the suitableness of this great island for the abode of man, answered Paul; and then, continuing to speak with enthusiasm, the indication of minerals is undoubted. See you that serpentine deposit mingled with a variety of other rocks, varying in colour from darkest green to yellow, and from the translucent to the almost transparent? Wherever that is seen, there we have good reason to believe that copper ore will be found.

If so, observed Hendrick, much copper ore will be found on the sea-coast, on the north side of the island, for I have seen the same rocks in many places there.

But there are indications of other metals, continued Paul, which I perceive; though my acquaintance with geological science is unfortunately not sufficient to make me certain, still, I think I can see that, besides copper, nickel, lead, and iron may be dug from the mines of Newfoundland; indeed, I should not wonder if silver and gold were also to be found. Of the existence of coal-beds there can be no doubt, though what their extent may be I cannot guess; but of this I am certain, that the day cannot be far distant when the mineral and forest wealth of this land shall be developed by a large and thriving population.

It may be as you say, Paul, remarked Captain Trench, with a dubious shake of the head; but if you had lived as long as I have, and seen as much of the world and its ways, you wouldnt be quite so sanguine about the thriving population or the speedy development. You see, hitches are apt to occur in the affairs of men which cause wonderful delays, and tanglements come about that take years to unravel.

If Captain Trench had been a professional prophet he could hardly have hit the nail more fairly on the head, for he indicated exactly what bad government has actually done for Newfoundland  only he might have said centuries instead of years  for its internal resources, even at the present time, remain to a very great extent undeveloped. However, not being a professional prophet, but merely an ancient mariner, the captain wound up his remark with a recommendation to hoist all sail and lay their course, as there was no saying how long the mild weather would last.

For several days after this they plodded steadily onward, sometimes over the mountains or across the grassy plains, where migrating reindeer supplied them with abundant venison; at other times among lakelets and streams, whose excellent fish and innumerable wildfowl provided them with variety for the table and music for the ear. Now and then they saw the great moose-deer, which rivals the horse in size, and once Hendrick shot one, at a time when they chanced to have consumed their last caribou steak, and happened to enter a great forest without anything for supper in their wallets. For, occasionally, circumstances may render men supperless even when surrounded by plenty.

At last they reached the great lake, with its beautiful islands, where Hendrick had set up his home.

The hunter became very silent as they drew near to its shores.

You seem anxious, remarked Paul, as they approached the lake. Have you reason to fear aught?

None  none, replied his friend quickly; but I never return after a long absence without feeling anxious.

A loud halloo soon brought the echoing answer in the shrill voice of little Oscar, whose canoe quickly shot out from the creek. It was speedily followed by the deerskin boat, and, when near enough to be heard, the reply to Hendricks anxious inquiry was the gratifying assurance Alls well!




Chapter Fifteen.

Grummidge asserts himself  Great Discoveries are made and the Crew flits.

We must turn aside now for a time to inquire into the doings of the crew of the Water Wagtail, whom we left on the little island off the eastern seaboard of Newfoundland. At first, when the discovery was made that the captain, Paul, and Oliver had been put ashore and left to take care of themselves without weapons or supplies, there was a disposition on the part of the better men of the crew to apply what we now style Lynch law to Big Swinton, David Garnet, and Fred Taylor. Lets hang em, suggested Grummidge, at a meeting of the men when the culprits were not present. Sure an Ill howld the rope wid pleasure, said Squill. An Ill help ye, cried Little Stubbs.

But Jim Heron shook his head, and did not quite see his way to that, while George Blazer protested against such violent proceedings altogether. As he was backed up by the majority of the crew, the proposal was negatived.

But what are we to do, boys? cried Grummidge vehemently. Are we goin to be domineered over by Swinton? Why, every man he takes a dislike to, hell sneak into his tent when hes asleep, make him fast, heave him into the boat, pull to the big island, land him there, and bid him good-bye. There wont be one of us safe while he prowls about an gits help from three or four rascals as bad as himself.

Ay, thats it, boys, said Little Stubbs; it wont be safe to trust him. Hang him, say I.

Stubbs was a very emphatic little man, but his emphasis only roused the idea of drollery in the minds of those whom he addressed, and rather influenced them towards leniency.

No, no, cried the first mate of the Water Wagtail who, since the wreck, had seldom ventured to raise his voice in council; I would advise rather that we should give him a thrashing, and teach him that we refuse to obey or recognise a self-constituted commander.

Ah, sure now, thats a raisonable plan, said Squill with something of sarcasm in his tone; an if I might make so bowld Id suggist that yoursilf, sor, shud give him the thrashin.

Nay, I am far from being the strongest man of the crew. The one that is best able should do the job.

The mate looked pointedly at Grummidge as he spoke; but Grummidge, being a modest man, pretended not to see him.

Yes, yes, youre right, sir, Grummidge is the very man, cried Stubbs.

Hear, hear, chorused several of the others. Come, old boy, youll do it, wont you? and well all promise to back you up.

Well, look ee here, lads, said Grummidge, who seemed to have suddenly made up his mind, this man has bin quarrellin wi me, off an on, since the beginning of the voyage, whether I would or not, so it may be as well to settle the matter now as at another time. Ill do the job on one consideration.

Whats that? cried several men.

That you promises, on your honour (though none o yous got much o that), that when Ive done the job you agree to make me captain of the crew. Its a moral impossibility, dee see, for people to git along without a leader, so if I agree to lead you in this, you must agree to follow me in everything  is it so?

Agreed, agreed! chorused his friends, only too glad that one of the physically strongest among them  also one of the best-humoured  should stand up to stem the tide of anarchy which they all clearly saw was rising among them.

Well, then, resumed Grummidge, I see Swinton with his three friends a-comin. Ill expect you to stand by an see fair play, for hes rather too ready wi his knife.

While he spoke the comrade in question was seen approaching, with Fred Taylor and David Garnet, carrying a quantity of cod-fish that had just been caught.

Youve been holding a meeting, comrades, I think, said Swinton, looking somewhat suspiciously at the group of men, as he came up and flung down his load.

Yes, we have, said Grummidge, advancing, hands in pockets, and with a peculiar nautical roll which distinguished him. Youre right, Big Swinton, we have bin havin a meetin, a sort of trial, so to speak, an as you are the man whats bin tried, it may interest you to know what sentence has bin passed upon you.

Oh indeed! returned Swinton, with a look of cool insolence which he knew well how to assume, no matter what he felt. Well, yes, it would interest me greatly to hear the sentence of the learned judge  whoever he is.

The fingers of the man fumbled as he spoke at his waist-belt, near the handle of his knife. Observing this, Grummidge kept a watchful eye on him, but did not abate his nonchalant free-and-easy air, as he stepped close up to him.

The sentence is, he said firmly but quietly, that you no longer presume to give orders as if you was the captain o this here crew; that from this hour you fall to the rear and undertake second fiddle  or fourth fiddle, for the matter o that; and that you head a party to guide them in a sarch which is just a-goin to begin for the two men and the boy you have so sneakingly betrayed and put on shore  an all this youll have to do with a ready goodwill on pain o havin your brains knocked out if you dont. Moreover, you may be thankful that the sentence is so light, for some o your comrades would have had you hanged right off, if others hadnt seen fit to be marciful.

While this sentence was being pronounced, Swintons expression underwent various changes, and his face became visibly paler under the steady gaze of Grummidge. At the last word he grasped his knife and drew it, but his foe was prepared. Like a flash of light he planted his hard knuckles between Swintons eyes, and followed up the blow with another on the chest, which felled him to the ground.

There was no need for more. The big bully was rendered insensible, besides being effectually subdued, and from that time forward he quietly consented to play any fiddle  chiefly, however, the bass one. But he harboured in his heart a bitter hatred of Grummidge, and resolved secretly to take a fearful revenge at the first favourable opportunity.

Soon after that the boat was manned by as many of the crew as it could contain, and an exploring party went to the spot where Captain Trench and his companions had been landed, guided thereto by Swinton, and led by his foe Grummidge, whose bearing indicated, without swagger or threat, that the braining part of the sentence would be carried out on the slightest symptom of insubordination on the part of the former. While this party was away; those who remained on the islet continued to fish, and to preserve the fish for winter use by drying them in the sun.

We need scarcely add that the exploring party did not discover those for whom they sought, but they discovered the true nature of the main island, which, up to that time, they had supposed to be a group of isles. When the search was finally given up as hopeless, an examination of the coast was made, with a view to a change of abode.

You see, lads, observed Grummidge, when discussing this subject, its quite plain that we shall have to spend the winter here, an as I was a short bit to the south of these seas in the late autumn one voyage, I have reason to believe that we had better house ourselves, an lay in a stock o provisions if we would escape bein froze an starved.

Troth, its well to escape that, boys, remarked Squills, for its froze I was mesilf wance  all but  on a voyage to the Baltic, an its starved to death was me owld grandmother  almost  so I can spake from experience.

An we couldnt find a better place for winter-quarters than what we see before us, said Garnet. It looks like a sort o paradise.

We cannot say what sort of idea Garnet meant to convey by this comparison, but there could be no question that the scene before them was exceedingly beautiful. The party had held their consultation on the crest of a bluff, and just beyond it lay a magnificent bay, the shores of which were clothed with luxuriant forests, and the waters studded with many islets. At the distant head of the bay the formation or dip of the land clearly indicated the mouth of a large river, while small streams and ponds were seen gleaming amid the foliage nearer at hand. At the time the sun was blazing in a cloudless sky, and those thick fogs which so frequently enshroud the coasts of Newfoundland had not yet descended from the icy north.

I say, look yonder. Whats Blazer about? whispered Jim Heron, pointing to his comrade, who had separated from the party, and was seen with a large stone in each hand creeping cautiously round a rocky point below them.

Conjecture was useless and needless, for, while they watched him, Blazer rose up, made a wild rush forward, hurled the stones in advance, and disappeared round the point. A few moments later he reappeared, carrying a large bird in his arms.

The creature which he had thus killed with mans most primitive weapon was a specimen of the great auk  a bird which is now extinct. It was the size of a large goose, with a coal-black head and back, short wings, resembling the flippers of a seal, which assisted it wonderfully in the water, but were useless for flight, broad webbed feet, and legs set so far back that on land it sat erect like the penguins of the southern seas. At the time of which we write, the great auk was found in myriads on the low rocky islets on the eastern shores of Newfoundland. Now-a-days there is not a single bird to be found anywhere, and only a few specimens and skeletons remain in the museums of the world to tell that such creatures once existed. Their extermination was the result of mans reckless slaughter of them when the Newfoundland banks became the resort of the worlds fishermen. Not only was the great auk slain in vast numbers, for the sake of fresh food, but it was salted by tons for future use and sale. The valuable feathers, or down, also proved a source of temptation, and as the birds could not fly to other breeding-places, they gradually diminished in numbers and finally disappeared.

Why, Blazer, exclaimed Heron, thats one o the sodger-like birds we frightened away from our little island when we first landed.

Ay, an theres plenty more where this one came from, said Blazer, throwing the bird down; an they are so tame on the rocks round the point that I do believe we could knock em on the head with sticks, if we took em unawares. What dee say to try, lads?

Agreed  for Im gettin tired o fish now, said Grummidge. How should we set about it, think ee?

Cut cudgels for ourselves, then take to the boat creep round to one o the little islands in the bay, and go at em! answered Blazer.

This plan was carried out with as little delay as possible. An islet was boarded, as Squill said, and the clumsy, astonished creatures lost numbers of their companions before making their escape into the sea. A further treasure was found in a large supply of their eggs. Laden almost to the gunwale with fresh provisions, the search-party returned to their camp  some of them, indeed, distressed at having failed to find their banished friends, but most of them elated by their success with the great auks, and the prospect of soon going into pleasant winter-quarters.

So eager were they all to flit into this new region  this paradise of Garnet  that operations were commenced on the very next day at early morn. The boat was launched and manned, and as much of their property as it would hold was put on board.

You call it paradise, Garnet, said Grummidge, as the two carried a bundle of dried cod slung on a pole between them, but if you, and the like of ye, dont give up swearin, an try to mend your manners, the place we pitch on will be more like hell than paradise, no matter how comfortable and pretty it may be.

Garnet was not in a humour either to discuss this point or to accept a rebuke, so he only replied to the remark with a surly Humph!

Landing on the main island to the northward of the large bay, so as to secure a southern exposure, the boat-party proceeded to pitch their camp on a lovely spot, where cliff and coppice formed a luxuriant background. Ramparts of rock protected them from the nor-west gales, and purling rivulets hummed their lullaby. Here they pitched their tents, and in a short space of time ran up several log huts, the material for which was supplied in abundance by the surrounding forest.

When the little settlement was sufficiently established, and all the goods and stores were removed from what now was known as Wreck Island, they once more launched the boat, and turned their attention to fishing  not on the Great Bank, about which at the time they were ignorant, but on the smaller banks nearer shore, where cod-fish were found in incredible numbers. Some of the party, however, had more of the hunters than the fishers spirit in them, and prepared to make raids on the homes of the great auk, or to ramble in the forests.

Squill was among the latter. One day, while rambling on the sea-shore looking for shellfish, he discovered a creature which not only caused him to fire off all the exclamations of his rich Irish vocabulary, but induced him to run back to camp with heaving chest and distended eyes  almost bursting from excitement.

What is it, boy? chorused his comrades.

Och! musha! Ive found it at long last!  the great say  sur  no, not exactly that, but the  the great, sprawlin, long-legged  och! what shall I say? The great-grandfather of all the  the  words is wantin, boys. Come an see for yourselves!




Chapter Sixteen.

A Giant Discovered  New Home At Wagtail Bay  A Strange Addition to the Settlement.

The creature which had so powerfully affected the feelings of the Irishman was dead; but dead and harmless though it was, it drew forth from his comrades a shout of intense surprise when they saw it, for it was no less than a cuttlefish of proportions so gigantic that they felt themselves in the presence of one of those terrible monsters of the deep, about which fabulous tales have been told, and exaggerated descriptions given since the beginning of historical time.

Av hes not the say-sarpint himself, boys, panted Squill, as he pointed to him with looks of unmitigated admiration, sure he must be his first cousin.

And Squill was not far wrong, for it was found that the monstrous fish measured fifty-two feet between the extremities of its outspread arms. Its body was about eight feet long and four feet broad. Its great arms, of which it had ten radiating from its body, varied in length and thickness  the longest being about twenty-four feet, and the shortest about eight. The under sides of these arms were supplied with innumerable suckers, while from the body there projected a horny beak, like the beak of a parrot.

Its wishin, I am, that I might see wan o yer family alive, said Squill, as he turned over the dead arms; but Id rather not be embraced by ye. Och! what a hug ye could give  an as to howldin on  a thousand limpets would be nothin to ye.

A miser grippin his gold would be more like it, suggested Grummidge.

I dont expect ever to see one alive, said Little Stubbs, an yet there must surely be more where that came from.

The very next day Squill had his wish gratified, and Stubbs his unbelief rebuked, for, while they were out in the boat rowing towards one of the fishing-banks with several of their comrades, they discovered a living giant-cuttlefish.

Whats that, boys? cried the Irishman, pointing to the object which was floating in the water not far ahead of them.

Seaweed, growled Blazer.

Blazer always growled. His voice was naturally low and harsh  so was his spirit. Sometimes a grunt supplanted the growl, suggesting that he was porcine in nature  as not a few men are.

But it was not seaweed. The thing showed signs of life as the boat drew near.

Starboard! starboard hard! shouted Little Stubbs, starting up.

But the warning came too late. Next moment the boat ran with a thud into a monster cuttlefish. Grummidge seized a boat-hook, shouted, Stern all! and hit the creature with all his might, while Stubbs made a wild grasp at a hatchet which lay under one of the thwarts.

Instantly the horny parrot-like beak, the size of a mans fist, reared itself from among the folds of the body and struck the boat a violent blow, while a pair of saucer-like eyes, fully four inches in diameter, opened and glared ferociously. This was terrifying enough, but when, a moment later, two tremendous arms shot out from the body near the eyes, flung themselves around the boat and held on tight, a yell of fear escaped from several of the men, and with good reason, for if the innumerable suckers on those slimy arms once fairly attached themselves to the boat there seemed to be no chance of escape from the deadly embrace. In that moment of danger Little Stubbs proved himself equal to the occasion. With the hatchet he deftly severed the two limbs as they lay over the gunwale of the boat, and the monster, without cry or sign of pain, fell back into the sea, and moved off, ejecting such a quantity of inky fluid as it went that the water was darkened for two or three hundred yards around.

Well done, Little Stubbs! cried Grummidge, as he watched the creature disappearing. Youve often worried our lives in time past, but this time youve saved em. Coil away the limbs, boys. Well measure em and enter em in the log when we go ashore.

It may interest the reader to know that the measurements were as follows:  

The longer and thinner arm was nineteen feet in length; about three and a half inches in circumference; of a pale pinkish colour, and exceedingly strong and tough. As all the men agreed that more than ten feet of the arm were left attached to the monsters body, the total length must have been little short of thirty feet. Towards the extremity it broadened out like an oar, and then tapered to a fine tongue-like point. This part was covered with about two hundred suckers, having horny-toothed edges, the largest of the suckers being more than an inch in diameter, the smallest about the size of a pea. The short arm was eleven feet long, and ten inches in circumference. It was covered on the under side throughout its entire length with a double row of suckers. Grummidge, who was prone to observe closely, counted them that night with minute care, and came to the conclusion that the creature must have possessed about eleven hundred suckers altogether. There was also a tail to the fish  which Squill called a divil-fish  shaped like a fin. It was two feet in width.

Lest any reader should imagine that we are romancing here, we turn aside to refer him to a volume entitled Newfoundland, the oldest British Colony, written by Joseph Hatton and the Reverend M. Harvey, in which (pages 238 to 242) he will find an account of a giant-cuttlefish, devil-fish, or squid, very similar to that which we have now described, and in which it is also stated that Mr Harvey, in 1873, obtained possession of one cuttlefish arm nineteen feet long, which he measured and photographed, and described in various newspapers and periodicals, and, finally, sent to the Geological Museum in St. Johns, where it now lies. The same gentleman afterwards obtained an uninjured specimen of the fish, and it is well known that complete specimens, as well as fragments, of the giant cephalopod now exist in several other museums.

Can any one wonder that marvellous tales of the sea were told that night round the fires at supper-time? that Little Stubbs became eloquently fabulous, and that Squill, drawing on his imagination, described with graphic power a monster before whose bristling horrors the great sea-serpent himself would hide his diminished head, and went into particulars so minute and complex that his comrades set him down as one o the biggest liars that ever lived, until he explained that the monster in question had only appeared to him wance in wan of his owld grandmothers dreams!

In fishing, and hunting with bows and arrows made by themselves, as well as with ingenious traps and weirs and snares of their own invention, the crew spent their time pleasantly, and the summer passed rapidly away. During this period the rude tents of spars and sailcloth were supplanted by ruder huts of round logs, caulked with hay and plastered with mud. Holes in the walls thereof did service as windows during the day, and bits of old sails or bundles of hay stuffed into them formed shutters at night. Sheds were also put up to guard provisions and stores from the weather, and stages were erected on which to dry the cod-fish after being split and cleaned; so that our shipwrecked crew, in their new home, which they named Wagtail Bay, had thus unwittingly begun that great industry for which Newfoundland has since become celebrated all the world over.

It is not to be supposed that among such men in such circumstances everything went harmoniously. At first, indeed, what with having plenty to do in fishing, hunting, building, splitting and drying fish, etcetera, all day, and being pretty well tired out at nights, the peace was kept pretty easily; all the more that Big Swinton had been quelled and apparently quite subdued. But as the stores became full of food and the days shortened, while the nights proportionately lengthened, time began to hang heavy on their hands, and gradually the camp became resolved into the two classes which are to be found everywhere  the energetically industrious and the lazily idle. Perhaps we should say that those two extreme phases of human nature began to show themselves, for between them there existed all shades and degrees, so that it was difficult to tell, in some cases, to which class the men belonged.

The proverbial mischief, of course, was soon found, for the latter class to do, and Grummidge began to discover that the ruling of his subjects, which sat lightly enough on his shoulders during the summer, became a matter of some trouble and anxiety in autumn. He also found, somewhat to his surprise, that legislation was by no means the easy  we might say free-and-easy  business which he had supposed it to be. In short, the camp presented the interesting spectacle of a human society undergoing the process of mushroom growth from a condition of chaotic irresponsibility to that of civilised order.

The chaotic condition had been growing worse and worse for some time before Grummidge was forced to take action, for Grummidge was a man of long-suffering patience. One night, however, he lost all patience, and, like most patient people when forced out of their natural groove, he exploded with surprising violence and vigour.

It happened thus:  

The crew had built for themselves a hut of specially large dimensions, in which they nightly assembled all together round the fires, of which there were two  one at either end. Some of the men told stories, some sang songs, others played at draughts of amateur construction, and a good many played the easy but essential part of audience.

The noise, of course, was tremendous, but they were used to that, and minded it not. When, however, two of the men began to quarrel over their game, with so much anger as to interrupt all the others, and draw general attention to themselves, the thing became unbearable, and when one called the other a liar, and the other shouted with an oath, Youre another, the matter reached a climax.

Come, come, Dick Swan and Bob Crow, cried Grummidge, in a stern voice; you stop that. Two liars are too much in this here ship. One is one too many. If you cant keep civil tongues in your heads, well pitch you overboard.

You mind your own business, gruffly replied Dick Swan, who was an irascible man and the aggressor.

Thats just what Ill do, returned Grummidge, striding up to Swan, seizing him by the collar, and hurling him to the other end of the room, where he lay still, under the impression, apparently, that he had had enough. My business, said Grummidge, is to keep order, and I mean to attend to it. Isnt that so, boys?

No  yes  no, replied several voices.

Who said No? demanded Grummidge.

Every one expected to see Big Swinton step forward, but he did not. His revenge was not to be gratified by mere insubordination. The man who did at last step forward was an insignificant fellow, who had been nicknamed Spitfire, and whose chief characteristics were self-will and ill-nature. He did not lack courage, however, for he boldly faced the angry ruler and defied him. Every one expected to see Spitfire follow Dick Swan, and in similar fashion, but they were mistaken. They did not yet understand Grummidge.

Well, Spitfire, whats your objection to my keeping order? he said, in a voice so gentle that the other took heart.

My objection, he said, is that when you was appinted capting there was no vote taken. You was stuck up by your own friends, an that aint fair, an I, for one, refuse to knuckle under to ee. You may knock me down if you like, for I aint your match by a long way, but youll not prove wrong to be right by doin that.

Well spoken, Master Spitfire! exclaimed a voice from the midst of the crowd that encircled the speakers.

Well spoken, indeed, echoed Grummidge, and I thank you, Master Spitfire, for bringin this here matter to a head. Now, lads, he added, turning to the crowd, you have bin wrong an informal, so to speak, in your proceedins when you appinted me governor o this here colony. Theres a right and a wrong in everything, an I do believe, from the bottom of my soul, that its  that its  that  well, I aint much of a dab at preaching as you know, but what I would say is this  its right to do right, an it aint right for to do wrong, so well krect this little mistake at once, for I have no wish to rule, bless you! Now then, all whats in favour o my bein govnor, walk to the end o the room on my right hand, an all who wants somebody else to be  Spitfire, for instance  walk over to where Dick Swan is a-sittin enjoin of hisself.

Immediately three-fourths of the crew stepped with alacrity to the right. The remainder went rather slowly to the left. The Grummidges has won! cried Squill, amid hearty laughter.

The ruler himself made no remark whatever, but, seating himself in a corner of the hut, resumed the game which had been interrupted, quite assured that the game of insubordination was finally finished.

The day following that on which the reign of King Grummidge was established, a new member of considerable interest was added to the colony. Blaze, Stubbs, and Squill chanced to be out that day along the shore. Squill, being in a meditative mood, had fallen behind his comrades. They had travelled further than usual, when the attention of the two in front was attracted by what seemed to them the melancholy howling of a wolf. Getting their bows ready, they advanced with caution, and soon came upon a sad sight  the dead body of a native, beside which crouched a large black dog. At first they thought the dog had killed the man, and were about to shoot it, when Stubbs exclaimed, Hold on! dont you see he must have tumbled over the cliff?

A brief examination satisfied them that the Indian, in passing along the top of the cliffs, had fallen over, and that the accident must have been recent, for the body was still fresh. The dog, which appeared to be starving, showed all its formidable teeth when they attempted to go near its dead master. Presently Squill came up.

Ah, boys, he said, ye dont onderstand the natur o the baste  see here.

Taking a piece of dried fish from his pocket, he went boldly forward and presented it. The dog snapped it greedily and gulped it down. Squill gave him another and another piece; as the fourth offering was presented he patted the animal quietly on its head. The victory was gained. The dog suffered them to bury its master, but for four days it refused to leave his grave. During that time Squill fed it regularly. Then he coaxed it to follow him, and at last it became, under the name of Blackboy, a general favourite, and a loving member of the community.




Chapter Seventeen.

Has Reference to Food and a Great Fight.

There is always a certain amount of pleasure to be derived from the tracing of any subject of interest back to its origin. We have already seen how  like a noble river, which has its fountain-head in some mountain lakelet that would scarcely serve as a washing-basin for a Cyclops  the grand cod-fishing industry, which has enriched the world, and found employment for thousands of men for centuries, had its commencement in the crew of the Water Wagtail! we shall now show that another great industry, namely, the Newfoundland seal-fishery, had its origin in the same insignificant source.

King Grummidge was walking one morning along the shore of Wagtail Bay, with hands in pockets, hat on back of head, and that easy roll of gait so characteristic of nautical men and royalty. He was evidently troubled in mind, for a frown rested on his brow, and his lips were compressed. It might have been supposed that the cares of state were beginning to tell upon him, but such was not the case: food was the cause of his trouble.

Fish, fish, fish, he growled, to Little Stubbs, who was his companion in the walk. Im sick tired o fish. Its my opinion that if we go on eatin fish like weve bin doin since we was cast away here, we will turn into fish, or mermaids, if not somethin worse. What are ye laughin at?

At the notion o you turnin into a maid of any sort, replied Stubbs.

Thats got nothin to do wi the argiment, returned Grummidge sternly, for his anxieties were too serious to permit of his indulging in levity at the time. What weve got to do is to find meat, for them auks are nigh as dry as the fish. Meat, lad, meat, wi plenty o fat, thats the question o the hour.

Yes, its our question, no doubt, rejoined Stubbs.

He might as well have bestowed his bad pun on a rabbit, for Grummidge was essentially dense and sober-minded.

But weve had a few rabbits of late, an ducks an partridges, he added.

Rabbits! ducks! partridges! repeated his companion, with contempt. How many of them delicacies have we had? Thats what I wants to know.

Not many, I admit for theres none of us got much to boast of as shots.

Shots! echoed Grummidge. Youre right, Stubbs. Of all the blind bats and helpless boys with the bow, theres not I believe, in the whole world such a lot as the popilation of Wagtail Bay. Why, theres not two of ye who could hit the big shed at sixty paces, an all the fresh meat as youve brought in yet has bin the result o chance. Now look ee here, Stubbs, a notion has entered my head, an when a notion does that, I usually grab that notion an hold im a fast prisoner until Ive made somethin useful an ship-shape of im. If it works properly well soon have somethin better to eat than fish, an more substantial than rabbits, ducks, partridges, or auks.

We may remark in passing that the animals which those wrecked sailors called rabbits were in reality hares. Moreover, the men took an easy, perhaps unscientific, method of classifying feathered game. Nearly everything with wings that dwelt chiefly on lake, river, or sea they called ducks, and all the feathered creatures of the forest they styled partridges. From this simple classification, however, were excepted swans, geese, eagles, and hawks.

Well, Grummidge, what may be your notion? asked Stubbs.

My notion is  seals! For all our hard rowin and wastin of arrows weve failed to catch or kill a single seal, though theres such swarms of em all about. Now this is a great misfortin, for its well known that seals make first-rate beef  leastwise to them as aint particlar  so well set about catchin of em at once.

But how? asked Stubbs, becoming interested under the influence of his comrades earnest enthusiasm.

This is how. Look there, dye see that small island lyin close to the shore with several seals heads appearin in the channel between?

Yes  what then?

Well, then, what I mean to do is to have nets made with big meshes, an set em between that island an the shore, and see what comes of it.

But wheres the twine to come from? objected Stubbs.

Twine! Aint there no end o cordage swashin about the Water Wagtail ever since she went ashore? An havent we got fingers? Cant we undo the strands an make small cord? Surely some of ye have picked oakum enough to understand what that means!

Stubbs was convinced. Moreover, the rest of the men were so convinced that the plan promised well, when it was explained to them, that they set to work with alacrity, and, in a brief space of time, made a strong net several fathoms in length, and with meshes large enough to permit of a seals head squeezing through.

No sooner was it ready than the whole community went down to see it set. Then, with difficulty, they were prevented from waiting on the shore to watch the result. In the afternoon, when Grummidge gave permission, they ran down again with all the eagerness of children, and were rewarded by finding six fat seals entangled in the net and inflated almost to bursting with the water that had drowned them.

Thus they were supplied with beef, and, what was of almost equal importance, with oil, which enabled them to fry the leanest food, besides affording them the means of making a steadier and stronger light than that of the log fires to which they had hitherto been accustomed.

It may be here remarked by captious readers, if such there be, that this cannot appropriately be styled the beginning of that grand sealing, or, as it is now styled, swile huntin, industry, which calls into action every year hundreds of steam and other vessels, and thousands of men, who slaughter hundreds of thousands of seals; which produces mints of money, and in the prosecutions of which men dare the terrible dangers of ice-drift and pack, in order that they may bludgeon the young seals upon the floes.

As well might it be objected that a tiny rivulet on the mountain-top is not the fountain-head of a mighty river, because its course is not marked by broad expanses and thundering cataracts. Grummidges net was undoubtedly the beginning, the tiny rill, of the Newfoundland seal-fishery, and even the bludgeoning was initiated by one of his party. It happened thus:  

Big Swinton went out one morning to try his fortune with the bow and arrow in the neighbourhood of a range of cliffs that extended far away to the northward. Swinton usually chose to hunt in solitude. Having few sympathies with the crew he shut up his feelings within his own breast and brooded in silence on the revenge he was still resolved to take when a safe opportunity offered, for the mans nature was singularly resolute and, at the same time, unforgiving.

Now it chanced that Grummidge, in utter ignorance of where his foe had gone, took the same direction that morning, but started some time later, intending to explore the neighbourhood of the cliffs in search of sea-fowls eggs.

On reaching the locality, Swinton found that a large ice-floe had come down from the Arctic regions, and stranded on the shore of the island. On the ice lay a black object which he rightly judged to be a seal. At first, he supposed it to be a dead one, but just as he was about to advance to examine it the animal raised its head and moved its tail. Love of the chase was powerful in Swintons breast. He instantly crouched behind a boulder, and waited patiently till the seal again laid its head on the ice as if to continue its nap.

While the seaman crouched there, perfectly motionless, his brain was active. Arrows, he feared, would be of little use, even if he were capable of shooting well, which he was not. Other weapon he had none, with the exception of a clasp-knife. What was he to do? The only answer to that question was  try a club. But how was he to get at the seal with a club?

While pondering this question he observed that there was another seal on the same mass of ice, apparently sleeping, behind a hummock. He also noticed that both seals were separated from the water by a considerable breadth of ice  especially the one behind the hummock, and that there was a tongue of ice extending from the floe to the shore by which it seemed possible to reach the floe by patient stalking without disturbing the game. Instantly Swinton decided on a plan, and commenced by crawling into the bushes. There, with his clasp-knife, he carefully cut and peeled a club which even Hercules might have deigned to wield.

With this weapon he crawled on hands and knees slowly out to the floe, and soon discovered that the seals were much larger than he had at first supposed, and were probably a male and a female. Being ignorant of the nature of seals, and only acquainted with the fact that the tender nose of the animal is its most vulnerable part, he crept like a cat after a mouse towards the smaller seal, which he judged to be the female, until near enough to make a rush and cut off its retreat to the sea. He then closed with it, brought his great club down upon its snout, and laid it dead upon the ice. Turning quickly round, he observed, to his surprise, that the male seal instead of making for the water, as he had expected, was making towards himself in floundering and violent bounds!

It may be necessary here to state that there are several kinds of seals in the northern seas, and that the hood seal  or, as hunters call it the dog-hood  is among the largest and fiercest of them all. The male of this species is distinguished from the female by a singular hood, or fleshy bag, on his nose, which he has the power to inflate with air, so that it covers his eyes and face  thus forming a powerful protection to his sensitive nose, for, besides being elastic, the hood is uncommonly tough. It is said that this guard will even resist shot and that the only sure way of killing the dog-hood seal is to hit him on the neck at the base of the skull.

Besides possessing this safeguard, or natural buffer, the dog-hood is full of courage, which becomes absolute ferocity when he is defending the female. This is now so well known that hunters always try to kill the male first, if possible, when the female becomes an easy victim.

Swinton saw at a single glance that he had to deal with a gigantic and furious foe, for the creature had inflated its hood and dilated its nostrils into two huge bladders, as with glaring eyes it bounced rather than rushed at him in terrific rage. Feeling that his arrows would be useless, the man flung them and the bow down, resolving to depend entirely on his mighty club. Being possessed of a good share of brute courage, and feeling confident in his great physical strength, Swinton did not await the attack, but ran to meet his foe, swung his ponderous weapon on high, and brought it down with tremendous force on the seals head, but the hood received it and caused it to rebound  as if from indiarubber  with such violence that it swung the man to one side. So far this was well, as it saved him from a blow of the dog-hoods flipper that would probably have stunned him. As it was, it grazed his shoulder, tore a great hole in his strong canvas jacket and wounded his arm.

Experience usually teaches caution. When the seal turned with increased fury to renew the assault Swinton stood on the defensive, and as soon as it came within reach brought his club down a second time on its head with, if possible, greater force than before; but again the blow was broken by the hood, though not again was the man struck by the flipper, for he was agile as a panther and evaded the expected blow. His foot slipped on the ice, however, and he fell so close to the seal that it tumbled over him and almost crushed him with its weight. At the same time the club flew from his hand.

Though much shaken by the fall, the seaman scrambled to his feet in time to escape another onslaught, but do what he would he could make no impression on the creatures head, because of that marvellous hood, and body blows were, of course, useless. Still Big Swinton was not the man to give in easily to a seal! Although he slipped on the ice and fell several times, he returned again and again to the encounter until he began to feel his strength going. As muscular power was his sole dependence, a sensation of fear now tended to make matters worse; at last he tripped over a piece of ice, and the seal fell upon him.

It was at this critical point that Grummidge came in sight of the combatants, and ran at full speed to the rescue. But he was still at a considerable distance, and had to cross the tongue of ice before he could reach the floe.

Meanwhile the seal opened its well-armed jaws to seize its victim by the throat. Swinton felt that death stared him in the face. Desperation sharpened his ingenuity. He thrust his left hand as far as possible down the throat of his adversary, and, seizing it with the other arm round the neck, held on in a tight though not loving embrace!

The struggle that ensued was brief. The seal shook off the man as if he had been but a child, and was on the point of renewing the attack when it caught sight of Grummidge, and reared itself to meet this new enemy.

Grummidge possessed a fair-sized clasp-knife. Armed with this, he rushed boldly in and made a powerful stab at the creatures heart.

Alas! for the poor man, even though his stabbing powers had been good instead of bad, for he would only have imbedded the short weapon in a mass of fat without touching the heart. But Grummidge was a bad stabber. He missed his aim so badly as to plunge his weapon into the hood! Nothing could have been more fortunate. The air escaped and the hood collapsed. At the same moment Grummidge received an ugly scratch on the cheek which sent him sprawling. As he rose quickly he observed Swintons club, which he grasped and brought vigorously down on the seals now unprotected nose, and felled it. Another effective blow terminated its career for ever, and then the victor turned to find that Big Swinton lay on the ice, quite conscious of what was going on though utterly unable to move hand or foot.




Chapter Eighteen.

Tells of Death and Disaster.

To bind up Swintons wounds, some of which were ugly ones, was the first business of Grummidge, after he had hastily staunched the blood which was flowing copiously from his own cheek. The stout seaman was well able to play the part of amateur surgeon, being a handy fellow, and he usually carried about with him two or three odd pieces of spun-yarn for emergencies  also a lump of cotton-waste as a handkerchief, while the tail of his shirt served at all times as a convenient rag.

Having finished the job he looked earnestly at the pale face and closed eyes of his old enemy, and said Youve bin pretty much banged about old chap  eh?

As the wounded man made no reply, Grummidge rose quickly, intending to run to the settlement for help, knowing that no time should be lost. He was hastening away when Swinton stopped him.

Hallo! hold on! he shouted. Grummidge turned back.

You  youre not goin to leave me, are you? demanded his enemy, somewhat sternly, I  I shall die if you leave me here on the cold ice.

An involuntary shudder here bore testimony to the probability of his fear being well grounded.

Swinton, replied Grummidge, going down on one knee, the more conveniently to grasp the unwounded hand of his foe, you mistake my crackter entirely. Though Im not much to boast on as a man, I aint quite a devil. I was only goin to run to Wagtail Bay to start some o the boys with a stretcher to fetch ye  an its my belief that theres no time to be lost.

Right you are, Grummidge, replied the poor man in a faint voice, so little time that if you leave me here the boys will only find some human beef to carry back, an that wont be worth the trouble.

Dont say that, old chap, returned the other, in a low, gruff voice which was the result of tender feeling. Keep up heart  bless you, Ill be back in no time.

All right, said Swinton, with a resigned look, go an fetch the boys. But I say, Grummidge, shake hands before you go, I dont want to carry a grudge agin you into the next world if I can help it. Goodbye.

No, no, mate, if thats to be the way of it Ill stick to ee. Dye think you could manage to git on my back?

Ill try.

With much heaving, and many half-suppressed groans from the one, and heave-hos from the other, Big Swinton was at last mounted on his comrades broad shoulders, and the two started for home. It was a long and weary journey, for Grummidge found the road rough and the load heavy, but before night he deposited his old enemy in a bunk in the large room of the settlement and then himself sank fainting on the floor  not, we need scarcely add, from the effect of sentimental feeling, but because of prolonged severe exertion, coupled with loss of blood.

Two days later Grummidge sat by the side of Swintons bunk. It was early forenoon, and they were alone  all the other men being out on various avocations.

Blackboy, the large dog, lay asleep on the floor beside them.

Suddenly the dog jumped up, ran to the door, and began to whine restlessly.

Wolves about, I suppose, said Grummidge, rising and opening the door.

Blackboy bounded away in wild haste.

Hm! he seems in a hurry. Perhaps its a bear this time. Well, mate, how dye feel now? he added, closing the door and returning to his seat.

Grummidge, said the sick man, in a low voice, Ill never git over this. That seal have done for me. Theres injury somewheres inside o me, I feel sure on it. But thats not what I was going to speak about. I want to make a clean breast of it afore I goes. Ive been a bad man, Grummidge, theres no question about that in my own mind, whatever may be in the mind of others. I had even gone the length of making up my mind to murder you, the first safe chance I got, for which, and all else Ive done and thought agin ye, I ax your pardon.

You have it said his friend earnestly. Thank ee. Thats just what I expected, Grummidge. Now what I want to know is, dye think God will forgive me?

The seaman was perplexed. Such a question had never been put to him before, and he knew not what to answer. After a few moments consideration, he replied  

What you say is true, Swinton. Youve bin a bad lot ever since Ive knowd ye. I wont go for to deny that. As to what the Almighty will do or wont do, how can I tell? I wish I knew more about such things myself, for Id like to help you, but I cant.

Suddenly an idea flashed into his mind and he continued:  

But it do seem to me, Swinton, that if a poor sinner like me is willin to forgive ye, aint the Almighty likely to be much more willin?

Theres somethin in that, Grummidge  somethin in that, said the sick man eagerly. Then the hopeful look disappeared as he added slowly, but I fear, Grummidge, that what you say dont quite fit my case, for Ive got a notion that the Almighty must have been willin all my life to save me from myself, and that all my life Ive bin refusin to listen to Him.

How dye make that out, boy?

This way. Theres bin somethin or other inside o me, as far back as I can remember, that somehow didnt seem to be me, that has been always sayin Dont to me, whenever I was a-goin to do a mean thing. Now, I cant help thinkin that it must have bin God that spoke, for a man would never say Dont to himself, an then go right off an do it, would he?

Thats more than I can tell, answered Grummidge. I remember hearin Master Burns a-talkin on that point wi the cappen, an he thought it was conscience or the voice of God.

Well, conscience or no conscience, Ive resisted it all my life, returned the sick man, an it do seem a mean, sneakin sort o thing to come to the Almighty at the very last moment, when I cant help myself, an say, Im sorry.

It would be meaner to say Im not sorry, wouldnt it? returned Grummidge. But, now I think of it, Master Burns did read one or two things out o that writin that hes so fond of, which he says is the Word of God. If its true what he says, he may well be fond of it, but I wonder how he has found that out. Anyway, I remember that one o the things he read out of it was that the Lamb of God takes away the sins of the world; an he explained that Jesus is the Lamb of God, an that he stands in our place  takes our punishment instead of us, an fulfils the law instead of us.

The sick man listened attentively, even eagerly, but shook his head.

How can any man stand in my place, or take my punishments? he said, in a tone savouring almost of contempt. As far as I can see, every man will have enough to do to answer for himself.

Thats just what come into my mind too, when I heard Master Burns speak, returned the other; but he cleared that up by explainin that Jesus is God as well as man God with us, he said.

That do seem strange, rejoined the sick man, and if true, he added thoughtfully, theres somethin in it, Grummidge, somethin in it to give a man comfort.

Well, mate, Im of your mind about that, for if God himself be for us, surely nobody can be agin us, said the seaman, unconsciously paraphrasing the word of Scripture itself. Blow high or blow low, that seems to me an anchor that you an mes safe to hang on to.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the sudden entrance of Jim Heron with an arrow sticking in the fleshy part of his back.

Attacked by savages! he gasped. Here, Grummidge, lend a hand to haul out this  I cant well reach it. They came on us behind the big store, tother side o the settlement, and, after lettin fly at us took to their heels. The lads are after them. I got separated from the boys, and was shot, as you see, so I came  hah! pull gently, Grummidge  came back here that you might haul it out, for its hard to run an fight with an arrow in your back.

Stay here, Jim, said Grummidge, after hastily extracting the shaft. You couldnt do much with a wound like that. Ill take your place and follow up the men, and youll take mine here, as nurse to Swinton. We mustnt leave him alone, you know.

Eager though Jim Heron was at first for the fray, the loss of blood had reduced his ardour and made him willing to fall in with this proposal.

Good-bye, Grummidge, cried Swinton, as the former, having snatched up his knife and bow, was hastening to the door.

Good-bye  good-bye, mate, he responded, turning back and grasping the proffered hand. Youll be all right soon, old chap  and Jims a better nurse than I am.

I like what you said about that anchor, mate, Ill not forget it said Swinton, sinking back on his pillow as Grummidge sallied forth to join in the pursuit of the savages.

The stout seamans movements were watched by some hundreds of glittering black eyes, the owners of which were concealed amid the brushwood of the adjoining forest.

Meanwhile, at the other end of the settlement, the greater number of the shipwrecked mariners were engaged in hot pursuit of the party of Indians who had attacked them. They were very indignant, several of their mates having been wounded, and a considerable quantity of their stores carried off.

It quickly became apparent, however, that the seamen were no match for savage, at a race through the woods, therefore Grummidge, who soon overtook his comrades, called a halt, and gathered as many of his men as possible around him.

Now, lads, he said, its plain that some of you cant run much further. You aint used to this sort o work. Besides, we have left our settlement undefended. Most of you must therefore return, an a few of the smartest among you will follow me, for we must give these rascals a fright by followin em till we catch em  if we can  or by drivin em back to their own place, wherever that may be.

Many of the men were more than willing to agree to this arrangement, while others were quite ready to follow their leader. The party, therefore, that finally continued in pursuit of the Indians was composed of Grummidge, George Blazer, Fred Taylor, Little Stubbs, Garnet Squill, and several others. Armed with bows, arrows, short spears, and clubs, these set off without delay into the forest, trusting to the sun and stars for guidance. The remainder of the men returned to the settlement, where they discovered that they had been the victims of a ruse on the part of the savages. The assault at the further end of the settlement proved to be a mere feint, made by a comparatively small party, for the purpose of drawing the seamen away, and leaving the main part of the settlement undefended, and open to pillage. While the small detachment of Indians, therefore, was doing its part, the main body descended swiftly but quietly on Wagtail Bay, and possessed themselves of all that was valuable there, and carried it off.

Of course, Swinton and Jim Heron were found there. Both had been beheaded, and their bodies stripped and left on the floor. Heron seemed to have offered a stout resistance, until overpowered by numbers and slain. Poor Swinton, who could not have had much more life remaining than enabled him to understand what was occurring, had been stabbed to death where he lay.

Fortunately, it was not possible for the Indians to carry off all the dried fish and other provisions, so that the men were not reduced to absolute starvation.

All ignorant of what was going on at the settlement, the avengers were pushing their way through the woods in pursuit of the smaller body of savages. Nothing could have been more satisfactory to these latter. From every eminence and knoll unseen eyes watched the movements of the white men, who remained under the delusion that they were striking terror into the hearts of a flying foe.

Sure, well have to take a rest soon, said Squill, as they halted on the top of a mound, about sunset to breathe and wipe their heated brows.

True, a short sleep we must have, but well have to take our rest without kindling a fire, said Grummidge.

Ay, an go supperless to bed, too, remarked Little Stubbs; for weve brought nothing to eat with us.

This fact had not struck any of the party till that moment. They had been so eager in pursuit of the foe that all prudential considerations had been thrown to the winds. They now lay down, therefore, to the very brief rest that was absolutely needful, not only without supper, but with the prospect of starting again without breakfast. However, each man felt bound in honour not to damp his fellows by complaining.

Now, boys, said Grummidge, you lie down, an Ill mount guard. Sleep as fast as you can, for Ill route ye out in an hour or so.

But Grummidge did not fulfil his promise. Seating himself with his back to a tree, his bows and arrows ready to hand, and actuated by a firm resolve to watch with intense care, he fell fast asleep, and the whole party snored in concert.

About fifty Indians, who had joined the original attacking party, had waited patiently for this state of affairs. When quite certain that the seamen were all sleeping soundly, they crept silently forward, and pounced upon them. The struggle was sharp, but short. Courage and strength are futile when opposed to overwhelming numbers. A few minutes later, and the white men were led, with hands bound behind them, into the depth of the unknown wilderness.




Chapter Nineteen.

A New Friend with Startling News.

Turn we now to the island in the great lake where Hendrick, the hunter, had set up his romantic home.

The premature touch of winter, which had put so sudden a stop to the work of our explorers, gave way to a burst of warmth and sunshine almost as sudden. It was that brief period of calm repose in which nature indulges in some parts of the world as if to brace herself for the rough work of approaching winter. There was a softness in the air which induced one to court its embrace. Absolute stillness characterised the inanimate world. Clouds floated in the heavenly blue in rotund masses, which seemed, to the careless glance, as unchangeable as the hills, and the glassy water reflected them with perfect fidelity. It also reflected gulls, ducks, plover, and other wildfowl, as they sailed, whirred, or waded about, absorbed in the activities of their domestic economy, or in the hilarious enjoyment of the sweet influences around them. Colours most resplendent dyed the forest trees; gentle sounds from bird and beast told of joyous life everywhere, and the blessed sun threw a golden haze over wood and lake and hill. It was as though Paradise had been restored to man, and our loving Creator had swept away every trace of evil and misery from the beautiful earth.

But although the day is surely coming when, through Jesus Christ, sorrow and sighing shall flee away, Paradise had certainly not returned to earth at the date we write of. Doubtless, however, something which seemed marvellously like it had reappeared round the hunters home, for, while all nature was peaceful as well as beautiful, love was the grand motive power which actuated the hearts of those who dwelt there, and that love had been greatly intensified, as well as purified, since the advent of Paul Burns with the manuscript Gospel of John in his bosom, and the Spirit of God in his heart.

Besides being naturally sympathetic, Paul and Hendrick were thus drawn still more strongly together, as they communed with each other  sometimes while walking through the forest engaged in the chase; often beside the camp-fire after supper while others slept; and, not unfrequently, while paddling in their canoe over the sleeping lake.

One evening they were in the latter position  returning from a successful days hunt in the canoe  when Hendrick became more communicative than usual about the Indian tribe to which his wife belonged, and in regard to which subject he had hitherto been reticent. The sun was setting; the island home was not far distant. The total absence of wind and consequent stillness of the lake rendered it unnecessary to do more than make an occasional dip of the paddles with which the light craft was propelled  Paul using his in the bow, while Hendrick sat in the stern and steered. No one was with them  indeed the canoe was too small to carry more than two when loaded with the proceeds of the chase.

I have often thought said the hunter, dipping his paddle lazily, that you must wonder why one whose position in the world warranted his looking forward to a bright and prosperous career should inflict on himself voluntary banishment, and wed an Indian woman.

Hendrick, returned Paul, I wonder at few things in this life, for I know something of the working of the human mind and heart and have ceased to judge other mens feelings by my own. Besides, I criticise not the actions of my friend. The motives of his acts are known only to himself and his God. The Gospel tells me to judge not according to the appearance. Moreover, the longer I live with you, the more have I learned to know that there are qualities in Trueheart which would do honour to dames of the highest station.

A gleam of satisfaction lightened the hunters face for a moment as he exclaimed, with unwonted energy, You do her no more than justice, my friend. I have lived to learn that love, truth, and every virtue are to be found in every station  alike with the high-born and the lowly; also that the lack of these qualities is common to both, and, to say truth, I had rather mate with a gentle savage than with a civilised female tiger!

But Trueheart is not a gentle savage, returned Paul, scarcely able to repress a smile at the tone in which his friend uttered his sentiments; she is a gentle woman.

Of course, I know that rejoined Hendrick; moreover she is a half-caste! I only used the word to designate the class of humanity to which she belongs, and to contrast her with that other class which deems itself at the top of the civilised tree.

But it seems to me, Master Hendrick, that you are inclined to be too severe on the high-born. There are those among them whose lives conform to the teachings of the Gospel of Jesus.

Do I not know it? replied the hunter abruptly. Have I not told you that my murdered wife was high-born and endowed with every grace?

True, but what of this civilised female tiger whom you would scorn to wed. Did not Christ die for her? May she not be saved by the same Power that drags the tiger of the lower ranks  both male and female  from the pit?

I doubt it not, answered Hendrick thoughtfully, as he relapsed into his usual quiet manner, and I am glad you appreciate Trueheart, for she is worthy of your regard. Her name was bestowed on her by her Indian relations. My children I have named after some of my kindred in the old country. The tribe to which my wife belongs are called Bethucks. They are well-disposed and kindly in disposition, and do not quarrel among themselves more than other human beings  indeed not so much as men in our own land; probably because they have not so much to quarrel about and have more elbow-room. They are good kinsmen, as I know; good hunters also, and inclined for peace, but the natives of Labrador render peace impossible, for they make frequent raids on our island, and of course we have to drive them away. If white men now come to Newfoundland, I fear that the poor Bethucks will be exterminated. (The Bethucks are now extinct.)

I trust not, said Paul.

So do I, returned Hendrick, and if the Gospel you have brought here only takes good root in our own land all will be well, for if men acted on the command let us love one another, war and robbery, murder and strife, would be at an end.

Can we expect all men to act upon that precept? asked Paul.

Apparently not; but we might at least expect Christians to do so; those who accept the Gospel as their book of law. I had expected to escape from war and bloodshed when I left civilised lands and settled here, but I have been disappointed. The necessity for fighting still exists!

And will exist until the reign of Jesus extends to every human heart, returned Paul. It seems to me that what we have some right and ground to expect is, not the stoppage of all war, but the abolition of war between nations calling themselves Christian.

It is a curious circumstance that, only a few days after the above conversation, an incident occurred which induced both Paul and Hendrick to buckle on their armour, and sally forth with a clear perception that it was their bounden duty to engage in war!

That incident was the arrival of an Indian hunter who was slightly known to Hendricks wife.

He came in a canoe just as the family on the Island were about to sit down to supper.

It was dark when his tall figure was seen to stalk out of the surrounding gloom into the circle of firelight. Trueheart recognised him at once, and a word from her sufficed to inform her husband that the stranger was a friend. He was welcomed of course cordially, and made to sit down in the place of honour.

Every attention he accepted with the grave solemnity of an owl, and without any other recognition than a mild grunt, which was by no means meant as a surly return of thanks, but as a quiet mode of intimating that the attention was agreeable to his feelings.

It may, perhaps, be not unknown to the reader that grave reticence is one of the characteristics of the Red men of the west. They are never in a hurry to communicate their news, whether important or otherwise, but usually, on arriving at any hospitable abode, sit down with calm dignity and smoke a pipe, or make slight reference to unimportant matters before coming to the main point of their visit  if it have a main point at all. As it is with the Red men now, so was it with the Bethucks at the time we write of. True, the pernicious practice of smoking tobacco had not yet been introduced among them, so that the social pipe was neither offered, desired, nor missed! but the Indian accepted a birch-bark basket of soup with placid satisfaction, and consumed it with slow felicity. Then, being offered a formidable venison steak, he looked calmly at his host, blinked his thanks  or whatever he felt  and devoured it.

Has he got nothing to say for himself? asked Captain Trench, surprised at the mans silence.

Plenty to say, I doubt not, answered Hendrick, who then explained to the Captain the Indian characteristic just referred to.

What a power of suction he has got said Olly, referring not to the Indian, but to the family baby which he had got on his knee, and was feeding with a dangerously large lump of bears fat.

What does he say? asked Paul, referring to their visitor, who, having come to a temporary pause, with a sigh of contentment had said something in his native tongue to Hendrick.

He asked me if the singing-birds will gladden his ears and cause his heart to thrill.

What means he by that?

He only refers to a fact well known among the Indians, replied the hunter, with a quiet smile, that Trueheart and Goodred have such sweet voices that they are known everywhere by the name of the singing-birds. Happening to have some knowledge of music, I have trained them to sing in parts one or two hymns taught to me by my mother, and composed, I believe, by a good monk of the olden time. Some things in the hymns puzzled me, I confess, until I had the good fortune to meet with you. I understand them better now. You shall hear one of them.

So saying, he turned and nodded to Trueheart who of course understood the conversation. With a slight inclination of the head denoting acquiescence she began to sing. At the same moment Goodred parted her pretty lips and joined her. The result was to fill the air with harmony so sweet that the captain and his comrade were struck dumb with delight and surprise, the Indians jaw was arrested with an unchewed morsel in the mouth, and the family baby gazing upward in wonder, ceased the effort to choke itself on bears fat.

It need scarcely be said that the grunt of the Indian was very emphatic when the sounds died away like fairy-music, and that the hunters white guests entreated for more. Trueheart and her daughter were quite willing, and, for a considerable time, kept their audience enthralled.

At last, having washed down his meal with a final basketful of soup, the Indian began to unbosom himself of his news  a few words at a time. It was soon found, however, that he had no news of importance to tell. He was a hunter; he had been out with a party of his tribe, but having differed with them as to the best district to be visited, he had left them and continued the hunt alone. Being not far distant from the home of the white hunter who had mated with the Bethuck singing-bird, he had turned aside for no other purpose than to have his ears gladdened and his heart thrilled!

We are happy, said Hendrick, that our Bethuck brother should have his ears gladdened and his heart thrilled, and we trust that the spirit of the wolf within him is subdued, now that his stomach is also filled.

A polite grunt was the reply.

Will our Bethuck brother tell us more news?

There is no more, he answered, Strongbow is now an empty vessel.

Considering that Strongbow has just filled himself with venison, he can hardly call himself an empty vessel, responded the hunter, with intense gravity.

Strongbow turned his head quickly and gazed at the speaker. His solemnity deepened. Could his white brother be jesting? The white brothers gravity forbade the idea. In order to convey more strongly the fact that he had no news to give the Indian touched his forehead Strongbow is empty here.

That may well be, remarked Hendrick quietly.

Again the Indian glared. Solemnity is but a feeble word after all! He said nothing, but was evidently puzzled.

Has our Bethuck brother seen no enemies from the setting sun? Is all quiet and peaceful among his friends? asked the hunter.

All is peaceful  all is quiet. But we have news of a war party that left us many days past. They had gone, about the time that the deer begin to move, to punish some white men who were cast on shore by the sea where the sun rises.

What say you? cried Hendrick, starting. Have the Red warriors been successful?

They have. Some of the white men have been killed, others caught and taken to our wigwams to be made slaves or to die.

The consternation of Paul and his friends, on this being translated to them, may be imagined. Past injuries were forgotten, and instant preparations were made to set off to the rescue at the earliest dawn of the following day.




Chapter Twenty.

The Rescue Party  A Rencontre and Bad News.

Hot haste now marked the proceedings of the rescue party, for Paul and his friends felt that they had no time to lose. Fortunately the weather favoured them. That very night a sharp frost set in, hardening the moist and swampy grounds over which they had to pass. Strongbow, on being made acquainted with the state of matters, willingly agreed to lead the party to the place to which he thought it likely the captives had been taken, or where, at least, information about them might be obtained from members of his own tribe.

Little Oscar, at his own urgent request, was allowed to accompany them, and Trueheart, Goodred, and the family baby and nurse were left in charge of an old Indian whose life had once been saved by Hendrick, and who, although too old to go on the war-path, was still well able to keep the family in provisions.

Although the party was small  numbering only six, two of whom were boys  it was nevertheless formidable, each man being more than usually powerful, as well as valiant, whilst the boys, although comparatively small, possessed so much of the unconquerable spirit of their sires as to render them quite equal to average men.

The frost, which seemed to have fairly set in, kept them cool during the day while walking, and rendered their bivouac-fires agreeable at nights. Little time, however, was allowed for rest or food. They pressed on each day with unflagging energy, and felt little disposition to waste time in conversation during the brief halts for needed rest and food.

Occasionally, however, some of the party felt less disposed than usual for sleep, and sought to drive away anxiety regarding their old shipmates by talking of things and scenes around them.

Does Strongbow think that the frost will hold? asked Hendrick, one evening after supper, as he reclined in front of the fire on a pile of brushwood.

Strongbow cannot tell, returned the Indian. It looks like thaw, but the Great Spirit sometimes changes his mind and sends what we do not expect.

Having uttered this cautious reply with sententious gravity he continued his supper in silence.

The Great Spirit never changes his mind, said Paul. Perfection cannot change, because it need not.

Waugh! replied the Indian. It was evident that he did not agree with Paul, but was too polite to say so.

I like this sort o thing, remarked Captain Trench, looking up from the rib on which he was engaged, and gazing round at the magnificent sweep of hill and dale of which they had a birds-eye view from their camp.

So do I, daddy; with lots to eat an a roarin fire a fellow feels as happy as a king, said Oliver.

Happier than most kings, I doubt not, returned Hendrick.

But, Olly, you have mentioned only two of the things that go to produce felicity, said Paul. Food and fire are certainly important elements, but these would be of little avail if we had not health, strength, and appetite.

To say nothin of the fresh air o the mountains, and the excitement o the wilderness, and the enthusiasm of youth, added the captain.

Are you not as happy as me, daddy? asked the boy, with a sudden glance of intelligence.

Happier a great deal, I should say, replied the father, for Im not so much of a goose.

Why then, daddy, if you are happier than we, what you call the enthusiasm of youth can have nothing to do with it, you know!

You young rascal, the enthusiasm of middle age is much more powerful than that of youth! You let your tongue wag too freely.

Dye hear that, Osky? said Oliver to his little companion in an audible whisper. Theres comfort for you an me. Well be more enthusiastic and far happier when we come to middle age! What dye think o that?

Oscar  who, although much inclined to fun and humour, did not always understand the curious phases of them presented to him by his civilised friend  looked innocently in his face and said, Me no tink about it at all! Whereupon Olly burst into a short laugh, and expressed his belief that, on the whole, that state of mind was about the happiest he could come to.

How long, think you, will it take us to reach the wigwams of your kindred from this point? asked Hendrick of their guide, as he prepared to lie down for the night.

Two days, answered the Indian.

God grant that we may be in time, murmured Paul, I fear a thaw, for it would delay us greatly.

That which was feared came upon them the next day. They were yet asleep when those balmy influences, which alone have power to disrupt and destroy the ice-kings reign, began to work, and when the travellers awoke, the surface of the land was moist. It was not soft, however, for time is required to draw frost out of the earth, so that progress was not much impeded. Still, the effect of the thaw depressed their spirits a good deal, for they were well aware that a continuance of it would render the low grounds, into which they had frequently to descend, almost impassable.

It was, therefore, with anxious forebodings that they lay down to rest that night, and Pauls prayer for strength and guidance was more fervent than usual.

About this period of the year changes of temperature are sometimes very abrupt, and their consequences curious. During the night frost had again set in with great intensity. Fatigue had compelled the party to sleep longer than usual, despite their anxiety to press forward, and when they awoke the rays of the rising sun were sweeping over the whole landscape, and revealing, as well as helping to create, a scene of beauty which is seldom, if ever, witnessed elsewhere.

When rain falls with a low thermometer near the earth it becomes frozen the moment it reaches the ground, and thus a regular deposit of pure glassy ice takes place on every branch and twig of the leafless shrubs and trees. The layer of ice goes on increasing, sometimes, till it attains the thickness of half an inch or more. Thus, in a few hours, a magical transformation is brought about. The trees seem to be hung with glittering jewels; the larger limbs are edged with dazzling ice-ropes; the minutest twigs with threads of gleaming crystal, and all this, with the sun shooting on and through it, presents a scene of splendour before which even our most vivid conceptions of fairy-land must sink into comparative insignificance.

Such, then, was the vision presented to the gaze of the rescue party on awaking that morning. To some of them it was a new revelation of the wonderful works of God. To Hendrick and the Indian it was familiar enough. The Newfoundlanders of modern times know it well by the name of a silver thaw.

After the first gaze of surprise and admiration, our travellers made hasty preparation to resume the journey, and the frost told beneficially on them in more ways than one, for while it hardened the ground it rendered the atmosphere clear and exhilarating, thus raising their spirits and their hopes, which tended greatly to increase their power of action and endurance.

That night they encamped again on a commanding height, and prepared supper with the hopeful feelings of men who expect to gain the end of their journey on the morrow.

As if to cheer them still more, the aurora borealis played in the heavens that night with unwonted magnificence. It is said that the northern lights are grander in Newfoundland even than in the Arctic regions. At all events they were finer than anything of the kind that had ever before been seen by Paul Burns or Captain Trench and his son, insomuch that the sight filled them with feelings of awe.

The entire heavens seemed to be ablaze from horizon to zenith, not as with the lurid fires of a great conflagration, which might suggest only the idea of universal devastation, but with the tender sheen of varied half-tints, playfully shooting athwart and intermingling with brighter curtains of light of every conceivable hue.

The repose of the party was somewhat interfered with by the wonders that surrounded them that night, and more than once they were startled from slumber by the loud report of great limbs of trees, which, strong though they seemed to be, were torn off by the load of ice that had accumulated on them.

Daybreak found the party again passing swiftly over the land. It really seemed as if even the boys had received special strength for the occasion, for they neither lagged behind nor murmured, but kept well up during the whole forced march. No doubt that youthful enthusiasm to which Captain Trench had referred kept Olly up to the mark, while Osky  as his friend called him  had been inured to hard labour of every kind from infancy.

At last, about noon that day, their leader came to a sudden halt, and pointed to something on the ground before him.

What does he see? asked Paul, in a low voice.

Footprints, said Hendrick.

What of  deer? asked the captain, in a hoarse whisper.

No  natives. Perhaps his friends.

While they were whispering, the Indian was on his knees examining the footprints in question. Rising after a few minutes survey, with a grave look he said  

Strongbow is not sure. The prints look like those of his tribe, but  he is not sure!

At all events we can follow them, said Hendrick. The land is open; we cannot easily be surprised, and we have our weapons handy.

As he spoke he drew an arrow from his quiver, and, affixing the notch to the bow-string, carried the weapon in his left hand. The others followed his example. Oliver felt his belt behind, to make sure that the axe was there, and glanced at the mighty club that hung from his shoulder.

Oscar, regarding with a slight degree of wonder the warlike arrangements of his friend, also fitted an arrow to his little bow, and then, with cautious steps and inquiring glances, the party continued to advance.

But Hendrick was wrong in supposing that a surprise was not probable, for suddenly from behind a frowning rock or cliff there appeared a band of armed men who confronted them, and instantly raised their bows to shoot. Quick as lightning the white men did the same. Evidently both parties were taken by surprise, for if the Indians had been a party in ambush they would have shot at the others without showing themselves. This or some such idea seemed to flash into the minds of both parties, for there was a slight hesitation on the part of each. Just at that moment a large black dog which accompanied the Indians, and had displayed all its formidable teeth and gums on seeing the strangers, was observed to cover its teeth and wag its tail interrogatively.

Hendrick gave a low whistle.

Instantly the dog bounded towards him, and began to fawn and leap upon and around him with every demonstration of excessive joy, at sight of which both parties lowered their weapons.

The dog is an old friend, explained Hendrick to Paul. Good dog, he added, addressing the animal in the Indian tongue, you are a faithful friend  faithful in time of need.

Then, dropping his bow and advancing unarmed to the Indians, he said  

This dog belongs to the Bethucks of Grand Lake. Did you obtain him from them?

No, we did not, replied one of the Indians, who seemed from his bearing to be a chief, but we are kinsmen of the men of Grand Lake. One of their braves, Little Beaver, took one of our girls, Rising Sun, for his wife. We come from yonder (pointing northward). Some moons have passed since Little Beaver, who came to revisit us with his wife, left us to return to his wigwam on Grand Lake.

I know Little Beaver well, said Hendrick, as the chief paused at this point; the dog belongs to him.

Without noticing the remark the chief continued  

When Little Beaver and Rising Sun left us they went on alone by the shores of the great salt lake. We never saw our brave in life again. Some time after, a party of our warriors came upon a grave. They examined it, and found the dead body of Little Beaver. It was bruised, and many bones were broken. A party of white men had built lodges near to the place. It was they who had murdered Little Beaver, we knew, for there was no sign of others near, and his dog was with them. So our braves went to the kinsmen of Rising Sun, and we returned and attacked the palefaces.

Did you slay all the palefaces? asked Hendrick anxiously.

No, some we slew, others we took prisoners.

Hendrick thought it best to reserve in the meantime his communication of all this to Paul and his friends.

I am your kinsman also, he said to the chief, for Trueheart is my wife. I have much to say to you, but our business is pressing. Will you walk with me while we talk?

The chief bowed his head, and ordered his party to fall to the rear and follow, while he walked in advance with the pale-faced hunter.

Hendrick then explained to the Indian as much about the wreck of the Water Wagtail and the dismissal of Captain Trench and his comrades as he thought necessary, and then said that although his three friends were indignant at the treatment they had received from their comrades, they would be grieved to hear that any of them were to be killed, and he greatly wished to prevent that. Would the chief guide him to the place where the prisoners were?

I will guide you, said the chief, but you will find it hard to save them. Palefaces have slain Little Beaver and stolen Rising Sun, and palefaces must die.




Chapter Twenty One.

Old Friends in a Sad Plight.

Anxious though Paul Burns naturally was for the fate of the crew of the Water Wagtail, he could not help being interested in and impressed by the fine country which he was thus unexpectedly obliged to traverse. His mind being of a practical and utilitarian cast, as well as religious, he not only admired the grand and richly diversified land as being part of the works of God, but as being eminently suitable for the use and enjoyment of man.

Look there, he said to Captain Trench, as they plodded steadily along, at the same time pointing to a break in a neighbouring cliff which revealed the geological features of the land. Do you see yonder beds of rock of almost every colour in the rainbow? These are marble-beds, and from the look of the parts that crop out I should say they are extensive.

But not of much use, returned the captain, so long as men are content to house themselves in huts of bark and skins.

So might some short-sighted mortal among our own savage forefathers have said long ago if the mineral wealth of Britain had been pointed out to him, returned Paul. Yet we have lived to see the Abbey of Westminster and many other notable edifices arise in our land.

Then you look forward to such-like rising in this land? said the captain, with something of a cynical smile.

Well, not exactly, Master Trench; but our grandchildren may see them, if men will only colonise the land and strive to develop its resources on Christian principles.

Such as  ? asked Trench.

Such as the doing to others as one would have others do to ones-self, and the enacting of equal laws for rich and poor.

Then will Newfoundland never be developed, said the captain emphatically; for history tells us that the bulk of men have never been guided by such principles since the days of Adam.

Since when were you enrolled among the prophets, Master Trench?

Since you uttered the previous sentence, Master Paul. I appeal to your own knowledge of history.

Nay, I question not your historical views, but your prophetical statements, as to the fate of this island. Have you not heard of this writing  that the knowledge of the Lord shall cover the earth as the waters cover the sea? Does not that signify completeness in the spread of knowledge? And when that comes to pass, will it bear no good fruit? If not, why is it recorded as a blessed state of things to which we may look forward, and towards which we may strive? I admit that the wickedness of man may delay the desired end. Unjust laws, interference with freedom of action, hatred of truth, may check progress here as it has done elsewhere; but who can tell how soon the truth, as it is in Jesus, may begin to operate, or how rapidly it may culminate?

You may be right, Master Paul; I know not. Anyhow I withdraw my claim to be numbered with the prophets  all the more that I see Strongbow making signals which I dont rightly understand.

The Indian guide, who had been walking somewhat in advance of the party, was seen standing on the summit of a knoll making signals, not to his friends behind him, but apparently to some one in front. Hastening forward they soon found that he had discovered friends,  a body of Indians, who were hurrying to meet him; while down in the valley beyond, which suddenly burst upon their view, stood an extensive Indian village. It was of that evanescent and movable kind, which consists of cone-like tents made of skins and bark spread upon poles.

They are friends, said Strongbow, when Hendrick and the others reached him; kinsmen of the murdered Little Beaver.

Friends of Hendrick also, I see, said the captain to Paul, as the hunter hastened forward to meet the Indians and salute them.

He was right, and a few minutes conversation with his friends sufficed to put the guide in possession of all he wished to know. Returning to his companions, he at once relieved their minds, to some extent at least, by telling them that it was indeed the tribe into whose hands their old shipmates had fallen, and that the sailors were still alive and well, though prisoners, and lying under sentence of death.

Come, that at all events is good news, said Paul. I thank God we are not too late, and I make no doubt that we will persuade the Indians to delay execution of the sentence till we find out whether or not they have been guilty of this murder. Some of our old shipmates I know are capable of it, but others are certainly innocent.

Hendrick did not at once reply. It was evident from his looks that he had not much hope in the merciful disposition of the Indians.

I know some men of this tribe, he said, but not all of them  though they all know me by report. You may at least depend on my influence being used to the utmost in behalf of your friends. Come, we will descend.

A few minutes walk brought them to the foot of the hill where the Indian tents were pitched. Here they found a multitude of men, women, and children watching them as they descended the hill, and, from the looks of many of the former, it seemed not at all improbable that a rough reception awaited them.

You see, said Paul, in a low voice to the captain, they probably class us with the murderers, because of our white skins. Our only hope, under God, rests in Hendrick.

That Pauls hope was not ill-founded became apparent the moment the hunter made himself known. For the scowling brows cleared at once, and one or two men, who had formerly met with the white hunter, came forward and saluted him in the European manner which he had already taught to many of the red men, namely, with a shake of the hand.

A great palaver followed in the wigwam of the chief, Bearpaw, in the course of which many things were talked about; but we confine our record to that part of the talk which bears specially on our tale.

The men must die, said Bearpaw sternly. What you tell me about their harsh treatment of their chief and his son and friend only proves them to be the more deserving of death. My two young braves who visited them on the island were treated like dogs by some of them, and Little Beaver they have slain. It is just that they should die.

But my three friends here, returned Hendrick, treated your braves well, and they had no knowledge or part in the killing of Little Beaver. Perhaps the palefaces did not kill him. Do they admit that they did?

How can we tell what they admit? We know not their language, nor they ours. But there is no need to palaver. Did not Strongbow and his braves find the dead body of Little Beaver bruised and broken? Did they not see his black dog in the paleface camp, and has not Rising Sun disappeared like the early frost before the sun? Doubtless she is now in the camp with those palefaces who have escaped us, but whom we will yet hunt down and kill.

Bearpaw is right, said Hendrick, murderers deserve to die. But Bearpaw is also just; he will let the men of the sea speak in their own defence now that I am here to interpret?

Bearpaw is just, returned the chief. He will hear what the palefaces have got to say. One of the young men will take you to their prison.

He signed as he spoke to a young Indian, who instantly left the tent, followed by Hendrick and his friends.

Passing right through the village the party reached a precipice, on the face of which was what appeared to be the entrance to a cavern. Two Indians stood in front of it on guard. A voice was heard within, which struck familiarly yet strangely on Paul and the captains ears. And little wonder, for it was the voice of Grummidge engaged in the unaccustomed act of prayer! The young Indian paused, and, with a solemn look, pointed upwards, as if to intimate that he understood the situation, and would not interrupt. Those whom he led also paused and listened  as did the sentinels, though they understood no word of what was said.

Poor Grummidge had evidently been brought very low, for his once manly voice was weak and his tones were desponding. Never before, perhaps, was prayer offered in a more familiar or less perfunctory manner.

O Lord, he said, do get us out o this here scrape somehow! We dont deserve it, though we are awful sinners, for weve done nothin as I knows on to hurt them savages. We cant speak to them an they cant speak to us, an theres nobody to help us. Wont you do it, Lord?

Sure its no manner o use goin on like that, Grummidge, said another voice. Youve done it more than wance aready, an theres no answer. Very likely weve bin too wicked intirely to deserve an answer at all.

Speak for yourself Squill, growled a voice that was evidently that of Little Stubbs. I dont think Ive been as wicked as you would make out, nor half as wicked as yourself! Anyhow, Im goin to die game, if it comes to that. We can only die once, an itll soon be over.

Ochone! groaned Squill, av it wasnt for the short allowance theyve putt us on, an the bad walkin every day, an all day, I wouldnt mind so much, but Ive scarce got strength enough left to sneeze, an as to my legs, och! quills they are instid of Squills.

For shame, man, remonstrated Grummidge, to be makin your bad jokes at a time like this.

The tone of the conversation now led the young Indian to infer that interruption might not be inappropriate, so he turned round the corner of rock that hid the interior from view, and led his party in front of the captives. They were seated on the ground with their backs against the wall, and their arms tied behind them.

The aspect of the unfortunate prisoners was indeed forlorn. It would have been ludicrous had it not been intensely pitiful. So woe-begone and worn were their faces that their friends might have been excused had they failed to recognise them, but even in the depths of his misery and state of semi-starvation it was impossible to mistake the expressive visage of poor Squill, whose legs were indeed reduced to something not unsuggestive of quills, to say nothing of the rest of his body.

But all the other prisoners, Grummidge, Stubbs, Blazer, Taylor, and Garnet, were equally reduced and miserable, for the harsh treatment and prolonged journeying through forest and swamp, over hill and dale, on insufficient food, had not only brought them to the verge of the grave, but had killed outright one or two others of the crew who had started with them.

The visitors, owing to their position with their backs to the light of the caves mouth, could not be recognised by the prisoners, who regarded them with listless apathy until Captain Trench spoke, swallowing with difficulty a lump of some sort that nearly choked him.

Hallo! shipmates! how goes it? Glad to have found ye, lads.

Och! exclaimed Squill, starting up, as did all his companions; but no other sound was uttered for a few seconds. Then a deep thank God escaped from Grummidge, and Little Stubbs tried to cheer, but with small success; while one or two, sitting down again, laid their thin faces in their hands and wept.

Reader, it were vain to attempt a description of the scene that followed, for the prisoners were not only overwhelmed with joy at a meeting so unexpected, but were raised suddenly from the depths of despair to the heights of confident hope, for they did not doubt that the appearance of their mates as friends of the Indians was equivalent to their deliverance. Even when told that their deliverance was by no means a certainty, their joy was only moderated, and their hope but slightly reduced.

But tell me, said Paul, as they all sat down together in the cave, while the Indians stood by and looked silently on, what is the truth about this Indian who was murdered, and the dog and the woman?

The Indian was never murdered, said Grummidge stoutly. He had evidently fallen over the precipice. We found him dead and we buried him. His dog came to us at last and made friends with us, though it ran away the day the settlement was attacked. As to the woman, we never saw or heard of any woman at all till this hour!

When Bearpaw was told how the matter actually stood, he frowned and said sternly  

The palefaces lie. If they never saw Rising Sun, why did she not come back to us and tell what had happened? She was not a little child. She was strong and active, like the young deer. She could spear fish and snare rabbits as well as our young men. Why did she not return? Where is she? Either she is dead and the palefaces have killed her, or they have her still among them. Not only shall the palefaces answer for her with their lives, but the Bethucks will go on the war-path to the coast and sweep the paleface settlement into the sea!

It was of no avail that Hendrick pleaded the cause of the prisoners earnestly, and set forth eloquently all that could be said in their favour, especially urging that some of them had been kind to the two Indians who first visited the white men. Rising Sun had been a favourite with the chief; she was dead  and so the palefaces must die!




Chapter Twenty Two.

Tells of Terrible Suspense  Violent Intentions and Religious Discussion.

Now I tell you what it is, Master Hendrick, said Captain Trench, the day after their arrival at the Indian camp. I see this is goin to be an ugly business, an I give you fair warning that Im goin to git surly. I wont stand by quietly and see Grummidge and my men slaughtered before my eyes without movin a finger. Ill keep quiet as long as theres any chance of all your palaverin resulting in anything, but if the worst comes to the worst Ill show fight, even if I should have to stand alone with all the red devils in Newfoundland arrayed against me.

I honour your feelings, Captain Trench, but doubt your judgment. How do you propose to proceed?

Will you join me? Answer me that question first.

I will join you in any scheme that is reasonable, returned Hendrick, after a pause, but not in a useless attempt to fight against a whole colony of Indians.

Then Ill keep my plans of procedure in my own noddle, said the captain, turning away with an indignant fling, and taking the path that led to the cave or prison-house of his shipmates, for as yet they were allowed free intercourse with their friends.

Grummidge, said he, in a stern voice, as he squatted down on the floor beside the unfortunate seaman, things look bad, theres no doubt about that, an it would be unkind deception to say otherwise, for that villain Bearpaw seems to git harder and harder the more they try to soften him. Now what I want to know is, are you an the others prepared to join me, if I manage to cut your cords an give you weapons, an

Shush! clap a stopper on your mouth, cappen, said Grummidge in an undertone, the redskins are listening.

An what then? They know no more about English than I know about Timbuctoosh, returned the captain irascibly. Let em listen! What I was a-goin to say is, are you an the other lads ready to follow me into the woods an bolt if we can, or fight to the death if we cant?

Sure an Im ready to fight, interposed Squill, or to follow ye to the end o the world, an further; but if I do Ill have to leave my legs behind me, for theyre fit for nothin. True it is, I feel a little stronger since your friend Hendrick got the bastes to increase our allowance o grub, but Im not up to much yet. Howsiver, Im strong enough praps to die fightin. Anyhow, Ill try.

So will I, said Little Stubbs. I feel twice the man I was since you found us.

Putt me down on the list too, capn, said Fred Taylor, who was perhaps the least reduced in strength of any of the prisoners. Im game for anything short o murder.

Similar sentiments having been expressed by his other friends, the captains spirit was somewhat calmed.

Leaving them he went into the woods to ponder and work out his plans. There he met Paul and Hendrick.

We are going to visit the prisoners, said the former.

Youll find em in a more hopeful frame of mind, observed the captain.

I wish they had better ground for their hopes, returned his friend, but Bearpaw is inexorable. We are to have a final meeting with him to-morrow. I go now to have a talk with our poor friends. It may be that something in their favour shall be suggested.

Nothing, however, was suggested during the interview that followed, which gave the remotest hope that anything they could say or do would influence the savage chief in favour of his prisoners. Indeed, even if he had been mercifully disposed, the anger of his people against the seamen  especially the relatives of Little Beaver and those who had been wounded during the attack on Wagtail settlement  would have constrained him to follow out what he believed to be the course of justice.

When the final meeting between the visitors and the chief took place, the latter was surrounded by his principal warriors.

Hendrick, he said, in reply to a proposal that execution should be at least delayed, the name of the white hunter who has mated with the Bethuck girl is respected everywhere, and his wishes alone would move Bearpaw to pardon his paleface foes, but blood has been shed, and the price of blood must be paid. Hendrick knows our laws  they cannot be changed. The relations of Little Beaver cry aloud for it. Tell your paleface friends that Bearpaw has spoken.

When this was interpreted to Paul Burns a sudden thought flashed into his mind, and standing forth with flushed countenance and raised arm, he said  

Hendrick, tell the chief of the Bethucks that when the Great Spirit formed man He made him without sin and gave him a just and holy law to obey; but man broke the law, and the Great Spirit had said that the price of the broken law is death. So there seemed no hope for man, because he could not undo the past, and the Great Spirit would not change His law. But he found a way of deliverance. The Great Spirit himself came down to earth, and, as the man Jesus Christ, paid the price of the broken law with His own blood, so that guilty, but forgiven, man might go free. Now, if the Great Spirit could pardon the guilty and set them free, would it be wrong in Bearpaw to follow His example?

This was such a new idea to the Indian that he did not at first reply. He stood, with folded arms and knitted brow, pondering the question. At last he spoke slowly  

Bearpaw knows not the thing about which his paleface brother speaks. It may be true. It seems very strange. He will inquire into the matter hereafter. But the laws that guide the Great Spirit are not the laws that guide men. What may be fit in Him, may not be fit in them.

My dark-skinned brother is wrong, said Hendrick. The law that guides the Great Spirit, and that should guide all His creatures, is one and the same. It is the law of love.

Was it love that induced the palefaces to kill Little Beaver and steal Rising Sun? demanded the chief fiercely.

It was not, replied Hendrick; it was sin; and Bearpaw has now an opportunity to act like the Great Spirit by forgiving those who, he thinks, have sinned against him.

Never! returned the chief vehemently. The palefaces shall die; but they shall live one day longer while this matter is considered in council, for it is only children who act in haste. Go! Bearpaw has spoken.

To have secured even the delay of a single day was almost more than the prisoners friends had hoped for, and they resolved to make the most of it.

Now, Hendrick, said Paul, when they were in the tent that had been set aside for their use, we must be prepared, you and I, to give the chief a full account of our religion; for, depend on it, his mind has been awakened, and he wont rest satisfied with merely discussing the subject with his men of war.

True, Paul; what do you propose to do?

The first thing I shall do is to pray for guidance. After that I will talk with you.

For my part, said Captain Trench, as Paul rose and left the tent, I see no chance of moving that savage by religion or anything else, so Ill go an make arrangements for the carryin out o my plans. Come along to the woods with me, Olly, I shall want your help.

Father, said the boy, in a serious tone, as they entered the forest, surely you dont mean to carry out in earnest the plan you spoke of to Grummidge and the others yesterday?

Why not, my son?

Because we are sure to be all killed if you do. As well might we try to stop the rising tide as to subdue a whole tribe of savages.

And would you, Olly, said the seaman, stopping and looking sternly at the boy, would you advise me to be so mean as to look on at the slaughter of my shipmates without making one effort to save them?

I would never advise you to do anything mean, father; an if I did so advise you, you wouldnt do it; but the effort you think of makin would not save the men. It would only end in all of us bein killed.

Well, and what o that? Would it be the first time that men have been killed in a good cause?

But a cause cant be a good one unless some good comes of it! If there was a chance at all, I would say go at em, daddy, an bowl em down like skittles, but you know theres no chance in your plan. Boltin into the woods an gittin lost would be little use in the face o savages that can track a deer by invisible footprints. An fighting them would be like fighting moskitoes  one thousand down, another thousand come on! Besides, when you an I are killed  which were sure to be  what would come o mother, sittin there all alone, day after day, wonderin why we never come back, though we promised to do so? Think how anxious itll make her for years to come, an how broken-hearted at last; an think how careful she always was of you. Dont you remember in that blessed letter she sent me, just before we sailed, how she tells me to look well after you, an sew the frogs on your sea-coat when they git loose, for she knows youll never do it yourself, but will be fixin it up with a wooden skewer or a bit o rope-yarn. An how I was to see an make you keep your feet dry by changin your hose for you when you were asleep, for youd never change them yourself till all your toes an heels came through em. Ah! daddy, it will be a bad job for mother if they kill you and me!

But what can I do, Olly? said the mariner, in a somewhat husky voice, when this pathetic picture was presented to his view. Your mother would be the last to advise me to stand by and look on without moving a finger to save em. What can I do, Olly? What can I do?

This question was more easily put than answered. Poor Oliver looked as perplexed as his sire.

Praps, he said, we might do as Paul said hed do, an pray about it.

Well, we might do worse, my son. If I only could believe that the Almighty listens to us an troubles Himself about our small affairs, I

Dont you think it likely, father, interrupted the boy, that if the Almighty took the trouble to make us, He will take the trouble to think about and look after us?

Theres somethin in that, Olly. Common sense points out that theres somethin in that.

Whether or not the captain acted on his sons suggestion, there is no record to tell. All we can say is that he spent the remainder of that day in a very disturbed, almost distracted, state of mind, now paying short visits to the prisoners, anon making sudden rushes towards the chiefs tent with a view to plead their cause, and checking himself on remembering that he knew no word of the Indian tongue; now and then arguing hotly with Paul and Hendrick, that all had not been done which might or ought to have been done, and sometimes hurrying into the woods alone.

Meanwhile, as had been anticipated, the chief sent for Hendrick and Paul to demand an explanation of the strange words which they had used about forgiveness and the broken law of the Great Spirit and Jesus Christ.

It would be out of place here to enter into the details of all that was said on both sides, but it may not be uninteresting to state that, during the discussion, both the palefaces and the red men became so intensely absorbed in contemplation of the vast region of comparatively new thought into which they were insensibly led, that they forgot for the time being the main object of the meeting, namely, the ultimate fate of the captives.

That the chief and his warriors were deeply impressed with the Gospel message was evident, but it was equally evident that the former was not to be moved from his decision, and in this the warriors sympathised with him. His strong convictions in regard to retributive justice were not to be shaken.

No, he said, at the end of the palaver, the blood of a Bethuck has been shed; the blood of the palefaces must flow.

But tell him that that is not just even according to his own views, said Paul. The blood of one paleface ought to suffice for the blood of one Bethuck.

This was received in silence. Evidently it had some weight with the chief.

The paleface is right, he said, after a minutes thought. Only one shall die. Let the prisoners decide among themselves who shall be killed. Go, Bearpaw has spoken  waugh!

A few minutes later, and the prisoners, with their friends, were assembled in the cave discussing this new phase of their case.

Its horrible! said Grummidge. Dye think the chief is really in earnest?

There can be no doubt of it, said Hendrick.

Then, my lads, Ill soon bid ye all farewell, for as I was your leader when the so-called murder was done, Im bound in honour to take the consequences.

Not at all, cried Squill, whose susceptible heart was touched with this readiness to self-sacrifice. You cant be spared yet, Grummidge; if any man shud die its the Irishman. Shure its used we are to bein kilt, anyhow!

Therell be none o you killed at all, cried Captain Trench, starting up with looks of indignation. Ill go and carry out my plans  ah! you neednt look like that, Olly, wi your poor mothers reproachful eyes, for Im determined to do it, right or wrong!




Chapter Twenty Three.

Deliverance.

Fortunately for Captain Trench, and indeed for the whole party, the execution of his plan was rendered unnecessary by an incident the full significance of which requires that we should transport the reader to another, but not far distant, part of the beautiful wilderness of Newfoundland.

Under the boughs of a spreading larch, on the summit of a mound which commanded a wide prospect of plain and morass, sat an Indian woman. She might have been taken for an old woman, so worn and thin was she, and so hollow were her cheeks; but the glossy blackness of her hair, the smoothness of her brow, and the glitter of her dark eyes told that she was yet in her youthful years.

She sat perfectly listless, with a vacant yet steadfast expression on her thin features, as if she were dreaming with her eyes open. The view before her was such as might indeed arouse the admiration of the most stolid; but it was evident that she took no notice of it, for her eyes were fixed on the clouds above the horizon.

Long she sat, almost motionless, thus gazing into space. Then she began to sing in a low sweet voice a plaintive air, which rose and fell for some time more like a tuneful wail than a song. Suddenly, and in the very midst of her song, she burst into a wild laugh, which increased in vehemence until it rang through the forest in a scream so terrible that it could be accounted for by nothing but insanity. That the poor creatures reason was indeed dethroned became evident from her subsequent movements, for after falling backwards from the exhaustion produced by her effort, or, it might be, from the sheer weakness resulting from partial starvation, she got up and began quietly to cut up and devour raw a small bird which she had killed with a stone. Strengthened a little by this food, she rose and made a futile effort to draw more closely around her a little shawl, or rather kerchief of deerskin, which covered her shoulders, shuddering with cold as she did so.

Her short leathern gown and leggings were so soiled and torn that the ornamental work with which they had been originally decorated was almost invisible, and the moccasins she had worn hung in mere shreds upon her little feet.

Rising slowly, and with a weary sigh, the poor creature descended the side of the hill and entered the forest at the foot of it.

Lying concealed in a neighbouring thicket an Indian youth had watched the motions of the girl. It was evident, from his gaze of surprise, that he had just discovered her. It was equally evident, from his expression of perplexity, that he hesitated to intrude upon one who, he could not help seeing, was mad; but when she moved forward he followed her with the soft wary tread of a panther.

At first the girls step was slow and listless. Then it became rapid. A fit of excitement seemed to come on, and she began to run. Presently the excitement seemed to have passed, for she fell again into the listless walk. After a time she sat down, and recommenced her low wailing song.

At this point, taking advantage of a neighbouring thicket, the young Indian drew as near to the girl as possible, and, in a low voice, uttered the Indian word for Rising Sun!

Starting violently, the girl turned round, stretched out both arms, and, with intense hope expressed in every feature, took a step forward. In an instant the expression vanished. Another terrible scream resounded in the air, and, turning quickly away, she fled like a hunted deer.

The young man pursued, but he evidently did not try to overtake her  only to keep her in sight. The maniac did not choose her course, but ran straight before her, leaping over fallen trees and obstructions with a degree of agility and power that seemed marvellous. Sometimes she shrieked as she ran, sometimes she laughed fiercely, but she never looked back. At last she came to a small lake  about a quarter of a mile wide. She did not attempt to skirt it, but went straight in with a wild rush, and, being well able to swim, struck out for the opposite shore. The young man followed without hesitation, but could not overtake her, and when he landed she had disappeared in the woods beyond.

Skilled to follow a trail, however, the youth soon recovered sight of her, but still did not try to overtake her  only to keep her in view.

At length the fire which had sustained the poor creature seemed to have burned itself out. In attempting to leap over a low bush Rising Sun stumbled, fell, and lay as if dead.

The Indian youth came up and, raising her in his arms, looked very sadly into her face. She still breathed, but gave no other sign of life. The youth, therefore, lifted her from the ground. He was tall and strong. She was small in person, and reduced almost to skin and bone. He carried her in his arms as though she had been but a little child, and, an hour later, bore her into the Indian camp, for which for many days past she had been making  straight as the arrow flies from the bow.

He carried her at once to the chiefs tent and laid his burden softly down, at the same time explaining how and where he had found her.

Bearpaw sprang up with an air of excitement which an Indian seldom displays. Evidently his feelings were deeply touched, as he knelt and raised the girls head. Then he ordered his chief squaw to supply Rising Sun with some warm food.

It was evening when this occurred. Most of the people were supping in their tents. No one was with the chief save his own family and two of his braves.

When the poor maniac revived under the influence of the warm food, she started up with wild looks and sought again to fly, but was forcibly detained by one of the braves.

Oh, let me go  let me go!  to his mother! she wailed piteously, for she felt herself to be helpless in the youths strong grasp.

Has Rising Sun forgotten Bearpaw? said the chief tenderly, as he stood before her.

Yes  yes  no. I have not forgotten, she said, passing her hand over her brow; but, oh! let me go to her before I die!

Rising Sun shall not die. She is among friends now. The pale-faced enemies who killed Little Beaver can do her no harm.

Killed him  enemies! murmured the poor girl, as if perplexed; then, quickly, Yes  yes  he is dead. Does not Rising Sun know it? Did she not see it with her own eyes? He was killed  killed!

The poor girls voice rose as she spoke until it was almost a shriek.

Rising Sun, said the chief, in a tone which the girl could not choose but obey, tell us who killed him?

Killed him? No one killed him! she answered, with a return of the perplexed look. He missed his footing and fell over the cliff, and the Great Spirit took him.

Then the palefaces had nothing to do with it? asked the chief eagerly.

Oh! yes; the palefaces had to do with it. They were there, and Rising Sun saw all that they did; but they did not see her, for when she saw them coming she hid herself, being in great fear. And she knew that Little Beaver was dead. No man could fall from such a cliff and live. Dead  dead! Yes, he is dead. Oh! let me go.

Not yet, Rising Sun. What did the palefaces do? Did they take his scalp?

No; oh! no. The palefaces were kind. They lifted him tenderly. They dug his grave. They seemed as if they loved him like myself. Then they went away, and then  Rising Sun forgets! She remembers running and bounding like the deer. She cannot  she forgets!

The poor girl stopped speaking, and put her hand to her brow as if to restrain the tumult of her thoughts. Then, suddenly, she looked up with a wild yet intelligent smile.

Yes, she remembers now. Her heart was broken, and she longed to lay it on the breast of Little Beavers mother  who loved him so well. She knew where the wigwams of Bearpaw stood, and she ran for them as the bee flies when laden with honey to its home. She forgets much. Her mind is confused. She slept, she fell, she swam, she was cold  cold and hungry  but  but now she has come home. Oh, let me go!

Let her go, said the chief, in a low voice.

The young brave loosed his hold, and Rising Sun bounded from the tent.

It was dark by that time, but several camp-fires threw a lurid glare over the village, so that she had no difficulty in finding the hut of her dead husbands mother, for, during the interchange of several visits between members of the two tribes, she had become very familiar with the camp. All ignorant of the poor maniacs arrival, for the news had not yet spread, the mother of Little Beaver sat embroidering a moccasin with dyed quill-work. The traces of profound grief were on her worn face, and her meek eyes were dim as she raised them to see who lifted the curtain of the tent so violently.

Only one word was uttered by Rising Sun as she sprang in and fell on her knees before the old woman: Mother!

No cry was uttered, not even an expression of surprise moved the old womans face; but her ready arms were extended, and the girl laid her head, with a long-drawn sigh, upon the old bosom.

Long did she lie there that night, while a tender hand smoothed her coal-black hair, and pressed the thin cheek to a warm throbbing heart, which feared to move lest the girls rest should be disturbed; but there was no need to fear that. Even the loving old heart could no longer warm the cheek that was slowly but surely growing cold. When the face was at last turned anxiously towards the firelight it was seen that a rest which could not be disturbed had been found at last  for Rising Sun was dead.

While this solemn scene was enacting in the old mothers tent, a very different one was taking place in the cave prison, where the captives still sat, bound hand and foot leaning against the wall.

Captain Trench and his son sat in front of them. A small fire burned in the cave, the smoke of which found an exit among the crevices of the high roof. It cast a lurid light on the faces of the men and on projections of the wall, but left the roof in profound darkness.

The captain was still much excited, for the moment for his desperate venture was rapidly approaching.

Now, Grummidge, he said, in a low but earnest voice, its of no use your objectin any more, for Ive made up my mind to do it.

Which means, returned the seaman, that for the sake of savin my life, youre a-goin to risk your own and the lives of all consarned. Now its my opinion that as the sayin goes, of two evils a man should choose the least. Its better that I should die quietly than that the whole of us should die fightin, and, maybe, killin savages as well, which would be of no manner of use, dye see. I can only die once, you know, so I advise ye to give it up, an leave the whole matter in the hands of Providence.

Not at all, said Squill stoutly. Its my opinion that when theyve kilt you, Grummidge, theyll be like tigers when theyve tasted blood: theyll want to kill the rest of us. No; Ive made up me mind to bolt, and, if need be, fight, an so has all the rest on us  so heave ahead, cappen, an tell us what weve got to do.

Well, boys, here it is, said the captain. You see this weapon. He took up the heavy bludgeon that Oliver had made for himself on commencing his travels in Newfoundland. Well, Ive brought this here every time Ive come just to get the two sentries accustomed to see me with it. This is your last night on earth, Grummidge, so Im goin to pay you an extra visit about midnight, by way of sayin farewell. As I pass the sentries  who are quite used to me now  Ill fetch the first one I come to such a crack with this here that he will give no alarm. Before the other has time to wink Ill treat him to the same. Its a mean sort o thing to do, but necessity has no law, so Ive made up my mind to go through with it.

Itll be a bad look-out if you do, said Grummidge.

Itll be a worse look-out if I dont, replied the captain. Then, when thats done, he continued, Ill cut your lashins, an well crowd all sail for the woods, where I have already concealed some arms an dried deers-meat, an if we cant get fair off and make for the east coast, well get on the top o some mound or rock an show these Redskins what English seamen can do when theyre hard pressed.

Not to mintion Irish wans! said Squill.

An have Master Paul an Hendrick agreed to fall in wi this mad plan? asked Grummidge.

No, I cant say they have. To say truth, considerin that Hendricks a relation o the Redskins an that Master Paul is his friend, I thought it best to say nothing to them about it. So Ill

He was interrupted here by the sudden entrance of Hendrick and Paul themselves, accompanied by Bearpaw and the sentries. To one of the latter the chief gave an order, and the man, drawing his knife, advanced to Grummidge. The seaman instinctively shrank from him, but was agreeably surprised on having his bonds cut. The others having also been liberated, the chief said:  

My pale-faced brothers are free.

Yes, lads, said Paul, heartily grasping Grummidge by the hand. God has sent deliverance at the eleventh hour  you are all free.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Last.

The joy with which the news was received by our seamen and their friends was somewhat marred by the death of the poor girl who had unconsciously been the means of their deliverance. During several days there was profound grief in the Indian village, for Rising Sun had been a favourite with every one.

About this time one or two scattered bands of the party, which had gone to attack the paleface settlement, returned to the village, and when they found what had occurred in their absence, their enmity was turned into friendship, and general goodwill prevailed among all.

From the men just arrived Paul and his friends heard of the fate of poor Swinton and Jim Heron, but at the same time were relieved to find that none of the other seamen had been slain.

A grand council and palaver was held in front of Bearpaws tent not long afterwards. It was a very grave and orderly council  one which would contrast favourably with many of our nineteenth century councils, for those savages had not at that time acquired the civilised capacity for open offhand misrepresentation, calumny, and personal abuse which is so conspicuous in these days, and which must be so gratifying to those who maintain that civilisation is the grand panacea for all the moral ills that flesh is heir to. Whether the Bethucks ever improved in this matter is not known, for history is silent on the point; but it is, perhaps, of little consequence, the Bethuck race having become extinct.

It is now a matter for our consideration, my friends and warriors, said Bearpaw, in opening the palaver, whether the palefaces are to spend the winter here and hunt with us, or to return to the Crooked Lake to stay with our kinsman, the white hunter, and his wife, the sweet singer. Of course, my warriors know well that we could keep the palefaces by force just as easily as we could take their scalps, if we were so disposed; but Bearpaw is not a tyrant. He will not inflict kindness on his friends. His heart is great. It swells within him. Something inside of him whispers, Let them do as they please. That must be right, for if circumstances were reversed, it would be right to let Bearpaw do as he pleases.

The chief paused and looked sternly round, as if to say, Contradict that if you dare! Possibly he felt that the something inside of him might have stated the golden rule more simply. Returning to the point, he continued  

Bearpaw is glad that Rising Sun came home before he killed the palefaces, for her words have saved their lives. He is also glad that the friends of the palefaces came, for they have taught him wisdom. They have shown him that he was going to act in haste; they have told him that the Great Spirit orders all events here, and the Great Spirit himself has proved the truth of what they said; for, when Bearpaw refused to believe the palefaces, He sent Rising Sun to confirm their words, and to convince Bearpaw that he was wrong.

Again the chief paused, and looked round upon his men, some of whom appeared to dissent from what he said in condemnation of himself by slightly shaking their heads.

Bethuck warriors, continued the chief, have often told Bearpaw that he is wise. Bearpaw now tells his warriors that they are fools  fools for telling their chief that he is wise! If he had been wise he would not have come so near to shedding the blood of innocent men; but the Great Spirit prevented him. If the Great Spirit had not prevented him, still that would have been right, for the Great Spirit cannot do wrong, and He is not bound to give explanations to his creatures; though, doubtless, we will do it in the end. The heart of Bearpaw is grateful to his paleface brothers, and he would be glad if they will stay to hunt over his lands and palaver in his wigwam during the winter; but if they prefer to go, they may do as they please. Waugh! Bearpaw has spoken.

The chief sat down with emphasis, as if he felt that he had done his duty, and his men uttered a decided Ho! of approval.

Then Hendrick rose, and, looking round the circle with that grave dignity of countenance and manner which was not less natural to himself than characteristic of his Indian friends, delivered himself as follows:  

I and my friends are glad that Bearpaw recognises the hand of the Great Spirit in all that has occurred, for we rejoice to believe that He is the great First Cause of all things, and that men are only second causes, gifted, however, with the mysterious power to do evil.

In thanking my Bethuck brother and his warriors for their kind invitation  I speak for all my party  we are all grateful, and we would greatly like to spend the winter here, and enjoy the hospitality of our red brothers. Especially would my friend Paul Burns rejoice to read more to you from his wonderful writing, and explain it; but we cannot stay. My paleface brothers wish to return with me to Crooked Lake, where the sweet singer and her little ones await the return of the hands that feed and protect them.

Hendrick, pausing, looked round and received some nods of approval at this point.

The winter is long, however, he continued, and when the snow is deep over all the land we can put on our snow-shoes and revisit Bearpaw; or, better still, Bearpaw and his warriors may come to Crooked Lake, when the sweet singer and her daughter will give them hearty welcome, supply them with more food than they can consume, and cause their ears and hearts to thrill with music.

Hendrick paused again, and decided marks of approval greeted his last words.

But, my friends and kinsmen, he resumed, when winter draws to a close, the palefaces will go to the coast to see how it fares with their comrades, and to try whether it is not possible for them to make a big canoe in which to cross the great Salt Lake, for some of them have wives and mothers, sisters, fathers, and other relations whom they love, in the mighty land that lies far away where the sun rises  the land of my own fathers, about which I have often talked to you. If they cannot make a big enough canoe, they will wait and hope till another great canoe, like the one they lost, comes to this island  as come it surely will, bringing many palefaces to settle in the land.

When they come they shall be welcome, said Bearpaw, as Hendrick sat down, and we will hunt for them till they learn to hunt for themselves; we will teach them how to capture the big fish with the red flesh, and show them how to track the deer through the wilderness  waugh! But will our guests not stay with us till the hard frosts set in?

No; we must leave before the deep snow falls, said Hendrick. Much of that which fell lately has melted away; so we will start for Crooked Lake without further delay.

The Indian chief bowed his head in acquiescence with this decision, and the very next day Paul and the captain and Oliver, with their rescued comrades and Strongbow, set out for Hendricks home, which they reached not long after, to find that all was well, that the old Indian servant had kept the family fully supplied with fish, flesh, and fowl; that no one had visited the islet since they left, that the sweet singers were in good voice; and that the family baby was as bright as ever, as great an anxiety to its mother, and as terrible a torment to its idolising nurse!

Among others who took up their abode at that time on the hunters islet was the large dog Blackboy. That faithful creature, having always had a liking for Hendrick, and finding that the old master and mistress never came back, had attached itself to the party of palefaces, and quietly accepted the English name of Blackboy.

Now, it is impossible, with the space at our command, to recount all the sayings and doings of this section of the Water Wagtails crew during that winter: how they built a hut for themselves close to that of their host; how they learned to walk on snowshoes when the deep snow came; how, when the lake set fast and the thick ice formed a highway to the shore, little Oscar taught Oliver Trench how to cut holes through to the water and fish under the ice; how hunting, sledging, football, and firewood-cutting became the order of the day; supping, story-telling, singing, and reading the manuscript Gospel according to John, the order of the evening, and sleeping like tops, with occasional snoring, the order of the night, when the waters were thus arrested by the power of frost, and the land was smothered in snow. All this and a great deal more must be left untold, for, as we have said, or hinted, or implied before, matters of greater moment claim our attention.

One night, towards the close of that winter, Paul Burns suggested that it was about time to go down to the coast and visit their comrades there.

So say I, remarked Grummidge, who at the time was feeding the baby, to the grave satisfaction of Blackboy.

Sure, an Im agreeable, said Squills, who was too busy feeding himself to say more.

As Little Stubbs, George Blazer, Fred Taylor, and David Garnet were of the same opinion, and Hendrick had no objection, except that Trueheart, Goodred, and Oscar would be very sorry to part with them, and the family baby would be inconsolable, it was decided that a start should be made without delay.

They set out accordingly, Hendrick and Strongbow alternately leading, and, as it is styled, beating the track, while the rest followed in single file. It was a long, hard journey, but our travellers were by that time inured to roughing it in the cold. Every night they made their camp by digging a hole in the snow under the canopy of a tree, and kindling a huge fire at one end thereof. Every morning at dawn they resumed the march over the snow-clad wilderness, and continued till sun-down. Thus, day by day they advanced, living on the dried meat they carried on their backs, and the fresh meat and ptarmigan they procured with bolt and arrow. At last they reached the coast.

It was a clear, sharp, starry night when they arrived at Wagtail Bay, with an unusually splendid aurora lighting them on their way. Anxious forebodings filled the breasts of most of the party, lest they should find that their comrades had perished; but on coming in sight of the principal hut, Oliver exclaimed, Theres a light in the window, and smoke coming from  hurr  !

He would have cheered, but Grummidge checked him.

Shut up your hatchway, lad! Let us see what they are about before goin in.

They all advanced noiselessly, Grummidge leading, Strongbow bringing up the rear. The hut had two windows of parchment, which glowed with the light inside, but through which they could not see, except by means of one or two very small holes, to which eager eyes were instantly applied. A most comfortable scene was presented, and jovial sounds smote the ears of those who listened. As far as they could make out every man of the crew was there, except, of course, Big Swinton and Jim Heron. Some were playing draughts, some were mending nets or fashioning bows, and others were telling stories or discussing the events of the past day.

But a great change for the better was perceptible both in words and manners, for some of the seed which Paul Burns had let fall by the wayside, had, all unexpectedly, found good ground in several hearts, and was already bearing fruit. Dick Swan and Spitfire no longer quarrelled as they played together, and Bob Crow no longer swore.

Heigho! exclaimed the latter at the end of a game, as he stretched his arms above his head, I wonder if well ever play draughts in Old England or see our friends again!

Youll see some of em to-night, anyhow, God bless ye, Bob Crow, cried Grummidge, as he flung open the door and sprang in, while his snow-sprinkled comrades came tramp, tramp, in a line behind him!

Who can describe that meeting as they shook hands, gasped, exclaimed, laughed  almost cried; while Blackboy leaped around wildly joyful at the sight of so many old friends? We will not attempt it; but, leaving them there, we will conduct the reader down to a small creek hard by, where a curious sight may be seen  a small ship on the stocks nearly finished, which will clearly be ready to launch on the first open water.

From the wreck of the old ship, tools, and timber, and cordage had been recovered. The forests of Newfoundland had supplied what was lacking. Ingenuity and perseverance did the rest. Need we add that the work went on merrily now that the wanderers had returned?

Hendrick stayed with them till the little ship was launched. With a pleased yet sorrowful expression he watched as the eager men tested her stability and her sailing powers, and rejoiced with them on finding that she worked well and answered to her helm smartly.

Good-bye, friends, and God watch over you and me till that day after which there shall be no more partings, he said, as they all shook hands for the last time.

He was left standing beside his Indian friend on the rocks when the Morning Star finally set sail. The tall forms of the two men were still visible when the little vessel rounded the neighbouring headland and turned its prow towards England. They stood there sadly watching the lessening sails till the ship became a mere speck on the horizon and finally disappeared.

Then Hendrick slowly re-entered the forest, and, followed by Strongbow, returned to his own home in the beautiful wilderness of Newfoundland.

THE END


THE EAGLE CLIFF
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Chapter One.

Begins the Tale  Naturally.

From the earliest records of history we learn that man has ever been envious of the birds, and of all other winged creatures. He has longed and striven to fly. He has also signally failed to do so.

We say failed advisedly, because his various attempts in that direction have usually resulted in disappointment and broken bones. As to balloons, we do not admit that they fly any more than do ships; balloons merely float and glide, when not otherwise engaged in tumbling, collapsing, and bursting.

This being so, we draw attention to the fact that the nearest approach we have yet made to the sensation of flying is that achieved by rushing down a long, smooth, steep hill-road on a well-oiled and perfect ball-bearings bicycle! Skating cannot compare with this, for that requires exertion; bicycling down hill requires none. Hunting cannot, no matter how splendid the mount, for that implies a certain element of bumping, which, however pleasant in itself, is not suggestive of the smooth swift act of flying.

We introduce this subject merely because thoughts somewhat similar to those which we have so inadequately expressed were burning in the brain of a handsome and joyful young man one summer morning not long ago, as, with legs over the handles, he flashed  if he did not actually fly  down one of our Middlesex hills on his way to London.

Urgent haste was in every look and motion of that young mans fine eyes and lithe body. He would have bought wings at any price had that been possible; but, none being yet in the market, he made the most of his wheel  a fifty-eight inch one, by the way, for the young mans legs were long, as well as strong.

Arrived at the bottom of the hill the hilarious youth put his feet to the treadles, and drove the machine vigorously up the opposite slope. It was steep, but he was powerful. He breathed hard, no doubt, but he never flagged until he gained the next summit. A shout burst from his lips as he rolled along the level top, for there, about ten miles off, lay the great city, glittering in the sunshine, and with only an amber-tinted canopy of its usual smoke above it.

Among the tall elms and in the flowering hedgerows between which he swept, innumerable birds warbled or twittered their astonishment that he could fly with such heedless rapidity through that beautiful country, and make for the dismal town in such magnificent weather. One aspiring lark overhead seemed to repeat, with persistent intensity, its trill of self gratulation that it had not been born a man. Even the cattle appeared to regard the youth as a sort of ornithological curiosity, for the sentiment, Well, you are a goose! was clearly written on their mild faces as he flew past them.

Over the hill-top he went  twelve miles an hour at the least  until he reached the slope on the other side; then down he rushed again, driving at the first part of the descent like an insane steam-engine, till the pace must have increased to twenty miles, at which point, the whirl of the wheel becoming too rapid, he was obliged once more to rest his legs on the handles, and take to repose, contemplation, and wiping his heated brow  equivalent this, we might say, to the floating descent of the sea-mew. Of course the period of rest was of brief duration, for, although the hill was a long slope, with many a glimpse of loveliness between the trees, the time occupied in its flight was short, and, at the bottom a rustic bridge, with an old inn and a thatched hamlet, with an awkwardly sharp turn in the road beyond it, called for wary and intelligent guidance of this lightning express.

Swiftly but safely to the foot of the hill went John Barret (that was the youths name), at ever-increasing speed, and without check; for no one seemed to be moving about in the quiet hamlet, and the old English inn had apparently fallen asleep.

A delicious undulating swoop at the bottom indicates the crossing of the bridge. A flash, and the inn is in rear. The hamlet displays no sign of life, nevertheless Barret is cautious. He lays a finger on the brake and touches the bell. He is half-way through the hamlet and all goes well; still no sign of life except  yes, this so-called proof of every rule is always forthcoming, except that there is the sudden appearance of one stately cock. This is followed immediately by its sudden and unstately disappearance. A kitten also emerges from somewhere, glares, arches, fuffs, becomes indescribable, and  is not! Two or three children turn up and gape, but do not recover in time to insult, or to increase the dangers of the awkward turn in the road which is now at hand.

Barret looks thoughtful. Must the pace be checked here? The road is open and visible. It is bordered by grass banks and ditches on either side. He rushes close to the left bank and, careering gracefully to the right like an Algerine felucca in a white squall, dares the laws of gravitation and centrifugal force to the utmost limitation, and describes a magnificent segment of a great circle. Almost before you can wink he is straight again, and pegging along with irresistible pertinacity.

Just beyond the hamlet a suburban lady is encountered, with clasped hands and beseeching eyes, for a loose hairy bundle, animated by the spirit of a dog, stands in the middle of the road, bidding defiance to the entire universe! The hairy bundle loses its head all at once, likewise its heart: it has not spirit left even to get out of the way. A momentary lean of the bicycle first to the left and then to the right describes what artists call the line of beauty, in a bight of which the bundle remains behind, crushed in spirit, but unhurt in body.

At the bottom of the next hill a small roadside inn greets our cyclist. That which cocks, kittens, dangers, and dogs could not effect, the inn accomplishes. He slows. In front of the door he describes an airy circlet, dismounting while yet in motion, leans the lightning express against the wall, and enters. What! does that vigorous, handsome, powerful fellow, in the flush of early manhood, drink? Ay, truly he does.

Glass of bitter, sir? asks the exuberant landlord.

Ginger, says the young man, pointing significantly to a bit of blue ribbon in his button-hole.

Come far to-day, sir? asks the host, as he pours out the liquid.

Fifty miles  rather more, says Barret, setting down the glass.

Fine weather, sir, for bicycling, says the landlord, sweeping in the coppers.

Very; good-day.

Before that cheery Good-day had ceased to affect the publicans brain Barret was again spinning along the road to London.

It was the road on which the mail coaches of former days used to whirl, to the merry music of bugle, wheel, and whip, along which so many men and women had plodded in days gone by, in search of fame and fortune and happiness: some, to find these in a greater or less degree, with much of the tinsel rubbed off, others, to find none of them, but instead thereof, wreck and ruin in the mighty human whirlpool; and not a few to discover the fact that happiness does not depend either on fortune or fame, but on spiritual harmony with God in Jesus Christ.

Pedestrians there still were on that road, bound for the same goal, and, doubtless, with similar aims; but mail and other coaches had been driven from the scene.

Barret had the broad road pretty much to himself.

Quickly he ran into the suburban districts, and here his urgent haste had to be restrained a little.

What if I am too late! he thought, and almost involuntarily put on a spurt.

Soon he entered the crowded thoroughfares, and was compelled to curb both steed and spirit. Passing through one of the less-frequented streets in the neighbourhood of Finchley Road, he ventured to give the rein to his willing charger.

But here Fortune ceased to smile  and Fortune was to be commended for her severity.

Barret, although kind, courteous, manly, sensitive, and reasonably careful, was not just what he ought to have been. Although a hero, he was not perfect. He committed the unpardonable sin of turning a street corner sharply! A thin little old lady crossed the road at the same identical moment, slowly. They met! Who can describe that meeting? Not the writer, for he did not see it; mores the pity! Very few people saw it, for it was a quiet corner. The parties concerned cannot be said to have seen, though they felt it. Both went down. It was awful, really, to see a feeble old lady struggling with an athlete and a bicycle!

Two little street boys, and a ragged girl appeared as if by magic. They always do!

Oh! I say! Aint he bin and squashed er?

Such was the remark of one of the boys.

Pancakes is plump to er, was the observation of the other.

The ragged girl said nothing, but looked unspeakable things.

Burning with shame, trembling with anxiety, covered with dust and considerably bruised, Barret sprang up, left his fallen steed, and, raising the little old lady with great tenderness in his arms, sat her on the pavement with her back against the railings, while he poured out abject apologies and earnest inquiries.

Strange to say the old lady was not hurt in the least  only a good deal shaken and very indignant.

Stranger still, a policeman suddenly appeared in the distance. At the same time a sweep, a postman, and a servant girl joined the group.

Young Barret, as we have said, was sensitive. To become the object and centre of a crowd in such circumstances was overwhelming. A climax was put to his confusion, when one of the street arabs, observing the policeman, suddenly exclaimed:  

Oh! I say, eres a bobby! What a lark. Wont you be ad up before the beaks? Itll be a case o murder.

No, it wont, retorted the other boy; itll be a case o manslaughter an attempted suicide jined.

Barret started up, allowing the servant maid to take his place, and saw the approaching constable. Visions of detention, publicity, trial, conviction, condemnation, swam before him.

A reglar Krismas panty-mime for nuffin! remarked the ragged girl, breaking silence for the first time.

Scarcely knowing what he did, Barret leaped towards his bicycle, set it up, vaulted into the saddle, as he well knew how, and was safely out of sight in a few seconds.

Yet not altogether safe. A guilty conscience pursued, overtook, and sat upon him. Shame and confusion overwhelmed him. Up to that date he had been honourable, upright, straightforward; as far as the worlds estimation went, irreproachable. Now, in his own estimation, he was mean, false, underhand, sneaking!

But he did not give way to despair. He was a true hero, else we would not have had anything to write about him. Suddenly he slowed, frowned, compressed his lips, described a complete circle  in spite of a furniture van that came in his way  and deliberately went back to the spot where the accident had occurred; but there was no little lady to be seen. She had been conveyed away, the policeman was gone, the little boys were gone, the ragged girl, sweep, postman, and servant maid  all were gone, like the baseless fabric of a vision, leaving only new faces and strangers behind to wonder what accident and thin old lady the excited youth was asking about  so evanescent are the incidents that occur; and so busily pre-occupied are the human torrents that rush in the streets of London!

The youth turned sadly from the spot and continued his journey at a slower pace. As he went along, the thought that the old lady might have received internal injuries, and would die, pressed heavily upon him: Thus, he might actually be a murderer, at the best a man-slaughterer, without knowing it, and would carry in his bosom a dreadful secret, and a terrible uncertainty, to the end of his life!

Of course he could go to that great focus of police energy  Scotland Yard  and give himself up; but on second thoughts he did not quite see his way to that. However, he would watch the daily papers closely. That evening, in a frame of mind very different from the mental condition in which he had set out on his sixty miles ride in the afternoon John Barret presented himself to his friend and old schoolfellow, Bob Mabberly.

Youre a good fellow, Barret; I knew you would come; but you look warm. Have you been running? asked Mabberly, opening the door of his lodging to his friend. Come in: I have news for you. Giles Jackman has agreed to go. Isnt that a comfort? for, besides his rare and valuable sporting qualities, he is more than half a doctor, which will be important, you know, if any of us should get ill or come to grief. Sit down and well talk it over.

Now, it was a telegram from Bob Mabberly which led John Barret to suddenly undertake a sixty miles ride that day, and which was thus the indirect cause of the little old lady being run down. The telegram ran as follows:  

Come instanter. As you are. Clothes unimportant. Yacht engaged. Crew also. Sail, without fail, Thursday. Plenty more to say when we meet.

Now, you see, Bob, with your usual want of precision, or care, or some such quality

Stop, Barret. Do be more precise in the use of language. How can the want of a thing be a quality?

You are right, Bob. Let me say, then, that with your usual unprecision and carelessness you sent me a telegram, which could not reach me till late on Wednesday night, after all trains were gone, telling me that you sail, without fail, on Thursday, but leaving me to guess whether you meant Thursday morning or evening.

How stupid! My dear fellow, I forgot that!

Just so. Well to make sure of losing no time, instead of coming here by trains, which, as you know, are very awkward and slow in our neighbourhood, besides necessitating long waits and several changes, I just packed my portmanteau, gun, rods, etcetera, and gave directions to have them forwarded here by the first morning train, then took a few winks of sleep, and at the first glimmer of daylight mounted my wheel and set off across country as straight as country roads would permit of  and  here I am.

True, Barret, and in good time for tea too. We dont sail till morning, for the tide does not serve till six oclock, so that will give us plenty of time to put the finishing touches to our plans, allow your things to arrive, and permit of our making  or, rather, renewing  our acquaintance with Giles Jackman. You remember him, dont you?

Yes, faintly. He was a broad, sturdy, good-humoured, reckless, little boy when I last saw him at old Blatherbys school.

Just so. Your portrait is correct. I saw him last month, after a good many years interval, and he is exactly what he was, but considerably exaggerated at every point. He is not, indeed, a little, but a middle sized man now; as good-humoured as ever; much more reckless; sturdier and broader a great deal, with an amount of hair about his lip, chin, and head generally that would suffice to fit out three or four average men. He has been in India  in the Woods and Forests Department, or something of that sort  and has killed tigers, elephants, and such-like by the hundred, they say; but Ive met him only once or twice, and he dont speak much about his own doings. He is home on sick-leave just now.

Sick-leave! Will he be fit to go with us? asked Barret, doubtfully.

Fit! cried Mabberly. Ay, much more fit than you are, strong and vigorous though you be, for the voyage home has not only cured him; it has added superabundant health. Voyages always do to sick Anglo-Indians, dont you know? However ill a man may be in India, all he has to do is to obtain leave of absence and get on board of a ship homeward bound, and straightway health, rushing in upon him like a river, sends him home more than cured. So now our party is made up, yacht victualled, anchor tripped; and alls well that ends well.

But all is not ended, Bob. Things have only begun, and, as regards myself, they have begun disastrously, said Barret, who thereupon related the incident of the little old lady being run down.

My dear fellow, cried Mabberly, laughing, excuse me, dont imagine me indifferent to the sufferings of the poor old thing; but do you really suppose that one who was tough enough, after such a collision, to sit up at all, with or without the support of the railings, and give way to indignant abuse

Not abuse, Bob, indignant looks and sentiments; she was too thorough a lady to think of abuse

Well, well; call it what you please; but you may depend upon it that she is not much hurt, and you will hear nothing more about the matter.

Thats it! Thats the very thing that I dread, returned Barret, anxiously. To go through life with the possibility that I may be an uncondemned and unhung murderer is terrible to think of. Then I cant get over the meanness of my running away so suddenly. If any one had said I was capable of such conduct I should have laughed at him. Yet have I lived to do it  contemptibly  in cold blood.

Contemptibly it may have been, but not in cold blood, for did you not say you were roused to a state of frenzied alarm at the sight of the bobby? and assuredly, although unhung as yet, you are not uncondemned, if self-condemnation counts for anything. Come, dont take such a desponding view of the matter. We shall see the whole affair in the morning papers before sailing, with a report of the old ladys name and condition  I mean condition of health  as well as your unmanly flight, without leaving your card; so youll be able to start with an easy  Ha! a cab! yes, its Jackman. I know his manservant, said Mabberly, as he looked out at the window.

Another moment and a broad-chested man, of about five-and-twenty, with a bronzed face  as far as hair left it visible  a pair of merry blue eyes, and a hearty manner, was grasping his old schoolfellows by the hand, and endeavouring to trace the likeness in John Barret to the quiet little boy whom he used to help with his tasks many years before.

Man, who would have thought you could have grown into such a great long-legged fellow? he said stepping back to take a more perfect look at his friend, who returned the compliment by asking who could have imagined that he would have turned into a Zambezian gorilla.

Wherell I put it, sor? demanded a voice of metallic bassness in the doorway.

Down there  anywhere, Quin, said Jackman turning quickly; and be off as fast as you can to see after that rifle and cartridges.

Yes, sor, returned the owner of the bass voice, putting down a small portmanteau, straightening himself, touching his forehead with a military salute, and stalking away solemnly.

I say, Giles, its not often one comes across a zoological specimen like that. Where did you pick him up? asked Mabberly.

In the woods and forests of course, said Jackman, where I have picked up everything of late  from salary to jungle fevers. Hes an old soldier  also on sick-leave, though he does not look like it. He came originally from the west of Ireland, I believe; but theres little of the Irishman left, save the brogue and the honesty. Hes a first-rate servant, if you know how to humour him, and, being a splendid cook, we shall find him useful.

I hope so, said Mabberly, with a dubious look.

Why, Bob, do you suppose I would have offered him as cook and steward if I had not felt sure of him?

Of course not; and I would not have accepted him if I had not felt sure of you, Giles, my boy; so come along and lets have something to eat.

But you have not yet told me, Bob, said Jackman, while the three friends were discussing their meal, what part of the world you intend to visit. Does your father give you leave to go wherever you please, and stay as long as you choose?

No; he limits me to the Western Isles.

Thats an indefinite limitation. Dyou mean the isles of the Western Pacific?

No; only those of the west of Scotland. And, to tell you the truth, I have no settled or definite plan. Having got leave to use the yacht all the summer on condition that I dont leave our own shores, I have resolved to begin by running at once to the wildest and farthest away part of the kingdom, leaving circumstances to settle the rest.

A circumstantial account of the matter, no doubt, yet rather vague. Have you a good crew?

Yes; two men and a boy, one of the men being skipper, and the nearest approach to a human machine you ever saw. He is a Highlander, a thorough seaman, hard as mahogany and about as dark, stiff as a poker, self-contained, silent, except when spoken to, and absolutely obedient.

And we set sail to-morrow, early? asked Barret.

Yes; after seeing the morning papers, said Mabberly with a laugh.

This, of course, turned the conversation on the accident, much to the distress of Barret, who feared that the jovial, off-hand reckless man from the woods and forests would laugh at and quiz him more severely than his friend Bob. To his surprise and great satisfaction, however, he found that his fears were groundless, for Jackman listened to the account of the incident quite gravely, betrayed not the slightest tendency to laugh, or even smile; asked a good many questions in an interested tone, spoke encouragingly as to the probable result, and altogether showed himself to be a man of strong sympathy as well as high spirits.

Next morning found our three adventurers dropping down the Thames with the first of the ebb tide, and a slight breeze from the south-west; Mabberly and Jackman in the very small cabin looking after stores, guns, rods, etcetera; Barret anxiously scanning the columns of a newspaper; Quin and the skipper making each others acquaintance with much of the suspicion observable in two bull-dogs who meet accidentally; the boy in the fore part of the vessel coiling ropes; and the remainder of the crew at the helm.

Port! port! stiddy, growled the skipper.

Port it is; steady, replied the steersman in a sing-song professional tone, as a huge steamer from the antipodes went slowly past, like a mighty leviathan of the deep.

Is it to the north, south, east, or west were bound for, captain? asked Quin, with a voice like that of a conciliatory bassoon.

I dont know where were bound for, growled the skipper slowly. Starboard a bit; stiddy!

Steady! sang out the man at the tiller.

A few hours carried them into the German Ocean. Here Quin thought he would try again for a little information.

Sure its nor-east were steerin, captain, he remarked in a casual way.

No, its not, growled the skipper, very much through his nose; shes headin west.

Its to somewhere that coorse will take us in the ind, no doubt, if we carry on? suggested Quin, interrogatively.

Ay; oot to sea, replied the skipper.

Quin was obliged to give it up for the time being.

For some time they were nearly becalmed; then, as the land dropped astern and the shades of night deepened, the wind fell altogether, and, when the stars came out, a profound calm prevailed over the gently undulating sea. The exuberant spirits of our three friends were subdued by the sweet influences around, and, as the hour for rest drew near, the conversation, which at first became fitful, dropped at last to silence.

This was broken at length by Jackman saying, to the surprise of his companions, What dyou say to reading a chapter before turning in? Im fond of striking whats called a key-note. If we begin this pleasure-trip with an acknowledgment of our dependence on God, we shall probably have a really pleasant time of it. What say you?

Both Mabberly and Barret gladly agreed to their friends proposal  for both had been trained in God-fearing families  though neither would have had the courage to make the proposal himself. The crew were invited to join, and thus family worship was established on board the Fairy from the first day.

Only one point is worthy of note in connection with this  although no one noted it particularly at the time, namely, that the portion of Scripture undesignedly selected contained that oft-quoted verse, Ye know not what a day may bring forth.

The truth of this was very soon thrust home upon them by stern experience.




Chapter Two.

The Voyage Auspiciously Begun and Promptly Ended.

A voyage up the east coast of Great Britain and through the Pentland Firth does not usually take a long time. When the vessel is a swift little schooner-yacht, and the breeze is stiff as well as fair, the voyage is naturally a brief one.

Everything favoured the little Fairy. Sun, moon, and stars cheered her, and winds were propitious, so that our voyagers soon found themselves skimming over the billows of the western sea.

It was one part of Mabberlys plan that he and his friends should do duty as part of the crew. He was himself accustomed to the handling of yachts, and Barret he knew had been familiar with the management of boats from childhood.

You can steer, of course? he had asked Giles Jackman almost as soon as they were fairly at sea.

Well, yees, oh yes. No doubt I could steer if I were to try.

Have you never tried? asked his friend in surprise.

Oh yes, I have tried  once. It was on an occasion when a number of us had gone on a picnic. We had to proceed part of the way to our destination by river in a small boat, which was managed by a regular old sea-dog  I forget his name, for we generally hailed him by the title of Old Salt. Some of the impatient members of the party suggested a little preliminary lunch. There are always people ready to back up impatient suggestions! It was agreed to, and Old Salt was ordered to open the provision basket, which had been stowed away in the bows of the boat. Would you steer, sir? said Old Salt to me, as he rose to go forward. Certainly, with pleasure, said I, for, as you know, its an old weakness of mine to be obliging! Well, in a few minutes they were all eating away as if theyd had no breakfast, while we went merrily down the river, with the current and a light breeze in our favour.

Suddenly Old Salt shouted something that was smothered in its passage through a bite of sandwich. I looked up, and saw a native canoe coming straight towards us. Port! roared Old Salt, in an explosion that cleared away half the sandwich. No, thankee; I prefer sherry, said I. But I stopped there, for I saw intuitively from the yell with which he interrupted me that something was wrong. Hard a-port! he cried, jumping up and scattering his rations. I shoved the tiller hard to the side that suggested itself, and hoped for the best. The worst followed, for we struck the native canoe amidships, as it was steering wildly out of our way, and capsized it! There were only two men in it, and they could swim like ducks; but the river was full of alligators, and two sharp-set ones were on the scent instantly. It is my opinion that those two natives would, then and there, have been devoured, if we had not run in between and made such a splashing and hullaballoo with boat-hook, oars, and voices, that the monsters were scared away. I have never steered since that day.

I dont wonder; and, with my consent, you shall not steer now, said Mabberly, laughing. Why, Giles, I was under the impression that you understood everything, and could do almost anything!

Quite a mistake, Bob, founded in error or superstition. You have confused the will with the deed. I am indeed willing to try anything, but my capacity for action is limited, like my knowledge. In regard to the higher mathematics, for instance, I know nothing. Copper-mining I do not understand. I may say the same with reference to Tartar mythology, and as regards the management of infants under two years I am densely ignorant.

But do you really know nothing at all about boats and ships, Giles? asked Barret, who, being a good listener, did not always shine as a speaker.

How can you ask such a question? Of course I know a great deal about them. They float, they sail and row, they steer

Rather badly sometimes, according to your own showing! remarked Barret.

Having cleared the Pentland Firth, Mabberly consulted the skipper one morning as to the prospects of the weather. Going to fall calm, I fear, he said, as McPherson came aft with his hands in his pilot-coat pockets.

Ay, sir, that iss true, what-ë-ver.

To pronounce the last word correctly, the central ë must be run into a long-drawn, not an interjectional, sound.

More-ö-ver, continued the skipper, in his drawling nasal tone, its goin to be thick.

Being a weather-wise man, the skipper proved to be right. It did come thick; then it cleared, and, as we have said, things became favourable until they got further out to sea. Then a fancy took possession of Mabberly  namely, to have a spin out into the Atlantic and see how it looked! It mattered not to Jackman or Barret what they did or where they went; the first being exuberantly joyous, the other quietly happy. So they had their run out to sea; but twenty-four hours of it sufficed  it became monotonous.

I think wed better go back now, suggested Mabberly.

Agreed, said his companions.

Iss it goin back youll be? asked the skipper.

Yes. Dont you think we may as well turn now? said Mabberly, who made it a point always, if possible, to carry the approbation of the skipper with him.

I think it wass petter if we had niver come oot.

Why so, Captain?

Because its comin on to plow. Putt her roond, Shames.

James McGregor, to whom the order was given, and who was the other man of the crew, obeyed. The yacht, which had latterly been beating against a headwind, now ran gaily before it towards the Scottish coast, but when night closed in no outlying islands were visible.

We wull hev to keep a sharp look-oot, Shames, remarked the skipper, as he stopped in his monotonous perambulation of the deck to glance at the compass.

Oo, ay, responded McGregor, with the air of a man who knew that as well as his superior.

What do you fear? asked Mabberly, coming on deck at the moment to take a look at the night before turning in.

I fear naething, sir, replied McPherson, gravely.

I mean, what danger threatens us?

None that I ken o; but were makin the land, an it behooves us to ca canny.

It may be well to remark here that the skipper, having voyaged much on all parts of the Scottish coast, had adopted and mixed up with his own peculiar English several phrases and words in use among the lowland Scots.

Next morning, when Mabberly again visited the deck, he found the skipper standing on the same spot where he had left him, apparently in the same attitude, and with the same grave, sleepless expression on his cast-iron features. The boy, Robin Tips, was at the helm, looking very sleepy. He was an English boy, smart, active, and wide-awake  in the slang sense  in which sense also we may add that he was cheeky.

But neither the skipper nor Tips was very visible at the distance of three yards, owing to a dense fog which prevailed. It was one of those white, luminous, dry fogs which are not at all depressing to the spirits, though obstructive to the eyes, and which are generally, if not always, accompanied by profound calm.

Has it been like this long? asked Mabberly, after the first salutations.

Ay, sir, a coot while.

And have we made no progress during the night?

Oo, ay, a coot bit. We should nae be far off some o the islands noo, but its hard to say, wi naither sun, moon, nor stars veesible to let us fin oot where we are.

Jackman and Barret came on deck at the moment, closely followed by Quin, who, quietly ignoring the owner of the yacht, went up to his master and said  

Tays riddy, sor.

Breakfast, you mean, said Mabberly, with a smile.

Sure I wouldnt conterdick  ye, sor, av ye was to call it supper  but it was tay that I put in the pot.

At breakfast the conversation somehow turned upon boats  ships boats  and their construction.

It is quite disgraceful, said Jackman, the way in which Government neglects that matter of boats. Some things, we know, will never be generally adopted unless men are compelled to adopt them. Another biscuit, Barret.

Instance something, Giles, said Mabberly, and pass the butter. I hate to hear sweeping assertions of an indefinite nature, which no one can either corroborate or confute.

Well, there is the matter of lowering boats into the water from a ships davits. Now, Ill be bound that the apparatus for lowering your little punt astern is the ordinary couple of blocks  one at the stem, the other at the stern?

Of course it is. What then?

Why, then, dont you know what would happen if you were lowering that boat full of people in a rough sea, and the man at the bow failed to unhook his block at the exact same moment as the man at the stern?

Yes, I know too well, Giles, for I have seen it happen. The boat, on the occasion I refer to, was hung up by one of the blocks, all the people were dropped into the water, and several of the women and children drowned. But how is Government to remedy that?

Thus, Bob, thus. There is a splendid apparatus invented by somebody which holds fast the two blocks. By means of an iron lever worked by one man, the rod is disengaged from both blocks at the same instant. You cannot work it wrong if you tried to do so. Now, the Government has only to compel the adoption of that apparatus in the Royal and Merchant Navies, and the thing is done.

Then, again, continued Jackman, devouring food more ravenously in proportion as he warmed with his subject, look at the matter of rafts. How constantly it happens that boats get swamped and lost while being launched in cases of shipwreck at sea, and there is nothing left for the crews and passengers, after the few remaining boats are filled, save loose spars or a hastily and ill-made raft; for of course things cannot be well planned and constructed in the midst of panic and sudden emergency. Now, it has been suggested, if not actually carried out, that mattresses should be made of cork, with bands and straps to facilitate buckling them together, and that a ships chairs, tables, camp-stools, etcetera, should be so constructed as to be convertible into rafts, which might be the means of saving hundreds of lives that would, under present arrangements, inevitably be lost. Why, I ask, does not Government see to this? have a special committee appointed to investigate, find out the best plan, and compel its adoption? Men will never do this. They are too obstinate. Whats wanted is that our ladies should take it up, and howl with indignation till it is done.

My dear Giles, ladies never howl, said Barret, quietly tapping the end of an egg; they smile, and gently insinuate  that is always sufficient, because irresistible!

Well, being a bachelor I cannot say much on that point, returned Jackman. But I was not aware that you were married?

Neither am I; but I have a mother and sisters, aunts and cousins, and I know their ways.

If such are their ways, I must get you to introduce me to them, said the woods-and-forester. Come on deck, now, and I will give you a practical illustration of what might be done.

Jackman, being an enthusiast, always went at things, with a will.

Bring me a hen-coop, Quin, he said to the steward, who, having so far completed his morning work, and consumed his morning meal, was smoking his pipe, seated on the rail beside Tips. Tips was an admirer of the Irishman, and, in consequence, an imitator as far as he dared and was permitted.

Lend a hand, ye spalpeen, said Quin, going forward, and quickly returning with the coop, from which a cackling of strong remonstrance issued.

Will ye have the other wan too, sor?

Yes, and the main-hatch besides, and a lot of spun-yarn. Of course thats not strong enough for real service, but it will do for illustration.

In a few minutes the two hen-coops were placed face to face and lashed firmly together, despite the remonstrative poultry. Then the main-hatch was laid upon the top, and fixed there by means of the iron rings at its four corners.

Now, Quin, fetch four of the cabin chairs, said the operator, and observe, gentlemen, how much more easily and quickly this would have been accomplished if the coops, and hatch, and chairs had been made to fit into each other, with a view to this very purpose, with strong straps and buckles in handy positions. Now, then, for the chairs.

At each corner of this extemporised raft Jackman fastened one of the cabin chairs, pointing out, as he did so, that there was no limit to the extension of the raft.

You see, he continued, all you would have to do, if the ship were properly fitted out, would be to add chair to chair, bench to bench, cork mattress to mattress, until your raft was as big as you wanted; or you could make two or three rafts, if preferable.

But sure, sor, it would be an unstiddy machine intirely, an given to wobblin, said Quin, who was one of those privileged men who not only work for their wages, but generously throw their opinions into the bargain.

It would not be more unsteady than the waves, Quin; and as to wobbling, that would be an advantage, for a rigid raft in a rough sea would be more liable to be damaged than one that was pliable.

The discussion about rafts and ships boats which thus began was continued with much interest till lunchtime, for it chanced that John Barret was one of those men whose tendency of heart and mind is to turn everything to its best uses, and generally to strive after the highest point of perfection in everything, with a view to the advancement of human felicity. This tendency called into exercise his inventive faculties, inducing him to search after improvements of all descriptions. Thus it was natural that he and Jackman should enter into a keen controversy as to what was the best method of constructing the raft in detail; and that, when the faithful Quin announced lunch as being, riddy, sor, the life-saving machine was left in an incomplete state on the deck.

The interest attaching to this discussion had helped the three comrades and crew alike to tide over what might otherwise have proved a tedious forenoon, for during the whole of that day the dense fog and profound calm continued.

On returning to the deck the discussion was continued for a time, but gradually the interest flagged, then other subjects engaged attention, and the raft was finally allowed to lie undisturbed and forgotten.

I dont know how it is, said Bob Mabberly; but somehow I always feel a depression of spirits in a fog at sea.

Explanation simple enough, returned Jackman; are we not constantly reading in the papers of ships being run down in fogs? Where there is risk there is always in some minds anxiety  in your case you call it depression of spirits.

Your explanation, Giles, uncomplimentary to me though it be, might have some force if we were just now in the Channel, where being run down in fog is an event of frequent occurrence; but here, in a comparatively unfrequented sea, it would be strange indeed were I to be influenced by such possibilities. What say you, Captain?

McPherson, who had sauntered towards the group, gazed in the direction where the horizon would have been visible had the fog been absent, and said:  

Hm!  weel and then stopped, as if for the purpose of mature consideration. The audience waited for the announcement of the oracles opinion.

Oo ay  weel, ye see, many persons are strangely influenced by possibeelities, what-ë-ver. There is a maiden aunt o my own  she wass niver marrit, an she wass niver likely to be, for besides bein poor an plain, an mittle-aged, which are not in my opeenion objectionable, she had an uncommon bad temper. Yet she wass all her life influenced by the notion that half the young men o the place wass wantin to marry her! though the possibeelities in her case wass fery small.

I should like to ave knowd that old gurl! whispered Tips to Quin.

Howld your tongue, ye spalpeen! whispered his friend in reply.

Have you any idea, Captain, where we are now? asked Jackman.

Oo ay, were somewheres wastard o the Lewis. But whether wast, nor-wast, or sooth-wast, I could not say preceesely. The nicht, ye see, wass uncommon dark, an when the fog came doon i the mornin, I could na feel sure we had keep it the richt coorse, for the currents hereaboots are strang. But well see whan it comes clear.

Do you believe in presentiments, Giles? asked Barret, in an unusually grave tone.

Of course I do, answered Jackman. I have a presentiment just now that you are going to talk nonsense.

Barret was not, however, to be silenced by his friends jest.

Listen, he said, earnestly, as he rose and stood in an attitude of intense attention. It may be imagination playing with the subjects of our recent conversation, but I cannot help thinking that I hear the beating of paddles.

Keep a sherp look-oot, Shames, cried the skipper, suddenly, as he went forward with unwonted alacrity.

A few minutes more and the sound which had at first been distinguished only by Barrets sharp ear, became audible to all  the soft regular patting of a paddle-wheel steamer in the distance, yet clearly coming towards them. Presently a shrill sound, very faint but prolonged, was heard, showing that she was blowing her steam-whistle as a precaution.

Strange, is it not, that the very thing we have been talking about should happen? said Mabberly.

Nay, returned Jackman, lightly, we were talking about being run down, and we have not yet come to that.

The strangest thing of all to me, said Barret, is that, with a wide ocean all round, vessels should ever run into each other at all, at least on the open sea, for there is only one line, a few feet wide, in favour of such an accident, whereas there are thousands of miles against it.

Jackman, who was a great theorist, here propounded a reason for this.

If vessels would only hold straight on their courses, you see, he said, the accident of collision would be exceedingly rare, for, although thousands of ships might pass near to each other, not one in ten thousand would meet; but when vessels come pretty near, their commanders sometimes become anxious, take fancies into their heads, as to each having forgotten the rules of the road, and each attempting to correct the other  as we do sometimes in the streets  they bring about the very disaster they are trying to avoid.

Had we not better ring the bell, Captain? cried Mabberly, in rising excitement.

Oo ay, if you think so, sir. Ring, poy!

The boy, who was getting alarmed, seized the tongue of the ships bell, and rang with all his might. Whether this had the effect to which Jackman had referred, we cannot tell, but next moment what appeared to be a mountain loomed out of the mist. The steam-whistle had been silent for some time, but as soon as the bell was heard it burst forth with increased fury. From the instant her form was dimly seen the fate of the yacht was sealed. There was a wild shouting on board the steamer, but there was no time for action.

Starboard hard! was the cry.

Starboard it is! was the immediate answer. But before the helm could act, the great rushing mass struck the Fairy amidships, and literally cut her in two!

The awful suddenness of a catastrophe, which those on board had just been arguing was all but impossible, seemed to have paralysed every one, for no one made the slightest effort to escape. Perhaps the appearance of the wall-like bow of the steamer, without rope or projection of any kind to lay hold of, or jump at, might have conveyed the swift perception that their case was hopeless. At all events, they all went under with the doomed yacht, and nothing was left in the wake of the leviathan but a track of foam on the mist-encumbered sea.

But they were not lost! One after another the wrecked party rose struggling to the surface, and all of them could swim except the boy.

Giles Jackman was the first who rose. Treading water and brushing the hair out of his eyes, he gazed wildly about. Barret came up close beside him, almost a moment later. He had barely taken breath, when the others rose at various distances. A cry not far from him caused him to turn. It was poor Robin Tips, struggling for life. A few powerful strokes carried Barret alongside. He got behind the boy, caught him under the armpits, and thus held him, at arms length, until he could quiet him.

There is a spar, thank God! Make for it, Barret, while I see to Quin, shouted Jackman.

As he spoke, they could hear the whistle of the steamer rushing away from them.

Barret, forcing himself breast-high out of the water, glanced quickly round and caught sight of the floating spar to which his companion had referred. Although only a few yards off, the fog rendered it almost invisible.

Are you quiet now? demanded Barret, in a stern voice, for the terrified boy still showed something like a hysterical determination to turn violently round, and grasp his rescuer in what would probably have turned out to be the grip of death.

Yes, sir, oh! yes. But ddont let me go! Mmind, I cant swim!

You are perfectly safe if you simply do nothing but what I tell you, returned Barret, in a quiet, ordinary tone of voice, that reassured the poor lad more than the words.

By way of reply he suddenly became motionless, and as limp as a dead eel.

Getting gradually on his back, and drawing Tips slowly on to his chest, so that he rested with his mouth upwards, and his head entirely out of the water, Barret struck out for the spar, swimming thus on his back.

On reaching it, he found to his surprise that it was the experimental raft, and that the captain, Mabberly, and McGregor were already clinging to it.

Wont bear us all, I fear, said Mabberly; but thank God that we have it. Put the boy on.

In order to do this, Barret had to get upon the raft, and he found that it bore him easily as well as the boy.

Have you seen Jackman? asked Mabberly.

Yes, replied Barret, rising and looking round.

Here he comes, towing Quin, I think, who seems to be stunned. Hallo! This way  hi! Giles!

But Giles suddenly ceased to swim, turned over on his back, and lay as if dead.

Rescue, Bob, rescue! shouted Barret, plunging into the water. Mabberly followed, and soon had hold of Giles and his man by the hair.

All right! said Jackman, turning round; I was only taking a rest. No one lost, I hope?

No; all safe, so far.

You can tow him in now. Im almost used up, said Jackman, making for the raft. Hes only stunned, I think.

It was found that the Irishman had in truth been only stunned when they lifted him on to the raft, for he soon began to show signs of returning life, and a large bump on his head sufficiently explained the nature of his injury.

But when the whole party had cautiously clambered up on the raft it sank so deep that they scarcely dared to move. To make matters worse, they clearly distinguished the steamers whistle going farther and farther away, as if she were searching for them in a wrong direction. This was indeed the case, and although they all shouted singly and together, the whistle grew fainter by degrees, and finally died away.

With feelings approaching to despair, the crew of the frail raft began to talk of the prospect before them, when they were silenced by a slight movement in the mist. The white curtain was lifted for a few yards, and revealed to their almost incredulous eyes a rocky shore, backed by a range of precipitous cliffs, with a wild mountainous region beyond.

As the sea was still perfectly calm, there was no surf. Our castaways, therefore, with the exception of Quin and the boy, quietly slipped into the water, and, with thankful hearts, propelled the raft vigorously towards the shore.




Chapter Three.

The Wreck is Followed by Repose, Refreshment, Surprise, and Disaster.

The distance from land was not more than a few hundred yards; nevertheless, it occupied a considerable time to pass over that space, the raft being ill-adapted for quick progression through the water.

Close to the shore there was a flat rock, to which, as they approached it, their attention was drawn by the appearance of what seemed to be living creatures of some sort. Quin and Robin Tips, sitting on the raft, naturally saw them first.

I do belave its men, for theyre liftin their hids an lookin at us. Av it was the South Says, now, Id say they was saviges peepin at us over the rocks.

Praps theyre boys a-bathin, suggested Tips.

Are they white? asked Captain McPherson, who, being chin-deep in the water and behind the raft, could not see the rock referred to.

No; sure they seem to be grey, or blue.

Oo, theyll be seals, returned the skipper, nasally  a tone which is eminently well adapted for sarcastic remark without the necessity of elaborate language.

In coorse they is, said Tips; dont you see theyre a-heavin up their tails as well as their eads?

On advancing a few yards farther, all doubt upon the question was put at rest. The animals, of which about a dozen were enjoying themselves on the rock, raised themselves high on their flippers and gazed, with enormous eyes, at the strange-looking monster that was coming in from the sea! Thus they remained, apparently paralysed with astonishment, until the raft was within pistol-shot, and then, unable to endure the suspense longer, they all slipped off into the sea.

A few minutes later and the raft struck on the shore. And well was it for the party that the weather chanced to be so fine, for if there had been anything like a breeze, their frail contrivance would inevitably have been dashed to pieces. Even a slight swell from the westward would have raised such a surf on that rugged shore that it would have been impossible for the best of swimmers to have landed without broken limbs, if not loss of life. As it was, they got ashore not only without difficulty, but even succeeded in hauling the raft up on the beach without much damage to its parts  though, of course, the unfortunate fowls in the hen-coops had all perished!

While Mabberly and the others were engaged in securing the raft, Barret was sent off along shore with directions to ascertain whether there was any habitation near. To his right the high cliffs came down so close to the sea that it seemed very improbable that any cottage or hamlet could be found in that direction. He therefore turned towards the left, where the cliffs receded some distance from the shore, leaving a narrow strip of meadow land.

Hurrying forward about a quarter of a mile, he stopped and looked about him. The sun was still high in the heavens  for the days are long and nights brief in that region during summer  and its rays had so far scattered the mists that all the low-lying land was clear, though the mountain-range inland was only visible a short distance above its base. The effect of this was to enhance the weird grandeur of the view, for when the eye had traced the steep glens, overhanging cliffs, rugged water-courses, and sombre corries upward to the point where all was lost in cloud, the imagination was set free to continue the scenery to illimitable heights.

The youth was still gazing upward, with solemnised feelings, when there was presented to him one of those curious aspects of nature which are sometimes, though rarely, witnessed in mountainous regions. Suddenly an opening occurred in the clouds  or mist  which shrouded the mountain-tops, and the summit of a stupendous cliff bathed in rich sunshine, was seen as if floating in the air. Although obviously part of the mountain near the base of which he stood, this cliff  completely isolated as it was  seemed a magical effect, and destitute of any real connection with earth.

While he was looking in wonder and admiration at the sight, he observed a bird hovering about motionless in the blue vault high above the cliffs. Although inexperienced in such scenery and sights, Barret knew well enough that nothing but an eagle  and that of the largest size  could be visible at all at such a distance. Suddenly the bird sailed downwards with a grand circular sweep, and was lost among the shadows of the perpendicular rocks. A few minutes more and the mists drifted over the opening, causing the vision to disappear.

This was Barrets first view of the Eagle Cliff, which was destined to exercise a powerful and lasting influence upon his fortunes!

A few yards beyond this the explorer came upon a sheep track, and a little farther on he found one of those primitive roads which are formed in wild out-of-the-way places by the passage of light country carts, with the aid of a few rounded stones where holes required to be filled up, or soft places strengthened. Following it a short distance to a spot where it ran between a precipice and the shore, he came suddenly in sight of a wilderness of fallen rocks, which were varied in size from mere pebbles to masses the size of an omnibus. These had all fallen from a steep spur of the mountains which projected towards the sea of that place. The whole of the level land at the base of the spur was strewn with them; some being old, moss-covered and weather-worn, others fresh and sharp in outline, as if they had fallen only the previous winter, as probably they had, for the places from which they had been dislodged could be seen still fresh and light-coloured, nearly a thousand feet up on the riven cliffs. It was a species of desolation that powerfully recalled some scenes in Dantes Inferno, and had a depressing effect on the youths spirits, for nothing seemed more unlikely than the existence of a human habitation in such a place.

A new view of the matter broke upon him, however, when he suddenly became aware that a spot in the confused scene which he had taken to be a clump of withered bracken was in reality a red cow! Looking a little more narrowly at objects he soon perceived a hut among the rocks. It was so small and rude and rugged as almost to escape detection. A furious barking soon told that he had been seen, and two collie dogs rushed towards him with demonstrations that threatened him with immolation on the spot. The uproar put life into a few more clumps of red bracken, and produced a lively display of sheep and cattle throughout the region.

Barret walked straight up to the door of the hut, and the collies withdrew from the attack  as most noisy demonstrators do when treated with silent indifference.

Is there any one inside? he asked of a bare-legged, shaggy-headed boy, who came out and gazed at him, apparently with his mouth as well as his eyes.

Na, answered the boy.

Any other cottages or houses near this?

Ay; yonder.

The boy pointed in the direction of the sea, where, in a stony nook between two jutting masses of rock, nestled about a dozen huts built of boulder stones gathered from the sea-shore. So small were these huts, and so stupendous the rocks around them, that they might easily have been overlooked by a careless eye. So might the half-dozen fishing-boats that lay in the little cove beside them.

A stream or rivulet  better known in Scotland as a burn  ran past the hamlet, formed a pool just below it, and dropped into the cove close to the place where the boats lay.

Rejoiced to find even the poorest kind of shelter in such a place, Barret hastened down to the cove, and, tapping at the door of the largest of the cottages, was bidden come in by a soft voice.

Entering, he was surprised to find a neatly, though plainly, furnished room, which was evidently the kitchen of the house  indeed, the sole room, with the exception of an off-shoot closet. The large open fireplace contained a peat fire on the hearth, over which hung a bubbling pot. There were two box-beds opposite the fire, and in the wall which faced the door there was a very small window, containing four panes of glass, each of which had a knot in the middle of it. One of them also presented the phenomenon of a flattened nose, for the boy with the ragged head had rushed down and stationed himself there to observe the result of the unexpected and singular visit.

Beside the window, in a homely arm-chair, sat an invalid girl with pale thin cheeks, bright blue eyes, and long flaxen hair. If not pretty, she was, at all events, extremely interesting, and possessed the great charm of a winning smile.

Apologising for causing her alarm by his damp, dishevelled, and sudden appearance, Barret asked if there were any men about the place.

No, there were none there at the moment; most of them being out after the sheep and cattle, and some gathering peat, or away in the boats.

But surely they have not left you all by yourself? said Barret, struck not only by the appearance of the girl, but by the comparative refinement of her language.

Oh no! she replied, with a slight smile; they look well after me. Mrs Anderson has only gone to fetch some peats. But where have you come from, sir? Your clothes are all wet!

You are right. I have just been saved from drowning, through Gods mercy, along with my companions.

Here Barret gave her a brief outline of the recent disaster, and then asked if Mrs Anderson was her mother.

No; she is my aunt, but she is very good to me; takes as much care of me as if I was her own daughter. I dont belong to this place. They have sent me here for my health.

At this point they were interrupted by Mrs Anderson herself, who entered with a load of peat, which she flung down, shook her fist at the nose-flattener outside, and turned in astonishment to her visitor.

Of course our shipwrecked friend had to retail his story to the woman, and then learned from her that the island was a very large one, with a name unpronounceable by English lips, that it was very thinly inhabited, that it consisted almost entirely of pasture land, and that the laird owned a large portion of it, including the little fishing village of Cove.

While the woman was speaking an elderly man entered, whom she introduced as her husband Ian. To him Barret had to re-repeat his story, and then asked if he and his friends could obtain shelter in the village for the night.

Iss it shelter yell be wantin? Yell hev that an welcome, though it will be of the poorest. But in the mornin yell gang up to the hoose, for the laird wud be ill-pleased if we keepit ye here.

Pray, who is this laird? asked Barret; your wife has already mentioned him.

Maister Gordon is his name. He lives near the heed o Loch Lossie. It iss over eight mile from here, said Ian; an a coot shentleman he iss, too. Fery fond o company, though it iss not much company that comes this way, for the steam-poats dont veesit the loch reglar or often. Hell be fery glad to see you, sir, an to help ye to git home. But wed petter be goin to tell your freens that we can putt them up for the nicht. Ill go pack with ye, an well take the poy to help an carry up their things.

You forget that we have been wrecked, returned Barret with a laugh, and have no things to carry, except our own damp carcases.

Thats true, sir, but well be none the worse o the poy, what-ë-ver. Come away, Tonal, said Ian, as they started back along the shore. It iss under the Eagle Cliff where ye came to laund, I make no doot?

Well, I suppose it was; at least, there is a range of cliffs close to the place where our raft struck.

Oo ay  but it iss not the wee precipices, it iss the big hull behind them that we ca the Eagle Cliff.

Oh, indeed! I saw that cliff in a peculiar manner as I came along, said Barret giving a description of the scene.

Ay; it iss sometimes seen like that, said Ian; an we often see the eagle, but its no possible to git a shot at that crater. The laird is real keen to bring it doon, for it plays the mischief among the lambs, an him an his freens hes aften tried, but they hev not manicht it yet.

Thus chatting they soon reached the raft, and found the disconsolate party waiting impatiently for them.

Shall we leave it where it lies, or drag it further up on the beach? asked Mabberly, referring to the raft.

Ye petter haul it a wee higher up, said Ian, examining the machine with much interest; for when it comes on to plow theres a heavy sea here. Weel, weel, but it iss a strange contrivance!

Ay; an also a useful one, said the skipper, drily  at least as duly as was possible in the circumstance.

Noo, shentlemen, I think we had petter be goin.

It was indeed time, for although the weather was warm and fine, the sun had set, and their damp garments began to feel uncomfortable.

At the Cove the whole party was accommodated in a single-roomed hut, which chanced to be empty at the time. Here the hospitable fishermen spread nets for bedding, and with plaids made up for the lack of blankets. They also kindled a large peat fire, and put on a pot of potatoes, and some splendid sea-trout, while Mrs Anderson prepared oat-cakes at her own fire, and sent them in as required.

Noo, shentlemen, yell tak a tram? said Ian, producing a black bottle.

Immeasurable was the astonishment of the Highlander when the gentlemen refused a dram.

But  but, yell catch yer death o cauld, if ye dont! he said, remonstratively, as he stood bottle and glass in hand.

Thanks, friend, replied Jackman, but we have taken in so much salt water during our swim to land that we are not sure whether the whisky would agree with it.

Hoots! havers! exclaimed Ian, pouring out some of the liquid; yere jokin.

In truth we are not, then, said Mabberly; for we are all total abstainers.

Nonsense! exclaimed Ian, who could not understand the principles or feelings of men who, after a long exhausting swim in their clothes, were capable of refusing whisky! For it is to be remembered that, although the time we write of is comparatively recent, that remote island had not been visited by any apostle of temperance or total abstinence in regard to alcohol. Of course Ian had heard something of such principles, but he did not believe in them, and certainly did not practise them. Hooiver, shentlemen, he added, if ye wunna tak it  heres wushin your fery coot health!

Raising the glass, he drained it without winking, as if the contents had been water, smacked his lips and put the bottle away.

It must not be supposed that all the crew of the late unfortunate Fairy witnessed this proceeding unmoved, for, although they had all been engaged on the understanding that no strong drink was to be allowed or consumed while the voyage lasted, not one of them was a pledged abstainer, and now that the voyage was ended it did seem as if the laws of the voyage should no longer be binding. Still there remained a feeling that, as long as they continued a united party, the spirit of the agreement should not be broken; therefore the skipper and Shames let the bottle pass with a sigh, and Quin followed suit with an undertoned remark to Tips that, he wouldnt have belaved timtation to be so strong av he hadnt wrastled wid it!

By that time most of the men of the hamlet had returned, and a rig out of fisher clothes was lent to each of the unfortunates, so that they were enabled to pass the night in comfort while their own garments were in front of a good fire.

Is that sick girl your daughter, Ian? asked Giles Jackman that night, as he walked on the shore with his host before retiring to rest.

No, sir; shes a niece  the daughter of a brother o mine who hes feathered his nest petter than me. Hes a well-to-do grocer in Oban, an hes geen his bairn a pretty good edication; but its my opeenion they hev all but killed her wi their edication, for the doctor has telt them to stop it altogither, an send her here for a change o air.

Indeed! An interesting child, and so well-mannered, too, remarked Jackman.

Humph! Nae doot she is. They do say that its because my brither has gotten an English wife. But for my pairt, oor weemen seem to me to be as weel mainered as the weemen sooth o the Tweed.

Quite as well, I doubt not; though I have not seen much of your countrywomen, Ian. Besides, good manners are to be judged by varying standards. What is good in the opinion of the Eskimo may be thought very bad by the Hindoo, and vice versa. It is very much a matter of taste. The manners of your niece, at all events, are admirable. Now it is time to turn in. Good-night, Ian.

The sun was high next morning when the wrecked men awoke, and began to feel the outcries of nature with reference to breakfast. Long before that time the men of Cove had gone off to the hills, the peat-hags, or the sea, according to their respective callings. But Mrs Anderson had a sumptuous breakfast of oatmeal porridge and fresh milk ready for the strangers.

Musha! but itll make me mouth wather all the afthernoon thinkin of it, said Quin, on finishing his second plateful.

Its prime wittles, remarked Tips, as he helped himself to more.

Now, Barret, have you finished? asked Mabberly.

No; why?

Because, in the first place, you are evidently eating too much for your health, and, in the second place, I want you to go up to what Ian calls the Hoose, as a deputation to the laird. You see, although we are forced, as it were, to throw ourselves on his hospitality, I dont quite like to descend on him all at once with the whole strength of our party. It will be better for one of us to break the ice, and as you are the best-looking and most hypocritically urbane, when you choose, I think we could not do better than devolve the duty upon you.

Right, Bob, as usual; but dont you think, said Barret, helping himself to another ladleful of the porridge, that my going may cut in two directions? Doubtless the laird would be agreeably surprised to meet with me; but then that will raise his expectations so high, that he will be woefully disappointed on meeting with you!

Come, friends, cried Jackman, it is dangerous to play with edged tools immediately after a meal. My medical knowledge assures me of that. I quite approve of Barret forming the deputation, and the sooner he starts off the better. The rest of us will assist Ian to fish in his absence.

Thus authorised and admonished, Barret finished breakfast, put on his own garments  which, like those of his companions, were semi-nautical  and sallied forth for an eight miles walk over the mountains to the mansion of the laird, which lay on the other side of the Eagles Cliff ridge, on the shores of Loch Lossie.

He was guided the first part of the journey by Tonal with the ragged head, who, with an activity that seemed inexhaustible, led him up into wild and rugged places such as he had never before dreamed of  rocky fastnesses which, looked at from below, seemed inaccessible, even to goats, but which, on being attempted, proved to be by no means beyond the powers of a steady head and strong limbs.

Reaching the summit of a heather-clad knoll that projected from a precipitous part of the mountain-side, Barret paused to recover breath and look back at the calm sea. It lay stretched out far below him, looking, with its numerous islets in birds-eye view, somewhat like a map. The mists had completely cleared away, and the sun was glittering on the white expanse like a line of light from the shore to the horizon. Never before had our Englishman felt so like a bird, both as to the point of vision from which he surveyed the glorious scene, and the internal sensation of joy which induced him not only to wish that he could fly, but to think that a very little more of such exultation of spirit would enable him to do so!

Is that the Cove down there? he asked of the ragged companion who stood beside him.

Ay, thats the Cove!

Why, Donald, it looks like a mere speck in the scene from here, and the men look no bigger than crows.

As this observation called for no answer none was given, and Donald seemed to regard his companion as one who was rather weak-minded.

Have we come half-way yet, Donald?

No  no near.

Is it difficult to find the rest of the way from this point?

No; but it wad be diffeecult to miss it.

Well, Donald, my boy, I have a strong desire to be alone  that is, to try if I cannot go the rest of the way without guidance; so, if you will just give me a little direction, Ill let you go home, and many thanks for coming thus far. Now, point out the landmarks.

He turned, as he spoke, towards the grand mountain that still towered behind him.

Theres naethin t pint oot, returned the boy; yeve only t haud on by this sheep track till ee come close under the cliff yonder.

The Eagle Cliff?

Ay. Itll bring ee to a cairt road, an yeve only to follow that through the pass, an haud on till ee come to the hoose. Ye can see the hoose frae the other side o the pass.

And what is the hoose called? asked Barret.

Kinlossie.

Thank you. Good-bye, my boy.

A few coppers sent the youth of the ragged head away in high spirits. The young man watched him till he was concealed by a clump of small birch trees that hung like a fringe on the top of a neighbouring precipice. Barret had just turned to continue the ascent to the Eagle Cliff, whose frowning battlements still rose high above him, when a wild shout from the boy made him turn and look anxiously back. The place which he had reached was strewn with great masses of rock that had fallen from the cliffs. He was about to clamber on to one of these, in order to obtain a better view, when the cause of the shout became obvious. A splendid stag, frightened from its lair by the boy, burst from the birchwood, and, with antlers laid well back, bounded up the slope towards him. It was closely followed by two does.

Barret crouched at once behind the mass of rock. The deer, thinking, doubtless, only of the danger behind, had failed to observe him.

Oh for Giles, with his rifle! thought the youth, as the agile creatures passed within less than a hundred yards of him, and headed straight for the pass of the Eagle Cliff.

Scarcely had the thought occurred, when a flapping noise behind caused him to turn quickly. It was the eagle himself, sailing majestically and slowly overhead, as though he knew full well that an Englishman without a gun was a harmless creature!

Considerably excited by these unexpected and, to him, stirring sights, Barret pushed steadily upward, and soon reached a part of the pass whence he could see the valley beyond, with a house in the far distance  which, of course, must be Kinlossie  standing in a clump of wood on the margin of an inlet of the sea, known by the name of Loch Lossie.

But a far more astonishing sight than anything he had beheld that morning was yet in store for Barret. On turning round a projecting rock at the foot of the Eagle Cliff, he suddenly came upon a young girl, lying on the road as if dead!

Springing towards her, he knelt and raised her head. There was no blood upon the face, which was deadly pale, and no apparent injury. She did not seem to breathe, but on feeling her pulse he fancied that he felt a flutter there. A feeling of desperate regret passed through him as he thought of his utter destitution alike of medical or surgical knowledge. But Barret was not by any means a helpless man. Running to one of the many streams of water which trickled from the cliff, he filled the top of his wideawake therewith, and, returning, laved the girls face, and poured a little into her mouth.

His efforts were successful. She recovered consciousness, opened her eyes, and asked, with a confused look, what was the matter.

You must have had a fall, dear child; but youll be better presently. Let me raise you.

The girl tried to rise, but, with a sharp cry of pain, fell back again unconscious.

Barret soon ascertained that one of the poor girls arms was severely bruised, perhaps broken. He knew not what to do, but he knew that the greatest present evil was delay. He therefore wrapped her in the shepherds plaid which she wore, and raised her as gently as possible in his arms  making use of the plaid as a sort of sling, with part of it round his own neck. Then, thanking God for the strong limbs and muscles with which he had been endowed, he set off with vigorous tread for Kinlossie House.




Chapter Four.

The Family at Kinlossie.

Serenity was the prevailing feature in the character of old Allan Gordon, the laird of Kinlossie; but when that amiable, portly, grand, silver-headed old gentleman suddenly met an unknown young man of fine proportions carrying his favourite niece, wrapped up as a bundle in his arms, all his serenity disappeared, and he stared, glared, almost gasped, with mingled astonishment and consternation.

A very brief explanation, however, quickly sufficed to charge his susceptible spirit to overflowing with a compound of grave anxiety and heartfelt gratitude.

Come in, my dear sir, come in; luckily our doctor is spending the day with me. But for you, my poor dear Milly might have been  This way, to her own room. Are you sure the arm is broken?

I fear so, replied Barret, entering the mansion; but before he could proceed farther his words were drowned in a shriek of surprise from four little Gordons, aged from sixteen to four, who yelled rather than demanded to know what ailed their cousin  ranging from Archies, Whats wrong with Cousin Milly, to Floras, Wass wong wid Cuzn Miwy?

By that time Mrs Gordon, a pleasant-voiced lady, with benignity in her, looks, appeared on the scene, followed quickly by a man and several maid servants, all of whom added to the confusion, in the midst of which Cousin Milly was conveyed to her room and deposited on her bed. The family doctor, a rotund little man of fifty-five, was speedily in attendance.

So fortunate that the doctor happens to be here, said the laird, as he led Barret to the library and offered him a glass of wine. No! you dont drink? Well, well, as you please. Here, Duncan, fetch milk, lemonade, coffee, hot, at once. You must be tired after carrying her so far, even though she is a light weight. But, forgive me; in my anxiety about my poor niece I have quite forgotten to ask either your name or how you came here, for no steamer has been to the island for a week past. Pray be seated, and, wherever you may be bound for ultimately, make up your mind that my house is to be your home for a week at least. We suffer no visitor ever to leave us under that period.

You are very kind, returned the young man, smiling, and I accept your proffered hospitality most gladly. My name is John Barret. I came to the other side of the island in a yacht, and swam on shore in my clothes with six companions, spent the night at Cove, and have walked over here to make known these facts to you.

You speak in riddles, my young friend, returned the laird, with an amused look.

Yet I speak the truth, returned Barret, who thereupon gave a circumstantial account of the disaster that had befallen himself and his friends.

Excuse me, said Mr Gordon, rising; throwing up the window he shouted to a man who was passing at the moment, Roderick, get the big waggonette ready to go to Cove, and bring it round here as fast as you can. You see, he added to Barret, the road is considerably longer than the short cut by which you came, and we must have them all over here without delay. Dont distress yourself about room. We have plenty of accommodation. But come, Ill take you to your own room, and when you have made yourself comfortable, we will talk over your future plans. Just let me say, however, to prevent your mind running away on wrong ideas, that in the circumstances we wont allow you to leave us for two months. The post goes out to-morrow, so you can write to your father and tell him so.

Thus running on in a rich hearty voice, the hospitable Allan Gordon conducted Barret to a room in the southern wing of the rambling old edifice, and left him there to meditate on his good fortune, and enjoy the magnificent prospect of the island-studded firth or fiord from which the mansion derived its name.

While the waggonette was away for the rest of the wrecked party, the laird, finding that Millys arm was not actually broken, though severely bruised, sat down to lunch with restored equanimity, and afterwards drove Barret in his dog-cart to various parts of his estate.

Your friends cannot arrive for several hours, you see, he said on starting, and we dont dine till seven; so you could not be better engaged than in making acquaintance with the localities of our beautiful island. It may seem a little wild to you in its scenery, but there are thousands of picturesque points, and what painters call bits about it, as my sweet little Milly Moss will tell you when she recovers; for she is an enthusiastic painter, and has made innumerable drawings, both in water-colour and oils, since she came to stay here. I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you, Mr Barret, for rescuing the poor girl from her perilous position.

I count myself fortunate indeed in having been led to the spot so opportunely, said Barret; and I sincerely hope that no evil effects may result from her injuries. May I ask if she resides permanently with you at Kinlossie?

I wish she did, said the laird, fervently; for she is like a sunbeam in the house. No, we have only got the loan of her, on very strict conditions too, from her mother, who is a somewhat timid lady of an anxious temperament. Ive done my best to fulfil the conditions, but they are not easy.

Indeed! How is that?

Well, you see, my sister is firmly convinced that there is deadly danger in wet feet, and one of her conditions is that Milly is not to be allowed to wet her feet. Now you know it is not easy for a Londoner to understand the difficulty of keeping ones feet dry while skipping over the mountains and peat-hags of the Western Isles.

From which I conclude that Mrs Moss is a Londoner, returned Barret, with a laugh.

She is. Although a Gordon, and born in the Argyll Highlands, she was sent to school in London, where she was married at the age of seventeen, and has lived there ever since. Her husband is dead, and nothing that I have been able to say has yet tempted her to pay me a visit. She regards my home here as a wild, uninhabitable region, though she has never seen it, and besides, is getting too old and feeble to venture, as she says, on a long voyage. Certes, she is not yet feeble in mind, whatever she may be in body; but shes a good, amiable, affectionate woman, and I have no fault to find with her, except in regard to her severe conditions about Milly, and her anxiety to get her home again. After all, it is not to be wondered at, for Milly is her only child; and I am quite sure if I had not gone to London, and made all sorts of promises to be extremely careful of Milly and personally take her home again, she never would have let her come at all. See, there is one of Millys favourite views, said the laird, pulling up, and pointing with his whip to the scene in front, where a range of purple hills formed a fine background to the loch, with its foreground of tangle-covered stones; she revels in depicting that sort of thing.

Barret, after expressing his thorough approval of the young girls taste in the matter of scenery, asked if Millys delicate health was the cause of her mothers anxiety.

Delicate health! exclaimed the laird. Why, man, sylph-like though she appears, she has got the health of an Amazon. No, no, theres nothing wrong with my niece, save in the imagination of my sister. We will stop at this cottage for a few minutes. I want to see one of my men, who is not very well.

He pulled up at the door of a little stone hut by the roadside, which possessed only one small window and one chimney, the top of which consisted of an old cask, with the two ends knocked out. A bare-legged boy ran out of the hut to hold the horse.

Is your brother better to-day? asked the laird.

No, sir; hes jist the same.

Mind your head, said the laird, as he stooped to pass the low doorway, and led his friend into the hut.

The interior consisted of one extremely dirty room, in which the confined air was further vitiated by tobacco smoke and the fumes of whisky. One entire side of it was occupied by two box-beds, in one of which lay a brawny, broad-shouldered man, with fiery red hair and scarcely less fiery red eyes, which seemed to glare out of the dark den in which he lay.

Well, Ivor, are ye not better to-day, man?

There was a sternness in Mr Gordons query, which not only surprised but grieved his young companion; and the surprise was increased when the sick man replied in a surly tone  

Na, laird, Im not better; an whats more, Ill not be better till my heeds under the sod.

Im afraid you are right, Ivor, returned the laird, in a somewhat softer tone; for when a man wont help himself, no one else can help him.

Help myself! exclaimed the man, starting up on one elbow, and gazing fiercely from under his shaggy brows. Help myself! he repeated. And then, as if resolving suddenly to say no more, he sank down and laid his head on the pillow, with a short groan.

Here, Ivor, is a bottle o physic that my wife sends to ye, said Mr Gordon, pulling a pint bottle from his pocket, and handing it to the man, who clutched it eagerly, and was raising it to his mouth when his visitor arrested his hand.

Hoot, man, he said, with a short laugh, its not whisky! She bid me say ye were to take only half a glass at a time, every two hours.

Poort oot, then, laird  poort oot, said the man, impatiently. Yell fin a glass i the wundy.

Fetching a wine-glass from the window Mr Gordon half filled it with a liquid of a dark brown colour, which the sick man quaffed with almost fierce satisfaction, and then lay down with a sigh.

It seems to have done ye good already, man, said the laird, putting the bottle and glass on that convenient shelf  the window-sill. Ive no idea what the physic is, but my good wife seems to know, and thats enough for me; and for you, too, I think.

Ay, shes a good wumin. Thank her for me, responded Ivor.

Remounting the dog-cart the old gentleman explained, as they drove along, that Ivor Donaldsons illness was the result of intemperance.

He is my gamekeeper, said the laird; and there is not a better or more trustworthy man in the island, when he is sober; but when he takes one of his drinking fits, he seems to lose all control over himself, and goes from bad to worse, till a fit of delirium tremens almost kills him. He usually goes for a good while after that without touching a drop, and at such times he is a most respectful, painstaking man, willing to take any amount of trouble to serve one, but when he breaks down he is as bad as ever  nay, even worse. My wife and I have done what we could for him, and have tried to get him to take the temperance pledge, but hitherto without avail. My wife has even gone the length of becoming a total abstainer, in order to have more influence over him; but I dont quite see my way to do that myself.

Then you have not yet done all that you could for the man, though your wife has, thought Barret; but he did not venture to say so.

At this point in the conversation they reached a place where the road left the shores of the loch and ascended into the hills. Being rather steep at its lower end, they alighted and walked; the laird pointing out, as they ascended, features in the landscape which he thought would interest his young guest.

Yonder, he said, pointing to a wood on the opposite side of the valley, yonder is a good piece of cover for deer. The last time we had a drive there we got three, one o them a stag with very fine antlers. It was there that a young friend of mine, who was not much accustomed to sporting, shot a red cow in mistake for a deer! The same friend knocked over five or six of my tame ducks, under the impression that they were wild ones, because he found them among the heather! Are you fond of sport?

Not particularly, answered Barret; that is, I am not personally much of a sportsman, though I have great enjoyment in going out with my sporting friends and watching their proceedings. My own tastes are rather scientific. I am a student of natural history  a botanist and geologist  though I lay no claim to extensive knowledge of science.

Ah! my young friend, then you will find a powerful sympathiser in my niece Milly  that is, when the poor child gets well  for she is half mad on botany. Although only two weeks have passed since she came to us, she has almost filled her room with specimens of what she calls rare plants. I sometimes tease her by saying it is fortunate that bracken does not come under that head, else shed pull it all up and leave no cover for the poor rabbits. She has also half-filled several huge books with gummed-in specimens innumerable, though I cant see that she does more than write their names below them.

And that is no small advance in the science, let me tell you, returned Barret, who was stirred up to defend his co-scientist. No one can succeed in anything who does not take the first steps, and undergo the drudgery manfully.

Womanfully, in this case, my friend; but do not imagine that I underrate my little niece. My remark was to the effect that I do not see that she does more, though I have no manner of doubt that her pretty little head thinks a great deal more. Now we will get up here, as the road is more level for a bit. Dyou see the group of alders down in the hollow yonder, where the little stream that runs through the valley takes a sudden bend? Theres a deep pool there, where a good many sea-trout congregate. You shall try it soon  that is, if you care for fishing.

Oh, yes, I like fishing, said Barret. It is a quiet, contemplative kind of sport.

Contemplative! exclaimed the old gentleman with a laugh; well, yes, it is, a little. Sometimes you get down into the bed of the stream with considerable difficulty, and you have to contemplate the banks a long time, occasionally, before deciding as to which precipice is least likely to give you a broken neck. Yes, it is a contemplative sport. As to quiet, that depends very much on what your idea of quietude may be. Our burn descends for two or three miles in succession of leaps and bounds. If the roaring of cataracts is quieting to you, there is no end of it down there. See, the pool that I speak of is partly visible now, with the waterfall above it. You see it?

Yes, I see it.

We call it Macs pool, continued the laird, driving on, because it is a favourite pool of an old school companion of mine, named MacRummle, who is staying with us just now. He tumbles into it about once a week.

Is that considered a necessary part of the process of fishing? asked Barret.

No, it may rather be regarded as an eccentric addition peculiar to MacRummle. The fact is, that my good friend is rather too old to fish now; but his spirit is still so juvenile, and his sporting instincts are so keen, that he is continually running into dangerous positions and getting into scrapes. Fortunately he is very punctual in returning to meals; so if he fails to appear at the right time, I send off one of my men to look for him. I have offered him a boy as an attendant, but he prefers to be alone.

There seems to be some one down at the pool now, remarked Barret, looking back.

No doubt it is MacRummle himself, said the laird, pulling up. Ay, and he seems to be making signals to us.

Shall I run down and see what he wants? asked Barret.

Do; you are active, and your legs are strong. It will do you good to scramble a little.

Leaping the ditch that skirted the road, the youth soon crossed the belt of furze and heather that lay between him and the river, about which he and his host had been conversing. Being unaccustomed to the nature of the Western Isles, he was a little surprised to find the country he had to cross extremely rugged and broken, and it taxed all the activity for which the laird had given him credit, as well as his strength of limb, to leap some of the peat-hags and water-courses that came in his way. He was too proud of his youthful vigour to pick his steps round them! Only once did he make a slip in his kangaroo-like bounds, but that slip landed him knee-deep in a bog of brown mud, out of which he dragged his legs with difficulty.

Gaining the bank of the river at last, he soon came up to the fisher, who was of sturdy build, though somewhat frail from age, and dressed in brown tweed garments, with a dirty white wideawake, the crown of which was richly decorated with casting-lines and hooks, ranging from small brown hackle to salmon-fly. But the striking thing about him was that his whole person was soaking wet. Water dripped from the pockets of his shooting coat, dribbled from the battered brim of his wideawake, and, flowing from his straightened locks, trickled off the end of his Roman nose.

You have been in the water, I fear, said Barret, in a tone of pity.

And you have been in the mud, young man, said the fisher, in a tone of good-humoured sarcasm.

The youth burst into a laugh at this, and the old fishermans mouth expanded into a broad grin, which betrayed the fact that age had failed to damage his teeth, though it had played some havoc with his legs.

These are what I style Highland boots, said the old man, pointing to the muddy legs.

Indeed! returned Barret. Well, you see I have put them on at once, for I have only arrived a few hours since. My name is Barret. I believe I have the pleasure of addressing Mr MacRummle?

You have that pleasure, Mr Barret; and now, if you will do me the kindness to carry my rod and basket, I will lead you back to the dog-cart by a path which will not necessitate an additional pair of native boots! I would not have hailed you, but having tumbled into the river, as you see, I thought it would be more prudent to get driven home as quickly as possible.

You have a good basket of fish, I see, or rather, feel, remarked Barret, as he followed the old man, who walked rather slowly, for his physical strength was not equal to his spirits.

Ay, it is not so bad; but I lost the best one. Fishers always do, you know! He was a grilse, a six-pounder at the least, if he was an ounce, for I had him within an inch of my gaff when I overbalanced myself, and shot into the stream head foremost with such force, that I verily believe I drove him to the very bottom of the pool. Strange to say the rod was not broken; but when I scrambled ashore, I found that the grilse was gone!

How unfortunate! You were not hurt, I hope?

Not in the least. There was plenty of depth for a dive; besides, Im used to it.

It became quite evident to John Barret that his new friend was used to a good many more things besides tumbling into the river, for as they went slowly along the winding footpath that led them through the peat-hags, MacRummle tripped over a variety of stumps, roots, and other excrescences which presented themselves in the track, and which on several occasions brought him to the ground. The old gentleman, however, had a fine facility in falling. Being slow in all his movements, he usually subsided rather than fell; a result, perhaps, of laziness as well as of unwillingness to struggle against fate. His frequent staggerings, also, on the verge of dark peat holes, caused his companion many a shock of alarm and many a start forward to prevent a catastrophe, before they gained the high road. They reached it at last, however, rather breathless, but safe.

MacRummles speech, like his movements, was slow. His personal courage, considering the dangers he constantly and voluntarily encountered, was great.

Youve been in again, Mac, I see, exclaimed the laird heartily, extending his hand to his old friend with the view of hauling him up on the seat beside him. Mind the step. Now then!

Yes, Ive been in, but the weather is warm! Stop, stop! Dont pull quite so hard, Allan; mind my rheumatic shoulder. Give a shove behind, Mr Barret  gently  there. Thankee.

The old man sat down with something of a crash beside his friend. Barret handed him his rod, put the basket under his feet, and sprang up on the seat behind.

Returning at a swift pace by the road they had come, they soon reached Kinlossie, where the laird drove into the back yard, so as to deliver the still dripping MacRummle at the back door, and thus prevent his leaving a moist track from the front hall to his bedroom. Having got rid of him, and given the dog-cart in charge to the groom, Mr Gordon led his young friend round to the front of the house.

I see your friends have already arrived, said the laird, pointing to the waggonette which stood in the yard. No doubt we shall find them about somewhere.

They turned the corner of the mansion as he spoke, and certainly did come on Barrets friends, in circumstances, however, which seemed quite unaccountable at first sight, for there, in front of the open door, were not only Bob Mabberly, Giles Jackman, Skipper McPherson, James McGregor, Pat Quin, and Robin Tips, but also Mrs Gordon, the two boy Gordons  named respectively, Eddie and Junkie  Duncan, the butler, and little Flora, with a black wooden doll in her arms, all standing in more or less awkward attitudes, motionless and staring straight before them as if petrified with surprise or some kindred feeling.

Barret looked at his host with a slight elevation of his eyebrows.

Hush! said the laird, softly, holding up a finger of caution. My boy Archie is behind that laurel bush. Hes photographing them!

Thatll do, in a loud voice from Archie, disenchanted the party; and while the operator rushed off to his dark closet, the laird hurried forward to be introduced to the new arrivals, and give them hospitable greeting.

That evening the host and his wife entertained their guests to a genuine Highland feast in the trophied hall, and at a somewhat later hour Duncan, the butler, and Elsie, the cook, assisted by Roderick, the groom, and Mary, the housemaid, held their share of high revelry in the kitchen, with Quin, Tips, and Shames McGregor.

You have come to the right place for sport, gentlemen, said the laird, as he carved with vigour at a splendid haunch of venison. In their seasons we have deer and grouse on the hills; rabbits, hares, partridges, and pheasants on the low grounds. Whatll you have, Mr Mabberly? My dear, what have you got there?

Pigeon pie, answered Mrs Gordon.

Mac, that will suit your taste, I know, cried the host with a laugh.

Yes, it will, slowly returned MacRummle, whose ruddy face and smooth bald head seemed to glow with satisfaction now that he had got into dry garments. Yes, Im almost as fond of pie as my old friend Robinson used to be. He was so fond of it that, strange though it may seem to you, gentlemen, he had a curious predilection for pie-bald horses.

Come, now, Mac, dont begin upon your friend Robinson till after dinner.

Has Archies photography turned out well? asked Mabberly at this point. I do a little in that way myself, and am interested as to the result of his efforts to-day.

We cannot know that before to-morrow, I fear, replied Mrs Gordon.

Did I hear you ask about Archies work, Mabberly? said the laird, interrupting. Oh! itll turn out well, I have no doubt. He does everything well. In fact, all the boys are smartish fellows; a little self-willed and noisy, perhaps, like all boys, but

A tremendous crash in the room above, which was the nursery, caused the laird to drop his knife and fork and quickly leave the room, with a look of anxiety, for he was a tender-hearted, excitable man; while his quiet and delicate-looking wife sat still, with a look of serenity not unmingled with humour.

Something overturned, I suppose, she remarked.

In a few minutes her husband returned with a bland smile.

Yes, he said, resuming his knife and fork; it was Junkie, as usual, fighting with Flo for the black doll. No mischief would have followed, I daresay, but Archie and Eddie joined in the scrimmage, and between them they managed to upset the table. I found them wallowing in a sea of porridge and milk  that was all!




Chapter Five.

Plans, Prospects, and a Great Fight.

There is something very enjoyable in awaking in a strange bedroom with a feeling of physical strength and abounding health about one, with a glorious, early sunbeam irradiating the room  especially if it does not shine upon ones face  with a window opposite, through which you can see a mountain rising through the morning mists, until its summit appears to claim kindred with the skies, and with the consciousness that work is over for a time, and recreation is the order of the day.

Some such thoughts and feelings caused John Barret to smile as he lay flat on his back, the morning after his arrival, with his hands under his head, surveying the low-roofed but cosy apartment which had been allotted to him in the mansion of Kinlossie. But the smile gave place to a grave, earnest expression as his eyes fell upon a framed card, on which was printed, in scarlet and blue and gold, The earth is the Lords and the fulness thereof.

So it is, thought the youth; and my power to enjoy it comes from the Lord  my health, my strength, myself. Yet how seldom do I thank Him for the mere fact of a happy existence. God forgive me!

Although Barret thus condemned himself, we would not have it supposed that he had been a careless unbeliever. His temperament was grave (not by any means gloomy) by nature, and a Christian mothers love and teaching had, before her early death, deepened his religious impressions.

He was beginning to wonder whether it was Mrs Gordon who had hung the text there, and whether it had been executed by Milly Moss, when the get up gong sent forth a sonorous peal, causing him to bound out of bed. The act brought before his eyes another bed  a small one  in a corner of the room reminding him of what he had forgotten, that, the house being full to overflow by the recent accession of visitors, little Joseph, better known as Junkie, shared the room with him.

Junkie was at the moment sleeping soundly, after the manner of the hedgehog  that is, curled up in the form of a ball. It was plain that neither dressing gongs nor breakfast-bells had any effect upon him, for he lay still in motionless slumber.

Hallo! Junkie, did you hear the gong? said Barret, pushing the boy gently.

But Junkie answered not, and he had to push him three or four times gently, and twice roughly, before he could awaken the youngster. Uncoiling himself and turning on the other side, Junkie heaved a deep sigh, and murmured, Leave m lone.

Junkie! Junkie! youll be late for breakfast, shouted Barret in his ear.

Don  wan  any  brkfst, murmured the boy. Leave m lone, I say  orll wallop you!

A laugh from Barret, and a still severer shake, roused the boy so far as to make him sit up and stare about him with almost supernatural solemnity. Then he yawned, rubbed his eyes, and smiled faintly.

Oh! its you, is it? he said. I thought it was Eddie, and

Another yawn checked his utterance. Then he suddenly jumped up, and began to haul on his clothes with surprising rapidity. It was evident that Junkie had a will of his own, and was accustomed to exert it on all occasions. He continued to dress, wash himself, brush his hair and his teeth, without speaking, and with such vigour that he soon distanced his companion in the race. True, he did not do everything thoroughly. He did not render his little hands immaculately clean. He did not remember that the secret places behind his ears required to be particularly attended to, and, in brushing operations, he totally forgot that he was possessed of back-hair. Indeed, it is just possible that he disbelieved that fact, for he neglected it entirely, insomuch that when he had completed the operation to his own entire satisfaction, several stiff and independent locks pointed straight to the sky, and two or three to the horizon.

Thats a pretty text on the wall, Junkie, observed Barret, while the youngster was busy with the comb.

Yes, its pretty.

Barret wished to draw the boy out, but, like a tough piece of india-rubber, he refused to be drawn out.

It is beautifully painted. Who did it? asked the youth, making another attempt.

He had accidentally touched the right chord this time. It vibrated at once. Junkie looked up with sparkling eyes, and said that Milly did it.

She does everything beautifully, he added, as he brushed away at his forelock  a remarkably obstinate forelock, considering that it was the most highly favoured lock of his head.

You like Milly, I see, said his friend.

Of course I do. Everybody does.

Indeed! Why does everybody like her so much?

Cause shes so nice, said Junkie, dropping his brush on the floor  not accidentally, but as the easiest way of getting rid of it. And she sometimes says that Im good.

Im glad to hear that, my boy, for if Milly says so it must be true.

No, its not true, returned the boy promptly, as he fastened his necktie in a complex knot, and thrust his arm through the wrong hole of his little vest. Milly is mistaken, thats all. But I like her to say it, all the same. It feels jolly. But Im bad  awful bad! Everybody says so. Father says so, an he must be right, you know, for he says he knows everything. Besides, I feel it, an I know it, an I dont care!

Having given vent to this reckless statement, and wriggled into his jacket  the collar of which he left half down and half up  Junkie suddenly plumped down on his knees, laid his head on his bed, and remained perfectly still for the space of about one quarter of a minute. Then, jumping up with the pleased expression of one who felt that he had done his duty, he was about to rush from the room, when Barret stopped him.

Im glad to see that you say your prayers, at all events, he said.

But I wouldnt say them if it wasnt for Milly, returned the urchin. I do it to please her. An I wash an brush myself, an all that, just cause she likes me to do it. Id neither wash, nor pray, nor brush, nor anything, if it wasnt to please Milly  and mother, he added, after a moments reflection. I like them, an I dont care a button for anybody else.

What! for nobody else at all?

Well, yes, I forgot  I like Ivor, too.

Is that the sick gamekeeper, Junkie?

Sick! no; hes the drunken keeper. Drunken Ivor, we call him  not to his face, you know. Wouldnt we catch it if we did that! But Im fond of drunken Ivor, an hes fond of me. He takes me out sometimes when he goes to shoot rabbits and fish. Sometimes hes awful fierce, but hes never fierce to his old mother that lives in the hut close behind his cept when hes drunk. Dee know  the boy lowered his voice at this point and looked solemn he very nearly killed his mother once, when he was drunk, you know, an when he came sober he cried  oh, just as our Flo cries when shes bin whipped.

At this point the breakfast-bell pealed forth with, so to speak, a species of clamorous enthusiasm by no means unusual in Scottish country mansions, as if it knew that there was spread out a breakfast worth ringing for. At the first sound of it, Junkie burst from the room, left the door wide open, clattered along the passage, singing, yelling vociferously as he went  and trundled downstairs like a retiring thunderstorm.

The arrangements for the day at Kinlossie were usually fixed at the breakfast hour, if they had not been settled the night before. There was, therefore, a good deal to consult about during the progress of the meal.

You see, gentlemen, said the host, when the demands of nature were partially satisfied, friends who come to stay with me are expected to select their occupations or amusements for the day as fancy or taste may lead them. My house is liberty hall. Sometimes we go together on the hills after grouse, at other times after red-deer. When the rivers are in order, we take our rods and break up into parties. When weather and wind are suitable, some go boating and sea-fishing. Others go sketching or botanising. If the weather should become wet, you will find a library next to this room, a billiard-table in the west wing, and a smoking-room  which is also a rod and gun-room  in the back premises. We cannot take the men from their work to-day, so that a deer-drive is not possible, but that can be done any day. So, gentlemen, think over it, and make your choice.

How is Milly this morning? asked MacRummle, who came down late to breakfast, as he always did, and consequently missed morning prayers.

Better, much better than we could have expected. Of course the arm is inflamed and very painful, but not broken, which is almost a miracle, considering the height from which she fell. But for you, Mr Barret, she might have lain there for hours before we found her, and the consequences might have been very serious. As it is, the doctor says she will probably be able to leave her room in a few days.

Come, now, Mac, continued the host, we have been talking over plans for the day. What do you intend to do?

Try the river, said the old gentleman, with quiet decision, as he slowly helped himself to the ham and egg that chanced to be in front of him. Theres a three-pounder, if not a four, which rose in the middle pool yesterday, and I feel sure of him to-day.

Why, Mr MacRummle, said Mrs Gordon smilingly, you have seen that three-pounder or four-pounder every day for a month past.

I have, Mrs Gordon; and I hope to see him every day for a month to come, if I dont catch him to-day!

Whatever you do, Mac, dont dive for him, said the laird; else we will some day have to fish yourself out of the middle pool. Have another cut of salmon, Mr Mabberly. In what direction do your tastes point?

I feel inclined to make a lazy day of it and go out with your son Archie, said Mabberly, to look at the best views for photographing. I had intended to photograph a good deal among the Western Isles, this summer; but my apparatus now lies, with the yacht, at the bottom of the sea.

Yes, in company with my sixteen-shooter rifle, said Giles Jackman, with a rueful countenance.

Well, gentlemen, I cannot indeed offer you much comfort as regards your losses, for the sea keeps a powerful hold of its possessions; but you will find my boys camera a fairly good one, and there are plenty of dry plates. It so happens, also, that I have a new repeating rifle in the house, which has not yet been used; so, in the meantime, at all events, neither of you will suffer much from your misfortunes.

It was finally arranged, before breakfast was over, that MacRummle was to go off alone to his usual and favourite burn; that Jackman and Quin, under the guidance of Junkie, should try the river for salmon and sea-trout; that Barret, with ex-Skipper McPherson, Shames McGregor, Robin Tips, Eddie Gordon, the lairds second son  a boy of twelve  and Ivor, the keeper  whose recoveries were as rapid as his relapses were sudden  should all go off in the boat to try the sea-fishing; and that Bob Mabberly, with Archie, should go photographing up one of the most picturesque of the glens, conducted by the laird himself.

As it stands to reason that we cannot accompany all of these parties, we elect to follow Giles Jackman, Quin, and Junkie up the river.

This expedition involved a preliminary walk of four miles, which they all preferred to being driven to the scene of action in a dog-cart.

Junkie was a little fellow for his age, but remarkably intelligent, active, bright and strong. From remarks made by various members of the Gordon family and their domestics, both Jackman and his servant had been led to the conclusion that the boy was the very impersonation of mischief, and were more or less on the look out for displays of his propensity; but Junkie walked demurely by their side, asking and replying to questions with the sobriety of an elderly man, and without the slightest indication of the latent internal fires with which he was credited.

The truth is, that Junkie possessed a nature that was tightly strung and vibrated like an Aeolian harp to the lightest breath of influence. He resembled, somewhat, a pot of milk on a very hot fire, rather apt to boil over with a rush; nevertheless, he possessed the power to restrain himself in a simmering condition for a considerable length of time. The fact that he was fairly out for the day with two strangers, to whom he was to show the pools where salmon and sea-trout lay, was a prospect so charming that he was quite content to simmer.

Dee know how to fish for salmon? he asked, looking gravely up in Jackmans face, after they had proceeded a considerable distance.

Oh, yes, Junkie; I know how to do it. I used to fish for salmon before I went to India.

Isnt that the place where they shoot lions and tigers and  and grillas?

Well, not exactly lions and gorillas, my boy; but there are plenty of baboons and monkeys there, and lots of tigers.

Have you shot them? asked Junkie, with a look of keen interest.

Yes; many of them.

Did you ever turn a tiger outside in?

Jackman replied, with a laugh, that he had never performed that curious operation on anything but socks  that, indeed, he had never heard of such a thing being done.

I knew it was a cracker, said Junkie.

What dyou mean by a cracker, my boy? inquired Jackman.

A lie, said Junkie, promptly.

And who told the cracker?

Ivor. He tells me a great, great many stories.

Dyou mean Ivor Donaldson, the keeper?

Yes; he tells me plenty of stories, but some of them are crackers. He said that once upon a time a man was walkin through the jungle  thats what they call the bushes, you know, in India  an he met a great big tiger, which glared at him with its great eyes, and gave a tremendous roar, and sprang upon him. The man was brave and strong. He held out his right arm straight, so that when the tiger came upon him his arm went into its open mouth and right down its throat, and his hand caught hold of something. It was the inside end of the tigers tail! The man gave an awful pull, and the tiger came inside out at once with a tremendous crack!

Sure, and that was a cracker! remarked Quin, who had been listening to the boys prattle with an amused expression, as they trudged along.

Nevertheless, it may not be fair to call it a lie, Junkie, said Jackman. Did Ivor say it was true?

No. When I asked if it was, he only laughed, and said he had once read of the same thing being done to a walrus, but he didnt believe it.

Just so, Junkie. He meant you to understand the story of the tiger as he did the story of the walrus  as a sort of fairy tale, you know.

How could he mean that, demanded Junkie, when he said it was a tigers tail  not a fairys at all?

Jackman glanced at Quin, and suppressed a laugh. Quin returned the glance, and expressed a smile.

Better luck next time, murmured the servant.

Did you ever see walruses? asked Junkie, whose active mind was prone to jump from one subject to another.

No, never; but I have seen elephants, which are a great deal bigger than walruses, returned Jackman; and I have shot them, too. I will tell you some stories about them one of these days  not crackers, but true ones.

Thatll be nice! Now, were close to the sea-pool; but the tides too far in to fish that just now, so well go up to the next one, if you like.

By all means, my boy. You know the river, and we dont, so we put ourselves entirely under your guidance and orders, replied Jackman.

By this time they had reached the river at the upper end of the loch. It ran in a winding course through a level plain which extended to the base of the encircling hills. The pool next the sea being unfishable, as we have said, owing to the state of the tide, Junkie conducted his companions high up the stream by a footpath. And a proud urchin he was, in his grey kilt and hose, with his glengarry cocked a little on one side of his curly head, as he strode before them with all the self-reliance of a Highland chieftain.

In a few minutes they came to the first practicable pool  a wide, rippling, oily, deep hole, caused by a bend in the stream, the appearance of which  suggestive of silvery scales  was well calculated to arouse sanguine hopes in a salmon fisher.

Here Quin proceeded to put together the pieces of his masters rod, while Jackman, opening a portly fishing-book, selected a casting line and fly.

Have you been in India, too? asked Junkie of Quin, as he watched their proceedings with keen interest.

Sure, an I have  leastways if it wasnt dhreamin Ive bin there.

An have you killed lions, and tigers, and elephants?

Well, not exactly, me boy, but its meself as used to stand by an howld the spare guns whin the masther was killin them.

Wasnt you frightened?

Niver a taste. Och! thriflin craters like them niver cost me a nights rest, which is more than I can say of the rats in Kinlossie, anyhow.

A little shriek of laughter burst from Junkie on hearing this.

What are ye laughin at, honey? asked Quin.

At you not bein able to sleep for the rats! returned the boy. Its the way with everybody who comes to stay with us, at first, but they get used to it at last.

Are the rats then so numerous? asked Jackman.

Swarmin, all over! Havent you heard them yet?

Well, yes, I heard them scampering soon after I went to bed, but I thought it was kittens at play in the room overhead, and soon went to sleep. But they dont come into the rooms, do they?

Oh, no  I only wish they would! Wouldnt we have a jolly hunt if they did? But they scuttle about the walls inside, and between the ceilings and the floors. And you cant frighten them. The only thing that scared them once was the bag-pipes. An old piper came to the house one day and played a great deal, and we heard nothing more of the rats for two or three weeks after that.

Sensible bastes, remarked Quin, handing the rod to his master; an a sign, too, that theyve got some notion o music.

Why, Quin, I thought you had bag-pipes in Ireland, said Jackman, as he fastened a large fly to his line.

An thats what we have, sor; but the Irish pipes are soft, mellow, gentle things  like the Irish girls  not like them big Scotch bellows that screech for all the world like a thousand unwillin pigs bein forced to go to markit.

True, Quin; theres something in that. Now then, both of you stand close to me  a little behind  so; its the safest place if you dont want to be hooked, and be ready with the gaff, Junkie, said the fisher, as he turned a critical eye on the water and made a fine cast over what he deemed the most likely part of the pool.

Father never rose a fish there, said Junkie, with a demure look.

The fisher paid no attention to the remark, but continued to cast a little lower down stream each time.

Youre gettin near the bit now, said Junkie, in the tone of one whose expectations are awakened.

Ththere! Thats him!

Ay, and a good one, too, exclaimed Jackman, as a fan-like tail disappeared with a heavy splash. Again the fisher cast, with the same result.

Hes only playin wi the fly, said Junkie in a tone of disappointment.

Thats often the way  no!  ththere! Got im!

The rod bent like a hoop at that moment; the reel spun round to its own merry music, as the line flew out, and the fish finished its first wild rush with a leap of three feet into the air.

Hooray! yelled Junkie, now fairly aflame, as he jumped like the fish, flourished the big hook round his head, and gaffed Quin by the lappet of his coat!

Have a care, you spalpeen, shouted the Irishman, grasping the excited youngster by the collar and disengaging himself from the hook. Sure it might have been me nose as well as me coat, an a purty objec that would have made me!

Junkie heeded not. When released he ran toward Jackman who was struggling skilfully with the fish.

Dont let him take you down the rapid, he shouted. Theres no good place for landin him there. Hold on, an bring im up if you can. Hi!

This last exclamation was caused by another rush of the fish. Jackman had wound up his line as far as possible, and was in hopes of inducing the salmon to ascend the stream, for he had run perilously near to the head of the rapid against which the boy had just warned him. But to this the fish objected, and, finding that the fisher was obstinate, had, as we have said, made a sudden rush across the pool, causing the reel to spin furiously as the line ran out, and finishing off with another splendid jump.

A few more bursts like that will soon exhaust him, said Jackman, as he wound in the line again and drew the fish steadily towards him.

Yes, but dont let him go down, said the boy earnestly.

It seemed almost as if the creature had heard the warning, for it turned at the moment and made a straight rush for the head of the rapid.

When a large salmon does this it is absolutely impossible to stop him. Only two courses are open to the fisher  either to hold on and let him break the tackle; or follow him as fast as possible. The former alternative, we need hardly say, is only adopted when following is impracticable or involves serious danger. In the present case it was neither impossible nor dangerous, but it was difficult; and the way in which Giles Jackman went after that fish, staggering among pebbles, leaping obstructions, crashing through bushes and bounding over boulders, causing Quin to hold his sides with laughter, and little Junkie to stand transfixed and staring with admiration, was indescribable.

For Junkie had only seen his old father in such circumstances, and sometimes the heavy, rather clumsy, though powerful Ivor Donaldson. He had not till that day seen  much less imagined  what were the capacities of an Indian Woods and Forester of athletic build, superb training, and fresh from his native jungles!

I say! what a jumper he is! exclaimed Junkie, recovering presence of mind and dashing after him.

The rapid was a short though rough one. The chief danger was that the line might be cut among the foam-covered rocks, or that the hook, if not firmly fixed, might tear itself away; also that the fisher might fall, which would probably be fatal to rod or line, to say nothing of elbows and shins.

But Jackman came triumphantly out of it all. The salmon shot into the pool below the rapid, and turned into the eddy to rest. The fisher, at the same moment, bounded on to a strip of sand there  minus only hat and wind  and proceeded to reel in the line for the next burst.

But another burst did not occur, for the fish was by that time pretty well exhausted, and took to what is styled sulking; that is, lying at the bottom of a hole with its nose, probably, under a stone. While in this position a fish may recover strength to renew the battle. It is therefore advisable, if possible, to drive him or haul him out of his refuge by all or any means. A small fish may be hauled out if the tackle be strong, but this method is not possible with a heavy one such as that which Jackman had hooked.

Whats to be done now, Junkie? he said, after one or two vain efforts to move the fish.

Bomb stones at him, said the urchin, without a moments hesitation.

Bomb away then, my boy!

Junkie at once sent several large stones whizzing into the pool. The result was that the salmon made another dash for life, but gave in almost immediately, and came to the surface on its side. The battle is usually about ended when this takes place, though not invariably so, for lively fish sometimes recover sufficiently to make a final effort. In this case, however, it was the close of the fight. Slowly and carefully the fisher drew the fish towards the shelving bank, where Junkie stood ready with the gaff. Another moment, and the boy bounded into the water, stuck the hook into the salmons shoulder, and laid it like a bar of glittering silver on the bank.

A twenty-pounder, said Junkie, with critical gravity.

Twinty an three-quarters, said Quin, as he weighed it.

And a good job, too, returned the practical urchin; for I heard mother say wed have no fish for dinner to-morrow if somebody didnt catch something.




Chapter Six.

Dangerous Studies, Peculiar Art, and Splendid Fishing.

There was a glass conservatory in one corner of the garden at Kinlossie House, to which the laird was wont to retire regularly for the enjoyment of a pipe every morning after breakfast. In this retreat, which was rich in hot-house plants, he was frequently joined by one or more of the members of his family, and sometimes by the friends who chanced to be staying with him. Thither John Barret got into the way of going  partly for the sake of a chat with the old man, of whom he soon became very fond, and partly for the sake of the plants, in which he was scientifically interested, botany being, as Mabberly said, his peculiar weakness.

One morning  and a gloriously bright morning it was, such as induces one to thank God for the gift of sunshine and the capacity of enjoying it  John Barret sauntered down to the garden, after breakfast, to have a quiet chat with his host. He had decided to remain at home that morning for the purpose of writing a letter or two, intending in the afternoon to follow up some of his companions, who had gone off to the hills.

Entering the conservatory, he found that the laird was not there; but, in his usual rustic chair, there sat a beautiful girl, sound asleep, with her fair cheek resting on her little hand, and her nut-brown hair straggling luxuriantly over her shoulders.

Barret was spell-bound. He could not move for a few seconds. Surprise may have had something to do with the sudden paralysis of his powers. It may have been curiosity, possibly admiration, certainly some sort of sensation that he could neither describe nor account for. He knew at a glance who the girl was, though he had not seen her since the day of her accident. Even if he had been so obtuse as not to know, the arm in a sling would have revealed that it was Milly Moss who slumbered there; yet he found it hard to believe that the neat little woman, with the lovely, benignant countenance before him was in very truth the dishevelled, dusty, scratched, and blood-sprinkled being whom he had carried for several miles over the heather a short time before.

As we have said, Barret stood immovable, not knowing very well what to do. Then it occurred to him that it was scarcely gallant or fair thus to take advantage of a sleeping beauty. Staring at her was bad enough, but to awake her would be still worse; so he turned slowly about, as a cat turns when afraid of being pounced on by a glaring adversary. He would retire on tiptoe as softly as possible, so as not to disturb her. In carrying out this considerate intention, he swept a flower-pot off its stand, which fell with a mighty crash upon the stone floor.

The poor youth clasped his hands, and glanced back over his shoulder in horror. The startled Milly was gazing at him with mingled surprise and alarm, which changed, however, into a flush and a look of restrained laughter as she began to understand the situation.

Never mind, Mr Barret, she said, rising, and coming forward with a gracious manner. It is only one of the commonest plants we have. There are plenty more of them. You came, I suppose, in search of my uncle? Excuse my left hand; the right, as you see, is not yet fit for duty.

I did indeed come here in search of Mr Gordon, said Barret, recovering himself; but permit me to lead you back to the chair; your strength has not quite returned yet, I see.

He was right. Although Milly had recovered much more rapidly than the doctor had expected, she could not stand much excitement, and the shock given by the breaking flower-pot, coupled, perhaps, with the unexpected meeting with the man who had rescued her from what might well have caused her death, somewhat overcame her.

Excuse me, she said, with a fluttering sigh, as she sank down into the rustic chair, I do feel rather faint. It does seem so strange! I  I suppose it is because I have had no experience of anything but robust health all my life till now. There  I feel better. Will you kindly fetch me a glass of water? You will find a cistern with a tumbler beside it outside.

The youth hurried out, and, on returning with the glass, found that the deadly pallor of the girls face had passed away, and was replaced by a tint that might have made the blush rose envious.

You must understand, said Milly, setting down the glass, while Barret seated himself on a vacant flower-pot-stand beside her, that this conservatory is a favourite haunt of mine, to which, before my accident, I have resorted every morning since I came here, in order to sit with Uncle Allan. The doctor thought me so much better this morning that he gave me leave to recommence my visits. This is why I came; but I had totally forgotten that uncle had arranged to go out with the shooting party to-day, so I sat down to enjoy my favourite plants, and paid them the poor compliment of falling asleep, owing to weakness, I suppose. But how does it happen, Mr Barret, that you have been left behind? They gave me to understand that you are a keen sportsman.

They misled you, then, for I am but a poor sportsman, and by no means enthusiastic. Indeed, whether I go out with rod or gun, I usually convert the expedition into a search for plants.

Oh, then, you are fond of botany! exclaimed the girl, with a flush of pleasure and awakened interest. I am so glad of that, because  because

Well, why do you hesitate, Miss Moss? asked Barret, with a surprised look and a smile.

Well, I dont quite like to lay bare my selfishness; but the truth is, there are some rare plants in terribly inaccessible places, which can only be reached by creatures in male attire. In fact, I was trying to secure one of these on the Eagle Cliff when I fell, and was so nearly killed at the time you rescued me.

Pray dont give the little service I rendered so dignified a name as rescue. But it rejoices me to know that I can be of further service to you  all the more that you are now so helpless; for if you found climbing the precipices difficult before, you will find it impossible now with your injured arm. By the way, I was very glad to find that I had been mistaken in thinking that your arm was broken. Has it given you much pain?

Yes, a good deal; but I am very, very thankful it was no worse. And now I must show you some of the plants I have been trying to bring up since I came here, said Milly, with animation. Of course, I cannot walk about to show them to you, so I will point them out, and ask you to fetch the pots  that is, if you have nothing better to do, and wont be bored.

Barret protested earnestly that he had nothing  could have nothing  better to do, and that even if he had he wouldnt do it. As for being bored, the idea of such a state of mind being possible in the circumstances was ridiculous.

Milly was rejoiced. Here she had unexpectedly found a friend to sympathise with her intelligently. Her uncle, she was well aware, sympathised with her heartily, but not intelligently; for his knowledge of botany, he told her frankly, was inferior to that of a tom-cat, and he was capable of little more in that line than to distinguish the difference between a cabbage and a potato.

At it, therefore, the two young people went with real enthusiasm  we might almost say with red-hot enthusiasm  for botany was only a superstructure, so to speak, love being the foundation of the whole affair.

But let not the reader jump to hasty conclusions. Barret and Milly, being young and inexperienced, were absolutely ignorant at that time of the true state of matters. Both were earnest and straightforward  both were ardently fond of botany, and neither, up to that period, had known what it was to fall in love. What more natural, then, than that they should attribute their condition to botany? There is, indeed, a sense in which their idea was correct, for sympathy is one of the most precious seeds with which poor humanity is entrusted, and did not botany enable these two to unite in planting that seed, and is not sympathy the germ of full-blown love? If so, may they not be said to have fallen in love botanically? We make no assertion in regard to this. We merely, and modestly, put the question, leaving it to the intelligent reader to supply the answer  an exceedingly convenient mode of procedure when one is not quite sure of the answer ones self.

To return. Having got at it, Barret and Milly continued at it for several hours, during which period they either forgot, or did not care to remember, the flight of time. They also contrived, during that time, to examine, discuss, and comment upon, a prodigious number of plants, all of which, being in pots or boxes, were conveyed by the youth to the empty stand at the side of the fair invalid. The minute examination with a magnifying glass of corolla, and stamen, and calyx, etcetera, rendered it necessary, of course, that these inquiries into the mysteries of Nature should bring the two heads pretty close together; one consequence being that the seed-plant of sympathy was forced a good deal, and developed somewhat after the fashion of those plants which Hindoo jugglers cause magically to sprout, blossom, and bloom before the very eyes of astonished beholders  with this difference, however, that whereas the development of the jugglers is deceptive as well as quick, that of our botanists was genuine and natural, though rapid.

The clang of the luncheon gong was the first thing that brought them to their senses.

Surely there must be some mistake! Junkie must be playing with  no, it is indeed one oclock, exclaimed Milly, consulting in unbelief a watch so small that it seemed like cruelty to expect it to go at all, much less to go correctly.

As she spoke, the door of the conservatory opened, and Mrs Gordon appeared with affected indignation on her usually mild countenance.

You naughty child! she exclaimed, hurrying forward. Did I not warn you to stay no longer than an hour? and here you are, flushed, and no doubt feverish, in consequence of staying the whole forenoon. Take my arm, and come away directly.

I pray you, Mrs Gordon, to lay the blame on my shoulders, said Barret. I fear it was my encouraging Miss Moss to talk of her favourite study that induced her to remain.

I would be only too glad to lay the blame on your shoulders if I could lay Millys weakness there too, returned the lady. It is quite evident that you would never do for a nurse. Strong men like you have not sympathy enough to put yourself in the place of invalids, and think how they feel. I would scold you severely, sir, if you were not my guest. As it is, I will forgive you if you promise me not to mention the subject of botany in the presence of my niece for a week to come.

The condition is hard, said Barret, with a laugh; but I promise  that is, if Miss Moss does not force the subject on me.

I promise that, Mr Barret; but I also attach a condition.

Which is  ?

That you go to Eagle Cliff some day this week, and find for me a particular plant for which I have sought for a long time in vain, but which I am told is to be found there.

Most willingly. Nothing could give me greater pleasure, returned the youth, with an air of such eager enthusiasm that he felt constrained to add, you see, the acquisition of new and rare plants has been a sort of passion with me for many years, and I am quite delighted to find that there is a possibility of not only gratifying it here, but of being able at the same time to contribute to your happiness.

They reached the house as he made this gallant speech, and Milly went straight to her room.

The only members of the household who sat down to luncheon that day were Mrs Gordon, Archie, the enthusiastic photographer, and Flo, with her black doll; and the only guest, besides Barret, was McPherson, the skipper of the lost yacht. The rest were all out rambling by mountain, loch, or stream.

Milly wont appear again to-day, said the hostess, as she sat down. I knew that she had overdone it. The shock to her system has been far too severe to admit of botanical discussions.

Barret professed himself overwhelmed with a sense of guilt, and promised to avoid the dangerous subject in future.

Mother, exclaimed Flo, who was a good but irrepressible child, what dee tink? Archie have pofografft dolly, an shes as like as  as  two peas. Isnt she, Archie?

Quite as like as that, Flo, replied Archie, with a laugh; liker, if anything.

By the way, how did you get on with your photographing yesterday afternoon, Archie? asked Barret.

Pretty well with some of the views; but I ruined the last one, because father would have me introduce Captain McPherson and his man McGregor.

Is that so, captain? asked Mrs Gordon.

Oo, ay; it iss true enough, answered the skipper, with a grim smile. He made a queer like mess o me, what-ë-ver.

How was it, Archie?

Well, mother, this is how it was. You know the waterfall at the head of Ravens Nook? Well, I have long wanted to take that, so I went up with father and Mr Mabberly. We found the captain and McGregor sitting there smoking their pipes, and when I was arranging the camera, the captain said to me

No, Maister Archie, interrupted the skipper; I did not say anything to Shames. You should be more parteekler. But Shames said something to me, what-ë-ver.

Just so; I forgot, continued Archie. Well, McGregor said to the captain, What would you think if we wass to sit still an co into the pictur?

Oo, ay; that was just it, an fery like him too, said the skipper, laughing at Archies imitation, though he failed to recognise the similarity to his own drawling and nasal tones. People always do thus fail. We can never see ourselves!

Well, continued Archie, father insisted that I was to take them, though they quite spoiled the view. So I did; but in the very middle of the operation, what did the captain do but insist on changing his

Not at all, Maister Archie, again interrupted the skipper; you have not got the right of it. It wass Shames said to me that he thought you had feenished, an so I got up; an then you roared like a wild bullock to keep still, and so what could I do but keep still? an so

Exactly; that was it, cried Archie, interrupting in his turn; but you kept still standing, and so there were three figures in the picture when it was done, and your fist in the standing one came right in front of your own nose in the sitting one, for all the world as if you were going to knock yourself down. Such a mess it was altogether!

That iss fery true. It wass a mess, what-ë-ver!

You must show me this curious photograph, Archie, after lunch, said Barret; it must be splendid.

But it is not so splendid as my dolly, chimed in Flo. Ill show you zat after lunch too.

Accordingly, after the meal was over, Archie carried Barret off to his workshop. Then Flo took him to the nursery, where she not only showed him the portrait of the nigger doll, which was a striking likeness  for dolls invariably sit well  but took special pains to indicate the various points which had come out so bootifully  such as the nails which Junkie had driven into its wooden head for the purpose of making it behave better; the chip that Junkie had taken off the end of its nose when he tried to convert that feature into a Roman; the deep line drawn round the head close to the hair by Junkie, when, as the chief of the Micmac Indians, he attempted to scalp it; and the hole through the right eye, by which Junkie proposed to let a little more light into its black brain.

Having seen and commented on all these things, Barret retired to the smoking-room, not to smoke, but to consult a bundle of newspapers which the post had brought to the house that day.

For it must not be imagined that the interests and amusements by which he was surrounded had laid the ghost of the thin, little old lady whom he had mur  at least run down  in London. No; wherever he went, and whatever he did, that old lady, like Nemesis, pursued him. When he looked down, she lay sprawling  a murdered, at least a manslaughtered, victim  at his feet. When he looked up, she hung, like the sword of Damocles, by a single fibre of maidens hair over his head.

It was of no use that his friend Jackman rallied him on the point.

My dear fellow, he would say, dont you see that if you had really killed her, the thing would have been published far and wide all over the kingdom, with a minute description, and perhaps a portrait of yourself on the bicycle, in all the illustrated papers? Even if you had only injured her severely, they would have made a sensation of it, with an offer, perhaps, of a hundred pounds for your capture, and a careful indication of the streets through which you passed when you ran away

Ay, thats what makes the matter so much worse, Barret would reply; the unutterable meanness of running away!

But you repented of that immediately, Jackman would return in soothing tones; and you did your utmost to undo it, though the effort was futile.

Barret was usually comforted a good deal by the remarks of his friend, and indeed frequently forgot his trouble, especially when meditating on botanical subjects with Milly. Still, it remained a fact that he was haunted by the little old lady, more or less, and had occasional bad dreams, besides becoming somewhat anxious every time he opened a newspaper.

While Barret and the skipper were thus taking what the latter called an easy day of it, their friend Mabberly, with Eddie and Junkie and the seaman McGregor, had gone over the pass in the waggonette to the village of Cove for a days sea-fishing. They were driven by Ivor Donaldson.

Youll not have been in these parts before, sir? said Ivor, who was a quiet, polite, and sociable man when not under the influence of drink.

No, never, answered Mabberly, who sat on the seat beside him; and if it had not been for our misfortune, or the carelessness of that unknown steamer, I should probably never have known of the existence of your beautiful island. At least, I would have remained in ignorance of its grandeur and beauty.

That proves the truth of the south-country sayin, sir, Its an ill wind that blaws nae guid.

It does, indeed; for although the loss of my fathers yacht is a very considerable one, to have missed the hospitality of the laird of Kinlossie, and the rambling over your magnificent hills, would have been a greater misfortune.

The keeper, who cherished a warm feeling for old Mr Gordon, and admired him greatly, expressed decided approval of the young mans sentiments, as was obvious from the pleased smile on his usually grave countenance, though his lips only gave utterance to the expression, Fery true, sir; you are not far wrong.

At the Eagle Pass they halted a few minutes to breathe the horses. Eddie and Junkie, of course, jumped down, followed by James McGregor, with whom they had already formed a friendship.

Come away, an well show you the place where Milly fell down. Come along, quicker, Shames, cried Junkie, adopting the name that the skipper used; for the boys love of pleasantry not infrequently betrayed him into impudence.

With a short laugh, Mabberly turned to Ivor, and asked if Shames was the Gaelic for James.

No, sir replied the keeper; but James is the English for Shames.

Ha! you are quoting now  or rather, misquoting  from the lips of some Irishman.

Weel, sir, I never heard it said that quota-ashun wass a sin, retorted Ivor; then, turning to the stupendous cliff that frowned above them, Hev ye heard of the prophecy, sir, aboot this cliff?

No. What is it?

Its said that the cliff is to be the scene of a ghost story, a love story, and a murder all at the same time.

Is that all, Ivor? Did the prophet give no indication how the stories were to end, or who the murderer is to be, or the murdered one?

Never a word, sir; only they wass all to be aboot the same time. Indeed, the prophet, whether man or wuman, is not known. Noo, we better shump up.

In a few minutes the waggonette was rattling down the slopes that led to Cove, and soon afterwards they were exchanging greetings with old Ian Anderson, the fisherman.

Iss it to fush, yell be wantin? asked Ian, as he ushered the party into his cottage, where Mrs Anderson was baking oat-cakes, and Aggy was busy knitting socks with her thin fingers as deftly and rapidly as if she had been in robust health.

Yes, that is our object to-day, said Mabberly. Good-day, Mrs Anderson; good-day, Aggy. Im glad to see you looking so much better, though I cant see very well for your cottage is none of the lightest, he said, glancing at the small window, where a ragged head, with a flattened white nose, accounted for the obscurity.

There might be more light, said Ian, seizing a thick thorn stick, and making a sudden demonstration towards the door, the instant effect of which action was an improvement in the light. It did not last long, however, for Tonal, after watching at the corner of the cottage long enough to make sure that the demonstration was a mere feint, returned to his post of observation.

Yes, sir, remarked Mrs Anderson; Aggy is much better. The fresh air is doin her cood already, an the peels that the shentleman  your friend  gave her is workin wonders.

They usually do, of one sort or another, returned Mabberly, with a peculiar smile. Im glad they happen to be wonders of the right sort in Aggys case. My friend has been out in India, and his prescriptions have been conceived in a warm climate, you see, which may account for their wonder-working qualities. Can we have your boat to-day, Mr Anderson?

Oo, ay; ye can hev that, sir, said Ian, summoning Donald to his presence with a motion of his finger. Tonal, he said, when ragged head stood at the open door, hev we ony pait?

Ay, plenty.

Co doon, then, an git the poat ready.

The boy disappeared without reply  a willing messenger. A few minutes more, and Ivor and Ian were rowing the boat towards a part of the sea which was deemed good fishing ground, while the rest of the party busied themselves arranging the lines.

Strong brown lines they were, wound on little square wooden frames, each with a heavy leaden sinker and a couple of strong coarse hooks of whitened metal attached to the lines by stout whipcord; for the denizens of those western waters were not the poddlies, coddlings, and shrimps that one is apt to associate with summer resorts by the sea. They were those veritable inhabitants of the deep that figure on the slabs of Billingsgate and similar markets  plaice and skate of the largest dimensions, congers that might suggest the great sea serpent, and even sharks of considerable size.

The surroundings were cognate. Curlews and sandpipers whistled on the shore, complaining sea-mews sailed overhead, and the low-lying skerries outside were swarming with skarts and other frequenters of the wild north.

Oh, what a funny face! exclaimed Junkie, as a great seal rose head and shoulders out of the sea, not fifty yards off, to look at them. Its observations induced it to sink promptly.

Let co the anchor, Tonal, said Ian; the pottom should be cood here.

Hand me the pait, Junkie, said McGregor.

Shie a bit this way, shouted Eddie.

There  Ive broke it! exclaimed Junkie, almost whimpering, as he held up the handle of his knife in one hand, and in the other a mussel with a broken blade sticking in it.

Never mind, Junkie. You can have mine, and keep it, said Mabberly, handing to the delighted boy a large buck-horn-handled knife, which bristled with appliances.

An dont try it on again, said Ian. Here iss pait for you, my poy.

A few minutes more, and the lines were down, and expectation was breathlessly rampant.

Hi! burst from Eddie, at the same moment that Ho! slipped from McGregor; but both ceased to haul in on finding that the tugs were not repeated.

Hallo! yelled Tonal, who fished beside Junkie, on feeling a tug worthy of a whale; and, Hee! hee! burst from Junkie, whose mischievous hand had caused the tug when ragged head was not looking.

In the midst of these false alarms Ivor drew up his line, and no one was aware of his success until a fish of full ten pounds weight was floundering in the boat. The boys were yet commenting on it noisily, when Ian put a large cod beside it.

What a tug! cried Eddie, beginning to haul up in violent haste.

Hev a care, or the line will pairt, said McGregor.

At the same moment Shames himself gave a jerk, as if he had received an electric shock, and in a few seconds a large plaice and a small crab were added to the pile!

Ive got something at last, said Mabberly, doing his best to repress excitement as he hauled in his line deliberately.

The something turned out to be an eel about four feet long, which went about the boat as if it were in its native element, and cost an amazing amount of exertion, whacking, and shouting, to subdue.

But this was nothing to the fish with which Junkie began to struggle immediately after, and which proved to be a real shark, five feet long. After the united efforts of Ian and Donald had drawn it to the surface, Junkie was allowed to strike the gaff into it, and a loud cheer greeted the monster of the deep as it was hurled into the bottom of the boat.

Thus, in expectation, excitation, and animation, they spent the remainder of that memorable day.




Chapter Seven.

Amazing Deeds and Misdeeds at a Deer-Drive.

To some casts of mind there is no aspect of nature so enchanting or romantic as that which is presented, on a fine summer day from the vantage ground of a ridge or shoulder high up on the mountains of one of our western isles.

It may be that the union of the familiar and beautiful with the unfamiliar and wild is that which arouses our enthusiastic admiration. As we stand in the calm genial atmosphere of a summer day, surveying the land and sea-scape from a commanding height that seems to have raised us above the petty cares of life, the eye and mind pass like the lightning-flash from the contemplation of the purple heather and purple plants around  and from the home-feelings thereby engendered  to the grand, apparently illimitable ocean, and the imagination is set free to revel in the unfamiliar and romantic regions beyond seas.

Some such thoughts were passing in the mind of Giles Jackman, as he stood alone, rifle in hand, on such a height one splendid forenoon, and contemplated the magnificent panorama.

Far down below  so far that the lowing of the red and black specks, which were cattle, and the bleating of the white specks, which were sheep, failed to reach him  a few tiny cottages could be seen, each in the midst of a green patch that indicated cultivation. Farther on, a snow-white line told where the wavelets kissed the rugged shore, but no sound of the kiss reached the hunters ear. Beyond, as if floating on the calm water, numerous rocky islets formed the playground of innumerable gulls, skarts, seals, loons, and other inhabitants of the wild north; but only to the sense of vision were their varied activities perceptible. Among these islets were a few blacker spots, which it required a steady look to enable one to recognise as the boats of fishermen; but beyond them no ship or sign of man was visible on the great lone sea, over, and reflected in which, hung a few soft and towering masses of cloudland.

If thus thy meaner works are fair,
And beautiful beyond compare;
How glorious must the mansions be
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee!

Jackman murmured rather than spoke the words, for no human ear was there to hear. Nevertheless there were human ears and tongues also, not far distant, engaged in earnest debate. It was on one of the ledges of the Eagle Cliff that our hunter stood. At another part of the same cliff, close to the pass where Milly Moss met with her accident, Allan Gordon stood with nearly all his visitors and several of his retainers around him.

Higher up the pass youll have a much better chance, Mr Barret. Is it not so, Ivor?

The keeper, who, in kilt, hose, and bonnet, was as fine a specimen of a tall athletic Highlander as one could wish to see, replied that that was true.

Nae doot, he said, I hev put Mr Jackman in the best place of all, for, whativer way the deer come, theyll hev to pass close, either above or below him  an thats maybe as weel for him wi his queer new-fashioned rifle; but at the heed o the pass is the next best place. The only thing is that yell hev to tak sure aim, for theres more room for them to stray, an ye may chance to git only a lang shot.

Well, then, it is not the place for me, for I am a poor shot, said Barret; besides, I have a fancy to stay here, where I am. You say it is a very good spot, Ivor, I understand?

Weel, its no that bad as a spote, answered the keeper, with a grim smile, for he had not much opinion of Barrets spirit as a sportsman; but its ackward as the lawnd lies.

Never mind. Ill stay here, and you know, laird, that I have some pleasant associations with it in connection with your niece.

That is more than Milly has, returned the old gentleman, laughing. However, have your way. Now, gentlemen, we must place ourselves quickly, for the beaters will soon be entering the wood. I will take you, Mr Mabberly, to a spot beyond the pass where you will be pretty sure of a shot. And MacRummle  where shall we place him?

He can do nothing wi the gun at a, sir, muttered the keeper, in a low voice, so that he might not be overheard. I wad putt him doon at the white rock. Hell git a lang shot at them there. Of course hell miss, but thatll do weel enough for him  for hes easy pleased; ony way, if he taks shootin as he taks fishin, a mere sight o the deer, like the rise o a salmon, ll send him home happy.

Very well, Ivor, arrange as you think best. And how about Captain McPherson and McGregor?

Ill tak care o them mysel, sir.

Ye need na fash yer heed aboot us, laird, said the skipper. Bein more used to the sea than the mountains, we will be content to look on. Iss that not so, Shames?

That iss so  what-ë-ver, returned the seaman.

Well, come along then; the beaters must be at work now. How many did you get, Ivor?

Im not exactly sure, sir, returned the keeper; theres Ian Anderson an Tonal from Cove, an Mister Archie an Eddie, an Roderick  thats five. Oo, ay, I forgot, theres that queer English loon, Robin Tips  hes no o much use, but he can mak a noise  besides three o Mr Grants men.

Thats plenty  now then

Please, father, said Junkie, who had listened with open eyes and mouth, as well as ears, for this was his first deer-stalk, may I stop with Mr Barret?

Certainly, my boy, if Mr Barret does not object.

Of course Mr Barret did not object, though he was rather surprised at this mark of preference.

I say, me boy, whispered Pat Quin, ask av I may stop wid ye.

Junkie looked at the Irishman doubtfully for a moment, then said  

Father, Quin says he wants to stop with me.

You maynt do that, Quin, returned the laird with a smile; but you may go and stay with your master. I heard him say that he would like you to be with him to keep you out of mischief.

Thankee, sor. I was used to attend on im in the jungles to carry his spare guns, for its ellyphints, no less, that we was used to bag out there; but I make no question he can amuse himsilf wid deer an things like that where theres nothin better. He was always aisy to plaze, like Mr MacRummle.

Just so, Quin; and as MacRummle knows the hill, and has to pass the place where Mr Jackman has been left, you had better follow him.

This arranged, the different parties took up their positions to await the result of the beating of a strip of dwarf forest, several miles in extent, which clothed part of the mountain slopes below the Eagle Cliff.

On reaching the spot where Jackman was stationed, old MacRummle explained to him the various arrangements that had just been made for the comfort of all.

I am sorry they gave me the best place, said Jackman. I suppose it is because the laird thinks my experience in India entitles me to it; but I would much rather that Mabberly or Barret had got the chance, for Im used to this sort of thing, and, after bagging elephants, I can afford to lay on my oars and see my friends go in and win.

An sure, arent thim the very words I said, sor? put in Quin.

Have they given you a good place? asked Jackman of MacRummle, taking no notice of his mans remarks.

Theyve given me the worst, said the old man, simply; and I cannot blame them, for, as the keeper truly remarked, I can do nothing with the gun,  still less with the rifle, he might have added! At the same time, I confess it would have added somewhat to the zest of the day if Ivor had allowed me some degree of hope. He thought I didnt overhear him, but I did; for they give me credit for greater deafness than I deserve.

There was something so pitiful, yet half amusing, in the way in which this was said, that Jackman suddenly grasped the old gentlemans hand.

Mr MacRummle, he said firmly, will you do me a favour?

Certainly, with pleasure  if I can.

You can  and you shall. It is this: change places and rifles with me.

My dear, kind sir, you dont know what you ask. My rifle is an old double-barrel muzzle loader, and at the white rock you wouldnt have the ghost of a chance. I know the place well, having often passed it in fishing excursions up the burns. Besides, I never used a repeating rifle in my life. I couldnt manage it, even if I were to try.

Mr MacRummle, are you not a Highlander?

I believe I am! replied the old man, drawing himself up with a smile.

And is not that equivalent to saying that you are a man of your word?

Well  I suppose it is so  at least it should be so.

But you will prove that it is not so, if you fail to do me a favour that lies in your power, after promising to do it. Come now, we have no time to lose. I will show you how to use the repeater. See; it is empty just now. All you have to do is to take aim as you would with any ordinary rifle, and pull the trigger. When the shot is off, you load again by simply doing this to the trigger-guard  so. Dyou understand?

Yes, perfectly; but is that all? no putting in of cartridges anywhere?

No, nothing more. Simply do that (open  and the cartridge flies out), and that (shut  and you are loaded and ready to fire)! Now, try it. Thats it! Capital! Couldnt be better. Why, you were born to be a sportsman!

Yes, with fish, remarked the gratified old man, as he went through the motions of loading and firing to perfection.

Now, then, I will load it thus. Watch me.

As he spoke, he filled the chamber under the barrel with cartridge after cartridge to the amazement of MacRummle and the amusement of Quin, who looked on.

How many shots will it fire without reloading? asked the old man at length.

Sixteen, replied Jackman.

What! sixteen? But  but how will I ever know how many Ive let off?

You dont require to know. Just blaze away till it refuses to fire! Now, I must be off. Where is this white rock that I have to go to?

There it is  look. A good bit down the hill, on the open ground near the forest. If you have good eyes, you can see it from here. Look, just behind the ridge. Dyou see?

I see. Great luck to you. Do good work, and teach that rascal Ivor to respect your powers with the rifle. Come along, Quin.

But really, my young friend, it is too good, too self-denying of you to

He stopped, for Jackman and Quin were already striding down the mountain on their way to the white rock.

MacRummle had been somewhat excited by the enthusiasm of his young friend and the novelty of his situation. To say truth, he would much rather have been pottering along the banks of one of his loved Highland streams, rod in hand, than crouching in the best pass of the Eagle Cliff in expectation of red-deer; but being an amiable and sympathetic man, he had been fired by the enthusiasm of the household that morning, and, seeing that all were going to the drive, including the laird, he made up his mind to brace himself up to the effort, and float with the current. His enthusiasm had not cooled when he reached the Eagle Cliff, and Jackmans kindness, coupled with hope and the repeating rifle, increased it even to white heat. In which condition he sat down on a rock, removed his hat, and wiped his bald, perspiring head, while a benignant smile illuminated his glowing features.

About the same time, Barret and Junkie having selected a convenient mass of rock as their outlook, so that they could command the pass for some distance in both directions without exposing themselves to view, rested the rifle against the cliff and began to talk. Soon the young man discovered that the little boy, like many other mischievous boys, was of an exceedingly inquiring disposition. Among other things, he not only began an intelligent inquiry about the locks of a rifle, but a practical inquiry with his fingers, which called for remonstrance.

Do you know, Junkie, that this is the very spot where your Cousin Milly fell? said Barret, by way of directing the urchins thoughts into a safer channel.

Is it? Oh, dear, what a thump she must have come down!

Yes, indeed, a dreadful thump  poor thing. She was trying to get flowers at the time. Do you know that she is exceedingly fond of flowers?

Oh, dont I? Shes got books full of them  all pasted in with names printed under them. I often wonder what she sees in flowers to be so fond of them. I dont care a button for them myself, unless they smell nice. But I often scramble after them for her.

There is a good deal to like in flowers besides the smell, said Barret, assuming an instructive tone, which Junkie resented on the spot.

Oh, yes, I dont want to know; you neednt try to teach me, he said, firmly.

Of course not. I wouldnt think of teaching you, my boy. You know Im not a schoolmaster. Im not clever enough for that, and when I was your age, I hated to be taught. But I could show you some things about flowers and plants that would astonish you. Only it would not be safe to do it just now, for the deer might come up and

No they wont, interrupted the boy; its a monstrous big wood theyve got to pass through before they can come here, so we have time to look at some of the stonishin things.

Well, then, come. We will just go a little way up the cliff.

Leading Junkie away among the masses of fallen rock, which strewed that ledge of the cliff, the wily youth began to examine plants and flowers minutely, and to gradually arouse in the boys mind an interest in such parts of botanical science as he was capable of understanding.

Meanwhile the small army of beaters had extended themselves across the distant end of the forest, which, being some miles off, and on the other side of a great shoulder of the mountain, was not only out of sight, but out of hearing of the stalkers who watched the passes of the Eagle Cliff.

All the beaters, or drivers, were well acquainted with the work they had to do, with the exception of Robin Tips, to whom, of course, it was quite new. But Ian Anderson put him under Donalds care, with strict injunctions to look well after him.

Now, Tonal, see that ye dont draw together an git taalkin so as to forget what yere about. Keep him at the right distance away from ye, an as much in line as ye can.

Oo, ay, returned ragged head, in a tone that meant, when translated into familiar English, Dont teach your grandmother to suck eggs!

In a sequestered dell on the slope of the hills, a lordly stag and several hinds were enjoying themselves that morning among the bracken and bright mosses, partially screened from the sun by the over-arching boughs of birch and hazel, and solaced by the tinkling music of a neighbouring rill. Thick underwood concealed the dell on all sides; grey lichen-covered boulders surrounded it; no sound disturbed it save the faint cry of the plover and curlew on the distant shore, or the flap of a hawks wing as it soared overhead. Altogether it looked like a safe and sure retreat, but it did not prove to be so.

Mingled with the plaintive cries of the wild fowl, there came a faint  barely perceptible  sound of the human voice. The stag pricked up his ears, and raised his antlered head. It was by no means a new sound to him. The shepherds voice calling to his collie on the mountain-side was a familiar sound, that experience had taught him boded no evil. The converse of friends as they plodded along the roads or foot-paths that often skirted his lairs, had a tone of innocence about it which only induced caution  not alarm. But there was nothing of this in the sounds that now met his ears. He raised himself higher, opened his nostrils wider, sniffed the tainted air, and then, turning his graceful head, made some remark  we presume, though we cannot be positive on this point  to his wives.

These, meek and gentle  as females usually are, or ought to be  turned their soft inquiring gaze on their lord. Thus they stood, as if spell-bound, while the sounds slowly but steadily increased in volume and approached their retreat. Presently a shoulder of the mountain was turned by the drivers, and their discordant voices came down on the gentle breeze with unmistakable significance.

We regret being unable to report exactly what the stag then said to his wives, but the result was that the entire family bounded from their retreat, and, in the hurry and alarm of the moment, scattered along various glades, all of which, however, trended ultimately towards those mountain fastnesses that exist about and beyond the Eagle Cliff.

Two of the hinds followed their lord in a direction which led them out of the wood within sight of, though a considerable distance from, the white rock behind which Jackman and Quin were concealed. The others fled by tracks somewhat higher on the hill-sides, where however, as the reader knows, the enemy was posted to intercept them.

Sure its a purty stag, afther all, whispered Quin, who, in spite of elephantine-Indian sport, was somewhat excited by this sudden appearance of the Scottish red-deer. But theyre a long way off, sor.

Not too far, if the rifle is true, said Jackman, in a very low voice, as he put up the long-range sight.

Youll git a good chance at the stag whin he tops the hillock forenent you, sor, remarked the somewhat garrulous Irishman.

I wont fire at the stag, Quin, returned Jackman, quietly. You and I have surely killed enough of bigger game abroad. We can afford to let the stag pass on to our friends higher up, some of whom have never seen a red-deer before, and may never have a chance of seeing one again.

All this was said by the sportsman in a low, soft voice, which could not have been heard three yards off, yet his sharp eye was fixed intently on the passing deer. Seeing that there was no likelihood of their coming nearer, he raised his rifle, took steady but quick aim, and fired. One of the hinds dropped at once; the other followed her terrified lord as he dashed wildly up the slope.

Partial deafness is a slight disadvantage in deer-stalking. So, at least, MacRummle discovered that day. After having wiped his forehead, as already described, he set himself steadily to fulfil the duties of his situation. These were not so simple as one might suppose, for, as had been explained to him by Jackman, he had to watch two passes  one close above his post, the other close below it  either of which might bring the deer within easy reach of his rifle, but of course there was the uncertainty as to which of the two passes the deer would choose. As it was a physical impossibility to have his eyes on both passes at once, the old gentleman soon found that turning his head every few seconds from one side to the other became irksome. Then it became painful. At last it became torture, and then he gave up this plan in despair, resolving to devote a minute at a time to each pass, although feeling that by so doing his chances were greatly diminished.

When Jackman fired his shot, MacRummles ears refused to convey the information to his brain. He still sat there, turning his head slowly to and fro, and feeling rather sleepy. One of the scattered deer, which had gone higher up the mountain, passed him by the upper track. MacRummle was gazing at the lower track just then! Having given the allotted time to it, he turned languidly and beheld the hind, trotting rather slowly, for it was somewhat winded.

The sight sent sportsman-fire through the old gentlemans entire frame. He sprang, he almost tumbled up, but before he could fire, a jealous boulder intervened. Rushing up a few yards, he was just in time to see the animal bound over a cliff and disappear.

Depressed beyond measure, he returned to his post and resumed the rapid head-motion which he had foolishly discontinued. This was fortunate, for it enabled him to see in time the stag and hind which Jackman had sent bounding towards him. Another moment, and the affrighted creatures were within range. MacRummle sprang up, put the repeater to his shoulder, and then commenced a fusillade that baffles description. Bang, bang, bang, went the repeater; bang, bang, double-bang, and banging everywhere went the startled echoes of the mountain. Never since it sprang from the volcanic forces of nature had the Eagle Cliff sent forth such a spout of rattling reverberation. The old man took no aim whatever. He merely went through the operations of load and fire with amazing rapidity. Each crack delivered into the arms of echo was multiplied a hundredfold. Showers of bullets seemed to hail around the astounded quarry. Smoke, as of a battle, enshrouded the sportsman. The rifle became almost too hot to hold, and when at last it ceased to respond to the drain upon its bankrupt magazine, the stag and hind lay dead upon the track, and MacRummle lay exhausted with excitement and exertion upon the heather!

This unwonted fusillade took the various parties higher up the hill by surprise. To Ivor, indeed, it was quite a new experience, and he regarded it with a smile of grim contempt.

There iss noise enough  what-ë-ver! remarked Skipper McPherson, who sat beside the keeper with a double-barrelled gun charged with buckshot, which he had in readiness.

Look! look! exclaimed Ivor, pointing to another part of the pass, your friend McGregor has got a fright!

Ay, thats true. Shames would be troubled in his mind, I think.

There was indeed some reason to suppose so. The worthy seaman, having got tired of waiting, had, against Ivors advice, wandered a few yards along the pass, where, seeing something farther on that aroused his curiosity, he laid down the single-barrelled fowling-piece with which he had been provided, and began to clamber. Just as the repeater opened fire, two hinds, which had got ahead of the others, ran through the pass by different tracks. One of these McGregor saw before it came up, and he rushed wildly back for his gun. It was this act that his comrades rightly attributed to mental perturbation.

Look out! whispered the keeper.

As he spoke the other hind, doubling round a mass of fallen rock, almost leaped into McGregors arms. It darted aside, and the seaman, uttering a wild shout, half raised his gun and fired. The butt hit him on the chest and knocked him down, while the shot went whizzing in all directions round his comrades, cutting their garments, but fortunately doing them no serious injury.

Oh, Shames! ye was always in too great a hurry, remonstrated the skipper, oblivious of the fact that he himself had been too slow.

Quick, man, fire! cried Ivor, testily.

The captain tried to energise. In doing so he let off one barrel at the celestial orbs unintentionally. The other might as well have gone the same way, for all the execution it did.

When he looked at the keeper, half apologetically, he saw that he was quietly examining his leg, which had been penetrated by a pellet.

Eh! man, are ee shot? cried the captain, anxiously.

Oo, ay, but Im none the worse o it! I had a presentiment o somethin o this sort, an loaded his gun wi small shot, replied the keeper.

Profound were the expressions of apology from McGregor, on learning what he had done, and patronisingly cool were the assurances of Ivor that the injury was a mere flea-bite. And intense was the astonishment when it was discovered that a stag and a hind had fallen to old MacRummle with that treemendious repeater! And great was the laughter afterwards, at lunch time on the field of battle, when Junkie gravely related that Barret was upon a precipice, trying to reach a rare plant, when the deer passed, so that he did not get a shot at all! And confused was the expression of Barrets face when he admitted the fact, though he carefully avoided stating that his mind was taken up at the time with a very different kind of dear!

It was afternoon when the assembled party, including drivers, sat down to luncheon on the hill-side, and began to allay the cravings of appetite, and at the same time to recount or discuss in more or less energetic tones, the varied experiences of the morning. Gradually the victuals were consumed, and the experiences pretty well thrashed out, including those of poor Mabberly, who had failed to get even a chance of a shot.

An sure its no wonder at all, was Pat Quins remark; for the noise was almost as bad as that night when you an me, sor, was out after the elephants in that great hunt in the North-western provinces of Indy.

Oh, do tell us about that, cried Junkie and his brothers, turning eagerly to Jackman.

So I will, my boys; but not now. It will take too long. Some other time, in the house, perhaps, when a bad day comes.

No, now, now! cried Junkie.

Seeing that most of those present had lighted their pipes, and that the laird seemed to wish it, Jackman washed down his lunch with a glass of sparkling water, cleared his throat, and began.




Chapter Eight.

Jackmans Wonderful Elephant Story.

Once upon a time, said Jackman, glancing at Junkie and Robin Tips, who sat before him open-mouthed and open-eyed, as if ready to swallow anything...

Yes, murmured Junkie, nodding, thats the right way to begin.

But you must not interrupt, Junkie.

No, I wont do it again; but first, tell me, is it true?

Yes, my boy; it is absolutely true in all its main points, replied Jackman.

Well, as I said, once upon a time, not very long ago, I was sent up to the North-west provinces of India, to a place near the base of the Himalaya mountain-range. The country was swarming with elephants at that time. You see, previous to that, the elephants had been hunted and killed to such an extent that the Government had been obliged to pass an Elephant Preservation Act for their protection, and the Act worked so well that the elephants multiplied very fast. They roamed at will through the forests, and frequently, leaving these, made raids upon the cultivated lands, to the great damage of property and danger of human life from the rogues, as old, solitary elephants which have been driven from the herds, are called. These rogues are extremely ill-natured and dangerous, so it was found necessary to take steps to kill some of them, and thin the herds by capturing some of the females, which might be tamed and made useful.

For this purpose of hunting and catching elephants a hunt upon a truly magnificent scale was instituted. Now, as it is very difficult to kill such huge creatures, and still more difficult to catch them, men are obliged to call to their aid tame elephants, which are trained for the purpose of what is called Khedda hunting. But I dont mean to tell you either about the killing or catching just now. I shall rather relate an extraordinary and thrilling incident that occurred before the hunt had properly begun.

Great men from all parts of the country assembled at this hunt, some of them bringing troops of tame elephants and followers with them. There were governors and rajahs, and private secretaries, with some of their wives, military officers, forest officers, commissioners, collectors, superintendents, magistrates, surgeons, medical officers, and even clergymen, besides a host of smaller fry and servants. It was a regular army! The Maharajah of Bulrampore sent sixty-five catching elephants, and five koonkies or fighting elephants, among which was a famous warrior named Chand Moorut. Along with these came a body of men trained to that special work. A good contingent also came from Rampore. The Rajah of Khyrigarh came in person with thirteen elephants and a noted fighting animal, named Berchir Bahadur; other elephants were collected from the rajahs and native gentlemen around. Among the koonkies, or gladiators, were two tremendous fellows, both as to colossal size and courage, named respectively Raj Mungul and Isri Pershad.

But far before them all in towering height and stupendous weight and unconquerable courage, as well as warlike tendency, was the mighty Chand Moorut, whom I first mentioned. This grand, slow-moving, sedate hero of a hundred fights, was a sort of elephantine bull-dog; a concentrated earthquake; an animal thunder-bolt; a suppressed volcano. Nothing in the forests had yet been found which could stand before his onset. And when we saw him stalk solemnly into camp with his mahowt, or guide, looking like a small monkey on his great neck, and remembered his fame as a fighter and his eager thirst at all times for battle, we felt that the keystone had been put to the arch of our arrangements.

This great mixed multitude was put under the direction of a Conservator of Forests, a man celebrated for his exploits and daring adventures in the field, and it was as a friend of his that I joined the hunt with my man, Pat Quin there.

Troth, sor, an av it wasnt for Chand Moorut (blissins on his great sowl, av he has wan, an on his body av he hasnt) your man Pat Quin would have been left there as flat as a pancake. Excuse me, sor, for spakin, but me feelins overcomed me.

No doubt, Quin, you had a narrow escape; Ill come to that soon. Well, the spot at last chosen for pitching the camp was a splendid one, facing northward, where we had an extensive view of the great forests that stretched to the base of the irregular and rugged Sawalick hills. Behind these rose the mighty Himalayas themselves, their grand peaks seeming to push up into the very heavens, where the sun shone with dazzling brilliancy on their everlasting snows. The camp covered an immense piece of ground, which was partly open and partly dotted with clumps of trees. It was so large that the tents, etcetera, were arranged in streets, and our Director pitched his tent in the very centre of it, with all the tame elephants and their attendants around him.

You may easily fancy that it was a noisy camp, with so many hundreds of men and animals around, full of excitement, more or less, about the coming fight; for we had a number of men, called trackers, out in the woods, who had brought in news that a herd of wild elephants had just been discovered in the Saharanpur and Dun forests, on the banks of the Ganges.

The glens in these forests were known to be well suited for hunting purposes, so our hopes and expectations were raised to a high pitch. Towards evening we had got pretty well settled down, when a rumour got about the camp that one of the Khedda elephants had killed a man, and that it was highly probable he would run amuck to the great danger of every one. It happened thus:  

A big tusker, named Mowla Buksh, was being taken by his mahowt to drink and bathe, according to custom, when it was observed that the elephant seemed to be out of temper. Just then one of the fodder-cutters chanced to pass by.

Keep out of his way, cried the mahowt, in a warning tone. Theres something wrong with him to-day. I wont bathe him, I think.

Oh! he knows me well, and wont harm me, returned the cutter.

The words were scarcely out of the mans mouth, when the brute rushed at him, knocked him down, gored him with his tusks, and kicked him after the fashion of enraged elephants. Of course the poor man was instantly killed. When this deed was done, Mowlah Buksh seemed to feel that, having lost his character, he might as well go on in his course of mischief. He became wild with fury, and kept throwing his head back in a vain endeavour to seize his mahowt with his trunk and kill him also. In this effort he failed. The mahowt, though old, was active and strong. He managed to hold on and sit so far back on the elephants hind quarters as to be just out of reach. Luckily the brute did not think of shaking him off.

Had he attempted that, he would soon have succeeded. The poor man would have fallen to the ground and been killed. Finding that he could not accomplish his purpose, the infuriated animal rushed towards the camp, where the khedda or hunting elephants were, and where, as I have said, our Director had pitched his tent. My own tent was close beside his.

The first I heard of what was going on was from Quin, who came running into my tent, where I was sitting quietly at the time, cleaning my rifle. Quins eyes were starting out of his head, and there was, I assure you, nothing of the pleasant smile that rests on his face at this moment!

Och, sor! gasped Quin, Bowla Muk  no  Mowla Buksh  has gone mad entoirely!

I jumped up quickly, you may believe, for I didnt often see that look on Quins face, and when I did, I knew well that something very serious was in the wind.

Where away is he? I asked.

Sorrow wan o me knows, sor, said Quin.

Rushing out with no very fixed purpose in view, I soon found that the shouting in the camp was a sufficient guide to the spot where the mischief was going on. In a few minutes I came on a cordon of musketeers who had been hastily drawn up, so as to prevent Mowla Buksh from getting at the other elephants, for if he had succeeded in doing so, he would certainly have gone knocking about the smaller ones, perhaps maiming them, and killing every man who might chance to come in his path. On the other hand, if the musketeers managed to turn him, there was the danger of his making for the main camp, and killing every one he could lay hold of in that direction.

Of course the thought of turning out the big fighting elephants to master him occurred to every one; but even here there would be risk, for these gladiators would not rest content without knocking Mowla Buksh off his legs, in which case the mahowt would assuredly be killed. Besides, our Director chanced to be in the forest at the time, and no one else seemed ready to take the responsibility of ordering them out.

When I came up to the musketeers, I saw the elephant rushing wildly about, trying to find a way through them, with the old mahowt sticking to his back like a burr.

The Bulrampore men shouted to him to try and get the elephant to go to his standing-place, saying that if he could persuade him to sit down they would tie his legs up. After the brute had exhausted itself somewhat by rushing about, the mahowt did succeed in recovering control so far as to persuade him to move to his standing-place, which was not far distant, and to our great relief he sat down in the usual way. The Bulrampore men were as good as their word. Smart hands every one, they ran up with ropes and commenced tying up his hind legs. Being experts at the work, they manipulated the thick ropes with amazing rapidity, and had the panting animal almost secured when he partially recovered, and began to understand what was being done to him. He started up indignantly, just before the knots were properly fastened, and struck out right and left with his trunk, scattering the men in all directions.

Although the ropes had not been quite secured, they were sufficiently fast to impede his movements. He therefore took to venting his rage on the surrounding trees, and, really, until that day, I had not realised the prodigious strength of this king of beasts. He knocked and smashed them down right and left with the greatest possible ease, although, I do assure you, some of them were fully eight inches in diameter. All this time the old mahowt was clinging to his back, not daring to slip off.

The men now began to lay large rope-nooses about here and there, in the hope that he would accidentally put a foot into one of them. But Mowla Buksh was much too knowing to be caught in this way. Whenever he came across one of these nooses, he took it up with his trunk and tossed it contemptuously aside. Gradually he worked his way up to a cluster of trees near the tent in which our Directors wife had been seated all the time  with what feelings I will not pretend to guess. In this cluster he spent two hours, smashing down trees all the time, and occasionally, by way of variety, trying to lay hold of the poor mahowt, who was gradually becoming exhausted through terror and the exertion of holding on.

Strange to say, now and then the man appeared to regain control over the beast, though only for a few seconds. During one of these intervals he even succeeded in making Mowla Buksh partially sit down.

Och! now or niver! Off wid ye! yelled a splitting voice close to my ear! I need not tell you whose voice that was, or that its owner was skipping about like a gorilla, almost as mad as the elephant!

Ah! sor, interrupted Quin, dont ye remimber how yourself was  but Ill have mercy on ye! Go on, sor.

Well, I confess, resumed Jackman, that I was a little excited. However, the Bulrampore men echoed Quins advice in eagerly expressed Hindustani. The mahowt took it, slipped to the ground, and ran for his life! Fortunately the excited Mowla either did not perceive or did not care. He rose up and recommenced his work of destruction.

All this time he had been freeing himself from the ropes with which he was imperfectly bound. At last he detached them entirely, and began to make furious rushes in every direction.

At that critical moment our Director arrived on the scene. Seeing how matters stood he at once gave orders to have the fighting elephants brought to the front, as the only chance that remained to bring the mischief to an end. The orders were gladly and promptly obeyed.

Before they arrived, however, Mowla Buksh, in one of his rushes, came straight to where Quin and I were standing

Skippin, sor, ye said.

Well, skipping. But we stopped skipping at once, and took to running as hard as we could. We both ran through some soft reedy ground, where the brute overtook us. I glanced over my shoulder and saw him knock Quin into the rushes and set his enormous foot on him

Oh! was he killed? exclaimed Junkie with a look of consternation at the now heroic Quin!

There was a general burst of laughter, in which Junkie joined, for he saw the absurdity of the question which sudden anxiety had forced from him.

But why wasnt you killed? he asked almost indignantly.

Whisht! honey, an yell hear, av yell howld your tongue.

You must know, continued Jackman, that the place he had tumbled into was wet, soft ground, and Quin has a sharp way of looking after his life! Although half stunned he rolled to one side, so that only the side of the great foot came down on his shoulder and thrust him deep into the mud. I stopped at once with a feeling of horror, but without the slightest conception of what I meant to do, and the horror was deepened as I saw the monster turn with the evident intention of completing his work.

At that terrible moment the colossal forms of Raj Mungul, Isri Pershad, and the mighty Chand Moorut appeared, coming towards us. Mowla Buksh did not carry out his deadly intentions. There was method in his madness. Seeing the koonkies approach, he retreated at once to the shelter of the cluster of trees, and waited.

I rushed forward, expecting to find my man dead and flattened, but he rose slowly as I came up, and with an indescribable expression of countenance said, Arrah! then, but he was heavy!

An that must have been true  what-ever said McGregor, unable to restrain a comment at this point.

What you remark is true likewise, Shames, said the skipper.

Go on  quick! cried Junkie, eagerly.

Well, our Director gave orders, to take Raj Mungul to the south side of the clump of trees, Isri Pershad to the west, and Chand Moorut to the east. It was impossible to let the last go in, though he was impatient to do so, for by that time it was getting dark, and his mahowt would have probably been swept off his back by the branches; and the risk of such a gladiator being let loose without a controlling hand was not to be thought of for a moment.

The difficulty was got over by means of a ruse. Two men were sent to the north side of the clump with orders to talk and attract the attention of Mowla. The plan succeeded. The moment the still fuming brute heard their voices, he went at them furiously! Now was the chance for the heroic Chand Moorut; and that warrior was never known to let an opportunity slip. No British bull-dog ever gave or accepted a challenge with more hilarious alacrity than he. As soon as Mowla came out of the trees, Chand Moorut went at him with a rush that seemed incredible in such a mountain of usually slow and dignified flesh. But darkness, coupled perhaps with haste, interfered. He missed his mark, and Mowla Buksh, turning round, dashed straight at the tent, in front of which our Director and a friend were standing. The friend, who was a V.C. as well as a cool and intrepid sportsman, directed the light of a lantern full on the monsters face till it was close upon him, thus enabling the Director to plant a bullet in his head. Whether the shot gave him a headache or not, I cannot tell. The only certain effect it had was to turn the animal aside, and cause it to rush off in the direction of the main camp, closely followed by Isri Pershad and Raj Mungul. Chand Moorut was held back in reserve. Happily Raj Mungul managed to outstrip and turn the runaway, and as Mowla Buksh came back, Chand Moorut got another chance at him. Need I say that he took advantage of it? Charging in like a live locomotive, he sent the mad creature flying  as if it had been a mere kitten  head over heels into a small hollow!

Well done! Capital! shouted Junkie, at this point unable to restrain himself, as, with glittering eyes, he glanced round the circle of listeners.

A laugh at his enthusiasm seemed to Junkie to endorse his sentiment, so he turned to Jackman and earnestly bade him to go on.

There is not much to go on with now, my boy, continued the narrator; for Mowla Buksh being down, the fighting elephants took good care to punish him well before they let him up again. But as the encounter had aroused the combative propensities of Chand Moorut, it was thought wise to remove him from the scene before he became too excited. This being managed by his mahowt, the punishing of the rebel was left to Isri Pershad and Raj Mungul, who did their work thoroughly. No sooner did the culprit scramble out of the hollow than Isri Pershad knocked him back into it, and pummelled him heartily with trunk and legs. Again Mowla Buksh rose, and this time Raj Mungul gave him a tap on the forehead with his own ponderous head, which sent him into a bed of giant rushes, over the top of which his little tail was seen to wriggle viciously as he disappeared with a crash.

There he would probably have been content to lie still for a time, but his opponents had other views in regard to him. They went at him together, and so cuffed, kicked, bumped and pummelled him, that in about five minutes he was reduced to a pitiable state of humiliation. As Quin truly remarked at the time, his own mother would have failed to recognise him.

Just at this point, to my surprise, the old mahowt came forward, with tears in his eyes, and begged that his elephant might be spared! It had been punished quite sufficiently, he thought. I was much impressed with this display of a tender, forgiving spirit towards a brute that had done its very best to take his own life. But no one sympathised with him at the moment, and the punishment was continued until Mowla Buksh was thoroughly subdued, and compelled by his conquerors to return to his standing-place, where he was finally and firmly secured. Thus, at last, ended this exciting and most unexpected commencement to our hunt, and the whole camp was soon after steeped in silence and repose. Not a bad beginning, eh, Junkie?

Yes, but go on wi the hunt, said the boy with eager promptitude, a request which was loudly echoed by his brothers.

No, no, boys; youve had enough to digest for one day; besides, I see the cart coming up the road to fetch our deer. And perhaps your father has more work cut out for us.

Well, not much, replied the laird, who had been quite as much interested in the elephant story as his sons. There is another drive on the east side of the hill, which we have still time for, though I dont expect much from it. However, we can try it. Come now, lads, well be going.

Shames, said Captain McPherson, as the party moved away from the lunching-ground, I wonder if a good thrashin like that would make the elephant a better beast afterwards?

Weel now, Captain Mcphairson, I dont think it would, replied McGregor after a pause for consideration.

You are right, Shames, said Ian Anderson, the old fisherman, who was a deep-thinking man. It has always appeared to me, that the object of poonishment, is a not to make us coot, but to make us obedient.

Then what for are ye always poonishin me, an tellin me to be coot, when ye say it wont make me coot? asked Donald.

Because, Tonal, it iss my duty to tell ye to be coot, although I cannot make ye coot, ye rascal! answered the fisherman, sternly; but I can make ye obey me by poonishin you  ay, an I wull do it too.

Donald knew too well from experience that it was not safe to attempt arguing the question, but he gave a peculiarly defiant shake of his ragged head, which said as plainly as words that the time was coming when poonishment would cease to secure even obedience  at least in his case!

You are right, Ian, said Jackman, turning round, for he had overheard the conversation. Punishment compelled Mowla Buksh to walk to his standing-place and submit to be tied up, for he did not dare to disobey with Isri Pershad and Raj Mungul standing guard over him, but it certainly did not make him good. I went, with many others, to see him the next morning. On the way over to the elephant camp, I saw the huge trees which he had smashed down in his rage lying about in all directions, and on reaching his standing-place, found him looking decidedly vicious and bad-tempered. It was quite evident that any one venturing within reach of his trunk would receive harsh treatment and no mercy. A small red spot in his great forehead showed that our Directors aim had been a fairly good one, though it had not hit the deadly spot in the centre.

But I want to know, said Junkie, who kept close to Jackmans side, thirsting for every word that fell from his lips, why did the bullet not go in and kill Bowly Muksh?

Because the head of Mowla Buksh was too thick, said Jackman, laughing. You see, to be a thick-head is not always a disadvantage.

There, you ought to take comfort from that, Junkie, remarked his brother Archie, with that fine spirit of tenderness which is so often observable in brothers.

Ha! ha! ha! yelled Eddie, with that delicacy of feeling which is equally common.

Hold your tongues! growled Junkie  the more classic shut up not having at that time found its way to the Western Isles.

You must know, Junkie, that all parts of an elephants head are not of equal thickness, said Jackman in that kindly confidential tone which tends so powerfully to soothe a ruffled spirit. The only point in an elephants forehead that can be pierced by a rifle ball is exactly in the centre. It is about the size of a saucer, and if you miss that, you might as well fire against the Eagle Cliff itself, for the ball would only stick in the skull.

With this explanation Junkie was fain to rest content at the time, for the party had reached a part of the hill where it became necessary to station the guns at their several posts. In regard to this drive, we have only to say that it ended in nothing except heavy rain and a severe draft on the patience of the sportsmen, without any reward, save that which may be derived from mild martyrdom.

Now, when the events which we have described were taking place on the mountains of Loch Lossie, a very different scene was occurring in the nursery of Kinlossie House. In that interesting apartment, which was one of the chief country residences of the spirits Row and Smash, little Flora was seated all alone in the afternoon of that day. Her seat was a low chair, before her was a low table to match. On the table sat her favourite doll, Blackie, to whom she was administering counsel of the gravest kind, in tones the most solemn. The counsel, we need scarcely say, gave unquestionable proof that her mothers admonitions to herself had been thoroughly understood, though not always acted on. Flo was in the midst of one of her most pathetic appeals to Blackie to be dood, when her mother entered hastily.

Come with me, darling, to visit poor old Mrs Donaldson. She is not very well, I hear.

Flo required no second bidding, for she was extremely fond of the keepers mother  and love needs no persuasion.

As we have said, Mrs Donaldsons little cottage stood behind that of her son Ivor. It was very small, consisting of only one apartment with a box bed and a few articles of old furniture, the most cherished of which was a little clock with a staring face, and a poor landscape on it.

What caused the bruise, Maggie? asked Mrs Gordon, after much talk on the subject of fomentations and bandages. The old woman hesitated to tell, but after a little pressing she said, in half apologetic tone, Weel, mem, it was na Ivors faut, but the day before yesterday he cam in  fou  ye ken hes fond o his glass, mem, an he was swingin aboot his airms, poor falla, an withoot the least intention, his haund cam doon wi sik a ding on my heed that knockit me doon. But he kens na aboot it, so yell no speak ot to him  or to the laird.

You may depend upon it, poor Maggie, that I will not. My mentioning it could do no good. And, as you say, Ivor was not quite himself at the time.

Thankee, mem, thats just it. An hes the best sons to me  whan hes sober.

Soon afterwards a shout outside told that the sportsmen had returned from the hills, so, bidding the old woman good-bye, Mrs Gordon and her sympathetic child returned to the house.




Chapter Nine.

A Quiet Day with a Stirring Termination.

What fisher does not know the charm, the calm delight, of a quiet day by the river-side, after, it may be, months of too much contact with society? On such an occasion a congenial comrade is an advantage, but unless the comrade be congenial, one is better alone.

This may sound selfish to some ears, but is it really so? When a man has all but immolated himself for ten or eleven months, it may be, on the altar of business, art, and social duty, is a tremendous thirst for Nature and solitude altogether selfish? We think not. And evidently MacRummle thought not, as he wandered one soft, delightful morning, rod in hand, down to the river-side.

The river-side! There is something restfully suggestive in the very words. The quiet pools, the gurgling deeps, the rushing rapids, the rippling shallows, the little cascades  what ardent hopes, what wild suggestions, what grand possibilities these have for the young; what gentle excitations, what pleasant, even though sad, memories for the old!

Of course the non-fisher knows nothing of all this. His terrestrial joys are limited, poor thing! The painter, indeed, has some part in the matter  as regards his own line, so to speak  and when he goes on what is vulgarly termed his own hook. We have profound sympathy with the painter. But for the poor fellow who neither fishes nor paints, alas! To be sure he may botanise. Strange to say, we had almost forgotten that! and also geologise; but our concern at present is with fishers, or, rather, with that fishing enthusiast, MacRummle.

The sunshine of his face was second only to that of Nature. His visage beamed with satisfaction; his eyes gleamed with hope, as he sat down on the bank near to his first pool, and began to select flies.

We have probably given the impression that MacRummle was alone, but this is not strictly correct. In his own estimation he was, indeed, in absolute solitude, and, so far, his felicity was unbroken; but his steps had been dogged that morning, and the dogger was Junkie.

That eccentric youngster possessed a mind which it is not easy to analyse or describe. One strong element in it, however, was curiosity. Another was ambition. The blending of these two qualities produced wonder in Junkie  wonder that he, though as ardent a sportsman as MacRummle, should go forth frequently to fish and catch little or nothing, while the old gentleman went out and was wont to return with baskets full to overflowing. There must be a secret of some sort. He did not like to ask what that secret was, so he made up his mind to follow the old man and watch him  not of course with the slightest intention of doing anything sly or wrong, but secretly, because he was well aware that MacRummle did not like to be distracted by company  especially his company!

Following, then, at a respectful distance, and relying for success very much on the fishers partial blindness and deafness, Junkie went out to have a day of it. He even went so far, in the matter of forethought, as to provide himself with a massive slice of bread and cheese to sustain him while carrying on his investigations.

Before he had got far from the house, however, he encountered Donald of the ragged head, who had hung about the place in hopes of another deer-drive, and whom he styled Tonal, in semi-sarcastic imitation of old Ian. Him he at once took into his confidence.

Ill co wuth ye, said Donald.

Come along, then. But mind, if you make a noise, or show yourself; if you so much as cough or sneeze, Ill punch your head an tumble you into the river.

Fery coot, said Donald. And upon this clear understanding they advanced.

The other members of the company at the house, meanwhile, had scattered in various directions to fish, shoot, paint or botanise, according to fancy.

We may explain here that there were several trouting streams in the vicinity of the house, besides the river at the head of the loch. Thus it was that MacRummle had a stream all to himself.

At first the fisher tried fly, to which he was partial, but success did not attend his efforts. The water was not in the best condition for fly, being rather swollen by recent rains. Perseverance, however, was one of MacRummles strong qualities. He was not to be easily beaten.

There was a certain big boulder about the size of a dog-cart near the mouth of the stream, which narrowed its bed considerably, and thus produced a formation of rock below water favourable to the shelter of fish. It also sent an oily ripple over the surface of the water, which was favourable to the operations of the fisher. The old gentleman seldom failed to raise or hook a good sea-trout there, and always made his first cast with eager expectation. But the fish were either obdurate or blind that morning. They could not or they would not see. With a slight, but by no means desponding, sigh, the old man changed his cast and tried again. He knew every stone and ledge of the pool, and cast again and again with consummate skill and unusual care. Still, without result.

Thats odd, he muttered, for, being naturally a sociable man, he found talking to himself an immense relief. Try once more, just at the tail o yon swirl, Dick, my boy.

His Christian name was Richard. No one would have presumed to call him Dick but himself.

No result following this appeal to the tail of the swirl, he sat down on the bank and once more changed his hook. The nature of change might have been heard by the insects among the heather close by, if they were listening, for Donald whispered to his companion, Hes coin to try pait!

Didnt I bid ye haud your tongue?

Ay.

Dot then.

MacRummle dropped a worm gently into the head of the pool, and let it go with the current. Instantly the line straightened, the rod bent, the reel spun, and from the other side of the pool there leaped a lovely bar of silver, which fell back to its native element with a considerable splash.

A two-pounder! gasped Donald, unable to restrain his excitable spirit, as he half rose.

Junkie had him by the throat in a moment, and crammed his ragged head down among the heather.

Tonal! he whispered remonstratively.

I forgot, whispered Donald, when the strong little hands relaxed. Ill not dot again.

Ye better no, returned Junkie, with a shake of his fist that required no explanation.

By this time the fish had darted like a lightning flash twice up stream, once down, three times across, and twice into the air. At the same time the fisher had hurried up and down the bank, had tripped over two stumps and a root, had dropped his wideawake, and had very nearly gone head foremost into the pool; for his tackle was fine and his fish large. The fisher-boy gasped.

Tonal, said Junkie, in very low tones, if ye dont behave better, Ill send ye away.

It iss not easy, but Ill try, said he.

Donald could say no more. The best of men or boys could do no more than try. We may as well say here at once, however, that his efforts at self-control were crowned with success. He proved himself to be a great man in embryo by ruling his own spirit that day.

In a few minutes the trout was landed by means of a miniature gaff, which the fisher carried in his basket, for the purpose of securing fish that were too heavy to be pulled out by the line. It was afterwards found to be a two-and-a-half pounder, which, being an unusually good fish for that stream, was the occasion of much rejoicing on the part of the old gentleman, as he stood wiping his forehead and commenting on it.

Capital! Not had such a fellow as that for more than a week. Theres more where that came from; but you must give the pool a rest, Dick. Try the run higher up.

In obedience to his own orders, MacRummle went up to a part of the stream where a high cliff on one side and a steepish bank on the other caused it to flow in a deep channel, not much more than a couple of yards wide. At the head of the run was a ledge where fish were invariably captured. Towards this spot the old man hurried eagerly.

The two boys lay still in the heather, allowed him to pass, and then softly followed, bending low, and keeping as much as possible behind bushes and in hollows, until they were again close upon him. Ensconcing themselves in a convenient mass of heather, they raised their heads and saw the fisher stepping carefully from rock to rock, as he approached the run.

Rounded boulders, large or small, are never safe to walk on, even for the young and active. MacRummle found it so. His foot slipped, and he sat down, with undignified haste, in a small pool of water.

Down went the boys heads, that they might explode their laughter as softly as possible among the roots of the heather.

Wass it not funny? whispered Donald.

I hope hes not hurt, replied Junkie, raising his head cautiously.

He saw that MacRummle had risen, and, with a rueful expression of face, was making insane and futile efforts to look at himself behind. A beaming smile overspread the boys face as he glanced at his companion, for he knew well that the old gentleman cared little or nothing for water. And this was obviously the case, for, after squeezing as much water out of his nether garments as chose to come, he proceeded to the head of the runs and resumed fishing.

Im beginnin to see throught, murmured Junkie, after watching for some time. See! he has hooked another. Ye see, Tonal, it must be lettin the hook drift away down under the ledges that does it. Look! Hes got im!

Im thinking ye are right, Junkie. An the creat thing to know iss where the ledges lie. He keeps well back from the watter also. There maun be somethin in that, what-ë-ver. Ye wull be tryin it yoursel the morn, maype.

To this Junkie vouchsafed no reply, for the fisher, having secured his fish, was proceeding further up stream. When he was sufficiently far in advance, the boys rose to their feet, and again followed him.

Thus the trio occupied themselves all the forenoon  MacRummle gradually filling his basket with fine sea-trout, Junkie storing his inquisitive mind with piscatorial knowledge and dodges, and Donald enjoying himself in the mere act of wallowing about in heather and sunshine.

About noon MacRummle suddenly ceased to gaze intently on the water, and placed his hand upon his waistcoat.

Time, Dick? he murmured, pulling out his watch. I knew it. Commend me to nature. Its the best time-keeper, after all  needs no regulating.

He was wrong, as was frequently the case, but it mattered little, for there was no one to contradict him.

Let me see, he muttered, taking off his basket, and drawing a newspaper parcel from the pocket of his coat  in which operation he was induced by memory to make a last futile attempt to see himself behind what have they put up for me?

The parcel, when opened, disclosed a tempting pile of meat sandwiches. The old gentleman spread them out on a flattish boulder, which served as an admirable table.

Having leaned his rod against a tree, he emptied the basket on a grassy spot, and arranged the silver bars in a row. Then he sat down on his basket beside the table, and gave himself up to food and contemplation.

A goodly row, he muttered, as well as the ham sandwich would let him. Not a bad beginning; and such a splendid dish. Theres comfort in that, for I hate useless work of any kind. A sort of an illustration, this, of the fitness of things!

Apparently the peculiar unfitness of simultaneous mastication and speech struck him, for he paused a few moments, then continued, Yes, fitness. Supplies for the table absolutely needed. Healthy exercise a consequence. Result, felicity!

The supplies checking speech again, MacRummle looked around him, with benignant good-will to man and beast expressed on his countenance.

Craning their necks over a bank, and seeing the old gentleman thus pleasantly engaged, the two boys sank into the heather, and disappeared from view as completely as did Clan Alpines warriors true, after they had been shown to Fitz James by Roderick Dhu. Like two sparrows in a purple nest they proceeded to enjoy themselves.

Now, Tonal, we will grub, said Junkie. Why, whats the matter with you? he asked, on observing a sudden fall in his companions countenance.

The matter? repeated the boy. It iss the crub thats the matter, for I hev not a crumb with me.

Now, isnt that awful? said Junkie, with a hypocritically woeful look. We will just have to starve. But theres plenty of water, he added, in a consoling tone. Here, Tonal, take this leather cup an fill it. Ye can git down to the river by the back o the bluff without bein noticed. See that ye make no noise, now. Mind what I said to ye.

While Donald went at a slow, sad pace to fetch water, Junkie spread his handkerchief on the ground, and on this tablecloth laid out the following articles, which he took from a small bag that he had carried, slung on his shoulder,  a very large piece of loaf bread, a thick slice of cheese, two hard biscuits, an apple, a bit of liquorice, a mass of home-made toffee, inseparably attached to a dirty bit of newspaper, three peppermint lozenges, and a gully knife with a broken blade.

When Donald returned and beheld this feast, he opened his eyes wide. Then, opening his mouth, he was on the point of giving vent to a cheer, when Junkie stopped him with a glance and an ominous shake of the fist.

It is to this day an undecided question which of those feasters enjoyed himself most.

I always bring with me more than I can eat, Tonal, so youre welcome to the half. Fair play, as daddy says, although he sometimes keeps the fairest play to himself; with which dutiful remark the urchin proceeded to divide the viands very justly.

It did not take long to consume the whole. But MacRummle was quicker even than they, possibly because he had enticing work still before him. The consequence was, that he had resumed his rod unnoticed by the boys, and in the process of his amusement, had reached that part of the bank on the top of which they lay concealed. Their devotion to lunch had prevented his approach being perceived, and the first intimation they had of his near presence was the clatter of pebbles as he made a false step, and the swish of his flies above their heads as he made a cast.

The boys gazed at each other for one moment in silence, then hastily stuffed the remnant of their feast into their pockets.

Suddenly the glengarry bonnet of Junkie leaped mysteriously off his head, and dropped on the heather behind him.

Hanked again! growled MacRummle from the river-bed below.

Every fisher knows the difficulty of casting a long line with a steep bank behind him. Once already the old gentleman had hanked on the bank a little lower down, but so slightly that a twitch brought the flies away. Now, however, the hank was too complicated to give way to a twitch, for the glengarry held hard on to the heather. In desperate haste, Junkie, bending low, tried to extract the hook. It need scarcely be said that a hook refuses to be extracted in haste. Before he could free it, the voice of MacRummle was heard in sighs and gasps of mild exasperation as he scrambled up the bank to disentangle his line. There was no time for consideration. Junkie dropped his cap, and, rolling behind a mass of rock, squeezed himself into a crevice which was pretty well covered with pendent bracken. Donald vanished in a somewhat similar fashion, and both, remaining perfectly still, listened with palpitating hearts to MacRummles approach.

Well, well! exclaimed the fisher in surprise; its not every day I hook a fish like this. A glengarry! And Junkies glengarry! The small rascal! Crumbs, too! ha! that accounts for it. He must have been having his lunch here yesterday, and was so taken up with victuals that he forgot his cap when he went away. Foolish boy! It is like his carelessness; but hes not a bad little fellow, for all that.

He chuckled audibly at this point. Junkie did the same inaudibly as he watched his old friend carefully disengage the hook; but the expression of his face changed a little when he saw his cap consigned to the fishers pocket, as he turned and descended to the stream. Having given the fisher sufficient time to get away from the spot, Junkie emerged from his hiding-place.

Tonal, he said, in a low voice, looking round, ye may come oot noo, man. Hes safe away.

The ragged head, in a broad grin, emerged from a clump of bracken.

It wass awful amusin, Junkie, wass it not?

Yes, Tonal, it was; but it wont be very amusin for me to go all the rest of the day bareheaded.

Donald sympathised with his friend on this point, and assured him that he would have divided his cap with him, as Junkie had divided his lunch, but for the fact that he never wore a cap at all, and the ragged hair would neither divide nor come off. After this they resumed their work of dogging the fishers steps.

It would require a volume to relate all that was said and done on that lovely afternoon, if all were faithfully detailed; but our space and the readers patience render it advisable to touch only on two points of interest.

As the day advanced the heat became overpowering, and, to escape from the glare of the sun for a little, the fisher took shelter under some very tall bracken on the bank near a deep pool. In order to secure a slight feeling of pleasurable expectation while resting, he put on a bait-cast, dropped the worm into the deepest part of the pool, propped up his rod with several stones, and then lay down to watch. The turf happened to be soft and level. As a natural consequence the tired man fell sound asleep.

Whats to be done noo, Junkie?

I dont know, Tonal.

To make matters more exasperating, at that moment the rod began to bend and the reel to spin jerkily.

A fush! exclaimed Donald.

Looks like it, returned his friend drily.

I better gee a yell an wauken him, suggested Donald.

Yed better no, said Junkie, shaking his fist.

Yonder iss the end o yer bonnet stickin oot o his pooch, what-ë-ver, said Donald.

Youd better lie low an keep still, said Junkie; and, without further explanation of his intentions, he went softly down the bank and crept towards the sleeper, taking advantage of every stone and root and bush as he went along. Really, for a first attempt, it was worthy of the child of a Pawnee brave.

MacRummle was a heavy sleeper, so Junkie had no difficulty in recovering his cap. Putting it on, he returned the way he had come.

That wass cliver, man, said the admiring Donald, when his friend rejoined him.

Junkie accepted the compliment with a dignified smile, and then sat down to wait; but it was a severe trial of patience to both of them, for the old man slept steadily on, and even snored. He seemed, in short, to have fairly gone to bed for the night.

What say ye to bomb stanes at um? suggested Donald.

An kill im, maybe, returned Junkie, with sarcasm in his eye.

Heave divits at um, then.

Ay; thats better.

Accordingly, the two urchins tore up a mass of turf which was much too heavy to heave.

Lets rowd, suggested the active-minded Donald.

As this also met the approval of Junkie, they carried the divit, or mass of turf, to the bank just above the sleeper, and, taking a careful aim, let it go. The bank was not regular. A lump diverted the divit from its course, and it plunged into the pool, to the obvious discomposure of the fish, which was still at intervals tugging at the line. Another divit was tried, but with similar result. A third clod went still further astray. The bombardment then became exciting, as every kind of effort does when one begins to realise the beneficial effect of practice.

I can see how it is, whispered Junkie, as he carefully laid the next gun. If we keep more to the right, itll hit that lump o grass, glance into the hollow, and

He stopped abruptly, and both boys stood in crab-like attitudes of expectation, ready to fly, for the divit took the exact course thus indicated, and bounding down the bank, hit MacRummle fair on his broad back.

The guilty ones dived like rabbits into the bracken.

Bless me! exclaimed the old gentleman, jumping up and shaking the dry earth off. This is most remarkable. I do believe Ive been asleep. But why the bank should take to crumbling down upon me is more than I can understand. Hallo! A fish! You dont deserve such luck, Dick, my boy.

Winding in the line in a way which proved that the divit had done him no harm, he gave utterance to an exclamation of huge disgust as he drew an eel to the bank, with the line entangled hopelessly about its shiny body. This was too much for MacRummle. Unable to face the misery of disentanglement, he cut the line, despatched the eel, attached a new hook, and continued his occupation.

At the head of the pool in question the bank was so precipitous and high that the boys could see only the top of the rod swinging gracefully to and fro as the patient man pursued his sport. Suddenly the top of the rod described a wild figure in the air and disappeared. At the same moment a heavy plunge was heard.

Hech! hes tumled in the pool, gasped Donald.

They rushed to the overhanging edge of the cliff and looked down. Sure enough MacRummle was in the water. They expected to see him swim, for Junkie knew he was an expert swimmer; but the poor man was floating quietly down with the current, his head under water.

Banged his heed, what-ë-ver! cried Donald, jumping up and bounding down the bank to the lower and shallow end of the pool. Quick though he was, Junkie outran him; but the unfortunate MacRummle was unintentionally quicker than either, for they found him stranded when they got there.

Running into the water, they seized him by the hair and the collar of his coat, and dragged him into the shallow part easily enough, but they had not strength to haul him ashore.

Fetch a divit, Tonal  a big one, an Ill keep up his head.

One of the masses of recent artillery was fetched, and the fishers head was gently pillowed on it, so as to be well out of the water.

Theres no cut that I can see, said Junkie, inspecting the head critically; hes only stunned, I think. Noo, Tonal, cut away to the hoose. Run as ye never ran before and tell them. Ill stop beside him for fear his heed slips in again.

Donald went off like a shot. Junkie went a few steps with him, intending to fetch another divit. Looking back, he saw what made him sink into the heather, and give a low whistle. Donald heard it, stopped, and also hid himself, for MacRummle was seen trying to rise. He succeeded, and staggered to dry land, when, sitting down on a stone, he felt himself all over with an anxious expression. Then he felt a lump on the back of his head, and smiled intelligently. After that he squeezed as much water out of his garments as he could, quietly took down his rod, ascertained that the fish in his basket were all right, then looked with some perplexity at the big divit lying in the shallow close to where he stood, and finally, with a highly contented expression of countenance, wended his way homeward.

The two boys gave him time to get well out of sight in advance, and then followed his example, commenting sagely as they went, on the desirability of possessing pluck in old age, and on the value of the various lessons they had learned that day.




Chapter Ten.

A Wildish Chapter.

It was the habit of our three friends  Bob Mabberly, John Barret, and Giles Jackman  during their residence at Kinlossie, to take a stroll together every morning before breakfast by the margin of the sea, for they were fond of each others company, and Mabberly, as a yachtsman, had acquired the habit of early rising. He had also learned to appreciate the early morning hours as being those which present Nature in her sweetest, as well as her freshest, aspect  when everything seems, more than at other periods of the day, to be under the direct influence of a benignant Creator.

It was also the habit of Captain McPherson and his man, James McGregor, to indulge daily in similar exercise at about the same hour, but, owing probably to their lives having been spent chiefly on the sea, they were wont to ramble up a neighbouring glen in preference to sauntering on the shore.

One bright calm morning, however, when the sky was all blue and the loch was like a mirror, the two seamen took it into their heads to desert the glen and ramble along the shore. Thus it came to pass that, on returning homeward, they encountered our three friends.

It iss fery strange that we should foregather this mornin, Mr Mabberly, said the skipper, after greeting the young men; for Shames an me was jist speakin aboot ye. We will be thinkin that it iss foolishness for hum an me to be stoppin here wastin our time when we ought to be at oor work.

Nonsense, Captain, said Mabberly; surely you dont think that taking a holiday in a pleasant place like this is wasting time. Besides, I dont consider you free from your engagement to me. You were hired for the trip, and that includes land as well as water, so I wont give you your discharge till you have had a long rest, and recruited yourselves after the shock to your nervous systems occasioned by the wreck and the swim to shore!

A grim smile played on the skippers iron features when reference was made to his nerves, and a flicker of some sort illumined the wooden visage of McGregor.

You are fery kind, sir, returned the skipper; but we dont like to be receivin pay for doin nothin. You see, neither Shames nor me cares much for fushin in the burns, or goin after the deer, an theres no chance o raisin the yat from the pottom o the sea, so, if you hev no objection, sir, we will be goin by the steamer that arrives to-morrow. I thought I would speak to you to-day, for we will hev to start early in the mornin, before youre up, for it iss a long way well hev to go. Iss it not so, Shames?

Oo, ay, replied the seaman, with more than ever of the nasal twang; it iss a coot many miles to where the poat comes in  so the poy Tonal wass tellin me, what-ë-ver.

Mabberly tried to persuade the men to remain a little longer, but they were obdurate, so he let them go, knowing well that his father, who was a wealthy merchant and shipowner, would see to the interests of the men who had suffered in his sons service.

As they retraced their steps to the house the skipper gave Giles Jackman some significant glances, which induced him to fall behind the others.

You want to speak with me privately, I think, skipper?

Yes, sir, I do, replied the seaman, with some embarrassment. But it iss not fery easy nor pleesant to do so. A man does not like to speak of another mans failins, you see, but as I am goin away Im obleeged to do it. You will hev noticed, sir, that Ivor Tonalson iss raither fond of his tram?

Im afraid that I have observed that  poor fellow.

He is a goot man, sir, is Tonalson  a fery goot man  when he iss sober, but he hes got no power to resist the tram. An whiles he goes on the spree, an then he gits wild wi D.T. you know, sir. Noo, ever since we cam here, Ivor an me hes been great friends, an it hes been heavy on my mind to see him like that, for hes a fine man, a superior person, is Ivor, if he would only let alone the whusky. So I hev spoken to him wance or twice  serious like, you know. At first he was not pleased, but the last time I spoke, he took it kindly, an said he would think aboot what I had been sayin. Noo, its heavy on me the thoucht o goin away an leavin him in that state, so I thoucht that maybe ye would tak the metter up, sir, an see what ye can do wi him. Git him, if ye can, to become a total abstainer, nothin less than that wull do wi a man in that condeetion.

Jackman was greatly surprised, not only at the tenor of the skippers remarks, but at the evidently deep feeling with which he spoke, for up to that time the reticence and quiet coolness of the man had inclined him to think that his mind and feelings were in harmony with his rugged and sluggish exterior. It was, therefore, with something of warmth that he replied, I shall be only too happy to do as you wish, Captain; all the more that I have had some serious thoughts and feelings in that direction. Indeed, I have made up my mind, as it happens, to speak to Ivor on that very subject, not knowing that you were already in the field. I am particularly sorry for his poor old mother, who has suffered a great deal, both mentally and physically, on his account.

Ay, thats the warst o it, said the skipper. It wass the sicht o the poor wumin ailin in body an broken heartit that first set me at Ivor.

But how comes it, Captain, that you plead so earnestly for total abstinence? asked Jackman with a smile. Have I not heard you defend the idea of moderate drinking, although you consented to sail in a teetotal yacht?

Mr Jackman, said the skipper, with almost stern solemnity, it iss all fery weel for men to speak aboot moderate drinkin, when their feelins iss easy an their intellecs iss confused wi theories an fancies, but men will change their tune when it iss brought home to themselves. Let a man only see his brither or his mither, or his faither, on the high road to destruction wi drink, an hell change his opeenion aboot moderate drinkin  at least for hard drinkers  ay, an hell change his practice too, unless he iss ower auld, or his stamick, like Timothys, canna git on withoot it. An that minds me that I would tak it kind if ye would write an tell me how he gets on, for I hev promised to become a total abstainer if he wull.

That very afternoon, while out shooting on the hills, Jackman opened the campaign by making some delicate approaches to the keeper on the subject, in a general and indirect way, but with what success he could not tell, for Ivor was respectfully reserved.

About the same time John Barret went off alone for a saunter in one of the nearest and most picturesque of the neighbouring glens. He had declined to accompany his comrades that day, for reasons best known to himself. After writing a few letters, to keep up appearances, and to prevent his being regarded as a mere idler, he went off, as we have said, to saunter in the glen.

He had not sauntered far when he came upon a sight which is calculated, whenever seen, to arouse sentiments of interest in the most callous beholder  a young lady painting! It would be wrong to say he was surprised, but he was decidedly pleased, to judge from the expression of his handsome face. He knew who the lady was, for by that time he had studied the face and figure of Milly Moss until they had been indelibly photographed on his  well, on the sensitive-plate of his soul, wherever that lay.

Milly had quite recovered from her accident by that time and had resumed her favourite pursuits.

Im very glad to have caught you at work at last, Miss Moss, he said, on coming up to the picturesque spot on which her easel was erected. I wish much to receive that lesson which you so kindly promised to give me.

I thought it was just the other way. Did you not say that you would teach me some of those perplexing rules of perspective which my book lays down so elaborately  and, to me, so incomprehensibly?

I did, but did not you promise to show me how to manipulate oils  in regard to which I know absolutely nothing? And as practice is of greater importance than theory, you must be the teacher and I the pupil.

Upon this point they carried on a discussion until Milly, declaring she was wasting her time and losing the effects of light and shade, went seriously to work on the canvas before her. Barret, whose natural colour was somewhat heightened, stood at a respectful distance, looking on.

You are quite sure, I hope, said the youth, that it does not disturb you to be overlooked? You know I would not presume to do so if you had not promised to permit me. My great desire, for many a day, has been to observe the process of painting in oils by one who understands it.

How he reconciled this statement with the fact that he was not looking at the picture at all, but at the little white hand that was deftly applying the brush, and the beautiful little head that was moving itself so gracefully about while contemplating the work, is more than we can explain.

Soon the painter became still more deeply absorbed in her work, and the pupil more deeply still in the painter. It was a magnificent sweep of landscape that lay before them  a glen glowing with purple and green, alive with flickering sunlight and shadow, with richest browns and reds and coolest greys in the foreground; precipices, crags, verdant slopes of bracken, pine and birch woods hanging on the hillsides, in the middle distance, and blue mountains mingling with orange skies in the background, with MacRummles favourite stream appearing here and there like a silver thread, running through it all. But Barret saw nothing of it. He only saw a pretty hand, a blushing cheek and sunny hair!

The picture was not bad. There was a good deal of crude colour in the foreground, no doubt, without much indication of form; and there was also some wonderfully vivid green and purple, with impossible forms and amazing perspective  both linear and aerial  in places, and Turneresque confusion of yellow in the extreme distance. But Barret did not note that  though by means of some occult powers of comprehension he commented on it freely! He saw nothing but Milly Moss.

It was a glorious chance. He resolved to make the most of it.

I had no idea that painting in oils was such a fascinating occupation, he remarked, without feeling quite sure of what he said.

I delight in it, returned the painter, slowly, as she touched in a distant sheep, which  measured by the rules of perspective, and regard being had to surrounding objects  might have stood for an average cathedral.

Milly did not paint as freely as usual that afternoon. There was something queer, she said, about the brushes. I cant get it to look right, she said at last, wiping out an object for the third time and trying again.

No doubt, murmured the youth, a cottage like that must be difficult to

Cottage! exclaimed Milly, laughing outright; it is not a cottage at all; its a cow! Oh! Mr Barret, that is a very poor compliment to my work and to your own powers of discernment.

Nay, Miss Moss, retorted the pupil, in some confusion, but you have wiped it out twice, confessing, as you did so, that you could not paint it! Besides, my remark referred to the cottage which I thought you were going to paint  not to your unsuccessful representations of the cow.

The poor youth felt that his explanation was so lame that he was somewhat relieved when the current of their thoughts was diverted by a loud shouting in the road farther down the glen. A shade of annoyance, however, rested for a moment on the face of his companion, for she recognised the voices, and knew well that the quiet tête-à-tête with her willing and intelligent pupil must now be interrupted.

My cousins, she remarked, putting a touch on the cow that stamped that animal a lusus naturae for all time coming.

Another whoop told that the cousins were drawing near. In a few minutes they appeared in the path emerging from a clump of hazel bushes.

They are evidently bent on a photographic expedition, remarked Barret, as the boys approached, Junkie waving his hat with hilarious good-will when he discovered the painters.

And Flo is with them, said Milly, from which I conclude that they are having what Junkie calls a day of it; for whenever they are allowed to take Flo, they go in for a high holiday, carrying provisions with them, so as to be able to stay out from morning till night.

The appearance of the young revellers fully bore out Millys statement, for they were all more or less burdened with the means or signs of enjoyment. Archie carried his box of dry plates in his left hand, and his camera and stand over his right shoulder; Eddie bore a colour-box and sketching-book; Junkie wielded a small fishing-rod, and had a fishing-basket on his back; and Flo was encircled with daisy chains and crowned with laurel and heather, besides which, each of the boys had a small bag of provisions slung on his shoulder.

Hooray! hooray!
Out for the day!

sang, or rather yelled, Junkie, as he approached.

Ramble and roam  
Never go home!

added Archie, setting down his camera, and beginning to arrange it.

All of us must
Eat till we bust!

Junkie teached me zat, said innocent Flo, with a look of grave surprise at the peals of laughter which her couplet drew from her brothers.

Yes, thats what were goin to do, said Junkie; weve had lunch at the foot of Eagle Glen, and noo we are going up to Glen Orrack to dine, and fish, an paint, an botanise. After that well cross over the Swans Neck, an finish off the bustin business with supper on the sea-shore. Lots of grub left yet, you see.

He swung round his little wallet as he spoke, and held it up to view.

Would you like some, Cousin Milly? asked Eddie, opening his bag. All sorts here. Bread, cheese, ginger snaps, biscuits, jam  Oh! I say, the jam-pots broken! Whatever shall we do?

He dipped his fingers into his wallet as he spoke, and brought them out magenta!

Their hilarity was dissipated suddenly, and grave looks were bestowed on Eddies digits, until Flos little voice arose like a strain of sweet music to dissipate the clouds.

Oh! never mind, she said; Is got anuzzer pot in my bag.

This had been forgotten. The fact was verified by swift examination, and felicity was restored.

What are you going to photograph? asked Milly, seeing that Archie was busy making arrangements.

You, Cousin Milly. Youve no notion what a splendid couple you and Mr Barret look  stuck up so picturesquely on that little mound, with its rich foreground of bracken, and the grey rock beside you, and the peep through the bushes, with Big Ben for a background; and the easel, too  so suggestive! There, now, Im ready. By the way, I might take you as a pair of lovers!

Poor Milly became scarlet, and suddenly devoted herself to the lusus naturae! Barret took refuge in a loud laugh, and then said:

Really, one would suppose that you were a professional, Archie; you order your sitters about with such self-satisfied presumption.

Yes, they always do that, said Milly, recovering herself, and looking calmly up from the cow  which now resembled a megatherium but you must remember, Cousin Archie, that I am a painter, and therefore understand about attitudes, and all that, much better than a mere photographer. So, if I condescend to sit, you must take your orders from me!

Fire away then with your orders, cried the impatient amateur.

See, sir, I will sit thus  as if painting, said Milly, who was desperately anxious to have it over, lest Archie should make some awkward proposition. Mr Barret will stand behind me, looking earnestly at the picture

Admiringly, interposed Barret.

Not so  earnestly, as if getting a lesson, said Milly, with a teachers severity; and Flo will sit thus, at my feet, taking care (hold it, dear,) of my palette.

More likely to make a mess of it, said Junkie.

Now, are you ready? Steady! Dont budge a finger, cried Archie, removing the little leather cap.

In her uncertainty as to which of her fingers she was not to budge, Flo nervously moved them all.

Youre movin, Flo! whispered Junkie.

No, Im not, said Flo, looking round indignantly.

There, I knew you couldnt hold your tongue, Junkie, cried the photographer, hastily replacing the cap. However, I think I had it done before she moved.

And look  youve got the nigger in! cried Junkie, snatching up the black doll, which had been lying unobserved on its owners knee all the time.

Never mind, thatll do no harm. Now, then, soldiers, form up, an quick march, said Archie, closing up his apparatus. We have got plenty of work before us, and no time to waste.

Obedient to this rather inaccurately given word of command, Archies troops fell into line, and, with a whooping farewell, continued their march up the glen.

During the remainder of that beautiful afternoon, the artist and pupil continued at their fascinating work. Shall we take advantage of our knowledge to lift the curtain, and tell in detail how Milly introduced a few more megatheriums into her painting, and violated nearly all the rules of perspective, to say nothing of colour and chiaro-oscuro? Shall we reveal the multitude of absurd remarks made by the pupil, in his wild attempts at criticism of an art, about which he knew next to nothing? No; it would be unwarrantable  base! Merely remarking that painter and pupil were exceedingly happy, and that they made no advance whatever in the art of painting, we turn to another scene in the neighbourhood of Kinlossie House.

It was a wide grass-field from which the haycocks had recently been removed, leaving it bare and uninteresting. Nevertheless, there were two points of interest in that field which merit special attention. One was a small black bull, with magnificent horns, the shaggiest of coats, and the wickedest of eyes. The other was our friend MacRummle, taking a short cut through the field, with a basket on his back, a rod in one hand, and an umbrella in the other.

We may at once account for the strange presence of the latter article, by explaining that, on the day before  which was rainy  the laird, had with an umbrella, accompanied his friend to his first pool in the river, at which point their roads diverged; that he had stayed to see MacRummle make his first two or three casts, during which time the sky cleared, inducing the laird to close his umbrella, and lean it against the bank, after which he went away and forgot it. Returning home the next day our angler found and took charge of it.

That he had been successful that day was made plain, not only by the extra stoop forward, which was rendered necessary by the weight of his basket, and the beaming satisfaction on his face, but by the protruding tail of a grilse which was too large to find room for the whole of itself, inside.

Youre a lucky man to-day, Dick, murmured the enthusiastic angler to himself, as he jogged across the field.

Had he known what was in store for him, however, he would have arrived at a very different estimate of his fortunes!

The field, as we have said, was a large one. MacRummle had reached the centre of it when the black bull, standing beside the wall at its most distant corner, seemed to feel resentment at this trespass on its domain.

It suddenly bellowed in that low thunderous tone which is so awfully suggestive of conscious power. MacRummle stopped short. He was naturally a brave man, nevertheless his heart gave his ribs an unwonted thump when he observed the bull in the distance glaring at him. He looked round in alarm. Nothing but an unbroken flat for a hundred yards lay around him in all directions, unrelieved by bush, rock, or tree, and bounded by a five-foot wall, with only one gate, near to where the bull stood pawing the earth and apparently working itself into a rage.

Now, Dick, murmured the old gentleman, seriously, its do or die with you if that brute charges, for your legs are not much better than pipe-stems, and your wind is  Eh! he comes!

Turning sharply, he caused the pipe-stems to wag with amazing velocity  too fast, indeed, for his toe, catching on something, sent him violently to the ground, and the basket flew over his head with such force that the strap gave way. He sprang up instantly, still unconsciously holding on to rod and umbrella.

Meanwhile, the bull, having made up its mind, came charging down the field with its eyes flashing and its tail on high.

MacRummle looked back. He saw that the case was hopeless. He was already exhausted and gasping. A young man could scarcely have reached the wall in time. Suddenly he came to a ditch, one of those narrow open drains with which inhabitants of wet countries are familiar. The sight of it shot a blaze of hope through his despair! He stopped at once, dropped his rod, and, putting up his umbrella, laid it on the ground. It was a large cotton one of the Gamp description. Under the shelter of it he stepped quietly into the ditch, which was not much more than knee-deep, with very little water in it.

Placing the umbrella in such a position that it came between himself and the bull, he laid himself flat down in the drain. The opening was far too narrow to admit his broad shoulders, except when turned sidewise. The same treatment was not applicable to other parts of his person, but, by dint of squeezing and collapsing, he got down, nestled under the bank, and lay still.

On came the bull till it reached the basket, which, with a deft toss, it hurled into the air and sent the silvery treasure flying. A moment more and it went head foremost into the umbrella. Whether it was surprised at finding its enemy so light and unsubstantial, or at the slipping of one of its feet into the drain, we cannot tell, but the result was that it came down and turned a complete somersault over the drain, carrying the umbrella along with it in its mad career!

When the bull scrambled to its feet again, and looked round in some surprise, it found that one of its legs and both its horns were through and entangled with the wrecked article.

It was a fine sight to witness the furious battle that immediately ensued between the black bull and that cotton umbrella! Rage at the man was evidently transmuted into horror at the article. The bull pranced and shook its head and pawed about in vain efforts to get rid of its tormenter. Shreds of the wreck flapped wildly in its eyes. Spider-like ribs clung to its massive limbs and poked its reeking sides, while the swaying handle kept tapping its cheeks and ears and nose, as if taunting the creature with being held and badgered by a thing so flimsy and insignificant!

Happily this stirring incident was not altogether unwitnessed. Far up the valley it was observed by four living creatures, three of whom immediately came tearing down the road at racing speed. Gradually their different powers separated them from each other. Archie came first, Eddie next, and Junkie brought up the rear. On nearing the field the first wrenched a stake out of a fence; the second caught up a rake, that had been left by the haymakers; and the last, unscrewing the butt of his rod, broke the line, and flourished the weapon as a cudgel. They all three leaped into the field one after another, and bore courageously down on the bull, being well accustomed to deal with animals of the sort.

Separating as they drew near, they attacked him on three sides at once. Short work would he have made with any of them singly; together they were more than his match. When he charged Junkie, Archie ran in and brought the stake down on his skull. When he turned on his assailant, Eddie combed his sides with the rake. Dashing at the new foe he was caught by the tail by Junkie, who applied the butt of his rod vigorously, the reel adding considerable weight to his blows. At last the bull was cowed  if we may venture to say so  and driven ignominiously into a corner of the field, where he vented his rage on the remnants of the umbrella, while the victors returned to the field of battle.

But whats come of MacRummle? said the panting Junkie as they gathered up the fish and replaced them in the basket. I never saw him get over the wall. Did you?

No, replied Archie, looking round in surprise.

I dare say he ran off while we were thumpin the bull, suggested Eddie.

Im here, boys! Im here, Junkie, cried a strange sepulchral voice, as if from the bowels of the earth.

Where? asked the boys gazing down at their feet with expressions of awe.

Hes i the drain! cried Junkie with an expanding mouth.

Ay  thats it! Im in the drain! Lend a hand, boys; I can hardly move.

They ran to him instantly, but it required the united powers of all three to get him out, and when they succeeded he was found to be coated all over one side with thick mud.

What a muddle youve made of yourself, to be sure! exclaimed Junkie. Let me scrape you.

But MacRummle refused to be scraped until they had placed the five-foot wall between himself and the black bull. Then he submitted with a profound sigh.




Chapter Eleven.

Peculiar Incidents of a Sabbath among the Western Isles.

One beautiful Sunday morning while the party assembled in Kinlossie House was at breakfast, a message was brought to the laird that he wass wantit to speak wi the poy Tonal.

Well, Donald, my lad, what want ye with me this fine morning? asked the laird, on going out to the hall.

I wass telt to tell ye thell be no kirk the day, for the ministers got to preach at Drumquaich.

Very well, Donald. Have you had breakfast?

Oo, ay.

Go into the kitchen, then, and they will give you some more.

Thenkee, sir.

I find, said the laird on returning to his friends, that we are to have no service to-day in our little church, as our minister has to take the duty at Drumquaich, on the other side of the loch. So those of you who are bent on going to church must make up your minds to cross the loch in the boat.

Is Drumquaich the little village close under the pine wood, that we see on doubling Eagle Point? asked Mabberly.

The same. The little church there, like our own, is not supplied regularly. Sometimes a Divinity student is sent down to them. Occasionally they have a great gun from Edinburgh.

I think some of the students are better than the great guns, remarked Mrs Gordon quietly.

True, my dear, and that is most natural, for it stands to reason that some at least of the students must be the great guns of the future in embryo; and they have the freshness of youth to set against the weight of erudition.

The student who preached to us here last Sunday, observed Barret, must surely be an embryo great gun, for he treated his subject in a learned and masterly way that amazed me. From the look of him I would not have expected even an average discourse.

That was partly owing to his modest air and reticence, returned the laird. If you heard him converse on what he would call metapheesical subjects, you would perhaps have been still more surprised.

Well, I hope he will preach to-day, said Barret.

From which I conclude that you will be one of the boat party. My wife and Milly make three, myself four; who else?

No  dont count me interrupted the hostess; I must stay with Flo; besides, I must visit poor Mrs Donaldson, who is again laid up. But Ill be glad if you will take Aggy Anderson. Ever since the poor girl came here for a little change of air she has been longing to go out in the boat. I really believe it is a natural craving for the free, fresh breezes of the sea. May she go?

By all means; as many as the boat will hold, returned the laird.

It was finally arranged that, besides those already mentioned, Mabberly, Jackman, MacRummle, Quin, the three boys, Roderick the groom, and Ian Anderson, as boatman in charge, should cross over to the little church at Drumquaich, about eight miles distant by water.

While they were getting ready, Mrs Gordon and Flo, with the beloved black dolly, paid a visit to old Molly, the keepers mother. They found her in her arm-chair, sitting by the large, open chimney, on the hearth of which a very small fire was burning  not for the sake of warmth, but for the boiling of an iron pot which hung over it.

The old woman was enveloped in a large, warm shawl  a gift from the Hoose. She also wore a close-fitting white cap, or mutch, which was secured to her head by a broad, black ribbon. The rims of her spectacles were of tortoiseshell, and she had a huge family Bible on her knee, while her feet rested upon a three-legged stool. She looked up inquiringly as her visitors entered.

Why, Molly, I thought you were in bed. They told me you were ill.

Na, mem, Im weel eneuch in body; its the speerit thats ill. And ye ken why.

She spoke in a faint, quavering voice, for her old heart had been crushed by her wayward, self-indulgent son, and a few tears rolled down her wrinkled cheeks; but she was too old and feeble to give way to demonstrative grief. Little Flo, whose heart was easily touched, went close to the poor old woman, and looked up anxiously in her face.

My bonny doo! Its a pleasure to look at ye, said the old woman, laying her hand on the childs head.

Mrs Gordon drew in a chair and sat down by her side.

Tell me about it, she said confidentially; has he given way again, after all his promises to Mr Jackman?

Oo, ay; Maister Jackmans a fine man, but he canna change the hert o my son  though it is kind o him to try. No, the only consolation I hev is here.

She laid her hand on the open Bible.

Where is he just now? asked the lady.

As she spoke, a fierce yell was heard issuing from the keepers cottage, which, as we have said, stood close to his mothers abode.

Ye hear till im, said the old woman with a sorrowful shake of the head. He iss fery pad the day. Whiles he thinks that horrible craters are crawlin ower him, an whiles that fearful bogles are glowerin at him. Sometimes he fancies that the foul fiend himsel has gotten haud o him, an then he screeches as ye hear.

Would it do any good, Molly, if I were to go and speak to him, think you?

Na, yed better let him lie. Hes no hissel the now, and theres no sayin what he might do. Oh! drink! drink! cried the old creature, clasping her hands; ye took my man awa, an now yere ruinin my son! But, she added with sudden animation, we can pray for him; though it iss not possible for you or Maister Jackman to change my bairns hert, the Lord can do it, for wi Him a things are possible.

To this Mrs Gordon gave a hearty assent. Sitting still as she was, with hand resting on the old womans arm, she shut her eyes and prayed fervently for the salvation of the enslaved man.

She was still engaged in this act of worship when another shriek was heard. At the same time the door of the keepers cottage was heard to open, and Ivors feet were heard staggering towards his mothers cottage. Poor Flo took refuge in great alarm behind Mrs Donaldson, while her mother, rising quickly, drew back a few paces.

Next moment the small door was burst open, and the keeper plunged, almost fell, into the room with something like a savage cheer. He was a terrible sight. With wildly dishevelled hair, bloodshot eyes, and distorted features, he stood for a few seconds glaring at his mother; his tall figure swaying to and fro, while he held a quart bottle aloft in his right hand. He did not appear to observe the visitors, but continued to stare at his mother with an expression that perplexed her, accustomed though she was to his various moods.

See, mother, he shouted fiercely, I have done wi the accursed thing at last!

He dashed the bottle on the hearth with tremendous violence as he spoke, so that it vanished into minute fragments, while its contents spurted about in all directions. Happily very little of it went into the fire, else the cottage would have been set ablaze.

With another wild laugh the man wheeled round, staggered out of the cottage, and went his way.

You are not hurt, I trust? said the lady, anxiously bending down over the poor old creature, who had remained calmly seated in her chair, without the slightest appearance of alarm.

No, Im not hurt, thank the Lord, she answered.

Dont you think that that was an answer to our prayer? asked the lady with some eagerness.

Old Molly shook her head dubiously. It may be so, she replied; but I hev often seen im i that mind, and he has gone back to it again and again, like the soo that was washed, to her wallowin i the mire. Yet there did seem somethin different aboot im the day, she added thoughtfully; but it iss not the first time I hev prayed for him without gettin an answer.

Answers do not always come as we expect them, returned her visitor; yet they may be granted even while we are asking. I dont know how it is, but I feel sure that Jesus will save your son.

Poor little Flo, who had been deeply affected by the terrible appearance of her favourite Ivor, and who had never seen him in such a plight before, quietly slipped out of old Mollys hut and went straight to that of the keeper. She found him seated on a chair with his elbows on his knees, his forehead resting on his hands, and his strong fingers grasping his hair as if about to tear it out by the roots. Flo, who was naturally fearless and trustful, ran straight to him and placed a hand on his shoulder. He started and looked round.

Bairn! bairn! he said grasping her little head, and kissing her forehead, what brings ye here?

Muzzer says she is sure Jesus will save you; so I came to tell you, for muzzer never says whats not true.

Having delivered her consoling message, Flo ran back at once to Mollys cottage with the cheerful remark that it was all right now, for she had told Ivor that he was going to be saved!

While Mrs Gordon and Flo were thus engaged on shore, the boat party were rowing swiftly down the loch to the little hamlet of Drumquaich. The weather was magnificent. Not a breath of air stirred the surface of the sea, so that every little white cloud in the sky was perfectly reproduced in the concave below. The gulls that floated on the white expanse seemed each to be resting on its own inverted image, and the boat would have appeared in similar aspect but for the shivering of the mirror by its oars.

Most appropriate type of Sabbath rest, said Jackman.

Ay, but like all things here pelow, remarked Ian Anderson, who possessed in a high degree the faculty of disputation, its not likely to last long.

What makes you think so, Ian? asked Milly, who sat in the stern of the boat between John Barret and Aggy Anderson.

Well, you see, muss, began Ian, in his slow, nasal tone, the gless has bin fallin for some time past, an  Tonal, poy, mind your helm; see where youre steerin to!

Donald, who steered, was watching with profound interest the operations of Junkie, who had slily and gravely fastened a piece of twine to a back button of MacRummles coat and tied him to the thwart on which he sat. Being thus sternly asked where he was steering to, Donald replied, Oo, ay, and quickly corrected the course.

But surely, returned Milly, there is no sign of a rapid change, at least if we may judge from the aspect of Nature; and I am a fervent believer in Nature, whatever the glass may predict.

I am not sure o that, muss, said Ian. You neednt pull quite so hard, Muster Mabberly; we hev plenty o time. Tak it easy. Well, as I wass sayin, muss, I hev seen it as calm as this i the mornin mony a time, an plowin a gale at nicht.

Let us hope that that wont be our experience to-day, said the laird. Anyhow, we have a good sea-boat under us.

Weel, the poats no a pad wan, laird, but I hev seen petter. You see, when the wund iss richt astern, she iss given to trinkin.

Thats like Ivor, said Junkie with a laugh; only he is given to drinkin, no matter how the wind blows.

What do you mean? asked Milly, much perplexed.

Barret here explained that a boat which takes in much water over the bow is said to be given to drinking.

Im inclined that way myself, said Jackman, who had been pulling hard at one of the oars up to that time.

Has any one thought of bringing a bottle of water?

Heres a bottle, cried MacRummle, laughing.

Ah, sure, an there seems to be a bottle o milk, or somethin white under the thort, remarked Quin, who pulled the bow oar.

But thats Millys bottle of milk, shouted Junkie.

And Aggys, chimed in Eddie.

Yes  no one must touch that, said Junkie.

Quite right, boys, said Jackman; besides, milk is not good for quenching thirst.

On search being made, it was found that water had not been brought with them, so that the thirsty rowers had to rest content without it.

Is that Eagle Cliff I see, just over the knoll there? asked Barret.

It is, answered the laird; dont you see the eagle himself like a black speck hovering above it? My shepherd would gladly see the bird killed, for he and his wife make sad havoc among the lambs sometimes; but I cant say that I sympathise with the shepherd. An eagle is a noble bird, and there are none too many of them now in this country.

I agree with you heartily, said Barret; and I would regard the man who should kill that eagle as little better than a murderer.

Quite as bad as a murderer! said Milly with energy. I am glad you speak out so clearly, Mr Barret; for I fear there are some among us who would not hesitate to shoot if the poor bird were to come within range.

Pray dont look so pointedly at me, Miss Moss, said Jackman; I assure you I have no intention of attempting murder  at least not in that direction.

Och! an its murder enough youve done already for wan man, said Quin in an undertone.

Oh! I say, that reminds me. Do tell us the rest of the story of the elephant hunt, Mr Jackman, cried Junkie.

Not just now, my boy. Its a long story. Besides, we are on our way to church! Some other time I will tell it you.

It would take half the romance away from my mothers visit if the eagle were killed, remarked Milly, who did not overhear the elephant parenthesis.

Has your mother, then, decided to come? asked Barret.

Yes. In spite of the sea, which she dreads, and steamers, which she hates, she has made up her mind to come and take me home.

How charming that will be! said Barret.

Indeed! returned Milly, with a significant look and smile.

Of course I did not mean that, returned Barret, laughing. I meant that it would be charming for you to have your mother out here, and to return home in her company. Is she likely to stay long?

I cannot tell. That depends on so many things. But I am sure of one thing, that she longs to see and thank you for the great service you rendered me on the day of your arrival here.

Barret began to protest that the service was a comparatively small one, and such as any man might gladly render to any one, when the arrival of the boat at the landing-place cut him short.

About thirty or forty people had assembled from the surrounding districts, some of whom had come four or even six miles to attend church. They formed a quiet, grave, orderly company of men and women in homespun garments, with only a few children among them. The arrival of the lairds party made a very considerable addition to the congregation, and, as the hour for meeting had already passed by a few minutes, they made a general move towards the church.

The building was wonderfully small, and in the most severely simple style of architecture, being merely an oblong structure of grey stone, with small square windows, and a belfry at one end of the roof. It might have been mistaken for a cottage but for this, and the door being protected by a small porch, and placed at one end of the structure, instead of at the side.

A few of the younger men remained outside in conversation, awaiting the advent of the minister. After a time, however, these dropped in and took their seats, and people began to wonder why the minister was so late. Presently a boy with bare legs and a kilt entered the church and whispered to a very old man, who turned out to be an elder. Having heard the boys message, the elder crossed over to the pew in which the laird was seated and whispered to him, not so low, however, as to prevent Giles Jackman from hearing all that passed. The ministers horse had fallen, he said, and bruised the ministers legs so that he could not officiate.

Very awkward, returned the laird, knitting his brows. Whats to be done? It seems absurd that so many of us should assemble here just to look solemn for a few minutes and then go home.

Yes, sir, it iss akward, said the elder. Could you not gif us a discoorse yoursel, sir, from the prezenters dask?

The latter part of the proposition was to guard himself from the imputation of having asked the laird to mount the pulpit.

Me preach! exclaimed the laird; I never did such a thing in my life.

Maype youll read a chapter, what-ë-ver, persisted the elder.

Impossible! I never read a chapter since I was born  in public, I mean, of course. But why not do it yourself, man?

So I would, sir, but my throatll not stand it.

Is there no other elder who could do it?

Not wan, sir. Im afraid we will hev to dismiss the congregation.

At this point, to the lairds relief and no little surprise, Jackman leaned forward, and said in a low voice, If you have no objection, I will undertake to conduct the service.

The elder gave the laird a look which, if it had been translated into words, would probably have conveyed the idea Is he orthodox?

By all means, Mr Jackman, said the laird; you will be doing us a great favour.

Accordingly Jackman went quietly to the precentors desk and mounted it, much to the surprise of its proper occupant, a man with a voice like a brass trumpet, who thereupon took his seat on a chair below the desk.

Profound was the interest of the congregation when they saw this bronzed, broad-shouldered, big-bearded young man pull a small Bible out of his pocket and begin to turn over the leaves. And it was noted with additional interest by several of the people that the Bible seemed to be a well-worn one. Looking up from it after a few minutes, during which it was observed that his eyes had been closed, Jackman said, in an easy, conversational tone, that quite took the people by surprise  

Friends, it has been my lot in life to wander for some years in wild and distant lands, where ministers of the Gospel were few and far between, and where Christians were obliged to conduct the worship of God as best they could. Your minister being unable to attend, owing to an accident, which I trust may not turn out to be serious, I shall attempt, with the permission of your elder, to lead your thoughts Godward, in dependence on the Holy Spirit. Let us pray.

The jealous ears of the rigorously orthodox heard him thus far without being able to detect absolute heresy, though they were sensitively alive to the unusual style and very unclerical tone of the speakers voice. The same ears listened reverently to the prayer which followed, for it was, after the pattern of the Lords Prayer, almost startlingly short; still it was very earnest, extremely simple, and, all things considered, undeniably orthodox.

Relieved in their minds, therefore, the people prepared themselves for more, and the precentor, with the brazen but tuneful voice, sang the first line of the psalm which the young preacher gave out I to the hills will lift mine eyes  with rasping energy. At the second line the congregation joined in, and sang praise with reverent good-will, so that, when a chapter of the Word had been read and another psalm sung, they were brought to a state of hopeful expectancy. The text still further pleased them, when, in a quiet voice, while turning over the leaves of the well-used Bible, Jackman said, In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths.

Laying down his little Bible, and looking at the people earnestly and in silence for a few moments, the preacher said  

I have travelled in Italy, France, Germany, Switzerland, and other places, and I never yet went in these countries without a guide-book. More than that, never in all my experience have I seen men or women travelling in these countries without a guide-book. The travellers always carried their guide-books in their hands, or in their pockets, and consulted them as they went along. In the evenings, round the tables or on the sofas of the salons, they would sometimes sit poring over the pages of their guide-books, considering distances and the best routes, and the cost of travelling and board. Any man who would have travelled without a guide-book, or who, having one, neglected to use it, would have been considered weak-minded at the least. Still further, I have noted that such travellers believed in their guide-books, and usually acted on the advice and directions therein given.

But one journey I can tell of in which all this seems to be reversed  the journey from earth towards heaven. And here is our guide-book for that journey, said the preacher, holding up the little Bible. How do we treat it? I do not ask scoffers, who profess not to believe in the Bible. I ask those who call themselves Christians, and who would be highly offended if we ventured to doubt their Christianity. Is it not true that many of us consult our Guide-book very much as a matter of form and habit, without much real belief that it will serve us in all the minute details of life? We all wish to get on in life. The most obstinate and contradictory man on earth admits that. Even if he denies it with his lips, all his actions prove that he admits it. Well, what says our Guide-book in regard to what is called getting on? In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and He will direct thy paths. Now, what could be simpler  we might even say, what could be easier  than this? Him whom we have to acknowledge is defined in the previous verse as the Lord  that is, Jesus, Immanuel, or God with us.

From this point the sunburnt preacher diverged into illustration, leaning over the desk in a free-and-easy, confidential way, and thrilling his audience with incidents in his own adventurous career, which bore directly on the great truth that, as regards the Great End of life, success and blessedness result from acknowledging the Lord, and that failure and disaster inevitably await those who ignore Him.

While Jackman proceeded with his discourse, the sky had become overcast, dark thunderclouds had been gathering in the nor-east, rain had also begun to descend; yet so intently were the people listening to this unusual style of preacher, that few of them observed the change until a distant thunder-clap awoke them to it.

Quietly, but promptly, Jackman drew his discourse to a close, and stepped out of the desk, remarking, in the very same voice with which he had preached, that he feared he had kept them too long, and that he hoped none of the congregation had far to go.

We hev that, sir, said the old elder, shaking him warmly by the hand; but we dont heed that, an we are fery glad that we came, what-ë-ver.

As the wind had also risen, and it seemed as if the weather was not likely to improve, the laird hurried his party down to the boat. Waterproofs were put on, umbrellas were put up, the sails were hoisted, and the boat put off.

I fear the sea is very rough, remarked Milly Moss, drawing close to Aggy Anderson, so as to shelter her somewhat from the driving rain.

Oo, ay; it iss a wee rough, assented Ian, who now took the helm; but we wull soon rin ower. Haud you the main sheet, Mr Mabberly, an pe ready to let co when I tell ye. It iss a wee thing squally.

It was indeed a little more than a wee thing squally, for just then a vivid flash of lightning was seen to glitter among the distant crags of the Eagle Cliff. This was followed by a loud clap of thunder, which, leaping from cliff to crag, reverberated among the mountains with a succession of crashes that died away in ominous mutterings. At the same time a blue line towards the nor-east indicated an approaching squall.

Had we not better take in a reef, Ian? asked the laird anxiously.

We had petter weather the pint first, said the boatman; efter that the wund wul pe in oor favour, an  but, yere richt. Tak in a reef, Roderick an Tonal. Mind the sheet, Mr Mabberly, an sit low in the poat, poys.

These orders were promptly obeyed, for the squall was rushing down the loch very rapidly. When it burst on them the boat leaned over till her lee gunwale almost ran under water, but Ian was a skilful boatman, and managed to weather the point in safety.

After that, as he had said, the wind was more favourable, enabling them to run before it. Still, they were not out of danger, for a wide stretch of foaming sea lay between them and the shores of Kinlossie, while a gathering storm was darkening the sky behind them.




Chapter Twelve.

Stirring Events of more Kinds than One.

The squall which blew the Kinlossie boat round the Eagle Point was but the precursor of a succession of heavy squalls which quickly changed into a furious gale, compelling Ian Anderson to close reef his sails. Even when this was done, the boat rushed through the foaming water with tremendous velocity, and exhibited that tendency to drinking, to which reference has already been made; for every time she plunged into the trough of the sea, a little water came over the bow.

Of course, going as they were at such a rate, the traversing of six or eight miles of water occupied but little time, and they were soon close to the bay, at the head of which Kinlossie House nestled among its trees.

Come aft, poys, shouted Ian, whose voice, strong though it was, could scarcely be heard in the bow owing to the roaring of the gale; shes trinkin too much; come aft, an look sherp!

The three boys obeyed with alacrity, being well accustomed to boats, and aware of the necessity of prompt obedience in circumstances of danger.

Thus lightened, the boat ceased drinking at the bow, but, being rather overweighted at the stern, she now and then took in a little water there.

Unfortunately the point of rocks which formed the southern end of Kinlossie Bay obliged Ian to change his course a little in order to weather them. This was a critical operation. Even the girls had some sort of idea of that, as their looks bore witness. John Barret felt a strong inclination to slip his arm round Millys waist and whisper, Dont be afraid, beloved, Ill take care of you! but want of courage  to say nothing of a sense of propriety  kept his lips silent and his arm still.

Noo, keep stiddy, all of ye, said Ian, as he shifted the helm a little.

An irrepressible shriek burst from Aggy Anderson, for the boat lay over so much that the hissing water rippled almost into her, and seemed about to swallow them up.

Tak anither haul o the sheet, Maister Mabberly, cried Ian.

Assisted by Jackman, Mabberly obeyed, and the boat went, as Quin said, snorin past the rocks, which were now close under her lee, with the waves bursting wildly over them. Another minute and the outermost rock was under their port bow. To the eyes of the girls it seemed as if destruction were inevitable. To make matters worse, at that moment a vivid flash was succeeded by a loud thunder-clap, which, mingling with the gale, seemed to intensify its fury, while a deluge of rain came down. But Ian knew what he was about. With a firm hand on the tiller he steered past the point, yet so closely that it seemed as if an active man might have leaped upon the outermost rock, which rose, black and solid, amid the surging foam.

Another moment and the boat swept safely round into the bay, and was again put before the wind.

Were a richt noo, what-ë-ver, said Ian with a grunt of satisfaction.

Never before did a self-sufficient boatman have his words more effectually or promptly falsified than on that occasion. The distance between boat and shore at that moment was only a few hundred yards; but the water all the way was deep, and the waves, in consequence, were large and wild. There were great possibilities within the brief space of distance and time that lay before them!

Tak an oar, Maister Quin, an help Rodereek to fend off, cried the boatman. Hold ticht to the sheet, sir, an pe ready to let co the moment I tell ye. Are ye ready wi the halyards, Muster Airchie?

All right, Ian, replied the boy, who stood ready to lower the sail.

They could see that several men were standing on the beach, ready to render assistance, among them Duncan, the butler, and Ivor, the gamekeeper. The latter, who had evidently recovered himself, was standing waist-deep in the foam, as if anxious to grasp the boat when it grounded.

Ivor is unusually keen to help us to-day, remarked the laird, with a peculiar look; but no one was sufficiently disengaged to listen to or answer him.

At that critical moment Junkie took it into his unaccountable head to scramble to the fore part of the boat, in order, as he said, to lend a hand with a rope. On reaching the bow he stumbled; the boat plunged heavily, as if to accommodate him, and he went overboard with a suddenly checked yell, that rose high and sharp above the roaring gale!

Of course every man near him sprang to the side and made a wild grasp at him. The gunwale went down, the sea rushed in, and, in a space of time brief as the lightning-flash, all the occupants of the boat were struggling in the waves!

A great cry arose from the shore, and Ivor, plunging into the surf, was seen to breast the billows with the force of a Hercules. In the moment of upsetting, John Barrets cowardice and scruples vanished. He seized Milly by the arm, and held her up when they rose from the plunge.

And now, for the first time in his life, our hero found the advantage of having trained himself, not only in all manly exercises, but in the noble art of rescuing life from the water. Instead of rising to the wild discovery of helpless ignorance as to what was the best way of using his great strength, he rose with the comfortable knowledge, first, that he was a powerful swimmer, and second, that he knew exactly what to do  at least to attempt. Instead, therefore, of allowing himself to be hugged, and probably drowned, by the girl he loved, he held her off at arms length until he managed to grasp her by both arms close to the shoulders, and with her back towards him  treading water while doing so. Then, swimming on his own back, he gently drew her upon his breast, so that her head rested close to his chin. Thus the girls face was turned upwards and held well out of the water, and the youth was able to say almost in her ear, Trust in God, dearest, He will save us! while he struck out vigorously with his legs. Thus, swimming on his back, he headed for the shore.

Lest the reader should fancy that we are here merely inventing a mode of action, it may be well to state that we have conversed with a man styled the Rescue, whose duty it was to watch the boys of Aberdeen while bathing on the dangerous coast there, and who told us that he had saved some hundreds of lives  many of them in the manner above described.

Every one in the boat was fortunately able to swim, more or less, except Milly and Aggie Anderson. With the utmost anxiety to save the latter, her Uncle Ian made a desperate plunge when the boat upset, at the spot where, in the confusion, he thought he saw her go down. He grasped something under water, which clutched him violently in return. Rising to the surface he found that he had got hold of Giles Jackman, who, animated by the same desire to rescue the same girl, had also made a plunge at her. Flinging each other off almost angrily, they swam wildly about in search of her, for Giles had observed that Barret was sufficiently intent on Milly.

But poor Aggie was in even better hands. Ivor Donaldson had kept his eyes on her from the moment that he could distinguish faces in the approaching boat. He was a splendid swimmer. Even against wind and waves he made rapid headway, and in a few seconds caught the girl by the hair. In his case the absence of a plan of rescue was to some extent remedied by sheer strength of body, coupled with determination. The poor girl did her best to choke him, as drowning people will, but, happily, she was too weak for the purpose and he too strong! He suffered her to do her worst, and, with the arm which she left free made his way gallantly to the beach, where Duncan and all the domestics were ready to receive them.

Barret and Milly had landed just before them. Immediately after Archie and Eddie were swept in amid the foam, and Junkie himself  who, like his brothers, could swim like a cork  came careering in on the top of a wave, like a very water-imp! With all the energy of his nature he turned, the moment his feet touched ground, to lend a hand to his friend Tonal, who was not far behind him.

Thus, one by one, the whole party got safely to land, for the laird, although old, was still vigorous, and, like the others, able to swim. MacRummle came in last, and they had some difficulty in getting him out of the water, for he was rather sluggish, as well as heavy; but he was none the worse for his immersion, and to the anxieties afterwards expressed by his friends, he replied quietly that he had become pretty well used to the water by that time. It was a trying experience, however, for all of them, and, in the opinion of Ian Anderson, as he gave it to his wife when they met, it was a queer way o feenishin off a fery extraornar Sawbath tay  what-ë-ver!

One morning, not long after this incident, the gentlemen made up a shooting party to try the summit of the hill for mountain hares  their hostess having twitted them with their inability to keep the household supplied with hare soup.

I will accompany you, gentlemen, to the shoulder of the first hill, observed their host, as he finished his breakfast, but not farther, for I am not so young as I once was, and cannot be expected to keep pace with a Woods and Forester.

That is not a good reason for your stopping short, laird, retorted Jackman, with a smile, because it is quite possible for the Woods and Forester to regulate his pace to that of the Western Isles.

Well, we shall see, returned his host. And what does my reckless Milly intend to do with herself?

I mean to have a little picnic  all by myself, said Milly; that is to say with nobody but me and Aggy Anderson.

Dyou think that quite safe, so soon after her ducking? asked Mrs Gordon.

Quite safe, auntie, for she has not felt a bit the worse for that ducking; indeed, she seems much the better for it, and I am quite sure that hill air is good for her.

Oh! then, you mean to have your very select picnic on the hills? said the laird.

Yes, but no one shall know to what part we are going, for, as I have said, we mean to have a day of it all to ourselves; only we will take Junkie to protect us, and carry our provisions.

There were two of the gentlemen who declined the shooting expedition. John Barret said he would start with them, but would at a certain point drop behind and botanise. MacRummle also preferred to make one more effort to catch that grilse which had risen so often to him of late, but was still at large in the big pool under the fall. The result of the mornings discussion was that only Mabberly and Jackman proceeded to assault the hares on the mountain-top, accompanied by Archie and Eddie, with Ivor Donaldson to guide them.

Up in the nursery  that devastated region which suggested the idea of an hospital for broken furniture and toys  poor little neglected Flo sat down on the floor, and, propping her favourite doll up against the remnant of a drum, asked that sable friend what she would like to do. Receiving no answer, she said, in a cheery, confidential tone, which she had acquired from her mother, Ill tell you what, Miss Blackie, you an I will go for a picnic too. Zeres plenty places for you an me, as well as for Cuzn Miwy to go to, an we will let muzzer go wid us  if shes dood. So go, like a dood chile, an get your things on.

As the day was particularly bright and warm, this minor picnic was splendidly carried into effect, in a little coppice close to the house. There Mrs Gordon knitted and sometimes read, and behaved altogether like a particularly dood chile, while Flo and Blackie carried on high jinks around her.

The Eagle Cliff was the spot which Milly Moss had fixed on for her select little picnic with the niece of the fisherman. Strange to say, and without the slightest knowledge or suspicion of this fact (so he said), John Barret had selected the very same spot for his botanical ramble. It must be remembered, however, that it was a wide spot.

Seated in a secluded nook, not long after noon, Milly and Aggy, with Junkie, enjoyed the good things which were spread on a mass of flat rock in front of them.

Now I call this jolly! said Junkie, as well as he could, with a mass of jam-tart stopping the way.

It is indeed, returned Milly; but I dont feel quite sure whether you refer to the splendour of the scenery or the goodness of the tart.

To both, returned the boy, inarticulately.

Do you think you could eat any more? asked Milly with a grave, earnest look that made Aggy giggle  for Aggy was a facile giggler!

No, I dont, said Junkie. Im stuffed!

Well, then, you are at leisure to fill the cup again at the spring; so run, like a good boy, and do it.

How hard you are on a fellow, Cousin Milly, grumbled the youngster, rising to do as he was bid; but the expression of his jammy face showed that he was no unwilling slave.

How old are you, Aggy? asked Milly when he was gone.

Sixteen last birthday, returned the girl.

Ah! how I wish I was sixteen again! said Milly, with a profound sigh, as she gazed over the rim of a tartlet she happened to be eating, at the glittering sea and the far-off horizon. She was evidently recalling some very sad and ancient memories.

Why? asked her companion, who exhibited a very slight tendency to laugh.

Because I was so light-hearted and happy at that age.

How old are you now, Miss Milly? asked Aggy, in a tone of increased respect.

Nineteen, replied the other with a sigh.

Again Aggys pretty round face was rippled by a suppressed giggle, and it is highly probable that she would have given way altogether if Junkie had not returned at the moment and rescued her.

Heres the water, Milly. Now, Aggy, have you had enough?

Yes, quite enough, laughed the highly convalescent invalid.

Well, then, come along wi me and Ill show you the place where Cousin Milly fell down. You neednt come, Milly. I want to show it to Aggy all by herself, an we wont be long away.

Very well, Junkie, as you please. I daresay I shall manage to pass the time pleasantly enough till you return.

She leant back on a thick heather bush as she spoke, and indulged herself in that most enjoyable and restful of occupations, on a bright warm day, namely, looking straight up into the sunny sky and contemplating the soft fleecy clouds that float there, changing their forms slowly but continually.

Now it so happened that John Barret, in his botanical wanderings about the Eagle Cliff, in quest of the rare specimens that Milly loved, discovered Milly herself! This was not such a matter-of-course discovery as the reader may suppose, for the Eagle Cliff occupied a vast space of the mountain-side, among the rugged ramparts and knolls of which several persons might have wandered for hours without much chance of observing each other, unless they were to shout or discharge the echo-disturbing gun.

Whether it was the mysterious attraction or the occult discernment of love that drew him, we cannot tell, but certain it is that when Barret, standing on the upper edge of the cliff, glanced from the eagle  which was watching him suspiciously  downward to the base of the cliff, where the sheep appeared like little buff spots on the green grass, his startled eyes alighted on Milly, lying on her back, contemplating the heavens!

At that distance she might have been a mole or a rabbit, as far as regards Barrets power to discern her face or figure or occupation went; nevertheless, Barret knew at once that it was she, as his look and colour instantly indicated. There is something in such matters which we cannot understand, and, perhaps, had better not attempt to comprehend. It is sufficient to say that the young man instantly forgot his occupation, and began to descend the cliff by break-neck routes in a way that must have surprised  if not alarmed  the very eagle himself. He even trod some exceedingly rare specimens under foot in his haste. In a few minutes he drew near to the spot where Milly lay.

Then he suddenly stopped, for he remembered that she had that morning spoken of her picnic as a very private one; and was it not taking a base, unwarrantable advantage of her, thus to intrude on her privacy? But then  ah! how fatally, if not fortunately, that but then often comes in to seal our fate fix our flints, as backwoodsmen are fond of putting it!  but then, was not the opportunity unsought  quite accidental? Would it not be utterly absurd, as well as disingenuous, to pass her and pretend not to see her, with his botanical box full of her own favourite plants and flowers?

Love is proverbially blind. The argument was more than sufficient. He shut his eyes, metaphorically, and rushed upon his fate.

Milly heard him rushing  in reality, walking  and knew his step! Another instance of the amazing  well  She started up in some confusion, just in time to appear as if engaged in viewing with interest the majestic landscape spread out before her. Swooping downwards, and hovering overhead on grand expanded pinions, the eagle seemed to watch with keen interest the result of this meeting.

Pardon this intrusion, Miss Moss. I really did not know you were in this neighbourhood till a few minutes ago, said Barret, sitting down on the heather beside her. I accidentally observed you, and I have been so very fortunate in finding rare plants this morning, that I thought I might venture, just for a few minutes, to interrupt the privacy of your picnic. See, here! he added, taking off the botanical box and opening it; just look at all this!

It is very kind of you to take so much trouble on my account, Mr Barret, said Milly, becoming deeply, almost too deeply-interested in the plants. And, oh, what a splendid specimen of the heliographipod. My dear mother will be so glad to get this, for she is quite as fond of botany as I am.

Indeed! Do you expect her soon?

Yes; her last letter leads me to expect her very soon now.

Milly looked up as she said this, but there was an expression on Barrets face which induced her instantly to recur to scientific research.

Now, good reader, if you think we are going further, and expect us rudely to draw aside the curtain here, and betray confidences, you are mistaken. But there is no reason against  indeed, the development of our story supplies every reason in favour of  our taking note of certain facts which bear indirectly on the subject before us.

Far away on a shoulder of the mountain, which rose on the other side of the valley, lying between it and the Eagle Cliff, a grey speck might have been seen perched on a rock. Even as the crow flies the distance was so great that the unassisted human eye could not have distinguished what it was. It might have been a grey cow, or a grew crow, or a grey rabbit, or a grey excrescence of the rock itself; but a telescope would have revealed the fact that it was Allan Gordon, the laird of Kinlossie!

Serenity was stamped on the old mans brow, for he was amiable by nature, and he had been rendered more amiable that morning by having had a pleasant chat, while ascending the mountain, with Mabberly and Jackman. The latter he had begun facetiously to style the Woods and Forester. The shooting party had left him there, according to previous arrangement, and the old gentleman had seated himself on the grey rock to rest and commune with nature for a short time, before beginning the descent of the steep mountain path, and wending his way homeward.

From his commanding point of observation the entire range of the Eagle Cliff lay spread out before him, with the sea visible on the extreme of either hand. The great valley lay between, with impassable gulfs and gorges caused by its wild torrents, and its level patches, strewn with the fallen débris of ages, out of which the larger masses of rock rose like islands in a grey ocean; but these huge masses became almost insignificant, owing to the overpowering impression of the cliff itself. For some time the laird gazed at it in silent admiration. Presently a smile beamed on his countenance.

Ha! my puss, is that you? he muttered, as he took a binocular telescope from his pocket and adjusted it. I guessed as much. The Eagle Cliff has powerful attractions for you, what with its grandeur and the rare plants you are so mad about. I think it is you, though at such a distance I might easily mistake a sheep or a deer for you  and, after all, that would be no mistake, for you are a dear!

He did not condescend to smile at his own mild little joke, as he applied the telescope to his eyes.

Yes, Im right  and very comfortable you seem too, though I cant make out your party. Both Aggy and Junkie seem to have left you. Perhaps the rocks may hide them. Its so far off that  hallo!

A sudden frown clouded the lairds face as he gave vent to that hallo.

The rascal! he muttered between his compressed lips. He heard at breakfast, as well as the rest of us, that Milly wanted no intruders. Humph! I had given him credit for better taste than this implies. Eh! come, sir, this is quite inexcusable!

The laird became excited as he continued to gaze, and his indignation deepened as he hastily wiped the glasses of the binocular. Applying them again to his eyes, his frown became still darker.

For shame, you young scamp! he continued to mutter, taking advantage of your contemptible botany to bring your two heads together in a way that Milly would never have permitted but for that ridiculous science. Ha! theyve let the whole concern fall  serves em right  and  no! dropped it on purpose. What! Do you dare to grip my nieces hand, and  and  she lets you! Eh! your arm round  Stop! shouted the wrathful man, springing up and almost hurling his binocular at the unconscious pair. But his shout, although fifty times louder, would have failed to cross the valley. Like his anger, it was unavailing. Thrusting the glass into its case with a bang, he strode down the mountain-side in rampant fury, leaving the solemn eagle to watch the lovers as they plighted their troth under the mighty cliff. Happily they brought the momentous transaction to a close just before Junkie and the highly convalescent Aggy Anderson re-appeared upon the scene.

That afternoon, before dinner, John Barret asked Mr Gordon to accord him the pleasure of a private interview in the library.

Certainly, sir, said the laird sternly; and all the more that I had very much desired some private conversation with you.

Barret was not a little surprised at the old mans tone and manner, but took no notice of it, and went alone with him into the library, where he made a full and frank confession of his love for Milly, and of his having proposed to her and been accepted  on condition that her mother did not object.

And now, Mr Gordon, added the youth, earnestly, I have come to apologise to you, to ask your forgiveness, in fact, and to express my extreme regret at the precipitancy of my conduct. It had been my full intention, I do assure you, to wait until I had Mrs Moss sanction to pay my addresses to her daughter, but a  a  sudden opportunity, which I had not sought for or expected  for, of course, I knew nothing of the place where the picnic was to be  this  this  opportunity, I say, took me by surprise, and threw me off my guard  and  and  in short, love  Oh! you know well enough the power of love, Mr Gordon, and can make allowance for my acting precipitately!

The old gentleman was touched on a tenderer spot than the young man was aware of when he made this appeal to his own experience, for, in days gone by, young Allan Gordon had himself acted precipitately.

But, although the appeal had touched him, he did not allow the fact to be seen, nor did he interrupt the youths confession.

Observe, Mr Gordon, continued Barret, drawing himself up slightly, the only wrong-doing for which I ask pardon is undue haste. My position, financially and otherwise, entitles me to marry, and darling Milly has a right to accept whom she will. If it be thought that she is too young and does not know her own mind, I am willing to wait. If she were to change her mind in the meantime, I would accept the inevitable  but I have no fear of that!

The lairds features had been relaxing while the enthusiastic youth proceeded, but the last speech upset his gravity altogether.

Well, well, Barret, he said, since you have condemned yourself for acting hastily, it would ill become your host to overwhelm you with reproaches, and to say truth, after what you have said, I hope that the course of true love will in your case run smooth. But, my young friend, he added, in more serious tones, I must strictly forbid any further reference to this with Milly, till her mother comes. She is under my care and, being responsible for her, I must see that nothing further takes place till I am able to hand her, and all her affairs, over to her mother. I will explain this to Milly, and give her to understand that you will behave to her in all respects as you did before the occurrence of this unfortunate picnic. Meanwhile it may comfort you to know that her mother is already predisposed in your favour  naturally too, for she would be ungrateful, as well as eccentric, if she had no regard for the man who has twice saved her childs life. Ah! there goes the dinner-bell, and Im glad of it, for prolonged speaking fatigues me. Come along.




Chapter Thirteen.

A Chapter of Catastrophes.

It was the very next day after the conversation in the library that the waggonette was sent over to Cove to meet the steamer and fetch Mrs Moss, who was expected to arrive. As Ian Anderson and Donald with the ragged head had to return home that day, they were offered a lift by their friend Roderick.

I wad raither waalk, Rodereek, said Ian; but I dar say I may as weel tak a lift as far as the Cluff; chump up, Tonal.

Donald was not slow to obey. Although active and vigorous as a mountain goat, he had no objection to repose under agreeable conditions.

What think ye o the keeper this time, Rodereek? asked the boatman as they drove away.

Oo, it wull be the same as last time, answered the groom. Hell haud on for a while, an then he wull co pack like the soo to her wallowin i the mire.

I doubt yere richt, returned Ian, with a solemn shake of the head. Hes an unstiddy character, an he hes naither the fear o Cod nor man pefore his eyes. But hes a pleesnt man when he likes.

Oo, ay, but there iss not in him the wull to give up the trink. He hes given it up more than wance before, an failed. He will co from pad to worse in my opinion. There iss no hope for him, I fear.

Fery likely, and on the strength of that opinion Ian drew a flask from his pocket, and the two cronies had what the groom called a tram together.

Farther up the steep road they overtook John Barret and Giles Jackman, who saluted them with pleasant platitudes about the weather as they passed. Curiously enough, these two chanced to be conversing on the very subject that had engaged the thoughts of Ian and the groom.

They say this is not the first time that poor Ivor has dashed his bottle to pieces, said Barret. I fear it has become a disease in this case, and that he has lost the power of self-control. From all I hear I have little hope of him. It is all the more sad that he seems to have gained the affections of that poor little girl, Aggy Anderson.

Indeed! exclaimed Giles, laughing; a fellow-feeling makes you wondrous sharp, I suppose, for I had not observed that interesting fact. But why do you speak in such pitiful tones of Aggy?

Because she is an invalid, and her lover is a drunkard. Sufficient reasons, I should think.

No, not quite, because she has almost recovered her usual health while here, and poor Ivor is, after all, only one of the sinners for whom Jesus Christ died. I have great hopes of him.

Im glad to hear you say so, Jackman, though I dont see that the fact of our Saviours dying for us all proves his case to be hopeful. Are there not hundreds of men of whom the same may be said, yet they are not delivered from drunkenness, and dont seem likely to be?

That is unquestionably true, rejoined his friend; but such men as you refer to have not been brought to the condition of renouncing self, and trusting only in our Saviour. They want to have some credit in the matter of their own salvation  hence they fail. Ivor, I have good reason to believe, has been brought to that condition  a condition which insures success  hence my great hopes of him. I became aware of his state of mind, partly from having had a long talk with him the other day, and partly from the report of his good old mother. She told me yesterday that Ivor had come to her, laid his hand on her shoulder, and said, Mither, Ive lost all hope o mysel noo, to which the old woman answered, Thats the best news Ive heard for mony a day, my son, for noo the Lord wull let ye see what He can do for ye. Ivors reply to that was, I believe yere richt, mither. Now I think that was a great deal to come from two such undemonstrative Celts.

At this point in the conversation they reached a part of the road where a footpath diverged down to the river, the road itself rising abruptly towards the Eagle Cliff.

We separate here, said Jackman. I need scarcely ask where you are going, or what going to do! Botany, coupled with inaccessible cliffs, seems to be your mania just now. Oh! John Barret, my friend, may I not with truth, in your case, paraphrase a well-known couplet,  

Milly in the heart breeds Milly in the brain,
And this reciprocally that again?

Your paraphrases are about equal to your compositions, Jackman, and, in saying that, I dont compliment you. Pray, may I ask why you have forsaken your favourite weapon, the gun, and taken to the rod to-day?

Because of amiability  pure and simple. You know I dont care a rush for fishing, but, to my surprise, this morning MacRummle expressed a wish to try my repeating rifle at the rabbits, and offered to let me try his rod, and  I might almost add  his river. Wasnt it generous of him? So Im off to have a try for that salmon, and he is off no one knows where, to send the terrified rabbits into their holes. Good-bye, old fellow  a pleasant day to you.

Left alone, Barret began to devote himself to the cliffs. It was arduous work, for the said cliffs were almost perpendicular, and plants grew in such high-up crevices, and on such un-get-at-able places, that it seemed as if rare specimens knew their own value, as well as the great demand for them, and selected their habitations accordingly.

It was pleasant work, and our hero revelled in it! To be in such exceptional circumstances, with the grand cliffs above and below him, with no one near, save the lordly eagle himself, to watch his doings, with the wild sweeps of mountain-land everywhere, clothed with bracken, heather, and birch, and backed by the island-studded sea; with the fresh air and the bright sun, and brawling burns, and bleating sheep, and the objects of his favourite science around him, and the strong muscular frame and buoyant spirits that God had given to enable him to enjoy it all, was indeed enough to arouse a feeling of gratitude and enthusiasm; but when, in addition to this, the young man knew that he was not merely botanising on his own account, but working at it for Milly, he felt as though he had all but attained to the topmost pinnacle of felicity!

It is sad to think that in human affairs this condition is not unfrequently the precursor of misfortune. It is not necessarily so. Happily, it is not always so. Indeed, we would fain hope that it is not often so, but it was so on this occasion.

Barret had about half filled his botanical box with what he believed to be an interesting collection of plants that would cause the eyes of Milly Moss to sparkle, when the position of the sun and internal sensations induced him to think of his midday meal. It was tied up in a little square paper package. There was a spring at the bottom of the cliffs. It was near the stone where he had met Milly, and had given way to precipitancy. Not far from the spot also where he had made Milly up into a bundle, with a plaid, and started with her towards Kinlossie. No place could be better than that for his solitary luncheon. He would go there.

Descending the cliffs, he gained the road, and was walking along towards the selected spot, when the sound of wheels arrested him. Looking up, he saw the waggonette turn sharp round the projecting cliff, and approach him at a walk. He experienced a little depression of spirit, for there was no one in it, only the groom on the box. Milly would be sorely disappointed!

Mrs Moss has not come, I see, he said, as the groom reined up.

Oo, ay, sir, shes come. But she iss a queer leddy. Shes been chumpin in an oot o the waginette a the way up, like a whutret, to admire the scenery, as she says. When we cam to the heed o the pass she chumped oot again, an telt me to drive on slow, an wait at the futt o the first hull for her. Shes no far ahint.

Ill go and meet her. You can drive on, slowly.

Barret hurried forward with feelings of considerable uncertainty as to whether this chance of meeting his mother-in-law to be (he hoped!) alone, and in these peculiar circumstances, would be an advantage or otherwise. She might be annoyed by a sudden interruption in admiring the scenery. There would be the awkwardness of having to introduce himself, and she might be fatigued after all her chumpin in and out of the waggonette.

He was still pondering these points while he walked smartly forward, turned the projecting cliff above referred to, and all but overturned the identical little old lady whom he had run down on his bicycle, weeks before, in London!

To say that these two drew back and gazed at each other intently  the lady quivering and pale, the youth aghast and red  is to give but a feeble account of the situation.

Young man, she said, indignantly, in a low, repressed voice, you have a peculiar talent for assaulting ladies.

Madam, explained the youth, growing desperate, you are right. I certainly have a talent  at least a misfortune  of that sort

He stopped short, for, being quite overwhelmed, he knew not what to say.

It is sad, continued the little old lady in a tone of contempt, that a youth like you should so much belie your looks. It was so mean of you to run away without a word of apology, just like a bad little boy, for fear of being scolded  not that I cared much for being run down with that horrid bicycle, for I was not hurt  though I might have been killed  but it was the cowardly way in which you left me lying helpless among bakers, and sweeps, and policemen, and dirty boys. Oh! it was disgraceful.

Poor Barret became more and more overwhelmed as she went on.

Spare me, madam, he cried, in desperation. Oh; if you only knew what I have suffered on your account since that unlucky day! Believe me, it was not cowardice  well, I cannot say that exactly  but it was not the fear of your just reproaches that made me fly. It was the approach of the police, and the fear of being taken up, and a public trial, and the disgrace of  of  and  then I felt ashamed before I had fled more than a few hundred yards, and I returned to the spot, but you were gone, and I had no means of  of

That will do, young man. There is no need to keep me standing in this wild place. You are living somewhere in this neighbourhood, I suppose?

Yes. I am living in the neighbourhood, said Barret bitterly.

Well, I am going to stay at Kinlossie House. You know Kinlossie House, I suppose?

Oh, yes, I know it.

There is no occasion to look so fierce or bitter, young sir. I am going to be at Kinlossie for some time. If you choose to call there, I shall be ready to listen to your explanations and apologies, for I have no desire to appear either harsh or unforgiving. Meanwhile, I wish you good morning.

Saying which, and with a sweeping bow of a rather antiquated style, the offended lady passed on.

For a considerable time Barret stood motionless, with folded arms, admiring the scenery with a stony stare. A stone about the size of his fist lay at his foot. He suddenly kicked that violently into space. Had it been the size of his head, he would probably not have kicked it! Then he gave vent to a wild laugh, became suddenly grave, thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and walked up the road with clenched teeth and a deadly stride.

Mrs Moss heard the laugh as it echoed among the great cliffs.

What a dreadful young man! she muttered, hurrying forward.

She thought of asking her driver who he was, but she had found Roderick to be a very taciturn Highlander. He had not shown much disposition to converse on the way up, and his speech had not been very intelligible to her English  or Anglicised  ears. She re-entered the waggonette, therefore, in silence. Roderick drove on also in silence, although much surprised that the young shentleman had not returned with the leddy. But that was none of his business what-ë-ver.

As the little old lady brooded over the matter, she resolved to say nothing of the meeting to Milly. She happened to possess a spice of humour, and thought it might be well to wait until the youth should call, and then, after forgiveness sought and obtained, introduce him at Kinlossie as the young man who ran her down in London!

Meanwhile Barret walked himself into a better state of mind, clambered to a nook on the face of one of the cliffs, and sat down to meditate and consider what was best to be done.

Although he had not gone out that day to shoot, but to botanise, he carried a light double-barrelled shot gun, in case he might get a chance at a hare, which was always acceptable to the lady of Kinlossie.

While the incidents just described were being enacted at the base of the Eagle Cliff higher up, on a distant part of the same cliff, MacRummle might have been seen prowling among the grey rocks, with the spirit of Nimrod, and the aspect of Bacchus.

It was the habit of MacRummle, being half blind, to supplement his vision with that peculiar kind of glasses which support  or refuse to support  themselves on the human countenance by means of the nose. These, although admirably adapted for reading, and even for quietly fishing by the river-side, he found to be miserably unsuited for sporting among the cliffs, for they were continually tumbling off as he stumbled along, or were twitched off by his rifle when he was in the act of making false points.

Perseverance was, however, the strong point in the old mans character  if it had a strong point at all. He replaced the glasses perpetually, and kept pointing persistently. He did little more than point, because the thing that he pointed at, whatever it was, usually got out of the way before MacRummle obtained a reliable aim. With a shot gun he might have done better, for that weapon admits of snap-shooting, with some chance of success, even in feeble hands. But the old man was ambitious. His object was to pot something, as he expressed it, with a single ball. Of course it was not all pointing. He did fire occasionally, with no other result than awaking the echoes and terrifying the rabbits. But the memory of his former success with the same weapon was strong upon him, and perseverance, as we have said, was rampant. On the whole, the fusillade that he kept up was considerable, much to the amusement of Barret (before meeting Mrs Moss!), who rightly guessed the cause of all the noise.

About midday, like Barret, he prepared to comfort himself with lunch, and, unlike our unfortunate hero, he enjoyed it in comfort, sitting on a green patch or terrace, high up near the summit of the cliffs, and a full mile distant from the spot where the peculiar meeting took place.

Like a giant refreshed MacRummle rose from lunch, a good deal more like Bacchus, and much less like Nimrod. A rabbit had been watching him from the cliff above nearly all the time he was eating. It moved quietly into its burrow when he rose, though there was no occasion to do so, because, although within easy rifle shot, MacRummle did not see it. When the sportsman was past, the rabbit came out and looked after him.

Fixing his glasses firmly he advanced in that stooping posture, with the rifle at the ready, which is so characteristic of keen sportsmen! Next moment a rabbit stood before him  an easy shot. It sat up on its hind legs even, as if inviting its fate, and gazed as though uncertain whether the man was going to advance or not. He did not advance, but took a steady, deadly aim, and was on the point of pulling the trigger when the glasses dropped off.

MacRummle was wonderfully patient. He said nothing. He merely replaced his glasses and looked. The rabbit was gone. Several surrounding rabbits saw it go, but did not follow its example. They evidently felt themselves safe.

Proceeding cautiously onward, the sportsman again caught sight of one of the multitude that surrounded him. It was seated on the edge of its burrow, ready for retreat. Alas! for that rabbit, if MacRummle had been an average shot, armed with a shot gun. But it was ignorant, and with the characteristic presumption of ignorance, it sat still. The sportsman took a careful and long  very long  aim, and fired! The rabbits nose pointed to the worlds centre, its tail to the sky, and when the smoke cleared away, it also was gone.

Fallen into its hole! Dead, I suppose, was the remark with which the sportsman sought to comfort himself. A bullet-mark on a rock, however, two feet to the left of the hole, and about a foot too high, shook his faith a little in this view.

It was impossible, however, that a man should expend so much ammunition in a region swarming with his particular prey without experiencing something in the shape of a fluke. He did, after a time, get one shot which was effectual. A young rabbit sat on the top of a mound looking at him with an air of impudence which is sometimes associated with extreme youth. A fat old kinsman  or woman  was seated in a hollow some distance farther on. MacRummle fired at the young one, missed it, and shot the kinsman through the heart. The disappointment of the old man when he failed to find the young one, and his joy on discovering the kinsman, we leave to the readers imagination.

Thus he went on, occasionally securing something for the pot, continually alarming the whole rabbit fraternity, and disgusting the eagle, which watched him from a safe distance in the ambient atmosphere above.

By degrees he worked his way along till he came to the neighbourhood of the place where poor John Barret sat in meditative dejection. Although near, however, the two friends could neither see nor get at each other, being separated by an impassable gulf  the one being in a crevice, as we have said, not far from the foot of the cliff, the other hidden among the crags near the summit. Thus it came to pass that although Barret knew of MacRummles position by his noise, the latter was quite ignorant of the presence of the former.

This is horrible! muttered the youth in his crevice below.

Now I call this charming! exclaimed the old man on his perch above.

Such is life  viewed from different standpoints! Ay, and correctly estimated, too, according to these different standpoints; for the old man saw only the sunny surrounding of the Present, while the young one gazed into the gloomy wreck of the Future.

Being somewhat fatigued, MacRummle betook himself to a sequestered ledge among the cliffs, and sat down under a shrub to rest. It chanced to be a well concealed spot. He remained quietly there for a considerable time, discussing with himself the relative advantages of fishing and shooting. It is probable that his sudden disappearance and his prolonged absence induced the eagle to imagine that he had gone away, for that watchful bird, after several circlings on outstretched and apparently motionless wings, made a magnificent swoop downwards, and again resumed its floating action in the lower strata of its atmospheric world. There it devoted its exclusive attention to the young man, whose position was clearly exposed to its view.

As he sat there in gloomy thought, Barret chanced to raise his eyes, and observed the bird high above him  far out of gunshot.

Fortunate creature! he said aloud; whatever may be the troubles of your lot, you are at least safe from exasperating rencontres with your future mother-in-law!

We need not point out to the intelligent reader that Barret, being quite ignorant of the eagles domestic relations, indulged in mere assumptions in the bitterness of his soul.

He raised his fowling-piece as he spoke, and took a long, deliberate aim at the bird.

Far beyond range, he said, lowering the gun again; but even if you were only four yards from the muzzle, I would not fire, poor bird! Did not Milly say you were noble, and that it would be worse than murder to kill you? No, you are safe from me, at all events, even if you were not so wary as to keep yourself safe from everybody. And yet, methinks, if MacRummle were still up there, he would have the chance of giving you a severe fright, though he has not the skill to bring you down.

Now it is well-known to trappers and backwoodsmen generally that the most wary of foxes, which cannot by any means be caught by one trap, may sometimes be circumvented by two traps. It is the same with decoys, whether these be placed intentionally, or place themselves accidentally. On this occasion Barret acted the part of a decoy, all unwittingly to that eagle or to MacRummle.

In its extreme interest in the youths proceedings the great bird soared straight over his head, and slowly approached the old mans position. MacRummle was not on the alert. He never was on the alert! but his eyes chanced to be gazing in the right direction, and his glasses happened to be on. He saw it coming  something big and black! He grasped his repeater and knocked his glasses off.

A raven, I think! Ill try it. I should like it as a trophy  a sort of memorial of

Bang!

The man who was half blind, who had scarcely used gun or rifle all his life, achieved that which dead shots and ardent sportsmen had tried in vain for years  he shot the eagle right through the heart, and that, too, with a single bullet!

Straight down it fell with a tremendous flutter, and disappeared over the edge of its native cliff.

MacRummle went on his knees, and, craning his neck, replaced his glasses; but nothing whatever could be seen, save the misty void below. Shrinking back from the giddy position, he rose and pulled out his watch.

Let me see, he muttered, it will take me a full hour to go round so as to reach the bottom. No; too late. Ill go home, and send the keeper for it in the morning. The eagle may have picked its bones by that time, to be sure; but after all, a raven is not much of a trophy.

While he was thus debating, a very different scene was taking place below.

Barret had been gazing up at the eagle when the shot was fired. He saw the spout of smoke. He heard the crashing shot and echoes, and beheld the eagle descending like a thunder-bolt. After that he saw and heard no more, for, in reaching forward to see round a projecting rock that interfered with his vision, his foot slipped, and he fell headlong from the cliff. He had not far to fall, indeed, and a whin bush broke the force of the shock when he did strike; but he was rendered insensible, and rolled down the remainder of the slope to the bottom. There he lay bruised, bleeding, and motionless on the grass, close to the road, with his bent and broken gun beneath him, and the dead eagle not more than a dozen yards from his side!

It is not like Barret to be late, observed the laird that evening, as he consulted his watch. He is punctuality itself, as a rule. He must have fallen in with some unusually interesting plants. But we cant wait. Order dinner, my dear, for Im sure that my sister must be very hungry after her voyage.

Indeed I am, returned the little old lady, with a peculiar smile. Sea-sickness is the best tonic I know of, but it is an awful medicine to take.

Almost as good as mountain air, remarked MacRummle, as they filed out of the drawing-room. I do wish I had managed to bring that raven home.

At first the party at dinner was as merry as usual. The sportsmen were graphic in recounting the various incidents of the day; Mrs Moss was equally graphic on the horrors of the sea; MacRummle was eulogistic of repeating rifles, and inclined to be boastful about the raven, which he hoped to show them on the morrow, while Milly proved herself, as usual, a beautiful and interested listener, as well as a most hearty laugher.

But as the feast went on they became less noisy. Then a feeling of uneasiness manifested itself, but no one ventured to suggest that anything might have occurred to the absentee until the evening had deepened into night. Then the laird started up suddenly. Something must have happened to our friend, he exclaimed, at the same time ringing the bell violently. He has never been late before, and however far he may have gone a-field, there has been more than time for him to return at his slowest pace. Duncan, (as the butler entered), turn out all the men and boys as fast as you can. Tell Roderick to get lanterns ready  as many as you have. Gentlemen, we must all go on this search without another moments delay!

There is little need to say that Barrets friends and comrades were not slow to respond to the call. In less than a quarter of an hour they were dispersed, searching every part of the Eagle Cliff, where he had been last seen by Giles Jackman.

They found him at last, pale and blood-stained, making ineffectual efforts to crawl from the spot where he had fallen, both the eagle and the broken gun being found beside him.

No bones broken, thank God! said Giles, after having examined him and bound up his wounds. But he is too weak to be questioned. Now, lads, fetch the two poles and the plaid. Ill soon contrive a litter.

All right, old fellow! God bless you! said Barret, faintly, as his friend bent over him.

Roderick and Ivor raised him softly, and, with the eagle at his side, bore him towards Kinlossie House. Soon after, their heavy tramp was heard in the hall as they carried him to his room, and laid him gently in bed.




Chapter Fourteen.

Suspicions, Revelations, and other Matters.

With a swelled and scratched face, a discoloured eye, a damaged nose, and a head swathed in bandages  it is no wonder that Mrs Moss failed to recognise in John Barret the violent young man with the talent for assaulting ladies!

She was not admitted to his room until nearly a week after the accident, for, although he had not been seriously injured, he had received a rather severe shock, and it was thought advisable to keep him quiet as a matter of precaution. When she did see him at last, lying on a sofa in a dressing-gown, and with his head and face as we have described, his appearance did not call to her remembrance the faintest resemblance to the confused, wild, and altogether incomprehensible youth, who had tumbled her over in the streets of London, and almost run her down in the Eagle Pass.

Of course Barret feared that she would recognise him, and had been greatly exercised as to his precise duty in the circumstances; but when he found that she did not recognise either his face or his voice, he felt uncertain whether it would not be, perhaps, better to say nothing at all about the matter in the meantime. Indeed, the grateful old lady gave him no time to make a clean breast of it, as he had at first intended to do.

Oh! Mr Barret, she exclaimed, sitting down beside him, and laying her hand lightly on his arm, while the laird sat down on another chair and looked on benignly, I cannot tell you how thankful I am that you have not been killed, and how very grateful I am to you for all your bravery in saving my darling Millys life. Now, dont say a word about disclaiming credit, as I know you are going to do

But, dear madam, interrupted the invalid, allow me to explain. I cannot bear to deceive you, or to sail under false colours

Sail under false colours! Explain! repeated Mrs Moss, quickly. What nonsense do you talk? Has not my daughter explained, and she is not given to colouring things falsely.

Excuse me, Mrs Moss, said Barret; I did not mean that. I only

I dont care what you mean, Mr Barret, said the positive little woman; its of no use your denying that you have behaved in a noble, courageous manner, and I wont listen to anything to the contrary; so you need not interrupt me. Besides, I have been told not to allow you to speak much; so, sir, if I am to remain beside you at all, I must impose silence.

Barret sank back on his couch with a sigh, and resigned himself to his fate.

So much for the mother. Later in the same day the daughter sat beside his couch. The laird was not present on that occasion. They were alone.

Milly, said the invalid, taking her small hand in his, have you mentioned it yet to your mother?

Yes, John, replied Milly, blushing in spite of  nay, rather more in consequence of  her efforts not to do so. I spoke to her some days ago. Indeed, soon after the accident, when we were sure you were going to get well. And she did not disapprove.

Ay, but have you spoken since she has seen me  since this morning?

Yes, John.

And she is still of the same mind  not shocked or shaken by my appearance?

She is still of the same mind, returned Milly; and not shocked in the least. My darling mother is far too wise to be shocked by trifles  I  I mean by scratches and bruises. She judges of people by their hearts.

Im glad to hear that, Milly, for I have something shocking to tell her about myself, that will surprise her, if it does nothing else.

Indeed! said Milly, with the slightest possible rise of her pretty eyebrows.

Yes. You have heard from your mother about that young rascal who ran into her with his bicycle in London some time ago?

Yes; she wrote to me about it, replied Milly, with an amused smile. You mean, I suppose, the reckless youth who, after running her down, had the cowardice to run away and leave her lying flat on the pavement? Mother has more than once written about that event with indignation, and rightly, I think. But how came you to know about it, John?

Milly, said Barret, holding her hand very tight, and speaking solemnly, I am that cowardly man!

Now, John, you are jesting.

Indeed  indeed I am not.

Do you really mean to say that it was you who ran against my  Oh! you must be jesting!

Again I say I am not. I am the man  the coward.

Well, dear John, said Milly, flushing considerably, I must believe you; but the fact does not in the least reduce my affection for you, though it will lower my belief in your prudence, unless you can explain.

I will explain, said Barret; and we need scarcely add that the explanation tended rather to increase than diminish Millys affection for, as well as her belief in, her lover! But when Barret went on further to describe the meeting in the Eagle Pass, she went off into uncontrollable laughter.

And you are sure that mother has no idea that you are the man? she asked.

Not the remotest.

Well, now, John, you must not let her know for some time yet. You must gain her affections, sir, before you venture to reveal your true character.

Of course Barret agreed to this. He would have agreed to anything that Milly proposed, except, perhaps, the giving up of his claim to her own hand. Deception, however, invariably surrounds the deceiver with more or less of difficulty. That same evening, while Milly was sitting alone with her mother, the conversation took a perplexing turn.

There had been a pretty long pause, after a rather favourable commentary on the character of Barret, when the thin little old lady had wound up with the observation that the subject of their criticism was a remarkably agreeable man, with a playfully humorous and a delightfully serious turn of mind and so modest withal!

Apparently the last words had turned her mind into the new channel, for she resumed  

Talking of insolence, my dear

Were we talking of insolence, mother? said Milly, with a surprised smile.

Well, my love, I was thinking of the opposite of modesty, which is the same thing. Do you know, I had a meeting on the day of my arrival here which surprised me very much? To say truth, I did not mention it sooner, because I wished to give you a little surprise. Why do you change your seat, my love? Did you feel a draught where you were?

No  no. I  I only want to get the light a little more at my back  to keep it off my face. But go on, mother. What was the surprise about? Im anxious to know.

If Milly did not absolutely know, she had at least a pretty good idea of what was coming!

Well, of course you remember about that young man  that  that cowardly young man who

Who ran you down in London? Yes, yes, I know, interrupted the daughter, endeavouring to suppress a laugh, and putting her handkerchief suddenly to her face. I remember well. The monster! What about him?

You may well call him a monster! Can you believe it? I have met him here  in this very island, where he must be living somewhere, of course; and he actually ran me down again  all but. She added the last two words in order to save her veracity.

You dont really mean it? exclaimed Milly, giving way a little in spite of herself. With a bicycle?

It was the mothers turn to laugh now.

No, you foolish thing; even I have capacity to understand that it would be impossible to use those hideous  frightful instruments, on the bad hill-roads of this island. No; but it seems to be the nature of this dis-disagreeable  I had almost said detestable  youth, to move only under violent impulse, for he came round a corner of the Eagle Cliff at such a pace that, as I have said, he all but ran into my arms and knocked me down.

Dreadful! exclaimed Milly, turning her back still more to the light and working mysteriously with her kerchief.

Yes, dreadful indeed! And when I naturally taxed him with his cowardice and meanness, he did not seem at all penitent, but went on like a lunatic; and although what he said was civil enough, his way of saying it was very impolite and strange; and after we had parted, I heard him give way to fiendish laughter. I could not be mistaken, for the cliffs echoed it in all directions like a hundred hyenas!

As this savoured somewhat of a joke, Milly availed herself of it, set free the safety-valve, and, so to speak, saved the boiler!

Why do you laugh so much, child? asked the old lady, when her daughter had transgressed reasonable limits.

Well, you know, mother, if you will compare a mans laugh to a hundred hyenas

I didnt compare the mans voice, interrupted Mrs Moss; I said that the cliffs

Thats worse and worse! Now, mother, dont get into one of your hypercritical moods, and insist on reasons for everything; but tell me about this wicked  this dreadful young man. What was he like?

Like an ordinary sportsman, dear, with one of those hateful guns in his hand, and a botanical box on his back. I could not see his face very well, for he wore one of those ugly pot-caps, with a peak before and behind; though what the behind one is for I cannot imagine, as men have no eyes in the back of their heads to keep the sun out of. No doubt some men would make us believe they have! but it was pulled down on the bridge of his nose. What I did see of his face seemed to be handsome enough, and his figure was tall and well made, unquestionably, but his behaviour  nothing can excuse that! If he had only said he was sorry, one might have forgiven him.

Did he not say he was sorry? asked Milly in some surprise.

Oh, well, I suppose he did; and begged pardon after a fashion. But what truth could there be in his protestations when he went away and laughed like a hyena.

You said a hundred hyenas, mother.

No, Milly, I said the cliffs laughed; but dont interrupt me, you naughty child! Well, I was going to tell you that my heart softened a little towards the young man, for, as you know, I am not naturally unforgiving.

I know it well, dear mother!

So, before we parted, I told him that if he had any explanations or apologies to make, I should be glad to see him at Kinlossie House. Then I made up my mind to forgive him, and introduce him to you as the man that ran me down in London! This was the little surprise I had in store for you, but the ungrateful creature has never come.

No, and he never will come! said Milly, with a hearty laugh.

How do you know that, puss? asked Mrs Moss, in surprise.

Fortunately the dinner-bell rang at that moment, justifying Milly in jumping up. Giving her mother a rather violent hug, she rushed from the room.

Strange girl! muttered Mrs Moss as she turned, and occupied herself with some mysterious  we might almost say captious  operations before the looking-glass. The mountain air seems to have increased her spirits wonderfully. Perhaps love has something to do with it! It may be both!

She was still engaged with a subtle analysis of this question  in front of the glass, which gave her the advantage of supposing that she talked with an opponent  when sudden and uproarious laughter was heard in the adjoining room. It was Barrets sitting-room, in which his friends were wont to visit him. She could distinguish that the laughter proceeded from himself, Milly, and Giles Jackman, though the walls were too thick to permit of either words or ordinary tones being heard.

Milly, said Mrs Moss, severely, when they met a few minutes later in the drawing-room, what were you two and Mr Jackman laughing at so loudly? Surely you did not tell them what we had been speaking about?

Of course I did, mother. I did not know you intended to keep the matter secret. And it did so tickle them! But no one else knows it, so I will run back to John and pledge him to secrecy. You can caution Mr Jackman, who will be down directly, no doubt.

As Barret had not at that time recovered sufficiently to admit of his going downstairs, his friends were wont to spend much of their time in the snug sitting-room which had been apportioned to him. He usually held his levées costumed in a huge flowered dressing-gown, belonging to the laird, so that, although he began to look more like his former self, as he recovered from his injuries, he was still sufficiently disguised to prevent recognition on the part of Mrs Moss.

Nevertheless, the old lady felt strangely perplexed about him.

One day the greater part of the household was assembled in his room when Mrs Moss remarked on this curious feeling.

I cannot tell what it is, Mr Barret, that makes the sound of your voice seem familiar to me, she said; yet not exactly familiar, but a sort of far-away echo, you know, such as one might have heard in a dream; though, after all, I dont think I ever did hear a voice in a dream.

Jackman and Milly glanced at each other, and the latter put the safety-valve to her mouth while Barret replied  

I dont know, he said, with a very grave appearance of profound thought, that I ever myself dreamt a voice, or, indeed, a sound of any kind. As to what you say about some voices appearing to be familiar, dont you think that has something to do with classes of men? No man, I think, is a solitary unit in creation. Every man is, as it were, the type of a class to which he belongs  each member possessing more or less the complexion, tendencies, characteristics, tones, etcetera, of his particular class. You are familiar, it may be, with the tones of the class to which I belong, and hence the idea that you have heard my voice before.

Philosophically put, Barret, said Mabberly; I had no idea you thought so profoundly.

Hm! Im not so sure of the profundity, said the little old lady, pursing her lips; no doubt you may be right as regards class; but then, young man, I have been familiar with all classes of men, and therefore, according to your principle, I should have some strange memories connected with Mr Jackmans voice, and Mr Mabberlys, and the lairds, and everybodys.

Well said, sister; you have him there! cried the laird with a guffaw; but dont lug me into your classes, for I claim to be an exception to all mankind, inasmuch as I have a sister who belongs to no class, and is ready to tackle any man on any subject whatever, between metaphysics and baby linen. Come now, Barret, do you think yourself strong enough to go out with us in the boat to-morrow?

Quite. Indeed, I would have begged leave to go out some days ago, but Doctor Jackman there, who is a very stern practitioner, forbids me. However, I have my revenge, for I compel him to sit with me a great deal, and entertain me with Indian stories.

Oh! exclaimed Junkie, who happened to be in the room, he hasnt told you yet about the elephant hunt, has he?

No, not yet, Junkie, returned Barret; he has been faithful to his promise not to go on with that story till you and your brothers are present.

Well, but tell it now, Mr Jackman, and Ill go an call Eddie and Archie, pleaded the boy.

You will call in vain, then, said his father, for they have both gone up the burn, one to photograph and the other to paint. I never saw such a boy as Archie is to photograph. I believe he has got every scene in the island worth having on his plates now, and he has taken to the cattle of late  What think ye was the last thing he tried? I found him in the yard yesterday trying to photograph himself!

That must indeed have puzzled him; how did he manage? asked MacRummle.

Well, it was ingenious. He tried to get Pat Quin to manipulate the instrument while he sat; but Quin is clumsy with his fingers, at least for such delicate work, and, the last time, he became nervous in his anxiety to do the thing rightly; so, when Archie cried Now, for him to cover the glass with its little cap, he put it on with a bang that knocked over and nearly smashed the whole concern. So what does the boy do but sets up a chair in the right focus and arranges the instrument with a string tied to the little cap. Then he sits down on the chair, puts on a heavenly smile, and pulls the string. Off comes the cap! He counts one, two  I dont know how many  and then makes a sudden dash at the camera an shuts it up! What the result may be remains to be seen.

Oh, itll be the same as usual, remarked Junkie in a tone of contempt. Theres always something goes wrong in the middle of it. He tried to take Boxer the other day, and he wagged his tail in the middle of it. Then he tried the cat, and she yawned in the middle. Then Flo, and she laughed in the middle. Then me, an I forgot, and made a face at Flo in the middle. Its a pity it has got a middle at all; two ends would be better, I think. But wont you tell about the elephants to us, Mr Jackman? Theres plenty of us here  please!

Nay, Junkie; you would not have me break my word, surely. When we are all assembled together you shall have it  some wet day, perhaps.

Then therell be no more wet days this year, if Ive to wait for that, returned the urchin half sulkily.

That same day, Milly, Barret, and Jackman arranged that the mystery of the cowardly young man must be cleared up.

Perhaps it would be best for Miss Moss to explain to her mother, said Giles.

That will not I, said Milly with a laugh.

I have decided what to do, said Barret. I was invited by her to call and explain anything I had to say, and apologise. By looks, if not by words, I accepted that invitation, and I shall keep it. If you could only manage somehow, Milly, to get everybody out of the way, so that I might find your mother alone in

Shes alone now, said Milly. I left her just a minute ago, and she is not likely to be interrupted, I know.

Stay, then; I will return in a few minutes.

Barret retired to his room, whence he quickly returned with shooting coat, knickerbockers, pot-cap and boots, all complete.

Richards himself again! Allow me to congratulate you, cried Jackman, shaking his friend by the hand. But, I say, dont you think it may give the old lady rather a shock as well as a surprise?

Barret looked at Milly.

I think not, said Milly. As uncle often says of dear mother, she is tough.

Well, Ill go, said Barret.

In a few minutes he walked into the middle of the drawing-room and stood before Mrs Moss, who was reading a book at the time. She laid down the book, removed her glasses, and looked up.

Well, I declare! she exclaimed, with the utmost elevation of her eyebrows and distension of her eyes; there you are at last! And you have not even the politeness to take your hat off, or have yourself announced. You are the most singularly ill-bred young man, for your looks, that I ever met with.

I thought, madam, said Barret in a low voice, that you would know me better with my cap on

He stopped, for the old lady had risen at the first sound of his voice, and gazed at him in a species of incredulous alarm.

Forgive me, cried Barret, pulling off his cap; but again he stopped abruptly, and, before he could spring forward to prevent it, the little old lady had fallen flat upon the hearth-rug.

Quick! hallo! Milly  Giles! Ass that I am! Ive knocked her down again! he shouted, as those whom he summoned burst into the room.

They had not been far off. In a few more minutes Mrs Moss was reviving on the sofa, and alone with her daughter.

Milly, dear, this has been a great surprise; indeed, I might almost call it a shock, she said, in a faint voice.

Indeed it has been, darling mother, returned Milly in sympathetic tones, as she smoothed her mothers hair; and it was all my fault. But are you quite sure you are not hurt?

I dont feel hurt, dear, returned the old lady, with a slight dash of her argumentative tone; and dont you think that if I were hurt I should feel it?

Perhaps, mother; but sometimes, you know, people are so much hurt that they cant feel it.

True, child, but in these circumstances they are usually unable to express their views about feeling altogether, which I am not, you see  no thanks to that  thto John Barret.

Oh! mother, I cannot bear to think of it

No wonder, interrupted the old lady. To think of my being violently knocked down twice  almost three times  by a big young man like that, and the first time with a horrid bicycle on the top of us  I might almost say mixed up with us.

But, mother, he never meant it, you know

I should think not! interjected Mrs Moss with a short sarcastic laugh.

No, indeed, continued Milly, with some warmth; and if you only knew what he has suffered on your account

Milly, cried Mrs Moss quickly, is all that I have suffered on his account to count for nothing?

Of course not, dear mother. I dont mean that; you dont understand me. I mean the reproaches that his own conscience has heaped upon his head for what he has inadvertently done.

Recklessly, child, not inadvertently. Besides, you know, his conscience is not himself. People cannot avoid what conscience says to them. Its remarks are no sign of humility or self-condemnation, one proof of which is that wicked people would gladly get away from conscience if they could, instead of agreeing with it, as they should, and shaking hands with it, and saying, we are all that you call us, and more.

Well, that is exactly what John has done, said Milly, with increasing, warmth. He has said all that, and more to me

To you? interrupted Mrs Moss; yes, but you are not his conscience, child!

Yes, I am, mother; at least, if Im not, I am next thing to it, for he says everything to me! returned Milly, with a laugh and a blush. And you have no idea how sorry, how ashamed, how self-condemned, how overwhelmed he has been by all that has happened.

Humph! I have been a good deal more overwhelmed than he has been, returned Mrs Moss. However, make your mind easy, child, for during the last week or two, in learning to love and esteem John Barret, I have unwittingly been preparing the way to forgive and forget the cowardly youth who ran me down in London. Now go and send Mr Jackman to me; I have a great opinion of that young mans knowledge of medicine and surgery, though he is only an amateur. He will soon tell me whether I have received any hurt that has rendered me incapable of feeling. And at the same time you may convey to that coward, John, my entire forgiveness.

Milly kissed her mother, of course, and hastened away to deliver her double message.

After careful examination and much questioning, Dr Jackman pronounced the little old lady to be entirely free from injury of any kind, save the smashing of a comb in her back-hair, and gave it as his opinion that she was as sound in wind and limb as before the accident, though there had unquestionably been a considerable shock to the feelings, which, however, seemed to have had the effect of improving rather than deranging her intellectual powers. The jury which afterwards sat upon her returned their verdict in accordance with that opinion.

It was impossible, of course, to prevent some of all this leaking into the kitchen, the nursery, and the stable. In the first-mentioned spot, Quin remarked to the housemaid, Sure, its a quare evint entirely, with which sentiment the housemaid agreed.

Aunt Moss is a buster, was Junkies ambiguous opinion, in which Flo and the black doll coincided.

Tonal, said Roderick, as he groomed the bay horse, the old wumman iss a fery tough person.

To which Tonal assented, she iss, what-ë-ver.




Chapter Fifteen.

Elephants Again  Followed by Something More Awful.

There came a rainy day at last at Kinlossie House. Such days will come at times in human experience, both in metaphor and fact. At present we state a fact.

It will bring up the fush, was Rodericks remark, as he paused in the operation of cleaning harness to look through the stable door on the landscape; an that wull please Maister MacRummle.

It will pe good for the gress too, an that will please Muss Mully, said Donald, now permanently appointed to the stables.

Hm! she wull pe carin less for the gress, poy, than she wass used to do, returned the groom. It iss my opeenion that they wull pe all wantin to co away sooth pefore long.

We refer to the above opinions because they were shared by the party assembled in Barrets room, which was still retained as a snuggery, although its occupant was fully restored to normal health and vigour.

Youll be sure to get that salmon next time you try, after all this rain, MacRummle, said Mabberly. At least, I hope you will before we leave.

Ay, and you must have another try with the repeater on the Eagle Cliff, Mac. It would never do to leave a lone widdy, as Quin calls it, after murdering the husband.

Perhaps I may have another day there, answered the old gentleman, with a pleased smile; for although they roasted him a good deal for mistaking an eagle for a raven, and only gave him credit for a fluke, it was evident that he congratulated himself not a little on his achievement.

Archie is having an awful time skinning and stuffing it, said Eddie, who sat by the window dressing trout flies.

Junkie, who was occupied at another window, mending the top of his rod, remarked that nothing seemed to give Archie so much pleasure as skinning and stuffing something. Hes always doing it, said the youngster. Whatever happens to die, from a tom-cat to a tom-tit, he gets hold of. I do believe if he was to die, he would try to skin and stuff himself!

At that moment Archie entered the room.

Ive got it nearly done now, he said, with a pleased expression, while he rubbed his not-over-clean hands. Ill set him up to-night and photograph him to-morrow, with Flo under his wings to show his enormous size.

Oh! that minds me o the elephants, cried Junkie, jumping up and running to Jackman, who was assisting. Barret to arrange plants for Milly. We are all here now  an you promised, you know.

A heavy patter of rain on the window seemed to emphasise Junkies request by suggesting that nothing better could be done.

Well, Junkie, I have no objection, said the Woods-and-Forester, if the rest of the company do not object.

As the rest of the company did not object, but rather expressed anxiety to hear about the hunt, Jackman drew his chair near to the fire, the boys crowded round him, and he began with, Let me see. Where was I?

In India, of course, said Junkie. Yes; but at what part of the hunt?

Oh! you hadnt begun the hunt at all. You had only made Chand somethin or other, Isri Per-what-dee-call-it, an Raj Mung-thingumy give poor Mowla Buksh such an awful mauling.

Just so. Well, you must know that next day we received news of large herds of elephants away to the eastward of the Ganges, so we started off with all our forces  hunters, matchlock-men, onlookers, etcetera, and about eighty tame elephants. Chief among these last were the fighting elephants, to which Junkie gave such appropriate names just now, and king of them all was the mighty Chand Moorut, who had never been known to refuse a fight or lose a victory since he was grown up.

It was really grand to see this renowned mountain of living flesh towering high above his fellows. Like all heroes, he was calm and dignified when not in action  a lamb in the drawing-room, a lion in the field. Even the natives, accustomed as they were to these giants, came to look at him admiringly that morning as he walked sedately out of camp. He was so big that he seemed to grow bigger while you looked at him, and he was absolutely perfect in form and strength  the very Hercules of brutes.

The trackers had marked down a herd of wild elephants, not three miles distant, in a narrow valley, just suited to our purpose. On reaching the ground we learned that there was, in the jungle, a rogue elephant  that is, an old male, which had been expelled from the herd. Such outcasts are usually very fierce and dangerous. This one was a tusker, who had been the terror of the neighbourhood, having killed many people, among them a forester, only a few days before our arrival.

As these rogues are always very difficult to overcome, and are almost sure to injure the khedda, or tame elephants of the hunt, if an attempt is made to capture them, we resolved to avoid him, and devote our attention entirely to the females and young ones. We formed a curious procession as we entered the valley  rajah and civilians, military men and mahowts, black and white, on pads and in howdahs  the last being the little towers that you see on elephants backs in pictures.

Gun-men had been sent up to the head of the valley to block the way in that direction. The sides were too steep for elephants to climb. Thus we had them, as it were, in a trap, and formed up the khedda in battle array. The catching, or non-combatant elephants, were drawn up in two lines, and the big, fighting elephants were kept in reserve, concealed by bushes. The sides of the valley were crowded with matchlock-men, ready to commence shouting and firing at a given signal, and drive the herd in the direction of the khedda.

It was a beautiful forenoon when we commenced to move forward. All nature seemed to be waiting in silent expectation of the issue of our hunt, and not a sound was heard, the strictest silence having been enjoined upon all. Rich tropical vegetation hung in graceful lines and festoons from the cliffs on either side, but there was no sign of the gun-men concealed there. The sun was

Oh! bother the sun! Come on wi the fight, exclaimed the impatient Junkie.

All in good time, my boy. The sun was blazing in my eyes, I was going to say, so, you see, I could not make out the distant view, and therefore, cant describe it, (Glad of it, murmured the impertinent Junkie); but I knew that the wild elephants were there, somewhere in the dense jungle. Suddenly a shot was heard at the head of the valley. We afterwards learned that it had been fired over the head of a big tusker elephant that stood under a tree not many yards from the man who fired. Being young, like Junkie, and giddy, it dashed away down the valley, trumpeting wildly; and you have no conception how active and agile these creatures can be, if you have seen only the slow, sluggish things that are in our Zoos at home! So terrible was the sound of this elephants approach, that the ranks of the khedda elephants were thrown into some confusion, and the mahowts had difficulty in preventing them from turning tail and running away. Our leader, therefore, ordered the gladiator, Chand Moorut, to the front. Indeed, Chand ordered himself to the front, for no sooner did he hear the challenge of the tusker, than he dashed forward alone to accept it, and his mahowt found it almost impossible to restrain him. Fortunately the jungle helped the mahowt by hiding the tusker from view.

When the wild elephant caught sight of the line of the khedda, he went at it with a mighty rush, crashing through bush and brake, and overturning small trees like straws, until he got into the dry bed of a stream. There he stopped short, for the colossal Chand Moorut suddenly appeared and charged him. The wild tusker, however, showed the white feather. He could not, indeed, avoid the shock altogether, but, yielding to it, he managed to keep his legs, turned short round, and fled past his big foe. Chand Moorut had no chance with the agile fellow in a race. He was soon left far behind, while the tusker charged onward. The matchlock-men tried in vain to check him. As he approached the line, the khedda elephants fled in all directions. Thrusting aside some, and overturning others that came in his way, he held on his course, amid the din of shouting and rattling of shots, and finally, got clear away!

Oh, what a pity! exclaimed Junkie.

But that did not matter much, continued Jackman; for news was brought in that the herd we had been after were not in that valley at all, but in the next one, and had probably heard nothing of all the row we had been making; so we collected our forces, and went after them.

Soon we got to the pass leading into the valley, and then, just beyond it, came quite suddenly on a band of somewhere about thirty wild elephants. They were taken quite by surprise, for they were feeding at the time on a level piece of ground of considerable extent. As it was impossible to surround them, away the whole khedda went helter-skelter after them. It was a tremendous sight. The herd had scattered in all directions, so that our khedda was also scattered. Each hunting elephant had two men on its back  one, the nooseman, sitting on its neck, with a strong, thick rope in his hands, on which was a running noose; the other, the driver, who stood erect on the animals back, holding on by a loop with one hand, and in the other flourishing an instrument called the mungri, with sharp spikes in it, wherewith to whip the poor animal over the root of his tail; for of course an ordinary whip would have had no more effect than a peacocks feather, on an elephants hide!

I ordered my mahowt to keep near one of the noosemen, whom I knew to be expert in the use of the giant-lasso. His name was Ramjee. Both Ramjee and his driver were screaming and yelling at the pitch of their voices, and the latter was applying his mungri with tremendous energy. The elephant they were after was a small female. It is always necessary that the chasing elephant should be much heavier than the one chased, else evil results follow, as we soon found. Presently the khedda elephant was alongside. Ramjee lifted the great loop in both hands, and leaned over till he almost touched the wild animal. Frequently this noosing fails from various reasons. For one thing, the wild creatures are often very clever at evading the noose: sometimes they push it away with their trunks; occasionally they step right through it, and now and then get only half through it, so that it forms a sort of tow rope, and the other end of this rope being made fast to the neck of the tame elephant, the wild one drags it along violently, unless the tame one is much heavier than itself. This is exactly what happened to Ramjee. He dropped the noose beautifully over the creatures head, but before it could be hauled tight  which was accomplished by checking the tame animal  the active creature had got its forelegs through. The loop caught, however, on its hind quarters, and away it went, dragging the tame elephant after it, Ramjee shrieking wildly for help. Two of the other tame elephants, not yet engaged, were sent to his assistance. These easily threw two more nooses over the wild creature, and, after a good run, she was finally exhausted, secured with ropes, and driven back to camp, there to be subjected to coercive treatment until she should become tame.

Meanwhile, other captures were being made in the field. I was just moving off, after seeing this female secured, when a tremendous shouting attracted me. It was a party chasing a fine young tusker. He was very cunning, and ran about, dodging hither and thither, taking advantage of every tree and bush and inequality, while the mahowts failed again and again to noose him. I made my mahowt drive our animal so as to turn him back. We had no appliances to capture, as I was there only to look on and admire. At last a good throw noosed him, but he slipped through, all except one hind leg. On this the noose luckily held, and in a few minutes we had him secure. Of course, in driving our prisoners to camp, the tame elephants were used to guide them, stir them up, push them on, and restrain or punish them, as the case might require. This was easy with the smaller females and young ones, but it was a very different matter with big males, especially with rogues, as we found out before the close of that day.

We were getting pretty well used up towards the afternoon, and had sent ten full-grown elephants and three calves into camp, when we received news that the rogue, which had been so long a terror to the district, was in the neighbouring valley. So we resolved to go for him. Of course there was no possibility of noosing such a monster. The ordinary elephants could never have been brought to face him. Our only hope therefore lay in our gladiators; and our plan was to make them knock him down repeatedly, until, at length, he should be tired out.

I need not waste time with details. It is sufficient to say that, after about an hours search, we came upon the rogue in a dense part of the jungle. He was, as I have said, unusually big, as well as fierce. But our hero, Chand Moorut, had never yet met his match, so we resolved to risk an encounter. There was the dry bed of a river, which the rogue would have to cross when driven down the valley by the gun-men. Here our gladiator was placed, partially concealed and ready to meet the rogue when he should appear. Fifty yards back the other fighting elephants were placed in support, and behind these were drawn up the rest of the khedda in three lines. Then the spectators, many of whom were ladies, were placed on a ledge of rock about forty feet above the river-bed, which commanded a good view of the proposed field of battle.

Up to this time perfect silence had been maintained in our ranks. My elephant was stationed near the centre of the line, from which point I could see Chand Moorut standing calmly near the river-bed, with what I could almost fancy was a twinkle in his eye, as though he suspected what was coming.

Suddenly a single shot was heard from up the valley. As it came echoing towards us, it was mingled with the spattering fire, shouting and yelling of the beaters, who began to advance. Chand Moorut became rigid and motionless, like a statue. He was evidently thinking! Another instant, and the rogues shrill trumpet-note of defiance rang high above the din. Trembling and restive the ordinary khedda elephants showed every symptom of alarm; but the fighters stood still, with the exception of Chand, who, becoming inflated with the spirit of war, made a sudden dash up the valley, intent on accepting the challenge! Fifty yards were passed before his mahowt, with voice, limb, and prod managed to reduce the well-trained warrior to obedience. Solemnly, and with stately gait, he returned to his position, his great heart swelling, no doubt, with anticipation.

Scarcely had he taken up his position when the bushes higher up were seen to move, and the huge black form of the rogue appeared upon the scene. Unlike the lively young elephant that had escaped us in the morning, this old rogue marched sedately and leisurely down the hill-side, apparently as much unconcerned about the uproar of shooting and shouting in his rear as if it had been but the buzzing of a few mosquitoes. I confess that doubts as to the issue of the combat arose in my mind when I first saw him, for he appeared to be nearly, if not quite, as big as Chand Moorut himself, and of course I knew that the hard and well-trained muscles of a wild elephant were sure to be more powerful than those of a tame one. I stupidly forgot, at the moment, that indomitable pluck counts for much in a trial of mere brute force.

Ignorant of what was in store for him, with head erect, and an air of quiet contempt for all animate creation, the rogue walked into the dry bed of the river, and began to descend. Expectation was now on tiptoe, when to our disgust he turned sharp to the right, and all but walked in amongst the spectators on the ledge above, some of whom received him with a volley of rifle balls. As none of these touched a vital spot, they might as well have been rhubarb pills! They turned him aside, however, and, breaking through the left flank of the khedda, he took refuge in the thickest jungle he could find. The whole khedda followed in hot pursuit, crashing through overgrowth of canes, creepers, and trees, in the midst of confusion and rumpus utterly inconceivable, therefore beyond my powers of description! We had to look out sharply in this chase, for we were passing under branches at times. One of these caught my man Quin, and swept him clean off his pad. But he fell on his feet, unhurt, and was quickly picked up and re-seated.

In a short time we came in sight of the rogue, who suddenly turned at bay and confronted us. The entire khedda came to a most inglorious halt, for our heavy fighters had been left behind in the race, and the others dared not face the foe. Seeing this, he suddenly dashed into the midst of us, and went straight for the elephant on which our director and his wife were seated! Fortunately, a big tree, chancing to come in the rogues way, interfered with his progress. He devoted his energies to it for a few moments. Then he took to charging furiously at everything that came in his way, and was enjoying himself with this little game when Chand Moorut once more appeared on the scene! The rogue stopped short instantly. It was evident that he recognised a foeman, worthy of his steel, approaching. Chand Moorut advanced with alacrity. The rogue eyed him with a sinister expression. There was no hesitation on either side. Both warriors were self-confident; nevertheless, they did not rush to the battle. Like equally-matched veterans they advanced with grim purpose and wary deliberation. With heads erect, and curled trunks, they met, more like wrestlers than swordsmen, each seeming to watch for a deadly grip. Suddenly they locked their trunks together, and began to sway to and fro with awful evidence of power, each straining his huge muscles to the uttermost  the conflict of Leviathan and Behemoth!

For only a few minutes did the result seem doubtful to the hundreds of spectators, who, on elephant-back or hill-side, gazed with glaring eyes and bated breath, and in profound silence. The slightly superior bulk and weight of our gladiator soon began to tell. The rogue gave way, slightly. Chand Moorut, with the skill of the trained warrior or the practised pugilist, took instant advantage of the move. With the rush of a thunder-bolt he struck the rogue with his head on the shoulder. The effect was terrific. It caused him to turn a complete somersault into the jungle, where he fell with a thud and a crash that could be heard far and near, and there he lay sprawling for a few moments, nothing but struggling legs, trunk, and tail being visible above the long grass!

Hooray! shouted Junkie, unable to restrain himself.

Just what my man Quin said, continued Jackman. Only he added, Musha! Thunder-an-turf, and Well, I niver! And well he might, too, for none of us ever saw such a sight before. But the victory was not quite gained yet, for the rogue sprang up with amazing agility, and, refusing again to face such a terrible foe, he ran away, pursued hotly and clamorously by the whole khedda. I made my mahowt keep as close to Chand Moorut as possible, wishing to be in at the death. Suddenly a louder uproar in advance, and a shrill trumpeting assured me that the rogue had again been brought to bay.

Although somewhat exhausted and shaken by his flight and the tremendous knock down, he fought viciously, and kept all his smaller foes at a respectful distance by repeated charges, until Chand Moorut again came up and laid him flat with another irresistible charge. He staggered to his feet again, however, and now the other fighting elephants, Raj Mungul, Isri Pershad, and others, were brought into action. These attacked the rogue furiously, knocking him down when he attempted to rise, and belabouring him with their trunks until he was thoroughly exhausted. Then one of the khedda men crept up behind him on foot, with thick ropes fitted for the purpose of tying him, and fixed them on the rogues hind legs. But the brave man paid heavily for his daring. He was still engaged with the ropes when the animal suddenly kicked out and broke the poor fellows thigh. He was quickly lifted up and taken to camp.

Not so quickly, however, was the rogue taken to camp! As it was growing dark, some of us resolved to bivouac where the capture had been made, and tied our captive to a tree. Next morning we let him go with only a hind leg hobbled, so that he might find breakfast for himself. Then, having disposed of our own breakfast, we proceeded to induce our prisoner to go along with us  a dangerous and difficult operation. As long as he believed that he might go where he pleased, we could induce him to take a few steps, forward, but the moment he understood what we were driving at, he took the sulks, like an enormous spoilt child, and refused to move. The koonkies were therefore brought up, and Raj Mungul, going behind, gave him a shove that was irresistible. He lost temper and turned furiously on Raj, but received such an awful whack on the exposed flank from Isri Pershad, that he felt his case to be hopeless, and sulked again. Going down on his knees he stuck his tusks into the ground, like a sheet anchor, with a determination that expressed, Move me out o this if you can!

Chand Moorut accepted the unspoken challenge. He gave the rogue a shove that not only raised his hind legs in the air, but caused him to stand on his head, and finally hurled him on his back. As he rose, doggedly, he received several admonitory punches, and advanced a few paces. Spearmen also were brought forward to prick him on, but they only induced him to curl his trunk round a friendly tree that came in his way, and hold on. Neither bumping, pricking, nor walloping had now any effect. He seemed to have anchored himself there for the remainder of his natural life by an unnatural attachment.

In this extremity the khedda men had recourse to their last resource. They placed under him some native fireworks, specially prepared for such emergencies, and, as it were, blew him up moderately. Being thus surprised into letting go his hold of the tree, he was urged slowly forward as before. You see, we did not want to kill the beast, though he richly deserved death, having killed so many natives, besides keeping a whole neighbourhood in alarm for years. We were anxious to take him to camp, and we managed it at last, though the difficulty was almost superhuman, and may to some extent be conceived when I tell you that, although we spent the whole of that day, from dawn to sunset, struggling with our obstinate captive, and with the entire force of the khedda, we only advanced to the extent of four or five hundred yards!

Now, while this amazing story was being told by Giles Jackman to his friends in Barrets room, a very different story was being told in the room above them. That room was the nursery, and its only occupants were little Flo and her black doll. The rain had cleared off towards the afternoon, and a gleam of sunshine entering the nursery windows, had formed a spot of intense light on the nursery floor. This seemed to have suggested something of great interest to Flo, for, after gazing at it with bright eyes for some time, she suddenly held the doll before her and said  

Blackie, Im goin to tell you a stowy  a bustingly intewestin stowy.

We must remind the reader here that Flo was naturally simple and sweet, and that as Junkie was her chief playmate, she was scarcely responsible for her language.

The stowy, continued Flo, is all bout Doan of Ak, who was bunt by some naughty men, long, long ago! Dyou hear, Blackie? It would make your hair stand on end  if you had any!

Thereupon the little one set Blackie on a stool, propped her against the wall, and gave her a fairly correct account of the death of the unfortunate Joan of Arc, as related by Mrs Gordon that morning. She wound up with the question, Now, what you think of zat, Blackie?

As Blackie would not answer, Flo had to draw on her own bank of imagination for further supplies of thought.

Come, she cried, suddenly, with the eagerness of one whose cheque has just been honoured; lets play at Doan of Ak! You will be Doan, and I will be the naughty men. Ill bun you! You mustnt squeal, or kick up a wumpus, you know, but be dood.

Having made this stipulation, our little heroine placed the black martyr on an old-fashioned straw-bottomed chair near the window, and getting hold of a quantity of paper and some old cotton dresses, she piled the whole round Blackie to represent faggots. This done, she stepped back and surveyed her work as an artist might study a picture.

Youve dot your best muslin fock on, daling, an itll be spoiled; but I dont care for zat. Now, say your pays, Doan.

With this admonitory remark, Flo screwed up a piece of paper, went to the fireplace, made a very long arm through the fender, and lighted it. Next moment she applied the flame to the faggots, which blazed up with surprising rapidity.

Stepping quickly back, the dear little child gazed at her work with intense delight beaming from every feature.

Now be dood, Blackie. Dont make a wumpus! she said; and as she said it, the flames caught the window curtains and went up with a flare that caused Flo to shout with mingled delight and alarm.

I wonder, remarked Mrs Gordon, who chanced to be in the drawing-room on the windward side of the nursery, what amuses Flo so much!

She arose and went, leisurely, to see.

Roderick, the groom, being in the harness-room on the lee side of the nursery at the time, made a remark with the same opening words.

I wonder, said he, what that wull pe! A sniffing action of the nose told what that meant. Dont you smell a smell, Tonal?

Donald sniffed, and replied that he did what-ë-ver.

It wull pe somethin on fire, Tonal, said the groom, dropping the harness-brush and running out to the yard.

Donald being of the same opinion, followed him. At the same moment a piercing shriek was heard to issue from the house and wild confusion followed.

Fire! fire! yelled a voice in the yard outside, with that intensity of meaning which is born of thorough conviction.

Who that has never been roused by fire! can imagine the sensations that the cry evokes, and who that really has experienced those sensations can hope to explain them to the inexperienced? We cannot. We will not try.

But let us not plunge with undue haste into a fire!

It will be remembered that we left Jackman in Barrets room, having just ended his elephant story, to the satisfaction of his friends, while Mrs Gordon was on her way to the nursery, bent on investigation. Well, the voice that shrieked in the nursery was that of Mrs Gordon, and that which yelled in the yard was the voice of the groom, supplemented by Donalds treble.

Of course the gentlemen sprang to their feet, on hearing the uproar, dashed from the room in a body, and made straight for the nursery. On the way they met Mrs Gordon with Flo in her arms  all safe; not a hair of her pretty little head singed, but looking rather appalled by the consequences of what she had done.

Safe! thank God! exclaimed the laird, turning and descending with his wife and child, with some vague thoughts that he might be likely to find Mrs Moss in her favourite place of resort, the library.

He was right. He found her there in a dead faint on the floor. He also found his three boys there, exerting themselves desperately to haul her out of the room by a foot and an arm and the skirt of her dress.

We knew she was here, daddy, gasped Eddie, and came straight to help her.

Out o the way! cried the laird as he grasped Mrs Moss in his arms and bore her away. Mother and Flo are safe, boys. Look out for yourselves.

Ill go for the photographs! Come, help me, Ted, cried Archie, as he ran up the now smoking stairs.

Ill go for Milly! cried the heroic Junkie, as, with flashing eyes, he dashed towards her room.

But Barret had gone for Milly before him! and without success. She was not in her room. Milly! Milly! he shouted, in tones of undisguised anxiety, as he burst out of the nursery, after finding, with his companions, that no one was there and that suffocation was imminent. Then, as no Milly replied, he rushed up to the garret in the belief that she might have taken refuge there or on the roof in her terror.

Just after he had rushed out of the nursery, Junkie burst in. The boy was in his element now. We do not mean that he was a salamander and revelled in fire and smoke, but he had read of fires and heard of them till his own little soul was ablaze with a desire to save some one from a fire  any one  somehow, or anyhow! Finding, like the rest, that he could scarcely breathe, he made but one swift circuit of the room. In doing so he tumbled on the chair on which the cause of all the mischief still sat smoking, but undeniably dood!

Blackie! he gasped, and seized hold of her denuded but still unconsumed wooden body.

A few moments later he sprang through the entrance door and tumbled out on the lawn, where most of the females of the establishment were standing.

Saved! he cried, in a voice of choking triumph, as he rose and held up the rescued and smoking doll.

Doan! my daling Doan! cried Flo, extending her arms eagerly to receive the martyr.

By that time the house was fairly alight in its upper storey, despite the utmost efforts of all the men to extinguish the fire with buckets of water.

No use, no use to waste time trying, said the laird, as he ran out among the females on the lawn. Is everybody safe? eh? Milly  wheres Milly?

Milly! wheres Milly? echoed a stentorian voice, as Barret bounded out of the smoking house with singed hair and blackened face.

There  there she is! cried several of the party, as they pointed towards the avenue leading to the house.

All eyes were eagerly turned in that direction, and a general exclamation of thankfulness escaped, as Milly was seen running towards the scene of action. She had been down seeing old Mrs Donaldson, and knew nothing of what had occurred, till she came in sight of the conflagration.




Chapter Sixteen.

Two Fires Subdued.

Barret, half ashamed of the wild anxiety he displayed, turned at once, sprang back into the burning house, and began to expend his energies in helping his companions and the men of the establishment to save as much as possible of the lairds property.

While this was being done and the attention of every one was directed exclusively to the work of salvage  in which work Pat Quin shone conspicuous for daring as well as for all but miraculous power to endure heat and swallow smoke, Roderick, the groom, retired to the lawn for a few moments respite. He was accompanied by Donald, his faithful assistant, who was almost exhausted by his labours.

Tonal, poy, what iss it that Muster Archie wull pe doin?

I think he wull pe takin the hoose!

They had not time to make further inquiry, for just then the wind changed and blew the flames towards the part of the mansion that had been already burned, giving some hope that the other parts might yet be saved, and calling for the redoubled efforts of all hands.

Donald was right in his conjecture. Archie was indeed takin the house! He and Eddie  having succeeded in rescuing the photographic apparatus, and, finding that no lives were in danger, and that enough people were already endeavouring to save the property  had calmly devoted themselves to taking photographs of the blazing scene from several points of view  a feat that was still possible, as daylight had not yet been diminished in power.

The change of wind, however, brought their operations to an abrupt close, for no idlers were tolerated. Even the women were summoned to stand in a row, and pass buckets from a neighbouring pond to the burning house.

The proceedings now had been reduced to some degree of order by Giles Jackman, whose experience abroad had tended to develop his powers of organisation.

The buckets were passed in uninterrupted succession from the pond to the house, where Mabberly received them at the front door, that being deemed the point where danger and the need for unusual energy began. He passed them in through the smoke of the hall to MacRummle, who handed them to Roderick and the butler. These last stood in the dense smoke of the staircase, at the head of which the tall gamekeeper, Jackman and Barret, were engaged in close and deadly conflict with the flames, intense heat, falling débris, and partial suffocation. The rest of the people, headed by the laird, who seemed to have renewed his youth and become ubiquitous, continued the work of salvage.

By that time the party of warriors who fought the flames was increased by the shepherds and a few small farmers who dwelt in the neighbourhood. These being stalwart and willing men, were a valuable accession to the force, and did good service not only in saving property, but in extinguishing the fire. So that, before night closed in, the flames were finally subdued, after about one-half of the mansion had been consumed.

That half, however, was still a source of great danger, the walls being intensely hot and the fallen beams a mass of glowing charcoal, which the least breath of wind blew into a flame. A few of the shepherds were therefore stationed to watch these, and pour water on them continually. But the need for urgent haste was past, and most of the people had assembled on the lawn among the furniture when the stars began to glimmer in the darkening sky.

My dear, said the laird, on finding his wife in the group, it is all safe now, so you had better get off to rest, and take all the women with ye. Come, girls, be off to your beds, he added, turning with kindly smile to the domestics, and with the energetic manner that was habitual to him. Youve done good service, and stand much in need of rest, all of you. The men will keep a sharp look out on whats left o the fire, so you have nothing to fear. Off with you, an get to sleep!

There was no hesitation in obeying the lairds commands. The female domestics went off at once to their dormitories, and these were fortunately in that part of the mansion which had escaped. Some of the younger girls, however, made no effort to conceal a giggle as they glanced at their master who, with coat off, shirt torn, face blackened, hair dishevelled, and person dripping, presented rather an undignified appearance. But as worthy Allan Gordon had never set up a claim to dignity, the giggles only amused him.

Duncan! Duncan, man, where are ye? he called out, when the ladies and female domestics had gone. Oh! there ye are  an not much more respectable than myself! he added, as the butler answered to his summons. Go and fetch the whisky bottle. Well all be the better of a dram after such a fight. What say you, gentlemen? Do you not relax your teetotal principles a little on an occasion like this?

We never relax our total abstinence principles, returned Jackman, with a smile, as he wrung some of the water out of his garments. I think I may speak for my companions as well as myself. Friendship has been a sufficient stimulant while we were engaged in the work, and gratitude for success will suffice now that the work is done.

Run, Donald, boy, an tell them to get some hot coffee ready at once! Its all very well, gentlemen, said the laird, turning again to his friends, to talk of subsisting on friendship and gratitude; but although very good in their way, they wont do for present necessities. At least it would ill become me to express my gratitude to such good friends without offering something more. For myself, he added, filling and tossing off a glass of whisky, Im an old man, and not used to this kind of work, so Ill be the better of a dram. Besides, the Gordons  my branch of them, at least  have always taken kindly to mountain dew, in moderation, of course, in strict moderation!

There was a quiet laugh at this among some of the men who stood near, for it was well-known that not a few of the lairds ancestors had taken kindly to mountain dew without the hampering influence of moderation, though the good man himself had never been known to exceed  in the Celtic acceptation of that term.

Are ye laughing, you rascals? he cried, turning to the group with a beaming, though blackened countenance. Come here an have your share  as a penalty!

Nothing loath, the men came forward, and with a quiet word of thanks each poured the undiluted fiery liquid down his throat, with what the boy Donald styled a pech of satisfaction.

Ivor Donaldson chanced to be one of the group, but he did not come forward with the rest.

Come, Ivor, man, and have a dram, said the laird, pouring out a glass.

But the keeper did not move. He stood with his arms crossed firmly on his broad chest, and a stern dogged expression on his handsome face.

Ivor, hi! exclaimed the old gentleman, in a louder voice, supposing that the man had not heard. After work like this a dram will do you good.

Oo, ay! remarked one of the shepherds, who had probably began to feel the good by that time; a tram of whusky iss a fery coot thing at all times  specially when it is coot whusky!

At this profound witticism there was a general laugh among the men, in the midst of which the laird repeated his invitation to Ivor, saying that he seemed knocked up after his exertions (which was partially true), and adding that surely he was man enough to take a little for his good at such a time, without giving way to it.

The laird did not mean this as a taunt, but it was taken as such by the keeper, who came forward quickly, seized the glass, and drained it. Having done so he stood for a moment like one awaking from a dream. Then, without a word of thanks, he dropped the glass, sprang into the shrubbery, and disappeared.

The laird was surprised, and his conscience smote him, but he turned the incident off with a laugh.

Now, lads, he said, go to work again. It will take all your energies to keep the fire down, if it comes on to blow; and your comrades must be tired by this time.

Fortunately it did not come on to blow. The night was profoundly calm, so that a steady though small supply of water sufficed to quench incipient flames.

Meanwhile Giles Jackman had left the group on the lawn almost at the same moment with the gamekeeper; for, having been accustomed to deal with men in similar circumstances, he had a suspicion of what might follow. The poor man, having broken the resolve so recently and so seriously formed, had probably, he thought, become desperate.

Ivor was too active for him, however. He disappeared before Jackman had followed more than a few yards. After a few moments of uncertainty, the latter made straight for old Molly Donaldsons cottage, thinking it possible that her unhappy son might go there. On the way he had to pass the keepers own cottage, and was surprised to see a light in it and the door wide open. As he approached, the sound of the keepers voice was heard speaking violently, mingled with blows, as if delivered with some heavy instrument against timber. A loud crash of breaking wood met Jackmans ear as he sprang in. Ivor was in the act of rending the remains of a door from a corner cupboard, while an axe, which he had just dropped, lay at his feet on the earthen floor. A black quart bottle, visible through the opening which had been made, showed the reason of his assault on the cupboard. If there had been any uncertainty on the point, it would have been dispelled by the wild laugh or yell of fierce exultation with which he seized the bottle, drew the cork, and raised it to his dry lips.

Before it reached them, however, Jackmans strong hand seized the keepers arm. A gasp from the roused giant, and the deadly pallor of his countenance, as he glanced round, showed that superstition had suddenly seized on his troubled soul; but no sooner did he see who it was that had checked him, than the hot blood rebounded to his face, and a fierce glare shot from his eyes.

Thank God!  not too late! exclaimed Jackman, fervently.

The thanksgiving was addressed to God, of course without reference to its influence on Ivor; but no words, apparently, could have been used with better effect upon the keepers spirit. His eyes lost their ferocity, and he stood irresolute.

Break it, like a good fellow, said Jackman, in a soft, kindly voice, as he pointed to the bottle.

I broke one before, sir, said Ivor, in a despairing tone; and you see how useless that was.

Give it to me, then.

As he spoke, he took the bottle from the mans grasp, and cast it through the open doorway, where it was shivered to atoms on the stones outside.

Striding towards a pitcher of water which stood in a corner of the room, the keeper seized it, put it to his lips, and almost drained it.

There! he exclaimed; that will drown the devil for a time!

No, Ivor, it wont; but it will help to drown it, said Jackman, in the same kindly, almost cheerful, voice. Neither cold water nor hottest fire can slay the evils that are around and within us. There is only one Saviour from sin  Jesus, who died for the sins of the whole world. He makes use of means, however, and these means help towards the great end. But it was not the Saviour who told you to lock that bottle in that cupboard  was it?

An expression of perplexity came over the keepers face.

You are right, sir; it was not. But, to my thinkin it was not the devil either!

Very likely not. I think sometimes we are inclined to put many things on the devils shoulders which ought to rest on our own. You know what the Bible says about the deceitfulness of our hearts.

I do, sir, an yet I dont quite see that it was that either. I did not put that bottle there to have it handy when I wanted it. I put it there when I made up my mind to fight this battle in Christs name, so as I might see if He gave me strength to resist the temptation, when it was always before me.

Just so, Ivor, my friend. That if shows that you doubted Him! Moreover, He has put into our mouths that prayer, lead us not into temptation, and you proposed to keep temptation always before your eyes.

No, sir, no, not quite so bad as that, cried the keeper, growing excited. I shut the door an locked the accursed thing out of my sight, and when I found I could not resist the temptation, I took the key out and flung it into the sea.

Would it not have been better to have flung the evil thing itself into the sea? You soon found another key! said his friend, pointing to the axe.

You say truth, sir; but oh, you hev no notion o the fight I hev had wi that drink. The days an nights of torment! The horrors! Ay, if men could only taste the horrors before they tasted the drink, I do believe there would be no drunkards at all! I hev lain on that bed, sir, he pointed to it as he spoke, while large drops stood on his pale brow at the very recollection, and I hev seen devils and toads and serpents crawlin round me and over me  great spiders, and hairy shapeless things, wi slimy legs goin over my face, and into my mouth, though I gnashed my teeth together  and glaring into my tight shut eyes, an strangling me. Oh! sir, I know not what hell may be, but I think that it begins on earth wi some men!

From all this Jesus came to save us, Ivor, said Jackman, endeavouring to turn the poor mans mind from the terrible thoughts that seemed about to overwhelm him; but God will have us to consent to be saved in His own way. When you put the temptation in the cupboard, you disobeyed Him, and therefore were trying to be saved in your own way. Disobedience and salvation cannot go together, because salvation means deliverance from disobedience. You and I will pray, Ivor, that God would give us his holy Spirit, and then we shall fight our battles in future with more success.

Thereupon, standing as they were, but with bowed spirits and heads, they laid the matter in the hands of God in a brief but earnest prayer.

While these two were thus engaged, the scene at the house had entered upon another phase. The weather, which all that day had been extremely changeable, suddenly assumed its gloomiest aspect, and rain began to fall heavily. Gradually the fall increased in volume, and at last descended in an absolute deluge, rendering the use of water-buckets quite unnecessary, and accomplishing in a very few minutes what all the men at the place could not have done in as many hours. But that which prevented effectually the extension of the fire, caused, almost as effectually, the destruction of much of the property exposed on the lawn. The men were therefore set to work with all their energies to replace in the unburnt part of the mansion all that they had so recently carried out of it.

In this work Ivor Donaldson found a sufficient outlet for the fierce unnatural energies which had been aroused within him. He went about heaving and hauling, and staggering under weights that in an ordinary state of body and mind he could scarcely have moved. Little notice was taken of him, however, for every one else was, if not doing the same thing, at least working up to the utmost extent of his ability.

Before midnight all was over. The fire was what the cook termed black out. The furniture, more than half destroyed, was re-housed. The danger of a revival of the flames was past, and the warriors in the great battle felt themselves free to put off their armour and seek refreshment.

This they did  the males at least  in the gun-room, which, being farthest from the fire, and, therefore, left untouched, had not been damaged either by fire or water. Here the thoughtful laird had given orders to have a cold collation spread, and here, with his guests, men-servants, boys, and neighbouring farmers around him, he sat down to supper.




Chapter Seventeen.

Conclusion.

We are a queer lot, what-ë-ver! remarked one of the farmers, with a deep sigh and a candid smile, as he looked round the company.

The observation was incontrovertible, if charcoaled faces, lank hair, torn and dripping garments, and a general appearance of drowned-ratiness may be regarded as queer.

My friends, said the laird, digging the carving fork into a cold turkey, we are also a hungry lot, if I may judge of others by myself, so let me advise you to fall to. We cant afford to sit long over our supper in present circumstances. Help yourselves, and make the most of your opportunities.

Thank God, said Giles Jackman, that we have the opportunity to sit down to sup under a roof at all.

Amen to that, returned the laird; and thanks to you all, my friends, for the help you have rendered. But for you, this house and all in it would have been burnt to ashes. I never before felt so strongly how true it is that we know not what a day may bring forth.

What you say, sir, is fery true, remarked a neighbouring small farmer, who had a sycophantish tendency to echo or approve whatever fell from the lairds lips.

It is indeed true, returned his host, wiping the charcoal from his face with a moist handkerchief; but it is the Word that says it, not I. And is it not strange, he added, turning with a humorous look to Barret, that after all these years the influence of Joan of Arc should be still so powerful in the Western Isles? To think that she should set my house on fire in this nineteenth century!

I am very glad she did! suddenly exclaimed Junkie, who, having been pretty well ignored or forgotten by everybody, was plying his knife and fork among the other heroes of the fight in a state of inexpressible felicity.

You rascal! exclaimed his father; you should have been in bed long ago! But why are you so glad that Joan set the house on fire?

Because she gave me the chance to save Blackies life! replied Junkie, with supreme contentment.

The company laughed, and continued their meal, but some of them recalled the proverb which states that the boy is father to the man, and secretly prophesied a heroic career for Junkie.



Ten months passed away, during which period Allan Gordon retired to his residence in Argyllshire while his mansion in the Western Island was being restored. During the same period Archie produced innumerable hazy photographs of Kinlossie House in a state of conflagration; Eddie painted several good copies of the bad painting into which Milly Moss had introduced a megatherium cow and other specimens of violent perspective; and Junkie underwent a few terrible paroxysms of intense hatred of learning in all its aspects, in which paroxysms he was much consoled by the approval and sympathy of dear little Flo.

During this period, also, Mabberly applied himself to his duties in London, unaffected by the loss of the Fairy, and profoundly interested in the success of his friend Barret, who had devoted himself heart and head to natural history, with a view to making that science his profession, though his having been left a competence by his father rendered a profession unnecessary, from a financial point of view. As for Giles Jackman, that stalwart Woods-and-Forester returned to his adopted land, accompanied by the faithful Quin, and busied himself in the activities of his adventurous career, while he sought to commend the religion of Jesus alike to native and European, both by precept and example, proving the great truth that godliness is profitable unto all things, having promise of the life which now is, and of that which is to come. MacRummle, during the same period, spent much time in his study, writing for publication an elaborate treatise on fishing, with a few notes on shooting, in the Western Isles. He was encouraged in this work by a maiden sister who worshipped him, and by the presence of an enormous stuffed eagle in a corner of his study.

One day, towards the close of this period of ten months, a beautiful little woman and a handsome young man might have been seen riding in one of the quiet streets of London. They rode neither on horseback, nor in a carriage, still less in a cab! Their vehicle was a tricycle of the form which has obtained the name of Sociable.

See, this is the corner, Milly, said the young man. I told you that one of the very first places I would take you to see after our marriage would be the spot where I had the good fortune to run our mother down. So now I have kept my word. There is the very spot, by the lamp-post, where the sweep stood looking at the thin little old lady so pathetically when I was forced to rise and run away.

Oh, John! exclaimed Milly, pointing with eager looks along the street; and there is the thin little old lady herself!

So it is! Well, coincidences will never cease, said Barret, as he stepped from the sociable and hurried to meet Mrs Moss, who shook her finger and head at him as she pointed to the pavement near the lamp-post.

I would read you a lecture now, sir, she said; but will reserve it, for here is a letter that may interest you.

It did indeed interest all three of them, as they sat together that afternoon in the sunshine of Millys boudoir, for it was a long and well-written epistle from old Molly Donaldson.

We will not venture to weary the reader with all that the good old woman had to say, but it may perhaps be of interest to transcribe the concluding sentence. It ran thus, You will be glad to hear that my dear Ivor is doing well. He was married in March to Aggy Anderson, an they live in the old cottage beside me. Ivor has put on the blue ribbon. The laird has put it on too, to the surprise o everybody. But I think little o that. I think more o a bit pasteboard that hangs over my sons mantelpiece, on which he has written wi his own hand the blessed words Saved by Grace.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Introduces the Hero.

To be generally helpful was one of the chief points in the character of Charlie Brooke.

He was evidently born to aid mankind. He began by helping himself to everything in life that seemed at all desirable. This was natural, not selfish.

At first there were few things, apparently, that did seem to his infant mind desirable, for his earliest days were marked by a sort of chronic crossness that seemed quite unaccountable in one so healthy; but this was eventually traced to the influence of pins injudiciously disposed about the person by nurse. Possibly this experience may have tended to develop a spirit of brave endurance, and might perhaps account for the beautiful modifications of character that were subsequently observed in him. At all events, sweet, patient amiability was a prevailing feature in the boy long before the years of infancy were over, and this heavenly aspect of him was pleasantly diversified, in course of time, by occasional displays of resolute  we might almost say heroic  self-will, which proved a constant source of mingled pride and alarm to his widowed mother.

From a very early period of life little Charlie manifested an intense desire, purpose, and capacity for what may be called his life-work of rescuing human beings from trouble and danger. It became a passion with him as years rolled on, and was among the chief means that brought about the changes in his chequered career.

Appropriately enough he began  almost in babyhood  by rescuing himself!

It happened thus. One day, when he had reached the immature age of five, he was left in the nursery for a few moments in company with a wash-tub, in which his mother had been cleansing the household linen.

Mrs Brooke, it may be remarked, although in the middle ranks of life, was very much below the middle ranks in financial prosperity, and had therefore to perform much household drudgery.

Charlies earnest desire to please and obey his mother constantly came into collision with that self-will to which we have referred. Separately, these qualities may perhaps work quietly, at least as regards their possessor, but unitedly they form a mixture which is apt to become explosive in early youth.

Dont touch the tub, Charlie; Ill be back directly, said Mrs Brooke, as she was leaving the nursery. Dont even go near it.

No, muvver, I wont.

He spoke with much decision, for he adored water  not to drink but to play with  and seemed to realise the danger of his position, and the necessity for self-control.

The temptation to avail himself of the chance, however, was almost too much for him. Feeling that an internal conflict was pending, he toddled to the fire, turned his back to it à la paterfamilias, and glared at the tub, resolved, come what might, to be dood. But fate was against him!

Suddenly he became aware that something more than radiated heat was operating in rear. He glanced behind. His cotton tunic was in flames! In the twinkling of an eye he was seated in the wash-tub, his hands clasped in horror as he thought of his guilt, and the flames thoroughly extinguished!

The solemn glare and pursed mouth with which he met his mothers look of blank amazement may be imagined but cannot be described  he looked so quiet, too, and so evidently contented, for the warm water was congenial!

O Charlie! did I not say that

Yes, muvver, but Im bunt.

The fearsome and dripping black patch which presented itself to the agonised mother when she lifted him out of the tub sufficiently enlightened her and exonerated the child, but her anxiety was not relieved till she had stripped him naked and ascertained for certain that no scrap of his fair skin had been injured.

This may be said to have been the real commencement of Charlie Brookes career. We mention it chiefly to show that our hero was gifted with some power of ready resource even in childhood. He was also gifted with a fearless and daring disposition, a quietly enthusiastic spirit, a modest mien, and a strong muscular body.

Of course these admirable qualities were not fully developed in childhood, but the seeds were there. In due time the plants came up and the flowers bloomed.

We would here caution the reader  especially the youthful reader  against supposing that from this point our hero was engaged in rescue-work, and continued at it ever after without intermission. Like Samson, with his great strength, he exercised his powers only now and then  more than half unconscious of what was in him  and on many occasions without any definite purpose in view.

His first act of heroism was exercised, when he had reached the age of nine, in behalf of a kitten.

It was on a magnificent summer day, soon after he had been sent to the village school, that the incident occurred. Charlie was walking at the time with one of his school-fellows named Shank Leather.

Shank was a little older than himself, and a good enough fellow in his way, but much given to boasting, and possessed of very few of the fine qualities that characterised our hero. The two were out for a holiday-ramble, a long way from home, and had reached a river on the banks of which they sat down to enjoy their mid-day meal. The meal was simple, and carried in their pockets. It consisted of two inch-and-a-half-thick slices of bread, with two lumps of cheese to match.

I wish this river was nearer home, said Shank Leather, as they sat down under a spreading oak to dine.

Why? asked his companion, with a felicitous brevity and straightforwardness which occasionally marked his conversation.

Because then I would have a swim in it everyday.

Can you swim? asked Charlie, a slight elevation of the eyebrows indicating surprise not unmingled with admiration  for our hero was a hero-worshipper. He could not well have been a hero otherwise!

Of course I can swim, returned Shank; that is to say, a little; but I feel sure that Ill be a splendid swimmer some day.

His companions look of admiration increased.

Whatll you take to drink? asked Shank, drawing a large flask from the pocket in which he had concealed it up to that moment with the express purpose of giving his companion a pleasant surprise.

It may be well to add that the variety of dunks implied in his question was imaginary. Shank had only one flask, but in the exuberance of convivial generosity he quoted his own father  who was addicted to the bottle.

What is it? asked Brooke, in curious expectancy.

Taste and see, said his friend, uncorking the flask.

Charlie tasted, but did not see, apparently, for he looked solemn, and tasted again.

Its liquorice-water, said Shank, with the look of one who expects approval. I made it myself!

Nauseous in the extreme, it might have served the purpose of an emetic had not the digestion of the boys been ostrich-like, but, on hearing how it came into existence, Charlie put it a third time to his lips, took a good gulp, and then, nodding his head as he wiped his mouth with his cuff, declared that it was wonderful.

Yes, isnt it? Theres not many fellows could make stuff like that.

No, indeed, assented the other heartily, as he attacked the bread and cheese. Does your father know you made it?

Oh yes, and he tasted it too  hed taste anything in the shape of drink  but he spat it out, and then washed his mouth with brandy an water. Mother took some too, and she said she had tasted worse drinks; and she only wished that father would take to it. That made father laugh heartily. Then I gave some to little May, and she said it was So nice.

Ay. That was like little May, remarked Charlie, with a quiet laugh; shed say that a mess o tar an shoe-blacking was nice if you made it. But I say, Shank, lets see you swim. Id give anything if I could swim. Do, like a brick as you are. Theres a fine deep hole here under the bank.

He pointed to a pool in the river where the gurgling eddies certainly indicated considerable depth of water, but his friend shook his head.

No, Charlie, he said, you dont understand the danger as I do. Dont you see that the water runs into the hole at such a rate that theres a tree-mendous eddy that would sweep any man off his legs

But youre goin to swim, you know, interrupted his friend, an have got to be off your legs anyhow!

Thats all you know, returned the other. If a mans swept round by an eddy, dont you know, hell be banged against things, and then the water rushes out of the hole with such a gush, an goes thunderin down below, over boulders and stones, and  an  dont you see?

Thats true, Shank; it does look dangerous, even for a man that can swim.

He put such emphasis on the man that his comrade glanced sharply at him, but the genuine innocence of our heros face was too obvious to suggest irony. He simply saw that the use of the word man pleased his friend, therefore he used it.

Conversation was cut short at this point by the sudden appearance on the scene of two strangers  a kitten and a dog.

The assertion that dogs delight to bark and bite is, perhaps, too sweeping, but then it was made by a poet and poets have an acknowledged licence  though not necessarily a dog-licence. Certain it is, however, that this dog  a mongrel cur  did bark with savage delight, and display all its teeth, with an evident desire to bite, as it chased a delirious tortoise-shell kitten towards the river.

It was a round, soft, lively kitten, with the hair on its little body sticking straight out, its heart in its mouth, and horror in its lovely eyes. It made straight for the tree under which the dinner was going on. Both boys started up. Enemies in front and rear! Even a human general might have stood appalled. Two courses were still open  right and left. The kitten turned right and went wrong, for that was the river-side. No time for thought! Barking cur and yelling boys! It reached the edge of the pool, spread out all its legs with a caterwaul of despair, and went headlong into the water.

Shank Leather gazed  something like glee mingled with his look of consternation. Not so our hero. Pity was bursting his bosom. With one magnificent bound he went into the pool, caught the kitten in his right hand, and carried it straight to the bottom. Next moment he re-appeared on the surface, wildly beating the water with one hand and holding the kitten aloft in the other. Shank, to do him justice, plunged into the river up to his waist, but his courage carried him no further. There he stuck, vainly holding out a hand and shouting for help.

But no help was near, and it seemed as if the pair of strugglers were doomed to perish when a pitiful eddy swept them both out of the deep pool into the foaming rapid below. Shank followed them in howling despair, for here things looked ten times worse: his comrade being tossed from billow to breaker, was turned heels over head, bumped against boulders, stranded on shallows, overturned and swept away again  but ever with the left arm beating wildly, and the right hand with the kitten, held high in air.

But the danger, except from being dashed against the boulders, was not really as great as it seemed, for every time that Brooke got a foothold for an instant, or was driven on a rock, or was surged, right-end-up, on a shoot of water, he managed to gasp a little air  including a deal of water. The kitten, of course, had the same chances, and, being passive, perhaps suffered less.

At the foot of the rapid they were whirled, as if contemptuously, into an eddy. Shank was there, as deep as he dared venture. He even pushed in up to the arm-pits, and, catching his comrade by the hair, dragged him to bank.

O Charlie, Ive saved ye! he exclaimed, as his friend crawled out and sat down.

Ay, an youve saved the kitten too! replied his friend, examining the poor animal.

Its dead, said Shank; dead as mutton.

No, only stunned. No wonder, poor beast!

With tender care the rescuer squeezed the water from the fur of the rescued. Then, pulling open his vest and shirt, he was about to place the kitten in his bosom to warm it.

No use doin that, said Leather. Youre as wet an nigh as cold as itself.

Thats true. Sit down here, returned Brooke, in a tone of command which surprised his comrade. Open your shirt.

Again Shank obeyed wonderingly. Next moment he gave a gasp as the cold, wet creature was thrust into his warm bosom.

It makes me shiver all over, he said.

Never mind, replied his friend coolly, as he got up and wrung the water out of his own garments.

Its beginning to move, Charlie, said Shank, after a few minutes.

Give it here, then.

The creature was indeed showing feeble symptoms of revival, so Brooke  whose bosom was not only recovering its own heat, but was beginning to warm the wet garments  thrust it into his own breast, and the two friends set off homeward at a run.

At the nearest house they made inquiry as to the owner of the kitten, but failed to find one. Our hero therefore resolved to carry it home. Long before that haven was reached, however, his clothes were nearly dry, and the rescued one was purring sweetly, in childlike innocence  all the horrors, sufferings, and agonies of the past forgotten, apparently, in the enjoyment of the present.




Chapter Two.

The Shipwreck.

We have no intention of carrying our reader on step by step through all the adventures and deeds of Charlie Brooke. It is necessary to hasten over his boyhood, leaving untold the many battles fought, risks run, and dangers encountered.

He did not cut much of a figure at the village school  though he did his best, and was fairly successful  but in the playground he reigned supreme. At football, cricket, gymnastics, and, ultimately, at swimming, no one could come near him. This was partly owing to his great physical strength, for, as time passed by he shot upwards and outwards in a way that surprised his companions and amazed his mother, who was a distinctly little woman  a neat graceful little woman  with, like her stalwart son, a modest opinion of herself.

As a matter of course, Charlies school-fellows almost worshipped him, and he was always so willing to help and lead them in all cases of danger or emergency, that Charlie to the rescue! became quite a familiar cry on the playground. Indeed it would have been equally appropriate in the school, for the lad never seemed to be so thoroughly happy as when he was assisting some boy less capable than himself to master his lessons.

About the time that Charlie left school, while yet a stripling, he had the shoulders of Samson, the chest of Hercules, and the limbs of Apollo. He was tall also  over six feet  but his unusual breadth deceived people as to this till they stood close to him. Fair hair, close and curly, with bright blue eyes and a permanent look of grave benignity, completes our description of him.

Rowing, shooting, fishing, boxing, and swimming seemed to come naturally to him, and all of them in a superlative degree. Swimming was, perhaps, his most loved amusement and in this art he soon far outstripped his friend Leather. Some men are endowed with exceptional capacities in regard to water. We have seen men go into the sea warm and come out warmer, even in cold weather. Experience teaches that the reverse is usually true of mankind in northern regions, yet we once saw a man enter the sea to all appearance a white human being, after remaining in it upwards of an hour, and swimming away from shore; like a vessel outward bound, he came back at last the colour of a boiled lobster!

Such exceptional qualities did Charlie Brooke possess. A South Sea Islander might have envied but could not have excelled him.

It was these qualities that decided the course of his career just after he left school.

Charlie, said his mother, as they sat eating their mid-day meal alone one day  the mother being, as we have said, a widow, and Charlie an only child what do you think of doing, now that you have left school? for you know my income renders it impossible that I should send you to college.

I dont know what to think, mother. Of course I intend to do something. If you had only influence with some one in power who could enable a fellow to get his foot on the first round of any sort of ladder, something might be done, for you know Im not exactly useless, though I cant boast of brilliant talents, but

Your talents are brilliant enough, Charlie, said his mother, interrupting; besides, you have been sent into this world for a purpose, and you may be sure that you will discover what that purpose is, and receive help to carry it out if you only ask God to guide you. Not otherwise, she added, after a pause.

Do you really believe, mother, that every one who is born into the world is sent for a purpose, and with a specific work to do?

I do indeed, Charlie.

What! all the cripples, invalids, imbeciles, even the very infants who are born to wail out their sad lives in a few weeks, or even days?

Yes  all of them, without exception. To suppose the opposite, and imagine that a wise, loving, and almighty Being would create anything for no purpose seems to me the very essence of absurdity. Our only difficulty is that we do not always see the purpose. All things are ours, but we must ask if we would have them.

But I have asked, mother, said the youth, with an earnest flush on his brow. You know I have done so often, yet a way has not been opened up. I believe in your faith, mother, but I dont quite believe in my own. There surely must be something wrong  a screw loose somewhere.

He laid down his knife and fork, and looked out at the window with a wistful, perplexed expression.

How I wish, he continued, that the lines had been laid down for the human race more distinctly, so that we could not err!

And yet, responded his mother, with a peculiar look, such lines as are obviously laid down we dont always follow. For instance, it is written, Ask, and it shall be given you, and we stop there, but the sentence does not stop: Seek, and ye shall find implies care and trouble; Knock, and it shall be opened unto you hints at perseverance, does it not?

Theres something in that, mother, said Charlie, casting another wistful glance out of the window. Come, I will go out and seek! I see Shank Leather waiting for me. We agreed to go to the shore together, for we both like to watch the waves roaring in on a breezy day like this.

The youth rose and began to encase his bulky frame in a great pilot-cloth coat, each button of which might have done duty as an afternoon tea-saucer.

I wish you would choose any companion to walk with but young Leather, said the widow, with a sigh. Hes far too like his father to do you any good.

Mother, would you have me give up an old playmate and school-fellow because he is not perfect? asked the youth in grave tones as he tied on a sou-wester.

Well, no  not exactly, but

Not having a good reason ready, the worthy woman only smiled a remonstrance. The stalwart son stooped, kissed her and was soon outside, battling with the storm  for what he styled a breezy day was in reality a wild and stormy one.

Long before the period we have now reached Mrs Brooke had changed her residence to the sea-coast in the small town of Sealford. Her cottage stood in the centre of the village, about half-a-mile from the shore, and close to that of her bosom friend, Mrs Leather, who had migrated along with her, partly to be near her and partly for the sake of her son Shank, who was anxious to retain the companionship of his friend Brooke. Partly, also, to get her tippling husband away from old comrades and scenes, in the faint hope that she might rescue him from the great curse of his life.

When Charlie went out, as we have said, he found that Shank had brought his sister May with him. This troubled our hero a good deal, for he had purposed having a confidential talk with his old comrade upon future plans and prospects, to the accompaniment of the roaring sea, and a third party was destructive of such intention. Besides, poor May, although exceedingly unselfish and sweet and good, was at that transition period of life when girlhood is least attractive  at least to young men: when bones are obtrusive, and angles too conspicuous, and the form generally is too suggestive of flatness and longitude; while shyness marks the manners, and inexperience dwarfs the mind. We would not, however, suggest for a moment that May was ugly. By no means, but she had indeed reached what may be styled a plain period of life  a period in which some girls become silently sheepish, and others tomboyish; May was among the former, and therefore a drag upon conversation. But, after all, it mattered little, for the rapidly increasing gale rendered speech nearly impossible.

Its too wild a day for you, May, said Brooke, as he shook hands with her; I wonder you care to be out.

She doesnt care to be out, but I wanted her to come, and shes a good obliging girl, so she came, said Shank, drawing her arm through his as they pressed forward against the blast in the direction of the shore.

Shank Leather had become a sturdy young fellow by that time, but was much shorter than his friend. There was about him, however, an unmistakable look of dissipation  or, rather, the beginning of it  which accounted for Mrs Brookes objection to him as a companion for her son.

We have said that the cottage lay about half-a-mile from the shore, which could be reached by a winding lane between high banks. These effectually shut out the view of the sea until one was close to it, though, at certain times, the roar of the waves could be heard even in Sealford itself.

Such a time was the present, for the gale had lashed the sea into wildest fury, and not only did the three friends hear it, as, with bent heads, they forced their way against the wind, but they felt the foam of ocean on their faces as it was carried inland sometimes in lumps and flakes. At last they came to the end of the lane, and the sea, lashed to its wildest condition, lay before them like a sheet of tortured foam.

Grand! isnt it? said Brooke, stopping and drawing himself up for a moment, as if with a desire to combat the opposing elements.

If May Leather could not speak, she could at all events gaze, for she had superb brown eyes, and they glittered, just then, like glowing coals, while a wealth of rippling brown hair was blown from its fastenings, and flew straight out behind her.

Look! look there! shouted her brother with a wild expression, as he pointed to a part of the rocky shore where a vessel was dimly seen through the drift.

Shes trying to weather the point, exclaimed Brooke, clearing the moisture from his eyes, and endeavouring to look steadily.

Shell never weather it. See! the fishermen are following her along-shore, cried young Leather, dropping his sisters arm, and bounding away.

Oh! dont leave me behind, Shank, pleaded May.

Shank was beyond recall, but our hero, who had also sprung forward, heard the pleading voice and turned back.

Here, hook on to me, he cried quickly, for he was in no humour to delay.

The girl grasped his arm at once, and, to say truth, she was not much of a hindrance, for, although somewhat inelegant, as we have said, she was lithe as a lizard and fleet as a young colt.

A few minutes brought them to the level shore where Brooke left May to shelter herself with some fisher-women behind a low wall, while he ran along to a spot where a crowd of fishermen and old salts, enveloped in oil-skins, were discussing the situation as they leaned against the shrieking wind.

Will she weather it, Grinder, think you? he asked of an elderly man, whose rugged features resembled mahogany, the result of having bid defiance to wind and weather for nigh half a century.

She may, Mr Brooke, an she maynt, answered the matter-of-fact man of the sea, in the gruff monotone with which he would have summoned all hands to close reef in a hurricane. If her tackle holds shell do it. If it dont she wont.

Weve sent round for the rocket anyhow, said a smart young fisherman, who seemed to rejoice in opposing his broad chest to the blast, and in listening to the thunder of the waves as they rolled into the exposed bay in great battalions, chasing each other in wild tumultuous fury, as if each were bent on being first in the mad assault upon the shore.

Has the lifeboat coxswain been called? asked Charlie, after a few minutes silence, for the voice of contending elements was too great to render converse easy or agreeable.

Yes, sir, answered the man nearest to him, but shes bin called to a wreck in Mussel Bay, an that brig will be all right or in Davy Joness locker long afore th lifeboat ud fetch round here.

Silence again fell on the group as they gazed out to sea, pushing eagerly down the beach until they were ankle-deep in the foam of each expended wave; for the brig was by that time close on the point of rocks, staggering under more sail than she could carry with safety.

Shell do it! exclaimed the smart young fisherman, ready to cheer with enthusiastic hope.

Done for! Lost! cried one, while something like a groan burst from the others as they saw the brigs topmasts go over the side, and one of her sails blown to ribbons. She fell away towards the rocks at once.

Like great black teeth these rocks seemed to leap in the midst of the foam, as if longing to grasp the ill-fated vessel, which had, indeed, all but weathered the dangerous point, and all might have been well if her gear had only held; but now, as if paralysed, she drifted into the bay where certain destruction awaited her.

Just at that moment a great cheer arose, for the rocket-cart, drawn by the men of the Coast-Guard, was seen rattling over the downs towards them.

Anxiety for the fate of the doomed brig was now changed into eager hope for the rescue of her crew. The fishermen crowded round the Coast-Guard men as they ran the cart close down to the waters edge, and some of them  specially the smart young fellow already mentioned  made eager offer of their services. Charlie Brooke stood aloof, looking on with profound interest, for it was the first time he had ever seen the Manby rocket apparatus brought into action. He made no hasty offer to assist, for he was a cool youth  even while burning with impatient enthusiasm  and saw at a glance that the men of the Coast-Guard were well able to manage their own affairs and required no aid from him.

As the brig was coming straight in they could easily calculate where she would strike, so that the rocket men could set up their triangle and arrange their tackle without delay. This was fortunate, for the wreck was carried shoreward with great rapidity. She struck at last when within a short distance of the beach, and the faces of those on board could be distinctly seen, and their cries heard, as both masts snapped off and were swept over the side, where they tore at the shrouds like wild creatures, or charged the hulk like battering-rams. Instantly the billows that had borne the vessel on their crests burst upon her sides, and spurted high in air over her, falling back on her deck, and sweeping off everything that was moveable. It could be seen that only three or four men were on deck, and these kept well under the lee of the bulwarks near the stern where they were strongest.

No passengers, I think, said one of the fishermen; no women, anyhow.

Not likely theyd be lowed on deck even if there was, growled Grinder, in his monotone.

Now, then, out o the way, cried the leader of the Coast-Guard men, as he laid a rocket in its place. Line all clear, Fred?

All clear.

Next moment there was a burst of flame, a crash, and a vicious whizz as the powerful projectile leaped from its stand and sped out to sea, in grand defiance of the opposing gale, with its light line behind it.

A cheer marked its flight, but a groan told of its descent into the boiling sea, considerably to the left of the wreck.

What a pity! cried Shank Leather, who had come close to his friend when the rocket-cart arrived.

No matter, said Brooke, whose compressed lips and flashing eyes told of deep but suppressed feelings. There are more rockets.

He was right. While he was speaking, another rocket was placed and fired. It was well directed, but fell short. Another, and yet another, rose and fell, but failed to reach its mark, and the remainder of the rockets refused to go off from some unknown cause  either because they had been too long in stock or had become damp.

Meantime the brig was tossed farther and farther in, until she stuck quite fast. Then it became evident that she must soon break up, and her crew perish. Hasty plans and eager advice were proposed and given. Then the smart young fisherman suddenly sprang forward, and threw off his oil-coat and sou-wester.

Here! hold on! he cried, catching up the end of the rocket line, and fastening it round his waist, while he kicked off his heavy boots.

You cant do it, Bill, cried some.

Too far to swim, cried others.

The seas ll knock the life out o ye, said Grinder, afore youre clear o the sand.

Despite these warnings the brave young fellow dashed into the foam, and plunged straight into the first mighty breaker that towered over his head. But he was too much excited to act effectively. He failed to time his plunge well. The wave fell upon him with a roar and crushed him down. In a few seconds he was dragged ashore almost insensible.

Example, whether good or bad, is infectious. Another strapping young fellow, stirred to emulation, ran forward, and, seizing the rope, tied it round his own waist, while they helped poor Bill up the beach and seated him on a sand-bank.

The second youth was more powerful than the first  and cooler. He made a better attempt, but only got past the first wave, when his comrades, seeing that he was exhausted, drew him back. Then a third  a broad burly youth  came forward.

At this point the soul of Shank Leather took fire, for he was by no means destitute of generous impulses, and he tried to get hold of the rope.

Out o the way, cried the burly youth, giving Leather a rough push that almost sent him on his back; we dont want no land-lubbers for this kind o work.

Up to this point Charlie Brooke, although burning with eager desire to take some active part in the rescue, had restrained himself and held back, believing, with characteristic modesty, that the fishermen knew far better than he did how to face the sea and use their appliances; but when he saw his friend stagger backward, he sprang to the front, caught hold of the line, and, seizing the burly fisherman by the arm, exclaimed, Youll let this land-lubber try it, anyhow, and sent him spinning away like a capsized nine-pin.

There was a short laugh, as well as a cheer at this; but next moment all were gazing at the sea in breathless anxiety, for Brooke had rushed deep into the surf. He paused one moment, as the great wave curled over him, then went through it head-first with such force that he shot waist-high out of the sea on the other side. His exceptional swimming-powers now served him well, for his otter-like rapidity of action enabled him to avoid the crushing billows either by diving through them at the right moment, or holding back until they fell, and left him only the mad swirling foam to contend with. This last was bad enough, but here his great muscular strength and his inexhaustible caloric, with his cork-like power of flotation, enabled him to hold his own without exhaustion until another opportunity of piercing an unbroken wave offered. Thus he gradually forced his way through and beyond the worst breakers, which are always those nearest shore. Had any one been close to him, and able calmly to watch his movements, it would have been seen that, great as were the youths powers, he did not waste them in useless battling with a force against which no man could effectively contend; that, with a cool head, he gave way to every irresistible force, swimming for a moment, as it were, with the current  or, rather, floating easily in the whirlpools  so as to conserve his strength; that, ever and anon, he struck out with all his might, rushing through foam and wave like a fish, and that, in the midst of it all, he saw and seized the brief moments in which he could take a gasping inhalation.

Those who watched him with breathless anxiety on shore saw little of all this as they paid out the line or perched themselves on tiptoe on the few boulders that here and there strewed the sand.

Haul him back! shouted the man who was farthest out on the line. Hes used up!

No, hes not, I know him well! roared Shank Leather. Pay out, men  pay out line!

Ay, ease away, said Grinder, in a thunderous growl. Hes a rigler walrus, he is. Niver seed sich a feller since I left the southern seas. Ease away, boys.

A cheer followed his remark, for at that moment it was seen that our hero had reached the tail of the eddy which was caused by the hull of the wreck, and that one of her crew had darted from the cover of the vessels bulwarks and taken shelter under the stump of the mainmast. His object was seen in a moment, for he unhooked a coil of rope from the belaying-pins, and stood ready to heave it to the approaching swimmer. In making even this preparation the man ran very great risk, for the stump was but a partial shelter  each wave that burst over the side sweeping wildly round it and leaping on the man higher than his waist, so that it was very difficult for him to avoid being torn from his position.

Charlies progress was now comparatively easy. A few vigorous strokes brought him under the lea of the wreck, which, however, was by no means a quiet spot, for each divided wave, rushing round bow and stern, met there in a tumult of foam that almost choked the swimmer, while each billow that burst over the wreck poured a small Niagara on his head.

How to get on board in such circumstances was a subject that had troubled Charlies mind as he drew near, but the action of the sailor unhooking the coil of rope at once relieved him. The moment he came within reach, the sailor, watching his opportunity between waves, threw out the coil. It was aimed by an accustomed hand and fell on the rescuers head. Another minute and young Brooke stood on the deck. Without waiting an instant he leaped under the shelter of the stump of the mainmast beside the seaman. He was only just in time, for a wave burst in thunder on the weather side of the quivering brig, and, pouring over the bulwarks, almost dragged him from the belaying-pins to which he clung.

The instant the strain was off, he passed a rope round his waist and gave the end of it to the sailor.

Here, make it fast, he said, beginning to haul with all his might on the line which he had brought from shore. Youre the skipper  eh?

Yes. Dont waste your breath in speech. I know what to do. Alls ready.

These few words were an unspeakable relief to our hero, who was well aware that the working of the rocket apparatus required a slight amount of knowledge, and who felt from his manner and tone that the skipper was a thorough man. He glanced upwards as he hauled in the line, assisted by his companion, and saw that a stout rope with two loops on it had been fixed to the stump of the mast. Just as he noted this with satisfaction a large block with a thin line rove through it emerged from the boiling sea. It had been attached by the men on shore to the rocket line which Charlie had been hauling out with so much energy. Its name was indicated by the skipper.

Here comes the whip, he cried, catching hold of the block when it reached him. Hold me up, lad, while I make it fast to them loops.

While Charlie obeyed he saw that by fixing the tail-lines of the block quickly to the loops prepared for them, instead of winding them round the mast,  a difficult process in such a sea  much time was saved.

There, our part o the job is done now, said the skipper, pulling off his sou-wester as he spoke and holding it up as a signal to the men on shore.

Meanwhile those to whom he signalled had been watching every movement with intense eagerness, and with the expressions of men whose gaze has to penetrate with difficulty through a haze of blinding spray.

Theyve got the block now, cried one man.

Does that young feller know about fixin of it? asked another.

Clap a stopper on your mugs; theyre a-fixin of it now, said old Grinder. Theres the signal! Haul away, lads!

We must explain here that the whip above mentioned was a double or endless line, passing through the block which had been hauled out to the wreck by our hero.

By means of this whip one end of a stout cable was sent off to the wreck, and on this cable a sling-lifebuoy was hung to a pulley and also run out to the wreck. The working of the apparatus, though simple enough to seamen, would entail a complicated, perhaps incomprehensible, description to landsmen: we therefore pass it by with the remark that, connection with the shore having been established, and the sling-lifebuoy  or life-saving machine  run out, the crew received it with what was meant for a hearty cheer, but which exhaustion modified to a feeble shout.

Now, lads, cried the skipper to his men, look sharp! Let out the passengers.

Passengers? exclaimed Charlie Brooke in surprise.

Ay  my wife an little gurl, two women and an old gentleman. You dont suppose Id keep em on deck to be washed overboard?

As he spoke two of the men opened the doors of the companion-hatch, and caught hold of a little girl of about five years of age, who was handed up by a woman.

Stay! keep her under cover till I get hold of her, cried the skipper.

As he was passing from the mast to the companion a heavy sea burst over the bulwarks, and swept him into the scuppers. The same wave wrenched the child from the grasp of the man who held it and carried it right overboard. Like an eel, rather than a man, Charlie cleft the foam close behind her, caught her by the skirt and bore her to the surface, when a few strokes of his free arm brought him close under the lee of the wreck just in time to prevent the agonised father from leaping after his child. There was terrible suspense for a few minutes. At one moment our hero, with his burden held high aloft, was far down in the hollow of the watery turmoil, with the black hull like a great wall rising above him, while the skipper in the main-chains, pale as death but sternly silent held on with his left hand and reached down with his right  every finger rigid and ready! Next moment a water-spout, so to speak, bore the rescuer upward on its crest, but not near enough  they went downward again. Once more the leaping water surged upwards; the skippers strong hand closed like the grip of death on the dress, and the child was safe while its rescuer sank away from it.

Help him! shouted the skipper, as he staggered to the shelter of the companion.

But Charlie required no help. A loose rope hanging over the side caught his eye: he seized it and was on deck again in a few seconds. A minute later and he was down in the cabin.

There, terror-stricken, sat the skippers wife, never venturing to move, because she had been told to remain there till called. Happily she knew nothing of the incident just described.

Beside her sat the other women, and, near to them, a stern old gentleman, who, with compressed lips, quietly awaited orders.

Come, quick! said Charlie, grasping by the arm one of the women.

It was the skippers wife. She jumped up right willingly and went on deck. There she found her child already in the life-buoy, and was instantly lifted in beside it by her husband, who looked hastily round.

Come here, Dick, he said to a little cabin-boy who clung to a stanchion near by. Get in.

The boy looked surprised, and drew back.

Get in, I say, repeated the skipper sternly.

Theres more women, sir, said the boy, still holding back.

True  brave lad! but youre wanted to keep these from getting washed out. I am too heavy, you know.

The boy hesitated no longer. He squeezed himself into the machine beside the woman and child.

Then up at arms-length went the skippers sou-wester as a signal that all was ready, and the fishermen began to haul the life-buoy to the shore.

It was an awful trip! Part of the distance, indeed, the trio were borne along well out of the sea, though the waves leaped hungrily up and sent spray over them, but as they drew near the shore they were dipped again and again into the foam, so that the little cabin boy needed all his energy and knowledge, as well as his bravery and strength, to prevent his charge being washed out. Amid ringing cheers from the fishermen  and a treble echo from the women behind the wall  they were at last safely landed.

My lass, that friend o yourn be a braave cheeld, said an old woman to May Leather, who crouched beside her.

Ay, that he is! exclaimed May, with a gush of enthusiasm in tone and eyes that made them all turn to look at her.

Your brother? asked a handsome, strapping young woman.

No  I wish he was!

Hm! ha! exclaimed the strapping young woman  whereat there was exchanged a significant laugh; but May took no notice of it, being too deeply engrossed with the proceedings on shore and sea.

Again the fishermen ran out the life-buoy and soon hauled it back with another woman; then a third. After that came the old gentleman, quite self-possessed and calm, though very pale and dishevelled; and, following him, the crew, one by one, were rescued. Then came the hero of the hour, and last of all, as in duty bound, the skipper  not much too soon, for he had barely reached the land when the brig was overwhelmed and engulfed in the raging sea.




Chapter Three.

Its an Ill Wind that Blaws Naebody Guid.

That many if not most names have originated in the character or condition of individuals seems obvious, else why is it that so many people take after their names? We have no desire to argue the question, but hasten on to remark that old Jacob Crossley was said to be  observe, we do not say that he was  a notable illustration of what we refer to.

Jacob was as cross as two sticks, if we are to believe Mrs Bland, his housekeeper  and Mrs Bland was worthy of belief, for she was an honest widow who held prevarication to be equivalent to lying, and who, besides having been in the old bachelors service for many years, had on one occasion been plucked by him from under the feet of a pair of horses when attempting the more dangerous than nor-west passage of a London crossing. Gratitude, therefore, rendered it probable that Mrs Bland spake truly when she said that her master was as cross as two sticks. Of course we admit that her judgment may have been faulty.

Strange to say Mr Crossley had no reason  at least no very apparent reason  for being cross, unless, indeed, the mere fact of his being an old bachelor was a sufficient reason. Perhaps it was! But in regard to everything else he had, as the saying goes, nothing to complain of. He was a prosperous East India merchant  not a miser, though a cross old bachelor, and not a millionaire, though comfortably rich. His business was prosperous, his friends were numerous, his digestion was good, his nervous system was apparently all that could be desired, and he slept well!

Standing one morning in the familiar British position before his dining-room fire in London, he frowningly contemplated his housekeeper as that indefatigable woman removed the breakfast equipage.

Has the young man called this morning?

Not yet, sir.

Well, when he comes tell him I had business in the city and could wait no

A ring and a sharp knock interrupted him. A few moments later Charlie Brooke was ushered into the room. It was a smallish room, for Mr Crossley, although well off, did not see the propriety of wasting money on unnecessary space or rent, and the doorway was so low that Charlies hair brushed against the top as he entered.

I called, Mr Crossley, in accordance with the wish expressed in your letter. Although, being a stranger, I do not

The young man stopped at this point and looked steadily at the old gentleman with a peculiarly questioning expression.

You recognise me, I see, said the old man, with a very slight smile.

Well  I may be mistaken, but you do bear some resemblance to

Just so, Im the man that you hauled so violently out of the cabin of the wreck last week, and shoved so unceremoniously into the life-buoy, and I have sent for you, first, to thank you for saving my life, because they tell me that, but for your swimming off with a rope, we should certainly have all been lost; and, secondly, to offer you aid in any course of life you may wish to adopt, for I have been informed that you are not at present engaged in any special employment.

You are very kind, sir, very kind, returned Charlie, somewhat embarrassed. I can scarcely claim, however, to have saved your life, though I thankfully admit having had the opportunity to lend a hand. The rocket-men, in reality, did the work, for without their splendid working of the apparatus my swimming off would have been useless.

Mr Crossley frowned while the youth was speaking, and regarded him with some suspicion.

You admit, I suppose, he rejoined sternly, that if you had not swum off, the rocket apparatus would have been equally useless.

By no means, returned Charlie, with that benignant smile that always accompanied his opposition in argument. I do not admit that, because, if I had not done it, assuredly some one else would. In fact a friend of mine was on the point of making the attempt when I pulled him back and prevented him.

And why did you prevent him?

Because he was not so well able to do it as I.

Oh! I see. In other words, you have a pretty high opinion of your own powers.

Possibly I have, returned the youth, somewhat sharply. I lay claim to no exemption from the universal law of vanity which seems to affect the entire human race  especially the cynical part of it. At the same time, knowing from long experience that I am physically stronger, can swim better, and have greater power of endurance, though not greater courage, than my friend, it would be mere pretence were I to assume that in such matters I was his inferior. You asked me why I prevented him: I gave you the reason exactly and straightforwardly. I now repeat it.

Dont be so ready to fire up, young man, said Crossley, with a deprecating smile. I had no intention of hurting your feelings.

You have not hurt them, sir, returned Charlie, with almost provoking urbanity of manner and sweetness of voice, you have only misunderstood me.

Well, well, let it pass. Tell me, now, can I do anything for you?

Nothing, thank you.

Eh? exclaimed the old gentleman in surprise.

Nothing, thank you, repeated his visitor. I did not save you for the purpose of being rewarded, and I refuse to accept reward for saving you.

For a second or two Mr Crossley regarded his visitor in silence, with a conflicting mixture of frown and smile  a sort of acidulated-drop expression on his rugged face. Then he asked  

What is the name of this friend whom you prevented from swimming off to us?

Shank Leather.

Is he a very great friend of yours?

Very. We have been playmates from childhood, and school-fellows till now.

What is he?  his profession, I mean?

Nothing at present. That is to say, he has, like myself, been trained to no special profession, and the failure of the firm in the counting-house of which we have both served for some months has cast us adrift at the same time.

Would it give you much satisfaction if I were to find good employment for your friend?

Indeed it would  the highest possible satisfaction, exclaimed Charlie, with the first symptom of enthusiasm in his tone and look.

What can your friend Shank Leather do? asked the old man brusquely.

Oh! many things. Hes capital at figures, thoroughly understands book-keeping, and  and is a hard-working fellow, whatever he puts his hand to.

Is he steady?

Charlie was silent for a few moments.

Well, one cannot be sure, he answered, with some hesitation, what meaning you attach to the word steady. I

Yes, yes, I see, interrupted Crossley, consulting his watch. No time to discuss meanings of words just now. Will you tell your friend to call on me here the day after to-morrow at six oclock? You live in Sealford, I have been told; does he live near you?

Yes, within a few minutes walk.

Well, tell him to be punctual. Punctuality is the soul of business. Hope I wont find your friend as independent as you seem to be! You are quite sure, are you, that I can do nothing for you? I have both money and influence.

The more determined that our hero became to decline all offers of assistance from the man who had misconstrued his motives, the more of urbanity marked his manner, and it was with a smile of ineffable good-nature on his masculine features that he repeated, Nothing, thank you  quite sure. You will have done me the greatest possible service when you help my friend. Yet  stay. You mentioned money. There is an institution in which I am much interested, and which you might appropriately remember just now.

What is that?

The Lifeboat Institution.

But it was not the Lifeboat Institution that saved me. It was the Rocket apparatus.

True, but it might have been a lifeboat that saved you. The rockets are in charge of the Coast-Guard and need no assistance, whereas the Lifeboat Service depends on voluntary contributions, and the fact that it did not happen to save Mr Crossley from a grave in the sea does not affect its claim to the nations gratitude for the hundreds of lives saved by its boats every year.

Admitted, my young friend, your reasoning is just, said the old gentleman, sitting down at a writing table and taking a cheque-book from a drawer; what shall I put down?

You know your circumstances best, said Charlie, somewhat amused by the question.

Most people in ordinary circumstances, returned the old man slowly as he wrote, contribute a guinea to such charities.

Many people, remarked Charlie, with a feeling of pity rather than contempt, contribute five, or even fifteen.

Ah, indeed  yes, well, Mr Brooke, will you condescend to be the bearer of my contribution? Fourteen Saint John Street, Adelphi, is not far from this, and it will save a penny of postage, you know!

Mr Crossley rose and handed the cheque to his visitor, who felt half disposed  on the strength of the postage remark  to refuse it and speak his mind somewhat freely on the subject, but, his eye happening to fall on the cheque at the moment, he paused.

You have made a mistake, I think, he said. This is for five hundred pounds.

I make no mistakes, Mr Brooke, returned the old man sternly. You said something about five or fifteen. I could not well manage fifteen hundred just now, for it is bad times in the city at present. Indeed, according to some people, it is always bad times there, and, to say truth, some people are not far wrong  at least as regards their own experiences. Now, I must be off to business. Good-bye. Dont forget to impress on your friend the importance of punctuality.

Jacob Crossley held out his hand with an expression of affability which was for him quite marvellous.

Youre a much better man than I thought! exclaimed Charlie, grasping the proffered hand with a fervour that caused the other to wince.

Young sir, returned Crossley, regarding the fingers of his right hand somewhat pitifully, people whose physique is moulded on the pattern of Samson ought to bear in mind that rheumatism is not altogether unknown to elderly men. Your opinion of me was probably erroneous to begin with, and it is certainly false to end with. Let me advise you to remember that the gift of money does not necessarily prove anything except that a man has money to give  nay, it does not always prove even that, for many people are notoriously prone to give away money that belongs to somebody else. Five hundred pounds is to some men not of much more importance than five pence is to others. Everything is relative. Good-bye.

While he was speaking Mr Crossley rang the bell and politely opened the dining-room door, so that our hero found himself in the street before he had quite recovered from his astonishment.

Please, sir, said Mrs Bland to her master after Charlie was gone, Capen Stride is awaitin in the library.

Send him here, said Crossley, once more consulting his watch.

Well, Captain Stride, Ive had a talk with him, he said, as an exceedingly broad, heavy, short-legged man entered, with a bald head and a general air of salt water, tar, and whiskers about him. Sit down. Have you made up your mind to take command of the Walrus?

Well, Mr Crossley, since youre so very good, said the sea-captain with a modest look, I had feared that the loss o

Never mind the loss of the brig, Captain. It was no fault of yours that she came to grief. Other ship-owners may do as they please. I shall take the liberty of doing as I please. So, if you are ready, the ship is ready. I have seen Captain Stuart, and I find that he is down with typhoid fever, poor fellow, and wont be fit for duty again for many weeks. The Walrus must sail not later than a week or ten days hence. She cant sail without a captain, and I know of no better man than yourself; so, if you agree to take command, there she is, if not Ill find another man.

Im agreeable, sir, said Captain Stride, with a gratified, meek look on his large bronzed face  a look so very different from the leonine glare with which he was wont to regard tempestuous weather or turbulent men. Of course itll come rather sudden on the missus, but wen it blows hard whats a man got to do but make all snug and stand by?

Quite true, Stride, I have no doubt that you are nautically as well as morally correct, so I leave it to you to bring round the mistress, and consider that matter as settled. By the way, I hope that she and your little girl have not suffered from the wetting and rough handling experienced when being rescued.

Not in the least, sir, thankee. In fact I incline to the belief that they are rather more frisky than usual in consekince. Leastwise little Maggie is.

Glad to hear it. Now, about that young fellow.

By which I spose you mean Mr Brooke, sir?

The same. He has just left me, and upon my word, hes about the coolest young fellow I ever met with.

Thats just what I said to the missus, sir, the very night arter we was rescued. The way that young feller come off, Maggie, says I, is most extraornar. No fish that

Yes, yes, Stride, I know, but thats not exactly what I mean: its his being so amazingly independent that

Zactly what I said, sir. Maggie, says I, that young feller seemed to be quite independent of fin or tail, for he came right off in the teeth o wind and tide

Thats not what I mean either, Captain, interrupted the old gentleman, with slight impatience. Its his independent spirit I refer to.

Oh! I ax your pardon, sir.

Well, now, listen, and dont interrupt me. But first let me ask, does he know that I am the owner of the brig that was lost?

Yes; he knows that.

Does he know that I also own the Walrus.

No, Im pretty sure he dont. Leastwise I didnt tell him, an theres nobody else down there as knows anything about you.

So far, good. Now, Stride, I want you to help me. The young goose is so proud, or I know not what, that he wont accept any favours or rewards from me, and I find that he is out of work just now, so Im determined to give him something to do in spite of himself. The present supercargo of the Walrus is a young man who will be pleased to fall in with anything I propose to him. I mean, therefore, to put him in another ship and appoint young Brooke to the Walrus. Fortunately the firm of Withers and Company does not reveal my name  I having been Company originally, though Im the firm now, so that he wont suspect anything, and what I want is, that you should do the engaging of him  being authorised by Withers and Company  you understand?

I follow you, sir. But what if he objects?

He wont object. I have privately inquired about him. He is anxious to get employment, and has strong leanings to an adventurous life on the sea. Theres no accounting for taste, Captain!

Right you are, sir, replied the Captain, with an approving nod. Thats what I said only this mornin to my missus. Maggie, says I, salt water hasnt a good taste, as even the stoopidest of mortals knows, but wen a man has had to lick it off his lips at sea for the better part of half a century, its astonishin how he not only gits used to it, but even comes to like the taste of it. Pooh! says she, dont tell me you likes it, for you dont! Its all a dlusion an a snare. I hates both the taste an the smell of it. Maggie, says I, quite solemn-like, that may be so, but youre not me. No, thank goodness! says she  which you mustnt suppose, sir, meant as she didnt like me, for shes a true-hearted affectionate creetur  though I say it as shouldnt  but she meant that shed have had to go to sea reglar if she had been me, an that would have done for her in about six weeks, more or less, for the first time she ever went she was all but turned inside

If youre going citywards, interrupted Mr Crossley, again pulling out his watch, we may as well finish our talk in the street.

As Captain Stride was quite agreeable to this proposal, the two left the house together, and, hailing a hansom, drove off in the direction of the City.




Chapter Four.

Drifting on the Rocks.

On the sea-shore, not far from the spot where the brig had been wrecked, Charlie Brooke and Shank Leather walked up and down engaged in earnest conversation soon after the interviews just described.

Very different was the day from that on which the wreck had taken place. It seemed almost beyond possibility that the serene sky above, and the calm, glinting ocean which rippled so softly at their feet, could be connected with the same world in which inky clouds and snowy foam and roaring billows had but a short time before held high revelry.

Well, Charlie, said his friend, after a pause, it was very good of you, old boy, and I hope that Ill do credit to your recommendation. The old man seems a decent sort of chap, though somewhat cross-grained.

He is kind-hearted, Shank; I feel quite sure of that, and hope sincerely that you will get on well with him.

With him! repeated Leather; you dont seem to understand that the situation he is to get for me is not in connection with his own business, whatever that may be. It is in some other City firm, the name of which he has not yet mentioned. I cant myself understand why he is so close!

Perhaps because he has been born with a secretive nature, suggested Charlie.

May be so. However, thats no business of mine, and it doesnt do to be too inquisitive when a man is offering you a situation of two hundred a year. It would be like looking a gift-horse in the mouth. All I care about is that Im to go to London next week and begin work  Why, you dont seem pleased to hear of my good fortune, continued Leather, turning a sharp look on his friend, who was gazing gravely at the sand, in which he was poking holes with his stick.

I congratulate you, Shank, with all my heart, and you know it; but  Im sorry to find that you are not to be in connection with Mr Crossley himself, for there is more good in him than appears on the surface. Did he then make no mention of the nature of his own business?

None whatever. To say truth, that mysteriousness or secrecy is the only point about the old fellows character that I dont like, said Leather, with a frown of virtuous disapproval. All fair and above-board, thats my motto. Speak out your mind and fear nothing!

At these noble sentiments a faint smile, if we may say so, hovered somewhere in the recesses of Charlie Brookes interior, but not the quiver of a muscle disturbed the solemnity of his face.

The secrecy of his nature seems even to have infected that skipper with  or rather by  whom he was wrecked, continued Leather, for when I asked him yesterday about the old gentleman, he became suddenly silent, and when I pressed him, he made me a rigmarole speech something like this: Young man, I make it a rule to know nothin whatever about my passengers. As I said only two days past to my missus: Maggie, says I, its of no use your axin me. My passengers business is their business, and my business is mine. All Ive got to do is to sail my ship, an see to it that I land my passengers in safety.

You made a pretty mess of your business, then, the last trip, said I, for I was bothered with his obvious determination not to give me any information.

Right you are, young man, said he, and it would have been a still prettier mess if your friend Mr Brooke hadnt come off wi that there line!

I laughed at this and recovered my temper, but I could pump nothing more out of him. Perhaps there was nothing to pump.  But now tell me, how is it  for I cannot understand  that you refused all offers to yourself? You are as much out of work just now as I am.

Thats true, Shank, and really I feel almost as incapable of giving you an answer as Captain Stride himself. You see, during our conversation Mr Crossley attributed mean  at all events wrong  motives to me, and somehow I felt that I could not accept any favour at his hands just then. I suspect I was too hasty. I fear it was false pride

Ha! ha! laughed Leather; pride! I wonder in what secret chamber of your big corpus your pride lies.

Well, I dont know. It must be pretty deep. Perhaps it is engrained, and cannot be easily recognised.

That last is true, Charlie. Assuredly it cant be recognised, for its not there at all. Why, if you had been born with a scrap of false pride you and I could never have been friends  for I hate it!

Shank Leather, in saying this, had hit the nail fairly on the head, although he had not intelligently probed the truth to the bottom. In fact a great deal of the friendship which drew these young men together was the result of their great dissimilarity of character. They acted on each other somewhat after the fashion of a well-adjusted piece of mechanism, the ratchets of selfishness and cog-wheels of vanity in Shank fitting easily into the pinions of good-will and modesty which characterised his friend, so that there was no jarring in their intercourse. This alone would not, perhaps, have induced the strong friendship that existed if it had not been coupled with their intimacy from childhood, and if Brooke had not been particularly fond of Shanks invalid mother, and recognised a few of her good characteristics faintly reproduced in her son, while Shank fully appreciated in Charlie that amiable temperament which inclines its happy possessor to sympathise much with others, to talk little of self, to believe all things and to hope all things, to the verge almost of infantine credulity.

Well, well, resumed Charlie, with a laugh, however that may be, I did decline Mr Crossleys offers, but it does not matter much now, for that same worthy captain who bothered you so much has told me of a situation of which he has the gift, and has offered it to me.

You dont say so! Is it a good one?

Yes, and well paid, Im told, though I dont know the exact amount of the salary yet.

And have you accepted?

I have. Mother agreed, after some demur, that it is better than nothing, so, like you, I begin work in a few days.

Well now, how strangely things do happen sometimes! said Leather, stopping and looking out seaward, where the remains of the brig could still be distinguished on the rocks that had fixed her doom. But for that fortunate wreck and our saving the people in her, you and I might still have been whistling in the ranks of the Great Unemployed  And what sort of a situation is it, Charlie?

You will smile, perhaps, when I tell you. It is to act as supercargo of the Walrus, which is commanded by Captain Stride himself.

Young Leathers countenance fell. Why, Charlie, he said, that means that youre going away to sea!

I fear it does.

Soon?

In a week or two.

For some little time Leather did not speak. The news fell upon him with a shock of disagreeable surprise, for, apart from the fact that he really loved his friend, he was somehow aware that there were not many other young men who cared much for himself  in regard to which he was not a little surprised, for it never occurred to him that egotism and selfishness had anything to do with the coolness of his friends, or that none but men like our hero, with sweet tempers and self-forgetting dispositions, could by any possibility put up with him.

Who are the owners of the Walrus, Charlie? he asked, as they turned into the lane that led from the beach to the village.

Withers and Company of London.

Hm  dont know them. They must be trustful fellows, however, to take a captain into their employ who has just lost his vessel.

They have not taken him into their employ, said Charlie. Captain Stride tells me he has been in their service for more than a quarter of a century, and they exonerate him from all blame in the loss of the brig. It does seem odd to me, however, that he should be appointed so immediately to a new ship, but, as you remarked, thats none of my business. Come, Ill go in with you and congratulate your mother and May on your appointment.

They had reached the door of Shank Leathers house by that time. It was a poor-looking house, in a poor side street or blind alley of the village, the haunt of riotous children during the day-time, and of maddening cats at night. Stray dogs now and then invaded the alley, but, for the most part, it was to children and cats that the region was given over. Here, for the purpose of enabling the proverbial two ends to meet, dwelt a considerable population in houses of diminutive size and small accommodation. A few of these were persons who, having seen better days, were anxious to hide their poverty and existence from the friends of those better days. There was likewise a sprinkling of individuals and families who, having grown callous to the sorrows of earth, had reached that condition wherein the meeting of the two ends is a matter of comparative indifference, because they never met, and were never more expected to meet  the blank, annually left gaping, being filled up, somehow, by a sort of compromise between bankruptcy, charity, and starvation.

To the second of these the Leather family belonged. They had been brought to their sad condition by that prolific source of human misery  the bottle.

To do the family justice, it was only the father who had succumbed. He had been a gentleman; he was now a sot. His wife  delicate owing to bad treatment, sorrow, and insufficient nourishment  was, ever had been, and ever would be, a lady and a Christian. Owing to the last priceless condition she was still alive. It is despair that kills, and despair had been banished from her vocabulary ever since she had laid down the arms of her rebellion and accepted the Saviour of mankind as her guide and consolation.

But sorrow, suffering, toil had not departed when the demon despair fled away. They had, however, been wonderfully lightened, and one of the brightest gleams of hope in her sad life was that she might possibly be used as the means of saving her husband. There were other gleams of light, however, one of the brightest of them being that May, her only daughter, was loving and sympathetic  or, as she sometimes expressed it, as good as gold. But there was also a very dark spot in her life: Shank, her only son, was beginning to show a tendency to tread in his fathers steps.

Many golden texts were enshrined in the heart of poor Mrs Leather, and not a few of these  painted by the hand of May  hung on the walls of their little sitting-room, but the word to which she turned her eyes in seasons of profoundest obscurity, and which served her as a sheet-anchor in the midst of the wildest storms, was, Hope thou in God, for thou shalt yet praise Him. And alongside of that text, whenever she thought of it or chanced to look at it, there invariably flashed another: Immanuel, God with us.

May and her mother were alone when the young men entered; the former was at her lessons, the latter busy with knitting-needles.

Knitting was the means by which Mrs Leather, with constant labour and inexhaustible perseverance, managed to fill up the gap between the before-mentioned two ends, which her dissolute husband failed to draw together. She could read or assist May with her lessons, while her delicate fingers, working below the table, performed miraculous gyrations with steel and worsted. To most male minds, we presume, this is utterly incomprehensible. It is well not to attempt the description of that which one does not understand. The good lady knitted socks and stockings, and mittens and cuffs, and comforters, and other things, in absolutely overwhelming quantities, so that the accumulation in the press in which she stored them was at times quite marvellous. Yet that press never quite filled up, owing to the fact that there was an incurable leak in it  a sort of secret channel  through which the products of her toil flowed out nearly as fast as she poured them in.

This leak in the worsted press, strange to say, increased wonderfully just after the wreck described in a previous chapter, and the rivulet to which it gave rise flowed in the direction of the back-door of the house, emptying itself into a reservoir which always took the form of a little elderly lady, with a plain but intensely lovable countenance, who had been, perhaps still was, governess in a family in a neighbouring town where Mrs Leather had spent some of her better days. Her name was Molloy.

Like a burglar Miss Molloy came in a stealthy manner at irregular intervals to the back-door of the house, and swept the press of its contents, made them up into a bundle of enormous size, and carried them off on the shoulders of an appropriately disreputable blackguard boy  as Shank called him  whom she retained for the purpose. Unlike a burglar, however, Miss Molloy did not bolt with the swag, but honestly paid for everything, from the hugest pair of gentlemens fishing socks to the smallest pair of childrens cuffs.

What Miss Molloy did with this perennial flow of woollen work, whom she came from, where she went to, who discovered her, and why she did it, were subjects of inquiry which baffled investigation, and always simmered in the minds of Shank and May, though the mind of Mrs Leather herself seemed to be little if at all exercised by it. At all events she was uncommunicative on the point, and her childrens curiosity was never gratified, for the mother was obdurate, and, torture being illegal at that time in England, they had no means of compelling disclosure. It was sometimes hinted by Shank that their little dog Scraggy  appropriately named!  knew more than he chose to tell about the subject, for he was generally present at the half-secret interviews, and always closed the scene with a sham but furious assault on the ever contemptuous blackguard boy. But Scraggy was faithful to his trust, and revealed nothing.

I cant tell you how glad I am, Mrs Leather, about Shanks good fortune, said Charlie, with a gentle shake of the hand, which Mr Crossley would have appreciated. Like the Nasmyth steam-hammer, which flattens a ton of iron or gently cracks a hazel-nut, our Herculean hero could accommodate himself to circumstances; as your son says, it has been a lucky wreck for us.

Lucky indeed for him, responded the lady, instantly resuming her knitting, which she generally kept down near her lap, well hidden by the table, while she looked at her visitor and talked, but not very pleasant for those who have lost by it.

Pooh! mother, nobody has lost by it, said Shank in his free-and-easy style. The owners dont lose, because of course it was insured; and the Insurance Companies cant be said to lose, for the value of a small brig will be no more felt by them than the losing of a pin would be felt by yourself; and the captain wont lose  except a few sea-garments and things o that kind  for he has been appointed to another ship already. By the way, mother, that reminds me that Charlie has also got a situation through this lucky wreck, for Captain Stride feels so grateful that he has offered him the situation of supercargo in his new ship.

For once Mrs Leathers knitting-needles came to a sudden stop, and she looked inquiringly at her young friend. So did May.

Have you accepted it?

Well, yes. I have.

Im so sorry, said May; I dont know what Shank will do without you.

At that moment a loud knocking was heard at the door. May rose to open it, and Mrs Leather looked anxiously at her son.

A savage undertoned growl and an unsteady step told all too plainly that the head of the house had returned home.

With sudden interest in worsted fabrics, which he was far from feeling, Charlie Brooke turned his back to the door, and, leaning forward, took up an end of the work with which the knitter was busy.

Thats an extremely pretty pattern, Mrs Leather. Does it take you long to make things of the kind?

Not long; I  I make a good many of them.

She said this with hesitation, and with her eyes fixed on the doorway, through the opening of which her husband thrust a shaggy dishevelled head, with dissipation stamped on a countenance which had evidently been handsome once.

But Charlie saw neither the husbands head nor the poor wifes gaze, for he was still bending over the worsted-work in mild admiration.

Under the impression that he had not been observed, Mr Leather suddenly withdrew his head, and was heard to stumble up-stairs under the guidance of May. Then the bang of a door, followed by a shaking of the slimly-built house, suggested the idea that the poor man had flung himself on his bed.

Shank Leather, said Charlie Brooke, that same night as they strolled on the sea-shore, you gave expression to some sentiments to-day which I highly approved of. One of them was Speak out your mind, and fear nothing! I mean to do so now, and expect that you will not be hurt by my following your advice.

Well! exclaimed Shank, with a dubious glance, for he disliked the seriousness of his friends tone.

Your father began Charlie.

Please dont speak about him, interrupted the other. I know all that you can say. His case is hopeless, and I cant bear to speak about it.

Well, I wont speak about him, though I cannot agree with you that his case is hopeless. But it is yourself that I wish to speak about. You and I are soon to separate; it must be for a good long while  it may be for ever. Now I must speak out my mind before I go. My old playmate, school-fellow, and chum, you have begun to walk in your poor fathers footsteps, and you may be sure that if you dont turn round all your hopes will be blasted  at least for this life  perhaps also for that which is to come. Now dont be angry or hurt, Shank. Remember that you not only encouraged me, but advised me to speak out my mind.

Yes, but I did not advise you to form a false, uncharitable judgment of your chum, returned Leather, with a dash of bitterness in his tone. I admit that Im fond of a social glass, and that I sometimes, though rarely, take a little  a very little  more than, perhaps, is necessary. But that is very different from being a drunkard, which you appear to assume that I am.

Nay, Shank, I dont assume that. What I said was that you are beginning to walk in your dear fathers footsteps. No man ever yet became a drunkard without beginning. And I feel certain that no man ever, when beginning, had the most distant intention or expectation of becoming a drunkard. Your danger, dear old fellow, lies in your not seeing the danger. You admit that you like a social glass. Shank, I candidly make the same admission  I like it,  but after seeing your father, and hearing your defence, the danger has been so deeply impressed on me, that from this hour I resolve, God helping me, never more to taste a social glass.

Well, Charlie, you know yourself best, returned his friend airily, and if you think yourself in so great danger, of course your resolve is a very prudent one; but for myself, I admit that I see no danger, and I dont feel any particular weakness of will in regard to temptation.

Ah, Shank, you remind me of an eccentric old lady I have heard of who was talking with a friend about the difficulties of life. My dear, said the friend, I do find it such a difficult thing to resist temptation  dont you? No, replied the eccentric old lady, I dont, for I never resist temptation, I always give way to it!

I cant quite make out how your anecdote applies to me, Charlie.

Dont you see? You feel no weakness of will in regard to temptation because you never give your will an opportunity of resisting it. You always give way to it. You see, I am speaking out my mind freely  as you have advised!

Yes, and you take the whole of my advice, and fear nothing, else you would not risk a quarrel by doing so. But really, my boy, its of no use your troubling your head on that subject, for I feel quite safe, and I dont mean to give in, so theres an end ont.

Our hero persevered notwithstanding, and for some time longer sought to convince or move his friend both by earnest appeal and light pleasantry, but to all appearance without success, although he reduced him to silence. He left him at last, and went home meditating on the truth of the proverb that a man convinced against his will is of the same opinion still.




Chapter Five.

All Things to All Men.

Under the influence of favouring breezes and bright skies the Walrus swept gaily over the ocean at the beginning of her voyage, with stunsls slow and aloft, royals and sky-scrapers, according to Captain Stride. At least, if these were not the exact words he used, they express pretty well what he meant, namely, a cloud of canvas.

But this felicitous state of things did not last. The tropics were reached, where calms prevailed with roasting heat. The Southern Atlantic was gained, and gales were met with. The celebrated Cape was doubled, and the gales, if we may say so, were trebled. The Indian Ocean was crossed, and the China Seas were entered, where typhoons blew some of the sails to ribbons, and snapped off the topmasts like pipe-stems. Then she sailed into the great Pacific, and for a time the Walrus sported pleasantly among the coral islands.

During all this time, and amid all these changes, Charlie Brooke, true to his character, was the busiest and most active man on board. Not that his own special duties gave him much to do, for, until the vessel should reach port, these were rather light; but our hero  as Stride expressed it must always be doing. If he had not work to do he made it  chiefly in the way of assisting other people. Indeed there was scarcely a man or boy on board who did not have the burden of his toil, whatever it was, lightened in consequence of young Brookes tendency to put his powerful shoulder voluntarily to the wheel. He took the daily observations with the captain, and worked out the ships course during the previous twenty-four hours. He handled the adze and saw with the carpenter, learned to knot and splice, and to sew canvas with the bosns mate, commented learnedly and interestingly on the preparation of food with the cook, and spun yarns with the men on the forecastle, or listened to the long-winded stories of the captain and officers in the cabin. He was a splendid listener, being much more anxious to ascertain exactly the opinions of his friends and mates than to advance his own. Of course it followed that Charlie was a favourite.

With his insatiable desire to acquire information of every kind, he had naturally, when at home, learned a little rough-and-tumble surgery, with a slight smattering of medicine. It was not much, but it proved to be useful as far as it went, and his little knowledge was not dangerous, because he modestly refused to go a single step beyond it in the way of practice, unless, indeed, he was urgently pressed to do so by his patients. In virtue of his attainments, real and supposed, he came to be recognised as the doctor of the ship, for the Walrus carried no medical man.

Look here, Brooke, said the only passenger on board  a youth of somewhat delicate constitution, who was making the voyage for the sake of his health, Ive got horrible toothache. Dyou think you can do anything for me?

Lets have a look at it, said Charlie, with kindly interest, though he felt half inclined to smile at the intensely lugubrious expression of the youths face.

Why, Raywood, that is indeed a bad tooth; nothing that I know of will improve it. Theres a cavern in it big and black enough to call to remembrance the Black Hole of Calcutta! A red-hot wire might destroy the nerve, but I never saw one used, and should not like to try it.

Horrible! exclaimed Raywood. Ive been mad with pain all the morning, and cant afford to be driven madder. Perhaps, somewhere or other in the ship there may be a  a  thingumy.

A whatumy? inquired the other.

A key, or  or  pincers, groaned Raywood, for extracting  oh! man, couldnt you pull it out?

Easily, said Charlie, with a smile. Ive got a pair of forceps  always carry them in case of need, but never use them unless the patient is very bad, and must have it out.

Poor Raywood protested, with another groan, that his was a case in point, and it must come out; so Charlie sought for and found his forceps.

It wont take long, I suppose? said the patient rather nervously, as he opened his mouth.

Oh no. Only a moment or

A fearful yell, followed by a gasp, announced to the whole ships company that a crisis of some sort had been passed by some one, and the expert though amateur dentist congratulated his patient on his deliverance from the enemy.

Only three of the ships company, however, had witnessed the operation. One was Dick Darvall, the seaman who chanced to be steering at the time, and who could see through the open skylight what was being enacted in the cabin. Another was the captain, who stood beside him. The third was the cabin-boy, Will Ward, who chanced to be cleaning some brasses about the skylight at the time, and was transfixed by what we may style delightfully horrible sensations. These three watched the proceedings with profound interest, some sympathy, and not a little amusement.

Mind your helm, Darvall, said the Captain, stifling a laugh as the yell referred to burst on his ears.

Ay, ay, sir, responded the seaman, bringing his mind back to his duty, as he bestowed a wink on the brass-polishing cabin-boy.

Hes up to everything, said Darvall in a low voice, referring to our hero.

From pitch-and-toss to manslaughter, responded the boy, with a broad grin.

I do believe, Mr Brooke, that you can turn your hand to anything, said Captain Stride, as Charlie came on deck a few minutes later. Did you ever study doctoring or surgery?

Not regularly, answered Charlie; but occasionally Ive had the chance of visiting hospitals and dissecting-rooms, besides hearing lectures on anatomy, and I have taken advantage of my opportunities. Besides, Im fond of mechanics; and tooth-drawing is somewhat mechanical. Of course I make no pretension to a knowledge of regular dentistry, which involves, I believe, a scientific and prolonged education.

May be so, Mr Brooke, returned the captain, but your knowledge seems deep and extensive enough to me, for, except in the matter o navigation, I havent myself had much schoolin, but I do like to see a fellow that can use his hands. As I said to my missus, not two days before I left er: Maggie, says I, a man that cant turn his hands to anything aint worth his salt. For why? Hes useless at sea, an, by consequence, cant be of much value on land.

Your reasoning is unanswerable, returned Charlie, with a laugh.

Not so sure o that, rejoined the captain, with a modestly dubious shake of his head; leastwise, however unanswerable it may be, my missus always manages to answer it  somehow.

At that moment one of the sailors came aft to relieve the man-at-the-wheel.

Dick Darvall was a grave, tall, dark, and handsome man of about five-and-twenty, with a huge black beard, as fine a seaman as one could wish to see standing at a ships helm, but he limped when he left his post and went forward.

Hows the leg to-day, Darvall! asked young Brooke, as the man passed.

Better, sir, thankee.

Thats well. Ill change the dressing in half-an-hour. Dont disturb it till I come.

Thankee, sir, I wont.

Now then, Raywood, said Charlie, descending to the cabin, where his patient was already busy reading Maurys Physical Geography of the Sea, lets have a look at the gum.

Oh, its all right, said Raywood. Dyou know, I think one of the uses of severe pain is to make one inexpressibly thankful for the mere absence of it. Of course there is a little sensation of pain left, which might make me growl at other times, but that positively feels comfortable now by contrast!

There is profound sagacity in your observations, returned Charlie, as he gave the gum a squeeze that for a moment or two removed the comfort; there, now, dont suck it, else youll renew the bleeding. Keep your mouth shut.

With this caution the amateur dentist left the cabin, and proceeded to the fore-part of the vessel. In passing the stewards pantry a youthful voice arrested him.

Oh, please, sir, said Will Ward, the cabin-boy, advancing with a slate in his hand, I cant make out the sum you set me yesterday, an Im quite sure Ive tried and tried as hard as ever I could to understand it.

Let me see, said his friend, taking the slate and sitting down on a locker. Have you read over the rule carefully?

Yes, sir, I have, a dozen times at least, but it wont come right, answered the boy, with wrinkles enough on his young brow to indicate the very depths of puzzlement.

Fetch the book, Will, and lets examine it.

The book was brought, and at his teachers request the boy read:  

Add the interest to the principal, and then multiply by

Multiply? said Charlie, interrupting. Look!

He pointed to the sum on the slate, and repeated multiply.

Oh! exclaimed the cabin-boy, with a gasp of relief and wide-open eyes, Ive divided!

Thats so, Will, and theres a considerable difference between division and multiplication, as youll find all through life, remarked the teacher, with a peculiar lift of his eyebrows, as he handed back the slate and went on his way.

More than once in his progress forard he was arrested by men who wished hint to give advice, or clear up difficulties in reference to subjects which his encouragement or example had induced them to take up, and to these claims on his attention or assistance he accorded such a ready and cheerful response that his pupils felt it to be a positive pleasure to appeal to him, though they each professed to regret giving him trouble. The boatswain, who was an amiable though gruff man in his way, expressed pretty well the feelings of the ships company towards our hero when he said: I tell you, mates, Id sooner be rubbed up the wrong way, an kicked down the fore hatch by Mr Brooke, than Id be smoothed or buttered by anybody else.

At last the focsl was reached, and there our surgeon found his patient, Dick Darvall, awaiting him. The stout seamans leg had been severely bruised by a block which had fallen from aloft and struck it during one of the recent gales.

A good deal better to-day, said Charlie. Does it pain you much?

Not nearly as much as it did yesterday, sir. Its my opinion that Ill be all right in a day or two. Seems to me outrageous to make so much ado about it.

If we didnt take care of it, my man, it might cost you your limb, and we cant afford to bury such a well-made member before its time! You must give it perfect rest for a day or two. Ill speak to the captain about it.

Id rather you didnt, sir, objected the seaman. I feel able enough to go about, and my matesll think Im shirkin dooty.

Theres not a man a-board asll think that o Dick Darvall, growled the boatswain, who had just entered and heard the last remark.

Right, bosn, said Brooke, you have well expressed the thought that came into my own head.

Have ye seen Samson yet, sir? asked the boatswain, with an unusually grave look.

No; I was just going to inquire about him. No worse, I hope?

I think he is, sir. Seems to me that he aint long for this world. The lifes bin too much for him: he never was cut out for a sailor, an he takes things so much to heart that I do believe worry is doin more than work to drive him on the rocks.

Ill go and see him at once, said our hero.

Fred Samson, the sick man referred to, had been put into a swing-cot in a berth amidships to give him as much rest as possible. To all appearance he was slowly dying of consumption. When Brooke entered he was leaning on one elbow, gazing wistfully through the port-hole close to his head. His countenance, on which the stamp of death was evidently imprinted, was unusually refined for one in his station in life.

Im glad you have come, Mr Brooke, he said slowly, as his visitor advanced and took his thin hand.

My poor fellow, said Charlie, in a tone of low but tender sympathy, I wish with all my heart I could do you any good.

The sight of your kind face does me good, returned the sailor, with a pause for breath between almost every other word. I dont want you to doctor me any more. I feel that Im past that, but I want to give you a message and a packet for my mother. Of course you will be in London when you return to England. Will you find her out and deliver the packet? It contains only the Testament she gave me at parting and a letter.

My dear fellow  you may depend on me, replied Brooke earnestly. Where does she live?

In Whitechapel. The full address is on the packet. The letter enclosed tells all that I have to say.

But you spoke of a message, said Brooke, seeing that he paused and shut his eyes.

Yes, yes, returned the dying man eagerly, I forgot. Give her my dear love, and say that my last thoughts were of herself and God. She always feared that I was trusting too much in myself  in my own good resolutions and reformation; so I have been  but thats past. Tell her that God in His mercy has snapped that broken reed altogether, and enabled me to rest my soul on Jesus.

As the dying man was much exhausted by his efforts to speak, his visitor refrained from asking more questions. He merely whispered a comforting text of Scripture and left him apparently sinking into a state of repose.

Then, having bandaged the finger of a man who had carelessly cut himself while using his knife aloft, Charlie returned to the cabin to continue an interrupted discussion with the first mate on the subject of astronomy.

From all which it will be seen that our heros tendencies inclined him to be as much as possible all things to all men.




Chapter Six.

Disaster, Starvation, and Death.

The least observant of mortals must have frequently been impressed with the fact that events and incidents of an apparently trifling description often lead to momentous  sometimes tremendous  results.

Soon after the occurrence of the incidents referred to in the last chapter, a colony of busy workers in the Pacific Ocean were drawing towards the completion of a building on which they had been engaged for a long time. Like some lighthouses this building had its foundations on a rock at the bottom of the sea. Steadily, perseveringly, and with little cessation, the workers had toiled for years. They were small insignificant creatures, each being bent on simply performing the little bit of work which he, she, or it had been created to do probably without knowing or caring what the result might be, and then ending his, her, or its modest labours with life. It was when this marine building had risen to within eight or ten feet of the surface of the sea that the Walrus chanced to draw near to it, but no one on board was aware of the existence of that coral-reef, for up to the period we write of it had failed to attract the attention of chart-makers.

The vessel was bowling along at a moderate rate over a calm sea, for the light breeze overhead that failed to ruffle the water filled her topsails. Had the wind been stormy a line of breakers would have indicated the dangerous reef. As it was there was nothing to tell that the good ship was rushing on her doom till she struck with a violent shock and remained fast.

Of course Captain Stride was equal to the emergency. By the quiet decision with which he went about and gave his orders he calmed the fears of such of his crew as were apt to lose their heads in the midst of sudden catastrophe.

Lower away the boats, lads. Well get her off right a way, he said, in a quick but quiet tone.

Charlie Brooke, being a strong believer in strict discipline, at once ran to obey the order, accompanied by the most active among the men, while others ran to slack off the sheets and lower the topsails.

In a few minutes nearly all the men were in the boats, with hawsers fixed to the stern of the vessel, doing their uttermost to pull her off.

Charlie had been ordered to remain on deck when the crew took to the boats.

Come here, Mr Brooke, I want you, said the Captain, leading his young friend to the taffrail. Its pretty clear to me that the poor old Walrus is done for

I sincerely hope not sir, said Charlie, with anxious looks.

A short time will settle the question, returned the Captain, with unwonted gravity. If she dont move in a few minutes, Ill try what heaving out some o the cargo will do. As supercargo, you know where its all stowed, so, if youll pint out to me which is the least valooable, an at the same time heaviest part of it, Ill send the mate and four men to git it on deck. But to tell you the truth even if we do git her off I dont think shell float. Shes an oldish craft, not fit to have her bottom rasped on coral rocks. But well soon see.

Charlie could not help observing that there was something peculiarly sad in the tone of the old mans voice. Whether it was that the poor captain knew the case to be utterly hopeless, or that he was overwhelmed by this calamity coming upon him so soon after the wreck of his last ship, Charlie could not tell, but he had no time to think, for after he had pointed out to the mate the bales that could be most easily spared he was again summoned aft.

She dont move, said the captain, gloomily. We must git the boats ready, for if it comes on to blow only a little harder well have to take to em. So do you and the stooard putt your heads together an git up as much provisions as you think the boats will safely carry. Only necessaries, of course, an take plenty o water. Ill see to it that charts, compasses, canvas, and other odds and ends are ready.

Again young Brooke went off, without saying a word, to carry out his instructions. Meanwhile one of the boats was recalled, and her crew set to lighten the ship by heaving part of the cargo overboard. Still the Walrus remained immovable on the reef, for the force with which she struck had sent her high upon it.

If we have to take to the boats, sir, said Charlie, when he was disengaged, it may be well to put some medicines on board, for poor Samson will

Ay, ay, do so, lad, said the captain, interrupting; Ive been thinkin o that, an you may as well rig up some sort o couch for the poor fellow in the long-boat, for I mean to take him along wi myself.

Are you so sure, then, that there is no chance of our getting her off?

Quite sure. Look there. He pointed, as he spoke, to the horizon to windward, where a line of cloud rested on the sea. Thatll not be long o comin here. It wont blow very hard, but itll be hard enough to smash the old Walrus to bits. If youve got any valooables aboard that youd rather not lose, youd better stuff em in your pockets now. When things come to the wust mind your helm, an look out as I used to say to my missus

He stopped abruptly and turned away. Evidently the thought of the missus was too much for him just then.

Charlie Brooke hurried off to visit the sick man, and prepare him for the sad change in his position that had now become unavoidable. But another visitor had been to see the invalid before him. Entering the berth softly, and with a quiet look, so as not to agitate the patient needlessly, he found to his regret, though not surprise, that poor Fred Samson was dead. There was a smile on the pale face, which was turned towards the port window, as if the dying man had been taking a last look of the sea and sky when Death laid a hand gently on his brow and smoothed away the wrinkles of suffering and care. A letter from his mother, held tightly in one hand and pressed upon his breast told eloquently what was the subject of his last thoughts.

Charlie cut a lock of hair from the sailors brow with his clasp-knife, and, taking the letter gently from the dead hand, wrapped it therein.

Theres no time to bury him now. His berth must be the poor fellows coffin, said Captain Stride, when the death was reported to him. The swell o the coming squall has reached us already. Look alive wi the boats, men!

By that time the rising swell was in truth lifting the vessel every few seconds and letting her down with a soft thud on the coral reef. It soon became evident to every one on board that the Walrus had not many hours to live  perhaps not many minutes  for the squall to which the Captain had referred was rapidly bearing down, and each successive thud became more violent than the previous one. Knowing their danger full well, the men worked with a will and in a few minutes three boats, well provisioned, were floating on the sea.

The need for haste soon became apparent, for the depth of water alongside was so insufficient that the long-boat  drawing as she did considerably more water than the others  touched twice when the swells let her drop into their hollows.

It was arranged that Charlie should go in the long-boat with the captain, Raywood the passenger, and ten men of the crew. The remainder were to be divided between the other two boats which were to be in charge of the first and second officers respectively.

Jump in, Brooke, cried the Captain, as he sat in the stern-sheets looking up at our hero, who was busily engaged assisting the first mate to complete the arrangements of his boat, weve struck twice already. I must shove off. Is Raywood ready?

Hes in the cabin looking for something, sir; Ill run and fetch him.

Stay! Weve touched again! shouted the Captain. You an Raywood can come off with one o the other boats. Ill take you on board when in deep water  shove off, lads.

Jump in with me, sir, said the first mate, as he hastily descended the side.

Come along, Raywood, shouted Charlie, as he followed. No time to lose!

The passenger rushed on deck, scrambled down the side, and took his seat beside Charlie, just as the long threatened squall burst upon them.

The painter was cut, and they drifted into deep water with the second mates boat, which had already cast off.

Fortunate was it for the whole crew that Captain Stride had provided for every emergency, and that, among other safeguards, he had put several tarpaulins into each boat, for with these they were enabled to form a covering which turned off the waves and prevented their being swamped. The squall turned out to be a very severe one, and in the midst of it the three boats were so far separated that the prospect of their being able to draw together again until evening was very remote. Indeed the waves soon ran so high that it required the utmost attention of each steersman to keep his craft afloat, and when at last the light began to fade the boats were almost out of sight of each other.

No chance, I fear, of our ever meeting again, remarked the mate, as he cast a wistful look at the southern horizon where the sail of the long-boat could be barely seen like the wing of a sea-gull. Your lot has been cast with us, Mr Brooke, so youll have to make the best of it.

I always try to make the best of things, replied Charlie. My chief regret at present is that Raywood and I, being two extra hands, will help to consume your provisions too fast.

Luckily my appetite is a poor one, said Raywood, with a faint smile; and its not likely to improve in the circumstances.

Im not so sure o that sir, returned the mate, with an air that was meant to be reassuring; fresh air and exposure have effected wonders before now in the matter of health  so they say. Another pull on the halyards, Dick; that looks like a fresh squall. Mind your sheets, Will Ward.

A prompt Ay, ay, sir from Dick Darvall and the cabin-boy showed that each was alive to the importance of the duty required of him, while the other men  of whom there were six  busied themselves in making the tarpaulin coverings more secure, or in baling out the water which, in spite of them, had found its way into the boat.

Charlie rose and seated himself on the thwart beside the fine-looking seaman Dick Darvall, so as to have a clearer view ahead under the sail.

Long-boat nowhere to be seen now, he murmured half to himself after a long look.

No, sir  nor the other boat either, said Darvall in a quiet voice. We shall never see em no more.

I hope you are wrong, returned Charlie; indeed I feel sure that the weather will clear during the night, and that we shall find both boats becalmed not far off.

Maybe so, sir, rejoined the sailor, in the tone of one willing to be, but not yet, convinced.

Our hero was right as to the first, but not as to the second, point. The weather did clear during the night, but when the sun arose next morning on a comparatively calm sea neither of the other boats was to be seen. In fact every object that could arrest the eye had vanished from the scene, leaving only a great circular shield of blue, of which their tiny craft formed the centre.




Chapter Seven.

Adrift on the Sea.

You are ill, Will Ward, was Dick Darvalls first remark when there was sufficient daylight to distinguish faces.

Youre another! was the cabin-boys quick, facetious retort, which caused Darvall to smile and had the effect of rousing the half-sleeping crew.

But you are ill, my boy, repeated the seaman earnestly.

No, Dick, not exactly ill, returned Will, with a faint smile, but Im queer.

Each man had spent that stormy night on the particular thwart on which he had chanced to sit down when he first entered the boat, so that all were looking more or less weary, but seamen are used to uncomfortable and interrupted slumbers. They soon roused themselves and began to look about and make a few comments on the weather. Some, recurring naturally to their beloved indulgence, pulled out their pipes and filled them.

Have ee a light, Jim? asked a rugged man, in a sleepy tone, of a comrade behind him.

No, Jack, I havent answered Jim, in a less sleepy tone, slapping all his pockets and thrusting his hands into them.

Have you, Dick? asked the rugged man in some anxiety.

No, I havent, replied Darvall, in a very serious voice, as he also took to slapping his pockets; no  nor baccy!

It was curious to note at this point how every seaman in that boat became suddenly sympathetic and wide awake, and took to hasty, anxious examination of all his pockets  vest jacket, and trousers. The result was the discovery of a good many clay pipes, more or less blackened and shortened, with a few plugs of tobacco, but not a single match, either fusee or congreve. The men looked at each other with something akin to despair.

Was no matches putt on board wi the grub an other things? asked Jim in a solemn tone.

And no tobacco? inquired the mate.

No one could answer in the affirmative. A general sigh  like a miniature squall  burst from the sailors, and relieved them a little. Jim put his pipe between his lips, and meekly began, if we may say so, to smoke his tobacco dry. At an order from the mate the men got out the oars and began to pull, for there was barely enough wind to fill the sail.

No rest for us, lads, cept when it blows, said the mate. The nearest land that I know of is five hundred miles off as the crow flies. Weve got a compass by good luck, so we can make for it, but the grub on board wont hold out for quarter o that distance, so, unless we fall in with a ship, or fish jump aboard of us, ye know whats before us.

Have we any spirits aboard? asked the rugged man, in a growling, somewhat sulky, voice.

Hear  hear! exclaimed Jim.

No, Jack, returned the mate; at least not for the purpose o lettin you have a short life an a merry one. Now, look here, men: it has pleased Providence to putt you an me in something of a fix, and I shouldnt wonder if we was to have some stiffish experiences before we see the end of it. It has also pleased Providence to putt me here in command. You know Im not given to boastin, but there are times when it is advisable to have plain speakin. There is a small supply of spirits aboard, and I just want to tell ee  merely as a piece of useful information, and to prevent any chance o future trouble  that as Ive got charge o them spirits I mean to keep charge of em.

The mate spoke in a low, soft voice, without the slightest appearance of threat or determination in his manner, but as he concluded he unbuttoned his pilot-cloth coat and pointed to the butt of a revolver which protruded from one of his vest pockets.

The men made no reply, but instinctively glanced at the two biggest and strongest men in the boat. These were Charlie Brooke and Dick Darvall. Obviously, before committing themselves further, they wished, if possible, to read in the faces of these two what they thought of the mates speech. They failed to read much, if anything at all, for Charlies eyes were fixed in dreamy expressionless abstraction on the horizon, and Dick was gazing up into the clouds, with a look of intense benignity  suggesting that he was holding pleasant intercourse with any celestial creatures who might be resident there.

Without a word the whole crew bent to their oars, and resigned themselves to the inevitable. Perhaps if each man had expressed his true feelings at that moment he would have said that he was glad to know there was a firm hand at the helm. For there are few things more uncomfortable in any community, large or small, than the absence of discipline, or the presence of a weak will in a position of power.

But I say, Will, remarked Darvall, who pulled the stroke-oar, you really do look ill. Is anything the matter with ee?

Nothin, Dick; cept that Im tired, answered the cabin-boy.

Breakfast will put that right said our hero in an encouraging tone. Lets feel your pulse. Hm. Well, might be slower. Come, Captain, he added, giving the mate his new title as he turned to him, will you allow me to prescribe breakfast for this patient?

Certainly, Doctor, returned the mate cheerily. Come, lads, well all have breakfast together.

In a few minutes the biscuit and salt junk barrels were opened, and the mate measured out an exactly equal proportion of food to each man. Then, following the example of a celebrated commander, and in order to prevent dissatisfaction on the part of any with his portion, he caused one of the men to turn his back on the food, and, pointing to one of the portions said, Who shall have this?

The Doctor, sir, returned the man promptly.

The portion was immediately handed to Charlie Brooke amid a general laugh.

Thus every portion was disposed of, and the men sat down to eat in good humour, in spite of the too evident fact that they had been at once placed on short allowance, for, when each had finished, he assuredly wished for more, though no one ventured to give expression to the wish.

The only exception was the little cabin-boy, who made a brave attempt to eat, but utterly failed at the second mouthful.

Come, Will, said Charlie in a kindly tone, pretending to misunderstand the state of matters, dont try to deceive yourself by prolonging your breakfast. That wont make more of it. See, here, Im not up to eating much to-day, somehow, so Ill be greatly obliged if you will dispose of half of mine as well as your own. Next time I am hungry, and you are not, Ill expect you to do the same.

But Will Ward could not be thus induced to eat. He was really ill, and before night was in a high fever. You may be sure that Dr Brooke, as every one now called him, did his best to help the little sufferer, but, of course, he could do very little, for all the medicines which he had prepared had been put into the long-boat, and, in a small open boat with no comforts, no medicines, and on short allowance of food, little could be done, except to give the boy a space of the floor on which to lie, to shield him from spray, and to cover him with blankets.

For a week the boat was carried over the sea by a fresh, steady breeze, during which time the sun shone out frequently, so that things seemed not so wretched as one might suppose to the shipwrecked mariners. Of course the poor cabin-boy was an exception. Although his feverish attack was a slight one he felt very weak and miserable after it. His appetite began to return, however, and it was evident that the short daily allowance would be insufficient for him. When this point was reached Dick Darvall one day, when rations were being served out, ventured to deliver an opinion.

Captain and mates all, he said, while a sort of bashful smile played upon his sunburnt features, it do seem to me that we should agree, each man, to give up a share of our rations to little Will Ward, so that he may be able to feed up a bit an git the better o this here sickness. We wont feel the want of such a little crumb each, an hell be ever so much the better for it.

Agreed, chorused the men, apparently without exception.

All right, lads, said the mate, while a rare smile lighted up for a moment his usually stern countenance; when the need for such self-denial comes Ill call on ye to exercise it, but it aint called for yet, because Ive been lookin after the interests o Will Ward while hes been ill. Justice, you see, stands first o the virtues in my mind, an its my opinion that it wouldnt be justice, but something very much the reverse, if we were to rob the poor boy of his victuals just because he couldnt eat them.

Right you are, sir, interposed Dick Darvall.

Well, then, holdin these views, continued the mate, I have put aside Will Wards share every time the rations were served, so heres what belongs to him  in this keg for the meat, and this bag for the biscuit  ready for him to fall-to whenever his twist is strong enough.

There were marks of hearty approval, mingled with laughter, among the men on hearing this, but they stopped abruptly and listened for more on observing a perplexed look on their leaders face.

But theres something that puzzles me about it, lads, resumed the mate, and it is this, that the grub has somehow accumulated faster than I can account for, considering the smallness o the addition to the lot each time.

On hearing this the men were a little surprised, but Charlie Brooke burst into a short laugh.

What! he exclaimed, you dont mean to say that the victuals have taken root and begun to grow, do you?

I dont mean to say anything, returned the mate quietly; but Im inclined to think a good deal if youve no objection, Doctor.

How dee feel now, Will? said Charlie, stooping forward at the moment, for he observed that the boy  whose bed was on the floor at his feet  had moved, and was gazing up at him with eyes that seemed to have grown enormously since their owner fell sick.

I feel queer  and  and  Im inclined to think, too, returned Will in a faint voice.

Nothing more was said at that time, for a sudden shift in the wind necessitated a shift of the sail, but Dick Darvall nodded his head significantly, and it came to be understood that Doctor Brooke had regularly robbed himself of part of his meagre allowance in order to increase the store of the cabin-boy. Whether they were right in this conjecture has never been distinctly ascertained. But all attempts to benefit the boy were soon after frustrated, for, while life was little more than trembling in the balance with Will Ward, a gale burst upon them which sealed his fate.

It was not the rougher motion of the boat that did it, for the boy was used to that; nor the flashing of the salt spray inboard, for his comrades guarded him to some extent from that. During the alarm caused by a wave which nearly swamped the boat two of the crew in their panic seized the first things that came to hand and flung them overboard to prevent their sinking, while the rest baled with cans and sou-westers for their lives. The portion of lading thus sacrificed turned out to be the staff of life  the casks of biscuit and pork!

It was a terrible shock to these unfortunates when the full extent of the calamity was understood, and the firmness of the mate, with a sight of the revolvers alone prevented summary vengeance being executed on the wretched men who had acted so hastily in their blind terror.

Only a small keg of biscuit remained to them. This was soon expended, and then the process of absolute starvation began. Every nook and cranny of the boat was searched again and again in the hope of something eatable being found, but only a small pot of lard  intended probably to grease the tackling  was discovered. With a dreadful expression in their eyes some of the men glared at it, and there would, no doubt, have been a deadly struggle for it if the mate had not said, Fetch it here, in a voice which none dared to disobey.

It formed but a mouthful to each, yet the poor fellows devoured it with the greed of ravening wolves, and carefully licked their fingers when it was done. The little cabin-boy had three portions allotted to him, because Charlie Brooke and Dick Darvall added their allowance to his without allowing him to be aware of the fact.

But the extra allowance and kindness, although they added greatly to his comfort, could not stay the hand of Death. Slowly but surely the Destroyer came and claimed the young life. It was a sweet, calm evening when the summons came. The sea was like glass, with only that long, gentle swell which tells even in the profoundest calm of Oceans instability. The sky was intensely blue, save on the western horizon, where the sun turned it into gold. It seemed as if all Nature were quietly indifferent to the sufferings of the shipwrecked men, some of whom had reached that terrible condition of starvation when all the softer feelings of humanity seem dead, for, although no whisper of their intention passed their lips, their looks told all too plainly that they awaited the death of the cabin-boy with impatience, that they might appease the intolerable pangs of hunger by resorting to cannibalism.

Charlie Brooke, who had been comforting the dying lad all day, and whispering to him words of consolation from Gods book from time to time, knew well what those looks meant. So did the mate, who sat grim, gaunt and silent at his post, taking no notice apparently of what went on around him. Fortunately the poor boy was too far gone to observe the looks of his mates.

There was a can of paraffin oil, which had been thrown into the boat under the impression that it was something else. This had been avoided hitherto by the starving men, who deemed it to be poisonous. That evening the man called Jim lost control of himself, seized the can, and took a long draught of the oil. Whether it was the effect of that we cannot tell, but it seemed to drive him mad, for no sooner had he swallowed it than he uttered a wild shout, drew his knife, sprang up and leaped towards the place where the cabin-boy lay.

The mate, who had foreseen something of the kind, drew and levelled his revolver, but before he could fire Charlie had caught the uplifted arm, wrested the knife from the man, and thrust him violently back. Thus foiled Jim sprang up again and with a maniacs yell leaped into the sea, and swam resolutely away.

Even in their dire extremity the sailors could not see a comrade perish with indifference. They jumped up, hastily got out the oars, and pulled after him, but their arms were very weak; before they could overtake him the man had sunk to rise no more.

It was while this scene was being enacted that the spirit of the cabin-boy passed away. On ascertaining that he was dead Charlie covered him with a tarpaulin where he lay, but no word was uttered by any one, and the mate, with revolver still in hand, sat there  grim and silent  holding the tiller as if steering, and gazing sternly on the horizon. Yet it was not difficult to divine the thoughts of those unhappy and sorely tried men. Some by their savage glare at the cover that concealed the dead body showed plainly their dreadful desires. Brooke, Darvall, and the mate showed as clearly by their compressed lips and stern brows that they would resist any attempt to gratify these.

Suddenly the mates brow cleared, and his eyes opened wide as he muttered, under his breath, A sail!

A sail! a sail! shrieked the man in the bow at the same moment, as he leaped up and tried to cheer, but he only gasped and fell back in a swoon into a comrades arms.

It was indeed a sail, which soon grew larger, and ere long a ship was descried bearing straight towards them before a very light breeze. In less than an hour the castaways stood upon her deck  saved.




Chapter Eight.

Ingratitude.

A year or more passed away, and then there came a cablegram from New York to Jacob Crossley, Esquire, from Captain Stride. The old gentleman was at breakfast when he received it, and his housekeeper, Mrs Bland, was in the act of setting before him a dish of buttered toast when he opened the envelope. At the first glance he started up, overturned his cup of coffee, without paying the least attention to the fact, and exclaimed with emphasis As I expected. It is lost!

Ow could you expect it, sir, to be anythink else, wen youve sent it all over the table-cloth? said Mrs Bland, in some surprise.

It is not that, Mrs Bland, said Mr Crossley, in a hurried manner; it is my ship the Walrus. Of course I knew long ago that it must have been lost, continued the old gentleman, speaking his thoughts more to himself than to the housekeeper, who was carefully spooning up the spilt coffee, but the best of it is that the Captain has escaped.

Well, Im sure, sir, said Mrs Bland, condescending to be interested, and to ignore, if not to forget, the coffee, Im very glad to ear it, sir, for Captain Stride is a pleasant cheery sort of man, and would be agreeable company if e didnt use so much sea-langwidge, and speak so much of is missis. An Im glad to ear it too, sir, on account o that fine young man that sailed with im  Mr Book, I think, was

No, Mrs Bland, it was Brooke; but thats the worst of the business, said the old gentleman; Im not quite sure whether young Brooke is among the saved. Here is what the telegram says:  

From Captain Stride to Jacob Crossley. Just arrived, (thats in New York, Mrs Bland); Walrus lost. All hands left her in three boats.

Our boat made uninhabited island, and knocked to pieces. Eight months on the island. Rescued by American barque. Fate of other boats unknown. Will be home within a couple of weeks.

Why, it sounds like Robinson Crusoe, sir, dont it? which I read when I was quite a gurl, but I dont believe it myself though they do say its all true. Young Mr Leather will be glad to ear the good noos of is friend

But this is not good news of his friend; it is only uncertain news, interrupted the old gentleman quickly. Now I think of it, Mrs Bland, Mr Leather is to call here by appointment this very morning, so you must be particularly careful not to say a word to him about this telegram, or Captain Stride, or anything I have told you about the lost ship  you understand, Mrs Bland?

Certainly, sir, said the housekeeper, somewhat hurt by the doubt thus implied as to the capacity of her understanding. Shall I bring you some more toast, sir? she added, with the virtuous feeling that by this question she was returning good for evil.

No, thank you. Now, Mrs Bland, dont forget. Not a word about this to any one.

Ooks an red-ot pincers wouldnt draw a syllable out of me, sir, returned the good woman, departing with an offended air, and leaving her master to understand that, in her opinion, such instruments might have a very different effect upon him.

Ass that I was to speak of it to her at all, muttered Mr Crossley, walking up and down the room with spectacles on forehead, and with both hands in his trousers-pockets creating disturbance among the keys and coppers. I might have known that she could not hold her tongue. It would never do to let Mrs Brooke remain on the tenter-hooks till Stride comes home to clear the matter up. Poor Mrs Brooke! No wonder she is almost broken down. This hoping against hope is so wearing. And shes so lonely. To be sure, sweet May Leather runs out and in like a beam of sunshine; but it must be hard, very hard, to lose an only son in this way. It would be almost better to know that he was dead. Hm! and theres that good-for-nothing Shank. The rascal! and yet hes not absolutely good for nothing  if he would only give up drink. Well, while theres life theres hope, thank God! Ill give him another trial.

The old mans brow was severely wrinkled while he indulged in these mutterings, but it cleared, and a kindly look beamed on his countenance as he gave vent to the last expression.

Just then the door bell rang. Mr Crossley resumed the grave look that was habitual to hint and next minute Shank Leather was ushered into the room.

The youth was considerably changed since we last met him. The year which had passed had developed him into a man, and clothed his upper lip with something visible to the naked eye. It had also lengthened his limbs, deepened his chest, and broadened his shoulders. But here the change for the better ended. In that space of time there had come over him a decided air of dissipation, and the freshness suitable to youth had disappeared.

With a look that was somewhat defiant he entered the room and looked boldly at his employer.

Be seated, Mr Leather, said the old gentleman in a voice so soft that the young man evidently felt abashed, but he as evidently steeled himself against better feelings, for he replied  

Thank you, Mr Crossley, Id rather stand.

As you please, returned the other, restraining himself. I sent for you, Mr Leather, to tell you that I have heard with sincere regret of your last outbreak, and

Yes, sir, said Shank, rudely interrupting, and I came here not so much to hear what you have to say about my outbreak  as you are pleased to style a little jollification  as to tell you that you had better provide yourself with another clerk, for I dont intend to return to your office. Ive got a better situation.

Oh, indeed! exclaimed Crossley in surprise.

Yes, indeed, replied Shank insolently.

It was evident that the youth was, even at that moment, under the influence of his great enemy, else his better feelings would have prevented him from speaking so rudely to a man who had never shown him anything but kindness. But he was nettled by some of his bad companions having taunted him with his slavery to his besetting sin, and had responded to Mr Crossleys summons under the impression that he was going to get what he styled a wigging. He was therefore taken somewhat aback when the old gentleman replied to his last remark gently.

I congratulate you, Mr Leather, on getting a better situation (if it really should turn out to be better), and I sincerely hope it may  for your mothers sake as well as your own. This therefore disposes of part of my object in asking you to call  which was to say that I meant to pass over this offence and retain you in my employment. But it does not supersede the necessity of my urging you earnestly to give up drink, not so much on the ground that it will surely lead you to destruction as on the consideration that it grieves the loving Father who has bestowed on you the very powers of enjoyment which you are now prostituting, and who is at this moment holding out His hands to you and waiting to be gracious.

The old man stopped abruptly, and Shank stood with eyes fixed on the floor and frowning brow.

Have you anything more to say to me? asked Mr Crossley.

Nothing.

Then good-morning. As I can do nothing else to serve you, I will pray for you.

Shank found himself in the street with feelings of surprise strong upon him.

Pray for me! he muttered, as he walked slowly along. It never occurred to me before that he prayed at all! The old humbug has more need to pray for himself!




Chapter Nine.

Shank Reveals Something More of his Character.

Taking his way to the railway station Shank Leather found himself ere long at his mothers door.

He entered without knocking.

Shank! exclaimed Mrs Leather and May in the same breath.

Ay, mother, its me. A bad shilling, they say, always turns up. I always turn up, therefore I am a bad shilling! Sound logic that, eh, May?

Im glad to see you, dear Shank, said careworn Mrs Leather, laying her knitting-needles on the table; you know Im always glad to see you, but Im naturally surprised, for this visit is out of your regular time.

Has anything happened? asked May anxiously. And May looked very sweet, almost pretty, when she was anxious. A year had refined her features, developed her mind and body, and almost converted her into a little woman. Indeed, mentally, she had become more of a woman than many girls in her neighbourhood who were much older. This was in all likelihood one of the good consequences of adversity.

Ay, May, something has happened, answered the youth, flinging himself gaily into an arm-chair and stretching out his legs towards the fire; I have thrown up my situation. Struck work. Thats all.

Shank!

Just so. Dont look so horrified, mother; youve no occasion to, for I have the offer of a better situation. Besides  ha! ha! old Crossley  close-fisted, crabbed, money-making, skin-flint old Crossley  is going to pray for me. Think o that, mother  going to pray for me!

Shank, dear boy, returned his mother, dont jest about religious things.

You dont call old Crossley a religious thing, do you? Why, mother, I thought you had more respect for him than that comes to; you ought at least to consider his years!

Come, Shank, returned Mrs Leather, with a deprecating smile, be a good boy and tell me what you mean  and about this new situation.

I just mean that my friend and chum and old schoolfellow Ralph Ritson  jovial, dashing, musical, handsome Ralph  you remember him  has got me a situation in California.

Ralph Ritson? repeated Mrs Leather, with a little sigh and an uneasy glance at her daughter, whose face had flushed at the mention of the youths name.

Yes, continued Shank, in a graver tone, for he had observed the flush on Mays face. Ralphs father, who is manager of a gold mine in California, has asked his son to go out and assist him at a good salary, and to take a clerk out with him  a stout vigorous fellow, well up in figures, book-keeping, carpenting, etcetera, and ready to turn his hand to anything, and Ralph has chosen me! What dee think o that?

From her silence and expression it was evident that the poor ladys thoughts were not quite what her son had hoped.

Why dont you congratulate me, mother? he asked, somewhat petulantly.

Would it not be almost premature, she replied, with a forced smile, to congratulate you before I know anything about the salary or the prospects held out to you? Besides, I cannot feel as enthusiastic about your friend Ralph as you do. I dont doubt that he is a well-meaning youth, but he is reckless. If he had only been a man like your former friend, poor Charlie Brooke, it would have been different, but

Well, mother, its of no use wishing somebody to be like somebody else. We must just take folk as we find them, and I find Ralph Ritson a remarkably fine, sensible fellow, who has a proper appreciation of his friends. And hes not a bad fellow. He and Charlie Brooke were fond of each other when we were all schoolboys together  at least he was fond of Charlie, like everybody else. But whether we like him or not does not matter now, for the thing is fixed. I have accepted his offer, and thrown old Jacob overboard.

Dear Shank, dont be angry if I am slow to appreciate this offer, said the poor lady, laying aside her knitting and clasping her hands before her on the table, as she looked earnestly into her sons face, but you must see that it has come on me very suddenly, and Im so sorry to hear that you have parted with good old Mr Crossley in anger

We didnt part in anger, interrupted Shank. We were only a little less sweet on each other than usual. There was no absolute quarrel. Dyou think hed have promised to pray for me if there was?

Have you spoken yet to your father? asked the lady.

How could I? Ive not seen him since the thing was settled. Besides, whats the use? He can do nothing for me, an dont care a button what I do or where I go.

You are wrong, Shank, in thinking so. I know that he cares for you very much indeed. If he can do nothing for you now, he has at least given you your education, without which you could not do much for yourself.

Well, of course I shall tell him whenever I see him, returned the youth, somewhat softened; and Im aware he has a sort of sneaking fondness for me; but Im not going to ask his advice, because he knows nothing about the business. Besides, mother, I am old enough to judge for myself, and mean to take the advice of nobody.

You are indeed old enough to judge for yourself, said Mrs Leather, resuming her knitting, and I dont wish to turn you from your plans. On the contrary, I will pray that Gods blessing and protection may accompany you wherever you go, but you should not expect me to be instantaneously jubilant over an arrangement which will take you away from me, for years perhaps.

This last consideration seemed to have some weight with the selfish youth.

Well, well, mother, he said, rising, dont take on about that. Travelling is not like what it used to be. A trip over the Atlantic and the Rocky Mountains is nothing to speak of now  a mere matter of a few weeks  so that a fellow can take a run home at any time to say How do to his people. Im going down now to see Smithers and tell him the news.

Stay, Ill go with you  a bit of the way, cried May, jumping up and shaking back the curly brown hair which still hung in native freedom  and girlish fashion  on her shoulders.

May had a charming and rare capacity for getting ready to go out at a moments notice. She merely threw on a coquettish straw hat, which had a knack of being always at hand, and which clung to her pretty head with a tenacity that rendered strings or elastic superfluous. One of her brothers companions  we dont know which  was once heard to say with fervour that no hat would be worth its ribbons that didnt cling powerfully to such a head without assistance! A shawl too, or cloak, was always at hand, somehow, and had this not been so May would have thrown over her shoulders an antimacassar or table-cloth rather than cause delay,  at least we think so, though we have no absolute authority for making the statement.

Dear Shank, she said, clasping both hands over his arm as they walked slowly down the path that led to the shore, is it really all true that you have been telling us? Have you fixed to go off with  with Mr Ritson to California?

Quite true; I never was more in earnest in my life. By the way, sister mine, what made you colour up so when Ralphs name was mentioned? There, youre flushing again! Are you in love with him?

No, certainly not, answered the girl, with an air and tone of decision that made her brother laugh.

Well, you neednt flare up so fiercely. You might be in love with a worse man. But why, then, do you blush?

May was silent, and hung down her head.

Come, May, youve never had any secrets from me. Surely youre not going to begin now  on the eve of my departure to a foreign land?

I would rather not talk about him at all, said the girl, looking up entreatingly.

But Shank looked down upon her sternly. He had assumed the parental rôle. May, there is something in this that you ought not to conceal. I have a right to know it, as your brother  your protector.

Innocent though May was, she could not repress a faint smile at the idea of a protector who had been little else than a cause of anxiety in the past, and was now about to leave her to look after herself, probably for years to come. But she answered frankly, while another and a deeper blush overspread her face  

I did not mean to speak of it, Shank, as you knew nothing, and I had hoped would never know anything about it, but since you insist, I must tell you that  that Mr Ritson, Im afraid, loves me at least he

Afraid! loves you! How do you know? interrupted Shank quickly.

Well, he said so  the last time we met.

The rascal! Had he the audacity to ask you to marry him?  him  a beggar, without a sixpence except what his father gives him?

No, Shank, I would not let him get the length of that. I told him I was too young to  to think about such matters at all, and said that he must not speak to me again in such a way. But I was so surprised, flurried, and distressed, that I dont clearly remember what I said.

And what did he say? asked Shank, forgetting the parental rôle for a moment, and looking at May with a humorous smile.

Indeed I can hardly tell. He made a great many absurd protestations, begged me to give him no decided answer just then, and said something about letting him write to me, but all I am quite sure of is that at last I had the courage to utter a very decided No, and then ran away and left him.

That was too sharp, May. Ralph is a first-rate fellow, with capital prospects. His father is rich and can give him a good start in life. He may come back in a few years with a fortune  not a bad kind of husband for a penniless lass.

Shank! exclaimed May, letting go her brothers arm and facing him with flashing eyes and heightened colour, do you really think that a fortune would make me marry a man whom I did not love?

Certainly not, my dear sis, said the youth, taking Mays hand and drawing it again through his arm with an approving smile. I never for a moment thought you capable of such meanness, but that is a very different thing from slamming the door in a poor fellows face. Youre not in love with anybody else. Ralph is a fine handsome young fellow. You might grow to like him in time  and if you did, a fortune, of course, would be no disadvantage. Besides, he is to be my travelling companion, and might write to you about me if I were ill, or chanced to meet with an accident and were unable to write myself  dont you know?

He could in that case write to mother, said May, simply.

So he could! returned Shank, laughing. I never thought o that, my sharp sister.

They had reached the shore by that time. The tide was out; the sea was calm and the sun glinted brightly on the wavelets that sighed rather than broke upon the sands.

For some distance they sauntered in silence by the margin of the sea. The mind of each was busy with the same thought. Each was aware of that, and for some time neither seemed able to break the silence. The timid girl recovered her courage before the self-reliant man!

Dear Shank, she said, pressing his arm, you will probably be away for years.

Yes, May  at least for a good long time.

Oh forgive me, brother, continued the girl, with sudden earnestness, but  but  you know your  your weakness

Ay, May, I know it. Call it sin if you will  and my knowledge of it has something to do with my present determination, for, weak though I am, and bad though you think me

But I dont think you bad, dear Shank, cried May, with tearful eyes; I never said so, and never thought so, and

Come, come, May, interrupted the youth, with something of banter in his manner, you dont think me good, do you?

Well, no  not exactly, returned May, faintly smiling through her tears.

Well, then, if Im not good I must be bad, you know. Theres no half-way house in this matter.

Is there not, Shank? Is there not very good and very bad?

Oh, well, if you come to that theres pretty-good, and rather-bad, and a host of other houses between these, such as goodish and baddish, but not one of them can be a half-way house.

Oh yes, one of them can  must be.

Which one, you little argumentative creature? asked Shank.

Why, middling-good of course.

Wrong! cried her brother, doesnt middling-bad stand beside it, with quite as good a claim to be considered half-way? However, I wont press my victory too far. For the sake of peace we will agree that these are semi-detached houses in one block  and that will block the subject. But, to be serious again, he added, stopping and looking earnestly into his sisters face, I wanted to speak to you on this weakness  this sin  and I thank you for breaking the ice. The truth is that I have felt for a good while past that conviviality

Strong drink, brother, call it by its right name, said May, gently pressing the arm on which she leaned.

Well  have it so. Strong drink has been getting the better of me  mind I dont admit it has got the better of me yet  only is getting  and convivial comrades have had a great deal to do with it. Now, as you know, Im a man of some decision of character, and I had long ago made up my mind to break with my companions. Of course I could not very well do this while  while I was  well, no matter why, but this offer just seemed to be a sort of godsend, for it will enable me to cut myself free at once, and the sea breezes and Rocky Mountain air and gold-hunting will, I expect, take away the desire for strong drink altogether.

I hope it will  indeed I am sure it will if it is Gods way of leading you, said May, with an air of confidence.

Well, I dont know whether it is God who is leading me or

Did you not call it a god-send just now

Oh, but thats a mere form of speech, you know. However, I do know that it was on this very beach where we now stand that a friend led me for the first time to think seriously of this matter  more than a year ago.

Indeed  who was it? asked May eagerly.

My chum and old school-fellow, poor Charlie Brooke, returned Shank, in a strangely altered voice.

Then he went on to tell of the conversation he and his friend had had on that beach, and it was not till he had finished that he became aware that his sister was weeping.

Why, May, youre crying. Whats the matter?

God bless him! said May in fervent yet tremulous tones as she looked up in her brothers face. Can you wonder at my feeling so strongly when you remember how kind Charlie always was to you  to all of us indeed  ever since he was a little boy at school with you; what a true-hearted and steady friend he has always been. And you called him poor Charlie just now, as if he were dead.

True indeed, it is very, very sad, for we have great reason to fear the worst, and I have strong doubt that I shall never see my old chum again. But I wont give up hope, for it is no uncommon thing for men to be lost at sea, for years even, and to turn up at last, having been cast away on a desert island, like Robinson Crusoe, or something of that sort.

The thoughts which seemed to minister consolation to Shank Leather did not appear to afford much comfort to his sister, who hung her head and made no answer, while her companion went on  

Yes, May, and poor Charlie was the first to make me feel as if I were a little selfish, though that as you know, is not one of my conspicuous failings! His straightforwardness angered me a little at first, but his kindness made me think much of what he said, and  well, the upshot of it all is that I am going to California.

I am glad  so glad and thankful he has had so much influence over you, dear Shank, and now, dont you think  that  that if Charlie were with you at this moment he would advise you not to go to Mr Smithers to consult about your plans?

For a few moments the brothers face betrayed a feeling of annoyance, but it quickly cleared away.

You are right, May. Smithers is too much of a convivial harum-scarum fellow to be of much use in the way of giving sound advice. Ill go to see Jamieson instead. You can have no objection to him  surely. Hes a quiet, sober sort of man, and never tries to tempt people or lead them into mischief  which is more than can be said of the other fellow.

That is a very negative sort of goodness, returned May, smiling. However, if you must go to see some one, Jamieson is better than Smithers; but why not come home and consult with mother and me?

Pooh! what can women know about such matters? No, no, May, when a fellow has to go into the pros and cons of Californian life it must be with men.

Hm! the men you associate with, having been at school and the desk all their lives up till now, must be eminently fitted to advise on Californian life! That did not occur to me at the first blush! said May demurely.

Go home, you cynical baggage, and help mother to knit, retorted Shank, with a laugh. I intend to go and see Jamieson.

And he went. And the negatively good Jamieson, who never led people into temptation, had no objection to be led into that region himself, so they went together to make a passing call  a mere look in  on Smithers, who easily induced them to remain. The result was that the unselfish man with decision of character returned home in the early hours of morning screwed.




Chapter Ten.

Home-coming and Unexpected Surprises.

Upwards of another year passed away, and at the end of that time a ship might have been seen approaching one of the harbours on the eastern seaboard of America. Her sails were worn and patched. Her spars were broken and spliced. Her rigging was ragged and slack, and the state of her hull can be best described by the word battered. Everything in and about her bore evidence of a prolonged and hard struggle with the elements, and though she had at last come off victorious, her dilapidated appearance bore strong testimony to the deadly nature of the fight.

Her crew presented similar evidence. Not only were their garments ragged, threadbare, and patched, but the very persons of the men seemed to have been riven and battered by the tear and wear of the conflict. And no wonder; for the vessel was a South Sea whaler, returning home after a three years cruise.

At first she had been blown far out of her course; then she was very successful in the fishing, and then she was stranded on the reef of a coral island in such a position that, though protected from absolute destruction by the fury of the waves, she could not be got off for many months. At last the ingenuity and perseverance of one of her crew were rewarded by success. She was hauled once more into deep water and finally returned home.

The man who had been thus successful in saving the ship, and probably the lives of his mates  for it was a desolate isle, far out of the tracks of commerce  was standing in the bow of the vessel, watching the shore with his companions as they drew near. He was a splendid specimen of manhood, clad in a red shirt and canvas trousers, while a wide-awake took the place of the usual seafaring cap. He stood head and shoulders above his fellows.

Just as the ship rounded the end of the pier, which formed one side of the harbour, a small boat shot out from it. A little boy sculled the boat, and, apparently, had been ignorant of the ships approach, for he gave a shout of alarm on seeing it, and made frantic efforts to get out of its way. In his wild attempts to turn the boat he missed a stroke and went backwards into the sea.

At the same moment the lookout on the ship gave the order to put the helm hard a-starboard in a hurried shout.

Prompt obedience caused the ship to sheer off a little, and her side just grazed the boat. All hands on the forecastle gazed down anxiously for the boys reappearance.

Up he came next moment with a bubbling cry and clutching fingers.

He cant swim! cried one.

Out with a lifebelt! shouted another.

Our tall seaman bent forward as they spoke, and, just as the boy sank a second time, he shot like an arrow into the water.

Hes all safe now, remarked a seaman quietly, and with a nod of satisfaction, even before the rescuer had reappeared.

And he was right. The red-shirted sailor rose a moment later with the boy in his arms. Chucking the urchin into the boat he swam to the pier-head with the smooth facility and speed of an otter, climbed the wooden piles with the ease of an athlete, walked rapidly along the pier, and arrived at the head of the harbour almost as soon as his own ship.

Thats the tenth life hes saved since he came aboard  to say nothin o savin the ship herself, remarked the Captain to an inquirer, after the vessel had reached her moorings. An none o the lives was as easy to manage as that one. Some o them much harder.

We will follow this magnificent seaman for a time, good reader.

Having obtained permission to quit the South Sea whaler he walked straight to the office of a steam shipping company, and secured a fore-cabin passage to England. He went on board dressed as he had arrived, in the red shirt, ducks, and wide-awake  minus the salt water. The only piece of costume which he had added to his wardrobe was a huge double-breasted pilot-cloth coat, with buttons the size of an egg-cup. He was so unused, however, to such heavy clothing that he flung it off the moment he got on board the steamer, and went about thereafter in his red flannel shirt and ducks. Hence he came to be known by every one as Red Shirt.

This man, with his dark-blue eyes, deeply bronzed cheeks, fair hair, moustache, and beard, and tall herculean form, was nevertheless so soft and gentle in his manners, so ready with his smile and help and sympathy, that every man, woman, and child in the vessel adored him before the third day was over. Previous to that day, many of the passengers, owing to internal derangements, were incapable of any affection, except self-love, and to do them justice they had not much even of that!

Arrived at Liverpool, Red Shirt, after seeing a poor invalid passenger safely to his abode in that city, and assisting one or two families with young children to find the stations, boats, or coaches that were more or less connected with their homes, got into a third-class carriage for London. On reaching the metropolis he at once took a ticket for Sealford.

Just as the train was on the point of starting, two elderly gentlemen came on the platform, in that eager haste and confusion of mind characteristic of late passengers.

This way, Captain, cried one, hailing the other, and pointing energetically with his brown silk umbrella to the Sealford carriages.

No, no. Its at the next platform, returned the Captain frantically.

I say it is here, shouted the first speaker sternly. Come, sir, obey orders!

They both made for an open carriage-door. It chanced to be a third class. A strong hand was held out to assist them in.

Thank you, said the eldest elderly gentleman  he with the brown silk umbrella  turning to Red Shirt as he sat down and panted slightly.

I feared that wed be late, sir, remarked the other elderly gentleman on recovering breath.

We are not late, Captain, but we should have been late for certain, if your obstinacy had held another half minute.

Well, Mr Crossley, I admit that I made a mistake about the place, but you must allow that I made no mistake about the hour. I was sure that my chronometer was right. If theres one thing on earth that I can trust to as reglar as the sun, it is this chronometer (pulling it out as he spoke), and it never fails. As I always said to my missus, Maggie, I used to say, when you find this chronometer fail Oh! bother you an your chronometer, she would reply, takin the wind out o my sails  for my missus has a free-an-easy way o doin that

Youve just come off a voyage, young sir, if I mistake not, said Crossley, turning to Red Shirt, for he had quite as free-and-easy a way of taking the wind out of Captain Strides sails as the missus.

Yes; I have just returned, answered Red Shirt, in a low soft voice, which scarcely seemed appropriate to his colossal frame. His red garment, by the way, was at the time all concealed by the pilot-coat, excepting the collar.

Going home for a spell, I suppose? said Crossley.

Yes.

May I ask where you last hailed from? said Captain Stride, with some curiosity, for there was something in the appearance of this nautical stranger which interested him.

From the southern seas. I have been away a long while in a South Sea whaler.

Ah, indeed?  a rough service that.

Rather rough; but I didnt enter it intentionally. I was picked up at sea, with some of my mates, in an open boat, by the whaler. She was on the outward voyage, and couldnt land us anywhere, so we were obliged to make up our minds to join as hands.

Strange! murmured Captain Stride. Then you were wrecked somewhere  or your ship foundered, mayhap  eh?

Yes, we were wrecked  on a coral reef.

Well now, young man, that is a strange coincidence. I was wrecked myself on a coral reef in the very same seas, nigh three years ago. Isnt that odd?

Dear me, this is very interesting, put in Mr Crossley; and, as Captain Stride says, a somewhat strange coincidence.

Is it so very strange, after all, returned Red Shirt, seeing that the Pacific is full of sunken coral reefs, and vessels are wrecked there more or less every year?

Well, theres some truth in that, observed the Captain. Did you say it was a sunk reef your ship struck on?

Yes; quite sunk. No part visible. It was calm weather at the time, and a clear night.

Another coincidence! exclaimed Stride, becoming still more interested. Calm and clear, too, when I was wrecked!

Curious, remarked Red Shirt in a cool indifferent tone, that began to exasperate the Captain.

Yet, after all, there are a good many calm and clear nights in the Pacific, as well as coral reefs.

Why, young man, cried Stride in a tone that made old Crossley smile, you seem to think nothing at all of coincidences. Its very seldom  almost never  that one hears of so many coincidences happening on this side o the line all at once  dont you see.

I see, returned Red Shirt; and the same, exactly, may be said of the other side o the line. I very seldom  almost never  heard of so many out there; which itself may be called a coincidence, dee see? a sort of negative similarity.

Young man, I would suspect you were jesting with me, returned the Captain, but for the fact that you told me of your experiences first, before you could know that mine would coincide with them so exactly.

Your conclusions are very just, sir, rejoined Red Shirt, with a grave and respectful air; but of course coincidences never go on in an unbroken chain. They must cease sooner or later. We left our wreck in three boats. No doubt you

There again! cried the Captain in blazing astonishment, as he removed his hat and wiped his heated brow, while Mr Crossleys eyes opened to their widest extent. We left our wreck in three boats! My ships name was

The Walrus, said Red Shirt quietly, and her Captains name was Stride!

Old Crossley had reached the stage that is known as petrified with astonishment. The Captain, being unable to open his eyes wider, dropped his lower jaw instead.

Surely, continued Red Shirt, removing his wide-awake, and looking steadily at his companions, I must have changed very much indeed when two of my

Brooke! exclaimed Crossley, grasping one of the sailors hands.

Charlie! gasped the Captain, seizing the other hand.

What they all said after reaching this point it is neither easy nor necessary to record. Perhaps it may be as well to leave it to the readers vivid imagination. Suffice it to say, that our hero irritated the Captain no longer by his callous indifference to coincidences. In the midst of the confusion of hurried question and short reply, he pulled them up with the sudden query anxiously put  

But now, what of my mother?

Well  excellently well in health, my boy, said Crossley, but woefully low in spirits about yourself  Charlie. Yet nothing will induce her to entertain the idea that you have been drowned. Of course we have been rather glad of this  though most of our friends, Charlie, have given you up for lost long ago. May Leather, too, has been much the same way of thinking, so she has naturally been a great comfort to your mother.

God bless her for that. Shes a good little girl, said Charlie.

Little girl, repeated both elderly gentlemen in a breath, and bursting into a laugh. You forget, lad, said the Captain, that three years or so makes a considerable change in girls of her age. Shes a tall, handsome young woman now; ay, and a good-looking one too. Almost as good-lookin as what my missus was about her age  an not unlike my little Mag in the face  the one you rescued, you remember  who is also a strappin lass now.

Im very glad to hear they are well, Captain, said Charlie; and, Shank, what of

He stopped, for the grave looks of his friends told him that something was wrong.

Gone to the dogs, said the Captain.

Nay, not quite gone  but going  fast.

And the father?

Much as he was, Charlie, only somewhat more deeply sunk. The fact is, continued Crossley, it is this very matter that takes us down to Sealford to-day. We have just had fresh news of Shank  who is in America  and I want to consult with Mrs Leather about him. You see I have agents out there who may be able to help us to save him.

From drink, I suppose, interposed our hero.

From himself, Charlie, and that includes drink and a great deal more. I dare say you are aware  at least, if you are not, I now tell you  that I have long taken great interest in Mrs Leather and her family, and would go a long way, and give a great deal, to save Shank. You know  no, of course you dont, I forgot  that he threw up his situation in my office  Withers and Company. (Ay, you may smile, my lad, but we humbugged you and got the better of you that time. Didnt we, Captain?) Well, Shank was induced by that fellow Ralph Ritson to go away to some gold-mine or other worked by his father in California, but when they reached America they got news of the failure of the Company and the death of old Ritson. Of course the poor fellows were at once thrown on their own resources, but, instead of facing life like men, they took to gambling. The usual results followed. They lost all they had and went off to Texas or some such wild place, and for a long time were no more heard of. At last, just the other day, a letter came from Ritson to Mrs Leather, telling her that her son is very ill  perhaps dying  in some out o the way place. Ritson was nursing him, but, being ill himself, unable to work, and without means, it would help them greatly if some money could be sent  even though only a small sum.

Charlie Brooke listened to this narrative with compressed brows, and remained silent a few seconds. My poor chum! he exclaimed at length. Then a flash of fire seemed to gleam in his blue eyes as he added, If I had that fellow Ritson by the

He stopped abruptly, and the fire in the eyes died out, for it was no part of our heros character to boast  much less to speak harshly of men behind their backs.

Has money been sent? he asked.

Not yet. It is about that business that Im going to call on poor Mrs Leather now. We must be careful, you see. I have no reason, it is true, to believe that Ritson is deceiving us, but when a youth of no principle writes to make a sudden demand for money, it behoves people to think twice before they send it.

Ay, to think three times  perhaps even four or five, broke in the Captain, with stern emphasis. I know Ralph Ritson well, the scoundrel, an if I had aught to do wi it Id not send him a penny. As I said to my

Does your mother know of your arrival? asked Mr Crossley abruptly.

No; I meant to take her by surprise.

Humph! Just like you young fellows. In some things you have no more brains than geese. Being made of cast-iron and shoe-leather you assume that everybody else is, or ought to be, made of the same raw material. Dont you know that surprises of this sort are apt to kill delicate people?

Charlie smiled by way of reply.

No, sir, continued the old gentleman firmly, I wont let you take her by surprise. While I go round to the Leathers my good friend Captain Stride will go in advance of you to Mrs Brookes and break the news to her. He is accustomed to deal with ladies.

Right you are, sir, said the gratified Captain, removing his hat and wiping his brow. As I said, no later than yesterday to

A terrific shriek from the steam-whistle, and a plunge into the darkness of a tunnel stopped  and thus lost to the world for ever  what the Captain said upon that occasion.




Chapter Eleven.

Tells of Happy Meetings and Serious Consultations.

Whether Captain Stride executed his commission well or not we cannot tell, and whether the meeting of Mrs Brooke with her long-lost son came to near killing or not we will not tell. Enough to know that they met, and that the Captain  with that delicacy of feeling so noticeable in seafaring men  went outside the cottage door and smoked his pipe while the meeting was in progress. After having given sufficient time, as he said, for the first o the squall to blow over, he summarily snubbed his pipe, put it into his vest pocket, and re-entered.

Now, missus, youll excuse me, maam, for cuttin in atween you, but this business o the Leathers is pressin, an if we are to hold a confabulation wi the family about it, why

Ah, to be sure, Captain Stride is right, said Mrs Brooke, turning to her stalwart son, who was seated on the sofa beside her. This is a very, very sad business about poor Shank. You had better go to them, Charlie. I will follow you in a short time.

Mr Crossley is with them at this moment. I forgot to say so, mother.

Is he? Im very glad of that, returned the widow. He has been a true friend to us all. Go, Charlie. But stay. I see May coming. The dear child always comes to me when there is anything good or sorrowful to tell. But she comes from the wrong direction. Perhaps she does not yet know of Mr Crossleys arrival.

May! Can it be? exclaimed Charlie in an undertone of surprise as he observed, through the window, the girl who approached.

And well might he be surprised, for this, although the same May, was very different from the girl he left behind him. The angles of girlhood had given place to the rounded lines of young womanhood. The rich curly brown hair, which used to whirl wildly in the sea-breezes, was gathered up in a luxuriant mass behind her graceful head, and from the forehead it was drawn back in two wavy bands, in defiance of fashion, which at that time was beginning to introduce the detestable modern fringe. Perhaps we are not quite un-biassed in our judgment of the said fringe, far it is intimately associated in our mind with the savages of North America, whose dirty red faces, in years past, were wont to glower at us from beneath just such a fringe, long before it was adopted by the fair dames of England!

In other respects, however, May was little changed, except that the slightest curl of sadness about her eyebrows made her face more attractive than ever, as she nodded pleasantly to the Captain, who had hastened to the door to meet her.

So glad to see you, Captain Stride, she said, shaking hands with unfeminine heartiness. Have you been to see mother? I have just been having a walk before

She stopped as if transfixed, for at that moment she caught sight of Charlie and his mother through the open door.

Poor May flushed to the roots of her hair; then she turned deadly pale, and would have fallen had not the gallant Captain caught her in his arms. But by a powerful effort of will she recovered herself in time to avoid a scene.

The sight of you reminded me so strongly of our dear Shank! she stammered, when Charlie, hastening forward, grasped both her hands and shook them warmly. Besides  some of us thought you were dead.

No wonder you thought of Shank, returned Charlie, for he and I used to be so constantly together. But dont be cast down, May. Well get Shank out of his troubles yet.

Yes, and you know he has Ritson with him, said Mrs Brooke; and he, although not quite as steady as we could wish, will be sure to care for such an old friend in his sickness. But youd better go, Charlie, and see Mrs Leather. They will be sure to want you and Captain Stride. May will remain here with me. Sit down beside me, dear, I want to have a chat with you.

Perhaps, maam, if I make so bold, interposed the Captain, Mr Crossley may want to have Miss May also at the council of war.

Mr Crossley! is he with my mother? asked the girl eagerly.

Yes, Miss May, he is.

Then I must be there. Excuse me, dear Mrs Brooke.

And without more ado May ran out of the house. She was followed soon after by Charlie and the Captain, and Mrs Brooke was left alone, expressing her thankfulness and joy of heart in a few silent tears over her knitting.

There was a wonderful similarity in many respects between Mrs Brooke and her friend Mrs Leather. They both knitted  continuously and persistently. This was a convenient if not a powerful bond, for it enabled them to sit for hours together  busy, yet free to talk. They were both invalids  a sympathetic bond of considerable strength. They held the same religious views  an indispensable bond where two people have to be much together, and are in earnest. They were both poor  a natural bond which draws people of a certain kind very close together, physically as well as spiritually  and both, up to this time at least, had long-absent and semi-lost sons. Even in the matter of daughters they might be said, in a sense, to be almost equal, for May, loving each, was a daughter to both. Lastly, in this matter of similarity, the two ladies were good  good as gold, according to Captain Stride, and he ought to have been an authority, for he frequently visited them and knew all their affairs. Fortunately for both ladies, Mrs Brooke was by far the stronger-minded  hence they never quarrelled!

In Mrs Leathers parlour a solemn conclave was seated round the parlour table. They were very earnest, for the case under consideration was urgent, as well as very pitiful. Poor Mrs Leathers face was wet with tears, and the pretty brown eyes of May were not dry. They had had a long talk over the letter from Ritson, which was brief and to the point but meagre as to details.

I rather like the letter, considering who wrote it, observed Mr Crossley, laying it down after a fourth perusal. You see he makes no whining or discontented reference to the hardness of their luck, which young scapegraces are so fond of doing; nor does he make effusive professions of regret or repentance, which hypocrites are so prone to do. I think it bears the stamp of being genuine on the face of it. At least it appears to be straightforward.

Im so glad you think so, Mr Crossley, said Mrs Leather; for Mr Ritson is such a pleasant young man  and so good-looking, too!

The old gentleman and the Captain both burst into a laugh at this.

Im afraid, said the former, that good looks are no guarantee for good behaviour. However, I have made up my mind to send him a small sum of money  not to Shank, Mrs Leather, so you need not begin to thank me. I shall send it to Ritson.

Well, thank you all the same, interposed the lady, taking up her knitting and resuming operations below the table, gazing placidly all the while at her friends like some consummate conjuror, for Ralph will be sure to look after Shank.

The only thing that puzzles me is, how are we to get it sent to such an out-o-the-way place  Traitors Trap! Its a bad name, and the stupid fellow makes no mention of any known town near to it, though he gives the post-office. If I only knew its exact whereabouts I might get some one to take the money to him, for I have agents in many parts of America.

After prolonged discussion of the subject, Mr Crossley returned to town to make inquiries, and the Captain went to take his favourite walk by the sea-shore, where he was wont, when paying a visit to Sealford, to drive the Leathers little dog half-mad with delight by throwing stones into the sea for Scraggy to go in for  which he always did, though he never fetched them out.

In the course of that day Charlie Brooke left his mother to take a stroll, and naturally turned in the direction of the sea. When half-way through the lane with the high banks on either side he encountered May.

What a pleasant pretty girl she has become! was his thought as she drew near.

Nobler and handsomer than ever! was hers as he approached.

The thoughts of both sent a flush to the face of each, but the colour scarcely showed through the bronzed skin of the man.

Why, what a woman you have grown, May! said Charlie, grasping her hand, and attempting to resume the old familiar terms  with, however, imperfect success.

Isnt that natural? asked May, with a glance and a little laugh.

That glance and that little laugh, insignificant in themselves, tore a veil from the eyes of Charlie Brooke. He had always been fond of May Leather, after a fashion. Now it suddenly rushed upon him that he was fond of her after another fashion! He was a quick thinker and just reasoner. A poor man without a profession and no prospects has no right to try to gain the affections of a girl. He became grave instantly.

May, he said, will you turn back to the shore with me for a little? I want to have a talk about Shank. I want you to tell me all you know about him. Dont conceal anything. I feel as if I had a right to claim your confidence, for, as you know well, he and I have been like brothers since we were little boys.

May had turned at once, and the tears filled her eyes as she told the sad story. It was long, and the poor girl was graphic in detail. We can give but the outline here.

Shank had gone off with Ritson not long after the sailing of the Walrus. On reaching America, and hearing of the failure of the company that worked the gold mine, and of old Ritsons death, they knew not which way to turn. It was a tremendous blow, and seemed to have rendered them reckless, for they soon took to gambling. At first they remained in New York, and letters came home pretty regularly, in which Shank always expressed hopes of getting more respectable work. He did not conceal their mode of gaining a livelihood, but defended it on the ground that a man must live!

For a time the letters were cheerful. The young men were lucky. Then came a change of luck, and a consequent change in the letters, which came less frequently. At last there arrived one from Shank, both the style and penmanship of which told that he had not forsaken the great curse of his life  strong drink. It told of disaster, and of going off to the Rockies with a party of discoverers, though what they were to discover was not mentioned.

From that date till now, said May in conclusion, we have heard nothing about them till this letter came from Mr Ritson, telling of dear Shank being so ill, and asking for money.

I wish any one were with Shank rather than that man, said Charlie sternly; I have no confidence in him whatever, and I knew him well as a boy.

Nevertheless, I think we may trust him. Indeed I feel sure he wont desert his wounded comrade, returned May, with a blush.

The youth did not observe the blush. His thoughts were otherwise engaged, and his eyes were at the moment fixed on a far-off part of the shore, where Captain Stride could be seen urging on the joyful Scraggy to his fruitless labours.

I wish I could feel as confident of him as you do, May. However, misfortune as well as experience may have made him a wiser, perhaps a better, man. But what troubles me most is the uncertainty of the money that Mr Crossley is going to send ever reaching its destination.

Oh! if we only knew some one in New York who would take it to them, said May, looking piteously at the horizon, as if she were apostrophising some one on the other side of the Atlantic.

Why, you talk as if New York and Traitors Trap were within a few miles of each other, said Charlie, smiling gently. They are hundreds of miles apart.

Well, I suppose they are. But I feel so anxious about Shank when I think of the dear boy lying ill, perhaps dying, in a lonely place far far away from us all, and no one but Mr Ritson to care for him! If I were only a man I would go to him myself.

She broke down at this point, and put her handkerchief to her face.

Dont cry, May, began the youth in sore perplexity, for he knew not how to comfort the poor girl in the circumstances, but fortunately Captain Stride caught sight of them at the moment, and gave them a stentorian hail.

Hi! halloo! back your to-o-o-psls. Ill overhaul ye in a jiffy.

How long a nautical jiffy may be we know not, but, in a remarkably brief space of time, considering the shortness and thickness of his sea-legs, the Captain was alongside, blowing, as he said, like a grampus.

That night Charlie Brooke sat with his mother in her parlour. They were alone  their friends having considerately left them to themselves on this their first night.

They had been talking earnestly about past and present, for the son had much to learn about old friends and comrades, and the mother had much to tell.

And now, mother, said Charlie, at the end of a brief pause, what about the future?

Surely, my boy, it is time enough to talk about that to-morrow, or next day. You are not obliged to think of the future before you have spent even one night in your old room.

Not absolutely obliged, mother. Nevertheless, I should like to speak about it. Poor Shank is heavy on my mind, and when I heard all about him to-day from May, I  . Shes wonderfully improved, that girl, mother. Grown quite pretty?

Indeed she is  and as good as shes pretty, returned Mrs Brooke, with a furtive glance at her son.

She broke down when talking about Shank to-day, and I declare she looked quite beautiful! Evidently Shanks condition weighs heavily on her mind.

Can you wonder, Charlie?

Of course not. Its natural, and I quite sympathised with her when she exclaimed, If I were only a man I would go to him myself.

Thats natural too, my son. I have no doubt she would, poor dear girl, if she were only a man.

Do you know, mother, Ive not been able to get that speech out of my head all this afternoon. If I were a man  if I were a man, keeps ringing in my ears like the chorus of an old song, and then

Well, Charlie, what then? asked Mrs Brooke, with a puzzled glance.

Why, then, somehow the chorus has changed in my brain and it runs I am a man! I am a man!

Well? asked the mother, with an anxious look.

Well  that being so, I have made up my mind that I will go out to Traitors Trap and carry the money to Shank, and look after him myself. That is, if you will let me.

O Charlie! how can you talk of it? said Mrs Brooke, with a distressed look. I have scarcely had time to realise the fact that you have come home, and to thank God for it, when you begin to talk of leaving me again  perhaps for years, as before.

Nay, mother mine, you jump to conclusions too hastily. What I propose is not to go off again on a long voyage, but to take a run of a few days in a first-class steamer across what the Americans call the big fish-pond; then go across country comfortably by rail; after that hire a horse and have a gallop somewhere or other; find out Shank and bring him home. The whole thing might be done in a few weeks; and no chance, almost, of being wrecked.

I dont know, Charlie, returned Mrs Brooke, in a sad tone, as she laid her hand on her sons arm and stroked it. As you put it, the thing sounds all very easy, and no doubt it would be a grand, a noble thing to rescue Shank  but  but, why talk of it to-night, my dear boy? It is late. Go to bed, Charlie, and we will talk it over in the morning.

How pleasantly familiar that Go to bed, Charlie, sounds, said the son, laughing, as he rose up.

You did not always think it pleasant, returned the good lady, with a sad smile.

Thats true, but I think it uncommonly pleasant now. Good-night, mother.

Good-night, my son, and God bless you.




Chapter Twelve.

Changes the Scene Considerably!

We must transport our reader now to a locality somewhere in the region lying between New Mexico and Colorado. Here, in a mean-looking out-of-the-way tavern, a number of rough-looking men were congregated, drinking, gambling, and spinning yarns. Some of them belonged to the class known as cow-boys  men of rugged exterior, iron constitutions, powerful frames, and apparently reckless dispositions, though underneath the surface there was considerable variety of character to be found.

The landlord of the inn  if we may so call it, for it was little better than a big shanty  was known by the name of David. He was a man of cool courage. His customers knew this latter fact well, and were also aware that, although he carried no weapon on his person, he had several revolvers in handy places under his counter, with the use of which he was extremely familiar and expert.

In the midst of a group of rather noisy characters who smoked and drank in one corner of this inn or shanty, there was seated on the end of a packing-case, a man in the prime of life, who, even in such rough company, was conspicuously rugged. His leathern costume betokened him a hunter, or trapper, and the sheepskin leggings, with the wool outside, showed that he was at least at that time a horseman. Unlike most of his comrades, he wore Indian moccasins, with spurs strapped to them. Also a cap of the broad-brimmed order. The point about him that was most striking at first sight was his immense breadth of shoulder and depth of chest, though in height he did not equal many of the men around him. As one became acquainted with the man, however, his massive proportions had not so powerful an effect on the mind of an observer as the quiet simplicity of his expression and manner. Good-nature seemed to lurk in the lines about his eyes and the corners of his mouth, which latter had the peculiarity of turning down instead of up when he smiled; yet withal there was a stern gravity about him that forbade familiarity.

The name of the man was Hunky Ben, and the strangest thing about him  that which puzzled these wild men most  was that he neither drank nor smoked nor gambled! He made no pretence of abstaining on principle. One of the younger men, who was blowing a stiff cloud, ventured to ask him whether he really thought these things wrong.

Well, now, he replied quietly, with a twinkle in his eye, Im no parson, boys, that I should set up to diskiver whats right an whats wrong. Ive got my own notions on them points, you bet, but Im not goin to preach em. As to smokin, I wont make a smoked herrin o my tongue to please anybody. Besides, I dont want to smoke, an why should I do a thing I dont want to just because other people does it? Why should I make a new want when Ive got no end o wants aready thats hard enough to purvide for? Drinkins all very well if a man wants Dutch courage, but I dont want it  no, nor French courage, nor German, nor Chinee, havin got enough o the article home-growed to sarve my purpus. When thats used up I may take to drinkin  who knows? Same wi gamblin. Ive no desire to bust up any man, an I dont want to be busted up myself, you bet. No doubt drinkin, smokin, an gamblin makes men jolly  them at least thats tough an that wins!  but Im jolly without em, boys,  jolly as a cottontail rabbit just come of age.

An ye look it, old man, returned the young fellow, puffing cloudlets with the utmost vigour; but come, Ben, wont ye spin us a yarn about your frontier life?

Yes, do, Hunky, cried another in an entreating voice, for it was well known all over that region that the bold hunter was a good story-teller, and as he had served a good deal on the frontier as guide to the United States troops, it was understood that he had much to tell of a thrilling and adventurous kind; but although the men about him ceased to talk and looked at him with expectancy, he shook his head, and would not consent to be drawn out.

No, boys, it cant be done to-day, he said; Ive no time, for Im bound for Quester Creek in hot haste, an am only waitin here for my pony to freshen up a bit. The Redskins are goin to give us trouble there by all accounts.

The red devils! exclaimed one of the men, with a savage oath; theyre always givin us trouble.

That, returned Hunky Ben, in a soft voice, as he glanced mildly at the speaker, that is a sentiment I heerd expressed almost exactly in the same words, though in Capatchee lingo, some time ago by a Redskin chief  only he said it was pale-faced devils who troubled him. I wonder which is worst. They cant both be worst, you know!

This remark was greeted with a laugh, and a noisy discussion thereupon began as to the comparative demerits of the two races, which was ere long checked by the sound of a galloping horse outside. Next moment the door opened, and a very tall man of commanding presence and bearing entered the room, took off his hat, and looked round with a slight bow to the company.

There was nothing commanding, however, in the quiet voice with which he asked the landlord if he and his horse could be put up there for the night.

The company knew at once, from the cut of the strangers tweed suit, as well as his tongue, that he was an Englishman, not much used to the ways of the country  though, from the revolver and knife in his belt, and the repeating rifle in his hand, he seemed to be ready to meet the country on its own terms by doing in Rome as Rome does.

On being told that he could have a space on the floor to lie on, which he might convert into a bed if he had a blanket with him, he seemed to make up his mind to remain, asked for food, and while it was preparing went out to attend to his horse. Then, returning, he went to a retired corner of the room, and flung himself down at full length on a vacant bench, as if he were pretty well exhausted with fatigue.

The simple fare of the hostelry was soon ready; and when the stranger was engaged in eating it, he asked a cow-boy beside him how far it was to Traitors Trap.

At the question there was a perceptible lull in the conversation, and the cow-boy, who was a very coarse forbidding specimen of his class, said that he guessed Traitors Trap was distant about twenty mile or so.

Are you goin thar, stranger? he asked, eyeing his questioner curiously.

Yes, Im going there, answered the Englishman; but from what Ive heard of the road, at the place where I stayed last night, I dont like to go on without a guide and daylight  though I would much prefer to push on to-night if it were possible.

Wall, stranger, whether possible or not, returned the cow-boy, its an ugly place to go past, for theres a gang o cut-throats there thats kep the country fizzin like ginger-beer for some time past. A man thats got to go past Traitors Trap should go by like a greased thunderbolt, an he should never go alone.

Is it, then, such a dangerous place? asked the Englishman, with a smile that seemed to say he thought his informant was exaggerating.

Dangerous! exclaimed the cow-boy. Ay, an will be as long as Buck Tom an his boys are unhung. Why, stranger, Id get my life insured, you bet, before Id go thar again  except with a big crowd o men. It was along in June last year I went up that way; there was nobody to go with me, an I was forced to do it by myself  for I had to go  so I spunked up, saddled Bluefire, an sloped. I got on lovely till I came to a pass just on tother side o Traitors Trap, when I began to cheer up, thinkin Id got off square; but I hadnt gone another hundred yards when up starts Buck Tom an his men with hands up. I went head down flat on my saddle instead, I was so riled. Bang went a six-shooter, an the ball just combed my back hair. I suppose Buck was so took by surprise at a single man darin to disobey his orders that he missed. Anyhow I socked spurs into Bluefire, an made a break for the open country ahead. They made after me like locomotives wi the safety-valves blocked, but Bluefire was moren a match for em. They kep blazin away all the time too, but never touched me, though I heard the balls whistlin past for a good while. Bluefire an me went, you bet, like a nor-easter in a passion, an at last they gave it up. No, stranger, take my advice an dont go past Traitors Trap alone. I wouldnt go there at all if I could help it.

I dont intend to go past it. I mean to go into it, said the Englishman, with a short laugh, as he laid down his knife and fork, having finished his slight meal; and, as I cannot get a guide, I shall be forced to go alone.

Stranger, said the cow-boy in surprise, dye want to meet wi Buck Tom?

Not particularly.

An are ye aware that Buck Tom is one o the most hardened, sanguinacious blackguards in all Colorado?

I did not know it before, but I suppose I may believe it now.

As he spoke the Englishman rose and went out to fetch the blanket which was strapped to his saddle. In going out he brushed close past a man who chanced to enter at the same moment.

The newcomer was also a tall and strikingly handsome man, clothed in the picturesque garments of the cow-boy, and fully armed. He strode up to the counter, with an air of proud defiance, and demanded drink. It was supplied him. He tossed it off quickly, without deigning a glance at the assembled company. Then in a deep-toned voice he asked  

Has the Rankin Creek Company sent that account and the money?

Profound silence had fallen on the whole party in the room the moment this man entered. They evidently looked at him with profound interest if not respect.

Yes, Buck Tom, answered the landlord, in his grave off-hand manner; They have sent it, and authorised me to pay you the balance.

He turned over some papers for a few minutes, during which Buck Tom did not condescend to glance to one side or the other, but kept his eye fixed sternly on the landlord.

At that moment the Englishman re-entered, went to his corner, spread his blanket on the floor, lay down, put his wide-awake over his eyes, and resigned himself to repose, apparently unaware that anything special was going on, and obtusely blind to the quiet but eager signals wherewith the cow-boy was seeking to direct his attention to Buck Tom.

In a few minutes the landlord found the paper he wanted, and began to look over it.

The company owes you, he said, three hundred dollars ten cents for the work done, said the landlord slowly.

Buck nodded his head as if satisfied with this.

Your account has run on a long while, continued the landlord, and they bid me explain that there is a debit of two hundred and ninety-nine dollars against you. Balance in your favour one dollar ten cents.

A dark frown settled on Buck Toms countenance, as the landlord laid the balance due on the counter, and for a few moments he seemed in uncertainty as to what he should do, while the landlord stood conveniently near to a spot where one of his revolvers lay. Then Buck turned on his heel, and was striding towards the door, when the landlord called him back.

Excuse my stopping you, Buck Tom, he said, but theres a gentleman here who wants a guide to Traitors Trap. Mayhap you wouldnt object to

Where is he? demanded Buck, wheeling round, with a look of slight surprise.

There, said the landlord, pointing to the dark corner where the big Englishman lay, apparently fast asleep, with his hat pulled well down over his eyes.

Buck Tom looked at the sleeping figure for a few moments.

Hm! well, I might guide him, he said, with something of a grim smile, but Im travelling too fast for comfort. He might hamper me. By the way, he added, looking back as he laid his hand on the door, you may tell the Rankin Creek Company, with my compliments, to buy a new lock to their office door, for I intend to call on them some day soon and balance up that little account on a new system of rithmetic! Tell them I give em leave to clap the one dollar ten cents to the credit of their charity account.

Another moment and Buck Tom was gone. Before the company in the tavern had quite recovered the use of their tongues, the hoofs of his horse were heard rattling along the road which led in the direction of Traitors Trap.

Was that really Buck Tom? asked Hunky Ben, in some surprise.

Ay  or his ghost, answered the landlord.

I can swear to him, for I saw him as clear as I see you the night he split after me, said the cowboy, who had warned the Englishman.

Why didnt you put a bullet into him to-night, Crux? asked a comrade.

Just so  you had a rare chance, remarked another of the cow-boys, with something of a sneer in his tone.

Because Im not yet tired o my life, replied Crux, indignantly. Back Tom has got eyes in the back o his head, I do believe, and shoots dead like a flash

Not that time he missed you at Traitors Trap, I think, said the other.

Of course not cause we was both mounted that time, and scurryin over rough ground like wild-cats. The best o shots would miss thar an thus. Besides, Buck Tom took nothin from me, an ye wouldnt have me shoot a man for missin me  surely. If youre so fond o killin, why didnt you shoot him yourself?  you had a rare chance!

Crux grinned  for his ugly mouth could not compass a smile  as he thought thus to turn the tables on his comrade.

Well, hes got clear off, anyhow, returned the comrade, an its a pity, for

He was interrupted by the Englishman raising himself and asking in a sleepy tone if there was likely to be moonlight soon.

The company seemed to think him moon-struck to ask such a question, but one of them replied that the moon was due in half an hour.

Youve lost a good chance, sir, said Crux, who had a knack of making all his communications as disagreeably as possible, unless they chanced to be unavoidably agreeable, in which case he made the worst of them. Buck Tom hisself has just bin here, an might have agreed to guide you to Traitors Trap if youd made him a good offer.

Why did you not awake me? asked the Englishman in a reproachful tone, as he sprang up, grasped his blanket hastily, threw down a piece of money on the counter, and asked if the road wasnt straight and easy for a considerable distance.

Straight as an arrow for ten mile, said the landlord, as he laid down the change which the Englishman put into an apparently well-filled purse.

Ill guide you, stranger, for five dollars, said Crux.

I want no guide, returned the other, somewhat brusquely, as he left the room.

A minute or two later he was heard to pass the door on horseback at a sharp trot.

Poor lad, hell run straight into the wolfs den; but why he wants to do it puzzles me, remarked the landlord, as he carefully cleaned a tankard. But he would take no warning.

The wolf doesnt seem half as bad as hes bin painted, said Hunky Ben, rising and offering to pay his score.

Hallo, Hunky  not goin to skip, are ye? asked Crux.

I told ye I was in a hurry. Only waitin to rest my pony. My road is the same as the strangers, at least part o the way. Ill overhaul an warn him.

A few minutes more and the broad-shouldered scout was also galloping along the road or track which led towards the Rocky mountains in the direction of Traitors Trap.




Chapter Thirteen.

Hunky Ben is Sorely Perplexed.

It was one of Hunky Bens few weaknesses to take pride in being well mounted. When he left the tavern he bestrode one of his best steeds  a black charger of unusual size, which he had purchased while on a trading trip in Texas  and many a time had he ridden it while guiding the United States troops in their frequent expeditions against ill-disposed Indians. Taken both together it would have been hard to equal, and impossible to match, Hunky Ben and his coal-black mare.

From the way that Ben rode, on quitting the tavern, it might have been supposed that legions of wild Indians were at his heels. But after going about a few miles at racing speed he reined in, and finally pulled up at a spot where a very slight pathway diverged. Here he sat quite still for a few minutes in meditation. Then he muttered softly to himself  for Ben was often and for long periods alone in the woods and on the plains, and found it somewhat sociable-like to mutter his thoughts audibly:

Youve not cotched him up after all, Ben, he said. Black Polly amost equals a streak o lightnin, but the Britisher got too long a start o ye, an hes clearly in a hurry. Now, if I follow on hell hear your foot-falls, Polly, an praps be scared into goin faster to his doom. Whereas, if I go off the track here an drive ahead so as to git to the Blue Fork before him, Ill be able to stop the Bucks little game, an save the poor fellows life. Buck is sure to stop him at the Blue Fork, for its a handy spot for a road-agent, (a highwayman) and theres no other near.

Hunky Ben was pre-eminently a man of action. As he uttered or thought the last word he gave a little chirp which sent Black Polly along the diverging track at a speed which almost justified the comparison of her to lightning.

The Blue Fork was a narrow pass or gorge in the hills, the footpath through which was rendered rugged and dangerous for cattle because of the rocks that had fallen during the course of ages from the cliffs on either side. Seen from a short distance off on the main track the mountains beyond had a brilliantly blue appearance, and a few hundred yards on the other side of the pass the track forked  hence the name. One fork led up to Traitors Trap, the other to the fort of Quester Creek, an out-post of United States troops for which Hunky Ben was bound with the warning that the Redskins were contemplating mischief. As Ben had conjectured, this was the spot selected by Buck Tom as the most suitable place for waylaying his intended victim. Doubtless he supposed that no Englishman would travel in such a country without a good deal of money about him, and he resolved to relieve him of it.

It was through a thick belt of wood that the scout had to gallop at first, and he soon outstripped the traveller who kept to the main and, at that part, more circuitous road, and who was besides obliged to advance cautiously in several places. On nearing his destination, however, Ben pulled up, dismounted, fastened his mare to a tree, and proceeded the rest of the way on foot at a run, carrying his repeating rifle with him. He had not gone far when he came upon a horse. It was fastened, like his own, to a tree in a hollow.

Ho! ho! thought Ben, you prefer to do yer dirty work on foot, Mr Buck! Well, youre not far wrong in such a place.

Advancing now with great caution, the scout left the track and moved through the woods more like a visible ghost than a man, for he was well versed in all the arts and wiles of the Indian, and his moccasined feet made no sound whatever. Climbing up the pass at some height above the level of the road, so that he might be able to see all that took place below, he at last lay down at full length, and drew himself in snake fashion to the edge of the thicket that concealed him. Pushing aside the bushes gently he looked down, and there, to his satisfaction, beheld the man he was in search of, not thirty yards off.

Buck Tom was crouching behind a large mass of rock close to the track, and so lost in the dark shadow of it that no ordinary man could have seen him; but nothing could escape the keen and practised eye of Hunky Ben. He could not indeed make out the highwaymans form, but he knew that he was there and that was enough. Laying his rifle on a rock before him in a handy position he silently watched the watcher.

During all this time the Englishman  whom the reader has doubtless recognised as Charlie Brooke  was pushing on as fast as he could in the hope of overtaking the man who could guide him to Traitors Trap.

At last he came to the Blue Forks, and rode into the pass with the confidence of one who suspects no evil. He drew rein, however, as he advanced, and picked his way carefully along the encumbered path.

He had barely reached the middle of it, where a clear space permitted the moonbeams to fall brightly on the ground, when a stern voice suddenly broke the stillness of the night with the words  

Hands up!

Charlie Brooke seemed either to be ignorant of the ways of the country and of the fact that disobedience to the command involved sudden death, or he had grown unaccountably reckless, for instead of raising his arms and submitting to be searched by the robber who covered him with a revolver, he merely reined up and took off his hat, allowing the moon to shine full on his countenance.

The effect on Buck Tom was singular. Standing with his back to the moon, his expression could not be seen, but his arm dropped to his side as if it had been paralysed, and the revolver fell to the ground.

Never had Buck Tom been nearer to his end than at that moment, for Hunky Ben, seeing clearly what would be the consequence of the Englishmans non-compliance with the command, was already pressing the trigger that would have sent a bullet into Buck Toms brain, but the Englishmans strange conduct induced him to pause, and the effect on the robber caused him to raise his head and open wide his eyes  also his ears!

Ah! Ralph Ritson, has it come to this? said Charlie, in a voice that told only of pity and surprise.

For some moments Ralph did not speak. He was evidently stunned. Presently he recovered, and, passing his hand over his brow, but never taking his eyes off the handsome face of his former friend, he said in a low tone  

I  I  dont feel very sure whether youre flesh and blood, Brooke, or a spirit  but  but

Im real enough to be able to shake hands, Ritson, returned our hero, dismounting, and going up to his former friend, who suffered him to grasp the hand that had been on the point of taking his life. But can it be true, that I really find you a

It is true, Charlie Brooke; quite true  but while you see the result, you do not see, and cannot easily understand, the hard grinding injustice that has brought me to this. The last and worst blow I received this very night. I have urgent need of money  not for myself, believe me  and I came down to Davids store, at some personal risk, I may add, to receive payment of a sum due me for acting as a cow-boy for many months. The company, instead of paying me

Yes, I know; I heard it all, said Charlie.

You were only shamming sleep, then?

Yes; I knew you at once.

Well, then, continued Buck Tom (as we shall still continue to style him), the disappointment made me so desperate that I determined to rob you  little thinking who you were  in order to help poor Shank Leather

Does Shank stand in urgent need of help? asked Charlie, interrupting.

He does indeed. He has been very ill. We have run out of funds, and he needs food and physic of a kind that the mountains dont furnish.

Does he belong to your band, Ritson?

Well  nearly; not quite!

That is a strange answer. How far is it to where he lies just now?

Six miles, about.

Come, then, I will go to him if you will show me the way, returned Charlie, preparing to remount. I have plenty of that which poor Shank stands so much in need of. In fact I have come here for the express purpose of hunting him and you up. Would it not be well, by the way, to ride back to the store for some supplies?

No need, answered Buck Tom, stooping to pick up his revolver. Theres another store not far from this, to which we can send to-morrow. We can get what we want there.

But what have you done with your horse? asked Charlie; I heard you start on one.

It is not far off. Ill go fetch it.

So saying the robber entered the bushes and disappeared. A few minutes later the clattering of hoofs was heard, and in another moment he rode up to the spot where our hero awaited him.

Follow me, he said; the road becomes better half a mile further on.

During all this time Hunky Ben had stood with his rifle ready, listening with the feelings of a man in a dream. He watched the robber and his victim ride quietly away until they were out of sight. Then he stood up, tilted his cap on one side, and scratched his head in great perplexity.

Well, now, he said at length, this is about the queerest affair Ive comed across since I was raised. Its a marcy I was born with a quiet spirit, for another chip off the small end of a moment an Buck Tom would have bin with his fathers in their happy, or otherwise, huntin grounds! Its quite clear that them two have bin friends, mayhap pards, in the old country. An Buck Tom (thats Ritson, I think he called him) has bin driven to it by injustice, has he? Ah! Buck, if all the world that suffers injustice was to take to robbery its not many respectable folk would be left to rob. Well, well, my comin off in such a splittin hurry to take care o this Britisher is a wild-goose chase arter all! Its not the first one youve bin led into anyhow, an its time you was lookin arter yer own business, Hunky Ben.

While giving vent to these remarks in low muttering tones, the scout was quickly retracing his steps to the place where he had tied up Black Polly. Mounting her he returned to the main track, proceeded along it until he reached the place beyond the pass where the roads forked; then, selecting that which diverged to the left, he set off at a hard gallop in the direction of Quester Creek.




Chapter Fourteen.

The Haunt of the Outlaws.

After riding through the Blue Fork Charlie and Buck Tom came to a stretch of open ground of considerable extent, where they could ride abreast, and here the latter gave the former some account of the condition of Shank Leather.

Tell me, Ritson, said Charlie, what you mean by Shank nearly and not quite belonging to your band.

The outlaw was silent for some time. Then he seemed to make up his mind to speak out.

Brooke, he said, it did, till this night, seem to me that all the better feelings of my nature  whatever they were  had been blotted out of existence, for since I came to this part of the world the cruelty and injustice that I have witnessed and suffered have driven me to desperation, and I candidly confess to you that I have come to hate pretty nigh the whole human race. The grip of your hand and tone of your voice, however, have told me that I have not yet sunk to the lowest possible depths. But that is not what I mean to enlarge on. What I wish you to understand is, that after Shank and I had gone to the dogs, and were reduced to beggary, I made up my mind to join a band of men who lived chiefly by their wits, and sometimes by their personal courage. Of course I wont say who they are, because we still hang together, and there is no need to say what we are. The profession is variously named, and not highly respected.

Shank refused to join me, so we parted. He remained for some time in New York doing odd jobs for a living. Then he joined a small party of emigrants, and journeyed west. Strange to say, although the country is wide, he and I again met accidentally. My fellows wanted to overhaul the goods of the emigrants with whom he travelled. They objected. A fight followed in which there was no bloodshed, for the emigrants fled at the first war-whoop. A shot from one of them, however, wounded one of our men, and one of theirs was so drunk at the time of the flight that he fell off his horse and was captured. That man was Shank. I recognised him when I rode up to see what some of my boys were quarrelling over, and found that it was the wounded man wanting to shove his knife into Shank.

The moment I saw his face I claimed him as an old chum, and had him carried up to our headquarters in Traitors Trap. There he has remained ever since, in a very shaky condition, for the fall seems to have injured him internally, besides almost breaking his neck. Indeed I think his spine is damaged,  he recovers so slowly. We have tried to persuade him to say that he will become one of us when he gets well, but up to this time he has steadily refused. I am not sorry; for, to say truth, I dont want to force any one into such a line of life  and he does not look as if hed be fit for it, or anything else, for many a day to come.

But how does it happen that you are in such straits just now? asked Charlie, seeing that Buck paused, and seemed unwilling to make further explanations.

Well, the fact is, we have not been successful of late; no chances have come in our way, and two of our best men have taken their departure  one to gold-digging in California, the other to the happy hunting grounds of the Redskin, or elsewhere. Luck, in short, seems to have forsaken us. Pious folk, he added, with something of a sneer, would say, no doubt, that God had forsaken us.

I think pious people would not say so, and they would be wrong if they did, returned Charlie. In my opinion God never forsakes any one; but when His creatures forsake him He thwarts them. It cannot be otherwise if His laws are to be vindicated.

It may be so. But what have I done, said Buck Tom fiercely, to merit the bad treatment and insufferable injustice which I have received since I came to this accursed land? I cannot stand injustice. It makes my blood boil, and so, since it is rampant here, and everybody has been unjust to me, I have made up my mind to pay them back in their own coin. There seems to me even a spice of justice in that.

I wonder that you cannot see the fallacy of your reasoning, Ritson, replied Charlie. You ask, What have I done? The more appropriate question would be, What have I not done? Have you not, according to your own confession, rebelled against your Maker and cast Him off; yet you expect Him to continue His supplies of food to you; to keep up your physical strength and powers of enjoying life, and, under the name of Luck, to furnish you with the opportunity of breaking His own commands by throwing people in your way to be robbed! Besides which, have you not yourself been guilty of gross injustice in leading poor weak Shank Leather into vicious courses  to his great, if not irreparable, damage? I dont profess to teach theology, Ralph Ritson, my old friend, but I do think that even an average cow-boy could understand that a rebel has no claim to forgiveness  much less to favour  until he lays down his arms and gives in.

Had any other man but you, Charlie Brooke, said half as much as you have just said to me, I would have blown his brains out, returned the outlaw sternly.

Im very glad no other man did say it, then, returned Charlie, for your hands must be sufficiently stained already. But dont let anger blind you to the fact, Ralph, that you and I were once old friends; that I am your friend still, and that, what is of far greater importance, the Almighty is still your friend, and is proving His friendship by thwarting you.

You preach a strange doctrine, said Buck Tom, laughing softly, but you must end your sermon here in the meantime, for we have reached the entrance to Traitors Trap, and have not room to ride further abreast. I will lead, and do you follow with care, for the path is none o the safest. My asking you to follow me is a stronger proof than you may think that I believe in your friendship. Most strangers whom I escort up this gorge are usually requested to lead the way, and I keep my revolver handy lest they should stray from the track!

The defile or gorge which they had reached was not inappropriately named, for, although the origin of the name was unknown, the appearance of the place was eminently suggestive of blackness and treachery. Two spurs of the mountain range formed a precipitous and rugged valley which, even in daylight, wore a forbidding aspect, and at night seemed the very portal to Erebus.

Keep close to my horses tail, said Buck Tom, as they commenced the ascent. If you stray here, ever so little, your horse will break his neck or legs.

Thus admonished, our hero kept a firm hand on the bridle, and closed up as much as possible on his guide. The moon was by this time clouded over, so that, with the precipitous cliffs on either side, and the great mass of the mountains further up, there was only that faint sombre appearance of things which is sometimes described as darkness visible. The travellers proceeded slowly, for, besides the danger of straying off the path, the steepness of the ascent rendered rapid motion impossible. After riding for about three miles thus in absolute silence, they came to a spot where the track became somewhat serpentine, and Charlie could perceive dimly that they were winding amongst great fragments of rock which were here and there over-canopied by foliage, but whether of trees or bushes he could not distinguish. At last they came to a halt in front of what appeared to be a cliff.

Dismount here, said Buck in a low voice, setting the example.

Is this the end of our ride?

It is. Give me the bridle. I will put up your horse. Stand where you are till I return.

The outlaw led the horses away, leaving his former friend and schoolfellow in a curious position, and a not very comfortable frame of mind. When a man is engaged in action  especially if it be exciting and slightly dangerous  he has not time to think much about his surroundings, at least about their details, but now, while standing there in the intense darkness, in the very heart  as he had reason to believe  of a robbers stronghold, young Brooke could not help questioning his wisdom in having thus thrown himself into the power of one who had obviously deteriorated and fallen very low since the time when in England they had studied and romped together. It was too late, however, to question the wisdom of his conduct. There he was, and so he must make the best of it. He did not indeed fear treachery in his former friend, but he could not help reflecting that the reckless and perhaps desperate men with whom that friend was now associated might not be easy to restrain, especially if they should become acquainted with the fact that he carried a considerable sum of money about him.

He was yet pondering his position when Buck Tom returned.

Ralph Ritson, he said, laying his hand on the arm of the outlaw, youll forgive my speaking plainly to you, I know. With regard to yourself I have not a shadow of doubt that you will act the part of an honourable host, though you follow a dishonourable calling. But I have no guarantee that those who associate with you will respect my property. Now, I have a considerable sum of money about me in gold and silver, which I brought here expressly for the benefit of our poor friend Shank Leather. What would you advise me to do in regard to it?

Intrust it to my care, said Buck promptly.

Charlie could not see the outlaws face very clearly, but he could easily detect the half-amused half-mocking tone in which the suggestion was made.

My good fellow, said Charlie, in a hearty voice, you evidently think I am afraid to trust you. That is a mistake. I do not indeed trust to any remnant of good that is in your poor human nature, but I have confidence in the good feeling which God is arousing in you just now. I will freely hand over the money if you can assure me that you can guard it from your comrades.

This will make it secure from them, returned Buck, with a short defiant laugh.

Humph exclaimed Charlie with a shrug. Ive not much confidence in that safeguard. No doubt, in certain circumstances, and on certain occasions, the revolver is a most important and useful instrument, but, taking it all round, I would not put much store by it. When you met me at the Blue Fork to-night, for instance, of what use was my revolver to me? And, for the matter of that, after you had dropped it on the road of what use was yours to you? It only wants one of your fellows to have more pluck and a quicker eye and hand than yourself to dethrone you at once.

Well, none of my fellows, returned Buck Tom good-humouredly, happen to have the advantage of me at present, so you may trust me and count this as one o the certain occasions on which a revolver is a most important instrument.

I dare say you are right, responded Charlie, smiling, as he drew from the breast of his coat a small bag and handed it to his companion.

You know exactly, of course, how much is here? asked Buck Tom.

Yes, exactly.

Thats all right, continued Buck, thrusting the bag into the bosom of his hunting coat; now Ill see if any o the boys are at home. Doubtless they are out  else theyd have heard us by this time. Just wait a minute.

He seemed to melt into the darkness as he spoke. Another minute and he re-appeared.

Here, give me your hand, he said; the passage is darkish at first.

Charlie Brooke felt rather than saw that they had passed under a portal of some sort, and were advancing along a narrow passage. Soon they turned to the left, and a faint red light  as of fire  became visible in the distance. Buck Tom stopped.

Theres no one in the cave but him, and hes asleep. Follow me.

The passage in which they stood led to a third and shorter one, where the light at its extremity was intense, lighting up the whole of the place so as to reveal its character. It was a corridor about seven feet high and four feet wide cut out of the solid earth; arched in the roof and supported here and there by rough posts to make it still more secure. Charlie at once concluded that it led to one of those concealed caverns, of which he had heard more than once while crossing the country, the entrances of which are made in zig-zag form in order to prevent the possibility of a ray of light issuing from the outside opening.

On reaching the end of the third passage he found that his conjecture was right, for the doorway or opening on his left hand conducted into a spacious cave, also hollowed out of the earth, but apparently against a perpendicular cliff, for the inner end of it was of unhewn rock. The roof of the cave was supported by pillars which were merely sections of pine-trees with the bark left on. These pillars and the earthen walls were adorned with antlers, skulls, and horns of the Rocky mountain sheep, necklaces of grizzly-bears claws, Indian bows and arrows, rifles, short swords, and various other weapons and trophies of the chase, besides sundry articles of clothing. At the inner end of the cave a large fireplace and chimney had been rudely built, and in this was roaring the pine-wood fire which had lighted them in, and which caused the whole interior to glow with a vivid glare that seemed to surpass that of noon-day.

A number of couches of pine-brush were spread round the walls, and on one of these lay a sleeping figure. The face was turned towards the visitor, who saw at a glance that it was that of his former friend and playmate  but it was terribly changed. Hard toil, suffering, sickness, dissipation, had set indelible marks on it, and there was a slight curve about the eyebrows which gave the idea of habitual pain. Yet strange to say, worn and lined though it was, the face seemed far more attractive and refined than it had ever been in the days of robust health.

Buck Tom went to the fire and began to stir the contents of a big pot that hung over it, while Charlie advanced and stood for some minutes gazing at the countenance of his friend, unwilling to disturb his slumbers, yet longing to cheer him with the glad news that he had come to succour him. He chanced, however, to touch a twig of the pine branches on which the sleeper lay, and Shank awoke instantly, raised himself on one elbow, and returned his friends gaze earnestly, but without the slightest symptom of surprise.

O Charlie, he said at last in a quiet voice, I wish you hadnt come to me to-night.

He stopped, and Charlie felt quite unable to speak, owing to intense pity, mingled with astonishment, at such a reception.

Its too bad of you, Shank went on, worrying me so in my dreams. Im weary of it; and if you only knew what a terrible disappointment it is to me when I awake and dont find you there, you wouldnt tantalise me so. You always look so terribly real too! Man, I could almost pledge my life that you are no deception this time, but  but Im so used to it now that

Shank, my dear boy, said Charlie, finding words at last, it is no deception

He stopped abruptly; for the intense look of eager anxiety, doubt, and hope in the thin expressive face alarmed him.

Charlie! gasped, rather than said, the invalid, you  you never spoke to me before in my dreams, and  you never touched  the grip of your strong h  O God! can it be true?

At this point Buck Tom suddenly left off his occupation at the fire and went out of the cave.




Chapter Fifteen.

Lost and Found.

Try to be calm, Shank, said Charlie, in a soothing tone, as he kneeled beside the shadow that had once been his sturdy chum, and put an arm on his shoulder. It is indeed myself this time. I have come all the way from England to seek you, for we heard, through Ritson, that you were ill and lost in these wilds, and now, through Gods mercy, I have found you.

While Charlie Brooke was speaking, the poor invalid was breathing hard and gazing at him, as if to make quite sure it was all true.

Yes, he said at last, unable to raise his voice above a hoarse whisper, lost  and  and  found! Charlie, my friend  my chum  my

He could say no more, but, laying his head like a little child on the broad bosom of his rescuer, he burst into a passionate flood of tears.

Albeit strong of will, and not by any means given to the melting mood, our hero was unable for a minute or two to make free use of his voice.

Come, now, Shank, old man, you mustnt give way like that. You wouldnt, you know, if you had not been terribly reduced by illness

Yes, I would! yes, I would! interrupted the sick man, almost passionately; Id howl, Id roar, Id blubber like a very idiot, Id do any mortal thing, if the doing of it would only make you understand how I appreciate your great kindness in coming out here to save me.

Oh no, you wouldnt, said Charlie, affecting an easy off-hand tone, which he was far from feeling; you wouldnt do anything to please me.

What dye mean? asked Shank, with a look of surprise.

Well, I mean, returned the other, gently, that you wont even do such a trifle as to lie down and keep quiet to please me.

A smile lighted up the emaciated features of the sick man, as he promptly lay back at full length and shut his eyes.

There, Charlie, he said, Ill behave, and let you do all the talking; but dont let go my hand, old man. Keep a tight grip of it. Im terrified lest you drift off again, and  and melt away.

No fear, Shank. Ill not let go my hold of you, please God, till I carry you back to old England.

Ah! old England! Ill never see it again. I feel that. But tell me,  he started up again, with a return of the excited look is father any better?

Nno, not exactly  but he is no worse. Ill tell you all about everything if you will only lie down again and keep silent.

The invalid once more lay back, closed his eyes and listened, while his friend related to him all that he knew about his family affairs, and the kindness of old Jacob Crossley, who had not only befriended them when in great distress, but had furnished the money to enable him, Charlie, to visit these outlandish regions for the express purpose of rescuing Shank from all his troubles and dangers.

At this point the invalid interrupted him with an anxious look.

Have you the money with you?

Yes.

All of it?

Yes. Why do you ask?

Because, returned Shank, with something of a groan, you are in a den of thieves!

I know it, my boy, returned Charlie, with a smile, and so, for better security, I have given it in charge to our old chum, Ralph Ritson.

What! exclaimed Shank, starting up again with wide open eyes; you have met Ralph, then?

I have. He conducted me here.

And you have intrusted your money to him?

Yes  all of it; every cent!

Are you aware, continued Shank, in a solemn tone, that Ralph Ritson is Buck Tom  the noted chief of the outlaws?

I know it.

And you trust him?

I do. I have perfect confidence that he is quite incapable of betraying an old friend.

For some time Shank looked at his companion in surprise; then an absent look came into his eyes, and a variety of expressions passed over his wan visage. At last he spoke.

I dont know how it is, Charlie, but somehow I think you are right. Its an old complaint of mine, you know, to come round to your way of thinking, whether I admit it or not. In days of old I usually refused to admit it, but believed in you all the same! If any man had told me this morning  ay, even half an hour since  that he had placed money in the hands of Buck Tom for safe keeping, knowing who and what he is, I would have counted him an incurable fool; but now, somehow, I do believe that you were quite right to do it, and that your money is as safe as if it were in the Bank of England.

But I did not intrust it to Buck Tom, knowing who and what he is, returned Charlie, with a significant smile, I put it into the hands of Ralph Ritson, knowing who and what he was.

Youre a good fellow, Charlie, said Shank, squeezing the hand that held his, and I believe it is that very trustfulness of yours which gives you so great power and influence with people. I know it has influenced me for good many a time in the past, and would continue to do so still if I were not past redemption.

No man is past redemption, said the other quietly; but Im glad you agree with me about Ralph, for

He stopped abruptly, and both men turned their eyes towards the entrance to the cave.

Did you hear anything? asked Shank, in a low voice.

I thought so  but it must have been the shifting of a log on the fire, said the other, in a similarly low tone.

Come, now, Charlie, said Shank, in his ordinary tones, let me hear something about yourself. You have not said a word yet about what you have been doing these three years past.

As he spoke a slight noise was again heard in the passage, and, next moment Buck Tom re-entered carrying a lump of meat. Whether he had been listening or not they had no means of knowing, for his countenance was quite grave and natural in appearance.

I suppose you have had long enough, you two, to renew your old acquaintance, he said. It behoves me now to get ready some supper for the boys against their return, for they would be ill-pleased to come home to an empty kettle, and their appetites are surprisingly strong. But you neednt interrupt your conversation. I can do my work without disturbing you.

We have no secrets to communicate, Buck, returned Shank, and I have no doubt that the account of himself, which our old chum was just going to give, will be as interesting to you as to me.

Quite as interesting, rejoined Buck; so pray go on, Brooke. I can listen while I look after the cookery.

Thus urged, our hero proceeded to relate his own adventures at sea  the wreck of the Walrus, the rescue by the whaler, and his various experiences both afloat and ashore.

The man, Dick Darvall, whom I have mentioned several times, said Charlie, in conclusion, I met with again in New York, when I was about to start to come here, and as I wanted a companion, and he was a most suitable man, besides being willing to come, I engaged him. He is a rough and ready, but a handy and faithful, man, who had some experience in woodcraft before he went to sea, but I have been forced to leave him behind me at a ranch a good many miles to the south of Davids store, owing to the foolish fellow having tried to jump a creek in the dark and broken his horses leg. We could not get another horse at the time, and as I was very anxious to push on  being so near my journeys end  and the ranch was a comfortable enough berth, I left him behind, as I have said, with directions to stay till I should return, or to push on if he could find a safe guide.

While Charlie Brooke was relating the last part of his experience, it might have been observed that the countenance of Buck Tom underwent a variety of curious changes, like the sky of an April day. A somewhat stern frown settled on it at last but neither of his companions observed the fact being too much interested in each other.

What was the name o the ranch where your mate was left? asked Buck Tom, when his guest ceased speaking.

The ranch of Roaring Bull, answered Charlie. I should not wonder, he added, if its name were derived from its owners voice, for it sounded like the blast of a trombone when he shouted to his people.

Not only his ranch but himself is named after his voice, returned Buck. His real name is Jackson, but it is seldom used now. Every one knows him as Roaring Bull. Hes not a bad fellow at bottom, but something overbearing, and has made a good many enemies since he came to this part of the country six years ago.

That may be so, remarked Brooke, but he was very kind to us the day we put up at his place, and Dick Darvall, at all events, is not one of his enemies. Indeed he and Roaring Bull took quite a fancy to each other. It seemed like love at first sight. Whether Jacksons pretty daughter had anything to do with the fancy on Dicks part of course I cant say. Now, I think of it, his readiness to remain behind inclines me to believe it had!

Well, come outside with me, and have a chat about old, times. It is too hot for comfort here. I dare say our friend Shank will spare you for quarter of an hour, and the pot can look after itself. By the way, it would be as well to call me Buck Tom  or Buck. My fellows would not understand Ralph Ritson. They never heard it before. Have a cigar?

No, thank you, I have ceased to see the advantage of poisoning ones-self merely because it is the fashion to do so.

The poison is wonderfully slow, said Buck.

But not less wonderfully sure, returned Charlie, with a smile.

As you will, rejoined Buck, rising and going outside with his visitor.

The night was very still and beautiful, and, the clouds having cleared away, the moonbeams struggled through the foliage and revealed the extreme wildness and seclusion of the spot which had been chosen by the outlaws as their fortress.

Charlie now saw that the approach to the entrance of the cave was a narrow neck of rock resembling a natural bridge, with a deep gully on either side, and that the cliff which formed the inner end of the cavern overhung its base, so that if an enemy were to attempt to hurl rocks down from above these would drop beyond the cave altogether. This much he saw at a glance. The minute details and intricacies of the place of course could not be properly seen or understood in the flickering and uncertain light which penetrated the leafy canopy, and, as it were, played with the shadows of the fallen rocks that strewed the ground everywhere, and hung in apparently perilous positions on the mountain slopes.

The manner of the outlaw changed to that of intense earnestness the moment he got out to the open air.

Charlie Brooke, he said, with more of the tone and air of old familiar friendship than he had yet allowed himself to assume, its of no use exciting poor Shank unnecessarily, so I brought you out here to tell you that your man Dick Darvall is in deadly peril, and nothing but immediate action on my part can save him; I must ride without delay to his rescue. You cannot help me in this. I know what you are going to propose, but you must trust and obey me if you would save your friends life. To accompany me would only delay and finally mar my plans. Now, will you

A peculiar whistle far down the gorge caused the outlaw to cease abruptly and listen.

The whistle was repeated, and Buck answered it at once with a look of great surprise.

These are my fellows back already! he said.

You seem surprised. Did you, then, not expect them so soon?

I certainly did not; something must have gone wrong, replied Buck, with a perplexed look. Then, as if some new idea had flashed upon him, Now, look here, Brooke, I must ask you to trust me implicitly and to act a part. Your life may depend on your doing this.

The first I can do with ease, but as to the latter, my agreeing to do so depends on whether the action you require of me is honourable. You must forgive me, Rits

Hush! Dont forget that there is no such man as Ralph Ritson in these mountains. My life may depend on your remembering that. Of course I dont expect you to act a dishonourable part,  all I want you to do just now is to lie down and pretend to go to sleep.

Truly, if that is all, I am ready, said Charlie; at all events I will shut my eyes and hold my tongue.

A useful virtue at times, and somewhat rare, said Buck, leading his guest back into the cavern. Now, then, Brooke, lie down there, pointing to a couch of pine-brush in a corner, and try to sleep if you can.

Our hero at once complied, stretched himself at full length with his face to the light, and apparently went to sleep, but with his left arm thrown over his forehead as if to protect his eyes from the glare of the fire. Thus he was in a position to see as well as hear all that went on. Buck Tom went to the sick man and whispered something to him. Then, returning to the fire, he continued to stir the big pot, and sniff its savoury contents with much interest.




Chapter Sixteen.

Friends and Foes  Plots and Counterplots  The Ranch in Danger.

In a few minutes the sound of heavy feet and gruff voices was heard in the outside passage, and next moment ten men filed into the room and saluted their chief heartily.

Charlie felt an almost irresistible tendency to open his eyes, but knew that the risk was too great, and contented himself with his ears. These told him pretty eloquently what was going on, for suddenly, the noise of voices and clattering of footsteps ceased, a dead silence ensued, and Charlie knew that the whole band were gazing at him with wide open eyes and, probably, open mouths. Their attention had been directed to the stranger by the chief. The silence was only momentary, however.

Now, dont begin to whisper, pards, said Buck Tom, in a slightly sarcastic tone. When will ye learn that there is nothing so likely to waken a sleeper as whisperin? Be natural  be natural, and tell me, as softly as ye can in your natural tones, what has brought you back so soon. Come, Jake, you have got the quietest voice. The poor man is pretty well knocked up and needs rest. I brought him here.

Has he got much? the sentence was completed by Jake significantly slapping his pocket.

A goodish lot. But come, sit down and out wi the news. Something must be wrong.

Wall, I guess that somethin is wrong. Everythings wrong, as far as I can see. The Redskins are up, an the troops are out, an so it seemed o no use our goin to bust up the ranch of Roarin Bull, seein that the red devils are likely to be there before us. So we came back here, an Im glad youve got suthin in the pot, for were about as empty as kettledrums.

Humph! ejaculated Buck, didnt I tell you not to trouble Roarin Bull  that he and his boys could lick you if you had been twenty instead of ten. But how came ye to hear o this cock-and-bull story about the Redskins?

We got it from Hunky Ben, an hes not the boy to go spreadin false reports.

Charlie Brooke ventured at this point to open his eye-lids the smallest possible bit, so that any one looking at him would have failed to observe any motion in them. The little slit however, admitted the whole scene to the retina, and he perceived that ten of the most cut-throat-looking men conceivable were seated in a semicircle in the act of receiving portions from the big pot into tin plates. Most of them were clothed in hunters leathern costume, wore long boots with spurs, and were more or less bronzed and bearded.

Buck Tom, alias Ralph Ritson, although as tall and strong as any of them, seemed a being of quite angelic gentleness beside them. Yet Buck was their acknowledged chief. No doubt it was due to the superiority of mind over matter, for those out-laws were grossly material and matter-of-fact!

There must be some truth in the report if Hunky Ben carried it, said Buck, looking up quickly, but I left Ben sitting quietly in Davids store not many hours ago.

No doubt thats true, Captain, said Jake, as he ladled the soup into his capacious mouth; nevertheless we met Hunky Ben on the pine-river prairie scourin over the turf like all possessed on Black Polly. We stopped him of course an asked the news.

News! cried he, why, the Redskins have dug up the hatchet an riz like one man. Theyve clard out Yellow Bluff, an are pourin like Niagara down upon Raspers Creek. Its said that theyll visit Roarin Bulls ranch to-morrow. No time for more talk, boys. Oratin aint in my line. Im off to Quester Creek to rouse up the troops. Wi that Hunky wheeled round an went off like a runaway streak o lightnin. I sent a couple o shots after him, for Id took a fancy to Black Polly  but them bullets didnt seem to hit somehow.

Boys, cried Buck Tom, jumping up when he heard this, if Hunky Ben said all that, you may depend ont its true, an we wont have to waste time this night if were to save the ranch of Roarin Bull.

But we dont want to save the ranch of Roarin Bull, as far as Im consarned, said Jake rather sulkily.

Buck wheeled round on the man with a fierce glare, but, as if suddenly changing his mind, he said in a tone of well-feigned surprise  

What! you, Jake, of all men  such a noted lady-killer  indifferent about the fate of the ranch of Roaring Bull, and pretty Miss Mary Jackson in it at the mercy of the Redskins!

Well, if it comes to that, Captain, Ill ride as far and as fast as any man to rescue a girl, pretty or plain, from the Redskins, said Jake, recovering his good-humour.

Well, then, cram as much grub as you can into you in five minutes, for we must be off by that time. Rise, sir, said Buck, shaking Charlie with some violence. We ride on a matter of life an death  to save women. Will you join us?

Of course I will! cried Charlie, starting up with a degree of alacrity and vigour that favourably impressed the outlaws, and shaking off his simulated sleep with wonderful facility.

Follow me, then, cried Buck, hastening out of the cave.

But what of Shank? asked Charlie, in some anxiety, when they got outside. He cannot accompany us; may we safely leave him behind?

Quite safely. This place is not known to the savages who are on the warpath, and there is nothing to tempt them this way even if it were. Besides, Shank is well enough to get up and gather firewood, kindle his fire, and boil the kettle for himself. He is used to being left alone. See, here is our stable under the cliff, and yonder stands your horse. Saddle him. The boys will be at our heels in a moment. Some of them are only too glad to have a brush wi the Redskins, for they killed two of our band lately.

This last remark raised an uncomfortable feeling in the mind of Charlie, for was he not virtually allying himself with a band of outlaws, with intent to attack a band of Indians of whom he knew little or nothing, and with whom he had no quarrel? There was no time, however, to weigh the case critically. The fact that savages were about to attack the ranch in which his comrade Dick Darvall was staying, and that there were females in the place, was enough to settle the question. In a minute or two he had saddled his horse, which he led out and fastened to a tree, and, while the outlaws were busy making preparations for a start, he ran back to the cave.

Shank, said he, sitting down beside his friend and taking his hand, you have heard the news. My comrade Darvall is in great danger. I must away to his rescue. But be sure, old fellow, that I will return to you soon.

Yes, yes  I know, returned Shank, with a look of great anxiety; but, Charlie, you dont know half the danger you run. Dont fight with Buck Tom  do you hear?

Of course I wont, said Charlie, in some surprise.

No, no, thats not what I mean, said Shank, with increasing anxiety. Dont fight in company with him.

At that moment the voice of the outlaw was heard at the entrance shouting, Come along, Brooke, were all ready.

Dont be anxious about me, Shank; Ill take good care, said Charlie, as he hastily pressed the hand of the invalid and hurried away.

The ten men with Buck at their head were already mounted when he ran out.

Pardon me, he said, vaulting into the saddle, I was having a word with the sick man.

Keep next to me, and close up, said Buck, as he wheeled to the right and trotted away.

Down the Traitors Trap they went at what was to Charlie a break-neck but satisfactory pace, for now that he was fairly on the road a desperate anxiety lest they should be too late took possession of him. Across an open space they went at the bottom of which ran a brawling rivulet. There was no bridge, but over or through it went the whole band without the slightest check, and onward at full gallop, for the country became more level and open just beyond.

The moon was still shining although sinking towards the horizon, and now for the first time Charlie began to note with what a stern and reckless band of men he was riding, and a feeling of something like exultation arose within him as he thought on the one hand of the irresistible sweep of an onslaught from such men, and, on the other, of the cruelties that savages were known to practise. In short, rushing to the rescue was naturally congenial to our hero.

About the same time that the outlaws were thus hastening for once on an honourable mission  though some of them went from anything but honourable motives  two other bands of men were converging to the same point as fast as they could go. These were a company of United States troops, guided by Hunky Ben, and a large band of Indians under their warlike chief Bigfoot.

Jackson, alias Roaring Bull, had once inadvertently given offence to Bigfoot, and as that chief was both by nature and profession an unforgiving man he had vowed to have his revenge. Jackson treated the threat lightly, but his pretty daughter Mary was not quite as indifferent about it as her father.

The stories of Indian raids and frontier wars and barbarous cruelties had made a deep impression on her sensitive mind, and when her mother died, leaving her the only woman at her fathers ranch  with the exception of one or two half-breed women, who could not be much to her as companions  her life had been very lonely, and her spirit had been subjected to frequent, though hitherto groundless, alarms.

But pretty Moll, as she was generally called, was well protected, for her father, besides having been a noted pugilist in his youth, was a big, powerful man, and an expert with rifle and revolver. Moreover, there was not a cow-boy within a hundred miles of her who would not (at least thought he would not) have attacked single-handed the whole race of Redskins if Moll had ordered him to do so as a proof of affection.

Now, when strapping, good-looking Dick Darvall came to the ranch in the course of his travels and beheld Mary Jackson, and received the first broadside from her bright blue eyes, he hauled down his colours and surrendered with a celerity which would have mightily amused the many comrades to whom he had said in days of yore that his heart was as hard as rock, and he had never yet seen the woman as could soften it!

But Dick, more than most of his calling, was a modest, almost a bashful, man. He behaved to Mary with the politeness that was natural to him, and with which he would have approached any woman. He did not make the slightest attempt to show his admiration of her, though it is quite within the bounds of possibility that his speaking brown eyes may have said something without his permission! Mary Jackson, being also modest in a degree, of course did not reveal the state of her feelings, and made no visible attempt to ascertain his, but her bluff sagacious old father was not obtuse  neither was he reticent. He was a man of the world  at least of the back-woods world  and his knowledge of life, as there exhibited, was founded on somewhat acute experience. He knew that his daughter was young and remarkably pretty. He saw that Dick Darvall was also young  a dashing and unusually handsome sailor  something like what Tom Bowling may have been. Putting these things together, he came to the very natural conclusion that a wedding would be desirable; believing, as he did, that human nature in the Rockies is very much the same as to its foundation elements as it is elsewhere. Moreover, Roaring Bull was very much in want of a stout son-in-law at that time, so he fanned the flame which he fondly hoped was beginning to arise. This he did in a somewhat blundering and obvious manner, but Dick was too much engrossed with Mary to notice it and Mary was too ignorant of the civilised worlds ways to care much for the proprieties of life.

Of course this state of things created an awful commotion in the breasts of the cow-boys who were in the employment of Marys father and herded his cattle. Their mutual jealousies were sunk in the supreme danger that threatened them all, and they were only restrained from picking a quarrel with Dick and shooting him by the calmly resolute look in his brown eyes, coupled with his great physical power and his irresistible good-nature. Urbanity seemed to have been the mould in which the spirit of this man-of-the-sea had been cast and gentleness was one of his chief characteristics. Moreover, he could tell a good story, and sing a good song in a fine bass voice. Still further, although these gallant cow-boys felt intensely jealous of this newcomer, they could not but admit that they had nothing tangible to go upon, for the sailor did not apparently pay any pointed attention to Mary, and she certainly gave no special encouragement to him.

There was one cow-boy, however, of Irish descent, who could not or would not make up his mind to take things quietly, but resolved, as far as he was concerned, to bring matters to a head. His name was Pat Reilly.

He entered the kitchen on the day after Dicks arrival and found Mary alone and busily engaged with the dinner.

Miss Jackson, said Pat, theres a question Ive bin wantin to ax ye for a long time past, an with your lave Ill putt it now.

What is it Mr Reilly? asked the girl somewhat stiffly, for she had a suspicion of what was coming. A little negro girl in the back kitchen named Buttercup also had a suspicion of what was coming, and stationed herself with intense delight behind the door, through a crack in which she could both hear and see.

Mary, my dear, said Pat insinuatingly, how would you like to jump into double harness with me an jog along the path o life together?

Poor Mary, being agitated by the proposal, and much amused by the manner of it, bent over a pot of something and tried to hide her blushes and amusement in the steam. Buttercup glared, grinned, hugged herself, and waited for more.

Pat, erroneously supposing that silence meant consent, slipped an arm round Marys waist. No man had ever yet dared to do such a thing to her. The indignant girl suddenly wheeled round and brought her pretty little palm down on the cow-boys cheek with all her might  and that was considerable!

Whos a-firin off pistles in de kitchen? demanded Buttercup in a serious tone, as she popped her woolly head through the doorway.

Nobody, me black darlin, said Pat; its only Miss Mary expressin her failins in a cheeky manner. Thats all!

So saying the rejected cow-boy left the scene of his discomfiture, mounted his mustang, took his departure from the ranch of Roarin Bull without saying farewell, and when next heard of had crossed the lonely Guadaloupe mountains into Lincoln County, New Mexico.

But to return. While the troops and the outlaws were hastening thus to the rescue of the dwellers in Bulls ranch, and the blood-thirsty Redskins were making for the same point, bent on the destruction of all its inhabitants, Roaring Bull himself, his pretty daughter, and Dick Darvall, were seated in the ranch enjoying their supper, all ignorant alike of the movements of friend and foe, with Buttercup waiting on them.

One messenger, however, was speeding on his way to warn them of danger. This was the cowboy Crux, who had been despatched on Bluefire by Hunky Ben just before that sturdy scout had started to call out the cavalry at Quester Creek.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Alarm and Preparations for Defence.

From what you say I should think that my friend Brooke wont have much trouble in findin Traitors Trap, remarked Dick Darvall, pausing in the disposal of a venison steak which had been cooked by the fair bands of Mary Jackson herself, but Im sorely afraid o the reception hell meet with when he gets there, if the men are such awful blackguards as you describe.

Theyre the biggest hounds unhung, growled Roaring Bull, bringing one hand down on the board by way of emphasis, while with the other he held out his plate for another steak.

Youre too hard on some of them, father, said Mary, in a voice the softness of which seemed appropriate to the beauty of her face.

Always the way wi you wenches, observed the father. Some o the villains are good-lookin, others are ugly; so, the first are not so bad as the second  eh, lass?

Mary laughed. She was accustomed to her fathers somewhat rough but not ill-natured rebuffs.

Perhaps I may be prejudiced, father, she returned; but apart from that, surely you would never compare Buck Tom with Jake the Flint, though they do belong to the same band.

You are right, my lass, rejoined her father. They do say that Buck Tom is a gentleman, and often keeps back his boys from devilry  though he cant always manage that, an no wonder, for Jake the Flint is the cruellest monster tween this an Texas if all thats said of him be true.

I wish my comrade was well out o their clutches, said Dick, with a look of anxiety; an it makes me feel very small to be sittin here enjoyin myself when I might be ridin on to help him if he should need help.

Dont worry yourself on that score, said the host. You couldnt find your way without a guide though I was to give ye the best horse in my stable  which Id do slick off if it was of any use. Theres not one o my boys on the ranch just now, but therell be four or five of em in to-morrow by daylight an I promise you the first that comes in. They all know the country for three hundred miles around  every inch  an you may ride my best horse till you drop him if ye can. There, now, wash down your victuals an give us a yarn, or a song.

Im quite sure, added Mary, by way of encouragement, that with one of the outlaws for an old friend, Mr Brooke will be quite safe among them.

But hes not an outlaw, Miss Mary, broke in Darvall. Leastwise we have the best reason for believin that hes detained among them against his will. Howsever, its of no use cryin over spilt milk. Im bound to lay at anchor in this port till mornin, so, as I cant get up steam for a song in the circumstances, here goes for a yarn.

The yarn to which our handsome seaman treated his audience was nothing more than an account of one of his numerous experiences on the ocean, but he had such a pleasant, earnest, truth-like, and confidential way of relating it and, withal, interlarded his speech with so many little touches of humour, that the audience became fascinated, and sat in open-eyed forgetfulness of all else. Buttercup, in particular, became so engrossed as to forget herself as well as her duties, and stood behind her master in an expectant attitude, glaring at the story-teller, with bated breath, profound sympathy, and extreme readiness to appreciate every joke whether good or bad.

In the midst of one of the most telling of his anecdotes the speaker was suddenly arrested by the quick tramp of a galloping horse, the rider of which, judging from the sound, seemed to be in hot haste.

All eyes were turned inquiringly on the master of the ranch. That cool individual, rising with quiet yet rapid action, reached down a magazine repeating rifle that hung ready loaded above the door of the room.

Observing this, Dick Darvall drew a revolver from his coat-pocket and followed his host to the outer door of the house. Mary accompanied them, and Buttercup retired to the back kitchen as being her appropriate stronghold.

They had hardly reached and flung open the door when Bluefire came foaming and smoking into the yard with Crux the cow-boy on his back.

Wall, Roaring Bull, cried Crux, leaping off his horse and coming forward as quietly as if there were nothing the matter. Im glad to see you OK, for the Cheyenne Reds are on the war-path, an makin tracks for your ranch. But as theyve not got here yet, they wont likely attack till the moon goes down. Is there any chuck goin? Im half starved.

Ay, Crux, lots o chuck here. Come in an lets hear all about it. Where got ye the news?

Hunky Ben sent me. He wasnt thinkin o you at first but when a boy came in wi the news that a crowd o the reds had gone round by Pine Hollow  just as he was fixin to pull out for Quester Creek to rouse up the cavalry  he asked me to come on here an warn you.

While he was speaking the cow-boy sat down to supper with the air of a man who meant business, while the host and his sailor guest went to look after the defences of the place.

Im glad you are here, Dick Darvall, said the former, for its a bad job to be obliged to fight without help agin a crowd o yellin Reds. My boys wont be back till sun-up, an by that time the game may be played out.

Dee think the Redskins ll attack us to-night then? asked the sailor as he assisted to close the gates of the yard.

Ay, that they will, lad. They know the value o time better than most men, and, when they see their chance, are not slow to take advantage of it. As Crux said, they wont attack while the moon shines, so we have plenty of time to git ready for them. I wish I hadnt sent off my boys, but as bad luck would have it a bunch o my steers have drifted down south, an I cant afford to lose them  so, you see, theres not a man left in the place but you an me an Crux to defend poor Mary.

For the first time in his life Dick Darvall felt a distinct tendency to rejoice over the fact that he was a young and powerful man! To live and, if need be, die for Mary was worth living for!

Are you well supplied with arms an ammunition? he asked.

That am I, and well need it all, answered the host as he led Dick round to the back of the yard where another gate required fastening.

I dont see that it matters much, said Dick in a questioning tone, whether you shut the gates or not. With so few to defend the place the house will be our only chance.

When youve fought as much wi Reds as I have, Dick, youll larn that delay, even for five minutes, counts for a good deal.

Well, theres somethin in that. It minds me o what one o my shipmates, who had bin in the London fire brigade, once said. Dick, said he, never putt off what youve got to do. Sometimes Ive bin at a fire where the loss of only two minutes caused the destruction of a store worth ten thousand pound, more or less. We all but saved it as it was  so near were we, that if we had bin one minute sooner I do believe wed have saved it.

But when we was makin for that fire full sail, a deaf old apple-woman came athwart our bows an got such a fright that she went flop down right in front of us. To steer clear of her wed got to sheer off so that we all but ran into a big van, and, what wi our lights an the yellin, the horses o the van took fright and backed into us as we flew past, so that we amost went down by the starn. One way or another we lost two minutes, as Ive said, an the owners o that store lost about ten thousand pounds  more or less.

That was a big pile, Dick, observed the ranchman, as they turned from the gate towards the house, not easy to replace.

True  my shipmate never seemed to be quite sure whether it was more or less that was lost, but he thought the Insurance offices must have found it out by that time. Its a pity theres only three of us, for that will leave one side o the house undefended.

All right Dick; you dont trouble your head about that for Buttercup fights like a black tiger. Shes amost as good as a man  only she cant manage to aim, so its no use givin her a rifle. Shes game enough to fire it, but the more she tries to hit, the more shes sure to miss. However shes got a way of her own that sarves well enough to defend her side o the house. She always takes charge o the front. My Mary cant fight, but shes a heroine at loadin  an thats somethin when youre hard pressed! Come, now, Ill show ye the shootin irons an our plan of campaign.

Roaring Bull led the way back to the room, or central hall, where they had supped, and here they found that the débris of their feast had already been cleared away, and that arms of various kinds, with ammunition, covered the board.

Hospitable alike to friend and foe, said Jackson gaily. Here, you see, Mary has spread supper for the Reds!

Darvall made no response to this pleasantry, for he observed that poor Marys pretty face was very pale, and that it wore an expression of mingled sadness and anxiety.

You wont be exposed to danger, I hope, said Dick, in a low earnest tone, while Jackson was loudly discussing with Crux the merits of one of the repeating rifles  of which there were half-a-dozen on the table.

Oh no! It is not that, returned the girl sadly. I am troubled to think that, however the fight goes, some souls, perhaps many, will be sent to their account unprepared. For myself, I shall be safe enough as long as we are able to hold the house, and it may be that God will send us help before long.

You may be quite sure, returned Dick, with suppressed emotion, that no Redskin shall cross this threshold as long as we three men have a spark o life left.

A sweet though pitiful smile lighted up Marys pale face for a moment, as she replied that she was quite sure of that, in a tone which caused Darvalls heart to expand, so that his ribs seemed unable to contain it, while he experienced a sensation of being stronger than Samson and bigger than Goliath!

And I suppose, continued Dick, that the troops wont be long of coming. Is the man  whats his name, Humpy Ben  trustworthy?

Trustworthy! exclaimed the maiden, with a flush of enthusiasm; there is not a more trustworthy man on this side of the Rocky mountains, or the other side either, I am quite sure.

Poor Darvalls heart seemed suddenly to find plenty of room within the ribs at that moment, and his truthful visage must have become something of an index to his state of mind; for, to his surprise, Mary laughed.

It seems to me so funny, she continued, to hear any one ask if Hunky  not Humpy  Ben is to be trusted.

Is he, then, such a splendid young fellow! asked the seaman, with just the slightest touch of bitterness in his tone, for he felt as if a rock something like Gibraltar had been laid on his heart.

Well, hes not exactly young, answered Mary, with a peculiar expression that made her questioner feel still more uncomfortable, yet he is scarcely middle-aged, but he certainly is the most splendid fellow on the frontier; and he saved my life once.

Indeed! how was that?

Well, it was this way. I had been paying a short visit to his wife, who lives on the other side of the

Come along, Darvall, cried Roaring Bull at that moment. The moons about down, an well have to take our stations. We shall defend the outworks first to check them a bit and put off some time, then scurry into the house and be ready for them when they try to clear the fence. Follow me. Out wi the lights, girls, and away to your posts.

Ill hear the end of your story another time, Miss Mary, said Dick, looking over his shoulder and following his host and Crux to the outer door.

The seaman was conscious of a faint suspicion that Mary was wrestling with another laugh as he went off to defend the outworks, but he also, happily, felt that the Rock of Gibraltar had been removed from his heart!




Chapter Eighteen.

Defence of the Ranch of Roaring Bull.

Every light and every spark of fire had been extinguished in the ranch of Roaring Bull when its defenders issued from its doorway. They were armed to the teeth, and glided across the yard to the fence or stockade that enclosed the buildings, leaving the door slightly open so as to be ready for speedy retreat.

It had been arranged that, as there was a large open field without bush or tree in the rear of the ranch, they should leave that side undefended at first.

Theyll never come into the open as long as they can crawl up through the bush, Jackson had said, while making his final dispositions. Theyre amost sure to come up in front thinkin were all a-bed. Now, mind  dont stand still, boys, but walk along as ye fire, to give em the notion theres more of us. An dont fire at nothin. Theyd think we was in a funk. An when you hear me whistle get into the house as quick as a cotton-tail rabbit an as sly as a snake.

After the moon went down, everything in and around the ranch was as silent as the grave, save now and then the stamp of a hoof on the floor of a shed, where a number of horses stood saddled and bridled ready to mount at a moments notice; for Jackson had made up his mind, if it came to the worst, to mount and make a bold dash with all his household through the midst of his foes, trusting to taking them by surprise and to his knowledge of the country for success.

For a long time, probably two hours, the three men stood at their posts motionless and silent; still there was no sign, either by sight or sound, of an enemy. The outline of the dark woods was barely visible against the black sky in front of each solitary watcher, and no moving thing could be distinguished in the open field behind either by Crux or Darvall, to each of whom the field was visible. Jackson guarded the front.

To Dick, unaccustomed as he was to such warfare, the situation was very trying, and might have told on his nerves severely if he had not been a man of iron mould; as it was, he had no nerves to speak of! But he was a man of lively imagination. More than fifty times within those two hours did he see a black form moving in the darkness that lay between him and the wood, and more than fifty times was his Winchester rifle raised to his shoulder; but as often did the caution dont fire at nothin rise to his memory.

The stockade was of peculiar construction, because its owner and maker was eccentric, and a mechanical genius. Not only were the pickets of which it was composed very strong and planted with just space between to permit of firing, but there was a planking of strong boards, waist high, all round the bottom inside, which afforded some protection to defenders by concealing them when they stooped and changed position.

While matters were in this state outside, Mary Jackson and Buttercup were standing at an upper window just opposite the front gate, the latter with a huge bell-mouthed blunderbuss of the last century, loaded with buckshot in her hands. Mary stood beside her sable domestic ready to direct her not as to how, but where and when, to use the ancient weapon.

You must be very careful, Buttercup, said Mary in a low voice, not to fire till I tell you, and to point only where I tell you, else youll shoot father. And do keep your finger off the trigger! By the way, have you cocked it?

O missy, I forgit dat, answered the damsel with a self-condemned look, as she corrected the error. But don you fear, Missy Mary. Is use to dis yar blunnerbus. Last time I fire im was at a raven. Down hoed de raven, blowd to atims, an down hoed me too  cause de drefful ting kicks like a Texas mule. But bress you, I don mind dat. Is used to it!

Buttercup gave a little sniff of grave scorn with her flat nose, as though to intimate that the ordinary ills of life were beneath her notice.

We have said that all fires had been extinguished, but this is not strictly correct, for in the room where the two maidens watched there was an iron stove so enclosed that the fire inside did not show, and as it was fed with charcoal there were neither flames nor sparks to betray its presence. On this there stood a large cast-iron pot full of water, the bubbling of which was the only sound that broke the profound stillness of the night, while the watchers scarcely breathed, so intently did they listen.

At last the patient and self-restraining Dick saw a dark object moving towards his side of the stockade, which he felt was much too real to be classed with the creatures of his imagination which had previously given him so much trouble. Without a moments hesitation the rifle flew to his shoulder, and the prolonged silence was broken by the sharp report, while an involuntary half-suppressed cry proved that he had not missed his mark. The dark object hastily retreated. A neighbouring cliff echoed the sounds, and two shots from his comrades told the sailor that they also were on the alert.

Instantly the night was rendered hideous by a series of wild yells and whoops, while, for a moment, the darkness gave place to a glare of light as a hundred rifles vomited their deadly contents, and the sound of many rushing feet was heard upon the open sward in front of the ranch.

The three male defenders had ducked their heads below the protecting breast-work when the volley was fired, and then, discarding all idea of further care, they skipped along their respective lines, yelling and firing the repeaters so rapidly, that, to any one ignorant of the true state of things, it must have seemed as if the place were defended by a legion of demons. To add to the hullabaloo Buttercups blunderbuss poured forth its contents upon a group of red warriors who were rushing towards the front gate, with such a cannon-like sound and such wonderful effect, that the rush was turned into a sudden and limping retreat. The effect indeed, was more severe even than Buttercup had intended, for a stray buckshot had actually taken a direction which had been feared, and grazed her masters left arm! Happily the wound was very slight, and, to do the poor damsel justice, she could not see that her master was jumping from one place to another like a caged lion. Like the same animal, however, he gave her to understand what she had done, by shouting in a thunderous bass roar that fully justified his sobriquet  

Mind your eye, Buttercup! Not so low next time!

The immediate result of this vigorous defence was to make the Indians draw off and retire to the woods  presumably for consultation. By previous arrangement the negro girl issued from the house with three fresh repeaters in her arms, ran round to the combatants with them and returned with their almost empty rifles. These she and Mary proceeded to reload in the hall, and then returned to their post at the upper front window.

The morning was by this time pretty well advanced, and Jackson felt a little uncertain as to what he should now do. It was still rather dark; but in a very short time, he knew, dawn would spread over the east, when it would, of course, be quite impossible to defend the walls of the little fort without revealing the small number of its defenders. On the other hand, if they should retire at once the enemy might find a lodgement within, among the outbuildings, before there was light enough to prevent them by picking off the leaders; in which case the assailants would be able to apply fire to the wooden wails of the house without much risk.

If they manage to pile up enough o brush to clap a light to, he grumbled to himself in an undertone, its all up wi us.

The thought had barely passed through his brain, when a leaden messenger, intended to pass through it, carried his cap off his head, and the fire that had discharged it almost blinded him. Bigfoot, the chief of the savages, had wriggled himself, snake-fashion, up to the stockade unseen, and while Roaring Bull was meditating what was best to be done, he had nearly succeeded in rendering him unable to do anything at all.

The shot was the signal for another onslaught. Once more the woods rang with fiendish yells and rattling volleys. Bigfoot, with the agility and strength of a gorilla, leaped up and over the stockade and sprung down into Jacksons arms, while Darvall and Crux resumed their almost ubiquitous process of defence, and Buttercups weapon again thundered forth its defiance.

This time the fight was more protracted. Bigfoots career was indeed stopped for the time being, for Jackson not only crushed the life almost out of him by an unloving embrace, but dealt him a prize-fighters blow which effectually stretched him on the ground. Not a moment too soon, however, for the white man had barely got rid of the red one, when another savage managed to scale the wall. A blow from the butt of Jacksons rifle dropped him, and then the victor fired so rapidly, and with such effect, that a second time the Reds were repulsed.

Jackson did not again indulge in meditation, but blew a shrill blast on a dog-whistle  a preconcerted signal  on hearing which his two comrades made for the house door at full speed.

Only one other of the Indians, besides the two already mentioned, had succeeded in getting over the stockade. This man was creeping up to the open door of the house, and, tomahawk in hand, had almost reached it when Dick Darvall came tearing round the corner.

Hallo! Crux, cried Dick, that you?

The fact that he received no reply was sufficient for Dick, who was too close to do more than drive the point of his rifle against the chest of the Indian, who went down as if he had been shot, while Dick sprang in and held open the door. A word from Jackson and Crux as they ran forward sufficed. They passed in and the massive door was shut and barred, while an instant later at least half-a-dozen savages ran up against it and began to thunder on it with their rifle-butts and tomahawks.

To your windows! shouted Jackson, as he sprang up the wooden stair-case, three steps at a time. Fresh rifles here, Mary!

Yes, father, came in a silvery and most unwarlike voice from the hall below.

Another moment and three shots rang from the three sides of the house, and of the three Indians who were at the moment in the act of clambering over the stockade, one fell inside and two out. Happily, daylight soon began to make objects distinctly visible, and the Indians were well aware that it would now be almost certain death to any one who should attempt to climb over.

It is well known that, as a rule, savages do not throw away their lives recklessly. The moment it became evident that darkness would no longer serve them, those who were in the open retired to the woods, and potted at the windows of the ranch, but, as the openings from which the besieged fired were mere loop-holes made for the purpose of defence, they had little hope of hitting them at long range except by chance. Those of the besiegers who happened to be near the stockade took shelter behind the breast-work, and awaited further orders from their chief  ignorant of the fact that he had already fallen.

From the loop-holes of the room which Jackson had selected to defend, the shed with the saddled horses was visible, so that no one could reach it without coming under the fire of his deadly weapon. There was also a window in this room opening upon the back of the house and commanding the field which we have before mentioned as being undefended while the battle was waged outside. By casting a glance now and then through this window he could see any foe who might show himself in that direction. The only part of the fort that seemed exposed to great danger now was the front door, where the half-dozen savages, with a few others who had joined them, were still battering away at the impregnable door.

Dick, who held the garret above, could not see the door, of course, nor could he by any manoeuvre manage to bring his rifle to bear on it from his loop-hole, and he dared not leave his post lest more Indians should manage to scale the front stockade.

Buttercup, in the room below, had indeed a better chance at her window, but she was too inexpert in warfare to point the blunderbuss straight down and fire with effect, especially knowing, as she did, that the sight of her arm in the act would be the signal for a prompt fusillade. But the girl was not apparently much concerned about that, or anything else. The truth is that she possessed in an eminent and enviable degree the spirit of entire trust in a leader. She was under orders, and awaited the word of command with perfect equanimity! She even smiled slightly  if such a mouth could be said to do anything slightly  when Mary left her to take fresh rifles to the defenders overhead.

At last the command came from the upper regions, in tones that caused the very savages to pause a moment and look at each other in surprise. They did not pause long, however!

Now, Buttercup, thundered Roaring Bull, give it em  hot!

At the word the girl calmly laid aside her weapon, lifted the big iron pot with familiar and businesslike facility, and emptied it over the window.

The result is more easily imagined than described. A yell that must have been heard miles off was the prelude to a stampede of the most lively nature. It was intensified, if possible, by the further action of the negress, who, seizing the blunderbuss, pointed it at the flying crowd, and, shutting both eyes, fired! Not a buckshot took effect on the savages, for Buttercup, if we may say so, aimed too low, but the effect was more stupendous than if the aim had been good, for the heavy charge drove up an indescribable amount of peppery dust and small stones into the rear of the flying foe, causing another yell which was not an echo but a magnified reverberation of the first. Thus Buttercup had the satisfaction of utterly routing her foes without killing a single man!

Daylight had fairly set in by that time, and the few savages who had not succeeded in vaulting the stockade had concealed themselves behind the various outhouses.

The proprietor of the ranch began now to have some hope of keeping the Indians at bay until the troops should succour him. He even left his post and called his friends to a council of war, when a wild cheer was heard in the woods. It was followed by the sound of firing. No sooner was this heard than the savages concealed outside of the breastwork rose as one man and ran for the woods.

Its the troops! exclaimed Dick hopefully.

Troopers never cheer like that, returned Jackson with an anxious look. Its more like my poor cow-boys, and, if so, they will have no chance wi such a crowd o Reds. We must ride to help them, an youll have to ride with us, Mary. We darent leave you behind, lass, wi them varmints skulkin around.

Im ready, father, said Mary with a decided look, though it was evident, from the pallor of her cheek, that she was ill at ease.

Now, look here, Dick, said Jackson, quickly, you will go down and open the front gate. Ill go with ee wi my repeater to keep an eye on the hidden reptiles, so that if one of them shows so much as the tip of his ugly nose hell have cause to remember it. You will go to my loophole, Crux, an keep your eyes open all round  specially on the horses. When the gate is open Ill shout, and youll run down to the shed wi the women.  You understand? Crux nodded.

Acting on this plan Dick ran to the gate; Jackson followed, rifle in hand, and, having reached the middle of the fort, he faced round; only just in time to see a gun barrel raised from behind a shed. Before he could raise his own weapon a shot was heard and the gun-barrel disappeared, while the Indian who raised it fell wounded on the ground.

Well done, Crux! he exclaimed, at the same moment firing his own rifle at a head which was peeping round a corner. The head vanished instantly and Darvall rejoined him, having thrown the gate wide open.

Come round wi me an drive the reptiles out, cried Jackson. At the same time he uttered a roar that a bull might have envied, and they both rushed round to the back of the outhouses where three Indians were found skulking.

At the sudden and unexpected onslaught, they fired an ineffectual volley and fled wildly through the now open gate, followed by several shots from both pursuers, whose aim, however, was no better than their own had been.

Meanwhile Crux and the girls, having reached the shed according to orders, mounted their respective steeds and awaited their comrades. They had not long to wait. Jackson and Dick came round the corner of the shed at full speed, and, without a word, leaped simultaneously into their saddles.

Keep close to me, girls,  close up! was all that Jackson said as he dashed spurs into his horse, and, sweeping across the yard and through the gate, made straight for that part of the woods where yells, shouts, and firing told that a battle was raging furiously.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Rescue and its Consequences.

The ground in the neighbourhood of the ranch favoured the operations of an attacking party, for it was so irregular and so cumbered with knolls and clumps of trees that the defenders of the post scarce dared to make a sally, lest their retreat should be cut off by a detached party of assailants.

Hence Jackson would never have dreamed of quitting his house, or ceasing to act on the defensive, had he not been under the natural impression that it was his own returning cow-boys who had been attacked and out-numbered by the Indians. Great, therefore, was his surprise when, on rounding a bluff and coming into view of the battle-field, the party engaged with the Indians, though evidently white men, were neither his own men nor those of the US troops.

He had just made the discovery, when a band of about fifty warriors burst from the woods and rushed upon him.

Back to back, boys! girls, keep close! shouted Jackson, as he fired two shots and dropped two Indians. He pulled at a third, but there was no answering report, for the magazine of his repeater was empty.

Crux and Darvall turned their backs towards him and thus formed a sort of triangle, in the midst of which were the two girls. But this arrangement, which might have enabled them to hold out for some time, was rendered almost abortive by the ammunition having been exhausted.

So much for bein in too great a hurry! growled Jackson between his clenched teeth, as he clubbed his rifle and made a savage blow at the Indian who first came close to him. It was evident that the Indians were afraid to fire lest they should wound or kill the women; or, perhaps, understanding how matters stood, they wished to capture the white men alive, for, instead of firing at them, they circled swiftly round, endeavouring to distract their attention so as to rash in on them.

Bigfoot, who had recovered from his blow and escaped from the ranch, made a sudden dash at Dick when he thought him off his guard, but Dick was not easily caught off his guard in a fight. While in the act of making a furious demonstration at an Indian in front, which kept that savage off, he gave Bigfoot a back-handed wipe, as he called it, which tumbled the chief completely off his horse.

Just then a turn of affairs in favour of the whites was taking place on the battle-field beyond. The party there had attacked the savages with such fury as to scatter them right and left and they were now riding down at racing speed on the combatants, whose fortunes we have followed thus far.

Two men rode well in advance of the party with a revolver in each hand.

Why, its Charlie Brooke! Hurrah! yelled Darvall with delight.

An Buck Tom! roared Jackson in amazement.

So sudden was the onset that the Indians were for a moment paralysed, and the two horsemen, firing right and left as they rode up, dashed straight into the very midst of the savages. In a moment they were alongside of their friends, while the rest of the outlaw band were already engaged on the outskirts of the crowd.

The very danger of the white men constituted to some extent their safety; for they were so outnumbered and surrounded that the Indians seemed afraid to fire lest they should shoot each other. To add to the confusion, another party of whites suddenly appeared on the scene and attacked the Reds with a wild cheer. This was Jacksons little band of cow-boys. They numbered only eight; but the suddenness of their appearance tended further to distract the savages.

While the noise was at its height a sound, or rather sensation, of many feet beating the earth was felt. Next moment a compact line was seen to wheel round the bluff where the fight was going on, and a stentorian Charge! was uttered, as the United States cavalry, preceded by Hunky Ben, bore down with irresistible impetuosity on the foe.

But the Indians did not await this onset. They turned and fled, scattering as they went, and the fight was quickly turned into a total rout and hot pursuit, in which troopers, outlaws, travellers, ranch-men, scouts, and cow-boys joined. The cavalry, however, had ridden far and fast, so that the wiry little mustangs of the plains soon left them behind, and the bugle ere long recalled them all.

It was found on the assembling of the forces that not one of the outlaws had returned. Whether they were bent on wreaking their vengeance still more fully on their foes, or had good reason for wishing to avoid a meeting with troops, was uncertain; but it was shrewdly suspected that the latter was the true reason.

But you led the charge with Buck Tom, sir, said Jackson to Charlie, in considerable surprise, though how you came to be in his company is more than I can understand.

Heres somebody that can explain, maybe, said one of the cow-boys, leading forward a wounded man whose face was covered with blood, while he limped as if hurt in the legs. I found him tryin to crawl into the brush. Dye know him, boys?

Why, its Jake the Flint! exclaimed several voices simultaneously; while more than one hand was laid on a revolver, as if to inflict summary punishment.

I claim this man as my prisoner, said the commander of the troops, with a stern look that prevented any attempt at violence.

Ay, youve got me at last, said the outlaw, with a look of scorn. Youve bin a precious long time about it too.

Secure him, said the officer, deigning no reply to these remarks.

Two troopers dismounted, and with a piece of rope began to tie the outlaws hands behind him.

I arrest you also, said the commander to Charlie, who suddenly found a trooper on each side of him. These took him lightly by each arm, while a third seized his bridle.

Sir! exclaimed our hero, while the blood rushed to his forehead, I am not an outlaw!

Excuse me, returned the officer politely, but my duty is plain. There are a good many gentlemanly outlaws about at present. You are found joining in fight with a notorious band. Until you can clear yourself you must consider yourself my prisoner.  Disarm and bind him.

For one moment Charlie felt an almost irresistible impulse to fell the men who held him, but fortunately the absurdity of his position forced itself on him, and he submitted, well knowing that his innocence would be established immediately.

Is not this man one of your band, Jake? asked the officer quietly.

Yes, he is, replied the man with a malevolent grin. Hes not long joined. This is his first scrimmage with us.

Charlie was so thunderstruck at this speech that he was led back to the ranch in a sort of dazed condition. As for Dick Darvall, he was rendered speechless, and felt disposed to regard the whole thing as a sort of dream, for his attempted explanations were totally disregarded.

Arrived at the house, Charlie and Jake were locked up in separate rooms, and sentries placed beneath their windows  this in addition to the security of hand-cuffs and roped arms. Then breakfast was prepared for the entire company, and those who had been wounded in the fight were attended to by Hunky Ben  a self-taught surgeon  with Mary and Buttercup to act as dressers.

I say, Jackson, observed Darvall, when the worthy ranch-man found leisure to attend to him, of course you know that this is all nonsense  an abominable lie about my friend Brooke being an outlaw?

Of course I do, Dick, said Jackson, in a tone of sympathy; an you may be cock-sure Ill do what I can to help im. But hell have to prove himself a true man, an there are some mysteries about him that it puzzles me to think how hell clear em up.

Mysteries? echoed Dick.

Ay, mysteries. Ive had some talk wi Hunky Ben, an hes as much puzzled as myself, if not more.

Well, then, Im puzzled more than either of ye, returned Dick, for my friend and mate is as true a man  all straight an aboveboard  as ever I met with on sea or land.

That may be, boy, but theres some mystery about him, somehow.

Can ye explain what the mystery is, Jackson?

Well, this is what Hunky Ben says. He saw your friend go off the other night alone to Traitors Trap, following in the footsteps o that notorious outlaw Buck Tom. Feelin sure that Buck meant to waylay your friend, Hunky followed him up and overshot him to a place where he thought it likely the outlaw would lay in wait. Sure enough, when he got there he found Buck squattin behind a big rock. So he waited to see what would turn up and be ready to rescue your friend. An what dye think did turn up?

Don know, said Dick, with a look of solemn wonder.

Why, when Buck stepped out an bid him throw up his hands, your friend merely looked at Buck and said somethin that Hunky couldnt hear, an then Buck dropped his pistol, and your friend got off his horse, and they shook hands and went off as thick as thieves together. An now, as youve seen an heard, your friend turns up headin a charge of the outlaws  an a most notable charge it was  alongside o Buck Tom. Jake the Flint too claims him for a comrade. Pretty mysterious all that, aint it?

May I ask, said Dick, with some scorn in his tone, who is this Hunky Ben, that his word should be considered as good as a bank-note?

Hes the greatest scout an the best an truest man on the frontier, replied Jackson.

Hm! so Miss Mary seems to think too.

An Mary thinks right.

An who may this Jake the Flint be? asked the sailor.

The greatest scoundrel, cattle and horse stealer, and cut-throat on the frontier.

So then, rejoined Dick, with some bitterness, it would seem that my friend and mate is taken up for an outlaw on the word o the two greatest men on the frontier!

It looks like it, Dick, coupled, of course, wi your friends own actions. But never you fear, man. There must be a mistake o some sort, somewhere, an its sure to come out, for Id as soon believe my Mary to be an outlaw as your friend  though I never set eyes on him before the other day. The fact is, Dick, that Ive learned physiognomy since

Fizzi-what-umy? interrupted Dick.

Physiognomy  the study o faces  since I came to live on the frontier, an Im pretty sure to know an honest man from a rogue as soon as I see him an hear him speak  though I cant always prove myself right.

Dick and his host were thus conversing, and the soldiers were regaling themselves in the hall, the commander of the troops and Hunky Ben were engaged in earnest conversation with Charlie Brooke, who gave an account of himself that quite cleared up the mystery of his meeting, and afterwards being found associated with, the outlaws.

Its a queer story, said Hunky Ben, who, besides being what his friends called a philosopher, was prone at times to moralise. Its a queer story, an shows that a man shouldnt bounce at a conclusion till hes larned all the ins an outs of a matter.

Of course, Mr Brooke, said the officer, when Dick had finished his narration, your companion knows all this and can corroborate what you have said?

Not all, replied Charlie. He is an old shipmate whom I picked up on arriving at New York, and only knows that I am in search of an old school-fellow who has given way to dissipation and got into trouble here. Of my private and family affairs he knows nothing.

Well, you have cleared yourself, Mr Brooke, continued the Captain, whose name was Wilmot, but Im sorry to have to add that you have not cleared the character of your friend Leather, whose name has for a considerable time been associated with the notorious band led by your old school-fellow Ritson, who is known in this part of the country as Buck Tom. One of the worst of this gang of highwaymen, Jake the Flint, has, as you know, fallen into my hands, and will soon receive his deserts as a black-hearted murderer. I have recently obtained trustworthy information as to the whereabouts of the gang, and I am sorry to say that I shall have to ask you to guide me to their den in Traitors Trap.

Is it my duty to do this? asked Charlie, with a troubled look at the officer.

It is the duty of every honest man to facilitate the bringing of criminals to justice.

But I have strong reason for believing that my friend Leather, although reckless and dissipated, joined these men unwillingly  was forced to do it in fact  and has been suffering from the result of a severe injury ever since joining, so that he has not assisted them at all in their nefarious work. Then, as to Ritson, I am convinced that he repents of his course of conduct. Indeed, I know that his men have been rebellious of late, and this very Jake has been aspiring to the leadership of the gang.

Your feelings regarding these men may be natural, returned the captain, but my duty is to use you in this matter. Believing what you say of yourself I will treat you as a gentleman, but if you decline to guide me to the nest of this gang I must treat you still as a prisoner.

May I have a little time to think over the matter before answering?

So that you may have a chance of escaping me? replied the Captain.

Nothing was further from my thoughts, said Charlie, with a flush of indignation.

I believe you, Mr Brooke, rejoined the Captain with gravity. Let me know any time before twelve to-day what course you deem it right to take. By noon I shall sound boot and saddle, when you will be ready to start. Your nautical friend here may join us if he chooses.

Now, while this investigation into the affairs of one prisoner was going on, the other prisoner, Jake, was busily employed investigating his own affairs with a view to escape.

How he fared in this investigation we reserve for another chapter.




Chapter Twenty.

Jake The Flint In Difficulties.

The man who, at the time we write of, was known by the name of Jake the Flint had acquired the character of the most daring and cruel scoundrel in a region where villains were by no means rare. His exploits indicated a spirit that was utterly reckless of life, whether his own or that of his fellow-men, and many were the trappers, hunters, and Redskins who would have given a good deal and gone far to have the chance of putting a bullet in his carcass.

But, as is not unfrequently the case with such men, Jake seemed to bear a charmed life, and when knife, bullet, and rope, cut short the career of many less guilty men, Jake had hitherto managed to elude his captors  at one time by strategy, at another by a bold dash for life, and sometimes by luck. No one had a kind word for Jake, no one loved, though many feared, admired, and hated him. This may seem strange, for it is usually found that even in the case of the most noted outlaws there is a woman or a man, or both  who cling to them with affection.

Perhaps the fact that Jake was exceptionally harsh and cruel at all times, may account for this, as it accounted for his sobriquet of Flint. He was called by some of those who knew him a God-forsaken man. We merely state the fact, but are very far from adopting the expression, for it ill becomes any man of mortal mould to pronounce his fellow-man God-forsaken.

In the meantime we feel it to be no breach of charity to say that Jake had forsaken God, for his foul language and bloody deeds proved the fact beyond all question. He was deceitful as well as cruel, and those who knew him best felt sure that his acting under Buck Tom was a mere ruse. There is little doubt that he had done so for the purpose of obtaining an influence over a gang of desperadoes, ready to hand, as it were, and that the moment he saw his opportunity he would kill Buck Tom and take command. The only thing that had kept him from doing so sooner, it was thought, was the fact that Buck had the power to gain the affection of his men, as well as to cause them to fear him, so that Jake had not yet found the time ripe for action.

After the outlaw had been put into the room by himself, as already stated, the door locked, and a sentry posted below the window, he immediately turned with all his energy to examine into his circumstances and prospects. First of all his wrists were manacled. That, however, gave him little concern, for his hands were unusually small and delicate, and he knew from experience that he could slip them out of any handcuffs that would close easily on his wrists  a fact that he had carefully concealed, and of which men were not yet aware, as he had not yet been under the necessity of availing himself of the circumstance.

The rope with which he had been bound on the way to the ranch had been removed, the handcuffs being deemed sufficient. As the window of his prison was over thirty feet from the ground, and a sentinel with a carbine and revolver stood below, it was thought that the bird who had so frequently escaped his cage before was safe at last, and fairly on his way to the gallows.

Not so thought Jake the Flint. Despair did not seem to be a possibility to him. Accordingly, he examined his prison carefully, and with a hopeful smile. The examination was soon completed, for the room presented no facilities whatever for escape. There was no bed from which to take the sheets and blankets to extemporise a rope. No mattress to throw over the window so as to break a heavy mans fall. No chimney by which to ascend to the roof, no furniture, indeed, of any kind beyond a deal chair and table. The door was of solid oak and bolted outside.

Obviously the window was his only chance. He went to it and looked out. The depth was too much, he knew, for even his strong bones to stand the shock; and the sentinel paced to and fro underneath with loaded carbine.

If any one would only lay a feather-bed down there, thought Jake, Id jump an take my chance.

While he was gazing meditatively on the fair prospect of land and water that lay before him, one of the bolts of the door was withdrawn, then another, and the door slowly opened.

For an instant the outlaw gathered himself up for a rush, with a view to sell his life dearly, and he had even begun to draw one of his hands out of the manacles, when the folly and hopelessness of the attempt struck him. He quickly checked himself, and met his jailor (one of the troopers) with a smiling countenance as he entered and laid a loaf and a jug of water on the table.

The rattle of a musket outside told Jake that his jailor had not come alone.

Without a word the man turned, and was leaving the room, when Jake, in a voice of great humility, asked him to stop.

You couldnt remove these things, could you? he said, holding out his fettered hands.

No, answered the trooper, sharply.

Ah! sighed Jake, I feared it was agin the rules. You couldnt let me have the use of a file, could you, for a few minutes? What! agin rules too? Its a pity, for Im used to brush my teeth with a file of a mornin, an I like to do it before breakfast.

Jake interlarded his speech with a variety of oaths, with which we will not defile the paper, but he could extract no further reply from the trooper than a glance of scorn.

Left to himself, Jake again went to the window, which was a small cottage one, opening inwards like a door. He opened it and looked out. The sentinel instantly raised his carbine and ordered him to shut it.

Hullo! Silas, is that you? cried Jake in surprise, but paying no attention to the threat, I thought you had quit for Heaven durin the last skrimidge wi the Reds down in Kansas? Glad to see you lookin so well. Hows your wife an the childn, Silas?

Come now, Jake, said the trooper sternly, you know its all up with you, so you neednt go talkin bosh like that  more need to say your prayers. Stand back and shut the window, I say, else Ill put a bullet through your gizzard.

Well now, Silas, said Jake, remonstratively, and opening the breast of his red shirt as he spoke, I didnt expect that of an old friend like you  indeed I didnt. But, see here, if you raaly are goin to fire take good aim an keep clear o the heart and liver. The gizzard lies hereabout (pointing to his breast) and easy to hit if youve a steady hand. I know the exact spot, for Ive had the cuttin up of a good bunch o men in my day, an I cant bear to see a thing muddled. But hold on, Silas, I wont put ye to the pain o shootin me. Ill shut the window if youll make me a promise.

Whats that? demanded the trooper, still covering the outlaw, however, with his carbine.

You know Im goin to my doom  thats what poetical folk call it, Silas  an I want you to help me wind up my affairs, as the lawyers say. Well, this here (holding up a coin) is my last dollar, the remains o my fortin, Silas, an this here bit o paper that Im rappin round it, is my last will an testimonial. Youll not refuse to give it to my only friend on arth, Hunky Ben, for Ive no wife or chick to weep oer my grave, even though they knew where it was. Youll do this for me, Silas, wont you?

All right  pitch it down.

Jake threw the coin, which fell on the ground a few feet in front of the trooper, who stooped to pick it up.

With one agile bound the outlaw leaped from the window and descended on the troopers back, which was broken by the crashing blow, and Jake rolled over him with considerable violence, but the poor mans body had proved a sufficient buffer, and Jake rose unhurt. Deliberately taking the carbine from the dead mans hand, and plucking the revolver from his belt, he sauntered off in the direction of the stables. These being too small to contain all the troop-horses, some of the animals were picketed in an open shed, and several troopers were rubbing them down. The men took Jake for one of the cow-boys of the ranch, for he passed them whistling.

Entering the stable he glanced quickly round, selected the finest horse, and, loosing its halter from the stall, turned the animals head to the door.

What are ye doin wi the captains horse? demanded a trooper, who chanced to be in the neighbouring stall.

The captain wants it. Hold his head till I get on him. Hes frisky, said Jake, in a voice of authority.

The man was taken aback and obeyed; but as Jake mounted he turned suddenly pale.

The outlaw, observing the change, drew the revolver, and, pointing it at the troopers head, said, in a low savage voice, A word, a sound, and your brains are on the floor!

The man stood open-mouthed, as if petrified. Jake shook the reins of the fiery horse and bounded through the door-way, stooping to the saddle-bow as he went. He could see, even at that moment, that the trooper, recovering himself, was on the point of uttering a shout. Wheeling round in the saddle he fired, and the man fell with a bullet in his brain.

The shot of course aroused the whole ranch. Men rushed into the yard with and without arms in wild confusion, but only in time to see a flying horseman cross the square and make for the gate. A rattling irregular volley was sent after him, but the only effect it had was to cause the outlaw to turn round in the saddle and wave his hat, while he gave vent to a yell of triumph. Another moment and he was beyond the bluff and had disappeared.

Boot and saddle! instantly rang out at the ranch, and every preparation was made for pursuit, though, mounted as Jake was on the best horse of the troop, they could not hope to overtake him.

Hunky Ben, at his own particular request was permitted to go on in advance.

You see, sir, he said to the captain, my Black Polly ant quite as good as your charger, but shes more used to this sort o country, an I can take the short cuts where your horse could hardly follow.

Go, Ben, and good luck go with you! Besides, we can do without you, now that we have Mr Brooke to guide us.

Come wi me, sir, said Hunky Ben, as he passed Charlie on his way to the stables. Dont you hesitate, Mr Brooke, to guide the captain to the cave of Buck Tom. Im goin on before you to hunt up the reptiles  to try an catch Jake the Flint.

The scout chuckled inwardly as he said this.

But why go in advance? You can never overtake the scoundrel with such a start and on such a horse.

Never you mind what I can or cant do, said Ben, entering the stable where the dead trooper still lay, and unfastening Black Polly. Ive no time to explain. All I know is that your friend Leather is sure to be hanged if hes cotched, an Im sure hes an innocent man  therefore, Im goin to save him. Its best for you to know nothin more than that, for I see youre not used to tellin lies. Can you trust me?

Certainly I can. The look of your face, Ben, even more than the character you bear, would induce me to trust you.

Well then, Mr Brooke, the first sign o trust is to obey orders without askin questions.

True, when the orders are given by one who has a right to command, returned Charlie.

Just so, an my right to command lies in the fact that the life o your friend Leather depends on your obedience.

Im your humble servant, then. But what am I to do?

Do whatever Captain Wilmot orders without objectin, an speak nothing but the truth. You dont need to speak the whole truth, howsever, added the scout thoughtfully, as he led out his coal-black steed. Your friend Leather has got a Christian name of course. Dont mention it. I dont want to hear it. Say nothin about it to anybody. The time may come when it may be useful to drop the name of Leather and call your friend Mister whatever the tother name may be. Now mind what Ive said to ye.

As he spoke the last words the scout touched the neck of his beautiful mare, and in another minute was seen racing at full speed over the rolling plain.




Chapter Twenty One.

Tells of a Cruel Deed, and Shows How Mysteriously Hunky Ben Behaved.

When Jake escaped from the ranch of Roaring Bull he tried the mettle of Captain Wilmots charger to the uttermost, for well he knew that the pursuit would be instant and vigorous; that his late comrade Charlie Brooke could guide the troops to the cavern in Traitors Trap, and that if his companions, who would doubtless ride straight back, were to escape, they must be warned in time. He also knew that the captains charger was a splendid one. In order to accomplish his purpose, therefore, he would ride it to death.

The distance between the ranch and the outlaws cave was not so great but that any mustang in the plains could have traversed it in a day, but the cruel man had made up his mind that the captains charger should do it in a few hours. It is not so much distance as pace that kills. Had any consideration whatever been extended to the noble creature by the ignoble brute who rode it, the good horse would have galloped to the head of the Trap almost without turning a hair. At first he strode out over the rolling prairie with the untiring vigour of a well-made frame and a splendid constitution, leaping the little cracks and inequalities of the ground in the exuberance of his strength; though there was no need to bound, and coursing over the knolls as easily as he cantered down the hollows, while his flashing eye betokened at once a courageous and a gentle spirit. But when the lower slopes of the hills were reached, and steepish gradients were met with here and there, the horse began to put back first one ear and then the other, and sometimes both, as if in expectation of the familiar well done, or pat on the neck, or check of the rein with which the captain had been wont to sanction a slackening of the pace, but no such grace was allowed him. On the contrary, when the first symptom appeared of a desire to reduce speed Jake drove his cruel spurs into the chargers glossy side. With a wild snort and bound the horse stretched out again and spurned the ground as if in indignant surprise.

Then the breath began to labour slightly; the sweat to darken his rich brown coat, and the white foam to fleck his broad chest. Still Jake pressed him on with relentless fury. It could not be expected that a man who cared not for his fellows would have much consideration for his beast. Murder of a deeper dye than that of a horse was seething in the outlaws brain. This to him useless expedition, which had so nearly cost him his life, would be the last that Buck Tom should command. After blowing out his brains he would warn the others of the impending danger and lead them away to other and more favourable fields of enterprise.

At this point the good horse stumbled and almost threw his rider, who, with horrible curses, plied the spurs and tugged at the bit until blood was mingled with the flying foam. Never, save once  when Captain Wilmot was caught alone in the plains by Cheyenne Indians and had to fly for his life  had the good charger been urged to anything like such an effort as he was now called on to make, and then there was no cruelty mingled with the urging. The very tone of his masters voice, as he patted the neck and shook the rein and gently touched him with the spur, must have convinced the intelligent creature that it was a matter of life or death  that there was a stern need-be for such haste.

Turning at last into the gorge of the Trap, the charger gasped and sobbed with distress as he faced the steep ascent and tried, with the unabated courage of a willing heart, to pull himself together while the unmerciful monster still drove in the spurs and galled his tender mouth. But the brave effort was unavailing. Stumbling over a root that crossed the path, the horse plunged forward, and fell with a crash, sending his rider over his head. Jake, alighting on his face and right shoulder, lay stunned for a few seconds. Then he jumped up, displaying torn garments and a face covered with blood.

Running to the horses head he seized the rein and shook it savagely, kicking the animals face with his heavy boots in his anxiety to make it rise, but the poor charger was beyond his cruelty by that time, for its neck had been broken by the fall.

Oh! it was one of those sights which are fitted to make even thoughtless men recognise the need of a Saviour for the human race, and to reject with something like scorn the doctrine  founded on wholly insufficient evidence  that there is no future of compensation for the lower animals!

The outlaw did not waste time in vain regrets. Bestowing a meaningless curse on the dead charger, he turned and went up the narrow glen at a smart pace, but did not overstrain himself, for he knew well that none of the troop-horses could have kept up with him. He counted on having plenty of time to warn his comrades and get away without hurry. But he reckoned without his host  being quite ignorant of the powers of Black Polly, and but slightly acquainted with those of her master Hunky Ben.

Indeed so agile were the movements of Polly, and so thoroughly was the scout acquainted with the by-paths and short cuts of that region, that he actually passed the fugitive and reached the head of Traitors Trap before him. This he managed by forsaking the roads, keeping a straighter line for the outlaws cave, and passing on foot over the shoulder of a hill where a horseman could not go. Thus he came down on the cavern, about half-an-hour before Jakes arrival. Clambering to the crevice in the cliff against which the cave abutted, and sliding down into a hollow on its earthen roof, he cautiously removed a small stone from its position, and disclosed a hole through which he could both hear and see most of what took place inside.

Lest any one should wonder at the facility with which the ground lent itself to this manoeuvre, we may as well explain that the bold scout possessed one of those far-reaching minds which are not satisfied without looking into everything,  seeing to the bottom of, and peering round to the rear of, all things, as far as possible. He always acted on the principle of making himself acquainted with every road and track and by-path, every stream, pond, river, and spring in the land. Hence he was well aware of this haunt of outlaws, and, happening to be near it one day when its owners were absent, he had turned aside to make the little arrangement of a peep-hole, in the belief that it might possibly turn out to be of advantage in course of time!

The clump of shrubs and grass on the rugged bank, which formed the top of the cave, effectually concealed the natural hollow which he had deepened, and the overhanging mass of the rugged cliff protected it from rain and dew.

What Hunky Ben saw on looking through his peep-hole filled him with surprise and pity, and compelled him to modify his plans.

Almost below him on a brush couch, lay the tall form of Buck Tom, with the unmistakable hue of approaching death upon his countenance. Beside him, holding his head, kneeled the much-wasted figure of Leather  the reputed outlaw. Seated or standing around in solemn silence were six of the outlaws, most of whom bore tokens of the recent fight, in the form of bandage on head or limb.

I brought you to this, Leather; God forgive me, said the dying man faintly.

No, you didnt, Ralph, replied the other, calling him by his old familiar name, I brought myself to it. Dont blame yourself, Ralph; you werent half so bad as me. Youd never have been here but for me. Come, Ralph, try to cheer up a bit; youre not dying. Its only faint you are, from loss of blood and the long gallop. When youve had a sleep and some food, youll feel stronger. Well fetch a doctor soon, an hell get hold o the bullet. Dear Ralph, dont shake your head like that an look so solemn. Cheer up, old boy!

Leather spoke with a sort of desperate fervour, but Ralph could not cheer up.

No, he said sadly, there is no cheer for me. Ive thrown my life away. Theres no hope  no mercy for me. Ive been trying to recall the past, an what mother used to teach me, but it wont come. Theres only one text in all the Bible that comes to me now. Its this Be sure your sin will find you out! Thats true, boys, he said, turning a look on his comrades. Whatever else may be false, thats true, for I know it.

Thats so, dear Ralph, said Leather earnestly, but its no less true that

Just then a noise was heard in the outer passage; then hurrying footsteps. Instinctively every man drew his revolver and faced the door. Next moment Jake entered.

Here, one of you; a drink  Im fit to  ha!

His eyes fell on the figure of Buck and he shrank back for a moment in silent surprise.

Yes, Jake, said the dying man, with a glance of pity not unmingled with scorn, it has come sooner than you or I expected, and it will save you some trouble  maybe some regret. Ive seen through your little game, Jake, and am glad Ive been spared the necessity of thwarting you.

He stopped owing to weakness, and Jake, recovering himself, hastily explained the reason of his sudden appearance.

Fetch me a rag an some water, boys, he continued. It looks worse than it is  only skin deep. And weve not a moment to lose. Those who have a mind may follow me. Them that wants to swing may stop.

But how about Buck Tom? asked one who was not quite so depraved as the others.

Whats the use o askin? said Jake. Its all up with him, dont you see? Besides, hes safe enough. Theyd never have the heart to hang a dying man.

An Leather! cried another. We mustnt quit Leather. Hes game for many a fight yet. Come, Leather; well help you along, for theyre sure to string you up on the nearest tree.

Dont trouble yourself about me, said Leather, looking round, for he still kneeled beside his old friend, I dont intend to escape. Look to yourselves, boys, an leave us alone.

Unless youre all tired o life youll quit here an skip for the woods, said Jake, as, turning round, he hurriedly left the place.

The others did not hesitate, but followed him at once, leaving Buck Tom, and his friend to shift for themselves.

During all this scene Hunky Ben had been intently gazing and listening  chiefly the latter. When the outlaws filed past him he found it extremely difficult to avoid putting a bullet into the Flint, but he restrained himself because of what yet remained to be done.

As soon as the outlaws were well out of sight Ben arose and prepared for action. First of all he tightened his belt. Then he pulled the hood of his coat well over his head, so that it effectually concealed his face, and, still further to accomplish the end in view, he fastened the hood in front with a wooden pin. Proceeding to the stable he found, as he had hoped and expected, that the outlaws had left one or two horse-cloths behind in their flight. In one of these he enveloped his person in such a way as to render it unrecognisable. Then he walked straight into the cave, and, without a word of warning, threw his strong arms a round Shank Leather and lifted him off the ground.

Of course Leather shouted and struggled at first, but as well might a kitten have struggled in the grip of a grizzly bear. In his worn condition he felt himself to be utterly powerless. Buck Tom made a feeble effort to rise and help him, but the mere effort caused him to fall back with a groan of helpless despair.

Swiftly his captor bore Leather up the side of the hill till he got behind a clump of trees, into the heart of which he plunged, and then set his burden down on his feet. At the same time, throwing back his hood and flinging away the horse-cloth, he stood up and smiled.

Hunky Ben, or his ghost! exclaimed Shank, forgetting his indignation in his amazement.

Youre right, young man, though youve only seed me once that I know of. But most men that see me once are apt to remember me.

Well, Hunky, said Leather, while the indignation began to return, you may think this very amusing, but its mean of a big strong man like you to take advantage of a fellow thats as weak as a child from wounds an fever. Lend me one o your six-shooters, now, so as we may stand on somewhat more equal terms and  but a truce to boasting! Im sure that you wouldnt keep smiling at me like a Cheshire cat if there wasnt something behind this.

Youre right, Mr Leather, said Ben, becoming at once grave and earnest. There is somethin behind it  ay, an somethin before it too. So much, that I have barely time to tell ee. So, listen wi both ears. Theres a bunch o men an troops close to the Trap even now, on their way to visit your cave. If they find you  you know what that means?

Death, said Leather quietly.

Ay, death; though ye dont desarve it, said Ben.

But I do deserve it, returned Shank in the same quiet voice.

Well, may-hap you do, rejoined the scout coolly, but not, so far as I know, in connection wi your present company. Now, theres Buck Tom

Ay, what of him? asked Shank, anxiously.

Well, in the natral course o timings, death is comin to him too, an thatll save him from bein strung up  for theyre apt to do that sort o thing hereaway in a loose free-an-easy style thats awkward sometime. I was within an inch of it myself once, all through a mistake  Ill tell ee about that when Ive got more time, maybe. Well, now, Im keen to save you an Buck Tom if I can, and what I want you to understand is, that if you expect me to help you at a time when you stand considerable in need o help, youll have to do what I tell ee.

And what would you have me do? asked Shank, with a troubled look.

Remain here till I come for ee, and when you meet me in company say nothin about havin met me before.

Can I trust you, Hunky Ben? said Shank, looking at him earnestly.

If you cant trust me, what dye propose to do? asked the scout with a grin.

Youre right, Ben. I must trust you, and, to say truth, from the little I know of you, I believe Ive nothing to fear. But my anxiety is for Ralph  Buck Tom, I mean. Youre sure, I suppose, that Mr Brooke will do his best to shield him?

Ay, sartin sure, an, by the way, dont mention your Christian name just now  whatever it is  nor for some time yet. Good-day, an keep quiet till I come. Weve wasted overmuch time aready.

So saying, the scout left the coppice, and, flinging open his coat, re-entered the cave a very different-looking man from what he was when he left it.

Hunky Ben! exclaimed Buck, who had recovered by that time. I wish you had turned up half-an-hour since, boy. You might have saved my poor friend Leather from a monster who came here and carried him away bodily.

Ay? Thats strange, now. Howsever, worse luck might have befel him, for the troops are at my heels, an ye know what would be in store for him if he was here.

Yes, indeed, I know it, Ben, and what is in store for me too; but Death will have his laugh at them if they dont look sharp.

No, surely, said the scout, in a tone of real commiseration, youre not so bad as that, are you?

Truly am I, answered Buck, with a pitiful look, shot in the chest. But I saw you in the fight, Ben; did you guide them here?

Thats what I did  at least I told em which way to go, an came on in advance to warn you in time, sos you might escape. To tell you the plain truth, Ralph Ritson, Ive bin told all about you by your old friend Mr Brooke, an about Leather too, who, you say, has bin carried off by a monster?

Yes  at least by a monstrous big man.

Youre quite sure o that?

Quite sure.

An You would know the monster if you saw him again?

I think I would know his figure, but not his face, for I did not see it.

Strange! remarked the scout, with a simple look; an youre sartin sure you dont know where Leather is now?

Not got the most distant idea.

Thats well now; stick to that an theres no fear o Leather. As to yourself  theyll never think o hangin you till ye can walk to the gallows  so cheer up, Buck Tom. It may be that ye desarve hangin, for all I know; but not just at present. Im a bit of a surgeon, too  bein a sort o Jack-of-all-trades, and know how to extract bullets. What between Mr Brooke an me an time, wonders may be worked, if youre wise enough to keep a tight rein on your tongue.

While the scout was speaking, the tramp of cavalry was heard outside, and a few minutes later Captain Wilmot entered the cave, closely followed by Charlie Brooke.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Cave of the Outlaws Invaded by Ghosts and US Troops.

We need scarcely say that Buck Tom was wise enough to put a bridle on his tongue after the warning hint he had received from the scout. He found this all the easier that he had nothing to conceal save the Christian name of his friend Leather, and, as it turned out, this was never asked for by the commander of the troops. All that the dying outlaw could reveal was that Jake the Flint had suddenly made his appearance in the cave only a short time previously, had warned his comrades, and, knowing that he (Buck) was mortally wounded, and that Leather was helplessly weak from a wound which had nearly killed him, had left them both to their fate. That, just after they had gone, an unusually broad powerful man, with his face concealed, had suddenly entered the cave and carried Leather off, in spite of his struggles, and that, about half-an-hour later, Hunky Ben had arrived to find the cave deserted by all but himself. Where the other outlaws had gone to he could not tell  of course they would not reveal that to a comrade who was sure to fall into the hands of their enemies.

And you have no idea, continued the captain, who the man is that carried your friend Leather so hurriedly away?

Not the slightest, returned Buck. Had my revolver been handy and an ounce of strength left in me, you wouldnt have had to ask the question.

Passing strange! murmured Captain Wilmot, glancing at the scout, who was at the moment seated on a keg before the fire lighting his pipe, and with a look of simple benignant stolidity on his grave countenance. Have you no idea, Ben, where these outlaws have taken themselves off to?

No moren a lop-eared rabbit, Captain Wilmot, answered the scout. You see theres a good many paths by which men who knows the place could git out o the Trap, an once out o it theres the whole o the Rockie range where to pick an choose.

But how comes it, Ben, that you missed Jake? Surely the road is not so broad that you could pass him unseen! Yet you arrived here before him?

Thats true, sir, but sly coons like the Flint can retire into the brush when they dont want to be overhauled. That wasnt the way of it, however. With such a splendid animal as your poor horse, Captain, an ridden to death as it was  an as I spected it would be  I knowed I had no chance o comin up wi the Flint, so I took advantage o my knowledge o the lay o the land, an pushed ahead by a straighter line  finishin the last bit on futt over the ridge of a hill. That sent me well ahead o the Flint, an so I got here before him. Havin ways of eavesdroppin that other people dont know on, I peeped into the cave here, and saw and heard how matters stood. Then I thought o harkin back on my tracks an stoppin the Flint wi a bullet but I reflected what goodll that do? The shot would wake up the outlaws an putt them on the scent all the same. Then I tried to listen what their talk was about, so as I might be up to their dodges; but I hadnt bin listenin long when in tramps the Flint an sounds the alarm. Of course I might have sent him an praps one o the others to their long home from where I stood; but Ive always had an objection to shoot a man behind his back. It has such a sneakin sort o feel about it! An then, the others  I couldnt see how many there was  would have swarmed out on me, an Id have had to make tracks for the scrub, an larn nothin more. So I fixed to keep quiet an hear and see all that I could  praps find out where they fixed to pull out to. But I heard nothin more worth tellin. They only made some hurried, an by no means kindly, observations about poor Buck an Leather an went off over the hills. I went into the woods a bit myself after that, just to be well out o the way, so to speak, an when I got back here Leather was gone!

And you didnt see the man that carried him off?

No, I didnt see him.

Youd have shot him, of course, if you had seen him?

No, indeed, captain, I wouldnt.

No! why not? asked the captain with a peculiar smile.

Well, because, answered the scout, with a look of great solemnity, I wouldnt shoot such a man on any account  no matter what he was doin!

Indeed! returned the other with a broadening smile. I had no idea you were superstitious, Ben. I thought you feared neither man nor devil.

What I fear an what I dont fear, returned the scout with quiet dignity, is a matter which has never given me much consarn.

Well, dont be hurt, Hunky Ben, I dont for one moment question your courage, only I fancied that if you saw any one rescuing an outlaw you would have tried to put a bullet into him whether he happened to be a man or a ghost.

But I have told you, broke in Buck Tom with something of his old fire, that Leather is not an outlaw.

I have only your word for that, and you know what that is worth, returned the captain. I dont want to be hard on one apparently so near his end, and to say truth, Im inclined to believe you, but we know that this man Leather has been for a long time in your company  whether a member of your band or not must be settled before another tribunal. If caught, he stands a good chance of being hanged. And now, added the captain, turning to a sergeant who had entered the cave with him, tell the men to put up their horses as best they may. We camp here for the night. We can do nothing while it is dark, but with the first gleam of day we will make a thorough search of the neighbourhood.

While the troopers and their commander were busy making themselves as comfortable as possible in and around the cave, the scout went quietly up to the clump of wood where Leather was in hiding, and related to that unfortunate all that had taken place since he left him.

It is very good of you, Hunky, to take so much interest in me, and incur so much risk and trouble; but do you know, said Leather, with a look of surprise, not unmingled with amusement, you are a puzzle to me, for I cant understand how you could tell Captain Wilmot such a heap o lies  you that has got the name of bein the truest-hearted scout on the frontier!

You puzzle me more than I puzzle you, Leather, returned the scout with a simple look. What lies have I told?

Why, all you said about what you saw and heard when you said you were eavesdroppin must have been nonsense, you know, for how could you hear and see what took place in the cave through tons of rock and earth?

How I saw and heard, my son Leather, is a private affair of my own, but it was no lie.

Leather looked incredulous.

Then you said, he continued, that you didnt see the man that carried me away.

No more I did, boy. I never saw him!

What! not even in a looking-glass?

Not even in a lookin-glass, returned Hunky. Ive seed his reflection there many a time,  an a pretty good-lookin reflection it was  but Ive never seed himself  that I knows on! No, Leather, if Captain Wilmot had axed me if I saw you carried off, I might ha been putt in a fix, but he didnt ax me that. He axed if Id seen the man that carried you off an I told the truth when I said I had not. Moreover I wasnt bound to show him that he wasnt fit to be a lawyer  specially when he was arter an innocent man, an might praps hang him without a trial. It was my duty to guide the captain in pursuit of outlaws, an it is my duty to shield an innocent man. Between the two perplexin duties I tried to steer as straight a course as I could, but I confess I had to steer pretty close to the wind.

Well, Hunky, it is my duty to thank you instead of criticising you as I have done, but how do you come to be so sure that Im innocent?

Praps because ye putt such an innocent question, replied Ben, with a little smile. Dye raily think, Leather, that an old scout like me is goin to let you see through all the outs and ins by which I comes at my larnin! Its enough for you to know, boy, that I know a good deal more about you than ye think  more praps than ye know about yerself. I dont go for to say that youre a born angel, wantin nothin but a pair o wings to carry ye off to the better land  by no means, but I do know that as regards jinin Buck Toms boys, or takin a willin part in their devilish work, ye are innocent an thats enough for me.

Im glad you know it and believe it, Ben, said Leather, earnestly, for it is true. I followed Buck, because hes an old, old chum, and I did it at the risk of my life, an then, as perhaps you are aware, we were chased and I got injured. So far I am innocent of acting with these men, but, O Ben, I dont admit my innocence in anything else! My whole life  well, well  its of no use talkin. Tell me, dye think theres any chance o Buck getting over this?

He may. Nobody can tell. Ill do my best for him. I never lose hope of a man, after what Ive seed in my experience, till the breath is fairly out of him.

Thank God for these words, Ben.

Yes, continued the scout, and your friend Brooke is at this moment sunk in the blue dumps because you have been carried off by a great mysterious monster!

Then he doesnt know it was you? exclaimed Leather.

In course not. An he doesnt know you are within five hundred yards of him. An whats more, you mustnt let him know it was me, for that must be kept a dead secret, else itll ruin my character on the frontiers. We must surround it wi mystery, my boy, till all is safe. But I didnt come up here to enjoy an evenins conversation. Youre not safe where you are, Leather. Theyll be scourin all round for you long before sun-up, so I must putt you where youll be able to look on an grin at them.

Where will that be? asked Leather, with some curiosity.

You know the cliff about five hundred feet high that rises just over on the other side o the valley  where the water-shoot comes down?

Ay, its likely I do, for Ive seen it every mornin for months past.

An you remember the hole near the top o the cliff?

Yes  that looks about the size of a crow?

Whatever it looks like its three times the size of a man, an its the mouth of a cave, returned the scout. Now, Ill lead you to the track thatll let you up to that cave. Its a splendid place, full of all sorts o holes an places where a man couldnt find you even if he knowd you was there. Once up, you may sit down, smoke your pipe in the mouth o the cave, an enjoy yourself lookin on at the hunt arter yourself. Heres a bit o chuck Ive brought to keep you from wearyin, for they may keep it up all day. When all danger is past Ill come up for ye. You neednt show more o yourself, however, than the top o your head. A man can never be over-cautious when hes bein hunted down. An mind, dont leave the place till I come for you.

Handing a cold roast fowl and a loaf to his companion, the scout got up and led him away to the spot which he had just described. It was by that time quite dark, but as Hunky Ben knew every inch of the ground he glided along almost as quickly as if it had been broad day, followed, with some difficulty, by poor Leather, who was still in a state of great prostration, partly because of his injury and partly in consequence of his previous dissipation. As the place, however, was not much more than half-a-mile distant his powers of endurance were not much tried. The scout led him across the narrow valley just above the outlaws cave, and then, entering a steep rocky defile, he began to ascend a place that was more suitable for goats than men. After half-an-hour of upward toil they reached a plateau where the track  if it may be so styled  seemed to run in a zig-zag manner until it reached a small hole in the solid rock. Through this they entered and found themselves within a cavern and in total darkness.

We may rest a bit now, said the scout. Theres a ledge hereabouts. There you are. Sit down. Ill have to take your hand here lest you fall off the bridge into the holes on each side o the track.

Are the holes dangerous? asked Leather.

Theyre dangerous enough to be worth takin care of, anyhow, for if ye was to tumble into one youd never come out again. There, now, lets go on, for if I dont git back soon, theyll be wonderin if the monster hasnt run away wi me too, as well as you!

After advancing a short distance in total darkness  Ben feeling his way carefully step by step  they came suddenly to the hole in the front of the cave to which reference has been already made. The place had evidently been used before as a place of refuge and temporary abode, for, near this front-mouth of the cave was found a litter of pine branches which had plainly been used as a bed.

Sit ye down there, Leather, said the scout, see, or, rather, hear  for the eyes arent of much use just now  Ive set down the grub an a flask o water beside ye. Dont strike a light unless you want to have your neck stretched. Daylight wont be long o lettin ye see whats goin on. You wont weary, for itll be as good as a play, yourself bein chief actor an audience all at the same time!

Saying this the scout melted, as it were, into the darkness of the cavern, and, with noiseless moccasined feet, retraced his steps to the rear entrance.

Left to himself the poor wanderer found both time and food for reflection, for he did not dare in the darkness to move from the spot where he had seated himself. At first an eerie feeling of indefinable fear oppressed him, but this passed away as the busy thoughts went rambling back to home and the days of comparative innocence gone by. Forgetting the dark surroundings and the threatening dangers, he was playing again on the river banks, drinking liquorice-water, swimming, and rescuing kittens with Charlie Brooke. Anon, he was wandering on the sea-beach with his sister, brown-eyed Mary, or watching the manly form of his old friend and chum buffeting the waves towards the wreck on the Sealford Rocks. Memory may not be always faithful, but she is often surprisingly prompt. In the twinkling of an eye Shank Leather had crossed the Atlantic again and was once more in the drinking and gambling saloons  the Hells of New York  with his profoundly admired friend and tempter Ralph Ritson. It was a wild whirl and plunge from bad to worse through which Memory led him now  scenes at which he shuddered and on which he would fain have closed his eyes if possible, but Memory knows not the meaning of mercy. She tore open his eyes and, becoming unusually strict at this point, bade him look particularly at all the minute details of his reckless life  especially at the wrecks of other lives that had been caused by the wreck of his own. Then the deepest deep of all seemed to be reached when he rose  or rather fell  from the condition of tempted to that of tempter, and, somehow, managed for a time to lead even the far stronger-minded Ralph Ritson on the road to ruin. But he did not lead him long. The stronger nature soon re-asserted itself; seized the reins; led the yielding Leather to the cities of the far west; from gambling took to robbing, till at last the gay and handsome Ritson became transformed into the notorious Buck Tom, and left his weaker chum to care for himself.

It was at this point  so Memory recalled to him  that he, Leather, was stopped, in mid and mad, career, by a man of God with the love of Jesus in his heart and on his lips. And at this point Memory seemed to change her action and proved herself, although unmerciful, pre-eminently faithful. She reminded him of the deep contrition that God wrought in his heart; of the horror that overwhelmed him when he thought of what he was, and what he had done; of the sudden resolve he had formed to follow Ritson, and try to stop him in the fearful career on which he had entered. Then came the memory of failure; of desperate anxieties; of futile entreaties; of unaccountably resolute perseverance; of joining the outlaw band to be near his friend; of being laughed to scorn by them all of being chased by US troops at the very commencement of his enterprise; of being severely wounded, rescued, and carried off during the flight by Buck Tom, and then  a long blank, mingled with awful dreams and scenes, and ribald songs, and curses  some of all which was real, and some the working of a fevered brain.

So terribly vivid were these pictures of memory, that one of the shouts of dreamland absolutely awoke him to the fact that he had extended his wearied limbs on his couch of pine brush and fallen asleep. He also awake to the perception that it was broad daylight, and that a real shout had mingled with that of dreamland, for after he had sat up and listened intently for a few moments, the shout was repeated as if at no great distance.




Chapter Twenty Three.

The Troops Outwitted by the Scout and his Friends.

Creeping quickly to the mouth of the cave Leather peeped cautiously out, and the scene that met his startled gaze was not calculated to restore that equanimity which his recent dreams had disturbed.

The narrow and rugged valley which lay spread out below him was alive with horsemen, trotting hither and thither as if searching for some one, and several parties on foot were scaling gorges and slopes, up which a horseman could not scramble.

The shout which had awakened the fugitive was uttered by a dismounted trooper who had climbed higher on the face of the cliff than his fellows, and wished to attract the attention of those below.

Hi! hallo! he cried, send Hunky Ben up here. Ive found a track that seems to lead to somewhere, but itll need the scouts nose to ferret it out.

Leathers heart beat wildly, for, from the position of the man, he could not doubt that he had discovered the track leading up to the cave. Before he could think how he should act, a response came to the call from Hunky Ben.

Ay, ay, he shouted, in a voice so bold and resonant, that Leather felt it was meant to warn him of his danger, Ay, ay. Hold on! Dont be in a hurry. The tracks branch out further on, an some o them are dangerous. Wait till I come up. Theres a cave up there, Ill lead ye to it.

This was more than enough for Leather. He turned hastily to survey his place of refuge. It was a huge dismal cavern with branching tunnels around that disappeared in thick obscurity, and heights above that lost themselves in gloom; holes in the sides and floor that were of invisible depth, and curious irregular ledges, that formed a sort of arabesque fringe to the general confusion.

One of these ornamental ledges, stretching along the roof with many others, lost itself in the gloom and seemed to be a hopeful living-place  all the more hopeful that it was in the full blaze of light that gushed in through the front opening of the cave. This opening, it will be remembered, was on the face of the cliff and inaccessible. But Leather found that he could not reach the ledge. Hastening to the dark side of the cave, however, he saw that by means of some projections and crevices in the rocky wall he could reach the end of the ledge. Creeping along it he soon found himself close to the opening, surrounded by strong light, but effectually concealed from view by the ledge. It was as if he were on a natural rafter, peeping down on the floor below! As there was a multitude of such ledges around, which it would take several men many hours to examine, he began to breathe more freely, for, would the searchers not naturally think that a fugitive would fly to the darkest recesses of his place of refuge, rather than to the brightest and most accessible spot?

He gave vent to a sigh of relief, and was congratulating himself upon his wisdom, when his eyes chanced to fall on the flask of water and cold roast fowl and loaf lying conspicuous in the full glare of light that flooded the front part of the cave!

If the fowl had been thrust whole into his throat it could scarcely have added to the gush of alarm that choked him. He slipped incontinently from his arabesque ledge and dropped upon the floor. Securing the tell-tale viands with eager haste he dashed back into the obscurity and clambered with them back to his perch. And not much too soon, for he had barely settled down when the voice of the scout was heard talking pretty loudly.

Come along, Captain Wilmot, he said, give me your hand, sir. Its not safe to walk alone here, even wi a light.

Here, where are you? Oh! All right. Havent you got a match? asked the captain.

Nothin that would burn moren a few seconds. Were better without a light, for a gust o wind might blow it out an leave us worse than we was. Mind this step. There.

Well, Im glad I didnt bring any of my men in here, said the Captain, as he kicked one of his heavy boots violently against a projection of rock.

Ay tis as well you didnt, returned the scout, in a tone suggestive of the idea that he was smiling. For theres holes on both sides, an if one o your men went down, ye might read the funeral sarvice over him at once, an be done with it. Theres a glimmer o daylight at last. Well soon be at the other end now.

A horrible place, truly, said the Captain, and one that it would be hard to find a fellow in even if we knew he was here.

Didnt I say so, Captain? but ye wouldnt be convinced, said Hunky Ben, leading his companion into the full light of the opening and coming to a halt close to the ledge above which the fugitive lay. Besides, Leather could never have found his way here alone.

You forget, returned Wilmot, with a peculiar smile, the monster might have shown him the way or even have carried him hither.

Ah, true, answered the scout, with solemn gravity. Theres somethin in that.

Wilmot laughed.

What a splendid view, he said, going forward to the opening and see, here is a bed of pine brush. No doubt the cave must have been used as a place of refuge by the Redskins in days gone by.

Ay, an by the pale-faces too, said the scout. Why, Ive had occasion to use it myself more than once. And, as you truly obsarve, sir, theres small chance of findin a man once hes in here. As well run after a rabbit in his hole.

Or search for a needle in a haystack, observed the Captain, as he gazed with curious interest around and above him. Well, Ben, I give in. You were right when you said there was no probability of my finding any of the outlaws here.

Im ginerally right when I speak about what I understand, returned the scout calmly. So now, Captain, if youre satisfied, we may as well go an have a look at the other places I spoke of.

Assenting to this the two men left the place, but Leather continued to lie perfectly still for a considerable time after their footsteps had died away. Then, gliding from his perch, he dropped on the floor and ran to the opening where he saw the troopers still riding about, but gradually going farther and farther away from him. The scene was not perhaps, as the scout had prophesied, quite as good as a play, but it certainly did become more and more entertaining as the searchers receded and distance lent enchantment to the view.

When at last the troops had disappeared, Shank bethought him of the food which Hunky Ben had so thoughtfully provided, and, sitting down on the brush couch, devoted himself to breakfast with a hearty appetite and a thankful spirit.

Meanwhile Captain Wilmot, having satisfied himself that the outlaws had fairly escaped him, and that Buck Tom was too ill to be moved, retired to a cool glade in the forest and held a council of war with the scout and Charlie Brooke.

Now, Ben, he said, dismounting and seating himself on a mossy bank, while a trooper took charge of the horses and retired with them to a neighbouring knoll, it is quite certain that in the present unsettled state of the district I must not remain here idle. It is equally certain that it would be sudden death to Buck Tom to move him in his present condition, therefore some men must be left behind to take care of him. Now, though I can ill afford to spare any of mine, I feel that out of mere humanity some sacrifice must be made, for we cannot leave the poor fellow to starve.

I can relieve you on that point, said the scout, for if you choose I am quite ready to remain.

And of course, interposed Charlie, I feel it my duty to remain with my old friend to the end.

Well, I expected you to say something of this sort. Now, said the captain, how many men will you require?

None at all, Captain, answered Ben decisively.

But what if these scoundrels should return to their old haunt? said Wilmot.

Let them come, returned the scout. Wi Mr Brooke, an Dick Darvall, an three Winchesters, an half-a-dozen six-shooters, Id engage to hold the cave against a score o such varmin. If Mr Brooke an Dick are willin to

I am quite willing, Ben, and I can answer for my friend Dick, so dont let that trouble you.

Well, then, that is settled. Ill go off at once, said the captain, rising and signing to the trooper to bring up the horses. But bear in remembrance, Hunky Ben, that I hold you responsible for Buck Tom. If he recovers you must produce him.

The scout accepted the responsibility; the arrangements were soon made; boots and saddles was sounded, and the troopers rode away, leaving Charlie Brooke, Dick Darvall, Buck Tom, and the scout in possession of the outlaws cave.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Meeting of Old Friends in Curious Circumstances.

When the soldiers were safely away Hunky Ben returned to the cave and brought Leather down.

Charlie Brookes love for his old school-fellow and playmate seemed to become a new passion, now that the wreck of life and limb presented by Shank had awakened within him the sensation of profound pity. And Shanks admiration for and devotion to Charlie increased tenfold now that the terrible barrier of self had been so greatly eliminated from his own nature, and a new spirit put within him.

By slow degrees, and bit by bit, each came to know and understand the other under the influence of new lights and feelings. But their thoughts about themselves, and their joy at meeting in such peculiar circumstances, had to be repressed to some extent in the presence of their common friend Ralph Ritson  alias Buck Tom  for Charlie knew him only as an old school-fellow, though to Leather he had been a friend and chum ever since they had landed in the New World.

The scout, during the first interval of leisure on the previous day, had extracted the ball without much difficulty from Bucks chest, through which it had passed, and was found lying close under the skin at his back. The relief thus afforded, and rest obtained under the influence of some medicine administered by Captain Wilmot, had brightened the poor fellow up to some extent; and Leather, seeing him look so much better on his return, began to entertain some hopes of his recovery.

Buck himself had no such hope; but, being a man of strong will, he refused to let it be seen in his demeanour that he thought his case to be hopeless. Yet he did not act from bravado, or the slightest tincture of that spirit which resolves to die game. The approach of death had indeed torn away the veil and permitted him to see himself in his true colours, but he did not at that time see Jesus to be the Saviour of even the chief of sinners. Therefore his hopelessness took the form of silent submission to the inevitable.

Of course Charlie Brooke spoke to him more than once of the love of God in Christ, and of the dying thief who had looked to Jesus on the cross and was saved, but Buck only shook his head. One afternoon in particular Charlie tried hard to remove the poor mans perplexities.

Its all very well, Brooke, said Buck Tom, and very kind of you to interest yourself in me, but the love of God and the salvation of Christ are not for me. You dont know what a sinner I have been, a rebel all my life  all my life, mark you. I would count it mean to come whining for pardon now that the game is up. I deserve hell  or whatever sort o punishment is due  an Im willing to take it.

Ralph Ritson, said Brooke impressively, you are a far greater sinner than you think or admit.

Perhaps I am, returned the outlaw sadly, and with a slight expression of surprise. Perhaps I am, he repeated. Indeed I admit that you are right, but  but your saying so is a somewhat strange way to comfort a dying man. Is it not?

I am not trying to comfort you. I am trying, by Gods grace, to convince you. You tell me that you have been a rebel all your days?

Yes; I admit it.

There are still, it may be, a few days yet to run, and you are determined, it seems, to spend these in rebellion too  up to the very end!

Nay, I do not say that. Have I not said that I submit to whatever punishment is due? Surely that is not rebellion. I can do nothing now to make up for a mis-spent life, so I am willing to accept the consequences. Is not that submission to God  at least as far as lies in my power?

No; it is not submission. Bear with me when I say it is rebellion, still deeper rebellion than ever. God says to you, You have destroyed yourself but in me is your help. He says, Though your sins be as scarlet they shall be white as snow. He says, Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and you shall be saved, and assures you that whoever will may come to Him, and that no one who comes shall be cast out  yet in the face of all that you tell me that the love of God and the salvation of Christ are not for you! Ralph, my friend, you think that if you had a chance of living your life over again you would do better and so deserve salvation. That is exactly what God tells us we cannot do, and then He tells us that He Himself, in Jesus Christ, has provided salvation from sin for us, offers it as a free unmerited gift; and immediately we dive to the deepest depth of sin by deliberately refusing this deliverance from sin unless we can somehow manage to deserve it.

I cannot see it, said the wounded man thoughtfully.

Only God Himself, by His Holy Spirit, can enable you to see it, said his companion; and then, in a low earnest voice, with eyes closed and his hand on his friends arm, he prayed that the outlaw might be born again.

Charlie Brooke was not one of those who make long prayers, either for a pretence or otherwise. Buck Tom smiled slightly when his friend stopped at the end of this one sentence.

Your prayer is not long-winded, anyhow! he said.

True, Ralph, but it is comprehensive. It requires a good deal of expounding and explaining to make man understand what we say or think. The Almighty needs none of that. Indeed He does not need even the asking but He bids us ask, and that is enough for me. I have seen enough of life to understand the value of unquestioning obedience whether one comprehends the reason of an order or not.

Ay, returned Buck quickly, when he who gives the order has a right to command.

That is so much a matter of course, rejoined Charlie, that I would not think of referring to it while conversing with an intelligent man. By the way  which name would you like to be called, by Ralph or Buck?

It matters little to me, returned the outlaw languidly, and it wont matter to anybody long. I should prefer Ralph, for it is not associated with so much evil as the other, but you know our circumstances are peculiar just now, so, all things considered, I had better remain Buck Tom to the end of the chapter. Ill answer to whichever name comes first when the roll is called in the next world.

The conversation was interrupted at this point by the entrance of Hunky Ben bearing a deer on his lusty shoulders. He was followed by Dick Darvall.

There, said the former, throwing the carcass on the floor, I told ye I wouldnt be long o bringin in somethin for the pot.

Ay, an the way he shot it too, said the seaman, laying aside his rifle, would have made even a monkey stare with astonishment. Has Leather come back, by the way? I seed him goin full sail through the woods when I went out this mornin.

He has not yet returned, said Charlie. When I relieved him and sat down to watch by our friend here, he said he felt so much better and stronger that he would take his gun and see if he couldnt find something for the pot. I advised him not to trust his feelings too much, and not to go far, but  ah, here he comes to answer for himself.

As he spoke a step was heard outside, and next moment Shank entered, carrying a brace of rabbits which he flung down, and then threw himself on a couch in a state of considerable exhaustion.

There, said he, wiping the perspiration from his forehead. Theyve cost me more trouble than theyre worth, for Im quite done up. I had no idea I had become so weak in the legs. Ralph, my dear fellow, he added, forgetting himself for the moment as he rose and went to his friends side, I have more sympathy with you, now that I have found out the extent of my own weakness. Do you feel better!

Yes, old boy  much  much better.

Thats all right. Im convinced that  hallo! why, who shot the deer!

Hunky Ben has beat you, said Charlie.

Beat Leather! exclaimed Darvall, why, he beats all creation. I never seed anything like it since I went to sea.

Since you came ashore, you should say. But come, Dick, said Charlie, lets hear about this wonderful shooting. Im sure it will amuse Buck  unless hes too wearied to listen.

Let him talk, said the invalid. I like to hear him.

Thus exhorted and encouraged the seaman recounted his days experience.

Well, you must know, messmates, said he, that I set sail alone this mornin, havin in my pocket the small compass I always carry about me  also my bearins before startin, so as I shouldnt go lost in the woods  though that wouldnt be likely in such an narrow inlet as this Traitors Trap, to say nothin o the landmarks alow and aloft of all sorts. I carried a Winchester with me, because, not bein what you may call a crack shot, I thought it would give me a better chance to have a lot o resarve shots in the locker, dye see? I carried also a six-shooter, as it might come handy, you know, if I fell in wi a Redskin or a bear, an got to close quarters. Also my cutlass, for Ive bin used to that aboard ship when I was in the navy.

Well, away I went  makin sail down the valley to begin with, an then a long tack into the mountains right in the winds eye, that bein the way to get on the blind side o game. I hadnt gone far when up starts a bird o some sort

What like was it? asked the scout.

No more notion than the man in the moon, returned the sailor. What wi the flutter an scurry an leaves, branches an feathers  an the start  I seed nothin clear, an I was so anxious to git somethin for the pot, that six shots went arter it out o the Winchester, before I was quite sure Id begun to fire  for you must know Ive larned to fire uncommon fast since I come to these parts. Howsever, I hit nothin

Not quite so bad as that, Dick, interrupted the scout gravely.

Well, thats true, but you better tell that part of it yourself, Hunky, as you know more about it than me.

It wasnt of much consequence, said the scout betraying the slightest possible twinkle in his grey eyes, but Dick has a knack o lettin drive without much regard to whats in front of him. I happened to be more in front of him than that bird when he began to fire, an the first shot hit my right leggin, but by good luck only grazed the bark. Of course I dropped behind a rock when the storm began and lay quiet there, and when a lull came I hallood.

Yes, he did halloo, said Dick, resuming the narrative, an that halloo was more like the yell of a bull of Bashan than the cry of a mortal man. It made my heart jump into my throat an stick there, for I thought I must have killed a whole Redskin tribe at one shot

Six shots, Dick. Tell the exact truth an dont contradic yourself, said Hunky.

No, it wasnt, retorted the seaman stoutly. It was arter the first shot that you gave the yell. Howsever, I allow that the echoes kep it goin till the six shots was off  an I can tell you, messmates, that the hallooin an flutterin an scurryin an echoin an thought of Redskins in my brain all mixed up wi the blatterin shots, caused such a rumpus that I experienced considerable relief when the smoke cleared away an I seed Hunky Ben in front o me laughin fit to bust his sides.

Well, to make a long yarn short, I joined Hunky and allowed him to lead, seein that he understands the navigation hereaway better than me.

Come along, says he, an Ill let you have a chance at a deer.

All right, says I, an away we went up one hill an down another  for all the world as if we was walkin over a heavy Atlantic swell  till we come to a sort o pass among the rocks.

Im goin to leave you here to watch, says he, an Ill go round by the futt o the gully an drive the deer up. Theyll pass quite close, so youve only to

Hunky stopped short as he was speakin and flopped down as if hed bin shot-haulin me along wi him.

Keep quiet, says he, in a low voice. Were in luck, an dont need to drive. Theres a deer comin up at this very minute  a young one. Youll take it. I wont fire unless you miss.

You may be sure I kep quiet, messmates, arter that. I took just one peep, an there, sure enough, I saw a brown beast comin up the pass. So we kep close as mice. There was a lot o small bushes not ten yards in front of us, which ended in a cut  a sort o crack  in the hill-side, a hundred yards or more from the place where we was crouchin.

Now, whispers Hunky to

I never whisper! remarked the scout.

Well, well; he said, in a low vice to me, says he, dye see that openin in the bushes? I do, says I. Well then, says he, its about ten yards off; be ready to commence firin when it comes to that openin. I will, says I. An, sure enough, when the brown critter came forid at a walk an stopped sudden wi a look o surprise as if it hadnt expected to see me, bang went my Winchester four times, like winkin, an up went the deer four times in the air, but niver a bit the worse was he. Snap I went a fifth time; but there was no shot, an I gave a yell, for I knew the cartridges was done. By that time the critter had reached the crack in the hill I told ye of, an up in the air he went to clear it, like an Indy-rubber ball. I felt amost like to fling my rifle at it in my rage, when bang! went a shot at my ear that all but deafned me, an I wish I may niver fire another shot or furl another tgallant-sl if that deer didnt crumple up in the air an drop down stone dead  as dead as it now lays there on the floor.

By the time Dick Darvall had ended his narrative  which was much more extensive than our report of it  steaks of the deer were sputtering in a frying-pan, and other preparations were being made for a hearty meal, to which all the healthy men did ample justice. Shank Leather did what he could, and even Buck Tom made a feeble attempt to join.

That night a strict watch was kept outside the cave  each taking it by turns, for it was just possible, though not probable, that the outlaws might return to their old haunt. No one appeared, however, and for the succeeding eight weeks the party remained there undisturbed, Shank Leather slowly but surely regaining strength; his friend, Buck Tom, as slowly and surely losing it; while Charlie, Dick, and Hunky Ben ranged the neighbouring forest in order to procure food. Leather usually remained in the cave to cook for and nurse his friend. It was pleasant work to Shank, for love and pity were at the foundation of the service. Buck Tom perceived this and fully appreciated it. Perchance he obtained some valuable light on spiritual subjects from Shanks changed tone and manner, which the logic of his friend Brooke had failed to convey. Who can tell?




Chapter Twenty Five.

Shows how the Seaman was sent on a Delicate Mission and how he Fared.

Shank, said Charlie one day as they were sitting in the sunshine near the outlaws cave, waiting for Dick and the scout to return to their mid-day meal, it seems to me that we may be detained a good while here, for we cannot leave Ralph, and it is evident that the poor fellow wont be able to travel for many a day

If ever, interposed Shank sorrowfully.

Well, then, I think we must send down to Bulls Ranch, to see if there are any letters for us. I feel sure that there must be some, and the question arises  who are we to send?

You must not go, Charlie, whoever goes. You are the only link in this mighty wilderness, that connects Ralph and me with home  and hope. Weak and helpless as we are, we cannot afford to let you out of our sight.

Well, but if I dont go I cant see my way to asking the scout to go, for he alone thoroughly understands the ways of the country and of the Indians  if any should chance to come this way. Besides, considering the pledge he is under to be accountable for Buck Tom, I doubt if he would consent to go.

The question is answered, then, said Shank, for the only other man is Dick Darvall.

True; and it strikes me that Dick will be very glad to go, returned Charlie with a smile of peculiar meaning.

Dye think hes getting tired of us, Charlie?

By no means. But you know he has a roving disposition, and I think he has a sort of fondness for Jackson  the boss of the ranch.

It was found when the question was put to him, that Dick was quite ready to set out on the mission required of him. He also admitted his fondness for Roaring Bull!

But what if you should lose your way? asked the scout.

Find it again, was Dicks prompt reply.

And what if you should be attacked by Indians?

Fight em, of course.

But if they should be too many to fight?

Why, clap on all sail an give em a starn chase, which is always a long one. For this purpose, however, I would have to command a good craft so Id expect you to lend me yours, Hunky Ben.

What! my Polly?

Even so. Black Polly.

The scout received this proposal gravely, and shook his head at first, for he was naturally fond of his beautiful mare, and, besides, doubted the sailors horsemanship, though he had perfect faith in his courage and discretion. Finally, however, he gave in; and accordingly, one fine morning at daybreak, Dick Darvall, mounted on Black Polly, and armed with his favourite Winchester, revolvers, and cutlass, set sail down Traitors Trap to visit his lady-love!

Of course he knew that his business was to obtain letters and gather news. But honest Dick Darvall could not conceal from himself that his main object was  Mary Jackson!

Somehow it has come to be supposed or assumed that a jack-tar cannot ride. Possibly this may be true of the class as a whole to which Jack belongs, but it is not necessarily true of all, and it certainly is not true of some. Dick Darvall was an expert horseman  though a sailor. He had learned to ride when a boy, before going to sea, and his after-habit of riding the white horses of the Norseman, did not cause him to forget the art of managing the buckers of the American plains. To use his own words, he felt as much at home on the hurricane deck of a Spanish pony, as on the focsl of a man-of-war, so that the scouts doubt of his capacity as a rider was not well founded.

Tremendous was the bound of exultation which our seaman felt, then, when he found himself on the magnificent black mare, with the fresh morning air fanning his temples, and the bright morning sun glinting through a cut in the eastern range.

Soon he reached the lower end of the valley, which, being steep, he had descended with tightened rein. On reaching the open prairie he gave the mare her head and went off with a wild whoop like an arrow from a bow.

Black Polly required neither spur nor whip. She possessed that charmingly sensitive spirit which seems to receive an electric shock from its riders lightest chirp. She was what you may call an anxiously willing steed, yet possessed such a tender mouth that she could be pulled up as easily as she could be made to go. A mere child could have ridden her, and Dick found in a few minutes that a slight check was necessary to prevent her scouring over the plains at racing speed. He restrained her, therefore, to a grand canter, with many a stride and bound interspersed, when such a thing as a rut or a little bush came in her way.

With arched neck, glistening eyes, voluminous mane, and flowing tail she flew onward, hour after hour, with many a playful shake of the head, and an occasional snort, as though to say, This is mere childs play; do let me put on a spurt!

It may not be fair to credit such a noble creature with talking, or even thinking, slang, but Dick Darvall clearly understood her to say something of the sort, for after a while he reduced speed to a kind of india-rubber walk and patted her neck, saying  

No, no, lass, you mustnt use up your strength at the beginning. Weve got a longish trip before us, Polly, an it wont do to clap on all sail at the beginnin of the voyage.

At Davids store Dick stopped for a short time to obtain a little refreshment for himself and Polly. There he found a group of cow-boys discussing the affairs of their neighbours, and enlarging noisily on things in general under the brain-clearing and reason-inspiring influence of strong drink! To these he recounted briefly the incidents of the recent raid of the troops into Traitors Trap, and learned that Jake the Flint had drifted south into Mexico where he was plying the trade of cattle and horse stealer, with the usual accompaniments of that profession  fighting, murdering, drinking, etcetera. Some of the deeds of this notorious outlaw, as narrated by the cow-boy Crux, who happened to be there, made the blood of Dick run cold  and Dicks blood was not easily made to run otherwise than naturally by any one  except, of course, by Mary Jackson, who could at all events make it run hot, also fast or slow, very much according to her own sweet will!

But the seaman had no time to lose. He had still a long way to go, and the day was advancing. Remounting Black Polly he was soon out again on the prairie, sweeping over the grassy waves and down into the hollows with a feeling of hilarious jollity, that was born of high health, good-nature, pleasant circumstances, and a free-and-easy mind.

Nothing worthy of particular notice occurred after this to mar the pleasure of our sailors voyage over the prairie until he reached a belt of woodland, through which for half a mile he had to travel. Here he drew rein and began to traverse the bit of forest at a quiet amble, partly to rest Polly, and partly that he might more thoroughly enjoy the woodland scenery through the umbrageous canopy of which the sun was sending his slanting rays and covering the sward with a confused chequer-work of green and gold.

And here Dick Darvall became communicative; entered into conversation, so to speak, with himself. After a few minutes, however, this did not prove a sufficient outlet to his exuberant spirits.

Come, Dick, he exclaimed, give us a song. Your voice aint, perhaps, much to speak of as to quality, but theres no end of quantity. Strike up, now; what shall it be?

Without replying to the question he struck up Rule Britannia in tones that did not justify his disparaging remark as to quality. He reached the other end of the wood and the end of the song at the same time. Britons, shouted he with unalterable determination Never, never, neever, shall be  Redskins!

This unnatural termination was not an intentional variation. It was the result of a scene that suddenly burst upon his view.

Far away on the prairie two riders were seen racing at what he would have styled a slant away from him. They were going at a pace that suggested fleeing for life.

Redskins  arter somethin, murmured Dick, pulling up, and shading his eyes from the sun with his right hand, as he gazed earnestly at the two riders.

Nonno. Theyre whites, he continued, one o them a man; tother a woman. I can make that out, anyhow.

As he spoke, the racing riders topped a far-off knoll; halted, and turned round as if to gaze back towards the north  the direction from which they had come. Then, wheeling round as if in greater haste than ever, they continued their headlong gallop and disappeared on the other side of the knoll.

Dick naturally turned towards the north to see, if possible, what the two riders were flying from. He was not kept long in doubt, for just then a band of horsemen was seen topping the farthest ridge in that direction, and bearing down on the belt of woodland, along the edge of which they galloped towards him.

There was no mistaking who they were. The war-whoop, sounding faint and shrill in the distance, and the wild gesticulations of the riders, told the story at once to our seaman  two pale-faces, pursued by a band of bloodthirsty savages!

Unskilled though he was in backwoods warfare, Dick was not unfamiliar with wars alarms, nor was he wanting in common sense. To side with the weaker party was a natural tendency in our seaman. That the pursuers were red, and the pursued white, strengthened the tendency, and the fact that one of the latter was a woman settled the question. Instantly Dick shook the reins, drove his unarmed heels against the sides of Polly, and away they went after the fugitives like a black thunderbolt, if there be such artillery in nature!

A wild yell told him that he was seen.

Howl away, ye land lubbers! growled Dick. Youll have to fill your sails wi a stiffer breeze than howlin before ye overhaul this here craft.

Just then he reached the crest of a prairie billow, whence he could see the fugitives still far ahead of him. Suddenly a suspicion entered the seamans mind, which made his heart almost choke him. What if this should be Mary Jackson and her father? Their relative size countenanced the idea, for the woman seemed small and the man unusually large.

In desperate haste Dick now urged on his gallant steed to her best pace, and well did she justify the praises that had been often bestowed on her by Hunky Ben. In a very brief space of time she was close behind the fugitives, and Dick was now convinced that his suspicions as to who they were was right. He rode after them with divided feelings  tremblingly anxious lest Mary should fall into the hands of their ruthless foes  exultantly glad that he had come there in time to fight, or die if need be, in her defence.

Suddenly the male fugitive, who had only glanced over his shoulder from time to time, pulled up, wheeled round, and quickly raised his rifle.

Hallo! get on, man; dont stop! Dick yelled, in a voice worthy of Bull himself. Taking off his hat he waved it violently above his head. As he spoke he saw the womans arm flash upwards; a puff of smoke followed, and a bullet whistled close over his head.

Next moment the fugitives had turned and resumed their headlong flight. A few more minutes sufficed to bring Dick and the black mare alongside, for the latter was still vigorous in wind and limb, while the poor jaded animals which Mary and her father rode were almost worn out by a prolonged flight.

Dick Darvall, exclaimed Jackson, as the former rode up, I never was gladder to see any man than I am to see you this hour, though but for my Mary Id surely have sent you to kingdom come. Her ears are better than mine, you see. She recognised the voice an knocked up my rifle just as I pulled the trigger. But Im afeared its too late, lad.

The way in which the man said this, and the look of his pale haggard face, sent a thrill to the heart of Dick.

What dye mean? he said, looking anxiously at Mary, who with a set rigid expression on her pale face was looking straight before her, and urging her tired pony with switch and rein.

I mean, lad, that weve but a poor chance to reach the ranch wi such knocked-up brutes as these. Of course we can turn at bay an kill as many o the red-devils as possible before its all over wi us, but what good would that do to Mary? If we could only check the varmins, there might be some hope, but

Jackson! exclaimed the seaman, in a firm tone, Ill do my best to check them. God bless you, Mary  good-bye. Heave ahead, now, full swing!

As he spoke, Dick pulled up, while the others continued their headlong flight straight for the ranch, which was by the only a few miles distant.

Wheeling round, Dick cantered back to the knoll over which they had just passed and halted on the top of it. From this position he could see the band, of about fifty Indians, careering towards him and yelling with satisfaction, for they could also see him  a solitary horseman  clear cut against the bright sky.

Dick got ready his repeating rifle. We have already mentioned the fact that he had learned to load and fire this formidable weapon with great rapidity, though he had signally failed in his attempts to aim with it. Being well aware of his weakness, he made up his mind in his present desperate extremity not to aim at all! He had always felt that the difficulty of getting the back and front sights of the rifle to correspond with the object aimed at was a slow, and, in his case, an impossible process. He therefore resolved to simply point his weapon and fire!

Surely, he muttered to himself even in that trying moment, surely I cant altogether miss a whole bunch o fifty men an horses!

He waited until he thought the savages were within long range, and then, elevating his piece a little, fired.

The result justified his hopes. A horse fell dead upon the plain, and its owner, although evidently unwounded, was for the time hors de combat.

True to his plan, Dick kept up such a quick continuous fire, and made so much noise and smoke, that it seemed as if a whole company of riflemen were at work instead of one man, and several horses on the plain testified to the success of the pointing as compared with the aiming principle!

Of course the fire was partly returned, and for a time the stout seaman was under a pretty heavy rain of bullets, but as the savages fired while galloping their aim was necessarily bad.

This fusillade had naturally the effect of checking the advance of the Indians  especially when they drew near to the reckless man, who, when the snap of his rifle told that his last cartridge was off, wheeled about and fled as fast as Black Polly could lay hoofs to the plain.

And now he found the value of the trustworthy qualities of his steed, for, instead of guiding her out of the way of obstacles, he gave her her head, held tight with his legs, and merely kept an eye on the ground in front to be ready for any swerve, bound, or leap, that might be impending. Thus his hands were set free to re-charge the magazine of his rifle, which he did with deliberate rapidity.

The truth is, that recklessness has a distinct tendency to produce coolness. And there is no one who can afford to be so deliberate, and of whom other men are so much afraid, as the man who has obviously made up his mind to die fighting.

While Dick was loading-up, Black Polly was encouraged by voice and heel to do her best, and her best was something to see and remember! When the charging was finished, Dick drew rein and trotted to the next knoll he encountered, from which point he observed with some satisfaction that the fugitives were still pressing on, and that the distance between them and their foe had slightly increased.

But the seaman had not much time to look or think, for the band of Redskins was drawing near. When they came within range he again opened fire. But this time the savages divided, evidently with the intention of getting on both sides of him, and so distracting his attention. He perceived their object at once, and reserved his fire until they turned and with frantic yells made a simultaneous dash on him right and left. Again he waited till his enemies were close enough, and then opened fire right and left alternately, while the Indians found that they had outwitted themselves and scarcely dared to fire lest the opposite bands should hit each other.

Having expended the second supply of ammunition, Dick wheeled round and took to flight as before. Of course the mare soon carried him out of range, and again he had the satisfaction of observing that the fugitives had increased their distance from the foe.

One more check o this kind, thought Dick, and theyll be safe  I think.

While thus thinking he was diligently re-charging, and soon cantered to the top of a third knoll, where he resolved to make his final stand. The ranch was by that time dimly visible on the horizon, and the weary fugitives were seen struggling towards it. But Dick found, on halting and looking back, that the Indians had changed their tactics. Instead of directing their attention to himself, as on the previous occasions, they had spread out to the right and left and had scattered, besides keeping well out of range.

What are the sinners up to now? muttered the seaman in some perplexity.

He soon perceived that they meant to go past him altogether, if possible, and head towards the fugitives in separate groups.

Ay, but its not possible! exclaimed Dick, answering his own thoughts as he turned swiftly, and stretched out after his friends. Seeing this, the savages tried to close in on him from both sides, but their already winded ponies had no chance against the grand Mexican mare, which having been considerately handled during the days journey was comparatively fresh and in full vigour.

Shooting ahead he now resolved to join his friends and a feeling of triumph began to rise within his breast as he saw them pushing steadily onward. The ranch, however, was still at a considerable distance, while the Indians were rapidly gaining ground.

At that moment to Dicks horror, the pony which Mary Jackson rode stumbled and fell, sending its rider over its head. But the fair Mary, besides being a splendid horsewoman, was singularly agile and quick in perception. For some time she had anticipated the catastrophe, and, at the first indication of a stumble, leaped from the saddle and actually alighted on her feet some yards ahead. Of course she fell with some violence, but the leap broke her fall and probably saved her neck. She sprang up instantly, and grasping the reins, tried to raise her pony. It was too late. The faithful creature was dead.

Jackson, pulling up, wheeled round and was back at her side instantly. Almost at the same moment Dick Darvall came up, threw the mare almost on her haunches, leaped from the saddle, and ran to Mary. As he did so, the crash of a pistol shot at his ear almost deafened him, and a glance showed him that Jackson had shot his horse, which fell dead close to his daughters pony.

Kill your horse, Dick, he growled sharply, as he exerted his great strength to the utmost, and dragged the haunches of his own steed close to the head of the other. Its our only chance.

Dick drew his revolver, and aimed at the heart of Black Polly, but for the soul of him he could not pull the trigger.

No  I wont! he cried, grasping the lasso which always hung at the saddle-bow. Hobble the fore-legs!

There was such determination in the sailors command, that Jackson felt bound to obey. At the same moment Dick bound the horses hind-legs. He fully understood what Jackson intended, and the latter was as quick to perceive the seamans drift. Seizing the reins, while his friend caught hold of the lasso, Dick cried, Out o the way, Mary! and with a mighty effort the two men threw the mare on her side.

First-rate! cried Jackson, while his companion held down the animals head. It couldnt have dropped better. Jump inside, Mary, an lie down flat behind your pony. Let Mary have the reins, Dick. She knows how to hold its head down without showin herself.

Even while he was speaking, Jackson and Dick leaped into the triangle of horses thus formed, and, crouching low, disappeared from the sight of the savages, who now came on yelling with triumph, for they evidently thought themselves sure of their victims by that time.

Are ye a good shot, Dick? asked Jackson, as he gazed sternly at the approaching foe.

No  abominably bad.

Fire low then. You may catch the horses if ye miss the Redskins. Anyhow youll hit the ground if you aim low, an its wonderful what execution a bullet may do arter hittin mother Earth.

I never aim, replied the sailor. Only a waste o time. I just point straight an fire away.

Do it, then, growled roaring Bull, with something that sounded like a short laugh.

At the same moment he himself took quick aim at the foe and fired; the leading horse and man immediately rolled upon the plain.

As both men were armed with repeating rifles the fusillade was rapid, and most of the savages, who seldom fight well in the open, were repulsed. But several of them, headed apparently by their chief, rode on fearlessly until within pistol-shot.

Then the two defenders of this peculiar fortress sprang up with revolvers in each hand.

Lie close, Mary, cried Jackson as he fired, and the chiefs horse rolled over, almost reaching their position with the impetus of the charge. The chief himself lay beside his horse, for another shot had ended his career. As two other horses had fallen, the rest of the band wheeled aside and galloped away, followed by a brisk fire from the white men, who had again crouched behind their breast-work and resumed their rifles.

Bullets were by that time flying over them in considerable numbers, for those Indians who had not charged with their chief had, after retiring to a safe distance, taken to firing at long range. At this work Dicks rifle and straight pointing were of little use, so he reserved his fire for close quarters, while Jackson, who was almost a certain shot at average ranges, kept the savages from drawing nearer.

Lie closer to the pony, Miss Mary, said Dick, as a shot passed close over the girl and whistled between him and his comrade. Were you hurt in the fall?

No, not in the least. Dont you think theyll hear the firing at the ranch, father?

Ay, lass, if theres anybody to hear it, but I sent the boys out this mornin to hunt up a bunch o steers that have drifted south among Wilsons cattle, an I fear theyve not come back yet. See, the reptiles are goin to try it again!

As he spoke, the remnant of the Redskins who pressed home the first charge, having held a palaver, induced the whole band to make another attempt, but they were met with the same vigour as before  a continuous volley at long range, which emptied several saddles, and then, when the plucky men of the tribe charged close, the white men stood up, as before, and plied them with revolvers so rapidly that they were fain to wheel aside and retire.

Ammunitions gettin low, said Dick, in an anxious tone.

Then Ill waste no more, growled Jackson, but only fire when Im safe to hit.

As he spoke a distant cheer was heard, and, looking back, they saw, with a rebound of hope, that a band of five or six cow-boys were coming from the ranch and galloping full swing to the rescue. Behind them, a few seconds later, appeared a line of men who came on at a swinging trot.

Troopers, I do believe! exclaimed Jackson.

Thank God! said Mary, with a deep sigh of relief as she sat up to look at them. The troopers gave a cheer of encouragement as they thundered past to the attack, but the Indians did not await the onset. At the first sight of the troops they fled, and in a few minutes pursued and pursuers alike were out of sight  hidden behind the prairie waves.

I cant tell you how thankful I am that I didnt shoot the mare, said Dick, as they unfastened the feet of Black Polly and let her rise. Id never have been able to look Hunky Ben in the face again arter it.

Well, Im not sorry you spared her, said Jackson; as for the two that are dead, theyre no great loss  yet Ive a kind o regret too, for the poor things served us well.

Faithfully  even to death, added Mary, in a sorrowful tone as she stooped to pat the neck of her dead pony.

Will you mount, Miss Mary, and ride home? asked the sailor.

Thank you  no, Id rather walk with father. We have not far to go now.

Then well all walk together, said Jackson.

Dick threw Black Pollys bridle over his arm, and they all set off at a smart walk for the ranch of Roaring Bull, while the troops and cow-boys chased the Redskins back into the mountains whence they had come.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Treats of Various Interesting Matters, and Tells of News from Home.

Dick Darvall now learned that, owing to the disturbed state of the country, Captain Wilmot had left a small body of men to occupy Bulls ranch for a time; hence their presence at the critical moment when Jackson and his daughter stood so much in need of their assistance. He also found that there were two letters awaiting the party at Traitors Trap  one for Charles Brooke, Esquire, and one for Mr S. Leather. They bore the postmarks of the old country.

Youd better not start back wi them for three or four days, Dick, said Jackson, when they were seated that evening in the hall of the ranch, enjoying a cup of coffee made by the fair hands of Mary.

Dick shook his head. Im acting post-boy just now said he, an it would ill become me to hang off an on here waitin for a fair wind when I can beat into port with a foul one.

But if the Redskins is up all round, as some o the boys have reported, its not merely a foul wind but a regular gale thats blowin, an it would puzzle you to beat into port in the teeth o that.

I think, remarked Mary, with an arch smile, that Mr Darvall had better lay to until the troops return to-night and report on the state of the weather.

To this the gallant seaman declared that he would be only too happy to cast anchor altogether where he was for the rest of his life, but that duty was duty, and that, blow high or blow low, fair weather or foul, duty had to be attended to.

Thats true, O high-principled seaman! returned Jackson; and what dye consider your duty at the present time?

To deliver my letters, O Roarin Bull! replied Dick.

Just so, but if you go slick off when Redskins are rampagin around, youll be sure to get nabbed an roasted alive, an so youll never deliver your letters.

Its my duty to try, said Dick. Howsever, he added, turning to Mary with a benignant smile, Ill take your advice, Miss Mary, an wait for the report o the soldiers.

When the troopers returned, their report was, that the Redskins, after being pretty severely handled, had managed to reach the woods, where it would have been useless to follow them so close upon night; but it was their opinion that the band, which had so nearly captured the boss of the ranch and his daughter, was merely a marauding band, from the south, of the same Indians who had previously attacked the ranch, and that, as for the Indians of the district, they believed them to be quite peaceably disposed.

Which says a good deal for them, remarked the officer in command of the troops, when we consider the provocation they receive from Buck Tom, Jake the Flint, and such-like ruffians.

The moon rises at ten to-night, Dick, said Jackson, as they went together to the stables to see that the horses were all right.

Thats so, said the sailor, who noticed something peculiar in the mans tone; what may be the reason o your reference to that bit of astronomy?

Why, you see, returned the other, post-boys in these diggins are used to travellin night an day. An the troopers report o the weather might be worse. You was sayin somethin about duty, wasnt you?

Right, Jackson, returned Dick, but Black Polly is not used to travellin night an day. If she was, Id take her back to-night, for moonlight is good enough for a man that has twice taken soundins along the road, an whos well up in all the buoys, beacons, an landmarks, but it would be cruelty to the good mare.

Duty first, Dick, the mare second. You dont need to trouble about her. Ill lend ye one o my best horses an take good care o Black Polly till Hunky Ben claims her.

Thank ee, Jackson, but Ill not part wi Black Polly till Ive delivered her to her owner. I wont accept your invite to stop here three or four days, but neither will I start off to-night. Ive too much regard for the good mare to do that.

Ho! ho! thought his host, with an inward chuckle, its not so much the mare as Mary that youve a regard for, my young sailor!

But in spite of his name the man was much too polite to express this opinion aloud. He merely said, Well, Dick, you know that youre welcome to squat here as long or as short a time as you like, an use the best o my horses, if so disposed, or do the postboy business on Black Polly. Do as ye like wi me an mine, boy, for its only fair to say that but for your help this day my Mary an me would have bin done for.

They reached the stable as he was speaking, and Jackson at once turned the conversation on the horses, thus preventing a reply from Dick  in regard to which the latter was not sorry.

In the stall the form of Black Polly looked grander than ever, for her head nearly touched the roof as she raised it and turned a gleaming eye on the visitors, at the same time uttering a slight whinny of expectation.

Why, I do believe she has transferred her affections to you, Dick, said Jackson. I never heard her do that before except to Hunky Ben, and shes bin many a time in that stall.

More likely that she expected Ben had come to bid her good-night, returned the sailor.

But the way in which the beautiful creature received Dicks caresses induced Jackson to hold to his opinion. It is more probable, however, that some similarity of disposition between Dick Darvall and Hunky Ben had commended itself to the mare, which was, as much as many a human being, of an amiable, loving disposition. She thoroughly appreciated the tenderness and forbearance of her master, and, more recently, of Dick. No doubt the somewhat rough way in which she had been thrown to the ground that day may have astonished her, but it evidently had not soured her temper.

That night Dick did not see much of Mary. She was far too busy attending to, and providing for, the numerous guests at the ranch to be able to give individual attention to any one in particular  even had she been so disposed.

Buttercup of course lent able assistance to her mistress in these domestic duties, and, despite her own juvenility  we might perhaps say, in consequence of it  gave Mary much valuable advice.

Dat mans in a bad way, said she, as, with her huge lips pouting earnestly, she examined the contents of a big pot on the fire. The black maidens lips were so pronounced and expressive that they might almost be said to constitute her face!

What man? asked Mary, who, with her sleeves tucked up to the elbows, was manipulating certain proportions of flour, water, and butter.

Why, Dick, oh course. Hes de only man wuth speakin about.

Mary blushed a little in spite of herself, and laughed hilariously as she replied  

Dear me, Butter, I didnt think he had made such a deep impression on you.

S not ony on me hes made a mpressn, returned the maid, carelessly. He makes de same mpressn on eberybody.

How dyou know? asked Mary.

Cause I see, answered the maid.

She turned her eyes on her mistress as she spoke, and immediately a transformation scene was presented. The eyes dwindled into slits as the cheeks rose, and the serious pout became a smile so magnificent that ivory teeth and scarlet gums set in ebony alone met the gaze of the beholder.

Buttercup, exclaimed Mary, stamping her little foot firmly, its boiling over!

She was right. Teeth and gums vanished. The eyes returned, so did the pout, and the pot was whipped off the fire in a twinkling, but not before a mighty hiss was heard and the head of the black maiden was involved in a cloud of steam and ashes!

I told you so! cried Mary, quoting from an ancient Manuscript.

No, you dint, retorted her servitor, speaking from the depths of her own consciousness.

We refrain from following the conversation beyond this point, as it became culinary and flat.

Next day Dick Darvall, refreshed  and, owing to some quite inexplicable influences, enlivened  mounted Black Polly and started off alone for Traitors Trap, leaving his heart and a reputation for cool pluck behind him.

Of course he was particularly watchful and circumspect on the way up, but saw nothing to call for a further display of either pluck or coolness. On arriving at the cave he found his friends there much as he had left them. Buck Tom, owing to the skilled attentions which he had received from that amateur surgeon, Hunky Ben, and a long refreshing sleep  the result of partial relief from pain  was a good deal better; and poor Leather, cheered by the hope thus raised of his friends recovery, was himself considerably improved in health and spirits.

Fortunately for his own peace of mind, it never seemed to occur to Shank that a return to health meant for Buck Tom, death on the gallows. Perhaps his own illness had weakened Shanks powers of thought. It may be, his naturally thoughtless disposition helped to render him oblivious of the solemn fact, and no one was cruel enough to remind him of it. But Buck himself never forgot it; yet he betrayed no symptom of despondency, neither did he indicate any degree of hope. He was a man of resolute purpose, and had the power of subduing  at least of absolutely concealing  his feelings. To those who nursed him he seemed to be in a state of gentle, colourless resignation.

Charlie Brooke and Hunky Ben, having been out together, had returned well laden with game; and Leather was busy at the fire preparing a savoury mess of the same for his sick friend when Dick arrived.

News from the old country! he exclaimed, holding up the letters on entering the cave. Two for Charles Brooke, Esquire, and one for Mister Leather!

They might have been more polite to me. Hand it here, said the latter, endeavouring to conceal under a jest his excitement at the sight of a letter from home; for his wild life had cut him off from communication for a very long time.

One of mine is from old Jacob Crossley, said Charlie, tearing the letter open with eager interest.

An mine is from sister May, exclaimed Shank.

If any one had observed Buck Tom at that moment, he would have seen that the outlaw started and rose almost up on one elbow, while a deep flush suffused his bronzed countenance. The action and the flush were only momentary, however he sank down again and turned his face to the wall.

Charlie also started and looked at Shank when the name of May was mentioned, and the eye of Hunky Ben was on him at the moment. But Hunky of course could not interpret the start. He knew little of our heros past history  nothing whatever about May. Being a western scout, no line of his mahogany-looking face indicated that the start aroused a thought of any kind.

While the recipients of the letters were busily perusing their missives, Dick Darvall gave the scout a brief outline of his expedition to the ranch, reserving the graphic narration of incidents to a more fitting occasion, when all the party could listen.

Dick, youre a trump, said the scout.

Im a lucky fellow, anyhow, returned Dick.

In very truth ye are, lad, to escape from such a big bunch o Redskins without a scratch; why

Pooh! interrupted the sailor, thats not the luck Im thinkin of. Havin overhauled Roarin Bull an his little girl in time to help rescue them, thats what I call luck  dee see?

Yes, I see, was Hunky Bens laconic reply.

Perhaps the scout saw more than was intended, for he probably observed the glad enthusiasm with which the bold seaman mentioned Roaring Bulls little girl. We cannot tell. His wooden countenance betrayed no sign, and he may have seen nothing; but he was a western scout, and accustomed to take particular note of the smallest signs of the wilderness.

Capital  first-rate! exclaimed Charlie, looking up from his letter when he had finished it.

Just what I was going to say, or something of the same sort, said Leather, as he folded his epistle.

Then theres nothing but good news? said Charlie.

Nothing. I suppose its the same with you, to judge from your looks, returned Shank.

Exactly. Perhaps, said Charlie, it may interest you all to hear my letter. There are no secrets in it, and the gentleman who writes it is a jolly old fellow, Jacob Crossley by name. You know him, Dick, as the owner of the Walrus, though youve never seen him.

All right. I remember; fire away, said Dick.

It is dated from his office in London, continued our hero, and runs thus:  

My Dear Brooke,  We were all very glad to hear of your safe arrival in New York, and hope that long before this reaches your hand you will have found poor Leather and got him to some place of comfort, where he may recover the health that we have been given to understand he has lost.

I chanced to be down at Sealford visiting your mother when your letter arrived; hence my knowledge of its contents. Mrs Leather and her daughter May were then as usual. By the way, what a pretty girl May has become! I remember her such a rumpled up, dress-anyhow, harum-scarum sort of a girl, that I find it hard to believe the tall, graceful, modest creature I meet with now is the same person! Captain Stride says she is the finest craft he ever saw, except that wonderful Maggie, about whose opinions and sayings he tells us so much.

But this is a double digression. To return: your letter of course gave us all great pleasure. It also gave your mother and May some anxiety, where it tells of the necessity of your going up to that wild-west place, Traitors Trap, where poor Leather is laid up. Take care of yourself, my dear boy, for Im told that the red savages are still given to those roasting, scalping, and other torturing that one has read of in the pages of Fenimore Cooper.

By the way, before I forget it, let me say, in reference to the enclosed bill, it is a loan which I have obtained for Leather, at very moderate interest, and when more is required more can be obtained on the same terms. Let him understand this, for I dont wish that he should think, on the one hand, that he is drawing on his mothers slender resources, or, on the other hand, that he is under obligation to any one. I send the bill because I feel quite sure that you started on this expedition with too little. It is drawn in your name, and I think you will be able to cash it at any civilised town  even in the far west!

Talking of Captain Stride  was I talking of him? Well, no matter. As he is past work now, but thinks himself very far indeed from that condition, I have prevailed on him to accept a new and peculiar post arising out of the curious evolutions of the firm of Withers and Company which satisfies the firm completely and suits the captain to a T. As the work can be done anywhere, a residence has been taken for him in Sealford, mid-way between that of your mother and Mrs Leather, so that he and his wife and little girl can run into either port when so disposed. As Mrs L, however (to use his own phraseology), is almost always to be found at anchor in the Brooke harbour, he usually kills both with the same visit. I have not been to see him yet in the new abode, and do not know what the celebrated Maggie thinks of it.

When you find Leather, poor fellow, tell him that his mother and sister are very well. The former is indefatigable in knitting those hundreds of socks and stockings for poor people, about which there has been, and still is, and I think ever will be, so much mystery. The person who buys them from her must be very deep as well as honest, for no inquiries ever throw any fresh light on the subject, and he  or she, whichever it is  pays regularly as the worsted work is delivered  so Im told! It is a little old lady who pays  but Ive reason to believe that shes only a go-between  some agent of a society for providing cheap clothing for the poor, I fancy, which the poor stand very much in need of, poor things! Your good mother helps in this work  at least so I am told, but Im not much up in in the details of it yet. I mean to run down to see them in a few days and hear all about it.

Stride, I forgot to say, is allowed to smoke a pipe in your mothers parlour when he pays her a visit. This is so like her amiability, for she hates tobacco as much as I do. I ventured on a similarly amiable experiment one day when the worthy Captain dined with me, but the result was so serious that I have not ventured to repeat it. You remember my worthy housekeeper, Mrs Bland? Well, she kicked over the traces and became quite unmanageable. I had given Stride leave to smoke after dessert, because I had a sort of idea that he could nor digest his food without a pipe. You know my feelings with regard to young fellows who try to emulate chimneys, so you can understand that my allowing the Captain to indulge was no relaxation of my principles, but was the result of a strong objection I had to spoil the dinner of a man who was somewhat older than myself by cramming my principles down his throat.

But the moment that Mrs Bland entered I knew by the glance of her eye, as well as by the sniff of her nose, that a storm was brewing up  as Stride puts it  and I was not wrong. The storm burst upon me that evening. Its impossible, and might be tedious, to give you all the conversation that we had after Stride had gone, but the upshot was that she gave me warning.

But, my good woman, I began  

Its of no use good-womaning me, Mr Crossley, said she, I couldnt exist in a ouse were smokin is allowed. My dear father died of smokin  at least, if he didnt, smokin must ave ad somethink to do with it, for after the dear man was gone a pipe an a plug of the nasty stuff was found under is piller, so I cant stand it; an whats more, Mr Crossley, I wont stand it! Just think, sir, ow silly it is to put a bit of clay in your mouth an draw smoke through it, an then to spit it out again as if you didnt like it; as no more no one does on beginnin it, for boys only smoke to look like men, an men only smoke because theyve got up the abit an cant elp it. Wy, sir, you may git up any abit. You may git the abit of walkin on your ands an shakin your legs in the hair if you was to persevere long enough, but that would only prove you a fool fit for a circus or a lunatic asylum. You never see the hanimals smokin. They knows better. Just fancy! what would you think if you saw the cab osses all a-settin on their tails in the rank smokin pipes an cigars! What would you think of a oss wen is cabby cried, Gee-up, theres a fare a owlin for us, an that oss would say, Hall right, cabby, just old on, hold man, till I finish my pipe? No, Mr Crossley, no, I

But, my good soul! I burst in here, do listen

No use good-soulin me, Mr Crossley. I tell you I wont stand it. My dear father died of it, an I cant stand it

I hate it, Mrs Bland, myself!

I shouted this interruption in such a loud fierce tone that the good woman stopped and looked at me in surprise.

Yes, Mrs Bland, I continued, in the same tone, I detest smoking. You know I always did, but now more than ever, for your reasoning has convinced me that there are some evil consequences of smoking which are almost worse than smoking itself! Rest assured that never again shall the smell of the noxious weed defile the walls of this house.

Lauk, sir! said Mrs Bland.

I had subdued her, Charlie, by giving in with dignity. I shall try the same role next breeze that threatens.

I almost feel that I owe you an apology for the length of this epistle. Let me conclude by urging you to bring poor Leather home, strong and well. Tell him from me that there is a vacant situation in the firm of Withers and Company which will just suit him. He shall have it when he returns  if God spares me to see him again. But Im getting old, Charlie, and we know not what a day may bring forth.

A kind  a very kind letter, said Leather earnestly, when his friend had finished reading.

Why, he writes as if he were your own father, Brooke, remarked Buck Tom, who had been listening intently. Have you known him long?

Not long. Only since the time that he gave me the appointment of supercargo to the Walrus, but the little I have seen of him has aroused in me a feeling of strong regard.

My sister May refers to him here, said Leather, with a peculiar smile, as he re-opened his letter. The greater part of this tells chiefly of private affairs which would not interest any of you, but here is a passage which forms a sort of commentary on what you have just heard:  

You will be amused to hear, she writes, that good Captain Stride has come to live in Sealford. Kind old Mr Crossley has given him some sort of work connected with Withers and Companys house which I can neither understand nor describe. Indeed, I am convinced it is merely work got up on purpose by Mr Crossley as an excuse for giving his old friend a salary, for he knows that Captain Stride would be terribly cast down if offered a pension, as that would be equivalent to pronouncing him unfit for further duty, and the Captain will never admit himself to be in that condition till he is dying. Old Jacob Crossley  as you used to call him  thinks himself a very sagacious and deep man, but in truth there never was a simpler or more transparent one. He thinks that we know nothing about who it is that sends the old lady to buy up all the worsted-work that mother makes, but we know perfectly well that it is himself, and dear mother could never have gone on working with satisfaction and receiving the money for it all if we had not found out that he buys it for our fishermen, who are said really to be very much in need of the things she makes.

The dear old man is always doing something kind and considerate in a sly way, under the impression that nobody notices. He little knows the power of womans observation! By the way, that reminds me that he is not ignorant of womans powers in other ways. We heard yesterday that his old and faithful  though rather trying  housekeeper had quarrelled with him about smoking! We were greatly surprised, for we knew that the old gentleman is not and never was, a smoker. She threatened to leave, but we have since heard, I am glad to say, that they have made it up!

Hm! theres food for meditation in all that, said Dick Darvall, as he knocked the ashes out of his pipe and put it in his vest pocket.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Hunky Ben and Charlie get Beyond their Depth, and Buck Tom gets Beyond Recall.

While hunting together in the woods near Traitors Trap one day Charlie Brooke and Hunky Ben came to a halt on the summit of an eminence that commanded a wide view over the surrounding country.

Tis a glorious place, Ben, said Brooke, leaning his rifle against a tree and mounting on a piece of rock, the better to take in the beautiful prospect of woodland, river, and lake. When I think of the swarms of poor folk in the old country who dont own a foot of land, have little to eat and only rags to cover them, I long to bring them out here and plant them down where God has spread His blessings so bountifully, where there is never lack of work, and where Nature pays high wages to those who obey her laws.

No doubt theres room enough here, returned the scout sitting down and laying his rifle across his knees. Ive often thowt on them subjects, but my thowts only lead to puzzlement; for, out here in the wilderness, a man cant git all the information needful to larn him about things in the old world. Dear, dear, it do seem strange to me that any man should choose to starve in the cities when theres the free wilderness to roam about in. I mind havin a palaver once wi a stove-up man when I was ranchin down in Kansas on the Indian Territory Line. Screw was his name, an a real kind-hearted fellow he was too  only he couldnt keep his hand off that curse o mankind, the bottle. I mentioned to him my puzzlements about this matter, an he up fist an come down on the table wi a crack that made the glasses bounce as if theyd all come alive, an caused a plate o mush in front of him to spread itself all over the place  but he cared nothin for that, he was so riled up by the thowts my obsarvation had shook up.

Hunky Ben, says he, glowerin at me like a bull wi the measles, the reason we stay there an dont come out here or go to the other parts o Gods green arth is cause we cant help ourselves an dont know how  or what  dont know nothin in fact!

Thats a busted-up state o ignorance, no doubt said I, in a soothin sort o way, for I seed the man was riled pretty bad by ancient memories, an looked gittin waxier. He wore a black eye, too, caught in a free fight the night before, which didnt improve his looks. You said we just now, says I. Was you one o them?

Of course I was, says he, tamin down a little, an Id bin one o them yet  if not food for worms by this time  if it hadnt bin for a dook as took pity on me.

Whats a dook? says I.

A dook? says he. Why, hes a dook, you know; a sort o markis  somewheres between a lord an a king. I dont know zackly where, an hang me if I care; but theyre a bad lot are some o them dooks  rich as Pharaoh, king o Jruslem, an hard as nails  though Im bound for to say they aint all alike. Some on ems no better nor costermongers, others are men; men what keeps in mind that the same God made us all an will call us all to the same account, an that the same kind o worms ll finish us all off at last. But this dook as took pity on me was a true blue. He wasnt one o the hard sort as didnt care a rush for us so long as his own stummick was full. Neether was he one o the butter-mouths as dursent say boo to a goose. He spoke out to me like a man, an he knew well enough that Id bin born in the London slums, an that my daddy had bin born there before me, an that my mother had caught her death o cold through havin to pawn her only pair o boots to pay my school fees an then walk barefutt to the court in a winter day to answer for not sendin her boy to the board school  her send me to school!  she might as well have tried to send daddy himself; an him out o work, too, an all on us starvin. My dook, when he hear about it amost bust wi passion. I hear im arterwards talkin to a overseer, or somebody, confound it, says he  no, not quite that, for my dook he never swore, only he said somethin pretty stiff these people are starvin, says he, an pawnin their things for food to keep em alive, an they cant git work nohow, says he, an yet you worry them out o body an soul for school fees! I didnt hear no more, for the overseer smoothed im down somehows. But that dook  that good man, Hunky Ben, paid my passage to Ameriky, an sent me off wi his blessin an a Bible. Unfortnitly I took a bottle wi me, an when I got to the other side I got hold of another bottle, an another  an there stands the last of em.

An wi that, Mr Brooke, he fetched the bottle in front of him such a crack wi his fist as sent it all to smash against the opposite wall.

Well done, Screw! cried the boy at the bar, laughin; have another bottle?

Poor Screw smiled in a sheepish way, for the rile was out of him by that time, an, says he, Well, I dont mind if I do. A shot like that deserves another!

Ah me! continued the scout, it do take the manhood out of a fellow, that drink. Even when his indignations roused and he tries to shake it off, he cant do it.

Well do I know that, Ben. It is only God who can help a man in such a case.

The scout gravely shook his head. Seems to me, Mr Brooke, that theres a screw loose some wheres in our theology, for Ive heard parsons as well as you say that  as if the Almighty condescended to help us only when were in bad straits. Now, though Im but a scout and pretend to no book larnin, it comes in strong upon me that if God made us an measures our movements, an gives us every beat o the pulse, an counts the very hairs of our heads, we stand in need of His help in every case and at all times; that we cant save ourselves from mischief under any circumstances, great or small, without Him.

I have thought of that too, sometimes, said Charlie, sitting down on the rock beside his companion, and looking at him in some perplexity, but does not the view you take savour somewhat of fatalism, and seek to free us from responsibility in regard to what we do?

It dont seem so to me, replied the scout, Im not speakin, you see, so much of doin as of escapin. No doubt we are perfectly free to will, but it dont follow that we are free to act. Im quite free to will to cut my leg off or to let it stay on; an if I carry out my will an do it, why, Im quite free there too  an also responsible. But I aint free to sew it on again however much I may will to do so  leastwise if I do it wont stick. The consekinces o my deed I must bear, but who will deny that the Almighty could grow on another leg if He chose? Why, some creeters He does allow to get rid of a limb or two, an grow new ones! So, you see, Im responsible for my deeds, but, at the same time, I must look to God for escape from the consekinces, if He sees fit to let me escape. A man, bein free, may drink himself into a drunkard, but hes not free to cure himself. He cant do it. The demon Crave has got him by the throat, forces him to open his mouth, and pours the fiery poison down. The thing that he is free to do is to will. He may, if he chooses, call upon God the Saviour to help him; an my own belief is that no man ever made such a call in vain.

How, if that be so, are we to account for the failure of those who try, honestly strive, struggle, and agonise, yet obviously fail?

Its not for the like o me, Mr Brooke, to expound the outs an ins o all mysteries. Yet I will pint out that you, what they call, beg the question, when you say that such people honestly strive. If a man tries to unlock a door with all his might and main, heart and soul, honestly tries, by turnin the key the wrong way, hell strive till doomsday without openin the door! Its my opinion that a man may get into difficulties of his own free-will. He can get out of them only by applyin to his Maker.

During the latter part of this conversation the hunters had risen and were making their way through the trackless woods, when the scout stopped suddenly and gazed for a few seconds intently at the ground. Then he kneeled and began to examine the spot with great care. A footprint here, he said, that tells of recent visitors.

Friends, Ben, or foes? asked our hero, also going on his knees to examine the marks. Well, now, I see only a pressed blade or two of grass, but nothing the least like a footprint. It puzzles me more than I can tell how you scouts seem so sure about invisible marks.

Truly, if they was invisible you would have reason for surprise, but my wonder is that you dont see them. Any child in wood-craft might read them. See, here is the edge o the right futt making a faint impression where the ground is soft  an the heel; surely ye see the heel!

A small hollow I do see, but as to its being a heel-print I could not pronounce on that. Has it been made lately, think you?

Ay, last night or this morning at latest; and it was made by the futt of Jake the Flint. I know it well, for Ive had to track him more than once an would spot it among a thousand.

If Jake is in the neighbourhood, wouldnt it be well to return to the cave? He and some of his gang might attack it in our absence.

No fear o that, replied the scout, rising from his inspection, the futt pints away from the cave. I should say that the Flint has bin there durin the night, an found that we kep too sharp a look-out to be caught sleepin. Where he went to arter that no one can tell, but we can hoof it an see. Like enough he went to spy us out alone, an then returned to his comrades.

So saying, the scout hoofed it through the woods at a pace that tested Charlie Brookes powers of endurance, exceptionally good though they were. After a march of about four miles in comparative silence they were conducted by the footprints to an open space in the midst of dense thicket where the fresh ashes of a camp fire indicated that a party had spent some time.

Just so. They came to see what was up and what could be done, found that nothin partiklar was up an nothin at all could be done, so off they go, mounted, to fish in other waters. Just as well for us.

But not so well for the fish in the other waters, remarked Charlie.

True, but we cant help that. Come, we may as well return now.

While Charlie and the scout were thus following the trail, Buck Tom, lying in the cave, became suddenly much worse. It seemed as if some string in his system had suddenly snapped and let the poor human wreck run down.

Come here, Leather, he gasped faintly.

Poor Shank, who never left him, and who was preparing food for him at the time, was at his side in a moment, and bent anxiously over him.

Dyou want anything? he asked.

Nothing, Shank. Wheres Dick?

Outside; cutting some firewood.

Dont call him. Im glad we are alone, said the outlaw, seizing his friends hand with a feeble, tremulous grasp. Im dying, Shank, dear boy. You forgive me?

Forgive you, Ralph! Ay  long, long ago I He could not finish the sentence.

I know you did, Shank, returned the dying man, with a faint smile. How it will fare with me hereafter I know not. Ive but one word to say when I get there, and that is  guilty! I  I loved your sister, Shank. Ay  you never guessed it. I only tell you now that I may send her a message. Tell her that the words she once said to me about a Saviour have never left me. They are like a light in the darkness now. God bless you  Shank  and  May.

With a throbbing heart and listening ear Shank waited for more; but no more came. The hand he still held was lifeless, and the spirit of the outlaw had entered within the veil of that mysterious Hereafter.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Chase, Capture, and End of Jake the Flint.

It was growing dark when Brooke and the scout reached the cave that evening and found that Buck Tom was dead; but they had barely time to realise the fact when their attention was diverted by the sudden arrival of a large band of horsemen  cowboys and others  the leader of whom seemed to be the cow-boy Crux.

Hunky Ben and his friends had, of course, made rapid preparations to receive them as foes, if need were; but on recognising who composed the cavalcade, they went out to meet them.

Hallo! Hunky, shouted Crux, as he rode up and leaped off his steed, have they been here?

Who dye mean? demanded the scout.

Why, Jake the Flint, to be sure, an his murderin gang. Havent ye heard the news?

Not I. Who dye think would take the trouble to come up here with noos?

Theyve got clear off, boys, said Crux, in a voice of great disappointment. So we must off saddle, an camp where we are for the night.

While the rest of the party dismounted and dispersed to look for a suitable camping-ground, Crux explained the reason of their unexpected appearance.

After the Flint and his companions had left their mountain fastness, as before described, they had appeared in different parts of the country and committed various depredations; some of their robberies having been accompanied with bloodshed and violence of a nature which so exasperated the people that an organised band had at length been gathered to go in pursuit of the daring outlaw. But Jake was somewhat Napoleonic in his character, swift in his movements, and sudden in his attacks; so that, while his exasperated foes were searching for him in one direction, news would be brought of his having committed some daring and bloody deed far off in some other quarter. His latest acts had been to kill and rob a post-runner, who happened to be a great favourite in his locality, and to attack and murder, in mere wanton cruelty, a family of friendly Indians, belonging to a tribe which had never given the whites any trouble. The fury of the people, therefore, was somewhat commensurate with the wickedness of the man. They resolved to capture him, and, as there was a number of resolute cow-boys on the frontier, to whom life seemed to be a bauble to be played with, kept, or cast lightly away, according to circumstances, it seemed as if the effort made at this time would be successful.

The latest reports that seemed reliable were to the effect that, after slaying the Indians, Jake and his men had made off in the direction of his old stronghold at the head of Traitors Trap. Hence the invasion by Crux and his band.

Youll be glad to hear  or sorry, Im not sure which said the scout, that Buck Tom has paid his last debt.

What! defunct? exclaimed Crux.

Ay. Whatever may have bin his true character an deeds, hes gone to his account at last.

Are ye sure, Hunky?

If ye dont believe me, go in there an youll see whats left of him. The corp aint cold yet.

The rugged cow-boy entered at once, to convince himself by ocular demonstration.

Well, said he, on coming out of the cave, I wish it had been the Flint instead. Hell give us some trouble, you bet, afore we bring him to lie as flat as Buck Tom. Poor Buck! They say he wasnt a bad chap in his way, an I never heard of his bein cruel, like his comrades. His main fault was castin in his lot wi the Flint. They say that Jake has bin carousin around, throwin the town-folk everywhere into fits.

That night the avengers in search of Jake the Flint slept in and around the outlaws cave, while the chief of the outlaws lay in the sleep of death in a shed outside. During the night the scout went out to see that the body was undisturbed, and was startled to observe a creature of some sort moving near it. Ben was troubled by no superstitious fears, so he approached with the stealthy, cat-like tread which he had learned to perfection in his frontier life. Soon he was near enough to perceive, through the bushes, that the form was that of Shank Leather, silent and motionless, seated by the side of Buck Tom, with his face buried in his hands upon his knees. A deep sob broke from him as he sat, and again he was silent and motionless. The scout withdrew as silently as he had approached, leaving the poor youth to watch and mourn over the friend who had shared his hopes and fears, sins and sorrows, so long  long at least in experience, if not in numbered years.

Next morning at daybreak they laid the outlaw in his last resting-place, and then the avengers prepared to set off in pursuit of his comrades.

Youll join us, I fancy, said Crux to Charlie Brooke.

No; I remain with my sick friend Leather. But perhaps some of my comrades may wish to go with you.

It was soon arranged that Hunky Ben and Dick Darvall should join the party.

We wont be long o catchin him up, said Crux, for the Flint has become desperate of late, an were pretty sure of a man when he gets into that fix.

The desperado to whom Crux referred was one of those terrible human monsters who may be termed a growth of American frontier life, men who, having apparently lost all fear of God, or man, or death, carry their lives about with hilarious indifference, ready to risk them at a moments notice on the slightest provocation, and to take the lives of others without a shadow of compunction. As a natural consequence, such maniacs, for they are little else, are feared by all, and even brave men feel the necessity of being unusually careful while in their company.

Among the various wild deeds committed by Jake and his men was one which led them into serious trouble and proved fatal to their chief. Coming to a village, or small town, one night they resolved to have a regular spree, and for this purpose encamped a short way outside the town till it should be quite dark. About midnight the outlaws, to the number of eight, entered the town, each armed with a Winchester and a brace of revolvers. Scattering themselves, they began a tremendous fusillade, as fast as they could fire, so that nearly the whole population, supposing the place was attacked by Indians, turned out and fled to the mountains behind the town. The Flint and his men made straight for the chief billiard room, which they found deserted, and there, after helping themselves to all the loose cash available, they began to drink. Of course they soon became wild under the influence of the liquor, but retained sense enough to mount their horses and gallop away before the people of the place mustered courage to return and attack the foe.

It was while galloping madly away after this raid that the murderous event took place which ended in the dispersal of the gang.

Daylight was creeping over the land when the outlaws left the town. Jake was wild with excitement at what had occurred, as well as with drink, and began to boast and swear in a horrible manner. When they had ridden a good many miles, one of the party said he saw some Redskins in a clump of wood they were approaching.

Did ye? cried Jake, flourishing his rifle over his head and uttering a terrible oath, then Ill shoot the first Redskin I come across.

Better not, Jake, said one of his men. Theyre all friendly Injins about here.

Whats the odds to me! yelled the drunken wretch. Ill shoot the first I see as I would a rabbit.

At that moment they were passing a bluff covered with timber, and, unfortunately, a poor old Indian woman came out of the wood to look at the horsemen as they flew past.

Without an instants hesitation Jake swerved aside, rode straight up to the old creature, and blew out her brains.

Accustomed as they were to deeds of violence and bloodshed, his comrades were overwhelmed with horror at this, and, fearing the consequences of the dastardly murder, rode for life away over the plains.

But the deed had been witnessed by the relatives of the poor woman. Without sound or cry, fifty Red men leaped on their horses and swept with the speed of light along the other side of the bluff, which concealed them from the white mens sight. Thus they managed to head them, and when Jake and his gang came to the end of the strip of wood, the Red men, armed with rifle and revolver, were in front of them.

There was something deadly and unusual in the silence of the Indians on this occasion. Concentrated rage seemed to have stopped their power to yell. Swift as eagles they swooped down and surrounded the little band of white men, who, seeing that opposition would be useless, and, perhaps, cowed by the sight of such a cold-blooded act offered no resistance at all, while their arms were taken from them.

With lips white from passion, the Indian chief in command demanded who did the deed. The outlaws pointed to Jake, who sat on his horse with glaring eyes and half-open mouth like one stupefied. At a word from the chief, he was seized, dragged off his horse, and held fast by two powerful men while a third bound his arms. A spear was driven deep into the ground to serve as a stake, and to this Jake was tied. He made no resistance. He seemed to have been paralysed, and remained quite passive while they stripped him naked to the waist. His comrades, still seated on their horses, seemed incapable of action. They had, no doubt, a presentiment of what was coming.

The chief then drew his scalping knife, and passed it swiftly round the neck of the doomed man so as to make a slight incision. Grasping the flap raised at the back of the neck, he tore a broad band of skin from Jakes body, right down his back to his waist. A fearful yell burst from the lips of the wretched man, but no touch of pity moved the hearts of the Red men, whose chief prepared to tear off another strip of skin from the quivering flesh.

At the same moment the companions of the Flint wheeled their horses round, and, filled with horror, fled at full speed from the scene.

The Red men did not attempt to hinder them. There was no feud at that time between the white men and that particular tribe. It was only the murderer of their old kinswoman on whom they were bent on wreaking their vengeance, and with terrible cruelty was their diabolical deed accomplished. The comrades of the murderer, left free to do as they pleased, scattered as they fled, as if each man were unable to endure the sight of the other, and they never again drew together.

On the very next day Crux and his band of avengers were galloping over the same region, making straight for the town which the outlaws had thrown into such consternation, and where Crux had been given to understand that trustworthy news of the Flints movements would probably be obtained.

The sun was setting, and a flood of golden light was streaming over the plains, when one of the band suggested that it would be better to encamp where they were than to proceed any further that night.

So we will, boy, said Crux, looking about for a suitable spot, until his eye fell on a distant object that riveted his attention.

A strange-looking thing, that, remarked the scout who had observed the object at the same moment. Somethin like a man, but standin crooked-like in a fashion I never saw a man stand before, though Ive seen many a queer sight in my day.

Well soon clear up the mystery, said Crux, putting spurs to his horse and riding straight for the object in question, followed by the whole cavalcade.

Ay, ay, bloody work bin goin on here, I see, muttered the scout as they drew near.

The accursed Redskins! growled Crux.

We need scarcely say that it was the dead body of Jake they had thus discovered, tied to the spear which was nearly broken by the weight of the mutilated carcass. Besides tearing most of the skin off the wretched mans body, the savages had scalped Jake; but a deep wound over the region of the heart showed that they had, at all events, ended his sufferings before they left him.

While the avengers  whose vengeance was thus forestalled  were busy scraping a shallow grave for the remains of the outlaw, a shout was raised by several of the party who dashed after something into a neighbouring copse. An Indian had been discovered there, and the cruelties which had been practised on the white man had, to a great extent, transferred their wrath from the outlaw to his murderers. But they found that the rush was needless, for the Indian who had been observed was seated on the ground beside what appeared to be a newly formed grave, and he made no attempt to escape.

He was a very old and feeble man, yet something of the fire of the warrior gleamed from his sunken eyes as he stood up and tried to raise his bent form into an attitude of proud defiance.

Do you belong to the tribe that killed this white man? said Hunky Ben, whose knowledge of most of the Indian dialects rendered him the fitting spokesman of the party.

I do, answered the Indian in a stern yet quavering voice that seemed very pitiful, for it was evident that the old man thought his last hour had come, and that he had made up his mind to die as became a dauntless Indian brave.

At that moment a little Indian girl, who had hitherto lain quite concealed in the tangled grass, started up like a rabbit from its lair and dashed into the thicket. Swiftly though the child ran, however, one of the young men of the party was swifter. He sprang off in pursuit, and in a few moments brought her back.

Your tribe is not at war with the pale-faces, continued the scout, taking no notice of this episode. They have been needlessly cruel.

For some moments the old man gazed sternly at his questioner as if he heard him not. Then the frown darkened, and, pointing to the grave at his feet, he said  

The white man was more cruel.

What had he done? asked the scout.

But the old man would not reply. There came over his withered features that stony stare of resolute contempt which he evidently intended to maintain to the last in spite of torture and death.

Better question the child, suggested Dick Darvall, who up to that moment had been too much horrified by what he had witnessed to be able to speak.

The scout looked at the child. She stood trembling beside her captor, with evidences of intense terror on her dusky countenance, for she was only too well accustomed to the cruelties practised by white men and red on each other to have any hope either for the old man or herself.

Poor thing! said Hunky Ben, laying his strong hand tenderly on the girls head. Then, taking her hand, he led her gently aside, and spoke to her in her own tongue.

There was something so unexpectedly soft in the scouts voice, and so tender in his touch, that the little brown maid was irresistibly comforted. When one falls into the grasp of Goodness and Strength, relief of mind, more or less, is an inevitable result. David thought so when he said, Let me fall now into the hand of the Lord. The Indian child evidently thought so when she felt that Hunky Ben was strong and perceived that he was good.

We will not hurt you, my little one, said the scout, when he had reached a retired part of the copse, and, sitting down, placed the child on his knee. The white man who was killed by your people was a very bad man. We were looking for him to kill him. Was it the old man that killed him?

No, replied the child, it was the chief.

Why was he so cruel in his killing? asked the scout.

Because the white man was a coward. He feared to face our warriors, but he shot an old woman! answered the little maid; and then, inspired with confidence by the scouts kind and pitiful expression, she related the whole story of the savage and wanton murder perpetrated by the Flint, the subsequent vengeance of her people, and the unchecked flight and dispersion of Jakes comrades. The old woman who had been slain, she said, was her grandmother, and the old man who had been captured was her grandfather.

Friends, our business has been done for us, said the scout on rejoining his comrades, so weve nothing to do but return home.

He then told them in detail what the Indian girl had related.

Of course, he added, weve no right to find fault wi the Redskins for punishin the murderer arter their own fashion, though we might wish they had bin somewhat more merciful

No, we mightnt, interrupted Crux stoutly. The Flint got off easy in my opinion. If I had had the doin ot, Id have roasted him alive.

No, you wouldnt, Crux, returned Ben, with a benignant smile. Young chaps like you are always, accordin to your own showin, worse than the devil himself when your bloods roused by indignation at cruelty or injustice, but you sing a good deal softer when you come to the scratch with your enemy in your power.

Youre wrong, Hunky Ben, retorted Crux firmly. Any man as would blow the brains out of a poor old woman in cold blood, as the Flint did, desarves the worst that can be done to him.

I didnt say nowt about what he desarves, returned the scout; I was speakin about what you would do if youd got the killin of him.

Well, well, mates, said Dick Darvall, a little impatiently, seems to me that were wastin our wind, for the miserable wretch, bein defunct, is beyond the malice o red man or white. I therefore vote that we stop palaverin, bout ship, clap on all sail an lay our course for home.

This suggestion met with general approval, and the curious mixture of men and races, which had thus for a brief period been banded together under the influence of a united purpose, prepared to break up.

I suppose you an Darvall will make tracks for Traitors Trap, said Crux to Hunky Ben.

Thats my trail to be, answered the scout. What say you, Black Polly? Are ye game for such a spin to-night?

The mare arched her glossy neck, put back both ears, and gave other indications that she would have fully appreciated the remarks of her master if she had only understood them.

Ah! Bluefire and I dont talk in that style, said Crux, with a laugh. I give him his orders an he knows that hes got to obey. He and I will make a bee-line for Davids Store an have a drink. Wholl keep me company?

Several of the more reckless among the men intimated their willingness to join the toper. The rest said they had other business on hand than to go carousin around.

Why, Crux, said one who had been a very lively member of the party during the ride out, dye know, boy, that its writ in the book o Fate that you an I an all of us, have just got so many beats o the pulse allowed us  no more an no less  an were free to run the beats out fast or slow, just as we like? Theres nothin like drink for makin em go fast!

I dont believe that, Robin Stout, returned Crux; an even if I did believe it Id go on just the same, for I prefer a short life and a merry one to a long life an a wishy-washy miserable one.

Hear! hear! exclaimed several of the topers.

Dont ye think, Crux, interposed Darvall, that a long life an a happy one might be better than either?

Hear! hear! remarked Hunky Ben, with a quiet laugh.

Well, boys, said one fine bright-looking young fellow, patting the neck of his pony, whether my life is to be long or short, merry, wishy-washy or happy, I shall be off cow-punching for the next six months or so, somewhere about the African bend, on the Colorado River, in South Texas, an I mean to try an keep my pulse a-goin without drink. Ive seen more than enough o the curse that comes to us all on account of it, and I wont be caught in that trap again.

Then youve bin caught in it once already, Jo Pinto? said a comrade.

Ay, I just have, but, you bet, its the last time. I dont see the fun of makin my veins a channel for firewater, and then finishin off with D.T., if bullet or knife should leave me to go that length.

I suppose, Pinto, said Crux, with a smile of contempt, that youve bin to hear that mad fellow Gough, whos bin howlin around in these parts of late?

Thats so, retorted Pinto, flushing with sudden anger. Ive been to hear J.B. Gough, an whats more I mean to take his advice in spite of all the flap-jack soakers tween the Atlantic and the Rockies. Hes a true man, is Gough, every inch of him, and men and women thats bin used chiefly to cursin in time past have heaped more blessins on that mans head than would sink you, Crux,  if put by mistake on your head  right through the lowest end o the bottomless pit.

Pretty deep that, anyhow! exclaimed Crux, with a careless laugh, for he had no mind to quarrel with the stout young cow-boy whose black eyes he had made to flash so keenly.

It seems to me, said another of the band, as he hung the coils of his lasso round the horn of his Mexican saddle, that we must quit talkin unless we make up our minds to stop here till sun-up. Whos goin north? My old boss is financially busted, so Ive hired to P.T. Granger, who has started a new ranch at the head o Pugits Creek. He wants one or two good hands I know, an Ive reason to believe hes an honest man. I go up trail at thirty dollars per month. The outfits to consist of thirty hundred head of Texas steers, a chuck wagon and cook, with thirty riders includin the boss himself an six horses to the man.

A couple of stout-looking cow-boys offered to join the last speaker on the strength of his representations, and then, as the night bid fair to be bright and calm, the whole band scattered and galloped away in separate groups over the moonlit plains.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

They Return to the Ranch of Roaring Bull, where Something Serious Happens to Dick Darvall.

When Dick Darvall and Hunky Ben returned from the expedition which we have just described, they found all right at the cave, except that a letter to Leather had been sent up from Bulls ranch which had caused him much grief and anxiety.

I have been eagerly awaiting your return, Ben, said Charlie Brooke, when he and the scout went outside the cave to talk the matter over, for the news in this letter has thrown poor Leather back considerably, and, as he will continue to fret about it and get worse, something must be done.

He paused for a few moments, and the scout gravely waited for him to resume.

The fact is, continued Charlie, that poor Leathers father has been given far too much to the bottle during a great part of his life, and the letter just received tells us that he has suddenly left home and gone no one knows where. Now, my friend Leather and his father were always very fond of each other, and the son cannot forgive himself for having at various times rather encouraged his father in drinking, so that his conscience is reproaching him terribly, as you may well believe, and he insists on it that he is now quite able to undertake the voyage home. You and I know, Ben, that in his present state it would be madness for him to attempt it; yet to lie and fret here would be almost as bad. Now, what is your advice?

For some moments the scout stood silent with his eyes on the ground and his right hand grasping his chin  his usual attitude when engaged in meditation.

Is there enough o dollars, he asked, to let you do as ye like?

No lack of dollars, I dare say, when needed, replied Charlie.

Then my advice, returned the scout promptly, is to take Leather straight off to-morrow mornin to Bulls ranch; make him comfortable there, call him Mister Shank,  so as nobodyll think hes been the man called Leather, whos bin so long ill along wi poor Buck Toms gang,  and then you go off to old England to follow his fathers trail till you find him. Leather has great belief in you, sir, and the feelin that you are away doin your best for him will do more to relieve his mind and strengthen his body than tons o doctors stuff. Dick Darvall could remain to take care of him if he has no objection.

I rather think he would be well pleased to do so, replied Charlie, with a laugh of significance, which the scout quietly subjected to analysis in what he styled his brain-pan, and made a note of the result in his mental memorandum book!

But I doubt if Leather

Shank, interrupted the scout. Call him Shank from now, sos we may all git used to it; tho praps it aint o much importance, for most o the men that saw him here saw him in uncommon bad condition an would hardly know him again, besides, they wont likely be at Bulls ranch, an the captain an troops that were here have been ordered down south. Still one can never be too careful when life and death may be i the balance. Your friend niver was one o the outlaws, but it mightnt be easy to prove that.

Well, then, resumed our hero, I was going to say that I fear Shank wont be able to stand the journey even to the ranch.

No fear of that, sir. Well carry him down to the foot o the Trap, an when we git out on the plain mount him on one o the horses left by poor Buck  the one that goes along so quiet that theyve given it the name o the Wheelbarrow.

Should I speak to him to-night about our plan, Ben?

No. If I was you Id only say were goin to take him down to Bulls ranch i the mornin. Thatll take his mind a bit off the letter, an then itll give him an extra lift when you tell him the rest o the plan.

In accordance with this arrangement, on the following morning a litter was made with two stout poles and a blanket between. On this the invalid was laid after an early breakfast; another blanket was spread over him, and the scout and Dick, taking it up between them, carried him out of Traitors Trap, while Charlie Brooke, riding Jacksons horse, led the Wheelbarrow by the bridle. As for Black Polly, she was left to follow at her own convenience, a whistle from Hunky Ben being at any moment sufficient to bring her promptly to her masters side.

On reaching the plain the litter was laid aside, the blankets were fastened to the horses, and Shank prepared, as Dick said, to board Wheelbarrow.

Now then, Shank, said the seaman, while helping his friend, dont be in a hurry. Nothin was ever done well in a hurry either afloat or ashore. Git your futt well into the stirrup an dont take too much of a spring, else youll be apt to go right over on the starboard side. Hup you go!

The worthy sailor lent such willing aid that there is little doubt he would have precipitated the catastrophe against which he warned, had not Hunky Ben placed himself on the starboard side of the steed and counteracted the heave. After that all went well; the amble of the Wheelbarrow fully justified the title, and in due course the party arrived at the ranch of Roaring Bull, where the poor invalid was confined to his room for a considerable time thereafter, and became known at the ranch as Mr Shank.

One evening Charlie Brooke entered the kitchen of the ranch in search of his friend Dick Darvall, who had a strange fondness for Buttercup, and frequently held converse with her in the regions of the back-kitchen.

I dun know whar he is, massa Book, answered the sable beauty when appealed to, hes mostly somewhar around when hes not nowhar else.

I shouldnt wonder if he was, returned Charlie with a hopeful smile. I suppose Miss Marys not around anywhere, is she?

I shouldnt wonder if she wasnt; but she aint here, massa, said the black maid earnestly.

You are a truthful girl, Butter  stick to that, and youll get on in life.

With this piece of advice Charlie left the kitchen abruptly, and thereby missed the eruption of teeth and gums that immediately followed his remark.

Making his way to the chamber of his sick friend, Charlie sat down at the open window beside him.

How dyou feel this evening, my boy? he asked.

A little better, but  oh dear me!  I begin to despair of getting well enough to go home, and its impossible to avoid being worried, for, unless father is sought for and found soon he, will probably sink altogether. You have no idea, Charlie, what a fearful temptation drink becomes to those who have once given way to it and passed a certain point.

I dont know it personally  though I take no credit for that  but I have some idea of it, I think, from what I have seen and heard. But I came to relieve your mind on the subject, Shank. I wanted to speak with Dick Darvall first to see if he would fall in with my plan, but as I cant find him just now I thought it best to come straight to you about it. Hallo! There is Dick.

Where? said Shank, bending forward so as to see the place on which his friends eyes were fixed.

There, dont you see? Look across that bit of green sward, about fifty yards into the bush, close to that lopped pine where a thick shrub overhangs a fallen tree

I see  I see! exclaimed Shank, a gleeful expression banishing for a time the look of suffering and anxiety that had become habitual to him. Why, the fellow is seated beside Mary Jackson!

Ay, and holding a very earnest conversation with her, to judge from his attitude, said Charlie. Probably inquiring into the market-price of steers  or some absorbing topic of that sort.

Hes grasping her hand now! exclaimed Shank, with an expanding mouth.

And she lets him hold it. Really this becomes interesting, observed Charlie, with gravity. But, my friend, is not this a species of eavesdropping? Are we not taking mean advantage of a pair who fondly think themselves alone? Come, Shank, let us turn our backs on the view and try to fix our minds on matters of personal interest.

But the young men had not to subject themselves to such a delicate test of friendship, for before they could make any attempt to carry out the suggestion, Dick and Mary were seen to rise abruptly and hasten from the spot in different directions. A few minutes later Buttercup was observed to glide upon the scene and sit down upon the self-same fallen tree. The distance from the bedroom window was too great to permit of sounds reaching the observers ears, or of facial contortions meeting their eyes very distinctly, but there could be no doubt as to the feelings of the damsel, or the meaning of those swayings to and fro of her body, the throwing back of her head, and the pressing of her hands on her sides. Suddenly she held out a black hand as if inviting some one in the bush to draw near. The invitation was promptly accepted by a large brown dog  a well-known favourite in the ranch household.

Rover  for such was his name  leaped on the fallen tree and sat down on the spot which had previously been occupied by the fair Mary. The position was evidently suggestive, for Buttercup immediately began to gesticulate and clasp her hands as if talking very earnestly to the dog.

I verily believe, said Shank, that the blacking-ball is re-enacting the scene with Rover! See! she grasps his paw, and

My friend, said Charlie, we are taking mean advantage again! And, behold! like the other pair, they are flitting from the scene, though not quite in the same fashion.

This was true, for Buttercup, reflecting, probably, that she might be missed in the kitchen, had suddenly tumbled Rover off the tree and darted swiftly from the spot.

Come now, Shank, said Charlie, resuming the thread of discourse which had been interrupted, it is quite plain to Dick and to myself that you are unfit to travel home in your present state of health, so I have made up my mind to leave you here in the care of honest Jackson and Darvall, and to go home myself to make inquiries and search for your father. Will this make your mind easy? For that is essential to your recovery at the present time.

You were always kind and self-sacrificing, Charlie. Assuredly, your going will take an enormous weight off my mind, for you are much better fitted by nature for such a search than I am  to say nothing of health. Thank you, my dear old boy, a thousand times. As for Dick Darvall, added Shank, with a laugh, before this evening I would have doubted whether he would be willing to remain with me after your departure, but I have no doubt now  considering what we have just witnessed!

Yes, he has found metal more attractive, said Charlie, rising. I will now go and consult with him, after which I will depart without delay.

Youve been having a gallop, to judge from your heightened colour and flashing eyes, said Charlie to Dick when they met in the yard, half-an-hour later.

Nno  not exactly, returned the seaman, with a slightly embarrassed air. The fact is Ive bin cruisin about in the bush.

What! lookin for Redskins?

Nno; not exactly, but

Oh! I see. Out huntin, I suppose. After deer  eh?

Well, now, that was a pretty fair guess, Charlie, said Dick, laughing. To tell ye the plain truth, I have been out arter a dear  full sail  an

And you bagged it, of course. Fairly run it down, I suppose, said his friend, again interrupting.

Well, there aint no of course about it, but as it happened, I did manage to overhaul her, and coming to close quarters, I

Yes, yes, I know, interrupted Charlie a third time, with provoking coolness. You ran her on to the rocks, Dick  which was unseamanlike in the extreme  at least you ran the dear aground on a fallen tree and, sitting down beside it, asked it to become Mrs Darvall, and the amiable creature agreed, eh?

Why, how on earth did ee come for to know that? asked Dick, in blazing astonishment.

Well, you know, theres no great mystery about it. If a bold sailor will go huntin close to the house, and run down his game right in front of Mr Shanks windows, he must expect to have witnesses. However, give me your flipper, mess-mate, and let me congratulate you, for in my opinion theres not such another dear on all the slopes of the Rocky Mountains. But now that Ive found you, I want to lay some of my future plans before you.

They had not been discussing these plans many minutes, when Mary was seen crossing the yard in company with Hunky Ben.

If Hunky would only stop, wed keep quite jolly till you return, observed Dick, in an undertone as the two approached.

We were just talking of you, Ben, observed Charlie, as they came up.

Are you goin for a cruise, Miss Mary? asked the seaman in a manner that drew the scouts attention.

No, replied Mary with a little laugh, and anything but a little blush, that intensified the attention of the scout. He gave one of his quiet but quick glances at Dick and chuckled softly.

So soon! he murmured to himself; sartinly your sea-dog is pretty slick at such matters.

Dick thought he heard the chuckle and turned a lightning glance on the scout, but that sturdy son of the forest had his leathern countenance turned towards the sky with profoundest gravity. It was characteristic of him, you see, to note the signs of the weather.

Mr Brooke, he said, with the slow deliberate air of the man who forms his opinions on solid grounds, theres goin to be a bust up o the elements afore long, as sure as my names Hunky.

Thats the very thing I want to talk about with you, Ben, for I meditate a long journey immediately. Come, walk with me.

Taking the scouts arm he paced with him slowly up and down the yard, while Dick and Mary went off on a cruise elsewhere.




Chapter Thirty.

Changes the Scene Somewhat Violently, and Shows our Hero in a New Light.

The result of our heros consultation with the scout was not quite as satisfactory as it might have been. Charlie had hoped that Hunky Ben would have been able to stay with Shank till he should return from the old country, but found, to his regret, that that worthy was engaged to conduct still further into the great western wilderness a party of emigrants who wished to escape the evils of civilisation, and to set up a community of their own which should be founded on righteousness, justice, and temperance.

You see, sir, said the scout, Ive gin them my promise to guide them whenever theyre ready to start, so, as they may git ready and call for my services at any moment, I must hold myself free o other engagements. To say truth, even if they hadnt my promise Id keep myself free to help em, for Ive a likin for the good man  half doctor, half parson as well as Jack-of-all-trades  as has set the thing agoin  moreover, Ive a strong belief that all this fightin, an scalpin, an flayin alive, an roastin, an revenge, aint the way to bring about good ends either among Red men or white.

I agree with you heartily, Ben, though I dont very well see how we are to alter it. However, we must leave the discussion of that difficulty to another time. The question at present is, what hope is there of your staying here even for a short time after I leave? for in Dick Darvalls present condition of mind he is not much to be depended on, and Jackson is too busy. You see, I want Shank to go out on horseback as much as possible, but in this unsettled region and time he would not be safe except in the care of some one who knew the country and its habits, and who had some sort of sympathy with a broken-down man.

All I can say, Mr Brooke, is that Ill stay wi your friend as long as I can, returned the scout, an when Im obleeged to make tracks for the west, Ill try to git another man to take my place. Anyhow, I think that Mr Reeves  thats the name o the good man as wants me an is boss o the emigrants  wont be able to git them all ready to start for some weeks yet.

Charlie was obliged to content himself with this arrangement. Next day he was galloping eastward  convoyed part of the way by the scout on Black Polly and Dick Darvall on Wheelbarrow. Soon he got into the region of railways and steam-boats, and, in a few weeks more was once again in Old England.

A post-card announced his arrival, for Charlie had learned wisdom from experience, and feared to take any one by surprise  especially his mother.

We need not describe this second meeting of our hero with his kindred and friends. In many respects it resembled the former, when the bad news about Shank came, and there was the same conclave in Mrs Leathers parlour, for old Jacob Crossley happened to be spending a holiday in Sealford at the time.

Indeed he had latterly taken to spending much of his leisure time at that celebrated watering-place, owing, it was supposed, to the beneficial effect which the sea-air had on his rheumatism.

But May Leather knew better. With that discriminating penetration which would seem to be the natural accompaniment of youth and beauty, she discerned that the old gentlemans motive for going so frequently to Sealford was a compound motive.

First, Mr Crossley was getting tired of old bachelorhood, and had at last begun to enjoy ladies society, especially that of such ladies as Mrs Leather and Mrs Brooke, to say nothing of May herself and Miss Molloy  the worsted reservoir  who had come to reside permanently in the town and who had got the Blackguard Boy into blue tights and buttons, to the amazement and confusion of the little dog Scraggy, whose mind was weakened in consequence  so they said. Second, Mr Crossley was remarkably fond of Captain Stride, whom he abused like a pick-pocket and stuck to like a brother, besides playing backgammon with him nightly, to the great satisfaction of the Captains missus and their little Mag. Third, Mr Crossley had no occasion to attend to business, because business, somehow, attended to itself, and poured its profits perennially into the old gentlemans pocket  a pocket which was never full, because it had a charitable hole in it somewhere which let the cash run out as fast as it ran in. Fourth and last, but not least, Mr Crossley found considerable relief in getting away occasionally from his worthy housekeeper Mrs Bland. This relief, which he styled letting off the steam at one time, brushing away the cobwebs at another, was invariably followed by a fit of amiability, which resulted in a penitent spirit, and ultimately took him back to town where he remained till Mrs Bland had again piled enough of eccentricity on the safety valve to render another letting off of steam on the sea-shore imperative.

What Charlie learned at the meeting held in reference to the disappearance of old Mr Isaac Leather was not satisfactory. The wretched man had so muddled his brain by constant tippling that it had become a question at last whether he was quite responsible for his actions. In a fit of remorse, after an attack of delirium tremens, he had suddenly condemned himself as being a mean contemptible burden on his poor wife and daughter. Of course both wife and daughter asserted that his mere maintenance was no burden on them at all  as in truth it was not when compared with the intolerable weight of his intemperance  and they did their best to soothe him. But the idea seemed to have taken firm hold of him, and preyed upon his mind, until at last he left home one morning in a fit of despair, and had not since been heard of.

Have you no idea, then, where he has gone? asked Charlie.

No, none, said Mrs Leather, with a tear trembling in her eye.

We know, mother, said May, that he has gone to London. The booking clerk at the station, you know, told us that.

Did the clerk say to what part of London he booked?

No, he could not remember.

Besides, if he had remembered, that would be but a slight clue, said Mr Crossley. As well look for a needle in a bundle of hay as for a man in London.

As well go to sea without rudder or compass, observed Captain Stride.

Nevertheless, said Charlie, rising, I will make the attempt.

Hopeless, said Crossley. Sheer madness, added Stride. Mrs Leather shook her head and wept gently. Mrs Brooke sighed and cast down her eyes. Miss Molloy  who was of the council, being by that time cognisant of all the family secrets  clasped her hands and looked miserable. Of all that conclave the only one who did not throw cold water on our hero was pretty little brown-eyed May. She cast on him a look of trusting gratitude which blew a long smouldering spark into such a flame that the waters of Niagara in winter would have failed to quench it.

I cant tell you yet, friends, what I intend to do, said Charlie. All I can say is that Im off to London. I shall probably be away some time, but will write to mother occasionally. So good-bye.

He said a good deal more, of course, but that was the gist of it.

May accompanied him to the door.

Oh! thank you  thank you! she said, with trembling lip and tearful eyes as she held out her hand, I feel sure that you will find father.

I think I shall, May. Indeed I also feel sure that I shall  God helping me.

At the ticket office he found that the clerk remembered very little. He knew the old gentleman well by sight, indeed, but was in the habit of selling tickets to so many people that it was impossible for him to remember where they booked to. In fact the only thing that had fixed Mr Leather at all in his memory was the fact that the old man had dropped his ticket, had no money to take another, and had pleaded earnestly to let him have one on trust, a request with which he dared not comply  but fortunately, a porter found and restored the ticket.

Is the porter you refer to still here? asked Charlie.

Yes, he was there; and Charlie soon found him. The porter recollected the incident perfectly, for the old gentleman, he said, had made a considerable fuss about the lost ticket.

And you cant remember the station he went to?

No, sir, but I do remember something about his saying he wanted to go to Whitechapel  I think it was  or Whitehall, I forget which, but Im sure it was white something.

With this very slender clue Charlie Brooke presented himself in due time at Scotland Yard, at which fountain-head of London policedom he gave a graphic account of the missing man and the circumstances attending his disappearance. Thence he went to the headquarters of the London City Mission; introduced himself to a sympathetic secretary there, and was soon put in communication with one of the most intelligent of those valuable self-sacrificing and devoted men who may be styled the salt of the London slums. This good mans district embraced part of Whitechapel.

I will help you to the extent of my power, Mr Brooke, he said, but your quest will be a difficult one, perhaps dangerous. How do you propose to go about it?

By visiting all the low lodging-houses in Whitechapel first, said Charlie.

That will take a long time, said the City Missionary, smiling. Low lodging-houses are somewhat numerous in these parts.

I am aware of that, Mr Stansfield, and mean to take time, returned our hero promptly. And what I want of you is to take me into one or two of them, so that I may see something of them while under your guidance. After that I will get their streets and numbers from you, or through you, and will then visit them by myself.

But, excuse me, my friend, returned the missionary, your appearance in such places will attract more attention than you might wish, and would interfere with your investigations, besides exposing you to danger, for the very worst characters in London are sometimes to be found in such places. Only men of the police force and we city missionaries can go among them with impunity.

I have counted the cost, Mr Stansfield, and intend to run the risk; but thank you, all the same, for your well-meant warning. Can you go round one or two this afternoon?

I can, with pleasure, and will provide you with as many lodging-house addresses as I can procure. Do you live far from this?

No, quite close. A gentleman, who was in your Secretarys office when I called, recommended a small lodging-house kept by a Mrs Butt in the neighbourhood of Flower and Dean Street. You know that region well, I suppose?

Ay  intimately; and I know Mrs Butt too  a very respectable woman. Come, then, let us start on our mission.

Accordingly Mr Stansfield introduced his inexperienced friend into two of the principal lodging-houses in that neighbourhood. They merely passed through them, and the missionary, besides commenting on all that they saw, told his new friend where and what to pay for a nights lodging. He also explained the few rules that were connected with those sinks into which the dregs of the metropolitan human family ultimately settle. Then he accompanied Charlie to the door of his new lodging and bade him good-night.

It was a dingy little room in which our hero found himself, having an empty and rusty fire-grate on one side and a window on the other, from which there was visible a landscape of paved court. The foreground of the landscape was a pump, the middle distance a wash-tub, and the background a brick wall, about ten feet distant and fifteen feet high. There was no sky to the landscape, by reason of the next house. The furniture was in keeping with the view.

Observing a small sofa of the last century on its last legs in a corner, Charlie sat down on it and rose again instantly, owing apparently to rheumatic complaints from its legs.

La! sir, said the landlady, who had followed him into the room, you dont need to fear anythink. That sofar, sir, as bin in my family for three generations. The frame was renood before I was born, an the legs I ad taken off an noo ones putt on about fifteen year ago last Easter as ever was. My last lodger ee went through the bottom of it, wich obliged me to ave that renood, so its stronger than ever it were. If you only keep it well shoved up agin the wall, sir, itll stand amost any weight  only it wont stand jumpin on. You mustnt jump on it, sir, with your feet!

Charlie promised solemnly that he would not jump on it either with his feet or head, and then asked if he could have tea and a fire. On being informed that he could have both, he drew out his purse and said  

Now, Mrs Butt, I expect to stay here for two or three weeks  perhaps longer. My name is Brooke. I was advised to come here by a gentleman in the offices of the City Mission. I shall have no visitors  being utterly unknown in this neighbourhood  except, perhaps, the missionary who parted from me at the door

Mr Stansfield, sir? said the landlady.

Yes. You know him?

Ive knowed im for years, sir. I shall only be too pleased to ave any friend of is in my ouse, I assure you.

Thats well. Now, Mrs Butt, my motive in coming here is to discover a runaway relation

La! sir  a little boy?

No, Mrs Butt, a

Surely not a little gurl, sir, said the landlady, with a sympathetic expression.

It is of no consequence what or who the runaway relation is, Mrs Butt; I merely mention the fact in order that you may understand the reason of any little eccentricity you may notice in my conduct, and not perplex your mind about it. For instance, I shall have no regular hours  may be out late or early  it may be even all night. You will give me a pass-key, and I will let myself in. The only thing I will probably ask for will be a cup of tea or coffee. Pray let me have one about an hour hence. Im going out at present. Here is a weeks rent in advance.

Shall I put on a fire, sir? asked Mrs Butt.

Well, yes  you may.

Toast, sir?

Yes, yes, said Charlie, opening the outer door.

Ot or cold, sir?

Ot, and buttered, cried Charlie, with a laugh, as he shut the door after him and rendered further communication impossible.

Wending his way through the poor streets in the midst of which his lodging was situated, our hero at last found an old-clothes store, which he entered.

I want a suit of old clothes, he said to the owner, a Jew, who came forward.

The Jew smiled, spread out his hands after the manner of a Frenchman, and said, My shop, sir, is at your disposal.

After careful inspection Charlie selected a fustian coat of extremely ragged appearance, with trousers to match, also a sealskin vest of a mangy complexion, likewise a soiled and battered billycock hat so shockingly bad that it was difficult to imagine it to have ever had better days at all.

Are they clean? he asked.

Bin baked and fumigated, sir, answered the Jew solemnly.

As the look and smell of the garments gave some countenance to the truth of this statement, Charlie paid the price demanded, had them wrapped up in a green cotton handkerchief, and carried them off.

Arrived at his lodging he let himself in, entered his room, and threw the bundle in a corner. Then he rang for tea.

It was growing dark by that time, but a yellow-cotton blind shut out the prospect, and a cheery fire in the grate lighted up the little room brightly, casting a rich glow on the yellow-white table-cloth, which had been already spread, and creating a feeling of coziness in powerful contrast to the sensation of dreariness which had assailed him on his first entrance. When Mrs Butt had placed a paraffin lamp on the table, with a dark-brown teapot, a thick glass sugar-bowl, a cream-jug to match, and a plate of thick-buttered toast that scented the atmosphere deliciously, our hero thought  not for the first time in his life  that wealth was a delusion, besides being a snare.

One wants but little here below, he mused, as he glanced round the apartment; but he wants it longer than that, thought he, as his eyes wandered to the ancient sofa, which was obviously eighteen inches too short for him.

I ope youve found im, sir, said Mrs Butt anxiously, as she was about to retire.

Found who?

Your relation, sir; the little boy  I mean gurl.

No, I have found neither the boy nor the girl, returned the lodger sharply. Havent even begun to look for them yet.

Oh! beg parding, sir, I didnt know there was two of em.

Neither are there. Theres only one. Fetch me some hot water, Mrs Butt, your tea is too good. I never take it strong.

The landlady retired, and, on returning with the water, found her lodger so deep in a newspaper that she did not venture to interrupt him.

Tea over, Charlie locked his door and clothed himself in his late purchase, which fitted him fairly well, considering that he had measured it only by eye. Putting on the billycock, and tying the green cotton kerchief loosely round his neck to hide his shirt, he stepped in front of the looking-glass above the mantelpiece.

At sight of himself he was prepared to be amused, but he had not expected to be shocked! Yet shocked he certainly was, for the transformation was so complete that it suddenly revealed to him something of the depth of degradation to which he might fall  to which many a man as good as himself, if not better, had fallen. Then amusement rose within him, for he was the very beau-ideal of a typical burglar, or a prize-fighter: big, square-shouldered, deep-chested, large-chinned. The only parts that did not quite correspond to the type were his straight, well-formed nose and his clear blue eyes, but these defects were put right by slightly drooping his eyelids, pushing his billycock a little back on his head, and drawing a lock of hair in a drunken fashion over his forehead.

Suddenly an idea occurred to him. Slipping his latchkey into his pocket he went out of the house and closed the door softly. Then he rang the bell.

Is the genleman at ome? he asked of Mrs Butt, in a gruff, hoarse voice, as if still engaged in a struggle with a bad cold.

What gentleman? asked Mrs Butt eyeing him suspiciously.

Wy, the genleman as sent for me to give im boxin lessons  Buck or Book, or some sitch name.

Brooke, you mean, said Mrs Butt still suspicious, and interposing her solid person in the doorway.

Ay, thats the cove  the genleman I mean came here this arternoon to lodge wi a Missis Butt or Brute, or suthin o that sort  air you Mrs Brute?

Certainly not, answered the landlady, with indignation; but Im Mrs Butt.

Well, its all the same. I ax yer parding for the mistake, but theres sitch a mixin up o Brutes an Brookes, an Butts an Bucks, that it comes hard o a man o no edication to speak of to take it all in. This genleman, Mr Brute, e said if e was hout wen I called I was to wait, an say you was to make tea for two, an ave it laid in the bedroom as ed require the parlour for the mill.

The mans evident knowledge of her lodgers affairs, and his gross stupidity, disarmed Mrs Butt. She would have laughed at his last speech if it had not been for the astounding conclusion. Tea in the bedroom and a mill in the parlour the first night was a degree of eccentricity she had not even conceived of.

Come in, then, young man, she said, making way. Youll find Mr Brooke in the parlour at his tea.

The prize-fighter stepped quickly along the dark passage into the parlour, and while the somewhat sluggish Mrs Butt was closing the door she overheard her lodger exclaim  

Ha! Jem Mace, this is good of you  very good of you  to come so promptly. Mrs Butt, shouting at the parlour door, another cup and plate for Mr Mace, and  and bring the ham!

The am! repeated Mrs Butt softly to herself, as she gazed in perplexity round her little kitchen, did e order a am?

Unable to solve the riddle she gave it up and carried in the cup and saucer and plate.

I beg your parding, sir, you mentioned a am, she began, but stopped abruptly on seeing no one there but the prize-fighter standing before the fire in a free-and-easy manner with his hands in his breeches pockets.

The light of the street-lamps had very imperfectly revealed the person of Jem Mace. Now that Mrs Butt saw him slouching in all his native hideousness against her mantelpiece in the full blaze of a paraffin lamp, she inwardly congratulated herself that Mr Brooke was such a big strong man  almost a match, she thought, for Mace!

I thought you said the genleman was in the parlour, Mrs Brute? said Mace inquiringly.

So e  was, answered the perplexed lady, looking round the room; didnt I ear im a-shakin ands wi you, an a-shoutin for am?

Well, Mrs Brute, I dun know what you eard; all I know is that Ive not seed im yet.

E must be in the bedroom, said Mrs Butt, with a dazed look.

No e aint there, returned the prize-fighter; Ive bin all over it  looked under the bed, into the cupboard, through the keyole;  praps, he added, turning quickly, e may be up the chimbly!

The expression on poor Mrs Butts face now alarmed Charlie, who instantly doffed his billycock and resumed his natural voice and manner.

Forgive me, Mrs Butt, if I have been somewhat reckless, he said, in testing my disguise on you. I really had no intention till a few minutes ago of playing such a practical

Well, well, Mr Brooke, broke in the amazed yet amiable creature at this point, I do assure you as Id never ave knowd you from the worst character in Witechapel. I wouldnt have trusted you  not with a sixpence. You was born to be a play-actor, sir! I declare that Jem Mace have given me a turn that  But why disguise yourself in this way, Mr Brooke?

Because I am going to haunt the low lodging-houses, Mrs Butt and I could not well do that, you know, in the character of a gentleman; and as you have taken it so amiably Im glad I tried my hand here first, for it will make me feel much more at ease.

And well it may, sir. I only ope it wont get you into trouble, for if the pleece go lookin for a burglar, or murderer, or desprit ruffian, where you appen to be, theyre sure to run you in. The only think I would point out, sir, if I may be so free, is that your ands an face is too clean.

That is easily remedied, said Charlie, with a laugh, as he stooped and rubbed his hands among the ashes; then, taking a piece of cinder, he made sundry marks on his countenance therewith, which, when judiciously touched in with a little water and some ashes, converted our hero into as thorough a scoundrel as ever walked the streets of London at unseasonable hours of night.




Chapter Thirty One.

Failure and a New Scent.

Although our heros plan of search may seem to some rather Quixotic, there was nothing further from his thoughts than merely playing at the game of amateur detective. Being enthusiastic and sanguine, besides being spurred on by an intense desire to rescue the father of May Leather, Charlie Brooke was thoroughly in earnest in his plan. He knew that it would be useless to attempt such a search and rescue in any other capacity than that of a genuine pauper, at least in appearance and action. He therefore resolved to conduct the search in character, and to plunge at once into the deepest pools of the slums.

It is not our intention to carry the reader through the Arabian-night-like adventures which he experienced in his quest. Suffice it to say that he did not find the lost man in the pools in which he fished for him, but he ultimately, after many weeks, found one who led him to the goal he aimed at.

Meanwhile there were revealed to him numerous phases of life  or, rather, of living death  in the slums of the great city which caused him many a heartache at the time, and led him ever afterwards to consider with anxious pity the condition of the poor, the so-called lost and lapsed, the depraved, degraded, and unfortunate. Of course he found  as so many had found before him  that the demon Drink was at the bottom of most of the misery he witnessed, but he also learned that whereas many weak and vicious natures dated the commencement of their final descent and fall from the time when they began to drink, many of the strong and ferocious spirits had begun a life of wickedness in early youth, and only added drink in after years as a little additional fuel to the already roaring flame of sin.

It is well known that men of all stamps and creeds and classes are to be found in the low lodging-houses of all great cities. At first Charlie did not take note of this, being too earnestly engaged in the search for his friend, and anxious to avoid drawing attention on himself; but as he grew familiar with these scenes of misery and destitution he gradually began to be interested in the affairs of other people, and, as he was eminently sympathetic, he became the confidant of several paupers, young and old. A few tried to draw him out, but he quietly checked their curiosity without giving offence.

It may be remarked here that he at once dropped the style of talk which he had adopted when representing Jem Mace, because he found so many in the lodging-houses who had fallen from a good position in society that grammatical language was by no means singular. His size and strength also saved him from much annoyance, for the roughs, who might otherwise have bullied him, felt that it would be wise to leave him alone.

On one occasion, however, his pacific principles were severely tested as well as his manhood, and as this led to important results we must recount the incident.

There was a little lame, elderly man, who was a habitual visitor at one of the houses which our hero frequented. He was a humorous character, who made light of his troubles, and was a general favourite. Charlie had felt interested in the man, and in ordinary circumstances would have inquired into his history, but, as we have said, he laid some restraint on his natural tendency to inquire and sympathise. As it was, however, he showed his goodwill by many little acts of kindness  such as making way for Zook  so he was called  when he wanted to get to the general fire to boil his tea or coffee; giving him a portion of his own food on the half pretence that he had eaten as much as he wanted, etcetera.

There was another habitué of the same lodging, named Stoker, whose temperament was the very opposite to that of little Zook. He was a huge, burly dock labourer; an ex-prize-fighter and a disturber of the peace wherever he went. Between Stoker and Zook there was nothing in common save their poverty, and the former had taken a strong dislike to the latter, presumably on the ground of Zooks superiority in everything except bulk of frame. Charlie had come into slight collision with Stoker on Zooks account more than once, and had tried to make peace between them, but Stoker was essentially a bully; he would listen to no advice, and had more than once told the would-be peacemaker to mind his own business.

One evening, towards the close of our heros search among the lodging-houses, little Zook entered the kitchen of the establishment, tea-pot and penny loaf in hand. He hastened towards the roaring fire that might have roasted a whole sheep, and which served to warm the entire basement storey, or kitchen, of the tenement.

Here, Zook, said Charlie, as the former passed the table at which he was seated taking his supper, Ive bought more than I can eat, as usual! Ive got two red-herrings and can eat only one. Will you help me?

Its all fish that comes to my net, Charlie, said the little man, skipping towards his friend, and accepting the herring with a grateful but exaggerated bow.

We omitted to say that our hero passed among the paupers by his Christian name, which he had given as being, from its very universality, the best possible alias.

A few minutes later Stoker entered and went to the fire, where loud, angry voices soon told that the bully was at his old game of peace-disturber. Presently a cry of shame was heard, and poor Zook was seen lying on the floor with his nose bleeding.

Who cried shame? demanded the bully, looking fiercely round.

I did not, said Charlie Brooke, striding towards him, for I did not know it was you who knocked him down, but I do cry shame on you now, for striking a man so much smaller than yourself, and without provocation, I warrant.

An pray who are you? returned Stoker, in a tone that was meant to be witheringly sarcastic.

I am one who likes fair play, said Charlie, restraining his anger, for he was still anxious to throw oil on the troubled waters, and if you call it fair play for a heavy-weight like you to attack such a light-weight as Zook, you must have forgotten somehow that you are an Englishman. Come, now, Stoker, say to Zook you are sorry and wont worry him any more, and Im sure hell forgive you!

Hear! hear! cried several of the on-lookers.

Perhaps I may forgive im, said Zook, with a humorous leer, as he wiped his bleeding nose Id do amost anything to please Charlie!

This was received with a general laugh, but Stoker did not laugh; he turned on our hero with a look of mingled pity and contempt.

No, Mister Charlie, he said, I wont say Im sorry, because Id tell a big lie if I did, and Ill worry him just as much as I please. But Ill tell e what Ill do. If you show yourself as ready wi your bunches o fives as you are wi yer tongue, and agree to fight me, Ill say to Zook that Im sorry and wont worry im any more.

There was dead silence for a minute after the delivery of this challenge, and much curiosity was exhibited as to how it would be taken. Charlie cast down his eyes in perplexity. Like many big and strong men he was averse to use his superior physical powers in fighting. Besides this, he had been trained by his mother to regard it as more noble to suffer than to avenge insults, and there is no doubt that if the bullys insult had affected only himself he would have avoided him, if possible, rather than come into conflict. Having been trained, also, to let Scripture furnish him with rules for action, his mind irresistibly recalled the turning of the other cheek to the smiter, but the fact that he was at that moment acting in defence of another, not of himself, prevented that from relieving him. Suddenly  like the lightning flash  there arose to him the words, Smite a scorner and the simple will beware! Indeed, all that we have mentioned, and much more, passed through his troubled brain with the speed of light. Lifting his eyes calmly to the face of his opponent he said I accept your challenge.

No, no, Charlie! cried the alarmed Zook, in a remonstrative tone, youll do nothing of the sort. The mans a old prize-fighter! You havent a chance. Why, Ill fight him myself rather than let you do it.

And with that the little man began to square up and twirl his fists and skip about in front of the bully in spite of his lameness  but took good care to keep well out of his reach.

Its a bargain, then, said Charlie, holding out his hand.

Done! answered the bully, grasping it.

Well, then, the sooner we settle this business the better, continued Charlie. Where shall it come off?

Prize-fightins agin the law, suggested an old pauper, who seemed to fear they were about to set to in the kitchen.

So it is, old man, said Charlie, and I would be the last to engage in such a thing, but this is not a prize-fight, for theres no prize. Its simply a fight in defence of weakness against brute strength and tyranny.

There were only a few of the usual inhabitants of the kitchen present at the time, for it was yet early in the evening. This was lucky, as it permitted of the fight being gone about quietly.

In the upper part of the building there was an empty room of considerable size which had been used as a furniture store, and happened at that time to have been cleared out, with the view of adding it to the lodging. There, it was arranged, the event should come off, and to this apartment proceeded all the inhabitants of the kitchen who were interested in the matter. A good many, however, remained behind  some because they did not like fights, some because they did not believe that the parties were in earnest, others because they were too much taken up with and oppressed by their own sorrows, and a few because, being what is called fuddled, they did not understand or care anything about the matter at all. Thus it came to pass that all the proceedings were quiet and orderly, and there was no fear of interruption by the police.

Arrived at the scene of action, a ring was formed by the spectators standing round the walls, which they did in a single row, for there was plenty of room. Then Stoker strode into the middle of the room, pulled off his coat, vest, and shirt, which he flung into a corner, and stood up, stripped to the waist, like a genuine performer in the ring. Charlie also threw off coat and vest, but retained his shirt  an old striped cotton one in harmony with his other garments.

Im not a professional, he said, as he stepped forward; youve no objection, I suppose, to my keeping on my shirt?

None whatever, replied Stoker, with a patronising air; praps it may be as well for fear you should kitch cold.

Charlie smiled, and held out his hand You see, he said, that at least I understand the civilities of the ring.

There was an approving laugh at this as the champions shook hands and stood on guard.

I am quite willing even yet, said Charlie, while in this attitude, to settle this matter without fighting if youll only agree to leave Zook alone in future.

This was a clear showing of the white feather in the opinion of Stoker, who replied with a thundering, No! and at the same moment made a savage blow at Charlies face.

Our hero was prepared for it. He put his head quickly to one side, let the blow pass, and with his left hand lightly tapped the bridge of his opponents nose.

Hah! a hammytoor! exclaimed the ex-pugilist in some surprise.

Charlie said nothing, but replied with the grim smile with which in school-days he had been wont to indicate that he meant mischief. The smile passed quickly, however, for even at that moment he would gladly have hailed a truce, so deeply did he feel what he conceived to be the degradation of his position  a feeling which neither his disreputable appearance nor his miserable associates had yet been able to produce.

But nothing was further from the intention of Stoker than a truce. Savages usually attribute forbearance to cowardice. War to the knife was in his heart, and he rushed at Charlie with a shower of slogging blows, which were meant to end the fight at once. But they failed to do so. Our hero nimbly evaded the blows, acting entirely on the defensive, and when Stoker at length paused, panting, the hammytoor was standing before him quite cool, and with the grim look intensified.

If you will have it  take it! he exclaimed, and shot forth a blow which one of the juvenile bystanders described as a stinger on the beak!

The owner of the beak felt it so keenly, that he lost temper and made another savage assault, which was met in much the same way, with this difference, that his opponent delivered several more stingers on the unfortunate beak, which after that would have been more correctly described as a bulb.

Again the ex-pugilist paused for breath, and again the hammytoor stood up before him, smiling more grimly than ever  panting a little, it is true, but quite unscathed about the face, for he had guarded it with great care although he had received some rather severe body blows.

Seeing this, Stoker descended to mean practices, and in his next assault attempted, and with partial success, to hit below the belt. This roused a spirit of indignation in Charlie, which gave strength to his arm and vigour to his action. The next time Stoker paused for breath, Charlie  as the juvenile bystander remarked went for him, planted a blow under each eye, a third on his forehead, and a fourth on his chest with such astounding rapidity and force that the man was driven up against the wall with a crash that shook the whole edifice.

Stoker dropped and remained still. There were no seconds, no sponges or calling of time at that encounter. It was altogether an informal episode, and when Charlie saw his antagonist drop, he kneeled down beside him with a feeling of anxiety lest he had killed him.

My poor man, he said, are you much hurt?

Oh! youve no need to fear for me, said Stoker recovering himself a little, and sitting up but I throw up the sponge. Stokers day is over wen es knocked out o time by a hammytoor, and Zook is free to bile is pot unmorlested in futur.

Come, it was worth a fight to bring you to that state of mind, my man, said Charlie, laughing. Here, two of you, help to take him down and wash the blood off him; and I say, youngster, he added, pulling out his purse and handing a sovereign to the juvenile bystander already mentioned, go out and buy sausages for the whole company.

The boy stared at the coin in his hand in mute surprise, while the rest of the ring looked at each other with various expressions, for Charlie, in the rebound of feeling caused by his opponents sudden recovery and submission, had totally forgotten his rôle and was ordering the people about like one accustomed to command.

As part of the orders were of such a satisfactory nature, the people did not object, and, to the everlasting honour of the juvenile bystander who resisted the temptation to bolt with the gold, a splendid supper of pork sausages was smoking on the various tables of the kitchen of that establishment in less than an hour thereafter.

When the late hours of night had arrived, and most of the paupers were asleep in their poor beds, dreaming, perchance, of better days when pork-sausages were not so tremendous a treat, little Zook went to the table at which Charlie sat. He was staring at a newspaper, but in reality was thinking about his vain search, and beginning, if truth must be told, to feel discouraged.

Charlie, said Zook, sitting down beside his champion, or praps I should say Mister Charlie, the games up wi you, whatever it was.

What dyou mean, Zook?

Well, I just mean that its o no manner o use your tryin to sail any longer under false colours in this here establishment.

I must still ask you to explain yourself, said Charlie, with a puzzled look.

Well, you know, continued the little man, with a deprecatory glance, wen a man in ragged close orders people here about as if e was the commander-in-chief o the British Army, an flings yellow boys about as if e was chancellor o the checkers, an orders sassengers offhand for all ands, e may be a gentleman  wery likely e is,  but e aint a redooced one, such as slopes into lodgin-ouse kitchens. Watever little game may ave brought you ere, sir, it aint poverty  an nobody will be fool enough in this ouse to believe it is.

You are right, Zook. Im sorry I forgot myself, returned Charlie, with a sigh. After all, it does not matter much, for I fear my little game  as you call it  was nearly played out, and it does not seem as if I were going to win.

Charlie clasped his hands on the table before him, and looked at the newspaper somewhat disconsolately.

Its bin all along o takin up my cause, said the little man, with something like a whimper in his voice. Youve bin wery kind to me, sir, an Id give a lot, if I ad it, an would go a long way if I wasnt lame, to elp you.

Charlie looked steadily in the honest, pale, careworn face of his companion for a few seconds without speaking. Poverty, it is said, brings together strange bed-fellows. Not less, perhaps, does it lead to unlikely confidants. Under a sudden impulse our hero revealed to poor Zook the cause of his being there  concealing nothing except names.

Youll scuse me, sir, said the little man, after the narrative was finished, but I think youve gone on summat of a wild-goose chase, for your man may never have come so low as to seek shelter in sitch places.

Possibly, Zook; but he was penniless, and this, or the work-house, seemed to me the natural place to look for him in.

Ave you bin to the work-ouses, sir?

Yes  at least to all in this neighbourhood.

What! in that toggery? asked the little man, with a grin.

Not exactly, Zook, I can change my shell like the hermit crabs.

Well, sir, its my opinion that you may go on till doomsday on this scent an find nuthin; but theres a old ooman as I knows on that might be able to elp you. Mind I dont say she could, but she might. Moreover, if she can she will.

How? asked Charlie, somewhat amused by the earnestness of his little friend.

Why, this way. Shes a good old soul who lost er usband an er son  if I aint mistaken  through drink, an ever since, she as devoted erself body an soul to save men an women from drink. She attends temperance meetins an takes people there  amost drags em in by the scruff o the neck. She keeps er eyes open, like a weasel, an wenever she sees a chance o what she calls pluckin a brand out o the fire, she plucks it, without much regard to burnin er fingers. Sometimes she gits one an another to submit to her treatment, an then she locks em up in er ouse  though it aint a big un  an treats em, as she calls it. Shes got one there now, its my belief, though wether its a he or a she I cant tell. Now, she may ave seen your friend goin about  if e stayed long in Whitechapel.

It may be so, returned our hero wearily, for he was beginning to lose heart, and the prospect opened up to him by Zook did not on the first blush of it seem very brilliant. When could I see this old woman?

First thing to-morror arter breakfast, sir.

Very well; then youll come and breakfast with me at eight?

I will, sir, with all the pleasure in life. In this ere ouse, sir, or in a resterang?

Neither. In my lodgings, Zook.

Having given his address to the little man, Charlie bade him good-night and retired to his pauper-bed for the last time.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Success and Future Plans.

Punctual to the minute Zook presented himself to Mrs Butt next morning and demanded audience.

Mrs Butt had been forewarned of the impending visit, and, although she confessed to some uncomfortable feelings in respect of infection and dirt, received him with a gracious air.

Youve come to breakfast, I understand?

Well, I believe I ave, answered the little man, with an involuntary glance at his dilapidated clothes; avin been inwited  unless, he added, somewhat doubtfully, the inwite came in a dream.

You may go in and clear up that point for yourself, said the landlady, as she ushered the poor man into the parlour, where he was almost startled to find an amiable gentleman waiting to receive him.

Come along, Zook, I like punctuality. Are you hungry?

Ungry as a awk, sir, replied Zook, glancing at the table and rubbing his hands, for there entered his nostrils delicious odours, the causes of which very seldom entered his throat. Wy, sir, I knowd you was a gent, from the wery first!

I have at least entered my native shell, said Charlie, with a laugh. Sit down. Weve no time to waste. Now whatll you have? Coffee, tea, pork-sausage, ham and egg, buttered toast, hot rolls. Just help yourself, and fancy youre in the lodging-house at your own table.

Well, sir, that would be a stretch o fancy that would strain me amost to the bustin pint. Coffee, if you please. Oh yes, sugar an milk in course. I never let slip a chance as I knows on. Wich bread? well, ot rolls is temptin, but I allers ad a weakness for sappy things, so ot buttered toast  if you can spare it.

Spare it, my good man! said Charlie, laughing. Theres a whole loaf in the kitchen and pounds of butter when youve finished this, not to mention the shops round the corner.

It was a more gratifying treat to Charlie than he had expected, to see this poor man eat to his hearts content of viands which he so thoroughly appreciated and so rarely enjoyed. What Zook himself felt, it is impossible for well-to-do folk to conceive, or an ordinary pen to describe; but, as he sat there, opposite to his big friend and champion, stowing away the good things with zest and devotion of purpose, it was easy to believe that his watery eyes were charged with the tears of gratitude, as well as with those of a chronic cold to which he was subject.

Breakfast over, they started off in quest of the old woman with teetotal proclivities.

How did you come to know her? asked Charlie, as they went along.

Through a ouse in the city as I was connected with afore I got run over an lamed. They used to send me with parcels to this old ooman. In course I didnt know for sartin wat was in the parcels, but avin a nose, you see, an bein able to smell, I guessed that it was a compound o wittles an wursted work.

A strange compound, Zook.

Well, they wasnt zactly compounded  they was sometimes the one an sometimes the other; never mixed to my knowledge.

What house was it that sent you?

Withers and Company.

Indeed! exclaimed Charlie in surprise. I know the house well. The head of it is a well-known philanthropist. How came you to leave them? They never would have allowed an old servant to come to your pass  unless, indeed, he was

A fool, sir, or wuss, interrupted Zook; an thats just what I was. I runned away from em, sir, an Ive been ashamed to go back since. But thats ow I come to know old Missis Mag, an its down ere she lives.

They turned into a narrow passage which led to a small court at the back of a mass of miserable buildings, and here they found the residence of the old woman.

By the way, Zook, whats her name? asked Charlie.

Mrs Mag Samson.

Somehow the name sounds familiar to me, said Charlie, as he knocked at the door.

A very small girl opened it and admitted that her missis was at ome; whereupon our hero turned to his companion.

Ill manage her best without company, Zook, he said; so you be off; and see that you come to my lodging to-night at six to hear the result of my interview and have tea.

I will, sir.

And here, Zook, put that in your pocket, and take a good dinner.

I will, sir.

And  hallo! Zook, come here. Not a word about all this in the lodging-house;  stay, now I think of it, dont go to the lodging-house at all. Go to a casual ward where theyll make you take a good bath. Be sure you give yourself a good scrub. Dye hear?

Yes, sir. He walked away murmuring, More am and hegg an buttered toast to-night! Zook, youre in luck to-day  in clover, my boy! in clover!

Meanwhile, Charlie Brooke found himself in the presence of a bright-eyed little old woman, who bade him welcome with the native grace of one who is a born, though not a social, lady, and beautified by Christianity. Her visitor went at once straight to the point.

Forgive my intrusion, Mrs Samson, he said, taking the chair to which the old woman pointed, but, indeed, I feel assured that you will, when I state that the object of my visit is to ask you to aid in the rescue of a friend from drink.

No man intrudes on me who comes on such an errand; but how does it happen, sir, that you think I am able to aid you?

To this Charlie replied by giving her an account of his meeting and conversation with Zook, and followed that up with a full explanation of his recent efforts and a graphic description of Isaac Leather.

The old woman listened attentively, and, as her visitor proceeded, with increasing interest not unmingled with surprise and amusement.

When he had concluded, Mrs Samson rose, and, opening a door leading to another room, held up her finger to impose silence, and softly bade him look in.

He did so. The room was a very small one, scantily furnished, with a low truckle-bed in one corner, and there, on the bed, lay the object of his quest  Isaac Leather! Charlie had just time to see that the thin pale face was not that of a dead, but of a sleeping, man when the old woman gently pulled him back and re-closed the door.

Thats your man, I think.

Yes, thats the man  I thank God for this most astonishing and unlooked-for success.

Ah! sir, returned the woman, sitting down again, most of our successes are unlooked for, and, when they do come, we are not too ready to recognise the hand of the Giver.

Nevertheless you must admit that some incidents do seem almost miraculous, said Charlie. To have found you out in this great city, the very person who had Mr Leather in her keeping, does seem unaccountable, does it not?

Not so unaccountable as it seems to you, replied the old woman, and certainly not so much of a miracle as it would have been if you had found him by searching the lodging-houses. Here is the way that God seems to have brought it about. I have for many years been a pensioner of the house of Withers and Company, by whom I was employed until the senior partner made me a sort of female city-missionary amongst the poor. I devoted myself particularly to the reclaiming of drunkards  having special sympathy with them. A friend of mine, Miss Molloy, also employed by the senior partner in works of charity, happened to be acquainted with Mr Leather and his family. She knew of his failing, and she found out  for she has a strange power, that I never could understand, of inducing people to make a confidant of her,  she found out (what no one else knew, it seems) that poor Mr Leather wished to put himself under some sort of restraint, for he could not resist temptation when it came in his way. Knowing about me, she naturally advised him to put himself in my hands. He objected at first, but agreed at last on condition that none of his people should be told anything about it. I did not like to receive him on such conditions, but gave in because he would come on no other. Well, sir, you came down here because you had information which led you to think Mr Leather had come to this part of the city. You met with a runaway servant of Withers and Company  not very wonderful that. He naturally knows about me and fetches you here. Dont you see?

Yes, I see, replied Charlie, with an amused expression; still I cannot help looking on the whole affair as very wonderful, and I hope that that does not disqualify me from recognising Gods leading in the matter.

Nay, young sir, returned the old woman, that ought rather to qualify you for such recognition, for are not His ways said to be wonderful  ay, sometimes past finding out? But what we know not now, we shall know hereafter. I thought that when my poor boy went to sea

Mrs Samson! exclaimed Charlie, with a sudden start, I see it now! Was your boys name Fred?

It was.

And he went to sea in the Walrus, that was wrecked in the Southern Ocean!

Yes, exclaimed the old woman eagerly.

Then, said Charlie, drawing a packet from the breast-pocket of his coat, Fred gave me this for you. I have carried it about me ever since, in the hope that I might find you. I came to London, but found you had left the address written on the packet, and it never occurred to me that the owners of the Walrus would know anything about the mother of one of the men who sailed in her. I have a message also from your son.

The message was delivered, and Charlie was still commenting on it, when the door of the inner room opened and Isaac Leather stood before them.

Charlie Brooke! he exclaimed, in open-eyed amazement, not unmingled with confusion.

Ay, and a most unexpected meeting on both sides, said Charlie, advancing and holding out his hand. I bring you good news, Mr Leather, of your son Shank.

Do you indeed? said the broken-down man, eagerly grasping his young friends hand. What have you to tell me? Oh Charlie, you have no idea what terrible thoughts Ive had about that dear boy since he went off to America! My sin has found me out, Charlie. Ive often heard that said before, but have never tally believed it till now.

God sends you a message of mercy, then, said our hero, who thereupon began to relieve the poor mans mind by telling him of his sons welfare and reformation.

But we need not linger over this part of the story, for the reader can easily guess a good deal of what was said to Leather, while old Mrs Samson was perusing the letter of her dead son, and tears of mingled sorrow and joy coursed down her withered cheeks.

That night however, Charlie Brooke conceived a vast idea, and partially revealed it at the tea-table to Zook  whose real name, by the way, was Jim Smith.

Ave you found er, sir? said Mrs Butt, putting the invariable, and by that time annoying, question as Charlie entered his lodging.

No, Mrs Butt, I havent found er, and I dont expect to find er at all.

Lawk! sir, Im so sorry.

Has Mr Zook come?

Yes, sir es inside and looks impatient. The smell o the toast seems amost too strong a temptation for im; Im glad youve come.

Look here, Zook, said Charlie, entering his parlour, go into that bedroom. Youll find a bundle of new clothes there. Put them on. Wrap your old clothes in a handkerchief, and bring them to me. Tea will be ready when you are.

The surprised pauper did as he was bid, without remark, and re-entered the parlour a new man!

My own mother, if I ad one, wouldnt know me, sir, he said, glancing admiringly at his vest.

Jim Smith, Esquire, returned Charlie, laughing. I really dont think she would.

Zook, sir, said the little man, with a grave shake of the head; couldnt think of changin my name at my time of life; let it be Zook, if you please, sir, though in course Ive no objection to esquire, wen I ave the means to maintain my rank.

Well, Zook, you have at all events the means to make a good supper, so sit down and go to work, and Ill talk to you while you eat,  but, stay, hand me the bundle of old clothes.

Charlie opened the window as he spoke, took hold of the bundle, and discharged it into the back yard.

There, he said, sitting down at the table, that will prove an object of interest to the cats all night, and a subject of surprise to good Mrs Butt in the morning. Now, Zook, he added, when his guest was fairly at work taking in cargo, I want to ask you  have you any objection to emigrate to America?

Not the smallest, he said, as well as was possible through a full mouth. Bein a orphling, so to speak, owin to my never avin ad a father or mother  as I knows on  theres nothin that chains me to old England cept poverty.

Could you do without drink?

Scasely, sir, seein the doctors say that man is about three parts  or four, is it?  made up o water; I would be apt to grow mummified without drink, wouldnt I, sir?

Come, Zook  you know that I mean strong drink  alcohol in all its forms.

Oh, I see. Well, sir, as to that, Ive bin in the abit of doin without it so much of late from needcessity, that I dont think Id find much difficulty in knocking it off altogether, if I was to bring principle to bear.

Well, then, continued Charlie, (have some more ham?) I have just conceived a plan. I have a friend in America who is a reformed drunkard. His father in this country is also, I hope, a reformed drunkard. There is a good man out there, I understand, who has had a great deal to do with reformed drunkards, and he has got up a large body of friends and sympathisers who have determined to go away into the far west and there organise a total abstinence community, and found a village or town where nothing in the shape of alcohol shall be admitted except as physic.

Now, I have a lot of friends in England who, I think, would go in for such an expedition if

Are they all reformed drunkards, sir? asked Zook in surprise, arresting a mass of sausage in its course as he asked the question.

By no means, returned Charlie with a laugh, but they are earnest souls, and Im sure will go if I try to persuade them.

Youre sure to succeed, sir, said Zook, if your persuasions is accompanied wi sassengers, am, an buttered toast, remarked the little man softly, as he came to a pause for a few seconds.

Ill bring to bear on them all the arguments that are available, you may be sure. Meanwhile I shall count you my first recruit.

Number 1 it is, sir, wich is more than I can say of this here slice, said Zook, helping himself to more toast.

While the poor but happy man was thus pleasantly engaged, his entertainer opened his writing portfolio and began to scribble off note after note, with such rapidity that the amazed pauper at his elbow fairly lost his appetite, and, after a vain attempt to recover it, suggested that it might be as well for him to retire to one of the palatial fourpence-a-night residences in Dean and Flower Street.

Not to-night. Youve done me a good turn that I shall never forget said Charlie, rising and ringing the bell with needless vigour.

Be kind enough, Mrs Butt, to show Mr Zook to his bedroom.

My heye! murmured the pauper, marching off with two full inches added to his stature. Not in there, I suppose, missis, he said facetiously, as he passed the coal-hole.

Oh, lawks! no  this way, replied the good woman, who was becoming almost imbecile under the eccentricities of her lodger. This is your bedroom, and I only ope it wont turn into a band-box before morning, for of all the transformations an pantimimes as as took place in this ouse since Mr Brooke entered it, I

She hesitated, and, not seeing her way quite clearly to the fitting end of the sentence, asked if Mr Zook would ave ot water in the morning.

No, thank you, Missis, replied the little man with dignity, while he felt the stubble on his chin; avin left my razors at ome, I prefers the water cold.

Leaving Zook to his meditations, Mrs Butt retired to bed, remarking, as she extinguished the candle, that Mr Brooke was still a-writin like a ouse a fire!




Chapter Thirty Three.

Sweetwater Bluff.

We must now leap over a considerable space, not only of distance, but of time, in order to appreciate fully the result of Charlie Brookes furious letter-writing and amazing powers of persuasion.

Let the reader try to imagine a wide plateau, dotted with trees and bushes, on one of the eastern slopes of the Rocky Mountains, where that mighty range begins to slide into union with the great prairies. It commands a view of mingled woodland and rolling plain, diversified by river and lake, extending to a horizon so faint and far away as to suggest the idea of illimitable space.

Early one morning in spring, five horsemen, emerging from a belt of woodland, galloped to the slope that led to the summit of this plateau. Drawing rein, they began slowly to ascend. Two of the cavaliers were young, tall, and strong;  two were portly and old, though still hearty and vigorous; one, who led them, on a coal-black steed, was a magnificent specimen of the backwoodsman, and one, who brought up the rear, was a thin little man, who made up for what he wanted in size by the energy and vigour of his action, as, with hand and heel, he urged an unwilling horse to keep up with the rest of the party.

Arrived at the summit of the plateau, the leading horseman trotted to its eastern edge, and halted as if for the purpose of surveying the position.

Here we are at last, he said, to the tallest of his comrades; Sweetwater Bluff  and the end of our journey!

And a most noble end it is! exclaimed the tall comrade. Why, Hunky Ben, it far surpasses my expectations and all you have said about it.

Most o the people Ive had to guide over this trail have said pretty much the same thing in different words, Mr Brooke, returned the scout, dismounting. Your wife will find plenty o subjects here for the paintin shes so fond of.

Ay, May will find work here to keep her brushes busy for many a day to come, replied Charlie, though I suspect that other matters will claim most of her time at first, for there is nothing but a wilderness here yet.

Youve yet to larn, sir, that we dont take as long to fix up a town hereaway as you do in the old country, remarked Hunky Ben, as old Jacob Crossley ambled up on the staid creature which we have already introduced as Wheelbarrow.

Waving his hand with enthusiasm the old gentleman exclaimed, Glorious! Indeed, for a few minutes he sat with glistening eyes and heaving chest, quite unable to give vent to any other sentiment than glorious! This he did at intervals. His interest in the scene, however, was distracted by the sudden advent of Captain Stride, whose horse  a long-legged roan  had an awkward tendency, among other eccentricities, to advance sideways with a waltzing gait, that greatly disconcerted the mariner.

Woa! you brute. Back your topsls, wont you? I never did see sitch a craft for heavin about like a Dutch lugger in a cross sea. She sails side on, no matter where shes bound for. Forges ahead amost entirely by means of leeway, so to speak. Hallo! woa! Ketch a grip o the painter, Dick, an hold on till I git off the hurricane deck o this walrus  else Ill be overboard in a  . There The captain came to the ground suddenly as he spoke, without the use of stirrup, and, luckily, without injury.

Not hurt I hope? asked Dick Darvall, assisting his brother-salt to rise.

Not a bit of it, Dick. You see Im amost as active as yourself though double your age, if not more. I say, Charlie, this is a pretty look-out. Dont ee think so, Mr Crossley? I was sure that Hunky Ben would find us a pleasant anchorage and safe holding-ground at last, though it did seem as if we was pretty long o comin to it. Just as we was leavin the waggins to ride on in advance I said to my missus  says I  Maggie, you may depend

Hallo! Zook, cried Charlie, as the little man of the slums came limping up, what have you done with your horse?

Cast im loose, sir, an gin im leave of absence as long as e pleases. Its my opinion that some the osses o the western prairies aint quite eekal to some o the osses Ive bin used to in Rotten Row. Is this the place, Hunky? Well, now, continued the little man, with flashing eyes, as he looked round on the magnificent scene, itll do. Beats Witechapel an the Parks any ow. An theres lots o poultry about, too! he added, as a flock of wild ducks went by on whistling wings. I say, Hunky Ben, wats yon brown things over there by the shores o the lake?

Buffalo, answered the scout.

What! wild uns?

Theres no tame ones in them diggins as I knows on. If there was, theyd soon become wild, you bet.

An wats yon monster crawlin over the farthest plain, like the great sea-serpent?

Why, man, returned the scout, thems the waggins. Come, now, lets to work an git the fire lit. The cart wi the chuck an tentsll be here in a few minutes, an the waggins wont be long arter em.

Ay, wi the women an kids shoutin for grub, added Zook, as he limped after the scout, while the rest of the little band dispersed  some to cut firewood, others to select the best positions for the tents. The waggons, with a supply of food, arrived soon after under the care of Roaring Bull himself, with two of his cowboys. They were followed by Buttercup, who bestrode, man-fashion, a mustang nearly as black as herself and even more frisky.

In a wonderfully short time a number of white tents arose on the plateau and several fires blazed, and at all the fires Buttercup laboured with superhuman effect, assisted by the cowboys, to the unbounded admiration of Zook, who willingly superintended everything, but did little or nothing. A flat rock on the highest point was chosen for the site of a future block-house or citadel, and upon this was ere long spread a breakfast on a magnificent scale. It was barely ready when the first waggons arrived and commenced to lumber up the ascent, preceded by two girls on horseback, who waved their hands, and gave vent to vigorous little feminine cheers as they cantered up the slope.

These two were our old friends whom we knew as May Leather and Mary Jackson, but who must now be re-introduced to the reader as Mrs Charlie Brooke and Mrs Dick Darvall. On the same day they had changed their names at the Ranch of Roaring Bull, and had come to essay wedded life in the far west.

We need hardly say that this was the great experimental emigrant party, led by the Reverend William Reeves, who had resolved to found a colony on total abstinence principles, and with as many as possible of the sins of civilisation left behind. They found, alas! that sin is not so easily got rid of; nevertheless, the effort was not altogether fruitless, and Mr Reeves carried with him a sovereign antidote for sin in the shape of a godly spirit.

The party was a large one, for there were many men and women of the frontier whose experiences had taught them that life was happier and better in every way without the prevalent vices of gambling and drinking.

Of course the emigrants formed rather a motley band. Among them, besides those of our friends already mentioned, there were our heros mother and all the Leather family. Captain Strides daughter as well as his Missus, and Mr Crossleys housekeeper, Mrs Bland. That good woman, however, had been much subdued and rendered harmless by the terrors of the wilderness, to which she had been recently exposed. Miss Molloy was also there, with an enormous supply of knitting needles and several bales of worsted.

Poor Shank Leather was still so much of an invalid as to be obliged to travel in a spring cart with his father, but both men were rapidly regaining physical strength under the influence of temperance, and spiritual strength under a higher power.

Soon the hammer, axe, and saw began to resound in that lovely western wilderness; the net to sweep its lakes; the hook to invade its rivers; the rifle to crack in the forests, and the plough to open up its virgin soil. In less time, almost, than a European would take to wink, the town of Sweetwater Bluff sprang into being; stores and workshops, a school and a church, grew, up like mushrooms; seed was sown, and everything, in short, was done that is characteristic of the advent of a thriving community. But not a gambling or drinking saloon, or a drop of firewater, was to be found in all the town.

In spite of this, Indians brought their furs to it; trappers came to it for supplies; emigrants turned aside to see and rest in it; and the place soon became noted as a flourishing and pre-eminently peaceful spot.




Chapter Thirty Four.

The Last.

But a little cloud arose ere long on the horizon of Sweetwater Bluff. Insignificant at first, it suddenly spread over the sky and burst in a wild storm.

The first intimation of its approach came from Charlie Brooke one quiet autumn evening, in that brief but delightful season known as the Indian Summer.

Charlie entered his garden that evening with a fowling-piece on his shoulder, and two brace of prairie hens at his girdle. May was seated at her cottage door, basking in sunshine, chatting with her mother  who was knitting of course  and Shank was conversing with Hunky Ben, who rested after a day of labour.

There, May, is to-morrows dinner, said Charlie, throwing the birds at his wifes feet, and sitting down beside her. Who dyou think I passed when I was out on the plains to-day, Hunky? Your old friend Crux the Cowboy.

Hes no friend o mine, said the scout, while something like a frown flitted across his usually placid brow. Im not over-pleased to hear that hes comin, for its said that some old uncle or aunt o his  I forget which  has left him a lot o dollars. I hope he aint comin to spend em here, for hed never git along without gamblin an drinkin.

Then, I can tell you that he is just coming to stay here, returned Charlie, for he has several waggons with him, and a dozen men. I asked him where he was going to, and he said, to locate himself as a store-keeper at Sweetwater Bluff; but he did not seem inclined to be communicative, so I left him and galloped on to report the news. What dyou think about it?

I think itll be a bad day for Sweetwater Bluff when Crux comes to settle in it. Howsoever, this is a free country, an weve no right to interfere with him so long as he dont break the laws. But I doubt him. Im afeard hell try to sell drink, an theres some o our people who are longin to git back to that.

The other members of the party, and indeed those heads of the town generally who knew Crux, were of much the same opinion, but some of them thought that, being in a free country, no one had a right to interfere. The consequence was that Crux and his men were permitted to go to work. They hired a shed in which to stow their goods, while they were engaged in building a store, and in course of time this was finished; but there was a degree of mystery about the ex-cowboys proceedings which baffled investigation, and people did not like to press inquiry too far; for it was observed that all the men who had accompanied Crux were young and powerful fellows, well armed with rifle and revolver.

At last however, the work was finished, and the mystery was cleared up, for, one fine morning, the new store was opened as a drinking and gambling saloon; and that same evening the place was in full swing  sending forth the shouts, songs, cursing and demoniac laughter for which such places are celebrated.

Consternation filled the hearts of the community, for it was not only the men brought there by Crux who kept up their revels in the new saloon, but a sprinkling of the spirited young fellows of the town also, who had never been very enthusiastic in the temperance cause, and were therefore prepared to fall before the first temptation.

At a conference of the chief men of the town it was resolved to try to induce Crux to quit quietly, and for this end to offer to buy up his stock-in-trade. Hunky Ben, being an old acquaintance, was requested to go to the store as a deputation.

But the ex-cowboy was inexorable. Neither the offer of money nor argument had any effect on him.

Well, Crux, said the scout, at the conclusion of his visit, you know your own affairs best but, rememberin as I do, what you used to be, I thought there was more of fair-play about you.

Fair-play! What dye mean?

I mean that when folk let you alone, you used to be willin to let them alone. Here has a crowd o people come back all this way into the Rockies to escape from the curse o strong drink and gamblin, an here has Crux  a lover o fair-play  come all this way to shove that curse right under their noses. Id thowt better of ye, Crux, lad.

It dont matter much what you thowt o me, old man, returned the cowboy, somewhat sharply; an, as to fair-play, theres a lot of men here who dont agree wi your humbuggin notions about temperance an tee-totalism  more of em, maybe, than you think. These want to have the drink, an Ive come to give it em. I see nothin unfair in that.

Hunky Ben carried his report back to the council, which for some time discussed the situation. As in the case of most councils, there was some difference of opinion: a few of the members being inclined to carry things with a high hand  being urged thereto by Captain Stride  while others, influenced chiefly by Mr Reeves, were anxious to try peaceable means.

At last a sub-committee was appointed, at Hunky Bens suggestion, to consider the whole matter, and take what steps seemed advisable. Hunky was an adroit and modest man  he could not have been a first-rate scout otherwise! He managed not only to become convener of the committee, but succeeded in getting men chiefly of his own opinion placed on it. At supper that night in Charlies cottage, while enjoying Mays cookery and presence, and waited on by the amused and interested Buttercup, the sub-committee discussed and settled the plan of operations.

Its all nonsense, said Hunky Ben, to talk of tryin to persuade Crux. Hes as obstinate as a Texas mule wi the toothache.

Rubbish! exclaimed Captain Stride, smiting the table with his fist. We mustnt parley with him, but heave him overboard at once! I said so to my missus this very day. Maggie, says I

And what do you think, Charlie? asked Mr Crossley.

I think with Hunky Ben, of course. He knows Crux, and what is best to be done in the circumstances. The only thing that perplexes me, is what shall we do with the liquor when weve paid for it? A lot of it is good wine and champagne, and, although useless as a beverage, it is useful as a medicine, and might be given to hospitals.

Pour it out! exclaimed Shank, almost fiercely.

Ay, the hospitals can look out for themselves, added Shanks father warmly.

Some hospitals, Ive bin told, git on well enough without it altogether, said Dick Darvall. However, its a subject that desarves consideration.  Hallo! Buttercup, what is it that tickles your fancy an makes your mouth stretch out like that?

Buttercup became preternaturally grave on the instant, but declined to tell what it was that tickled her fancy.

Shortly after the party rose and left the house, Hunky Ben remarking, with a quiet laugh, that deeds of darkness were best hatched at night.

What the conspirators hatched became pretty evident next day, for, during the breakfast hour, a band of forty horsemen rode slowly down the sloping road which led to the plains, and on the side of which Crux had built his saloon.

Crux and his men turned out in some surprise to watch the cavalcade as it passed. The band was led by Charlie Brooke, and the scout rode in advance on Black Polly as guide.

Is it the Reds or the Buffalo youre after to-day, Hunky, with such a big crowd? asked Crux.

Halt! cried Charlie, at that moment.

The forty men obeyed, and, turning suddenly to the left, faced the saloon.

Hands up! said Charlie, whose men at the same moment pointed their rifles at Crux and his men. These were all too familiar with the order to dare to disobey it.

Our hero then ordered a small detachment of his men to enter the saloon and fetch out all rifles and pistols, and those of Cruxs people who chanced to have their weapons about them, were disarmed. Another detachment went off to the stables behind the saloon.

While they were thus engaged, Charlie addressed Crux.

We have decided to expel you, Crux, from this town, he said, as he drew an envelope from his pocket. We have tried to convince you that, as the majority of the people here dont want you, it is your duty to go. As you dont seem to see this, we now take the law into our own hands. We love fair-play, however, so you will find in this envelope a cheque which we have reason to believe is fully equal to the value of your saloon and all its contents. Your lost time and trouble is your own affair. As you came without invitation, you must go without compensation. Here are your rifles, and revolvers, emptied of cartridges, and there are your horses saddled.

As he spoke, one detachment of his men handed rifles and revolvers to the party, who were stricken dumb with amazement. At the same time, their horses, saddled and bridled, were led to the front and delivered to them.

We have no provisions, said Crux, at last recovering the use of his tongue; and without ammunition we cannot procure any.

That has been provided for, said our hero, turning to Hunky Ben.

Ay, Crux, said the scout, we dont want to starve you, though the arth wouldnt lose much if we did. At the other end o the lake, about five mile from here, youll find a red rag flyin at the branch of a tree. In the hole of a rock close beside it, youll find three days provisions for you and your men, an a lot of ammunition.

Now, mount and go, said Charlie, and if you ever show face here again, except as friends, your blood be on your own heads!

Crux did not hesitate. He and his men saw that the game was up; without another word they mounted their horses and galloped away.

While this scene was being enacted a dark creature, with darker designs, entered the drinking saloon and descended to the cellar. Finding a spirit-cask with a tap in it, Buttercup turned it on, then, pulling a match-box out of her pocket she muttered, I tink de hospitals wont git much ob it! and applied a light. The effect was more powerful than she had expected. The spirit blazed up with sudden fury, singeing off the girls eyebrows and lashes, and almost blinding her. In her alarm Buttercup dashed up to the saloon, missed her way, and found herself on the stair leading to the upper floor. A cloud of smoke and fire forced her to rush up. She went to the window and yelled, on observing that it was far too high to leap. She rushed to another window and howled in horror, for escape was apparently impossible.

Charlie heard the howl. He and his men had retired to a safe distance when the fire was first observed  thinking the place empty  but the howl touched a chord in our heros sympathetic breast, which was ever ready to vibrate. From whom the howl proceeded mattered little or nothing to Charlie Brooke. Sufficient that it was the cry of a living being in distress. He sprang at once through the open doorway of the saloon, through which was issuing a volume of thick smoke, mingled with flame.

God help him! the placell blow up in a few minutes, cried Hunky Ben, losing, for once, his imperturbable coolness, and rushing wildly after his friend. But at that moment the thick smoke burst into fierce flame and drove him back.

Charlie sprang up the staircase three steps at a time, holding his breath to avoid suffocation. He reached the landing, where Buttercup ran, or, rather, fell, almost fainting, into his arms. At the moment an explosion in the cellar shook the building to its foundation, and, shattering one of the windows, caused a draught of air to drive aside the smoke. Charlie gasped a mouthful of air and looked round. Flames were by that time roaring up the only staircase. A glance from the nearest window showed that a leap thence meant broken limbs, if not death, to both. A ladder up to a trap-door suggested an exit by the roof. It might only lead to a more terrible leap, but meanwhile it offered relief from imminent suffocation. Charlie bore the half-dead girl to the top rung, and found the trap-door padlocked, but a thrust from his powerful shoulder wrenched hasp and padlock from their hold, and next moment a wild cheer greeted him as he stood on a corner of the gable. But a depth of forty or fifty feet was below him with nothing to break his fall to the hard earth.

Jump! yelled one of the onlookers. No, dont! cried another, youll be killed.

Hold your noise, roared Hunky Ben, and lend a hand here  sharp!  the housell blow up in a minute.

He ran as he spoke towards a cart which was partly filled with hay. Seizing the trams he raised them. Willing hands helped, and the cart was run violently up against the gable  Hunky shouting to some of the men to fetch more hay.

But there was no time for that. Another explosion took place inside the building, which Charlie knew must have driven in the sides of more casks and let loose fresh fuel. A terrible roar, followed by ominous cracking of the roof, warned him that there was no time to lose. He looked steadily at the cart for a moment and leaped. His friends held their breath as the pair descended. The hay would not have sufficed to break the fall sufficiently, but happily the cart was an old one. When they came down on it like a thunderbolt, the bottom gave way. Crashing through it the pair came to the ground, heavily indeed, but uninjured!

The fall, which almost stunned our hero, had the curious effect of reviving Buttercup, for she muttered something to the effect that, dat was a mos drefful smash, as they conveyed her and her rescuer from the vicinity of danger.

This had scarcely been done when the house blew up  its walls were driven outwards, its roof was blown off, its bottles were shattered, all its baleful contents were scattered around, and, amid an appropriate hurricane of blue fire, that drinking and gambling saloon was blown to atoms.

Would that a like fate might overtake every similar establishment in the world!

This was the first and last attempt to disturb the peace of Sweetwater Bluff. It is said, indeed, that Crux and some of his men did, long afterwards, make their appearance in that happy and flourishing town, but they came as reformed men, not as foes  men who had found out that in very truth sobriety tends to felicity, that honesty is the best policy, and that the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Sudden Friendships.

In the midst of the great wilderness  we might almost say the wilds  of that comparatively unknown region which lies on the Surrey side of the Thames, just above London Bridge, there sauntered one fine day a big bronzed seaman of middle age. He turned into an alley, down which, nautically speaking, he rolled into a shabby little court. There he stood still for a few seconds and looked around him as if in quest of something.

It was a miserable poverty-stricken court, with nothing to commend it to the visitor save a certain air of partial-cleanliness and semi-respectability, which did not form a feature of the courts in its neighbourhood.

I say, Capting, remarked a juvenile voice close at hand, youve bin an sailed into the wrong port.

The sailor glanced in all directions, but was unable to see the owner of the voice until a slight cough  if not a suppressed laugh  caused him to look up, when he perceived the sharp, knowing, and dirty face of a small boy, who calmly contemplated him from a window not more than a foot above his head. Fun, mischief, intelligence, precocity sat enthroned on the countenance of that small boy, and suffering wrinkled his young brow.

How dee know Im in the wrong port  monkey? demanded the sailor.

Cause there aint no grog-shop in it  gorilla! retorted the boy.

There is a mysterious but well-known power of attraction between kindred spirits which induces them to unite, like globules of quicksilver, at the first moment of contact. Brief as was this interchange of politenesses, it sufficed to knit together the souls of the seaman and the small boy. A mutual smile, nod, and wink sealed, as it were, the sudden friendship.

Come now, younker, said the sailor, thrusting his hands into his coat-pockets, and leaning a little forward with legs well apart, as if in readiness to counteract the rolling of the court in a heavy sea, theres no occasion for you an me to go beatin about  off an on. Lets come to close quarters at once. I havent putt in here to look for no grog-shop

Wich I didnt say you ad, interrupted the boy.

No more you did, youngster. Well, what I dropped in here for was to look arter an old woman.

If youd said a young un, now, I might ave blieved you, returned the pert urchin.

You may believe me, then, for I wants a young un too.

Well, old salt, rejoined the boy, resting his ragged arms on the window-sill, and looking down on the weather-beaten man with an expression of patronising interest, youve come to the right shop, anyhow, for that keemodity. In Lunon weve got old women by the thousand, an young uns by the million, to say nuffin o middle-aged uns an chicks. Have ee got a partikler pattern in yer eye, now, or dee ony want samples?

Whats your name, lad? asked the sailor.

That depends, old man. If a beak axes me, Ive got a wariety o names, an gives im the first as comes to and. Wen a genleman axes me, Im more partikler  I makes a slection.

Bein neither a beak nor a gentleman, lad, what would you say your name was to me?

Tommy Splint, replied the boy promptly. Splint, cause wen I was picked up, a small babby, at the workus door, my left leg was broke, an they ad to putt it up in splints; Tommy, cause they said I was like a he-cat; wich was a lie!

Is your father alive, Tommy?

Ow should I know? Ive got no father nor mother  never had none as I knows on; an whats more, I dont want any. Im a horphing, I am, an I prefers it. Fathers an mothers is often wery aggrawatin; theyre uncommon hard to manage wen theyre bad, an a cause o much wexation an worry to childn wen theyre good; so, on the whole, I think were better without em. Chimleypot Liz is parent enough for me.

And who may chimney-pot Liz be? asked the sailor with sudden interest.

Hm! returned the boy with equally sudden caution and hesitancy. I didnt say chimney-pot but chimley-pot Liz. Wat is she? Wy, shes the ugliest old ooman in this great meetropilis, an shes got the jolliest old art in Lunon. Her skin is wrinkled equal to the ry-nossris at the Zoo  I seed that beast once at a Sunday-school treat  an her nose has been tryin for some years past to kiss her chin, wich it would ave managed long ago, too, but for a tooth shes got in the upper jaw. Shes ony got one; but, my, that is a fang! so loose that youd expect it to be blowed out every time she coughs. Its a reglar grinder an cutter an stabber all in one; an the way it works  sometimes in the mouth, sometimes outside the lip, now an then straight out like a ships bowsprit  is most amazin; an she drives it about like a nigger slave. Gives it no rest. I do declare I wouldnt be that there fang for ten thousand a year. Shes got two black eyes, too, has old Liz, clear an bright as beads  fit to bore holes through you wen she aint pleased; and er nose is ooked  . But, I say, before I tell you more about er, I wants to know wot youve got to do with er? An wats your name? Ive gave you mine. Fair exchange, you know.

True, Tommy, thats only right an fair. But I aint used to lookin up when discoorsin. Couldnt you come down here an lay alongside?

No, old salt, I couldnt; but you may come up here if you like. Youll be the better of a rise in the world, wont you? The gangway lays just round the corner; but mind your sky-scraper for the ports low. Theres a seat in the winder here. Go ahead; starboard your helm, straight up, then ard-a-port, steady, mind your jib-boom, splice the main-brace, heave the main-deck overboard, and cast anchor longside o me!

Following these brief directions as far as was practicable, the sailor soon found himself on the landing of the stair, where Tommy was seated on a rickety packing-case awaiting him.

Now, lad, said the man, seating himself beside his new friend, from what you tells me, I think that chimney-pot

Chimley, remarked the boy, correcting.

Well, then, chimley-pot Liz, from your account of her, must be the very woman I wants. Ive sought for her far an wide, alow and aloft, an bin directed here an there an everywhere, except the right where, till now. But Ill explain. The man paused a moment as if to consider, and it became evident to the boy that his friend was labouring under some degree of excitement, which he erroneously put down to drink.

My name, continued the sailor, is Sam Blake  second mate o the Seacow, not long in from China. I didnt ship as mate. Bein a shipwrecked seaman, you see

Shipwrecked! exclaimed the boy, with much interest expressed in his sharp countenance.

Ay, lad, shipwrecked; an not the first time neither, but I was keen to get home, havin bin kep a prisoner for an awful long spell by pirates

Pints! interrupted the boy again, as he gazed in admiration at his stalwart friend; but, he added, I dont believe you. Its all barn. There aint no pints now; an you think youve got hold of a green un.

Tommy! said the sailor in a remonstrative tone, did I ever deceive you?

Never, replied the boy fervently; leastwise not since we come acquaint arf an hour back.

Look here, said Sam Blake, baring his brawny left arm to the elbow and displaying sundry deep scars which once must have been painful wounds. An look at this, he added, opening his shirt-front and exposing a mighty chest that was seamed with similar scars in all directions. Thats what the pirates did to me an my mates  torturin of us afore killin us.

Oh, I say! exclaimed the urchin, in a tone in which sympathy was mingled with admiration; tell us all about it, Sam.

Not now, my lad; business first  pleasure arterwards.

I prefers pleasure first an business arter, Sam. Owever, ave it yer own way.

Well, you see, continued the sailor, turning down his, wen I went to sea that time, I left a wife an a babby behind me; but soon arter I got out to China I got a letter tellin me that my Susan was dead, and that the babby had bin took charge of by a old nurse in the family where Susan had been a housemaid. You may be sure my heart was well-nigh broke by the news, but I comforted myself wi the thought o gittin home again an takin care o the dear babby  a gal, it was, called Susan arter its mother. It was at that time I was took by the pirates in the Malay Seas  now fifteen long years gone by.

Wat! an you aint bin ome or seed yer babby for fifteen years? exclaimed Tommy Splint.

Not for fifteen long year, replied his friend. You see, Tommy, the pirates made a slave o me, an took me up country into the interior of one o their biggest islands, where I hadnt a chance of escapin. But I did manage to escape at last, through Gods blessin, an got to Hong-Kong in a small coaster; found a ship  the Seacow-about startin for England short-handed, an got a berth on board of her. On the voyage the second mate was washed overboard in a gale, so, as I was a handy chap, the capen he promoted me, an now Im huntin about for my dear little one all over London. But its a big place is London.

Yes; an I suspect that youll find your little un raither a big un too by this time.

No doubt, returned the seaman with an absent air; then, looking with sudden earnestness into his little companions face, he added, Well, Tommy Splint, as I said just now, Ive cruised about far an near after this old woman as took charge o my babby without overhaulin of her, for she seems to have changed her quarters pretty often; but I keep up my hopes, for I do feel as if Id run her down at last  her name was Lizbeth Morley

Oho! exclaimed Tommy Splint with a look of sharp intelligence; so you think that chimleypot Liz may be your Lizbeth and our Susy your babby!

Im more than half inclined to think that, my boy, returned the sailor, growing more excited.

Is the old womans name Morley?

Dun know. Never heard nobody call her nothin but Liz.

And how about Susan?

Thats the babby? said the boy with a grin.

Yes  yes, said Sam anxiously.

Well, that babbys about five fut four now, without er boots. You see uman creeturs are apt to grow considerable in fifteen years  aint they?

But is her name Blake? demanded the seaman. Not as I knows of. Susys wot we all calls er  so chimley-pot Liz calls er, an so she calls erself, an there aint another Susy like her for five miles round. But come up, Sam, an Ill introduce ee  theyre both overead.

So saying the lively urchin grasped his new friend by the hand and led him by a rickety staircase to the rookeries above.




Chapter Two.

Flowers in the Desert.

Beauty and ugliness form a contrast which is presented to us every day of our lives, though, perhaps, we may not be much impressed by the fact. And this contrast is presented in ever-varying aspects.

We do not, however, draw the readers attention to one of the striking aspects of the contrast  such as is presented by the hippopotamus and the gazelle, or the pug with the bashed nose and the Italian greyhound. It is to one of the more delicate phases that we would point  to that phase of the contrast wherein the fight between the two qualities is seen progressing towards victory, and ugliness is not only overborne but overwhelmed by beauty.

For this purpose we convey the reader to a scene of beauty that might compare favourably with any of the most romantic spots on this fair earth  on the Riviera, or among the Brazilian wilds, or, for that matter, in fairyland itself.

It is a garden  a remarkably small garden to be sure, but one that is arranged with a degree of taste and a display of fancy that betokens the gardener a genius. Among roses and mignonette, heliotrope, clematis and wallflower, chrysanthemums, verbenas and sweet-peas are intertwined, on rustic trellis-work, the rich green leaves of the ivy and the graceful Virginia creeper in such a manner that the surroundings of the miniature garden are completely hidden from view, and nothing but the bright blue sky is visible, save where one little opening in the foliage reveals the prospect of a grand glittering river, where leviathans of the deep and small fry of the shallows, of every shape and size, disport themselves in the blaze of a summer sun.

Beauty meets the eye wherever turned, but, let the head of the observer be extended ever so little beyond the charmed circle of that garden, and nearly all around is ugliness supreme! For this is a garden on the roof of an old house; the grand river is the Thames, alive with the shipping of its world-wide commerce, and all around lies that interminable forest of rookery chimneys, where wild ungainly forms tell of the insane and vain efforts of man to cope with smoke; where wild beasts  in the form of cats  hold their nightly revels, imitating the yells of agonised infants, filling the dreams of sleepers with ideas of internal thunder or combustion, and driving the sleepless mad!

Susy  our Susy  is the cause of this miracle of beauty in the midst of misery; this glowing gem in a setting of ugliness. It is her modest little head that has bent over the boxes of earth, which constitute her landed property; her pretty little fingers which have trained the stems and watered the roots and cherished the flowers until the barren house-top has been made to blossom like the rose. And love, as usual, has done it all  love to that very ugly old woman, chimney-pot Liz, who sits on the rustic chair in the midst of the garden enjoying it all.

For Liz has been a mother to that motherless bairn from her earliest years. She has guarded, fed, and clothed her from infancy; taught her from Gods Book the old, old story of redeeming love, and led her to the feet of Jesus. It would be strange indeed if Susy did not love the ugly old woman, until at last she came to regard the wrinkles as veritable lines of beauty; the nut-cracker nose and chin as emblems of persistent goodness; the solitary wobbling tooth as a sign of unconquerable courage; and the dark eyes  well, it required no effort of imagination to change the character of the old womans eyes, for they had always been good, kindly, expressive eyes, and were at that date as bright and lively as when she was sweet sixteen.

But chimney-pot Liz was poor  desperately poor, else she had not been there, for if heaven was around and within her, assuredly something very like pandemonium was underneath her, and it not unfrequently appeared as if the evil spirits below were surging to and fro in a fierce endeavour to burst up the whole place, and hurl the old woman with her garden into the river.

Evil spirits indeed formed the dread foundation of the old womans abode; for, although her own court was to some extent free from the curse, this particular pile of building, of which the garden formed the apex, had a grog-shop, opening on another court, for its foundation-stone. From that sink of iniquity, literal and unmitigated  though not unadulterated  spirits of evil rose like horrid fumes from the pit, and maddened the human spirits overhead. These, descending to the foundation-den, soaked themselves in the material spirit and carried it up, until the whole tenement seemed to reek and reel under its malign influence.

But, strange to say, the riot did not rise as high as the garden on the roof  only the echoes reached that little paradise.

Now it is a curious almost unaccountable fact, which no one would ever guess, that a teapot was the cause of this  at least a secondary cause  for a teapot was the chief instrument in checking, if not turning, the tide of evil. Yes, chimney-pot Liz held her castle in the very midst of the enemy, almost single-handed, with no visible weapon of offence or defence but a teapot! We say visible, because Liz did indeed possess other and very powerful weapons which were not quite so obvious  such as, the Word of God in her memory, the love of God in her heart, and the Spirit of God in her soul.

To the outside world, however, the teapot was her weapon and shield.

We have read of such a weapon before, somewhere in the glorious annals of city missions, but just now we are concerned only with the teapot of our own Liz of chimney-pot notoriety.

Seated, as we have said, in a rustic chair, gazing through the foliage at the busy Thames, and plying her knitting needles briskly, while the sun seemed to lick up and clear away the fogs and smoke of the great city, chimney-pot Liz enjoyed her thoughts until a loud clatter announced that Susy had knocked over the watering-pot.

Oh! granny (thus she styled her), Im so sorry! So stupid of me! Luckily theres no water in it.

Never mind, dear, said the old woman in a soft voice, and with a smile which for a moment exposed the waste of gums in which the solitary fang stood, Ive got no nerves  never had any, and hope I never may have. By the way, that reminds me  Is the tea done, Susy?

Yes, not a particle left, replied the girl, rising from her floral labours and thereby showing that her graceful figure matched well with her pretty young face. It was a fair face, with golden hair divided in the middle and laid smooth over her white brow, not sticking confusedly out from it like the tangled scrub on a neglected common, or the frontal locks of a Highland bull.

Thats bad, Susy, remarked old Liz, pushing the fang about with her tongue for a few seconds. You see, I had made up my mind to go down to-night and have a chat with Mrs Rampy, and I wouldnt like to visit her without my teapot. The dear old woman is so fond of a cup of tea, and she dont often get it good, poor thing. No, I shouldnt like to go without my teapot, it would disappoint her, you know  though Ive no doubt she would be glad to see me even empty-handed.

I should just think she would! said Susy with a laugh, as she stooped to arrange some of the fastenings of her garden, I should just think she would. Indeed, I doubt if that dear old woman would be alive now but for you, granny.

The girl emphasised the dear laughingly, for Mrs Rampy was one of those middle-aged females of the destitute class whose hearts have been so steeled against their kind by suffering and drink as to render them callous to most influences. The proverbial soft spot in Mrs Rampys heart was not reached until an assault had been made on it by chimney-pot Liz with her teapot. Even then it seemed as if the softness of the spot were only of the gutta-percha type.

Perhaps not, perhaps not my dear, returned old Liz, with that pleased little smile with which she was wont to recognise a philanthropic success a smile which always had the effect of subduing the tooth, and rendering the plain face almost beautiful.

Although bordering on the lowest state of destitution  and that is a remarkably low state in London!  old Liz had an air of refinement about her tones, words, and manner which was very different from that of the poor people around her. This was not altogether, though partly, due to her Christianity. The fact is, the old woman had seen better days. For fifty years she had been nurse in an amiable and wealthy family, the numerous children of which seemed to have been born to bloom for a few years in the rugged garden of this world, and then be transplanted to the better land. Only the youngest son survived. He entered the army and went to India  that deadly maelstrom which has swallowed up so much of British youth and blood and beauty! When the old couple became bankrupt and died, the old nurse found herself alone and almost destitute in the world.

It is not our purpose to detail here the sad steps by which she descended to the very bottom of the social ladder, taking along with her Susan, her adopted daughter and the child of a deceased fellow-servant. We merely tell thus much to account for her position and her partial refinement  both of which conditions she shared with Susan.

Now then, said the latter, I must go, granny. Stickle and Screw are not the men to overlook faults. If Im a single minute late I shall have to pay for it.

And quite right, Susy, quite right. Why should Stickle and Screw lose a minute of their peoples work? Their people would be angry enough if they were to be paid a penny short of their wages! Besides, the firm employs over two hundred hands, and if every one of these was to be late a minute there would be two hundred minutes gone  nigh four hours, isnt it? You should be able to count that right off, Susy, havin been so long at the Board-school.

I dont dispute it, granny, said the girl with a light laugh, as she stood in front of a triangular bit of looking-glass tying on her poor but neatly made hat. And I am usually three or four minutes before my time, but Stickle and Screw are hard on us in other ways, so different from Samson and Son, where Lily Hewat goes. Now, Im off. Ill be sure to be back by half-past nine or soon after.

As the girl spoke, footsteps were heard ascending the creaky wooden stair. Another moment and Tommy Splint entering with a theatrical air, announced  

A wisitor!

He was closely followed by Sam Blake, who no sooner beheld Susy than he seemed to become paralysed, for he stood gazing at her as if in eager but helpless amazement.

Susy was a good deal surprised at this, but feeling that if she were to wait for the clearing up of the mystery she would infallibly be late in reaching the shop of the exacting Stickle and Screw, she swept lightly past the seaman with a short laugh, and ran down-stairs.

Without a word of explanation Sam sprang after her, but, although smart enough on the shrouds and ladders of shipboard, he failed to accommodate himself to the stairs of rookeries, and went down, as he afterwards expressed it, by the run, coming to an anchor at the bottom in a sitting posture. Of course the lithe and active Susy escaped him, and also escaped being too late by only half a minute.

Never mind, shell be back again between nine and ten oclock, unless they keep her late, said old Liz, after Sam had explained who he was, and found that Susy was indeed his daughter, and chimney-pot Liz the nurse who had tended his wife to her dying day, and afterwards adopted his child.

I never was took aback so in all my life, said the seaman, sitting down beside the old woman, and drawing a sigh so long that it might have been likened to a moderate breeze. Shes the born image o what her dear mother was when I first met her. My Susy! Well, its not every poor seaman as comes off a long voyage an finds that hes fallen heir to a property like that!

You may well be proud of her, said old Liz, and youll be prouder yet when you come to know her.

I know it, and Im proud to shake your hand, mother, an thankee kindly for takin such care o my helpless lassie. You say shell be home about ten?

Yes, if shes not kep late. She always comes home about that time. Meanwhile youll have something to eat. Tommy, boy, fetch out the loaf and the cheese and the teapot. You know where to find em. Tommys an orphan, Capn Blake, that Ive lately taken in hand. Hes a good boy is Tommy, but rather wild.

Wot can you expect of a horphing? said the boy with a grin, for he had overheard the latter remark, though it was intended only for the visitors ear. But I say, granny, there aint no cheese here, cept a bit o rind that even a mouse would scorn to look at.

Never mind, bring out the loaf, Tommy.

An there aint no use, continued the boy, o bringin out the teapot, cause there aint a grain o tea nowheres.

Oh! I forgot, returned old Liz, slightly confused; Ive just run out o tea, Capn Blake, an I havent a copper at present to buy any, but

Never mind that old girl; and I aint quite captain yet, though trendin in that direction. You come out along wi me, Tommy. Ill soon putt these matters to rights.

Old Liz could not have remonstrated even if she had wished to do so, for her impulsive visitor was gone in a moment followed by his extremely willing little friend. They returned in quarter of an hour.

There you are, said the seaman, taking the articles one by one from a basket carried by Tommy; a big loaf, pound o butter, ditto tea, three pound o sugar, six eggs, hunk o cheese, paper o salt  forgot the pepper; never mind.

Youve bin an forgot the sassengers too  but here they are, said Tommy, plucking the delectable viands from the bottom of the basket with a look of glee, and laying them on the table.

Chimney-pot Liz did not look surprised; she only smiled and nodded her head approvingly, for she felt that Sam Blake understood the right thing to do and did it.

Soon the celebrated teapot was going the round, full swing, while the air was redolent of fried sausage and cheese mingled with the perfume of roses and mignonette, for this meal, you must know, was eaten in the garden in the afternoon sunshine, while the cooking  done in the attic which opened on the garden  was accomplished by Sam assisted by Tommy.

Well, you air a trump, said the latter to the former as he sat down, greasy and glowing, beside the seaman at the small table where old Liz presided like a humble duchess.

We need hardly say that the conversation was animated, and that it bore largely on the life-history of the absent Susy.

Youre quite sure that shell be here by ten? asked the excited father for the fiftieth time that afternoon.

Yes, Im sure of it  unless shes kep late, answered Liz.

But Susy did not return at the usual hour, so her impatient father was forced to conclude that she had been kep late  too late. In his anxiety he resolved to sally forth under the guidance of Tommy Splint to inquire for the missing Susy at the well-known establishment of Stickle and Screw.

Let us anticipate him in that quest. At the usual hour that night the employés of Stickle and Screw left work and took their several ways home ward. Susy had the company of her friend Lily Hewat as far as Chancery Lane. Beyond that point she had to go alone. Being summer-time, the days were long, and Susy was one of those strong-hearted and strong-nerved creatures who have a tendency to fear nothing.

She had just passed over London Bridge and turned into a labyrinth of small streets on the Surrey side of the river, when a drunken man met her in a darkish and deserted alley through which she had to pass. The man seized her by the arm. Susy tried to free herself. In the struggle that ensued she fell with a loud shriek, and struck her head on the kerb-stone so violently that she was rendered insensible. Seeing this, the man proceeded to take from her the poor trinkets she had about her, and would have succeeded in robbing her but for the sudden appearance on the scene of a lowland Scot clad in a homespun suit of shepherds plaid  a strapping ruddy youth of powerful frame, fresh from the braes of Yarrow.




Chapter Three.

A Visitor from the North.

How that Lowland Scot came to the rescue just in the nick of time is soon told.

Mither, said he one evening, striding into his fathers dwelling  a simple cottage on a moor  and sitting down in front of a bright old woman in a black dress, whose head was adorned with that frilled and baggy affair which is called in Scotland a mutch, Im gawin to Lunon.

Hoots! havers, David.

Its no havers, mither. Times are guid. Weve saved a pickle siller. Faither can spare me for a wee while  sae Im aff to Lunon the morns mornin.

An what for? demanded Mrs Laidlaw, letting her hands and the sock on which they were engaged drop on her lap, as she looked inquiringly into the grave countenance of her handsome son.

To seek a wife, maybe, replied the youth, relaxing into that very slight smile with which grave and stern-featured men sometimes betray the presence of latent fun.

Mrs Laidlaw resumed her sock and needle with no further remark than Hoots! yere haverin, for she knew that her son was only jesting in regard to the wife. Indeed nothing was further from that sons intention or thoughts at the time than marriage, so, allowing the ripple to pass from his naturally grave and earnest countenance, he continued  

Ye see, mither, Im twunty-three noo, an I wad like to see something o the warld afore I grow aulder an settle doon to my wark. As I said, faither can spare me a while, so Ill jist tak my fit in my haund an awa to see the Great Bawbylon.

Ye speak o gaun to see the warld, laddie, as if ee was a gentleman.

Div ee think, mother, that the warld was made only for gentlemen to travel in? demanded the youth, with the gentlest touch of scorn in his tone.

To this question the good woman made no reply; indeed her stalwart son evidently expected none, for he rose a few minutes later and proceeded to pack up his slender wardrobe in a shoulder-bag of huge size, which, however, was well suited to his own proportions.

Next day David Laidlaw took the road which so many men have taken before him  for good or ill. But, unlike most of his predecessors, he was borne towards it on the wings of steam, and found himself in Great Babylon early the following morning, with his mothers last caution ringing strangely in his ears.

David, she had said, I ken ye was only jokin, but dinna ye be ower sure o yersel. Although thae English lassies are a kine o waux dolls, they have a sort o way wi them that might be dangerous to lads like you.

Hm! David had replied, in that short tone of self-sufficiency which conveys so much more than the syllable would seem to warrant.

The Scottish youth had neither kith nor kin in London, but he had one friend, an old school companion, who, several years before, had gone to seek his fortune in the great city, and whose address he knew. To this address he betook himself on the morning of his arrival, but found that his friend had changed his abode. The whole of that day did David spend in going about. He was sent from one place to another, in quest of his friend, and made diligent use of his long legs, but without success. Towards evening he was directed to a street on the Surrey side of the Thames, and it was while on his way thither that he chanced to enter the alley where poor Susan was assaulted.

Like most Scotsmen of his class and size David Laidlaw was somewhat leisurely and slow in his movements when not called to vigorous exertion, but when he heard the girls shriek, and, a moment later, saw her fall, he sprang to her side with one lithe bound, like that of a Bengal tiger, and aimed a blow at her assailant, which, had it taken effect, would have interrupted for some time  if not terminated for ever  that rascals career. But the thief, though drunk, was young, strong, and active. It is also probable that he was a professional pugilist for, instead of attempting to spring back from the blow  which he had not time to do  he merely put his head to one side and let it pass. At the same instant David received a stinging whack on the right eye, which although it failed to arrest his rush, filled his vision with starry coruscations.

The thief fell back and the Scot tripped over him. Before he could recover himself the thief was up like an acrobat and gone. At the same moment two policemen, rushing on the scene in answer to the girls shriek, seized David by the collar and held him fast.

There was Highland as well as Lowland blood in the veins of young Laidlaw. This sanguinary mixture is generally believed to possess effervescing properties when stirred. It probably does. For one moment the strength of Goliath of Gath seemed to tingle in Davids frame, and the vision of two policemens heads battered together swam before his eyes  but he thought better of it and restrained himself!

Tak yer hands aff me, freens, he said, suddenly unclosing his fists and relaxing his brows. Yed better see after the puir lassie. An dinna fear for me. Im no gawn to rin awa!

Perceiving the evident truth of this latter remark, the constables turned their attention to the girl, who was by that time beginning to recover.

Where am I? asked Susy, gazing into the face of her rescuer with a dazed look.

Yer a right, puir bairn. See, tak had o my airm, said the Scot.

Thats the way, now, take hold of mine, said one of the constables in a kindly tone; come along  youll be all right in a minute. The station is close at hand.

Thus supported the girl was led to the nearest police station, where David Laidlaw gave a minute account of what had occurred to the rather suspicious inspector on duty. While he was talking, Susan, who had been provided with a seat and a glass of water, gazed at him with profound interest. She had by that time recovered sufficiently to give her account of the affair, and, as there was no reason for further investigation of the matter, she was asked if her home was far off, and a constable was ordered to see her safely there.

Ye needna fash, said David carelessly, Im gawn that way mysel, an if the puir lassie has nae objection Ill be glad to

The abrupt stoppage in the youths speech was caused by his turning to Susy and looking full and attentively in her face, which, now that the colour was restored and the dishevelled hair rearranged, had a very peculiar effect on him. His mothers idea of a waux doll instantly recurred to his mind, but the interest and intelligence in Susys pretty face was very far indeed removed from the vacant imbecility which usually characterises that fancy article of juvenile luxury.

Of course if the girl wishes you to see her home, said the inspector, I have no objection, but Ill send a constable to help you to take care of her.

Help me to tak care o her! exclaimed David, whose pride was sorely hurt by the distrust implied in these words; man, I could putt her in my pooch an you alang wi her.

Of this remark Mr Inspector, who had resumed his pen, took no notice whatever, but went on writing while one of the constables prepared to obey his superiors orders. In his indignation the young Scot resolved to fling out of the office and leave the police to do as they pleased in the matter, but, glancing at Susy as he turned round, he again met the gaze of her soft blue eyes.

Cway, lassie, I wull gang wi ye, he said, advancing quickly and offering his arm.

Being weak from the effects of her fall, Susy accepted the offer willingly, and was supported on the other side by a policeman.

In a short time the trio ascended the rookery stair and presented themselves to the party in the garret-garden just as Sam Blake and Tommy Splint were about to leave it.

It is impossible to describe adequately the scene that ensued  the anxiety of the poor seaman to be recognised by his long lost babby, the curious but not unnatural hesitancy of that babby to admit that he was her father, though earnestly assured of the fact by chimney-pot Liz; the surprise of David Laidlaw, and even of the policeman, at being suddenly called to witness so interesting a domestic scene, and the gleeful ecstasy of Tommy Splint over the whole affair  flavoured as it was with the smell and memory of recent sassengers.

When the constable at last bid them good-night and descended the stair, the young Scot turned to go, feeling, with intuitive delicacy, that he was in the way, but once again he met the soft blue eyes of Susy, and hesitated.

Hallo, young man! cried Sam Blake, on observing his intention, you aint agoin to leave us  arter saving my gals life, praps  anywise her property. No, no; youll stop here all night an

He paused: Well, I do declare I forgot I wasnt aboard my own ship, but again he paused and looked at old Liz.

Ive no room for any of you in the garret, said that uncompromising woman, there aint more than one compartment in it, and thats not too big for me an Susy; but youre welcome, both of you, to sleep in the garden if you choose. Tommy sleeps there, under a big box, and a clever sea-farin man like you could

All right, old lady, cried the seaman heartily. Ill stop, an thankee; well soon rig up a couple o bunks. So you will stop too, young man  by the way, you  you didnt give us your name yet.

My name is David Laidlaw; but I wont stop, thankee, replied the Scot with unexpected decision of manner. Ye see, Ive been lookin a this day for an auld freen an I must find him afore the morns mornin, if I should seek him a nicht. But, but  maybe Ill come an speer for ee in a day or twa  if I may.

If you mean that you will come and call, Mr Laidlaw, said old Liz, we will be delighted to see you at any time. Dont forget the address.

Nae fear  Ill putt it i my note-buik, said David, drawing a substantial volume from his breast pocket and entering the address Mrs Morley, Cherub Court  therein.

Having shaken hands all round he descended the stair with a firm tread and compressed lips until he came out on the main thoroughfare, when he muttered to himself sternly:

Waux dolls, indeed! theres nane o thae dollsll git the better o me. Hm! a bonny wee face, nae doot but what div I care for bonny faces if the hairts no richt?

But suppose that the heart is right?

Who could have whispered that question? David Laidlaw could not stop to inquire, but began to hum  

Oh, this is no my ain lassie,

Kind though the lassie be,

In a subdued tone, as he sauntered along the crowded street, which by that time was blazing with gas-light in the shop-windows and oil-lamps on the hucksters barrows.

The song, however, died on his lips, and he moved slowly along, stopping now and then to observe the busy and to him novel scene, till he reached a comparatively quiet turning, which was dimly lighted by only one lamp. Here he felt a slight twitch at the bag which contained his little all. Like lightning he turned and seized by the wrist a man who had already opened the bag and laid hold of some of its contents. Grasping the poor wretch by the neck with his other hand he held him in a grip of iron.




Chapter Four.

Dangers Threaten.

The man who had been thus captured by David was one of those wretched forlorn creatures who seem to reach a lower depth of wretchedness and degradation in London than in any other city in the world. Although young and strongly made he was pale, gaunt and haggard, with a look about the eyes and mouth which denoted the habitual drunkard. The meanness of his attire is indescribable.

He trembled  whether from the effects of dissipation or fear we cannot say  as his captor led him under the lamp, with a grip on the collar that almost choked him, but when the light fell full on his haggard face a feeling of intense pity induced the Scot to relax his hold.

Oh, ye puir meeserable crater! he said, but stopped abruptly, for the man made a sudden and desperate effort to escape. He might as well have struggled in the grasp of a gorilla!

Na, na, my man, yell no twust yersel oot o my grup sae easy! keep quiet noo, an Ill no hurt ee. What gars ye gang aboot tryin to steal like that?

Steal! explained the man fiercely, what else can I do? I must live! Ive just come out of prison, and am flung on the world to be kicked about like a dog and starve. Let me go, or Ill kill you!

Na, eell no kill me. Im no sae easy killed as ee think, returned David, again tightening the grasp of his right hand while he thrust his left into his trousers-pocket.

At that moment the bulls-eye light of an advancing constable became visible, and the defiant air of the thief gave place to a look of anxious fear. It was evident that the dread of another period of prison life was strong upon the trembling wretch. Drawing out a handful of coppers, David thrust them quickly into the mans hand, and said  

Hae, tak them, an aff ye go! an ask the Lord to help ee to dae better.

The strong hand relaxed, another moment and the man, slipping round the corner like an unwholesome spirit, was gone.

Can ye direck me, polisman, said the Scot to the constable, as he was about to pass, t Toor Street?

Never heard of it, said the constable brusquely, but civilly enough.

Thats queer noo. I was telt it was hereaboots  Toor Street.

Oh, perhaps you mean Tower Street said the constable, with a patronising smile.

Perhaps I div, returned the Scot, with that touch of cynicism which is occasionally seen in his race. Can ee direck me tilt?

Yes, but it is on the other side of the river.

Na  its on this side o the river, said David quietly yet confidently.

The conversation was here cut short by the bursting on their ears of a sudden noise at some distance. The policeman turned quickly away, and when David advanced into the main street he observed that there was some excitement among its numerous and riotous occupants. The noise continued to increase, and it became evident that the cause of it was rapidly approaching, for the sound changed from a distant rumble into a steady roar, in the midst of which stentorian shouts were heard. Gradually the roar culminated, for in another moment there swept round the end of the street a pair of apparently runaway horses, with two powerful lamps gleaming, or rather glaring, above them. On each side of the driver of the galloping steeds stood a man, shouting like a maniac of the boatswain type. All three were brass-helmeted, like antique charioteers. Other helmets gleamed behind them. Little save the helmets and the glowing lamps could be seen through the dark and smoky atmosphere as the steam fire-engine went thundering by.

Now, if there was one thing more than another that David Laidlaw desired to see, it was a London fire. Often had he read about these fires, for he was a great reader of books, as well as newspapers, and deeply had his enthusiasm been stirred (though not expressed) by accounts of thrilling escapes and heroic deeds among the firemen. His eyes therefore flashed back the flame of the lamps as the engine went past him like a red thunderbolt, and he started off in pursuit of it.

But, as many people know, and all may believe, running in a crowded London street is difficult  even to an expert London thief. Our Scot found that out after a sixty-yards run; then he had the wisdom to stop, just as a little boy leaped out of his way exclaiming  

Ullo, Goliah! mind were youre a-goin to. I wonder yer mother let you hout all alone!

Whars the fire, laddie? demanded David, with some impatience.

Ow should I know, Scotty! I aint a pleeceman, ham I? that I should be expected to know heverythink!

As the engine had by that time vanished, no one could tell where the fire was, and as the street had reverted to its normal condition of noise and bustle, David Laidlaw gave up the search for it. He also gave up as hopeless further search for his friend that night, and resolved to avail himself of one of those numerous establishments in the windows of which it was announced that good beds were to be had within.

Entering one, the landlord of which had a round jovial countenance, he ordered tea, toast, and sausages, with pen, ink, and paper. Having heartily consumed the former, he devoted himself to the latter and proceeded to write a letter. Here is the epistle:  

Bawbylon, I dinna ken where.

5th July 18  .

Dear Mither  Here I am, in Lunon, an wow! but it is an awfu place! Eell no believe me, but Ive been lost twa or three times aready, an Ive had a kine o fecht an a rescue, an been taen to the polis office, an made some freens, an catched a thief (an latten im aff wi a caution an a wheen bawbees), an seen a fire-engine that lookit as if it was gawn full gallop to destruction. Ay, wumin, an Ive fawn in aready wi a waux doll! But dinna ye fear, mither, Im ower teugh to be gotten the better o by the likes o them. An noo Im gawn to my bed, sae as to be ready for mair adventurs the mornin. Yell admit that Ive done gey n weel for the first day. At this rate Ill be able to write a story-buik when I git hame. Respecks to faither. Yer affectionate son, David.

P.S.  The lanlords just been in, an Ive had a lang crack wi him aboot the puir folk an the thieves o this Great Bawbylon. Wow, but I am wae for them. Seems to me they have na got a chance i the battle o life. He says hell tak me to see ane o their low lodgin-hooses the morn. Guid-nicht.



We turn now to a very different scene  to a West End drawing-room, in which is to be found every appliance, in the way of comfort and luxurious ease, that ingenuity can devise or labour produce. An exceedingly dignified, large, self-possessed yet respectful footman, with magnificent calves in white stockings, has placed a silver tray, with three tiny cups and a tiny teapot thereon, near to the hand of a beautiful middle-aged lady  the mistress of the mansion. She is reading a letter with evident interest. A girl of seventeen, whose style of beauty tells of the closest relationship, sits beside her, eagerly awaiting the news which is evidently contained in the letter.

Oh, I am so glad, Rosa! they have found traces of her at last.

Of who, mother  old nurse? asked Rosa.

Yes, your fathers old nurse; indeed I may say mine also, for when I was a little girl I used to pay long visits to your grandfathers house. And it seems that she is in great poverty  almost destitute. Dear, dear old nurse! you wont be long in poverty if I can help it!

As she spoke, a handsome man of middle age and erect carriage entered the room. There was an expression of care and anxiety on his countenance, which, however, partly disappeared when the lady turned towards him with a triumphant look and held up the letter.

Didnt I tell you, Jack, that your lawyer would find our old nurse if any one could? He writes me that she has been heard of, living in some very poor district on the south side of the Thames, and hopes to be able to send me her exact address very soon. I felt quite sure that Mr Lockhart would find her, he is such an obliging and amiable man, as well as clever. I declare that I cant bear to look at all the useless luxury in which we live when I think of the good and true creatures like old nurse who are perishing in absolute destitution.

But being disgusted with our luxury and giving it all up would not mend matters, little wife, returned Jack with a faint smile. Rich people are not called upon to give up their riches, but to use them  to spend well within their means, so as to have plenty to spare in the way of helping those who are willing to help themselves, and sustaining those who cannot help themselves. The law of supply and demand has many phases, and the profits resulting therefrom are overruled by a Higher Power than the laws of Political Economy. There are righteous rich as well as poor; there are wicked poor as well as rich. What you and I have got to do in this perplexing world is to cut our particular coat according to our cloth.

Just so, said the lady with energy. Your last remark is to the point, whatever may be the worth of your previous statements, and I intend to cut off the whole of my superfluous skirts in order to clothe old nurse and such as she with them.

Rosa laughingly approved of this decision, for she was like-minded with her mother, but her father did not respond. The look of care had returned to his brow, and there was cause for it for Colonel Brentwood had just learned from his solicitor that he was a ruined man.

It is hard to have to bring you such news, darling, he said, taking his wifes hand, especially when you were so happily engaged in devising liberal things for the poor, but God knows what is best for us. He gave us this fortune, when He inclined uncle Richard to leave it to us, and now He has seen fit to take it away.

But how  what do you mean by taking it away? asked poor Mrs Brentwood, perceiving that her husband really had some bad news to tell.

Listen; I will explain. When uncle Richard Weston died, unexpectedly, leaving to us his estate, we regarded it you know, as a gift from God, and came to England resolving to spend our wealth in His service. Well, yesterday Mr Lockhart informed me that another will has been found, of later date than that which made me uncle Richards heir, in which the whole estate is left to a distant connection of whose very existence I had become oblivious.

Well, Jack, returned the lady, with a valiant effort to appear reconciled, but that is not ruin, you know. Your pay still remains to us.

I  I fear not. That is to say, believing the estate to be mine, I have come under obligations which must be met and, besides, I have spent considerable sums which must be refunded  all of which, if I understand the law of the land rightly, means ruin.

For some moments Mrs Brentwood sat in silent meditation. Well, she said at length, with the air of one who has made up her mind, I dont understand much about the law of the land. All I know is that my purse is full of gold just now, so I will snap my fingers at the law of the land and go right off to visit and succour our dear old Liz.




Chapter Five.

A Night of Adventures.

According to arrangement, David Laidlaw was taken the following evening by his landlord, Mr Spivin, to see one of the low lodging-houses of London.

Our adventurous Scot had often read and heard that some of the low quarters of London were dangerous for respectable men to enter without the escort of the police, but his natural courage and his thorough confidence in the strength of his bulky frame inclined him to smile at the idea of danger. Nevertheless, by the advice of his new friend the landlord, he left his watch and money, with the exception of a few coppers, behind him  carefully stowed under the pillow of his bed in his shoulder-bag. For further security the door of his room was locked and the key lung on a nail in an out-of-the-way corner, known only, as Mr Spivin pointed out, to their two selves.

But hoo dis it happen, Mr Speevin, asked David, as they walked along the streets together, that ye can gang safely amang the thieves withoot a polisman t proteck ye?

Oh, as to that, replied the jolly landlord, Im connected with a religious society which sends agents down among them poor houtcasts to convert em. They hall knows me, bless you. But I aint a-goin with you myself. You see, Im a very busy man, and engagements which I ad forgotten prevents me, but Ive made an arrangement with one o the converted thieves to take you to a few of the worst places in London. Of course he can pass you hevery where as one of his friends.

To this David made no reply, save with a slight Humph! as he looked earnestly at his companion. But Mr Spivin wore an expression of seraphic candour.

Here he is, added the landlord, as they turned a corner and drew near to a man in mean attire, who seemed to be waiting for some one. Hes rather disreputable to look at, only just been converted, an not avin ad the chance yet to better himself.  But  hallo!  you seem to know him.

The last exclamation and remark were called forth by the look of surprise on Laidlaws face, and the air almost of alarm on that of the mean-looking man  alarm which was by no means unnatural, seeing that he was none other than the fellow who had attempted to rob our Scotsman the previous night.

David, however, was quick to recover himself. Know him! he cried, with a hearty laugh, ay, I ken him weel. I lent him a helpin haund last nicht, no far frae here.

Surely he was not beggin? exclaimed Mr Spivin in tones of virtuous reproof, for a noo convert to go a-beggin, you know, would be houtrageous!

Na, na, answered David, with a quiet and somewhat cynical smile, he wasna beggin, puir lad, but I took peety on im, an geed im some bawbees. So this is yer new convert, is he? an hes to be my guide? Hell do. Hell do. Sae Ill bid ye guid-nicht, Mr Speevin.

As the Scot held out his hand in a very decided manner the landlord was obliged to depart without further enlightenment, after cautioning the converted thief to take good care of his friend.

When he was gone the Scotsman and the ex-convict stood looking silently at each other, the first with an earnest yet half-sarcastic smile, the other with a mingled expression of reckless amusement, in which, however, there was a trace of anxiety.

Weel noo, said the former, arent ye an oot-an-oot blagyird?

If you mean by that an out-and-out blackguard, answered the thief, youre not far wrong.

Yere honest the noo, ony way, remarked the Scot, with a nod. Noo, my man, look ye here. Ye are nae mair convertit than yer freen Speevin is, though I took him for a rale honest man at first. But bein a blagyird, as ye admit, Im wullin t hire ye in that capacity for the nicht. Noo, what I want is t see low life in Lunon, an if yell tak me to what they may ca the warst haunts o vice, Ill mak it worth yer while  an Ive got mair siller than ye think for, maybe.

A stern frown settled on the thiefs face as David spoke.

I suppose, he said, that you want me to show you the misery and destitootion among the poor of London, that you may return to your ome in the North and boast that you ave done the slums!

Na  na, yere quite mistaen, man, returned David quickly; but I want t see for mysel what Ive heard sae muckle aboot  to see if its a true, for Im wae  Im (correcting himself) sorry  for the puir craturs, an wud fain help some o them if I could. Noo, freen, he continued, laying his huge hand gently on the mans shoulder, if ye want to earn something, anll tak me t where I want t gang  guid. If no  Ill bid ye guid-nicht.

Do you know, said the man, with a furtive glance at Davids kindly face, the risk you run from the men who live in such places if you go alone and unprotected?

I ken the risk they run if they daur t meddle wi me! Besides, Ill be naether alane nor unproteckit if Ive you wi me, for I can trust ye!

A peculiar smile played for a moment on the haggard features of the thief.

Scotchman, he said, whatever your name may be, I

My name is David Laidlaw, an Ive nae cause t be ashamed ot.

Well, Mr Laidlaw, returned the thief, in vastly improved language and tone, Im indebted to you for a good supper and a warm bed last night. Besides, yours is the first friendly touch or kind voice that has greeted me since I was discharged, and youve said you can trust me! So Ill do my best for you even though you should not give me a penny. But remember, you will go among a rough lot whom I have but little power to control.

Hoots! cway, man, an dinna waste time haverin.

Saying this, he grasped his guide by the arm in a friendly way and walked off, much to the surprise of a policeman with an aquiline nose, who turned his bulls-eye full on them as they passed, and then went on his way, shaking his head sagaciously.

As the ill-assorted pair advanced, the streets they traversed seemed to grow narrower and dirtier. The inhabitants partook of the character of their surroundings, and it struck our Scotsman that, as ordinary shops became fewer and meaner, grog-shops became more numerous and self-assertive. From out of these dens of debauchery there issued loud cries and curses and ribald songs, and occasionally one or two of the wretched revellers, male or female, were thrust out, that they might finish off a quarrel with a fight in the street, or because they insisted on having more drink without having the means to pay for it.

At one particular point a woman in unwomanly rags was seen leaning up against a lamp-post with an idiotical expression on her bloated face, making an impassioned speech to some imaginary person at her elbow. The speech came to an abrupt end when, losing her balance, she fell to the ground, and lay there in drunken contentment.

At the same moment the attention of our explorer was drawn to a riot close at hand, occasioned by two men engaged in a fierce encounter. They were loudly cheered and backed by their friends, until all were scattered by two powerful constables, who swooped suddenly on the scene and captured one of the combatants, while the other almost overturned David as he ran against him in passing, and escaped.

Come down here, said the thief, turning sharp to the left and passing under a low archway.

It led to a narrow alley, which seemed to terminate in total darkness. Even Laidlaws stout heart beat somewhat faster as he entered it, but he did not hesitate.

At the end of the passage a dim light appeared. It was thrown by a very dirty lamp, and disclosed a small court of unutterable meanness and inconceivable smells. One or two men had brushed past them, and David observed that his guide accosted these in a language, or slang, which he did not understand.

Ive got a friend in here, said his guide, opening a door and disclosing an extremely dirty room of about ten feet square. A woman with her back towards the door was busy at a wash-tub. Ragged clothes were drying on a clothes-line. A shattered bed, on which lay a bundle of straw and a torn blanket, stood in one corner; a rickety table in another. Water and soapsuds blotched the broken floor, amongst which played two little boys, absolutely naked.

Thats a woman that tries to keep respectable, whispered the thief, with something like a bitter laugh. Hallo, Molly! heres a genlemn as wants to bid ee good-night.

Molly raised herself, cleared the soapsuds from her thin arms, and turned a haggard but not dissipated face towards her visitor, who was almost choked, not only by the smell of the place, but by an uncontrollable gush of pity.

My puir wumin! he exclaimed, hastily thrusting his ever-ready hand into his pocket, I didna mean t come in on ee unawears. Hae, yell no objec to a wheen bawbees?

He put all the coppers he possessed into the womans hand and hurried out of the room.

Weel, weel, muttered David, as they continued their walk through the miserable region, Ive gane an gied her a the siller I had i my pouch. Pair thing! Shell need it, but Ive naething left for onybody else!

Its just as well, for theres nothing left now for any one to steal, said his companion.

Whar are ee gaun noo? asked Laidlaw.

The question put was not answered, for his guide, bidding him wait a minute, turned into a doorway and engaged in a low-toned conversation with a man. Returning to his friend with an air of indecision about him, the thief was on the point of speaking when a small party of men and women  evidently of the better classes  came round the corner and approached.

Oho! exclaimed the thief, drawing his companion into the shade of the opposite doorway, were in luck. You see, this is what they call a low lodging-house, and the door-keeper thought that, respectable as you are in dress and looks, it might not be wise to take you in. But well go in now at the tail o this lot, and nobody will take notice of you. Only follow close to me.

Two of the lot who approached appeared to be respectably-dressed young men, carrying something like a large box between them. There were five altogether in the party, two of whom seemed to be plainly-dressed ladies.

They entered the house at once with a quiet good-night to the door-keeper, and were followed by the thief and David. Entering a very large irregularly-formed room, they proceeded to the upper end, where a huge coal fire blazed. The room was crowded with men and boys of varied appearance and character. From every rank in society they had gravitated  but all were stamped with the same brand  destitution! They were not, however, destitute of lungs, as the babel of sounds proved  nor of tobacco, as the clouds of smoke demonstrated.

Little notice was taken of the visitors. They were well known in that haunt of crime and woe. Angels of mercy they were, who, after the labours of each day, gave their spare time to the work of preaching salvation in Jesus to lost souls. To the surprise of Laidlaw, the box before referred to became a harmonium when opened up, and soon the harmony of praise to God ascended from the reeking den. Then followed prayer  brief and to the point  after which an earnest appeal was made to the sorrowing, the suffering, and the criminal to come and find deliverance and rest in the Saviour.

We may not dwell on this. Some listened carelessly, some earnestly, others not at all.

Come now, whispered the thief to his friend, towards the close, theyll have spotted you, and will want to have a talk. Weve no time for that. Follow me.

David, who had been deeply interested, also wanted to have a talk with these servants of the King of kings, but his guide being already halfway down the room he was constrained to follow. Another moment and they were in the street.




Chapter Six.

Enemies Turned to Friends.

You want to see as much as you can, I suppose? remarked the thief as he hastened along. Come, Ill take you to our den.

It seemed as if the man were leading his companion into deeper and deeper depths, for the dark passage into which they finally turned, and along which they groped their way, seemed to be the very vestibule of Pandemonium; cries as of fierce and evil spirits being heard at the farther end of it.

Now, said the thief, stopping, whatever you do here, dont show fight. This is a thieves den.

The passage at its farther end became absolutely dark, so that the thief had to lead our hero by the hand. Turning abruptly to the right, they came upon a door through which there issued sounds of terrible revelry. A knock produced no effect. A second and louder knock resulted in dead silence. Then a female voice was heard inside. To it our thief replied in the language of the slums. Immediately the door was opened just enough to let the two men glide in; then it was shut with a bang and bolted.

Hallo, Trumps, who ave you got here? Were did you pick im up? Is he a noo member? shouted several voices, amid general laughter.

The speakers were among a company of men and women whose general appearance and reckless expressions of countenance seemed to indicate that they were past redemption. The den in which they sat drinking, smoking, and gambling consisted of a dirty room fitted with narrow tables, out of which opened an inner apartment. The door of this had been removed  probably for firewood in a time of scarcity. Both rooms were lighted with dim oil-lamps. Some of the company were beggars and tramps of the lowest type, but most were evidently of the vicious and criminal order. There was a tendency to unpleasant curiosity in regard to the stranger, but the thief, whom we may now call Trumps, put an end to this with a few slang words, and led his friend to a seat in the inner room, whence he could observe nearly the whole party and all that went on.

Some of the more intoxicated among them objected to be snubbed by Trumps, and were beginning to scowl at the visitor, no doubt with sinister intentions, when the outer door was again opened, and a young thief, obviously familiar with the place, entered, closely followed by a respectable-looking man in a surtout and a light topcoat. It required no second look to tell that the new-comer was a city missionary. Like our Scot, he had gained admission to the place through the influence of a friendly thief.

Hullo, more visitors! growled a big savage-looking man with an apron, who proved to be the landlord of the den.

Advancing quickly to this man, the missionary said, in a quiet gentle tone  

You supply coffee, I see. May I have a cup?

No you maynt, you spy! I know you, you canting wretch!

He locked the door as he spoke, and then, striding forward in a towering rage, threatened vengeance on the intruder. The company, expecting a scene, rose en masse to their feet, while those in the inner room crowded to the front. Laidlaw, who was for the moment forgotten in this new excitement, followed them. He was well enough informed in reference to the work of the London City Missionaries to understand at a glance that one of those fearless men had managed to worm his way into the thieves den, and was perhaps in danger of his life. That the man realised his danger was apparent from the fact that he stood erect and closed his eyes for a moment  evidently in silent prayer for help in the hour of need. The act probably saved him, for the ferocious landlord, although ready enough to crush defiance with a savage blow, did not quite see his way to dash his great fist into a mild, manly face with shut eyes! It was such an unusual way of receiving his onset that he hesitated and lowered his fist. Suddenly the missionary drew out a pocket-Bible, and, pointing upwards with it, said, in loud solemn tones, A great white throne will be set up among the stars above us. The Saviour who died for sinners will sit upon it, and the dead that are in their graves shall hear His voice and live. We shall be there!

At this the people were silenced, apparently under a spell  some gazing upwards as if to see the throne; others staring into the missionarys face in wonder.

And I and you and you, he continued, pointing to one and another, shall be there: We must all stand before the judgment-seat of Christ. I am not an enemy, or a spy, but a servant of the Lord Jesus, who will be your judge at the last day. He is now the Saviour of the ruined and lost, and in His name I offer you mercy through the blood He shed for you upon the Cross. In His blessed Book it is written, Whosoever believeth on Him shall be saved. I hope to come again before long to see you, friends. Now, landlord, open that door and let me out.

The landlord, who seemed to be thoroughly taken aback, unlocked the door with a trembling hand, and the missionary passed out. But that was not the end of this remarkable visit. It was only the beginning of a grand work for Christ which afterwards took place in and around that thieves den. On this, however, we may not do more than touch here. Smitten in conscience, that landlord hurried out after the missionary and actually begged of him to repeat his visit. Then he returned to the den and found his people recovering somewhat from their surprise.

But, touched though the landlord was, he had by no means changed his character.

Now, then, he demanded, going up to David Laidlaw, are you a missionary too?

Na, freen, I am not; but I maist wush that I was, for its a graund wark t carry help t the destitute.

Well, guvnor, cried one fellow with a crushed nose and a huge black eye, if thats wot youre a-ankerin arter you can go a-ead ere an elp us to yer earts content, for were all destitoot in this ere den. So, come along, table down all the cash youve got about you.

Ill dae that wi pleasure, said David, rising promptly, and turning all his pockets inside out. Ye shall hae every bodle I possess.

A general laugh greeted this proceeding, and one young thief shouted, Well done, checkers, (referring to his garments); but ow comes it that youve bin cleaned out?

Plain as pea-soup, cried another. Dont you see? Hes bin keepin company with Trumps!

Here Trumps rose to explain. No, pals, thats not the reason; but just before comin here he gave away every rap he had to poor widow Grain.

Hes a brick! cried one man, with a fierce oath.

Hes a fool! shouted another, with a fiercer oath. Regardless of the interruption, Trumps went on to explain how he had attempted to rob our hero, and been caught by him, and let off with a mild reproof and a lot of coppers. He also explained how that black-hearted villain Tandy Spivin (meaning Davids landlord) had hired him  Trumps  to take this genlemn (pointing to David) down into the den for a purpus  ahem! Of course, on bein introdooced to him, continued Trumps, I at once recognised the Scotchman I had tried to rob, and expected he would refuse to go with me; but I soon found that Scotty was a deep as well as a plucky cove, and wasnt to be done out of his fun by trifles, for he said he would go to the slums with me because he could trust me  trust me, pals  note that!

A loud explosion of laughter interrupted the speaker at this point.

What! exclaimed several voices, said e could trust you, Trumps?

Ay, cried the thief, looking suddenly fierce, and why not? Isnt it said, Theres honour among thieves?

Thrue for ye, cried a big burglarious-looking Irishman, sure theres honour twixt the likes o you an me, Trumps, but that genlemn ant a thief!

Thats so, Bill, exclaimed another man, with bloodshot eyes and beetling brows; an its my opinion that as the cove haint got no browns e ought to contribute is checker suit to the good o the ouse. It would fetch summat.

The interest in the missionarys words seemed to be passing away, for at this point the language and looks of some of the company made David Laidlaw feel that he was indeed in a ticklish position. The threats and noise were becoming louder and more furious, and he was beginning to think of the hopeless resource of using his fists, when a loud exclamation, followed by a dead silence, drew every eye to the door.

The girl to whom the keeping of it had been intrusted had neglected her duty for a moment. In letting one of the company out she incautiously stood looking through the open chink into the dark passage. That instant was seized by two tall and powerful limbs of the law, in cloth helmets and with bulls-eye lanterns, who pushed quietly but quickly into the room. Shutting the door, one of the constables stood with his back against it, while the other advanced and examined the faces of the company one by one.

There was dead silence, for the constables were men of business, not of words, while the criminals, some of whom became grave as well as silent, seemed very anxious not to attract undue attention.

The particular person wanted, however, was not there at that time. On coming to David, who met the glare of the bulls-eye with his grave smile, the constable looked surprised.

I think, young man, he said in a low voice, youve come to the wrong shop here.

Thats my business, replied David coolly.

Well, you know best of course, but if youll take my advice youll come out of this place along with us.

Na. Ill bide where I am. Ill trust them.

Brayvo! well done, Scotty! burst from the company, whose courage quickly revived when they found that no one there was wanted.

The policemen laughed and went out.

Noo, freens, I want to say a word, said David, rising. Im gaun awa, an its ower late t mak a speech the nicht, but I want t ask leave t come back here again an hae a crack wi ye. I want t ask ee some questions, an gie ye some guid advice. May I come?

Of course you may, Scotty, said the landlord, grasping Davids hand and receiving a good-humoured squeeze that made him wince. Youre a trump, and well give you the freedom of the ouse. Wont we, pals?

Agreed, agreed, shouted the whole company; and weve got two Trumps now! added a wag, amid much laughter and staves of, Hes a jolly good fellow, during the singing of which Laidlaw and his friend took their departure.

Having marked the position of the den well and taken its bearings they said good-night cordially and separated, the thief to his lair, and the Scotsman to his lodging, where he fully expected that the villain Tandy Spivin had availed himself of the opportunity to rob him.

But he was wrong. He found his bag, with his watch and money and his little all, intact as he had left it.




Chapter Seven.

Mischief Brewing.

David Laidlaw was one of those comfortably constituted men who eat heartily, sleep profoundly, and lie thinking in bed in the mornings  when awake  with philosophic intensity.

On the morning after his first day in London our heros mind had to grapple with the perplexing question, whether it was possible that a man with a jovial face, a hearty manner, well-off to all appearance in a worldly point of view, and who chanced to have a mans money at his mercy yet did not take it, could be a deceiver and in league with thieves. Impossible! Yet there were the damaging facts that Mr Spivin had introduced a thief to him as a true and converted man, and that this thief, besides denying his own conversion, had pronounced him  Spivin  a black-hearted villain!

It bothers me! said David at length, getting over the side of the bed, and sitting there for some time abstractedly stroking his chin.

Pondering the subject deeply, he dressed, called for breakfast, met Spivin with a quiet guid-mornin, freen, said that he had had a pleesant time ot i the slums, and then went out to visit his friends in Cherub Court. Before going, however, he removed his money from his bag, put it in an inner breast-pocket, and paid his bill.

You wont be back to dinner, I suppose, said the landlord in his genial manner.

Na. Im gaun to plowter aboot a day an see the toon. I may be late o comin in, but yell keep my bed for me, an tak care o my bag.

Spivin said he would do so with such hearty goodwill that David said, mentally, Hes innocent.

At the moment a tall dark man with a sharp intelligent expression entered the house and bade the landlord good-morning. The latter started, laughed, winked, glanced expressively at the Scotsman, and returned the strangers salute in a tone that induced David to say, mentally, Hes guilty.

Gravely pondering these contradictory opinions, our hero walked along until he found himself close to the alley which led into Cherub Court. A female yell issued from the alley as he came up, and Mrs Rampy suddenly appeared in a state of violent self-assertion. She was a strong, red-faced woman, who might have been born a man, perhaps, with advantage. She carried a broken-lipped jug, and was on her way to the shop which was at least the second cause of all her woes.

Standing aside to let the virago pass, Laidlaw proceeded to the court, where, to his great surprise, he found Tommy Splint sitting on a doorstep, not exactly in tears, but with disconsolation deeply impressed on his dirty young face.

Eh, laddie, whats wrang? exclaimed the Scot, his mind reverting anxiously, and strangely enough, to the waux doll.

O, Mr Laidlow exclaimed the boy.

Na, na, interrupted David, Im no laid low yet, though the Lunon folk hae done their best to bring me t that condeetion. My names Laid-law, laddie. Freens ca me David, an ye may do the same; but for ony sake dinna use that English Daivid. I canna thole that. Use the lang, braid, Bible a. But whats the maitter wi ye?

Well, Mr Da-a-a-vid, returned the boy, unable to resist a touch of fun even in his distress, theyve bin an dismissed our Susy, wots as good as gold; so shes hout o work, and chimley-pot Liz shes fit to break er hold art, cause she aint able to earn enough now to pay the rent of er room, an the landlord, whats a lawyer, e is, says two weeks rent is overdue, and ell turn er hout into the street to-morrer if its not paid.

Thats bad news, Tammy, said Laidlaw, thrusting both hands into his pockets, and looking meditatively at the ground. But why doesna Sam Blake, the waux  , I mean Susys faither, lend them the siller?

Cause hes gone to Liverpool for somethink or other about is wessel, an left no address, an wont be back for two or three days, an the old ooman aint got a friend on arth  leastwise not a rich un who can elp er.

Hoots, laddie, yere wrang! I can help her.

Ah, but, said the boy, still in tones of disconsolation, you dont know chimley-pot Liz. Shes proud, she is, an wont take nuffin from strangers.

Weel, weel, but Im no  a stranger, callant.

I rather think you are! replied the boy, with a knowing look.

Ye may be richt. Weel, Ill no gie them the chance to refuse. Whats the name of the lawyer-body thats their landlord?

Lockhart. John would be is Christian name if e wos a Christian. But a cove with a Christian name as is not a Christian do seem an absurdity  dont it? They say es about the greatest willian out o Newgate. An is office is somewhere near Chancery Lane.

Weel, Christian or no Christian, Ill gie him a ca, said David; are they up there enow? he added, with a significant motion of his head towards the garden on the roof.

Yes, both of em owling. I couldnt stand it, so came down ere to veep alone.

Weel, ye better stop where ye are, an veep  as ye say  a wee while langer. Ill gang up to see them.

A minute more and David, tapping at the garret door, was bidden to enter by a sweet voice which caused the slightest imaginable sensation in his heart! Susan was there alone  not owling, as Tommy had expressed it, but with the traces of tears obviously about her eyes. She blushed deeply and looked a little confused as David entered, probably because of being caught with the signs aforesaid on her cheeks.

Guid-mornin, Miss Blake, said David earnestly, giving the girl a warm shake of the hand. O lassie, but I am sorry to hear that yere in trouble! I do assure ye that if a pund or twa would help yer granny

Sh, Mr Laidlaw! said Susan, looking furtively round and speaking low. Granny will hear! You must not offer her money. From father, indeed, if he were here, she would accept it, but not from a  a stranger.

Am I, then, such a stranger? asked David in a peculiar tone, for the word sounded cold and disagreeable.

Again Susan blushed, yet felt a tendency to laugh, as she replied, Well, you know, although you have helped me in trouble, it is not very long since we met. But come and see granny; shes in the garden  and, please, dont speak of our troubles.

Weel, weel, please yersel, lassie, returned the Scot, almost sternly, as he followed Susan into the garden on the roof, where old Liz sat in her rustic chair resting her head on her hand, and looking sadly at the sunlight, which flickered through the foliage on to the zinc floor. Despite Susans caution Laidlaw sat down beside the old woman and took her hand.

Noo, Mrs Morley, he said, its o no use me tryin to haud my tongue whan I want to speak. Im a plain north-country man, an I canna thole to see a puir auld body in trouble withoot offerin t help her. Ive been telt o Susys misfortin an aboot the rent, and if yell accep

No, sir, no, said old Liz firmly, but without any look of that pride with which she had been credited. I will not accept money from

But Im no askin ye, interrupted David, to accep money as a gift  only as a loan, ye ken, withoot interest of course.

Not even as a loan, said the old woman. Besides, young man, you must not fancy that I am altogether penniless. I appen to ave shares in an American Railway, which my landlord advised me to buy with my small savings. No doubt, just at present the dividend on the shares of the Washab and Roria Railway have fallen off terribly, but

What railway? asked Laidlaw quickly.

The Washab and Roria. Somewhere in the United States, said Liz.

Hm! I was readin the papers yestreen, said David. Ye see, Im fond o fishin aboot odd corners o the papers  the money market, an stocks, an the like  an I noticed that vera railway  owin to its daft-like name, nae doot  an its deevidends are first-rate. Ye could sell oot enow at a high profit gin ye like.

Indeed? You must be mistaken, I think, replied the old woman, for I ave ad almost nothink for a year or two. You see, my landlord, who takes charge of these matters for me

Thats Mr Lockhart the lawyer, ye mean?

Yes. He says theyre losing money now, and there was no dividend at all last half-year.

Hm! that is strange, said David, stroking his chin, uncommon  strange!

Dyou think Mr Lockhart has made a mistake, Mr Laidlaw? asked Susan hopefully.

Ay, I think he hes made a mistake. But ooll see. An noo, to change the subjec, Ill tell ee aboot some o the adventurs I had last nicht.

From this point David Laidlaw entertained old Liz and Susy and Tommy Splint, who had by that time joined them, with a graphic account of his adventures in the slums, in the telling of which he kept his audience in fits of laughter, yet spoke at times with such pathos that Susan was almost moved to tears.

Noo, I must away, he said at length, rising. Ive got partikler business in haund. Come wi me, Tammy. Ill want ee, and Ill come back sune to see ye, auld Liz. Dinna ye tak on aboot losin yer place, Su  , Miss Blake, lass. Yell git a better place afore lang  tak my word for t.

On the way down-stairs Laidlaw and his little companion passed a tall gentleman and two ladies who were ascending. Ere the foot of the stair was reached, loud exclamations of recognition and joy were heard in the regions above.

I say! exclaimed Tommy Splint, with wide-open eyes, aint they a-goin of it up there? Lets go back an listen.

Na, ye wee rascal, well no gang back. If ye want to be freens wi me yell no daur to putt yer lug to keyholes. Come awa. Its nae business o yours or mine.

They had not gone far in the direction of Chancery Lane when, to their surprise, they met Sam Blake, who had changed his mind about the visit to Liverpool. David at once seized him by the arm, and made him walk with them, while he explained the circumstances in which his daughter and old Liz had been so suddenly placed.

Wouldnt it be better for me, said Sam, to steer straight for the garden than to go along with you?

Na  yell gang wi me. Its plain that they hae auld freens veesitin them at the gairden, sae wed better lat them alane. Besides, I want ye for a wutness; Im no much o a polis man, nevertheless Im gaun to try my haund at a bit o detective business. Just you come wi me, and niver say a word till yere spoken to.

Heave ahead then, skipper; youre in command, returned the sailor with a quiet laugh. It was echoed by little Tommy, who was hugely pleased with the semi-mysterious looks and nods of his Scottish friend, and regarded the turn affairs seemed to be taking as infinitely superior to mere ordinary mischief.

Arrived at Chancery Lane, they soon discovered the office of John Lockhart, Esquire, Solicitor. Entering, they found the principal seated at a table covered with papers and legal documents of all kinds. Both the lawyer and the farmer felt, but did not show, some surprise on looking at each other.




Chapter Eight.

Dark Designs.

The lawyer was first to speak. It strikes me I have seen you before, he said, looking at Laidlaw with a sharp steady gaze.

Ay, sir, an Ive seen you before, returned the latter with an extremely simple look. I saw ye whan I was comin oot o the hoose o Mr Speevin, whar Im lodgin.

Oh, exactly! returned the lawyer with a bland smile; pray be seated, gentlemen, and let me know your business.

They obeyed,  Sam Blake with an expression of stolid stupidity on his countenance, which was powerfully suggestive of a ships figurehead  Tommy with an air of meekness that was almost too perfect.

It would be tedious to detail the conversation that ensued. Suffice it to say that David said he was a Scotch farmer on a visit to London; that he possessed a good lot of spare cash, for which, at the time being, he got very small interest; that he did not understand business matters very well, but what he wanted to know was, how he should go about investing funds  in foreign railways, for instance, such as the Washab and Roria line.

At this point he was interrupted by Mr Lockhart who asked what had put that particular railway into his head, and was informed that the newspapers had done so by showing it to be the line whose shares produced very high dividends at that time.

Im richt I fancy? said David.

Yes, you are right, and I could easily put you in the way of investing in that railway.

Have the shares been lang at this high figure? asked Laidlaw.

Yes; they have improved steadily for several years back.

What say ye to that freend? demanded David, turning to Sam with a triumphant look.

Sam turned on his friend a look as expressionless as that of a Dutch clock, and said sententiously, I says, go in an win.

I says ditto! thought Tommy Splint, but he meekly and wisely held his tongue.

Meanwhile the lawyer went into another room, from which, returning after a short absence, he produced a bundle of Reports which fully bore out his statement as to the flourishing condition of the Washab and Roria Railway.

Weel, Ill see aboot it, said David, after a few moments consideration, with knitted brows. In the meantime, sir, what have I to pay to you for yer information?

Mr Lockhart said he had nothing to pay, and hoped he would have the pleasure of seeing him soon again.

Noo, isnt that a blagyird? demanded Laidlaw, when they were again in the street.

No doubt he is, replied Sam; but how will you manage to haul him up and prove that he has been swindling the old woman?

Hoo can I tell? Am I a lawyer? But Ill fin oot somehoo.

Well, mate, while you are finding out, returned the sailor, Ill go to Cherub Court. So, Tommy, will you go with Mr Laidlaw or with me?

The boy looked first at one and then at the other with a curious how-happy-could-I-be-with-either expression on his sharp countenance, and then elected to accompany the sailor. On the way he told Sam of the swell visitors to the garret, whom Laidlaw had prevented him from going back to see.

Quite right he was, Tommy, my boy, said his friend. It is easy to see that you have not profited as much as you might from the example and teaching of my dear Susy an chimney-pot Liz.

Chimley-pot, murmured the boy, correcting him in a low tone. Vell, you could ardly expect, he added, that a child of my age should git the profit all at once. I suppose its like a bad ease o waxination  it hant took properly yet.

Then we must have you re-vaccinated, my boy. But tell me, what were the swells like?

The description of the swells occupied Tommy all the rest of the walk to Cherub Court, where they found old Liz and Susan in a state of great excitement about the visitors who had just left.

Why, who dye think they was? exclaimed the old woman, making the fang wobble with a degree of vigour that bid fair to unship it altogether, it was my dear sweet little boy Jacky

Little boy! Granny! cried Susan, with a merry laugh.

Of course, child, I mean what he was and ever will be to me. Hes a tall middle-aged gentleman now, an with that nice wife that used to visit us  an their sweet daughter  just like what the mother was, exceptin those hideous curls tumblin about her pretty brow as I detest more than I can tell. An shes goin to be married too, young as she is, to a clergyman down in Devonshire, where the family was used to go every summer (alongside o their lawyer Mr Lockhart as they was so fond of, though the son as has the business now aint like his father); the sweet child  dear, dear, how it do call up old times!

And didnt they, broke in Tommy, never say a word about elpin you, granny, to git hout of your troubles?

Ow could they offer to elp me, returned old Liz sternly, wen they knew nothink about my troubles? an Im very glad they didnt, for it would have spoiled their visit altogether if theyd begun it by offerin me assistance. For shame, Tommy. Youre not yet cured o greed, my dear.

Did I say I was? replied the urchin, with a hurt look.

Lest the reader should entertain Tommys idea, we may here mention that Colonel Brentwood and his wife, knowing old Lizs character, had purposely refrained from spoiling their first visit by referring to money matters.

After a full and free discussion of the state of affairs  in which, however, no reference was made to the recent visit to the lawyer, or to the suspected foul play of that gentleman  the sailor went off to overhaul Messrs Stickle and Screw in the hope of inducing that firm to retain Susy on its staff. Failing which, he resolved to pay a visit to Samson and Son. As for Tommy, he went off in a free-and-easy sort of way, without any definite designs, in search of adventures.

That evening old Liz filled her teapot, threw her apron over it, and descended to the court to visit Mrs Rampy.

Well, you are a good creetur, said that masculine female, looking up as her friend entered. Come away; sit down; I was wantin some one to cheer me up a bit, for Ive just ad a scrimidge with Mrs Blathers, an its bin ard work. But she ave comed off second best, I knows.

As a black eye, dishevelled hair, and a scratched nose constituted Mrs Rampys share in the scrimidge, Mrs Blatherss condition could not have been enviable. But it was evident from Mrs Rampys tone and manner that a more powerful foe than Mrs Blathers had assaulted her that afternoon.

Ah, Mrs Rampy, said her visitor, pouring out a cup of tea with a liberal allowance of sugar, if youd only give up that

Now, old Liz, interrupted her friend impressively, dont you go for to preach me a sermon on drink. Its all very well to preach religion. Thats natral like, an dont much signify. Youre welcome. But, wotiver you do, old Liz, keep off the drink.

Well, thats just what I do, replied Liz promptly, as she handed her friend a cup of hot tea, and thats just what I was goin to advise you to do. Keep off the drink.

Feeling that she had slightly committed herself, Mrs Rampy gave a short laugh and proceeded to drink with much gusto, and with a preliminary Heres luck! from the force of habit.

But whats the matter with you to-day, Liz? she asked, setting her cup down empty and looking, if not asking, for more; you looks dull.

Do I? I shouldnt ought to, Im sure, for theres more blessins than sorrows in my cup, said Liz.

Just you put another lump o sugar in my cup, anyhow, returned her friend. I likes it sweet, Liz. Thank ee. But what as appened to you?

Old Liz explained her circumstances in a pitiful tone, yet without making very much phrase about it, though she could not refrain from expressing wonder that her railway dividends had dwindled down to nothing.

Now look ee here, chimley-pot Liz, cried Mrs Rampy in a fierce voice, and bringing her clenched fist down on the table with a crash that made the tea-cups dance. You aint the only ooman as as got a tea-pot.

She rose, took a masculine stride towards a cupboard, and returned with a tea-pot of her own, which, though of the same quality as that of her friend, and with a similarly broken spout, was much larger. Taking off the lid she emptied its contents in a heap  silver and copper with one or two gold pieces intermixed  on the table.

There! Thems my savins, an youre welcome to what you need, Liz. For as sure as youre alive and kickin, if youve got into the ands of Skinflint Lockhart, ell sell you up, garding an all! I know im! Ah  I know im. So elp yourself, Liz.

Tears rose to the eyes of old Liz, and her heart swelled with joy, for was there not given to her here unquestionable evidence of her success in the application of loving-kindness? Assuredly it was no small triumph to have brought drunken, riotous, close-fisted, miserly, fierce Mrs Rampy to pour her hard-won savings at her feet, for which on her knees she thanked God that night fervently. Meanwhile, however, she said, with a grave shake of her head  

Now, Mrs Rampy, that is uncommon good of you, an I would accept it at once, but I really wont require it, for now that Susys father as returned, I can borrow it from him, an sure hes better able to lend it than you are. Now, dont be angry, Mrs Rampy, but ave some more tea?

While she was speaking her friend shovelled the money back into the teapot with violence, and replaced it in her cupboard with a bang.

You wont git the hoffer twice, she said, sitting down again. Now, Liz, lets ave another cup, an dont spare the sugar.

That I wont said Liz, with a laugh, as she poured out her cheering but not inebriating beverage.

On the second day after the tea-party just described, John Lockhart, Esquire, and Mr Spivin met in a low public-house not far from Cherub Court. They drank sparingly and spoke in whispers. It may seem strange that two such men should choose a low tavern in such a neighbourhood for confidential intercourse, but when we explain that both were landlords of numerous half-decayed tenements there, the choice will not seem so peculiar. Lockhart frowned darkly at his companion.

From what you have told me of his inquiries about me, he said, this mans suspicions had certainly been roused, and he would not have rested until he had made undesirable discoveries. It is lucky that you managed to get the job so well done.

They put their heads together and whispered lower. From time to time Lockhart gave vent to a grim laugh, and Spivin displayed his feelings in a too-amiable smile.




Chapter Nine.

The Plot Thickens.

In his remarkably eager and somewhat eccentric pursuit of pleasure  that pursuit which is so universal yet so diverse among men, to say nothing about boys  Tommy Splint used to go about town like a jovial lion-cub seeking whom he might terrify!

To do him justice, Tommy never had any settled intention of being wicked. His training at the hands of chimney-pot Liz and the gentle Susy had so far affected his arab spirit that he had learned, on the whole, to prefer what he styled upright to dishonourable mischief. For instance, he would not steal, but he had no objection to screen a thief or laugh at his deeds. His natural tenderness of heart prevented his being cruel to dogs or cats, but it did not prevent his ruffling some of the former into furious rage, and terrifying many of the latter into cataleptic fits.

One afternoon, having roved about for some time without aim, sometimes howling in at open doors and bolting, frequently heaping banter upon good-natured policemen, occasionally asking of mild old ladies the way to places he had never heard of, or demanding what oclock it was of people who did not possess watches, and whistling most of the time with irritating intensity  our little hero at last came to the conclusion that felicity was not to be obtained by such courses  not at least, at that time. He was out of sorts, somehow, so he would return to the garden and comfort Susy and the old woman, i.e. find comfort to himself in their society. He went whistling along, therefore, until his steps were suddenly and violently arrested.

To account for this we must tell how, about this time, it chanced that a very drunk man of the very lowest London type, as far as appearance went, awoke from a heavy slumber which he had been enjoying under the seat of a compartment in a certain low gin-palace. He was about to stretch himself and give vent to a noisy yawn when the word Laidlaw smote his ear. Pale, worn-out, cadaverous, threadbare, inexpressibly mean, the man gently raised his dissolute form on one elbow and listened to two men in a box beside him. Their heads met almost over the spot where his own head rested. The men were Lockhart and Spivin, and the occasion was that on which we have already described them as engaged in plotting, or referring to, the downfall of the man from Scotland.

Trumps (for he was the listener), though well practised in the art of eavesdropping, could not gather the gist of the plotters discourse. Only this he made out, that, in some way or other, they meant to do, or had done, mischief to the man who had spared and helped, and, above all, had trusted him! It was tantalising to hear so little, though so near, for, from his position under the seat, he could have grasped Mr Lockharts ankles. But the plotters were much too knowing to speak in tones that could be easily overheard. Besides, other noisy people were arguing in the neighbouring and opposite compartments, so that the confusion of tongues rendered them, they thought, safe. Even the man under the seat although so very near, would have failed to catch the drift of a single sentence had not the name of Laidlaw sharpened his ears and faculties. One that he did catch, however, was suggestive, viz., put the 50 pound note in his bag, or something to that effect.

When the two friends rose to depart, Trumps sank noiselessly on the ground like a filthy shadow, but the quick eye of the lawyer caught sight of his leg.

Lockhart started, turned aside, and gave Trumps a kick in the ribs. It was a sharp painful kick, but drew from him only a heavy snore. To make quite sure the man of law administered another kick. This caused the recumbent man to growl forth a savage oath which terminated in a snore so very natural that the lawyer fell into the trap, and went off with the contemptuous remark Dead drunk!

Trumps, however, was very much the reverse. He was indeed all alive and greatly sobered by his nap as well as by what he had heard. He rose and followed the plotters, but missed them in the crowd outside. In his anxiety to overtake them he ran somewhat violently against Tommy Splint, and thus arrested him, as we have said, in the pursuit of pleasure.

Hallo, Thunderbolt! exclaimed the boy sternly, as he started back and doubled his fists, who let you out o Noogate?

The thief was about to pass without deigning a reply, when, glancing at the small questioner, he suddenly stopped and held out his hand.

I say, Splint, is it you Ive run into?

Well, its uncommon like me. Anyow, not a twin brother, I spose it must be myself. But I haint got the pleasure o your acquaintance as I knows on.

What! Dont you remember Trumps?

No, I dont remember Trumps, an, wots more, I dont blieve from the look of im that any of Trumpss family or friends wants to remember im.

The possibility that the boy might remember Trumps was not so unlikely after all, for, being of a highly social disposition, Tommy was pretty well acquainted with, and known to, nearly all the thieves and pickpockets of the locality. Indeed he would certainly have been one of themselves but for garret-garden influences.

Well, Tommy, said the thief confidentially, I remember you, an I wants a little conversation with you.

No, you dont returned the boy, retreating; you wants my wipe, or puss, or ticker, you do  or suthin o that sort  but youve come to the wrong shop, you have.

But really, Tommy, Ive got summat to say to ee about your noo friend from Scotland, David Laidlaw.

How dee know hes my friend? asked Tommy, becoming suddenly interested.

Cause Ive seen you jawin with im; an Ive seen you go up together to visit chimney-pot Liz an Susy; an

Oh! you knows chimley-pot Liz an Susy, do ye? But of course you does. Everybody as knows anythink knows them.

Ay, lad, an I knows lawyer Lockhart too, said Trumps, with a peculiar look; him that owns the ouses ereabouts, an draws the rents

Draws the rents! interrupted the boy, with a look of scorn; screws the rents, you mean.

Jus so, boy  screws em. Ah, e is a thief, is lawyer Lockhart.

Come, if thats so, youve no occasion to be ard on im, Trumps, for youre in the same boat, you know.

No, I aint, replied Trumps, with virtuous indignation, for es a mean thief!

Oh, an youre a ighminded one, I spose, returned the boy, with a hearty chuckle; but come along, young man. If youve suthin to tell me about Da-a-a-vid Laidlaw Im your man. This way.

He led the man down the alley, across the court, round the corner, and up the stair to the landing.

There you are, he said, this is my snuggery  my boodwar, so to speak. Sot down, an out with it.

Seated there, the thief, in low confidential and solemn tones, related what he had seen and heard in the public-house, and told of his own acquaintance with and interest in Laidlaw.

The willains! exclaimed Tommy. An wot dee think theyre agoin to do?

Screw im someow, an git im out o the way.

But wy?

Thats wot I wants to ask you, lad. I knows nothing more than Ive told ee.

We must save Da-a-a-vid! exclaimed Tommy in a tragic manner, clutching his hair and glaring.

Tommys sense of the ludicrous was too strong for him, even in the most anxious times, and the notion of him and Trumps saving anybody overwhelmed him for a moment; nevertheless, he really was excited by what he had heard.

Come  come with me, he cried, suddenly seizing Trumps by the sleeve of his shabby coat and half dragging him up to the garret, where he found old Liz and Susy in the garden on the roof.

Allow me to introdooce a friend, granny. E aint much to look at, but never mind, es a good un to go.

Old Liz and Susy had become too much accustomed to low life in its worst phases to be much troubled by the appearance of their visitor, and when he had explained the object of his visit they became deeply interested.

You think, then, said Liz, after listening to the whole story, that lawyer Lockhart intends to hide a 50 pound note in Mr Laidlaws travelling bag, and say he stole it?

Yes, maam; thats what I think.

And for what purpose? asked Susy with some anxiety.

To git him convicted an sent to prison, miss, replied Trumps promptly. I know lawyer Lockhart  we call im liar Lockhart in the  well, ahem! an as I was sayin, es a villain asll stick at nothing. If e sets is art on gittin Mr Laidlaw into prison ell git im in; for what purpus, of course, I dont know.

After further discussion of the subject it was finally arranged that Tommy Splint should go straight to the house of Mr Spivin, where the Scotsman lodged, and reconnoitre.

And be sure, Tommy, whispered Susan at the head of the stair when he was about to leave, that you find out all about this horrid plot. We must save him. He saved me, you know, she added, with a blush.

Yes, we must save im, said the boy in a tone of determination that inspired confidence in the girl, even though it made her laugh.

Trumps accompanied Tommy part of the way, and told him that he knew some ugly things about lawyer Lockhart that might get that gentleman into difficulties if he could only prove them, but he couldnt quite see his way to that, not being learned enough in the law.

You see, Tommy

Thomas, if you please, interrupted the urchin with dignity. My hintimates calls me Tommy, but you aint one o them yet, Mr Trumps. You aint even on my wisitin list. Praps I may promote yer to that some day, but  it depends. Now, look ere, slimey-coat  if any one larned in the law was inclined to pump you, could you be pumped?

With a remarkably sly look Trumps replied, Yes  for a consideration!

All right, young man. Give me your card; or, if you haint got one, let me know were you ang hout.

Having been satisfied on this point, Tommy told the thief that he had no further use for him, and as he wished to cross London Bridge alone, he (Trumps) was free to make himself scarce.




Chapter Ten.

Detective Doings.

For a considerable time the boy prowled about the house of Mr Spivin in the hope of seeing David Laidlaw go out or in; but our Scot did not appear. At last a servant-girl came to the open door with a broom in her hand to survey the aspect of things in general. Tommy walked smartly up to her, despite the stern gaze of a suspicious policeman on the opposite side of the street.

My sweet gal, he said affably touching his cap, is Capting Laidlaw within?

Theres no Captain Laidlaw here, answered the girl sharply; there was a Daivid Laidlaw, but

Da-a-a-vid, my dear, not Daivid. The genlmn hisself told me, and surely e knows ow to prenounce is own name best.

Youve a deal of cheek, boy  anyway, Laidlaw as bin took up, an es now in prison.

The sudden look of consternation on the boys face caused the girl to laugh.

Dee know were theyve took im to?

No, I dont.

But surely you dont blieve es guilty? said the boy, forgetting even his humorous tendencies in his anxiety about his friend.

No, I dont said the girl, becoming suddenly earnest, for Mary an me saw

Martha-a-a! shouted a female voice from the interior of the house at that moment.

The girl ran in. At the same time the suspicious policeman came up with, Now then, youngster, move on.

Move off you mean, bobby. Haint you been to school yet, stoopid? cried the boy, applying his thumb to his nose and moving his fingers in what he styled a thumbetrical manner as he ran away.

But poor Tommy Splint was in no jesting mood. He had been impressed with the idea from infancy  rightly or wrongly  that once in the clutches of the law it was no easy matter to escape from them; and he was now utterly incapable of deciding what his next step should be. In this difficulty he was about to return disconsolate to Cherub Court when it occurred to him that it might be worth while to pay a visit to the good ship Seacow, and obtain the opinion of Sam Blake.

Although it was broad day and the sun was glowing gloriously in an unclouded sky, he found Sam down in a dark hole, which he styled his bunk, fast asleep.

Sam did not move when Tommy shook and woke him. He merely opened his eyes quietly and said, All right, my lad; whats up? After hearing the boys story to the end he merely said, Mind your helm  clear out! flung off his blankets, and bounded to the floor like an acrobat.

Being already in his shirt, short drawers, and stockings, it did not take quite a minute to don trousers, vest and coat. Another minute sufficed for the drawing on of boots, fastening a necktie, running a broken comb through his front locks, and throwing on a glazed hat. Two minutes all told! Men whose lives often depend on speed acquire a wonderful power of calmly-rapid action.

What dee say to it, Sam? asked Tommy as they hurried along the streets.

Hold on! avast! belay! Im thinkin! said Sam. The boy accordingly held on, avasted, and belayed until his companion had thought it out.

Yes, thats it, said the sailor at last. Ill go an see Colonel  Colonel  whats is name? old Lizs friend  Burntwood, is it, or

Brentwood, said Tommy.

Thats it  Brentwood. You dont know his address, do you? No? Never mind; well go to Cherub Court an get it, and then make sail for the Colonels. Ive no more notion which way to steer, lad, than the man in the moon; but the Colonel will be sure to know how to lay our course, an hell be willin, Ive no doubt first for his own sake, seein that this Lockhart is his own lawyer; second, for old Lizs sake, seein that her affairs are involved in it; and third, for the sake of his country, if hes a good and true man.

The sailor was not disappointed. Colonel Brentwood did not indeed himself know exactly how to act but he knew that the best thing to do in the circumstances was to seek aid from those who did know. He therefore went straight to Scotland Yard  that celebrated centre of the London Police Force  and put the matter before the authorities there. A detective, named Dean, was appointed to take the job in hand.

John, observed Mrs Brentwood to her husband, prophetically, after an interview with the detective at their own house, you may depend upon it that Mr Dean will discover that more things are amiss than this affair of the Scotsman and dear old nurse.

Possibly  indeed probably, returned the Colonel; but what makes you think so?

The fact that no thorough scoundrel ever yet confined himself to one or two pieces of villainy.

But Lockhart is not yet proved to be a thorough scoundrel. You have condemned the poor man, my dear, without trial, and on insufficient evidence.

Insufficient evidence! echoed Dora indignantly. What more do you want? Has he not systematically robbed dear old Liz? Are not the Railway Share Lists and Reports open to inspection?

True, Dora, true. Be not indignant. I have admitted that you may be right. Our detective will soon find out. He has the calm, self-confident, penetrating look of a man who could, if possible, screw something out of nothing.

Whether or not Mr Dean possessed the power ascribed to him is yet to be seen. We have not space to follow him through the whole of the serpentine sinuosities of his investigations, but we will watch him at one or two salient points of his course.

First of all he visited Tommy Splint, who, in the privacy of his boodwar revealed to him, as he thought, every scrap of information about the affair that he possessed. To all of this Mr Dean listened in perfect silence, patiently, and with a smile of universal benevolence. He not only appreciated all the boys commentaries and jests and prophecies on the situation, but encouraged the full development of his communicative disposition. Tommy was charmed. Never before had he met with such an audience  except, perhaps, in Susy.

When the boy had fairly run himself out Mr Dean proceeded to pump and squeeze, and the amount of relevant matter that he pumped and squeezed out of him, in cross-questioning, was so great, that Tommy was lost in a mixture of admiration and humility. You see, up to that time he had thought himself rather a knowing fellow; but Mr Dean managed to remove the scales from his eyes.

Now, my boy, said the detective, after having squeezed him quite flat, and screwed the very last drop out of him, you are quite sure, I suppose, as to Mr Trumpss words  namely, that he knew Mrs Morley  chimney-pot Liz, as you call her

Parding. I never called her that  chimley-pot is her name.

Well, chimley-pot be it  and that he had formerly known Mr Lockhart but did not say when or where he had first become acquainted with either; yet Trumpss peculiar look and manner when speaking of the lawyer led you to think he knew more about him than he chose to tell?

Right you air, sir. Thats ow it stands.

Good; and in reference to the servant-girl  you are sure that she became suddenly very earnest when she said she believed Laidlaw was not guilty, and that she and some one named Mary had seen something, but you dont know what, owing to a sudden interruption?

Right again, sir.

Now, then, said Mr Dean, rising, we will go up and see Mrs Morley.

They found the old woman alone, knitting in her rustic chair in her floral bower on the roof. Mr Dean sat down to have a chat and Tommy seated himself on a stool to gaze and listen, for he was fascinated, somehow, by the detective.

It was really interesting to observe the tact with which the man approached his subject and the extreme patience with which he listened to the somewhat garrulous old woman.

Being a Briton he began, of course, with the weather, but slid quickly and naturally from that prolific subject to the garden, in connection with which he displayed a considerable knowledge of horticulture  but this rather in the way of question than of comment. To slide from the garden to the gardener was very easy as well as natural; and here Mr Dean quite won the old womans heart by his indirect praise of Susys manipulation of plants and soils. To speak of Susy, without referring to Susys early history, would have been to show want of interest in a very interesting subject. Mr Dean did not err in this respect. From Susys mother he naturally referred to the family in which she and old Liz had been in service, and to the return of the only surviving member of it to England.

All this was very interesting, no doubt, but it did not throw much light into the mind of Mr Dean, until old Liz mentioned the fact that Mr Lockhart, besides being solicitor to the Brentwoods, was also solicitor to old Mr Weston, who had left his property to Colonel Brentwood. She also said that she feared, from what Mrs Brentwood had recently said to her, there was some difficulty about the will, which was a pity, as the only people she knew besides Mr Lockhart who knew anything about it were a footman named Rogers and a butler named Sutherland, both of whom had been witnesses to the will; but the footman had gone to the bad, and the butler had gone she knew not where.

Then Mr Dean began to smell another rat, besides that which he was just then in pursuit of, for the Colonel had incidentally mentioned to him the circumstance of the estate passing away from him, owing to a new will having been recently discovered. Although the matter was not the detectives present business, he made a mental note of it.

After quitting the garden, and promising soon to return, the detective had an interview with Mr Trumps in the parlour of the thieves missionary. Many a fallen and apparently lost man and woman had been brought to the Saviour in that parlour by that missionary  the same whom we have introduced to the reader in the thieves den. Through the medium of Tommy Splint the interview was brought about, and no sooner did Trumps ascertain the object that Dean had in view than he became suddenly confidential.

Now, look here, he said, when he found himself alone with Mr Dean, I knows more about them Brentwoods and Westons than you think for.

No doubt you do; and I suppose you wish to sell your knowledge at the highest possible figure, said Dean, with a very slight smile.

Youre wrong for once, returned Trumps. If youd said that to me two days ago, Id ave said yes; but Ive eard things in this blessed room wich as made me change my mind. Youre welcome to all I knows for nothing.

Mr Dean did not believe in sudden conversion, nevertheless he expressed gratification. Being what the Yankees call cute, he avoided anything like eagerness in gaining information.

My business here, however, he said, is to get information about that Scotsman, you know, and the charge of theft by Mr Lockhart. We believe Laidlaw to be innocent and, understanding that you think as we do, and that you know something about him, we hope you may be able to help us.

From this point Mr Dean began to pump and squeeze, and Trumps proved worthy of his name in the way he submitted to both processes. At last, when nothing more was to be got Mr Dean said, in a somewhat careless way, You are acquainted, I believe, with old Mrs Morley  chimney-pot Liz, they call her  are you not?

Yes, I am. Ive known her long. Knew her when I was footman in a family connected with the Brentwoods.

Oho! thought Mr Dean with sudden surprise, for he began to smell more of his second rat, but he looked stolid; said nothing; did not move a muscle; merely nodded his head gently as if to say, go on.

Now I know what youre driving at, continued Trumps, with a very knowing wink, an Ill help you. First place, my name aint Trumps.

I know that  its Rodgers, said the detective.

Whew! how dee know that? exclaimed the thief in extreme surprise.

We detectives know everything, said Dean.

Oh! then theres no need for me to tell you anything more, returned Trumps, alias Rodgers, with a grin.

Well, I dont know exactly everything, returned Dean; but I do know  at least I guess  that you were a footman in the service of Richard Weston, Esquire, of Weston Hall, in Kent; that the butlers name was Sutherland, and that you and he were witnesses to Mr Westons will.

Just so. Youre right.

Now, are you aware, said Mr Dean, that Colonel Brentwood has lost, or is going to lose, his estate because a new will by Richard Weston has been found, leaving it to another man?

No, I did not know that, but that clears up to me the mystery of the will that I witnessed. You must know that when we were witnessing the will, Sutherland and me both noticed that it was eight pages of big paper, and that it seemed to have two beginnings  one bein in the middle. Master couldnt see well, an was very weak at the time  so weak that when he came to the last page the pen fell out of his hand and only half of the last name was signed. Mr Lockhart said that would do, however, an we witnessed it. Master never completed the signature, for he took to his bed that very day, and no one ever saw him put pen to paper again. Sutherland often spoke to me about that, and wondered if a will with an imperfect signature would pass. Howsever, it was none of our business, so we forgot about it, and soon after Sutherland went to stay with a family in Pimlico as butler, where I think he is now. As for me

Yes, I know, said Dean significantly; you need not recall that just now. Can you give me the name and address of the family in Pimlico?

Good; now then, said Mr Dean after booking his information, Ill want to see you again, so dont get yourself into scrapes, and keep your tongue quiet. Your missionary will help you, I have no doubt. Meanwhile, I will go and pay a visit to a certain Martha who lives on the other side of the river.




Chapter Eleven.

Pumping and Squeezing  The Garret Class, Etcetera.

When Mr Dean succeeded, with some difficulty, in obtaining a private interview with Mr Spivins servant Martha, he proceeded with much politeness and subtlety to pump and squeeze her.

And it may be remarked here that Mr Dean had what Martha afterwards styled a way with him that was quite irresistible, insomuch that she was led, somehow, to speak of things she never meant to mention, and to reveal things she never intended to confess.

You see, sir, she said, its the dooty of me an Mary to do the bedrooms wen the familys at breakfast. Well, that morning we went as usual to Mr Laidlaws room first, because es quick with is meals an wants is boots put in is room so as he may get out immediately. Mr Laidlaw as no luggage, sir, only a shoulder-bag, an it was lyin open on the table, so me an Mary looked into it just to  to

To see that nothing had tumbled out, suggested Mr Dean. I understand.

Just so, sir, assented Martha; and there was nothink in it but a spare shirt rolled up, and a pair of socks, and a small Bible  no money or watch or anythink that would break even if it did tumble out, is shavin things and all that being on the dressin-table  so

So your mind was relieved, Martha  well, go on.

But as we was agoin to close the bag, continued the girl, we observed an inner pocket, an Mary says, praps there was a love-letter in it! I laughed an said, Lets look an see. So we looked an saw nothink.

You both looked and were quite sure of that? asked Mr Dean.

Yes, quite sure, for we both felt the pocket all round as well as looked into it.

Well, go on.

Then we shut the bag, and after we had finished the room, we was just goin out, when master he ran up-stairs as if he was in a hurry. He came into the room with a bit of paper in is and, somethink like a bank note, but he started on seein us, an crumpled up the paper an stuffed it in is pocket. At the same time e got very angry, scolded us for being so slow, and ordered us off to the other rooms. Not ten minutes after that in comes Mr Lockhart, the lawyer, with two policemen, an seizes Mr Laidlaw, who was still at is breakfast. At first he got very angry an shoved one policemen over the sofa and the other into the coal-scuttle, at the same time sayin in a growly voice, I think eeve  aw  geen  mad  thee  gither  oh, I cant speak Scotch! exclaimed Martha, bursting into a laugh.

Better not try, my dear, said Dean, with a peculiar smile.

Well, then, continued Martha, on recovering herself, when the policemen got up again Mr Laidlaw said he had no intention of running away (only e said rinnin awa), and that he would go with them quietly if theyd only be civil (e called it seevil!), and assured them they had made a mistake. They was more civil after that, for Mr Laidlaw ad doubled is fists an looked, oh my! like a Bengal tiger robbed of its young ones. So they all went straight to the bedroom, and me an Mary followed with master and missis and the waiters, an they searched all round the room, coming to the bag last though it was the only thing on the table, and right under their noses, an sure enough they found a 50 pound note there in the little pocket!

And what said the Scotsman to that? asked Mr Dean, with a slight grin.

He said, turning to master, It was you did that ee  blagyird! cried Martha, again bursting into laughter at her Scotch. And then, continued Martha, one of the policemen said e ad seen Mr Laidlaw not long ago in company with a well-known thief, and the other one swore e ad seen im the same night in a thieves den, and that e was hevidently on a friendly footin wi them for e ad refused to quit the place, and was hinsolent. At this lawyer Lockhart shook is ead and said e thought it was a bad case, an the poor Scotsman seemed so took aback that e said nothink  only stared from one to another, and went off quietly to prison.

After investigating the matter a little further, and obtaining, through Martha, a private interview with Mary, who corroborated all that her fellow-servant had said, Mr Dean went straight to Pimlico, and interviewed the butler who had been in the service of the Weston family. Thereafter he visited Colonel Brentwood, and, in the presence of his wife and daughter discussed the whole affair from beginning to end. We will spare the reader that discussion, and turn towards Newgate.

On the evening of that day poor David Laidlaw found himself in durance vile, with massive masonry around him, and a very Vesuvius of indignation within him. Fortunately, in the afternoon of the following day, which chanced to be Sunday, a safety valve  a sort of crater  was allowed to him in the shape of pen, ink, and paper. Using these materials, he employed his enforced leisure in writing to that receptacle of his early and later joys and woes  his mother.

Whar dye think Ive gotten t noo, mither? the letter began. Im in Newgate! Its an auld gate noo-a-days, an a bad gate onyway, for its a prison. Think o that! If onybody had said I wad be in jail maist as soon as I got to Bawbylon I wad have said he was leein! But here I am, hard an fast, high and dry  uncomon dry!  wi naething but stane aroond me  stane was, stane ceilin, stane floor; my very hairt seems turned to stane. Losh, woman, it bates a!

Its no maner o use gaun into the hale story. A buik wad scarce had it a. The detailsll keep till you an I meet again on the braes o Yarrow  if we iver meet there, which is by no means sure, for thae Englishersll be the death o me afore I git hame, if they gang on as theyve begood. Heres the ootline:  

Ive been thick wi thieves, burglars, pickpockets, an the like. Veesitin at their dens, an gaun aboot the streets wi them, an Ive stolen a fifty-pun note, an its been fund i the pouch inside my bag. Thats the warst ot; but it seems that Ive also resistet the poliss in the dischairge o their duty, which means that I flang ane ower a sofa an stappit anither into a coal-scuttle  though I didna mean it, puir falla, for his breeks suffered in the way that yeve aften seen mine whan I was a wee laddie. But I was roused to that extent whan they first gruppit me that I couldna help it!

I wadna mind it muckle if it wasna that Ive no a freend to help me  

I was interruptit to receive a veesiter  an a rebuik at the same time, for he turned oot to be a freend, though a stranger, a Colonel Brentwud, whas been cheetit by that blagyird lawyer thats tryin to play the mischief wi me. But hell fin that Im teuch! The Colonel says theyll hae nae diffeeculty in clearin me, so let that comfort ye, mither.  Yer ill-doin son, David.

P.S.  Theres a wee laddie Ive fawn in wi since I cam to Bawbylon, they ca him Tammy Splint. O woman, but he is a queer bairn. Hes jist been to see me i my cell, an the moment he cam in, though he was half greetin, he lookit roond an said, Isnt this a sell! Eh, but he is auld-farrant! wi mair gumption than mony full-grown men, to say naething o women.

But David Laidlaw had more friends in London than he was aware of. At the very time that he was penning the foregoing epistle to his mother, a number of disreputable-looking men were bewailing his fate and discussing his affairs in the thieves den, and two equally disreputable women were quarrelling over the same subject in a wretched dwelling in the presence of a third woman, who presided over a teapot.

One of the women, whose visage exhibited marks of recent violence, struck her fist on the table and exclaimed, No, Mrs Rampy, you are wrong, as usual. The story I eard about im was quite different an I believes it too, for them Scotsmen are a rough lot  no better than they should be.

Mrs Blathers, remarked Mrs Rampy, in a soft sarcastic tone which she was wont to assume when stung to the quick, and which her friend knew from experience was the prelude to a burst of passion, I may be wrong as usual, but as you have never seen or conwersed with this Scotsman, an dont know nothink about im, perhaps you will condescend to give me an Liz the kreckt wershion.

Now, Mrs Rampy, interposed old Liz, grasping her teapot, dont be angry, for Mrs Blathers is right. Scotsmen are no better than they should be. Neither are English nor Irish nor Welshmen. In fact, theres none of us  men or women  nearly as good as we should be. Now, I am sure it wont be denied, continued Liz, in an argumentative tone, that Mrs Blathers might be better

Ha! I wont deny it, said Mrs Rampy, with emphasis.

Nor, continued Liz, hastening to equalise her illustration, nor that Mrs Rampy might be better

Right you are, said Mrs Blathers, with sarcasm. And Im still surer, said Liz hurriedly  a little put out at the ready reception of her propositions that I might be better

Not at all, interrupted both ladies at once; youre a trump, Liz, youre a dear creetur!

Come, then, cried old Liz, with a laugh that set the fang wobbling, you are at all events agreed upon that point so  have another cup, Mrs Rampy.

Thankee, Liz, and plenty of sugar.

Hm! you need it! muttered Mrs Blathers; no sugar at all for me, Liz.

Well, now, cried Liz, rendered bold by desperation, I do wonder that two such strong, warm-hearted women as you should so often fall out. Each of you loves some one  dont I know!  with powerful affection, so, why couldnt you love each other?

This tribute to their feelings so tickled the women that they set down their tea-cups and laughed prodigiously.

Now, do,  theres a couple of dears!  shake hands over your tea, an lets have a pleasant talk, said old Liz, following up her advantage.

The mollified women did not shake hands, but each raised her tea-cup to her lips and winked.

Your ealth, Blathers.

Same to you, Rampy.

And now, Liz, said the latter, as she pushed in her cup for more, lets ear all about it.

Yes, said Mrs Blathers also pushing in her cup, lets ave your wersion, Liz.

While Liz gives her version of Laidlaws misfortunes we will return to the garden, where, being Sunday afternoon, Susy Blake was busy with a small class of the most disreputable little ragged boys that the neighbourhood produced.

The boys were emphatically bad boys. They feared neither God nor man. The property of other people was their chief source of livelihood, and the streets, or the jails, were their homes. Nevertheless, when in the garden class, those boys were patterns of good behaviour, because each boy knew that if he did not behave and keep quiet he would infallibly be dismissed from the class, and this was a punishment which none of them could endure. Unlike many other teachers, Susy had not to go about enticing boys to her Sabbath class. Her chief difficulty was to prevent them coming in such numbers as would have overflowed the garden altogether.

And the secret of this was that Susy Blake possessed much of an unconscious influence called loving-kindness. No weapon of the spiritual armoury is equal to this. In the hands of a man it is tremendous. In those of a pretty girl it is irresistible. By means of it she brought the fiercest little arabs of the slums to listen to the story of Jesus and His love. She afterwards asked God, the Holy Spirit, to water the good seed sown, and the result was success.

But loving-kindness was not her only weapon. She had in addition quite a glittering little armoury in which were such weapons as play of fancy, lively imagination, fervent enthusiasm, resolute purpose, fund of anecdote, sparkling humour, intense earnestness, and the like, all of which she kept flashing around the heads of her devoted worshippers until they were almost beside themselves with astonishment, repentance, and good resolves. Of course, when away from her influence the astonishment was apt to diminish, the repentance to cease, and the good resolves to vanish away; but resolute purpose had kept Susy at them until in the course of time there was a perceptible improvement in the environment of Cherub Court, and a percentage of souls rescued from the ranks of the ragamuffins.

On this particular Sunday Tommy Splint, who was a regular attendant at the garden class, arrived late.

Why, Tommy, said the teacher, turning herself from a little boy on whom she had been trying specially to impress some grand eternal truth, this is not like you. Has anything happened to detain you?

No, Susy, answered the boy, slipping into his place  with a compound expression in which the spirit of fun, whom no one doubted, gave the lie to the spirit of penitence, in whom no one believed but Ive bin to a sort o Sunday class aready.

Indeed, where have you been?

At Mrs Rampys, were I seed a most hedifyin spectacle  granny tryin to bring Mrs Rampy an Mrs Blathers to a eavenly state of mind over a cup of tea, an them both resistin of er like one oclock!

Ah! my boy, said Susy, shaking her head and a finger at the urchin, youve been eavesdropping again!

No, indeed, Susy, I hant, returned the boy quite earnestly, not since the time you nabbed me with my ear to the key-ole of quarrelsome Tims door. I was a-sittin at Mrs Rampys open door quite openly like  though not quite in sight, I dessay  an they was pitchin into each other quite openly too, an granny a-tryin to pour ile on the troubled waters! It was as good as a play. But wen Mrs Rampy takes up her cup to drink the ealth of Mrs B an says, with sitch a look, Your ealth, Blathers, I could old on no longer. I split and bolted! Thats wot brought me ere a little sooner than I might ave bin.

There was a tendency to laugh at this explanation, which Susy did not check, but after a few moments she held up a finger, which produced instant silence, while she drew a letter from her pocket.

Im sorry to disappoint you to-day, Tommy, she said, handing him the letter, but I must send you with this to my father. Mr Brentwood called with it not half an hour since, saying it was of importance to have it delivered soon, as it was connected with the case of Mr Laidlaw. So be off with it as fast as you can. You know where to find father  on board the Seacow.

Tommy Splint was indeed disappointed at having to leave the garden class thus abruptly. He consoled himself, however, with the reflection that he was perhaps doing important service to his friend Da-a-a-vid Laidlaw. He further consoled himself, on reaching the court below, by uttering a shriek which sent a cat that chanced to be reposing there in rampant alarm into the depths of a convenient cellar. Thereafter he went into a contemplative frame of mind to the docks, and found Sam Blake as usual in his bunk.

I say, Sam, dee spend all yer time  night and day  in yer bunk?

Not exactly, lad, answered the seaman, with a smile, but without showing any intention to rise. You see we sea-dogs have a hard time of it. What with bein liable to be routed out at all hours, an expected to work at any hour, we git into a way of making a grab at sleep when an where we gits the chance. Im makin up lee-way just now. Bin to church in the forenoon though. I aint a heathen, Tommy.

You looks uncommon like one, anyhow  with your air an ead an beard an blankits mixed up together all of a mush. Theres a letter for ee, old man.

Without a word the sailor took the epistle, read it slowly, while the boy watched him keenly, then thrust it under his pillow.

You aint agoin to clear for action at once, then? said the boy.

No, not just yet.

Any message for me? asked Tommy.

None wotsomedever.

Seeing that his friend did not intend to be communicative the boy wisely changed the subject.

Now, Sam, about them pirits. Were was it they fust got old of you?

Down somewheres among the Philippine Islands, replied Sam, drawing the blankets more comfortably round him, but to tell you the truth, lad, after theyd taken our ship an made every man o the crew walk the plank except me an the skipper, they putt us in the hold, tied up hand an futt so as we could scarce move. Why they spared us was a puzzle to me at the time, but I afterwards found out it was because somehow theyd got it into their heads that the skipper an mate of our ship knew somethin about where some treasure that they were after had been buried. Hand me that there pipe, Tommy  not the noo one; the short black fellow wi the Turks head on the bowl. Thankee.

An did you know about the treasure? asked Tommy, handing the pipe in question.

Bless you, no, returned the seaman, proceeding to render the confined air of the bunk still more unbearable; we knowd of no treasure. If we had wed have bin arter it ourselves, double quick. As it was, they burnt us wi hot irons an tortered us in various ways to make us confess, but we had nothin to confess, so had to grin an bear it  sometimes to yell an bear it! You see, lad, they mistook me for the mate, so thats how I came to escape. He was a fine man was that mate, continued the seaman in a lower tone, a strong, handsome, kind young officer, an a great favourite. Ive often wondered why he was taken an me spared.

Praps it was for Susys sake! suggested Tommy.

Sam looked at the boy  a quick half-surprised glance. Not a bad notion that, my lad. I shouldnt wonder if it was for Susys sake. I never thought o that before. Anyhow I comfort myself sometimes when I think o the poor mate that he was saved a deal o torterin; which, let me tell you, aint easy to bear.

But go aead, Sam, with more about the pirits, said Tommy.

No, lad, no  not just now. I wants to snooze. So  you clap on all sail an youll be in time yet for the tail end o Susys lesson.




Chapter Twelve.

Through Fire and Smoke to Felicity.

Free once more, David Laidlaw naturally directed his steps towards Cherub Court.

His freedom was the result of Mr Deans labours, for with the information which he had ferreted out that sedate individual found no difficulty in proving the innocence of our Scotsman, and the guilt, in more matters than one, of Mr John Lockhart. The latter was, however, too wide-awake for our detective, for when a warrant was obtained for his apprehension, and Mr Dean went to effect the capture, it was found that the bird had flown with a considerable amount of clients property under his wing!

Although Laidlaws period of incarceration had been unusually brief, it had afforded ample time for meditation. Davids powers of meditation were strong  his powers of action even stronger. While in his cell he had opened his little Bible  the only book allowed him  and turned to the passage which states that, it is not good that man should be alone. Then he turned to that which asserts that, a good wife is from the Lord, after which he sat on his bench a long time with his eyes closed  it might be in meditation, perhaps in prayer. The only words that escaped him, however, were in a murmur.

Ay, mither, yere right. Yeve been right iver since I kent ye. But yell be sair putt aboot, woman, whan ye hear that shes a waux doll! Doll, indeed! angel wad be mair like the truth. But haud ye there, David, yeve no gotten her yet.

With some such thoughts in his brain, and a fixed resolve in his heart, he presented himself in the garden on the roof, where he found old Liz, Susy, and Sam Blake assembled. They all seemed as if oppressed by some disappointment, but their looks changed instantly on the entrance of the visitor. Susy, especially, sprang up with a bright smile, but observing the readiness and the look with which Laidlaw advanced to meet her, she checked herself, blushed, and looked as well as felt confused.

My poor little girl is greatly put about said Sam Blake in explanation, because shes just heard from Samson and Son that theyve too many hands already, an dont want her.

Dont want her? exclaimed the Scot; theyre born eediots!

The emphasis with which this was said caused Susy to laugh, and to discover that her skirt had been caught by a nail in one of the flower-boxes. At the same time a vague suspicion for the first time entered the head of old Liz, causing her to wobble the fang with vigour and look at Laidlaw with some anxiety.

At this critical moment feet were heard clattering and stumbling up the stair as if in tremendous haste. Next moment Tommy burst upon their vision in a full suit of superfine blue with brass buttons!

Tommy! exclaimed Susy in amazement.

No, madam  no. Tummas, if you please, said the boy with dignity, though almost bursting with suppressed excitement. Im man-servant to Colonel John Brentwood, Esquire, M.P., F.R.Z.Q.T., Feller of the Royal Society  an good society, an every other society. Salary not yet fixed; lodgin, washin, an wittles found. Parkisites warious.

But why didnt you tell us of this before? asked Liz, patting the urchins head and smiling benignantly.

Cause I wanted to screw you up vith surprise, an Ive done it too! But Ive ony jest entered on my dooties, and ave bin sent immedingtly with a message that you an Susy are expected to pay us a wisit, which is now doo, an Mr Da-a-a-vid Laidlaw is to go there right away  vithout delay  as we say in the poetical vest end.

And when are Susy and I expected? asked Liz.

To-morrer.

But what are you, Tommy? What are you engaged to do? asked Susy.

Play wi the knives, amoose myself wi the boots and shoes of a mornin, entertain wisitors at the door with brief conversations, take occasional strolls with messages, be a sorter companion to Miss Rosa, wots to be married in a veek or two, and, ginerally, to enjoy myself. Im a tiger, I is, but I dont growl  oh no! I only purr. My name is Tummas, an my ome is marble alls!

Our Scotsman went off without delay in response to the message, and was thus prevented from carrying out his fixed resolve just then. However, he wouldnt give in, not he! he would soon find a more convenient opportunity.

Meanwhile Tommy Splint having particularly requested and obtained leave to spend the night  his last night before going to service  with his granny, he and Sam set to work in the garden to rig up temporary sleeping arrangements à la Robinson Crusoe, for it was arranged that they should have a grand supper in the garret in honour of the rescue of Laidlaw  the returned convict, alias ticket-of-leave man, as Tommy called him  and that the males of the party should thereafter sleep in the garden.

Need we say that the supper-party was jovial? We think not. The ticket-of-leave man and the tiger were inimitable in their own lines, and Sam came out so strong on the pirits of the Philippine Islands that the tiger even declared himself to be satiated with blood! As for Susy  she would have been an amply sufficient audience for each of the party, had all the others been away, and the fang of old Liz became riotously demonstrative, though she herself remained silent gazing from one face to another with her glittering black eyes.

Finally the ladies retired to rest in the garret, and the gentlemen went to sleep in the garden.

Ah! how very old, yet ever new, is the word that man knows not what an hour may bring forth! Forces unseen, unthought of, are ever at work around us, from the effects of which, it may be, human strength is powerless to deliver.

That night, late  or rather, about the early hours of morning  a spark, which earlier in the night had fallen from the pipe of a drunkard in the public-house below, began to work its deadly way through the boarding of the floor. For a long time there was little smoke and no flame. Gradually, however, the spark grew to a burning mass, which created the draught of air that fanned it.

It chanced that night that, under the influence of some irresistible impulse or antagonistic affinity like a musical discord, Mrs Rampy and Mrs Blathers were discussing their friends and neighbours in the abode of the former, without the softening influence of the teapot and old Liz.

I smells a smell! exclaimed Mrs Rampy, sniffing.

Wery likely, remarked Mrs Blathers; your ouse aint over-clean.

But the insinuation was lost on Mrs Rampy, who was naturally keen of scent. She rose, ran to the window, opened it, thrust out her dishevelled head, and exclaimed Fire!

No, it aint, said her friend; its ony smoke.

Unfortunately the two women wondered for a few precious minutes and ran out to the court, into which, from a back window of the public-house, smoke was slowly streaming. Just then a slight glimmer was seen in the same window.

Fire! fire! yelled Mrs Rampy, now thoroughly alarmed.

Smoke! smo-o-o-oke! shrieked Mrs Blathers. The two women were gifted with eminently persuasive lungs. All the surrounding courts and streets were roused in a few minutes, and poured into the lanes and alleys which led to Cherub Court.

That extremely vigilant body, the London Fire Brigade, had their nearest engines out in two minutes. Many of the more distant men were roused by telegraph. Though in bed, partially clad and asleep, at one moment, the next moment they were leaping into boots and pantaloons which stood agape for them. Brass-helmeted, and like comets with a stream of fire behind them, they were flying to the rescue five minutes after the yell and shriek of Fi-i-ire! and Smo-o-o-oke!

Owing to the great elevation of the garden, and its being surrounded by stacks of chimneys, it was some minutes before the sleepers there were aroused. Then, like giants refreshed, David and Sam leapt from their bunks, and, like Jack-in-the-box, Tommy Splint shot from his kennel. There was no occasion to dress. In the circumstances the three had turned in, as Sam expressed it, all standing.

They rushed at the door of the garret, but it was bolted on the inside. Susy, who had been awake, had heard the alarm and drawn the bolt so as to give time for hastily throwing on a few garments. The men thundered violently and tried to force the door, but the door was strong, and an instinctive feeling of delicacy restrained them for a few seconds from bursting it open.

Susy! Susy! roared the father; open! Quick! Fire!

One moment, father. Im dressing granny, and

A loud shriek terminated the sentence, for the flames, gathering headway with wild rapidity, had burst-up some part of the liquor den at the basement and went roaring up the staircase, sending dense clouds of smoke in advance.

This was enough. Laidlaw threw his heavy bulk against the door, burst lock and hinge, and sent it flat on the garret floor. Blinding smoke met and almost choked him as he fell, and Sam, tumbling over him, caught up the first person his hands touched and bore her out. It was old Liz  half dressed, and wrapped in a blanket! Susy, also half dressed, and with a shawl wrapped round her shoulders, was carried out by Laidlaw. Both were unhurt, though half stifled by smoke, and greatly alarmed.

Ye ken the hoose, Tammy; hoo shall we gang?

Theres no way to escape! cried the poor boy, with a distracted look.

One glance at the staircase convinced Laidlaw that escape in that direction was impossible. Plunging into the garret again he seized the door and jammed it into its place, thus stopping the gush of black smoke, and giving them a few minutes breathing space.

Is there a rope in the garret? asked Sam eagerly.

No  nothink o the kind, gasped Tommy.

No sheets,  blankets? asked the Scot.

Only two or three, replied Susan, who supported Liz in the rustic chair. Theyre much worn, and not enough to reach near the ground.

It was no time for useless talk. The two men said no more, but sprang on the parapet outside the garden, to find, if possible, a way of escape by the roofs of the neighbouring houses. The sight they beheld was sufficiently appalling. The fire which raged below them cast a noonday glare over the wilderness of chimney-stacks around, revealing the awful nature of their position, and, in one direction, thousands of upturned faces. The men were observed as they ran along the parapet, and a deep hoarse cry from the sympathetic multitude rose for a few moments above the roaring of the flames.

On two sides the walls of the building went sheer down, sixty feet or more, without a break, into a yard which bristled with broken wood and old lumber. Evidently death faced them in that direction. The third side was the gable-end of the garret. On the fourth side there was a descent of twelve feet or so on to the roof of the next block, which happened to be lower  but that block was already in flames.

There is our chief hope, said the sailor, pointing to it.

Nay, responded Laidlaw in a low voice, pointing upwards oor main hope is there! I thocht they had fire-escapes here, he added, turning to Tommy, who had joined them.

So they ave, but no escape can be got down the yards ere. The halleys is too narrer.

Come, Ill git a blankit to lower Susan and auld Liz, said Laidlaw, hastening back to the garden, where the trembling women awaited the result of their inspection.

While the Scotsman removed the door and dashed once again into the smoke-filled garret, the sailor hurriedly explained to the women what they were going to attempt, and impressed upon them the necessity of submitting entirely to whatever was required of them, which will be, he said, chiefly to shut your eyes an keep quiet.

Laidlaw quickly returned with a couple of sheets and a blanket. Sam knotted the sheets together in sailor-like fashion, while his friend made a secure bundle of old Liz with the blanket. Sam was lowered first to the roof of the tenement which we have said was already on fire, and stood ready to receive Liz. She was safely let down and the sheet-rope was detached.

Well no mak a bundle o you, said David, turning to Susy; jist putt it roond yer waist.

When she was safely lowered, Tommy was grasped by an arm and let down till his feet rested on Sams head, whence he easily leaped to the roof, and then David let himself drop. To reach a place of temporary safety they had now to walk on the top of a partition of old brick, about eight inches wide, a fall from which, on one side, meant death, on the other side, broken bones at the least. They knew that a loose brick or a false step might be fatal, but there was no alternative.

Sam turned to his daughter: Ye could never cross that, Susy? he said.

Although no coward, the poor girl shrank from the giddy ledge, which was rendered more dangerous and terrible by being now surrounded by occasional puffs of smoke and clouds of steam from the water of a dozen hydrants which by that time were playing into the raging flames. To add to the horrors of the situation, beams and masses of masonry were heard occasionally crashing in the interior of the building.

Sam advanced to take Susy in his arms, but Laidlaw stepped between them.

Leave her t me, he said; the auld womans lichter, an yere no sae strong as me.

Saying which, he lifted the girl in his left arm as if she had been but a little child, and mounted the parapet keeping his right arm free to balance himself or cling to anything if need be. Sam, who was quite equal to the emergency, took old Liz into his arms and followed, but cast one glance back at Tommy.

Never mind me, Sam, cried the boy, who, having got over his first panic, rose heroically to the occasion.

The crowd below saw what they were attempting, and gave them a cheer of encouragement, yet with bated breath, as if they dreaded the issue.

A few seconds and they were past that danger, but still stood on the burning house at another part of the roof. Here, being suddenly drenched by spray from one of the engines, Sam and Tommy made for the shelter of a chimney-stack. As there was not room behind it for more, Laidlaw carried his light burden to another stack, and looked hastily round to see what next could be done. Just at that moment there was a wild cheer below, in the midst of which a stentorian voice came to them, as it were, on the wings of fire and smoke Stay where you are a minute  the escape is coming!

Thank God! exclaimed Laidlaw, looking down at the fair head which rested on his shoulder. The cheeks were deadly white and the eyes closed, but the pressure of her arms showed that the girl clung to him for very life. A bright shower of sparks at the moment flew around them. Heeven an pandemonium brought thegither! he thought as he bent over to protect her. His face was very near to hers!

My puir wee doo! he muttered, and placed a timid kiss upon the pale cheek, which instantly coloured as if the fires around had suddenly kindled them.

O lassie, forgie me! I didna mean to do tha  I railly  did  not,  but I couldna help it! I wad hae waited till ye gied me leave. But after a  what for no? I thought t ask ye t gie me the right this very day. And O lassie! if I might only hope that

He stopped, and something induced him to do that again. At the same moment another mighty roar ascended from the crowd, and the head of the great fire-escape rose like a solemn spectre through smoke, fire, and steam, not ten yards from where he stood.

Hooray! shouted Tommy, for he felt that they were saved. Laidlaw said nothing, but sprang to the head of the ladder, got carefully upon it, and began steadily to descend with Susy. Sam was about to follow with old Liz, but glanced at Tommy.

Go first, lad.

Arter you, mate, said the boy, stepping politely back; you see, tigers, like captings, are always last to leave a sinkin ship.

It was neither the time nor place for ceremony. With something approaching almost to a laugh, the seaman got on the ladder as smartly as he would have taken to the shrouds of a ship, and Tommy followed.

Half-way down they met a swirl of smoke, with an occasional tongue of flame shooting through it from a shattered window. At the same moment they encountered a brass-helmeted fellow springing boldly up through the same to the rescue.

Gang doon again, freen, shouted Laidlaw, when his heel came in contact with the helmet. Were a safe here.

He paused just a moment to draw the shawl completely over Susys head and arms, and to pull her dress well round her feet. Then, burying his face in the same shawl and shutting his eyes, he descended steadily but swiftly. For a moment or two the rounds of the ladder felt like heated iron bars, and there was a slight frizzling of his brown curly locks at the back. Then a fresh draught of air and a tremendous stream of water that nigh washed him off the ladder.

Next moment they were safe on the ground, in the midst of the wildly-cheering crowd, through which burst Mrs Rampy in a flood of joyful tears, and seized old Liz in her arms. Mrs Blathers followed close at her heels.

My! she exclaimed in sudden amazement, staring at old Lizs, its gone!

So it is, cried Mrs Rampy, for once agreeing.

And so it was! The last fang belonging to chimney-pot Liz had perished in that great conflagration!

Many were the offers that old Liz received of house accommodation that night, from the lowest of washerwomen to the highest of tradesmen, but Sam Blake, in her behalf, declined them all, and proceeded to the main street to hail a cab.

She aint urt, is she? Youre not takin er to a hospital? cried one of the crowd. Youll come back agin to stay with us, Liz  wont you?

No, we wont, cried a boys voice. Weve come into our fortins, an are a-goin to live in the vest end for ever an ever.

Whos that blue spider? asked a boy; wy  no  surely it aint  yes  I do blieve its Tommy Splint!

Dont believe Tommy, friends, said old Liz, as she was about to get into the cab. Ill soon be back again to see you. Trust me!

This was received with a tremendous cheer, as they all got inside except Laidlaw, who mounted the box.

Stop! said the latter, as the coachman was about to drive off. He pointed to the burning house, where the raging fire had reached the roof-tree. The crowd seemed awed into silence as they gazed.

One swirl more of the flaming tongues and the Garret was consumed  another swirl, and the Garden was licked from the scene as effectually as though it had never been.




Chapter Thirteen.

The Last.

How that wonderful man Detective Dean managed it all is best known to himself and those myrmidons of the law who aided and abetted him in his investigations, but certain it is that he prepared as pretty a little thunderbolt for John Lockhart, Esquire, as any man could wish to see.

He not only ferreted out all the details of the matter involving the Washab and Roria railway and chimney-pot Liz, but he obtained proof, through a clerk in the solicitors office, and a stain in a sheet of paper, and a half-finished signature, that the will by which Mr Lockhart intended to despoil Colonel Brentwood was a curiously-contrived forgery. As men in search of the true and beautiful frequently stumble by accident on truths for which they did not search, and beauties of which they had formed no conception, so our detective unearthed a considerable number of smaller crimes of which the lawyer had been guilty  to the satisfaction of all concerned and the establishment of Mrs Brentwoods character as a prophetess, so that didnt I tell you so, Jack? became a familiar arrangement of household words in the ears of the poor Colonel for some time afterwards.

But the man of law did not await the discharge of the thunderbolt. As Mr Dean expressed it, he was too cute for that. By some occult means, known only to legal men, he discovered what was in the air, took time by the forelock, and retired into privacy  perhaps to the back settlements of Peru  with all the available cash that he could righteously, or otherwise, scrape together. By so doing, however, he delivered Colonel Brentwood from all hindrance to the enjoyment of his rightful property, and opened the eyes of chimney-pot Liz to the true value of shares in the Washab and Roria railway.

A few days after the culminating of these events  for things came rapidly to a head  Mrs Rampy of Cherub Court issued invitations for a small tea-party. This was the more surprising that Mrs Rampy was extremely poor, and had hitherto been economical to an extent which deprived her of a sufficiency of food even for herself. But the neighbours soon came to know that a line of telegraph had been recently set up between Cherub Court and the West End, through which flowed continuously a series of communications that were more or less astounding and agreeable to the inhabitants. The posts of this telegraph were invisible, the wires passed high overhead, very high, and the particular kind of electricity used was  sympathy.

It must be explained here that it was the northern side of the court which had been burned, so that Mrs Rampy, inhabiting the south side, still occupied her suite of apartments  a parlour and a coal-hole. The parlour, having once been a ware-room, was unusually large and well adapted for a tea-party. The coal-hole, having been a mere recess, was well adapted for puzzling the curious as to what had been the object of its architect in contriving it.

The party was not large, but it was select. It included a washerwoman with very red arms; a care-taker who had obviously failed to take care of herself; a couple of chimney-sweeps with partially washed faces; a charwoman with her friend the female greengrocer, who had been burned out of the opposite side of the court; two or three coster-mongers, a burglar, several thieves, a footman in resplendent livery, a few noted drunkards, and chimney-pot Liz with her teapot  not the original teapot of course  that had perished in the flames  but one indistinguishably like it, which had been presented to her by Colonel Brentwood. She had insisted on carrying it with her to Cherub Court on that occasion, on the ground that they would hardly recognise her without it, especially now that the fang was gone.

The resplendent footman had been the first guest to arrive, along with Liz, and was welcomed by the hostess and Mrs Blathers  who aided and abetted her friend on that occasion  with effusive demonstrations of goodwill and surprise. Thereafter the footman, who seemed to be eccentric, sat in a corner with his face buried in his hands, and did not move while the other guests were assembling. When the room was full and the tea poured out, Mrs Rampy looked at Liz with a sly awkward air which was quite foreign to her nature.

Ah, Mrs Rampy, said Liz, dont be ashamed.

Lord, bless us  an our wittles, said Mrs Rampy, suddenly shutting her eyes as she opened her mouth, to the intense surprise of her guests. Now then, she added, in a tone of great relief, go a-ead wen youve got the chance. Theres more were that come from. And about the cake, Mrs Blathers, like a good creetur. An it aint much o this blow-hout you owes to me. I ony supplied the sugar, cause that was in the ouse anyways.

It is a good deed, Mrs Rampy, said old Liz, with a smile, if youve supplied all the sweetness to the feast.

Thats a lie! cried the hostess sharply. It was you that supplied it. If it adnt bin for you, Liz, Id never ave

Mrs Rampy broke down at this point and threw her apron over her head to conceal her feelings. At the same moment the eccentric footman raised his head, and something like a pistol-shot was heard as the burglar brought his palm down on his thigh, exclaiming  

I knowd it! Trumps  or his ghost!

Es too fat for a ghost, remarked a humorous thief.

No, mate, I aint Trumps, said the resplendent man, rising before the admiring gaze of the party. My name is Rodgers, footman to Colonel Brentwood of Weston All. Im a noo man, houtside an in; an Ive come ere a-purpuse to surprise you, not only wi the change in my costoom, but wi the noos that my masters comin down ere to see arter you a bit, an try if e cant elp us hout of our difficulties; an es agoin to keep a missionary, hout of is own pocket, to wisit in this district an theyre both comin ere this wery night to take tea with us. An es bringin a lord with im  a live lord

Wot better is a live lord than any other man? growled a thief with radical proclivities.

Right you are, Jim Scroodger, said Trumps, turning sharply on the speaker; a live lord is no better than any other man unless e is better! Indeed, considerin is circumstances, es a good deal wuss if es no better; but a live lord is better than a dead thief, wich youll be soon, Jim, if you dont mend yer ways.

Hear! hear! and a laugh from the company.

Moreover, continued Trumps, the lord thats a-comin is better than most other men. Hes a trump

Not a brother o yourn  eh? murmured the burglar. Wy, Trumps, I thought you was a detective!

Not in plain cloes, surely, remarked the humorous thief.

Ave another cup o tea, man, and shut up, cried Mrs Blathers, growing restive.

Well, ladies and genlemen all, resumed Trumps, with a benignant smile, you know this lord thats a-comin. Some o you made im a present of a barrow an a hass once

I know im! Bless is eart, cried a coster-monger through a mouthful of cake.

At that moment the expected guests arrived.

But reader, we must not dwell upon what followed. There is no need. It is matter of history.

While the inhabitants of the slums were thus enjoying a social evening together, David Laidlaw was busy with one of his numerous epistles to that repository of all confidences  his mother.

The deed is done, mither, he wrote, an the waux doll is mine, for better or waur, till death us do pairt. Of course I dinna mean that were mairried yet. Na, na! That event must be celebrated on the Braes o Yarrow, wi your help an blessin. But were engaged, an thats happiness enough the now. If I was to describe my state o mind in ae word, I wud say  thankfu. But losh, woman, that gies ye but a faint notion o the whirligigs that hae been gaun on i my heed an hairt since I came to Bawbylon. Truly, its a wonderfu place  wi its palaces and dens; its rich an its puir; its miles upon miles o hooses an shops; its thoosands on thoosands o respectable folk, an its hundred o thoosands o thieves an pickpockets an burglars  to say naething o its prisons an lawyers an waux dolls!

But Im haverin. Yell be gled t hear that Colonel Brentwood  him that befreended me  is a richt. His lawyer turned oot to be a leear an a swindler. The will that was to turn the Colonel oot o a his possessions is a forgery. His bonny bairn Rosa, is, like mysel, gaun to be mairried; an as the Colonel has nae mair bairns, hes gaun to devote himsel  so his wife says  to considerin the poor. Frae my personal observation o Lunnon, hell hae mair than enough to consider, honest man!

In my last letter I gied ye a full accoont o the fire, but I didna tell e that it was amang the chimley-pots and bleezes that I was moved to what they ca pop the question to my Susy. It was a daft-like thing to do, I confess, especially for a sedate kin o man like me; but, woman, a mans no jist himsel at sik a time! After a, it was a graund climax to my somewhat queer sort o coortin. The only thing Im feart o in Bawbylon is that the wee crater Tammy Splint should come to ken aboot it, for I wad niver hear the end ot if he did. Ye see, though he was there a the time, he didna ken what I was about. Speakin o that, the bairn has been made a flunkey by the Colonel  a teeger they ca him. Whats mair surprisin yet is, that he has taen the puir thief Trumps  alias Rodgers  into his hoosehold likewise, and made him a flunkey. Mrs Brentwood  Dory, as he cas her  didna quite like the notion at first; but the Colonels got a wonderfu wheedlin wey wi him, an whan he said, If you an I have been redeemed an reinstated, why should not Rodgers? Dory, like a wise woman, gied in. The argement, ye ken, was unanswerable. Onywie, hes in plush now, an white stockins.

An that minds me that theyve putt the wee laddie Splint into blue tights wi brass buttons. He just looks like an uncanny sort o speeder! Its a daft-like dress for onything but a puggy, but the bairns as prood ot as if it was quite reasonable. It maitters little what he putts on, hooiver, for he wad joke an cut capers, baith pheesical an intellectual, I verily believe, if he was gaun to be hanged!

My faither-in-law to be, Sam Blake, says hell come to Scotland for the waddn, but hell no stop. Hes that fond o the sea that he canna leave t. Its my opeenion that hell no rest till he gits a pirits knife in his breed-baskit. Mairs the peety, for hes a fine man. But the best news Ive got to tell e, mither, is, that Colonel Brentwood an his wife an daughter an her guidman  a sensible sort o chiel, though he is English  are a comin doon to spend the autumn on the Braes o Yarrow.

Noo, Ill stop. Susys waitin for me, an sends her love.  Yer affectionate son, David Laidlaw.

We must take the liberty now, good reader, of directing your attention to another time and place.

And, first, as regards time. One day, three weeks after the events which have just been narrated, Mrs Brentwood took Susan Blake through a stained glass door out upon a leaded roof and bade her look about her. The roof was not high up, however. It only covered the kitchen, which was a projection at the back of the Colonels mansion.

Susan, somewhat surprised, looked inquiringly in the ladys face.

A fine view, is it not? asked Mrs Brentwood.

Very fine indeed, said Susy, and she was strictly correct, for the back of the house commanded an extensive view of one of the most beautiful parts of Hampstead Heath.

Does it not remind you, Susan, a little, a very little, of the views from the garret-garden? asked the lady, with a curious expression in her handsome eyes.

Well, hardly! replied Susan, scarce able to repress a smile. You see, there is no river or shipping, and one misses the chimney-pots!

Chimney-pots! exclaimed Mrs Brentwood, why, what do you call these? pointing to a row of one-storey stables not far off, the roofs of which were variously ornamented with red pots and iron zigzag pipes. As to the river, dont you see the glimmer of that sheet of water through the trees in the distance, a pond or canal it is, Im not sure which, but Im quite sure that the flag-staff of our eccentric naval neighbour is sufficiently suggestive of shipping, is it not?

Well, madam, if one tries to make believe very much

Ah, Susan, I see you have not a powerful imagination! Perhaps it is as well! Now, I have brought you here to help me with a plot which is to be a great secret. You know it is arranged that dear old nurse is to spend the summer on the Braes of Yarrow with the Laidlaws, and the winter in London with me. So I want you to fit up this roof of the kitchen exactly in the way you arranged the garden on the roof at Cherub Court. I will send a carpenter to measure the place for flower-boxes, and our gardener will furnish you with whatever seeds you may require. Now, remember, exactly the same, even to the rustic chair if you can remember it.

You may be very sure that Susy entered with right goodwill into this little plot. She had been temporarily engaged by Mrs Brentwood as ladys-maid, so that she might have present employment and a home before her marriage, and then travel free of expense with the family to Scotland, where she should be handed over to her rightful owner. The office of ladys-maid was, however, a mere sinecure, so the bride had plenty of time to devote to the garden. Old Liz, meanwhile, was carefully confined to another part of the house so that she might not discover the plot, and the tiger, from whom no secrets could by any possibility be kept, was forbidden to blab on pain of instant death and dismissal.

Now, Da-a-a-vid, remarked that Blue Spider, when he communicated the secret to him, mums the word. If you mentions it, the kernels family will bust up. I will return to the streets from vich I came. Trumps, alias Rodgers, to the den hout of vich e was auled. Susan will take the wail and retire to a loonatic asylum, an Da-a-a-vid Laidlaw will be laid low for the rest of is mortial career.

Neer fash yer heed about me, Tammy, my man, Im as close as an eyster.

We pass now from the far south to the other side of the Borderland.

Great Bawbylon is far behind us. The breezy uplands around tell that we have reached the Braes of Yarrow. A huge travelling carriage is slowly toiling up the side of a hill. Inside are Colonel and Mrs Brentwood, Rosa and chimney-pot Liz. Beside the driver sits Trumps in travelling costume. In the rumble are Susan Blake and Tommy Splint. Rosas husband and Sam Blake are to follow in a few days.

Oh, what a lovely scene! exclaimed Susy, as the carriage gained the summit of an eminence, and pulled up to breathe the horses.

Yaas. Not so bad  for Scotland, said the tiger languidly.

And what a pretty cottage! added Susan, pointing to an eminence just beyond that on which they had halted, where a long low whitewashed dwelling lay bathed in sunshine.

Yaas. And, I say, Susy, yonder is a native, said Tommy, becoming suddenly animated, and  well  I do believe, without a kilt! But hes got the reglar orthodox shepherds  whew!

A prolonged whistle ended the boys sentence, as he glanced quickly in Susans face. The flushed cheeks told eloquently that she also had made a discovery; and the rapid strides of the native showed that he was likewise affected in a similar way.

The Colonels head,  thrust out at the carriage window, and exclaiming, Why, Dora, weve arrived! Here is Mr Laidlaw himself!  completed, as it were, the tableau vivant.

Another moment and hands were being heartily shaken with the insides. But David did not linger. Nodding pleasantly to the tiger, he held up both hands. Being so tall, he just managed to reach those of Susan, as she stood up in the rumble.

Jump! he said; ye needna fear, my lassie.

Susan jumped, and was made to alight on Scottish soil like a feather of eider-down. Laidlaw stooped, apparently to whisper something in the girls ear, but, to the unspeakable delight of the observant tiger, he failed to get past the mouth, and whispered it there!

Go it, Da-a-a-vid! exclaimed the urchin, with a patronising wink and a broad smile.

Look there, Susy, said Laidlaw, pointing to the sun-bathed cottage.

Home? asked the maiden, with an inquiring glance.

Hame! responded David. Mither is waiting for e there. Do ye see the track across the field where the burn rins? Its a short cut. The coachll have to gang roond by the brig. Rin, lassie!

He released Susy, who sprang down the bank, crossed the streamlet by a plank bridge, and ran into the cottage, where she found Mrs Laidlaw in the passage, with eager eyes, but labouring under powerful self-restraint.

Mother! exclaimed Susy, flinging her arms round the stout old womans neck.

Eh!  my bonnie wee doo! said Mrs Laidlaw, as she looked kindly down on the little head and stroked the fair hair with her toil-worn hands, while a venerable old man stood beside her, looking somewhat imbecile, and blowing his nose.

Just then the carriage rolled up to the door, and Mrs Laidlaw, leaving her auld man for a few minutes to do the honours of the house, retired to her chamber, and there on her knees confessed, thankfully, that she, like her son, had been effectually conquered by a waux doll!



Reader, what more can we say? Is it necessary to add that, the two principals in the business being well pleased, everybody else was satisfied? We think not. But it may not be uninteresting to state that, from that auspicious day, a regular system of annual visitation was established between Bawbylon and the Braes of Yarrow, which held good for many a year; one peculiarity of the visitation being that the Bawbylonians and their progeny revelled on the braes chiefly in summer, while the Yarrowites, with their bairns, always took their southern flight in winter. Thus our two old women, Mrs Laidlaw and chimney-pot Liz  who fought rather shy of each other at first, but became mutual admirers at last  led, as it were, a triple life; now on the sunny slopes and amid the sweet influences of the braes, anon in the smoke and the unsavoury odours of the slums, and sometimes amid the refinements and luxury of the West End, in all of which situations they were fain to confess that the ways of God are wonderful and past finding out.

Of course David Laidlaw did not fail to redeem his promise to revisit the thieves den, and many a man and youth was he the means of plucking from the jaws of spiritual death during his occasional and frequent visits to London  in which work he was ably seconded by Tommy Splint, when that volatile spirit grew up to manhood. And among their coadjutors none were more helpful in the work of bringing souls to Christ than Mrs Rampy and her bosom-friend Mrs Blathers.

Strange to say, Liz came to her end in a garret after all. On a raw November day she went, under the care of Susy, to visit an old friend near Cherub Court, in a garret not very unlike her old home. While there she was struck down. There was no pain  apparently no disease; simply a sudden sinking of the vital powers. They laid the dear old woman on her friends bed, and in half-an-hour she had passed away, while the faithful Susy held her hand and whispered words from the Master in her ear. Thus old Liz, having finished her grand work on earth, was transplanted from the Garret in the slums to the Garden of the Lord.

THE END


JEFF BENSON
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Chapter One.

Our Hero Introduced with some of his Friends.

A poor schoolmaster named Benson died, not long ago, in a little town on the south-east coast of England, which shall be called Cranby.

He left an only son, Jeffrey, and an elder brother, Jacob, to mourn his loss. The son mourned for his father profoundly, for he loved him much. The brother mourned him moderately, for he was a close-fisted, hard-hearted, stern man of the law, whose little soul, enclosed in a large body, had not risen to the conception of any nobler aim in life than the acquisition of wealth, or any higher enjoyment than a social evening with men like himself.

The son Jeffrey was a free-and-easy, hearty, good-natured lad, with an overgrown and handsome person, an enthusiastic spirit, a strong will, and a thorough belief in his own ability to achieve anything to which he chose to set his mind.

Up to the time of his fathers death, Jeffs main idea of the desirable in life was  fun! Fun in all its more innocent phases seemed to him the sum of what was wanted by man. He had experienced it in all its scholastic forms ever since he was a little boy; and even when, at the mature age of fifteen, he was promoted to the rank of usher in his fathers school, his chief source of solace and relaxation was the old play-ground, where he naturally reigned supreme, being the best runner, rower, wrestler, jumper, gymnast, and, generally, the best fellow in the school.

He had never known a mothers love, and his fathers death was the first blow that helped to shatter his early notions of felicity. The cloud that overshadowed him at that time was very dark, and he received no sympathy worth mentioning from his only relative, the solicitor.

Well, Jeff, what dyou think of doing? asked that austere relative, two days after the funeral. Of course at your age you cant carry on the school alone.

Of course not, answered the boy, with a suppressed sob.

What say you to entering my office and becoming a lawyer, Jeff?

Thanks, uncle, Id rather not.

What will you do, then? demanded the uncle, somewhat offended at this flat rejection of his proposal.

The lad thought for a moment, and then said quietly but decidedly, Ill go to sea.

Go to the worlds end if you like, returned the uncle, who was proud and touchy, and hated the sea; but dont ask me to help you.

Thank you, uncle, replied the lad, who was as proud as himself, though not touchy, and had a strong affection for the sea; having no particular business at the worlds end just now, Ill put off my visit to a more convenient season.

They parted, and we need scarcely add that the brief intercourse of uncle and nephew which had thus suddenly begun as suddenly ceased.

It is not usually difficult for a strong, active lad, with merry black eyes and cheery manners, to obtain employment. At least Jeffrey Benson did not find it so. A few miles from his native town there was a seaport. Thither he repaired, and looked about him. In the harbour lay a small vessel which looked like a yacht, it was so trim and clean. On the quay near to it stood a seafaring man with an amiable expression of countenance.

Is that your schooner? asked Jeff of this man.

Yes, it is.

Dyou want a hand?

No, I dont.

Jeff turned on his heel, and was walking away, when the seafaring man recalled him.

Have ee ever bin to sea, lad? he asked.

No, never.

Dye know anything about ships?

Next to nothing.

Dye think you could do anything, now, aboard of a ship?

Perhaps.

Come along, then, wi me to the office, an Ill see to this.

Thus was Jeff introduced to the skipper of the coasting vessel in which he spent the succeeding six years of his life. At the end of that time his schooner was totally wrecked in a gale that sent more than two hundred vessels on the rocks of the British Isles. The skipper was washed overboard and drowned, but Jeff was saved along with the rest of the crew, by means of the rocket apparatus.

By that time our hero had become a tall, powerful man, with a curly black beard and moustache. Through the influence of a friend he was offered a situation in the coastguard; accepted it, and, to his great satisfaction, was stationed in the neighbourhood of Cranby, his native town.

Now, near to that town Jeff had a confidante, into whose sympathetic bosom he had poured his joys and sorrows from the days of little boyhood. Of course this confidante was a woman  a thin, little, elderly creature, with bright blue eyes, and grey hair that had once been golden, who had a sort of tremble in her voice, and whose frame was so light that the fishermen were wont to say of her that if she was to show her nose outside when it was blowing only half a gale shed be blowed away like a fleck of foam. Nevertheless Miss Millet was a distinct power in Cranby.

Being off duty one fine afternoon, our coastguardsman walked along the beach in the direction of Cranby, bent on paying a visit to Miss Millet, whom he had not seen for several years. On his way he had to pass a piece of common close to the town, where he found that a number of the townsmen and some of the fishermen from the neighbouring hamlet had assembled to hold high holiday and engage in athletic exercises. The memory of school-days came strong upon him as he watched the sport, and he longed to join, but was modest enough to feel that his offering to do so in connection with games which seemed to have been already organised might be an intrusion.

Two men were wrestling when he joined the circle of spectators  one was a fisherman, the other a huge blacksmith of the town. They were well matched; for, although the fisherman was shorter than the blacksmith, he was an unusually powerful man.

Great was the excitement as the two herculean men strove for the mastery, and loud was the cheer when at last the blacksmith prevailed and threw his adversary.

But the enthusiasm was somewhat damped by the boastful manner in which the victor behaved; for it is not easy to sing the praises of a man whose looks and words show that he greatly overrates himself.

You dont need to look so cocky, Rodger, cried a cynical voice in the crowd. There be lots o men as could throw thee, though they bent here just now.

Rodger turned sharply round, intending to give an angry defiance to the speaker; but seeing that it was only Reuben Drew, a white-haired old shoemaker of small stature, he burst into a sarcastic laugh.

Well, I dont deny, he said, that there may be many men as could throw me, but I defy any of ee now present to do it.

This was an opening for Jeff Benson, who was not slow to avail himself of it. Stepping into the ring he threw off his coat.

Come along, Rodger, he said, with a good-humoured look; youll have to make good your words.

Of course our hero was received with a cheer of satisfaction; for although Jeff was two inches shorter than his adversary  the latter being six feet two  it could be seen at a glance that he was at least his match in breadth of shoulder and development of muscle. But in truth the young coastguardsman was much more than the blacksmiths match, for at school he had received special training in the art of wrestling from his father, who was a Cornishman, and hard service in the coasting trade had raised his strength of limb to the highest possible point.

Surely Ive seen that young man somewhere, whispered one of the spectators to Reuben.

So have I, returned the latter. Dont he look uncommon like the old schoolmasters son? Hallo!

And well might Reuben exclaim hallo! for Jeff, instead of grasping his opponent round the waist, had suddenly seized him with one hand by the neck, with the other by the leg, and lifting him completely off the ground, had flung him on his back.

The people were too much astonished at first to cheer. They burst into a fit of laughter, which, however, extended into a hearty cheer when Reuben cried out, It is Jeffrey Benson, as sure as Im alive, and claimed him as a townsman.

Youre right, Reuben, said Jeff, as he put on his coat, though I am a good bit changed, no doubt, since I was here last.

Then the townsman have beaten the seaman after all, exclaimed one who was inclined to triumph.

Not so, returned Jeff quickly, for Im a seaman myself and take sides with the fishermen.

Well said; give us your hand, mate, cried John Golding, one of the latter, holding out his hand, which our hero grasped warmly, for he had known the man in former years.

Youve done well in credit o the sea.

An better still, said little Reuben, in doing credit to the land by refusin to boast.

Nevertheless, though Jeff Benson did not boast, it is but just to say that he felt considerable satisfaction in his triumph, and rejoiced in the possession of so powerful a frame, as he continued his walk to Miss Millets house. It did not occur to him, however, to thank God for his strength of body, because at that time God was not in all his thoughts.

Miss Millet was a woman of action and projects. Her whole being was absorbed in one idea  that of doing good; but her means were small, very small, for, besides being exceedingly poor, she was in delicate health and getting old. She subsisted on quite a microscopic annuity; but, instead of trying to increase it, she devoted the whole of her time to labours of love and charity. The labour that suited her health and circumstances best was knitting socks for the poor, because that demanded little thought and set her mind free to form unlimited projects.

The delight which Miss Millet, experienced in meeting with her old friend Jeffrey Benson was displayed in the vivacity of her reception of him and the tremulosity of her little cap.

Its just like coming home, auntie  may I still venture to call you so?

Jeff had been wont to sit on a stool at the good ladys feet. He did so now  on the old stool.

You may call me what you please, Jeff. It was your child-fancy to accord to me that honourable relationship; so you may continue it if you will. How you are grown, too! I could not have known you had I met you  so big, and with that horrible black beard.

Horrible! Miss Millet?

Well, terrible, if you prefer it. Its so bushy and unnatural for one so young.

That can hardly be, auntie, rejoined the youth, with a smile that sent quite a ripple down the objectionable beard, because my beard was provided by Nature.

Well, Jeff, returned the spinster promptly, were not scissors and razors provided by  no, it was art that provided them, she continued with a little smile of confusion; but they are provided all the same, and  But we wont pursue that subject, for you men are incorrigible! Now tell me, Jeff, where you have been, and why you didnt come to see me sooner, and why your letters have been so few  though I admit they were long.

We will not inflict on the reader all the conversation that ensued. When Jeff had exhausted his narrative, Miss Millet discovered that it was tea-time; and, while engaged in preparations for the evening meal, she enlarged upon some of her projects, being encouraged thereto by Jeff, whose heart was naturally sympathetic.

But some of my projects are impossible, she said, with a little sigh. Some small things, indeed, I have accomplished, with Gods blessing; but there are others which are quite beyond me.

Indeed! Tell me now, auntie, if you had Aladdins wonderful lamp, what would you ask for?

Id ask for  let me see (the old face became quite thoughtful here)  Id ask for a library. You see, Cranby is very badly off for books, and people cannot easily improve without reading, you know. Then I would ask for a new church, and a school room, and a town-hall where we might have lectures and concerts, and for a whole street of model-houses for the poor, and a gymnasium, and a swimming-bath and

A swimming-bath, auntie! exclaimed Jeff. Isnt the sea big enough?

Yes, but children wont learn in the sea. Theyre too fond of running about the edge, and of romping in the shallow water. Besides, the bath could be used in winter, when the sea is too cold. But Im praying for all these things. If God sees fit, He will give them. If not, I am content with what He has already given.

A somewhat sceptical smile rested for a moment on the young mans lips. Happily his heavy moustache concealed it, and saved Miss Millets feelings. But she went on to vindicate the ways of God with man, and to impress upon Jeff the fact that in His good wisdom ills or wells, and things that seem to us only evil, work out gracious ends.

Jeff listened, but said little, and evidently his difficulties were not all removed. Presently, observing that three cups were laid on the table, he asked, Do you expect company?

Yes, my brother the captain is coming to tea. He is about to start for China, and Im so glad you happen to be here; for Id like you to know each other, and youre sure to like him.

Jeff did not feel quite so sure on that point, for he had counted on a long tête-à-tête with his old friend. He took care, however, to conceal his disappointment, and before he had time to reply, the door opened with a crash.

What cheer, old girl? what cheer? resounded in bosuns-mate tones through the house, and next moment a rugged sea-captain stood before them.




Chapter Two.

A Sea-Captain Relates his Adventures, and Refuses to Draw Morals.

Captain Richard Millet, like his sister, was rather eccentric. Unlike her, however, he was large, broad, and powerful. It would have taken considerably more than half a gale to blow him away. Even a gale and a half might have failed to do that.

Glad to meet you, he said, extending his solid-looking hand with a frank, hearty air, on being introduced to Jeff. My sister Molly has often spoken of you. Sorry to hear youve left the sea. Great mistake, young man  great mistake. Theres no school like the sea for teaching a man his dependence on his Maker.

The school is not very successful, if one may judge from the character of most of its pupils, replied the youth.

Perhaps you misjudge their character, returned the captain, with a look of good-natured severity.

Im sure he does, cried Miss Millet, with enthusiasm. Noble-hearted, simple men, who would probably never go wrong at all if it were not for their unsuspecting trustfulness and bad companions! Come, sit down, Dick. Tea is ready.

Yes, young man, continued Captain Millet you misjudge em. You should not judge of a school by the shouting and mischief of the worst boys, who always flaunt their colours, while the good ones steer quietly on their course. Youll understand that better when your beard is grey. Youth is fond o lookin at the surface, an so is apt to misjudge the character of men as well as the ways of Providence.

Jeff took the rebuke in good part, readily admitted that youth was prone to err, and slily expressed a hope that in his case coming in contact with age might do him good.

If you mean that for a shot at me, cried the captain, with a loud guffaw, youve missed the mark; for Im only forty-five, an that isnt age; is it, Molly?

Of course not. Why, youre little more than a baby yet, replied Miss Millet who greatly enjoyed even a small joke  indeed, she enjoyed almost everything, more or less, that was not wicked. But now, Dick, I want you to tell Jeff some of your adventures in foreign parts  especially those that have a moral, you know.

Why, Molly, thats a hard job  you dont want me to draw the moral, do you? I never was good at that, though Ive known fellows with that peculiar cast o brain as could draw a moral out of a marline-spike if they were hard put to it. Seems to me that its best to let morals draw themselves. For instance, that time when I was wrecked on the South American coast, I came to a shallow river, an had to wade across, but was too lazy to pull off my boots, cause they were long fishermans boots, right up to the hip an rather tight; so in I went boots an all. Just as I was gettin to the other side, a most awful alligator seized hold o my right foot. Its wonderful how easy my boot came off just then! Although I was used to tug, an shove, and gasp, and pull, at that boot of a night, no sooner did the alligator lay hold on it than my leg came out like a cork out of a bottle, and I was out o the water and up the bank like a squirrel. Now, Molly, what would you say was the moral that should be drawn from that  Never use an alligator as a boot-jack  eh?

I should say, Never wade across a South American river without your boots on, suggested Jeff.

Well, now, I should say, Never wade across a South American river at all, said Miss Millet; but, brother, thats not what I meant. Before you arrived, Jeff and I had been talking about Gods ways with man, and I was trying to show that disasters and what we call misfortunes are not necessarily evil, but are often the means of great blessing. I dont think Jeff quite sees that. I cant explain myself clearly, brother; but you know what I mean.

While the old lady was speaking, the captain had become thoughtful.

Yes, I know what you mean, he replied, and I agree with you heartily. Is it not written of our Saviour, He hath done all things well? and is He not unchangeable? Of course it is not to be expected that we shall always see through and understand His ways though we can always trust Him; but sometimes He lifts a corner of the veil and lets us see. Very odd, Molly, continued the captain, extracting a large black pocket-book with some difficulty from a breast-pocket, very odd that you should have touched on this question, for I have somethin to say to you that bears on it. Look here. Whats that?

He handed an oblong piece of paper to his sister, who examined it slowly.

Why, Dick, its a cheque for 500 pounds.

Just so, old girl, an its yours.

Mine!

Ay, I might have given it to you when I first came back, but I took a fancy to keep it as a little surprise for our last evenin together, so that I might leave you with a good taste in your mouth. Now, listen, an Ill spin you an Jeff a yarn. But first fill up my cup. Im fond o tea  natrally, bein a teetotaler. Up to the brim, Molly; I like a good bucketful. Thankee  now, let me see.

The captain put his hand to his rugged brow, became thoughtful for a few moments, and then resumed.

Just before startin on my last voyage to China I ran down to Folkestone to see Rosebud  thats my little daughter, Jeff. Surely you must have seen her when knocking about here?

You forget, Captain, I have not been in these parts for six years. Nevertheless, I did see Rosebud some ten or twelve years ago with her nurse in this very room.

Yes, so you did, chimed in Miss Millet. She was six at that time, and the dearest little angel I ever saw.

She was all that and a great deal more, said the enthusiastic father. It dont become me to have much of an opinion about the angels, but I wouldnt give my Rosebud for the whole lot o them, an all the cherubs throwd into the bargain. Well, as I was sayin, I ran down to Folkestone to the school where she is, and as we were partin she made me promise when I got to Hong-Kong to run up the river to see an old schoolmate o hers that had gone out there with her father. I was to give Clara Rosebuds dear love, and her photograph, and get hers in exchange. I would have done this, of course, for my darlin, anyhow, but I promised all the more readily because I had some business to do with old Nibsworth, the father.

Well, after Id got to Hong-Kong an seen the ship all snug, I thought of runnin up the river in a small steamer that was ready to start. It so happened that I got a letter that very day from Nibsworth himself, who had heard of my arrival, askin me to come without delay, as there was a grand chance of doin a bit of business that might turn in some thousands of pounds. But it would have to be settled next day, or the chance would be lost. You may be sure I didnt waste time after readin this, but when I got to the river-side, I found that the steamer had started, and there wasnt another till next mornin.

What a pity! exclaimed the sympathetic sister and Jeff in the same breath.

Yes, wasnt it? Of course it wasnt a personal loss, but it was the loss of a splendid out-o-the-way chance to do a good turn to the owners. It was an ill wind  Jeff, almost a disaster. Howsever, I had to grin an bear it. But I couldnt rest till next day; so I hired a native boat, determined to do my best in the circumstances, and you may be sure I wasnt in the best of humours, as we went creepin slowly up that river, when I knew that the hours of opportunity were slippin away.

It was not till the evenin o the next day that I reached old Nibsworths house. Just before we rounded the bend of the river that brought it into view, I noticed smoke risin pretty thick above the trees. Of course I thought nothin of it till I found that it was the old mans house was a-fire! Didnt we bend to the oars then with a will!

As we drew near, we found that all the servants and work-people about the place were runnin here and there, shoutin and yellin for ropes and ladders. Most people seem to lose their heads in a fire. Anyhow those people had; for nobody could find a ladder long enough to reach a top window, where I could see that someone was waving his arms for help. The moment we touched the beach, I jumped out o the boat and ran up to the house. It was blazin fiercely in the lower rooms, and I soon found that old Nibsworth and his daughter were inside  driven to the attics by the fire and smoke. They soon left the window where I had first seen the arms waving, and threw open another that was further from the fire.

I saw that the old man was frail. The girl, they told me, was delicate. Get straw, hay, branches  anything soft, I shouted, an pile em under the window.

Hims too weak for jump, gasped a native servant.

Do as I bid ye, said I, with a glare that sent em all off double-quick. Happily I found a rope handy in a storehouse hard by. I made a coil of it. You know a seaman can usually heave a coil of rope pretty well. I made a splendid heave, an sent it right in at the window. The old man caught it.

Make fast to a bed-post, I roared, or a table, or chest o drawers  anything big.

He understood me, I could see, and presently he looked over the window an shook his head. Then I could see the face of a dark-haired, beautiful girl. Even through the increasing smoke I could tell that she was deadly pale, and drew back with a shudder. By this time a big pile of straw lay under the window. I saw there was no hope of such an old man lettin himself or his girl down by a rope, so up I went hand over hand. Many a time had I done the sort o thing for a lark when I was a youngster; but bein out o practice, and a good deal heavier than in old days, I found it hard work, I can tell you. Howsever, I managed it and got in at the window, an didnt my heart give a jump when I saw that the old chap had only made the rope fast to a light bedroom chair. If Id bin a stone heavier, Id have pulled that chair right over the window!

God bless you! cried the tremblin old man; save my Clara!

There was no time for pretty speeches. I made fast the end of the rope to the leg of a table, made a loop on the other end, threw it over the girl, caught her round the waist an swung her over the window. I was in such a hurry that the rope nearly took the skin off my hands; but I landed her safe on the straw below. The old man was heavier, and not so easy to manage; but I got him lowered safe, and then, slipping over myself, began to descend. The flames had by that time got headway, and were dartin like fiery serpents tongues out o the windows below. One o them gave me a wipe in passin, an cleared eyelashes, eyebrows, and half the hair o my head away. Another twined round the rope and singed it; so that when I was half-way down, it snapped, and I came to the ground with a thud that damaged my canvas ducks, though they were by no means delicate. Howsever, the pile of straw broke the fall, and I was none the worse.

The gratitude o that poor old man and his daughter knew no bounds, specially when he found I was the father of his Claras favourite schoolmate.

Now, Captain Millet, says he at partin, nothin in this world can repay what we owe you. I know it would be insultin to offer you money for such service, but sometimes men like you like to help a good cause. Will you accept of five hundred pounds for such a purpose?

No sir, says I, I wont! But Ive a sister at home who spends all her time in tryin to do good. If youll be kind enough to send it to her, shell consider it a blessed windfall, and will lay it out to the best possible advantage.

Good, said he, seizin his pen an writin out the cheque. Is your sister well off?

She might be better off, said I.

Then pray beg her in my name to accept of a few shares in an Australian tin-mine which came to me a few days ago. They are not worth much, but I dont want to be troubled with them; indeed, will consider it a favour if she will take them off my hands.

The old fellow said this with a laugh  so there you are, Molly, 500 pounds to the credit of your charity account an I dont know how much tin transferred to your own.

O brother, how good  how kind! Miss Millet paused here, and gazed in silence at the cheque, for she had already begun to calculate how far that sum would go towards the library, and the church, and the town-hall, and the model-houses, and the gymnasium, and the swimming-bath.

And now, young man, said the captain, turning to our coastguardsman, the missin of that steamer, at which I growled so much that day, turned out to be a great blessin after all, although it seemed such a misfortune. For it caused me to arrive just in the nick of time to save two human lives  besides givin the old girl here somethin to think about and work upon for the next twelvemonth to come  whereas, if I had arrived the day before, I would have bin sleepin in the house, and mayhap have bin burnt alive wi old Nibsworth and his daughter. Seems to me as if that little story had some sort o bearin on the subject you was discussin wi Molly. But Im not good at drawin morals, so Ill leave you to draw it for yourself.




Chapter Three.

Our Coastguardsman Meets with a Serious but very Common Fall.

Whether Jeff Benson drew the moral of Captain Millets story for himself or not, we cannot tell; but it is certain that his mates found him after that date a man who was prone to solitary meditations, with occasional fits of absence of mind. They also found him a pleasant companion and a most active comrade in all the duties of his station.

Sometimes these duties involved great hardship, and frequent risk to life and limb; for, as is well known, our coastguardsmen not only perambulate our shores in all weathers, but often work the rocket apparatus for saving life from shipwreck, and are frequently called upon to assist the lifeboat-men by putting off to the rescue in their own boats when others are not available. In all these duties Jeffrey Benson did his work with tremendous energy, as might have been expected of one so strong, and with reckless disregard to personal safety, which was appropriate in a hero.

One evening, about a year after the period of which we have been writing, Jeff was returning along shore with a party in charge of the rocket-cart, after having rescued the crew of a small coasting vessel  four men and a boy, with the skippers wife. The service had been prolonged and pretty severe, but feelings of exhaustion were, for the time at least, banished from the coastguardsmens breasts by the joy resulting from success in their heroic work. On the way, the party had to pass close to Miss Millets cottage  her cottage by the sea, as the romantic old lady was fond of calling it.

Jeff  although fatigued and hungry, besides being drenched, dishevelled about the hair, bespattered with mud, and bruised, as well as lacerated somewhat about the hands  determined to pay a short visit to the cottage, being anxious to have it out with his confidante about that matter of good being made to come out of evil.

O Jeff! exclaimed the horrified old lady when he entered, wounded? perhaps fatally!

Not quite so bad as that, auntie, replied Jeff, with a hearty laugh, for Miss Millets power to express alarm was wonderful. Ill soon put myself to rights when I get back to the station. I ought to apologise for calling in such a plight, but Ive been thinking much since I last saw you, and I want to have a talk.

Not till I have bound up all your wounds, said Miss Millet firmly.

Knowing that he would gain his end more quickly by giving in, Jeff submitted to have several fingers of both hands done up with pieces of white rag, and a slight cut across the bridge of his handsome nose ornamented with black sticking-plaster. He not only enjoyed the operation with a sort of reckless joviality, but sought to gratify his friend by encouraging her to use her appliances to the utmost, intending to remove them all when he quitted the cottage. The earnest little woman availed herself fully of the encouragement, but could scarcely refrain from laughing when she surveyed him after the operation was completed.

Now, auntie, have you finished?

Yes.

Well then, tell me, do you really think that at all times, and in all circumstances, God causes events that are disastrous to work out good?

Indeed I do, returned Miss Millet, becoming very serious and earnest as she sat down opposite her young friend. No doubt there is much of mystery connected with the subject but I cant help that any more than I can help my beliefs. Of course we know, because it is written, that all things work together for good to them that love God; but even in the case of those who do not love Him, I think He often sends sorrow and trouble for the very purpose of driving them out of trust in themselves, and so clearing the way to bring them to the Saviour. And is it not written, Surely the wrath of man shall praise Thee?

The young man remained silent for a few moments.

Well, now, he said, what think you of this case? The skipper whom we rescued this afternoon, along with his wife, told me that he has been reduced to beggary. He owned the vessel which now lies out on the rocks there, a total wreck. It was his last venture. He had put all that he possessed into it, and not a scrap of the cargo will be saved. Having been a lucky man all his life previously, he said he had determined to chance his luck this time, and did not insure vessel or cargo: so that all is gone. His wife and several children are dependent on him. He has no relatives rich enough, or willing enough, to help him; and, poor fellow, he has received injuries while being rescued, which will probably render him helpless for the rest of his life. Now, do you think that good will come out of all that?

I am sure it will, returned Miss Millet confidently, and good to him too if he seeks it; though of course I know not how or when.

But why are you so sure?

Because, Jeff, it is written that God does not afflict the children of men willingly. He does it for their good, and that good cannot fail of accomplishment, unless they refuse the good and choose the evil.

Again Jeff became silent and thoughtful. I have meditated much of late, he said, about Captain Millets adventure in China

By the way, interrupted Miss Millet, that reminds me that the captains little girl Rose  Rosebud, as he calls her  is to come here this very evening to stay with me for a week.

Indeed? that will be pleasant, auntie. I must come and see her as an old acquaintance.

Oh yes, you must, Jeff. Youve no idea what a sweet girl she has become. I am quite charmed with her  so modest, and unselfish, and clever, and good, and  and, in short, I call her the four Fs, for she is fair, fragile, fervent, and funny.

What a catalogue! exclaimed the youth, laughing; you may well be charmed with her. But what do you mean by funny? Does she try to make people laugh?

Oh dear, no! In company she can scarce be made to speak at all, but she is so fond of fun  has such a lively appreciation of humour, and laughs so heartily. She has grown quite into a woman since I last saw her when her father went to sea. There she is!

Miss Millet sprang from her chair with the agility almost of a young woman, and ran to open the door, for a cab was heard pulling up in front of the cottage.

There was a delighted little shriek from Auntie! and the warmest salutations of welcome; and the next moment Miss Millet, with the captains daughter, arm in arm, embracing one another, entered the parlour.

The coastguardsman was transfixed, for there, before him, flushed and panting, stood  

A maid with eyes of heavenly blue,

And rippling hair of golden hue;

With parted lips of Coral too,

Disclosing pearls  and

All the rest of it! Yes, no wonder that Jeffrey Benson was transfixed. Still less wonder that Rosebud stood in much the same condition; for, a young giant in pilot-cloth, damp and dirty, dishevelled, bespattered with mud, tied up about the fingers and plastered over the nose, was not precisely what she had expected to find in Aunt Millets parlour.

They were soon introduced, however, and on the best of terms; for the shrinking from Jeffs filthy appearance changed in a moment to hero-worship in the romantic heart of Rose, when she was told the cause of the youths condition, and heard all the details of the rescue from his own manly lips.

It was love at first sight with both of them; more than that, it was first love at first sight! We have profound sympathy with young people thus circumstanced, especially when they are reticent, and dont give way to sentimental silliness. A good manly and womanly case of this sort of love, in which the parties concerned take a serious header and go deep down, without the smallest intention of ever coming up again, is pleasant to contemplate and agreeable to record.

Of course it must not be supposed that Rose Millet understood what had happened. She was fully aware, indeed, that something unusual had occurred within her inexperienced breast, but she quietly set it down to hero-worship. She had read Carlyle on that subject. She had seen occasional reference in newspapers and magazines to lifeboat work, and she had been thrilled by the record of noble deeds done by heroic seamen and coastguardsmen. At last it was her lot to come athwart one of those heroes. He quite came up to her conception  nay, more than came up to it! She regarded Jeff with feelings approaching to awe. The idea of love in connection with a damp, dirty, wounded, nose-plastered, hair-ravelled giant, with beard enough to make an average hearth-broom, never entered her fair head. If suggested to her she would have laughed it to scorn  had it been possible for one so bright and funny to become scornful.

As for Jeff  he more than suspected what had happened in regard to himself. His experience of life had been varied and extensive for his years  at least in a nautical direction  and that is saying a great deal.

Done for! he remarked to himself that evening, as he left the residence of Miss Millet and sauntered slowly homeward, divesting his fingers of the wrappings in an absent manner as he went along; but he forgot the plastered nose, and was taken to task about it by his comrades.

Why, wherever did you get the stickin-plaster? asked David Bowers, an Anglo-Saxon much like himself in form and size, only that his locks and beard were yellow instead of dark brown.

From a friend, replied Jeff.

A female friend? asked Bowers, with a sly glance.

Yes, replied Jeff, so promptly, and with a look of such benignity, that the Anglo-Saxon felt constrained to give up his intended badinage.

That night curiously enough, Rose and Jeff were beset by dreams exactly similar in kind, though slightly modified in form. Both were in the midst of howling blasts and raging billows; but while the one was saving a fair and slender girl in circumstances of great but scorned risk, the other was being rescued by a young giant with a brown beard, in a style the most heroic, and in the midst of dangers the most appalling.

Next day, when Jeff  having got rid of the nose-plaster, and removed the mud, and brushed the dishevelled hair, and put on dry garments  paid another visit to Miss Millet, the Rosebud formed a more correct estimate of her condition, became alarmed, and shrank like a sensitive plant before the gaze of the coastguardsman; insomuch that she drove him to the conclusion that he had no hope whatever in that quarter, and that he was foolish to think of her seriously. What was she, after all? A mere chit of a school girl! It was ridiculous. He would heave her overboard forthwith, and trouble his head no more about her. He would not, however, give up visiting his old confidante on her account  oh dear, no!

It was wonderful what an amount of guarding seemed to be required by the coast in the vicinity of Miss Millets cottage during the following week! Any one observing the frequency of Jeffs visits to it, and his prolonged earnest gazing at the sea, would have imagined that the ancient smuggling days had revived, or that the old tendency of the French to suddenly come oer and find the Britons awaiting them on shore, was not yet extinct.

One evening our hero, after paying a little unwonted attention to his toilet prepared to set out for Miss Millets cottage. He had obtained leave of absence for the evening, and had made up his mind to spend an hour or two in metaphysical discussion. Rose had not yet left her aunt but no matter. If she could not assist in the conversation, she could at all events listen, and might be benefited.

In passing through the station, the officer on duty called to him.

I want you, Benson, to take Wilsons place to-night. He is unwell and off duty. We may possibly require all our force, for the barometer has suddenly fallen much lower than usual.

No shade of disappointment betrayed itself on the grave countenance of the well-disciplined Jeff as he replied, Very well, sir, and went out; but profound disappointment nevertheless harrowed his broad bosom, for he had promised himself such a long and pleasant evening of discussion; possibly of benefit to the young girl for whom he cared nothing now  a mere passing fancy, pooh! But even while ejecting the pooh! he wondered why the disappointment was so severe. Was it possible that he was being taught by experience the lesson which Miss Millets reasoning powers had failed to inculcate?

It was blowing hard when Jeff reached the cliffs, and, bending forward to the increasing blast made his way to the rugged coast which was to be the scene of his night vigil. As he stood on the shore with hands in pockets and legs apart, to steady himself, and gazed out upon the darkening sea, he saw plainly enough that the prophetic barometer was right. Far out on the water a ledge of rocks, barely covered at high water, caught the billows as they rolled shoreward, broke them up, and sent them spouting into the air in volumes of foam. On the horizon the clouds were so black that the shrieking sea-birds passed athwart them like flakes of snow. Low muttering thunder was heard at intervals; and as night drew on, gleams of lightning flashed in the obscurity.

During one of these flashes Jeff thought he saw a vessel labouring heavily. He could not be quite sure, for by that time spray, borne on the whistling wind, was blinding him. Suddenly a red flash was seen, followed by a report. It was a signal of distress.

Every thought and feeling save that of duty was instantly banished from the mind of our coastguardsman, as he hurried away to give the alarm and join in the rescue.




Chapter Four.

A Wreck and Rescue.

Terrible was the gale which burst that night upon the shores of old England, and awful the fate that awaited many of the vessels which were nearing port at the time. Better far for many of them had they met the foe in the open field of what seamen term blue water, for no place is so dangerous as the shallow waters off the coast when the storm-fiend is abroad.

Perhaps it may be news to some readers that the losses of this country by shipwreck form a perennial drain of life and wealth as regular and certain as the recurrence of the seasons. Nearly two thousand ships, two millions sterling, and little short of a thousand lives are lost each year on the shores of the United Kingdom  sometimes more, sometimes less,  each and every year. We give round numbers, because they are more easily remembered.

On the particular night of which we write, many a gallant ship was driving over the sea, making for her port, nearing home and friends, rushing to her doom! Passengers and crews alike had by that time, doubtless, become so familiar with whistling gales and heaving seas, that they had ceased to fear them; but some among them had yet to learn, when too late, that the dangers of the deep are insignificant compared with the perils of the shore.

Among these hapless ships was one to which we direct the readers particular attention. She was a large ship, with a crew of between twenty and thirty men, bound from China to the Thames. She carried no passengers, and was commanded by our friend, Captain Millet.

No captain in the mercantile navy of Britain was better qualified than he to take his ship across the trackless main, and, if need be, carry her safely into port; but seamanship and knowledge of channels and bars and currents avail nothing when the sails and cordage of a ship are unseaworthy and her timbers worn out.

The owners of the North Star cared little for human lives. They were economists of the strictest kind. Hence her condition was bad.

The gale overtook the North Star when she was not far from the coast where nestled her captains native town of Cranby. A pilot had been signalled for in vain, for the night was thick as well as stormy. At last one was obtained, and all went fairly well until the vessel was off the black rocks on which the eyes of Jeff Benson had been resting for some time. Fearing that he was too near that point of danger, the pilot gave orders to go about. While the vessel was in stays, one of the ropes parted, and she missed. At the same moment a squall came down on her, and carried away the main and fore-topmasts with the jib-boom. Instantly the vessel was unmanageable, and drifted bodily towards the rocks.

Captain Millet and his men toiled like heroes to clear away the wreckage, and orders were given to fire the signal-gun. As we have seen, our coastguardsman was swift to carry the alarm to his station, and without delay the lifeboat was launched. At the same time orders were given to get ready the coastguard boat, in case its services should be required.

The regular crew of the lifeboat had, as usual, been on the alert, and the bright blue boat of mercy was at once run down to the beach, until her carriage reached the edge of the foaming sea.

Now, lads, jump in! shouted the coxswain.

It was found, however, when they had taken their places and seized the oars, that two of the crew were missing. Volunteers were instantly called for, and Jeff, with his friend David Bowers, answered to the call. They put on the cork life-belts, took the vacant seats, and grasped the oars. Then the transporting carriage, with the boat and crew on it, was pushed by many willing hands as far into the sea as possible, the men bending forward with the oars out, ready to pull at a moments notice.

The launching ropes were already manned. At another signal from the coxswain, the boat plunged into the boiling surf, the oars were dipped, ten strong backs were bent, and away they shot on their errand of mercy  drenched and filled by the first great billow through which they cut their way, but not swamped, for the water ran out through the discharging tubes as fast as it came in.

An hour of hard toil brought them within sight of the wreck. Keeping well to windward, the coxswain cast anchor, and the bowman, taking a turn or two of the cable round the bollard, allowed the boat to drop down to the wreck, stern foremost.

Cant you get round to leeward of the wreck? asked Jeff, who sat near the stern of the boat, keeping a firm grasp of his oar, which the rushing and breaking seas well-nigh forced out of his hands.

No, not as the rocks lie, replied the coxswain curtly.

On drawing a few yards nearer, it became evident that no boat could live in the seething caldron of rocks and foam that lay under the lee of the wreck. Their only chance lay in approaching from the weather side, which was not only a difficult and dangerous operation, but was rendered doubly so by the violent swaying of the wreck from side to side.

The roaring of the gale and thunder of the seas, combined with the darkness and the hurtling spray, rendered it impossible for the men in the life-boat to distinguish anything clearly, until close to the wreck. Then it was seen that the whole crew had taken to the rigging of the mainmast  the topmast of which had been carried away by the fall of the foremast and mizzen.

A lusty cheer told that the shipwrecked men were still strong in hope, though their situation was terrible; for every lurch of the hull shook the swaying top so violently as almost to tear even the strong seamen from their grasp.

Jeff, said Bowers, who sat on the same thwart with his friend, did ye not recognise a voice in that cheer?

Ay, that I did, returned Jeff, with feelings of great anxiety. Twas uncommon like Captain Millet.

Look out for the rope! roared one of the lifeboat men, as he swung and discharged the loaded stick with a line attached.

The heave was successful. The men on the maintop of the wreck caught the line, and by means of it passed a stout warp between the mast and the boat, down which they began to shin like squirrels, for the prompt appearance of their rescuers had not left time for the exhaustion of their strength.

Is your vessel the North Star, commanded by Captain Millet? shouted Jeff in the ear of the first arrival, for the noise of raging elements rendered ordinary tones almost useless.

Ay, she is, replied the man; but you wont see him till the last of us is safe aboard.

Hallo! Captain Millet! cried Jeff, with a roar that almost equalled the elements.

Ay, ay, is that you, Jeff? came back in a similar roar (but greatly softened by distance) from the swirling spray-clouds that raged above the wreck.

Cheer up, Captain; well save you all right, returned our coastguardsman in another enthusiastic roar, which of itself did something to cheer up all who heard it.

About a dozen of the sailors had been got into the lifeboat, when a tremendous rending sound was heard, followed by a loud cry of alarm, as the mast broke off a few feet above the deck, and plunged, with the men still upon it, into the boiling sea. To add to the confusion and terror, some part of the cordage caught the lifeboat, and completely sank as well as overturned it.

To an ignorant observer it might have seemed that all hope was gone  that every man must perish. But this was not so. The buoyant qualities of the magnificent lifeboat brought it to the surface like a cork the instant it was freed. Its self-righting qualities turned it on its keel. The self-acting discharging tubes emptied it in less than two minutes; and the crew, supported by their cork life-belts, caught the life-lines festooned round the boats side for this very purpose, and clambered into her.

Of the men of the wreck who had been tumbled into the sea along with them, some clung to their rescuers, whose belts could easily sustain two. Others were able to lay hold of the boat, and a few held on to the floating wreckage till they were saved.

Suddenly the voice of Captain Millet was heard, Hold on, lads; dont go without me. My foots jammed here, and I cant

He stopped abruptly, for the head of the mast plunged under water at the moment, taking the captain along with it.

Without a word Jeff rose and sprang into the sea at the spot where his friend had disappeared. Almost at the same moment the end of the mast re-appeared, and struck our hero on the side with terrible violence. In spite of the blow, however, he was able to free the captain, who was caught by several strong arms, and hauled inboard at the same moment that his rescuer laid hold of one of the hanging life-lines.

While they were still heaving at the captain, David Bowers heard Jeffs voice  

Your hand, Davy!

The stout coastguardsman was not slow to obey and he received a grip like that of a drowning man; but his mate made no other effort to save himself.

Help here, two of you, cried Bowers.

Another moment, and six brawny arms embraced Jeff, and lifted him into the boat.

Not hurt, I hope, Jeff?

Not much, Davy  at least not to speak of; only Im a bit stunned. Just let me lie here. One o the North Stars men can take my oar.

There was no time for delicate attentions or inquiries in the circumstances, for the wreck of the mainmast had already given the boat, strong though it was, some damaging lunges as it shot wildly to and fro in the mad sea.

All there? demanded the coxswain of the saved men, who had been rapidly counting their numbers.

All here, thank God! answered Captain Millet.

Haul off, lads!

The men laid hold of the hawser, and hauled with a will  not a moment too soon, for the wreck was breaking up, and the sea around was strewn with heavy timbers. Having hauled the boat up to her anchor, the latter was got in, and the oars were shipped. These last being made fast to the boat with strong lines, had not been lost in all the turmoil, though two of them were broken. They were replaced, however, by spare oars; and then the lifeboat, being pulled out of danger, hoisted her scrap of sail and scudded away gaily before the wind for the shore with her rescued freight.

Of course the news spread like wildfire that the lifeboat had come in with the crew of the wrecked North Star  some said the whole crew, others, part of the crew; for verbal reports of this kind never do coincide after travelling a short way.

Jeff, I must go straight to my sister, and be first wi the news, said Captain Millet on landing. You said my Rosebud is with her just now?

Yes, Ill go with ee, captain.

Come along, then, lad; but I fear youve got hurt. Youre sure it isnt broken ribs?

Oh, nothing to speak of, replied the youth, with a light laugh.

First however, I must telegraph to the owners, said the captain.

This duty performed, and his men comfortably housed in a neighbouring inn, Captain Millet and Jeff went off to the cottage. It was about two in the morning when they reached it. No one had yet been there. In his excited state of mind, the captain, who had no nerves, thundered at the door.

If there was one thing that Miss Millet had a horror of, it was housebreakers. She leaped out of bed, and began to dress in terror, having roused Rose, who slept with her.

Burglars never thunder like that, auntie, suggested Rose, as she hastily threw on her garments.

Miss Millet admitted the force of the argument and then, somewhat relieved, concluded that it must be tipsy men. Under this impression she raised the window-sash  her bedroom being on the upper floor  and looked timidly out.

Go away, bad, naughty men! she said, in a remonstrative tone. If you dont I shall send for the police!

Why, Molly, dont you know me?

Brother! shrieked Miss Millet.

Father! exclaimed the Rosebud.

Need we say that, after a few more hurried touches to costume, the door was opened, and the untimely visitors were admitted? Need we add that when Rose, with a little cry of joy, leaped into her fathers arms and received a paternal hug, she leaped out of them again with a little shriek of surprise?

Father, youre all wet! a perfect sponge!

True, darling, I forgot! Ive just been wrecked, and rescued by the lifeboat through Gods great mercy, long with all my crew; and there, he added, pointing to Jeff, stands the man that saved my life.

If Rose loved the young coastguardsman before, she absolutely idolised him now. Something of the feeling must have betrayed itself on her fair face, for Jeff made a step towards her, as if under an irresistible impulse to seize her hand.

But at that moment he experienced an agonising sensation of pain, and, staggering backwards, sat down  almost fell  upon the sofa.

Nothing  nothing, he replied, to the anxious inquiries of Miss Millet. Only a little pain, caused by the rap I got from that mast. Come now, auntie, dont fuss about me, but sit down and hear what the captain has got to say.




Chapter Five.

Miss Millet Receives a Surprise, Rosebud a Disappointment, and our Hero Another Blow.

Miss Millet was one of those cheery, unselfish, active-minded women who are not easily thrown off their balance  deranged, as the French say  by untoward circumstances.

The arrival of any two friends at two in the morning would have failed to disturb the good nature or weaken the hospitality of that amiable creature. Her joy, therefore, at the sudden, though untimely, appearance of her brother and friend was not marred by selfish considerations; and although she was eager to bear what the captain had to say, she would not let him begin until he and Jeff had retired to an attic chamber and put on dry habiliments.

How male attire came to be so handy in a spinsters house is easily accounted for by the fact that her regard for the memory of her departed father was so great as to have induced her to leave his hat and stick in the passage in their wonted places after his death, and to leave undisturbed the chest of drawers which contained the greater part of his wardrobe. Nothing short of absolute necessity would have induced Miss Millet to disturb these sacred relics; but she knew that death might result from sitting in drenched clothes, and her well-balanced mind at once pointed out that here was a case which demanded a sacrifice. She therefore bowed to the inevitable, and handed her brother the key of the chest of drawers.

As the late Mr Millet had been a large man, the result was that her visitors were admirably fitted out  the only disadvantage being that the captain had to turn up the legs of the trousers and the cuffs of the coat.

Meanwhile Miss Millet lighted a gas-stove, which she had always ready for invalid purposes, and Rose arranged the table, so that when their visitors returned to the parlour, they were greeted with the sight of food and the singing of the tea-kettle.

I can offer you brandy, brother, said the little hostess, as a medicine!

Thankee, Molly  not even as a medicine, said the captain, with a benignant look; tea is better in the circumstances. I can speak from a vast amount of experience. But of course I speak only for myself. I dont know what Jeffs principles

My principles, interrupted the coastguardsman, are to leave every man to judge for himself. My judgment for myself is, that, as I dont require strong drink, Im much better without it.

My principles go much further than that, said Miss Millet who was an enthusiastic total abstainer. The Bible justifies me in denying myself the use of wine and all spirituous liquors for my brothers sake, so that I may set him an example, and also have more weight when I reason with him, and try to get him to adopt my views.

Why, Molly, to hear you talk like that about giving up drink for your brothers sake, one would think that I had bin a tippler all my life!

You know that I refer to my brother  man, brother.

Ah, of course  of course; and also your sister-woman, I suppose, cried the captain, seizing the loaf and beginning to cut it into inch-and-a-half slices. Whats your opinion, Rosebud, on the drink question?

Rose, whose cheeks emulated her namesake flower, replied that, never having tasted wine or spirits in her life, or thought upon the drink question at all, she had no opinion to express.

Long may you continue in that innocent and humble state of mind, my Rosebud, cried the captain, with a laugh which caused him to choke on his first mouthful of tea. After recovering himself and wiping his eyes, he said  

Now, Moll, I must tell you all about the wreck; on which he launched out into a graphic description of what the reader already knows.

You may be sure that he did not underrate the services and heroism of Jeff, who sat wonderfully silent during the recital, and only acknowledged references to himself with a faint smile.

But, brother, exclaimed Miss Millet, with sudden energy when he had finished, what will the consequences of this wreck be?

The consequences, my dear, will be that the owners will lose a good many thousand pounds, for neither ship nor cargo were insured. An it sarves em right for the vessel was not fit to go to sea; an they knew it, but were too graspin to go to the expense o refittin. Besides, theyve bin what they call so lucky in past years that they thought, I fancy, there was no fear o their luck departin.

But I was not thinking of the owners, brother; I was thinking of the consequences to yourself.

Why, as to that, Molly, as Ive lost my ship, Im pretty safe to lose my situation; for, from what I know of the owners, they are sure to lay all the blame they can upon my shoulders, so that I wont find it easy to get another ship. Worse than all, I had made a little private adventure of my own, which was very successful, and the result o which I was bringin home in gold-dust; and now every nugget o that is at the bottom o the sea. So you see, Molly, its loss an disaster everywhere  nothin but a black horizon all round.

Jeff glanced quickly at Miss Millet. This seemed to bear somewhat on their recent discussions. Miss Millet as quickly returned the glance.

I know what you are thinking, Jeff, she said, with an intelligent look.

Well, auntie, returned the youth, it does seem hard to think that any good can come out of all this  doesnt it?

Young man, said the captain, regarding Jeff with an almost stern look, if a savage were taken into a factory and shown the whirling wheels and bands and rollers working in all directions, and saw filthy old rags boiled and mixed up with grass and evil-smelling substances, and torn to shreds and reduced to pulp in the midst of dirt and clattering noise and apparent confusion; and if that savage were to say, Surely nothin good can come out of all this! wouldnt you  knowin that great rolls of fair and spotless paper were to come out of it  pronounce that savage a fool, or, at least, a presumptuous fellow?

True, captain; I accept the rebuke, said Jeff, with a short laugh and a swift glance at Rose, who, however, was gazing demurely at her tea-cup, as if lost in the contemplation of its pattern. Possibly she was thinking of the absurdity of taking tea at all at such an hour!

Well, then, Jeff, continued the captain, dont you go and judge unfinished work. Perfect men and women are, in this world, only in process of manufacture. When you see them finished, youll be better able to judge of the process.

Jeff did not quite agree with his friend; for, gazing at Rose, he could not help feeling that at least one woman had, to his mind, been almost perfectly finished even here! However, he said nothing.

At this point the conversation was turned by Miss Millet suddenly recalling to mind her brothers generous friend in China.

You have no idea, Dick, how much good I have been able to do with that money. Of course it could not pay for the swimming-bath, or the church, or but here, I have a note of it all.

She pulled a soiled red note-book from her pocket and was about to refer to it, when she was arrested by the grave, sad expression that had overspread her brothers countenance.

Ah, Molly, he said, dear Clara Nibsworth was dying when I last saw her, and I fear her father wont survive her long. You remember, I told you the poor girl was delicate and her father old, and the excitement and exertion of that night of the fire was too much for both of them. When I arrived this time in China, I took a run up to their place to see them, and found Clara almost at the point of death. I had little time to spare, and meant to have returned the next day; but the poor broken-down father entreated me so earnestly to remain that I at last agreed to spend three days wi them. Durin that time I read the Bible a good deal to the poor girl, and found that she had got her feet firm on the Rock of Ages. She was very grateful, poor thing, and I never saw one so unselfish. She had little thought about herself, although dyin and in great sufferin. Her chief anxiety was about her old father, and what he would do when she was gone.

It was impossible for me to stay to the end, for no one could guess how long the poor thing would hold out. I did my best to comfort the father, and then I left, bringing away a kind message to you, my poor Rosebud. She seems to have loved you dearly, and said you were very kind to her at school.

Rose had covered her face with her hands, and with difficulty restrained her tears.

But you said the doctors had some hope, father; didnt you? she asked.

No, darling, the doctors had none  no more had I. It was her poor father who hoped against hope. Death was written on her sweet face, and it could not be far off. I doubt not she is now with the Lord. When I was leaving, she gave me a small packet for you; but that, with everything else in the North Star, has gone to the bottom. But we must be goin now, continued the captain, rising. I see Jeff is gettin wearied  an no wonder. Besides, it wont do to keep you two up here talkin till daylight.

Jeff protested that he was not weary  that in such company it was impossible for him to tire! but Rose was too much distressed by her fathers narrative to observe the compliment.

Still, in spite of his protest, there was something in our heros manner and look which belied his words; and when he returned to the coastguard station that day, and was about to lie down for much-needed repose, his friend and mate, David Bowers, was surprised to see him turn deadly pale, stagger, and fall on his bed in a state of insensibility.

Hallo! Jeff, whats wrong? exclaimed Bowers, starting up, seizing his friends arm, and giving him a shake, for he was much puzzled. To see a man knocked into a state of insensibility was nothing new or unfamiliar to Bowers, but to see a powerful young fellow like Jeff go off in a fainting fit like a woman was quite out of his experience.

Jeff, however, remained deaf to his mates hallo! and when at last a doctor was fetched, it was found that he had been seriously injured; insomuch that the medical man stood amazed when he heard how he had walked several miles and sat up for several hours after his exertions and accident at the wreck. That medical man, you see, happened to be an old bachelor, and probably did not know what love can accomplish!

I very much fear, he said to Captain Millet, after inspecting his patient, that the poor fellow has received some bad internal injuries. The mast, or whatever it was, must have struck him a tremendous blow, for his side is severely bruised, and two of his ribs are broken.

Pretty tough ribs to break, too, remarked the captain, with a look of profound distress.

You are right, returned the doctor; remarkably tough, but not quite fitted to withstand such a powerful battering-ram as the mainmast of a six-hundred-ton barque.

Now, doctor, whats to be done with him? You see, the poor young fellow is not only my friend, but he has saved my life, so I feel bound to look well after him; and this isnt quite the sort o place to be ill in, he added, looking round the somewhat bare apartment, whose walls were adorned with carbines and cutlasses.

The wisest thing for him to do is to go into hospital, where he will receive the best of medical treatment and careful nursing.

Wouldnt the nursing of an old lady that loves him like a mother, and a comfortable cottage, do as well?

No doubt it would, said the doctor, with a smile, if he also had proper medical attendance

Just so. Well, thats all settled, then, interrupted the captain. Ill have him removed at once, and youll attend him, doctor  who better?  that is, if you can spare the time.

The doctor was quite ready to spare the time, and the captain bustled off to tell his sister what was in store for her, and to order Rosebud to pack up and return to school without delay, so as to make room for the patient.

Great was his astonishment that his Rosebud burst into tears on receiving the news.

My Bud, my darling, dont cry, he said, tenderly drawing the fair head to his rugged bosom. I know it must be a great disappointment to have a week cut off your holidays, but Ill go down to Folkestone with you, an take a lodging there, an you an I will have a jolly time of it together  till I get another ship

Oh! father, its not that! exclaimed poor Rose almost indignantly; its  its

Not being able to explain exactly what it was that ailed her, she took refuge in another flood of tears.

Oh! she thought to herself, if I might only stay and nurse him! but she blushed at the very thought, for she was well aware that she knew no more about scientific nursing than a tortoiseshell cat! Three months of the most tender and careful nursing by Miss Millet failed, however, to set Jeffrey Benson on his legs. He was very patient and courageous. Hope was strong, and he listened with approval and gratitude to his nurses teachings.

There came a day, however, which tried him.

You think me not much better, doctor? he asked, somewhat anxiously.

Not much, returned the doctor, in a low, tender tone; and I fear that you must make up your mind never again to be quite the same man you were.

Never again? exclaimed the youth, in startled surprise.

The doctor said nothing, but his look was never again.




Chapter Six.

Good News to the Captain  Also to Jeff.

There is a period, probably, in the life of every man, when a feeling akin to despair creeps over him, and the natural tendency of his heart to rebel against his Maker becomes unquestionable. There may be some on whom this epoch descends gently  others, perhaps, who may even question whether they have met with it at all; but there must be many, of whom Jeff was one, on whom it comes like a thunderbolt, scathing for a time all the finer qualities of heart and mind.

If it had only come at a later period of life, or in some other form, auntie, he said one day, as he lay on a sofa at the open window of the cottage, looking out upon the sea; but to be bowled over at my age, when the world was all before me, and I was so well able  physically, at least  to fight my way. It is terrible, and seems so outrageous! What good can possibly come of rendering a young man helpless  a strong, capable machine, that might do so much good in the world, useless?

He spoke in an almost querulous tone, and looked inquiringly in his nurses face. It did not occur to the youth, as he looked at her, that the weak-bodied, soft, and gentle creature herself had been, and still was, doing more good to the world than a hundred young men such as he!

Miss Millets face was a wholesome one to look into. She did not shake her head and look solemn or shocked. Neither did she laugh at his petulance. She merely said, with the sweetest of little smiles, You may live, Jeff, to be a very useful machine yet; if not quite as strong as you were  though even that is uncertain, for doctors are fallible, you know. Never forget that, Jeff  doctors are fallible. Besides, your living at all shows that God has something for you to do for Him.

Nonsense, auntie. If that is true of me, it is just as true of hundreds of men who live and die without making the smallest attempt to accomplish any work for God. Yet He lets them live for many years.

Quite true, returned Miss Millet; and God has work for all these men to do, though many of them refuse to do it. But I feel sure that that wont be your case, Jeff. He finds work just suited to our capacities  at the time we need it, too, if we are only willing. Why, in my own very case, has He not sent you to me to be nursed, just as I had finished organising the new night-classes for the usher-boys; and I was puzzled  absolutely puzzled  as to what I should do next and here you step in, requiring my assistance, and giving me full employment.

Thats it  thats it, returned Jeff hastily. I am without means, and a burden on you and Captain Millet. Oh! it is hard  very hard!

Yes, indeed, it is hard to bear. Of course that is what you mean, for, as God has done it we cannot suppose anything that He does is really hard. If your illness had been the result of dissipation, now, or through your own fault, you could not have said exactly it was Gods doing; but when it was the result of noble self-sacrifice

Come, come, auntie; dont make me more vain than I am. Im bad enough as it is, and  and  Im very weary.

The poor youths head fell back on the pillow, and he sighed deeply as his nurse brought him some strengthening food. He needed it much, for he was reduced to a mere shadow of his former self.

His fine eyes had become quite awful in their size and solemnity. His once ruddy cheeks were hollow. His well-formed nose had become pinched, and his garments hung on, rather than clothed, a huge skeleton.

During all Jeffs illness Captain Millet was unremitting in his attentions, insomuch that a certain careworn expression began to take up its settled abode on his countenance. But this was not altogether owing to sympathy with his friend, it was partly the consequence of his financial affairs.

Having lost his situation, as he had expected, he found it difficult to procure another, and was under the necessity of living on the small capital which he had accumulated in the course of laborious years. Had his own subsistence been all his care, he would have had little trouble; but Rose had to be supported and educated, his sister had to be assisted, his charities had to be kept up, and now Jeff Benson had to be maintained, and his doctor paid. The worst of it all was, that he could not talk on the subject to any of the three, which, to a sympathetic soul, was uncommonly hard  but unavoidable.

Yes, quite unavoidable, he muttered to himself one evening, when alone in his lodging. They think Im a rich old fellow, but I darent say a word. If I did, Jeff would refuse to eat another bite, an that would kill him. If I told Rosebud, it could do no good, and would only make her miserable. If I told Molly, I  I really dont know what shed do. Shed founder, I think. No, I must go on sailin under false colours. Its a comfort, anyhow, to know that the funds will last some little time yet, even at the present rate of expenditure; but its perplexin  very.

He shook his head, wrinkled his brows, and then, rising, took a well-worn pocket-Bible from a shelf, and sought consolation therein.

Some time after that Captain Millet was seated in the same room, about the same hour, meditating on the same subject, with a few additional wrinkles on his brow, when he received a letter.

From Hong Kong, he muttered, opening it, and putting on his glasses.

The changes in his expressive face as he read were striking, and might have been instructive. Sadness first  then surprise  then blazing astonishment  then a pursing of the mouth and a prolonged whistle, followed by an expressive slap on the thigh. Then, crumpling the letter into his pocket he put on his glazed hat, sallied forth, and took the way to his sisters cottage.

At that cottage, about the same time, a great change had taken place in Jeff Benson  spiritually, not physically, though even in the latter respect he was at all events not worse than usual. Having gone from bad to worse in his rebellion, he had at last reached that lowest depth wherein he not only despaired of the doctors power to cure him, and his own power of constitution, but began silently, and in his own mind, to charge his Maker with having made a complete failure in his creation.

Life is a muddle, auntie, altogether! he exclaimed when he reached this point. It was the lowest ebb  hopeless despair alike of himself and his God.

A muddle, Jeff? said the little woman, raising her eyebrows slightly. How can that be possible in the work of a Perfect Creator, and a Perfect Saviour who redeems from all evil  your supposed muddle included?

Our young coastguardsman was silent. It was probably the great turning-point when the Holy Spirit opened his eyes to see Jesus, and all things in relation to Him. For a long time he did not speak. The lips of his nurse were also silent, but her heart was not so. At last Jeff spoke  

It must be so. Perfection is bound to work out perfection. This apparent evil must be for good. He doeth all things well. Surely I have read that somewhere!

In a low clear voice his nurse said  

He doeth all things well,

We say it now with tears;

But we shall sing it with those we love

Through bright eternal years.

I think the light is dawning, auntie.

I am sure it is, Jeff.

Again they were silent, and thus they remained while the natural light faded, until the western sky and sea were dyed in crimson.

The first thing that diverted their thoughts was a quick step outside, then a thunderous knock at the door, and next moment the captain stood before them, beaming with excitement, panting heavily, and quite unable for some minutes to talk coherently.

Sister, said he at last, sit down an listen. Jeff, open your ears.

He drew a crumpled letter from his pocket, spread it on his knee, put on his glasses, and read as follows:  

My Dear Captain Millet,  

You will, I know, be grieved, though not surprised, to hear that your old friend Nibsworth is dead. Poor fellow! his end came much as you and I had anticipated when we last parted. He followed his dear Clara about two months after her death. I suppose you know that she died three days after you left their house.

My object in writing just now, however, is to convey to you a piece of good news; namely, that Nibsworth has left you the whole of his property, which, altogether, cannot amount to less, I should think, than eighty thousand pounds.

At this point the captain paused and looked over his glasses at his sister, who, with wide-open eyes, exclaimed  

Brother! he must be joking!

Sister, returned the captain, my friend never jokes, except when in extremely congenial society, and then his jokes are bad  so bad as to be unworthy of repetition.

Wonderful! exclaimed Miss Millet.

Singular, murmured Jeff, whose thoughts seemed to be engaged with some far-off prospect.

He goes on, continued the captain, reading: I am left the sole executor of his affairs. Pray, therefore, write as to what you wish done. I am not at present conversant with the precise duties of an executor, but of course I will get the best advice possible in the circumstances, and do the best I can. I would recommend you to do the same at your end of the world, and let me have your instructions as soon as possible. The enclosed statement will show you the nature of your property. The greater part, you will observe, is in hard cash. I may add that the house and grounds here would sell well at present, if you feel inclined to dispose of them.

In conclusion, allow me to congratulate you on this piece of good fortune  perhaps, knowing your character so well, I should have written, this good gift from God.

Ay, my friend, said the captain, folding the letter, you might have written, this unexpected and undeserved gift from God. But now, Molly, what think ye of it all?

Wonderful! exclaimed the good lady in reply; and beyond this word she seemed unable to go for a time, save that, after a strong mental effort, she varied it to amazing! Suddenly she seemed to recover, and said with a quick, earnest look  

Dick, what are you going to do?

Do? exclaimed Captain Millet, smiting his knee and looking from his sister to Jeff with a broad smile. Ill run up to London, an take a mansion in the West End, call at Long Acre in passing, and buy a carriage and four. Then Ill run down to Folkestone an buy a villa there, or a castle if they have one in stock; if not, Ill order one o the newest pattern, with gas, water, electricity, and steam laid on. After that Ill buy a steam-yacht and take a trip round the world, so as to calm my brain and think over it. Of course Ill drop in at Hong Kong, in passing, to have a look at my property; and then

Hush, brother! dont run on with such nonsense when we ought to be only filled with serious thoughts.

How can a man be filled with serious thoughts, Molly, when a sort of Arabian Nights affair has tumbled on him all of a sudden  took him aback like a white squall, and thrown him on his beam-ends?

And what a selfish fellow you are, too! said Jeff; not one word in all you propose to do about anybody except yourself  no mention even of Rosebud.

Pooh! Jeff, are you so green as not to know that a wise man never puts his best foot foremost? Dont you know that it is usual, when a man makes a speech, to keep tumblin out one point after another  clinkin em all as he goes along  until he comes to the last but not least point? If you had let me alone, Molly, I was comin to Rosebud and yourself too; but as youve been so unmannerly, Ill keep these points till another time. By the way, when you write to Rosebud, not a word about all this. It might unsettle the darlin with her lessons. An that reminds me that one o my first businesses will be to have her supplied wi the best of teachers  French, Italian, Spanish, German masters  Greek an Hebrew an Dutch ones too if the dear child wants em  to say nothin o dancin an drawin an calisthenics an mathematics, an the use o the globes, an conundrums o that sort.

Really, brother, if you go on like this, Ill begin to think your good fortune, as you call it, has turned your brain.

Never fear, Molly, when I come to say what Im going to do about the little church, an the night-classes, an the soup-kitchens, and the model-houses and the swimming-bath, youll whistle another tune. But come, Jeff; its time to ask how you are gettin along. You look better, my boy.

I am better, captain  much, much better, returned the youth, with a flushed cheek and sparkling eye, for I, too, have got news this morning of a fortune which exceeds yours in value, and the security is better.

The captain was puzzled. A fortune, Jeff?

Yes; but my news will keep. You are too much excited to hear about it just now. Enough to say that I am much better. Now, if you are wise, you will go without delay and take some steps about this affair.

Youre right, lad, returned the captain, rising quietly and clapping on his hat; so good-bye to ee both. Ill soon be back. At present Im off to consult my  my  solicitor! though I dont know who he is yet, more than the man in the moon.




Chapter Seven.

An Unquiet, Adventurous Morning in the Shell-Cave.

I think, said Jeff Benson one fine morning, as he got up and stretched himself, that I feel well enough to-day to get down to the shore without assistance. You know, auntie, I shall never be able to walk alone if I give way to laziness, and lean so much on others. Im like the babies now, and must be encouraged to try it on my own hook.

He looked at Miss Millet with a half-pitiful smile, for there was something woefully true in his words, and his good little nurse found it necessary to go in search of the household keys for a minute or so before answering.

Well, Jeff, perhaps you are right and the day is splendid  sunny, calm, and warm  so you wont be likely to catch cold. Only dont go far, for you might become tired out. So, promise that you wont go far, and then I will let you go.

Jeff promised; but of course he did not do exactly as his nurse wished, for, in such circumstances, the word far has a wonderfully varied significance. At first, leaning on his stick and pausing frequently to recover strength, he made his way to the shore; but when there, the invigorating air and the exhilarating sound of ripples on the sand, and a rest on the rocks, made him feel so much better, that he thought he might walk the length of the shell-cave without breaking his promise.

He tried, and succeeded, but was so fatigued, when at length he threw himself on the soft sand at the caves mouth, that he felt uneasy about getting home again.

The shell-cave was a favourite nook in a lonely part of the cliffs, which Jeff had been wont to frequent in his coastguard days, especially at that particular time when he seemed to expect the revival of the smuggling traffic near Miss Millets cottage. He had frequently spoken of it to Rose as a beautiful spot where innumerable sea-shells were to be found, and had once taken her to see it.

It was, as we have said, a lonely spot, far removed from the fishing town, and was sought out by Jeff because he did not yet feel strong enough to hold much intercourse with his friends and former mates  none of whom had seen him since his illness began. But the poor invalid was doomed to several interruptions that day.

The first comer was his comrade Wilson, of the coastguard, whose place he had taken on the eventful night of the wreck. On rounding the point of rock, and coming suddenly on our hero, that worthy was struck dumb and motionless for at least a minute, while his eyes gradually opened wide with surprise, and his mouth partially followed suit.

Not Jeff Benson! said Wilson at last, in quite a solemn tone.

Whats left of him, answered Jeff, with a faint smile.

An it aint much! returned Wilson, with a kind of gasp, as he approached softly.

Not much more than the bones an clothes, said Jeff, with a laugh at his friends expression; also, he added more seriously, a good deal of the spirit, thank God. How are all the lads, Wilson?

The man tried to answer, but could not. The sight of his old stalwart chum so reduced was too much for him. He could only go down on one knee, and take the thin large hand in his. Seeing this, Jeff returned his squeeze, and relieved him by saying  

You can beat me now, Wilson, but I could squeeze till I made you howl once, and mayhap Ill do it again  who knows? But you must not think me unkind if I ask you to leave me, Wilson. The Doctor is always insisting that I must keep quiet; so, good-day to you, my boy, an remember me kindly to my comrades.

The next visitor, who appeared half an hour later, was the terrier dog of the station. Bounce belonged, of right, to David Bowers, but, being amiable, it acknowledged the part-ownership of all the men. On suddenly beholding Jeff, it rushed at him with a mingled bark and squeal of joy, and thereafter, for full two minutes, danced round him, a mass of wriggling hair from tip of tail to snout, in uncontrollable ecstasy. Mingled misery and surprise at Jeffs sudden and unaccountable disappearance, prolonged agonies of disappointed expectation, the sickness of heart resulting from hope long deferred, all were forgotten in that supreme moment of joy at reunion with his long-lost human friend!

Jeff had to rise and sit down on a shelf of rock to escape some of Bounces overwhelming affection. Presently Bounces owner appeared, and went through something of a similar performance  humanised, however, and with more of dignity.

I cant tell ee how glad I am to see you again, Jeff, said Bowers, sitting down beside him, and grasping his hand. But oh, man, how thin

The huge coastguardsman choked at this point, as Wilson had done before him; but, being more ready of resource, he turned it into a cough, and declared, sternly, that night-work must have given him a cold, or suthin o that sort. After which he made a great demonstration of clearing his throat and blowing his nose.

But youll soon be yours  at least, somethin like your old self, before long, Jeff. The doctor told us that, the last time he was at the station.

If God wills, returned Jeff, softly; I am in His hands, and willing to be what He chooses. You remember, David, the talk we once had about Miss Millets argument, that God brings good out of evil. I didnt believe it then; I believe it now. Ive bin to school since I last saw you, David, and Ive learned a good lesson, for I can say from my heart it has been good for me that I was afflicted.

Bowers did not reply, but looked at his friend with an expression of puzzled surprise.

Yes, continued Jeff, with rising enthusiasm; I have lost my health  the doctor thinks permanently. Ive lost the strength that I used to be so proud of, and with it the hope of being able to make a living in any active line of life; and Ive lost much more besides. But what I have found in my Saviour far more than makes up for it all.

In the much more besides, poor Jeff mentally referred to his loss of all hope of ever gaining the hand of Rose Millet; for if his chance seemed small before, how immeasurably was it reduced now that his health was shattered, and his power even of supporting himself gone. No; he felt that that door was closed  that he must avoid the girl as much as possible in future; and, above all, be particularly careful not to fall in love with her. Of course, it was only a passing fancy as yet, and, like fruit, would never ripen unless the sun shone. He would avoid the sunshine! Meanwhile, of all these rapidly fleeting thoughts, he said never a word to his friend David Bowers, but after a little more conversation, begged him also to go away and let him rest.

All very good, friend Jeff; but what if the sun should shine in spite of you?

Just about that time, in the course of his eager and somewhat erratic wanderings among solicitors and other men of business, Captain Millet made a sudden pause, and, by way of taking breath, rushed down to Folkestone, brought Rose up to Cranby, hired a dog-cart, and drove along the sands at low tide, in the direction of his sisters cottage.

I think it probable that you may see him today, Rosebud, he said, though Im not quite sure, for the doctor is afraid of a relapse, and friends are not yet allowed to visit him. To be sure bein only a little girl, you probably wouldnt disturb him at all specially if you didnt speak. Anyhow, youll see auntie, which will be more to the purpose.

Father, said Rose, whose name seemed remarkably appropriate at that moment, I should like to get down here, and walk the rest of the way. By the time I arrive, youll have had a little talk with poor Jeff and auntie. Besides, there is a pretty cave that I used to gather shells in when I was last here. I would like so much to pay it a visit in passing.

Of course the captain had no objection, and thus it came to pass that Jeffs fourth visitor on that unquiet morning was the Rosebud!

How feeble are written words to convey ideas at times! If you could have obtained one glance of Rose and Jeff at that moment, reader, words would not be required. No peony ever blushed like that Rose  to say nothing of the blank amazement in those wide blue eyes. Jeff, still seated on the rock, became petrified.

Recovering first, as women always do, Rose hurried forward with Im so glad, Mr  , but there she stopped abruptly, for the unexpected sight of that stalwart coastguardsman, reduced to a big skeleton with pale face, hollow cheeks, cavernous eyes, and an old-man stoop, was too much for her. She covered her face with her hands and burst into tears.

What could Jeff do? He forgot his prudent resolves. He forgot his weakness because his strength seemed to have suddenly returned. He sprang up, intending to comfort the poor girl in a brotherly sort of way. Somehow  he never could clearly remember how  he had her seated on the rock beside him, with his arm round her waist and her head on his shoulder.

A few moments later  he never could tell how many  the wickedness of his conduct came down upon Jeff like a thunderbolt. He removed his arm, drew away from her about three inches, and looked in her surprised face with a solemn, self-condemned expression.

Forgive me, Rose, he said, in the deep, hollow voice which had become natural to him since his illness began; my love for you proved too strong to be restrained just now: but believe me, I had fully made up my mind never to open my lips to you on the subject; for what right have I, a helpless, and, I fear, hopeless, invalid, to dare to aspire

There must have been something peculiar in the very slight, almost pathetic, smile which overspread the tearful face of Rose at that moment: for the arm was suddenly replaced, the three inches were reduced to nothing, the fair head again rested on the once stalwart shoulder, and thus they remained until the cavern was filled with the sounds:  

Hi! Ho! Hallo! Rose  Rosebud ahoy! That girl would worry any man to death! Where are you? Hi! Ship ahoy! Hallo-o-o!

We need scarcely remark that Rose did not wait for the last stentorian halloo! Bounding from her lovers side, she ran to meet her father  red at first and then pale  exclaiming, Oh! father Ive found him!

Found who, child?

Jeff  I mean Mister

Not dead? exclaimed the Captain, interrupting with awful solemnity.

He was answered by the invalid himself coming out of the cavern, and wishing him good-morning with a confused and guilty air.

Well now, said Captain Millet after a moments pause, while he glanced from the one to the other, this beats the polar regions all to sticks and stivers. Rose, my dear, you go round the pint, an wait by the dog-cart till I come to ee.

So, young man, he said, turning sternly to Jeff, youve bin cruisin after my little girl without leave.

I am guilty, Captain Millet, said Jeff humbly, but not intentionally so. Long ago, when I learned that there was no hope of recovering my old strength, I had determined to give up all thoughts of dear Rose; but I was taken by surprise this morning  was off my guard  and, I confess, wickedly took advantage of my opportunity to tell her how dearly I loved her. Yet it was done under a sudden, irresistible impulse. I do not excuse myself. I would give worlds to undo the evil I may have done. But after all it may be undone. Rose may have mistaken her extreme sympathy and pity for love. If so, she will not suffer much, or long. Indeed, now I think of it, she wont suffer at all, except regret at having been led to raise false hopes in my breast.

The mere thought of this was so depressing, that Jeff, who was already almost worn out with excitement, leaned heavily on his stick for support.

Jeff, returned the captain severely, how could you do it?

I hardly know, rejoined Jeff, feeling something of the old Adam rising in his breast; but my intentions were honourable, whatever my conduct may have been under impulse and strong temptation. Perhaps I might appeal to your own experience. Have you never done that which you did not mean to under the power of impulse?

Youve hit me there, boy, below the water-line, said the captain, relaxing a little: for I not only put the question to my old woman without leave, but carried her off with flyin colours against orders; but it came all right at last, though I didnt deserve it. However, Jeff, youve no need to look so blue. My little girl has raised no false hopes in your breast. Moreover, let me tell you, for your comfort, that I saw the doctor this morning, and he says that your constitution is so strong that youre in a fair way to pull through in spite of him, and that youll be fit for good service yet  though not exactly what you were before. So, keep up your heart, Jeff! Never say die, and you shall wed my Rosebud yet, as sure as my names Dick Millet.

There was need for these words of comfort, for the poor youth was obliged to sit down on the sand for a few minutes to recover strength.

Ive had a pretty stiff morning altogether, captain, he said apologetically; but Im thankful  very thankful  for the succession of events that have brought me to this happy hour.

And yet, Jeff, said the captain, sitting down beside him, you and I thought these events  the wreck, and the loss of employment, and the overturning o the lifeboat, and the thump on the ribs, and the long illness  nothing but misfortunes and full of evil at first. There,  Im not goin to draw no moral. I never was good at that. Come, now, if youve rested enough, well up anchor and away. Ive got a dog-cart beatin off an on round the pint there, an my Rosebud will be gettin impatient.

This was true  Rose was becoming not only impatient but anxious. When, however, she saw her father and lover approach, all her anxieties vanished.




Chapter Eight.

Conclusion of the Whole Matter.

The wonder-working power of Time is proverbial. Behold Jeffrey Benson once again, looking like his old self, at the hospitable board of Miss Millet. It is an occasion of importance. Opposite to her sits her brother. Jeff is on her right hand. On the left sits Rose  prettier, brighter, and more womanly than ever. A gold circlet on one of the fingers of her left hand proclaims a great fact. A happy smile on her face proves that her confidence has not been misplaced.

Jeff is nearly as stout and strong as he ever was; of his severe illness scarcely a trace remains. The doctor does not know what it was, and it is not to be expected that we should know. Sufficient for us to state the fact that it is gone.

But our hero is not now a coastguardsman. Listen, and the captain will explain why.

Molly, my dear, another cup of your superb tea, to web my whistle before I begin. It ought to be good, for I know the man that grew it, and the firm through which it came. Well, now, both you and Rosebud will natrally want to know about the situation which Ive obtained for Jeff. Youll be surprised to hear that he is now Secretary of State to King Richard Longpurse.

In other words, interrupted Jeff, with a laugh, your brother thinks

If you think, sir, interrupted the captain in his turn, that King Richard cannot explain matters in his own words, you had better say so at once, and I will abdicate in your favour.

Go on, sire  I submit, said Jeff.

Well then, Molly, I was about to say, when my secretary interrupted me, that he and I have at last come to an agreement. After much explanation, I have got him to understand that a king cannot possibly manage all his own affairs with his own hands, and that I am forced to have a secretary, who can at least do the three Rs pretty well. You see, although my edication has not been neglected, it still remains a fact that I cant read without specs, that in cipherin I am slow  slow, though sure  and that in the matter of penmanship I am neither swift nor legible. Therefore, seein that in such things I dont differ much from other kings and great men, Jeff has generously consented to refuse the lucrative sitooation under Goverment, with nothin partiklar to do, which has been offered to him, and to accept the secretary of state-ship, now at the disposal of King Richard, who will give him at least as good a salary as Government, and at the same time keep his nose closer to the grindstone.

Oh! Jeff, said Rosebud at this point, shaking her finger at her husband, I knew there was something in the wind!

My child, remarked the captain, there is always something in the wind. According to the best authorities, you may count on findin oxygen, nitrogen, and carbonic-acid gases in it  not to mention foreign substances at times, such as dust leaves, bits of old newspaper and the like, except at sea, where it is always pure and good.

But with plenty of salt in it, interposed Miss Millet, though not enough to cure you of bad habits, brother. Come now, tell us really what you mean.

Well, sister, what I really mean is this: that the fortune which has been sent to me is far too big for one pair of hands and one brain to manage: so my son-in-law has agreed to help me  and the labourer, you know, is worthy of his hire! Surely I dont need to explain the meaning of that text to you! Since we last conversed in this room on the disposal of my surplus funds, Jeff and I have had many a long talk and walk together. Moreover, I have kept the young secretarys nose so tight to the grindstone for some months past that he has produced results which will, I think, interest  it may be even surprise  you.

Before going further, continued the captain, pushing in his cup, lets have some more o that brew to wet my whistle. Well, you will be pleased to hear that I have changed my mind about the carriage and four, and the mansion in Belgravia, and the castle at Folkestone, and the steam-yacht  given em all up, and decided to come here an live quietly beside you, sister.

Are you in earnest brother? asked Miss Millet, with sparkling eyes.

Never more in earnest in my life; but get out your plans an papers, secretary, an explain em.

Jeff rose, left the room, and returned with a business-like bundle of papers, which he untied and arranged on the table before him. Taking up one, he said  

This is a list of the poor people in Cranby, in whom Miss Millet has been accustomed to take special interest. The first on the list is old Susan Jenkins.

My dear old woman, who has been bedridden so long, and in such terrible poverty? asked Miss Millet.

The same, answered Jeff. Captain Millet has succeeded in getting her admission into the hospital for incurables. We have only just received intimation of the appointment; and as the old woman does not know of it yet, we thought it best to let you be the bearer of the news.

Oh, brother! exclaimed Miss Millet, clasping her hands in delight. She knew now that the captain was in earnest, for he would sooner have cut off his own hand than trifle with her feelings.

Go on, secretary, cried the captain, taking a considerable swig of tea, an dont you interrupt, Molly, else well never get through.

The next name is Martha Brand.

What, ragged little Martha? exclaimed Miss Millet.

The same. A new rig-out has been ordered for Martha, and she is to be sent to school. Joe Puncheon, better known as Vagabond Joe, has been apprenticed to a carpenter  by his own special desire  and goes to work on Monday next in a suit of suitable clothes.

Come, sir, none o that in business hours, cried the captain, and heave that list overboard. It would take us half the night to get through with it. Come to the plans, sir; open the plans.

Putting aside the list, the obedient secretary took up a large document, and, unfolding it, spread it on the table.

This, said Jeff, with business-like gravity, is a plan of the Cranby Swimming Bath. The coast near the town being rocky, and in many ways inconvenient for bathing, sea-water is to be pumped into this bath daily by a steam-engine. A professor of swimming is appointed to give gratuitous instruction in his art. The bath is to be in two parts  one for ladies, one for gentlemen  and will have dressing-boxes all round, besides diving-boards and every sort of convenience. At certain hours of the morning and evening it will be open free of charge to all comers; so that there will be no excuse for any man, woman, or child in Cranby being dirty or unable to swim.

What a blessing it would be, exclaimed the enthusiastic Miss Millet, if such baths existed all over the kingdom!

It is a disgrace to the kingdom, said Jeff, that a bath such as this does not exist in every town of the kingdom. A mere tithe of the money wasted on drink and tobacco, (and tea, muttered the captain, pushing in his cup for more), would suffice to do it.

Come, Jeff, clap a stopper on your long-winded lectures, and go ahead wi the next plan, said the captain, and dont moralise if you can help it.

But, brother, can you afford all this? asked Miss Millet.

Afford it? Of course I can. Its wonderful, Molly, what men can afford when theyre willing to spend. Why, Ive known a man myself who was so uncommon willin to spend that he ruined his baker an butcher an greengrocer before he had done spendin. If thats so with them as hasnt got money to spend, surely its for a man like me to do so whos rollin in four thousand a year, more or less. Besides, Im goin to invest some o the capital in a way thatll pay back three or four hundred per cent interest! Im not goin to leave it all to my Rosebud. A reasonable provision she shall have  not more. You see, Molly, Im of opinion that whatever a man has  whether he makes it by the use of his talents, or inherits it from his father, or has it sent to him unexpected, like mine  he holds it all in trust, to be used for the glory of God and the good of men. Now, cut along, secretary.

This, said Jeff, is the plan of the Peoples Free Library. The purchase of the site was effected last week, and the building is to be commenced next month.

Ay, and the Prince of Wales is coming to lay the foundation stone, cried the captain; leastwise Ive asked him to do it, and no doubt hell come if hes got time. But look here, Molly, he added, becoming impatient and opening out all the plans at once here youve got the lecture-hall an the gymnasium, an the church, an the ragged school  all ship-shape  an what dye think this is? Explain it, secretary.

This is a plan of two cottages exactly the shape and size of this one in which we sit, but with a few more rooms and out-houses behind. The empty space between them represents the site of this cottage. The one on the right is intended for Captain Millet. That on the left for

For the secretary and his wife, cried the captain again, taking up the discourse. An look here, what dye think the double lines in pencil tween your cottage an mine means?

A wash-house, perhaps.

A washus, repeated the captain, with contempt. No; thats a passage from one house to the other, so as you an I can visit comfortably in wet weather. Theres a door in the middle with two locks, one on each side; so that if either of us should chance to be in the dumps, weve got only to turn the key on our own side. But the passage aint in the plan, you see. Its only a suggestion. Then, Rosebud, what dye think that thing is atop of my cottage?

It  it looks like a  a pepper-box, replied Rose, with some hesitation.

Pepper-box! repeated the captain, in disgust; why, its a plate-glass outlook, where I can sweep the horizon with my glass all round, an smoke my pipe in peace and comfort, and sometimes have you up, my girl, to have a chat about old times. But thats not all, Molly. Heres a letter which you can put in your pocket an read at your leisure. It says that the tin mine in which you have shares has become so prosperous that you could sell at ten or twenty times the price of your original shares; so,  you see, you are independent of me altogether as to your livelihood. Now, old girl, what dye think of all that?

The captain threw himself back in his chair, wiped his brow and looked at his sister with an air of thorough satisfaction.

I think, returned Miss Millet slowly, that God has been very good to us all.

He has, sister, He has; and yet the beginning of it all did not seem very promising.

The captain cast a glance at Jeff as he spoke. The youth met the glance with a candid smile.

I know what you think, father, he said. You and I are agreed on that point now. I admit that what appears to be evil may be made to work for good.

True, Jeff, returned the captain; but I have lived long enough to see, also, that the opposite holds good  that things which are questionably good in themselves sometimes work out what appears to be evil. For instance, I have known a poor, respectable man become suddenly and unexpectedly rich, and the result was that he went in for extravagant expenditure and dissipation which ended in his ruin.

But that, said Miss Millet quickly, was because he did not accept the gift as from God to be used in His service, but misused it.

True, Molly, true; and such will be my fate if I am not kept by the Holy Spirit from misusing what has been given to me.

The Rosebud opened not her lips, only her ears, while this conversation was going on; but the next day, seated on a stool at Jeffs feet, with her fair little hands clasped on his knee and looking up in his kind, manly face, she said  

I wonder, Jeff, what auntie would say if, instead of working out such pleasant consequences to us, all these things had ended only in what we term disaster, and bad luck, and poverty, and death  as happens so often to many people.

I wonder, too, my Rosebud, returned Jeff. Suppose we go and put the question to her.

Accordingly they went, and found the quiet old lady busy, as usual, knitting socks for the poor.

Now, auntie, said Jeff, after stating the question, if everything had turned out apparently ill for us  according to what men usually call ill  would you still hold that everything had really turned out well?

Certainly I would, Jeff, on the simple ground that God is good and cannot err, though He has many and strange methods of bringing about His ends. You can prove it by taking an extreme case. Go to one of the early martyrs, who lost not only property, and health, and friends, and liberty, but finally his life at the stake. The unbelievers view would be that everything had gone against him; his own view, that God had put on him great honour in counting him worthy to suffer and die for Jesus; and you could not doubt his sincerity when you heard his hymns of praise on the way to the stake  ay, even in the fire.

Then, whatever happens  good or bad  auntie, said Rose, you would say, All is well.

I would believe it, dear, whether I had courage to say it or not. If strength were given, I would certainly acquiesce, and say, Thy will be done.

Amen! Long may we live to say that, Molly, said Captain Millet, entering the cottage at that moment. And the captains prayer was granted; for he and Molly  and the ex-coastguardsman with his Rosebud lived many a year after that to see the completion of the swimming-bath, and the peoples library, and the gymnasium, and the evening classes, and the model houses, etcetera, and to experience the truth of that blessed Word which tells us that all things work together for good to them that love God.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Help!

A blizzard was blowing wildly over the American prairies one winter day in the earlier part of the present century.

Fresh, free and straight, it came from the realms of Jack Frost, and cold  bitterly cold  like the bergs on the Arctic seas, to which it had but recently said farewell.

Snow, fine as dust and sharp as needles, was caught up bodily by the wind in great masses  here in snaky coils, there in whirling eddies, elsewhere in rolling clouds; but these had barely time to assume indefinite forms when they were furiously scattered and swept away as by the besom of destruction, while earth and sky commingled in a smother of whitey-grey.

All the demons of the Far North seemed to have taken an outside passage on that blizzard, so tremendous was the roaring and shrieking, while the writhing of tormented snow-drifts suggested powerfully the madness of agony.

Two white and ghostly pillars moved slowly but steadily through all this hurly-burly in a straight line. One of the pillars was short and broad; the other was tall and stately. Both were very solid  agreeably so, when contrasted with surrounding chaos. Suddenly the two pillars stopped  though the gale did not.

Said the short pillar to the tall one  

Taniel Tavidson, if we will not get to the Settlement this night; it iss my belief that every one o them will perish.

Fergus, replied the tall pillar, sternly, they shall not perish if I can help it. At all events, if they do, I shall die in the attempt to save them. Come on.

Daniel Davidson became less like a white pillar as he spoke, and more like a man, by reason of his shaking a good deal of the snow off his stalwart person. Fergus McKay followed his comrades example, and revealed the fact  for a few minutes  that beneath the snow-mask there stood a young man with a beaming countenance of fiery red, the flaming character of which, however, was relieved by an expression of ineffable good-humour.

The two men resumed their march over the dreary plain in silence. Indeed, conversation in the circumstances was out of the question. The brief remarks that had been made when they paused to recover breath were howled at each other while they stood face to face.

The nature of the storm was such that the gale seemed to rush at the travellers from all quarters at once  including above and below. Men of less vigour and resolution would have been choked by it; but men who dont believe in choking, and have thick necks, powerful frames, vast experience, and indomitable wills are not easily choked!

It blows hard  whatever, muttered Fergus to himself, with that prolonged emphasis on the last syllable of the last word which is eminently suggestive of the Scottish Highlander.

Davidson may have heard the remark, but he made no reply.

Day declined, but its exit was not marked by much difference in the very feeble light, and the two men held steadily on. The moon came out. As far as appearances went she might almost as well have stayed in, for nobody saw her that night. Her mere existence somewhere in the sky, however, rendered the indescribable chaos visible. Hours passed by, but still the two men held on their way persistently.

They wore five-feet-long snow-shoes. Progress over the deep snow without these would have been impossible. One traveller walked behind the other to get the benefit of his beaten track, but the benefit was scarcely appreciable, for the whirling snow filled each footstep up almost as soon as it was made. Two days and a night had these men travelled with but an hour or two of rest in the shelter of a copse, without fire, and almost without food, yet they pushed on with the energy of fresh and well-fed men.

Nothing but some overpowering necessity could have stimulated them to such prolonged and severe exertion. Even self-preservation might have failed to nerve them to it, for both had well-nigh reached the limit of their exceptional powers, but each was animated by a stronger motive than self. Fergus had left his old father in an almost dying state on the snow-clad plains, and Davidson had left his affianced bride.

The buffalo-hunt had failed that year; winter had set in with unwonted severity and earlier than usual. The hunters, with the women and children who followed them in carts to help and to reap the benefit of the hunt, were starving. Their horses died or were frozen to death; carts were snowed up; and the starving hunters had been scattered in making the best of their way back to the Settlement of Red River from which they had started.

When old McKay broke down, and his only daughter Elspie had firmly asserted her determination to remain and die with him, Fergus McKay and Daniel Davidson felt themselves to be put upon their mettle  called on to face a difficulty of the most appalling nature. To remain on the snow-clad prairie without food or shelter would be death to all, for there was no living creature there to be shot or trapped. On the other hand, to travel a hundred miles or so on foot  and without food, seemed an impossibility. Love, however, ignores the impossible! The two young men resolved on the attempt. They were pretty well aware of the extent of their physical powers. They would put them fairly to the test for once  even though for the last time! They prepared for the old man and his daughter a shelter in the heart of a clump of willows, near to which spot they had found a group of the hapless hunters already dead and frozen.

Here, as far from the frozen group as possible, they made an encampment by digging down through the snow till the ground was reached. As much dried wood as could be found was collected, and a fire made. The young men left their blankets behind, and, of the small quantity of provisions that remained, they took just sufficient to sustain life. Then, with cheery words of encouragement, they said good-bye, and set out on their journey to the Settlement for help.

The object at which they aimed was almost gained at the point when we introduce them to the reader.

Taniel! said Fergus, coming to a sudden halt.

Well? exclaimed the other.

It iss sleepy that I am. Maybe if I wass to lie down

He ceased to speak. Davidson looked anxiously into his face, and saw that he had already begun to give way to irresistible drowsiness. Without a moments hesitation he seized the Highlander by the throat, and shook him as if he had been a mere baby.

Iss it for fightin ye are? said Fergus, whose good-nature was not proof against such rough and unexpected treatment.

Yes, my boy, thats just what I am for, and I think youll get the worst of it too.

What iss that you say? Ay, ay! You will hev to bend your back then, Taniel, for it iss not every wan that can give Fergus McKay the worst of it!

Davidson made no reply, but gave his comrade a shake so violent that it put to flight the last vestige of his good-humour and induced him to struggle so fiercely that in a few minutes the drowsiness was also, and effectually, driven away.

Youll do now, said Davidson, relaxing his grip and panting somewhat.

Ay, Taniel, I will be doin now. An youre a frund in need whatever, returned the restored Highlander with a smile of appreciation.

About an hour later the travellers again stopped. This time it was Davidson who called a halt.

Fergus, he said, we have been successful so far, thank God. But we must part here. Half-an-hour will take me to my fathers house, and I want you to go down to the hut of François La Certe; it is nearer than our house, you know  and get him to help you.

Surely, Tan, that will be wasted time, objected the Highlander. Of all the lazy useless scamps in Rud Ruver, François La Certe iss the laziest an most useless.

Useful enough for our purpose, however, returned Davidson. Send him up to Fort Garry with a message, while you lie down and rest. If you dont rest, you will yourself be useless in a short time. La Certe is not such a bad fellow as people think him, specially when his feelings are touched.

That may be as you say, Tan. I will try  whatever.

So saying, the two men parted and hurried on their several ways.




Chapter Two.

A Lazy Couple described  and roused.

François La Certe was seated on the floor of his hut smoking a long clay pipe beside an open wood fire when Fergus McKay approached. His wife was seated beside him calmly smoking a shorter pipe with obvious enjoyment.

The man was a Canadian half-breed. His wife was an Indian woman. They were both moderately young and well matched, for they thoroughly agreed in everything conceivable  or otherwise. In the length and breadth of the Settlement there could not have been found a lazier or more good-natured or good-for-nothing couple than La Certe and his spouse. Love was, if we may venture to say so, the chief element in the character of each. Love of self was the foundation. Then, happily, love of each other came next. Rising gracefully, the superstructure may be described as, love of tobacco, love of tea, love of ease, and love of general comfort, finishing off with a top-dressing, or capital, of pronounced, decided, and apparently incurable love of indolence. They had only one clear and unmistakable hatred about them, and that was the hatred of work. They had a child about four years of age which was like-minded  and not unlike-bodied.

In the wilderness, as in the city, such individuals are well-known by the similarity of their characteristics. It is not that they cant work, but they wont work  though, of course, if taxed with this disposition they would disclaim it with mild indignation, or an expression of hurt remonstrance, for they are almost too lazy to become enraged. Take life easy, or, if we cant take it easy, let us take it as easy as we can, is, or ought to be, their motto. In low life at home they slouch and smile. In high life they saunter and affect easy-going urbanity  slightly mingled with mild superiority to things in general. Whatever rank of life they belong to they lay themselves out with persistent resolution to do as little work as they can; to make other people do as much work for them as possible; to get out of life as much of enjoyment as may be attainable  consistently, of course, with the incurable indolence  and, to put off as long as may be the evil day which, they perceive or suspect, must inevitably be coming.

The curious thing about this race of beings is, that, whether in high or low station, they are never ashamed of themselves  or of their position as drones in the worlds hive. They seem rather to apologise for their degradation as a thing inevitable, for which they are not accountable  and sometimes, in the case of the rich, as a thing justifiable.

Im glad I did not go to the plains this fall, said La Certe, stirring the logs on the fire with his toe and emitting a prolonged sigh of mingled smoke and contentment, while a blast from the bleak nor-west shook every blackened rafter in his little hut.

Heel hee! responded his wife, whose Indian name  translated  was Slowfoot, and might have been Slowtongue with equal propriety, for she was quite an adept at the art of silence. She frequently caused a giggle to do duty for speech. This suited her husband admirably, for he was fond of talking  could tell a good story, sing a good song, and express his feelings in a good hearty laugh.

Yes, it will be hard for the poor boys who have gone to the plains, the weather is so awful, to say nothing of the women.

Ho, replied Slowfoot  though what she meant to express by this no mortal knows  nor, perhaps, cares. It meant nothing bad, however, for she smiled seraphically and sent forth a stream of smoke, which, mingling with that just emitted by her husband, rose in a curling harmony to the roof.

Slowfoot was not a bad-looking woman as North American Indians go. She was brown unquestionably, and dirty without doubt, but she had a pleasant expression, suggestive of general good-will, and in the budding period of life must have been even pretty. She was evidently older than her husband, who might, perhaps, have been a little over thirty.

I should not wonder, continued La Certe, if the buffalo was drove away, and the people starved this year. But the buffalo, perhaps, will return in time to save them.

Hm! responded the wife, helping herself to some very strong tea, which she poured out of a tin kettle into a tin mug and sweetened with maple sugar.

Do you know if Cloudbrow went with them? asked the half-breed, pushing forward his mug for a supply of the cheering beverage.

No, he stopped in his house, replied the woman, rousing herself for a moment to the conversational point, but relapsing immediately.

The man spoke in patois French, the woman in her native Cree language. For convenience we translate their conversation as near as may be into the English in which they were wont to converse with the Scotch settlers who, some time before, had been sent out by the Earl of Selkirk to colonise that remote part of the northern wilderness.

La Certes father was a French Canadian, his mother an Indian woman, but both having died while he was yet a boy he had been brought or left to grow up under the care of an English woman who had followed the fortunes of the La Certe family. His early companions had been half-breeds and Indians. Hence he could speak the English, French, and Indian languages with equal incorrectness and facility.

You dont like Cloudbrow, remarked the man with an inquiring glance over the rim of his mug. Why you not like him?

Hee! hee! was Slowfoots lucid reply. Then, with an unwonted frown on her mild visage, she added with emphasis  

No! I not like him.

I know that, returned the husband, setting down his mug and resuming his pipe, but why?

To this the lady answered with a sound too brief to spell, and the gentleman, being accustomed to his wifes little eccentricities, broke into a hilarious laugh, and assured her that Cloudbrow was not a bad fellow  a capital hunter and worthy of more regard than she was aware of.

For, said he, Cloudbrow is willing to wait till spring for payment of the horse an cart I hired from him last year. You know that I could not pay him till I go to the plains an get another load of meat an leather. You will go with me, Slowfoot, an we will have grand times of it with buffalo-humps an marrow bones, an tea an tobacco. Ah! it makes my mouth water. Give me more tea. So. That will do. What a noise the wind makes! I hopes it wont blow over the shed an kill the horse. But if it do I cannot help that. Cloudbrow could not ask me to pay for what the wind does.

There came another gust of such violence, as he spoke, that even Slowfoots benignant expression changed to a momentary glance of anxiety, for the shingles on the roof rattled, and the rafters creaked as if the hut were groaning under the strain. It passed, however, and the pair went on smoking with placid contentment, for they had but recently had a square meal of pemmican and flour.

This compost when cooked in a frying-pan is exceedingly rich and satisfying  not to say heavy  food, but it does not incommode such as La Certe and his wife. It even made the latter feel amiably disposed to Cloudbrow.

This sobriquet had been given by the half-breeds to a young Scotch settler named Duncan McKay, in consequence of the dark frown which had settled habitually on his brow  the result of bad temper and unbridled passion. He was younger brother to that Fergus who has already been introduced to the reader. Having been partially trained, while in Scotland, away from the small farm-house of his father, and having received a better education, Duncan conceived himself to stand on a higher level than the sedate and uneducated Fergus. Thus pride was added to his bad temper. But he was not altogether destitute of good points. What man is? One of these was a certain reckless open-handedness, so that he was easily imposed on by the protestations and assurances of the sly, plausible, and lazy La Certe.

The couple were still engaged in smoking, quaffing tea, and other intellectual pursuits, when they heard sounds outside as of some one approaching. Another moment, and the door burst open, and a man in white stepped in. He saluted them with a familiar and hasty bonjour, as he stamped and beat the snow vigorously from his garments.

What? Antoine Dechamp! exclaimed La Certe, rising slowly to welcome his friend; you seem in hurry?

Ay  in great hurry! They are starving on the plains! Many are dead! Davidson has come in! He is more than half-dead! Can hardly tell the news! Drops asleep when he is speaking! Luckily I met him when going home in my cariole! Okématan, the Indian, was with me. So he got out, and said he would pilot Davidson safe home! He said something about Fergus McKay, which I could not understand, so I have come on, and will drive to Fort Garry with the news! But my horse has broke down! Is yours in the stable?

Dechamp was a sturdy young half-breed and an old playmate of La Certe. He spoke with obvious impatience at the delay caused by having so much to tell.

Is your horse in the stable? he demanded sharply a second time, while his friend began, with exasperating composure, to assure him that it was, but that the horse was not his.

Cloudbrow is its owner, he said, and you know if anything happens to it he will  . Stay, I will get you lantern

He stopped, for Dechamp, observing a large key hanging on the wall, had seized it and rushed out of the hut without waiting for a lantern.

Strange, how easy some men get into a fuss! remarked La Certe to his surprised, but quiet, spouse as he lighted a large tin lantern, and went to the door. Looking out with an expression of discomfort, he put on his cap, and prepared to face the storm in the cause of humanity. He held the lantern high up first, however, and peered under it as if to observe the full extent of the discomfort before braving it. Just then a furious gust blew out the light.

Ha! I expected that, he said, with a sigh that was strongly suggestive of relief, as he returned to the fire to relight the lantern.

On going the second time to the door he observed the form of his friend leading the horse past  both of them looking dim and spectral through the driving snow.

Dechamp have good eyes! he remarked, halting on the threshold. There is light enough without the lantern; besides  ha! there, it is out again! What a trouble it is! Impossible to keep it in  such a night!

Hee! hee! giggled Slowfoot, who was busy refilling her pipe.

La Certe was still standing in a state of hesitancy, troubled by a strong desire to help his friend, and a stronger desire to spare himself, when he was thrown somewhat off his wonted balance by the sudden reappearance of Dechamp, leading, or rather supporting, a man.

Need we say that it was Fergus McKay, almost blind and dumb from exhaustion, for the parting from Dan Davidson which we have mentioned had proved to be the last straw which broke them both down, and it is probable that the frozen corpse of poor Dan would have been found next day on the snow, had he not been accidentally met by Dechamp, and taken in charge by the Indian Okématan. Fergus, having a shorter way to go, and, perhaps, possessing a little more vitality or endurance, had just managed to stagger to La Certes hut when he encountered the same man who, an hour previously, had met and saved his companion further down the Settlement.

The moment Fergus entered the hut, he looked wildly round, and opened his mouth as if to speak. Then he suddenly collapsed, and fell in a heap upon the floor, scattering flakes of snow from his person in all directions.

La Certe and his wife, though steeped in selfishness, were by no means insensible to the sufferings of humanity when these were actually made visible to their naked eyes. Like many  too many  people, they were incapable of being impressed very deeply through their ears, but could be keenly touched through the eyes. No sooner did they behold the condition of Fergus  who was well-known to them  than they dropped their apathetic characters as though they had been garments.

In her haste Slowfoot let fall her pipe, which broke to atoms on the floor  but she heeded it not. La Certe capsized his mug of tea  but regarded it not; and while the former proceeded to remove the shawl from Ferguss neck and chafe his cold hands, the latter assisted Dechamp to drag the exhausted man a little nearer to the fire, and poured a cup of warm tea down his throat.

Their efforts, though perchance not as wisely directed as they might have been, were so vigorously conducted that success rewarded them. Fergus soon began to show signs of returning animation. A hunter of the western wilderness is not easily overcome, neither is he long of reviving, as a rule, if not killed outright.

They set him up in a sitting posture with his back against a box, and his feet towards the fire. Heaving a deep sigh, Fergus looked round with a bewildered, anxious expression. In a moment intelligence returned to his eyes, and he made a violent attempt to rise, but Dechamp held him down.

Let me up! he gasped, life and death are in the matter  if it iss not death already

Be still, Fergus McKay, said Dechamp, with that firmness of manner and tone which somehow command respect; I know all about it. Take one bit of bread, one swig more of tea, and you go with me to Fort Garry, to tell the Govnor what you know. He will send help at once.

Great was the relief of Fergus when he heard this. Submitting to treatment like an obedient child, he was soon fit to stagger to the sleigh or cariole, into which he was carefully stuffed and packed like a bale of goods by La Certe and his wife, who, to their credit be it recorded, utterly ignored, for once, the discomforts of the situation.

Fergus was asleep before the packing was quite done. Then Dechamp jumped in beside him, and drove off in the direction of the Hudsons Bay Companys establishment, Fort Garry, while our worthy couple returned to their hut to indulge in a final and well-earned pipe and a mug of the strongest possible tea.




Chapter Three.

To the Rescue.

Winnipeg city, with its thousands of inhabitants, now covers the spot to which Antoine Dechamp drove his friend Fergus McKay.

At the time we write of, the only habitation there was Fort Garry, a solitary stone building of some strength, but without regular troops of any kind, and held only by a few employés of the Hudsons Bay Company, who were there only in the capacity of fur-traders.

Here the Governor of the colony received the unexpected guests with hospitality; heard the tale of Fergus with a sympathetic ear, and at once organised a rescue-expedition with dog-sledges and provisions.

While this was being done at the fort, Dan Davidson was similarly employed at Prairie Cottage, the residence of his mother, who, since the death of her husband  a farmer from the Scottish Lowlands  had managed her farm with the aid of her two sons, Dan and Peter; the latter being a youth of seventeen. She was also assisted by her only daughter, Jessie, who was over thirteen years of age, and already esteemed an authority on the subjects of poultry, cookery, and dairy produce. A small servant  a French half-breed named Louise  completed the household of the widow Davidson.

On reaching home, Dan, like Fergus McKay, experienced difficulties that he had not counted on, for his overtaxed strength fairly broke down, and he found himself almost incapable at first of telling his tale of disaster. Then, when he tried to go about the needful preparations for rescue, he found himself unable to resist drowsiness, and if he ventured to sit down for a moment he fell sound asleep at once.

Those who have experienced this condition know how overwhelming and intensely disagreeable it is, especially if resistance to it is rendered imperative by a matter of life or death. Davidson struggled bravely against it of course, but the struggle had already been so long continued that his efforts were now in vain.

Starting up from the supper which Jessie had spread before him, and which he was languidly attempting to eat, he said, almost fiercely, Where is the wash-tub, Louise?

The surprised little domestic pointed to the article in question.

Here; fetch some cold water.

It is full, said Louise with a strong French accent and a pretty lisp.

Without the ceremony even of throwing back his collar Dan plunged his head into the water, and, after steeping it for a few seconds, drew it out refreshed.

His younger brother entered the room at that moment.

Peter, he said, drying his head violently with a jack-towel, have you got the sledge ready, and the provisions packed, and the empty sledge wi the buffalo-robes?

Ay  all ready, answered the other, for he was a sprightly, willing youth, who rejoiced in any unexpected demand on his superabundant energies. But I say, Dan, you are quite unfit to start off again without rest.

He looked in his brothers face anxiously, for Dan had seated himself once more to his food, but seemed unable to deal with it properly. Why, youve got the knife and fork in the wrong hands, Dan! You must have an hours rest before we start.

Impossible, returned the other with a dazed look, as he seized a mug of water and drank it off. An hours delay may mean death to Elspie and old Duncan McKay.

But let me start off at once, returned Peter, eagerly. Ive a pretty good guess, from your description, where you left them. Besides, the gale is not so bad now. After an hours sleep you will be able to start fresh, maybe overtake me. Jess will be sure to waken you in

He stopped, for his brothers head had bent slowly forward while he was speaking, and now rested on his arms on the table. The worn-out man was sound asleep.

Just leave him, Peter, and be off wi the dogs, said Mrs Davidson. Okématan will keep you in the right track. Ill be sure to wake him in time to catch you up.

No, mother, not without his leave, said the youth, firmly. Dan! Dan! rouse up, old boy! Shall we start without you?

Yes, yes  Im ready, said the poor fellow, starting up and swaying to and fro like a drunken man; but  I say, Peter, Im done for. I depend on you, lad, to keep me up to the scratch. Lay the dog-whip across my shoulders if I try to lie down. Promise me that. Dee hear!

Yes, I understand, returned the youth with intense earnestness. Now look here, Dan, you know me: will you trust me?

Of course I will, answered Dan with a languid smile.

Well, then; come along, well rescue Elspie  you may depend on that. Okématan and I will look after you and see that all goes right. Come.

He took his brother by the arm, and led him unresistingly away, followed by the dark-skinned Indian, who, with the usual reticence of his race, had stood like a brown statue, silently observing events.

Jessie Davidson, who was a fair and comely maiden, touched him on the arm as he was passing out  

Oh! take care of him, Okématan, she said, anxiously.

Okématan replied Ho! in a sort of grunt. It was an expressively uttered though not very comprehensible reply; but Jessie was satisfied, for she knew the man well, as he had for a considerable time been, not exactly a servant of the house, but a sort of self-appointed hanger-on, or unpaid retainer. For an Indian, he was of a cheerful disposition and made himself generally useful.

When they were outside, it was found that the gale had abated considerably, and that the moon was occasionally visible among the clouds which were driving wildly athwart the heavens, as though the elemental war which had ceased to trouble the earth were still raging in the sky.

Peter, said the brother, as they stood for a moment beside two Indian sledges, one of which was laden with provisions, the other empty Peter, dont forget your promise. Lay the whip on heavy. Nothing else will keep me awake!

All right! Sit down there for a moment. Were not quite ready yet.

Id better not. No! I will stand till its time to start, returned Dan with a dubious shake of his head.

Didnt you say you would trust me?

Yes, I did, old boy.

Does it look like trusting me to refuse the very first order I give you? What an example to Okématan! I am in command, Dan. Do as youre bid, sir, and sit down.

With a faint smile, and a still more dubious shake of the head, Dan obeyed. He sat down on the empty sledge and the expected result followed. In a few seconds he was asleep.

Now well pack him in tight, observed his brother, as he and the Indian stretched the sleeper at full length on the sledge, wrapped him completely up in the warm buffalo-robes, and lashed him down in such a way that he resembled a mummy, with nothing visible of him except his mouth and nose.

Four strong large dogs were attached to each sledge in tandem fashion, each dog having a little collar and harness of its own. No reins were necessary. A track beaten in the soft snow with his snow-shoes by the Indian, who stepped out in front, was guide enough for them; and a tail-line attached to the rear of each sledge, and held by the drivers, sufficed to restrain them when a stretch of hard snow or ice tempted them to have a scamper.

The road thus beaten over the prairie by Okématan, though a comparatively soft one, was by no means smooth, and the rough motion would, in ordinary circumstances, have rendered sleep impossible to our hero; but it need hardly be said that it failed to disturb him on the present occasion. He slept like an infant throughout the whole night; cared nothing for the many plunges down the prairie waves, and recked not of the frequent jerks out of the hollows.

Hour after hour did Peter Davidson with his silent companion trudge over the monotonous plains  hope in the ascendant, and vigour, apparently, inexhaustible. The dogs, too, were good and strong. A brief halt now and then of a few minutes sufficed to freshen them for every new start. Night passed away, and daylight came in with its ghostly revelations of bushes that looked like bears or buffaloes, and snow-wreaths that suggested the buried forms of frozen men.

Then the sun arose and scattered these sombre visions of early morning with its gladdening, soul-reviving rays.

At this point the rescue-party chanced to have reached one of those bluffs of woodland which at that time speckled the plains  though they were few indeed and far between.

Breakfast, said Peter, heaving a profound sigh as he turned about and checked the teams, for at that point he happened to be in advance beating the track.

Okématan expressed his entire concurrence with an emphatic Ho! The wearied dogs lay down in their tracks, shot out their tongues, panted, and looked amiable, for well they knew the meaning of the word breakfast and the relative halt.

The sudden stoppage awoke the sleeper, and he struggled to rise.

Hallo! Whats wrong? Where am I? Have the Redskins got hold o me at last?

Ay, that they have. At least one Red-skin has got you, said Peter. Have a care, man, dont struggle so violently. Okématan wont scalp you.

The sound of his brothers voice quieted Davidson, and at once restored his memory.

Cast me loose, Peter, he said; youre a good fellow. I see you have brought me along wi you, and I feel like a giant refreshed now, tho somewhat stiff. Have we come far?

I dont know how far weve come, but I know that weve been pegging along the whole night, and that we must have breakfast before we take another step. Its all very well for you, Dan, to lie there all night like a mere bag o pemmican enjoying yourself, but you must remember that your brother is mortal, and so are the dogs, to say nothing o the Red-skin.

While he was speaking, the youth undid the fastenings, and set his brother free, but Dan was far too anxious to indulge in pleasantries just then. After surveying the landscape, and coming to a conclusion as to where they were, he took a hurried breakfast of dried meat  cold. The dogs were also treated to a hearty feed, and then, resuming the march, the rescuers pushed on with renewed vigour  Dan Davidson now beating the track, and thus rendering it more easy for those who came behind him.

All that day they pushed on almost without halt, and spent the next night in a clump of willows; but Dan was too anxious to take much rest. They rose at the first sign of daybreak, and pushed on at their utmost speed, until the poor dogs began to show signs of breaking down; but an extra hour of rest, and a full allowance of food kept them up to the mark, while calm weather and clear skies served to cheer them on their way.




Chapter Four.

Tells of Love, Duty, Starvation, and Murder.

Pushing on ahead of them, with that sometimes fatal facility peculiar to writers and readers, we will now visit the couple whom Dan and his party were so anxious to rescue.

A single glance at Elspie McKay would have been sufficient to account to most people for the desperate anxiety of Daniel Davidson to rescue her from death, for her pretty sparkling face and ever-varying expression were irresistibly suggestive of a soul full of sympathy and tender regard for the feelings of others.

Nut-brown hair, dark eyes, brilliant teeth, and many more charms that it would take too much time and room to record still further accounted for the desperate determination with which Dan had wooed and won her.

But to see this creature at her best, you had to see her doing the dutiful to her old father. If ever there was a peevish, cross-grained, crabbed, unreasonable old sinner in this world, that sinner was Duncan McKay, senior. He was a widower. Perhaps that accounted to some extent for his condition. That he should have a younger son  also named Duncan  a cross neer-do-weel like himself  was natural, but how he came to have such a sweet daughter as Elspie, and such a good elder son as Fergus, are mysteries which we do not attempt to unravel or explain. Perhaps these two took after their departed mother. We know not, for we never met her. Certain it is that they did not in the least resemble their undeparted father  except in looks, for McKay senior had been a handsome man, though at the time we introduce him his good looks, like his temper, had nearly fled, and he was considerably shrivelled up by age, hard work, and exposure. The poor man was too old to emigrate to a wilderness home when he had set out for the Red River Colony, and the unusual sufferings, disappointments, and hardships to which the first settlers were exposed had told heavily on even younger men than he.

Elspies love for her father was intense; her pity for him in his misfortunes was very tender; and, now that he was brought face to face with, perhaps, the greatest danger that had ever befallen him, her anxiety to relieve and comfort him was very touching. She seemed quite to forget herself, and the fact that she might perish on the bleak plains along with her father did not seem even to occur to her.

It wass madness to come here, whatever, said the poor old man, as he cowered over the small fire, which his son Fergus had kindled before leaving, and which Elspie had kept up with infinite labour and difficulty ever since.

The remark was made testily to himself, for Elspie had gone into the surrounding bush, axe in hand, to find, if possible, and cut down some more small pieces of firewood. When she returned with an armful of dry sticks, he repeated the sentiment still more testily, and added If it wass not for Tuncan, I would have been at home this night in my warm bed, wi a goot supper inside o me, instead o freezin an starvin oot here on the plain among the snow. Its mischief that boy wass always after from the tay he wass born.

But you know that poor Duncan could not guess we were to have such awful weather, or that the buffalo would be so scarce. Come now, dear daddy, said the cheery girl, as she heaped on wood and made a blaze that revived the old man, Ill warm up some more of the tea. Theres a very little left  and  and  it surely wont be long till God sends Daniel and Fergus back to us with food.

Old McKay was somewhat mollified by her manner, or by the fire, or by the prospect of relief held out, for his tone improved decidedly.

Try the bag again, lass, he said, maybe youll find a crumb or two in the corners yet. It will do no harm to try.

Obediently poor Elspie tried, but shook her head as she did so.

Theres nothing there, daddy. I turned it inside out last time.

Wow! but its ill to bear! exclaimed old Duncan, with a half-suppressed groan.

Meanwhile his daughter put the tin kettle on the fire and prepared their last cup of tea. When it was ready she looked up with a peculiar expression on her face, as she drew something from her pocket.

Look here, daddy, she said, holding up a bit of pemmican about the size of a hens egg.

The old man snatched it from her, and, biting off a piece, began to chew with a sort of wolfish voracity.

I reserved it till now, said the girl, for I knew that this being the second night, you would find it impossible to get to sleep at all without something in you, however small. If you manage to sleep on this and the cup of hot tea, youll maybe rest well till morning  and then

God forgive me! exclaimed the old man, suddenly pausing, as he was about to thrust the last morsel into his mouth; hunger makes me selfish. I wass forgettin that you are starvin too, my tear. Open your mouth.

No, father, I dont want it. I really dont feel hungry.

Elspie, my shild, said old Duncan, in a tone of stern remonstrance, when wass it that you began to tell lies?

Im telling the truth, daddy. I did feel hungry yesterday, but that has passed away, and to-day I feel only a little faint.

Open your mouth, Im tellin you, repeated old Duncan in a tone of command which long experience had taught Elspie promptly to obey. She received the morsel, ate it with much relish, and wished earnestly for more.

Now, youll lie down and go to sleep, she said, after her father had washed down the last morsel of food with the last cup of hot tea, and Ill gather a few more sticks to keep the fire going till morning. I think it is not so cold as it was, and the wind is quite gone. They have been away five days now, or more. I think that God, in His mercy, will send us relief in the morning.

You are a goot lass, my tear, said the old man, allowing himself to be made as comfortable as it was in his daughters power to accomplish; what you say is ferry true. The weather feels warmer, and the wind is down. Perhaps they will find us in the mornin. Goot-night, my tear.

It was one of the characteristics of this testy old man, that he believed it quite possible for a human being to get on quite well enough in this world without any distinct recognition of his Maker.

Once, in conversation with his youngest son and namesake Duncan junior, he had somehow got upon this subject, not by any means in a reverential, but in an argumentative, controversial spirit, and had expressed the opinion that as man knew nothing whatever about God, and had no means of finding out anything about Him, there was no need to trouble ones head about Him at all.

I just go about my work, Tuncan, he said, an leave preachin an prayin an psalm-singin to them that likes it. Theres Elspie, now. She believes in God, an likes goin to churches an meetins, an that seems to make her happy. Ferry goot  I dont pelieve in these things, an I think Im as happy as hersel.

Humph! grunted the son in a tone of unconcealed contempt; if ye are as happy as hersel, faither, yer looks give the lie to your condeetion, whatever. An theres this great dufference between you an her, that shes not only happy hersel, but she does her best to mak other folk happy  but you, wi your girnin an snappin, are always doin the best ye can to mak everybody aboot ye meeserable.

Tuncan, retorted the sire, with solemn candour, it iss the same compliment I can return to yoursel with interest, my boy  whatever.

With such sentiments, then, it is not remarkable that Duncan McKay senior turned over to sleep as he best could without looking to a higher source than earth afforded for help in his extremity. Happily his daughter was actuated by a better spirit, and when she at last lay down on her pile of brushwood, with her feet towards the fire, and her head on a buffalo robe, the fact of her having previously committed herself and her father to God made her sleep all the sounder.

In another clump of wood not many miles distant from the spot where the father and daughter lay, two hunters were encamped. One was Duncan McKay, to whom we have just referred as being in discord with his father. The other was a Canadian named Henri Perrin.

Both men were gaunt and weakened by famine. They had just returned to camp from an unsuccessful hunt, and the latter, being first to return, had kindled the fire, and was about to put on the kettle when McKay came in.

Ive seen nothing, remarked McKay as he flung down his gun and then flung himself beside it. Did you see anything?

No, nothing, answered Perrin, breaking off a piece of pemmican and putting it into the pot.

How much is left? asked McKay.

Hardly enough for two days  for the two of us; four days perhaps for one! answered the other.

McKay looked up quickly, but the Canadian was gazing abstractedly into the pot. Apparently his remark had no significance. But McKay did not think so. Since arriving in the colony he had seen and heard much about deception and crime among both Indians and half-breeds. Being suspicious by nature, he became alarmed, for it was evident enough, as Perrin had said, that food to last two men for three days would last one man for six, and the one who should possess six days provisions might hope to reach the Settlement alive, even though weakened by previous starvation.

The dark expression which had procured for Duncan McKay junior the sobriquet of Cloudbrow from La Certe and his wife, deepened visibly as these thoughts troubled his brain, and for some time he sat gazing at the fire in profound abstraction.

Young McKay was not by any means one of the most depraved of men, but when a man is devoid of principle it only requires temptation strong enough, and opportunity convenient, to sink him suddenly to the lowest depths. Starvation had so far weakened the physique of the hunters that it was obviously impossible for both of them to reach the Settlement on two days short allowance of food. The buffalo had been driven away from that neighbourhood by the recent storm, and the hope of again falling in with them was now gone. The starving hunters, as we have said, had broken up camp, and were scattered over the plains no one could tell where. To find them might take days, if not weeks; and, even if successful, of what avail would it be to discover groups of men who were in the same predicament with themselves? To remain where they were was certain and not far-distant death! The situation was desperate, and each knew it to be so. Yet each did not take it in the same way. McKay, as we have said, became abstracted and slightly nervous. The Canadian, whatever his thoughts, was calm and collected, and went about his culinary operations as if he were quite at ease. He was about to lift the pot off the hook that suspended it over the fire, when his companion quietly, and as if without any definite purpose, took up his gun.

Perrin observed the action, and quickly reached out his hand towards his own weapon, which lay on the ground beside him.

Quick as lightning McKay raised his gun and fired. Next moment his comrade lay dead upon the ground  shot through the heart!

Horror-struck at what he had done, the murderer could scarcely believe his eyes, and he stood up glaring at the corpse as if he had been frozen to death in that position. After standing a long time, he sat down and tried to think of his act and the probable consequences.

Self-defence was the first idea that was suggested clearly to him; and he clung to it as a drowning man is said to cling to a straw. Was it not clear, he thought, that Perrin intended to murder me? If not, why so quick to grip his gun? If I had waited it would have been me, not Perrin, that would be lying there now!

His memory reminded him faithfully, however, that when he first thought of taking up his gun, Conscience had sternly said, Dont. Why should Conscience have spoken thus, or at all, if his motive had been innocent?

There are two ways in which a wicked man gets rid of conscientious troubles  at least for a time. One way is by stout-hearted defiance of God, and ignoring of Conscience altogether. The other is by sophistical reasoning, and a more or less successful effort to throw dust in his own eyes.

Duncan McKay took the latter method. It is an easy enough method  especially with the illogical  but it works indifferently, and it does not last long.

Conscience may be seared; may be ignored; may be trampled on, but it cannot be killed; it cannot even be weakened and is ever ready at the most unseasonable and unexpected times to start up, vigorous and faithful to the very end, with its emphatic Dont! and No!

Dragging the body out of the camp, McKay returned to take his supper and reason the matter out with himself.

I could not help myself, he thought; when I took up my gun I did not intend to kill the man.

Conscience again reminded him of its Dont!

And would not every man in Rud Ruver justify me for firing first in self-defence?

Conscience again said No!

Here the hunter uttered a savage oath, to which Conscience made no reply, for Conscience never speaks back or engages in disputation.

We need not attempt further to analyse the workings of sophistry in the brain of a murderer. Suffice it to say that when the man had finished his supper he had completely, though not satisfactorily, justified himself in his own eyes. There was, he felt, a disagreeable undercurrent of uneasiness; but this might have been the result of fear as to how the Canadian half-breeds and friends of the slain man would regard the matter in the event of its being found out.

There was reason for anxiety on this head, for poor Perrin was a great favourite among his comrades, while Cloudbrow was very much the reverse.

Having finished the supper which he had purchased at such a terrible price, the young man gathered his things together, packed the provisions on his back, put on his snow-shoes and left the scene of the murder.

Although a dark night, there was sufficient moon-light to enable him to pick his steps, but he had not advanced more than two miles when he came upon the track of a party that had preceded him. This rendered the walking more easy, and as he plodded along he reflected that the wolves would soon find Perrins body, and, by tearing it to pieces render recognition of the victim impossible.

Suddenly it occurred to him that if any of the scattered band of hunters should come on the camp before the wolves had time to do their work, the print of his snow-shoes might tell a tale  for snowshoes were of various shapes and sizes, and most of his companions in the Settlement might be pretty well acquainted with the shape of his. The danger of such a contretemps was not great, but, to make quite sure that it should not occur, he turned round and walked straight back on his track to the camp he had just left  thus obliterating, or, rather, confusing the track, so as to render recognition improbable. As he walked over it a third time, in resuming his march to the Settlement, all danger on this ground, he considered, was effectually counteracted. Of course, when he reached the tracks of the party before mentioned, all trace of his own track was necessarily lost among these.

That murder will out is supposed to be an unquestionable truism. We nevertheless question it very much; for, while the thousands of cases of murder that have been discovered are obvious, the vast number, it may be, that have never been found out are not obvious, however probable.

The case we are now describing seemed likely to belong to the class which remains a mystery till altogether forgotten. Nevertheless Nemesis was on the wing.

While Duncan McKay junior was thus pushing his way over the plains in the direction of Red River Settlement, two poor half-breed women were toiling slowly over the same plains behind him, bound for the same haven of hoped-for and much-needed rest and refreshment. The poor creatures had been recently made widows. The husband of one, Louis Blanc, had been killed by Indians during this hunt; that of the other, Antoine Pierre, had met his death by being thrown from his horse when running the buffalo. Both women were in better condition than many of the other hunters wives, for they had started on the homeward journey with a better supply of meat, which had not yet been exhausted.

It happened that Marie Blanc and Annette Pierre came upon McKays camp soon after he left it the second time. Here they prepared to spend the night, but, on discovering marks of fresh blood about, they made a search, and soon came on the unburied corpse of the murdered man, lying behind a bush. They recognised it at once, for Perrin had been well-known, as well as much liked, in the Settlement.

Neither of the women was demonstrative. They did not express much feeling, though they were undoubtedly shocked; but they dug a hole in the snow with their snow-shoes, and buried the body of the hunter therein  having first carefully examined the wound in his breast, and removed the poor mans coat, which exhibited a burnt hole in front, as well as a hole in the back, for the bullet had gone quite through him.

Then they returned to the camp, and made a careful examination of it; but nothing was found there which could throw light on the subject of who was the murderer. Whether a comrade or an Indian had done the deed there was nothing to show; but that a murder had been committed they could not doubt, for it was physically almost impossible that a man could have shot himself in the chest, either by accident or intention, with one of the long-barrelled trading guns in use among the buffalo-hunters.

Another point, justifying the supposition of foul play, was the significant fact that Perrins gun, with his name rudely carved on the stock, still lay in the camp undischarged.

See  here is something, said one woman to the other in the Cree tongue, as they were about to quit the camp.

She held up a knife which she had found half buried near the fire.

It is not a common scalping-knife, said the other woman. It is the knife of a settler.

The weapon in question was one of the large sheath-knives which many of the recently arrived settlers had brought with them from their native land. Most of these differed a little in size and form from each other, but all of them were very different from the ordinary scalping-knives supplied by the fur-traders to the half-breeds and Indians.

I see no name on it  no mark, said the woman who found it, after a critical inspection. Her companion examined it with equal care and similar result.

The two women had at first intended to encamp at this spot, but now they determined to push forward to the Settlement as fast as their exhausted condition permitted, carrying the knife, with the coat and gun of the murdered man, along with them.




Chapter Five.

Saved.

Duncan McKay senior was dreaming of, and gloating over, the flesh-pots of Red River, and his amiable daughter was rambling over the green carpet of the summer prairies, when the sun arose and shone upon the bushes which surrounded their winter camp  Starvation Camp, as the old man had styled it.

There is no saying how long Duncan would have gloated, and the fair Elspie wandered, if a hair of the buffalo robe on which the former lay had not entered his nostril, and caused him to sneeze.

Old McKays sneeze was something to be remembered when once heard. Indeed it was something that could not be forgotten! From the profoundest depths of his person it seemed to burst, and how his nose sustained the strain without splitting has remained one of the mysteries of the Nor-West unto this day. It acted like an electric shock on Elspie, who sat bolt upright at once with a scared look that was quite in keeping with her tousled hair.
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Oh! daddy, what a fright you gave me! Elspie said, remonstratively.

It iss goot seventeen years an more that you hev had to get used to it, whatever, growled the old man. I suppose weve got nothin for breakfast?

He raised himself slowly, and gazed at Elspie with a disconsolate expression.

Nothing, returned the girl with a look of profound woe.

It is said that when things are at the worst they are sure to mend. It may be so: the sayings of man are sometimes true. Whether or not the circumstances of Elspie and old McKay were at the worst is an open question; but there can be no doubt that they began to mend just about that time, for the girl had not quite got rid of her disconsolate feelings when the faint but merry tinkle of sleigh-bells was heard in the frosty air.

The startled look of sudden surprise and profound attention is interesting to behold, whether in old or young. It is a condition of being that utterly blots out self for a brief moment in the person affected, and allows the mind and frame for once to have free unconscious play.

Elspie said, Sh! and gazed aside with wide and lustrous eyes, head a little on one side, a hand and forefinger slightly raised, as if to enforce silence, and her graceful figure bent forward  a petrifaction of intensely attentive loveliness.

Old McKay said Ho! and, with both hands resting on the ground to prop him up, eyes and mouth wide open, and breath restrained, presented the very personification of petrified stupidity.

Another moment, and the sound became too distinct to admit of a doubt.

Here they are at long last! exclaimed the old man, rising with unwonted alacrity for his years.

Thank God! ejaculated Elspie, springing up and drawing a shawl round her shoulders, at the same time making some hasty and futile attempts to reduce the confusion of her hair.

It need scarcely be said that this was the arrival of the rescue-party of which Daniel Davidson was in command. Before the starving pair had time to get fairly on their legs, Daniel strode into the camp and seized Elspie in his arms.

We need not repeat what he said, for it was not meant to be made public, but no such reticence need trouble us in regard to old Duncan.

Hoot! Taniel, said he, somewhat peevishly, keep your coortin till efter breakfast, man! It iss a wolf that will be livin inside o me for the last few tays  a hungry wolf too  an nothin for him to eat. Thats right, Okématan, on wi the kettle; it iss yourself that knows what it iss to starve. Blow up the fire, Peter Tavidson. Youre a cliver boy for your age, an hes goot lungs, I make no doubt.

That I have, Mr McKay, else I should not be here, said the lad, laughing, as he knelt before the embers of the fire, and blew them into a blaze.

Wow! Dan, hev ye not a pit pemmican handy? asked McKay. It iss little I care for cookin just now.

Here you are, said Dan, taking a lump of the desired article from his wallet and handing it to the impatient man; at the same time giving a morsel to Elspie. I knew you would want it in a hurry, and kept it handy. Where is Duncan? I thought he was with you.

So he wass, Taniel, when you left us to go to Rud Ruver, but my son Tuncan was never fond o stickin to his father. He left us, an no wan knows where he iss now. Starvin, maybe, like the rest of us.

I hope not, said Elspie, while her sire continued his breakfast with manifest satisfaction. He went off to search for buffalo with Perrin and several others. They said they would return to us if they found anything. But, as they have not come back, we suppose they must have been unsuccessful. Did you meet any of the poor people on the way out, Dan?

Ay, we met some of them, replied the hunter, in a sad tone. All struggling to make their way back to the Settlement, and all more or less starving. We helped them what we could, but some were past help; and we came upon two or three that had fallen in their tracks and died in the snow. But we have roused the Settlement, and there are many rescue-parties out in all directions now, scouring the plains.

You hev stirred it enough, Okématan, said old McKay, referring to the kettle of food which was being prepared. Here, fill my pannikin: I can wait no longer.

Whenever you have finished breakfast we must start off home, said Davidson, helping Elspie to some of the much-needed and not yet warmed soup, which was quickly made by mixing pemmican with flour and water. I have brought two sleds, so that you and your father may ride, and we will carry the provisions. We never know when the gale may break out again.

Or when heavy snow may come on, added Peter, who was by that time busy with his own breakfast.

Okématan occupied himself in stirring the contents of the large kettle, and occasionally devouring a mouthful of pemmican uncooked.

An hour later, and they were making for home almost as fast as the rescue-party had travelled out  the provisions transferred to the strong backs of their rescuers  old McKay and Elspie carefully wrapped up in furs, reposing on the two sledges.




Chapter Six.

Discord and Deceit, Etcetera.

It was found, on their arrival at the home of Duncan McKay senior, that Duncan junior had got there before them, he having been met and brought in by one of the settlers who had gone out with his cariole to do what he could for the hunters. The two women who discovered the body of Perrin, however, had not yet arrived, and nothing was known of the murder in the Settlement.

It iss little troubled you wass, what came over us, remarked old Duncan angrily, on entering his house, and finding his younger son engaged with a pipe beside the kitchen fire.

An how could I know where you wass; efter I had been huntin for nothin for two days? retorted his son. Wass I to think you would be stoppin in the lame camp till you died? Wass it not more likely that some wan would find you an bring you in  as they did?

No thanks to you that they did, Tuncan, whatever. Where did you leave the other boys?

How should I know? returned the son sharply; they dropped off  wan here an wan there  sayin they would try for a buffalo in wan place or another, or, that they would rest awhile; an so I wass left by myself. I found it quite enough to look efter number wan.

It hes always been as much, that, as ye could manitch, Tuncan, even when things wass goin easy, said the old man with a sarcastic laugh, that induced the young man to rise and quit the room.

He went towards a small shop, or store, as such places were styled in the Nor-West. It fell to his lot in the family arrangements to look after and manage this store. Indeed the youths anxiety for the ease and comfort of number wan had induced him to select the post as being a part of the family duties that was peculiarly suited to himself.

On reaching the store he went straight to a large roll of Canadian twist tobacco, cut off a piece, refilled his pipe, and, sitting down on a bale began or, rather, continued to smoke. He had not been seated long when the door opened, and the head of a half-breed peeped cautiously in with an uncommonly sly look.

That you, François La Certe? said McKay rather sternly, for he knew the man well. What iss it you will be wantin now?

François wanted many things  things almost too numerous to mention; but, first, he would pay his debts to Cloudbrow.

Come, thats something new, said McKay with a cynical laugh. You must have come by a fortune, or committed a robbery before ye would be so honest. How much are you goin to pay?

The sledge that you lent me, I have brought back, said the half-breed with a deprecatory air.

So, you call returning a loan paying your debts? said Duncan.

La Certe did not quite say that, but he thought it bore some resemblance to a payment to account, and at all events was proof of his good intentions.

And on the strength of that youll want plenty more credit, I hev no doubt.

No  not plenty, said La Certe, with the earnest air of a man who is exposing his whole soul to inspection, and who means to act this time with the strictest sincerity, to say nothing of honesty. It is only a little that I want. Not much. Just enough to keep body and soul from sayin good-bye.

But you have not paid a fraction of your old debt. How will you be expectin to meet the new one?

Oh! La Certe could easily explain that. He was going off immediately to hunt and trap, and would soon return with a heavy load, for there were plenty of animals about. Then in the spring, which was near at hand, he meant to fish, or go to the plains with the hunters, and return laden with bags of pemmican, bales of dried meat, and buffalo-robes enough to pay off all his debts, and leave something over to enable him to spend the winter in luxurious idleness.

And you expect me to believe all that nonsense? said McKay, sternly.

La Certe was hurt. Of course he expected to be believed! His feelings were injured, but he was of a forgiving disposition and would say no more about it. He had expected better treatment, however, from one who had known him so long.

A trip to the plains requires more than powder and shot, said the store-keeper; where will you be goin to get a horse an cart? for you can hev mine no longer.

Dechamp, he promise to sole me a horse, an Mrs Davisn will loan me a cart, returned the half-breed, with lofty independence.

Hm! an you will be returnin the cart an payin for the horse when the hunt is over, I suppose?

Yes, that was exactly the idea that was in La Certes brain, and which, he hoped and fully expected, to reduce to practice in course of time  if Duncan McKay would only assist him by making him a few advances at that present time.

Well, what do you want? asked McKay, getting off the bath.

The half-breed wanted a good many things. As he was going off in the course of a few days, and might not be able to return for a long time, he might as well take with him even a few things that he did not absolutely need at the moment. Of course he wanted a good supply of powder, shot, and ball. Without that little or nothing could be done. Then a new axe, as his old one was much worn  the steel almost gone  and it was well-known that a trapper without an axe was a very helpless creature. A tin kettle was, of course, an absolute necessity; and the only one he possessed had a small hole in it. A few awls to enable him to mend his bark canoe when open water came, and a couple of steel traps, some gun-flints, and, O yes, he had almost forgotten a most essential thing  twine to make a net, and some fish-hooks.

It iss a regular outfit you will be wanting, remarked the store-keeper, as he handed over the various articles.

O no  not a regular one  only a very little one, considering the length of time he should be away, and the wealth with which he would return. But again he suddenly remembered that he had forgotten something else.

Well, what iss it?

Some glovers needles and sinews for making leather coats and moccasins. Needles and thread and scissors, for it was quite clear that people could not live without suitable clothing. A new capote, also, and  and  a yard or two of scarlet cloth with a few beads.

As he made the last request, La Certe attempted to speak insinuatingly, and to look humble.

Come, that iss pure extravagance, said McKay, remonstrating.

La Certe could not, dare not, face his wife without these articles. He pleaded earnestly. Slowfoot is so clever wi the needle, he said. See! she send you a pair of moccasins.

The wily man here drew from the breast of his capote a pair of beautifully made moccasins, soft as chamois leather, and richly ornamented with dyed quills of the porcupine.

McKay laughed; nevertheless he swallowed the bait and was pleased. He finally handed the goods to La Certe, who, when he had obtained all that he could possibly squeeze out of the store-keeper, bundled up the whole, made many solemn protestations of gratitude and honest intentions, and went off to cheer Slowfoot with the news of his success.

It chanced that Antoine Dechamp, the very man about whom he had been talking to Duncan McKay, had dropped in to see him and his spouse, and was sitting beside the fire smoking when he entered. Displaying his possessions with much pride, he assured Dechamp that he had paid for the whole outfit, and meant to return in the spring a rich man with means enough to buy a horse and cart, and start with the buffalo-hunters for the plains.

You have a horse to sell  they say? he remarked to his friend in a careless way.

Yes  and a good one too, answered Dechamp.

Well, if you will loan him to me in the spring, I will pay for him when I come back. It takes all I have to fit me out to start, you see.

Dechamp did not quite see his way to that  but there was plenty of time to think over it!

Have you heard, said Dechamp, willing to change the subject, there is some talk that Perrin has been killed? George McDermid was out, like many others, huntin about for the starvin people, an he came across the wives of Blanc and Pierre  poor things! theyre widows now, for Blanc and Pierre are both dead. Well, the women had well-nigh given in. I had dropped down, they were so tired, and were crawlin on their hands and knees when McDermid found them. I didnt hear all the outs and ins of it, but there is no doubt that poor Perrin has been murdered, for he was shot right through the breast.

Perhaps he shot hisself, suggested La Certe.

No  that could not be, for the women have brought his coat, which shows that the ball went in at the breast and came straight out at the back. If he had shot himself he must have pulled the trigger with his toe, an then the ball would have slanted up from his breast to somewhere about his shoulders.

It was a Saulteaux, may be, said Slowfoot, who had been listening with all the eagerness of a gossip.

There were no marks of Redskins snow-shoes about, returned Dechamp, an the tracks were too confused to make them out. A knife was found, but there were no marks about it to tell who owned it  only it was a settlers knife, but there are lots of them about, an many have changed hands since the settlers came.

At the time we write of, the colony of Red River of the north was in a very unhappy and disorganised condition. There were laws indeed, but there was no authority or force sufficiently strong to apply the laws, and discord reigned because of the two great fur companies  the Hudsons Bay, and the Nor-West  which opposed each other with extreme bitterness, carrying fire-water, dissension, and disaster all over the wilderness of Ruperts Land. Happily the two companies coalesced in the year 1821, and from that date, onward, comparative peace has reigned under the mild sway of the Hudsons Bay Company.

But at the period which we describe the coalition had not taken place, and many of the functionaries of the Hudsons Bay Company in Red River, from the Governor downward, seem to have been entirely demoralised, if we are to believe the reports of contemporary historians.

Some time previous to this, the Earl of Selkirk  chiefly from philanthropic views, it is said  resolved to send a colony to Red River. At different times bands of Scotch, Swiss, Danes, and others, made their appearance in the Settlement. They had been sent out by the agents of the Earl, but there was a great deal of mismanagement and misunderstanding, both as to the motives and intentions of the Earl. The result was that the half-breeds of Red River  influenced, it is said, by the Nor-West Company  received the newcomers with suspicion and ill-will. The Indians followed the lead of the half-breeds, to whom they were allied. Not only was every sort of obstruction thrown in the way of the unfortunate immigrants, but more than once during those first years they were driven from the colony, and their homesteads were burned to the ground.

There must have been more than the usual spirit of indomitable resolution in those people, however, for notwithstanding all the opposition and hardship they had to endure, they returned again and again to their farms, rebuilt their dwellings, cultivated their fields, and, so to speak, compelled prosperity to smile on them  and that, too, although several times the powers of Nature, in the shape of grass hoppers and disastrous floods, seemed to league with men in seeking their destruction.

Perhaps the Scottish element among the immigrants had much to do with this resolute perseverance. Possibly the religious element in the Scotch had more to do with it still.

The disastrous winter which we have slightly sketched was one of the many troubles with which not only the newcomers, but all parties in the colony, were at this time afflicted.




Chapter Seven.

Vixen Delivered and Wolves Defeated.

With much labour and skill had the Davidsons and McKays erected two timber cottages side by side in the land of their adoption.

These two families were among the first band of settlers. They were very different in character  one being Highland, the other Lowland Scotch, but they were more or less united by sympathy, intermarriage, and long residence beside each other on the slopes of the Grampian Hills, so that, on the voyage out, they made a compact that they should stick by each other, and strive, and work, and fight the battle of life together in the new land.

All the members of the Davidson family were sterling, sedate, hearty, and thorough-going. Daniel and Peter were what men style dependable fellows, and bore strong resemblance to their father, who died almost immediately after their arrival in the new country. Little Jessie was like her mother, a sort of bottomless well of sympathy, into which oceans of joy or sorrow might be poured without causing an overflow  except, perchance, at the eyelids  and out of which the waters of consolation might be pumped for evermore without pumping dry. The idea of self never suggested itself in the presence of these two. The consequence was that everybody adored them. It was rather a selfish adoration, we fear, nevertheless it was extremely delightful  to the adorers, we mean  and doubtless not unpleasant to the adored.

The love of God, in Christ, was the foundation of their characters.

Of the McKay family we cannot speak so confidently. Elspie, indeed, was all that could be desired, and Fergus was in all respects a sterling man; but the head of the family was, as we have seen, open to improvement in many respects, and Duncan junior was of that heart-breaking character which is known as neer-do-weel. Possibly, if differently treated by his father, he might have been a better man. As it was, he was unprincipled and hasty of temper.

Little wonder that, when thrown together during a long voyage  to an almost unknown land  Elspie McKay and Daniel Davidson should fall into that condition which is common to all mankind, and less wonder that, being a daring youth with a resolute will, Daniel should manage to induce the pliant, loving Elspie, to plight her troth while they were gazing over the ships side at the first iceberg they met. We may as well hark back here a little, and very briefly sketch the incident. It may serve as a guide to others.

The two were standing  according to the report of the bosn, who witnessed the whole affair abaft the main shrouds squintin over the weather gangway. We are not quite sure of the exact words used by that discreditable bosn, but these are something like them. It was moon-light and dead calm; therefore propitious, so far, to Daniels design  for Daniel undoubtedly had a design that night, obvious to his own mind, and clearly defined like the great iceberg, though, like it too, somewhat hazy in detail.

What a glorious, magnificent object! exclaimed Elspie, gazing in wonder at the berg, the pinnacles of which rose considerably above the mast-head.

Yes, very glorious, very magnificent! said Daniel, gazing into the maidens eyes, and utterly regardless of the berg.

I wonder how such a huge mass ever manages to melt, said Elspie  for the human mind, even in pretty girls, is discursive.

I wonder it does not melt at once, said Dan, with pointed emphasis.

What do you mean? she asked, turning her eyes in considerable astonishment from the berg to the man.

I mean, said he, that under the influence of your eyes the iceberg ought to melt straight away. They have melted my heart, Elspie, and That has been an iceberg, I find, till now.

He seized her hand. It had all come on so suddenly that poor Elspie was quite unprepared for it. She turned as if to fly, but Daniel put his arm round her waist and detained her.

Elspie, dearest Elspie, it must be settled now  or  . He would not  could not  say never.

O Daniel, dont! entreated Elspie.

But Daniel did.

Bray-vo! exclaimed the bosn with enthusiasm, for he was a sympathetic man, though unprincipled in the matter of eavesdropping.

That cut it short. They retired precipitately from the weather gangway abaft the main shrouds, and sought refuge in a sequestered nook near the companion-hatch, which was, in name as well as in every other way, much more suited to their circumstances. The steersman had his eye on them there, but they fortunately did not know it.

Apologising for this reminiscence, we return to the thread of our story.

Mrs Davidson was seated at breakfast one morning, with all her family around her in Prairie Cottage. She had named it thus because, from one of the windows, there was to be had a peep of the prairies lying beyond the bushes by which it was surrounded.

Old McKay had named his cottage Ben Nevis, either because the country around was as flat as a pancake, or out of sheer contradictiousness.

Have they found out anything more about the murder of that poor fellow Perrin? asked Mrs Davidson. More than four months have passed since it happened.

Nothing more, mother, said Dan, who now filled his fathers chair. As you say, four months have passed, and one would think that was time enough to discover the murderer, but, you see, it is nobodys business in particular, and weve no regular police, and everybody is far too busy just now to think about it. In fact, not many people in these parts care much about a murder, I fear.

Ah if they went to see Perrins old mother, said Jessie, it would oblige them to care a great deal, for he was her only son.

Ay, her only child! added Mrs Davidson.

While she was yet speaking, it so happened that Duncan McKay junior himself entered the room, with that over-done free-and-easiness which sometimes characterises a man who is ill at ease.

Whose only child are you speaking about, Mrs Davidson? he asked carelessly.

Mrs Perrins, she replied, with a familiar nod to the visitor, who often dropped in on them casually in this way.

The reply was so unexpected and sudden, that McKay could not avoid a slight start and a peculiar expression, in spite of his usual self-command. He glanced quickly at Dan and Peter, but they were busy with their food, and had apparently not noticed the guilty signs.

Ah, poor thing, returned the youth, in his cynical and somewhat nasal tone, it iss hard on her. By the way, Dan, hev ye heard that the wolves hev killed two or three of McDermids horses that had strayed out on the plains, and Elspies mare Vixen iss out too. Some of us will be going to seek for her. The day bein warm an the snow soft, we hev a good chance of killin some o the wolves. I thought Peter might like to go too.

So Peter does, said the youth, rising and brushing the crumbs off his knees: theres nothing I like better than to hunt down these sneaking, murderous brutes that are so ready to spring suddenly unawares on friend or foe.

Again Duncan McKay cast a quick inquiring glance at Peter, but the lad was evidently innocent of any double meaning. It was only a movement, within the man-slayer, of that conscience which makes cowards of us all.

Louise! shouted Dan, as he also rose from the table.

Oui, monsieur, came, in polite deferential tones, from the culinary department, and the little half-breed maiden appeared at the door.

Did you mend that shot-bag last night?

Oui, monsieur.

Fetch it here, then, please; and, Jessie, stir your stumps like a good girl, and get some food ready to take with us.

Will you tell me the precise way in which good girls stir their stumps? asked Jessie; for Im not quite sure.

Dan answered with a laugh, and went out to saddle his horse, followed by his brother and Duncan McKay.

Rescuing seems to be the order of the day this year, remarked Peter, as they walked towards the stable behind the cottage. Weve had a good deal of rescuing men in the winter, and now we are goin to rescue horses.

Rescuing is the grandest work that a fellow can undertake, said Dan, whether it be the body from death or the soul from sin.

What you say iss true  whatever, remarked McKay, whose speech, although not so broad as that of his father, was tinged with similar characteristics. It will be better to rescue than to kill.

This was so obvious a truism that his companions laughed, but Duncan had uttered it almost as a soliloquy, for he was thinking at the moment of poor Perrin, whose body had long since been brought to the Settlement and buried. Indeed thoughts of the murdered man were seldom out of his mind.

Meanwhile, far out on the lonesome and still snow-covered prairie the steed which they were going to rescue stood on a low mound or undulation of the plain surrounded by wolves. It was a pitiful sight to see the noble mare, almost worn-out with watching and defending herself, while the pack of those sneaking hounds of the wilderness sat or stood around her licking their chops and patiently biding their time.

They formed a lean, gaunt, savage-looking crew, as they sat there, calculating, apparently, how long their victims strength would hold out, and when it would be safe to make a united and cowardly rush.

One wolf, more gaunt and rugged and grey than the others, with black lips and red tongue and bloodshot eyes, moved about the circle uneasily as if trying to screw up its craven spirit to the sticking point. The others evidently regarded this one as their leader, for they hung back from him a little, and kept a watchful eye on his movements. So did Vixen, the mare. She kept her tail always turned towards him, looking savagely back at him with her great eyes glittering, her ears laid flat, and her heels ready.

Poor Vixen! Elspie had given her the name when in a facetious frame of mind, as being descriptive of the very opposite of her character, for she was gentle as a lamb, tender in the mouth, playful in her moods, and sensitive to a degree both in body and spirit. No curb was ever needed to restrain Vixen, nor spur to urge her on. A chirp sent an electric thrill through her handsome frame; a Quiet, Vic! sufficed to calm her to absolute docility. Any child could have reined her in, and she went with springy elasticity as though her limbs were made of vivified steel and indiarubber. But she was getting old, and somehow the wolves seemed to be aware of that melancholy fact. They would not have troubled her in the heyday of her youth!

An impatient howl from one of the pack seemed to insinuate that the grey old leader was a coward. So he was, but evidently he did not relish being told so, for he uncovered his glittering fangs and made a sudden dash at the mare.

With a whisk of the tail worthy of her best days, she lashed out behind and planted both her pretty little feet on the ribs of the grey chief with such a portentous whack that he succumbed at once. With a gasp, and a long-drawn wail, he sank dead upon the snow; whereupon his amiable friends  when quite sure of his demise  tore him limb from limb and devoured him.

This was a fortunate respite for Vixen, most of whose remaining strength and pluck had been thrown into that magnificent fling. Old Duncan, had he seen it, would probably have styled it a goot Highland fling.

But the respite was not of long duration. Their leader formed but a mouthful to each of the pack.

When done, they returned to encircle their victim again, lick their chops, and wait.

Evening was drawing on, and a sort of grey desolation seemed to be creeping over the plains.

A decided thaw had been operating all that day, rendering the snow soft. If the mare had only known the advantage thus given to her, a successful effort at escape might have been made. When snow on the prairie is frozen with a hard crust on the surface, the light wolf can run easily on the top of it, while the heavy horse breaks through at every stride and is soon knocked up. The case is reversed when a thaw softens the surface, for then the short-legged wolf flounders helplessly in its depths, while the long-limbed and powerful horse can gallop through it with comparative ease. But the good mare, intelligent though she was, did not consider this fact, and the wolves, you may be sure, did not enlighten her. Besides, by that time she was well-nigh worn-out, and could not have made a vigorous run for life even over a good course.

Gradually, a worthy lieutenant of the old grey chief began to show symptoms of impatience, and the hungry circle closed in. Vixen looked up and whinnied slightly. It seemed a pitiful appeal for help from the human friends who had cared for her so well and so long. Perchance it was the last wail of despair  a final farewell to the green fields and the flowering plains of memory.

Whatever it was, an answer came in the form of several dark specks on the horizon. Vixen saw them, and whinnied again in a decidedly different tone. The wolves also saw them, and moved about uneasily.

On came the black specks, increasing in size as they drew near. The wolves looked at each other inquiringly, moved still more uneasily, appeared to hold a consultation, and finally drew off to a neighbouring knoll, as if to await the result of this unlooked-for interruption, and return to business when it was past.

The intelligence of the lower animals is great  in some cases very great  but it does not amount to reason. If it did, those wolves would not have sat there, in the pride of physical strength and personal freedom, calmly awaiting their doom, while Daniel and Peter Davidson, Duncan McKay junior, Okématan the Cree Indian, another Indian named Kateegoose, and Jacques Bourassin, a half-breed, came thundering down towards them like infuriated centaurs.

At last they seemed to realise the truth that discretion is the better part of valour, and began to retire from the scene  slowly at first.

Vixen, recognising friends, trotted off with reviving strength, and a high head and tail to meet them. Seeing this, Dan, who led the party, drew rein so as to allow the steeds to recover breath before the final burst.

The wolves, with that presumption which is usually found to be the handmaid of ignorance, halted, and sat down again to watch the progress of events. Fatal self-confidence! They little knew the deep duplicity of man!

O you stupid brutes! murmured Dan to himself, advancing in a somewhat sidling manner as if he meant to pass them. They evidently believed this to be his intention until they saw the six horsemen turn their steeds straight in their direction and charge them at full gallop with a yell that drove rapid conviction to their brains.

Then, with tails between legs and ears flat they fled. But it was too late. The horses scattered the soft snow with comparative ease. The wolves plunged through it with difficulty. First to overtake them was Peter Davidson. He put the muzzle of his gun to the side of the grey lieutenant, and shot him through the heart. His brother Dan, selecting another of the pack, pointed at the ear and blew out its brains. Okématan, partial to the weapons of his forefathers, sent an arrow through the ribs of a third, while Kateegoose transfixed a fourth. Duncan McKay shot a fifth, and Bourassin knocked over a sixth at comparatively long range, his horse being too poor or too tired to come fairly up with the pack.

There was no wasting of powder, shot, or shaft in this affair. Each man was an expert with his weapon, and cool as the proverbial cucumber, though considerably excited. Loading as they ran, they fitted and shot again, stretching six more of the enemy on the plain. Then they pulled up and suffered the rest to escape, being afraid to leave Vixen out of sight behind them, for that happy creature, following and enjoying the sport as long as she could, found that her powers were too much exhausted to permit of her keeping up with the chase.

Shes not fit to travel another mile, said Dan, stroking her glossy neck and allowing her to rub her nose affectionately on his shoulder.

That iss true, whatever, assented Duncan. I think we could not do better than camp on the nearest bluff.

This was agreed to by all. Provision for one meal, it will be remembered, had been prepared at Prairie Cottage in the morning. A hunters meal, when properly divided, makes two or three average meals, and a hunters powers of endurance are proverbial. Each man had his blanket strapped to his saddle. Branches of various kinds of trees make a good mattress, and the air of the prairie is well-known to conduce to appetite and slumber.

With such environment it is scarcely necessary to add that the hunters enjoyed themselves, and that Vixen had a restful night, probably without even a dream about hungry wolves.




Chapter Eight.

Stirring Events Described.

The proverbial slip twixt the cup and the lip, and the well-known uncertainty of all human affairs, received striking illustration in the person and prospects of our hero, Daniel Davidson, not long after the events narrated in the last chapter.

Up to this period the unfortunate colonists of the Red River Settlement had led a life chiefly of disappointment and disaster. Although everything had been done for them by their patron the Earl of Selkirk with the best intentions, the carrying out of his plans had been frustrated by the feuds of the rival fur companies, the misunderstandings and the jealousies of Indians and half-breeds, and, to some extent, by the severity of the climate. An open rupture took place between them and the North-westers. Encounters between the contending parties occurred, in which several on both sides were killed, and at last the North-Westers, attacking the settlers in force, drove them from the colony and burnt their dwellings and homesteads.

Retreating to the north end of Lake Winnipeg, the colonists found refuge at Jack River  three hundred miles distant. From this place they were ultimately recalled by the Hudsons Bay Company, which took them under its protection. Returning to Red River, the unfortunate but persevering people proceeded to resume their farming operations. But the prospect before them was gloomy enough. The lawless proceedings of the rival companies had convulsed the whole Indian country, and the evil seemed to culminate in the Red River Colony, to which retired servants of the fur-traders, voyageurs, adventurers, and idlers gravitated as to a centre; so that there was little prospect of their being allowed to prosecute their agricultural operations in peace.

The dissensions at last became so great that a large proportion of the new settlers, including many of the Scotch Highlanders, dispersed to seek a precarious livelihood among the Indians, on the prairies bordering the waters of the Missouri, or to sustain themselves and their families by fishing in the distant lakes, and hunting on their shores.

On the advent of spring, however, most of these returned to the colony, with renewed hope in agriculture, and set to work  every man, woman, and child  to get some seed into the ground.

But at this point an event occurred which threw the colony into great consternation, and induced vigorous action on the part of Lord Selkirk, which was the first step towards more peaceful times.

The North-West party, consisting chiefly of half-breeds, had augmented to upwards of three hundred warriors. It would be more correct, perhaps, to style them banditti; for they had penetrated through every part of Ruperts Land, set law at defiance, pillaged and destroyed many of the establishments of their rivals, and kept the whole country in a state of ferment and alarm.

One band of these men, numbering between sixty and seventy, advanced upon Red River Colony. They were a motley crew, all mounted on horseback and armed with guns, spears, tomahawks, bows, and scalping-knives, besides which they were painted and plumed à la sauvage, and were in the habit when rushing to battle, of yelling like the Red-men whose blood mingled with that of the White-man in their veins.

What was the precise intention of these men at this time it is difficult to say, but it was not difficult to see that peace was not their object.

Governor Semple, of the Hudsons Bay Company, a mild, just, and much respected man, was in charge of the colony at the time.

Daniel Davidson was engaged in a very important conversation with old Duncan McKay at the time the formidable troop of North-Westers swept through the settlements. The old man was seated in the hall, parlour, drawing-room  or whatever you choose to call it  of Ben Nevis House. It was an uncarpeted, unpainted, unadorned room with pine plank flooring, plank walls, a plank ceiling, a plank table, and a set of plank chairs. Ornament was dispensed with in the hall of Ben Nevis House; for although Elspie would fain have clothed it with a little feminine grace, its proprietor would not hear of such proposals.

Stick as many gimcracks as you like about your own room, Elspie, he had remarked when the first attempt was made, but leave me my hall in peace. It iss quite pleased with it I am as it iss.

Opposite the door of the hall there was a large open fireplace without a grate. Doors all round the walls of the hall opened into the other rooms of the establishment. Above what would have been the mantelpiece, had one existed, there was a row of tobacco pipes. Old Duncan was a great smoker. Indeed he would have been almost unrecognisable without his pipe. He was smoking when Daniel Davidson visited him, in order to hold the very important conversation to which we have referred.

It iss as you say, Taniel, remarked the old man, frowning at his pipe, which was not drawing properly. Marrit life iss more to be desired than single blessedness, whatever, an it is a my opeenion that you will do more work with Elspie helpin you, than by yourself. When iss it you will be wantin to call me your father?

The old man asked the question with a somewhat humorous smile, for he was, to say truth, not a little proud of the staid, sensible, and strong young fellow who aspired to his daughters hand  besides, the pipe was drawing well by that time.

As soon as you like, answered Dan, or, rather, as soon as Elspie likes. You see, things are beginning to look a little more hopeful now. People who seem to know best  or seem to think they do  tell us that the Nor-Westers are beginning to see that a colony here wont interfere in any way with their business; a good deal of seed has been sown, and, if all goes well, we may look for a better year than we have yet had; therefore I dont see why we should wait any longer.

Your observations are ferry true. There iss just wan little word you mention that requires consideration, returned the old man with a brow wrinkled so as to suggest profound sagacity of thought. You said if all goes well. But supposin, for the sake of argument, that all does not go well  what then?

Why, then, answered the young man with a laugh, we shall be no worse off than other people, who have to make the best of things as they find them.

No doubt  no doubt  that iss the true an pheelosophical way to look at the matter. But dont you think, Taniel, that it would be as well to putt off till our munister arrives? I would not be havin my daughter marrit without a munister if I can help it. An you know his Lordship has promised more than wance to send us wan. He will not be long o coming now.

Yes, a minister has been promised again an again, returned Dan, somewhat bitterly, an I suppose he will go on promising again and over again, but I have not much faith in these promises. The Earl has too many agents who are not as true as himself. I would rather not delay my marriage on that account. What ails you at Mr Sutherland?

Well, Taniel, I hev nothing to say against Muster Sutherland. He iss a ferry goot man  I will not be denyin that, but  he iss not an ordained munister.

What of that? retorted Dan. He is an ordained elder of the Church of Scotland, and that is much the same thing. And he is a good, Christian man, respected by every one in the Settlement.

Well, well, Taniel; hev it your own way, returned old Duncan with a resigned look. Of course, it would have been pleesanter if he had been a regular munister, whatever; but, as you say, my boy, what of that? So, as things look a little more peaceable than they wass  though not ferry much  I will be

He was interrupted at this point by the sudden entrance of Jacques Bourassin with the astounding intelligence that a band of North-Westers had gone up the Settlement to attack Fort Garry.

Hoot! nonsense, man! exclaimed old McKay, starting up and flinging his pipe away in the excitement of the moment.

No  not nonsense! said Bourassin in broken English; it be true. I knows it. I come to say that we go to the fort to help them.

Right, boy, right! exclaimed the old man, hastily belting on his capote. Fergus! Tuncan!  Elspie! where are these boys?

In the stable, father. I saw them just

Let them saddle all the nags  quick, cried the old man. Taniel, you better

He stopped; for Daniel had already run out to saddle and mount his own horse.

In a few minutes a cavalcade of a dozen powerful young fellows, headed by old Duncan McKay, and armed with guns, were galloping at full speed in the direction of Fort Garry.

But before this cavalcade had set out, the rencontre at the fort had already taken place, and been fatally decided.

The approach of the enemy had been announced to those nearest the scene of action by the women and children of that part of the Settlement, who were seen running about in frantic alarm trying to hide themselves, and some of them seeking refuge in the fort.

Among these were two brothers named Sinclair. One of them, Archie by name, was a stout healthy fellow of twelve or thereabouts, the other was a thin delicate boy of ten, whose illness, whatever it was, had reduced him to skin and bone, taken all the colour out of his cheeks, and rendered him quite unable to run or play like other boys. They had recently become orphans, their father and mother, who were among the most recent arrivals, having died suddenly within a few weeks of each other. When the alarm of the threatened attack was given, the brothers were amusing themselves on the sunny side of the cottage which had been for only one year their happy home.

In a moment Archie took his brother on his back and scampered away with him to a place near the river, and hid him in a hollow under the bank, where they had been wont to play at grizzly bears and hunters.

Meanwhile Governor Semple, with several gentlemen and attendants, walked out to meet the party of half-breeds and Indians, not to offer battle, but for the purpose of parlance and conciliation. It is admitted, however, that Governor Semple committed a grave error of judgment in allowing his small party to carry arms. They numbered only twenty-eight in all, and, being untrained, could have had no chance in an open fight with such opponents. If the Governor had gone out unarmed with only one or two attendants, he would, it was thought, have appealed irresistibly to the honour of the party.

As it was, when the Hudsons Bay party drew near they thought the look of their opponents so suspicious that the Governor halted his men, and they stood in a group as if in consultation. Seeing this, the half-breeds divided themselves into two bodies, and commenced firing from behind some willows  at first a shot or two, and then a merciless volley. No fewer than twenty-one of the twenty-eight fell to rise no more, among whom were the Governor himself; Mr Wilkinson, his secretary: Captain Rogers, a mineralogist; Mr White, the surgeon; Mr Holt, of the Swedish navy, and Mr McLean, a principal settler.

Indeed the whole party would have probably been killed and the settlers massacred at that time, but for the courageous interposition of the chief of the half-breeds, Cuthbert Grant, who, at the risk of his life, stood between the settlers and their foes, only one of which last was killed.

When old McKay and his party drew near to the scene, the massacre was completed, and most of his little band  which had been slightly augmented on the way up  turned right-about, and rode away to defend their respective homes.

But the warrior spirit of old McKay and his sons had been roused. They refused to turn tail, and, in company with Dan and Peter Davidson, made a furious charge into a detached party of the half-breeds which they chanced to encounter. They scattered them like sheep, though they did not succeed in killing any. Then they also wheeled round and galloped back to their respective homes.

Come, Elspie, tear, said the old man as he dismounted, putt what ye value most in your pocket an come away. The duvles are down on us, and we are not able to hold out in Ben Nevis. The settlers must choin altogether, an do the best we can to defend ourselves.

While he was speaking, the Highlander was busy stuffing some of the smaller of his household goods into his pockets  amongst them a large quantity of tobacco.

Meanwhile Fergus hastened to the stable to saddle Vixen for Elspie, while the poor girl ran to her room and secured some small objects which she valued  among them a miniature portrait of her mother, and a Bible which the good lady had given to her a short time before her death. There was no money, and no valuable documents had to be looked after, so that preparations for fight were soon completed.

Now there was a member of old Duncan McKays household who has not yet been introduced to the reader, but whose character and influence in the household were such as to demand special notice. This member was an old woman named Peg. Probably this was an abbreviation of Peggy, but we cannot tell. Neither can we say what her surname was, for we never heard it, and no one spoke of the old creature by any other name than that of Old Peg.

Although Old Peg was by no means feeble  indeed, judged by her capacities, she might have been pronounced middle-aged, for she could walk about the house all day, actively engaged in miscellaneous self-imposed duties, and could also eat like a man and sleep like a dormouse  she was, nevertheless, withered, and wrinkled, and grey, and small. Her exact age nobody knew  and, for the matter of that, nobody seemed to care.

Extreme amiability and self-obliteration were the chief characteristics of Old Peg. She was silent by nature, and deaf as a post  whether by art or nature we know not; probably both. Well, no  on second thoughts, not quite as deaf as a post, for by means of severe shouting she could be made to hear.

Smiles and nods, however, were her chief means of communication with the outer world. When these failed, a yell might be tried with advantage.

No one of the McKay household ever thought of giving Old Peg anything in the shape of work to do, for the very good reason that, being an extremely willing horse, she was always working; and she possessed a peculiar faculty of observation, which enabled her to perceive, long before any one else, what ought to be done, and the right time to do it, so that, when any one bounced round with the sudden intention of telling her to do anything, Old Peg was found to have done it already, or to be in the act of doing it. It is almost superfluous to say that she patched and mended the household garments, washed the most of things washable, sewed the sewable, darned the sock, and, generally, did-up the whole McKay family. When not engaged in definite or specific work, she had a chronic sock-knitting which helped to fill up and round off the corners of her leisure hours.

Old Peg had been the nurse, consecutively, of Fergus, Elspie, and Duncan junior. She was now equivalent to their second mother, having nursed their first mother to the end with faithful untiring affection, and received from the dying woman a solemn commission never to forsake Duncan senior or his progeny.

No sentiment of a religious nature ever escaped Old Peg, but it was observed that she read her Bible regularly, and was occasionally found asleep on her knees  greatly to the amusement of that irritable old rascal, Duncan senior, and to the gratification of Elspie, who came to the conclusion that the old woman must have learned well off by heart such words as Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do; do it with thy might. Do good to all men as thy hand findeth opportunity. Be clothed with humility. Trust in the Lord at all times. Probably Elspie was right, for she judged of people in the old-fashioned way, namely, by their fruits. Her judgment of the two Duncans on this principle, by the way, could not have been very exalted, but we cannot tell. She was much too loyal and loving a daughter and sister to give any sign or opinion.

At the time of the sudden call to flight just described, the McKay family had totally forgotten Old Peg in their hurry. Elspie was the first to miss her.

Old Peg! she exclaimed  almost screamed  while Fergus was assisting her to mount Vixen, where is she?

Ill find her, said Fergus, and bring her on in the cart. You be off after father. Weve no time to lose.

Be sure you bring her, Fergus, said Elspie.

All right; no fear!

Thus assured, Elspie was about to gallop away after her father  who had started in advance, to overtake and stop the Prairie Cottage family, so that they might travel in one band  when the clatter of hoofs was heard, and next moment Dan Davidson galloped round the corner of the house.

I came back for you, Elspie, he said, pulling up. Why did you not come on with your father?

I expected to overtake him, Dan. You know Vixen is swift. Besides, I missed Old Peg, and delayed a few minutes on her account. Is she with your party?

No  at least I did not see her. But she may have been in the cart with Louise. Shall I look for her while you gallop on?

No; Fergus has promised to find and bring her after us. Come, I am ready.

The two galloped away. As they did so young Duncan issued from the stable behind the house, leading out his horse. He was in no hurry, having a good mount. At the same time Fergus came out at the back-door of the house shouting, Old Peg! Hallo! old woman, where are ye?

Hev ye seen her, Duncan? he asked impatiently.

It iss seekin high an low I hev been, an it iss of no use shoutin, for she hears nothin.

Im sure I saw her in the cart wi the Davidsons, said Duncan.

Are you sure? asked Fergus.

Weel, I did not pass quite close to them, as I ran up here for my horse on hearin the news, replied Duncan; but I am pretty sure that I saw her sittin beside Louise.

Hm! that accoonts for her not being here, said Fergus, running into the stable. Hold on a bit, Duncan. Ill go with ye in a meenit.

In the circumstances he was not long about saddling his horse. A few minutes more, and the brothers were galloping after their friends, who had got a considerable distance in advance of them by that time, and they did not overtake them till a part of the Settlement was reached where a strong muster of the settlers was taking place, and where it was resolved to make a stand and face the foe.

Here it was discovered, to the consternation of the McKay family, that Old Peg was not with the Davidson party, and that therefore she must have been left behind!

She must be found and rescued, exclaimed Elspie, on making the discovery.

She must! echoed Dan Davidson: who will go back with me?

A dozen stout young fellows at once rode to the front, and old McKay offered to take command of them, but was overruled and left behind.




Chapter Nine.

Old Peg.

Meanwhile, accustomed to think and act for herself, Old Peg, on the first alarm, had made up her mind to do her fair share of work quietly.

She did not require to be told that danger threatened the family and that flight had been resolved on. A shout from some one that Nor-Westers were coming, coupled with the hasty preparations, might have enlightened a mind much less intelligent than that of the old woman. She knew that she could do nothing to help where smart bodily exercise was needed, but, down by the creek close by, there was a small stable in which a sedate, lumbering old cart-horse dwelt. The horse, she felt sure, would be wanted. She could not harness it, but she could put a bridle on it and lead it up to the house.

This animal, which was named Elephant on account of its size, had been totally forgotten by the family in the hurry of departure.

Old Peg found the putting of a bridle on the huge creature more difficult work than she had expected, and only succeeded at last by dint of perseverance, standing on three or four bundles of hay, and much coaxing  for the creature had evidently taken it into its head that the old woman had come there to fondle it  perhaps to feed it with sugar after the manner of Elspie.

She managed the thing at last, however, and led the horse up towards the house.

Now, while she had been thus engaged the family had left, and the half-breeds  having combined their forces  had arrived.

Ben Nevis was the first house the scoundrels came to. Dismounting, and finding the place deserted, they helped themselves to whatever was attractive and portable  especially to a large quantity of Canada twist tobacco, which old Duncan had found it impossible to carry away. Then they applied fire to the mansion, and, in a wonderfully short time Ben Nevis was reduced to a level with the plain. Another party treated Prairie Cottage in a similar manner.

It was when the first volume of black smoke rose into the sky that Old Peg came to the edge of the bushes that fringed the creek and discovered that Ben Nevis had suddenly become volcanic! She instantly became fully aware of the state of matters, and rightly judged that the family must have escaped, else there would have been some evidence of resistance.

Fortunately the old woman had not yet passed quite from the shelter of the bushes. She drew back with a degree of caution worthy of a Red-skin, leading the horse with her. When well out of sight she paused for the purpose of meditation. What was now to be done! As we have said, she possessed decision of character in an eminent degree. She never at any time had taken long to make up her mind; she was not going to begin now, though the position was probably the most perplexing that she had ever experienced. Suddenly she raised her head and laughed.

In the circumstances it would not have been surprising had hysteria seized Old Peg, but there was nothing hysterical in her nature. Calm, cool, calculating courage dominated her every thought and feeling, but the idea of what she was driven to in her old age had tickled her fancy. Leading the big cart-horse close up to a bank, she prepared to mount him  having previously broken off a good strong switch from a neighbouring bush.

Never before in her life had Peg mounted a steed of any kind whatever. She knew the ladys position on horseback by sight, of course, but not by practice. To attempt it even with a side-saddle would have been impossible; but Elephant was barebacked. Fortunately he was fat and broad, and without a visible back-bone. Old Peg at once made up her mind, and, climbing the bank, scrambled on his back in gentlemans position. It was more comfortable than she had dared to hope.

But now an unexpected difficulty met her. Elephant declined to move! She pulled at his bridle, and he turned sluggishly, but he would not advance. Peg administered a sounding whack with the switch. She might as well have hit a neighbouring tree. Elephants hide was like that of his namesake, and he had no feelings to speak of that could be touched, or hurt, or worked upon.

In this dilemma the old woman had recourse to a weapon with which her broad bosom was at all times furnished. She drew a large pin, and drove the point into Elephants flank. The result was instantaneous. Up went his hindquarters, and Peg found herself sprawling on his bushy mane. She held on to that, however, and, gradually working her way back, regained her old position  thankful that she had not been thrown to the ground.

Another result was that Elephant condescended to walk. But this was not enough. Escape at such a pace was impossible. Old Peg prodded him again  this time on the shoulder, for she rightly conjectured that he could not well kick up with his fore-legs. But he might rear! The thought caused her to grasp the bushy mane with both hands and hold on. He did not rear, but he trotted, and poor Old Peg came to the conclusion that there were disagreeable novelties in life, even for her.
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When Elephant at length burst out of the fringe of wood and gained the track that followed the course of the river, she was immediately seen by the plunderers, who laughed at the strange rider but did not follow her, with the exception of one man  an Indian, painted and feathered,  who started in pursuit, hoping, possibly, for an easy scalp.

He soon came close up, and, being armed with a bow, sent an arrow in advance of him. The shaft was well aimed. It grazed the flank of Elephant, inflicting a painful wound. This woke up the old horse surprisingly, so that it not only broke into a gallop, but set off at racing speed as it used to do when young. The Indian was badly mounted, and gradually lost ground, whereupon he sent after the fugitives several more arrows which all fell wide of the mark.

The change to Old Peg was as a reprieve from death! The trot had almost dislocated her bones, and shaken her up like an addled egg, and the change to racing speed afforded infinite relief. She could scarcely credit her senses, and she felt a tendency to laugh again as she glanced over her shoulder. But that glance removed the tendency, for it revealed the Indian warrior, in all his paint and feathers and streaming scalp-locks, in hot pursuit, while the whiz of another arrow close past her ear convinced our heroine that it was not a dream.

The jolting to which the poor old creature was subjected had disturbed her costume not a little. Her shawl came nearly off, and, holding on by one pin, fluttered like a flag of defiance. Her slippers, which were of the carpet pattern, were left behind on the prairie to perplex the wolves, and her voluminous hair  once a rich auburn, but now a pearly grey  having escaped its cap and fastenings, was streaming out gaily in the breeze, as if to tempt the fingers and knife of the pursuer.

A stern-chase is a long one, whether ashore or afloat. Pursuer and pursued went rapidly down the Settlement until they came in sight of the band which had come to rescue Peg. They received her with a wild cheer of surprise and joy, which turned the Red-skin to the right-about, and sent him back to his friends much faster than he had come.

On receiving his report, the half-breeds at once dashed off in pursuit of the settlers, and did not draw rein until they reached the place where the Scotchmen had made a stand. The latter were greatly outnumbered, at least in fighting men, but they showed such a resolute front, that Cuthbert Grant, the half-breed leader, again interfered to prevent bloodshed if possible. After calming his men, and advising forbearance, he turned to Duncan McKay senior, who was the settlers spokesman, and said  

If you will go peaceably away out of the colony, we will spare you, but if you show fight your blood be on your own heads, for I cannot restrain my men much longer.

Iss it sparin us you will be talkin of, Cuthbert Grant? answered the Highlander, with scorn. Wow! but if it wass not for the weemen an children thats with us, you would hev a goot chance o bein in need o sparin yoursels; an it iss not much o the blood o the Grants, either, thats in your veins, or ye would scorn to consort wi such fire-raisin cut-throats. It iss the fortune of war  whatever, and we cant affoord to leave our weemen an bairns defenceless. So we accept your terms, if we are not hindered from carryin away our arms.

Carry away whatever you like, replied Grant, quietly, only be off at once, or Ill not answer for the consequences.

Thus the angry Highlander was dismissed, and in the end the unfortunate settlers, being a second time driven into exile, took refuge, as before, at Jack River.




Chapter Ten.

Archie and Little Bill do Wonders.

We change the scene now to the margin of a small lake embosomed like a gem in the great wilderness of the Far North.

It is autumn. The sun is bright, the air is calm and clear. There is a species of warm haze which, paradoxically, does not seem to interfere with the clearness, and a faint zephyr which appears rather to emphasise than break the calm. It sends a soft cats-paw now and then across parts of the lake, and thus, by contrast, brings into greater prominence the bright reflection of trees and cloudland mirrored in its depths. Instead of being the proverbial dead calm, it is, if we may so put it, rather a lively, cheerful calm.

The liveliness of it is vastly increased by hundreds of water-fowl, which disport themselves on the surface of the lake, as if coquetting with their own reflections, or whistle round its margin while busy on the feeding-grounds.

Myriads of mosquitoes were wont there to murmur their maddening career in search of blood, but, happily, at the period we write of, an incidental and premonitory night-frost had relegated these to the graves of their forefathers, or to the mansions of Hiberna  we know not, and care not, which.

We have styled the lake a little one, but we must remind the reader that we use the expression in an American sense, and that where lakes are two and three hundred miles long, a little one can well afford to be twenty or thirty miles in diameter, with, perchance, a boundless horizon. The lake in question, however, was really a little one  not more than two miles in length or breadth, with the opposite shore quite visible, and a number of islets of various sizes on its bosom  all more or less wooded, and all, more rather than less, the temporary homes of innumerable wild-fowl, among which were noisy little gulls with pure white bodies and bright red legs and bills.

On the morning in question  for the sun was not yet much above the horizon  a little birch-bark canoe might have been seen to glide noiselessly from a bed of rushes, and proceed quietly, yet swiftly, along the outer margin of the bed.

The bow-paddle was wielded by a stout boy with fair curly hair. Another boy, of gentle mien and sickly aspect, sat in the stern and steered.

Little Bill, said the stout boy in a low voice, youre too light. This will never do.

Archie, returned the other with a languid smile, I cant help it, you know  at least not in a hurry. In course of time, if I eat frightfully, I may grow heavier, but just now theres no remedy except the old one of a stone.

Thats true, Little Bill, responded Archie with a perplexed look, as he glanced inquiringly along the shore; nevertheless, if thought could make you heavier, youd soon be all right, for youre a powerful thinker. The old remedy, you see, is not available, for this side of the lake is low and swampy. I dont see a single stone anywhere.

Never mind, get along; well come to one soon, I dare say, said the other, dipping his paddle more briskly over the side.

The point which troubled Archie Sinclair was the difference in weight between himself and his invalid brother, which, as he occupied the bow, resulted in the stern of the light craft being raised much too high out of the water. Of course this could have been remedied by their changing places, but that would have thrown the heavier work of the bow-paddle on the invalid, who happened also to be the better steersman of the two. A large stone placed in the stern would have been a simple and effective remedy, but, as we have seen, no large stone was procurable just then.

It didnt much matter in the clumsy wooden things at Red River, said Archie, but this egg-shell of Okématans is very different. Ho! theres one at last, he continued with animation as they rounded a point of land, and opened up a small bay, on the margin of which there were plenty of pebbles, and some large water-worn stones.

One of these having been placed in the stern of the canoe, and the balance thus rectified, the voyage was continued.

Dont you think that breakfast on one of these islets would be nice? said Billie.

Just the very thing that was in my mind, Little Bill, answered his brother.

It was a curious peculiarity in this sturdy youth, that whatever his invalid brother wished, he immediately wished also. Similarly, when Billie didnt desire anything, Archie did not desire it. In short Billies opinion was Archies opinion, and Billies will was Archies law. Not that Archie had no will or opinion of his own. On the contrary, he was quite sufficiently gifted in that way, but his love and profound pity for the poor and almost helpless invalid were such that in regard to him he had sunk his own will entirely. As to opinions  well, he did differ from him occasionally, but he did it mildly, and with an openness to conviction which was almost enviable. He called him Bill, Billie, or Little Bill, according to fancy at the moment.

Poor boys! The sudden death of both parents had been a terrible blow to them, and had intensified the tenderness with which the elder had constituted himself the guardian of the younger.

When the Scotch settlers were banished from the colony, pity, as well as friendship for their deceased parents, induced the Davidson family to adopt the boys, and now, in exile, they were out hunting by themselves to aid in replenishing the general store of provisions.

It need scarcely be said that at this period of the year the exiled colonists were not subjected to severe hardships, for the air was alive with wild-fowl returning south from their breeding-grounds, and the rivers and lakes were swarming with fish, many of them of excellent quality.

This will do  wont it? said Archie, pointing with his paddle to an islet about a hundred yards in diameter.

Yes, famously, responded Little Bill, as he steered towards a shelving rock which formed a convenient landing-place.

The trees and shrubs covered the islet to the waters edge with dense foliage, that glowed with all the gorgeous colouring for which North American woods in autumn are celebrated. An open grassy space just beyond the landing-place seemed to have been formed by nature for the express purpose of accommodating picnic parties.

Nothing could have been better, said Archie, drawing up the bow of the canoe, and stooping to lift his brother out.

I think Ill try to walk  its such a short bit, said Billie.

Dye think so? well, Ive no doubt you can do it, Little Bill, for youve got a brave spirit of your own, but theres a wet bit o moss youll have to cross which you maynt have noticed. Would you like to be lifted over that, and so keep your moccasins dry?

Archie, youre a humbug. Youre always trying to make me give you needless trouble.

Well, have it your own way, Little Bill. Ill help you to walk up.

No, carry me, said Billie, stretching out his arms; Ive changed my mind.

I will, if you prefer it, Little Bill, said Archie, lifting his brother in his strong arms and setting him down on the convenient spot before referred to.

Billie was not altogether helpless. He could stand on his weak legs and even walk a little without support, but to tramp through the woods, or clamber up a hill, was to him an absolute impossibility. He had to content himself with enjoyments of a milder type. And, to do him justice, he seemed to have no difficulty in doing so. Perhaps he owed it to his mother, who had been a singularly contented woman and had taught Billie from his earliest years the truth that, contentment, with godliness, is great gain. Billie did not announce his belief in this truth, but he proclaimed it unwittingly by the more powerful force of example.

Breakfast is a pleasant meal at any time if the operator be hungry, but who shall describe the delights of breakfast when eaten in company with several thousand wild-fowl, in a romantic wilderness with fresh air laden with the perfumes of the vegetable kingdom encircling the person; the glorious sunshine dazzling the eyes; the sweet songs of animated nature thrilling the ears, and the gentle solicitations of an expectant appetite craving within? Words are wasted in such an effort. We feel constrained to leave it  as we have not seldom left many a thing before now  to the readers more or less vivid imagination.

A blazing fire of pine-logs boiled two tin kettles and roasted two fat wild-ducks. In one of the kettles Archie compounded and stirred robbiboo  of which, perhaps, the less said the better. In the other, Billie infused a small quantity of tea. The roasting ducks  split open, impaled on sticks and set up before the fire  looked after themselves till they began to burn, when they were turned by Archie and again neglected for a few minutes.

It was a glorious meal in all respects, and even Billie, whose appetite was moderately strong, enjoyed it immensely  none the less that he had asked a blessing on it before beginning, and all the more that he sympathised fully with his brother in his possession of an amazing  a shamelessly robust  capacity for food.

Now, well go to work, remarked Archie, wiping his mouth with a sigh of contentment, (he had nothing else to wipe it with!) after finishing the last spoonful of robbiboo, the last limb of duck and the last mug of tea.

Such a remark at such a period in the entertainment caused Billie to laugh.

Why, Archie, youve been at work this half-hour, and theres nothing left to go to work upon now.

You know quite well, Little Bill, that I refer to the days work. What is it to be? Provisions must be got if the camp is not to starve, and you and I are bound to do our share. Shall we go to Willow Point and shoot ducks and geese, or cross the lake and trawl for fish?

Both, answered the invalid with decision. Well do both. We will paddle to Willow Point, and try for jack-fish on the way.

Just so  the very thing, Little Bill. Are you ready to start?

Billie professed himself quite ready. Archie took him on his back, replaced him in the stern of the canoe in company with the big stone, and then stepped gently into his own place at the bow, where a common trading gun, with the old-fashioned flint lock and single barrel, rested against the gunwale. Pushing off they soon left Breakfast-isle far behind them, and crept swiftly along by the margin of the reeds.

On the way Billie cast out his fishing-line. It was a strong cod-line, with a great cod-hook attached and a lump of fat pork on it; for Archie, in the fervour of hope coupled with piscatorial ignorance and a sanguine disposition, had strongly advised his brother to err, if err he must, on the safe side, and be prepared for anything, from a great lake-serpent to a fresh-water whale.

No civilised fish would have deigned to give a second thought to the obvious deception which a mass of indigestible pork presented, but fish of the backwoods  especially in the early years of this century  were not suspicious. An enormous pike, or jack-fish, coveted that bait and took it. Not only so, but it took the great cod-hook and ten inches of the line besides.

A shout such as Billie had not uttered for many months announced the fact.

Hi! hold on, Archie! Back water! I say, Id believe I had hanked the bottom if it didnt tug in such a lively way!

Pay out line, Little Bill! cried the other, looking over his shoulder with blazing eyes, but unable to render any assistance owing to the small size and crank nature of the canoe. Stay, Ill turn about and become steersman, while you play the  whew! Its a whale! I say  ease off!

Ease off! cried Billie in desperation; how can I ease off, with only a few yards o the line left?

Pitch the reel back to me then. Ill manage it! cried Archie, who had converted the bow of the canoe into the stern  both ends being alike  by the simple process of turning himself round and sitting with his face towards his brother.

What Archie had styled the reel was simply a piece of stick with the line wound round it. His brother pitched it to him with one hand while the desperate jerking of the other  indeed of his whole body  told at once of the size and the impatience of the fish.

Unwinding the line in haste, Archie fastened the extreme end of it to two spare paddles and flung them overboard.

Now, Little Bill, he said; you may let him have his head, and if you cant hold on without risking the line just let it go.

As he spoke the captive made another rush  not very frantic indeed, for the pike is a sluggish creature in all waters  but with a steady persistency that meant resolution of purpose. In a few seconds our invalid was compelled to let go, and, the line tightening, the paddles disappeared with a jerk.

Soon after they reappeared, and the boys paddled towards them with a cheer, picked them up and the battle was renewed.

It would be tedious to recount all the incidents of that fight. We can only say that after a struggle that lasted an hour  according to the younger brother; two hours and a half, according to the elder  a pike of about four feet in length was hauled into the canoe.

Thats enough of fishing for one day, remarked Billie, wiping his heated brow.

Quite enough, assented the other; shall we make for Willow Point now, Little Bill?

Yes. We will try the shooting now.

In accordance with this plan, the direction of the canoe was changed, and, early in the afternoon, the young hunters found themselves alongside of a low point of rocks which stretched well out into the lake, leaving a deep bay on either side. The extreme end of the point consisted of naked rock, but the greater part of it was covered with a dense under-growth of low willow bushes.

Here they disembarked, and Archie, as before, carried his brother to the highest part of the low point, where a piece of green sward, free from bushes, formed an attractive resting-place.

Sit there now, Billie, till I get some brush, an make yourself useful by cutting out goose heads. See, here are some branches o the right sort ready to hand. No doubt some Redskins have been at work here before us.

He picked up some pieces of wood which Nature had formed more or less to resemble the heads and necks of geese. By a very slight use of the knife Billie converted these into excellent portraits. When he had finished half-a-dozen of them, his brother had cut and brought to the spot a number of bushy branches about two or three feet high. These were soon stuck into the ground in a small circle so as to resemble a growing bush, behind, or, rather, in the midst of which, they could effectually conceal themselves by crouching.

While this was being constructed the elder brother went down to the edge of the water and made half-a-dozen mud-heaps well within gunshot, which when the artificial heads and necks were attached to them, formed such exact counterparts of geese that the wild birds might well be excused for mistaking them for friends. Indeed tyros at this work have been known to fire at such decoys believing them to be genuine birds.

Even while they were thus engaged one and another flock of ducks and geese passed them on their way to warmer climes; of course sheering off as they passed. But when the arrangement was completed, and the two boys, crouching low, gazed at the horizon with eager looks, the wild birds no longer avoided the spot. On the contrary, seeing the decoys, they rather inclined to pass close to the place.

In flying down a river, or along the margin of a lake, wild birds may diverge a little to follow the sinuosities of bank or shore, but they will not get out of the way of a projecting promontory; they rather make a short cut by crossing over it.

The young hunters had not to wait long.

Theres a flock of geese coming, said Archie in a whisper, though the birds were at the moment some miles away. Take the first shot, Little Bill.

They had only one gun between them.

I dont like to, said Billie, that thing gave me such an awful kick last time, and I cant stand it now.

O! theres no fear, I put in only a small charge of powder-and-shot, on purpose. It wont kick hard this time. Try.

Well, Ill try, said Billie, taking the gun.

Aim well in advance, Bill. They fly fast, and primin gets damp sometimes.

A flock of small geese was approaching. The boys became dumb, but they had remarkably speaking eyes.

Animated by curiosity, the flock descended to observe the decoys. How often that feeling of curiosity has proved fatal  not only to feathered geese!

Little Bill raised his gun. Puff! went the priming. Bang! went the charge. One of the birds, describing a beautiful curve, fell with bursting violence on the ground.

Well done, Billie, cried his brother enthusiastically as he leaped over the sheltering brush and ran to secure the prize. A few like that will give a supper to the whole camp. Now, then, he added on returning, youll try again.

No, Archie. Its your turn now  and the thing did give me a tremendous kick.

But I will put in still less powder this time, Little Bill, and less shot too, so youll have to be careful of your aim. See, theres another flock coming  there, take it, and down with you. I do believe they are big fellows.

Thus encouraged, Billie took the gun and crouched low. His brother was right. It was a flock of the great grey geese of Canada which now approached. The hearts of both boys beat high, for they were not only actuated by what is termed the sporting tendency, but by the desire to contribute their fair share to the general larder of their friends, who were encamped a considerable distance off at the other end of the lake.

Okématan will open his eyes if we take back a goose or two like these; why, they are swans almost! whispered Archie, as the birds approached in the form of an angle. Take the big fat one on the left  the one now squintin down at the decoys.

Billie obeyed, and fired. The result was, in a manner, threefold. First, the boys aim was so good that the big fat fellow dropped like a stone not three yards from their position. Second, the hitherto silent and symmetrically arranged flock went into dire confusion and sheered off in trumpeting convulsions; and, third, a scattering shot, having found its billet in the head of another goose immediately behind the first one, caused it to plunge right into the camp, straight for the head of Little Bill. Archie, ignorant of this, was in the very act of leaping over the brush to secure the first goose, and had fortunately got in front of his brother at the right moment when the second goose caught him on the shoulder and knocked him into the poor invalids arms.

He was stunned at first, and rose in a few moments in some degree of mental confusion; but he was not much the worse for the accident and greatly rejoiced at his fortunate escape, as well as the splendid shooting, of Little Bill.

It must not be supposed that the brothers continued to shoot at this rate. Comparatively few flocks of geese passed over Willow Point that day, but numerous flocks of wild-ducks did, and before evening had put an end to their work, they had secured a fair canoe-load of game.

That night they lighted their camp-fire among the neighbouring willows; feasted luxuriously on part of the days hunt; lay down side by side under one blanket, with the upturned canoe partially covering them; dreamed at first of Okématan, gazing in wonder at their load, and, afterwards, of being knocked head over heels by an enormous grey goose whose persistent pugnacity was only equalled by its strange incapacity to achieve its murderous ends.

Ultimately Oblivion came to their rescue, and the young hunters fell into a dreamless slumber, with the smoking camp-fire sending an occasional gleam of ruddy light on their recumbent forms, and the dark sky with its hosts of twinkling stars serving for a gorgeous canopy.




Chapter Eleven.

Shows some of the Troubles of Pioneer Colonists.

Okématan was not the only person who opened his eyes on the return of the Sinclair boys to camp next day with their heavily laden canoe. The Davidson and McKay families were much more emphatic in their astonishment, for the boys, they knew, had not hitherto performed any exploits in shooting. They had not supposed them gifted with even ordinary powers as sportsmen, and had imagined that the poor invalid little Bill was utterly helpless. On the other hand, Okématan was not unacquainted with the sudden rise to unexpected celebrity of Indian boys in his tribe, and knew something about the capacity of even cripples to overcome difficulties when driven by that stern taskmaster, Necessity.

The abundant supply of provisions thus unexpectedly received was very acceptable, because during the day on which the boys were absent, a fresh band of immigrants had arrived on their way to Red River, and one party of these, hailing from Switzerland, had come on to the little lake where our Scotch friends were encamped, for the purpose of consulting as to their future movements  for it was evident that it would be dangerous as well as useless for them to proceed to Red River in the existing state of affairs. The leader of the party was a fair-haired youth, who could speak English very well.

The Scotch families were having their mid-day meal around the camp-fires, when the Switzers arrived and introduced themselves. Of course they were made heartily welcome by Mr Sutherland, who acted as spokesman for his countrymen.

We are unfortunate, said the leader of the new arrivals, whose name was André Morel. We hoped that the severe climate would be our only foe to fight with  especially in a land where the people are so few.

Sutherland  whose sedate and quiet manner was consistent with his position as an elder and spiritual guide of his countrymen at that time  smiled gravely, shook his head, and stroked his chin.

You will find, he said, that whatever part of this world you go to, the passions of man are always more deadly in their consequences than surroundings, or climates, or anything else.

Hm! what you say iss ferry true, remarked old McKay, who was busy picking the drum-stick of a wild-goose at the moment. If it wass not for the jealousy an ill-will o the North-Westers we should hev been at this goot hour in our comfortable houses amang the green fields of Rud Ruver.

Wheesht! faither! interposed Duncan junior, Mr Sutherland wass speakin, an yeve stoppit him.

An what if I hev, Tuncan? Can he not continoo to speak when I hev done? retorted the old man, resuming his drum-stick.

You are right, Mr McKay, said the elder. But for the unfortunate jealousies of the two Companies, we might have been in very different circumstances to-day. If the North-Westers could only see that the establishment of a colony in Red River would in no way hinder the fur-trade, we could all get along peaceably enough together. But it seems to have been ordained that man shall reach every good thing through much tribulation.

I do not agree wi you at all, Muster Sutherland, said old McKay. There iss many of rich people in this world, who hev all that hert can wush, an are born to it without hevin any treebulation at all.

But I did not say all that heart could wish, Mr McKay. I said every good thing.

Well, an iss not wealth a goot thing, Muster Sutherland?

Only if Gods blessing goes along with it, returned the elder. If it does not, wealth is a curse.

Hm! I wush I had a little more o that curse  whatever, answered the irreverent old man.

Besides, continued Sutherland, not noticing the remark, the rich are by no means exempt from tribulation. They are sometimes afflicted with bad children; not infrequently with bad health, which doctors, at two or three guineas a visit, cannot cure, and many of them are much troubled with poverty!

You are talking in ruddles now, Muster Sutherland, said old Duncan, who, having finished the drum-stick and its duplicate, was preparing his pipe for action.

It is not much of a riddle, Mr McKay. I suppose you consider a man with ten thousand a year rich, and a man with two hundred poor.

Well, yes; I wull not be denyin that.

Well  if the rich man spends ten thousand and fifty pounds a year and never has anything to spare or to lay by, is he not miserably poor  poor in spirit as well as in purse? For, at the end of the year his purse is empty, and he is in debt. On the other hand, if the man with two hundred a year spends one hundred and fifty, gives away twenty, and lays by thirty every year, is he not rich?

Ferry true, Muster Sutherland, said McKay, with a peculiar smile, as he emitted his first whiff. I wull not be arguin wi you, for you always get the best of it. Nevertheless, it is my opeenion that weve had treebulation enough in Rud Ruver since we came oot, an I would be ferry gled of a luttle prosperity now  if only by way of a pleesant change.

Recurring to this subject a few days later, young Morel asked Dan Davidson, while they were paddling back to camp together one evening with the proceeds of a days hunt: Has your life in the colony, since the beginning, been as bad as old McKay made it out the other day?

Well, making due allowance for the old mans use of strong language, his account of matters has not been much overdrawn, answered Dan, who, in virtue of his superior canoe-craft, acted the part of steersman. You see, when we came out here we expected, like you, that all would be plain sailing, except as regarded climate and ordinary difficulties, but our eyes were soon opened to the true state of things. Instead of the wilderness, with a few peaceful inhabitants living under the mild sway of the Hudson Bay Company, we found another company, apparently as strong as the Hudsons Bay one, in violent opposition. They regarded our coming as likely to ruin their trade, for Lord Selkirk was a share holder in the Hudsons Bay Company, and it was supposed his object in planting the colony was to advance his scheme of monopolising the whole fur-trade of the Far West. I cannot myself see how this colony could injure the fur-trade; but, anyhow, I know that the opposition has affected the colonists very severely, for we have been deceived by the contending parties, and misled, and delayed or thwarted in all our operations.

At the very outset, on our arrival, a band of the Nor-Westers, composed of half-breeds and Indians, warned us that our presence was unwelcome, and tried to frighten us away by their accounts of the savage nature of the natives. Then the fear of perishing for want of food induced a lot of us to take their advice, leave the farms allotted to us, and go to a place called Pembina, about seventy miles distant from the colony, there to spend the long and hard winter in tents, according to the Indian fashion, and live on the produce of the chase.

I should have thought that was a pleasant way of spending the first winter, remarked André Morel, who, besides being young, was strong and enthusiastic.

So thought some of us at first, returned Dan, but when we found that the thermometer fell to somewhere between 40 and 50 degrees below zero; that walking in snow-shoes, trapping, hunting buffalo, and shooting, were not to be learned in a few days; and when we saw our women and children dependent sometimes on the charity of Indians, and reduced almost to starvation, we changed our minds as to the pleasure of the thing. However, if the school was rough, it made the scholars all the quicker, and now I think that most of us are equal to the Redskins themselves at their own work.

When that winter came to an end, continued Dan, we returned to Red River, in the month of May, wiser men, thoroughly determined to plant and sow, and make ourselves independent of the savages. But hunger followed us, for fish were scarce that season; so were roots and berries; and, if it had not been for a kind of parsnip which grows wild in the plains, and a species of eatable nettle, I do believe some of us would have gone under altogether.

And did your first sowing turn out well? asked the young Swiss, who having been bred a watchmaker, had only hazy notions as to farming.

Ay, there was a gleam of prosperity there that led us to hope great things for the future, answered Dan; but the gleam did not continue. Why, one fellow, not far from our place, sowed four quarts of wheat, and reaped twelve and a half bushels; but we had terrible trouble to save our crops from the birds. In the Spring and Fall, blackbirds and wild pigeons pass over the prairies on their way north or south, in immense numbers. They pass in such numbers that they could, I do believe, swallow our whole harvest, if they got only a grain a-piece. The berries failed them that year, an men, women, and children had to work hard wi guns, bird-nets, and rattles, from morning to night, to say nothing o scarecrows. We had resolved never to go near Pembina again, but what we saved of the harvest was little more than enough for seed, so we were forced to try it for another winter. Troubles again awaited us there. The half-breeds and Indians  who had been kind at first  became jealous. A plot was discovered to murder two of our party who had undertaken to hunt, so we were obliged to buy our provisions at a high price, and even to barter away our clothing to avoid starvation, and we returned half-naked to the Settlement the following spring. Then, coming upon us in armed bands and superior numbers, they drove us out of the Settlement altogether at last, and we came here to Jack River to spend the winter as we best could. After that we went back and struggled on for some time, but now, here have they a second time banished us! What the end is to be, who can tell?

Truly, if such be the country I have come to, I will go back to my native land and make watches, remarked the Swiss in a tone from which the sanguine element had almost entirely disappeared.




Chapter Twelve.

Round the Camp-Fires.

Had any one been watching the camp-fires of the banished colonists that night, the last idea that would have entered the observers mind would have been that of suffering or distress.

The night was brilliantly fine, and just cold enough to make the blazing fires agreeable without being necessary  except, indeed, as a means of cooking food. The light of these fires, shining through the green, yellow, and golden foliage, and illuminating the sunburnt faces of men, women, and children, gave to the scene a strain of the free, the wild, and the romantic, which harmonised well with the gypsy-like appearance of the people, and formed a ruddy contrast to the pure cold light of the innumerable stars overhead, which, with their blue-black setting, were reflected in the neighbouring lake.

Over every fire pots and kettles were suspended from tripods, or rested on the half-burned logs, while impaled wild-fowl roasted in front of it. Food being in great abundance, hearts were light in spite of other adverse circumstances, and men and women, forgetting to some extent the sufferings of the past and the dark prospects of the future, appeared to abandon themselves to the enjoyment of the present.

The children, of course, were full of glee, and not altogether empty of mischief; and there were fortunately no infants of age so tender as to induce a squalling protest against the discomforts of a situation which could be neither understood nor appreciated.

It iss a pleesant night, whatever, remarked old McKay, lighting his pipe with a brand plucked from the fire which his family and the Davidsons shared in common; an if it wass always like this, it iss myself that would not object to be a rud savitch.

I dont know that a rud savitch is much worse than a white wan, growled Duncan junior, in an under-tone.

What iss that you say? demanded the old man with a look of suspicion, for his hearing was imperfect.

Surely the water must be boiling now, daddy? said Elspie, by way of checking the conversation.

I dont know whuther it iss boilin or not, answered Duncan senior, applying another brand to his pipe.

Archie, boy! exclaimed Dan Davidson, youre letting that goose roast to a cinder.

No, Dan, Im not  but Billie cant a-bear meat underdone, so its better to blacken the outside than have the inside raw.

Who iss that singing? Wheesht, boys, said Fergus McKay, turning his head a little on one side as if to listen.

There was profound silence for a few moments as a rich manly voice was heard to swell forth from the neighbourhood of one of the camp-fires.

It comes from the camp of the Switzers, I think, said Elspie McKay.

I know it, said Jessie Davidson, who was seated on a log beside her friend. It is François La Certe. He came to our meeting-place in Red River, you know, just after Cuthbert Grant and his men left us, and, hearing that we were starting off to Jack River again, he resolved to follow. I heard him tell Slowfoot to get ready to go along with us.

I wonder why he came? said Mrs Davidson, coming out of her tent at the moment, and joining the party round the fire.

He did not say, answered Jessie.

He did not require to say, remarked Duncan McKay, with a sarcastic laugh. Every wan knows that wherever there iss a chance of gettin ammunition and plenty of victuals for nothing, there La Certe iss certain to be found. He knew that we would be sure to hev plenty at this season o the year, an that we would not see him an his wife sterve when our kettles wass full. Iss not that so, Okématan? You know him best.

Thus appealed to, the Indian, whose usual expression was one of intense gravity, shut his eyes, opened his mouth, displayed his superb teeth, and uttered a low chuckle, but made no further reply.

It was enough. Those who understood Okématan and his ways were well aware that he thought La Certe uncommonly sly.

The half-breed had indeed followed the expelled colonists in the belief that they would certainly possess plenty of powder and shot  which he had not the means of purchasing. He also knew that the whole of Ruperts Land swarmed with game in autumn and spring, and that the Scotch were an open-handed race when approached in the right way. Putting these things together, he carefully gummed his canoe, put his wife and child into it  also some of the provision which had been supplied to him by Duncan McKay junior  and followed the settlers over Lake Winnipeg to Jack River.

Here, finding that a new party of immigrants had arrived, who were necessarily unacquainted with his little peculiarities, La Certe attached himself to them and made himself agreeable. This he could do very well, for the Switzers understood his bad French, as well as his good tuneful voice, and appreciated his capacity for telling a story.

Did you never, he said to André Morel, after his song was finished, hear of how my old mother saved her whole tribe from death one time in the Rocky Mountains?

Never, Morel replied with a somewhat sceptical but good-natured smile.

No! I wonder much, for every one in this land heard about it, an I thought the news must have spread over Europe and  and, perhaps Africa. Well, I will tell you. Where is my baccy-bag?

Never mind, fill your pipe from mine, said Morel, tossing him a little bag of the coveted weed.

Thank you. Well, you must know that my mother had a beautiful voice  O! much more beautiful than mine. Indeed, I do not joke, so you need not laugh. It was so sweet that men were always forced to listen till she was done. They could not help it.

Did they ever want to help it? asked Morel quietly.

O yes  as you shall hear. Well, one day my mother was living with all our tribe  I say our tribe because my mother was an Indian  with all our tribe, in a great dark gorge of the Rocky Mountains. The braves had gone out to hunt that day, but my mother stayed behind with the women and children. I was a little foolish child at that time  too young to hunt or fight. My father  a French Canadian  he was dead.

We knew  my mother and I  that the braves would be home soon. We expected them every minute. While we were waiting for them, my mother went into the bush to pick berries. There she discovered a war-party of our enemies. They were preparing to attack our village, for they knew the men were away, and they wanted the scalps of the women and children. But they did not know the exact spot where our wigwams were pitched, and were just going, after a feed, to look for it.

My mother ran home with the news, and immediately roused the camp, and made them get ready to fly to meet the returning men.

But, my daughter, said an old chief, who had stayed in camp, our enemies are young and active; they will quickly overtake us before we meet our men.

No, said my mother, I will stop them. Get ready, and set off quickly.

She then ran back on her trail  my mother was a tremendous runner  superb! She came to a narrow place where our enemies would have to pass. A very thick tree grew there. She climbed it, and hid among the branches. It projected beyond a precipice and overhung a stream. Soon after that she saw the enemy advancing, step by step, slowly, cautiously, like men who dread an ambush, and with glances quick and solemn from side to side, like men who see a foe in every stump and stone.

La Certe paused at this point. He was an adept at story-telling. His voice had slowed by degrees and become increasingly deep and solemn as he proceeded.

Now, continued he, in a higher tone, my mother did not fear that they would see her if they looked up when they passed the tree. She was too well hidden for that; but she was not sure what the effect of her voice would be, for she had never tried it in that way before. However, she was full of courage. She resembled me in that  bold as a lion! She began to sing. Low and soft at the beginning, like a dream of song.

At the first note the Indians halted  every man; each in the position in which he was fixed. If a foot was up he kept it up. If both feet were down he left them down. The feet that were up came slowly to the ground when the Indians got tired, but no one took another step. My mothers voice was a weird voice. It sounded as if the place from which it came was nowhere  or anywhere  or everywhere! Slowly the painted heads turned from side to side as far as they could go, and the glaring eyes turned a little further. A creeping fear came over them. They trembled. They turned pale. That could be easily seen through the paint. My mother saw it! She became more courageous and sang out in her most pathetic strain. The Indians wept. That was quite visible. My mother saw it. Her great object was to delay the attack until our men had time to arrive. She tried a war-song, but that was not so successful. It was too commonplace. Besides, in her energy she shook the branches, and that drew attention to the tree. My mother thought that she was in danger then; but fortune favoured her. It always favours the brave. I know this from experience.

She had just come to a terrific whoop in the war-song when she slipped off her branch and the whoop increased to a death-yell as she went crashing headlong through the branches and down into the stream at the foot of the precipice.

Water! water! exclaimed La Certe at this point, holding out both hands. I can never pass this part of my story without burning thirst!

A mug of water was handed him.

Poor fellow  have some brandy in it, said a sympathetic hearer, hastily getting out his bottle.

La Certe held out his mug impatiently for the brandy, drained the mug, and cleared his voice.

Was  was your mother killed? asked the sympathiser, earnestly.

Killed? No. Impossible! My mother could not be killed because her destiny was not yet fulfilled. No: there was a deep pool right under the tree. She fell into that with a plunge that echoed from cliff to cliff. The Indians were profoundly superstitious. All Indians are not so, but these Indians were. They waited not for more. They turned and fled as if all the evil spirits in the Rocky Mountains were chasing them. They reached their wigwams breathless, and told their squaws that one of the spirits of a mountain stream had sat among the branches of a tree and sung to them. It had told them that the right time for attacking their foes had not yet come. Then it sang them a war-song descriptive of their final victory, and, just after uttering a tremendous war-whoop, it had dived back into its native stream.

Well done! exclaimed an enthusiastic Canadian.

But what became of your mother? asked Morel.

Oh! she swam ashore. My mother was a splendid swimmer. I know it, for she taught me.

Was it a long swim? asked a sceptical sailor, who was one of the emigrants.

How?  what mean you? demanded La Certe, sternly.

I only want to know if she took long to swim ashore out o that pool, said the sceptic, simply.

La Certe cast on him a glance of suspicion, and replied that his mother had found no difficulty in getting out of the pool.

Is the old lady alive yet? asked the pertinacious sceptic.

Of course not. She died long long ago  thirty years ago.

What! before you was born? Thats strange, isnt it?

No, but you not understand. I suppose my speech is not plain to you. I said three years ago.

Ah! thats more like it. I only missed what you said, returned the sceptic, whose name was Fred Jenkins, for Ive lived a while in France, and understand your lingo pretty well. Pass that goose, Morel, if you have left anything on it. This air o the wilderness beats the air o the sea itself for givin a fellow a twist.

The remarks of Jenkins, while they did not absolutely destroy the confidence of the Swiss party, shook it enough to show the wily half-breed that he must do something if possible to re-establish his credit. He therefore volunteered another song, which was gladly accepted and highly appreciated; for, as we have said, La Certe possessed a really good and tuneful voice, and these immigrants were a musical people.

While this was going on at the Swiss camp-fires an incident occurred at the fire round which the McKay-Davidson party was assembled, which deserves particular notice.

Old McKay was giving some directions to Fergus; Duncan junior was seated opposite Dan Davidson, smoking his pipe, and Elspie had gone into her tent, when Slowfoot, the spouse of La Certe, drew near.

Come along, old girl, exclaimed McKay senior. It iss some baccy you will be wantin, Ill wager.

Slowfoot did not reply in words, but the smile upon her face was eloquent.

Come away, then, continued the hospitable Highlander. You shall hev a pipe of it, whatever.

He handed her a large plug of tobacco, and the woman, sitting down close to young Duncan, produced her pipe, and drew out a knife for the purpose of cutting up the tobacco.

Hallo! exclaimed Duncan, where did you get hold o my knife?

He stopped abruptly  a little confused in spite of himself. For the moment he had quite forgotten that the knife had been left in the camp where he had slain Perrin, and the sudden sight of it had thrown him off his guard. It was now too late to unsay the words, but not too late to mislead his hearers.

I got it from Marie Blanc, said Slowfoot with a look of surprise. Does the knife belong to Cloudbrow?

I think it does. Im almost sure it iss mine. Let me see it, returned Duncan, taking the knife from the womans hand, and examining it with cool and critical deliberation.

No, continued he, it iss not mine, but very like one that I lost  so like that I felt sure at first it wass mine.

Men who lie, usually overact their part. Duncan glanced suspiciously at Dan to see how he took the explanation as he returned the knife to Slowfoot, and Dan observed the glance, as being uncalled for  unnatural  in the circumstances.

Dan was by no means of a suspicious nature, nevertheless the glance haunted him for many a day after that. Suspicion once aroused is a ghost which is not easily laid. He tried to shake it off, and he carefully, loyally, kept it confined in his own breast; but, do what he would, he could not banish entirely from his mind that Duncan McKay  the brother of his Elspie  had some sort of guilty knowledge of the murder of poor Henri Perrin.




Chapter Thirteen.

Difficulties of Various Kinds overcome.

When the bright warm days and cool starry nights of the Indian summer gave place to the sharp days and frosty nights of early winter  when young ice formed on the lakes and rendered canoeing impossible, and the ducks and geese had fled to warmer climes, and the Frost King had sent his first messengers of snow to cover the wilderness with a winding-sheet and herald his return to the Winter Palace  then it was that the banished Red River settlers began to feel the pinch of poverty and to understand the full extent of the calamity that had befallen them.

We have not space to follow them through all the details of that winter at Jack River. Some died, all suffered more or less; but they had to endure it, for escape from the country to the civilised world was even more difficult and hopeless than escape from the dreaded wilds of Siberia. The men hunted, fished under the ice, trapped, and sustained themselves and their families in life during the long, dreary winter; the only gain being that they became more or less expert at the Red-mans work and ways of life.

Only two of the Indians remained with them to help them over their difficulties  namely, Okématan and Kateegoose, with their respective squaws. These last were invaluable as the makers of moccasins and duffle socks and leathern coats, without which existence in such a climate would have been impossible. They also imparted their knowledge in such matters to the squaws of the white men.

There was one friend, however, who did not remain with the settlers when things began to look dismal around them. This was the amiable, musical, story-telling La Certe. That tender-hearted man could not endure the sight of human distress. If he could not relieve it, he felt constrained to shut his eyes to it and to flee from it. At the first indication of the approach of winter he had come to old McKay with that peculiarly mild, humble, deprecatory expression of countenance with which he was wont to preface an appeal for assistance of some sort.

What iss it you will be wantin now? demanded the old man, rather testily, for he had an aversion to the half-breeds sneaking ways. Surely you will not be wantin more powder an shot efter the supply I gave you last week?

O no! nothing could be further from the mind of La Certe. He had plenty of ammunition and provisions. He had only come to say that he was going back to  to  Red River.

Weel, weel, returned the Highlander, there is no call for hesitation, man, in tellin me that. I will not be breakin my heart when ye are gone. I suppose that now ye hev got the best the season can supply, ye think the comforts o the Settlement will be more to your taste.

The remonstrative expression on La Certes face deepened. The idea of his own taste or comfort had not once entered his head: but he had a wife and child whom he was bound to consider, and he had a hut  a home  in Red River which he felt constrained to look after. Besides, he had social duties of many kinds which claimed attention.

Ive no doubt ye hev, said McKay, with a short sarcastic laugh, an ye will attend to them too  Ill be bound. But ye did not come here, I suppose, to take a tender farewell o me. What iss it you will be wantin? Oot wi it, man!

There is a canoe said La Certe, with some hesitation.

There iss many a canoe! returned McKay with a peculiar grin.

True, but there is one on the shore now, close to the flat rock which

My own canoe! interrupted the other, what will ye be wantin wi that?

La Certe did not wish to appear greedy, but the season was late, and his own canoe was not in a very fit condition to carry a family round the shores of a lake so large as Lake Winnipeg. Would the white father lend his canoe to him? It could not be wanted much longer that Fall, and the one he would leave behind him was an excellent canoe for ordinary fishing and hunting purposes. He would be quite willing to hire the canoe or to pay the full price for it if any accident should happen to it.

No, said McKay, firmly. No, La Certe; your hiring means borrowing, and your payin means owin a debt for the remainder o your natural life. I will see you at the bottom o Lake Winnipeg before I will be lending you my canoe.

La Certe smiled sadly, and gazed at the cap with which his hands played, as if appealing to it for sympathy.

With an aspect of the profoundest resignation he made his bow and left the Presence.

But La Certe was not in the least put out by this failure. He went to his tent, and recounted the interview to his squaw, who, when he entered, was in the act of giving her child, a creature of about four years of age, one or two draws of her pipe, to let it taste how nice it was.

Smoking in calm placidity, the amiable pair discussed the subject. The conclusion they came to was, as usual, harmonious.

I think he will agree to lend it next time I go to him, said La Certe, hopefully.

He will give in, replied Slowfoot, decidedly.

The four-year-old could not understand the subject, and made no comment; but it howled for another smoke, and got it.

La Certe was wrong, and his wife was right  as usual. Old McKay did not agree to lend his canoe the next time, or the next again, but he did give in at last, more, perhaps, to get rid of the half-breeds importunity than because of good-will, and sold the canoe to him  on credit.

When that winter was over, the Hudsons Bay Company again encouraged the settlers to return, under promise of protection, and the spring found the persevering people, in spite of all difficulties and previous failures, busy putting into the ground what little seed they possessed, and otherwise cultivating the soil.

Some of them there were, however, who, after lending a hand in this work, determined to provide second strings to their bows by following the buffalo-hunters to the plains. These were chiefly the young and strong men, such as Dan Davidson and his brother Peter, Fergus McKay, Antoine Dechamp, and Jacques Bourassin, among many others.

La Certe also went, as well as his squaw and the four-year-old. He managed the thing characteristically thus.

When the half-breeds were making preparations for their spring hunt, he paid a visit to Duncan McKay, who was busy at the time helping his father and brother to rebuild their house. Indeed the edifice was almost rebuilt, for the erection of small wooden houses does not usually take long.

Youve come to beg, borrow, or steal, no doubt, said Cloudbrow, who was worthy of his nickname, for he was as short of temper as Duncan senior.

No, La Certe had come to do none of these things, he said, with a conciliatory smile.

Well, then, you cant have come to buy or to ask advances, growled Duncan; for you see that our store and all we possessed has been burnt by your precious countrymen.

La Certe knew this, and professed himself profoundly grieved as well as indignant with his countrymen. No, he did not come to buy or to borrow, but to hire. The McKays had still some horses left, and carts. Could they not spare a horse and cart to him on hire?

No, we can do nothing of the sort, said Duncan shortly, resuming his axe and work. You can go to the Company. Perhaps they will trust you  though they are fools if they do.

La Certe was regretful, but not cast down. He changed the subject, commented on the building that was going on, the prospects of a good harvest, and finally took refuge in that stale old subject, the weather. Then he said in a casual way  as if it had just occurred to him  

By the way  that knife that my wife got from Marie Blanc

Young McKay stopped, and looked quickly up for a moment, with a slight flush, but instantly resumed work.

Well, he said, quietly, what about the knife?

Would you like to have it  my wife bade me inquire?

Why should I like to have it? he asked carelessly.

Oh! I thought it was yours, said La Certe.

You are mistaken. I said it was very like mine. But it is not mine  and I have no wish for what does not belong to me.

Of course not. Well, I must be going, said the half-breed, preparing to leave. I wished much to have your horse and cart, for they are both good, and I would offer you 4 pounds for the trip, which, you know, is double the usual charge, for I never grudge a good price for a good thing.

Yes, all the more when you hev no intention to pay it, said McKay with a laugh. However, since you seem so anxious, and offer so good a price, I am willing to oblige you this time, in the hope that you are really becoming an honest man!

The half-breed was profuse in his thanks, and in his assurance that Cloudbrows hopes would certainly not be disappointed.

Having thus attained his chief object, our arch-beggar went off to obtain provisions. Those which had been supplied him the previous autumn by young McKay had been quite consumed by himself and his friends  for the man, you see, had a liberal heart and hand.

But his first attempts were unsuccessful. He wanted ammunition. To go to the plains without ammunition was obviously useless. He wanted food  sugar, tea, flour, pork. To go to the plains without these would be dreary work. But men knew La Certes character, and refused him. One after another he tried his friends. Then he tried them again. Then he tried comparative strangers. He could not try his enemies, for, strange to say, he had none. Then he went over them all again.

At last, by indomitable perseverance, he managed to wear out the patience of one of his friends, who believed in the restoration of the incorrigible, and he found himself fully equipped to take the field with his hard-working comrades.

It may be remarked here that the buffalo runners generally went on the credit system, trusting to a successful hunt to pay off their debts, and leave them supplied with food for the winter. But, then, most of these men were in earnest, and meant to pay off their debts loyally. Whereas La Certe  good, humorous, easy-going man  had not the slightest intention of paying his debts at all!




Chapter Fourteen.

Treachery in the Air.

At this time the half-breeds of the colony of Red River formed a small party compared with the numbers to which they multiplied in after years, and the band of hunters who annually went to the plains to chase the buffalo was proportionally small. Nevertheless, they were numerous enough to constitute a formidable band, capable of holding their own, when united, against any band of wandering Indians who might feel disposed to attack them. They were a brave, hardy race of men, but of course there were some black sheep among them like La Certe.

About sixty or a hundred miles from the Settlement, the party, under command of Antoine Dechamp, found the buffalo, and preparations were at once made to attack them. It was dusk, however, when the herds were discovered, so that the hunt had to be postponed to the following day.

A small clump of bushes afforded wood enough for camp-fires. The carts were ranged in a circle with the trains outward. Sentries were posted; the horses were secured; the kettles put on; pipes lighted; and noise, laughter, song and story, mingled with the shrill voices of children, were heard far on into the night.

Among the children, if we may venture so to class them, were Archie and Billie Sinclair  though we suspect that Archie would have claimed, and with some reason, to be classed with the men. They belonged to the camp-fire, which formed a centre to the party composed of Dan and Peter, Fergus, Dechamp, and Fred Jenkins the sailor. The latter, who it was thought had come out to the country by way of a skylark rather than as a settler, had followed the hunters, bent, he said, on firing a broadside into a buffalo. He had brought with him a blunderbuss, which he averred had been used by his great-grandfather at the battle of Culloden. It was a formidable old weapon, capable of swallowing, at one gulp, several of the bullets which fitted the trading guns of the country. Its powers of scattering ordinary shot in large quantity had proved to be very effective, and had done such execution among flocks of wild-fowl, that the Indians and half-breeds, although at first inclined to laugh at it, were ultimately filled with respect.

I doubt its capacity for sending ball straight, however, remarked Dan to Jenkins, who was carefully cleaning out the piece, especially if charged with more than one ball.

No fear of it, returned the sailor, with a confident air. Of course it scattered the balls about six yards apart the only time I tried it with a lot of em, but that was at fifty yards off, an they tell me that you amost ram the muzzle against the brutes sides when chasin buffalo. So theres no room to scatter, dee see, till they get inside their bodies, and when there it dont matter how much they scatter.

Its well named a young cannon by La Certe, said Peter Davidson, who, like the seaman, was out on his first buffalo-hunt. I never heard such a roar as it gave that time you brought down ten out of one flock of ducks on the way up here.

Ay, Peter, she barked well that time, remarked the sailor, with a grin, but, then there was a reason. I had double-shotted her by mistake.

An ye did it too without an aim, for you had both eyes tight shut at the time, remarked Fergus. Iss that the way they teach ye to shoot at sea?

In course it is, replied Jenkins, gravely. Thats the beauty o the blunderbuss. Theres no chance o missin, so what ud be the use o keepin yer eyes open, excep to get em filled wi smoke. Youve ony got to point straight, an blaze away.

I did not know that you use the blunderbuss in your ships at all, said Dechamp, with a look of assumed simplicity.

Ho yes, they do, said Jenkins, squinting down the bell-mouthed barrel, as if to see that the touch-hole was clear. Aboard o one man-o-war that I sailed in after pirates in the China seas, we had a blunderbuss company. The first-leftenant, who was thought to be queer in his head, he got it up.

The first time the company was ranged along the deck he gave the order to load with ball cartridges. There was twenty-six of us, all told.

Weve got no cartridges for em, sir, whispered the man nearest him.

If you dont obey orders, growled the leftenant tween his teeth, Ill have ye strung up for mutiny every man Jack of you  load! he repeated in a kind of a yell.

We had our ornary belts and pouches on, so we out wi the ornary cartridges  some three, some four,  an, biting off the ends, poured in the powder somehow, shoved in the balls anyhow, an rammed the whole consarn down.

Present  fire! roared the leftenant.

Bang! went the six an twenty blunderbusses, an when the smoke cleared away there was fourteen out o the twenty-six men flat on their backs. The rest o us was raither stunned, but hearty.

Take these men below, cried the leftenant, an send fourteen strong men here. We dont want weaklings for this company.

After that we loaded in moderation, an got on better.

And the pirates  what did they think o the new weapon? asked Peter Davidson, with an amused expression.

O! they couldnt stand it at all, answered the sailor, looking up from his work, with a solemnity that was quite impressive. They stood fire only once. After that they sheered off like wild-cats. I say, Mistress La Certe, how long is that lobscouse  or whatever you call it,  goin to be in cookin? Slowfoot gave vent to a sweet, low giggle, as she lifted the kettle off the hook, and thus gave a practical answer to the question. She placed before him the robbiboo, or pemmican, soup, which the seaman had so grievously misnamed.

During the time that the hunters were appeasing their appetites, it was observed that Antoine Dechamp, the leader of the expedition, was unusually silent and thoughtful, and that he betrayed a slight look of anxiety. It therefore did not surprise Dan Davidson, when the supper was nearly ended, that Dechamp should rise and leave the fire after giving him a look which was a silent but obvious invitation to follow.

Dan obeyed at once, and his leader, conducting him between the various camp-fires, led him outside the circle of carts.

A clear moon lit up the prairie all round, so that they could see its undulating sweep in every direction.

Anything wrong, Antoine? asked Dan in a low voice, when they were out of earshot of the camp.

Nothing wrong, Dan.

Surely, continued the other, while Dechamp paused as if in perplexity, surely there can be no chance of Red-skins troubling us on a clear night like this. I can distinguish every bush for miles around.

There is no fear o Red-skins. No, I am not troubled about them. It is matters concerning yourself that trouble me.

Hows that? What do you mean, Antoine?

Is your brother-in-law-to-be, Duncan McKay, coming to join us this spring? asked Dechamp.

I believe he is  after he has helped his father a bit longer wi the farm. Why do you ask?

Well, to say truth, I cant give you a very good reason for my bein anxious. Only I cant help havin my ears open, and Ive heard some talk among the lads that makes me fear for the young man. They say, or hint, that he knows more about the murder o poor Perrin than he chooses to tell. Ive not been quite able to find out what makes them suspect him, but they do suspect him, an it would be well to warn him not to come here, for you know there are many opportunities to commit murder on a buffalo-hunt!

The incident of the knife, and of Duncan McKays significant glance, at once flashed across Davidsons mind, and he felt a terrible sinking of the heart when the suspicion, once before roused within him, seemed now to be confirmed. He resolved, however, to reveal his thoughts to no one  specially not to Elspie.

I think it a shame, he said, that men should allow such rumours to circulate, when nothing certain has arisen to rouse suspicion. That affair of the knife was clearly explained when young McKay declared that it was not his, though it looked like it. If he knew anything about the murder, would he not have been certain to have told us long ago? And, surely, you cannot suppose that Duncan killed Perrin with his own hand? Speak, Dechamp! Why do you shake your head?

I know nothing, returned the leader. What right have I to suppose anything? I only know that mens deeds are often mysterious and unaccountable, and that our men have strong suspicion. For myself, I have no opinion. Duncan McKay is probably innocent, for he and Perrin were not enemies. I hope he is so, but I advise you to stop his coming to the camp just now if you can. His life may depend on it.

I cannot stop him, returned Dan, with a perplexed look. He is headstrong, as you know, and if he has made up his mind to come, nothing will stop him.

Perhaps if he knew his life would be in danger  that might stop him.

I doubt it; but I will give him the chance. I will ride back to Red River without delay, and warn him.

Good. When will you start?

To-night. The moon is clear and will not set till morning. I shall be well on my way by that time.

Will you ride alone?

No, there may be bad Indians about. I will ask Okématan or Fergus McKay to ride with me. Why did you not speak to Fergus instead of to me?

Because he has not been spoken to by any one, answered Dechamp; and I would not be the first to put suspicion into his head about his own brother. Besides, your head is clearer; and your interest in Duncan, for Elspies sake, is greater than his, no doubt.

Well, you may be right, Antoine. At all events if I take Fergus with me I shall send him back before reaching the Settlement, and say nothing whatever about my reason for going there. Pressing business, you know, will be sufficient.

Im not so sure of that, returned Dechamp with a laugh. Men are apt to want to know the nature of pressing business. However, it may be as well to take Fergus. At any rate you cannot have Okématan, for he is not in camp, he left soon after we pitched, and I know has not yet returned.

It matters not. Fergus will do better. He is more companionable.

Returning to camp, Dan Davidson made the proposal to Fergus McKay. That worthy was, as he said, ready for anything, and the two were soon mounted. They were also well armed, for the risk of meeting a party of hostile Indians was not altogether out of the question, though improbable. Each horseman carried his blanket and provision wallet, his gun, a long knife almost equal to an ancient Roman sword, and a cavalry pistol  revolvers not having been invented at that time: at least they had not come into general use. Thus provided for all contingencies, they set forth.

As we have said, the night was clear and fine, so that the plains were open to view in all directions, save where a few scattered clumps of willows and small trees grew like islets in the ocean.

It iss this that I like better than farming, said Fergus, as the fresh horses carried them swiftly and lightly over the prairie waves, and down into the grassy hollows, now swerving to avoid a badger-hole, or clearing a small shrub with a little bound. I do think that man wass intended to live in the wilderness, an not to coop himself up in the cities like rabbits in their holes.

Why, Fergus, you should have been born a savage, said Dan.

Ay, it iss savitch I am that I wass not born a savitch, returned Fergus with a grim smile. What in all the world iss the use of ceevilisation if it will not make people happy? A man wants nothing more than a goot supper an a goot bed, an a goot shelter over him, an it is a not five hunderd pound a year that we will want to buy that  whatever.

But surely man wants a little more than that, Fergus. He wants breakfast and dinner usually, as well as supper, and a few comforts besides, such as tea and sugar  at least the women do  besides pipes an baccy  to say nothing of books.

Oo ay, I will not be denyin that. But weve no need for wan half the luxuries o ceevilisation. An ye know ferry weel, Tan, that my sister Elspie would be content to live wi you in a ferry small hoose, and the bare necessaries of life, but here you are forced to put off the merritch because our hooses wass burnt, and you are obleeged to wait till you get a sort o palace built, I suppose, and a grand farm set a-goin.

Indeed, Fergus, you touch me on a sore point there, but with all your scorn of luxury, Im sure youd be the last man to let his sister marry a fellow who could take her only to a hut or a wigwam.

You are right, Tan. Yet I hev spent many a comfortable night in a hut an a wigwam since I came to Red River. I wish the place wass more peaceable.

It will never be more peaceable as long as there are two rival companies fighting for the furs, said Davidson; but theres worse than that goin on, for some of the Indians, it seems, are mad at the agreement made between them and Lord Selkirk.

Wow! that iss a peety. Where heard ye that?

I heard it from La Certe, whose wife Slowfoot, you know, is a Cree Indian. It seems that the Crees have always claimed Red River as their lands; but when Lord Selkirk came to make a treaty with the natives he found some Saulteaux livin on the soil, an his lordship, in ignorance, gave them an interest in the treaty, though they were mere visitors  an indeed dont even claim to be owners of the soil  their lands lying far to the east of Red River.

Well, continued Dan, guiding his horse carefully down the next hollow, for the moon had gone behind a cloud just then, when the Crees found out what had been done, they were naturally very angry  an I dont wonder  an they threaten now to expel the Saulteaux from Red River altogether, an the white men along wi them, unless the names of the Saulteaux chiefs are wiped out o the contract, an the annual payment made to the Crees alone.

That iss bad, Taniel, ferry bad, said Fergus, as they reached the bottom of the hollow and began to ascend the succeeding undulation, an I am all the more sorry to hear it because our goot frund Okématan is a Cree.

Ay, Fergus, he is a great chief of the Crees, and a man of considerable influence among his people. I should not like to have him for an enemy.

Stop! said Fergus in a whisper at that moment, laying his hand on Davidsons arm.

Dan drew rein at once and looked at his friend, but could not clearly see his face, for the moon was still behind thick drifting clouds.

They had just risen high enough on the prairie wave, which they had been ascending, to be able to see over it, and Dan could perceive by the outstretched neck of his companion that he was gazing intently at something directly in front.

What do you see, Fergus? he asked in a low voice.

Do you see nothin, Taniel? was the Highlanders reply.

Why, yes. I see the plains stretching away to the horizon  an dark enough they are, too, at this moment. I also see a few small clumps that look like bushes here an there.

Dont you see the clump thats nearest to you  right foment your nose? said the other.

Of course I do, and he stopped abruptly, for at that moment he saw a spark in the clump referred to  a spark so small that it might have been taken for a glow-worm, had such a creature existed there.

Savitches! whispered the Highlander. Lets get into the hollow as fast as we can.

This retrograde movement was soon effected, and the friends dismounted.

Now, Fergus, whats the best thing to be done?

I will be leavin that to you, Taniel, for youve a clearer head than mine.

We dare not ride forward, said Dan, as if communing with himself, an it would be foolish to make a long détour to escape from something until we know there is something worth escaping from. My notion is that we hobble or picket our horses here, and go cautiously forward on foot to see what it is.

Youll be doin what ye think best, Captain Taniel, an you will find that private Fergus will back you up  whatever.

This being settled, the two men picketed their steeds in the hollow, fastened their guns to the saddles, as being too cumbrous for a creeping advance, and, armed only with their long knives [image: img170.jpg]and pistols, reascended the prairie wave. With feet clothed in soft moccasin, and practised by that time in the art of stealthy tread, they moved towards the summit noiseless as ghosts.

On gaining the ridge they sank slowly down into the tall grass and disappeared.

After a prolonged and somewhat painful creep on hands and knees the two men reached the edge of the clump of bushes already referred to.

Before reaching it they discovered, from the sound of voices, that a party of some kind was encamped there; but, of course, as they knew not who, it became needful to proceed with extreme caution. When they gained the edge of the clump, and raised their heads over a low bush-covered bank, they beheld a sight which was not calculated to cheer them, for there, in the centre of the bush, encircling a very small fire, sat a war-party of about fifty painted and befeathered braves of the Cree Indians. They were engaged in council at the moment.

A creeping sensation about their scalps was experienced by the two eavesdroppers on observing that they had passed not a hundred yards from a sentinel who occupied a low knoll on their left.

Neither Dan nor Fergus dared to speak  not even to whisper. Still less did they dare to move; for a few moments after they reached the bank just referred to, the moon came out from behind the clouds and flooded the whole scene as with the light of day.

There was nothing left for it, therefore, except to lie still and listen. But this gave them small comfort; for, although quite within earshot of the war-party, the language spoken was utterly unintelligible to either of them.

Their eyes, however, were not so useless as their ears, for they could clearly see each warrior as he rose to harangue his comrades, and, from the vindictive expression of their faces as well as their frequent pointing in the direction of the buffalo-hunters it was abundantly evident that an attack upon them was being discussed.

At last, after many braves had spoken, a chief of tall and noble mien arose. His back was towards the two spies, but the moment they heard his voice they turned their heads and gazed at each other in speechless amazement, for the voice was quite familiar.

No word did they dare to utter, but Fergus made formations with his lips of a most extravagant nature, which, however, clearly spelt Okématan. When he had finished, he nodded and turned his gaze again on the Crees.

Both men now understood that treachery was in the wind, and that a night attack was highly probable; and, of course, they felt desperately anxious to jump up and fly back to the camp to warn their comrades  for their only fear was a surprise. The half-breeds being far more numerous than the Indians, and well entrenched, there could be no fear for them if prepared.

Just then, as if to favour them, the moon retired behind a huge black cloud.

Without a moments hesitation Dan began to creep away back, closely followed by Fergus. They gave a wide berth of course to the sentinel, and soon regained the hollow where the horses had been left. Here they breathed more freely.

Who would have thought this of Okématan? muttered Dan, as he hastily tightened his saddle-girths.

The rascal! exclaimed Fergus, in deep tones of indignation.

You must gallop back to camp at once, Fergus, said Dan, as they mounted. I will go on to Red River alone.

What! will you not be coming with me? asked the Highlander, in some surprise.

There is no need, for there will be no fighting, returned the other. Our fellows far outnumber the Red-skins, and when the latter find that we have been warned, and are on our guard, they wont attack us, depend on it. But youll have to ride fast, for when such fellows make up their minds to strike they dont usually waste time in delivering the blow. My business presses, I must go on.

A minute later, and Dan Davidson was galloping towards the Settlement alone, while Fergus made the best of his way back to the camp of the buffalo runners.




Chapter Fifteen.

A Friend in Need is a Friend indeed.

Whether or not Okématan was as thorough a rascal as Fergus McKay thought him will be best shown by harking back, and setting down a little of what was said by some of the Cree braves at the time that Fergus and Dan were eavesdropping.

Standing in a dignified attitude worthy of an ancient Roman, with his blanket thrown toga-fashion over one shoulder, one of the braves looked round on the warrior band with a dark scowl before he began. His comrades were evidently impressed by his looks. Whether owing to a freak of fancy, a spice of eccentricity, or simple vanity, we know not, but this brave had, among other ornamental touches to his visage, painted his nose bright red. The effect on his brother braves was solemnising. It was not so impressive to his white observers, as it suggested to them the civilised toper.

The great white chief, began Rednose, with a slow deliberation that was meant to convey a settled and unalterable conviction, is a fool!

Waugh! exclaimed the audience with emphasis, for the language was strong, and uttered with intense vigour, and that quite accorded with their tastes, so they agreed with the sentiment without regard to its signification. This species of rhetoric, and its effects, are sometimes observed in connection with civilised gatherings.

The great white chief thus irreverently referred to, we regret to say, was Lord Selkirk.

The great white chief, continued Rednose, availing himself of the force of emphatic repetition, is a fool! He is a child! He knows nothing! He comes across the great salt lake from the rising sun, with the air and aspect of an owl, thinking to teach us  the great Cree nation  wisdom!

Waugh! from the audience, one of whom, having a cold in his head, sneezed inadvertently, and was scowled at by the orator for full two minutes in absolute silence. If that Cree warrior  he was on his first war-path  possessed anything akin to the feelings of the Paleface he must have suffered martyrdom.

Every one knows, continued the orator, resuming, that the Crees are wise. They can tell a fox from a buffalo. They understand the difference between fire and water. No Paleface sage needs to come from the rising sun to tell them to eat when they are hungry  to drink when they are dry. But this Paleface chief comes with the eyes of the great northern owl, and says he comes to do us good. And how does he begin to do us good?

Here there was a very decided Waugh! as though to say, Ay, thats the question, and then a solemn pause for more  during which the man with the cold drew the reins very tight.

How does he begin to do us good? proceeded the orator. By entering into an agreement with us for the use of our lands  and asking our enemies the Saulteaux to take part in that agreement!

The sounds of indignation and ferocity that followed this statement are not translatable. After a gaze of unutterable meaning round the circle Rednose went on  

This, this is the way in which the owl-eyed chief of the Palefaces begins to do us good! If this is the way he begins, in what way will he continue, and,  here his voice deepened to a whisper how will he end?

The ideas suggested by his question were so appalling that for some minutes the orator appeared unable to find words to go on, and his audience glared at him in dread anticipation, as though they expected him to explode like a bomb-shell, but were prepared to sit it out and take the consequences. And he did explode, after a fashion, for he suddenly raised his voice to a shout that startled even the sentinel on the distant knoll, and said  

I counsel war to the knife! The great white chief  the owl-eyed fool!  will not blot from our agreement the names of the Saulteaux chiefs  chiefs! there are no Saulteaux chiefs. All their braves are cowards, on the same dead level of stupidity, and their women are  are nothing, fit for nothing, can do nothing, and must soon come to nothing! What then? The duty of Cree warriors lies before us. We will drive the Saulteaux into Lake Winnipeg and the Palefaces off the face of the earth altogether! Waugh!

Having thus given vent to the opinions and feelings that consumed him, Rednose sat down, his audience breathed freely, the distant sentinel recovered his composure, and the young novitiate brave with the cold in his head sneezed with impunity.

It would be tedious to recount all that was said at that council of war. The next brave that rose to address the house very much resembled the first speaker, both in sentiment and personal appearance, except that he had chosen sky-blue for his nose instead of red. The only additional matter that he contributed worth noting was the advice that they should begin their bloody work by an immediate attack, in the dead of night, on the camp of the buffalo runners.

This advice was hailed with a good many Waughs, as well as approving nods and looks, and it seemed as if the plan were about to be carried into action without delay, when, as we have seen, Okématan arose to address the assemblage.

Okématan was a great chief  much greater in the estimation of his tribe than the whites with whom he had been associating in Red River were aware of. He had purposely reserved his address till near the conclusion.

The Cree warriors, he said, with an air of quiet dignity that was far more effective than the more energetic tones and gestures of the previous speakers, know very well that the Cree nation considers itself the wisest in creation. Far be it from Okématan to say otherwise, for he does not know. Okématan is a child! His eyes are only beginning to open!

He paused at this point, and looked round with solemn dignity; and the braves, unaccustomed to such self-depreciative modes of address, gazed at him with equal solemnity, not unmingled with surprise, though the latter feeling was carefully concealed.

When the last great palaver of the Cree braves was held on the Blue-Pine Ridge, continued Okématan, the chiefs chose me to go to Red River, and learn all that I could find out about the Palefaces and their intentions. I went, as you know. I attached myself to a family named Daa-veed-sin, and I have found out  found out much about the Palefaces  much more that I did not know before, though I am a chief of the Cree nation.

Okématan looked pointedly at Rednose as he said this. After a brief pause he continued  

The great white chief, (meaning Lord Selkirk), is not a fool. It is true that he is not a god; he is a man and a Paleface, subject to the follies and weaknesses of the Palefaces, and not quite so wise as it is possible to be, but he is a good man, and wishes well to the Indian. I have found weaknesses among the Palefaces. One of them is that their chiefs plan  sometimes wisely, sometimes foolishly  but they leave the carrying out of their plans to other men, and sometimes these other men care for nobody but themselves. They tell lies, they mislead the great white chief, and tell him to do what is wrong.

So it was when our agreement came to be made. The great white chief found, when he came to Red River, a few families of Saulteaux whom we had permitted to hunt on our lands. He thought the land belonged to the Saulteaux as well as to the Crees. He was mistaken, ignorant; he knew no better, and the Palefaces who did know, did not put light into him; so the names of Saulteaux chiefs were put in the writing. Then the great white chief went away across the great salt lake to the lands of the rising sun, leaving his small chiefs to carry out his plans. Some of these are very small chiefs, unfit to carry out any plans. Others are bad small chiefs, that will carry out only such plans as are sure to benefit themselves. It is these men with whom we have to deal. It is these who deserve to be swept off the face of the earth.

A number of emphatic nods and waughs at this point showed that Okématan had at last touched a key-note with which his braves could shout in harmony.

But, resumed the chief impressively, we cannot sweep them off the earth; we cannot even sweep them off the banks of Red River. We might easily sweep the Saulteaux into Lake Winnipeg if we thought it worth while to try, but the Palefaces  never! Okématan has travelled far to the south and seen the Palefaces there. They cannot be counted. They swarm like our locusts; they darken the earth as our buffaloes darken the plains. They live in stone wigwams. I have seen one of their wigwams that was big enough to hold all the Crees wigwams bundled together. If we killed or scalped all the Palefaces in Red River the great white chief would come over the great salt lake with an army that would swallow us up as the buffalo swallows up a tuft of grass.

Besides, continued Okématan, with a slight touch of pathos in his tone, there are good and bad men among the Palefaces, just as there are good and bad among ourselves. I have dwelt for many moons with a tribe called Scosh-min. Okématan loves the Scosh-min. They speak a wonderful language, and some of them are too fond of fire-water; but their braves fear nothing, and their squaws are pretty and work hard  almost as hard as our squaws  though they are not quite as good-looking as ours. They are too white  their faces are like buffalo fat!

A Waugh, which might be translated Hear, hear, greeted this statement of opinion.

Now, continued our chief, if we swept away all the people of Red River, we would sweep away the good Scosh-min, which would be foolish, and we would gain nothing in the end, but would bring worse trouble on our heads. My counsel, therefore, is for peace. I advise that we should let the buffalo runners and the people of Red River alone; send a message with our grievances to the great white chief; ask him to come back over the great salt lake to put things right, and, in the meantime, wait with patience; attend to our own business; hunt, fish, eat, drink, sleep, and be happy.

Having delivered his harangue, Okématan sat down amid murmurs of mingled applause and disapprobation. It was evident that he had created a serious division of opinion in the camp, and it seemed as if on the impression made by the next speaker would depend the great question of peace or war.

Presently an old warrior arose, and a profound silence followed, for they held him in great respect.

My braves, said the old man sententiously, I have lived long, and my fighting days are nearly over. If wisdom has not accumulated on my head it must be my own fault, for I have had great experience both of war and peace  more of war, perhaps, than of peace. And the opinion that I have come to after long and very deep consideration is this: if there is something to fight for, fight  fight well; if there is nothing to fight for, dont fight  dont fight at all.

The old man paused, and there were some Waughs of approval, for the truth contained in his profound conclusion was obvious even to the stupidest Red-skin of the band  supposing that a stupid brave among Crees were possible!

I have also lived to see, continued the old man, that revenge is nothing  nothing at all, and therefore not worth fighting for.

As this was flying straight in the face of the most cherished of Red-skins beliefs, it was received in dead though respectful silence.

My young braves do not believe this. I know it. I have been young myself, and I remember well how pleasant revenge was to me, but I soon found that the pleasure of revenge did not last. It soon passed away, yet the deed of revenge did not pass away, and sometimes the deed became to my memory very bitter  insomuch that the pleasantness was entirely swallowed up and forgotten in the bitterness. My young braves will not believe this, I know. They go on feeling; they think on feeling; they reason on feeling; they trust to feeling. It is foolish, for the brain was given to enable man to think and judge and plan. You are as foolish as if you were to try to smell with your mouth and eat with your nose. But it is the way of youth. When experience teaches, then you will come to know that revenge is not worth fighting for  its pleasantness will pass away, but the bitter it leaves behind will never pass away.

What is the meaning of revenge? continued this analytical old savage. What is the use of it? Does it not mean that we give up all hope of getting what we want, and wildly determine to get what pleasure is still possible to us by killing those who have thwarted us? And when you have killed and got all the pleasure there is, what does it come to? Your enemy is dead, and scalped. What then? He does not know that he is dead. He does not care that he is dead and scalped. You cannot keep him alive for ever killing and scalping him. But you have made his wife and children miserable. What of that? It was not his wife and children who opposed you, therefore you have revenged yourself on the wrong persons. He does not know that you have rendered his wife and children miserable, and does not care; therefore, I ask, why are you pleased? If your enemy was a good man, your revenge has only done him a kindness, for it has sent him to the happy hunting grounds before his time, where you will probably never meet him to have the pleasure of being revenged on him there. If he was a bad man, you have sent him to the world of Desolation, where he will be waiting to receive you when you get there, and where revenge will be impossible, for men are not allowed to kill or scalp there. At least if they are I never heard of it  and I am an old man now.

There is nothing, then, to fight for with the Palefaces of Red River, and my counsel is, like that of Okématan, that we should decide on peace  not war.

Whatever may have been the private opinion of the braves as to this new and very unexpected style of address, the effect of it was pacific; for, after a little more palaver, the peace-party carried the day  or, rather the night  and, next morning, the Cree warriors went back to their tents and hunting avocations, leaving Okématan to return to the camp of his friends the buffalo runners.




Chapter Sixteen.

An Evening in the Camp.

It was daybreak when Fergus McKay galloped into camp with the startling news that an attack by hostile Indians might be expected that day or the following night. He was, of course, unaware of the fact that the peace-making Okématan had been unwittingly following his tracks at a more leisurely pace.

Some readers may think that the Indian, with his traditional power of following a trail, should have observed and suspected the fresh track of the hunter, but it must be remembered that some hundreds of buffalo runners had passed over the same track a day or two previously, and that Hawkeye, or Pathfinder himself, would have become helpless in the midst of such trampled confusion. Besides, Okématan had no reason to suspect that he had been followed; still less that the camp of the war-party had been accidentally discovered.

Now, boys, said Fergus, after detailing his adventures during the night, we will hev to give up all notion o buffalo runnin this day an putt the camp in a state o defence.

There was a good deal of grumbling at this, especially among some of the younger men; for they were very keen to commence the sport, and had not much belief in the power of a small band of savages to do them harm. Some of them even suggested that half of their number should remain behind to guard the camp while the other half should go after the buffalo. This proposal, however, was not received with favour, as it would certainly be a matter of disagreement which half was to go out, and which to remain behind!

Where is Kateegoose? asked Dechamp at this crisis.

Stuffin imself, of course! said Fred Jenkins, amid a general laugh. Ive noticed, since we set sail on this trip, that Kateegoose always turns out at daybreak, lights the galley fire, an begins the dooties o the day by stuffin imself.

Ay, and Ive noticed, observed one of the young hunters, that it takes a deal o stuffin to fill him out properly, for he keeps on at it most part o the day.

Except, remarked another, when he stops to smoke what o the stuffin has been already shoved down.

Moreover, added the seaman, Ive noticed that François La Certe always keeps im company. Hes a sympathetic sort o man is François, fond o helpin his mates  specially when theyre eatin an smokin.

At this moment Kateegoose, having been called, came forward. He was an ill-favoured savage, with various expressions on his ugly visage which were not so much Natures gifts as the result of his own evil passions. Jealousy was one of them, and he had often turned a green eye on Okématan. There were indications about his mouth and fingers, as he came forward, that justified the commentaries on his habits, and betrayed recent acquaintance with fat pork.

You hear the reports that have just been brought in? said Dechamp.

Kateegoose hears, was the laconic answer.

Kateegoose is a Cree, continued Dechamp; he knows the spirit that dwells in the hearts of his tribe. What does he think?

The thoughts of the Indian are many and deep. He has for many moons watched the behaviour of Okématan, and he has long suspected that the heart of the serpent dwells in the breast of that chief. Now he is sure.

But what about your people? demanded the camp-chief. They are not at war with us. Are they all villains because one among them turns out to be bad?

Kateegoose drew himself up with a look of dignity, and pouted his greasy lips as he replied  

The Crees have always been a brave and true and upright people. They never attack friends until, by their conduct, these friends have become enemies. But the Crees are human. They are not perfect  neither are the Palefaces. There are bad men among them  a few; not many  as well as young men and foolish. Sometimes, when on the war-path, a clever bad man can reason with them till he blinds them, and they are ready to do wrong. It may be so now. Okématan is clever. Kateegoose does not know what to advise.

Kateegoose was not asked to advise, returned Dechamp sternly. He may return to his tent.

Thus summarily dismissed, this hanger-on or camp-follower returned to his pork and pipe with a feeling that somehow he had failed to make the exact impression on the leader that he desired. La Certe, however, consoled him, and helped him to continue the duties of the day.

Come with me, McKay, said Dechamp, after giving all needful directions regarding the safety of the camp. I dont believe that rascal Kateegoose. Hes a greedy idler, something like La Certe, but by no means so harmless or good-natured. Moreover, I find it hard to believe that Okématan has turned traitor.

I agree with you, said Fergus. It iss ferry hard to believe that a man who has been so long among us, and got such a good character, should suddenly turn against us  an that, too, without provocation. But what will you be sayin to what Taniel and myself has seen with our two eyes?

It looks bad, I confess, answered Dechamp, as they paced to and fro in a retired part of the camp; but you must remember that your two eyes are not your two ears, and that you heard nothing that you could understand.

Fery true, Dechamp. But the language of the eye is sometimes as clear and understandable as the language of the ear. No wan could mistake the meanin o some o the warriors when they scowled an pointed in the direction of our camp here, an gripped the handles o their scalpin knives and tomahawks. Moreover, Okématan also pointed in the same direction, though I am bound to say he did not grip his knife. Whether he scowled or not I do not know, for he was standin wi his back to us.

Well, I cannot tell. Im not willin to believe Okématan a traitor; but what you have seen is enough to make me put the camp in defence instead of startin out to hunt

At that moment the sharp click of a gun was heard as a neighbouring sentry put his piece on full cock.

Dechamp and Fergus hastened towards him.

Have a care, André; dont be too quick with your gun, said the former. I see only one man coming. He can do us no harm.

As the approaching figure drew near, it was seen to be that of an Indian on horseback. He rode carelessly at a jog-trot.

It looks like Okématan! said Dechamp, glancing at his companion in surprise.

It iss Okématan, returned Fergus.

Before another word could be spoken, a shot was heard in the camp, and horse and man were seen to roll upon the ground. The latter rose immediately, but the horse lay stiff  evidently shot dead. For a few seconds profound silence followed the incident, as if men were too much taken by surprise to think and act. Then, when the dismounted Indian was seen to walk leisurely, as if unhurt, towards them, there was a hubbub in the camp, while men, women, and boys ran towards the spot whence the shot seemed to have been fired, but no one was to be found there. Only a very faint puff of smoke overhead told where the marksman had stood. It had been a well-chosen spot, where a low bush or two mingled with several carts that had been rather carelessly drawn up, and several horses had been picketed together. These had afforded concealment enough for at least a few moments.

The tent of La Certe was not far from this corner. At the time the shot was heard, the self-indulgent half-breed was inside, recumbent on his back in the enjoyment of a pipe.

Thats odd, he said to Slowfoot, who was seated opposite to her lord scraping the remnants of something out of a tin kettle with the point of a scalping-knife. Somebodys gun gone off by accident, I suppose. I hear some one at our fire. Look out, Slowfoot, and ask what has happened.

Slowfoot finished the scraping of the kettle before obeying; then lifted the curtain that closed the opening of their tent, and peeped out.

It is Kateegoose  loading his gun, I think.

La Certe got up, with a sigh of regret at the necessity for exertion, and, lifting the curtain-door, stepped out.

What are they firing at, Kateegoose?

The Indian did not know. Some one, he thought, might have let off his gun by accident. He thought it wise, however, to be ready, and had just sent the ramrod down the barrel of his gun to make sure that it was loaded with ball. To make still surer that all was ready, the Indian shook the priming out of the pan of his gun, wiped it, and re-primed. Then he laid the weapon down by his side, and resumed the pipe which he had apparently laid down to enable him to perform these operations more conveniently, and, at the same time, with more safety.

At that moment Dechamp walked smartly towards the fire in front of La Certes tent.

Does Kateegoose know who fired that shot? he asked with a keen glance, for his suspicions had been aroused.

Some one over there, answered the Indian languidly, as he pointed in the right direction.

It does not need a medicine-man to tell me that, said Dechamp, sternly. I heard the shot, and saw the smoke. Have you any idea who fired it, La Certe?

I have not, replied the half-breed. I was lying in my tent when I heard it. Kateegoose was smoking beside the fire. We both thought it was an accident, or some one trying his gun, till we heard the shouting and running. Then I jumped up, seized my gun, and sprang out to see what it was all about. I found Kateegoose equally on the qui vive. He was shoving his ramrod down to make sure his gun was loaded when you came up. What is it all about?

Only that the horse of Okématan has been shot under him by some one, and that there is a would-be murderer in the camp.

Okématan! Has the traitor ventured to return? exclaimed Kateegoose, with an expression of surprise that was very unusual in an Indian.

Ay, he has ventured, responded Dechamp, and some one has ventured to fire at him with intent to kill. By good luck he was a bad shot. He missed the man, though he hit and killed the horse. But I shall find the rascal out before long  he may depend on that!

So saying, the commandant left the spot.

Do you know anything about this? asked La Certe, turning full on the Indian.

Kateegoose is not a medicine-man. He cannot be in two places at once. He knows nothing.

For a sly man La Certe was wonderfully credulous. He believed the Indian, and, returning to his tent, lay down again to finish the interrupted pipe.

Kateegoose was trying his gun to see if it was loaded, he said to his better half.

Thats a lie, returned Slowfoot, with that straightforward simplicity of diction for which she was famous.

Indeed! What, then, was he doing, my Slowfoot?

He was loading his gun  not trying it.

Are you sure?

Am I sure that our little child loves tobacco?

Well, I suppose you are. At any rate, the child often asks you for a pipe, and gets it too. Hm! if Kateegoose fired that shot he must be a bad man. But our chief is sure to find it out  and  it is no business of mine. Fetch me the tobacco, Slowfoot.

That same morning, Archie Sinclair was seated beside his brother, Little Bill, in the tent that was shared by Fred Jenkins and several young half-breeds. He was alone with his brother, Jenkins having gone out with the blunderbuss to assist, if need be, in the defence of the camp. He was manufacturing a small bow for his brother to amuse himself with while he should be away seein the fun, as he said, with the hunters. The instant the sailor left, however, he looked at Billie mysteriously and said, in a low voice  

Little Bill, although youre not good for much with your poor little body, youve got a splendid headpiece, and are amazing at giving advice. I want advice just now very bad. Youve heard what theyve all been saying about this shot that was fired at Okématan, and some o the men say they think it must have been Kateegoose that did it. Now, Billie, I am sure that it was Kateegoose that did it.

Oh! exclaimed Little Bill, making his eyes and mouth into three round Os. How dye know that? Did you see him do it?

No  its that that bothers me. If I had seen him do it I would have gone straight and told Dechamp, but I didnt quite see him, you see. I was in Lamartines cart at the time, rummagin about for a piece o wood to make this very bow, an the moment I heard the shot I peeped out, an saw  nothing!

That wasnt much, remarked Little Bill, innocently.

Ay, but I soon saw something, continued Archie, with increasing solemnity; I saw Kateegoose coming slinking round among the carts, as if he wanted not to be seen. I saw him only for a moment  gliding past like a ghost.

Its a serious thing, said Little Bill, musing gravely, to charge a man with tryin to kill another man, if thats all youve got to tell, for you know its a way the Red-skins have of always glidin about as if they was for ever after mischief.

But thats not all, Little Bill, returned his brother, for Im almost certain that I saw a little smoke comin out o the muzzle of his gun as he passed  though I couldnt exactly swear to it.

Archie had overrated his brothers powers in the way of advice, for, although they talked the matter over for some time, they failed to arrive at any satisfactory conclusion.

Meanwhile Okématan, having entered the camp, was met by Dechamp, and led by him to a retired part.

You have an enemy here, Okématan, he said, inquiringly.

It would seem so, returned the Indian gravely. Friends do not shoot each others horses; and if the poor horse had not tossed his head when the shot was fired, his rider would have bit the dust.

I fear it looks something like that, said Dechamp; but I hope Okématan believes that I know nothing of the matter  nor can I tell who the cowardly villain is that did it.

Okématan knows that, answered the Indian, sternly. No half-breed fired the shot.

There is no Indian in the camp but Kateegoose, rejoined the other, quickly; surely you dont think that a man of your own tribe would try to kill you?

I know not. Kateegoose hates me. No other man in the camp hates me.

It is strange  unaccountable, returned Dechamp. If the Indian did it, he shall forfeit his horse and leave the camp. But tell me,  here the half-breed commandant turned a searching gaze on his companion, why did Okématan leave us, and spend all night alone on the prairie? Did he spend the night in conversation with the buffalo  or in the company of his departed forefathers?

No sign of surprise, or of any other emotion, was visible on the countenance of the Red-man as he replied: Okématan went out to meet a party of his tribe on the war-path.

Dechamp was not so successful in concealing his own surprise at this answer.

Does the Cree chief, he asked, with something of doubt in his tone and look, choose the hours of night to consult with warriors about secret assaults and surprises on friends?

He does not! answered the Indian, decidedly but calmly  though he was unquestionably astonished at being questioned so pointedly and correctly as to his recent proceedings, and felt that he must have been followed. He was not the man, however, to betray his feelings, or to commit himself in any way; therefore he took refuge in silence.

Come now, Okématan, said his companion in a confidential tone. Dont let a misunderstanding arise between you and me. What is this that I have heard? You spent last night, as you admit, with a party of Crees on the war-path. You were seen and heard, and the men of the camp think you have turned traitor, and they are even now expecting an attack from this war-party. Is it true that we are to be attacked?

You say I was heard, answered the Indian, looking the half-breed straight in the face. If so, those who heard must know what I said.

Nay, they did indeed hear, but they did not understand, for they know not your language; but they know the language of signs, and, by the looks and gestures of the warriors, they guessed what was said and planned.

Is it likely, asked the Indian in a low voice, that Okématan would return to your camp alone, and put himself in your power, if an attack was intended?

True, true, returned Dechamp with a hearty air; and, to say truth, I myself did not  do not  believe you false. If you tell me the truth, Okématan, and give me your word that this report is a mistaken one, I will believe you and trust you.

The Indian seemed pleased with the assurance thus heartily given, but still maintained his dignified gravity, as he said  

Okématan always tells the truth. He had hoped that the folly of some young braves of his tribe should never have been known to any one; but since it has been found out, he will tell all he knows to his pale-faced brother.

Hereupon he related all that had transpired at the council of war, and the final success of his own speech, with that of the old warrior, in producing a peaceful solution.

But are you sure they will follow your advice? asked Dechamp.

Yes, Okématan is quite sure.

Well, then, as I said, I will trust you, returned Dechamp, extending his hand, which the Indian gravely grasped; and I will give you undeniable proof, by giving my young men orders to start after the buffalo at once  without further delay.




Chapter Seventeen.

The Buffalo-Hunt.

In accordance with the assurance given to Okématan Antoine Dechamp at once gave orders to make preparation for an immediate start after the buffalo  much to the satisfaction of the hunters, especially the young ones.

Buffaloes  or, to speak more correctly, bisons  roamed over the North American prairies at the time we write of in countless thousands; for the Indians, although extremely wasteful of animal life, could not keep their numbers down, and the aggressive white-man, with his deadly gun and rifle, had only just begun to depopulate the plains. Therefore the hunters had not to travel far before coming up with their quarry.

In a very brief space of time they were all drawn up in line under command of their chosen leader, who, at least up to the moment of giving the signal for attack, kept his men in reasonably good order. They had not ridden long when the huge ungainly bisons were seen like black specks on the horizon.
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Still the horsemen  each armed with the muzzle-loading, single-barrelled, flint-lock gun of the period  advanced cautiously, until so near that the animals began to look up as if in surprise at the unwonted intrusion on their great solitudes.

Then the signal was given, the horses stretched out at the gallop, the buffalo began to run  at first heavily, as if great speed were impossible to them; but gradually the pace increased until it attained to racing speed. Then the hunters gave the rein to their eager steeds, and the long line rushed upon the game like a tornado of centaurs.

From this point all discipline was at an end. Each man fought for his own hand, killing as many animals as he could, so that ere long the plain was strewn with carcases, and the air filled with gunpowder smoke.

We have said that all the hunters set out, but this is not strictly correct, for three were left behind. One of these had fallen sick; one had sprained his wrist, and another was lazy. It need scarcely be told that the lazy one was François La Certe.

There is no hurry, he said, when the hunters were assembling for the start; plenty of time. My horse has not yet recovered from the fatigues of the journey. And who knows but the report of the buffalo being so near may be false? I will wait and see the result. To-morrow will be time enough to begin. Then, Slowfoot, you will see what I can do. Your hands shall be busy. We will load our cart with meat and pemmican, pay off all our debts, and spend a happy winter in Red River. What have you got there in the kettle?

Pork, answered Slowfoot with characteristic brevity.

Will it soon be ready?

Soon.

Have you got the tea unpacked?

Yes.

Send me your pipe.

This latter speech was more in the tone of a request than a command, and the implied messenger from the opposite side of the fire was the baby  Baby La Certe. We never knew its name, if it had one, and we have reason to believe that it was a female baby. At the time, baby was quite able to walk  at least to waddle or toddle.

A brief order from the maternal lips sent Baby La Certe toddling round the fire towards its father, pipe in hand; but, short though the road was, it had time to pause and consider. Evidently the idea of justice was strongly developed in that child. Fair wage for fair work had clearly got hold of it, for it put the pipe which was still alight, in its mouth and began to draw!

At this the father smiled benignly, but Slowfoot made a demonstration which induced a rather prompt completion of the walk without a reasonable wage. It sucked vigorously all the time, however, being evidently well aware that François was not to be feared.

At that moment the curtain of the tent lifted, and little Bill Sinclair limped in. He was a favourite with La Certe, who made room for him, and at once offered him the pipe, but Billie declined.

No, thank you, La Certe. I have not learned to smoke yet.

Ha! you did not begin young enough, said the half-breed, glancing proudly at his own offspring.

We may explain here once for all that, although he had lived long enough in the colony to understand French, Billie spoke to his friend in English, and that, although La Certe understood English, he preferred to speak in French.

What have you been doing? he asked, when the boy had seated himself.

Ive been shooting at a mark with my bow and arrow  brother Archie made it for me.

Let me see  yes, it is very well made. Where is brother Archie?

Gone after the buffalo.

What!  on a horse?

He could not go very well after them on foot  could he? replied the boy quietly. Dan Davidson lent him a horse, but not a gun. He said that Archie was too young to use a gun on horseback, and that he might shoot some of the people instead of the buffalo, or burst his gun, or fall off. But I dont think so. Archie can do anything. I know, for Ive seen him do it.

And so he has left you in camp all by yourself. What a shame, Billie!

No, François, it is not a shame. Would you have me keep him from the fun just because I cant go? That would indeed be a shame, wouldnt it?

Well, perhaps youre right, Billie.

I know Im right, returned the boy, with a decision of tone that would have been offensive if it had not been accompanied with a look of straightforward gentleness that disarmed resentment. But, I say, François, why are you not out with the rest?

Oh, because  because  Well, you know, my horse is tired, and  and, Im not quite sure that the buffalo really have been seen as near as they say. And I can go to-morrow just as well. You see, Billie, there is no need to hurry oneself.

No, I dont see that. I think theres always need for hurry, specially with men like you. I know the reason you dont go out better than yourself, François.

Yes  what is it? asked the half-breed with a slight laugh.

Its laziness. Thats what it is, and you should be ashamed of yourself.

The large mild eyes and low voice, and pale earnest face of the plain-spoken invalid were such that it would have been impossible for any one to be offended with him, much less La Certe, whose spirit of indignation it was almost impossible to arouse. He winced a little at the home-thrust, however, because he knew it to be true.

Youre hard on me, Little Bill, he said with a benignant look, as he picked a stick from the fire and inserted its glowing end in his pipe.

No, Im not hard, returned the boy gravely. Indeed he was always grave, and seldom laughed though he sometimes smiled faintly at the jokes and quips of his volatile brother and Fred Jenkins the seaman: Im not half hard enough, he continued; I like you, François, and thats the reason why I scold you and try to get you to mend. I dont think theres such a lazy man in the whole Settlement as you. You would rather sit and smoke and stuff yourself with pork all day than take the trouble to saddle your horse and get your gun and go out with the rest. Why are you so lazy, François?

Im sure I dont know, Little Bill, unless it be that Im born to be lazy. Other people are born, I suppose, to be active and energetic. They like activity and energy, and so they do it. I like repose and quiet, and  so I do that. Not much difference after all! We both do what we like best!

Little Bill was perplexed. Although philosophical in tendency he had not had sufficient experience in sophistical reasoning to enable him to disentangle the sinuosities of bad logic. But he was a resolute little fellow, and not easily quelled.

What would happen, he asked, if everybody in the world did as you do?

Well, I suppose everybody would enjoy themselves. There would be no more fightings or wars, or any trouble of that sort, if everybody would only take things easy and smoke the pipe of peace.

Hm! I dont know about that, returned the boy, doubtfully; but Im quite sure there would not be much pemmican in Red River this winter if all the hunters were like you. I wonder youre not ashamed, François. Sometimes I think that youre not worth caring about; but I cant help it, you know  we cant force our likings one way or other.

La Certe was a good deal taken aback. He was not indeed unaccustomed to plain speaking, and to the receipt of gratuitous abuse; but his experience invariably was to associate both with more or less of a stern voice and a frowning brow. To receive both in a soft voice from a delicate meek-faced child, who at the same time professed to like him, was a complete novelty which puzzled him not a little.

After a few minutes profound consideration, he put out his pipe and arose quickly with something like an appearance of firmness in his look and bearing.

Slowfoot, whose utter ignorance of both French and English prevented her understanding the drift of the recent conversation, was almost startled by the unfamiliar action of her lord.

Where go you? she asked.

To follow the buffalo, answered La Certe, with all the dignity of a man bursting with good resolutions.

Are you ill? asked his wife, anxiously.

To this he vouchsafed no reply, as he raised the curtain and went out.

Little Bill also went out, and, sitting down on a package, watched him with his large solemn eyes, but said never a word until the half-breed had loaded his gun and mounted his horse. Then he said: Good luck to you, François!

La Certe did not speak, but with a grave nod of his head rode slowly out of the camp. Little Bill regarded him for a moment. He had his bow and a blunt-headed arrow in his hand at the time. Fitting the latter hastily to the bow he took a rapid shot at the retreating horseman. The arrow sped well. It descended on the flank of the horse with considerable force, and, bounding off, fell to the ground. The result was that the horse, to La Certes unutterable surprise, made a sudden demivolt into the air  without the usual persuasion  almost unseated its rider, and fled over the prairie like a thing possessed!

A faint smile ruffled the solemnity of Little Bill at this, but it vanished when he heard a low chuckle behind him. Wheeling round, he stood face to face with Slowfoot, whose mouth was expanded from ear to ear.

Clever boy! she said, patting him on the back, come into the tent and have some grub.

She said this in the Cree language, which the boy did not understand, but he understood well enough the signs with which the invitation was accompanied. Thanking her with an eloquent look, he re-entered the tent along with her.




Chapter Eighteen.

Adventures of Archie and the Seaman.

Meanwhile the buffalo-hunt progressed favourably, and the slaughter of animals was considerable.

But there were two members of that hunt whose proceedings were not in exact accord with the habits and laws of the chase, as usually conducted on the Red River plains. These were the seaman Jenkins and Archie Sinclair.

A mutual attachment having sprung up between these two, they had arranged to keep together during the chase; and when the signal for attack was given by Dechamp, as before related, they had set sail, according to Jenkins, fairly well with the rest. But they had not gone more than a few hundred yards when the boy observed that his nautical friend was hauling at both reins furiously, as if desirous of stopping his horse. Having a gun in one hand he found the operation difficult.

Archie therefore reined in a little.

Bad luck to it! growled Jenkins, as his young friend drew near, the jaws o this craft seem to be made o cast-iron, but Ill bring him to if I should haul my arms out o the sockets. Heave-to, my lad! Maybe hell be willin to follow a good example.

Archie pulled up, and, as the seaman had hoped, the hard-mouthed steed stopped, while the maddened buffalo and the almost as much maddened hunters went thundering on, and were soon far ahead of them.

Whats wrong, Jenkins? asked Archie, on seeing the sailor dismount.

Not much, lad; only I want to take a haul at the main brace. Here, hold my gun a bit, like a good chap; the saddle, you see, aint all right, an if it was to slew round, you know, Id be overboard in a jiffy. There, thats all right. Now, well up anchor, an off again. I know now that the right way to git on board is by the port side. When I started from Red River I was goin to climb up on the starboard side, but Dan Davidson kep me right  though he had a good laugh at me. All right now. Hand me the gun.

Do you mean to say, Jenkins, that you never got on a horse till you came to Red River? asked Archie, with a laugh, as they galloped off in pursuit of the hunters, who were almost out of sight by that time.

Well, youve no occasion to laugh, lad, returned the seaman. Ive bin at sea ever since I was a small shaver, scarce half as long as a handspike, so I aint had many opportunities, dee see, for we dont have cavalry at sea, as a rule  always exceptin the horse marines.

Then Im afraid youll find runnin the buffalo somewhat difficult, returned the boy. Not that I know anything about it myself, for this is the first time Ive been out; an even now Dan wont let me use a gun; but Ive often heard the men talkin about it! an some o them have complained that they have found it uncommon difficult to load when at full gallop  specially when the horse is hard in the mouth.

I make no manner o doubt youre right, lad, but Ive got my sea-legs on now, so to speak; leastwise Ive got used to ridin in the trip out here, as well as used to steerin wi the tiller-ropes in front, which seems to me right in the teeth o natur, though I couldnt see how it could well be otherwise. But I confess that my chief difficulty is the ordnance, for it interferes a good deal wi the steerin. Howsever never ventur never win, you know. I never expected to take up a noo purfession without some trouble.

As he spoke, the seamans horse  a large brown chestnut  put its foot in a hole, and plunged forward with great violence, barely escaping a fall.

Hold on! shouted Archie in alarm.

Hold on it is! sang out the sailor in reply.

And hold on it was, for he had the chestnut round the neck with both arms. Indeed he was sitting, or lying, on its neck altogether.

It aint an easy job, he gasped, while he struggled to regain the saddle, when a fellow gets hove on to the bowsprit this way, to git fairly back on the main-deck again. But a Jenkins never was beaten in fair fight. Thats all right. Now then, Archie, youre an obleegin cove. Do git down an pick up the gun for me. You see, if I git down its a tryin job to git up again  the side o this here craft bein so steep an so high out o the water. Thankee; why, boy, you jump down an up like a powder-monkey. It aint broke, is it?

No. It seems all right, answered the boy, as he handed the gun to its owner. But if you let it go like that often, it wont be much worth when the runs over.

Let it go, boy? repeated the sailor. It was either let it or myself go, an when it comes to a toss up o that sort, Fred Jenkins knows how to look arter number one.

It will be seen from all this that our seaman was not quite so much at home on the prairie as on the sea. Indeed, if the expression be permissible, he was very much at sea on that undulating plain, and did not take so kindly to the green waves of the rolling prairie as to the heaving billows of the restless ocean; but, as Archie remarked, he was fast getting broke in.

The incidents which we have mentioned, however, were but the commencement of a series of disasters to poor Jenkins, which went far to cure him of a desire to excel in the noo purfession, and to induce a somewhat violent longing for a return to his first love, the ocean.

I cant think what ever could have made you want to come out here, said Archie, as they continued to follow up the still distant hunters.

What was it made yourself want to come out, lad? asked the sailor.

It wasnt me that wanted to come. It was father, you know, an of course I had to follow, said the boy in a tone which induced his friend to say hastily, and in a tone of sympathy  

Ah, poor lad, I forgot you was a orphing. Well, you see, I think it must ha bin a love o change or a love o discontent, or suthin o that sort, as brought me cruising in these here waters, for I cant say what else it was. You see I was born a sort o rooh

Look out! a badger-hole! shouted the boy.

His warning would have been too late, but the chestnut fortunately leaped over the danger instead of stumbling into it, and its rider was only partially shaken out of his seat.

Its well, he said, when fairly settled down again to an easy gallop, that the tiller-ropes are stout else Id ha bin over the starn this time instead of out on the bowsprit. Let me see, what was I sayin of?

Somethin about your bein born a sort of rooh  , though what that may be I havent a notion.

Ah! jist so  I was born a sort o rover (when this long-legged brute took the badger-hole), an Ive bin to every quarter o the globe amost, but if Id lived to the age o Methooslum Id never ha thought o comin here,  for the good reason that I knowed nothin o its existence,  if I hadnt by chance in a furrin port fallen in wi André Morel, an took an uncommon fancy to him. You see, at the time, I was  well, I was no better nor I should be; praps a deal wuss, an Morel he meets me, an says Hallo, my lad, says he, where away?

I looked at him gruff-like a moment or two, for it seemed to me he was raither too familiar for a stranger, but hes got such a pleasant, hearty look with him  as you know  that I couldnt feel riled with im, so Im goin on the spree, says I.

All right, says he, Im with ee, lad. Dye know the town?

No more than a Mother Careys chicken, says I. Come along, then, says he; Ill tak ee to a fust-rate shop.

So off we went arm in arm as thick as two peas, an after passin through two or three streets he turns into a shop that smelt strong o coffee.

Hallo! mate, says I, youve made some sort o mistake. This here aint the right sort o shop.

O yes, it is, says he, smilin, quite affable-like. The best o tipple here, an cheap too. Come along. Ive got somethin very partikler to say to you. Look here, waiter  two cups o coffee, hot an strong, some buttered toast, an no end o buns, etceterer.

Wi that he led me to a seat, an we sat down. I was so took aback an amused that I waited to see what would foller an what hed got to say that was so partikler  but, I say, Archie, them buffalo runners has got the wind o us, an are showin us their heels, I fear.

Never fear, returned the boy, rising in his stirrups and shading his eyes to look ahead. They do seem to be leavin us a bit, but you see by the dust that the buffalo are holdin away to the right, so if we keep still more to the right an cut round that knoll, I think well be safe to catch them up. Theyre doin good work, as the carcasses weve passed and the rattle o shots clearly show. But get on wi your story, Jenkins.

Well, it aint much of a story, lad. What Morel had to say was that hed arranged wi an agent o Lord Selkirk to come out to this country; an he was goin out wi a lot o his relations, an was beatin up for a few good hands, an he liked the look o me, an would I agree to go wi him?

Well, as you may believe, this was a poser, an I said Id think over it, an let him know next day. You see, I didnt want to seem to jump at it too eager-like, though I liked the notion, an I had neither wife, nor sweetheart, nor father or mother, to think about, for Im a orphing, you see, like yourself, Archie  only a somewhat bigger one.

Well, when wed finished all the coffee, an all the buns, an all the etceterers, he began to advise me not to ha nothin more to do wi grog-shops. I couldnt tell ee the half o what he said  no, nor the quarter  but he made such a impression on me that I was more than half-convinced. To say truth, I was so choke-full o coffee an buns, an etceterers, that I dont believe I could ha swallowed another drop o liquor.

Where are ye goin now? says he, when wed done.

Back to my ship, says I.

Come an ha tea to-morrow wi me an my sister, says he, an well have another talk about Ruperts Land.

I will, says I.

Six oclock, sharp, says he.

Sharps the word, says I.

An, sure enough, I went to his house sharp to time next day, an there I found him an his sister. She was as pretty a craft as I ever set eyes on, wi a modest look an long fair ringlets  just borderin on nineteen or thereaway  but you know her, Archie, so I neednt say no more.

What! is that the same woman thats keeping house for him now in Red River?

Woman! repeated the sailor, vehemently; shes not a woman  shes a angel is Elise Morel. Dont speak disrespectful of her, lad.

I wont, returned Archie with a laugh; but what was the upshot of it all?

The upshot of it, answered the seaman, was that Ive never touched a drop o strong drink from that day to this, an that Im now blown entirely out o my old courses, an am cruisin arter the buffalo on the plains o Ruperts Land.

At this point, their minds being set free from the consideration of past history, they made the discovery that the buffalo runners were nowhere to be seen on the horizon, and that they themselves were lost on the grassy sea.

What shall we do? said the boy, when they had pulled up to consider their situation. You see, although I came out here a good while before you did, he added, half apologetically, Ive never been out on the plains without a guide, and dont know a bit how to find the way back to camp. The prairie is almost as bad as the sea youre so fond of, with a clear horizon all round, and nothing worth speaking of to guide us. An as you have never been in the plains before, of course you know nothing. In short, Jenkins, I greatly fear that we are lost! Why, what are you grinning at?

The terminal question was induced by the fact that the tall seaman was looking down at his anxious companion with a broad smile on his handsome sunburnt countenance.

So were lost, are we, Archie? he said, like two sweet babes on the prairie instead of in the woods. An you think I knows nothin. Well, praps I dont know much, but you should remember, lad, that an old salt wi a compass in his weskit-pocket is not the man to lose his recknin. Ive got one here asll put us all right on that score, for I was careful to take my bearins when we set sail, an Ive been keepin an eye on our course all the way. Make your mind easy, my boy.

So saying, the sailor pulled out the compass referred to, and consulted it. Then he pulled out a watch of the warming-pan type, which he styled a chronometer, and consulted that also; after which he looked up at the clouds  seamanlike  and round the horizon, especially to windward, if we may speak of such a quarter in reference to a day that was almost quite calm.

Now, Archie, boy, the upshot o my cogitations is that with a light breeze on our starboard quarter, a clear sky overhead, an a clear conscience within, you and I had better hold on our course for a little longer, and see whether we cant overhaul the runners. If we succeed, good and well. If not, why, bout-ship, and homeward-bound is the sailin orders. What say ee, lad?

I say whatever you say, Jenkins. If youre sure o the way back, as Ive no doubt you are, why, there couldnt be greater fun than to go after the buffalo on our own account. And  I say, look there! Isnt that somethin like them on the top o the far bluff yonder? A fellow like you, wi sharp sailor-eyes, ought to be able to make them out.

You forget, lad, that I aint a buffalo runner, an dont know the cut o the brutes jibs yet. It does look like somethin. Come, well go an see. Putting their horses to the gallop, the two curiously matched friends, taking advantage of every knoll and hollow, succeeded in getting sufficiently near to perceive that a small herd was grazing quietly in a grassy bottom between two prairie waves. They halted at once for consultation.

Now, then, Archie, said the sailor, examining the priming of his gun, here we are at last, a-goin to begin a pitched battle. Theres this to be said for us, that neither you nor me knows rightly how to go to work, both on us havin up to this time bin trained, so to speak, on hearsay. But what o that? In the language o the immortial Nelson, England expecs every man to do his dooty. Now it seems to me my dooty on the present occasion is to lay myself alongside of a buffalo an blaze away! Isnt that the order o battle?

Yes. But dont go for a bull, and dont go too close for fear he turns sharp round an catches you on his horns. You know the bulls are apt to do that sometimes.

Trust me, lad, Ill keep clear o the bulls.

And you understand how to re-load? asked the boy.

O yes, all right. Dan put me thro the gunnery practice on the way out, an I went through it creditably. Only a slight hitch now and then. Two or three balls in the mouth ready to spit into the gun

Not all at once, though, Jenkins.

In course not, lad: one at a time: no ramming; hit the butt on the saddle; blaze away; one down, another come on  eh?

Thats it, said Archie, eager for the fray. How I wish Dan had let me have a gun!

Safer not, lad. An keep well in rear, for I may be apt to fire wide in the heat of action.

With this final caution, the mariner put his gun on full cock, shook the reins, and trotted quietly forward until he saw that the buffalo had observed him. Then, as he afterwards expressed it, he clapped on all sail-stunsls alow and aloft, and sky-scrapers  and went into action like a true blue British tar, with little Archie Sinclair full sail astern.

He did not, however, come out of action with as much éclat as he went into it, but justice obliges us to admit that he came out victorious.

We cannot do better than give his own description of that action as related beside the camp-fire that night, to a circle of admiring friends.

Well, you must know, he began, after finishing his supper and lighting his pipe, that long-legged frigate o mine that Dan calls a chestnut  though a cocoanut would be more like the thing, if you take size into account  hes as keen for the chase as a small boy arter a butterfly, an before I could say Jack Robinson, amost, he had me into the middle o the herd an alongside o the big bull. Any one could tell it was him, in spite o the dust we kicked up, by reason o the side-glance o his wicked little eye, his big hairy foreid, an his tail stickin out stiff like a crookd spankerboom.

In course I was not a-goin to fire into him, so I gave the frigate a dig wi my heels  tho Id got no irons on em  an tried to shove up alongside of a fat young cow as was skylarkin on ahead. As we went past the bull he made a vicious dab wi his horn, and caught the frigate on her flank  right abaft the mizzen chains, like. Whew! you should ha seen what a sheer she made right away to starboard! If it hadnt bin that I was on the look-out, Id ha bin slap overboard that time, but I seed the squall comin, an, seizin my brutes mane, held on like a monkey wi hand an leg.

Well, before I knew where I was, the cocoan  I mean the chestnut, had me alongside the cow. I stuck the muzzle amost into her ribs, and let drive. Down she went by the head, fairly scuttled, an I could hear young Archie givin a wild cheer astern.

Thats the way to go it, Jenkins! he yelled. Load again.

But it was easier said than done, I can tell you. You see, Ive bin brought up to cartridges all my life, an the change to pullin a stopper out o a horn wi your teeth, pourin the powder into your left hand, wi the gun under your left arm, an the pitchin o the frigate, like as if it was in a cross sea, was raither perplexin. Howsever, it had to be done, for I was alongside of another cow in a jiffy. I nigh knocked out two o my front teeth in tryin to shove the stopper in my mouth. Then, when I was pourin the powder into my hand, I as near as could be let fall the gun, which caused me to give a sort of gasp of anxiety, when two o the three bullets dropped out o my mouth, but I held on to the third wi my teeth. Just then a puff o wind blew the powder out o my hand into the buffalos eyes, causin her to bellow like a fog-horn, an obleegin me to pour out another charge. I did it hastily, as you may well believe, an about three times what I wanted came out. Howsever, I lost a deal of it in pourin it into the gun; then I spat the ball in, gettin another nasty rap on the teeth as I did so, but Id bit the ball so that it stuck half-way down.

It was no time to think o trifles. I gave the butt an extra bang on the pommel to send the ball home, shoved the muzzle right in among the hair an pulled the trigger. There was a bang that sounded to me as if the ships magazine had blown up. It was followed by a constellation o fire-works and  Archie Sinclair must tell you what happened arter that, for I misremember the whole on it. The fire-works closed the scene to me.

Archie, nothing loath, and with glistening eyes, took up the narrative at this point, while the hero of the hour rekindled his pipe.

The fact is, he said, the gun had burst  was blown to atoms; not a bit o the barrel left, and a great lump o the stock struck Jenkins on the head, stunned him, and tumbled him off his horse.

That was the magazine explosion and fire-works, explained Jenkins.

But the queer thing was, continued Archie, that the buffalo fell dead, and, on examining it, we found that a bit o the barrel had been driven right into its brain.

Ay, boy, but it was queerer still that none o the pieces struck me or my horse cept that bit o the stock. An Im none the worse, barrin this lump on the head, that only serves to cock my hat a little more to one side than seems becomin to a sober-minded man.

We were sorry to be able to bring away so little o the meat, said Archie, with the gravity of an old hunter; but, you see, it was too late to send a cart for it after we got back.

Never mind, said Dan Davidson, when the narrative was brought to a close, you have done very well for a beginning.

Moreover, added Fergus, it iss a goot feast the wolves will be havin on the plains this night, an so, Archie, Ill be wishin ye better luck next time.




Chapter Nineteen.

Bright Hopes terminate in Furious War.

Turning once again to the colony at Red River, we introduce the reader to the Scotch settlers in the autumn of the year  at a time when there was some appearance of the commencement of a season of prosperity, after all the troubles that had befallen and surrounded, and well-nigh overwhelmed them in time past.

The Davidson and McKay families had re-established themselves on their farms, rebuilt their houses and planted their fields, and splendid crops of all kinds were now flourishing, ready for spade and sickle.

The soil was found to be excellent. In after years, forty-fold was no uncommon return. In one case, for a bushel of barley sown, fifty-six bushels were reaped; and from a bushel of seed potatoes were obtained one hundred and forty-five bushels! Industry, however, had not at that time been rewarded with such encouraging results, but there was sufficient to indicate cheering prospects in the near future, and to gladden the hearts of the pioneer settlers.

As a good number of these had, under the depressing influence of disappointment and failure in the past, neglected to sow extensively, not a few families were forced again to winter at Pembina, and draw their supplies from the chase to avoid consuming all the seed which alone ensured them against famine. Among these were the Swiss families, most of whom, being watch and clock makers, pastry-cooks, mechanics and musicians, were not well adapted for agricultural pursuits. Perhaps they were as ill-adapted for the chase, but seed takes time to sow and grow, whereas animals need no prolonged nursing  at least from man  and are quickly killed if one can shoot.

The young leader of the Switzers, however, André Morel, soon left his party at Pembina under the care of his lieutenant, and returned to Red River Settlement, bent on mastering the details of husbandry, so as to be able afterwards to direct the energies of his compatriots into a more profitable occupation than the chase.

For this purpose, he sought and obtained employment with the Davidsons in the new and enlarged edition of Prairie Cottage. His sister, Elise, was engaged by old McKay to act as companion and assistant to his daughter Elspie. Both the curly-haired André and the fair, blue-eyed Elise, proved to be invaluable acquisitions in the households in which they had found a home, for both were lively, intelligent companions, hard workers at whatever they undertook, and were possessed of sweet melodious voices. André also performed on the violin, an instrument which has played a prominent part in the wild Nor-West ever since the white-man set down his foot there.

What do you think, Elspie, of my brothers plan, of taking the farm just below this one, after he has had enough experience to be able to work it himself? asked Elise.

It will be very nice to have him settled so near us. Do you think he will take the whole of it?

I think so. You see, the terms on which the Earl has granted the land are so easy, and the supplies of goods, oatmeal, clothing, and farm implements sent us so generous, that André finds he will have money enough to enable him to start. Then, that strong, good-natured seaman, Fred Jenkins, has actually agreed to serve as a man on the farm for a whole year for nothing, except, of course, his food and lodging. Isnt it generous of him?

Do you know why he is going to serve him for nothing? asked Elspie, with a quick look and smile.

No  I do not, returned fair little Elise with an innocent look. Do you?

O no  of course I dont; I can only guess, replied her companion with a light laugh. Perhaps it is because he knows his services as a farm servant cant be worth much at first.

There you are wrong, returned Elise, stoutly. No doubt he is ignorant, as yet, about sowing and reaping and the like, but he is wonderfully strong  just like a giant at lifting and carrying-and he has become quite knowing about horses, and carting, and such things. All that he stipulates for is that he shall board in our house. He says hell manage, somehow, to make enough money to buy all the clothes he wants.

What a delightful kind of servant, said Elspie, with an arch look, which was quite thrown away on Elise, and so disinterested to do it without any reason.

O! but he must have some reason, you know, rejoined Elise. I shouldnt wonder if it was out of gratitude to my brother who was very kind to him  so he says  the first time they met.

Did he say that was his reason? asked Elspie quickly.

No, he did not say so, but he has said more than once that he feels very grateful to my brother, and it has just occurred to me that that may be his reason. It would be very natural  wouldnt it?

Oh, very natural!  very! returned the other. But dyou know, Elise, I dont like your brothers plan at all.

No! why?

Because, dont you see, foolish girl, that it will take you away from me? You will, of course, want to keep house for your brother, and I have become so used to you, short though our intercourse has been, that I dont see how I can get on at all without you?

Never mind, Elspie, dear. It will be a long while before André is ready to take the farm. Besides, by that time, you know, you and Dan will be married, so you wont miss me much  though I confess I should like you to miss me a little.

Elspie sighed at this point. I suspect that our marriage will not be so soon as you think, Elise, she said. Dan has tried to arrange it more than once, but there seems to be a fate against it, for something always comes in the way!

Surely nothing will happen this time, said the sympathetic Elise. Everything begins to prosper now. The crops are beautiful; the weather is splendid; the house is ready to begin to  all the logs are cut and squared. Your father is quite willing, and Dan wishing for the day  what more could you desire, Elspie?

Nothing; all seems well, but She finished the sentence with another sigh.

While the two friends were thus conversing in the dairy, old McKay and Dan Davidson were talking on the same subject in the hall of Ben Nevis.

It iss a curious fact, Taniel, said the old man, with a pleased look, that it wass in this fery room in the old hoose that wass burnt, and about the same time of the year, too, that you would be speakin to me about this fery thing. An I do not think that we will be troubled this time wi the Nor-Westers, whatever  though wan never knows what a tay may bring furth.

That is the very reason, sir, said Davidson, that I want to get married at once, so that if anything does happen again I may claim the right to be Elspies protector.

Quite right, my boy, quite right; though I must say I would like to wait till a real munister comes out; for although Mr Sutherland iss a fery goot man, an an elder too, he iss not chust exactly a munister, you know, as I have said before. But have it your own way, Tan. If my little lass is willin, old Tuncan McKay wont stand in your way.

That night the inhabitants of Red River lay down to sleep in comfort and to dream, perchance, of the coming, though long delayed, prosperity that had hitherto so often eluded their grasp.

Next day an event occurred which gave the poor settlers new cause for grief amounting almost to despair.

Dan Davidson and Elspie were walking on the verandah in front of Ben Nevis at the time. It was a warm sunny afternoon. All around looked the picture of peace and prosperity.

Does it not seem, Dan, as if all the troubles we have gone through were a dark dream  as if there never had been any reality in them? said Elspie.

It does indeed seem so, responded Dan, and I hope and trust that we shall henceforth be able to think of them as nothing more than a troubled dream.

What iss that you will be sayin about troubled dreams? asked old McKay, coming out of the house at the moment.

We were just saying, daddy, that all our troubles seem

Look yonder, Tan, interrupted the old man, pointing with his pipe-stem to a certain part of the heavens. What iss it that I see? A queer cloud, whatever! I dont remember seein such a solid cloud as that in all my experience.

It is indeed queer. I hope its not what Fred Jenkins would call a squall brewin up, for that wouldnt improve the crops.

A squall! exclaimed Jenkins, who chanced to come round the corner of the house at the moment, with a spade on his shoulder. Thats never a squall  no, nor a gale, nor a simoon, nor anything else o the sort that I ever heard of. Why, its growin bigger an bigger!

He shaded his eyes with his hand, and looked earnestly at the object in question, which did indeed resemble a very dense, yet not a black, cloud. For some moments the four spectators gazed in silence. Then old McKay suddenly dropped his pipe, and looked at Dan with an expression of intense solemnity.

It iss my belief, he said in a hoarse whisper, that it is them wee deevils the grasshoppers!

A very few minutes proved old McKays surmise to be correct. Once before, the colony had been devastated by this plague, and the memory of the result was enough to alarm the most courageous among the settlers who had experienced the calamity, though the new arrivals, being ignorant, were disposed to regard the visitation lightly at first. McKay himself became greatly excited when the air became darkened by the cloud, which, ever increasing in size, rapidly approached.

Haste ye, lads, he cried to some of the farm-servants who had joined the group on the verandah, get your spades, picks, an shovels. Be smart now: it is not possible to save all the crops, but we may try to save the garden, whatever. Follow me!

The garden referred to was not large or of great importance, but it was a favourite hobby of the Highlander, and, at the time, was in full bloom, luxuriant with fruit, flower, and vegetable. To save it from destruction at such a time, McKay would have given almost anything, and have gone almost any lengths. On this occasion, not knowing what to do, yet impelled by his eagerness to do something, he adopted measures that he had heard of as being used in other lands. He ordered a trench to be cut and filled with water on the side of his garden nearest the approaching plague, which might  if thoroughly carried out  have been of some use against wingless grasshoppers but could be of no use whatever against a flying foe. It would have taken an army of men to carry out such an order promptly, and his men perceived this; but the master was so energetic, so violent in throwing off his coat and working with his own hand at pick and shovel, that they were irresistibly infected with his enthusiasm, and set to work.

Old Duncan, did not, however, wield pick or shovel long. He was too excited for that. He changed from one thing to another rapidly. Fires were to be kindled along the line of defence, and he set the example in this also. Then he remembered that blankets and other drapery had been used somewhere with great effect in beating back the foe; therefore he shouted wildly for his daughter and Elise Morel.

Here we are, father: what can we do?

Go, fetch out all the blankets, sheets, table-cloths, an towels in the house, girls. It iss neck or nothin this tay. Be smart, now! Take men to help ye.

Two men were very busy there piling up little heaps of firewood, namely, Dan Davidson and Fred Jenkins. What more natural than that these two, on hearing the order given about blankets and table-cloths, etcetera, should quit the fires and follow Elspie and Elise into the house!

In the first bedroom into which they entered they found Archie and Billie Sinclair, the latter seated comfortably in an arm-chair close to a window, the former wild with delight at the sudden demand on all his energies. For Archie had been one of the first to leap to the work when old McKay gave the order. Then he had suddenly recollected his little helpless brother, and had dashed round to Prairie Cottage, got him on his back, run with him to Ben Nevis Hall, placed him as we have seen in a position to view the field of battle, and then, advising him to sit quietly there and enjoy the fun, had dashed down-stairs to resume his place in the forefront of battle!

He had run up again for a moment to inquire how Little Bill was getting on, when the blanket and sheet searchers found them.

All right, he exclaimed, on learning what they came for; here you are. Look alive! Dont stir, Little Bill!

He hurled the bedding from a neighbouring bedstead as he spoke, tore several blankets from the heap, and tumbled rather than ran down-stairs with them, while the friends he had left behind followed his example.

By that time all the inmates and farm-servants of Prairie Cottage had assembled at Ben Nevis Hall, attracted either by sympathy or curiosity as to the amazing fracas which old McKay was creating. Of course they entered into the spirit of the preparations, so that when the enemy at last descended on them they found the garrison ready. But the defenders might as well have remained quiet and gone to their beds.

Night was drawing near at the time, and was, as it were, precipitated by the grasshoppers, which darkened the whole sky with what appeared to be a heavy shower of snow.

The fires were lighted, water was poured into the trench, and the two households fought with blanket, sheet, counterpane, and towel, in a manner that proved the courage of the ancient heroes to be still slumbering in men and women of modern days.

But what could courage do against such overwhelming odds? Thousands were slaughtered. Millions pressed on behind.

Dont give in, lads, cried the heroic and desperate Highlander, wielding a great green blanket in a way that might have roused the admiration if not the envy of Ajax himself. Keep it up, Jenkins!

Ay, ay, sir! responded the nautical warrior, as he laid about him with an enormous buffalo robe, which was the only weapon that seemed sufficiently suited to his gigantic frame; never say die as long as theres a shot in the locker.

Elise stood behind him, lost in admiration, and giving an imbecile flap now and then with a towel to anything that happened to come in front of her.

Elspie was more self-possessed. She tried to wield a jack-towel with some effect, while Dan, Fergus, Duncan junior, Bourassin, André Morel, and others ably, but uselessly, supported their heroic leader. La Certe, who chanced to be there at the time, went actively about encouraging others to do their very best. Old Peg made a feeble effort to do what she conceived to be her duty, and Okématan stood by, calmly looking on  his grave countenance exhibiting no symptom of emotion, but his mind filled with intense surprise, not unmingled with pity, for the Palefaces who displayed such an amount of energy in attempting the impossible.

That self-defence, in the circumstances, was indeed impossible soon became apparent, for the enemy descended in such clouds that they filled up the half-formed ditch, extinguished the fires with their dead bodies, defied the blanket-warriors, and swarmed not only into the garden of old Duncan McKay but overwhelmed the whole land.

Darkness and exhaustion from the fight prevented the people of Ben Nevis Hall and Prairie Cottage from at first comprehending the extent of the calamity with which they had thus been visited, but enough had been seen to convince McKay that his garden was doomed. When he at last allowed the sad truth to force itself into his mind he suffered Elspie to lead him into the house.

Dont grieve, daddy, she said, in a low comforting tone; perhaps it wont be as bad as it seems.

Fetch me my pipe, lass, he said on reaching his bedroom.

Goot-night to you, my tear, he added, on receiving the implement of consolation.

Wont you eat  or drink  something, daddy dear?

Nothing  nothing. Leave me now. We hev had a goot fight, whatever, an it iss to bed I will be goin now.

Left alone the old man lay down in his warrior-harness, so to speak, lighted his pipe, smoked himself into a sort of philosophical contempt for everything under the sun, moon, and stars, and finally dropped his sufferings, as well as his pipe, by falling into a profound slumber.

Next morning when the people of Red River arose, they became fully aware of the disaster that had befallen them. The grasshoppers had made what Jenkins styled a clean sweep from stem to stern. Crops, gardens, and every green herb in the settlement had perished; and all the sanguine hopes of the long-suffering settlers were blighted once more.

Before passing from this subject it may be as well to mention that the devastating hosts which visited the colony at this time left behind them that which turned out to be a worse affliction than themselves. They had deposited their larvae in the ground, and, about the end of the June following, countless myriads of young grasshoppers issued forth to overrun the fields. They swarmed in such masses as to be two, three, and  in some places near water  even four inches deep. Along the rivers they were found in heaps like sea-weed, and the water was almost poisoned by them. Every vegetable substance was devoured  the leaves and even bark of trees were eaten up, the grain vanished as fast as it appeared above ground, everything was stripped to the bare stalk, and ultimately, when they died in myriads, the decomposition of their dead bodies was more offensive than their living presence.

Thus the settlers were driven by stress of misfortune once again to the plains of Pembina, and obliged to consort with the Red-men and the half-breeds, in obtaining sustenance for their families by means of the gun, line, trap, and snare.




Chapter Twenty.

Little Bill becomes a Difficulty.

We must now pass over another winter, during which the Red River settlers had to sustain life as they best might  acquiring, however, in doing so, an expertness in the use of gun and trap and fishing-line, and in all the arts of the savages, which enabled them to act with more independence, and to sustain themselves and their families in greater comfort than before.

Spring, with all its brightness, warmth, and suggestiveness had returned to cheer the hearts of men; and, really, those who have never experienced the long six-or-eight-months winter of Ruperts Land can form no conception of the feelings with which the body  to say nothing of the soul  opens up and expands itself, so to speak, in order to receive and fully appreciate the sweet influences of spring.

For one thing, seven or eight months of cold, biting, steely frost causes one almost to forget that there ever was such a thing as summer heat, summer scents, summer sounds, or summer skies. The first thaw is therefore like the glad, unexpected meeting of a dear old friend; and the trumpet voice of the first goose, the whirring wing of the first duck, and the whistle of the first plover, sounds like the music of the spheres to ones long unaccustomed ears. Then the trickle of water gives one something like a new sensation. It may be but a thread of liquid no thicker than a pipe-stem faintly heard by an attentive ear tinkling in the cold depths far under the ice or snow, but it is liquid, not solid, water. It is suggestive of motion. It had almost been forgotten as a sound of the long past which had forsaken the terrestrial ball for ever.

It does not take a powerful imagination to swell a tiny stream to a rivulet, a river, a lake, a mighty ocean. Shut your eyes for a moment, and, in memory, the ice and snow vanish; the streams flow as in the days of old; flowers come again to gladden the eyes and  but why trouble you, good reader, with all this? We feel, sadly, that unless you have tasted the northern winter no description, however graphic, will enable you to drink in the spirit of the northern spring.

About this time Okématan, the Cree chief, took it into his head that he would go a-hunting.

This last word does not suggest to a dweller in the wilderness that crossing of ploughed lands on horseback, and leaping of hedges, etcetera, which it conveys to the mind of an Englishman. The Cree chiefs notion of spring-hunting was, getting into a birch-bark canoe, with or without a comrade, and going forth on the lakes and rivers of the wilderness with plenty of powder and shot, to visit the native home of the wild-goose, the wild-duck, the pelican, the plover, and the swan.

For such a trip not much is essential. Besides the gun and ammunition referred to, Okématan carried a blanket, a hatchet, several extra pairs of moccasins, a tin kettle in which to boil food, a fire-bag for steel, flint, and tinder, with a small supply of tobacco.

On hearing of his intention, Dan Davidson resolved to accompany him. Dan had by that time associated so much with the chief that he had learned to speak his language with facility. Indeed nearly all the settlers who had a turn for languages had by that time acquired a smattering more or less of Indian and French.

You see, said Dan to the chief, there is not much doing on the farm just now, and I want to see a little of the country round about, so, if you dont object to my company, Id like to go.

The Cree chief will be proud to have the company of the Paleface chief, replied the Indian, with grave courtesy.

Dan wanted to say All right, but was ignorant of the Cree equivalent for that familiar phrase; he therefore substituted the more sober and correct, It is well.

But, said he, you must not call me a Paleface chief, for I am only an ordinary man in my own land  what you would call one of the braves.

Okématan is thought to have a good judgment among his people, returned the Indian, though he has not the snows of many winters on his head, and he thinks that if Danel had stayed in the wigwams of his people beyond the Great Salt Lake, he would have been a chief.

It may be so, Okématan, though I doubt it, replied Dan, but that is a point which cannot now be proved. Meanwhile, my ambition at present is to become a great hunter, and I want you to teach me.

The chief, who was gratified by the way in which this was put, gladly agreed to the proposal.

There is another man who would like to go with us, said Davidson. My friend, Fergus McKay, is anxious, I know, to see more of the lands of the Indian. You have no objection to his going, I suppose?  in another canoe of course, for three would be too many in your small canoe.

Okématan had no objection.

Three would not be too many in the canoe, he said, but two are better for hunting.

Very good. But we will want a fourth to make two in each canoe. Whom shall we invite?

Okématans counsel is, answered the chief, to take a brave who is young and strong and active; whose eye is quick and his hand steady; whose heart never comes into his throat when danger faces him; whose face does not grow pale at the sight of approaching death; whose heart is as the heart of the grisly bear for courage, and yet tender as the heart of a Paleface squaw; whose hand can accomplish whatever his head plans, and whose tongue is able to make a sick man smile.

Davidson smiled to himself at this description, which the chief uttered with the sententious gravity that would have characterised his speech and bearing in a council of war.

A most notable comrade, good Okématan; but where are we to find him, for I know nobody who comes near to that description.

He dwells in your own wigwam, returned the chief.

In Prairie Cottage? exclaimed the other with a puzzled air. You cant mean my brother Peter, surely, for he is about as grave as yourself.

Okématan means the young brave who loves his little brother.

What! Archie Sinclair? exclaimed Dan, with a surprised look. I had no idea you had so high an opinion of him.

Okématan has seen much of Arch-ee: has watched him. He sees that he thinks nothing of himself; that he thinks always for the sick brother, Leetle Beel, and that he will yet be a great chief among the Palefaces.

Well, now you come to mention it, there is something about Archie that puts him high above other boys; and I suppose his unselfishness has much to do with it; but dont you think hes too young, and hardly strong enough?

He is not young. He is fifty years old in wisdom. He is very strong for his size, and he is willing, which makes his strength double.

But he will never consent to leave Little Bill, said Dan.

Okématan had fears of that, returned the Indian, with, for the first time, a look of perplexity on his face. If Arch-ee will not go without Leetle Beel, Leetle Beel must go too.

It was found, on inquiry, that they were right in their surmise. When the proposal was made to Archie that afternoon by Dan, the boys eyes seemed to light up and dance in his head at the prospect. Then the light suddenly went out, and the dancing ceased.

Why, whats the matter, Archie? asked his friend.

Cant go. Impossible! said Archie.

Why not?

Whos to look after Little Bill, I should like to know, if I leave him?

Elspie, of course, said Dan, and Elise, to say nothing of Jessie, mother, and brother Peter.

Archie shook his head.

No, he said, no! I cant go. Elspie is all very well in her way, and so is Elise, but they cant carry Little Bill about the fields and through the bush on their backs; and Peter wouldnt; hes too busy about the farm. No  ever since mother died, Ive stuck to Little Bill through thick and thin. So I wont go.

It was so evident that Archie Sinclairs mind was made up and fixed, and also so obvious that a delicate little boy would be a great encumbrance on a hunting expedition that Dan thought of attempting the expedient of winning Little Bill himself over to his side. He had no difficulty in doing that, for Billie was to the full as amiable and unselfish as his brother. After a short conversation, he made Billie promise to do his very best to induce Archie to go with the hunters and leave him behind.

For you know, Little Bill, said Dan in conclusion, and by way of consoling him, although nobody could take such good care of you as Archie, or make up to you for him, Elspie would take his place very well for a time  .

O yes, I know that well enough, said the poor boy with some enthusiasm; Elspie is always very good to me. Youve no notion how nice she is, Dan.

Hm! well, I have got a sort of a half notion, maybe, returned Dan with a peculiar look. But thats all right, then. Youll do what you can to persuade Archie, and  there he is, evidently coming to see you, so Ill go and leave you to talk it over with him.

Billie did not give his brother time to begin, but accosted him on his entrance with Im so glad, Archie, that youve been asked to go on this hunting expe

O! youve heard of it, then?

Yes, and I want you to go, very very much, because  because

Dont trouble yourself with becauses, Little Bill, for I wont go. So theres an end of it  unless, he added, as if a thought had suddenly occurred to him, unless they agree to take you with them. They might do worse. Ill see about that.

So saying, Archie turned about, left the room as abruptly as he had entered it, and sought out Okématan. He found that chief sitting in La Certes wigwam, involved in the mists of meditation and tobacco-smoke, gazing at Slowfoot.

That worthy woman  who, with her lord and little child, was wont to forsake her hut in spring, and go into the summer-quarters of a wigwam  was seated on the opposite side of a small fire, enduring Okématans meditative gaze, either unconsciously or with supreme indifference.

Hallo! Oké,  thus irreverently did Archie address the chief  had any one else ventured to do so, he might possibly have been scalped Hallo! Oké, Ive been huntin for you all round. Youre worse to find than an arrow in the grass.

It may be said, here, that Archie had learned, like some of the other settlers, a smattering of the Cree language. How he expressed the above we know not. We can only give the sense as he would probably have given it in his own tongue.

Okématans friends can always find him, answered the Indian with a grave but pleased look.

So it seems. But I say, Oké, I want to ask a favour of you. Dan Davidson tells me you want me to go a-hunting with you. Well, Im your man if youll let me take Little Bill with me. Will you?

Leetle Beel is not strong, objected the Indian.

True, but a trip o this sort will make him strong perhaps. Anyhow, it will make him stronger.

But for a sick boy there is danger, said the chief. If Arch-ee upsets his canoe in a rapid, Arch-ee swims on shore, but Leetle Beel goes to the bottom.

Not as long as Arch-ee is there to hold him up, returned the boy.

Waugh! exclaimed the Indian.

Humph! remarked the boy. What dye mean by Waugh, Oké?

Okématan means much that it is not in the power of the tongue to tell, replied the Indian with increasing gravity; and as the gravity increased the cloudlets from his lips became more voluminous.

Arch-ee hopes, nevertheless, that the tongue of Oké may find power to tell him a little of what he thinks.

This being in some degree indefinite, the chief smoked in silence for a minute or two, and gazed at Slowfoot with that dreamy air which one assumes when gazing into the depths of a suggestive fire. Apparently inspiration came at last  whether from Slowfoot or not we cannot tell  for he turned solemnly to the boy.

Rain comes, he said, and when sick men get wet they grow sicker. Carrying-places come, and when sick men come to them they stagger and fall. Frost often comes in spring, and when sick men get cold they die. Waugh!

Humph! repeated the boy again, with a solemnity quite equal to that of the Red-man.

When rain comes I can put up an umbrella  an umbrella. Dyou know what that is?

The Indian shook his head.

Well its a  a thing  a sort of little tent  a wigwam, you know, with a stick in the middle to hold on to and put it up. Dyou understand?

An expression of blank bewilderment, so to speak, settled on the chiefs visage, and the lights of intelligence went out one by one until he presented an appearance which all but put the boys gravity to flight.

Well, well, its of no use my tryin to explain it, he continued. Ill show it to you soon, and then youll understand.

Intelligence began to return, and the chief looked gratified.

What you call it? he asked  for he was of an inquiring disposition a bum-rella?

No, no, replied the other, seriously, an umbrella. Its a clever contrivance, as you shall see. So, you see, I can keep the rain off Little Bill when hes in the canoe, and on shore there are the trees, and the canoe itself turned bottom up. Then, at carryin places, I can carry Little Bill as well as other things. Hes not heavy and doesnt struggle, so we wont leave him to stagger and fall. As to frost  have we not hatchets, and are there not dead trees in the forest? Frost and fire never walk in company, so that Little Bill wont get cold and die, for well keep him warm  waugh!

When human beings are fond of each other disagreement seldom lasts long. Okématan had taken so strong a fancy to Archie that he felt it impossible to hold out; therefore, being a man of strong common sense, he did not attempt the impossible.

Thus it came to pass that, two days later, a couple of birch-bark canoes were launched on the waters of Red River, with Dan Davidson in the stern of one and Fergus McKay acting as his bowman. Okématan took the stern of the other, while Archie Sinclair wielded the bow-paddle, and Little Bill was placed in the middle on a comfortable green blanket with the celebrated bum-rella erected over him to keep off, not the rain, but, the too glorious sunshine.




Chapter Twenty One.

An Auspicious Beginning and Suspicious Ending.

Let loose in the wilderness! How romantic, how inexpressibly delightful, that idea seems to some minds! Ay, even when the weight of years begins to stiffen the joints and slack the cords of life the memory of Gods great, wild, untrammelled, beautiful wilderness comes over the spirit like a refreshing dream and restores for a time something like the pulse of youth.

We sometimes think what a joy it would be if youth could pass through its blessings with the intelligent experience of age. And it may be that this is to be one of the joys of the future, when man, redeemed and delivered from sin by Jesus Christ, shall find that the memory of the sorrows, sufferings, weaknesses of the past shall add inconceivably to the joys of the present. It may be so. Judging from analogy it does not seem presumptuous to suppose and hope that it will be so.

Sufficient unto the day, however, is the joy thereof.

When the two canoes pushed off and swept rapidly over the fair bosom of Red River, the heart of Archie Sinclair bounded with a feeling of exultant joy which it would have been very hard indeed to convince him was capable of increase, while the bosom of his invalid brother was filled with a sort of calm serenity which constituted, in his opinion at the time being, a quite sufficient amount of felicity.

When we add that the other hunters were, in their several ways, pretty much in the same condition as the boys, we have said enough to justify the remark that their circumstances were inexpressibly delightful.

Proceeding some distance up stream they finally diverged into a minor tributary which led to waters that were swarming with water-fowl and other game.

This is a grand burst, Little Bill, said Archie, as he plied his paddle vigorously, and glanced over his shoulder at the invalid behind him.

Prime! answered Billie. Isnt it? he added, with a backward glance at Okématan.

Waugh! replied the reticent savage.

Ay, Waugh! thats all youll get out of him when hes puzzled, said Archie; though what he means by it is more than I know. You must speak respectable English to a Red-skin if you want to convince him. Why, if he had understood you literally, you know  and obeyed you  hed have had something to do immediately with the lock of his gun.

I have often wondered, Archie, returned his brother with a languid smile, what a lot you manage to say sometimes with nothing in it.

Ha! ha!  ho! ho! what a wag youre becoming, Little Bill. But I thank ee for the compliment, for you know its only philosophers that can say an awful lot without amost sayin anything at all. Look at Oké there, now, what a depth of stupidity lies behind his brown visage; what bucketsful of ignorance swell out his black pate, but he expresses it all in the single word Waugh! because hes a philosopher. If he was like La Certe, hed jabber away to us by the hour of things he knows nothin about, and tell us long stories that are nothin less than big lies. Im glad you think me a philosopher, Little Bill, for it takes all the philosophy Ive got to keep me up to the scratch of goin about the world wi you on my back. Why, Im a regular Sindbad the Sailor, only Im saddled with a young man o the plains instead of an old man of the sea. Dee understand what Im saying, Oké?

The chief, who understood little more than that his own name and that of La Certe were mentioned, nodded his head gravely and allowed the corners of his mouth to droop, which was his peculiar way of smiling  a smile that might have been unintelligible to his friends had it not been relieved and interpreted by a decided twinkle in his eyes.

While they were conversing, the two canoes had rounded a rocky point and swept out upon a lake-like expanse in the river, which was perfectly smooth and apparently currentless. Several islets studded its calm breast and were reflected in the clear water. These were wooded to the waters edge, and from among the sedges near their margin several flocks of wild-fowl sprang up in alarm and went off in fluttering confusion.

It chanced that just then a trumpet-like note was heard overhead, as a flock of wild geese passed the spot and came suddenly close within range of the canoes which had been concealed from them by the bushes that fringed the river.

Guns were seized at once by the bowmen in each canoe, but Archie was smarter than Fergus. Before the Highlander had got the weapon well into his hands the boy fired and one of the flock fell into the river with a heavy plunge.

Little Bill signalised the successful shot with a high-toned cheer, and the Indian with a low-toned Waugh, while Fergus made a hurried and therefore bad, shot at the scared flock.

That wass a fery good shot, Archie, remarked Fergus, as the canoes ranged up alongside of the dead bird.

Yours was a very good one, too, Fergus, returned the boy; only not quite straight.

The smile on the face of Okématan proved that he understood the drift of the reply, and that this was the style of humour he appreciated so highly in his young friend. We civilised people may wonder a little at the simplicity of the savage, but when we reflect that the chief had been born and bred among the solemnities of the wilderness, and had been up to that time wholly unacquainted with the humours and pleasantries that sometimes accompany juvenile cheek, our wonder may perhaps be subdued.

This would be a splendid place to camp for the rest of the day, suggested Davidson, while they rested on their paddles after the goose had been secured. We must lay in a small stock of fresh provisions, you know, if we are to push on to-morrow or next day to our hunting ground. What say you, Okématan? he added in Cree, turning to their guide.

The will of the Paleface chief is the wish of Okématan. Let him speak.

Well, then, I vote for encamping on the small island over there, in the middle o the lake  for its far more like a lake than a river hereabouts  that one over which the hawk is hovering.

I vote for it too, said Archie.

So do I, chimed in Little Bill.

I will be sayin ditto to that, put in Fergus.

Moreover, suggested Dan, I vote for roasting the goose at once.

Ay, and eating him right away, said Archie. As the invalid followed this up with a feeble cheer, the proposal was carried into effect without delay.

The islet was low and flat, and so thickly covered with bush that it afforded a most enticing spot for a night-encampment. There was also plenty of dead wood on it, with which to replenish the fire, and various peeps through sundry openings afforded exquisite views of woodland and river with which to charm the eyes. Over all, the sun was pouring his noontide rays in a glorious flood.

We need not waste time in going into the details of the feast that followed: how the goose was delightfully plump and tender  especially tender to teeth that would have scarcely observed the difference if it had been tough  how, in addition to the goose, they had wild-ducks enough  shot earlier in the day  to afford each one a duck to himself, leaving a brace over, of which Okématan ate one, as well as his share of the goose, and seemed to wish that he might eat the other, but he didnt, for he restrained himself; how they drank tea with as much gusto and intemperance as if it had been a modern afternoon; and how, after all was over, the Red-man filled the pipe-head on the back of his iron tomahawk and began to smoke with the air of a man who meant business and regarded all that had gone before as mere childs-play.

The afternoon was well advanced when the feast was concluded, for appetites in the wilderness are not easily or soon satisfied.

I feel tight, said Billie with a sigh and something of pathos in his tone, when he at last laid down his knife  we cannot add fork, for they scorned such implements at that time.

Thats right, Little Bill, said Archie, try another leg or wing  now, dont shake your head. Weve come on this trip a-purpose to make you fat an strong. So you must  here, try this drum-stick. Its only a little one, like yourself, Billie.

True, Archie, but Im too little to hold it. I feel like an egg now.

Hallo! Oké, are you overcome already? asked Archie.

The sun sinks to rest at night and the birds go to sleep. If we intend to hunt we must begin now.

Its always the way, returned the boy with an air of discontent; whenever a fellow gets into a state of extreme jollity theres sure to be something bothersome to come and interrupt us. Obfusticate your faculties with some more smoke, Oké, till Billie and I finish our tea. We cant shoot with half-empty stomachs, you know.

They must be three-quarters full by this time  whatever, remarked Fergus, wiping his clasp-knife on the grass.

Just then, Dan Davidson, who had gone to explore the islet, returned with the information that some hunters must have recently visited the same place, for he had discovered the remains of an encampment at the extreme eastern side, which looked as if it had been recently occupied, for bones of wild-fowl were scattered about, the meat on which was neither dried nor decayed.

On hearing this, Okématan rose quickly, put out his pipe, and stuck the tomahawk in his belt. The sluggish good-natured air of contentment with which he had been smoking vanished; the half-sleepy eyes opened, and a frown rested on his brow as he said, shortly  

Okématan goes to look.

May I go with you? asked Dan.

No. Okématan goes alone. It is known that a band of Saulteaux have been seen. They are roused just now by the actions of the great white chief and the words of my Nation. Rest here till I come. Go on eating. If they are here they may be watching us now.

Dee hear that, Little Bill? Youve got to go on eating, said Archie. Our guide commands it. If you disobey, the rascally Saulteaux will come down upon us somehow.

But Archies light-heartedness was not shared by his older companions. They knew too well that the disturbed state of the country at the time, and especially the ill-will engendered between the Crees and Saulteaux by the ill-advised action of Lord Selkirks agents, rendered an explosion not improbable at any time, and a certain feeling of disappointment came over them when they reflected that the hunting expedition, which they had entered on with so much enthusiastic hope, might perhaps be brought to an abrupt close.

If theres to be any fighting I shall only be in your way, said the invalid in a tone in which there was much of sadness, though none of fear.

Not a bit of it, Little Bill, returned Dan, quickly. Youll be in nobodys way in the canoes. Youre as light as a feather. If we had even to take to the bush, Archie could run with you; an when he gets tired, Fergus and I would think no more o you than a grasshopper.

Iss it carryin him you will be taalkin of? said Fergus. Ay, ay! I would be forgettin that he wass on my back if I had him there.

As he spoke, the Indian returned to the camp with the cat-like tread so characteristic of the Red-man.

A big band has been here, he said. They slept on the island last night, and the signs show that they do not come as friends.

Are you sure of that? asked Dan.

Okématan is sure of nothing. Even the sun may not rise to-morrow.

Had we not better, then, return at once to the Settlement, and tell what we have seen? said Dan.

If we did, the Saulteaux would see us and give chase. Their canoes are big and have strong men in them. They would overtake us soon and our scalps would be swinging at their belts to-morrow.

Not pleesant to think of  whatever, said Fergus.

What, then, do you advise? asked Dan. You understand the ways of the wilderness, and we will follow your lead.

The chief appeared to think for a few moments.

We will remain where we are, he said; only we will send the boys off in one of the canoes, as if to shoot some ducks for us. The Saulteaux will think that we are lazy, idle men, who like to lie in camp and sleep or smoke while the boys hunt for us. When night comes we will escape in the dark and go down the river to warn the settlers.

But what if they attack us before night comes on? asked Dan.

They will not do that, answered the Indian, gravely. They know that we are well supplied with powder and shot. They know that some one must lead in every attack, and that such leaders would be doomed to death. Saulteaux do not love death. They prefer life. They will not come till it is dark.

Ha! ha! laughed Fergus, who seemed greatly tickled with the latter part of the chiefs observation, fery goot! ho! fery goot!  they do not love death, an it iss life they will be preferrin. Ay, ay! It iss the Heelandman that will be of much the same opeenion, only, when fightin hes got to be done, hes not afraid to do it in daylight.

He may not be afraid, Fergus, said Dan, yet I suspect that the Red-mans tactics are often the wisest, for what would be the use of making an attack in daylight, at the cost of several lives, when the attack might be made quite as well, if not better, at night, without the loss, perhaps, of any life at all?

I will not be sayin, returned Fergus, who was of an argumentative disposition, anything at all about attackin by day or by night. I will only be remarkin that the Heelandman iss like the savitch in that he prefers life to death.

Come along to the fire, Fergus, said Dan, laughing; I will argue that out with you.

It will be difficult to argue, then, for there iss no argument in it at all. It is only a statement of opeenion.

Well, but surely it is possible to controvert your opinion! Besides, we are somewhat exposed where we stand. Even an arrow might reach us from the near bank.

Never you fear, Tan. They will not be so foolish as to fire now, instead of attack at night. They are sly  whatever.

While the two friends were thus conversing, the Cree chief was arranging the smaller of the canoes for the use of the young hunters  that is, he took out all the lading, making it so light that it would skim over the water like an egg-shell with the slightest impulse of the paddle.

Youll have to put a big stone in the stern, Oké, said Archie, to make up for Little Bills lightness

For your heaviness, you mean, interrupted the invalid.

No; I mean what I say, Billie, for you are light-headed as well as light-hearted  a sort o human balloon, ready to go up like a rocket at any time  so that even an ornary man like me weighs you down. Besides, Oké, he steers better than me and I shoot better than him. Also, I like the hardest work, so I always take the bow.

Arranging things according to directions, the Indian held the canoe steady while the brothers stepped carefully in  for they had learned from experience that the birch-bark canoe, besides being easily broken, is apt to overturn on small provocation.

Let not Arch-ee go near the river-bank on either side, said the chief in a warning voice, as he was about to shove the frail bark out upon the glassy water. The Saulteaux might catch him. And let him not go far up or down stream. Let him keep among the reeds round the island. There are many ducks there. Shoot plenty, as if Arch-ee had no suspicion  no fear of Indians.

I say, Oké, demanded the lad, with what was meant for an overwhelming frown, do you mean to hint that I have any fear of the Indians?

Okématan has the belief that Arch-ee never knew fear at all, returned the chief, earnestly; that he has the courage of the young buffalo-bull.

Well, Im not quite so sure o that, returned the boy, with a modest look. I would not myself put it quite so strong, you know. But youre a wise chief, and I hope youve got a lot of brothers as wise as yourself. Good-bye, Oké  shove off. Now, then, mind how you steer, Little Bill.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Circumventing the Red-Skins.

For some time the brothers paddled about the sedgy shore of the small islet on which the camp had been pitched, now setting up a flock of ducks and then slipping into the heart of some reeds and concealing themselves until a good chance was obtained at a passing flock of geese.

Archie Sinclair soon laid in enough provision to serve the party for a few meals, for his hand was steady and his eye true.

Little Bill, he said, looking back after one of his successful shots, you must take a shot now. We will go right-about-face, and convert the bow into the stern in the usual way. See, catch hold of the gun.

No, Arch-ee, as Oké calls you, I wont; Im quite content to look on, for your gun kicks like a Mexican mule. Besides, its easy work to steer, and seeing you panting and toiling in the bow makes it seem all the easier. Just you keep blazin away, old man. But, I say, where shall I [image: img172.jpg]steer to now? Im tired o steering among the reeds. Let us push out into the clear water.

You heard what Oké said, objected Archie; we must keep well clear o both shores.

I know that, returned Billie, but he did not forbid us to try the reeds round the other islands; theres a much bigger one, not a quarter of a mile up stream. I think there are some beautiful sedges there where geese are likely to live. Im sure I would choose to live in such a place if I was a goose.

O! then, we must go, Little Bill, for I think it would be hard to keep any one out of his native home.

So saying, he dipped his paddle with vigour, and the light bark shot swiftly over the glancing water.

The sun was beginning to descend towards the western horizon when they drew near to the island, and several flocks of water-fowl had already sprung alarmed from the reeds, when Archie caught sight of a black-and-red-painted visage peering at him from among the bushes.

The boys heart seemed to bound into his throat and his first impulse was to turn the canoe and fly, but Archies mind was quicker even than his hand or eye. All he had ever heard or read of the cool stoicism of the Red-man seemed to flash across his memory, and, with a violent effort, he crushed back the shout that rose to his lips. He could not indeed suppress the look of sudden surprise that swept across his expressive face, but he cleverly adapted it to circumstances.

Look, look! Little Bill, he exclaimed, eagerly, pointing right over the Indians head at a flock of geese that opportunely appeared at the moment in the far distance. Crouch, Bill, lie low, Ill call them. Steer a little more to the left and keep her so.

Thereupon he began a vociferous imitation of the sounds with which Indians are wont to call to geese that may chance to be flying past at a distance. The obedient Billie steered as directed, and thus the canoe was slowly sheered off a little from the shore. It was cleverly done. Whether the savage was deceived or not we cannot tell, but he showed no sign of intention to move or act, though he was within easy range of the boys.

Little Bill, said Archie, in a low voice, such as one might use when anxious not to alarm game, can you do what youre bid at once and exactly?

I can try, was the quiet answer.

Well, then, try your best, Little Bill; for our lives may depend on our action now. Keep your eyes fixed on that flock o geese as long as theyre in sight. Dont look at the shore, whatever I do or say. Look at anything you like, but not at the shore. Theres a Red-skin there. Ive seen him, though he thinks I havent. Now, steer right round and go back the way we have just come, only keep always edging a little off-shore.

As he said this Archie raised himself from his crouching attitude, laid down his gun and resumed his paddle, and in his ordinary free-and-easy tones exclaimed  

Weve lost that chance, Little Bill  mores the pity.

Never mind, answered Billie in the same tone, being resolved to act his part well, theres lots more where these came from. Better luck next time. Where away now?

Keep her just as you go, youre far enough out now. We should start some ducks here.

Thus speaking, and with the air of a leisurely man enjoying himself  with infinite contentment on his ruddy countenance, and with much concern in his agitated soul  Archie took the canoe straight past the very spot where the Indian lay concealed. He felt that audacity was the safest line of action, for he knew that if the savage meant mischief, to pretend absolute ignorance of his existence would be less likely to draw a shot than sudden flight  which, however swiftly carried out, could by no means equal the flight of a bullet. Besides, it was of the utmost importance that he should reach the encampment and report what he had seen without the Indian becoming aware that he had been discovered.

In order to effect his purpose, he not only repassed the hiding-place of the savage but actually shot and picked up another duck while still within range of the enemys gun. Then he directed his brother to steer still more off the island, but very slowly.

Were in no hurry, you see, Little Bill; you havent looked at the shore, I hope?

Never once.

Ha! ha! laughed Archie in high glee at the success of this his first experiment in backwoods warfare; youre a trump, Little Bill!

Id rather be a trump than a trumpet, Archie. If there are more Red-skins about, laughing like that will be sure to rouse them.

Never fear, Billie, my boy. You do as I tell ee. We must keep up the game a bit longer yet. It wont do to hurry back till the sun is lower, so well go over to that small island there an have a try for another duck. Theres sure to be nobody on such a small island as that. Afterwards well drop down in an off-hand, idle-like way to the encampment. Itll be natural to do this when the evenins beginning to set in, an so well stump them Red-skins at their own game. Dee understand?

Yes. Youre a clever chap, Archie.

In pursuance of this deeply laid plan, the brothers crossed over to the small islet referred to, and, after apparently amusing themselves there for a short time, dropped down stream in a leisurely way, reaching the encampment before the evening had fairly set in.

A council of war was immediately held.

You were right in your guess, Okématan, said Davidson. The reptiles will be down on us to-night no doubt. What course does the Cree chief advise?

Okématan advises that the kettle be boiled, the duck roasted, and a good big supper eaten.

It iss fery pleasant advice, no doubt, said Fergus with a broad and rather sarcastic grin, but it iss not warlike!

It seems not a bad preparation for war, anyhow, said Dan; and what after that?

The two boys will sleep and rest while food is preparing, continued the chief. The moon will set before we have done eating, and it will be very dark. The Saulteaux will not attack while the light lasts. When it is quite dark we will go.

If we fix to leave and they chance to attack at the same time, it iss meetin them we will be, Okématan, said Fergus.

To this remark the Indian vouchsafed no reply.

Well, well, Muster Okématan, it iss your own business; you will know best yourself. I will see to stowin away my supper  whatever.

By the time supper was over, the moon had descended into a bank of black clouds on the horizon, and profound darkness brooded over land and water. It was a night such as an attacking party would hail as being most suitable for its work, and of course was proportionately unsuitable for the attacked. The Indian chief displayed no more concern about it than if nothing unusual were pending. After supper, however, he directed that the canoes should be launched and loaded. At the same time he gathered together as much wood as he could, and heaped it on the fire.

You seem determined to give them plenty of light to do their work, remarked Davidson.

They will wait till our fire burns low, said the chief. By that time they will think we are asleep. A sleeping foe is not dangerous. They will come  slowly; step by step; with wide eyes glancing from side to side, and no noise, sly as foxes; timid as squaws! But by that time we will be far on our way back to Red River!

Ay  if we do not meet them comin to attack us, said Fergus.

And how shall we proceed! asked Dan.

As we came, answered the chief. Okématan, with the two boys, will lead. Dan-ell an Fergus will follow. Come.

Led by their guide, the party passed out of the firelight into the dense thicket by which the spot was encompassed almost completely, so that the only visible sign of the encampment from outside was the forks of flame and sparks which rose high above the bushes.

On reaching the shore they found the two boys holding the canoes, close to the land. So intense was the darkness that they could not see the boys or canoes at all till close beside them. Without uttering a word, or making a sound with their moccasined feet, they stepped into the canoes, pushed gently off and glided, ghost-like, into the vast obscurity.




Chapter Twenty Three.

A Midnight Chase, and Dan in Extremity.

For some time they advanced in absolute silence, dipping their paddles so as to make no noise whatever; Dan following as close as possible in the wake of the chief, for it was one of those nights which people describe as being so dark that one cannot see ones hand before ones face.

On reaching the lower end of the lake-like expansion where the river narrowed suddenly and the stream began to be felt, it was discovered that the enemy was in advance of them  that, anticipating some such attempt at escape, they had stationed an ambush at the narrows to cut off their retreat.

Archie was naturally the first to make this discovery, being in the bow of the canoe. He heard no sound, but suddenly there loomed out of the darkness another canoe close to them  so close that they were on the point of running into it when the sharp-witted boy saw it, and, with an adroit turn of his paddle prevented a collision. Then he ceased to paddle, and held his breath. Not knowing what to do next he wisely did nothing, but left matters to Oké and fate!

As they passed, the steersman in the strange canoe uttered something in a low tone. Evidently he mistook them for his friends.

Sh! was Okématans prompt reply  or the Indian equivalent for that caution.

They glided silently and slowly past, but the suspicion of the strange Indian had obviously been aroused, for the paddles of his canoe were heard to gurgle powerfully. Hearing this, Okématan made a stroke that sent his canoe ahead like an arrow, and Archie, who appreciated the situation, seconded the movement.

Stop! exclaimed the strange Indian, in the Saulteaux tongue, but the Cree chief did not feel the duty of obedience strongly upon him just then. On the contrary, he put forth all his strength, but quietly, for he remembered that Dan Davidson was behind.

As there was now no need for concealment, the pursuer uttered a shrill war-whoop which was immediately answered and repeated until the woods rang with the fiendish sound, while half-a-dozen canoes dashed out from the banks on either side, and sought to bar the river.

Now, Arch-ee, said the Cree chief in a low voice, paddle for your life and be a man!

Ill be two men, if you like, Oké, answered the boy, whose courage was of that type which experiences something almost like desperate glee in the presence of imminent danger.

The canoe, obedient to the double impulse and the power of the current, was soon out of hearing of the pursuers.

O! if I only had a paddle I might help you, said Little Bill eagerly.

Yes, an bust your biler, or explode your lungs, or something o that sort, said his brother. No, no, Little Bill; you sit there like a lord or an admiral, an leave men like Oké an me to do all the dirty work.

While he spoke thus flippantly it is but justice to say that Archie was never more anxiously in earnest in his life, and that he strained at his paddle with a degree of energy that made him, perhaps, more than equal to many an average man. So that the canoe forged well ahead of the pursuers and finally got to a part of the river where three islets divided it into several channels, rendering further pursuit in the dark useless if not impossible.

Their comrades, however, were not so fortunate. Left behind by the sudden spurt of his leader, Davidson and his companion exerted themselves to overtake him, but the canoes of the enemy, which were just too late to cut off the retreat of Okématan, were in time to intercept the second canoe. In this emergency Dan swerved aside, hoping to get to the bank before the Saulteaux could discover his exact whereabouts. His intentions were thwarted by the want of caution in his companion.

Iss it to the land ye are going? asked Fergus.

Yes  its our only chance, whispered Dan.

It iss my opeenion murmured the Highlander.

Hush! ejaculated Dan.

But the caution came too late. A listening Red-skin overheard the sounds, and, with a sudden dash was alongside of them. He did not, however, know the vigour of the men with whom he had to deal. While he was in the very midst of a triumphant war-whoop, Dan cut him over the head with the paddle so violently that the instrument became splinters, and the whoop ceased abruptly. At the same time Fergus caught hold of the bow of the enemys canoe with an iron grasp, and, giving it a heave that might have put Samson to shame, fairly overturned it.

Ye can wet your whustle now  whatever, he muttered.

As he spoke, the canoe ran with extreme violence against the invisible bank. At the same moment a random volley was fired from the canoes in rear. Fear lest they should wound or kill a comrade probably caused them to send the whizzing bullets rather high, but for one instant the flame revealed the position of the fugitives, and those who had reserved their fire took better aim.

Take to the bush, Fergus! cried Dan, as he grasped his gun and leaped into the shallow water.

The Highlander stooped to lay hold of his weapon, which lay in the bow of the canoe, just as another volley was fired. The act was the means of saving his life, for at least half-a-dozen bullets whizzed close over his head. Before he could recover himself a strong hand grasped his neck and flung him backwards. Probably a desperate hand-to-hand fight would have ensued, for Fergus McKay had much of the bone, muscle, and sinew, that is characteristic of his race, but a blow from an unseen weapon stunned him, and when his senses returned he found himself bound hand and foot lying in the bottom of a canoe. He could tell from its motion, that it was descending the river.

Meanwhile Dan Davidson, under the impression that his comrade was also seeking safety in the bush, did his best to advance in circumstances of which he had never yet had experience, for, if the night was dark on the open bosom of the river, it presented the blackness of Erebus in the forest. Dan literally could not see an inch in advance of his own nose. If he held up his hand before his face it was absolutely invisible.

In the haste of the first rush he had crashed through a mass of small shrubbery with which the bank of the stream was lined. Then on passing through that he tumbled head over heels into a hollow, and narrowly missed breaking his gun. Beyond that he was arrested by a tree with such violence that he fell and lay for a minute or two, half-stunned. While lying thus, experience began to teach him, and common sense to have fair-play.

A little more of this, he thought, and Im a dead man. Besides, if it is difficult for me to traverse the forest in the dark, it is equally difficult for the savages. My plan is to feel my way step by step, with caution. That will be the quietest way, too, as well as the quickest. Youre an excited fool, Dan!

When a man begins to think, and call himself a fool, there is some hope of him. Gathering himself up, and feeling his gun all over carefully, to make sure that it had not been broken, he continued to advance with excessive caution, and, in consequence, was ere long a considerable distance from the banks of the river, though, of course, he had but a hazy idea as to what part of the country he had attained, or whither he was tending.

As the first excitement of flight passed away, Dan began to feel uneasy prickings of conscience at having so hastily sought safety for himself, though, upon reflection, he could not accuse himself of having deserted his comrades. Okématan and the boys, he had good reason to believe  at least to hope  had succeeded in evading the foe, and Fergus he supposed had landed with himself, and was even at that moment making good his escape into the forest. To find him, in the circumstances, he knew to be impossible, and to shout by way of ascertaining his whereabouts he also knew to be useless as well as dangerous, as by doing so he would make his own position known to the enemy.

He also began to feel certain pricking sensations in his right leg as well as in his conscience. The leg grew more painful as he advanced, and, on examination of the limb by feeling, he found, to his surprise, that he had received a bullet-wound in the thigh. Moreover he discovered that his trousers were wet with blood, and that there was a continuous flow of the vital fluid from the wound. This at once accounted to him for some very unusual feelings of faintness which had come over him, and which he had at first attributed to his frequent and violent falls.

The importance of checking the haemorrhage was so obvious, that he at once sat down and did his best to bind up the wound with the red cotton kerchief that encircled his neck. Having accomplished this as well as he could in the dark, he resumed his journey, and, after several hours of laborious scrambling, at last came to a halt with a feeling of very considerable, and to him unusual, exhaustion.

Again he sat down on what seemed to be a bed of moss, and began to meditate.

Impossible to go further! he thought. I feel quite knocked up. Strange! I never felt like this before. It must have been the tumbles that did it, or it may be that Ive lost more blood than I suppose. Ill rest a bit now, and begin a search for Fergus by the first streak of dawn.

In pursuance of this intention, the wearied man lay down, and putting his head on a mossy pillow, fell into a profound sleep, which was not broken till the sun was high in the heavens on the following day.

When at last he did awake, and attempted to sit up, Dan felt, to his surprise and no small alarm, that he was as weak as a child, that his leg lay in a pool of coagulated gore, and that blood was still slowly trickling from the wound in his thigh.

Although disposed to lie down and give way to an almost irresistible tendency to slumber, Dan was too well aware that death stared him in the face to succumb to the feeling without a struggle. He therefore made a mighty effort of will; sat up; undid the soaking bandage, and proceeded to extemporise a sort of tourniquet with it and a short piece of stick.

The contrivance, rude as it was, proved effectual, for it stopped the bleeding, but Dan could not help feeling that he had already lost so much blood that he was reduced almost to the last stage of exhaustion, and that another hour or two would probably see the close of his earthly career. Nothing, perhaps, could have impressed this truth upon him so forcibly as his inability to shout when he tried to do so.

In the faint hope that Fergus might be within call, he raised his voice with the full knowledge that he ran the risk of attracting a foe instead of a comrade. The sound that complied with the impulse of his will would have made him laugh if he had not felt an amazing and unaccountable disposition to cry. Up to that period of his life  almost from his earliest babyhood  Dan Davidsons capacious chest had always contained the machinery, and the power, to make the nursery or the welkin ring with almost unparalleled violence. Now, the chest, though still capacious, and still full of the machinery, seemed to have totally lost the power, for the intended shout came forth in a gasp and ended in a sigh.

It was much the same when he essayed to rise. His legs almost refused to support him; everything appeared to swim before his eyes, and he sank down again listlessly on the ground. For the first time, perhaps, in his life, the strong man had the conviction effectually carried home to him that he was mortal, and could become helpless. The advantage of early training by a godly mother became apparent in this hour of weakness, for his first impulse was to pray for help, and the resulting effect  whether men choose to call it natural or supernatural  was at least partial relief from anxiety, and that degree of comfort which almost invariably arises from a state of resignation.

After a brief rest, the power of active thought revived a little, and Dan, again raising himself on one elbow, tried to rouse himself to the necessity of immediate action of some sort if his life was to be saved.

The spot on which he had lain, or rather fallen down, on the preceding night happened to be the fringe of the forest where it bordered on an extensive plain or stretch of prairie land. It was surrounded by a dense growth of trees and bushes, except on the side next the plain, where an opening permitted of an extensive view over the undulating country. No better spot could have been chosen, even in broad daylight, for an encampment, than had been thus fallen upon by the hunter in the darkness of night.

But the poor man felt at once that this advantage could be of no avail to him, for in the haste of landing he had thought only of his gun, and had left his axe, with the bag containing materials for making fire, in the canoe. Fortunately he had not divested himself of his powder-horn or shot-pouch, so he was not without the means of procuring food, but of what use could these be, he reflected, if he had not strength to use them?

Once again, in the energy of determination, he rose up and shouldered his gun with the intention of making his way across the plain, in the hope that he might at all events reach the wigwam of some wandering Indian, but he trembled so from excessive weakness that he was obliged to give up the attempt, and again sank down with feelings akin to despair.

To add to his distress, hunger now assailed him so violently that he would have roasted and eaten his moccasins  as many a starving man had done before him, though without much benefit  but even this resource was denied him for the want of fire, and raw moccasin was not only indigestible but uneatable!

Still, as it seemed his only hope, he gathered a few dry twigs and sticks together, drew the charge from his gun and sought to kindle some mossy lichen into flame by flashing the priming in the pan of the lock. Recent rains had damped everything, however, and his attempts proved abortive. Fortunately the weather was warm, so that he did not suffer from cold.

While he was yet labouring assiduously to accomplish his purpose, the whir of wings was heard overhead. Glancing quickly up, he perceived that a small flock of willow-grouse had settled on the bushes close to him. He was not surprised, though very thankful, for these birds were numerous enough and he had heard them flying about from time to time, but that they should settle down so near was exceedingly opportune and unexpected.

With eager haste and caution he rammed home the charge he had so recently withdrawn  keeping his eyes fixed longingly on the game all the time. That the birds saw him was obvious, for they kept turning their heads from side to side and looking down at him with curiosity. By good fortune grouse of this kind are sometimes very stupid as well as tame. They did not take alarm at Dans motions, but craned their necks and seemed to eye him with considerable curiosity. Even when he tried to take aim at them their general aspect suggested that they were asking, mentally, What next?

But Dan found that he could not aim. The point of the gun wavered around as it might have done in the hands of a child.

With a short  almost contemptuous  laugh at his ridiculous incapacity, Dan lowered the gun.

Stupid as they were, the laugh was too much for the birds. They spread their wings.

Now or never! exclaimed Dan aloud. He pointed his gun straight at the flock; took no aim, and fired!

The result was that a plump specimen dropped almost at his feet. If he had been able to cheer he would have done so. But he was not, so he thanked God, fervently, instead.

Again the poor man essayed to kindle a fire, but in trying to do this with gunpowder he made the startling discovery that he had only one more charge in his powder-horn. He therefore re-loaded his gun, wiped out the pan and primed with care, feeling that this might be the last thing that would stand between him and starvation. It might have stood between him and something worse  but of that, more hereafter.

Starving men are not particular. That day Dan did what he would have believed to have been, in him, an impossibility  he drank the blood of the bird and ate its flesh raw!

After all, thought he, while engaged in this half-cannibalistic deed, whats the difference between raw grouse and raw oyster?

It is but right to add that he did not philosophise much on the subject. Having consumed his meal, he lay down beside his gun and slept the sleep of the weary.




Chapter Twenty Four.

A Desperate Situation.

Awaking next morning much refreshed, but with a keen appetite for more grouse, Dan Davidson sat up and reflected. He felt that, although refreshed, the great weakness resulting from excessive loss of blood still rendered him almost helpless, and he knew that making new blood was a process that required good feeding and considerable time. What, then, was to be done?

He had scarcely asked himself the question when a rustle in the bushes near him caused him to look quickly round and seize his gun. But the noise was not repeated, and nothing could be seen to justify alarm. Still Dan felt that the sound justified caution; he therefore kept his gun handy, and loosened in its sheath the scalping-knife which he always carried in his belt  for eating purposes, not for scalping.

Thus he sat for nearly an hour with an uncomfortable sensation that danger of some sort lurked near him, until he almost fell asleep. Then, rousing himself he proceeded to breakfast on the bones and scraps of the previous nights supper.

While thus engaged he tried to make up his mind what course he ought to pursue  whether to remain where he was until his friends should have time to find him  for he felt sure that Okématan would escape and reach the Settlement, in which case a search for him would certainly be set on foot  or whether he should make a desperate effort to stagger on, and ultimately, if need be, creep towards home. The pain of his wound was now so great as to render the latter course almost impossible. He therefore resolved to wait and give his friends time to institute a search, trusting to another shot at willow-grouse for a supply of food.

He had scarcely made up his mind to this plan when the rustling in the bushes was repeated again. Seizing his gun, which he had laid down, Dan faced round just in time to see the hindquarters and tail of a large grey wolf disappearing in the bushes.

To say that he felt considerable alarm when he saw this is not to stamp him with undue timidity, for he would have rejoiced to have had the wolf in his clutches, then and there, and to engage in single combat with it, weak though he was. What troubled him was his knowledge of the fact that the mean spirited and sly brute was noted for its apparent sagacity in finding out when an intended victim was growing too feeble to show fight  either from wounds or old age  and its pertinacity and patience in biding the time when an attack could be made with safety.

Had this horrible creature discerned, by some occult knowledge, that the sands in his glass were running low? Was it to be his fate to face his glaring murderer until he had not vital power left to grapple with it, or to guard his throat from its hideous fangs? These were questions which forced themselves upon him, and which might well have caused the stoutest heart to shrink from the threatened and terrible doom.

In the strength of his emotion he had almost fired at a venture at the spot where the brute had disappeared; but luckily the remembrance that it was his last charge of ammunition came to him in time, and he had the resolution to restrain himself even when his finger was on the trigger.

Dan now perceived that he must not venture to remain on the spot where he had passed the night, because, being surrounded on three sides by shrubbery, it afforded his grisly foe an opportunity to approach from any quarter, and spring on him the moment he should find him off his guard.

There was a natural bank of earth out on the plain about three or four hundred yards off, with neither trees nor bushes near it. The bank was not more than four feet high, and the top slightly overhung its base, so that it afforded some slight protection from the sun. To this spot Dan resolved to betake himself, and immediately began the journey  for a journey it surely was, seeing that the hunter had to do it on hands and knees, lifting his gun and pushing it before him, each yard or so, as he went along. The inflammation of his wound rendered the process all the slower and more painful, and a burning thirst, which he had no means of slaking, added to his misery.

By the time he had passed over the short distance, he was so much exhausted that he fell at the foot of the bank almost in a swoon.

Evidently the wolf imagined that its time had now come, for it sneaked out of the wood when the hunter fell, and began cautiously to advance. But Dan saw this, and, making a desperate effort, arose to a sitting posture, leaned his back against the bank, and placed his gun across his knees.

Seeing this, the wolf sat down on its haunches, and coolly began to bide its time.

Ha! you brute! muttered Dan, I could easily stop your mischief if my strength wasnt all gone. As it is, I dare not give you my last shot till you are so close that you can look down the barrel o my gun.

From this point a watch of endurance began on both sides  the brute, of course, unaware of the deadly weapon which its intended victim held, and the man fully aware of the fact that if he should venture to lie down and sleep, his doom would be sealed.

It is impossible for any one who has not had trial of similar experiences to imagine the rush of thought and feeling that passed through the brain and breast of Dan Davidson during the long dreary hours of that terrible day. Sometimes he fell into a half-dreamy condition, in which his mind leaped over forests and ocean to bonnie Scotland, where his days of childhood were spent in glorious revelry on her sunny banks and braes. At other times the memory of school-days came strong upon him, when play and lessons, and palmies were all the cares he had; or thoughts of Sabbaths spent with his mother  now in the church, now in the fields, or at the cottage door learning Bible stories and hearing words of wisdom and the story of the crucified One from her lips. Then the scene would change, and he was crossing the stormy ocean, or fighting with Red-skins, or thundering after the buffalo on the wide prairies. But through all the varied fabric of his thoughts there ran two distinct threads, one golden, the other black. The first we need hardly say was Elspie McKay; the second was that awful wolf which sat there glaring at him with a hang-dog expression, with the red tongue hanging out of its mouth, and from which he never for a moment allowed his eyes to wander.

As evening began to draw on, the situation became terrible, for Dan felt that the little strength he had left was fast sinking. The efforts by which he had succeeded in rousing himself in the earlier parts of the day were failing of their effect. Then a strange and sudden change occurred, for, while he knew that the end of the trial was rapidly approaching, he began to experience a feeling of indifference  the result, no doubt, of excessive weariness  and almost a wish that all was over. Nevertheless, whenever that wolf moved, or changed its position ever so little, the instinct of self-preservation returned in full force, and Dan, pulling himself together, prepared to defend himself desperately to the last gasp.

While the two were thus glaring at each other, Dan was startled and thoroughly aroused from his irresistible lethargy by a loud report.

Next moment he saw the wolf extended dead upon the plain.




Chapter Twenty Five.

Adventures of Fergus and his Friends.

In order to account for the sudden death recorded in the last chapter, we must turn aside to follow for a little the fortunes of Fergus McKay.

It will be remembered that the vigorous Highlander, after overturning the Indian canoe and running his own canoe on shore, was seized by the neck, while in the act of reaching forward to grasp his gun, and captured.

Now, Fergus was of an unusually knowing and wily nature. He possessed what some would call more than his share of readiness in action and sagacity in counsel, though his ordinary reticence and sluggishness of manner concealed those qualities to some extent.

Being endued, also, with more than the average allowance of that bodily strength for which his countrymen are famous, his first impulse was to exert his powers and show fight, but he had been taken suddenly at a disadvantage and thrown on his back into the bottom of the canoe, and at least three pair of very muscular hands grasped his throat and other parts of his person. That they were strong hands he felt; that they belonged to big strong savages he had every reason to believe  though it was too dark to see  and that scalping-knives and tomahawks were handy to them he knew to be highly probable. He therefore promptly made up his mind as to his course of action, and at once began to play his part. Making a very feeble resistance  just enough, in short, to deceive  he begged for mercy in soft, rather tremulous and very abject tones. True, his language was English  at least that sort of English to which the mountaineers of Scotland are addicted  but he trusted to the tone and manner of his speech, not to the sense, which Saulteaux, he knew, could not be expected to understand.

Oh! then, dont be hard on me. Dont kill me, goot shentlemen, he whined. It iss a poor worthless thing I am  whatever!

These remarks, and a few similar appeals for mercy, were accompanied with many dismal groans, as his captors were dragging him up the bank of the stream. Pausing for a moment, one of them produced a cord, with which they proceeded to bind their cowardly and unresisting prisoner.

Whether the Indians were deceived by their victims tones and manner, and the soft condition of his carefully relaxed muscles, we cannot tell, but it seemed as if such were the case, for some of the brief remarks made by his captors had in them a smack of undisguised contempt, and when the cord was being put round his arms he felt that the grip of his captors was slightly relaxed.

Now or never was his chance! Hurling the men on either side of him right and left, he delivered two random blows in front, one of which happily took effect on a savage chest, the other on a savage nose, and cleared the way in that direction. With a bound like that of one of his own mountain deer, he cleared the bank, and plunged into the river.

In ordinary circumstances an attempt of this kind would have been worse than useless, for the Indians would not only have jumped into their canoes and overtaken the fugitive, but some of them would have run down the bank of the stream to prevent a landing. Some such attempt was indeed made on the present occasion, but the intense darkness was in favour of Fergus, and the searching canoes only ran into each other, while the searchers on land were still more at a disadvantage.

Now, Fergus McKay was as much at home in water as an otter or a musk-rat. Indeed he had been known among his playmates in the old country as the Water-rat. When, therefore, he plunged into the river, as described, he took care to hold his breath as if for a long dive, and drifted with the current a considerable distance as motionless as a dead man. The Indians listened intently, of course; for his coming to the surface; for the breathing, and, it might be, for the splashing that would be natural after such a leap, but no breathing or splashing met their ears, for when Fergus put up his head, far down the stream, he only let out his nose and mouth for a gentle inspiration, and sank again.

It iss circumventin you at your own trade, fightin you wi your own claymore, that I will be doin, he thought, as he rose a second time, and swam softly with the stream.

Fergus had the advantage of being well acquainted with the river in which he was swimming, as well as with the lands in its neighbourhood, and he knew that there was a certain bend in the stream which it would take the canoe of Okématan a considerable time to traverse. By cutting across a narrow neck of land there was, therefore, a possibility of his intercepting the canoe.

The Saulteaux, of course, might have also taken advantage of this circumstance, but they could have done so only on foot, and they knew that without canoes they could not arrest the progress of the fugitives.

Reaching the spot where he wished to land, by intuition almost, the Highlander soon found himself on the bank, squeezed the water out of his garments, and set off as quickly as he dared in such darkness. By good fortune he happened to cross a hunters track or path  like a sheep-run  with which he was familiar, and, by following it, was able to advance much more rapidly. In a short time he again came out on the left bank of the river. There he sat down on a boulder to listen. Profound was his attention to every sound  as profound, almost, as his anxiety, for he knew that if the canoe should have already passed he would be obliged to make his way back to the Settlement on foot by a straight course, which meant a slow, toilsome march, scrambling through pathless woods, wading morasses, and swimming across rivers.

He had been seated thus for about half-an-hour, and in his impatience was giving way to despondency, when the plash of water smote upon his ear. Cocking the said ear attentively, he was rewarded with another smite, and, in a few minutes, distinctly heard the sound of paddles.

He put his hands to his mouth forthwith, and uttered a peculiar cry.

Instantly the sound of the paddles ceased as Archie Sinclair, looking over his shoulder, said  

Did you hear that, Oké?

Before Oké could reply, the cry was repeated.

It is Fer-gus, said the Indian, answering to the cry, and steering in the direction whence it came. Are you sure, Oké?

Okématan never speaks till he is sure  waugh!

Hm! Im not so sure o that, muttered the boy to himself.

A few seconds put the matter at rest, for the voice of the Highlander was heard, as they cautiously drew near, saying  

Iss it you?

I think it is! replied Archie; why, man, where are you? I can see nothing.

Wow! man, but I am gled, said Fergus; just follow your nose, Archie, an youll be all right.

Another moment, and the canoe was checked by Fergus, who had stepped into the water to prevent its being injured against the stones.

You better gie me the paddle, Archie, an sit beside Little Bill. It iss tired o paddlin you will be by now.

But where is Dan? asked Archie as he complied with this request.

That iss more than I can tell you, boy, but hes safe enough I doubt not, for I heard him gie a cheer as he jamp into the wuds, an its beyont the power o a mortal Red-skin to chase an active man on a night like this.

Thereupon Fergus gave a brief account of all that had happened after the canoes were parted  as far as he knew it  and then an earnest council of war was held as to what was the best course to pursue in the circumstances. Being the youngest brave, (for Little Bill was ignored in this matter), Archie was invited to give his opinion first. This was well, because, being enthusiastic and irrepressible, he would probably have given his opinion first at any rate.

My opinion is, he said, promptly, that we turn right-about, and go back to find Dan, even though we should have to fight the whole Saulteaux nation!

That iss well spoken, said Fergus with something of sarcasm in his tone; but as we hev only two guns amang us, a tomahawk, an a knife or two, without any claymores at all, I would like to know what we are to fecht with? Moreover, what is to become o Little Bill when we are fechtin? It iss my opeenion that we put the command o our expeedition in the hands of Okématan, an leave him to do what he thinks best.

Arch-ee is a true brave, said the Indian, but he is young. When the wrinkles of age are on his brow he will be a great chief. Okématans heart is with him to turn back and fight, but wisdom says, go to the Settlement, get men, and return as fast as you can.

Then the sooner we set about it the better, for when wans mind is made up, talk iss only lost time.

With that he shoved the canoe off into the stream, and paddling was resumed with redoubled vigour.

They proceeded in silence till the blush of rosy day in the east dispelled the intense darkness. Then, pulling ashore, they kindled a small fire, and, while the chief re-gummed the seams of the canoe, which leaked a little, the others prepared and ate a hasty breakfast.

They were still engaged with this meal, and discussing, not very hopefully, the possibility of reaching Red River Settlement and returning in time to render relief to Dan  supposing that he should require relief  when the sound of fast-dipping paddles was heard beyond the bend of the river just below them.

Another moment, and four large canoes, each manned by eight men, swept into view, their red sides glowing in the morning sun, and their occupants driving the water behind them in foam by the vigour of their strokes.

At first it was supposed that this was another band of Indians proceeding, possibly, to join that from which they had just escaped; but the fugitives were speedily undeceived by the appearance of the men as they drew nearer.

I would be thinkin that the man in the bow o the first canoe is Antoine Dechamp, said Fergus, as he stood peering over the bushes at the advancing brigade.

Im sure its Dechamp. Id know him a mile off, said Archie.

Ay, an they hev got sight o the smoke of our fire, too, added Fergus.

It is Dechamp, said Okématan, decisively, as he stepped into the open and held up his hand to the new arrivals.

A cheer was raised by those in the canoes when the Cree chief was recognised, and the flotilla, coming on at full speed, soon reached the bank.

Explanations were speedily exchanged, and our fugitives learned that news had been carried to the Settlement of the approach of the very band of Saulteaux whom they had encountered, and a band of fiery young men, led by Dechamp, had come out to meet them for the purpose of asking them whether they meant their visit to be friendly, or whether they wished to measure their strength with the men of Red River; as, if so, a sample had come out for the express purpose of accommodating them!

On hearing the news that Okématan and Fergus had to give, the men  most of whom were half-breeds connected with Cree families  gave a cheer and voted for an immediate advance against the Saulteaux. This, after very brief palaver, was unanimously agreed to.

Youll not object to return with us, I suppose? asked Dechamp of Fergus.

Iss it objectin to a fecht you will mean?

Well  its not unlikely that there may be something of the sort going if we meet.

Did you ever hear of a McKay objectin to a fecht, Antoine?

Dechamp laughed.

Well, he said, I know Okématan wont object to turn back, and show us the way to the place where he met the reptiles.

Okématan was on his way to seek for help, said the Indian quietly.

Every one being agreed on this point, the whole band re-embarked, and proceeded on their way up the river. They advanced rapidly, for although the stream was against them it was so sluggish as to be scarcely appreciable, and by keeping near to the banks they were not delayed by it at all.

Towards the afternoon the place where the struggle had taken place was reached, but no Saulteaux were to be seen. They had taken their departure, and, from the fact that several small things belonging to them had been left behind, it seemed not unlikely that they had obtained information of the expedition sent out against them, and had departed in haste.

It iss of no use, said Fergus, when this became evident, for us to keep up a stern-chase after them. They have got too much of a start, so it seems to me, boys, we could not do better than follow up the tracks of Daniel Davidson an make sure that he has got clear away from them.

To this proposal there was much objection at first, for it involved some of the party quitting the canoes and journeying no one could tell how far through the woods on foot.

Besides, said one, Dan is quite able to take care of himself, and if he got off in the dark, as you tell us he did, theres not a man in the Saulteaux nation could come up with him either in dark or light.

That may be all fery true, my frund, returned Fergus, nevertheless Im goin to follow up his track, for it is sure that he took no proveesions wi him, an it was too dark for me to see if he escaped wi his gun. Dan is a strong man, but the strongest man will be findin himself in diffeeculties without grub. It iss followin up his trail I will be doin, wi some proveesions on my back, if wan or two o you will go wuth me.

I will go, said Archie Sinclair, promptly, if some o you will promise to take care o Little Bill.

A laugh greeted this offer, and half-a-dozen of the men at once agreed to take good care of the invalid.

Moreover, said Dechamp, whoever goes need not go further than the Pine Portage. The party on foot will have found out, before the canoes reach that, whether Dan has got clear off, and they can rejoin the canoes at the Portage. So, Fergus, Ill join your party too. Who else will go?

Okématan and Jacques Bourassin here stepped forward, but none of the others seemed disposed to undertake the tramp.

There iss enough of us  whatever, remarked the Highlander as he and the others put some provisions into their wallets and shouldered their guns. You will be our leader, Antoine Dechamp. It iss yourself that knows the outs an ins o the land better than any of us  except Okématan, may be  but I dar say hes not as weel acquaint wi the Red River woods as wi the plains.

The chief bowed a dignified assent to this proposition, which, however, he hardly understood.

Dechamp, being accustomed to lead, accepted the position at once, stepped off on the trail of Dan, which had been made distinctly visible when he went crashing through the underwood the day before. Fergus followed, and Bourassin came third.

Now, then, said Archie, looking into the chiefs face, come along, Oké. You and I will form the rearguard, which is the position of danger and honour in warfare o this sort  at least if it isnt, it ought to be. Take care o yourself, Little Bill. Well soon find Dan. Good-bye.

So saying, the rearguard of the column vanished into the forest, and the others, returning to their canoes, began to descend the river.

Archie was nearer the mark than he imagined when he said they would soon find Dan. The distance which it had taken our hero so long to traverse in the dark was comparatively short, and the light was only beginning to fade when they came to the edge of the wood where Dan had spent the night.

Dechamp, of course, was first to come upon his encampment, and the instant he entered it he observed the open space giving a view of the plain beyond. He also saw the wolf sitting on his haunches about two hundred yards off.

Quick as the lightning flash his gun flew to his shoulder. Dechamp was a first-rate shot. He fired, and, as we have seen, the wolf stretched himself in death upon the plain.

Thus was Dan Davidson rescued at almost the eleventh hour.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Home-Coming and Bargaining.

The return of the hunting party to Red River Settlement was an illustration of the uncertainty of all human affairs. They went forth rejoicing in all the strength of youth and manhood; they returned in sorrow, with one at least of the strong men reduced to the last stage of weakness.

We would not be understood to refer to this in a pessimistic spirit. On the contrary, the optimistic view suggests the very same idea of uncertainty, though in a pleasant aspect; for does not many a day that dawns in cloud and rain progress to brilliant sunshine? while equally true it is that many a life which begins in sorrow culminates in joy.

Okématan, who was intensely philosophical and inquisitive, had been carrying on a semi-speculative conversation with Billie on this very subject while descending the Red River towards Prairie Cottage  much to the perplexity of the invalid, who scarce knew how to answer the chiefs queries, and greatly to the interest of Archie, who wondered at Little Bills powers of reply.

By the way, said Archie, when you two have settled that knotty point, will you tell me who is to take the news of Dans accident to Mrs Davidson? Well have to carry him up to the house, you know, on a blanket tween two poles, an shell be sure to think that hes dead, or has been killed, an thatll half-kill her, itll give her such a fright. Somebody will have to go on ahead and tell her.

I will, if you like, said Billie; if youll only carry me up to the garden gate and set me down, I can easily walk up the path.

This proposal had just been agreed to when the whole flotilla of canoes paddled up alongside of the bank close under Prairie Cottage.

It was evening at the time. The Davidson family was at supper, and as the canoes had approached very quietly, with Dan in the leading one, no person stood on the bank to welcome them.

Its as well they dont know, said Archie, jumping on shore. Now, Little Bill, come along, and Ill carry you to the gate while theyre arranging matters for Dan.

Seated at the foot of the family table was Peter Davidson. He could see the garden path through the window.

Hallo! mother, he exclaimed, dropping his knife and fork, there is Little Bill or his ghost coming up the track.

Impossible, Peter, said the good lady, with, however, a look of anxiety which showed she believed that, or something else, to be quite possible.

Look for yourself, mother, cried Peter, springing up and running out.

It is Billie, said Jessie, reflecting her mothers anxiety; what can have brought them back so soon?

Peter re-entered at the moment with Little Bill in his arms. He set the boy down and again ran out.

Taking the widows trembling hand in both of his, Billie addressed her as mother, like the rest of the family.

Dan has been hurt, he said, in his soft way, and hes come home to get well. They will bring him up directly.

Is he too ill to walk? asked the widow.

No, not too ill  but too weak, answered the matter-of-fact Billie. Indeed he is not ill at all, but he has lost a heap of blood, for they shot him.

Jessie waited to hear no more, but immediately followed Peter, and the small servant Louise followed suit; leaving the widow in a half-fainting condition with the boy. But she did not remain long thus, for just then old Duncan McKay entered by the back-door.

It will be bad news youve been hearin, Mrs Davidson, he said, in some surprise, pouring out a glass of water as he spoke, and considerately handing it to the widow.

Yes  O yes! Ive just heard that Dan has been shot.

Bless my soul! exclaimed the horrified old man, almost falling into a chair. Iss  iss he tead?

No, thank God  only weak from loss of blood. Hell be here directly.

That iss goot news  whatever; for as long as theres life theres hope.

Trying to comfort himself, as well as his friend, with this truism, the old man staggered out of the house in search of those who had gone before.

Soon a sad procession was seen coming up the path, led by Archie. Four men carried Dan on a rudely-extemporised litter. His bloodless face and lips gave him the appearance of death, but the glow in his eyes told of still unexhausted life.

Ill be all right, mother, he said feebly, as they laid him on his bed. I only want food and rest. Thank God  home at last!

As he spoke, a quiet step was heard, and Elspie, with a face as pale as his own, knelt by his bedside and took his hand.

That touch was the first impulse the youth received towards decided recovery. Old McKay perceived the change in his countenance.

Yes, yes! ay, ay! he exclaimed, pacing violently up and down the room, he wants nothin but victuals an rest  steaks an shops, and plenty o whusky an water  hot. Dont be croodin about him an botherin him. Come away, and leave him to his mother, an send for the doctor. Has no wan gone for him yet?

Yes; Peter has just started. I heard the clatter of his horses feet, said Jessie.

It iss not the doctor that will put him right, whatever, muttered the old man, as he left the room, followed by most of the family.

And the doctor himself held the same opinion; for he said, on returning to the reception hall after seeing his patient  

It will be a considerable time before he recovers, for the fountain of life had been well-nigh drained when he fortunately extemporised that tourniquet. But theres no fear of him: all that he wants is food, rest, and peace of mind.

An whusky, doctor, added old McKay. Dont forget the best pheesic; an I hev goot store of it, too, in my cellar at Ben Nevis.

Im not so sure about the whisky, Mr McKay, returned the doctor with a laugh. I think we shall manage to pull him through without that.

The other requisites for recovery were applied without stint at Prairie Cottage; for, despite the misfortune which had attended the cultivation of the soil, the Davidsons had a little money, which enabled them to buy provisions and other necessaries, obtainable from the Hudson Bay Company, and thus tide over the disastrous year in greater comfort than fell to the lot of many of the other settlers.

Thus Dan was well looked after. His brother Peter found the food  at least much of it  on the prairie and in the woods; his sister Jessie cooked it; Louise helped, looked on, and learned; home afforded rest; Elspie supplied the peace of mind  at least as much of it as it was possible for a fellow-mortal to supply; and his mother superintended all. Add to this that Archie Sinclair cheered him with miscellaneous gossip; that Little Bill read to him, or entertained him with serious talk and grave speculation; that André Morel and his sister often entertained him with song; that on such occasions Jenkins, the sailor, frequently amused him with nautical tales; that old Peg sometimes came from Ben Nevis to gaze at him tenderly; and that Okématan came to glare at him more or less affectionately  and we have said enough to warrant the conclusion that Dan Davidson had a pretty good time of it in spite of his weak condition.

Nevertheless Dan was not quite happy. He could not get rid of the memory of Henri Perrins murder, and the terrible thought that Elspies brother Duncan had some sort of guilty knowledge of it. These thoughts he buried deep, however, in his own breast, and even tried to forget them. Vain effort! for does it not stand to reason that the thing we strive most earnestly to forget is the very thing which, by that effort, we are fixing with a deeper stamp on memory?

François La Certe was somewhat exercised about the same question, about the same time.

That estimable member of the colony was seated one fine day on the banks of the river fishing for goldeyes  a small fish about the size of a plump herring. His amiable spouse was helping, or rather fishing with him. It was a fine healthy, contemplative occupation; one that admirably suited their tendency to repose, and at the same time filled them with that virtuous sensation which awaits those who know that they are engaged in useful occupation  for were not goldeyes the best of eating?

Branches of trees were their primitive rods, twine their simple lines, grasshoppers their bait, and a violent jerk their method.

Slowfoot! said La Certe.

My husband! or some such Indian phrase, answered the woman.

I have been wondering for a long time now why  hi!  no! I thought there was something at my bait  but it was deception. Nothing is so unreal as the bite of the goldeye  when it is not there. It brings to mind the lights in the sky of winter, which dance and shoot  and yet they are not. Hi! ho!  I have him. I was mistaken. I thought the fish was not  but it was.

While speaking La Certe sent a small fish with bursting violence on the grass behind him. Almost at the same moment Slowfoot landed another, with less violence and more coolness.

What was I saying, Slowfoot? asked the half-breed, when the hooks had been re-baited, and their eyes were riveted on their respective floats.

Nothing that any one could remember, answered his truthful spouse.

Now I remember  ho! was that another?

No, it was not, answered his matter-of-fact helpmate.

Where is our child? asked the father, with that wayward wandering of mind which is a not uncommon characteristic of genius.

Smoking in the tent, answered the mother.

And with my pipe, no doubt, said the father, laying down his rod and searching in the bag in which he was wont to carry, among other things, his pipe and tobacco.

A cry of pain from the tent in question  which was close behind the pair  apprised the parents that something was wrong. Immediately their first and only one issued with a tobacco pipe in one hand and a burnt finger on the other. It came to the father for sympathy, and got it. That is to say, La Certe put the burnt finger in his mouth for a moment, and uttered some guttural expressions of sympathy. Having thus fulfilled duty and relieved conscience, he exchanged the finger for the pipe-stem, and began to smoke. The spoiled, as well as despoiled, child uttered a howl of indignation, and staggered off to its mother; but she received it with a smile of affectionate indifference, whereupon the injured creature went back to the tent, howling, and, apparently, howled itself to sleep.

Again La Certe broke the piscatorial spell that had settled down on them, and, taking up the thread of discourse where he had dropped it, repeated his statement that he had been wondering for a long time why Cloudbrow, alias young Duncan McKay, was so sharp and fierce in denying that he knew anything about the murder of Henri Perrin.

Hee! hee! was Slowfoots significant reply.

Can Slowfoot not guess? he asked, after attending to a hopeful nibble, which came to nothing.

Slowfoot need not guess; she knows, said the woman with an air of great mystery.

What does Slowfoot know?

The womans answer to this was a look of exceeding slyness. But this did not content her lord, who, after repeated questions, and a threat to resort to extreme measures in case of continued refusal, drew from her a distinct answer.

Slowfoot knows that Cloudbrow killed Perrin.

Sh! exclaimed La Certe, with a look of real concern, I am not yet tired of you, Slowfoot; and if old McKay hears you say that he will shoot you.

Slowfoot is not a fool, retorted the woman: the old man will never hear her say that. What has Slowfoot got to do with it? She can hold her tongue!

She can do that, for certain, returned her husband with good-natured sarcasm. In that, as in many things, she excels other women. I would never have married her had it not been so. But how do you come to be so sure?

I know the knife, returned the woman, becoming more literal as she went on, and Marie Blanc knows it. Her husband once got the loan of it from Cloudbrow, and she looked at it with care, because she had never seen such a knife before. She knew all its marks. Why does Cloudbrow deny that it is his? Because it was Cloudbrow who killed Perrin. If it had been anybody else he would have known it, and he would have said so  for he was there.

How know you that he was there?

Marie Blanc knows. She netted the snowshoes that Cloudbrow wore, and she saw the footprints.

But pairs of snowshoes are very like each other, objected La Certe.

Very like. Yes; but did ever two shoes have the same mends in the same places of the netting, where it had been broken, and the same marks on the frames?

Never. It will go hard with Cloudbrow if this is true.

It will go hard with him whether it is true or not, returned the woman; for some of the friends of Perrin believe it to be true, and swear

The disappearance of Slowfoots float at this moment stopped her swearing, and brought the conversation to an abrupt end. The landing of another goldeye prevented its resumption.

Having caught more than enough for a good supper, this easy-going pair leaned their rods against a tree, and ascended the bank towards their tent, which was an ordinary conical Indian wigwam, composed partly of leather and partly of birch-bark, with a curtain for a door and a hole in the top for a window; it also served for a chimney.

On the way they encountered one of the poor Swiss immigrants, who, having a wife and family, and having been unsuccessful in buffalo-hunting, and indeed in all other hunting, was in a state which bordered on starvation.

You have been lucky, said the Switzer, eyeing La Certes fish greedily.

Sometimes luck comes to us  not often, answered the half-breed. Have you caught any?

Yes, two small ones. Here they are. But what are these among three children and a wife? I know not how to fish, said the mountaineer disconsolately.

The fact was not surprising, for the poor man was a watchmaker by trade, and had never handled rod or gun till he was, as it were, cast adrift in Ruperts Land.

I will sell you some of my fish, said La Certe, who on all occasions had a keen eye for a bargain.

Good! I am ready to buy, said the poor fellow, but I have not much to spend. Only last week I gave my silver watch for eight gallons of wheat. I meant it for seed, but my wife and children were starving, so we were have no seed and only five shillings to spare.

Well, my friend, said La Certe, fish is very scarce just now, but you may have five goldeyes for your five shillings.

O! that is too much, remonstrated the Switzer.

No, no, interrupted the half-breed, amiably, by no means  but if you really think it too much fish for the money I will give you four goldeyes!

Come, you know I dont mean that, returned the other, with a cynical smile. Make it six, and I will agree. And here is a pinch of snuff in to the bargain.

He pulled out a box as he spoke, and opened it.

Ha! said La Certe, helping himself. I love snuff, and so does my wife. Do you not?

Slowfoot answered, Hee! hee! and helped herself to as much as a good broad finger and thumb could grasp, after which she sneezed with violence.

Now, behold! my friend  a-wheesht! said La Certe, sneezing a bass accompaniment to Slowfoots treble. I will give you a catfish  a whole catfish for  a-wheesht!  for that box and snuff.

The Switzer shook his head.

Nay, he said. The snuff you may have, but the box was the gift of a friend, and I am loath to part with it. Besides, the box is of little real value.

You may have the head of the catfish for the snuff, and the whole catfish for the box, said La Certe, with the firmness of a man who has irrevocably made up his mind  for there are none so firm of purpose as the weak and vacillating when they know they have got the whip-hand of any one! And, behold! I will be liberal, he added. You shall have another goldeye into the bargain  six goldeyes for the five shillings and a whole catfish for the box and snuff  voilà! The poor Switzer still hesitated.

It is a great deal to give for so little, he said.

That may be true, said the other, but I would not see my family starve for the satisfaction of carrying a snuff-box and five shillings in my pocket.

This politic reference to the starving family decided the matter; the poor Switzer emptied his pockets with a sigh, received the fish, and went on his way, leaving La Certe and Slowfoot to return to their wigwam highly pleased with their bargain. As must have been noted by the reader long ere now, this like-minded couple did not possess a conscience between them  at least, if they did, it must at that time have been a singularly shrunken and mummified one, which they had managed to keep hidden away in some dark and exceedingly un-get-at-able chamber of the soul.

Commercially speaking, however, they had some ground for satisfaction; for at that time the ordinary price of a catfish, which is a little larger than a haddock, was threepence.

Awakening the juvenile La Certe to the blissful realisation that a good square meal was pending, Slowfoot ordered it to fill and light the pipe for the father, while she set about preparing the fish for supper.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Visit from Sioux brought to a disastrous Close.

Happening to hear of the bargain which we have just described, and being under the impression that it might be good for La Certes spirit to receive a mild reproof, Mr Sutherland paid him a visit.

The Scotch Elder was, for a long time, the only man fitted to perform the duties of a minister to his countrymen in that out-of-the-world colony, and, being a true man of God, he could not hear of gross injustice, or heartless conduct, without some slight attempt to open the others eyes to his sin.

It may well be understood that, in the nature of things and the state of the country, the solitary Elders duties were by no means light or agreeable. Indeed he would have had no heart to cope with them and with the difficulties they entailed, had he not remembered that the battle was not his, but the Lords, and that he was only an instrument in the all-powerful hand of the Spirit of God. His own weapons were the Word, Prayer, and the name of Jesus.

But it was not given to him to see much fruit of his visit to La Certe at that time. The half-breed, besides asserting himself to be a Catholic, (by which he meant a Roman Catholic), and, therefore, in no way amenable to Sutherlands jurisdiction, received his remonstrances with philosophical arguments tending to prove that men were meant to make the best of circumstances as they found them, without any regard to principles  which, after all, were not very seriously held or practised by any one, he thought  especially in Red River.

As for Slowfoot, she listened with evident interest and curiosity to the strange teaching and exhortations of the Elder, but when appealed to for some sort of opinion on the various points touched, she replied with an imbecile Hee! hee! which was not encouraging.

However, the good man had sown the seed faithfully and kindly. The watering thereof and the sprouting were, he knew, in the hands of the Master.

Rising to take leave, the Elder put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a large clasp-knife.

Why, thats my knife that I lost! exclaimed La Certe in surprise; where did you find it?

I found it on my table at home, where you left it that time you came to ask for some tobacco. Now, observe, if I did not seriously hold and practise the principle of honesty, I would have made the best of circumstances as I found them, and would have put the knife in my pocket instead of returning it to you.

La Certe laughed, and Slowfoot said, Hee! hee! while the juvenile La Certe availed itself of the opportunity to draw the pipe gently from its fathers hand and have a whiff.

I have a message to you from the Governor, continued the Elder, taking a piece of paper out of his pocket.

For me! exclaimed La Certe, in surprise.

Yes. He heard that you are hard up just now, and that you are going up the river a considerable distance to hunt  is not that so?

Yes, that is true. We start off to-morrow.

Well, then, he gave me this order for some supplies of powder and shot, twine and hooks, with some cloth, beads, and such like for Slowfoot.

That is very good of the Governor  very considerate, said La Certe with a pleased look.

Very good, said Sutherland. Now, La Certe, suppose it true that men are meant to make the best of circumstances as they find them, and that I was a man without any regard to principle, I might have drawn these supplies from the store for you, and used them myself, and you would not have been a bit the wiser.

Again the half-breed laughed, and admitted the truth of the proposition, while Slowfoot expressed her belief, (whatever it was), in a more than usually emphatic Hee! hee!

Returning home from his apparently useless errand, Sutherland met Fred Jenkins with a gun on his shoulder. The seaman was accompanied by Archie Sinclair.

Well, Jenkins, he said, heartily, you must be like a fish out o water in these regions. Dont you feel a longing, sometimes, for the roar of the gale and the smell o the salt sea?

Cant say as I does, Mr Sutherland. Ive bin used to accommodate myself to circumstances, dee see, ever since I was a small shaver; so nothin comes exactly amiss to me

O Fred! how can you tell thumpers like that? interrupted the forward Archie. Isnt Elise Morel a miss to you? and Elspie, and Jessie Davidson?

Clap a stopper on your mug, you young scape grace! retorted the seaman, who had some doubt as to whether the boys putting Elise Morels name first was intentional or an accident. As I was a-going to say, sir, I was always fond o changes, an the rollin plains come to me as pleasant, though not quite so familiar, as the rollin sea.

Thats a satisfactory state o mind, anyhow, returned the Elder. But where away now?  to cater for the pot, I dare say.

Well, no, not exactly  though Ive no objection to do that too in the by-goin. But weve heard a report that a band o Sioux are goin to visit the Settlement, and as theres a lot o their enemies, the Saulteaux, knocking about, Ive bin sent to the fort by old McKay to see if theyve heard about the Sioux comin, an if theres likely to be a scrimmage, so as we may clear for action, dee see?

I see; and I hope there will be no need to clear for action. Im glad to see Archie with you too, said Sutherland, but surprised; for I dont remember when I saw him without Little Bill on his back or at his side.

O, as to that, Little Bill has forsaken me, said Archie, or I have forsaken him  Im not sure which  since Dan Davidsons accident, for he does little else but sit at Dans bedside, readin to him or talking with him.

The dear little fellow could not be better employed, remarked the Elder.

The dear little fellow could be much better employed, retorted the boy, with unexpected decision. He could be rambling about the plains or in the bush with me, getting strength to his muscles and fresh air to his lungs, an health to his body  to say nothing of his soul.

Why, you are becoming jealous, lad, said Sutherland, with a laugh.

No, Im not becoming jealous; Im jealous already, returned the boy, with an air that was half jocular, half serious. However, Ill exercise patience a little longer, but Im determined not to let Little Bill be sacrificed for the sake of sick-nursing.

With this announcement of his unalterable resolve to stand to his guns, and a Brayvo, youngster! from Jenkins, they parted and went on their several ways.

It was found, when Fort Garry was reached, that the rumour of a visit from the Sioux Indians was correct, and that some preparation was being made for their reception, as well as precautions against any mischief that might be contemplated, though there was not much to be apprehended on that score, for the Sioux were believed to be among the bravest as well as the most powerful of the nations east of the Rocky Mountains, and less addicted to treachery or cruelty than most other tribes.

Two days later the Sioux made their appearance. They formed only a small band of warriors, but were a wild-looking though fine set of men; erect, muscular, tall fellows, with the free bearing of practised warriors, and in all the paint, charcoal, feathers, and leather-costume, bear-claw collars, etcetera, peculiar to the western wilderness.

Their object, they said, was to smoke the pipe of peace with their enemies the Saulteaux, and to see with their own eyes the wonderful things that by report the Palefaces were doing in Red River.

The Sioux have heard, said their principal chief, at a palaver with the Governor, that the Palefaces are building wooden Wigwams in number like the stones on the shores of Lake Winnipeg; that they are growing much grain; that they have set up many strange things which they compel the wind to work for them, and so grind their grain; that they have great heaps of powder and ball, and big wigwams that are bursting with things that the Sioux love to exchange for the meat and skins of the buffalo and other beasts great and small. We have come to see all this with our own eyes, for most of us are young men who have only heard of such things from our fathers. Waugh!

Of course everything was said to encourage this laudable desire for knowledge. The visitors were shown over the fort. Food was given to them, and tobacco; then the pipe of peace was smoked with a band of Saulteaux, which chanced to be on a friendly visit to the settlement at the time, after which, as was customary on such occasions, both parties mixed together and strolled about to see the settlers.

One party of them found their way to Prairie Cottage. At some of the houses nearer the fort they had learned the method of lifting the latch of a door so as to obtain entrance. Finding no one outside at the cottage, they entered the central hall with the soft, quiet tread of the panther. As no one chanced to be there, they continued their explorations with childlike simplicity, and thus most unexpectedly found themselves in the bedroom of Dan Davidson, where Little Bill had just read himself and his brother-invalid into a sound sleep. Both wakened up at once, and the boy sat bolt upright in blazing astonishment, but Dan, who had heard of their arrival in the Settlement, received them with a few words of welcome.

Fortunately for all parties, Okématan presented himself just then, having, while at work in the garden, seen the party of Sioux arrive. He did his best to act the host, explaining to the visitors the cause of Dans weakness, and, by Dans directions, offering them tobacco and pipes.

While they were thus engaged, old McKay entered.

I saw you comin, lads, he said, heartily. What cheer? what cheer? he added, shaking hands with them all round.

The Sioux were obviously much pleased with their reception, especially when Mrs Davidson, Jessie, and Elspie, who had been out walking, returned and joined the party.

After showing the Indians everything in the house, old McKay  who constituted himself their guide,  took them out to see the live stock and the farm. He led them first into the garden.

It chanced at this time that there was a snake in the grass not far off. This was no other than the bad Indian Kateegoose.

Why some people are what we call naturally bad, like Kateegoose, while others are what we call naturally good, like Okématan, is a mystery the investigation of which we propose postponing to a more convenient season. Of course no sane person will maintain that this mystery frees fallen man from responsibility. If it did, we could no longer hang for murder. It would be the bounden duty of every judge, in that case, to acquit every murderer with Poor fellow, it was his fate; he could not help it! and send him away with a pat on the shoulder, and an order for coffee and buns, perhaps, in his pocket. As none but sane persons, however, will read my book, it is not necessary to enlarge further on this head.

Certain it is that Kateegoose was bad  obdurately bad  had been so from his very cradle, if he ever had one, which is doubtful, and bade fair to continue so to his grave. Sutherland had button-holed him more than once, but apparently in vain. It is only fair to the savage to say that he listened patiently to the Elders remonstrances, and attentively to his exhortations, and assumed an aspect of mild contrition that might or might not have been sincere  as far as appearance went.

Now, it unfortunately happened that among the Sioux braves there was a man who had done Kateegoose a deadly injury of some sort, which nothing short of blood could wipe out. Kateegoose, in familiar parlance, spotted him at once, and dogged his steps through the Settlement, watching his opportunity for revenge. In savage life this dogging process would not have been possible, but in a comparatively crowded settlement, and in the midst of all the surprising novelties that surrounded the Palefaces, it was all too easy; for Kateegoose took care to keep as much as possible in the background, and well under cover of houses, cottages, carts, stacks, and wigwams; besides which he had painted his face in such a manner, and so modified his costume, that his own acquaintances among the settlers  he had no friends  failed to recognise him. They, in their comparative ignorance of savage life, set him down as one of the visitors, while the visitors, if they noticed him at all, esteemed him one of the cross-breeds of the Settlement.

The only man who saw through the disguise of Kateegoose was Okématan, who could not understand why he had adopted it, and who resolved to keep a sharp eye on him.

The enemy of Kateegoose was one of the younger Sioux chiefs. He led the party which visited Prairie Cottage.

The garden of the Cottage, at its lower end towards the river, approached close to the confines of a thick coppice. It formed the extremity of a belt of woodland which at that time bordered the river. There a small summer-house had been erected by Dan and Peter Davidson for the benefit of their mother and their sister Jessie.

Kateegoose, while dogging his foe, recognised this as a spot very suitable for his fell purpose, as the contiguous wood afforded a ready means of escape after the deed should be done.

While old McKay was conducting the Sioux slowly through the garden, Kateegoose glided swiftly through the thicket to the spot where the summer-house stood, and took up a position behind it, so that the party in making the round of the garden would necessarily pass close to him.

From the window of Dans room, Little Bill observed part of these mysterious movements and suspected mischief. Without uttering a word he left the room, opened the front door, and gave a low whistle, which had been set up as a private signal between him and Okématan. In a few seconds the Cree chief was by his side.

Oké, theres mischief intended. Youll have to be quick, he said, quickly explaining what he had seen.

Rejoin the party at once, he added, and look out  sharp.

The chief nodded and walked away. So swift, yet so quiet, had been his movements that none of the whites of the party had observed his departure from them. The Sioux, however, had noticed it, and their suspicions were aroused, especially when they saw him rejoin the party, and observed that he walked rather closer to them than before. But they were proud warriors and refused by word, look, or movement, to indicate their suspicions. They carried bows in their hands, arrows in their quivers, tomahawks and scalping-knives in their belts, but they scorned to make any visible demonstration of being on guard in the midst of Paleface friends, though they gave intense and undivided attention to the movements of Okématan.

This concentration of attention on the wrong man was, of course, rather favourable to the designs of Kateegoose, so that, when the party passed the summer-house, he was enabled to spring upon his enemy, unobserved for the first moment, with knife upraised. But the stab from which the Sioux chief could not have escaped was rendered harmless by the prompt action of Okématan, who threw up his left arm, turned the blow aside, and received a slight wound in doing so.

There was no time to repeat the blow. With a yell of mingled defiance and disappointment the would-be assassin leaped the garden fence, bounded into the thicket, and disappeared. A flight of Sioux arrows entered the bush almost the moment after. The young chief and his friends also leaped the fence, and followed in pursuit.

The Sioux were swift and agile undoubtedly, but so was Kateegoose, and he had the advantage of knowing the ground, while the trail  by which, in ordinary circumstances, the Red-man can track his enemy through the forest  was not available there in consequence of its being so mingled up with the crossing and re-crossing of the innumerable tracks of settlers. The result was that Kateegoose made his escape.

The Colonists were very indignant at the perpetration of this cowardly act, for it compromised their character for hospitality; and, if they could have laid hands on the savage at the time, it is not impossible that Lynch-law might have been applied to him. The Governor also was greatly annoyed, and in the afternoon of the following day made the visitors a number of presents, besides providing for them a feast; but all his good intentions were spoiled by Kateegoose, who had the audacity to come forward and deliberately shoot his foe while the Sioux were at meat. The ball passed quite through the Sioux chiefs body, and wounded the man who was next to him. After this dastardly act the villain fled, and again got safe away.

The enraged Sioux, seizing their weapons, would have wreaked their vengeance on the Saulteaux, if they could have discovered any; but these wily savages had cleared away at the first note of alarm, and not one was to be found. To have attacked the whites with so small a party would have been useless as well as unjust. They therefore left the colony in fierce anger.

It chanced that La Certe had pitched his tent the day before on a stream not far-distant from the colony. The Sioux had to pass that way, and, espying the wigwam, turned aside to wreak their vengeance on whomsoever it might contain. Fortunately the owner of the mansion and his wife had gone out fishing in a canoe, and taken the child with them. All that the Sioux could do, therefore, was to appropriate the poor mans goods and chattels; but as the half-breed had taken his gun, ammunition, and fishing-tackle with him, there was not much left to appropriate. Having despoiled the mansion, they set fire to it and went their way.

Returning in the evening, La Certe found his house a heap of ashes, and himself reduced to a state of destitution. This being his normal state, however, he was not profoundly affected. Neither was his wife; still less was his child.

He said no word, but carried the contents of the canoe on shore. His wife, equally reticent, helped him. His child, lighting its fathers pipe, sat down to smoke and look on.

They turned the canoe bottom up to serve as a partial shelter; they kindled a huge fire before it; they set up three large fat ducks to roast in front of it, and were soon busy with a simple but satisfying supper. After washing this down with an unstimulating draught of pure water, they put the baby to bed under the bow of the canoe, filled their pipes, and sat down before the ruddy blaze to mingle their hopes, joys, prospects, and sorrows in a halo of smoke  the very personification of primitive contentment and felicity.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Very Perplexing Interviews with Little Bill.

Things in the colony had at this time come to what may be styled a complicated pass, for distress and starvation were rampant on the one hand, while on the other hand the weather was superb, giving prospect at last of a successful harvest.

The spring buffalo-hunt had been but partially successful, so that a number of the buffalo runners had to make arrangements to support themselves by fishing during the autumn in lakes Winnipeg and Manitoba.

In these great fresh-water seas there is an unlimited quantity of rich and finely flavoured whitefish, or Titameg, besides other fish. But Titameg are only to be caught in large quantities during autumn, and of course much of the success of fishing depends on weather  one gale sometimes visiting the fishermen with ruin  ruin all the more complete that the nets which may be carried away have in many cases to be paid for out of the produce of the seasons fishing.

In addition to the buffalo-hunters, who were obliged to support themselves by fishing, there was a large number of idle half-breeds, of a much lower type than these plain hunters, who had to betake themselves to the same pursuit. These were the neer-do-weels of the colony; men who, like La Certe, with more or less  usually less  of his good-nature, seemed to hold that all the industrious people in the world were created to help or to support them and their families. Of course when the industrious people were unsuccessful, these idlers were obliged to work for their living, which, being unaccustomed to do anything energetic, they found it hard and difficult to do, and generally regarded themselves as the harshly used victims of a tyrannous fate.

There was one thing, however, at which these idlers were very expert and diligent  they begged well, and with persistency. No wonder; for their lives often depended on their persistent and successful begging. The Company and the private storekeepers were always more or less willing to risk their goods by advancing them on credit. Before the summer was over, most of these people had got their supplies and were off to the fishing grounds, regardless of the future, with large quantities of tea and tobacco, and happy as kings are said to be  but never are, if history be true!

Among these, of course, was La Certe. That typical idler had made the most of his misfortunes. Everybody had heard what the Sioux had done to him, and everybody had pitied him. Pity opens the heart, and that opens the hand; and, when the poor man entered a store with the polite manner of a French Canadian and the humble aspect of a ruined man, he scarcely required to beg. One man lent him a tent. Another lent him a canoe. From the Companys store at Fort Garry he received a fair outfit of nearly all that he could require. Further down the Settlement there was a private store-keeper with a jovial countenance.

O it was a sad, sad sight! he said to this man on entering the store so very sad to see my tent in ashes, and nothing left  nothing  absolutely! The jovial man was moved. He gave La Certe what he asked for  even pressed things on him, and also bestowed on him a considerable gratuity.

Still further down the Settlement the unfortunate man found the store, or shop, of another friend. This man was saturnine of countenance, but moderately liberal of heart. La Certe approached him with an air so pitiful that the saturnine man melted like snow in the sunshine or wax under heat.

I have heard of your loss, he said, and I will give you credit this time, La Certe, though you are so bad at paying your debts. But I wont give you much.

I do not want much, returned the afflicted man in tones of deep humility only a little  a very little.

By asking much more than he required, La Certe obtained as much as he wanted from the saturnine man, and thus he finally started for Lake Winnipeg with a canoe laden, almost to sinking, with the good things of this life.

The fineness of that summer brought forth the fruits of the earth in great luxuriance, and it really seemed as if at last the Scotch settlers were going to reap some reward for all their prolonged perseverance and industry. The long rest, the good feeding, the sunshine of nature, and the starlight of Elspies eyes had a powerful effect on Dan Davidsons health, so that, by the time autumn arrived and the prospects of a splendid harvest became more certain every day, he had recovered much of his usual strength of body and vigour of mind.

Little Bill also felt the genial influences around him, and, to the intense joy of Archie, became visibly fatter and stronger, while his large blue eyes lost some of that wistfully solemn appearance with which they had been wont to gaze inquiringly into peoples faces.

One afternoon Billie, having walked to the summer house in the Prairie Cottage garden, along with Archie, was left alone there at his own request, for, unlike other boys, he was fond of occasional solitary meditation.

Now mind, Little Bill  you whistle if you want me, said Archie, when about to leave him. Ill hear you, for Im only going to the carpenters shed.

I will, Archie, if I want you; but I dont think I shall, for I can walk by myself now, quite easily, as far as the house.

But Little Bill was not destined to be left to solitary meditations that day, for his brother had not left him more than a few minutes when a footstep was heard on the path outside, and next moment Fred Jenkins presented himself at the opening of the summer-house. The face of the mariner betrayed him, for he was too honest by nature to dissemble effectively.

Well, Fred, how are you? You seem a little disappointed, I think.

Not exactly disappointed, Little Bill, but sort o ways scumbusticated, so to speak  perplexed, if I may say so. Kind o ways puzzled, dee see?

There was something very amusing in the manner of the strapping seaman as he sat down beside the puny little boy, with a bashful expression on his handsome face, as if he were about to make a humiliating confession.

What troubles you, Jenkins? asked Billie, with the air of a man who is ready to give any amount of advice, or, if need be, consolation.

The seaman twisted his eyebrows into a complex form, and seemed uncertain how to proceed. Suddenly he made up his mind.

Was you ever in love, Little Bill? he asked abruptly, and with a smile that seemed to indicate a feeling that the question was absurd.

O yes, answered the boy quite coolly. Ive been in love with brother Archie ever since I can remember.

Jenkins looked at his little friend with a still more complicated knot of puzzlement in his eyebrows, for he felt that Billie was scarcely fitted by years or experience to be a useful confidant. After resting his hands on his knees, and his eyes on the ground, for some time, he again made up his mind and turned to Billie, who sat with his large eyes fixed earnestly on the countenance of his tall friend, wondering what perplexed him so much, and waiting for further communications.

Little Bill, said Jenkins, laying a large hand on his small knee, in course you cant be expected to understand what I wants to talk about, but theres nobody else Id like to speak to, and youre such a knowin little shaver that somehow I felt a kind of  of notion that Id like to ask your advice  dee see?

I see  all right, returned Billie; though I wonder at such a man as you wanting advice from the like of me. But Ill do what I can for you, Jenkins, and perhaps I know more about the thing that troubles you than you think.

Im afraid not, returned the seaman, with a humorous twinkle in his eye. You see, Billie, you never wanted to get spliced, did you?

Spliced! Whats that?

Well, I should have said married.

O no! I dont think the thought of that ever did occur to me. Im sorry, Jenkins, but I really cannot give you advice on that subject.

Hm! Im not so sure o that, Little Bill. Youre such a practical little chap that I do believe if you was put to it youd be able to  see, now. If you happened to want to marry a nice little gal, what would you do?

I would ask her, said Little Bill, promptly.

Jus so; but that is what I have not got courage to do.

Jenkins laughed at the expression of blazing surprise with which the boy received this statement.

Have not got courage! he repeated; and then, after a pause Have all the stories you have told me, then, been nothing but lies!

What stories, Billie?

Why, such as that one about the pirates in the Java seas, when ten of them attacked you and you were obliged to kill four, and all the rest ran away?

No, Billie  that was no lie: it was quite true. But, then, these blackguards were cowards at bottom, and they saw that Id got a brace o double-barrelled pistols in my belt, and was pretty well up in the cutlass exercise.

And that time when you led a storming party against the fort in South America, and was the only one left o the party, and fought your way all alone in through the breach till the troops came up and carried you on with a rush, and  and  was all about that untrue?

Not a bit of it, Billie, though I wouldnt have you think I was boastin about it. I only gave you the bare facts, which, like bare poles, is as much as a ship can stand sometimes.

An that time you jumped overboard in Port Royal among the sharks to save the little girl?

Thats a fact, if ever there was one, said the seaman quickly, for the dear child is alive this good day to swear to it if need be.

Yet you tell me, continued Little Bill, that you have not the courage to ask a nice little girl to marry you?

Thats exactly how the matter stands, Billie.

It was now Billies turn to look perplexed.

Who is this nice little girl? he asked abruptly, as if the answer to that question might help to explain the enigma.

Well  its Elise Morel; an, mind, not a soul knows about that but you an me, Little Bill.

But  but Elise is not a little girl. Shes a big woman!

Jenkins laughed as he explained that seamen sometimes had a habit  mistaken, it might be  of calling even big women nice little gals when they chanced to be fond of them.

And are you really afraid to ask Elise to marry you? asked the boy, earnestly.

I suspect thats whats the matter wi me, replied the sailor, with a modest look.

I always thought that nothing could frighten you, said Billie, in a somewhat disappointed tone, for it seemed to him as if one of his idols were shaking on its pedestal. I cant understand it, for I would not be afraid to ask her  if I wanted her.

At this Jenkins again laughed, and said that he believed him, and that Billie would understand these things better when he was older.

In the meantime, Little Bill, he continued, I havent got the heart of a Mother Careys chicken. I could stand afore a broadside without winkin, I believe; I think I could blow up a magazine, or fight the French, as easy as I could eat my breakfast amost, but to ask a pure, beautiful angel like Elise to marry me, a common seaman  why, I hasnt got it in me. Yet Im so fond o that little gal that Id strike my colours to her without firin a single shot

Does Elise want to marry you? asked Billie.

Oh, thats the very pint! said the seaman with decision. If I could only make sure o that pint, Id maybe manage to come up to the scratch. Now, thats what I wants you to find out for me, Little Bill, an I know youre a good little shaver, asll do a friend a good turn when you can. But you must on no account mention

He was going to have said, You must on no account mention that I was blabbing to you about this, or that I wanted to find out such a thing, when the sudden appearance of Elises lap-dog announced the fact that its mistress was approaching.

With a flushed face the bold seaman sprang up and darted out, as if to attack one of those pirates of the Java seas who had made so powerful an impression on Little Bills mind. But his object was escape  not attack. Lightly vaulting the garden fence, he disappeared into the same thicket which, on another occasion, had afforded opportune refuge to Kateegoose. A few moments later Elise turned into the walk, and stood before the summer-house.

You here, Little Bill! she exclaimed on entering, I am very glad to find you, for I have been alone all the morning. Everybody is away  in the fields, I suppose  and I dont like being alone.

Was you ever in love, Elise? asked the boy with a solemn countenance.

The girl laughed heartily, and blushed a little.

What a strange question, Billie, she said; why do you ask?

Well, its not easy to explain all at once; but  but I want to know if you want to be married?

Elise laughed again, and, then, becoming suddenly grave, asked seriously why Billie put such foolish questions.

Because, said Little Bill, slowly, and with an earnest look, Jenkins is very anxious to know if you are fond of him, and he actually says that hes afraid to ask you to marry him! Isnt that funny? I said that even I would not be afraid to ask you, if I wanted you  How red you are, Elise! Have you been running?

O no, replied the girl, sheltering herself under another laugh; and what did he say to that?

He said a great many things. I will try to remember them. Let me see  he said: I havent got the heart of a Mother Careys chicken,  (he didnt tell me who Mother Carey is, but thats no matter, for it was only one of her chickens he was speaking of); I could stand afore a broadside without winkin,  (I give you his very words, Elise, for I dont quite understand them myself); I could blow up a magazine, he went on, or fight the French, as easy as I could eat my breakfast, amost, but to ask a pure an beautiful angel like Elise  yes, indeed, you neednt shake your head; he said these very words exactly a pure an beautiful angel like Elise to marry me, a common seaman, why, I hasnt got it in me. Yet Im so fond o that little gal that Id strike my colours to her without firin a single shot. Now, do you understand all that, Elise? for I dont understand the half of it.

O yes, I understand a good deal of it, though some of it is indeed puzzling, as you say. But how did you come to recollect it all so well, Little Bill?

Because he said he wanted me to help him, and to find out if you wanted to marry him, so I paid particular attention to what he said, and

Did he tell you to tell me all this? asked Elise abruptly, and with sudden gravity.

O dear, no; but as he wanted me to find it out for him, and said that not a soul knew about the matter but me, I thought the simplest way would be to tell you all he said, and then ask you straight. He was going to tell me something more, very particularly, for he was just saying, in a very solemn tone, You must on no account mention when your little dog bounced in and Jenkins bounced out, leaving the rest of it unsaid.

Then he has just left you? said Elise.

Just a moment or two before you came up. I think he must have seen some sort of beast in the wood, and gone in chase of it, he bolted in such a hurry, so I dont know yet what I was not to mention.

Now, Little Bill, said Elise with great seriousness of tone and manner, you must not tell Mr Jenkins one word of the conversation that you and I have had just now.

What! not a single word?

Not one. You understand?

Yes, but, if he asks me, I must answer something, you know, and I must not tell lies.

Quite true, Billie. You must not tell lies on any account whatever. Now, listen. If he asks you about our conversation this morning, you must say that I told you you were never to open your lips about the subject again either to me or to him or to anybody. Mr Jenkins is an honourable man, and will not ask you a single question after that.

Then Im not to tell him whether you want to marry him?

How can you tell him what you dont know?

Well, but, I mean that youre not going to tell me, so that I might tell him?

Certainly not.

Not a word to him and not a word to you  nor to anybody! Not even to Archie!

Yes. That is exactly what you must promise me.

This is a very unpleasant state of things, said Little Bill, with a sad and puzzled countenance, but of course I promise, for it is your affair, you know.

It was a notable fact, which Little Bill did not fail to note  but did not dare to mention  that after that date there was a distinct change of demeanour in Elise Morel towards the handsome sailor  whether in his favour or otherwise it was impossible to tell.

Meanwhile, events were pending which were destined to exercise a very powerful influence over the fortunes of the Red River Colony, and, indeed, over the condition of the whole of Ruperts Land.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The Fishery Disasters.

One fine day, when summer had merged into autumn, and things in Red River appeared to be advancing favourably, and Dan Davidson had recovered his strength, and Little Bill was fairly well, it occurred to Okématan that he would like to go to Lake Winnipeg, and see how the settlers who had gone to the fishery there, were getting on.

You see, the Cree chief was an observant savage, and, before returning to his tribe, had made up his mind to see all the phases in the life of the new Palefaces who had thus come to take possession of the land.

He was a remarkably independent fellow, and as he served the Davidsons for nothing except his food  which he did not count, as he could easily have supplied himself with victuals by means of his line, bow, and gun  he did not deem it necessary to ask leave of absence. He merely went to the house one morning, and announced his intention of going to Lake Winnipeg to fish.

I will go with you, said Dan, to whom the announcement was made.

An so will I, said Fred Jenkins, who chanced to be conversing with Dan at the time that is, if they can spare me just now.

The canoe of Okématan, said the chief, holds no more than three. He wishes to take with him Arch-ee and Leetil Bill.

Very well, returned Dan, theres no objection to that, for there is not much doing on the farm at this moment, and Archie has worked hard all the summer, so he deserves a holiday. We will just make up the same party that started last time, only that Fergus and I will take a somewhat bigger canoe so as to accommodate you, Jenkins.

Thankee. Though I am big  unfortnitly  I can stow myself away in small compass, an Ive larned how, when there aint overmuch grub, to git along fairly well on short allowance. When dee trip your anchor?  I mean, when do ye start?

When to-morrows sun touches the tree-tops in the east, said the Indian chief.

All right, Okématan, Im your man  after layin in a breakfast-cargo.

According to this arrangement the two canoes pushed off at daybreak the following morning, from the wharf at the foot of the garden of Prairie Cottage, and began the descent of the Red River, which, after flowing between twenty and thirty miles northward, enters the mighty bosom of Lake Winnipeg. Okématan and Archie occupied their old places in the stern and bow of the chiefs canoe, with Little Bill in the middle  this time using a paddle, for his strength had greatly increased. The other canoe was steered by Dan; Fergus acted bowman, and Jenkins sat between them, also wielding a paddle.

That night they encamped on the banks of the river, for their progress had been slow, owing to sundry visits which had to be paid to settlers on the way down.

Well, now, observed the sailor, as he stood by the camp-fire smoking his pipe contemplatively, I find that as circumstances change about in this world mens minds are apt to go bout-ship along wi them.

That sounds a terribly profound speech, Fred, said Archie, who was busy at his very usual occupation of whittling an arrow for his brother. Did your father teach it you, or did you crib it from a copy-book?

No, I raither think, retorted the seaman quietly, that I got it from your grandmother by the fathers side.

What may be the circumstance that has caused your mind to go about-ship just now? asked Dan, stirring the fire under the robbiboo-kettle.

Well, its in regard to them there canoe-paddles. Although they do seem small, compared with oars, I find theyre quite big enough to do the work, and although Ive bin trained from a youngster to handle the oar, an go like a crab with my back the way Im pullin, it do seem more sensible-like to sit wi ones face to the front and drive ahead;  anyhow, its more comfortable and satisfactory.

Look out, Jenkins! exclaimed Little Bill, else your duck wont be satisfactory  its burnin now.

O, never mind, remarked Fergus, lighting his pipe. It iss havin it well done he would be fond of.

Ay, but not over-done, cried the seaman, snatching the duck in question from before the blaze and turning its other side  for they used no spits in the Nor-West in those days, but cooked one side at a time  nay, even carved off and ate part of the cooked side while the other side was roasting.

Next day they came out on the ocean-like expanse of the great lake, and steered along its western shores until they reached the fishery, where numbers of rudely-constructed wigwams and a few tents sheltered the fishing community.

They had just returned from a successful visit to the nets when the visitors arrived, and all was animation and rejoicing at the successful take. Jacques Bourassin was the first man they met on landing, and he was enthusiastic about the prospects before them. Slowfoot was the first woman, and she was quite satisfied  in that amiable state of mental and physical felicity in which it is so easy to believe that all is for the best. Her husband soon after appeared. He, of course, was also greatly pleased. He had joined the fishers because he believed that plenty of food, tea, and tobacco would be going amongst them. He was not mistaken.

You will come to my tent, he said, in the wealth of his hospitality; we have plenty of good fish, a very little meat, some tobacco, and oceans of tea!

The six visitors accepted the invitation, and were soon made acquainted with all the gossip of the community.

Does it always smoke? whispered Little Bill to his brother.

The it referred to was Baby La Certe, which had, as usual, possessed itself of its fathers pipe when the mother was not watching.

Im not sure, Little Bill, but I think that it does its best.

It was observed, especially by Fred Jenkins, that the tea-drinking which went on at this place was something marvellous.

Theres that squaw sittin there, he said, shes bin an swigged three pannikins o tea while Ive bin looking at her  an its as black as ink. Whats that brown stuff they put into it, does any one know?

That? Why, it is maple sugar, answered Archie, an capital stuff it is to eat too.

Ah, I know that, for Ive ate it in lump, but it cant be so good in tea, I fancy, as ornary brown or white sugar; but its better than fat, anyhow.

Fat! exclaimed Little Bill, surely you never heard of any one taking fat in tea, did you?

Ay, that I did. Men that move about the world see strange things. Far stranger things than people invent out o their own brains. Why, there was one tribe that I saw in the East who putt fat in the tea, an another putt salt, and after theyd swallowed this queer kind of tea-soup, they divided the leaves among themselves an chawed em up like baccy.

The evident delight with which these half-breeds and more than half-Indians swallowed cup after cup of the blackest and bitterest tea, proved beyond question their appreciation of the article, and afforded presumptive evidence at least that tea is not in their case as poisonous as we are taught to believe.

But it was not, as Jenkins remarked, all fair weather, fun, and tea at the fishery. After the six visitors had been there for a week, shooting and assisting in the canoes, and at the nets, there came a night when the forces of Nature declared war against the half-breeds and those settlers who had cast in their lot with them at that time.

Jenkins, Okématan, and Archie had been out with their guns that day  the last having been promoted to the use of the dangerous weapon  and in their wanderings had about nightfall come upon a family of half-breeds named Dobelle, a good-natured set, who lived, like La Certe, on the laissez faire principle; who dwelt in a little log-hut of their own construction within the margin of the forest, not far from the shore of the great lake.

This family, though claiming to be Christian and civilised, was little better than vagrant and savage. They were to some extent as independent as the brute creation around them  though of course they betrayed the inherent weakness of mankind in being unable to exist happily without tea, sugar, and tobacco. For the rest, their wants were few and easily satisfied. Snares provided willow-grouse and rabbits; traps gave them furs and the means of purchasing guns and powder. Their log-hut was only an occasional residence. Wherever night overtook them they were at home. They camped on the open plains, in the woods, among the rocks, and on the margins of rivers and lakes. Healthy, happy, and heedless, the Dobelle family cared for nothing apparently, but the comfort of the passing hour; regarded the past as a convenient magazine from which to draw subjects for gossip and amusement, and left the future to look after itself.

There were in the hut, when the three visitors entered, old Dobelle, his wife, a daughter of eighteen, another of four, and two sons of twenty and twenty-two respectively.

It looks like dirty weather, said Jenkins on entering; will you let us come to an anchor here for a bit?

Give us shelter? explained Archie, who doubted old Dobelles ability to understand nautical language.

You are welcome, said the half-breed, making way politely, and pointing to places on the floor where the visitors were expected to squat. For there was no furniture in that mansion; the fire was kindled in the middle of its one room; the family sat around it on deer and buffalo skins, and the smoke alike of pipe and fire found egress at the crevices in the roof.

With kind hospitality Madame Dobelle poured some black tea into cups of birch-bark, and, on plates of the same material, spread before them the remains of a feast of roasted fish.

While eating this, various questions were put as to the success of the fishery.

Yes  we have been very successful, said old Dobelle. No bad weather to speak of, and plenty of fish. Our good fortune is great.

But it wont last long, said the eldest son, who seemed to be the only growler in the family.

Nimporte  we will enjoy it while it lasts, said the younger son.

Yes, truly we will, remarked Madame Dobelle. Whereupon the daughter of eighteen smiled, and the daughter of four giggled.

What does Okématan think? asked the host.

Thus appealed to, the chief gave it as his opinion that something was going to happen, for the sky in the nor-west looked uncommonly black. Having given utterance to this cautious remark he relapsed into silence.

As if to justify his opinion, a tremendous clap of thunder seemed to rend the heavens at that moment, and, a few minutes later, a heavy shower of rain fell.

Well that we got inside before that came on, said Archie. I hope it wont come on to blow, else we shall be storm-stayed here.

The weather seemed to be in a lively mood that night, for as the thunder had promptly answered to Okématans observation, so now the wind replied to Archies remark, by rushing up the natural avenue which extended from the hut to the lake and almost bursting in the door.

See to the ropes, boys, said old Dobelle, glancing uneasily at the roof.

The young men arose, went out, regardless of weather, and secured with additional care a couple of stout ropes with which the tendency of the roof to fly away was restrained.

Did it ever come off? asked Archie with some curiosity, as the young men returned and resumed their pipes.

Yes  twice, and both times it was night, answered Madame Dobelle, and we were flooded out and had to camp under the trees.

Which was not comfortable, added the old man. Another clap of thunder seemed to corroborate what he said, and a blast of wind followed, which caused the whole fabric of the hut to shudder. Jenkins looked inquiringly at the roof.

No fear of it, said old Dobelle; the ropes are strong.

Thus assured, the visitors continued their meal with equanimity, regardless of the storm that soon began to rage with great fury, insomuch that the door required a prop to keep it up and rain began to trickle in through crevices in the roof and drop here and there upon the party. When one such drop chanced to fall on old Dobelles nose, his younger son arose, and, fastening a piece of birch-bark to the rafters, caught the drop and trained it with its followers to flow towards an unoccupied place in one corner, which, being accidentally lower than the rest of the floor, formed a convenient receptacle for superfluous water.

At the same time Madame Dobelle made a shakedown of pine-branches in another corner for her visitors, for it was obvious that they would have to spend the night there, even although their own tent was not far-distant.

By that time the storm was raging with unwonted violence. Nevertheless the Dobelle family smoked on in placid contentment. When the time for repose arrived, Madame Dobelle and her eldest girl retired to a box-bed in a corner of the hut which was screened off  not very effectually  by a curtain of birch-bark. The two brothers lay down in another corner. The three visitors disposed themselves in the third, and, as the fourth was monopolised by the rain-rivulet, old Dobelle lay down on one side of the fire in the centre of the room, while the four-year-old girl reposed on the other.

During the night the accumulation of tobacco-smoke with fire-smoke produced a suffocating effect, but no one was capable of suffocation apparently, for they all smoked on  except Archie, who, as we have said, had not acquired the habit. Even the four-year-old girl, like Baby La Certe, had a pull now and then at its fathers pipe, and, from sundry white emanations from the crevices in the bark curtains, it was evident that the ladies behind these were enjoying themselves in the same way during the intervals of repose.

Next morning was fine, and the three sportsmen returned to the fishery to find that the storm had made an almost clean sweep of the nets. It had carried most of them away; torn others to pieces, and almost ruined the whole colony of fishermen; the ruin being all the more complete that most of the nets had been received on credit, and were to be paid for chiefly by the results of the autumn fishery.

La Certe was one of the chief sufferers; nevertheless, to judge from his looks, La Certe did not suffer much! He had brought a considerable amount of provision with him, as we have said, and, finding that one of his nets had been washed ashore, he proceeded very leisurely to mend it, while he smoked and assisted Slowfoot to consume pemmican and tea.

About this time a mysterious message was sent to Dan Davidson from Red River by an Indian, requiring his immediate return. The sender of the message was Elspie McKay; the summons was therefore obeyed at once.

As nothing further could be done at the fishery that autumn, the other members of the expedition, and most of the fishers, returned with Dan to the colony.




Chapter Thirty.

The Trial for Murder.

Dan, said Elspie, as, seated in the summer-house after the arrival of the sportsmen, these two held a meeting, I have called you back to tell you of a very terrible thing which has been said of my dear brother Duncan, and which you must contradict at once, and then find out how it was that the false report arose, and have the matter cleared up.

Dear Elspie, returned Dan, I think I know what you are going to tell me.

Have you heard the report, then? said Elspie, turning pale, and  and do you believe it?

I have suspected  I have  but let me hear first what the report is, and who it came from.

I got it from Annette Pierre, and I am sure she would not have told it me if she did not think it true; but, then, poor Annette is not very intelligent, and she may be  must be  mistaken. She says that it was Duncan who killed poor Henri Perrin, and that some of the half-breeds are determined to avenge the death of their comrade. Now, it cannot be true; and I want you at once to go and ferret out the truth, so as to prove the report false.

Have you spoken to Duncan on the subject? asked Dan.

No, I cannot bear to let him imagine even for a moment that I could believe him guilty of murder  that I even suspected him of it. But you say you have heard something, Dan  that you suspect something. What is it?

It is difficult to say, Elspie dear. I, too, have heard the rumour that has come to your ears, and I have seen  but it is useless talking of our mere conjectures. I will go at once and ferret out all about it if possible. My first business will be to see Annette and get from her all that she knows. Where is Duncan?

In the wheat-field. They have begun to shear to-day, and, as the crop is heavy, they will be glad of your help.

Dan went to the field, after visiting Annette Pierre, and lent good assistance to the shearers, but, like Elspie, he found that he had not courage to say anything to Duncan that would indicate his suspicion. He longed to put the question straight to him, but could not prevail on himself to do so.

Next morning, however, he and Elspie were both saved the necessity of doing such violence to their feelings, by the arrival of two men from Fort Garry. They were members of a sort of police force that the Company had enrolled, and had come to arrest Duncan McKay junior, on the charge of murder!

There was not much of law in the colony at that time, but it was felt that something had to be done in the way of governing a settlement which was rapidly increasing, and in which Lynch and mob law would certainly be applied if regularly constituted authority did not step in. As the murder of Perrin had created great indignation among the half-breeds, and the feeling about it was increasing, the Company resolved to clear the matter up by having the supposed murderer tried. Duncan was accordingly lodged in one of the bastions of Fort Garry, where, when visited by the Governor, he firmly denied his guilt.

The arrest of his younger son on such a charge fell very heavily on poor Duncan McKay senior  more heavily than those who knew him would have expected. It touched not only his feelings but his pride; for was he not a lineal descendant of that Fergus McKay who had been a chief in one of the Western Isles of Scotland  he could not tell which, but no matter  at that celebrated period of Scottish history when the great Norse king, Harold Fairhair, had made a descent on the Scottish coast and received one of the few thorough thrashings that darkened his otherwise successful career?

O! Tuncan, Tuncan, my boy! cried the old man, shoving his hands deeper into his breeches pockets, and apostrophising his imprisoned son as he walked up and down in the privacy of his own bedroom. O that wan o the name should come to such disgrace! An its denyin it you will be, whether you are guilty or innocent. O Tuncan, Tuncan! you wass ever notorious for tellin lies  an a troublesome boy all round  whatever.

But when the old man went to Fort Garry and visited his son, he stifled his pathetic feelings, and appeared before him with all the offended dignity of an injured member of the great clan McKay.

Are you guilty, Tuncan? he asked, sternly.

No, Im innocent, answered the youthful Highlander, with a brow quite as stern and a manner as dignified as the old one.

You will hev to prove that  whatever.

No  they will hev to prove me guilty, retorted the son.

I wish I could believe ye, Tuncan.

It iss not of much consequence whether ye believe me or not, father. You are not to be my chudge  whatever.

That is goot luck for you, Tuncan, for if I wass your chudge I would be bound to condemn you  you wass always so fond o tellin lies.

It iss true what you say, father. It iss a chip o the old block that I am  mores the peety. At this point the door of the prison opened, and Elspie was ushered in.

You here, father! she exclaimed in evident surprise. I had hoped to see Duncan alone.

It iss alone with him youll soon be, replied the Highlander, putting on his hat. Goot tay, Tuncan, my boy, an see that youll be tellin the truth, if ye can, when ye come to be tried.

To this the youth made no reply.

O Duncan! said the girl, when her father had retired, how came they to invent such lies about you?

The tender way in which this was said, and the gentle touch on his arm, almost overcame the stubborn man, but he steeled himself against such influences.

What can I say, Elspie? he replied. How can I tell what iss the reason that people tell lies?

But it is lies, isnt it, Duncan? asked the poor girl, almost entreatingly.

You say that it iss lies  whatever, an I will not be contradictin you. But when the trial comes on you will see that it cannot be proved against me, Elspie  so keep your mind easy.

With this rather unsatisfactory assurance, Elspie was fain to rest content, and she returned home a little, though not much, easier in her mind.

To make the trial quite fair and regular, a jury of twelve men, chosen by lot from a large number, was empanelled, and as many witnesses as possible were examined. These last were not numerous, and it is needless to say that Annette Pierre and Marie Blanc were the chief. But despite their evidence and the strong feeling that existed against the prisoner, it was found impossible to convict him, so that in the end he was acquitted and set free. But there were men in the colony who registered a vow that Cloudbrow should not escape. They believed him to be guilty, in spite of the trial, and made up their minds patiently to bide their time.

It now seemed as if at last a measure of prosperity were about to dawn upon the farmers in that distant land, and, as usual on such occasions of approaching prosperity, Dan Davidson and Duncan McKay senior began to talk of the wedding which had been so long delayed.

I wass thinkin, Tan, remarked the old man one morning, while walking in the verandah with his after-breakfast pipe, that I will be getting in the crops pretty soon this year, an theyre heavy crops too, so that we may look forward to a comfortable winter  whatever.

True, and as our crops are also very good, thank God, I begin now to hope that Elspie may see her way to

See her way! exclaimed McKay with some asperity: she will hev to see her way when I tell her to open her eyes an look!

Nay, but there are two to this bargain, said Dan, good-humouredly. I would not consent to have her on such terms. She must fix and arrange everything without constraint from any one  not even from you, Duncan McKay.

Oh! fery goot! retorted the old man with a touch of sarcasm; you know fery well what Elspie will be sayin to that, or you would not be so ready to let it rest with her. Yes, yes, she is safe to see her way to go the way that you want her to go.

It was a strange coincidence that at the very time these two were conversing on this subject in the verandah of Ben Nevis Hall, Mrs Davidson and Elspie were discussing the very same subject in an upper room of Prairie Cottage. We refrain from giving the details, however, as it would be unpardonable to reveal such matters. We will merely state that the conclusions to which the ladies came were very similar to those arrived at by the gentlemen.

But delay was still destined to be an element in the cup of this unfortunate couple.

When the harvest had been gathered in that year, there came what old McKay called a visitation which, with its consequences, recalls irresistibly the words of our great Scottish poet the best-laid schemes o mice and men gang aft a-gley. This visitation was a plague of mice. The whole colony was infested with them. Like the grasshoppers, the mice devoured everything. The grain after being stacked was almost totally destroyed by them. The straw, the very stubble itself, was cut to atoms. The fields, the woods, the plains, seemed literally alive with this new visitor, and the result would have been that most of the settlers would again have been driven to spend another dreary winter in trapping and hunting with the Indians at Pembina, if it had not been for the fortunate circumstance that the buffalo runners had been unusually successful that year. They returned from the plains rejoicing,  their carts heavily laden with buffalo-robes and innumerable bags of pemmican.




Chapter Thirty One.

Retribution.

Owing to the success of the buffalo runners, the winter passed away in comparative comfort. But, as we have said, some of the settlers who had been ruined by the failure of the fisheries and the depredations of the mice, and who did not share much in the profits of the autumn hunt, were obliged once again to seek their old port of refuge at Pembina.

Among these was the Swiss family Morel. André went, because he did not wish to remain comparatively idle in the colony during the long months of winter. Elise went for the purpose of keeping house  perhaps we should say keeping hut  for André. Fred Jenkins went because he wanted to learn more about Indian ways and customs, as well as to perfect himself in the art of hunting the buffalo  that was all!

There were some who did not believe what the bold seaman said. Elise Morel was one of these  perhaps the most unbelieving amongst them.

Indeed, she laughed quite hilariously when his motive was reported to her by Billie Sinclair the day before they started.

Why do you laugh so? inquired Little Bill, who was always more or less in a state of surprise when he got upon this subject with Elise.

It is not easy to say, Billie, answered the girl, with another pleasant little laugh, but it is so funny that a sailor should take such a fancy to come out here, so far away from his native element, and find so much interest in snow-shoe walking and Indian customs.

Yes, isnt it? responded the boy, and him such a fine big man, too, who has gone through so much, and seen so many lands, and been in such a lot o fights with pirates, and all that kind of thing. I cant understand him at all. I wish I understood him better, for I like him very much. Dont you?

Elise was so much taken up with what she was doing at the time that she could not answer the question, and Billie was in such a wandering state of mind that he neglected to press it!

Daniel Davidson also went to Pembina that winter, because he could not bear to press the subject of his marriage just after the destruction of his and old McKays crops by mice  a disaster which told rather heavily on both families. When winter had passed away, he, along with many others, returned to the colony and made preparations for going out to the plains for the spring hunt with the buffalo runners.

You will better not be goin wi them, said Duncan McKay senior to his younger son, some days before the hunters had arranged to set out. It will not be safe after your trial, for the half-breeds are mad at you, Tuncan.

If the old man had been wise enough to have left his son alone, Duncan junior would probably have remained where he was; but the mere offer of advice roused in him the spirit of opposition, and that reference to the half-breeds decided him.

If all the half-breeds in Rud River wass to go as mad as buffalo-bulls wi their tails cut off, I would go, said Duncan junior, with quiet decision of tone and manner, as he lighted his pipe.

Ay, it iss that same you would do if you wass to be hanged to-morrow for doin it, Tuncan, returned the old man testily, as he fired cloudlets in rapid succession from his compressed lips.

Duncan junior was equally firm in replying to his sisters remonstrances later in the day.

You know, dear Duncan, she said, that, although I believe you to be quite innocent, most of the half-breeds are of the opposite opinion, and some of them are very revengeful, especially when they think they have been deceived or unjustly treated.

I do not fear the half-breeds, replied the youth gruffly.

Of course you dont, Duncan, but you know that, though most of them are good, trusty men, some are mean fellows, who would not hesitate to shoot you in the smoke and confusion of the hunt. Do give up the idea, for my sake, dear.

I would do much for your sake, Elspie, but not this, for it iss showin the white feather I am, they will be sayin, and, as father often says, that iss what must never be true of a McKay.

Accordingly, Duncan junior mounted his horse, and accompanied Dan, Peter, Fergus, Okématan, Morel, Jenkins, and others to the plains, where they found that the main body of the hunters, under Antoine Dechamp, had arrived just before them. Kateegoose was also there, and La Certe, who once more tried his fortune at the chase under all the advantages of a new cart and horse, a new gun, and a new outfit  all received on credit  to be paid for by the proceeds of the chase, as the creditors, hoping against hope, tried to believe; never to be paid for at all, as the easy-going La Certe more than half suspected  though he was far too honest a man to admit that even to himself.

Of course, Slowfoot was with him  amiable, meek, and silent as ever. And so was Baby La Certe, a five-year-old by that time, and obviously a girl with a stronger penchant than ever for tobacco!

The buffalo have been found already, said Dechamp to Dan Davidson, as the latter rode into camp at the head of his party. Bourassin has just come in with the report that they are in great numbers away to the nor-west, so we will make a fair start first thing in the morning.

As he spoke, Dechamp glanced with evident surprise at Duncan McKay.

Why did you let him come? he said in an under-tone to Dan, as they were tying up the horses.

How could I prevent him? replied Dan.

Next morning all was bustle, eager expectation, and lively conversation in the camp. Archie was there again, promoted to the condition of a full-fledged hunter by the possession of a gun. Little Bill was there also. He had improved so much in health and strength that he was permitted to ride with the runners on a pony; but was to content himself with viewing the battle from afar  that is, well in rear.

Now, Little Bill, said Archie, with the seriousness of a grandfather, as they galloped with the hunters over the rolling plains, across which were streaming the first beams of the rising sun, you must promise me to keep well in rear, and on no account to join in the chase. Its of no use to go in without a gun, you know, and there is great risk when in the thick of it, that you may come across a bullet or two. Youll have all the fun without the danger, Little Bill.

All right, old boy; Ill do my best.

Hallo, Archie! cried Jenkins, galloping up alongside, with the blunderbuss in his left hand, Ive bin lookin for you, lad. Its not easy to spy out a friend in such a shoal o queer craft. Are ee goin to sail alongside o me this bout?

Of course I am, Fred. A man that can steer his way by compass over such a sea o grass is worth holding on to.

Well, then, heave ahead. Well hunt in couples. I see theyre gettin into line o battle, which means that the enemys in view.

The sailor was right. Buffalo were seen grazing in the far distance, and the cavalcade was getting into line so as to advance in good order.

As on a former occasion, they approached at a slow pace until the animals began to lift their heads and throw inquiring glances in the direction from which the mounted host came. Then the word was given to trot, and, finally, to charge.

The rush on this occasion was even more tremendous than on the former, for there were considerably more men, and a larger herd of buffalo.

The lumbering heavy gait of the latter at the first start did not suggest the racing speed to which the clumsy creatures attained when they were hard pressed. Soon the dropping shots of the fast riders swelled into the rattling musketry of the real fight, and ere long the plain became strewed with dead and wounded animals, while smoke and dust obscured the air.

There was no order maintained after the first onset. Every man seemed to fight for his own hand. Crossing and re-crossing and firing recklessly in all directions, it seemed a very miracle that no fatal accidents occurred. Minor ones there were. Archie and his nautical comrade witnessed a few of these.

I say, look at Bourassin! exclaimed the former, pointing to the left with his nose  both hands being fully engaged with gun and bridle.

The seamans eye turned in the direction indicated, and he beheld Bourassins horse stopped by the hairy forehead of a buffalo-bull, while Bourassin himself was in the act of describing a magnificent parabolic curve over the buffalos back. He alighted on his back, fortunately on a low bush, a yard or two beyond the buffalos tail.

Killed! exclaimed Jenkins, anxiously, as he turned his horse in the direction of the fallen man.

But the seaman was wrong. The hunter did indeed lie flat and motionless for a few seconds  which was just as well, for it gave the bull time to toss off the horse, turn, and leap over the prostrate man in continuing its flight; but in another moment Bourassin was on his feet, soon caught his trembling horse, remounted, and continued the chase.

A little further on they saw Peter Davidsons horse put his foot in a badger-hole, the result of which was that the horse rolled over in one direction, while the expert Peter, tumbling cleverly to one side, rolled away in another direction like a Catherine-wheel. Both horse and man arose unhurt, and, like Bourassin, continued the chase.

Necks aint easy broke in this here country, remarked the seaman, as Archie pushed past him in pursuit of a fat young cow.

Not often. Necks are tough, you see, and ground is mostly soft, cried Archie, as he fired and dropped the cow.

Whos that away to the right, ridin like a madman after a calf? asked Jenkins, overtaking Archie, who was recharging his gun at the gallop.

Who  where? cried the boy, looking impatiently round.

Keep cool, lad! Whatever condition you chance to be in, whether of danger or safety, always keep cool. For why?  it makes you comfortable, or more fit for action, as the case may be. See, the fellow over there half-hidden by smoke.

Why, thats Duncan McKay. You might know him by his hat.

I aint a good judge o hats, remarked the seaman, as he fired at a bull and missed it. Ha! that comes o firin at long range, he said. It was at least six yards off, an I cant count on the old blunderbuss beyond five. Better luck next time!

Hallo! Jenkins, did you hear that?

What?

That shriek? Im sure some one has been hurt.

Very likely, lad. Theres many a cropper a-goin on just now, an we cant all expect to come off scot-free.

The voice sounded like that of Fergus, said Archie, but I can see nothing for smoke now. Is that a man on the ground over there?

Dont know, Archie. Out o the way, lad; theres another chance. Must get closer this time.

The tide of the chase swept on with irresistible fury, and not one of all the band saw that the man who had fallen did not rise.

Following close in rear, and profoundly excited with this new and wild experience of life, came Little Bill, galloping along on his pony.

The poor boy had either greatly benefited by his recent adventures, or a change had taken place in his constitution, for he rode with ease, and found that he could walk considerable distances without the old weary feeling of exhaustion.

As Little Bill passed over the prairie, which resembled a field of battle where, not men, but buffaloes had been the combatants, he came suddenly upon the dismounted hunter, who lay prone upon his face.

Poor man! thought Little Bill, pulling up and dismounting, he seems to have been badly stunned.

Stooping down he turned the fallen man over on his back with some difficulty, and then discovered, to his consternation, that it was young Duncan McKay, and that blood was flowing from a wound in his side.

The shock at first deprived Billie of the power to do anything, but in a very few minutes his strong common sense returned, and his first act was to open Duncans coat and stanch the wound. This he accomplished by means of a strip torn off the poor mans cotton shirt, and the long red worsted belt with which the hunters capote was bound. Then he took from his pocket a small bottle of water, with which he had provided himself in case of need, and poured a little into Duncans mouth.

The result of these operations was that the fallen man opened his eyes after a while, raised himself on one elbow, and looked round in a dazed manner.

What iss it that has come over me? he asked, faintly.

You have fallen off your horse, I think, answered the boy, and I  Im afraid a bullet has wounded you in the side.

Bullet! Side! exclaimed Duncan, looking quickly down at the bandage, and attempting to rise. Little Bill, you must

He stopped; seemed to grow faint, and fell down; but quickly raised himself again on one elbow and looked round.

Shot!  dying! he muttered; then turning to the boy Stay by me, Little Bill. Dont leave me here all alone.

No, I wont leave you, unless  perhaps it would be better if I rode back to camp for help.

True, true. Its my only chance, said the poor man, faintly. Go, Billie, and go quick. Put something under my head. And  stay  leave your gun with me.

Im so sorry I havent got one, but here is my bottle of water; you may want that, and

He stopped, for Duncan had evidently fainted again.

The poor boy was terribly alarmed at this. He had wit enough to perceive that prompt action was needed, for his friend was in very great danger, while the buffalo runners were by that time out of sight in front, and the camp was far behind. In this crisis Billie acted with decision. First making the bandage over the wound more secure, and pouring a little more water into the mouth of the wounded man, he went to a clump of willows, and cut a stout switch, then, remounting, he turned on his track and made straight for the camp as fast as his willing pony could be made to lay hoof to the ground.

Arrived there, to his great relief he found the Cree chief Okématan, for that eccentric individual had, owing to some unknown reason, refrained from joining in the hunt that day. La Certe was also there.

In a few minutes, mounted on a fresh horse, Little Bill was galloping over the prairie, acting as guide to Okématan, while La Certe followed them, driving a cart with a couple of buffalo-robes in it.

That night, instead of rejoicing in the camp of the buffalo runners after their successful hunt, there was uneasiness and gloom, for Duncan McKay lay in his tent dangerously wounded, and it was generally believed that the shot which laid him low had been fired not by accident, but with deliberate intent to kill.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Suffering and its Results.

When the news that young Duncan had been shot was brought to Ben Nevis, the effect on his father was much more severe than might have been expected, considering their respective feelings towards each other.

It was late in the evening when the news came, and the old man was seated in what he styled his smoking-room, taking his evening glass of whisky and water.

Elspie, he said, in a subdued voice, on being told, help me up to my bed.

This was so very unusual a request that Elspie was somewhat alarmed by it, as well as surprised  all the more so that the old man left the room without finishing either his pipe or glass. Still, she did not suppose that anything serious would come of it. A nights rest, she thought, would do away with the evils of the shock.

Dear father, she said, as she kissed him at parting, do believe that God is waiting to be gracious: that He really means it when He says, Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. And, consider  we have no reason to suppose that dear Duncans wound is very dangerous.

Goot-night, Elspie, was all the reply.

Next morning McKay did not make his appearance at the usual breakfast-hour, and, on going to his room, they found him lying speechless in his bed, suffering under a stroke of paralysis.

He soon recovered the power of speech, but not the use of his limbs, and it became evident ere long that the poor man had received a shock which would probably cripple him for life. Whatever may have been his secret thoughts, however, he carefully concealed them from every one, and always referred to his complaint as, this nasty stiff feeling about the legs which iss a long time of goin away  whatever.

In a few days, Fergus returned from the plains, bringing his brother in a cart, which had been made tolerably easy by means of a springy couch of pine-branches. They did not tell him at first of his fathers illness, lest it should interfere with his own recovery from the very critical condition in which he lay. At first he took no notice of his fathers non-appearance, attributing it to indifference; but when he began slowly to mend, he expressed some surprise. Then they told him.

Whatever may have been his thoughts on the subject, he gave no sign, but received the information  as, indeed, he received nearly all information at that time  in absolute silence.

Fortunately, the bullet which struck him had passed right through his side, so that he was spared the pain, as well as the danger, of its extraction. But, from his total loss of appetite and continued weakness, it was evident that he had received some very severe, if not fatal, internal injury. At last, very slowly, he began to grow a little stronger, but he was a very shadow or wreck of his former self. Nevertheless, the more sanguine members of the family began to entertain some faint hope of his recovery.

Of course, during these first days of his weakness his sister Elspie nursed him. She would, if permitted, have done so night and day, but in this matter she had to contend with one who was more than a match for her. This was Old Peg, the faithful domestic.

No, no, dearie, said that resolute old woman, when Elspie first promulgated to her the idea of sitting up all night with Duncan, you will do nothin of the sort. Your sainted mother left your father an Fergus an yourself to my care, an I said I would never fail you, so I cant break my promise by letting you break your health. I will sit up wi him, as Ive done many a time when he was a bairn.

It thus came to pass that Elspie nursed her brother by day, and Old Peg sat up with him at night. Of course the duties of the former were considerably lightened by the assistance rendered by various members of the family, as well as friends, who were ever ready to sit by the bedside of the wounded man and read to or chat with him. At such times he was moderately cheerful, but when the night watches came, and Old Peg took her place beside him, and memory had time to commence with him undisturbed, the deed of which he had had been guilty was forced upon him; Conscience was awakened, and self-condemnation was the result. Yet, so inconsistent is poor humanity that self-exculpation warred with self-condemnation in the same brain! The miserable man would have given all he possessed to have been able to persuade himself that his act was purely one of self-defence  as no doubt to some extent it was, for if he had not fired first Perrins action showed that he would certainly have been the man-slayer. But, then, young McKay could not shut his eyes to the fact that premeditation had, in the first instance, induced him to extend his hand towards his gun, and this first act it was which had caused all the rest.

Often during the wakeful hours of the night would the invalid glance at his nurse with a longing desire to unburden his soul to her, but whenever his eye rested on her calm, wrinkled old visage, and he thought of her deafness, and the difficulty of making her understand, he abandoned his half-formed intention with a sigh. He did not, indeed, doubt her sympathy, for many a time during his life, especially when a child, had he experienced the strength and tenderness of that.

After attending to his wants, it was the habit of Old Peg to put on a pair of tortoise-shell spectacles and read. Her only book was the Bible. She read nothing else  to say truth, at that time there was little else to read in Red River. The first night of her watch she had asked the invalid if he would like her to read a few verses to him.

You may if you like, Peg, he had replied. You know it iss little I care for releegion, for I dont believe in it, but you may read if you like  it may amuse me, an will help to make the time pass  whatever.

Thus the custom was established. It was plain that the old woman counted much on the influence of the simple Word of God, without comment, for every time she opened the Bible she shut her eyes and her lips moved in silent prayer before she began to read.

The invalid was greatly tickled with this little preliminary prayer, and would have laughed aloud if he had not been too weak to do so. As time went on, however, he became interested in the Gospel narratives in spite of himself, and he began to experience some sort of relish for the evening reading  chiefly because, as he carefully explained to Elspie, the droning o the old wummans voice sent him to sleep.

Meanwhile the other invalid  Duncan senior  progressed as slowly as did his son. The nursing of him was undertaken chiefly by Jessie Davidson  the sympathetic Jessie  who was established as an inmate of Ben Nevis pro tem, for that very purpose. She was ably seconded  during part of each day  by Billie Sinclair, between whom and the old Highlander there grew up at that time a strong friendship. For many weeks poor old McKay was confined to his bed, and then, when allowed to rise, he could only walk across his room with the aid of the strong arm of his stalwart son Fergus. To sit at his open window and look out at his garden was his principal amusement, and smoking a long clay pipe his chief solace. Like Duncan junior, old Duncan was quite willing to hear the Bible read to him now and then, by Jessie Davidson and more especially by Little Bill; but the idea of deriving any real comfort from that book never for a moment entered his head.

One day Elspie came to him and said:

Daddy, Dan wants to see you to-day, if you feel well enough.

Surely, my tear. It iss not the first time he will be seein me since I got the stroke.

He has brought you a present  something that he has made  which he hopes will be useful to you.

What is it, Elspie?

You shall see. May I tell him to come in and bring it with him?

Surely, my tear. Let him come in. It iss always goot for sore eyes to see himself  whatever.

Elspie went out. A few minutes later there was heard in the passage a strange rumbling sound.

What in all the world iss that? said the old man to Little Bill, who happened to be his companion at the time.

It sounds like wheels, I think, said Billie.

The door opened as he spoke, and Dan Davidson entered, pushing before him an invalid chair of a kind that is familiar enough in the civilised world, but which was utterly unknown at that time in those regions.

Goot-mornin, Tan; what hev you got there? Iss it a surprise you will be givin me?

It is a chair, sir, which will, I hope, add a good deal to your comfort, said Dan. I made it myself, from the memory-model of one which I once saw in the old country. See, I will show you how it acts. Push me along, Jessie.

Dan sat down in the chair as he spoke, and his sister Jessie, who entered at the moment, pushed him all about the room with the greatest ease.

Well, well! said the amused invalid. Ye are a clever man, Taniel. It iss a goot contrivance, an seems to me fery well made. Could Little Bill push it, think ye? Go an try, boy.

Little Bill found that he could push Dan in the chair as easily as Jessie had done it.

But that is not all, said Dan. See  now I will work the chair myself.

So saying he laid his hands on the two large wheels at either side  which, with a little wheel behind, supported the machine  and moved it about the room, turned it round, and, in short, acted in a very independent manner as to self-locomotion.

Well, now, that iss goot, exclaimed the pleased invalid. Let me try it, Tan.

In his eagerness the poor man, forgetting for a moment his helpless condition, made an effort to rise, and would certainly have fallen off the chair on which he was seated if Elspie had not sprung to his assistance.

Come, theres life in you yet! said Dan as he assisted the old man into the wheel-chair. Put your hands  so. And when you want to turn sharp round youve only to pull with one hand and push with

Get along with you, interrupted the old man, facetiously giving the chair a swing that caused all who stood around him to leap out of his way: will you hev the presumption to teach a man that knew how to scull a boat before you wass born? But, Taniel, he added, in a more serious tone, we must hev one like this made for poor Tuncan.

As this was the first reference which McKay had made to his younger son since his illness  with the exception of the daily inquiry as to his health  it was hailed as an evidence that a change for the better was taking place in the old mans mind. For up to that period no one had received any encouragement to speak of, or enter into conversation about, Duncan junior.

You are right, returned Dan. I have been thinking of that, and have even laid in the wood to make a similar chair for him. But I fear he wont be able to use it for some time to come. Elspie was thinking, if you dont object, to have your bedroom changed to one of the rooms on the ground floor, so that you could be wheeled into the garden when so inclined.

Yes, daddy, said Elspie, taking up the discourse; we can put you into the room that corresponds with Duncans room at the other end of the house, so that you and he will be able to meet after your long illness. But there is another contrivance which Dan has been making for us  not for you, but for Old Peg. Tell daddy about it, Dan.

Like the chair, said Dan, it is no novelty, except in this out-o-the-way place. You see, I have noticed that Old Peg is rather deaf

Well, Tan, interrupted old McKay with a benignant smile, it iss not much observation that you will be requirin to see that!

Just so. Well, I also observed that it gives Duncan some trouble to speak loud enough to her. So I have invented a sort of ear-trumpet  a tin pipe with an ear-piece at one end and a mouth-piece at the other, which I hope may make things easier.

Hev ye not tried it yet? asked McKay.

Not yet. Ive only just brought it.

Go down, lad, an try it at wanse, an let me know what the upshot iss.

Down they all went accordingly, leaving Duncan senior alone.

They found Old Peg in the act of administering beef-tea refreshment  or something of that sort  to the invalid. Peter Davidson and Archie Sinclair were there also, paying him a visit.

Hallo, Little Bill! said Archie as his brother entered. You here! I guessed as much. Your passion for nursing since you attended Dan is outrageous. You do more nursing in this house, I do believe, than Elspie and Jessie and Old Peg put together. What dee mean by it, Bill? I get no good of you at all now!

I like it, Archie, and Im training myself to nurse you when you get ill or old!

Thank ee for nothin, Little Bill, for I dont mean to become either ill or old for some time to come; but, I say, are they goin to perform an operation on Old Pegs head?

This was said in consequence of Elspie shouting to the old woman to let her put something into her ear to cure deafness.

Cure deafness! she exclaimed, with a faint laugh, nothin will ever cure my deafness. But I can trust you, dearie, so do what you please.

Shut your eyes, then.

And open your mouth! said Archie to Little Bill in a low voice.

Old Peg did as she was bid. Dan, approaching behind her, put the small end of the tube into her right ear  which was the best one  and Elspie, putting her mouth to the other end, spoke to her in her soft, natural voice.

The effect was amusing. Old Peg dropped into her chair as if paralysed, and gazed from one to another in mute amazement.

Eh! dearie. Did I ever think to hear the sweet low voice o Elspie like as it was when she was a bairn! Most amazin! she said. Let me heart again.

The operation was repeated, and it was finally found that, by means of this extemporised ear-trumpet, the poor creature once more became a conversable member of society. She went about the house the remainder of that day in a quite excited state, asking questions of everybody, and putting the end of the instrument to their mouths for an answer. Archie even declared that he had caught her alone in the back-kitchen shoving the cats head into the mouth-piece of the instrument, and pinching its tail to make it mew.

It was two days after the occurrence of these incidents that the old woman was seated by Duncans bedside, gazing through her tortoise-shell glasses at the well-thumbed Bible, when her patient, who had been very restless, looked up and spoke.

Can I do anything for ye, dearie? said Old Peg, putting the trumpet-end into her ear, and handing the mouth-piece to Duncan.

You  you hear much better now, Old Peg? said the sick man, in his natural voice.

Ay, much, much better; thanks to the Lord  and to Mr Daniel.

If Daniel had not thought of it, said the invalid, quite gravely, do you think that the Lord would hev sent the machine to you?

He might or He might not, returned the old woman, promptly. Its not for me to say, nor yet to guess on that point. But this I do know for certain  if the Lord hadna thought upon Mr Daniel, then Mr Daniel wouldna have been here to think upon me.

Duncan made no reply, and for some time remained quite silent. Then he spoke again.

Peg, what wass it that you would be reading to me last night  something about a malefactor, Im thinking.

Ay, it was about the robbers that was crucified on each side o the Lord. One o them reviled the Lord as he was hangin there, the other found forgiveness, for he was led to see what a lost sinner he was, and repented and confessed his sins.

That is fery strange, said Duncan, after a few moments thought. Do you think, Peg, that the robber that was forgiven wass a  a murderer?

I have little doubt ot, answered Peg, for Ive heard say that they think very little o human life in them Eastern countries. But whatever he was, the blood of Jesus Christ was able to cleanse him.

Ay, but if he was a murderer, Peg, he did not deserve to be forgiven.

My bairn, said the old woman, with something of motherly tenderness in her tone, its not them that deserve to be forgiven that are forgiven, but them that see that they dont deserve it. Didna this robber say that he was sufferin for his sins justly? That, surely, meant that he deserved what he was getting, an how is it possible to deserve both condemnation an forgiveness at the same time? But he believed that Jesus was a king  able and willing to save him though he did not deserve it, so he asked to be remembered, and he was remembered. But lie down now, bairn, an rest: Ye are excitin yoursel, an thats bad for ye.

A week or so after the conversation above recorded, Dan brought a wheel-chair for Duncan, similar to the one he had made for his father. As Duncan had been getting out of bed for several days before, Dan found him dressed and sitting up. He therefore lifted him into the chair at once, and wheeled him out into the garden, where a blaze of warm sunshine seemed to put new life into the poor invalid.

It had been pre-arranged that old McKay should be brought down that same day to his new room, and that he should also be wheeled into the garden, so as to meet his son Duncan, without either of them being prepared for the meeting.

I dont feel at all sure that we are right in this arrangement, Elspie had said; but Dan and Fergus, and Mrs Davidson and Jessie had thought otherwise, so she was overruled.

Archie was deputed to attend upon Duncan junior, and Little Bill obtained leave to push the chair of old McKay. The younger man was wheeled under the shade of a tree with his back to the house, and left there. Then the family retired out of the way, leaving Archie to attend the invalid.

A few minutes after young Duncan had been placed, Little Bill pushed his charge under the same tree, and, wheeling the chair quickly round, brought father and son suddenly face to face.

The surprise was great on both sides, for each, recollecting only the man that had been, could hardly believe in the reality of the ghost that sat before him.

Father! exclaimed Duncan at last.

But the old man answered not. Some strong feeling was evidently surging within him, for his mouth was tightly pursed and his features worked strangely. Suddenly he burst into tears, but the weakness was momentary. With an effort that seemed to concentrate the accumulated energy of all the McKays from Adam downwards, he again pursed his mouth and looked at his younger son with a stern persistent frown, worthy of the most rugged of Highlanders in his fiercest mood.

Duncan was inexpressibly touched.

Father, said he again, Ive been a baad, baad son to you.

Tuncan, retorted the old man, in a husky but firm voice, Ive been a baad, baad father to you.

Let us shake hands  whatever, said the son.

The two silently grasped each others hands with all the little strength that remained to them. Then old McKay turned suddenly to his henchman.

Little Bill, said he, in a tone that was not for an instant to be disregarded, shove me down to the futt of the garden  you rascal!

With a promptitude little short of miraculous the Highlander was wheeled away, and thus the momentous meeting was abruptly brought to a close.




Chapter Thirty Three.

Matrimonial Plans and Prospects.

Time passed by, as time is rather apt to do, and still the feud between the rival fur companies continued, to the detriment of the Indians and the fur-trade, the unsettling of Red River Settlement, and the demoralisation more or less of all concerned.

Men who would gladly have devoted all their energies to the arts of peace, became more or less belligerent in spirit, if not in act, and many were forced to take sides in the controversy  some siding with the Nor-Westers and others with the Hudsons Bay Company.

With the merits of their contentions we do not propose to meddle. We confine ourselves to facts.

One important fact was that our hero Daniel Davidson took the side of the Hudsons Bay Company. Being a stout fellow, with a good brain, a strong will, an independent spirit, and a capable tongue, he was highly appreciated by the one side and considerably hated by the other, insomuch that some of the violent spirits made dark suggestions as to the propriety of putting him out of the way. It is not easy, however, or safe, to attempt to put a strong, resolute man out of the way, and his enemies plotted for a considerable time in vain.

The unsettled state of the colony, and the frequent failure of the crops had, as we have seen, exerted an evil influence for a long time on poor Dans matrimonial prospects, and at last, feeling that more settled times might yet be in the remote future, and that, as regarded defence and maintenance, it would be on the whole better both for Elspie and himself that they should get married without delay, he resolved to take the important step, and, as old McKay remarked, have it over.

You see, Taniel, said the old man, when the subject was again broached, it iss of no use hangin off an on in this fashion. Moreover, this nasty stiff leg o mine is so long of getting well that it may walk me off the face o the earth altogether, an I would not like to leave Elspie till this matter iss settled. Tuncan also iss a little better just now, so what say you to have the weddin the month after next? Mr Sutherland will be back from the Whitehorse Plains by then, an he can tie the knot tight enough  whatever. Anyway, it iss clear that if we wait for a munister o the Auld Kirk, we will hev to wait till doomsday. What say you, Taniel?

It need hardly be said that Dan had nothing whatever to say in objection to this scheme. It was therefore settled  under the proviso, of course, that Elspie had no objection. Dan went off at once to see Elspie, and found that she had no objection, whereupon, after some conversation, etcetera, with which we will not weary the reader, he sought out his friend Fred Jenkins, to whom he communicated the good news, and treated him to a good many unanswerable reasons why young people should not delay marriage when there was any reasonable prospect of their getting on comfortably in life together.

The sailor agreed with effusive heartiness to all that he said, and Dan thought while he was speaking  orating  as one of the American settlers would have expressed it  that Jenkins wore a peculiar expression on his manly countenance. Attributing it to unusual interest in the event, he continued  

Now, Fred, I want you to be my best-man

Unpossible  quite unpossible, interrupted the seaman with a grave shake of the head.

How  impossible!

Ab-so-lutely unpossible.

But why? Explain yourself, Fred.

Cause its only a bachelor as can be a best-man to a bachelor  aint it?

I believe so, though Im no authority in such matters; but surely that is a matter of no importance, for you are a bachelor, you know.

True, thats what I am to-day, but I wont be that long, for I am goin to be married next month, so I wont be available, dee see, the month after.

You  married!  to whom? exclaimed Dan in amazement.

Well, thats a point blank shot right between wind an water. Howsever, I suppose I cant go wrong in tellin you, Dan, for its all settled, though not a soul knows about it except Little Bill, an yourself, an her brother.

But I dont know about it yet, returned Dan. Who is it?

A angel  pure an unmixed  come straight down from heaven a-purpus to marry poor, unedicated, sea-farin Fred Jenkins, an her terrestrial name is Elise Morel!

Dan laughed while he congratulated the modest seaman, and admitted the strength of his difficulty.

Dyou know, Fred, Ive had a suspicion for some time past that you had a leaning in that direction?

So have I, Dan, had an uncommon strong suspicion for a very long time past, not only that I had a leanin that way, but a regular list to port, an now Im fairly over on my beam-ends!

But, surely, it must have come upon you very sudden at last, said Dan. How was it?

Sudden! I should just think it did  like a white squall in the Mediterranean, or a hurricane in the China seas. This is how it was. Id bin cruisin about her  off an on  for a considerable time, tryin to make up my mind to go into action, an screwin my courage up to the stickin pint by recallin all the fine sentiments that has carried Jack-tars through fire an smoke, shot and shell since the world began England expects every man to do his dooty, Never say die, Hookey Bunkum, an such like. But it warnt no manner o use, for Im an outrageous coward wi the gals, Dan. So, in a sort o despair, I sailed away this very mornin into the plantation at the futt o your garden, intendin to cool myself an think over it, when, who should I see almost hull down on my lee bow but the enemy  Elise herself!

Well, I changed my course at once; bore straight down on her, an soon overhauled her, but the nearer I came the more did my courage run out, so I gradooally begun to take in sail an drop astarn. At last I got savage, Youre a fool, Jenkins! says I to myself. Thats a fact! says suthin inside o me.

Now, if that suthin had kep quiet, I do believe that Id have gone about-ship an showed her my heels, but that suthin, whatever it was, set up my dander. Now then, says I, haul taut the main brace! Up wi the tgallnt-sls an sky-scrapers! England expects, etceterer!

Afore you could say Jack Robinson, I was along side  grapplin-irons hove into her riggin, and a broadside fired. The way I gave it her astonished even myself. Nelson himself could scarce ha done it better! Well, she struck her colours at the first broadside, an somehow  I never could make out exactly how  we was sittin on the stump of a tree with her head on my rough unworthy buzzum. Think o that! Dan, her head  the head of a Angel! Give us your flipper, mate.

I congratulate you, Jenkins, with all my heart, said Dan, grasping the seamans flipper, and giving it a hearty shake. So now, I must look out for another best-man. Morel will do for me, I think, and you can have my brother Peter, no doubt. But could we not manage to have both weddings on the same day?

Impossible, answered the seaman, promptly. Couldnt wait.

But we might compromise the matter. I might have mine a little sooner and you could have yours a little later.

Still Jenkins shook his head. Not fair-play, he said. All the advantage on your side. However, we might consider it. Hold a sort o drum-head court-martial over it, with Elise and Elspie as judges.

When the said court-marital  as Dan called it  was held, the compromise was agreed to, and it was finally fixed that six weeks thereafter the two couples should be united in Ben Nevis Hall.

But the current of these parallel streams of true love was not yet destined to run smooth  as the next chapter will show.




Chapter Thirty Four.

A New Disaster.

I mean to go off to-morrow on a shooting trip to the lake, said Dan Davidson to Archie Sinclair. Ive had a long spell at farming operations of late, and am tired of it. The double wedding, you know, comes off in six weeks. So I want to have one more run in the wilderness in all the freedom of bachelorhood. Will you go with me?

Unpossible, as Jenkins would say, answered Archie. Nothing would please me better, but, duty before pleasure! Ive promised to spend a week along wi Little Bill at the Whitehorse Plains. Billie has taken a great fancy to that chief o the half-breeds, Cuthbert Grant, and we are goin to visit him. Ive no doubt that Little Bill would let me off, but I wont be let off.

Then I must ask Okématan to go with me, said Dan.

You neednt trouble yourself, for I heard him say that he was goin off to see some o his relations on important business  a great palaver o some sort  and Elise told me this morning that she saw him start yesterday.

Morel is too busy with his new farm to go, rejoined Dan, and Jenkins is too busy helping Morel. Perhaps Dechamp or Bourassin may be more at leisure. I will go see.

But on search being made, neither Dechamp nor Bourassin was to be found, and our hero was returning home with the intention of taking a small hunting canoe and going off by himself, when he chanced to meet with La Certe.

That worthy seemed unusually depressed, and returned Dans greeting with very little of his habitual cheerfulness.

Whats wrong with you, François? asked Dan, anxiously.

Domestic infelicity, answered La Certe, with a sorrowful shake of the head.

What! surely Slowfoot has not taken to being unkind to you?

O no! Slowfoot could not be unkind, but she is unhappy; she has lost her cheerful looks; she does not take everything as she once did; she does not now let everything go anyhow with that cheerful resignation which was once her delightful characteristic. She no longer hands the pipe of peace to our little one  indeed she refuses to let it have the pipe at all, though the poor child cries for it, and comes to me secretly, when Slowfoot is out of the way, to beg for a draw. Then, she scolds me  no, she does not scold. Slowfoot cannot scold. She is too amiable  but she remonstrates, and that is worse than scolding, for it enlists myself against myself. O! I am now miserable. My days of peace are gone!

This is all very sad, La Certe, said Dan, in a tone of sympathy. What does she remonstrate about?

About my laziness! She does it very kindly, very gently  so like her old self!  but she does it. She says, Husband; we have gone on this way too long. We must change. You must change. You are lazy!

Well, La Certe, said Dan, Im afraid that Slowfoot is right.

I know she is right! retorted the half-breed, with more of exasperation in his manner than his friend had ever before seen in him. When that which is said of one is false, one can afford to smile, but when it is true what can one say? Yet it is hard  very hard. You are full of energy; you love to expend it, and you search for work. It is natural  and what is natural must be right. So, I am full of laziness. I love to indulge it, and I search for repose. That is also natural, and what is natural must be right. Voilà!

Then I suppose your love for repose, returned Dan, will oblige you to decline an offer which I thought of making to you.

What is that?

To go with me on a shooting expedition to Lake Winnipeg for a week or two.

O no! I will not decline that, returned La Certe, brightening up. Shooting is not labour. It is amusement, with labour sufficient to make after-repose delightful. And I will be glad to leave my home for a time, for it is no longer the abode of felicity.

This having been satisfactorily arranged, preparations made, and Slowfoot advised of her husbands intention, Dan went to Ben Nevis Hall next morning to bid farewell to Elspie for a brief period. He found only old McKay in the Hall, Elspie having gone up the Settlement, or down the Settlement  the man did not know which  to call on a friend.

See that ye will not be long o comin back, Tan, he said. There will be a good many arranchments to make, you see.

I hope to be back in three weeks at latest, said Dan, if all goes well.

Ay, if all goes well, repeated the old man, thoughtfully. As Elspie says sometimes, We never know what a day may bring furth. Well, well, see that you will not be upsetting your canoe, for canoes are cranky things  whatever.

In a short time our hero and La Certe found themselves floating once more on the calm breast of the mighty inland sea.

It was afternoon. The circumstances were eminently conducive to the felicity which is derivable from repose, and thus admirably suited to the tastes of La Certe. An unruffled sheet of glassy water lay spread out to the north-western horizon, which not only doubled the canoe and its occupants, but reflected the golden glory of the sun, and mirrored every fleecy cloudlet in the bright blue sky. A mere dip of the paddles now and then served to give impulse to the light, and literal, bark. Genial warmth pervaded the atmosphere, and little white gulls floated almost motionless on outspread wings, or sloped hither and thither with lazy flap, while ever and anon the whistling wings of passing wild-fowl gave promise of occupation to their guns, to say nothing of their kettles.

On their third day out, towards evening, they went ashore on the lee-side of a rocky point where some bushes and trees seemed to offer firewood and shelter.

This will do, said Dan, as he stepped lightly out on a shelving rock and held the canoe while his companion took out the lading. Plenty dry sticks and lots of moss for bedding.

Truly, that is so, returned La Certe. It is a place in which Slowfoot would rejoice to repose, and the little one to smoke its pipe.

You forget, said Dan. The little one is no longer allowed that luxury.

No, I forgot not. But I reflect that it is possible to give her many a draw on the sly.

The fire was soon kindled, ducks were roasting in front of it, and the kettle boiling above it. The tea had been infused, and La Certe, while filling his pipe, was blinking good-will at all around, when the notes of a voyageur-song were heard like an echo in the far distance.

Gradually the song grew louder, and soon a canoe rounded the point, and came in sight of the camp-fire. It was what used to be called a north-canoe, of the largest size, made of birch-bark, and contained a crew of ten men.

The song and the paddling stopped simultaneously when the camp was observed, and the men appeared to hold a consultation. Their hesitation, however, was very brief. Suddenly, breaking again into song, they ran the canoe to shore, and landed.

We are bound for Red River, said their chief to Dan. Just come from Canada. We suppose you dont object to our camping beside you. It is a convenient spot.

Of course the two hunters had no objection whatever to fraternise with the strangers from Canada, and in a short time another large fire was sending its myriad sparks up into the darkening sky like a gigantic roman-candle.

During supper the strangers made themselves very agreeable. After supper, two of the stoutest of them arose, as if to go into the bush for more firewood. Suddenly these threw themselves upon and seized Dan and his comrade, who were reclining quietly on the ground. Before either could make even an attempt at self-defence they were overpowered by the Canadians, and held forcibly down, while their arms were securely bound to their sides with strips of deerskin.

It is useless to struggle, Dan Davidson, said the chief, when this was being accomplished. We know you as a bitter opponent of the Nor-westers, and we intend to carry you where your power to do mischief will be ended.

Who are you? and under whose authority do you act? demanded Dan, angrily.

Who I am is a matter of no interest to you, Dan. I act under my own authority, and I may just as well tell you, at the beginning, that if you and your comrade choose to submit peaceably, we will treat you reasonably well;  if not, we will find means to quiet you, even though we should be driven to do it wi that.

The man pointed significantly to a gun which leant against a neighbouring tree. His meaning could not be misunderstood.

That night, Dan and La Certe were fastened to a tree by cords which allowed of their moving about freely within a small space, but their arms were not unbound. Here they were allowed to make themselves as comfortable as possible in the circumstances. Their bed, being mossy, was well enough, but the distracted state of their minds  especially Dans  may be imagined.

La Certe, said Dan, when the camp-fire had burned low, and the stars were shining on them through the leaves, and all was still, save an occasional snore from the Nor-westers.

La Certe groaned in reply.

Poor Dan was not in a mood to comfort him or anybody else at that moment, and did not follow up his remark.

La Certe, he said again, after a quarter of an hour.

Well?

Do you remember John Bourke?

Yes, yes. I remember him, but I care not for him. My own sorrows are too great.

Do you recollect, continued Dan, regardless of this despairing remark, that a good while ago the Nor-westers took him prisoner, when he was wounded after a skirmish with them, and carried him to Canada  treating him with great barbarity on the way. There he was put in jail, but, as nothing could be proved against him, he was liberated, and then tried to return to his family in Red River, but the Nor-westers caught him again, imprisoned him, sent him a second time to Canada, and had him tried at the Court of the Kings Bench, although his only crime was that of resisting the North-West Company. He was acquitted, and, after terrible sufferings from which he never quite recovered and a three years absence, he rejoined his family in Red River.

Yes, O yes! I know it all, groaned La Certe.

Well, continued Dan, bitterly, his fate is not unlikely to be ours.

The poor half-breed made no reply to this. For some time he lay quite still, and his comrade had almost fallen into an uneasy slumber, when he was awakened by La Certe breaking out into a soliloquy in which he apostrophised his absent wife.

O my Slowfoot! he murmured. Shall we never meet again on earth? Yes, you are right. I have been lazy! I am lazy. I suppose that this is punishment for my sin. But it is hard to bear, and very heavy  is it not?  for only following ones nature in longing for repose. O! why was I born? Why was our little one born, to enjoy for so brief a time the delights of smoke, and then have it denied her  except on the sly, when with her miserable father, who will never see her more  perhaps.

He paused for a few minutes, and then broke out again.

Yes, my Slowfoot  you are right. I must reform. I will cast off my sloth as a garment  even  even though I should go naked all the rest of my days! I will work  energise! I will

Hold your tongue, La Certe, and listen, said Dan in a low, stern voice.

I am all attention, returned the poor man in a similarly low tone.

Are you game to fight, if you get the chance?

Game to fight! echoed the other to fight for my Slowfoot, my little one, my smoke, and my repo  I mean my  my  new

Speak lower, man, and listen to a plan I have in my head.

Here Dan spoke so low that he could not be heard at all, save only by his companion; but that is of little consequence, for the plan, whatever it might have been, was never carried out.

Next day the Nor-west party with their two prisoners paddled away towards the mouth of the grand turbulent Winnipeg River, and began to traverse the weary wilderness-route of rivers and lakes, which at that time formed the only direct means of communication between the frontiers of Canada and Ruperts Land.




Chapter Thirty Five.

The Last.

Eagerly, earnestly, doggedly, did Daniel Davidson and François La Certe watch for a favourable opportunity to escape from their captors, but they waited and watched in vain, for their captors were cruel, suspected them of the intention to escape, and were consequently careful to prevent even an attempt being made. They never freed their wrists from strong cords; kept knives and axes out of their way; tethered them to a tree each night, and watched them continually.

Can it be wondered at that, in the circumstances, our unfortunate hero became almost insane? The wedding-day had been fixed before he left Red River; preparations were being made for the great event, and it was pretty well understood that Dan had gone off hunting with the view, chiefly, to be out of peoples way till the day should arrive. They would scarcely begin to notice his prolonged absence till the day approached. Then, no doubt, when too late, and he should be far on the way to Canada, they would in some alarm send out parties to search for him.

Dan became desperate, but he was gifted with an unusual power of self-control, so that, beyond a very stern expression, his countenance betrayed no sign of the terrible conflict that was raging within  a conflict in which mortal hatred of mankind in general and an overwhelming desire to kill or be killed formed elements. Ah! reader, poor human beings have many and many a time in the past been brought to this terrible condition. God grant that we and ours may never know what it is to tremble on the brink of madness because of the combined influence of gross injustice and horrible cruelty. To do the Nor-westers justice, they were unaware of the intensity of the pain they were inflicting. They had only captured a powerful enemy, and meant, by keeping a tight hold of him, to render him powerless in the future  that was all!

As for La Certe, they had no intention of taking him to Canada. They only meant to carry him so far on the road, that, when set free, it would be impossible for him to get back to the colony in time to give effective warning to Dans friends.

One afternoon the voyagers put ashore at one of the numerous portages which obstruct the navigation of that route to Canada, and, after unloading the canoe and lifting her out of the water, they proceeded to carry the lading across to the still water above the rapids which rendered this portage necessary.

Although bound, the prisoners were by no means freed from labour. The cords had been so arranged that they could use the paddle while in the canoe; while, on the portages, although unable to load themselves, they were quite able to carry a load which others placed on their shoulders. On this occasion Dan was first sent off with a load, and then La Certe and some of the others followed. When he reached the upper end of the portage, Dan flung down his load, and, from his elevated position, gazed wistfully down the valley through which the waters of the Winnipeg River roared and seethed among jagged rocks as far as the eye could reach. It was a wild majestic scene, but no thought of its grandeur touched the mind of the poor prisoner. He thought only of escape. His intimate knowledge, however, of the terrific power of rushing water told him that there could be no escape in that direction.

Oh! if my arms were only free, I would risk it! he murmured, as he raised his hands and looked at the powerful thongs of hide with which they were bound  thongs which were always drawn tighter when he landed, to render an attempt at escape more hopeless. Then he glanced at the rushing river beside him. A sheer precipice of full thirty feet descended from the spot on which he stood to the edge of the flood. Just below there was a whirlpool, and beyond that began the first of the series of falls and rapids which were avoided by means of the portage. Half-mad though he was, he did not dream of attempting such a leap with bound hands. He would wait, and continue to hope for a more favourable opportunity, but the possibility of such an opportunity was now growing very faint indeed, for even if he did escape, and had a canoe to use, it was by that time barely possible to accomplish the journey in time for the wedding-day. But although his hope of being in time had pretty well died out, his whole heart was still concentrated on the simple desire to escape.

A rush of despair came upon the poor youth just then, and the idea of ending his misery by taking his own life occurred to him for a fleeting moment, as he gazed wistfully around on water, wood, and sky, and observed the laden and toiling men who were slowly clambering up the steep towards him  La Certe being in front.

Just then an object among the grass at his feet attracted his attention. Stooping, he picked it up and found it to be a scalping-knife!  dropped, probably, long before by some passing Indians or voyageurs, for it was very rusty.

With a bounding heart and a wild rush of blood to his temples, he sprang towards a tree: stuck the point of the knife into it; held the handle with his teeth; sawed the thongs across its edge once or twice  and was free!

His first impulse was to bound into the woods, but the thought of his comrade arrested him. La Certe was already close at hand. Running towards him he said, quickly, Drop your load! Now or never! and cut his bonds at once. Then, turning, he sprang towards the woods. But from the very opening through which he meant to plunge into the tangled thicket, there issued the leader of the Nor-westers and two of his men. The chief was armed with a gun, which he immediately presented. With the instinct of bush-warriors the two prisoners dodged behind rocks, and made for the higher ground which Dan had recently quitted. Here a sheer precipice barred further progress. There was no way of escape but the river. They ran to the edge and looked down. La Certe shrank back, appalled. Dan glanced quickly round to see if there was any other opening. Then there came over his spirit that old, old resolve which has, in the moment of their extremity, nerved so many men to face danger and death, from the days of Adam downward.

Now, La Certe, he said, grasping his comrades hand: Farewell! Death or Freedom! Tell Elspie my last thoughts were of her!

Almost before the half-breed could realise what was said, Dan had leaped over the cliff and disappeared in the raging torrent. A few seconds later he was seen to rise in the whirlpool below the first cataract, and to buffet the stream vigorously, then he disappeared a second time. Before La Certe could make out whether his friend rose again, he was seized from behind, and dragged from the brink of the precipice.

Swift as the hunted stag springs from his covert, and bounds over every obstacle with speed and apparent ease, so sprang the chief of the Nor-westers down the rugged path which led to the foot of the series of rapids, and the lower end of the portage. There was good grit in the man, morally and physically, for he was bent on a rescue which involved considerable danger.

Throwing off his capote, and tightening his belt, he stood on a ledge just below the last fall, intently watching the water.

The fall was not high, but it was deep, and rushed into a large dark basin with terrible velocity, causing the tormented foam-speckled water to circulate round its edges. In a few moments the form of Dan was seen to shoot down the fall and disappear in the basin. The chief stooped, but did not spring until, not far from him, the apparently inanimate form reappeared on the surface and began to circle slowly round among the flecks of foam. Then he plunged, swam out with powerful strokes, and quickly returned to the shore with Dan in his grasp.

Soon they were surrounded by the other voyageurs, who had left La Certe to look after himself,  not caring much, in the excitement of the moment, whether he escaped or not.

He is dead, said one; he breathes not; and see how his face is bruised and cut.

And his chest, too, said another. I think his ribs have been broken. Poor fellow! It was a wild, a reckless jump!

Keep back, and let him have air, said the chief, who was doing his best, according to his knowledge, to resuscitate Dan.

Presently La Certe arrived, panting.

O! he is gone! My comrade, my friend, is dead! he exclaimed, clenching his hands, and gazing at the pale, bruised face.

You are wrong, exclaimed the chief, testily. Out of the way, man! See! his eyelids quiver.

And so they did; and so also quivered his lips, and then a sigh came  faint and feeble  then stronger, and at last Dan opened his eyes and thanked God that his life had been spared. But when he recovered sufficiently to realise his true position as being again a captive, the feeling of despair returned.

That night they encamped a mile above the upper end of the portage. At supper the two prisoners were allowed to sit by the camp-fire and eat with their hands free.

Monsieur, said the guide to Dan, respectfully, you see it is impossible to escape. Why compel us to bind you? Give me your word of honour that you will not try, and your limbs may then remain as free as mine.

I give you my word of honour, answered Dan, with a sardonic smile, that till after breakfast to-morrow I will not try, for I need rest and food; but after that, I give you my word that I will never cease to try.

With this promise the guide was fain to rest content, and that night Dan and his friend were allowed to sleep untethered, which they did soundly.

Next morning they were roused in gentler tones than usual, and not required to work  as had been the case hitherto  before breakfast. In short, there was an evident change in the feelings of their captors towards them, founded largely, no doubt, on admiration of Dans reckless courage; but that did not induce them in the least degree to relax their vigilance, for the moment the hour of truce had passed, the chief advanced towards Dan with the thongs to bind him.

For one moment Dan felt an impulse to knock the man down, and then fight the whole party until death should end the matter; but the good-humoured look on his jailers face, the fact that the man had saved his life the day before, and the certainty of defeat with such odds against him, induced him to quell the evil spirit and to hold out his hands.

Pardon, Monsieur, said the chief, with the politeness of a French half-breed. I am sorry you refuse to give me your parole. I would rather see you like the rest of us; but my orders are strict, and I must obey.

Before Dan could reply, a sound struck on their ears, which caused the whole party to listen, immovable and in perfect silence.

It was the wild, plaintive, beautiful song of the voyageur which had floated to them on the morning air, softened by distance to a mere echo of sweet sound. After listening intently for a few moments, the guide said gently: Voyageurs.

Again they listened to the familiar sound, which increased in volume and strength as it approached, proving that the voyageurs were descending the river towards them. As yet nothing could be seen, for a thickly-wooded point intervened. Presently the song burst on them in full resonant chorus; at the same moment two large north-canoes  in all the brilliancy of orange-coloured bark, painted bows and sterns, red-bladed paddles, with crews of scarlet-capped or bare-headed men swept round the point with quick stroke, in time to the rapid measure.

A cheer was the irrepressible impulse of the men on shore, causing the newcomers to stop and listen.

Perhaps, said Dan, they may be your foes of the Hudsons Bay Company.

That may be so, returned the Nor-west Chief, gravely.

The unfurling of an H.B.C. (Hudsons Bay Company) flag proved that it was so, to a certainty, and the depressed Nor-westers did not cheer again; but the H B C men came on, paddling with wild vigour and cheering hilariously.

They seem in great spirits, growled the Nor-west leader. We are almost as strong as they, boys, and have the advantage of woods and cliffs. Shall we fight and keep our prisoners?

What is that white thing in the bow of the first canoe? said one of the men.

It looks like a flag, said another.

If so, it is a flag of truce, observed Dan. They have something to say, and do not want to fight.

That may be trite, but we wont let you be at the conference, returned the leader, sternly. Come, four of you, lead them out of earshot. Take your guns, and use them if need be.

Four powerful fellows at once obeyed the order, and led the prisoners, who had been once more bound, into the woods. Once again Dan was tempted to offer fierce resistance, but he knew that the Hudsons Bay men were yet too far off to be able to hear shouts  at least to understand the meaning of them  and that it would be useless to resist such a guard. He therefore submitted to be led a mile or so into the woods, and finally was permitted to sit down with La Certe under a tree to await the result of the conference.

They had not to wait long. In less than half-an-hour one of the younger among the Nor-westers came bounding towards them, waving his cap and shouting.

You are free, Messieurs  free! he cried, seizing both prisoners by the hands. We are no longer enemies!

Free! What do you mean? demanded Dan, who fancied that the young man must have gone mad.

The companies have joined! he cried, excitedly. They are one! We are all friends now; but come and see and hear for yourself.

Filled with wonder, and some small degree of hope, Dan and La Certe followed the young man, accompanied by their guards, who were not less mystified than themselves. Arrived at their camping-place, they found that the canoes had brought a Chief Trader  or officer of the Hudsons Bay Company  who was conveying to Red River, and the interior of Ruperts Land generally, the good news of a momentous historical event, namely, the union of the two companies.

The important event here referred to, namely, the coalition between the two great rival companies, which took place in 1821, was the death-blow to party strife over the whole of Ruperts Land, and also inaugurated the dawn of lasting prosperity in the Red River Colony.

Cut their bonds, said the Chief Trader, as the prisoners approached.

No touch of the surgeons knife ever effected a cure more speedily.

I congratulate you, young sir, said the Trader, grasping Dans hand: you are now free, for I understand that your loss of liberty had nothing to do with crime, and the rival companies are no longer opponents; they are friends. Indeed, we have been married, so to speak, and are now one. I am on my way to Red River with the good news.

When do you start? asked Dan, abruptly.

Well, if you mean from this spot, answered the Trader, somewhat surprised as well as amused at the eagerness of the question, I start at once. Indeed, I would not have landed here had I not seen your party. You appear to be anxious. Why do you ask?

Because it is of the utmost importance to me that I should be in Red River on a certain date, and I fear that that is all but impossible now.

Dan then explained, as briefly as possible, his circumstances. Fortunately, the Trader was a sympathetic man. He ordered his crews to embark at once and bade the two captives take a brief, if not an affectionate, farewell of their late captors.

I cannot promise you to push on, he said, at a rate which will satisfy you  or even accomplish the end you have in view  but I will do the best I can, without overworking my men. I fear, however, that you will have to make up your mind to a delayed wedding!

If you will only do your best for a day or two, said Dan, until we reach the mouth of this river, that will do, for there my own hunting canoe was left; and, once in that, La Certe and I can go ahead and tell them you are coming.

Nay, that would be requiting me ill  returning evil for good  to take the wind out of my sails and make my news stale, returned the Trader, with a good-natured laugh.

True, I did not think of that, said Dan. Then we will say not a word about it until you arrive.

Yes, we will be dumb, added La Certe. Even Slowfoot shall fail to drag it out of me!

And thus it was arranged. The (late) Nor-westers continued their voyage to Canada, and the Hudsons Bay men resumed their descent of the Winnipeg River.

Arrived at the great lake, the anxious pair did not wait even to rest, but at once embarked in their little hunting canoe.

Im sorry you are such an unpresentable bridegroom, said the Trader, when they were about to separate. He referred to the cuts and bruises with which poor Dans countenance was temporarily disfigured.

Never mind, returned our hero, with a laugh, wait till you see the bride; she will more than make up for the shortcomings of the groom. Adieu!  au revoir! They pushed off, and now began a race against time, which, in the matters at least of perseverance, persistency, hard labour, and determination, beat all the records of bicyclists and horsemen from the beginning of time. Cyclists have frequent down-hills to help and rest them; Dan and his friend had no such aids. It was all either dead level or upstream. Dick Turpin and the rider to Ghent, (we forget his name), only killed their horses. Dan and François nearly killed themselves  not only with hard work and no rest, but with profound anxiety, for the wedding hour was rapidly approaching and they were still far from home!

While these events were transpiring in the wilderness, things were going smoothly enough in the Colony.

I will be thinkin, said old Duncan McKay, one fine evening as he sat in his invalid chair, beside Duncan junior, who was woefully reduced and careworn, despite the attentions of the sympathetic Jessie Davidson, who was seated near him on a rustic seat beside Elspie  

I will be thinkin that Tan an La Certe are stoppin longer away than iss altogither seemly. Tan should have been here two or three days before the weddin.

He will likely be time enough for his own weddin  whatever, remarked Duncan junior. Dont you think so, Miss Jessie?

I think it likely, answered the girl with a smile.

He is sure to be in time, said Elspie, with emphasis.

We niver can be sure of anything in this world, my tear, remarked old Duncan, becoming oracular in tone. How do you know he iss so sure?

Because Dan never breaks his word, returned Elspie, with an air of decision that would have gratified Dan immensely had he been there to see it.

Fery true, my tear, rejoined the Highlander, but there are many other things that interfere with ones word besides the will. He might tie, you know, or be trowned, or his gun might burst and render him helpless for life, if it did not kill him altogither. It iss an uncertain world at the best  whatever.

Archie Sinclair, who joined them  with his brother, Little Bill, by his side, not on his back  was of the same opinion as Elspie, but Billie shook his head, looked anxious, and said nothing  for he felt that his friend was running things much too close.

At a later hour that same evening, the other members of the two families  who dropped in to make inquiries  began to express anxiety, and Okématan, who called just to see how things were getting on, shook his head and looked owlish. Old Peg said nothing, but she evidently thought much, to judge from the deepening wrinkles on her forehead.

As for Fred Jenkins, he was too much taken up with Elise Morel to think much about anything, but even he at last grew anxious, and when the wedding morning finally dawned, and no Dan made his appearance, something like consternation filled the hearts of all within the walls of Ben Nevis Hall and Prairie Cottage. Elspie appeared to feel less than the others, but the truth was that she only controlled herself better.

He only wants to take us by surprise, she said, and, under the strength of that opinion, she robed herself for the wedding. Only her gravity and the pallor of her cheeks told of uneasiness in her mind.

Muster Sutherland said he would come soon after breakfast, observed old Duncan, uneasily. He should hev been here now,  for we need his advice sorely.

Here he iss, exclaimed Fergus, starting up and hurrying forward to welcome the good old Elder.

Mr Sutherlands advice was decided, and promptly given. Both weddings should be deferred and all the young men must turn out in an organised search without a moments delay!

It was amazing to find that every one had been of exactly the same opinion for some time past, but no one had dared to suggest a course of action which implied a belief that Dan might be in imminent danger, if not worse.

Now that the ice had been broken, however, all the youth of the neighbourhood volunteered for service, and a plan of search was being hastily formed under the direction of the Elder, when two men in a canoe were seen to paddle very slowly to the landing-place at the foot of the garden. After hauling the end of their canoe on shore, they walked, or rather staggered, up towards the house.

One of them tripped and fell, and seemed from his motions as if he thought it was not worth while to rise again. The other, paying no attention to his companion, came on.

Pless my soul! exclaimed old McKay, it iss Tan  or his ghost  whatever!

And so it was! Dirty, bruised, scratched, battered, and soaking wet, Daniel Davidson appeared to claim his beautiful bride. And he did not come in vain, for, regardless of propriety and everything else, Elspie ran forward with a little shriek and flung herself into his arms.

I have kept my promise, Elspie.

I knew you would, Dan! I said you would.

Tan, you rascal! come here.

The youth obeyed, languidly, for it was evident that he was thoroughly exhausted.

My poy, said the Highlander, touched by Dans appearance, you hev been in the watter!

Not exactly, father, but last nights thunderstorm caught us, and we had no time to seek shelter.

An it iss fightin you hev been?

With water and rocks only, said Dan.

Well, well, go into the house now, and change your cloes. Dry yourself, an get somethin to eat, for you are used up altogither.

Elspie took his hand, and led him away. Meanwhile La Certe, having gathered himself up and staggered to the front, was seized upon and questioned unmercifully. Then he also was taken into the house and fed; after which both men were made to lie down and rest.

Having slept for six hours Dan awakened, and rose up to be married! Fred Jenkins and Elise were  as the jovial tar expressed it  turned off at the same time.

It was customary in Ruperts Land at that time, as it is customary in many remote lands, no doubt, at the present day, to celebrate every wedding with a feast and a dance. Feasts are very much alike in substance, if not in detail, everywhere. We refrain from describing that which took place in Ben Nevis Hall at that time, further than to say that it was superb. The dancing was simple: it consisted chiefly of the Highland Fling danced by the performer according to taste or imagination.

But that it was eminently satisfactory to all concerned was clearly evinced by the appearance of the whole party  the elegant ease with which Fergus McKay did it; the tremendous energy with which Jacques Bourassin tried it; the persistent vigour with which André Morel studied it; the facility with which Elise acquired it  under Elspies tuition; the untiring perseverance with which Archie and Little Bill did something like it  for the latter had quite recovered, and was fit to hold his own, almost, with any one; the charming confusion of mind with which Fred Jenkins intermingled the sailors hornpipe with it; the inimitable languor with which La Certe condescended to go through it; the new-born energy with which Slowfoot footed it; the side-splitting shrieks with which Old Peg regarded it; the uproarious guffaws with which the delighted old Duncan hailed it; the sad smile with which that weak and worn invalid Duncan junior beheld it; and, last, but not least, the earnest mental power and conspicuous physical ability with which Dan Davidson attempted something which Charity personified might have supposed to bear a distant resemblance to it.

The music was worthy of the dancing, for the appointed performer had, owing to some occult cause, failed to turn up, and a volunteer had taken his place with another fiddle, which was homemade, and which he did not quite understand. A small pig with feeble intellect and disordered nerves might have equalled  even surpassed  the tones of that violin, but it could not hope to have beaten the volunteers time. That, performed on a board by the volunteers foot, automatically, beat everything that we have ever heard of in the musical way from the days of Eden till now.

Only four members of the two households failed to take a violently active part in that festive gathering. Jessie Davidson had conveniently sprained her ankle for the occasion, and thus was set free to sit between the wheeled chairs of the two Duncans, and act as a sympathetic receptacle of their varied commentaries. Her mother, being too stout for active service, sat beside them and smiled universal benignity. Her little maid, Louise, chanced to be ill. Peter Davidsons case, however, was the worst. He had gone off in company with Okématan to visit a camp of Cree Indians, intending to be back in time, but his horse had gone lame while yet far from home, and as it was impossible to procure another at the time, he was fain to grin and bear it. Meanwhile Antoine Dechamp had been pressed into the service, and took his place as best-man to Fred Jenkins  a position which he filled to admiration, chiefly owing to the fact that he had never served in such a capacity before.

Late on the following evening La Certe sat by his own fireside, somewhat exhausted by the festivities of the day before, and glaring affectionately at Slowfoot, who was stirring something in a pot over the fire. The little one  rapidly becoming a big one, and unquestionably by that time a girl  crouched at her fathers side, sound asleep, with her head resting on his leg. She no longer cried for a pull at her fathers pipe.

Have you heard that Kateegoose is dead? asked Slowfoot.

No  how did he die?

He was met on the plains by enemies, killed, and scalped.

That is sad  very sad, said La Certe.

The world is well rid of him, observed Slowfoot; he was a bad man.

Yes, responded her lord; it is necessary to get rid of a bad man somehow  but  but it is sad  very sad  to kill and scalp him.

La Certe passed his fingers softly among the locks of his sleeping child as if the fate of Kateegoose were suggestive! Then, turning, as from a painful subject, he asked  

Does our little one never smoke now?

No  never.

Does she never wish for it?

Slowfoot cannot tell what our little one wishes, was the reply, but she never gets it.

La Certe pondered for some time, and then asked  

Does my Slowfoot still like work?

She likes it still  likes it better.

And she does it  sometimes?

Yes, often  always.

Why?

Because Mr Sutherland advises me  and I like Mr Sutherland.

Does my Slowfoot expect me to like work too, and to do it? asked La Certe with a peculiar glance.

We cannot like what we dont like, though we may do it, answered the wife, drawing perilously near to the metaphysical, but Slowfoot expects nothing. She waits. My François is not a child. He can judge of all things for himself.

That is true, my Slowfoot; and, do you know, he added, earnestly, I have had hard work  awfully hard work  killing work  since I have been away, yet it has not killed me. Perhaps you will doubt me when I tell you that I, too, rather like it!

That is strange, said Slowfoot, with more of interest in her air than she had shown for many a day. Why do you like it?

I think, returned the husband, slowly, it is because I like Dan Davidson. I like him very much, and it was to please him that I began to work hard, for, you know, he was very anxious to get home in time to be at his own wedding. So that made me work hard, and now I find that hard work is not hard when we like people. Is it not strange, my Slowfoot?

Yes. Your words are very like the words of Mr Sutherland to-day. It is very strange!

Yet, after all, it was not so very strange, for this worthy couple had only been led to the discovery of the old, well-known fact that Love is the fulfilling of the law.

There was yet another of those whose fortunes we have followed thus far who learned the same lesson.

About the same time that the events just described took place in Red River, there assembled a large band of feathered and painted warriors in a secluded coppice far out on the prairie. They had met for a grave palaver. The subject they had been discussing was not war, but peace. Several of the chiefs and braves had given their opinions, and now all eyes were turned towards the spot where the great chief of all was seated, with a white-man beside him. That great chief was Okématan. The Paleface was Peter Davidson.

Rising with the dignity that befitted his rank, Okématan, in a low but telling voice, delivered himself, as follows:

When Okématan left his people and went to live for a time in the wigwams of the Palefaces, he wished to find out for himself what they wanted in our land, and why they were not content to remain in their own land. The answer that was at first given to my questions seemed to me good  a reply that might have even come from the wise heads of the Cree Nation; but, after much palaver, I found that there was contradiction in what the Palefaces said, so that I began to think they were fools and knew not how to talk wisely. A Cree never reasons foolishly  as you all know well  or, if he does, we regard him as nobody  fit only to fight and to die without any one caring much. But as I lived longer with the Palefaces I found that they were not all fools. Some things they knew and did well. Other things they did ill and foolishly. Then I was puzzled, for I found that they did not all think alike, as we do, and that some have good hearts as well as good heads. Others have the heads without the hearts, and some have the hearts without the heads  Waugh!

Waugh! repeated the listening braves, to fill up the pause here, as it were, with a note of approval.

The Palefaces told me, continued Okématan with great deliberation, as if about to make some astounding revelations, that their land was too small to hold them, and so they came away. I told them that that was wise; that Cree Indians would have done the same. But then came the puzzle, for they told me that there were vast tracts of land where they lived with plenty of lakes, rivers, and mountains, in which there was nobody  only fish and birds and deer. Then I said, You told me that your land was too small to hold you; why did you not go and live on these mountains, and fish and shoot and be happy? To this they answered that those fine lands were claimed by a few great chiefs, who kept them for their own shooting and fishing, and drove out all the braves with their wives and families and little ones to crowd upon the shores of the great salt-water lake, and live there on a few fish and shells  for even there the great chiefs would not allow them to have all the fishing, but kept the best of it for themselves! Or, if they did not like that, the poor braves were told to go and live in what they called cities  where there are thousands of wigwams crowded together, and even piled on the top of each other,  but I think the Palefaces were telling lies when they said that  Waugh!

Again there were many Waughie responses, mingled with numerous Hos! of astonishment, and a few other sounds that seemed to indicate disbelief in Okématans veracity.

What, continued Okématan, with considerable vehemence, what would my braves do if Okématan and a few of the Cree chiefs were to take all the lands of Red River, and all the buffalo, and all the birds and beasts to themselves, and drive the braves with their families to the shores of Lake Winnipeg, to live there on fish, or die, or leave the country if they did not like it! What would they do?

Okématans voice increased in fervour, and he put the finishing question with an intensity that called forth a chorus of Waughs! and Hos! with a glittering of eyes, and a significant grasping of scalping-knives and tomahawks that rendered further reply needless.

Would you not scorn us, he continued, scalp us, tear out our eyes, roast us alive?  but no  the Cree Nation loves not cruelty. You would merely pat us on the head, and tell us to go and make moccasins, and boil the kettle with the squaws!

Then, when I began to know them better, I found that all the Paleface chiefs over the great salt lake are not greedy and foolish. Some are open-handed and wise. I also found that there is a tribe among them, who lived chiefly in the mountain lands. These are very kind, very brave, very wise, and very grave. They do not laugh so loud as the others, but when they are amused their eyes twinkle and their sides shake more. This tribe is called Scos-mins. I love the Scos-mins! I lived in the wigwam of one. He is old and fierce, but he is not bad, and his heart is large. In his house were some other Scos-mins  braves and squaws. They were very kind to me. This is one of them.

The flashing eyes of the entire party were turned upon Peter Davidson, who, however, had presence of mind enough to gaze at the cloudless heavens with immovable solemnity and abstraction.

There are two others, whom I look upon as sons. One is named Arch-ee; the other Leetil Beel. Now, continued Okématan, after a pause, my advice is that we should teach the Paleface chiefs over the great salt lake a lesson, by receiving the poor braves who have been driven away from their own lands and treating them as brothers. Our land is large. There is room for all  and our chiefs will never seize it. Our hearts are large; there is plenty of room there too.

The Great Spirit who rules over all inclines my heart to go and dwell with the Palefaces until I understand them better, and teach them some of the wisdom of the Red-man. I shall return to Red River to-morrow, along with my Paleface brother whose name is Pee-ter, and while I am away I counsel my braves and brothers to dwell and hunt and fish together in love and peace.

How it fared with Okématan on his self-imposed mission we cannot tell, but we do know that from 1821  the date of the auspicious coalition before mentioned  the sorely tried colony began steadily to prosper, and, with the exception of the mishaps incident to all new colonies, and a disastrous flood or two, has continued to prosper ever since. Civilisation has made rapid and giant strides, especially during the later years of the century. The wave has rushed far and deep over the old boundaries, and now the flourishing city of Winnipeg, with its thousands of inhabitants, occupies the ground by the banks of the Red River, on which, not many years ago, the old Fort Garry stood, a sort of sentinel-outpost, guarding the solitudes of what was at that time considered a remote part of the great wilderness of Ruperts Land.

THE END
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Story 1  Chapter 1.

The Rising Tide  A Tale of the Sea.

The coxswain went by the name of Sturdy Bob among his mates. Among the women of the village he was better known as handsome Bob, and, looking at him, you could not help seeing that both titles were appropriate, for our coxswain was broad and strong as well as good-looking, with that peculiar cast of features and calm decided manner which frequently distinguish the men who are born to lead their fellows.

Robert Massey, though quite young, was already a leader of men  not only by nature but by profession  being coxswain of the Greyton lifeboat, and, truly, the men who followed his lead had need to be made of good stuff, with bold, enthusiastic, self-sacrificing spirits, for he often led them into scenes of wild  but, hold! We must not forecast.

Well, we introduce our hero to the reader on a calm September evening, which blazed with sunshine. The sun need not have been mentioned, however, but for the fact that it converted the head of a fair-haired fisher-girl, seated beside Bob, into a ball of rippling gold, and suffused her young cheeks with a glow that rudely intensified her natural colour.

She was the coxswains bride-elect, and up to that date the course of their true love had run quite smoothly in spite of adverse proverbs.

I cant believe my luck, said Bob, gravely.

He said most things gravely, though there was not a man in Greyton who could laugh more heartily than he at a good joke.

What luck do you mean, Bob? asked Nellie Carr, lifting her eyes from the net she was mending, and fixing them on the coxswains bronzed face with an air of charming innocence. Then, becoming suddenly aware of what he meant without being told, she gave vent to a quick little laugh, dropped her eyes on the net, and again became intent on repairs.

To think, continued Bob, taking two or three draws at his short pipe  for our hero was not perfect, being, like so many of his class, afflicted with the delusion of tobacco! to think that therell be no Nellie Carr to-morrow afternoon, only a Mrs Massey! The tide o my life is risin fast, Nellie  almost at flood now. It seems too good to be true

Right you are, boy, interrupted a gruff but hearty voice, as a burly fisherman rolled round the stern of the boat in front of which the lovers were seated on the sand. Wen my Moggie an me was a-coortin we thought, an said, it was too good to be true, an so it was; leastwise it was too true to be good, for Moggie took me for better an wuss, though it stood to reason I couldnt be both, dee see? an I soon found her wuss than better, which

Come, come, Joe Slag, cried Bob, lets have none o your ill-omened growls to-night. What brings you here?

Ive comed for the key o the lifeboat, returned Slag, with a knowing glance at Nellie. If the glass aint tellin lies we may have use for her before long.

Massey pulled the key from his pocket, and gave it to Slag, who was his bowman, and who, with the exception of himself, was the best man of the lifeboat crew.

Ill have to follow him, said Bob, rising soon after his mate had left, so good-bye, Nellie, till to-morrow.

He did not stoop to kiss her, for the wide sands lay before them with fisher-boys playing thereon  apparently in their fathers boots and sou-westers  and knots of observant comrades scattered about.

See that youre not late at church to-morrow, Bob, said the girl, with a smile and a warning look.

Trust me, returned Bob.

As he walked towards the lifeboat-house  a conspicuous little building near the pier  he tried to blow off some of the joy in his capacious breast by whistling.

Why, Slag, he exclaimed on entering the shed, I do believe youve been an put on the blue ribbon!

Thats just what Ive done, Bob, returned the other. I thought youd ave noticed it at the boat; but I forgot you could see nothin but the blue of Nellies eyes.

Of course not. Whod expect me to see anything else when Im beside her? retorted Bob. But what has made you change your mind? Im sure the last time I tried to get you to hoist the blue-peter ye were obstinate enough  dead against it.

True, Bob; but since that time Ive seed a dear woman that I was fond of die from drink, an Ive seed Tom Riley, one of our best men, get on the road to ruin through the same; so Ive hoisted the blue flag, as ye see.

Thats a good job, Slag, but dont you forget, my lad, that the blue ribbon wont save you. Theres but one Saviour of men. Nevertheless, its well to fight our battles under a flag, an the blue is a good one  as things go. Show your colours and never say die; thats my motto. As you said, Slag, the glass is uncommon low to-day. I shouldnt wonder if there was dirty weather brewin up somewhere.

The coxswain was right, and the barometer on that occasion was a true prophet. The weather which brewed up that evening was more than dirty, it was tempestuous; and before midnight a tremendous hurricane was devastating the western shores of the kingdom. Many a good ship fought a hard battle that night with tide and tempest, and many a bad one went down. The gale was short-lived but fierce, and it strewed our western shores with wreckage and corpses, while it called forth the energies and heroism of our lifeboat and coastguard men from north to south.

Driving before the gale that night under close-reefed topsails, a small but well-found schooner came careering over the foaming billows from the regions of the far south, freighted with merchandise and gold and happy human beings. Happy! Ay, they were happy, both passengers and crew, for they were used by that time to facing and out-riding gales; and was not the desired haven almost in sight  home close at hand?

The captain, however, did not share in the general satisfaction. Out in blue water he feared no gale, but no one knew better than himself that the enemy was about to assail him at his weakest moment  when close to land. No one, however, could guess his thoughts as he stood there upon the quarter-deck, clad in oil-skins, drenched with spray, glancing now at the compass, now at the sails, or at the scarce visible horizon.

As darkness deepened and tempest increased, the passengers below became less cheerful, with the exception of one curly-haired little girl, whose exuberant spirit nothing could quell. Her young widowed mother had given in to the little ones importunities, and allowed her to sit up late on this the last night at sea, to lend a helping hand while she packed up so as to be ready for landing next day. Consent had been the more readily given that the white-haired grandfather of little Lizzie volunteered to take care of her and keep her out of mischief.

The other passengers were as yet only subdued, not alarmed. There were men and women and little ones from the Australian cities, rough men from the sheep farms, and bronzed men from the gold mines. All were busy making preparations to land on the morrow. With the exception of those preparations things on board went on much as they had been going on in dirty weather all the voyage through.

Suddenly there was a crash! Most of the male passengers, knowing well what it meant, sprang to the companion-ladder  those of them at least who had not been thrown down or paralysed  and rushed on deck. Shrieks and yells burst forth as if in emulation of the howling winds. Crash followed crash, as each billow lifted the doomed vessel and let her fall on the sands with a shock that no structure made by man could long withstand. Next moment a terrific rending overhead told that one, or both, of the masts had gone by the board. At the same time the sea found entrance and poured down hatchways and through opening seams in cataracts. The inclined position of the deck showed that she was aground.

The very thought of being aground comforted some, for, to their minds, it implied nearness to land, and land was, in their idea, safety. These simple ones were doomed to terrible enlightenment. Little Lizzie, pale and silent from terror, clung to her grandfathers neck; the young widow to his disengaged arm. With the other arm the old man held on to a brass rod, and prevented all three from being swept to leeward, where several of the women and children were already struggling to escape from a mass of water and wrecked furniture.

Come on deck  all hands! shouted a hoarse voice, as one of the officers leaped into the cabin, followed by several men, who assisted the people to rise.

It is usual to keep passengers below as much as possible in such circumstances, but the position of the schooner, with her bow high on a bank, and her stern deep in the water, rendered a different course needful on this occasion.

With difficulty the passengers were got up to the bow, where they clustered and clung about the windlass and other points of vantage. Then it was that the true nature of their calamity was revealed, for no land was visible, nothing was to be seen around them but a hell of raging foam, which, in the almost total darkness of the night, leaped and glimmered as if with phosphoric light. Beyond this circle of, as it were, wild lambent flame, all was black, like a wall of ebony, from out of which continually there rushed into view coiling, curling, hoary-headed monsters, in the shape of roaring billows, which burst upon and over them, deluging the decks, and causing the timbers of the ship to writhe as if in pain.

Weve got on the tail o the sands, muttered a sailor to some one as he passed, axe in hand, to cut away the wreckage of the masts, which were pounding and tugging alongside.

On the sands! Yes, but no sands were visible, for they had struck on an outlying bank, far from shore, over which the ocean swept like the besom of destruction.

It was nearly low water at the time of the disaster. As the tide fell the wreck ceased to heave. Then it became possible for the seamen to move about without clinging to shrouds and stanchions for very life.

Fetch a rocket, Jim, said the captain to one of the men.

Jim obeyed, and soon a whizzing line of light was seen athwart the black sky.

Theyll never see it, muttered the first mate, as he got ready another rocket. Weathers too thick.

Several rockets were fired, and then, to make more sure of attracting the lifeboat men, a tar-barrel, fastened to the end of a spar, was thrust out ahead and set on fire. By the grand lurid flare of this giant torch the surrounding desolation was made more apparent, and at the fearful sight hearts which had hitherto held up began to sink in despair.

The mates fears seemed to be well grounded, for no answering signal was seen to rise from the land, towards which every eye was anxiously strained. One hour passed, then another, and another, but still no help came. Then the tide began to rise, and with it, of course, the danger to increase. All this time rockets had been sent up at intervals, and tar-barrels had been kept burning.

We had better make the women and children fast, sir, suggested the mate, as a heavy mass of spray burst over the bulwarks and drenched them.

Do so, replied the captain, gathering up a coil of rope to assist in the work.

Is this necessary? asked the widow, as the captain approached her.

I fear it is, he replied. The tide is rising fast. In a short time the waves will be breaking over us again, and you will run a chance of bein swept away if we dont make you fast. But dont despair, they must have seen our signals by this time, an we shall soon have the lifeboat out.

God grant it, murmured the widow, fervently, as she strained poor little trembling Lizzie to her breast.

But as the moments flew by and no succour came, some gave way altogether and moaned piteously, while others appeared to be bereft of all capacity of thought or action. Many began to pray in frantic incoherence, and several gave vent to their feelings in curses. Only a few maintained absolute self-possession and silence. Among these were the widow and one or two of the other women.

They were in this condition when one of the crew who had been noted as a first-rate singer of sea songs, and the life of the focsl, had occasion to pass the spot where the passengers were huddled under the lee of the starboard bulwarks.

Is there never a one of ye, he asked, almost sternly, who can pray like a Christian without screechin? You dont suppose the Almightys deaf, do you?

This unexpected speech quieted the noisy ones, and one of the women, turning to a man beside her, said, You pray for us, Joe.

Joe was one of those who had remained, from the first, perfectly still, except when required to move, or when those near him needed assistance. He was a grave elderly man, whose quiet demeanour, dress, and general appearance, suggested the idea of a city missionary  an idea which was strengthened when, in obedience to the womans request, he promptly prayed, in measured sentences, yet with intense earnestness, for deliverance  first from sin and then from impending death  in the name of Jesus. His petition was very short, and it was barely finished when a wave of unusual size struck the vessel with tremendous violence, burst over the side and almost swept every one into the sea. Indeed, it was evident that some of the weaker of the party would have perished then if they had not been secured to the vessel with ropes.

It seemed like a stern refusal of the prayer, and was regarded as such by some of the despairing ones, when a sudden cheer was heard and a light resembling a great star was seen to burst from the darkness to windward.

The lifeboat! shouted the captain, and they cheered with as much hearty joy as if they were already safe.

A few minutes more and the familiar blue and white boat of mercy leaped out of darkness into the midst of the foaming waters like a living creature.

It was the boat from the neighbouring port of Brentley. Either the storm-drift had not been so thick in that direction as in the neighbourhood of Greyton, or the Brentley men had kept a better look-out. She had run down to the wreck under sail. On reaching it  a short distant to windward  the sail was lowered, the anchor dropped, the cable payed out, and the boat eased down until it was under the lee of the wreck. But the first joy at her appearance quickly died out of the hearts of some, who were ignorant of the powers of lifeboats and lifeboat men, when the little craft was seen at one moment tossed on the leaping foam till on a level with the ships bulwarks, at the next moment far down in the swirling waters under the mizzen chains; now sheering off as if about to forsake them altogether; anon rushing at their sides with a violence that threatened swift destruction to the boat; never for one instant still; always tugging and plunging like a mad thing. How can we ever get into that? was the thought that naturally sprang into the minds of some with chilling power.

Those, however, who understood the situation better, had more legitimate ground for anxiety, for they knew that the lifeboat, if loaded to its utmost capacity, could not carry more than half the souls that had to be saved. On becoming aware of this the men soon began to reveal their true characters. The unselfish and gentle made way for the women and children. The coarse and brutal, casting shame and every manly feeling aside, struggled to the front with oaths and curses, some of them even using that false familiar motto, Every man for himself, and God for us all!

But these received a check at the gangway, for there stood the captain, revolver in hand. He spoke but one word back, and the cravens slunk away. The mild man who had offered prayer sat on the ships bulwarks calmly looking on. He understood the limited capacity of the boat, and had made up his mind to die.

Now, madam, make haste, cried the mate, pushing his way towards the widow.

Come, father, she said, holding out her hand; but the old man did not move.

There are more women and little ones, he said, than the boat can hold. Good-bye, darling. We shall meet again  up yonder. Go.

Never! exclaimed the widow, springing to his side. I will die with you, father! But here, boatman, save, oh, save my child!

No one attended to her. At such terrible moments men cannot afford to wait on indecision. Other women were ready and only too glad to go. With a sense almost of relief at the thought that separation was now impossible, the widow strained the child to her bosom and clung to her old father.

At that moment the report of a pistol was heard, and a man fell dead upon the deck. At the last moment he had resolved to risk all and rushed to the side, intending to jump into the boat.

Shove off, was shouted. The boat shot from the vessels side. The bowman hauled on the cable. In a few seconds the oars were shipped, the anchor was got in, and the overloaded but insubmergible craft disappeared into the darkness out of which it had come.

The wretched people thus left on the wreck knew well that the boat could not make her port, land the rescued party, and return for them under some hours. They also knew that the waves were increasing in power and volume with the rising water, and that their vessel could not survive another tide. Can we wonder that most of them again gave way to despair  forgetting that with God all things are possible?

They were not yet forsaken, however. On the pier-head at Greyton their signals had indeed been observed, but while the Brentley boat, owing to its position, could run down to the wreck with all sail set, it was impossible for that of Greyton to reach it, except by pulling slowly against wind and tide.

The instant that Bob Massey saw the flare of the first tar-barrel he had called out his men. One after another they came leaping over the rocks  eager for the God-like work of saving life.

It is one of the grand characteristics of our lifeboatmen that on being summoned to the fight there are often far more volunteers than are required. Joe Slag, as in duty bound, was first to answer the call. Then several of the younger men came running down. Last of all  almost too late  Tom Riley appeared, buckling on his lifebelt as he ran. His gait was not quite steady, and his face was flushed. The coxswain was quick to note these facts.

Take that lifebelt off! he said, sternly, when Riley came up.

No need to ask why. The tippler knew the reason why only too well, and he also knew that it was useless as well as dangerous to disobey the coxswain. He took off the belt at once, flung it down, and staggered away back to his grog-shop.

A powerful young fisherman  who had felt almost heart-broken by being refused permission to go for want of room  gladly put on the belt and took Rileys place. Another minute and they were out of the harbour, battling with the billows and fighting their way inch by inch against the howling blast. At last they got out so far that they could hoist sail and run with a slant for the wreck.




Story 1  Chapter 2.

It was daylight by the time the Greyton lifeboat arrived at the scene of action, but the thick, spray-charged atmosphere was almost as bad to see through as the blackness of night.

Im afeared shes gone, shouted Slag to the coxswain, putting his hand to his mouth to prevent the words being blown bodily away.

No  I see her bearing sou-west, was the brief reply, as Bob Massey plied his steering oar.

A few minutes later, and the despairing people on the wreck, catching sight of the boat, greeted her with a long, wild cheer of reviving hope.

What is it? asked the widow, faintly, for she had been growing gradually weaker from prolonged exposure.

The lifeboat, darling, said her father. Did I not say that He would not forsake us?

Thank God! murmured the poor woman, fervently. Look up, Lizzie; the lifeboat is coming to save us!

The child, who had been comparatively warm and sheltered, at the expense of her mother, looked up and smiled.

Soon the boat was alongside, and much the same scene that we have already described was re-enacted; but there were no rebels this time. By the captains resolute bearing at first many lives had probably been saved.

When most of the people had been lowered into the boat  not without great risk and many bruises  the widow, who, cowering with her father and child under the forecastle, had been overlooked, was led to the side with her child.

Not together, maam, said the captain. Youd likely drop her. Let me lower the child down first; or come first yourself  that will be better.

Give Lizzie to me, said the grandfather. Ill hold her till you are safe, and ready to receive her.

Look alive, maam, urged one of the lifeboat men, who had scrambled on deck to render assistance.

The widow was soon in the boat, and held out her arms for little Lizzie. Somehow  no one could tell how  the men made a bungle of it. Perhaps the very fear of doing so was the cause. Instead of being caught by the boatmen, Lizzie slipped between the boat and the vessel into the boiling sea. Giving one agonised cry, the grandfather leaped after her, but the surging boat swept in at the moment, and the old man fortunately fell into that instead of the sea. He was not hurt, for strong arms had been upraised to receive him. The little child rose above the foam as she was whirled past the stern of the boat by a swift current. Bob Massey saw her little out-stretched arms. There was no time for thought or consideration. With one bound the coxswain was overboard. Next moment the crew saw him far astern with the child in his arms.

Get em all aboard first! came back, even against the wind, in Bobs powerful, deep-toned voice.

Another moment, and he was lost to sight in the boiling waste of waters. Slag knew well what he meant. If they should cast off the rope before rescuing all, for the purpose of picking up the coxswain, there would be no possibility of getting back again to the schooner, for she was fast breaking up. Every current and eddy about these sands was well known to Joe Slag, also the set of the tides  besides, had not Bob got on his lifebelt? He felt, nevertheless, that it was a tremendous risk to let him go. But what could poor Slag do? To cast off at once would have been to sacrifice about a dozen lives for the sake of saving two. It was a fearful trial. Joe loved Bob as a brother. His heart well nigh burst, but it stood the trial. He did his duty, and held on to the wreck!

Duty, on that occasion, however, was done with a promptitude, and in a fashion, that was not usual in one of his sedate nature. Fortunately, none but men remained on the wreck by that time.

Tumble em in  sharp! cried Slag.

The lifeboat men obeyed literally, and tumbled them in with a celerity that might almost have awakened surprise in a sack of potatoes!

To haul up the anchor would have been slow work. Slag  economical by nature  became extravagant for once. An axe made short work of cable and anchor.

Let em go! he growled, as the boat drifted away.

The sail was set with miraculous speed, for now the wind was in their favour, and the gay lifeboat bounded off in the direction where Bob had disappeared, as though it felt a lively interest in the recovery of its coxswain. It seemed as if the very elements sympathised with their anxiety, for just then the gale sensibly abated, and the rising sun broke through a rift in the grey clouds.

There he is  I see him! shouted the man in the bow  pointing eagerly ahead.

Its ony a bit o wreck, boy, cried a comrade.

Right you are, returned the bowman.

There he is, though, an no mistake, this time. Port!  port! hard-a-port!

As he spoke, the boat swept round into a sort of cross-current among the waves, where an object resembling a man was observed spinning slowly round like a lazy teetotum. They were soon alongside. A dozen claw-like hands made a simultaneous grasp, and hauled the object on board with a mighty cheer, for it was, indeed, the coxswain  alive, though much exhausted  with his precious little curly-haired burden in his arms.

The burden was also alive, and not much exhausted, for the weather was comparatively warm at the time, and Bob had thrust her little head into the luxuriant thicket of his beard and whiskers; and, spreading his great hands and arms all over her little body, had also kept her well out of the water  all which the great buoyancy of his lifebelt enabled him easily to do.

Shall we describe the joy of the widow and the grandfather? No; there are some sacred matters in life which are best left to the imagination. The sunshine which had begun to scatter the clouds, and flood both land and sea, was typical of the joy which could find no better means than sobs wherewith to express gratitude to the God of mercy.

We have said that the gale had begun to abate. When the lifeboat escaped from the turmoil of cross-seas that raged over the sands and got into deep water, all difficulties and dangers were past, and she was able to lay her course for Greyton harbour.

Lets have another swig o that cold tea, said Bob Massey, resuming his rightful post at the helm. It has done me a power o good. I had no notion that cold tea was so good for warmin the cockles o ones heart.

Ah! Bob Massey, it was not the cold tea, but the saving of that little girl that sent the lifes blood careering so warmly through your veins! However, theres no harm done in putting it down to the credit of the cold tea. Had the tea been hot, there might have been some truth in your fancy.

Whats the time? asked Bob, with a sudden look of anxiety.

Just gone ten, said Slag, consulting a chronometer that bore some resemblance to an antique warming-pan.

The look of anxiety on the coxswains countenance deepened.

Ease off the sheet a bit, he said, looking sternly over the weather quarter, and whistling for a fresher breeze, though most men would have thought the breeze fresh enough already.

As if to accommodate him, and confirm the crew in the whistling superstition, the breeze did increase at the moment, and sent the lifeboat, as one of the men said, snorin over the wild sea towards the harbour of Greyton.

It was a grand sight to behold the pier of the little port on that stormy morning. Of course, it had soon become known that the lifeboat was out. Although at starting it had been seen by only a few of the old salts  whose delight it was to recall the memory of grand stormy times long past, by facing the gales at all hours in oiled coats and sou-westers  the greater part of the fishing village only became aware of the fact on turning out to work in the morning. We have said that the gale had moderated, and the sun had come out, so that the pier was crowded, not only with fisher-folk, but with visitors to the port, and other landsmen.

Great was the hope, and sanguine the expectation of the crowd, when, after long and anxious waiting, the lifeboat was at last descried far out at sea, making straight for the harbour.

All right, Bill, exclaimed an old fisherman, who had been for some time past sweeping the horizon with his glass, the flags a-flyin.

What does that mean? asked a smart young lady, who had braved the blast and run the risk of a salt-wash from the sprays at the pier-end in her eager desire to see the boat arrive.

It means, Miss, that theyve managed to save somebody  how many, in course, we cant tell till they come.

There was a strong disposition on the part of the crowd to cheer when this was said.

After a few minutes further observation, the old man with the glass murmured, as if speaking to himself, I do believe shes chock-full o people.

When this was repeated, the suppressed cheer broke forth, and the excitement increased. Soon the people with good eyes could see for themselves that the swiftly approaching boat was as full as she could hold of human beings. At the same time, those who were in the boat could see the swarms of sympathisers on the pier who awaited their arrival.

But there was one man who took no note of these things, and seemed indifferent to everything around him. The coxswain of the lifeboat was spiritually absent from the scene.

You seem tove got the fidgets, Bob, remarked Joe Slag, looking earnestly at his friend. That swim has been too much for ee.

Taint that, Joe, replied Bob, quickly. Whats the time now, lad?

Pulling out the antique warming-pan again, Slag said it was nigh a quarter past ten, and added that he, (Bob), seemed to be uncommon consarned about the time o day that mornin.

And so would you be, lad, returned the coxswain, in a low voice, as he advanced his mouth to his comrades ear, if you was in my fix. Ive got to be spliced this day before twelve, an the church is moren two miles inland!

Thats awkard, returned Slag, with a troubled look. But, I say, Bob, youve kep this uncommon close from us all  eh? I never heerd ye was to be spliced so soon.

Of course I kep it close, cos I wanted to give you an my mates a surprise, but it strikes me Ill give some other people a surprise to-day, for theres no time to put on clean toggery.

Youll never manage it, said Slag, in a sympathetic tone, as he once more consulted the warming-pan. Its gettin on for half arter ten now, an it takes a mortal time to rig out in them go-to-meetin slops.

Do I look anything like a bridegroom as I am? asked the coxswain with a curious glance.

Scacely, replied Slag, surveying his friend with a grim smile(mind your helm, Bob, theres a awkard run on the tide round the pier-head, you know.) No; youre not wery much like one. Even if your toggery was all ship-shape  which it aint  it would stand dryin, and your hair would be the better o brushin  to say nothin o your beard  an it do seem, too, as if a bit o soap might improve your hands an face arter last nights work. No, Bob, I couldnt honestly say as youre exactly ship-shape as you stand.

Listen, Joe Slag, said Bob Massey, with sudden earnestness. Ive never yet come in after a rescue without seein the boat hauled up an made snug. Dooty first, an pleasure arter, thats bin my motto, as you know. But dooty lies in another direction this day, so you promise to see her hauled up, an cleaned, an properly housed, wont you?

In coorse I does.

Well, then, continued Bob, in the same low, earnest tone, arter thats done, youll go an invite all our mates an friends to a jolly blow-out in the big shed alongside o my old mothers house. Dont tell who invites em, or anything about it, an ask as many as like to come  the sheds big enough to hold em all. Only be sure to make em understand that theyll get no drink stronger than coffee an tea. If they cant enjoy themselves on that, they may go to the grog-shop, but they neednt come to me. My mother will be there, and shell keep em in order!

What! exclaimed Slag, with a look of slight surprise. Your mother! Her whats bin bed-ridden for years, an hasnt got no legs at all  leastwise not to speak of?

Just so, lad. Well lift her in, bed an all. Now you be off to the bow. Oars out, lads; stand by the halyards!

They were by that time close to the pier-head, where the people were shouting and cheering, some of them even weeping, and waving hats, kerchiefs, sticks, and umbrellas, almost wild with joy at seeing so many fellow-creatures rescued from the maw of the hungry sea.

The first man who leaped out when the lifeboat touched the pier was the coxswain, dripping, dirty, and dishevelled.

Bless you, my gallant fellow! exclaimed an irrepressible old enthusiast, stepping forward and attempting to grasp the coxswains hand.

But Bob Massey, brushing past him, ran along the pier, leaped a fence, and sprang up the steep path that led to the cliffs, over the top of which he was finally seen to bound and disappear.

Poor fellow! exclaimed the irrepressible enthusiast, looking aghast at Slag, exposure and excitement have driven him mad!

Looks like it! replied Slag, with a quiet grin, as he stooped to assist the widow and little Lizzie to land, while ready hands were out-stretched to aid and congratulate the old grandfather, and the rest of the rescued people.

The coxswain ran  ay, he ran as he had been wont to run when he was a wild little fisher-boy  regardless alike of appearances and consequences. The clock of the village steeple told him that the appointed hour had almost arrived. Two miles was a long way to run in heavy woollen garments and sea-boots, all soaked in sea-water. But Bob was young, and strong, and active, and  you understand the rest, good reader!

The church had purposely been selected at that distance from the village to prevent Bobs comrades from knowing anything about the wedding until it should be over. It was a somewhat strange fancy, but the coxswain was a man who, having taken a fancy, was not easily turned from it.

In order to her being got comfortably ready in good time, Nellie Carr had slept the night before at the house of an uncle, who was a farmer, and lived near the church. The house was in a sheltered hollow, so that the bride was scarcely aware of the gale that had been blowing so fiercely out at sea. Besides, being much taken up with cousin-bridesmaids and other matters, the thought of the lifeboat never once entered her pretty head.

At the appointed hour, arrayed in all the splendour of a fishermans bride, she was led to the church, but no bridegroom was there!

He wont be long. Hes never late, whispered a bridesmaid to anxious Nellie.

Minutes flew by, and Nellie became alarmed. The clergyman also looked perplexed.

Something must have happened, said the farmer-uncle, apologetically.

Watches were consulted and compared.

At that moment a heavy rapid tread was heard outside. Another moment, and Bob Massey sprang into the church, panting, flushed, dirty, wet, wild, and, withal, grandly savage.

Nellie! he exclaimed, stopping short, with a joyful gaze of admiration, for he had never seen her so like an angel before.

Bob! she cried in alarm, for she had never before seen him so like a reprobate.

Young man, began the clergyman, sternly, but he got no further; for, without paying any attention to him whatever, Bob strode forward and seized Nellies hands.

I dursent kiss ye, Nell, for Im all wet; but I hadnt one moment to change. Bin out all night i the lifeboat an saved over thirty souls. The Brentley boats done as much. Im ashamed, sir, he added, turning to the clergyman, for comin here like this; but I couldnt help it. I hope theres nothin in Scriptur agin a man bein spliced in wet toggery?

Whether the clergyman consulted his Crudens Concordance with a view to clear up that theological question, we have never been able to ascertain; but it is abundantly clear that he did not allow the coxswains condition to interfere with the ceremony, for in the Greyton Journal, of next day, there appeared a paragraph to the following effect:

The marriage of Robert Massey, the heroic coxswain of our lifeboat, (which, with all its peculiar attendant circumstances, and the gallant rescue that preceded it, will be found in another part of this days issue), was followed up in the afternoon by a feast, and what we may style a jollification, which will live long in the memory of our fisher-folk.

Several circumstances combined to render this wedding-feast unique. To say nothing of the singular beauty of the bride, who is well known as one of the most thrifty and modest girls in the town, and the stalwart appearance of our coxswain, who, although so young, has already helped to save hundreds of human lives from the raging sea, the gathering was graced by the presence of the bridegrooms bed-ridden mother. Old Mrs Massey had been carried in, bed and all, to the scene of festivity; and it is due to the invalid to state that, despite rheumatics and the singularity of her position, she seemed to enjoy herself exceedingly. Besides this, the friends and comrades of the coxswain  backed by the enthusiastic groomsman, Joe Slag  would not permit Massey to don wedding garments, but insisted on his dancing himself dry in the rough garb in which he had effected the rescue. This he had no difficulty in doing, having already run himself more than half dry in hastening from the lifeboat to the church, which latter he reached only just in time.

The little girl whom Massey personally saved was also present, with her mother and grandfather; and one interesting episode of the evening was the presentation to our coxswain of a gold watch and a purse of fifty sovereigns by the grateful old grandfather. Another peculiarity of the proceedings was that Massey insisted  although the clergyman was present  on his old mother asking Gods blessing on the feast before it began. All who are acquainted with our liberal-minded vicar will easily understand that he highly approved of the arrangement.

To crown all, the feast was conducted on strictly teetotal principles. We have frequently advocated the principles of total abstinence in these columns  at least for the young, the healthy, and the strong  and we are glad to acknowledge that this wedding has greatly helped our cause; for the fun and hilarity in all, the vigour of limb in dancing, and of lung in singing  in short, the general jollity  could not have been surpassed if the guests had been swilling rivers of beer and brandy, instead of oceans of tea. Yes, as one of the Irish guests remarked, It was a great occasion intoirely, and it will be long before the event is forgotten, for the noble deeds of our Greyton lifeboat are, from this day forward, intimately and inseparably connected with her coxswains wedding!

Thus spake the Greyton oracle; but, prophet though that journal professed to be, the oracle failed to discern that from that time forward the names of Robert Massey and Joe Slag would very soon cease to be connected with the Greyton lifeboat.




Story 1  Chapter 3.

Soon after the wedding recorded in the last chapter an event occurred which entirely altered the character and current of our coxswains career, at least for a time. This was the sudden death of the bed-ridden old mother, who had played such an interesting part at the wedding-feast.

To our hero, who was a tender-hearted man, and a most affectionate son, the blow was almost overwhelming, although long expected.

I dont think I can stay here much longer, he said one evening to his pretty wife, as they sat together outside their door and watched the village children romping on the sands; everything minds me o the dear old woman, an takes the heart out me. If it wasnt for you, Nell, Id have been off to the other side o the world long before now, but I find it hard to think o takin you away from all your old friends and playmates  and your Aunt Betty.

A peculiar smile lit up Nellies face as her husband concluded.

I should be sorry to leave the old friends here, she replied, but dont let that hinder you if ye want to go away. Id leave everything to please you, Bob. And as to Aunt Betty  well, Im not ungrateful, I hope, but  but she wouldnt break her heart at partin wi me.

Right you are, Nell, as you always was, and always will be, said Massey. He laughed a short, dry laugh, and was grave again.

It was quite evident that Aunt Betty would not be a hindrance to the departure of either of them and no wonder, for Betty had received Nellie Carr into her family with a bad grace when her widowed brother, old Carr, died, leaving his only child without a home. From that day Betty had brought the poor little orphan up  or, rather, had scolded and banged her up  until Bob Massey relieved her of the charge. To do Aunt Betty justice, she scolded and banged up her own children in the same way; but for these  her own young ones  she entertained and expressed a species of affection which mankind shares in common with cats, while for Nellie Carr she had no such affection, and contrived to make the fact abundantly plain. As we not infrequently find in such circumstances, the favoured children  which numbered seven  became heart-breakers, while the snubbed one turned out the flower of the flock.

Then youre sure you wont think it hard, Nell, if I ask you to leave home and friends and go wi me over the sea?

Yes, Bob, Im quite sure. Im willin to follow you to the end o the world, or further if thats possible!

Then the things settled, said Massey, with decision, rising and thrusting his short pipe into his vest pocket, the lining of which had already been twice renewed in consequence of the inroads of that half-extinguished implement.

In pursuance of his settled purpose, our coxswain proceeded to the lifeboat-shed in search of his bowman, Joe Slag, and found him there.

Joe, said he, in the quiet tone that was habitual to him, Nell and I have made up our minds to go to Australia.

To Austrailly! exclaimed Slag, leaning his arms on the mop with which he had been washing down the lifeboat.

Ay; I cant settle to work nohow since the dear old woman went away; so, as Nell is agreeable, and theres nothin to keep me here, Ive decided to up anchor and bear away for the southern seas.

The bowman had seated himself on a cask while his friend was speaking, and gazed at him with a bewildered air.

Are ee in arnest, Bob?

Ay, Joe, in dead earnest.

An you say that youve nothin to keep you here! Whats this? said Slag, laying his strong hand tenderly on the blue side of the boat.

Well, Ill be sorry to leave her, of course, an all my friends in Greyton, but friends will get along well enough without me, an as for the boat, shell never want a good coxswain while Joe Slags alive an well.

Youre wrong there, mate, returned the bowman, quickly, while a look of decision overspread his bluff countenance, therell be both a noo coxn and a noo bowman wanted for her before long, for as sure as the first goes away the tother follers.

Nonsense, Joe; youre jokin now.

Yes, Im jokin if youre jokin; otherwise, Im in dead arnest too  in as dead arnest as yourself, if not deader. Wasnt you an me born on the same day, Bob? Didnt our mothers crow over us cheek by jowl when we was babbies? Havent we rollicked together on the shore ever since we was the height of our daddies boots, an gone fishin in company, fair weather an foul, to the present hour, to say nothin o the times weve lent a hand to rescue men an women an childn i the lifeboat? No, no, Bob Massey! if you lay yer course for Austrailly, Joseph Slag follers, as sure as a gun.

Finding that his comrade was in downright earnest, and possessed of a will as inflexible as his own, Bob made no effort to dissuade him from his purpose. On the contrary, he approved of the determination, for he was pleased at the unexpected demonstration of affection which his announcement had called forth in one who was by nature undemonstrative, and who, having thus given vent to his aroused feelings, quickly resumed the reserve from which he had been so suddenly drawn out. Massey, therefore, shook hands with him, by way of sealing an unspoken compact of eternal friendship, and suggested that they should proceed together to the office of an emigration agent, who had recently made his appearance in the village.

In the office they found a very small boy, with an air of self-possession that would have been suitable in his grandfather.

Is the agent in? asked the coxswain.

Yes, but engaged. Sit down; hell attend to you directly.

The lifeboat men obeyed, almost sheepishly, the one speculating as to whether highly developed precocity was not almost criminal, the other wondering how such a boy would look and act if obliged to undergo the process of being rescued  say by the hair of his head  from a wreck.

Their minds were diverted from this subject of contemplation by the entrance of a man and woman. These, like themselves, were told to sit down and wait. The man was long, thin, and lugubrious. The woman short, slight, and lackadaisical, though rather pretty.

Evidently the agent was a busy man, for he kept them waiting some time. When he at length appeared he almost took the breath away from his visitors by the rapid and enthusiastic way in which he described the advantages of the great island on the other side of the globe. There was gold  yes, enormous quantities of gold in all directions. There was land of the finest quality to be had for next to nothing; work for all who were blessed with good bone and muscle; a constant demand for labour  skilled or unskilled  at high wages; a climate such as the Olympian gods might revel in, and  in short, if all England had heard the oration delivered by that man, and had believed it, the country would, in less than a month, have been depopulated of its younger men and women, and left to the tender mercies of the old and middle-aged.

Our two fishermen were captivated. So were the lugubrious man and his mild little wife. The end of it was that, three weeks later, these four, with many other men and women of all ranks and conditions, found themselves on board the good ship Lapwing, ploughing their way through the billows of the broad Atlantic Ocean bound for the sunny isles of the Antipodes.

Wheels within wheels  worlds within worlds  seems to be the order of nature everywhere. Someone has written, with more of truth than elegance  

Big fleas have little fleas upon their legs to bite em,

And little fleas have lesser fleas  and so ad infinitum.

Ones native land is to millions of people the world in which their thoughts centre, and by which they are circumscribed. A farmers homestead is the world to him, and one of the farmers cheeses contains a mighty world in itself. But the most complete, compact, and exclusive world in existence, perhaps, is a ship at sea  especially an emigrant ship  for here we find an epitome of the great world itself. Here may be seen, in small compass, the operations of love and hate, of wisdom and stupidity, of selfishness and self-sacrifice, of pride, passion, coarseness, urbanity, and all the other virtues and vices which tend to make the world at large  a mysterious compound of heaven and hell.

Wherever men and women  not to mention children  are crowded into small space, friction ensues, and the inevitable result is moral electricity, positive and negative  chiefly positive! Influences naturally follow, pleasant and unpleasant  sometimes explosions, which call for the interference of the captain or officer in charge of the deck at the time being.

For instance, Tomlin is a fiery but provident man, and has provided himself with a deck-chair  a most important element of comfort on a long voyage. Sopkin is a big sulky and heedless man, and has provided himself with no such luxury. A few days after leaving port Sopkin finds Tomlins chair on deck, empty, and, being ignorant of social customs at sea, seats himself thereon. Tomlin, coming on deck, observes the fact, and experiences sudden impulses in his fiery spirit. The electricity is at work. If it were allowable to venture on mental analysis, we might say that Tomlins sense of justice is violated. It is not fair that he should be expected to spend money in providing comforts for any man, much less for a man who carelessly neglects to provide them for himself. His sense of propriety is shocked, for Sopkin has taken possession without asking leave. His self-esteem is hurt, for, although Sopkin knows it is his chair, he sits there doggedly, like a big brute as he is, and does not seem to care what Tomlin thinks or how he looks. Besides, there is thrust upon Tomlin the disagreeable necessity of claiming his own, and that, too, in a gentlemanly tone and manner  for it will not do to assume beforehand that Sopkin is going to refuse restitution. Tomlin is not aware that he thinks all this, but he knows that he feels it, and, in spite of himself, demands his property in a tone and with a look that sets agoing the electrical current in Sopkin, who replies, in a growling tone, it is my chair just now.

Ordinary men would remonstrate in a case of this kind, or explain, but Tomlin is not ordinary. He is fiery. Seizing the back of his property, he hitches it up, and, with a deft movement worthy of a juggler, deposits the unreasonable Sopkin abruptly on the deck! Sopkin leaps up with doubled fists. Tomlin stands on guard. Rumkin, a presumptuous man, who thinks it his special mission in life to set everything wrong right, rushes between them, and is told by both to mind his own business. The interruption, however, gives time to the captain to interfere; he remarks in a mild tone, not unmixed with sarcasm, that rough skylarking is not appropriate in the presence of ladies, and that there is a convenient focsl to which the gentlemen may retire when inclined for such amusement.

There is a something in the captains look and manner which puts out the fire of Tomlins spirit, and reduces the sulky Sopkin to obedience, besides overawing the presumptuous Rumkin, and from that day forth there is among the passengers a better understanding of the authority of a sea captain, and the nature of the unwritten laws that exist, more or less, on ship-board.

We have referred to an incident of the quarter-deck, but the same laws and influences prevailed in the forepart of the vessel in which our coxswain and his friend had embarked.

It was the evening of the fifth day out, and Massey, Joe Slag, the long lugubrious man, whose name was Mitford, and his pretty little lackadaisical wife, whose name was Peggy, were seated at one end of a long mess-table having supper  a meal which included tea and bread and butter, as well as salt junk, etcetera.

You dont seem quite to have recovered your spirits yet, Mitford, said Massey to the long comrade. Have a bit o pork? Theres nothin like that for givin heart to a man.

Ay, specially arter a bout o sea-sickness, put in Slag, who was himself busily engaged with a mass of the proposed remedy. It ud do yer wife good too. Try it, maam. Youre not half yerself yit. Theres too much green round your eyes an yaller about yer cheeks for a healthy young ooman.

Thank you, I  Id rather not, said poor Mrs Mitford, with a faint smile  and, really, though faint, and called forth in adverse circumstances, it was a very sweet little smile, despite the objectionable colours above referred to. I was never a great and with victuals, an I find that the sea dont improve appetite  though, after all, I cant see why it should, and

Poor Mrs Mitford stopped abruptly, for reasons best known to herself. She was by nature rather a loquacious and, so to speak, irrelevant talker. She delivered herself in a soft, unmeaning monotone, which, like the brook, flowed on for ever  at least until some desperate listener interrupted her discourteously. In the present instance it was her own indescribable feelings which interrupted her.

Try a bit o plum-duff, Mrs Mitford, suggested Massey, with well-intentioned sincerity, holding up a lump of the viand on his fork.

Oh! please  dont! Some tea! Quick! Ill go

And she went.

Poor Peggy, she never could stand much rough an tumble, said her husband, returning from the berth to which he had escorted his wife, and seating himself again at the table. Shes been very bad since we left, an dont seem to be much on the mend.

He spoke as one who not only felt but required sympathy  and he got it.

Och! niver give in, said the assistant cook, who had overheard the remark in passing. The ould girlll be all right before the end o this wake. It niver lasts more nor tin days at the outside. An the waker the patients is, the sooner they comes round; so dont let yer sperrits down, Mr Mitford.

Thank ee, kindly, Terrence, for your encouragin words; but Im doubtful. My poor Peggy is so weak and helpless!

He sighed, shook his head as he concluded, and applied himself with such energy to the plum-duff that it was evident he expected to find refuge from his woes in solid food.

You dont seem to be much troubled wi sickness yourself, remarked Massey, after eyeing the lugubrious man for some time in silence.

No, I am not, which is a blessin. I hope that Mrs Massey aint ill?

No; my Nell is never ill, returned the coxswain, in a hearty tone. Shed have been suppin along with us to-night, but shes nursin that poor sick lad, Ian Stuart, thats dyin.

Is the lad really dyin? asked Mitford, laying down his knife and fork, and looking earnestly into his companions face.

Well, it looks like it. The poor little fellow seemed to me past recoverin the day he came on board, and the stuffy cabin, wi the heavin o the ship, has bin over much for him.

While he was speaking Nellie herself came softly to her husbands side and sat down. Her face was very grave.

The doctor says theres no hope, she said. The poor boy may last a few days, so he tells us, but he may be taken away at any moment. Pour me out a cup o tea, Bob. I must go back to him immediately. His poor mother is so broken down that shes not fit to attend to him, and the fathers o no use at all. He can only go about groanin. No wonder; Ian is their only child, Bob  their first-born. I cant bear to think of it.

But youll break down yourself, Nell, if you go nursin him every night, an all night, like this. Surely theres some o the women on board thatll be glad to lend a helpin hand.

I know one wholl be only too happy to do that, whether shes well or ill, said Mitford, rising with unwonted alacrity, and hastening to his wifes berth.

Just then the bosns stentorian voice was heard giving the order to close reef topsls, and the hurried tramping of many feet on the deck overhead, coupled with one or two heavy lurches of the ship, seemed to justify the assistant cooks remark Sure its durty weather were goin to have, annyhow.




Story 1  Chapter 4.

The indications of bad weather which had been observed were not misleading, for it not only became what Terrence OConnor had termed durty, but it went on next day to develop a regular gale, insomuch that every rag of canvas, except storm-sails, had to be taken in and the hatches battened down, thus confining the passengers to the cabins.

These passengers looked at matters from wonderfully different points of view, and felt accordingly. Surroundings had undoubtedly far greater influence on some of them than was reasonable. Of course we refer to the landsmen only. In the after-cabin, where all was light, cosy, and comfortable, and well fastened, and where a considerable degree of propriety existed, feelings were comparatively serene. Most of the ladies sought the retirement of berths, and became invisible, though not necessarily inaudible; a few, who were happily weather-proof, jammed themselves into velvety corners, held on to something fixed, and lost themselves in books. The gentlemen, linking themselves to articles of stability, did the same, or, retiring to an appropriate room, played cards and draughts and enveloped themselves in smoke. Few, if any of them, bestowed much thought on the weather. Beyond giving them, occasionally, a little involuntary exercise, it did not seriously affect them.

Very different was the state of matters in the steerage. There the difference in comfort was not proportioned to the difference in passage-money. There was no velvet, not much light, little space to move about, and nothing soft. In short, discomfort reigned, so that the unfortunate passengers could not easily read, and the falling of tin panikins and plates, the crashing of things that had broken loose, the rough exclamations of men, and the squalling of miserable children, affected the nerves of the timid to such an extent that they naturally took the most gloomy view of the situation.

Of course the mere surroundings had no influence whatever on the views held by Bob Massey and Joe Slag.

My dear, said the latter, in a kindly but vain endeavour to comfort Mrs Mitford, rumpusses below aint got nothin to do wi rows overhead  leastways theyre only an effect, not a cause.

There! theres another, interrupted Mrs Mitford, with a little scream, as a tremendous crash of crockery burst upon her ear.

Well, my dear, said Slag, in a soothing, fatherly tone, if all the crockery in the ship was to go in universal smash into the lee scuppers, it couldnt make the wind blow harder.

Poor Mrs Mitford failed to derive consolation from this remark. She was still sick enough to be totally and hopelessly wretched, but not sufficiently so to be indifferent to life or death. Every superlative howl of the blast she echoed with a sigh, and each excessive plunge of the ship she emphasised with a weak scream.

I dont know what you think, she said, faintly, when two little boys rolled out of their berths and went yelling to leeward with a mass of miscellaneous rubbish, but it do seem to be as if the end of the world ad come. Not that the sea could be the end of the world, for if it was, of course it would spill over and then we would be left dry on the bottom  or moist, if not dry. I dont mean that, you know, but these crashes are so dreadful, an my poor ead is like to split  which the planks of this ship will do if they go on creakin so. I know they will, for uman-made things cant

You make your mind easy, my woman, said her husband, coming forward at the moment and sitting down to comfort her. Things are lookin a little better overhead, so one o the men told me, an I heard Terrence say that were goin to have lobscouse for dinner to-day, though what that may be I cant tell  somethin good, I suppose.

Something thick, an luke-warm, an greasy, I know, groaned Peggy, with a shudder.

There was a bad man on board the ship. There usually is a bad man on board of most ships; sometimes more than one. But this one was unusually bad, and was, unfortunately, an old acquaintance of the Mitfords. Indeed, he had been a lover of Mrs Mitford, when she was Peggy Owen, though her husband knew nothing of that. If Peggy had known that this man  Ned Jarring by name  was to be a passenger, she would have prevailed on her husband to go by another vessel; but she was not aware of it until they met in the fore-cabin the day after leaving port.

Being a dark-haired, sallow-complexioned man, he soon became known on board by the name of Black Ned. Like many bad men, Jarring was a drunkard, and, when under the influence of liquor, was apt to act incautiously as well as wickedly. On the second day of the gale he entered the fore-cabin with unsteady steps, and looked round with an air of solemn stupidity. Besides being dark and swarthy, he was big and strong, and had a good deal of the bully in his nature. Observing that Mrs Mitford was seated alone in a dark corner of the cabin with a still greenish face and an aspect of woe, he staggered towards her, and, sitting down, took her hand affectionately.

Dear Peggy, he began, but he got no further, for the little woman snatched her hand away, sprang up and confronted him with a look of blazing indignation. Every trace of her sickness vanished as if by magic. The greenish complexion changed to crimson, and the woebegone tones to those of firm resolution, as she exclaimed  

Ned Jarring, if you ever again dare to take liberties with me, Ill tell my usband, I will; an as sure as youre a-sittin on that seat ell twist you up, turn you outside in, an fling you overboard!

Little Mrs Mitford did not wait for a response, but, turning sharply round, left the cabin with a stride which, for a woman of her size and character, was most impressive.

Jarring gazed after her with an expression of owlish and unutterable surprise on his swarthy countenance. Then he smiled faintly at the unexpected and appalling  not to say curious  fate that awaited him; but reflecting that, although lugubrious and long, Mitford was deep-chested, broad-shouldered, and wiry, he became grave again, shook his head, and had the sense to make up his mind never again to arouse the slumbering spirit of Peggy Mitford.

It was a wild scene that presented itself to the eyes of the passengers in the Lapwing when the hatches were at last taken off, and they were permitted once more to go on deck. Grey was the prevailing colour. The great seas, which seemed unable to recover from the wild turmoil into which they had been lashed, were of a cold greenish grey, flecked and tipped with white. The sky was steely grey with clouds that verged on black; and both were so mingled together that it seemed as if the little vessel were imbedded in the very heart of a drizzling, heaving, hissing ocean.

The coxswains wife stood leaning on her stalwart husbands arm, by the foremast, gazing over the side.

It do seem more dreary than I expected, she said. I wouldnt be a sailor, Bob, much as Ive bin used to the sea, an like it.

Ah, Nell, thats cause youve only bin used to the sea-shore. You havent bin long enough on blue water, lass, to know that folks opinions change a good deal wi their feelins. Wait till we git to the neighbourood o the line, wi smooth water an blue skies an sunshine, sharks, and flyin fish. Youll have a different opinion then about the sea.

Right you are, Bob, said Joe Slagg, coming up at that moment. Most people change their opinions arter gittin to the line, specially when it comes blazin hot, fit to bile the sea an stew the ship, an a dead calm gits a hold of e an keeps ye swelterin in the doldrums for a week or two.

But it wasnt that way we was lookin at it, Joe, returned Nellie, with a laugh. Bob was explainin to me how pleasant a change it would be after the cold grey sea an sky were havin just now.

Well, it may be so; but whatever way ye may look at it, youll change yer mind, more or less, when you cross the line. By the way, that minds me that some of us in the steerage are invited to cross the line to-night  the line that separates us from the cabin  to attend a lectur there  an youll niver guess the subjec, Bob.

I know that, Joe. I never made a right guess in my life, that I knows on. Heave ahead, what is it?

A lectur on the Lifeboat, no less! But it aint our lifeboat sarvice: its the American one, cause its to be given by that fine young fellow, Dr Hayward, who looks as if suthin had damaged his constitootion somehow. Im told hes a Yankee, though he looks uncommon like an Englishman.

Hes tall an andsome enough, anyhow, remarked Massey.

Ay, an hes good enough for anything, said Nellie, with enthusiasm. You should see the kind way he speaks to poor Ian when he comes to see him  which is pretty much every day. He handles him, too, so tenderly  just like his mother; but he wont give him medicine or advice, for it seems that wouldnt be thought fair by the ships doctor. No more it would, I suppose.

Dee know whats the matter wi him? asked Mitford, who had joined the group.

Not I, returned Massey. It seems more like gineral weakness than anything else.

I can tell you, said a voice close to them. The voice was that of Tomlin, who, although a first-class passenger, was fond of visiting and fraternising with the people of the fore-cabin. He got himself severely wounded some time ago when protecting a poor slave-girl from her owner, and hes now slowly recovering. He is taking a long voyage for his health. The girl, it seems, had run away from her owner, and had nearly escaped into Canada, where of course, being on British soil, she would be free

God bless the British soil! interrupted little Mrs Mitford, in a tone of enthusiasm which caused a laugh all round; but that did not prevent some of the bystanders from responding with a hearty Amen!

I agree with you, Mrs Mitford, said Tomlin; but the owner of the poor slave did not think as you and I do. The girl was a quadroon  that is, nearly, if not altogether, white. She was also very beautiful. Well, the owner  a coarse brute  with two followers, overtook the runaway slave near a lonely roadside tavern  I forget the name of the place  but Dr Hayward happened to have arrived there just a few minutes before them. His horse was standing at the door, and he was inside, talking with the landlord, when he heard a loud shriek outside. Running out, he found the girl struggling wildly in the hands of her captors. Of course, he demanded an explanation, though he saw clearly enough how matters stood.

Shes my slave, said the owner, haughtily. He would not, perhaps, have condescended even with that much explanation if he had not seen that the landlord sympathised with the doctor.

This was enough, however, for Hayward, who is a man of few words and swift action. He was unarmed, but carried a heavy-handled whip, with this he instantly felled the slave-owner and one of his men to the ground before they had time to wink, but the third man drew a pistol, and, pointing it straight at the doctors head, would have blown out his brains if the landlord had not turned the weapon aside and tripped the man up. Before he could recover Hayward had swung the girl on his horse, leaped into the saddle, and dashed off at full speed. He did not draw rein till he carried her over the frontier into Canada, and had placed her beyond the reach of her enemies.

Brayvo! the doctor, exclaimed Slag, heartily.

Then he found, continued Tomlin, that he had been wounded in the chest by the ball that was meant for his head, but made light of the wound until it was found to be serious. The ball was still in him, and had to be extracted, after which he recovered slowly. The romantic part of it is, however, that he fell in love with Eva  that was the girls name  and she with him, and they were married

Ah, poor thing, said Mitford; then she died and he married again?

Not at all, returned Tomlin, she did not die, and he did not marry again.

How  what then about that splendid wife that hes got in the after-cabin now? asked Mitford.

Thats her. Thats Eva, the quadroon. Shes not only as white as Mrs Massey or Mrs Mitford there, but shes been educated and brought up as a lady and among ladies, besides having the spirit of a real lady, which many a born one hasnt got at all.

There were many fore-cabin passengers who crossed the line that night in order to hear the gallant American lecture, but chiefly to see the beautiful lady who had been so romantically rescued from slavery.

Not a drop of black blood in her body! was Mrs Mitfords verdict after the lecture was over.

An what if there was? demanded Slag, in a tone of indignation. Dee think that white blood is worth more than black blood in the eyes o the Almighty as made em both?

The lecture itself was highly appreciated, being on a subject which Bob and Joe had already made interesting to the steerage passengers. And the lecturer not only treated it well, but was himself such a fine, lion-like, yet soft-voiced fellow that his audience were quite charmed.

Soon the Lapwing was gliding through the warm waters of the equatorial seas, and those of the passengers who had never visited such regions before were immensely interested by the sight of dolphins, sharks, and especially flying-fish.

I dont believe in em, said Mrs Mitford to Mrs Massey one day as they stood looking over the side of the ship.

I do believe in em, said Mrs Massey, because my Bob says he has seen em.

Not long after this double assertion of opinion there was a sudden cry that flying-fish were to be seen alongside, and Mrs Mitford actually beheld them with her own eyes leap out of the sea, skim over the waves a short distance, and then drop into the water again; still she was incredulous! Flyin she exclaimed, nothin of the sort; they only made a long jump out o the water, an wriggled their tails as they went; at least they wriggled something, for I couldnt be rightly sure they ad tails to wriggle, any more than wings  never avin seen em except in pictures, which is mostly lies. Indeed!

Look-out! exclaimed Slag at the moment, for a couple of fish flew over the bulwarks just then, and fell on deck almost at Mrs Mitfords feet. When she saw them there floundering about, wings and all, she felt constrained to give in.

Well, well, she said, raising her hands and eyes to heaven, as though she addressed her remarks chiefly to celestial ears, did ever mortal see the likes? Fish wi wings an no feathers! Ill believe anything after that!

Peggy Mitford is not the first, and wont be the last woman  to say nothing of man  who has thus bounded from the depths of scepticism to the heights of credulity.




Story 1  Chapter 5.

Dr Hayward, who had given great satisfaction with his lecture, possessed so much urbanity and power of anecdote and song, that he soon became a general favourite alike with steerage and cabin passengers.

One sultry forenoon Terrence OConnor, the assistant steward, went aft and whispered to him that Ian Stuart, the sick boy, wanted very much to see him.

I think hes dying, sor, said Terrence, in a low tone.

Has the doctor seen him this morning? asked Hayward, as he rose quickly and hurried forward.

Hes seed him twice, sor, said Terrence, an both times he shook his head as he left him.

It was evident that the steerage passengers felt death to be hovering over them, for they were unusually silent, and those who were in the fore-cabin at the time Hayward passed cast solemn glances at him as he descended and went to the berth of the poor boy. It was a comparatively large berth, and, being at the time on the weather side of the ship, had the port open to admit fresh air.

My poor boy, do you suffer much? said the doctor, in soothing tones, as he sat down beside Ian, and took his hand.

It was obvious that Ian suffered, for an expression of weariness and pain sat on his emaciated countenance, but on the appearance of Hayward the expression gave place to a glad smile on a face which was naturally refined and intellectual.

Oh, thank you  thanks said Ian, in a low hesitating voice, for he was almost too far gone to speak.

There, dont speak, dear boy, said the doctor, gently. I see you have been thinking about our last conversation. Shall I read to you?

No  no. Jesus is speaking  to me. His words are crowding on me. No need for  reading when He speaks; Come  unto Me  I will never  leave

His breath suddenly failed him, and he ceased to speak, but the glad look in his large eyes showed that the flow of Divine words, though inaudible, had not ceased.

Mother  father, he said, after a short pause, dont cry. Youll soon join me. Dont let them cry, Dr Hayward. The parting wont be for long.

The Doctor made no reply, for at that moment the unmistakable signs of dissolution began to overspread the pinched features, and in a few minutes it became known throughout the ship that the King of Terrors had been there in the guise of an Angel of Light to pluck a little flower and transplant it into the garden of God.

Hayward tried to impress this fact on the bereaved parents, but they would not be comforted.

They were a lowly couple, who could not see far in advance of them, even in regard to things terrestrial. The last words of their child seemed to have more weight than the comfort offered by the doctor.

Cheer up, David, said the poor wife, grasping her husbands hand, and striving to check her sobs, Ian said truth, it wont be long afore we jine him, the dear, dear boy.

But even as she uttered the words of cheer her own heart failed her, and she again gave way to uncontrollable grief, while her husband, dazed and motionless, sat gazing at the face of the dead.

The funeral and its surroundings was as sad as the death. Everything was done to shroud the terrible reality. The poor remains were tenderly laid in a black deal coffin and carried to the port side of the ship by kind and loving hands. A young Wesleyan minister, who had been an unfailing comforter and help to the family all through the boys illness, gave a brief but very impressive address to those who stood around, and offered up an earnest prayer; but nothing could blind the mourners, especially the parents, to the harsh fact that the remains were about to be consigned to a never resting grave, and that they were going through the form rather than the reality of burial, while, as if to emphasise this fact, the back fin of a great shark was seen to cut the calm water not far astern. It followed the ship until the hollow plunge was heard, and the weighted coffin sank into the unknown depths of the sea.

An impression that never faded quite away was made that day on some of the more thoughtful and sensitive natures in the ship. And who can say that even amongst the thoughtless and the depraved no effect was produced! Gods power is not usually exerted in visibly effective processes. Seeds of life may have been sown by that death which shall grow and flourish in eternity. Certain it is that some of the reckless were solemnised for a time, and that the young Wesleyan was held in higher esteem throughout the ship from that day forward.

Some of the passengers, however, seemed very soon to forget all about the death, and relapsed into their usual frames of mind. Among these was Ned Jarring. For several days after the funeral he kept sober, and it was observed that the Wesleyan minister tried to get into conversation with him several times, but he resisted the good mans efforts, and, when one of his chums laughingly remarked that he, seemed to be hand and glove wi the parson now, Black Ned swung angrily round, took to drinking again, and, as is usually the case in such circumstances, became worse than before.

Thus the little world of ship-board went on from day to day, gradually settling down into little coteries as like-minded men and women began to find each other out. Gradually, also, the various qualities of the people began to be recognised, and in a few weeks  as in the greater world  each man and woman was more or less correctly gauged according to worth. The courageous and the timid, the sensible and the vain, the weak and the strong, the self-sacrificing and the selfish, all fell naturally into their appropriate positions, subject to the moderate confusion resulting from favouritism, abused power, and other forms of sin. It was observable also that here, as elsewhere, all the coteries commented with considerable freedom on each other, and that each coterie esteemed itself unquestionably the best of the lot, although it might not absolutely say so in words. There was one exception, namely in the case of the worst or lowest coterie, which, so far from claiming to be the best, openly proclaimed itself the worst, gloried in its shame, and said that, it didnt care a button, or words, even more expressive, to the same effect.

Ned Jarring belonged to this last class. He was probably the worst member of it.

One night an incident occurred which tested severely some of the qualities of every one on board. It was sometime after midnight when the dead silence of the slumbering ship was broken by perhaps the most appalling of all sounds at sea  the cry of Fire!

Smoke had been discovered somewhere near the fore-cabin. Fortunately the captain had just come up at the time to speak with the officer of the watch on deck. At the first cry he ran to the spot pointed out, telling the officer to call all hands and rig the pumps, and especially to keep order among the passengers.

The first man who leaped from profound slumber into wide-awake activity was Dr Hayward. Having just lain down to sleep on a locker, as he expected to be called in the night to watch beside a friend who was ill, he was already dressed, and would have been among the first at the scene of the fire, but for an interruption. At the moment he was bounding up the companion-ladder, a young man of feeble character  who would have been repudiated by the sex, had he been born a woman  sprang down the same ladder in abject terror. He went straight into the bosom of the ascending doctor, and they both went with a crash to the bottom.

Although somewhat stunned, Hayward was able to jump up and again make for the region of the fire, where he found most of the men and male passengers working with hose and buckets in the midst of dire confusion. Fortunately the seat of the conflagration was soon discovered; and, owing much to the cool energy of the captain and officers, the fire was put out.

It was about a week after this thrilling event that Mrs Massey was on the forecastle talking with Peggy Mitford. A smart breeze was blowing  just enough to fill all the sails and carry the ship swiftly on her course without causing much of a sea. The moon shone fitfully through a mass of drifting clouds, mingling its pallid light with the wondrous phosphoric sheen of the tropical seas.

Mrs Mitford had been regaling her companion with a long-winded and irrelevant, though well-meant, yarn about things in general and nothing in particular; and Nellie, who was the personification of considerate patience, had seated herself on the starboard rail to listen to and comment on her lucubrations.

Yes, as I was sayin, Nellie, remarked Peggy, in her soft voice, after a brief pause, during which a variety of weak little expressions crossed her pretty face, I never could abide the sea. It always makes me sick, an when it doesnt make me sick, it makes me nervish. Not that Im given to bein nervish; an, if I was, it wouldnt matter much, for the sea would take it out o me, whether or not. Thats always the way  if its not one thing, its sure to be another. Dont you think so, Nellie? My John says e thinks so  though it isnt to be thought much of what e says, dear man, for es got a way of sayin things when e dont mean em  you understand?

Well, I dont quite understand, answered Mrs Massey, cutting in at this point with a laugh, but Im quite sure its better to say things when you dont mean them, than to mean things when you dont say them!

Perhaps youre right, Nellie, rejoined Mrs Mitford, with a mild nod of assent; Ive sometimes thought on these things when Ive ad one o my sick eadaches, which prevents me from thinkin altogether, almost; an, bless you, youd wonder what strange idears comes over me at such times. Did you ever try to think things with a sick eadache, Nellie?

With a laugh, and a bright look, Mrs Massey replied that she had never been in a position to try that curious experiment, never having had a headache of any kind in her life.

While she was speaking, a broad-backed wave caused the ship to roll rather heavily to starboard, and Mrs Massey, losing her balance, fell into the sea.

Sedate and strong-minded though she was, Nellie could not help shrieking as she went over; but the shriek given by Mrs Mitford was tenfold more piercing. It was of a nature that defies description. Its effect was to thrill the heart of every one who heard it. But Peggy did more than shriek. Springing on the rail like an antelope, she would have plunged overboard to the rescue of her friend, regardless of her own inability to swim, and of everything else, had not a seaman, who chanced to be listening to the conversation  caught her with a vice-like grip.

Hold on, Peggy! he cried.

But Peggy shrieked and struggled, thus preventing the poor fellow from attempting a rescue, while shouts and cries of man overboard rang through the ship from stem to stern, until it became known that it was a woman. Then the cries redoubled. In the midst of the hubbub the strong but calm voice of the captain was heard to give orders to lower a boat and port the helm hard a-port.

But, alas! for poor Nellie that night if her life had depended on shouters, strugglers, shriekers, or boatmen.

At the moment the accident happened two men chanced to be standing on the starboard side of the ship  one on the quarter-deck, the other on the forecastle. Both men were ready of resource and prompt in action, invaluable qualities anywhere, but especially at sea! The instant the cry arose each sprang to and cut adrift a life-buoy. Each knew that the person overboard might fail to see or catch a buoy in the comparative darkness. He on the forecastle, who chanced to see Nellie fall over, at once followed her with the life-buoy in his arms. Ignorant of this act the man near the stern saw something struggling in the water as the ship flew past. Without an instants hesitation he also plunged into the sea with a life-buoy in his grasp.

The faint light failed to reveal who had thus boldly plunged to the rescue, but the act had been observed both at bow and stern, and a cheer of hope went up as the ship came up to the wind, topsails were backed, and the boat was dropped into the water.

Twenty minutes elapsed before there was any sign of the boat returning, during which time the ships bell was rung continually. It may be better imagined than described the state of poor Bob Massey, who had been asleep on a locker in the fore-cabin when the accident occurred, and who had to be forcibly prevented, at first, from jumping into the sea when he heard that it was Nellie who was overboard.

At last oars were heard in the distance.

Stop that bell! boat ahoy! shouted the captain.

Ship ahoooy! came faintly back on the breeze, while every voice was hushed and ear strained to listen, All right! all saved!

A loud Thank the Lord! burst from our coxswains heaving chest, and a wild ringing cheer leaped upwards alike from passengers and crew, while warm tears overflowed from many an eye that was more intimate with cold spray, for a noble deed and a life saved have always the effect of stirring the deepest enthusiasm of mankind.

A few minutes more and three dripping figures came up the gangway. First came Nellie herself; dishevelled and pale, but strong and hearty nevertheless, as might be expected of a fisher-girl and a lifeboat coxswains wife! She naturally fell into, or was caught up by, her husbands arms, and was carried off to the cabin.

Following her came two somewhat exhausted men.

The cheer that greeted them was not unmingled with surprise.

The best an the worst men i the ship! gasped Joe Slag, amid laughter and hearty congratulations.

He was probably right, for it was the young Wesleyan minister and Ned Jarring who had effected this gallant rescue.

The performance of a good action has undoubtedly a tendency to elevate, as the perpetration of a bad one has to demoralise.

From that day forward Black Ned felt that he had acquired a certain character which might be retained or lost. Without absolutely saying that he became a better man in consequence, we do assert that he became more respectable to look at, and drank less!

Thus the voyage progressed until the good ship Lapwing sailed in among some of the innumerable islands of the Southern seas.




Story 1  Chapter 6.

Darkness, whether physical, mental, or spiritual, is probably the greatest evil that man has had to contend with since the fall. At all events, the physical and mental forms of it were the cause of the good ship Lapwing sailing one night straight to destruction.

It happened thus. A pretty stiff breeze, amounting almost to half a gale, was blowing on the night in question, and the emigrant ship was running before it under close-reefed topsails. For some days previously the weather had been dirty, and the captain had found it impossible to obtain an observation, so that he was in the dark as to the exact part of the ocean in which he was sailing.

In an open sea this is not of serious moment, but when one is nearing land, or in the neighbourhood of islands, it becomes cause for much anxiety. To make matters worse, the ship had been blown considerably out of her course, and worst of all the night was so intensely dark that it was not possible to see more than a few yards beyond the flying jibboom.

The captain and mate, with several of the men, stood on the forecastle peering anxiously out into the darkness.

I dont like the look o things at all, muttered the captain to the chief mate.

Perhaps it would be well, sir, to lay-to till daylight, suggested the mate.

Whether the captain agreed with his chief officer or not was never known, for just then a dull sound was heard which sent a thrill to the bravest heart on board.

Breakers ahead! cried the look-out, as in duty bound, but he was instantly contradicted by the mate, who shouted that they were on the starboard beam, while another voice roared that they were on the port-bow.

The helm was instantly put hard a-port, and immediately after the order was given hard a-starboard, for it was discovered that the sound of breakers came from both sides of the vessel. They were, obviously, either running in a narrow strait between two islands, or into a bay. In the first case the danger was imminent, in the second case, destruction was almost inevitable.

Clear the anchor, and stand by to let go! cried the captain, in loud sharp tones, for he felt that there was no room to turn and retreat. The order was also given to take in all sail.

But before either order could be obeyed, a cry of terror burst from many throats, for right in front of them there suddenly loomed out of the darkness an object like a great black cloud, which rose high above and seemed about to fall upon them. There was no mistaking its nature, however, for by that time the roar of the breakers right ahead told but too plainly that they were rushing straight upon a high perpendicular cliff. At this moment the vessel struck a rock. It was only a slight touch at the stern, nevertheless it tore the rudder away, so that the intention of the captain to put about and take his chance of striking on the rocks to starboard was frustrated.

Let go, he shouted, in this extremity.

Quick as lightning the anchor went to the bottom but with such way on the ship, the sudden strain snapped the chain, and the Lapwing rushed upon her doom, while cries of terror and despair arose from the passengers, who had by that time crowded on deck.

To the surprise of the captain, and those who were capable of intelligent observation, the ship did not immediately strike again, but sailed straight on as if right against the towering cliffs. Still onward it went, and as it did so there settled around them a darkness so profound that no one could see even an inch before his eyes. Then at last the ill-fated vessel struck, but not with her hull, as might have been expected. High up above them a terrific crash was heard.

God help us, exclaimed the captain, weve sailed straight into a cave!

That he was right soon became evident, for immediately after the crashing of the topmasts against the roof of the cave, a shower of small stones and several large fragments fell on the deck with a rattle like that of musketry. Some of the people were struck and injured, though not seriously so, by the shower.

Get down below, all of you! cried the captain, himself taking shelter under the companion hatchway. But the order was needless, for the danger was so obvious that every one sought the shelter of the cabins without delay.

The situation was not only terrible but exceedingly singular, as well as trying, for as long as stones came thundering down on the deck it would have been sheer madness to have attempted to do anything aboveboard, and to sit idle in the cabins with almost certain death staring them in the face was a severe test of endurance.

From the motion of the vessel several facts could be deduced. Although the scraping and crashing of the masts overhead told eloquently of destruction going on in that direction, the heaving of the ship, and her striking occasionally on either side, proved that there was deep water below her. That they were not progressing into an interminable cavern was made evident by the frequent plunging of the shattered bowsprit against the inner end of the cave. This action sent the vessel reeling backwards, as it were, every time she struck, besides shattering the bowsprit. That the cave, also, was open to the full force of the sea was only too severely proved by the rush of the billows into it, and the frequent and severe shocks to which they were in consequence subjected. These shocks had extinguished the lamps, and it was only by the aid of a few candles that they were delivered from sitting in absolute darkness.

In these awful circumstances the young Wesleyan proved that, besides the courage that he had already shown in facing danger on a sudden emergency, he also possessed that far higher courage which can face the slow and apparently sure approach of death with equanimity and self-possession. Moreover, he proved that the Word of God and prayer are the true resources of man in such extremities.

Calling those who were willing around him, he led them in prayer, and then quieted the timid among them, as well as comforted all, not by reading, but by quoting appropriate passages from Scripture, in which he was profoundly versed.

Dee know when itll be low water, sir? asked Joe Slag of the captain, when the ship gave one of her upward heaves and rasped her timbers again on the sides of the cave.

Not for three hours yet, but its falling. I expect there will be less sea on in a short time. If the ship holds together we may yet be saved.

There was a murmured thank God at these words. Then Bob Massey expressed some fear that there might be a danger of striking the rocks underneath before low water.

I wish it was the risin tide, he said, and the words took his mind back, like a flash of lightning, to the time when he used them in a very different sense. Then all was peace, hope, sunshine, and his bride was sitting like a good angel beside him, with a sweet smile on her fair face. Now, something like darkness visible, showed him his poor wife  still beside him, thank God  but clinging to his arm with looks of terror amounting almost to despair. What a contrast! he thought, and for the first time a feeling of rebellion arose in his mind.

Theres no use o sittin here to be drowned like rats, he cried, starting up. Ill go on deck an take a cast o the lead, an see what chances we have.

No, you wont, Bob, cried Nellie, throwing her arms firmly round him. Theres big stones falling all about the deck yet. Dont you hear them?

As if to corroborate her words, a piece of rock nearly half a ton in weight fell on the sky-light at that moment, crashed completely through it, through the table below, and even sank into the cabin floor. Fortunately, no one was hurt, though Slag had a narrow escape, but that worthy was not easily intimidated. He rose up, and, saying that, it was as well to be killed on deck doin somethin as in the cabin doin nothin, was about to ascend the ladder when Dr Hayward suddenly entered, all wet and dishevelled, and with blood trickling down his face.

No use going up just now, Joe, he said, as he sat down beside his wife, and permitted her to tie a kerchief round his head. Only a slight wound, Eva, got while taking soundings. I find that there are sixteen fathoms of water under us, and, although I couldnt see my hand held up before my face, I managed to make out by the flash of a match, which burned for a moment before being blown out, that the sides of the cave are quite perpendicular, not the smallest ledge to stand on. The tide, however, is ebbing fast, and the water in the cave calming, so that if no bad leak has been made by all this thumping we may yet be saved. Our only chance is to stick to the ship.

While he was speaking the vessel again surged violently against one side of the cave, and another of the huge masses of rock that were brought down by the swaying masts came crashing on the deck.

There is no bad leak as yet, said the captain, re-entering the cabin, which he had quitted for the purpose of sounding the well. If we can keep afloat for an hour or two we may be able to use the boats. Just now it would be useless to attempt launching them.

Although the captains words were not particularly reassuring, his confident tone and manner infused hope, and comforted the people greatly. Some of the male passengers even volunteered to face the shower of stones, if need be, and lend a hand in launching the boats, when the time for doing so arrived.

These boats, three in number, were lying bottom up on deck, and to reach them involved the risk of death to whoever should attempt it. They were therefore compelled to wait.

It is difficult to form even a slight conception of the horrors of that night. For several hours they sat in the after-cabin, and the ship surged and plunged in the wildly-heaving water, striking the sides continually, while rocks fell at intervals on the deck, thus adding to the noise of wind and waves as they raged with echoing, deafening noise in the black cavern. Each moment it seemed as if the ship must have her planks stove in and be sunk, but she was a new vessel and strong. Of course she leaked considerably, but when the tide went down the sea calmed a little, the rocks ceased falling from the roof, and they were enabled to rig the pumps and work them vigorously. The boats, meanwhile, were cast loose and got ready to launch at the first glimmer of daylight! Fortunately, they had received no serious injury from the falling rocks.

Oh, how they longed and prayed for the day! It came at last, a gleam so faint that it showed nothing of their surroundings save the outline of the caverns great mouth.

Shall we launch the boats now, sir? asked the first mate, who was becoming anxious, because the carpenter had just reported that the water in the hold was increasing dangerously in spite of the pumps.

Not yet  not yet, returned the captain, hurriedly. We must have more light first. The loss of a boat would be fatal. Im afraid of the rising tide.

Afraid of the rising tide! Again the words struck strangely on Bob Masseys ears as he stood wiping the perspiration from his brow after a long spell at the pumps  and once more carried him back to the sunlit sands of Old England.

Soon the increase of water in the hold was so great that the getting out of the boats could no longer be delayed. The first launched was a small one. It was lowered over the stern by means of the studding-sail boom, with a block and whip, which kept it from dropping too quickly into the water. Massey and his friend Slag, being recognised as expert boatmen in trying circumstances, were sent in it, with two of the crew, to run out a line and drop an anchor in the sea outside, so that the heavier boats might be hauled out thereby. Two hundred and fifty fathoms of rope were given them  more than sufficient for the purpose. On getting outside, Bob and his friend, according to custom as lifeboat men, kept a sharp look-out on everything around them, and the feeble daylight enabled them to see that the black cliff which had, as it were, swallowed up the Lapwing, was full six hundred feet high and a sheer precipice, in some places overhanging at the top, and without the symptom of a break as far as the eye could reach in either direction.

A black look-out, Joe, muttered Massey, as he assisted his comrade to heave the anchor over the side.

Ay, Bob, an the worst of it is that the tides risin. A boat can live here as long as that ridge o rocks keeps off the seas, but in an hour or so itll be rollin in as bad as ever.

I knows it, Joe, an the more need to look sharp.

Returning to the ship, our coxswain made his report, and recommended urgent haste. But the captain required no urging, for by that time the ships main deck was level with the water, and the seas were making a clean breach over the stern. The passengers and crew crowded towards the port gangway where the large boat was being brought round to receive the women and children first. This was such a familiar scene to the two lifeboat men that they kept cool and self-possessed from the mere force of habit. Seeing this, the captain ordered Mitford to get into the boat first, and help to stow the others, for it would be a tight pack, he said, to stow them all. Dr Hayward was ordered to assist. Ned Jarring volunteered to help to fend the boat off during the operation, and, without waiting for permission, jumped into her.

Mitford had consigned his wife to the care of his friend Massey, who at once undertook the duty by tying a kerchief round Peggys head to keep her hair out of her eyes, after which he did the same for Nellie. Both women were perfectly quiet and submissive  the first owing to fear and exhaustion, the last from native courage, which enabled her to rise to the occasion. Massey then stripped off all his own clothes, except shirt and trousers, so as to be ready for swimming, and, catching up a rope, advanced towards his wife, intending to fasten it round her waist.

Peggy first, Bob; Ill wait for you, said his wife.

Look sharp! cried the captain.

Bob turned at once to Peggy, and in a few seconds she was lowered into the boat. Mrs Hayward followed. Then Massey insisted on his wife going, and the obedient Nellie submitted, but, owing to a lurch of the ship at the moment, she missed the boat, and dropped into the water. One of the men attempted to pull her in, but could not, and, as all the others were engaged at the moment in trying to fend off the rocks, Massey at once jumped into the sea, and helped to get his wife into the boat.

At that moment there arose a cry that the ship was sinking, and a wild rush was made for the long-boat, which had also been successfully launched. Of course it was instantly overcrowded, for all discipline was now at an end. Before anything else could be done the Lapwing sank in sixteen fathoms of water, carrying the long-boat and all the people in her along with it, but those in the other boat had shoved off at the first wild cry, and hauling on the anchored cable, just escaped being sucked down by the sinking ship.

Bob Massey clung to the boats gunwale, and thus escaped. Rowing back instantly, however, to the spot where the ship had gone down, they sought eagerly for swimmers. Only three were discovered and rescued, but the others  seventy souls in all  found a watery grave in the dark cavern of that unknown land.




Story 1  Chapter 7.

So rapidly did the final catastrophe take place that it was difficult for the rescued party at first to credit the evidence of their senses. On the spot where the Lapwing had been beating her sides against the cruel walls of the cavern, and where so many hearts had been throbbing wildly between hope and fear, no living creature remained; nothing but a few feet of the shattered masts appearing now and then above the surging waves was left to tell of the terrible tragedy that had been enacted there.

For upwards of an hour the party in the boat hovered about the place, not so much with the hope of rescuing any of their shipmates as on account of the difficulty of tearing themselves away from the fatal spot. Perhaps the natural tendency of man to hope against hope had something to do with it. Then they passed silently out of the cavern and rowed slowly along the base of the tremendous cliffs.

At length the feeling of self-preservation began to assert itself, and Bob Massey was the first to break silence with the question  

Does any one know if theres anything to eat aboard?

Wed better see to that, observed Dr Hayward, who was steering.

Bob Massey pulled in his oar, and, without remark, began to search the boat. It was found that all the food they had brought away consisted of nine tins of preserved meat and three pieces of pork, a supply which would not go far among ten persons.

The ten survivors were Dr Hayward and his wife; Massey and Nellie; Joe Slag; John Mitford and his wife Peggy; Terrence OConnor, the assistant cook; Tomlin, one of the cabin passengers; and Ned Jarring. All the rest, as we have said, had perished with the ill-fated Lapwing.

Little was said at first, for the hopelessness of their condition seemed so obvious that the men shrank from expressing their gloomy fears to the women who sat huddled together, wet and cold, in the bottom of the boat.

As we have said, as far as the eye could see in any direction, the frowning cliffs rose perpendicularly out of deep water. There was not even a strip of sand or a bay into which they could run in case of the wind increasing.

There is nothing for it but to push on till we come to an inlet or break of some sort in the cliffs by which we may land, said Hayward, speaking encouragingly to the women. God helping us, we are sure to find some such place ere long.

Dont look very like it, muttered Black Ned, gloomily.

We can see how it looks about as well as you can, retorted John Mitford, indignantly. If ye cant say somethin to cheer the women, theres no need for to look blue an tell us what a mere babby could see for itself.

This remark, coming as it did from lugubrious Mitford, caused Terrence OConnor to smile.

True for ye, he said, we can see whats fornint us, but even Black Ned cant see round the corner.

Besides, there may be a flat shore on the other side o the island, added Bob Massey in a cheerful tone; Ive often noticed islands o this build, and when theyre so high on one side they usually are low on the opposite side; so well only have to pull round  an mayhap there are people on it  who knows?

Ay, natives praps, growled Jarring, an cannibals who are fond of eatin white folk  specially women!

Shut up your black muzzle, or Ill heave ye overboard! said Mitford, fiercely, for like many easy-going, quiet men, he was unusually savage when fairly roused.

Whatever Black Ned may have felt, he gave no expression to his thoughts or feelings by word or look, but continued calmly to pull his oar.

All that day, and all that night, however, the party pulled steadily along the shore without finding an opening in the cliffs or any part which could be scaled by man. During this period their plight was miserable in the extreme, for the weather at the time was bitterly cold; they were drenched through and through with spray, which broke so frequently over the side as to necessitate constant baling, and, to make matters worse, towards evening of the second day snow began to fall and continued to do so the greater part of the night. Fortunately, before dark they came to some small rocky islets, on which they could not land as the waves washed over them, but in the lee of which they cast anchor, and thus were enabled to ride out a furious gale, which sprang up at sunset and did not subside till morning.

It need scarcely be said that the men did all that lay in their power to shelter the poor women, who had exhibited great fortitude and uncomplaining endurance all that weary time; but little could be done for them, for there was not even a bit of sail to put over them as a protection.

Nellie, dear, said Massey, when the boat was brought up under the lee of the rocks, dee feel very cold?

Not very, replied his wife, raising her head. Im strong, thank God, and can stand it; but Peggy here is shudderin awful bad. I believe shell die if somethin isnt done for her.

I think if she could only ring the water out of her clothes, whispered Mrs Hayward to her husband, it might do her some good, but

I know that, Eva: it would do you all good, and we must have it done somehow

An exclamation in the bow of the boat at that moment attracted attention. It was John Mitford, who, having taken off his own coat, and wrapped it round his shivering wife, had gone to the bow to rummage in a locker there, and had found a tarpaulin. Massey had overhauled the locker for food before him, but the tarpaulin had been so well folded, and laid so flat in the bottom, that it had escaped his notice.

Retiring aft with this god-send, the lugubrious man speedily, with the assistance of his comrades, covered over the centre of the boat so completely that a small chamber was formed, into which the women could retire. It was not high enough, indeed, to stand in, but it formed a sufficient shelter from wind and spray.

Now, Peggy, my dear, said her husband when it was finished, get in there  off wi your things an wring em out.

Ththank you, JJohn, replied Peggy, whose teeth chattered like castanets, but ow am I tto ddry em? For wet ccloes wont dry wiwithout a fire. At least I nnever eard of

The remainder of her remarks were lost to male ears as the tarpaulin dropped around her after Eva Hayward and Nellie had led, or half-lifted, her under its sheltering folds. How they managed to manipulate the shivering Peggy it is not our province to tell, but there can be no doubt that the treatment of her two friends in misfortune was the cause of her emerging from under the tarpaulin the following morning alive and comparatively well, though still far from dry.

The aspect of things had changed greatly for the better when the unfortunates resumed their voyage. The wind had abated, the sea, although still heaving, was smooth. The snow had ceased, and the sun arose in a cloudless sky, so that when poor Mrs Mitford raised her dishevelled head and felt the suns cheering rays she exclaimed, with a sigh of relief: La! if the sun aint blazin ot! An Im so ungry. Dear, dear, ave you bin rowin all night, John? Ow tired you must be; an your ands blistered, though you are pretty tough in the ands, but you couldnt old a candle to Bob Massey at that  Yes, yes, Nellie, I ear you, but la! what does it matter ow your air an things is deranged wen youre wrecked at sea and

The abrupt disappearance of the dishevelled head at that moment suggested the idea that Mrs Mitford had either fallen backward suddenly or been pulled under cover by her companions.

Shes all right, anyhow, said OConnor, adjusting his oar.

Shes always all right, remarked Mitford in a funereal tone, which, however, was meant to be confidential. Bless your heart, Ive seen that woman under all circumstances, but although shes timid by nature, an not over strong in body, Ive never seen her give in or fairly cast down. No doubt she was pretty low last night, poor thing, but that was cause she was nigh dead wi cold  yet her spirit wasnt crushed. Its my solemn conviction that if my Peggy ever dies at all shell die game.

With a profound sigh of satisfaction at having thus borne testimony to the rare and admirable qualities of his wife, the worthy man applied himself to his oar with redoubled vigour.

It is quite a pleasure in this censorious world to see any man absolutely blind to his wifes faults, and thoroughly awake to her good qualities. The opinion formed of Peggy  by Mrs Massey and Mrs Hayward respectively, did not quite coincide with that of John Mitford.

How did you get on with poor Peggy last night, Eva? asked Dr Hayward of his wife, in an undertone, as they breakfasted that forenoon beside the tiller, while the rest of their companions were similarly engaged in the middle of the boat, and at the bow.

Pretty well, Tom, but shes troublesome to manage. She is so unusually timid, poor creature, so prone to give way to despair when things look bad, yet so sweetly apt to bound into high spirits when things are looking hopeful,  and withal, so amusingly garrulous!

Strange to say, at the very moment that this was uttered, Nellie was remarking to her husband in a low tone that, poor Peggy was quite a puzzle, that she was all but dead at one moment, and quite lively at another, that she professed to be all submission, but was as obstinate as a pig, and that her tongue  soft though it was  went like the clapper of a mill!

We have referred to breakfast, but the meal spread before the castaways hardly merits that name, for it consisted of only a small slice of pork to each; a few pieces of ships biscuit that Slag had discovered in his pockets; and a cup of water drawn from the pond which had accumulated in a hollow of the tarpaulin during the night.

It is lucky that one of the pieces of pork happened to be cooked, observed Dr Hayward, as he served out the allowance, for I would have been sorry to break into the preserved meat tins till forced to do so. We must keep these as a reserve as long as possible.

Right you are, sir! said Slag, with his mouth full, while with a clasp-knife he carefully cut off another morsel to be ready, right you are! That minds me when we was starvin, me and my shipmates in the Arctic regions, so as our ribs was all but comin through our skins, an we was beginnin to cast an evil eye on the stooard whod kep fatter than the rest of us somehow, an was therefore likely to prove a more satisfyin kind o grub, dee see

I say, Joe, said Hayward, interrupting, for he feared that Slags anecdote might not tend to render the pork breakfast more palatable.

Sir? said Slag.

Will you just go to the bow and take a squint ahead? I think there seems to be something like an end o the cliffs in view  your eyes are better than mine.

Slag swallowed the mouthful on which he was engaged, thrust after it the morsel that was ready to follow, wiped the clasp-knife on his thigh, and went forward to take a squint.

It turned out that the end of the cliffs which the doctor had only supposed possible, was a reality, for, after a long gaze, Slag turned and said  

Your eyes are better than you think, sir, for the end o the cliff is visible, an a spit o sand beyond is quite plain.

As this report was corroborated by Bob Massey, and then by all the other men, it sent a thrill of gratitude into the hearts of most of the party  especially the women, who, having lain so long wet and almost motionless, were nearly benumbed in spite of the sunshine. Longer exposure, indeed, would probably have proved fatal to poor Mrs Mitford, possibly also to Mrs Hayward, who was by no means robust. As for our coxswains wife, having been reared among the health-giving breezes of the sea-shore, and inured from infancy to exposure and hard work, she suffered much less than her female companions, and busied herself a great part of the time in chafing their cold limbs. In doing this she reaped the natural advantage of being herself both warmed and invigorated. Thus virtue not only is, but inevitably brings, its own reward! Similarly, vice produced its natural consequences in the case of Black Ned, for that selfish man, being lazy, shirked work a good deal. It is possible to pull an oar in such a way that, though the rower may be apparently doing his best, he is, in reality, taking the work very lightly and doing next to nothing. Acting in this way, Ned Jarring became cold when the sleet and spray were driving in his face, his blood flowed sluggishly in his veins, and his sufferings were, consequently, much more severe than those of his comrades. Towards the afternoon of that day, they rounded the spit of sand mentioned by Joe Slag, and came upon a low-lying coast. After proceeding a considerable distance along which, they discovered a good harbour. This was fortunate, for grey clouds had again covered the sun and a bitter east wind began to blow.

Thank God, Eva, said Hayward, as he steered into the bay, for if we had not come upon this harbour, your strength and that of poor Peggy, I fear, would have failed, but now youll be all right in a short time.

Oh, no, sir, I dont think as my strength would fail, said Peggy, in a feeble voice, for she had overheard the remark. Not that I shouldnt be thankful all the same, I allow  for thankfulness for mercies received is a dooty, an most on us do fail in that, though I say it that shouldnt, but my strength aint quite gone yet

Stand by, Slag, to fend off with your oar when we get close in, said the doctor, interrupting Peggys discourse.

Have any of you got matches in your pockets? asked Massey, clapping his hands suddenly to the various receptacles about his person, with a look of unwonted anxiety.

Ye may well ax that, Bob, said OConnor, using his own hands in the same way. Cold, wet weather, and no house! It ud be death to the women, sure, av

Here you are! shouted Tomlin in a burst of triumph, in spite of his naturally reserved disposition.

He held up a box of vestas which, being a smoker, he fortunately had in his pocket.

I hope they aint wet, remarked Black Ned, suggestively.

Wrap em well up, said Slag.

Tomlin drew out his handkerchief and proceeded to do so. At the same moment the boats keel grated softly on the shingly shore.




Story 1  Chapter 8.

Seldom have the mysterious sparks of life been sought for more anxiously, or tended and nursed with greater care, than were the little sparks of fire which were evoked with difficulty from Tomlins match-box.

Drizzling rain had commenced just as the wrecked party landed. The tarpaulin had been set up as a slight though very imperfect shelter; the ground underneath had been strewn with twigs and grass, and a large pile of dead branches had been arranged to receive the vital spark before any attempt was made to create it.

Everything must be quite ready, first, said Hayward to Tomlin, for our very lives depend, under God, on our securing fire; so keep the matches snug in your pocket till I ask for them.

I will, replied Tomlin, Dyou know it never occurred to me before how tremendously important the element of fire is? But how will you ever manage to make the branches catch, everything being so thoroughly soaked?

You shall see. I have had to make a fire in worse circumstances than the present, returned Hayward, though I admit they are bad enough. Have you got the small twigs broken and ready, Slag?

All ready, sir.

Now look here, Tomlin.

As he spoke, the doctor picked up a dead but wet branch, and, sheltering himself under the tarpaulin, began to whittle it with his penknife. He found, of course, that the interior of the branch was dry. The thin morsels which he sliced off were handed to Slag, who placed them with great care in the heart of a bundle of very small twigs resembling a crows nest. A place had been reserved for this bundle or nest, in the heart of the large pile of branches lying on the ground. Meanwhile, Slag held the nest ready in his hands.

Now, Tomlin, get out your matches, said the doctor.

With the utmost care the anxious man unfolded the kerchief, and, opening the box, looked into it earnestly.

Wet? asked Hayward.

Tomlin shook his head. I fear they are. He took one out, while the whole party assembled round him to note the result.

The first match dropped its head like a piece of soft putty when scraped on the lid. The second did the same, and a suppressed groan escaped from the little group, for it could be seen that there were not more than ten or twelve matches in the box altogether. Again and again a match was struck with similar result. The fifth, however, crackled a little, and rekindled, sinking hope in the observers, though it failed to kindle itself. The seventh burst at once into a bright blaze and almost drew forth a cheer, which, however, was checked when a puff of wind blew out the new-born flame.

Och! let Bob Massey try it! cried OConnor. Sure hes used to workin in throublesome weather.

Right, boy, said Slag, hand it to the coxsn.

Tomlin readily obeyed, only too glad to get some of the failure shifted to other shoulders.

Massey readily undertook the task, and success attended his first effort.

I knowed it! said Nellie, in a quiet tone, as she saw the bright flame leap up and almost set her husbands beard on fire. Bob never fails!

The burning match was quickly plunged into Haywards handful of shavings, which blazed up as he thrust it into Slags nest; and Slag, holding the nest with the tender care of a loving sick-nurse and the cool indifference of a salamander till it was a flaming ball, crammed it into the heart of the pile of sticks. Tremendous was the volume of smoke that arose from the pile, and anxious were the looks riveted on it.

Sure yeve smothered it intirely, gasped OConnor.

Oh, me! sighed Peggy in a voice of mild despair.

No fear, its all right, said Massey, in a confident tone, while Joe Slag, on his knees, with cheeks inflated and nose all but kindling, blew at the glowing heart with unwearied determination, regardless alike of friend and foe.

Its going to do, remarked John Mitford in his most dismal tone.

Any child might tell that, said Nellie, with a light laugh.

The laugh seemed infectious, for the whole party joined in as a glorious gush of flame rushed among the sticks, dried up the dampness, and effectually changed the pillar of smoke into a pillar of fire.

The fire thus kindled was rightly deemed of such vital importance that it was not permitted to go out thereafter for many months, being watched night and day by members of the party appointed to the duty by turns. It had, indeed, not a few narrow escapes, and more than once succeeded in reaching what appeared to be its last spark, but was always caught in time and recovered, and thus was kept burning until a discovery was made which rendered such constant attendance and care unnecessary.

Now, said Dr Hayward, when the fire was safely established, we have not much daylight left, so it behoves us to make the most of it. You are a man of action and experience, Robert Massey, what would you advise us to do first?

Well, doctor, since youre good enough to ask me, I would advise that we should appoint a leader. You see, mates, he continued, addressing himself to the company in general, theres no possibility of a ship gettin along without a captain, or an army without a general. If we was going off to a wreck now, with or without a lifeboat, I would claim a sort o right to be coxswain in virtue o past experience; but, as weve now begun a sort o shore-goin business, which requires a deal o general knowledge, besides seamanship, an as Dr Hayward has got that by edication, I move that we make him our leader.

Right you are, Bob, said Joe Slag. (As he always is, said Nellie, sotto voce.) So I second the move  if thats the reglar way to do it.

Hear, hear! said every one with right good will, and a gleam of pride flashed from Evas pretty brown eyes as her husband was thus unanimously appointed leader of the shipwrecked band.

Like a sensible man, knowing his capacity, he at once accepted the command without any display of undue modesty, and proved his fitness by at once going to work.

The first thing, then, is to thank God for our deliverance, which we all do, I am sure, most heartily.

This was received with a responsive Amen from every one  not even excepting Black Ned.

Next, we must find fresh water and boil a bit of pork

Ah, then, we havent a kittle! exclaimed OConnor.

Havent we a big baling-dish, Terrence? said Hayward.

Sure we have, sor, an its a tin wan asll stand fire, returned Terrence with a reproved look.

Well, then, you go fetch it; wash it well out and get the pork ready. Jarring and Tomlin will gather as much dead wood as they can find and pile it beside the fire. Mitford will search for fresh water  there must be a spring or brook not far off  and Massey and I will rig up some sort of shelter for the night.

Please, sir, may I go with Mitford to seek for water? asked Nellie.

By all means, if you wish to.

And I will keep you company, Nell, said Mrs Hayward energetically.

So will I, chimed in little Mrs Mitford, feebly. I was always fond of water. As a child I used to paddle about in it continually, an sometimes tumbled into it, for of course young people will

No, Peggy, you must sit by the fire with my wife, said the doctor. Neither of you is fit for work of any kind yet, so sit down and warm yourselves.

Eva was too wise and Peggy too weak to offer objection, so these two sat by the fire while the others went to work.

Energy of action tends to lighten the burdens that may be laid on human spirits, and to induce the most favourable view of the worst circumstances. The toil which the party now undertook was such a blessed relief to them after the prolonged exposure to cold and comparative inaction in the boat, that all returned to the camp-fire in a much more cheerful state of mind than they left it. The searchers for water came back first, having found what they sought close at hand; and Terrence, filling his baling-dish, soon had the pork boiling, along with some mysterious herbs gathered by the doctor to convert the liquid into soup. Tomlin and Black Ned returned heavily laden with firewood, and Bob Massey discovered a tree with branches sufficiently spreading and leafy to protect them to some extent from rain.

Tis as well we have found overhead protection, Massey, said the doctor, when our coxswain led him to the spot, for I have been thinking that as we have no blankets, we shall be obliged to use our tarpaulin as a quilt rather than an umbrella.

Thats true, sir, returned Massey, but how about the women?

Well, Ive been thinking about that, said Hayward, and Ive devised a plan for to-night at least; to-morrow I hope to hit on a better arrangement. First of all, well spread in front of a fire, which we will kindle beneath this tree, a layer of branches and grass. In the middle of this the women will lie down side by side, after having dried and warmed themselves thoroughly at the fire. Then well take two of the floor planks from the boat, and put one on each side of them  partially frame them, as it were. Then one half of us men will lie down on one side of the frame, the other half on the other side, and well draw the tarpaulin over us all.

Hm! not very comfortable, said Massey, for the poor women to be framed like that.

Admitted; but what else can we do? said Hayward. It would risk our lives to sleep without covering of any kind in such cold weather, and with sleet falling as it does now. Better have the sheet spread upon us than merely over our heads. So now lets kindle another fire, and do you arrange our couch, Bob.

In spite of the cold and the sleet, things looked much more cosy than persons unacquainted with roughing it could believe possible, and they became comparatively happy when the couch was spread, and they were seated under the sheltering tree, with the fire blazing and crackling in front of them, suffusing their faces and persons and the leaf-canopy overhead with a deep red glare, that contrasted well with the ebony-black surroundings, while a rich odour of pork soup exhaled from the baling-dish.

Ah! now theres nothin wantin to produce parfit felicity but a pipe, said OConnor with a sigh.

Thats so, lad, assented Tomlin, echoing the sigh, and feeling in his pocket from force of habit, though he knew too well that nothing was to be found there.

Here, Terrence, said Massey, handing him an empty pipe, at the same time asking him to shut his eyes and draw, and try to imagine himself smoking, but Terrence shook his head.

I couldnt do that, Bob, he said, but Ill sing ye a stave in praise o the weed.

Without waiting for permission, the jovial Irishman at once began:

Oh! its baccy as is my chief joy,

At mornin, noon and night;

An its verily my belief, boy,

That I love it with all my might.

If your liver an lungs are squeakin,

An your head is growin cracky,

Theres nothin so sure to kill or cure,

As fumes o the strongest baccy.

If it would improve your voice, Terrence, observed Mr Mitford, meekly, Im sure I wish ye had pounds of it, for its that harsh  though, of course, I make no pretence to music myself, but

Just listen to that now, Harsh! an that to a man whose own mother, by the fathers side, towld him he shud make music his purfession! Arrah, howld on, Black Ned, ye spalpeen; yeve had two helpins already!

This latter remark had reference to the baling-dish of soup which was being passed round the party, so that each might help himself to two mouthfuls of soup before passing it on. As they had no spoons, the doctor had extemporised ladles of folded bark which served the purpose pretty well.

Havent ye a small bit o baccy in the corner o wan o yer pockets, doctor, dear? asked Terrence, insinuatingly. May be yed find a morsel if yed try.

Quite useless to try, my poor fellow, returned the doctor, with a look of affected pity, for Im a non-smoker. I never indulge in such an absurdity.

Sure, its a true proverb that says doctors differ, retorted OConnor, for most o the saw-bones of my acquaintance have smoked like lime kilns.

Mores the pity, Terrence, but if youll heave on some more firewood youll have a smoke that may do as a substitute at present.

By heaping quantities of fresh branches on the fire till it was large enough to roast an ox, the party managed to pass the night in comparative comfort, in spite of cold and sleet. Hayward watched the fire during the first part of the night. Then he was relieved by our coxswain, who was succeeded by Joe Slag, and no Vestal virgins ever tended their fire with more anxious solicitude than those three men guarded theirs during that first night on the island.

As if to make up for the sufferings of the past few days, the morning that followed broke with unclouded splendour, and the rising sun shone upon as beautiful a scene as could well be imagined, for it revealed an island richly clothed with verdure, which, rising out of a calm blue sea, sloped gradually upwards, until its western ridge met the bright sky. Evidently that terminating ridge was the place whence descended the precipitous cliffs, along which they had sailed immediately after leaving the cave of the wreck.

There is no accounting for the eccentricities of weak-minded females, whether pretty or plain. The first thing that pretty little Mrs Mitford exclaimed on opening her eyes and beholding the glorious view was  

Oh! I do so wish that we had oysters for breakfast!

If she had expressed a desire for elephant chops, she could not have taken Eva Hayward more by surprise. As for Nell Massey, she went off into a hilarious giggle.

I fear there are no oysters hereabouts, said Hayward, but I shouldnt wonder if we were to find mussels and things of that sort. Come, lads, well go and have a search for them, while the ladies fill and boil our kettle.

Limpets, mussels, and other shell-fish were found in great abundance. With these warm soup was soon made, and after a hearty breakfast, Hayward organised the party in two bands which were sent off in different directions to explore the island, Peggy and her husband being left behind to cook the dinner and keep up the fire.




Story 1  Chapter 9.

For several days the shipwrecked party continued to live chiefly on limpets and mussels gathered on the sea-shore. Only a very little of the pork was used, for the purpose of converting the food into soup. As they could not tell, of course, how long they might be compelled to live there, it behoved them to be very careful of the food-supply already in possession. Fortunately, the weather continued fine, though cold, so that it was not necessary at first to make any alteration in their camp arrangements.

During this period much of their time was necessarily spent in laying in a stock of shell-fish, and in attempting to bring down with stones some of the gulls which flew inquisitively about and very temptingly near to the camp, but none of the party was a good marksman with stone ammunition, and it soon became evident that unless some other means of obtaining food were discovered there was every prospect of starvation ending their career.

In this emergency Dr Hayward organised an exploring expedition on a more extended scale. He divided the party into three bands  one consisting of Ned Jarring, Tomlin, and himself, to examine the shores; another comprising Joe Slag, John Mitford, and OConnor, to penetrate the interior and higher lands; while it was appointed to Bob Massey, who had by that time come to be more frequently addressed by his old title of coxswain, to stay at the camp, keep the all-important fire going, and guard the women.

You see, we must go about this business thoroughly, said the doctor, when they were all assembled in the camp one day after their frugal meal, excepting OConnor, who was a short distance off, trying, with unwearied perseverance and unvaried failure, to kill gulls with stones. And for this purpose, we must hold a council of war. Wheres Terrence?

Hes pelting the gulls as usual, said Black Ned.

A-missin of em, you mean, suggested Mitford.

Hallo, Terrence! shouted Hayward, catching sight of the Irishman at that moment. Here! we want you.

Comin, sor, jist wan more shot at this baste. Hes bin flyin round me hid for half-an-hour at laste, winkin at the stones as they go by him. Och! missed again  bad luck to ye!

As he uttered the malediction the disappointed man heaved a last stone, angrily and without an attempt at an aim. He did not even look up to observe the result, but turned sharply round towards the camp.

That stone, however, was like the arrow shot at a venture. It hit the bird full on the breast and brought it down, which fact was made known to the sportsman by a cheer from the camp and a heavy thud behind him.

Well done, Terrence! cried Hayward as he came up with his prize. I regard it as a good omen  a sort of turn in the tide which will encourage us on our contemplated expedition.

The leader then gave minute instructions as to how long they were to be away; how much food they were to take; the direction to be followed, and the work to be done.

In short, said the doctor in conclusion, we must use our eyes, ears, and limbs to the best advantage; but bear in mind that the grand object of the expedition is

Grub, suggested OConnor.

Just so. Grub is our first and greatest necessity. Meanwhile, Peggy, Nell, and Eva will do what they can to make our camp comfortable: gather mussels and other shell-fish and see that the coxswain does not eat more than a fair share of victuals, and conducts himself in all respects like an obedient and trusted servant.

With such and similar touches of pleasantry Hayward sought to cheer the spirits of the party and divert their minds from dwelling too much on the fact that their case was a very serious one  almost desperate, for they were on a comparatively small island, far to the southward of the usual track of ships, without food or shelter, and without any of the ordinary means of procuring either.

The remainder of that day was spent in making preparation for the projected expedition. As they had no offensive or defensive arms, except two gully knives, their first business was to provide each man with a spear. Fortunately, some of the surrounding trees had very straight branches of various sizes, so they had only to cut down such as were suitable, and peel the bark off. But the formation of hard points gave them some anxiety, until Tomlin hit upon the idea of utilising the bones of their pork.

The very thing! said Mitford, with a look of melancholy satisfaction.

Having no turn whatever for mechanics, he never saw difficulties till they met and overcame him, and was always ready to rush in where mechanical angels  if we may say so  feared to tread.

And how would you propose to cut the bones, John? asked Slag, with an air of modest simplicity.

Cut em? eh! well  wi the knife, of course.

It was found, however, that the knife made but slight impression on the bones, and after one or two vain attempts, they turned to a more effective method. Finding a huge boulder of some kind of sandstone they broke it up, and on the rough surface thus produced, ground the bones into sharp points, and by an ingenious method known to Slag, who learned it from the Eskimos, they fixed these firmly on the ends of their spears.

Thus armed, and with a small quantity of cold pork, and a large allowance of cold boiled limpets and mussels in their wallets, they set out on their explorations.

It is impossible to accompany two parties at once. Let us follow just now the one composed of Joe Slag, Terrence OConnor, and John Mitford. These, with Joe as their leader, proceeded along the shore some miles in a northerly direction; and then, turning into the bush, which was nowhere thick, they pushed into the interior of the island. After advancing about ten miles they came on a wide stretch of sandhills or downs, and found that, having crossed a sort of isthmus, they had come out again on the sea-shore.

This wont do, said Slag, on making the discovery. Well have to steer drect for the highest land.

Thats so, Joe, said Mitford, and yonders a height away there, right in the winds eye, that will act as a beacon to us.

I sees it, John  but, I say, whats the matter wi Terrence?

This question was drawn forth by the action of the Irishman, who had walked on about fifty yards in advance of his comrades. He was standing in the attitude of an ancient Roman about to discharge a javelin. Stooping low as if to render themselves less conspicuous, Mitford muttered, hallo! and his comrade whispered, Sh! he sees suthin!

Whatever it was he saw, OConnor evidently felt too far off to act effectively, for, after standing a moment in the classic position just referred to, he suddenly lowered his spear, dropped on hands and knees, and made a slow, undignified advance of a few yards. Then he rose again, became classic once more and discharged his spear, in a manner that would have done credit to Achilles himself.

The growl that followed, and the bad luck to ye, that came faintly back on the breeze, told too plainly that the result was a miss.

Sure its a rabbit I saw, he said, returning to his companions, an if Id only sent it two yards more to the left, Id have hit the baste!

To the satisfaction of the explorers, it was found that the sandhills were burrowed all over by rabbits, and that there existed there a large colony of them. Cheered by this  in spite of their bad javelin play  they made for the high ground, and soon found themselves threading a belt of wood, after crossing which they reached the foot of the range of hills that bounded the island to the westward.

It was a weird, rugged spot, covered with great boulders that had rolled down the hill-sides, and with gaps and chasms here and there of considerable depth, that suggested the idea of volcanic action having visited the place at some remote period. These chasms or rents in the earth were overgrown with trees or bushes in many places, and obliged the travellers to make wide detours in some places to avoid them.

Thus they were so much delayed that night was upon them before they had reached the higher parts of the hill-range where they had intended to encamp.

The difference between blanketing and gossamer is great, yet it is inconceivably slight compared with the difference between gossamer and nothing! In the pride of their strength the members of the exploring party lay down to sleep without covering of any kind, for the good reason that they possessed none, and before morning they would gladly have given a fabulous price for even a gossamer coverlet.

Its freezin I am, if not froze, said Terrence OConnor at the end of the second sleepless hour. If we could have only brought away some o the fire in our pockets, what a comfort it would have bin!

He got up, shook himself, and slapped his arms across his breast vigorously.

Slag and Mitford followed his example.

Im beginnin to feel better on the outside, continued OConnor, pausing, but my spinal marrow isnt properly warm yet.

Minds me o Baffins Bay, growled Slag, with a mighty slap of the arms between each word.

Mitford seemed to think any remark superfluous, for he only groaned.

Pity its too dark to see yer face, John, said Terrence. It must be a sight worth seein. Och, av I only had a good-sized pocket-hankicher Id wrap me feet in it, anyhow.

Suppose we cut some grass and try that? suggested Mitford.

The suggestion was acted on.

It was slow work cutting grass with a clasp-knife; tearing it up in handfuls was still slower, but the labour warmed the tired explorers, and when they lay down again under this Adam-an-Eveic bedding, they fell asleep almost immediately, and did not waken till the sun was pretty well up in the eastern sky.

Breakfast fust, said Slag, on completing a tremendous stretch and yawn. Its always bin my way since I was a babby  business first; pleasure to foller. Grub is business, an work is pleasure  leastwise, it ought to be to any man whos rated A. One on the ships books. Hallo! sorrowful-monkey-face, clap a stopper on yer nose an tumble up,  dye hear?

Mitford did not hear, but a touch of Slags toe caused him to feel and to rise.

OConnor was already astir, preparing breakfast. Cold boiled mussels and a bit of pork may be good food, but it is not appetising. Consequently they did not linger long over the meal, but were soon striding up the mountain-side rejoicing in the fresh air and sunshine.

There was a certain phase in John Mitfords character which had not yet been discovered by his friends, and was known only to his wife. He was romantic  powerfully so. To wander through unknown lands and be a discoverer had been the dream of his youth. He was naturally reticent, and had never said so to any one but Peggy, who, being the reverse of romantic, was somewhat awe-stricken by the discovery, and, in an imbecile way, encouraged him to hope that, one of these days hed ave is desires gratified, as there was nothink to prevent im from goin to Novazealand  if that was the right way to pronounce it  or to Van Demons land  not in a sinful way of course, for they had given up transportin people there now  though wherever they transported em to she couldnt imagine  anyhow, there was nothink to prevent his tryin. And John did try, which was the primary cause of his being a member of the exploring party now under consideration.

Influenced by his romantic spirit, Mitford betrayed a troublesome tendency to wander from his comrades in pursuit of the Unknown. OConnor, with the straightforward simplicity of his nation, set it down to pig-headedness. Slag, being a man of feeling, opined that it was absence of mind.

The spalpeen! hes off again, said OConnor, turning round as they halted to rest a minute, after breasting the hill for half-an-hour. Hallo, John! Where are ye, boy?

Here  all right, shouted a voice in the distance, Im exploring behind the knoll here. Go ahead; Ill meet ye at the top o the hill.

By that time they were within about an hours walk of the highest ridge of the island, so they pushed on without delay, expecting to find their lugubrious friend there before them, or not far behind them. It turned out as had been supposed. The mountain ridge formed the summit of the great precipice along the foot of which they had sailed after quitting the cavern, or, as they had come to call it, the wreck-cave. For some time the two stood on the giddy edge, looking in silence on the tremendous depths below, and the sublime spectacle of illimitable sea beyond, with its myriad facets gleaming in the sunshine.

Then they bethought them of their comrade, and turned back to look for him; hallooing now and then as they went, and expecting every moment to see him emerge from one of the gorges that led to the ridge. But there was no answering shout or any sign of his having been there. Soon, becoming anxious and then alarmed, the two men set to work in earnest to search for their lost comrade, but they sought in vain. Returning to the spot where they had last heard his voice, they continued the search in that direction, and made the rocks echo with their shouting. Still no John Mitford was to be found, and the curious thing was that there seemed to be no very rugged or precipitous formation of land where he could easily have met with an accident. At last, evening approached.

We must go back at wance, said OConnor, with anxious looks, an rouse all the men out to seek for him wi torches.

Without another word they turned and made for the camp as fast as they could go.

Meanwhile, Dr Hayward and his party had been successful in their exploration, for they not only discovered a rabbit-warren, but had observed seals basking on the rocks, and found the tracks of goats, or some animal of that kind with divided hoofs. They had even succeeded in getting between a young seal and the water and speared it, so that there was something like jubilation in the camp on their return at the prospect of a fresh meal and better fare in future.

But this was abruptly put an end to by the arrival of Slag and his comrade with the news of Mitfords disappearance. Poor Mrs Mitford was thrown into a state of terrible alarm, and at first insisted on accompanying the search party, but under the united entreaties of Eva and Nelly she was prevailed on to remain behind.

With torches made of resinous wood which burnt admirably they searched all that night, and, taking only a few hours rest, continued the search all the following day, but without success. Day after day the search was continued, even after all hope of ever again seeing their comrade alive had died out, but at last they were compelled to give it up and devote themselves to the urgent duty of procuring better shelter and food.

As for poor Mrs Mitford, she sank into a state of helpless and hopeless despair.




Story 1  Chapter 10.

Men in straits cannot afford to sit down to grieve and mope over their sorrows. Although a deep gloom had been cast over the shipwrecked party by the loss of one whom they had learned to respect, the urgent need of obtaining better food and shelter compelled them, as we have said, to give their whole mind and attention to this work.

They pitied poor Peggy sincerely, however, and endeavoured to comfort her a little by raising the hope that her husband might have merely lost himself in the woods of the island, and would yet, perhaps, be found alive and well. But, although their intentions were kindly, they could comfort neither Peggy nor themselves with such a hope; for their experience convinced them that the woods, although thick and tangled, were not extensive enough for any one to be permanently lost in them, and it seemed quite certain that if the lost man had not met with some fatal accident, he would certainly have made his way to the coast, by following which he could have easily found the camp.

It is very sad to give over our search for poor Mitford, said Dr Hayward one morning, while seated on a ledge of rock near the beach, taking counsel with his male companions as to the order of procedure for the day, but we cannot afford to delay our operations longer. This poor fare of mussel soup, with such a small allowance of pork, is beginning to injure the health of our women, not to mention ourselves; besides, the pork wont last long, even though we put ourselves on the shortest possible allowance; so I think that to-day we must go on an expedition after the seals we saw the last time we went to the southern end of the island. What say you, comrades?

All right, capn, answered Massey. Youve only got to say the word. But whos to stop at home to mind the camp-fire and the women?

Im afraid, returned Hayward, with a deprecatory smile, that its your own turn, Bob. I would say that Im sorry for you, were it not ungallant to pity a man for being condemned for a day to female society.

The way in which the coxswain received this showed that he did not repine at his fate. He did not even object to OConnors remark that, Faix, he might consider himself the luckiest man o the lot!

Accordingly, Massey remained at the camp while the doctor, Slag, OConnor, Tomlin, and Jarring set out on a hunting expedition with two days cooked provisions in their wallets. The doctor and Tomlin armed themselves with spears, but Jarring and Slag preferred clubs.

You see, said the latter, Ive heard  though I cant rightly say Ive seed it done myself  that the seal-hunters o the north do their work wi clubs; so, if one man can kill a seal wi such a thing, I dont see why another shouldnt.

And, truly, there was some reason for this covert boast; for Joe, besides possessing arms of prodigious power, had cut and shaped for himself a knotted club which might have suited the hand of Hercules himself.

It turned out that Bob Masseys satisfaction at being left behind that day was not altogether the result of regard for female society. While he was sauntering back to the camp, after his comrades had left, he congratulated himself aloud on having at last a chance of making his experiment without being laughed at during the trial. That is  if Nellie has got enough of line made.

At that moment Nell was busy with the line in question, and at the same time doing her best to comfort Mrs Mitford  Mrs Hayward being engaged in preparing dinner; by no means a difficult duty, which the women undertook day about.

Keep up your spirits, dear Peggy, said Nell, in that sweet, cosy tone  if we may say so  which played such havoc in Bobs bosom at the time when she was known as the coxswains bride. I feel sure that your dear husband will return to us. No doubt, some sort o misfortune has come to him; but hes such a sensible, handy man, is John, that I cant help feelin hell come back to us; an when I feel anything very strongly, dee know, Ive almost always found it come true. Do you believe in strong feelin, Peggy?

Poor Mrs Mitford, who had been sitting with her hands clasped in her lap, and an utterly woebegone expression on her pale face, raised her head with a troubled look on being thus directly appealed to.

Believe in strong feelins, Nellie? I should just think I do. Not to mention my own feelins  which are so strong that I never felt nothink like em before  any one who has been married to my John must know well what ststrong  oh! no, I shall never see im again; dear Nellie, dont tell me, she said, beginning to cry. I know  I know

There, now  theres a good soul. Dont go off again. Look! Dee know what this is for?

As she spoke, Nellie held up a ball of what appeared to be twine, and her companion  whose mind resembled that of a child, in that it could be easily diverted  said no, she didnt know what it was for, and that she, (Peggy), had seen her making it when the men were off excursioning, and had asked about it; and why didnt she, (Nellie), relieve her curiosity before, upon the point, instead of waitin till now?

Well, you see, Peggy, replied her friend, with the confidential air of one who has a secret to tell, my Bob has took it into his head to give his mates a surprise by fishin for albatrosses.

Lawks! Nellie, an that will give em a surprise! interrupted Mrs Mitford, drying her eyes. How ever can any man fish for a bird  unless, indeed, it goes under water an changes its nature, which no creetur can do; though, now I come to think of it, I have seen flyin fish, an so, perhaps, there may be albytresses, or other birds, that

Hallo! Nellie, hard at the twine, lass? Youve made about enough of it now, cried our coxswain, entering the camp at that moment, sitting down beside his wife, and examining the ball of cord which she had been so busily spinning.

Im glad you think theres enough, Bob, for Ive come to the end o the stuff you gathered for me.

Plenty more where that came from, Nell; but theres no need to gather more than enough; for enough, you know, is as good as a feast. Well, Peggy, he added, turning to the poor woman, and patting her gently on the shoulder, has Nell been tellin you what Im goin to try?

She was beginnin to tell me, Mr Massey, when you came in, something about fishin for albytresses, an I always thought albytresses was birds, and

Quite right, Peggy. See, this is how it is: you bait a hook  but come, said the coxswain, rising suddenly, and taking up the ball of twine, they do say examples better than precept. Come along wi me an Nell, an well show you how to do it.

So saying, Massey led the two women down to the boat, telling Mrs Hayward, whom they passed on the way, to heave some more sticks on the fire, as it was getting low.

Never fear, said Eva, who carried the baling-dish full of shell-fish in her hands. I shall never forget the fright we got that time Joe let it get so low that it was almost at the last spark. You wont be long away, will you?

Not long. Anyhow, well be sure to turn up for dinner.

During their short residence on the island, the coxswain had observed that albatrosses paid them frequent visits. The giant birds had exhibited some signs of curiosity as to the doings of the new arrivals on the island; so he resolved to capture one of them, with a view to soup!

Embarking in the boat, he rowed towards a point of rocks jutting out into the sea, over which albatrosses had been seen hovering many times. On the way, Nellie, who had previously been taught what to do, fastened a small bit of wood to the end of the line she had spun. Hanging from this was a hook that the coxswain had made from a gulls breast-bone. It was baited with a piece of pork. Before arriving at the point of rocks, they saw that an albatross was soaring over it on its mighty outspread wings. On observing the boat, it flew away and disappeared in the distance; but Bob was not much concerned about that.

Now, Nell, he said, on landing, carry this bait out to sea as far as the line will let you, lay it on the water, an then pull back into yon cove, and see that you hide the boat an yourselves well, and keep quiet. You mustnt even talk, Peggy! Yon fellow will soon be back.

Nellie did exactly as she was directed; and then her husband, holding the shore-end of the line, concealed himself among the rocks.

He was right about the bird. Ere long, it was seen returning, and soon, on motionless, expanded wings, it hovered over the rocky point. Then it caught sight of the floating bait. With a majestic swoop, it dived, caught it up, and next moment was flouncing wildly about, hooked by the tongue, while Bob Massey hauled in the line. He had provided himself with a stick, and when the huge bird came within reach he felled it, to the immense delight of the watchers in the cove, who had already begun to smell savoury soup by anticipation!

While these were thus engaged, the sealing party was even more successful in the opposite direction. They had not gone half-a-dozen miles when they sighted a group of seals, sleeping  or sunning themselves  on a flat rock, near high-water mark.

Now, then, Hercules, lead the way with your club, said the doctor to Joe Slag, in a whisper. Joe at once shouldered his weapon and led the party round by some sheltering rocks, so as to get between the seals and the sea; then, rushing forward in a body, they took the creatures by surprise, and intercepted two of them. On coming to close quarters, however, they found that the seals were much more formidable to look at than anything that any of them had ever seen in the Arctic Seas; and when Joe brought his club down on the skull of the foremost with a terrible thwack, it refused to tumble over, but continued to splutter and flounder towards the sea. Dr Hayward, however, used his spear at this moment with such effect that the seal fell, and another blow from the Herculean club finished its career.

As this animal was about half-a-ton in weight, they left it on the beach with the intention of cutting off some steaks on their return, and sending the boat round afterwards to fetch the remainder of the carcass.

Considerably elated by their success, they pushed on. In a valley which led towards the interior hills they found fresh tracks of goats, and saw one of those animals in the distance. Rabbits were also seen, but none killed at that time. They had not gone far into this valley, when a most interesting discovery was made. On opening up a new turn in the valley they came on the ruins of a hut.

With feelings of profound interest, they entered  for there was no door to bar their progress  and gazed around on the silent, mouldering walls.

Good luck! exclaimed OConnor, springing forward, and grasping an object which lay on the ground. It was a hatchet, covered with red rust. Here is something else that will be useful, said Tomlin, picking up a file, which was also covered with rust.

The party at once began an eager search in the hope of finding other things that might be of use to them, and they were not altogether disappointed; for Jarring found a clasp-knife  much rust-eaten, of course, but still fit for use. Slag found a much-battered frying-pan, and Tomlin discovered a large cast-iron pot behind the hut, with a chip out of its rim. A bottle was also found, and the party crowded round to watch while the doctor examined it.

Gin, I hope, said Jarring, in a low tone.

Physic, I think, murmured Slag.

A paper! exclaimed the doctor, holding it up to the light; then, breaking the bottle, he unfolded the paper, but much of the writing on it had been obliterated by water which had leaked in. The few sentences, however, that were more or less legible, conveyed the fact that a vessel had been wrecked on the island in 1848; that the crew had lived there eighteen months when a ship, chancing to pass that way, rescued them; that they had no provisions to leave for the use of unfortunates who might chance to be cast away there in future; and that there was a garden, with some vegetables in it, about  

Here the writing became quite illegible.

Now, we must find that garden, said the doctor, and as weve not much daylight left, we must begin at once. Come along, lads.

In half an hour they found the garden, with potatoes growing in it, and a few other roots that were new to them.

Rejoicing over their discoveries the party started back without delay for the camp, carrying the pot, the frying-pan, etcetera, along with them, and not forgetting a good slice of the seal in passing. Arriving late that night, they found Bob Massey and the women already enjoying a supper of albatross soup.

Hooroo, Bob! exclaimed OConnor, flourishing the frying-pan in his excitement, weve found some praties, boy! Shovel out some o that into this, honey, an Ill soon let ye smell the smell of an Irish stew!

Next day the party removed from the camp and took up their abode in the old hut, which was soon repaired sufficiently to keep out wind and rain, and the skin of the seal  with that of another killed next day  was large enough to screen off part of the hut as a separate chamber for the women.

From that time forward they had no lack of food, for they succeeded in killing plenty of seals, and in snaring a great many rabbits, though they failed entirely to kill any of the goats. And thus they lived for several months in comparative comfort, though suffering considerably from cold and bad weather.

During all that time the poor women were kept pretty busy cooking, looking after domestic matters, and mending the garments of the men. This last they accomplished by means of needles made from albatross bones and the finely divided sinews of various animals instead of thread. When the European garments were worn out  which they were, long before deliverance was sent to them  Nell Massey proved her fitness for a Robinson Crusoe life, by actually splitting the sealskins  which were as thick as sole leather  so as to obtain material thin enough for clothing.

Of course, a flagstaff had been among the first things erected. It stood on a prominent hill, and a seal-skin flag was hoisted thereon, to attract any vessel that might chance to pass that way, but the flag fluttered in vain, for, as we have said, the island lay far out of the usual track of commerce.

Although poor Mrs Mitford appeared to become resigned to her great loss as time passed by, it was evident to her kind-hearted female companions that she was not recovering from the shock she had received. In spite of their care of her she grew thinner and older-looking every day, and although she quietly took her share of the work, she had become sad and silent  caring little apparently for what was going on around her, and never indulging in those prolonged observations of an irrelevant nature to which she had been addicted before her husbands disappearance.

Things were in this state when, about two months after their landing, a boat-voyage to the western cliffs of the island was arranged for purposes of further exploration.




Story 1  Chapter 11.

Within the dark recesses of a great cavern in the western cliffs, in the midst of a mass of wreckage, there sat one morning a man whose general appearance might have suggested to a beholder the wild man of the cave  or, at the least, an unhappy maniac  for his grey locks were long and unkempt, his eyes bloodshot and wild, his garments torn, so that his wasted limbs were exposed in numerous places, and his beard and moustache dishevelled and bristling.

No one looking at that gaunt creature  not even the mother who bore him  would have easily recognised John Mitford; yet it was he.

On the day when he mysteriously disappeared he had come upon a great hollow, or hole, of about sixty yards in diameter, which appeared to descend into the very depths of the earth. The sides of the hollow sloped towards the centre, and were covered with bushes. Noting this, our romantic friend resolved to explore the spot. He descended cautiously till he came to a place where the hole had narrowed to about twenty feet in diameter, and the herbage ceased because of the absence of the earth to sustain it. Filled with eager curiosity, the reckless man held on to a branch and stretched his head over the edge of the hole. He saw nothing but blackness. He soon felt something, however, for the branch suddenly broke off, and John went headlong down into that hole!

Then and there he would certainly have paid for his curiosity with his life, had not a mass of earth, a few feet further down, and against which he struck, broken his fall in some measure, and shunted him off to the opposite wall of the rock. This latter proved to be a slope so steep that it let him slide, like lightning, to the bottom, a depth of about thirty feet or more, where he was stopped with such violence that he lay stunned for a considerable time.

Recovering, he found that no bones were broken, and that, indeed, he was not much damaged considering the violence of the fall; but the satisfaction and thankfulness that this undoubtedly caused him were diminished by the fact that he was in total darkness, and at the bottom of a hole of unknown depth. A feeling of horror rushed over him at the thought of being thus, as it were, buried alive. Springing up, he felt all round the walls of his prison for some inequalities or projections by which he might climb out, but none such could he find. The place was like a well of not more than about ten feet wide, with smooth rocky sides, which were almost perpendicular as far up as he could reach. On looking upward, he could see the mouth of the hole, through which he had fallen, glimmering like a little star above him.

After a fruitless search of nearly half-an-hour the poor man sat down on a piece of fallen rock, over which he had stumbled several times in his search, and a deep groan burst from him as he began to realise the fact that escape from the place was impossible, and that a lingering death awaited him  for he could scarcely hope that his companions would find him in such a place. Hope, however, is hard to kill in the human breast. Perhaps they might hear him if he shouted. Immediately he began to shout for help with all the strength of his lungs. Then, as no answering shout came down from the little star above  at which he continuously gazed  a feeling of wild despair took possession of him, and he yelled and shrieked in mortal agony until his vocal chords refused to act, and nothing but a hoarse whisper passed his parched lips. Overcome at last, alike with horror and exhaustion, he fell to the ground and became partially unconscious.

How long he lay thus he could not tell; but, on recovering and looking up, he found that the star was gone  telling plainly that night had set in.

Then it was, when all hope of delivering himself, or of being delivered by others, had fled, that a word which had been uttered by Dr Hayward to a dying man on board the ship, leaped into John Mitfords mind like a gleam of light. Call upon Me in the time of trouble and I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me. He had seen this invitation accepted by the dying man and deliverance obtained  if a happy smile and a triumphant gaze across the river of death were to be regarded as testimony. But, then, thought John Mitford, that was spiritual deliverance. Here it is a hard physical fact, from which nothing short of a miracle can deliver me. No  it is impossible!

Was it a voice within him, or an old memory, that immediately whispered the words, With God all things are possible? At all events, the poor man rose up slowly in a somewhat calmer frame of mind, and began once more to feel round the walls of his narrow prison. He found nothing mew, save that once he narrowly escaped falling down what seemed to be a still deeper hole among the fallen rocks already referred to. Then he lay down  or rather fell on the floor exhausted  and slept till morning. The fact that another day had begun was only ascertainable by the shining of the star-like mouth of the hole. He attempted again to shout, but found that his voice had left him, and that even if his comrades should return to the place he could not make them hear! In the fit of despair which followed he went round and round his living tomb like some wild beast in a cage. During one of these perambulations, he stumbled again over the fallen rocks, dropped into the hole behind them, and slid a few feet downwards, but not rapidly, for the slope was gradual, and it terminated on a flat floor. Looking cautiously round, on reaching this lower depth, he saw what appeared to be a faint light far beneath him, and considerably in advance of the spot where he stood, or rather to which he clung.

Gradually his mind calmed, and, resolving to make for this light, he groped his way downward. It was a long and wearisome scramble, involving many a slip and slide, and not a few falls, (for it was made, of course, in total darkness), and the distant light did not appear to become stronger or nearer. At last it seemed as though it were growing. Then John found himself on ground over which he could walk, guiding himself by touching perpendicular walls of rock on either side with his hands. It was a great split in the mountain, caused perhaps by those mighty subterranean forces, which some men recognise as volcanic action, whilst others, admitting  but passing beyond  second causes, recognise them as tools with which God is moulding this world according to His will.

Strange! thought the man, as he moved slowly forward. Was this split made hundreds  perhaps thousands  of years ago, for the purpose of enabling me to escape?

Certainly not  absurd, presumptuous idea, answered Unbelief, smartly.

It was, remarked Faith, slowly, made, no doubt, for hundreds  it may be millions  of other purposes, but among these purposes the saving of your life was certainly in the mind of Him who knows all things from the beginning, and with whom even the falling of a sparrow is a matter for consideration.

We do not assert that John Mitfords reasoning took the precise form of these words, for many minds can think somewhat profoundly without being able to express themselves clearly; but some such thoughts undoubtedly coursed through Johns mind, as he moved through that subterranean labyrinth, and finally emerged  through a narrow crack, not so large as an ordinary door  upon the inner margin of a stupendous cavern.

With a fervent Thank God! and a hopeful leap of the heart, the poor man beheld the waters of the sea rushing up to his very feet; and beyond the caves mouth lay the grand ocean itself, like a bright picture in a black frame. But what was that projecting from the water, not twenty yards from where he stood? The broken mast of a sunken wreck! Mitfords heart almost stood still, for he became aware that he had made his way to the very cavern in which the ill-fated Lapwing had met her doom, and around him were masses of wreckage that had been washed up and thrown on the rocks at the inner end of the cave where he stood.

An involuntary shudder passed through the mans frame as he glanced round expecting to see the dead bodies of his late shipmates. But nothing of the kind was visible, and the spars, masts, and other wreckage which had reached the rocks had been shattered into matchwood by frequent gales.

John Mitford now hastened in eager hope along the sides of the cave towards its mouth, intending to go out to the base of the cliffs, forgetting, in his eagerness, that the mouth could not be reached without a boat. He soon discovered this, and was then thrown into another fit of despair by remembering that he could not swim.

Oh! how bitterly he blamed himself for having neglected to acquire such a simple accomplishment. He might have learnt it when young, had he not been indifferent, or lazy about it. Often had he been advised to learn it by companions, but had treated the matter lightly and let the chance go by  and now, only fifty yards or so of deep water intervened between the end of the ledges of rock and the outside of the cavern, where he might perhaps find foothold enough to scramble along the base of the cliffs  but those fifty yards were equal to the Atlantic to him, he could not swim that distance to save his life. Once or twice, in a fit of desperation, he had almost plunged in to attempt it, and take his chance. Fortunately his courage failed. Had he taken the plunge his fate would no doubt have been sealed.

Returning to the inner end of the cave he searched among the wreckage for wood with which to make a raft, but it was so shattered that he found no pieces large enough to be thus used. He found, however, a barrel of pork and another of pease jammed into a crevice. These proved an immense relief to his feelings, for they secured him against absolute starvation, which he had begun to think stared him in the face.

From that time forward the unfortunate man made incessant and wild efforts to get out of the cave. He climbed and scrambled about until his clothes were almost torn off his back. He gathered the largest masses of wood he could find and tied them together in bundles until he had made something like a raft; but John was not a handy workman; his raft overturned the first time he tried it, and went to pieces, and he would have been drowned at that time if he had not been within grasping distance of the rocks. As it was, he got a fright which made him finally turn from that method of escape in despair.

Then the raw pork and hard pease tried him severely, and brought on a complaint which lasted a considerable time and greatly reduced his strength, but John was tough, and recovered  though not much more than the skeleton of his former self remained.

Thus he continued to exist in that cavern, during all the time that his wife and friends were mourning him as dead; and in this condition was he there seated on the morning in which this chapter opens.

Weary, weary  desolation! moaned the unfortunate man, lifting his head and gazing round with the air of one from whom all hope has long since departed.

It is said, or supposed, that when a spoke in Fortunes wheel is at the lowest there must needs be a rise. Mitfords experience at this time would seem to give ground for belief in the saying; for the word desolation had scarcely passed his lips, when distant voices of men were heard, causing his heart to bound violently. Next moment a boat glided in front of the caves mouth.

John Mitford sprang up and gave vent to a yell!

Hope raised to strong life after being long deferred; despair suddenly trampled in the dust; joy bounding as from the tomb into rampant being  and a host of indescribable sentiments and passions found vent in that tremendous, that inconceivable howl!

And its effect on those in the boat?  Well  

That morning our exploring party had resumed their voyage with somewhat saddened hearts, for they remembered the look of the coast well, and knew that an hour or so would bring them to the cave where the Lapwing had gone down. Even Black Ned had become sentimental, and given vent to a few expressions of a semi-religious nature!

We cant be far from it now, said Dr Hayward, as the men ceased rowing, and the boat glided slowly, silently along.

Its a gruesome place, remarked Black Ned, in a low voice.

To think that so many lives were lost here  or hereabouts, murmured Tomlin.

An their ghost, maybe, hangin about! suggested Slag, with a superstitious glance over his shoulder.

Just then Hayward bade OConnor get up and stand in the bow with the boat-hook, ready to fend off,  an order which the Irishman, having been somewhat awed by the tone of the conversation, obeyed in silence.

It was at this point that they glided in front of the cave, and drew forth the yell which burst upon them like a clap of thunder. The shock to the nervous system of each was terrific. In the case of OConnor it was visible, for he fell flat back into the bottom of the boat and fetched Jarring a tremendous whack on the head with the boat-hook in falling. Afterwards, Terrence asserted stoutly that a slip of the foot as he stood on the thort was the cause, but those who knew him best held that it was a case of nerves.

Need it be said that, on recovering nervous equilibrium, the joy of rescuers and rescued was intense?

Come along, lets take im home at wanst, cried the Irishman, when they had got the poor dazed man into the boat. Isnt it Peggy thatll open her eyes an screech for joy when she sots her eyes on ye!

Well have to wash and comb an clothe him first, said Tomlin.

He did not say shave, for they had no razors,  and by that time the beards of most of the party were as long as Mitfords; but their locks had been trimmed by means of a clasp-knife super-sharpened, whereas Mitfords were in wildest disorder.

That night they encamped in the wreck-cave, made a fire, and prepared a splendid supper of pork and pea-soup for John and themselves, after which they subjected their recovered comrade to a scrubbing and cropping and repairing of habiliments that almost proved fatal to his constitution. Next day they loaded the boat with all the pork and pease they could find, as well as portions of cordage that might be useful. Then they started off on the return journey.

It was a fine day when they reached the encampment, where the coxswain and the women were on the look-out. Massey, of course, was the first to observe, as the boat approached, that an extra hand was in it; but he wisely said nothing at first. Then his heart began to beat as it used to do when he brought in rescued men and women from wrecks, for the truth suddenly flashed upon him. He glanced at Peggy. Poor thing, her sad eyes had wandered from the approaching boat and were resting wistfully on the horizon beyond.

Nell, murmured the coxswain in a deep, earnest whisper to his wife, who stood at his elbow, the tides a-goin to rise again wi poor Peggy, if my eyes are tellin truth.

What dee mean, Bob? asked Nellie, with a quick, anxious look.

Five men went away, Nell; six are comin back!

As he spoke, a tall figure rose up in the stern of the boat and waved a hand.

Nellie glanced quickly at her friend. She was standing with glaring eyes, parted lips, and a deathly pallor on her worn face.

Peggy!

The familiar word came rolling to the shore, and a piercing shriek replied to it as the poor woman threw up both hands and fell backward into the ready arms of the coxswains wife, who had sprung to her side in anticipation of some such catastrophe.

There was the voice of prayer and thanksgiving that night in the hut on the lonely shore  such thanksgiving as we might conceive filled the hearts of Jairus and of the widow of Nain in the days of old.




Story 1  Chapter 12.

The state of things on the island was now considerably improved. Peggy, under the influence of gratitude for restored felicity, became more helpful than she had formerly been, and more loquacious than ever. Her female companions, being amiable and easily pleased, were rather amused than otherwise at the continuous flow of discursive, sometimes incomprehensible, and always good-natured small talk  particularly small talk  with which she beguiled the hours that might have otherwise hung heavily on their minds while their hands were busily engaged with the bone-needles and sinew threads which the coxswain had manufactured for them. For the clothes with which they had landed on the island  especially those of the men  had begun to wear out after eight or ten months, and new garments had to be made, while repairs never ceased.

Meanwhile, the men were fully occupied each day in hunting seals or fishing, cutting firewood with the axe they had found in the hut, and in making their home more comfortable. A door was fitted to the hut; a wooden partition was put up to cut off more effectually the womens apartment from that of the men; the open crevices in the walls were stopped up with moss, and many other improvements were made. A few nails extracted from the walls of the hut were converted into fish-hooks, by means of the file which had been found, and Nellie spun some excellent fishing-lines from flax found growing wild in abundance. The file also enabled them to strike fire with broken flints picked up on the shore. The ash of burnt cotton, as the doctor knew, makes good tinder; so in the public interest, John Mitford agreed to part with the ragged remains of the cotton shirt he had long worn  quite unnecessarily  over his woollen jersey. Thus they could afford to let the fire go out, and were relieved from constant watching, as well as anxiety in regard to it.

They did not, however, cease their nocturnal vigils, for the hope of deliverance never died out, though it at last sank very low. Besides keeping their seal-skin flag flying, they kindled a beacon-fire every night, to guard and replenish which became the nightly duty of one or other of the men  watch and watch about  all the time they stayed on the island.

During the earlier part of each night, however, the beacon-fire was not watched. It was merely lighted and left for some hours to look after itself. During this period, after supper, the whole party were wont to draw round the blazing fire in the hut, and each contributed his or her share to the entertainment of the social circle. Then it was that lugubrious John Mitford developed amazing powers of inventive story-telling, and Joe Slag came out strong with thrilling lifeboat tales, every word of which Bob Massey corroborated, while Terrence OConnor displayed powers of sarcastic criticism of the highest order, and Tomlin, Black Ned, and the women proved an intensely appreciative audience. But the latter were not merely listeners. True, Peggy did nothing for the general good. Having quite exhausted her lungs with incessant talk during each day, she was fortunately almost incapable of speech in the evening, but Nellie, who possessed a voice as sweet as herself, and clear and true as that of a nightingale, was induced to favour the company  chiefly with pathetic or patriotic ditties and hymns  while Eva thrilled her audience with terrible tales of slavery, in many of which she had acted a part. Of course Dr Hayward lent his aid, both with song and story; but, like a true leader, he devoted himself chiefly to drawing out the powers of his companions, directing or diverting the flow of conversation, and keeping order. He also instituted what may be truly styled family worship at night, by repeating from memory portions of the word of God and engaging in prayer just before retiring to rest. Bob Massey and Tomlin were induced to help him in this, and never was a prayer put up from that hut in which there was not an earnest petition that a ship might be sent for their deliverance.

But a ship is long, long o comin, said Slag to Jarring as he accompanied the latter part of the way to the beacon-fire one night when it was Black Neds turn to watch.

A shipll come, Joe, when God sees fit to send it, said Ned.

Slag glanced at his comrade in surprise, the reply was so very unlike Neds usual style of speech that he felt uncertain whether it was uttered in earnest.

The only thing I feel an awful longin for now, at times, is a bit o baccy, continued Ned.

So does I, Ned, an I sometimes think Dr Hayward has got the advantage of us there, for he never smoked, so he says, an in coorse it stands to reason that he cant have no longin for a thing he dont want  an he seems as jolly an happy as the best of us without it!

Ay, jollier and happier! replied Ned, shortly.

But, I say, Ned, dont ye ever feel a longin for grog? Ye used to be raither fond of it.

No  not now, Joe. Its the best thing as ever happened to me, bein cast on this here island  wi Dr Hayward to give a feller a word of advice.

Slag, who felt a sort of self-righteous superiority over his comrade, inasmuch as he had never given way to drink, said, You should be thankful for that, Ned.

I am thankful, returned the other in a tone that induced Slag to say no more.

It was a very dark night, and cold, so that Black Ned involuntarily shuddered as he approached the beacon-fire alone  Joe having left him  and commenced to heap on fuel. Then rain began to fall heavily. There was no shelter, and the watchman was soon drenched to the skin. Heaping on more logs till the fire roared again, he tried to warm himself, and stood so close to the blaze that his garments smoked  they would have burnt had they not been wet  but no heat seemed to penetrate the shivering frame of Black Ned.

Next morning the poor man was smitten with a raging fever. From the first the doctor had little hope of his recovery. With a constitution fatally injured by dissipation and drink, his chance was very small; but of course every effort was made to save him. He was laid on a soft bed of moss in the warmest corner of the hut, and the women took their turn in nursing him, night and day  the coxswains wife, however, being the chief nurse; for, besides being sympathetic and tender by nature, she had been trained in a rough school where self-reliance and capacity were constantly called into action in circumstances of difficulty, so that she was better fitted for the post than either of her companions. But their efforts were of no avail. After a week, Black Ned died, with a smile of gratitude on his dark face as he gazed in Haywards eyes, and held his hand until the spirit returned to God who gave it.

The gloom cast over the little community by this sudden appearance of the King of Terrors lasted for many days, and had the good effect of turning the thoughts of all of them to those subjects which are obviously and naturally distasteful to fallen man  the soul and the world to come. But gradually the gloom passed away, though it left in the party a greater longing than ever to escape from their island prison.

One day, while some of them were at breakfast, Terrence OConnor rushed into the hut with the news that a ship was in sight! Instantly the boat was manned, and they rowed with all their might towards the vessel, which was seen like a white speck on the horizon. They rowed to within four miles of her, with an oar set up as a mast, and a jacket attached thereto as a flag, but a breeze sprang up, and the strange sail actually passed on without taking the slightest notice of them  though the people on board could not have failed to see the boat!

Profound was the disappointment, and violent the indignation, that filled the thoughts of the castaways as they rowed slowly back to land.

Sure its devils that must live in the bodies o some men, growled OConnor, in the bitterness of his soul.

Youre too hard on the devils, Terrence, said Bob Massey. Some men in this world do the worst that they can, an surely devils can do no more than that.

This incident, however, aroused the hopes and expectations of the party to a high pitch, so that the beacon-fire was kept burning more steadily and brightly than before, and the look-out hill was more frequently visited; still, weeks and months passed by, and no deliverance came to them.

During this period, the seal-hunting, fishing, clothes-mending, etcetera, were carried on with unflagging energy, and the nightly entertainments became more and more entertaining, by reason of use and effort developing new capacities and talents that might in less favourable circumstances have lain altogether dormant. All this was due very much to their leader; for, besides being a God-fearing man, Hayward was pre-eminently cheery, and full of fun as well as vigour. The coxswain, too, was like-minded, and of great capacity in every way; while his wifes voice was so charming that the party became almost dependent on it. They could scarcely have gone to rest at last without Nellies hymn or song as a lullaby! We must state, however, that Tomlin did not share in this pleasure. That poor man had been born musically deaf, as some people are born physically blind. There was no musical inlet to his soul! There was, indeed, a door for sound to enter, and music, of course, sought an entrance by that door; but it was effectually destroyed, somehow, in passing through the doorway, so that poor Tomlin showed no symptom of pleasure. What he heard, and how he heard it, is known only to himself!

Once or twice during this time they visited the cavern of the wreck, with the view, if possible, of recovering something from the sunk vessel, but though most of the men could swim, none of them could dive, therefore the result was failure.

They succeeded, however, in making soap by boiling wood-ash and seals fat in their cast-iron pot. Those who are accustomed to the celebrated Pears can scarcely understand what an addition to cleanliness and comfort resulted from this coarsely manufactured article.

Gulls eggs were found in great quantity on the cliffs, and the discovery and capture of wild pigs added to the luxury of their table  which latter, by the way, was an ingenious contrivance of Joe Slag. Binding four sticks together in the form of a stout oblong frame, Joe had covered this  filled it in as it were  with straight branches about a finger thick, laid side by side and tied to the frame. This he fixed on four posts driven into the ground, and thus formed an excellent, if not an elegant, table.

One morning at breakfast, Terrence OConnor was observed to be unusually busy with a large hook.

Are you goin to fish for sharks to-day? asked Slag.

Faix, no; its to the woods Ill go fishin to-day, Joe. Now, Nell, gi me the stoutest line yeve got on hand, mavourneen.

Will that do? I made it the other day specially for sharks  or whales! said Nellie, with a light laugh, for she expected him to reject the line she held up.

The very thing, Nell. Hand it over. Now, boys, Im off to try my luck i the woods, for Im gittin tired o the say.

OConnor went off alone, bestowing a mysterious wink on Peggy Mitford as he left.

The Irishman had observed that the wild pigs were particularly fond of a certain root which was plentiful in a valley about three miles distant from the hut. Repairing to that valley, he dug up one of the roots, baited his hook with it, hung it from a low branch to attract attention, fastened the other end of the line to a tree, and went off to hide and bide his time. Before half-an-hour had elapsed, a gay young pig visited the scene of its former festivities, saw the pendent bait, smelt it, took it in its mouth, and straightway filled the woods with frantic lamentations. The struggle between the Irishman and that pig was worthy of record, but we prefer leaving it to the readers imagination. The upshot was, that the pig was overcome, carried  bound, and shrieking  to the hut, and tamed by Peggy. In a short time, other pigs were caught and tamed. So, also, were rabbits. These bred and multiplied. The original pig became the mother of a large family, and in a short time something like the sounds and aspects of a farm began to surround the old hut. Still further  by means of the cast-iron pot, which already boiled their soup and their soap  they managed to boil sea-water down into salt, and with this some of the pigs were converted into salt pork  in short, the place began to assume the appearance of a busy and thriving backwoods settlement.

Its risin tide with us again, after a fashion, Nell, said the coxswain to his wife, as they stood one evening on the sea-shore watching the sunset.

Nellie sighed. It is, Bob, she said, and Im very thankful; but  but Id rather be at home in Old England among kith and kin, even though the tide was low!

What! alongside o Aunt Betty?

Yes, even alongside o Aunt Betty; for if this voyage has taught me anything at all, it has taught me that, after all, theres no place like home!

Right you are, Nell, said Joe Slag, who came up at that moment, theres no place like home  when its a happy one; but if it aint a happy one, there may be difference of opinion even on that pint, dee see?

That very night, a great ocean steamer, bound from the Antipodes to Old England, chanced to diverge from her true course, and sighted the beacon-fire which Tomlin  on duty at the time  was stirring up to fervent heat. The Captain was not one of those whom Terrence OConnor credited with diabolic possession. He was a good man; and, knowing that men did not light beacon-fires on lonely islands merely for amusement, he resolved to lay-to till daylight, which was due in about an hour from the time the island was sighted. Meanwhile, he sounded his steam whistle.

At the sound, the hut instantly disgorged its male inmates, who, recognising the familiar noise and the steamers lights, sent up a shout of mingled joy and thanksgiving.

Get out the boat, boys! cried Hayward, as he ran back to the hut to rouse the women.

Get ready, quick! Eva; a steamer at last, thank God, in the offing! Dont lose a moment. They may have little time to wait. Boat will be ready in a few minutes.

Ay, an pack up all you want to carry away, cried the coxswain, crossing the threshold at that moment.

So it is all going to end suddenly like a dream! said Eva, as she hastened to obey orders.

Home, sweet home! murmured Nellie, trembling with joy at the prospect.

Wherever you are, my dear, the home will be sweet, said Peggy. Though of course it wouldnt be that without your usband, for it takes two to make a fight, you know, an it takes two no less, I think, to make things pleasant, but  dear, dear, what a disagreeable thing it is to ave to dress in a urry, though one shouldnt

Look alive, there! look alive! roared OConnor, putting his head in at the door. Daylights a-breakin, an they wont

Oh! Terrence, that reminds me  dont forget our pets, cried Nellie, who had steadily declined to speak of them as live stock.

All right, missis. Its lookin after them I am this minnit.

The Irishman ran, as he spoke, to the styes and hutches where the pigs and rabbits were kept and opened the doors.

Out wid ye! he cried, the Act of Emancipations passed, and yere all free  ivery mothers son of ye.

Accustomed to his voice and his caressing hand, the astonished creatures seemed to look up at him in surprise.

Be aff, at wance, hooroo! cried the excited man, with a clap of his hands and a Donnybrook yell that sent all the pets leaping and squealing into their native jungle.

Soon after that the boat was bounding out to sea under the impulse of strong arms and willing hearts. A few minutes more, and they were receiving the warm congratulations of the passengers and crew of the steamer. Then the order was given to go ahead full speed, and the engines great heart seemed to throb sympathetically within the hearts of the rescued ones as the vessel cut her way swiftly through the Southern Ocean  homeward bound for Old England! Nevertheless, there was a touch of sadness in the breasts of all as they turned their farewell gaze on the receding island and thought of the pets, the old hut, the long period of mingled pleasure and suffering, and the lonely grave.



We cannot part from the friends whose footsteps we have followed so long and so far without a parting word or two.

On returning to his native village, Bob Massey found that his successor as coxswain had died, and that another man had not yet been appointed to the lifeboat  he was therefore installed, with much rejoicing, in his old position as a rescuer of human lives. Joe Slag, naturally and pleasantly, also fell into his old post at the bow. Nellie found that Aunt Betty had had what the villagers called a stroke during her absence; which crushing blow had the effect of opening her eyes to many things regarding herself and others, to which she had been particularly blind before. It also had the effect  indirectly  of subduing much of the evil in her character and bringing out much of the good. As evil begets evil, so good begets good; and one result of this law was, that the seven children, whom she had brought  or banged  up, became seven repentant and sympathetic and reasonably good creatures when they saw the old mother, whom they used to think so harsh and so physically strong, reduced to amiable helplessness. Thus it came to pass that there was not in all the village an old woman who was so well looked after by her progeny as Aunt Betty.

Terrence OConnor continued to rove about the world in the capacity of a ships cook till near the end of his days. John Mitford and Peggy unexpectedly came into a small inheritance soon after returning home, and settled down for life close to the coxswains cottage. Tomlin went to New Zealand to seek his fortune. Whether he found it or not, we cannot tell! Last, but not least, Dr Hayward and his wife returned to their native land, and for many years afterwards kept up a steady correspondence with Nell Massey, in which, you may be sure, there were frequent and pleasant allusions to the time which they had spent together on the lonely isle in the southern seas.

One morning, Nellie presented her husband with a baby boy. Bob was out with the lifeboat rescuing a shipwrecked crew at the time the presentation was made. On his return, he opened the door and stood before his wife dripping wet.

Fifteen saved this time, Nell, he began, but the nurse stopped him by exhibiting the baby boy.

Thank the Lord! he said, with a glad look in his wet eyes.

You mustnt come near us, said the nurse, with a look of warning. Only a look just now.

The tide has risen to the flood now, Bob, murmured the young mother, softly.

Ay, said the coxswain in a deep voice, an its a high spring tide too. God bless you, Nell!

THE END




Story 2  Chapter 1.

Jack Frost and Sons  A Short Story.

One year in the last quarter of the present century John Frost, Esquire, of Arctic Hall, paid an unusually long visit to the British Islands.

John, or Jack, Frost, as he was familiarly called by those who did not fear him, was a powerful fellow; an amazingly active, vigorous, self-willed fellow, whom it was difficult to resist, and, in some circumstances, quite impossible to overcome.

Jack was a giant. Indeed, it is not improbable that he was also a giant-killer,  an insolent, self-assertive, cold-hearted giant, who swaggered with equal freedom into the palaces of the rich and the cottages of the poor; but he did not by any means meet with the same reception everywhere.

In palaces and mansions he was usually met in the entrance hall by a sturdy footman who kicked him out and slammed the door in his face, while in cottages and lowly dwellings he was so feebly opposed that he gained entrance easily  for he was a bullying shameless fellow, who forced his way wherever he could  and was induced to quit only after much remonstrance and persuasion, and even then, he usually left an unpleasant flavour of his visit behind him.

But there were some abodes in which our hero met with no opposition at all, where the inmates scarcely made any attempt to keep him out, but remained still and trembled, or moaned feebly, while he walked in and sat down beside them.

Jack was somewhat of a deceiver too. He had, for the most part, a bright, beaming, jovial outward aspect, which made the bitter coldness of his heart all the more terrible by contrast. He was most deadly in his feelings in calm weather, but there were occasions when he took pleasure in sallying forth accompanied by his like-minded sons, Colonel Wind and Major Snow. And it was a tremendous sight, that few people cared to see except through windows, when those three, arm-in-arm, went swaggering through the land together.

One Christmas morning, at the time we write of, Jack and his two sons went careering, in a happy-go-lucky sort of way, along the London streets towards the west end, blinding peoples eyes as they went, reversing umbrellas, overturning old women, causing young men to stagger, and treating hats in general as if they had been black footballs. Turning into Saint Jamess Park they rushed at the royal palace, but, finding that edifice securely guarded from basement to roof-tree, they turned round, and, with fearless audacity, assaulted the Admiralty and the Horse-Guards  taking a shot at the clubs in passing. It need scarcely be recorded that they made no impression whatever on those centres of wealth and power.

Undismayed  for Jack and his sons knew nothing either of fear or favour  they went careering westward until they came to a palatial mansion, at the half-open front door of which a pretty servant girl stood peeping out. It was early. Perhaps she was looking for the milkman  possibly for the policeman. With that quick perception which characterises men of war, Major Snow saw and seized his opportunity. Dashing forward he sprang into the hall. Colonel Wind, not a whit less prompt, burst the door wide open, and the three assailants tumbled over each other as they took possession of the outworks of the mansion.

But Jeames was not far distant. The screams of Mary drew him forth, he leaped into the hall, drove out the intruders, and shut the door with a crash, but with no further damage to the foe than the snipping off part of Major Snows tails, which Mary swept up into a dust shovel and deposited in the coal-hole, or some such dark region below.

Our trio possessed neither fear nor pride. They were also destitute of taste, and had no respect for persons. Treating their repulse as a good joke, they turned round and went hilariously along the Strand, embracing every one they met, young and old, rich and poor, pretty and plain, with pointed impartiality, until they reached the City. There we will leave them to revel amongst the poor, while we return to the mansion at the west end.

In two snug bedrooms thereof two young men lay in their comfortable beds, partially awake and yawning  the one flat on his back as if laid out for his last sleep; the other coiled into a bundle with the bedclothes, as if ready to be carried off to the laundry with the next washing. The rooms were connected by a door which stood open, for the occupants were twin brothers; their united ages amounting to forty years.

Ned, said the straight one to the bundle.

Well, Tom, (sleepily).

Did you hear that noise  like a cannon-shot?

Yaiou yes  soming tumbled  door bangd, (snore).

Hallo, Ned! cried Tom, suddenly leaping out of bed and beginning to dress in haste; why, its Christmas morning! I had almost forgot. A Merry Christmas to you, my boy!

Mrry Kissms, ol man, but don waken me. Whats use o gettin up?

The use? echoed Tom, proceeding rapidly with his toilet; why, Ned, the use of rising early is that it enables a man to get through with his work in good time, and Ive a deal of work to do to-day at the east-end.

So v I, murmured Ned, at th wes end.

Indeed. What are you going to do?

Skt.

Skt? Whats that?

Skate  ol man, let m lone, growled Ned, as he uncoiled himself to some extent and re-arranged the bundle for another snooze.

With a light laugh Tom Westlake left his brother to enjoy his repose, and descended to the breakfast-room, where his sister Matilda, better known as Matty, met him with a warm reception.

Everything that met him in that breakfast-parlour was warm. The fire, of course, was warm, and it seemed to leap and splutter with a distinctly Christmas morning air; the curtains and carpets and arm-chairs were warm and cosy in aspect; the tea-urn was warm, indeed it was hot, and so were the muffins, while the atmosphere itself was unusually warm. The tiny thermometer on the chimney-piece told that it was 65 degrees of Fahrenheit. Outside, the self-registering thermometer indicated 5 degrees below zero!

Why, Matty, exclaimed Tom, as he looked frowningly at the instrument, I have not seen it so low as that for years. It will freeze the Thames if it lasts long enough.

Matty made no reply, but stood with her hands clasped on her brothers arm gazing contemplatively at the driving snow.

What are you thinking about? asked Tom.

About the poor, answered Matty, as she went and seated herself at the breakfast-table. On such a terrible morning as this I feel so inexpressibly selfish in sitting down to an overflowing meal in the midst of such warmth and comfort, when I know that there are hundreds and thousands of men and women and children all round us who have neither fire nor food sufficient  little clothing, and no comfort. It is dreadful, added Matty, as an unusually fierce gust dashed the snow against the windows.

Tom was like-minded with his sister, but he could not suppress a smile as he looked into her pretty little anxious face.

Yes, Matty, it is dreadful, he replied, and the worst of it is that we can do so little, so very little, to mend matters. Yet I dont feel as you do about the selfishness of enjoying a good breakfast in comfortable circumstances, for it is God who has given us all that we have, as well as the power to enjoy it. I grant, that if we simply enjoyed our good things, and neither thought of nor cared for the poor, we should indeed be most abominably selfish, but happily that is not our case this morning. Have we not risen an hour earlier than usual to go out and do what we can to mitigate the sorrows of the poor? Are we not about to face the bitter blast and the driving snow on this Christmas morning for that very purpose? and should we not be rendered much less capable of doing so, if we were to start off on our mission with cold bodies and half-filled  I beg pardon, pass the muffins, dear. Besides, sister mine, if you were to go out on such a morning cold and underfed, would it not be probable that I should have to go and fetch a doctor for you instead of taking you out to help me in aiding and comforting poor people?

That may be all very true, Tom, returned Matty, with a dissatisfied and puzzled look, but I cannot help feeling that I have so much, so very much, more than I need of everything, while the thousands I speak of have so little  so very little. Why could not rich people like us be content with plainer things, and use fewer things, and so have more to give to the poor?

You have broached a very wide and profound subject, Matty, and it would probably take us a week to go into it exhaustively, but a few words may suffice to show you that your remedy would not meet the case. Suppose that all the people in England were all at once smitten with your desire to retrench in order to have more to spare to the poor  and were to act upon their convictions; to determine that henceforth they would live on the plainest food, such as potatoes, mutton, and bread; what, I ask you, would become of the great army of confectioners? Would they not be thrown out of employment, and help, perhaps, to swell the ranks of the poor? If the rich ceased to buy pictures, what would become of painters? If they gave up books, (horrible to think of!) what would be the consequences to authors, and what the result to themselves? If carriages and horses were not kept, what would become of coachmen and grooms and ostlers  to say nothing of coach-makers, saddlers, harness-makers, and their innumerable dependants? No  living plainly or simply is not what is wanted, but living reasonably  according to ones means. Then, as to your having, as you say, much more than you need  that does not injure the poor, for nothing of it is wasted. Does not part of the surplus go to Mary and James and the other servants, and much of what they do not consume goes in charity, directly, to the poor themselves?

Well, but, returned Matty, with the distressed and puzzled look still unabated, though all you tell me may be quite true, it does not in the least degree alter the fact that there is something quite wrong in the condition of the poor of our great cities, which ought to be remedied.

Of course it does not, little woman, but it relieves my mind, and it ought to relieve yours, as to the selfishness of enjoying a good breakfast.

But, surely, resumed Matty, with a slightly indignant look and tone, surely you dont mean to tell me that there is no remedy for the miserable condition of the poor, and that the rich must just sigh over it, or shut their eyes to it, while they continue to revel in luxury?

How you fly to extremes, sister! said Tom, with a laugh, as he neatly cut the top off a fourth egg. I combat your erroneous views, and straightway you charge me, by implication, with having no views at all! A remedy there surely is, but the wisest among us are not agreed as to what it is  chiefly, I think, because the remedy is not simple but extremely complex. It cannot be stated in a few words. It consists in the wise and prompt application of multiform means

Brother, interrupted Matty with a smile, do you think I am to be turned from my quest after this great truth by the stringing together of words without meaning  at least words vague and incomprehensible?

By no means, Matty. I hope that nothing will ever turn you from your quest after the best method of helping the poor. But my words are not meant to be vague. By multiform means I would indicate legislation in numerous channels, and social effort in all its ramifications, besides the correction of many erroneous modes of thought  such, for instance, as the putting of the less before the greater

Tom, again interrupted Matty, I think it is about time to go and put on my things.

Not so, sister dear, said Tom impressively; I intend that you shall hear me out. I think that you put the less before the greater when you talk of giving to the poor instead of considering the poor. The greater, you know, includes the less. Consideration includes judicious giving, and the teaching of Scripture is, not to give to, but to consider, the poor. Now you may be off and get ready  as quickly as you can, too, for it would never do to keep the poor waiting breakfast!

With a light laugh and a vigorous step  the result of goodwill to mankind, good intentions, good feeding, and, generally, good circumstances  Matilda Westlake ran upstairs to her room at the top of the house to put on a charming little winter bonnet, a dear little cloak lined with thick fur, and everything else to match, while Tom busied himself in meditating on the particular passage of Gods Word which he hoped, by the Spirits influence, to bring home to the hearts of some of the poor that Christmas morning.

Half an hour after these two had gone forth to do battle with John Frost and Sons, Edward Westlake sauntered into the breakfast-room, his right hand in his pocket and his left twirling the end of an exceedingly juvenile moustache.

Turning his back to the fire he perused the morning paper and enjoyed himself thoroughly, while James re-arranged the table for another sumptuous meal.

Ned was by no means a bad fellow. On the contrary, his companions thought and called him a jolly good fellow. His father was a jolly, though a gouty old widower. Perhaps it was owing to the fact that there was no mother in the household that Ned smoked a meerschaum in the breakfast-room while he read the paper.

Have my skates been sharpened? he asked, looking over the top of the paper.

James said that they had been sharpened, and were then lying ready on the hall table.

Sauntering to the window Ned looked out, and, James having retired, he made a few remarks himself, which showed the direction of his thoughts.

Capital! Ice will be splendid. Snow wont matter. Lots of men to sweep it. Looks as if the wind would fall, and theres a little bit of blue sky. Even if it doesnt clear, the pond is well sheltered. I do like a sharp, stinging, frosty day. Makes ones blood career so pleasantly!

With such agreeable thoughts and a splendid appetite Ned Westlake sat down to breakfast. Thereafter he put on a thick overcoat, edged with sable, a thick pair of boots and softly lined gloves, and went out with the skates swinging on his arm.

Jack Frost and his two sons were still holding high revelry outside. They met him with impartial violence, but Ned bent forward with a smile of good-humoured defiance, and went on his way unchecked.

Not so a stout and short old female of the coster-monger class, who, after a series of wild gyrations that might have put a dancing dervish to shame, bore down on Ned after the manner of a fat teetotum, and finally launched herself into his arms.

Hallo old girl  steady, exclaimed Ned, holding her up with an effort. You carry too much sail to venture abroad in such weather.

Which it were my only one! gasped the old woman, holding out her umbrella that had been reversed and obviously shattered beyond repair. Then, looking up at Ned, Youd better leave a-go of me, young man. What will the neighbours think of us?

Which remark she uttered sternly  all the more that she had securely hooked herself to the railings and could afford to cast off her friend.

With a solemn assurance that he esteemed her, the sweetest of the fair, Ned went smilingly on his way, receiving in reply, La, now, whod a thought it!

Having twisted this ladys bonnet off, blown her unkempt hair straight out, and otherwise maltreated her, Colonel Wind, with his father and brother, went raging along the streets until he came to the neighbourhood of Whitechapel. The three seemed rather fond of this region, and no wonder; for, although never welcomed, they found themselves strong enough to force an entrance into many a poor home, and to remain in possession.

Swaggering, in their own noisy and violent manner, into several courts and blind alleys, they caught up all the lighter articles of rubbish that lay about, hurled them against the frail and cracked windows  some of which they broke, and others of which they could not break by reason of their having been broken already. They did what was next best, however,  drove in the old hats and coats and other garments with which the square holes had been inefficiently stopped.

Jolly! aint it? remarked a street boy, with a ruddy face and hair blown straight on end all round, to another street boy with a cast-iron look and a red nose  both being powerfully robust.

Prime! asserted the knight of the red nose.

And then both went eagerly to take liberties with a neighbouring pump, from the spout of which hung an icicle like a stalactite, the droppings from which, at an earlier period, had formed a considerable stalagmite on the stones below.

It is probable that the sick old man on the poor bed in the small room close to the pump did not think the state of matters either jolly or prime, for, besides being very old, he was very weak and thin and cold and hungry; in addition to which Jack Frost had seated himself on the rickety chair beside the empty grate, and seemed bent on remaining  the colonel having previously blown open the door and removed a garment which had sheltered the old mans head, thus permitting the major to sprinkle a miniature drift on his pillow.

I hardly like to leave you, granfather, in such blustery weather, said a little maiden of about ten years of age, with filthy garments and a dirty face, who, if she had been washed and dressed, would have been distinctly pretty, but who, in the circumstances, was rather plain. As she spoke she re-adjusted the garment-screen and removed the snowdrift.

Dont say that, Martha, replied the old man in a thin weak voice  it had been strong and deep and resonant once, but Time and Want and Disease play sad havoc with strong men.

You must go, darling, resumed the old man after a few seconds pause to recover breath. Youve no chance of a breakfast otherwise. And  perhaps  they may give you a bit to bring home for

Martha eagerly interrupted the hesitating voice,  and it was easily interrupted! Yes, yes, granfather. Theyll be sure to let me bring home some for you. Ill be quite, quite sure to do it.

She made the promise with great decision, as well she might, for she had made up her mind to pocket all the food that was given to her except just a small morsel, which she would nibble in order to make believe that she was feeding!

Lock the door and put the key in your pocket, said the old man, while the child tucked in about him the thin torn counterpane which formed the only covering to his straw bed. An dont fear for me, darling. The Lord is with me. Be sure to eat as much as you can.

Having regard to her secret intentions, Martha refrained from pledging herself, but she laughed and nodded significantly as she quitted the cold, dismal, and shabby room.

It was little Marthas first experience of a free breakfast. She had, indeed, heard of such a thing before, but had not up to that time met with anything of the kind, so she advanced to the hall with some timidity and much expectation.

The hall was very full, and, as poor little Martha was rather late, she could not manage to crush in much beyond the door. Besides, being small, she could see nothing. In these depressing circumstances her heart began to sink, when her attention was attracted by a slight stir outside the door. A lady and gentleman were coming in. It so happened that the lady in passing trod upon one of Marthas cold little toes, and drew from the child a sharp cry.

Oh, my dear, dear little girl! cried the shocked lady, with a gush of self-reproach and sympathy, Im so sorry  so very, very sorry. It was so stupid of me! Have I hurt you much, dear little girl? Come  come with me.

Bring her to the stove, Matty, theres more room there to have it looked to, said the gentleman, in a kind voice.

Much consoled by all this, though still whimpering, little Martha suffered herself to be led to the front seats, and set on a bench just below the platform, where she began to bloom under the genial influence of the stove, and to wonder, with inexpressible surprise, at the mighty sea of upturned faces in front of her. As for the toe, it was utterly forgotten. The ladys foot, you see, being almost as light as her heart, had done it no serious injury. Nevertheless, she continued for a few minutes to inspect it earnestly and inquire for it tenderly, regardless of dirt!

Youre sure it is better, dear little child?

Oh yes, maam, thank you. I dont feel it at all now. An its so nice to feel warm again!

What a depth of meaning was unwittingly given to the last two words by the emphasis of the child-voice. Warm Again! The lady almost burst into tears as she thought of all that they implied. But her services were required at the harmonium. With a parting pat on Marthas curly head, and a bright smile, she hurried away to ascend the platform.

The preliminaries of a feast at which most of the feasters are cold and hungry  some of them starving  should not be long. Full well did Tom Westlake know and appreciate this truth, and, being the donor, originator, and prime mover in the matter, he happily had it all his own way.

In the fewest possible words, and in a good loud voice which produced sudden silence, he asked God to give His blessing with the food provided, and to send His Holy Spirit into the hearts of all present, so that they might be made to hunger and thirst for Jesus, the Bread and Water of Life. Then the poor people had scarcely recovered from their surprise at the brevity of the prayer, when they were again charmed to silence by the sweet strains of the harmonium. You see, they had not yet become blasé and incapable of enjoying anything short of an organ. Indeed, there were some among them who deliberately said they preferred a harmonium to an organ!

But no instrument either of ancient or modern invention could drown the clatter that ensued when enormous mugs of earthenware were distributed to the company, by more or less rich and well-off workers; so the clatter and the hymns went on together until each lung was filled with some delectable fluid, smoking hot, and each mouth crammed with excellent bread and meat. Then comparative quiet ensued, during which temporary calm Tom read a few verses of the Word of God, commenting on them briefly in language so forcible that it went right home to many hearts, yet so simple that even little Martha understood it.

True to her intention, little Martha, although much surprised and charmed and perplexed by all that was going on around her, did not forget to pocket something for granfather. She was met, however, by an exasperating difficulty at the very outset. Her pocket was not large enough to contain the huge roll which, with some meat, had been put hastily into her small hand by a lady with a red rose in her bonnet. To achieve her object with the roll and meat in one hand and the mug in the other was, she found, impossible, so she set the mug on the floor between her feet and proceeded to wrestle with the loaf and pocket, having previously torn off a very small portion of the bread for her own use. Still the loaf was too large; so she tore off another morsel, and finally, after a severe struggle, succeeded in getting it and the bit of meat in.

Youll go for to kick it over, if you dont mind, said a small boy near her, referring to the mug.

You mind your own business  Imperence! replied Martha, sharply. It must be remembered that she was a child of the slums.

Wot a cheeky little shrimp it is, retorted the boy, with as much of a grin as a stuffed mouth would admit of.

Just then Matilda Westlake, having finished a hymn, and being mindful of the little toe, came quietly down to where Martha was sitting.

Why, dear child, she said, in surprise, have they not given you something to eat?

Oh yes, maam. But Ive

She was going to say, Ive eaten it, but granfather had so earnestly impressed on her mind the sinfulness of telling lies, that she felt constrained to hesitate, and, with a trembling lip, finished by saying she had eaten some of it.

And what has become of the rest, dear?

Please, miss, sheve putt it in er pocket, said Imperence promptly.

Without noticing the remark, Matty moved so as to make herself an effectual screen between Imperence and Martha.

Tell me, dear child, she said, stooping low and putting a gentle hand on Marthas shoulder, are you not hungry?

Oh yes, answered the little one quickly; Im so ungry. You cant think ow ungry; but I promised to  to

At this point her lip quivered, and she began to cry quietly.

Stay, dont tell me anything more about it, dear, till you have breakfasted. Here, eat this before you say another word.

She took a roll from the basket of a passing worker and put it in the childs hand. Nothing loth, Martha began to eat and drink, mingling a warm tear or two with the hot soup, and venting a sob now and then as she proceeded.

Watching her for a few moments, Matty left her.

In passing she stopped and said to Imperence, in a whisper of terrible intensity, If you speak to that girl again you shall have  no more.

No more! To be hanged by the neck till you are dead would not have sounded so appalling just at that time. So Imperence collapsed.

It is not our purpose to go much further into the details of the feast. Suffice it to say that the poorest of the poor were there; that they were encouraged to eat as much as possible, and allowed to carry away what they could not eat, and there is reason to believe that, judging from the prominence of pockets, a considerable quantity found its way to hungry mouths which had been found incapable of attending the feast.

Among those who did great execution in the pocketing line was, as you may well believe, little Martha. Finding, to her ineffable joy, that there was no limit assigned to consumption, and that pocketing was not esteemed a sin, she proceeded, after stuffing herself, to stuff to overflowing the pocket with which she had previously wrestled, as already described, and then attempted to fill the pocket on the other side. She did so in utter and child-like forgetfulness of the fact that she had recently lost several small articles in consequence of the condition of that pocket, and her memory was not awakened until, having just completed the satisfactory filling of it, she beheld, or rather felt, the entire mass of edibles descending to the floor, proving that the pocket was indeed a very bottomless pit.

Never mind, little one, said Tom Westlake, coming forward at the moment, for he had just closed the meeting; Ill find a bag for you to put it in. I hope the toe is all right.

Oh yes, sir, thank you, its quite well, answered Martha, blushing through the dirt on her face, as she eyed the fallen food anxiously.

Tell me now, little one, continued Tom, sitting down on the bench and drawing the child gently towards him, whom are you pocketing all these good things for?  not for yourself, Im quite sure of that.

Oh dear, no, sir; its for granfather.

Indeed. Is grandfather very poor?

Oh yes, sir, very, very poor; an hes got nobody but me to take care of him.

If that be so, who is taking care of him just now? asked Matty, who had joined her brother, leaving another worker at the harmonium to play the people out,  a difficult thing to do, by the way, for the people seemed very unwilling to go.

You see, among other things, Jack Frost and Sons could gain no footing in that hall, and the people knew only too well that the firm was in great force awaiting them outside.

Nobodys takin care on im, maam, replied Martha, somewhat shyly. I locked im in, an hes takin care of hisself.

Would you like to give grandfather anything in particular, little woman, if a fairy were to offer to give it you?

Oh, wouldnt I just?

Yes? What would you ask for?

Martha pursed her little mouth and knitted her brows in thought for a minute. Then she said slowly, Id ask for a mug of hot soup, an a blanket, an some coals, and  oh! I forgot, a teapot, for ours is cracked an wont old in now.

Do you live far from this hall? asked Tom.

No, sir, quite close.

Come, Matty, you and I will go with this little one and see grandfather. What is your name, child?

Martha Burns, sir.

Well, Martha, give me your hand, and come along.

They were soon in the shabby little room,  for Martha was eager to give the food to the old man. Of course Jack Frost and Sons were still in possession, but there had come another visitor during the childs absence, whom they were scarce prepared to meet.

Death sat beside the lowly bed. He had not yet laid his hand on his victim, but his chill presence was evidently felt.

Darling, Im glad youve come, said the old man, faintly. Ive been longing so for you. Give me your hand, dear. Im so cold  so cold.

He shivered as he spoke until the miserable bed shook. Poor Martha forgot the food in her anxiety, for a striking change had come over granfather  such as she had never seen before. She took his thin hand in hers, and began to weep softly.

But Matilda Westlake did not forget the food. She took up the tin can in which it had been brought there, and poured some of the still warm contents into a cracked soup plate that stood on the table. Finding a pewter spoon, she at once put her hand under the pillow, and raising the old mans head gently, began to feed him like a child. Meanwhile Tom Westlake took off his thick overcoat and spread it over the bed. Then he went out, bought some sticks and coal from a neighbour, and, returning, soon kindled a fire in the rusty grate.

The old man did not seem surprised. His face wore a dazed, yet thoroughly pleased, look as he quietly accepted these attentions. All the time he kept fast hold of Marthas hand, and smiled to her once or twice. It was evident that he relished the soup. Only once he broke silence to thank them and say, Jesus sent you, I suppose?

Yes, Jesus sent us, replied Matty, thoroughly meaning what she said.

At that moment Death raised his hand and laid it gently on the old mans brow. The hoary head bowed to the summons, and, with a soft sigh, the glad spirit fled to that region where suffering cannot enter.

Oh, it was sad to witness the child-grief when Martha at last came to understand that granfather was really gone. And it required no little persuasion to induce her to leave the lowly sordid room that she had known as home.

While his sister comforted the child, Tom went to the authorities to inform them that an old pauper had gone the way of all flesh.

When at last Martha permitted her new friends to remove her, she was led by Miss Westlake to the not far distant house of a lady friend, whose sympathies with the suffering, the sorrowful, and the fallen were so keen that she had given up all and gone to dwell in the midst of them, in the sanguine hope of rescuing some. To this ladys care Martha was in the meantime committed, and then Tom and his sister went their way.

Their way led them to a very different scene not far from the same region.

Were rather late, remarked Tom, consulting his watch as they turned into a narrow street.

Not too late, I think, said his sister.

I hope not, for I should be sorry to go in upon them at dinner-time.

They were not too late. David Butts, whom they were about to visit, was a dock-labourer. In early youth he had been a footman, in which capacity he had made the acquaintance of the Westlakes nursery-maid, and, having captivated her heart, had carried her off in triumph and married her.

David had not been quite as steady as might have been desired. He had acquired, while in service, a liking for beer, which had degenerated into a decided craving for brandy, so that he naturally came down in the world, until, having lost one situation after another, he finally, with his poor wife and numerous children, was reduced to a state bordering on beggary. But God, who never forgets His fallen creatures, came to this mans help when the tide with him was at its lowest ebb. A humble-minded city missionary was sent to him. He was the means of bringing him to Jesus. The Saviour, using one of the mans companions as an instrument, brought him to a temperance meeting, and there an eloquent, though uneducated, speaker flung out a rope to the struggling man in the shape of a blue ribbon. David Butts seized it, and held on for life. His wife gladly sewed a bit of it on every garment he possessed  including his night-shirt  and the result was that he got to be known at the docks as a steady, dependable man, and found pretty constant employment.

How far Matilda Westlake was instrumental in this work of rescue we need not stop to tell. It is enough to say that she had a hand in it  for her heart yearned towards the nurse, who had been very kind to her when she was a little child.

Jack Frost and his sons, with their usual presumption, were in close attendance on the Westlakes when they knocked at Davids door, and when it was opened they rudely brushed past the visitors and sought to enter, but a gush of genial heat from a roaring fire effectually stopped Jack and the major on the threshold, and almost killed them. Colonel Wind, however, succeeded in bursting in, overturning a few light articles, causing the flames to sway, leap, and roar wildly, and scattering ashes all over the room, but his triumph was short-lived. The instant the visitors entered he was locked out, and the door shut against him with a bang.

It do come rather awkward, sir, avin no entrance all, said David, as he made the door fast. If we even ad a porch it would elp to keep the wind and snow hout, but I aint complainin, sir. Ive ony too good reason to be thankful.

Dear Miss Matilda, said the old nurse, dusting a wooden chair with her apron, and beaming all over with joy, its good for sore eyes to see you. Dont mind the childn, miss, an do sit down near the fire. Im sure your feet must be wet  such dreadful weather.

No, indeed, nurse,  thank you, said Miss Westlake, laughing as she sat down, my feet are not a bit wet. The frost is so hard that everything is quite dry.

Now its no use to tell me that, Miss Matty, said Mrs Butts, with the memory of nursing days strong upon her. You was always such a dear, thoughtless child! Dont you remember that day when you waded in babys bath, an then said you wasnt wet a bit, only a very little, an you rather liked it? Indeed she did: you neednt laugh, Master Tom, I remember it as well as if it happened yesterday.

I dont in the least doubt you, Mrs Butts, said Tom, I was only laughing at my sisters idea of dryness. But you must not let us interrupt you in your cooking operations, else we will go away directly. Just go about it as if we were not here, for I have some business matters to talk over with your husband.

Go away? echoed Mrs Butts; you must not talk of going away till youve had a bite of lunch with us. Its our dinner, you know, but lawks! what do it matter what you calls it so long as youve got it to eat? An theres such a splendid apple dumplin in the pot, miss; you see, its Tommys birthday, for he was born on a Christmas Day, an hes very fond of apple dumplin, is Tommy.

The six children, of various ages and sizes scattered about the small room, betrayed lively interest in this invitation  some hoping that it would be accepted; others as evidently hoping that it would be declined. As for Tommy, his fear that the dumpling would be too small for the occasion filled his heart with anxiety that showed itself strongly in his face, but he was promptly relieved by Miss Matty assuring his mother that to stay was impossible, as they had other visits to pay that day.

Thus the lady and nurse chatted of past and present days, while Tom Westlake talked business with the dock-labourer.

You seem to be getting on pretty comfortably now, remarked Tom.

Yes, sir, thank God I am. Ever since I was enabled to cry, God be merciful to me a sinner, things as gone well with me. An the puttin on o the blue ribbon, sir, as done me a power o good. You see, before that I was sorely tempted by comrades offerin me a glass, and by my own wish to ave a glass, but when I mounted the blue I was let alone, though they chaffed me now an then, an I felt it was no use thinkin about it, owever much I might wish for it. The missus, bless er art, sewed a bit o blue on my night-shirt in fun, but dee know, sir, I do believe its that as cured me o dreamin about it, as I used to do.

Im glad to hear that, Butts, said Tom, with a laugh. Now, tell me; how long is it since you tasted strong drink?

Six months this very day, sir.

And are you satisfied that you are better without it?

Better without it, sir, repeated Butts, with energy, in course I am  better in body and better in soul, also in pocket. Of course you know, sir, we dont carry on every day with such fires an dinners as were a-goin in for to-day  for Christmas ony comes once a year, and sometimes weve been slack at the docks, an once or twice Ive bin laid up, so that weve bin pinched a bit now an then, but weve bin able to make the two ends meet, and the older childn is beginnin to turn in a penny now an again, so, you see, sir, though the fires aint always bright, an Jack Frost do manage to git in through the key ole rather often just now, on the whole were pretty comfortable.

Im glad to hear it, Butts; very glad to hear it indeed, said Tom, because Im anxious to help you, and I make it a point only to help those who help themselves. Six months of steadiness goes a long way to prove that your craving for drink has been cured, and that your reformation is genuine; therefore, I am able now to offer you a situation as porter in a bank, which for some time I have kept open on purpose to be ready for you. How will that suit you  eh?

Whatever David Butts replied, or meant to reply, could only be gathered from his gratified expression, for at that moment his voice was drowned by a shriek of delight from the youngest children in consequence of Mrs Butts, at Matildas request, having removed the lid of the pot which held the dumpling, and let out a deliciously-scented cloud of steam. It was almost too much for the little ones, whose mouths watered with anticipation, and who felt half inclined to lay violent hands on the pot and begin dinner without delay.

Now, I know by the smell that it is quite ready, so we will say good-bye at once, said Matilda, getting up with a smile, and drawing her warm cloak round her. Be sure to send your eldest girl to me to-morrow along with your husband.

And come early, Butts, said Tom Westlake, buttoning up his coat.

You may depend on me, sir.

Stand by to shut the door quickly after us, added Tom as he grasped the handle, else the wind will get in and blow the fire about.

The brother and sister, being young and active, were pretty smart in making their exit, and David Butts, being used to doors, was not slow to shut his own, but they could not altogether baffle the colonel, for he was waiting outside. Indeed, he had been whistling with furious insolence through the keyhole all the time of the visit. Sliding in edgewise, at the moment of opening, he managed to scatter the ashes again, and whirl about some of the light articles before he was fairly expelled.

Thereafter, along with his father and brother, he went riotously after Tom and Matilda Westlake, sometimes shrieking over their heads; now and then dashing on in front, and, whirling round in an eddy, plunging straight back into their faces, but they could make nothing of it. The brother and sister merely laughed at them, and defied them to do their worst, even, in the joy of their hearts, going the length of saying to several utter but beaming strangers, that it was splendid Christmas weather. And so it was,  to the young and strong. Not so, alas! to the old and feeble.

It almost seemed as if Colonel Wind and Major Snow had taken offence at this last sally, for about that time of the day they forsook their father and left London  probably to visit the country. At all events, the clouds cleared away, the sky became blue, and the sun shone out gloriously  though without perceptibly diminishing the frost.

After spending another hour or two in paying visits, during which they passed abruptly, more than once from poverty-stricken scenes of moderate mirth to abodes of sickness and desolation, Tom and Matilda, by means of bus and cab, at last found themselves in the neighbourhood of the Serpentine.

What say you to a turn on the ice, Matty?

Charming, cried Matty.

Society on the Serpentine, when frozen over, is not very select, but the brother and sister were not particular on that point just then. They hired skates; they skimmed about over the well-swept surface; they tripped over innumerable bits of stick or stone or orange-peel; they ran into, or were run into by, various beings whose wrong-headedness induced a preference for skating backwards. In short, they conducted themselves as people usually do on skates, and returned home pretty well exhausted and blooming.

That evening, after a family dinner, at which a number of young cousins and other relatives were present, Tom and his sister left the festive circle round the fire, and retired to a glass conservatory opening out of the drawing-room. There was a sofa in it and there they found Ned Westlake extended at full length. He rose at once and made room for them.

Well, Ned, how have you enjoyed yourself to-day? asked Tom.

Oh, splendidly! There was such a jolly party in Whartons grounds  most of them able to skate splendidly. The pond is so sheltered that the wind scarcely affected us, and a staff of sweepers cleared away the snow as fast as it fell. Afterwards, when it cleared up and the sun shone through the trees, it was absolutely magnificent. Its the jolliest day Ive had on the ice for years, though Im almost knocked up by it. Jovially fatigued, in fact. But where have you been?

We also have been skating, said Matilda.

Indeed! I thought you had intended to spend the day somewhere in the east-end attending some of those free breakfasts, and visiting the poor, or something of that sort  as if there were not enough of city missionaries, and sisters of mercy, or charity, or whatever you call them, to look after such things.

You are right, Ned, said Tom, such was our intention, and we carried it out too. It was only at the end of the day that we took to skating on the Serpentine, and, considering the number of people we have run into, or overturned, or tumbled over, we found a couple of hours of it quite sufficient.

From this point Tom Westlake harked back and related his experiences of the day. He possessed considerable power of graphic delineation, and gradually aroused the interest of his gay and volatile but kindly-disposed brother.

Ned, said he, at last, do you really believe in the truth of these words, Blessed are they that consider the poor?

Yes, Tom, I do, replied Ned, becoming suddenly serious.

What Tom said to his brother after that we will not relate, but the result was that, before that Christmas evening closed, he succeeded in convincing Ned that a day of jolly good fun may be rendered inexpressibly more jolly, by being commenced with an effort to cheer and lighten the lot of those into whose sad lives there enter but a small amount of jollity and far too little fun.




Story 3  Chapter 1.

A Double Rescue  Introduction.

It is a curious and interesting fact that Christmas-tide seemed to have a peculiar influence on the prospects of our hero Jack Matterby all through his life. All the chief events of his career, somehow, happened on or about Christmas Day.

Jack was born, to begin with, on a Christmas morning. His father, who was a farmer in the middle ranks of life, rejoiced in the fact, esteeming it full of promise for the future. So did his mother. Jack himself did not at first seem to have any particular feeling on the subject. If one might judge his opinions by his conduct, it seemed that he was rather displeased than otherwise at having been born; for he spent all the first part of his natal day in squalling and making faces, as though he did not like the world at all, and would rather not have come into it.

John, dear, said his mother to his father, one day not long after his birth, Im so glad he is a boy. He might have been a girl, you know.

No, Molly; he could never have been a girl! replied the husband, as he gently patted his wifes shoulder.

Now, dont laugh at me, John, dear. You know what I mean. But what shall we call him?

John, of course, replied the farmer, with decision. My father was called John, and his father was called John, and also his grandfather, and so on back, I have no doubt, to the very beginning of time.

Nay, John, returned his wife, simply, that could hardly be; for however many of your ancestors may have been Johns, the first, you know, was Adam.

Why, Molly, youre getting to be quite sharp, returned the farmer. Nevertheless this little man is to be John, like the rest of us.

Mrs Matterby, being meek, gave in; but she did so with a sigh, for she wished the little one to be named Joseph, after her own deceased father.

Thus it came to pass that the child was named John. The name was expanded to Johnny during the first period of childhood. Afterwards it was contracted to Jack, and did not attain to the simple grandeur of John till the owner of it became a man.

In the Johnny period of life our hero confined his attention almost exclusively to smashing and overturning. To overturn and to destroy were his chief amusements. He made war on crockery to such an extent that tea-cups and saucers were usually scarce in the family. He assaulted looking-glasses so constantly, that there was, ere long, barely enough of mirror left for his father to shave in. As to which fact the farmer used to say, Never mind, Molly. Dont look so down-hearted, lass. If he only leaves a bit enough to see a corner of my chin and the half of my razor, that will do well enough. No window in the family mansion was thoroughly whole, and the appearance of a fat little fist on the wrong side of a pane of glass was quite a familiar object in the nursery.

As for toys  Johnny had none, so to speak. He had only a large basket full of bits, the misapplication of which to each other gave him many hours of profound recreation. Everything that would turn inside out was so turned. Whatever was by nature straight he bent, whatever bent he straightened. Round things he made square when possible, and square things round; soft things hard, and hard things soft. In short, nothing was too hard for Johnny. Everything that came into his clutches was subjected to what we may style the influence of experimental philosophy; and if Farmer Matterby had been a poor man he must soon have been ruined, but, being what is styled well-to-do, he only said, in reference to these things  

Go ahead, my boy. Make hay while the sun shines. If you carry on as youve begun, youll make your mark somewhere in this world.

Alas! remarked poor Mrs Matterby, he has made his mark already everywhere, and that a little too freely!

Nevertheless she was proud of her boy, and sought to subdue his spirit by teaching him lessons of self-denial and love out of the Word of God. Johnny listened intently to these lessons, gazing with large wondering eyes, though he understood little of the teaching at first. It was not all lost on him, however; and he thoroughly understood and reciprocated the deep love that beamed in his mothers eyes.

Soon after Johnny had slid into the Jack period of life he became acquainted with a fisher-boy of his own age, whose parents dwelt in a cottage on the sea-shore, not a quarter of a mile from his own home, and close to the village of Blackby.

Natty Grove was as fine a little fellow as one could wish to see: fair, curly-headed, blue-eyed, rough-jacketed, and almost swallowed up in a pair of his fathers sea-boots which had been cut down in the legs to fit him. As to the feet!  well, as his father Ned Grove remarked, there was plenty of room for growth. Natty had no mother, but he had a little sister about three years of age, and a grandmother, who might have been about thirty times three. No one could tell her age for certain; but she was so old and wrinkled and dried up and withered and small, that she might certainly have claimed to be the oldest inhabitant. She had been bed-ridden for many years because of what her son called rum-matticks and her grandson styled rum-ticks.

The name of Nattys little sister was Nellie; that of his grandmother, Nell  old Nell, as people affectionately called her.

Now it may perhaps surprise the reader to be told that Jack Matterby, at the age of nine years, was deeply in love. He had, indeed, been in that condition, more or less from the age of three, but the passion became more decided at nine. He was in love with Nell  not blue-eyed little Nellie, but with wrinkled old Nell; for that antiquated creature was brimming over with love to mankind, specially to children. On our hero she poured out such wealth of affection that he was powerfully attracted to her even in the period of Johnny-hood, and, as we have said, she captured him entirely when he reached Jack-hood.

Old Nell was a splendid story-teller. That was one of the baits with which she was fond of hooking young people. It was interesting to sit in the fishermans poor cottage and watch the little ones sitting open-mouthed and eyed gazing at the withered little face, in which loving-kindness, mingling with fun, beamed from the old eyes, played among the wrinkles, smiled on the lips, and asserted itself in the gentle tones.

Jack, said Mrs Matterby, on the Christmas morning which ushered in her boys ninth birthday, come, Im going to give you a treat to-day.

You always do, mammy, on my birthdays, said Jack.

I want you to go with a message to a poor woman, continued the mother.

Is that all? exclaimed Jack, with a disappointed look.

Yes, thats all  or nearly all, replied his mother, with a twinkle in her eye, however, which kept her son from open rebellion. I want you to carry this basket of good things, with my best love and Christmas good-wishes, to old Nell Grove.

Oho! exclaimed Jack, brightening up at once, Im your man; here, give me the basket. But, mother, he added with a sudden look of perplexity, you called old Nell a poor woman, and Ive heard her sometimes say that she has everything that she needs and more than she deserves! She cant be poor if thats true, and it must be true; for you know that old Nell never, never tells lies.

True, Jack; old Nell is not poor in one sense: she is rich in faith. She has got contentment with godliness, and many rich people have not got that. Nevertheless she has none too much of the necessaries of this life, and none at all of the luxuries, so that she is what people usually call poor.

Thats a puzzler, mammy  poor and rich both!

I daresay it is a puzzler, replied Mrs Matterby, with a laugh, but be off with your basket and message, my son; some day you shall understand it better.

Pondering deeply on this puzzler, the boy went off on his mission, trudging through the deep snow which whitened the earth and brightened that Christmas morning.

Shes as merry as a cricket to-day, said Natty Grove, who opened the cottage door when his friend knocked.

Yes, as erry as a kiket, echoed flaxen-haired Nellie, who stood beside him.

Shes always erry, said Jack, giving the little girl a gentle pull of the nose by way of expressing good will. A merry Christmas both! How are you? See here, what mother has sent to old Nell.

He opened the lid of the basket. Nattie and Nellie peeped in and snuffed.

Oh! I say! said the fisher-boy. He could say no more, for the sight and scent of apples, jelly, roast fowl, home-made pastry, and other things was almost too much for him.

I expected it, dearie, said old Nell, extending her withered hand to the boy as he set the basket on the table. Every Christmas morning, for years gone by, she has sent me the same, though I dont deserve it, and Ive no claim on her but helplessness. But its the first time she has sent it by you, Jack. Come, Ill tell ye a story.

Jack was already open-eyed with expectancy and he was soon open-mouthed, forgetful of past and future, absorbed entirely in the present. Natty and Nelly were similarly affected and like-minded, while the little old woman swept them away to the wilds of Siberia and told them of an escape from unjust banishment, of wanderings in the icy wilderness, and of starvation so dire that the fugitives were reduced to gnawing and sucking the leathern covers of their wallets for dear life. Then she told of food sent at the last moment, almost by miracle, and of hair-breadth escapes, and final deliverance. Somehow  the listeners could not have told how  old Nell inserted a reference to the real miracle of Jesus feeding the five thousand, and she worked round to it so deftly, that it seemed an essential part of the story; and so indeed it was, for Nell intended the key-stone of the arch of her story to be the fact that when man is reduced to the last extremity God steps in to save.

It is certain that little Nellie did not understand the moral of the story, and it is uncertain how far the boys appreciated it; but it was old Nells business to sow the seed beside all waters, and leave the rest to Him who gave the command.

Yes, dearies, she said in conclusion, laying her hand on the basket, I expected this gift this morning; but many a time does our Father in heaven send a blessin when an where we dont expect it. Mind that  mind ye that.

Jack had more than enough of mental food to digest that morning as he retraced his steps homeward through the deep snow; for he found that old Nell, not less than his mother, had treated him to a few puzzlers. Poor boy, he little knew as he plodded on that he was that day about to enter into one of the darkest clouds of his young life.

During his absence a letter had been received by his father, intimating that through the failure of a bank he was a ruined man. The shock had paralysed the farmer, and when Jack entered his home he found him lying on his bed in a state of insensibility from which he could not be rallied. A few days later the old man died.

Farmer Matterbys widow had few relatives, and none of these were in circumstances to help her in the day of trial. They and her numerous friends did indeed what they could. Besides offering sincere sympathy, they subscribed and raised a small sum to enable the bereaved woman and her only child to tide over present difficulties, but they could not enable her to continue to work the farm, and as most of her late husbands kindred had migrated to Canada, she had no one from whom she could naturally claim counsel or aid. She was therefore thrown entirely on God; and it was with strange and solemn feelings that Jack kneeled by her side, and heard her pray in tones of anguish for help, light, and guidance, and especially that, whatever might become of herself, her dear boy might be preserved from evil and guided in ways of righteousness.

A few months later, and the widow, gathering the small remnant of her possessions together, set off with her little boy to seek employment in London. How many poor souls, in various ranks of life, must have turned their steps, in days gone by, towards that giant city in the sanguine hope of bettering their condition! Mrs Matterby had no friends to whom she could go in London; but she could paint and draw and sing, and was fairly educated. She would teach. In the meantime she had a little money to start with. Entertaining a suspicion that it might be considered a wildish scheme by her friends and neighbours, she resolved to say nothing about her plans to any one, save that she was going to London for a time.

It was a touching scene, the parting of Jack and the Grove family. The sturdy fisherman was at sea at the time, but old Nell was in her accustomed corner in the lowly bed with the ragged counterpane, where her uneventful yet happy life was spent; and little curly-headed Nellie was there, playing with the cat; and Natty was there, cutting out a first-rate man of war with a huge knife.

Granny, (Jack always called her granny like the rest), granny, Ive come to say good-bye. I am going away fffor ever an ever!

Amen! responded Natty, from the mere force of habit, for he was a constant responder at grannys family worship.

Ye dont know that, darlin, replied old Nell. The Lord leads us in ways that we know not, an it may be His good pleasure to bring you here again.

Nno; Im quite sure Ill never see you again, returned the boy, giving way to the sobs which he could not restrain. Mmother says we will never come back again,  nnever, never more

He broke down entirely at this point, and a few silent tears trickled over the kind old face of Nell. Natty was too much of a man to give way out and out, but he snivelled a little in spite of himself. As for Nellie, she stood there in open-eyed wonder, for she failed to quite understand the situation. We will not prolong the painful scene. When at length Jack had taken leave of them all  had kissed the two Nells and shaken hands with Natty  the younger Nell seemed to realise the facts of the case; for Jack saw her, as he glanced back for the last time, suddenly shut her large blue eyes, throw back her curly little head, open wide her pretty little mouth, and howl miserably.




Story 3  Chapter 2.

Lost in London.

London in a fog is too well known to require description. In an uncommonly thick fog, on a day in December of the following year, Mrs Matterby hurried along Fleet Street in the direction of the city, leading Jack by the hand. Both were very wet, very cold, ravenously hungry, and rather poorly clad. It was evident that things had not prospered with the widow.

Dear Jack, she said in a choking voice, as they hurried along the streets towards the wretched abode in the Tower Hamlets to which they had been at length reduced, dear Jack, my last human hope has failed. Mr Block has told me that I need not go there again; he has no more work for me.

Jacks experience of life was too limited to enable him to understand fully the depth of distress to which his mother had fallen  with health broken, money expended, and work not to be had except on terms which rendered life a misery, and prolonged existence almost an impossibility. But Jacks power of sympathy was strong and his passions were vehement.

Mother, he said, with tearful eyes, as he clung closer to her side, I would kill Mr Block if I could!

Hush, dear boy! You know that would be wrong and could do no good. It is sinful even to feel such a desire.

How can I help it, mother! returned Jack indignantly. Then he asked, What are we going to do now, mother?

For some time the poor widow did not reply; then she spoke in a low tone, as if murmuring to herself, The last sixpence gone; the cupboard empty; nothing  nothing left to pawn

She stopped short, and glanced hastily at her marriage ring.

Mother, said Jack, have you not often told me that God will not forsake us? Does it not seem as if He had forsaken us now?

It only seems like it, darling, returned the widow hurriedly. We dont understand His ways. Though He slay me, yet will I trust Him!

It seemed as if God were about to test the faith of His servant, for at that moment a cab drove furiously round the corner of a street and knocked her down. Jack was overturned at the same time. Recovering himself, instantly, he found his mother in a state of unconsciousness, with blood flowing from a deep cut in her forehead. In a state of semi-bewilderment the poor boy followed the stretcher on which Mrs Matterby was carried to the nearest hospital, where he waited while his mothers injuries were examined.

My boy, said a young surgeon, returning to the waiting room, and patting Jacks head, your mother has been rather badly hurt. We must keep her here to look after her. I daresay we shall soon make her well. Meanwhile you had better run home, and tell your father  if, that is  your father is at home, I suppose?

No, sir; fathers dead.

Well then your sister or aunt  I suppose theres some relative at home older than yourself?

No, sir; none but mother an me, whispered Jack.

No relations of any kind at all in London?

None, sir. We know nobody  at least not many, and theyre all strangers.

A sad case, murmured the surgeon. Your mother is poor, I suppose?

Very poor, sir.

But of course you have a home of some sort, somewhere?

Yes, its not far from here.

Well, them, youd better go home just now, for you cant see your mother to-night. We dare not let her speak, but come back early to-morrow, and you shall hear about her  perhaps see her. Here, put that in your pocket.

Poor Jack took the shilling which the sympathetic surgeon thrust into his hand, and ran home in a state bordering on distraction; but it was not till he entered the shabby little room which he had begun to consider home that he realised the full weight of the calamity that had befallen him. No mothers voice to welcome him; no bit of fire in the grate to warm; no singing kettle to cheer, or light of candle to dispel the gloom of rapidly approaching night.

It was Christmas Day too. In the morning he had gone forth with his mother  she in the sanguine hope of renewing an engagement in a clothiers shop, which terminated that day; he in the expectation of getting a few jobs of some sort  messages to run or horses to hold. Such were the circumstances to which they had been reduced in twelve months, Jack had arranged to call for his mother and walk home with her. On the way they were to invest a very small part of the widows earnings in something nice for their Christmas supper, and spend the evening together, chatting about the old home in Blackby, and father, and Natty Grove, and Nellie, and old Nell, in the happy days gone by.

And now! thought Jack, seating himself on his little bed and glancing at that of his mother, which stood empty in the opposite corner now!

But Jack could think no more. A tremendous agony rent his breast, and a sharp cry escaped from him as he flung himself on his bed and burst into a passion of tears.

Child-like, he sobbed himself to sleep, and did not awake till the sun was high next morning. It was some time before he could recall what had occurred. When he did so he began to weep afresh. Leaping up, he was about to rush out of the house and make for the hospital, when he was checked at the door by the landlord  a hard, grinding, heartless man, who grew rich in oppressing the poor.

You seem to be in a hurry, youngster, he said, dragging the boy back by the collar, and looking hurriedly round the room. Ive come for the rent. Wheres your mother?

In a sobbing voice Jack told him about the accident.

Well, I dont really believe you, said the man, with an angry frown; but Ill soon find out if youre telling lies. Ill go to the hospital and inquire for myself. Dee know anything about your mothers affairs?

No, sir, said Jack, meekly, for he began to entertain a vague terror of the man.

No; I thought not. Well, Ill enlighten you. Your mother owes me three weeks rent of this here room, and has got nothing to pay it with, as far as I knows, except these sticks o furniture. Now, if your mother is really in hospital, Ill come back here and bundle you out, an sell the furniture to pay my rent. I aint a-goin to be done out o my money because your mother chooses to git rund over.

The landlord did not wait for a reply, but went out and slammed the door.

Jack followed him in silent horror. He watched him while he inquired at the gate of the hospital, and, after he had gone, went up timidly, rang the bell, and asked for his mother.

Mrs Matterby? repeated the porter. Come in; Ill make inquiry.

The report which he brought back fell like the blow of a sledge-hammer on the poor boys heart. His mother, they told him, was dead. She had died suddenly in the night.

There are times of affliction, when the human soul fails to find relief in tears or cries. Poor Jack Matterby stood for some time motionless, as if paralysed, with glaring eyes and a face not unlike to that of death. They sought to rouse him, but he could not speak. Suddenly, observing the front door open, he darted out into the street and ran straight home, where he flung himself on his mothers bed, and burst into an uncontrollable flood of tears. By degrees the passion subsided, leaving only a stunned feeling behind, under the influence of which he lay perfectly still.

The first thing that roused him was the sound of a heavy foot on the stair. The memory of the landlord flashed into his mind and filled him with indescribable dread  dread caused partly by the mans savage aspect and nature, but much more by the brutal way in which he had spoken about his mother. The only way in which to avoid a meeting was to rush past the man on the stair. Fear and loathing made the poor boy forget, for the moment, his crushing sorrow. He leaped up, opened the door, and, dashing downstairs, almost overturned the man who was coming up. Once in the street, he ran straight on without thought, until he felt that he was safe from pursuit. Then he stopped, and sat down on a door-step  to think what he should do; for, having been told that the furniture of his old home was to be sold, and himself turned out, he felt that returning there would be useless, and would only expose him to the risk of meeting the awful landlord. While he was yet buried in thought, one of those sprightly creatures of the great city known as street arabs accosted him in a grave and friendly tone.

My sweet little toolip, he said, can I do anythink for you?

Despite his grief Jack could scarcely forbear smiling at the absurdity of the question.

No, thank you, he replied.

Well now, look ere, my toolip, returned the arab in a confidential tone, Ive took quite a fancy to you; youve got such a look, someow, of my poor old grandmother. Now, if youve no objection, Id like to give you your breakfast. Youre ungry, I suppose?

Jack admitted that he was, and, after a moments hesitation, accepted this surprisingly kind and liberal offer. Taking him promptly by the arm his new friend hurried him to a pastry-cooks shop, and bade him smell that, referring to the odours that ascended through a grating.

Aint it eavenly? he asked, with sparkling eyes.

Jack admitted that it was very nice.

So green, an yet so fair! murmured the arab, casting a look of admiration on his companion. Now I means to go into that there shop, he added, returning to the confidential tone, an buy breakfast for you  for both on us. But I couldnt go in, you know, with this ere shabby coat on, cause they wouldnt give me such good wittles if I did. Just change coats with me for a few minutes. What! You doubt me? No one ever doubted Bob Snobbins without  without a-urtin of his feelins.

Whatever might have caused Jack to hesitate, the injured look on young Snobbins countenance and the hurt tone were too much for him. He exchanged coats with the young rascal, who, suddenly directing Jacks attention to some imaginary object of interest at one end of the street, made off at full speed towards the other end. Our hero was, however, a famous runner. He gave chase, caught the arab in a retired alley, and gave him an indignant punch in the head.

But although Jack had plenty of courage and a good deal of strength, he was no match for a street warrior like Bob Snobbins, who turned about promptly, blackened both his opponents eyes, bled his nose, swelled his lips, and finally knocked him into a pool of dirty water, after which he fled, just as a policeman came on the scene.

The constable was a kindly man. He asked Jack a few questions, which, however, the latter was too miserable to answer.

Well, well, my boy, said the constable gently, youd as well give up fightin. It dont pay, you see, in the long run. Besides, you dont seem fit for it. Cut away home now, and get your mother to clean you.

This last remark caused Jack to run away fast enough with a bursting heart. All day he wandered about the crowded streets, and no one took any notice of him, save a very few among the thousands, who cast on him a passing glance of pity. But what could these do to help him? Were not the streets swarming with such boys?

And in truth Jack Matterby was a very pitiable object, at least according to the report of shop-mirrors, which told him that his face was discoloured and bloody, his coat indescribably dirty and ragged, besides being out of harmony with his trousers, and that his person generally was bedaubed with mud. Hunger at last induced him to overcome his feelings of shame so far that he entered a bakers shop, but he was promptly ordered to be off. Later in the day he entered another shop, the owner of which seemed to be of a better disposition. Changing his shilling, he purchased a penny roll, with which he retired to a dark passage and dined.

When night came on he expended another penny and supped, after which he sought for some place of shelter in which to sleep. But wherever he went he found the guardians of the public requiring him to move on. Several street arabs sought to make his acquaintance, but, with the memory of Bob Snobbins strong upon him, he declined their friendship. At last, wearied out and broken-hearted, he found a quiet corner under an archway, where he sat down and leaned his head against the wall, exclaiming, Im lost  lost! Then he wept quietly, and sought to find temporary relief in slumber.

He was indeed lost, and more completely so, in the feeling of lonely isolation, perhaps, than he would have been if lost in the backwoods of America. Yet he was not utterly lost, for the tender Shepherd was on his track. Some such thought seemed to cross his mind; for he suddenly began to pray, and thoughts about the old home in Blackby and of the Grove family comforted him a little until he fell asleep on his hard bed.

But, for the time being, the poor boy was lost  lost in London! His disreputable face and discreditable coat argued a dissipated character  hence no one would employ him. Ere long necessity compelled him to accept the society of street arabs, and soon he became quite as sharp, though not quite as wicked, as they. But day by day he sank lower and lower, and evil at which he would have shuddered at first became at last familiar.

He did not sink without a struggle, however, and he would have returned to the place where his mother had died, to ask help of the young surgeon who had expressed sympathy with him, but, with the carelessness of boyhood, he had forgotten the name of the hospital, and did not know where, in the great wilderness of bricks and mortar, to search for it. As for the home from which he had fled, the memory of the landlord still kept him carefully clear of that.

But Jacks mother was not dead! In hospitals  as in the best of well-regulated families  mistakes will sometimes happen. The report which had proved so disastrous to our poor hero referred to another woman who had died. A messenger had been at once sent, by the young surgeon before mentioned, to tell Jack of the error; but when the messenger arrived the boy had flown  as already described. Indeed, it was he whom Jack had passed on the stair.

It was long before Mrs Matterby recovered, for the disappearance of her boy caused a relapse; and when at last she left the hospital, feeble and homeless, she went about for many months, searching at once for work and for her lost treasure.

Christmas came again, and found Jack Matterby at nearly the lowest point in his downward career. It is due to him to say, however, that he had not up to that time, been guilty of any criminal act that could bring him with the grasp of human law; but in word and deed he had begun, more and more, to break the law of God: so that if poor Mrs Matterby had at that time succeeded in finding her son, it is probable that her joy would have been overwhelmed with terrible grief.

It was not exactly Christmas morning, but it was the Christmas season of the year, when our little hero, wearied in spirit and body with the hard struggle for life, sauntered down the now familiar Strand in the hope of finding some odd job to do. He paused before a confectioners shop, and, being very hungry, was debating with himself the propriety of giving up the struggle and coolly helping himself to a pie! You may be sure that bad invisible spirits were at his elbow just then to encourage him. But God sent a good angel also, and she was visible  being in the form of a thin little old lady.

Youd like a bun, I know, she said, putting a penny into Jacks hand.

God bless you, maam  yes, burst from the astonished boy.

Go in and buy one. Then, come and tell me all about you.

The thin little old lady was one of those followers of the Lamb who do not wait for Christmas to unlock their sympathies. The river of her love and pity was always overflowing, so that there was no room for increase to a deluge at Christmas time  though she rejoiced to note the increase in the case of others, and wished that the flood might become perennial. To this lady Jack laid bare his inmost heart, and she led him back to the Saviour.

Now, Jack, let me ask you one question, she said; would you like to go to Canada?

With tremendous energy Jack answered, Wouldnt I!

Then, said the old lady, to Canada you shall go.




Story 3  Chapter 3.

The Double Rescue.

And Jack Matterby went! But before he went he had to go through a preliminary training, for his regular schooling had ceased when his father died, and he had learned no trade.

In those days there were no splendid institutions for waifs and strays such as now exist, but it must not be supposed that there was no such thing as hasting to the rescue. Thin little old Mrs Seaford had struck out the idea for herself, and had acted on it for some years in her own vigorous way. She took Jack home, and lodged him in her own house with two or three other boys of the same stamp  waifs. Jack elected to learn the trade of a carpenter, and Mrs Seaford, finding that he had been pretty well grounded in English, taught him French, as that language, she told him, was much spoken in Canada. Above all, she taught him those principles of Gods law without which a human being is but poorly furnished even for the life that now is, to say nothing of that which is to come.

In a few months Jack was ready for exportation! A few months more, and he found himself apprenticed to a farmer, not far from the shores of that mighty fresh-water sea, Ontario. Time passed, and Jack Matterby became a trusted servant and a thorough farmer. He also became a big, dashing, and earnest boy. More time passed, and Jack became a handsome young man, the bosom friend of his employer. Yet a little more time winged its silent way, and Jack became John Matterby, Esquire, of Fair Creek Farm, heir to his former masters property, and one of the wealthiest men of the province  not a common experience of poor emigrant waifs, doubtless, but, on the other hand, by no means unprecedented.

It must not be supposed that during all those years Jack forgot the scenes and people of the old land. On the contrary, the longer he absented himself from the old home the more firmly and tenderly did the old memories cling and cluster round his heart; and many a story and anecdote did he relate about these, especially during the Christmas season of each year, to his old master and to Nancy Briggs, in the log homestead of Ontario.

Nancy was a waif, who had been sent out by the same thin little old lady who had sent Jack out. She was very pretty, and possessed of delightfully amiable domestic qualities. She grew up to be a very handsome girl, and was a very bright sunbeam in the homestead. But Jack did not fall in love with her. All unknown to himself his heart was pre-occupied. Neither did Nancy fall in love with Jack. All unwittingly she was reserving herself for another lot. Of course our hero corresponded diligently with the thin little old lady, and gladdened her heart by showing and expressing strong sympathy with the waifs of the great city; more than once, in his earlier letters, mentioning one named Bob Snobbins, about whose fate he felt some curiosity, but in regard to whose home, if such existed, he could give no information.

Twice during those years Jack also wrote to the Grove family; but as he received no answer on either occasion, he concluded that the father must have been drowned, that old Nell was dead, and the family broken up. Need we add that the memory of his dear mother never faded or grew dim? But this was a sacred memory, in regard to which he opened his lips to no one.

At last there came a day when John Matterby, being in the prime of life, with ample means and time to spare, set his heart on a holiday and a visit to the old country  the thin little old lady being yet alive. It was not so easy, however, for our hero to get away from home as one might imagine; for, besides being a farmer, he was manager of a branch bank, secretary to several philanthropic societies, superintendent of a Sunday-school, and, generally, a helper of, and sympathiser with, all who loved the Lord and sought to benefit their fellow-men. But, being a man of resolution, he cut the cords that attached him to these things, appointed Miss Briggs to superintend the Sunday-school in his absence, and set sail for England  not in a steamer, as most rich men would have done, but in a sailing ship, because the vessel happened to be bound for the port of Blackby, the home of his childhood.

It was winter when he set sail, and the storms of winter were having high jinks and revels on the deep in the usual way at that season of the year. Jacks vessel weathered them all till it reached the shores of old England. Then the storm-fiend broke loose with unwonted fury, and, as if out of spite, cast the good ship on the rocks lying a little to the eastward of the port of Blackby.

It was a tremendous storm! The oldest inhabitant of Blackby said, as well as his toothless gums would let him, that, it wos the wust gale as had blowd since he wos a leetle booy  an that warnt yesterday  no, nor yet the day before!

The gale was at its height, in the grey of early morning, when the ship struck, and all the manhood of the port and neighbouring village were out to render aid, if possible, and to gaze and sympathise. But who could render aid to a vessel which was rolling on those black rocks in a caldron of white foam, with a hundred yards of swirling breakers that raged and roared like a thousand lions between it and the base of the cliffs? Even the noble lifeboat would have been useless in such a place. But hark! a cry is raised  the coastguardmen and the rocket! Yes, there is one hope for them yet  under God. Far below the men are seen staggering along over the shingle, with their life-saving apparatus in a hand-cart.

Soon the tripod is set up, and the rocket is fired, but the line falls to leeward. Another is tried; it falls short. Still another  it goes far to windward. Again and again they try, but without success, until all their rockets are expended. But these bold men of the coastguard are not often or easily foiled. They send for more rockets to the next station. Meanwhile the terrible waves are doing their awful work, dashing the ship on the rocks as if she were a mere toy  as indeed she is, in their grasp. Can nothing be done?

Shell never hold together till the rockets come, said a young seaman stepping out from the crowd. Here, let me have the line, and stand by to pay out.

Dont try it, lad, itll be your death.

The youth paid no regard to this advice. A man can only die once, he remarked in a low voice, more as if speaking to himself than replying to the caution, while he quickly tied the end of the light rope round his waist and dashed into the sea.

Oh! it is grand and heart-stirring to see a stalwart youth imperilling life and limb for the sake of others; to see a powerful swimmer breasting the billows with a fixed purpose to do or die. But it is terrible and spirit-crushing to see such a one tossed by the breakers as if he were a mere baby, and hurled back helpless on the sand. Twice did the young sailor dash in, and twice was he caught up like a cork and hurled back, while the people on shore, finding their remonstrances useless, began to talk of using force.

The mans object was to dive through the first wave. If he could manage this  and the second  the rest would not be beyond the power of a strong man. A third time he leaped into the rushing flood, and this time was successful. Soon he stood panting on the deck of the stranded vessel, almost unable to stand, and well he knew that there was not a moment to lose, for the ship was going to pieces! Jack Matterby, however, knew well what to do. He drew out the hawser of the rocket apparatus, fixed the various ropes, and signalled to those on shore to send out the sling life-buoy, and then the men of the coastguard began to haul the passengers and crew ashore, one at a time.

The young sailor, recovering in a few minutes, lent a hand. Jack knew him the instant he heard his voice, but took no notice of him, for it was a stern matter of life or death with them all just then.

When Jack and the captain stood at last awaiting their turn, and watching the last of the crew being dragged over the boiling surf, our hero turned suddenly, and, grasping the young sailors hand with the grip of a vice, said, God bless you, Natty Grove!

Nat gazed as if he had been stunned. Can it be? he exclaimed. We had thought you dead years ago!

Thank God, Im not only alive but hearty. Here comes the life-buoy. Your turn next. But one word before  old Nell; and  Nellie?

Both well, and living with your mother

My Jack could not speak, a tremendous shock seemed to rend his heart. Young Grove felt that he had been too precipitate.

Your mother is alive, Jack, and

He stopped, for the captain said quickly, Now, then, get in. No time to lose.

But Jack could not get in. If he had not been a strong man he must have fallen on the deck. As it was, he felt stunned and helpless.

Here, captain, cried Nat Grove, leaping into the life-buoy, lift him into my arms. The ropes are strong enough for both.

Scarce knowing what he did, Jack allowed himself to be half-lifted into the buoy in which his old friend held him fast. A few minutes more, and they were dragged safely to land and the ringing cheers and congratulations of the assembled multitude. The captain came last, so that, when the ship finally went to pieces, not a human life was lost  even the ships cat was among the number of the saved, the captain having carried it ashore in his arms.

Now, there are some scenes in this life which will not bear description in detail. Such was the meeting of our hero with his long-lost mother. We refrain from lifting the curtain here. But there is no reason why we should not re-introduce the joyful and grateful pair at a later period of that same eventful day, when, seated together by the bedside of old Nell, they recounted their experiences  yes, the same old woman, but thinner and wrinkleder, and smaller in every way; and the same bed, as far as appearance went, though softer and cosier, and bigger in all ways. On the other side of the bed sat the manly form of Natty Grove. But who is that fair girl with the curling golden hair, whose face exhibits one continuous blush, and whose entire body, soul and spirit is apparently enchained by an insignificant piece of needlework? Can that be Nellie Grove, whom we last saw with her eyes shut and her mouth open  howling? Yes, it is she, and  but let Mrs Matterby explain.

Now, Jack, said that lady in a firm tone, its of no use your asking question after question of every one in this way, and not even waiting for answers, and everybody speaking at once

Excuse me, dearest mother, Miss Nellie Grove has not yet spoken at all.

Miss Nellie, indeed! Times are changed,  murmured Natty, with a look of surprise.

Her not speaking proves her the wisest of us all, resumed the widow, looking at Old Nell, who with tremulous head nodded violent approval. You must know, old Nell had become as deaf as a post, and, being incapable of understanding anything, she gratified her natural amiability by approving of everything  at least everything that was uttered by speakers with a visible smile. When they spoke with gravity, old Nell shook her tremulous head, and put on a look of alarmingly solemn sympathy. On the present occasion, however, the antique old thing seemed to have been affected with some absolutely new, and evidently quaint, ideas, for she laughed frequently and immoderately, especially when she gazed hard at Jack Matterby after having looked long at Nellie Grove!

Now, Jack, resumed the widow for the fiftieth time, you must know that after I lost you, and had given you up for dead, I came back here, feeling an intense longing to see once more the old home, and I began a school. In course of years God sent me prosperity, notwithstanding the murmurings of rebellion which rose in my heart when I thought of you. The school became so big that I had to take a new house  that in which you now sit  and sought about for a teacher to help me. Long before that time poor Ned Grove had been drowned at sea. Your old friend Natty there had become the first mate to a merchantman, and helped to support his grandmother. Nellie, whose education I had begun, as you know, when you were a boy, had grown into a remarkably clever and pretty girl, as, no doubt, you will admit. She had become a daily governess in the family of a gentleman who had come to live in the neighbourhood. Thus she was enabled to assist her brother in keeping up the old home, and took care of granny.

At this point our hero, as he looked at the fair face and modest carriage of his old playmate heartily admitted, (to himself), that she was much more than pretty, and felt that he now understood how a fishermans daughter had, to his intense surprise, grown up with so much of gentle manners, and such soft lady-like hands. But he said never a word!

Most happily for me, continued Mrs Matterby, Nellie lost her situation at the time I speak of, owing to the death of her employer. Thus I had the chance of securing her at once. And now, here we have been together for some years, and I hope we may never part as long as we live. We had considerable difficulty in getting old Nell to quit the cottage and come here. Indeed, we should never have succeeded, I think, had it not been for Natty

Thats true, interrupted Nat, with a laugh.

The dear old woman was too deaf to understand, and too obstinate to move: so one day I put the bed clothes over her head, gathered her and them up in my arms, and brought her up here bodily, very much as I carried you ashore, Jack, in the life-buoy, without asking leave. And she has been content and happy ever since.

What more of this tale there is to tell shall be told, reader, by excerpts from our heros Christmas letter to thin little Mrs Seaford, as follows:  

Pardon my seeming neglect, dear old friend. I meant to have run up to town to see you the instant I set foot in England, but you must admit that my dear, long-lost mother had prior claims. Pardon, also, my impudence in now asking you to come and see me. You must come. I will take no denial, for I want you to rejoice at my wedding! Yes, as old Nell once said to me, God sends us a blessing sometimes when we least expect it. He has not only restored to me my mother, but has raised me from the lowest rung in the ladder to the very highest, and given me the sweetest, and most  . But enough. Come and see for yourself. Her name is Nellie. But I have more to astonish you with. Not only do I take Nellie back with me to my home in the new world, but I take my mother also, and Natty Grove, and old Nell herself! How we got her to understand what we want her to do, could not be told in less than four hundred pages of small type. Nat did it, by means of signs, symbols, and what he styles facial-logarithms. At all events she has agreed to go, and we hope to set sail next June. Moreover, I expect to get you to join us. Dont laugh. I mean it. There is good work to be done. Canada needs philanthropic Christians as well as England.

You will scarcely credit me when I say that I have become a match-maker  not one of those little ones, in whose welfare you are so much interested, but a real one. My deep design is upon your partner, Natty Grove. Yes, your partner  for were not you the instrument used in rescuing my soul, and he my body? so that you have been partners in this double rescue. Well, it is my intention to introduce Natty Grove to Nancy Briggs, and abide the result! Once on a time I had meant her for Bob Snobbins, but as you have failed to hunt him up, he must be left to suffer the consequences. Dyou know I have quite a pathetic feeling of tenderness for the memory of that too sharp little boy. Little does he know how gladly I would give him the best coat in my possession  if I could only find him!

Now, dearest of old friends, I must stop. Nellie is sitting on one side of me, mother on the other, and old Nell in front  which will account to you, in some degree, for the madness of my condition.

Once more, in the hope of a joyful meeting, I wish you a merry Christmas and a happy New Year.

THE END
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Chapter One.

Opens with Leave-Taking.

Nearly two thousand seven hundred years ago  or somewhere about eight hundred years B.C.  there dwelt a Phoenician sea-captain in one of the eastern sea-ports of Greece  known at that period, or soon after, as Hellas.

This captain was solid, square, bronzed, bluff, and resolute, as all sea-captains are  or ought to be  whether ancient or modern. He owned, as well as commanded, one of those curious vessels with one mast and a mighty square-sail, fifty oars or so, double-banked, a dragons tail in the stern and a horses head at the prow, in which the Phoenicians of old and other mariners were wont to drive an extensive and lucrative trade in the Mediterranean; sometimes pushing their adventurous keels beyond the Pillars of Hercules, visiting the distant Cassiterides or Tin Isles, and Albion, and even penetrating northward into the Baltic, in search of tin, amber, gold, and what not.

One morning this captain, whose name was Arkal, sauntered up from the harbour to his hut, which stood on a conspicuous eminence overlooking the bay. His hands were not thrust into his pockets, because he had no pockets to put them into  the simple tunic of the period being destitute of such appendages. Indeed, the coarse linen tunic referred to constituted the chief part of his costume, the only other portions being a pair of rude shoes on his feet, a red fez or tarbouche on his bushy brown locks, and yards of something wound round his lower limbs to protect them from thorns on shore, as well as from the rasping of cordage and cargo at sea.

At the door of his hut stood his pretty little Greek wife, with a solid, square, bluff, and resolute, but not yet bronzed, baby in her arms.

Well, Penelope, Im off, said the captain. At least he used words to that effect, as he enveloped wife and baby in a huge embrace.

Of course he spoke in a dialect of ancient Greek, of which we render a free translation.

The leave-taking was of the briefest, for just then a loud halloo from his mate, or second in command, apprised the captain that all was ready to set sail. But neither Penelope nor her husband were anxious souls or addicted to the melting mood. The square baby was rather more given to such conditions. In emulation of the mate it set up a sudden howl which sent its father away laughing to the harbour.

No sign of the young men, remarked the mate, as his superior came within hail.

It is ever the way with these half-fledged boys who think themselves men while their faces are yet hairless, growled the captain, casting a glance at his unfailing chronometer, the rising sun. They have no more regard for the movements of that ball of fire than if it was set in the sky merely to shine and keep them warm, and had no reference whatever to time. If this youth from Albion does not appear soon, I shall set sail without him, prince though he be, and leave him to try his hand at swimming to the Cassiterides. His comrade and friend, Dromas, assured me they would not keep us waiting; but he is no better than the rest of them  a shouting, singing, smooth-faced, six-foot set they are, who think they inherit the combined wisdom of all their grandfathers but none of their weaknesses; reckless fear-nothings, fit only for war and the Olympic games!

Nevertheless, we could not do well without them, returned the mate, glancing significantly at the ships crew, a large proportion of which was composed of these same stalwart fear-nothings of whom his leader spoke so contemptuously; at least they would make a fine show at these games, and our ventures at sea would not prosper so well if we had not such to help us.

True, true, and I would not speak slightingly of them, but they do try ones patience; here is the wind failing, and we all ready to hoist sail, returned the captain with another growl, a glance at the sky, and a frown at his vessel, everything about which betokened readiness for instant departure. The crew  partly composed of slaves  were seated at the oars; the fighting men and seamen were all on board arranging their shields round the vessels sides, and the great sail was cast loose ready to hoist as soon as the mouth of the harbour should be cleared.

Just then a band of young men issued from the town, and the captains good humour was restored as they hurried towards him. They seemed to be much excited, and talked in loud tones as they advanced, their manners and costumes indicating that they belonged to the upper ranks of society.

One of the band, a fair youth, towered, like Saul, head and shoulders above his fellows. Another, of dark complexion, handsome features, and elegant, active frame, hurried forward to salute the captain.

I fear we have kept you waiting, he said with a pleasant expression that disarmed reproof.

I will not deny that, Dromas, answered the captain, but you have not detained me long. Nevertheless, I was on the point of sailing without your friend, for the winds and waves respect no one.

But you are neither a wind nor a wave, remarked the youth.

True, but I am the humble friend of both, retorted the captain, and am bound to accommodate myself to them. I suppose this is the prince you spoke of, he added, turning to the towering youth already referred to, with the air of a man who had as little  or as much  regard for a prince as a peasant.

Yes, Captain Arkal, this is Prince Bladud. Let me present him to you.

As the prince and the seaman joined hands the latter looked up from an altitude of five feet six and squared his broad shoulders with the air of a man ready to defy all creation, and anxious rather than otherwise to do so. The prince, on the other hand, looked down from an eminence of six feet seven, and bent his head with a modest grace and a genial smile that indicated a desire to be on good terms, if possible, with the world at large.

Although almost equal as to physical strength, the inequality of the two men in height rendered their experience in those rude warlike times very dissimilar, for, whereas the sailor was often compelled to give proof of his strength to tall unbelievers, the prince very seldom had occasion to do so. Hence, partly, their difference in manner, the one being somewhat pugnacious and the other conciliatory, while both were in reality good-natured, peace-loving men.

No two men, however, could have been more unlike in outward aspect. The prince was, if we may say so, built on the Gothic model  fair, blue-eyed, bulky of limb, huge, muscular, massive, with a soft beard and moustache  for he had not yet seen twenty-four summers  and hair that fell like rippling gold on his shoulders. Captain Arkal, on the contrary, was dark, with a thick reddish beard, luxuriant brown hair, piercing black eyes, and limbs that were hardened as well as darkened by thirty years of constant exposure to elemental and other warfare.

I hope that I may be of some use to you, said the prince, though I profess not to know more of seamanship than I acquired during my voyage hither, and as that voyage occurred six years ago, it may be that I have lost the little I had learned. But if pirates should assail us, perhaps I may do you some service.

Little fear I have of that, returned the captain with an approving nod. Now, bid your comrades farewell and get on board, for the wind is failing fast, and it behoves us to get well forward on our voyage before night.

It was evident that the leave-taking which ensued was not merely formal, for the youths from whom Bladud was parting had been his companions in study for six years, as well as his competitors in all the manly games of the period, and as he excelled them all in most things  especially in athletics  some looked up to the young prince from Albion as a sort of demi-god, while others to whom he had been helpful in many ways regarded him with the warmest affection.

Come here aside with me; I must have a few last words with you alone, said Bladud, taking young Dromas by the arm and leading him aside.

The princes other friends made no objection to this evidence of preference, for Dromas had shared the same apartment with him while in Athens, and engaged in similar studies with Bladud for several years; had travelled with him in the East, and sailed over the sea in his company, even as far as Egypt, besides having been second to him in most of the games practised by the young men. Indeed, at the high jump he equalled, and at the short race had even excelled him.

Dromas, said the prince impressively Come, now, my old friend and comrade, interrupted the Greek youth lightly, dont put on such a long face. I foresee that you are about to give me a lecture, and I dont want the tone of remonstrance to be the last that I shall hear. I know that Im a wild, good-for-nothing fellow, and can guess all you would say to me. Let us rather talk of your speedy return to Hellas, for, to tell you the truth, I feel as if the loss of you would leave me like a poor man who has been crippled in the wars. I shall be a mere shadow till you return.

There was a slight tremor in the voice, which showed that much of the gaiety of the young man was forced.

Nay, I have no mind to give you a lecture, returned Bladud, I only ask you to grant me two requests.

Granted, before mentioned, for you have ever been a reasonable creature, Bladud, and I trust you to retain your character on the present occasion.

Well, then, my first request is that you will often remember the many talks that you and I have had about the gods, and the future life, and the perplexing conditions in which we now live.

Remember them, exclaimed Dromas with animation, my difficulty would be to forget them! The questions which you have propounded and attempted to answer  for I do not admit that you have been quite successful in the attempt  have started up and rung in my ears at all kinds of unseasonable times. They haunt me often in my dreams  though, to say truth, I dream but little, save when good fellowship has led me to run supper into breakfast  they worry me during my studies, which, you know, are frequent though not prolonged; they come between me and the worthy rhapsodist when he is in the middle of the most interesting  or least wearisome  passage of the poem, and they even intrude on me at the games. The very last race I ran was lost, only by a few inches, because our recent talk on the future of cats caused a touch of internal laughter which checked my pace at the most critical moment. You may rest assured that I cannot avoid granting your first request. What is your second?

That you promise to visit me in my home in Albion. You know that it will be impossible for me ever again to re-visit these shores, where I have been so happy. My father, if he forgives my running away from him, will expect me to help him in the management of his affairs. But you have nothing particular to detain you here

You forget  the old woman, interrupted Dromas gravely.

What old woman? asked Bladud in surprise.

My mother! returned his friend.

The prince looked a little confused and hastened to apologise. Dromas mother was one of those unfortunate people who existed in the olden time as well as in modern days, though perhaps not so numerously. She was a confirmed invalid, who rarely quitted her house, and was seldom seen by any one save her most intimate friends, so that she was apt to be forgotten  out of sight out of mind, then as now.

Forgive me, Dromas  , began Bladud, but his friend interrupted him.

I cannot forgive when I have nothing to forgive! Say no more about that. But, now I come to consider of it, I grant your second request conditionally. If my mother agrees to accompany me to Albion, you may expect to see me some day or other  perhaps a year or two hence. You see, since my father and brother were slain in the last fight with our neighbours, I am the only one left to comfort her, so I cannot forsake her.

Then this will be our final parting, returned Bladud, sadly, for your mother will never consent to leave home.

I dont know that, returned Dromas with a laugh. The dear old soul is intensely adventurous, like myself, and I do believe would venture on a voyage to the Cassiterides, if the fancy were strong upon her. You have no idea how powerfully I can work upon her feelings. I wont say that I can make much impression on her intellect. Indeed, I have reason to know that she does not believe in intellect except as an unavoidable doorway leading into the feelings. The fact is, I tried her the other day with the future of cats, and do you know, instead of treating that subject with the gravity it merits, she laughed in my face and called me names  not exactly bad names, such as the gods might object to  but names that were not creditable to the intelligence of her first-born. Now, continued Dromas with increasing gravity, when I paint to her the beauty of your native land; the splendour of your fathers court; the kindliness of your mother, and the exceeding beauty of your sister  fair like yourself, blue-eyed, tall  you said she was tall, I think?

Yes  rather tall.

Of course not quite so tall as yourself, say six feet or so, with a slight, feminine beard  no? you shake your head; well, smooth-faced and rosy, immense breadth of shoulders  ah! I have often pictured to myself that sister of yours

Hilloa! shouted Captain Arkal in a nautical tone that might almost have been styled modern British in its character.

It was an opportune interruption, for Dromas had been running on with his jesting remarks for the sole purpose of crushing down the feelings that almost unmanned him.

With few but fervently uttered words the final farewells were at last spoken. The oars were dipped; the vessel shot from the land, swept out upon the blue waves of the Aegean, the sail was hoisted, and thus began the long voyage to the almost unknown islands of the far North-West.




Chapter Two.

Temporary Delay through Elements and Pirates.

But it is not our purpose to inflict the entire log of that voyage on our reader, adventurous though the voyage was. Matter of much greater importance claims our regard. Still it would be unjust to our voyagers to pass it over in absolute silence.

At the very commencement of it, there occurred one of those incidents to which all voyagers are more or less subject. A gale arose the very evening of the day on which they left port, which all but swamped the little vessel, and the violence of the wind was so great that their huge sail was split from top to bottom. In spite of the darkness and the confusion that ensued, Captain Arkal, by his prompt action and skilful management, saved the vessel from immediate destruction. Fortunately the gale did not last long, and, during the calm that followed, the rent was repaired and the sail re-set.

Then occurred another incident that threatened to cut short the voyage even more disastrously than by swamping.

The sea over which they steered swarmed with pirates at the time we write of, as it continued to swarm during many centuries after. Merchantmen, fully aware of the fact, were in those days also men of war. They went forth on their voyages fully armed with sword, javelin, and shield, as well as with the simple artillery of the period  bows and arrows, slings and stones.

On the afternoon of the day that followed the gale, the vessel  which her captain and owner had named the Penelope in honour of his wife  was running before a light breeze, along the coast of one of the islands with which that sea is studded.

Bladud and some of the crew were listening at the time to an account given by a small seaman named Maikar, of a recent adventure on the sea, when a galley about as large as their own was seen to shoot suddenly from the mouth of a cavern in the cliffs in which it had lain concealed. It was double-banked and full of armed men, and was rowed in such a way as to cut in advance of the Penelope. The vigour with which the oars were plied, and the rapidity with which the sail was run up, left no doubt as to the nature of the craft or the intentions of those who manned it.

The rascals! growled Arkal with a dark frown, I more than half expected to find them here.

Pirates, I suppose? said Bladud.

Ay  and not much chance of escaping them. Give another haul on the sail-rope, mate, and pull, men, pull, if you would save your liberty  for these brutes have no mercy.

The sail was tightened up a few inches, and the vessel was put more directly before the wind. The way in which the slaves bent to the oars showed that the poor fellows fully understood the situation.

For a few minutes Captain Arkal watched the result in stern silence. Then, with an unwonted look and tone of bitterness, he said in a low voice  

No  I thought as much. She sails faster than we do. Now, friend Bladud, you shall presently have a chance of proving whether your royal blood is better than that of other men.

To this remark the prince made no other reply than by a good-natured smile as he took up the bronze helmet which lay beside his sword on the thwart and placed it on his head.

Captain Arkal regarded him with a sort of grim satisfaction as he followed up the action by buckling on his sword.

The sword in question was noteworthy. It was a single-handed weapon of iron, made in Egypt, to suit the size and strength of its owner, and was large enough to have served as a two-handed sword for most men.

You can throw a javelin, no doubt? asked the captain, as he watched the young mans leisurely preparations for the expected combat.

Yes, I have practised throwing the spear a good deal  both in peace and war.

Good. I have got one here that will suit you. It belonged to my grandfather, who was a stout man, and made powerful play with it during a neighbouring tribes raid  when I was a baby  to the discomfort, I have been told, and surprise of his foes. I always keep it by me for luck, and have myself used it on occasion, though I prefer a lighter one for ordinary use. Here it is  a pretty weapon, he continued, drawing a javelin of gigantic proportions from under the gunwale and handing it to Bladud. But we must proceed with caution in this matter. Take off your helmet at present, and try to look frightened if you can.

I fear me that will be difficult, captain.

Not in the least. Look here, nothing is easier when you get used to it.

As he spoke Arkal caused his stern visage to relax into a look of such amiable sheepishness that Bladud could not repress a sudden laugh which recalled and intensified the captains fierce expression instantly.

Learn to subdue yourself, young man, he muttered sternly. If these pirates hear laughter, do you think they can be made to believe we are afraid of them?

Forgive me, captain; if you had seen your own face, you would have joined in the laugh. I will be more careful. But how do you mean to proceed, and what do you wish me to do?

Captain Arkal, who was restored to good-humour by this compliment to his power of expression, as well as by the modesty with which the prince received his rebuke, explained his intentions  in low, earnest tones, however, for they were by that time drawing near to the piratical craft.

Having got well ahead of the Penelope, it had backed its sail and lay still, awaiting her coming up.

Creep to the bow, Bladud, with your helmet off, and show as little of your bulk as may be. Show only your head above the bulwarks, and look as miserable as I did just now  more so if you can. Take your sword, javelin, and shield with you. I need say no more to a man of war. Use them when you see your opportunity.

Bladud received his orders in silence, and obeyed them with that unquestioning and unhesitating promptitude which is one of the surest evidences of fitness to command. Meanwhile the mate, who was accustomed to his captains habits, and needed no instructions, had caused the sailors to lay their shields and swords out of sight at their feet, so that they might approach the pirates in the character of simple traders who were completely cowed by the appearance of the foe. To increase this aspect of fear, the sail was lowered as they drew near, and the oars were used to complete the distance that yet intervened between the two vessels.

This humble and submissive approach did not, however, throw the pirates quite off their guard. They stood to their arms and prepared to spring on board their victim when close enough. As the pirate vessel lay motionless on the water she presented her broadside to the trader. The captain took care to steer so that this relative position should be maintained. The pirate chief, a huge man in rude armour, with a breast-plate of thick bull-hide and a shield of the same on his left arm, gave orders to pull the oars on one side of his vessel so that the two might be brought alongside.

They were about fifty yards apart at the moment. Before the order could be carried into effect, however, Arkal uttered a low hiss. Instantly the double banks of oars bent almost to the breaking point, and the Penelope leaped forward like a sentient creature. Each man seized sword and shield and sprang up, and Bladud, forgetting both helmet and shield in the hurry of the moment, poised the mighty javelin which had so astonished its owners enemies in days gone by, and in another moment hurled it shrieking through the air. It flew straight as a thunderbolt at the pirate chief; pierced through shield and breastplate, and came out at his back, sending him headlong into the arms of his horrified crew.

The whole incident was so sudden that the pirates had scarcely time to recover from their surprise when the bow of the Penelope crashed into the side of their vessel and stove it in, for the trader, like some of the war-vessels of the period, was provided with a ram for this very purpose.

As the Penelope recoiled from the shock, a yell of rage burst from the pirates, and a volley of javelins and stones followed, but, owing to the confusion resulting from the shock, these were ill-directed, and such of them as found their mark were caught on the shields. Before another discharge could be made, the pirate vessel heeled over and sank, leaving her crew of miscreants struggling in the sea. Some of them  being, strange to say, unable to swim  were drowned. Others were killed in the water, while a few, taking their swords in their teeth, swam to the trader and made desperate attempts to climb on board. Of course they failed, and in a few minutes nothing remained of the pirate vessel to tell of the tragedy that had been enacted, except an oar or two and a few spars left floating on the sea.

Would that all the sea-robbers in these parts could be as easily and thoroughly disposed of, remarked the captain, as he gave orders to re-hoist the sail. Ho! Bladud, my worthy prince, come aft here. What detains you?

But Bladud did not answer to the call. A stone from the enemy had fallen on his defenceless head and knocked him down insensible.

Four of the men now raised him up. As they did so, one of the men  the small seaman, Maikar  was found underneath him in a state of semi-consciousness. While they carried Bladud aft, the little sailor began to gasp and sneeze.

Not killed, I see, remarked the mate, looking into his face with some anxiety.

No, not quite, sighed Maikar, drawing a long breath, and raising himself on one elbow, with a slightly dazed look, but I never was so nearly burst in all my life. If an ox had fallen on me he could not have squeezed me flatter. Do, two of you, squeeze me the other way, to open me out a little; theres no room in me left to breathe  scarcely room to think.

Oh! your battles are not yet over, I see, said the mate, going off to the stern of the vessel, where he found Bladud just recovering consciousness and smiling at the remarks of the captain, who busied himself in stanching the wound, just over his frontal bone, from which blood was flowing freely.

Hm! this comes of sheer recklessness. I told you to take off your helmet, but I did not tell you to keep it off. Man, you launched that javelin well!  better than I could have done it myself. Indeed, I doubt if my old grandfather could have done it with such telling effect  straight through and through. I saw full a hand-breadth come out at the villains back. What say you, mate? Little Maikar wounded?

No, not wounded, but nearly burst, as he says himself; and no wonder, for Bladud fell upon him.

Didnt I tell you, mate, said the captain, looking up with a grin, that nothing will kill little Maikar? Go to, man, you pretend to be a judge of men; yet you grumbled at me for engaging him as one of our crew. Do you feel better now, prince?

Ay, greatly better, thank you, replied Bladud, putting his hand gently on the bandages with which the captain had skilfully bound his head.

That is well. I think, now, that food will do you service. What say you?

Nay, with your leave, I prefer sleep, said the prince, stretching himself out on the deck. A little rest will suffice, for my head is noted for its thickness, and my brain for its solidity  at least so my good father was wont to say; and Ive always had great respect for his opinion.

Ah, save when it ran counter to your own, suggested Arkal; and especially that time when you ran away from home and came out here in the long ship of my trading friend.

I have regretted that many a time since then, and I am now returning home to offer submission.

Dyou think that hell forgive you?

I am sure he will, for he is a kind man; and I know he loves me, though he has never said so.

I should like to know that father of yours. I like your description of him  so stern of face, yet so kind of heart, and with such an unchangeable will when he sees what is right. But what is right, and what is wrong?

Ay  what is  who can tell? Some people believe that the gods make their will known to man through the Delphic Oracle.

Boh! exclaimed the captain with a look of supreme contempt.

The turn of thought silenced both speakers for a time; and when Captain Arkal turned to resume the conversation, he found that his friend was sound asleep.




Chapter Three.

On the Voyage.

Weather has always been, and, we suppose, always will be, capricious. Its uncertainty of character  in the Levant, as in the Atlantic, in days of old as now, was always the same  smiling to-day; frowning to-morrow; playful as a lamb one day; raging like a lion the next.

After the rough handling experienced by the Penelope at the beginning of her voyage, rude Boreas kindly retired, and spicy breezes from Africa rippled the sea with just sufficient force to intensify its heavenly blue, and fill out the great square-sail so that there was no occasion to ply the oars. One dark, starlight but moonless night, a time of quiet talk prevailed from stem to stern of the vessel as the grizzled mariners spun long yarns of their prowess and experiences on the deep, for the benefit of awe-stricken and youthful shipmates whose careers were only commencing.

Youve heard, no doubt, of the great sea-serpent? observed little Maikar, who had speedily recovered from the flattening to which Bladud had subjected him, and was busy enlivening a knot of young fellows in the bow of the ship.

Of course we have! cried one; father used to tell me about it when I was but a small boy. He never saw it himself, though he had been to the Tin Isles and Albion more than once; but he said he had met with men who had spoken with shipmates who had heard of it from men who had seen it only a few days before, and who described it exactly.

Ah! remarked another, but I have met a man who had seen it himself on his first voyage, when he was quite a youth; and he said it had a bulls head and horns, with a dreadful long body all over scales, and something like an asss tail at the end.

Pooh!  nonsense! exclaimed little Maikar, twirling his thumbs, for smoking had not been introduced into the world at that period  and thumb-twirling would seem to have served the ancient world for leisurely pastime quite as well, if not better  at least we are led to infer so from the fact that Herodotus makes no mention of anything like a vague, mysterious sensation of unsatisfied desire to fill the mouth with smoke in those early ages, which he would certainly have done had the taste for smoke been a natural craving, and thumb-twirling an unsatisfactory occupation. This absolute silence of the Father of History, we think, almost proves our point. Nonsense! repeated little Maikar. The youth of the man who told you about the serpent accounts for his wild description, for youth is prone to strange imaginings and

It seems to me, interrupted a grave man, who twirled his thumbs in that slow, deliberate way in which a contemplative man smokes it seems to me that theres no more truth about the great sea-serpent than there is about the golden fleece. I dont believe in either of them.

Dont you? Well, all I can say is, returned the little man, gazing fixedly in the grave comrades face, that I saw the great sea-serpent with my own eyes!

No! did you? exclaimed the group, drawing their heads closer together with looks of expectancy.

Ay, that did I, mates; but you mustnt expect wild descriptions about monsters with bulls horns and asses tails from me. I like truth, and the truth is, that the brute was so far away at the time we saw it, that not a man of us could tell exactly what it was like, and when we tried the description, we were all so different, that we gave it up; but we were all agreed on this point, that it certainly was the serpent.

The listeners seemed rather disappointed at this meagre account and sudden conclusion of what had bidden fair to become a stirring tale of the sea; but Maikar re-aroused their expectations by stating his firm belief that it was all nonsense about there being only one sea-serpent.

Why, how could there be only one? he demanded, ceasing to twirl, in order that he might clench his fist and smite his knee with emphasis. Havent you got a grandfather? he asked, turning suddenly to the grave man.

Certainly, Ive got two of them if you come to that, he answered, taken rather aback by the brusque and apparently irrelevant nature of the question.

Just so  two of them, repeated the little man, and dont you think it likely that the sea serpent must have had two grandfathers also?

Undoubtedly  and two grandmothers as well. Perhaps hes got them yet, replied the grave man with a contemplative look over the side, where the rippling sea gleamed with phosphoric brilliancy.

Exactly so, continued Maikar in an eager tone, and of course these also must have had two grandfathers besides a mother each, and it is more than likely that the great sea-serpent himself is the father of a large family.

Which implies a wife, suggested one of the seamen.

Not necessarily, objected an elderly seaman, who had once been to the lands lying far to the north of Albion, and had acquired something of that tendency to object to everything at all times which is said to characterise the people of the far North. Not necessarily, he repeated, for the serpent may be a bachelor with no family at all.

There was a short laugh at this, and an illogical man of the group made some irrelevant observation which led the conversation into a totally different channel, and relegated the great sea-serpent, for the time being, to oblivion!

While the men were thus engaged philosophising in the bow, Bladud and the captain were chatting in subdued voices in the stern.

It is impossible, said the latter, in reply to a remark made by the former, it is impossible for me to visit your fathers court this year, though it would please me much to do so, but my cargo is intended for the south-western Cassiterides. To get round to the river on the banks of which your home stands would oblige me to run far towards the cold regions, into waters which I have not yet visited  though I know them pretty well by hearsay. On another voyage I may accomplish it, but not on this one.

I am sorry for that, Arkal, because things that are put off to another time are often put off altogether. But the men of the Tin Isles often visit my fathers town in their boats with copper and tin, and there are tracks through the forest which horses can traverse. Could you not visit us overland? It would not be a journey of many weeks, and your trusty mate might look after the ship in your absence. Besides, the diggers may not have enough of the metal ready to fill your ship, so you may be idle a long time. What say you?

Captain Arkal frowned, as was his wont when considering a knotty question, and shook his head.

I doubt if I should be wise to venture so much, he said; moreover, we are not yet at the end of our voyage. It is of little use troubling ones-self about the end of anything while we are only at the beginning.

Nevertheless, rejoined Bladud, to consider the possible end while yet at the beginning, seems not unreasonable, though, undoubtedly, we may never reach the end. Many a fair ship sets sail and never returns.

Ay, that is true, as I know to my cost, returned the captain, for this is not my first venture. A long time ago I loaded a ship about the size of this one, and sent her under command of one of my best friends to the Euxine sea for gold. I now think that that old story about Jason and his ship Argo sailing in search of the golden fleece was running too strong in my youthful brain. Besides that, of course I had heard the report that there is much gold in that direction, and my hopes were strong, for you know all the world runs after gold. Anyhow, my ship sailed and I never saw her or my friend again. Since then I have contented myself with copper and tin.

A slight increase in the wind at that moment caused the captain to dismiss his golden and other memories, and look inquiringly to windward.

A squall, methinks? said Bladud.

No, only a puff, replied his friend, ordering the steersman to alter the course a little.

The squall or puff was only strong enough to cause the Penelope to make a graceful bow to the controlling element and cleave the sparkling water with her prow so swiftly that she left a gleaming wake as of lambent fire astern. It was short-lived, however, and was followed by a calm which obliged little Maikar and his comrades to cease their story-telling and ply their fifty oars. Thus the pace was kept going, though not quite so swiftly as if they were running before a stiff breeze.

The gods are propitious, said the captain; we are going to have a prosperous voyage.

How many gods are propitious? asked Bladud.

That is a question much too deep for me to answer.

But not too deep to think of  is it?

Of what use would be my thinking? returned the captain, lightly. I leave such matters to the learned.

Now, mate, he added, turning to his subordinate, Im going to rest a while. See that you keep an open eye for squalls and pirates. Both are apt to come down on you when you least expect them.

But neither squalls nor pirates were destined to interfere with the Penelope during the greater part of that voyage. Day after day the skies were clear, the sea comparatively smooth, and the winds favourable. Sometimes they put ashore, when the weather became stormy and circumstances were favourable. On such occasions they lighted camp-fires under the trees, the ruddy light of which glowed with a grand effect on the picturesque sailors as they sat, stood, or reclined around them.

At other times they were obliged to keep more in the open sea, and occasionally met with traders like themselves returning home, with whom, of course, they were glad to fraternise for a time and exchange views.

Once only did they meet with anything like a piratical vessel, but as that happened to be late in the evening, they managed, by plying the oars vigorously, and under the shade of night, to escape a second encounter with those robbers of the sea.

Thus, in course of time, the length of the great inland sea was traversed, the southern coast of what is now known as France was reached, and the captains prophecy with regard to a prosperous voyage was thus far fulfilled.




Chapter Four.

The Storm and Wreck.

It was near daybreak on the morning of a night of unclouded splendour when the mate of the Penelope aroused his chief with the information that appearances to windward betokened a change of some sort in the weather.

If there is a change at all it must be for the worse, said Arkal, raising himself on one elbow, rubbing his eyes, yawning, and then casting a glance over the side where the rippling foam told that the wind was increasing. Raising his eyes to the windward horizon, he threw aside the sheepskin blanket that covered him and rose up quickly.

There is indeed a change coming. Rouse the men and reduce the sail, mate. Bestir you! The squalls are sudden here.

The orders were obeyed with promptitude. In a few minutes the sail was reduced to its smallest size, and all loose articles about the vessel were made fast.

You expect a gale, captain? asked Bladud, who was aroused by the noise of the preparations.

Ay  or something like one. When a cloud like that rises up on the horizon there is usually something more than a puff coming. You had better keep well under the lee of the bulwarks when it strikes us.

Bladuds nautical experience had already taught him what to expect and how to act in the circumstance that threatened. Standing close to the side of the ship, he laid hold of a stanchion and looked out to windward, as most of the crew were by that time doing. Captain Arkal himself took the helm.

The increasing daylight showed them that the bank of cloud was spreading quickly over the sky towards the zenith, while a soft hissing sound told of the approaching wind. Soon the blackness on the sea intensified, and white gleams as of flashing light showed where the waves were torn into foam by the rushing wind.

With a warning to hold on fast! the captain turned the vessels head so as to meet the blast. So fierce was it that it cut off the crests of the wavelets, blowing the sea almost flat for a time, and producing what is known as a white squall. The sail was kept fluttering until the fury of the onset was over, then the wind was allowed to fill it; the Penelope bent down until the sea began to bubble over the lee bulwarks, and in a few moments more she was springing over the fast rising waves like a nautical racehorse.

Every moment the gale increased, obliging the mariners to show but a corner of the sail. Even this had at last to be taken in, and, during the whole of that dismal day and of the black night which followed, the Penelope drove helplessly before the wind under a bare pole. Fortunately the gale was favourable, so that they were enabled to lay their course, but it required all the skill and seamanship of Captain Arkal to prevent their being pooped and swamped by the waves that rolled hissing after them as if hungering mightily to swallow them up.

To have the right man in the right place at such times of imminent danger is all-important, not only to the safety of the craft, but to the peace of mind of those whose lives are in jeopardy. All on board the little vessel during that hurricane felt much comforted by the knowledge that their captain was in the right place. Although a square man, he had by no means been fitted into a round hole! Knowing this, Prince Bladud felt no anxiety as to the management of the craft, and gave himself up to contemplate the grandeur of the storm, for the howling blast, creaking spars, and bursts of rattling thunder, rendered conversation out of the question.

During a slight lull, however, Bladud asked the question whether the captain knew on what part of the coast they were running.

Not exactly, he replied, we have been running so long in darkness that I can only guess. If it holds on much longer like this I shall have to put her head to wind and wait for more light. It may be that we have been driven too far to the left, and there are islands hereabouts that we must keep well clear of. I would that we had put into some bay for shelter before this befell us. Ho! mate.

Ay, captain.

See that you put our sharpest pair of eyes in the bow, and let a second pair watch the first, lest the owner of them should go to sleep.

Little Maikar is there, sir, shouted the mate, and I am watching him myself.

We shall do well with Maikar in the bow, for he sees like a weasel, and is trustworthy, muttered the captain as he glanced uneasily over the stern, where the hungry waves were still hissing tumultuously after them, as if rendered furious by the delayed meal.

At daybreak on the second day the gale moderated a little, and they were enabled once more to show a corner of their sail, and to encourage the hope that the worst was over. But a fresh outburst, of greater fury than before, soon dashed these hopes, and obliged the captain to throw overboard all the spare spars and some of the heaviest part of the cargo. Still the gale increased, and the impatient waves began to lip over the poop occasionally as if unable to refrain from tasting!

More cargo must go, muttered the captain, with a gloomy frown. Being resolute, he gave orders to that effect.

Presently the order was given to take soundings. When this was done it was found that they were in twenty fathoms water. On taking another cast, the depth reported was fifteen fathoms.

There were no charts covered with soundings to guide the mariner in those days, but it did not require much experience to convince a seaman that land was probably too near, with such a sudden change from twenty to fifteen fathoms. Arkal was, however, not unprepared for it, and quickly gave orders to stand by to let go the anchors. At that moment the voice of little Maikar was heard shouting, in stentorian tones, Land ahead!

The captain replied with a sharp let go! and four anchors were promptly dropped from the stern. At the same moment he placed the helm fair amidships, and made it fast with rudder-bands. As the stern of the Penelope was formed like the bow, a sharp cut-water was by this means instantly presented to the sea, thus avoiding the necessity and danger incurred by modern ships, in similar circumstances, of anchoring by the head and swinging round.

The hungry waves hissed tumultuously on, but were cleft and passed under the ship disappointed, for there was still enough of water beneath to permit of her tossing to and fro and rising to them like a duck, as she strained and tugged at the anchors.

Just as these operations had been performed, the mists of darkness seemed to lift a little and revealed a wild rocky line of coast, against which the waves were breaking madly.

Now all hope is over; pray to your gods, men, said the mate, whose courage was not quite equal to his position.

There are no gods! growled the captain bitterly, for he saw that he was now a ruined man, even though he should escape with life.

There is one God, said Bladud quietly, and He does all things well.

As he spoke, the captain, whose eyes had not ceased to look searchingly along the coast, observed something like a bay a short way to the left of the place where they lay.

It looks like a sandy bay, he said.

It is a sandy bay, exclaimed the anxious mate; let us up anchors and run into it.

Have an easy mind and keep your advice till asked for, returned the captain with a look of scorn. If we are destined to escape, we shall escape without making haste. If we are doomed to die, nothing can save us, and it is more manly to die in a leisurely way than in a hurry. When we can see clearly we shall know better how to act.

Although this manner of submitting to the inevitable did not quite suit the mate, he felt constrained to repress his impatience, while the coolness of the captain had a quieting effect on some of the men who were inclined to give way to panic. The sight of Bladud  as he sat there leaning on the hilt of his sword with an expression of what appeared to be serene contentment  had also a quieting effect on the men.

When the increasing light showed that the sandy bay was a spot that might possibly be reached in safety, orders were given to cut the cables, loose the rudder-bands and hoist the sail. For a few minutes the vessel ran swiftly towards the bay, but before reaching the shore she struck with violence. The fore part of the Penelope stuck fast immovably, and then, at last, the ravenous waves attained their longed-for meal. They burst over the stern, swept the decks, tore up the fastenings, revelled among the tackling and began tumultuously to break up the ship.

Launch the skiff, shouted the captain, hastening to lend a hand in the operation.

The men were not slow to obey, and when it touched the water they swarmed into it, so that, being overloaded, it upset and left its occupants struggling in the water. A number of the men who could swim, immediately jumped overboard and tried to right the skiff, but they failed, and, in the effort to do so, broke the rope that held it. Some clung to it. Others turned and swam for the shore.

A good many of the men, however, still remained in the wreck, which was fast breaking up. To these the captain turned.

Now, men, he said, those of you who can swim would do well to take to the water at once, for it is clear that we shall not have a plank left to stand on soon. Come, mate, show them an example.

The man, though not very courageous, as his pale face betrayed, happened to be a good swimmer, and at once leaped into the sea. He was followed by all who could swim. Those who could not, were encouraged to make the attempt with planks and oars to aid them. As for Bladud, he busied himself like the captain in giving heart to the non-swimmers and showing them how best to use their floats.

The last of the men to leave was little Maikar.

He stood at the bow with his arms crossed on his chest and a look of melancholy interest on his countenance.

What! not gone yet? exclaimed the captain, turning to him.

I cannot swim, said the man.

But neither can these, returned the captain, pointing to the men who had left last.

My father used to say, rejoined Maikar, as if murmuring to himself, that I was born to be drowned, and Im inclined to think he was right.

Surely you are not afraid, said Arkal.

Afraid! exclaimed Maikar, with a sarcastic laugh. No, captain, but Im sorry to part with you, because youve been a good captain to me.

An I bear no ill-will to you, Bladud, though you did squeeze most of the life out of me once. Farewell, both.

As he spoke the little man seized an oar, leaped overboard, and, after some trouble in steadying himself and pointing the oar in the right direction, struck out for the shore.

It was a long way off, and often, while this scene was being enacted, was heard the bubbling cry of men whose powers were failing them. Some were carried by currents against a point to the westward and, apparently, dashed against the rocks. Others sank before half the distance had been traversed.

Bladud and the captain looked at each other when Maikar had left them.

Can you swim? asked the captain. Like a duck, returned the prince, and I can help you if required.

I swim like a fish, returned the captain, but it is hard to part from my Penelope! She has never failed me till now, and as this venture contains all my goods, I am a ruined man.

But your life still remains, said the prince. Be of good cheer, captain. A stout man can make his fortune more than once. Come, let us go.

A loud cry from Maikar at that moment hastened their deliberations.

Are you going to cumber yourself with your weapons? asked Arkal, as they were about to spring from the side, observing that his friend took up his sword and shield.

Ay  that am I. It is not a small matter that will part my good sword and me.

Both men sprang overboard at the same moment, and made for the spot where little Maikar was still giving vent to bubbling yells and struggling with his oar.

Bladud was soon alongside of him, and, seizing his hair, raised him out of the water.

Got the cramp, he shouted.

Keep still, then, and do what I tell ye, said the prince, in a tone of stern command.

He caught the poor man under the armpits with both hands, turned on his back and drew him on to his chest. Swimming thus on his back, with Captain Arkal leading so as to keep them in the right direction, the three were ultimately cast, in a rather exhausted condition, on the shore of the little bay.




Chapter Five.

After the Wreck.

It was on the southern shore of what is now known as France that our hero and his comrades in misfortune were cast.

At the time we write of, we need hardly say, the land was nameless. Even her old Roman name of Gaul had not yet been given to her, for Rome itself had not been founded. The fair land was a vast wilderness, known only  and but slightly  to the adventurous mariners of the east, who, with the spirit of Columbus, had pushed their discoveries and trade far beyond the Pillars of Hercules.

Of course the land was a vast solitude, inhabited, sparsely, by a few of those wandering tribes which had been driven westward  by conquest or by that desire for adventure which has characterised the human race, we suppose, ever since Adam and Eve began to explore the regions beyond Eden. Like the great wilderness lying to the north of Canada at the present time, it was also the home of innumerable wild animals which afforded to its uncivilised inhabitants both food and clothing.

Captain Arkal was the only one of the three survivors of the wreck who had seen that coast before or knew anything about it, for, when Bladud had entered the Mediterranean many years before, he had passed too far to the southward to see the northern land.

As they staggered up the beach to a place where the thundering waves sent only their spray, Bladud looked round with some anxiety.

Surely, he said, some of the crew must have escaped. It can hardly be that we three are the only survivors out of so many.

The party halted and looked back at the seething waves from which they had just escaped.

It would be foul shame to us, said the captain, if we did not try to lend a helping hand to our comrades; but we shall find none of them here. I observed when they started that, in spite of my warning, they made straight for the land, instead of keeping well to windward to avoid being swept round that point of rock to the west. I led you in the right direction, and that is why we alone are here. If any of the others have been saved, they must be on the other side of that point.

While he was speaking, the captain had hurried into the woods, intending to cross the neck of land which separated them from the bay beyond the point referred to.

Their strength returned as they ran, for their intense desire to render aid to those of their late comrades who might stand in need of it seemed to serve them in the stead of rest.

Come, quick! cried little Maikar, whose catlike activity and strength enabled him to outrun his more bulky companions. We may be too late; and some of them cant swim  I know.

They reached the crest of a ridge a few minutes later, and, halting, looked at each other in dismay, for the bay beyond the point was full of great rocks and boulders, among which the waves rushed with such fury that they spouted in jets into the air, and covered the sea with foam.

No living soul can have landed there, said the captain, in a tone that showed clearly he had given up all hope.

But some may have been swept round the next point, suggested Maikar eagerly, commencing to run forward as he spoke.

Bladud followed at once, and so did the captain, but it was evident that he regarded any further effort as useless.

It proved a longer and more toilsome march than they had expected to pass beyond the second point, and when at last it was reached, there was not a speck at all resembling a human being to be seen on the coast, in all its length of many miles.

No hope, murmured Bladud.

None, returned the captain.

Little Maikar did not speak, but the expression of his countenance showed that he was of the same opinion.

Now, resumed the captain, after a brief silence, if we would not starve we must go straight back, and see whether any provisions have been washed ashore.

They did not, however, return to the spot where they had landed, for they knew that the same current which had carried their hapless comrades to the westward must have borne the remains of the wreck in the same direction. Descending, therefore, to the foam-covered bay before referred to, they searched its margin carefully, but for some time found nothing  not even a scrap of wreck.

At last, just as they were about to give up in despair, and turn to some other method of obtaining food, they observed a portion of the wreck that had been driven high up on the beach into a cleft of rock. Running eagerly towards it, they found that it was only a plank.

Bladud and the captain looked at it for a moment or two in silence, and Maikar gave vent to a groan of disappointment.

Never mind, said the prince, lifting the plank and laying it on his shoulder, in the quiet thoughtful way that was peculiar to him, it will serve to make a fire and keep us warm.

But we need not to be kept warm, for the weather is fine and hot, said Maikar, with a rueful expression. Moreover, we need food, and we cannot eat a plank!

The prince did not reply, but led the way towards a neighbouring cliff.

Dont you think we had better make our fire in the woods, Bladud? asked the captain.

That would oblige one of us to watch in case natives or wolves should attack us, and none of us are in a fit state to watch. We must sleep.

But I cant sleep without first eating, said Maikar in a remonstrative tone. Should we not go to the woods first and try to catch something?

Can you on foot run down the hare, the deer, the bear, the wild-boar, or even the rabbit?

Not I. My legs are swift enough, though short, but they are not equal to that.

Well, then, as we have neither bow nor shaft, and my good sword would be of little use against such game, why waste our time and strength in the woods?

But we might find honey, suggested Maikar.

And if we did not find honey, what then?

Berries, answered the little man.

Berries are not nearly ripe yet.

True, I forgot that.

Say you did not know it, man, interposed the captain with a laugh; never be ashamed of confessing ignorance in regard to things that youre not bound to know. Lead on, Bladud, we will follow. You know more of woodcraft than either of us. If it were the sea we had to do battle with I would claim to lead. On land, being only a babe, I freely resign the helm to one who knows how to steer.

Agreeing to this arrangement, Bladud led his companions up the steep face of a cliff until a projecting ledge was reached, which was just wide enough to form a camping-ground with a perpendicular cliff at the back, and with its other sides so precipitous as to render the approach of enemies  whether two or four-legged  exceedingly difficult. By piling a few stones at the head of the path by which it was reached, they rendered it impossible for any one to approach without awakening the sleepers.

Bladud then, using his sword as a hatchet, chipped off some pieces of the plank, and directed his companions to cut away the wet parts of these and reduce the dry parts to shavings.

They obeyed this order in silence, and wonderingly, for a fire seemed useless, their encampment being well sheltered from the wind, and, as we have said, the weather was warm. By means of a cord, a rude bow, and a drill made of a piece of dry wood, their leader soon procured fire, and, in a few minutes, a bright flame illumined their persons and the cliff behind them.

As the shades of evening were falling by that time, the aspect of things was much improved by the change.

Now, comrades, said the prince, undoing the breast of his tunic, and drawing from either side a flat mass of dark substance that resembled old dried cow-hide, we shall have supper, and then  to rest.

Dried meat! exclaimed little Maikar, his eyes  and indeed his whole visage  blazing with delighted surprise.

Right. Maikar. I knew that you would be hungry when we got ashore, so I caught up two pieces of meat and stuffed them into my breast just as we were leaving  one for Arkal and me; the other for you. It may not be quite enough, perhaps, but will do, I hope, to keep you quiet till morning.

Nay, I shall content me with my fair share, it I may claim a share at all of what I had no hand in procuring. It was wise of you to do this. How came you to think of it?

To say truth, I can lay claim to neither wisdom nor forethought, answered the prince, dividing the food into equal portions. The meat chanced to be lying close to my hand as I was about to leap into the sea. Had I seen it sooner, I would have advised all to take some in the same way. There, now, set to and cook it. For myself, I feel so sleepy that Im half inclined to eat it raw.

The jerked or dried meat which had been thus opportunely brought away, may be said to have been half cooked in the drying process, and indeed, was sometimes eaten in its dried condition, when it was inconvenient to cook it. In a few minutes, therefore, the supper was ready, and, in a few minutes more, it was disposed of  for strong jaws, sound teeth and good appetite make short work of victuals.

By that time the night had set in; the gale was moderating; the stars had come out, and there seemed every prospect of a speedy and favourable change in the weather. With darkness came the wolves and other creatures of the night, both furred and feathered. Against the former the party was protected by the steep ascent and the barricade, but the latter kept swooping down out of darkness, ever and anon, glaring at them for a moment with round inquiring eyes and sweeping off, as if affrighted, in unearthly silence.

Little heed was paid to these sights and sounds, however, by our adventurers, who were filled with sadness at the loss of their ship and comrades.

They spoke but little during the meal, and, after partially drying themselves, lay down with their feet towards the fire, and almost instantly fell asleep. Being trained to a hardy life, they did not feel the want of couch or covering, and healthy exhaustion prevented dreams from disturbing their repose.

Gradually the fire died down; the howling of the wolves ceased; the night-birds betook them to their haunts, and no sound was heard in or around the camp except the soft breathing of the sleepers and the booming of the distant waves.




Chapter Six.

First Anxieties and Troubles.

The day that followed the wreck was well advanced before the sleepers awakened.

Their first thoughts were those of thankfulness for having escaped with life. Then arose feelings of loneliness and sorrow at the sad fate of the crew of the Penelope, for though it was just possible that some of their comrades had reached the shore on the beach that extended to the westward, such an event was not very probable. Still the bare hope of this induced them to rise in haste. After a hurried breakfast on the remnants of the previous nights supper, they proceeded along the coast for several miles, carefully searching the shores of every bay.

About noon they halted. A few scraps of the dried meat still remained, and on these they dined, sitting on a grassy slope, while they consulted as to their future proceedings.

What is now to be done? asked the captain of Bladud, after they had been seated in silence for some minutes.

I would rather hear your opinion first, returned his friend. You must still continue to act as captain, for it is fitting that age should sit at the helm, while I will act the part of guide and forester, seeing that I am somewhat accustomed to woodcraft.

And the remainder of our band, said little Maikar, wiping his mouth after finishing the last morsel, will sit in judgment on your deliberations.

Be it so, returned Bladud. Wisdom, it is said, lies in small compass, so we should find it in you.

Captain Arkal, whose knitted brows and downcast eyes showed that his thoughts were busy, looked up suddenly.

It is not likely, he said, that any ships will come near this coast, for the gale has driven us far out of the usual track of trading ships, and there are no towns here, large or small, that I know of. It would be useless, therefore, to remain where we are in the hope of being picked up by a passing vessel. To walk back to our home in the east is next to impossible, for it is not only far distant, but there lie between us and Hellas far-reaching gulfs and bays, besides great mountain ranges, which have never yet been crossed, for their tops are in the clouds and covered, summer and winter, with eternal snow.

Then no hope remains to us, said Maikar, with a sigh, except to join ourselves to the wild people of the land  if there be any people at all in it  and live and die like savages.

Patience, Maikar, I have not yet finished.

Besides, interpolated Bladud, a wise judge never delivers an opinion until he has heard both sides of a question.

Now, from my knowledge of the lie of coast-lands, I feel sure that the Isles of the Cassiterides must lie there, continued the captain, pointing westward, and if we travel diligently, it is not unlikely that we shall come down upon the coast of this land almost opposite to them. There we may find, or perhaps make, a boat in which we could cross over  for the sea at that part is narrow, and the white cliffs of the land will be easily distinguished. Once there, I have no doubt that we shall find a ship belonging to one of my countrymen which will take Maikar and me back to our homes, while you, prince, will doubtless be able to return to your fathers court on foot.

It will be seen from this speech that the Phoenician captain included the southern shore of England in his idea of the Cassiterides. His notion of the direction in which the islands lay, however, was somewhat incorrect, being founded partly on experience, but partly also on a misconception prevalent at the time that the islands referred to lay only a little way to the north of Spain.

Your plan seems to me a good one, said Bladud, after some thought, but I cannot help thinking that you are not quite right in your notion as to the direction of the tin islands. When I left Albion, I kept a careful note of our daily runs  being somewhat curious on such points  and it is my opinion that they lie there.

He pointed almost due north. The captain smiled and shook his head. Bladud looked at Maikar, who also smiled and shook his head.

If you want my opinion, said the little man, gravely, it is that when two great, good and wise men differ so widely, it is more than likely the truth lies somewhere between them. In my judgment, therefore, the Cassiterides lie yonder.

He pointed with an air of confidence in a north-west direction.

It does seem to me, said Bladud, that Maikar is right, for as you and I seem to be equally confident in our views, captain, a middle course may be the safest. However, if you decide otherwise, I of course submit.

Nay, returned the captain, I will not abuse the power you have given me. Let us decide the matter by lot.

Ay, let us draw lots, echoed Maikar, and so shove the matter off our shoulders on to the shoulders of chance.

There is, there can be, no such thing as chance, said Bladud in a soliloquising tone. However, let it be as you wish. I recognise the justice of two voices overriding one.

Lots were drawn accordingly, and the longest fell to the little seaman. Without further discussion, therefore, the course suggested by him was adopted.

And now, comrades, said the prince, rising and drawing his knife  which, like his sword, had been procured in Egypt, and was of white metal we must set to work to make bows and arrows, for animals are not wont to walk up to man and request to be killed and cooked, and it wont be long before Maikar is shouting for food.

Sorry am I that the good javelin of my grandfather went down in the carcase of the pirate chief, remarked the captain, also rising, for it seems to me by the way you handled it, Bladud, that you could have killed deer with it as well as men.

I have killed deer with such before now, truly, but the arrow is handier and surer.

Ay, in a sure hand, with a good eye to direct it, returned Arkal, but I make no pretence to either. A ship, indeed, I can manage to hit  when I am cool, which is not often the case in a fight  and if there are men in it, my shafts are not quite thrown away, but as to deer, boars, and birds, I can make nothing of them. If I mistake not, Maikar is not much better than myself with the bow.

I am worse, observed the little man quietly.

Well then, said Bladud, with a laugh, you must make me hunter to the party.

While conversing thus they had entered the forest, and soon found trees suitable to their purpose, from which they cut boughs,  using their swords as hatchets.

We have already shown that the prince had brought his sword, shield, and knife on shore with him. Captain Arkal and Maikar had also saved their swords and knives, these having been attached to their girdles at the time they leaped from the wreck. They were somewhat inferior weapons to those worn by Bladud, being made of bronze. The swords of the seamen, unlike that of the prince, were short and double-edged, shaped somewhat like those used long afterwards by the Romans, and they made up in weight for what they lacked in sharpness.

It did not take many hours for the party, under the direction of the prince, to form three strong and serviceable bows, with several arrows, the latter being feathered with dropped plumes, and shod with flint, according to the fashion of the times. Bowstrings had to be made at first out of the tough fibrous roots of a tree, split into threads and plaited together.

Of course they are not so good as deer-sinews for the purpose, remarked Bladud, stringing one of the bows and fitting an arrow to it, but we must be content until we kill a deer or some other animal. Perhaps we shall have an opportunity soon.

The remark seemed to have been prophetic, for, as the last word passed his lips, a fawn trotted out of a glade right in front of the party and stood as if paralysed with surprise. The captain and Maikar were reduced to much the same condition, for they made no attempt to use their bows.

Ho! exclaimed the former, but he got no further, for at the moment Bladuds bow twanged, and an arrow quivered in the breast of the fawn, which fell dead without a struggle.

Well done! exclaimed the captain heartily. If such luck always attends you, prince, we shall fare well on our journey.

It was not altogether luck, returned the other. See you that spot on the bark of yonder tree  about the size of Maikars mouth as it now gapes in astonishment?

I see it, clear enough  just over the

He stopped abruptly, for while he was yet speaking an arrow quivered in the centre of the spot referred to.

After that the captain talked no more about luck, and Maikar, shutting his mouth with a snap, as if he felt that no words could do justice to his feelings, sprang up and hastened to commence the operation of flaying and cutting up the fawn.

Having thus provided themselves with food, they spent the rest of the day in preparing it for the journey by drying it in the sun; in making tough and serviceable bowstrings out of the sinews of the fawn, fitting on arrow-heads and feathers, and otherwise arranging for a prolonged march through a country which was entirely unknown to them, both as to its character and its inhabitants.

It comes into my head, said the captain, that Maikar and I must provide ourselves with shields and spears of some sort, for if the people of the land are warlike, we may have to defend ourselves.

That is as you say, returned the prince, rising as he spoke and going towards a long straight bough of a neighbouring tree, on which he had fixed a critical gaze.

With one sweep of his heavy sword he severed it from the stem and returned to his companions.

Have you taken an ill-will at that tree, or were you only testing the strength of your arm? asked Maikar.

Neither, my friend; but I must have a javelin to make my equipment complete, and I would advise you and the captain to provide yourselves with like weapons, for we may meet with four-footed as well as two-legged foes in these parts. I will show you how to point the things with flint.

That is well said, returned the seaman, rising and going into the woods in search of a suitable branch, followed by the captain.

It was late that night before the weapons were shaped and pointed with flint and all ready for a start on the following morning  the only thing wanting to complete their armament being a couple of shields.

We are sure to meet with a wild boar or a bull before long, or it may be a bear, said Maikar, and the hides of any of these will serve our purpose well.

That is, if we use them well, remarked the captain.

No one said otherwise, retorted Maikar. Some people are so full of wise thoughts that they blurt them out, without reason, apparently to get rid of them.

Just so, Maikar, therefore blurt out no more, but hold thy tongue and go to sleep. Good-night.




Chapter Seven.

Converse and Adventures by the Way.

Day was just beginning to break in the east when the prince raised his head from the bundle of leaves that had formed his pillow, and looked sleepily around him.

His companions lay still, sound asleep and sprawling, in all the abandon characteristic of the heroes of antiquity.

Some of these characteristics were wonderfully similar to those of modern heroes. For instance, the captain lay flat on his back with his mouth wide open, and a musical solo proceeding from his nose; while Maikar lay on his side with his knees doubled up, his arms extended at full length in front of him, and his hands tightly clasped as if, while pleading with some one for mercy, he was suddenly petrified and had fallen over on his side.

Rising softly, Bladud took up his bow and quiver, and, buckling on his sword, left the encampment without disturbing the sleepers. He had not proceeded more than a mile when he startled several wild turkeys or birds of that species from their rest. One of these he instantly brought down. Following them up he soon shot another, and returned to camp, where he found his comrades as he had left them  the musical nose being if anything more emphatic than before.

Although naturally a grave man, Bladud was by no means destitute of a sense of humour, or disinclined on occasion to perpetrate a practical joke. After contemplating the sleepers for a moment he retired a few paces and concealed himself in the long grass, from which position he pitched one of the huge birds into the air, so that it fell on the captains upturned visage. The snore changed at once into a yell of alarm, as the mariner sprang up and grasped his sword, which, of course, lay handy beside him.

Electrified by the yell, Maikar also leaped to his feet, sword in hand.

What dye mean by that? cried the captain, turning on him fiercely.

What mean you by it? replied Maikar with equal ferocity.

He had barely uttered the words, when the second turkey hit him full in the face and tumbled him over the ashes of the fortunately extinguished fire.

Come, come! interposed the prince, stepping forward with a deprecating smile; there should be no quarrelling among friends, especially at the beginning of a long journey. See, I have fetched your breakfast for you. Instead of tumbling on the fire and putting it out, Maikar, I think it would be wiser to see if there is a spark left and blow it into a flame. Quick! I am hungry.

It need hardly be said that these orders were received with a laugh and a prompt obedience on the part of the little man.

Yes  there is fire, he said, blowing with tremendous energy until flame was produced. And, do you know, there is something within me that has a loud voice, but only utters one word Food! food! food! There, now, you may get the birds ready, for the fire will be ready for them in two winks.

There was no occasion, however, to give this advice to his friends, for already the birds had been plucked, split open at the breast, laid flat, and their interiors scraped out in a summary manner. The plucking was not, indeed, all that could be wished, but what fingers failed to do a singe in the flames accomplished to the perfect satisfaction of men who were in no way particular. Sharp-pointed sticks were then thrust through the expanded carcases, and they were stuck up in front of the blaze to roast.

Underdone meat is an abomination to some, a luxury to others  reminding one of that very ancient proverb, Tastes differ. We cannot say whether on this occasion the uniformity of action in our heroes was the result of taste or haste, but certain it is that before the fowls were only half-roasted on one side, they were turned over so as to let the fire get at the other, and breakfast was begun while the meat was yet frightfully underdone.

Thereafter the three men arose, like giants refreshed  if we may say so, for Maikar was indeed mentally, though not physically, a giant  buckled on their swords, slung bows and quivers on their backs, along with the turkey remains, and took up shields and javelins. Having laid their course by the stars the night before, they set out on their journey through the unknown wilderness.

The part of the country through which they passed at the beginning of the march was broken and diversified by hill and dale; in some places clothed with forests, in others covered with grass, on which many wild animals were seen browsing. These, however, were remarkably timid, and fled at the first sign of the approaching travellers, so that it was impossible to get within bow-shot of them.

From this I judge that they are much hunted, said Bladud, halting on a ridge to note the wild flight, of a herd of deer which had just caught eight of them.

If so, we are likely to fall in with the hunters before long, I fear, remarked the captain.

Why do you fear? asked Maikar.

Because they may be numerous and savage, and may take a fancy to make slaves of us, and as we number only three we could not resist their fancy without losing our lives.

That would be a pity, returned Maikar, for we have only one life to lose.

No; we have three lives to lose amongst us, objected the captain.

Which makes one each, does it not? retorted the seaman.

True, Maikar, and we must lose them all, and more if we had them, rather than become slaves.

You are right, captain. We never, never shall be slaves, said Bladud.

They say that history repeats itself. Perhaps sentiment does the same. At all events, the British prince gave utterance that day to a well-known sentiment, which has been embalmed in modern song and shouted by many a Briton with tremendous enthusiasm  though not absolute truth.

Captain Arkal, said the little seaman, as they jogged quietly down the sunny slope of a hill, at the bottom of which was a marsh full of rushes, how do you manage to find your way through such a tangled country as this?

By observing the stars, answered the captain.

But I have observed the stars since I was a little boy, objected Maikar, and I see nothing but a wild confusion of shining points. How can these guide you? Besides, there are no stars in the daytime.

True, Maikar; but we have the sun during the day.

Maikar shook his head perplexedly.

Listen, said the captain, and I will try to enlighten your dark mind; but dont object else youll never understand. All stars are not alike  dye understand that?

Any fool could understand that!

Well, then, of course you can understand it. Now, you have noticed, no doubt, that some stars are in groups, which groups may alter their position with regard to other groups, but which never change with regard to each other.

Each other, repeated Maikar, checking off each statement with a nod and a wave of his javelin.

Well, continued the captain, theres one group of stars  about six  plainly to be seen on most fine nights, two stars of which are always pretty much in a line with a little star a short way in front of them  dye see?

Yes.

Well, that star shows exactly where the cold regions lie  over there (extending his arm and pointing), and of course if you know that the cold regions lie there, you know that the hot regions must lie at your back  there, and it follows that the Pillars of Hercules lie there (pointing west), and home lies somewhere about there (pointing eastward).

Stop! cried Maikar in great perplexity  for although a seaman he was densely ignorant. Hot regions, there, cold, there, home and the Pillars, there, and there, and there (thrusting his arms out in all directions). Ive no more idea of where youve got me to now than  than

Oh, never mind, interrupted the captain, it doesnt matter, as you are not our guide. But, ho! look! look! down in the hollow there  among the rushes. Whats that?

A boar! said Bladud, in a low whisper, as he unslung his bow. Come, now, it will take all our united force to slay that brute, for, if I have not lost my power of judging such game, Im pretty sure that hes a very big old boar with formidable tusks.

While the prince was speaking, his comrades had also prepared their weapons, and looked to their guide for directions.

These were hastily but clearly given. As the boar was evidently asleep in his lair, it was arranged that the three friends should stalk him, as the broken ground was specially favourable for such a mode of attack.

We will advance together, said Bladud, with our bows ready. I will lead; you follow close. When we get within range you will do as you see me do, and be sure that you aim at the brutes side  not at his head. Send your arrows with all the force you can. Then drop the bows and get your javelins ready.

With eager looks the captain and little sailor nodded assent. They were much excited, having often heard tales of boar-hunting, though neither of them had ever taken part in that work.

A few minutes walk brought them to the edge of the rushes, where they had a fair view of the monstrous animal as it lay fully extended on its side, and not more than thirty yards distant.

Take him just behind the fore-leg, whispered Bladud, as he drew his bow. His companions followed his example. Two of the bows twanged simultaneously, but the third  that of Maikar  was pulled with such vigour that it broke with a crash that would have awakened the sleepiest of wild boars, had there been nothing else to arouse him. As it was, other things helped to quicken his sensibilities. Bladuds unfailing arrow went indeed straight for the heart, but a strong rib caught and checked its progress. The captains shaft, probably by good luck, entered deep into the creatures flank not far from the tail.

To say that the forest was instantly filled with ear-splitting shrieks is to express the result but feebly. We might put it as a sort of indefinite question in the rule of three, thus  if an ordinary civilised pig with injured feelings can yell as we all know how, what must have been the explosion of a wild-boar of the eighth century B.C., in circumstances such as we have described? Railway whistles of the nineteenth century, intermittently explosive, is the only possible answer to the question, and that is but an approximation to the truth.

For one instant the infuriated creature paused to look for its assailants. Catching sight of them as they were fitting arrows to their bows, it gave vent to a prolonged locomotive-express yell, and charged. Bladuds arrow hit it fair between the eyes, but stuck in the impenetrable skull. The shaft of the captain missed, and the javelin of Maikar went wildly wide of the mark.

By order of Bladud the three had separated a few yards from each other. Even in its rage the monster was perplexed by this, for it evidently perceived the impossibility of attacking three foes at the same moment. Which to go for was the question. Like an experienced warrior it went for the little one.

Maikar had drawn his last weapon  the short sword of bronze  and, like a brave man as he was, prepared to receive boarelry. Another instant and the enemy was upon him. More than that, it was over him, for, trusting to his agility  for which he was famed  he tried to leap to one side, intending to make a vigorous thrust at the same moment. In doing so his foot slipped; he fell flat on his side, and the boar, tripping over him, just missed ripping him with its fearful tusks. It fell, with a bursting squeak, beyond.

To leap up and turn was the work of an instant for the boar, and would have been the same for the man if he had not been partially stunned by the fall. As it was, the captain, who was nearest, proved equal to the emergency, for, using his javelin as a spear, he plunged it into the boars side. But that side was tougher than he had expected. The spear was broken by a sharp twist as the animal turned on its new foe, who now stood disarmed and at its mercy. Bladuds ponderous sword, however, flashed in the air at that moment, and fell on the creatures neck with a force that would have made Hercules envious if he had been there. Deep into the brawn it cut, through muscle, fat, and spine, almost slicing the head from the trunk, and putting a sudden stop to the last yell when it reached the windpipe. The boar rolled head over heels like a shot hare, almost overturning Bladud as it wrenched the sword from his hand, and swept the captain off his legs, carrying him along with it in a confusion of blood and bristles.

It was truly a terrific encounter, and as the prince stood observing the effect of his blow, he would probably have burst into a fit of laughter, had he not been somewhat solemnised by Captain Arkals fearful appearance, as he arose ensanguined, but uninjured, from the ground.




Chapter Eight.

Discovery and Flight.

Being now provided with material for making shields, they resolved to spend a day in camp. This was all the more necessary, that the shoes or sandals which they had worn at sea were not well suited for the rough travelling which they had now to undertake.

Accordingly they selected a spot on the brow of a hill from which the surrounding country could be seen in nearly all directions. But they were careful also to see that several bushes shielded themselves from view, for it was a matter of uncertainty whether or where natives might make their appearance.

Here, bathed in glorious sunshine, with a lovely prospect of land and water, tangled wood and flowery plains, to gladden their eyes, and the savoury smell of pork chops and turkey to tickle their nostrils, they spent two days in manufacturing the various necessary articles. Captain Arkal provided himself with a new javelin.

Maikar made another bow, and both fabricated tough round shields with double plies of the boars hide. Out of the same substance Bladud made a pair of shoes for each of them.

The sandals you wear at home, he said, are not so good as those used by us in Albion. They dont cover the feet sufficiently, and they expose the toes too much. Yet our sandals are easily and quickly made. Look here  I will show you.

His companions paused in their labour and looked on, while the prince took up an oblong piece of boar-hide, over a foot in length and six inches broad, which had been soaking in water till it had become quite soft and limp. Placing one of his feet on this he drew the pattern of it on the skin with a pointed stick. Around this pattern, and about a couple of inches from it, he bored a row of holes an inch or so apart. Through these holes he rove a thong of hide, and then rounded away the corners of the piece.

There, said he, placing his foot in the centre of it and drawing the thong, my sandal is ready.

The tightening of the thong drew up the edges of the shoe until they overlapped and entirely encased his foot.

Good, said the captain, but that kind of sandal is not new to me. Ive seen it before, not only in your country, but in other lands.

Indeed? Well, after all, it is so simple, and so likely to hit the minds of thoughtful men, that I doubt not it is used wherever travelling is bad or weather cold. We shall need such sandals in this land, for there is, no doubt, great variety of country, also of weather, and many thorns.

While our travellers were thus labouring and commenting on their work, unseen eyes were gazing at them with profound interest and curiosity.

A boy, or youth just emerging from the state of boyhood, lay low in a neighbouring thicket with his head just elevated sufficiently above the grass to enable his black eyes to peer over it. He was what we of the nineteenth century term a savage. That is to say, he was unkempt, unwashed, and almost naked  but not uneducated, though books had nothing to do with his training.

The prince chanced to look round, and saw the black eyes instantly, but being, as we have said, an adept in woodcraft  including savage warfare  he did not permit the slightest evidence of recognition to escape him. He continued his gaze in the same direction, allowing his eyes slowly to ascend, as if he were looking through the tree-tops at the sky. Then turning his head quietly round he resumed his work and whistled  for whistling had been invented even before that time.

Comrades, he said, after a few minutes, dont look up from your work, but listen. We are watched. You go on with your occupations as if all was right, and leave me to deal with the watcher.

His comrades took the hint at once and went quietly on with their labours, while the prince arose, stretched himself, as if weary of his work. After a few minutes of looking about him, as though undecided what to do next, he sauntered into the bush at the side of their encampment opposite to that where the watcher lay.

The moment he got out of range of the boys eyes, however, his careless air vanished, and he sped through the underwood with the quietness and something of the gait of a panther  stooping low and avoiding to tread on dead twigs. Making a wide circle, he came round behind the spot where the watcher was hid. But, trained though he had been in the art of savage warfare, the boy was equal to him. From the first he had observed in Bladuds acting the absence of that touch of nature which makes the whole world kin, and kept a bright look-out to his rear as well as in his front, so that when Bladud, despite his care, trod on a dry stick the boy heard it. Next moment he was off, and a moment after that he was seen bounding down the hill like a wild-cat.

The prince, knowing the danger of letting the boy escape and carry information to his friends, dashed after him at full speed  and the rate of his running may be estimated when it is remembered that many a time he had defeated men who had been victors at the Olympic games. But the young savage was nearly his match. Feeling, however, that he was being slowly yet surely overtaken, the boy doubled like a hare and made for a ridge that lay on his left. By that time the chase was in full view of the two men in camp, who rose and craned their necks in some excitement to watch it.

Hes after something, said the captain.

A boy! said Maikar.

Ay, and running him down, hand over hand.

There seems to be no one else in sight, so we dont need to go to his help.

If he needs our help hell come for it, returned the captain with a laugh, and it will puzzle the swiftest runner in the land to beat his long legs. See, hes close on the lad now.

True, responded the other, with a sigh of disappointment, but we shant see the end of it, for the boy will be over the ridge and out of sight before he is caught.

Maikar was right. Even while he spoke the youthful savage gained the summit, where his slim, agile figure was clearly depicted against the sky. Bladud was running at full speed, not a hundred yards behind him, yet, to the amazement of the spectators, the boy suddenly stopped, turned round, and waved his hand with a shout of defiance. Next moment he was over the ridge and gone. A few seconds later the prince was seen to halt at the same point, but instead of continuing the pursuit, he remained immovable for a few minutes gazing in front of him. Then he returned toward the encampment with a somewhat dejected air.

No wonder you look surprised, he said, on arriving. The other side of that ridge is a sheer precipice, down which I might have gone if I had possessed wings. There was no track visible anywhere, but of course there must have been a well-concealed one somewhere, for soon after I reached the top I saw the young wild-cat running over the plain far below. On coming to the edge of a long stretch of forest, he stopped and capered about like a monkey. I could see, even at that distance, that he was making faces at me by way of saying farewell. Then he entered the woods, and that was the end of him.

I wish it was the end of him, observed the captain, with something like a growl  for his voice was very deep, and he had a tendency to mutter when disturbed in temper. The monkey will be sure to run home and tell what hes seen, and so bring all his tribe about our ears.

Ay, not only his tribe, remarked Maikar, but his uncles, brothers, fathers, nephews, and all his kin to the latest walkable generation.

Are your weapons ready? asked Bladud, taking up his sword and putting on his helmet.

All ready, answered the captain, beginning to collect things I have just finished two head-pieces out of the boar-hide for myself and Maikar, which will turn an arrow or a sword-cut, unless delivered by a strong arm. Dont you think them handsome?

They are suitable, at any rate, said Maikar, for they are as ugly as our faces.

Come, then, we must make haste, for wild men are not slow to act, rejoined Bladud. By good fortune our way does not lie in the direction the boy took. We shall get as far away from them as possible, and travel during the night.

In a few minutes the little party  by that time fully equipped for the chase or war  were hurrying down the hillside in the direction of the setting sun. It was growing late in the evening, and as they reached the bottom, they had to cross a meadow which was rather swampy, so that their feet sank in some parts over the ankles.

I say, guide, observed Maikar, who, like his nautical commander, had small respect for rank, and addressed the prince by what he deemed an appropriate title, it has just come into my head that we are leaving a tremendous trail behind us. We seafaring men are not used to trouble our heads on that score, for our ships leave no track on the waves, but it is not so on the land. Wont these naked fellows follow us up and kill us, mayhap, when were asleep?

Doubtless they will try, answered Bladud, but we land-faring men are in the habit of troubling our heads on that score, and guarding against it. Do you see yonder stream, or, rather, the line of bushes that mark its course?

Ay, plainly.

Well, when we reach that, you shall see and understand without explanation.

On reaching the stream referred to, they found that it was a small, shallow one, with a sluggish current, for the plain through which it flowed was almost flat.

You see, said Bladud, pausing on the brink, that it flows towards the sea in the direction we have come from. Now step into the water and follow me down stream.

Down? exclaimed the captain in surprise, and with some hesitation. We dont want to return to the sea whence we have just come, do we?

Captain Arkal, returned Bladud, sternly, when you give orders on board ship, do you expect to have them questioned, or obeyed?

Lead on, guide, returned the captain, stepping promptly into the water.

For about a quarter of a mile the prince led his followers in silence and with much care, for it was growing very dark. Presently they came to a place where the banks were swampy and the stream deep. Here their guide landed and continued to walk a short distance down the bank, ordering his followers to conceal their track as much as possible, by closing the long grass over each footprint. The result, even to the unpractised eyes of the seamen, did not seem satisfactory, but their leader made no comment. After proceeding about fifty yards further, he re-entered the stream and continued the descent for about a mile. Then he stopped abruptly, and, turning round, said, Now, comrades, we will land for a moment, then re-enter the stream and ascend.

The astonishment of Captain Arkal was so great, that he was again on the point of asking an explanation, for it seemed to him that wandering down the bed of a stream for the mere purpose of turning and wandering up it, when haste was urgent, could only be accounted for on the supposition that the prince had gone mad. Remembering his previous rebuff, however, he kept silence.

On reaching the swampy part of the bank their leader did not land, but held straight on, though the water reached nearly to their armpits. They were somewhat cooled, but not disagreeably so, for the night was warm.

In course of time they reached the spot where they had first entered the stream. Passing it, without landing, they held on their course for a considerable distance, until they came to a place where the stream was not more than ankle-deep. Here Bladud paused a few moments and turned to his companions.

Now, captain, he said, with a smile that may be said to have been almost audible though not visible, do you understand my proceedings?

Not quite, though, to say truth, I begin to think you are not just so mad as you seemed at first.

Dont you see, continued the prince, that when we first came to the stream, I entered it so that our footprints on the bank would show clearly that we had gone downwards. This will show our pursuers, when they arrive here, that, though we are wise enough to take to the water because it leaves no footprints, we are not experienced enough to be careful as to concealing the direction we have taken. When they reach the swampy bank and deep water, they will be led to think we did not like getting wet, and the effort made to cover our footprints, will make them think that we are very ignorant woodsmen. Then, with much confidence, they will continue to follow down stream, looking on the banks now and then for our footprints, until they begin to wonder whether we intend to make a highroad of the river all the way to the sea. After that they will become perplexed, astonished, suspicious as to our stupidity, and will scurry round in all directions, or hold a council, and, finally they will try up stream; but it will be too late, for by that time we shall be far away on our road towards the setting sun.

Good! ejaculated Maikar, when this explanation was finished.

Good! echoed the captain, with an approving nod. You understand your business, I see. Shove out your oars. We follow.

Without further remark Bladud continued his progress up stream. It was necessarily slow at first, but as night advanced the moon rose, in her first quarter, and shed a feeble but sufficient light on their watery path.

At last they came to a place where the leaders sharp eye observed signs of the presence of man. Stopping short and listening intently, they heard subdued voices not far from the spot where they stood.

Stay where you are, whispered Bladud. Dont move. Ill return immediately.

He entered the bushes cautiously and disappeared. Standing there without moving, and in profound silence, under the dark shadow of an overhanging bush, it is no wonder that the captain and his comrade began to think the time very long, yet it was only a few minutes after he had left them that their guide returned.

Only a single family, he whispered three men, two women, and four children. We have nothing to fear, but we must pass on in silence.

The discovery of those natives obliged them to continue the march up the bed of the stream much longer than they had intended, and the night was far advanced before they thought it prudent to leave the water and pursue the journey on dry land.

Fortunately the country was open and comparatively free from underwood, so that they made progress much more rapidly; nevertheless, it was not thought safe to take rest until they had placed many a mile between them and the natives, who, it was thought probable, would be started in pursuit of them by the youth to whom Bladud had given chase.

Much wearied, and almost falling asleep while they advanced, the travellers halted at last in a dense thicket, and there, lying down without food or fire, they were soon buried in profound repose.




Chapter Nine.

Homecoming.

It is beyond the scope of this tale to describe minutely all that befell our adventurers on their long, fatiguing, and dangerous march through ancient Gaul, which land at that time had neither name nor history.

Suffice it to say that, after numerous adventures with savage beasts, and scarcely less savage men, and many hair-breadth escapes and thrilling incidents by flood and field, they at last found themselves on the shores of that narrow channel which separated the northern coast of Gaul from the white cliffs of Old Albion. They were guided thereto, as we have said, by the Pole-star, which shone in our sky in those days with its wonted brilliancy, though, probably, astronomers had not yet given to it a local habitation in their systems or a distinctive name.

Of course their passage through the land had been attended with great variety of fortune, good and bad. In some parts they met with natives who received them hospitably and sent them on their way rejoicing. Elsewhere they found banditti, fortunately in small bands, with whom they had to fight, and once they were seized and imprisoned by a tribe of inhospitable savages, from whom they escaped, as it were, by the skin of their teeth.

In all these vicissitudes the gigantic frame and the mild, kindly looks of Bladud went far to conciliate the uncertain, attract the friendly, and alarm the savage, for it is a curious fact, explain it how we may, that the union of immense physical power with childlike sweetness of countenance, has a wonderful influence in cowing angry spirits. It may be that strong, angry, blustering men are capable only of understanding each other. When they meet with strong men with womanlike tenderness they are puzzled, and puzzlement, we think, goes a long way to shake the nerves even of the brave. At all events it is well known that a sudden burst of wrath from one whose state of temper is usually serene, exerts a surprising and powerful effect on average mankind.

Whatever be the truth as to these things, it is certain that nearly every one who looked up at the face of Bladud liked him, and more than once when his ponderous sword sprang from its sheath, and his blue eyes flashed, and his fair face flushed, and his magnificent teeth went together with a snap, he has been known to cause a dozen men to turn and flee rather than encounter the shock of his onset.

Little Maikar, who was himself as brave as a lion, nearly lost his life on one occasion, because he was so taken up and charmed with the sight of one of Bladuds rushes, that he utterly forgot what he was about, and would have been crushed by the smite of a savage club, if the captain had not promptly turned aside the blow and struck the club-man down.

At last! exclaimed the prince, with a gaze of enthusiasm at the opposite cliffs, my native land! Well do I love it and well do I know it, for I have stood on this shore and seen it from this very spot when I was quite a boy.

Indeed! How was that? asked Arkal.

I used to be fond of the sea, and was wont to travel far from my fathers home to reach it. I made friends with the fishermen, and used to go off with them in their little skiffs. One day a storm arose suddenly, blew us off shore, and, when we were yet a long distance from this coast, overturned our skiff. What became of my companions I know not. Probably they were drowned, for I never more saw them; but I swam ashore, where I think I should have died of exhaustion if I had not been picked up by an old fisherman of this land, who carried me to his hut and took care of me. With the old man I remained several months, for the fishermen on the two sides of the channel had been quarrelling at the time, and the old man did not dare to venture across. I did not care much, for I enjoyed playing with his grandson, and soon learned their language. After a time the quarrelling ceased, and the old man landed me on my own side.

That is interesting. I only wish the old fisherman was here now with his skiff, for there is no village in sight and no skiff to be seen, so how we are to get over I cannot tell,  swimming being impossible and wings out of the question.

Ay, except in the case of fish and birds, observed Maikar.

True, and as we are neither fish nor birds, rejoined the captain, what is to be done?

We must find a skiff, said the prince.

Good, but where?

On the other side of yon bluff cape, replied Bladud. It was there that my friend the old fisherman lived. Mayhap he may live there still.

Pushing on along shore they passed the bold cape referred to, and there, sure enough, they found the old mans hut, and the old man himself was seated on a boulder outside enjoying the sunshine.

Great was his surprise on seeing the three strangers approach, but greater was his joy on learning that the biggest of the three was the boy whom he had succoured many years before.

After the first greetings were over, Bladud asked if he and his friends could be taken across in a skiff.

The old man shook his head.

All that I possess, he said, you are welcome to, but my skiff is not here, and if it was I am too old to manage it now. My son, your old companion, has had it away these two days, and I dont expect him home till to-morrow. But you can rest in my poor hut till he comes.

As there seemed nothing better to be done, the travellers agreed to this. Next day the son arrived, but was so changed in appearance, that Bladud would not have recognised his old playmate had not his father called him by name.

The skiff, although primitive and rude in its construction, was comparatively large, and a considerable advance on the dug-outs, or wooden canoes, and the skin coracles of the period. It had a square or lug-sail, and was steered by a rudder.

My son is a strange man, remarked the old fisherman, as the party sauntered down to the shore, up which the skiff had been dragged. He invented that skiff as well as made it, and the curious little thing behind that steers it.

Able and strange men seem to work their minds in the same way, returned Bladud; for the thing is not altogether new. I have seen something very like it in the East; and, to my mind, it is a great improvement on the long oar when the boat is driven through the water, but it is of no use at all when there is no motion.

No; neither is it of use when one wishes to sweep round in a hurry, observed the captain, when this was translated to him. If it had not been for my steering-oar bringing you sharp round when we were attacking the pirate, you would hardly have managed to spit the chief as you did, strong though you be.

It was found that the new style of skiff was a good sailer, for, although the wind was light, her lug-sail carried her over to the coast of Albion in about four hours.

There has been some bad feeling of late between the men from the islands and the men of our side  there often is, said the young fisherman, who steered. I am not sure that it will be safe to land here.

If that be so, hold on close along the shore in the direction of the setting sun, returned Bladud, and land us after nightfall. I know the whole country well, and can easily guide my comrades through the woods to my fathers town on the great river.

The young fisherman did not reply for a few seconds. He seemed in doubt as to this proposal.

There has been war lately, he said, between your father and the southern tribes, and it may be dangerous for so small a party to traverse the lands of the enemy. I would gladly go and help you, but what could one arm more do to aid you against a host? Besides, my father is dependent on me now for food. I may not forsake the old one who has fed and guarded me since I was a little boy.

Concern yourself not about that, friend, replied the prince. We need no help. During many days we have travelled safely enough through the great woods of the interior, and have held our own against all foes.

Without doubt we are well able to take care of ourselves, remarked the captain, though it is but fair to admit that we have had some trouble in doing so.

Ay, and some starvation, too, added Maikar; but having come safe over the mainland, we are not afraid to face the dangers of the isles, young man.

I said not that you were afraid, rejoined the fisherman, with something of dignified reproof in his manner; but it is not disgraceful for brave men to act with caution.

Well said, my old comrade! exclaimed Bladud; and so we shall be pleased if you will land us here. But your speech leads me to understand that you have had news of my fathers doings lately. Is the old man well?

Ay, King Hudibras is well, and as fond of fighting as ever, besides being well able for it. I am not sure that he would be pleased if he heard you call him the old man.

Indeed? Yet nearly fifty winters have passed over his head, and that is somewhat old for a warrior. And my mother and sister  have you heard of them?

Excellently well, I believe. At least, so I have been told by the Hebrew merchant who came over sea with one of the Phoenician ships, and wanders over the whole land with his pack of golden ornaments  which so take the fancy of the women, indeed of the men also. How the fellow escapes being robbed on his journeys is more than I can tell. It is said that he travels by night and sleeps in caves during the day. Some people even think that he is in league with evil spirits. I doubt that; but he told me the other day, when I met him on our side of the channel, that your sister is about to be married to a neighbouring chief  I forget his name  Gunrig, I think  with whom your father wishes to be on friendly terms.

Married! exclaimed Bladud, with a troubled look.

Ay, and it is said she does not like the match.

Does my mother approve of it?

I think not, though the Hebrew did not seem to feel quite sure on that point. But your father seems resolved on it, and you know he is not easily turned from his purpose when determined to have his way. He is more difficult to move than a woman in that matter.

Come, friend, said Bladud gravely, dont be too free in your remarks on my father.

And dont be too hard on the women-folk, added the captain, with a grim smile, they are not all alike. At least there is one that I know of in the East, whose spirit is like that of the lamb, and her voice like the notes of the songbird.

Maikar looked as if he were on the point of adding something to the conversation, but his thoughts seemed too deep for utterance, for he only sighed.

Land us in yon creek, said Bladud promptly. It seems that I have not returned home a moment too soon. There, under the cliff  so.

The skiff ran alongside of a ledge of rock as he spoke, and next moment the prince leaped upon the shores of his native land.

With a brief farewell to his old playmate, he turned, led his companions up the neighbouring cliff, and, plunging into the forest, set off at a pace which betrayed the urgency of his desire to reach home.

Although they travelled almost night and day, it took them the better part of two weeks to reach the river, on the banks of which King Hudibras chief town was built. They arrived at the eastern bank without mishap, and found that people were crowding over from the western side to attend some display or fête which was obviously going on there. Mingling with the crowd they went to the rivers edge, where numerous wooden canoes and coracles were busily engaged in ferrying the people over.

Approaching a man, whose apparel betokened him one of the poorer class, Bladud addressed him  

Can you tell me, friend, what is going on here to-day?

Truly you must be a stranger if you know not, for every one  far and near  has heard of the wedding of our kings pretty daughter.

Is she, then, married? asked the prince, scarcely able to conceal his anxiety.

Not yet, but she is to be married to-morrow  if no champion comes to claim her.

How? What mean you?

I mean what I say. Gunrig, the great chief whom she is to wed, is a proud and a stout man. Many chiefs have been courting the fair princess, and, in his pride of heart and strength, Gunrig has challenged any one to fight him in single combat, promising that the bride shall be given to the conqueror.

And does my  does the king agree to such a base proposal?

Well, he objected to it at first, but Gunrig is such a dangerous enemy, and his tribe so powerful, that the king has given in at last. Besides, he knows that the chief is so strong and big, and so well able to use his weapons, that none of the other chiefs are likely to venture a trial with him, or, if they do, they are sure to get the worst of it.

You dont seem to like this Gunrig, I think.

No. I hate him. Everybody hates him; he is such a proud brute, but what can we do? when the king commands, all must obey. If I was as big and stout as you are, added the man with a steady gaze at the prince, Id go at this fellow and win the fair princess myself.

Perchance I may have a try, returned Bladud with a light laugh. Does the princess hate him? and the queen?

Ay, worse than poison.

Come, let us go and see the sport, said the prince to his companions, as he hurried away from the river. You know our language well enough, I think, captain, to understand what has been said?

Ay, the most of it; and there is no doubt you are much wanted at this feast.

In a few minutes our travellers arrived at the suburbs of the little town, which was embosomed among trees and green fields.

As hundreds of people had come in from all the country round, and some of them were Phoenician mariners from ships then in port, our three adventurers might not have attracted much attention, had it not been for the towering height, stalwart frame, and noble bearing of Bladud. As it was, people commented on them, bestowing looks of admiration particularly on the prince, but they did not address or molest them in any way  supposing, of course, that they had come from a distance to see the show; though many wondered that such a strapping fellow as the tall one could have come to the land without having been heard of.

Perhaps he has only just arrived in one of the ships, was the sagacious remark of one.

But the ships have been here a long time, and we have seen all their crews, was the comment of another.

On arriving at the scene of festivities, they found that an immense assemblage encircled the arena, in which a number of young men were competing in athletic sports. The captain and Maikar gently elbowed their way to the front, where they could see what was going on.

I will remain in the back row where I can see well enough, said Bladud. Keep a look-out for me when you feel lost. I dont mean to make myself known just yet.




Chapter Ten.

The Sports.

At the further end of the ground enclosed for the sports, a slightly raised platform had been prepared for the king and his household. The royal party ascended it soon after the travellers arrived, but the distance was too great to permit of faces being distinguished. Bladud could easily perceive, however, the tall form of his father, and the graceful figure of his mother, as they took their places, closely followed by the chief warriors. These, however, did not bring their women  that privilege being reserved for the household of the king only. Close behind the king and queen walked the young Princess Hafrydda. She was not only graceful, but beautiful, being very fair like her mother, with light-blue eyes like those of her brother Bladud; she had peach-bloom cheeks, and a brow of snow, save where her cap failed to protect it from the sun.

After the princess, and shrinking behind her as if to escape the gaze of the courtiers, or rather warriors, who crowded the platform, came a girl of about nineteen summers, the companion of Hafrydda. Branwen was a complete contrast to her friend in complexion. She was the daughter of a famous northern chief, and was quite as beautiful as the princess, while her jet-black eyes and curly brown hair gave more of force and character to features which were delicately moulded.

There was reason for poor Branwens desire to escape observation, for the proud Gunrig was paying her attentions which were far too pointed and familiar in one who was about to marry the kings daughter. Indeed, it was whispered that he had changed his mind since he had seen Branwen, and would have even resigned the princess in her favour, if he had dared to offer such an affront to the king.

Hudibras himself was the last to ascend the platform. He was a fine-looking, portly man, with a great shock of black hair, a long beard, and limbs so well proportioned that he did not seem taller than other men until he stood beside them. He was a worthy sire of such a son as Bladud, though three inches shorter.

There was a sort of barbaric splendour in the costumes of both men and women, combined with some degree of graceful simplicity. The king was clothed in a softly-dressed deer-skin jacket, over which he wore a wolf-skin with the hair outside. A tunic of purple cotton, brought by Phoenician ships from the far East, covered him as far down as the knees, which were bare, while his lower limbs were swathed in strips of scarlet cloth. Leather sandals, resembling those made by Bladud while in Gaul, protected his feet. No crown or other token of royalty rested on his brow, but over his dark and grizzled locks he wore a species of leather skull-cap which, being exceeding tough, served the purpose of a helmet. On his breast was a profusion of ornaments in the form of beads and bosses of gold and tin, the former of which had been brought from the East, the latter from the mines of his native land. A bronze sword with an ivory sheath, inlaid with gold, hung at his left side, and a knife of the same material at his right. Altogether King Hudibras, being broad and strong in proportion to his height, presented a very regal appearance indeed, and bore himself with becoming dignity. He had married the daughter of a Norse Jarl; and his two children, Bladud and Hafrydda, had taken after their gentle mother in complexion and disposition, though they were not altogether destitute of a sub-current of their fathers passionate nature.

The nobles, or rather warriors  for ability to fight constituted nobility in those days  were clothed in garments which, with sundry modifications, resembled those of the king. As for the women of the court, their costumes were what may be styled flowing, and therefore graceful, though difficult to describe. Like their lords, they were profusely ornamented with precious metals and bands and loops of coloured cloth. Hafrydda and her companion Branwen allowed their hair to fall, after the manner of the times, in unrestrained freedom over their shoulders  that of the former resembling a cataract of rippling gold, while that of the latter was a wavy mass of auburn. Both girls wore wild flowers among their tresses. Of course the queen had rolled up her slightly grey hair in the simple knot at the back of the head, which is more becoming to age, and she wore no ornament of any kind on her head.

Public games are pretty much the same in all lands, and have probably been similar in all times. We shall not weary the reader by describing minutely all that went on. There was racing, of course, and jumping both with and without a run, as well as over a willow-wand held high. There was also throwing the heavy stone, but the method pursued in this feat was not in accordance with modern practice, inasmuch as the competitor turned his back to the direction in which the stone was to be thrown, heeled instead of toed the line, seized the stone with both hands and hurled it backwards over his head.

As the games proceeded it was evident that the concourse became much excited and deeply interested in the efforts of the various competitors  the king and his court not less so than the people.

After the conclusion of one of the races, Captain Arkal left the front row, and pushing his way towards Bladud, whispered  

It seems to me that you could easily beat the winner of that race, smart though he be. What say you? Will you try?

I fear being discovered by my father if I go so prominently before him, and I wish to announce myself in private.

Pooh! discovery is impossible! Have you not told me that you were a smooth-chinned boy, and not grown to near your present height when you left home? How can they ever recognise one who returns a sunburnt giant, with a beard that covers half his face?

Perhaps you are right, returned the prince, looking as if uncertain how to act; but the advice of little Maikar corresponding with that of the captain decided him.

In those primitive times the rules and ceremonies connected with games were few and simple. Entries were not arranged beforehand; men came and went, and competed or refrained, as they pleased, though, of course, there were a few well-known greyhound-like men and athletes who competed more or less in all games of the various districts around, and whose superlative powers prevented other ambitious men from becoming too numerous. These were, we may say, the professionals of the time.

No special costumes were worn. Each man, as he stepped to the front, divested himself of wolf-skin, deer-skin, boar-skin, or cat-skin mantle, and, perchance, also of his upper coat, and stood forth in attire sufficiently light and simple to leave his limbs unhampered.

A long race  ten times round the course  was about to come off, and the men were being placed by the judges, when Bladud pushed through the crowd and made his way to the starting-point. There was a murmur of admiration as his tall and graceful figure was seen to join the group of competitors in front of the royal stand. He gave the Greek letter Omicron as his name, and no further questions were asked him. Divesting himself of the rug or mantle, which he wore thrown over one shoulder after the manner of a plaid, he stood forth in the thin loose tunic which formed his only garment, and tightened his belt as he toed the line.

It was with a feeling of satisfaction that he observed several of the kings warriors among the runners, and one of these was Gunrig. Being an agile as well as a stout man, he did not consider it beneath his dignity to join in the sports.

The king himself gave the signal to start. He descended from his stand for the purpose, and Bladud was greatly pleased to find that though he looked at him he evidently failed to recognise him.

At the signal, about twenty powerful fellows  mostly young, though some were in the prime of life  started out at full speed for a short distance, as if to test each other; then they began to slow, so as not to break their wind by over-exertion at the beginning. Bladud felt at once that he was more than a match for the best of them, unless any one should turn out to have been concealing his powers. He therefore placed himself alongside of Gunrig, and kept at his elbow about half a foot behind him the first two rounds of the course.

At first Gunrig took no notice of this, but when he perceived that the tall stranger continued to keep the same position, he held back a little, intending to reverse the position for a time. But Bladud also held back and frustrated his intention. Exasperated by this, Gunrig put on what we in these times call a spurt, and went ahead at a pace which, in a few seconds, left most of the runners a good way behind. This was received by the spectators with a cheer, in which surprise was fully as prominent as satisfaction, for although they knew that the chief was celebrated for his speed of foot, few of them had actually seen him run before that day, and it at once became evident that if his endurance was equal to his speed, it would go hard with his competitors.

Bladud was left behind a few yards, but, without making a spurt, he lengthened his stride a little, and in a moment or two had resumed his former position at his rivals elbow.

A wild cheer of delight ensued, for now it was recognised that in all probability the race would lie between these two. As, however, all this occurred in the third round of the course, and all the other runners seemed to be doing their work with steady resolution, there was still the possibility of one or more of them proving themselves, by endurance perhaps, more than a match for the swift-footed. The excitement, therefore, became intense, and, as round after round of the course was completed the relative position of the various men changed considerably.

At the seventh round some, who had been husbanding their strength, let out, and, passing others with great ease, came close upon the heels of Gunrig and Bladud. This was, of course, a signal for enthusiastic cheering. Others of the runners, feeling that their chance of taking a respectable place was hopeless, dropped out of the race altogether and were cheered vociferously as they retired.

At last, in the eighth round, it became practically, as had been anticipated, a race between the leading two, for they were far ahead of all the others by that time, but occupied exactly the same relative position as before. Gunrig became so exasperated at this, that on commencing the ninth round, he made a sudden effort which carried him five or six yards ahead of his rival.

The spectators could not avoid cheering him at this, but the cheer was feeble.

The tall man is losing wind, cried one in a disappointed tone.

I feared his legs were too long, observed another. Most of the people, however, looked on in anxious silence.

I did not think he would give in so easily, murmured little Maikar regretfully.

He has not given in yet, returned the captain, with a satisfied nod. See  he pulls up!

This was true. To the unbounded surprise of the spectators, Bladud had actually stopped a moment to tighten his belt at the beginning of the tenth round. Then, to their still greater amazement, he put on what we may call an Olympic spurt, so that he overtook his rival in less than a quarter of a minute; passed him easily, ran over the rest of the course at a rate which had not been equalled since Old Albion was created, and passed the winning-post full five hundred yards in advance of Gunrig, amid yells of delight and roars of laughter, which continued for some time  bursting forth again and again as the novelty and surprise of the thing became more and more forced home to the spectators minds.

You have met more than your match to-day, Gunrig, remarked the king, with a laugh, as the defeated man strode angrily up to the platform.

I have met foul play, replied the chief angrily. He pretended that he could not run, else would I have put on more force. But it matters not. I will have another opportunity of trying him. Meanwhile, there is yet the heavy stone to throw. How now, wench? he added, turning fiercely on Branwen, who had nearly hidden her face in her shawl, do you try to hide that you are laughing at me?

Poor Branwen was in anything but a laughing mood. She was too much afraid of the fiery chief for that, and had merely covered her face, as a modern beauty might drop her veil, to avoid his gaze.

The fair-haired Hafrydda, however, was not so timid, her smile was evidently one of amusement at his defeat, which angered him all the more.

Gunrig, said the king, drawing himself up, and speaking impressively, remember that you are my guest, and that it ill becomes you to insult my women before my face.

Pardon me, replied the chief, with an effort to recover himself. You must remember that I am not accustomed to defeat.

True, returned the king blandly, so now you had better take to the heavy stone and come off the victor.

Gunrig at once went down into the arena and sent a challenge to Bladud.

The latter had returned to his place among the spectators, but his height rendered him easy to find. He accepted the challenge at once, and, as no other competitor for the heavy stone offered, the two had it all to themselves. This was no matter of wonder, for the heaviest stone among those laid out for trial was of a weight that many of the young men or warriors could barely lift, while the stoutest of them could not have thrown it more than a few feet.

Boiling over as he was with indignation, Gunrig felt as if he was endued with more than usual strength. He lifted the stone with ease, faced the platform, heeled the line, and hurled the stone violently over his head, so that it fell with a heavy thud far behind him. Then Bladud took it up.

Oh! what a stout man he is! whispered Branwen to Hafrydda, and what a handsome face!

That is true; and I hope he will win, replied the princess.

Hush! child, the king will be displeased if he hears you, said her mother earnestly. What ever you think, keep silence.

The queen spoke with such unwonted energy that Hafrydda was surprised, but her thoughts were instantly diverted to Bladud, who made a magnificent cast and sent the stone a yard further than his opponent. But Gunrig seized it again and hurled it a foot beyond that.

Well done, said the king. Go on. It is the best in three heaves that wins.

Bladud grasped the stone and hurled it back over his head with all his force. Up and up it went as if it had resolved to become an aerolite and visit the moon! Then down it came with a mighty thud ten yards beyond Gunrigs mark.

Once more the air rang with the enthusiastic plaudits of the multitude, while the king ordered the victor to approach the stand.

Bladud did so with some trepidation, for now he knew that he would have to speak, and feared that though his appearance had not betrayed him, his voice would probably do so.




Chapter Eleven.

A Notable Duel Followed by Changes and Plots.

Every eye was riveted with admiration and curiosity on the young stranger as he approached.

You have acquitted yourself well, young man, said the king, and it becomes us to invite you to our palace and to ask if we can serve you in any way.

Bladud had a deep voice, and, by way of increasing his chances of concealing his identity, he pitched it a note or two lower than usual as he replied.

I thank you, sir, for your hospitality and gladly accept it. As to your offer to serve me, I would count it a favour if you will permit me to enter into combat with one of your friends.

Indeed! exclaimed the king, in great surprise, that is a strange request, but I may not deny you. Which of my warriors may it be?

It is none of your warriors, sir, answered Bladud, but one of your guests who has, I am told, challenged whoever will to fight him for the hand of your fair daughter. I am here now to accept that challenge and to fight with Gunrig if he will.

Assuredly, young man, your ambition or presumption seems equal to your prowess, returned the king with an offended look; know ye not that this challenge was delivered to chiefs of this country, not to unknown strangers, and although I admit that your tongue seems well accustomed to our language, it has a foreign smack about it which does not belong to those who are home-bred.

I am a chief, answered Bladud, proudly, and this is my native land.

What is your name, then, and where come ye from? demanded the king.

That I may not answer just now, but I am here, in your power, if what I say be not found true, you may do what you will with me. Meanwhile I ask permission to accept the challenge.

At this point Gunrig, unable to restrain himself longer, sprang forward.

Grant him permission, king, he cried. If I were not ready to abide by my word I were not worth my salt. Nay, indeed, whether you grant him permission or not I will fight him, for he has twice beaten me this day, and now insults me, therefore there is a deadly feud between us.

You were always a hot-head, Gunrig, replied the king, with a grim smile. But have your way. Only it does not follow that if you lose the day I will give my child to the conqueror.

Be that as you choose, said Gunrig, I am now ready.

As he spoke the fiery chief grasped his shield, leaped down into the arena and drew his sword.

Bladud was not slow to follow. In those days action usually followed close on the heels of purpose, and as the laws of chivalry had not yet been formulated there was no braying of trumpets or tedious ceremonial to delay the combat.

Oh! I do hope he will conquer, whispered the Princess Hafrydda to her dark-eyed companion, and save me from that horrid man.

I hope so too, returned Branwen, in a subdued voice, but

She stopped abruptly, and a blush deepened the rich colour of her cheek, which she sought to conceal by drawing her shawl still closer over it. This was needless, for the clash of swords at the moment, as the combatants met in deadly conflict, claimed the exclusive attention of the damsels, and caused the entire concourse to press close around the barricades with eager interest.

A strange way to mark his home-coming, muttered Captain Arkal, thrusting himself as near to the scene of action as possible, closely followed by Maikar, who, being little, kept easily in his wake.

He knows well what hes about, returned the little man, whose admiration for Bladud was great, and his belief in him unbounded.

Maikar was one of those men  of whom there are no doubt thousands  who powerfully appreciate, almost venerate, and always recognise, the spirit of justice when displayed by their fellows, although they may not always be aware of the fact that they do recognise it  hence his belief in the prince.

A good day for the land if that long-legged fellow slays him, remarked one of the crowd.

Thats true, said another.

Indeed, this seemed to be the opinion of most of the spectators; there was also a general expression of confidence that the stranger was sure to be victorious, but some objectors  of whom there are, and necessarily must be a considerable number in the world  held that Gunrig was a stout man to tackle, and it was not always length of limb that gained the day.

Such comments, however, were not numerous, for the concourse soon became too deeply absorbed to indulge in speech.

The fight that now ensued gave some weight to the objectors views.

At first the combatants rushed at each other with the ferocity of men who mean to settle a dispute by instant and mutual destruction, and there was a sort of gasp of excited surprise among the people as the two swords fell at the same moment with something like a thunderclap on the respective shields. Feeling that neither could overcome the other by the might of a resistless blow, each, after one or two rapid cuts, thrusts, and guards, ascertained that his adversary was so nearly his match as to render great care needful. They retired a few paces, and then advancing, settled down to their work, point to point and foot to foot.

Gunrig, although inferior in stature to the prince, was about equal to him in strength and weight, and, being a trained warrior in the prime of life, was possessed of a sturdy endurance which, to some extent, made up for the others superior agility. In other respects they seemed well matched, for each was highly trained and expert in the use of his weapons.

After a second onset, somewhat similar to the first, and with much the same result, the two went at each other with cut and thrust so rapidly that it was almost impossible to distinguish their swords as they flashed like gleaming flames in the sunshine.

Suddenly Gunrig drew back, and, springing at the prince with uplifted weapon, as if to cut him down, changed the attack into a quick thrust which, passing under the youths uplifted shield, went straight to his breast. But the quick eye of Bladud detected the intention in time. Leaping lightly backward, he caused the thrust to come short; at the same time he returned with a quick thrust at the chiefs right shoulder which took effect slightly. Giving him no time to recover, he made a sweeping cut at Gunrigs neck, which, had it fallen, would have shorn his head from his shoulders, but the chief, instead of guarding it, suddenly stooped, and, as the sword passed whistling above him, returned with a thrust so fierce that it pierced right through the thick shield opposed to it.

Here was an opportunity of which Bladud was not slow to avail himself. Although the arm which held it was slightly wounded, he gave the shield a violent and sudden twist, which not only held the weapon fast but nearly wrenched it out of the chiefs hand. An ordinary sword would have been snapped, but Gunrigs weapon was a big bronze one that had done service in many a fray, and its owners hand was strong. He held it fast, but before he could withdraw it and recover himself Bladud cut him fair over the head. Whether it was accident or design no one could tell, but the flat instead of the edge of his sword descended on the headpiece, and the blow which should otherwise have cleft his adversary to the chin only stretched him insensible on the field.

A great sigh of relief, mingled with wild cheers of satisfaction, greeted this effective termination of the fight, and the king was evidently not ill-pleased.

Pick him up, some of you, he said, pointing to the prostrate Gunrig, and carry him to the palace. See that he is well cared for. Go, Branwen, and see that everything is properly done for him.

Branwen at once left the stand, and the king, descending into the arena, proceeded to congratulate the victor.

Before he could do so, however, to his unbounded surprise, the queen also descended with her daughter and threw her arms round the princes neck, while Hafrydda seized his hand and covered it with kisses.

Body of me! am I dreaming? cried the king, after a few moments of speechless amazement.

Oh! Bladud, exclaimed the queen, looking up in his smiling face, did you really think you could deceive your own mother? Fie, fie, I would have recognised you if you had come with your face painted black.

By this time the king had recovered, and realised the fact that his long-lost son had returned home. He strode towards him, and, grasping his hand, essayed to speak, but something in his throat rendered speech impossible. King Hudibras was a stern man, however, and scorned to show womanly weakness before his people. He turned suddenly round, kicked a few courtiers out of his way, remounted the platform, and, in a loud voice, announced the conclusion of the sports.

Great was the rejoicing among the people assembled there, when the news spread that the long-lost Prince Bladud had returned home, and that the tall youth who had defeated Gunrig was he, and they cheered him with even more zest and energy than they had at the moment of his victory.

Meanwhile Gunrig, having been conveyed to the residence of the king, was laid on a couch. The palace was, we need scarcely say, very unlike our modern palaces, being merely a large hut or rude shanty of logs, surrounded by hundreds of similar but smaller huts, which composed this primitive town. The couch on which the chief lay was composed of brushwood and leaves. But Gunrig did not lie long upon it. He was a tough man, as well as a stout, and he had almost recovered consciousness when the princess, returning from the games, arrived to assist her friend in attending to the kings commands.

She found Branwen about to enter the chamber, in which the chief lay, with a bandage.

Hast heard the news? she asked, with a gladsome smile.

Not I, replied Branwen, in a rather sharp tone.

Whatever it is, it seems to have made you happy.

Truly it has. But let us go in with the bandages first. The news is too good to be told in a hurry.

The sound of their voices as they entered aroused Gunrig completely, and he rose up as they approached.

My father sent us, said the princess in some confusion, to see that you are well cared for. Your wounds, I hope, are not dangerous?

Dangerous, no; and they will not prevent me from speedily avenging myself on the young upstart who has appeared so suddenly to claim you for a bride. Stay, you need not go so quickly, or toss your head in pride. I will stand by my word, and let him keep who wins. But I have a word to say to you, Branwen. Come along with me.

Wooers among the ancient Albionites were not, it would seem, celebrated for politeness  some of them, at least! The chief seized the shrinking girl by the wrist as he spoke, and led her out of the house and into a neighbouring thicket, where he bade her sit down on a fallen tree.

Now, he said, sitting down beside her, and putting his arm round her waist, despite her objections, this young turkey-cock has fairly won Hafrydda, and he is welcome to her for all that I care  that is, if he lives to claim her hand after our next meeting, for, since Ive seen your pretty face, Branwen, I would rather wed you than the fairest lass that ever owned to Norland blood. What say you to take the princesss place and become my wife?

Oh! no, no, exclaimed Branwen, in great distress, trying to disengage his arm, you love Hafrydda, and it is impossible that you can love us both! Let me go.

Im not so sure that I ever really cared for the princess, replied the chief; but of this I am quite sure, that I never loved her half as much as I love you, Branwen.

The girl tore herself away from him, and, standing up with flushed face and flashing eyes, exclaimed  

Shame would crush you, if you were a brave man, for uttering such a speech. But you are not brave; you are a coward, and your late opponent will teach you that. Be sure that I will never consent to wed one who is a disgrace to manhood.

A fierce scowl crossed Gunrigs swarthy countenance, but it passed in a moment, and a look of admiration replaced it as he looked up with a smile.

I like maids with your temper, he said, still keeping his seat, but you forget that if the king so wills it, you shall be compelled to accept me, and I think the king will scarce dare to thwart my wishes, especially now that another man has a right to the princess.

I defy you, returned the girl, still at a white heat of indignation, and if the king tries to force me to wed you, I will defy him too! The young stranger will be my champion  or, if he should refuse, there are other ways by which a helpless girl may escape from tyrants.

She turned with these words and fled. Gunrig sprang up to pursue, but, fortunately for the girl, a modest bramble, that scarce ventured to raise its branches above the ground, caught his foot and sent him headlong into a rotten stump, which seemed only too ready to receive him. Extracting his head from its embrace, he stood up in a bewildered frame of mind, found that the light-footed Branwen had escaped him, and sat down again on the fallen tree to recover his equanimity.

Meanwhile the poor girl ran back to the palace, rushed into Hafryddas room, threw herself on a couch, and burst into tears.

This was such an unwonted exhibition of weakness in Branwen that the princess stood looking at her for a few moments in silent surprise. Then she sought to comfort her, and made her relate, bit by bit, with many a sob between, what had occurred.

But why do you cry so bitterly? asked Hafrydda. It is so unlike you to give way to despair. Besides, you defied him, you say, and you were right to do so, for my dear father will never force you to wed against your wishes.

I know better, returned the other, with some bitterness. Did he not intend to make you wed against your wishes?

That is true, replied the gentle Hafrydda, with a sigh. But I am saved from that now, she added, brightening up suddenly, and that reminds me of the good news. Do you know who the handsome youth is who rescued me from this monster?

No, I dont; and Im sure I dont care, answered Branwen, with a touch of petulance. At all events, I suppose you will be glad of the change of husbands.

He will never be my husband, returned the princess, somewhat amused by her friends tone, for she suspected the cause. He is my brother Bladud  my long-lost brother!

The change that came over Branwens pretty face on hearing this was remarkable.

Your brother! she exclaimed. No wonder that he is beautiful, as well as brave!

A merry laugh broke from the princess as she kissed her friend. Well, but, she said, what will you do? You know that always, when I have been perplexed or in trouble, I have come to you for help and advice. Now that things are turned the other way, I know not what advice to give you.

I have settled what to do, answered Branwen, drying her eyes, and looking up with the air of one whose mind has been suddenly and firmly made up. Your father, I know, will consent to Gunrigs wishes. If he did not, there would be war again  horrible war  between the tribes. I will never be the cause of that if I can help it. At the same time, it would kill me to wed with Gunrig. I would rather die than that; therefore  I will run away.

And leave me? exclaimed the princess anxiously.

Well, I should have to leave you, at any rate, if I stay and am compelled to marry Gunrig.

But where will you run to?

That I will not tell, lest you should be tempted to tell lies to your father. Just be content to know that I shall not be far away, and that in good time you shall hear from me. Farewell, dear Hafrydda, I dare not stay, for that  that monster will not be long in hatching and carrying out some vile plot  farewell.




Chapter Twelve.

Plots and Plans.

About three miles beyond the outskirts of King Hudibras town  the name of which has now, like many other things, been lost in the proverbial mists of antiquity  an old man dwelt in a sequestered part of the forest. His residence was a dry cave at the foot of a cliff, or, rather, a rude hut which, resting against the cliff, absorbed the cave, so to speak, into its rear premises.

The old man had a somewhat aquiline nose, a long white beard, and a grave, but kindly, expression of countenance. He was one of the sons of Israel  at that time not a despised race. Although aged he was neither bowed nor weak, but bore himself with the uprightness and vigour of a man in his prime. When at home, this man seemed to occupy his time chiefly in gathering firewood, cooking food, sleeping, and reading in a small roll of Egyptian papyrus which he carried constantly in his bosom.

He was well known, far and near, as Beniah the merchant, who trafficked with the Phoenician shipmen; was a sort of go-between with them and the surrounding tribes, and carried his wares from place to place far and wide through the land. He was possessed of a wonderful amount of curious knowledge, and, although he spoke little, he contrived in the little he said to make a favourable impression on men and women. Being obliging as well as kind, and also exceedingly useful, people not only respected Beniah, but treated him as a sort of semi-sacred being who was not to be interfered with in any way. Even robbers  of whom there were not a few in those days  respected the Hebrews property; passed by his hut with looks of solemnity, if not of awe, and allowed him to come and go unchallenged.

Most people liked Beniah. A few feared him, and a still smaller number  cynics, who have existed since the days of Adam  held him to be in league with evil spirits. He was a tall, stalwart man, and carried a staff of oak about six feet long, as a support during his travels. It had somehow come to be understood that, although Beniah was pre-eminently a man of peace, it was nevertheless advisable to treat him with civility or to keep well out of the range of that oaken staff. Possibly this opinion may have been founded on the fact that, on one occasion, three big runaway Phoenician seamen, who thought they would prefer a life in the woods to a life on the ocean wave, had one evening been directed to Beniahs hut as a place where strangers were never refused hospitality when they asked it with civility. As those three seamen made their appearance in the town that same evening, in a very sulky state of mind, with three broken heads, it was conjectured that they had omitted the civility  either on purpose or by accident. Be this as it may, Beniah and his six-foot staff had become objects of profound respect.

Evening was drawing on and Beniah was sitting on a stool beside his open door, enjoying the sunshine that penetrated his umbrageous retreat, and reading the papyrus scroll already referred to, when the figure of a woman approached him with timid, hesitating steps. At first the Hebrew did not observe her, but, as she drew nearer, the crackling of branches under her light footsteps aroused him. He looked up quickly, and the woman, running forward, stood before him with clasped hands.

Oh! sir, she exclaimed, have pity on me! I come to claim your protection.

Such protection as you need and I can give you shall have, my daughter; but it is a strange request to make of such a man, in such a place, and at such a time. Moreover, your voice is not quite strange to me, added the old man with a perplexed look. Surely I have heard it before?

Ay, Beniah, you know my voice and have seen my face, said the woman, suddenly removing her shawl and revealing to the astonished eyes of the old man the pretty head and face of Branwen with her wealth of curling auburn hair.

Child, exclaimed the Hebrew, rising and letting fall his roll, while he took her hand in both of his, what folly have you been guilty of, for surely nothing but folly could move you thus to forsake the house of your friends?

Ay, father, you say truth, returned the girl, her courage returning as she noted the kindly tone of the old mans voice. Folly is indeed the cause of it, but it is the folly of man, not of women.

Branwen then gave him a detailed account of the duel between Bladud and Gunrig, as well as of the subsequent proceedings of the latter, with regard to herself.

The face of the old man elongated as she proceeded with her narration, and as it was long by nature  the face, not the narration  its appearance when she had concluded was solemnising in the extreme.

Assuredly you are right, my child, for it is amazing folly in such a man as Gunrig to suppose he is a fitting mate for you,  though it is no folly in him to wish to get you for a wife,  and it is no folly in you to flee from such an undesirable union. But how to help you in this matter is more difficult to conceive than anything that has puzzled my brain since the day I left Tyre.

Can you not conceal me here till we have time to think what is best to be done? asked Branwen simply, for I will die rather than wed this  this monster Gunrig!

The Hebrew smiled pitifully, for he saw in the maidens face and bearing evidence of a brave, resolute spirit, which would not condescend to boasting, and had no thought of using exaggerated language.

Truly I will conceal you  for a time. But I cannot leave you here alone when I go on my wanderings. Besides, the king will send out his hunters all over the land  men who are trained to note the slightest track of bear, deer, and wolf, and they will find it easy work to discover your little footprints. No doubt, near the town, and even here where many wanderers come and go, they will fail to pick up the trail, but if you venture into the lonely woods the footmarks will certainly betray you, and if I go with you, my doom will be fixed, for my big sandal is as well known to the kings hunters as the big nose on my face, or the white beard on my chin.

Poor Branwen became, and looked, very miserable on hearing this, for the idea of hunters and footprints had not once occurred to her.

Oh what, then, is to be done? she asked with a helpless yet eager look.

For some time the old man sat in silence, with closed eyes as if in meditation. Then he said, with a sad smile, that he supposed there was nothing for it but to reveal one of his secrets to her.

I have not many secrets, Branwen, he said, but the one which I am about to reveal to you is important. To make it known would be the ruin of me. Yet I feel that I may trust you, for surely you are a good girl.

No, Im not, cried Branwen, with a look of firmness, yet of transparent honesty, that amused her companion greatly; at least, she continued in a quieter tone, I dont feel good, and the queen often tells me that I am very naughty, though I sometimes think she doesnt mean it. But when I think of that  that monster and his insult to my dear Hafrydda, and his impudence in wanting me. Oh! I could tear him limb from limb, and put the bits in the fire so that they could never come together again!

My dear child, returned Beniah remonstratively, while she paused with flashing eyes and parted lips, as though she had not yet given vent to half her wrath, whatever other folk may say or think of you, you are good enough in my esteem, but it is wrong to give way thus to wrath. Come, I will reveal my little secret, and it behoves us to be quick, for they will soon miss you and send the hunters on your track.

As he spoke the Hebrew led the refugee through his hut and into the cave beyond, the darkness at the further end of which was so great, that it would have been impossible to see but for a stone lamp which stood in a recess in the wall. This revealed the fact that the place was used as a kitchen.

That is my chimney, said Beniah, taking up the lamp and holding it so that a large natural hole or crack could be seen overhead, it formed an outlet to the forest above  though the opening was beyond the reach of vision. The same crack extended below in the form of a yawning chasm, five or six feet wide. There seemed to be nothing on the other side of this chasm except the wall of the cliffs; but on closer inspection, a narrow ledge was seen with a small recess beyond. Across the chasm lay a plank which rested on the ledge.

This is my secret  at least part of it, said the Hebrew, pointing to the plank which bridged the chasm. Give me your hand; we must cross it.

Branwen possessed a steady as well as a pretty head. Placing her hand unhesitatingly in that of her guide, she quickly stood on the ledge, close to a short narrow passage, by which they reached a smaller cave or natural chamber in the solid rock. Here, to the girls intense surprise, she found herself surrounded by objects, many of which she had never seen before, while others were familiar enough. Against the wall were piled webs of cloth of brilliant colours, and garments of various kinds. In one corner was a heap of bronze and iron weapons, shields and other pieces of Eastern armour, while in a recess lay piled in a confused heap many Phoenician ornaments of gold, silver, and bronze, similar to those which were worn by the warriors and chief men of King Hudibras court. It was, in fact, the stock in trade of the Hebrew  the fount at which he replenished his travelling pack; a pack which was a great mystery to most of his friends, for, however much they might purchase out of it, there seemed to be no end to its inexhaustible power of reproduction.

Here, said Beniah, amused at the girls gaze of astonishment, ye will be safe from all your foes till a Higher Power directs us what shall be done with you, for, to say truth, at this moment my mind is a blank. However, our present duty is not action but concealment. Water and dried fruit you will find in this corner. Keep quiet. Let not curiosity tempt you to examine these things  they might fall and cause noise that would betray us. When danger is past, I will come again. Meanwhile, observe now what I am about to do, and try to imitate me.

He returned to the entrance, and, taking up the plank-bridge, drew it into the passage, guiding its outer end on a slight branch, which seemed to have fallen across the chasm accidentally, but which in reality had been placed there for this purpose. Then, sliding it out again, he refixed it in position.

Is that too hard for you? Try.

Branwen obeyed, and succeeded so well, that old Beniah commended her on her aptitude to learn.

Now be careful, he added, when about to re-cross the bridge. Your life may depend on your attention to my instructions.

But what if I should let the plank slip? said she in sudden anxiety.

There is another in the cave on the floor. Besides, I have two or three planks in the forest ready against such a mishap. Fear not, but commit yourself to the All-seeing One.

He crossed over alone, leaving the girl on the other side, and waited till she had withdrawn the bridge, when he returned to the mouth of the outer cave, and sat down to continue the perusal of his roll. Branwen meanwhile returned to the inner cave, or store, and sat down to meditate on thoughts which had been awakened by the Hebrews reference to the All-seeing One. She wondered if there was an All-seeing One at all, and, if there was, did He see all the wickedness that was done by men  ay, and even by women! and did He see the thoughts of her mind and the feelings of her heart?

It will be gathered from this, that the maiden was considerably in advance of the uncivilised age in which she lived, for the ancient inhabitants of Albion were not addicted to the study of theology, either natural or speculative.

If I but knew of such an All-seeing One, she murmured, I would ask Him to help me.

Raising her eyes as she spoke, she observed the goods piled round the walls, and the light of the lamp  which had been left with her  glittered on the trinkets opposite. This was too much for her. It must be remembered that, besides living in a barbarous age, she was an untutored maiden, and possessed of a large share of that love for pretty things, which is  rightly or wrongly  believed to be a peculiar characteristic of the fair sex. Theology, speculative and otherwise, vanished, she leaped up and, forgetting her hosts warning, began to inspect the goods.

At first conscience  for she had an active little one  remonstrated.

But, she replied, silently, with a very natural tendency to self-justification, although Beniah told me not to touch things, I did not promise not to do so?

True, but your silence was equivalent to a promise, said something within her.

No, it wasnt, she replied aloud.

Yes, it was, retorted the something within her in a tone of exasperating contradiction.

This was much too subtle a discussion to be continued. She brushed it aside with a laugh, and proceeded to turn over the things with eager admiration on her expressive face. Catching up a bright blue-and-scarlet shawl, large enough to cover her person, she threw it over her and made great, and not quite successful, efforts to see her own back. Suddenly she became motionless, and fixed her lustrous brown eyes on the roof with almost petrified attention.

A thought had struck her! And she resolved to strike it back in the sense of pursuing it to a conclusion.

The very thing, she said, recovering from petrification, and Ill do it!

The preliminary step to doing it seemed to be a general turn over of the Hebrews shawls, all of which, though many were beautiful, she rejected one after another until she found an old and considerably worn grey one. This she shook out and examined with approving nods, as if it were the finest fabric that ever had issued from the looms of Cashmere. Tying her luxuriant hair into a tight knot behind, and smoothing it down on each side of her face, and well back so as not to be obtrusive, she flung the old shawl over her head, induced a series of wrinkles to corrugate her fair brow; drew in her lips so as to conceal her teeth, and, by the same action, to give an aquiline turn to her nose; bowed her back, and, in short, converted herself into a little old woman!

At court, Branwen had been celebrated for her powers of mimicry, and had been a source of great amusement to her companions in the use  sometimes the abuse  of these powers; but this was the first occasion on which she had thought of personating an old woman.

Having thus metamorphosed herself, she looked eagerly round as if in search of a mirror. It need scarcely be said that glass had not been heard of by the natives of the Tin Islands or of Albion at that time, nevertheless, mirrors were not unknown. Espying in a corner, a great bronze shield, that might once have flashed terror at the siege of Troy  who knows  she set it up against the wall. It was oval in shape, and presented her face with such a wide expanse of cheeks, that she laughed lightly and turned it the other way. This arrangement gave her visage such lengthened astonishment of expression, that she laughed again, but was not ill pleased at her appearance on the whole.

To make the illusion perfect, she sought and found an article of dress, of which the Albionic name has been forgotten, but which is known to modern women as a petticoat. It was reddish brown in colour, and, so far, in keeping with the grey old shawl.

While she was busy tying on this garment, and otherwise completing her costume, almost quite forgetful in her amusement of the danger which had driven her to that strange place, she heard voices in the outer cave, and among them one which turned her cheeks pale, and banished every thought of fun out of her heart. It was the voice of Gunrig!

That doughty warrior  after having partially regained the equanimity which he had sat down on the fallen tree to recover  arose, and returned to his apartment in the palace for the double purpose of feeding and meditation. Being a robust man, he did not feel much the worse for the events of the morning, and attacked a rib of roast beef with gusto. Hearing, with great surprise, that his late antagonist was no other than Bladud, the long-lost son of the king, he comforted himself with another rib of roast beef, and with the reflection that a prince, not less than a man-at-arms, is bound to fight a duel when required to do so. Having finished his meal, he quaffed a huge goblet of spring water, and went out to walk up and down with his hands behind his back.

Doubtless, had he lived in modern days, he would have solaced himself with a glass of bitter and a pipe, but strong drink had not been discovered in those islands at the time, and smoking had not been invented. Yet it is generally believed, though we have no authentic record of the fact, that our ancestors got on pretty well without these comforts. We refrain, however, from dogmatising on the point, but it is our duty to state that Gunrig, at all events, got on swimmingly without them. It is also our duty to be just to opponents, and to admit that a pipe might possibly have soothed his wrath.

Of course, on hearing of Branwens flight, the indignant king summoned his hunters at once, and, putting the enraged Gunrig himself at the head of them, sent him fuming into the woods in search of the runaway. They did not strike the trail at once, because of, as already explained, the innumerable footprints in the neighbourhood of the town.

We cant be long of finding them now, remarked the chief to the principal huntsman, as they passed the entrance to Beniahs retreat.

It may be as well to run up and ask the old man who lives here if he has seen her, replied the huntsman. He is a man with sharp eyes for his years.

As you will, said Gunrig sternly, for his wrath had not yet been appreciably toned down by exercise.

They found the Hebrew reading at his door.

Ho! Beniah, hast seen the girl Branwen pass this way to-day? cried Gunrig as he came up.

I have not seen her pass, replied the Hebrew, in a tone so mild that the angry chief suspected him.

Shes not in your hut, I suppose? he added sharply.

The door is open, you may search it if you doubt me, returned the Hebrew with a look of dignity, which he knew well how to assume.

The chief entered at once, and, after glancing sharply round the outer room entered the kitchen. Here Beniah showed him the chimney, pointed out the yawning chasm below, and commented on the danger of falling into it in the dark.

And what is there beyond, Hebrew? asked the chief.

Beniah held up the lamp.

You see, he said, the rock against which my poor hut rests.

Then the old man referred to the advantages of the situation for supplying himself with food by hunting in the forest, as well as by cultivating the patch of garden beside the hut, until his visitor began to show signs of impatience, when he apologised for intruding his domestic affairs at such a time, and finally offered to join and aid the search party.

Aid us! exclaimed Gunrig in contempt. Surely we need no aid from you, when we have the kings head-huntsman as our guide.

That may be true, chief, nevertheless in the neighbourhood of my own hut I could guide you, if I chose, to secret and retired spots, which it would puzzle even the head-huntsman to find. But I will not thrust my services upon you.

You are over-proud for your station, returned the chief angrily, and were it not for your years I would teach you to moderate your language and tone.

For a moment the eyes of the old man flashed, and his brows contracted, as he steadily returned the gaze of Gunrig. In his youth he had been a man of war, and, as we have said, his strength was not yet much abated by age, but years and deep thought had brought wisdom to some extent. With an evident effort he restrained himself, and made no reply. The chief, deeming his silence to be the result of fear, turned contemptuously away, and left the hut with his followers.

During this colloquy, poor Branwen had stood in the dark passage, listening and trembling lest her hiding-place should be discovered. She was a strange compound of reckless courage and timidity  if such a compound be possible. Indignation at the man who had slighted her bosom friend Hafrydda, besides insulting herself, caused her to feel at times like a raging lion. The comparative weakness of her slight and graceful frame made her at other times feel like a helpless lamb. It was an exasperating condition! When she thought of Gunrig, she wished with all her heart and soul that she had been born a big brawny man. When she thought of Bladud, nothing could make her wish to be other than a woman!

As she stood there listening, there occurred a slight desire to clear her throat, and she almost coughed. The feeling came upon her like a shock  what if she had let it out! But a sneeze! It was well known that sneezes came even to people the most healthy, and at moments the most inopportune, and well she knew from experience that to repress a sneeze would ensure an explosion fit to blow the little nose off her face. If a sneeze should come at that moment, she was lost!

But a sneeze did not come. The olfactory nerves remained placid, until the visitors had departed. Then she retreated to the inner cave, drew the grey shawl over her head, and awaited the development of her plans.

Presently she heard footsteps, and the voice of the Hebrew calling to her softly, but she took no notice. After a moment or two it sounded again, somewhat louder.

Still no answer.

Then Beniah shouted, with just a shade of anxiety, Branwen!

Receiving no reply, he ran in much alarm for one of his spare planks; thrust it over the chasm; crossed, and next moment stood in the inner cave the very embodiment of astonished consternation, for Branwen was gone, and in her place stood a little old woman, with a bowed form, and a puckered-up mouth, gazing at him with half-closed but piercingly dark eyes!

The Hebrew was almost destitute of superstition, and a man of great courage, but this proved too much for him. His eyes opened with amazement; so did his mouth, and he grew visibly pale.

The tables were turned at this point. The mans appearance proved too much for the girl. Her eyes opened wide, her brilliant teeth appeared, and, standing erect, she burst into a fit of merry laughter.

Child! exclaimed Beniah, his usually grave mouth relaxing into a broad smile, which proved that his teeth were not less sound than his constitution, you have shown to me that fear, or something marvellously like it, is capable of lurking within my old heart. What mean you by this?

I mean that there is an idea come into my head which I shall carry out  if you will allow me. I had thought at first of staying with you as your grand-daughter or your niece, but then it came into my head that I could not live long here in such a character without some one who knew me seeing me and finding me out  though, let me tell you, it would not be easy to find me out, for I can change my look and voice so that none but those who know me well could discover me. Then the idea of being an old woman came into my head, and  you can speak to my success. There is nothing more natural than that you should have an old woman to take care of your house while you go on your travels; so I can stay till you go and see my father and tell him to send for me.

Your father lives very far from here, returned the Hebrew, with the lines of perplexity still resting on his brow.

That is true; but Beniahs legs are long and his body is strong. He can soon let my father know of his daughters misfortune. You know that my father is a powerful chief, though his tribe is not so strong in numbers as the tribe of King Hudibras, or that  that fiend Gunrig. But his young men and my brothers are very brave.

Well, let it be as you say, for the present, my child, and you may consider this cave your private chamber while you remain in my house. But let me advise you to keep close when I am absent, and do not be tempted to prove the strength of your disguise. It may not be as perfect as you think, and your voice may betray you.

Having agreed upon this temporary plan, the Hebrew departed to make preparations for a long journey, while Branwen busied herself in arranging the apartment in which, for some time at least, she hoped to remain in hiding.




Chapter Thirteen.

Mother and Son.

We need scarcely say that the search for Branwen proved fruitless. Gunrig and the hunters returned to town crestfallen at being unable to discover the trail of a girl, and the chief went off in undiminished wrath to his own home  which was distant about a days journey on foot from the capital of King Hudibras.

Even in those savage times warriors were not above taking counsel, occasionally, with women. The king went to consult on the situation with the queen, the princess, and Bladud; while Gunrig sought advice and consolation from his mother. Of course neither of these men would for a moment have admitted that he needed advice. They only condescended to let their women-folk know what had occurred, and hear what they had to say!

Why, do you think, has the ungrateful child fled? asked the king in some indignation.

I cannot imagine, answered the queen. We have all been so kind to her, and she was so fond of us and we of her. Besides, her visit was not half over, and her father would not be pleased if she were to return home so soon and so unexpectedly.

Of course Hafrydda knew the cause, but she maintained a discreet silence.

Return home! echoed the king in contempt, how can a little delicate thing like her return home through miles and miles of forest swarming with wild beasts and not a few wilder men? Impossible! My hunters must go out again, every day, till she is found. I will lead them myself since they seem to have lost the power of their craft.

Is this little delicate thing as beautiful as my sister describes her to be? asked Bladud, somewhat amused by his fathers tone and manner.

Ay, that she is, answered the king. Beautiful enough to set not a few of my young men by the ears. Did you not see her on the platform at the games  or were you too much taken up with the scowling looks of Gunrig?

I saw the figure of a young woman, answered the prince, but she kept a shawl so close round her head that I failed to see her face. As to Gunrig, I did not think it worth my while to mind him at all, so I saw not whether his looks were scowling or pleased.

Ha! boy  he gave you some trouble, notwithstanding.

He has gone away in anger at present, however, so we will let him be till he returns for another fight.

Gunrig, meanwhile, having reached his town or village, went straight to the hut in which his mother dwelt and laid his troubles before her. She was a calm, thoughtful woman, very unlike her passionate son.

It is a bad business, she remarked, after the chief had described the situation to her, and was striding up and down the little room with his hands behind his back, and will require much care in management, for King Hudibras, as you know, is very fierce when roused, and although he is somewhat afraid of you, he is like to be roused to anger when he comes to understand that you have jilted his daughter.

But I have not jilted her, said Gunrig, stopping abruptly in his walk, and looking down upon his parent. That ass Bladud won her, and although he does turn out to be her brother, that does not interfere with his right to break off the engagement if so disposed. Besides, I do not want to wed the princess now. I have quite changed my mind.

Why have you changed your mind, my son?

Because I never cared for her much; and since I went to visit her father I have seen another girl who is far more beautiful; far more clever; more winning, in every way.

The woman looked sharply at the flushed countenance of her son.

You love her? she asked.

Ay, that do I, as I never loved woman before, and, truly, as I think I never shall love again.

Then you must get her to wife, my son, for there is no cure for love.

Oh, yes, there is, mother, was the light reply of the chief, as he recommenced to pace the floor. Death is a pretty sure and sharp cure for love.

Surely you would not kill yourself because of a girl?

Gunrig burst into a loud laugh, and said, Nay, truly, but death may take the girl, or death may take me  for, as you know, there is plenty of fighting among the tribes, and my day will surely come, sooner or later. In either case love will be cured.

Can you guess why this girl has fled? asked the woman.

Gunrigs brows contracted, and a grim smile played on his lips as he replied, after a brief pause  

Well, I am not quite sure, mother. It may be that she is not too fond of me  which only shows her want of taste. But that can be cured when she finds out what a fine man I am! Anyhow, I will have her, if I should have to hunt the forest for a hundred moons, and fight all the tribes put together.

And how do you propose to go about it, my son?

That is the very thing I want you to tell me. If it were fighting that had to be done I would not trouble you  but this is a matter that goes beyond the wisdom of a plain warrior.

Then, if you would gain your end, my son, I should advise you to send a message to King Hudibras by one of your most trusty men; and let the message be that you are deeply grieved at the loss of his daughters hand; that

But Im nothing of the kind, mother, so that would not be true.

What does it matter whether true or not, if the king only believes it to be true?

I dont quite agree, mother, with your notions about truth. To my mind a warrior should always be straightforward and say what he means.

Then go, my son, and tell the king what you have just told me, and he will cut your head off, replied the dame in a tone of sarcasm.

If I act on that advice, I will take my warriors with me and carry my sword in my hand, so that his head would stand as good a chance of falling as mine, returned Gunrig with a laugh. But go on with your advice, mother.

Well, say that you feel in honour bound to give up all claim to his daughters hand, but that, as you want a wife very much to keep your house as your mother is getting too old, you will be content to take his visitor, Branwen, and will be glad to help in the search for her. Will you send that message?

It may be that I will. In any case Ill send something like it.

So saying the chief turned abruptly on his heel and left the room.




Chapter Fourteen.

A Terrible Calamity.

It may be imagined that the return home of Prince Bladud was the cause of much rejoicing in the whole district as well as in his fathers house. At first the king, being, as we have said, a very stern man, felt disposed to stand upon his dignity, and severely rebuke the son who had run away from home and remained away so long. But an undercurrent of tenderness, and pride in the youths grand appearance, and great prowess, induced him to give in with a good grace and extend to him unreserved forgiveness.

As for the queen, she made no attempt to conceal her joy and pride, and the same may be said of the princess.

There was instituted a series of fêtes and games in honour of the return of the prodigal, at which he was made  not unwillingly  to show the skill which he had acquired from practising with the competitors at the Olympic games, about which the islanders had heard from Phoenician traders from time to time, and great was the interest thus created, especially when he showed them, among other arts, how to use their fists in boxing, and their swords in guarding so as to enable them to dispense with a shield. But these festivities did not prevent him from taking an interest in the search that his father and the hunters were still making for Branwen.

When many days had passed, however, and no word of her whereabouts was forthcoming, it was at last arranged that a message regarding her disappearance should be sent to her fathers tribe by a party of warriors who were to be led by the prince himself.

I will go gladly, he said to his sister, a day or two before the party was to set out. For your sake, Hafrydda, I will do my best to clear up the mystery; and I think it highly probable that I shall find the runaway safely lodged in her fathers house.

I fear not, returned Hafrydda, with a sad look. It seems impossible that she could have made her way so far alone through the wild forests.

But she may not have been alone. Friends may have helped her.

She had no friends in the town, having been here but a short time, objected the princess. But do your best to find her, Bladud, for I feel quite sure that you will fall in love with her when you see her.

The youth laughed.

No fear of that, he said, many a pretty girl have I seen in the East; nevertheless I have, as you see, left them all without a thought of ever returning again.

But I did not say you would fall in love with Branwen because she is pretty. I feel sure that you will, because she is sweet, and merry, and good  yet thoughtful  wonderfully thoughtful!

Ay, and you may add, said the queen, who came into the room just then, that she is sometimes thoughtless and wonderfully full of mischief.

Nay, mother, you are not just, returned the princess. Her mischief is only on the surface, her thoughtfulness lies deep down.

Well, well, whatever may be the truth regarding her, I shall not trouble my head about her; for I have never yet felt what men call love, and I feel sure I never shall.

I like to hear you say that, brother, rejoined Hafrydda; for I have noticed, young though I am, that when men say they will never fall in love or marry, they are always pretty near the point of doing one or both.

But poor Bladud was destined to do neither at that time, for an event was hanging over him, though he knew it not, which was to affect very seriously the whole of his after life.

For several days previous to the above conversation, he had felt a sensation that was almost new to him  namely, that of being slightly ill. Whether it was the unwonted exertions consequent on his efforts at the games, or the excitement of the return home, we cannot say, but headache, accompanied by a slight degree of fever, had troubled him. Like most strong men in the circumstances, he adopted the Samsonian and useless method of shaking it off! He went down into the arena and performed feats of strength and agility that surprised even himself; but the fever which enabled him to do so, asserted itself at last, and finally compelled him to do what he should have done at first  pocket his pride and give in.

Of course we do not suggest that giving in to little sensations of ailment is either wise or manly. There are duties which call on men to fight even in sickness  ay, in spite of sickness  but showing off in the arena was not one of these.

Be this as it may, Bladud came at last to the condition of feeling weak  an incomprehensible state of feeling to him. He thereupon went straight home, and, flinging himself half petulantly on a couch, exclaimed Mother, I am ill!

My son, I have seen that for many days past, and have waited with some anxiety till you should come to the point of admitting it.

And now that I have admitted it, returned the youth with a languid smile, what is to be done?

The answer to that question was not the simple one of modern days, Send for the doctor, because no doctors worthy of the name existed. There was, indeed, a solemn-visaged, long-headed, elderly man among King Hudibras followers who was known as the medicine-man to the royal household, but his services were not often in request, because people were seldom ill, save when they were going to die, and when that time came it was generally thought best to let them die in peace. This medicine-man, though a quack in regard to physic, was, however, a true man, as far as his knowledge went in surgery  that is to say, he was expert at the setting of broken bones, when the fractures were not too compound; he could bandage ordinary wounds; he had even ventured into the realm of experimental surgery so far as to knock out a decayed back tooth with a bronze chisel and a big stone. But his knowledge of drugs was naturally slight, and his power of diagnosis feeble. Still, unworthy though he may be of the title, we will for convenience style him the doctor.

My poor boy, said the queen, in answer to his question, and laying her hand on his hot brow, I am so sorry that we cannot have the services of our doctor, for he is away hunting just now  you know he is very fond of the bow and line. Perhaps he may

Oh, never mind the doctor, mother, said Bladud impatiently, with that slighting reference to the faculty which is but too characteristic of youth; what do you think ought to be done? You were always doctor enough for me when I was little; youll do equally well now that I am big.

Be not hasty, my son. You were always hot-headed and

Im hot-headed now, at all events, and argument wont tend to cool it. Do what you will with it, for I can stand this no longer. Cut it off if you like, mother, only use a sharp knife and be quick about it.

In those days, far more than in this our homeopathic era, it was the habit of the mothers of families to keep in store certain herbs and roots, etcetera, which, doubtless, contained the essences now held in modern globules. With these they contrived decoctions that were unquestionably more or less beneficial to patients when wisely applied. To the compounding of something of this sort the queen now addressed herself. After swallowing it, the prince fell asleep.

This was so far well; but in the morning he was still so far from well, that the visit to Branwens father had to be postponed. Several days elapsed before the doctor returned from his hunting expedition. By that time the fever had left the prince. He began to get somewhat better, and to go about, but still felt very unlike his old self. During this what we may style semi-convalescent period, Captain Arkal and little Maikar proved of great use and comfort to him, for they not only brought him information about the games  which were still kept up  but cheered him with gossipy news of the town in general, and with interesting reminiscences of their late voyage and the Eastern lands they had so recently left.

One day these faithful friends, as well as the queen and princess, were sitting by Bladuds couch  to which unaccountable fits of laziness confined him a good deal  when the medicine-man was announced.

He proceeded at once to examine the patient, while the others stood aside and looked on with that profound respect which ignorance sometimes, though not always, assumes in the presence of knowledge.

The doctor laid his hand on Bladuds brow, and looked earnestly into his eyes. Then he tapped his back and chest, as if to induce some one in his interior to open a door and let him in  very much as doctors do now-a-days. Then he made him remove his upper garments, and examined his broad and brawny shoulders. A mark, or spot, of a whitish appearance between the left shoulder and the elbow, at once riveted his attention, and caused an almost startled expression on his grave countenance. But the expression was momentary. It passed away and left the visage grave and thoughtful  if possible, more thoughtful than before.

That will do, he said, turning to the queen. Your treatment was the best that could have been applied. I must now see his father, the king.

Alone? asked the queen.

Alone, replied the doctor.

Well, what think ye of Bladud? asked the king, when his physician entered his chamber, and carefully shut the door.

He is smitten with a fatal disease, said the doctor in a low, earnest voice.

Not absolutely fatal? cried the king, with sudden anxiety.

As far as I know it is so. There is no cure that I ever heard of. Bladud is smitten with leprosy. It may be years before it kills him, but it will surely do so at last.

Impossible  impossible! cried the king, becoming fierce and unbelieving in his horror. You are too confident, my medicine-man. You may, you must, be mistaken. There is a cure for everything!

Not for leprosy, returned the doctor, with sad but firm emphasis. At least I never heard of a cure being effected, except by some of the Eastern wise men.

Then, by all the gods that protect our race and family, my son shall return to the East and one of these wise men shall cure him  else  else  Have ye told the queen?

Not yet.

That is well. I will myself tell her. Go! This summary dismissal was nothing new to the doctor, who understood the king well, and sympathised with his obvious distress. Pausing at the door, however, he said  

I have often talked with Phoenician captains about this disease, and they tell me that it is terribly infectious, insomuch that those who are smitten with it are compelled to live apart and keep away from men. If Bladud remains here the disease will surely spread through the house, and thence through the town.

Poor Hudibras fell into a chair, and covered his face with both hands, while the doctor quietly retired.

It is impossible to describe the consternation that ensued when the terrible fact was made known. Of course the news spread into the town, and the alarm became general, for at various times the Phoenician mariners had entertained the islanders with graphic descriptions of the horrors connected with this loathsome disease, and it soon became evident, that even if the king and his family were willing to run the risk of infection by keeping Bladud near them, his people and warriors would insist on the banishment of the smitten man.

To Bladud himself the blow was almost overwhelming  almost, but not quite, for the youth was possessed of that unselfish, self-sacrificing spirit which, in all ages of the worlds history, has bid defiance to misfortune, by bowing the head in humble submission to the will of God. He knew well the nature of the dread disease by which he had been attacked, and he shuddered at the thought that, however long he might be spared to live, it would sap his strength, disfigure his person, and ultimately render his face hideous to look upon, while a life of absolute solitude must from that day forward be his portion. No wonder that in the first rush of his dismay, he entertained a wild thought of putting an end to his own existence. There was only one gleam of comfort to him, and that was, the recollection that he had caught the disease in a good cause  in the rescue of a poor old woman from destruction. The comfort of the thought was not indeed great, still it was something in the awful desolation that overwhelmed him at the time.

While travelling in the East, a short time previous to setting sail for home, he had come across an old woman who was being chased by a wild bull. Her flight would have been short-lived in any case, for there chanced to be a steep precipice not far from her, towards which she ran in her terror and scrambled hastily down until she reached a spot where she could go no further without losing her foothold. To the rock she clung and screamed in her despair.

It was her screams that first attracted Bladuds attention. Rushing forward, he was just in time to see the bull  which could not check its mad career  plunge over the cliff, at the bottom of which it was killed by the fall.

Bladud at once began to descend to the help of the poor woman. As he did so, the words unclean! unclean! met his ear. The woman was a leper, and, even in her dire extremity, the force of habit caused her to give the usual warning which the Eastern law requires. A shudder passed through the princes frame, for he knew well the meaning of the cry  but as he looked down and saw the disfigured face and the appealing eyes turned towards him, a gush of intense pity, and of that disregard of self which is more or less characteristic of all noble natures, induced him to continue his descent until he reached the poor creature. Grasping her tightly round the waist, he assisted her up the perilous ascent, and finally placed her in safety at the top of the cliff.

For a time Bladud felt some anxiety as to the result of the risk he had run, but did not mention his adventure to any one. Gradually the fear wore off, and at length that feeling of invulnerability which is so strong in youth, induced him to dismiss the subject from his thoughts altogether. He had quite forgotten it until the doctors statement fell upon him with the stunning violence of a thunder-clap.

It is usually when deep sorrows and great difficulties are sent to them, that men and women find out the quality of their natures. Despair, followed by listless apathy, might well have seized on one who, a few days before, possessed all the advantages of great physical strength and manly beauty, with what appeared to be sound health and a bright life before him. But, instead of giving way, he silently braced himself for a lifelong conflict. He did not turn, in his extremity, to the gods of his fathers  whatever these might be  for he did not believe in them, but he did believe in one good supreme Being. To Him he raised his heart, offered an unspoken prayer, and felt comforted as well as strengthened in the act.

Then, being a man of prompt action, he thoughtfully but quickly formed his plans, having previously made fast his door  for well he knew that although his strong-minded father might keep him at arms-length, his loving mother and sister would not only come to talk with him, but would, despite all risks, insist on embracing him.

That he was not far wrong was proved the same evening, for when the king revealed the terrible news to his wife and daughter, they went straight to Bladuds door and knocked for admission.

Who goes there? demanded the prince.

Your mother. Let me in, Bladud.

I may not do so just now, dear mother. Tomorrow you shall know all. Rest content. I feel better.

In the dead of night Bladud went out softly and sought the hut where Captain Arkal and Maikar slept. He found them conversing in great sorrow about the terrible calamity that had overtaken their friend when he entered. They started up in surprise to receive him.

Keep off, he said, shrinking back. Touch me not! I know not whether the disease may not be catching even at its present stage. Sit down. I will stand here and tell you what I want you to tell my mother in the morning.

The two men silently obeyed, and the prince continued.

I am on the point of leaving home  it may be for ever. The Disposer of all things knows that. The disease, as you know, is thought to be incurable. If so, I shall die where no one shall find me. If health returns I shall come back. It will be of no use to search for me; but I think that will not be attempted. Indeed, I know that my father would be compelled to banish me if I wished to remain at home. It is partly to spare him the pain of doing so that I banish myself of my own accord; and partly to avoid leaving infection behind me that I go without farewell. Let my dear mother and sister understand this clearly  and  comfort them if you can.

But where will you go to and what will you do? asked the captain anxiously.

That I do not yet know. The forests are wide. There is plenty of room for man and beast. This only will I reveal to you. To-night I shall call at the hut of Beniah the Hebrew. He is a wise man and will advise me. If I send news of myself it shall be through him. But tell not this to any one. It would only bring trouble on the old man. Farewell, my comrades. I will remember you as brothers  always. May the All-powerful One watch over us.

Unable to restrain himself, little Maikar sprang up with the obvious intention of rushing at his friend and seizing his hand, but the prince stepped back, shut the door against him, and, in another moment, was gone.




Chapter Fifteen.

An Eavesdropper in the Cave.

An hour later Beniah the Hebrew, who had been obliged to postpone for a time his journey to the North, was startled by hearing footsteps approaching his hut in the dell. It was so unusual an event at that hour of the night, that he arose quickly and grasped the six-foot staff which was his only weapon.

At a much earlier hour Branwen had retired to rest in the inner cave, and was buried in that profound sleep which proverbially accompanies innocence and youth. The noise in the outer cave partially aroused her, but, turning on her other side with a profound sigh, she prepared for a little more of the perquisites of innocence and youth. Presently she was startled into a condition of absolute wide-awakeness by the sound of a well-known voice, but it suddenly changed into that of the Hebrew.

Ive dreamt it, I suppose, she muttered, in a tone of regret; nevertheless, she listened.

Come in, said Beniah, evidently to some one outside of his door.

I may not enter  I am a leper, answered the first voice; and Branwen sat up, with her great beautiful eyes opened to the utmost, and listening intently, though she could not make out clearly what was said.

It matters not; I have no fear. Come in. What! Prince Bladud! exclaimed Beniah in astonishment as our hero entered.

Even so. But how is it that you know me?

I saw you once, and, once seen, you are not easily forgotten. But what mean ye about being a leper?

Keep at a safe distance, and I will tell you.

Hereupon the prince began to give the old man an account of his illness; the opinion expressed by the doctor as to its nature; and the determination he had formed of forsaking home, and retiring to the solitude of some unfrequented part of the forest for the remainder of his life.

It would have been a sight worth looking at  had there been light to see it  the vision of Branwen, as she stood in the passage in partial deshabille, with her eyes wide, her lips parted, her heart beating, and a wealth of auburn hair curling down her back, listening, as it were, with every power of her soul and body. But she could not hear distinctly. Only a disconnected word reached her now and then. In a state of desperate curiosity she returned to her cave.

A few minutes later a noise was heard by the two men in the outer cave; and a little old woman in a grey shawl was seen to thrust a plank over the chasm and totter across towards them.

Poor Beniah was horrified. He did not know what to do or say. Happily he was one of those men whose feelings are never betrayed by their faces.

The old woman hobbled forward and sat down on a stool close to them. Looking up in their faces, she smiled and nodded.

In doing so she revealed the fact that, besides having contorted her face into an unrecognisable shape, she had soiled it in several places with streaks of charcoal and earth.

Who is this? asked Bladud in surprise. Before the old man could reply, the old woman put her hand to her ear, and, looking up in the princes face, shouted, in tones that were so unlike to her own natural voice that Beniah could scarce believe his ears  

What say you, young man? Speak out; Im very deaf.

With a benignant smile Bladud said that he had merely asked who she was.

Havent you got eyes, young man? Dont you see that Im a little old woman?

I see that, returned the prince, with a good-humoured laugh; and I fear youre a deaf old woman, too.

Eh? she said, advancing her head, with her hand up at the ear.

You seem indeed to be extremely deaf, shouted the prince.

What does he say? demanded the old woman, turning to the Hebrew.

By this time Beniah had recovered his self-possession. Perceiving that the maiden was bent on carrying out her rôle, and that he might as well help her, he put his mouth close to her ear, and shouted in a voice that bid fair to render her absolutely deaf  

He says he thinks you are extremely deaf; so I think you had better hold your tongue and let us go on with our conversation.

Deaf, indeed! returned the woman in a querulous tone; so I am, though I hear you well enough when you shout like that. Perhaps hell be as deaf as I am when hes as old. Theres nothing like youth for pride and impudence. But go on, never mind me.

Shes a poor creature who has sought refuge with me from her persecutors, said Beniah, turning to the prince, while the old woman fell to crooning a wild song in a low voice, accompanying the music  if such it may be called  by a swaying motion of her body to and fro.

Seeing that she meant to sit there, and that she apparently heard nothing, Bladud resumed the conversation where it had been interrupted.

Now, as I was saying, you know the country in all directions, and can tell me of the most likely part where I can find what I want  a solitude where I shall be able to escape from the face of man, and build a hut to live in till I die. It may be long, it may be short, before death relieves me. Meanwhile, I can hunt and provide myself with food till the time comes.

The crooning of the old woman stopped at this point, and she sank her face on her hands as if she had fallen asleep.

I know of a man  a hunter, said Beniah, a wild sort of being, who lives a long way from here, in a beautiful part of the land, where there is a wonderful swamp with a hot spring in the midst of it. Besides hunting, the man who lives there cultivates the ground a little, and keeps a few cattle and pigs. It may be that he can put you in the way of finding what you want; and you need not tell him about your disease, for you are not yet sure about it. Thus you will have an opportunity of keeping out of the way of men until you find out whether the doctor is right about it. He may be wrong, you know. Diseases sometimes resemble each other without being the same.

Bladud shook his head.

There can be no doubt that I am doomed, he said. I know the disease too well.

The Hebrew also believed that, if the doctor was right in his opinion, there was no hope for the youth. Being unwilling, however, to dwell upon this point, he asked  

How did you come by it?

Very simply, answered the prince, who thereupon entered into a graphic account of the incident which we have already recorded. Having done so, he made up his mind, after some further talk, to pay a visit to the hunter who dwelt in the region of the Hot Swamp.

But you will not surely go without arms? said Beniah.

Why not? If I am doomed to die at any rate, why should I take the life of any man to save my own?

Let me at least give you a bow and a sheaf of arrows. You cannot procure food without these.

Well, you are right. I will accept your kind offer. To say truth, my heart was so crushed at first by this blow, that such matters did not occur to me when I left; for it is terrible to think of having to die of a slow disease without father, mother, or sister to comfort one!

It is indeed, my son, returned Beniah with much feeling. If you will accept it, I can give you a word of comfort.

Give it me, said Bladud; for I need it much,  if it be but true.

It is true, returned the Hebrew earnestly; for in one of the books of our holy men who spoke for the All-Father, it is written, When my father and my mother forsake me, then the Lord will take me up.

It is a good word, returned the prince; and I can well believe it comes from the All-Father, for is He not also All-Good? Yet I can scarcely claim it as mine, for my father and mother have not forsaken me, but I them.

A few minutes more, and Bladud rose to depart. He took the bow and arrows in his left hand, and, totally forgetting for the moment the duty of keeping himself aloof from his fellow-men, he shook hands warmly with Beniah, patted the old woman kindly on the shoulder, and went out into the dark night.

The moment he was gone Branwen started up with flashing eyes that were still bedewed with tears, and seized the old mans hand.

Child, he said, thou hast been weeping.

Who could listen to his telling of that old womans escape from the bull and the precipice without tears? she replied. But tell me, what is this terrible disease that has smitten the prince?

It is one well known and much dreaded in the East  called leprosy.

Here the Hebrew went into a painfully graphic account of the disease; the frightful disfigurement it caused, and its almost, if not quite, certain termination in death.

And have the queen and Hudibras actually let him go away to die alone? she exclaimed.

Not so, my child. Before you interrupted us he told me that he had left home by stealth on purpose. But, Branwen, continued the old man with some severity, how could you run such a risk of being discovered?

I ran no risk, she replied, with a laugh.

Besides, it was not fair to pretend to be deaf and thus obtain all his secrets.

I dont care whether it was fair or not, replied the girl with a wilful shake of her head. And was it fair of you to back me up as you did?

Your rebuke is just, yet it savours of ingratitude. I should not have done so, but I was completely taken aback. Do you know that your face is dirty?

I know it. I made it so on purpose. Now tell me  when are you going away to tell my father and brothers about me?

I shall probably start to-morrow. But many days must pass before I can bring them here, for, as you know, their town is a long way off. But, child, you do not seem to reflect that you have betrayed me.

How? asked Branwen, wonderingly.

Did you not thrust out the plank and cross over before the very eyes of Bladud?

Branwen pursed her lips into the form of an O and opened her eyes wide.

I never thought of that! she said. But after all it does not matter, for the prince took no notice of the plank, and he is not the man to go and betray secrets!

The Hebrew laughed, patted the girl on the head and sent her off to rest. Then he busied himself in making preparation for his too long-delayed journey.

Next morning, before daybreak, he set off, leaving Branwen in charge of the hut, with strict orders to keep well out of sight. If any one should come to it she was to retreat to the inner cavern and withdraw the bridge.

They may do as seemeth to them good in the outer hut. There is nothing there worth stealing, and they are welcome to make themselves at home.

The Hebrew went on his mission; arrived in due time at his journeys end; reported Branwens dilemma; guided a party of stout warriors under her father Gadarn, and led them to his hut in the dell in the dead of a dark night, for it was no part of the programme to abduct the girl by main force, unless peaceful or stealthy measures should prove unsuccessful. When, however, he reached the dell and entered his dwelling, he found that the bird had flown! Every nook and cranny of the place was carefully searched; but, to the consternation of the Hebrew, and the wrath of Gadarn and his men, not a vestige of Branwen was to be found.




Chapter Sixteen.

Adventures in the Forests.

Poor Branwen! it was an unfortunate day for her when, in her youthful ignorance and recklessness, she took to the wild woods, resolved to follow Bladud to his destination and secretly wait there and watch over him like a guardian angel, as it were, until the terrible disease should lay him on his deathbed, when she would reveal herself and nurse him to the end!

Let not the reader suppose there was any lack of maiden modesty in this resolve. It must be borne in mind that Branwen was little more than a child in experience; that she was of an age at which the world, with all its affairs, is enveloped in a halo of romance; that her soul had been deeply stirred by the story of the rescue of the leprous old woman, and her pity powerfully aroused by the calm, though hopeless, tones of the doomed man when he spoke of his blighted prospects. Rather than leave him to die in absolute solitude she would sacrifice everything, and, in spite of infection and disfigurement, and the horrible nature of a disease which eats away the features before it kills, she would soothe his dying hours. Besides this, it must be remembered that our ancestors notions of propriety were somewhat different from ours, and  well, it was about eight hundred years B.C!

Whether love was a factor in her resolve we cannot say, but we are firmly convinced that, if it were, she was ignorant of the fact.

It is, however, one thing to resolve  quite another thing to carry resolution into effect. Branwen had, in an incidental way, obtained from her protector, Beniah, information as to the direction in which the hunter of the Hot Swamp lived, and the distance to his dwelling; but when she actually found herself in the forest, with nothing to guide her save the position of the sun  and, on cloudy days not even that  she began to realise somewhat of the difficulties that attended her enterprise, and when, on the first night, she crouched among the forked branches of an old oak, and heard the cries of wolves and other wild creatures, and even saw them prowling about by the light of the moon as it flickered through the foliage, she began to appreciate the dangers.

She had not, indeed, been so foolish as to set out on her expedition without a certain amount of forethought  what she deemed careful and wise consideration. She knew that by noting the position of the sun when at its highest point in the sky she could follow pretty closely the direction which Beniah had pointed out to her. She was quite aware that food was absolutely necessary to life, and had packed up a large bundle of dried meat, and also provided herself with one of her hosts bows and a sheaf of arrows. Besides this, she knew, like every girl of the period, how to snare rabbits, and was even expert in throwing stones, so that, if it should come to the worst, she could manage to subsist on little birds. As to sleeping at night, she had been accustomed, as a little girl, to climb trees, which faculty had not yet departed from her, and she knew well that among the branches of many kinds of trees there were cosy resting-places where neither man nor beast would be likely to discover her. She had also some idea of what it is to follow a trail, for she had often heard the kings chief hunter refer to the process. As it was certain that Bladud, being an enormously big man, would leave a very obvious trail behind him, she would follow that  of course keeping well in the rear, so that he might never dream of her existence or intentions until the fatal time arrived when she should have to appear like a guardian angel and nurse him till he died.

Poor Branwen felt dreadfully depressed when she thought of this termination, and was quite unlike her gay reckless self for a time; but a vague feeling of unbelief in such a catastrophe, and a determination to hope against hope kept her from giving way to absolute despair, and nerved her to vigorous exertion.

It was in this state of mind that she had set the Hebrews house in order; carried everything of value to the inner cave; removed the plank bridge; closed the outer door, and had taken her departure.

As already said, she concealed herself among the branches of an old oak the first night, and, although somewhat alarmed by the cries of wild animals, as well as by the appalling solitude and darkness around, she managed to make a fair supper of the dried meat. Then,  she could not tell when,  she fell into a profound slumber, which was not broken until the sun had risen high, and the birds were whistling gaily among the branches  some of them gazing at her in mute surprise, as if they had discovered some new species of gigantic acorn.

She arose with alacrity, her face flushed with abounding health, and her eyes dancing with a gush of youthful hope. But memory stepped in, and the thought of her sad mission caused a sudden collapse. The collapse, however, did not last long. Her eyes chanced to fall on the bundle of dried meat. Appetite immediately supervened. Falling-to, she made a hearty breakfast, and then, looking cautiously round to see that no danger was near, she slipped down from her perch, took up the bow and quiver and bundle of food, threw her blanket, or striped piece of Phoenician cloth, over her shoulder, and resumed her journey.

It was soon after this that Branwen found out the misfortune of ignorance and want of experience. Ere long she began to feel the cravings of thirst, and discovered that she had forgotten to take with her a bottle, or any other sort of receptacle for water. About noon her thirst became so great that she half repented having undertaken the mission. Then it became so intolerable that she felt inclined to sit down and cry. But such an act was so foreign to her nature that she felt ashamed; pursed her lips; contracted her brows; grasped her bow and strode bravely on.

She was rewarded. The tinkling of water broke upon her senses like celestial music. Running forward she came to a little spring, at which she fell on her knees, put her lips to the pool, and drank with thankfulness in her heart. Arising refreshed, she glanced upward, and observed a bird of the pheasant species gazing fixedly down.

How fortunate! exclaimed the maiden, fitting an arrow to her bow.

It was not fortunate for the pheasant, evidently, whatever Branwen may have meant, for next moment the bird fell dead  transfixed with an arrow.

Being high noon by that time, the demands of nature made our huntress think of a mid-day meal. And now it was that she became aware of another omission  the result, partly, of inexperience. Having plucked and cleaned the bird, she prepared to roast it, when a sudden indescribable gaze overspread her pretty face. For a moment she stood as if petrified. Then she suddenly laughed, but the laugh was not gleeful, for it is trying to human nature to possess a good appetite and a good dinner without the means of cooking! She had forgotten to take with her materials for producing fire. She knew, indeed, that sticks and friction and fungus were the things required, but she knew not what sort of sticks, or where to find the right kind of fungus, or tinder. Moreover, she had never tried her hand at such work before, and knew not how to begin.

Laying the bird on a bank, therefore, she dined off the dried meat  not, however, so heartily as before, owing to certain vague thoughts about supply and demand  the rudimentary ideas of what now forms part of the science of Political Economy. The first fittings of a careworn expression across her smooth brow, showed, at all events, that domestic economy had begun to trouble her spirit.

For, she thought to herself, the dried meat wont last long, and I cant eat raw things  disgusting!  and Ive a long, long way to go.

Even at this early period of her mission, her character was beginning to develop a little and to strengthen.

For several days she continued her journey through the great solitudes lying to the north-west of King Hudibras town, keeping carefully out of the way of open places, lest wandering hunters should find her, and sleeping in the forked branches of trees at night. Of course the necessity of thus keeping to the dense woods, and making her way through thorny thickets, rendered her journey very fatiguing; but Branwen was unusually strong and healthy, though the grace of her slender frame gave her a rather fragile appearance, and she did not find herself exhausted even at the end of a long days march; while her dressed-deerskin skirt and leggings bid defiance to thorns. So did the rude but serviceable shoes which her friend Beniah had constructed for her out of raw hide.

One thing that troubled the poor girl much was the fact that she had not yet discovered the trail of Bladud. In reality, she had crossed it more than once, but, not being possessed of the keen eye of the hunter, she had not observed it, until she came to a muddy swamp, on the edge of which there was an unmistakable track  a trail which a semi-blind man could hardly have missed. Stopping for a few minutes to take particular note of it, she afterwards went on with renewed hope and energy.

But this state of things did not last, for the trail became to her indistinguishable the moment the swamp was passed, and at last, during a very dark wet day, she lost herself as well as the trail. At evening of the same day she climbed into a tree. Opening out her bundle of dried meat, she began to eat and bemoan her fate. Tears were in her eyes, and there was a slight tendency to sob in her voice, as she muttered to herself  

I  I wouldnt mind being lost so much, if I only knew what to do or where to go. And this meat wont hold out another week at the rate Ive been eating. But I could hardly help it  I have been so hungry. Indeed, Im hungry now, but I must not eat so much. Let me see. I shall divide it into two parts. That will last me twelve days or so, by which time I should be there  if Im still going in the right direction. And now, divide the half into six  there  each of these will do for  Oh! but I forgot, thats only enough for breakfast. It will need two portions for each day, as it will be impossible to do without supper. I must just eat half of to-nights portion, and see how it feels.

With this complicated end in view, she dried her eyes and began supper, and when she had finished it she seemed to see that it didnt feel enough, for, after much earnest consideration, she quietly began to eat the second portion, and consumed it.

She was putting away the remnants, and feeling altogether in a more satisfactory state of mind, when her eyes fell upon an object which caused her heart to bound with alarm, and drove all the colour from her cheeks.

At the foot of the tree, looking up at her in blank amazement  open-eyed and mouthed  stood a man; a big, rough-looking man, in hairy garments and with a hairy face, which was topped by a head of hair that rendered a cap needless. He stood with his feet apart and an arrow across his bow, like one who sees a lovely bird which he is about to bring down.

Oh! dont shoot! she cried, becoming suddenly and alarmingly aware of the action dont shoot! Its me! I  Im a girl  not a beast!

To make quite sure that the man understood her, Branwen jumped to the ground quickly and stood before him.

Recovering himself, the man lowered his bow and said something in a dialect so uncouth, that the poor girl did not understand him. Indeed, she perceived, to her horror, that he was half-witted, and could articulate with difficulty.

I dont know what you say, good man, but I am lost in this forest, and belong to King Hudibras town. I am on my way to visit the hunter of the Hot Swamp, and I would think it so very, very kind if you would guide me to his hut.

The idiot  for such he was  evidently understood the maiden, though she did not understand him, for he threw back his head, and gave vent to a prolonged gurgling laugh.

Branwen felt that her only chance was to put a bold face on matters. She, therefore, by a violent effort, subdued her emotion and continued.

You know King Hudibras?

The man nodded and grinned.

Then I am quite sure that if you behave well, and show me the way to the Hot Swamp, he will reward you in a way that will make your heart dance with joy. Come, guide me. We have a good deal of the day still before us.

Thus speaking, she put her hand quietly within that of the idiot, and in a voice of authority said lead on!

Regarding the girl with a look of mute surprise, the man obeyed, but, instead of leading her to the region named, he conducted her over a neighbouring ridge, into what appeared to her to be a robbers den. There was nothing for it now but to carry out the rôle which she had laid down. The desperate nature of the case seemed to strengthen her to play her part, for, as she was led into the circle of light caused by a camp-fire, round which a band of wild-looking men were standing, a spirit of calm determination seemed to take possession of her soul.

What strange sort of animal is this you have caught, lad? demanded one of the band.

Before an answer could be given, a tall, fierce-looking woman came out of a booth, or temporary hut, close to the camp-fire, pushed her way through the crowd of men, who fell back respectfully, and, going up to Branwen, grasped her by the wrist.

Never ye mind what animal she is, cried the woman, shaking her fist at the man who had spoken, she is my property. Then, turning to her captive as she led her into the hut, she said:

Dont be afraid, my dear. Black-hearted though some of them are, not one will dare to touch you as long as you are under my protection.




Chapter Seventeen.

Branwen in Imminent Danger.

It is a wonderful, but at the same time, we think, a universal and important fact, that love permeates the universe. Even a female snail, if we could only put the question, would undoubtedly admit that it loves its little ones.

At least we have the strongest presumption from analogy that the idea is correct, for do we not find lions and tigers, apes and gorillas, engaged in lovingly licking  we dont mean whipping  and otherwise fondling their offspring? Even in Hades we find the lost rich man praying for the deliverance of his brethren from torment, and that, surely, was love in the form of pity. At all events, whatever name we may give it, there can be no doubt it was unselfish. And even selfishness is love misapplied.

Yes, let us be thankful that in one form or another love permeates the universe, and there is no place, however unfavourable, and no person, however unlikely, that can altogether escape from its benign influence.

We have been led to these reflections by the contemplation of that rugged, hard-featured, square-shouldered, angry old woman who so opportunely took Branwen under her protection.

Why she did so was a complete mystery to the poor girl, for the woman seemed to have no amiable traits of character about her, and she spoke so harshly to every one  even to her timid captive  that Branwen could not help suspecting she was actuated by some sinister motive in protecting her.

And Branwen was right. She had indeed a sinister end in view  but love was at the bottom even of that. The woman, whose name was Ortrud, had a son who was to the full as ugly and unamiable as herself, and she loved that son, although he treated her shamefully, abused her, and sometimes even threatened to beat her. To do him justice, he never carried the threat into execution. And, strange to say, this unamiable blackguard also loved his mother  not very demonstratively, it is true, except in the abusive manner above mentioned.

This rugged creature had a strong objection to the wild, lawless life her son was leading, for instead of sticking to the tribe to which he belonged, and pillaging, fighting with, and generally maltreating every other tribe that was not at peace with his, this mistaken young man had associated himself with a band of like-minded desperadoes  who made him their chief  and took to pillaging the members of every tribe that misfortune cast in his way. Now, it occurred to Ortrud that the best way to wean her son from his evil ways would be to get him married to some gentle, pretty, affectionate girl, whose influence would be exerted in favour of universal peace instead of war, and the moment she set eyes on Branwen, she became convinced that her ambition was on the point of attainment. Hence her unexpected and sudden display of interest in the fair captive, whom she meant to guard till the return of her son from a special marauding expedition, in which he was engaged at the time with a few picked men.

Whatever opinion the reader may have by this time formed of Branwen, we wish it to be understood that she had a way with her of insinuating herself into the good graces of all sorts and conditions of men  including women and children. She was particularly successful with people of disagreeable and hardened character. It is not possible to explain why, but, such being the case, it is not surprising that she soon wormed herself into the confidence of the old woman, to such an extent, that the latter was ere long tempted to make her more or less of a confidant.

One day, about a week after the arrival of our heroine in the camp, old Ortrud asked her how she would like to live always in the green woods. The look of uncertainty with which she put the question convinced the captive that it was a leading one.

I should like it well, she replied, if I had pleasant company to live with.

Of course, of course, my dear, you would need that  and what company could be more pleasant than that of a good stout man who could keep you in meat and skins and firewood?

Any one with a quarter of Branwens intelligence would have guessed at once that the woman referred to her absent son, about whose good qualities she had been descanting at various times for several days past. The poor girl shuddered as the light broke in on her, and a feeling of dismay at her helpless condition, and being entirely in the power of these savages, almost overcame her, but her power of self-restraint did not fail her. She laughed, blushed in spite of herself, and said she was too young to look at the matter in that light!

Not a bit; not a bit! rejoined Ortrud. I was younger than you when my husband ran away with me.

Ran away with you, Ortrud? cried Branwen, laughing outright.

Ay; I was better-looking then than I am now, and not nigh so heavy. He wouldnt find it so easy, said the woman, with a sarcastic snort, to run away with me now.

No, and he wouldnt be so much inclined to do so, I should think, thought Branwen, but she had the sense not to say so.

Thats a very, very nice hunting shirt you are making, remarked Branwen, anxious to change the subject.

The woman was pleased with the compliment. She was making a coat at the time, of a dressed deer-skin, using a fish-bone needle, with a sinew for a thread.

Yes, it is a pretty one, she replied. Im making it for my younger son, who is away with his brother, though hes only a boy yet.

Do you expect him back soon? asked the captive, with a recurrence of the sinking heart.

In a few days, I hope. Yes, you are right, my dear; the coat is a pretty one, and he is a pretty lad that shall wear it  not very handsome in the face, to be sure; but what does that matter so long as hes stout and strong and kind? I am sure his elder brother, Addedomar, will be kind to you though he is a bit rough to me sometimes.

Poor Branwen felt inclined to die on the spot at this cool assumption that she was to become a bandits wife; but she succeeded in repressing all appearance of feeling as she rose, and, stretching up her arms, gave vent to a careless yawn.

I must go and have a ramble now, she said. Im tired of sitting so long.

Dont be long, my dear, cried the old woman, as the captive left the hut, for the ribs must be nigh roasted by this time.

Branwen walked quickly till she gained the thick woods; then she ran, and, finally sitting down on a bank, burst into a passion of tears. But it was not her nature to remain in a state of inactive woe. Having partially relieved her feelings she dried her tears and began to think. Her thinking was seldom or never barren of results. To escape somehow, anyhow, everyhow, was so urgent that she felt it to be essential to the very existence of the universe  her universe at least  that she should lift herself out of the Impossible into the Stick-at-nothing. The thing must be done  by miracle if not otherwise.

And she succeeded  not by miracle but by natural means  as the reader shall find out all in good time.




Chapter Eighteen.

The Prince Undertakes Strange Work.

When Prince Bladud entered upon what he really believed would be his last journey, he naturally encountered very different experiences, being neither so ignorant, so helpless, nor so improvident as his helpless follower.

After a good many days of unflagging perseverance, therefore, he reached the neighbourhood of the Hot Swamp, in good spirits and in much better health than when he set out. He was, indeed, almost restored to his usual vigour of body, for the fever by which he had been greatly weakened had passed away, and the constant walking and sleeping in fresh air had proved extremely beneficial. We know not for certain whether the leprosy by which he had been attacked was identical in all respects with the fatal disease known in the East, or whether it was something akin to it, or the same in a modified form. The only light which is thrown by our meagre records on this point is that it began with fever and then, after a period of what seemed convalescence, or inaction, it continued to progress slowly but surely. Of course the manner in which it had been caught was more than presumptive evidence that it was at least of the nature of the fatal plague of the East.

Although his immunity from present suffering tended naturally to raise the spirits of the prince, it did not imbue him with much, if any, hope, for he knew well he might linger for months  even for years  before the disease should sap all his strength and finally dry up the springs of life.

This assurance was so strong upon him that, as we have said, he once  indeed more than once  thought of taking his own life. But the temptation passed quickly. He was too conscientious and too brave to do that; and had none of that moral cowardice which seeks escape from the inevitable in hoped-for oblivion. Whether his life was the gift of many gods or of one God, he held that it was a sacred trust which he was bound in honour to guard. Therefore he fought manfully against depression of spirits, as one of the destroyers of life, and even encouraged hope, frequently looking at the fatal white spot on his shoulder, and trying to persuade himself that it was not spreading.

In this state of mind Bladud arrived one day at the abode of the hunter of the Hot Swamp. It was not, indeed, close to the springs which caused the swamp, but stood in a narrow sequestered gully quite five miles distant from it. The spot had been chosen as one which was not likely to be discovered by wanderers, and could be easily defended if it should be found. Moreover, its owner, as Bladud had been warned, was a fierce, morose man, who loved solitude and resented interference of any kind, and this was so well known in the thinly-peopled neighbourhood that every one kept carefully out of his way.

Sometimes this eccentric hunter appeared at the nearest village  twenty miles distant from his home  with some pigs to barter for the few commodities which he wanted from time to time; but he and his horse, cow, and dogs ate up all the remaining produce of his small farm  if such it might be called.

It was a beautiful evening when the prince walked up to the door of the little hut, in front of which its owner was standing, eyeing him with a forbidding scowl as he approached.

He was in truth a strange and formidable man, such as one would rather not meet with in a lonely place. There appear to have been giants in those days; for this hunter of the Hot Swamp was nearly, if not quite, as tall as Bladud himself, and to all appearance fully as strong of limb. A mass of black hair covered his head and chin; a skin hunting-shirt his body, and a hairy boar-skin was thrown across his broad shoulders. Altogether, he seemed to his visitor the very personification of ferocity. A huge bow, ready strung, leaned against his hut. As Bladud advanced with his own bow unstrung, the man apparently scorned to take it up, but he grasped and leaned upon a staff proportioned to his size.

Anxious to propitiate this mysterious being, the prince approached with steady, unaffected ease of manner, and a look of goodwill which might have conciliated almost any one; but it had no effect on the hunter.

What want ye here? he demanded, when his visitor was near enough.

To enter your service.

My service! exclaimed the man with a look of surprise that for a moment banished the scowl. I want no servant. I can serve myself well enough. And, truly, it seems to me that a man like you should be ashamed to talk of service. You are more fitted for a master than a servant. I trow you must have some bad motive for seeking service with a man like me. Have you murdered any one, that you flee from the face of your fellows and seek to hide you here?

No, I am not a murderer.

What then? Are you desirous of becoming one, and making me your victim? asked the hunter, with a look of contempt; for you will find that no easy job, stout though you be. I have a good mind to crack your crown for coming here to disturb my solitude!

Two can play at that game, replied Bladud, with a seraphic smile. But I am truly a man of peace. I merely want to look after your cattle for occupation; I will gladly live in the woods, away from your dwelling, if you will let me serve you  my sole desire being, like your own, to live  and, if need be, to die  alone.

For a few moments there was a softened expression on the hunters face as he asked, in a tone that had something almost of sympathy in it  

Is there a woman at the bottom of this?

No. Woman has nothing to do with it  at least, not exactly  not directly, returned Bladud.

Hah! exclaimed the man, paying no regard to the modification implied in the answer; and advancing a step, with eager look, did she tempt you on and then deceive you; and scorn you, and forsake you for another man?

You mistake me. The poor woman I was thinking of was an old one, labouring under a deadly disease.

On hearing this the hunters softened look vanished, and his former scowl returned.

Go! he said, sternly; I can take care of the cattle myself, without help. But stay, a man of your peaceful nature and humility may, perchance, not be too proud to take charge of pigs.

Bladud flushed  not so much because of the proposal as the tone of contempt in which it was uttered; but, remembering his condition and his object, he mastered his feelings.

I am willing to take charge of your pigs, he said, in a quiet tone; where do they feed?

A goodish bit from here. Not far from the Hot Swamp, that lies on the other side of the hill.

The man pointed to a high ridge, just visible beyond the gully in which his hut lay concealed, which was clothed from base to summit with dense forest.

There are plenty of pigs there, he continued in a milder tone. How many I dont know, and dont care. I brought the old ones here, and they have multiplied. If you choose to keep them together, you are welcome. I want only a few of them now and then. When I do, I hunt them together and drive them with my dogs. You may kill and eat of them as you please; but dont come nigh my hut, mind you, else will I put an arrow in your heart.

Good, I will take care, returned the prince gravely. And if you come nigh my dwelling, is it understood that I am to put an arrow in your heart? I could easily do it, for I am a fair marksman.

Something approaching almost to a smile crossed the hunters swart visage at this reply. It did not last, however.

Go! he said. Keep your jesting for the pigs, if they have a mind to listen.

I will try them. Mayhap they are more sociable than their owner. And now, master, might I ask for the loan of one of your dogs? It might be useful in herding.

None of them would follow you. Yet  yes, the pup might do so. It has not yet come to care for me much.

So saying, the man went to the rear of his hut, and, from the kennel there, fetched a young but full-grown dog, somewhat resembling a retriever, which gambolled joyously at the prospect of being let out for a run.

There, take him. He comes of a good breed. Keep the leash on his neck till you have given him his first feed; hell follow you after that.

What is his name? asked the prince.

No name. Like his master in that!

Taking the leash in his hand, Bladud said farewell, and went away into the woods, while the hunter of the Swamp, turning round, stooped as he entered his hut, and shut the door behind him.

It may seem strange that the prince should thus voluntarily seek for menial occupation, but, in truth, he shrank from the idea of living absolutely to himself alone, and felt a strong desire to have some sort of responsibility in connection with a human being, however short his life on earth might be, or however uncouth the individual with whom he might have to do  for man is intensely social, as only those who have dwelt in absolute solitude can thoroughly understand.




Chapter Nineteen.

Prince Bladud takes Possession of his Estate and Begins Business.

Pondering over the circumstances of the strange being from whom he had just parted, Bladud proceeded to the summit of the hill, or ridge of high land, on the other side of which lay the region in which he had made up his mind to end his days.

It took him full two hours to make his way through the dense underwood to the top; but when this point was reached, the magnificent panorama of land and water which met his view was a feast to his eyes, which for a time caused him to forget his forlorn condition.

In all directions, wherever he gazed, ridges and knolls, covered with dense woods and richest vegetation, were seen extending from his elevated outlook to the distant horizon. Cliffs, precipices, dells, and bright green open spaces varied the landscape; and in the bottom of the great valley which lay immediately beneath his feet there meandered a broad river, in whose waters were reflected here and there the overhanging trees, or green patches of its flower-bespangled banks, or the rich browns and yellows of spots where these banks had been broken away by floods; while, elsewhere, were seen glittering patches of the blue sky.

Far away in the extreme distance a soft cloud of thin transparent vapour hung steadily over a partially open space, which he rightly conjectured to be the Hot Swamp, of which he had often heard wondrous stories in his boyhood, but which he had not been permitted to visit, owing to the tribes living near the springs having been at war with his father. During his absence in the East, King Hudibras had attacked and almost exterminated the tribes in question, so that the Hot Swamp region, just at the time when the prince arrived, was a land of desolation.

Though desolate, however, it was, as we have tried to show, exceeding lovely, so that our wanderer was ravished with the prospect, and seated himself on a bank near the top of the ridge to contemplate its beauties in detail.

His canine companion sat down beside him, and looked up inquiringly in his face.

During the first part of the journey the pup had strained a good deal at the leash, and had displayed a strong desire to return to its former master, as well as a powerful objection to follow its new one. It had also, with that perversity of spirit not uncommon in youth, exhibited a proneness to advance on the other side of bushes and trees from its companion, thus necessitating frequent halts and numerous disentanglements. On all of these occasions Bladud had remonstrated in tones so soft, and had rectified the error so gently, that the pup was evidently impressed. Possibly it was an observant pup, and appreciated the advantages of human kindness. Perhaps it was a sagacious pup, and already recognised the difference between the old master and the new.

Be this as it may, Bladud had not been long seated there in a state of dreamy abstraction, when he became conscious of the inquiring look. Returning it with interest, but without speaking, he gazed steadily into the soft brown eyes that were turned up to his. At last the prince opened his lips, and the dog, turning his head slightly to one side with a look of expectancy, cocked his ears.

Browneyes, he said, youll grow to be a fine dog if you live.

There was the slightest possible tremor in the pups tail. Of course there might have been more than a tremor if the caudal appendage had been at liberty instead of being sat upon. It was enough, however, to indicate a tendency to goodwill.

Come here, Browneyes, said Bladud, holding out his hand.

But the pup was hardly prepared for such a complete and sudden concession as the invitation implied. He repeated the tremor, however, and turned his head to the other side, by way of a change, but sat still.

A happy thought occurred to the prince  justifying the remark of Solomon that there is nothing new under the sun. He opened his wallet, took out a small piece of meat, and held it out.

Here, Brownie, have a bit. Another justification of Solomon, for the natural abbreviation of names is not new!

The pup advanced with confidence, ate the morsel, and looked inquiringly for more, at the same time wagging its tail with unqualified satisfaction.

Yes, Brownie, you shall have more.

The second morsel was bestowed; the tail wagged effusively; the name of Brownie became irrevocably associated with food, and a loving look and tone with favours to come. Thus a title and a friendship were established which endured through life and was terminated only by death. So trivial sometimes are the incidents on which the great events of life are hinged!

We pause here to deprecate the idea that this fine animals affection was gained through its stomach. Many a time had its old master thrown it savoury junks and bones of food; but a scowl and sometimes a growl, had often been thrown into the mess, thereby robbing the gift of all grace, and checking the outflow of affection. Bladuds character similarly, was as clearly perceived by the manner of his gifts. Indeed, it would have been a poor compliment to the intelligence of Brownie  or of any dog, young or old  to suppose it capable of misunderstanding the gentle tone, the kindly glance, and the patting hand of Bladud. At all events, the result was that Brownie, with an expressive wag and bark, vowed fidelity from that date to the prince, and, in the same act, renounced allegiance to the hunter of the Hot Swamp.

From that date, too, the master and the dog entered upon, and kept up at frequent though brief intervals, a species of conversation or mental intercourse which, if not profound, was equal to much that passes for intercourse among men, and was, at all events, a source of eminent satisfaction to both.

Removing the leash, Bladud descended the hill, with Brownie gambolling delightedly round him.

That night they slept together under the spreading branches of a magnificent oak.

There was no need to keep watch against wild beasts, for Brownie slept, as it were, with one eye open, and the slightest symptom of curiosity among the wild fraternity was met by a growl so significant that the would-be intruder sheered off.

The sun was high when the prince awoke and arose from his bed of leaves. The pup, although awake long before, had dutifully lain still, abiding his masters time. It now arose and shook itself, yawned, and looked up with an expression of what next?

Having lighted a fire, Bladud set up the carcase of a wild duck to roast. He had shot it the day before on his way to the valley of the Swamp. As this was a proceeding in which the pup had a prospective interest, he sat by attentively.

Ah! Brownie, said his master, sitting down to wait for the cooking of the bird, you little know what a sad life awaits you. No companionship but that of a doomed man, and I fear you will be a poor nurse when the end comes, though assuredly you will not be an unsympathetic one. But it may be long before the end. Thats the worst of it. Come, have a bit.

He threw him a leg as he spoke, and the two breakfasted peacefully together on the banks of the shining river, slaking their thirst, after it was finished, at the same pure stream.

While doing so the prince observed with satisfaction that large trout were rising freely, and that several flocks of wild ducks and other aquatic birds passed both up and down the river.

Now, Brownie, he said, when the meal was concluded, you and I must search for a convenient spot on which to build our hut.

Before starting off, however, he uncovered his shoulder and looked anxiously at the white spot. It was as obvious as ever, but did not seem to him increased since he left home. A very slight matter will sometimes give hope to a despairing man. Under the influence of this negative comfort, Bladud took up his weapons and sallied forth, closely followed by the pup.

In the haste of departure and the depressed state of his mind he had, as has been said, forgotten his sword, or deliberately left it behind him. The only weapon he now possessed, besides the bow and arrows given to him by the Hebrew, was a small bronze hatchet, which was, however, of little use for anything except cutting down small trees and branches for firewood. He carried a little knife, also, in his girdle, but it was much too small to serve the purpose of an offensive weapon, though it was well suited to skin wild animals and cut up his food. As for his staff, or club  it might be of use in a contest with men, but would be of little service against bears or wolves. Casting it aside, therefore, he cut for himself a ponderous oaken staff about five feet long, at one end of which there was a heavy knotted mass that gave it great weight. The other end he sharpened to a fine point. This formidable weapon he purposed to wield with both hands when using it as a club, while, if need should arise, he might also use it as a spear.

I was foolish, Brownie, he remarked, while rounding off the head of this club, to leave my good sword behind me, for though I have no desire to kill men, there may arise a need-be to kill bears. However, it cannot be helped, and, verily, this little thing will be a pretty fair substitute.

He twirled the little thing round his head with one hand in a way that would have rejoiced the heart of a modern Irishman had he been there to see, and induced the pup to jump aside in surprise with his tail between his legs.

A few minutes later, and he was striding over the beautiful land in all directions, examining and taking possession, as it were, of his fair domain.

In passing over a knoll which was crowned by several magnificent oaks, they came suddenly on a family of black pigs, which were luxuriating on the acorns that covered the ground.

My future care! muttered the prince, with a grim smile, for he hardly believed in the truth of all he was going through, and almost expected to awake and find it was a dream.

The pigs, headed by a huge old boar, caught sight of the intruders at the same time, and stood for a moment or two grunting in stolid astonishment.

With all the gaiety of inexperience, the pup went at them single-handed, causing the whole herd to turn and fly with ear-splitting screams  the old boar bringing up the rear, and looking round out of the corner of his little eyes with wicked intent.

Bladud, knowing the danger, sprang after them, shouting to the pup to come back. But Brownies war-spirit had been aroused, and his training in obedience had only just begun. In a moment he was alongside the boar, which turned its head and gave him a savage rip with a gleaming tusk. Fortunately it just barely reached the pups flank, which it cut slightly, but quite enough to cause him to howl with anger and pain.

Before the boar could repeat the operation, Bladud sent his club whizzing in advance of him. It was well aimed. The heavy head alighted just above the root of the boars curly tail. Instantly, as if anticipating the inventions of the future, fifty steam whistles seemed to burst into full cry. The other pigs, in sympathetic alarm, joined in chorus, and thus, yelling inconceivably, they plunged into a thicket and disappeared.

Bladud almost fell to the ground with laughing, while Brownie, in no laughing mood, came humbly forward to claim and receive consolation. But he received more than consolation, for, while the prince was engaged in binding up the wound, he poured upon him such a flood of solemn remonstrance, in a tone of such injured feeling, that the pup was evidently cut to the heart  his self-condemned, appealing looks proving beyond a doubt that the meaning of what was said was plain to him, though the language might be obscure.

On continuing the march, Brownie limped behind his master  a sadder and a wiser dog. They had not gone far when they came on another family of pigs, which fled as before. A little further on, another herd was discovered, wallowing in a marshy spot. It seemed to Bladud that there was no good feeding in that place, and that the creatures were dirtying themselves with no obvious end in view, so, with the pups rather unwilling assistance, he drove them to more favourable ground, where the acorns were abundant.

At this point he reached a secluded part of the valley, or, rather, an off-shoot from it, where a low precipice rose on one side, and thick flowering shrubs protected the other. The spot was considerably elevated above the level of the low ground, and from an opening in the shrubbery at the further extremity could be seen the larger valley with all its wealth of forest and meadow, its knolls, and slopes, and wooded uplands, with the river winding like a silver thread throughout its whole extent.

Here the prince resolved to fix his abode, and, not a little pleased with the successful way in which he had commenced his amateur pig-herding, he set vigorously and patiently to work with the little bronze hatchet, to fell such trees as would be required in the construction of his future home.




Chapter Twenty.

A Strange Abode and a Wild Visitor.

Bladuds idea of a palace worthy of a prince was not extravagant. He erected it in three days without assistance or tools, except the bronze axe and knife  Brownie acting the part of superintendent of the works. Until it was finished, he slept with the forest trees for a shelter and the sky for a canopy.

The edifice was nothing better than a small hut, or booth, constructed of long branches bent in the shape of semi-hoops, the ends of which were thrust into the ground. The whole was thatched with dried grass and bound down with ropes made of the same material. It was further secured against the possible influence of high winds, by heavy branches being laid across it and weighted with stones. Dried grass also formed the carpeting on the floor.

Of course it was not so high that its architect could stand up in it, but he could sit in it erect, and could lie down at full length without showing his heels outside. There was no door, but one end was left unfinished as a substitute. Neither was there a fireplace, the space in front sufficing for a kitchen.

While engaged in its erection, Bladud was too busy to indulge in gloomy thoughts, but as soon as it was finished and he had lain down to rest under its shade, the terrible, almost incredible, nature of his position rushed upon him in full force. The opening of the hut had been so arranged as to present a view of the wide-spreading valley, and he gazed upon scenes of surpassing loveliness, in which all the sights that met the eye breathed of beauty and repose, while the sounds that broke upon the ear were suggestive of bird and beast revelling in the enjoyment of the gifts and sunshine of a bountiful Creator. But such sights and sounds only enhanced the misery of the poor man, and he started up, after a few minutes contemplation, and rushed outside in the vain hope of escaping from his misery by energetic action.

This will drive me mad, he thought, as he paused and stood for a few minutes irresolute. Better far to return to the East where tyrants reign and people dare not call body and soul their own, and die fighting in the front rank for liberty  but  but  who would let me join them, knowing my disease? Unclean! I may not even come within touch of my kind

His head sank on his breast and he tried to banish thought altogether. At the same moment his eyes met the meek, patient look of Brownie.

Ah, pup, he exclaimed, stooping to fondle the soft brown head as he muttered to himself, you teach me a lesson and put me to shame, despite your want of speech. You are awaiting my commands, ready to give unquestioning obedience  whether to go to the right, or left, or to lie down. And here am I, not only a prince, but supposed to be a reasoning man, rebelling against the decree of my Maker  my Spirit-Father! Surely there must be One who called my spirit into being  else had I never been, for I could not create myself, and it must be His will that I am smitten  and for a good end, else He were not good!

For a few minutes longer he continued to meditate in silence. Then he turned quickly and picked up the axe which lay at the entrance of the hut.

Come, pup, he cried, cheerfully, you and I must build another house. You see, we shall have plenty of game and venison soon to guard from the wolves, and it would be disagreeable to keep it in the palace along with ourselves  wouldnt it? So, come along, Brownie.

Thus appealed to, the pup gave its assent by some violent tail activities, and, in a few minutes, had resumed its former post as superintendent of the works, while its master toiled like a second Samson in the hope of driving mental distress away through the pores of his skin.

He was not indeed altogether unsuccessful, for so intimate is the mysterious connection between spirit and matter that he felt comparative relief  even to the extent of cheerfulness  when the muscles were in violent action and the perspiration was streaming down his brow; but when the second hut, or larder, was completed his depression returned in greater power than before.

Then he took to hunting with tremendous energy, a plan which was highly approved of by his canine companion. He also devoted himself to his specific duties as swine-herd; collected the animals from all quarters into several large herds, counted them as well as he could, and drove them to suitable feeding-grounds. On retiring each day from this work, into which he threw all his power, he felt so fatigued as to be quite ready for supper and bed.

Gradually he became accustomed to the life, and at length, after a considerable time of it, a feeling of resignation to his fate began to tell upon him.

The effect of prolonged solitude also began even to numb the powers of his mind. He was fully aware of this, and tried to shake it off, for he shuddered more at the thought of mental than of physical decay. Among other things, he took to talking more frequently to Brownie, but although the pup was, in many respects, a most valuable and sympathetic companion, he could not prevent the conversation from being rather one-sided.

By degrees the summer merged into autumn; the foliage assumed the tints of green and gold. Then it became russet, and finally the cold bleak winds of a northern winter shrieked through the valley and swept the leaves away.

During all this time no human being had gone near that region, or paid the forlorn prince a visit, except once when the hunter of the Hot Swamp made his appearance.

The rebellious tribes retained too vivid a recollection of the slaughter that had taken place during and after the fight with King Hudibras, to risk a second encounter with that monarch, so that the place was at that time absolutely deserted by human beings  though it was sufficiently peopled by the lower animals. On the occasion when the hunter unexpectedly appeared, he demanded of Bladud an account of his stewardship. The report was so satisfactory that the hunter became, for him, quite amiable; commended his swine-herd and drove off a number of the pigs to market. On his return, laden with the few household goods for which he had bartered them, he paid the prince another visit, and even condescended to accept an invitation to enter his hut and partake of a roast of venison which was at the time being prepared for the mid-day meal. He was still, however, very brusque and taciturn.

No one has been near me during the whole summer or autumn but yourself, observed Bladud with an involuntary sigh.

You must be pleased at that, returned the hunter, sharply; you said you came here for solitude.

Truly I did; but I had not thought it would be so hard to bear.

Why do you seek it, then, if you dont like it? asked the hunter in the same brusque, impatient manner which characterised all his words and actions.

I am forced to seek it by a Power which may not be resisted with impunity.

There is no such power! exclaimed the hunter with a wild, demoniac laugh. I can resist any power  all powers. There is nothing that I cannot resist and overcome.

The gigantic man, with his dishevelled locks and shaggy beard, looked so fierce and powerful, as he sat on the opposite side of the fire glaring at his host, that Bladud became impressed with a hope that the maniac  for such he evidently was  would not attempt to prove his resistless power there and then. In order to avert such a catastrophe, he assumed an air of the most perfect ease and indifference to the boast, and asked him with a bland smile if he would have another slice of venison.

The hunter seemed to be disconcerted by the question, but, being a hungry man and a ravenous eater, he accepted the offer and began to eat the slice in moody silence.

Your good pup has been a real blessing to me, resumed the prince a few minutes later, during which time he had devoted himself to his own portion of food, not only in the way of helping me to hunt and drive the pigs, but as a companion who can do all but speak.

He could speak if you would let him, returned the hunter. I speak to my dogs continually, and they always answer  not with their tongues, for that is not dog-language, but with their eyes  and I know every word they speak. You would wonder how clever they are, and what droll things they say sometimes.

He burst into a wild hilarious laugh at this point, as if the thought of the canine pleasantries were too much for him; then suddenly became grave, and scowled furtively at his host, as if he felt that he had committed himself.

You are right, replied Bladud, affecting not to observe the scowl. My pup often speaks to me with his eyes, but I am not so good at understanding the language as you appear to be. No doubt I shall acquire it in time.

Then you dont like being alone? said the hunter, after a pause, during which Bladud saw that he was eyeing him keenly, though he pretended not to observe this.

No, I dont like it at all, but it cant be helped.

Well, it might have been helped, for I could have sent them to you.

Sent whom?

A man and a boy. They were not together, but came to my hut at different times inquiring for you, but, knowing your desire for solitude, I turned them away on the wrong scent.

Im glad you did, returned the prince, for I want to be troubled by neither man nor boy. Yet I wonder who they could be. Did they say why they wanted to find me?

No, they did not say, and I would not ask; what cared I about their reasons?

Yet you care enough for me, it appears, to say you would have sent them to me if you knew I had been lonely. What was the appearance of the man?

He was old, but very strong, though not so big as me  or you. His hair was long and white; so was his beard. He wore a long dark robe, and carried a very big staff.

Bladud had no difficulty in recognising the description of his friend the Hebrew.

And the boy; what was he like?

Like all boys, active and impudent.

I am afraid, returned the prince with a slight smile, that your acquaintance with boys cannot have been extensive  they are not all active and impudent.

Most of those that have crossed my path are so. At all events, this one was, for when I pointed out the direction you had gone  which was just the opposite way from here  he said, I dont believe you! and when I leaped on him to give him his deserts, he dodged me, and fled into the woods like a squirrel. It was as well, for I should have killed him.

I am not sorry he escaped you, then, said Bladud, with a laugh, though I scarcely think you would have killed the poor lad even if you had caught him.

Oh yes, I would. And Ill kill you if you venture to doubt my word.

As he said this the hunter sprang to his feet, and, drawing his knife, seemed about to leap upon his host, who, however, sat perfectly still.

I should be sorry that you should die, said Bladud in a calm voice, while he kept his eyes steadily fixed on those of the maniac. You have heard, have you not, of that terrible disease of the East, called leprosy?

Yes  the ship-captains have often spoken of it, said the madman, whose mind, like that of a child, could be easily turned into new channels.

Look! I have got that disease. The Power which you profess to despise has sent it to me. If you so much as touch me, your doom is fixed.

He uncovered his shoulder as he spoke and displayed the white spot.

Bladud felt quite uncertain how this would be received by the madman, but he was scarcely prepared for what followed. No sooner did the hunter see the spot and realise what it meant, than without a word he turned, caught up his bundle, uttered a yell of terror, and fled from the spot, closely followed by his dogs, which howled as if in sympathy.




Chapter Twenty One.

A Strange Encounter and a Friend in Need.

About a week after the events narrated in the last chapter, an incident occurred which, trifling in itself, was nevertheless the cause of momentous issues in the life of our hero.

He was returning one evening from a long ramble with his dog, when the screams of a pig in evident distress attracted his attention. Hastening to the place he found that a small member of his charge had fallen over a cliff into a crevice in the rock, where it stuck fast and was unable to extricate itself. The violent nature of the porcine family is well known. Although very little hurt, this little pig felt its position so unbearable that it immediately filled the woods with agonising shrieks until Bladud dragged it out of the cleft, and carried it in his arms to the foot of the precipice, where he set it free. Then the whirlwind of its outcry came to a sudden stop, thereby proving beyond a doubt that passion, not pain, was the cause of its demonstrations.

From that date many of the pigs became affected by a cutaneous disease, which gradually spread among all the herds. It was some time before Bladud observed this; but when he did notice it, he jumped at once to the conclusion that he must have communicated leprosy to his unfortunate herds while rescuing the little pig. Whether or not he was right in this conjecture, we cannot say; but the probability of his mere touch being so contaminating was sufficient to increase greatly the depression of spirits which had been stealing over him  a condition which was not a little aggravated by the fact that the white spot on his arm was slowly but surely spreading. Still the disease had not, so far, affected his general health or strength in any serious degree.

About that time there set in a long period of fine sunny weather, during which Bladud busied himself in hunting and drying meat, as well as fish, which he stored in his larder for future use. He also cut a large quantity of firewood, and built another booth in which to protect it from the weather, and otherwise made preparation for the winter when it should arrive.

One day he had wandered a considerable way into the forest, and was about to turn to retrace his steps homeward, when he was surprised to hear some creature crashing through the woods towards him. It could not have been startled by himself, else it would have run away from him. Stepping behind a tree, he strung his bow, called Brownie close to his heel, and waited. A few seconds later a deer dashed close past him, but, as his belt was already hung round with game, and home was still far distant, he did not shoot. Besides, he was curious to know what had startled the deer. A few minutes revealed that, for suddenly the sound of footsteps was heard; then the bushes opposite were parted, and a boy, or youth just emerging from boyhood, ran past him at full speed, with an arrow sticking through his left sleeve. He was unarmed, and gasped like one who runs for his life. Catching sight of the prince as he passed the tree that had concealed him, the boy doubled like a hare, ran up to Bladud, and, grasping one of his hands, cried O! save me!  save me!  from robbers! in the most agonising tones.

That will I, poor lad, if I can.

He had barely time to make this reply when a man burst from the shrubbery on the other side of the tree, and almost plunged into his arms. So close was he, and so unexpected the meeting, that the prince had not time or space to use his bow, but saluted the mans forehead with such an Olympic crack from his fist, that he fell prone upon the ground and remained there. Bladud had dropped his bow in the act, but his club leant handily against the tree. Catching it up, he wheeled round just in time to face three tall and strong men, with bows in their hands. Seeing their leader on the ground, they simultaneously discharged three arrows, which were well aimed, and struck the prince full on the chest; but they did not penetrate far, for, in anticipation of some such possible encounter with foes, he had covered his chest with a breastplate of thick double-ply hide, which effectually checked them.

Before they could draw other arrows Bladud rushed at them with a terrific shout, hurling his mighty club in advance. The weapon caught the nearest robber full in the chest and laid him flat on the grass. The other two, dropping their bows, turned and fled.

Guard them, Brownie! cried Bladud, as he followed.

The dog obediently took up a position between the two fallen men, and eyed them in a way and with an ominous growl, that meant mischief if they dared to stir.

Bladud easily overtook the other two, grasped them by their necks, and, using their heads as battering-rams, rapped them together. They sank half-stunned upon their knees, and begged for mercy.

You shall have it, said Bladud, on the condition that you go and tell your comrades that if they ever come within twenty miles of the Swamp, they shall find a man in the woods who will turn them inside out, and roast them all alive! Away!

They went precipitately, as may be readily believed, and, as the prince had intended, spread a report that gave to him thenceforth the rank of a sorcerer, and secured him from future annoyance.

Returning to the tree, Bladud found the fallen robbers beginning to recover consciousness  the one being held in submission by the fugitive youth, who stood, bow in hand, pointing an arrow at his throat; the other by Brownie, who merely curled his nose, displayed his magnificent teeth, and uttered a low growl of remonstrance.

Get up! he said to the one he had knocked down with his fist.

But as the order was not obeyed with sufficient promptitude, he lifted the man up by the collar, like a kitten, and sent him staggering against the tree with a violence that astounded him. Calling off the dog, he gave a similar order to the second robber, who displayed much greater agility in his movements.

Repeating the little threat with which he had dismissed their comrades, Bladud ordered them to be off. The second robber thankfully turned and took to his heels; but the first stooped to pick up his bow, whereupon Bladud wrenched it from his grasp, broke it over his head, and belaboured him with the wreck for a couple of hundred yards through the woods, while the robber ran as if he thought the evil spirit was at his heels.

Returning somewhat blown from this unusual exercise, he found the youth in a state of great amusement and satisfaction.

Hah! you may laugh, my lad; but I can assure you it would have been no laughing matter if these scoundrels had caught you.

You speak but the sober truth, returned the boy, still smiling; for well assured am I that it would have cost me my life if they had caught me. But, believe me, I am not only pleased to see such villains get a little of what they deserve, but am exceedingly grateful to you for so kindly and effectually coming to my aid.

As to that, I would aid any one in distress  especially if pursued by robbers. But, come, sit down and tell me how you fell into their power. This bout has winded me a little. I will sit down on this bank; do you sit on the bank opposite to me.

The explanation is simple and short, replied the boy; I wanted to have my own way, like most other boys, so I left home without leave, or saying farewell.

That was bad, said the prince, shaking his head. He was on the point of advancing some profitable reflections on this head, but the memory of his own boyhood checked him.

I know it was bad, and assuredly I have been well punished, returned the boy, for these robbers caught me and have kept me with them for a long time, so long that I have quite lost count of the days now.

Does your father live far from here?

Yes, very, very far, and I know not where to go or what to do, answered the boy, with a pitiful look.

Never mind, you are safe at present, and no doubt I shall find means of having you sent safe home  though I see not the way just yet.

Is that blood on your coat? asked the lad anxiously, as he pointed to the princes breast.

It is. The arrow-heads must have gone through the breastplate and scratched the skin. I will look to it.

Let me help you, said the boy, rising and approaching.

Back! you know not what you do, said the prince sternly. You must not touch me. You have done so once to-day. It may cost you your life. Ask not why, but obey my orders.

Not less surprised at the nature of these remarks than at the severe tone in which they were uttered, the boy re-seated himself in silence, while Bladud removed the breastplate and examined his wounds.

They were deeper than he had imagined, the three arrow-heads being half imbedded in his flesh.

Nothing serious, he said, drawing out the heads and stanching the flow of blood with a little moss. Come, now, I will show you my home, and give you something to eat before you tell me more of your history. You shall have a couch in one of my outhouses. Have a care as you walk with me that you do not come against me, or touch me even with a finger. My reasons you may not know, but  remember what I say.

Bladud spoke the last words with the severity that he had assumed before; then, dismissing the subject, he commented on the beauty of the landscape, the wickedness of robbers, the liveliness of animated nature and things in general with the cheerful air that had been habitual to him before he was compelled to flee the face of man. The pleasure he had felt in his brief intercourse with the gruff hunter of the Swamp had remained a bright spot in his lonely life. He naturally enjoyed with much greater zest the company of the lively boy who had thus unexpectedly crossed his path, but when he retired for the night  having told the lad to make for himself a couch in the fire-wood hut  the utter desolation of his life became, if possible, more deeply impressed on him.

During the night his wounds inflamed and became much more painful, and in the morning  whether from this cause or not, we cannot say  he found himself in a high fever.

His new friend, like most healthy boys, was a profound sleeper, and when the time for breakfast arrived he found it necessary to get up and awake him.

Ho! lad, rise, he cried at the entrance to the firewood hut, you slumber soundly. Come out and help me to get ready our morning meal.

The lad obeyed at once.

What is your name? he asked, as the lad appeared.

Cormac, he replied.

Well, Cormac, do you roast the meat this morning. Truly, it seems that you have come just in the nick of time, for I feel so ill that my head seems like a lump of stone, and my skin is burning. It is not often that I have had to ask the aid of man in such matters. Will you get me a draught of water from the spring hard by? I will lie down again for a little.

Cormac willingly ran to a neighbouring spring and filled thereat a cup made of the bark of the birch tree, with which he returned to Bladuds hut.

Just put it inside the door where I can reach it, shouted the prince. Do not enter on any account.

Lifting a corner of the skin that covered the entrance, the lad placed the cup inside, and then, sitting down by the fire outside, proceeded to prepare breakfast.

When it was ready he called to Bladud to say whether he would have some, at the same time thrusting a savoury rib underneath the curtain; but the prince declined it.

I cannot eat, he said; let me lie and rest if possible. My poor boy, this is inhospitable treatment. Yet I cannot help it.

Never mind me, returned Cormac, lightly. I like to nurse the sick, and Ill keep you well supplied with water, and cook venison or birds too if you want them. I can even shoot them if required.

No need for that, returned Bladud, there is plenty of food laid up for winter. But dont come inside my hut, remember. It will be death if you do!

All that day the lad sat by the fire or went to the well for water, of which his patient drank continuously. During the night the prince was very restless, and groaned a good deal, so the boy resolved to sit up and watch by the fire. Next morning Bladud was delirious, and as he could not rise even to fetch from the door the water for which he thirsted, Cormac resolved to disobey orders and risk the consequences. Entering the hut, therefore, and sitting down beside the patient, he tended him for many days and nights  taking what rest he could obtain by snatches beside the camp-fire.




Chapter Twenty Two.

The Pigs Cure.

It was not long before our hero recovered from his delirium. Leading, as he had been doing, an abstemious and healthy life, ordinary disease could not long maintain its grasp of him. His superabundant life seemed to cast it off with the ease with which his physical frame was able to cast aside human foes. But he could not thus shake off the leprosy.

One of the first things he did on recovering consciousness was to uncover his arm. The fatal spot had increased considerably in size. With something of a shudder he looked round his little hut, endeavouring to remember where he was and to recall recent events. He was alone at the time, and he fancied the fight with the robbers and rescue of the boy must have been all a dream. The name Cormac, however, puzzled him not a little. Many a time before that had he dreamed of vivid scenes and thrilling incidents, but never in his recollection had he dreamt a name!

Being thoughtfully disposed, he lay meditating listlessly on this point in that tranquil frame of mind which often accompanies convalescence, and had almost fallen asleep when a slight noise outside awoke him. The curtain-door was lifted, and Cormac, entering, sat quietly down on a block of wood beside him.

Bladud became suddenly aware that he had not been dreaming, but he did not move. Through his slightly opened eyelids he watched the lad while he mixed some berries in a cup of water. As he lay thus silently observant, he was deeply impressed with the handsome countenance of his nurse and the graceful movements of his slight figure.

Presently the thought of his disease recurred to him  it was seldom, indeed, absent from his mind  and the strict injunctions which he had given to his young companion.

Boy!  boy! he cried suddenly, with a vigour that caused the boy to start off his seat and almost capsize the cup, did I not forbid you to enter my hut or to touch me?

At first Cormac looked alarmed, but, seeing that a decided change for the better had taken place in his patient, his brow smoothed and he laughed softly.

How dared you to disobey me? exclaimed Bladud again in stern tones.

I dared because I saw you were unable to prevent me, returned the lad, with a quiet smile. Besides, you were too ill to feed yourself, so, of course, I had to do it for you. Do you suppose I am so ungrateful to the man who saved my life as to stand aside and let him die for want of a helping hand? Come, now, be reasonable and let me give you this drink. He approached as he spoke.

Keep off!  keep off, I say, shouted the prince in a voice so resolute that Cormac was fain to obey. It is bad enough to come into my hut, but you must not touch me!

Why not?  I have touched you already.

How! when?

I have lifted your head many a time to enable you to drink when you could not lift it yourself.

A groan escaped Bladud.

Then it is too late! Look at this, he cried, suddenly uncovering his arm.

What is that? asked the boy, with a look of curiosity.

It is  leprosy!

I am not afraid of leprosy!

Not afraid of it! exclaimed the prince, that may well be, for you have the air of one who fears nothing; but it will kill you for all that, unless the Maker of all defends you, for it is a dread  a terrible  disease that no strength can resist or youth throw off. It undermines the health and eats the flesh off the bones, renders those whom it attacks horrible to look at, and in the end it kills them. But it is possible that you may not yet have caught the infection, poor lad, so you must keep away from me now, and let not a finger touch me henceforth. Your life, I say, may depend on it.

I will obey you as to that, replied Cormac, now that you are beginning to recover, but I must still continue to put food and water within your reach.

Be it so, rejoined the prince, turning away with a slight groan, for his excitement not less than the conversation had exhausted him. In a few minutes more he was asleep with an expression of profound anxiety stereotyped on his countenance.

It was not long after the fever left him that returning strength enabled Bladud to crawl out of his hut, and soon after that he was able to ramble through the woods in company with Cormac, and with Brownie  that faithful friend who had lain by his masters side during all his illness. The sparkling river gladdened the eyes, and the bracing air and sunshine strengthened the frame of the prince, so that with the cheerful conversation of Cormac and the gambols of his canine friend he was sometimes led to forget for a time the dark cloud that hung over him.

One day he was struck by something in the appearance of his dog, and, sitting down on a bank, he called it to him. After a few minutes careful examination he turned to Cormac with a look of deep anxiety.

My boy, he said, I verily believe that the hound is smitten with my own complaint. In his faithful kindness he has kept by me until I have infected him.

That cannot be, returned Cormac, for, during my rambles alone, when you were too ill to move, I saw that a great many of the pigs were affected by a skin disease something like that on the dog, and, you know, you could not have infected the pigs, for you have never touched them.

Bladuds anxiety was not removed but deepened when he heard this, for he called to remembrance the occasion when he had rescued one of the little pigs and carried it for some distance in his arms.

And, do you know, continued the lad, I have observed a strange thing. I have seen that many of the pigs, affected with this complaint, have gone down to the place where the hot waters rise, and, after bathing there, have returned all covered with mud, and these pigs seem to have got better of the disease, while many of those which did not go down to the swamp have died.

That is strange indeed, returned the prince; I must see to this, for if these waters cure the pigs, why not the dog?

Ay, rejoined Cormac, and why not the man?

Because my disease is well known to be incurable.

Are you sure?

We can hardly be sure of anything, not even of killing our mid-day meal, rejoined the prince. See, there goes a bird that is big enough to do for both of us. Try your hand.

That will be but losing an opportunity, for, as you know, I am not a good marksman, returned the youth, fitting an arrow quickly to his bow nevertheless, and discharging it. Although the bird in question was large and not far off, the arrow missed the mark, but startled the bird so that it took wing. Before it had risen a yard from the ground, however, an arrow from Bladuds bow transfixed it.

That night, after the bird had been eaten, when Brownie was busy with the scraps, and Cormac had retired to his couch in the firewood booth, Bladud lay in his hut unable to sleep because of what he had heard and seen that day. Hope springs eternal in the human breast  not less in the olden time than now. At all events it welled up in the breast of the royal outcast with unusual power as he waited anxiously for the first dawn of day.

Up to this time, although living within a few miles of it, the prince had not paid more than one or two visits to the Hot Swamp, because birds and other game did not seem to inhabit the place, and the ground was difficult to traverse. He had, of course, speculated a good deal as to the cause of the springs, but had not come to any conclusions more satisfactory than have been arrived at by the scientific minds of modern days. That heat of some sort was the cause applied in one fashion or another to the water so as to make it almost boil he had no manner of doubt, but what caused the heat he could not imagine, and it certainly did not occur to him that the interior of the earth was a lake of fire  the lovely world of vision being a mere crust. At least, if it did, he was never heard to say so.

But now he went down to the swamp with a renewed feeling of hope that gave fresh impulse to his heart and elasticity to his tread.

Arrived at the place, he observed that numbers of his porcine family were there before him. On seeing him they retreated with indignant grunts  their hasty retreat being accelerated by a few remarks from Brownie.

Making his way to what he believed to be the main fountain of the spring, the prince and the dog stood contemplating it for some time. Then the former dipped his hand in, but instantly withdrew it, for he found the water to be unbearably hot. Following its course, however, and testing it as he went along, he soon came to a spot where the temperature was sufficiently cool to render it agreeable. Here, finding a convenient hole big enough to hold him, he stripped and bathed. Brownie, who seemed much interested and enlivened by his masters proceedings, joined him on invitation, and appeared to enjoy himself greatly. Thereafter they returned home to breakfast and found Cormac already up and roasting venison ribs before the fire.

I thought you were still sound asleep in your hut, he said in surprise, as they came up, and I have been doing my best to make little noise, for fear of awaking you. Have you been bathing at the springs? I see the hounds coat is muddy.

Thanks for your care, Cormac. Ay, we have indeed had a bath  Brownie and I. You see I have taken your advice, and am trying the pigs cure.

Right, Bladud. Wiser men have learned lessons from pigs.

Are you not presumptuous, my lad, to suggest that there may be a wiser man than I?

Truly, no, for taking the advice of a mere stripling like me, is not a sign of wisdom in a man.

In the present case you are perhaps right, but there are some striplings whose wisdom is sufficient to guide men. However, I will hope that even you, with all your presumption, may be right this time.

That encourages me to offer additional advice, retorted the lad with a laugh, namely, that you should devote your attention to these ribs, for you will find them excellent, and even a full-grown man can hardly fail to know that without food no cure can be effected.

You are right, my boy. Sit down and set me an example, for youth, not less than age, must be supported.

Without more words they set to work, first throwing a bone to the hound, in order, as Bladud remarked, that they might all start on equal terms.

From that day the health of the prince began to mend  slowly but steadily the spot on his arm also began to diminish and to assume a more healthy aspect. Brownie also became convalescent, and much to the joy of Bladud, Cormac showed no symptoms of having caught the disease. Still, as a precaution, they kept studiously apart, and the prince observed  and twitted the boy with the fact  that the more he gained in health, and the less danger there was of infection, the more anxious did he seem to be to keep away from him!

Things were in this state when, one evening, they received a visit  which claims a new chapter to itself.




Chapter Twenty Three.

In which very Perplexing Events Occur.

The visitor referred to in the last chapter was a tall, broad-shouldered old man with a snowy head of hair and a flowing white beard, a long, loose black garment, and a stout staff about six feet long.

Cormac had gone to a spring for water at the time he arrived, and Bladud was lying on his back inside his hut.

Is any one within? demanded the stranger, lifting a corner of the curtain.

Enter not here, whoever you are! replied the prince quickly, springing up stay  I will come out to you.

You are wonderfully inhospitable, returned the stranger, as the prince issued from the hut and stood up with an inquiring look which suddenly changed to one of astonishment.

Beniah! he exclaimed.

Even so, replied the Hebrew, holding out his hand, but Bladud drew back.

What! will you neither permit me to enter your house nor shake your hand? I was not so churlish when you visited my dwelling.

You know well, old man, that I do not grudge hospitality, but fear to infect you.

Yes, I know it well, rejoined the Hebrew, smiling, and knowing that you were here, I turned aside on my journey to inquire as to your welfare.

I have much to say about my welfare and strange things to tell you, but first let me know what has brought you to this part of the land  for if you have turned aside to see me  seeing me has not been your main object.

You are right. Yet it pleases me well to use this opportunity, and to see by your looks and bearing, that the disease seems to have been arrested.

Yes, thanks be to the All-seeing One, I am well, or nearly so. But proceed to explain the reason of your journey.

The cause of it is the unaccountable disappearance of the girl named Branwen.

What! she who is the bosom friend of my sister Hafrydda?

The same. She had fled, you may remember, from your fathers court for fear of being compelled to wed with Gunrig, the chief whose crown you cracked so deftly on the day of your arrival. She, poor thing, took refuge at first with me. I hid her for some time

Then, interrupted the prince, she must have been hidden in your hut at the time of my visit!

She was. But that was no business of yours.

Surely it was, old man, for my fathers business is my business.

Yea, but it was not my business to enlighten you, or the king either, while I had reason to know that he meant unduly to coerce the maiden. However, there she was hidden, as I tell you. Now, you are aware that Branwens father Gadarn is a great chief, whose people live far away in the northern part of Albion. I bade Branwen remain close in my hut, in a secret chamber, while I should go and acquaint her father with her position, and fetch him down with a strong band of his retainers to rescue her. You should have seen the visage of Gadarn, when I told him the news. A wild boar of the woods could scarce have shown his tusks more fiercely. He not only ordered an armed band to get ready, instantly, but he roused the whole country around, and started off that same day with all his followers armed to the teeth. Of course I led them. In due course we arrived at my hut, when  lo! I found that the bird was flown!

I could see by the appearance of things, continued the Hebrew, that the foolish girl had left of her own will, for there was no evidence of violence anywhere  which would doubtless have been the case if robbers had found her and carried her away, for they would certainly have carried off some of my goods along with her. The rage of her father on making this discovery was terrible. He threatened at once to cut off my old head, and even drew his sword with intent to act the part of executioner. But I reminded him that if he did so, he would cut off the only head that knew anything about his daughter, and that I had still some knowledge regarding her with which he was not acquainted.

This arrested his hand just in time, for I actually fancied that I had begun to feel the edge of his sword slicing into my spinal marrow. When he had calmed himself enough to listen, I told him that Branwen had spoken about paying a visit to the Hot Springs  that I knew she was bent on going there, for some reason that I could not understand, and that I thought it more than likely she had gone. Axe-men, to the front! Form long line! hooroo! yelled the chief  (or something of that sort, for Im a man of peace, and dont understand warlike orders), and away went the whole host at a run, winding through the forest like a great snake; Gadarn and I leading them, except when the thickets became impenetrable, and then the axe-men were ordered to the front and soon broke them down. And so, in course of time, we came within a few miles of the Hot Swamp, and  and, as I have said, I have been permitted to turn aside to visit you.

Truly a strange tale, remarked the prince. And is the armed host of Gadarn actually within a few miles of us?

It is; and, to say truth, I have come out to search for you chiefly to inquire whether you have seen any young woman at all resembling Branwen during your wanderings in this region?

The Hebrew looked keenly at the prince as he put this question.

You forget I have never seen this girl, and, therefore, could not know her even if I had met her. But, in truth, I have not seen any woman, young or old, since I came here. Nor have I seen any human being save my mad master, Konar, and a poor youth whom I rescued some time ago from the hands of robbers. He has nursed me through a severe illness, and is even now with me. But what makes you think that Branwen intended to come to the Swamp?

Because  because, she had reasons of her own. I do not profess to understand the workings of a young girls mind, answered the Hebrew.

And what will you do, said Bladud, now that you find she has not been here? Methinks that when Gadarn hears of your failure to find her at the Swamp, your spinal marrow and his sword will still stand a good chance of becoming acquainted.

The Hebrew looked perplexed, but, before he could answer, Brownie came bounding gaily round the corner of the hut. Seeing a stranger, he stopped suddenly, displayed his teeth and growled.

Down, pup! He is not accustomed to visitors, you see, said his master apologetically.

At that moment Cormac turned the corner of the hut, bearing an earthen jar of water on his shoulder. His eyes opened wide with surprise, so did those of the Hebrew, and the jar dropped to the ground, where it broke, and Brownie, quick to see and seize his opportunity, began to lap its contents. The prince  also wide-eyed  gazed from one to the other. It was a grand tableau vivant!

The first to recover himself and break the spell was Cormac. Leaping forward, he grasped the old man by the hand, and turning so as to present his back to Bladud, gave the Hebrew a look so powerfully significant that that son of Israel was quite disconcerted.

My old, kind friend  is it  can it  be really yourself? So far from home  so unexpected! It makes me so glad to see you, said the youth. Then, turning to Bladud, A very old friend of mine, who helped me once in a time of great distress. I am so rejoiced, for now he will guide me back to my own home. You know I have sometimes talked of leaving you lately, Bladud.

You say truth, my young friend. Frequently of late, since I have been getting well, you have hinted at a wish to go home, though you have not yet made it clear to me where that home is; and sad will be the day when you quit me. I verily believe that I should have died outright, Beniah, but for the kind care of this amiable lad. But it is selfish of me to wish you to stay  especially now that you have found a friend who, it would seem, is both able and willing to guard you through the woods in safety. Yet, now I think, my complaint is so nearly cured that I might venture to do that myself.

Not so, returned the lad, quickly. You are far from cured yet. To give up using the waters at this stage of the cure would be fatal. It would perhaps let the disease come back as bad as before.

Nay, but the difficulty lies here, returned the prince, smiling at the boys eagerness. This good old man is at present engaged as guide to an army, and dare not leave his post. A foolish girl named Branwen fled some time ago from my fathers house, intending, it is supposed, to go to some friends living not far from the Hot Swamp. They have been searching for her in all directions, and at last her father, with a host at his heels, has been led to within a few miles of this place, but the girl has not yet been discovered; so the search will doubtless be continued.

Is that so? asked Cormac of the Hebrew, pointedly.

It is so.

What is the name of the chief whose daughter has been so foolish as to run away from her friends?

Gadarn, answered Beniah.

Oh! I know him! exclaimed Cormac in some excitement, and I know many of his people. I lived with them once, long, long ago. How far off is the camp, did you say?

An hours walk or so.

In that direction? asked Cormac, pointing.

Yes, in that direction.

Then I will go and see them, said the lad, picking up his bow and arrows. You can wait here till I come back, Beniah, and keep Bladud company  for he is accustomed to company now! Who knows but I may pick up this foolish girl on my way to the camp!

The lad hurried into the woods without waiting a reply; but he had not gone a hundred yards when he turned and shouted, Hi, Beniah! at the same time beckoning with his hand.

The Hebrew hurried towards him.

Beniah, said the lad impressively, as he drew near, go back and examine Bladuds arm and let me know when we meet again what you think of it.

But how  why  wherefore came you  ? exclaimed the Hebrew, pausing in perplexity.

Ask no questions, old man, returned the youth with a laugh. There is no time to explain  . He will suspect  robbers  old mother  bad son  escape  boys dress  fill up that story if you can! More hereafter. But  observe, if you say one word about me to anybody, Gadarns sword is sharp and his arm strong! You promise?

I promise.

Solemnly  on your word as a Hebrew?

Solemnly  on my word as a Hebrew. But  ?

With another laugh the boy interrupted him, turned, and disappeared in the woods.

A strange, though a good and affectionate boy, remarked Bladud when the Hebrew returned. What said he?

He bade me examine your arm, and tell him what I think of it on his return.

That is of a piece with all the dear boys conduct, returned the prince. You have no idea what a kind nurse he has been to me, at a time when I was helpless with fever. Indeed, if I had not been helpless and delirious, I would not have allowed him to come near me. You have known him before, it seems?

Yes; I have known him for some time.

From this point the prince pushed the Hebrew with questions, which the latter  bearing in remembrance the sharpness of Gadarns sword, and the solemnity of his promise  did his best to evade, and eventually succeeded in turning the conversation by questioning Bladud as to his intercourse with the hunter of the Swamp, and his mode of life since his arrival in that region. Then he proceeded to examine the arm critically.

It is a wonderful cure, he said, after a minute inspection. Almost miraculous.

Cure! exclaimed the prince. Do you, then, think me cured?

Indeed I do  at least, very nearly so. I have had some experience of your complaint in the East, and it seems to me that a perfect cure is at most certain  if it has not been already effected.




Chapter Twenty Four.

Describes an Ardent Search.

While the prince and the Hebrew were thus conversing, Cormac was speeding towards the camp of Gadarn. He quickly arrived, and was immediately arrested by one of the sentinels. Taken before one of the chief officers, he was asked who he was, and where he came from.

That I will tell only to your chief, said the lad.

I am a chief, replied the officer proudly.

That may be so; but I want to speak with your chief, and I must see him alone.

Assuredly thou art a saucy knave, and might be improved by a switching.

Possibly; but instead of wasting our time in useless talk, it would be well to convey my message to Gadarn, for my news is urgent; and I would not give much for your head if you delay.

The officer laughed; but there was that in the boys tone and manner that induced him to obey.

Gadarn, the chief, was seated on a tree-stump inside of a booth of boughs, leaves, and birch-bark, that had been hastily constructed for his accommodation. He was a great, rugged, north-country man, of immense physical power  as most chiefs were in those days. He seemed to be brooding over his sorrows at the time his officer entered.

A prisoner waits without, said the officer. He is a stripling; and says he has urgent business to communicate to you alone.

Send him hither, and let every one get out of ear-shot! said Gadarn gruffly.

A minute later Cormac appeared, and looked wistfully at the chief, who looked up with a frown.

Are you the pris

He stopped suddenly, and, springing to his feet, advanced a step with glaring eyes and fast-coming breath, as he held out both hands.

With a cry of joy, Cormac sprang forward and threw his arms round Gadarns neck, exclaiming  

Father!  dear father!

For a few moments there was silence, and a sight was seen which had not been witnessed for many a day  two or three gigantic tears rolled down the warriors rugged cheeks, one of them trickling to the end of his weather-beaten nose and dropping on his iron-grey beard.

My child, he said at length, where  how came you  why, this

Yes, yes, father, interrupted the lad, with a tearful laugh. Ill tell you all about it in good time; but Ive got other things to speak of which are more interesting to both of us. Sit down and let me sit on your knee, as I used to do long ago.

Gadarn meekly obeyed.

Now listen, said Cormac, putting his mouth to his fathers ear and whispering.

The chief listened, and the first effect of the whispering was to produce a frown. This gradually and slowly faded, and gave place to an expression of doubt.

Are you sure, child?  sure that you

Quite  quite sure, interrupted Cormac with emphasis. But that is not all  listen!

Gadarn listened again; and, as the whispering continued, there came the wrinkles of humour over his rugged face; then a snort that caused Cormac to laugh ere he resumed his whispering.

And he knows it? cried Gadarn, interrupting and suppressing a laugh.

Yes; knows all about it.

And the other doesnt?

Has not the remotest idea!

Thinks that youre a

Here the chief broke off, got up, placed his hands on both his sides and roared with laughter, until the anxious sentinels outside believed that he had gone mad.

With the energy of a strong nature he checked himself and became suddenly grave.

Listen! he said; you have made me listen a good deal to you. It is my turn now. Before the sun stands there (pointing), you will be on your way to the court of King Hudibras, while I remain, and make this Hebrew lead me all over the country in search of  ha! ha!  my daughter. We must search and search every hole and corner of the land; for we must  we must find her  or perish!

Again the chief exploded, but subdued himself immediately; and, going to the entrance of the booth, summoned his lieutenant, who started forward with the promptitude of an apparition, and with an expression of some curiosity on his countenance, for he also had heard the laughter.

Get ready forty men, said the chief; to convey this lad in safety to the court of King Hudibras. He is well known there. Say not that I sent you, but that, in ranging the country, you found him lost in the woods, and, understanding him to belong to the household of the king, you brought him in.

Without a word the lieutenant withdrew, and the plotters looked at each other with that peculiarly significant expression which has been the characteristic of intriguers in all ages.

Thou wilt know how to act, my little one, said the chief.

Yes, better even than you imagine, my big one, replied Cormac.

What! is there something beyond my ken simmering in thy noddle, thou pert squirrel?

Perchance there is, father dear.

A sound at the root of Gadarns nose betrayed suppressed laughter, as he turned away.

Quarter of an hour later a band of foot-soldiers defiled out of the camp, with Cormac in their midst, mounted on a small pony, and Gadarn, calling another of his lieutenants, told him to let it be known throughout the camp, that if any officer or man should allow his tongue to wag with reference to the lad who had just left the camp, his tongue would be silenced for all future time, and an oak limb be decorated with an acorn that never grew on it.

You know, and they know, that Im a man of my word  away! said the chief, returning to the privacy of his booth.

While these events were happening at the camp, Bladud and Beniah were discussing many subjects  religion among others, for they were both philosophical as well as seriously-minded. But neither their philosophy nor their religion were profound enough at that time to remove anxiety about the youth who had just left them.

I wish that I were clear of the whole business, remarked the Hebrew uneasily, almost petulantly.

Why, do you fear that any evil can happen to the boy? asked Bladud anxiously.

Oh! I fear not for him. It is not that. He will be among friends at the camp  but  but I know not how Gadarn may take it.

Take what? demanded the prince in surprise.

Take  take my failure to find his daughter.

Ha! to be sure; he may be ill-pleased at that. But if I thought there was any chance of evil befalling Cormac in the camp, by all the gods of the east, west, north, and south, cried the prince, carried away by the strength of his feelings into improper and even boastful language, I would go and demand his liberation, or fight the whole tribe single-handed.

A pretty boast for a man in present safety, remarked the Hebrew, with a remonstrative shake of the head.

Most true, returned the prince, flushing; I spoke in haste, yet it was not altogether a boast, for I could challenge Gadarn to single combat, and no right-minded chief could well refuse to let the issue of the matter rest on that.

Verily he would not refuse, for although not so tall as you are, he is quite as stout, and it is a saying among his people that he fears not the face of any man  something like his daughter in that.

Is she so bold, then?

Nay, not bold, but  courageous.

Humph! that is a distinction, no doubt, but the soft and gentle qualities in women commend themselves more to me than those which ought chiefly to characterise man. However, be this as it may, if Cormac does not return soon after daybreak to-morrow, I will hie me to the camp to see how it fares with him.

As next morning brought no Cormac, or any news of him, Bladud started for the camp, accompanied by the anxious Hebrew.

They found the chief at a late breakfast. He looked up without rising when they were announced.

Ha! my worthy Hebrew  is it thou? What news of my child? Have you heard of her whereabouts?

Not yet, sir, answered Beniah with a look of intense perplexity. But I had thought that  that is, by this time

What! no news? cried the chief, springing up in fierce ire, and dropping the chop with which he had been engaged. Did you not say that you felt sure you would hear of her from your friend? Is this the friend that you spoke of?

He turned a keen look of inquiry, with not a little admiration in it, on Bladud.

This is indeed he, answered Beniah, and I have  but, but did not a lad  a fair youth  visit your camp yesterday?

No  no lad came near the camp yesterday, answered the chief gruffly.

Here was cause for wonder, both for the Hebrew and the prince.

Forgive me, sir, said the latter, with a deferential air that greatly pleased the warrior, forgive me if I venture to intrude my own troubles on one whose anxiety must needs be greater, but this youth left my hut yesterday to visit you, saying that he knew you well, and if he has not arrived some evil must have befallen him, for the distance he had to traverse was very short.

That is sad, returned the chief in a tone of sympathy, for he must either have been caught by robbers, or come by an accident on the way. Did you not follow his footsteps as you came along?

We never thought of following them  the distance being so short, returned the prince with increasing anxiety.

Are you, then, so fond of this lad? asked the chief.

Ay, that am I, and with good reason, for he has tended me with self-denying care during illness, and in circumstances which few men would have faced. In truth, I feel indebted to him for my life.

Say you so? cried the chief with sudden energy; then shall we search for him as well as for my daughter. And you, Hebrew, shall help us. Doubtless, young man, you will aid us by your knowledge of the district. I have secured the services of the hunter of the Swamp, so we can divide into three bands, and scour the whole country round. We cannot fail to find them, for neither of them can have got far away, whether they be lost or stolen. Ho! there. Assemble the force, instantly. Divide it into three bands. My lieutenant shall head one. You, Bladud, shall lead another, and I myself will head the third, guided by Beniah. Away!

With a wave of both hands Gadarn dismissed those around him, and retired to his booth to arm himself, and prepare for the pending search.

The Hebrew was sorely tempted just then to speak out, but his solemn promise to Branwen sealed his lips. The fact also that the girl seemed really to have disappeared, filled him with alarm as well as surprise, and made him anxious to participate in the search. In a perplexed state of mind, and unenviable temper, he went away with Bladud to the place where the force was being marshalled.

Strange that fate should send us on a double search of this kind, remarked the prince as they hurried along.

Whether fate sent us, or some mischievous sprite, I know not, growled the Hebrew, but there is no need for more than one search.

How! exclaimed Bladud sternly. Think you that my poor lads fate is not of as much interest to me as that of Gadarns daughter is to him?

Nay, verily, I presume not to gauge the interest of princes and chiefs, returned Beniah, with an exasperated air. All I know is, that if we find the lad, we are full sure to find the lass not far off.

How? You speak in riddles to-day.

Ay, and there are like to be more riddles tomorrow, for what the upshot of it will be is more than I can tell. See you not that, as the two were lost about the same time, and near the same place, they will probably be found together?

Your wits seem to be shaken to-day, old man, rejoined Bladud, smiling, for these two were not lost about the same place or time.

Fortunately for the Hebrews peace of mind, an officer accosted them at that moment, and, directing the one to head a band just ready to march, led the other to the force which was to be commanded by the chief in person.

In a few minutes the three bands were in motion, the main bodies marching north, south, and east, while strong parties were sent out from each to skirmish in all directions.

Think you we shall find them, Hebrew? asked the chief, who seemed to be in a curiously impulsive state of mind.

I trust we may. It seems to me almost certain.

I hope so, for your sake as well as my own, old man; for, if we do not, I will surely cut your head off for bringing me here for nothing.

Does it not seem unjust to punish a man for doing his best? asked Beniah.

It may seem so to you men of the east, but to the men of the west justice is not held of much account.

Proceeding round by the Hot Springs, the party led by Gadarn made a careful inspection of every cavern, defile, glade, and thicket, returning at evening towards the camp from which they set out, it having been arranged that they were all to meet there and start again to renew the search, in a wider circle, on the following morning.

No success, remarked Gadarn sternly, unbuckling his sword and flinging it violently on the ground.

Not yet, but we may have better fortune tomorrow, said Beniah.

Dont you think the small footprints we saw near the Springs were those of the boy?

They may have been.

And those that we saw further on, but lost sight of in the rocky ground  did they not look like those of a girl?

They certainly did.

And yet strangely like to each other, said the chief.

Marvellously, returned Beniah.

A slight sound in Gadarns nose caused the Hebrew to look up quickly, but the chief was gazing with stern gravity out at the opening of his booth, where the men of his force could be seen busily at work felling trees, kindling fires, and otherwise preparing for the evening meal.




Chapter Twenty Five.

More Secrets and Surprises.

All went well with the party that conducted Branwen to King Hudibras town until they reached the hut of Beniah the Hebrew, when the lad suggested to the leader of the escort that they should put up there, as it was too late to think of intruding on the king that night.

As the lieutenant had been told to pay particular regard to the wishes of his charge, he at once agreed. Indeed, during the journey, Cormac (as we may here continue to call the girl) had expressed his wishes with such a quiet, matter-of-course air of authority that the officer in charge had come to the conclusion that the youth must be the son of some person of importance  perhaps even of King Hudibras himself. He therefore accorded him implicit obedience and deference.

The hut is too small for all of us, said Cormac; the greater number of your men must sleep outside; but that does not matter on so fine a night.

True, it matters nothing, replied the officer. We will all of us sup and sleep round the campfires.

Nay, you and your lieutenant will sup with me. Afterwards you can join the men. By-the-by, there is an old woman here, who takes charge  or ought to take charge  of the Hebrews dwelling during his absence.

I have not seen her, said the officer.

True  but she will no doubt make her appearance soon. Let her come and go as she pleases without hindrance. It is not safe to thwart her, for her temper is none of the sweetest, and she is apt to scratch.

Supper was soon over, for the party had travelled all day, and were weary. When it was finished Cormac again cautioned the officers not to interfere with the old woman, for she was dangerous.

I will have a care, said the officer, laughing, as he and his subaltern rose, bade their charge good-night, and took their leave.

The instant they were gone Branwen pushed the plank-bridge across the chasm, and disappeared in the secret cave.

Half an hour later the two officers were seated with some of the men at the camp-fire nearest the hut, making preparations for going to rest, when they were startled by the creaking of the hut door. To their intense surprise it opened wide enough to let a little old woman step out. She was much bent, wore an old grey shawl over her head, and leaned on a staff. For some moments she looked from side to side as if in search of something.

See! the old woman! murmured the officer in a low whisper.

True, but we did not see her enter the hut, replied the sub with a solemn look.

In those days witchcraft was implicitly believed in, so, when they saw the old creature hobble towards them, they experienced feelings of alarm that had never yet affected their manly bosoms in danger or in war. Their faces paled a little, but their courage stood the test, for they sat still till she came close enough to let her piercing dark eyes be seen peering at them like those of a basilisk from out the folds of the shawl that enveloped her.

Yyou are the  the old woman, I suppose? said the officer in a deferential tone.

Yes, I am the old woman, young man, and you will be an old woman too when you reach my time of life, she replied, in a deep metallic voice.

I hope not, returned the officer, sincerely.

At all events youll be a dead man before long if you dont attend to what I say, continued the woman. Your young master in the hut there told me to tell you that he is tired and wants a good long rest, so you are not to disturb him in the morning till he calls you. Dyou hear?

I hear, and will obey.

Eh? What? Speak out. Im deaf.

I hear, and will attend to your wishes.

Humph! it will be worse for you if you dont, muttered the old hag, as she turned away, hobbled into the woods, and slowly disappeared.

It need scarcely be said that the lieutenant and his sub did not sleep much that night. They discussed the subject of witches, their powers and propensities, and the bad luck likely to attend those who actually had the misfortune to see them, until the hair on their heads betrayed a tendency to rise, and the grey dawn began to appear. Then they lay down and indulged in some fitful slumber. But the discomforts of the night were as nothing to the anxieties of the morning, for the lazy Cormac seemed to have gone in for an extent of slumber that was out of all reason, considering his circumstances. The ordinary breakfast hour arrived, but there was no intimation of his having awoke. Hours passed, but there was no call from the hut, and the officer, with ever-increasing anxiety, bade his men to kick up a row  or words to that effect. No command they ever received was more easy of fulfilment. They laughed and talked; they cut down trees and cleaned their breakfast utensils with overwhelming demonstration; they shouted, they even sang and roared in chorus, but without effect. Noon arrived and passed, still Cormac slept on. It was worse than perplexing  it was becoming desperate!

The officer commanding the party was a brave man; so was the sub. Their native courage overcame their superstitious fears.

Ill be battle-axed! exclaimed the first, using a very objectionable old British oath, if I dont rouse him, though all the witches in Albion should withstand me.

And Ill back you up, said the sub with a frown that spoke volumes  perhaps, considering the times, we should have written  rolls of papyrus.

Accordingly the two went towards the hut, with pluck and misgiving contending for the mastery.

Perchance the witch may have returned while we slept, said the sub in a low voice.

Or she may have re-entered the hut invisibly  as she did at first, replied the other.

The door was found to be on the latch. The lieutenant opened it a little and peeped in.

Ho! Cormac! he shouted; hi! ho! hooroo hooh! but he shouted in vain.

Becoming accustomed to the dim light, he perceived that there was no one within to answer to the call, so he suddenly sprang in, followed by the sub and a few of the more daring spirits among the men.

A hasty search revealed the fact that the lad was not to be seen. A more minute and thorough inspection showed clearly that no one was there. They did not, of course, discover the cave, for the plank had been removed, but they gazed solemnly into the depths of the dark chasm and wondered if poor Cormac had committed suicide there, or if the witch had murdered him and thrown him in. Having neither rope nor ladder, and the chasm appearing to be bottomless, they had no means of settling the question.

But now a point of far greater moment pressed on their consideration. What was to be said to King Hudibras about the disappearance of the lad? Would he believe them? It was not likely. And, on the other hand, what would Gadarn say? Would he believe them? He might, indeed, for he knew them to be faithful, but that would not mitigate his wrath, and when he was roused by neglected duty they knew too well that their lives would hang on a thread. What was to be done? To go forward or backward seemed to involve death! One only resource was left, namely, for the whole band to go off on its own account and take to the woods as independent robbers  or hunters  or both combined.

In an unenviable frame of mind the lieutenant and his sub sat down to the discussion of these knotty points and their mid-day meal.

Meanwhile the witch, who had been the occasion of all this distress, having got out of sight in the woods, assumed a very upright gait and stepped out with a degree of bounding elasticity that would have done credit to a girl of nineteen.

The sun was just rising in a flood of glorious light when she entered the suburbs of King Hudibras town  having previously resumed her stoop and hobbling gait.

The king was lazy. He was still a-bed snoring. But the household was up and at breakfast, when the witch  passing the guards who looked upon her as too contemptible to question  knocked at the palace door. It was the back-door, for even at that time palaces had such convenient apertures, for purposes, no doubt, of undignified retreat. A menial answered the knock  after wearisome delay.

Is the Princess Hafrydda within?

She is, answered the menial, with a supercilious look, but she is at breakfast, and does not see poor people at such an hour.

Would she see rich people if they were to call at such an hour? demanded the witch, sharply.

Per  perhaps she would, replied the menial with some hesitation.

Then Ill wait here till she has finished breakfast. Is the king up?

Nno. He still slumbers.

Hah! Like him! He was always lazy in the mornings. Go fetch me a stool.

The manner of the old woman with her magnificent dark eyes and deep metallic voice, and her evident knowledge of the kings habits, were too much for the menial  a chord of superstition had been touched; it vibrated, and he was quelled. Humbly but quickly he fetched a stool.

Wont you step in? he said.

No, Ill stop out! she replied, and sat herself doggedly down, with the air of one who had resolved never more to go away.

Meanwhile, in the breakfast room of the palace, which was on the ground floor  indeed, all the rooms of the palace were on the ground floor, for there was no upper one  the queen and her fair daughter Hafrydda were entertaining a stranger who had arrived the day before.

He was an exceedingly handsome man of about six-and-twenty; moderately tall and strong, but with an air of graceful activity in all his movements that gave people, somehow, the belief that whatever he chose to attempt he could do. Both his olive complexion and his tongue betokened him a foreigner, for although the language he spoke was Albionic, it was what we now style broken  very much broken indeed. With a small head, short curly black hair, a very young beard, and small pointed moustache, fine intellectual features, and an expression of imperturbable good-humour, he presented an appearance which might have claimed the regard of any woman. At all events the queen had formed a very high opinion of him  and she was a woman of much experience, having seen many men in her day. Hafrydda, though, of course, not so experienced, fully equalled her mother, if she did not excel her, in her estimate of the young stranger.

As we should be unintelligible if we gave the youths words in the broken dialect, we must render his speech in fair English.

I cannot tell how deeply I am grieved to hear this dreadful news of my dear friend, he said, with a look of profound sorrow that went home to the mothers heart.

And did you really come to this land for the sole purpose of seeing my dear boy? asked the queen.

I did. You cannot imagine how much we loved each other. We were thrown together daily  almost hourly. We studied together; we competed when I was preparing for the Olympic games; we travelled in Egypt and hunted together. Indeed, if it had not been for my dear old mother, we should have travelled to this land in the same ship.

Your mother did not wish you to leave her, I suppose?

Nay, it was I who would not leave her. Her unselfish nature would have induced her to make any sacrifice to please me. It was only when she died that my heart turned with unusual longing to my old companion Bladud, and I made up my mind to quit home and traverse the great sea in search of him.

A grateful look shot from Hafryddas blue eyes, but it was lost on the youth, who sat gazing at the floor as if engrossed with his great disappointment.

I cannot understand, he continued, in an almost reproachful tone, how you could ever make up your minds to banish him, no matter how deadly the disease that had smitten him.

The princesss fair face flushed deeply, and she shook back her golden curls  her eyes flashing as she replied  

We did not make up our minds to banish him. The warriors and people would have compelled us to do it whether we liked or not, for they have heard, alas! of the terrible nature of the disease. But the dear boy, knowing this, went off in the night unknown to us, and without even saying farewell. We have sent out parties to search for him several times, but without success.

The youth was evidently affected by this burst of feeling.

Ah, he returned, with a look of admiration at the princess, that was like him  like his noble, self-denying nature. But I will find him out, you may depend on it, for I shall search the land in all directions till I discover his retreat. If King Hudibras will grant me a few men to help me  well. If not, I will do it by myself.

Thank you, good Dromas, for your purpose and your sympathy, said the queen. The king will be only too glad to help you  but here he comes to speak for himself.

The curtain door was tossed aside at the moment, and Hudibras strode into the room with a beaming smile and a rolling gait that told of redundant health, and showed that the cares of state sat lightly on him.

Welcome, good Dromas, to our board. I was too sleepy to see much of you after your arrival last night. Mine eyes blinked like those of an owl. Kiss me, wife and daughter, he added, giving the ladies a salute that resounded through the room. Have they told you yet about our poor son Bladud?

The visitor had not time to reply, when a domestic appeared and said there was an old woman at the door who would not go away.

Give her some cakes and send her off! cried the king with a frown.

But she will not go till she has had converse with the princess.

I will go to her, said Hafrydda, rising.

Ay, go, my girl, and if thy sweet tongue fails to prevail, stuff her mouth with meat and drink till she is too stout to walk. Come, my queen, what have we this morning for breakfast? The very talking of meat makes me hungry.

At this juncture several dogs burst into the room and gambolled with their royal master, as with one who is a familiar friend.

When the princess reached the outer door she found the woman standing, and evidently in a rage.

Is this the way King Hudibras teaches his varlets to behave to poor people who are better than themselves?

Forgive them, granny, said the princess, who was inclined to laugh, but strove to keep her gravity, they are but stupid rogues at worst.

Nay, but they are sly rogues at best! retorted the old woman. The first that came, took me for a witch, and was moderately civil, but the second took away my stool and threatened to set the dogs at me.

If this be so, I will have him cow-hided; but tell me  what would you with me? Can I help you? Is it food that you want, or rest?

Truly it is both food and rest that I want, at the proper times, but what I want with you now, is to take me to your own room, and let me talk to you.

That is a curious desire, returned Hafrydda, smiling, but I will not deny you. Come this way. Have you anything secret to tell me? she asked, when they were alone.

Ay, that have I, answered the woman in her natural voice, throwing off her shawl and standing erect.

The princess remained speechless, for her friend Branwen stood before her.

Before I utter a word of explanation, she said, let me say that your brother is found, and safe, and well  or nearly so. This is the main thing, but I will not tell you anything more unless you give me your solemn promise not to tell a word of it all to any one till I give you leave. Do you promise?

Hafrydda was so taken aback that she could do nothing for some time but gaze in the girls face. Then she laughed in an imbecile sort of way. Then she burst into tears of joy, threw her arms round her friends neck, hugged her tight, and promised anything  everything  that she chose to demand.

When, an hour later, the Princess Hafrydda returned to the breakfast room, she informed the king and queen that the old woman was not a beggar; that she had kept her listening to a long story about lost men and women and robbers; that she was a thorough deceiver; that some of the servants believed her to be a witch, and that she had sent her away.

With an invitation to come back again, Ill be bound, cried the king, interrupting. Its always your way, my girl,  any one can impose on you.

Well, father, she did impose on me, and I did ask her to come back again.

I knew it, returned the king, with a loud laugh, and shell come, for certain.

She will, you may be quite sure of that, rejoined the princess with a gleeful laugh, as she left the room.

About the same time, the little old woman left the palace and returned to the hut of the Hebrew.

Here, as she expected, she found that her escort had flown, and, a brief inspection of their footprints showed that, instead of proceeding towards the town, they had returned the way they came.




Chapter Twenty Six.

Further Searchings and Perplexities.

While these events were taking place at court, the bold chief Gadarn was ranging the country far and wide in search of his daughter Branwen.

There was something in his manner which puzzled his followers not a little, for he seemed to have changed his character  at least to have added to it a strange, wild hilarity which suggested the idea that he enjoyed the hunt and was in no hurry that it should come to an end. Those who knew him best began at last to fear that anxiety had unsettled his reason, and Bladud, who liked the mans gay, reckless disposition and hearty good-humour, intermingled with occasional bursts of fierce passion, was not only puzzled but distressed by the wild inconsistency of his proceedings. The Hebrew, knowing to some extent the cause of what he did, and feeling bound by his promise to conceal his knowledge, was reduced to a state of mind that is not describable.

On the one hand there was the mystery of Cormacs total disappearance in a short walk of three miles. On the other hand, there was the utter uselessness of searching for Branwen, yet the urgent need of searching diligently for Cormac. Then there was the fear of consequences when the fiery Gadarn should come to find out how he had been deceived, or rather, what moderns might style humbugged; add to which he was debarred the solace of talking the subject over with Bladud, besides being, in consequence of his candid disposition, in danger of blurting out words that might necessitate a revelation. One consequence was that, for the time at least, the grave and amiable Hebrew became an abrupt, unsociable, taciturn man.

What ails you just now, Beniah? asked Bladud, one evening as they walked together to Gadarns booth, having been invited to supper. You seem out of condition mentally, if not bodily, as if some one had rubbed you the wrong way.

Do I? answered Beniah, with a frown and something between a grin and a laugh. Well, it is not easy to understand ones mental complaints, much less to explain them.

Fortunately their arrival at the booth put a timely end to the conversation.

Ha! my long-legged prince and stalwart Hebrew! cried the jovial chief in a loud voice, I began to fear that you had got lost  as folk seem prone to do in this region  or had forgotten all about us! Come in and sit ye down. Ho! varlet, set down the victuals. After all, you are just in the nick of time. Well, Beniah, what think you of our search to-day? Has it been close? Is it likely that we have missed any of the caves or cliffs where robbers might be hiding?

I think not. It seems to me that we have ransacked every hole and corner in which there is a chance that the lad could be found.

The lad! exclaimed Gadarn.

I  I mean  your daughter, returned the Hebrew, quickly.

Why dont you say what you mean, then? One expects a man of your years to talk without confusion  or is it that you are really more anxious about finding the boy than my girl?

Nay, that be far from me, answered the Hebrew. To say truth, I am to the full as anxious to find the one as the other, for it matters not which you

Matters not! repeated Gadarn, fiercely.

Well, of course, I mean that my friendship for you and Bladud makes me wish to see you each satisfied by finding both the boy and the girl.

For my part, said Bladud, quietly, I sincerely hope that we may find them both, for we are equally anxious to do so.

Equally! exclaimed Gadarn, with a look of lofty surprise. Dost mean to compare your regard for your young friend with a fathers love for his only child!

The prince did not easily take offence, but he could not refrain from a flush and a frown as he replied, sharply  

I make no useless comparisons, chief. It is sufficient that we are both full of anxiety, and are engaged in the same quest.

Ay, the same quest  undoubtedly, observed the Hebrew in a grumbling, abstracted manner.

If it were possible, returned Gadarn, sternly, to give up the search for your boy and confine it entirely to my girl, I would do so. But as they went astray about the same place, we are compelled, however little we like it, to hunt together.

Not compelled, chief, cried Bladud, with a look and a flash in his blue eye which presaged a sudden rupture of friendly relations. We can each go our own way and hunt on our own account.

Scarcely, replied the chief, for if you found my daughter, you would be bound in honour to deliver her up; and if I found your boy, I should feel myself bound to do the same.

It matters not a straw which is found, cried the Hebrew, exasperated at the prospect of a quarrel between the two at such an inopportune moment. Surely, as an old man, I have the right to remonstrate with you for encouraging anything like disagreement when our success in finding the boy,  I  I mean the girl,  depends

A burst of laughter from the chief cut him short.

You dont seem to be quite sure of what you mean, he cried, or to be able to say it. Come, come, prince, if the Hebrew claims a right to remonstrate because he is twenty years or so older than I am, surely I may claim the same right, for I am full twenty years older than you. Is it seemly to let your hot young blood boil over at every trifle? Here, let me replenish your platter, for it is ill hunting after man, woman, or beast without a stomach full of victuals.

There was no resisting the impulsive chief.

Both his guests cleared their brows and laughed  though there was still a touch of exasperation in the Hebrews tone.

While the search was being thus diligently though needlessly prosecuted in the neighbourhood of the Hot Swamp by Gadarn, who was dearly fond of a practical joke, another chief, who was in no joking humour, paid a visit one evening to his mother. Perhaps it is unnecessary to say that this chief was Gunrig.

From all that I see and hear, mother, he said, walking up and down the room, as was his habit, with his hands behind him, it is clear that if I do not go about it myself, the king will let the matter drop; for he is convinced that the girl has run off with some fellow, and will easily make her way home.

Dont you think he may be right, my son?

No, I dont, my much-too-wise mother. I know the girl better than that. It is enough to look in her face to know that she could not run away with any fellow!

Hm! remarked the woman significantly.

What say you? demanded the chief, sharply.

I scarcely know what to say. Perhaps the best thing to do would be to take a band of our own men and go off in search of the girl yourself.

Thats just what Ive made up my mind to do; but I wanted to see if Hudibras would get up a band to join mine, for I dare not take many away from the town when that scoundrel Addedomar is threatening to make a raid upon us.

My son, said the woman anxiously, what threatened raid do you speak of?

Did you not hear? Since the last time we gave that robber a drubbing at the Hot Swamp, he has taken to the woods and gathered together a large band of rascals like himself. We would not have minded that  for honest men are always numerous enough to keep villains in order  but two chiefs who have long been anxious to take possession of the land round the Swamp have agreed to join with him, so that they form a formidable body of warriors  too large to be treated with contempt.

This is bad news, Gunrig. How does the king take it?

In his usual way. He does not believe in danger or mischief till it has overtaken him, and it is almost too late for action. There is one hope, however, that he will be induced to move in time. A young fellow has come from the far East, who was a great friend of that long-legged fellow Bladud, and he is bent on finding out where his friend has gone. Of course the king is willing to let him have as many men as he wants, though he sternly refuses to let Bladud return home; and I hope to induce this youth  Dromas, they call him  to join me, so that we may search together; for, of course, the search for the man may result in finding the girl. My only objection is that if we do find Bladud, I shall have to fight and kill him  unless the leprosy has happily killed him already. So, now, I will away and see what can be done about this hunt. My object in coming was to get my men, and to warn those left in charge of the town to keep a keen look-out for Addedomar, for he is a dangerous foe. Farewell, mother.

The woman was not addicted to the melting mood. She merely nodded as her son went out.

In pursuance of this plan, a band of about two hundred warriors was raised, armed, and provisioned for a long journey. Gunrig put himself at the head of a hundred and fifty of these, and Dromas, being a skilled warrior, was given command of the remaining fifty, with Captain Arkal, who begged to be allowed to go as his lieutenant, and little Maikar as one of his fighting men.

The orders were, that they should start off in the direction of the Hot Swamp, searching the country as they went, making diligent inquiries at the few villages they might pass, and questioning all travellers whom they might chance to meet with by the way. If Branwen should be found, she was to be sent back escorted by a detachment of a hundred men. If the retreat of Bladud should be discovered, news of the fact was to be sent to the king, and the prince was to be left there in peace with any of the men who might volunteer to live with him. But on no account were they or Bladud to return to Hudibras town as long as there was the least danger of infection.

Is he never to return? asked the queen, whimpering, when she heard these orders given.

No, never! answered the king in that awful tone which the poor queen knew too well meant something like a decree of Fate.

Oh, father! remonstrated Hafrydda  and Dromas loved her for the remonstrance not even if he is cured?

Well, of course, if he is cured, my child, that alters the case. But how am I to know that he is cured?  who is to judge? Our court doctor knows as much about it as a sucking pig  perhaps less!

Perhaps the Hebrew knows, suggested Hafrydda  and Dromas loved her for the suggestion!

Ah, to be sure! I forgot the Hebrew. You may call at his hut in passing and take him with you, if he has come home yet. Hes an amiable old man, and may consent to go. If not  make him. Away! and cease to worry me. Thats the way to get rid of business, my queen; isnt it?

Certainly  it is one way, answered the queen, turning to the two commanders. Go, and my blessing go with you!

Success attend you! murmured the princess, glancing timidly at Dromas  and as Dromas gazed upon her fair face, and golden curls, and modest mien, he felt that he loved her for herself!

Success did not, however, attend them at first, for on reaching the Hebrews hut they found it empty, and no amount of shouting availed to call Beniah from the vasty deep of the chasm, or the dark recesses of the secret chamber.

Pursuing their way, therefore, the small army was soon lost to view in the forest.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Cross Purposes and Complications.

We turn now to another scene in the wild-woods, not far distant from the Hot Swamp.

It is a thickly-wooded hollow on the eastern slopes of the high ridge that bounds one side of the valley of the Springs. Sturdy oaks, tall poplars, lordly elms and beeches, cast a deep shade over the spot which was rendered almost impenetrable by dense underwood. Even in brightest sunshine light entered it with difficulty, and in gloomy weather a sort of twilight constantly prevailed, while at night the place became the very abode of thick darkness.

In this retreat was assembled, one gloomy afternoon, a large body of armed men, not connected with the searching parties which had been ransacking the region in the vain duplex search which we have tried to describe. It was a war-party under the command of Addedomar the outlaw  if we may thus characterise a man in a land where there was little or no law of any kind, save that of might.

It was a strong band, numbering nearly four hundred warriors, all of whom were animated with the supposed-to-be noble desire to commit theft on a very large scale. It is true, they called it conquest, which word in those days, as in modern times even among civilised people, meant killing many of the natives of a place and taking possession of their lands. Then  as now  this was sometimes styled right of conquest, and many people thought then, as some think even now, that by putting this word right before conquest they made it all right! and had somehow succeeded in abrogating the laws, Thou shalt not steal, and Do to others as thou wouldest have others do to thee, laws which were written by God in the human understanding long before Moses descended with the decalogue from Sinai.

However, as we have said, there was little or no law in the land of old Albion at the time of which we write, so that we can scarcely wonder at the aspirations of the band under Addedomar  aspirations which were to the full as strong  perhaps even as noble  as those of Alexander the Great or the first Napoleon.

It had been ascertained by some stray hunter of Addedomars party that considerable bands of men were ranging the valley of the Springs and its neighbourhood in search of something or some one, and that they went about usually in small detached parties. The stray hunter, with an eye, doubtless, to his personal interest, conveyed the news to the robber chief, who, having made secret and extensive preparations, happened at the time to be on his way to raid the territories of King Hudibras, intending to take the town of Gunrig as a piece of by-play in passing.

Here, however, was an opportunity of striking a splendid blow without travelling so far. By keeping his force united, and sending a number of scouts in advance, he could attack and overwhelm the scattered detachments in succession. He, therefore, in the meantime, abandoned his original plan, and turned aside to the neighbourhood of the Hot Swamp. There he remained in the sequestered hollow, which has been described, awaiting the return of his scouts. There was no difficulty in feeding an army in those days, for the forests of Albion abounded with game, and the silent bow, unlike the noisy fire-arm, could be used effectively without betraying the presence of the hunter.

The eyes of Addedomar opened wider and wider as his scouts dropped in one by one, and his heart beat high with glee and hope at the news they brought, for it opened up a speedy conquest in detail of more foes than he had counted on meeting with, and left the prospect of his afterwards carrying into execution his original plan.

The first scout brought the intelligence that it was not the men of King Hudibras who were in the neighbourhood, but those of Gadarn, the great chief of the far north, who had come there with an armed force in search of his daughter  she having gone lost, stolen, or strayed in the wilderness.

Is the band a large one? demanded Addedomar.

It is; but not so large as ours, and it is weakened every day by being sent into the woods in different directions and in three detachments.

Excellent! Ha! we will join Gadarn in this search, not only for his daughter, but for himself, and we will double the number of his detachments when we meet them, by slicing each man in two.

A loud laugh greeted this pleasantry, for robbers were easily tickled in those days.

I also discovered, continued the scout, that there is search being made at the same time for some boy or lad, who seems to have disappeared, or run away, or been caught by robbers.

Again there was a laugh at the idea that there were other robbers about besides themselves, but the chief checked them.

Did you find out anything else about this lad? he asked.

Only that he seemed from his dress to be a hunter.

Addedomar frowned and looked at the ground for some moments in meditation.

Im convinced, he said at last, that this lad is none other than the girl who escaped in the hunting dress of my young brother, just the day before I returned to camp. Mother was not as careful as she might have been at that time, and lost me a pretty wife. Good! Things are turning out well to-day. We will rout Gadarn, find his daughter and this so-called lad, and then I shall have two wives instead of one.

The robber chief had just come to this satisfactory conclusion, when another scout arrived.

How now, varlet? Do you bring good news?

That depends on what you consider good, answered the scout, panting. I have just learned that a large body of King Hudibras men  about two hundred, I believe  is on its way to the Swamp to search for his son Bladud

What! the giant whom we have heard tell of  who gave Gunrig such a drubbing?

The same. It seems that he has been smitten with leprosy, has been banished from court, and has taken up his abode somewhere near the Swamp.

But if he has been banished, why do they send out to search for him, I wonder? said the robber chief.

It is said, returned the scout, that a friend of Bladud from the far East wants to find him.

Good! This is rare good luck. We, too, will search for Bladud and slay him. It is not every day that a man has the chance to kill a giant with leprosy, and a kings son into the bargain.

I also learned, continued the scout, that some lady of the court has fled, and the army is to search of her too.

What! more women? Why, it seems as if these woods here must be swarming with them. I should not wonder, too, if it was Hudibras own daughter that has run away. Not unlikely, for the king is well known to be a tyrannical old fellow. Hm! we will search for her also. If we find them all, I shall have more than enough of wives  the kings daughter, and Gadarns daughter, and this run-away-lad, whoever she may be! Learned you anything more?

Nothing more, except that Gadarn intends to make an early start to-morrow morning.

It is well. We, also, will make an early  an even earlier  start to-morrow morning. To your food, now, my men, and then  to rest!

While the robber chief was thus conversing with his scouts, two men were advancing through the forest, one of whom was destined to interfere with the plans which were so well conceived by Addedomar. These were our friends Arkal and Maikar.

Filled with a sort of wild romance, which neither the waves of the sea nor the dangers of the land could abate, these two shipmates marched through the woods all unconscious, of course, of the important part they were destined to play in that era of the worlds history. The two sailors were alone, having obtained leave to range right and left in advance of the column to which they were attached, for the purpose of hunting.

We are not much to boast of in the way of shooting, remarked Arkal; but the troops dont know that, and good luck may prevent them finding it out.

Just so, returned Maikar, good luck may also bring us within arrow-shot of a wolf. I have set my heart on taking home a wolf-skin to that little woman with the black eyes that Ive spoken to you about sometimes.

Quite right, young man, said the captain, in an approving tone. Nothing pleases folk so much as to find that they have been remembered by you when far away. Moreover, I think you stand a good chance, for I saw two wolves the other day when I was rambling about, but they were out of range.

Chance or luck  whichever it was  did not bring a wolf within range that day, but it brought what was more important and dangerous  namely, a large brown bear. The animal was seated under a willow tree, with its head on one side as if in meditation, when the men came upon it. An intervening cliff had prevented the bear from hearing the footsteps of the men, and both parties, being taken by surprise, stared at each other for a moment in silence.

No word was spoken, but next instant the bear ran at them, and stood up on its hind legs, according to bear-nature, to attack. At the same moment both men discharged arrows at it with all their force. One arrow stuck in the animals throat, the other in his chest. But bears are proverbially hard to kill, and no vital part had been reached. Dropping their bows, the men turned and made for the nearest trees. They separated in doing so, and the bear lost a moment or two in making up its mind which to follow. Fortunately it decided in favour of Maikar. Had it followed Arkal, it would have caught him, for the captain, not being as agile as might be wished, missed his first spring up his tree, and slid back to the bottom.

Maikar, on the other hand, went up like a squirrel. Now, the little seaman had been told that some kinds of bears can climb while others cannot. Remembering the fact, he glanced anxiously down, as he went up. To his horror he saw that this bear could climb! and that his only chance would be to climb so high, that the branches which would bear his weight would not support the bear. It was a forlorn hope, but he resolved to try it.

Arkal, in the meantime, had recovered breath and self-possession. Seeing the danger of his comrade, he boldly dropped to the ground, picked up his bow, ran under the other tree, and sent an arrow deep into the bears flank. With a savage growl, the animal looked round, saw the captain getting ready a second arrow, and immediately began to descend. This rather disconcerted Arkal, who discharged his arrow hastily and missed.

Dropping his bow a second time he ran for dear life to his own tree and scrambled up. But he need not have been in such haste, for although some bears can ascend trees easily, they are clumsy and slow in descending. Consequently the captain was high up before his enemy began to climb. That was of little advantage, however, for in a few moments the bear would have been up with him, had not Maikar, moved by the consideration no doubt, that one good turn deserves another, dropped quickly to the ground, picked up his bow and repeated the captains operation, with even more telling effect, for his arrow made the bear so furious, that he turned round to bite it. In doing so he lost his hold, and fell to the ground with such a thud, that he drove the arrow further into him, and a vicious squeal out of him.

At this point little Maikar resolved to vary the plan of action. He stood his ground manfully, and, when the bear arose with a somewhat confused expression, he planted another arrow up to the feathers in its chest. Still the creature was unsubdued. It made a rush, but the sailor sprang lightly behind a tree, getting ready an arrow as he did so. When the animal rushed at him again, it received the shaft deep in the left shoulder, so that, with blood pouring from its many wounds, it stumbled and fell at its next rush.

Seeing how things were going, you may be sure that Arkal did not remain an idle spectator. He dropped again from the outer end of the bough he had reached, and when the bear rose once more to its feet, it found a foe on either side of it.

Dont shoot together, panted Maikar, for all this violent action was beginning to tell on him. Do you shoot first.

This was said while the bear was in a state of indecision.

The captain obeyed and put another arrow in its neck. The bear turned savagely on him, thus exposing its side to Maikar, who took swift advantage of the chance, and, sending an arrow straight to its heart, turned it over dead!

It must be remarked here, that all this shooting was done at such close range that, although the two seamen were, as we have said, rather poor shots, they had little difficulty in hitting so large an object.

Now, then, out with your knife and off with the claws for the little woman at home with the black eyes, said Arkal, wiping the perspiration from his brow, and be quick about it, so as to have it done before the troops come up.

The little man was not long in accomplishing the job, and he had just put the claws in his pouch, and was standing up to wipe his knife, when the captain suddenly grasped his arm and drew him behind the trunk of a tree, from which point of vantage he cautiously gazed with an anxious expression and a dark frown.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

Enemies, Friends, Scouts, Skirmishes, and Councils of War.

Arkals attention had been arrested by the figure of a man who suddenly appeared from behind a cliff not four hundred yards distant from the scene of their recent exploit. The stealthy manner in which the man moved among the bushes, and the earnest gaze which he directed from time to time in one particular direction, showed clearly that he was watching the movements of something  it might be a deer or an enemy.

Evidently he has not seen us, whispered Maikar.

Clear enough that, for he is not looking this way, returned Arkal. He presents his back to us in a careless way, which he would hardly do if he knew that two crack bowmen were a hundred yards astern of him.

Shall I shoot him? whispered Maikar, preparing his weapons.

He may be a friend, returned the captain. But, see! yonder comes what interests him so much. Look!

He pointed to a distant ridge, over the brow of which the head of Gunrigs column of men was just appearing.

He is a scout! exclaimed Maikar.

Ay, and you may be sure that an enemy is not far off ahead of our column  unless, perchance, he may be the scout of some tribe friendly to the king. Hold your hand, Maikar. You are ever too ready to fight. Listen, now; yonder is a convenient hollow where I may get into the thick wood unseen by this scout, and run back to warn our friends. Ahead, yonder, is a narrow pass which leads, no doubt, into the next valley. Run you, as fast as your legs can wag, get through that pass, and see what you can see. In the nature of things the scout is almost sure to return through it, if he intends to carry the news of our approach to his people, who are probably there. You must hide and do the best you can to prevent him from doing this  either by killing him or knocking him down. Be off, we have no time to lose.

But how if he should be a friend? asked Maikar with a smile. How am I to find out?

Arkal paused and was perplexed.

You must just exercise your wisdom, he replied. If the fellow has an ill-looking countenance, kill him. If he looks a sensible sort of man, stretch him out somehow. I would offer to go instead of you, being more of a match for him, but I could not match his legs or yours, so it might well chance that he would reach the pass before me.

Pooh, captain, retorted Maikar, with a look of scorn. Ye think too much of yourself, and are unwarrantably puffed up about the advantage of size.

Without a reply  save a grin  Arkal turned, and, jumping into the bushes, was immediately out of sight. His comrade, before starting off to carry out his part of the programme, took a good look at the scout whom he was bound to circumvent.

He was evidently a tall, powerful man, armed with a bow, a short sword, and a stout staff somewhat longer than himself. That he was also a brave and cool man seemed probable, from the fact that, instead of hurrying off hastily to warn his friends that troops were in sight, he stood calmly leaning on his staff as if for the purpose of ascertaining the exact number of the strangers before reporting them.

He was still engaged in this inspection when Maikar started off and fled on the wings of hope and excitement toward the pass. Arrived there, his first glance revealed to him the troops of Addedomar busy with their evening meal in the valley below.

The question is, are they friends or foes? thought the little seaman. Hm! its an awkward thing for a poor fellow not to be quite sure whether to prepare for calms or squalls. Such a misfortune never could befall one at sea. Well, I must just take them to be foes till they prove themselves to be friends. And this scout, what in the world am I to do about him? I have no heart to hide in the bushes and shoot him dead as he passes.

The little man had probably forgotten his readiness to shoot the scout in the back only a few minutes before  but is not mankind at large prone to inconsistency at times?

I know what Ill do, he muttered, pursuing his thoughts, and nodding his head, as he stepped aside into the shrubbery that clothed the slopes of the pass.

Cutting down a suitable branch from a tree, he quickly stripped off the smaller branches and reduced it to a staff about six feet in length. Then, hiding himself behind a part of the cliff which abutted close on the footpath that had been worn through the pass by men and wild animals, he laid his bow and quiver at his feet and awaited the coming of the scout.

He had not to wait long, for that worthy, having ascertained the size of the invading band, came down the pass at a swinging trot. Just as he passed the jutting rock his practised eye caught sight of Maikar in time to avoid the blow of the pole or staff, which was aimed at his head, but not to escape the dig in the ribs with which the little man followed it up.

Instantly the scouts right hand flew to his quiver, but before he could fix an arrow another blow from the staff broke the bow in his left hand.

Blazing with astonishment and wrath at such rough treatment from so small a man, he stepped back, drew his sword and glared at his opponent.

Maikar also stepped back a pace or two and held up his hand as if for a truce.

I too have a sword, he said, pointing to the weapon, and can use it, but I have no desire to slay you till I know whether you are friend or foe.

Slay me! thou insignificant rat! cried the scout in savage fury. Even if we were friends I would have to pay thee for that dig in the ribs and the broken bow. But I scorn to take advantage of such a squirrel. Have at thee with my staff!

Running at him as he spoke, the scout delivered a blow that would have acted like the hammer of Thor had it taken effect, but the seaman deftly dipped his head and the blow fell on a neighbouring birch, and a foot or so of the staff snapped off. What remained, however, was still a formidable weapon, but before the scout could use it he received another dig in the ribs which called forth a yell of indignation rather than of pain.

The appropriateness of the name squirrel now became apparent, for Maikar even excelled that agile creature in the rapidity with which he waltzed round the sturdy scout and delivered his stinging little blows. To do the scout justice, he played his part like a brave and active warrior, so that it seemed to rain blows and digs in all directions, and, once or twice, as by a miracle, Maikar escaped what threatened to be little, if at all, short of extermination. As in running, so in fighting, it is the pace that kills. After five minutes or so both combatants were winded. They separated, as if by mutual consent, and, leaning on their staves, panted vehemently.

Then at it they went again.

Thou little scrap of a pigs snout, come on, shouted the scout in huge disdain.

Thou big skinful of pride! look out! cried Maikar, rendering the adoption of his own advice impossible by thrusting the butt of his staff against the scouts nose, and thereby filling his eyes with water. At the next moment he rendered him still more helpless by bestowing a whack on his crown which laid him flat on the footpath.

A cheer behind him at that moment caused the little man to look round, when he found that the head of Gunrigs column, led by Arkal, had come up just in time to witness the final blow.

They were still crowding round the fallen man, and asking hurried questions about him, when a voice from the heights above hailed them. Instantly a score or two of arrows were pointed in that direction.

Hold your hands, men! shouted Gunrig. I know that voice  ay, and the face too. Is it not the white beard of our friend the Hebrew that I see?

A few minutes more proved that he was right, for the well-known figure of Beniah descended the sides of the pass.

The news he brought proved to be both surprising and perplexing, for up to that moment Gunrig had been utterly ignorant of the recent arrival of Gadarn from the far north in search of his lost daughter, though of course he was well aware of the various unsuccessful efforts that had been made by King Hudibras in that direction. Moreover, he chanced to be not on the best of terms with Gadarn just at that time. Then the fact that Bladud had recovered his health and was actively engaged in the search  not, indeed, so much for Branwen as for a youth named Cormac  was also surprising as well as disagreeable news to Gunrig.

And who is this Cormac in whom the prince seems to be so interested? he asked.

Here poor Beniah, held fast by his solemn promise, was compelled to give an evasive answer.

All that I can tell about him, he replied, is that he is a kind young fellow to whose attention and nursing the prince thinks himself indebted for his life. But had we not better question this young man? he added, turning to the scout. I have heard rumours about robbers lurking somewhere hereabouts  hence my coming out alone to scout the country round, little dreaming that I should find the men of King Hudibras so near.

If robbers are said to be hereabouts, broke in Maikar at this point, I can tell you where to find them, I think, for I saw a band of men in the hollow just beyond this pass.

Say you so? exclaimed Gunrig; fetch the prisoner here.

The scout, who had recovered his senses by that time, was led forward, but doggedly refused to give any information.

Kindle a fire, men; we will roast him alive, and perhaps that will teach him to speak.

It was by no means unusual for men in those days to use torture for the purpose of extracting information from obstinate prisoners. At first the man maintained his resolution, but when he saw that his captors were in earnest, and about to light the fire, his courage failed him. He confessed that he was a scout, and that Addedomar was there with several other well-known chiefs and a body of four hundred men.

Thereupon the man was bound and put in the safe keeping of several men whose lives were to be forfeited if he should escape. Then Gunrig, Dromas, Beniah, Arkal, Maikar, and several other chief men retired under a tree to hold a council of war. Their deliberations resulted in the following conclusions.

First, that the number of warriors at their disposal, counting those of King Hudibras and those under Gadarn, amounted to a sufficient force wherewith to meet the invaders in open fight; second, that a junction between their forces must be effected that night, for, according to usual custom in such circumstances, the enemy would be pretty sure to attack before daybreak in the morning; and, third, that what was to be done must be set about as soon as darkness favoured their operations.

You can guide us in the dark, I suppose, said Gunrig, turning to Beniah.

Ay, as well almost as in the light, replied the Hebrew.

Let the men feed, then, and be ready for the signal to start, said the chief to his officers, and see that no louder noise be heard than the crunching of their jaws.

The night was favourable to their enterprise. The moon was indeed risen, but clouds entirely hid it, yet allowed a soft light to pass through which rendered objects close at hand quite visible. Before midnight they started on the march in profound silence, and, led by Beniah, made a wide détour which brought them to the encampment of Gadarn. As may easily be understood, that chief was well pleased at the turn events had taken, for, to say truth, his little joke of trotting Beniah about the land and keeping him in perplexity, had begun to pall, and he had for some days past been hunting about for a plausible excuse for abandoning the search and going to visit King Hudibras.

His difficulty in this matter was increased by his unwillingness to reveal the true state of matters to Bladud, yet he knew that unless he did so the prince would utterly refuse to abandon the search for Cormac. Another thing that perplexed the chief greatly was  how the Hebrew, knowing Branwen as he did, had failed to recognise her in the lad Cormac, for of course he knew nothing of the promise that held the Hebrews lips tied; his daughter  who was as fond of a joke as himself  having taken care not to reveal all the complications that had arisen in regard to herself.

The sudden appearance, therefore, of foes with whom he could fight proved to be a sort of fortunate safety-valve, and, besides, he had the comfort of thinking that he would fight in a good cause, for the region of the Hot Swamp belonged to his friend Hudibras, and this robber Addedomar was a notorious rascal who required extirpating, while the chiefs who had joined him were little better.

The council of war that was hastily called included Bladud, who was sent for, being asleep in his own booth when the party arrived. The council chamber was under an old oak tree.

When Bladud came forward he was suddenly struck motionless and glared as if he had seen a ghost. For the first time in his life he felt an emotion of supernatural fear  for there, in the flesh apparently, stood his friend Dromas.

A smile from the latter reassured him. Leaping forward he seized his friends hand, but the impulsive Greek was not to be put off thus. He threw an arm round the princes neck and kissed his cheek.

Dromas! cried Bladud, can it be? Am I dreaming?

This is all very well, interrupted the impatient Gadarn, and I have no doubt you are excellent friends though somewhat demonstrative, but we are holding a council of war  not of affection  and as the enemy may be close at hand it behoves us to be smart. Shake hands, Gunrig; you and I must be friends when we fight on the same side. Now, let us to work. Who is to have the chief command?

By universal desire the council appointed Gadarn.

Well, then, said the commander-in-chief, this is my view: Addedomar will come expecting to find us all asleep. He will find us all very wide awake. There is a slope in front of this camp leading down to the Swamp. At the bottom is a nice level piece of flat land, bordering on the Swamp, that seems just made for a battlefield. We will drive him and his men down the slope on to that flat, from which, after giving them the toothache, we will drive them into the Swamp, and as close up to the spring-head as we can, so that they may be half boiled alive, if possible. Those who escape the Swamp will find men ambushed on the other side who will drive them into the river. Those who escape the river may go home and take my blessing along with them.

Then do you intend to divide our troops into two bodies? asked Bladud.

Of course I do. We cant have an ambush without dividing, can we?

Division means weakness, observed Gunrig.

You were ever obstinate, Gunrig, said Gadarn, sharply.

Division sometimes means strength, said Dromas in a conciliatory tone, for he was anxious at least to prevent division in the council. As Addedomar is ignorant of the strength of our force, his being attacked unexpectedly, and in the dark, by two or three bands at once, from different quarters, will do much to demoralise his men and throw them into confusion.

Right, my young friend, rejoined Gadarn; though you do speak in the tones of one who has been born under other stars, there is sense in your head. That is the very thing I mean to do. We will divide into four bands. I will keep the biggest at the camp to drive them down the slope and begin the fight. Prince Bladud will take one detachment round through the woods to the river and fall upon them from that side. Gunrig, who I know loves the post of danger, will go down between the two mounds and meet the enemy right in the teeth when they are being driven out upon the flat land, and Dromas, as he seems to be a knowing man, might take the ambush on the other side of the Swamp.

Nay, if I may choose, I would rather fight under my friend Bladud.

Be it so. Settle that among yourselves. Only I must have Konar with me, for he knows the Swamp well and can roar splendidly. All the enemy below a certain point of courage will turn and split off when they hear his yell. Im going to make him keep it for them as a little treat at the last. The Hebrew will also keep by me. Now marshal your men and take them off at once. We shant have to wait long, for Addedomar is an active villain.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

The Battle of the Springs.

Gadarn was right. The robber chief was very early astir that morning, and marched with his host so silently through the forest, that the very birds on the boughs gave them, as they passed underneath, but a sleepy wink of one eye and thrust their beaks again under their wings.

Not knowing the country thoroughly, however, Addedomar met some slight obstructions, which, necessitating occasional détours from the straight path, delayed him a little, so that it was very near dawn when he reached the neighbourhood of Gadarns camp. Hesitation in the circumstances he knew would be ruinous; he therefore neglected the precaution of feeling his way by sending scouts in advance, and made straight for the enemys camp. Scouts previously sent out had ascertained its exact position, so that he had no doubt of effecting a complete surprise.

Many noted battles have been fought and described in this world, but few, if any, we should think, will compare with the famous battle of the Springs in the completeness of the victory.

Coming out upon the flat which Gadarn had determined should be the battle-field, and to the left of which the hot springs that caused the swamp were flowing, Addedomar marshalled his men for the final assault. Before reaching the flat they had passed almost within bow-shot of the spot where Gunrig and his men lay in ambush, and that chief might easily have fallen upon and killed many of them, had he not been restrained by the strict orders of Gadarn to let them pass on to the camp unmolested. It is true Gunrig found it very hard to hold his hand, but as Gadarn had been constituted commander-in-chief without a dissentient voice, in virtue of his superior intelligence and indomitable resolution, he felt bound to obey.

Bladud and his friend Dromas, with their contingent, being at the lower end of the flat and far out of bow-shot, were not thus tempted to disobey orders. The ambuscade on the other side of the Swamp had been put under the command of Captain Arkal, with Maikar for his lieutenant. Being entirely ignorant of what was going on, the men of this contingent lay close, abiding their time.

Inaction, during the development of some critical manoeuvre, while awaiting the signal to be up and doing, is hard to bear. Arkal and his men whiled away the time in whispered conversations, which related more or less to the part they were expected to play.

If any of the robbers reach this side of the swamp alive, remarked Arkal, there will be no need to kill them.

What then? would you let them escape? asked Maikar in surprise.

Not on this side of the river, returned the captain. But we might drive them into it, and as it is in roaring flood just now, most of them will probably be drowned. The few who escape will do us service by telling the tale of their defeat to their friends.

He ceased to whisper, for just then the dawning light showed them the dusky forms of the enemy stealing noiselessly but swiftly over the flat.

At their head strode Addedomar and a few of his stoutest men. Reaching the slope that led to the camp the four hundred men rushed up, still, however, in perfect silence, expecting to take their victims by surprise. But before they gained the summit a body of men burst out from the woods on either side of the track, and leaped upon them with a prolonged roar that must have been the rudimentary form of a British cheer.

The effect on the robbers was tremendous. On beholding the huge forms of Gadarn, Konar, and Beniah coming on in front they turned and fled like autumn leaves before a gale, without waiting even to discharge a single arrow. The courageous Addedomar was overwhelmed by the panic and carried away in the rush. Gadarn, supposing that the attack would have been made earlier and in the dark, had left the bows of his force behind, intending to depend entirely on swords and clubs. But he found that the robbers were swift of foot and that terror lent wings, for they did not overtake them at once. Down the slope went the robbers, and down went the roaring northmen, until both parties swept out upon the flat below.

They did not scatter, however. Addedomars men had been trained to keep together even in flight, and they now made for the gully between the mounds, their chief intending to face about there and show fight on the slopes of the pass. But the flying host had barely entered it, when they were assaulted and driven back by the forces under Gunrig, who went at them with a shout that told of previous severe restraint. The fugitives could not stand it. The arrows, which even during flight were being got ready for Gadarns host, were suddenly discharged at the men in the gully; but the aim was wild, and the only shaft which took serious effect found its billet in the breast of Gunrig himself. He plucked it savagely out and continued the charge at the head of his men.

Turning sharp to the left, the robbers then made for the lower end of the flat, still followed closely by Gadarns band, now swelled by that of Gunrig. As had been anticipated, they almost ran into the arms of Bladuds contingent, which met them with a yell of rage, and the yell was answered by a shriek of terror.

Their retreat being thus cut off in nearly all directions, the panic-stricken crew doubled to the left again, and sprang into the swamp, closely followed by their ever-increasing foes. At first and at some distance from the fountain-head the water felt warm and grateful to the lower limbs of the fugitives, but as they plunged in deeper and nearer to the springs, it became uncomfortably hot, and they began to scatter all over the place, in the hope of finding cool water. Some who knew the locality were successful. Others, who did not know it, rushed from hot to hotter, while some, who were blindly struggling toward the source of the evil at last began to yell with pain, and no wonder, for the temperature of the springs then  as it has been ever since, and is at the present day  was 120 degrees of Fahrenheit  a degree of heat, in water, which man is not fitted to bear with equanimity.

Now, Konar, give them a tune from your pipe, said Gadarn, whose eyes were blazing with excitement.

The hunter of the Swamp obeyed, and it seemed as though a mammoth bull of Bashan had been suddenly let loose on the fugitives.

To add to the turmoil a large herd of Bladuds pigs, disturbed from their lair, were driven into the hot water, where they swam about in a frantic state, filling the whole region with horrid yells, which, mingling with those of the human sufferers, and the incessant barking of Brownie, rendered confusion worse confounded, and caused the wild animals far and near to flee from the region as if it had become Pandemonium!

The pigs, however, unlike the men, knew how to find the cooler parts of the swamp.

Perceiving his error when he stood knee-deep in the swamp, Gadarn now sought to rectify it by sending a detachment of swift runners back for his bows and arrows. But this manoeuvre took time, and before it could be carried out the half-boiled host had gained the other side of the Swamp, and were massing themselves together preparatory to a retreat into the thick woods.

Now is our time, said Arkal, rising up and drawing his sword. Then, with a nautical shout, and almost in the words of a late warrior of note, he cried, Up, men, and at them!

And the men obeyed with such alacrity and such inconceivable violence, that the stricken enemy did not await the onset. They incontinently sloped at an angle of forty-five degrees with mother earth, and scooted towards the river, into which they all plunged without a moments consideration.

Arkal and his men paused on the brink to watch the result; but the seaman was wrong about the probable fate of the vanquished, for every man of the robber band could swim like an otter, besides being in a fit condition to enjoy the cooler stream. They all reached the opposite bank in safety. Scrambling out, they took to the woods without once looking back, and finally disappeared.

During the remainder of that day Gadarn could do little else than chuckle or laugh.

Bladuds comment was that it had been most successful.

A bloodless victory! remarked Beniah.

And didnt they yell? said Arkal.

And splutter? added Maikar.

And the pigs! oh! the pigs! cried Gadarn, going off into another explosion which brought the tears to his eyes, it would have been nothing without the pigs!

The gentle reader must make allowance for the feelings of men fresh from the excitement of such a scene, existing as they did in times so very remote. But, after all, when we take into consideration the circumstances; the nature of the weapons used; the cause of the war, and the objects gained, and compare it all with the circumstances, weapons, causes, and objects of modern warfare, we are constrained to admit that it was a most glorious victory  this Battle of the Springs.




Chapter Thirty.

Small Beginnings of Future Great Things.

There was one thing, however, which threw a cloud over the rejoicing with which the conquerors hailed this memorable victory.

Gunrigs wound turned out to be a very severe one  much more so than had been at first supposed  for the arrow had penetrated one of his lungs, and, breaking off, had left the head in it.

As Bladud was the only one of the host who possessed any knowledge of how to treat complicated wounds, he was called in, much against the wish of the wounded man; but when the prince had seen and spoken to him, in his peculiarly soft voice, and with his gentle manner, besides affording him considerable relief, the chief became reconciled to his new doctor.

I thought you a savage monster, said the invalid, on the occasion of the amateur doctors third visit; but I find you to be almost as tender as a woman. Yet your hand was heavy enough when it felled me at the games!

Let not your mind dwell on that, Gunrig; and, truth to tell, if it had not been for that lucky  or, if you choose, unlucky  blow, I might have found you more than my match.

The chief held out his hand, which the doctor grasped.

I thought to kill you, Bladud; but when I get well, we shall be friends.

Poor Gunrig, however, did not from that day show much evidence of getting well. His case was far beyond the skill of his amateur doctor. It was, therefore, resolved, a day or two later, to send him home under an escort led by Beniah.

I will follow you ere long, said Gadarn, as he grasped the hand of the invalid at parting, for I have business at the court of King Hudibras.

Gunrig raised himself in the litter in which he was borne by four men, and looked the northern chief earnestly in the face.

You have not yet found your daughter? he asked.

Well  no. At least not exactly.

Not exactly! repeated Gunrig in surprise.

No; not exactly. Thats all I can say at present. All ready in front there? Move on! My greetings to the king, and say I shall see him soon. What, ho! Konar, come hither! Know you where I can find Prince Bladud?

In his booth, replied the hunter.

Send him to me. I would have speech with him.

When the prince entered the booth of the commander-in-chief, he found that worthy with his hands on his sides, a tear or two in his eyes, and very red in the face. He frowned suddenly, however, and became very grave on observing Bladud.

I sent for you, he said, to let you know my intended movements, and to ask what you mean to do. To-morrow I shall start for your fathers town with all my men.

What! and leave your daughter undiscovered?

Ay. Of what use is it to search any longer? There is not a hole or corner of the land that we have not ransacked. I am certain that she is not here, wherever she may be; so I must go and seek elsewhere. Wilt go with me?

That will not I, returned Bladud decisively.

Wherefore? The Hebrew tells me you are cured; and your father will be glad to have you back.

It matters not. I leave not this region until I have made a more thorough search for and found the lad Cormac, or at least ascertained his fate.

Why so anxious about the boy? is he of kin to you? said Gadarn in a tone that seemed to convey the slightest possible evidence of contempt.

Ay, he is of kin, returned Bladud, warmly; for it seems to me sometimes that friendship is a closer tie than blood. At all events, I owe my life to him. Moreover, if he has been captured by robbers, I feel assured that he will escape before long and return to me.

Indeed! Are you, then, so sure of his affection? Has he ever dared to say that he  he is fond of you?

Truly, he never has; for we men of the southern parts of Albion are not prone to speak of our feelings, whatever you of the north may be. But surely you must know, chief, that the eyes, the tones, and the actions, have a language of their own which one can well understand though the tongue be silent. Besides, I do not see it to be a very daring act for one man to tell another that he is fond of him. And you would not wonder at my regard, if you only knew what a pure-minded, noble fellow this Cormac is,  so thoughtful, so self-sacrificing, for, you know, it must have cost him  it would cost any one  a terrible effort of self-denial to dwell in such a solitude as this for the sole purpose of nursing a stranger, and that stranger a doomed leper, as I thought at first, though God has seen fit to restore me.

Nevertheless, I counsel you to come with me, prince, for I have no intention of giving up the search for my child, though I mean to carry it on in a more likely region; and who knows but we may find Cormac  ha! (here there was a peculiar catch in Gadarns throat which he sought to conceal with a violent sneeze) ha! find Cormac in the same region!

That is not likely. I see no reason why two people who were lost at different times, and not, as far as we know, in exactly the same place, should be found  (here the chief had another fit of sneezing) be found together. At any rate, I remain here, for a time at least. My old friend Dromas will remain with me, and some of my fathers men.

As Gadarn could not induce the prince to alter his decision, and, for reasons of his own, did not choose to enlighten him, they parted there  the chief setting off with his troops in the direction of Hudibras town, and the prince returning to his booth, accompanied by Captain Arkal, little Maikar, the hunter of the Hot Swamp, and about thirty of his fathers men, who had elected to stay with him.

As I am now cured, good Konar, said Bladud to the hunter, while returning to the booth, and as I have enough to do in searching for my lost friend, I fear that I must end my service with you, and make over the pigs to some other herd.

As you please, prince, returned the eccentric hunter with the utmost coolness, the pigs were well able to look after themselves before you came, and, doubtless, they will be not less able after you go.

Bladud laughed, and, putting his hand kindly on the mans shoulder, assured him that he would find for him a good successor to herd his pigs. He also asked him if he would agree to act as hunter to his party, as he intended to remain in that region and build a small town beside the springs, so that people afflicted with the disease from which he had suffered, or any similar disease, might come and be cured.

Konar agreed at once, for a new light burst upon him, and the idea of living to serve other people, and not merely to feed himself, seemed to put new life into him.

Do you really mean to build a town here? asked Dromas, when he heard his friend giving orders to his men to erect a large booth to shelter them all for some time to come.

Indeed, I do. So thankful am I, Dromas, for this cure, that I feel impelled to induce others to come and share the blessing. I only wish I could hope that you would stay in Albion and aid me. But I suppose there is some fair one in Hellas who might object to that.

No fair one that I know of, returned Dromas, with a laugh, and as I have left neither kith nor kin at home, there is nothing to prevent my taking the proposal into consideration.

That is good news indeed. So, then, I will ask you to come along with me just now, and mayhap you will make up your mind while we walk. I go to fix on a site for the new town, and to set the men to work.

That day the voices of toilers, and the sound of hatchets and the crash of falling trees, were heard in the neighbourhood of the Hot Swamp, while the prince and his friend examined the localities around in the immediate vicinity of the fountain-head.

On coming to the fountain itself, the young men paused to look at it, as it welled up from the earth. So hot was it that they could not endure to hold their hands in it, and in such volumes did it rise, that it overflowed its large natural basin continually, and converted a large tract of ground into a morass, while finding its way, by many rills and channels, into the adjacent river.

What a singular work of Nature! remarked Dromas.

Why not say  a wonderful work of God? replied the prince.

Come now, my friend, let us not begin again our old discussions. What was suitable for the groves of Hellas is not appropriate to the swamps of Albion!

I agree not with that, Dromas.

You were ever ready to disagree, Bladud.

Nay, not exactly to disagree, but to argue. However, I will fall in with your humour just now, and wait for what you may deem a more fitting time. But what, think you, can be the cause of this extraordinary hot spring?

Fire! returned the Greek promptly.

Truly that must be so, returned the prince, with a laugh. You are unusually sharp this morning, my friend. But what originates the fire, and where is it, and why does it not set the whole world on fire, seeing that it must needs be under the earth?

It would be better to put such questions to the wise men of Egypt, next time you have the chance, than to me, returned Dromas, for I am not deep enough in philosophy to answer you. Nevertheless, it does not seem presumptuous to make a guess. That there is abundance of fire beneath the ground on which we tread is clear from the burning mountains which you and I have seen on our way from Hellas. Probably there are many such mountains elsewhere, for if the fire did not find an escape in many places, it would assuredly burst our world asunder. What set the inside of the world on fire at the beginning is, of course, a puzzle; and why everything does not catch fire and blaze up is another puzzle  for it is plain that if you were to set fire to the inside of your booth, the outside would be shrivelled up immediately. Then, continued Dromas, knitting his brows and warming with his subject, there must be a big lake under the earth somewhere, and quite close to the fire, which sets it a-boiling and makes it boil over  thus.

He pointed to the fountain as he spoke.

There may be truth in what you say, Dromas. At all events your theory is plausible, and this, I know, that ever since I came here, there has not been the slightest diminution in the volume of hot water that has poured forth; from which I would conclude that it has been flowing thus from the beginning of time, and that it will go on flowing thus to the end.

We know not whether the reader will be inclined to class Bladud among the prophets, but there are some prophets who have less claim to the title, for it is a fact that in this year of grace, 1892, the output of hot water from the same fountain, in the town of Bath, is one million tons every year, while the quantity and the temperature never vary in any appreciable degree, summer or winter, from year to year!

Having discussed the philosophical aspect of the fountain, the two friends proceeded with the work then in hand.

Of course, as they gazed around at the richly wooded hills and attractive eminences, which were not only charming sites for the little town, but also well suited for fortresses to resist invasions they were naturally tempted to sacrifice the useful to the safe and beautiful. Fortunately wisdom prevailed, and it was that day decided that the site for Swamptown should be on a slope that rose gently from the river bank, passed close by the Hot Swamp, and was finally lost in the lovely wood-clad terraces beyond.

We must, of course, confine the hot stream within banks, train it to the river, and drain the Swamp, observed Bladud, as he sat brooding over his plans that night at supper.

Ay, and make a pond for sick folk to dip in, said Dromas.

And another pond for the healthy folk, suggested Captain Arkal; we like to give ourselves a wash now and then, and it would never do for the healthy to go spluttering about with the sick  would it?

Certainly not, interposed little Maikar, but what about the women? They would need a pond for themselves, would they not? Assuredly they would keep us all in hot water if they didnt have one.

I see, said Bladud, still in a meditative mood. There would have to be a succession of ponds alongside of the hot stream, with leads to let the water in

And other leads to let the overflow out, suggested the practical Arkal.

Just so. And booths around the ponds for people to dry themselves and dress in. Ha! exclaimed the prince, smiting his knee with his hand. I see a great thing in this  a thing that will benefit mankind as long as disease shall afflict them  as long as the hot waters flow!

He looked round on his friends with an air of combined solemnity and triumph. The solemnity without the triumph marked the faces of his friends as they returned the look in profound silence, for they all seemed to feel that the prince was in a state of exaltation, and that something approaching to the nature of a prophecy had been uttered.

For a few moments they continued to gaze at each other  then there was a general sigh, as if a matter of great importance had been finally settled, and the silence was at last broken by little Maikar solemnly demanding another rib of roast-beef.




Chapter Thirty One.

More Plots and Plans.

Having laid the foundations of the new town, drawn out his plans and set his men to work, Bladud appointed Captain Arkal superintendent, and set out on his quest after his lost friend Cormac, taking Dromas and Maikar along with him and four of the men  one of them being Konar the hunter. Brownie was also an important member of the party, for his master hoped much from his power of scent.

Meanwhile Cormac  alias Branwen, alias the little old woman  forsook the refuge of the Hebrews house, and, in her antique capacity, paid a visit one afternoon to the palace of Hudibras.

Here comes that deaf old witch again, said the domestic who had formerly threatened to set the dogs at her.

Yes, remarked the old woman when she came up to the door, and the old witch has got her hearing again, my sweet-faced young man  got it back in a way, too, that, if you only heard how, would make your hair stand on end, your eyes turn round, and the very marrow in your spine shrivel up. Go and tell the princess I want to see her.

Oh! replied the domestic with a faint effort at a sneer, for he was a bold man, though slightly superstitious.

Oh! echoed the old woman. Yes, and tell her that if she keeps me waiting Ill bring the black cloud of the Boong-jee-gop over the palace, and that will bring you all to the condition of wishing that your grandmothers had never been born. Young man  go!

This was too much for that domestic. The unheard-of horrors of the Boong-jee-gop, coupled with the tremendous energy of the final go! was more than he could stand. He went  meekly.

Send her to me directly, said Hafrydda, and the humiliated servitor obeyed.

Dearest Branwen! exclaimed the princess, throwing back the old womans shawl, straightening her up, and hugging her when they were alone, how long you have been coming! Where have you been? Why have you forsaken me? And I have such quantities of news to tell you  but, what has become of your hair?

I cut it short after I fell into the hands of robbers

Robbers! exclaimed the princess.

Yes  I shall tell you all about my adventures presently  and you have no idea what difficulty I had in cutting it, for the knife was so blunt that I had to cut and pull at it a whole afternoon. But it had to be done, for I meant to personate a boy  having stolen a boys hunting dress for that purpose. Wasnt it fun to rob the robbers? And then  and then  I found your brother

You found Bladud?

Yes, and  and  but Ill tell you all about that too presently. It is enough to say that he is alive and well  sickness almost, if not quite, gone. I was so sorry for him.

Dear Branwen! said the princess, with an emphatic oral demonstration.

Hafrydda was so loving and tender and effusive, and, withal, so very fair, that her friend could not help gazing at her in admiration.

No wonder I love him, said Branwen.

Why? asked the princess, much amused at the straightforward gravity with which this was said.

Because he is as like you as your own image in a brazen shield  only far better-looking.

Indeed, your manners dont seem to have been improved by a life in the woods, my Branwen.

Perhaps not. I never heard of the woods being useful for that end. Ah, if you had gone through all that I have suffered  the  the  but what news have you got to tell me?

Well, first of all, replied the princess, with that comfortable, interested manner which some delightful people assume when about to make revelations, sit down beside me and listen  and dont open your eyes too wide at first else there will be no room for further expansion at last.

Hereupon the princess entered on a minute account of various doings at the court, which, however interesting they were to Branwen, are not worthy of being recorded here. Among other things, she told her of a rumour that was going about to the effect that an old witch had been seen occasionally in the neighbourhood of Beniahs residence, and that all the people in the town were more or less afraid of going near the place either by day or night on that account.

Of course the girls had a hearty laugh over this. Did they say what the witch was like? asked Branwen.

O yes. People have given various accounts of her  one being that she is inhumanly ugly, that fire comes out of her coal-black eyes, and that she has a long tail. But now I come to my most interesting piece of news  that will surprise you most, I think  your father Gadarn is here!

Branwen received this piece of news with such quiet indifference that her friend was not only disappointed but amazed.

My dear, she asked, why do you not gasp, My father! and lift your eyebrows to the roots of your hair?

Because I know that he is here.

Know it!

Yes  know it. I have seen him, as well as your brother, and father knows that I am here.

Oh! you deceiver! That accounts, then, for the mystery of his manner and the strange way he has got of going about chuckling when there is nothing funny being said or done  at least nothing that I can see!

Hes an old goose, remarked her friend.

Branwen, said the princess in a remonstrative tone, is that the way to speak of your own father?

Hes a dear old goose, then, if that will please you better  the very nicest old goose that I ever had to do with. Did he mention Bladud to you?

Yes, he said he had seen him, and been helped by him in a fight they seemed to have had at the Hot Swamp, but we could not gather much from him as to the dear boys state of health, or where he lived, or what he meant to do. He told us, however, of a mysterious boy who had nursed him in sickness, and who had somehow been lost or captured, and that poor Bladud was so fond of the boy that he had remained behind to search for him. I now know, added the princess with a laugh, who this dear boy is, but I am greatly puzzled still about some of his doings and intentions.

Listen, then, Hafrydda, and I will tell you all. As we have already told the reader all, we will not tell it over again, but leap at once to that point where the princess asked, at the close of the narrative, what her friend intended to do.

That, said Branwen with a perplexed look and a sigh, is really more than I can tell you at present. You see, there are some things that I am sure of and some things that I am not quite so sure of, but that I must find out somehow. For instance, I am quite sure that I love your brother more than any man in the world. I am also quite sure that he is the bravest, handsomest, strongest, best, and most unselfish man that ever lived  much about the same as my father, except that, being younger, he is handsomer, though I have no doubt my father was as good-looking as he when he was as young. Then I am also quite sure that Bladud is very fond of the boy Cormac, but  I am not at all sure that he will love the girl Branwen when he sees her.

But I am sure of it  quite sure, said the princess, demonstrating orally again.

At this there was a slight sound near the door of the apartment in which this confidential talk was held, which induced Branwen to spring up and fling it wide open, thus disclosing the lately humiliated servitor with the blush of guilt upon his brow.

Enter! cried the princess, in an imperious tone, looking up at the man, who was unusually tall and limp.

The servitor obeyed.

Sit down, said the princess, with a view to get the tall mans head on a level with her blue indignant eyes. Have you heard much?

Not much, answered the man, with intense humility. I heard only a very little at the end, and that so imperfectly that I dont think I can remember it  I really dont.

Now, listen, said the princess, with a look that was intended to scorch. You know my father.

Indeed I do,  have known him ever since I was a boy.

Well, if you ever breathe a word of what you have seen or heard, or what you think you have seen or heard to-day, to any one, I will set my father at you, and that, as you know, will mean roasting alive over a slow fire at the very least.

And, said Branwen, advancing and shaking her forefinger within an inch of the mans nose, I will set my father at you, which will mean slow torture for hours. Moreover, I will set the Boong-jee-gop on your track, and that will mean  no, I wont say what. It is too horrible even to mention!

Now  go! said the princess, pointing to the door.

The servitor went with an air of profound abasement, which changed into a look of complicated amusement when he got out of sight.

He is quite safe, said the princess, not that I count much on his fear, for he is as brave as a she-wolf with whelps, and fears nothing, but I know he likes me.

I think he likes me too, said Branwen, thoughtfully. Besides, I feel sure that the Boong-jee-gop has some influence over him. Yes, I think we are safe.

Well, now, she continued, resuming the interrupted conversation, it seems to me that the only course open to me is to appear to Bladud as a girl some day, and see if he recognises me. Yet I dont quite like it, for, now that it is all past and he is well again, I feel half ashamed of the part I have played  yet how could I help it when I saw the poor fellow going away to die  alone!

You could not help it, dear, and you should not wish it were otherwise. Now, never mind what you feel about it, but let us lay our heads together and consider what is to be done. You think, I suppose, that Bladud may go on for a long time searching for this youth Cormac?

Yes, for a very long time, and hell never find him, replied Branwen with a merry laugh.

Well, then, we must find some means of getting him home without letting him know why we want him, continued the princess.

Just so, but that wont be easy, returned the other with a significant look, for he is very fond of Cormac, and wont easily be made to give up looking for him.

You conceited creature, you are too sure of him.

Not at all. Only as Cormac. I wish I were sure of him as Branwen!

Perchance he might like you best as the little old woman in grey.

It may be so. I think he liked me even as a witch, for he patted my shoulder once so kindly.

Ill tell you what  Ill go and consult father, said the princess.

No, you shant, my dear, for he is not to know anything about it just yet. But I will go and consult my father. He will give me good advice, I know.

The result of Branwens consultation with her father was that the Hebrew was summoned to his presence. An explanation took place, during which Gadarn attempted to look grave, and dignified, as became a noted northern chief, but frequently turned very red in the face and vented certain nasal sounds, which betrayed internal commotion.

You will therefore start for the Hot Swamp to-morrow, Beniah, he finally remarked, and let Bladud know that the king desires his return to court immediately. I have been told by the king to send him this message. But keep your own counsel, Hebrew, and be careful not to let the prince know what you know, else it will go ill with you! Tell him, from myself, that I have at last fallen on the tracks of the lad Cormac, and that we are almost sure to find him in this neighbourhood. Away, and let not thy feet take root on the road.




Chapter Thirty Two.

Branwen Visits Gunrig.

Before going off on his mission the Hebrew paid a visit to his own residence, where he found Branwen busy with culinary operations. Sitting down on a stool, he looked at her with an expression of mingled amusement and perplexity.

Come hither, my girl, he said, and sit beside me while I reveal the straits to which you have brought me. Verily, a short time ago I had deemed it impossible for any one to thrust me so near to the verge of falsehood as you have done!

I, Beniah? exclaimed the maiden, with a look of surprise on her pretty face so ineffably innocent that it was obviously hypocritical  insomuch that Beniah laughed, and Branwen was constrained to join him.

Yes  you and your father together, for the puzzling man has commissioned me to set out for the Hot Swamp, to tell Bladud that he is urgently wanted at home. And he would not even allow me to open my lips, when I was about to broach the subject of your disguises, although he almost certainly knows all about them

What! my father knows? interrupted Branwen, with raised eyebrows.

Yes, and you know that he knows, and he knows that I know, and we all know that each other knows, and why there should be any objection that every one should know is more than I can

Never mind, Beniah, interrupted the girl, with the slightest possible smile. You are a dear, good old creature, and I know you wont betray me. Remember your solemn promise.

Truly I shall not forget it soon, replied the Hebrew, for the trouble it has cost me already to compose answers that should not be lies is beyond your light-hearted nature to understand.

Ah! yes, indeed, rejoined Branwen, with a sigh of mock humility, I was always very lighthearted by nature. The queen used frequently to tell me so  though she never said it was by nature, and the king agreed with her  though by the way he used to laugh, I dont think he thought light-heartedness to be very naughty. But come, Beniah, I am longing to hear what my father commissioned you to say or do.

Well, he was very particular in cautioning me not to tell what I know

Ah! that knowledge, what a dreadful thing it is to have too much of it! Well, what more?

He told me what I have already told you, and bid me add from himself that he has fallen on the tracks of the lad Cormac, and that he is sure to be found in this neighbourhood.

That, at least, will be no lie, suggested the maid.

Im not so sure of that, for the lad Cormac will never be found here or anywhere else, having no existence at all.

Branwen laughed at this and expressed surprise. It seems to me, she said, that age or recent worries must have touched your brain, Beniah, for if the lad Cormac has no existence at all, how is it possible that you could meet with him at the Hot Swamp, and even make a solemn promise to him.

Beniah did not reply to this question, but rose to make preparation for his journey. Then, as if suddenly recollecting something that had escaped him, he returned to his seat.

My child, he said, I have that to tell you which will make you sad  unless I greatly misunderstand your nature. Gunrig, your enemy, is dying.

That the Hebrew had not misunderstood Branwens nature was evident, from the genuine look of sorrow and sympathy which instantly overspread her countenance.

Call him not my enemy! she exclaimed. An enemy cannot love! But, tell me about him. I had heard the report that he was recovering.

It was the report of a sanguine mother who will not believe that his end is so near; but she is mistaken. I saw him two days ago. The arrow-head is still rankling in his chest, and he knows himself to be dying.

Is he much changed in appearance? asked Branwen.

Indeed he is. His great strength is gone, and he submits to be treated as a child  yet he is by no means childish. The manliness of his strong nature is left, but the boastfulness has departed, and he looks death in the face like a true warrior; though I cannot help thinking that if choice had been given him he would have preferred to fall by the sword of Bladud, or some doughty foe who could have given him a more summary dismissal from this earthly scene.

Beniah, I will visit him, said Branwen, suddenly brushing back her hair with both hands, and looking earnestly into the Hebrews face.

That will be hard for you to do and still keep yourself concealed.

Nothing will be easier, replied the girl, with some impatience; you forget the old womans dress. I will accompany you as far as his dwelling. It is only an easy days journey on foot from here.

But, my child, I go on horseback; and I am to be supplied with only one horse.

Well, my father, that is no difficulty; for I will ride and you shall walk. You will bring the horse here instead of starting straight from the palace. Then we will set off together, and I will gallop on in advance. When you reach Gunrigs house in the evening, you will find the horse fed and rested, and ready for you to go on.

But how will you return, child?

By using my legs, man! As an old witch I can travel anywhere at night in perfect safety.

According to this arrangement  to which the Hebrew was fain to agree  the pair started off a little after daybreak the following morning. Branwen galloped, as she had said, in advance, leaving her protector to make his slower way through the forest.

The sun was high when the domestics of Gunrigs establishment were thrown into a state of great surprise and no little alarm at sight of a little old woman in grey bestriding a goodly horse and galloping towards the house. Dashing into the courtyard at full speed, and scattering the onlookers right and left, she pulled up with some difficulty, just in time to prevent the steed going through the parchment window of the kitchen.

Help me down! she cried, looking full in the face of a lumpish lad, who stood gazing at her with open eyes and mouth. Dont you see I am old and my joints are stiff? Be quick!

There was a commanding tone in her shrill voice that brooked no delay. The lumpish lad shut his mouth, reduced his eyes, and, going shyly forward, held out his hand. The old woman seized it, and, almost before he had time to wink, stood beside him.

Where is Gunrigs room? she demanded.

All the observers pointed to a door at the end of a passage.

Take good care of my horse! Rub him well down; feed him. I shall know if you dont! she cried, as she entered the passage and knocked gently at the door.

It was opened by Gunrigs mother, whose swollen eyes and subdued voice told their own tale.

May I come in and see him, mother? said Branwen, in her own soft voice.

You are a strange visitor, said the poor woman, in some surprise. Do you want much to see him? He is but a poor sight now.

Yes  O yes!  I want very much to see him.

Your voice is kindly, old woman. You may come in.

The sight that Branwen saw on entering was, indeed, one fitted to arouse the most sorrowful emotions of the heart; for there, on a rude couch of branches, lay the mere shadow of the once stalwart chief, the great bones of his shoulders showing their form through the garments which he had declined to take off; while his sunken cheeks, large glittering eyes, and labouring breath, told all too plainly that disease had almost completed the ruin of the body, and that death was standing by to liberate the soul.

Who comes to disturb me at such a time, mother? said the dying man, with a distressed look.

Branwen did not give her time to answer, but, hurrying forward, knelt beside the couch and whispered in his ear. As she did so there was a sudden rush of blood to the wan cheeks, and something like a blaze of the wonted fire in the sunken eyes.

Mother, he said, with something of his old strength of voice, leave us for a short while. This woman has somewhat to tell me.

May I not stay to hear it, my son?

No. You shall hear all in a very short time. Just now  leave us!

Now, Branwen, said the chief, taking her hand in his, what blessed chance has sent you here?

The poor girl did not speak, for when she looked at the great, thin, transparent hand which held hers, and thought of the day when it swayed the heavy sword so deftly, she could not control herself, and burst into tears.

Oh! poor, poor Gunrig! Im so sorry to see you like this!  so very, very sorry!

She could say no more, but covered her face with both hands and wept.

Nay, take not your hand from me, said the dying man, again grasping the hand which she had withdrawn; its soft grip sends a rush of joy to my sinking soul.

Say not that you are sinking, Gunrig, returned the girl in pitying tones; for it is in the power of the All-seeing One to restore you to health if it be His will.

If He is All-seeing, then there is no chance of His restoring me to health; for He has seen that I have lived a wicked life. Ah! Branwen, you do not know what I have been. If there is a place of rewards and punishment, as some tell us there is, assuredly my place will be that of punishment, for my life has been one of wrong-doing. And there is something within me that I have felt before, but never so strong as now, which tells me that there is such a place, and that I am condemned to it.

But I have heard from the Hebrew  who reads strange things marked on a roll of white cloth  that the All-seeing Ones nature is love, and that He has resolved Himself to come and save men from wrong-doing.

That would be good news indeed, Branwen, if it were true.

The Hebrew says it is true. He says he believes it, and the All-seeing One is a Redeemer who will save all men from wrong-doing.

Would that I could find Him, Branwen, for that is what I wish. I know not whether there shall be a hereafter or not, but if there is I shall hope for deliverance from wrong-doing. A place of punishment I care not much about, for I never shrank from pain or feared death. What I do fear is a hereafter, in which I shall live over again the old bad life  and I am glad it is drawing to a close with your sweet voice sounding in my ears. I believe it was that voice which first shot into my heart the desire to do right, and the hatred of wrong.

I am glad to hear that, Gunrig, though it never entered into my head, I confess, to do you such a good turn. And surely it must have been the All-seeing One who enabled me to influence you thus, and who now recalls to my mind what the Hebrew read to me  one of those sayings of the good men of his nation which are marked in the white roll I spoke of. It is this God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.

That is a good word, if it be a true one, returned the chief, and I hope it is. Now, my end is not far off. I am so glad and thankful that you have forgiven me before the end. Another thing that comforts me is that Bladud and I have been reconciled.

Bladud! exclaimed the girl.

Ay, the prince with whom I fought at the games, you remember.

Remember! ay, right well do I remember. It was a notable fight.

It was, returned the chief, with a faint smile, and from that day I hated him and resolved to kill him till I met him at the Hot Swamp, where I got this fatal wound. He nursed me there, and did his best to save my life, but it was not to be. Yet I think that his tenderness, as well as your sweet voice, had something to do with turning my angry spirit round. I would see my mother now. The world is darkening, and the time is getting short.

The deathly pallor of the mans cheeks bore witness to the truth of his words. Yet he had strength to call his mother into the room.

On entering and beholding a beautiful girl kneeling, and in tears, where she had left a feeble old woman, she almost fell down with superstitious fear, deeming that an angel had been sent to comfort her son  and so indeed one had been sent, in a sense, though not such an one as superstition suggested.

A few minutes talk with Gunrig, however, cleared up the mystery. But the unwonted excitement and exertion had caused the sands of life to run more rapidly than might otherwise have been the case. The chiefs voice became suddenly much more feeble, and frequently he gasped for breath.

Mother, he said, Branwen wants to get home without any one knowing that she has been here. You will send our stoutest man with her to-night, to guard her through the woods as far as the Hebrews cave. Let him not talk to her by the way, and bid him do whatever she commands.

Yes, my dear, dear son, what else can I do to comfort you?

Come and sit beside me, mother, and let me lay my head on your knee. You were the first to comfort me in this life, and I want you to be the last. Speak with Branwen, mother, after I am gone. She will comfort you as no one else can. Give me your hand, mother; I would sleep now as in the days gone by.

The bronzed warrior laid his shaggy head on the lap where he had been so often fondled when he was a little child, and gently fell into that slumber from which he never more awoke.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The Hebrews Mission.

We turn now to Beniah the Hebrew. On arriving at the Hot Swamp he was amazed to find the change that had been made in the appearance of the locality in so short a time.

United action, you see, said Captain Arkal, who did the honours of the new settlement in the absence of Bladud and his friends, these being still absent on their vain search for the lad Cormac, united action, perseveringly continued, leads to amazing results.

He repeated this to himself, in a low tone, as if he were rather proud of having hit on a neat way of expressing a great truth which he believed was an original discovery of his own. Yes, he continued, I have got my men, you see, into splendid working order. They act from morning to night in concert  one consequence of which is that all is Harmony, and there is but one man at the helm, the consequence of which is, that all is Power. Harmony and Power! I have no faith, Beniah, in a divided command. My men work together and feed together and play together and sleep together, united in the one object of carrying out the grand designs of Prince Bladud, while I, as the superintendent of the work, see to it that the work is properly done. Nothing could be more simple or satisfactory.

Or more amazing, added Beniah, as they walked by the margin of a hot rivulet. I could scarcely have known the Swamp had I not recognised its beautiful surroundings.

Just so; it is all, as I have said, the result of union, which I hold to be the very foundation of human power, for united action is strong, said the captain, with enthusiasm, as he originated the idea which, years afterwards, became the familiar proverb, Union is Strength.

Most true, O mariner, returned Beniah, your wisdom reminds me of one of our kings who wrote many of our wisest sayings.

Ah, wise sayings have their value, undoubtedly, returned Arkal, but commend me to wise doings. Look here, now, at the clever way in which Bladud has utilised this bush-covered knoll. It is made to divide this rivulet in two, so that one branch, as you see, fills this pond, which is intended for the male population of the place, while the other branch fills another pond  not in sight at present  intended for the women. Then, you see that large pond away to the left, a considerable distance from the fountain-head  that is supplied by a very small stream of the hot water, so that it soon becomes quite cold, and branch rivulets from the cold pond to the hot ponds cool them down till they are bearable. It took six days to fill up the cold pond.

We have not yet got the booths made for the women to dress in, continued the captain, for we have no women yet in our settlement; but you see what convenient ones we have set up for the men.

But surely, said the Hebrew, looking round with interest, you have far more hot water than you require.

Yes, much more.

What, then, do you do with the surplus?

We just let it run into the swamp at present, as it has always done, but we are digging a big drain to carry it off into the river. Then, when the swamp is dry, we will plant eatable things in it, and perhaps set up more booths and huts and dig more baths. Thus, in course of time  who knows?  we may have a big town here, and King Hudibras himself may condescend to lave his royal limbs in our waters.

That may well be, returned the Hebrew thoughtfully. The Hot Spring is a good gift from the All-seeing One, and if it cures others as it has cured Prince Bladud, I should not wonder to see the people of the whole land streaming to the place before long. But have you given up all thought of returning to your native land, Arkal? Do you mean to settle here?

Nay, verily  that be far from me! Have I not a fair wife in Hellas, who is as the light of mine eyes; and a little son who is as the plague of my life? No, I shall return home once more to fetch my wife and child here  then I shall have done with salt water for ever, and devote myself to hot water in time to come.

A wise resolve, no doubt, said Beniah, and in keeping with all your other doings.

See, interrupted Arkal, there is the river and the womens bath, and the big drain that I spoke of.

He pointed to a wide ditch extending from the swamp towards the river. It had been cut to within a few yards of the latter, and all the men of the place were busily engaged with primitive picks, spades, and shovels, in that harmonious unity of action of which the captain had expressed such a high opinion.

A few more yards of cutting, and the ditch, or drain, would be completed, when the waters of the swamp would be turned into it. Those waters had been banked up at the head of the drain and formed a lake of considerable size, which, when the neck of land separating it from the drain should be cut, would rush down the artificial channel and disappear in the river.

Engineering in those days, however, had not been studied  at least in Albion  to the extent which now prevails in England. The neck of land was not equal to the pressure brought to bear on it, and while the captain and his friend were looking at it, there appeared symptoms which caused the former some anxiety.

At that moment Konar the hunter came up. Although attached to the settlement as hunter, he had agreed to take his turn with the diggers, for the water accumulated in the lake so fast that the work had to be done rapidly, and every available man at the place was pressed into the service. The overseer himself, even, lent a hand occasionally.

I dont like the look of the lower part of that neck, he remarked to the hunter.

Konar was a man of few words. By way of reply he laid aside his bow and descended the bank to examine the weak point. He was still engaged in the investigation and bending over a moist spot, when the entire mass of earth gave way and the waters burst into the drain with a gush and a roar quite indescribable. Konar was swept away instantly as if he had been a feather. Arkal and Beniah sprang down the bank to his assistance, and were themselves nearly swept into the flood which had swallowed up the hunter, but Konar was not quite gone. Another moment and his legs appeared above the flood, then his head turned up, and then the raging waters tossed him as if contemptuously on a projecting spit of bank, where he lay half in and half out of the torrent.

In a moment both Arkal and the Hebrew were at the spot, seized the hunter by an arm, the neck of his coat, and the hair of his head, and drew him out of danger; but no sign of life did the poor man exhibit as he lay there on the grass.

Meanwhile the energetic labourers at the lower end of the drain heard the turmoil and stood motionless with surprise, but were unable to see what caused it, owing to a thick bush which intervened. Another moment and they stood aghast, for, round the corner of the only bend in the drain, there appeared a raging head of foam, with mud, grass, sticks, stones, and rubbish on its crest, bearing down on them like a race-horse.

With a yell that was as fully united as their method of work, the men scrambled out of the drain and rushed up the bank, exhibiting a unity of purpose that must have gladdened the heart of Captain Arkal. And they were not a moment too soon, for the last man was caught by the flood, and would have been swept away but for the promptitude of his fellows.

Hm! it has saved you some work, lads, observed the captain, with a touch of grave irony as he pointed to the portion of the bank on which they had been engaged. He was right. The flood had not only overleaped this, but had hollowed it out and swept it clean away into the river  thus accomplishing effectively in ten minutes what would have probably required the labour of several hours.

On carrying Konar up to the village of the Swamp  afterwards Swamptown, later Aquae Sulis, ultimately Bath  which had already begun to grow on the nearest height, they found that Bladud and his party had just arrived from the last of the searching expeditions.

What! Beniah? exclaimed the prince, when the Hebrew met him. You have soon returned to us. Is all well at home?

All is well. I am sent on a mission to you, but that is not so urgent as the case of Konar.

As he spoke the young men laid the senseless form on the ground. Bladud, at once dismissing all other subjects from his mind, examined him carefully, while Brownie snuffed at him with sympathetic interest.

He lives, and no bones are broken, said the prince, looking up after a few minutes; here, some of you, go fetch hot water and pour it on him; then rub him dry; cover him up and let him rest. He has only been stunned. And let us have something to eat, Arkal. We are ravenous as wolves, having had scarce a bite since morning.

You come in good time, replied the captain. Our evening meal is just ready.

Come along, then, let us to work. You will join us, Beniah, and tell me the object of your mission while we eat.

The men of old may not have been epicures, but there can be no question that they were tremendous eaters. No doubt, living as they did, constantly in fresh air, having no house drains or gas, and being blessed with superabundant exercise, their appetites were keen and their capacities great. For at least ten minutes after the evening meal began, Bladud, Arkal, Dromas, little Maikar, and the Hebrew, were as dumb and as busy as Brownie. They spake not a single word  except that once the prince took a turkey drumstick from between his teeth to look up and repeat, All well at home, you say? To which Beniah, checking the course of a great wooden spoon to his lips, replied, All well.

There was roast venison at that feast, and roast turkey and roast hare, and plover and ducks of various kinds, all roasted, and nothing whatever boiled, except some sorts of green vegetables, the names of which have, unfortunately, not been handed down to us, though we have the strongest ground for believing that they were boiled in earthenware pots  for, in recent excavations in Bath, vessels of that description have been found among the traces of the most ancient civilisation.

Now, said the prince, wiping his mouth with a bunch of grass when he came to the first pause, what may be the nature of your mission, Beniah?

Let me ask, first, replied the Hebrew, also wiping his mouth with a similar pocket handkerchief, have you found the lad Cormac yet?

No, answered the prince, gloomily, and with a slightly surprised look, for the expression of Beniahs countenance puzzled him. Why do you ask?

Because that bears somewhat on my mission. I have to deliver a message from your father, the king. He bids me say that you are to return home immediately.

Never! cried Bladud, with that Medo-Persic decision of tone and manner, which implies highly probable and early surrender, never! until I find the boy  dead or alive.

For, continued the Hebrew, slowly, he has important matters to consider with you  matters that will not brook delay. Moreover, Gadarn bid me say that he has fallen on the tracks of the lad Cormac, and that we are almost sure to find him in the neighbourhood of your fathers town.

What say you? exclaimed Bladud, dropping his drumstick  not the same one, but another which he had just begun repeat that.

Beniah repeated it.

Arkal, said the prince, turning to the captain, I will leave you in charge here, and start off by the first light to-morrow morning. See that poor Konar is well cared for. Maikar, you will accompany me, and I suppose, Dromas, that you also will go.

Of course, said Dromas, with a meaning smile  so full of meaning, indeed, as to be quite beyond interpretation.

By the way, continued Bladud,  who had resumed the drumstick, has that fellow Gadarn found his daughter Branwen?

Beniah choked on a bone, or something, at that moment, and, looking at the prince with the strangest expression of face, and tears in his eyes, explained that he had not  at least not to his, Beniahs, absolutely certain knowledge.

That is to say, he continued in some confusion, if  if  he has found her  which seems to me highly probable  there must be some  some mystery about her, for  it is impossible that

Here the Hebrew choked again with some violence.

Have a care, man! cried the prince in some alarm. However hungry a man may be, he should take time to swallow. You seem to be contradicting yourself, but I dont wonder, in the circumstances.

Verily, I wonder at nothing, in the circumstances, for they are perplexing  even distressing, returned the Hebrew with a sigh, as he wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his coat.

Better not speak with your mouth full, then. Ah! poor Gadarn, said Bladud, in an obviously indifferent tone of voice. Im sorry for him. Girls like his daughter, who are self-willed, and given to running away, are a heavy affliction to parents. And, truly, I ought to feel sympathy with him, for, although I am seeking for a youth of very different character, we are both so far engaged in similar work  search for the lost. And what of my father, mother, and sister?

All hale and hearty! replied Beniah, with a sigh of relief, and all anxious for your return, especially Hafrydda.

At this point Dromas looked at the speaker with deepened interest.

She is a good girl, your sister, continued Beniah, and greatly taken up just now with that old woman you met in my cave. Hafrydda has strange fancies.

She might have worse fancies than being taken up with poor old women, returned the prince. Im rather fond of them myself, and was particularly attracted by the old woman referred to. She was  what! choking again, Beniah? Come, I think you have had enough for one meal. And so have we all, friends, therefore we had better away to roost if we are to be up betimes in the morning.




Chapter Thirty Four.

Bladuds Return and Trials.

We need scarcely say that there was joy at the court of King Hudibras when Bladud returned home, cured of his terrible disease.

The first person whom the prince hurried off to visit, after seeing his father, and embracing his mother and sister, was the northern chief Gadarn. That jovial character was enjoying a siesta after the mid-day meal at the time, but willingly arose on the prince being announced.

Glad to see you, Gadarn, said Bladud, entering the room that had been apportioned to the chief, and sitting down on a bench for visitors, which, according to custom, stood against the inner wall of the apartment. I hope your head is clear and your arm strong.

Both are as they should be, answered Gadarn, returning the salutation.

I thank you, replied the prince, my arm is indeed strong, but my head is not quite as clear as it might be.

Love got anything to do with it? asked Gadarn, with a knowing look.

Not the love of woman, if that is what you mean.

Truly that is what I do mean  though, of course, I admit that ones horses and dogs have also a claim on our affections. What is it that troubles you, my son?

The affectionate conclusion of this reply, and the chiefs manner, drew the prince towards him, so that he became confidential.

The truth is, Gadarn, that I am very anxious to know what news you have of Cormac  for the fate of that poor boy hangs heavy on my mind. Indeed, I should have refused to quit the Swamp, in spite of the kings commands and my mothers entreaties, if you had not sent that message by the Hebrew.

Ah, Bladud, my young friend, that is an undutiful speech for a son to make about his parents, said the chief, holding up a remonstrative forefinger. If that is the way you treat your natural parents, how can I expect that  that  I mean

Here the chief was seized with a fit of sneezing, so violent, that it made the prince quite concerned about the safety of his nose.

Ha! exclaimed Gadarn, as a final wind up to the last sneeze, the air of that Swamp seems to have been too strong for me. Im growing old, you see. Well  what was I saying?  never mind. You were referring to that poor lad Cormac. Yes, I have news of him.

Good news, I hope? said the prince, anxiously. O yes  very good  excellent! That is to say  rather  somewhat indefinite news, for  for the person who saw him told me  in fact, it is difficult to explain, because people are often untrustworthy, and exaggerate reports, so that it is not easy to make out what is true and what is false, or whether both accounts may be true, or the whole thing false altogether. You see, Bladud, our poor brains, continued the chief, in an argumentative tone, are so  so  queerly mixed up that one cannot tell  tell  why, there was once a fellow in my army, whose manner of reporting any event, no matter how simple, was so incomprehensible that it was impossible to  to  but let me tell you an anecdote about him. His name was

Forgive my interrupting you, chief, but I am so anxious to hear something about my lost friend that

Ha! Bladud, I fear that you are a selfish man, for you have not yet asked about my lost daughter.

Indeed I am not by any means indifferent about her; but  but, you know, I have never seen her, and, to tell the plain truth, my anxiety about the boy drove her out of my mind for the moment. Have you found her?

Ay, that I have; as well and hearty as ever she was, though somewhat more beautiful and a trifle more mischievous. But I will introduce her to you to-morrow. There is to be a grand feast, is there not, at the palace?

Yes; something of the sort, I believe, in honour of my return, answered the prince, a good deal annoyed by the turn the conversation had taken.

Well, then, you shall see her then; for she has only just arrived, and is too tired to see any one, continued Gadarn, with a suppressed yawn; and youll be sure to fall in love with her; but you had better not, for her affections are already engaged. I give you fair warning, so be on your guard.

The prince laughed, and assured his friend that there was no fear, as he had seen thousands of fair girls both in East and West, but his heart had never yet been touched by one of them.

At this the chief laughed loudly, and assured Bladud that his case had now reached a critical stage: for when young men made statements of that kind, they were always on the point of being conquered.

But leave me now, Bladud, he continued, with a yawn so vast that the regions around the uvula were clearly visible; Im frightfully sleepy, and you know you have shortened my nap this afternoon.

The prince rose at once.

At all events, he said, I am to understand, before I go, that Cormac has been seen?

O yes! Certainly; no doubt about that!

And is well?

Quite well.

Fain to be content with this in the meantime, Bladud hurried to the apartment of his sister.

Hafrydda! he exclaimed, has Gadarn gone out of his mind?

I believe not, she replied, sitting down beside her brother and taking his hand. Why do you ask?

Because he talks  I say it with all respect  like an idiot.

Hafrydda laughed; and her brother thereupon gave her a full account of the recent interview.

Now, my sister, you were always straightforward and wise. Give me a clear answer. Has Cormac been found?

No, he has not been found; but

Then, interrupted Bladud, in a savage tone that was very foreign to his nature, Gadarn is a liar!

Oh, brother! say not so.

How can I help it? He gave me to understand that Cormac has been found  at least, well, no, not exactly found, but seen and heard of. Im no better than the rest of you, continued Bladud, with a sarcastic laugh. It seems as if there were something in the air just now which prevents us all from expressing ourselves plainly.

Well, then, brother, said Hafrydda, with a smile, if he told you that Cormac has been seen and heard of, and is well, surely that may relieve your mind till to-morrow, when I know that some one who knows all about the boy is to be at our festival. We begin it with games, as usual. Shall you be there?

Id rather not, replied the prince almost testily; but, of course, it would be ungracious not to appear. This, however, I do know, that I shall take no part in the sports.

As you please, brother. We are only too glad to have you home again, to care much about that. But, now, I have something of importance to tell you about myself.

Bladud was interested immediately; and for the moment forgot his own troubles as he gazed inquiringly into the fair countenance of the princess.

I am going to wed, brother.

Indeed! You do not surprise me, though you alarm me  I know not why. Who is the man?  not Gunrig, I hope.

Alas! no. Poor Gunrig is dead.

Dead! Ah, poor man! I am glad we met at the Swamp.

Bladud looked sad for a moment, but did not seem unduly oppressed by the news.

The man who has asked me to wed is your friend Dromas.

What! exclaimed the prince, in blazing surprise, not unmingled with delight. The man has been here only a few hours! He must have been very prompt!

It does not take many hours to ask a girl to wed; and I like a prompt man, returned the princess, looking pensively at the floor.

But tell me, how came it all about? How did he manage it in so short a time?

Well, brother dear  but youll never tell any one, will you?

Never  never!

Well, you must know, when we first met, we  we

Fell in love. Poor helpless things!

Just so, brother; we fell, somehow in  whatever it was; and he told me with his eyes  and  and  I told him with mine. Then he went off to find you; and came back, having found you  for which I was very grateful. Then he went to father and asked leave to speak to me. Then he went to mother. What they said I do not know; but he came straight to me, took my hand, fixed his piercing black eyes on me, and said, Hafrydda, I love you.

Was that all? asked Bladud.

Yes; that was all he said; but  but that was not the end of the interview! It would probably have lasted till now, if you had not interrupted us.

Im so very sorry, sister, but of course I did not know that

They were interrupted at that moment by the servitor, to whom the reader has already been introduced. He entered with a brightly intelligent grin on his expressive face, but, on beholding Bladud, suddenly elongated his countenance into blank stupidity.

The old woman waits outside, princess.

Oh, send her here at once. (Then, when the servitor had left.) This is the person I mentioned who knows about Cormac.

Another moment and the little old woman in the grey shawl was ushered in. She started visibly on beholding Bladud.

Come in, granny. I did not expect you till to-morrow.

I thought I was to see you alone, said the old woman, testily, in her hard, metallic voice.

That is true, granny, but I thought you might like to see my brother Bladud, who has just returned home safe and well.

No, I dont want to see your brother. What do I care for peoples brothers? I want to see yourself, alone.

Let me congratulate you, at all events, interposed the prince, kindly, on your having recovered your hearing, grannie. This is not the first time we have met, Hafrydda, but I grieve to see that my old friends nerves are not so strong as they used to be. You tremble a good deal.

Yes, I tremble more than I like, returned the old woman peevishly, and, perhaps, when you come to my age, young man, and have got the palsy, youll tremble more than I do.

Nay, be not angry with me. I meant not to hurt your feelings; and since you wish to be alone with my sister, I will leave you.

When he was gone Branwen threw back the grey shawl and stood up with flashing, tearful eyes.

Was it kind  was it wise, Hafrydda, to cause me to run so great a risk of being discovered?

Forgive me, dear Branwen, I did not mean to do it, but you arrived unexpectedly, and I let you come in without thinking. Besides, I knew you could easily deceive him. Nobody could guess it was you  not even your own mother.

There must be some truth in that, returned the maiden, quickly changing her mood, and laughing, for I deceived my own father yesterday. At the Swamp he found me out at once as Cormac, for I had to speak in my natural voice, and my full face was exposed; but the grey shawl and the metallic voice were too much for him. Dear, good, patient, old man, you have no notion what a fearful amount of abuse he took from me, without losing temper  and I gave him some awful home-thrusts too! I felt almost tempted to kiss him and beg his pardon. But now, Hafrydda, I am beginning to be afraid of what all this deceiving and playing the double-face will come to. And Im ashamed of it too  I really am. What will Bladud think of me when he finds out? Wont he despise and hate me?

Indeed he will not. I know his nature well, returned the princess, kissing, and trying to reassure her friend, whose timid look and tearful eyes seemed to indicate that all her self-confidence and courage were vanishing. He loves you already, and love is a preventive of hate as well as a sovereign remedy for it.

Ay, he is fond of Cormac, I know, but that is a very different thing from loving Branwen! However, to-morrow will tell. If he cares only for the boy and does not love the girl, I shall return with my father to the far north, and you will never see Branwen more.




Chapter Thirty Five.

The Plot Thickens.

During the residence of Gadarn at the court of King Hudibras, that wily northern chief had led the king to understand that one of his lieutenants had at last discovered his daughter Branwen in the hands of a band of robbers, from whom he had rescued her, and that he expected her arrival daily.

But what made the poor child run away? asked the king at one of his interviews with his friend. We were all very fond of her, and she of us, I have good reason to believe.

I have been told, replied the chief, that it was the fear of Gunrig.

Gunrig! Why, the man was to wed my daughter. She had no need to fear him.

That may be so, but I know  though it is not easy to remember how I came to know it  that Gunrig had been insolent enough to make up to her, after he was defeated by Bladud, and she was so afraid of him that she ran away, and thus fell into the hands of robbers.

While the chief was speaking, Hudibras clenched his hands and glared fiercely.

Dared he to think of another girl when he was engaged to my daughter! he said between his teeth. It is well that Gunrig is dead, for assuredly I would have killed him.

It is well indeed, returned Gadarn, for if your killing had not been sufficient, I would have made it more effectual. But he is out of the way now, so we may dismiss him.

True  and when may we expect Branwen back again, poor child? asked the king.

In a day or two at latest. From what was told me by the runner who was sent on in advance, it is possible that she may be here to-morrow, in time for the sports.

The wily chief had settled it in his own mind that Branwen should arrive exactly at the time when there was to be a presentation of chiefs; which ceremony was to take place just before the commencement of the sports. This arrangement he had come to in concert with a little old woman in a grey shawl, who paid him a private visit daily.

Do you know, Gadarn, who this youth Cormac is, whom Bladud raves so much about?

The northern chief was seized at that moment with one of those violent fits of sneezing to which of late he had become unpleasantly subject.

Oh! ye  ye  yha! yes;  excuse me, king, but since I went to that Hot Swamp, something seems to have gone wrong wi  wi  ha! my nose.

Something will go worse wrong with it, chief, if you go on like that. I thought the last one must have split it. Well, what know you about Cormac?

That he appears to be a very good fellow. I can say nothing more about him than that, except that your son seems to think he owes his life to his good nursing at a critical point in his illness.

I know that well enough, returned the king, for Bladud has impressed it on me at least a dozen times. He seems to be very grateful. Indeed so am I, and it would please me much if I had an opportunity of showing my gratitude to the lad. Think you that there is any chance of finding out where he has disappeared to?

Not the least chance in the world.

Indeed! exclaimed the king in surprise. That is strange, for Bladud, who has just left me, says that he has the best of reasons for believing that we shall have certain news of him tomorrow. But go, Gadarn, and consult my doctor about this complaint of yours, which interrupts conversation so awkwardly. We can resume our talk at some other time.

Gadarn obediently went, holding his sides as if in agony, and sneezing in a manner that caused the roof-tree of the palace to vibrate.

Returning to his own room he found the little old woman in grey awaiting him.

Youve been laughing again, father, she said. I see by the purpleness of your face. Youll burst yourself at last if you go on so.

Oh! you little old hag  oh! Cormac  oh! Branwen, I hope you wont be the death of me, cried the chief, flinging his huge limbs on a couch and giving way to unrestrained laughter, till the tears ran down his cheeks. If they did not all look so grave when speaking about you, it wouldnt be so hard to bear. Its the gravity that kills me. But come, Branwen, he added, as he suddenly checked himself and took her hand, what makes you look so anxious, my child?

Because I feel frightened, and ashamed, and miserable, she answered, with no symptom of her sires hilarity. I doubt if I should have followed Bladud  but if I had not he would have died  and I dont like to think of all the deceptions I have been practising  though I couldnt very well help it  could I? Then I fear that Bladud will forget Cormac when he learns to despise Branwen

Despise Branwen! shouted Gadarn, fiercely, as his hand involuntarily grasped the hilt of his sword. If he did, I would cleave him from his skull to his waist

Quiet you, my sweet father, said Branwen, with a little smile, you know that two can play at that game, and that you have a skull and a waist as well as Bladud  though your waist is a good deal thicker than his. Im not so sure about the skull!

I accept your reproof, child, for boastfulness is hateful in a warrior. But get up, my love. What would happen if some one came into the room and found a little old hag sitting on my knee with her arm around my neck?

Ah, true, father. I did not think of that. Im rather given to not thinking of some things. Perhaps that inquisitive servitor may be  no, hes not there this time, said Branwen, reclosing the door and sitting down on a stool beside the chief. Now come, father, and learn your lesson.

Gadarn folded his hands and looked at his child with an air of meek humility.

Well?

Well, first of all, you must tell the king tomorrow, at the right time, that I have just come back, and am very tired and shall not appear till you take me to him while the other people are being presented. Then you will lead me forward and announce me with a loud voice, so that no one shall fail to hear that I am Branwen, your daughter, you understand? Now, mind you speak well out.

I understand  with a shout, something like my battle-cry!

Not exactly so loud as that, but so as Bladud shall be sure to hear you; and he will probably be near to his father at the time.

Just so. What next?

Oh, thats all you will have to do. Just retire among the other courtiers then, and leave the rest to me.

Thats a very short lesson, my little one; would you not like to be introduced to Bladud too? He does not know you, you know.

Certainly not; that would ruin all  you dear old goose. Just do exactly what I tell you, and you will be sure to go right.

How like your dear mother you are, my little one, in your modest requirements!

Having finished the lesson, the little old woman retired to a remote part of the palace which, through Hafryddas influence, had been assigned to her, and the great northern chief, unbuckling his sword-belt, called lustily for his mid-day meal.

Customs at that date, you see, were more free-and-easy than they are now, and less ceremonious. The visitors at the palace of King Hudibras were expected only to appear at the royal board at the evening meal after all the business or pleasure of each day was over. At all other times they were supposed to do as they pleased and shout for food as they happened to require it.

It is perhaps unnecessary to comment on the exceeding convenience of this custom, leaving, as it did, every one to follow the bent of inclination, from earliest morn till dewy eve, with the prospect of an enjoyable reunion after dark  during which, of course, the adventures of each were narrated, exaggerated, underrated, or commented on, as the case might be, and the social enjoyments were enhanced by warlike and sentimental song as well as by more or less  usually more than less  thrilling story.




Chapter Thirty Six.

The Dénouement.

It was a sunny, frosty, glorious forenoon when King Hudibras awoke to the consciousness of the important day that was before him, and the importunate vacuum that was within him.

Springing out of bed with a right royal disregard of appearances he summoned his servitor-in-waiting and ordered breakfast.

In the breakfast-room he met the queen, Hafrydda, Bladud, and Dromas  the latter being now considered one of the family  and these five proceeded to discuss and arrange the proceedings of the day during the progress of the meal.

You will join in the sports, of course, son Dromas, said the king, and show us how the Olympic victors carry themselves. Ha! I should not wonder if a few of our lads will give you some trouble to beat them.

You may be right, father, returned the young man, modestly, for one of your lads has already beaten me at most things.

You mean Bladud? returned the king.

Dromas is only so far right, interposed the prince. It is true that where mere brute force is required I usually have the advantage, but where grace and speed come into play I am lost.

Of course Dromas would not admit this, and of course Hafryddas fair cheeks were crimsoned when the youth, accidentally looking up, caught the princess accidentally gazing at him; and, still more of course, the king, who was sharp as a needle in such matters, observed their confusion and went into a loud laugh, which he declared was only the result of merry thoughts that were simmering in his brain.

The reception was to be held in the large hall of the palace. No ladies were to be presented, for it must be remembered that these were barbarous times, and woman had not yet attained to her true position! Indeed, there was to be no ceremony whatever  no throne, no crown, no gold-sticks in waiting or other sticks of any kind. It was to be a sort of free-and-easy conversazione in the presence of the royal family, where, just before the sports began, any one who was moved by that ambition might hold personal intercourse with the king, and converse with him either on the affairs of State, or on private matters, or subjects of a more light and social kind  such as the weather.

At the appointed hour  which was indicated by that rough and ready but most natural of sun-dials, the shadow of a tree falling on a certain spot  the royal family adjourned to the large hall, and the unceremonious ceremony began.

First of all, on the doors being thrown open a crowd of nobles  or warriors  entered, and while one of them went to the king, and began an earnest entreaty that war might be declared without delay against a certain chief who was particularly obnoxious to him, another sauntered up to the princess and began a mild flirtation in the primitive manner, which was characteristic of the sons of Mars in that day  to the unutterable jealousy of Dromas, who instantly marked him down as a fit subject for overwhelming defeat at the approaching games. At the same time the family doctor paid his respects to the queen and began to entertain her with graphic accounts of recent cases  for doctors had no objection to talking shop in those days.

We have said that no ladies were admitted to places of public importance, such as grand-stands or large halls, but we have also pointed out that the ladies of the royal family and their female friends formed an exception to the rule. It was, as it were, the dawn of womens freedom  the insertion of the small end of that wedge which Christianity and civilisation were destined to drive home  sometimes too far home!

Gradually the hall began to fill, and the hum of conversation became loud, when there was a slight bustle at the door which caused a modification though not a cessation of the noise.

It was caused by the entrance of Gadarn leading Branwen by the hand. The girl was now dressed in the costume that befitted her age and sex, and it is best described by the word simplicity. Her rich auburn hair fell in short natural curls on her neck  the luxuriant volume of it having, as the reader is aware, been sacrificed some time before. She wore no ornament of any kind save, on one side of her beautiful head, a small bunch of wild-flowers that had survived the frost.

At the time of their entrance, Bladud was stooping to talk with Hafrydda and did not observe them, but when he heard Gadarns sonorous voice he turned with interest to listen.

King Hudibras, said the northern chief, in a tone that produced instant silence, I have found the lost one  my daughter Branwen.

As they moved through the crowd of tall warriors Bladud could not at first catch sight of the girl.

Ha! Hafrydda, he said, with a pleasant smile, your young friend and companion found at last. I congratulate you. Im so glad that

He stopped, the colour fled from his cheeks, his chest heaved. He almost gasped for breath. Could he believe his eyes, for there stood a girl with the features, the hair, the eyes of Cormac, but infinitely more beautiful!

For some time the poor prince stood utterly bereft of speech. Fortunately no one observed him, as all were too much taken up with what was going on. The king clasped the girls hands and kissed her on both cheeks. Then the queen followed, and asked her how she could have been so cruel as to remain so long away. And Branwen said a few words in reply.

It seemed as if an electric shock passed through Bladud, for the voice also was the voice of Cormac!

At this point the prince turned to look at his sister. She was gazing earnestly into his face.

Hafrydda  is  is that really Branwen?

Yes, brother, that is Branwen. I must go to her.

As she spoke, she started off at a run and threw her arms round her friends neck.

I cannot  cannot believe it is you, she exclaimed aloud  and then, whispering in Branwens ear, oh! you wicked creature, to make such a hypocrite of me. But come, she added aloud, come to my room. I must have you all to myself alone.

For one moment, as they passed, Branwen raised her eyes, and, as they met those of the prince, a deep blush overspread her face. Another moment and the two friends had left the hall together.

We need not weary the reader by describing the games and festivities that followed. Such matters have probably been much the same, in all important respects, since the beginning of time. There was a vast amount of enthusiasm and willingness to be contented with little on the part of the people, and an incredible desire to talk and delay matters, and waste time, on the part of judges, umpires, and starters, but there was nothing particularly noteworthy, except that Bladud consented to run one race with his friend Dromas, and was signally beaten by him, to the secret satisfaction of Hafrydda, and the open amusement of the king.

But Branwen did not appear at the games, nor did she appear again during the remainder of that day, and poor Bladud was obliged to restrain his anxiety, for he felt constrained to remain beside his father, and, somehow, he failed in his various attempts to have a few words of conversation with his mother.

At last, like all sublunary things, the games came to an end, and the prince hastened to his sisters room.

May I come in? he asked, knocking.

Yes, brother.

There was a peculiar tone in her voice, and a curious expression in her eyes, that the prince did not fail to note.

Hafrydda, he exclaimed, eagerly, there is no Cormac?

True, brother, there is no Cormac  there never was. Branwen and Cormac are one!

And you knew it  and she knew it, all along. Oh, why did you agree to deceive me?

Nay, brother, I did not mean to deceive you  at least not at first. Neither did Branwen. I knew nothing about it till she came home, after being with you at the Swamp, and told me that she was impelled by sheer pity to follow you, intending to nurse you; thinking at first that we had let you go to die alone. Then she was caught in the woods by robbers, and she only escaped from them by putting on a boys dress and running away. They gave chase, however, caught her up, and, had it not been for you, would have recaptured her. The rest you know. But now, brother, I am jealous for my dear friend. She has expressed fear that, in her great pity for you, she may be thought to have acted an unwomanly part, and that you will perhaps despise her.

Unwomanly! despise! exclaimed Bladud in amazement. Hafrydda, do you regard me as a monster of ingratitude?

Nay, brother, that do I not. I think that you could never despise one who has felt such genuine pity for you as to risk and endure so much.

Hafrydda, do you think there is no stronger feeling than pity for me in the heart of Branwen? asked Bladud in a subdued, earnest voice.

That you must find out for yourself, brother, answered the princess. Yet after all, if you are only fond of Cormac, what matters the feeling that may be in the heart of Branwen? Are you in love with her already, Bladud, after so short an acquaintance?

In love with her! exclaimed the prince. There is no Cormac. There is but one woman in the wide world now

That is not complimentary to your mother and myself, I fear, interrupted his sister.

But, continued the prince, paying no regard to the interruption, is there any chance  any hope  of  of  something stronger than pity being in her heart?

I say again, ask that of herself, Bladud; but now I think of it, added the princess, leaping up in haste, I am almost too late to keep an appointment with Dromas!

She went out hurriedly, and the prince, full of new-born hopes mingled with depressing anxieties, went away into the neighbouring woods to meditate  for, in the haste of her departure, Hafrydda had neglected to tell him where Branwen was to be found, and he shrank from mentioning her name to any one else.

But accident  as we call it  sometimes brings about what the most laboured design fails to accomplish.

Owing to a feeling of anxiety which she could not shake off, Branwen had gone out that evening to cool her fevered brow in the woods, just a few minutes before the prince entered them. It was a strange coincidence; but are not all coincidences strange?

Seating herself on a fallen tree she cast up her eyes towards the sky where a solitary star, like a beacon of hope, was beginning to twinkle. She had not been there more than a few minutes when a rustle in the neighbouring thicket startled her. Almost before she had time to look round the prince stood before her. She trembled, for now she felt that the decisive hour had come  whether for good or evil.

Seating himself beside her, the prince took one of her hands in his and looked steadily into her downcast face.

Corm  Bran he began, and stopped.

She looked up.

Branwen, he said, in a low, calm voice, will it pain you very much to know that I am glad  inexpressibly glad  that there is no youth Cormac in all the wide world?

Whether she was pained or not the girl did not say, but there was a language in her eyes which induced Bladud to slip his disengaged arm round  well, well, there are some things more easily conceived than described. She seemed about to speak, but Bladud stopped her mouth  how, we need not tell  not rudely, you may be sure  suffice to say that when the moon arose an hour later, and looked down into the forest that evening she saw the prince and Branwen still seated, hand in hand, on the fallen tree, gazing in rapt attention at the stars.




Chapter Thirty Seven.

The Last.

When Bladud walked out to the Hebrews hut next day and informed him of what had taken place, that long-suffering man heaved a deep sigh and expressed his intense relief that the whole affair was at last cleared up and had come to an end.

I cannot view matters in the same light that you do, Beniah, said the prince, for, in my opinion, things have only now come to a satisfactory beginning. However, I suppose that you are thinking of the strange perplexities in which you have been involved so long.

I would not style them perplexities, prince, but intrigues  obvious and unjustifiable intrigues  in which innocent persons have been brought frequently to the verge of falsehood  if they have not, indeed, been forced to overstep the boundary.

Surely, Beniah, circumstances, against which none of us had power to contend, had somewhat to do with it all, as well as intrigue.

I care not, returned the Hebrew, whether it was the intrigues of your court or the circumstances of it, which were the cause of all the mess in which I and others have been involved, but I am aweary of it, and have made up my mind to leave the place and retire to a remote part of the wilderness, where I may find in solitude solace to my exhausted spirit, and rest to my old bones.

That will never do, Beniah, said the prince, laughing. You take too serious a view of the matter. There is no fear of any more intrigues or circumstances arising to perplex you for some time to come. Besides, I want your services very much  but, before broaching that point, let me ask why you have invited me to come to see you here. Hafrydda gave me your message

My message! repeated the Hebrew in surprise.

Yes  to meet you here this forenoon on urgent business. If it is anything secret you have to tell me, I hope you have not got your wonderful old witch in the back cave, for she seems to have discovered as thorough a cure for deafness as I found for leprosy at the Hot Swamp.

Wonderful old witch! repeated Beniah, with a dazed look, and a tone of exasperation that the prince could not account for. Do you, then, not know about that old woman?

Oh! yes, I know only too much about her, replied Bladud. She has been staying at the palace for some time, as you know, and rather a lively time the old hag has given us. She went in to see my mother one day and threw her into convulsions, from which, I think, she has hardly recovered yet. Then she went to my fathers room  the chief Gadarn and I were with him at the time  and almost before she had time to speak they went into fits of laughter at her till the tears ran down their cheeks. I must say it seemed to me unnecessarily rude and unkind, for, although the woman is a queer old thing, and has little more of her face visible than her piercing black eyes, I could see nothing to laugh at in her shrivelled-up, bent little body. Besides this, she has kept the domestics in a state of constant agitation, for most of them seem to think her a limb of the evil spirit. But what makes you laugh so?

Oh! I see now, returned the Hebrew, controlling himself by a strong effort. I understand now why the old woman wished to be present at our interview. Come forth, thou unconscionable hag! added Beniah, in the voice of a stentor, and do your worst. I am past emotion of any kind whatever now.

As he spoke he gazed, with the resigned air of a martyr, at the inner end of his cavern. Bladud also looked in that direction. A moment later and the little old woman with the grey shawl appeared; thrust out the plank bridge; crossed over, and tottered towards them.

Dearie me! Beniah, theres no need to yell so loud. You know Ive got back my hearing. What want ye with me? Im sure I have no wish to pry into the secrets of this young man or yourself. What dye want?

But Beniah stood speechless, a strange expression on his face, his lips firmly compressed and his arms folded across his breast.

Have you become as dumb as I was deaf, old man? asked the woman, petulantly.

Still the Hebrew refused to speak.

Have patience with him, old woman, said Bladud, in a soothing tone. He is sometimes taken with unaccountable fits

Fits! interrupted the old woman. I wish he had the fits that I have sometimes. Perhaps they would cure him of his impudence. They would cure you too, young man, of your stupidity.

Stupidity! echoed Bladud, much amused. I have been credited with pride and haste and many other faults in my day, but never with stupidity.

Was it not stupid of you to go and ask that silly girl to wed you  that double-faced thing that knows how to cheat and deceive and

Come, come, old woman, said the prince, repressing with difficulty a burst of indignation. You allow your old tongue to wag too freely. I suppose, he added, turning to Beniah, that we can conclude our conversation outside?

But the Hebrew still remained immovable and sternly dumb.

Unable to understand this, Bladud turned again to the old woman, but, lo! the old woman was gone, and in her place stood Branwen, erect, with the grey shawl thrown back, and a half-timid smile on her face.

To say that Bladud was thunderstruck is not sufficient to indicate his condition. He stood as if rooted to the spot with his whole being concentrated in his wide-open blue eyes.

Is my presumption too great, Bladud? asked the girl, hesitatingly. I did but wish to assure you that I have no other deceptions to practise. That I fear  I hope  that

The prince, recovering himself, sprang forward and once again stopped her mouth  not with his hand; oh! by no means!  while Beniah, with that refinement of wisdom which is the prerogative of age, stepped out to ascertain whether it happened to be rain or sunshine that ruled at the time. Curiously enough he found that it was the latter.

That evening the doctor of the royal household was summoned by an affrighted servitor to the apartment of Gadarn, who had been overheard choking. The alarmed man of medicine went at once, and, bursting into the room without knocking, found the great northern chief sitting on the edge of his couch purple in the face and with tears in his eyes. The exasperated man leaped up intending to kick the doctor out, but, changing his mind, he kicked the horrified servitor out instead, and, taking the doctor into his confidence, related to him an anecdote which had just been told to him by Bladud.

It will be the death of the king, said Gadarn. You had better go to him. He may need your services.

But the king was made of sterner stuff than his friend imagined. He put strong constraint upon himself, and, being not easily overcome by feeling  or anything else under the sun  he lived to relate the same anecdote to his wife and daughter.

The day following, Bladud resumed with the Hebrew the conversation that had been interrupted by Branwen.

I was going to have said to you, Beniah, that I want your services very much.

You had said that much, prince, before Bran  I mean Cor  that is, the old woman  interrupted us. How can I serve you?

By going back with me to the Hot Swamp and helping to carry out a grand scheme that I have in my brain.

The Hebrew shook his head.

I love not your grand schemes, he said, somewhat sternly. The last grand scheme that your father had was one which, if successfully carried out, would have added a large portion of Albion to his dominions, and would have swept several tribes off the face of the earth. As it was, the mere effort to carry it out cost the lives of many of the best young men on both sides, and left hundreds of mothers, wives, sisters, and children to mourn their irreparable losses, and to wonder what all the fighting was about. Indeed, there are not a few grey-bearded men who share that wonder with the women and children, and who cannot, by any effort of their imagination, see what advantage is gained by either party when the fight is over.

These grey-beards must be thick-skulled, then, replied the prince with a smile, for does not the victor retain the land which he has conquered?

Yea, truly, and he also retains the tombs of the goodly young men who have been slain, and also the widows and sweethearts, and the national loss resulting from the war  for all which the land gained is but a paltry return. Moreover, if the All-seeing One cared only for the victors, there might be some understanding of the matter  though at the cost of justice  but, seeing that He cares for the vanquished quite as much as for the victorious, the gain on one side is counterbalanced by the loss on the other side, while the world at large is all the poorer, first, by the loss of much of its best blood, second, by the creation of a vast amount of unutterable sorrow and bitter hatred, and, third, by a tremendous amount of misdirected energy.

Look, for instance, at the Hot Swamp. Before the late war it was the abode of a happy and prosperous population. Now, it is a desolation. Hundreds of its youth are in premature graves, and nothing whatever has been gained from it by your father that I can see.

But surely men must defend themselves and their women and children against foes? said Bladud.

Verily, I did not say they should not, replied Beniah. Self-defence is a duty; aggressive war, in most cases (I do not say in all), is a blunder or a sin.

I think that my mind runs much on the same line with yours, Beniah, as to these things, but I am pretty sure that a good many years will pass over us before the warriors of the present day will see things in this light.

One is apt to smile at Bladuds prophetic observation, when one reflects that about two thousand seven hundred years have elapsed since that day, and warriors, as well as many civilians, have not managed to see it in this light yet!

However, continued the prince, the scheme which runs in my head is not one of war  aggressive or defensive  but one of peace, for the betterment of all mankind. As you know, I have begun to build a city at the Hot Swamp, so that all who are sick may go to that beautiful country and find health, as I did. And I want your help in this scheme.

That is well, prince, but I see not how I can aid you. I am not an engineer, who could carry out your devices, nor an architect who could plan your dwellings. And I am too old for manual labour  though, of course, it is not for that you want me.

You are right, Beniah. It is not for that. I have as many strong and willing hands to work as I require, but I want wise heads, full of years and experience, which may aid me in council and guard me from the blunders of youth and inexperience. Besides, man was not, it seems to me, put into this world merely to enjoy himself. If he was, then are the brutes his superiors, for they have no cares, no anxieties about food or raiment, or housing, and they enjoy themselves to the full as long as their little day lasts. There is surely some nobler end for man, and as you have given much study to the works and ways and reputed words of the All-seeing One, I want you to aid me in helping men to look upward  to soar like the eagle above the things of earth, as well as to consider the interests of others, and so, as far as may be, unlearn selfishness. Will you join me for this end?

That will I, with joy, answered the Hebrew with kindling eye; but your ambition soars high, prince. Have you spoken to Branwen on these subjects?

Of course I have, and she, like a true woman, enters heartily into my plans. Like myself, she does not think that being wedded and happy is the great end of life, but only the beginning of it. When the wedding is over, our minds will then be set free to devote ourselves to the great work before us.

And what duties in the work will fall to the lot of Branwen? asked Beniah, with an amused look.

The duties of a wife, of course, returned the prince. She will lend a sympathetic ear to all plans and proposals; her ingenious imagination will suggest ideas that might escape my grosser mind; her brilliant fancy will produce combinations that my duller brain would never think of; her hopeful spirit will encourage me to perseverance where accident or disaster has a tendency to demoralise, and her loving spirit will comfort me should failure, great or small, be permitted to overtake me. All this, I admit, sounds very selfish, but you asked me what part Branwen should play in regard to my schemes. If you had asked me what part I am to play in her life and work, the picture might be inverted to some extent  for our lives will be mutual  though, of course, I can never be to her what she will be to me.

With this exalted idea of the married state, Prince Bladud looked forward to his wedding. Whether Dromas was imbued with similar ideas we cannot tell; but of this we are sure, that he was equally devoted to the princess  as far as outward appearance went  and he entered with keenest zest and appreciation into the plans and aspirations of his friend, with regard to the welfare of mankind in general, and the men of Albion in particular.

Not many days after that there was a double wedding at Hudibras town, which created a tremendous sensation throughout all the land. For, although news travelled slowly in those days, the fame of Bladud and his wonderful cure, and his great size and athletic powers, coupled with his Eastern learning, and warlike attainments and peaceful proclivities, not to mention the beauty and romantic adventures of his bride, had made such an impression on what may be styled the whole nation, that noted chiefs came from all parts far and near, to his wedding, bringing as many of their distinguished followers with them as they deemed necessary to safe travelling in an unsettled country. Some even came from the great western island called Erin, and others from the remote isle of the north which lay beyond Gadarns country, and was at a later period named Ultima Thule.

I wonder when theyre going to stop coming, remarked Gadarn to King Hudibras, as the self-invited guests came pouring in.

Let them come, replied the jovial king, with the air of a man of unlimited means. The more the merrier. Theres room for all, and the forests are big.

Some of them, I see, rejoined Gadarn, are my mortal foes. We shall now have a chance of becoming mortal friends.

It might be supposed that the assemblage of such a host from all points of the compass would, as it is sometimes expressed, eat King Hudibras out of house and home; but this was not so, for it was the custom at that time for visitors at royal courts to hunt for their victuals  to go in, as it were, for a grand picnic on a continuous basis, so that the palace of our king, instead of being depleted, became surfeited with food. As his preserves were extensive, and game of all kinds abundant, the expense attendant on this kind of hospitality was nil.

It would have been very much the reverse had it been necessary to supply drink, but the art of producing liquids which fuddle, stupefy, and madden, had not yet been learnt in this country. Consequently there was no fighting or bloodshed at those jovial festivities, though there was a certain amount of quarrelling  as might be expected amongst independent men who held different opinions on many subjects, although politics and theology had not yet been invented.

Great were the rejoicings when it was discovered, by each band as it arrived, that there was to be a double wedding; that the Princess Hafrydda was to be one of the brides, and that the fortunate man who had won her was a famous warrior of the mysterious East, and one of the victors at the great games of that part of the world.

How the ceremony of marriage was performed we have not, after the most painstaking research, been able to ascertain; but that it was performed somehow, and to the satisfaction of all concerned, we are absolutely certain, from the fact that Bladud and Branwen, Dromas and Hafrydda, lived happily together as man and wife for many years afterwards, and brought up large families of stalwart sons and daughters to strengthen the power and increase the prestige of Old Albion.

This, however, by the way. Of course the chief amusement of the guests was games, followed by songs and dancing in the evenings. And one of the favourite amusements at the games was scientific boxing, for that was an entirely new art to the warriors, alike of Albion, Erin, and Ultima Thule.

It first burst upon their senses as a new and grand idea when Bladud and Dromas, at the urgent request of their friends, stepped into the arena and gave a specimen of the manner in which the art was practised in Hellas. Of course they did not use what we call knuckle-dusters, nor did they even double their fists, except when moving round each other, and as gloves were unknown, they struck out with the hands half open, for they had no wish to bleed each others noses or black each others eyes for mere amusement.

At the beginning it was thought that Dromas was no match at all for the gigantic Bladud, but when the wonderful agility of the former was seen  the ease with which he ducked and turned aside his head to evade blows, and the lightning speed with which he countered, giving a touch on the forehead or a dig in the ribs, smiling all the time as if to say, How dye like it? mens minds changed with shouts of surprise and satisfaction. And they highly approved of the way in which the champions smilingly shook hands after the bout was over  as they had done before it began.

They did not, however, perceive the full value of the art until an ambitious young chief from Ultima Thule  a man of immense size and rugged mould with red hair  insisted on Dromas giving him a lesson. The man from Hellas declined at first, but the man from Thule was urgent, and there seemed to be a feeling among the warriors that the young Hellene was afraid.

It is so difficult, he explained, to hit lightly and swiftly that sometimes an unintentionally hard blow is given, and men are apt to lose their tempers.

This was received with a loud laugh by the Thuler.

What! I lose my temper on account of a friendly buffet! Besides, I shall take care not to hit hard  you need not fear.

As you will, returned Dromas, with a good-humoured smile.

The Thuler stood up and allowed his instructor to put him in the correct attitude. Then the latter faced him and said, Now, guard yourself.

Next moment his left hand shot out and gently touched his opponents nose. The Thuler received the touch with what he deemed an orthodox smile and tried to guard it after it had been delivered.

Then he struck out with his left  being an apt pupil  but Dromas drew back and the blow did not reach him. Then he struck out smartly with his right, but the Hellene put his head to one side and let it pass. Again he struck out rapidly, one hand after the other, without much care whether the blows were light or heavy. Dromas evaded both without guarding, and, in reply, gave the Thuler a smartish touch on his unfortunate nose.

This was received by the assemblage with a wild shout of surprise and delight, and the Thuler became grave; collected himself as if for real business, and suddenly let out a shower of blows which, had they taken effect, would soon have ended the match, but his blows only fell on air, for Dromas evaded them with ease, returning every now and then a tap on the old spot or a touch on the forehead. At last, seeing that the man was losing temper, he gave him a sharp dig in the wind which caused him to gasp, and a sounding buffet on the cheek which caused him to howl with rage and feel for the hilt of his sword. That dangerous weapon, however, had been judiciously removed by his friends. He therefore rushed at his antagonist, resolved to annihilate him, but was received with two genuine blows  one in the wind, the other on the forehead, which stretched him on the sward.

The Thuler rose therefrom with a dazed look, and accepted the Hellenes friendly shake of the hand with an unmeaning smile.

After the sports had continued for several days King Hudibras proposed an excursion  a sort of gigantic picnic  to the Hot Swamp, where Bladud and his friend had made up their mind to spend their honeymoon.

Arrived there, they found that immense progress had been made with the new city  insomuch that Dromas assured Hafrydda that it brought to his mind some very ancient fables of great cities rising spontaneously from the ground to the sound of pipes played by the gods.

The baths, too, were in such an advanced stage that they were able to fill them on the arrival of the host and allow the interested and impatient chiefs to bathe.

Dont let them go in till you give the signal that the baths are ready, said Gadarn to the king in that grave, suppressed manner which indicated that the northern chief was inclined to mischief.

Why? asked the king.

Because, as I understand, you love fair play and no favour. It would not be fair to let some begin before others. They might feel it, you know, and quarrel.

Very well, so be it, returned the king, and gave orders that no one was to go near the baths until they were quite full, when he would give the signal.

The chiefs and warriors entering into the spirit of the thing, took quite a boyish delight in stripping themselves and preparing for a rush.

Now, are you ready? said the king.

Ay, all ready.

Away, then!

The warlike host rushed to the brink of the largest bath and plunged in  some head, others feet, first. But they came out almost as fast as they went in  yelling and spluttering  for the water was much too hot!

Ah! I see now, growled the king, turning to Gadarn  but Gadarn was gone. He found him, a minute later, behind a bush, in fits!

Pacifying the warriors with some difficulty  for they were a hot-headed generation  the king, being directed by Bladud, ordered the water from the cold lake to be turned on until the bath became bearable. Then the warriors re-entered it again more sedately. The warm water soon restored their equanimity, and ere long the unusual sight was to be seen of bearded men and smooth chins, rugged men and striplings, rolling about like porpoises, shouting, laughing, and indulging in horse-play like veritable boys.

Truly warmth has much to do with the felicity of mankind!

Towards afternoon the warriors were ordered to turn out, and, after the water had been allowed to run till it was clear, King Hudibras descended into it with much gravity and a good deal of what was in those ages considered to be ceremonial effect. This was done by way of taking formal possession of the Hot Springs. He was greatly cheered during the process by the admiring visitors, as well as physically by the hot water, and it is said that while his son Bladud was dutifully rubbing him down in the neighbouring booth, he remarked that it was the best bath he ever had in his life, that he would visit the place periodically as long as he lived, and that a palace must be built there for his accommodation.

From that day the bath was named the Kings Bath, and it is so named at the present day.

Soon after that the queen visited the Swamp and, with her ladies, made use of the bath which had been specially prepared for women; and this one went by the name of the Queens Bath thereafter. Its site, however, is not now certainly known, and it is not to be confounded with the Queens Bath of the present day, which was named after Queen Anne.

Prince Bladud lived to carry out most of his plans. He built a palace for his father in Swamptown. He built a palace for himself and Branwen, with a wing to it for Dromas and Hafrydda, and took up his permanent abode there when he afterwards became king. At the death of his father he added another wing for the queen-mother  with internal doors opening from each wing to the other, in order that they might live, so to speak, as one family. This arrangement worked admirably until the families became large, and the younger members obstreperous, when the internal doors were occasionally, even frequently, shut. He also built a snug house for Konar, and made him Hunter-General to the Royal Household. It is said that, owing to the genial influence of Bladuds kind nature, Konar recovered his reason, and, forgetting the false fair-one who had jilted him, took to himself a helpmate who more than made up for her loss.

Captain Arkal soon found that his passion for hot water cooled. As it did so, his love for salt water revived. He returned to Hellas, and, after paying his respects to his pretty Greek wife, and dandling the solid, square, bluff, and resolute baby, he reloaded his ship and returned to Albion. Thus he went and came for many years.

Little Maikar, however, did not follow his example. True, he accompanied his old captain on his first trip to Hellas, but that was for the purpose of getting possession of a dark-eyed maiden who awaited him there; with whom he returned to Swamptown, and, in that lovely region, spent the remainder of his life.

Even Addedomar was weaned from outlawry to honesty by the irresistible solicitations of Bladud, and as, in modern times, many an incorrigible poacher makes a first-rate gamekeeper, so the robber-chief became an able head-huntsman under the Hunter-General. The irony of Fate decreed, however, that the man who had once contemplated three wives was not to marry at all. He dwelt with his mother Ortrud to the end of her days in a small house not far from the residence of Konar. Gunrigs mother also dwelt with them  not that she had any particular regard for them personally, but in order that she might be near to the beautiful girl who had been beloved by her son.

Gadarn, the great northern chief, ever afterwards paid an annual visit to Swamptown. While that visit lasted there was a general feeling in the palace  especially among the young people  that a jovial hurricane was blowing. During the daytime the gale made itself felt in loud hilarious laughter, song, and story. At night it blew steadily through his nose. After his departure an unaccountable calm seemed to settle down upon the whole region!

Beniah performed with powerful effect the task allotted to him, for, both by precept and example, he so set forth and obeyed the laws of God that the tone of society was imperceptibly elevated. Men came to know, and to act upon the knowledge, that this world was not their rest; that there is a better life beyond, and, in the contemplation of that life, they, somehow, made this life more agreeable to themselves and to each other.

Time, which never intermits the beating of his fateful wings, flew by; the centuries rolled on; the Roman invaders came; the Norsemen and Saxons came, the Norman conquerors came, and each left their mark, deep and lasting, on the people and on the land  but they could not check by one hairs-breadth the perennial flow of the springs in the Hot Swamp, or obliterate the legend on which is founded this Romance of Old Albion.

THE END


HUNTED AND HARRIED
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Chapter One.

On the Hunt.

On a brilliant summer morning in the last quarter of the seventeenth century a small troop of horsemen crossed the ford of the river Cairn, in Dumfriesshire, not far from the spot where stands the little church of Irongray, and, gaining the road on the western bank of the stream, wended their way towards the moors and uplands which lie in the neighbourhood of Skeoch Hill.

The dragoons, for such they were, trotted rapidly along the road that led into the solitudes of the hills, with all the careless dash of men whose interests are centred chiefly on the excitements of the passing hour, yet with the unflagging perseverance of those who have a fixed purpose in view  their somewhat worn aspect and the mud with which they were bespattered, from jack-boot to iron headpiece, telling of a long ride over rugged ground.

The officer in command of the party rode a little in advance. Close behind him followed two troopers, one of whom was a burly middle-aged man with a stern, swarthy countenance; the other a youth whose tall frame was scarcely, if at all, less powerful than that of his comrade-in-arms, though much more elegant in form, while his youthful and ruddy, yet masculine, countenance suggested that he must at that time have been but a novice in the art of war.

This youth alone, of all the party, had a somewhat careworn and sad expression on his brow. It could hardly have been the result of fatigue, for there was more of ease and vigour in his carriage than in that of any of his companions.

We should be near the river by this time, Glendinning, said the leader of the party, reining in and addressing the swarthy trooper.

Ay, sir, the Cluden rins jist ayont the turn o the road there, replied the man. Yell hear the roar o the fa in a meenit or twa.

Even as he spoke the dull growl of a cataract was heard, and, a few minutes later, the party came upon the ford of the river.

It was situated not many yards below the picturesque waterfall, which is now spanned by the Routen Bridge, but which, at that time, was unbridged  at all events, if a bridge had previously existed, it had fallen in or been carried away  and the wild gorge was impassable.

The sound of the fall alone told of its vicinity, for a dense mass of foliage hid it completely from the troopers view until they had surmounted the steep bank on the other side of the stream.

Are you well acquainted with this man Black? asked the leader of the party as they emerged from the thick belt of trees and shrubs by which the Cluden was shaded, and continued their journey on the more open ground beyond.

I ken him weel, sir, answered the trooper. Andrew Black was an auld freend o mine, an a big, stoot, angry man he is  kindly disposed, nae doot, when ye let him alane, but a perfet deevil incarnate when hes roosed. He did me an ill turn ance that Ive no paid him off for yet.

I suppose, then, said the officer, that your guiding us so willingly to his cottage is in part payment of this unsettled debt?

Maybe it is, replied the trooper grimly.

They say, continued the other, that there is some mystery about the man; that somehow nobody can catch him. Like an eel he has slipped through our fellows fingers and disappeared more than once, when they thought they had him quite safe. It is said that on one occasion he managed even to give the slip to Claverhouse himself, which, you know, is not easy.

That may be, sir, but hell no slip through my fingers gin I ance git a grup o his thrapple, said the swarthy man, with a revengeful look.

We must get a grip of him somehow, returned the officer, for it is said that he is a sly helper of the rebels  though it is as difficult to convict as to catch him; and as this gathering, of which our spies have brought information, is to be in the neighbourhood of his house, he is sure to be mixed up with it.

Nae doot o that, sir, an so we may manage to kill twa birds wi ae stane. But Im in a diffeeculty noo, sir, for ye ken Im no acquaint wi this country nae farer than the Cluden ford, an here we hae come to a fork i the road.

The party halted as he spoke, while the perplexed guide stroked his rather long nose and looked seriously at the two roads, or bridle-paths, into which their road had resolved itself, and each of which led into very divergent parts of the heathclad hills.

This guide, Glendinning, had become acquainted with Black at a time when the latter resided in Lanarkshire, and, as he had just said, was unacquainted with the region through which they now travelled beyond the river Cluden. After a short conference the officer in command decided to divide the party and explore both paths.

You will take one man, Glendinning, and proceed along the path to the right, he said; I will try the left. If you discover anything like a house or cot within a mile or two you will at once send your comrade back to let me know, while you take up your quarters in the cottage and await my coming. Choose whom you will for your companion.

I choose Will Wallace, then, said Glendinning, with a nod to the young trooper whom we have already introduced.

The youth did not seem at all flattered by the selection, but of course obeyed orders with military promptitude, and followed his comrade for some time in silence, though with a clouded brow.

It seems to me, said the swarthy trooper, as they drew rein and proceeded up a steep ascent at a walk, that yere no sae pleased as ye might be wi the wark we hae on hand.

Pleased! exclaimed the youth, whose tone and speech seemed to indicate him an Englishman, how can I be pleased when all I have been called on to do since I enlisted has been to aid and abet in robbery, cruelty, and murder? I honour loyalty and detest rebellion as much as any man in the troop, but if I had known what I now know I would never have joined you.

Glendinning gazed at his companion in amazement. Having been absent on detached service when Will Wallace had joined  about three weeks previously  he was ignorant both as to his character and his recent experiences. He had chosen him on the present occasion simply on account of his youth and magnificent physique.

I doot Ive made a mistake in choosin you, said Glendinning with some asperity, after a few moments, but its ower late noo to rectifeet. What ails ye, lad? What hae ye seen?

I have seen what I did not believe possible, answered the other with suppressed feeling. I have seen a little boy tortured with the thumbscrews, pricked with bayonets, and otherwise inhumanly treated because he would not, or could not, tell where his father was. I have seen a man hung up to a beam by his thumbs because he would not give up money which perhaps he did not possess. I have seen a woman tortured by having lighted matches put between her fingers because she would not, or could not, tell where a conventicle was being held. I did not, indeed, see the last deed actually done, else would I have cut down the coward who did it. The poor thing had fainted and the torture was over when I came upon them. Only two days ago I was ordered out with a party who pillaged the house of a farmer because he refused to take an oath of allegiance, which seems to have been purposely so worded as to make those who take it virtually bondslaves to the King, and which makes him master of the lives, properties, and consciences of his subjects  and all this done in the Kings name and by the Kings troops!

An what pairt did you tak in these doins? asked Glendinning with some curiosity.

I did my best to restrain my comrades, and when they were burning the hayricks, throwing the meal on the dunghill, and wrecking the property of the farmer, I cut the cords with which they had bound the poor fellow to his chair and let him go free.

Did onybody see you do that?

I believe not; though I should not have cared if they had. Im thoroughly disgusted with the service. I know little or nothing of the principles of these rebels  these fanatics, as you call them  but tyranny or injustice I cannot stand, whether practised by a king or a beggar, and I am resolved to have nothing more to do with such fiendish work.

Young man, said the swarthy comrade in a voice of considerable solemnity, ye hae obviously mistaen your callin. If you werena new to thae pairts, ye would ken that the things ye objec to are quite common. Punishin an harryin the rebels and fanatics  Covenanters, they ca theirsels  has been gaun on for years ower a the land. In my opeenion its weel deserved, an naething that ye can do or say wull prevent it, though what ye do an say is no unlikely to cut short yer ain career by means o a rope roond yer thrapple. But losh! man, I wonder ye haena heard about thae matters afore now.

My having spent the last few years of my life in an out-of-the-way part of Ireland may account for that, said Wallace. My fathers recent death obliged my mother to give up her farm and return to her native town of Lanark, where she now lives with a brother. Poverty and the urgency of a cousin have induced me, unfortunately, to take service with the dragoons.

After what yeve said, hoo am I to coont on yer helpin me enoo? asked Glendinning.

As long as I wear the Kings uniform you may count on my obeying orders unless I am commanded to break the plainest laws of God, answered the young man. As our present business is only to discover the cottage of Andrew Black, there seems likely to be no difficulty between us just now.

Hm! Im no sure o that; but if yell tak my advice, lad, yell haud yer tongue aboot thae matters. If Clavers heard the half o what yeve said to me, hed send ye into the next warl withoot gieing ye time to say yer prayers. Freedom of speech is no permitted at the present time in Scotland  unless it be the right kind of speech, and

He stopped, for at that moment two young girls suddenly appeared at a bend of the road in front of them. They gazed for a moment at the soldiers in evident surprise, and then turned as if to fly, but Glendinning put spurs to his horse and was beside them in a moment. Leaping to the ground, he seized the girls roughly by their arms as they clung together in alarm. One of the two was a dark-eyed little child. The other was fair, unusually pretty, and apparently about fifteen or sixteen years of age.

The trooper proceeded to question them sharply.

Be gentle, said Will Wallace sternly, as he rode up, and, also dismounting, stood beside them. No fear of their running away now.

The swarthy trooper pretended not to hear, but nevertheless relaxed his grip and merely rested his hand upon the fair girls shoulder as he said to the other  

Now, my wee doo, ye canna be far frae hame, Is be sworn. Whats yer name?

Aggie Wilson, answered the child at once.

And yours?

Jean Black, replied the blonde timidly.

Oho! an yer faithers name is Andrew, an his hoose is close by, Ill be bound, so yell be guid eneuch to show us the way tillt. But first, my bonny lass, yell gie me a

Slipping his arm round the waist of the terrified blonde, the trooper rudely attempted to terminate his sentence in a practical manner; but before his lips could touch her face he received a blow from his comrade that sent him staggering against a neighbouring tree.

Blazing with astonishment and wrath, Glendinning drew his sword and sprang at his companion, who, already full of indignation at the memory of what he had been so recently compelled to witness, could ill brook the indignity thus offered to the defenceless girl. His weapon flashed from its sheath on the instant, and for a few moments the two men cut and thrust at each other with savage ferocity. Wallace, however, was too young and unused to mortal strife to contemplate with indifference the possibility of shedding the blood of a comrade. Quickly recovering himself, he stood entirely on the defensive, which his vigorous activity enabled him easily to do. Burning under the insult he had received, Glendinning felt no such compunctions. He pushed his adversary fiercely, and made a lunge at last which not only passed the sword through the left sleeve of the youths coat, but slightly wounded his arm. Roused to uncontrollable anger by this, Will Wallace fetched his opponent a blow so powerful that it beat down his guard, rang like a hammer on his iron headpiece, and fairly hurled the man into the ditch at the roadside.

Somewhat alarmed at this sudden result, the youth hastily pulled him out, and, kneeling beside him, anxiously examined his head. Much to his relief he found that there was no wound at all, and that the man was only stunned. After the examination, Wallace observed that the girls had taken advantage of the fray to make their escape.

Indignation and anger having by that time evaporated, and his judgment having become cool, Wallace began gradually to appreciate his true position, and to feel exceedingly uncomfortable. He had recklessly expressed opinions and confessed to actions which would of themselves ensure his being disgraced and cast into prison, if not worse; he had almost killed one of his own comrades, and had helped two girls to escape who could probably have assisted in the accomplishment of the duty on which they had been despatched. His case, he suddenly perceived, was hopeless, and he felt that he was a lost man.

Will Wallace was quick of thought and prompt in action. Carefully disposing the limbs of his fallen comrade, and resting his head comfortably on a grassy bank, he cast a hurried glance around him.

On his left hand and behind him lay the rich belt of woodland that marked the courses of the rivers Cluden and Cairn. In front stretched the moors and hills of the ancient district of Galloway, at that time given over to the tender mercies of Graham of Claverhouse. Beside him stood the two patient troop-horses, gazing quietly at the prostrate man, as if in mild surprise at his unusual stillness.

Beyond this he could not see with the physical eye; but with the mental orb he saw a dark vista of ruined character, blighted hopes, and dismal prospects. The vision sufficed to fix his decision. Quietly, like a warriors wraith, he sheathed his sword and betook himself to the covert of the peat-morass and the heather hill.

He was not the first good man and true who had sought the same shelter.

At the time of which we write Scotland had for many years been in a woeful plight  with tyranny draining her life-blood, cupidity grasping her wealth, hypocrisy and bigotry misconstruing her motives and falsifying her character. Charles the Second filled the throne. Unprincipled men, alike in Church and State, made use of their position and power to gain their own ends and enslave the people. The King, determined to root out Presbytery from Scotland, as less subservient to his despotic aims, and forcibly to impose Prelacy on her as a stepping-stone to Popery, had no difficulty in finding ecclesiastical and courtly bravos to carry out his designs; and for a long series of dismal years persecution stalked red-handed through the land.

Happily for the well-being of future generations, our covenanting forefathers stood their ground with Christian heroism, for both civil and religious liberty were involved in the struggle. Their so-called fanaticism consisted in a refusal to give up the worship of God after the manner dictated by conscience and practised by their forefathers; in declining to attend the ministry of the ignorant, and too often vicious, curates forced upon them; and in refusing to take the oath of allegiance just referred to by Will Wallace.

Conventicles, as they were called  or the gathering together of Christians in houses and barns, or on the hillsides, to worship God  were illegally pronounced illegal by the King and Council; and disobedience to the tyrannous law was punished with imprisonment, torture, confiscation of property, and death. To enforce these penalties the greater part of Scotland  especially the south and west  was overrun by troops, and treated as if it were a conquered country. The people  holding that in some matters it is incumbent to obey God rather than man, and that they were bound not to forsake the assembling of themselves together  resolved to set the intolerable law at defiance, and went armed to the hill-meetings.

They took up arms at first, however, chiefly, if not solely, to protect themselves from a licentious soldiery, who went about devastating the land, not scrupling to rob and insult helpless women and children, and to shed innocent blood. Our Scottish forefathers, believing  in common with the lower animals and lowest savages  that it was a duty to defend their females and little ones, naturally availed themselves of the best means of doing so.

About this time a meeting, or conventicle, of considerable importance was appointed to be held among the secluded hills in the neighbourhood of Irongray; and Andrew Black, the farmer, was chosen to select the particular spot, and make the preliminary arrangements.

Now this man Black is not easily described, for his was a curiously compound character. To a heart saturated with the milk of human kindness was united a will more inflexible, if possible, than that of a Mexican mule; a frame of Herculean mould, and a spirit in which profound gravity and reverence waged incessant warfare with a keen appreciation of the ludicrous. Peacefully inclined in disposition, with a tendency to believe well of all men, and somewhat free and easy in the formation of his opinions, he was very unwilling to resist authority; but the love of truth and justice was stronger within him than the love of peace.

In company with his shepherd, Quentin Dick  a man of nearly his own size and build  Andrew Black proceeded to a secluded hollow in Skeoch Hill to gather and place in order the masses of rock which were to form the seats of the communicants at the contemplated religious gathering  which seats remain to this day in the position they occupied at that time, and are familiarly known in the district as the Communion stones of Irongray.




Chapter Two.

The Fanatic and the Spy.

The night was dark and threatening when Andrew Black and his shepherd left their cottage, and quickly but quietly made for the neighbouring hill. The weather was well suited for deeds of secrecy, for gusts of wind, with an occasional spattering of rain, swept along the hill-face, and driving clouds obscured the moon, which was then in its first quarter.

At first the two men were obliged to walk with care, for the light was barely sufficient to enable them to distinguish the sheep-track which they followed, and the few words they found it necessary to speak were uttered in subdued tones. Jean Black and her cousin Aggie Wilson had reported their rencontre with the two dragoons, and Quentin Dick had himself seen the main body of the troops from behind a heather bush on his way back to the farm, therefore caution was advisable. But as they climbed Skeoch Hill, and the moon shed a few feeble rays on their path, they began to converse more freely. For a few minutes their intercourse related chiefly to sheep and the work of the farm, for both Andrew and his man were of that sedate, imperturbable nature which is not easily thrown off its balance by excitement or danger. Then their thoughts turned to the business in hand.

Nae fear o the sodgers comin here on a nicht like this, remarked Andrew, as a squall nearly swept the blue bonnet off his head.

Maybe no, growled Quentin Dick sternly, but Ive heard frae Tam Chanter that servants o that Papist Earl o Nithsdale, an o the scoondrel Sir Robert Dalziel, hae been seen pokin their noses aboot at Irongray. If they git wund o the place, were no likely to hae a quiet time ot. Did ye say that the sodgers ill-used the bairns?

Na!  ane o them was inclined to be impident, but the ither, a guid-lookin young felly, accordin to Jean, took their pairt an quarrelled wi his comrade, sae that they cam to loggerheeds at last, but what was the upshot naebody kens, for the bairns took to their heels an left them fechtin.

An what if they sud fin yer hoose an the bairns unproteckit? asked the shepherd.

Theyre no likely to fin the hoose in a nicht like this, man; an if they do, theyll fin naebody but Ramblin Peter there, for I gied the lassies an the women strick orders to tak to the hidy-hole at the first soond o horses feet.

By this time the men had reached a secluded hollow in the hill, so completely enclosed as to be screened from observation on all sides. They halted here a few moments, for two dark forms were seen in the uncertain light to be moving about just in front of them.

Its them, whispered Andrew.

Whae? asked the shepherd.

Alexander McCubine an Edward Gordon.

Guid an safe men baith, responded Quentin; ye better gie them a cry.

Andrew did so by imitating the cry of a plover. It was replied to at once.

The stanes are big, ye see, explained Andrew, while the two men were approaching. Itll tak the strength o the fowr o us to lift some o them.

Weve got the cairn aboot finished, said McCubine as he came up. He spoke in a low voice, for although there was no probability of any one being near, they were so accustomed to expect danger because of the innumerable enemies who swarmed about the country, that caution had almost become a second nature.

Without further converse the four men set to work in silence. They completed a circular heap, or cairn, of stones three or four feet high, and levelled the top thereof to serve as a table or a pulpit at the approaching assembly. In front of this, and stretching towards a sloping brae, they arranged four rows of very large stones to serve as seats for the communicants, with a few larger stones between them, as if for the support of rude tables of plank. It took several hours to complete the work. When it was done Andrew Black surveyed it with complacency, and gave it as his opinion that it was a braw kirk, capable o accommodatin a congregation o some thoosands, mair or less. Then the two men, Gordon and McCubine, bidding him and the shepherd good-night, went away into the darkness from which they had emerged.

Wharll they be sleepin the nicht? asked the shepherd, as he and Andrew turned homeward.

I the peat-bog, I doot, for I daurna tak them hame whan the dragoons is likely to gie us a ca; besides, the hidy-hole wull be ower fu soon. Noo, lad, he added, as they surmounted a hillock, from which they had a dim view of the surrounding country, gang ye doon an see if ye can fin oot onything mair aboot thae sodgers. Ill awa hame an see that as right there.

They parted, the shepherd turning sharp off to the right, while the farmer descended towards his cottage. He had not advanced above half the distance when an object a little to the left of his path induced him to stop. It resembled a round stone, and was too small to have attracted the attention of any eye save one which was familiar with every bush and stone on the ground. Grasping a stout thorn stick which he carried, Andrew advanced towards the object in question with catlike caution until quite close to it, when he discovered that it was the head of a man who was sleeping soundly under a whin-bush. A closer inspection showed that the man wore an iron headpiece, a soldiers coat, and huge jack-boots.

A dragoon and a spy! thought Andrew, while he raised his cudgel, the only weapon he carried, and frowned. But Andrew was a merciful man; he could not bring himself to strike a sleeping man, even though waking him might entail a doubtful conflict, for he could see that the troopers hand grasped the hilt of his naked sword. For a few moments he surveyed the sleeper, as if calculating his chances, then he quietly dropped his plaid, took off his coat, and untying his neckcloth, laid it carefully on one side over a bush. Having made these preparations, he knelt beside Will Wallace  for it was he  and grasped him firmly by the throat with both hands.

As might have been expected, the young trooper attempted to spring up, and tried to use his weapon; but, finding this to be impossible at such close quarters, he dropped it, and grappled the farmer with all his might; but Andrew, holding on to him like a vice, placed his knee upon his chest and held him firmly down.

Its o nae manner o use to strive, ye see, said Andrew, relaxing his grip a little; Ive gotten ye, an if ye like to do my biddin Ill no be hard on ye.

If you will let me rise and stand before me in fair fight, Ill do your business if not your bidding, returned Wallace in a tone of what may be termed stern sulkiness.

Div ye think its likely Ill staund before you in fair fecht, as you cad  you wi a swurd, and me wi a bit stick, my lad? Na, na, yell hae to submit, little though ye like it.

Give me the stick, then, and take you the sword, I shall be content, said the indignant trooper, making another violent but unsuccessful effort to free himself.

Its a fair offer, said Andrew, when he had subdued the poor youth a second time, an reflecs favourably on yer courage, but Im a man o peace, an have no thirst for bloodshed  whilk is more than ye can say, young man; but if yell let me tie yer hands thegither, an gang peaceably hame wi me, Is promise that nae mischiefll befa ye.

No man shall ever tie my hands together as long as there is life in my body, replied the youth.

Stop, stop, callant! exclaimed Andrew, as Will was about to renew the struggle. The pride o youth is awful. Hear what Ive gotten to say to ye, man, or Ill hae to throttle ye ootright. Itll come to the same thing if yell alloo me to tie ane o my hands to ane o yours. Ye canna objec to that, surely, for Ill be your prisoner as muckle as youll be mine  and thatll be fair play, for well leave the swurd lyin on the brae to keep the bit stick company.

Well, I agree to that, said Wallace, in a tone that indicated surprise with a dash of amusement.

An ye promise no to try to get away when youre tied to  when Im tied to you?

I promise.

Hereupon the farmer, reaching out his hand, picked up the black silk neckcloth which he had laid aside, and with it firmly bound his own left wrist to the right wrist of his captive, talking in a grave, subdued tone as he did so.

Nae doot the promise o a spy is hardly to be lippened to, but if I find that yere a dishonourable man, yell find that Im an uncomfortable prisoner to be tied to. Noo, git up, lad, an well gang hame thegither.

On rising, the first thing the trooper did was to turn and take a steady look at the man who had captured him in this singular manner.

Weel, what dye think o me? asked Andrew, with what may be termed a grave smile.

If you want to know my true opinion, returned Wallace, I should say that I would not have thought, from the look of you, that you could have taken mean advantage of a sleeping foe.

Ay  an I would not have thought, from the look o you, retorted Andrew, that ye could hae sellt yersel to gang skulkin aboot the hills as a spy upon the puir craters that are only seekin to worship their Maker in peace.

Without further remark Andrew Black, leaving his coat and plaid to keep company with the sword and stick, led his prisoner down the hill.

Andrews cottage occupied a slight hollow on the hillside, which concealed it from every point of the compass save the high ground above it. Leading the trooper up to the door, he tapped gently, and was promptly admitted by some one whom Wallace could not discern, as the interior was dark.

Oh, Uncle Andrew! Im glad yeve come, for Peter hasna come back yet, an Im feared somethin has come ower him.

Strike a light, lassie. Ive gotten haud o a spy here, an canna weel dot mysel.

When a light was procured and held up, it revealed the pretty face of Jean Black, which underwent a wondrous change when she beheld the face of the prisoner.

Uncle Andrew! she exclaimed, this is nae spy. Hes the man that cam to the help o Aggie an me against the dragoon.

Is that sae? said Black, turning a look of surprise on his prisoner.

It is true, indeed, that I had the good fortune to protect Jean and her friend from an insolent comrade, answered Wallace; and it is also true that that act has been partly the cause of my deserting to the hills, being starved for a day and a night, and taken prisoner now as a spy.

Sir, said Andrew, hastily untying the kerchief that bound them together, I humbly ask your pardon. Moreover, its my opeenion that if ye hadna been starvin ye wadna have been here e noo, for yere uncommon teuch. Rin, lassie, an fetch some breed an cheese. Whars Marion an Isbl?

They went out to seek for Peter, said Jean, as she hastened to obey her uncles mandate.

At that moment a loud knocking was heard at the door, and the voice of Marion, one of the maid-servants, was heard outside. On the door being opened, she and her companion Isabel burst in with excited looks and the information, pantingly given, that the sodgers were comin.

Haud yer noise, lassie, an licht the fire  pit on the parritch pat. Come, Peter, lets hear a aboot it.

Ramblin Peter, who had been thus named because of his inveterate tendency to range over the neighbouring hills, was a quiet, undersized, said-to-be weak-minded boy of sixteen years, though he looked little more than fourteen. No excitement whatever ruffled his placid countenance as he gave his report  to the effect that a party of dragoons had been seen by him not half an hour before, searching evidently for his masters cottage.

Theyll soon find it, said the farmer, turning quickly to his domestics Away wi ye, lassies, and hide.

The two servant-girls, with Jean and her cousin Aggie Wilson, ran at once into an inner room and shut the door. Ramblin Peter sat stolidly down beside the fire and calmly stirred the porridge-pot, which was nearly full of the substantial Scottish fare.

Noo, sir, said Black, turning to Will Wallace, who had stood quietly watching the various actors in the scene just described, yer comradesll be here in a wee while. May I ask what ye expect?

I expect to be imprisoned at the least, more probably shot.

Hm! pleasant expectations for a young man, nae doot. Im sorry that its oot o my power to stop an see the fun, for the sodgers have strange suspicions aboot me, so Im forced to mak mysel scarce an leave Ramblin Peter to do the hospitalities o the hoose. But before I gang awa I wad fain repay ye for the guid turn ye did to my bairns. If ye are willin to shut yer eyes an do what I tell ye, Ill put you in a place o safety.

Thank you, Mr Black, returned Wallace; of course I shall only be too glad to escape from the consequences of my unfortunate position; but do not misunderstand me: although neither a spy nor a Covenantor I am a loyal subject, and would not now be a deserter if that character had not been forced upon me, first by the brutality of the soldiers with whom I was banded, and then by the insolence of my comrade-in-arms to your daughter

Niece; niece, interrupted Black; I wish she was my dauchter, bless her bonny face! Niver fear, sir, Ive nae doot o yer loyalty, though you an yer freends misdoot mine. I claim to be as loyal as the best o ye, but theres nae dictionary in this warld that defines loyalty to be slavish submission o body an sowl to a tyrant that fears naether God nor man. The quastion noo is, Div ye want to escape and wull ye trust me?

The sound of horses galloping in the distance tended to quicken the young troopers decision. He submitted to be blindfolded by his captor.

Noo, Peter, said Andrew, as he was about to lead Wallace away, ye ken what to dae. Gie them plenty to eat; show them the rum bottle, let them hae the rin o the hoose, an say that I bade ye treat them weel.

Ay, was Ramblin Peters laconic reply.

Leading his captive out at the door, round the house, and re-entering by a back door, apparently with no other end in view than to bewilder him, Andrew went into a dark room, opened some sort of door  to enter which the trooper had to stoop low  and conducted him down a steep, narrow staircase.

The horsemen meanwhile had found the cottage and were heard at that moment tramping about in front, and thundering on the door for admittance.

Wallace fancied that the door which closed behind him must be of amazing thickness, for it shut out almost completely the sounds referred to.

On reaching the foot of the staircase, and having the napkin removed from his eyes, he found himself in a long, low, vaulted chamber. There was no one in it save his guide and a venerable man who sat beside a deal table, reading a document by the light of a tallow candle stuck in the mouth of a black bottle.

The soldiers, meanwhile, having been admitted by Ramblin Peter, proceeded to question that worthy as to Andrew Black and his household. Not being satisfied of the truth of his replies they proceeded to apply torture in order to extract confession. It was the first time that this mode of obtaining information had been used in Blacks cottage, and it failed entirely, for Ramblin Peter was staunch, and, although inhumanly thrashed and probed with sword-points, the poor lad remained dumb, insomuch that the soldiers at length set him down as an idiot, for he did not even cry out in his agonies  excepting in a curious, half-stifled manner  because he knew well that if his master were made aware by his cries of what was going on he would be sure to hasten to the rescue at the risk of his life.

Having devoured the porridge, drunk the rum, and destroyed a considerable amount of the farmers produce, the lawless troopers, who seemed to be hurried in their proceedings at that time, finally left the place.

About the time that these events were taking place in and around Blacks cottage, bands of armed men with women and even children were hastening towards the same locality to attend the great conventicle, for which the preparations already described were being made.

The immediate occasion of the meeting was the desire of the parishioners of the Reverend John Welsh, a great-grandson of John Knox, to make public avowal, at the Communion Table, of their fidelity to Christ and their attachment to the minister who had been expelled from the church of Irongray; but strong sympathy induced many others to attend, not only from all parts of Galloway and Nithsdale, but from the distant Clyde, the shores of the Forth, and elsewhere; so that the roads were crowded with people making for the rendezvous  some on foot, others on horseback. Many of the latter were gentlemen of means and position, who, as well as their retainers, were more or less well armed and mounted. The Reverend John Blackadder, the auld minister of Troqueer  a noted hero of the Covenant, who afterwards died a prisoner on the Bass Rock  travelled with his party all the way from Edinburgh, and a company of eighty horse proceeded to the meeting from Clydesdale.

Preliminary services, conducted by Mr Blackadder and Mr Welsh, were held near Dumfries on the Saturday, but at these the place of meeting on the Sabbath was only vaguely announced as a hillside in Irongray, so anxious were they to escape being disturbed by their enemies, and the secret was kept so well that when the Sabbath arrived a congregation of above three thousand had assembled round the Communion stones in the hollow of Skeoch Hill.

Sentinels were posted on all the surrounding heights. One of these sentinels was the farmer Andrew Black, with a cavalry sword belted to his waist, and a rusty musket on his shoulder. Beside him stood a tall stalwart youth in shepherds costume.

Yer ain mother wadna ken ye, remarked Andrew with a twinkle in his eyes.

I doubt that, replied the youth; a mothers eyes are keen. I should not like to encounter even Glendinning in my present guise.

As he spoke the rich melody of the opening psalm burst from the great congregation and rolled in softened cadence towards the sentinels.




Chapter Three.

The True and the False at Work.

The face of nature did not seem propitious to the great gathering on Skeoch Hill. Inky clouds rolled athwart the leaden sky, threatening a deluge of rain, and fitful gusts of wind seemed to indicate the approach of a tempest. Nevertheless the elements were held in check by the God of nature, so that the solemn services of the day were conducted to a close without discomfort, though not altogether without interruption.

Several of the most eminent ministers, who had been expelled from their charges, were present on this occasion. Besides John Welsh of Irongray, there were Arnot of Tongland, Blackadder of Troqueer, and Dickson of Rutherglen  godly men who had for many years suffered persecution and imprisonment, and were ready to lay down their lives in defence of religious liberty. The price set upon the head of that notour traitor, Mr John Welsh, dead or alive, was 9000 merks. Mr Arnot was valued at 3000!

These preached and assisted at different parts of the services, while the vast multitude sat on the sloping hillside, and the mounted men drew up on the outskirts of the congregation, so as to be within sound of the preachers voices, and, at the same time, be ready for action on the defensive if enemies should appear.

Andrew Black and his companion stood for some time listening, with bowed heads, to the slow sweet music that floated towards them. They were too far distant to hear the words of prayer that followed, yet they continued to stand in reverent silence for some time, listening to the sound  Black with his eyes closed, his young companion gazing wistfully at the distant landscape, which, from the elevated position on which they stood, lay like a magnificent panorama spread out before them. On the left the level lands bordering the rivers Cairn and Nith stretched away to the Solway, with the Cumberland mountains in the extreme distance; in front and on the right lay the wild, romantic hill-country of which, in after years, it was so beautifully written:  

O bonnie hills of Galloway oft have I stood to see,

At sunset hour, your shadows fall, all darkening on the lea;

While visions of the buried years came oer me in their might  

As phantoms of the sepulchre  instinct with inward light!

The years, the years when Scotland groaned beneath her tyrants hand!

And twas not for the heather she was called the purple land.

And twas not for her loveliness her children blessed their God  

But for secret places of the hills, and the mountain heights

untrod.

Who was the old man I found in what you call your hidy-hole? asked Wallace, turning suddenly to his companion.

Im no sure that I have a right to answer that, said Black, regarding Will with a half-serious, half-amused look. Hooever, noo that yeve taen service wi me, and ken about my hidy-hole, I suppose I may trust ye wi a my secrets.

I would not press you to reveal any secrets, Mr Black, yet I think you are safe to trust me, seeing that you know enough about my own secrets to bring me to the gallows if so disposed.

Ay, I hae ye there, lad! But Ill trust ye on better grunds than that. I believe ye to be an honest man, and thats enough for me. Weel, ye maun ken, its saxteen year since I howkit the hidy-hole below my hoose, an wad ye believe it?  theyve no fund it oot yet! Not even had a suspeecion ot, though the sodgers hae been sair puzzled, mony a time, aboot hoo I managed to gie them the slip. An monys the puir body, baith gentle and simple, that Ive gien food an shelter to whae was very likely to hae perished o cauld an hunger, but for the hidy-hole. Among ithers Ive often had the persecuited ministers doon there, readin their Bibles or sleepin as comfortable as ye like when the dragoons was drinkin, roarin, an singin like deevils ower their heids. My certies! if Clavers, or Sherp, or Lauderdale had an inklin o the hunderd pairt o the law-brekin that Ive done, its a gallows in the Gressmarkit as high as Hamans wad be ereckit for me, an my heed an hauns, may be, would be bleachin on the Nether Bow. Humph! but theyve no gotten me yet!

And I sincerely hope they never will, remarked Wallace; but you have not yet told me the name of the old man.

I was comin to him, continued Black; but wheniver I wander to the doins o that black-hearted Cooncil, Im like to lose the threed o my discoorse. Yon is a great man i the Kirk o Scotland. They ca him Donald Cargill. The adventures that puir man has had in the coorse o mair nor quarter o a century wad mak a grand story-buik. He has no fear o man, an hes an awfu stickler for justice. Ise warrant he gied ye some strang condemnations o the poors that be.

Indeed he did not, said Wallace. Surely you misjudge his character. His converse with me was entirely religious, and his chief anxiety seemed to be to impress on me the love of God in sending Jesus Christ to redeem a wicked world from sin. I tried to turn the conversation on the state of the times, but he gently turned it round again to the importance of being at peace with God, and giving heed to the condition of my own soul. He became at last so personal that I did not quite like it. Yet he was so earnest and kind that I could not take offence.

Ay, ay, said Black in a musing tone, I see. He clearly thinks that yer hert needs mair instruction than yer heed. Hm! maybe hes right. Hooever, hes a wonderfu man; gangs aboot the country preachin everywhere altho he kens that the sodgers are aye on the look-oot for him, an that if they catch him its certain death. He wad have been at this communion nae doot, if he hadna engaged to preach somewhere near Sanquhar this vera day.

Then he has left the hidy-hole by this time, I suppose?

Ye may be sure o that, for when there is work to be done for the Master, Donal Cargill doesna let the gress grow under his feet.

Im sorry that I shall not see him again, returned the ex-trooper in a tone of regret, for I like him much.

Now, while this conversation was going on, a portion of the troop of dragoons which had been out in search of Andrew Black was sent under Glendinning (now a sergeant) in quest of an aged couple named Mitchell, who were reported to have entertained intercommuned, i.e. outlawed, persons; attended conventicles in the fields; ventured to have family worship in their cottages while a few neighbours were present, and to have otherwise broken the laws of the Secret Council.

This Council, which was ruled by two monsters in human form, namely, Archbishop Sharp of Saint Andrews and the Duke of Lauderdale, having obtained full powers from King Charles the Second to put down conventicles and enforce the laws against the fanatics with the utmost possible rigour, had proceeded to carry out their mission by inviting a host of half, if not quite, savage Highlanders to assist them in quelling the people. This host, numbering, with 2000 regulars and militia, about 10,000 men, eagerly accepted the invitation, and was let loose on the south and western districts of Scotland about the beginning of the year, and for some time ravaged and pillaged the land as if it had been an enemys country. They were thanked by the King for so readily agreeing to assist in reducing the Covenanters to obedience to Us and Our laws, and were told to take up free quarters among the disaffected, to disarm such persons as they should suspect, to carry with them instruments of torture wherewith to subdue the refractory, and in short to act very much in accordance with the promptings of their own desires. Evidently the mission suited these men admirably, for they treated all parties as disaffected, with great impartiality, and plundered, tortured, and insulted to such an extent that after about three months of unresisted depredation, the shame of the thing became so obvious that Government was compelled to send them home again. They had accomplished nothing in the way of bringing the Covenanters to reason; but they had desolated a fair region of Scotland, spilt much innocent blood, ruined many families, and returned to their native hills heavily laden with booty of every kind like a victorious army. It is said that the losses caused by them in the county of Ayr alone amounted to over 11,000 pounds sterling.

The failure of this horde did not in the least check the proceedings of Sharp or Lauderdale or their like-minded colleagues. They kept the regular troops and militia moving about the land, enforcing their idiotical and wicked laws at the point of the sword. We say idiotical advisedly, for what could give stronger evidence of mental incapacity than the attempt to enforce a bond upon all landed proprietors, obliging themselves and their wives, children, and servants, as well as all their tenants and cottars, with their wives, children, and servants, to abstain from conventicles, and not to receive, assist, or even speak to, any forfeited persons, intercommuned ministers, or vagrant preachers, but to use their utmost endeavours to apprehend all such? Those who took this bond were to receive an assurance that the troops should not be quartered on their lands  a matter of considerable importance  for this quartering involved great expense and much destruction of property in most cases, and absolute ruin in some.

After the battle of the Pentland Hills (in 1666), in which the Covenanters, driven to desperation, made an unsuccessful effort to throw off the tyrannical yoke, severer laws were enacted against them. Their wily persecutor, also being well aware of the evil influence of disagreement among men, threw a bone of contention among them in the shape of royal acts of Indulgence, as they were styled, by which a certain number of the ejected ministers were permitted to preach on certain conditions, but only within their own parishes. To preach at a separate meeting in a private house subjected the minister to a fine of 5000 merks (about 278 pounds). To preach in the fields was to incur the penalty of death and confiscation of property. And these arbitrary laws were not merely enacted for intimidation. They were rigorously enforced. The curates in many cases became mere spies and Government informers. Many of the best men in the land laid down their lives rather than cease to proclaim the Gospel of love and peace and goodwill in Jesus Christ. Of course their enemies set them down as self-willed and turbulent fanatics. It has ever been, and ever will be, thus with men who are indifferent to principle. They will not, as well as cannot, understand those who are ready to fight, and, if need be, die for truth! Their unspoken argument seems to be: You profess to preach peace, love, submission to authority, etcetera; very good, stand to your principles. Leave all sorts of carnal fighting to us. Obey us. Conform humbly to our arrangements, whatever they are, and all will be well; but dare to show the slightest symptom of restiveness under what you style our injustice, tyranny, cruelty, etcetera, and we will teach you the submission which you preach but fail to practise by means of fire and sword and torture and death!

Many good men and true, with gentle spirits, and it may be somewhat exalted ideas about the rights of Royalty, accepted the Indulgence as being better than nothing, or better than civil war. No doubt, also, there were a few  neither good men nor true  who accepted it because it afforded them a loophole of escape from persecution. Similarly, on the other side, there were good men and true, who, with bolder hearts, perhaps, and clearer brains, it may be, refused the Indulgence as a presumptuous enactment, which cut at the roots of both civil and religious liberty, as implying a right to withhold while it professed to give, and which, if acquiesced in, would indicate a degree of abject slavery to man and unfaithfulness to God that might sink Scotland into a condition little better than that of some eastern nations at the present day. Thus was the camp of the Covenanters divided. There were also more subtle divisions, which it is not necessary to mention here, and in both camps, of course there was an infusion, especially amongst the young men, of that powerful element  love of excitement and danger for their own sake, with little if any regard to principle, which goes far in all ages to neutralise the efforts and hamper the energies of the wise.

Besides the acts of Indulgence, another and most tyrannical measure, already mentioned, had been introduced to crush if possible the Presbyterians. Letters of intercommuning were issued against a great number of the most distinguished Presbyterians, including several ladies of note, by which they were proscribed as rebels and cut off from all society. A price, amounting in some instances to 500 pounbds sterling, was fixed on their heads, and every person, not excepting their nearest of kin, was prohibited from conversing with or writing to them, or of aiding with food, clothes, or any other necessary of life, on pain of being found guilty of the same crimes as the intercommuned persons.

The natural result of such inhuman laws was that men and women in hundreds had to flee from their homes and seek refuge among the dens and caves of the mountains, where many were caught, carried off to prison, tried, tortured, and executed; while of those who escaped their foes, numbers perished from cold and hunger, and disease brought on by lying in damp caves and clefts of the rocks without food or fire in all weathers. The fines which were exacted for so-called offences tempted the avarice of the persecutors and tended to keep the torch of persecution aflame. For example, Sir George Maxwell of Newark was fined a sum amounting to nearly 8000 pounds sterling for absence from his Parish Church, attendance at conventicles, and disorderly baptisms  i.e. for preferring his own minister to the curate in the baptizing of his children! Hundreds of somewhat similar instances might be given. Up to the time of which we write (1678) no fewer than 17,000 persons had suffered for attending field meetings, either by fine, imprisonment, or death.

Such was the state of matters when the party of dragoons under command of Sergeant Glendinning rode towards the Mitchells cottage, which was not far from Blacks farm. The body of soldiers being too small to venture to interrupt the communion on Skeoch Hill, Glendinning had been told to wait in the neighbourhood and gather information while his officer, Captain Houston, went off in search of reinforcements.

Theres the auld sinner himsel, cried the Sergeant as the party came in sight of an old, whitehaired man seated on a knoll by the side of the road. Hallo! Jock Mitchell, is that you? Come doon here directly, I want to speak tye.

The old man, being stone deaf, and having his back to the road, was not aware of the presence of the dragoons, and of course took no notice of the summons.

Dye hear! shouted the Sergeant savagely, for he was ignorant of the old mans condition.

Still Mitchell did not move. Glendinning, whose disposition seemed to have been rendered more brutal since his encounter with Wallace, drew a pistol from his holster and presented it at Mitchell.

Answer me, he shouted again, or yere a deed man.

Mitchell did not move... There was a loud report, and next moment the poor old man fell dead upon the ground.

It chanced that Ramblin Peter heard the report, though he did not witness the terrible result, for he was returning home from the Mitchells cottage at the time, after escorting Jean Black and Aggie Wilson thither. The two girls, having been forbidden to attend the gathering on Skeoch Hill, had resolved to visit the Mitchells and spend the Sabbath with them. Peter had accompanied them and spent the greater part of the day with them, but, feeling the responsibility of his position as the representative of Andrew Black during his absence, had at last started for home.

A glance over a rising ground sufficed to make the boy turn sharp round and take to his heels. He was remarkably swift of foot. A few minutes brought him to the cottage door, which he burst open.

The sodgers is comin, grannie! (He so styled the old woman, though she was no relation.)

Did ye see my auld man?

No.

Away wi ye, bairns, said Mrs Mitchell quickly but quietly. Oot by the back door an doon the burnside; theyll niver see ye for the busses.

But, grannie, we canna leave you here alone, remonstrated Jean with an anxious look.

An I can fecht! remarked Peter in a low voice, that betrayed neither fear nor excitement.

The sodgers can do nae harm to me, returned the old woman firmly. Do my bidding, bairns. Be aff, I say!

There was no resisting Mrs Mitchells word of command. Hastening out by the back door just as the troopers came in sight, Peter and his companions, diving into the shrubbery of the neighbouring streamlet, made their way to Blacks farm by a circuitous route. There the girls took shelter in the house, locking the door and barring the windows, while Peter, diverging to the left, made for the hills like a hunted hare.

Andrew was standing alone at his post when the lithe runner came in sight. Will Wallace had left him by that time, and was listening entranced to the fervid exhortations of Dickson of Rutherglen.

The sodgers! gasped Peter, as he flung himself down to rest.

Comin this way, lad?

Na. Theyre at the Mitchells.

A safe at the ferm? asked Andrew quickly.

Ay, I saw the lasses into the hoose.

Rin to the meetin an gie the alarm. Tell them to send Wallace an Quentin here wi sax stoot men  weel airmed  an anither sentry, for Im gaun awa.

Almost before the sentence was finished Ramblin Peter was up and away, and soon the alarming cry arose from the assembly, The dragoons are upon us!

Instantly the Clydesdale men mounted and formed to meet the expected onset. The men of Nithsdale were not slow to follow their example, and Gordon of Earlstoun, a tried and skilful soldier, put himself at the head of a large troop of Galloway horse. Four or five companies of foot, also well armed, got ready for action, and videttes and single horsemen were sent out to reconnoitre. Thus, in a moment, was this assembly of worshippers transformed into a band of Christian warriors, ready to fight and die for their families and liberties.

But the alarm, as it turned out, was a false one. Glendinning, informed by spies of the nature of the gathering, was much too sagacious a warrior to oppose his small force to such overwhelming odds. He contented himself for the present with smaller game.

After continuing in the posture of defence for a considerable time, the assembly dispersed, those who were defenceless being escorted by armed parties to the barns and cottages around. As they retired from the scene the windows of heaven were opened, and the rain, which had been restrained all day, came down in torrents, and sent the Cairn and Cluden red and roaring to the sea.

But long before this dispersion took place, Andrew Black, with Quentin Dick, Will Wallace, Ramblin Peter, and six sturdy young men, armed with sword, gun, and pistol, had hurried down the hill to succour the Mitchells, if need be, and see to the welfare of those who had been left behind in the farm.




Chapter Four.

The Hunting and Harrying Displayed.

Being ignorant, as we have said, of the cruel murder of old Mitchell, Ramblin Peters report had not seriously alarmed Black. He concluded that the worst the troopers would do would be to rob the poor old couple of what money they found in their possession, oblige them to take the Oath of Supremacy, drink the health of King and bishops, and otherwise insult and plunder them. Knowing the Mitchells intimately, he had no fear that their opposition would invite severity. Being very fond of them, however, he resolved, at the risk of his life, to prevent as far as possible the threatened indignity and plunder.

Theyre a douce auld pair, he remarked to Will Wallace as they strode down the hillside together, quiet an peaceable, wi naething to speak o in the way of opeenions  somethin like mysel  an willin to let-be for let-be. But since the country has been ower-run by thae Hielanders an sodgers, theyve had little peace, and the auld man has gien them a heap o trouble, for hes as deaf as a post. Peter says the pairty o dragoons is a sma ane, so I expect the sight o usll scare them away an prevent fechtin.

It may be so, said Wallace, and of course I shall not fail you in this attempt to protect your old friends; but, to tell you the truth, I dont quite like this readiness on the part of you Covenanters to defy the laws, however bad they may be, and to attack the Kings troops. The Bible, which you so often quote, inculcates longsuffering and patience.

Hm! there speaks yer ignorance, returned the farmer with a dash of cynicism in his tone. Hoo mony years, think ye, are folk to submit to tyranny an wrang an fierce oppression for nae sin whatever against the laws o God or the land? Are twunty, thretty, or forty years no enough to warrant oor claim to lang-sufferin? Does submission to law-brekin on the pairt o Government, an lang-continued, high-handed oppression frae King, courtier, an prelate, accompanied wi barefaced plunder and murder  does that no justifiee oor claim to patience? To a this the Covenanters hae submitted for mony weary years withoot rebellion, except maybe in the metter o the Pentlands, when a wheen o us were driven to desperation. But I understand your feelins, lad, for Im a man o peace by natur, an would gladly submit to injustice to keep things quiet  if possable; but some things are no possable, an the Bible itsel says were to live peaceably wi a men only as much as in us lies.

The ex-trooper was silent. Although ignorant of the full extent of maddening persecution to which not merely the Covenanters but the people of Scotland generally had been subjected, his own limited experience told him that there was much truth in what his companion said; still, like all loyal-hearted men, he shrank from the position of antagonism to Government.

I agree with you, he said, after a few minutes thought, but I have been born, I suppose, with a profound respect for law and legally constituted authority.

Div ye think, lad, returned Black, impressively, that naebodys been born wi a high respec for law but yersel? I suppose ye admit that the King is bound to respec the law as weel as the people?

Of course I do. I am no advocate of despotism.

Weel then, continued the farmer with energy, in the year saxteen forty-ane, an at ither times, kings an parliaments hae stamped the Covenants o Scotland as bein pairt o the law o this land  whereby freedom o conscience an Presbyterian worship are secured to us a. An here comes Chairles the Second an breks the law by sendin that scoondrel the Duke o Lauderdale here wi full poors to dae what he likes  an Middleton, a man wi nae heart an less conscience, that was raised up frae naething to be a noble, nae less! My word, nobles are easy made, but theyre no sae easy unmade! An this Lauderdale maks a cooncil wi Airchbishop Sherp  a traiter and a turncoat  an a wheen mair like himsel, and they send sodgers oot ower the land to eat us up an cram Prelacy doon oor throats, an curates into oor poopits whether we wull or no. An that though Chairles himsel signed the Covenant at the time he was crooned! Ca ye that law or legally constituted authority?

Although deeply excited by this brief recital of his countrys wrongs, Black maintained the quiet expression of feature and tone of voice that were habitual to him. Further converse on the subject was interrupted by their arrival at the farm, where they found all right save that Jean and Aggie were in a state of tearful anxiety about their poor neighbours.

While the farmer was seeing to the security of his house and its arrangements, preparatory to continuing the march to the Mitchells cottage, the rest of the party stood about the front door conversing. Will Wallace was contemplating Jean Black with no little admiration, as she moved about the house. There was something peculiarly attractive about Jean. A winsome air and native grace, with refinement of manner unusual in one of her station, would have stamped her with a powerful species of beauty even if she had not possessed in addition a modest look and fair young face.

The ex-trooper was questioning, in a dreamy way, whether he had ever before seen such a pretty and agreeable specimen of girlhood, when he experienced a shock of surprise on observing that Jean had gone to a neighbouring spring for water and was making something very like a signal to him to follow her.

The surprise was mingled with an uncomfortable feeling of regret, for the action seemed inconsistent with the maidens natural modesty.

Forgie me, sir, she said, for being so bold, but oh! sir, if ye knew how anxious I am about Uncle Black, ye would understand  he is wanted so much, an theres them in the hidy-hole that would fare ill if he was taken to prison just now. If  ye  would

Well, Jean, said Will, sympathising with the struggle it evidently cost the girl to speak to him dont hesitate to confide in me. What would you have me do?

Only to keep him back frae the sodgers if ye can. Hes such an awfu man to fecht when hes roosed, that hes sure to kill some o them if hes no killed himsel. An itll be ruin to us a an to the Mitchells too, if

She was interrupted at this point by Black himself calling her name.

Trust me, said Wallace earnestly, I understand what you wish, and will do my best to prevent evil.

A grateful look was all the maidens reply as she hurried away.

Our heros perplexity as to how this promise was to be fulfilled was, however, needless, for on reaching the Mitchells hut it was found that the troopers had already left the place; but the state of things they had left behind them was enough to stir deeply the pity and the indignation of the party.

Everything in confusion  broken furniture, meal and grain scattered on the floor, open chests and cupboards  told that the legalised brigands had done their worst. Poor Mrs Mitchell had objected to nothing that they said or did or proposed to her. She feebly drank the health of King and prelates when bidden to do so, and swore whatever test-oaths they chose to apply to her till they required her to admit that the King was lord over the kirk and the conscience. Then her spirit fired, and with a firm voice she declared that no king but Christ should rule over her kirk or conscience  to which she boldly added that she had attended conventicles, and would do so again!

Having obtained all they wanted, the dragoons went away, leaving the old woman among the ruins of her home, for they probably did not consider it worth while carrying off a prisoner who would in all likelihood have died on the road to prison.

In the midst of all the noise and confusion it had struck the old woman as strange that they never once asked about her husband. After they had gone, however, the arrival of two neighbours bearing his dead body revealed the terrible reason. She uttered no cry when they laid his corpse on the floor, but sat gazing in horror as if turned to stone. Thus Black and his friends found her.

She could not be roused to speak, and looked, after a few minutes, like one who had not realised the truth.

In this state she was conveyed to Blacks cottage and handed over to Jean, whom every one seemed intuitively to regard as her natural comforter. The poor child led her into her own room, sat down beside her on the bed, laid the aged head on her sympathetic bosom and sobbed as if her heart was breaking. But no response came from the old woman, save that once or twice she looked up feebly and said, Jean, dear, what ails ye?

In the Council Chamber at Edinburgh, Lauderdale, learning on one occasion that many persons both high and low had refused to take the bond already referred to, which might well have been styled the bond of slavery, bared his arm in fury, and, smiting the table with his fist, swore with a terrific oath that he would force them to take the bond.

What we have described is a specimen of the manner in which the force was sometimes applied. The heartless despot and his clerical coadjutors had still to learn that tyranny has not yet forged the weapon that can separate man from his God.

What think ye noo? asked Andrew Black, turning to Wallace with a quiet but stern look, after old Mrs Mitchell had been carried in, what think ye noo, lad, o us Covenanters an oor lack o lang-sufferin an oor defyin the laws? Arent these laws we ought to defy, but havena properly defied yet, laws illegally made by a perjured King and an upstart Cooncil?

Mr Black, said the ex-trooper, seizing his companions hand with an iron grip, from this day forward I am with you  heart and soul.

Little did Wallace think, when he came to this decision, that he had still stronger reason for his course of action than he was aware of at the moment.

It was night when Mrs Mitchell was brought into the farm-house, and preparations were being made for a hasty meal, when Ramblin Peter came in with the news that a number of people in the Lanarkshire district had been intercommuned and driven from their homes  amongst others David Spence, Will Wallaces uncle, with whom his mother had taken up her abode.

The distracted looks of poor Wallace on hearing this showed the powerful effect the news had upon him.

Keep yersel quiet, noo, said Black in an encouraging tone, as he took the youths arm and led him out of the house. These are no times to let our hearts rin awa wi oor heids. Yer mither must be looked after; but i the meantime let me tell ye that yer uncle Daavid is a douce, cliver felly, an fears naething i this warld. If he did, he wadna be amang the intercommuned. Be sure hes no the man to leave his sister Maggie in trouble. Of course yell be wantin to be aff to look after her.

Of course  instantly, said Wallace.

Na. Yell hae yer supper first  an a guid ain  for yell need it. Have patience, noo, an listen to me, for Ill do the very best I can for ye in this strait  an its no muckle ye can do for yersel withoot help.

There was something so decided yet kindly and reassuring in the farmers tone and manner that Wallace felt relieved in spite of his anxieties, and submitted to his guidance in all things. Black then explained that he had a friend in Lanark who owed him money on lambs sold to him the previous year; that he meant to send his man Quentin Dick first to collect that money, and then proceed to Edinburgh, for the purpose of making further arrangements there about cattle.

Noo, continued Black, Ive gotten a mither as weel as you, an she lives in the Canlemaker Raw, close to the Greyfriars Kirkyaird  where they signed the Covenants, ye ken. Weel, I wad advise you to gang to Lanark wi Quentin, an when ye find yer mither tak her to Edinbro an let her live wi my mither i the meantime, till we see what the Lord has in store for this puir persecuted remnant. Im sorry to pairt wi ye, lad, sae unexpectedly, but in thae times, when folk are called on to pairt wi their heids unexpectedly, we mauna compleen.

Ill take your advice gladly, said Wallace. When will Quentin Dick be ready to start?

In less than an hour. The moonll be up soon after that. Its o nae use startin on sae dark a nicht till shes up, for yell hae to cross some nasty grund. Noo, lad, though Im no a minister, my advice to ye is, to gang doon into the hidy-hole an pray aboot this matter. Niver mind the folk ye find there. Theyre used to prayin. Its my opeenion that if there was less preachin an mair prayin, wed be a the better for t. Its a thrawn warld we live in, but were bound to mak the best ot.

Although not much in the habit of engaging in prayer  save at the formal periods of morning and evening  our ex-trooper was just then in the mood to take his friends advice. He retired to the place of refuge under Blacks house, where he found several people who had evidently been at the communion on Skeoch Hill. These were engaged in earnest conversation, and took little notice of him as he entered. The place was very dimly lighted. One end of the low vaulted chamber was involved in obscurity. Thither the youth went and knelt down. From infancy his mother had taught him to say his prayers, and had sought to induce him to pray. It is probable that the first time he really did so was in that secret chamber where, in much anxiety of soul, he prayed for herself.

After a hasty but hearty supper, he and Quentin Dick set out on their night journey. They carried nothing with them except two wallets, filled, as Wallace could not help thinking, with a needlessly large amount of provisions. Of course they were unarmed, for they travelled in the capacity of peaceful drovers, with plaids on their shoulders, and the usual staves in their hands.

One would think we were going to travel for a month in some wilderness, to judge from the weight of our haversacks, observed Wallace, after trudging along for some time in silence.

Maybe well be langer than a month, returned Quentin, ann the wulderness hereaway is warse than the wulderness that Moses led his folk through. They had manna there. Mony o us hae naething here.

Quentin Dick spoke with cynicism in his tone, for he was a stern straightforward man, on whom injustice told with tremendous power, and who had not yet been taught by adversity to bow his head to man and restrain his indignation.

Before Wallace had time to make any rejoinder, something like the appearance of a group of horsemen in front arrested them. They were still so far distant as to render their tramp inaudible. Indeed they could not have been seen at all in so dark a night but for the fact that in passing over the crest of a hill they were for a moment or two dimly defined against the sky.

Dragoons  fowr o them, muttered Quentin. Well step aside here an let them gang by.

Clambering up the somewhat rugged side of the road, the two men concealed themselves among the bushes, intending to wait till the troopers should pass.

What can they be doing in this direction, I wonder? whispered Wallace.

My freend, answered Quentin, dinna whisper when yere hidin. Of a the sounds for attractin attention an revealin secrets a whisper is the warst. Speak low, if ye maun speak, but sometimes its wiser no to speak ava. Dootless the sodgersll be giein Andrew Black a ca, but he kens brawly hoo to tak care o himsel.

When the horseman approached it was seen that they were driving before them a boy, or lad, on foot. Evidently they were compelling him to act as their guide.

Its Ramblin Peter theyve gotten haud o, as sure as Im a leevin man, said the shepherd with a low chuckle; Id ken him amang a thoosand by the way he rins.

Shall we not rescue him? exclaimed Wallace, starting up.

Wheesht! keep still, man. Nae fear o Peter. Hell lead them in amang the bogs o some peat-moss or ither, gie them the slip there, an leave them to find their way oot.

Just as the troop trotted past an incident occurred which disconcerted the hiders not a little. A dog which the soldiers had with them scented them, stopped, and after snuffing about for a few seconds, began to bark furiously. The troop halted at once and challenged.

Tak nae notice, remarked Quentin in a low voice, which went no farther than his comrades ear.

A bright flash and sharp report followed the challenge, and a ball whistled through the thicket.

Ay, fire away, soliloquised Quentin. Ye seldom hit when ye can see. Its no likely yell dae muckle better i the dark.

The dog, however, having discovered the track of the hidden men, rushed up the bank towards them. The shepherd picked up a stone, and, waiting till the animal was near enough, flung it with such a true aim that the dog went howling back to the road. On this a volley from the carbines of the troopers cut up the bushes all around them.

Thatll dae noo. Come awa, Wull, said the shepherd, rising and proceeding farther into the thicket by a scarce visible footpath. The horses canna follow us here unless they hae the legs an airms o puggies. As for the men, theyd have to cut a track to let their big boots pass. We may tak it easy, for theyre uncommon slow at loadin.

In a few minutes the two friends were beyond all danger. Returning then to the road about a mile farther on, they continued to journey until they had left the scene of the great communion far behind them, and when day dawned they retired to a dense thicket in a hollow by the banks of a little burn, and there rested till near sunset, when the journey was resumed. That night they experienced considerable delay owing to the intense darkness. Towards dawn the day following Quentin Dick led his companion into a wild, thickly-wooded place which seemed formed by nature as a place of refuge for a hunted creature  whether man or beast.

Entering the mouth of what seemed to be a cavern, he bade his companion wait. Presently a sound, as of the cry of some wild bird, was heard. It was answered by a similar cry in the far distance. Soon after the shepherd returned, and, taking his companion by the hand, led him into the cave which, a few paces from its mouth, was profoundly dark. Almost immediately a glimmering light appeared. A few steps farther, and Wallace found himself in the midst of an extraordinary scene.

The cavern at its inner extremity was an apartment of considerable size, and the faint light of a few lanterns showed that the place was clouded by smoke from a low fire of wood that burned at the upper end. Here, standing, seated, and reclining, were assembled all sorts and conditions of men  some in the prime and vigour of life; some bowed with the weight of years; others, both young and old, gaunt and haggard from the influence of disease and suffering, and many giving evidence by their aspect that their days on earth were numbered. Some, by the stern contraction of brow and lip, seemed to suggest that submission was the last thought that would enter their minds, but not a few of the party wore that look of patient endurance which is due to the influence of the Spirit of God  not to mere human strength of mind and will. All seemed to be famishing for want of food, while ragged clothes, shaggy beards, hollow cheeks, and unkempt locks told eloquently of the long years of bodily and mental suffering which had been endured under ruthless persecution.




Chapter Five.

Risks and Refuges.

Immediately on entering the cave in which this party of Covenanters had found a temporary shelter, Will Wallace learned the reason of the large supply of provisions which he and his comrade had carried.

Ive brought this for ye frae Andrew Black, said Quentin, taking the wallet from his shoulder and presenting it to a man in clerical costume who advanced to welcome him. He thought ye might stand in need o victuals.

Ever thoughtful of his friends; I thank him heartily, said the minister, accepting the wallet  as also that handed to him by Wallace. Andrew is a true helper of the persecuted; and I thank the Lord who has put it into his heart to supply us at a time when our provisions are well-nigh exhausted. Our numbers have been unexpectedly increased by the arrival of some of the unfortunates recently expelled from Lanark.

From Lanark! echoed Wallace as he glanced eagerly round on the forlorn throng. Can you tell me, sir, if a Mr David Spence and a Mrs Wallace have arrived from that quarter?

I have not heard of them, returned the minister, as he emptied the wallets and began to distribute their contents to those around him. Ah, here is milk  Im glad our friend Black thought of that, for we have a poor dying woman here who can eat nothing solid. Here, Webster, take it to her.

With a sudden sinking at the heart Wallace followed the man to whom the milk had been given. Might not this dying woman, he thought, be his own mother? True, he had just been told that no one with her name had yet sought refuge there; but, there was a bare possibility and  anxiety does not reason! As he crossed to a spot where several persons were bending over a couch of straw, a tremendous clap of thunder shook the solid walls of the cavern. This was immediately followed by a torrent of rain, the plashing of which outside suggested that all the windows of heaven had been suddenly opened. The incident was natural enough in itself, but the anxious youth took it as a bad omen, and trembled as he had never before trembled at the disturbances of nature. One glance, however, sufficed to relieve his mind. The dying woman was young. Delicate of constitution by nature, long exposure to damp air in caves, and cold beds on the ground, with bad and insufficient food, had sealed her doom. Lying there, with hollow cheeks, eyes closed and lips deathly pale, it seemed as if the spirit had already fled.

Oh, my ain Lizzie! cried a poor woman who knelt beside her.

Wheesht, mither, whispered the dying woman, slowly opening her eyes; it is the Lords doing  shall not the Judge of a the earth do right? Well understand it a some day  for ever wi the Lord!

The last words were audible only to the mothers ear. Food for the body, even if it could have availed her, came too late. Another moment and she was in the land where hunger and thirst are unknown  where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.

The mourners were still standing in silence gazing on the dead, when a loud noise and stamping of feet was heard at the entrance of the cave. Turning round they saw several drenched and haggard persons enter, among them a man supporting  almost carrying  a woman whose drooping figure betokened great exhaustion.

Thank you, O thank you; I  Im better now, said the woman, looking up with a weary yet grateful expression at her protector.

Will Wallace sprang forward as he heard the voice. Mother! mother! he cried, and, next moment, he had her in his arms.

The excitement coupled with extreme fatigue was almost too much for the poor woman. She could not speak, but, with a sigh of contentment, allowed her head to fall upon the broad bosom of her son.

Accustomed as those hunted people were to scenes of suffering, wild despair, and sometimes, though not often, to bursts of sudden joy, this incident drew general attention and sympathy  except, indeed, from the mother of the dead woman, whose poor heart was for the moment stunned. Several women  one of whom was evidently a lady of some position  crowded to Wills assistance, and conveyed Mrs Wallace to a recess in the cave which was curtained off. Here they gave her food, and changed her soaking garments. Meanwhile her brother, David Spence  a grand-looking old man of gentle manners and refined mind  gave his nephew an account of the manner in which they had been driven from their home.

What is the matter with your hands, uncle? asked Will, observing that both were bandaged.

They tried the thumbscrews on me, said Spence with a pitiful smile, glancing at his injured members. They wanted to force me to sign the Bond, which I declined to do  first, because it required me to perform impossibilities; and, second, because it was such as no Government in the world has a right to exact or freeman to sign. They were going to put the boot on me at first, but the officer in command ordered them to try the thumbscrews. This was lucky, for a man may get along with damaged thumbs, but it would have been hard to travel with crippled legs! I held out though, until the pain became so great that I couldnt help giving a tremendous yell. This seemed to touch the officer with pity, for he ordered his men to let me be. Soon afterwards your mother and I managed to give them the slip, and we came on here.

But why came you here, uncle? asked Will.

Because I dont want to be taken to Edinburgh and hanged. Besides, after hearing of your temporary settlement with Black, I thought the safest place for your mother would be beside yourself.

When Wallace explained the cause of his own journey, and the condition of the district around Blacks farm, the plans of David Spence had to be altered. He resolved, after consideration and prayer, to take to the mountains and remain in hiding, while Mrs Wallace should go to Edinburgh, as already planned, and live with Mrs Black.

But it will never do to take her along with yourself, Will, said Spence. She cannot walk a step farther. We must try to get her a horse, and let her journey along with some o the armed bands that attended the conventicle at Skeoch Hill. They will be sure to be returning this way in a day or two.

You are right, said the minister who has already been introduced, and who overheard the concluding remark as he came forward. The armed men will be passing this way in a day or two, and we will take good care of your mother, young sir, while she remains with us.

Just so, rejoined Spence. Ill see to that; so, nephew, you and your comrade Quentin may continue your journey with easy minds. Youll need all your caution to avoid being taken up and convicted, for the tyrants are in such a state of mind just now that if a man only looks independent they suspect him, and there is but a short road between suspicion and the gallows now.

Humph! well be as innocent-lookin an submissive as bairns, remarked Quentin Dick, with a grim smile on his lips and a frown on his brow that were the reverse of childlike.

Convinced that Spences arrangement for his mothers safety was the best in the circumstances, Wallace left her, though somewhat reluctantly, in the care of the outlawed Covenanters, and resumed his journey with the shepherd after a few hours rest.

Proceeding with great caution, they succeeded in avoiding the soldiers who scoured the country until, towards evening, while crossing a rising ground they were met suddenly by two troopers. A thicket and bend in the road had, up to that moment, concealed them from view. Level grass-fields bordered the road on either side, so that successful flight was impossible.

Wull ye fecht? asked Quentin, in a quick subdued voice.

Of course I will, returned Wallace.

Ca canny at first, then. Be humble an awfu meek, till I say Noo!

The troopers were upon them almost as soon as this was uttered.

Ho! my fine fellows, exclaimed one of them, riding up to Quentin with drawn sword, fanatics, Ill be bound. Where from and where away now?

We come, honoured sir, frae Irongray, an were gaun to Ednbury t buy cattle, answered Quentin with downcast eyes.

Indeed, oho! then you must needs have the cash wherewith to buy the cattle. Where is it?

In ma pooch, said the shepherd with a deprecating glance at his pocket.

Hand it over, then, my good fellow. Fanatics are not allowed to have money or to purchase cattle nowadays.

But, honoured sir, were no fannyteeks. Were honest shepherds.

The lamb-like expression of Quentin Dicks face as he said this was such that Wallace had considerable difficulty in restraining an outburst of laughter, despite their critical position. He maintained his gravity, however, and firmly grasped his staff, which, like that of his companion, was a blackthorn modelled somewhat on the pattern of the club of Hercules.

Here, Melville, said the first trooper, hold my horse while I ease this honest shepherd of his purse.

Sheathing his sword, he drew a pistol from its holster, and, handing the reins to his companion, dismounted.

Noo! exclaimed Quentin, bringing his staff down on the troopers iron headpiece with a terrific thwack. Like a flash of lightning the club of Wallace rang and split upon that of the other horseman, who fell headlong to the ground.

Strong arms have seldom occasion to repeat a well-delivered blow. While the soldiers lay prone upon the road their startled horses galloped back the way they had come.

Thats unfortnit, said Quentin. Thae twa look like an advance-gaird, an if so, the main bodyll no be lang o gallopin up to see whats the maitter. It behoves us to rin!

The only port of refuge that appeared to them as they looked quickly round was a clump of trees on a ridge out of which rose the spire of a church.

The kirks but a puir sanctuary nooadays, remarked the shepherd, as he set off across the fields at a quick run, but its oor only chance.

They had not quite gained the ridge referred to when the danger that Quentin feared overtook them. A small company of dragoons was seen galloping along the road.

We may gain the wood before they see us, suggested Will Wallace.

If it was a wud I wadna care for the sodgers, replied his comrade, but its only a bit plantation. Well jist mak for the manse an hide if we can i the coal-hole or some place.

As he spoke a shout from the troopers told that they had been seen, and several of them leaving the road dashed across the field in pursuit.

Now, it chanced that at that quiet evening hour the young curate of the district, the Reverend Frank Selby, was enjoying a game of quoits with a neighbouring curate, the Reverend George Lawless, on a piece of ground at the rear of the manse. The Reverend Frank was a genial Lowlander of the muscular type. The Reverend George was a renegade Highland-man of the cadaverous order. The first was a harum-scarum young pastor with a be-as-jolly-as-you-can spirit, and had accepted his office at the recommendation of a relative in power. The second was a mean-spirited wolf in sheeps clothing, who, like his compatriot Archbishop Sharp, had sold his kirk and country as well as his soul for what he deemed some personal advantage. As may well be supposed, neither of those curates was a shining light in the ministry.

Missed again! I find it as hard to beat you, Lawless, as I do to get my parishioners to come to church, exclaimed the Reverend Frank with a good-humoured laugh as his quoit struck the ground and, having been badly thrown, rolled away.

Thats because you treat your quoits carelessly, as you treat your parishioners, returned the Reverend George, as he made a magnificent throw and ringed the tee.

Bravo! thats splendid! exclaimed Selby.

Not bad, returned Lawless. You see, you want more decision with the throw  as with the congregation. If you will persist in refusing to report delinquents and have them heavily fined or intercommuned, you must expect an empty church. Mine is fairly full just now, and I have weeded out most of the incorrigibles.

I will never increase my congregation by such means, and I have no wish to weed out the incorrigibles, rejoined Selby, becoming grave as he made another and a better throw.

At that moment our fugitive shepherds, dashing round the corner of the manse, almost plunged into the arms of the Reverend Frank Selby. They pulled up, panting and uncertain how to act.

You seem in haste, friends, said the curate, with an urbane smile.

Oot o the fryin-pan into the fire! growled Quentin, grasping his staff and setting his teeth.

If you will condescend to explain the frying-pan I may perhaps relieve you from the fire, said Selby with emphasis.

Wallace observed the tone and grasped at the forlorn hope.

The dragoons are after us, sir, he said eagerly; unless you can hide us we are lost!

If you are honest men, interrupted the Reverend George Lawless, with extreme severity of tone and look, you have no occasion to hide

Bub were not honest men, interrupted Quentin in a spirit of almost hilarious desperation, were fannyteeks,  rebels,  Covenanters,  born eediots

Then, observed Lawless, with increasing austerity, you richly deserve

George! said the Reverend Frank sharply, you are in my parish just now, and I expect you to respect my wishes. Throw your plaids, sticks, and bonnets behind that bush, my lads  well out of sight  so. Now, cast your coats, and join us in our game.

The fugitives understood and swiftly obeyed him. While they were hastily stripping off their coats Selby took his brother curate aside, and, looking him sternly in the face, said Now, George Lawless, if you by word or look interfere with my plans, I will give you cause to repent it to the latest day of your life.

If any one had seen the countenance of the Reverend George at that moment he would have observed that it became suddenly clothed with an air of meekness that was by no means attractive.

At the time we write of, any curate might, with the assistance of the soldiers, fine whom he pleased, and as much as he pleased, or he might, by reporting a parishioner an absentee from public worship, consign him or her to prison, or even to the gallows. But though all the curates were in an utterly false position they were not all equally depraved. Selby was one who felt more or less of shame at the contemptible part he was expected to play.

When the troopers came thundering round the corner of the manse a few minutes later, Quentin Dick, in his shirt sleeves, was in the act of making a beautiful throw, and Will Wallace was watching him with interest. Even the Reverend George seemed absorbed in the game, for he felt that the eyes of the Reverend Frank were upon him.

Excuse me, gentlemen, said the officer in command of the soldiers, did you see two shepherds run past here?

No, answered the Reverend Frank with a candid smile, I saw no shepherds run past here.

Strange! returned the officer, they seemed to enter your shrubbery and to disappear near the house.

Did you see the path that diverges to the left and takes down to the thicket in the hollow? asked Selby.

Yes, I did, but they seemed to have passed that when we lost sight of them.

Let me advise you to try it now, said Selby.

I will, replied the officer, wheeling his horse round and galloping off, followed by his men.

Now, friends, I have relieved you from the fire, as I promised, said the Reverend Frank, turning to the shepherds; see that you dont get into the frying-pan again. Whether you deserve hanging or not is best known to yourselves. To say truth, you dont look like it, but, judging from appearance, I should think that in these times youre not unlikely to get it. On with your coats and plaids and be off as fast as you can  over the ridge yonder. In less than half-an-hour youll be in Denmans Dean, where a regiment of cavalry would fail to catch you.

We shall never forget you

There, there, interrupted the Reverend Frank, be off. The troopers will soon return. Ive seen more than enough of hanging, quartering, and shooting to convince me that Presbytery is not to be rooted out, nor Prelacy established, by such means. Be off, I say!

Thus urged, the fugitives were not slow to avail themselves of the opportunity, and soon were safe in Denmans Dean.

Now, Lawless, said the Reverend Frank in a cheerful tone, my conscience, which has been depressed of late, feels easier this evening. Let us go in to supper; and remember that no one knows about this incident except you  and I. So, theres no chance of its going further.

The two rebels know it, suggested Lawless.

No, they dont! replied the other airily. They have quite forgotten it by this time, and even if it should recur to memory their own interest and gratitude would seal their lips  so were quite safe, you and I; quite safe  come along.

Our travellers met with no further interruption until they reached Edinburgh. It was afternoon when they arrived, and, entering by the road that skirts the western base of the Castle rock, proceeded towards the Grassmarket.

Pushing through the crowd gathered in that celebrated locality, Quentin and Wallace ascended the steep street named Candlemaker Row, which led and still leads to the high ground that has since been connected with the High Street by George the Fourth Bridge. About half-way up the ascent they came to a semicircular projection which encroached somewhat on the footway. It contained a stair which led to the interior of one of the houses. Here was the residence of Mrs Black, the mother of our friend Andrew. The good woman was at home, busily engaged with her knitting needles, when her visitors entered.

A glance sufficed to show Wallace whence Andrew Black derived his grave, quiet, self-possessed character, as well as his powerful frame and courteous demeanour.

She received Quentin Dick, to whom she was well known, with a mixture of goodwill and quiet dignity.

Ive brought a freend o Mr Blacks to bide wi ye for a wee while, if ye can take him in, said Quentin, introducing his young companion as Wull Wallace.

Im prood to receive an welcome ony freend o my boy Andry, returned the good woman, with a slight gesture that would have become a duchess.

Ay, an yer son wants ye to receive Wallaces mither as weel. Shell likely be here in a day or twa. Shes been sair persecooted of late, puir body, for shes a staunch upholder o the Covenants.

There have been several Covenants in Scotland, the most important historically being the National Covenant of 1638, and the Solemn League and Covenant of 1643. It was to these that Quentin referred, and to these that he and the great majority of the Scottish people clung with intense, almost superstitious veneration; and well they might, for these Covenants  which some enthusiasts had signed with their blood  contained nearly all the principles which lend stability and dignity to a people  such as a determination to loyally stand by and defend the King, and the liberties and laws of the kingdom, to have before the eyes the glory of God, the advancement of the kingdom of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, the honour and happiness of the King and his posterity, as well as the safety and peace of the people; to preserve the rights and privileges of Parliament, so that arbitrary and unlimited power should never be suffered to fall into the hands of rulers, and to vindicate and maintain the liberties of the subjects in all these things which concern their consciences, persons, and estates. In short, it was a testimony for constitutional government in opposition to absolutism.

Such were the principles for which Mrs Black contended with a resolution equal, if not superior, to that of her stalwart son; so that it was in a tone of earnest decision that she assured her visitors that nothing would gratify her more than to receive a woman who had suffered persecution for the sake o the Master an the Covenants. She then ushered Wallace and Quentin Dick into her little parlour  a humble but neatly kept apartment, the back window of which  a hole not much more than two feet square  commanded a view of the tombstones and monuments of Greyfriars Churchyard.




Chapter Six.

Tells of Overwhelming Reverses.

Mrs Black was a woman of sedate character and considerable knowledge for her station in life  especially in regard to Scripture. Like her son she was naturally grave and thoughtful, with a strong tendency to analyse, and to inquire into the nature and causes of things. Unlike Andrew, however, all her principles and her creed were fixed and well defined  at least in her own mind, for she held it to be the bounden duty of every Christian to be ready at all times to give a reason for the hope that is in him, as well as for every opinion that he holds. Her natural kindness was somewhat concealed by slight austerity of manner.

She was seated, one evening, plying her ever active needle, at the same small window which overlooked the churchyard. The declining sun was throwing dark shadows across the graves. A ray of it gleamed on a corner of the particular tombstone which, being built against her house, slightly encroached upon her window. No one was with the old woman save a large cat, to whom she was in the habit of addressing occasional remarks of a miscellaneous nature, as if to relieve the tedium of solitude with the fiction of intercourse.

Ay, pussie, she said, ye may weel wash yer face an purr, for theres nae fear o you bein dragged before Airchbishop Sherp to hae yer thoombs screwed, or yer legs squeezed in the

She stopped abruptly, for heavy footsteps were heard on the spiral stair, and next moment Will Wallace entered.

Well, Mrs Black, he said, sitting down in front of her, its all settled with Bruce. Im engaged to work at his forge, and have already begun business.

So I see, an ye look business-like, answered the old woman, with a very slight smile, and a significant glance at our heros costume.

A considerable change had indeed taken place in the personal appearance of Will Wallace since his arrival in Edinburgh, for in place of the shepherds garb, with which he had started from the bonnie hills of Galloway, he wore the leathern apron and other habiliments of a blacksmith. Moreover his hair had been allowed to grow in luxuriant natural curls about his head, and as the sun had bronzed him during his residence with Black, and a young beard and moustache had begun to assert themselves in premature vigour, his whole aspect was that of a grand heroic edition of his former self.

Yes, the moment I told your friend, said Wallace, that you had sent me to him, and that I was one of those who had good reason to conceal myself from observation, he gave me a hearty shake of the hand and accepted my offer of service; all the more that, having already some knowledge of his craft, I did not require teaching. So he gave me an apron and set me to work at once. I came straight from the forge just as I left off work to see what you would think of my disguise.

Yell do, yell do, returned Mrs Black, with a nod of approval. Yer face an hands need mair washin than my pussie gies her nose! But wheesht! I hear a fit on the stair. Itll be Quentin Dick. I sent him oot for a red herrin or twa for supper.

As she spoke, Quentin entered with a brown paper parcel, the contents of which were made patent by means of scent without the aid of sight.

The shepherd seemed a little disconcerted at sight of a stranger, for, as Wallace stood up, the light did not fall on his face; but a second glance sufficed to enlighten him.

No that bad, he said, surveying the metamorphosed shepherd, but I doot yer auld friends the dragoons wad sune see through t  considerin yer size an the soond o yer voice.

So saying he proceeded to place the red herrings on a gridiron, as if he were the recognised cook of the establishment.

Presently Bruce himself  Mrs Blacks friend the blacksmith  made his appearance, and the four were soon seated round a supper of oat-cakes, mashed potatoes, milk, and herring. For some time they discussed the probability of Wallace being recognised by spies as one who had attended the conventicle at Irongray, or by dragoons as a deserter; then, as appetite was appeased, they diverged to the lamentable state of the country, and the high-handed doings of the Privy Council.

The Airchbishop cam to the toon this mornin, remarked Mrs Black, so therell be plenty o torterin gaun on.

I fear youre right, said Bruce, who, having sojourned a considerable time in England, had lost much of his northern language and accent. That horrible instrument, the boot, was brought this very morning to my smiddy for repair. They had been so hard on some poor wretch, I suppose, that they broke part of it, but I put a flaw into its heart that will force them to be either less cruel or to come to me again for repairs!

Hm! if ye try thae pranks ower often theyll find it oot, said Quentin. Sherp is weel named, and if he suspects what yeve done, yell get a taste of the buit yersel.

The hatred with which by far the greater part of the people of Scotland regarded Archbishop Sharp of Saint Andrews is scarcely a matter of wonder when the mans character and career is considered. Originally a Presbyterian, and Minister of Crail, he was sent to Court by his brethren and countrymen as their advocate and agent, and maintained there at their expense for the express purpose of watching over the interests of their church. Sharp not only betrayed his trust but went over to what might well at that time be described as the enemy, and secretly undermined the cause which he was bound in honour to support. Finally he threw off all disguise, and was rewarded by being made Archbishop of Saint Andrews and Primate of Scotland! This was bad enough, but the new Prelate, not satisfied with the gratification of his ambition, became, after the manner of apostates, a bitter persecutor of the friends he had betrayed. Charles the Second, who was indolent, incapable and entirely given over to self-indulgence, handed over the affairs of Scotland to an unprincipled cabal of laymen and churchmen, who may be fittingly described as drunken libertines. By these men  of whom Middleton, Lauderdale, and Sharp were the chief  all the laws passed in favour of Presbytery were rescinded; new tyrannical laws such as we have elsewhere referred to were enacted and ruthlessly enforced; Prelacy was established; the Presbyterian Church was laid in ruins, and all who dared to question the righteousness of these transactions were pronounced rebels and treated as such. There was no impartial tribunal to which the people could appeal. The King, who held Presbyterianism to be unfit for a gentleman, cared for none of these things, and even if he had it would have mattered little, for those about him took good care that he should not be approached or enlightened as to the true state of affairs in Scotland.

Sharp himself devised and drafted a new edict empowering any officer or sergeant to kill on the spot any armed man whom he found returning from or going to a conventicle, and he was on the point of going to London to have this edict confirmed when his murderous career was suddenly terminated.

In the days of James the Sixth and Charles the First, the bishops, although forced on the Scottish Church and invested with certain privileges, were subject to the jurisdiction of the General Assembly, but soon after Charles the Second mounted the throne ecclesiastical government was vested entirely in their hands, and all the ministers who refused to recognise their usurped authority were expelled.

It was in 1662 that the celebrated Act was passed by Middleton and his colleagues in Glasgow College. It provided that all ministers must either submit to the bishops or remove themselves and families out of their manses, churches, and parishes within a month. It was known as the Drunken Act of Glasgow, owing to the condition of the legislators. Four hundred brave and true men left their earthly all at that time, rather than violate conscience and forsake God. Their example ultimately saved the nation from despotism.

The Archbishop of Saint Andrews was chief in arrogance and cruelty among his brethren. He afterwards obtained permission to establish a High Commission Court in Scotland  in other words, an Inquisition  for summarily executing all laws, acts, and orders in favour of Episcopacy and against recusants, clergy and laity. It was under this authority that all the evil deeds hitherto described were done, and of this Commission Sharp was constant president.

It may be well to remark here that the Prelacy which was so detested by the people of Scotland was not English Episcopacy, but Scotch Prelacy. It was, in truth, little better at that time than Popery disguised  a sort of confused religio-political Popery, of which system the King was self-constituted Pope, while his unprincipled minions of the council were cardinals.

No wonder, then, that at the mere mention of Sharps name Mrs Black shook her head sorrowfully, Bruce the blacksmith frowned darkly, and Quentin Dick not only frowned but snorted vehemently, and smote the table with such violence that the startled pussie fled from the scene in dismay.

Save us a! Quentin, said Mrs Black, yell surely be hanged or shot if ye dinna learn to subdue yer wrath.

Subdue my wrath, wumman! exclaimed the shepherd, grinding his teeth; if ye had seen the half o what Ive seen ye wad  but ye ken maist naething aboot it! Gie me some mair tatties an mulk, itll quiet me maybe.

In order that the reader may know something of one of the things about which Mrs Black, as well as Quentin Dick himself, was happily ignorant at that time, we must change the scene once more to the neighbourhood of Andrew Blacks cottage.

It was early in the day, and the farmer was walking along the road that led to Cluden Ford, bent on paying a visit to Dumfries, when he was overtaken by a troop of about twenty horsemen. They had ridden out of the bush and come on the road so suddenly that Black had no time to secrete himself. Knowing that he was very much wanted, especially after the part he had played at the recent conventicle on Skeoch Hill, he at once decided that discretion was the better part of valour, and took to his heels.

No man in all the country-side could beat the stout farmer at a race either short or long, but he soon found that four legs are more than a match for two. The troopers soon gained on him, though he ran like a mountain hare. Having the advantage, however, of a start of about three hundred yards, he reached the bend in the road where it begins to descend towards the ford before his pursuers overtook him. But Andrew felt that the narrow strip of wood beside which he was racing could not afford him shelter and that the ford would avail him nothing. In his extremity he made up his mind to a desperate venture.

On his right an open glade revealed to him the dark gorge through which the Cluden thundered. The stream was in flood at the time, and presented a fearful aspect of seething foam mingled with black rocks, as it rushed over the lynn and through its narrow throat below. A path led to the brink of the gorge which is now spanned by the Routen Bridge. From the sharp-edged cliff on one side to the equally sharp cliff on the other was a width of considerably over twenty feet. Towards this point Andrew Black sped. Close at his heels the dragoons followed, Glendinning, on a superb horse, in advance of the party. It was an untried leap to the farmer, who nevertheless went at it like a thunderbolt and cleared it like a stag. The troopers behind, seeing the nature of the ground, pulled up in time, and wheeling to the left, made for the ford. Glendinning, however, was too late. The reckless sergeant, enraged at being so often baulked by the farmer, had let his horse go too far. He tried to pull up but failed. The effort to do so rendered a leap impossible. So near was he to the fugitive that the latter was yet in the midst of his bound when the former went over the precipice; head foremost, horse and all. The poor steed fell on the rocks below and broke his neck, but the rider was shot into the deep dark pool round which the Cluden whirled in foam-flecked eddies. In the midst of its heaving waters he quickly arose flinging his long arms wildly about, and shouting for help with bubbling cry.

The iron helm, jack-boots, and other accoutrements of a seventeenth century trooper were not calculated to assist flotation. Glendinning would have terminated his career then and there if the flood had not come to his aid by sweeping him into the shallow water at the lower end of the pool, whence some of his men soon after rescued him. Meanwhile, Andrew Black, plunging into the woods on the opposite side of the river, was soon far beyond the reach of his foes.

But escape was not now the chief anxiety of our farmer, and selfishness formed no part of his character. When he had left home, a short time before, his niece Jean was at work in the dairy, Ramblin Peter was attending to the cattle, Marion Clark and her comrade, Isabel Scott were busy with domestic affairs, and old Mrs Mitchell  who never quite recovered her reason  was seated in the chimney corner calmly knitting a sock.

To warn these of their danger was now the urgent duty of the farmer, for well he knew that the disappointed soldiers would immediately visit his home. Indeed, he saw them ride away in that direction soon afterwards, and started off to forestall them if possible by taking a short cut. Glendinning had borrowed the horse of a trooper and left the dismounted man to walk after them.

But there was no particularly short cut to the cottage, and in spite of Andrews utmost exertions the dragoons arrived before him. Not, however, before the wary Peter had observed them, given the alarm, got all the inmates of the farm  including Mrs Mitchell  down into the hidy-hole and established himself in the chimney corner with a look of imbecile innocence that was almost too perfect.

Poor Peter! his heart sank when the door was flung violently open and there entered a band of soldiers, among whom he recognised some of the party which he had so recently led into the heart of a morass and so suddenly left to find their way out as they best could. But no expression on Peters stolid countenance betrayed his feelings.

So, my young bantam cock, exclaimed a trooper, striding towards him, and bending down to make sure, weve got hold of you at last?

Eh? exclaimed Peter interrogatively.

Youre a precious scoundrel, arent you? continued the trooper.

Ay, responded Peter.

I told you the lad was an idiot, said a comrade. The remark was not lost upon the boy, whose expression immediately became still more idiotic if possible.

Tell me, said Glendinning, grasping Peter savagely by one ear, where is your master?

I dinna ken, sir.

Is there nobody in the house but you?

Naebody but me, said Peter, an you, he added, looking vacantly round on the soldiers.

Now, look ee here, lad, Im not to be trifled with, said the sergeant. Where are the rest of your household hidden? Answer; quick.

Peter looked into the sergeants face with a vacant stare, but was silent. Glendinning, whose recent misfortune had rendered him unusually cruel, at once knocked the boy down and kicked him; then lifting him by the collar and thrusting him violently into the chair, repeated the question, but received no answer.

Changing his tactics he tried to cajole him and offered him money, but with similar want of success.

Hand me your sword-belt, cried the sergeant to a comrade.

With the belt he thrashed Peter until he himself grew tired, but neither word nor cry did he extract, and, again flinging him on the floor, he kicked him severely.

Heres a rope, sergeant, said one of the men at this point, and theres a convenient rafter. A lad that wont speak is not fit to live.

Nay, hanging is too good for the brute, said Glendinning, drawing a pistol from his belt. Tie a cloth over his eyes.

Peter turned visibly paler while his eyes were being bandaged, and the troopers thought that they had at last overcome his obstinacy, but they little knew the heroic character they had to deal with.

Now, said the sergeant, resting the cold muzzle of his weapon against the boys forehead, at the word three your brains are on the floor if you dont tell me where your people are hid  one  two

Stop, sergeant, let him have a taste of the thumbscrews before you finish him off, suggested one of the men.

So be it  fetch them.

The horrible instrument of torture was brought. It was constantly used to extract confession from the poor Covenanters during the long years of persecution of that black period of Scottish history. Peters thumbs were placed in it and the screw was turned. The monsters increased the pressure by slow degrees, repeating the question at each turn of the screw. At first Peter bore the pain unmoved, but at last it became so excruciating that his cheeks and lips seemed to turn grey, and an appalling shriek burst from him at last.

Talk of devils! The history of the human race has proved that when men have deliberately given themselves over to high-handed contempt of their Maker there is not a devil among all the legions in hell who could be worse: he might be cleverer, he could not be more cruel. The only effect of the shriek upon Glendinning was to cause him to order another turn of the screw.

Happily, at the moment the shriek was uttered Andrew Black arrived, and, finding the troop-horses picketed outside, with no one apparently to guard them, he looked in at the window and saw what was going on.

With a fierce roar of mingled horror, surprise, and rage, he sprang into the room, and his huge fist fell on the brow of Glendinning like the hammer of Thor. His left shot full into the face of the man who had worked the screws, and both troopers fell prone upon the floor with a crash that shook the building. The act was so quick, and so overpoweringly violent that the other troopers were for a moment spellbound. That moment sufficed to enable Black to relieve the screws and set Peter free.

Cway oot, lad, after me! cried Andrew, darting through the doorway, for he felt that without more space to fight he would be easily overpowered. The dragoons, recovering, darted after him. The farmer caught up a huge flail with which he was wont to thresh out his oats. It fell on the headpiece of the first trooper, causing it to ring like an anvil, and stretching its owner on the ground. The second trooper fared no better, but the head of the flail broke into splinters on his iron cap, and left Andrew with the stump only to continue the combat. This, however, was no insignificant weapon, and the stout farmer laid about him with such fierce rapidity as to check for a few moments the overwhelming odds against him. Pistols would certainly have been used had not Glendinning, recovering his senses, staggered out and shouted, Take him alive, men! This was quickly done, for two troopers leaped on Andrew behind and pinioned his arms while he was engaged with four in front. The four sprang on him at the same instant. Even then Andrew Blacks broad back  which was unusually up  proved too strong for them, for he made a sort of plunging somersault and carried the whole six along with him to the ground. Before he could rise, however, more troopers were on the top of him. Samson himself would have had to succumb to the dead weight. In a few seconds he was bound with ropes and led into the house. Ramblin Peter had made a bold assault on a dragoon at the beginning of the fray, but could do nothing with his poor maimed hands, and was easily secured.

Let him taste the thumbscrews, growled Glendinning savagely, and pointing to Black.

Dae yer warst, ye born deevil, said Black recklessly  for oppression driveth even a wise man mad.

Very good  fetch the boot, said the sergeant.

The instrument of torture was brought and affixed to the farmers right leg; the wedge was inserted, and a blow of the mallet given.

Blacks whole visage seemed to darken, his frowning brows met, and his lips were compressed with a force that meant endurance unto the death.

At that moment another party of dragoons under Captain Houston galloped up, the captain entered, and, stopping the proceedings of his subordinate, ordered Black and Peter to be set on horseback and bound together.

Fire the place, he added. If there are people in it anywhere, that will bring them out.

Oh dear! gasped Peter, the hidy

Wheesht, bairn, said Black in a low voice. Theyre safe enough. The firell no touch them, an besides, theyre in the Lords hands.

A few minutes more and the whole farm-steading was in flames. The dragoons watched the work of destruction until the roof of the cottage fell in; then, mounting their horses, they descended to the road with the two prisoners and turned their faces in the direction of Edinburgh.




Chapter Seven.

More than one Narrow Escape.

One day, about a week after the burning of Blacks farm, a select dinner-party of red-hot rebels  as Government would have styled them; persecuted people as they called themselves  assembled in Mrs Blacks little room in Candlemaker Row. Their looks showed that their meeting was not for the purpose of enjoyment. The party consisted of Mrs Black, Mrs Wallace, who had reached Edinburgh in company with her brother David Spence, Jean Black, Will Wallace, Quentin Dick, and Jock Bruce the blacksmith.

But I canna understand, lassie, said Mrs Black to Jean, hoo ye werena a roasted alive i the hidy-hole, or suffocated at the best; an hoo did ye ever get oot wi the ruckle o burning rafters abune ye?

It was easy enough, answered the girl, for Uncle Andry made the roof o the place uncommon thick, an theres a short tunnel leadin to some bushes by the burn that let us oot at a place that canna be seen frae the hoose. But oh, granny, dinna ask me to speak aboot thae things, for they may be torturin Uncle Andry at this vera moment. Are you sure it was him ye saw? she added, turning to Bruce.

Quite sure, replied the smith. I chanced to be passing the Tolbooth at the moment the door opened. A party of the City Guard suddenly came out with Black in the midst, and led him up the High Street.

Im sure theyll torture him, said the poor girl, while the tears began to flow at the dreadful thought. They stick at naethin now.

I think, said Will Wallace, in a tone that was meant to be comforting, that your uncle may escape the torture, for the Archbishop does not preside at the Council to-day. I hear that he has gone off suddenly to Saint Andrews.

That wont serve your uncle much, remarked Bruce sternly, for some of the other bishops are nigh as bad as Sharp, and with that raving monster Lauderdale among them theyre likely not only to torture but to hang him, for he is well known, and has been long and perseveringly hunted.

In his indignation the smith did not think of the effect his foreboding might have on his friends mother, but the sight of her pale cheeks and quivering lips was not lost upon Wallace, whose sympathies had already been stirred deeply not only by his regard for Black, but also by his pity for tender-hearted Jean.

By heaven! he exclaimed, starting up in a sudden burst of enthusiasm, if you will join me, friends, I am quite ready to attempt a rescue at once.

A sort of pleased yet half-cynical smile crossed the grave visage of Quentin Dick as he glanced at the youth.

Hoots, man! sit doon, he said quietly; ye micht as weel try to rescue a kid frae the jaws o a lion as rescue Andry Black frae the fangs o Lauderdale an his crew. But something may be dune when theyre takin him back to the Tolbooth  if yere a wullin to help. We mak full twunty-four feet amangst us, an oor shoothers are braid!

Im ready, said David Spence, in the quiet tone of a man who usually acts from principle.

An so am I, cried Bruce, smiting the table with the fist of a man who usually acts from impulse.

While Wallace calmed his impatient spirit, and sat down to hatch a plot with his brother conspirators, a strange scene was enacting in the Council Chamber, where the perjured prelates and peers were in the habit of practising cruelty, oppression, and gross injustice under the name of law.

They sat beside a table which was covered with books and parchments. In front of them, seated on a chair with his arms pinioned, was Andrew Black. His face was pale and had a careworn look, but he held his head erect, and regarded his judges with a look of stern resolution that seemed to exasperate them considerably. On the table lay a pair of brass-mounted thumbscrews, and beside them the strange-looking instrument of torture called the boot. In regard to these machines there is a passage in the Privy Council Records which gives an idea of the spirit of the age about which we write. It runs thus: Whereas the boots were the ordinary way to explicate matters relating to the Government, and there is now a new invention and engine called the Thumbkins, which will be very effectual to the purpose aforesaid, the Lords ordain that when any person shall by their order be put to the torture, the said boots and thumbkins be applied to them, as it shall be found fit and convenient.

Lauderdale on this occasion found it fit and convenient to apply the torture to another man in the presence of Black, in order that the latter might fully appreciate what he had to expect if he should remain contumacious. The poor man referred to had not been gifted with a robust frame or a courageous spirit. When asked, however, to reveal the names of some comrades who had accompanied him to a field-preaching he at first loyally and firmly refused to do so. Then the boot was applied. It was a wooden instrument which enclosed the foot and lower limb of the victim. Between it and the leg a wedge was inserted which, when struck repeatedly, compressed the limb and caused excruciating agony. In some cases this torture was carried so far that it actually crushed the bone, causing blood and marrow to spout forth. It was so in the case of that well-known martyr of the Covenant, Hugh McKail, not long before his execution.

The courage of the poor man of whom we now write gave way at the second stroke of the mallet, and, at the third, uttering a shriek of agony, he revealed, in short gasps, the names of all the comrades he could recall. Let us not judge him harshly until we have undergone the same ordeal with credit! A look of intense pity overspread the face of Andrew Black while this was going on. His broad chest heaved, and drops of perspiration stood on his brow. He had evidently forgotten himself in his strong sympathy with the unhappy martyr. When the latter was carried out, in a half fainting condition, he turned to Lauderdale, and, frowning darkly, said  

Thou meeserable sinner, cheeld o the deevil, an enemy o a righteousness, div ee think that your blood-stained haund can owerturn the cause o the Lord?

This speech was received with a flush of anger, quickly followed by a supercilious smile.

We shall see. Get the boot ready there. Now, sir, (turning to Black), answer promptly  Will you subscribe the oath of the Kings supremacy?

No  that I wull not. I acknowledge nae king ower my conscience but the King o Kings. As for that perjured libertine on the throne, for whom theres muckle need to pray, I tell ye plainly that I consider the freedom and welfare o Scotland stands higher than the supposed rights o king and lords. Ye misca us rebels! If ye ken the history o yer ain country  whilk I misdoot  ye would ken that the Parliaments o baith Scotland an England have laid it doon, in declaration and in practice, that resistance to the exercise o arbitrary power is lawfu, therefore resistance to Chairles and you, his shameless flunkeys, is nae mair rebellion than its rebellion in a cat to flee in the face o a bull-doug that wants to worry her kittens. Against the tyrant that has abused his trust, an upset oor constitution, an broken a the laws o God and man, I count it to be my bounden duty to fecht wi swurd an lip as langs I hae an airm to strike an a tongue to wag. Noo, ye may dae yer warst!

At a signal the executioner promptly fitted the boot to the bold mans right leg.

Blacks look of indignant defiance passed away, and was replaced by an expression of humility that, strangely enough, seemed rather to intensify than diminish his air of fixed resolve. While the instrument of torture was being arranged he turned his face to the Bishop of Galloway, who sat beside Lauderdale silently and sternly awaiting the result, and with an almost cheerful air and quiet voice said  

God has, for His ain wise ends, made the heart o the puir man that has just left us tender, an Hes made mine teuch, but tak notice, thou wolf in sheeps clothing, that its no upon its teuchness but upon the speerit o the Lord that I depend for grace to withstand on this evil day.

Strike! said the Duke, in a low stern voice.

The mallet fell; the wedge compressed the strong limb, and Andrew compressed his lips.

Again!

A second time the mallet fell, but no sign did the unhappy man give of the pain which instantly began to shoot through the limb. After a few more blows the Duke stayed the process and reiterated his questions, but Black took no notice of him whatever. Large beads of sweat broke out on his brow. These were the only visible signs of suffering, unless we except the deathly pallor of his face.

Again! said the merciless judge.

The executioner obeyed, but the blow had been barely delivered when a loud snap was heard, and the tortured man experienced instant relief. Jock Bruces little device had been successful, the instrument of torture was broken!

Thanks be to Thy name, O God, for grace to help me thus far, said Black in a quiet tone.

Fix on the other boot, cried Lauderdale savagely, for the constancy as well as the humility of the martyr exasperated him greatly.

The executioner was about to obey when a noise was heard at the door of the Council Chamber, and a cavalier, booted and spurred and splashed with mud, as if he had ridden fast and far, strode hastily up to the Duke and whispered in his ear. The effect of the whisper was striking, for an expression of mingled surprise, horror, and alarm overspread for a few moments even his hard visage. At the same time the Bishop of Galloway was observed to turn deadly pale, and an air of consternation generally marked the members of Council.

Murdered  in cold blood! muttered the Duke, as if he could not quite believe the news,  and perhaps realised for the first time that there were others besides the Archbishop of Saint Andrews who richly deserved a similar fate.

Hastily ordering the prisoner to be removed to the Tolbooth, he retired with his infamous companions to an inner room.

The well-known historical incident which was thus announced shall receive but brief comment here. There is no question at all as to the fact that Sharp was unlawfully killed, that he was cruelly slain, without trial and without judicial condemnation, by a party of Covenanters. Nothing justifies illegal killing. The justice of even legal killing is still an unsettled question, but one which does not concern us just now. We make no attempt to defend the deed of those men. It is not probable that any average Christian, whether in favour of the Covenanters or against them, would justify the killing of an old man by illegal means, however strongly he might hold the opinion that the old man deserved to die. In order to form an unprejudiced opinion on this subject recourse must be had to facts. The following are briefly the facts of the case.

A merchant named William Carmichael, formerly a bailie of Edinburgh, was one of Sharps favourites, and one of his numerous commissioners for suppressing conventicles in Fife. He was a licentious profligate, greedy of money, and capable of undertaking any job, however vile. This mans enormities were at last so unbearable that he became an object of general detestation, and his excessive exactions had ruined so many respectable lairds, owners, and tenants, that at last nine of these (who had been outlawed, interdicted the common intercourse of society, and hunted like wild beasts on the mountains) resolved, since all other avenues of redressing their unjust sufferings were denied them, to take the law into their own hands and personally chastise Carmichael. Accordingly, hearing that the commissioner was hunting on the moors in the neighbourhood of Cupar, they rode off in search of him. They failed to find him, and were about to disperse, when a boy brought intelligence that the coach of Archbishop Sharp was approaching.

Baffled in their previous search, and smarting under the sense of their intolerable wrongs, the party regarded this as a providential deliverance of their arch-enemy into their hands. Here was the chief cause of all their woes, the man who, more almost than any other, had been instrumental in the persecution and ruin of many families, in the torture and death of innumerable innocent men and women, and the banishment of some of their nearest and dearest to perpetual exile on the plantations, where they were treated as slaves. They leaped at the sudden and unexpected opportunity. They reasoned that what had been done in the past, and was being done at the time, would continue to be done in the future, for there was no symptom of improvement, but rather of increasing severity in the Government and ecclesiastics. Overtaking the coach, which contained the Prelate and his daughter, they stopped it, made Archbishop Sharp step out, and slew him there on Magus Moor.

It was a dark unwarrantable deed, but it was unpremeditated, and necessarily unknown, at first, to any but the perpetrators, so that it would be inexcusably unfair to saddle it upon the great body of the Covenanters, who, as far as we can ascertain from their writings and opinions, condemned it, although, naturally, they could not but feel relieved to think that one of their chief persecutors was for evermore powerless for further evil, and some of them refused to admit that the deed was murder. They justified it by the case of Phinehas. A better apology lies in the text, oppression maketh a wise man mad.

This event had the effect, apparently, of causing the Council to forget our friends Black and Ramblin Peter for a time, for they were left in the Tolbooth for about three weeks after that, whereat Andrew was much pleased, for it gave his maimed limb time to recover. As Peter remarked gravely, its an ill wund that blaws naebody guid!

A robust and earnest nation cannot be subdued by persecution. The more the Council tyrannised over and trampled upon the liberties of the people of Scotland, the more resolutely did the leal-hearted and brave among them resist the oppressors. It is ever thus. It ever should be thus; for while an individual man has a perfect right, if he chooses, to submit to tyranny on his own account, he has no right to stand tamely by and see gross oppression and cruelty exercised towards his family, and neighbours, and country. At least, if he does so, he earns for himself the character of an unpatriotic poltroon. True patriotism consists in a readiness to sacrifice ones-self to the national well-being. As far as things temporal are concerned, the records of the Scottish Covenanters prove incontestably that those long-tried men and women submitted with unexampled patience for full eight-and-twenty years to the spoiling of their goods and the ruin of their prospects; but when it came to be a question of submission to the capricious will of the King or loyalty to Jesus Christ, thousands of them chose the latter alternative, and many hundreds sealed their testimony with their blood.

When at last the question arose, Shall we consent to the free preaching of the Gospel being suppressed altogether, or shall we assert our rights at the point of the sword? there also arose very considerable difference of opinion among the Covenanters. Many of those who held the peace-at-almost-any-price principle, counselled submission. Others, such as Richard Cameron, Donald Cargill, and Thomas Douglas, who believed in the right of self-defence, and in such a text as smite a scorner and the simple will beware, advocated the use of carnal weapons for protection alone, although, when driven to desperation, they were compelled to go further. Some of the ejected ministers, such as Blackadder and Welsh, professed to be undecided on this point, and leant to a more or less submissive course.

Matters were now hastening to a crisis. A lawless Government had forced a law-abiding people into the appearance, though not the reality, of rebellion. The bands of armed men who assembled at conventicles became so numerous as to have the appearance of an army. The council, exasperated and alarmed, sent forth more troops to disperse and suppress these, though they had been guilty of no act of positive hostility.

At this crisis, Cargill and his friends, the ultra-Covenanters, as they were styled, resolved to publish to the world their Testimony to the cause and truth which they defended, and against the sins and defections of the times. They chose the 29th of May for this purpose, that being the anniversary of the Kings birth and restoration. Led by Robert Hamilton, a small party of them rode into the royal burgh of Rutherglen; and there, after burning various tyrannical Acts  as their adversaries had previously burnt the Covenants  they nailed to the cross a copy of what is now known as the Declaration of Rutherglen, in which all their grievances were set forth.

The news of this daring act spread like wildfire, and the notorious Graham of Claverhouse was sent to seize, kill, and destroy, all who took any part in this business. How Claverhouse went with his disciplined dragoons, seized John King, chaplain to Lord Cardross, with about fourteen other prisoners, in passing through Hamilton, tied them in couples, drove them before the troops like sheep, attacked the Covenanters at Drumclog, received a thorough defeat from the undisciplined rebels, who freed the prisoners, and sent the dragoons back completely routed to Glasgow, is matter of history.

While these stirring events were going on, our friend Andrew Black and Ramblin Peter were languishing in the unsavoury shades of the Tolbooth Prison.

One forenoon Andrew was awakened from an uneasy slumber. They bade him rise. His arms were bound with a rope, and he was led up the Canongate towards the well-remembered Council Chamber, in company with Ramblin Peter, who, owing to his size and youth, was not bound, but merely held in the grasp of one of the guards.

At the mouth of one of the numerous closes which lead down to the Cowgate and other parts of the old town stood Will Wallace, Quentin Dick, David Spence, and Jock Bruce, each armed with a heavy blackthorn. Bruce had been warned by a friendly turnkey of what was pending  hence their opportune presence.

As soon as the prison party was opposite the close, the rescue party made a united rush  and the united rush of four such strapping fellows was worth seeing. So thought the crowd, and cheered. So thought not the City Guard, four of whom went down like ninepins. Blacks bonds were cut and himself hurried down the close almost before the guard had recovered from the surprise. No doubt that guard was composed of brave men; but when they met two such lions in the mouth of the close as Wallace and Quentin  for these two turned at bay  they paused and levelled their pikes. Turning these aside like lightning the lions felled their two foremost adversaries. The two who followed them met a similar fate. Thinking that four were sufficient to block the entry, at least for a few moments, our heroes turned, unlionlike, and fled at a pace that soon left the enemy far behind.

This delay had given time to Black and his other friends to make good their retreat. Meanwhile Ramblin Peter, taking advantage of the confusion, wrenched himself suddenly free from the guard who held him, and vanished down another close. The rescue having been effected, the party purposely scattered. Blacks leg, however, prevented him from running fast. He therefore thought it best to double round a corner, and dash into a doorway, trusting to having been unobserved. In this, however, he was mistaken. His enemies, indeed, saw him not, but Ramblin Peter chanced to see him while at some distance off, and made for the same place of refuge.

Springing up a spiral stair, three steps at a time, Black did not stop till he gained the attics, and leaped through the open doorway of a garret, where he found an old woman wailing over a bed on which lay the corpse of a man with a coffin beside it.

What want ye here? demanded the old creature angrily.

Wow! wumman, Im hard pressed! Theyre at my heels! said Black, looking anxiously at the skylight as if meditating a still higher flight.

Are ye ane o the persecuted remnant? asked the woman in a changed tone.

Ay, that am I.

Hide, then, hide, man  haste ye!

Where? asked the perplexed fugitive. There, said the woman, removing the coffin lid. Andrew hesitated. Just then hurrying footsteps were heard on the stair. He hesitated no longer. Stepping into the coffin he lay down, and the woman covered him up.

Oh, wumman! said Black, lifting the lid a little, tak care ye dinna meddle wi the screw-nails. They may

Wheesht! Haud yer tongue! growled the woman sharply, and reclosed the lid with a bang, just as Ramblin Peter burst into the room.

What want ye here, callant?

Peter drew back in dismay.

Im lookin for  I was thinkin  Did ee see a man  ?

The lid of the coffin flew off as he spoke, and his master sprang out.

Man, Peter, gasped the farmer, yours is the sweetest voice Ive heard for mony a day. I verily thocht I was doomed  but come awa, lad. Thank ee kindly, auld wife, for the temporary accommodation.

The intruders left as abruptly as they had entered. That night the whole party was reassembled in Mrs Blacks residence in Candlemaker Row, where, over a supper o parritch an soor mulk, Andrew Black heard from Jock Bruce all about the Declaration of Rutherglen, and the defeat of Claverhouse by the Covenanters at Drumclog.

The thundercloods are gatherin, said Black with a grave shake of the head, as the party broke up and were about to separate for the night. Tak my word for t, well hear mair o this afore lang.

We need scarcely add that on this occasion Andrew was a true prophet.




Chapter Eight.

Bothwell Bridge.

Matters had now come to such a pass that it was no longer possible to defer the evil day of civil war.

Persecuted inhumanly and beyond endurance, with every natural avenue of redress closed, and flushed with recent victory, the Covenanters resolved not only to hold together for defensive purposes, but to take the initiative, push their advantage, and fight for civil and religious liberty. It was the old, old fight, which has convulsed the world probably since the days of Eden  the uprising of the persecuted many against the tyrannical few. In the confusions of a sin-stricken world, the conditions have been occasionally and partially reversed; but, for the most part, historys record tells of the abuse of power on the part of the few who possess it, and the resulting consequence that:  

Mans inhumanity to man

Makes countless thousands mourn

Until the down-trodden have turned at bay, and, like the French in 1793, have taken fearful vengeance, or, as in the case of the Covenanters at the time of which we write, have reaped only disaster and profounder woe.

There were, however, two elements of weakness among the Covenanters in 1679 which rendered all their efforts vain, despite the righteousness of their cause. One was that they were an undisciplined body, without appointed and experienced officers; while their leader, Robert Hamilton, was utterly unfitted by nature as well as training for a military command. The other weakness was, that the unhappy differences of opinion among them as to lines of duty, to which we have before referred, became more and more embittered, instead of being subordinated to the stern necessities of the hour.

The earnest men of God amongst them could no doubt have brought things to a better state in this crisis if their counsels had prevailed, but the men whose powers of endurance had at last given way were too many and strong for these; so that, instead of preparing for united action, the turbulent among them continued their dissensions until too late.

After Drumclog, Hamilton led his men to Glasgow to attack the enemys headquarters there. He was repulsed, and then retired to Hamilton, where he formed a camp.

The Privy Council meanwhile called out the militia, and ordered all the heritors and freeholders to join with the Regulars in putting down the insurrection. A good many people from all quarters had joined the Covenanters after the success at Drumclog; but it is thought that their numbers never exceeded 4000. The army which prepared to meet them under the command of the Duke of Monmouth and Buccleuch was said to be 10,000 strong  among them were some of the best of the Kings troops.

The Duke was anxious to delay matters, apparently with some hope of reconciliation. Many of the Covenanters were like-minded; and it is said that Mr Welsh visited the royal camp in disguise, with a view to a peaceful solution; but the stern spirits in both camps rendered this impossible. Some from principle, others from prejudice, could not see their way to a compromise; while the unprincipled on either side cried havoc, and let slip the dogs of war!

It was on Sabbath the 22nd of June that the Dukes army reached Bothwell Moor; the advanced guards entering Bothwell town within a quarter of a mile of the bridge which spans the Clyde. The Covenanters lay encamped on Hamilton Moor, on the southern side of the river.

That morning a company of stalwart young men, coming from the direction of Edinburgh, had crossed Bothwell Bridge before the arrival of the royal army and joined the Covenanters. They were preceded by two men on horseback.

It seems a daft-like thing, said one horseman to the other as they traversed the moor, that the likes o me should be ridin to battle like a lord, insteed o trudgin wi the men on futt; but, man, its no easy to walk far efter wearin a ticht-fittin buit  though it was only for a wee while I had it on. Its a verra weel for you, Wull, thats oor eleckit captain, an can sit yer horse like a markis; but as for me, Ill slip aff an fecht on my legs when it comes to that.

Theres no military law, Andrew, against fighting on foot, returned the captain, who, we need scarcely say, was Will Wallace; but if you are well advised youll stick to the saddle as long as you can. See, yonder seems to be the headquarters of the camp. We will report our arrival, and then see to breakfast.

Ay  Ill be thankfu for a bite o somethin, for Im fair famished; an theres a proverb, I think, that says its ill fechtin on an empy stammack. It seems to me theres less order an mair noise yonder than befits a camp o serious men  specially on a Sabbath mornin.

The same thought occurred to myself, said Wallace. Perhaps they have commenced the services, for you know there are several ministers among them.

Mair like disputation than services, returned the farmer with a grave shake of his head.

Finding that Andrew was correct, and that the leaders of the little army were wasting the precious moments in irrelevant controversy, the Edinburgh contingent turned aside and set about preparing a hasty breakfast. This reinforcement included Quentin Dick, Jock Bruce, David Spence, and Ramblin Peter; also Tam Chanter, Edward Gordon, and Alexander McCubine, who had been picked up on the march.

Of course, while breaking their fast they discussed the pros and cons of the situation freely.

If the Kings troops are as near as they are reported to be, said Wallace, our chances of victory are small.

I fear yere richt, said Black. It becomes Ignorance to haud its tongue in the presence o Knowledge, nae doot  an I confess to bein as ignorant as a bairn o the art o war; but common sense seems to say that haverin aboot theology on the eve o a fecht is no sae wise-like as disposin yer men to advantage. The very craws might be ashamed o sic a noise!

Even while he spoke a cry was raised that the enemy was in sight; and the confusion that prevailed before became redoubled as the necessity for instant action arose. In the midst of it, however, a few among the more sedate and cool-headed leaders did their best to reduce the little army to something like order, and put it in battle array. There was no lack of personal courage. Men who had, for the sake of righteousness, suffered the loss of all things, and had carried their lives in their hands for so many years, were not likely to present a timid front in the hour of battle. And leaders such as John Nisbet of Hardhill, one of the most interesting sufferers in the twenty-eight years persecution; Clelland, who had fought with distinguished courage at Drumclog; Henry Hall of Haughhead; David Hackston of Rathillet; John Balfour of Burley; Turnbull of Bewlie; with Major Learmont and Captain John Paton of Meadowhead  two veterans who had led the Westland Covenanters in their first battle at the Pentland Hills  such men were well able to have led a band of even half-disciplined men to victory if united under a capable general. But such was not to be. The laws of God, whether relating to physics or morals, are inexorable. A divided army cannot conquer. They had assembled to fight; instead of fighting they disputed, and that so fiercely that two opposing parties were formed in the camp, and their councils of war became arenas of strife. The drilling of men had been neglected, officers were not appointed, stores of ammunition and other supplies were not provided, and no plan of battle was concerted. All this, with incapacity at the helm, resulted in overwhelming disaster and the sacrifice of a body of brave, devoted men. It afterwards intensified persecution, and postponed constitutional liberty for many years.

In this state of disorganisation the Covenanters were found by the royal troops. The latter were allowed quietly to plant their guns and make arrangements for the attack.

But they were not suffered to cross Bothwell Bridge with impunity. Some of the bolder spirits, leaving the disputants to fight with tongue and eye, drew their swords and advanced to confront the foe.

Its every man for himsel here, remarked Andrew Black indignantly, wiping his mouth with his cuff, as he rose from the meal which he was well aware might be his last. The Lord hae mercy on the puir Covenanters, for theyre in sair straits this day. Come awa, Wull Wallace  lead us on to battle.

Our hero, who was busily forming up his men, needed no such exhortation. Seeing that there was no one in authority to direct his movements, he resolved to act for his own hand. He gave the word to march, and set off at a quick step for the river, where the fight had already begun. Soon he and his small band were among those who held the bridge. Here they found Hackston, Hall, Turnbull, and the lion-like John Nisbet, each with a small band of devoted followers sternly and steadily defending what they knew to be the key to their position. Distributing his men in such a way among the coppices on the rivers bank that they could assail the foe to the greatest advantage without unnecessarily exposing themselves, Wallace commenced a steady fusillade on the Kings foot-guards, who were attempting to storm the bridge. The Covenanters had only one cannon and about 300 men with which to meet the assault; but the gun was effectively handled, and the men were staunch.

On the central arch of the old bridge  which was long and narrow  there stood a gate. This had been closed and barricaded with beams and trees, and the parapets on the farther side had been thrown down to prevent the enemy finding shelter behind them. These arrangements aided the defenders greatly, so that for three hours the gallant 300 held the position in spite of all that superior discipline and numerous guns could do. At last, however, the ammunition of the defenders began to fail.

Where did ye tether my horse? asked Will Wallace, addressing Peter, who acted the part of aide-de-camp and servant to his commander.

Ayont the hoose there, replied Peter, who was crouching behind a tree-stump.

Jump on its back, lad, and ride to the rear at full speed. Tell them were running short of powder and ball. We want more men, too, at once. Haste ye!

Ay, an tell them frae me, that if we lose the brig we lose the day, growled Andrew Black, who, begrimed with powder, was busily loading and firing his musket from behind a thick bush, which, though an admirable screen from vision, was a poor protection from bullets, as the passage of several leaden messengers had already proved. But our farmer was too much engrossed with present duty to notice trifles!

Without a word, except his usual Ay, Ramblin Peter jumped up and ran to where his commanders steed was picketed. In doing so he had to pass an open space, and a ball striking his cap sent it spinning into the air; but Peter, like Black, was not easily affected by trifles. Next moment he was on the back of Wills horse  a great long-legged chestnut  and flying towards the main body of Covenanters in rear.

The bullets were whistling thickly past him. One of these, grazing some tender part of his steeds body, acted as a powerful spur, so that the alarmed creature flew over the ground at racing speed, much to its riders satisfaction. When they reached the lines, however, and he attempted to pull up, Peter found that the great tough-mouthed animal had taken the bit in its teeth and bolted. No effort that his puny arm could make availed to check it. Through the ranks of the Covenanters he sped wildly, and in a short time was many miles from the battlefield. How long he might have continued his involuntary retreat is uncertain, but the branch of a tree brought it to a close by sweeping him off the saddle. A quarter of an hour later an old woman found him lying on the ground insensible, and with much difficulty succeeded in dragging him to her cottage.

Meanwhile the tide of war had gone against the Covenanters. Whatever may be said of Hamilton, unquestionably he did not manage the fight well. No ammunition or reinforcements were sent to the front. The stout defenders of the bridge were forced to give way in such an unequal conflict. Yet they retired fighting for every inch of the ground. Indeed, instead of being reinforced they were ordered to retire; and at last, when all hope was gone, they reluctantly obeyed.

Noo this bates a! exclaimed Black in a tone of ineffable disgust, as he ran to the end of the bridge, clubbed his musket, and laid about him with the energy of despair. Will Wallace was at his side in a moment; so was Quentin Dick. They found Balfour and Hackston already there; and for a few moments these men even turned the tide of battle, for they made an irresistible dash across the bridge, and absolutely drove the assailants from their guns, but, being unsupported, were compelled to retire. If each had been a Hercules, the gallant five would have had to succumb before such overwhelming odds. A few minutes more and the Covenanters were driven back. The Kings troops poured over the bridge and began to form on the other side.

Then it was that Graham of Claverhouse, seeing his opportunity, led his dragoons across the bridge and charged the main body of the Covenanters. Undisciplined troops could not withstand the shock of such a charge. They quickly broke and fled; and now the battle was changed to a regular rout.

Kill! kill! cried Claverhouse; no quarter!

His men needed no such encouragement. From that time forward they galloped about the moor, slaying remorselessly all whom they came across.

The gentle-spirited Monmouth, seeing that the victory was gained, gave orders to cease the carnage; but Claverhouse paid no attention to this. He was like the man-eating tigers,  having once tasted blood he could not be controlled, though Monmouth galloped about the field doing his best to check the savage soldiery.

It is said that afterwards his royal father  for he was an illegitimate son of the King  found fault with him for his leniency after Bothwell. We can well believe it; for in a letter which he had previously sent to the council Charles wrote that it was his royal will and pleasure that they should prosecute the rebels with fire and sword, and all other extremities of war. Speaking at another time to Monmouth about his conduct, Charles said, If I had been present there should have been no trouble about prisoners. To which Monmouth replied, If that was your wish, you should not have sent me but a butcher!

In the general flight Black, owing to his lame leg, stumbled over a bank, pitched on his head, and lay stunned. Quentin Dick, stooping to succour him, was knocked down from behind, and both were captured. Fortunately Monmouth chanced to be near them at the time and prevented their being slaughtered on the spot, like so many of their countrymen, of whom it is estimated that upwards of four hundred were slain in the pursuit that succeeded the fight  many of them being men of the neighbourhood, who had not been present on the actual field of battle at all. Among others Wallaces uncle, David Spence, was killed. Twelve hundred, it is said, laid down their arms and surrendered at discretion.

Wallace himself, seeing that the day was lost and further resistance useless, and having been separated from his friends in the general mêlée, sought refuge in a clump of alders on the banks of the river. Another fugitive made for the same spot about the same time. He was an old man, yet vigorous, and ran well; but the soldiers who pursued soon came up and knocked him down. Having already received several dangerous wounds in the head, the old man seemed to feel that he had reached the end of his career on earth, and calmly prepared for death. But the end had not yet come. Even among the blood-stained troops of the King there were men whose hearts were not made of flint, and who, doubtless, disapproved of the cruel work in which it was their duty to take part. Instead of giving the old man the coup de grâce, one of the soldiers asked his name.

Donald Cargill, answered the wounded man.

That name sounds familiar, said the soldier. Are not you a minister?

Yea, I have the honour to be one of the Lords servants.

Upon hearing this the soldiers let him go, and bade him get off the field as fast as possible.

Cargill was not slow to obey, and soon reached the alders, where he fell almost fainting to the ground. Here he was discovered by Wallace, and recognised as the old man whom he had met in Andrew Blacks hidy-hole. The poor man could scarcely walk; but with the assistance of his stout young friend, who carefully dressed his wounds, he managed to escape. Wallace himself was not so fortunate. After leaving Cargill in a place of comparative safety, he had not the heart to think only of his own escape while uncertain of the fate of his friends. He was aware, indeed, of his uncles death, but knew nothing about Andrew Black, Quentin Dick, or Ramblin Peter. When, therefore, night had put an end to the fiendish work, he returned cautiously to search the field of battle; but, while endeavouring to clamber over a wall, was suddenly pounced upon by half a dozen soldiers and made prisoner.

At an earlier part of the evening he would certainly have been murdered on the spot, but by that time the royalists were probably tired of indiscriminate slaughter, for they merely bound his arms and led him to a spot where those Covenanters who had been taken prisoners were guarded.

The guarding was of the strangest and cruellest. The prisoners were made to lie flat down on the ground  many of them having been previously stripped nearly naked; and if any of them ventured to change their positions, or raise their heads to implore a draught of water, they were instantly shot.

Next day the survivors were tied together in couples and driven off the ground like a herd of cattle. Will Wallace stood awaiting his turn, and watching the first band of prisoners march off. Suddenly he observed Andrew Black coupled to Quentin Dick. They passed closed to him. As they did so their eyes met.

Losh, man, is that you? exclaimed Black, a gleam of joy lighting up his sombre visage. Eh, but I am gled to see that yer still leevin!

Not more glad than I to see that youre not dead, responded Will quickly. Wheres Peter and Bruce?

A stern command to keep silence and move on drowned the answer, and in another minute Wallace, with an unknown comrade-in-arms, had joined the procession.

Thus they were led  or rather driven  with every species of cruel indignity, to Edinburgh; but the jails there were already full; there was no place in which to stow such noxious animals! Had Charles the Second been there, according to his own statement, he would have had no difficulty in dealing with them; but bad as the Council was, it was not quite so brutal, it would seem, as the King.

Put them in the Greyfriars Churchyard, was the order  and to that celebrated spot they were marched.

Seated at her back window in Candlemaker Row, Mrs Black observed, with some surprise and curiosity, the sad procession wending its way among the tombs and round the church. The news of the fight at Bothwell Bridge had only just reached the city, and she knew nothing of the details. Mrs Wallace and Jean Black were seated beside her knitting.

Whall they be, noo? soliloquised Mrs Black.

Maybe prisoners taken at Bothwell Brig, suggested Mrs Wallace.

Jean started, dropped her knitting, and said in a low, anxious voice, as she gazed earnestly at the procession, If  if its them, uncle Andrew an  an  the others may be amang them!

The procession was not more than a hundred yards distant  near enough for sharp, loving eyes to distinguish friends.

I see them! cried Jean eagerly.

Next moment she had leaped over the window, which was not much over six feet from the ground. She doubled round a tombstone, and, running towards the prisoners, got near enough to see the head of the procession pass through a large iron gate at the south-west corner of the churchyard, and to see clearly that her uncle and Quentin Dick were there  tied together. Here a soldier stopped her. As she turned to entreat permission to pass on she encountered the anxious gaze of Will Wallace as he passed. There was time for the glance of recognition, that was all. A few minutes more and the long procession had passed into what afterwards proved to be one of the most terrible prisons of which we have any record in history.

Jean Black was thrust out of the churchyard along with a crowd of others who had entered by the front gate. Filled with dismay and anxious forebodings, she returned to her temporary home in the Row.




Chapter Nine.

Among the Tombs.

The enclosure at the south-western corner of Greyfriars Churchyard, which had been chosen as the prison of the men who were spared after the battle of Bothwell Bridge, was a small narrow space enclosed by very high walls, and guarded by a strong iron gate  the same gate, probably, which still hangs there at the present day.

There, among the tombs, without any covering to shelter them from the wind and rain, without bedding or sufficient food, with the dank grass for their couches and graves for pillows, did most of these unfortunates  from twelve to fifteen hundred  live during the succeeding five months. They were rigorously guarded night and day by sentinels who were held answerable with their lives for the safe keeping of the prisoners. During the daytime they stood or moved about uneasily. At nights if any of them ventured to rise the sentinels had orders to fire upon them. If they had been dogs they could not have been treated worse. Being men, their sufferings were terrible  inconceivable. Ere long many a poor fellow found a death-bed among the graves of that gloomy enclosure. To add to their misery, friends were seldom permitted to visit them, and those who did obtain leave were chiefly females, who were exposed to the insults of the guards.

A week or so after their being shut up here, Andrew Black stood one afternoon leaning against the headstone of a grave on which Quentin Dick and Will Wallace were seated. It had been raining, and the grass and their garments were very wet. A leaden sky overhead seemed to have deepened their despair, for they remained silent for an unusually long time.

This is awfu! said Black at last with a deep sigh. If there was ony chance o makin a dash an fechtin to the end, I wad tak comfort; but to be left here to sterve an rot, nicht an day, wi naethin to do an maist naethin to think on  its  its awfu!

As the honest man could not get no further than this idea  and the idea itself was a mere truism  no response was drawn from his companions, who sat with clenched fists, staring vacantly before them. Probably the first stage of incipient madness had set in with all of them.

Did Jean give you any hope yesterday? asked Wallace languidly; for he had asked the same question every day since the poor girl had been permitted to hold a brief conversation with her uncle at the iron gate, towards which only one prisoner at a time was allowed to approach. The answer had always been the same.

Na, na. She bids me hope, indeed, in the Lord  an shes right there; but as for man, what can we hope frae him?

Ye may weel ask that! exclaimed Quentin Dick, with sudden and bitter emphasis. Man indeed! Its my opeenion that man, when left to hissel, is nae better than the deevil. I faith, I think hes waur, for hes mair contemptible.

Ye may be right, Quentin, for a I ken; but some men are no left to theirsels. Theres that puir young chiel Anderson, that was shot i the lungs an has scarce been able the last day or twa to crawl to the yett to see his auld mither  hes deeing this afternoon. I went ower to the tombstane that keeps the east wund aff him, an he said to me, Andry, man, said he, Ill no be able to crawl to see my mither the day. Ill vera likely be deid before she comes. Wull ye tell her no to greet for me, for Im restin on the Lord Jesus, an Ill be a free man afore night, singing the praises o redeeming love, and waitin for her to come?

Quentin had covered his face with his hands while Black spoke, and a low groan escaped him; for the youth Anderson had made a deep impression on the three friends during the week they had suffered together. Wallace, without replying, went straight over to the tomb where Anderson lay. He was followed by the other two. On reaching the spot they observed that he lay on his back, with closed eyes and a smile resting on his young face.

He sleeps, said Wallace softly.

Ay, he sleeps weel, said Black, shaking his head slowly. I ken the look o that sleep. An yonders his puir mither at the yett. Bide by him, Quentin, while I gang an brek it to her.

It chanced that Mrs Anderson and Jean came to the gate at the same moment. On hearing that her son was dead the poor woman uttered a low wail, and would have fallen if Jean had not caught her and let her gently down on one of the graves. Jean was, as we have said, singularly sympathetic. She had overheard what her uncle had said, and forthwith sat down beside the bereaved woman, drew her head down on her breast and tried to comfort her, as she had formerly tried to comfort old Mrs Mitchell. Even the guards were softened for a few minutes; but soon they grew impatient, and ordered them both to leave.

Bide a wee, said Jean, I maun hae a word wi my uncle.

She rose as she spoke, and turned to the gate.

Weel, what luck? asked Black, grasping both her hands through the bars.

No luck, uncle, answered Jean, whimpering a little in spite of her efforts to keep up. As we ken naebody o note here that could help us, I just went straight to the Parliament Hoose an saw Lauderdale himsel, but he wouldna listen to me. An what could I say? I couldna tell him a lee, ye ken, an say ye hadna been to conventicles or sheltered the rebels, as they ca us. But I said I was sure ye were sorry for what ye had done, an that ye would never do it again, if they would only let you off

Oh, Jean, Jean, yere a gowk, for that was twa lees ye telt him! interrupted Black, with a short sarcastic laugh; for Im no a bit sorry for what Ive done; an Ill dot ower again if ever I git the chance. Neer heed, lass, youve done your best. An hoos mither an Mrs Wallace?

Theyre baith weel; but awfu cast doon aboot you, an  an  Wull and Quentin. An  I had maist forgot  Peter has turned up safe an soond. He says that

Come, cut short your haverin, said the sentinel who had been induced to favour Jean, partly because of her sweet innocent face, and partly because of the money which Mrs Black had given her to bribe him.

Weel, tell Peter, said Black hurriedly, to gang doon to the ferm an see if he can find oot onything aboot Marion Clerk an Isabel Scott. Im wae for thae lassies. Theyre ower guid to let live in peace at a time like this. Tell him to tell them frae me to flee to the hills. Noo that the hidy-hole is gaen, theres no a safe hoose in a the land, only the caves an the peat-bogs, and even they are but puir protection.

Uncle dear, is not the Lord our hiding-place until these calamities be overpast? said Jean, while the tears that she could not suppress ran down her cheeks.

Yere right, bairn. God forgie my want o faith. Rin awa noo. I see the sentrys getting wearied. The Lord bless ye.

The night chanced to be very dark. Rain fell in torrents, and wind in fitful gusts swept among the tombs, chilling the prisoners to the very bone. It is probable that the guards would, for their own comfort, have kept a slack look-out, had not their own lives depended a good deal on their fidelity. As it was, the vigil was not so strict as it might have been; and they found it impossible to see the whole of that long narrow space of ground in so dark a night. About midnight the sentry fancied he saw three figures flitting across the yard. Putting his musket through the bars of the gate he fired at once, but could not see whether he had done execution; and so great was the noise of the wind and rain that the report of his piece was not audible more than a few paces from where he stood, except to leeward. Alarms were too frequent in those days to disturb people much. A few people, no doubt, heard the shot; listened, perchance, for a moment or two, and then, turning in their warm beds, continued their repose. The guard turned out, but as all seemed quiet in the churchyard-prison when they peered through the iron bars, they turned in again, and the sentinel recharged his musket.

Close beside one of the sodden graves lay the yet warm body of a dead man. The random bullet had found a billet in his heart, and Natures sweet restorer had been merged into the sleep of death. Fortunate man! He had been spared, probably, months of slow-timed misery, with almost certain death at the end in any case.

Three men rose from behind the headstone of that grave, and looked sorrowfully on the drenched figure.

He has passed the golden gates, said one in a low voice. A wonderful change.

Ay, Wull, responsed another of the trio; but its noo or niver wi us. Set yer heid agin the wa, Quentin.

The shepherd obeyed, and the three proceeded to carry out a plan which they had previously devised  a plan which only very strong and agile men could have hoped to carry through without noise. Selecting a suitable part of the wall, in deepest shadow, where a headstone slightly aided them, Quentin planted his feet firmly, and, resting his arms on the wall, leaned his forehead against them. Black mounted on his shoulders, and, standing erect, assumed the same position. Then Wallace, grasping the garments of his friends, climbed up the living ladder and stood on Blacks shoulders, so that he could just grip the top of the wall and hang on. At this point in the process the conditions were, so to speak, reversed. Black grasped Wallace with both hands by one of his ankles, and held on like a vice. The living ladder was now hanging from the top of the wall instead of standing at the foot of it, and Quentin  the lowest rung, so to speak  became the climber. From Wallaces shoulders, he easily gained the top of the wall, and was able to reach down a helping hand to Black as he made his way slowly up Wallaces back. Then both men hauled Wallace up with some trouble, for the strain had been almost too much for him, and he could hardly help himself.

At this juncture the sentinel chanced to look up, and, dark though it was, he saw the three figures on the wall a little blacker than the sky behind. Instantly the bright flash of his musket was seen, and the report, mingled with his cry of alarm, again brought out the guard. A volley revealed the three prisoners for a moment.

Dinna jump! cried Black, as the bullets whizzed past their heads. Yell brek yer legs. Tak it easy. Theyre slow at loadin; an the mair hurry the less speed!

The caution was only just in time, for the impulsive Wallace had been on the point of leaping from the wall; instead of doing which he assisted in reversing the process which has just been described. It was much easier, however; and the drop which Wallace had to make after his friends were down was broken by their catching him in their arms. Inexperience, however, is always liable to misfortune. The shock of such a heavy man dropping from such a height gave them a surprise, and sent them all three violently to the ground; but the firing, shouting, and confusion on the other side of the wall caused them to jump up with wonderful alacrity.

Candlemaker Raw! said Black in a hoarse whisper, as they dashed off in different directions, and were lost in blackness of night.

With a very sad face, on which, however, there was an air of calm resignation, Mrs Black sat in her little room with her Bible open before her. She had been reading to Mrs Wallace and Jean, preparatory to retiring for the night.

Its awful to think of their lying out yonder, bedless, maybe supperless, on a night like this, said Mrs Wallace.

Jean, with her pretty face in that condition which the Scotch and Norwegian languages expressively call begrutten, could do nothing but sigh.

Just then hurried steps were heard on the stair, and next moment a loud knocking shook the door.

Whas that? exclaimed Mrs Black, rising.

Its me, mither. Open; quick!

Next moment Andrew sprang in and looked hastily round.

Am I the first, mither?

Before the poor woman could recover from her joy and amazement sufficiently to reply, another step was heard on the stair.

Thats ane o them, said Black, turning and holding the door, so as to be ready for friend or foe. He was right. Mrs Wallace uttered a little scream of joy as her son leaped into the room.

Whaurs Quentin? asked Black.

The question was scarcely put when the shepherd himself bounded up the stair.

Theyve gotten sight o me, I fear, he said. Have ye a garret, wummin  onywhere to hide?

No a place in the hoose big enough for a moose to hide in, said Mrs Black with a look of dismay.

As she spoke a confused noise of voices and hurrying steps was heard in the street. Another moment and they were at the foot of the stair. The three men seized the poker, tongs, and shovel. Mrs Black opened her back window and pointed to the churchyard.

Yer only chance! she said.

Andrew Black leaped out at once. Wallace followed like a harlequin. Quentin Dick felt that there was no time for him to follow without being seen. Dropping his poker he sprang through the doorway, and, closing the door on himself, began to thunder against it, just as an officer leading some of the town-guard reached the landing.

Open, I say! cried Quentin furiously, Im sure the rebels cam in here. Dinna be keepin the gentlemen o the gaird waitin here. Open, I say, or Ill drive the door in!

Bursting the door open, as though in fulfilment of his threat, Quentin sprang in, and looking hastily round, cried, as if in towering wrath, Whaur are they? Whaur are thae pestiferous rebels?

Theres nae rebels here, gentlemen, said Mrs Black. Yere welcome to seek.

They maun hae gaen up the next stair, said Quentin, turning to the officer.

And pray, who are you, that ye seem so anxious to catch the rebels?

Wha am I? repeated Quentin with glaring eyes, and a sort of grasping of his strong fingers that suggested the idea of tearing some one to pieces. Div ee no see that Im a shepherd? The sufferins than I hae gaen through an endured on accoont o thae rebels is past  But cway, sirs, theyll escape us if we stand haverin here.

So saying the bold man dashed down the stair and into the next house, followed by the town-guards, who did not know him. The prisoners guards were fortunately searching in another direction. A strict search was made in the next house, at which Quentin assisted. When they were yet in the thick of it he went quietly down-stairs and walked away from the scene, as he expressed it, hotchin  by which he meant chuckling.

But poor Andrew Black and Will Wallace were not so fortunate. A search which was made in the outer churchyard resulted in their being discovered among the tombs, and they were forthwith conducted to the Tolbooth prison.

When Ramblin Peter, after many narrow escapes, reached the farm in Dumfries in a half-famished state, he sat down among the desolate ruins and howled with grief. Having thus relieved his feelings, he dried his eyes and proceeded in his usual sedate manner to examine things in detail. He soon found that his master had been wrong in supposing that the hidy-hole had been discovered or destroyed. As he approached the outer end of the tunnel a head suddenly appeared above ground, and as suddenly vanished.

Hallo! exclaimed Peter in surprise.

Hallo! echoed the head, and reappeared blazing with astonishment. Is that you, Peter?

Ay, McCubine, thats me. I thought ye was a deid. Hae ye ony parritch i the hole? Im awfu hungry.

Cway in, lad: weve plenty to eat here, an guid company as weel  the Lord be thankit.

The man led the way  familiar enough to Peter; and in the hidy-hole he found several persons, some of whom, from their costume, were evidently ministers. They paid little attention to the boy at first, being engaged in earnest conversation.

No, no, Mr Cargill, said one. I cannot agree with you in the stern line of demarcation which you would draw between us. We are all the servants of the most high God, fighting for, suffering for, the truth as it is in Jesus. It is true that rather than bow to usurped power I chose to cast in my lot with the ejected; but having done that, and suffered the loss of all things temporal, I do not feel called on to pronounce such absolute condemnation on my brethren who have accepted the Indulgence. I know that many of them are as earnest followers of Christ as ourselves  it may be more so  but they think it right to bow before the storm rather than risk civil war; to accept what of toleration they can get, while they hope and pray for more.

In that case, Mr Welsh, replied Cargill, what comes of their testimony for the truth? Is not Christ King in his own household? Charles is king in the civil State. The oath which he requires of every minister who accepts the Indulgence distinctly recognises him  the king  as lord of the conscience, ruler of the spiritual kingdom of this land. To take such an oath is equivalent to acknowledging the justice of his pretensions.

They do not see it in that light, returned Mr Welsh. I agree with your views, and think our Indulged brethren in the wrong; but I counsel forbearance, and cannot agree with the idea that it is our duty to refuse all connection with them, and treat them as if they belonged to the ranks of the malignants. See what such opinions have cost us already in the overwhelming disaster at Bothwell Brig.

Overwhelming disaster counts for nothing in such a cause as this, rejoined Cargill gravely. The truth has been committed to us, and we are bound to be valiant for the truth  even to death. Is it not so, Mr Cameron?

The young man to whom the old Covenanter turned was one of the most noted among the men who fought and died for the Covenant. An earnest godly young minister, he had just returned from Holland with the intention of taking up the standard which had been almost dropped in consequence of the hotter persecutions which immediately followed the battle of Bothwell Bridge.

Of course you know that I agree with you, Mr Cargill. When you licensed me to preach the blessed Gospel, Mr Welsh, you encouraged me to independent thought. Under the guidance, I believe, of the Holy Spirit, I have been led to see the sinfulness of the Indulgence, and I am constrained to preach against it. Truly my chief concern is for the salvation of souls  the bringing of men and women and children to the Saviour; but after that, or rather along with that, to my mind, comes the condemnation of sin, whether public or private. Consider what the Indulgence and persecution together have done now. Have they not well-nigh stopped the field-preaching altogether, so that, with the exception of yourselves and Mr Thomas Douglas and a few others, there is no one left to testify? Part of my mission has been to go round among the ministers on this very point, but my efforts have been in vain as far as I have yet gone. It has been prophesied, continued Cameron with a sad smile, that I shall yet lose my head in this cause. That may well be, for there is that in my soul which will not let me stand still while my Master is dishonoured and sin is triumphant. As to the King, he may, so far as I know, be truly descended from the race of our kings, but he has so grievously departed from his duty to the people  by whose authority alone magistrates exist  and has so perjured himself, usurped authority in Church matters, and tyrannised in matters civil, that the people of Scotland do no longer owe him allegiance; and although I stand up for governments and governors, such as Gods Word and our covenants allow, I will surely  with all who choose to join me  disown Charles Stuart as a tyrant and a usurper.

The discussion had continued so long that the ministers, as if by mutual consent, dropped it after this point, and turned to Ramblin Peter, who was appeasing his hunger with a huge luggie o parritch. But the poor boy had no heart to finish his meal on learning that Marion Clark and Isabel Scott  of whom he was very fond  had been captured by the soldiers and sent to Edinburgh. Indeed nothing would satisfy him but that he should return to the metropolis without delay and carry the bad news to his master.

That same night, when darkness rendered it safe, Cargill, Cameron, Welsh, and Douglas, with some of their followers, left Blacks place of concealment, and went off in different directions to risk, for a brief space, the shelter of a friendly cottage, where the neighbours would assemble to hear the outlawed ministers while one of them kept watch, or to fulfil their several engagements for the holding of conventicles among the secret places of the hills.




Chapter Ten.

Fiercer and Fiercer.

After his escape, Quentin Dick, hearing of the recapture of his comrades, and knowing that he could not in any way help them, resolved to go back to Dumfries to make inquiries about the servant lassies Marion and Isabel, being ignorant of the fact that Ramblin Peter had been sent on the same errand before him.

Now, although the one was travelling to, and the other from, Edinburgh, they might easily have missed each other, as they travelled chiefly at night in order to escape observation. But, hearing on the way that the much-loved minister, Mr Welsh, was to preach in a certain locality, they both turned aside to hear him, and thus came together.

A price of 500 pounds sterling had been set on the head of Mr Welsh, and for twenty years he had been pursued by his foes, yet for that long period he succeeded in eluding his pursuers  even though the resolute and vindictive Claverhouse was among them,  and in continuing his work of preaching to the people. Though a meek and humble man, Welsh was cool, courageous, and self-possessed, with, apparently, a dash of humour in him  as was evidenced by his preaching on one occasion in the middle of the frozen Tweed, so that either he might shun giving offence to both nations, or that two kingdoms might dispute his crime!

The evening before the meeting at which Quentin and Peter unwittingly approached each other, Mr Welsh found himself at a loss where to spend the night, for the bloodhounds were already on his track. He boldly called at the house of a gentleman who was personally unknown to him, but who was known to be hostile to field-preachers in general, and to himself in particular. As a stranger Mr Welsh was kindly received. Probably in such dangerous times it was considered impolite to make inquiry as to names. At all events the record says that he remained unknown. In course of conversation his host referred to Welsh and the difficulty of getting hold of him.

I am sent, said Welsh, to apprehend rebels. I know where Mr Welsh is to preach to-morrow, and will give you the rebel by the hand.

Overjoyed at this news the gentleman agreed to accompany him to the meeting on the morrow. Arriving next day at the rendezvous, the congregation made way for the minister and his host. The latter was then invited to take a seat, and, to his great amazement, his guest of the previous night stood up and preached. At the close of the sermon Mr Welsh held out his hand to his host.

I promised, he said, to give you Mr Welsh by the hand.

Yes, returned the gentleman, who was much affected, as he grasped the hand, and you said that you were sent to apprehend rebels. Let me assure you that I, a rebellious sinner, have been apprehended this day.

It was at this interesting moment that Quentin and Peter recognised each other, and, forgetting all other points of interest, turned aside to discuss their own affairs.

Then theres nae use o my gaun ony farer, said the shepherd thoughtfully.

Nane whatever, said Peter; yed best cway back t toon wi me. Yell be safer there nor here, an may chance to be o service to the lassies.

Alas for the poor lassies! They were in the fangs of the wolves at that very time. In that council-room where, for years, the farce of trial and the tragedy of cruel injustice had been carried on, Marion Clark and Isabel Scott were standing before their civil and clerical inquisitors. The trial was nearly over. Proceeding upon their mean principle of extracting confession by the method of entrapping questions, and thus obtaining from their unsuspecting victims sufficient evidence  as they said  to warrant condemnation, they had got the poor serving-maids to admit that they had attended field-preachings; had conversed with some whom the Government denounced as rebels; and other matters which sufficed to enable them to draw up a libel. Those two innocent girls were then handed over to the Justiciary Court, before which they were charged with the crime of receiving and corresponding with Mr Donald Cargill, Mr Thomas Douglas, Mr John Welsh, and Mr Richard Cameron; with the murderers of Archbishop Sharp; and with having heard the said ministers preach up treason and rebellion!

When the indictment was read to them the poor things meekly admitted that it was correct, except in so far as it called the ministers rebels and asserted that they preached up treason. The jury were exceedingly unwilling to serve on the trial, but were compelled to do so under threat of fine. After deliberating on the evidence they found the girls both guilty, by their own confession, of holding the opinions charged against them, but that as actors, or receivers of rebels, the charge was not proven.

Upon this they were condemned to die, but before leaving the court Isabel Scott said impressively: I take all witness against another at you to your appearance before God, that your proceeding against us this day is only for owning Christ, His Gospel, and His members. (See A Cloud of Witnesses, page 122 (edition 1871.)) They were then led back to prison.

When Quentin and Peter arrived in Edinburgh, two days later, they passed under the West Port, which was decorated with the shrivelled heads and hands of several martyrs, and made their way to the Grassmarket, which they had to traverse in going towards Candlemaker Row. Here they found a large crowd surrounding the gallows-tree which did such frequent service there. Two female figures were swinging from the beam.

The auld story, said the shepherd in a low sad voice. What was their crime? he inquired of a bystander.

They tried to serve the Lord, that was a, replied the man bitterly. But they ended their coorse bravely. Ane sang the 84th Psalm and the ither spake of Gods great love an free grace to her and to sinfu man.

Puir things! exclaimed Quentin with tremulous voice. Its ower noo. Theyre fairly inside o the celestial gates.

The sight was all too common in those dark days to induce delay, but the two friends had to pass near the gallows, and naturally looked up in passing.

Quentin! gasped Peter, stretching out both hands towards the martyrs, whose now soulless frames were hanging there, its  its Marion an

A low wail followed, as the poor boy fell over in a swoon.

The shepherds heart almost stood still, and his great chest quivered for a moment as he gazed, but he was a man of strong will and iron mould. Stooping, he picked up his little friend and carried him silently away.

Their grief was, however, diverted to other channels on reaching the abode of Mrs Black, for there they found her and Mrs Wallace and Jean in deepest sorrow over the terrible news just brought to them by Jock Bruce.

Andrew Black, he told them, had been sent a prisoner to the Bass Rock, and Will Wallace, with two hundred others, had been banished to the plantations in Barbadoes, where they were to be sold as slaves.

Quentin sat down, covered his face with both hands, and groaned aloud on hearing this. Peter, who had recovered by that time, looked about him with the expressionless face of one whose reason has been unseated. Observing that Jean was sitting apart, sobbing as if her heart would break, he went quietly to her, and, taking one of her hands, began to stroke it gently. Dinna greet, Jean, he said; the Lord will deliver them. Marion aye telt me that, an I believe she was richt.

Truly these unfortunate people needed all the consolation that the Word could give them, for banishment to the plantations usually meant banishment for life, and as to the hundreds who found a prison on the bleak and rugged Bass Rock at the mouth of the Forth, many of these also found a grave.

After the battle of Bothwell Bridge the persecutions which had been so severe for so many years were continued with intensified bitterness. Not only were all the old tyrannical laws carried into force with increased severity, but new and harsher laws were enacted. Among other things the common soldiers were given the right to carry these laws into effect  in other words, to murder and plunder according to their own will and pleasure. And now, in 1680, began what has been termed the killing-time; in which Graham of Claverhouse (afterwards Viscount Dundee), Grierson of Lagg, Dalziel, and others, became pre-eminently notorious for their wanton cruelty in slaughtering men, women, and even children.

On 22nd June 1680 twenty armed horsemen rode up the main street of the burgh of Sanquhar. The troop was headed by Richard Cameron and his brother Michael, who, dismounting, nailed to the cross a paper which the latter read aloud. It was the famous Declaration of Sanquhar, in which Charles Stuart was publicly disowned.

While the fields of Scotland were being traversed and devastated by a lawless banditti, authorised by a lawless and covenant-breaking king and Government, those indomitable men who held with Cameron and Cargill united themselves more closely together, and thus entered into a new bond pledging themselves to be faithful to God and to each other in asserting their civil and religious rights, which they believed could only be secured by driving from the throne that perfidious covenant-breaking race, untrue both to the most high God and to the people over whom for their sins they were set.

If the Cameronians were wrong in this opinion then must the whole nation have been wrong, when, a few years later, it came to hold the same opinion, and acted in accordance therewith! As well might we find fault with Bruce and Wallace as with our covenanting patriots.

Be this as it may, Richard Cameron with his followers asserted the principle which afterwards became law  namely, that the House of Stuart should no longer desecrate the throne. He did not, however, live to see his desire accomplished.

At Airsmoss  in the district of Kyle  with a band of his followers, numbering twenty-six horse and forty foot, he was surprised by a party of upwards of one hundred and twenty dragoons under command of Bruce of Earlshall. The Cameronians were headed by Hackston of Rathillet, who had been present at the murder of Sharp, though not an active participator. Knowing that no mercy was to be expected they resolved to fight. Before the battle Cameron, engaging in a brief prayer, used the remarkable words: Lord, take the ripe, but spare the green. The issue against such odds was what might have been expected. Nearly all the Covenanters were slain. Richard Cameron fell, fighting back to back with his brother. Some of the foot-men escaped into the moss. Hackston was severely wounded and taken prisoner. Camerons head and hands were cut off and taken to Edinburgh, where they were cruelly exhibited to his father  a prisoner at the time. Do ye know them? asked the wretch who brought them. The old man, kissing them, replied, Ay, I know them! They are my sons  my own dear sons! It is the Lord; good is the will of the Lord, who cannot wrong me nor mine, but has made goodness and mercy to follow us all our days. A wonderful speech this from one suffering under, perhaps, the severest trial to which poor human nature can be subjected. Well might be applied to him the words  slightly paraphrased O man, great was thy faith!

Hackston was taken to Edinburgh, which he entered on a horse with his head bare and his face to the tail, the hangman carrying Camerons head on a halter before him. The indignities and cruelties which were perpetrated on this man had been minutely pre-arranged by the Privy Council. We mention a few in order that the reader may the better understand the inconceivable brutality of the Government against which the Scottish Covenanters had to contend. Besides the barbarities connected with poor Camerons head and hands, it was arranged that Hackstons body was to be drawn backward on a hurdle to the cross of Edinburgh, where, in the first place, his right hand was to be struck off, and after some time his left hand. Thereafter he was to be hanged up and cut down alive; his bowels to be taken out and his heart shown to the people by the hangman, and then to be burnt in a fire on the scaffold. Afterwards his head was to be cut off, and his body, divided into four quarters, to be sent respectively to Saint Andrews, Glasgow, Leith, and Burntisland.

In carrying out his fiendish instructions the bungling executioner was a long time mangling the wrist of Hackstons right arm before he succeeded in separating the hand. Hackston quietly advised him to be more careful to strike in the joint of the left. Having been drawn up and let fall with a jerk, three times, life was not extinct, for it is said that when the heart was torn out it moved after falling on the scaffold.

Several others who had been with Cameron were betrayed at this time, by apostate comrades, tried under torture, and executed; and the persecution became so hot that field-preaching was almost extinguished. The veteran Donald Cargill, however still maintained his ground.

This able, uncompromising, yet affectionate and charitable man had prepared a famous document called the Queensferry Paper, of which it has been said that it contains the very pith of sound constitutional doctrine regarding both civil and ecclesiastical rights. Once, however, he mistook his mission. In the presence of a large congregation at Torwood he went so far as to excommunicate Charles the Second; the Dukes of York, Lauderdale, and Rothes; Sir C. McKenzie and Dalziel of Binns. That these despots richly deserved whatever excommunication might imply can hardly be denied, but it is equally certain that prolonged and severe persecution had stirred up poor Cargill upon this occasion to overstep his duty as a teacher of love to God and man.

Heavily did Cargill pay for his errors  as well as for his long and conscientious adherence to duty. Five thousand merks were offered for him, dead or alive. Being captured, he was taken to Edinburgh on the 15th of July, and examined by the Council. On the 26th he was tried and condemned, and on the 27th he was hanged, after having witnessed a good confession, which he wound up with the words: I forgive all men the wrongs they have done against me. I pray that the sufferers may be kept from sin and helped to know their duty.

About this time a test oath was ordered to be administered to all men in position or authority. The gist of it was that King Charles the Second was the only supreme governor in the realm over all causes, as well ecclesiastical as civil, and that it was unlawful for any subject upon pretence of reformation, or any pretence whatever, to enter into covenants or leagues, or to assemble in any councils, conventicles, assemblies, etcetera, ecclesiastical or civil, without his special permission.

Pretty well this for a king who had himself signed the covenant  without which signing the Scottish nation would never have consented to assist in putting him on the throne! The greater number of the men in office in Scotland took the oath, though there were several exceptions  the Duke of Argyll, the Duke of Hamilton, John Hope of Hopetoun, the Duchess of Rothes, and others  among whom were eighty of the conforming clergy whose loyalty could not carry them so far, and who surrendered their livings rather than their consciences.

It would require a volume to record even a bare outline of the deeds of darkness that were perpetrated at this time. We must dismiss it all and return to the actors in our tale.

Will Wallace, after being recaptured, as already stated, was sent off to the plantations in a vessel with about two hundred and fifty other unfortunates, many of whom were seriously ill, if not dying, in consequence of their long exposure in the Greyfriars Churchyard. Packed in the hold of the ship so closely that they had not room to lie down, and almost suffocated with foul air and stench, the sufferings which they endured were far more terrible than those they experienced when lying among the tombs; but God sent most of them speedy deliverance. They were wrecked on the coast of Orkney. At night they were dashed on the rocks. The prisoners entreated to be let out of their prison, but the brutal captain ordered the hatches to be chained down. A tremendous wave cleft the deck, and a few of the more energetic managed to escape and reach the shore. The remainder  at least two hundred  were drowned in the hold. Will Wallace was among the saved, but was taken to Leith and transferred to another vessel. After several months of tossings on the deep he reached his destination and was sold into slavery.

Many months  even years  passed away, but no news reached Candlemaker Row regarding the fate of the banished people. As to Andrew Black, the only change that took place in his condition during his long captivity was his transference  unknown to his kindred  from the gloomy prison of the Bass Rock to the still gloomier cells of Dunnottar Castle.

During all this time, and for some years after, the persecutions were continued with ever-increasing severity: it seemed as if nothing short of the extirpation of the Covenanters altogether was contemplated. In short, the two parties presented at this period an aspect of human affairs which may well be styled monstrous. On the one hand a people suffering and fighting to the death to uphold law, and on the other a tyrant king and arrogant ecclesiastics and nobles, with their paid slaves and sycophants, deliberately violating the same!

Quentin Dick and Ramblin Peter had been drawn closer together by powerful sympathy after the imprisonment of Black and the banishment of Will Wallace. They were like-minded in their aspirations, though very dissimilar in physical and mental endowment. Feeling that Edinburgh was not a safe place in which to hide after his recent escape, Quentin resolved to return to Dumfries to inquire after, and if possible to aid, his friends there.

Peter determined to cast in his lot with him. In size he was still a boy though he had reached manhood.

We maun dae our best to help the wanderers, said the shepherd, as they started on their journey.

Ay, assented Peter.

Arrived in Galloway they were passing over a wide moorland region one afternoon when a man suddenly appeared before them, as if he had dropped from the clouds, and held out his hand.

What! McCubine, can that be you? exclaimed Quentin, grasping the proffered hand. Man, I am glad to see ye. What brings ye here?

McCubine explained that he and his friend Gordon, with four comrades, were hiding in the Moss to avoid a party of dragoons who were pursuing them. Grierson of Lagg is with them, and Captain Bruce is in command, he said, so we may expect no mercy if they catch us. Only the other day Bruce and his men dragged puir old Tam McHaffie out o his bed, tho he was ill wi fever, an shot him.

Having conducted Quentin and Peter to the secret place where his friends were hidden, McCubine was asked anxiously, by the former, if he knew anything about the Wilsons.

Ay, we ken this, answered Gordon, that although the auld folk have agreed to attend the curates for the sake o peace, the twa lassies have refused, and been driven out o hoose an hame. They maun hae been wanderin amang the hills noo for months  if theyre no catched by this time.

Hearing this, Quentin sprang up.

We maun rescue them, Peter, he said.

Ay, returned the boy. Jean Black will expect that for Aggies sake; shes her bosom freend, ye ken.

Refusing to delay for even half an hour, the two friends hurried away. They had scarcely left, and the six hunted men were still standing on the road where they had bidden them God-speed, when Bruce with his dragoons suddenly appeared  surprised and captured them all. With the brutal promptitude peculiar to that well-named killing-time, four of them were drawn up on the road and instantly shot, and buried where they fell, by Lochenkit Moor, where a monument now marks their resting place.

The two spared men, Gordon and McCubine, were then, without reason assigned, bound and carried away. Next day the party came to the Cluden Water, crossing which they followed the road which leads to Dumfries, until they reached the neighbourhood of Irongray. There is a field there with a mound in it, on which grows a clump of old oak-trees. Here the two friends were doomed without trial to die. It is said that the minister of Irongray at that time was suspected of favourable leanings toward the Covenanters, and that the proprietor of the neighbouring farm of Hallhill betrayed similar symptoms; hence the selection of the particular spot between the two places, in order to intimidate both the minister and the farmer. This may well have been the case, for history shows that a very strong and indomitable covenanting spirit prevailed among the parishioners of Irongray as well as among the people of the South and West of Scotland generally. Indeed Wodrow, the historian, says that the people of Irongray were the first to offer strenuous opposition to the settlement of the curates.

When Gordon and McCubine were standing under the fatal tree with the ropes round their necks, a sorrowing acquaintance asked the latter if he had any word to send to his wife.

Yes, answered the martyr; tell her that I leave her and the two babes upon the Lord, and to his promise: A father to the fatherless and a husband to the widow is the Lord in His holy habitation.

Hearing this, the man employed to act the part of executioner seemed touched, and asked forgiveness.

Poor man! was the reply, I forgive thee and all men.

They died, at peace with God and man. An old tombstone, surrounded by an iron rail, marks to this day the spot among the old oak-trees where the bodies of McCubine and Gordon were laid to rest.

Commenting on this to his friend Selby, the Reverend George Lawless gave it as his opinion that two more fanatics were well out of the world.

To which the Reverend Frank replied very quietly:

Yes, George, well out of it indeed; and, as I would rather die with the fanatics than live with the godless, I intend to join the Covenanters to-night  so my pulpit shall be vacant to-morrow.




Chapter Eleven.

Coming Events Cast Shadows.

In February 1685 Charles the Second died  not without some suspicion of foul play. His brother, the Duke of York, an avowed Papist, ascended the throne as James the Second. This was a flagrant breach of the Constitution, and Argyll  attempting to avert the catastrophe by an invasion of Scotland at the same time that Monmouth should invade England  not only failed, but was captured and afterwards executed by the same instrument  the Maiden  with which his fathers head had been cut off nigh a quarter of a century before. As might have been expected, the persecutions were not relaxed by the new king.

When good old Cargill was martyred, a handsome fair young man was looking on in profound sorrow and pity. He was a youth of great moral power, and with a large heart. His name was James Renwick. From that hour this youth cast in his lot with the persecuted wanderers, and, after the martyrdom of Cameron and Cargill, and the death of Welsh, he was left almost alone to manage their affairs. The Strict Covenanters had by this time formed themselves into societies for prayer and conference, and held quarterly district meetings in sequestered places, with a regular system of correspondence  thus secretly forming an organised body, which has continued down to modern times.

It was while this young servant of God  having picked up the mantle which Cargill dropped  was toiling and wandering among the mountains, morasses, and caves of the west, that a troop of dragoons was seen, one May morning, galloping over the same region on duty. They swept over hill and dale with the dash and rattle of men in all the pride of youth and strength and the panoply of war. They were hasting, however, not to the battlefield but to the field of agriculture, there to imbrue their hands in the blood of the unarmed and the helpless.

At the head of the band rode the valiant Graham of Claverhouse. Most people at that time knew him as the bloody Clavers, but as we look at the gay cavalier with his waving plume, martial bearing, beautiful countenance, and magnificent steed, we are tempted to ask, Has there not been some mistake here? Some have thought so. One or two literary men, who might have known better, have even said so, and attempted to defend their position!

Methinks this is our quarry, Glendinning, said Claverhouse, drawing rein as they approached a small cottage, near to which a man was seen at work with a spade.

Yes  thats John Brown of Priesthill, said the sergeant.

You know the pestilent fanatic well, I suppose?

Ay. He gets the name o being a man of eminent godliness, answered the sergeant in a mocking tone; and is even credited with having started a Sabbath-school!

John Brown, known as the Christian carrier, truly was what Glendinning had sneeringly described him. On seeing the cavalcade approach he guessed, no doubt, that his last hour had come, for many a time had he committed the sin of succouring the outlawed Covenanters, and he had stoutly refused to attend the ministry of the worthless curate George Lawless. Indeed it was the information conveyed to Government by that reverend gentleman that had brought Claverhouse down upon the unfortunate man.

The dragoons ordered him to proceed to the front of his house, where his wife was standing with one child in her arms and another by her side. The usual ensnaring questions as to the supremacy of the King, etcetera, were put to him, and the answers being unsatisfactory, Claverhouse ordered him to say his prayers and prepare for immediate death. Brown knew that there was no appeal. All Scotland was well aware by that time that soldiers were empowered to act the part of judge, jury, witness, and executioner, and had become accustomed to it. The poor man obeyed. He knelt down and prayed in such a strain that even the troopers, it is said, were impressed  at all events, their subsequent conduct would seem to countenance this belief. Their commander, however, was not much affected, for he thrice interrupted his victim, telling him that he had given him time to pray, but not to preach.

Sir, returned Brown, ye know neither the nature of preaching nor praying if ye call this preaching.

Now, said Claverhouse, take farewell of your wife and children.

After the poor man had kissed them, Claverhouse ordered six of his men to fire; but they hesitated and finally refused. Enraged at this their commander drew a pistol, and with his own hand blew out John Browns brains.

What thinkest thou of thy husband now, woman? he said, turning to the widow.

I ever thought much good of him, she answered, and as much now as ever.

It were but justice to lay thee beside him, exclaimed the murderer.

If you were permitted, she replied, I doubt not but your cruelty would go that length.

Thus far the excitement of the dreadful scene enabled the poor creature to reply, but nature soon asserted her sway. Sinking on her knees by the side of the mangled corpse, the widow, neither observing nor caring for the departure of the dragoons, proceeded to bind up her husbands shattered skull with a kerchief, while the pent-up tears burst forth.

The house stood in a retired, solitary spot, and for some time the bereaved woman was left alone with God and her children; but before darkness closed in a human comforter was sent to her in the person of Quentin Dick.

On his arrival in Wigtown, Quentin, finding that his friends the Wilson girls had been imprisoned with an old covenanter named Mrs McLachlan, and that he could not obtain permission to see them, resolved to pay a visit to John Brown, the carrier, who was an old friend, and who might perhaps afford him counsel regarding the Wilsons. Leaving Ramblin Peter behind to watch every event and fetch him word if anything important should transpire, he set out and reached the desolated cottage in the evening of the day on which his friend was shot.

Quentin was naturally a reserved man, and had never been able to take a prominent part with his covenanting friends in conversation or in public prayer, but the sight of his old friends widow in her agony, and her terrified little ones, broke down the barrier of reserve completely. Although a stern and a strong man, not prone to give way to feeling, he learned that night the full meaning of what it is to weep with those that weep. Moreover, his tongue was unloosed, and he poured forth his soul in prayer, and quoted Gods Word in a way that cheered, in no small degree, his stricken friend. During several days he remained at Priesthill, doing all in his power to assist the family, and receiving some degree of comfort in return; for strong sympathy and fellowship in sorrow had induced him to reveal the fact that he loved Margaret Wilson, who at that time lay in prison with her young sister Agnes, awaiting their trial in Wigtown.

Seated one night by the carriers desolated hearth, where several friends had assembled to mourn with the widow, Quentin was about to commence family worship, when he was interrupted by the sudden entrance of Ramblin Peter. The expression of his face told eloquently that he brought bad news. The Wilsons, he said, are condemned to be drowned with old Mrs McLachlan.

No baith o the lasses, he added, correcting himself, for the faither managed to git ane o them off by a bribe o a hundred pounds  an thats every bodle that he owns.

Which is to be drooned? asked Quentin in a low voice.

Marget  the auldest.

A deep groan burst from the shepherd as the Bible fell from his hands.

Come! he said to Peter, and passed quickly out of the house, without a word to those whom he left behind.

Arrived in Wigtown, the wretched man went about, wildly seeking to move the feelings of men whose hearts were like the nether millstone.

Oh, if I only had siller! he exclaimed to the Wilsons father, clasping his hands in agony. Hae ye nae mair?

No anither plack, said the old man in deepest dejection. They took all I had for Aggie.

Ye are strang, Quentin, suggested Peter, who now understood the reason of his friends wild despair. Could ye no waylay somebody an rob them? Surely it wouldna be coonted wrang in the circumstances.

Sin is sin, Peter. Better death than sin, returned Quentin with a grave look.

Aweel, we maun just dee, then, said Peter in a tone of resignation.

Nothing could avert the doom of these unfortunate women. Their judges, of whom Grierson, Laird of Lagg, was one, indicted this young girl and the old woman with the ridiculous charge of rebellion, of having been at the battles of Bothwell Bridge and Airsmoss and present at twenty conventicles, as well as with refusing to swear the abjuration oath!

The innocent victims were carried to the mouth of the river Bladenoch, being guarded by troops under Major Winram, and followed by an immense crowd both of friends and spectators. Quentin Dick and his little friend Peter were among them. The former had possessed himself of a stick resembling a quarter-staff. His wild appearance and bloodshot eyes, with his great size and strength, induced people to keep out of his way. He had only just reached the spot in time. No word did he speak till he came up to Major Winram. Then he sprang forward, and said in a loud voice, I forbid this execution in the name of God! at the same time raising his staff.

Instantly a trooper spurred forward and cut him down from behind.

Take him away, said Winram, and Quentin, while endeavouring to stagger to his feet, was ridden down, secured, and dragged away. Poor Peter shared his fate. So quickly and quietly was it all done that few except those quite close to them were fully aware of what had occurred. The blow on his head seemed to have stunned the shepherd, for he made no resistance while they led him a considerable distance back into the country to a retired spot, and placed him with his back against a cliff. Then the leader of the party told off six men to shoot him.

Not until they were about to present their muskets did the shepherd seem to realise his position. Then an eager look came over his face, and he said with a smile, Ay, be quick! Maybe Ill git there first to welcome her!

A volley followed, and the soul of Quentin Dick was released from its tenement of clay.

Peter, on seeing the catastrophe, fell backwards in a swoon, and the leader of the troop, feeling, perhaps, a touch of pity, cast him loose and left him there. Returning to the sands, the soldiers found that the martyrdom was well-nigh completed.

The mouth of the Bladenoch has been considerably modified. At this time the rivers course was close along the base of the hill on which Wigtown stands. The tide had turned, and the flowing sea had already reversed the current of the river. The banks of sand were steep, and several feet high at the spot to which the martyrs were led, so that people standing on the edge were close above the inrushing stream. Two stakes had been driven into the top of the banks  one being some distance lower down the river than the other. Ropes of a few yards in length were fastened to them, and the outer ends tied round the martyrs waists  old Mrs McLachlan being attached to the lower post. They were then bidden prepare for death, which they did by kneeling down and engaging in fervent prayer. It is said that the younger woman repeated some passages of Scripture, and even sang part of the 25th Psalm.

At this point a married daughter of Mrs McLachlan, named Milliken, who could not believe that the sentence would really be carried out, gave way to violent lamentations, and fainted when she saw that her mothers doom was fixed. They carried the poor creature away from the dreadful scene.

The old woman was first pushed over the brink of the river, and a soldier, thrusting her head down into the water with a halbert, held it there. This was evidently done to terrify the younger woman into submission, for, while the aged martyr was struggling in the agonies of death, one of the tormentors asked Margaret Wilson what she thought of that sight.

What do I see? was her reply. I see Christ in one of His members wrestling there. Think ye that we are sufferers? No! it is Christ in us; for He sends none a warfare on his own charges.

These were her last words as she was pushed over the bank, and, like her companion, forcibly held, down with a halbert. Before she was quite suffocated, however, Winram ordered her to be dragged out, and, when able to speak, she was asked if she would pray for the King.

I wish the salvation of all men, she replied, and the damnation of none.

Dear Margaret, urged a bystander in a voice of earnest entreaty, say God save the King, say God save the King.

God save him if He will, she replied. It is his salvation I desire.

She has said it! she has said it! cried the pitying bystanders eagerly.

That wont do, cried the Laird of Lagg, coming forward at the moment, uttering a coarse oath; let her take the test-oaths.

As this meant the repudiation of the Covenants and the submission of her conscience to the King  to her mind inexcusable sin  the martyr firmly refused to obey. She was immediately thrust back into the water, and in a few minutes more her heroic soul was with her God and Saviour.

The truth of this story  like that of John Brown of Priesthill, though attested by a letter of Claverhouse himself (See Dr Cunninghams History of the Church of Scotland, volume two, page 239.)  has been called in question, and the whole affair pronounced a myth! We have no space for controversy, but it is right to add that if it be a myth, the records of the Kirk-sessions of Kirkinner and Penninghame  which exist, and in which it is recorded  must also be mythical. The truth is, that both stories have been elaborately investigated by men of profound learning and unquestionable capacity, and the truth of them proved up to the hilt.

As to Graham of Claverhouse  there are people, we believe, who would whitewash the devil if he were only to present himself with a dashing person and a handsome face! But such historians as Macaulay, McCrie, McKenzie, and others, refuse to whitewash Claverhouse. Even Sir Walter Scott  who was very decidedly in sympathy with the Cavaliers  says of him in Old Mortality: He was the unscrupulous agent of the Scottish Privy Council in executing the merciless seventies of the Government in Scotland during the reigns of Charles the Second and James the Second; and his latest apologist candidly admits that it is impossible altogether to acquit Claverhouse of the charges laid to his account. We are inclined to ask, with some surprise, Why should he wish to acquit him? But Claverhouse himself, as if in prophetic cynicism, writes his own condemnation as to character thus: In any service I have been in, I never inquired further in the laws than the orders of my superior officer. An appropriate motto for a soldier of fortune, which might be abbreviated and paraphrased into Stick at nothing!

Coupling all this with the united testimony of tradition, and nearly all ancient historians, we can only wonder at the prejudice of those who would still weave a chaplet for the brow of Bonnie Dundee.

Turning now from the south-west of Scotland, we direct attention to the eastern seaboard of Kincardine, where, perched like a sea-bird on the weatherbeaten cliffs, stands the stronghold of Dunnottar Castle.

Down in the dungeons of that rugged pile lies our friend Andrew Black, very different from the man whose fortunes we have hitherto followed. Care, torment, disease, hard usage, long confinement, and desperate anxiety have graven lines on his face that nothing but death can smooth out. Wildly-tangled hair, with a long shaggy beard and moustache, render him almost unrecognisable. Only the old unquenchable fire of his eye remains; also the kindliness of his old smile, when such a rare visitant chances once again to illuminate his worn features. Years of suffering had he undergone, and there was now little more than skin and bone of him left to undergo more.

Let me hae a turn at the crack noo, he said, coming forward to a part of the foul miry dungeon where a crowd of male and female prisoners were endeavouring to inhale a little fresh air through a crevice in the wall. Im fit to choke for want o a breath o caller air.

As he spoke a groan from a dark corner attracted his attention. At once forgetting his own distress, he went to the place and discovered one of the prisoners, a young man, with his head pillowed on a stone, and mire some inches deep for his bed.

Eh, Sandy, are ye sae far gane? asked Black, kneeling beside him in tender sympathy.

Oh, Andry, man  for a breath o fresh air before I dee!

Here! ane o ye, cried Black, help me to carry Sandy to the crack. Waes me, man, he added in a lower voice, I could hae carried you ye wi my pirlie ance, but Im little stronger than a bairn noo.

Sandy was borne to the other side of the dungeon, and his head put close to the crevice, through which he could see the white ripples on the summer sea far below.

A deep inspiration seemed for a moment to give new life  then a prolonged sigh, and the freed happy soul swept from the dungeons of earth to the realms of celestial, light and liberty.

Hes breathin the air o Paradise noo, said Black, as he assisted to remove the dead man from the opening which the living were so eager to reach.

Ye was up in the ither dungeon last night, he said, turning to the man who had aided him; what was a the groans an cries aboot?

Torturin the puir lads that tried to escape, answered the man with a dark frown.

Hm! I thoucht as muckle. They were gey hard on them, I darsay?

They were that! Ye see, the disease thats broke oot amang them  whatever it is  made some o them sae desprit that they got through the wundy that looks to the sea an creepit alang the precipice. It was a daft-like thing to try in the daylight; but certain death would hae been their lot, I suspec, if they had ventured on a precipice like that i the dark. Some women washin doon below saw them and gied the alarm. The gairds cam, the hue and cry was raised, the yetts were shut and fifteen were catched an brought back  but twenty-five got away. My heart is wae for the fifteen. They were laid on their backs on benches; their hands were bound doon to the foot o the forms, an burnin matches were putt atween every finger, an the sodgers blew on them to keep them alight. The governor, ye see, had ordered this to gang on withoot stoppin for three oors! Some o the puir fallows were deid afore the end o that time, an Im thinkin the survivorsll be crippled for life.

While listening to the horrible tale Andrew Black resolved on an attempt to escape that very night.

Wull ye gang wi me? he asked of the only comrade whom he thought capable of making the venture; but the comrade shook his head. Na, he said, Ill no try. Theyve starved me to that extent that Ive nae strength left. I grow dizzy at the vera thoucht. But dye think the wundys big enough to let ye through?

Oo ay, returned Black with a faint smile. I was ower stoot fort ance, but its an ill wund that blaws nae guid. Stervation has made me thin enough noo.

That night, when all  even the harassed prisoners  in Dunnottar Castle were asleep, except the sentinels, the desperate man forced himself with difficulty through the very small window of the dungeon. It was unbarred, because, opening out on the face of an almost sheer precipice, it was thought that nothing without wings could escape from it. Black, however, had been accustomed to precipices from boyhood. He had observed a narrow ledge just under the window, and hoped that it might lead to something. Just below it he could see another and narrower ledge. What was beyond that he knew not  and did not much care!

Once outside, with his breast pressed against the wall of rock, he passed along pretty quickly, considering that he could not see more than a few yards before him. But presently he came to the end of the ledge, and by no stretching out of foot or hand could he find another projection of any kind. He had now to face the great danger of sliding down to the lower ledge, and his heart beat audibly against his ribs as he gazed into the profound darkness below. Indecision was no part of Andrew Blacks character. Breathing a silent prayer for help and deliverance, he sat down on the ledge with his feet overhanging the abyss. For one moment he reconsidered his position. Behind him were torture, starvation, prolonged misery, and almost certain death. Below was perhaps instantaneous death, or possible escape.

He pushed off, again commending his soul to God, and slid down. For an instant destruction seemed inevitable, but next moment his heels struck the lower ledge and he remained fast. With an earnest Thank God! he began to creep along. The ledge conducted him to safer ground, and in another quarter of an hour he was free!

To get as far and as quickly as possible from Dunnottar was now his chief aim. He travelled at his utmost speed till daybreak, when he crept into a dry ditch, and, overcome by fatigue, forgot his sorrow in profound unbroken slumber. Rising late in the afternoon, he made his way to a cottage and begged for bread. They must have suspected what he was and where he came from, but they were friendly, for they gave him a loaf and a few pence without asking questions.

Thus he travelled by night and slept by day till he made his way to Edinburgh, which he entered one evening in the midst of a crowd of people, and went straight to Candlemaker Row.

Mrs Black, Mrs Wallace, Jean Black, and poor Agnes Wilson were in the old room when a tap was heard at the door, which immediately opened, and a gaunt, dishevelled, way-worn man appeared. Mrs Black was startled at first, for the man, regardless of the other females, advanced towards her. Then sudden light seemed to flash in her eyes as she extended both hands.

Mither! was all that Andrew could say as he grasped them, fell on his knees, and, with a profound sigh, laid his head upon her lap.




Chapter Twelve.

The Darkest Hour before the Dawn.

Many months passed away, during which Andrew Black, clean-shaved, brushed-up, and converted into a very respectable, ordinary-looking artisan, carried on the trade of a turner, in an underground cellar in one of the most populous parts of the Cowgate. Lost in the crowd was his idea of security. And he was not far wrong. His cellar had a way of escape through a back door. Its grated window, under the level of the street, admitted light to his whirling lathe, but, aided by dirt on the glass, it baffled the gaze of the curious.

His evenings were spent in Candlemaker Row, where, seated by the window with his mother, Mrs Wallace, and the two girls, he smoked his pipe and commented on Scotlands woes while gazing across the tombs at the glow in the western sky. Ramblin Peter  no longer a beardless boy, but a fairly well-grown and good-looking youth  was a constant visitor at the Row. Aggie Wilson had taught him the use of his tongue, but Peter was not the man to use it in idle flirtation  nor Aggie the girl to listen if he had done so. They had both seen too much of the stern side of life to condescend on trifling.

Once, by a superhuman effort, and with an alarming flush of the countenance, Peter succeeded in stammering a declaration of his sentiments. Aggie, with flaming cheeks and downcast eyes, accepted the declaration, and the matter was settled; that was all, for the subject had rushed upon both of them, as it were, unexpectedly, and as they were in the public street at the time and the hour was noon, further demonstration might have been awkward.

Thereafter they were understood to be keeping company. But they were a grave couple. If an eavesdropper had ventured to listen, sober talk alone would have repaid the sneaking act, and, not unfrequently, reference would have been heard in tones of deepest pathos to dreadful scenes that had occurred on the shores of the Solway, or sorrowful comments on the awful fate of beloved friends who had been banished to the plantations.

One day Jean  fair-haired, blue-eyed, pensive Jean  was seated in the cellar with her uncle. She had brought him his daily dinner in a tin can, and he having just finished it, was about to resume his work while the niece rose to depart. Time had transformed Jean from a pretty girl into a beautiful woman, but there was an expression of profound melancholy on her once bright face which never left it now, save when a passing jest called up for an instant a feeble reminiscence of the sweet old smile.

Noo, Jean, awa wi ye. Ill never get thae parritch-sticks feenished if ye sit haverin there.

Something very like the old smile lighted up Jeans face as she rose, and with a weel, good-day, uncle, left the cellar to its busy occupant.

Black was still at work, and the shadows of evening were beginning to throw the inner end of the cellar into gloom, when the door slowly opened and a man entered stealthily. The unusual action, as well as the appearance of the man, caused Black to seize hold of a heavy piece of wood that leaned against his lathe. The thought of being discovered and sent back to Dunnottar, or hanged, had implanted in our friend a salutary amount of caution, though it had not in the slightest degree affected his nerve or his cool promptitude in danger. He had deliberately made up his mind to remain quiet as long as he should be let alone, but if discovered, to escape or die in the attempt.

The intruder was a man of great size and strength, but as he seemed to be alone, Black quietly leaned the piece of wood against the lathe again in a handy position.

Ye seem to hae been takin lessons frae the cats lately, to judge from yer step, said Black. Shut the door, man, behint ye. Theres a draft i this place thatll be like to gie ye the rheumatiz.

The man obeyed, and, advancing silently, stood before the lathe. There was light enough to reveal the fact that his countenance was handsome, though bronzed almost to the colour of mahogany, while the lower part of it was hidden by a thick beard and a heavy moustache.

Black, who began to see that the strange visitor had nothing of the appearance of one sent to arrest him, said, in a half-humorous, remonstrative tone  

Maybe yere a furriner, an dinna understan mainners, but its as weel to tell ye that I expec men to tak aff their bannets when they come into my hoose.

Without speaking the visitor removed his cap. Black recognised him in an instant.

Wull Wallace! he gasped in a hoarse whisper, as he sprang forward and laid violent hands on his old friend. Losh, man! are my een leein? ist possable? Can this be you?

Yes, thank God, it is indeed

He stopped short, for Andrew, albeit unaccustomed, like most of his countrymen, to give way to ebullitions of strong feeling, threw his long arms around his friend and fairly hugged him. He did not, indeed, condescend on a Frenchmans kiss, but he gave him a stage embrace and a squeeze that was worthy of a bear.

Your force is not much abated, I see  or rather, feel, said Will Wallace, when he was released.

Abated! echoed Black, its little need, in thae awfu times. But, man, your force has increased, if Im no mistaen.

Doubtless  it is natural, after having toiled with the slaves in Barbadoes for so many years. The work was kill or cure out there. But tell me  my mother  and yours?

Oh, theyre baith weel and hearty, thank the Lord, answered Black. But what for dye no speer after Jean? he added in a somewhat disappointed tone.

Because I dont need to. Ive seen her already, and know that she is well.

Seen her! exclaimed Andrew in surprise.

Ay, you and Jean were seated alone at the little window in the Candlemaker Raw last night about ten oclock, and I was standing by a tombstone in the Greyfriars Churchyard admiring you. I did not like to present myself just then, for fear of alarming the dear girl too much, and then I did not dare to come here to-day till the gloamin. I only arrived yesterday.

Weel, weel! The like o this bates a. Losh man! I hope its no a dream. Nip me, man, to mak sure. Sit doon, sit doon, an lets hear a aboot it.

The story was a long one. Before it was quite finished the door was gently opened, and Jean Black herself entered. She had come, as was her wont every night, to walk home with her uncle.

Black sprang up.

Jean, my wummin, he said, hastily putting on his blue bonnet, theres no light eneuch for ye to be intryduced to my freend here, but ye can hear him if ye canna see him. Im gaun oot to see what sort o a night it is. Hell tak care o ye till I come back.

Without awaiting a reply he went out and shut the door, and the girl turned in some surprise towards the stranger.

Jean! he said in a low voice, holding out both hands.

Jean did not scream or faint. Her position in life, as well as her rough experiences, forbade such weakness, but it did not forbid  well, it is not our province to betray confidences! All we can say is, that when Andrew Black returned to the cellar, after a prolonged and no doubt scientific inspection of the weather, he found that the results of the interview had been quite satisfactory  eminently so!

Need we say that there were rejoicing and thankful hearts in Candlemaker Row that night? We think not. If any of the wraiths of the Covenanters were hanging about the old churchyard, and had peeped in at the well-known back window about the small hours of the morning, they would have seen our hero, clasping his mother with his right arm and Jean with his left. He was encircled by an eager group  composed of Mrs Black and Andrew, Jock Bruce, Ramblin Peter, and Aggie Wilson  who listened to the stirring tale of his adventures, or detailed to him the not less stirring and terrible history of the long period that had elapsed since he was torn from them, as they had believed, for ever.

Next morning Jean accompanied her lover to the workshop of her uncle, who had preceded them, as he usually went to work about daybreak.

Are ye no feared, asked Jean, with an anxious look in her companions face, that some of your auld enemies may recognise you? Youre so big and  and (she thought of the word handsome, but substituted) odd-looking.

There is little fear, Jean. Ive been so long away that most of the people  the enemies at least  who knew me must have left; besides, my bronzed face and bushy beard form a sufficient disguise, I should think.

Im no sure o that, returned the girl, shaking her head doubtfully; an it seems to me that the best thing ye can do will be to gang to the workshop every mornin before its daylight. Have ye fairly settled to tak to Uncle Andrews trade?

Yes. Last night he and I arranged it while you were asleep. I must work, you know, to earn my living, and there is no situation so likely to afford such effectual concealment. Bruce offered to take me on again, but the smiddy is too public, and too much frequented by soldiers. Ah, Jean! I fear that our wedding-day is a long way off yet, for, although I could easily make enough to support you in comfort if there were no difficulties to hamper me, there is not much chance of my making a fortune, as Andrew Black says, by turning parritch-sticks and peeries!

Wallace tried to speak lightly, but could not disguise a tone of despondency.

Your new King, he continued, seems as bad as the old one, if not worse. From all I hear he seems to have set his heart on bringing the country back again to Popery, and black will be the look-out if he succeeds in doing that. He has quarrelled, they say, with his bishops, and in his anger is carrying matters against them with a high hand. I fear that there is woe in store for poor Scotland yet.

It may be so, returned Jean sadly. The Lord knows what is best; but He can make the wrath of man to praise Him. Perhaps, she added, looking up with a solemn expression on her sweet face, perhaps, like Quentin Dick an Margaret Wilson, you an I may never wed.

They had reached the east end of the Grassmarket as she spoke, and had turned into it before she observed that they were going wrong, but Wallace explained that he had been directed by Black to call on Ramblin Peter, who lived there, and procure from him some turning-tools. On the way they were so engrossed with each other that they did not at first observe the people hurrying towards the lower end of the market. Then they became aware that an execution was about to take place.

The old story, muttered Wallace, while an almost savage scowl settled on his face.

Let us hurry by, said Jean in a low tone. At the moment the unhappy man who was about to be executed raised his voice to speak, as was the custom in those times.

Jean started, paused, and turned deadly pale.

I ken the voice, she exclaimed.

As the tones rose in strength she turned towards the gallows and almost dragged her companion after her in her eagerness to get near.

Its Mr Renwick, she said, the dear servant o the Lord!

Wallace, on seeing her anxiety, elbowed his way through the crowd somewhat forcibly, and thus made way for Jean till they stood close under the gallows. It was a woeful sight in one sense, for it was the murder of a fair and goodly as well as godly man in the prime of life; yet it was a grand sight, inasmuch as it was a noble witnessing unto death for God and truth and justice in the face of prejudice, passion, and high-handed tyranny.

The martyr had been trying to address the crowd for some time, but had been barbarously interrupted by the beating of drums. Just then a curate approached him and said, Mr Renwick, own our King, and we will pray for you.

Its that scoundrel, the Reverend George Lawless, murmured Wallace in a deep and bitter tone.

I am come here, replied the martyr, to bear my testimony against you, and all such as you are.

Own our King, and pray for him, whatever ye say of us, returned the curate.

I will discourse no more with you, rejoined Renwick. I am in a little to appear before Him who is King of kings and Lord of lords, who shall pour shame, contempt, and confusion on all the kings of the earth who have not ruled for Him.

After this Renwick  as was usual with the martyrs when about to finish their course  sang, read a portion of Scripture, and prayed, in the midst of considerable interruption from the drums. He also managed to address the spectators. Among the sentences that reached the ears of Jean and Wallace were the following:  

I am come here this day to lay down my life for adhering to the truths of Christ... I die as a Presbyterian Protestant... I own the Word of God as the rule of faith and manners... I leave my testimony against ... all encroachments made on Christs rights, who is the Prince of the kings of the earth.

The noise of the drums rendered his voice inaudible at this point, and the executioner, advancing, tied a napkin over his eyes. He was then ordered to go up the ladder. To a friend who stood by him he gave his last messages. Among them were the words  

Keep your ground, and the Lord will provide you teachers and ministers; and when He comes He will make these despised truths glorious in the earth.

His last words were Lord, into thy hands I commit my spirit; for thou hast redeemed me, Lord God of truth.

Thus fell the last, as it turned out, of the martyrs of the Covenants, on the 17th of February 1688. But it did not seem to Will Wallace that the storm of twenty-eight long years had almost blown over, as he glanced at the scowling brows and compressed lips of the upturned faces around him.

Come  come away, Jean, he said quickly, as he felt the poor girl hang heavily on his arm, and observed the pallor of her face.

Ay, lets gang hame, she said faintly.

As Will turned to go he encountered a face that was very familiar. The owner of it gazed at him inquiringly. It was that of his old comrade in arms, Glendinning. Stooping over his companion as if to address her, Wallace tried to conceal his face and pushed quickly through the crowd. Whether Glendinning had recognised him or not, he could not be sure, but from that day forward he became much more careful in his movements, went regularly to his work with Andrew Black before daylight, and did not venture to return each night till after dark. It was a weary and irksome state of things, but better  as Black sagaciously remarked  than being imprisoned on the Bass Rock or shut up in Dunnottar Castle. But the near presence of Jean Black had, no doubt, more to do with the resignation of our hero to his position than the fear of imprisonment.

As time passed, things in the political horizon looked blacker than ever. The King began to show himself more and more in his true colours  as one who had thoroughly made up his mind to rule as an absolute monarch and to reclaim the kingdom to Popery. Among other things he brought troops over from Ireland to enforce his will, some of his English troops having made it abundantly plain that they could not be counted on to obey the mandates of one who wished to arrogate to himself unlimited power, and showed an utter disregard of the rights of the people. Indeed, on all hands the Kings friends began to forsake him, and even his own children fell away from him at last.

Rumours of these things, more or less vague, had been reaching Edinburgh from time to time, causing uneasiness in the minds of some and hope in the hearts of others.

One night the usual party of friends had assembled to sup in the dwelling of Mrs Black. It was the Sabbath. Wallace and Black had remained close all day  with the exception of an hour before daylight in the morning when they had gone out for exercise. It was one of those dreary days not unknown to Auld Reekie, which are inaugurated with a persistent drizzle, continued with a Scotch mist, and dismissed with an even down-pour. Yet it was by no means a dismal day to our friends of Candlemaker Row. They were all more or less earnestly religious as well as intellectual, so that intercourse in reference to the things of the Kingdom of God, and reading the Word, with a free-and-easy commentary by Mrs Black and much acquiescence on the part of Mrs Wallace, and occasional disputations between Andrew and Bruce, kept them lively and well employed until supper-time.

The meal had just been concluded when heavy footfalls were heard on the stair outside, and in another moment there was a violent knocking at the door. The men sprang up, and instinctively grasped the weapons that came first to hand. Wallace seized the poker  a new and heavy one  Andrew the shovel, and Jock Bruce the tongs, while Ramblin Peter possessed himself of a stout rolling-pin. Placing themselves hastily in front of the women, who had drawn together and retreated to a corner, they stood on the defensive while Mrs Black demanded to know who knocked so furiously on a Sabbath nicht.

Instead of answering, the visitors burst the door open, and half-a-dozen of the town-guard sprang in and levelled their pikes.

Yield yourselves! cried their leader. I arrest you in the Kings name!

But the four men showed no disposition to yield, and the resolute expression of their faces induced their opponents to hesitate.

I ken o nae King in this realm, said Andrew Black in a deep stern voice, an we refuse to set oor necks under the heel o a usurpin tyrant.

Do your duty, men, said a man who had kept in the background, but who now stepped to the front.

Ha! this is your doing, Glendinning, exclaimed Wallace, who recognised his old comrade. The sergeant had obviously been promoted, for he wore the costume of a commissioned officer.

Ay, I have an auld score to settle wi you, Wallace, an I hope to see you an your comrades swing in the Grassmarket before lang.

Yell niver see that, my man, said Black, as he firmly grasped the shovel. Ye haena gotten us yet, an its my opeenion that you an your freendsll be in kingdom-come before we swing, if ye try to tak us alive. Oot o this hoose, ye scoondrels!

So saying, Black made a spring worthy of a royal Bengal tiger, turned aside the pike of the foremost man, and brought the shovel down on his iron headpiece with such force that he was driven back into the passage or landing, and fell prostrate. Black was so ably and promptly seconded by his stalwart comrades that the room was instantly cleared. Glendinning, driven back by an irresistible blow from the rolling-pin, tripped over the fallen man and went headlong down the winding stairs, at the bottom of which he lay dead, with his neck broken by the fall.

But the repulse thus valiantly effected did not avail them much, for the leader of the guard had reinforcements below, which he now called up. Before the door could be shut these swarmed into the room and drove the defenders back into their corner. The leader hesitated, however, to give the order to advance on them, partly, it may be, because he wished to induce submission and thus avoid bloodshed, and partly, no doubt, because of the terrible aspect of the four desperate men, who, knowing that the result of their capture would be almost certain death, preceded by imprisonment, and probably torture, had evidently made up their minds to fight to the death.

At that critical moment a quick step was heard upon the stair, and the next moment the Reverend Frank Selby entered the room.

Just in time, I see, he said in a cool nonchalant manner that was habitual to him. I think, sir, he added, turning to the leader of the guard, that it may be as well to draw off your men and return to the guard-room.

Ill do that, retorted the man sharply, when I receive orders from my superiors. Just now Ill do my duty.

Of course you will do what is right, my good sir, replied the Reverend Frank; yet I venture to think you will regret neglecting my advice, which, allow me to assure you, is given in quite a friendly and disinterested spirit. I have just left the precincts of the Council Chamber, where I was told by a friend in office that the Councillors have been thrown into a wild and excusable state of alarm by the news that William, Prince of Orange, who, perhaps you may know, is Jamess son-in-law and nephew, has landed in Torbay with 15,000 Dutchmen. He comes by invitation of the nobles and clergy of the kingdom to take possession of the Crown which our friend James has forfeited, and James himself has fled to France  one of the few wise things of which he has ever been guilty. It is further reported that the panic-stricken Privy Council here talks of throwing open all the prison-doors in Edinburgh, after which it will voluntarily dissolve itself. If it could do so in prussic acid or some chemical solvent suited to the purpose, its exit would be hailed as all the more appropriate. Meanwhile, I am of opinion that all servants of the Council would do well to retire into as much privacy as possible, and then maintain a careful look-out for squalls.

Having delivered this oration to the gaping guard, the Reverend Frank crossed the room and went through the forbidden and dangerous performance of shaking hands heartily with the rebels.

He was still engaged in this treasonable act, and the men of the town-guard had not yet recovered from their surprise, when hurrying footsteps were again heard on the stair, and a man of the town-guard sprang into the room, went to his chief, and whispered in his ear. The result was, that, with a countenance expressing mingled surprise and anxiety, the officer led his men from the scene, and left the long-persecuted Covenanters in peace.

Losh, man! div ee railly think the news can be true? asked Andrew Black, after they had settled down and heard it all repeated.

Indeed I do, said the Reverend Frank earnestly, and I thank God that a glorious Revolution seems to have taken place, and hope that the long, long years of persecution are at last drawing to a close.

And Frank Selby was right. The great Revolution of 1688, which set William and Mary on the throne, also banished the tyrannical and despotic house of Stuart for ever; opened the prison gates to the Covenanters; restored to some extent the reign of justice and mercy; crushed, if it did not kill, the heads of Popery and absolute power, and sent a great wave of praise and thanksgiving over the whole land. Prelacy was no longer forced upon Scotland. The rights and liberties of the people were secured, and the day had at last come which crowned the struggles and sufferings of half a century. As Mrs Black remarked  

Surely the blood o the martyrs has not been shed in vain!



But what of the fortunes of those whose adventures we have followed so long? Whatever they were, the record has not been written, yet we have been told by a man whose name we may not divulge, but who is an unquestionable authority on the subject, that soon after the persecution about which we have been writing had ceased, a farmer of the name of Black settled down among the bonnie hills of Galloway, not far from the site of the famous Communion stones on Skeoch Hill, where he took to himself a wife; that another farmer, a married man named Wallace, went and built a cottage and settled there on a farm close beside Black; that a certain R. Peter became shepherd to the farmer Black, and, with his wife, served him faithfully all the days of his life; that the families of these men were very large, the men among them being handsome and stalwart, the women modest and beautiful, and that all of them were loyal subjects and earnest, enthusiastic Covenanters. It has been also said, though we do not vouch for the accuracy of the statement, that in the Kirk-session books of the neighbouring kirk of Irongray there may be found among the baptisms such names as Andrew Wallace and Will Black, Quentin Dick Black, and Jock Bruce Wallace; also an Aggie, a Marion, and an Isabel Peter, besides several Jeans scattered among the three families.

It has likewise been reported, on reliable authority, that the original Mr Black, whose Christian name was Andrew, was a famous teller of stories and narrator of facts regarding the persecution of the Covenanters, especially of the awful killing-time, when the powers of darkness were let loose on the land to do their worst, and when the blood of Scotlands martyrs flowed like water.

Between 1661, when the Marquis of Argyll was beheaded, and 1668, when James Renwick suffered, there were murdered for the cause of Christ and Christian liberty about 18,000 noble men and women, some of whom were titled, but the most of whom were unknown to earthly fame. It is a marvellous record of the power of God; and well may we give all honour to the martyr band while we exclaim with the Ayrshire Elder:  

O for the brave true hearts of old,

That bled when the banner perished!

O for the faith that was strong in death  

The faith that our fathers cherished.



The banner might fall, but the spirit lived,

And liveth for evermore;

And Scotland claims as her noblest names

The Covenant men of yore.

THE END
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A ROMANCE OF THE ICE-WORLD
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Chapter One.

A Surprise, a Combat, and a Feed.

There is a river in America which flows to the north-westward of Great Bear Lake, and helps to drain that part of the great wilderness into the Arctic Sea.

It is an insignificant stream compared with such well-known waterways as the Mackenzie and the Coppermine; nevertheless it is large enough to entice the white-whale and the seal into its waters every spring, and it becomes a resting-place for myriads of wild-fowl while on their passage to and from the breeding-grounds of the Far North.

Greygoose River was the name given to it by the Dogrib Indians who dwelt in its neighbourhood, and who were wont, every spring and autumn, to descend its waters nearly to the sea in quest of game. The Eskimos, who, coming from the mysterious north, were in the habit of ascending it a short way during open water in pursuit of their peculiar prey, named it Whale River.

The Indians and Eskimos did not often meet while on these trips. They did not like meeting, because the result was apt to be disastrous. Besides, the land was wide and the game plentiful enough for both, so that they were not much tempted to risk a meeting. Occasionally, however, meetings and encounters did take place, and sometimes bitter feuds arose, but the possession of fire-arms by the Indians  who were supplied by the fur-traders  rendered the Eskimos wary. Their headstrong courage, however, induced the red men to keep as much as possible out of their way. In short, there was a good deal of the spirit of let-be for let-be between the two at the time of which we write.

One morning in the spring-time of the year, soon after the floods caused by the melting snows had swept the ice clean out of Greygoose or Whale River, a sturdy young Eskimo urged his sharp kayak, or skin-covered canoe, up the stream in pursuit of a small white-whale. But the creature gave him the slip, so that, after an energetic chase, he turned his light vessel towards the left bank of the stream, intending to land.

Cheenbuk, for such was his name, was one of those sedate beings whose energies run calm and deep, like a mighty river. This feelings, whatever they might be, did not usually cause much agitation on the surface. Disappointment did not visibly depress, nor did success unduly elate him. The loss of the whale failed to disturb the placid look of grave contentment which sat on his good-looking countenance.

For it must be noted here that Cheenbuk was a handsome savage  if, indeed, we are entitled to style him a savage at all. His features were good, and strongly marked. His young beard and moustache were black, though not bushy. His dark eyes were large and full of tenderness, which expression, by an almost imperceptible raising of eyelid and contraction of brow, was easily transmuted into a gaze of ferocity or indignation. His bulky frame was clothed in the seal-skin garb peculiar to his people; his hair was straight, voluminous, and unkempt, and his motions gave indication of great strength combined with agility.

And no wonder, for a large part of our young Eskimos life had been spent in battling with the forces of Nature, and the hardships of life as displayed in the Arctic regions  to say nothing of frequent conflicts with the seal, the walrus and the polar bear.

Running his kayak among the rushes of a small inlet, Cheenbuk stepped out of the hole in its centre into the stream. The water was ankle-deep, but the youth suffered no discomfort, for he wore what may be styled home-made waterproof boots reaching to above the knees. These had been invented by his forefathers, no doubt, in the remote ages of antiquity  at all events, long before india-rubber had been discovered or Macintosh was born.

Drawing his little craft out of the water, the young man took some food from its interior, and was about to begin his truly simple meal by eating it raw, when a distant sound arrested his hand on the way to his mouth. He turned his head slightly on one side and remained for some moments like a singularly attentive statue.

Presently the voice of a wild-goose was faintly heard in the far distance. Evidently the young Eskimo desired a change of fare, for he laid down the slice of raw seal, on which he had been about to regale himself, and disengaged a long slender spear from the bow of his kayak.

It is well-known that wild-geese will, with proverbial stupidity, answer to an imitation of their cry, particularly in spring. Indeed, they will answer to a very bad imitation of it, insomuch that the poorest counterfeit will turn them out of their course and attract them towards the crier.

Availing himself of this weakness, our Eskimo hid himself behind a bush, and was opening his mouth to give vent to a stentorian goose-call when he was checked, and apparently petrified, by a loud report, which echoed among the neighbouring cliffs.

The youth knew the sound well. He had heard it only once before, but, once heard, it could never be forgotten. It was the gun, or, as his people called it, the fire-spouter, of an Indian. Plunging quietly into the underwood, he hastened towards the spot where a little wreath of smoke betrayed the position of what may be almost styled his hereditary foe.

Cautiously, carefully, and with a catlike motion that could hardly have been excelled by an Indian brave, Cheenbuk advanced until he reached the edge of a partially clear space, in which he beheld an Indian leisurely engaged in pushing the head of a large grey goose under his belt. At his side, leaning against a tree, was the long-barrelled fowling-piece, which he had just reloaded. It was one of those common, cheap, flint-lock affairs which were supplied by the fur-traders in those days.

The Indian was a tall, powerfully built middle-aged man, and, from his look and manner, was evidently unsuspicious of the presence of a foe. He seemed to be quite alone.

The Eskimo poised his light spear, but hesitated to launch it. He shrank from killing a defenceless foe. The hesitation betrayed him, for at the moment the sharp ear of the red man heard, and his eye discovered him.

The gun flew to the Indians shoulder, and the Eskimo launched his spear, but by good fortune both weapons failed. The well-directed spear was cleverly dodged, and the gun missed fire.

To re-cock the weapon, take a more deadly aim, and pull the trigger, was the work of three seconds; but again the flint proved faithless. Cheenbuk, however, divined the meaning of the attempt, and sprang upon his foe to prevent a repetition of the action, though he was now practically unarmed,  for the little stone knife which he carried in his bosom was but ill suited for deadly combat.

The Indian clubbed his gun to meet the onset, but the Eskimo, evading the first blow, caught hold of the weapon with both hands, and now began a fierce and prolonged struggle for possession of the fire-spouter.

Both hands of each combatant being engaged, neither could venture to draw his knife, and, as the men were pretty equally matched, both as to size and strength, they swayed to and fro with desperate energy for a considerable time, each endeavouring to throw the other, while the sweat poured down their faces and their breathing came in fitful gasps.

At length there was a pause in the conflict. It seemed as if they had stopped by mutual consent to recover breath for a final effort.

As they glared into each others faces, each felt surprised to see little or nothing of the evidence of that deadly hatred which usually characterises implacable foes. Suddenly Cheenbuk relaxed his grip of the gun and stepped back a pace. In so doing he put himself, to some extent at least, at the mercy of his adversary. With quick perception the Indian recognised the fact. He drew himself up and dropped the gun on the ground.

Why should we fight? The hunting-grounds are wide enough! he said, in the grave sententious tones peculiar to his race.

That is just what came to my thought when I let go, answered the more matter-of-fact Eskimo.

Let us part, then, as friends, returned the red man, and let us do it in the manner of the pale-faced traders.

He extended his right hand as he spoke. Cheenbuk, who had heard a rumour of the white mans customs  probably from men of his race who had met with the crews of whalers  advanced, grasped the extended hand, and shook it in a way that might have done credit to any Englishman! He smiled at the same time with a slightly humorous expression, but the other maintained his solemnity. Fun is not a prominent characteristic of the red man.

But there is no need that we should part before feeding, said the Eskimo.

Waugh! replied the Indian, by which it is to be presumed he signified assent.

The reconciled foes being both adepts in the art of cookery, and  one of them at least  in woodcraft, it was not long before a large fire was blazing under a convenient fir-tree, and the grey goose soon hissed pleasantly in front of it. They were a quiet and self-contained couple, however, and went about their work in profound silence. Not that they lacked ideas or language  for each, being naturally a good linguist, had somehow acquired a smattering of the others tongue,  but they resembled each other in their disinclination to talk without having something particular to say, and in their inclination to quietness and sobriety of demeanour.

Here, however, the resemblance ceased, for while the Eskimo was free and easy, ready to learn and to sympathise, and quick to see and appreciate a joke, the Indian was sternly conservative, much impressed with his own rectitude of intention, as well as his capacity for action, and absolutely devoid of the slightest tinge of humour. Thus the Eskimos expression varied somewhat with the nature of the subjects which chased each other through his mind, while that of the red man never changed from the calm of dignified immobility  except, of course, when, as during the recent struggle, his life was in danger.

While the goose was roasting, the erstwhile foes sat down to watch the process. They had not to watch long, for the fire was strong and neither of them was particular. Indeed, the Eskimo would gladly have eaten his portion raw, but waited patiently, out of deference to what he deemed his companions prejudices.

You are alone? said the Eskimo interrogatively.

Yes  alone, returned the Indian.

To such men, this was mental food for at least a quarter of an hour. By the end of that time one side of the bird was sufficiently done. The Indian turned the stick on which it was impaled, drew his scalping-knife, and commenced on the side that was ready while the other side was being done. Cheenbuk drew his stone knife, cut a large slice of the breast, and also fell to work. They ate vigorously, yet the process was not soon over, for the goose was large and their appetites were strong. Of course they had no time or inclination for conversation during the meal. When it was finished, the grey goose was reduced to a miserable skeleton. Then both men sighed the sigh of contentment, wiped their knives on the grass, and looked gravely at each other.

Cheenbuk seemed as if about to speak, but was arrested in his intention by the strange and unaccountable proceedings of his companion, who now drew forth a gaily decorated bag which hung at his belt behind him. From this he extracted a whitish implement with a little bowl at one end, and having leisurely filled it with a brown substance, also drawn from the bag, he put the other or small end of the instrument between his teeth. Then he took up a burning stick and applied it to the bowl.

The Eskimo had been gazing at him with ever-widening eyes, but at this his mouth also began to open, and he gave vent to a gentle ho! of unutterable surprise, for immediately there burst from the Indians lips a puff of smoke as if he had suddenly become a gun, or fire-spouter and gone off unexpectedly.

There was profound interest as well as astonishment in the gaze of our Eskimo, for he now became aware that he was about to witness a remarkable custom of the red men, of which he had often heard, but which he had never clearly understood.

Does it not burn? he asked in breathless curiosity.

No, replied his friend.

Do you like it? Hi  i!

The exclamation was induced by the Indian, who at the moment sent a stream of smoke from each nostril, shut his eyes as he did so, opened his mouth, and otherwise exhibited symptoms of extreme felicity.

Would you like to try it? he asked after one or two more whiffs.

Cheenbuk accepted the offer and the pipe, drew a voluminous whiff down into his lungs and exploded in a violent fit of coughing, while the tears overflowed his eyes.

Try again, said the Indian gravely.

For some minutes the Eskimo found it difficult to speak; then he returned the pipe, saying, No. My inside is not yet tough like yours. I will look  and wonder!

After being admired  with wonder  for a considerable time, the Indian looked at his companion earnestly, again offered him the pipe, and said, Try again.

The obliging Eskimo tried again, but with the caution of a child who, having been burnt, dreads the fire. He drew in a little smoke by means of the power of inhalation and choked again slightly, but, being now on his mettle, he resolved not to be beaten. The Indian regarded him meanwhile with grave approval. Then it occurred to Cheenbuk to apply the power of suction instead of inhalation. It was successful. He filled his mouth instead of his lungs, and, in his childlike delight at the triumph, he opened his mouth to its full extent, and sent forth a cloud with a gasp which was the combined expression of a puff and a ho! Again he tried it, and was again successful. Overjoyed at this, like a child with a new toy, he went in for quite a broadside of puffs, looking round at his friendly foe with a ho! between each, and surrounding his head with an atmosphere of smoke.

Suddenly he stopped, laid down the pipe, rose up, and, looking as if he had forgotten something, retired into the bush.

The Indian took up the discarded pipe, and for the first time displayed a few wrinkles about the corners of his eyes as he put it between his lips.

Presently Cheenbuk returned, somewhat paler than before, and sat down in silence with a look, as if of regret, at the skeleton-goose.

Without any reference to what had passed, the Indian turned to his companion and said, Why should the men of the ice fight with the men of the woods?

Why? asked Cheenbuk, after a few moments profound meditation, why should the men of the woods attack the men of the ice with their fire-spouters?

This question seemed to puzzle the Indian so much that he proceeded to fill another pipe before answering it. Meanwhile the Eskimo, being more active-minded, continued  

Is it fair for the men of the woods to come to fight us with fire-spouters when we have only spears? Meet us with the same weapons, and then we shall see which are the best men.

The Indian looked at his companion solemnly and shook his head.

The strongest warriors and the best fighters, he said, are not always the best men. He who hunts well, keeps his wives supplied with plenty of food and deerskin robes, and is kind to his children, is the best man.

Cheenbuk looked suddenly in the face of his sententious companion with earnest surprise in every feature, for the sentiments which had just been expressed were in exact accordance with his own. Moreover, they were not what he expected to hear from the lips of a Dogrib.

I never liked fighting, he said in a low voice, though I have always been able to fight. It does nobody any good, and it always does everybody much harm, for it loses much blood, and it leaves many women and children without food-providers  which is uncomfortable for the men who have enough of women and children of their own to hunt for. But, continued the youth with emphasis, I always thought that the men of the woods loved fighting.

Some of them do, but I hate it! said the Indian with a sudden look of such ferocity that the Eskimo might have been justified in doubting the truth of the statement.

The flash, however, quickly disappeared, and a double wreath of smoke issued from his nose as he remarked quietly, Fighting lost me my father, my two brothers, and my only son.

Why, then, do you still come against us with fire-spouters? asked Cheenbuk.

Because my people will have it so, returned the red man. I do what I can to stop them, but I am only one, and there are many against me.

I too have tried to stop my people when they would fight among themselves, returned the Eskimo in a tone of sympathy; but it is easier to kill a walrus single-handed than to turn an angry man from his purpose.

The Indian nodded assent, as though a chord had been struck which vibrated in both bosoms.

My son, he said, in a patronising tone, do not cease to try. Grey hairs are beginning to show upon my head; I have seen and learned much, and I have come to know that only he who tries, and tries, and tries again to do what he knows is right will succeed. To him the Great Manitou will give his blessing.

My father, replied the other, falling in readily with the fictitious relationship, I will try.

Having thus come to a satisfactory agreement, this Arctic Peace Society prepared to adjourn. Each wiped his knife on the grass and sheathed it as he rose up. Then they shook hands again after the fashion of the pale-faces, and departed on their respective ways. The red man returned to the wigwams of his people, while the young Eskimo, descending the river in his kayak, continued to hunt the white-whale and pursue the feathered tribes which swarmed in the creeks, rivulets, and marshes that bordered the ice-encumbered waters of the polar seas.




Chapter Two.

Waruskeek.

Alas for the hopes and efforts of good men! At the very time that Cheenbuk and the Indian were expressing their detestation of war, elsewhere a young Eskimo was doing his best to bring about that unhappy and ruinous condition of things.

He was an unusually strong young Arctic swashbuckler, with considerably more muscle than brains, a restless spirit, and what may be styled a homicidal tendency. He was also tyrannical, like many men of that stamp, and belonged to the same tribe as Cheenbuk.

Walrus Creek was the summer residence of the tribe of Eskimos to which Cheenbuk belonged. It was a narrow inlet which ran up into a small island lying some distance off the northern shores of America, to discover and coast along which has been for so many years the aim and ambition of Arctic explorers. How it came by its name is not difficult to guess. Probably in ages past some adventurous voyagers, whose names and deeds have not been recorded in history, observing the numbers of walruses which scrambled out of the sea to sun themselves on the cliffs of the said creek, had named it after that animal, and the natives had adopted the name. Like other aborigines they had garbled it, however, and handed it down to posterity as Waruskeek, while the walruses, perhaps in order to justify the name, had kept up the custom of their forefathers, and continued to sun themselves there as in days of yore. Seals also abounded in the inlet, and multitudes of aquatic birds swarmed around its cliffs.

The Eskimo village which had been built there, unlike the snow-hut villages of winter, was composed chiefly of huts made of slabs of stone, intermingled with moss and clay. It was exceeding dirty, owing to remnants of blubber, shreds of skins, and bones innumerable, which were left lying about. There might have been about forty of these huts, at the doors of which  or the openings which served for doors  only women and children were congregated at the time we introduce them to the reader. All the men, with the exception of a few ancients, were away hunting.

In the centre of the village there stood a hut which was larger and a little cleaner than the others around it. An oldish man with a grey beard was seated on a stone bench beside the door. If tobacco had been known to the tribe, he would probably have been smoking. In default of that he was thrown back upon meditation. Apparently his meditations were not satisfactory, for he frowned portentously once or twice, and shook his head.

You are not pleased to-day, Mangivik, said a middle-aged woman who issued from the hut at the moment and sat down beside the man.

No, woman, I am not, he answered shortly.

Mangivik meant no disrespect by addressing his wife thus. Woman was the endearing term used by him on all occasions when in communication with her.

What troubles you? Are you hungry?

No. I have just picked a walrus rib clean. It is not that.

He pointed, as he spoke, to a huge bone of the animal referred to.

No, it is not that, he repeated.

What then? Is it something you may not tell me? asked the woman in a wheedling tone, as she crossed her legs and toyed with the flap of her tail.

Lest the civilised reader should be puzzled, we may here remark that the costume of the husband and wife whom we have introduced  as, indeed, of most if not all Eskimo men and women  is very similar in detail as well as material. Mangivik wore a coat or shirt of seal-skin with a hood to it, and his legs were encased in boots of the same material, which were long enough to cover nearly the whole of each leg and meet the skirt of the coat. The feet of the boots were of tough walrus-hide, and there was a short peak to the coat behind. The only difference in the costume of the woman was that the hood of her coat was larger, to admit of infants and other things being carried in it, and the peak behind was prolonged into a tail with a broad flap at the end. This tail varied a little in length according to the taste of the wearer  like our ladies skirts; but in all cases it was long enough to trail on the ground  perhaps we should say the ice  and, from the varied manner in which different individuals caused it to sweep behind them, it was evident that the tail, not less than the civilised skirt, served the purpose of enabling the wearers to display more or less of graceful motion.

There is nothing that I have to hide from my woman, said the amiable Eskimo, in reply to her question. Only I am troubled about that jump-about man Gartok.

Has he been here again? asked the wife, with something of a frown on her fat face. He is just as you say, a jump-about like the little birds that come to us in the hot times, which dont seem to know what they want.

He is too big to look like them, returned the husband. Hes more like a mad walrus. I met him on one of the old floes when I was after a seal, and he frightened it away. But it is not that that troubles me. There are two things he is after: he wants to stir up our young men to go and fight with the Fire-spouters, and he wants our Nootka for a wife.

The dirty walrus! exclaimed Mrs Mangivik, with as much vigour as if she had been civilised, he shall never have Nootka. As for fighting with the Fire-spouters, I only hope that if he does go to do so, he will get killed and never come back.

Hm! grunted Mangivik, if he does get killed hes not likely to come back.

Who is not likely to come back? asked a young girl, with an affectionate expression in her pretty brown eyes, issuing from the hut at that moment and seating herself close to the old man. The girls face, on the whole, was unusually pretty for that of an Eskimo, and would have been still more so but for the grease with which it was besmeared  for the damsel had just been having a little refreshment of white-whale blubber. Her figure was comparatively slim and graceful, and would have been obviously so but for the ill-fitting coat and clumsy boots with which it was covered.

Your mother and I were talking of a bad man, Nootka, said Mangivik.

Ay, a very very bad man, exclaimed Mrs Mangivik, with a decided nod of her head.

If he is so very bad, returned Nootka, it would be good that he should never come back. Who is it?

Gartok, answered her mother, with the air of one who has mentioned the most hateful thing in creation.

Nootka laughed.

Surely you are not fond of him! exclaimed Mangivik, regarding his daughter with a look of anxiety.

You know that Im not, answered the girl, playfully hitting her sire on the back with the flap of her tail.

Of course not  of course not; you could not be fond of an ugly walrus like him, said the father, replying to her pleasantry by fondly patting her knee.

Just then a young man was seen advancing from the beach, where he had left his kayak.

It is Oolalik, said Mrs Mangivik, shading her eyes with her hand from the sun, which, in all the strength of its meridian splendour, was shining full on her fat face. He must have made a good hunt, or he would not have come home before the others.

As she spoke Nootka arose hastily and re-entered the hut, from out of which there issued almost immediately the sounds and the savoury odours of roasting flesh.

Meanwhile Oolalik came up and gave vent to a polite grunt, or some such sound, which was the Eskimo method of expressing a friendly salutation.

Mangivik and his wife grumped in reply.

You are soon back, said the former.

I have left a walrus and two seals on the rocks over there, answered the youth, sitting down beside the old man.

Good, returned the latter. Come in and feed.

He rose and entered the hut. The young man who followed him was not so much a handsome as a strapping fellow, with a quiet, sedate expression, and a manly look that rendered him attractive to most of his friends. Conversation, however, was not one of his strong points. He volunteered no remarks after seating himself opposite to Nootka, who handed him a walrus rib which she had just cooked over the oil lamp. Had Nootka been a civilised girl she might have been suspected of conveying a suggestion to the youth, for she was very fond of him, but, being an Eskimo of the Far North, she knew nothing about ribs or of Mother Eve. The young man however required no delicate suggestion, for he was equally fond of Nootka, and he endeavoured to show his feelings by a prolonged stare after he had accepted the food.

One is irresistibly impressed with the homogeneity of the human race when one observes the curious similarities of taste and habit which obtain alike in savage and civilised man. For a few moments this youths feelings were too much for him. He stared in admiration at the girl, apparently oblivious of the rib, and sighed profoundly. Then he suddenly recovered himself, appeared to forget the girl, and applied himself tooth and nail to the rib. Could anything be more natural  even in a European prince?

Nootka did not speak  young women seldom do among savages, at least in the company of men,  but she looked many and very unutterable things, which it is impossible, and would not be fair, to translate.

Will the others be back soon? asked Mangivik.

Oolalik looked over the rib and nodded. (In this last, also, there was indication of homogeneity.)

Have they got much meat?

Again the young man nodded.

Good. There is nothing like meat, and plenty of it.

The old man proceeded to illustrate his belief in the sentiment by devoting himself to a steak of satisfying dimensions. His better-half meanwhile took up the conversation.

Is Gartok with them? she asked.

Yes, he is with them, said the youth, who, having finished the rib, threw away the bone and looked across the lamp at Nootka, as if asking for another. The girl had one ready, and handed it to him.

Again Oolalik was overcome. He forgot the food and stared, so that Nootka dropped her eyes, presumably in some confusion; but once more the force of hunger brought the youth round and he resumed his meal.

Has Gartok killed much? continued the inquisitive Mrs Mangivik.

I know nothing about Gartok, replied the young man, a stern look taking the place of his usually kind expression; I dont trouble my head about him when I am hunting.

He fastened his teeth somewhat savagely in the second rib at this point.

Do you know, said Mangivik, pausing in his occupation, that Gartok has been trying to get the young men to go to the Whale River, where you know there are plenty of birds and much wood? He wants to fight with the Fire-spouters.

Yes, I know it. Gartok is always for fighting and quarrelling. He likes it.

Dont you think, said the old man suggestively, that you could give him a chance of getting what he likes without going so far from home?

No, I dont choose to fight for the sake of pleasing every fool who delights to brag and look fierce.

Mrs Mangivik laughed at this, and her daughter giggled, but the old man shook his head as if he had hoped better things of the young one. He said no more, however, and before the conversation was resumed the voice of a boy was heard outside.

Anteek, murmured Nootka, with a smile of pleasure.

The other hunters must have arrived, said Oolalik, polishing off his last bone, for Anteek was with them.

He always comes first to see me when he has anything to tell, remarked Mrs Mangivik, with a laugh, and from the noise he makes I think he has something to tell to-day.

If noise was the true index of Anteeks news he evidently was brimful, for he advanced shouting at the top of his voice. With that unaccountable ingenuity which characterises some boys, all the world over, he produced every sort of sound except that which was natural to him, and caused the surrounding cliffs to echo with the mooing of the walrus, the roaring of the polar bear, the shriek of the plover, the bellow of the musk-ox, and, in short, the varied cries of the whole Arctic menagerie. But he stopped short at the door of the hut and looked at Oolalik in evident surprise.

You are back before me? he said.

That is not strange: I am stronger.

Yes, but I started off long before you.

So you thought, but you were mistaken. I saw you creeping away round the point. When you were out of sight I carried my kayak over the neck of land, and so got here before you.

Have you told? asked the boy anxiously.

Never said a word, replied Oolalik.

Here, said Nootka, holding out a piece of half-cooked blubber to the boy, sit down and tell us all about it. What is the news?

Ha! exclaimed Anteek, accepting the food as if he appreciated it. Well, Ive killed my first walrus  all alone too!

Clever boy! how was it? said Mrs Mangivik.

This was the way. I was out by myself  all alone, mind  among the cliffs, looking for eggs; but I had my spear with me, the big one that Cheenbuk made for me just before he went off to the Whale River. Well, just as I was going to turn round one of the cliffs, I caught sight of a walrus  a big one  monstrous; like that, he said, drawing an imaginary circle with both arms, fat, brown, huge tusks, and wide awake! I knew that, because his back was to me, and he was turning his head about, looking at something in the other direction. I was astonished, for though they climb up on the cliffs a good height to sun themselves on the warm rocks, I had never seen one climb so high as that.

Well, I drew back very quick, and began to creep round so as to come at him when he didnt expect me. I soon got close enough, and ran at him. He tried to flop away at first, but when I was close he turned and looked fierce  terrible fierce! My heart jumped, but it did not sink. I aimed for his heart, but just as I was close at him my foot struck a stone and I fell. He gave a frightful roar, and I rolled out of his way, and something twisted the spear out of my hand. When I jumped up, what do you think? I found the spear had gone into one of his eyes, and that made the other one water, I suppose, for he was twisting his head about, but couldnt see me. So I caught hold of the spear, pulled it out, and plunged it into his side; but I had not reached the heart, for he turned and made for the sea.

There was a steep place just there, and he tumbled and rolled down. I lost my foothold and rolled down too  almost into his flippers, but I caught hold of a rock. He got hold at the same time with his tusks and held on. Then I jumped up and gave him the spear again. This time I hit the life, and soon had him killed. There!

On concluding his narrative the excited lad applied himself to his yet untasted piece of blubber, and Nootka plied him with questions, while Oolalik rose and went off to assist his comrades, whose voices could now be heard as they shouted to the women and children of the colony to come and help them to carry up the meat.




Chapter Three.

Peace or War  Which?

Soon afterwards the Mangivik family received another visitor. This was the bellicose Gartok himself, whose heart had been touched by the fair Nootka.

Like his rival, he sat down opposite the maiden, and stared at her impressively across the cooking-lamp. This would seem to be the usual mode of courtship among those children of the ice; but the girls mode of receiving the attentions of the second lover varied considerably. She did not drop her eyes shyly under his gaze, but stared him full in the face by way of a slight rebuff. Neither did she prepare for him a savoury rib, so that he was obliged to help himself  which he did with much coolness, for the laws of hospitality in Eskimo-land admit of such conduct.

After some desultory conversation between Gartok and his host, the latter asked if it was true that there was a talk of the tribe paying a visit to Whale River.

Yes, it is true, answered the young man. I came to see you about that very thing, and to tell you that there is to be a meeting outside the big hut to-day. We shall want your advice.

Why do the young men wish to go there? asked Mangivik.

To get food, and wood for our spear-handles and sledges, and berries, and to have a good time. Perhaps also to fight a little with the Fire-spouters.

The youth glanced furtively at Mangivik as he concluded.

To get food, and wood, and berries is good, observed the old man; but why fight with the Fire-spouters? We cannot conquer them.

You can ask that at the meeting. It is useless to ask it of me.

Good, I will do so. For my part, I am too old to go on long expeditions, either to hunt or fight  but I can give advice. Is Cheenbuk to be at the meeting?

Did you not know? Cheenbuk has already gone to the Whale River. We only propose to follow him. He may not like our business, but hell have to join us when we are there.

Having picked his rib clean, and receiving no encouragement from Nootka to remain, Gartok rose and departed.

That afternoon there was a large meeting of the heads of families in front of what was known as the big hut. There was no formality about the meeting. Unlike the war councils of the Indians, it was a sort of free-and-easy, in which blubber and other choice kinds of food did duty for the red mans pipe. The women, too, were allowed to sit around and listen  but not to speak  while the hunters discussed their plans.

Gartok, being the biggest, most forward, and presumptuous among them all, was allowed to speak first  though this was contrary to the wishes, and even the custom, of the tribe. He did not make a set speech. Indeed, no one thought of delivering an oration. It was merely a palaver on a large scale.

We want spear-handles, said Gartok, and wood for our kayak-frames, and deer for food, as well as birds and rabbit-skins for our underclothing.

That is true, remarked one of the elderly men; we want all these things, and a great many more things, but we dont want fighting. There is no use in that.

Ho! ho! exclaimed several voices in approval.

But we do want fighting, retorted Gartok firmly; we want the pretty coloured things that the Fire-spouters sew on their clothes and shoes; also the iron things they have for cutting wood; and we want the spouters, which will make us more than a match for them in war; and we cant get all these things without fighting.

Do without them, then, observed Mangivik sharply; why should we want things that we never had, and dont need? Listen to me, young men  for I see by your looks that some of you would like a little fighting,  even if we had the spouting things, we could not make them spout.

That is a lie! exclaimed Gartok, with the simple straightforwardness peculiar to the uncivilised. Once I met one of the Fire-spouters when I was out hunting at the Whale River. He was alone, and friendly. I asked him to show me his spouter. He did so, but told me to be very careful, for sometimes it spouted of its own accord. He showed me the way to make it spout  by touching a little thing under it. There was a little bird on a bush close by. Point at that, he said. I pointed. Now, said he, look along the spouter with one eye. I put one end of it against my cheek and tried to look, but by accident I touched the little thing, and it spouted too soon! I never saw the little bird again; but I saw many stars, though it was broad daylight at the time.

Ho! hoo! exclaimed several of the younger men, who listened to this narration with intense eagerness.

Yes, continued Gartok, who had the gift of what is called the gab, and was fond of exercising it, yes; it knocked me flat on my back

Was it alive, then? asked Anteek, who mingled that day with the men as an equal, in consequence of his having slain a walrus single-handed.

No, it was not quite, but it was very nearly alive.  Well, when I fell the man laughed. You know his people are not used to laugh. They are very grave, but this one laughed till I became angry, and I would have fought with him, but

Ay, interrupted Anteek, but you were afraid, for he had the spouter.

Before Gartok could reply Mangivik broke in.

Boo! he exclaimed contemptuously, it is of no use your talking so much. I too have been to the Whale River, and have seen the fire-spouters, and I know they are not nearly alive. They are dead  quite dead. Moreover, they will not spout at all, and are quite useless, unless they are filled with a kind of black sand which is supplied by the white men who sell the spouters. Go to the Whale River if you will, but dont fight with any one  that is my advice, and my hair is grey.

It is white, old man, if you only saw it, murmured Anteek, with native disrespect. He was too good-natured, however, to let his thoughts be heard.

Come, Oolalik, said Mangivik, you are a stout and a wise young man, let us hear what you have got to say.

I say, cried Oolalik, looking round with the air of a man who had much in his head, and meant to let it out, I say that the man who fights if he can avoid it is a fool! Look back and think of the time gone away. Not many cold times have passed since our young men became puffed up  indeed, some of our old men were little better  and made a raid on the Fire-spouters of the Whale River. They met; there was a bloody fight; six of our best youths were killed, and numbers were wounded by the little things that come out of the spouters. Then they came home, and what did they bring? what had they gained? I was a boy at the time and did not understand it all; but I understood some of it. I saw the fighters returning. Some were looking very big and bold, as if they had just come from fighting and conquering a whole tribe of bears and walruses. Others came back limping. They went out young and strong men; they came back too soon old, helped along by their companions. Two were carried  they could not walk at all. Look at them now!

Oolalik paused and directed attention to what may be called an object-lesson  two men seated on his right hand. Both, although in the prime of life, looked feeble and prematurely old from wounds received in the fight referred to. One had been shot in the leg; the bone was broken, and that rendered him a cripple for life. The other had received a bullet in the lungs; and a constitution which was naturally magnificent had become permanently shattered.

What do you think? continued Oolalik. Would not these men give much to get back their old strength and health?

He paused again, and the men referred to nodded emphatically, as if they thought the question a very appropriate one, while some of the peacefully disposed in the assembly exclaimed ho! and hoo! in tones of approval.

Then, continued the speaker, I passed by some of our huts and heard sounds of bitter weeping. I went in and found it was the wives and sisters of the men whose bodies lie on the banks of the Whale River. There would be reason in fighting, if we had to defend our huts against the Fire-spouters. Self-defence is right; and every one has a good word for the brave men who defend their homes, their women, and their children. But the Fire-spouters did not want to fight, and the men who lost their lives at the fight I am speaking of, threw them away for nothing. They will never more come home to provide their families with food and clothes, or to comfort them, or to play with the children and tell them of fights with the walrus and the bear when the nights are black and long. Most of those poor women had sons or man-relations to care for them, but there was one who had no relation to hunt for her after her husband was killed  only a little daughter to take care of her. I speak of old Uleeta, who is

That is a lie! cried Gartok, springing up and looking fierce. Old Uleeta is, as you all know, my mother. She had me to hunt for her when father was killed, and she has me still.

You! exclaimed Oolalik, with a look of scorn, what are you? A hunter? No, only a fool who wants to be thought very brave, and would leave his mother and sister to the care of old men and boys while he goes away to fight with the Fire-spouters! No, he continued, turning away from the angry young man with cool contempt, old Uleeta has no son.

Gartok was so taken aback with this behaviour of Oolalik, who was recognised as one of the gentlest and most peacefully disposed of the tribe, that he stood gaping for a moment in surprise. Then, observing the half-amused, half-contemptuous looks of the men around him, he suddenly caught up the unfinished handle of a spear that leaned against the wall of the hut beside him, and made a desperate blow with it at the head of Oolalik.

But that youth had expected some such demonstration, and was prepared for it. Being very agile, he made a step swiftly to one side, and the handle came down on the skull of a walrus which hung on the wall, with a violence that would have surprised its original owner had it been within.

Before the blow could be repeated Oolalik sprang towards his assailant.

Eskimos know nothing of a blow straight from the shoulder, but they know how to cuff. Oolalik brought his open hand down on Gartoks cheek with a pistol-shot crack that tumbled that fire-eater head over heels on the ground.

The man was too strong, however, to be knocked insensible in that way. He recovered himself, sitting-wise, with his mouth agape and his eyes astonied, while the whole assembly burst into a hearty fit of laughter. High above the rest was heard the juvenile voice of the delighted Anteek.

What the fire-eater thought we cannot tell, but he had the wisdom to accept his punishment in silence, and listened with apparent interest while Oolalik concluded his remarks.

The effect of this belligerent episode was to advance the cause of the peace-party considerably  at least for a time  and when the meeting broke up, most of the people returned to their various homes with a firm determination to leave the poor Fire-spouters alone.

But Gartok, who was still smarting under the disgrace to which he had been subjected at the hands of Oolalik, managed to rekindle and blow up the war-spirit, so that, two days later, a strong party of the more pugnacious among the young men of the tribe set off in their kayaks for the Whale River, taking with them a few of the women in one of their open boats or oomiaks  chiefly for the purpose of keeping their garments in repair.




Chapter Four.

War Prevails.

It would seem, at times, as if there were really some sort of spiritual communication between people whose physical frames are widely sundered.

For at the very time that the Eskimos, in their remote home on the ice-encumbered sea, were informally debating the propriety of making an unprovoked attack on the Dogrib Indians  whom they facetiously styled Fire-spouters  the red men were also holding a very formal and solemn council of war as to the advisability of making an assault on those presumptuous Eskimos, or eaters-of-raw-flesh, who ventured to pay an uncalled-for visit to the Greygoose River  their ancestral property  every spring.

One of their chiefs, named Nazinred, had just returned from a visit to the river, and reported having met and fought with one of the Eskimos.

Immediately on hearing this, the old or head chief summoned the council of war. The braves assembled in the council-tent in solemn dignity, each classically enveloped in his blanket or leathern robe, and inflated, more or less, with his own importance. They sat down silently round the council fire with as much gravity as if the fate of nations depended on their deliberations,  and so, on a small scale, it did.

After passing round the pipe  by way of brightening up their intellects  the old chief held forth his hand and began in a low voice and deliberate manner.

My braves, said he, those filthy eaters-of-raw-flesh have, as you know, been in the habit of coming to Greygoose River every spring and trespassing on the borders of our hunting-grounds.

He paused and looked round.

Waugh! exclaimed his audience, in order to satisfy him.

With a dark frown the old chief went on.

This is wrong. It is not right. It is altogether unbearable, and more than the Dogribs can stand. They wont stand it!

Waugh! again said the audience, for the old man had delivered the last sentence with considerable vehemence, and meant that it should tell.

Being apparently destitute of a flow of ideas at that time, the speaker had recourse to a not uncommon device among civilised orators: he cleared his throat, looked preternaturally wise, and changed the subject.

When the sun of spring rises over the ice-hills of the great salt lake, he continued, pointing towards the Pole, when it melts the snow, opens the lakes and rivers, and brings the summer birds to our land, the braves of the great Dogrib nation take their guns, and bows, and canoes, and women, and travel nearly as far as the icy sea, that they may hunt and feed  and  sleep, and  and  enjoy the land. Nobody dares to stop us. Nobody dares to hinder us. Nobody dares even to look at us!

He paused again, and this flight of oratory was received with a very decided ho! of assent, as it well might be, for during nearly all the year there was nobody in that uninhabited land to attempt any of those violent proceedings. Dilating his eyes and nostrils with a look of superlative wisdom, he continued:

But at last the Eskimos dared to come and look at our hunting-grounds. We were peacefully disposed. We warned them not to come again. They came again, notwithstanding. We took our guns and swept them away like leaves that are swept by the winter winds. Are not their scalps drying in our lodges? What we did then we will do again. Has not one of our chiefs  Nazinred  been attacked by one of them? No doubt more will follow that one. My counsel is to send out a band of our braves on the war-path. But first we would like to know something. As the Eskimo did not take the scalp of Nazinred, how is it that Nazinred did not bring home the scalp of the Eskimo?

The old chief ceased, amid many hos! and hoos! with the air of one who has propounded an unanswerable riddle, and all eyes were at once turned upon Nazinred. Accepting the challenge at once he stretched forth his hand:

My father has spoken, he said, but his words are not the words of wisdom. Why should we fight the Eskimos again, and lose some of our best young men, as we lost them in the last great fight? The Eskimos have come near our lands, but they have not of late hunted on them. They have only looked and gone away. And even if they did hunt, what then? The land is wide. We cannot use it all. We cannot kill all the birds and deer, and even if we could we cannot eat them all. Would it not be wise to live at peace with the Eskimos? They have many great teeth of the walrus and skins of the seal. Might not the white traders, who take our furs and give us guns and powder, be willing to take these things too? Thus we could buy from the one and sell to the other, and fill our lodges with tobacco, and guns, and beads, and cloth, and powder and ball, and other good things.

The Indian stopped at this point to ascertain the effect of his remarks, but only a few faint hos! greeted him. The councillors did not feel quite sure of their own minds. His remarks about peace and war were not palatable, and his suggestions about trade were a novelty. Evidently Nazinred was born much in advance of his time.

It is true, he continued, that I had a struggle with a young Eskimo; but he was very strong, and so was I. Before I could kill him he caught hold of my gun, but he could not force it from me, and I could not force it from him. As we strove we looked into each others eyes and we each saw peace and good-will there! So we ceased to fight. We kindled a fire and sat down and fed together. As the light slowly increases while the sun rises, so light came into my mind. The Dogribs have always talked of the Eskimos as if they were fools. I found that this young man was not a fool  that he was wise  wiser than some of our own braves. His mind was deep and wide. He did not talk only of food and sleep and hunting. He spoke of things past and present and future, and of the Great Spirit, and the world to come. Also of peace and war; and we both agreed that peace was good and war hateful. More than that, we found that it was foolish. Then we parted. He went, I suppose, to his people on the sea of ice, and I came home.

He told me that none of his people were with him  that he was alone. There is therefore no occasion for the young men to look fierce or go on the war-path.

Having thus tried to throw oil on the troubled waters Nazinred came to an abrupt pause.

Instantly one of the younger councillors, named Magadar, sprang to his feet. He was unusually excitable for an Indian. Indeed, he differed a good deal from his companions in other respects, being passionate, impulsive, hasty, and matter-of-fact; in his speech-making too he scorned the use of symbol and metaphor, but went straight to the point at once in the simplest and most forcible language at his command.

Braves, he said, looking at the previous speaker with a dark frown, the Dogribs know nothing of those strange and stupid notions that have just come out of the lips of Nazinred. He says that this dirty Eskimo is a deep thinker and a man who loves peace. How does he know that one of that sort may not think so deeply as to deceive him? How does he know that the young man is not a liar  that many of his warriors may not be in our hunting-grounds even at this moment, though he says there are none? As for his talk about the Great Spirit and the future, what does he know about either the one or the other? Is he wiser than the Dogribs? Does his attack on Nazinred look like a lover of peace? His leaving off when he found that Nazinred was his match seems to me more like sly wisdom than the hatred of war. My advice is not to trust these dirty men of the ice, but to take our guns at once and drive them from the land.

It was quite evident from the way in which this speech was received that the war-party was in the ascendant, and there is no doubt that Magadars advice would have prevailed, and a war-party been organised forthwith, but for the arrival of a band of successful hunters, who had been out for some time in quest of food.

For a considerable part of that winter those Indians had been in a condition of semi-starvation. They had managed with difficulty to sustain themselves and families on rabbits, which were scarce that year. With the return of spring and the wild-fowl, however, things had begun to improve, and the hunting party above referred to was the first of the season that had returned to camp heavily laden with geese, ducks, plover, and other supplies of food, so that the half-famished people gave themselves up to feasting, and had no time to think further of war.

Thus many days were passed without any reference being made to a fight with the Eskimos, and Nazinred, believing that the fancy to go on the war-path had passed away, set off on what was to be a long hunting expedition with three of his comrades who were like-minded with himself. Among other plans, this party intended to visit the establishment of the fur-traders on Great Bear Lake.

Thus when the belligerent party of Eskimos arrived at the mouth of Greygoose, or Whale, River, they found the place, as they had been accustomed to find it, a complete solitude.

At first they expected to overtake their comrade Cheenbuk there, but he was not found, having gone a considerable way inland in pursuit of game. Being aware of his peaceful proclivities, however, the Eskimos were not sorry to miss him, and they set about making an encampment on the shore at the mouth of the river, intending to leave the women there while they should be engaged in hunting and in searching for the Fire-spouters.

Meanwhile these Fire-spouters, having eaten and slept, and eaten and slept again, to the extent of their capacities, began to experience a revival of the war-spirit.

In front of one of the lodges or leather tents, one morning early, there sat two squaws engaged in ornamenting moccasins and discussing the news of their little world.

It was one of those bright genial mornings in spring peculiar to Arctic lands, in which Warmth comes out with a burst victorious, and Cold shrinks away discomfited. Everything looked as if a great revival of Nature were at hand  as in truth it was, for the long Arctic winter is always driven away with a rush by the vigour, if not the violence, of the brief Arctic spring.

One of the women was young and pretty  yes, we might almost say beautiful. It is quite a mistake to suppose that all savages are coarse, rough, and ugly. Many of them, no doubt  perhaps most of them  are plain enough, but not a few of the Indian squaws are fairly good-looking, and this one, as we have said at the risk of being doubted, was beautiful; at all events she had a fine oval face, a smooth warm-coloured skin, a neat little nose, a well-formed mouth, and jet-black hair, with large lustrous eyes, to say nothing of her teeth, which, like the teeth of most Indians, were regular and brilliantly white. Her name was Adolay  that being the Indian name for Summer.

The other squaw was her mother. She was usually styled Isquay  which means woman  by her husband when he was at home, but, being a great hunter, he was not often at home. Poor Isquay might have been good-looking in her youth, but, alas! hard work, occasional starvation, and a rough life, had prematurely dissipated her beauty, whatever it might have been; yet these conditions could not put to flight the lines and dimples of kindliness which played about her weatherworn eyes and cheeks. You see, she had a gentle, indulgent husband, and that made her happy and kept her so.

Magadar is stirring up the young men again to go on the war-path, said the younger woman, without looking up from the embroidered moccasin with which she was engaged.

Yes, I know it. I heard him as he passed our tent talking to Alizay. I dont like Alizay; he is like gunpowder: the least thing sets him off, and he flashes up horribly.

But many of our other braves have no desire to quarrel with the Eskimos, said Adolay; indeed, some are even fond of them. And some of the men of the ice are very handsome. Dont you remember that one, mother, that we met when we went last spring with some of our men to shoot at the Greygoose River? He was a fine man  big and strong, and active and kind  almost good enough to be a Dogrib.

I remember him well, returned Isquay, for he saved my life. Have you forgotten that already?

No, I have not forgotten it, answered the girl, with a slight smile. Did I not stand on the riverbank with my heart choking me when I saw the ice rushing down with the flood and closing on your canoe  for I could do nothing to help you, and none of our men were near! And did I not see the brave man of the ice, when he heard my cry, come running like the deer and jump into the river and swim like the otter till he got to you, and then he scrambled on a big bit of ice and lifted you and the canoe out of the water as if he had the strength of a moose-deer, after which he guided the ice-lump to the bank with one of your paddles! Forget it! no. I only wish the brave Eskimo was an Indian.

I think you would be offering to be his squaw if he was, said the mother with a short laugh.

Perhaps I would. But hes only an eater-of-raw-flesh! Adolay sighed as gently as if she had been a civilised girl! But he has gone away to the great ice lake, so I suppose we shall never see him again.

Unless, said Isquay, he comes back this spring with his people, and our braves have a fight with them  then you would be likely to see his scalp again, if not himself.

Adolay made no reply to this; neither did she seem shocked at the suggestion. Indeed, Indian women are too much accustomed to real shocking to be much troubled with shocks of the imagination. Holding out her moccasin at arms-length, the better to note the effect of her work, she expressed regret that her father had gone off with the hunters, for she felt sure he would have been able to allay the war-fever among the young braves if he had remained at home.

Ay, he would easily have put down Alizay and Magadar; but the old chief can do nothing, he is growing too old. The young men dont mind him now. Besides, he is warlike as well as they.

While they were conversing thus, the young men referred to had finally decided to go on the war-path  to search for the Eskimo who had fought with their chief Nazinred, find him and kill him, and then continue the search for his companions; for they had set him down as a liar, believing that no Eskimo had the courage to visit their hunting-grounds by himself.

To resolve and to act were almost simultaneous proceedings with those energetic savages. In a very short time between twenty and thirty of them left the village in single file, armed with the deadly gun, besides tomahawks and scalping-knives, and took their way to a neighbouring creek on the banks of which their canoes were lying.




Chapter Five.

A Rencontre and Flight.

Thus it naturally came to pass that the two bands of men who had gone to the same place to meet each other met in the course of time.

There was a good deal of wandering about, however, before the actual meeting took place, for the Eskimos had to provide a quantity of food on landing on the Arctic shore, not only for themselves, but to supply the four women who had accompanied them, and were to be left on the coast to fish and mend their spare garments and boots, and await their return.

We shall not be long of coming back, said Gartok as he was about to leave his mother, old Uleeta, who was in the crew of one of the oomiaks.

I wish I saw you safe back, my son, returned the woman, with a shake of her head, but I fear the Fire-spouters.

I dont fear them, returned the young man boastfully, and it does not matter much what you fear.

He will never come back, said one of the other women when he was gone. I know that because I feel it. There is something inside of me that always tells me when there is going to be misfortune.

The woman who thus expressed her forebodings was a mild young creature, so gentle and inoffensive and yielding that she was known throughout her tribe by the name of Rinka, a name which was meant to imply weakness. Her weakness, however, consisted chiefly in a tendency to prefer others before herself  in which matter Christians do not need to be told that she was perhaps the strongest of all her kin.

As the weather was comparatively warm, the women contented themselves with a tent or bower of boughs for their protection. They were not long in erecting it, being well accustomed to look after themselves. In less than an hour after their men had left them they were busy with seal-steaks over the cooking-lamp, and the place was rendered somewhat home-like by several fur garments being spread on the rocks to dry.

Yes, Gartok will get himself killed at last, said old Uleeta, drawing her finger across the frizzling steak and licking it, for her appetite was sharp-set and she was impatient, He was always a stubborn boy.

But he is strong, and a good fighter, remarked Rinka, as she spread a seal-skin boot over her knee with the intention of patching it.

I wish all the other men were as strong as he is, and ready to fight, said one of the other women, giving the steak a turn.

It must not be supposed that, although the Eskimos are known to their Indian friends  or foes  as eaters-of-raw-flesh, they always prefer their food in the raw condition. They are only indifferent on the point, when the procuring of fire is difficult, or the coldness of the weather renders it advisable to eat the flesh raw, as being more sustaining.

I only wish that they would not fight at all, said Rinka with a sigh, as she arranged the top-knot of her hair. It makes the men too few and the women too many, and that is not good.

The fourth woman did not express an opinion at all. She was one of those curiously, if not happily, constituted creatures, who seem to have no particular opinion on any subject, who listen to everything with a smile of placid content, who agree with everybody and object to nothing. They are a sort of comfort and relief in a world of warfare  especially to the obstinate and the positive. Her name was Cowlik.

There is no reason why we should continue to roast our seal-meat over a lamp now, observed old Uleeta. There is plenty of wood here. Come, we will gather sticks and make a fire.

The others agreeing to this, three of them rose and went into the bush, leaving Cowlik to watch the steaks.

Meanwhile the young men who had followed the lead of Gartok  fifteen in number  were cautiously ascending the Greygoose River, each in his kayak, armed with a throwing-spear, lance, and bow. One of their number was sent out in advance as a scout. Raventik was his name. He was chosen for the duty because of his bold, reckless nature, sharpness of vision, general intelligence, and his well-known love for excitement and danger.

You will always keep well out of sight in advance of us, said Gartok to this scout, and the first sight you get of the Fire-spouters, shove in to some quiet place, land, haul up your kayak, and creep near them through the bushes as quietly and cleverly as if you were creeping up to a bear or a walrus. Then come back and tell us what you have seen. So we will land and attack them and throw them all into the river.

I will do my best, answered Raventik gravely.

It is not likely, added Gartok, that you will find them to-day, for they seldom come down as far as here, and they dont know we are coming.

The scout made no reply. Having received his orders he stepped into his kayak and paddled off into the stream, against which he made but slow progress, however, for the river happened to be considerably swollen at the time. He was also impeded at first by his comparative ignorance of river navigation. Being accustomed to the currentless waters of the ocean, he was not prepared by experience to cope with the difficulty of rushing currents. He went too far out into the stream at first, and was nearly upset. Natural intelligence, however, and the remembrance of talks to which he had listened between men of his tribe who had already visited the place, taught him to keep close in to the banks, and make as much use of eddies and backwater as possible. The double-bladed paddle hampered him somewhat, as its great length, which was no disadvantage in the open sea, prevented him from keeping as close to the banks as he desired. Despite these drawbacks, however, Raventik soon acquired sufficient skill, and in a short time a curve in the river hid him from the flotilla which followed him.

Now it so happened that the Indians who were supposed to be a considerable distance inland were in reality not many miles from the spot where the Eskimos had held their final conference, which ended in Raventik being sent off in advance. It was natural that, accustomed as they were to all the arts of woodcraft, they should discover the presence of the scout long before he discovered them; and so in truth it turned out.

The Indians had ten birch-bark canoes, with three warriors in most of them  all armed, as we have said, with the dreaded fire-spouters and tomahawks, etcetera  for, as they were out on the war-path for the express purpose of driving the dirty Eskimos off their lands, Magadar had resolved to make sure by starting with a strong and well-equipped force.

Of course Magadars canoe led the van; the others followed in single file, and, owing to the nature of their paddles, which were single-bladed, and could be dipped close to the sides of the canoes, they were able to creep along much nearer to the bank than was possible to the kayaks.

At a bend in the river, where a bush-covered point jutted out into a large pool, Magadar thrust his canoe in among some reeds and landed to reconnoitre. Scarcely had he raised his head above the shrubs when he caught sight of Raventik in his kayak.

To stoop and retire was the work of a few seconds. The men in the other canoes, who were watching him intently, at once disembarked, and, at a signal from their chief, carried their light barks into the bushes and hid them there, so that the Eskimo scout would certainly have passed the place in half an hour without perceiving any sign of his foes, but for an incident which enlightened him.

Accidents will happen even in the best regulated families, whether these be composed of red men or white. Just as the last canoe was disappearing behind its leafy screen, one of the young braves, who was guilty of the unpardonable offence of carrying his gun on full-cock, chanced to touch the trigger, and the piece exploded with, in the circumstances, an appalling report, which, not satisfied with sounding in the ears of his exasperated comrades like a small cannon, went on echoing from cliff to cliff, as if in hilarious disregard of secrecy, and to the horror of innumerable rabbits and wild-fowl, which respectively dived trembling into holes or took to the wings of terror.

Fool! exclaimed Magadar, scarce able to refrain from tomahawking the brave in his wrath launch the canoes and give chase.

The order was obeyed at once, and the flotilla dashed out into the stream.

But Raventik was not to be caught so easily as they had expected. He had turned on hearing the report, and swept out into the middle of the river, so as to get the full benefit of the current. His kayak, too, with its sharp form, was of better build and material for making headway than the light Indian canoes  propelled as it was with the long double-bladed paddle in the strong hands of one of the stoutest of the Eskimos. He shot down the stream at a rate which soon began to leave the Indians behind.

Seeing this, Magadar laid aside his paddle for a moment, raised his gun to his shoulder, and fired.

Again were the echoes and the denizens of the woods disturbed, and two other Indians fired, thus rendering confusion worse confounded. Their aims were not good, however, and Raventik was interested and surprised  though not alarmed  by the whizzing sounds that seemed close to his ears, and the little splashes in the water just ahead of him. Fortunately a bend in the river here concealed him for some time from the Indians, and when they once more came in sight of him he was almost out of range.

In the meantime his comrades, amazed by the strange sounds that burst on their ears, put hastily on shore, carried their kayaks into the bushes, and climbed to the summit of a rising ground, with the double purpose of observing the surrounding country and of making it a place of defence if need be.

Raventik must have found our enemies, said Gartok to Ondikik, his lieutenant, as he led his men up the slope.

That is certain, returned Ondikik, and from the noise they are making, I think the Fire-spouters are many. But this is a good place to fight them.

Yes, we will wait here, said Gartok.

As he spoke Raventik was seen sweeping into view from behind a point in the middle of the most rapid part of the river, and plying his long paddle with the intense energy of one whose life depends on his exertions. The Eskimos on the knoll gazed in breathless anxiety. A few minutes later the canoe of Magadar swept into view.

The Fire-spouters! exclaimed Ondikik.

Three men in it! cried Gartok. Then, as one after another of the canoes came into view, Four! six! ten of them, and three men in each!

And all with fire-spouters! gasped the lieutenant.

Come, exclaimed Gartok, it is time for us to go!

The Eskimos were by no means cowardly, but when they saw that the approaching foe was double their number, and reflected that there might be more behind them, all armed with guns, it was no wonder that they bethought themselves of retreat. To do them full credit, they did not move until their leader gave the word  then they sprang down the hillock, and in three minutes more were out in their kayaks making for the mouth of the river at their utmost speed.

On seeing this the Indians uttered a wild war-whoop and fired a volley. But the distance between them was too great. Only a few of the balls reached the fugitives, and went skipping over the water, each wide of its mark.

Point high, said Magadar to Alizay, who had just re-charged his gun.

The Indian obeyed, fired, and watched for the result, but no visible result followed.

That is strange, muttered the chief; my brother must have pointed too high  so high that it has gone into the sun, for I never yet saw a bullet fired over water without coming down and making a splash.

It may have hit a canoe, said Alizay. I will try again.

The second shot was, to all appearance, not more effective than the first.

Perhaps my brother forgot to put in the balls.

Is Alizay a squaw? asked the insulted brave angrily.

Magadar thought it wise to make no answer to this question, and in a few seconds more the kayaks doubled round a point that jutted into the stream and were hid from view.

But the two bullets had not missed their billets. One  the first fired  had dropped into Gartoks canoe and buried itself in his left thigh. With the stoicism of a bold hunter, however, he uttered no cry, but continued to wield his paddle as well as he could. The other ball had pierced the back of his lieutenant Ondikik. He also, with the courage of a savage warrior, gave no sign at first that he was wounded.

At this point, where the Eskimos were for a time sheltered by the formation of the land, the Greygoose River had a double or horse-shoe bend; and the Indians, who knew the lie of the land well, thought it better to put ashore and run quickly over a neck of land in the hope of heading the kayaks before they reached the sea. Acting on this belief they thrust their canoes in among the reeds, and, leaping on shore, darted into the bushes.

The Eskimos, meanwhile, knowing that they could beat the Indians at paddling, and that the next bend in the stream would reveal to them a view of the open sea, kept driving ahead with all the force of their stout arms. They also knew that the firing would have alarmed their women and induced them to embark in their oomiak, push off to sea, and await them.

And this would have turned out as they had expected, but for an unforeseen event which delayed the women in their operations until too late  at least for one of the party.




Chapter Six.

A Surprise, a Struggle, and a Capture.

When the Eskimo women, as before related, made up their minds to discard the cooking-lamp and indulge in the luxury of a wood fire, they sent one of their number into the bush to gather sticks. The one selected for this duty was Rinka, she being active and willing, besides being intelligent, which last was a matter of importance in one totally unaccustomed to traversing the pathless woods.

The girl obeyed orders at once, and soon had collected a large armful of dried branches, with which she prepared to return to the encampment. But when she looked up at the small trees by which she was surrounded, she felt considerably puzzled as to the direction in which she ought to walk. Of course, remembering that her back had been toward the sea when she set out, nothing seemed simpler than to turn round with her face towards it and proceed. But she had not done this for many minutes, when it occurred to her that she must have turned about more or less, several times, during her outward journey. This brought her to an abrupt halt. She looked up and around several times, and then, feeling quite sure that the shore must lie in a certain direction pointed out by Hope, set off in that direction at a good round pace. As the wood seemed to get thicker, however, she concluded that she was wrong, and changed direction again. Still the undergrowth became more dense, and then, suddenly coming to the conclusion that she was lost, she stood stock-still and dropped her bundle of sticks in dismay.

For a few moments she was stunned, as if her position were unbelievable. Then she became horrified and shouted to her companions, but her feeble, unassertive voice was unable to travel far, and drew forth no response. Indeed, she had wandered so far into the forest that, even if possessed of a mans voice, she might have failed to attract the attention of the women. Then the sound of distant firing began to salute her ears, and in an agony of anxiety she ran hither and thither almost blindly.

But there were other ears besides those of Rinka which were startled by the guns.

Sitting under a tree  all ignorant of the presence of his brethren or of the warlike Indians  Cheenbuk was regaling himself on the carcass of a fat willow-grouse which he had speared a little before the firing began.

Our Eskimo was making for the coast where he had left his kayak, and had halted for a feed. The sport in the woods, after its novelty wore off, had lost interest for one whose natural game, so to speak, was bears and walruses, and he was on his way back when this rattle of musketry arrested him.

The sudden eruption of it was not more puzzling to him than its abrupt cessation. Could it be that some of his tribe had followed him to the river and fallen in with the men of the woods? He thought it not unlikely, and that, if so, his assistance, either as fighter or peacemaker, might be required.

Bolting the remainder of the willow-grouse precipitately, he jumped up, grasped his weapons, and made for the coast, as near as he could guess, in the direction of the firing.

It happened, at the same time, that one of the young Indians, who was on his first war-path, and thirsted for scalps as well as distinction, chanced to keep a more easterly direction than his fellows, when they took to the bush, as already related. This man, coming to an open glade whence he could see the shore, beheld the Eskimo women launching their oomiak in a state of frantic alarm. They were also signalling or beckoning eagerly as if to some one in the woods. Casting a hurried glance to his right, he observed poor Rinka, who had just got clear of the forest, and was running towards her companions as fast as her short legs could carry her.

Without a moments hesitation, he took aim at her and fired. The poor girl uttered a loud shriek, threw up her arms, and fell to the ground. It chanced that Cheenbuk was within a hundred yards of the spot at the moment, but the bushes prevented his seeing what had occurred. The report, however, followed by the womans shriek, was a sufficient spur to him. Darting forward at full speed, he quickly cleared the underwood and came suddenly in view of a sight that caused every nerve in his body to tingle  Rinka prostrate on the ground with blood covering her face and hands, and the young Indian standing over her about to operate with the scalping-knife.

The howl of concentrated rage and horror uttered by Cheenbuk instantly checked the savage, and made him turn in self-defence. He had run to finish his horrible work, and secure the usual trophy of war without taking time to re-load his gun, and was thus almost unarmed. Grasping his powder-horn he attempted to rectify this error  which would never have been committed by an experienced warrior,  but before he could accomplish half the operation, the well-aimed spear of Cheenbuk went whistling through the air, and entering his chest came out at his back. He fell dead almost without a groan.

Cheenbuk did not stop to finish the work by stabbing or scalping, but he kneeled beside the wounded girl and gently raised her.

Rinka, he said, softly, while he undid her jacket and sought for the wound, is it bad? Has he killed you?

I feel that I am dying. There is something here. She laid her hand upon her side, from a small wound in which blood was issuing freely.

The heart of the man was at once torn by tender pity and bitter indignation, when he thought of the gentle nature of the poor creature who had been thus laid low, and of the savage cruelty of the Indian who had done it  feelings which were not a little complicated by the reflection that the war-spirit  that is, the desire to kill for mere self-glorification  among some of his own people had probably been the cause of it all.

It is useless. I am dying, gasped the girl, drawing her bloody hand across her forehead. But dont leave me to fall into the hands of these men. Take me home and let me die beside my mother.

She was yet speaking when old Uleeta and her companions came forward. Seeing that no other Indian appeared, and that the one who had shot Rinka was dead, they had quelled their alarm and come to see what had occurred. Cheenbuk, after stanching the flow of blood, availed himself of their aid to carry the wounded girl to the oomiak more comfortably than could have been possible if he had been obliged to carry her in his own strong arms.

With much care they placed her in the bottom of the boat, then the women got in, and Cheenbuk was about to follow, when the report of a gun was heard, and a bullet whizzed close past old Uleetas head  so close, indeed, that it cut off some of her grey hair. But the old creature was by no means frightened.

Quick, jump in! she cried, beginning to push off with her paddle.

Cheenbuk was on the point of accepting the invitation, but a thought intervened  and thought is swifter than the lightning-flash. He knew from slight, but sufficient, experience that the spouters could send only one messenger of death at a time, and that before another could be spouted, some sort of manipulation which took time was needful. If the Indian should get the manipulation over before the oomiak was out of range, any of the women, as well as himself, might be killed.

No, he cried, giving the boat a mighty shove that sent it out to sea like an arrow, be off!  paddle!  for life! I will stop him!

Old Uleeta did not hesitate. She was accustomed to obedience  even when there were no fire-spouters astern. She bent to her paddle with Arctic skill and vigour. So did her mates, and the oomiak darted from the shore while the Indian who had fired the shot was still agonising with his ramrod  for, happily, breech-loaders were as yet unknown.

Cheenbuk was quite alive to his danger. He rushed up the beach towards his foe with a roar and an expression of countenance that did not facilitate loading. Having left his spear in the body of the first Indian, he was unarmed, but that did not matter much to one who felt in his chest and arms the strength of Hercules and Samson rolled into one. So close was he to the Indian when the operation of priming was reached, that the man of the woods merely gave the stock of his gun a slap in the desperate hope that it would prime itself.

This hope, in the artillery used there at that time, was not often a vain hope. Indeed, after prolonged use, the trade gun of the Nor-west got into the habit of priming itself  owing to the enlarged nature of the touch-hole  also of expending not a little of its force sidewise. The consequence was that the charge ignited when the trigger was pulled, and the echoes of the cliffs were once more awakened; but happily the Eskimo had closed in time. Grasping the barrel he turned the muzzle aside, and the ball that was meant for his heart went skipping out to sea, to the no small surprise of the women in the oomiak.

And now, for the second time since he had landed on those shores, was Cheenbuk engaged in the hated work of a hand-to-hand conflict with a foe!

But the conditions were very different, for Alizay was no match for the powerful Eskimo  in physique at least, though doubtless he was not much, if at all, behind him in courage.

Cheenbuk felt this the moment they joined issue, and on the instant an irresistible sensation of mercy overwhelmed him. Holding the gun with his right hand, and keeping its muzzle well to one side, for he did not feel quite certain as to its spouting capacities, he grasped the Indians throat with his left. Quick as lightning Alizay, with his free hand, drew his scalping-knife and struck at the Eskimos shoulder, but not less quick was Cheenbuk in releasing the throat and catching the Indians wrist with a grip that rendered it powerless.

For a minute the Eskimo remained motionless, considering how best to render his adversary insensible without killing him.

That minute cost him dear. Five of Alizays comrades, led by Magadar, came upon the scene, and, as it happened, Cheenbuks back chanced to be towards them. They did not dare to fire, for fear of hitting their comrade, but they rushed unitedly forward with tomahawk and scalping-knife ready.

Take him alive, said Magadar.

Cheenbuk heard the voice. He disposed of poor Alizay by hurling him away as if he had been a child, and was in the act of facing round when Magadar threw his arms round his body and held him. To be seized thus from behind is to most men a serious difficulty, but our Eskimo made short work of his assailant. He bent forward with his head to the ground so violently that the Indian was flung completely over him, and fell flat on his back, in which position he remained motionless. But it was impossible for Cheenbuk to cope with the other four Indians, who flung themselves on him simultaneously, and seized him by arms, legs, and throat.

Of course they could have brained or stabbed him easily, but, remembering their chiefs order to take the man alive, they sought to quell him by sheer force. Stout and sinewy though the four braves were, they had their hands full during a good many minutes, for the Eskimos muscles were tougher and harder than india-rubber; his sinews resembled whip-cord, and his bones bars of iron. So completely was he overwhelmed by the men who held him down, that little or nothing of him could be seen, yet ever and anon, as he struggled, the four men seemed to be heaved upward by a small earthquake.

Alizay, who had risen, stood looking calmly on, but rendered no assistance, first, because there was no room for him to act, and second, because his left wrist had been almost broken by the violence of the throw that he had received. As for Magadar, he was only beginning to recover consciousness, and to wonder where he was!

Suddenly Cheenbuk ceased to strive. He was a crafty Eskimo, and a thought had occurred to him. He would sham exhaustion, and, when his foes relaxed their grip, would burst away from them. He knew it was a forlorn hope, for he was well aware that, even if he should succeed in getting away, the spouters would send messengers to arrest him before he had run far. But Cheenbuk was just the man for a forlorn hope. He rose to difficulties and dangers as trouts to flies on a warm day. The Indians, however, were much too experienced warriors to be caught in that way. They eased off their grip with great caution. Moreover Magadar, having risen, and seeing how things were going, took off his belt and made a running noose of it. He passed the loop deftly round Cheenbuks legs and drew it tight, while the others were still trying vainly to compress his bull-neck.

The moment that Cheenbuk felt the noose tighten on his legs he knew that it was all over with him. To run or fight with his legs tied would be impossible, so, like a true philosopher, he submitted to the inevitable and gave in. His captors, however, did not deem it wise or safe to relax their hold until they had swathed his body with deerskin thongs; then they removed the belt from his legs and assisted him to rise.

It is not the custom of Indians to indulge in much conversation with vanquished foes. They usually confine their attentions to scowling, torturing, and ultimately to killing and scalping them. The Dogribs who had captured Cheenbuk could not speak the Eskimo tongue, and being unaware of his linguistic powers, did not think it possible to speak to him, but one of their number stood by him on guard while the others dug a grave and buried the Indian whom he had slain.

We have already made reference to our young Eskimos unusually advanced views in regard to several matters that do not often  as far as we know  exercise the aboriginal mind. While he stood there watching the Indians, as they silently toiled at the grave, his thoughts ran somewhat in the following groove:  

Poor man! Sorry I killed him, but if I had not he would have killed me  and then, perhaps, some of the women, for they had not got far away, and I dont know how far the spouter can send its little arrows. I wonder if they are little. They must be surely, for Ive never seen one. Hoi! hoi! what fools men are to kill one another! How much better to let each other alone! I have killed him, poor man! and they will kill me. What then? The ice and snow will come and go all the same. No one will be the better for it when we are gone. Some will surely be the worse. Some wife or mother may have to rub her eyes for him. No one will care much for me. But the walrus and the seal-hunt will not be so big when I am gone. I wonder if the Maker of all cares for these things! He must  else he would not have made us and put us here! Did he make us to fight each other? Surely not. Even I would not shape my spear to destroy my kayak  and he must be wiser than me. Yet he never speaks or shows himself. If I had a little child, would I treat it so? No  I must be wrong, and he must be right. Speech is not always with the tongue. Now it comes to my mind that we speak with the eyes when we look fierce or pleased. Perhaps he whispers to me inside, sometimes, and I have not yet learned to understand him.

Cheenbuk had now dropped into one of his frequent reveries, or trains of thought, in which he was apt to forget all that was going on around him, and he did not waken from it until, the burial being concluded, one of the Indians touched him on the shoulder and pointed to Magadar, who had shouldered his gun and was entering the bushes.

Understanding this to be a command to follow, he stepped out at once. The others fell into line behind him, and thus, bound and a captive, our Eskimo turned his back finally  as he believed  on what we may style his native home  the great, mysterious northern sea.




Chapter Seven.

Flight and Misfortune.

While the scene we have described was being enacted, the other Indians, who had crossed the neck of land for the purpose of cutting off the men in the kayaks, failed in the attempt, partly owing to the distance being greater than their memories had assigned to it, and partly to the great speed of the kayaks when propelled by strong men fleeing for their lives.

All the kayaks were well out of gunshot range when the shore was reached, except one which lagged behind. At this one the Indians discharged several volleys, but without effect, and soon after, it also was beyond range.

The little vessel which thus lagged behind belonged to the unfortunate Gartok, whose leg, it will be remembered, was wounded by one of the balls discharged by Alizay. Despite his energy, and desperate though the situation was, Gartok could not overcome the depressing influence of pain and haemorrhage. He fell gradually behind the others, each of whom was too anxious about his own safety to think much of his comrades.

When the firing ceased and the flotilla was well out of range, Gartok laid down his paddle and bound up his wounded limb with some scraps of seal-skin; at the same time, hailing the kayak nearest to him. As soon as it was discovered that their chief was wounded, all the Eskimos came clustering round him. Among them was his lieutenant Ondikik.

You also are wounded, said Gartok, observing the pallor of his face.

Yes; I can find no arrow, but there is blood.

Is it bad? asked the chief, with an angry exclamation at their misfortune.

I cannot tell, replied Ondikik, but

He finished the sentence in the most expressive manner by fainting dead away, and falling over to one side so heavily that he would have infallibly upset the little craft if his comrades had not been close at hand to prevent that catastrophe.

Hail the oomiak! cried Gartok, in a voice that, for him, felt singularly feeble. Put him into it, and let two of the women change with two of the men.

In a few minutes the womens large open boat was alongside, and poor Ondikik was, with some difficulty, transferred to it. Two men then gave up their kayaks to two of the women, and took their places in the oomiak. While this was being done some of the people gave a shout of alarm, for it was observed that Gartok himself had quietly fallen back in a state of insensibility.

The men, therefore, lifted him also out of his kayak and laid him beside his lieutenant.

This accomplished, the little fleet paddled out to sea, and they soon lost sight of the Arctic shore. They did not again pause until they reached a group of small islets, on one of which they encamped for the night.

Fortunately the weather at this time was calm and warm, so that those hardy inhabitants of the icy north required no better lodging or bed than the cold ground, with the star-spangled sky for curtains. With lamps flaring, seal-steaks and wild-fowl simmering, and hot oil flowing, they quickly made themselves comfortable  with the exception, of course, of the warlike Gartok and the hot-headed Ondikik. These two, being fellow-sufferers, were laid beside each other, in order, perhaps, to facilitate mutual condolence. To do them justice, they did not grumble much at their fate, but entertained each other with a running commentary on the events of the day.

And that is strange news that my old mother tells me, resumed Gartok, after a short pause in the conversation. Cheenbuk must have given the Fire-spouters sore heads from the way he gripped them.

I wish I had been there, growled Ondikik.

Im glad I was not there, returned Gartok. I could not have saved him from so many, and it would not have been pleasant to go into slavery  if not to torture and death. Poor Cheenbuk! he was ever against war  yet war has been forced on him. I fear we shall never see him again. Hoi! my leg is bad. I cant understand how the Fire-spouters could hit it without the little thing going through my back first.

I wish all the Fire-spouters were deep in the inside of a whales belly, growled Ondikik, whose wound was beginning to render him feverish and rusty. Arrows and spears can be pulled out, but when the little spouter things go in we dont know where they go to. They disappear and leave an ugly hole behind them.

At this point Raventik, on whom the command had devolved, came forward with a choice piece of juicy walrus blubber on a flat stone for a plate.

Our chiefs will eat, he said, it will do them good  make their hearts strong and ease the wounds.

No, said Gartok decisively, none for me.

Take it away! cried the other sharply.

No? exclaimed Raventik in surprise. You see, he had never in his life been wounded or ill, and could not understand the possibility of refusing food, except when too full of it. Being a sympathetic soul, however, he pressed it on the invalids, but received replies so very discouraging that he was induced to forbear.

Old Uleeta turned out to be a more intelligent, it not more kindly, nurse. After she had eaten her supper and succeeded in bolting the last bite that had refused to go down when she could eat no more, she came forward with a bladder full of water, and some rabbit-skins, for the purpose of dressing the wounds.

Gently, mother, said Gartok with a suppressed groan, you lay hold of me as if I were a seal.

You are quite as self-willed, my son, replied the old woman. If you had not gone out to fight you would not have come back with a hole in your leg.

If I had not come into the world I should not have been here to trouble you, mother.

Theres truth in that, my son, returned the woman, as if the idea were new to her.

At this Ondikik groaned  whether at the contemptibly obvious character of the idea, or at ideas in general, or in consequence of pain, we cannot tell.

You said, mother, that Cheenbuk gave them a good deal of trouble?

Ay, he gave them sore hearts and sore bodies.

They deserved it! what right had they to come with their fire-spouters to attack us?

What right had you to go without your fire-spouters to attack them? demanded old Uleeta, somewhat maliciously.

Gartok, who was destitute neither of intelligence nor of humour, laughed, but the laugh slid into a most emphatic hoi! as his mother gave the leg a wrench.

Softly, mother, softly! Treat me as you did when I was so big, he exclaimed, indicating about one foot six between his hands.

The old woman chuckled, or rather hee! heed! a little and continued:

Yes, Cheenbuk fought like a bear. We could not see him, for they were all on top of him at once, but hi! how he made them heave! I wonder they did not use their knives.

They felt sure they had him, said her son, they wanted to drive him to their huts and kill him slowly to amuse their women.

This was such a horrible idea that the old woman became unusually grave.

These Fire-spouters are worse than white bears, she said, for these never torture other beasts, though they often kill them.

True, mother. Now I wish you would go away and leave my leg alone. Ondikik there needs your help. Go to him and hurt him as much as you please. I wont grumble.

You were always a thankless boy  ever since you could speak, replied the dame, reproachfully.

Did you ever hear of any one being thankless before he could speak?  hoi! mother, youve tied it too tight. Slack it a little.

After complying with her sons request, old Uleeta went to Ondikik, to whom, however, she could render but little service, owing to the nature of his wound. Then she paid a visit to Rinka, whose injuries, however, proved to be more alarming than severe; after which she joined the rest of the tribe at supper.

While the Eskimos were thus proceeding to their home among the islands of the Arctic sea, the captors of Cheenbuk were paddling up-stream to the lands of the Dogrib Indians.

At first the stout Eskimo meditated an attempt to escape. Indeed he made one vigorous effort when they were leading him through the bush with his hands tied behind him. Just as they came to the place where the canoes were lying, the thought of home, and of his probable fate as a prisoner, pressed so heavily on him that he suddenly became furious, tripped up the man beside him with his foot, kicked over the one behind him with his heel, ran his head like a battering-ram into the back of the man in front of him, and then strove to burst his bonds with a succession of mighty wriggles, but, not being quite equal to Samson, he failed, and on seeing that two savages stood over him with drawn scalping-knives, while Magadar put the muzzle of a gun to his head, he deemed it wise to give in and uttered the exclamation hoi! with the air of one who feels that his game is played out. He marched forward after that in submissive silence.

On reaching the canoes, however, a fresh burst of indignation assailed him, and for a moment he meditated sending his foot through the bottom of the frail craft which was to carry him into exile, but on second thoughts he decided to delay the performance of that violent measure till they were well out in the middle of the current, when there would be the chance of drowning some of his foes as well as himself. By the time the desired position was reached, however, his spirit had calmed down a little and his philosophic mind  to say nothing of his heart  had begun to suggest the uselessness of gratifying his feelings by a revenge which he probably could not enjoy much while in the process of drowning, and, doubtless, could not enjoy at all after he was drowned.

Thus it came to pass that our hero restrained his passions, and, in process of time, found himself a prisoner in one of the lodges of the Dogrib Indians.




Chapter Eight.

In the Hour of Need.

On reaching the Indian village Cheenbuk was firmly bound to a tree a little way outside the camp, and left there to his meditations, while his captors went to the old chiefs tent to hold a council.

Meanwhile the women and children went to look at the captive. Among them were Adolay and her mother. The moment the former set eyes on Cheenbuk she recognised him as the youth who had rescued her mother from drowning the previous year.

Mother, she whispered, drawing her parent aside, that is him! Dont you remember him?

I think it is, returned Isquay, gazing steadily at the Eskimo, who looked at the crowd which surrounded him with a gaze of supreme contempt, though he did not by any means feel contemptuous.

Come, mother, said Adolay, with sudden earnestness, he has not recognised us in the crowd. I must go and find out what the braves are palavering.

As she spoke she drew her mother towards their own lodge, and there left her while she hurried on to the council-tent. In the shelter of some bushes she crept as near to it as possible.

There was no difficulty in making out what was said, for the warriors made no secret of their intentions, and spoke in loud tones.

He shall die, was the remark of Alizay just as the girl came within hearing, he has killed one of our braves.

Ay, and he shall die by torture, said Magadar, who was a relation of the man that had been slain.

Ho! ho! exclaimed most of the warriors in tones of approval, but there were a few among them who were silent. They leaned to mercys side.

Better to spare his life and make a slave of him, said one of these, we can keep him always tied like a bad dog till we need him; then we can loose his legs and make him drag our sledges.

The brave who has spoken is young, said the old chief. He does not know much about men. Will not the Eskimo watch for his chance, get free from his bonds, kill some of us when we are off our guard, and, perhaps, escape?

That is so. He must be killed, remarked Magadar, with a glance of scorn at the merciful youth, and the sooner the better.

Let us do it at once, said one of the blood-thirsty.

On hearing this the heart of Adolay beat anxiously, and for a few moments she was undecided whether to run to the tree to which the Eskimo was bound and set him free by cutting his bonds, or enter the council-tent, tell the story of his having saved her mothers life, and plead that the youths might be spared. Both courses, she knew, were about equally desperate. If she were to follow the first, all the children would see her do it, and give the alarm, in which case the Eskimo would be pursued and certainly recaptured, for a fugitive in a strange country would have no chance with men well acquainted with every nook and corner of their native land. Besides which, she knew not what terrible punishment might be inflicted on herself for making such an attempt. On the other hand, for a woman to violate the sanctity of a council-tent was so unprecedented that she felt sure it would be sternly resented, and, therefore, useless.

Fortunately she was saved the necessity of acting on either alternative by the arguments of the next speaker, who was one of the blood-thirsty braves.

Let us not be in haste like women and children, he said; if we leave him bound to the tree all night he will have time to think of the fate that is coming, and we shall have good sunlight in the morning, which will enable even the oldest squaw to see well.

After some palaver it was agreed that the execution of Cheenbuk should be postponed to the following day, and that a sentinel should be posted beside him during the night to make sure that he did not manage to undo his fastenings and escape.

On hearing this decision arrived at, Adolay crept back into the bush and hastened to her mothers tent.

They have fixed to kill him, mother, she exclaimed, anxiously, on entering.

I expected that, and Im sorry, returned Isquay, but we cannot help it. What can women do? The men will not mind what I say. If only Nazinred was here they would listen to him, but

Yes, they always listen to father, interrupted the girl, with an anxious frown on her pretty brows, but as father is not here you must do what you can for the man.

You are very fond of him! said the squaw with a keen look at her daughter.

Yes, I am very fond of him, replied Adolay with an air of unblushing candour, and I think, mother, that you should be fond of him too.

So I am, girl, so I am, but what can I do?

You can go and tell the story to the old chief. He is not hard, like some of the young men. Perhaps he may help us.

Isquay shook her head, but nevertheless agreed to try her influence with the old man, and went out for that purpose.

Meanwhile Adolay, who had not herself much faith in her mothers advocacy of the poor Eskimos cause, resolved upon a separate course of action. Throwing a blanket over her head and shoulders, she started for the place where Cheenbuk stood, scornfully regarding the little boys who surrounded and insulted him by flourishing knives and hatchets close to his defenceless nose. They did not, however, dare to touch him, as the time had not yet arrived for actual torture.

Running forward, Adolay, who was a favourite with the young people, drove them back.

Keep clear of him, she cried with a fierce glare in her eyes  which was wonderfully realistic, considering that it was a mere piece of acting I want to speak to him  to terrify him  to fill him with horror!

This was quite to the taste of the wretched little creatures, who fell back in a semi-circle and waited for more.

Can you understand my speech? she demanded as she turned on Cheenbuk with flashing eyes.

The Eskimo thought he had never seen such magnificent eyes before, and wished much that they would look on him more kindly.

Yes, he replied, I understand a little.

Listen, then, cried Adolay in a loud tone, and with looks more furious than before. You are to die to-morrow.

I expected it would be to-night, replied Cheenbuk calmly.

And you are to be tortured to death! At this the boys set up a howl of delight. At the same time the girl advanced a step nearer the captive, and said in a low voice hurriedly:

I will save you. Be ready to act  to-night. The softened look and altered tone opened the eyes of the captive. Although the blanket partially concealed Adolays face, Cheenbuk at once recognised the girl whose mother he had saved the previous spring.

I am awake! he said quietly, but with a glance of bright intelligence.

Yes, you are doomed to die, continued Adolay, when the boys howling had subsided, and if you are to be tortured, we will all come to see how brave you are.

As she said this she went close up to the captive, as if to make her words more emphatic, and shook her little fist in his face. Then  in a low voice You see the cliff behind me, with the dead tree below it?

Yes.

Run for that tree when you are free  and wait.

Turning round, as though her rage was satisfied for the time being, Adolay left the spot with a dark frown on her face.

Leave him now, boys, she said in passing. Give him time to think about to-morrow.

Whether it was the effect of this advice, or the fact that the shades of evening were falling, and a feeding-time was at hand, we cannot say, but in a short time Cheenbuk was left to his meditations. He was, however, quite within sight of several of the lodges. As the daylight gradually faded a young brave left his tent, and, shouldering his gun, went to the place where the captive was bound. Examining the bonds to make sure that they were secure, the youth carefully renewed the priming of his weapon, shouldered it, and began to pace to and fro. His mode of proceeding was to walk up to the captive, take a look at him, turn round, and walk about thirty or forty yards away from him, and so on to and fro without halt or variation for upwards of two hours. During all that time he uttered no word to the Eskimo.

Cheenbuk, on his part, took no notice whatever of his guard, but stood perfectly still and looked with calm, lofty indifference over his head  which he was well able to do, being a considerably taller man.

As the night advanced the darkness deepened, and the poor captive began to entertain serious misgivings as to his prospects. Would the girl try to carry out the plan, whatever it was? Yes, he had not the slightest doubt on that head, because, somehow, she had inspired him with a confidence that he had never felt in woman before. But would she be able to carry out her plan? That was quite another question. Then, the darkness had become so intense that he could barely see the outline of the cliff towards which he was to run, and could not see the dead tree at all. Moreover, it occurred to him that it would be impossible even to walk, much less to run, over unknown and perhaps rough ground in darkness so great that he could hardly see the trees around him; and could only make out the whites of the sentinels eyes when he came close up.

It was therefore with a feeling of relief that he at length observed a faint glow of light in the sky, which indicated the rising of the moon.

Soon afterwards a dark figure was seen approaching. It was Alizay, the blood-thirsty brave, who had come to relieve guard.




Chapter Nine.

Trying Moments and Perplexing Doubts.

The first thing that the new sentinel did was carefully to examine the cords that bound the captive to the tree, and tie one or two additional knots to make him more secure. Then he turned to the other Indian, and asked sharply:  

Has he been quiet?

Quiet as the tree to which he is bound.

Has he uttered speech?

No.

Good. You may go. I will watch him till morning: after that he will need no more watching.

Alizay looked sharply at the Eskimo while he uttered these words, perhaps to ascertain whether he understood their drift, but Cheenbuks visage was immovable, and his eyes were fixed, as if in meditation, on the moon, which just then was beginning to rise over the cliffs and shed a softened light over the Indian village.

The new sentinel shouldered his gun and began his vigil, while the other left them.

But other ears had listened to the concluding words of Alizay.

The tree to which the Eskimo was bound stood close to the edge of the bush, or underwood. In front of it was an open space, up and down which the sentinel marched. Had the Indian dreamed of a traitor in the camp he would not have deemed the captives position as secure as it should be, but the idea of any one in the village favouring a contemptible eater-of-raw-flesh never once entered his imagination.

Nevertheless, Adolay was in the bush behind the tree, and not only heard his words, but saw his movements. Watching her opportunity when the sentinel had just turned and was marching away from the tree, she cut, with a scalping-knife, the cord that bound Cheenbuks right arm and placed the knife in his hand. Almost at the same moment she slipped back into the bush.

Cheenbuk made no attempt, however, to free himself. The sentinels beat was too short to permit of his doing so without being observed. He therefore remained perfectly motionless in his former attitude.

It was a trying moment when the Indian approached to within a couple of feet and looked him straight in the face, as was his wont at each turn. But Cheenbuk was gifted with nerves of steel. His contemplation of the moon was so absorbing, that a civilised observer might have mistaken him for an astronomer or a lunatic. Alizay suspected nothing. He turned round, and the Eskimo allowed him to take about five paces before he moved. Then, with the speed of lightning, he ran the sharp blade down his side, severing all his bonds at one sweep.

Next moment he was free, but he instantly resumed his former position and attitude until his guard was within a yard of him. Then he sprang upon him, dropped the knife and seized him by the throat with both hands, so tightly that he was quite incapable of uttering a cry.

Alizay made a vigorous struggle for life, but he had no chance with the burly Eskimo, who quickly decided the fight by giving his adversary a blow with his fist that laid him insensible on the ground.

Springing over his prostrate form he ran straight for the cliff that Adolay had pointed out to him, leaping over fallen trees, and across what looked like young chasms, in a state of reckless uncertainty as to whether he would plunge into ponds or land at the bottom of precipices. With a feeling of absolute confidence that the girl with the lustrous eyes would not have told him to run where the feat was impossible, he held on until he reached the bottom of the cliff and stood beside the dead tree unhurt, though considerably winded.

There he resolved to wait according to orders. To most ordinary men, waiting, when they are filled with anxiety, is much more trying than energetic action. But Cheenbuk was not an ordinary man, therefore he waited like a hero.

Meanwhile Adolay, having seen the Eskimo fairly in grips with the sentinel, ran swiftly back towards the village, intending, before going to Cheenbuk at the cliff, to let her mother know what she had done, and what she still purposed to do  namely to embark with the Eskimo in a birch-bark canoe, guide him across the small lake that lay near the village, and show him the rivulet that would lead him into the Greygoose River. But she had not gone far, when, on turning a bush, she almost ran into the arms of a young Indian girl named Idazoo, an event which upset all her plans and perplexed her not a little  all the more that this girl was jealous of her, believing that she was trying to steal from her the affections of Alizay, whom she regarded as her own young man!

Why run you so fast? asked the girl, as Adolay stood panting before her. Have you seen a bad spirit?

Yes, I have seen a bad spirit, answered Adolay, (thinking of Alizay), I have seen two bad spirits, she added, (thinking of Idazoo). But I cannot stop to tell you. I have to  to  go to see  something very strange to-night.

Now it must be told that Idazoo was gifted with a very large bump of curiosity, and a still larger one, perhaps, of suspicion. The brave Alizay, she knew, was to mount guard over the Eskimo captive that night, and she had a suspicion that Adolay had taken advantage of that fact to pay the captive  not the Indian, oh dear no!  a visit. Unable to rest quietly in her tent under the powerful influence of this idea, she resolved to take a walk herself  a sort of moonlight ramble as it were  in that direction. As we have seen, she met her friend, not unexpectedly, on the way.

I will go with you, she said, to see this strange thing, whatever it be. There may be danger; two are better than one, and, you know, I am not easily frightened.

Poor Adolay was dismayed by this proposition, and hurried forward, but Idazoo kept pace with her. Suddenly she made up her mind, and, changing her direction, made for the cliff at a rapid run, closely followed by her jealous friend, who was resolved to see the mystery out.

She purposely led her companion round in such a way that they came suddenly upon the waiting Eskimo, whose speaking visage betrayed his surprise at seeing two girls instead of one.

On beholding Cheenbuk standing there unbound, Idazoo stopped short, drew back, and gazed at him in alarm as well as surprise.

You have now seen the strange sight I spoke of, but you must not tell it in the lodges, said Adolay.

Without answering her, Idazoo turned to fly, but Adolay grasped her by the wrist and held her tight  at the same time motioning with her hand to Cheenbuk.

The Eskimo was prompt as well as intelligent. He did not wait for explanations or allow surprise to delay him. With a bound he was beside the girls, had grasped Idazoo, and looked to Adolay for further instructions.

Hold her till I tie up her hands, she said, drawing a stout line of deerskin from a pocket in the breast of her dress.

With this she proceeded to bind her inquisitive friends wrists. Perceiving that she was to be made a captive, the girl opened her mouth and began a shriek, which, had it been allowed full play, would no doubt have reached her friends in the village, but Cheenbuk had observed the intention, and before the first note had struggled into being, he clapped his hand on her mouth and quenched it. Idazoo wore round her neck a brightly coloured cotton kerchief, such as the fur-traders of those days furnished for barter with the Indians. Cheenbuk quietly plucked this off her neck and tied it firmly round her face and mouth so as to effectually gag her. This done they fastened her to the stem of the dead tree.

The whole operation was performed without unnecessary rudeness, and with great celerity.

Now, Idazoo, said Adolay, when they had finished, you have done me great injury this night. I am sorry to treat you in this way, but I cannot help it. You would come with me, you know. If I could trust you even now, I would take the cloth off your mouth, but I dare not, you might yell, and everybody knows you were never good at keeping your promises. But it does not matter much. The handkerchief is not too tight to prevent the air getting up your nose  and it will give your tongue a rest, which it needs. Besides, the night is not cold, and as our braves pass here every morning when starting off to hunt, you will soon be set free.

The Eskimo showed all his brilliant teeth from ear to ear while this little speech was being made. Then he accompanied Adolay through the bush until they reached the shores of a small lake, beside which a birch-bark canoe was lying, partly in the water. At an earlier part of that evening the girl had placed the canoe there, and put into it weapons and provisions suitable for a considerable voyage.

You have got this ready for me? said Cheenbuk.

Yes. You saved my mothers life once, and I will save yours, replied the girl, pointing to the bow of the canoe as if ordering him to embark.

Are you going with me? asked the youth, with a look of hopeful surprise and a very slight flutter of the heart.

You do not know the lake. I will guide you to the place where the little river runs out of it, and then, by following that, you will get into Greygoose River, which I think you know.

The Eskimos heart ceased to flutter, and the hope died out of his expressive eyes as he said, still hesitating, But  but  I am very heavy and you are very light. A canoe does not go well with its head deep in the water. Dont you think that I should sit behind and steer?

And where would you steer to? asked Adolay, with a somewhat pert smile. Besides, look there, she added, pointing to the stern of the little craft, do Eskimos not use their eyes?

Cheenbuk used his eyes as directed, and saw that a heavy stone had been placed in the stern so as to counteract the difference of weight. With an air of humility, therefore, he stepped into his allotted place, took up a paddle and sat down. Adolay pushed the craft into deeper water, stepped lightly in, and, giving a vigorous shove, sent it skimming out on the lake. Then the two dipped their paddles with a will, and shot over the water like an arrow.

Profound silence was maintained until the other end of the lake was reached, when the moon came out from a bank of clouds and enabled the girl to find the reedy source of the little river without difficulty.

We will land here and lift the canoe past the reeds, she said, steering the little craft to the side of a grassy bank.

Walking along this bank, and guiding the canoe with their hands, they soon came to an open space in the forest, whence they could see the rivulet winding like a thread of silver through the land in front of them.

This is the place where we must part, said Adolay with a sudden determination of manner which surprised and puzzled the Eskimo. You have now no further need for me. You have only to go straight on with the running of the water. There are only two falls on the way, but you will hear the noise before you come to them, and you have only to lift the canoe a short way through the bush to the still water below the falls. Our braves often do that; you will find it quite easy.

I know something of that, returned Cheenbuk; we have no falls in our great salt lake, but we have plenty big lumps of ice, and when these are like to crush together we have to jump out of our kayaks and lift them out of the water  ho! and we do it quick too, sometimes, or we get squeezed flat. But if I go on with the canoe how will you get home? You cannot swim back.

I can walk round the lake. Are the Eskimo girls not able to walk, that you ask such a question? said the girl, raising her dark eyes with something of an amused look to the face of her companion, who was looking anxiously down at her.

Oh yes, they can walk well. Ay, and run too when needful. But  but  Im sorry that we must part. Must!  why must?

The youth said this in a meditative tone, for it had occurred to him for a moment that the girl was now in his power; that he could compel her to get into the bow of the canoe, and might steer her to his home at Waruskeek if he chose, whether she would or no. But Cheenbuks soul was chivalrous. He was far in advance of his kindred and his times. He scorned himself for having even thought of such a thing for a moment; and it was with an air of profound humility that he continued  

Must  of course you must. One of the young braves would have a sore heart if you did not return.

No one that I know of, she replied quickly. I care not for the braves; but my mother would have a sore heart if I did not return. Yet I fear to go back, for that Idazoo will tell, and perhaps they will kill me for helping you to escape.

Then you must not go back, said the Eskimo stoutly. Come with me and I will take good care of you.

No, I cannot, returned the girl thoughtfully; I cannot forsake my mother and father in such a way without even a word at parting.

What is your name? asked the youth promptly. Mine is Cheenbuk.

They call me Adolay; that, in our language, means the summer-time.

Well, Adolay, I dont know what my name, Cheenbuk, means  perhaps it means winter-time. Anyhow, listen to me. If there is any chance of you being killed you must not go back. I will take you to my mothers igloe and you will live with her.

Have you, too, got a mother? asked Adolay with interest.

Ho! yes; and a father too  and theyre both fat and heavy and kind. When they come to know that you have been so kind to me, they will receive you with joy.

No, said Adolay, shaking her small head decidedly, I will not go. They may kill me if they like, but I will never forsake my mother.

Are you determined?

Yes  for sure.

Then so am I, said Cheenbuk, taking hold of the canoe and turning the bow up-stream. Get in, Adolay, and we will return to the lodges of your people and die together.

Cheenbuk had a way of saying and doing things that convinced his hearers that he was thoroughly in earnest. The Indian girl felt this, and regretted much that she had said anything at all about her danger. She now tried to counteract the evil.

What do you mean? she said, anxiously.

I mean that I am not afraid to go back and die with you.

But it is not certain, she replied, that they will kill me. If my father was at home they would not dare to do it, and perhaps they will be afraid of his revenge when he comes back. But for you there is no chance at all. They will be sure to kill you with slow tortures.

I care not. If I go back they will not be so likely to kill you. But listen to me, Adolay. I have a thought. If you come with me to my home in Waruskeek I will take you safe to my fathers igloe, and you shall live with my mother and sister. I will not ask you to be my squaw, but you will stay with them till we collect a strong band of young men, when we will go to visit your people and take you with us. If they are friendly  well, and we can traffic together. If they receive us ill there will be a fight  that is all. I do not like fighting  but whatever happens I promise that you shall be restored to your father and mother. Now, will you go?

Adolay looked up earnestly into the grave countenance of the young man. There could be no doubt of his thorough sincerity  she felt that  still, she hesitated. It was a bold step to take  even for an Indian heroine!

At that critical moment there broke upon their ears a distant sound that caused them both to start and look round anxiously. It was faint, and so far away that at first they could make nothing of it. A few seconds later it was repeated louder than before. Then a look of intelligence broke over Adolays countenance.

I know! she exclaimed, Idazoo is shrieking! We should have put the cloth over her nose! She has got her mouth free and

Another sharp yell rendered it needless for her to complete the sentence.

Come, she said, laying hands on the canoe. Turn it round. We will go!

A few minutes more and the pair were flying down the swift current of the little river as fast as they could dip their paddles in the stream.




Chapter Ten.

A Wild Chase and a Bad Failure.

It does not necessarily require the influences of civilised life to make an honourable, upright man, any more than it needs the influences of savage life to make a thorough scoundrel. Of course the tendency of civilisation is to elevate, of savagery to debase, nevertheless it is certain that as we occasionally see blackguards in the highest ranks, so we sometimes find men and women with exalted conceptions of right and wrong in the lowest circles of life.

The truth would seem to be that the Spirit of God is not confined to ranks or conditions of men  a fact that appears to be confirmed by the Scripture statement that in every nation he that feareth God and worketh righteousness is acceptable to Him.

Cheenbuks mind must assuredly have been influenced by a good spirit when, after descending the little river at the utmost speed possible  so as to render recapture for a time at least improbable  he directed his companion to run the canoe on the bank in an eddy formed by a flat rock, and then, against his own most earnest desires, advised Adolay to return to her people.

While we were paddling down-stream, he said, I have been thinking much, and I cannot believe that your people would be so hard as to kill you for only helping a poor Eskimo to escape. Now, I have changed my mind. I have often found that it is better to think more than once before acting, if you have time to do so. What I think now is, that we should hide the canoe here, and return to your village on foot together. When we get there  or when we meet them chasing us  you will go on, and I will hide to see how they receive you, and if they receive you kindly  as I feel sure they will do  I will return here to this spot, take the canoe, and go to my home alone. I cannot bear to take you from your father and mother. I think the Great Spirit, who is the father of all, would be angry with me. But I will not force you to return if you are afraid.

I am afraid, returned Adolay, quickly. You do not know how angry the men will be: and you dont know how sharp their eyes are. If you were to return with me they would see you long before you could see them, and would give you no chance to hide.

Then there is nothing to be done but to go on, said Cheenbuk, with a sigh which he loyally strove to vent as a sign of regret, but which insisted on issuing forth as a distinct sound of satisfaction!

You have promised to take me safe to your mothers igloe, and to bring me back to my own home, said Adolay, with a look of confidence. I will go on and trust you.

Without another word the Eskimo pushed off the head of the canoe, which was caught by the current and swept down-stream. Ere long they reached the Greygoose River, and, paddling into the centre of the current, were soon careering towards the sea at a pace which they thought rendered their being overtaken almost impossible. To make quite sure, however, they continued the voyage far into the night, and did not land for a very brief rest until the grey dawn had begun to appear over the eastern tree-tops.

Being both somewhat fatigued by that time they scarcely uttered a word as they encamped, but went about the work as if half asleep. Cheenbuk lifted the canoe out of the water and laid it on the bank, bottom up, in which position it formed a rough and ready tent for his companion, who, meanwhile, carried up the provisions. Seated on the grass beside it they ate a little dried venison, which required no cooking  uttering only a monosyllable now and then with half-closed eyes, and sometimes with an imbecile smile, which terminated occasionally in an irresistible nod. The feebleness of the light, too, as well as the quietness of the hour, contributed not a little to this state of semi-consciousness.

The frugal supper having been washed down with a draught of water, from Natures own cup  the joined hands  Adolay lay down under the canoe. Cheenbuk retired to a neighbouring spruce-fir and stretched himself under its branches. Need we add that sleep closed their eyelids instantly?

But the Eskimo was much too experienced a hunter and warrior to allow the drowsy god to enchain him long. Like a dead log he lay for little more than two hours, then he awoke with a start and stretched himself.

Hoi! he exclaimed sharply, looking towards the canoe, which was distant from his lair about five or six yards.

The exclamation had scarcely passed his lips when Adolay sprang up, and next moment went blinking, yawning, and stumbling down the bank with the provisions under one arm, the paddles and weapons under the other. Cheenbuk lifted the canoe and followed her. In a few minutes they were once more out in the middle of the strong current, paddling with might and main.

Now, it was well that they had used such diligence in their flight, for the pursuers were closer behind them than they had supposed.

When the unfortunate Alizay was felled by the Eskimo, as we have described, he lay for a considerable time in a state of insensibility, but he was by no means killed  not even seriously damaged  for Cheenbuks intense dislike to take life had not only induced him to drop the knife with which the Indian girl had supplied him to cut his cords, but inclined him to use his ponderous fist with moderation, so that Alizay, on recovering, found himself none the worse, except for a severe headache and an unnaturally large bridge to his nose.

Gathering himself up, and gradually swelling with rage as he reflected on the treatment to which he had been subjected, he ran at full speed to alarm the camp and begin a search. But where were they to search?  that was the question. There were four points to the compass  though they knew nothing about the compass  and the fugitive might have gone off in the direction of any of these, or between them, and it was too dark a night to permit of his trail being followed by sight, for, although the moon might aid them in the open, it would be quite useless in the darkness of the woods.

A hurried council was held, and a good deal of distracting advice given while the young braves were arming themselves. To add to their perplexities, a lad rushed suddenly into the council-tent with glaring eyes, saying that the girl Idazoo had disappeared from the village. This news greatly increased the fury of Alizay, but he had scarcely realised the truth when another lad, with, if possible, still more glaring eyes and a gaping mouth, rushed in to tell that the girl Adolay was also missing. This blew up the agitation to a frenzy of excitement  not usual among the Red men of the north  because the necessity for prompt action was great, while the impossibility of doing anything definite was greater.

It was just at this point, when the clamour was at its height, that a sound was heard which instantly produced dead silence, while every man and boy became as if petrified, with eyes enlarged and ears cocked to listen.

Again the sound was heard  a distant yell undoubtedly, coming from the direction of the cliff.

All the self-possession and promptitude of the Indians returned in a moment. In a second the braves glided out of the council-tent and disappeared, each making a straight line for the sound, while the women and children left behind listened with profound attention and expectation.

There was no lack of guiding sounds now, for the moment Idazoo managed to clear her mouth of the gag she began and continued a series of shrieks and yells which were intensified in vigour by the fact that she gradually became hysterical as well as wrathful.

The first to reach the spot was Alizay. On beholding him the girl stopped, and, after two or three exasperated echoes had finished their remarks, a profound silence reigned.

Lovers among the Dogribs are not yet very gallant. Civilisation may do something for them, as to this, in time.

You can make a noise! said the youth, stepping up to her.

I have reason to do so, replied the maiden, somewhat abashed.

Did Adolay go with him? asked Alizay as several of the other braves ran up.

Yes.

Willingly?

Yes  she helped to tie me and showed him the way.

Where did they go?

In the direction of the lake.

Instantly the whole band turned and ran off in the direction mentioned  Alizay being last, as he paused just long enough to cut the bonds of Idazoo, but left her to disentangle herself as she best could.

On reaching the shores of the lake the footsteps of the fugitives showed clear in the moonlight, and the marks of launching the canoe were visible, so that there was no further doubt as to what should be done. The Indians knew well that there was only one outlet from the lake. Their canoes were close by, and their guns and tomahawks in their hands. Nothing therefore required to be done but to embark and give chase. For this purpose two canoes were deemed sufficient, with three men in each.

Magadar took charge of the leading canoe. Alizay steered the other, and the rest of the braves returned to the village to gloat over the news that Idazoo had to tell, to feast on the produce of the previous days hunt, and to clear  or obfuscate  their intellects, more or less, with their tobacco-pipes.

As the six pursuers were very wrathful, and pretty strong, they caused their canoes to skim over the lake like swallows, and reached the head of the little river not very long after the fugitives had left it. A stern chase, however, is proverbially a long one, and as they overhauled the chase only inch by inch, there seemed little chance of overtaking it that night. The leaders, however, being men of great endurance, resolved to carry on without rest as long as possible. This they did until about dawn  the same hour at which the fugitives had succumbed  and both parties put ashore at last for a rest, neither being aware of the fact that their separate camping-grounds were not more than three miles apart!

Well was it then for Adolay that her stout protector was a light sleeper, as well as a man of iron frame, and that he had aroused her fully an hour and a half sooner than the time at which the Indians left their camp to resume the chase. It was well, also, that Cheenbuk required but a short rest to recruit his strength and enable him to resume the paddle with his full vigour. The joy, also, consequent upon the discovery that he loved the Indian girl, and that she had made up her mind, without any persuasion on his part, to run away with him, lent additional power to his strong back. Perhaps, also, a sympathetic feeling in the breast of the maiden added to the strength of her well-formed and by no means feeble arm, so that many miles were soon added to the three which intervened between the chasers and the chased. To the horror of Adolay she found when she and Cheenbuk reached the mouth of the river, that the sea was extensively blocked by masses of ice, which extended out as far as the eye could reach.

Although thus encumbered, however, the sea was by no means choked up with it, and to the gaze of the young Eskimo the ice presented no insurmountable obstacle, for his experienced eye could trace leads and lanes of open water as far as the first group of distant islets, which lay like scarce perceptible specks on the horizon.

But to the inexperienced eye of the girl the scene was one of hopeless confusion, and it filled her with sudden alarm and despair, though she possessed more than the usual share of the Dogrib womens courage. Observing her alarm, Cheenbuk gave her a look of encouragement, but avoided telling her not to be afraid, for his admiration of her was too profound to admit of his thinking that she could really be frightened, whatever her looks might indicate.

The ice is our friend to-day, he said, with a cheery smile, as they stood together on the seashore beside their canoe, surveying the magnificent scene of snowy field, fantastic hummock, massive berg, and glittering pinnacle that lay spread out before them.

Adolay felt, but did not express surprise, for she was filled with a most commendable trust in the truth and wisdom as well as the courage of the man to whose care she had committed herself.

If you say the ice is our friend, it must be so, she remarked quietly, but to the Indian girl it seems as if the ice was our foe, for she can see no escape, and my people will be sure to follow us.

Let them follow, returned Cheenbuk, with a quiet laugh, as he re-arranged the lading of the canoe before continuing the voyage. They wont follow beyond this place!

Lifting out the big stone, which had formed a counterpoise to his weight, he flung it on the beach.

We will change places now, Adolay, he said, you have guided our canoe when on the inland waters; it is now my turn to steer, for I understand the sea of ice. Get in, we will start.

When Magadar and his comrades arrived at the mouth of the Greygoose River and beheld the aspect of the sea, a cry of mingled surprise and disappointment escaped them, but when they had landed and discovered the canoe of the fugitives far away like a speck among the ice-floes, the cry was transmuted into a howl of rage.

Quick! embark! Let us after them! shouted Magadar.

Death to them both! yelled Alizay.

For a few minutes the Indians followed the lanes of open water, till their turnings began to appear somewhat complicated; then the warlike spirit became a little subdued. Presently one of the Indians discovered  or thought he discovered  that the lead of water was narrowing, and that the ice was closing in.

Promptly both canoes were put about, and the shore was regained with amazing speed.

After that the Dogribs paddled quietly up the Greygoose River, and meekly returned to their woodland home.




Chapter Eleven.

Encamped on the Islet.

It was with feelings of profound thankfulness and relief that Adolay landed on the first of the islets, and surveyed the chaotic though beautiful floes from which they had escaped.

And in truth Cheenbuk had required all his skill and experience more than once to avoid the dangers by which they had been beset, for, although the weather was perfectly calm and the ice nearly motionless, they had frequently to pass through channels so narrow that the slightest current might have caused a nip and obliged them to take hurried refuge on the floes, while, at other times, when compelled to pass rather close to the small bergs, lumps dropped into the water perilously near to them from the overhanging ice-cliffs.

There has been some danger, remarked the girl, turning to her protector.

All is well when it ends well, replied the Eskimo, nearly, but unconsciously, quoting Shakespeare. But the danger was not very great, for if the ice had closed in we could have jumped on it, and carried the canoe to the nearest open water.

But what if a lump had dropped into the canoe and sunk it? asked Adolay.

We should have had to scramble on the floes and wait there till  till we died together.

He said this with some degree of solemnity, for it was an uncomfortable reflection.

I would prefer,  she stopped suddenly, for in the haste of the moment she was going to have said that we should live together rather than die together,  but maiden modesty, not unfamiliar even among savages, restrained her, and Cheenbuk, who was not observant in the matter of imperfect speech, took no notice of the abrupt pause.

The evening was far advanced, for it had taken them the whole day to reach the islet, owing to the windings of the lanes of water and the frequency with which they had to turn back in consequence of having run into what may be termed blind alleys. It was resolved, therefore, that they should rest there for the night.

As there was no fear, by that time, of their being pursued by Indians, Cheenbuk resolved that they should have a good warm supper to recruit their somewhat exhausted energies. Of course Adolay was only too glad to fall in with this arrangement, and said that she would go along the shore and collect small masses of drift-wood for the fire, while her companion lifted up the canoe and made the encampment.

You will not find much drift-wood, I think, said Cheenbuk, as she was about to set off, for the currents dont set upon this island much. The long point of the bigger island over there turns the currents off from this one, but perhaps you may find a little.

Adolay found this to be true, for she wandered several miles along shore  indeed, went nearly round the islet, which was a low rocky one, almost devoid of verdure  before she had collected a good bundle of dry sticks.

Meanwhile the Eskimo set to work with characteristic enthusiasm to arrange the camp. Choosing a spot where a low wall of rock sheltered him from the north, he laid a few stones in a heap to mark the place for the fire. Then he carried up the canoe, and laid it down bottom up, so as to face the fire. Underneath it he made a snug nest of twigs and leaves for Adolay to rest in. Then, on the opposite side of the fire, he made another lair  a sort of open-air nest  for himself, after which he collected a good many of the small dead twigs among the scrub, which he piled up in readiness around a large piece of drift timber he had the good fortune to discover, not far from the spot where they landed.

This done, he stood back a few paces and admired his handiwork, his head on one side with quite the air of a connoisseur.

Presently he began to wish that Adolay would return, and then sat down to make fire by the slow and laborious Eskimo process of rubbing two pieces of stick rapidly together until the friction should ignite them. He was still absorbed in the work when the Indian girl returned with a bundle of wood which she threw down beside the rest.

You have had better luck than I expected, said Cheenbuk. See, I have made you a nest to sleep in, he added, pointing to the canoe.

It is very nice, she observed, with an appreciative smile. What are you doing?

Making fire, he answered, resuming his work and continuing it with such vigour that beads of perspiration stood on his brow.

Without speaking, the girl went to the canoe and opened a bundle wrapped in deerskin which formed part of its lading. She drew therefrom a fire-bag, richly ornamented with beads, such as Indian chiefs and braves are wont to carry under their belts. It contained the pipe, tinder-box, flint, steel, and tobacco which are usually supplied by the fur-traders to the Red men.

Cheenbuk was so interested in the proceedings of his companion that he ceased to carry on his own work, thereby allowing the sticks to cool and losing his labour.

You need not work so hard, said Adolay, taking a flint, steel, and piece of tinder from the bag and, beginning to strike a light, to the great interest of the Eskimo. We manage to get fire differently and more easily.

In a few seconds a spark caught on the tinder, which began to smoke, and the girl, wrapping it in a bundle of dry grass, whirled it round at arms-length until the draught caused it to burst into flame. Thrusting the burning mass into the heart of the twigs, which had been previously prepared, she glanced up at her protector with a look that said plainly, Watch, now, the result.

But Cheenbuk required no encouragement to do so. He had been watching all the time with mouth, as well as eyes, wide-open, and a loud hoi! hoi! ho! burst from him as the flame leaped up, suffusing the canoe and wall of rock and the near objects with a ruddy glow which paled everything else to a cold grey by contrast.

Ive seen that once before, exclaimed Cheenbuk with delight, taking up the fire-bag tenderly, and have often wished that I had these things for making fire.

Well, you may have them now. They belonged to my father. All our men carry bags with these things in them.

And Ive seen this too  once, continued the youth, smiling, as he pulled out a tobacco-pipe. Then he bent his head suddenly, put his nose to the bag, and made a face expressive of supreme disgust.

Ho! and Ive seen this too. I have tasted it, and after tasting it I was very miserable  so miserable that I hope never to be as miserable again!

As he spoke he looked at Adolay with that extreme solemnity which was one of the characteristics of his face.

The girl returned the look, but did not smile. She did not speak, but waited for more.

The man who showed me these things was a good man, continued Cheenbuk. I do not know his name, but I liked him much. Yet I think he was not wise to fill his mouth with smoke and his inside with sickness.

Was he sick? asked Adolay.

No  he was not, but  I was.

While he was speaking he drew a long piece of Canada twist tobacco out of the bag, and looked at it sagaciously for some time, nodding his head as if he knew all about it.

Yes, that is the thing he put in the pipe, and, after making a small fire over it, drew the smoke into himself. At first I thought he would die, or catch fire and burst  but he  he didnt, and he seemed to like it.

All our men like it, said Adolay; they smoke every day  sometimes all day. And some of our women like it too.

Do you like it? asked the Eskimo, quickly.

No, I dont like it.

Good  that is well. Now, we will cook some of your dried meat for supper.

By that time the fire was blazing cheerily. As the shades of night deepened, the circle of light grew more and more ruddy until it seemed like a warm cosy chamber in the heart of a cold grey setting. A couple of small stakes were thrust into the ground in such a way that the two pieces of venison impaled on them were presented to the heart of the fire. Soon a frizzling sound was heard; then odours of a kind dear to the hearts of hungry souls  to say nothing of their noses  began to arise, and the couple thus curiously thrown together sat down side by side to enjoy themselves, and supply the somewhat clamorous demands of Nature.

They said little while feeding, but when the venison steaks had well-nigh disappeared, a word or two began to pass to and fro. At last Cheenbuk arose, and, taking a small cup of birch-bark, which, with a skin of water, formed part of the supplies provided by Adolay, he filled it to the brim, and the two concluded their supper with the cheering fluid.

Ah! sighed the girl, when she had disposed of her share, the white traders bring us a black stuff which we mix with water hot, and find it very good to drink.

Yes? What is it? asked Cheenbuk, applying his lips a second time with infinite zest to the water.

I know not what it is. The white men call it tee, said Adolay, dwelling with affectionate emphasis on the ees.

Ho! I should like to taste that teeee, said the youth, with exaggerated emphasis on the ees. Is it better than water?

Im not sure of that, answered the girl, with a gaze of uncertainty at the fire, but we like it better than water  the women do; the men are fonder of fire-water, when they can get it, but the white traders seldom give us any, and they never give us much. We women are very glad of that, for the fire-water makes our men mad and wish to fight. Tee, when we take too much of it  which we always do  only makes us sick.

Strange, said Cheenbuk, with a look of profundity worthy of Solomon, that your people should be so fond of smokes and drinks that make them sick and mad when they have so much of the sparkling water that makes us comfortable!

Adolay made no reply to this, for her mind was not by nature philosophically disposed, though she was intelligent enough to admire the sagacity of a remark that seemed to her fraught with illimitable significance.

Have you any more strange things in your bundle? asked the Eskimo, whose curiosity was awakened by what had already been extracted from it. Have you some of the tee, or the fire-water, or any more of the thing that smokes  what you call it?

Tubuko  no, I have no more of that than you saw in the fire-bag. The white men sometimes call it bukey, and I have no fire-water or tee. Sometimes we put a nice sweet stuff into the tee which the white men call shoogir. The Indian girls are very fond of shoogir. They like it best without being mixed with water and tee. But we have that in our own land. We make it from the juice of a tree.

The interest with which Cheenbuk gazed into the girls face while she spoke, was doubtless due very much to the prettiness thereof, but it is only just to add that the number and nature of the absolutely new subjects which were thus opened up to him had something to do with it. His imperfect knowledge of her language, however, had a bamboozling effect.

Here is a thing which I think you will be glad to see, continued the girl, as she extracted a small hatchet from the bundle.

Yes indeed; that is a very good thing, said the youth, handling the implement with almost affectionate tenderness. I had one once  and that, too, is a fine thing, he added, as she drew a scalping-knife from her bundle.

You may have them both, she said; I knew you would need them on the journey.

Cheenbuk was too much lost in admiration of the gifts  which to him were so splendid  that he failed to find words to express his gratitude, but, seizing a piece of firewood and resting it on another piece, he set to work with the hatchet, and sent the chips flying in all directions for some time, to the amusement, and no small surprise, of his companion. Then he laid down the axe, and, taking up the scalping-knife, began to whittle sticks with renewed energy. Suddenly he paused and looked at Adolay with ineffable delight.

They are good? she remarked with a cheerful nod.

Good, good, very good! We have nothing nearly so good. All our things are made of bone or stone.

Now, returned the girl, with a blink of her lustrous eyes, and a yawn of her pretty mouth, which Nature had not yet taught her to conceal with her little hand, now, I am sleepy. I will lie down.

Cheenbuk replied with a smile, and pointed to the canoe with his nose.

Adolay took the hint, crept into the nest which the gallant youth had prepared for her, curled herself up like a hedgehog, and was sound asleep in five minutes.

The Eskimo, meanwhile, resumed his labours with the scalping-knife, and whittled on far into the night  whittled until he had reduced every stick within reach of his hand to a mass of shavings  a beaming childlike glow of satisfaction resting on his handsome face all the while, until the embers of the fire began to sink low, and only an occasional flicker of flame shot up to enlighten the increasing darkness. Then he laid the two implements down and covered them carefully with a piece of deerskin, while his countenance resumed its wonted gravity of expression.

Drawing up his knees until his chin rested on them, and clasping his hands round them, he sat for a long time brooding there and gazing into the dying embers of the fire; then he rose, stretched himself, and sauntered down to the shore.

The night, although dark for the Arctic regions at that time of the year, was not by any means obscure. On the contrary, it might have passed for a very fair moonlight night in more southern climes, and the flush of the coming day in the eastern sky was beginning to warm the tops of the higher among the ice-masses, thereby rendering the rest of the scene more coldly grey. The calm which had favoured the escape of our fugitives still prevailed, and the open spaces had gradually widened until the floes had assumed the form of ghostly white islets floating in a blue-black sea, in which the fantastic cliffs, lumps, and pinnacles were sharply reflected as in a mirror.

There was a solemnity and profound quietude about the scene and the hour which harmonised well with the sedate spirit of the young Eskimo, as he stood there for a long time contemplating the wonders and the beauties of the world around and about him.

We know not what passes through the minds of untutored men in such circumstances, but who shall dare to say that the Spirit of their Creator may not be holding intercourse with them at such times?

Turning his back at length upon the sea, Cheenbuk returned to the camp, lay down on the couch which he had made for himself on the opposite side of the fire from the canoe, and, in a few moments more, was in the health- and strength-restoring regions of Oblivion.




Chapter Twelve.

Home  Sweet Home  and Smoke, etcetera.

The favouring calm continued until Cheenbuk with his companion arrived at Waruskeek.

It was about mid-day when their canoe turned round the headland and entered the inlet near the head of which lay the Eskimo village.

The boy Anteek happened to be standing on the shore at the time, beside the young girl Nootka. They were looking out to sea, and observed the canoe the moment it turned the point of rocks.

Hoi-oi! yelled Anteek with an emphasis that caused the inhabitants of the whole village to leap out of every hut with the celerity of squirrels, and rush to the shore. Here those who had first arrived were eagerly commenting on the approaching visitors.

A kayak of the Fire-spouters! cried Anteek, with a look of intense glee, for nothing was so dear to the soul of that volatile youth, as that which suggested danger, except, perhaps, that which involved fun.

The kayak is indeed that of a Fire-spouter, said old Mangivik, shaking his grey head, but I dont think any Fire-spouter among them would be such a fool as to run his head into our very jaws.

Im not ready to agree with you, old man, began Gartok.

No; youre never ready to agree with any one! growled Mangivik parenthetically.

For the Fire-spouters, continued Gartok, disregarding the growl, are afraid of nothing. Why should they be when they can spout wounds and death so easily?

Poor Gartok spoke feelingly, for his wounded leg had reduced his vigour considerably, and he was yet only able to limp about with the aid of a stick, while his lieutenant Ondikik was reduced to skin and bone by the injury to his back.

Suddenly Mangivik became rather excited.

Woman, he said earnestly to his wife, who stood beside him, do you see who steers the kayak? Look, your eyes are better than mine.

No. I do not.

Look again! cried Anteek, pushing forward at that moment. He is not a Fire-spouter. He is one of us! But the one in front is a Fire-spouter woman. Look at the man! Dont you know him?

There was an intensity of suppressed fervour in the manner of the boy, and an unwonted glitter in his eyes, which impressed every one who noticed him.

Yes, he is one of us, said Mangivik, shading his eyes with one hand, and he has stolen a Fire-spouting girl with her kayak!

There was a look of pride in the face of the old man as he spoke, but it was as nothing to the shout of triumph  the shriek of ecstasy  that burst from Anteek as he uttered the word Cheenbuk!

Just then a strong clear voice came rolling over the water to the shore, and a roar of joy burst from the whole assemblage, for there was no mistaking the voice of their comrade and best hunter. The hearts of Nootka and her mother beat with no ordinary flutter as they heard the familiar shout, and as for Anteek, he went into a paroxysm of delight, which he sought to relieve by bounding and yelling till the canoe touched the shore. Then, by a powerful effort, he subdued himself, and turned his energies into a prolonged look of unutterable amazement at Adolay.

Of course the eyes of the entire population were turned in the same direction  for Eskimos do not count it rude to stare  so that the poor girl felt somewhat abashed, and shrank a little behind her stout protector.

Observing the action, Cheenbuk took hold of her arm gently and led her towards his mother.

This is my mother, Adolay, he said; she will take care of you.

Your wife? asked Mrs Mangivik, with an anxious look.

No, not my wife, replied the youth, with a laugh. Take her to our hut, you and Nootka, while I go and speak with the men.  She saved my life, father, he added, turning to Mangivik, be good to her.

On hearing this, Nootka and her mother took the girl affectionately by both hands and led her away.

Cheenbuk meanwhile went up to the big hut, just outside of which was held a meeting of nearly the whole population, to receive an account of his adventures from the man whom they had long ago given up as lost.

My friends, he began, surveying the expectant assembly with a grave straightforward look, when I went by myself to the Whale River, my intention was to hunt around and find out if there were many birds and beasts on lands near to it, and if many men lived or hunted there, for it came into my mind that this little island of Waruskeek is not the best place in the world to live in, for our tribe is continually increasing. I thought that if there were Fire-spouters there already, we must be content with the lands we have got, for it is not right to take what belongs to other men.

Cheenbuk paused here and looked round, because he knew that he was treading on somewhat new and delicate ground in thus asserting a principle of right; and he was not mistaken, for, while the most of his audience remained silent, several of them expressed dissent.

Besides, he continued, it is not wise to attack men with fire-spouters, which send into their enemies heavy little things like that which was lately picked out of Gartoks leg; the same as still seems to be sticking in Ondikiks back.

Ho! ho! exclaimed a number of the men, as if that truth commended itself to their understandings.

Well, when I got to the river, I found plenty of white-whales at the mouth of it, and great plenty of birds of all kinds, and of deer  a land good for man to dwell in, with many trees that would make sledge-runners, and much dead wood for our fires, and no one living there, nor signs of anybody. Then I thought to myself, Why should we live always among the floes and bergs? The few Fire-spouters whom we have seen and heard of have better food, better homes, better tools of every kind. Why should not we have the same?

Here the wise Cheenbuk drew from the breast of his seal-skin coat the axe and scalping-knife which Adolay had given him, and held them up.

This was a politic move, for it won over almost the entire audience to the young hunters views, while looks of ardent admiration were bestowed on the coveted implements.

When men find it not easy to get food, resumed Cheenbuk, in the tone and with the air of a man who has much to say and means to say it, they change to some place where hunting is better. When fish become scarce, they do not remain still, but go to places where the fishing is better. They always seek for something that is better and better. Is this not true? Is this not wise?

Ho! ho! exclaimed the assembly, assenting.

Why, then, should not we go to a land where there is much that is far better than we find here, and live as the Fire-spouters live? Did the Great Maker of all things intend that we should remain content with these treeless islands among the ice, when there are lands not very far away where we may find much of all kinds of things that are far better? If it is wise to change our hunting and fishing grounds close at hand, surely it may be wise to change to those that are far away  especially when we know that they are better, and likely to make us more comfortable and happy.

This suggestion was such a tremendous innovation on ordinary Eskimo ideas, such a radical conception of change and upheaval of age-long habits, that the assembly gazed in awe-struck and silent wonder at the bold young man, much as the members of Parliament of the last century might have gazed if any reckless M.P. had dared to propose universal suffrage or vote by ballot, or to suggest that measures should henceforth be framed in accordance with the Golden Rule.

After I had travelled a short way inland, continued Cheenbuk, I met a Fire-spouter. He was all alone. No one was with him. He pointed his spouter at me, and it clicked but would not spout  I dont know why. I threw my spear. It went straight  as you know it always does  but the man was quick; he put his head to one side and escaped. Again he pointed his spouter at me, but again it only clicked. Then I rushed upon him and caught hold of it before it could spout. We wrestled  but he was a very strong man, and I could not overcome him  and he could not overcome me. Our breath came short. The sweat poured down our faces and our eyes glared; but when we looked steadily into each others eyes we saw that we were both men of peace. We let our bodies go soft, and dropped the spouter on the ground.

Why should we fight? said he.

That was just in my thought, said I.

So we stood up, and he took hold of my hand in the way that the white traders do, and squeezed it. I will show you how.  Give me your hand, Anteek  no, the other one.

The boy extended his hand, and Cheenbuk, grasping it, gave it a squeeze that caused the little fellow to yell and throw the assembly into convulsions of laughter, for Eskimos, unlike the sedate Indians, dearly love a practical joke.

From this point Cheenbuk related the rest of his interview with the Indian, and was particularly graphic in his description of the pipe, which he exhibited to them, though he refrained from any reference to its effect upon himself. Then he discoursed of his subsequent exploration of the mainland, and finally came to the point where he met and rescued Rinka. But tell me, before I speak more, is Rinka dead?

No, she is getting well.

That is good, he continued, in a tone of satisfaction. Old Uleeta, I doubt not, told you of the fight I had with the Fire-spouters?

She did, cried Anteek, with delight, and how you gave them sore hearts!

Hm! they gave me a sore heart too; but I dont care now! And they would have roasted me alive, but one of their girls had pity on me, helped me to escape, and came away with me. Adolay is her name  the girl you saw to-day.

Ho! ho! hoi-oi? broke forth the chorus of satisfaction.

Yes, but for her, continued Cheenbuk, I should have been under the ground and my hair would have been fluttering on the dress of a Fire-spouter chief by this time. Now, I have promised this girl that I will get a large party of our young men to go back with her to Whale River and give her back to her father and mother.

At this there were strong murmurs of dissent, and a man whom we have not yet introduced to the reader lifted up his voice.

This mans name was Aglootook. He was the medicine-man of the tribe  a sort of magician; a sharp, clever, unscrupulous, presumptuous, and rather fine looking-fellow, who held the people in some degree of subjection through their superstitious fears, though there were some of the men among them who would not give in to his authority. As Eskimos have no regular chiefs, this man tried to occupy the position of one. He had just returned from a hunting expedition the day before, and was jealous of the interest aroused by Cheenbuks arrival. Moreover, Cheenbuk was one of the few men of the tribe whom he disliked, and rather feared.

What folly is this that I hear? said Aglootook, as he frowned on the assembly. Are we to get up a war-party and put ourselves to all this trouble for a woman  and a Fire-spouter woman!

It is not a war-party that I want, said Cheenbuk quietly. It is a peace-party, and such a strong one that there will be no fear of war. I will conduct it, and, as I know the way, will go by myself unarmed to the village of the men of the woods, tell them that I have brought back their girl, and that a large party of my people are waiting at the mouth of the river with plenty of skins and walrus teeth and other things to trade with them.

But does any one think they will believe that? said Aglootook with something of scorn in his looks and tone. Will the Fire-spouters not accept the girl and roast Cheenbuk, and then meet us with their spouters and kill many of us, even though we should beat them at last?

It is my opinion there is something in that, remarked Mangivik.

Besides, continued the magician, what folly is it to talk of changing our customs, which have never been changed since the First Man created fish and animals! Are we not satisfied with whales and walruses, bears and seals, deer and birds? Is not our snow igloe as comfortable as the Fire-spouters skin tent? What do we care for their ornaments or other things? What does Cheenbuk know about the Great Maker of all things? Has he seen him? Has he talked with him? If there is such a Maker, did he not place us here, and surround us with all the things that we need, and intend us to remain here? Why should we go and look for better things? If he had thought that woods and lakes and rivers had been good for us, would he not have made these things here for us, so that we should have no need to go far away to seek for them

Ay, and if Aglootook is right, interrupted Cheenbuk in a calm but firm voice, why should we go far away to seek the bear, the walrus, and the seal? Why does Aglootook go hunting at all? If the Great Maker thought these things good for us, would he not have made them to walk up to our igloes and ask to be killed and eaten? Why should they even do that? why not walk straight down our throats and save all trouble? Is it not rather quite plain that man was made with wants and wishes and the power to satisfy them, and so advance from good to better? Does not Aglootook prove by his own conduct that he thinks so? He might make life easy by sitting near his hut and killing for food the little birds that come about our dwellings, but he goes on long hard journeys, and takes much trouble, for he knows that slices of fat seal and walrus-ribs are better than little birds!

There was a general laugh at the expense of the magician, for his mental powers were inferior to those of Cheenbuk, and he felt himself unable to see through the entanglement of his logic.

Boh! he ejaculated, with a sweep of his long arm, as if to clear away such ridiculous arguments. What stuff is this that I hear? Surely Cheenbuk has been smitten with the folly of the Fire-spouters. His words are like a lamp with a very bad wick: it makes too much smoke, and confuses everything near it.

Aglootook is right, said Cheenbuk, who resolved to end the dispute at this point, many words are like the smoke of a bad lamp: they confuse, especially when they are not well-understood, but the Fire-spouters confuse themselves with real smoke as well as with words. See, here is one of their things; the white traders call it a paip, or piep.

As he spoke he opened the fire-bag which Adolay had given him and took out of it the clay pipe, tobacco, and materials for producing fire. The medicine-man was instantly forgotten, and the mouths as well as the eyes of the whole assembly opened in unspeakable wonder as Cheenbuk went through the complex processes of filling and lighting the pipe. First he cut up some of the Canada twist, which, he explained, was the tubuk of the white men. Then having filled the pipe, he proceeded to strike a light with flint and steel. In this he was not very successful at first, not yet having had much practice. He chipped his knuckles a good deal, and more than once knocked the flint and tinder out of his fingers. But his audience was not critical. They regarded this as part of the performance. When, however, he at last struck a succession of sparks, he also struck an equal number of short, sharp expressions of astonishment out of his friends, and when the tinder caught there was a suppressed grunt of surprise and pleasure; but when he put the fire into the pipe and began to smoke, there burst forth a prolonged shout of laughter. To see a man smoking like a bad lamp was a joke that seemed to tickle those unsophisticated children of the ice immensely.

Is it good? asked one. Do you like it? cried another. Let me try it! begged a third.

Mindful of past experiences, Cheenbuk did not indulge in many whiffs.

No, no, he said, taking the pipe from his lips with solemn gravity. Not every one who wishes it shall have a taste of this to-day. Only a great man of our tribe shall try it. Some one who has done great things above his fellows.

He looked pointedly at Aglootook as he spoke, with solemnity on his face but mischief in his heart.

Oolalik, however, with the reverse of mischief in his heart, interfered unwittingly with his designs. He seized hold of Anteek, who chanced to be near him, and thrust him forward.

Here, said he, is one of the great ones of our tribe, at least he will be one if he lives long, for he has killed a walrus all by himself  on land too!

The boy, although pretty full of what is known among the civilised as cheek, was almost overwhelmed by this public recognition of his prowess, and was about to retire with a half-shy expression, when the audience received the proposal with a burst of applause.

Yes, yes, they cried; he is a brave boy: let him try it.

Seeing that they were set upon it, Cheenbuk handed the pipe to the boy, and bade him draw the smoke in and puff it out, taking care not to swallow it.

But Anteek did swallow some at first and choked a little, to the great amusement of the assembly. His pride carried him through, however; he tried again, and was successful. Then his cheek came back and he went on, puffing out far larger volumes than his instructor had done.

You had better stop, said Cheenbuk, reaching out his hand to take the pipe; but the boy dodged him with a laugh and went on worse than ever. Seeing this, Cheenbuk smiled significantly and waited. He had not to wait long. Suddenly the face of Anteek became unusually pale. Placing the pipe hurriedly in the bands of a man near him, he bolted out of the hut and disappeared.

He was not seen again during the remainder of that conference!




Chapter Thirteen.

Doings in Waruskeek.

While Cheenbuk was thus entrancing the souls of his friends near the big hut, his mother and sister were exercising hospitality to the Indian girl in their private residence. It was rather a dark and smoky residence, with only one hole in the roof, about eight inches square, to let in light. If truth must be told, it was also somewhat dirty, for, besides having only one large room in which living, cooking, receiving company, and sleeping were carried on, the dogs of the family were permitted to repose there  when they were good! Anything approaching to badness ensured their summary and violent ejection.

Branching from this family room was a little recess, screened off by skin curtains, which formed Nootkas private apartment or boudoir. It was singularly unlike the boudoirs of other lands! Black smoke, instead of whitewash, coloured the walls and ceiling. No glass hung on the wall to reflect the visage of the Arctic beauty, but there were several pegs, from one of which hung Nootkas seal-skin bad-weather jacket, the tadpole-tail of which reached to the ground, while from another depended a pair of her long waterproof boots. One half of the floor being raised about eight inches, constituted the Eskimo maidens couch  also her chair and sofa. There was no table, but the skull of a walrus did service as a stool.

To this apartment Nootka introduced her young Indian friend, leaving her mother in the outer hall, and the two maidens at once began, as might have been expected, an earnest and confidential conversation. In their eagerness they had not reflected that each knew not one word of the others language, but of course the first sentences opened their eyes to the melancholy fact.

They had, indeed, been opened already to some extent, but not so impressively as now when they longed for a good talk.

Come here, said Nootka  of course in Eskimo  as she dragged rather than led her new friend into the boudoir; I want you to tell me all about your saving my brothers life.

I dont understand a word you say, replied Adolay  of course in Dogrib Indian  with a look of great perplexity in her wide-open eyes.

Oh! Im stupid and sorry. I forgot. You dont speak our language.

What funny sounds! It seems like nonsense, remarked Adolay  more to herself than to her friend.

So curious! soliloquised Nootka; what one might expect from a seal if it tried to speak. Say that over again. I like to hear it.

The perplexity on the face of the Indian maid deepened, and she shook her head, while the look of fun in that of the Eskimo maiden increased, and she smiled knowingly.

Here at last they had hit on common ground  tapped a universal spring of human communication. Adolay at once beamed an answering smile, and displayed all her brilliant teeth in doing so. This drew a soft laugh of pleasure from Nootka and an intelligent nod.

Nods and smiles, however, pleasant in their way though they be, form a very imperfect means of intercourse between souls which wish to unite, and the perplexed expression was beginning again to steal over both their youthful countenances, when something in the nature of a happy thought seemed to strike the Indian girl, for a gleam as of sunlight flashed from her eyes and teeth, as she suddenly beat with her little fist three times on her own bosom, exclaiming, Adolay! Adolay! Adolay! with much emphasis. Then, poking her finger against her friends breast, she added You? you?

Here again was a touch of nature which made these two damsels kin. Although the You? you? was not intelligible to the Eskimo, the gaze of inquiry was a familiar tongue. With a smile of delight she nodded, struck her own bosom with her fist, and said, Nootka! Nootka! Then, tapping her friend, she said Addi-lay? The Indian, nodding assent, tapped her in return and exclaimed, Nooot-ko?

After this little sparring match they both burst into a fit of hearty laughter, which roused the curiosity of Mrs Mangivik in the outer hall.

What is the joke? shouted the old lady, who was hospitably preparing a feast of steaks and ribs for her guest.

Oh, mother, she is so funny!  Come, Addi-lay, let her hear your fun, said the girl, taking her guests hand and leading her back to the hall. Her name is Addi-lay. I know, for she told me herself. We quite understand each other already.

Speak to mother, Addi-lay. Tell her something.

I dont know what you want me to do, Nooot-ko, returned the Indian girl, with a bright look, but I know that whatever you are saying must be kind, for youve got such a nice face.

By way of emphasising her opinion she took the face between her hands and laid her own against it.

We have never been quite sure as to what Adolay did on this occasion  whether she rubbed noses or chins or touched lips. All that we are sure of is that the operation was equivalent to a kiss, and that it was reciprocated heartily.

Didnt I tell you, mother, that she was funny? Ill explain to you what she said when we are alone; but Addi-lay is hungry now, and so am I. Let us feed, mother.

Without more ado the trio sat down beside the cooking-lamp and began to do justice to the savoury viands, the odour of which was so enticing that it was too much for the dogs of the family. These had to be expelled by means of old bones. Mrs Mangivik being an expert shot with such artillery, the hall was soon cleared.

After the meal, conversation was resumed, and conducted with considerably greater ease, owing to the chief subject of it being the Indian girls costume, which was somewhat elaborate, for, being a chiefs daughter, her dress was in many respects beautiful  especially those portions of it, such as the leggings and the head-dress, which were profusely ornamented with coloured beads and porcupine-quill work. The examination of the various parts occupied a considerable time. The mode of ascertaining names had been already discovered, and looks of admiration require no translation, so that the three women were deeply engaged in a most interesting talk when Cheenbuk and his father entered the hut after the conference.

Ribs, ribs and slices! Quick, woman, cried Mangivik cheerily as he sat down. Cheenbuk has been talking and I have been listening till we are both quite hungry.  That is a pretty girl you have brought home with you, my son, said the old man, with a stare of approval. Almost as pretty as some of our own girls.

Much prettier, I think, returned the youth, as he quietly selected a rib of walrus that seemed suitable to his capacity.

Tell your mother how you got hold of her, said Mangivik, whose teeth were next moment fastened in a steak.

Cheenbuk made no reply. Eskimo manners did not require an answer in the circumstances. But when he had taken the edge off his appetite  and it took a good deal of dental grinding to do that  he looked across at Adolay with a genial expression and began to give his mother and sister a second, and much more graphic, edition of the speech which he had just delivered to the men.

Of course the narration served to strengthen the bonds of friendship which had already been formed between the Mangivik family and the Indian girl, who had been thus unexpectedly added to their circle.

That evening Nootka begged her brother to give her a lesson in the Dogrib language. On the same evening, during a moonlight ramble, Adolay asked him to give her a little instruction in the Eskimo tongue, and, just before he retired for the night, his mother asked him if he intended to take the Indian girl as one of his wives.

You know, mother, was Cheenbuks reply, I have always differed from my friends about wives. I think that one wife is enough for one man; sometimes too much for him! I also think that if it is fair for a man to choose a woman, it is also fair for the woman to choose the man. I would gladly take Adolay for a wife, for she is good as well as pretty, but I do not know that she would take me for a husband.

Have you not asked her, then? persisted Mrs Mangivik.

No. I have been till now her protector. I can wait. If she wants to return to her people I have promised to take her to them.

But surely my son is not bound to keep a promise given to one of our fire-spouting enemies?

That may seem right to you, mother, but it seems wrong to me. I do not understand why I disagree with you, and with most of my people, but there is something inside of me which, I think, is not me. It tells me not to do many things that I want to do, and sometimes bids me go forward when I wish to draw back. What it is I cannot tell, but I must not disobey it, I will not disobey it.

With this answer the old lady had to be content, for she could extract nothing more from her son after that but a smile.

As for old Mangivik, he asked and said nothing, but he thought much.

A few days after Cheenbuks arrival, it was arranged by the heads of the village that there should be a general scattering of the tribe for a great hunt after seals and wild-fowl, as provisions were not so plentiful as might have been desired. An expedition of this kind was always hailed with great glee by Anteek, whose youth and very excitable disposition were not easily satisfied with the prosaic details of village life.

Previous to setting out, however, an event occurred which was well-nigh attended with disastrous consequences.

It had been arranged that Cheenbuk and his friends Oolalik and Anteek should keep together in their kayaks, accompanied by an oomiak to carry the game. This womans boat was to be manned, so to speak, by young Uleeta, Cowlik, and two other girls. Adolay had been offered a place in it, but she preferred going in her own bark canoe, with the management of which she was familiar. Perhaps a touch of national pride had something to do with this preference of the Indian craft. Nootka, who had made several trials of the canoe, was judged sufficiently expert to wield the bow paddle.

While preparations were being made, Adolay and Nootka went to the bay where the canoe was lying  a short distance from the village, on the other side of a high cliff that sheltered the bay from any breeze that might blow in from the sea. The light craft was turned bottom up on the beach, and the two girls carried it down to the waters edge. Launching it, Nootka got in first, and Adolay was preparing to follow when a boyish shout arrested her, and she saw Anteek come skimming round the point in his kayak, wielding his double-bladed paddle with great dexterity and power. In a few seconds the kayak was alongside the canoe and the boy stepped out upon the shore.

Let me try to steer your canoe, he said, pointing eagerly to the place where the Indian girl was about to seat herself.

Although Adolay did not understand the words, she had no difficulty with the boys expressive pantomime. She nodded assent cheerfully. Anteek took the paddle, stepped into her place, and the girl pushed them off into deep water.

Delighted with the novelty of their position the two paddled away with great vigour, and were soon a considerable distance from the shore. Then it occurred to Adolay that she would have some fun on her own account, and perhaps give her new friends a surprise. With this intent she floated the kayak and pushed it alongside of a flat stone in the water from which she could step into it. But she found that stepping into a small round hole in the centre of a covered craft was not the same as stepping into her own canoe, and even when, with great care, she succeeded, she found that her garments rendered the process of sitting down rather difficult  not a matter of wonder when we consider that the kayak is meant only for men.

However, she succeeded at last, and grasping the paddle pushed off to sea. But the long paddle with its blade at each end perplexed her greatly, and she had not quite overcome the awkwardness and begun to feel somewhat at ease when she chanced to touch on a ledge of rock that cropped up at that place near to the surface. Fortunately the rock was quite smooth, else it would have ripped up the skin with which the vessel was covered, but the shock and the paddle together were too much for the inexperienced girl. She lost her balance, and next moment was in the water with the kayak bottom up, and she incapable of extricating herself from the hole into which she had squeezed.

It happened that Anteek and Nootka had observed what Adolay was about, and were watching her with interest, so that before the kayak had turned fairly over their paddles dipped with a flash in the water and they rushed to the rescue. And not a moment too soon, for the poor girls power of endurance was almost exhausted when her friends turned the kayak violently up. This was well, and Adolay drew a long gasping breath; but now the inexperience of the rescuers came into play, for, being ignorant of the cranky nature of a birch-bark canoe, they acted without the necessary caution, the canoe overturned and they all found themselves in the water. This time Adolay managed to wriggle out of her position, but being unable to swim she could only cling helplessly to the kayak. Nootka, equally helpless, clung to the canoe. Fortunately Anteek could swim like a fish, and bravely set to work to push both crafts towards the shore. But they were a long way out; the weight of the two girls made them difficult to push, and, being separate, they had a tendency to diverge in different directions.

After a few vigorous efforts, the boy, perceiving the difficulty and the extreme danger of their position, at once set up a series of yells that awoke sympathetic echoes in the neighbourhood; but he did not for a moment relax his efforts to push his charge towards the shore.

Startled by the sudden outburst of alarming cries, several men ran along shore in the direction whence they came. Foremost among these was the powerful and active Oolalik. On turning the point and seeing what had occurred he plunged into the sea and swam like a dolphin to the rescue. Great was the size of his eyes, and intense the swelling of his heart, when he saw that Nootka was one of the swimmers.

Take care of Addi-lay and the kayak, he remarked to Anteek as he drew near, I will look after Nootka and the canoe.

What Nootka felt on hearing these words we cannot tell, but any one might have seen that, despite her unpleasant position, there was a pleased expression on her wet face.

A very few minutes more sufficed to bring them all safe to land, and no one was a whit the worse, but as the girls required a complete change of garments, it was finally decided that the hunting expedition should be postponed until the following day.




Chapter Fourteen.

In the Wild-Woods Again.

While these events were taking place among the islands of the Arctic sea, the Indian chief Nazinred was slowly pushing his canoe southward in the direction of Great Bear Lake. He was accompanied, as we have said, by three like-minded comrades, one of whom was named Mozwa  or Moose-deer  from some fancied resemblance in him to that uncouth animal.

But Mozwa, although uncouth, was by no means ungenial. On the contrary, he was a hearty good-natured fellow, who always tried to make the best of things, and never gave way to despondency, however gloomy or desperate might be the nature of his circumstances. Moreover, he was a big strong man, full of courage, in the prime of life, and modest withal, so that he was usually rather inclined to take than to give advice  to be led, rather than to lead.

For hours together these men dipped their paddles over the side in concert, without uttering a single word, or giving more than a slight exclamation when anything worthy of notice attracted their attention. The interchange of thought during the labours of the day did not seem to strike them as necessary. The mere being in company of each other was a sufficient bond of sympathy, until an encampment was reached each evening, supper disposed of, and the tobacco-pipes in full blast. Then, at last, their native reserve gave way, and they ventured to indulge a little  sometimes a good deal  in the feast of reason and the flow of soul.

Yet the nature of their voyage was such that white men might have deemed verbal intercourse an occasional necessity, as their route lay through much rugged and wild scenery, where the streams up which they had to force their way were in some places obstructed by rapids and shallows, and a mistake on their part might have brought sudden disaster and ruin. For their canoe was deeply laden with the furs which they had secured during the labours of the past winter, and on the sale of which to the fur-traders depended much of their and their families felicity or misery during the winter which was to come. But the steersman and bowman understood their work so well, and were so absolutely in accord, that the slightest action with the paddle on the part of either was understood and sympathetically met by the other.

This unity of action is much more important than the navigators of lakes and oceans may suppose. In those almost currentless waters a steersman in any craft is usually self-sufficient, but among turbulent rapids, where rocks and shoals lie in all directions, and the deep-water track is tortuous, with, it may be, abrupt turnings here and there, a bowman is absolutely essential, and sometimes, indeed, may become the more important steersman of the two.

One evening, long after the period when they left their native encampment, the friends paddled their little vessel into the backwater at the foot of a long rapid which roared in foaming white billows right ahead of them, offering what seemed an effectual barrier to their further progress  at least by water  and as the sides of the gorge through which the river rushed were almost perpendicular, without margin and with impenetrable bush everywhere, advance by land seemed equally blocked.

Looking backward, Mozwa gave his friend an interrogative glance. Nazinred replied with an affirmative nod, and, all four dipping their paddles vigorously at the same moment, they shot out into the stream. Almost before the canoe was caught by the current it swung quickly into another eddy, which carried it up a few yards close under the frowning cliffs. Here again the Indians paused, and gazed earnestly at the foaming torrent ahead, which, to an unpractised eye, might have seemed a raging flood, to enter which would ensure destruction.

And indeed the two guides seemed to entertain some such thoughts, for they continued to gaze for a considerable time in silent inaction. Then the bowman threw back another glance; the steersman replied with another nod, and again the canoe shot out into the stream.

This time the struggle was more severe. A short distance above the point where they entered it, a large rock reared its black head in mid-stream. Below it there was the usual long stretch of backwater. To reach the tail of this stretch was the object of the men, but the intervening rush was so powerful that it swept them down like a cork, so that they almost missed it despite their utmost efforts.

Almost, however, is a hopeful phrase. They were not quite beyond the influence of the eddy when they reached the end of the tail. A superhuman effort might yet save them from being swept back to the point far below that from which they had started. Mozwa was just the man to make such an effort. Nazinred and the others were pre-eminently the men to back him up.

Ho! cried Mozwa.

Hoi! shouted Nazinred, as they bent their backs and cracked their sinews, and made the big veins stand up on their necks and foreheads.

A few seconds more and the canoe was floating under the shelter of the black-headed rock, and the Indians rested while they surveyed the battleground yet before them.

The next reach carried them right across the river to a place where a long bend produced a considerable sweep of eddying water, up which they paddled easily. Above this, one or two short bursts into the tails caused by nearly sunken rocks brought them to a point full half-way up the rapid. But now greater caution was needed, because anything like a miss would send them downward, and might hurl them with destructive force against the rocks and ledges which they had already passed. A birch-bark canoe is an exceedingly tender craft, which is not only certain of destruction if it strikes a rock, but is pretty sure of being swamped if it even grazes one.

With the utmost care, therefore, and consummate skill, they succeeded in pushing up the rapid, inch by inch, without mishap, until they reached the last shoot, when their skill or good fortune, or whatever it was, failed them, for they missed the last eddy, were swept downwards a few yards, and just touched a rock. It was a very slight touch. A boatman would have smiled at it; nevertheless it drew from the Indians hos! and hois! such as they had not given vent to since the voyage began. At the same time they rushed the canoe, with all their strength, for the nearest point of land.

They were scarcely a minute in reaching it, yet in that brief space of time their craft had almost sunk, a large piece of the bark having been torn from its side.

The instant they touched land the two leaders stepped quickly out, and, while they held the craft close to the bank, their comrades threw out the bundles of fur as fast as possible. Then the canoe was turned over to empty it, and carried up the bank.

That is good luck, said Mozwa quietly, as they stood looking at the large hole in the canoe.

I have seen better luck, remarked Nazinred, with something that might almost have been mistaken for a smile on his grave countenance.

Mozwa did not explain. Nazinred knew that the luck referred to was the fact that before the accident occurred they had surmounted all the difficulties of the rapid, and that the place on which they stood was convenient for camping on, as well as for opening out and drying the furs on the following day. And Mozwa knew that Nazinred knew all that.

While the latter kindled a fire, arranged the camp, and prepared supper under a spreading tree, the former mended the canoe. The process was simple, and soon completed. From a roll of birch-bark, always carried in canoes for such emergencies, Mozwa cut off a piece a little larger than the hole it was designed to patch. With this he covered the injured place, and sewed it to the canoe, using an awl as a needle and the split roots of a tree as thread. Thereafter he plastered the seams over with gum to make them water-tight, and the whole job was finished by the time the other men had got supper ready.

Indians are in the habit of eating supper in what may be styled a business-like manner  they mean business, to use a familiar phrase, when they sit down to that meal. Indeed, most savages do; it is only civilised dyspeptics who dont. When the seriousness of the business began to wear off, the idea of mental effort and lingual communication occurred to the friends. Hitherto their eyes alone had spoken, and these expressive orbs had testified, as plainly as could the tongue, to the intense gratification they derived from the possession of good appetites and plenty of food.

I think, said Mozwa, wiping his mouth with that familiar handkerchief  the back of his hand that there will be trouble in the camp before long, for when you are away that beast Magadar has too much power. He will try to make our young men go with him to fight the Eskimos!

It must not be supposed that the Indian applied the word beast to Magadar in that objectionable and slangy way in which it is used among ourselves. Indians happily have no slang. They are not civilised enough for that. Mozwa merely meant to express his opinion that Magadars nature was more allied to that of the lower than of the higher animals.

Yes, and Alizay will encourage him, returned Nazinred, with a frown. The man is well-named.

This remark about the name had reference to the word Alizay, which means gunpowder, and which had been given to the Indian in his boyhood because of his fiery and quarrelsome disposition.

The geese and the ducks are in plenty just now, continued Nazinred; I hope that he and Magadar will be more taken up with filling their mouths than fighting till I return  and then I can hinder them.

Hm! responded Mozwa. He might have said more, but was busy lighting his pipe at the moment. Nazinred made no further remark at the time, for he was in the full enjoyment of the first voluminous exhalation of the weed.

After a few minutes the chief resumed  

Our old chief is full of the right spirit. He is losing power with the young men, but I think he can still guide them. I will hope so, and we will return as soon as we can.

Poor Nazinred! If he had known that his only and beloved daughter, even while he spoke, was on her way to the mysterious icy sea in company with one of the despised Eskimos  driven away by the violence of the fire-eaters of the camp  he would not have smoked or spoken so calmly. But, fortunately for his own peace of mind, he did not know  he did not dream of the possibility of such a catastrophe; and even if he had known and returned home at full speed, he would have been too late to prevent the evil.

For a long time these Indians lay side by side on their outspread blankets, with their feet to the fire, gazing through the branches at the stars, and puffing away in profound silence, but probably deep thought. At least a sudden exclamation by Mozwa warrants that conclusion.

You think, he said, that our old chief has the right spirit. How do you know what is the right spirit? Alizay and Magadar, and many of our braves  especially the young ones  think that a fiery spirit, that flares up like powder, and is always ready to fight, is the right one. You and our old chief think that gentleness and forbearance and unwillingness to fight till you cannot help it is the right spirit. How do you know which is right? You and the war-lovers cannot both be right!

There was an expression of great perplexity on the Indians face as he uttered the last sentence.

My son, replied Nazinred, who, although not much older than his companion, assumed the parental rôle in virtue of his chieftainship, how do you know that you are alive?

This was such an unexpected answer that Mozwa gazed fixedly upwards for a few minutes without making any reply.

I know it, he said at length, because I  I  know it. I  I feel it.

How do you know, continued the chief, with perplexing pertinacity, that the sun is not the moon?

Again Mozwa became astronomically meditative. Because I see it and feel it, he replied. The sun is brighter and warmer. It cheers me more than the moon, and gives me more light, and warms me. It warms the bushes and flowers too, and makes them grow, and it draws the beasts out of their holes. Even a rabbit knows the difference between the sun and the moon.

My son, returned Nazinred, I have not lived very long yet, but I have lived long enough to see, and feel, and know that the kind spirit is the right spirit, because it warms the heart, and opens the eyes, and gives light, and it is the only spirit that can make friends of foes. Is it not better to live at peace and in good-will with all men than to live as enemies?

Ho! responded Mozwa, by way of assent.

Then the peaceful spirit is the right one, rejoined the chief, with a long-drawn sigh that indicated a tendency to close the discussion.

As Mozwa felt himself to be in a somewhat confused mental condition, he echoed the sigh, laid down his pipe, drew his blanket round him, and, without the formality of Good-night, resigned himself to repose.

Nazinred, after taking a look at the weather, pondering, perchance, on the probabilities of the morrow, and throwing a fresh log on the fire, also wrapped his blanket round him and lost himself in slumber.




Chapter Fifteen.

Wild Doings of the Fur-Traders and Red Men.

In course of time, after many a hard struggle with rushing rapids and not a few narrow escapes from dangerous rocks, the Indian voyagers swept out at last upon the broad bosom of Great Bear Lake.

This mighty inland sea of fresh water  about two hundred miles in diameter, and big enough to engulf the greater part of Scotland  was, at the time we write of, and still is, far beyond the outmost verge of civilisation, in the remotest solitudes of the Great Lone Land.

Here the fur-traders had established a small trading-post close to the shores of the lake. It was in charge of a Scotchman  we had almost said of course; for it would seem as if these hardy dwellers in the north of our island have a special gift for penetrating into and inhabiting the wildest and most unlikely parts of the world. His name was MacSweenie, and he had a few Orkney-men and half-castes to keep him company while vegetating there.

It was a sort of event, a mild excitement, a pink  if not a red  letter day, when our Indians arrived at that lonely outpost, and MacSweenie, who was in the prime of life and the depths of ennui, gave the strangers a hearty and warm reception.

Nazinred had been there before, and was able somewhat to subdue his feelings of admiration and not-quite-exhausted surprise at all the wonderful things he saw; but to the others it was comparatively new, and Mozwa had never been at a trading-post in his life. Being a sympathetic man, he found it difficult to retain at all times that solemnity of manner and look which he knew was expected of him. The chief, who was also sympathetic, experienced deep pleasure in watching his companions face, and observing the efforts he made to appear indifferent, knowing, as he did, from former experience, that he must in reality be full of surprise and curiosity.

And, truly, in the store of the fur-traders there was a display of wealth which, to unaccustomed Indian eyes, must have seemed almost fabulous. For were there not in this enchanted castle bales of bright blue cloth, and bright scarlet cloth, and various other kinds of cloth sufficient to clothe the entire Dogrib nation? Were there not guns enough  cheap flint-lock, blue-barrelled ones  to make all the Eskimos in the polar regions look blue with envy, if not with fear? Were there not bright beads and brass rings, and other baubles, and coloured silk thread, enough to make the hearts of all the Dogrib squaws to dance with joy? Were there not axes, and tomahawks, and scalping-knives enough to make the fingers of the braves to itch for war? Were there not hooks and lines enough to capture all the fish in Great Bear Lake, and nests of copper kettles enough to boil them all at one tremendous culinary operation? And was there not gunpowder enough to blow the fort and all its contents into unrecognisable atoms?

Yes, there was enough in that store fully to account for the look of awe-stricken wonder which overspread the visage of Mozwa, and for the restrained tendency to laughter which taxed the solemn Nazinred considerably.

You are fery welcome, said MacSweenie, as he ushered the chief and Mozwa into the store the day after their arrival. We hev not seen one o your people for many a day; an its thinking I wass that you would be forgettin us altogether. Tell them that, Tonal.

Tonal, (or Donald), Mowat was MacSweenies interpreter and factotum. He was a man of middle age and middle height, but by no means middle capacity. Having left his native home in Orkney while yet a youth, he had spent the greater part of his life in the Nor-West, and had proved himself to be one of those quick learners and generally handy fellows, who, because of their aptitude to pick up many trades, are too commonly supposed to be masters of none. Mowat, besides being a first-rate blacksmith, had picked up the Indian language, after a fashion, from the Crees, and French of a kind from the Canadian half-castes, and even a smattering of Gaelic from the few Scotch Highlanders in the service. He could use the axe as well as forge it, and, in short, could turn his hand to almost anything. Among other things, he could play splendidly on the violin  an instrument which he styled a fiddle, and which MacSweenie called a fuddle. His repertoire was neither extensive nor select. If you had asked for something of Beethoven or Mozart he would have opened his eyes, perhaps also his mouth. But at a Strathspey or the Reel o Tulloch he was almost equal to Neil Gow himself  so admirable were his tune and time. In a lonesome land, where amusements are few and the nights long, the power to fuddle counts for much.

Besides being MacSweenies interpreter, Donald was also his storekeeper.

Give them both a quid, Tonal, to begin with, said MacSweenie. It iss always politic to keep Indians in good humour.

Donald cut off two long pieces of Canada twist and handed it to them. He cut them from a roll, which was large enough, in the estimation of Mozwa, to last a reasonable smoker to the crack of doom. They received the gift with an expression of approval. It would have been beneath their dignity to have allowed elation or gratitude to appear in their manner.

Solemn humbugs! thought the trader, ye know that youre as pleased as Punch, but he was careful to conceal his thoughts. Now, then, let us hev a look at the furs.

It took the trader and his assistant some time to examine the furs and put a price on them. The Indians had no resource but to accept their dictum on the point, for there were no rival markets there. Moreover, the value being fixed according to a regular and well-understood tariff, and the trader being the servant of a Company with a fixed salary, there was no temptation to unfair action on his part. When the valuation was completed a number of goose-quills were handed to the Indians  each quill representing a sum of about two shillings  whereby each man had a fair notion of the extent of his fortune.

What iss it you will be wanting now? said the trader, addressing himself to Nazinred with the air of a man whose powers of production are illimitable.

But the chief did not reply for some time. It was not every day that he went shopping, and he was not to be hurried. His own personal wants had to be considered with relation to the pile of quill-wealth at his elbow, and, what was of far greater importance and difficulty to a kind man, the wants of his squaw and Adolay had also to be thought of. Mozwa, having left a squaw, two little daughters, and a very small son, had still greater difficulties to contend with. But they both faced them like men.

Pasgisségan, said both men, at length, simultaneously.

I thought so, observed the trader, with a smile, as he selected two trade-guns  the fire-spouters of the Eskimo  and handed them across the counter.

The Indians received the weapons with almost tender care; examined them carefully; took long and steady aim at the windows several times; snapped the flints to make sure that the steels were good, and, generally, inspected every detail connected with them. Being satisfied, they rested them against the wall, the trader withdrew the price of the guns from the two little piles, threw the quills into an empty box under the counter, and looked  if he did not say, What next?

Powder, shot, and ball came next, and then the means of hunting and self-defence having been secured, beads and scarlet cloth for the women claimed their attention. It was an interesting sight to see these tall, dark-skinned sons of the forest handling the cloth and fingering the various articles with all the gravity and deliberation of experts, with now and then a low-toned comment, or a quiet question as to the price.

Youll want that, suggested Mowat, as he threw a small thick blanket  quite a miniature blanket  towards Mozwa, your small boy will want it.

Ho! exclaimed the Indian, with a look of surprise in spite of himself, how do you know?

I didnt know. I only guessed; but your question shows me Im right. Any more?

Yes, two more, but bigger.

Of course bigger, for its not likely they were all born at the same time, returned Mowat, with a grin.

What iss this man wantin, Tonal? I cant make him out at all, asked MacSweenie.

It was found that Nazinred had been pointing with eager pertinacity at something lying on one of the shelves which had caught his eye, but the name of which he did not know.

Oh! I see, added the trader, it iss a cocktail feather you want.

Yes, for my daughter, exclaimed the Indian as he received the feather and regarded it with some uncertainty  as well he might, for the feather in question was a thing of brilliant scarlet made up of many feathers,  rigid and over a foot in height.

Its not a good plaything for a child, remarked Mowat.

My daughter is not a child  she is a woman.

Wow, man, said MacSweenie, tell him that feather is not for a woman. It iss for a man.

The Indian, however, needed no explanation. That which had captivated him at a distance lost its attraction on closer examination. He rejected it with quiet indifference, and turned his eyes to something not less attractive, but more useful  a web of brilliant light-blue cloth. He was very fond of Adolay, and had made up his mind to take back to her a gift which she would be certain to like. Indeed, to make sure of this, he determined to take to her a variety of presents, so that among them all she would be sure to find something to her taste.

In this way the Indians spent several days at the fort of the traders on Great Bear Lake, and then prepared to return home with a canoe-load of goods instead of furs.

Before leaving, however, they had a specimen of one of the ways in which fur-traders in those lonely regions of the far north enjoy themselves. The whole establishment consisted of the officer in charge  MacSweenie  his interpreter Donald Mowat, and seven men  two of whom were French Canadians, two half-castes, and three Orkney-men. There were also three women, two being wives of the men from Orkney, and one the wife of one of the half-castes.

The greater part of the day previous to that on which they were to set out on the return voyage, Nazinred and Mozwa spent in testing the quality of their new guns in company with MacSweenie, who took his faithful Donald Mowat with him, partly to assist in carrying the game, and partly for interpreting purposes. And a superb testing-ground it was, for the swampy spots and mud flats were alive with wild-fowl of all kinds, from the lively sandpiper to the great Canada grey goose, while the air was vocal with their whistling wings and trumpet cries, so that, whether they walked among the shrubs and sedges, or sat in ambush on the rocky points, ample opportunity was afforded to test the weapons as well as the skill of the owners.

The beginning of the day, however, was not quite satisfactory. They had scarcely proceeded more than a few hundred yards from the fort when a flock of ducks was observed flying low and straight towards them.

Down, man, quick! exclaimed MacSweenie, crouching behind a large bush. You will get a goot chance, and the gun will kill if ye point straight, for the trade-guns are fery goot, the most of  wow!

The sudden end of his remark was caused by Nazinred firing, and thereafter rising with the shattered fragments of the gun in his hand, and a little blood trickling from one of his fingers, while an expression of stern perplexity overspread his visage.

Well, now, that iss most extraordinary, said the trader, examining the weapon. I hev not seen such a thing for years. To be sure, they are cheap and made of cast-iron, but they seldom burst like that, an they usually shoot straight, whatever!  Tell him, Tonal, that he need not concern himself, for I will give him another.

On this being translated, Nazinred seemed content, and began to examine his hurt, which by good fortune was a slight one.

It might have been worse, remarked Mowat gravely; Ive seen many a man in this country with a short allowance of finger-joints from the same cause.

What you observe is fery true, Tonal, said the trader, with a serious air, it might have been worse. There was a bit of the barrel went past my head that fery nearly put me on a short allowance of life. But come with me to the store an we will choose a better one.

Half an hour sufficed to select another fowling-piece, which stood all the tests to which it was subjected, and as evening was about to close in the whole party returned well laden with game, and thoroughly pleased with the weapons.

Meanwhile the men of the establishment had been variously employed, cutting and hauling firewood, attending the nets, etcetera, while the women had been busy making moccasins and mending garments. The cook  an Orkney-man  had made extensive preparations for a feast, but this was a secret between him and MacSweenie; the latter being fond of occasionally giving his people a surprise-treat.

It was not indeed easy to surprise them at that time with unusually good food, for the land was swarming with spring life, and they daily enjoyed the fat of it. But there were some little delicacies which were not to be had every day in the wilderness of the far north. Among them was a round object about the shape, size, and consistency of a large cannon-ball, which was tied up in a cloth and seemed to require an immense amount of boiling. The smell of this was delicious, and, when ultimately turned out of its cloth it presented a whitey-brown mottled appearance which was highly suggestive.

The cook also had a peculiar talent for making cakes, which no Nor-Wester could imitate, but which any Nor-Wester in the land could eat. There were other trifles which it would take too long to mention, and large pots of tea which it would not take very long to drink. That was all the drink they had, happily, for strong young people with high spirits do not require strong spirits to keep their spirits up!

After the feast, the tables and chairs were cleared away from the central, or reception, hall of the fort, and preparations were made for spending a harmonious evening; for, you see, stout people, in the prime of life, who have not damaged themselves with strong drink, find it difficult to exhaust their energies by means of an ordinary days work.

Now, Tonal, said MacSweenie, get out your fuddle an strike up.

The ladies have not finished their tea yet, sir, replied the interpreter.

Nefer mind that. Just let them hear the strains of Lord Macdonalds Reel, an youll make them chump whether they will or no.

Thus encouraged, Mowat began, and sure enough there was something so inspiriting in the tuneful tones, the vigorously indicated time, and the lively air, that the excited Highlander gave a whoop that threw Indian war-cries quite into the shade, seized one of the ladies by an arm and unceremoniously led her to the middle of the floor. The cook, who was used to his masters ways, led out one of the other ladies in a similar free-and-easy manner, and soon two couples were thundering on the boards in all the glorious abandon of a Scotch reel.

They danced nothing but Scotch reels, for the good reason that none of them could dance anything else. Indeed, none of them, except MacSweenie, could dance even these in correct fashion; but the reel, like the Scotch character, is adaptable. It lends itself to circumstances, if we may say so, and admits of the absolutely ignorant being pushed, trundled, shoved or kicked through at least a semblance of it, which to the operators is almost as good as the reality.

Nazinred and Mozwa had never seen anything of the kind before, or heard the strains of a fuddle. It may well be imagined, therefore, what was the condition of their minds. Native reticence stood them in good stead for a considerable time, though, in spite of it, their eyes opened to an extent that was unusual; but as the fun became faster and more furious, their grave features relaxed, their mouths expanded, their teeth began to show, and they looked at each other with the intent, probably, of saying, We never even dreamed of such things. But that look wrought a transformation, for when each beheld the others grin of unwonted levity he burst into a short laugh, then, becoming ashamed of themselves, they suddenly resumed their expressions of owlish gravity, from which they could not again be driven until a late period of the evening.

Frequent slices of the mottled cannon-ball, however, and unlimited mugs of highly-sugared tea, had the effect of thawing them down a little, but nothing could induce them to dance.

Next morning they were up by daybreak and ready to start for the farther north.

Now mind, said MacSweenie, through his interpreter, dont you be fechtin wi the Eskimos. Dance wi them if ye will, but dont fecht. Better try an trade wi them. An be sure ye bring some more o your people wi you the next time you come here. Well be glad to see you. The more the merrier.

How Donald Mowat translated these words we cannot tell. Perhaps he added to them a few sentiments of his own. However that may be, it is certain that the Indians bade their entertainers farewell with feelings of hearty good-will, and, leaving the lonely outpost behind them, set off on the return journey to their wilderness home.




Chapter Sixteen.

Sorrows and Sins, and a Bold Adventure.

It was autumn before Nazinred and Mozwa drew near to their village. They took things leisurely on the return voyage, for, as Indians have little else to do besides hunt, trap, fish, eat, and sleep, they have no particular inducement to hurry their movements.

It is true that, being affectionate men, they were naturally anxious to rejoin their families, but being also steady-going, with considerable powers of self-denial, they were good men-of-business, from a savage point of view, and gave leisurely attention to the duties in hand.

On arriving at the outskirts of their village, they were surprised to see that one or two children who were playing among the bushes, and who could not have failed to see them, slunk away as if to avoid a meeting. Whatever anxiety the men might have felt, their bronzed and stern countenances betrayed no sign whatever. Landing near the old chiefs hut, they drew up their canoe and Nazinred and Mozwa went to announce their arrival. It was contrary to Indian etiquette to betray excitement, or to ask hasty questions.

They saluted the old man, handed him a plug of tobacco, and sat down to smoke, and it was not till some time had elapsed that Nazinred calmly asked if Isquay was well.

Isquay is well, replied the old chief, and a barely perceptible sigh of relief escaped Nazinred.

Then Mozwa asked about his wife and received a satisfactory answer. Still, it was obvious to both men, from the old chiefs manner, that there was something wrong.

Adolay, said the old man, and stopped.

Dead? asked Nazinred, with a look of alarm that he did not attempt to conceal.

No, not dead  but gone away, he replied, and then related in detail the circumstances of the girls disappearance. It must have been a terrible blow to the poor father, all the more that he was ignorant at the time of the girls motive for forsaking her home. But no vestige of feeling did he betray, save a slight contraction of his brows and a nervous play of his fingers about the handle of his scalping-knife. When the recital was ended he made no reply, but, rising slowly, left the hut and went to his own home.

We will not follow him thither: there are some home-comings which are better left undescribed.

But next day Nazinred relaunched his canoe, and, with a small quantity of provisions and a large supply of ammunition, set off alone for the shores of the Arctic Sea. What he told his wife is not known, but he gave no explanation whatever to any of his comrades as to his intentions.

Arrived at the coast, however, his further advance was rendered impossible by a sharp frost which created the first thin crust that was ultimately destined to turn the sea into thick ice. As even the thinnest coat of ice would be certain destruction to birch-bark, the canoe, he was well aware, was now useless. He therefore returned home, and quietly engaged in the ordinary hunting and fishing occupation of his tribe, but from that date he sank into a state of silent despair, from which his most intimate companions failed to rouse him. Not that he gave expression to his feelings by word or look. It was long-continued silence and want of interest in anything that told of the sorrow that crushed him. It is probable that the fact of Adolay being capable of forsaking her parents in such a way tended to increase the grief occasioned by her loss. But he spoke of his feelings to no one  not even to his wife.

Mozwa, who was very fond of his friend, and pitied him sincerely, made no attempt to comfort him, for he knew the nature of the man too well to think that by any words he could assuage his sorrow.

All the fine things that Nazinred had brought home, and with which he had hoped to rejoice the hearts of his wife and child, were utterly neglected. He let Isquay do what she pleased with them. The only thing that seemed to comfort him was the tobacco, for that, he found, when smoked to excess, blunted the edge of his feelings.

He therefore gave himself up to the unlimited use of this sedative, and would no doubt have become, like many others, a willing slave to the pipe, but for the fortunate circumstance that the supply of tobacco was limited. As the autumn advanced, the diminishing quantity warned him to restrain himself. He eked it out by mixing with it a kind of leaf much used by Indians for this purpose, but which, by itself, was not considered worth smoking. Even with this aid, however, he was compelled to curtail the indulgence; then the weed failed altogether, and he was finally induced to engage in philosophical meditations as to the folly of creating a needless desire which could not be gratified. The unsatisfied craving, coupled with the injury to his health, added considerably to the grief with which he was already oppressed. He had a powerful constitution, however. The enforced abstinence soon began to tell in his favour, and he actually had the courage, not to say wisdom, to refuse occasional pipes offered him by Mozwa when he chanced to visit his friend.

As that friend had not the loss of an only child to mourn, but, on the contrary, was called upon to rejoice in the addition of a new baby, the fine things that he had brought home were the cause of great satisfaction to his family. But alas! Mozwa, although almost perfect, for a savage, had one fault  one besetting sin and moral disease  he gambled!

We almost hear the exclamation of surprise, if not doubt, with which our reader receives this information. Yes; North American Indians are gamblers; many of them are confirmed gamblers. They do not indeed affect anything so intellectual as chess or so skilful as billiards, but they have a game to the full as intellectual and scientific as that rouge et noir of Monaco with which highly cultivated people contrive to rob each other by mutual consent, and without being ashamed! Their game is not unknown to the juveniles of our own land. It goes by the name odd-or-even.

The manner of conducting the game varies a little here and there in its details, but its principle is the same everywhere: I want your possessions, and get them I will, by hook or crook! I couldnt think of robbing you  O no; there might be jail or penal servitude on the back of that; and I wont accept your gifts  good gracious, no! that would involve the loss of self-respect. No, no. Let us humbug each other. I will rob you if I can, and you will rob me if you can, and well mutually agree to throw dust in each others eyes and call it play! Nothing, surely, could be fairer than that!

Of course poor Mozwa did not reason thus. He was not cultured enough for that. In fact, he did not reason at all about the matter, as far as we know, but there can be no question that the poor fellow was smitten with the disease of covetousness, and instead of seeking for a cure, like a manly savage, he adopted the too civilised plan of encouraging and excusing it.

Aware of his propensities, Mrs Mozwa was much too knowing to allow the goods and trinkets destined for herself and family to remain in his power. She at once appropriated them, and secreted such of them as she did not require for present use. But there were articles which she could not well treat in that way with any shadow of excuse: for instance, the gun, powder and shot, bows and arrows, tobacco and pipes, hatchets and scalping-knives, blankets and masculine garments, which were in daily use. These were frequently lost and re-won before winter had fairly begun, but Mozwa was too fond of the excitement of gambling to make desperate ventures all at once. He liked to spin it out.

One night he had what is styled a run of bad luck. Being in something of a reckless mood, he went to visit a young friend who was as fond of gambling as himself, and took most of his worldly possessions with him. The friend, with a number of companions, was seated beside the wigwam fire, and quite ready to begin.

Taking a button, or some such object, in his hand, and putting both hands behind his back, the friend began to bob his head and shoulders up and down in an idiotic fashion, at the same time chanting in a sing-song monotone, Ho yo, yo ho, hi ya yoho! for a considerable length of time, while Mozwa staked his blanket, a fine thick green one, purchased at Great Bear Lake. We forget the friends stake, but it was probably supposed to be an equivalent.

Suddenly the yo-ho-ing ceased, both hands, tightly closed, were brought to the front, and the whole party gazed at Mozwa with intense expectation. He was not long in making up his mind. He pointed to the left hand. It was opened, and found to be empty! The blanket was lost. Back went the hands again, and the yo-ho-ing was continued. The new gun was the next stake. It also was lost; and thus the game was carried on far into the night, with smaller stakes, until Mozwa had lost almost all that he had brought with him  gun, blanket, pipes, tobacco, flint and steel, fire-bag, and even his coat, so that he walked home a half-naked and nearly ruined man!

But ruin in the wilderness of North America is not usually so thorough as it often is in civilised lands, owing partly to the happy circumstance that strong drink does not come into play and complete the moral destruction, as well as the physical, which gambling had begun. The character therefore, although deteriorated, is not socially lost. The nature of property, also, and the means of acquiring it, render recovery more easy.

When Mozwa returned home minus his new blanket and the beautiful deerskin coat which his wife had made and richly ornamented for him with her own brown hands while he was away, he found his old coat and his old blanket ready for him. The old gun, too, was available still, so that he was not altogether disabled from attending to the duties of the chase, and in a short time afterwards, luck being in his favour, he had won back some of his lost possessions. But he was too often in that fluctuating state of alternating excitement and depression which is the invariable accompaniment, in a greater or less degree, of the gamblers sin, whether carried on in the depths of the Arctic wilderness, the well-named hells of London, or the gilded salons of Monaco.

You are a fool, said Nazinred one day to his friend  for even among savages there are plain-spoken familiar friends gifted with common sense enough to recognise folly, and spiritual honesty to point it out and warn against it.

Why does my brother say so? asked Mozwa, who was not in the least offended by the observation.

Because you gain nothing by all your gaining except trouble and excitement, and sometimes you gain loss. Here you are, now, obliged to take to your old gun, whose flint will hardly strike fire more than four times out of ten; you are obliged to wrap yourself in the old blanket full of holes; and you come to me to borrow powder and ball.

That is true, replied Mozwa, with a look of self-condemnation. But, he added, with a sort of brightly apologetic glance, sometimes I win, and then I am well off, and it is Magadar who is the fool.

Does it make you less of a fool because Magadar is one also? Are you comforted to-day, in your poverty, by the thought that you were well off yesterday?

Mozwas bright glance faded slowly. He was no match for his friend in argument, and, possessing an honest spirit, the look of self-condemnation began to creep again over his visage, but, being of a sanguine temperament and hopeful nature, the bright glance returned suddenly.

Wisdom falls from the lips of my brother, he said. I was well off yesterday and I am badly off to-day, but I may be well off again to-morrow  if I have good luck.

Yes, and if Magadar has bad luck? returned his friend. You cannot both have good luck. Whatever one gains the other must lose  and so it goes on. Should wise men act thus?

Mozwa was silent. His friend had never before spoken to him in this way. Indeed, no member of the tribe had ever before given utterance to such curious opinions. He knew not what to reply, and Nazinred relapsed into the moody silence which had characterised him more or less since he became aware of his daughters departure.

The short autumn of those Hyperborean regions having passed away, the land was speedily locked in a garment of ice and snow, and the long stern winter began.

It was not long before all the lakes and rivers set fast. At first only the lakes solidified, then the more sluggish streams, while the rapids showed out inky black by contrast. Gradually the liquid margins of these were encroached on by the irresistible frost, until they were fairly bridged over, and their existence was only recalled to memory by hollow rumblings below the ice. At last the intensity of the cold overcame the salt sea itself; the floes, hummocks, and bergs became united into one universal mass, and every sign of liquid disappeared from the polar regions.

It was when this condition of things had arrived that the heart-crushed Nazinred proceeded to carry out a plan over which he had been brooding ever since his return from Great Bear Lake. His inquiries had led him to believe that the Eskimo who had carried off his child belonged to the tribe which had recently been pursued by his compatriots, and that they probably dwelt among the islands, some of which were seen, and others known to exist, off the Arctic coast opposite the mouth of the Greygoose River. Moreover, a faint hope, that he would have found it difficult to define, was aroused by the fact that the kidnapper of his child had formerly been the rescuer of his wife.

As we have seen, his first attempt to go off in his canoe in search of Adolay was frustrated by young ice forming on the sea, and for a considerable time afterwards the Arctic Sea was impassable to any kind of craft. Now that the sea had set fast, however, his difficulty was removed, and he resolved to undertake the journey on foot.

Well he knew that no man of his tribe, not even Mozwa, would agree to accompany him on such a wild-goose chase. He therefore not only refrained from making to any of them the proposal, but avoided any allusion to his intentions. Knowing also that Isquay was gifted with such an intense desire for sympathy that she could not resist communicating whatever she knew to a few of her dearest friends  in the strictest confidence  he did not mention the matter to her until all his preparations were completed. Then he told her.

Like a good submissive squaw, she made no objection, though the expression of her face showed that she felt much anxiety.

Who goes with you? she asked.

No one.

Is it wise to go alone? she ventured to suggest.

It may not be wise, but no one would go with me, I know, and I am determined to find Adolay!

How will you travel?

With a sledge and four dogs. That will enable me to carry food enough for a long journey. I will take my gun, of course.

But what will you do for fire? objected Isquay; there are no woods on the ice.

I will do without it.

The poor woman was so amazed at this reply that she gave up further questioning.

You have plenty strong moccasins ready, have you not? asked Nazinred, and pemmican, and dried meat?

Yes, plenty. And your snow-shoes are mended, and very strong.

That is well. I will take them, but I do not expect to use them much, for the snow on the Great Salt Lake is not soft like the snow in the woods.

It was afternoon when this conversation was held, and very dark, for the sun had by that time ceased to rise much above the horizon, even at noon. Late in the night, however, there was brilliant light both from the stars and the aurora. Taking advantage of this, Nazinred left his lodge and hastened to the outskirts of the village, where a little boy awaited him with the sledge and team of dogs all ready for a start.

Without saying a word the Indian put on his snow-shoes and took hold of the tail-line of the sledge, which was heavily laden, and well packed. With a slight crack of the whip he set the team in motion.

Tell the old chief, he said to the boy at parting, that I go to seek for my daughter among the people of the Frozen Lake. When I find her I will return.




Chapter Seventeen.

Nazinreds Journey over the Arctic Sea.

While our Indian travelled through the woods he and his dogs were on familiar ground. He encamped at night in the way to which he had been accustomed all his life. That is to say, he selected a spot under a spreading fir-tree, dug away the snow until he got to the ground, which he covered with a carpet of pine branches. At one end of this encampment  or hole in the snow of ten feet or so in diameter  he made a huge fire of dead logs. At the other end he spread his blanket, unpacked his sledge, fed his dogs with some willow-grouse provided for the purpose, warmed up his pemmican and dried meat, melted some snow for drink, and spent the night in comparative comfort. And it is wonderful, reader, how cosy such an encampment in the snow is, when food is plentiful and health strong.

But when our Indian quitted the shore, and began his daring journey on the Arctic Sea, he was surrounded by new and unfamiliar conditions. No trees were to be had for firewood, no branches for bedding, no overhanging pines for shelter. He had gone there, however, prepared for the change.

The sea near the shore had been set fast when in a comparatively smooth condition, so that, the first days march over, it was easy. As he had expected, the surface of the snow had been drifted quite hard, so that he could dispense with snow-shoes altogether, and the four dogs found the sledge so light that they felt disposed now and then to run away with it; but Nazinred checked this propensity by holding on to the tail-line, thus acting as a drag. Ere long the shore was left out of sight behind, and the first of the islets  a small group  also passed and left behind.

When night was well advanced the Indian found himself on the ice of the open sea with nothing but hummocks and bergs to shelter him. Being acquainted, by hearsay at least, with some of the methods of the Eskimos, he avoided the bergs, for there was the danger of masses falling from their sides and from overhanging ice-cliffs, and selected a small hummock  a heap of masses that had been thrown or crushed up earlier in the winter, covered with snow, and formed into a solid mound. The light air that blew over the frozen plain was scarcely worth taking into account, nevertheless the Indian chose the lee side of the hummock and then began to try his prentice hand at the erection of a snow-hut.

Nazinred had indeed some doubts as to the value of such a cold habitation without fire, but he knew that Eskimos sometimes used such, and what they could do he could dare. Besides, love is strong as death  and he meant to find Adolay or die!

His hut, as might have been expected, was not such as an Eskimo architect would have praised, but it was passable for a first attempt. He knew that the northern masons built their winter dwellings in the form of a dome, therefore he essayed the same form; but it fell in more than once before the keystone of the arch was fixed.

Never mind, thought Nazinred; they have done it  I can do it.

Nothing is impossible to men of this stamp. He persevered, and succeeded after a couple of hours in producing a sort of misshapen bee-hive about six feet in diameter, and four feet high. The slabs of snow of which it was composed were compact and solid, though easily cut with his scalping-knife, and formed bricks that could resist the influence of the fiercest gale. At one side of the hut he cut a hole for a doorway, and reserved the piece cut out for a door. It was just big enough to let his broad shoulders pass through, and when he got inside and lay down at length to test it, he gave a slight humph! of satisfaction. Not that the chamber was cheerful  far from it, for it was intensely dark,  but our Indian was a practical man. He did not require light to enable him to sleep or rest.

While engaged in constructing the hut, he observed that the four dogs were sitting on their tails doing nothing except gazing in curiosity, if not surprise, at his unwonted proceedings. Being a busy man, he naturally disliked idlers, and therefore unlashed some food from his sledge and served out their supper by way of giving them something to do. They ceased idling at once, but after supper sat down on their tails again to watch as before, though in a more languid frame of mind.

When the hut was finished he sat down outside, the night being clear and comparatively warm, or rather, we should say, not bitterly cold. During the meal he kept up the interest of the dogs to a keenly hopeful point by occasionally tossing a morsel to each. When the meal was over, and they knew from long experience that nothing more was to be hoped for, they curled themselves up in the lee of the hut, and, with a glorious disregard of bedding and all earthly things, went to sleep.

It was found rather difficult to get the sledge into the hut, as Nazinred had forgotten to make allowance for its size, but by enlarging the door and manoeuvring, the difficulty was overcome  a matter of considerable importance, for there was no knowing what Arctic monsters might take a fancy to play havoc with its contents while its owner slept.

Then the Indian spread a large deerskin with the hair on over the floor of his hut, and was about to spread his blankets above that, when he remembered that he would want water to drink in the morning  for it is well-known that eating snow during the intense cold of Arctic winters is very hurtful. He had provided for this by taking a bladder with him, which he meant to fill with snow each night and take it to bed with him, so that his animal heat  and he had plenty of that  might melt some of it before morning. He was then on the point of closing up the doorway when it occurred to him that if the dogs were inside they might make the place warmer, but upon reflection he feared that they might also make it suffocating  for the dogs were large and the hut was small. After pondering the subject for a few minutes, he decided to take only one of them inside.

Attim, come, he said quietly, as if speaking to a human friend.

Attim, without any remark save a wag of his tail, arose promptly, entered the hut, and lay down. You see, he was accustomed to little attentions of the sort.

At last, everything being completed, Nazinred closed the door, plastered it well with snow round the seams, so as to render the place air-tight, wrapped himself in his blankets, took the bladder of snow to his bosom, laid his wearied head on one of his bundles, and prepared to slumber.

But ere he reached the land of forgetfulness an idea struck him, which, Indian though he was, caused him to smile even in the dark.

Attim, he murmured.

Here you are, replied Attims tail with a flop that was quite as expressive as the tongue  and softer.

You take charge of that, said the sly man, transferring the bladder of snow from his own bosom to that of the dog; you have more heat than I have.

Whether the Indian was right in this belief we cannot say, but the humble-minded dog received the charge as a special favour, and with an emphatic I will from its ever-sensitive tail again lay down to repose.

Thereafter the two went to sleep, and spent six or seven hours of unbroken rest, awaking simultaneously and suddenly to find that the dogs outside were also awake and wishing to get in. Indeed, one of them had already scraped a hole in the wall that would soon have admitted him had not his master given him a tap on the nose with the butt of his gun.

Of course it was still dark, for the morning was not far advanced, but the star-light and the aurora were quite sufficient to enable them to see their way, as they set out once more on their lonesome journey.

Breakfast was a meal of which Nazinred made no account. Supper was his chief stand-by, on the strength of which he and his dogs slept, and also travelled during the following day. Soon after they had awakened, therefore, they were far from the hut in which the night had been spent.

The Indians plan was to travel in a straight line in the direction in which the Eskimos had been last seen. By so doing he counted upon either crossing their tracks, which he would follow up, or, coming to some large island which might prove to be their winter quarters, would skirt the shores of it in the hope of meeting with some of the tribes of which he was in search. The expedition, it will be seen, was somewhat of the nature of a forlorn hope, for drifting snow quickly obliterates tracks, and if the natives, when found, should turn out to be hostile, they would probably take from him his little possessions, if not also his life. But Nazinreds love for Adolay was too strong to admit of his allowing such thoughts to weigh with him. Ere long, he found himself far from his woodland home, lost among the rugged solitudes of ice, with a fast diminishing supply of provisions, and, worst of all, no sign of track or other clue to guide him.

One day, as he was plodding slowly northward, guided by the stars, his faith in the success of his mission began to flag. Hard continuous toil and a weakening frame had no doubt something to do with his depression. His dogs, also, were in much the same condition with himself,  growing thin, and becoming less lively. Clambering to the top of a hummock, he surveyed the prospect before him. It was not cheering. The faint daylight of noon was spreading over the frozen sea, bringing the tops of the larger bergs out into bold relief against the steel-blue sky, and covering the jumble of lumps and hummocks with a cold grey light.

Despite his resolute purpose the poor man sat down on a lump of ice, buried his face in his hands, and meditated.

Can it be, he thought, that the Great Manitou knows my grief and does not care? Surely that cannot be. I love my child, though she has fled from me. I am a child of the Manitou. Does He not love me? I will trust Him!

A cold object touched his hand at the moment. It was the nose of the faithful Attim.

Nazinred regarded the touch as a good omen. He rose up and was about to resume the journey in a more hopeful frame of mind when a dark cloud on the horizon arrested his eye. After a long gaze he came to the conclusion that it was land. Two hours later he arrived at Waruskeek, and with a beating heart made straight for the huts, which could be plainly seen on the shore. But terrible disappointment was in store for him. On reaching the Eskimo village he found that it was deserted.

Nevertheless the improved state of mind did not quite forsake him. It was a comfort to have made a discovery of any kind, and was it not possible that, during the brief daylight of the morrow, he might be able to distinguish the tracks made by the party when they left the place and follow them up?

With this idea in his mind he resolved to encamp on the spot, and indulge himself as well as his dogs with a good feed and sleep.

With this purpose in view he collected all the bits of wood he could find, and, with a few lumps of much-decayed blubber, made a rousing fire in one of the huts. The flame cheered his canine friends as well as himself, and filled the place with a ruddy glow. As the hut was sufficiently large, he invited all the dogs to sup with him  an invitation which, it is needless to say, they gladly accepted  and we may add that the humble-minded Attim was not jealous.

The hut of which Nazinred thus took possession was that which belonged to old Mangivik. With his usually observant nature, our Indian looked keenly about him while cooking his pemmican, noting every particular with an intelligent eye. Suddenly his gaze became fixed on a particular corner. Rising slowly, as if afraid of frightening away some living creature, he advanced step by step toward the corner with eyeballs starting nearly out of his head. Then with a light bound he sprang forward, grasped a little piece of cord, and pulled out from beneath a heap of rubbish what appeared to be an old cast-off moccasin. And such indeed it was. It had belonged to Adolay! Nazinred, hastening to the fire, examined it with minute care, and a deep hoh! of satisfaction escaped from him; for he knew it well as being one of a pair made by Isquay for her daughters little feet.

Need we say that joy filled the Indians heart that night, and a feeling of gratitude to that mysterious ever-present yet never visible Being, who  he had come to recognise in his philosophical way  must be the author of all good, though his philosophy failed to tell him who was the author of evil. Nazinred was not by any means the first savage philosopher who has puzzled himself with that question, but it is due to him to add  for it proves him more scientific than many trained philosophers of the present day  that he did not plead his ignorance about his Creator as an excuse for ingratitude, much less as a reason for denying His existence altogether.

But there was a surprise in store for our Indian chief which went far to increase his grateful feelings, as well as to determine his future course. On looking about the deserted village the following day for further evidences of his child having been there, he came upon a post with a piece of birch-bark fastened to it. The post was fixed in the ice close to the shore, where in summer-time the land and sea were wont to meet, and from which point tracks in the snow gave clear indication that the Eskimos had taken their departure. This post with its piece of bark was neither more nor less than a letter, such as unlettered men in all ages have used for holding intercourse with absent friends.

Knowing her fathers love for her, and suspecting that, sooner or later, he would organise a search party  though it never occurred to her that he would be so wild as to undertake the search alone  Adolay had erected the post when the tribe set out for winter quarters, and had fixed the bark letter to it for his guidance.

The writing on the letter, we need hardly say, was figurative, brief, and easily read. It did not give the intelligent father much trouble in the decipherment. At the top was the picture of a hand fairly, if not elegantly, drawn, with one finger pointing. Below it were several figures, the last of which was a girl in unmistakable Indian costume. The figure in front of her was meant to represent Cheenbuk; in advance of him was an Eskimo woman with her tail flowing gracefully behind, while before her was a hazy group of men, women, and children, which represented the tribe on the march. Adolay had obviously the artistic gift in embryo, for there was a decided effort to indicate form and motion, as well as to suggest an idea of perspective, for the woman and the tribal group were drawn much smaller than the foreground figures, and were placed on higher planes. The sketchiness of the group, too, also told of just ideas as to relative degrees of interest in the legend, while the undue prominence of the leading facial feature was an attempt to give that advice which is so forcibly expressed in the well-known phrase, Follow your nose. Ten dots underneath, with a group of snow-huts at the end of them, were not so clear at first, but in the end Nazinred made out a sentence, of which the following may be given as a free-and-easy translation:

My hand points the direction in which we have gone. Your loving daughter is following the man who ran away with her. The Eskimo women and men, and dogs, and all the rest of them, are marching before us. Follow me for ten days, and you will come to the snow-huts where we are to winter.

Could anything be plainer? The happy father thought not. He took an extra meal. His team gave themselves an extra feed of bits of old blubber picked up in the camp, and while daylight was still engaged in its brave though hopeless struggle with the Arctic night, he tied up his sledge, thrust the old moccasin into his bosom, gave Attim the order to advance, and set off with revived strength and hope on his now hopeful journey.




Chapter Eighteen.

A Surprise and a Catastrophe.

The trail of the Eskimos as they traversed the frozen sea, although not always very distinct on the hard snow, was as plain as a highway to one so skilled in tracking as the Indian chief Nazinred. The weather having been clear and calm ever since he left home, the marks had not been obliterated, and he pursued his way without halt or hesitation.

But on the fourth day out there came symptoms of a change. The chief had adopted the plan of travelling during every hour of the short day, or twilight, in order to make more sure of not missing the trail, and the stars with frequent aurora borealis had made each night so brilliant that he advanced almost as easily as during the day-time. The fourth day, however, on awaking, his ears were greeted with sounds that caused him to rise in haste and force out the door of his sleeping hut, when to his dismay he found that a furious gale was blowing, that the sky was black, and that he could hardly see the poor dogs, whom he found crouching as close as possible on the sheltered side of the hut. In these circumstances, to advance without losing his way was impossible, so that he was compelled to make the most of his time by sleeping as much as he could.

To do him justice he possessed a wonderful capacity in that way. Having put the sledge outside in order to make room, he called all the dogs in, resolving that the poor things should not be exposed to the pitiless storm. Then, having fed himself and them, he lay down with them and was soon in happy oblivion.

Of course he had no artificial means of measuring time, and, the sky being overclouded, darkness visible pervaded the region. But a healthy stomach helped in some degree to furnish a natural chronometer, and its condition when he awoke suggested that he must have slept till near daylight of the following day. Rousing the dogs, he gave them a feed, ate heartily himself, and then went out to look at the weather.

The sight which the grey dawn rendered barely visible was one which caused him to return to the hut with extreme promptitude for his gun, for, about fifty yards off, were two white polar bears of apparently, colossal size, frolicking about in a curious manner, and evidently amusing themselves with something. The something turned out to be the chiefs sledge, which the bears had unpacked; eating whatever they had a fancy for, scattering about what they did not want, smashing the sledge itself to pieces, and twisting the leathern wraps and cordage into unimaginable knots.

Nazinred did not discover all this at once, being too much excited by the unexpected visit to note trifling details. Besides, prompt action was necessary, for the four dogs, on becoming aware of what was transacting outside, made a united and clamorous dash at the foe. Two of them, being too valorous, ran close up to the bears, who seemed to regard them with haughty surprise. Another movement and the two dogs rose into the air with a yell in unison, and fell back upon the snow, where they lay motionless. The other two, learning wisdom from experience, kept back and barked furiously.

Nazinred, although taken by surprise, was used to sudden alarms and not easily frightened. Knowing that the two dogs were very courageous, and therefore all the more likely to run into danger, he sprang forward towards the nearer of the two bears. It rose on its hind-legs to receive him, and in this position appeared to stand at least eight feet high. Without a moments hesitation the Indian pointed his gun when the muzzle was not more than a foot from the creatures breast, and fired. The bear fell dead on the instant, shot through the heart.

The loud report and flash frightened the other bear away. It was closely followed, however, by the dogs, and the chief availed himself of the opportunity to re-load. While he was thus engaged a peculiarly loud yell told only too plainly that one of the remaining dogs was injured, if not killed. He called to the remaining one to come back. Obedient to the call it returned, and, to its masters great relief, proved to be his favourite Attim, a good deal cut about the shoulders and much crestfallen, but not seriously injured.

Down, Attim, said his master.

The poor creature obeyed at once, and his master hurried forward, but the bear had retired.

The result of this encounter was that three of the dogs were killed, many of his things destroyed, and his provisions rendered almost useless, while the sledge was irreparably broken to pieces. There was daylight enough to render the extent of his misfortune visible, and to show him that the trail which he had been following so long was drifted over and entirely obliterated.

To a man of weak resolution this might have been overwhelming, but Nazinred was very much the reverse of weak, and his utter recklessness of life in his endeavour to recover his lost child would have rendered him a hero for the time being, even if he had not been one by nature.

After collecting the remains of his property, and ascertaining that the sledge was hopelessly destroyed, he made up his mind to carry the provisions on his back and push forward in the direction pointed out by Adolay until he found her. If he did not succeed, the failure of his food would soon end the struggle.

It was some consolation to the unfortunate man that his favourite dog had been spared. The amount of company afforded even by an ordinary dog is well-known, but the civilised world can but feebly understand the value of a more than usually affectionate creature in the forlorn circumstances in which our Indian was now placed. Like many other people, he had got into the habit of talking to the dog about himself and his affairs, as if it were human. Whether he held the opinion we have heard so often expressed that he understands every word I say, we cannot tell, but the gravity of his expression and the solemnity of his tone when conversing with it, encouraged that belief, and the very earnest attention of the dog almost justified it.

But the friendly feelings existing between them did not relax the chiefs notions of discipline. Attim was not permitted to follow his master as an idle companion. He was made to carry, or rather to drag, his own food, by means of a collar with two pieces of stick attached, the ends of which trailed on the ice, thus forming as it were a pair of trains without wheels. This is a simple contrivance, largely used by the prairie Indians with their horses as well as dogs. The two sticks or poles, being long, project a good way behind the animal, thus leaving space for a load. As the poles are suited to their size, each horse or little dog is loaded with an appropriate bundle, and it is to be presumed does not feel overburdened.

When all was arranged, Nazinred started off with a large pack on his broad shoulders, and Attim, with a small bundle, followed close at his heels.

Of course the Indian shouldered his gun, and he slung upon it his snow-shoes, for the hard-driven snow rendered these unnecessary at the time. He also carried with him a bow and quiver of arrows, with the ornamented fire-bag  made for him by Adolay  which contained his flint, steel, and tinder as well as his beloved pipe and tobacco.

Things went well with him for the first few days, and although the trail was now lost, he guided himself easily by the stars, of which he had been careful to take note and make comparison with the hand in the letter before disturbing its position. But one night the sky became overcast, and he would have been compelled to halt had he not previously laid his course by several huge icebergs which towered up in the far distance.

When he had passed the last of these bergs, however, he began to hesitate in his movements, and Attim, trotting quietly by his side, looked inquiringly up into his face once or twice with the obvious question, Whats the matter? in his soft brown eyes  or some Dogrib idiom equivalent thereto.

Im afraid to go on, murmured the Indian gravely.

To this Attim replied with a reassuring wag of his tail.

Without stars it wont be easy to keep the straight line, continued the chief, stopping altogether and looking up at the clouds.

Attim also looked up, but evidently could make nothing of it, for he turned his eyes again on his master and wagged his tail dubiously.

At the moment a rift in the clouds revealed some of the stars, and the Indian, regaining his direction again, hurried forward  all the more rapidly that a pretty stiff fair wind was blowing, to speak nautically, right astern of him.

By degrees the breeze increased to a gale, and then to a regular hurricane, which whirled among the bergs and hummocks, shrieked round the ice-pinnacles, and went howling over the plain of the solid sea as if all the Hyperborean fiends had been let loose and told to do their worst. Its violence was so great that the Indian was forced to scud before it, and more than once Attims little bundle caught the blast and whirled him round like a weathercock, while the drifting snow at last became so thick that it was impossible to see anything more than a few yards ahead. In these circumstances to advance was madness.

It wont do, pup, cried Nazinred, turning suddenly to his right round a mass of ice, and taking shelter in the lee of a towering berg; come, we will encamp here.

He had scarcely uttered the words when a tremendous rending sound was heard above the noise of the hurricane. The Indian looked up quickly, but nothing was to be seen anywhere save that wild confusion of whirling snow, which in more southerly lands is sometimes called a blizzard, and the back-whirl of which nearly suffocated man and dog. Suddenly there came a crash as if a mountain were being shattered near them. Then Nazinred saw, to his horror, that an ice-pinnacle as big as a church steeple was bowing forward, like some mighty giant, to its fall. To escape he saw was impossible. It was too near and too directly above his head for that. His only hope lay in crushing close to the side of the berg. He did so, on the instant, promptly followed by the dog, and happily found that the ice-wall at the spot was slightly concave.

Another moment and the stupendous mass fell with an indescribable crash, which was prolonged into sounds that bore quaint resemblance to the smashing up of gigantic crockery, as the shivered atoms shot far away over the frozen plain. But the chief heard nothing of this save the first great crash, for the avalanche, although it passed harmlessly over his head, had buried him in what seemed to him a living tomb.

The chamber in which he and his dog were thus enclosed was of course absolutely dark  a darkness that might be felt; and the man would have been more than human if he had not experienced a sinking of the heart as he contemplated his awful position. Once again arose in his mind the question, Does the Maker of all care nothing about such things? The feeling deepened in him that such could not be true,  that the All-Father must certainly care more for His children than ordinary fathers for theirs, and with that thought came also the old feeling, I will trust Him. The poor dog, too, had the consolation of trust, for it rubbed its head against its master with a touch that implied implicit belief in his power to deal effectively with any difficulty whatever.

Feeling his way carefully round the walls of his prison, the Indian ascertained that it was not much more than about twelve feet long by three or four broad. On one side was the comparatively smooth wall of the berg, but for the hollow in which he would have been crushed; in front was the rugged heap of confused masses which had thoroughly closed him in. There was no outlet anywhere; he felt assured of that after three careful examinations of the chamber, and how many thousand tons of ice lay between him and liberty of course he could not guess.

There was only one course open to him now, and that was to cut his way out with his hatchet. Before beginning to act he unstrapped his bundle and sat down to eat, having previously relieved Attim of his load and given him some food. Everything he did had to be done by feeling, for he could not see his hand even when held only an inch from his face.

Then he set to work. It was difficult at first, for he had to strike out at random, sometimes hitting a lump of ice unexpectedly, sometimes just tipping it, and occasionally missing it altogether, when the axe would swing round behind him, to the great danger of Attim, who insisted on keeping close to his masters heels wherever he went. By degrees, however, he learned to guess more correctly the position of the walls, especially after he had advanced a few feet and cut a tunnel, with the shape and dimensions of which he soon became familiar. For hours he laboured with unflagging diligence, clearing back the ice débris into the cavern from which he had started. But no sign of open air rewarded him.

At last, when almost exhausted, he made preparations for passing the night where he was. Before lying down he ate a hearty meal and fed the dog, who indicated his satisfaction by an occasional whine and the usual wag of the tail, which could be faintly heard though not seen.

A pipe of course followed, and during the process of lighting it he and Attim obtained a fleeting glimpse of their abode. As his materials could not produce a flame  only a dull red glow  the glimpse was not cheering, or of much value.

Then Nazinred spread a deerskin on the ice, rolled himself in his blanket, pillowed his head on the dog, who seemed to be perfectly satisfied with the arrangement, and went to sleep till  we cannot say morning, for pitch darkness still prevailed, but till that point of time when the stomachic chronometer awoke them.

After another feed the chief again set to work with indomitable perseverance, and extended the tunnel during many hours; yet when he had accomplished what appeared to him a long and severe days work, it seemed as if he were as far off as ever from deliverance. Just as he was giving way to weary disappointment, however, a rush of cold air came against his face, and with an irrepressible exclamation of satisfaction he found that his last blow with the axe had opened a way to the outer world. A few more strokes, delivered with unwonted vigour, set him free, to find that the gale was over, that a profound calm prevailed, and that the faint grey light of the Arctic noon was illuminating the ghostly scene.

He also discovered that during his imprisonment a heavy fall of snow had taken place, so that he sank a full foot into it  if not more  at every step. Congratulating himself on having brought his snow-shoes with him, he at once put on those useful implements, and, having secured the pack on his back, he once more set forth on his journey, beating a track as he went on which the dog followed him with ease, though without such a track the poor thing could not have travelled at all until the surface of the snow had hardened.

But although our Indians heart was lighter after his deliverance, the toil which he had undergone, and the cold which he had experienced in the berg, had told somewhat severely even on his hardy frame, and when he built his hut that night it was with a feeling of despondency, for he became aware of a considerable diminution of strength. An unusually keen frost on the following day increased this feeling, and when he was about to encamp at night, Nazinred said to himself, as well as to his dog, that he feared they would never complete their journey.

But Hope springs eternal in the human breast. On looking round for a sheltered spot on which to build the snow-hut he observed three objects in the distance which bore a strong resemblance to Eskimo dwellings. Pushing forward eagerly, he soon reached them, and found that they were indeed huts of these children of the ice, but that they were deserted. The disappointment was very great, yet our chief bore up against it manfully. He made use of one of the huts as a resting-place for the night. Next morning he found that the prolonged strain had rendered him much weaker than he had believed to be possible. Diminishing provisions, also, had increased the evil, and a still further fall in the temperature induced a feeling of feebleness which the hitherto vigorous man had never before experienced.

The idea of giving in, however, had never once entered his mind. To persevere in the search until success or death should arrest him had been his fixed resolve from the beginning.

Come on, pup, he said, patting the head of his faithful friend, as he fastened on his snow-shoes and set forth.

To his surprise he found that he staggered a little at first, but as he warmed to the work his vigour increased and his powers of endurance seemed almost as strong as ever.




Chapter Nineteen.

The Eskimos again, and a Great Discovery and Rescue.

While Nazinred, under the influence of strong affection, was thus fighting with the unfamiliar difficulties and dangers of the polar sea, Cheenbuk and his Eskimo friends were enjoying life in what may be called their native element.

Will Adolay come for a drive? said our gallant Eskimo one day when the sun had risen near enough to the eastern horizon to almost, but not quite, extinguish the stars. We go to seek for walruses.

The Indian maiden was sitting at the time in the snow residence which belonged to Mangivik. Mrs Mangivik was sitting opposite to her mending a seal-skin boot, and Cowlik the easy-going was seated beside her, engaged with some other portion of native attire. Nootka was busy over the cooking-lamp, and old Mangivik himself was twirling his thumbs, awaiting the result of her labours. Oolalik was there too  he was frequently there  courting Nootka in the usual way, by prolonged silent staring. The process might have been trying to some women, but Nootka did not mind. Like many young damsels, she was fond of admiration, and could stand a good deal of it, no matter how peculiar the mode in which it was expressed.

I dont care to go, said Adolay, with a sigh.

Cheenbuk did not repeat the invitation or press for a reason. He was a considerate as well as a gallant youth. He knew that the poor girl was pining for her parents, and that she regretted having left them  even although remaining in her native village might have involved her being wed against her will to the hated Magadar, or subjected to his persecutions during her fathers absence. Cheenbuk did his best to comfort her with the assurance that he would take her back to her home with the very first of the open water. But when Adolay began to realise what a very long time must elapse before the ice would reopen its portals and set the waters free, her heart sank and she began to mope.

We may as well have some women with us, remarked Oolalik, with a pointed glance at Nootka, but Nootka took no notice of either the observation or the glance. Even Eskimo girls understand how to tease!

Will Cowlik go? asked Cheenbuk.

Yes. Cowlik smiled, and was quite ready to go.

No, she wont, said Mrs Mangivik, with a positiveness almost European in its tone.

Very well. Cowlik smiled, and was equally ready to remain.

Mangivik himself expressed no opinion on the subject, but twirled his thumbs faster as he expressed a hope that the cooking would be soon completed.

It was finally arranged that only young men should go, with sledges and teams of dogs to fetch the meat home.

The little town in which this scene was being enacted was composed of between twenty and thirty whitey-brown bee-hives of snow, of the usual shape, ranged on the ice near the shore of a large island. The scene presented was a lively one, for while some of the inhabitants were creeping into the small tunnels which formed as it were porches before the doors, others were creeping out. Men and dogs were moving about  the former harnessing the latter to sledges in preparation for the approaching hunt, while hairy little balls of children were scampering about in play, or sitting on the tops of the snow bee-hives, watching the proceedings with interest.

The Eskimo sledge is a contrivance of wood capable of accommodating five or six men, and usually drawn by a team of from six to ten dogs, each dog being fastened to it by means of a separate line of tough walrus-hide. In a short time the long-lashed, short-handled, powerful whips cracked, the teams yelped, the men shouted, and away they all went with much noise over the frozen sea.

After a short run the parties separated and went in different directions. Cheenbuk and his men drove in a southerly direction. Soon they came to a place which had been kept open by walruses as a breathing-hole. Here they got out, hid the sledge and dogs behind a hummock, and, getting ready their spears and harpoons, prepared for an encounter. After waiting some time a walrus thrust its ungainly head up through the young ice that covered the hole, and began to disport itself in elephantine, or rather walrusian, gambols.

Tiring of this in a few minutes, it dived, and the natives ran to the edge of the hole to be ready when it should come up again. The animal was a female, and a small one. When it re-appeared harpoons and lances were at once driven into it, and it was killed almost immediately. This is not always the result of such an encounter, for this elephant of the polar seas is naturally a ferocious brute, and when bulls are attacked they are prone to show fight rather than take fright.

Leaving the young men to skin and cut up the meat, Cheenbuk went on, with only Anteek to keep him company, in search of another breathing-hole.

You must harpoon the next one all alone, and kill him without help, said Cheenbuk to his companion soon after they had started.

Ill try, returned the boy, with the air of confidence befitting a knight who had already won his spurs, yet with the modesty of a youth who was aware of his fallibility.

But Anteek was not destined to distinguish himself that day, for, about three miles beyond the place where the walrus had been slain, they came across a track so singular that, on beholding it, they were stricken dumb with surprise.

Stopping the dogs, they gazed at it for a few moments in speechless wonder.

I am not an old man, said Cheenbuk at length in a solemn tone, but I have seen most of the wonderful things in this world, yet have I never seen a track like that!

He pointed to the track in question, and turned a look of blazing inquiry on Anteek.

And I am not an old boy, returned the other, but I too have seen a good many of the wonderful things of this world, yet have I never even dreamed of the like of that!

It will doubtless strike the reader here, as an evidence that Eskimos are under similar delusions to the rest of the human family, that these two referred to that world of theirs as equivalent to the world at large!

What can it be? murmured Cheenbuk.

The very biggest bear that ever was, come to frighten the wisest people that ever lived, out of their wits, suggested Anteek.

The face of the elder Eskimo underwent a sudden change, and an intelligent expression flitted over it as he said  

I know now  I remember  I guess. You have often heard me talk of the Fire-spouters, Anteek? Well, the snow where they live is very deep and soft  not at all like the snow here, except when our snow is new-fallen  so that they cannot travel in the cold time without great things on their feet. That,  pointing downward must be the track of those great things, and there must be a Fire-spouter not far off.

Perhaps a number of Fire-spouters  a war-party, suggested Anteek, becoming excited.

I think not, for there is only one track.

But they may have walked in a row  behind each other.

That is true. You notice well, Anteek. You will be a good hunter soon.

He stooped as he spoke, to examine more carefully the track, which was indeed none other than that made by the snow-shoes of Nazinred on his weary and well-nigh hopeless journey over the frozen sea.

Look here, Cheenbuk, cried the boy, whose excitement was increasing. Is there not here also the track of a dog, with a strange mark on each side of it, as if it were drawing two lines as it went along?

You are right again, boy. There is here the track of a dog, but there is only one man. Come, we will follow it up.

Jumping on the sledge again, the Eskimo cracked his whip and set the dogs off at full gallop.

For some time they advanced, looking eagerly forward, as if expecting every minute to come in sight of the man and dog who had made the tracks, but nothing appeared for some hours. Then they arrived at the three huts where the Indian had received such a disappointment on finding them deserted. A close examination showed that the stranger had spent a night in one of them, and, from various indications, Cheenbuk came to the conclusion that he had been much exhausted, if not starving, while there.

Getting on the sledge again, he continued to follow up the trail with renewed diligence.

They had not gone far when an object was seen lying on the ice not far ahead of them.

Anteek was first to catch sight of it, and point it out to his companion, who did not speak, but let out his lash and urged the dogs on. As they approached, the object was seen to move, then there came towards them what sounded like a prolonged melancholy howl.

The dog is alive, whispered Anteek.

I hope the man is  but I fear, returned his comrade.

In a few moments more they were alongside, and the dog started up with a snarl as if to defend its master, who was lying motionless on the ice; but the snarl was feeble, and the poor beast was obviously in a state of exhaustion.

He is not dead, said Cheenbuk, putting his hand over the Indians heart, while Anteek caught poor Attim by the nose and held him gently back.

It turned out as the Eskimo had said. Nazinred was not dead, but he was very nearly so, and it is probable that another hour of exposure and inaction would have ended the career of both himself and his dog.

He had walked on persistently until that peculiar feeling of an irresistible desire to lie down and sleep overcame him. No one knew better than himself the danger of his condition, yet the fatal lethargy is such that no resolution is sufficient to overcome it. Lying, or rather falling, down, he had remained still for a few moments  then the state of quiet, but deadly repose had supervened and he would never have risen again if succour had not been sent.

As it was, the Eskimos set to work with tremendous energy to chafe and resuscitate him, but it seemed at first that they were too late. By dint of untiring perseverance, however, they became successful. A slight effort to exert himself was observable in the Indian, and then, getting him on his feet, Cheenbuk on one side and Anteek on the other, they forced him to stagger about until vitality began to revive.

Now, boy, well get him into the sledge, and away back to the igloes.

Without delay they led Nazinred to the sledge, rolled him in a large white bearskin, and tied him on. While thus engaged Anteek observed that Cheenbuk gazed for a few moments intently into the Indians face, and then became much and strangely excited.

Is he going to die? asked the boy anxiously.

No, it is not that  but  but, I have seen this Fire-spouter before. I know him! Quick, we must save his life!

If the life of Nazinred had depended on the speed of the Eskimo dogs there would have been much hope of it, for Cheenbuk made them fly like the wind until he regained the three igloes. As for Attim, having, with prompt sagacity, perceived that the strangers were friendly, he resigned himself to his fate. Indeed, his master had, in a dazed sort of way, adopted the same course, and willingly submitted to whatever was done to him.

Arrived at the deserted huts, the Indian was allowed to lie in his white bearskin until the Eskimo had kindled a lamp, cooked some food, warmed some water, and prepared a comfortable couch. Then he went out to unlash the sleeper.

Now, Anteek, Im going to send you away, and will expect you to be quick and act like a man. Drive the sledge back to where we killed the walrus. Let the men pack the meat on it and away back to our igloes. It is not far. You will soon get there if you make the dogs yelp. When you have arrived, and told your story, get a fresh team of dogs, and two men, and come back here with a little meat and some more bearskins  and do it all, boy, as fast as you can.

I will, answered Anteek in a tone and with a look of decision that were quite satisfactory.

It was difficult to rouse the Indian at first so as to get him to stagger into the snow-hut, and he was more than half asleep all the time, insomuch that when inside he fell down on the couch prepared for him, and again sank into profound slumber.

Then Anteek started up, jumped on the sledge, and set off for home at full speed.




Chapter Twenty.

Strange Converse and Discoveries.

Returning to the hut, Cheenbuk continued his culinary preparations with great diligence, gazing often and earnestly, as he did so, at the thin and careworn countenance of the sleeper.

Although Nazinred was considerably altered by fatigue and suffering, the Eskimo entertained not the smallest doubt that he was the same Indian with whom he had once struggled on the banks of the Whale, or Greygoose, River. Equally sure was he that the Indian, owing to his worn-out condition when discovered, had not recognised himself, and the fancy occurred to him that he would at first try to avoid recognition. To this end he pulled his hood a little more over his eyes, deepened the colour of his face by rubbing it with a little lamp-black and oil, and resolved to lower his voice a note or two when the time for speaking should arrive. That time was not long of coming; probably the increasing warmth of the hut, or the smell of the seal-steak in the nostrils of the half-starved man, may have had something to do with it, but the meal was hardly ready when the Indian yawned, stretched himself, sat up and gazed solemnly around.

You are feeling better? said Cheenbuk in his deepened tone, and in broken Dogrib tongue.

The Indian fixed a steady gaze on him for nearly a minute before replying.

Yes, he said, in a dreamy tone, Im better. If the Eskimo had not been sent to me I had now been with my ancestors.

No one sent me to you, returned Cheenbuk; I found you lying on the snow.

The Great Manitou sent you, said the Indian gravely.

It was this touch of seriousness which had originally drawn those two men together, but the Eskimo remembered that he was acting a part at the moment, and that any expression of sympathy might betray him. He therefore made no rejoinder, but, placing the seal-steak on a flat stone, bade the hungry man eat.

Nazinred required no pressing; he began at once, and was ready for more almost before more was ready for him. By persevering industry, however, Cheenbuk kept his guest supplied, and when appetite began to fail he found time to attend to his own wants and keep the other company.

Silence reigned at first. When the Indian had finished eating he accepted a draught of warm water, and then had recourse to his fire-bag and pipe. Cheenbuk expected this, and smiled inwardly, though his outward visage would have done credit to an owl.

At last he looked up and asked the Indian how he came to be travelling thus alone and so far from his native land.

Nazinred puffed a voluminous cloud from his lips and two streaming cloudlets from his nose ere he replied.

When my son, he said, was on the banks of the Greygoose River his voice was not so deep!

Cheenbuk burst into a laugh and threw back his hood.

You know me, then, you man-of-the-woods, said he, holding out his hand in the white trader fashion which the other had taught him.

When the men-of-the-woods see a face once, they never forget it, returned the Indian, grasping the proffered hand heartily, but without a sign of risibility on his countenance, for in this, as we know, he differed considerably from his companion; yet there was a something about the corners of his eyes which seemed to indicate that he was not quite devoid of humour.

But how did you discover me? resumed Cheenbuk. I not only spoke with a deeper voice, but I put black and oil on my face, and pulled my hood well forward.

When the Eskimo wants to blind the man-of-the-woods, answered Nazinred, sententiously, he must remember that he is a man, not a child. The cry of the grey geese is always the same, though some of them have deeper voices than others. A face does not change its shape because it is dirtied with oil and black. Men draw hoods over their faces when going out of a lodge, not when coming in. When smoking tobacco is seen for the first time, surprise is always created.  Waugh!

What you say is true, man-of-the-woods, returned Cheenbuk, smiling. I am not equal to you at deceiving.

Whether the Indian took this for a compliment or otherwise there was no expression on his mahogany face to tell, as he sat there calmly smoking and staring at the lamp. Suddenly he removed the pipe from his lips and looked intently at the Eskimo, who in turn regarded him with evident expectation.

My son, said Nazinred, I have one or two questions to put to you. You and I agree about many things. Tell me, what would you think of the fawn that would forsake its dam?

Cheenbuk was puzzled, but replied that he thought there must be something the matter with it  something wrong.

I will tell you a story, continued the Indian, and it is true. It did not come into my head. I did not dream it. There was a man-of-the-woods, and he had a squaw and one child, a girl. The parents were very fond of this girl. She was graceful like the swan. Her eyes were large, brown, and beautiful like the eyes of a young deer. She was active and playful like the young rabbit. When she was at home the wigwam was full of light. When she was absent it was dark. The girl loved her father and mother, and never disobeyed them or caused them to suffer for a moment. One day, when the father was far away from home, a number of bad Eskimos came and fought with the men-of-the-woods, who went out and drove their enemies away. They took one prisoner, a strong fine-looking man. One night the prisoner escaped. It was discovered that the girl helped him and then went away with him.

He paused and frowned at this point, and the startled Cheenbuk at once recognised himself and Adolay as the hero and heroine of the story.

Did the girl, he asked, go away with the escaped prisoner of her own will, or did he force her to go?

She went of her own will, returned the Indian.

One of the women of the tribe followed her and heard her speak. But the father loved his child. He could not hate her, although she forsook her home. At first he thought of taking all his young men and going on the war-path to follow the Eskimos, slay the whole tribe, and bring back his child. But Manitou had put it in the fathers mind to think that it is wrong to kill the innocent because of the guilty. He therefore made up his mind to set off alone to search for his child.

Again Nazinred paused, and Cheenbuk felt very uncomfortable, for although he knew that it was impossible for the Indian to guess that the Eskimo with whom he had once had a personal conflict was the same man as he who had been taken prisoner and had escaped with his daughter, still he was not sure that the astute Red man might not have put the two things together and so have come to suspect the truth.

So, then, man-of-the-woods, said Cheenbuk at last, you are the father who has lost his daughter?

I am, returned the Indian, and I know not to what tribe the young man belongs with whom she has gone away, but I am glad that I have met with you, because you perhaps may have heard if any strange girl has come to stay with any of the tribes around you, and can tell me how and where to find her. We named her Adolay, because she reminds us of that bright season when the sun is hot and high.

Cheenbuk was silent for some time, as well he might be, for the sudden revelation that the Indian who had once been his antagonist, and for whom he had taken such a liking, was the father of the very girl who had run away with him against her inclination, quite took his breath away. It was not easy to determine how or when the true facts should be broken to the father, and yet it was evident that something must be said, for Cheenbuk could not make up his mind to lie or to act the part of a hypocrite.

I have heard of the girl-of-the-woods you speak of, he said at last; I have seen her.

For the first time since they met the characteristic reserve of the Indian broke down, and he became obviously excited, yet even then he curbed his tongue for a few moments, and when he again spoke it was with his habitual calmness.

Does my son know the tribe to which she has been taken? And is it well with the girl?

He does. And it is well with Adolay.

Do they dwell far from here? asked Nazinred, anxiously in spite of himself.

Not far. I can soon take you to their igloes. But tell me, man-of-the-woods, do you think your child had no reason for leaving home in this way except fondness for the young man?

I know not, returned the Indian, with a doubtful, almost a hopeful look. What other reason could she have? Her mother and I loved her more than ourselves. All the young men loved her. One of them  a bad one  had sworn to his comrades that he would have her for a wife in spite of her father,  he smiled very slightly at this point, with a look of ineffable contempt but Magadar did not venture to say that in her fathers ears!

May it not have been fear of this man, this Magadar, which drove her away? suggested Cheenbuk. You were not there to defend her. She may have been afraid of him, although you fear him not.

That is true, returned the Indian, with a brighter look, though I thought that Adolay feared nothing  but she is not her father.

This wise and obvious truism, or the words of the Eskimo, seemed to afford some comfort to the poor man, for he became more communicative and confidential after that.

Do you think, asked Cheenbuk, that your daughter has married this young man?

I know not.

Dont you think it is likely?

I fear it is not unlikely.

Why should you fear it? Are not the Eskimos as strong and brave as the men-of-the-woods?

For a moment the Indian looked at his companion with high disdain, for the boastful question had aroused within him the boastful spirit; but the look quickly disappeared, and was replaced by the habitual air of calm gravity.

It may be, as you say, that your nation is as brave and strong as ours

I did not say that, remarked the free-and-easy Eskimo, interrupting his companion in a way that would have been deemed very bad manners in an Indian, I asked you the question.

With a look of deeper gravity than usual the Indian replied:

To your question no true answer can be given till all the men of both nations have tried their courage and their strength. But such matters should only be discussed by foolish boys, not by men. Yet I cannot help confessing that it is a very common thing among our young braves to boast. Is it so among the Eskimos?

The Eskimo laughed outright at this.

Yes, said he, our young men sometimes do that  some of them; but not all. We have a few young men among us who know how to hold their tongues and when to speak.

That is useful knowledge. Will my son speak now, and tell me what he knows about Adolay?

He knows that she is well spoken of, and much loved by the tribe with which she lives.

That is natural, said the Indian, with a pleased look. No one who sees Adolay can help loving her. Does the young man who took her away treat her kindly?

No one can tell that but herself. What if he treated her ill?

I would hope never to meet with him face to face, replied Nazinred, with a frown and a nervous clenching of the fist that spoke volumes.

I have heard, continued Cheenbuk in a quiet way, that the girl is very sad. She thinks much of her old home, and blames herself for having left it.

Good, said the Indian emphatically. That is like the child, to be sorry when she has done wrong.

And I have heard that the young man who took her away is very fond of her  so fond that he will do whatever she likes to please her. His name is Cheenbuk. She asked him to take her home again, and he has promised to do so when the hot sun and the open water come back.

Good. The young man must be a good man. Will he keep his promise?

Yes. I know him well. He loves truth, and he will do what he says.

It is a long time till the open water comes. Will the young Eskimos mind not change?

Cheenbuks mind will not change. He loves Adolay better than himself.

Nazinred pondered this statement for some time in silence, caressing the sleek head of Attim as he did so.

Will this young man, this Cheenbuk, be willing, do you think, to leave her in the lodges of her people and give her up altogether? he asked, with a somewhat doubtful look.

If Adolay wishes to be given up, he will, replied the Eskimo confidently.

And you know him well?

Very well. No one knows him better.

Again the Indian was silent for some time. Then he spoke in a low tone:

My son has made glad the heart of the man-of-the-woods. When we met by the river and strove together, we were drawn by a cord that anger could not snap. It is strange that you should now be chosen by Manitou to bring me such good news.

Manitou can do stranger things than this, my father.

No more was said at that time, for, as both were thoughtful men, a considerable space of time was allowed to elapse between each question and answer. Before it could be resumed the crack of a whip and loud yelping were heard in the distance, and in a few minutes Anteek and two men drove up to the igloe with the sledge and a fresh team of dogs.

I sent for them, explained Cheenbuk. My father is tired, he will lie down on the sledge with a bearskin round him, while I take him to the igloes of my people. After that I will take him to Adolay.

Nazinred will not lie down. He is no longer tired, for his heart is glad.




Chapter Twenty One.

Kick-Ball and an Important Meeting.

We beg the reader now to accompany us to the Eskimo village, where the men and boys are having a game at kick-ball, a favourite game with those men-of-the-ice, which goes far to prove their kinship with ourselves.

But the details of the game are dissimilar in many ways  only the spirit is the same; namely, an effort to rouse the bodily system to as near the bursting-point as possible without an absolute explosion.

It was a lovely northern night. There was a clearness in the still frosty air which gave to the starry host a vivid luminosity, and seemed to reveal an infinite variety of deep distances instead of the usual aspect of bright spots on a black surface. Besides the light they shed, the aurora was shooting up into the zenith with a brilliancy that almost equalled that of moonlight, and with a vigour that made the beholder think there was a rustling sound. Indeed, some of the natives stoutly asserted that these lights did rustle  but among Eskimos, as among ourselves, there are highly imaginative people.

Oolalik was there of course. No game was thought complete without the co-operation of that robust Eskimo. So was Raventik, for the game of kick-ball suited his bold reckless nature to perfection, and there were none of the other players except himself capable of opposing Oolalik with any hope of success. Aglootook the magician also took part. The dignity of his office did not forbid his condescending to the frivolities of recreative amusement. Gartok was also there, but, alas! only as a spectator, for his wound was not sufficiently healed to permit of his engaging in any active or violent work. His fellow-sufferer Ondikik sat beside him. He, poor man, was in a worse case, for the bullet which was in him kept the wound open and drained away his strength. He was wrapped in a white bearskin, being unable to withstand the cold.

The whole male population, except the old men and the wounded, took part in the game, for the ball frequently bounded to the outskirts of the ice-field, where the boys of every shape and size had as good a chance of a kick as the men. As the women stood about in all directions looking on, and sending back the ball when it chanced to be kicked out of bounds, it may be said to have been an exceedingly sociable game.

Old Mangivik took great interest, though no part, in it, and Mrs M was not a whit behind him in enthusiastic applause whenever a good kick was given. Of course the fair Nootka was beside them, for  was not Oolalik one of the players? She would have scorned the insinuation that that was the reason. Nevertheless there is reason to believe that that had something to do with her presence.

Our friend Adolay, however, was not there. The absence of Cheenbuk may have had something to do with her absence, but, as she was seated in Mangiviks igloe moping over the lamp, it is more charitable to suppose that a longing for home  sweet home  was weighing down her spirits.

Old and young Uleeta were looking on with great delight, so was Cowlik the easy-going, and Rinka the sympathetic; and it was noticeable that, every now and then, the latter distracted her mind from the play in order to see that the bearskin did not slip off the shoulders of Ondikik, and to replace it if it did. Not that Rinka had any special regard for Ondikik, but it afforded her intense pleasure merely to relieve suffering in any way  so strong was the weakness for which she got credit!

The game had lasted for a considerable time, and the players were beginning to blow hard, when the ball, kicked by a surprisingly small boy in disproportionately big seal-skin boots, chanced to fall between Raventik and Oolalik.

Oh! exclaimed Nootka to herself, with a gasp of hope.

Ho! exclaimed Oolalik, with a shout of determination.

Raventik exclaimed nothing, but both young men rushed at the ball with furious vigour. The active Oolalik reached it first.

Ah! sighed Nootka with satisfaction.

Hoh! cried Oolalik, with a kick so full of energy that it would have sent the ball far over a neighbouring iceberg, if it had not been stopped dead by the broad face of Raventik, who went flat on his back in consequence  either from the tremendous force of the concussion, or because of a slip of the foot, or both.

This incident was received with shouts of laughter and great applause, while Raventik sprang to his feet. Instead of taking it in good part, however, the reckless man allowed his temper to get the better of him, and made a rush at Oolalik, who, being naturally peaceful in temperament, dodged his adversary, and, with a laugh, ran away from him; but the other was not to be baulked in this way. A fight he was bent on, so he gave chase at the top of his speed. The man of peace, however, was too fleet for him. He kept just out of his reach, thereby stimulating his rage and inducing many a spurt which proved abortive. At last, being desirous of putting an end to the chase  or himself losing patience, who knows?  Oolalik suddenly dropped on his hands and knees, and Raventik, plunging headlong over him, fell flat on his breast and went scooting over the ice for about ten or fifteen yards before he could stop himself. What would have happened after that no one can tell, for just then the attention of the whole party was diverted by a shout in the distance, accompanied by the cracking of a whip and the usual sounds that announced an arrival.

A few seconds later and Cheenbuk drove his team into the village.

He had warned Anteek to say nothing about the finding of the Indian, and the boy had been faithful to his trust, so that the whole population was thrown into a state of wide-eyed amazement, not to mention excitement, when the tall form of the Fire-spouter was seen to rise from the sledge and turn his grave countenance upon them with the calm dignity characteristic of his race. The dogs of the village showed not only surprise, but also their teeth, on observing Attim among the newcomers, and they made for him, but a well-directed and sweeping cut from the whip of the watchful Anteek scattered them right and left, and rebuked their inhospitality.

Thereafter Cheenbuk began to tell how he had discovered the Indian on the ice, and introduced the subject with some prolixity, like not a few white men when they have a good story to tell. Moreover, the wily man had an eye to dramatic effect, and, observing that Adolay was not among the women, he made up his mind to what is called prolong the agony as far as possible.

Unfortunately for his purpose, there happened to be blowing at the time a gentle nor-west breeze, which, in its direct course towards them, had to pass over the igloe that belonged to Mangivik, and the humble-minded Attim, keen of scent, recognised something there that caused him suddenly to cock his ears and tail, open his eyes, and give vent to a sharp interrogative yelp!

Next moment he charged through the canine throng  scattering them in abject terror  dashed into the tunnel of Mangiviks dwelling, and disappeared from view. Another moment and there issued from the igloe  not a scream: Indian girls seldom or never scream  but a female ebullition of some sort, which was immediately followed by the sudden appearance of Adolay, with the dog waltzing around her, wriggling his tail as if he wished to shake off that member, and otherwise behaving himself like a quadrupedal lunatic.

Eager inquiry was intensified in every line of her expressive face, and, withal, a half-scared look, as if she expected to see a ghost. If she had really seen one the effect could scarcely have been more impressive when her eyes encountered those of her father. She stood for a few moments gazing, and utterly unable to move, then, with a wild cry of joy, she bounded towards him. In like manner the Indian stood at first as if thunderstruck, for Cheenbuks information had not led him to expect this. Then his wonted dignity utterly forsook him; for the first time in his life, perhaps, he expressed his feelings of affection with a shout, and, meeting the girl half-way, enfolded her in an embrace that lifted her completely off her legs.

The Eskimos, as may well be imagined, were not only surprised but profoundly interested in the scene, and Cheenbuk was constrained to draw his narrative to an abrupt conclusion by informing them hurriedly that the Fire-spouter was the father of Adolay; that he had left home alone and on foot to search for her; that he was also the very man with whom, on the banks of the Whale River, he had fought and fraternised, and that therefore it behoved them to receive him hospitably as his particular friend.

Cheenbuk spoke the concluding sentence with a look and tone that was meant to convey a warning to any one who should dare to feel or act otherwise; but there was little need of the warning, for, with the exception of Aglootook the medicine-man, the chief leaders of the fire-eating portion of the tribe, Gartok and Ondikik, were at the time helpless.

While this irrepressible display of Dogrib affection was enacting, Attim was performing a special war-dance, or rather love-dance, of his own round the re-united pair. He was an unusually wise dog, and seemed to know that he could expect no attention just then; he therefore contented himself with a variety of hind-legged pirouettes, and a little half-suppressed yelping, knowing that his turn would surely come in time.

Meanwhile an incident occurred which seemed further to enhance the dramatic character of the meeting. There burst suddenly and without warning upon the amazed and horrified multitude a miniature thunder-clap, which, being absolutely new to their experience, shook them to their spinal marrow. Several boys of unusually inquisitive disposition, taking advantage of the pre-occupation of the tribe, ventured to poke about the sledge which had just arrived, and discovered the fire-spouter of the Indian. With awe-stricken countenances they proceeded to examine it. Of course, when they came to the trigger it went off. So did the boys  excepting the one who had touched the trigger. He, having the butt against his chest at the moment, received a lesson which he never forgot, and was laid flat on his back  as much with fright as violence. Fortunately there was nothing in front of the gun at the time save the tip of a dogs tail. Into this one lead-drop entered. It was enough! The owner of the tail sprang into space, howling. Every one else, including dogs and bairns, with the exception of Mrs Mangivik  who, being as it were petrified with consternation, remained absolutely immovable  fled for shelter behind the igloes, leaving Nazinred, Adolay, Cheenbuk and Anteek in possession of the field.

By degrees their fears were calmed, and according to their courage the rest of the population returned to the scene of the explosion, some half ashamed of having run away, others more than half ready to run again.

Do they sometimes do like that by themselves? asked Cheenbuk, referring to the gun.

Never, said the Indian. Some one must have touched it.

The boys, remarked Anteek; I know them!

Adolay laughed. Yes, she said, I know them too, and they meddle with everything.

Come, man-of-the-woods, said Cheenbuk, and see my fathers igloe. He is hiding inside of it since the spouter made its noise. This is my sister, Nootka, and that, he added, pointing to Mrs Mangivik, who was gradually becoming untransfixed, is my mother.

Have you told my father all, Cheenbuk? asked Adolay as they went towards the hut.

The Indian stopped abruptly and looked with a piercing glance at the Eskimo.

Cheenbuk! he exclaimed, in a low voice.

Yes, that is my name, said the young man, with a smile, and yet with a something in his face which implied that he was not ashamed to own it.

For a moment the Indian frowned as if he were displeased, at the same time drawing his daughter close to him. The prejudices of race were at work within him then, and that very human weakness which shows itself in esteeming all nations inferior to ones own strove with his better feelings; but as he looked on the handsome face and brave bearing of the young man-of-the-ice, and remembered his sentiments and sympathy, he suddenly stepped up to him and held out his hand.

The white trader has taught me, he said, that the difference in men is only skin-deep. The same Manitou made us all. Cheenbuk, my son, I am grateful to you for your care of my child.

My father, said the Eskimo, returning his grasp, your mind is in a good state. So is mine! You must be tired and hungry. Let us go and feed.




Chapter Twenty Two.

Tells of Hunting Extraordinary.

This advent of a male Fire-spouter into the little community was a source of much interest and delight to old and young  all the more that he had brought the mysterious spouter with him.

Not less interesting to Nazinred was the community in the midst of which he found himself, for, as we have more than once indicated, our Indian was intellectually far in advance of his fellows, and the opportunity he now had of observing closely the life of the men-of-the-ice in all its details could not be otherwise than full of interest to an inquiring and large-minded man.

On the day, or rather the night, of his arrival he was allowed quietly to eat his supper in the igloe of Mangivik, and go to sleep in peace, but next morning there was a crowding of relatives and friends into the hut, which rendered the meal of breakfast not quite so pleasant as it might have been, for the Indian, having been accustomed all his life to the comparatively open wigwam, did not relish the stifling atmosphere of the densely crowded snow-hut. However, he belonged to a race of Stoics, and, restraining his feelings, ate his meal with moderate appetite and becoming gravity.

There is reason to believe that he rather liked the earnest attention with which all his movements were closely and openly scrutinised; at all events he proceeded with his meal as calmly as if he had been alone, and in his own wigwam with none but the faithful Isquay and amiable Adolay to observe him.

Staring, as we have already said, is not considered rude among the Eskimos; they therefore sat open-mouthed and eyed, taking mental notes in silence, till breakfast was over, when Nazinred, according to custom, opened his fire-bag, took out his pipe, and began to fill it.

This created a sensation which was expressed by hard breathing and eloquent looks. They had been waiting for this. Of course Cheenbuk had often descanted to them on the subject of smoking, besides showing them how the thing was done, but now they were going to see the amazing thing done, in the right way, by the real Simon Pure  a live Fire-spouter!

My father, said Cheenbuk at this point, the igloe is hot, and there are many more who wish to see you do that thing. Will you come outside?

With a condescending smile the Indian rose.

It was somewhat destructive of his dignity that he was obliged to go down on hands and knees, and creep out through the short snow tunnel, but as there was no other mode of egress he had to submit, and did it with the best grace possible, making up for the brief humiliation by raising himself when outside with ineffable dignity, and throwing his deerskin robe over one shoulder à la Roman toga.

He was greeted with something like a British cheer by the entire community of men, women, children, and even dogs, who were waiting outside for him.

Sitting down on a snow-clad rock he went through the process of filling the pipe, striking a light and beginning to smoke, to the unutterable delight of the natives. This delight became not only utterable but obstreperous when Cheenbuk gravely took out the pipe which Adolay had given him and began to keep him company, at the same time bestowing a look  a wink not yet being known to him  on Anteek, who forthwith went off into uncontrollable laughter and was promptly hustled out of the crowd.

The interest aroused by the pipe, however, was as nothing compared with that bestowed on the fire-spouter. For there was a mystery, noise, and deadliness about the latter which tended to evoke feelings of awe rather than amusement.

I dont like to trouble your father too much, Adolay, whispered Cheenbuk; would you say to him that we wish very much to see him use the spouter?

Nazinred was an amiable man. He at once consented, and went back to the hut for his gun, which, remembering the tendency of the boys to meddle, he had kept close beside him all night.

Loading it inside, he re-appeared with it ready. Taking up a lump of ice about the size of ones hand, he set it up on a hummock, and retired to a distance of about thirty yards.

Tell them all to keep back, out of the way of that, Cheenbuk, said Nazinred.

The excitement and nervous expectation of the Eskimos had been worked up considerably by these preparations, so that they not only retired to a safe distance, but some of them even took refuge behind the igloes, and all held their breath while their guest took aim.

He had loaded with shot, and when the explosion took place the piece of ice vanished, having been blown to atoms. Of course a yell of admiration greeted the result, and all the dogs of the tribe fled on the wings  or paws  of terror, while Attim sat quietly looking on with somewhat of his masters dignity.

But the curiosity of the Eskimos was only whetted by this. They immediately began to clamour for explanations, so that the Indian found himself at last obliged to undertake a lecture on gunnery, as far as he understood it.

My father, said Cheenbuk, whose respect for the Indian was rapidly deepening, some of my people want to know if you can kill bears with the spouter.

Yes, it will kill bears. I killed a white one not long before you found me.

And will it kill the walrus too?

Yes; it will kill the walrus. It kills anything that has life.

There was an expression of great astonishment at this. Some even ventured to doubt it. Then there was a noisy consultation for a few minutes, after which Cheenbuk was told to ask if their guest would go with them then and there to hunt for a walrus.

Oh yes; the Indian was quite ready to go, whereupon the men scattered to harness the dogs and make preparation for an immediate hunt.

Go and get my sledge ready, said Cheenbuk to Anteek.

The boy was only too glad to obey, for the mission implied that he should have a place on the sledge along with the Fire-spouter.

In a very short time several sledges were ready. Nazinred seated himself on one. Cheenbuk and the others jumped in, the whips cracked, and away they went amid the shouting of the drivers and the yells of children and women left behind.

It did not take long to find one of those giants of the frozen seas. Some miles out on the ice they came to a place which the walruses had kept open as a breathing-hole. At the time of their arrival it had not been disturbed for some hours, for the water was covered by a coat of young ice, which was quite able to bear the weight of the men singly, though scarcely sufficiently strong for the sledges.

Just as they arrived a walrus took it into its very thick head to crash up through the young ice and have a gambol. The party retired behind a hummock and prepared for action.

Will the man-of-the-woods go first and try the spouter? asked Cheenbuk.

No, replied Nazinred; the man-of-the-woods prefers to watch how the men-of-the-ice do their work. After that he will use the spouter, which we call pasgissegan. The white traders call it gun.

Harpoons and lances were at once got ready.

Come, Anteek, with me; bring a harpoon and a coil with you. We will show the man-of-the-woods what we can do.

He said this with a look of self-confidence, for Cheenbuk, being a noted hunter among his fellows, was naturally rather proud of his powers.

Waiting until the walrus dived, the Eskimo and his companion ran towards the hole of open water, and then suddenly lay down, for they knew the habits of the brute, and that he would soon reappear. This, in fact, happened before they had lain more than a few minutes. After another gambol the ungainly animal dived again. Up got the two Eskimos and ran at full speed to the very edge of the hole. On rising the third time the walrus found Cheenbuk standing with the harpoon raised. One look of huge astonishment it gave at the man, who instantly drove the harpoon deep into its side, and then ran from the hole as fast as he could, uncoiling the long line of hide until he was some distance off. Then he struck a piece of bone, sharp-pointed, into the ice, and put the loop at the end of the line over it. This checked the dive of the walrus, which in furious rage came up and smashed another hole in the ice, looking fiercely around as if in search of its persecutor. Anteeks opportunity had now come. He ran towards the creature, which, so far from being afraid, smashed up the ice in vain attempts to get upon it. Another harpoon was deftly driven into it, and the boy, running back, fixed his line as the man had done.

These two now began to play the walrus, easing off and tightening their lines as required.

Meanwhile the other Eskimos ran forward, and, taking advantage of the creatures combative disposition, fixed several more harpoons in it, besides giving it many severe thrusts with their lances. But the hide of a walrus is nearly an inch thick, and it was not easy to pierce it with an effective thrust. At last, however, they succeeded in killing it after a battle of over three hours.

That is hard work, observed Nazinred to Cheenbuk, as they stood watching the cutting up and packing of their prize on the sledges, and takes a long time.

Come, now, let my father show us what the  the pass  pass-gi  spouter  gun can do, said Cheenbuk, pointing to his sledge, which Anteek had got ready. There are more walruses yonder.

He pointed to another hole, not far off, where several were seen rolling about in the water. The Indian stepped on the sledge, the others followed, and in a short time the whole party was concealed behind a hummock close to the hole.

Nazinred now loaded his gun with ball.

You must first throw a harpoon for fear it should sink, he said, when ready to start.

Without a word Cheenbuk grasped his harpoon and coil and ran forward, for the walrus had dived at that moment. Anteek followed, and Nazinred kept close to both. Once they lay down to let the animal come up and dive again. The moment it did so they ran at full speed as before to the edge of the hole and waited.

Send it deep in, muttered the Indian.

I will, replied the Eskimo.

So will I, thought the boy, but he was too modest to say so.

The thought had barely passed when the walrus came up with a puff and snort that might have been heard a mile off. Cheenbuks weapon was successfully launched in a moment. So was that of Anteek, though he missed the animals side, but hit in the neck. Nazinred took quick but sure aim at one of its glaring eyes, and before the smoke of the shot had cleared away the walrus fell over dead with a bullet in its brain.




Chapter Twenty Three.

A Bear-Hunt and a Sad End.

The Indian chief was after this an object of almost veneration to the Eskimo men, of admiration to the women, and of delight to the boys and girls, who highly appreciated his kindly disposition as well as his skill with the spouter.

He was taken out on all their hunting expeditions, and fully initiated into all the mysteries of seals, walrus, deer, and musk-ox killing. Of course the wonderful gun was brought into frequent requisition, but its owner was obliged to have regard to his powder and shot, and had to explain that without these the spouter would refuse to spout, and all its powers would vanish. When this was thoroughly understood, his hosts ceased to persecute him with regard to displays of his skill.

One day, in the dead of the long winter, Cheenbuk proposed to Nazinred to go on a hunt after bears. The latter declined, on the ground that he had already arranged to go with Mangivik to watch at a seal-hole. Cheenbuk therefore resolved to take Anteek with him instead. Gartok was present when the expedition was projected, and offered to accompany it.

I fear you are not yet strong enough, said Cheenbuk, whose objection, however, was delivered in pleasant tones,  for a change for the better had been gradually taking place in Gartok since the date of his wound, and his old opponent not only felt nothing of his ancient enmity towards him, but experienced a growing sensation of pity,  for the once fire-eating Eskimo did not seem to recover health after the injury he had received from the Fire-spouters bullet.

I am not yet stout enough to fight the bears, he said with a half-sad look, but I am stout enough to look on, and perhaps the sight of it might stir up my blood and make me feel stronger.

Old Mangivik, who was sitting close by, heaved a deep sigh at this point. Doubtless the poor man was thinking of his own strength in other days  days of vigour which had departed for ever  at least in this life; yet the old mans hopes in regard to the life to come were pretty strong, though not well defined.

Well, you may come, said Cheenbuk, as he rose and went out with Anteek to harness the dogs.

In less than half an hour they were careering over the ice in the direction of a bay in the land where fresh bear-tracks had been seen the day before.

The bay was a deep one, extending four or five miles up into the interior of the island.

We have assumed that the land in question was an island because of its being in the neighbourhood of a large cluster of islands which varied very considerably in size; but there is no certainty as to this, for the region was then, and still is, very imperfectly known. Indeed, it is still a matter of dispute among geographers, we believe, whether continents or seas lie between that part of the coast of America and the North Pole.

As far as appearance went the land might have been the edge of a vast continent, for the valley up which the Eskimos were driving extended inwards and upwards until it was lost in a region where eternal glaciers mingled with the clouds, or reared their grey ridges against the dark winter sky. It was a scene of cold, wild magnificence and desolation, which might have produced awe in the hearts of civilised men, though of course it must have seemed commonplace and tame enough to natives who had never seen anything much softer or less imposing.

The party had travelled about four miles up the valley, and reached a steep part, which was trying to the mettle of the dogs, when a track was observed a short distance to their right.

Bear, said Gartok in a low voice, pointing towards it.

Cheenbuk made no reply, but at once ran the team under the shelter of a neighbouring cliff and pulled up. The dogs were only too glad to obey the order to halt, and immediately lay down, panting, with their tongues out.

Fastening the sledge to a rock, and leaving it in charge of a little boy who had been brought for the purpose, the other three set off to examine the track and reconnoitre; intending, if they had reason to believe the bear was near, to return for the dogs and attack it in force.

The track was found to be quite fresh. It led upwards in the direction of a neighbouring ridge, and towards this the party hastened. On reaching the summit they bent low and advanced after the manner of men who expected to see something on the other side. Then they dropped on hands and knees, and crawled cautiously, craning their necks every now and then to see what lay beyond.

Now, the little boy who had been left in charge of the sledge happened to be a presumptuous little boy. He was not a bad boy, by any means. He did not refuse to obey father, or mother, or anybody else that claimed a right to command, and he was not sly or double-tongued, but he was afflicted with that very evil quality, presumption: he thought that he knew how to manage things better than anybody else, and, if not actually ordered to let things remain as they were, he was apt to go in for experimental changes on his own account.

When, therefore, he was left in charge of the dogs, with no particular direction to do or to refrain from doing anything, he found himself in the condition of being dissatisfied with the position in which the team was fastened, and at once resolved to change it only a few yards farther to the right, near to a sheltering cliff.

With this end in view he untied the cord that held the sledge, and made the usual request, in an authoritative voice, that the team would move on. The team began to obey, but, on feeling themselves free, and the sledge light, they proceeded to the left instead of the right, and, despite the agonising remonstrances of the little boy, began to trot. Then, appreciating doubtless the Eskimo version of Home, sweet Home, they suddenly went off down-hill at full gallop.

The presumptuous one, puckering his face, was about to vent his dismay in a lamentable yell, when it suddenly occurred to him that he might thereby disturb the hunters and earn a severe flogging. He therefore restrained himself, and sat down to indulge in silent sorrow.

Meanwhile the explorers topped the ridge, and, peeping over, saw a large white bear not more than a hundred yards off, sitting on its haunches, engaged, apparently, in contemplation of the scenery.

At this critical moment they heard a noise behind them, and, glancing back, beheld their dogs careering homeward, with the empty sledge swinging wildly in the rear. Cheenbuk looked at Gartok, and then both looked at the bear. Apparently the ridge prevented the distant sound from reaching it, for it did not move.

We must go at it alone  without dogs, said Gartok, grasping his spear, while a flash of the old fire gleamed in his eyes.

You must not try, said Cheenbuk; the drive here has already tired you out. Anteek will do it with me. This is not the first time that we have hunted together.

The boy said nothing, but regarded his friend with a look of gratified pride, while he grasped his spear more firmly.

Good, returned Gartok, in a resigned tone; I will stand by to help if there is need.

Nothing more was said, but Cheenbuk looked at Anteek and gave the brief order  

Go!

The boy knew well what to do. Grasping his spear, he ran out alone towards the bear and flourished it aloft. Turning with apparent surprise, the animal showed no sign of fear at the challenge of such an insignificant foe. It faced him, however, and seemed to await his onset. The boy moved towards the right side of the bear. At the same time Cheenbuk ran forward towards its left side, while Gartok went straight towards it at a slow walk, by way of further distracting its attention.

As the three hunters approached from different directions, their prey seemed a good deal disconcerted, and looked from one to the other as if undecided how to act. When they came close up the indecision became more pronounced, and it rose on its hind-legs ready to defend itself. Gartok now halted when within five or six yards of the animal, which was anxiously turning its head from side to side, while the other two ran close up.

The plan was that usually followed by Eskimos in similar circumstances. Anteeks duty was to run forward and prick the bear on its right side, so as to draw its undivided attention on himself, thereby leaving its left side unguarded for the deadly thrust of Cheenbuk. Of course this is never attempted by men who are not quite sure of their courage and powers. But Cheenbuk and Anteek knew each other well. The latter was not, perhaps, quite strong enough to give the death-dealing thrust, but he had plenty of courage, and knew well how to administer the deceptive poke.

As for Gartok, besides being incapable of any great exertion, he would not on any account have robbed the boy of the honour of doing his work without help. He merely stood there as a spectator.

With active spring Anteek went close in and delivered his thrust.

The bear uttered a savage roar and at once turned on him. Just at the moment the boys foot slipped and he fell close to the animals feet. In the same instant the two men sprang forward. Cheenbuks spear entered the bears heart, and that of Gartok struck its breast. But the thrust of the latter was feeble. In his excitement and weakness Gartok fell, and the dying bear fell upon him. His action, however, saved Anteek, who rolled out of the way just as his preserver fell.

Cheenbuk and Anteek did not hesitate, but, regardless of the few death-struggles that followed, rushed in, and grasping its thick hair dragged the monster off the fallen man.

Gartok was insensible, and it was a considerable time before he fully recovered consciousness. Then it was found that he could not rise, and that the slightest motion gave him intolerable pain.

He will die! exclaimed Anteek, with a look of painful anxiety.

Yes, he will die if we do not quickly get him home, said Cheenbuk. He cannot walk, and he would freeze long before we could make an igloe. I must depend on you now, Anteek. Go back as fast as you can run, and send men with a sledge and skins and something to eat. The boy will remain with me. Away!

Without a word Anteek leaped up, and, dropping his spear, ran as if his own life depended on his speed. The little boy, who had acted so foolishly, came up with an anxious look on being hailed, but soon forgot himself in his anxiety to be of use to the injured man.

There was a mound of snow within three yards of the spot where the combat had taken place. To the lee side of this Cheenbuk carried Gartok. Being very strong, he was able to lift him tenderly, as if he had been a child, but, despite all his care, the poor man suffered terribly when moved.

It was well that this mound happened to be so close, for a dark cloud which had been overspreading the sky for some time began to send down snow-flakes, and frequent gusts of wind gave indications of an approaching storm. Having placed Gartok in such a position that he was quite sheltered from the wind, Cheenbuk took off his upper seal-skin coat, laid it on the snow, and lifted the injured man on to it. He then wrapped it round him and folded the hood under his head for a pillow, bidding the boy bank up the snow beside him in such a way as to increase the shelter. While thus engaged he saw with some anxiety that Gartok had become deadly pale, and his compressed lips gave the impression that he was suffering much.

Come here, said Cheenbuk to the boy quickly; rub his hands and make them warm.

The boy obeyed with alacrity, while the other, hastening his movements, began to skin the bear. Being an expert with the knife in such an operation, he was not long of removing the thick-skinned hairy covering from the carcass, and in this, while it was still warm, he wrapped his comrade  not a moment too soon, for, despite the boys zealous efforts, the intense cold had taken such hold of the poor man that he was almost unconscious. The warmth of the bearskin, however, restored him a little, and Cheenbuk, sitting down beside him, took his head upon his lap, and tried to shelter him from the storm, which had burst forth and was raging furiously by that time  fine snow filling the atmosphere, while the wind drove it in huge volumes up the valley.

Cheenbuk noted this, and congratulated himself on the fact the wind would favour the progress of the rescue sledge.

Sometimes the whirling snow became so suffocating that the little boy was compelled to cease his labours on the sheltering wall and crouch close to it, while Cheenbuk buried his nose and mouth in the white fur of the bear until the violence of the blasts abated. By keeping the skin well over the face of the wounded man, he succeeded in guarding him from them effectually. But his mind misgave him when he tried to look through the whirling confusion around, and thought of the long tramp that Anteek would have ere he could commence his return journey with the sledge.

It turned out, however, that this was one of those short-lived squalls, not uncommon in the Arctic regions, which burst forthwith unwonted fury, sweep madly over the plains of the frozen seas, rush up into the valleys of the land, and then suddenly stop, as though they felt that all this energy was being spent in vain. In a short time, which however seemed interminable to the watchers on the hillside, the wind began to abate and the wild gusts were less frequent. Then it calmed down; finally it ceased altogether; and the storm-cloud, passing away to the south-east, left the dark sky studded with the myriad constellations of the starry host.

Uncovering Gartoks face to see how it fared with him, and hoping that he slept, Cheenbuk found that he was wide awake, but in a condition that made him more anxious than ever. He looked up at the face of his protector with a faint but grateful smile.

I have always been your enemy, he said, in a low voice, but you have been my friend.

That does not matter now, replied Cheenbuk. I have never been your enemy. We will be friends from this time on.

Gartok closed his eyes for a few seconds, but did not speak. Then he looked up again earnestly.

No, he said, with more of decision in his tone; we shall neither be friends nor enemies. I am going to the country where all is dark; from which no sound has ever come back; where there is nothing.

Our people do not talk in this way. They think that we shall all meet again in the spirit-land, to hunt the seal, the walrus, and the bear, returned Cheenbuk.

Our people talk foolishness. They think, but they do not know, rejoined this Hyperborean agnostic, as positively and as ignorantly as if he had been a scientific Briton.

How do you know that there is nothing in the place where you are going? asked Cheenbuk, simply.

Gartok was silent. Probably his logical faculty told him that his own thinking, and coming to a conclusion without knowing, was as foolish in himself as in his comrades.

The subject of conversation happened to be very congenial to Cheenbuks cast of mind. He remained thinking and gazing upwards for a minute or two, then he said meditatively, as if he were trying to work out some mental problem  

Did you ever make a sledge, or a spear, and then destroy it utterly while it was yet good and new?

Never. I have been bad, it may be, but I am not a fool.

Is the great Maker of all a fool? He has made you, and if He lets you die now, utterly, He destroys you in your best days. Is it not more likely that He is calling you to some other land where there is work for you to do?

I dont understand. I do not know, replied Gartok, somewhat doggedly.

But you do understand, and you do know, that He would be foolish to kill you now, unless He had some work and some pleasure for you in the unknown land from which no sound ever comes back. When a father gives his son a work to do, he does not destroy his son when the work is done. He gives him another piece of work; perhaps sends him on a long journey to another place. When the Maker of all sees that we have finished our work here, I ask again, is it not likely that He will send us to work elsewhere, or is it more likely that He will utterly destroy us  and so prove Himself to be more foolish than we are?

I do not know, repeated Gartok, but I do know that if the Maker of all is good, as I have heard say, then I have not done His work here  for you know, everybody knows, I have been bad!

Cheenbuk was much perplexed, for he knew not how to minister to a mind diseased.

I have often wondered, he said at last, why it is that some things are wrong and some right. The Maker of all, being good and all-powerful, could have made things as He pleased  all right, nothing wrong. Perhaps men, like children, will understand things better when they are older  when they have reached the land from which no sound comes back. But I am not much troubled. The Maker of all must be all-good and all-wise. If He were not, He could not be the Maker of all. I can trust Him. He will throw light into our minds when the time comes. He has already thrown some light, for do we not know right from wrong?

True, but although I have known right I have always done wrong, returned Gartok moodily. I am sorry now. If you had not been kind to me, your enemy, Cheenbuk, I should never have been sorry. Ever since I was hurt by the Fire-spouters you have been kind to me, and now you would save my life if you could. But it is too late. You have known right, and done it.

You mistake, rejoined Cheenbuk gravely. Like you, I have known right but I have not always done it; only sometimes. It is not long since I began to think, and it is since I have been thinking that my spirit seems to have changed, so that I now hate wrong, and desire right. I think that the Maker of all must have caused the change, as He makes the ice-mountains melt, for it is not possible that I could change myself. I had no wish to change till I felt the change.

I wish, said Gartok earnestly, that  if He exists at all  He would change me.

At that moment Cheenbuk, who was gazing up into the brilliant sky, seemed to be moved by a sudden inspiration, for he gave utterance to the first audible prayer that had ever passed his lips.

Maker of all, he said, give to Gartok the spirit that loves right and hates wrong.

The dying Eskimo raised his eyes to Cheenbuks face in astonishment; then he turned them to the starry host, as if he almost expected an immediate answer.

Do you think He hears us? he asked in a faint voice, for the strength of his feelings and the effort at conversation had exhausted him greatly.

I will trust Him, answered Cheenbuk.

I will trust Him, repeated Gartok.

For some time they sat in profound silence, and Gartok closed his eyes as if he were falling asleep. The silence was broken by a distant sound. It was the approach of Anteek with the sledge. He had found the runaway dogs anchored fast between two masses of ice where the sledge had got jammed. Turning the team round he plied his whip with vigour, insomuch that they would have arrived much sooner if the storm had not caused delay.

Having arranged the sledge and its wraps so as to form a comfortable couch for the wounded man, they lifted him on to it, but when they removed the bearskin from his face it was found that he was beyond earthly care: he had passed over to the land from which no sound has ever come back.




Chapter Twenty Four.

The Traders at Work.

Wherever half a dozen average men are banded together and condemned to make the best of each others society for a prolonged period, there is apt to be a stagnation of ideas as well as of aspirations, which tends more or less to develop the physical, and to stunt the spiritual, part of our nature.

So thought MacSweenie as he sat one fine spring morning on a rude chair of his own making in front of the outpost on Great Bear Lake which he had helped to build.

The Scottish Highlander possessed a comparatively intellectual type of mind. We cannot tell precisely the reach of his soul, but it was certainly above buttons. The chopping of the firewood, the providing of food, the state of the weather, the prospects of the advancing spring, and the retrospect of the long dreary winter that was just vanishing from the scene, were not sufficient to appease his intellectual appetite. They sufficed, indeed, for his square, solid, easy-going, matter-of-fact interpreter, Donald Mowat; and for his chief fisherman, guide, and bowman, Bartong, as well as for his other men, but they failed to satisfy himself, and he longed with a great longing for some congenial soul with whom he might hold sweet converse on something a little higher than buttons.

Besides being thus unfortunate in the matter of companionship, our Highlander was not well off as to literature. He had, indeed, his Bible, and, being a man of serious mind, he found it a great resource in what was really neither more nor less than banishment from the world; but as for light literature, his entire library consisted of a volume of the voyages of Sir John Franklin, a few very old numbers of Chamberss Edinburgh Journal, and one part of that pioneer of cheap literature, The Penny Magazine. But poor MacSweenie was not satisfied to merely imbibe knowledge; he wished also to discuss it; to philosophise and to ring the changes on it.

He occasionally tried his hand on Mowat, who was undoubtedly the most advanced of his staff intellectually, but the results were not encouraging. Donald was good-natured, amiable, ready to listen and to accord unquestioning belief, but, not having at that time risen above buttons, he was scarcely more able to discuss than an average lamp-post.

Occupying the position of a sort of foreman, or confidential clerk, the interpreter had frequent occasion to consult his superior on the details of the establishment and trade.

Im thinking, sir, said he, approaching his master on the spring morning in question, that we may as well give the boat an overhaul, for if this weather lasts the open water will soon be upon us.

You are right, Tonal, answered the trader, knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and proceeding to refill it. That iss just what wass in my own mind, for we must be thinkin about makin preparations for our trip to the Ukon Ruver. We will hev to start whenever my successor arrives here. Man, it will be a goot job when we are off, for I am seek  tired of this place. Wan hes nothin in the world to think about but his stamik, an that iss not intellectooal, whatever.

Are we to use the inch or the inch-an-a-half nails? asked Mowat, after a moments pause.

Whichever you like, Tonal. There iss plenty of both in the store, an ye are as goot a judge o these metters as I am myself. Just help yoursel, man; only see that the work is done well, for there iss a rough trup before us when we do git away. An the load will be heavy moreover, for there will be a deal of stuff needed if we are to build an outpost fit to spend a winter in. Man, it iss pleasant to think that we will break up new ground  open up a new country among savitches that scarce knows what like a white man iss. We will feel quite like what we felt as boys when we was readin Robinson Crusoe.

We will need two pit-saws, remarked the practical Orkney-man in a meditative tone.

No doubt, no doubt, returned MacSweenie, and a grindstone too. Do you remember what that man Nazinred said when he came here on his last trup,  that the Indians about his country would be fery pleased to see traders settle among them? He little thought  an no more did I  that we would be so soon sent to carry out their wishes; but our Governor is an active-minded man, an ye never know what hell be at next. Hes a man of enterprise and action, that wont let the gress grow under his feet  no, nor under the feet of anybody that he hes to do wi. I am well pleased, whatever, that he hes ordered me on this service. An no doubt ye are also well pleased to go, Tonal. It will keep your mind from gettin rusty.

I am not ill-pleased, returned the interpreter gravely. Im thinkin there wont be enough o pitch to go over all the seams o the boat. I was

Hoot, man! never mind the putch, Tonal. What there iss will do fery well, an the boat that comes with supplies for the new post will be sure to hev plenty. By the way, I wonder if that fine man Nazinred will hev come back when we get to the Ukon River. It wass a strange notion of his the last comers told us about, to go off to seek his daughter all by himself. I hev my doubts if hell ever come back. Poor man! it wass naitural too that he should make a desperate attempt to get back his only bairn, but it wass not naitural that a wise man like him should go off all his lone. Im afraid he wass a little off his head. Did they tell you what supplies he wass supposed to have taken?

Yes. The wife said he had a strong sled with him, an the best team o dogs in the camp.  Do you think the boat will need a new false keel? I was lookin at it, an it seemed to me rather far gone for a long trup.

I will go an hev a look at it, Tonal. But I hev been wonderin that Mozwa, who seemed so fond o his frund, should hev let him start away all by his lone on such a trup.

He couldnt help lettin him, said Mowat, for he didnt know he was goin till he was gone.

You did not tell me that, said the trader sharply.

Well, perhaps I did not, returned the interpreter, with an amiable smile. It is not easy to remember all that an Indian says, an a good deal of it is not worth rememberin.  Would you like me to set-to an clean up the store to-day, or let the men go on cuttin firewood?

Let them do whatever you think best, Tonal, replied MacSweenie, with a sigh, as he rose and re-entered his house, where he busied himself by planning and making elaborate designs for the new fort, or outpost, which he had been instructed to establish on the Ukon River. Afterwards he solaced himself with another pipe and another dip into the well-worn pages of the Penny Magazine.

Not long after the conversation just narrated, the boat arrived with the gentleman appointed to relieve MacSweenie of his charge on Great Bear Lake, and with the supplies for the contemplated new post.

Action is not usually allowed to halt in those wild regions. A few days sufficed to make over the charge, pack up the necessary goods, and arrange the lading of the expedition boat; and, soon after, MacSweenie with Donald Mowat as steersman, Bartong as guide and bowman, and eight men  some Orkney-men, some half-breeds  were rowing swiftly towards the Arctic shore.

Passing over the voyage in silence, we raise the curtain again on a warm day in summer, when animal life in the wild nor-west is very lively, especially that portion of the life which resides in mosquitoes, sand-flies, and such-like tormentors of man and beast.

We should arrive at the Ukon to-morrow, if my calculations are right  or nixt day, whatever, said MacSweenie to his interpreter and steersman, as he sat smoking his pipe beside him.

Bartong is of the same opeenion, returned Mowat, so between you we should come right. But Bartong is not quite sure about it himself, I think. At least he wont say much.

In that respect the guide shows himself to be a wise man, returned MacSweenie sententiously. It iss only geese that blab out all they think to everybody that asks them questions.

Ay, that is true, rejoined Mowat, with a cynical smile, an some geese manage, by sayin nothin at all to anybody, and lookin like owls, to pass themselves off as wise men  for a time.

Bartong, who was being thus freely discussed in the stern of the boat, sat in his place at the bow-oar, pulling a steady stroke and casting serious looks right and left at the banks of the river as they went along. He was a dark fine-looking stalwart man, of what may be called mixed nationality, for the blood of Scotchmen, French Canadians, and Indians flowed in his veins  that of Indians predominating, if one were to judge from appearance. He was what is called in the parlance of the nor-west a good man  that is to say he was mentally and physically well adapted for the work he had to do, and the scenes in the midst of which his lot had been cast. He pulled a good oar; he laboured hard; could do almost any kind of work; and spoke English, French, and Indian almost equally well. He also had a natural talent for finding his way almost anywhere in the wilderness. Hence he had been sent as guide to the expedition, though he had never been at the Ukon River in his life. But he had been to other parts of the Arctic shore, and had heard by report of the character and position of the river in question.

It iss gettin late, Bartong; dont you think it would be as well to camp here? asked MacSweenie.

The bowman ceased rowing, and the crew followed his example, while he glanced inquiringly up at the sky and round his limited horizon, as guides and seamen are wont to do when asked for an opinion as to professional movements.

There will yet be daylight for an hour, and there is a small lake ahead of us. If we cross it, we come to a place where one of the Indians said he would meet us if we came to his country.

That is true, Tonal, said the leader, turning quickly to his steersman, I had almost forgot that, it wass so long ago since we met them. Both Nazinred and Mozwa said something about meetin us, if we came to settle, though I paid little attention at the time. But are ye sure, Bartong, that this is the lake?

I know not. It is not unlikely. If it is the lake, it is small, and we will soon come to the end of it. If it is not the lake, an turns out to be big, we can camp on the shore. The night will be fine.

Go ahead then, boys, cried the leader, we will try.

The oars were dipped at once, and the men pulled with a will, encouraged by the conversation, which seemed to indicate the approaching end of their voyage.

The lake over the bosom of which they were soon sweeping proved to be a small one, as they had hoped, but whether it was the one referred to by the Indians remained to be seen. A sharp look-out was kept for the smoke of wigwams, but nothing of the kind was seen on either side, and the end of the lake was finally reached without any sign of the presence of natives being observed.

No doubt Mozwa has forgotten, or it may be that he iss away to seek for his frund Nazinred among the Eskimos. No metter. We will camp here, whatever, for the night. I think on the other side o that point will be a goot campin ground.

He pointed in the direction indicated, and there was just daylight enough left to enable Mowat to steer into a narrow creek.

There is something calming, if not almost solemnising, in the quietude with which a boat glides ashore, on a dark night, under the overhanging trees of a wilderness lake. The oars are necessarily stopped, and the voices hushed, while the bowman, standing erect, with a long pole in hand, tries to penetrate the thick mysterious darkness that seems to be the very gate of Erebus. Bartong stood ready to thrust the head of the boat off any rocks that might suddenly appear in their course, or give the order to back all should the water become too shallow. But no obstacles presented themselves, and the boat forged slowly ahead until it lay alongside a ledge of rock or natural jetty. Then the spell was broken as the men leaped ashore and began to unload the things that were required for the nights bivouac.

Still, the voices were moderated, for it is not easy to shake off the tranquillising effect of such a scene at such an hour, and it was not till the camp-fire was lighted, and the kettles were on, and the pipes going full blast, that the cheering effect of light chased the depressing influence of darkness away.

Then, indeed, MacSweenie, dropping the rôle of leader, assumed that of bon camarade; and Mowat, descending from the dignity of steersman, enlarged upon his experiences in other days; and Bartong, still retaining his dignity however, relaxed his anxious frown and listened with an air of intelligent appreciation that charmed every speaker, and induced the belief that he could cap every anecdote and story if he only chose to open his mouth; while the men divided their sympathies between the narratives, the tobacco-pipes, and the music of the frying-pan and bubbling kettle.

Then, too, the darkness into which they had penetrated fled away,  not indeed entirely, but forsaking the bright spot thus created in the wilderness, it encircled the camp as with a wall of ebony.

It was not long, however, ere appetites were appeased, and the voyagers sought repose; for men who have to work hard all day at a healthy occupation are not addicted to late hours  at least not in the wildernesses of the nor-west. Ere long every man was rolled in his blanket, stretched out with his feet to the fire and his head on his coat, while the blaze sank low, until at last the red embers alone remained to render darkness visible.

Among the last to seek repose were the leader of the expedition, the interpreter, and the bowman. Having the cares of state on their shoulders, these three naturally drew together for a little consultation after the others had retired.

What iss your opeenion, Bartong? asked MacSweenie, pushing down the tobacco in his pipe with the end of a very blunt and much charred forefinger; do you think the savitches will come here at all?

Maybe they will, and maybe they wont, answered the guide, with a caution worthy of the Scottish portion of his blood. We niver know what Injins is goin to do till they do it.

Umph! ejaculated the Highlander; if Solomon had been your grandfather you could scarcely hev made a wiser speech.  What think you, Tonal?

Weel, as ye put it to me, I must say that Im strongly of Bartongs opeenion.

Just so, remarked MacSweenie, with a thoughtful air; so, as I agree wi you both, I think it iss about time for us all to turn in.

He turned in accordingly, by lying back in his place and drawing his blanket over him.

The other statesmen immediately followed his example, and the camp subsided into silence.




Chapter Twenty Five.

The Outpost, and Effect of a Fuddle.

Soon afterwards the expedition of the fur-traders reached the Ukon River, a comparatively insignificant stream, but, from its character and position with reference to the Indians of that region, well suited for the establishment of an outpost. At least so thought the natives who had reported upon it.

There iss no doubt, remarked MacSweenie, as he surveyed the banks of the river, that the place is no that bad, but in my opeenion the summer will be short, whatever, an the winter it will be long.

Ye may be sure that you are not far wrong if its like the rest o this country, replied Mowat.

There now, look at that, cried MacSweenie, who was a sketcher, and an enthusiast in regard to scenery; did ever you see a prettier spot than that, Tonal? Just the place for a fort  a wee burn dancin doon the hull, wi a bit fa to turn a grindstone, an a long piece o flat land for the houses, an what a grand composeetion for a pictur,  wi trees, gress, water, sky, an such light and shade! Man, its magneeficent!

Im thinkin that itll be a bad job if that keg o screw-nails we forgot at our last camp is lost

Hoot, man, never mind the screw-nails. We can easy send back for it. But, wow! theres a far grander place were comin in sight of  an  iss that an Indian tent I see?

Ay, an theres more than wan tent, said Mowat, giving his steering oar a sweep that sent the boat farther out into the stream, and enabled them better to see what lay beyond the bend of the river in front of them.

Hold on, lads; stop pullin!

The men lay on their oars and turned round to look ahead. The view presented there was indeed a pleasant and inspiring one, though it was scarcely entitled to the appellation magneeficent, which MacSweenie applied to it.

The river at that place made a wide sweep on the right, round a low cliff which was crowned with luxuriant foliage. The stream opened out into something like a miniature lake, and the water was so calm that the cliff and its foliage made a clear dark reflection. The left bank was edged by a wide grass plateau some fifty yards wide, beyond which was a background of bushes and trees, with another wee burn, which doubtless suggested to MacSweenie the useful as well as the picturesque. The distance was closed by ground varied in form as well as in character, indicating that a stream of considerable size joined the Ukon at that point.

But that which interested the beholders most of all was a number of Indian wigwams, which were pitched on the grassy plateau above referred to.

Yonder are our frunds, I make no doubt, said MacSweenie in high glee. That man Mozwa iss as goot as his word; an I do believe they have chosen the spot an been waitin for us. Gif way, boys; an, Tonal, make for that landin-slup  it must either be a naitural wan, or the Redskins hev made it for us.

By that time the natives, having observed the boat, had launched several of their canoes. The first man who came alongside was Mozwa himself.

What cheer? what cheer, Mozwa? cried the trader as he reached over the side and shook the Indian heartily by the hand.

Watchee! watchee! repeated Mozwa, returning the shake with equal good-will, though undisturbed solemnity.

The traders surmise proved to be correct. Mindful of the prospect which had been held out to him and Nazinred, that an expedition might possibly be sent to establish an outpost and open up the fur trade in their immediate neighbourhood on the Ukon River, Mozwa had made more than one trip to the contemplated scene of operations, after the disappearance of his friend Nazinred, with the view of making himself well acquainted with the land, and ascertaining the best site for the new fort. He did not of course suppose that the pale-faces would be guided entirely by his opinion, but he thought it not unlikely that they might weigh that opinion, and, if acted on at once, much time might be saved during the very brief summer season they had in which to place themselves comfortably in winter quarters before the hard weather should set in.

You are a wise man, Mozwa, said MacSweenie, when the Indian had explained his views to him in the united smoke of their pipes and the camp-fire. Your notion of a place for a fort iss not a bad one, an efter I hev had a look round I hev no doubt that I will agree wi you that this is the very best site in the neighbourhood. Tell him that, Tonal, an say that I am fery much obleeged to him for all the forethought and trouble he hes taken.

Whether Donald translated all this as it was delivered we know not. From the peculiar cast of his mind, however, coupled with the moderate depth of his knowledge of the Indian tongue, it is probable that his translation was neither literal nor comprehensive. Indeed, it is not unlikely that his subsequent remark to one of his comrades, we told Mozwa it was very good of him to come to meet us, an the place would do well enough,  was more like the sentence to which he had reduced it. But whatever he said Mozwa seemed to be quite pleased with it.

By the way, Tonal, ask him about his friend Nazinred.

The serious way in which the Indian shook his head showed that he had no good news to tell. In a short time he had related all that was known about the sudden departure of his friend.

While Mozwa was thus engaged with the leader of the expedition, their guide Bartong was wandering among the wigwams and making himself agreeable to the natives, who, because of his mixed blood and linguistic powers, regarded him as a half-brother.

Who is this man Nazinred that our leader is always talking about? he asked of the old chief while seated in his tent.

He is one of our chiefs, one of our boldest braves

But not so brave as he looks, interrupted Magadar, who was present; he is fonder of peace than of fighting.

Foolish man! exclaimed Bartong, with a smile so peculiar that Magadar did not feel quite sure that his remark was sincere. But has he not left your tribe? I heard our steersman say something about that.

He left us in the winter to seek for his daughter, who was carried off by an Eskimo and has never come back since. We dont expect to see either of them again.

Magadar said this with a grave countenance, for, however little he cared for the loss of the father, that of the daughter distressed him a little  not much, however; for could he not console himself with another wife?

Having questioned the old chief a little more on this point, he wandered off into other subjects, and finally left  intending to visit the wife of Nazinred on his way back to camp.

Isquay was sitting beside her niece Idazoo, embroidering a moccasin, when Bartong entered, squatted on a deerskin unceremoniously, and began to fill his pipe.

What kind of a man is your husband? asked the guide.

A good man, replied Isquay, who was tender-hearted, and could not speak of him without moist eyes. He was a good hunter. None of the young men could equal him. And he was kind. He always had plenty of things to give me and Adolay.

They say he did not love war, remarked Bartong.

No; he hated it: but he was brave, and a good fighter  the best in the tribe. None of the young men dared to touch him.

Was the young brave Alizay afraid to touch him? asked the guide, with a sly glance at the younger woman.

At this Idazoo flushed and looked up angrily.

No, she said sharply; Alizay fears nothing.

Bartong took no notice of the remark, but continued gravely to question the other.

Was Nazinred very fond of his daughter? he asked.

Yes, very.

And was the girl fond of him and of you?

Yes, replied the poor woman, beginning to weep gently.

And she seems to have been very fond of this Eskimo, who, they tell me, saved your life once.

She was, but I did not think she would go away with him. It was not like her  she was always so good and biddable, and told me everything.

Why did your husband go off alone?

I cannot tell. I suppose he knew that none of the young men would go with him, or feared they might lose heart and turn back. No doubt he thought it best to go by himself, for he was very brave; nothing would turn him back!

A fresh though silent dropping of tears occurred here, and a severe pang of remorse shot through the heart of Idazoo as she thought of her unkind report of what had taken place beside the dead tree under the cliff.

Dont cry, Isquay; Nazinred will come back, you may be sure of that, said the guide, in a confident tone, and he will bring your little girl along with him, for when a man is good and brave he never fails!

The brevity of summer near the shores of the Arctic Sea rendered it advisable that no time should be wasted in looking about too particularly for a site for the new trading-post; and as MacSweenie was well pleased with Mozwas selection he at once adopted it and set to work.

Deeming it important to open the campaign by putting a good taste in the mouths of his friends the Indians, he began by distributing a few gratuities to them  some coloured beads to the women, and a few lines, fish-hooks, and tobacco to the men. Then he marked out a site for the future dwelling-house and store, got out the tools and set to work to fell, saw, and shape suitable timber for the buildings. He constituted Magadar chief hunter to the establishment, supplied him with a new gun, powder and ball, and sent him off to the woods as proud as, and doubtless much happier than, a king. Mozwa he kept by him, as a counsellor to whom he could appeal in all matters regarding the region and the people, as well as an overseer of those among his countrymen who were hired to render assistance. Alizay was sent off in a canoe  much to the satisfaction of Mowat  for that forgotten keg of screw-nails which had lain so heavy on his mind, and the old chief was supplied with unlimited tobacco, and allowed to wander about at will, under the agreeable impression that he was superintendent-general of the works. Isquay, Idazoo, and some of the other women were furnished with moose-deer skins and needles, and employed to make moccasins for the men, as well as to do all the needful repairs to garments.

Thus the plateau on the banks of the Ukon River presented, during the weeks that followed, a scene of lively bustle and unfamiliar noise to the furred and feathered inhabitants of those vast solitudes, and formed to the Red men a new and memorable era in their monotonous existence.

At last there came a day when the roof of the principal dwelling was completely covered, the doors were fixed up, and the glazed windows fitted in.

Now, Tonal, remarked MacSweenie, on the morning of that auspicious day, it iss a house-warming that I will be giving to-night, for the Indians will be expectin something o the sort, so you will be telling the cook to make the biggest lump o plum-duff he ever putt his hands to; an tell him not to spare the plums. It iss not every day we will be givin thiss goot people a blow-out, an it iss a matter of great importance, to my thinking, that first impressions should be good ones. It iss the duty of a new broom to sweep clean. If it continues, goot and well, but if it does not begin that way it iss not likely to come to it, whatever. There iss far more than people think in sentiment. If you fail to rouse a sentiment of goot-will, or confidence, or whatever it may be, at a first start-off it iss not easy to rouse it afterwards. Hev ye not noticed that, Tonal?

I cant say that I have, answered the interpreter, with a matter-of-fact frown at the ground, but I have noticed that the pit-saw they was usin yesterday has been allowed to saw into the holdin-irons and damaged half o

Hoots, man! never mind the pit-saw! exclaimed MacSweenie, with a touch of asperity. All the planks we want are sawn, an if they were not, surely we could mend  tut, man, I wonder ye can play the fuddle. It always seemed to me that a goot fuddler must be a man of sentiment, but ye are the exception, Tonal, that proves the rule. Away wi you an gie my orders to the cook, an see that you have the fuddle in goot tune, for we will want it to-night. An let him hev plenty of tea, for if we gain the women were sure o the men.

Mowat retired with a smile on his broad benignant face. He understood his leader, and was not offended by his plain speaking. Besides, it was not easy to make the interpreter take offence. His spirit was of that happy nature which hopeth all things and believeth all things. It flowed calm and deep like an untroubled river. Nothing short of a knock-down blow would have induced Donald Mowat to take offence, but that would certainly have stirred him, and as he possessed vast physical strength, and was something awful to behold when roused, and his comrades were aware of these facts, the serenity of his life was not often or deeply ruffled.

The cook, who was an enthusiast in his art, did his best, and was eminently successful. His plum-duff dumpling was bigger than any gun  at least of ancient type  could have swallowed, and the plums, as Mowat afterwards said, did not need to seek for each other. He made enough of delightfully greasy cakes to feed an army, and, according to his own statement, infused lashins o tea.

Before the hour for the feast arrived that night, Mowat got out his violin and went into one of the rooms of the new house to put it in order. The window of the room looked towards the back of the house, where the forest was seen just beyond the plateau.

Drawing a bench to the window, he sat down and opened the case. Of course he found the first string broken, but that did not break his heart, for he had a good supply of spare strings, and if these should fail  well, there were plenty of deer-sinews in the land. It was soon put to rights, and, leaning his back against the wall, he began to tickle the strings gently. Whatever he was at other times, there is no doubt that the interpreter was full of genuine sentiment the moment he got the violin under his chin.

Now at that moment three young Dogrib braves chanced to be passing under the window, which was about seven feet from the ground. Though equally young, and no doubt equally brave, as well as equally Dogribbed, those three youths were not equally matched, for one was tall and thin, another was short and thick, while the third was middle-sized and fat. They had been hunting  successfully  for the thick man carried a small deer on his lusty shoulders.

On hearing the first notes of the instrument the three youths started into three different attitudes as if of petrified surprise, and remained so, waiting for more.

They had not to wait long, for, after tickling the fiddle once or twice to get it in perfect tune, Mowat raised his eyes to the pine-plank ceiling and glided softly into one of those exquisite Scottish airs by means of which a first-rate performer on the violin can almost draw the soul out of a mans body. We think it was The Flowers of the Forest.

Whatever it was the three Dogribs were ravished. They turned their heads slowly, as if afraid to break the spell, and looked at each other, showing the whites of their great eyes increasingly, while each raised a hand with spread fingers as if to keep the others from speaking. They had never heard anything approaching to it before. They had never even imagined anything like it. It was an utterly new sensation. What could it be? They had heard of something strange in the musical way from Nazinred and Mozwa, but with the carelessness of youth they had scarce listened to the comments of these men. Now it burst upon their awakened sense like sounds from some other planet. Their mouths opened slowly as well as their eyes, and there was an expression of awe in their faces which betokened a touch of superstitious fear.

Suddenly Mowat drew his bow across all the strings with a skirl that might have shamed the bagpipes, and burst into the Reel o Tullochgorum.

The effect was electrical. The thick man dropped the deer; the thin man sloped forward; the fat man sprang into the air, and all three made for the woods as if all the spirits of evil were after them in full cry.

We need hardly say, after this, that those Dogrib Indians spent an excited and agreeable evening with the fur-traders. They appreciated the dancing, undoubtedly, though very few of them would condescend to join. They appreciated the plum-duff and the greasy cakes highly, and they more than appreciated the tea  especially the women  which MacSweenie took care to provide hot, strong, and sweet. But there is no doubt that the lion of the evening was  the fuddle.




Chapter Twenty Six.

A Mysterious Journey and a Great Discovery.

Putting on the wings of imagination, good reader, let us once more fly over the snow-fields of the lone Nor-west and return to the regions of thick-ribbed ice. We have to apologise humbly for asking you also to fly back a little in time, and plunge once more into the dreary winter, from which, no doubt, you thought you had fairly escaped.

One morning toward the beginning of spring, referred to in last chapter, while yet the northern seas were covered with their solid garment, Cheenbuk announced to all whom it might concern that he intended to go off on a long journey to the eastward  he called it the place where the Great Light rises  for purposes which he did not see fit publicly to reveal.

At that time the Great Light to which he referred had begun to show symptoms of intention to return to the dark regions which it had forsaken for several months. The glimmer on the eastern sky had been increasing perceptibly each day, and at last had reached the point of producing a somewhat rosy twilight for two or three hours before and after noon. King Frost, however, still reigned supreme, and the dog-sledge as yet was the only mode of travelling among the islands or on the sea.

Why go you towards the rising sun? asked Nazinred when Cheenbuk invited him to be one of the party.

Because it is from my countrymen who dwell there that we get the hard stuff that is so good for our spear-heads, and lances, and arrows. We know not where they find the stuff, and they wont tell. I shall go and find out for myself, and take back plenty of it to our people.

The hard stuff referred to was hoop-iron, which, as well as nails and a few hatchets, the Eskimos of the eastern parts of the Arctic shores obtained from whale-ships and passed on to their friends in the more remote regions of the farther north.

I can tell you how they get it, said the Indian. White traders to whom our people go with their furs have spoken of such things, and my ears have been open. They say that there are white men who come over the great salt lake from far-off lands in big big canoes. They come to catch the great whales, and it is from them that the hard stuff comes.

For some minutes the Eskimo was silent. A new idea had entered his head and he was turning it over.

Have you ever seen these white men or their big canoes? asked Cheenbuk with great interest.

Never. The salt lake where they kill the whale is too far from my peoples hunting-grounds. But the white traders I have visited have seen them. Some traders have come from the same far-off lands in big canoes of the same sort.

Is it very far from here to the seas to which these whale-killers come?

Very far from the hunting-grounds of the Dogribs, but it may not be far from here.

I will go and see, said Cheenbuk, with much decision, and he went off forthwith to make preparations. The expedition consisted of one large sledge with a team of twelve dogs. Being resolved not to risk failure by taking too many companions, the Eskimo limited the number to seven, besides himself  namely, Nazinred, with his fire-spouter; Oolalik, whom he deemed the strongest and bravest among the young men; Anteek, the most plucky of the big boys; Aglootook, the medicine-man, whom he took for luck; and Nootka, as being the most vigorous and hardworking among the women. She could repair the boots, etcetera, and do what little cooking might be required. Cowlik the easy-going was also taken to keep Nootka company.

It was high noon when the party set out on their mysterious journey, and a brighter glow than usual was suffusing the eastern sky, while a gleam of direct sunshine, the first seen that spring, was tipping the peaks of the higher bergs as if with burnished gold.

It was merely a whim that induced Cheenbuk to throw an air of mystery over the expedition. Having no definite idea himself of what he was going in search of, or how long he should be away, he thought it wisest to look solemn and keep his thoughts to himself; thereby impressing his kinsmen with the belief that he was one of the wisest men of the tribe, which in truth he was. Being, as we have said elsewhere, a man of humour and a good-natured fellow, he thought that the presence of the magician, whom he believed to be an arrant humbug, would add mystery as well as interest to the expedition.

Aglootook was himself thoroughly convinced on this point, and sought by every means to induce the leader to disclose his object and plans, but as Cheenbuk maintained inflexible reticence on this matter, the magician made a virtue of necessity, shook his head solemnly when spoken to about it, and gave it to be understood generally that in his and the leaders minds there were rolling about thoughts and intentions that were far too deep for utterance.

Cheenbuk would have offered a seat to Adolay, but her father thought it better to decline for her. She was therefore left in the camp in care of old Mangivik and his amiable spouse.

Travelling by dog-sledge among the Eskimos is rapid and exhilarating when the ice is unbroken. When the explorers left the village and made for the far east, the plain of ice before them was level and smooth as far as the eye could reach. They therefore went along at a swinging pace, the team stretching out at full gallop, a crack from the whip resounding only now and then, when one of the dogs inclined to become refractory.

The short day soon vanished, and the long night with its galaxy of stars and shooting aurora still found them gliding swiftly over the white plain.

At last a line of hummocks and icebergs rose up before them, as if to bar their further progress, and the dogs reduced their speed to a trot, until, on reaching the broken ice, they stopped altogether.

We will camp here, said Cheenbuk, jumping off and stretching himself. Make the igloe there, he added, pointing to a convenient spot in the lee of a small berg.

The whole party went to work, and in a wonderfully short time had constructed one of their snow bee-hives large enough to contain them all.

Here they ate a hasty supper and spent several hours in a slumber so profound and motionless that it seemed as if they were all dead; not a sigh, not even a snore, broke the stillness of the night. Next morning they were up and off long before the first glimmer of dawn proclaimed the advent of a new day.

Fortunately a passage among the ridges of broken ice was found, through which the sledge was hauled with comparative ease, and before noon they had reached the open sea-ice beyond, over which they again set forth at full swing.

Little food had been brought, for they depended chiefly on their weapons to supply them, and as seals abounded everywhere, as well as walruses, they had no lack.

Thus they advanced for several days, sometimes being retarded a little by broken ice, but for the most part dashing at full speed over smooth surfaces.

One day they came to a long stretch of land, extending to the right and left as far as the eye could reach, which seemed to be a check to their progress, for it was extensively covered with willow bushes. Cheenbuk climbed a neighbouring berg with Nazinred to have a look at it. The Eskimo looked rather glum, for the idea of land-travelling and struggling among willows was repugnant to him.

I dont like the look of this, he said, turning to his companion; there seems no end to it.

Let not my son be cast down, returned the Indian; men-of-the-woods understand the nature of land. This looks like a low flat, running out from the mainland. If so, it is not likely to be very wide, and we shall be sure to find the great salt lake on the other side of it. Besides, away to the left I see something like a small lake. If we go there we may find hard snow on which the dogs can run.

There is bad fortune here, said Aglootook, endeavouring to look oracular, as he came up at that moment with Anteek. We must go far away in that direction, he added, pointing to the right, and looking at his leader with the aspect as well as the wisdom of an owl.

The fact was that from the start the magician had been thirsting for some opportunity to display his profound sagacity, and in his opinion the time had arrived, for in other mens extremity he was wont to find his opportunity. True, he knew no more than the king of Ashantee which was the best line to take  right or left,  but much of the power he had acquired over his fellows was due to his excessive self-sufficiency, coupled with reckless promptitude in taking action. If things went well he got the credit; if wrong  well, he was ingenious in devising explanations!

Aglootook is wise, said Cheenbuk, with gravity and a glance at Anteek; I will act on his advice, but first I must take just a little run to the left, to find out something that I see there.

Anteek was not naturally rude, but there was a sensation in him at that moment which induced him to turn his back on the magician and become absorbed in the contemplation of a neighbouring berg. When he turned round again his face was a little flushed.

Nazinred was right. There was not only a lake at the place which he pointed out, but a chain of small lakes, over which the dogs scampered as well as if they had been on the open sea. That night, however, they were obliged to encamp among the willows, but next night they reached the other side of what was evidently a large promontory, and finally swept out again on the familiar frozen sea.

The day following they arrived at an obstruction which it appeared as if neither the wisdom of Aglootook, the sagacity of Nazinred, nor the determination of Cheenbuk could enable them to surmount.

This was a mighty barrier of broken ice, which had probably been upheaved by the flow of cross currents when the sea was setting fast in autumn, or the action of conflicting bergs, many of which were imbedded in the mass, thus giving to it the appearance of a small mountain range with higher peaks rising above the general elevation.

On beholding it Aglootook recovered some of his self-respect, and, with a look of wisdom quite inconceivable by those who have not seen it, expressed his solemn belief that they would have escaped this difficulty if they had only acted on his advice, and travelled to the right.

Cheenbuk admitted that he seemed to have been mistaken, in a tone which again set Anteek contemplating one of the neighbouring bergs with a countenance not altogether devoid of colour, and the leader drove the team towards the least forbidding part of the ridge.

You will never get across, said Aglootook in a low voice.

I will try, returned Cheenbuk.

It is madness, said the magician.

People have often called me mad, responded Cheenbuk, so if they were right I am well fitted to do it.

It was an exceedingly difficult crossing. In some places the blocks and masses were heaped together in such confusion that it seemed as if the attempt to pass were useless, and the magician solaced himself by frequent undertoned references to the advantage in general of travelling right instead of left. But always when things looked most hopeless the indefatigable Cheenbuk found a passage  often very narrow and crooked, it is true,  through which they managed to advance, and when the way was blocked altogether, as it was more than once, Cheenbuk and the Indian cleared a passage with their axes, while Anteek led the dogs over the obstruction, and Oolalik guided the sledge over it. Nootka usually stood on a convenient ice-mound and admired the proceedings, while Aglootook, who had no axe, stood beside her and gave invaluable advice, to which nobody paid the slightest attention.

At last, after many a fall and slip and tremendous slide, they reached the other side of the ridge, and once again went swiftly and smoothly over the level plain.

We shall not find them, remarked Oolalik, becoming despondently prophetic as he surveyed the wide expanse of frozen sea, with nothing but bergs and hummocks here and there to break its uniformity.

We must find them, replied Cheenbuk, with that energy of resolution which usually assails a man of vigorous physique and strong will when difficulties accumulate.

But, my son, if we do not find them it will not matter much, for the white traders of the woods have plenty of the hard stuff, and all other things also, and when we return to the Greygoose River at the opening of the waters, we may take the teeth of the walrus and the skins of the seal and begin a trade with them. I have much of their goods in my own wigwam, and Cheenbuk knows that I can guide him to the home of the trader on the great fresh lake.

Oolalik glanced at Nootka while the Indian spoke, as if he felt that a splendid prospect of decorative, ornamental, and other delights was opening up to her. Nootka returned the glance as if she felt that a splendid opportunity of securing such delights for her was opening up to him.

Cheenbuk did not reply, being engaged in the profound abysses of thought which had been opened up by his red friends suggestion.

Before he could find words to reply, Nazinred, whose vision was keen and practised, pointed out something that appeared like a cloud on the horizon ahead of them, and which he declared to be land.

I have noticed that the eyes of the man-of-the-woods are sharper than those of the Eskimo, said Cheenbuk.

The Indian received this compliment with a gaze of calm indifference, as though he heard it not.

Just then an exclamation from Anteek attracted general attention. He pointed to a mound of snow on the ice a short way to the left of the track which had a peculiar shape.

Something covered over with snow, said Cheenbuk, turning the dogs in that direction by the simple but significant expedient of sending his long whip with a resonant crack to the right of the team.

It is a man, remarked Nazinred as they drew near.

He was right. On clearing away the snow they found the dead body of a man, some portions of whose costume resembled that of a sailor, though of course none of those who discovered it were aware of that fact.

Kablunet! exclaimed Cheenbuk, using the Eskimo term for white man.

How long the poor man had lain there it was not easy to guess, for the body was frozen stiff, so that decay was impossible, but the fact that it had not been discovered by bears argued that it could not have lain long. Its emaciated appearance and the empty sack slung across the shoulder showed that death must have been the result of starvation. There was a short loaded carbine lying beside the body, and in a pouch a flask of powder with a few bullets.

I think, said Nazinred, after careful inspection of the remains, that this is one of the white men who come over the salt lake in their big canoes.

If so, said Cheenbuk, we will follow his track, and may come to the big canoe itself; perhaps some of the Kablunets may be yet alive.

The Indian shook his head.

Men do not start off alone on a journey to nowhere, he replied. The big canoe must have been crushed in the ice, and the men must have started off together to search for Eskimos. I think they must all have died on the way, and this one walked farthest.

The man-of-the-woods is wise, said Oolalik. If we follow the track we shall soon find out.

Yes, said Aglootook, putting on his most prophetic air. Go on the track straight as we can go  that is my advice, and we shall be quite sure to come to something.

Cheenbuk acted on the advice. Having buried the body of the unfortunate sailor in a snow-grave, and taken possession of the carbine and other things, they leaped on the sledge again, and continued to advance along the track, which, though in some places almost obliterated, was easily followed. They had not advanced more than a mile when another mound was discovered, with another seaman below it, whom they buried in the same way, and close to it a third, whose costume being in some parts a little finer, they correctly guessed to be a chief.

At last they came in sight of a large mound, and on uncovering it found a boat with four dead men lying near it. All seemed to have died of starvation, and the reason why some of them had forsaken the boat was obvious, for it was crushed out of shape by ice; the bottom having been cut completely away, so that all the provisions they had to depend on had no doubt been lost.

This is not the big canoe, remarked the Indian, while they examined it. The big one must have been sunk, and they had to try to escape in the little one.

The party spent a long time in examining the boat, and as there was a good deal of iron about it which might be useful, they resolved to re-visit it on the homeward journey.

Setting off again, they now made straight for the land discovered by Nazinred, which now lay like a dark blue line of hills in the far distance. From the abrupt termination of the land at either extremity of the range it was judged to be a large island.

As the night was clear and the ice level, the party travelled all that night, and arrived at the island about daybreak the following morning.

The shore was rocky and desolate, with high cliffs behind it, so that further progress to the eastward was evidently impossible, unless by passing round the island to the north or south of it.

I said you would come to something, said the magician, sententiously, as they drew near to the forbidding coast.

You were right, Aglootook. Indeed, it would be impossible for you to be wrong, replied Cheenbuk, with one of those glances at Anteek which rendered it hard for the boy to preserve his gravity; yet he was constrained to make the effort, for the magician was very sensitive on the point, and suspected the boy.

They were by this time running between the headlands of a small bay, and suddenly came in sight of an object which caused them all to exclaim with surprise and excitement  for there, under the shelter of a high cliff, lay a three-masted ship, or, as the Indian termed it, the white mans big canoe.




Chapter Twenty Seven.

Interesting, Amusing, and Astounding Discoveries.

Although close under the cliffs, and apparently on the rocks, the vessel was by no means a wreck, neither had it the aspect of one. There were no broken masts or tattered sails or ropes dangling from the yards. On the contrary, the masts were straight and sound; such of the yards as had not been lowered were squared, and all the ropes were trim and taut.

The deck was covered over with a roof of canvas, and the snow banked up all round so as to meet the lower edges of it and form a protection from the wind. Up one side of this bank of snow a flight of stairs had been cut, leading to the port gangway, and the prints of many feet were seen all round the ship converging towards the stairs, the steps of which were worn as if by much use.

At first the natives approached the vessel with extreme caution, not being sure of what might be their reception if any man should be on board, and with a sense of awe at beholding a mysterious object which had hitherto been utterly beyond the range of their experience, though not quite unknown to them by report. By degrees, however, they drew nearer and nearer, until they reached the bottom of the snow staircase. Still there was no sound to be heard in the white mans big canoe to indicate the presence of a human being.

At last Cheenbuk uttered a shout with the view of attracting attention, but there was no reply.

Make the fire-spouter speak, he said, looking at his Indian friend.

Nazinred silently obeyed, pointed his gun at the clouds, and fired; then the whole party awaited the result, listening intently. They heard much more than had been expected, for the cliffs embraced several echoes, which, being thus rudely awakened, sent the shot crashing back with multiplied violence, to the no little surprise, as well as alarm, of the hearers.

Still all was silent on board of the ship, and at last, coming to the conclusion that there was no living soul there at all, the Indian, having reloaded his gun, began to ascend the staircase, closely followed by Cheenbuk, Oolalik, Anteek, and Aglootook  which last, being a cautious man, was careful to bring up the rear. Nootka and Cowlik remained on the ice to observe the end of it all  the former anxiously curious, the latter curiously easy. For some time these two stood in silent expectancy. Then Oolalik appeared at the top of the staircase, and, looking down with a face in which solemn wonder had reached its utmost limit of expression, beckoned them to come up.

Nootka obeyed with alacrity; her companion, leisurely.

What the party saw on entering the vessel was well fitted to arouse wonder in their unsophisticated minds. Whether it was one of the numerous discovery ships that have invaded those regions in the present century, or a whaler which had been driven out of its course by stress of weather or power of ice, is uncertain, for although some relics of the expedition ultimately reached the outpost of the fur-traders, nothing was brought away by the Eskimos which bore name or date or writing of any kind. Although ignorant of the meaning as well as the uses of almost everything they saw, those natives were quite sufficiently intelligent to guess that the white mans big canoe had been set fast in the ice the previous autumn, and laid up for the winter in this place of safety to serve as a big igloe or hut.

Their examination of the ship was at first very slow, for they stepped about on tiptoe as if afraid of disturbing some of the ghosts of its former inhabitants. Then, a speculative gaze had to be turned on each object for a few moments, followed by an inquiring glance at each other. The deck and its accompaniments of masts rising through the canvas roof, and ropes, and blocks, hatches, skylights, companions, etcetera, afforded them matter for unbounded astonishment; though what they afterwards discovered below was productive of unutterable amazement.

Hoi! exclaimed Cheenbuk, pointing at something with all his ten fingers expanded.

He had discovered the binnacle, and was gazing for the first time at the mariners compass!

Hi! cried the responsive Anteek in a wide-eyed condition.

He had discovered the after-companion, which was partially open, and was gazing solemnly into the depths below.

The unwonted nature of their surroundings developed an unsuspected vein of curiosity in Cowlik, who pushed the companion-door open, and, seeing a flight of steps with some degree of light below, she began to descend. Whether Nootkas surprise at this sudden act of self-assertion, or her curiosity, was the stronger, it would be hard to say, but she immediately went after Cowlik. The men, seeing the way thus indicated, did not hesitate to follow.

Of course they all held tenaciously by the brass rail, being afraid to slip on the steep stair, and some of them, slewing round almost naturally, went down in true sailor fashion, backwards.

Reaching the bottom, the girls, probably by chance, turned to the left and entered the after-cabin. The men of the party turned to the right, and became absorbed in contemplation of the stewards pantry. It smelt deliciously, but that was all that remained of its native attractions, for of food or drink there was nothing left.

They had just made this discovery when a loud laugh and then a wild scream from the cabin horrified them. Cheenbuk and Oolalik drew their knives, Nazinred cocked his gun, Anteek grasped a rolling-pin that lay handy, and all four sprang to the rescue.

The scream came from Cowlik. She had suddenly faced a mirror that hung in the cabin, and beheld a perfect representation of her own fat face. It was by no means an unknown face, for she had often had an imperfect view of it in pools and in calm seas, but it quite took her aback when thus unexpectedly and clearly presented. The blaze of astonishment that followed the first glance caused the burst of laughter referred to, and the display of her wide mouth and white teeth in the changed expression induced the scream of alarm. It also made her start backward so quickly that she sent poor Nootka crashing against the starboard bulkhead.

Look! cried the frightened girls, pointing to the mirror.

The three Eskimos sprang forward and received something like an electric shock on beholding their own faces.

Cheenbuk turned to Nazinred, but that usually grave Indian was indulging in a patronising smile instead of sharing their surprise.

I know what it is, he said quietly. I have seen it before, in the stores of the fur-traders, but never so big as that.

Familiarity, it is said, breeds contempt. After gazing at themselves in the miraculous mirror for some time, an idea occurred to Anteek. He suddenly shot out his tongue, which happened to be a very long one. Anteeks reflection did the same. Thereupon Oolalik opened his mouth wide and laughed. So did Oolaliks reflection, which had such an effect upon Cheenbuk that he also burst into a fit of laughter. The girls, pressing forward to see what it was, likewise presented grinning faces, which formed such a contrast to the grave countenance of Nazinred, as he stood there in all the dignity of superior knowledge, that the whole party went off into uncontrollable explosions, which fed upon what they created until the tears were running down the cheeks of the Eskimos, and the Indian himself was constrained at last to smile benignly.

But mirth gave place to solemnity again, not unmingled with pity, as they spent hour after hour examining the various parts of the forsaken ship. Of course they could go over only a small part of it that day. When the short day came to a close they went to the shore and encamped in their usual way  not daring to sleep on board a big canoe, about which as yet they knew so little.

On shore they found more subjects of interest and perplexity, for here were several mounds marked by crosses, and a large mound surmounted by a pole on the top of which were fluttering a few remnants of red cloth. The shape of the smaller mounds naturally led them to infer that they were the graves of white men who had died there, but the large mound was inexplicable until Nazinred recollected having seen a flag hoisted on a pole at the fort on Great Bear Lake.

I remember, he said to Cheenbuk, that the traders used to hoist a piece of cloth to the top of a pole like this, at times, when something of importance happened. Perhaps the chief of the big canoe died and was buried here, and they hoisted the red cloth over him to mark the place.

My father may be right, observed the Eskimo; but why did they put such a heap of stones above him?

Perhaps to keep the bears from getting at him, returned the Indian thoughtfully, or, it may be, to show him great respect.

Resting satisfied with these surmises, the two men returned to their encampment without disturbing the mound, which was, in all probability, a cairn covering a record of the expedition which had come to such an untimely end.

Next day, the moment there was enough of light to enable them to resume the search, the Eskimos hurried on board the ship and began to ransack every hole and corner, and they found much that caused their eyes to glitter with the delight of men who have unexpectedly discovered a mine of gold. Among other things, they found in a small room which had been used as a blacksmiths forge, large quantities of hoop, bar, and rod-iron. While Cheenbuk and Oolalik were rejoicing over this find, Anteek rushed in upon them in a state of considerable excitement with something in his hand. It was a large watch of the double-cased warming-pan tribe.

Listen! exclaimed the boy, holding it up to Cheenbuks ear, and giving it a shake; it speaks.

What is it? murmured the Eskimo.

I dont know, but it does not like shaking, for it only speaks a little when I shake it. I tried squeezing, but it does not care for that.

Here again Nazinreds superior knowledge came into play, though to a limited extent.

I have seen a thing like that, he said. The trader at the great fresh-water lake had one. He carried it in a small bag at his waist, and used often to pull it out and look at it. He never told me what it was for, but once he let me hear it speak. It went on just like this one  tik, tik, tik  but it did not require shaking or squeezing. I think it had a tongue like some of our squaws, who never stop speaking. One day when I went into the traders house I saw it lying on the thing with four legs which the white men put their food on when they want to eat, and it was talking away to itself as fast as ever.

They were still engaged with this mystery when a cry of delight from Nootka drew them back to the cabin, where they found the girl clothed in a pilot-cloth coat, immensely too large for her. She was standing admiring herself in the mirror  so quickly had her feminine intelligence applied the thing to its proper use; and, from the energetic but abortive efforts she made to wriggle round so as to obtain a view of her back, it might have been supposed that she had been trained to the arts of civilisation from childhood.

With equal and earnest assiduity Cowlik was engaged in adorning her head with a black flannel-lined sou-wester, but she had some trouble with it, owing to the height of her top-knot of hair.

Ridiculous though the two girls might have looked in our eyes, in those of their companions they only seemed peculiar and interesting, for the step between the sublime and ridiculous is altogether relative, in Eskimo-land as elsewhere. There was no opportunity, however, to dwell long in contemplation of any new thing, for the discoveries came thick and fast. Cowlik had barely succeeded in pulling the ear-pieces of the sou-wester well down, and tying the strings under her fat chin, when a tremendous clanking was heard, as of some heavy creature approaching the cabin door. Cheenbuk dropped forward the point of his spear, and Nazinred kept his gun handy. Not that they were actually alarmed, of course, but they felt that in such unusual circumstances the least they could do was to be ready for whatever might befall  or turn up.

A moment later and Aglootook stalked into the cabin, his legs encased in a pair of fishermens sea-boots, so large that they seemed quite to diminish his natural proportions.

In all their discoveries, however, they did not find a single scrap of any kind of food. It was quite clear that the poor fellows had held by the ship as long as provisions lasted, in the hope, no doubt, that they might ultimately succeed in working their way out of the ice, and then, when inevitable starvation stared them in the face, they had tried to escape in their boats, but without success  at least in one case, though how many boats had thus left to undertake the forlorn hope of storming the strongholds of the polar seas it was impossible to tell.

On the second night, as the Eskimos sat in their igloe at supper talking over the events of the day, Nazinred asked Cheenbuk what he intended to do  

For, said he, it is not possible to take back with us on one sledge more than a small part of the many good things that we have found.

The man-of-the-woods is right, interposed the magician; he is wise. One sledge cannot carry much. I told you that we were sure to find something. Was I not right? Have we not found it? My advice now is that we go back with as much as we can carry, and return with four or five sledges  or even more,  and take home all that it is possible to collect.

Aglootook is always full of knowledge and wisdom, remarked Cheenbuk, as he drove his powerful teeth into a tough bear-steak, and struggled with it for some moments before continuing his remarks; but  but  ha! he does not quite see through an iceberg. I will  (Give me another, Nootka, with more fat on it),  I will go back, as he wisely advises, with as much as the sledge will carry, and will return not only with four or five sledges, but with all the sledges we have got, and all the dogs, and all the men and women and children  even to the smallest babe that wears no clothes and lives in its mothers hood, and sucks blubber. The whole tribe shall come here and live here, and make use of the good things that have fallen in our way, till the time of open water draws near. Then we will drive to the place where we have left our kayaks and oomiaks, some of us will go to Waruskeek, and some to pay a visit to the Fire-spouters at Whale River.  Give me another lump, Nootka. The last was a little one, and I am hungry.

The grandeur of Cheenbuks plan, as compared with Aglootooks suggestion, was so great that the poor magician collapsed.

Anteek looked at him. Then he covered his young face with his hands and bent his head forward upon his knees. It was too early for going to rest. The boy might have been sleeping, but there was a slight heaving of the young shoulders which was not suggestive of repose.

Later on in the evening, while Nazinred was enjoying his pipe, and the Eskimos were looking on in unspeakable admiration, Cheenbuk remembered that the last time he quitted the ship he had left his spear behind him.

Ill go and fetch it, said Anteek, who possessed that amiable and utterly delightful nature which offers to oblige, or do a service, without waiting to be asked. In a few minutes he was out upon the ice on his errand. Soon he gained the snow staircase, and, running up, made his way to the cabin where the spear had been left.

Now it chanced that a polar bear, attracted perhaps by the odour of cooked food, had wandered near to the ship and observed the young Eskimo ascend. Polar bears are not timid. On the contrary, they are usually full of courage. They are also full of curiosity. The night was clear, and when that bear saw the youth go up the stair, it immediately went to the place to inspect it. Courage and caution are not necessarily antagonistic. On arriving at the foot of the stair it paused to paw and otherwise examine it. Then it began to ascend slowly, as if doubtful of consequences.

Now, if it were not for coincidences a great many of the extraordinary events of this life would never have happened. For instance  but the instances are so numerous that it may be well not to begin them. It happened that just as the bear began to ascend the snow staircase Anteek with the spear in his hand began to ascend the companion-ladder. But the chief point of the coincidence lay here  that just as the bear reached the top of the stair the boy reached the very same spot, and next moment the two stood face to face within four feet of each other.

We will not go into the irrelevant question which was the more surprised. Anteek at once uttered a yell, compounded of courage, despair, ferocity, horror, and other ingredients, which startled into wild confusion all the echoes of the cliffs. The bear opened its mouth as if to reply, and the boy instantly rammed the spear into it.

He could not have done anything worse, except run away, for a bears mouth is tough. Happily, however, the monster was standing in a very upright position, and the violence of the thrust sent him off his balance. He fell backwards down the stair, and came on the ice with an astounding crash that doubled him up and crushed all the wind out of his lungs in a bursting roar.

Fortunately his great weight caused the destruction of five or six of the lower steps, so that when he rose and tried viciously to re-ascend, he was unable to do so.

Of course the uproar brought the men on shore to the rescue, and while the bear was making furious attempts to reconstruct the broken staircase, Nazinred went close up and put a bullet in its brain.




Chapter Twenty Eight.

The Ship Re-visited and Re-explored.

Cheenbuks plan was afterwards fully carried out. On the return of the party with all their wonderful news and wealth of old iron, the greatest excitement prevailed in the tribe, and the persons composing the expedition became heroes and heroines for the time being. Each member formed a centre of attraction and a subject of cross-examination to its own particular relatives and friends.

In the igloe of Aglootook was assembled, perhaps, one of the most surprised, if not one of the most credulous, of the gatherings  for the magician had a strong hold on the imagination of the greater number of his tribe, and a wonderful power of oratory. His wife in particular idolised him, which said much for his amiability, and his only sister worshipped him, which spoke volumes for her gullibility.

Yes, he exclaimed, gazing round on the circle of his admirers; I said from the first that this would be a wonderful trip, and that we would be sure to find something. And did we not find it?

(Vigorous assent by look and voice from the audience.)

And, he continued, with a lowered voice and solemn look, if Cheenbuk had not turned to the left when I told him, we never would have found it.

But what was it like? asked an elderly man with a squat-nose, whose mind was not quite clear, although he had already listened to an elaborate description.

Like? Ho! it was like  like

Like a big kayak? remarked some one.

No, no. Far, far bigger, said the magician, making an imbecile attempt to indicate inconceivable size by waving arms and outspread fingers; it was  as big  as  as

A whale? suggested Squat-nose.

Bigger  Bigger! said Aglootook, with a lost look in his eyes. You could stuff twenty igloes into it; and there were three great poles rising out of it as thick as  as me, with other poles across them, low down and high up, and walrus-lines hanging about in all directions, some as thick as my wrist, others as thin as my finger, and strange igloes inside of it  not of snow, but of wood  with all kinds of things you could think of in there; and things that  that  you could not think of even if you were to try  that nobody ever thought of since the world began  wonderful!

This seemed to fairly take away the breath of the audience, for they could only glare and remain dumb. For a few moments they breathed hard, then Squat-nose said in a deep whisper  

Go on.

Aglootook did go on, and kept going on so long that his audience were forced to go off and assuage the pangs of hunger which prolonged abstinence and mental excitement at last rendered unendurable. But no sooner was appetite appeased than the magician and his hearers returned to the subject with redoubled energy.

Is it very, very far away? asked Aglootooks wife, with a sigh, when he explained to her the wonders of the mirror.

Yes, a long, long way, and some of the ice is very rough for the dogs.

Not too far for some of us to go and return before the open water? Squat-nose ventured to hope.

Plenty of time, returned Aglootook, with a patronising smile. In fact I advised Cheenbuk to start away back as fast as possible with many sledges, so that my woman will see it with her own eyes.

And me too? exclaimed the sister, bringing her palms together with a smack.

And you too. I advised Cheenbuk to take the whole tribe there to stay till the time of open water, and he agreed. Cheenbuk is a wise young man: he always takes my advice.

The subject of this eulogium was meanwhile giving a graphic and much more truthful account of the expedition to Adolay, Mangivik, his mother, and a select circle of friends; yet, although he did his best, like Aglootook, to convey an adequate impression of what they had seen, we make bold to say that the utmost power of language in the one, and of imagination in the other, failed to fill the minds of those unsophisticated natives with a just conception of the truth.

But they did succeed in filling most of their hearts with an unconquerable desire to go and see for themselves, so that no difficulty was experienced in persuading the whole tribe  men, women, children, and dogs  to consent to a general migration.

Even Anteek held his court that night in the tent of old Uleeta.

Since the death of Gartok Anteek had shown much sympathy with that poor old woman. Ill-natured people, (for there are such in Eskimo-land), said that sympathy with young Uleeta had something to do with his frequent visits to the tent. Well, and why not? The sympathy was not the less sincere that it was extended to both.

Anyhow, a large circle of juvenile admirers of both sexes assembled under the snow roof to hear the young lecturer, and we are inclined to think that his discourse was quite as instructive and interesting as the narratives of his seniors. He did not exaggerate anything, for Anteek was essentially truthful in spirit. Nothing would induce him to lie or to give a false impression if he could help it, but the vivid play of his fancy and the sparkling flow of his young imagination were such that he kept his audience in a constant ripple of amusement and fever of anticipation. He was particularly strong on Aglootook, and whatever that wily magician gained in the esteem of the adults, he certainly lost among the juveniles.

So eager were the Eskimos to see the wonderful sights that had been described to them, that they at once set about preparation for departure. On the second day after the return of the exploring party the entire village, having previously hidden away in a secure place the things already obtained from the ship, mounted their sledges and commenced their journey amid much noise and glee in the direction of what was to them the far east.

It is needless, and would be tedious, to carry the patient reader a second time over the same ground. Suffice it to say that when they reached the spot, and were introduced to the white mans Big kayak, they felt disposed to echo the words of the Queen of Sheba, and exclaim that half had not been told them  not even although that huge humbug Aglootook had told them a great deal too much!

New circumstances are apt to engender new conditions in savage as well as civilised life. It is scarcely credible what an amount of hitherto latent vanity was evoked by that mirror in the cabin, and that too in the most unlikely characters. Mangivik, for instance, spent much of his time the first few days in admiring his grey locks in the glass. And old Uleeta, although one of the plainest of the tribe, seemed never to tire of looking at herself. Squat-nose, also, was prone to stand in front of that mirror, making hideous faces at himself and laughing violently; but there is reason to believe that it was not vanity which influenced him so much as a philosophical desire to ascertain the cause of his own ugliness! Aglootook likewise wasted much of his valuable time before it.

A new sense of shame was by this means developed among these natives, as well as the power to blush; because after people had been interrupted frequently in this act of self-admiration, they were laughed at, and the constant recurrence of this laughter aroused a feeling of indignation, at the same time a tendency to hop away and pretend interest in other things! Squat-nose never did this. All his actions were open as the day  of course we mean the summer day,  and he would sometimes invite an intruder to come and have a look at his reflection, as if it were a treat. Hence our opinion of his motive.

Not so the magician. The very way he stood, and moved about, and frowned at his double, betrayed his state of mind, while the sensitive way in which he started off to gaze out at the stern windows or have a look at the swinging barometer showed his feeling of guilt when caught in the act. Anteek soon found this out, and was wont to lie in wait so as to catch him in the act suddenly and with exasperating frequency.

After the first excitement of arrival was over, the Eskimos built igloes on the shore and settled down to dismantle the vessel and take possession of her stores, and of all that could be of use to them. They built an elongated oval igloe on the shore as a store to receive the lighter and, as they esteemed them, more valuable articles. Among these were included all the axes, hoop-iron, and other pieces of manageable metal that could be easily carried. There were also numbers of tin cans, iron pots, cups, glass tumblers, earthenware plates, and other things of the kind, which were esteemed a most valuable possession by people whose ordinary domestic furniture consisted chiefly of seal-skin bowls and shallow stone dishes.

During the few days that followed, the whole colony of men, women, and children were busily occupied in running between the ship and the big store with loads proportioned to their strength, and with joviality out of all proportion to their size, for it must be borne in mind that these children of the ice had discovered not only a mine of inconceivable wealth, but a mine, so to speak, of inexhaustible and ever recurring astonishments, which elevated their eyebrows continually to the roots of their hair, and bade fair to fix them there for ever!

Perplexities were also among the variations of entertainment to which they were frequently treated. Sometimes these were more or less cleared up after the assembled wit and wisdom of the community had frowned and bitten their nails over them for several hours. Others were of a nature which it passed the wit of man  Eskimo man at least  to unravel. A few of these, like the watch, had some light thrown on them by Nazinred, who had either seen something like them in use among the fur-traders, or whose sagacity led him to make a shrewd occasional guess.

One object, however, defied the brain-power alike of Indian and Eskimo; and no wonder, for it was a wooden leg, discovered by Anteek in what must have been the doctors cabin  or a cabin which had been used for doctors stuff and material. Like letters of the alphabet given in confusion for the purpose of being formed into words, this leg puzzled investigators because of their inevitable tendency to lead off on a wrong scent by assuming that the leg part was the handle of the instrument, and the part for the reception of the thigh a  a  something for  for  doing, they couldnt tell what!

Sitting round the stone lamp after supper, some of them passed the mysterious object from hand to hand, and commented on it freely. The leg was quite new, so that there were no marks of any kind about it to afford a clue to its use.

Probably it had been made by the ships carpenter for some unfortunate member of the crew who had come by an accident, and died before he could avail himself of it.

Suddenly the magician exclaimed  

I know! I always knew that I would know, if I only thought hard enough. It is a club for fighting with. When the white men go to war they always use these things.

Grasping it in both hands, he swung it round his head, and made as though he would knock Oolalik down with it, causing that young Eskimo to shrink back in feigned alarm.

That may be so, said Cheenbuk, with serious gravity. I wonder we did not think of it before.

But if so, objected Nazinred, who always took things seriously, what is the use of the hollow in its head, and for what are these lines and ties fixed about it?

Dont you see? said Cheenbuk, with increased seriousness, after knocking your enemy down with it you pour his blood into the hollow till it is full, let it freeze, and then tie it up to keep it safe, so that you can carry it home to let your wife see what you have done.

The usual quiet glance at Anteek had such an effect on that youth that he would have certainly exploded had he not been struck by an idea which displaced all tendency to laugh.

I know, he cried eagerly. Youre all wrong; it is a hat!

So saying, he seized the leg out of the magicians hand and thrust it on his head with the toe pointing upwards.

There was a tendency to approve of this solution, and the boy, tying two of the straps under his chin, sprang up, in the pride of his discovery. But his pride had a fall, for the leap thrust the leg through the snow roof of the hut, and the novel head-dress was wrenched off as he staggered back into Cheenbuks arms.

Despite this mishap, it was received by most of those present as a probable explanation of the difficulty, and afterwards Anteek went proudly about wearing the wooden leg on his head. The style of cap proved rather troublesome, however, when he was engaged in his researches between decks, for more than once, forgetting to stoop low, he was brought up with an unpleasant jerk.

In a forest, as Nazinred suggested, the high crest might have been inconvenient, but out on the floes the unencumbered immensity of the Arctic sky afforded the boy room to swagger to his hearts content.

Another discovery of great interest was the carpenters cabin. Unlike most of the other cabins, the door of this one was locked, and the key gone, though if it had been there no one would have guessed its use. Peeping in through a crack, however, Cheenbuk saw so many desirable things that he made short work of the obstruction by plunging his weight against it. The door went down with a crash, and the Eskimo on the top of it. The sight that met his gaze amply repaid him, however, for there were collected in symmetrical array on the walls, saws, chisels, gimlets, gouges, bradawls, etcetera, while on a shelf lay planes, mallets, hammers, nails, augers  in short, every variety of boring, hammering, and cutting implement that can be imagined.

An hour after the discovery of that cabin, there was not a man or boy in the tribe who was not going about with cut fingers, more or less. Experience, however, very soon taught them caution.

And here again the superior knowledge of Nazinred came in usefully. Like most Indians, he was a man of observation. He had seen the fur-traders in their workshops, and had noted their tools. Taking up a hand-saw he seized a piece of stick, and, although not an expert, sawed a lump off the end of it in a few seconds. As this would probably have cost an Eskimo full half an hour to accomplish with his blunt knives, they were suitably impressed, and Cheenbuk, seizing the saw, forthwith attempted to cut off the end of a rod of iron  with what effect it is scarcely necessary to explain.

In the course of a few days the quantity of material brought on shore was so great that it was found necessary to begin a second storehouse. While most of the natives were engaged on this, Cheenbuk and the Indian continued their researches in the ship, for a vast part of its deep hold still remained unexplored, owing partly to the slowness of the investigation in consequence of the frequent bursts of amazement and admiration, as well as the numerous discussions that ensued  all of which required time.

While going more minutely into the contents of the cabin, they came, among other things, on a variety of charts and books.

Have you ever seen things like these? asked Cheenbuk in a tone of veneration, based on the belief that the Indian had seen nearly everything the world contained.

Never  except that, he replied, pointing to a log-book; the traders use things like that. They open them and make marks in them.

Cheenbuk immediately opened the book in question and found marks  plenty of them; but of course could make nothing of them, even after turning them sideways and upside-down. As the Indian was equally incapable, they returned the whole into the locker in which they had found them, intending to carry them on shore when the new store should be ready for the reception of goods.

This was unfortunate, in some respects, as the next chapter will show.




Chapter Twenty Nine.

Curiosity and Presumption followed by Catastrophe.

Most of the able-bodied men and a few of the youngsters set off next day to obtain a supply of walrus, seal, and musk-ox flesh  or anything else that happened to be procurable.

Mrs Mangivik and other ladies were left to look after the camp and prepare for the return of the men, strict orders being left that no one should go on board the ship on any pretext whatever.

But strict orders are not always obeyed. There was one little boy in that community  not a bad boy, but a precocious and very ambitious boy  who chanced not to hear the orders given. Whether he was partially deaf, or purposely did not hear the orders, we cannot say. This little boys chief weakness was a desire to mimic. Having admired the wooden leg on Anteeks head, and having observed where Anteek had stowed the leg away before setting off with the hunters, he possessed himself of it, put it on his head, and strutted about the camp to the admiration and envy of all his compeers; for he was a very daring and domineering boy, although small. His name was Doocheek.

Another of Doocheeks weaknesses was a desire to ape the men, and think himself a man in consequence. This, coupled with a consuming curiosity in regard to Nazinreds tobacco-pipe, caused him to observe  for he was remarkably observant  that the Indian had, for the first time since he resided among them, gone off on an expedition and left his pipe behind him  accidentally, no doubt. Doocheek watched his opportunity and secured the fire-bag which contained the smoking implements. Stolen waters are sweet, even in cold climates where all the waters freeze, and the boy cast about for a secluded place in which he might enjoy the sweetness of his pipe to the full without fear of interruption. A blue cavern in an iceberg might do, but the atmosphere in such caves was rather cold. Under the cliffs there were many sheltered places, but the juvenile members of the community were playing there, and would certainly intrude. Out on the floes was an exposed place  to vision as well as to wind and drift. What was left to him, then, but the ship?

Hurrying through the village in order to carry out his plans, the boy encountered Mrs Mangivik at the entrance to her hut.

Where are you going, Doocheek? demanded the woman, with a look of suspicion born of frequent experience.

With that spirit of ambiguous contradiction which would seem to prevail among the youth of all nations, Doocheek replied, Nowhere.

It is interesting to observe how that remarkable answer seems to satisfy inquirers, in nine cases out of ten, everywhere! At all events Mrs Mangivik smiled as if she were satisfied, and re-entered her hut, where Nootka was engaged in conversation with Adolay, while she taught her how to make Eskimo boots.

Did not Cheenbuk forbid every one to go near the big kayak while the men were away? demanded the woman.

Yes he did, answered Nootka, without raising her eyes. Now look here, Ad-dolay. You turn the toe up this way, and the heel down that way, and shove your needle in so, and then

I am very sure, interrupted Mrs Mangivik, that little Doocheek has gone down there. Theres not another little boy in the tribe but himself would dare to do it.

He will lose some of his skin if he does, said Nootka quietly  referring not to any habit of the Eskimos to flay bad boys alive, but to their tendency to punish the refractory in a way that was apt to ruffle the cuticle.

Quite indifferent to all such prospects in store for him, the boy hurried on until he reached the foot of the snow staircase. It had been repaired by that time, and the deck was easily gained. Descending to a part of the interior which was rather dark  for the boy was aware that his deeds were evil  he sat down on a locker and opened his fire-bag.

Eskimos are not quite free from superstition. Doocheek had plenty of natural courage, but he was apt to quail before the supernatural. Apart from the conscience, which even in Arctic bosoms tends to produce cowardice, the strange surroundings of the place  the deep shadows, merging into absolute obscurity, and the feeling of mystery that attached to everything connected with the vessel  all had the effect of rendering Doocheeks enjoyment somewhat mixed. To look at him as he sat there, glaring nervously on all sides, one would have been tempted to say that his was what might be called a fearful joy. If a rat or a mouse had scurried past him at that moment he would have fled precipitately, but no rat or mouse moved. Probably they were all frozen, and he had the place entirely to himself  too much to himself. He began at that point to wish that he had brought another little boy, or even a girl, with him, to keep up his courage and share in his triumphant wickedness.

However, as nothing happened, his courage began to return, and he emptied the contents of the bag on the locker. He knew exactly what to do, for many a time had he watched the Indian fill his pipe and produce fire with flint, steel, and tinder. Beginning with the pipe, he filled it, and then proceeded to strike a light. Of course he found this much more difficult than he had expected. It seemed so easy in the Indians hands  it was so very difficult in his! After skinning his knuckles, however, chipping his thumb-nail, and knocking the flint out of his hand several times, he succeeded in making the right stroke, and a shower of sparks rewarded his perseverance.

This was charming. The place was so dark that the sparks seemed as large and bright as stars, while the darkness that followed was deeper by contrast. Forgetting the pipe and tobacco in this new-found joy, Doocheek kept pelting away at the flint, sending showers of sparks past his knees, and some of them were so large that they even fell upon the deck before going out.

But an abrupt stop was put to his amusement. Whether it was that something or other in the sides of the ship had given way, or the energetic action of the boy had shaken some fastening loose, we cannot say, but just as he was in the act of raising his hand for another feu-de-joie, a shelf over his head gave way, and a perfect avalanche of pots, pans, and noisy tin articles came down with a hideous crash on the deck!

To leap from the locker like a bomb-shell, and go straight up the hatchway like a rocket, was only natural. Doocheek did that as far as was compatible with flesh and blood. He could not remember afterwards by what process he reached the ice and found himself on the skirts of the village. But at that point his self-control returned, and he sauntered home  flushed, it is true, and a little winded, yet with the nonchalant air of a man who had just stepped out to have a look at the weather. His conscience was rather troubled, it is true, when he thought of the fire-bag and the pipe, etcetera, left behind, but nothing would have induced him to return for these at that time.

Towards evening the walrus-hunters returned. They had been very successful. The sledges were loaded up with the meat of several large animals, so that there was a prospect of unlimited feasting for more than a week to come.

Now, old woman, said Cheenbuk with cheery irreverence to his mother, and with that good-natured familiarity which is often engendered by good fortune, stir up the lamps and get ready the marrow-bones!

Regardless of lamps and marrow-bones, all the children of the community, even to the smallest babes, were sucking raw blubber as children in less favoured lands suck lollipops.

Had you to go far? asked Adolay.

Not far. We found them all close by, and would have been back sooner, but some of them fought hard and took up much time, answered Cheenbuk, who awaited the cooking process; for since he had discovered the Indian girls disgust at raw meat, he had become a total abstainer on the point.

And, he added, beginning to pull off his boots, if your father had not been there with the spouter we should have been out on the floes fighting still, for some of the walruses were savage, and hard to kill.

After supper, as a matter of course, Nazinred looked round with an air of benign satisfaction on his fine face.

Is my fire-bag behind you, Adolay? he asked in a low voice.

Doocheek was present and heard the question, but of course did not understand it, as it was put in the Dogrib tongue. The search, however, which immediately began induced him to retire promptly and absent himself from home for the time being.

It is not here, father.

A more careful search was made, then a most careful one, but no fire-bag was to be found.

Perhaps Nootka took it to her sleeping-place to keep it safe, suggested old Mangivik.

No; Nootka had seen nothing of it, and Nootka was not a little annoyed when, in spite of her assertion, a search was made in her boudoir, and not a little triumphant when the search proved fruitless.

Surely no one has taken it away, said Cheenbuk, looking round with an expression that would have sunk Doocheek through the snow into the earth if he had been there.

If any one has taken it away, said Aglootook, with a profundity of meaning in his tone that was meant to paralyse the guilty, and serve as a permanent caution to the innocent, something awful will happen. I dont say what, but something; so it will be as well to confess, for Im sure to find it out  if not soon, then in a long time.

For some moments after this there was dead silence, but nobody confessed, and they all looked at each other as if they expected some one to go off like a cannon shot through the roof suddenly, and were somewhat disappointed that no one did.

By degrees they began to breathe more freely, and at last some went out to seek repose in their own huts, while the inmates of Mangiviks dwelling began to turn in for the night. Nootka and Adolay retired to the boudoir, and the men, drawing bear or seal-skins over them, lay down, each where he had feasted.

Nazinred alone remained sitting up, the victim of unsatisfied craving. North American Indians are noted for their power to conceal their feelings, and Nazinred was not an exception to the rule, for no sign did he betray of the longing desire for a pipe that consumed him. Only a tendency to silence, and a deeper solemnity than usual, seemed to indicate that all was not as he would wish.

At last he lay down. About an hour afterwards, finding that he could not sleep, he arose, cast an envious glance at the peaceful slumberers around him, crept through the entrance tunnel, and stood erect outside, with a gaze of subdued inquiry at the starry host overhead. Bringing his eyes slowly down to the things of earth, his gaze changed suddenly into one of wild alarm.

The cause was obvious enough. When Doocheek fled from the avalanche of pots and tins, as before mentioned, he failed to observe that one of the sparks, which had filled him with delight, had remained nestling and alive in a mass of cotton-waste, or some such rubbish, lying on the lower deck. With the tendency of sparks to increase and propagate their species, this particular one soon had a large and vigorous family of little sparks around it. A gentle puff of wind made these little ones lively, and induced them, after the manner of little ones everywhere, to scatter on exploring rambles. Like juveniles, too, their food at first was simple,  a few more mouthfuls of waste and a bit of rope here and there; hence their progress was slow and quiet. But time and increasing strength soon made them impatient of such light food. Ere long they created a draught of their own, and were blown into a flame. Then some of them laid hold of some bedding, while others seized upon a bulkhead, and, gathering courage from success, they finally enveloped the tween-decks in a mass of flame.

It was at this point in the business that the eyes of Nazinred beheld a column of smoke rising from the after-companion hatch which threw his own smoking powers entirely into the shade, and induced him to utter an unreasoning war-whoop that roused the Eskimo tribe as if by a shock of electricity.

The entire population rushed out like one man. They saw the smoke, with a lurid flame licking out here and there amid the blackness, and seeing the Indian flying down the beach as if he were witch-possessed  as indeed he was  they uttered a united howl, and made off in the same direction.

Fire brigades, of course, are unknown among the Eskimos, but the way in which Cheenbuk improvised and organised an Arctic brigade might have roused the envy even of the London force!

Great men are always with us, though not always recognised. It requires specially great occasions to draw them forth, and make them visible even to themselves. Many a time in former years had Cheenbuk spilt water on the cooking-lamp and put it out. Water at once occurred to his mind in connection with the tremendous lamp that was now fairly alight. But water was at that time locked up seven or eight feet under the solid ice. The active mind of the Eskimo naturally reverted to snow ere yet he had covered the distance between ship and shore. We say naturally, because he was quite aware that snow also extinguished lamps.

Cutting a huge block of snow with his bone knife from the beaten plain, he shouted in a voice of thunder: Hi! every one. Look at me! Do as I do!

He shouldered the mass, sprang up the snow stair, and plunged down the smoking hatchway.

Cheenbuk and Oolalik, who were as quick to obey as to command  perhaps quicker  followed their leaders example. Others followed suit according to their respective natures and capacities. Anteek, bearing a mass nearly as big as himself, also dashed below in wild excitement. Some of the young men tumbled their burdens of snow down the smoking hole and went back for more. Even old Mangivik did that as fast as his rheumatic limbs would let him. Raventik, reckless as usual, sprang down with a mighty lump, but finding the atmosphere below uncongenial, hurled it towards his predecessors, and sprang up again for a fresh supply, watering at the eyes and choking. The poor invalid Ondikik walked as hard as his fast-failing strength would permit. The women even, led by the thoroughly roused Cowlik, bore their share in the work. The children took prompt advantage of the occasion to enjoy by far the wildest game that had ever yet been suggested to their imaginations, and Aglootook the magician, seeing that something had come at last to verify his predictions, stood by the capstan and appointed himself to the command of the upper deck brigade, while the others were battling with the flames below.

The battle was indeed a tough one; for the fire had got a firm hold, not only of the materials already mentioned, but also of a mass of canvas and cordage in what must have been the sail-makers department, and the smoke was growing so dense that it was becoming difficult for the firemen to breathe.

Here! Nazinred, Oolalik, throw the biggest lumps you can lift over there.

Cheenbuk pointed to what seemed a red-hot spot in the dense smoke before them, and set them the example by heaving a gigantic mass at the same place.

A tremendous hiss came forth as the snow was converted into steam, but there was no abatement in the roar of the devouring element as it licked up everything around it, making the iron bolts red, and, though not themselves combustible, assistants to combustion.

More snow, Anteek! more snow! gasped Cheenbuk.

The boy, with a mass of half-melted snow still in his hand, sprang up the ladder, scarce knowing what he did, and appeared on deck, blackened and wildly dishevelled. Aglootook was close to the opening at the moment, giving sententious directions to some little boys. Anteek hurled the snow-mass full at his face with the force of an ardent nature intensified by contempt, and sent him sprawling among the children as he leaped over the side to carry out his orders.

But no energy on the part of Cheenbuk and his comrades, no efforts on the part of their assistants, strong or feeble, could avert that ships doom. Ere long the smoke and heat between decks became unbearable, and drove the gallant leaders back, inch by inch, foot by foot, until they were compelled to take refuge on the upper deck, when nothing more could be done to arrest the progress of the flames. They retired therefore to the quarter-deck, where the whole of the Eskimos  men, women, and children  assembled to look on at the destruction which they could not now prevent.

This is a great loss, observed Cheenbuk regretfully, as he sat on the after-rail, mopping the perspiration off his blackened face with his sleeve.

It might have been a greater loss, said Nazinred, glancing towards the well-filled storehouses on shore.

That is true; but just think of what a supply of wood for spears and sledges! It would have been enough to last the lives of our childrens children, if not longer.

Did I not tell you that something would happen? said Aglootook, coming forward at that moment.

Yes, and something did happen, said old Mangivik, though I could not see how it happened, for the smoke. Did not a lump of snow fly in your face and knock you over among the children?

The magician ignored the question altogether, and, turning to Cheenbuk, asked if he thought there was yet any chance of saving the ship.

Not unless you manage to send some of your magic down and stop the fire.

That is not possible, returned the other, with a wisely grave look. I can do much, but I cannot do that.

As he spoke, a fresh roar of the fire up the hatch-way attracted attention. Gathering strength, it burst up in a bright flame, showing that the quarter-deck could not long remain a place of security.

Suddenly Nazinred showed signs of excitement which were very unusual in him. Fighting the walrus or bear, or battling with the fire, had never produced such an expression as crossed his face, while he cast a hasty glance round on the women and children, whose forms were by that time lit up by the dull red glow that issued from the column of smoke.

Cheenbuk, he said in a low voice, the black stuff that I put in my spouter is kept by traders in round things  I forget the name. If there is one of these round things here, and it catches fire, we shall, every one of us, with the ship, be sent up to the stars!

The remark was meant to reach the ear of the leader alone, but several of those around heard it, and a wild rush was instantly made for the snow stair, amid feminine and juvenile shrieks. Aglootook incontinently hurled himself over the side, and fell on his hands and knees on the ice, where an opportune snow-drift saved him. Most of the party ran or leaped out of the threatened danger.

Does not my father think that we should go? asked Cheenbuk, who began to feel uneasy as a fresh burst of flame set fire to the canvas awning, and made the place they stood on unpleasantly hot.

Yes, my son, he does, replied Nazinred; but it does not become men to run from danger.

So saying he began to move as if in a funeral procession, closely followed by Cheenbuk, Oolalik, and old Mangivik.

As they reached the head of the staircase something like an explosion occurred, for the deck was partially burst up by the heat. The three Eskimos, who did not think their dignity affected by haste, leaped down the stair in two bounds, but Nazinred did not alter his walk in the least. Step by step he descended deliberately, and walked in stolid solemnity to the spot on which the community had assembled as a place of safety.

They did not speak much after that, for the sight was too thrilling and too novel to admit of conversation. Shouts and exclamations alone broke forth at intervals.

The danger to which they had been exposed while on the quarter-deck became more apparent when a clear bright flame at length shot upwards, and, catching some of the ropes, ran along and aloft in all directions.

Hitherto the fire had been much smothered by its own smoke and the want of air below, but now that it had fairly burst its bonds and got headway, it showed itself in its true character as a fierce and insatiable devourer of all that came in its way.

Catching hold of the awning over the deck, it swept fore and aft like a billow, creating such heat that the spectators were forced to retreat to a still safer distance. From the awning it licked round the masts, climbed them, caught the ropes and flew up them, sweeping out upon the yards to their extreme ends, so that, in a few minutes, the ship was ablaze from hold to truck, and stem to stern.

Then the event which Nazinred had referred to occurred. The flames reached the powder magazine. It exploded, and the terrified natives yelled their feelings, while the entire structure went up into the heavens with a roar to which the loudest thunder could not compare, and a sheet of intense light that almost blinded them.

The explosion blew out every fork of flame, great and small, and left an appalling blackness by contrast, while myriads of red-hot fragments fell in a shower on the ice, and rebounded from it, like evil spirits dancing around the tremendous wreck that they had caused.

Fortunately the Eskimos were beyond the range of the fiery shower. When they ventured, with awe-stricken looks, to approach the scene of the catastrophe, only a yawning cavern in the floe remained to tell of the stately vessel that had thus ended her final voyage.




Chapter Thirty.

A Declaration, an Interruption, and a Great Fight.

The loss which the Eskimos sustained in the destruction of the ship was in one sense considerable, for the woodwork about her would have been of immense value to them; nevertheless their gains in what had already been stored were very great, so that they were able to regard their losses with philosophic composure.

The weeks that followed  weeks of ever increasing light and warmth  were spent in examining and sorting their material into packages suitable for transport on sledges to their summer quarters at Waruskeek.

And here again the knowledge possessed by Nazinred of the habits and implements of the white men was of great service. Adolay also helped to instruct, for when among the sail-makers tools they found a number of the finer sort of needles and threads, as well as a few feminine thimbles, so to speak, she was able to show the women at once how to use them, and thus saved them from the trouble of puzzling out the matter for themselves.

What is this? asked Anteek of Nazinred one day, presenting a file which he had just picked up.

That is a thing, replied the Indian, who, being ignorant of the names of most tools, got over the difficulty by calling all objects things that is a thing made for cutting iron with; rubbing it down and cutting it short. It cuts things that are too hard for a knife.

I think, returned the boy, regarding it attentively, we might try it on Aglootooks nose. That wants cutting short, and rubbing down too, for it seems very hard to look at it.

Nazinred did not smile. He was slow to understand a joke. Perhaps he thought it a poor one, but Cheenbuk appreciated it, and met it with the suggestion that an axe might be more effective.

They were gravely debating this point in front of the snow stores, when Ondikik came up and asked when it was likely that a start would be made for home, as he styled their old winter village.

Go and ask Mangivik. When he gives the order Im ready, said Cheenbuk.

Dont say a word to Aglootook, said Anteek, as the young man turned to go; he will be sure to say that something will happen if you do.

Yes, and as something always does happen, remarked Cheenbuk, hes sure to be right, the moosquat.

Moo-squat seemed to be used as a term of extreme contempt; it may not therefore be incorrect to translate it humbug!

On being consulted, old Mangivik, who was generally credited with being weather-wise and intelligent, gave it as his opinion that, as the things from the white mans kayak were all ready packed on the sledges, and the weather was very warm, and the days were growing long, and the ice and snow were melting fast, the sooner they set out the better.

Aglootook coincided with that opinion, because he had been led to the same conclusion some days before, chiefly in consequence of profound thought during the dark hours of night. And if we dont start off now, he added at the end of a portentous oration, no one can tell what will happen  something fearful, I know, though of course it is not possible to say what.

As no one felt disposed to object, the preparations were hurried forward, and, soon after, the whole tribe went off on the return journey, leaving behind them a black and yawning gulf in the Arctic solitude where so lately a noble ship had been.

Arrived at the old village, these lively and energetic nomads occupied themselves during the brief remainder of winter and the early spring in securely hiding the goods of which they had become possessed, excepting such light portions as they meant to carry along with them to their summer retreat. Among these were a number of bows, spears, and arrows made from the wood of the burnt vessel, with cleverly adapted iron heads, filed to fine sharp points, and burnished until they glittered in the light. Of knives and axes there were also sufficient to equip most of the young men, and those for whom there were none made to themselves pretty good knives out of pieces of hoop-iron.

When at last the ocean currents and summer heat broke up the solid floes and set the icebergs free to resume their majestic southward course, our Eskimos put their sledges en cache, got out kayaks and oomiaks, and, wielding both the short and the long paddle, started off towards the southwest, in the direction of Waruskeek  some of the tribe, however, with a few of the old people, remaining behind.

Now, Adolay, we are going to take you home, said Cheenbuk, the day they started, while walking with her towards the oomiak in which she was to take her seat and a paddle. Will the Indian girl be glad to leave us?

The faintest possible tinge of red suffused her cheek, as she dropped her eyes and replied  

She will be glad to get home.

When you have got home, and stayed for a time with your people, returned Cheenbuk, who was usually blunt and to-the-point in his conversation, will you come away with me and be my woman  my squaw? he added, accommodating his words to the Indian vocabulary.

I cannot leave my mother, answered the maiden in a low voice.

That is good, returned the gallant Eskimo, but Cheenbuk can leave his mother and his father too. If I go and live with the men-of-the-woods, will you be my squaw?

Adolay with downcast eyes gave no answer.

It is said that silence gives consent. We are ignorant as to Arctic opinion on this point, but before light could be thrown on the subject, Anteek came rushing round the corner of a stranded berg with the exclamation  

Hoi! Cheenbuk  here you are! We thought you must have got into the teeth of a walrus or the arms of a bear!

Cheenbuk frowned savagely, caught Anteek by his nether garments and the nape of his neck, and, lifting him high above his head, seemed about to dash him on the ground. But, instead, he replaced him gently on his feet, and, with a benignant smile, told him to run down to the shore and put his kayak in the water so as to be ready for him.

Anteek, who was obedience personified, hastened away at once, rubbing his nether garments, and sorely perplexed as to the strange spirit which seemed so suddenly to have taken possession of the friend he so ardently idolised.

It was arranged that Nazinred, being unaccustomed to the Eskimo kayak, should voyage with the women in one of the oomiaks. To a younger brave this might have been regarded as an undignified position, but to a man of his years and tried experience it was only a subject for a passing smile. But the Indian did not accept the position of an idle passenger. Although inexpert in the use of the two-bladed paddle and the light kayak, he was thoroughly capable of using the womens paddle with the single blade, as it bore much resemblance in shape and size to that used in his native canoe. He therefore quietly assumed the post of steersman in the oomiak, which contained Madam Mangivik, Nootka, the easy-going Cowlik, the gentle Rinka, Adolay, and a variety of children and babies. The young man Oolalik, in defiance of immemorial custom, also took a seat and a paddle in that oomiak  out of pure hospitality of course, and for the sole purpose of keeping their guest company. Nootka said nothing, but she seemed amused as well as pleased at the innovation. So were the children, for Oolalik was a prime favourite with young as well as old.

Old Uleeta was the captain of another of the oomiaks, and it was observed that Aglootook cast longing and frequent glances in her direction, believing, no doubt, that a place by her side would be an easier berth than in his own kayak, with nothing but the strength of his own lazy arm to urge it on; but as there was no guest in this case to justify the breach of ancient custom on the ground of hospitality, he felt that manhood required him to stay where he was.

It was a pretty sight the starting of the little flotilla on a brilliant spring morning, with the sea as calm as a millpond, fantastic masses of white ice floating about in all directions, and mountainous bergs here and there giving dignity as well as variety, by their size and light-green sides and deep blue caverns, to a scene which might otherwise have been too suggestive of wedding-cake.

Seals, walruses, sea-birds, and numerous denizens of the deep and air, were sporting about in fearless indifference to the presence of their great enemy, man, but these were unheeded until hunger began to affect the Eskimo. Then the war began, with its usual result the survival of the fittest.

One day, however, there was a battle in which it came about that the tables were almost turned, and the survival, as regards the animals, very nearly reversed.

It happened thus.

We have already referred to the ferocity of the walrus when attacked. As a rule, man is the assailant. Sometimes, however, the monster of the Arctic deep assumes the offensive. On the occasion we are about to describe the attack was made in force.

The day had been brilliantly fine. The bergs had absolutely duplicated and inverted themselves by reflection, so that the sunlit pinnacles became submarine fires, and refraction stepped in to reverse, and as it were shatter, the floes on the horizon, while three mock suns glowed in the heavens at the same time  thus making the beautiful confusion still more exquisitely confounded.

Walrus! said Cheenbuk, pointing with the end of his long paddle in the direction of a large berg just ahead of them.

Nazinred, who was close alongside of him, ceased to paddle, and shaded his eyes with his hand. So did his crew. The whole flotilla ceased to paddle, and skimmed slowly along for some moments in dead silence.

Then Aglootook, in virtue of his office and presumption, spoke in a low voice  

Let us pull softly, and speak not at all. There are plenty of beasts. Wonders shall be done to-day if you attend to what I say.

They all acted on his advice, whether they heard it or not, for Eskimos need no caution to be wary and silent when approaching a herd of walruses.

There appeared to be at least a hundred animals lying sunning themselves on the various ice-lumps into which the floes were broken up. On one mass about half a mile off there were some twenty rolling about and grunting comfortably to each other. Towards these the flotilla slowly drifted, for the dipping of the paddles could scarcely be seen, and was quite noiseless. By slow degrees they drew near, and then the oomiaks hung back, with the exception of that steered by Nazinred, who had got his fire-spouter ready, while Oolalik stood in the bow, harpoon in hand, and lance ready by his side. The women were not expected to take part in the action  only to look on,  but all the men in kayaks advanced. While these last went on towards the main herd, our Indian steered straight for the ice-cake on which the largest number lay, and as they drew near, the extreme ugliness of the creatures faces and black heads became very apparent.

There was an old bull with tusks not far short of three feet long among the herd. Beside him was a young bull, which seemed from his wicked expression to be screwing up his courage to assault the old one. The rest were females and young ones of various ages, down to what seemed the very last walrus baby. Those that were grown up had bristling moustaches like porcupine-quills on their flat lips, and the young ones had tusks in different degrees of development  except the baby, whose head resembled an ill-shaped football.

They did not seem in the least afraid of the approaching oomiak. Perhaps they thought it a very dirty piece of ice covered with rather grotesque seals. At all events, although they looked at it, they went on with their mooing and rolling about, quite regardless of it, until Oolalik sent his harpoon deep into the side of one of the cows. Then indeed there was tremendous roaring and confusion, as the whole herd tumbled off the ice raft into the sea. The splash sent a cataract of spray over the Eskimos; and no wonder, for the old bull was full sixteen feet long, with barrel-bulk equal to a hogshead. Some of the others were not much smaller.

The harpoon thrown was attached to a short line, to the end of which an inflated seal-skin was fastened for the purpose of forming a drag on the animal harpooned, and, by coming to the surface, showing its whereabouts. But on this occasion the creatures required no such contrivance to bring them up, for no sooner were the two bulls in their native element than they uttered a horrible succession of roars, and made straight for the oomiak. A rip in the side of the skin boat would have been fatal, or, if one of the animals were to hook on to it with his tusks, an upset would be certain. Oolalik therefore grasped his long lance, while Nazinred steered so as to keep the bow end-on to the assailants. Another moment and Oolalik dealt the oldest bull a thrust in the neck that sent it back roaring. The cry seemed to be a summons, for answering cries were heard all round, and the walruses were seen to be converging towards their savage old chief. Meanwhile the young bull had reached the right side of the oomiak, where Cowlik sat with an easy-going look on her placid face, admiring the scene.

Nazinred was so intent on keeping the craft right that he failed to notice it until its ugly head and ponderous tusks rose above the gunwale. But Cowlik proved equal to the occasion. The easy-going look vanished, and the end of her paddle went into the throat of the brute with a thrust so vigorous that the boat was driven to one side and the tusks missed their mark. At the same moment Adolay, who sat close to her, grasped her paddle like a double-handed sword, and brought it down with surprising force on the creatures left eye. A shot from the fire-spouter followed; the ball entered the same eye, reached the brain, and the young bull sank to rise no more.

The Indian reloaded as fast as he could, but not in time for another charge from the old bull, which Oolalik met with a stab in the side that again turned him off bellowing. A still younger bull, anxious, perchance, to win its spurs, took advantage of the situation, and made a dash at the opposite side, but Nootka sent about two feet of her paddle down its throat, which induced it to reconsider its intentions.

Just then a loud report told that the spouter was again to the front. This time the ball took effect on the old bulls forehead, and remained there. It neither killed nor stunned, though it probably surprised it, for it sheered off permanently, and all the rest of the herd went away to sea along with it.

After this unexpected and dangerous encounter was over, it was found that several other animals were splashing about in a dying state, or fast to seal-skin buoys which the men in the kayaks had managed to affix to them. One of these was closely followed up by Anteek, who had very cleverly launched his harpoon.

Aglootook was also seen to be struggling with a buoy, which he was trying to haul in.

Keep off! he cried in great excitement when old Mangivik paddled to his assistance; I have lanced it twice. I need no help. See, the water is full of blood!

That is my beast you are fighting, remarked Oolalik, as the oomiak came up. Look at the float: it is mine.

The magician looked crestfallen. He had hoped, probably, to kill the wounded animal, secure it to his kayak, and cast loose the buoy, so that no one could claim it. He made the most of the situation, however, by asserting stoutly that if he had not lanced it well it would certainly have broken loose from the buoy.

When the whole party was assembled on a large floe, cutting up and stowing away the meat, some of the younger men began to comment on the success of the hunt, and to congratulate themselves on the large supply of fresh provisions which they had secured.

Did I not tell you, said Aglootook, who appeared to be superintending the workers, that wonders would be done to-day?

You did, replied Cheenbuk gravely, and one of the greatest wonders was that you managed to lance a walrus!

It was indeed a great wonder, returned the magician, with a smile of supreme satisfaction, for I was not hunting at all at the time  only looking on by way of encouraging the young men. It just came in my way and I killed it, easily, in passing. If I had been really hunting, then indeed, he added, with solemn emphasis, you would have seen something to astonish you.

I have no doubt of that! remarked Cheenbuk. At the same moment Anteek went off into an explosion of laughter, which he accounted for by pointing at a baby-walrus which had just put its head out of the water with an expression of surprise on its innocent face that clearly indicated its inability to understand what was going on.




Chapter Thirty One.

An Expedition and a Disappointment.

A few days later the whole tribe arrived at their summer quarters, and no civilised family of boys and girls ever arrived at their seaside home with a more genuine expression of noisy delight than that with which those Eskimos took possession of the turf-mud-and-stone-built huts of Waruskeek.

It was not only the children who thus let loose their glee. The young men and maidens also began to romp round the old dwellings in the pure enjoyment of ancient memories and present sunshine, while the elders expressed their satisfaction by looking on with approving nods and occasional laughter. Even old Mangivik so far forgot the dignity of his advanced age as to extend his right toe, when Anteek was rushing past, and trip up that volatile youth, causing him to plunge headlong into a bush which happened to grow handy for his reception.

Nazinred alone maintained his dignity, but so far condescended to harmonise with the prevailing spirit as to smile now and then. As for Adolay, she utterly ignored the traditions of her people, and romped and laughed with the best of them, to the great delight of Nootka, who sometimes felt inclined to resent her stately ways. Cheenbuk adopted an intermediate course, sometimes playing a practical joke on the young men, at other times entering into grave converse with his Indian guest. Aglootook of course stuck to his own rôle. He stood on a bank of sand which overlooked the whole, and smiled gracious approval, as though he were the benignant father of a large family, whom he was charmed to see in the enjoyment of innocent mirth.

Cheenbuk soon formed his plans for the future, and laid them before the elders of the tribe the same evening after supper  at that period when poor Nazinred would have been enjoying his pipe, if that implement had not been blown with all his tobacco and tinder into the Arctic sky.

It is but just to the Indian to add that he took his heavy loss in a philosophical spirit, and had by that time quite got over the craving  insomuch that he began to wonder why he had ever come under the sway of such a taste.

Now, said Cheenbuk, with an air of decision, listen to my plans.

Hoi! ho! exclaimed every one, especially Aglootook, who added hay! in a peculiar tone, thus giving him leave, as it were, to talk as much as he pleased.

You all know that I have promised to take Adolay back to her own home, and you know that I never break my promises. It is therefore my intention to set off to the Whale River after two suns have gone round the sky.

Hoi! exclaimed some of the young men, with looks of surprise at such promptitude.

We may observe here that in those regions the sun in summer describes nearly an unbroken circle in the sky, and that Cheenbuks reference was to the next two days.

I will take with me as many men and women as choose to go, but no children. We will take our spears and bows to procure food, but not to fight, for I go to make friends with the Fire-spouters and the white traders. So, if any one wants to fight,  he looked at Raventik here, but that fire-eater happened to be absent-minded at the moment, and sat with downcast eyes, to fight, he repeated with emphasis, he will have to remain at home and fight the walrus  or the women!

A faint ho! here indicated a desire for more.

Nazinred says he is sure his people will be glad to meet us. I am sure we shall be glad to meet his people. What will happen after that, I cannot tell.

Something will certainly happen, murmured Aglootook, as if holding converse with his own spirit, or with his familiar. I know it; I am sure of it. I tell you all beforehand.

And you will accompany us, said Cheenbuk, turning to the magician with a nod of approval. When we go on an errand of peace we need our wisest men with us, men whose knowledge and experience will make the Fire-spouters think much of us, and men who dont like fighting.

Now, then, continued the Eskimo, turning again to the young men, who will go? I shall not allow any to go who are not quite willing.

There was no lack of volunteers. The party was then and there arranged, and two days later they set out on their mission, a goodly band, in kayaks and oomiaks.

The weather continued fine; the days were long; islets for camping-places were numerous, and in process of time the party reached the mouth of the Whale  otherwise Greygoose  River, which they began to ascend.

Oh! exclaimed Adolay, with glistening eyes, as she looked from bank to bank; I know it so well  almost every bush and tree.

And you love it? said Nootka.

Yes, yes; is it not my own country?

Nootka sighed. I wish I could love my country like you; but your country sticks. Mine melts away  most of it  every hot sun-time; and it is not easy to care much for things that melt.

But Waruskeek does not melt, said Adolay sympathetically.

That is true, returned Nootka, as if pleased to think of something solid, round which her affections might entwine; but we stay such a short time there  only while the hot sun-time lasts, and I have not time to get very fond of it  not so as to make my eyes open and my cheeks grow red like yours.

Then you must come and live with me and love my country, said the Indian girl in a patronising tone.

What! and forsake Oolalik? exclaimed the Eskimo maiden, with heightened colour and flashing eyes. No, never. He will not melt, what ever else does.

Right, Nootka, exclaimed Adolay, with a laugh. It would take a very hot sun indeed to melt Oolalik. But perhaps the whole tribe will stay in my country. I think that Cheenbuk will get us over this difficulty. It is wonderful what can be done by a man with a determined mind like Cheenbuk.

Yes, some of us Eskimos have very determined minds, said Nootka, complacently.

Adolay laughed lightly. And dont you think that some of the Fire-spouters have also a good deal of determination  especially one of them who left the lodges of his people and wandered over the great salt lake all alone in search of his child?

You speak truth, returned Nootka, with a pleasant nod. Ill tell you what I think: both our nations are very determined  very.

Having come to this satisfactory conclusion, the maidens relapsed into general conversation.

But a disappointment was in store which none of the party had counted on.

When the village of the Fire-spouters was reached, not a soul was to be seen. The tent-poles remained, and the ashes of the hearths were still there; but the ashes were cold, and not a man, woman, or child remained  not even a dog.

Nazinred and Adolay hurried at once along the well-known foot-path which led to the spot where their own wigwam had stood, but the place was deserted. As in the case of all the other lodges, only the bare poles, according to custom, were left  the coverings having been carried away.

Father and child looked at each other for some time in silent dismay. It was a terrible homecoming  so different from what each had been fondly anticipating!

The anxious father had strode on in advance of the Eskimo party, but Cheenbuk had followed. He hung back a little from feelings of delicacy as they neared the old home, and was much moved when he saw irrepressible tears flowing from the eyes of Adolay.

Have enemies been in the camp? he asked, when they had contemplated the scene for some minutes in silence.

No; enemies have not been here, answered the Indian. There is no blood on the ground; no sign of a struggle. The tent-poles are not thrown down; the ashes of the fires have not been scattered. This would not have been so if there had been a fight. Keep up heart, Adolay! he added, turning to the weeping girl; no evil can have come to our people, for they have left of their own will for a new camp; but I am perplexed, for this is the best place in all the Dogrib lands for a village, and we had lived long here in contentment.

But if that be so, there must be good reason for their having left, suggested Cheenbuk.

Good reason  yes, the men-of-the-woods never act without good reason.

My father may be perplexed about reasons, continued the Eskimo, but surely he will have no difficulty in finding his people, for are not the men-of-the-woods good at following up a trail?

Truly you say what is true. It will be easy to find and follow the trail of a whole tribe, returned Nazinred, with a smile. But it is disappointing to find that they have forsaken the old place, and it may be many days before we find them.

Father! exclaimed Adolay at this point, a bright look overspreading her features, mother must have left some sign on a piece of bark, as I did at Waruskeek.

I had expected as much, said the Indian, looking round the camp, and I had thought to find it here.

Not here, returned the girl, with a soft laugh; you dont know mother as well as I do! There is a tree, under the shade of which she and I used to work when the days were long. If there is a message anywhere, it is there.

She bounded away as she spoke, like a fawn, and in a few minutes returned with a piece of bark in her hand.

Here it is, father. I knew it would be there. Let us sit down now and make it out.

Sitting down beside the cold hearth of the old home, father and child began to spell out Isquays letter, while Cheenbuk looked on in admiring silence and listened.

The letter bore a strong family likeness to that which had formerly been written  or drawn  by Adolay at Waruskeek, showing clearly whence the girl had derived her talent.

The hand at the top points the way clear enough, said the Indian, but were you careful to observe the direction before you moved it?

Of course I was, father. Im not a baby now, returned the girl, with a laugh and a glance at Cheenbuk.

That you certainly are not! thought the Eskimo, with a look of open admiration.

It pointed there, she continued, extending her hand in a north-westerly direction.

The Ukon River flows there, returned Nazinred thoughtfully, as he traced the various parts of the letter with his forefinger.

Is that river better than the Greygoose one? asked Cheenbuk.

No. It is as good  not better, replied the Indian, in an absent mood. Adolay, this piece of bark carries some strange news. Here we have the whole tribe starting off for the Ukon with all their tents, provisions, and everything in sledges. So they left in the cold season

Yes, father, interrupted Adolay, knitting her pretty brows as she earnestly scanned the letter, but dont you see the line of geese flying over the tree-tops? That shows that it was at the beginning of the warm time.

Adolay is the worthy daughter of a Dogrib chief! said Nazinred, patting the girls shoulder.

I hope shell be the worthy wife of an Eskimo youth some day, thought Cheenbuk, but, as usual, he said nothing.

And look here, father, continued Adolay, what do they mean by having all their snow-shoes slung on their guns instead of on their feet?

It means that the snow was very soft, beginning to melt, and it was easier to tramp through it without snow-shoes than with them. I hope they have been careful, for there is great danger in crossing lakes and rivers at such a time of the year.

No fear of danger, said Adolay, with a laugh, when Magadar leads the way. Dont you see him there in front? Mother knows how to draw faces  only his nose is too long.

That is to show that he is the guide, observed Nazinred. Did you not do the very same thing yourself when you made Cheenbuks nose far too long  for the same purpose?

Adolay laughed heartily at this, and Cheenbuk joined her, feeling his nose at the same time, as if to make sure that its handsome proportions were not changed.

And look  look, father! resumed the girl, growing excited over the letter; that is your friend Mozwa! I feel sure of it by the shape of his legs. Who could mistake his legs? Nobody is like mother. She does legs as well as faces. But what is that on his wifes back  not a new baby, surely?

Why not, my child?

Poor man! sighed Adolay. He had enough to provide for before.

Poor woman! thought Cheenbuk, but he maintained a discreet silence.

Of course it was decided to follow up the trail of the tribe without delay. As Nazinred had surmised, it was easily found and not difficult to follow. That night, however, the party encamped round the hearths of the deserted village.




Chapter Thirty Two.

An Unexpected Meeting.

The brief summer had fled, and autumn, with its bright sunshine and invigorating frosts, had returned to the Far North, when one day, during that short delightful period styled the Indian summer, our friend MacSweenie and his inseparable henchman Mowat sauntered down to the beach in front of the new fort.

Iss it here the canoe wass lyin, Tonal?

Ay, yonder it is, just beyond the palin, bottom up.

Man, this iss fine weather  whatever.

It is that, replied Mowat, who could hardly have replied otherwise, for the fact did not admit of a doubt.

There was an intense brilliancy yet a hazy softness in the air, which was particularly exhilarating. Trumpeting wild-geese, piping plover, the whistling wings of wild-ducks, and the notes of other innumerable feathered tribes, large and small, were filling the woods and swamps with the music of autumnal revelry, as they winged their way to southern lands. Every view was beautiful; all the sounds were cheerful. An absolute calm prevailed, so that the lake-like expanse in front of the fort formed a perfect mirror in which the cliffs and brilliant foliage of the opposite banks were clearly reflected.

We will go down to the bend o the ruver, said MacSweenie, as they launched their canoe, an hide in the bushes there. It iss a grand spote for birds to fly over, an theres plenty o ducks an geese, so we may count on soon gettin enough to fill the larder to overflow.

Ay, theres plenty o birds, remarked Mowat, with the absent air of a man whose mind is running on some other theme.

MacSweenie was a keen sportsman, and dearly loved a day with his gun. As a boy, on his own Highland hills, he had been addicted to sporting a good deal without the formality of a licence, and the absolute freedom from conventional trammels in the wild North was a source of much gratulation to him. Perhaps he enjoyed his outings all the more that he was a stern disciplinarian  so deeply impressed with a sense of duty that he would neither allow himself nor his men to indulge in sport of any kind until business had been thoroughly disposed of.

It hes often seemed to me, he said, steering towards the bend of the river above referred to, that ceevilisation was a sort o mistake. Did ye ever think o that, Tonal?

I cant say that I ever did. But if it is a mistake, its a very successful one  to judge from the way it has spread.

That iss true, Tonal, an mores the peety. I cannot but think that man was meant to be a huntin animal, and to get his victuals in that way. What for wass he gifted wi the power to hunt, if it wass not so? An think what enjoyment he hes in the chase until ceevilisation takes all the speerit out o him. Hm! It never took the speerit out o me, whatever.

Maybe there wasnt enough o ceevilisation in the place where you was brought up, suggested the interpreter.

Ha! ye hev me there, Tonal, returned the trader, with a short laugh. Weel, I must admit that yere not far wrong. The muddle o the Grampians iss but a wildish place, an it wass there my father had his sheep-farm an that I first made the acquaintance o the muir-cock an the grouse. O man! but theres no place like the Heeland hills after a, though the wild-woods here iss not that bad. Tonal, man, catch hold o that bush an draw close in to the bank. Theres a flock comin, an theyre fleein low.

The last words were spoken in a hoarse whisper, for they had just turned the bend of the river, and MacSweenie had caught sight of a flock of wild-geese, flying low, as he said, and crossing over the land, which at that place jutted out into the stream.

Mowat, though naturally sluggish, was quick in action when circumstances required him to be so. The canoe was drawn close under an overhanging bush, and quite concealed by it. The two men, laying down the paddles, took up their guns and examined the priming to see that it was dry, long before the flock drew near. Then they sat motionless and silent, crouching a little and looking upwards.

The unsuspicious flock of wild-geese came over the point in that curious angular formation in which they usually travel  an old grey gander, as usual, leading. A deep trumpet-note now and then told of their approach. Then the soft stroke of their great wings was heard. Next moment the flock appeared over the edge of the bush that concealed their human foes. At the same instant sportsmen and geese beheld each other. The guns flew to the shoulders of the former; the angle was thrown into dire confusion, and the woods and cliffs reverberated with two shots, which crashed forth at the same moment.

Trumpeting and screaming, the scattered flock passed on, and the hunters pushed out from the bank to pick up two plump birds which lay dead upon the water.

But those two shots did more than carry death and confusion into the ranks of the grey geese. They caused surprise and something like wild excitement in the hearts of a number of Eskimos who, in their kayaks, happened to be at that moment pushing up the Ukon River, pioneered by a birch-bark canoe, which was propelled by an Indian man and woman.

Submitting to authority while among the ice-floes of the polar seas, Nazinred had, as we have seen, consented to take his place humbly among the women and children in one of the oomiaks. Anteek and one of his companions were permitted to paddle the birch-bark canoe, to their very great satisfaction, until Whale River was reached. But the moment the party entered on the lakes and rivers of the land, Nazinred ordered Adolay to take the bow paddle of his native craft, himself took the steering paddle, and from that moment he had quietly assumed the office of guide to the expedition.

Fire-spouters! exclaimed Cheenbuk, on hearing the shots of the traders guns.

Yes  my countrymen, replied Nazinred.

The kayak of Cheenbuk was about half a length behind the canoe, else the Eskimo would have seen that though the Indians voice was low and calm, his black eyes glittered with excitement.

It is not like the gun of the Dogribs, remarked Adolay, glancing back at her father.

Why does Adolay think so?

Because there is too much noise. You have yourself told me, father, that the Indian uses a smaller charge both of powder and shot than the white trader, as he cannot afford to waste it. I never heard the guns of our men speak so loud. Perhaps we are going to meet white men.

The chief regarded his daughter with a pleased smile and a look of pride.

Adolay observes well, he said; she is like her mother. The sound was loud because the charges were big  also because two guns were fired at once.

I heard only one, returned the girl.

That is because you have not heard much firing of guns. Adolay is not yet as old as her father. The traders from the great fresh lake must have come to our land, and that is the reason why our people have forsaken the old home.

As he spoke the flotilla rounded a point on the river, and came in sight of MacSweenies canoe making for the land after having picked up the geese.

An impartial observer would not have found it easy to determine which party expressed more surprise.

Fire-spouters! shouted the new arrivals.

Eskimos! exclaimed Mowat.

Savitches  whatever! said MacSweenie. Wow! but this iss goot luck! Gif way, my boy, an we will meet them more than half-way.

Suddenly the trader ceased to paddle, and raised a hand to shade his eyes from the sun.

Tonal, man! he growled with a Gaelic expletive which it is impossible to spell, iss that a birch-bark canoe that I am seein?

It is that, answered the interpreter, an I do believe that  that

Man! Tonal, interrupted the trader, as he dipped his paddle violently into the water. Its wishin I am that I may never see the Grampians again in this world if yon iss not Nazinred himself wi his daater in the bow! It iss my belief there will be rechoicing in the Dogrib camp this night  though wi such a band o Eskimos there will be no small risk o fechtin also!

By this time the canoe and flotilla were so near that Nazinred recognised the trader, and threw up a hand in salutation, whereupon MacSweenie and Mowat, taking off their caps, treated the party to a rousing British cheer, which was so congenial to the lively Eskimos that they burst into a sympathetic howl, mingled with laughter and some fair attempts to imitate the cheer, while they splashed up the water with their paddles, and otherwise conducted themselves jovially.

Of course Nazinred would not condescend to conduct so undignified, but in his way he expressed great satisfaction at the happy meeting.

Then all the paddles were dipped again with vigour and the whole party made for the fort  the two canoes leading.




Chapter Thirty Three.

The Last.

I will be thinkin, said MacSweenie to Mowat, that it will be safer for our two canoes to go first to the fort an leave the Eskimos behind the point till we warn the Indians o their arrival; for there iss no knowin what these fiery savitches may do if their old enemies come on them all of a sudden. Tell Nazinred that.

The interpreter obeyed, and as the chief was of the same opinion, a halt was called; Cheenbuk was consulted, and ultimately the Eskimos in their kayaks were left concealed behind the nearest point below the fort, while the two canoes advanced side by side.

We will take them by surprise, Tonal. Im fond o givin people a surprise, said MacSweenie in an undertone as they drew near to the little wharf that had been run out from the land in front of the main building. A few Indians were watching the arrival with some curiosity.

But there was one passenger in Nazinreds canoe who cared little for interfering with human plans  namely, Attim, whose shaggy head rested on the gunwale as he gazed and snuffed anxiously.

The moment the canoes came within a few yards of the shore, the excited dog plunged over the side with a huge bound. He was a magnificent swimmer, and reached the land in a few seconds. Springing up the bank, he shook a shower from his sides and bounded into the bushes, with the certain knowledge, no doubt, that he had reached home at last, and that his faithful nose would not fail to guide him to the tent of Isquay.

O ye rascal! growled MacSweenie, youve let the cat out o the bag  for I make no doubt that every man an wummin o the tribe knows you by sight.

And the Highlander was right, for in a few minutes the whole camp was roused, and the sight of the dog told them that Nazinred had come back. But had he found his daughter? That was a point which every one who could walk, run, or hobble, hurried to the wharf to ascertain.

But the point was cleared up sooner than they expected, for, before they reached the wharf, a graceful figure was seen to be bounding through the bushes, apparently in hot pursuit of the dog.

Immediately after that a treble scream was heard to issue from a coppice behind the fort. It was followed by an equally treble squeal, with a bass accompaniment of barking. No one took the trouble to inquire the cause of this, for they knew, somehow, intuitively.

As we have said more than once, it is unusual for North American Indians to demonstrate, but Isquay and Adolay were, like Nazinred, in advance of their times, and were in the habit of snapping their fingers in the hideous face of the Red Indian Mrs Grundy!

Meanwhile, MacSweenie and his man were informing the Indians at the wharf that a band of their old foes, the eaters-of-raw-flesh, were at that moment lying on the other side of the point in their kayaks.

The news was received with surprise, not unmingled with frowns. Every one looked at Nazinred inquiringly, but that astute Red man was engaged in profound contemplation of the clouds.

Moreover, said the trader, your old prisoner who gave you the slip and ran away with Adolay is among them.

Then, cried Magadar, starting forward, we will get our guns and go after them. The young men have long wished for a chance of revenge.

The young men hev wished for nothing o the sort, cried MacSweenie, with a fierce expression in his blue eyes that was very impressive. There iss no wan here wants to fecht but yourself, Magadar; but I will not disappoint ye. If you must fecht wi some wan, ye shall fecht wi me. But it iss jokin ye are.  Come now, men; these Eskimos hev come here on a veesit, an full well do I know that theres not an Indian tribe in all the land equal to the Dogribs for hospitality; so youll go and get ready a feast for our veesitors, an Ill gie you some goot things out o the store to help it.

Whatever Magadar thought about this address he shrouded his feelings behind an air of impenetrable and stern reserve; for he saw that the young men sympathised with the trader. Nazinred also, in a few words, helped to confirm their sympathy by telling them that the eaters-of-raw-flesh were not a war-party, but had brought some of their women and old people along with them. The end of it was that a shot was fired as a preconcerted signal for the Eskimos to advance. In a few minutes the kayaks and oomiaks came sweeping round the point and made straight for the landing-place.

The reception of the men-of-the-ice by the traders was of course hearty and sincere, but the hereditary ill-will of the Indians was not quite overcome at the first. It was not until there had been several meetings, and a feast in the fort, and Donald Mowats violin had exercised its soothing influence on the savage breasts, that harmony was produced in some degree between the two parties.

At length MacSweenie began to see his way to the establishment of a permanent peace, and he made arrangements to have a great palaver, a solemn treaty, and a grand feast in connection with it.

You must know, Tonal, he said one evening when in consultation with his interpreter in the privacy of his own room, I hev got a plan in my head which iss calcoolated to make things go smooth, if anything will.

He paused rather a long time, and as Mowat looked at him in expectation of hearing more, it struck him that the deepened bronze on his chiefs face, and the slight motion of his shoulders, indicated suppressed laughter. But the Orkney-man was much too sedate a character to express undue curiosity. He waited patiently.

Yes, Tonal, said the trader, taking a few whiffs of the long clay pipe which was his usual evening comforter, I hev a plan, and, strange as it may seem to an unsentimental man like you, love is at the bottom of it.

Well, you might have a worse foundation, returned Mowat, with something of good-natured cynicism on his rugged face.

Yes, continued MacSweenie, that iss at the bottom of it  at least weemen are, an thats the same thing.

Mowat shook his head doubtfully. Im not so sure o that, he said; no doubt women have a good deal to do wi love  but theyre hardly the same thing.

Weel, Tonal, we will not fall out on that point to-night, for I hev got no leisure to dispute. Another time we may tackle it, but I hev other fish to fry just now, an we must begin this very night wi a grand palaver.

After a few more vigorous whiffs, and a frown indicative of intense thought, the trader continued  

I hev no doubt, Tonal, that you hev observed the curious and, if I may say so, extensive variety of love-makin that has broken out in the camp since the arrival o these Eskimos?

I cant say that I have, returned Mowat, gravely.

Wow, man! for a fuddler ye exhibit a most extraordinary want o perception in the more delicate affairs o human life. Well, well, it is strange. But I hev observed it, an Im goin to turn it to account, if I can.

You must know that I hev been troubled in my thoughts about that warlike fellow Magadar, for, as you know, he was sweet upon the girl Adolay before she was carried off by the Eskimo; an Cheenbuk is such a strong and bold lad that I felt sure there would be mischief between the two about her; but to my surprise an satisfaction Magadar hes gone over head an ears wi that little Eskimo girl Cowlik, who must, I think, hev been born in an easy-going frame of mind, which seems to hev stuck to her ever since, and to hev gone on increasing with her years. Then, as we all know, our Indian Alizay has for long been efter the girl Idazoo. Theres no accountin for taste, Tonal. I would sooner be married to a ships figure-head myself, but thats his look-out, whatever. I hev also observed deed it would be difficult not to observe  that the man Oolalik iss castin sheeps-eyes at that girl Nootka. All this hes impressed me so much that I hev set myself to observe more closely than Im used to do in such matters, and I hev discovered two more cases  namely, that poor young Eskimo that was wounded in the last fecht, but seems to be slowly recovering. They call him Ondikik, and he would hev kicked altogether if it had not been for the nursin  so they say  o that nice little craitur they call Rinka, or something like that. The other case is that lively stripling Anteek. Hes scarcely more than a boy yet, but young Uleeta, as they call the girl, seems to think that no great objection.

Now, Tonal, my plan iss to marry them all off-hand on the same day! You know that by virtue of my poseetion in the Service I am empowered to perform the marriage ceremony. Of course, as a Christian man, I would not fail to impress them with the fact that no real marriage can take place without the blessin o their Manitou, but I think that the readin o the marriage service over them may impress them favourably, an help in the caause of peace and goot-will. It shall be tried, whatever, so you had better go an get your fuddle in order, an send the cook to me.

That night MacSweenie had the central hall of his fort lighted up, and called together a united council of the Indians and Eskimos.

My friends, he said, after passing the pipe of peace round among the former, and offering it to the latter, who each took a whiff out of courtesy, this is a great night, for we hev met to join ourselves together in a bond of friendship which I trust will not soon be broken.  Tell them that, Tonal.

When the interpreter had done his duty, Cheenbuk was asked to translate it into the Eskimo tongue. The process was rather slow, but as natives and traders alike had plenty of time on their hands, and the proceedings were a great novelty, no one felt impatient.

Then MacSweenie continued:

We pale-faces, as you call us, believe that our God, our Manitou, takes a great interest in all our affairs, from the least to the greatest, and in the book in which some of us hev written down our prayers, we ask, among many other things, that there may be peace in our time. (For myself, I may give my opeenion that the prayer would hev seemed less selfish if it had run peace in all time  but that iss by the way, whatever).  Now, Tonal, go ahead.

Donald went ahead, but he took the liberty of omitting what he deemed the irrelevant commentary.

Peace, then, iss the thing that I am drivin at,  peace and goot-will between the pale-faces and the men-o-the-woods and the men-of-the-ice also. There are many things that make for peace. The first an most important thing iss goot feelin. Another thing is trade  commerce, barter, or exchange. (I dont see how the Eskimo will translate these words, Tonal, but he will hev to do his best.) Then there iss common sense; and, lastly, there is marriage. Now, I hev said my say, for the time, whatever, and Nazinred will continoo the discourse.

Thus directly appealed to, our Indian rose, and, looking calmly round on the assembly, said  

Every word that our white father has said is true; and a great many more words that he has not said are also true.

Waugh! from the Red men, who evidently regarded the last remark as a self-evident proposition.

Dispensing with the services of Mowat, Nazinred turned to the Eskimos and acted the part of his own interpreter. They received his words with an emphatic Hoh! as if they were equally clear on the subject of the last words being indisputable.

Our white father has said, continued the chief, that the first and most important thing in producing peace is good-feeling. That is true. It was good-feeling in my child that led her to save the life of Cheenbuk. It was good-feeling in Cheenbuk that made him care for my child, and treat her well, and bring her back here to her mother and her tribe. It was good-feeling in the Eskimos that made them kind to the Indian chief, and receive him hospitably, when they might have taken his scalp and kept his daughter. It is good-feeling, very strong good-feeling, that makes the young Eskimo wish to make Adolay his squaw, and it is the same good-feeling that now makes Nazinred willing that he should have her.

Hoh! exclaimed the Eskimos at this point, with evident satisfaction, and Ho! exclaimed the Indians, with equally evident surprise, for it was contrary to all their notions of propriety that an Indian chiefs daughter should wed an eater-of-raw-flesh! However, they said nothing more, and after gazing a few moments at each other in silent solemnity, they turned their eyes again on Nazinred.

Changing his tone somewhat, that wily Red man went on in a persuasive manner to expatiate on the advantages of peace in general, and of peace with the Eskimos in particular. He also enlarged on the great comforts to be derived from trade  which could be carried on with the white traders on the one hand and the Eskimos on the other, so that, between the two, the men-of-the-woods could not fail to obtain a double benefit. As to common sense being favourable to peace, he did not quite understand what his white father meant by that, for there was only one kind of sense among the Dogribs  though perhaps there might be two or three kinds where the traders came from! But in regard to marriage, there could be no doubt of his opinion on that point, seeing that he was going to give his daughter to Cheenbuk. Having finished what he had to say, Nazinred sat down, after expressing a desire to hear the opinions of his people on these matters.

For some time nothing was said, and it seemed as if the Indians were not quite sure of their own minds, when Magadar arose suddenly.

Braves, he began, in his brusque manner, I like fair-play. If Cheenbuk is going to carry off one of our maidens, it seems to me reasonable that an Eskimo maid should be left in her place. There is one of their girls who is named Cowlik. I am willing to take Cowlik and make her my squaw. Waugh!

Magadar sat down with the prompt air of a man who has conferred a favour at great personal sacrifice.

Then Mozwa rose and delivered himself of an oration full of wise remarks and poetical allusions, in which he backed his friend Nazinred. After him came Cheenbuk, who said that he was much gratified by the speeches of Mozwa and Nazinred; that from the latter he had learned his first lesson of good-feeling towards the men-of-the-woods, on the day when he strove with him on the banks of the Greygoose River; that his second lesson was taught him by Adolay  a lesson that he would never forget and could never repay, for she had not only saved his life but made him happy.

At this point MacSweenie broke in with, Yes, my friends, an there iss a goot many more people here besides Cheenbuk that wants to be made happy. For instance, theres the young brave Alizay an that pleasant craitur Idazoo thats thinkin about marriage just now; an theres Magadar and Cowlik, and Oolalik and Nootka, and Ondikik and Rinka, and Anteek and young Uleeta; an Im not sure that there may not be some more of you in the same case. If so, all right; the more the merrier. Ay, ye may look surprised, my friends, but Ive got a way o findin out these things that is not known to every wan.  Now, Tonal, gif them that as best ye can, and look sherp, for there iss more to come.

Now, my fruends, I want to explain to ye that when white people get married they go through a kind of ceremony, an put gold rings on the weemens fingers  by way o makin it all shipshape an secure, you know. Now, I understand how to go about this matter, an we hev plenty o brass curtain-rings in the store thats as goot as gold any day  in this country, whatever. So if it iss agreeable to the chiefs and the braves around me, Im quite willin to marry ye all off at the same time, and will gif ye as much baccy as ye can smoke in wan night; an well hev a glorious feast on the back ot, an a dance thatll keep my fuddlers fingers goin as long as they can wag.  Now, Tonal, if ye tell them all that, yere a cliverer man than I take ye for.

Whether Mowat told them all that as faithfully as might be desired we cannot tell, but he addressed himself to the task with a genial fluency that at all events had the desired effect, for after Nazinred had translated it to the Eskimos, it was found that they, as well as the Indians, were quite disposed to fall in with the eccentric traders views. Arrangements were accordingly made without delay for carrying them into execution.

Of course the ladies concerned had no objections to offer; and it is generally believed to this day, in those regions, that the interest aroused by the promised ceremonial, not to mention the brass curtain-rings, as well as the tobacco, and the feast and fiddle, had much to do with the ready assent of all parties to this somewhat violent innovation on ancient custom.

Be this as it may, the wholesale wedding eventually took place; the feast came off; Tonal Mowat charmed the souls of the Eskimos with his violin, even more powerfully than he had charmed those of the Indians; and Aglootook, almost carried out of himself with delight, volunteered an oration in which he reminded his hearers that he had told them that something would certainly happen.

They all heartily admitted the fact, and solemnly proclaimed him the most wonderful magician in the land.

From that day to this, as far as we know, nothing has occurred to interrupt the flow of kindly intercourse that was at this time established. The Eskimos returned to their icy fastnesses laden with some of the wealth of the white traders.

But every spring they came back to barter for more of it, as well as for the purpose of seeing the friends whom they had left behind them.

For Cheenbuk, being unable to tear himself away from Nazinred, took up his permanent abode at the fort as one of the hunters to the establishment. He did not however forsake his people, but frequently visited old Mangivik and his mother at Waruskeek, and the old folk sometimes returned the visit by spending a few months on the banks of the Ukon River. Anteek also elected to stay with the men-of-the-woods, being unable to forsake Cheenbuk, and of course young Uleeta remained with him. Every year Nootka found it quite impossible to exist without seeing her brother Cheenbuk in his own home, and having a satisfactory gossip with her dear friend Adolay. As Oolalik agreed with Nootka in all things, there was no difficulty in arranging the matter. In the course of time Cheenbuks youngsters and Nootkas progeny insisted on keeping up the intercourse that had been so auspiciously begun, and even the easy-going Cowlik became uneasy unless the fire-eating Magadar went with her occasionally to Waruskeek.

As for the unselfish and tender-hearted Rinka, she of course returned with Ondikik to the realms of ice, and made that fortunate savage happy. Indeed, she made every one happy who came within her benign influence, and if the truth had been spoken out by every one, we suspect it would have been found that to her attractive powers was due much of the enthusiasm for intercommunication that existed between the Red men and the walrus-hunters, for the principle still holds good, in savage not less than in civilised lands, that love is the fulfilling of the law.

THE END


The Nursery Tales
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Hudsons Bay Company on Cordova Street. Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, 

1888. Ballantyne went to Canada aged 16, where he spent five years working for the Hudsons Bay Company. He traded with the local Native Americans for furs, which required him to travel by canoe and sleigh to the areas occupied by the modern-day provinces of Manitoba, Ontario and Quebec.
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Indians trade furs at a Hudsons Bay Company trading post in the 1800s
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Three Little Kittens.

THREE little kittens they lost their mittens,

And they began to cry,

Oh! mammy dear,

We sadly fear,

Our mittens we have lost!

What! lost your mittens You naughty kittens,

Then you shall have no pie.

Miew, miew, miew, miew,

Miew, miew, miew, miew.



The three little kittens they found their mittens,

And they began to cry,

Oh! mammy dear,

See here, see here,

Our mittens we have found.

What! found your mittens,

You little kittens,

Then you shall have some pie.

Purr, purr, purr, purr,

Purr, purr, purr, purr.



The three little kittens put on their mittens,

And soon ate up the pie;

Oh! mammy dear,

We greatly fear,

Our mittens we have soild.

What! soild your mittens Fou naughty kittens!

Then they began to sigh,

Miew, miew, miew, miew,

Miew, miew, miew, miew.



The three little kittens they washed their mittens,

And hung them up to dry;

Oh! mammy dear,

Look here, look here,

Our mittens we have washd.

What! washd your mittens,

You darling kittens!

But I smell a rat dose by!

Hush! hush! Miew, miew,

Miew, miew, miew, miew.


THREE LITTLE KITTENS.

Three little kittens lost their mittens,

And they began to cry,

Oh! mother dear

We very much fear

That we have lost our mittens.



So the three little kittens ran to their mother and held up their paws to show that the mittens were really lost. Now, the kittens mother was a large gray cat. She wore a cap on her head, and a pair of red mittens on her arms. And when she saw the three little kittens sitting before her, with their paws up, and looking half-frightened, half-astonished, she became angry and said Mee-aow! Then she sat down before them, looking very fierce, and said, Mee-aow! again. At this the three little kittens began to cry, and said they were very sorry indeed for losing them; but they could not tell how it happened, for they were quite sure they had them on when they were eating their breakfast of bread and milk, and that they did not take them off when they went to play.

But when did you miss them? asked the cat.

We dont remember, answered the two eldest kittens.

Oh! I missed mine just after I went to sleep on the rug, replied the youngest.

At this the other two kittens went into fits of laughter; but their mother gave them each such a slap on the head, and a scratch on the nose that they sat down again trembling before her.

Come, come; naughty things, she said, you must not laugh when I am scolding you. It is an easy thing to lose mittens, but not at all easy to find them again. As a punishment I will not speak to you until you have found them. Ah! Miss Spotty, it is all very well to cry, but it would be much better if you never did anything to make you cry, or to oblige me to scold you. Fuff! mee-aow! fuff! Im very angry.

The cat was silent for a short time, then she said, Now, sit still, kittens, do you hear, and wipe your eyes and noses, and listen to me. You are very bad for having lost your mittens. It cost me much money to buy worsted for them, and much time to make them, so, since you have so carelessly, 
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Lost your mittens,

You naughty kittens,

Then you shall have no pie.

Mee-aow, mee-aow, mee-aow,

Go; you shall have no pie.

Mee-aow, mee-aow, mee-aow.



Their mother said this last Mee-aow so fiercely, and followed it up with such an awful Fuff, that the poor kittens turned round and scampered away as if they were mad, with their hair all standing on end.

Now, the eldest kitten was black; the second was white; and the youngest spotted, so they called each other Blackey and Whitey and Spotty.

What shall we do? said Blackey to his sisters when they had fled under a sofa.

I dont know, said Whitey, and I dont know, said Spotty.

Blackey shook his head and twirled his tail slowly, and said, Dear mother is very angry with us. And no wonder, for we had no business to lose our mittens. Im very, very sorry about it.

And Im very sorry too, but I cannot think where we have put them, said Whitey, sadly.

Oh dear me! sighed Whitey, I do wish that dear mamma had never made them for us. Of course it was very, very kind of her to do so, but they have given us so much trouble  I really think we should have been much happier without them.

Hush, hush! my dear sister, said Blackey, you must not speak that way. You might just as well say you wished we had been made without tails because they give us so much trouble, and are so often caught in the doors and trod on by careless people.

Spotty could hardly speak as she looked up with tears in her eyes and said, Oh dear! Im so grieved about the pie! and she rubbed her stomach gently with her paw.

What think you, cried Blackey, starting up, shall we look for them? So they cried, Yes, yes, and scampered off to search.

Ill find them if I should search for a week, said Spotty with a very determined Mee-aow. And they did search, and found them too. Then they ran joyfully to their mother, waving their mittens in the air, and uttering shouts of a very peculiar kind, which were no doubt intended for hurrahs! although they did not sound very like it Arent you glad we have found them? said Blackey. Of course I am, replied Spotty, whisking her tail. 
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So, 



The three little kittens found their mittens,

And they began to cry

Oh! mother dear,

See here, see here,

See, we have found our mittens.



The cat received them with a sweet smile and a long, loud Purr-r-r-r.

Well, my dear children, she said, I am glad you have found your mittens, and I hope you will take care not to lose them again.

Oh yes! dear mother, cried the three kittens we will take great care of them in future.

The cat smiled and screwed up her whiskers with joy to find that her little ones were so anxious to please her; and then she said, Dont you find them nice, useful things, my dears? Blackey looked at Whitey and said nothing  but Spotty gave a little jump and said, Well, we didnt think so at first, but I believe they are very nice and useful after all, now I think of it, for they are constantly being lost and keep us employed looking for them, and then they are for ever catching on comers and nails, and making me tumble, which makes Blackey and Whitey laugh very much, and thats funny, you know, if its nothing else!

Now, while they were so busy talking, a mouse peeped out of its hole, to see if there were any crumbs lying about, and as it saw that the cat and kittens were not watching, it ventured to run a little along the floor. In a moment Spotty caught sight of it. Up went her tail, which grew nearly as thick as her little body, and away she went in pursuit, with her claws out, and her eyes flashing, and her mouth open. Blackey and Whitey and their mother instantly followed; but the little mouse was so quick that it got back in time, and when Spotty crammed her nose and paws into the hole, there was nothing to be found there. Blackey and Whitey each ran against Spotty in their haste, and the cat fell on the top of them all, amid much noise and mee-aowing, which caused the little mouse to laugh, although it trembled a good deal too, when it thought of the danger it had escaped.

When they had recovered from the flutter into which this had thrown them, the cat praised her children; called them good, active, little dears, and said, No doubt that naughty mouse is laughing at us just now, but never mind, we shall catch it yet, depend upon it, and have it stewed with green pease for supper, my pets; so now, Put on your mittens,



You silly kittens,

And you may Have some pie.

Purr-r, purr-r, purr-r,

Oh! let us have the pie.

Purr-r, purr-r, purr-r.



On hearing this, Spotty gave such a sudden scream of delight that her brother and sister jumped five times their own height into the air with the fright, and when they alighted on the ground again, their backs and tails were up, and their hair standing on end, so that they looked like two round balls of fur! What do you mean by startling us so? they asked, with an angry little Fuff.

Oh! I beg pardon, replied Spotty, looking very meek and innocent, I did not wish to startle you, but Im so glad that we are to have the pie after all! and Spotty was so overjoyed at the thoughts of it, that she gave another scream, made up of a Purr and a Mee-aow mixed together, and scampered round the room till she was quite out of breath. Blackey and Whitey ran after her all the time; but, although Spotty was very little, and very fat, just like a dumpling, she ran so fast that they could not catch her for five minutes at least.

Then they all rolled together in a lump, so that you would have thought that they were one cat with three heads, and three tails, and six pairs of legs!

Then they separated with a wild cry, and bounced away from each other with their backs up as usual, and their tails very thick, and walking very much sideways, just like crabs, and staring at each other all the time as if they intended to have a very fierce battle.

As they stood thus, Blackey caught sight of his own tail and immediately began to run round after it. Seeing this, Whitey and Spotty rushed at their brother, clasped him in their arms, and they all rolled along the floor again in a knot of confusion, hugging and worrying each other as if they were really angry.

Let go my tail, Blackey, you rascal, cried Whitey.

No I wont! replied Blackey.

Keep your claws out of my nose, yee-aw! mee-aw! a-a-ow! mee  ! spurt! fuff  ! shrieked Spotty.

In the meantime, their mother took up her knitting and looked on with a smile, purring very loudly all the time. At last she called to them to stop; and, when they were seated in a row before her, she told them to go and eat the pie, and said, Spotty, you little monkey, dont stuff yourself too much! So, [image: img184.jpg]

The three little kittens put on their mittens,

And soon ate up the pie.

Oh! mother dear,

We greatly fear

That we have soild our mittens.



The pie was a very fine one. It was made entirely of the tails of mice and rats noses, and was covered with a rich crust of toasted cheese. Besides this, there were a great many different kinds of spices in it. This may, perhaps, surprise you, for it is well known that cats are not fond of spices; but you must remember that the kittens we are speaking of were different from all other kittens in many things. They were fond of spices, so the cat put into the pie a little pepper, a little cinnamon, a little nutmeg, a little ginger, besides a good many cloves and some mustard and a large quantity of canarys claws, and the whiskers of mice.

The moment Spotty saw it she made a rush forward, and would have jumped right into it; but Blackey saw what she was going to do, so he caught her and said in a reproving voice, My dear sister, you should not be so impatient. Let us all begin to it together. There is no need of hurry.

Spotty blushed deeply and said, Oh! dear brother! Im very foolish, and very sorry, but Spotty could say no more, for at that moment the smell of the crust passed her nose, and, unable to resist it any longer, she burst away from Blackey, rushed up to the pie, and plunged her fore-paws and her nose into the very middle of it! Seeing this, the other two gave a whisk with their tails and did the same, and, in ten minutes, the whole was finished  not so much as the point of a nose or the end of a tail was left. When they had finished and were trying to lick their lips, paws, and whiskers clean, Spotty gave a terrible Mee-aow, and cried out, Oh dear me! my mittens are soiled. What will dear mamma say? alas! alas! The other two also began to cry, for they too had soiled their mittens, so that they were not fit to be seen. But Blackey soon dried his eyes and said, Let us go and tell mamma, perhaps she wont be angry. At any rate it is better to tell her at once. So they agreed and went and told her. The cat could only hold up her paws in astonishment, and cry, alas! alas!

Oh dear! oh dear! mee-oo! oo! cried Blackey.

Im very, very sorry, but it was the pies fault. sobbed Spotty.

Whitey wept in silence.

The cat shook her head and exclaimed, sadly, Soild your mittens!



Ton naughty kittens!

Then they began to sigh,

Mee-aow, mee-aow, mee-aow.

Then they began to sigh,

Mee-aow, mee-aow, mee-aow.



It was a sad sight to see these three little kittens, sitting with their mittens all covered over with grease, and the tears rolling down their cheeks; and it was a sad sight to see their poor mother quite unable to speak for sorrow at their foolishness. For, after all, they were really good kittens, and all the evil they did was owing to thoughtlessness. So the cat sighed and said that it was very sad, and the kittens wept more than ever; but Spotty caught sight of Blackeys tail, which was moving at the point, and she could not help making a sudden dart at it. Then she remembered that it was wrong to play when she was naughty, so she sat down and cried again, wiping her eyes with the end of her tail, and looking very wretched.

Oh! forgive us, dear mother! said Blackey, and we will try to behave better in future.

Forgive us, dear mother! said Whitey, and I will never do anything wicked again.

Forgive us, dear mother! cried Spotty, and Ill try all I can to remember not to be naughty. Ill never dirty your ball of worsted by chasing it, and Ill never upset the tea-kettle, and Ill never scratch Blackeys face even in fun, and Ill never grow wild with delight or annoy you any more, and Ill never  never  Oh dear! boo-hoo! I wish I was only good! and little Spotty put both her paws up to her eyes, and rubbed her face with the soiled mittens, and cried as if her very heart would break.

Ah! yes, forgive us! do forgive us this time! they all cried out together.

I forgive you, my children; but you have made me very miserable; and the cat shook her head mournfully and sobbed as she went on with her knitting. Now, while she lifted her paw to wipe away a tear, and put her spectacles right, she let fall the ball of worsted which rolled slowly along the floor. In an instant the three kittens forgot their sorrow, rushed after the ball,  Spotty first as usual  and knocked over a small table where stood a beautiful china bowl, and a glass of flowers, which were smashed to atoms. With a general yell they all fled out of the room in extreme terror.

After this the kittens began to think that they might try to wash their mittens;  so, [image: img185.jpg]
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The three little kittens washed their mittens,

And hung them out to dry;

Oh! mother dear,

Do you not hear,

That we have washed our mittens.



These kittens were very determined little creatures, and when they had once made up their minds that a thing ought to be done, they always did it in spite of all difficulties; so they resolved to wash the mittens. Whitey laughed at their troubles, and Blackey laughed too, but as the soap-suds made his eyes smart and water very much, it just seemed as if he were crying and laughing at the same time, and this looked so funny that Whitey laughed till she nearly cried, and let her mittens fall into the water two or three times.

They washed them in a small tub; and much difficulty they had in doing it. The sides of the tub were so high that Blackey and Whitey were scarcely able to reach the water, and Spotty was so small that she had to climb up and stand on the edge of it, while she put down her paws to wash. Then Whitey said she couldnt hold the soap, it was so slippery; and some more suds went into Blackeys eyes and made him nearly blind; and the soap was lost in the water two or three times, and they had great difficulty in finding it again. All this time Spotty was sitting on the edge of the tub, washing very busily, when Blackey said, Take care, Spotty, you will fall in if you dont mind.

No fear! cried Spotty; but, just as she said so, down she went, head first and tail last, and when she recovered her feet again and stood up on her hind legs, her eyes staring with fright, and her mouth gasping for breath, she looked so funny, covered all over with soapsuds, that the other kittens laughed very much and then cried, after which they pulled her out of the tub. But this was no easy thing to do  and then when they did get her out, they rubbed her with a towel, and held her up to the fire to dry; but they were so stupid that they singed the point of her tail very badly! However they got her dried at last, and dried their mittens also.

Now, darling, said Whitey, giving Spotty a kiss, do you feel better? are you quite dry?

Of course she is, said Blackey, pulling her tail slily.

When all was ready they took the mittens in their paws and ran joyfully with them to the cat, who was still at her knitting, looking very sad indeed. When she saw what they had done she exclaimed with pleasure and surprise, 



Washed your mittens!

Oh! youre good kittens;

But I smell a rat close by,

Hush! hush! mee-aow, mee-aow,

We smell a rat close by,

Mee-aow, mee-aow, mee-aow.



As she spoke, a rat sprang out of its hole, rushed across the room, along the passage, and out into the garden. The cat instantly threw down her knitting, tossed her spectacles into the fire, jumped over the heads of her children, and dashed away in chase of the rat, while the three little kittens dropt their mittens and followed her as fast as their little legs could wag, mee-aowing wildly as they went, and tumbling over the window in their haste; so that Spotty fell flat on her back, and Whitey fell into Spottys arms, and Blackey fell on the top of them both. But they soon scrambled up again and then they saw the cat standing at the mouth of a hole into which the rat had run.

They all stood watching the hole for a good long time, for they knew that the rat did not live there, and that it was not a comfortable hole at all, being not very deep and rather damp, so that it was likely the rat would catch cold if it remained long there. The cat stood near the hole to be ready to pounce on the rat the moment it should show its nose, and the three kittens stood a little way behind her, looking on very anxiously.

I wish very much, said Whitey, that we could catch a rat, I think the three of us might manage to kill it easily.

Oh! whispered Spotty as her eyes opened wide with surprise, just look at mammas tail! such a size!

Just look at your own, said Blackey, its not much less!

Spotty turned her head to look at it, but at that moment the rat rushed out of the hole, and her mother flew off after it. The kittens immediately followed, and away they went over fields, and hedges, and ditches; with their eyes flashing, their tails up, and their hair on end. So the rat, and the cat, and the three little kittens fled out of sight, and never were heard of more!
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Chapter One.
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Come, take up your hats, and away let us haste

To the Butterflys ball and the Grasshoppers feast;

For the trumpeter Gadfly has summoned his crew,

And the revels are now only waiting for you.



On the smooth-shaven grass by the side of the wood,

Beneath a broad oak that for ages has stood,

See the children of earth, and the tenants of air,

For an evenings amusement together repair.



And there came the Beetle, so blind, and so black,

Who carried the Emmet, his friend, on his back;

And there came the Gnat, and the Dragonfly too,

And all their relations, green, orange, and blue.



And there came the Moth, with her plumage of down,

And the Hornet, with jacket of yellow and brown,

Who with him the Wasp, his companion, did bring  

They promised that evening to lay by their sting.



Then the sly little Dormouse peeped out of his hole,

And led to the feast his blind cousin the Mole;

And the Snail, with her horns peeping out from her shell,

Came fatigued with the distance, the length of an ell.



A Mushroom the table, and on it was spread

A Water-dock leaf, which their table-cloth made;

The viands were various, to each of their taste,

And the Bee brought the honey to sweeten the feast.
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With steps more majestic the Snail did advance,

And he promised the gazers a minuet dance;

But they all laughed so loudly, he pulled in his head,

And went, in his own little chamber, to bed.



Then, as evening gave way to the shadows of night,

Their watchman, the Glow-worm, came out with his light.

So home let us hasten, while yet we can see,

For no watchman is waiting for you or for me.
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Chapter Two.

Come, take up your hats, and away let us haste

To the Butterflys ball and the Grasshoppers feast;

For the trumpeter Gadfly has summoned his crew,

And the revels are now only waiting for you.



On the smooth-shaven grass by the side of the wood,

Beneath a broad oak that for ages has stood,

See the children of earth, and the tenants of air,

For an evenings amusement together repair.



It was very early one delightful morning in summer, when the trumpeter Gadfly sounded his horn, inviting all the insects in the forest to the Butterflys ball and the Grasshoppers feast. The sun shone brightly, the air was mild and soft, and the scent of the wild flowers delicious, so that not one of the insects thought of staying at home. Butterflies, Beetles, Bees, Wasps, Snails, Grasshoppers, Ants, all put on their best coats and frocks, all, put on their sweetest smiles, and all hurried off, in little bands, to the ball, talking and laughing, and humming and buzzing, by the way, as if they were the happiest creatures in the wide world. Even the old Beetle, that had been run over by a cart-wheel and squeezed nearly to death, got out of bed when he heard what was going on, and limped along with the rest, though he had been confined to the house for six months before. One or two Butterflies, that were never known to go out except in the very finest weather,  and even then, carefully wrapped up,  determined to venture. They were long in making up their minds about it. One thought it looked a very little like rain; another feared that the light breeze might give them a cold. However, they put on a great many cloaks, and went.

From all directions they came, and assembled on a smooth, grassy spot, under an old oak-tree, where the revels were to take place. Some crawled slowly along the ground, some bounded quickly over hill and dale, some came running and tumbling, jumping and hitting against things in their haste; some came swiftly through the air, and alighted so suddenly as to tumble head over heels; others flew quietly to the scene and fluttered lightly about, admiring the gay company they were about to join.

And there came the Beetle, so blind, and so black,

Who carried the Emmet, his friend, on his back;

And there came the Gnat, and the Dragonfly too,

And all their relations, green, orange, and blue.
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The Black Beetle was the first to make his appearance. He carried his dear friend the Emmet on his back, and a sad journey they had of it, to be sure! Being very blind, the Beetle was constantly falling over twigs, knocking his shins against the edges of leaves, and tumbling into ditches, so that the poor Emmet had many terrible falls, and once the great beetle fell on the top of him and crushed him a good deal. But it was very pleasant to see how cheerful they were under all this. On getting up after a fall, the beetle always laughed so boisterously that the tears ran down his cheeks, and his black sides nearly cracked; while the little Emmet said gaily, Ah! my friend, accidents will happen! not hurt, I hope? Come, get along once more; and then he jumped up on his friends back again, and away they went as merrily as ever.

A Gnat and a Dragonfly, with a great many of their relations, arrived about the same time with the Beetle. They looked quite charming in their brilliant dresses, the colours of which were chiefly green, orange, and blue. A large Blue-bottle Fly, with a very light waistcoat, and a hat stuck on one side of his head, said that the Dragonflies were lovely, and that Miss Gnat was quite killing. This was an odd thing to say, but Mr Blue-bottle meant by it, that she was very beautiful. Indeed, it was said that he fell in love with Miss Gnat, for he danced with nobody else during the whole afternoon.
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And there came the Moth, with her plumage of down,

And the Hornet, with jacket of yellow and brown,

Who with him the Wasp, his companion, did bring  

They promised that evening to lay by their sting.
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The Moth was sound asleep when the Gadfly blew his trumpet. She had sat up too late the night before, and, owing to having indulged this bad habit, had overslept herself the following morning.
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However, she tried by her activity to make up for lost time; she saw the other insects hurrying past her house in crowds, so she threw on her clothes as fast as possible. The Moth was prettily dressed in a soft garment of down, and as she was a modest creature, every one loved her. On leaving home, she observed the Wasp and the Hornet passing. They were dressed in rich suits of brown and yellow. At sight of them she was a little frightened, and endeavoured to run back to her house until they should pass by; but they caught sight of her, and immediately gave chase, screaming out loudly, Oh! dear Mrs Moth, pray dont be alarmed. We have laid by our stings for to-day, and wont hurt you. They soon caught her, although she ran as fast as she could. So the Wasp and the Hornet each offered her an arm, and obliged her to walk between them while they danced along, shouting, and singing, and winking waggishly to the friends they passed on the road. The poor Moth blushed very much at being seen by all her friends in the company of two such wild creatures. A Caterpillar and a Long-legged Beetle, besides one or two other insects that chanced to be near, laughed very heartily on seeing what had happened. But the Moth soon recovered her spirits; and when they arrived at the oak-tree, she was walking along with a sprightly step, first talking to the Hornet and then chatting to the Wasp, as if they were her dearest friends.



Then the sly little Dormouse peeped out of his hole,

and led to the feast his blind cousin the Mole;

And the Snail, with her horns peeping out from her shell,

Came fatigued with the distance, the length of an ell.

Come along, you lazy fellow, cried the little [image: img200.jpg]Dormouse, knocking with his ivory-headed cane at the door of a mole-hill.

Ay, ay, cousin, shouted the Mole, Ill be there in a minute.

So the Dormouse stood impatiently tapping his boots till the Mole should be ready. The Dormouse was dressed in the height of fashion, and thought himself a rather handsome fellow. Some people said that he was conceited, and indeed a Spider that was near at hand plainly told him so; but, whether this was true or not, there is no doubt that he was a very kind little fellow, because he came to lead his poor blind cousin to the feast.

What a time you have been, old boy, he said, as the Mole appeared, dusting the earth off his coat and white hat.

The Mole answered that he had been very busy all morning making a new tunnel between his bed-room and drawing-room. He then took his friends arm, and away they went over the green meadows, where the cowslips and buttercups grew, making the grass look as if it were dotted all over with gold. Sometimes the two friends stopped by the way to rest under a buttercup, and sip a little morning dew; but seeing every one hastening past them, while they wasted their time, the Dormouse jumped up again, and cast a sly look at his blind friend as he asked him what he thought of the fine view.

Dont make jokes about my being blind, said the Mole, pretending to be angry.

Just at that moment they both ran into a Spiders web.

Oh! how stupid of me, cried the Dormouse; I wasnt looking before me at the time.

You might as well be without eyes, if you dont use them, said the Mole, as they cleared away the threads of the net, and, making a low bow to the Spider, went on their way.

Now, all this time the Snail had been slowly creeping over the stones and winding round the blades of grass and flowers that strewed her path to the place of meeting. But she was so long of getting there that the guests began to be impatient, and said that perhaps she was not coming at all. She lived under the next tree, and had only about four feet to walk, but she was so very slow that she took a long, long time to it; and at last the Grasshopper whispered to the Butterfly that she should go and meet her. Away went the Butterfly on her gaudy wings, and, alighting by the Snails side, began to urge her to make haste. During the Butterflys absence, the Wasp, who was always making spiteful remarks, said that it was shameful in the Snail to keep them waiting; but the Humble-bee, who was walking up and down conversing with a Midge, turned round and said, Remember, you Wasp, that you have not brought your sting with you to-day, so pray do not give way to your spiteful nature. The poor Snail has to carry her house on her back, so we should not be angry at her slowness. Some of the other insects said that this was no excuse for the Snail, because she knew that she walked very slowly, and should therefore have set out sooner.
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Come, come, cried a young Frog, jumping forward, no fighting to-day, ladies and gentlemen. We have come here to be happy; and here comes the Snail at last.

As he spoke, the Butterfly 

[image: img202.jpg]

flew towards them, and the Snail crawled in, took off her bonnet, put on her spectacles, and sat down; while the waiters bustled about, placed stools for the guests, and brought in the repast.



A Mushroom the table, and on it was spread

A Water-dock leaf, which their table-cloth made;

The viands were various, to each of their taste,

And the Bee brought the honey to sweeten the feast.
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It was, perhaps, the strangest dinner-party that ever was seen. There were such a multitude of odd creatures, of all shapes and sizes and colours; some of whom were by nature bitter enemies, and would have fought and killed each other had they met in the woods while taking a walk, but were quite civil and polite to one another, now that they met as guests in Mrs Butterflys bower. Indeed, many of them wished that they could be such good friends at all times as they were then.

All the party had now arrived, and there was a great deal of talking, and buzzing, and humming, and jesting, as they sat round the table and feasted on the good things placed before them. The table was a mushroom, covered with a table-cloth of water-dock leaf, and on it were placed all the delicious dishes of the woods. The Dormouse brought a good deal of wheat, oats, and barley. The Squirrel brought a bagful of nuts. The Humble-bee brought a quantity of fine honey in the comb, which was [image: img204.jpg]declared to be most excellent. In short, every one brought something or other; so that, when all was spread out beside the good things supplied by Mrs Butterfly and Mr Grasshopper, it seemed the grandest feast that ever was heard of. Such fun there was, to be sure! And such a multitude of voices talking all at once.

My dear, cried the Butterfly across the table to the Grasshopper, I hope you are attending to your friends there. See that you give them enough to eat, and plenty of mountain-dew to drink.

Yes, yes, my love, replied the Grasshopper as well as he could for laughing at the jokes of a bloated old Spider that sat beside him. Then the Grasshopper called to the 
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Butterfly to send him a slice of wheat; but, as the noise prevented his being heard, he jumped over the table at one bound, helped himself, and bounded back again. Two or three young Crickets and five or six Midges sat at a little side mushroom. They made more noise than all the grownup people put together; and the lady Butterfly looked round at them with a smile once or twice, quite delighted to see them so happy, and to hear their merry voices ringing through the woods.



With steps more majestic the Snail did advance,

And he promised the gazers a minuet dance;

But they all laughed so loudly, he pulled in his head,

And went, in his own little chamber, to bed.

After dinner the ball began, and it was the strangest ball that ever was seen. The trumpeter Gadfly and a number of his relations, besides several Grasshoppers and Bees, were the chief musicians. They wanted a bass very much at first, but the Bull-frog offered his services, although he confessed that he was accustomed to sing alone. Then the gentlemen drew on their gloves, flattened their wings, pulled up their collars, and coiled away their tails; while the ladies tightened their garters, ruffled [image: img206.jpg]their feathers, and put out their feelers. Oh how they did dance! reels were nothing to it. The greatest difficulty was to keep the Grasshoppers in order. They became so excited that they sprang quite out of sight every moment, and so lost their partners, and ran against everybody in searching for them. Then the Bull-frog, who sang bass, got a little too much of the dew, and sang so loudly, that he quite drowned all the other players. So Mrs Butterfly put her claws in her ears, and running up to him, said, Oh! dear Mr Bull-frog, pray do not sing quite so loudly. The poor Bull-frog was almost weeping with joy at the merry scene before him, but he blushed very green on hearing this, and said he had forgotten what he was doing, but would try to be more careful. However, in five minutes more he was worse than ever, so they sent a few hundred bees to sing treble beside him, and try to keep him in order. In the middle of all this there was a sudden stop, and a Snail, stepping forward, offered to dance a minuet. This was received with such a roar of laughter that the poor snail, half frightened, half angry, drew in his horns and went to bed on the spot, and the dance was begun anew. By this time the Gnats and Midges, and some of the other flies, had left the ground and retired to enjoy a cool dance in the air. Two or three Spiders mounted up into the oak, and fastened threads to some of the branches, by which they dropped suddenly down among the dancers, and, seizing their partners round the waist, carried them screaming in among the leaves. So the fun and the noise became louder and louder. On the ground, under the bushes, among the branches of the trees, and in the air, the dancers bounded, skipped, laughed, sang, shouted, and flew in a way that had never been seen or heard of before. The merry old Bull-frog became quite absurd. He sang and roared like a lion; took up all the young insects in his arms and hugged them; tumbled over the other musicians, and, in short, did so many wild things that they were at length obliged to tie him to a paddock-stool, where they left him to enjoy himself.



Then, as evening gave way to the shadows of night,

Their watchman, the Glow-worm, came out with his light;

So home let us hasten, while yet we can see,

For no watchman is waiting for you or for me.

The sun went down at last, but still the dancers continued their sport under the old oak-tree, when suddenly a clear, beautiful light streamed across the turf. It was the Glow-worms light.

How charming! exclaimed the Butterfly. It is such a sweet, subdued light.
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Rather too much subdued, growled the blundering Black Beetle, as he tripped over a twig and pulled his partner, a humble-bee, down with him; couldnt you shine a little brighter  eh?

The Glow-worm shook his head. Couldnt give you another ray to save my life, he said; but if you send for a few of my friends, they will be happy to come and help me, no doubt.

A good suggestion, said the Black Beetle, assisting his partner to rise.

Oh, my poor frock, cried the Humble-bee, gazing sadly at a long rent in the skirt.

Never mind, lets have at it again, cried the Beetle, seizing her round the waist, and blundering on again in a furious gallop of his own invention.

Whom shall I send for the Glow-worms relations? muttered the Butterfly to herself.

Send the Snail, said a lively young Cricket, who had devoted himself to doing mischief during the whole evening.

Peace, little goose, replied the Butterfly, tapping the Cricket on the nose with her fan, and hastening towards the Grasshopper, who was still enthralled and convulsed by the bloated old Spider.
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Whom should we send, my dear! said the Grasshopper, in reply to the Butterflys question; the Fly footman, to be sure; and pray tell him to be smart about it, for Ive been run down half-a-dozen times already by the dancers since the sun set. One lamp is too little for our ball-room. That blind Mole has run  ha! there he comes again. Look out!

As he spoke, the Mole came bearing down towards them in a furious Portuguese waltz, with a horrified Dragonfly struggling in his arms.

The Grasshopper made a bound to get out of the way, but at that moment the lively young Cricket laid hold of his leg and held him fast. The consequence was that the Mole tumbled over him, fell on the top of the bloated Spider, and hit his head so violently on the breast of the Bull-frog that he stopped his noise immediately.

This sudden stoppage of the bass brought the other musicians to a stand, and as a matter of course stopped the dancing abruptly  with the exception of a deaf Squirrel, who had failed to find a partner, and who went on revolving slowly by himself as if nothing had happened.

Dear me, exclaimed everybody (except the Squirrel), what has happened?

Oh, nothing worth mentioning, said the Grasshopper, getting up with a limp. You young rascal, what  why  there, take that.

Oh! sobbed the young Cricket, pointing with a look of surprise at the Spider; what a sight!

He might well say so, for the bloated old Spider had been flattened out by the weight of the Mole to nearly twice her size, and was apparently quite dead. In great concern, the host and hostess ran to raise her.

Are you hurt, dear? asked the Butterfly, anxiously.

Hurt! exclaimed the Grasshopper, pushing her aside; dont you see shes burst!

Oh me! Im so sorry, exclaimed the Mole, wringing his fore-paws.

At that moment there was a shout of eager expectation, for the Spider was seen to move. The Butterfly knelt at her side, and bending down, said tenderly  

Tell me, dear, has he burst you?

Nno, nnot  ququite, answered the Spider faintly; Im only fflattened. Let some of you sqsqueeze mmy sides.

Immediately a dozen of the young Crickets surrounded the old lady, and pressed her sides with all their might. This had the effect of raising her back a little, and enabling her to draw a good long breath, which speedily raised her up to her original size.

There, Im all right now, she said in a cheerful voice; Im used to accidents of that sort, and they never leave any bad effects beyond a little stiffness of the lungs. Come, Grasshopper, Ill finish that story. Get on with your dancing, good people.

Nobody inquires after me, croaked the Bull-frog, rubbing his chest. I had no idea a Moles head was so hard.

Have some mountain-dew, said the Butterfly, gracefully handing him a blue-bell filled with the precious liquid. It has been gathered on the Scottish hills by a native Bee, who has just arrived laden with heather-honey.

The Bull-frog accepted the goblet, and drained it to the bottom.

It is strong, he said, coughing and smacking his lips.

Oo ay, observed the Scotch Bee; its got the credit o bein a wee thing nippy.

Under the influence of the dew the Bull-frog began to sing bass lustily. The other musicians chimed in. The dancers seized each other by waist and hand  or by tail and wing those that happened to have no waists or hands  and the ball was about to go on, when the Grasshopper shouted  

Stop!

Your money or your life! added the lively young Cricket.

Silence, pert monkey!  Let us wait a few moments, my friends, for here come our lamps.

As she spoke, a soft light was seen in the far distance gleaming upon the stems of the trees and steadily advancing.

Your relations, Mr Glow-worm, I presume, said the Butterfly in a sweet silvery voice. It is so very kind of you to send for them, and so obliging in them to come. Really I cannot find words to express my gratitude.

The countenance of the Glow-worm lighted up with pleasure at these words.

As the new-comers drew near, they appeared like a great galaxy of minute stars  as if a mass of the Milky-way had been cut off and hurled down to earth. There were several hundreds of them. As they approached, the whole forest lighted up; and when at last they descended upon the scene of the ball, and ranged themselves in a circle round the gay party, it seemed as if the sun himself had risen again to give them light  only the radiance was softer and more mysteriously tender than that of the sun!

Strong light has always an enlivening effect on creatures, whether human or otherwise. It cheered up the guests of Mrs Butterfly so much that they gave vent to an irresistible cheer; called for the music; and went on to dancing with more zest and energy than ever, insomuch that the attendant Glow-worms smiled to each other and nodded their heads.

Now it happened that every time the Glow-worms smiled their light increased. The lively young Cricket observed this, and began to wonder whether their light would increase still more if they were to laugh.

Ill try to find out, said he, going up to a small Glow-worm  apparently a young one  and requesting her to step aside with him for a moment.

The little Glow-worm immediately became grave  in other words, dim  and went with him a little way into the woods.

Now, said the lively young Cricket, stopping, can you laugh?

What? said the little Glow-worm smiling, and, of course, lighting up.

Yes, thats it, smile away; but do it harder. I want you to laugh outright. Cant you laugh?

Oh yes, when there is anything to laugh at.

Well, do it now.

But I cant, please.

No; then Ill make you.

So saying, the young Cricket seized the little Glow-worm round the waist and tickled her.

Of course she laughed at first, and, to the Crickets delight, her face became wonderfully bright for a moment; but suddenly it became dim, for he hurt her, and she began to cry.

You rascal! exclaimed an angry voice, as the Grasshopper gave the Cricket a kick that sent him head over heels into the grass; I felt sure you were after mischief, and I was right.

Oh, please, dont kick him, pleaded the little Glow-worm. He didnt mean to hurt me.

No matter. Get up, sir, and beg her pardon.

The young Cricket got up at once and did what he was bid, for he really did not mean mischief, and was sorry he had hurt her; and little Miss Glow-worm rewarded him with a smile so radiant that it illuminated the spot where they stood quite brilliantly, and sparkled through her tears with rainbow hues.

Now I would laugh to please you if I could, said Miss Glow-worm, again smiling.

Oh, never mind, my dear. Ill make you and all your kindred laugh before the ball is over, said the lively young Cricket, hurrying away, and going straight up to the Scotch Bee, who was clad in a tartan plaid and kilt.

Bee, said the Cricket, can you dance the Highland Fling?

Ay, she can do that.

I could show you a better fling than the Highland one, said the Cricket.

Ho! could ye? ye must be verra cliver. Wull ye let her seet?

Yes, if youll dance the Highland fling first? Will you do it if Mrs Butterfly asks you?

The Scotch Bee good-naturedly agreed. Of course, the Cricket had no difficulty in persuading the hostess to ask him. The musicians could not play a reel; but this mattered not, for the Bee could hum to himself. Great was the delight and surprise of the company when they beheld the Scotch Bee twirling his legs, snapping his fingers, and humming the reel of Tulloch, while the tartans fluttered round him like shreds of a shattered rainbow.

The dance waxed more and more furious, and the plaudits of the company grew louder, when, suddenly, the lively young Cricket ran in between the Bees legs, tripped him up, and sent him sprawling on the grass. A wild shout of laughter burst from the company  Glow-worms included  and the ball-room brightened up for a few moments as if it had been set on fire!

Thats the fling I spoke of, cried the Cricket, leaping up and running away.

The Scotch Bee sprang up, drew his dirk, and gave chase, but Mr Grasshopper caught him by the arm and dragged him off.

Ho! friends  supper  supper! This way. Dont sheathe your dirk. I have a haggis ready for you to sheathe it in. Come along; give your arm to that bloated old Spider there. Shell keep you in spirits.

The Bee was mollified. He gave his arm to the Spider; then all the company went off to sup in a neighbouring glade. Shall we describe the supper? We think not. It was beyond description delightful. Just as it was finished the moon rose from behind a cloud, so the company knew that it was time to go home.

Before going away, they all assembled at the foot of the oak, and shook claws with Lady Butterfly and Mr Grasshopper, saying that they were charmed with the delightful evening they had spent, and that they hoped to be soon invited again.

In a few minutes they were all gone. The sounds of their laughing voices, as they returned home, died gradually away, and the shadows of night spread over the quiet forest and the happy little creatures that slumbered there.


MISTER FOX
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A CHILDRENS NURSERY RHYME
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MISTER FOX.
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A FOX went out in a hungry plight,
And he beggd of the moon to give
him light,
For hed many miles to trot that night
Before he could reach his den, O! 
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And first he came to a farmers yard,
Where the ducks and geese declared
it hard
That their nerves should be shaken and
their rest be marrd
By the visit of Mister Fox, O!
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He took the great goose by the sleeve,
Says he, Madam Goose, and by your
leave
Ill take you away without reprieve,
And carry you home to my den, O!
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He seized the black duck by the neck,
And swung her all across his back,
The black duck cried out, quack!
quack! quack!
With her legs hanging dangling
down. O!

[image: img215.jpg]

Then old Mrs. Slipper-slopper jumpd
out of bed,
And out of the window she poppd
her head,  
John, John, John, the gray goose is
gone,
And the fox is off to his den, O!
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Then John he went up to the hill,
And he blew a blast both loud and
shrill,
Says the fox, this is very pretty
music  still
Id rather be at my den, O!
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At last the fox got home to his den;
To his dear little foxes, eight, nine, ten,
Says he, youre in luck, heres a good
fat duck,
With her legs hanging dangling
down, O!

He then sat down with his hungry
wife,
They did very well without fork or
knife,
They never ate a better goose in all
their life,
And the little ones picked the
bones, O!




THE LIFE OF A SHIP, FROM THE LAUNCH TO THE WRECK 
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Song of the Sailor Boy.

Oh! I love the great blue ocean,

I love the whistling breeze,

When the gallant ship sweeps lightly

Across the surging seas.

I watched my first ship building;

I saw her timbers rise,

Until her masts were towering

Up in the bright blue skies.



I heard the cheers ascending,

I saw her kiss the foam,

When first her hull went plunging

Into her ocean home.

Her flags were gaily streaming,

And her sails were full and round,

When the shout from shore came ringing,

Hurrah! for the Outward-bound!



But, alas! ere long a tempest

Came down with awful roar

And dashed our ship in pieces

Upon a foreign shore.

But He who holds the waters

In His almighty hand,

Brought all the sailors safely

Back to their native land.
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THE LIFE OF A SHIP, FROM THE LAUNCH TO THE WRECK.
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Davy was a fisher boy; and Davy was a very active little boy; and Davy wanted to go to sea. His father was a fisherman, his grandfather had been a fisherman, and his great-grandfather had been a fisherman: so we need not wonder much that little Davy took to the salt water like a fish. When he was very little he used to wade in it, and catch crabs in it, and gather shells on the shore, or build castles on the sands. Sometimes, too, he fell into the water neck and heels, and ran home to his mother, who used to whip him and set him to dry before the fire; but, as he grew older, he went with his father in the boat to fish, and from that time forward he began to wish to go to sea in one of the large ships that were constantly sailing away from the harbour near his fathers cottage.

One day Davy sat on a rock beside the sea, leaning on his fathers boathook, and gazing with longing eyes out upon the clear calm ocean, on which several ships and boats were floating idly, for there was not a breath of wind to fill their sails.

Oh, how I wish my father would let me go to sea! said Davy, with a deep sigh. I wonder if I shall ever sail away beyond that line yonder, far, far away, where the sky seems to sink into the sea! The line that he spoke of was the horizon.

Davy heaved another sigh, and smiled; for, just at that moment, his eyes fell on a small crab that stood before him with its claws up as if it were listening to what he said.

Oh, crab, crab, cried the little boy, youre a happy beast!

At that moment he moved the boathook, and the crab ran away in such a desperate hurry that Davy opened his eyes wide and said, Humph! maybe yere not a happy beast after all! While he sat thus, a stout fisherman came up and asked him what he was thinking about. On being told, he said, Will you come with me, boy, to the building-yard, and Ill show you a ship on the stocks. Im goin as one of her crew when shes ready for sea, and perhaps by that time your father will let you go too. You may be sure that Davy did not refuse such a good offer; so the man and the boy went hand in hand to the yard where ships were built. Davy had never been there before, and great was his surprise when he saw a huge thing standing on dry land, with great pieces of wood of all shapes sticking round it, like the skeleton of a whale; but greater still was his surprise when the fisherman said, There, lad, thats the ship.

Well, exclaimed Davy, opening his large eyes to their widest, it dont look like one just now!
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The fisherman laughed. Thats true, lad; but come  Ill explain; and taking Davy by the hand, he led him nearer to the skeleton of the ship, and began to explain the names and uses of the different parts.

You see that long thick timber, he said, that runs from this end, which is the stern, to that end, which is the bow  well, that is the keel. This post or beam that rises out of it here is the stern-post, and that one that rises up at the far end yonder is the stem or cutwater. These are the principal timbers of the vessel, and upon their strength the safety of a ship chiefly depends. The sticks that you see branching out from the keel like deers horns are called ribs; they are very strong, and the timbers that fasten them together at the top are called beams. Of course these pieces of wood are some of them far larger than any trees that you have ever seen; but if you examine them you will find that each timber and rib is made up of two or three separate pieces of wood, fastened very strongly together. When all the beams are fixed they will begin to nail the planks on to the ribs; iron bolts are used for this purpose, but by far the greater number of the nails are made of wood. After this is done the seams between the planks will be filled with oakum and the whole ship covered over with pitch and tar, just in the same way as your father does to his boat when she lets in water. Then the bottom of the ship will be entirely covered with sheets of copper, to prevent the wood worms from destroying it. These little rascals would eat through a ships bottom and very soon sink it, but for the copper. Next, the deck is laid down, and the ship will be ready for launching. A ships masts and rigging are always put in after she is launched. Now, lad, what dye think of it? said the fisherman as he walked home again with Davy. The ships to be a three-master full-rigged, and is to go by the name o the Fair Nancy.

As he said this he smiled, patted the little boy on the head and left him. But Davy replied not a word to his friends remarks. His curly head was stuffed quite full with the keel, timbers, ribs, beams, stern-post, planks, and cutwater of the Fair Nancy; he could not speak, he found it difficult even to think, so he thrust his hands deep into his pockets, sat down on the shank of an anchor, and stared out to sea. In half an hour he heaved a very deep sigh indeed, and said, Oh! dear me, I wonder if I shall ever go to sea in the Fair Nancy!

Time flew on, and little Davy fished with his father, and worked for his mother, and paid many a visit to the building-yard, to watch the progress of the ship  his ship, as he called it. He begged very hard, too, to be allowed to go in her when she should be ready for sea. At first neither father nor mother would hear of it, but at last they began to think that Davy would make a very good sailor, for certainly he was an active obedient boy; so, although they did not say Yes, they were not nearly so determined as they used to be in saying No.

The day of the launch was a great day at the seaport where Davy lived. The launch of a large ship is always a very interesting and wonderful sight indeed; so that thousands and thousands of people flock from all directions to see it. Whichever way Davy looked he saw crowds of people, some on foot, some on horses, some on donkeys, and some in carriages, all streaming towards the one great point  the ship-builders yard. It seemed quite like a holiday or a fair, and was such a bright, warm, sunny day that peoples hearts felt far lighter than usual. Davy saw all this at a glance the moment he left home; and, throwing his red nightcap into the air, he gave one long loud hurrah! and ran away as fast as his heavy fishing-boots would let him.

The ship was very different now from what it had been when he first saw it. There were four little masts put up in it, on which were hoisted gay and gaudy flags. Her hull, or body, was now coppered and neatly painted, while all the rubbish of the building-yard was cleared away, so that everything looked neat and clean. The stocks, or framework on which she had been built, sloped towards the water, so that when the props were knocked away from the ship, she would slide by her own weight into the sea. Ships are always built on sloping stocks near to the waters edge; for you can fancy how difficult it would be to drag such a great thing into the water by main force. In order to make her slip more easily, the ways, down which she slides, are covered with grease.

Very soon the crowds of people stood in silence, expecting the great event of the day; and, as the moment drew nigh, the band, which had been playing all morning, suddenly stopped. Davy became very anxious, because he was so little that he could not see in the crowd; but, observing a post near at hand, he struggled towards it and climbed to the top of it. Here he saw famously. The workmen had begun to knock away the props; there was just one remaining. At this moment a lady stepped forward with a bottle of wine in her hand to christen the ship. This she did by breaking the bottle against the cutwater; just at that instant she began to move. Another second and the Fair Nancy rushed down the incline, plunged heavily into the water like some awful sea-monster, and floated out upon her ocean home amid the deafening cheers of the people, especially of little Davy, who sat on the top of the post waving his red cap and shouting with delight.
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After the launch Davy and all the people returned home, and the Fair Nancy was towed to the shear-hulk to have her masts put in. The shear-hulk is a large ship in which is placed machinery for lifting masts into other ships. Every one who has looked at the thick masts of a large vessel, must see at a glance that they could never be put there by any number of men. Machinery is used to do it, and the shear-hulk contains that machinery; so that when a ship has to get her masts put up she is dragged alongside of this vessel. In the meantime Davy renewed his prayer to his father to let him go to sea, and at last the old man consented. His mother cried a good deal at first, and hoped that Davy would not think of it; but his father said that it would do him good, and if he became tired of it after the first voyage he could give it up. Davy was overjoyed at this, and went immediately to his friend the fisherman, Ben Block, who was very much delighted too, and took him to a shop to buy clothes and a sea-chest for the voyage.

You see, lad, said Ben, the ship is bound for Quebec with a mixed cargo, and is to come back loaded with timber; and as the season is coming on, youll need to get ready quick.

That I shall, replied Davy, as they entered a shop. Ho! shopman, give me a straw hat, and a blue jacket, and a pair o duck trousers, and

Stop! stop! cried Ben, youre sailing too fast. Take in a reef, my lad. Ben meant by this that he was to proceed a little slower. Youll want a sou-wester, (an oilskin hat), and a dread-nought, (a thick, heavy coat), and things o that sort.

After Davy had bought all he wanted, and ordered a sea-chest, he went home to his mother, who was very sad at the thought of parting with him. When the day of departure came she gave him a great deal of good advice, which Davy promised, with tears in his eyes, to remember. Then she gave him a little Bible and a kiss, and sent him away. His father took him to the beach, where the ships boat was waiting for him; and, as the old man took off his cap, and raising his eyes to heaven, prayed for a blessing on his little son, Davy, with watery eyes, looked around at the big ships floating on the water, and, for the first time, wished that he was not going to sea.

In a few minutes he was on board the outward-bound ship. This is what we say of ships when they are going out to sea; when they return from a voyage we say that they are homeward-bound. The Fair Nancy was a noble ship, and as she hoisted her snow-white sails to a strong wind, (a stiff breeze, as Ben Block called it), she looked like a white cloud. The cloud seemed to grow smaller and smaller as Davys father and mother watched it from the shore; then it became like a little white spot on the faraway sea; then it passed over the line where the water meets the sky, and they saw it no more!
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After Davy had cried a great deal, and wished very often that he had not been so determined to leave home, he dried his eyes and began to take great interest in the curious things he saw around him. What surprised him most of all was, that although he actually was at sea, he could not see the sea at all! This was because the sides of the ship, which are called bulwarks, were so high that they quite prevented the little boy from seeing overboard. Davy soon found an opening in the bulwarks, however, which his friend Ben called the gang-way, through which he could see the water and the ships and boats that were sailing there. And when he mounted the high part of the deck in front of the ship, which is called the forecastle, or when he went upon the high deck at the stern of the ship, which is called the poop, then he could see all round. And what a wonderful and new sight it was to Davy! His cottage was gone! The beach, and the pier where the nets used to hang, were gone. The trees and fields were all gone, and there was nothing but sea, sea, sea, all round, so that the Fair Nancy seemed the only solid thing in the whole wide world! But poor Davy did not look or wonder long at this, for the breeze freshened, and the waves rose, and the ship plunged, and Davy felt very queer about the stomach! There is a man in every ship called the steward, and everybody loves that man, because he goes about from morning till night trying to do people good and to make them happy. He looks after breakfasts, dinners, teas, and suppers. He answers every one who calls, and gets for everybody anything that they want. He is never ill, never in a hurry, never in a bad temper; in fact, he is a very charming man.

Now, when the steward saw Davy with a pale face, and red eyes, and awfully seasick, he went up to him with a smile, and said, Sick, my lad? youll soon get used to it. Always sick when you first go to sea. Come below and Ill give you summat to do you good, and tumble you into your hammock. By going below the good steward meant going below the deck into the cabin. A ship is just like a large house, divided into a number of rooms  some of which are sitting rooms, some store and provision rooms, some kitchens and pantries, closets and cupboards; and there are two or three flats in some ships, so that you can go up or down stairs at your pleasure. When Davy went down the ladder or stair, which is called the companion, and followed the steward through many rooms full of all kinds of things that seemed to be all in confusion, and saw the sailors sitting, and smoking, and laughing, and talking on chests and tables, he almost believed that he was in a house on shore; but then he remembered that houses on shore dont dance about and roll, first on one side and then on the other, and plunge forwards and then backwards; so he sighed and put his hands to his breast, which felt very uncomfortable.

Heres your hammock, said the steward; all the sailors sleep in these things, and this one is yours. So saying, he lifted Davy from the ground and tossed him into bed. The hammock is a long piece of canvas drawn in round an iron ring at each end. To this ring a number of cords are attached, and the hammock is slung by them to the beams of the ship. In the bed thus formed the blankets are put; and a very snug bed it is, as it swings about with the ship. Davy soon fell asleep, but he was quickly wakened again by the horrible noises on deck. Ropes were thrown about, mens feet were stamping, pieces of wood were falling, doors were banging, masts were creaking, the wind was howling; in short, Davy thought it must be a terrible storm and that they should all be lost. But the steward said to him, in passing, Its only a stiff breeze, youngster; so he turned round and went to sleep again. For two days and two nights did Davy lie there  very sick! On the morning of the third day he awoke much refreshed, and felt strongly inclined to eat his blankets! As he lay wondering how he was to get down out of his hammock without breaking his neck, he heard his friend Ben Block conversing with a man in another hammock who had never been to sea before and was very, very sick.

Oh! dear me, sighed the sick man, where are we now?

Dont know, answered Ben; weve been drove pretty far out of our course to the norard, I guess. Its a dead calm.

A dead what? said the sick man faintly.

Why, a dead calm, replied Ben. When theres no wind its a calm, and when theres no motion at all, either in the air or in the water, except the swell o the sea, its a dead calm. Dye understand?

Is it fine weather, Ben? cried Davy cheerfully.

Yes, lad, it is, replied the sailor.

On hearing this Davy sprang, or, as the sailors call it, tumbled out of bed. He tried to get out of it; but not being used to hammocks, he was awkward and fell plump on the floor! However, he was not hurt; and throwing on his jacket, he ran up on deck.

Well might Davys heart leap and his voice shout at the beautiful sight that met his gaze when he reached the forecastle. The sea was like one wide beautiful mirror, in which all the clouds were clearly reflected. The sun shone brightly and glittered on the swell on which the ship rolled slowly; and the only sound that could be heard was the gentle flapping of the loose sails, now and then, against the masts.

Have you had breakfast, youngster? inquired the captain of the ship, laying his hand on Davys head.

No, sir, not yet, answered the boy.

Run below, then, and get it, and after youve done come to me. We must put you to work now, lad, and make a sailor of you.

The steward soon gave Davy as much food as he could eat; then he sprang up the companion ladder, and, running to the poop where the captain was, touched his cap, saying  

Im ready, sir.

Very good, my lad, said the captain, sitting down on the skylight, or window on the deck, which gives light to the cabin below. Do you see that little thing on top of the mainmast like a button?

Do you mean the truck? said Davy.

Oh, you know its name, do you? well, do you think you could climb up to it?

Ill try, cried Davy, springing towards the mast.

Stay! shouted the captain; not so fast, boy. Youd tumble down and break your neck if you tried to climb to the truck the first time you ever went up the mast. But you may go to the maintop. Thats where you see the lower mast joined to the top mast. Climb up by those rope ladders  the shrouds, we call them. Away went Davy, and was soon halfway up the shrouds; but he went too fast, and had to stop for breath. Then he came to the mass of woodwork and ropes at the head of the lower mast. Here he had great difficulty in getting on; but, being a fearless boy, he soon succeeded. The captain then called to him to go out to the end of the yardarm.

Yards are the huge cross beams fastened to the masts to which the sails are fixed. The main-yard is the largest. The mainsail is attached to it.

Davy soon crept out nearly to the end, but when he got there the yard became so small and the ropes upon it were so few and slack, that the poor boys courage began to fail. He looked down at the water, which seemed to be terribly far below him. At that moment the ship made a lurch or plunge, Davy lost his hold, and with a loud cry fell headlong from the yard into the sea. In a moment Ben Block, who had been watching him, jumped overboard; a boat was lowered, and in less than ten minutes Ben was picked up with Davy clinging to him.

Not long after this they drew near the Gulf of Saint Lawrence, and were beginning to think of the end of their voyage. But one night while Davy lay sound asleep in his warm hammock, he was startled by a cry on deck, which was followed by a loud order for all hands to tumble up and shorten sail. The sailors are usually called hands at sea. In a moment Davy was on deck, with only his trousers and shirt on. But he could not see anything, the night was so dark, and he could scarcely hear anything except the howling of the wind.
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Take in all sail! roared the captain. The men rushed to obey, and Davy was so well accustomed to the work that he too climbed to his usual place on the main topsail yard and began to haul in the sail. He could barely see the man next to him, and it was with difficulty he kept his hold of the yard, while the ship tossed and plunged in the waves. When nearly all sail was taken in the ship went easier, and the men assembled on the deck to await further orders. The gale increased, and suddenly the small bit of the fore-topsail that was hoisted burst into shreds with a clap like thunder, and carried away the fore-topmast with all its yards and rigging, part of the bowsprit, and the top of the mainmast. Clear away the wreck! shouted the captain. Some of the men ran for axes, and began to cut the ropes that fastened the broken masts to the ship, for there was a danger of the ship striking against them and knocking a hole in her side while she plunged. Still the gale increased, and the mizzen topmast went overboard. The mizzen is the mast nearest to the stern. It is the smallest of the three. The lightning now began to flash, and the thunder to roar, while the crew of the Fair Nancy stood on her deck clinging to the bulwarks, lest they should be washed overboard! Little Davy looked at the man next him, and saw that it was Ben Block. Oh, Ben! said he, what an awful night it is! Do you think we shall be lost?

Ben shook his head. I dont know, lad; but the Lord can save us, if it be His will. Pray to Him, boy.

My poor mother! murmured Davy, as the tears rose to his eyes, while he prayed to God in his heart that he might be spared to see her again. At that moment there came a wave so big and black that Davy thought the sea was going to turn upside down. It came on like a great dark mountain, high above the ship. Hold on for your lives! cried some of the men, as the wave fell with a fearful crash and turned the ship over on her side  or on her beam-ends, as sailors call it. They were in awful danger now, as the sea began to pour down into the cabins, and the masts and sails being in the water the ship could not right, or become straight again. Cut away the masts! roared the captain. The deck was now standing up like a wall, so that the men could not walk on it, but they managed with great difficulty to reach the mizzenmast, which a few strokes of the axe sent overboard. Still the ship lay on her beam-ends. Cut away the mainmast! cried the captain. The order was obeyed, and with a loud report, like a cannon shot, it went overboard too. Immediately after the fall of the mainmast there came another wave, from which they never expected to rise again. It dashed down on the stern and drove in the cabin windows; but the worst of it was, that it swept away all the boats belonging to the ship. They had been securely fastened to the deck; but this wave carried them all away, so that now, if the ship sank, their only chance of escape was gone. The same wave snapped the foremast across near the deck. 
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This was fortunate, because it enabled the ship to right herself, and once more the men were able to stand on the deck. The storm continued to rage still, however, and some of the men were sent to work the pumps, for there was a great deal of water in the ship now; so much, indeed, that she could hardly float. Another party were ordered to fit up a small mast, which they tied to the stump of the foremast. This new one was called a jury-mast; and as they could not sail without a mast of some kind or other, they were very glad when they saw it up and a sail hoisted on it. During the night, however, another heavy wave broke this mast away also; so they were again left to toss like a log on the stormy waters.

All this time the men were working hard at the pumps, but, although they worked for many hours without stopping, the water continued to increase in the hold, and they saw that the ship had sprung a leak; that is to say, some of the planks had started, or the seams had opened, and the water was pouring into it so fast that it was evident she would soon sink. This was very awful indeed. Some of the men began to cry to God for mercy, others tore their hair and ran about like madmen, while some sat down and silently prepared to die!

The morning light came at last. But what a sad sight it rose upon. The once noble ship now lay a wreck upon the water, with the masts and sails gone and her shattered hull ready to sink. The captain, who seemed to have lost all hope when the jury-mast broke, was standing on the poop, looking anxiously round the horizon in hopes of seeing a sail  but in vain. Davy stood beside him, and looking up in his face, said, Please, sir, could we not make a raft?

Right, boy, right, replied the captain; youre the best man amongst us. Were no better than girls to be giving way to despair in this way. Hallo! lads, rouse up there; get all the spare yards and spars you can, and make a raft. Look sharp now!

The captain said this in such a quick, commanding tone that all the sailors jumped to obey him, and in five minutes they were busily at work on the raft. First, they collected all the broken yards and bits of masts that were still floating alongside, dragging by the ropes that fastened them to the sides of the ship. These they arranged side by side, and tied them firmly together with ropes. Then they collected all the spare timbers that were in the ship, and putting these above the others, fastened them with ropes too. After that they tore off some of the planks from the decks and bulwarks, with which they made a kind of floor to the raft. All this, although it takes a short time to tell, took a long, long time to do; for it was hard work moving such heavy timbers, and the poor men were very tired, having been up in the storm all night. Besides this, although the wind had ceased, the waves were still high and would not let them work quietly. However, they finished it at last, and after it was done, they put a number of barrels of biscuit and some casks of water and wine on board. Then they put a few blankets and a compass  that useful little machine that points always to the north, and shows the sailor which way to go, so that he sails in the dark night as surely as in the broad day.

Now, said the captain, I think that there is a chance of escape yet. Get on board, lads, as fast as you can. I fear the ship wont float long. All the men now hastened on board. The captains wife, who was the only female in the ship, was the first to step on the raft, and it soon began to be crowded. When about half of the sailors had left the ship the captain suddenly cried out, Ho! Ben Block, weve forgot a mast and sail. Run below with a couple of hands and fetch one as fast as you can. Just at that moment the ship gave a heavy plunge, the ropes broke, and the raft floated slowly away, leaving the men who were yet in the ship in a state of despair. One or two of them jumped into the sea and tried to swim to the raft; but the first man who did so was nearly drowned, and the others got back to the ship with great difficulty. It was a terrible sight to witness the misery of the poor captain, as he beheld his wife, standing with her arms stretched out towards him, and the raft drifting slowly away, until at length it appeared like a small black spot far off upon the sea.
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Oh, my poor wife! he cried, I shall never see you more.

The tears were rolling down Ben Blocks weatherbeaten face as he went up to the captain and took him by the hand.

Never fear, sir, said he; the Almighty can save her.

Thank you, Ben, for saying that, replied the captain; but the ship wont float long. My wife may indeed be saved, but we are sure to be lost.

I dont know that, cried Ben, trying to look cheerful. When you sent me down below, sir, to look for a mast and sail, I observed that the water in the hold had ceased rising. If we can only keep her afloat a little longer, we may manage to make another raft. The captain smiled sadly and shook his head, and Davy, who had been standing beside him all the time, felt his heart sink again.

To add to the horror of the scene, night came on, and the water was so high in the cabin that the captain and men who had been left in the wreck had to try to sleep on the wet decks the best way they could. Next morning the wind was still blowing pretty hard, and they now saw that they were drawing near to a wild shore, where there seemed to be many large rocks in the water near the beach. The crew of the Fair Nancy looked anxiously towards the land, hoping to see people there who might help them when the ship struck on the rocks; but they saw no one. In about an hour afterwards the ship struck, and the shock was so great that Davys heart seemed to leap into his throat. The shore was lined with great dark cliffs and precipices, at the foot of which the waves roared furiously. While the men stood looking helplessly at the land another wave lifted the ship, carried her forward a long way, and dashed her down on the rocks, where she stuck fast, with a sharp rock quite through her hull, and the water foaming round her. What made their situation more dreadful was, that a great deal of snow had fallen during the night. It covered the decks of the ship, and made the land look cold and dreary.

We must swim for it now, said the captain, as he looked sorrowfully at the boiling surf and immense waves which swept over the rocks, and bursting like thunder on the cliffs, were flung back upon the ship in spray.

No one can swim in such a surf as that, said one of the sailors gloomily.

Surf is the name given to the white foam which is formed by the waves when they dash upon the shore. It is very difficult, sometimes quite impossible, to swim in the surf of the sea, and many poor sailors have been hurled on the rocks by it and dashed in pieces while attempting to swim from their wrecked vessels to the land.

Every time a wave came it lifted the Fair Nancy, and, as it passed, let her fall heavily on the sharp rocks, so that she began to break up. Still the men were afraid to venture into the sea, and they clung to the bulwarks, quite uncertain what to do. At last Ben Block turned to the captain and said  

Im a good swimmer, captain, and I think I could swim to the shore well enough perhaps; but there are some o the men who cant swim, and poor Davy, there, could never do it; so Ill just throw a rope round my shoulders and make for the shore. If I land Ill fix the rope to the cliffs, and youll all be able to get ashore easy enough. If I should be drowned,  itll only be a little sooner, thats all, and its well worth risking my life to save my shipmates.

Youre a brave fellow, Ben, said the captain. Go and do it if you can.

Ben Block went down below and soon returned with a stout rope. On the end of this he made a loop, which he passed round his shoulders, and then, raising his eyes to heaven with an imploring look, he leapt into the sea. At first he swam vigorously, and the sailors looked on in anxious hope. But a large wave came. It fell,  and Ben Block disappeared, while a cry of fear rose from the deck of the ship. In a few seconds, however, they saw him rise again and struggle manfully with the raging billows. The next wave that came lifted Ben up and threw him on the beach, to which he clung with all his power; but as the wave retired it swept him back into the sea, for he could not hold on to the loose sand. He now rolled over and over quite exhausted, and the sailors thought he was dead. But a mans life is dear to him, and he does not soon cease to struggle. Another wave approached. It lifted Ben up and threw him again on the beach. This time he made a desperate effort to hold on, and, fortunately, he observed a large rock close to where he lay. With a sudden spring he caught hold of it and held on till the wave went back; then he ran forward a few steps and caught hold of another rock a little higher up, so that when the next wave broke over him it had not power to draw him back. Another run  and he was safe!
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The men gave a loud cheer when they saw him land. After he had rested a little, Ben fastened the end of the rope to a mass of rock. The sailors hauled it tight and fixed the other end in the ship; and then, one by one, they slowly crept along the rope and reached the shore in safety. Here they all fell on their knees and thanked God for their deliverance.

But now they found that the land was not inhabited, and they walked along that dreary coast for several days, almost starved to death with hunger and cold, for they had only a few biscuits among them, and their clothes were never dry. Little Davy was the best walker among them, and helped to keep up their spirits greatly by his cheerful conversation as they toiled along. At last they arrived at a little village, where the people were exceedingly kind to them; gave them food and dry clothes, and, after they became stronger, sent them to the great city of Quebec. Here they were kindly treated, and finding a ship bound for England, they all returned home.

You may imagine the delight of the poor captain when he arrived and found his wife safe and sound. She and all the people on the raft had been picked up by a homeward-bound vessel the day after they lost sight of their ship, and were brought safe back to England. And you may fancy the joy of little Davys parents when their son opened the cottage door one day and rushed into his mothers arms.

Davy never went to sea again, but continued for many years after to help his poor father to fish. And the Fair Nancy  that beautiful ship, which Davy had watched so long, which he had seen launched, and which had sailed so gallantly from her native shores, with her snowy sails glancing in the sun like the white wings of a seagull  alas! alas! she lay a total wreck now, on the rocky shores of a foreign land.
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MY MOTHER
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A NURSERY TALE.
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MY MOTHER.

Who fed me from her gentle breast,

And hushed me in her arms to rest,

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest?

My mother.
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MY MOTHER.

WHO fed me from her gentle breast,

And hushd me in her arms to rest,

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest?

My mother

Who ran to help me when I fell,

And would some pretty story tell,

Or lick the place to make it well?

My mother!



Who loved to see me pleased and gay,

And taught me sweetly how to play,

And minded all I had to say?

My mother!



Who punishd me when I was bad,

And lookd so sorrowful and sad,

That I was nearly driven mad?

My mother!



Who started up with wild surprise

Wheneer she heard a sudden noise,

And thought of danger and of boys?

My mother!



Who trembled much with anxious fear

When danger really drew near,

And did in shape of dog appear?

My mother!



Who gave a frightful caterwaul,

On seeing that the dog was small,

And did not seem afraid at all?

My mother!



When fight was over who was mild,

Who sweetly in her slumber smiled,

While all the mice were jumping wild?

My mother!



Who fed me from her gentle breast,

And hushed me in her arms to rest,

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest?

My mother!



OH! truly, my mother was a darling! She was a cat,  a large, mild, sleek, amiable cat, with only one fault, that I know of, and that was an over fondness for cream. Oh! how my mother loved me; and no one can conceive the strength of my love for her.

I am a kitten,  a round, fat, hairy little kitten, and as black as a coal. Indeed I am so like a piece of coal, when coiled up and asleep, that I have more than once been taken up in the tongs and nearly put on the fire by mistake! I had a little sister, who was light gray, like my mother, and we loved each other very dearly. From the day we first saw the light we loved each other ardently. I cannot say that I remember caring much for my sister before that great day when my eyes were opened. Before that I was blind; and I only remember feeling a soft hairy ball rubbing against me when I tried to nestle in my mothers bosom. I also remember that my sister sometimes tried to thrust me out of the way, and made me very angry, so that I uttered a little fuff and pushed her rudely aside; which was very naughty, no doubt, but then I did not know at the time that this hairy ball was my sister.

One day I was sitting on my hind legs, thinking of nothing in particular, when I felt the lid of my right eye give a crack, and, to my intense surprise, I found that I could see. The first object that I saw was my little sister, who sat before me with both her black eyes wide open. Nobody told me that this was my sister, or that the large gray cat beside us was my mother, but I knew it, somehow, without requiring to be told. Immediately, I winked at my sister with my one eye, without intending to do so. This wink made my left eyelid crack, and I could see with both eyes. Words cannot describe my joyful feelings at this event. My sister looked into my face with calm delight. As I sat gazing at her with wonder, she put forward her soft three-cornered mouth and kissed the point of my black nose. From that moment I loved her as tenderly, almost, as my mother. I threw my arms round her neck and hugged her. For the first time I now felt inclined to play. Instead of embracing my sister, as I had intended to do, I pretended to fight with her. I fixed my teeth gently in her neck. I kicked her with my hind legs; then I broke away and attempted to put up my back and make my hair stand on end,  but in doing so I tumbled over, being still weak in the legs, and not used to jumping.
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Stupid thing! said my mother; you are too wild; you must creep before you can walk.

I was surprised at this, and went down on my fore-knees to try to creep; but I lost my balance and tumbled over on my side, and fell asleep immediately. Ah! they were happy days, those days of my early kittenhood!

My sister had a black dot on the end of her nose, so we called her Dottle. My mother called me Dingey, because of my black coat. It would have made the heart of any one melt with tenderness to behold the way in which our mother kissed us, and pressed us to her heart, and purred with delight when we scratched her face. We lived in the house of one of those long two-legged creatures called Man. Our man was a very kind one, poor thing, but silly,  at least I thought so, the more I saw of him and his companions.



Who ran to help me when I fell,

And would some pretty story tell,

Or lick the place to make it well?

My mother!



I cannot think, without much sorrow, of my wicked conduct towards that dear mother who was so fond of, and so kind to, me and my sweet little gray sister. I must confess that I was often very naughty, and the thought of this almost breaks my heart now. Oh! that kittens would take warning from me and never be bad to their mothers. I used often to scratch her nose till it bled; and I bit her tail while she was asleep, causing her to start up with a dreadful fuff and mew: but when she saw that it was me, she merely gave me a gentle pat on the cheek and went off to sleep again with a smile beaming on her mild fat countenance.

One day my sister Dottle and I were sitting on the oaken floor of our masters study, playing with each others tails. Dottle had just made a successful grasp at mine and caught it by the point, when my eye suddenly fell on a beautiful rose in a vase of flowers that stood on the table.

Dottle, darling, said I, pulling my tail out of her mouth, did you ever smell a rose?

No, replied Dottle, never.

Then let us get on the table and smell that lovely one in the vase.

But how shall we get up, Dingey? you cannot jump so high, and Im certain that I cannot.

Fuff! you frightened thing, said I, dont talk stuff. Just help me to push that foot-stool near the table and Ill show you how to jump. It only needs a good will and a good spring, thats all.

Well, but, urged Dottle, with an anxious expression on her small round face, I fear mamma will be displeased; she told me not to go near that table.

But she didnt tell me, so here goes! said I, bounding on to the stool, and, exerting all my strength, I leaped on to the table. My jump was better than I had expected. Not only did I spring well on to it, but I slid quite across it, and fell over on the other side. Oh! the thrill of terror that rushed through my heart! I fixed my claws in the table-cloth, but instead of saving myself I dragged it off and fell with a dreadful splash into our dish of milk, while the vase and a book, a pair of scissors and a thimble, fell on the top of me.

Oh, dear! mee-a-ow! fuff! shrieked my sister, clasping her paws, with a look of horror.

Eh! mee-a-ow! hollo! whats this? cried my dear mother, rushing into the room in terror.

Hes tumbled into the milk, mamma;  quick! pull him out, for Im certain he cant swim, cried my sister, while her whiskers curled with anguish.

In a moment I was dragged out and embraced in my mothers arms. But such an object as I was! I was no longer fat-looking and soft; the milk glued the hair to my little body, and made me bluish in colour all over.

Oh, what a fright! exclaimed Dottle, looking at me in surprise.

I was crying when my sister said this, but I stopped and said, Dottle, do you mean that you got a fright, or that I got a fright, or that Im a fright to look at?

I mean that youre a fright to look at, said Dottle.

On hearing this I began to howl again, and would not be quieted till my mother said she would tell me a story; then I gave a hiccough and two deep sighs, and ceased roaring; and my mother kissed and dried me, and told me stories of a most wonderful and surprising nature,  stories that are far too long and astounding to be written here.
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Who loved to see me pleased and gay.

And taught me sweetly how to play,

And minded all I had to say?

My mother!



Not long after the accident I have just described, my dear mother came into the room where Dottle and I were sleeping and said:  

Come, darlings, let us play and be happy together. Theres nothing like being happy. Isnt there not, Dingey?

Of course not, said I, starting up and giving myself a good stretch.

Hurrah! cried Dottle, putting up her back and dancing on three legs towards my mother, who was already performing the cats hornpipe on the floor. Immediately my blood boiled over with a frenzy of delight. I hurled myself into the air with a wild caterwaul, alighted on my hind legs, and throwing out my fore paws rushed at my mothers tail. But Dottle was beforehand with me. She caught the tail, and twisting it round her neck pulled my mother down on her back.

I am quite sure that human creatures do not understand the extreme pleasure, the wild joy, that fills a kittens heart when it sees its mothers four legs, and its little sisters four legs, and their two tails twirling together in a heap of confusion. I trembled with eagerness to join in the wild embrace, but their movements were so quick that I could not see how to attack them; so I shut my two eyes tight, set up all the hairs on my body and tail, stuck out every one of my eighteen claws, and, uttering a frightful shriek and a fuff, plunged into the midst of them. Words cannot describe my feelings. I was quite mad. I rugged, and tugged, and yelled, while they did the same to me and to each other; then we flew asunder, put up our backs and tails, and glared at each other fiercely.

Oh! how exquisite it is to feel ones hair stand on end! Human creatures never feel this pleasure. They have no hair to stand on end, poor things, except a few tufts about their heads; and, although I have often seen my masters children very merry, and also in great passions, I never saw their hair stand on end. I pity them much. They can never know what it is to feel the skin curling on their backs, while electric joy bristles through every hair, nor the funny thoughts that crowd a kittens brain when it is thus agitated. Corks at the end of bits of string, the points of our own tails, rats and mice, worsted balls, bell-pulls, cotton reels, and a host of such things, come into our minds when we are at play, naturally causing us to dance, and hop, and rush about, and stand suddenly still, in that wild fashion which causes the stupid human creatures to laugh so much at us. I wonder why they laugh? Im sure theres nothing to laugh at! Dottle and I had a long talk about this one day.

I wish that we could laugh, sister dear, said I, rather sadly, making a gentle grasp at my shadow.

So do I, very much; but Im quite certain it is not half so nice as having ones hair stand on end, or uttering a good loud fuff.

Perhaps not, I replied; at any rate laughing can never compare with purring

Oh! its so nice! interrupted Dottle, with a smile,  for we could smile although we could not laugh. When I purr I feel as if I loved everybody in the world with all my heart,  even that ugly little rough terrier that has frightened us so often of late.

Very true, I replied, but keep your tail still, sister. I cant resist the temptation to rush at it if you keep moving it so.



Who punished me when I was bad,

And looked so sorrowful and sad,

That I was nearly driven mad?

My mother!



It was distress for my wickedness, and the sorrow that I caused my sweet mother, that nearly drove me mad. If it had not been for her tender and forgiving spirit, I think I must have gone mad, and been confined in a lunatic asylum long ago. Oh! I was remarkably naughty, and sister Dottle was wonderfully good. I have often thought that my naughtiness was the cause of my being born black; but my mother called me foolish thing when I suggested this.

One day I was sitting before my sister licking her face. She had just licked mine all over, and we were saying to each other how refreshing it was, when a mouse ran across the floor. Before you could wink Dottle and I were after it; but it ran under the table and disappeared in a moment, while I tumbled over our milk-plate and broke it in pieces. The noise brought in my mother, who gave me a slight whipping, and then sat down before the broken plate and looked at it with the saddest face I ever saw.

That is the two and twentieth plate you have broken this week, Dingey, she said, with a deep sigh.

I made no reply, but sat down under the table, looking very sulky, while Dottle began to weep and wipe her eyes with the end of my mothers tail.

Yes, continued my mother, sadly, two and twenty. The next will be three and twenty. Only think!

Oh dear! mee-a-ow! cried my sister.

Mee-a-ow indeed! said my mother; you should rather say fuff! Ah, Dingey, what shall I do to you? naughty, bad mee-a-ow! child, fuff!

Oh me! oh! oh! dear! roared Dottle, unable to control her grief.

I was still a little sulky, but my sisters tears and my mothers heart-broken expression melted me. I lifted up my head and howled with anguish and repentance.

Are you sorry? asked my mother.

Mad, I replied; quite mad with the deepest sorrow.

Then I forgive you. Kiss me, beloved child  my darling kitten.

Just at that moment I observed the mouse, which had caused all our misfortune, peeping over the table at me. Instantly I sprang up, caught the table-cloth, and dragged it down on myself and my mother and sister, both of whom had darted at the mouse the moment they saw it For a few moments we struggled violently to free ourselves from the folds of the cloth, but when we got loose the mouse was gone.

It doesnt signify, said I; well catch it next time; wont we, sister dear?

Of course we will, Dingey, if we can, replied Dottle.

Now, dear kittens, said our mother, as we sat humbly before her, with our heads hanging down and our hair dreadfully ruffled, you see how foolish it is to be in too great a hurry. Let this be a lesson to you. When you see a mouse again, do not dart at it until you have first crept slowly, softly, and very slily towards it, as near as you can get,  then up with your tail, out with your claws, and bolt! And be very careful not to break any more plates. Do you hear, Dingey?

Yes, mamma, Im frightfully penitent.

Dont look at my tail, Dottle, continued my sweet mother; Im talking very seriously to you just now, and if you look long at my tail you know very well that you cant help flying at it.

Dottle sighed and turned her head away.



Who started up with wild surprise

Wheneer she heard a sudden noise,

And thought of danger and of boys?

My mother!



I remember that we used to sleep a great deal when I was young. Every day, after breakfast, we had a nap of half an hour. Then we played till dinner time. This was generally our happiest time. We felt just like balls of India-rubber after breakfast, and ready for any fun that turned up. Our master called it mischief, we called it fun! Then after dinner we had a good long sleep of two hours, when we awoke and began immediately to play again. Sometimes my sister and I told stories to each other, sometimes our dear mother told us of the adventures she had had in her young days. Many of these were terrible tales, I can tell you, and used to make us tremble and cause our hair to stand on end. When we willingly made our hair stand up it was very nice, as I have said; but when it stood up of its own accord, through fear or horror, it was very disagreeable indeed. As I was saying, we amused ourselves thus till tea time, and then had another long sleep till breakfast next morning.
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Of course we were often startled out of our sleep by sudden noises. When this happened, our dear mother opened her ears and listened very earnestly. She opened her eyes, too, so wide that I sometimes thought she was listening with them! I have sometimes seen men open their mouths, as well as their eyes and ears, when they were much surprised. I wonder if they listened with them all! Well, one day we were lying on the floor, all three of us purring quietly, just as cats and kittens do when about to fall into a sweet slumber. Suddenly we heard a loud noise, that made us start up with wild astonishment.

What was that? said my mother.

The cook, said I, trembling, for I recollected that I had stolen a piece of fish that day.

Boys, I fear, said Dottle.

We listened in much surprise for some time, but heard nothing, and I had almost fallen asleep again when the noise was repeated much louder than before. We now began to be very much alarmed, because the door of the room happened to be open, and we were not strong enough to shut it against any enemy that might be coming. Dottle and I crept close to our dear mothers side, and tried to feel that we were safe; and, truly, when we looked at her glaring eyes, and heard the low, deep growl that seemed to issue from her chest, and observed the terrific claws that began to appear,  when we saw all this, and knew how much she loved us, and how brave she was, we felt greatly comforted.
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We must have been dreaming, remarked my mother; I dont hear the sound now.

I suppose we were, said Dottle, breathing more freely.

I shook my head. Do you think it is possible, mother, that we three could all dream the same noise, and start up at the same time?

Child, kitten, answered my mother, with a severe look, you are too wise.

I did not know that a kitten could be too wise, said I.

Well, then, you pretend to be too wise. Hold your tongue, dear, fuff!

I was about to answer, when I almost jumped out of my body with fright, as the terrible sound was repeated.



Who trembled much with anxious fear,

When danger really drew near,

And did in shape of dog appear?

My mother!



My poor mother trembled exceedingly, so much so that I was quite surprised; but she afterwards explained to me that it was too much courage that made her tremble, and that all her fear was for us, not for herself.

On came the sound, louder and louder, and nearer anti nearer, until we knew that it was the barking of a dog. The sound of its voice was very awful, and it was made much louder by the echo in the passages of the house through which the dog was running. Sometimes it came near to the room in which we were, and then it turned off and went howling along another passage, and its voice became faint in the distance, so that we were in great hopes it had departed altogether. But alas! we were mistaken. The dog soon drew near again, and ran barking furiously along the passage leading to our room. Oh! it was a time of dreadful suspense. My heart and bones seemed to melt with intense fear, and I felt as if I were nothing but a bag of warm water. Dear Dottle, too, seemed very much agitated. She trembled violently, and mewed several times in anguish of spirit.

Cheer up, my sister, said I, tenderly, forgetting for a moment my own danger when I saw her terror; we have nothing to fear, darling. Our valiant mother is before us, and  and  the room wall is behind us; think of that, sister, and be comforted!

I must confess that I did not see clearly what good the room wall being behind us could do, but I felt that it was better to say something than nothing. I knew that the very tone of my courageous voice would tend to soothe my alarmed sister. And so it was.

Thank you, dear Dingey, she said, creeping closer towards our mother; you are very kind. I feel much relieved  mee-a-ow! fuff!

Dottle started and trembled violently at this moment, for the hideous barking was renewed louder than ever. I wonder why these vile dogs have got such terrible, rude voices! I never hear one barking, even in play, but my heart flies into my throat and almost chokes me. My dear mother had now become fearful to behold. Her eyes were dilated to such an extent that they seemed like burning coals in her head; every hair stood on end; her claws tore convulsively at the wooden floor; and her voice rumbled, as if in her stomach, like distant thunder. At this moment sister Dottle sneezed unexpectedly. We were so excited that we all leapt nearly our own height from the floor, and gave vent to a terrific caterwaul.

Silence, stupid thing,

Bow! wow! wow! wow! came rolling along the passage, and, in another moment, we heard feet scampering rapidly towards the door.

Mee-a-ow! fuff! splutter! fuff! cried my mother, and sprang behind a large chest that stood in a corner of the room, where she put up her back and tail, and gazed with a look of mingled fear and anger at the door. Dottle bounded on to the top of the chest with intense vigour, and turned round to face the enemy. I was about to fly to the same place of refuge, when a boisterous bark close to my tail caused me to turn round with a shriek of terror; at the same moment Dottle upset our dish of milk over my back and drenched me to the skin. It is impossible to describe my feelings when I received this hideous shock, and, at the same time, beheld the hairy face of a fierce terrier within a foot of my nose!
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Who gave a frightful caterwaul

On seeing that the dog was small,

And did not seem afraid at all?

My mother!



It was quite surprising to observe the change that came over my dear mothers face when she saw that the dog was a very, very small one. She instantly assumed a look of bold, fierce defiance, for she recollected having seen that same little dog get a good thrashing from a cat which was not so large as herself.

The little dog rushed headlong into the middle of the room, and then stopped to glare at us.

Mee-a-ow! villain, what do you want here? fuff! eh! cried my mother, bristling intensely and advancing a step.

Bow! wow! wow! replied the dog.

I will tear out your eyes, said my mother, and scratch your face, and bite off your nose, and rend your limbs;  do you hear? fuff!

Ill murder you out-right, said Dottle, in a low whisper, thickening her tail and drawing back.

Bow! wow! wow!  Bow! wow! wow! wow!!! replied the little dog.

Bow! wow! repeated my mother, with a sneer; is that all you can say? Dont you think you might try Mow! ow! for a change?

As my mother said this we all three gave a yell and a splutter, leaped a foot high into the air, and landed on the floor all at once with a loud fuff. The little dog looked as if he thought this rather surprising, but he said nothing. He felt very uneasy, however, I observed, for he glanced back at the door. This was the moment for action! Uttering a shriek of rage, mingled with horror at the thought of the terrific attack she was about to make, my mother darted at the foe and fixed her claws and teeth in the little dogs back. At the same instant I seized him by the tail, while Dottle stood on the chest glaring and faffing continuously.

I have seen cats fight, and dogs fight, and rats fight, besides many other fierce animals,  I have even seen that wretched creature Man fight, and a very ridiculous, humbling sight it was,  but I must say I never before saw so terrible, so awful, and every way dreadful a fight as that which now took place between my darling, brave mother, and that wicked little terrier dog. First of all, as I have said, my mother fixed her claws and teeth in its back and gave it a terrible shake, which made it yell very frightfully. Then it sprang up, turned round, and seized my mother by the neck. In turning round its head of course it turned round its tail too, rather quickly, and, as I was biting that at the time, I was rolled over with much violence against the chest, where I lay stunned and bleeding at the nose. My poor mother got a dreadful worry; her eyes started from their sockets, and I thought she was gone, when she suddenly seized the dog by the nose, and held on so tightly with her teeth and claws that nothing could shake her off. The dog tumbled, and shook, and rolled in agony, while a low, deep growl came through my mothers clenched teeth. Seeing this, and observing that the dog could not bite now, Dottle and I rushed at his hind feet and buried our teeth in his toes. The pain seemed to give him the strength of a horse. He gave my mother a shake that sent her rolling across the room, darted through the door-way, and went scampering and yelping along the passage.

After the dog was gone we all sat down and began to lick our hair and remove the blood from our faces. It was a good long time before we got our spirits quite calmed down, however, for I must say we had been dreadfully ruffled, and it was fully two hours before we could purr or look sweet.



When fight was over, who was mild,

Who sweetly in her slumber smiled,

While all the mice were jumping wild?

My mother!



My mother did not know that the mice were playing on the table, however, else she would have made them vanish like smoke. She was so fatigued after the terrible battle with the dog, that she fell fast asleep. Kittens always follow a good example, so in less than ten minutes after we lay down we were all sound as tops. No one could have believed that my dear mothers mild, gentle face, was that which had been glaring a short time ago like a raging tiger. I laid myself by her side, and Dottle leaned upon her back.

I dont know how long the mice played, but the noise they made at last awakened me, and, peeping slily out of the corner of my right eye, I saw them dancing on the table. At first I felt inclined to dart at them, but I thought a little, and then determined to awaken my mother and sister gently, so that we might all fly at them at the same moment. This was not easy to do quietly, but at last I succeeded, and we made a tremendous jump at the mice.

We caught them, we did, by their tails,  three of [image: img245.jpg] them at least  one got away. Dottle caught one, I caught One, and my mother caught one. That was three altogether. I cannot explain the tumult of feelings that filled my heart to bursting. I held the mouse tight between my teeth, and glared from side to side, mewing awfully, for I feared that some one would try to take it away. I noticed that my sister and mother were doing exactly the same. This was the first time that Dottle and I had ever caught mice; and oh, they were sweet! After having eaten them, we went to sleep again, for we felt that we had behaved very well. Indeed, our man-master, who had seen us catch the mice, said we were very clever, good little kittens, and called my mother a capital cat.

And so she was. I am quite sure there never was such a cat in all the world,  so kind, so good, so brave, so gentle, so tender, so capital (as the man said), so amiable, and so remarkably fat.

My child, said she to me one day, I do hope that you will turn out a good cat.

Mother, darling, said I, Ill try.

Thats right, said she, sweetly; theres nothing like trying. If ever you wish to catch a mouse you must try. If you wish to kill a rat you must try.

There is nothing to be done in the world without trying. Only try, and there is almost nothing that you will not be able to do.

Mother, said Dottle, do you think I could jump down my own throat if I were to try?

Hush, kitten, you are silly.

Dottle sighed and kissed her mother, who smiled and patted her cheek. Then she kissed me, and after that we all kissed each other. Ah! how my heart mourns over those happy bygone days.

I was taken rudely from my dear mother and sister at last. I was put in a basket and carried away, I know not whither, and I never saw them more.

Oh! it makes me very sad when I think of my little sister and my mother.

Alas! alas! fuff! mew!

[image: img246.jpg]




THE ROBBER KITTEN
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THE ROBBER KITTEN.

A kitten once to its mother said,

Ill never more be good,

But Ill go and be a robber fierce,

And live in a dreary wood;

Wood, wood, wood,

And live in a dreary wood!
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So off it went to the dreary wood,

And there it met a cock,

And blew its head, with a pistol, off,

Which gave it an awful shock!

Shock, shock, shock,

Which gave it an awful shock!



Soon after that it met a cat:

Now, give to me your purse,

Or Ill shoot you through, and stab you too,

And kill you, which is worse!

Worse, worse, worse,

And kill you, which is worse!



It climbd a tree to rob a nest

Of young and tender owls;

But the branch broke off and the kitten fell,

With six tremendous howls!

Howls, howls, howls,

With six tremendous howls!



One day it met a Bobber Dog,

And they sat down to drink;

The dog did joke, and laugh, and sing,

Which made the kitten wink!

Wink, wink, wink,

Which made the kitten wink!



At last they quarrelld; then they fought,

Beneath the greenwood tree,

Till puss was felld with an awful club,

Most terrible to see!

See, see, see,

Most terrible to see!



When puss got up, its eye was shut,

And swelld, and black, and blue;

Moreover, all its bones were sore,

So it began to mew!

Mew, mow, mew,

So it began to mew!



Then up it rose, and scratchd its nose,

And went home very sad;

Oh! mother dear, behold me here,

Ill never more be bad,

Bad, bad, bad.

Ill never more be bad!
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So off it went to the dreary wood,

And there it met a cock,

And blew its head, with a pistol, off,

Which gave it an awful shock!

Shock, shock, shock,

Which gave it an awful shock!


THE ROBBER KITTEN.

Soon after that it met a cat:

Now, give to me your purse;

Or Ill shoot you through, and stab you too,

And kill you, which is worse!

Worse, worse, worse,

And kill you, which is worse!



It climbd a tree to rob a nest

Of young and tender owls;

But the branch broke off and the kitten fell,

With six tremendous howls!

Howls, howls, howls,

With six tremendous howls!



One day it met a Bobber Dog,

And they sat down to drink;

The dog did joke, and laugh, and sing,

Which made the kitten wink!

Wink, wink, wink,

Which made the kitten wink!



At last they quarrelld; then they fought,

Beneath the greenwood tree,

Till puss was felld with an awful dub,

Most terrible to see!

SEE, SEE, SEE,

Most terrible to see!



When puss got up, its eye was shut,

And swelld, and black, and blue;

Moreover, all its bones were sore,

So it began to mew!

Mew, mew, mew,

So it began to mew!



Then up it rose, and scratchd its nose,

And went home very sad;

Oh! mother dear, behold me here,

Ill never more be bad,

Bad, bad, bad.

Ill never more be bad.


THE ROBBER KITTEN.

A kitten once to its mother said,

Ill never more be good,

But Ill go and be a robber fierce,

And live in a dreary wood;

Wood, wood, wood,

And live in a dreary wood!



THE kittens mother was hemming a pocket-hand-kerchief when her wild little son said this, and she looked up in surprise.

Be a robber, my kitten? fuff  nonsense, mew! hold your tongue.

Yes, mother, said the kitten. Im determined to be a robber; I have not got everything that I want, and I feel that I must have everything that I want. Ive been good so long that I am tired of it, so Ive made up my mind to be bad now  fuff!

The kitten knitted its brows and looked fierce as it spoke.

My child, said its mother, alas! you know not what you say. It is wrong and unkind of you to speak in such a way to your mother. You will be wretched and miserable if you are bad, and you will come at last to wish that you had never been born.

The kitten made no answer, but soon after retired to its own room.

Now, this kitten had never been a naughty kitten before. It had always been good, and its mother was very fond of it  so fond of it, indeed, that she gave it too much of its own way, and was not careful enough to keep it out of bad company. So the little kitten was made to behave ill by some bad companions, and when at length it told its mother what it was going to do, she burst into a flood of tears and groaned for sorrow. Having cried till no more tears would come, she dried her eyes with the handkerchief she was hemming, and in doing so, pricked her nose with the needle. Then she went to her kittens room and opened the door and looked in. Great was her astonishment at what she saw. The kitten had put on a belt, in which were stuck two large horse pistols. A sword hung by its side; and a hat, with a feather in it, was stuck on one side of its head. Standing up before a large looking-glass, the kitten frowned savagely at its own image, and drawing its sword, cried out in a loud, angry voice,  

Come on, villain! draw and defend yourself! your money or your life!  hurrah! me-arow  s-k-fuff! and, making a plunge with the point of its sword, it almost broke the glass to pieces.

My child! exclaimed the astonished and terrified mother. What means this?

Practice, mother. Im just practising a little before I begin. You see, when I come to stab people and beasts, and to cut off their heads, I must know how to do it, so that I may soon put them out of pain. I dont wish to be cruel, you know, although Im determined to kill and rob them all. And now, farewell, dear mother. I shall look in on you sometimes, to see how you get on. Adieu.

The kitten planted its hat firmly over its brows, sheathed its sword with a bang, sprang over the window, and disappeared; whereupon the cat sat down on its hind legs and roared aloud in anguish of spirit.

So off it went to the dreary wood,

And there it met a cock,

And blew its head, with a pistol, off,

Which gave it an awful shock!

Shock, shock, shock,

Which gave it an awful shock!



The distance from the kittens house to the wood was not great, but the wood was very large, and the poor mother knew that it would be of no use to try to find her little one there.

At first the kitten felt very sad, and had almost turned back; but the thought that its companions would laugh at it, induced it to go on. Foolish thing! how much better it would have been to have braved the laughter of a few bad kittens, than to be hated, as a robber, by all the good kittens and cats in the country.

The sun was setting when it entered the wood, which looked very dark, dismal, and dreary; but the Robber Kitten was a bold fellow. It knew that darkness could not hurt it, and that light could not save it from danger. Then it slapped the handles of its two pistols, and shook the sword in its scabbard, and strode like a lion into the gloomy shades of the forest. Here the kitten was greatly taken up with the new and wonderful things it saw; the blooming flowers and the bright green sward; the immense trees, and brooks, and ponds with water-lilies in them; the singing birds, and the curious insects that crawled about in all directions. Everything was most beautiful. Suddenly a sound was heard, as if of approaching footsteps. The kitten forgot all the beauties of nature; sprang behind a tree and drew a pistol from its belt. In a few minutes a large game-cock strutted past.

[image: img252.jpg]

Stand and deliver, cried the kitten, pointing the pistol at its breast.

Deliver what? inquired the cock in much surprise.

Your money of course, replied the kitten; quick, sir, or youre a dead cock in two seconds.*

Ho! ho! ho! cock-a-doodle-doo, laughed the cock. I havent got a farthing  doodle-doo-doo-doo!

The kitten frowned in anger.

Youre going home, I suppose?

Yes; cock-a-doo!

Fuff! Its a long way, I fancy?

Rather; doodle-doo! replied the cock.

Then Ill show you a shorter road, said the kitten; and, pulling the trigger, it blew the cocks head entirely off its body!

[image: img253.jpg] That was rather a good hit, remarked the naughty kitten, as it lifted the body of the poor cock on to its shoulder and continued its journey. Ill have a nice roast for supper to-night; but I must look for a cave to sleep in. Dear me  mew!  how heavy that creature is. Fuff! how dark its getting.

Talking to itself in this way, the kitten trudged on for half an hour. At length it found a small cave, with a low, narrow entrance, into which it went and prepared to spend the night. Here it discovered, to its sorrow, that it had forgotten to pick up its pistol and powder-horn after firing at the cock. This was a great loss. However, it consoled itself by thinking that it still had one loaded pistol left, and also its good sword.



Soon after that it met a cat:

Now, give to me your purse,

Or Ill shoot you through, and stab you too,

And kill you, which is worse!

Worse, worse, worse,

And kill you, which is worse!



Next morning the kitten awoke from a sound sleep and rubbed its eyes once or twice, and tried to remember where it was. For a few seconds it was quite bewildered as it gazed around at the dark stone walls and roof of the cave; but when its eye fell on the bones and feathers of the cock, all that had passed the night before came into its mind again.

Im a robber now,  ha! ha! ha! very good, ho! capital! it cried, springing up and buckling on its sword. Where is my pistol? ah! here it is; all right. Now, then, to business! hurrah! fuff!

Speaking thus it put on its hat, very much over one eye, and sallied forth; and, as it went swaggering through the wood, with its naked sword in one hand and the pistol in the other, it sang as follows:  



Oh! a life for me in the wild woods free,

And a good blade sharp and true;

To rob and fight both day and night,

And to laugh, sing, dance, and mew-oo!

And to laugh, sing, dance, and mew.



But although the Robber Kitten sang lustily it felt heavy at heart, for it knew that it was doing wrong, and could not forget the wretched look of its poor mother when it bade her farewell.

Now, as it walked along it heard a sound like purring in the distance, and in a few moments a large cat came sauntering along. The kitten instantly sprang forward and held the point of its sword to the cats mouth and the point of its pistol to its nose.

Hallo! me-a-ow! fuff! cried the cat, bristling up, starting back, and gazing with terror down the pistol barrel. What do you mean? eh? fuff! Turn that pistol aside, will you? Itll go off of its own accord.

Just so, my good lady, said the kitten; it will go off entirely of its own accord, unless you give me your purse.

My purse! replied the cat, trembling with terror. I have no purse, no money, no, nothing. Now do point that pistol away from my nose. Its sure to go off in a minute. I see it smoking already.

The kitten stopped the cat short by giving it a poke on the chin with its sword, which caused it to caterwaul fearfully, and beg, with tears in its eyes, that it might be spared and not killed.
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Not killed! replied the kitten with a frown; listen to me, cat; youre a villain!

Yes, I know that, said the cat, meekly; but villains dont like to be killed, please.

You deserve to be killed, continued the kitten, because  because  I want to kill you; but first Ill shoot, and then stab you, so look out. Saying these words, the kitten pulled the trigger, the cat gave an awful yell, and the pistol exploded with a sound like a cannon-shot in the silent wood. The kitten was knocked over by the shock, but its aim had been bad, for it missed the cat, which sprang three times its own height off the ground, scratched the air wildly, shrieked with terror, and then fled with glaring eye-balls from the spot.

For at least five minutes, the sound of the cats voice filled the woods, while it darted madly through bush and brake; then it died away in the distance, and a dead silence reigned around.



It climbed a tree to rob a nest

Of young and tender owls

But the branch broke off and the kitten fell,

With two tremendous howls!

Howls, howls, howls,

With two tremendous howls!



After the cat was gone, the kitten sat down at the foot of a tree and bemoaned itself thus  

Oh! dear, mew! alas! fuff! me! Ive missed that wicked cat; and if I hadnt been bad and disobedient to my dear mother, I wouldnt have tried to hit it. And the worst of it is that I have lost my powder-horn, and wont be able to do any more murders except with the sword. Oh! mew, alas! what a bother!

Ho! ho! ho! laughed a very small voice, high up in the tree. The kitten started and looked up, and there it saw two little round heads and four big round black eyes peeping down at it through the leaves.

What are you laughing at? cried the kitten angrily.

At your shooting, answered one of the young owls. Ho! ho! ho! capital. Youre not much of a shot it would seem. Ho! ho! heres a chance for you. As the owlet spoke it thrust its head over the side of its nest and winked with solemn gravity at the kitten.

Wheres your mother? inquired the kitten.

Gone out. Not at home. She doesnt want to see you I think, ho! ho!

Do you know, said the kitten, that I can climb?

You dont mean it, do you? answered the owlets, winking to each other. Thats very surprising. We dont think it would improve your appearance to climb. Its not a graceful thing to do.

Perhaps not, but Ill do it, and eat you up. Hereupon the kitten sprang up the trunk of the tree and soon came near to where the nest was built. Now, it chanced that the mother of the owlets returned to her nest at this moment, and while the kitten was climbing up the tree, it sat down on a branch and hid itself among the leaves. When the kitten reached the nest, the two owlets gave a squeal, and the mother owl thrust her large face and her enormous black eyes suddenly before the kitten.

Hallo! me-a-ow  s-k-fuff! cried the kitten, as it shrank back in terror on beholding this wonderful sight.

Oo  oo  oo  boo-hoo! said the owl.

The kitten slipped its foot and fell backwards. It caught at a branch in falling, but the branch was decayed. It broke off, and down went the kitten, head foremost,  down, with a terrible crash, through leaves and branches until it came to the ground with a heart-rending bump!

Ho! ho! ho! laughed the owlets with their little voices.

Ho! ho! ho! echoed their mother in a deep bass.

For an hour and a half the Robber Kitten lay on the ground quite motionless; then it began to recover, and, looking up, it saw the owls on the tree still laughing at it.

If I had a shot in my pistol I would kill you, said the kitten.

Ho! ho! ho! said the old owl, youve run away, have you? And youre determined to be bad and wont be good. Ha! very well, my friend; but depend upon it that youll never be happy and always be wretched. Bad and wretched, bad and wretched, ho! ho! good-bye and the kitten slank away while the owls warning voice was ringing in its ears.
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One day it met a Robber Dog,

And they sat down to drink;

The dog did joke, and laugh, and sing,

Which made the kitten wink!

Wink, wink, wink,

Which made the kitten wink!



For many days after this the Robber Kitten wandered about in the woods in search of animals to plunder; but it did not find many, and the few that it found never had any money. Sometimes it was all but starved for want of food. At other times it caught a little bird or a mouse and fared well. Once it met a very large rat and fought with it for more than an hour, and was very nearly killed, for the rat was fierce and strong. However, the kitten ran its sword right through the rats heart at last, and so killed it.

One day, as the kitten was walking along in a very sad frame of mind, it met a dog which carried a small round bottle at his side and an enormous club over his shoulder.

Stand and deliver! cried the dog.

Your money or your life! shouted the kitten.

Each looked at the other in great surprise.

Why, youre a robber, said the dog.

And so are you, replied the kitten.

Hereupon the dog burst into a loud fit of laughter.

Come, now, said he, that is very funny, to think that you and I should meet and threaten to rob each other. Capital! ha! ha! ha! excellent! Give us your paw, old boy; you and I shall be good friends, and well hunt and rob in company.

The kitten did not at first feel at ease in the presence of this new friend, but he was such a gay, laughing, hearty, and altogether funny dog, that it could not help shaking paws with him; so they sat down under a tree to talk.

Here you are, cried the dog, as he swaggered towards a tree. Heres a fine shady spot. Now then, mister kitten, sit down and tell me your history. But first wet your mouth with a drop of this. Its only milk and wont hurt you.

After you, said the kitten, with a wink, as it sat down on the root of the tree and folded its paws across its breast.

Your good health, bow, wow! said the dog, nodding. Ha! ha! aint it jolly to meet a friend in the woods? eh? Now then, take a good pull at the bottle and go on.

The kitten took so good a pull that it finished the milk, every drop, and then related all its history to the dog, who sat laughing, and winking, and rubbing his paws with glee all the time. After that the dog told his story to the kitten, but it was very short, for he had only run away from his master that morning, and had seen no one till he met the kitten.

And now, tell me, kitten, have you got any money about you?

The kitten winked slily. Yes I have, and Ive hid it in the barrel of my pistol; for if I should be overcome at any time, no one would look there for it, as every one is so much afraid that the pistol will go off!

Oh, capital! bow, wow, wow! most amusing! said the dog, rolling himself about in the strength of his delight.

Yes, mew! fuff! isnt it funny? said the kitten, with a smile of satisfaction.

At last they quarrelled; then they fought,

Beneath the greenwood tree,

Till puss was felled with an awful club,

Most terrible to see!

See, see, see,

Most terrible to see!



After they had talked together for a little longer, the dog turned to the kitten and said  

My friend, I very much wish that you would give me all your money.

The kitten looked surprised and felt very uneasy, for the dog spoke in a grave, determined tone of voice.

And, continued the dog, if you dont give it to me, Ill take it from you by force! bow, wow, wow! On hearing this, the kitten sprang to its feet, and drawing its sword, cried, Me-a-ow! fuff! come on, you traitor, and fight if you dare.

Bow, wow, wow! roared the dog, as he leaped up and flourished his awful club in the air. I am no traitor, but you are a bad, wicked creature. I only ran away from my master, but you ran away from your mother. Bad thing. Come on and die. Bow, wow, wow! roar!

Me-a-ow! fuff! squeal! Defend yourself! fuff! me-a-ow!

It was an awful sight, to behold that Robber Dog and that Robber Kitten as they stood facing each other in the wood, under that green tree. Their eyes blazed like balls of fire. The hair bristled on their backs. Their teeth glittered, and the breath came hissing through between them.

Bow, wow! growl! Down came the huge club; the kitten sprang nimbly aside, and it fell with a crash upon the turf; while the kittens sword went like lightning through the dogs tail. A dreadful yell followed, and again the heavy club descended and felled the kittens hat to the ground. This enraged the kitten so much that it uttered a yell mingled with a fuff of the most awful description, and made a plunge at the dogs face, but only thrust the sword through his ear. The two robbers now lost all command of themselves. They found that when they tried to hit they always missed, therefore they both shut their eyes and struck and stabbed everywhere and anywhere, each hoping that by chance he might succeed in killing the other. The awful club went banging and crashing against trees and bushes, and the sharp sword went gleaming and glancing through them, while yells and fuffs, growls and roars, mingled in horrid confusion. Once the sword cut a deep slice into the dogs nose, and once the club knocked the kitten head over heels. But the kitten rose again and rushed to renew the fight with greater fury than ever. Oh! it was awful! Suddenly the club fell with a stunning blow on something soft. The dog opened his eyes to see what it was, and beheld the kitten lying flat on its back upon the ground, and quite insensible!

Lowering the awful club, the dog gazed for a few seconds at his fallen enemy.

Its all well that ends well, he said with a sigh; and then, taking up the pistol, he drew all the money out of it and put it into his milk bottle. Having done this, he threw the pistol down, and shouldering his club, walked away.
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When puss got up, its eye was shut,

And swelld, and black, and blue;

Moreover, all its bones were sore,

So it began to mew!

Mew, mew, mew,

So it began to mew!



No wonder that it mewed, poor thing, for its left eye was black and quite shut, and its cheek was swelled to twice its usual size.

Oh! mew! oh me! me-a-ow! fuff! oh dear, what a business! Only think! My eye! Mother wouldnt know me if she saw me. Dear, dear Oh! fuff!

Ho! ho! ho! laughed the old owl, who had watched the fight from the tree top. So youve got a thrashing, have you? Serves you right. Bad and wretched! bad and wretched! Very good, ho! ho! ho!

Pray dont laugh at me, said the kitten, beginning to sob.

O ho! said the owl. Your spirit is broken, is it? Would you kill me now if you had a shot in your pistol?

No I wouldnt, answered the kitten. Im sorry I said that. And Im sorry I ever ran away from my dear mother.

Then why dont you go back? said the owl. Better late than never, you know, eh? late than never! late than never! ho! ho! ho!

I dont know the way back, sobbed the kitten. It must be a long long way,  oh dear! mew! and Ive only got one eye to see with, and my bones feel as if they were all broken, and Im sure my heart is  for I feel so miserable inside.

Here the kitten sobbed aloud, and the owl opened her eyes remarkably wide and looked dreadfully solemn.

After a little the owl gave a cough and said, Kitten, I am sorry for you, ho! I see that you must have been led away and made to do wrong by bad companions; but that does not excuse you, ho! ho! You have been very naughty and deserve to be whipt, if not hanged. However, ho! Ill see what I can do for you. If you promise to do what I bid you, I will conduct you home.

What am I to promise, dear owl?

That you will never run away again; that you will never steal milk or cream; that you will be a robber no longer; that you will not again be naughty in any way whatever; that you will love your mother more than anybody else in the world,  I do not say obey her, because if you really love her you cannot help obeying her. The owl looked so tremendously wise at this point that the kitten was quite awestruck. Then, continued the owl, you must promise to remember that those who are bad are always wretched, and you must write the words BAD AND WRETCHED in large letters over your door when you get home. I had almost said you must write them in your heart, but that would be difficult.

Yes, sobbed the kitten, and rather painful, dont you think?

Now, said the owl, look me straight in the face and promise, ho!

The kitten turned its swelled visage towards the owl and sobbed violently as it said, I promise, mew! fuff!



Then up it rose, and scratchd its nose,

And went home very sad;

Oh, mother dear, behold me here!

Ill never more be bad! bad, bad, bad,

Ill never more be bad!



Slowly and sadly did the Robber Kitten walk along through that dreary, dismal wood. The owl flew a short distance in advance and alighted on the branch of a tree, where she waited till the kitten came up to her; then she flew farther on and again waited; and so they went along for that day. At night the kitten and the owl sat down to supper under a tree, and after they had finished, the kitten slept at the foot of the tree  the owl on the top of it.

Their supper usually consisted of mice and birds, which they caught during the days march. Thus they went along till they came to the edge of the wood.

Now, said the owl, pointing across a field, yonder is your mothers house. Go home, and dont forget your promise, ho! ho!

Good-bye, fuff! mew! dear owl, replied the kitten, and thank you very much for all your kindness to me. A friend in need is a friend indeed. I will never forget you, and I will do all that you have commanded. So saying, the kitten kissed the owl on its chin, not being able to get at its mouth on account of the beak. The owl stared in silence at the kitten and then winked slowly with both eyes; which wink squeezed two tears out of them. At sight of this tenderness the kitten burst into tears, and hurriedly saying farewell, it turned away and ran home.
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The kittens mother happened to be at home when her penitent son arrived.

Bad boy, she said, with a frown, what brings you here? fuff!

Oh, mother! mew! I am so sorry. Ill never be bad again. Whip me, mother; darling mother, do whip me, and perhaps it will make me good.

The kitten came forward with its head hanging down and the tears streaming from its eyes. Flinging its pistol and sword on the ground, it said: Take them, mother, and put them into the fire. Mew! oh forgive me, mother!

The kittens mother felt her heart grow soft; the frown went away, and tears filled her eyes.

Darling child! she cried, my son! my dear, good son! my kitten! come to me! and in another moment they were locked in a loving embrace. Oh! happy hour! The Robber Kitten was good once more.

And did it come home to its mother? dear pet! said the cat, and was it miserable? And did it get a nasty black eye, poor dear? Kiss its mother, mew! And give it another, fuff!

Happy, happy were the mother and kitten now, and happy did they continue; for the kitten kept its promise to the owl, and never was naughty any more after that, but always was good, good, good.


The Non-Fiction
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Duneaves, Mount Park Road, Harrow  Ballantynes long-term home in London


HUDSONS BAY
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The original frontispiece


Preface.

In publishing the present work, the Author rests his hopes of its favourable reception chiefly upon the fact that its subject is comparatively new. Although touched upon by other writers in narratives of Arctic discovery, and in works of general information, the very nature of those publications prohibited a lengthened or minute description of that everyday life whose delineation is the chief aim of the following pages.


Chapter One.

Appointment to the service of the Hudson Bay Company  The Prince Rupert  The annual dinner of the H.B.C.  Fellow-voyagers  Threatening weather  A squall  Island of Lewis.

Reader,  I take for granted that you are tolerably well acquainted with the different modes of life and travelling peculiar to European nations. I also presume that you know something of the inhabitants of the East; and, it may be, a good deal of the Americans in general. But I suspect  at least I would fain hope  that you have only a vague and indefinite knowledge of life in those wild, uncivilised regions of the northern continent of America that surround the shores of Hudson Bay. I would fain hope this, I say, that I may have the satisfaction of giving you information on the subject, and of showing you that there is a body of civilised men who move, and breathe (pretty cool air, by the way!), and spend their lives in a quarter of the globe as totally different, in most respects, from the part you inhabit, as a beaver, roaming among the ponds and marshes of his native home, is from that sagacious animal when converted into a fashionable hat.

About the middle of May eighteen hundred and forty-one, I was thrown into a state of ecstatic joy by the arrival of a letter appointing me to the enviable situation of apprentice clerk in the service of the Honourable Hudson Bay Company. To describe the immense extent to which I expanded, both mentally and bodily, upon the receipt of this letter, is impossible; it is sufficient to know that from that moment I fancied myself a complete man of business, and treated my old companions with the condescending suavity of one who knows that he is talking to his inferiors.

A few days after, however, my pride was brought very low indeed, as I lay tossing about in my berth on the tumbling waves of the German Ocean, eschewing breakfast as a dangerous meal, and looking upon dinner with a species of horror utterly incomprehensible by those who have not experienced an attack of sea-sickness. Miseries of this description, fortunately, do not last long. In a couple of days we got into the comparatively still water of the Thames; and I, with a host of pale-faced young ladies and cadaverous-looking young gentlemen, emerged for the first time from the interior of the ship, to behold the beauties and wonders of the great metropolis, as we glided slowly up the crowded river.

Leave-taking is a disagreeable subject either to reflect upon or to write about, so we will skip that part of the business and proceed at once to Gravesend, where I stood (having parted from all my friends) on the deck of the good ship Prince Rupert, contemplating the boats and crowds of shipping that passed continually before me, and thinking how soon I was to leave the scenes to which I had been so long accustomed for a far-distant land. I was a boy, however; and this, I think, is equivalent to saying that I did not sorrow long. My future companion and fellow-clerk, Mr Wiseacre, was pacing the deck near me. This turned my thoughts into another channel, and set me speculating upon his probable temper, qualities, and age; whether or not he was strong enough to thrash me, and if we were likely to be good friends. The captain, too, was chatting and laughing with the doctor as carelessly as if he had not the great responsibility of taking a huge ship across a boundless waste of waters, and through fields and islands of ice, to a distant country some three thousand miles to the north-west of England. Thus encouraged, my spirits began to rise, and when the cry arose on deck that the steamer containing the committee of the Honourable Hudson Bay Company was in sight, I sprang up the companion-ladder in a state of mind, if not happy, at least as nearly so as under the circumstances could be expected.

Upon gaining the deck, I beheld a small steamboat passing close under our stern, filled with a number of elderly-looking gentlemen, who eyed us with a very critical expression of countenance. I had a pretty good guess who these gentlemen were; but had I been entirely ignorant, I should soon have been enlightened by the remark of a sailor, who whispered to his comrade, I say, Bill, thems the great guns!

I suppose the fact of their being so had a sympathetic effect upon the guns of the Companys three ships  the Prince Rupert, Prince Albert, and Prince of Wales  for they all three fired a salute of blank cartridge at the steamer as she passed them in succession. The steamer then ranged alongside of us, and the elderly gentlemen came on board and shook hands with the captain and officers, smiling blandly as they observed the neat, trim appearance of the three fine vessels, which, with everything in readiness for setting sail on the following morning, strained at their cables, as if anxious to commence their struggle with the waves.

It is a custom of the directors of the Hudson Bay Company to give a public dinner annually to the officers of their ships upon the eve of their departure from Gravesend. Accordingly, one of the gentlemen of the committee, before leaving the vessel, invited the captain and officers to attend; and, to my astonishment and delight, also begged me to honour them with my company. I accepted the invitation with extreme politeness; and, from inability to express my joy in any other way, winked to my friend Wiseacre, with whom I had become, by this time, pretty familiar. He, being also invited, winked in return to me; and having disposed of this piece of juvenile freemasonry to our satisfaction, we assisted the crew in giving three hearty cheers, as the little steamer darted from the side and proceeded to the shore.

The dinner, like all other public dinners, was as good and substantial as a lavish expenditure of cash could make it; but really my recollections of it are very indistinct. The ceaseless din of plates, glasses, knives, forks, and tongues was tremendous; and this, together with the novelty of the scene, the heat of the room, and excellence of the viands, tended to render me oblivious of much that took place. Almost all the faces present were strange to me. Who were, and who were not, the gentlemen of the committee, was to me matter of the most perfect indifference; and as no one took the trouble to address me in particular, I confined myself to the interesting occupation of trying to make sense of a conversation held by upwards of fifty pairs of lungs at one and the same time. Nothing intelligible, however, was to be heard, except when a sudden lull in the noise gave a bald-headed old gentleman near the head of the table an opportunity of drinking the health of a red-faced old gentleman near the foot, upon whom he bestowed an amount of flattery perfectly bewildering; and after making the unfortunate red-faced gentleman writhe for half an hour in a fever of modesty, sat down amid thunders of applause. Whether the applause, by the way, was intended for the speaker or the speakee, I do not know; but being quite indifferent, I clapped my hands with the rest. The red-faced gentleman, now purple with excitement, then rose, and during a solemn silence delivered himself of a speech, to the effect that the day then passing was certainly the happiest in his mortal career, that he could not find words adequately to express the varied feelings which swelled his throbbing bosom, and that he felt quite faint with the mighty load of honour just thrown upon his delighted shoulders by his bald-headed friend. The red-faced gentleman then sat down to the national air of rat-tat-tat, played in full chorus with knives, forks, spoons, nut-crackers, and knuckles on the polished surface of the mahogany table.

We left the dinner-table at a late hour, and after I, in company with some other youngsters, had done as much mischief as we conveniently could without risking our detention by the strong arm of the law, we went down to the beach and embarked in a boat with the captain for the ship. How the sailors ever found her in the impenetrable darkness which prevailed all around is a mystery to me to this day. Find her, however, they did; and in half an hour I was in the land of Nod.

The sun was blazing high in the heavens next morning when I awoke, and gazed around for a few moments to discover where I was; but the rattling of ropes and blocks, the stamping of feet overhead, the shouts of gruff voices, and, above all, a certain strange and disagreeable motion in my dormitory, soon enlightened me on that point. We were going rapidly down the Thames with a fair breeze, and had actually set sail for the distant shores of Hudson Bay.

What took place during the next five or six days I know not. The demon of sea-sickness had completely prostrated my faculties, bodily and mental. Some faint recollections I have of stormy weather, horrible noises, and hurried dinners; but the greater part of that period is a miserable blank in my memory. Towards the sixth day, however, the savoury flavour of a splendid salmon-trout floated past my dried-up nostrils like Africs spicy gale, and caused my collapsed stomach to yearn with strong emotion. The ship, too, was going more quietly through the water; and a broad stream of sunshine shot through the small window of my berth, penetrated my breast, and went down into the centre of my heart, filling it with a calm, complacent pleasure quite indescribable. Sounds, however, of an attack upon the trout roused me, and with a mighty effort I tumbled out of bed, donned my clothes, and seated myself for the first time at the cabin table.

Our party consisted of the captain; Mr Carles, a chief factor in the Companys service; the doctor; young Mr Wiseacre, afore-mentioned; the first and second mates; and myself. The captain was a thin, middle-sized, offhand man; thoroughly acquainted with his profession; good-humoured and gruff by turns; and he always spoke with the air of an oracle. Mr Carles was a mild, good-natured man, of about fifty-five, with a smooth, bald head, encircled by a growth of long, thin hair. He was stoutly built, and possessed of that truly amiable and captivating disposition which enters earnestly and kindly into the affairs of others, and totally repudiates self. From early manhood he had roughed life in the very roughest and wildest scenes of the wilderness, and was now returning to those scenes after a short visit to his native land. The doctor was a nondescript; a compound of gravity, fun, seriousness, and humbug  the latter predominating. He had been everywhere (at least, so he said), had seen everything, knew everybody, and played the fiddle. It cannot be said, I fear, that he played it well; but, amid the various vicissitudes of his chequered life, the doctor had frequently found himself in company where his violin was almost idolised and himself deified; especially when the place chanced to be the American backwoods, where violins are scarce, the auditors semi-barbarous Highlanders, and the music Scotch reels. Mr Wiseacre was nothing! He never spoke except when compelled to do so; never read, and never cared for anything or anybody; wore very long hair, which almost hid his face, owing to a habit which he had of holding his head always down: and apparently lived but to eat, drink, and sleep. Sometimes, though very rarely, he became so far facetious as to indulge in a wink and a low giggle; but beyond this he seldom soared. The two mates were simply mates. Those who know the population of the sea will understand the description sufficiently; those who dont, will never, I fear, be made to understand by description. They worked the ship, hove the log, changed the watch, turned out and tumbled in, with the callous indifference and stern regularity of clock work; inhabited tarpaulin dreadnoughts and sou-westers; came down to meals with modest diffidence, and walked the deck with bantam-cock-like assurance. Nevertheless, they were warm-hearted fellows, both of them, although the heat didnt often come to the surface. The first mate was a broad Scotchman, in every sense of the term; the second was a burly little Englishman.

Hows the wind, Collins? said the captain, as the second mate sat down at the dinner-table, and brushed the spray from his face with the back of his brown hand.

Changed a point to the suthard o sou-west, sir, he answered, and looks as if it would blow hard.

Humph! ejaculated the captain, while he proceeded to help the fish. I hope itll only keep quiet till we get into blue water, and then it may blow like blazes for all I care,  Take some trout, doctor? Its the last youll put your teeth through for six weeks to come, I know; so make the most of it.  I wish I were only through the Pentland Firth, and scudding under full sail for the ice  I do. And the captain looked fiercely at the compass which hung over his head, as if he had said something worthy of being recorded in history, and began to eat.

After a pause of five minutes or so  during which time the knives and forks had been clattering pretty vigorously, and the trout had become a miserable skeleton  the captain resumed his discourse.

I tell you what it is now, gentlemen; if theres not going to be a change of some sort or other, Im no sailor.

It does look very threatening, said Mr Carles, peering through the stern window. I dont much like the look of these clouds behind us. Look there, doctor! he continued, pointing towards the window. What do you think of that?

Nothing! replied the doctor, through a mouthful of duff and potatoes. A squall, I fancy; wish itd only wait till after dinner.

It never does, said the captain. Ive been to sea these fifteen years, and I always find that squalls come on at breakfast or dinner, like an unwelcome visitor. Theyve got a thorough contempt for tea  seem to know its but swipes, and not worth pitching into ones lap; but dinners sure to bring em on, if theyre in the neighbourhood, and make em bust their cheeks at you. Remember once, when I was cruising in the Mediterranean, in Lord P s yacht, wed been stewing on deck under an awning the whole forenoon, scarce able to breathe, when the bell rang for dinner. Well, down we all tumbled  about ten ladies and fifteen gentlemen, or thereabouts  and seated ourselves round the table. There was no end of grub of every kind. Lord P  was eccentric in that way, and was always at some new dodge or other in the way of cookery. At this time he had invented a new dumpling. Its jacket was much the same as usual  inch-thick duff; but its contents were beyond anything I ever saw, except the maw of an old shark. Well, just as the steward took off the cover, hississ went the wind overhead, and one of those horrible squalls that come rattling down without a moments warning in those parts, struck the ship, and gave her a heel over that sent the salt-cellars chasing the tumblers like all-possessed; and the great dumpling gave a heavy lurch to leeward, rolled fairly over on its beam-ends, and began to course straight down the table quite sedate and quiet-like. Several dives were made at it by the gentlemen as it passed, but they all missed; and finally, just as a youngster made a grab at it with both hands that bid fair to be successful, another howl of the squall changed its course, and sent it like a cannon-shot straight into the face of the steward, where it split its sides, and scattered its contents right and left. I dont know how it ended, for I bolted up the companion, and saw the squall splitting away to leeward, shrieking as it went, just as if it were rejoicing at the mischief it had done.

The laugh which greeted the captains anecdote had scarce subsided when the tough sides of the good Prince Rupert gave a gentle creak, and the angle at which the active steward perambulated the cabin became absurdly acute.

Just then the doctor cast his eye up at the compass suspended above the captains head. Hallo! said he  But before he could give utterance to the sentiments to which hallo was the preface, the hoarse voice of the first mate came rolling down the companion-hatch, A squall, sir! scoorin doon like mad! Wunds veered richt roond to the nor-east.

The captain and second mate sprang hastily to their feet and rushed upon deck, where the rest of us joined them as speedily as possible.

On gaining the quarter-deck, the scene that presented itself was truly grand. Thick black clouds rolled heavily overhead, and cast a gloom upon the sea which caused it to look like ink. Not a breath of wind swelled the sails, which the men were actively engaged in taking in. Far away on our weather-quarter the clouds were thicker and darker; and just where they met the sea there was seen a bright streak of white, which rapidly grew broader and brighter, until we could perceive that it was the sea lashed into a seething foam by the gale which was sweeping over it.

Mind your helm! shouted the captain.

Ay, ay, sir! sang out the man at the wheel. And in another moment the squall burst upon us with all its fury, laying the huge vessel over on its side as if it had been a feather on the wave, and causing her to fly through the black water like a dolphin.

In a few minutes the first violence of the squall passed away, and was succeeded by a steady breeze, which bore us merrily along over the swelling billows.

A stiff one, that, said the captain, turning to the doctor, who, with imperturbable nonchalance, was standing near him, holding on to a stanchion with one hand, while the other reposed in his breeches pocket.

I hope it will last, replied the doctor. If it does, well not be long of reaching the blue water you long so much for.

Young Wiseacre, who during the squall had been clutching the weather-shrouds with the tenacity of a drowning man, opened his eyes very wide on hearing this, to him, insane wish, and said to me in an undertone, I say, do you think the doctor is quite right in his mind?

I have no doubt of it, replied I. Why do you ask?

Because I heard him say to the captain he wished that this would last.

Is that all? said I, while a very vile spirit of vanity took possession of me, inducing me to speak in a tone which indicated a tranquillity of mind that I certainly did not enjoy. Oh, this is nothing at all! I see youve never been on salt water before. Just wait a bit, old fellow! And having given utterance to this somewhat dark and mysterious expression, I staggered across the deck, and amused myself in watching the thick volumes of spray that flew at every plunge from the sides of the bounding vessel.

The doctors wish was granted. The breeze continued steady and strong, sending us through the Pentland Firth in grand style, and carrying us in a short time to the island of Lewis, where we hove-to for a pilot. After a little signalising we obtained one, who steered our good ship in safety through the narrow entrance to the bay of Stornoway into whose quiet waters we finally dropped our anchor.




Chapter Two.

Stornoway  The ball  At sea  Go out to tea on the Atlantic  Among the ice  Sighting land  A sleepy sight  York Factory and Bachelors Hall.

The harbour of Stornoway is surrounded by high hills, except at the entrance, where a passage  not more, I should think, than three hundred yards wide  admits vessels of any tonnage into its sheltering bosom. Stornoway, a pretty, modest-looking town, apparently pleased with its lot, and contented to be far away from the busy and bustling world, lies snugly at the bottom of the bay. Here we remained upwards of a week, engaging men for the wild Nor-West, and cultivating the acquaintance of the people, who were extremely kind and very hospitable. Occasionally Wiseacre and I amused ourselves with fishing excursions to the middle of the bay in small boats; in which excursions we were usually accompanied by two or three very ragged little boys from the town. Our sport was generally good, and rendered extremely interesting by our uncertainty as to which of the monsters of the deep would first attack our hooks. Rock-codlings and flounders appeared the most voracious, and occasionally a skate or long-legged crab came struggling to the surface.

Just before leaving this peaceful little spot, our captain gave a grand ball on board, to which were invited the élite of Stornoway. Great preparations were made for the occasion. The quarter-deck was well washed and scrubbed; an awning was spread over it, which formed a capital ceiling; and representatives of almost every flag that waves formed the walls of the large and airy apartment. Oil lamps, placed upon the skylights, companion, and capstan, shed a mellow light upon the scene, the romantic effect of which was greatly heightened by a few flickering rays of the moon, which shot through various openings in the drapery, and disported playfully upon the deck. At an early and very unfashionable hour on the evening of the appointed night the guests arrived in detachments; and while the gentlemen scrambled up the side of the vessel, the ladies, amid a good deal of blushing and hesitation, were hoisted on board in a chair. Tea was served on deck; and after half an hours laughing and chatting, during which time our violin-player was endeavouring to coax his first string to the proper pitch without breaking, the ball opened with a Scotch reel. Every one knows what Scotch reels are, but every one does not know how the belles of the Western Isles can dance them.

Just look at that slip of thread-paper, said the doctor to the captain, pointing to a thin, flat young lady, still in her teens. Ive watched her from the first. Shes been up at six successive rounds, flinging her shanks about worse than a teething baby; and shes up again for another, just as cool and serene as a night in the latter end of October. I wonder what shes made of?

Leather, praps, or gutta-percha, suggested the captain, who had himself been flinging his legs about pretty violently during the previous half-hour. I wish that she had been my partner instead of the heavy fair one that you see over there leaning against the mizzen belaying-pins.

Which? inquired the doctor. The old lady with the stun-sails set on her shoulders?

No, no, replied the captain the young lady; fat  very fat  fair, and twenty, with the big blue eyes like signal-lamps on a locomotive. She twisted me round just as if Id been a fathom of pump-water, shouting and laughing all the time in my face, like a sou-west gale, and never looking a bit where she was going till she pitched head-foremost into the union-jack, carrying it and me along with her off the quarter-deck and half-way down the companion. Its a blessing she fell undermost, else I should have been spread all over the deck like a capsized pail of slops.

Hallo! exclaimed the doctor; whats wrong with the old lady over there? Shes making very uncommon faces.

Shes sea-sick, I do believe, cried the captain, rushing across the deck towards her.

And, without doubt, the old lady in question was showing symptoms of that terrible malady, although the bay was as smooth as a mill-pond, and the Prince Rupert reposed on its quiet bosom without the slightest perceptible motion. With impressive nautical politeness the captain handed her below, and in the sudden sympathy of his heart proposed as a remedy a stiff glass of brandy and water.

Or a pipe of cavendish, suggested the second mate, who met them on the ladder as they descended, and could not refrain from a facetious remark, even although he knew it would, as it did, call forth a thundering command from his superior to go on deck and mind his own business.

Isnt it jolly, said a young Stornowite, coming up to Wiseacre, with a face blazing with glee isnt it jolly, Mr Wiseacre?

Oh, very! replied Wiseacre, in a voice of such dismal melancholy that the young Stornowites countenance instantly went out, and he wheeled suddenly round to light it again at the visage of some more sympathising companion.

Just at this point of the revelry the fiddlers first string, which had endured with a dogged tenacity that was wonderful even for catgut, gave way with a loud bang, causing an abrupt termination to the uproar, and producing a dead silence. A few minutes, however, soon rectified this mischance. The discordant tones of the violin, as the new string was tortured into tune, once more opened the safety-valve, and the ball began de novo.

Great was the fun, and numerous were the ludicrous incidents that happened during that eventful night; and loud were the noise and merriment of the dancers as they went with vigorous energy through the bewildering evolutions of country-dance and reel. Immense was the delight of the company when the funniest old gentleman there volunteered a song; and ecstatic the joy when he followed it up by a speech upon every subject that an ordinary mind could possibly embrace in a quarter of an hour. But who can describe the scene that ensued when supper was reported ready in the cabin!  a cabin that was very small indeed, with a stair leading down to it so steep that those who were pretty high up could have easily stepped upon the shoulders of those who were near the foot; and the unpleasant idea was painfully suggested that if any one of the heavy ladies (there were several of them) was to slip her foot on commencing the descent, she would infallibly sweep them all down in a mass, and cram them into the cooks pantry, the door of which stood wickedly open at the foot of the stair, as if it anticipated some such catastrophe. Such pushing, squeezing, laughing, shrieking, and joking, in the vain attempt made to get upwards of thirty people crammed into a room of twelve feet by ten! Such droll and cutting remarks as were made when they were at last requested to sup in detachments! All this, however, was nothing to what ensued after supper, when the fiddler became more energetic, and the dancers more vigorous than ever. But enough. The first grey streaks of morning glimmered in the east ere the joyous party tumbled down the sides and departed to their homes.

There is a sweet yet melancholy pleasure, when far away from friends and home, in thinking over happy days gone by, and dwelling on the scenes and pleasures that have passed away, perhaps for ever. So I thought and felt as I recalled to mind the fun and frolic of the Stornoway ball, and the graver mirth of the Gravesend dinner, until memory traced my course backward, step by step, to the peaceful time when I dwelt in Scotland, surrounded by the gentle inmates of my happy home. We had left the shores and the green water behind us, and were now ploughing through the blue waves of the wide Atlantic; and when I turned my straining eyes towards the faint blue line of the lessening hills, a tear unbidden trembled as the thought arose that I looked perhaps for the last time upon my dear native land.

The sea has ever been an inexhaustible subject for the pens of most classes of writers. The poet, the traveller, and the novelist has each devoted a portion of his time and talents to the mighty ocean; but that part of it which it has fallen to my lot to describe is very different from those portions about which poets have sung with rapture. Here, none of the many wonders of the tropical latitudes beguile the tedium of the voyage; no glittering dolphins force the winged inhabitants of the deep to seek shelter on the vessels deck; no ravenous sharks follow in our wake to eat us if we chance to fall overboard, or amuse us by swallowing our baited hook; no passing vessel cheers us with the knowledge that there are others besides ourselves roaming over the interminable waste of waters. All was dreary and monotonous; the same unvarying expanse of sky and water met our gaze each morning as we ascended to the deck, to walk for half an hour before breakfast, except when the topsails of the other two vessels fluttered for a moment on the distant horizon. Occasionally we approached closer to each other, and once or twice hailed with the trumpet; but these breaks in the solitude of our existence were few and far between.

Towards the end of July we approached Hudson Straits, having seen nothing on the way worth mentioning, except one whale, which passed close under the stern of the ship. This was a great novelty to me, being the first that I had ever seen, and it gave me something to talk of and think about for the next four days.

The ships now began to close in, as we neared the entrance of the straits, and we had the pleasure of sailing in company for a few days. The shores of the straits became visible occasionally, and soon we passed with perfect confidence and security among those narrow channels and mountains of ice that damped the ardour and retarded the progress of Hudson, Button, Gibbons, and other navigators in days of yore.

One day, during a dead calm, our ship and the Prince of Wales lay close to each other, rolling in the swell of the glassy ocean. There seemed to be no prospect of a breeze, so the captain ordered his gig to be launched, and invited the doctor, Mr Carles, and myself to go on board the Prince of Wales with him. We accepted his offer, and were soon alongside. Old Captain Ryle, a veteran in the Companys service, received us kindly, and insisted on our staying to tea. The passengers on board were  a chief factor, (The chief factorship is the highest rank attainable in the service, the chief trader being next) who had been home on leave of absence, and was returning to end his days, perhaps, in the North-West; and Mr John Leagues, a young apprentice clerk, going, like myself, to try his fortune in Hudson Bay. He was a fine, candid young fellow, full of spirit, with a kind, engaging disposition. From the first moment I saw him I formed a friendship for him, which was destined to ripen into a lasting one many years after. I sighed on parting from him that evening, thinking that we should never meet again; but about six years from the time I bade him farewell in Hudson Straits, I again grasped his hand on the shores of the mighty St. Lawrence, and renewed a friendship which afforded me the greatest pleasure I enjoyed in the country, and which, I trust, neither time nor distance will ever lessen or destroy.

We spent the evening delightfully, the more so that we were not likely to have such an opportunity again, as the Prince of Wales would shortly part company from us, and direct her course to Moose Factory, in James Bay, while we should proceed across Hudson Bay to York Factory. We left the ship just as a few cats-paws on the surface of the water gave indications of a coming breeze.

Ice now began to surround us in all directions; and soon after this I saw, for the first time, that monster of the Polar Seas, an iceberg. It was a noble sight. We passed quite close, and had a fine opportunity of observing it. Though not so large as they are frequently seen, it was beautifully and fantastically formed. High peaks rose from it on various places, and down its sides streams of water and miniature cataracts flowed in torrents. The whole mass was of a delicate greenish-white colour, and its lofty pinnacles sparkled in the moonbeams as it floated past, bending majestically in the swell of the ocean. About this time, too, we met numerous fields and floes of ice, to get through which we often experienced considerable difficulty.

My favourite amusement, as we thus threaded our way through the ice, was to ascend to the royal-yard, and there to sit and cogitate whilst gazing on the most beautiful and romantic scenes.

It is impossible to convey a correct idea of the beauty, the magnificence, of some of the scenes through which we passed. Sometimes thousands of the most grotesque, fanciful, and beautiful icebergs and icefields surrounded us on all sides, intersected by numerous serpentine canals, which glittered in the sun (for the weather was fine nearly all the time we were in the straits), like threads of silver twining round ruined palaces of crystal. The masses assumed every variety of form and size; and many of them bore such a striking resemblance to cathedrals, churches, columns, arches, and spires, that I could almost fancy we had been transported to one of the floating cities of Fairyland. The rapid motion, too, of our ship, in what appeared a dead calm, added much to the magical effect of the scene. A light but steady breeze urged her along with considerable velocity through a maze of ponds and canals, which, from the immense quantity of ice that surrounded them, were calm and unruffled as the surface of a mill-pond.

Not a sound disturbed the delightful stillness of nature, save the gentle rippling of the vessels bow as she sped on her way, or the occasional puffing of a lazy whale, awakened from a nap by our unceremonious intrusion on his domains. Now and then, however, my reveries were interrupted by the ship coming into sudden contact with huge lumps of ice. This happened occasionally when we arrived at the termination of one of those natural canals through which we passed, and found it necessary to force our way into the next. These concussions were occasionally very severe  so much so, at times, as to make the ships bell ring; but we heeded this little, as the vessel was provided with huge blocks of timber on her bows, called ice-pieces, and was, besides, built expressly for sailing in the northern seas. It only became annoying at meal-times, when a spoonful of soup would sometimes make a little private excursion of its own over the shoulder of the owner instead of into his mouth.

As we proceeded, the ice became more closely packed, and at last compelled us to bore through it. The ship, however, was never altogether arrested, though often much retarded. I recollect, while thus surrounded, filling a bucket with water from a pool on the ice, to see whether it was fresh or not, as I had been rather sceptical upon this point. It was excellent, and might almost compete with the water from the famous spring of Crawley. In a few days we got out of the ice altogether; and in this, as the ships are frequently detained for weeks in the straits, we considered ourselves very fortunate.

We all experienced at this time a severe disappointment in the non-appearance of the Esquimaux from the coast. The captain said they would be sure to come off to us, as they had always been in the habit of doing so, for the purpose of exchanging ivory and oil for saws, files, needles, etcetera, a large chestful of which is put on board annually for this purpose. The ivory usually procured from them is walrus tusks. These are not very large, and are of inferior quality.

As we approached the shores of the straits, we shortened sail and fired three or four guns, but no noisy chimo floated across the water in answer to our salute; still we lingered for a while, but, as there was no sign of the natives on shore, the captain concluded they had gone off to the interior, and he steered out to sea again. I was very much disappointed at this, as it was wholly unexpected, and Wiseacre and I had promised ourselves much pleasure in trading with them; for which purpose all the buttons of our old waistcoats had been amputated. It was useless, however, to repine, so I contented myself with the hope that they would yet visit us in some other part of the straits. We afterwards learned that our guns had attracted them to the coast in time to board the Prince Albert (which was out of sight astern), though too late for us.

The passage across Hudson Bay was stormy, but no one on board cared for this, all having become accustomed to rough weather. For my part, I had become quite a sailor, and could ascend and descend easily to the truck without creeping through the lubbers hole. I shall not forget the first time I attempted this: our youngest apprentice had challenged me to try it, so up we went together  he on the fore and I on the main mast. The tops were gained easily, and we even made two or three steps up the top-mast shrouds with affected indifference; but, alas! our courage was failing  at least mine was  very fast. However, we gained the cross-trees pretty well, and then sat down for a little to recover breath. The topgallant-mast still reared its taper form high above me, and the worst was yet to come. The top-gallant shrouds had no ratlines on them, so I was obliged to shin up; and, as I worked myself up the two small ropes, the tenacity with which I grasped them was fearful. At last I reached the top, and with my feet on the small collar that fastens the ropes to the mast, and my arms circling the mast itself  for nothing but a bare pole, crossed by the royal-yard, now rose above me  I glanced upwards. After taking a long breath, and screwing up my courage, I slowly shinned up the slender pole, and, standing on the royal-yard, laid my hand upon the truck. After a time I became accustomed to it, and thought nothing of taking an airing on the royal-yard after breakfast.

About the 5th or 6th of August, the captain said we must be near the land. The deep-sea lead was rigged, and a sharp lookout kept, but no land appeared. At last, one fine day, while at the mast-head, I saw something like land on the horizon, and told them so on deck. They saw it too, but gave me no answer. Soon a hurried order to Dowse top-gallant-sails and reef top-sails made me slide down rather hastily from my elevated position. I had scarcely gained the deck, when a squall, the severest we had yet encountered, struck the ship, laying her almost on her beam-ends; and the sea, which had been nearly calm a few minutes before, foamed and hissed like a seething caldron, and became white as snow. This, I believe, was what sailors call a white squall. It was as short as it was severe, and great was our relief when the ship regained her natural position in the water. Next day we saw land in earnest, and in the afternoon anchored in Five Fathom Hole, after passing in safety a sandbar, which renders the entrance into this roadstead rather difficult.

Here, then, for the first time I beheld the shores of Hudson Bay; and truly their appearance was anything but prepossessing. Though only at the distance of two miles, so low and flat was the land, that it appeared ten miles off, and scarcely a tree was to be seen. We could just see the tops of one or two houses in York Factory, the principal depôt of the country, which was seven miles up the river at the mouth of which we lay. In a short time the sails of a small schooner came in sight, and in half an hour more the Frances (named after the amiable lady of the governor, Sir George Simpson) was riding alongside.

The skipper came on board, and immediately there commenced between him and the captain a sharp fire of questions and answers, which roused me from a slumber in which I had been indulging, and hurried me on deck. Here the face of things had changed. The hatches were off, and bales of goods were scattered about in all directions. Another small schooner had arrived, and the process of discharging the vessel was going rapidly forward. A boat was then dispatched to the factory with the packet-box and letter-bag, and soon after the Frances stood in for the shore.

The Prince Albert had arrived almost at the same moment with the Prince Rupert, and was now visited by the second schooner, which soon returned to our ship to take the passengers on shore. The passengers who came out in the Prince Albert were on board  namely, the Reverend Mr Gowley, a clergyman of the Church of England, and his lady; and Mr Rob, a sort of catechist, or semi-clerical schoolmaster. They were missionaries bound for Red River Colony; and as I had some prospect of going there myself, I was delighted to have the probable chance of travelling with companions who, from the short survey I had of them while they conversed with the captain and Mr Carles, seemed good-natured and agreeable.

Mr Carles, Mr Wiseacre, and I now bade adieu to the good ship which had been our home for such a length of time (but I must say I did not regret the parting), and followed our baggage on board the schooner, expecting to reach the factory before dusk. Theres many a slip twixt the cup and the lip, is a proverb well authenticated and often quoted, and on the present occasion its truth was verified. We had not been long under weigh before the ebb tide began to run so strong against us as to preclude the possibility of our reaching the shore that night. There was no help for it, however; so down went the anchor to the bottom, and down went I to the cabin.

Such a cabin! A good-sized trunk, with a small table in it, and the lid shut down, had about as much right to the name. It was awfully small  even I could not stand upright in it, though at the time I had scarcely attained to the altitude of five feet; yet here were we destined to pass the night  and a wretched night we did pass. We got over the first part tolerably, but as it grew late our eyes grew heavy. We yawned, fidgeted and made superhuman efforts to keep awake and seem happy; but it would not do. There were only two berths in the cabin; and, as so many gentlemen were present, Mrs Gowley would not get into either of them, but declared she would sit up all night. The gentlemen, on the other hand, could not be so ungallant as to go to sleep while the only lady present sat up. The case was desperate, and so I went off to the hold, intending to lie down on a bale, if I could find one. In my search I tumbled over something soft, which gave vent to a frightful howl, and proved to be no less a personage than Mr Wiseacre, who had anticipated me, and found a convenient place whereon to lie. My search, however, was less successful. Not a corner big enough for a cat to sleep in was to be found, all the goods having been flung hastily into the hold, so that it was a chaos of box corners, stove legs, edges of kegs and casks, which presented a surface that put to flight all hope of horizontal repose; so I was obliged to return to the cabin, where I found the unhappy inmates winking and blinking at each other like owls in the sunshine.

You had better make use of one of these berths, my young friend, said Mr Gowley, with a bland smile, as I entered; you seem very much overcome with sleep, and we have resolved to sit up all night.

Do get in, urged Mrs Gowley, who was a sweet, gentle creature, and seemed much too delicate and fragile to stand the rough life that was likely to be the lot of the wife of a missionary to the Red men of the Far North; I do not intend to lie down to-night; and besides, it will soon be morning. A sweet but very sleepy smile flitted across her face as she spoke.

Of course, I protested against this with great vehemence, assuring them that I could not think of anything so ungallant, and that I meant to sit it out manfully with the rest. Mr Rob, who was a comical little Welshman, of about thirty years of age, with a sharp, snub nose, which was decorated with spectacles, sat huddled up in a corner, immersed in sleepiness to such an extent that he would not have smiled for worlds, and spent the weary hours in vain efforts to keep his head on his shoulders  an object, apparently, of some difficulty, seeing that it swayed backwards and forwards and round about like that of a Chinese mandarin! For a few minutes I sat gazing steadfastly at the revolving object before me, when my own head became similarly affected, and fell suddenly back against the bulk-head with a tremendous crash, wakening them all up, and causing Mr Rob to stare at me with an expression of vacant gravity, mingled with surprise, which slowly and gradually faded away again as sleep reasserted its irresistible power.

Flesh and blood could not stand this. I would have lain down on the table, but poor Mrs Gowleys head already covered the greater part of that; or on the floor, but, alas! it was too small. At last I began to reason thus with myself: Here are two capital beds, with nobody in them; it is the height of folly to permit them to remain empty; but then, what a selfish-looking thing to leave Mrs Gowley sitting up! After all, she wont go to bed. Oh dear! what is to be done? (Bang went the head again.) Youd better turn in, said Mr Gowley. Again I protested that I could not think of it; but my eyes would not keep open to look him in the face. At last my scruples  I blush to say it  were overcome, and I allowed myself to be half forced into the berth; while Mr Rob, whose self-denial could endure no longer, took advantage of the confusion thus occasioned, and vanished into the other like a harlequin. Poor Mr and Mrs Gowley laid their innocent heads side by side upon the table, and snored in concert.

How long I slept I know not, but long before day a tremendous thumping awoke me, and after I had collected my faculties enough to understand it, I found that the schooner was grounding as the tide receded. Oh! thought I; and, being utterly incapable of thinking more, I fell back on the pillow again, sound asleep, and did not awake till long after daybreak.

Next morning was beautiful; but we were still aground, and, from what the skipper said, there appeared to be no prospect of getting ashore till the afternoon. Our patience, however, was not tried so long; for, early in the day, a boat came off from the factory to take us ashore: but the missionaries preferred remaining in the schooner. Mr Carles, young Wiseacre, and I gladly availed ourselves of the opportunity, and were soon sailing with a fair breeze up Hayes River. We approached to within a few yards of the shore; and I formed, at first sight, a very poor opinion of the country which, two years later, I was destined to traverse full many a mile in search of the feathered inhabitants of the marshes.

The Point of Marsh, which was the first land we made, was quite low  only a few feet above the sea  and studded here and there with thick willows, but not a single tree. Long lank grass covered it in every place, affording ducks and geese shelter, in the autumn and spring. In the centre of it stood the ship-beacon  a tall, ungainly-looking pile, which rose upwards like a monster out of the water. Altogether, a more desolate prospect could not well be imagined.

The banks of Hayes River are formed of clay, and they improved a little in verdure as we ascended; but still, wherever the eye turned, the same universal flatness met the gaze. The river was here about two miles wide, and filled with shallows and sandbanks, which render the navigation difficult for vessels above fifty tons.

As we proceeded, a small bark canoe, with an Indian and his wife in it, glided swiftly past us; and this was the first Indian, and the first of these slender craft, I had seen. Afterwards, I became more intimately acquainted with them than was altogether agreeable.

In a short time we reached the wooden wharf, which, owing to the smallness of everything else in the vicinity, had rather an imposing look, and projected a long way into the water; but our boat passed this and made for a small slip, on which two or three gentlemen waited to receive us.

My voyage was ended. The boats keel grated harshly on the gravel; the next moment my feet once more pressed terra firma, and I stood at last on the shores of the New World, a stranger in a strange land.

I do not intend to give a minute description of York Factory here, as a full account of it will be found in a succeeding chapter, and shall, therefore, confine myself to a slight sketch of the establishment, and our proceedings there during a stay of about three weeks.

York Factory is the principal depôt of the Northern department, from whence all the supplies for the trade are issued, and where all the furs of the district are collected and shipped for England. As may be supposed, then, the establishment is a large one. There are always between thirty and forty men resident at the post, (The word post, used here and elsewhere throughout the book, signifies an establishment of any kind, small or great, and has no reference whatever to the post of epistolary notoriety.) summer and winter; generally four or five clerks, a postmaster, and a skipper for the small schooners. The whole is under the direction and superintendence of a chief factor, or chief trader.

As the winter is very long (nearly eight months), and the summer very short, all the transport of goods to, and returns from, the interior must necessarily be effected as quickly as possible. The consequence is, that great numbers of men and boats are constantly arriving from the inland posts, and departing again, during the summer; and as each brigade is commanded by a chief factor, trader, or clerk, there is a constant succession of new faces, which, after a long and dreary winter, during which the inhabitants never see a stranger, renders the summer at York Factory the most agreeable part of the year. The arrival of the ship from England, too, delights those inhabitants of the wilderness with letters from home, which can only be received twice a year  namely, at the time now alluded to, by the ship; and again in December, when letters and accounts are conveyed throughout the interior by means of sledges drawn by men.

The fort (as all establishments in the Indian country, whether small or great, are sometimes called) is a large square, I should think about six or seven acres, enclosed within high stockades, and planted on the banks of Hayes River, nearly five miles from its mouth. The houses are all of wood, and, of course, have no pretension to architectural beauty; but their clean, white appearance and regularity have a pleasing effect on the eye. Before the front gate stand four large brass field-pieces; but these warlike instruments are only used for the purpose of saluting the ship with blank cartridge on her arrival and departure, the decayed state of the carriages rendering it dangerous to load the guns with a full charge.

The country, as I said before, is flat and swampy, and the only objects that rise very prominently above the rest, and catch the wandering eye, are a lofty outlook, or scaffolding of wood, painted black, from which to watch for the arrival of the ship; and a flagstaff, from whose peak, on Sundays, the snowy folds of St. Georges flag flutter in the breeze.

Such was York Factory in 1841; and as this description is sufficient to give a general idea of the place, I shall conclude it, and proceed with my narrative.

Mr Grave, the chief factor then in charge, received us very kindly, and introduced us to some of the gentlemen standing beside him on the wharf. Mr Carles, being also a chief factor, was taken by him to the commissioned gentlemens house; while Wiseacre and I, being apprentice clerks, were shown the young gentlemens house  or, as the young gentlemen themselves called it, Bachelors Hall  and were told to make ourselves at home. To Bachelors Hall, then, we proceeded, and introduced ourselves. The persons assembled there were  the accountant, five clerks, the postmaster, and one or two others. Some of them were smoking, and some talking; and a pretty considerable noise they made. Bachelors Hall, indeed, was worthy of its name, being a place that would have killed any woman, so full was it of smoke, noise, and confusion.

After having made ourselves acquainted with everybody, I thought it time to present a letter of introduction I had to Mrs Grave, the wife of the gentleman in charge, who received me very kindly. I was much indebted to this lady for supplying me with several pairs of moccasins for my further voyage, and much useful information, without which I should have been badly off indeed. Had it not been for her kindness, I should in all probability have been allowed to depart very ill provided for the journey to Red River, for which I was desired to hold myself in readiness. Young Wiseacre, on the other hand, learned that he was to remain at York Factory that winter, and was placed in the office the day after our arrival, where he commenced work for the first time. We had a long and sage conversation upon the subject the same evening, and I well remember congratulating him, with an extremely grave face, upon his having now begun to do for himself. Poor fellow! his subsequent travels in the country were long and perilous.

But let us pause here a while. The reader has been landed in a new country, and it may be well, before describing our voyage to Red River, to make him acquainted with the peculiarities of the service, and the people with whom he will in imagination have to associate.




Chapter Three.

Description of the Hudson Bay Company  Their forts and establishments  Food  Articles of trade and manner of trading.

In the year 1669, a Company was formed in London, under the direction of Prince Rupert, for the purpose of prosecuting the fur-trade in the regions surrounding Hudson Bay. This Company obtained a charter from Charles the Second, granting to them and their successors, under the name of The Governor and Company of Adventurers trading into Hudsons Bay, the sole right of trading in all the country watered by rivers flowing into Hudson Bay. The charter also authorised them to build and fit out men-of-war, establish forts, prevent any other company from carrying on trade with the natives in their territories, and required that they should do all in their power to promote Discovery.

Armed with these powers, then, the Hudson Bay Company established a fort near the head of James Bay. Soon afterwards, several others were built in different parts of the country; and before long the Company spread and grew wealthy, and eventually extended their trade far beyond the chartered limits.

With the internal economy of the Company under the superintendence of Prince Rupert, however, I am not acquainted; but as it will be necessary to the readers forming a correct idea of the peculiarities of the country and service, that he should know something of its character under the direction of Sir George Simpson, I shall give a brief outline of its arrangements.

Reader, you will materially assist me in my description if you will endeavour to draw the following landscape on the retina of your minds eye.

Imagine an immense extent of country, many hundred miles broad and many hundred miles long, covered with dense forests, expanded lakes, broad rivers, wide prairies, swamps, and mighty mountains: and all in a state of primeval simplicity  undefaced by the axe of civilised man, and untenanted by aught save a few roving hordes of Red Indians and myriads of wild animals. Imagine amid this wilderness a number of small squares, each enclosing half a dozen wooden houses and about a dozen men, and between each of these establishments a space of forest varying from fifty to three hundred miles in length; and you will have a pretty correct idea of the Hudson Bay Companys territories, and of the number of and distance between their forts. The idea, however, may be still more correctly obtained by imagining populous Great Britain converted into a wilderness and planted in the middle of Ruperts Land. The Company, in that case, would build three forts in it  one at the Lands End, one in Wales, and one in the Highlands; so that in Britain there would be but three hamlets, with a population of some thirty men, half a dozen women, and a few children! The Companys posts extend, with these intervals between, from the Atlantic to the Pacific Ocean, and from within the Arctic Circle to the northern boundaries of the United States.

Throughout this immense country there are probably not more ladies than would suffice to form half a dozen quadrilles; and these  poor banished creatures!  are chiefly the wives of the principal gentlemen connected with the fur-trade. The rest of the female population consists chiefly of half-breeds and Indians; the latter entirely devoid of education, and the former as much enlightened as can be expected from those whose life is spent in such a country. Even these are not very numerous; and yet without them the men would be in a sad condition, for they are the only tailors and washer-women in the country, and make all the mittens, moccasins, fur caps, deer-skin coats, etcetera, etcetera, worn in the land.

There are one or two favoured spots, however, into which a missionary or two have penetrated; and in Red River Settlement (the only colony in the Companys territories) there are several churches and clergymen, both Protestant and Roman Catholic.

The country is divided into four large departments: the Northern department, which includes all the establishments in the far north and frozen regions; the Southern department, including those to the south and east of this, the post at the head of James Bay, and along the shores of Lake Superior; the Montreal department, including the country in the neighbourhood of Montreal, up the Ottawa River, and along the north shore of the Gulf of St. Lawrence and Esquimaux Bay; and the Columbia department, which comprehends an immense extent of country to the west of the Rocky Mountains, including the Oregon territory, which, although the Hudson Bay Company still trade in it, now belongs to the Americans.

These departments are divided into a number of districts, each under the direction of an influential officer; and these again are subdivided into numerous establishments, forts, posts, and outposts.

The name of fort, as already remarked, is given to all the posts in the country; but some of them certainly do not merit the name  indeed, few of them do. The only two in the country that are real, bonâ fide forts, are Fort Garry and the Stone Fort in the colony of Red River, which are surrounded by stone walls with bastions at the corners. The others are merely defended by wooden pickets or stockades; and a few, where the Indians are quiet and harmless, are entirely destitute of defence of any kind. Some of the chief posts have a complement of about thirty or forty men; but most of them have only ten, five, four, and even two, besides the gentleman in charge. As in most instances these posts are planted in a wilderness far from men, and the inhabitants have only the society of each other, some idea may be formed of the solitary life led by many of the Companys servants.

The following is a list of the forts in the four different departments, as correctly given as possible; but, owing to the great number in the country, the constant abandoning of old and establishing of new forts, it is difficult to get at a perfectly correct knowledge of their number and names:  

Northern Department.

York Fort (the depôt).

Churchill.

Severn.

Oxford House.

Trout Lake House.

Norway House.

Nelson River House.

Berens River House.

Red River Colony.

Fort Garry.

Stone Fort.

Manitoba House.

Fort Pelly.

Cumberland House.

Carlton House.

Fort Pitt.

Edmonton.

Rocky Mountain House.

Fort Aminaboine.

Jaspers House.

Henrys House.

Fort Chipewyan.

Fort Vermilion.

Fort Dunvegan.

Fort Simpson.

Fort Norman.

Fort Good Hope.

Fort Halkett.

Fort Resolution.

Peels River.

Fort Alexander.

Rat Portage House.

Fort Frances.

Isle a là Crosse.

Southern Department.

Moose Factory (the depôt).

Ruperts House.

Fort George.

Michiskau.

Albany.

Lac Seul

Kinogomousse.

Matawagamingue.

Kuckatoosh.

New Brunswick.

Abitibi.

Temiscamingue.

Grand Lac.

Trout Lake.

Matarva.

Canasicomica.

Lacloche.

Sault de Ste. Maria.

Fort William.

Pic House.

Michipicoton.

Bachiwino.

Nepigon.

Washwonaby.

Pike Lake.

Temagamy.

Green Lake.

Missisague.

Montreal Department.

Lachine (the depôt).

Rivière du Moine.

Lac des Allumettes.

Fort Coulonge.

Rivière Desert.

Lac des Sables.

Lake of Two Mountains.

Kikandatch.

Weymontachingue.

Rat River.

Ashabmoushwan.

Chicoutimie.

Lake St. Johns.

Tadousac.

Isle Jérémie.

Port Neuf.

Goodbout.

Trinity River.

Seven Islands.

Mingan.

Nabisippi.

Natoequene.

Musquarro.

Fort Nasoopie.

Mainewan Lake.

Sandy Banks.

Gull Islands.

North-west River.

Rigolet.

Kiboksk.

Eyelick.

Columbia Department.

Fort Vancouver (the depôt).

Fort George.

Nez Percé.

Ockanagan.

Colville.

Fort Hall.

Thompsons River.

Fort Langley.

Cootanies.

Flat-head Post.

Nisqually.

Alexandria.

Fort Chilcotin.

Fort James.

Fort Fluz Cuz.

Babine Lake.

And an agency in the Sandwich Islands.

There are seven different grades in the service. First, the labourer, who is ready to turn his hand to anything; to become a trapper, fisherman, or rough carpenter at the shortest notice. He is generally employed in cutting firewood for the consumption of the establishment at which he is stationed, shovelling snow from before the doors, mending all sorts of damages to all sorts of things, and, during the summer months, in transporting furs and goods between his post and the nearest depôt. Next in rank is the interpreter. He is, for the most part, an intelligent labourer, of pretty long standing in the service, who, having picked up a smattering of Indian, is consequently very useful in trading with the natives. After the interpreter comes the postmaster; usually a promoted labourer, who, for good behaviour or valuable services, has been put upon a footing with the gentlemen of the service, in the same manner that a private soldier in the army is sometimes raised to the rank of a commissioned officer. At whatever station a postmaster may happen to be placed, he is generally the most useful and active man there. He is often placed in charge of one of the many small stations, or outposts, throughout the country. Next are the apprentice clerks  raw lads, who come out fresh from school, with their mouths agape at the wonders they behold in Hudson Bay. They generally, for the purpose of appearing manly, acquire all the bad habits of the country as quickly as possible, and are stuffed full of what they call fun, with a strong spice of mischief. They become more sensible and sedate before they get through the first five years of their apprenticeship, after which they attain to the rank of clerks. The clerk, after a number of years service (averaging from thirteen to twenty), becomes a chief trader (or half-shareholder), and in a few years more he attains the highest rank to which any one can rise in the service, that of chief factor (or shareholder).

It is a strange fact that three-fourths of the Companys servants are Scotch Highlanders and Orkneymen. There are very few Irishmen, and still fewer English. A great number, however, are half-breeds and French Canadians, especially among the labourers and voyageurs.

From the great extent, and variety of feature, in the country occupied by the fur-traders, they subsist, as may be supposed, on widely different kinds of food. In the prairie, or plain countries, animal food is chiefly used, as there thousands of deer and bisons wander about, while the woods are stocked with game and wild-fowl. In other places, however, where deer are scarce and game not so abundant, fish of various kinds are caught in the rivers and lakes; and in other parts of the country they live partly upon fish and partly upon animal food. Vegetables are very scarce in the more northern posts, owing to the severity of the winter, and consequent shortness of summer. As the Companys servants are liable, on the shortest notice, to be sent from one end of the continent to another, they are quite accustomed to change of diet;  one year rejoicing in buffalo-humps and marrow-bones, in the prairies of the Saskatchewan, and the next devouring hung white-fish and scarce venison, in the sterile regions of Mackenzie River, or varying the meal with a little of that delectable substance often spoken of by Franklin, Back, and Richardson as their only dish  namely, tripe-de-roche, a lichen or moss which grows on the most barren rocks, and is only used as food in the absence of all other provisions.

During the first years of the Company, they were much censured for not carrying out the provision contained in the royal charter, that they should prosecute Discovery as much as possible; and it was even alleged that they endeavoured to prevent adventurers, not connected with themselves, from advancing in their researches. There is every reason to believe, however, that this censure was undeserved. A new company, recently formed in a wild country, could not at first be expected to have time or funds to advance the arduous and expensive cause of Discovery. With regard to their having impeded the attempts of others, it is doubtful whether any one in the service ever did so; but even had such been the case, the unauthorised and dishonourable conduct of one or two of their servants does not sanction the condemnation of the whole Company. Besides, the cause of Discovery was effectively advanced in former days by Herne, and in later years by Dease and Simpson, Dr Rae, and others; so that, whatever might have been the case at first, there can be no doubt that the Company have done much for the cause of late years.

The trade carried on by the Company is in peltries of all sorts, oil, dried and salted fish, feathers, quills, etcetera. A list of some of their principal articles of commerce is subjoined:  

Beaver-skins.

Bear-skins, Black.

Bear-skins, Brown.

Bear-skins, White or Polar.

Bear-skins, Grizzly.

Badger-skins.

Buffalo or Bison Robes (see note below).

Castorum, a substance procured from the body of the beaver.

Deer-skins, Rein.

Deer-skins, Red.

Deer-skins, Moose or Elk.

Deer-skins, parchment.

Feathers of all kinds.

Fisher-skins.

Fox-skins, Black.

Fox-skins, Silver.

Fox-skins, Cross.

Fox-skins, Red.

Fox-skins, White.

Fox-skins, Blue.

Goose-skins.

Ivory (tusks of the Walrus).

Lynx-skins.

Marten-skins.

Musquash-skins.

Otter-skins.

Oil, Seal.

Oil, Whale.

Swan-skins.

Salmon, salted.

Seal-skins.

Wolf-skins

Wolverine-skins.

Note. The hide of the bison  or, as it is called by the fur-traders, the buffalo  when dressed on one side and the hair left on the other, is called a robe. Great numbers are sent to Canada, where they are used for sleigh wrappers in winter. In the Indian county they are often used instead of blankets.

The most valuable of the furs mentioned in the above list is that of the black fox. This beautiful animal resembles in shape the common fox of England, but it is much larger, and jet-black, with the exception of one or two white hairs along the back-bone and a pure white tuft on the end of the tail. A single skin sometimes brings from twenty-five to thirty guineas in the British market; but, unfortunately, they are very scarce. The silver fox differs from the black fox only in the number of white hairs with which its fur is sprinkled; and the more numerous the white hairs, the less valuable does it become. The cross fox is a cross between the black or silver and the red fox. The red fox bears a much inferior fur to the other kinds; yet it is a good article of trade, as this species is very numerous. These four kinds of foxes are sometimes produced in the same litter, the mother being a red fox. The white fox is of less value than the red, and is also very numerous, particularly on the shores of Hudson Bay. The variety termed the blue fox is neither numerous nor valuable. It is of a dirty bluish-grey colour, and seldom makes its appearance at the Companys posts.

Beaver, in days of yore, was the staple fur of the country; but, alas! the silk hat has given it its death-blow, and the star of the beaver has now probably set for ever  that is to say, with regard to men; probably the animals themselves fancy that their lucky star has just risen. The most profitable fur in the country is that of the marten. It somewhat resembles the Russian sable, and generally maintains a steady price. These animals, moreover, are very numerous throughout most part of the Companys territories, particularly in Mackenzie River, whence great numbers are annually sent to England.

All the above animals and a few others are caught in steel and wooden traps by the natives; while deer, buffaloes, etcetera, are run down, shot, and snared in various ways, the details of which will be found in another part of this volume.

Trade is carried on with the natives by means of a standard valuation, called in some parts of the country a castor. This is to obviate the necessity of circulating money, of which there is little or none, excepting in the colony of Red River. Thus, an Indian arrives at a fort with a bundle of furs, with which he proceeds to the Indian trading-room. There the trader separates the furs into different lots, and, valuing each at the standard valuation, adds the amount together, and tells the Indian (who has looked on the while with great interest and anxiety) that he has got fifty or sixty casters; at the same time he hands the Indian fifty or sixty little bits of wood in lieu of cash, so that the latter may know, by returning these in payment of the goods for which he really exchanges his skins, how fast his funds decrease. The Indian then looks round upon the bales of cloth, powder-horns, guns, blankets, knives, etcetera, with which the shop is filled, and after a good while makes up his mind to have a small blanket. This being given him, the trader tells him that the price is six castors; the purchaser hands back six of his little bits of wood, and selects something else. In this way he goes on till all his wooden cash is expended; and then, packing up his goods, departs to show his treasures to his wife, and another Indian takes his place. The value of a castor is from one to two shillings. The natives generally visit the establishments of the Company twice a year  once in October, when they bring in the produce of their autumn hunts; and again in March, when they come in with that of the great winter hunt.

The number of castors that an Indian makes in a winter hunt varies from fifty to two hundred, according to his perseverance and activity, and the part of the country in which he hunts. The largest amount I ever heard of was made by a man called Piaquata-Kiscum, who brought in furs on one occasion to the value of two hundred and sixty castors. The poor fellow was soon afterwards poisoned by his relatives, who were jealous of his superior abilities as a hunter, and envious of the favour shown him by the white men.

After the furs are collected in spring at all the different outposts, they are packed in conveniently-sized bales, and forwarded, by means of boats and canoes, to the three chief depôts on the sea-coast  namely, Fort Vancouver, at the mouth of the Columbia River, on the shores of the Pacific; York Fort, on the shores of Hudson Bay; and Moose Factory, on the shores of James Bay  whence they are transported in the Companys ships to England. The whole country in summer is, consequently, in commotion with the passing and repassing of brigades of boats laden with bales of merchandise and furs; the still waters of the lakes and rivers are rippled by the paddle and the oar; and the long-silent echoes which have slumbered in the icy embrace of a dreary winter, are now once more awakened by the merry voice and tuneful song of the hardy voyageur.

This slight sketch of the Hudson Bay Company and of the territories occupied by them may, for the present, serve to give some idea of the nature of the service and the appearance of the country. We shall now proceed to write of the Indiana inhabiting these wild regions.

(Doubtless the reader is aware that the chartered rights of the Hudson Bay Company now (1875) no longer exist; nevertheless their operations are still conducted in the same manner as of old, so that the above description is applicable in almost all respects to the greater part of the country at the present time.)




Chapter Four.

North Americas Indians  Their manners and customs  Costume, dwellings, Implements, etcetera.  A tale of murder and cannibalism  A night excursion with an Indian  A deer hunt.

The aborigines of North America are divided into a great number of nations or tribes, differing not only in outward appearance but also in customs and modes of life, and in some instances entertaining for each other a bitter and implacable hatred.

To describe the leading peculiarities of some of these tribes, particularly those called Crees, will be my object in the present chapter.

Some of the tribes are known by the following names:  Crees, Seauteaux, Stone Indians, Sioux, Blackfeet, Chipewyans, Slave Indians, Crows, Flatheads, etcetera. Of these, the Crees are the quietest and most inoffensive; they inhabit the woody country surrounding Hudson Bay; dwell in tents; never go to war; and spend their time in trapping, shooting, and fishing. The Seauteaux are similar to the Crees in many respects, and inhabit the country further in the interior. The Stone Indians, Sioux, Blackfeet, Slave Indians, Crows, and Flatheads inhabit the vast plains and forests in the interior of America, on the east and west of the Rocky Mountains, and live chiefly by the produce of the chase. Their country swarms with bisons, and varieties of deer, bears, etcetera, which they hunt, shoot, snare, and kill in various ways. Some of these tribes are well supplied with horses, with which they hunt the buffalo. This is a wild, inspiriting chase, and the natives are very fond of it. They use the gun a good deal, but prefer the bow and arrow (in the use of which they are very expert) for the chase, and reserve the gun for warfare,  many of them being constantly engaged in skirmishing with their enemies. As the Crees were the Indians with whom I had the most intercourse, I shall endeavour to describe my old friends more at length.

The personal appearance of the men of this tribe is not bad. Although they have not the bold, daring carriage of the wilder tribes, yet they have active-looking figures, intelligent countenances, and a peculiar brightness in their dark eyes, which, from a constant habit of looking around them while travelling through the woods, are seldom for a moment at rest. Their jet-black hair generally hangs in straight matted locks over their shoulders, sometimes ornamented with beads and pieces of metal, and occasionally with a few partridge feathers; but they seldom wear a hat or cap of any kind, except in winter, when they make clumsy imitations of foraging-caps with furs  preferring, if the weather be warm, to go about without any head-dress at all; or, if it be cold, using the large hood of their capotes as a covering. They are thin, wiry men, not generally very muscular in their proportions, but yet capable of enduring great fatigue. Their average height is about five feet five inches; and one rarely meets with individuals varying much from this average, nor with deformed people, among them. The step of a Cree Indian is much longer than that of a European; owing, probably, to his being so much accustomed to walking through swamps and forests, where it is necessary to take long strides. This peculiarity becomes apparent when an Indian arrives at a fort, and walks along the hard ground inside the walls with the trader, whose short, bustling, active step contrasts oddly with the long, solemn, ostrich-like stride of the savage; which, however appropriate in the woods, is certainly strange and ungraceful on a good road.

The summer dress of the Indian is almost entirely provided for him by the Hudson Bay Company. It consists chiefly of a blue or grey cloth, or else a blanket capote reaching below the knee, made much too loose for the figure, and strapped round the waist with a scarlet or crimson worsted belt. A very coarse blue striped cotton shirt is all the underclothing they wear, holding trousers to be quite superfluous; in lieu of which they make leggins of various kinds of cloth, which reach from a few inches above the knee down to the ankle. These leggins are sometimes very tastefully decorated with bead-work, particularly those of the women, and are provided with flaps or wings on either side.

The costume, however, is slightly varied in winter. The blanket or cloth capote is then laid aside for one of smoked red-deer skin, which has very much the appearance of chamois leather. This is lined with flannel, or some other thick, warm substance, and edged with fur (more for ornament, however, than warmth) of different kinds. Fingerless mittens, with a place for the thumb, are also adopted; and shoes or moccasins of the same soft material. The moccasins are very beautiful, fitting the feet as tightly as a glove, and are tastefully ornamented with dyed porcupine quills and silk thread of various colours, at which work the women are particularly au fait. As the leather of the moccasin is very thin (see note 1), blanket and flannel socks are worn underneath  one, two, or even four pairs, according to the degree of cold; and in proportion as these socks are increased in number, the moccasin, of course, loses its elegant appearance.

The Indian women are not so good-looking as the men. They have an awkward, slouching gait, and a downcast look  arising, probably, from the rude treatment they experience from their husbands; for the North American Indians, like all other savages, make complete drudges of their women, obliging them to do all the laborious and dirty work, while they reserve the pleasures of the chase for themselves. Their features are sometimes good; but I never saw a really pretty woman among the Crees. Their colour, as well as that of the men, is a dingy brown, which, together with their extreme filthiness, renders them anything but attractive. They are, however, quiet, sweet-tempered, and inoffensive creatures, destitute as well of artificial manners as of stays. Their dress is a gown, made without sleeves, and very scanty in the skirt, of coarse blue or green cloth; it reaches down to a little under the knee, below which their limbs are cased in leggins beautifully ornamented. Their whole costume, however, like that of the men, is almost always hid from sight by a thick blanket, without which the Indian seldom ventures abroad. The women usually make the top of the blanket answer the purpose of a head-dress; but when they wish to appear very much to advantage, they put on a cap. It is a square piece of blue cloth, profusely decorated with different-coloured beads, and merely sewed up at the top. They wear their hair in long straggling locks, which have not the slightest tendency to curl, and occasionally in queues or pigtails behind; but in this respect, as in every other, they are very careless of their personal appearance.

These primitive children of the forest live in tents of deerskin or bark; and sometimes, where skins are scarce, of branches of trees. They are conically shaped, and are constructed thus:  The Indian with his family (probably two wives and three or four children) arrives in his bark canoe at a pretty level spot, sheltered from the north wind, and conveniently situated on the banks of a small stream, where the fish are plentiful, and pine branches (or brush), for the floor of the tent, abundant. Here he runs his canoe ashore, and carries his goods and chattels up the bank. His first business is to cut a number of long poles, and tie three of them at the top, spreading them out in the form of a tripod. He then piles all the other poles round these, at half a foot distance from each other, and thus encloses a circle of between fifteen and twenty feet in diameter. Over the poles (if he is a good hunter, and has plenty of deer-skins) he spreads the skin tent, leaving an opening at the top for the egress of the smoke. If the tent be a birch-bark one, he has it in separate rolls, which are spread over the poles till the whole is covered. A small opening is left facing the river or lake, which serves for a doorway; and this is covered with an old blanket, a piece of deer-skin, or, in some instances, by bison-skin or buffalo robe. The floor is covered with a layer of small pine branches, which serve for carpet and mattress; and in the centre is placed the wood fire, which, when blazing brightly, gives a warmth and comfort to the slight habitation that could scarcely be believed. Here the Indian spends a few days or weeks, according to the amount of game in the vicinity, and then removes to some other place, carrying with him the covering of the tent, but leaving the poles standing, as they would be cumbrous to carry in his small canoe, and thousands may be had at every place where he may wish to land.

The Indian canoe is an exceedingly light and graceful little craft, and well adapted for travelling in through a wild country, where the rivers are obstructed by long rapids, waterfalls, and shallows. It is so light that one man can easily carry it on his shoulders over the land, when a waterfall obstructs his progress; and as it only sinks about four or six inches in the water, few places are too shallow to float it. The birch bark of which it is made is about a quarter of an inch thick; and the inside is lined with extremely thin flakes of wood, over which a number of light timbers are driven, to give strength and tightness to the machine. In this frail bark, which measures from twelve, fifteen, thirty, to forty feet long, and from two to four feet broad in the middle, a whole Indian family of eight or ten souls will travel hundreds of miles, over rivers and lakes innumerable; now floating swiftly down a foaming rapid, and anon gliding over the surface of a quiet lake, or making a portage overland when a rapid is too dangerous to descend; and, while the elders of the family assist in carrying the canoe, the youngsters run about plucking berries, and the shaggy little curs (one or two of which are possessed by every Indian family) search for food, or bask in the sun at the foot of the babys cradle, which stands bolt upright against a tree, while the child gazes upon all these operations with serene indifference.

Not less elegant and useful than the canoe is the snowshoe, without which the Indian would be badly off indeed. It is not, as many suppose, used as a kind of skate, with which to slide over the snow, but as a machine to prevent, by its size and breadth, the wearer from sinking into the snow; which is so deep that, without the assistance of the snowshoe, no one could walk a quarter of a mile through the woods in winter without being utterly exhausted.

It is formed of two thin pieces of light wood, tied at both ends, and spread out near the middle, thus making a kind of long oval, the interior of which is filled up with network of deer-skin threads. Strength is given to the frame by placing wooden bars across; and it is fastened loosely to the foot by a slight line going over the toe. In case, however, it may be supposed that by a shoe I mean an article something the size of a mans foot, it may be as well to state that snow-shoes measure from four to six feet long, and from thirteen to twenty inches wide. Notwithstanding their great size, the extreme lightness of their materials prevents them being cumbrous; and, after a little practice, a traveller forgets that he has them on, if the weather be good for such walking. Frosty weather is the best for snow-shoe travelling, as the snow is fine and dust-like, and falls through the net-work. If the weather be warm, the wet snow renders the shoe heavy, and the lines soon begin to gall the feet. On these shoes an Indian will travel between twenty and thirty miles a day; and they often accomplish from thirty to forty when hard pressed.

The food of the Indian varies according to circumstances. Sometimes he luxuriates on deer, partridges, and fat beaver; whilst at others he is obliged to live almost entirely on fish, and not unfrequently on tripe-de-roche. This substance, however, does no more than retard his ultimate destruction by starvation; and unless he meets with something more nourishing, it cannot prevent it. When starving, the Indian will not hesitate to appease the cravings of hunger by resorting to cannibalism; and there were some old dames with whom I was myself acquainted, who had at different periods eaten several of their children. Indeed, some of them, it was said, had also eaten their husbands!

The following anecdote, related to me by my friend Carles, who spent many years of his life among the North American Indians, depicts one of the worst of these cases of cannibalism.

It was in the spring of 18 hundred and something that Mr Carles stood in the Indian Hall of one of the far-distant posts in Athabasca, conversing with a party of Chipewyan Indians, who had just arrived with furs from their winter hunting-grounds. The large fires of wood, sparkling and blazing cheerfully up the wide chimney, cast a bright light round the room, and shone upon the dusky countenances of the Chipewyans, as they sat gravely on the floor, smoking their spwagans in silence. A dark shade lowered upon every face, as if thoughts of an unpleasant nature disturbed their minds; and so it was. A deed of the most revolting description had been perpetrated by an Indian of the Cree tribe, and they were about to relate the story to Mr Carles.

After a short silence, an old Indian removed his pipe, and, looking round upon the others, as if to ask their consent to his becoming spokesman, related the particulars of the story, the substance of which I now give.

Towards the middle of winter, Wisagun, a Cree Indian, removed his encampment to another part of the country, as game was scarce in the place where he had been residing. His family consisted of a wife, a son of eight or nine years of age, and two or three children, besides several of his relations; in all, ten souls, including himself. In a few days they arrived at their new encamping ground, after having suffered a great deal of misery by the way from starvation. They were all much exhausted and worn out, but hoped, having heard of buffaloes in the vicinity, that their sufferings would soon be relieved.

Here they remained several days without finding any game, and were reduced to the necessity of devouring their moccasins and leathern coats, rendered eatable by being singed over the fire. Soon this wretched resource was also gone, and they were reduced to the greatest extremity, when a herd of buffaloes was descried far away in the prairie, on the edge of which they were encamped. All were instantly on the qui vive. Guns were loaded, snow-shoes put on, and in ten minutes the males of the hungry party set off after the herd, leaving Wisaguns wife and children with another girl in the tent. It was not long, however, before the famished party began to grow tired. Some of the weakest dropped behind; while Wisagun, with his son Natappe, gave up the chase, and returned to the encampment. They soon arrived at it, and Wisagun, peeping in between the chinks of the tent to see what the women were doing, saw his wife engaged in cutting up one of her own children, preparatory to cooking it. In a transport of passion, the Indian rushed forward and stabbed her, and also the other woman; and then, fearing the wrath of the other Indians, he fled to the woods. It may be conceived what were the feelings of the remainder of the party when they returned and found their relatives murdered. They were so much exhausted, however, by previous suffering, that they could only sit down and gaze on the mutilated bodies in despair. During the night, Wisagun and Natappe returned stealthily to the tent, and, under cover of the darkness, murdered the whole party as they lay asleep. Soon after this the two Indians were met by another party of savages, in good condition, although, from the scarcity of game, the others were starving. The former accounted for this, however, by saying that they had fallen in with a deer not long ago; but that, before this had happened, all the rest of the family had died of starvation.

It was the party who had met the two Indians wandering in the plains that now sat round the fire relating the story to Mr Carles.

The tale was still telling when the hall door slowly opened, and Wisagun, gaunt and cadaverous, the very impersonation of famine, slunk into the room, along with Natappe, and seated himself in a corner near the fire. Mr Carles soon obtained from his own lips confirmation of the horrible deed, which he excused by saying that most of his relations had died before he ate them.

In a few days after this, the party of Indians took their departure from the house, to proceed to their village in the forest; and shortly after Wisagun and Natappe also left, to rejoin their tribe. The news of their deeds, however, had preceded them, so they were received very coldly; and soon after Wisagun pitched his tent, the other Indians removed, with one accord, to another place, as though it were impossible to live happily under the shadow of the same trees. This exasperated Wisagun so much that he packed up his tent and goods, launched his canoe, and then, before starting, went up to the village, and told them it was true he had killed all his relatives; and that he was a conjurer, and had both power and inclination to conjure them to death too. He then strode down to the banks of the river, and, embarking with his son, shot out into the stream. The unhappy man had acted rashly in his wrath. There is nothing more dangerous than to threaten to kill a savage, as he will certainly endeavour to kill the person who threatens him, in order to render the execution of his purpose impossible. Wisagun and his son had no sooner departed than two men coolly took up their guns, entered a canoe, and followed them. Upon arriving at a secluded spot, one of them raised his gun and fired at Wisagun, who fell over the side of the canoe, and sank to rise no more. With the rapidity of thought, Natappe seized his fathers gun, sprang ashore, and bounded up the bank; a shot was fired which went through the fleshy part of his arm, and the next moment he was behind a tree. Here he called out to the Indians, who were reloading their guns, not to kill him, and he would tell them all. After a little consideration, they agreed to spare him; he embarked with them, and was taken afterwards to the fort, where he remained many years in the Companys service.

Although instances of cannibalism are not unusual among the Indian tribes, they do not resort to it from choice, but only when urged by the irrepressible cravings of hunger.

All the Indian tribes are fond of spirits; and in former times, when the distribution of rum to the natives was found necessary to compete with other companies, the use of the fire-water was carried to a fearful extent. Since Sir George Simpson became governor, however, the distribution of spirits has been almost entirely given up; and this has proved a most beneficial measure for the poor Indians.

Tobacco also is consumed by them in great quantities; indeed, the pipe is seldom out of the Indians mouth. If he is not hunting, sleeping, or eating, he is sure to be smoking. A peculiar kind of shrub is much used by them, mixed with tobacco  partly for the purpose of making it go far, and partly because they can smoke more of it at a time with impunity.

The Indian is generally very lazy, but can endure, when requisite, great fatigue and much privation. He can go longer without eating than a European, and, from the frequent fasts he has to sustain, he becomes accustomed, without injury, to eat more at a meal than would kill a white man. The Indian children exhibit this power in a very extraordinary degree, looking sometimes wretchedly thin and miserable, and an hour or two afterwards waddling about with their little stomachs swollen almost to bursting!

When an Indian wants a wife, he goes to the fair ones father, and asks his consent. This being obtained, he informs the young lady of the circumstance, and then returns to his wigwam, whither the bride follows him, and installs herself as mistress of the house without further ceremony. Generally speaking, Indians content themselves with one wife, but it is looked upon as neither unusual nor improper to take two, or even three wives. The great point to settle is the husbands ability to support them. Thus, a bad hunter can only afford one wife, whilst a good one may have three or four.

If an old man or woman of the tribe becomes infirm, and unable to proceed with the rest when travelling, he or she, as the case may be, is left behind in a small tent made of willows, in which are placed a little firewood, some provisions, and a vessel of water. Here the unhappy wretch remains in solitude till the fuel and provisions are exhausted, and then dies. Should the tribe be in their encampment when an Indian dies, the deceased is buried, sometimes in the ground, and sometimes in a rough wooden coffin raised a few feet above it. They do not now bury guns, knives, etcetera, with their dead, as they once did, probably owing to their intercourse with white men.

The Supreme Being among the Indians is called Manitou; but He can scarcely be said to be worshipped by them, and the few ideas they have of His attributes are imperfect and erroneous. Indeed, no religious rites exist among them, unless the unmeaning mummery of the medicine tent can be looked upon as such. Of late years, however, missionaries, both of the Church of England and the Wesleyans, have exerted themselves to spread the Christian religion among these tribes, than whom few savages can be more unenlightened or morally degraded; and there is reason to believe that the light of the gospel is now beginning to shine upon them with beneficial influence.

There is no music in the soul of a Cree, and the only time they attempt it is when gambling  of which they are passionately fond  when they sing a kind of monotonous chant, accompanied with a noisy rattling on a tin kettle. The celebrated war-dance is now no longer in existence among this tribe. They have wisely renounced both war and its horrors long ago. Among the wilder inhabitants of the prairies, however, it is still in vogue, with all the dismal accompaniments of killing, scalping, roasting, and torturing that distinguished American warfare a hundred years ago.

The different methods by which the Indian succeeds in snaring and trapping animals are numerous. A good idea of these may be had by following an Indian in his rounds.

Suppose yourself, gentle reader, standing at the gate of one of the forts in Hudson Bay, watching a savage arranging his snow-shoes, preparatory to entering the gloomy forest. Let us walk with this Indian on a visit to his traps.

The night is very dark, as the moon is hid by thick clouds, yet it occasionally breaks out sufficiently to illumine our path to Stemaws wigwam, and to throw the shadows of the neighbouring trees upon the pale snow, which crunches under our feet as we advance, owing to the intense cold. No wind breaks the stillness of the night, or shakes the lumps of snow off the branches of the neighbouring pines or willows; and nothing is heard save the occasional crackling of the trees as the severe frost acts upon their branches. The tent, at which we soon arrive, is pitched at the foot of an immense tree, which stands in a little hollow where the willows and pines are luxuriant enough to afford a shelter from the north wind. Just in front, a small path leads to the river, of which an extensive view is had through the opening, showing the long fantastic shadows of huge blocks and mounds of ice cast upon the white snow by the flickering moonlight. A huge chasm, filled with fallen trees and mounds of snow, yawns on the left of the tent; and the ruddy sparks of fire which issue from a hole in its top throw this and the surrounding forest into deeper gloom. The effect of this wintry scene upon the mind is melancholy in the extreme  causing it to speed across the bleak and frozen plains, and visit again the warm fireside and happy faces in a far-distant home; and yet there is a strange romantic attraction in the wild woods that gradually brings it back again, and makes us impatient to begin our walk with the Indian. Suddenly the deer-skin robe that covers the aperture of the wigwam is raised, and a bright stream of warm light gushes out, tipping the dark-green points of the opposite trees, and mingling strangely with the paler light of the moon  and Stemaw stands erect in front of his solitary home, to gaze a few moments on the sky and judge of the weather, as he intends to take a long walk before laying his head upon his capote for the night. He is in the usual costume of the Cree Indians: a large leathern coat, very much overlapped in front, and fastened round his waist with a scarlet belt, protects his body from the cold. A small rat-skin cap covers his head, and his legs are cased in the ordinary blue cloth leggins. Large moccasins, with two or three pair of blanket socks, clothe his feet; and fingerless mittens, made of deer-skin, complete his costume. After a few minutes passed in contemplation of the heavens, the Indian prepares himself for the walk. First he sticks a small axe in his belt, serving as a counterpoise to a large hunting-knife and fire-bag which depend from the other side. He then slips his feet through the lines of his snow-shoes, and throws the line of a small hand-sledge over his shoulder. The hand-sledge is a thin, flat slip or plank of wood, from five to six feet long by one foot broad, and is turned up at one end. It is extremely light, and Indians invariably use it when visiting their traps, for the purpose of dragging home the animals or game they may have caught. Having attached this sledge to his back, he stoops to receive his gun from his faithful squaw (see note 2), who has been watching his operations through a hole in the tent; and throwing it on his shoulder, strides off, without uttering a word, across the moonlit space in front of the tent, turns into a narrow track that leads down the dark ravine, and disappears in the shades of the forest. Soon he reaches the termination of the track (made for the purpose of reaching some good dry trees for firewood), and stepping into the deep snow with the long, regular, firm tread of one accustomed to snow-shoe walking, he winds his way rapidly through the thick stems of the surrounding trees, and turns aside the smaller branches of the bushes.

The forest is now almost dark, the foliage overhead having become so dense that the moon only penetrates through it in a few places, causing the spots on which it falls to shine with a strange phosphoric light, and rendering the surrounding masses darker by contrast. The faint outline, of an old snowshoe track, at first discernible, is now quite invisible; but still Stemaw moves forward with rapid, noiseless step, as sure of his way as if a broad beaten track lay before him. In this manner he moves on for nearly two miles, sometimes stooping to examine closely the newly-made track of some wild animal, and occasionally giving a glance at the sky through the openings in the leafy canopy above him, when a faint sound in the bushes ahead brings him to a full stop. He listens attentively, and a noise, like the rattling of a chain, is heard proceeding from the recesses of a dark, wild-looking hollow a few paces in front. Another moment, and the rattle is again distinctly heard; a slight smile of satisfaction crosses Stemaws dark visage, for one of his traps is set in that place, and he knows that something is caught. Quickly descending the slope, he enters the bushes whence the sound proceeds, and pauses when within a yard or two of his trap, to peer through the gloom. A cloud passes off the moon, and a faint ray reveals, it may be, a beautiful black fox caught in the snare. A slight blow on the snout from Stemaws axe-handle kills the unfortunate animal; in ten minutes more it is tied to his sledge, the trap is reset and again covered over with snow, so that it is almost impossible to tell that anything is there; and the Indian pursues his way.

The steel-trap used by the Indians is almost similar to the ordinary rat-trap of England, with this difference, that it is a little larger, is destitute of teeth, and has two springs in place of one. A chain is attached to one spring for the purpose of fixing a weight to the trap, so that the animal caught may not be able to drag it far from the place where it was set. The track in the snow enables the hunter to find his trap again. It is generally set so that the jaws, when spread out flat, are exactly on a level with the snow. The chain and weight are both hid, and a thin layer of snow spread on top of the trap. The bait (which generally consists of chips of a frozen partridge, rabbit, or fish) is then scattered around in every direction; and, with the exception of this, nothing distinguishes the spot. Foxes, beavers, wolves, lynx, and other animals are caught in this way, sometimes by a fore leg, sometimes by a hind leg, and sometimes by two legs at once, and occasionally by the nose. Of all these ways the Indians prefer catching by two legs, as there is then not the slightest possibility of the animal escaping. When foxes are caught by one leg, they often eat it off close to the trap, and escape on the other three. I have frequently seen this happen; and I once saw a fox caught which had evidently escaped in this way, as one of its legs was gone, and the stump healed up and covered again with hair. When they are caught by the nose they are almost sure to escape, unless taken out of the trap very soon after being caught, as their snouts are so sharp or wedge-like that they can pull them from between the jaws of the trap without much difficulty.

Having now described the way of using this machine, we will rejoin Stemaw, whom we left on his way to the next trap. There he goes, moving swiftly over the snow mile after mile, as if he could not feel fatigue, turning aside now and then to visit a trap, and giving a short grunt when nothing is in it, or killing the animal when caught, and tying it on the sledge. Towards midnight, however, he begins to walk more cautiously, examines the priming of his gun, and moves the axe in his belt, as if he expected to meet some enemy suddenly. The fact is, that close to where he now stands are two traps which he set in the morning close to each other for the purpose of catching one of the formidable coast wolves. These animals are so sagacious that they will scrape all round a trap, let it be ever so well set, and after eating all the bait, walk away unhurt. Indians consequently endeavour in every possible way to catch them  and, among others, by setting two traps close together; so that, while the wolf scrapes at one, he may perhaps put his foot in the other. It is in this way that Stemaws traps are set, and he now proceeds cautiously towards them, his gun in the hollow of his left arm. Slowly he advances, peering through the bushes, but nothing is visible; suddenly a branch crashes under his snow-shoe, and with a savage growl a large wolf bounds towards him, landing almost at his feet. A single glance, however, shows the Indian that both traps are on his legs, and that the chains prevent his further advance. He places his gun against a tree, draws his axe from the belt, and advances to kill the animal. It is an undertaking, however, of some difficulty. The fierce brute, which is larger than a Newfoundland dog, strains every nerve and sinew to break its chains; while its eyes glisten in the uncertain light, and foam curls from its blood-red mouth. Now it retreats as the Indian advances, grinning horribly as it goes; and anon, as the chains check its further retreat, it springs with fearful growl towards Stemaw, who slightly wounds it with his axe, as he jumps backward just in time to save himself from the infuriated animal, which catches in its fangs the flap of his leggin, and tears it from his limb. Again Stemaw advances, and the wolf retreats and again springs on him, but without success. At last, as the wolf glances for a moment to one side  apparently to see if there is no way of escape  quick as lightning the axe descends with stunning violence on its head; another blow follows; and in five minutes more Stemaw heaves the huge brute across his shoulders, and carries it to his sledge.

This, however, has turned out a more exhausting business than Stemaw expected; so he determines to encamp and rest for a few hours. Selecting a large pine, whose spreading branches cover a patch of ground free from underwood, he scrapes away the snow with his snow-shoe. Silently but busily he labours for a quarter of an hour; and then, having cleared a space seven or eight feet in diameter, and nearly four feet deep, he cuts down a number of small branches, which he strews at the bottom of the hollow, till all the snow is covered. This done, he fells two or three of the nearest trees, cuts them up into lengths of about five feet long, and piles them at the root of the tree. A light is soon applied to the pile, and up glances the ruddy flame, crackling among the branches overhead, and sending thousands of bright sparks into the air. No one who has not seen it can have the least idea of the change that takes place in the appearance of the woods at night when a large fire is suddenly lighted. Before, all was cold, silent, chilling, gloomy, and desolate, and the pale snow looked unearthly in the dark. Now, a bright ruddy glow falls upon the thick stems of the trees, and penetrates through the branches overhead, tipping those nearest the fire with a ruby tinge, the mere sight of which warms one. The white snow changes to a beautiful pink, whilst the stems of the trees, bright and clearly visible near at hand, become more and more indistinct in the distance, till they are lost in the black background. The darkness, however, need not be seen from the encampment; for, when the Indian lies down, he will be surrounded by the snow walls, which sparkle in the firelight as if set with diamonds. These do not melt, as might be expected. The frost is much too intense for that, and nothing melts except the snow quite close to the fire. Stemaw has now concluded his arrangements: a small piece of dried deers meat warms before the blaze; and, meanwhile, he spreads his green blanket on the ground, and fills a stone calumet (or pipe with a wooden stem) with tobacco, mixed with a kind of weed prepared by himself. The white smoke from this soon mingles with the thicker volumes from the fire, which curl up through the branches into the sky, now shrouding him in their wreaths, and then, as the bright flame obtains the mastery, leaving his dark face and coal-black eyes shining in the warm light. No one enjoys a pipe more than an Indian; and Stemaws tranquil visage, wreathed in tobacco smoke, as he reclines at full length under the spreading branches of the pine, and allows the white vapour to pass slowly out of his mouth and nose, certainly gives one an excellent idea of savage enjoyment.

Leaving him here, then, to solace himself with a pipe preparatory to resting his wearied limbs for the night, we will change the hour, and conduct the reader to a different scene.

It is now day. The upper edge of the sun has just risen, red and frosty-looking, in the east, and countless myriads of icy particles glitter on every tree and bush in its red rays; while the white tops of the snow-drifts, which dot the surface of the small lake at which we have just arrived, are tipped with the same rosy hue. The lake is of considerable breadth, and the woods on its opposite shore are barely visible. An unbroken coat of pure white snow covers its entire surface, whilst here and there a small islet, covered with luxuriant evergreens, attracts the eye, and breaks the sameness of the scene. At the extreme left of the lake, where the points of a few bulrushes and sedgy plants appear above the snow, are seen a number of small earthy mounds, in the immediate vicinity of which the trees and bushes are cut and barked in many places, while some of them are nearly cut down. This is a colony of beavers. In the warm months of summer and autumn, this spot is a lively, stirring place, as the beavers are then employed nibbling down trees and bushes, for the purpose of repairing their dams, and supplying their storehouses with food. The bark of willows is their chief food, and all the bushes in the vicinity are more or less cut through by these persevering little animals. Their dams, however (which are made for the purpose of securing to themselves a constant sufficiency of water), are made with large trees; and stumps will be found, if you choose to look for them, as thick as a mans leg, which the beavers have entirely nibbled through, and dragged by their united efforts many yards from where they grew.

Now, however, no sign of animal life is to be seen, as the beavers keep within doors all winter; yet I venture to state that there are many now asleep under the snow before us. It is not, reader, merely for the purpose of showing you the outside of a beaver-lodge that I have brought you such a distance from human habitations. Be patient, and you shall soon see more. Do you observe that small black speck moving over the white surface of the lake, far away on the horizon? It looks like a crow, but the forward motion is much too steady and constant for that. As it approaches, it assumes the form of a man; and at last the figure of Stemaw, dragging his empty sleigh behind him (for he has left his wolf and foxes in the last nights encampment, to be taken up when returning home), becomes clearly distinguishable through the dreamy haze of the cold wintry morning. He arrives at the beaver-lodges, and, I warrant, will soon play havoc among the inmates.

His first proceeding is to cut down several stakes, which he points at the ends. These are driven, after he has cut away a good deal of ice from around the beaver-lodge, into the ground between it and the shore. This is to prevent the beaver from running along the passage they always have from their lodges to the shore, where their storehouse is kept, which would make it necessary to excavate the whole passage. The beaver, if there are any, being thus imprisoned in the lodge, the hunter next stakes up the opening into the storehouse on shore, and so imprisons those that may have fled there for shelter on hearing the noise of his axe at the other house. Things being thus arranged to his entire satisfaction, he takes an instrument called an ice-chisel  which is a bit of steel about a foot long by one inch broad, fastened to the end of a stout pole  wherewith he proceeds to dig through the lodge. This is by no means an easy operation; and although he covers the snow around him with great quantities of frozen mud and sticks, yet his work is not half finished. At last, however, the interior of the hut is laid bare; and the Indian, stooping down, gives a great pull, when out comes a large, fat, sleepy beaver, which he flings sprawling on the snow. Being thus unceremoniously awakened from its winter nap, the shivering animal looks languidly around, and even goes the length of grinning at Stemaw, by way of showing its teeth, for which it is rewarded with a blow on the head from the pole of the ice-chisel, which puts an end to it. In this way several more are killed, and packed on the sleigh. Stemaw then turns his face towards his encampment, where he collects the game left there; and away he goes at a tremendous pace, dashing the snow in clouds from his snow-shoes, as he hurries over the trackless wilderness to his forest home.

Near his tent, he makes a détour to visit a marten trap; where, however, he finds nothing. This trap is of the simplest construction, being composed of two logs, the one of which is supported over the other by means of a small stick, in such a manner that when the marten creeps between the two and pulls the bait, the support is removed, and the upper log falls on and crushes it to death.

In half an hour the Indian arrives at his tent, where the dark eyes of his wife are seen gazing through a chink in the covering, with an expression that denotes immense joy at the prospect of gorging for many days on fat beaver, and having wherewithal to purchase beads and a variety of ornaments from the white men, upon the occasion of her husband and herself visiting the posts of the fur-traders in the following spring.

But some of the tribes have a more sociable as well as a more productive way of conducting business, at least as regards venison; for they catch the deer in a pound.

Their mode of accomplishing this is to select a well-frequented deer-path, and enclose with a strong fence of twisted trees and brushwood a space about a mile in circumference, and sometimes more. The entrance of the pound is not larger than a common gate, and its inside is crowded with innumerable small hedges, in the openings of which are fixed snares of strong well-twisted thongs. One end is generally fastened to a growing tree; and as all the wood and jungle within the enclosure is left standing, its interior forms a complete labyrinth. On each side of the door a line of small trees, stuck up in the snow fifteen or twenty yards apart, form two sides of an acute angle, widening gradually from the entrance, from which they sometimes extend two or three miles. Between these rows of brushwood runs the path frequented by the deer. When all things are prepared, the Indians take their station on some eminence commanding a prospect of this path, and the moment any deer are seen going that way, the whole encampment  men, women, and children  steal under cover of the woods till they get behind them. They then show themselves in the open ground, and, drawing up in the form of a crescent, advance with shouts. The deer finding themselves pursued, and at the same time imagining the rows of brushy poles to be people stationed to prevent their passing on either side, run straight forward till they get into the pound. The Indians instantly close in, block up the entrance, and whilst the women and children run round the outside to prevent them from breaking or leaping the fence, the men enter with their spears and bows, and speedily dispatch such as are caught in the snares or are running loose. (see Hearnes Journey. pages 78 to 80).

McLean, a gentleman who spent twenty-five years in the Hudson Bay territories, assures us that on one occasion he and a party of men entrapped and slaughtered in this way a herd of three hundred deer in two hours.

I must crave the readers pardon for this long digression, and beg him to recollect that at the end of the second chapter I left myself awaiting orders to depart for Red River, to which settlement we will now proceed.



Note 1. Many people at home have asked me how such thin things can keep out the wet of the snow. The reader must bear in mind that the snow, for nearly seven months, is not even damp for five minutes, so constant is the frost. When it becomes wet in spring, Europeans adopt ordinary English shoes, and Indians do not mind the wet.



Note 2. Squeiaw is the Indian for a woman. Squaw is the English corruption of the word, and is used to signify a wife.




Chapter Five.

Voyage from York Factory to Red River  Voyage begun  Our manner of travelling  Encamping in the woods  Portaging and shooting wildfowl  Whisky-jacks  A storm  Lake Winnipeg  Arrival at Red River Settlement.

Somewhere about the beginning of September, Mr Carles, Mr and Mrs Gowley, Mr Rob, and myself set out with the Portage La Loche brigade, for the distant colony of Red River. The Portage la Loche brigade usually numbers six or seven boats, adapted for inland travelling where the navigation is obstructed by rapids, waterfalls, and cataracts, to surmount which, boats and cargo are carried overland by the crews. These carrying places are called portages; and between York Factory and Red River there are upwards of thirty-six, of various lengths. Besides these, there are innumerable rapids, up which the boats have to be pushed inch by inch with poles, for miles together; so that we had to look forward to a long and tedious voyage.

The brigade with which we left York Factory usually leaves Red River about the end of May, and proceeds to Norway House, where it receives Athabasca and Mackenzie River outfits. It then sets out for the interior; and upon arriving at Portage la Loche, the different boats land their cargoes, while the Mackenzie River boats, which came to meet them, exchange their furs for the outfits. The brigade then begins to retrace its way, and returns to Norway House, whence it proceeds to York Factory, where it arrives about the commencement of September, lands the furs, and receives part of the Red River outfit, with which it sets out for that place as soon as possible.

With this brigade, then, we started from York Factory, with a cheering song from the men in full chorus. They were in good spirits, being about to finish the long voyage, and return to their families at Red River, after an absence of nearly five months, during which time they had encountered and overcome difficulties that would have cooled the most sanguine temperament; but these hardy Canadians and half-breeds are accustomed to such voyages from the age of fifteen or sixteen, and think no more of them than other men do of ordinary work.

Mr Carles and I travelled together in the guides boat; Mr and Mrs Gowley in another; and Mr Rob in a third by himself. We took the lead, and the others followed as they best could. Such was the order of march in which we commenced the ascent of Hayes River.

It may not be uninteresting here to describe the matériel of our voyage.

Our boat, which was the counterpart of the rest, was long, broad, and shallow, capable of carrying forty hundredweight, and nine men, besides three or four passengers, with provisions for themselves and the crew. It did not, I suppose, draw more than three feet of water when loaded, perhaps less, and was, moreover, very light for its size. The cargo consisted of bales, being the goods intended for the Red River sale-room and trading-shop. A rude mast and tattered sail lay along the seats, ready for use, should a favourable breeze spring up; but this seldom occurred, the oars being our chief dependence during the greater part of the voyage.

The provisions of the men consisted of pemmican and flour; while the passengers revelled in the enjoyment of a ham, several cured buffalo-tongues, tea, sugar, butter, and biscuit, and a little brandy and wine, wherewith to warm us in cold weather, and to cheer the crew with a dram after a day of unusual exertion. All our provisions were snugly packed in a case and basket, made expressly for the purpose.

Pemmican being a kind of food with which people in the civilised world are not generally acquainted, I may as well describe it here.

It is made by the buffalo-hunters of the Red River, Swan River, and Saskatchewan prairies; more particularly by those of Red River, where many of the colonists spend a great part of the year in pursuit of the buffalo. They make it thus: Having shot a buffalo (or bison), they cut off lumps of his flesh, and slitting it up into flakes or layers, hang it up in the sun to dry. In this state it is often made up into packs, and sent about the country to be consumed as dried meat; but when pemmican is wanted, it has to go through another process. When dry, the meat is pounded between two stones till it is broken into small pieces; these are put into a bag made of the animals hide, with the hair on the outside, and well mixed with melted grease; the top of the bag is then sewn up, and the pemmican allowed to cool. In this state it may be eaten uncooked; but the voyageurs, who subsist on it when travelling, mix it with a little flour and water, and then boil it; in which state it is known throughout the country by the elegant name of robbiboo. Pemmican is good wholesome food, will keep fresh for a great length of time, and were it not for its unprepossessing appearance, and a good many buffalo hairs mixed with it, through the carelessness of the hunters, would be very palatable. After a time, however, one becomes accustomed to those little peculiarities.

It was late in the afternoon when we left York Factory; and after travelling a few miles up Hayes River, put ashore for the night.

We encamped upon a rough, gravelly piece of ground, as there was no better in the neighbourhood; so that my first night in the woods did not hold out the prospect of being a very agreeable one. The huge log fires, however, soon blazed cheerily up, casting a ruddy glow upon the surrounding foliage and the wild uncouth figures of the voyageurs, who, with their long dark hair hanging in luxuriant masses over their bronzed faces, sat or reclined round the fires, smoking their pipes, and chatting with as much carelessness and good-humour as if the long and arduous journey before them never once entered their minds. The tents were pitched on the most convenient spot we could find; and when supper was spread out, and a candle lighted (which, by the way, the strong blaze of our camp-fire rendered quite unnecessary), and Mr Carles, seating himself upon a pile of cloaks, blankets, and cushions, looked up with a broad grin on his cheerful, good-humoured countenance, and called me to supper, I began to think that if all travelling in Hudson Bay were like this, a voyage of discovery to the North Pole would be a mere pleasure trip! Alas! in after-years I found it was not always thus.

Supper was soon disposed of, and having warmed ourselves at the fire, and ventured a few rash prophecies on the probable weather of the morrow, we spread our blankets over an oiled cloth, and lay lovingly down together; Mr Carles to snore vociferously, and I to dream of home.

At the first blush of day I was awakened by the loud halloo of the guide, who, with a voice of a Stentor, gave vent to a Lève! Lève! lève! that roused the whole camp in less than two minutes. Five minutes more sufficed to finish our toilet (for, be it known, Mr Carles and I had only taken off our coats), tie up our blankets, and embark. In ten minutes we were once more pulling slowly up the current of Hayes River.

The missionaries turned out to be capital travellers, and never delayed the boats a moment; which is saying a good deal for them, considering the short space of time allowed for dressing. As for the hardy voyageurs, they slept in the same clothes in which they had wrought during the day, each with a single blanket round him, in the most convenient spot he could find. A few slept in pairs, but all reposed under the wide canopy of heaven.

Early morning is always the most disagreeable part of the travellers day. The cold dews of the past night render the air chilly, and the gloom of departing night tends greatly to depress the spirits. As I became acquainted with this mode of travelling, I became more knowing; and, when there was not much probability of being interrupted by portages, I used to spread out my blanket in the stern of the boat, and snooze till breakfast-time. The hour for breakfast used to vary, according as we arrived late or early at an eligible spot. It was seldom earlier than seven, or later than nine oclock.

Upon the occasion of our first breakfast in the woods, we were fortunate. The sun shone brightly on the surrounding trees and bushes; the fires blazed and crackled; pots boiled, and cooks worked busily on a green spot, at the side of a small bay or creek, in which the boats quietly floated, scarce rippling the surface of the limpid water. A little apart from the men, two white napkins marked our breakfast-place, and the busy appearance of our cook gave hopes that our fast was nearly over. The whole scene was indescribably romantic and picturesque, and worthy of delineation by a more experienced pencil than mine. Breakfast was a repetition of the supper of the preceding night; the only difference being, that we ate it by daylight, in the open air, instead of by candlelight, under the folds of our canvas tent. After it was over, we again embarked, and proceeded on our way.

The men used to row for a space of time denominated a pipe; so called from the circumstance of their taking a smoke at the end of it. Each spell lasted for nearly two hours, during which time they rowed without intermission. The smoke usually occupied five or ten minutes, after which they pulled again for two hours more; and so on. While travelling in boats, it is only allowable to put ashore for breakfast; so, about noon, we had a cold dinner in the boat: and, with appetites sharpened by exposure to the fresh air, we enjoyed it pretty well.

In a couple of days we branched off into Steel River, and began its ascent. The current here was more rapid than in Hayes River; so rapid, indeed, that, our oars being useless, we were obliged to send the men ashore with the tracking-line. Tracking, as it is called, is dreadfully harassing work. Half of the crew go ashore, and drag the boat slowly along, while the other half go to sleep. After an hours walk, the others then take their turn; and so on, alternately, during the whole day.

The banks of the river were high, and very precipitous; so that the poor fellows had to scramble along, sometimes close to the waters edge, and sometimes high up the bank, on ledges so narrow that they could scarcely find a footing, and where they looked like flies on a wall. The banks, too, being composed of clay or mud, were very soft, rendering the work disagreeable and tiresome; but the light-hearted voyageurs seemed to be quite in their element, and laughed and joked while they toiled along, playing tricks with each other, and plunging occasionally up to the middle in mud, or to the neck in water, with as much nonchalance as if they were jumping into bed.

On the fifth day after leaving York Factory, we arrived at the Rock Portage. This is the first on the route, and it is a very short one. A perpendicular waterfall, eight or ten feet high, forms an effectual barrier to the upward progress of the boats by water; so that the only way to overcome the difficulty is to carry everything across the flat rock, from which the portage derives its name, and reload at the upper end.

Upon arriving, a novel and animating scene took place. Some of the men, jumping ashore, ran briskly to and fro with enormous burdens on their backs; whilst others hauled and pulled the heavy boats slowly up the cataract, hallooing and shouting all the time, as if they wished to drown the thundering noise of the water, which boiled and hissed furiously around the rocks on which we stood. In about an hour our boat, and one or two others, had passed the falls; and we proceeded merrily on our way, with spirits elevated in proportion to the elevation of our bodies.

It was here that I killed my first duck; and well do I remember the feeling of pride with which I contemplated the achievement. That I had shot her sitting about five yards from the muzzle of my gun, which was loaded with an enormous charge of shot, is undeniable; but this did not lessen my exultation a whit. The sparrows I used to kill in days of yore, with inexpressible delight, grew small by degrees and comically less before the plump inhabitant of the marshes, till they dwindled into nothing; and the joy and fuss with which I hailed the destruction of the unfortunate bird can only be compared to, and equalled by, the crowing and flurry with which a hen is accustomed to announce the production of her first egg.

During the voyage, we often disturbed large flocks of geese, and sometimes shot a few. When we chanced to come within sight of them before they saw us, the boats all put ashore; and LEsperance, our guide, went round through the bushes, to the place where they were, and seldom failed in rendering at least one of the flock hors de combat. At first I would as soon have volunteered to shoot a lion in Africa, with a Bushman beside me, as have presumed to attempt to kill geese while LEsperance was present  so poor an opinion had I of my skill as a marksman; but, as I became more accustomed to seeing them killed, I waxed bolder; and at last, one day, having come in sight of a flock, I begged to be allowed to try my hand. The request was granted; LEsperance lent me his gun, and away I went cautiously through the bushes. After a short walk, I came close to where they were swimming about in the water; and cocking my gun, I rushed furiously down the bank, breaking everything before me, and tumbling over half a dozen fallen trees in my haste, till I cleared the bushes; and then, scarcely taking time to raise the gun to my shoulder, banged right into the middle of the flock, just as they were taking wing. All rose; but they had not gone far when one began to waver a little, and finally sat down in the water again  a sure sign of being badly wounded. Before the boats came up, however, he had swam to the opposite bank, and hid himself among the bushes; so that, much to my disappointment, I had not the pleasure of handling this new trophy of my prowess.

Upon one occasion, while sauntering along the banks of the river in search of ducks and geese, while the boats were slowly ascending against the strong current, I happened to cast my eyes across the stream, and there, to my amazement, beheld a large black bear bounding over the rocks with the ease and agility of a cat. He was not within shot, however, and I was obliged to content myself with seeing him run before me for a quarter of a mile, and then turn off into the forest.

This was truly the happiest time I ever spent in the Nor-West. Everything was full of novelty and excitement. Rapid succeeded rapid, and portage followed portage in endless succession  giving me abundance of opportunities to range about in search of ducks and geese, which were very numerous, while the men were dragging the boats, and carrying the goods over the portages. The weather was beautiful, and it was just the season of the year when the slight frost in the mornings and evenings renders the blazing camp-fire agreeable, and destroys those little wretches, the mosquitoes. My friend Mr Carles was a kind and indulgent companion, bearing good-naturedly with my boyish pranks, and cautioning me, of course ineffectually, against running into danger. I had just left home and the restraint of school, and was now entering upon a wild and romantic career. In short, every thing combined to render this a most agreeable and interesting voyage. I have spent many a day of amusement and excitement in the country, but on none can I look back with so much pleasure as on the time spent in this journey to Red River.

The scenery through which we passed was pretty and romantic, but there was nothing grand about it. The country generally was low and swampy; the highest ground being the banks of the river, which sometimes rose to from sixty to seventy feet. Our progress in Hill River was slow and tedious, owing to the number of rapids encountered on the way. The hill from which the river derives its name is a small, insignificant mound, and owes its importance to the flatness of the surrounding country.

Besides the larger wild-fowl, small birds of many kinds were very numerous. The most curious, and at the same time the most impudent, among the latter were the whisky-jacks. They always hovered round us at breakfast, ready to snap up anything that came within their reach  advancing sometimes to within a yard or two of our feet, and looking at us with a very comical expression of countenance. One of the men told me that he had often caught them in his hand, with a piece of pemmican for a bait; so one morning after breakfast I went a little to one side of our camp, and covering my face with leaves, extended my hand with a few crumbs in the open palm. In five minutes a whisky-jack jumped upon a branch over my head, and after reconnoitring a minute or so, lit upon my hand, and began to breakfast forthwith. You may be sure the trap was not long in going off; and the screeching that Mr Jack set up on finding my fingers firmly closed upon his toes was tremendous. I never saw a more passionate little creature in my life: it screamed, struggled, and bit unceasingly, until I let it go; and even then it lighted on a tree close by, and looked at me as impudently as ever. The same day I observed that when the men were ashore the whisky-jacks used to eat out of the pemmican bags left in the boats; so I lay down close to one, under cover of a buffalo-skin, and in three minutes had made prisoner of another of these little inhabitants of the forest. They are of a bluish-grey colour, and nearly the size of a blackbird; but they are such a bundle of feathers that when plucked they do not look much larger than a sparrow. They live apparently on animal food (at least, they are very fond of it), and are not considered very agreeable eating.

We advanced very slowly up Hill River. Sometimes, after a day of the most toilsome exertions, during which the men were constantly pushing the boats up long rapids, with poles, at a very slow pace, we found ourselves only four or five miles ahead of the last nights encampment. As we ascended higher up the country, however, travelling became more easy. Sometimes small lakes and tranquil rivers allowed us to use the oars  and even the sails, when a puff of fair wind arose. Occasionally we were sweeping rapidly across the placid water; anon buffeting with, and advancing against, the foaming current of a powerful river, whose raging torrent seemed to bid defiance to our further progress: now dragging boats and cargoes over rocks, and through the deep shades of the forest, when a waterfall checked us on our way; and again dashing across a lake with favouring breeze; and sometimes, though rarely, were wind-bound on a small islet or point of land.

Our progress was slow, but full of interest, novelty, and amusement. My fellow-travellers seemed to enjoy the voyage very much; and even Mrs Gowley, to whom hardships were new, liked it exceedingly.

On our way we passed Oxford House  a small outpost of York Factory district. It is built on the brow of a grassy hill, which rises gradually from the margin of Oxford Lake. Like most of the posts in the country, it is composed of a collection of wooden houses, built in the form of a square, and surrounded by tall stockades, pointed at the tops. These, however, are more for ornament than defence. A small flag-staff towers above the buildings; from which, upon the occasion of an arrival, a little red Hudson Bay Companys flag waves its folds in the gentle current of an evening breeze. There were only two or three men at the place; and not a human being, save one or two wandering Indians, was to be found within hundreds of miles of this desolate spot. After a stay here of about half an hour, we proceeded on our way.

Few things are more beautiful or delightful than crossing a lake in the woods on a lovely morning at sunrise. The brilliant sun, rising in a flood of light, pierces through the thin haze of morning, converting the countless myriads of dewdrops that hang on tree and bush into sparkling diamonds, and burnishing the motionless flood of water, till a new and mighty firmament is reflected in the wave; as if Nature, rising early from her couch, paused to gaze with admiration on her resplendent image reflected in the depths of her own matchless mirror. The profound stillness, too, broken only by the measured sweep of the oars, fills the soul with awe; whilst a tranquil but unbounded happiness steals over the heart of the traveller as he gazes out upon the distant horizon, broken here and there by small verdant islets, floating as it were in air. He wanders back in thought to far-distant climes; or wishes, mayhap, that it were possible to dwell in scenes like this with those he loves for ever.

As the day advances, the scene, though slightly changed, is still most beautiful. The increasing heat, dispelling the mists, reveals in all its beauty the deep blue sky speckled with thin fleecy clouds, and, imparting a genial warmth to the body, creates a sympathetic glow in the soul. Flocks of snow-white gulls sail in graceful evolutions round the boats, dipping lightly in the water as if to kiss their reflected images; and, rising suddenly in long rapid flights, mount in circles up high above the tranquil world into the azure sky, till small white specks alone are visible in the distance. Up, up they rise on sportive wing, till the straining eye can no longer distinguish them, and they are gone! Ducks, too, whir past in rapid flight, steering wide of the boats, and again bending in long graceful curves into their course. The sweet, plaintive cry of the whip-poor-will rings along the shore; and the faint answer of his mate floats over the lake, mellowed by distance to a long tiny note. The air is motionless as the water; and the enraptured eye gazes in dreamy enjoyment on all that is lovely and peaceful in nature.

These are the pleasures of travelling in the wilderness. Let us change the picture.

The sun no longer shines upon the tranquil scene. Dark, heavy clouds obscure the sky; a suffocating heat depresses the spirits and enervates the frame; sharp, short gusts of wind now ruffle the inky waters, and the floating islands sink into insignificance as the deceptive haze which elevated them flies before the approaching storm. The ducks are gone, and the plaintive notes of the whip-poor-will are hushed as the increasing breeze rustles the leafy drapery of the forest. The gulls wheel round still, but in more rapid and uncertain flight, accompanying their motions with shrill and mournful cries, like the dismal wailings of the spirit of the storm. A few drops of rain patter on the boats, or plump like stones into the water, and the distant melancholy growl of thunder swells upon the coming gale. Uneasy glances are cast, ever and anon, towards clouds and shore, and grumbling sentences are uttered by the men. Suddenly a hissing sound is heard, a loud clap of thunder growls overhead, and the gale, dashing the white spray wildly before it, rushes down upon the boats.

A terre! à terre! shout the men. The boats are turned towards the shore, and the bending oars creak and groan as they pull swiftly on. Hiss! whir! the gale bursts forth, dashing clouds of spray into the air, twisting and curling the foaming water in its fury. The thunder crashes with fearful noise, and the lightning gleams in fitful lurid streaks across the inky sky. Presently the shore is gained, amid a deluge of rain which saturates everything with water in a few minutes. The tents are pitched, but the fires will scarcely burn, and are at last allowed to go out. The men seek shelter under the oiled cloths of the boats; while the travellers, rolled up in damp blankets, with the rain oozing through the tents upon their couches, gaze mournfully upon the dismal scene, and ponder sadly on the shortness of the step between happiness and misery.

Nearly eighteen days after we left York Factory we arrived in safety at the depôt of Norway House. This fort is built at the mouth of a small and sluggish stream, known by the name of Jack River. The houses are ranged in the form of a square; none of them exceed one story in height, and most of them are whitewashed. The ground on which it stands is rocky; and a small garden, composed chiefly of sand, juts out from the stockades like a strange excrescence. A large, rugged mass of rocks rises up between the fort and Playgreen Lake, which stretches out to the horizon on the other side of them. On the top of these rocks stands a flagstaff, as a beacon to guide the traveller; for Norway House is so ingeniously hid in a hollow that it cannot be seen from the lake till the boat almost touches the wharf. On the left side of the building extends a flat grassy park or green, upon which during the summer months there is often a picturesque and interesting scene. Spread out to dry in the sun may be seen the snowy tent of the chief factor, lately arrived. A little further off, on the rising ground, stands a dark and almost imperceptible wigwam, the small wreath of white smoke issuing from the top proving that it is inhabited. On the river bank three or four boats and a north canoe are hauled up; and just above them a number of sunburned voyageurs and a few Indians amuse themselves with various games, or recline upon the grass, basking in the sunshine. Behind the fort stretches the thick forest, its outline broken here and there by cuttings of firewood or small clearings for farming.

Such was Norway House in 1841. The rocks were crowded when we arrived, and we received a hearty welcome from Mr Russ  the chief factor in charge  and his amiable family. As it was too late to proceed any further that day, we determined to remain here all night.

From the rocks before mentioned, on which the flagstaff stands, we had a fine view of Playgreen Lake. There was nothing striking or bold in the scene, the country being low and swampy, and no hills rose on the horizon or cast their shadows on the lake; but it was pleasing and tranquil, and enlivened by one or two boats sailing about on the water.

We spent an agreeable evening; and early on the following morning started again on our journey, having received an agreeable addition to our party in the person of Miss Jessie Russ, second daughter of Mr Russ, from whom we had just parted.

On the evening of the first day after our departure from Norway House, we encamped on the shores of Lake Winnipeg. This immense body of fresh water is about three hundred miles long by about fifty broad. The shores are generally flat and uninteresting, and the water shallow; yet here and there a few pretty spots may be seen at the head of a small bay or inlet, where the ground is a little more elevated and fertile.

Nothing particular occurred during our voyage along the shores of the lake, except that we hoisted our sails oftener to a favourable breeze, and had a good deal more night travelling than heretofore. In about five days after leaving Norway House we arrived at the mouth of Red River; and a very swampy, sedgy, flat-looking mouth it was, covered with tall bulrushes and swarming with water-fowl. The banks, too, were low and swampy; but as we ascended they gradually became more woody and elevated, till we arrived at the Stone Fort  twenty miles up the river  where they were tolerably high.

A few miles below this we passed an Indian settlement, the cultivated fields and white houses of which, with the church spire in the midst, quite refreshed our eyes, after being so long accustomed to the shades of the primeval forest.

The Stone Fort is a substantial fortification, surrounded by high walls and flanked with bastions, and has a fine appearance from the river.

Here my friend and fellow-traveller, Mr Carles, hearing of his wifes illness, left us, and proceeded up the settlement on horseback. The missionaries also disembarked, and I was left alone, to be rowed slowly to Fort Garry, nearly twenty miles further up the river.

The river banks were lined all the way along with the houses and farms of the colonists, which had a thriving, cleanly appearance; and from the quantity of live stock in the farmyards, the number of pigs along the banks, and the healthy appearance of the children who ran out of the cottages to gaze upon us as we passed, I inferred that the settlers generally were well-to-do in the world. The houses of some of the more wealthy inhabitants were very handsome-looking buildings, particularly that of Mr McAllum, where in a few hours I landed. This gentleman was the superintendent of the Red River Academy, where the children of the wealthier colonists and those of the gentlemen belonging to the Hudson Bay Company are instructed in the various branches of English literature, and made to comprehend how the world was convulsed in days of yore by the mighty deeds of the heroes of ancient Greece and Rome.

Here I was hospitably treated to an excellent breakfast, and then proceeded on foot with Mr Carles  who rejoined me here  to Fort Garry, which lay about two miles distant. Upon arriving I was introduced to Mr Finlayson, the chief factor in charge, who received me very kindly, and introduced me to my fellow-clerks in the office. Thus terminated my first inland journey.




Chapter Six.

Red River Settlement  Origin of the colony  Opposition times and anecdotes  The flood of 1826  Climate  Being broken-in  Mr Simpson, the Arctic discoverer  The Mackenzie River brigade.

Red River Settlement is, to use a high-flown expression, an oasis in the desert, and may be likened to a spot upon the moon or a solitary ship upon the ocean. In plain English, it is an isolated settlement on the borders of one of the vast prairies of North America. It is situated partly on the banks of Red River, and partly on the banks of a smaller stream called the Assinaboine, in latitude 50 degrees, and extends upwards of fifty miles along the banks of these two streams. The country around it is a vast treeless prairie, upon which scarcely a shrub is to be seen; but a thick coat of grass covers it throughout its entire extent, with the exception of a few spots where the hollowness of the ground has collected a little moisture, or the meandering of some small stream or rivulet enriches the soil, and covers its banks with verdant shrubs and trees.

The banks of the Red and Assinaboine Rivers are covered with a thick belt of woodland  which does not, however, extend far back into the plains. It is composed of oak, poplar, willows, etcetera, the first of which is much used for fire-wood by the settlers. The larger timber in the adjacent woods is thus being rapidly thinned.

The settlers are a mixture of French Canadians, Scotchmen, and Indians. The first of these occupy the upper part of the settlement, the second live near the middle, and the Indians inhabit a village at its lower extremity.

There are four Protestant churches: the upper, middle, and lower churches, and one at the Indian settlement. There are also two Roman Catholic chapels, some priests, and a Roman Catholic bishop resident in the colony, besides one or two schools; the principal being, as before mentioned, under the superintendence of Mr McAllum, who has since been ordained by the Bishop of Montreal, during that prelates visit to Red River (see note 1).

For the preservation of the peace, and the punishment of evil-doers, a Recorder and body of magistrates are provided, who assemble every quarter at Fort Garry, the seat of the court-house, for the purpose of redressing wrongs, punishing crimes, giving good advice, and eating an excellent dinner at the Companys table. There was once, also, a body of policemen; but, strange to say, they were chosen from among the most turbulent of the settlers, and were never expected to be on duty except when a riot took place: the policemen themselves generally being the ringleaders on those occasions, it may be supposed they did not materially assist in quelling disturbances.

The Scotch and Indian settlers cultivate wheat, barley, and Indian corn in abundance; for which the only market is that afforded by the Company, the more wealthy settlers, and retired chief factors. This market, however, is a poor one, and in years of plenty the settlers find it difficult to dispose of their surplus produce. Wild fruits of various descriptions are abundant, and the gardens are well stocked with vegetables. The settlers have plenty of sheep, pigs, poultry, and horned cattle; and there is scarcely a man in the place who does not drive to church on Sundays in his own cariole.

Red River is a populous settlement; the census taken in 1843 proved it to contain upwards of 5,000 souls, and since then it has been rapidly increasing.

There is a paper currency in the settlement, which obviates the necessity of having coin afloat. English pence and halfpence, however, are plentiful. The lowest paper note is one shilling sterling, the next five shillings, and the highest twenty shillings. The Canadian settlers and half-breeds are employed, during the greater part of the year, in travelling with the Companys boats and in buffalo-hunting. The Scotch settlers are chiefly farmers, tradesmen, and merchants.

The rivers, which are crossed in wooden canoes, in the absence of bridges, are well stocked with fish, the principal kinds being goldeyes, sturgeon, and catfish. Of these, I think the goldeyes the best; at any rate, they are the most numerous. The wild animals inhabiting the woods and prairies are much the same as in the other parts of North America  namely, wolves, foxes, brown and black bears, martens, minks, musquash, rabbits, etcetera; while the woods are filled with game, the marshes and ponds with ducks, geese, swans, cranes, and a host of other water-fowl.

Red River was first settled upon by the fur-traders, who established a trading-post many years ago on its banks; but it did not assume the character of a colony till 1811, when Lord Selkirk sent out a number of emigrants to form a settlement in the wild regions of the North-West. Norwegians, Danes, Scotch, and Irish composed the motley crew; but the great bulk of the colonists then, as at the present time, consisted of Scotchmen and Canadians. Unlike other settlements in a wild country inhabited by Indians, the infant colony had few difficulties to contend with at the outset. The Indians were friendly, and had become accustomed to white men, from their previous contact for many years with the servants of the Hudson Bay Company; so, with the exception of one or two broils among themselves and other fur-traders, the colonists plodded peacefully along. On one occasion, however, the Hudson Bay Company and the North-West Company, who were long at enmity with each other, had a sharp skirmish, in which Mr Semple, then Governor of the Hudson Bay Company, was killed, and a number of his men were killed and wounded.

The whole affair originated very foolishly. A body of men had been observed from the walls of Fort Garry, travelling past the fort; and as Governor Semple wished to ascertain their intentions, he sallied forth with a few men to intercept them, and demand their object. The North-West party, on seeing a body of men coming towards them from the fort, halted till they came up; and Cuthbert Grant, who was in command, asked what they wanted. Governor Semple required to know where they were going. Being answered in a surly manner, an altercation took place between the two parties (of which the North-West was the stronger); in the middle of which a shot was unfortunately fired by one of the Hudson Bay party. It was never known who fired this shot, and many believe that it was discharged accidentally; at any rate, no one was injured by it. The moment the report was heard, a volley was fired by the North-Westers upon the Hudson Bay party, which killed a few, and wounded many; among the latter was Governor Semple. Cuthbert Grant did his utmost to keep back the fierce half-castes under his command, but without avail; and at last, seeing that this was impossible, he stood over the wounded Semple, and endeavoured to defend him. In this he succeeded for some time; but a shot from behind at last took effect in the unfortunate governors body, and killed him. After this, the remainder of his party fled to the fort, and the victorious half-breeds pursued their way.

During the time that these two companies opposed each other, the country was in a state of constant turmoil and excitement. Personal conflicts with fists between the men  and, not unfrequently, the gentlemen  of the opposing parties were of the commonest occurrence, and frequently more deadly weapons were resorted to. Spirits were distributed among the wretched natives to a dreadful extent, and the scenes that sometimes ensued were disgusting in the extreme. Amid all this, however, stratagem was more frequently resorted to than open violence by the two companies, in their endeavours to prevent each other from procuring furs from the Indians. Men were constantly kept on the lookout for parties of natives returning from hunting expeditions; and those who could arrive first at the encampment always carried off the furs. The Indians did not care which company got them first come, first served, was the order of the day; and both were equally welcome, provided they brought plenty of fire-water.

Although the individuals of the two companies were thus almost always at enmity, at the forts, strange to say, they often acted in the most friendly manner to each other; and (except when furs were in question) more agreeable or friendly neighbours seldom came together than the Hudson Bay and North-West Companies, when they planted their forts (which they often did) within two hundred yards of each other in the wilds of North America. The clerks and labourers of the opposing establishments constantly visited each other; and during the Christmas and New-Years holidays parties and balls were given without number. Dances, however, were not confined entirely to the holidays; but whenever one was given at an unusual time, it was generally for the purpose of drawing the attention of the entertained party from some movement of their entertainers.

Thus, upon one occasion the Hudson Bay Companys lookout reported that he had discovered the tracks of Indians in the snow, and that he thought they had just returned from a hunting expedition. No sooner was this heard than a grand ball was given to the North-West Company, Great preparations were made; the men, dressed in their newest capotes and gaudiest hat-cords, visited each other, and nothing was thought of or talked of but the ball. The evening came, and with it the guests; and soon might be heard within the fort sounds of merriment and revelry, as they danced, in lively measures, to a Scottish reel, played by some native fiddler upon a violin of his own construction. Without the gates, however, a very different scene met the eye. Down in a hollow, where the lofty trees and dense underwood threw a shadow on the ground, a knot of men might be seen, muffled in their leathern coats and fur caps, hurrying to and fro with bundles on their backs and snow-shoes under their arms; packing and tying them firmly on trains of dog-sledges, which stood, with the dogs ready harnessed, in the shadow of the bushes. The men whispered eagerly and hurriedly to each other as they packed their goods, while others held the dogs, and patted them to keep them quiet; evidently showing that, whatever was their object, expedition and secrecy were necessary. Soon all was in readiness: the bells, which usually tinkled on the dogs necks, were unhooked and packed in the sledges; an active-looking man sprang forward and set off at a round trot over the snow, and a single crack of the whip sent four sledges, each with a train of four or five dogs, after him, while two other men brought up the rear. For a time the muffled sound of the sledges was heard as they slid over the snow, while now and then the whine of a dog broke upon the ear, as the impatient drivers urged them along. Gradually these sounds died away, and nothing was heard but the faint echoes of music and mirth, which floated on the frosty night-wind, giving token that the revellers still kept up the dance, and were ignorant of the departure of the trains.

Late on the following day the Nor-West scouts reported the party of Indians, and soon a set of sleighs departed from the fort with loudly-ringing bells. After a long days march of forty miles, they reached the encampment, where they found all the Indians dead drunk, and not a skin, not even the remnant of a musquash, left to repay them for their trouble! Then it was that they discovered the ruse of the ball, and vowed to have their revenge.

Opportunity was not long wanting. Soon after this occurrence, one of their parties met a Hudson Bay train on its way to trade with the Indians, of whom they also were in search. They exchanged compliments with each other, and, as the day was very cold, proposed lighting a fire and taking a dram together. Soon five or six goodly trees yielded to their vigorous blows, and fell crashing to the ground; and in a few minutes one of the party, lighting a sulphur match with his flint and steel, set fire to a huge pile of logs, which crackled and burned furiously, sending up clouds of sparks into the wintry sky, and casting a warm tinge upon the anew and the surrounding trees. The canteen was quickly produced, and they told their stories and adventures while the liquor mounted to their brains. The Nor-Westers, however, after a little time, spilled their grog on the snow, unperceived by the others, so that they kept tolerably sober, while their rivals became very much elevated; and at last they began boasting of their superior powers of drinking, and, as a proof, each of them swallowed a large bumper. The Hudson Bay party, who were nearly dead drunk by this time, of course followed their example, and almost instantly fell in a heavy sleep on the snow. In ten minutes more they were tied firmly upon their sledges, and the dogs being turned homewards, away they went straight for the Hudson Bay Fort, where they soon after arrived, the men still sound asleep; while the Nor-Westers started for the indian camp, and this time, at least, had the furs all to themselves.

Such were the scenes that took place thirty years ago in the northern wildernesses of America. Since then, the two companies have joined, retaining the name of the richer and more powerful of the two  the Hudson Bay Company. Spirits were still imported after the junction; but of late years they have been dispensed with throughout the country, except at the colony of Red River, and the few posts where opposition is carried on by the American fur-companies; so that now the poor savage no longer grovels in the dust of his native wilderness under the influence of the white mans fire-water, and the stranger who travels through those wild romantic regions no longer beholds the humiliating scenes or hears of the frightful crimes which were seen and heard of too often in former days, and which always have been, and always must be, prevalent wherever spirituous liquors, the great curse of mankind, are plentiful, and particularly where, as in that country, the wild inhabitants fear no laws, human or divine.

In the year 1826, Red River overflowed its banks, and flooded the whole settlement, obliging the settlers to forsake their houses, and drive their horses and cattle to the trifling eminences in the immediate vicinity. These eminences wore few and very small, so that during the flood they presented a curious appearance, being crowded with men, women, and children, horses, cattle, sheep, and poultry. The houses, being made of wood, and only built on the ground, not sunk into it, were carried away by dozens, and great numbers of horses and cattle were drowned. During the time it lasted, the settlers sailed and paddled among their houses in boats and canoes; and they now point out, among the waving grass and verdant bushes, the spot where they dwelt in their tents, or paddled about the deep waters in their canoes, in the year of the flood. This way of speaking has a strangely antediluvian sound. The hale, middle-aged colonist will tell you, with a ludicrously grave countenance, that his house stood on such a spot, or such and such an event happened, a year before the flood.

Fort Garry, the principal establishment of the Hudson Bay Company, stands on the banks of the Assinaboine River, about two hundred yards from its junction with Red River. It is a square stone building, with bastions pierced for cannon at the corners. The principal dwelling-houses, stores, and offices are built within the walls, and the stables at a small distance from the fort. The situation is pretty and quiet; but the surrounding country is too flat for the lover of the grand and picturesque. Just in front of the gate runs, or rather glides, the peaceful Assinaboine, where, on a fine day in autumn, may be seen thousands of goldeyes playing in its limpid waters.

On the left extends the woodland fringing the river, with here and there a clump of smaller trees and willows surrounding the swamps formed by the melting snows of spring, where flocks of wild-ducks and noisy plover give animation to the scene, while through the openings in the forest are seen glimpses of the rolling prairie. Down in the hollow, where the stables stand, are always to be seen a few horses and cows, feeding or lazily chewing their cud in the rich pasturage, giving an air of repose to the scene, which contrasts forcibly with the view of the wide plains that roll out like a vast green sea from the back of the fort, studded here and there with little islets and hillocks, around which may be seen hovering a watchful hawk or solitary raven.

The climate of Red River is salubrious and agreeable. Winter commences about the month of November, and spring generally begins in April. Although the winter is very long, and extremely cold (the thermometer usually varying between ten and thirty degrees below zero), yet, from its being always dry frost, it is much more agreeable than people accustomed to the damp thawy weather of Great Britain might suppose.

Winter is here the liveliest season of the year. It is then that the wild, demi-savage colonist leads the blushing half-breed girl to the altar, and the country about his house rings with the music of the sleigh bells, as his friends assemble to congratulate the happy pair, and dance for three successive days. It is at this season the hardy voyageurs rest from their toils, and, circling round the blazing fire, recount many a tale of danger, and paint many a wild romantic scene of their long and tedious voyages among the lakes and rapids of the interior; while their wives and children gaze with breathless interest upon their swarthy, sunburned faces, lighted up with animation as they recall the scenes of other days, or, with low and solemn voice, relate the death of a friend and fellow voyageur who perished among the foaming cataracts of the wilderness.

During the summer months there are often very severe thunderstorms, accompanied with tremendous showers of hail, which do great mischief to the crops and houses. The hailstones are of an enormous size  upwards of an inch in diameter; and on two or three occasions they broke all the windows in Fort Garry that were exposed to the storm.

Generally speaking, however, the weather is serene and calm, particularly in autumn, and during the delicious season peculiar to America called the Indian summer, which precedes the commencement of winter.

The scenery of Red River, as I said before, is neither grand nor picturesque; yet, when the sun shines brightly on the waving grass and glitters on the silver stream, and when the distant and varied cries of wild-fowl break in plaintive cadence on the ear, one experiences a sweet exulting happiness, akin to the feelings of the sailor when he gazes forth at early morning on the polished surface of the sleeping sea.

Such is Red River, and such the scenes on which I gazed in wonder, as I rode by the side of my friend and fellow-clerk, McKenny, on the evening of my arrival at my new home. Mr McKenny was mounted on his handsome horse Colonel, while I cantered by his side on a horse that afterwards bore me over many a mile of prairie land. It is not every day that one has an opportunity of describing a horse like the one I then rode, so the reader will be pleased to have a little patience while I draw his portrait. In the first place, then, his name was Taureau. He was of a moderate height, of a brown colour, and had the general outlines of a horse, when viewed as that animal might be supposed to appear if reflected from the depths of a bad looking-glass. His chief peculiarity was the great height of his hind-quarters, In youth they had outgrown the fore-quarters, so that, upon a level road, you had all the advantages of riding down-hill. He cantered delightfully, trotted badly, walked slowly, and upon all and every occasion evinced a resolute pig-headedness, and a strong disinclination to accommodate his will to that of his rider. He was decidedly porcine in his disposition, very plebeian in his manners, and doubtless also in his sentiments.

Such was the Bucephalus upon which I took my first ride over the Red River prairie; now swaying to and fro on his back as we galloped over the ground; anon stotting, in the manner of a recruit in a cavalry regiment as yet unaccustomed to the saddle, when he trotted on the beaten track; and occasionally, to the immense delight of McKenny, seizing tight hold of the saddle, as an uncertain waver in my body reminded me of Sir Isaac Newtons law of gravitation, and that any rash departure on my part from my understanding would infallibly lay me prostrate on the ground.

Soon after my arrival I underwent the operation which my horse had undergone before me  namely, that of being broken-in  the only difference being that he was broken-in to the saddle and I to the desk. It is needless to describe the agonies I endured while sitting, hour after hour, on a long-legged stool, my limbs quivering for want of their accustomed exercise, while the twittering of birds, barking of dogs, lowing of cows, and neighing of horses seemed to invite me to join them in the woods. Often, as my weary pen scratched slowly over the paper, their voices seemed to change to hoarse derisive laughter, as if they thought the little misshapen frogs croaking and whistling in the marshes freer far than their proud masters, who coop themselves up in smoky houses the livelong day, and call themselves the free, unshackled lords of the creation.

I soon became accustomed to these minor miseries of human life, and ere long could sit:  

From morn till night

To scratch and write

Upon a three-legged stool;

Nor mourn the joys

Of truant boys

Who stay away from school.

There is a proverb which says, It is a poor heart that never rejoices. Now, taking it for granted that the proverb speaks truth, and not wishing by our disregard of it to be thought poor-hearted, we  that is, McKenny and I  were in the habit of rejoicing our spirits occasionally  not in the usual way, by drinking brandy and water (though we did sometimes, when nobody knew it, indulge in a glass of beer, with the red-hot poker thrust into it), but by shouldering our guns and sallying forth to shoot the partridges, or rather grouse, which abound in the woods of Red River. On these occasions McKenny and I used to range the forest in company, enlivening our walk with converse, sometimes light and cheerful, often philosophically deep, or thinking of the light of other days. We seldom went out without bringing home a few brace of grey grouse, which were exceedingly tame  so tame, indeed, that sometimes they did not take wing until two or three shots had been fired. On one occasion, after walking about for half an hour without getting a shot, we started a covey of seven, which alighted upon a tree close at hand. We instantly fired at the two lowest, and brought them down, while the others only stretched out their long necks, as if to see what had happened to their comrades, but did not fly away. Two more were soon shot; and while we were reloading our guns, the other three flew off to a neighbouring tree. In a few minutes more they followed their companions, and we had bagged the whole seven. This is by no means an uncommon exploit when the birds are tame; and though poor sport, yet it helps to fill your larder with somewhat better fare than it would often contain without such assistance. The only thing that we had to avoid was, aiming at the birds on the higher branches, as the noise they make in falling frightens those below. The experienced sportsman always begins with the lowest bird; and if they sit after the first shot, he is almost sure of the rest.

Shooting, however, was not our only amusement. Sometimes, on a fine evening, we used to saddle our horses and canter over the prairie till Red River and the fort were scarcely visible in the horizon; or, following the cart road along the settlement, we called upon our friends and acquaintances, returning the polite Bonjour of the French settler as he trotted past us on his shaggy pony, or smiling at the pretty half-caste girls as they passed along the road. These same girls, by the way, are generally very pretty; they make excellent wives, and are uncommonly thrifty. With beads, and brightly-coloured porcupines quills, and silk, they work the most beautiful devices on the moccasins, leggins, and leathern coats worn by the inhabitants; and during the long winter months they spin and weave an excellent kind of cloth from the wool produced by the sheep of the settlement, mixed with that of the buffalo, brought from the prairies by the hunters.

About the middle of autumn the body of Mr Thomas Simpson, the unfortunate discoverer, who, in company with Mr Dease, attempted to discover the Nor-West Passage, was brought to the settlement for burial. Poor Mr Simpson had set out with a party of Red River half-breeds, for the purpose of crossing the plains to St. Louis, and proceeding thence through the United States to England. Soon after his departure, however, several of the party returned to the settlement, stating that Mr Simpson had, in a fit of insanity, killed two of his men, and then shot himself, and that they had buried him on the spot where he fell. This story, of course, created a great sensation in the colony; and as all the party gave the same account of the affair upon investigation, it was believed by many that he had committed suicide. A few, however, thought that he had been murdered, and had shot the two men in self-defence. In the autumn of 1841 the matter was ordered to be further inquired into; and, accordingly, Dr Bunn was sent to the place where Mr Simpsons body had been interred, for the purpose of raising and examining it. Decomposition, however, had proceeded too far; so the body was conveyed to the colony for burial, and Dr Bunn returned without having discovered anything that could throw light on the melancholy subject.

I did not know Mr Simpson personally, but, from the report of those who did, it appears that, though a clever and honourable man, he was of rather a haughty disposition, and in consequence was very much disliked by the half-breeds of Red River. I therefore think, with many of Mr Simpsons friends and former companions, that he did not kill himself, and that this was only a false report of his murderers. Besides, it is not probable that a man who had just succeeded in making important additions to our geographical knowledge, and who might reasonably expect honour and remuneration upon returning to his native land, would, without any known or apparent cause, first commit murder and then suicide. By his melancholy death the Hudson Bay Company lost a faithful servant, and the world an intelligent and enterprising man.

Winter, according to its ancient custom, passed away; and spring, not with its genial gales and scented flowers, but with burning sun and melting snow, changed the face of nature, and broke the icy covering of Red River. Duffle coats vanished, and a few of the half-breed settlers doffed their fur caps and donned the bonnet rouge, while the more hardy and savage contented themselves with the bonnet noir, in the shape of their own thick black hair. Carioles still continued to run, but it was merely from the force of habit, and it was evident they would soon give up in despair. Sportsmen began to think of ducks and geese, farmers of ploughs and wheat, and voyageurs to dream of rapid streams and waterfalls, and of distant voyages in light canoes.

Immediately upon the ice in the lakes and rivers breaking up, we made arrangements for dispatching the Mackenzie River brigade  which is always the first that leaves the colony  for the purpose of conveying goods to Mackenzie River, and carrying furs to the sea-coast.

Choosing the men for this long and arduous voyage was an interesting scene. LEsperance, the old guide, who had many a day guided this brigade through the lakes and rivers of the interior, made his appearance at the fort a day or two before the time fixed for starting; and at his heels followed a large band of wild, careless, happy-looking half-breeds. Having collected in front of the office door, Mr McKenny went out with a book and pencil in his hand, and told LEsperance to begin. The guide went a little apart from the rest, accompanied by the steersmen of the boats (seven or eight in number), and then, scanning the group of dark athletic men who stood smiling before him, called out, Pierre! A tall, Herculean man answered to the call, and, stepping out from among the rest, stood beside his friend the guide. After this one of the steersmen chose another man; and so on, till the crews of all the boats were completed. Their names were then marked down in a book, and they all proceeded to the trading-room, for the purpose of taking advances, in the shape of shirts, trousers, bonnets, caps, tobacco, knives, capotes, and all the other things necessary for a long, rough journey.

On the day appointed for starting, the boats, to the number of six or seven, were loaded with goods for the interior; and the voyageurs, dressed in their new clothes, embarked, after shaking hands with, and in many cases embracing, their comrades on the land; and then, shipping their oars, they shot from the bank and rowed swiftly down Red River, singing one of their beautiful boat-songs, which was every now and then interrupted by several of the number hallooing a loud farewell, as they passed here and there the cottages of friends.

With this brigade I also bade adieu to Red River, and, after a pleasant voyage of a few days, landed at Norway House, while the boats pursued their way.



Red River Settlement is now (1875) very much changed, as, no doubt, the reader is aware, and the foregoing description is in many respects inapplicable.



Note 1. The reader must bear in remembrance that this chapter was written in 1847.




Chapter Seven.

Norway House  Adventure with a bear  Indian feast  The portage brigade  The clerks house  Catching a buffalo  Goldeye fishing  Rasping a rock.

Norway House, as we have before mentioned, is built upon the shores of Playgreen Lake, close to Jack River, and distant about twenty miles from Lake Winnipeg. At its right-hand corner rises a huge abrupt rock, from whose summit, where stands a flagstaff, a fine view of Playgreen Lake and the surrounding country is obtained. On this rock a number of people were assembled to witness our arrival, and among them Mr Russ, who sauntered down to the wharf to meet us as we stepped ashore.

A few days after my arrival, the Council resolved that I should winter at Norway House; so next day, in accordance with the resolution of that august assembly, I took up my quarters in the clerks room, and took possession of the books and papers.

It is an authors privilege, I believe, to jump from place to place and annihilate time at pleasure. I avail myself of it to pass over the autumn  during which I hunted, fished, and paddled in canoes to the Indian village at Rossville a hundred times  and jump at once into the middle of winter.

Norway House no longer boasts the bustle and excitement of the summer season. No boats arrive, no groups of ladies and gentlemen assemble on the rocks to gaze at the sparkling waters. A placid stillness reigns around, except in the immediate vicinity of the fort, where a few axe-men chop the winter firewood, or start with trains of dog-sledges for the lakes, to bring home loads of white-fish and venison. Mr Russ is reading the Penny Cyclopaedia in the Hall (as the winter mess-room is called), and I am writing in the dingy little office in the shade, which looks pigstyish in appearance without, but is warm and snug within. Alongside of me sits Mr Cumming, a tall, bald-headed, sweet-tempered man of forty-five, who has spent the greater part of his life among the bears and Indians of Hudson Bay, and is now on a Christmas visit at Norway House. He has just arrived from his post a few hundred miles off, whence he walked on snowshoes, and is now engaged in taking off his moccasins and blanket socks, which he spreads out carefully below the stove to dry.

We do not continue long, however, at our different occupations. Mr Evans, the Wesleyan missionary, is to give a feast to the Indians at Rossville, and afterwards to examine the little children who attend the village school. To this feast we are invited; so in the afternoon Mr Cumming and I put on our moose-skin coats and snow-shoes, and set off for the village, about two miles distant from the fort.

By the way Mr Cumming related an adventure he had had while travelling through the country; and as it may serve to show the dangers sometimes encountered by those who wander through the wilds of North America, I will give it here in his own words.

Mr Cummings Adventure with a Bear.

It was about the beginning of winter, said he, that I set off on snow-shoes, accompanied by an Indian, to a small lake to fetch fish caught in the autumn, and which then lay frozen in a little house built of logs, to protect them for winter use. The lake was about ten miles off; and as the road was pretty level and not much covered with underwood, we took a train of dogs with us, and set off before daybreak, intending to return again before dark; and as the day was clear and cold, we went cheerily along without interruption, except an occasional fall when a branch caught our snow-shoes, or a stoppage to clear the traces when the dogs got entangled among the trees. We had proceeded about six miles, and the first grey streaks of day lit up the eastern horizon, when the Indian who walked in advance paused, and appeared to examine some footprints in the snow. After a few minutes of close observation he rose, and said that a bear had passed not long before, and could not be far off, and asked permission to follow it. I told him he might do so, and said I would drive the dogs in his track, as the bear had gone in the direction of the fish-house. The Indian threw his gun over his shoulder, and was soon lost in the forest. For a quarter of an hour I plodded on behind the dogs, now urging them along, as they flagged and panted in the deep snow, and occasionally listening for a shot from my Indians gun. At last he fired, and almost immediately after fired again; for you must know that some Indians can load so fast that two shots from their single barrel sound almost like the discharge in succession of the two shots from a double-barrelled gun. Shortly after, I heard another shot; and then, as all became silent, I concluded he had killed the bear, and that I should soon find him cutting it up. Just as I thought this, a fierce growl alarmed me; so, seizing a pistol which I always carried with me, I hastened forward. As I came nearer, I heard a mans voice mingled with the growls of a bear; and upon arriving at the foot of a small mound, my Indians voice, apostrophising death, became distinctly audible. Come, Death! said he, in a contemptuous tone; you have got me at last, but the Indian does not fear you! A loud angry growl from the bear, as he saw me rushing up the hill, stopped him; and the unfortunate man turned his eyes upon me with an imploring look. He was lying on his back, while the bear (a black one) stood over him, holding one of his arms in its mouth. In rushing up the mound I unfortunately stumbled, and filled my pistol with snow; so that when the bear left the Indian and rushed towards me it missed fire, and I had only left me the poor, almost hopeless, chance, of stunning the savage animal with a blow of the butt-end. Just as he was rearing on his hind legs, my eye fell upon the Indians axe, which fortunately lay at my feet; and seizing it, I brought it down with all my strength on the bears head, just at the moment that he fell upon me, and we rolled down the hill together. Upon recovering myself, I found that the blow of the axe had killed him instantly, and that I was uninjured. Not so the Indian: the whole calf of his left leg was bitten off, and his body lacerated dreadfully in various places. He was quite sensible, however, though very faint, and spoke to me when I stooped to examine his wounds. In a short time I had tied them up; and placing him on the sledge with part of the bears carcass, which I intended to dine upon, we returned immediately to the fort. The poor Indian got better slowly, but he never recovered the perfect use of his leg, and now hobbles about the fort, cutting firewood, or paddling about the lake in search of ducks and geese in his bark canoe.

Mr Cumming concluded his story just as we arrived at the little bay, at the edge of which the Indian village of Rossville is built. From the spot where we stood the body of the village did not appear to much advantage; but the parsonage and church, which stood on a small mound, their white walls in strong contrast to the background of dark trees, had a fine picturesque effect. There were about twenty houses in the village, inhabited entirely by Indians, most of whom were young and middle-aged men. They spend their time in farming during the summer, and are successful in raising potatoes and a few other vegetables for their own use. In winter they go into the woods to hunt fur-bearing animals, and also deer; but they never remain long absent from their homes. Mr Evans resided among them, and taught them and their children writing and arithmetic, besides instructing them in the principles of Christianity. They often assembled in the school-house for prayer and sacred music, and attended divine service regularly in the church every Sunday. Mr Evans, who was a good musician, had taught them to sing in parts; and it has a wonderfully pleasing effect upon a stranger to hear these dingy sons and daughters of the wilderness raising their melodious voices in harmony in praise of the Christians God.

Upon our arrival at the village, we were ushered into Mr Evans neat cottage, from the windows of which is a fine view of Playgreen Lake, studded with small islands, stretching out to the horizon on the right, and a boundless wilderness of trees on the left. Here were collected the ladies and gentlemen of Norway House, and a number of indescribable personages, apparently engaged in mystic preparations for the approaching feast. It was with something like awe that I entered the schoolroom, and beheld two long rows of tables covered with puddings, pies, tarts, stews, hashes, and vegetables of all shapes, sizes, and descriptions, smoking thereon. I feared for the Indians, although they can stand a great deal in the way of repletion; moderation being, of course, out of the question, with such abundance of good things placed before them. A large shell was sounded after the manner of a bugle, and all the Indians of the village walked into the room and seated themselves, the women on one side of the long tables, and the men on the other. Mr Evans stood at the head, and asked a blessing; and then commenced a work of demolition, the like of which has not been seen since the foundation of the world! The pies had strong crusts, but the knives were stronger; the paste was hard and the interior tough, but Indian teeth were harder and Indian jaws tougher; the dishes were gigantic, but the stomachs were capacious, so that ere long numerous skeletons and empty dishes alone graced the board. One old woman, of a dark-brown complexion, with glittering black eyes and awfully long teeth, set up in the wholesale line, and demolished the viands so rapidly, that those who sat beside her, fearing a dearth in the land, began to look angry. Fortunately, however, she gave in suddenly, while in the middle of a venison pasty, and reclining languidly backward, with a sweetly contented expression of countenance, while her breath came thickly through her half-opened mouth, she gently fell asleep  and thereby, much to her chagrin, lost the tea and cakes which were served out soon afterwards by way of dessert. When the seniors had finished, the juveniles were admitted en masse, and they soon cleared away the remnants of the dinner.

The dress of the Indians upon this occasion was generally blue cloth capotes with hoods, scarlet or blue cloth leggins, quill-worked moccasins, and no caps. Some of them were dressed very funnily; and one or two of the oldest appeared in blue surtouts, which were very ill made, and much too large for the wearers. The ladies had short gowns without plaits, cloth leggins of various colours highly ornamented with beads, cotton handkerchiefs on their necks, and sometimes also on their heads. The boys and girls were just their seniors in miniature.

After the youngsters had finished dinner, the schoolroom was cleared by the guests; benches were ranged along the entire room, excepting the upper end, where a table, with two large candlesticks at either end, served as a stage for the young actors. When all was arranged, the elder Indians seated themselves on the benches, while the boys and girls ranged themselves along the wall behind the table. Mr Evans then began by causing a little boy about four years old to recite a long comical piece of prose in English. Having been well drilled for weeks beforehand, he did it in the most laughable style. Then came forward four little girls, who kept up an animated philosophical discussion as to the difference of the days in the moon and on the earth. Then a bigger boy made a long speech in the Seauteaux language, at which the Indians laughed immensely, and with which the white people present (who did not understand a word of it) appeared to be greatly delighted, and laughed loudly too. Then the whole of the little band, upon a sign being given by Mr Evans, burst at once into a really beautiful hymn, which was quite unexpected, and consequently all the more gratifying. This concluded the examination, if I may so call it; and after a short prayer the Indians departed to their homes, highly delighted with their entertainment. Such was the Christmas feast at Rossville, and many a laugh it afforded us that night as we returned home across the frozen lake by the pale moonlight.

Norway House is perhaps one of the best posts in the Indian country. The climate is dry and salubrious; and although (like nearly all the other parts of the country) extremely cold in winter, it is very different from the damp, chilling cold of that season in Great Britain. The country around is swampy and rocky, and covered with dense forests. Many of the Companys posts are but ill provided with the necessaries of life, and entirely destitute of luxuries. Norway house, however, is favoured in this respect. We always had fresh meat of some kind or other; sometimes beef, mutton, or venison, and occasionally buffalo meat, was sent us from the Swan River district. Of tea, sugar, butter, and bread we had more than enough; and besides the produce of our garden in the way of vegetables, the river and lake contributed white-fish, sturgeon, and pike, or jack-fish, in abundance. The pike is not a delicate fish, and the sturgeon is extremely coarse, but the white-fish is the most delicate and delicious I ever ate. I am not aware of their existence in any part of the Old World, but the North American lakes abound with them. It is generally the size of a good salmon trout, of a bright silvery colour, and tastes a little like salmon. Many hundreds of fur-traders live almost entirely on white-fish, particularly at those far northern posts where flour, sugar, and tea cannot be had in great quantities, and where deer are scarce. At these posts the Indians are sometimes reduced to cannibalism, and the Companys people have, on more than one occasion, been obliged to eat their beaver-skins! The beaver-skin is thick and oily, so that, when the fur is burned off, and the skin well boiled, it makes a kind of soup that will at least keep one alive. Starvation is quite common among the Indians of those distant regions; and the scraped rocks, divested of their covering of tripe-de-roche (which resembles dried-up seaweed), have a sad meaning and melancholy appearance to the traveller who journeys through the wilds and solitudes of Ruperts Land.

Norway House is also an agreeable and interesting place, from its being in a manner the gate to the only route to Hudson Bay, so that during the spring and summer months all the brigades of boats and canoes from every part of the northern department must necessarily pass it on their way to York Factory with furs: and as they all return in the autumn, and some of the gentlemen leave their wives and families for a few weeks till they return to the interior, it is at this sunny season of the year quite gay and bustling; and the clerks house, in which I lived, was often filled with a strange and noisy collection of human beings, who rested here a while ere they started for the shores of Hudson Bay, for the distant region of Mackenzie River, or the still more distant land of Oregon.

During winter our principal amusement was white-partridge shooting. This bird is a species of ptarmigan, and is pure white, with the exception of the tips of the wings and tail. They were very numerous during the winter, and formed an agreeable dish at our mess-table. I also enjoyed a little skating at the beginning of the winter; but the falling snow soon put an end to this amusement.

Spring, beautiful spring! returned again to cheer us in our solitude, and to open into life the waters and streams of Hudson Bay. Great will be the difference between the readers idea of that season in that place and the reality. Spring, with its fresh green leaves and opening flowers, its emerald fields and shady groves, filled with sounds of melody! No, reader; that is not the spring we depict: not quite so beautiful, though far more prized by those who spend a monotonous winter of more than six months in solitude. The sun shines brightly in a cloudless sky, lighting up the pure white fields and plains with dazzling brilliancy. The gushing waters of a thousand rills, formed by the melting snow, break sweetly on the ear, like the well-remembered voice of a long-absent friend. The whistling wings of wild-fowl, as they ever and anon desert the pools of water now open in the lake and hurry over the forest-trees, accord well with the shrill cry of the yellow-leg and curlew, and with the general wildness of the scene; while the reviving frogs chirrup gladly in the swamps to see the breaking up of winter and welcome back the spring. This is the spring I write of; and to have a correct idea of the beauties and the sweetness of this spring, you must first spend a winter in Hudson Bay.

As I said, then, spring returned. The ice melted, floated off, and vanished. Jack River flowed gently on its way, as if it had never gone to sleep; and the lake rolled and tumbled on its shores, as if to congratulate them on the happy change. Soon the boats began to arrive. First came the Portage Brigade, in charge of LEsperance. There were seven or eight boats; and ere long as many fires burned on the green beside the fort, with a merry, careless band of wild-looking Canadian and half-breed voyageurs round each. And a more picturesque set of fellows I never saw. They were all dressed out in new light-blue capotes and corduroy trousers, which they tied at the knee with beadwork garters. Moose-skin moccasins cased their feet, and their brawny, sunburned necks were bare. A scarlet belt encircled the waist of each; and while some wore hats with gaudy feathers, others had their heads adorned with caps and bonnets, surrounded with gold and silver tinsel hat-cords. A few, however, despising coats, travelled in blue and white striped shirts, and trusted to their thickly-matted hair to guard them from the rain and sun. They were truly a wild yet handsome set of men; and no one, when gazing on their happy faces as they lay or stood in careless attitudes round the fires, puffing clouds of smoke from their ever-burning pipes, would have believed that these men had left their wives and families but the week before, to start on a five months voyage of the most harassing description, fraught with the dangers of the boiling cataracts and foaming rapids of the interior.

They stopped at Norway House on their way, to receive the outfit of goods for the Indian trade of Athabasca (one of the interior districts); and were then to start for Portage la Loche, a place where the whole cargoes are carried on the mens shoulders overland for twelve miles to the head-waters of another river, where the traders from the northern posts come to meet them, and, taking the goods, give in exchange the returns in furs of the district.

Next came old Mr Mottle, with his brigade of five boats from Isle à la Crosse, one of the interior districts; and soon another set of camp-fires burned on the green, and the clerks house received another occupant. After them came the Red River brigades in quick succession: careful, funny, uproarious Mr Mott, on his way to York for goods expected by the ship (for you must know Mr Mott keeps a store in Red River, and is a man of some importance in the colony); and grasping, comical, close-fisted Mr Macdear; and quiet Mr Sink  all passing onwards to the sea, rendering Norway House quite lively for a time, and then leaving it silent. But not for long, as the Saskatchewan brigade, under the charge of chief trader Harrit and young Mr Polly, suddenly arrived, and filled the whole country with noise and uproar. The Saskatchewan brigade is the largest and most noisy that halts at Norway House. It generally numbers from fifteen to twenty boats, filled with the wildest men in the service. They come from the prairies and Rocky Mountains, and are consequently brimful of stories of the buffalo hunt, attacks upon grizzly bears, and wild Indians  some of them interesting and true enough, but most of them either tremendous exaggerations, or altogether inventions of their own wild fancies. Soon after, the light canoes arrived from Canada, and in them an assortment of raw material for the service in the shape of four or five green young men.

The clerks house now became crammed. The quiet, elderly folks, who had continued to fret at its noisy occupants, fled in despair to another house, and thereby left room for the newcomers  or greenhorns, as they were elegantly styled by their more knowing fellow-clerks. Now, indeed, the corner of the fort in which we lived was avoided by all quiet people as if it were smitten with the plague; while the loud laugh, uproarious song, and sounds of the screeching flute or scraping fiddle, issued from the open doors and windows, frightening away the very mosquitoes, and making roof and rafters ring. Suddenly a dead silence would ensue; and then it was conjectured by the knowing ones of the place that Mr Polly was coming out strong for the benefit of the new arrivals. Mr Polly had a pleasant way of getting the green ones round him, and, by detailing some of the wild scenes and incidents of his voyages in the Saskatchewan, of leading them on from truth to exaggeration, and from that to fanciful composition, wherein he would detail, with painful minuteness, all the horrors of Indian warfare, and the improbability of any one who entered those dreadful regions ever returning alive.

Norway House was now indeed in full blow, and many a happy hour did I spend upon one of the clerks beds  every inch of which was generally occupied  listening to the story or the song. The young men there assembled had arrived from the distant quarters of America, and some of them even from England. Some were in the prime of manhood, and had spent many years in the Indian country; some were beginning to scrape the down from their still soft chins; while others were boys of fourteen, who had just left home, and were listening for the first time, open-mouthed, to their seniors description of life in the wilderness.

Alas, how soon were those happy, careless young fellows to separate, and how little probability was there of their ever meeting again! A sort of friendship had sprung up among three of us. Many a happy hour had we spent in rambling among the groves and woods of Norway House: now ranging about in search of wild pigeons, anon splashing and tumbling in the clear waters of the lake, or rowing over its surface in a light canoe; while our inexperienced voices filled the woods with snatches of the wild yet plaintive songs of the voyageurs, which we had just begun to learn. Often had we lain on our little pallet in Bachelors Hall, recounting to each other our adventures in the wild woods, or recalling the days of our childhood, and making promises of keeping up a steady correspondence through all our separations, difficulties, and dangers.

A year passed away, and at last I got a letter from one of my friends, dated from the Arctic regions, near the mouth of Mackenzie River; the other wrote to me from among the snow-clad caps of the Rocky Mountains; while I addressed them from the swampy, ice-begirt shores of Hudson Bay.

In the Saskatchewan brigade two young bisons were conveyed to York Factory for the purpose of being shipped for England in the Prince Rupert. They were a couple of the wildest little wretches I ever saw, and were a source of great annoyance to the men during the voyage. The way they were taken was odd enough, and I shall here describe it.

In the Saskatchewan the chief food both of white men and Indians is buffalo meat, so that parties are constantly sent out to hunt the buffalo. They generally chase them on horseback  the country being mostly prairie land  and when they get close enough, shoot them with guns. The Indians, however, shoot them oftener with the bow and arrow, as they prefer keeping their powder and shot for warfare. They are very expert with the bow, which is short and strong, and can easily send an arrow quite through a buffalo at twenty yards off. One of these parties, then, was ordered to procure two calves alive, if possible, and lead them to the Companys establishment. This they succeeded in doing in the following manner. Upon meeting with a herd, they all set off full gallop in chase. Away went the startled animals at a round trot, which soon increased to a gallop as the horse men neared them, and a shot or two told that they were coming within range. Soon the shots became more numerous, and here and there a black spot on the prairie told where a buffalo had fallen. No slackening of the pace occurred, however, as each hunter, upon killing an animal, merely threw down his cap or mitten to mark it as his own, and continued in pursuit of the herd, loading his gun as he galloped along. The buffalo-hunters, by the way, are very expert at loading and firing quickly while going at full gallop. They carry two or three bullets in their mouths, which they spit into the muzzles of their guns after dropping in a little powder, and instead of ramming it down with a rod, merely hit the butt-end of the gun on the pommel of their saddles; and in this way fire a great many shots in quick succession. This, however, is a dangerous mode of shooting, as the ball sometimes sticks half-way down the barrel and bursts the gun, carrying away a finger, and occasionally a hand.

In this way they soon killed as many buffaloes as they could carry in their carts, and one of the hunters set off in chase of a calf. In a short time he edged one away from the rest, and then, getting between it and the herd, ran straight against it with his horse and knocked it down. The frightened little animal jumped up again and set off with redoubled speed; but another butt from the horse again sent it sprawling. Again it rose, and was again knocked down, and in this way was at last fairly tired out; when the hunter, jumping suddenly from his horse, threw a rope round its neck, and drove it before him to the encampment, and soon after brought it to the fort. It was as wild as ever when I saw it at Norway House, and seemed to have as much distaste to its thraldom as the day it was taken.

As the summer advanced the heat increased, and the mosquitoes became perfectly insupportable. Nothing could save one from the attacks of these little torments. Almost all other insects went to rest with the sun: sand-flies, which bite viciously during the day, went to sleep at night; the large bull-dog, whose bite is terrible, slumbered in the evening; but the mosquito, the long-legged, determined, vicious, persevering mosquito, whose ceaseless hum dwells for ever on the ear, never went to sleep. Day and night the painful, tender little pimples on our necks and behind our ears were being constantly retouched by these villainous flies, it was useless killing thousands of them  millions supplied their place. The only thing, in fact, that can protect one during the night (nothing can during the day) is a net of gauze hung over the bed; but as this was looked upon by the young men as somewhat effeminate, it was seldom resorted to. The best thing for their destruction, we found, was to fill our rooms with smoke, either by burning damp moss or by letting off large puffs of gunpowder, and then throwing the doors and windows open to allow them to fly out. This, however, did not put them all out; so we generally spent an hour or so before going to bed in hunting them with candles. Even this did not entirely destroy them; and often might our friends, by looking telescopically through the keyhole, have seen us wandering during the late hours of the night in our shirts looking for mosquitoes, like unhappy ghosts doomed to search perpetually for something they can never find. The intense, suffocating heat also added greatly to our discomfort.

In fine weather I used to visit my friend Mr Evans at Rossville, where I had always a hearty welcome. I remember on one occasion being obliged to beg the loan of a canoe from an Indian, and having a romantic paddle across part of Playgreen Lake. I had been offered a passage in a boat which was going to Rossville, but was not to return. Having nothing particular to do, however, at the time, I determined to take my chance of finding a return conveyance of some kind or other. In due time I arrived at the parsonage, where I spent a pleasant afternoon in sauntering about the village, and in admiring the rapidity and ease with which the Indian children could read and write the Indian language by means of a syllable alphabet invented by their clergyman. The same gentleman afterwards made a set of leaden types with no other instrument than a penknife, and printed a great many hymns in the Indian language.

In the evening I began to think of returning to the fort; but no boat or canoe could be found small enough to be paddled by one man, and as no one seemed inclined to go with me, I began to fear that I should have to remain all night. At last a young Indian told me he had a hunting canoe, which I might have if I chose to venture across the lake in it, but it was very small. I instantly accepted his offer; and, bidding adieu to my friends at the parsonage, followed him down to a small creek overshaded by tall trees, where, concealed among the reeds and bushes, lay the canoe. It could not, I should think, have measured more than three yards in length, by eighteen inches in breadth at the middle, whence it tapered at either end to a thin edge. It was made of birch bark scarcely a quarter of an inch thick; and its weight may be imagined when I say that the Indian lifted it from the ground with one hand and placed it in the water, at the same time handing me a small light paddle. I stepped in with great care, and the frail bark trembled with my weight as I seated myself, and pushed out into the lake. The sun had just set, and his expiring rays cast a glare upon the overhanging clouds in the west, whilst the shades of night gathered thickly over the eastern horizon. Not a breath of wind disturbed the glassy smoothness of the water, in which every golden-tinted cloud was mirrored with a fidelity that rendered it difficult to say which was image and which reality. The little bark darted through the water with the greatest ease, and as I passed among the deepening shadows of the lofty pines, and across the gilded waters of the bay, a wild enthusiasm seized me; I strained with all my strength upon the paddle, and the sparkling drops flew in showers behind me as the little canoe flew over the water more like a phantom than a reality  when suddenly I missed my stroke; my whole weight was thrown on one side, the water gurgled over the gunwale of the canoe, and my heart leaped to my mouth, as I looked for an instant into the dark water. It was only for a moment; in another instant the canoe righted, and I paddled the remainder of the way in a much more gentle manner  enthusiasm gone, and a most wholesome degree of timidity pervading my entire frame. It was dark when I reached the fort, and upon landing I took the canoe under my arm and carried it up the bank with nearly as much ease as if it had been a camp-stool.

When the day was warm and the sun bright  when the sky was clear and the water blue  when the air was motionless, and the noise of arrivals and departures had ceased  when work was at a stand, and we enjoyed the felicity of having nothing to do, Mr Russ and I used to saunter down to the waters edge to have an hour or twos fishing. The fish we fished for were goldeyes, and the manner of our fishing was this:  

Pausing occasionally as we walked along, one of us might be observed to bend in a watchful manner over the grass, and, gradually assuming the position of a quadruped, fall plump upon his hands and knees. Having achieved this feat, he would rise with a grasshopper between his finger and thumb; a tin box being then held open by the other, the unlucky insect was carefully introduced to the interior, and the lid closed sharply  some such remark attending each capture as that That one was safe, or, There went another; and the mystery of the whole proceeding being explained by the fact that these same incarcerated grasshoppers were intended to form the bait with which we trusted to beguile the unwary goldeyes to their fate.

Having arrived at the edge of the place where we usually fished, each drew from a cleft in the rock a stout branch of a tree, around the end of which was wound a bit of twine with a large hook attached to it. This we unwound quickly, and after impaling a live grasshopper upon the barbs of our respective hooks, dropped them into the water, and gazed intently at the lines. Mr Russ, who was a great lover of angling, now began to get excited, and made several violent pulls at the line, under the impression that something had bitten. Suddenly his rod, stout as it was, bent with the immense muscular force applied to it, and a small goldeye, about three or four inches long, flashed like an electric spark from the water, and fell with bursting force on the rocks behind, at the very feet of a small Indian boy, who sat, nearly in a state of nature, watching our movements from among the bushes. The little captive was of a bright silvery colour, with a golden eye, and is an excellent fish for breakfast. The truth of the proverb, It never rains but it pours, was soon verified by the immense number of goldeyes of every size, from one foot to four inches, which we showered into the bushes behind us. Two or three dozen were caught in a few minutes, and at last we began to get quite exhausted; and Mr Russ proposed going up to the house for his new fly-rod, by way of diversifying the sport, and rendering it more scientific.

Down he came again in a few minutes, with a splendidly varnished, extremely slim rod, with an invisible line and an aërial fly. This instrument was soon put up; and Mr Russ, letting out six fathoms of line, stood erect, and making a splendid heave, caught the Indian boy by the hair! This was an embarrassing commencement; but being an easy, good-natured man, he only frowned the boy out of countenance, and shortened his line. The next cast was more successful; the line swept gracefully through the air, and fell in a series of elegant circles within a few feet of the rock on which he stood. Goldeyes, however, are not particular; and ere he could draw the line straight, a very large one darted at the fly, and swallowed it. The rod bent into a beautiful oval as Mr Russ made a futile attempt to whip the fish over his head, according to custom, and the line straightened with fearful rigidity as the fish began to pull for its life. The fisher became energetic, and the fish impatient, but there was no prospect of its ever being landed; till at last, having got his rod inextricably entangled among the neighbouring bushes, he let it fall, and most unscientifically hauled the fish out by the line, exclaiming, in the bitterness of his heart, that rods were contemptible childish things, and that a stout branch of a tree was the rod for him. This last essay seemed to have frightened all the rest away, for not another bite did we get after that.

Towards the beginning of June 1843, orders arrived from headquarters, appointing me to spend the approaching winter at York Factory, the place where I had first pressed American soil. It is impossible to describe the joy with which I received the news. Whether it was my extreme fondness for travelling, or the mere love of change, I cannot tell, but it had certainly the effect of affording me immense delight, and I set about making preparation for the journey immediately. The arrival of the canoes from Canada was to be the signal for my departure, and I looked forward to their appearance with great impatience.

In a few days the canoes arrived; and on the 4th of June, 1843, I started, in company with several other gentlemen, in two north canoes. These light, graceful craft were about thirty-six feet long, by from five to six broad, and were capable of containing eight men and three passengers. They were made entirely of birch bark, and gaudily painted on the bow and stern. In these fairy-like boats, then, we swept swiftly over Playgreen Lake, the bright vermilion paddles glancing in the sunshine, and the woods echoing to the lively tune of A la claire fontaine, sung by the two crews in full chorus. We soon left Norway House far behind us, and ere long were rapidly descending the streams that flow through the forests of the interior into Hudson Bay.

While running one of the numerous rapids with which these rivers abound, our canoe struck upon a rock, which tore a large hole in its side. Fortunately the accident happened close to the shore, and nearly at the usual breakfasting hour; so that while some of the men repaired the damages, which they did in half an hour, we employed ourselves agreeably in demolishing a huge ham, several slices of bread, and a cup or two of strong tea.

This was the only event worth relating that happened to us during the voyage; and as canoe-travelling is enlarged upon in another chapter, we will jump at once to the termination of our journey.




Chapter Eight.

York Factory  Winter amusements  Intense cold  The seasons Skylarking  Sporting in the woods and marshes  Trading with Indians  Christmas doings  Breaking-up of the ice in spring.

Are you ambitious, reader, of dwelling in a pleasant cot in a tranquil spot, with a distant view of the changing sea? If so, do not go to York Factory. Not that it is such an unpleasant place  for I spent two years very happily there  but simply (to give a poetical reason, and explain its character in one sentence) because it is a monstrous blot on a swampy spot, with a partial view of the frozen sea!

First impressions are generally incorrect; and I have little doubt that your first impression is, that a monstrous blot on a swampy spot cannot by any possibility be an agreeable place. To dispel this impression, and at the same time to enlighten you with regard to a variety of facts with which you are probably unacquainted, I shall describe York Factory as graphically as may be. An outline of its general appearance has been already given in a former chapter, so I will now proceed to particularise the buildings. The principal edifice is the general store, where the goods, to the amount of two years outfit for the whole northern department, are stored. On each side of this is a long, low whitewashed house, with green edgings, in one of which visitors and temporary residents during the summer are quartered. The other is the summer mess-room. Four roomy fur-stores stand at right angles to these houses, thus forming three sides of the front square. Behind these stands a row of smaller buildings for the labourers and tradesmen; and on the right hand is the dwelling-house of the gentleman in charge, and adjoining it the clerks house; while on the left are the provision-store and Indian trading-shop. A few insignificant buildings, such as the oil-store and lumber-house, intrude themselves here and there; and on the right a tall ungainly outlook rises in the air, affording the inhabitants an extensive view of their wild domains; and just beside it stands the ice-house. This latter building is filled every spring with blocks of solid ice of about three feet square, which do not melt during the short but intensely hot summer. The inhabitants are thus enabled to lay up a store of fresh meat for summer use, which lasts them till about the commencement of winter. The lower stratum of ice in this house never melts; nor, indeed, does the soil of the surrounding country, which only thaws to the depth of a few feet, the subsoil being perpetually frozen.

The climate of York Factory is very bad in the warm months of the year, but during the winter the intensity of the cold renders it healthy. Summer is very short; and the whole three seasons of spring, summer, and autumn are included in the months of June, July, August, and September  the rest being winter.

During part of summer the heat is extreme, and millions of flies, mosquitoes, etcetera, render the country unbearable. Fortunately, however, the cold soon extirpates them. Scarcely anything in the way of vegetables can be raised in the small spot of ground called by courtesy a garden. Potatoes one year, for a wonder, attained the size of walnuts; and sometimes a cabbage and a turnip are prevailed upon to grow. Yet the woods are filled with a great variety of wild berries, among which the cranberry and swampberry are considered the best. Black and red currants, as well as gooseberries, are plentiful; but the first are bitter, and the last small. The swampberry is in shape something like the raspberry, of a light yellow colour, and grows on a low bush, almost close to the ground. They make excellent preserves, and, together with cranberries, are made into tarts for the mess during winter.

In the month of September there are generally a couple of weeks or so of extremely fine weather, which is called the Indian summer; after which winter, with frost, cold, and snow, sets in with rapidity. For a few weeks in October there is sometimes a little warm weather (or rather, I should say, a little thawy, weather); but after that, until the following April, the thermometer seldom rises to the freezing-point. In the depth of winter it falls from 30 to 40, 45, and even 50 degrees below zero of Fahrenheit. This intense cold, however, is not so much felt as one might suppose, as during its continuance the air is perfectly calm. Were the slightest breath of wind to arise when the thermometer stands so low, no man could show his face to it for a moment. Forty degrees below zero, and quite calm, is infinitely preferable to fifteen degrees below, or thereabouts, with a strong breeze of wind. Spirit of wine is, of course, the only liquid that can be used in the thermometers, as mercury, were it exposed to such cold, would remain frozen nearly half the winter. Spirit never froze in any cold ever experienced at York Factory, unless when very much adulterated with water; and even then the spirit would remain liquid in the centre of the mass (see note 1).

To resist this intense cold the inhabitants dress, not in furs, as is generally supposed, but in coats and trousers made of smoked deer-skins; the only piece of fur in their costume being the cap. The houses are built of wood, with double windows and doors. They are heated by means of large iron stoves, fed with wood; yet so intense is the cold, that I have seen the stove in places red-hot, and a basin of water in the room frozen nearly solid. The average cold, I should think, is about 15 or 16 degrees below zero, or 48 degrees of frost. The country around is a complete swamp, but the extreme shortness of the warm weather, and the consequent length of winter, fortunately prevent the rapid decomposition of vegetable matter. Another cause of the unhealthiness of the climate during summer is the prevalence of dense fogs, which come off the bay and enshroud the country; and also the liability of the weather to sudden and extreme changes.

Summer may be said to commence in July, the preceding month being a fight between summer and winter, which cannot claim the slightest title to the name of spring. As August advances the heat becomes great; but about the commencement of September Nature wears a more pleasing aspect, which lasts till the middle of October. It is then clear and beautiful, just cold enough to kill all the mosquitoes, and render brisk exercise agreeable. About this time, too, the young ducks begin to fly south, affording excellent sport among the marshes. A week or so after this winter commences, with light falls of snow occasionally, and hard frost during the night. Flocks of snow-birds (the harbingers of cold in autumn, and heat in spring) begin to appear, and soon the whirring wings of the white partridge may be heard among the snow-encompassed willows. The first thaw generally takes place in April; and May is characterised by melting snow, disruption of ice, and the arrival of the first flocks of wild-fowl.

The country around the fort is one immense level swamp, thickly covered with willows, and dotted here and there with a few clumps of pine-trees. The only large timber in the vicinity grows on the banks of Hayes and Nelson Rivers, and consists chiefly of spruce fir. The swampy nature of the ground has rendered it necessary to raise the houses in the fort several feet in the air upon blocks of wood; and the squares are intersected by elevated wooden platforms, which form the only promenade the inhabitants have during the summer, as no one can venture fifty yards beyond the gates without wetting his feet. Nothing bearing the most distant resemblance to a hillock exists in the land. Nelson River is a broad stream, which discharges itself into Hudson Bay, near the mouth of Hayes River, between which lies a belt of swamp and willows, known by the name of the Point of Marsh. Here may be found, during the spring and autumn, millions of ducks, geese, and plover, and during the summer billions of mosquitoes. There are a great many strange plants and shrubs in this marsh, which forms a wide field of research and pleasure to the botanist and the sportsman; but the lover of beautiful scenery and the florist will find little to please the eye or imagination, as Nature has here put on her plainest garb, and flowers there are none.

Of the feathered tribes there are the large and small grey Canada goose, the laughing goose (so called from the resemblance of its cry to laughter), and the wavie or white goose. The latter are not very numerous. There are great numbers of wild ducks, pintails, widgeons, divers, sawbills, black ducks, and teal; but the prince of ducks (the canvas-back) is not there. In spring and autumn the whole country becomes musical with the wild cries and shrill whistle of immense hosts of plover of all kinds  long legs, short legs, black legs, and yellow legs  sandpipers and snipe, which are assisted in their noisy concerts by myriads of frogs. The latter are really the best songsters in Hudson Bay (see note 2). Bitterns are also found in the marshes; and sometimes, though rarely, a solitary crane finds its way to the coast. In the woods, and among the dry places around, there are a few grey grouse and wood partridges, a great many hawks, and owls of all sizes  from the gigantic white owl, which measures five feet across the back and wings, to the small grey owl, not much bigger than a mans hand.

In winter the woods and frozen swamps are filled with ptarmigan  or, as they are called by the trappers, white partridges. They are not very palatable; but, nevertheless, they form a pretty constant dish at the winter mess-table of York Factory, and afford excellent sport to the inhabitants. There are also great varieties of small birds, among which the most interesting are the snow-birds, or snow-flakes, which pay the country a flying visit at the commencement and termination of winter.

Such is York Fort, the great depôt and gate to the wild regions surrounding Hudson Bay. Having described its appearance and general characteristics, I shall proceed to introduce the reader to my future companions, and describe our amusements and sports among the marshes.

Bachelors Hall.

On the  of June, 1843, I landed the second time on the wharf of York Fort, and betook myself to Bachelors Hall, where Mr Grave, whom I met by the way, told me to take up my quarters. As I approached the door of the well-remembered house, the most tremendous uproar that ever was heard proceeded from within its dingy walls; so I jumped the paling that stood in front of the windows, and took a peep at the interior before introducing myself.

The scene that met my eye was ludicrous in the extreme. Mounted on a chair, behind a bedroom door, stood my friend Crusty, with a large pail of water in his arms, which he raised cautiously to the top of the door, for the purpose of tilting it over upon two fellow-clerks who stood below, engaged in a wrestling match, little dreaming of the cataract that was soon to fall on their devoted heads; at the door of a room opposite stood the doctor, grinning from ear to ear at the thought of sending a thick stream of water in Crustys face from a large syringe which he held in his hands; while near the stove sat the jolly skipper, looking as grave as possible under the circumstances.

The practical joke was just approaching to a climax when I looked in. The combatants neared the door behind which Crusty was ensconced. The pail was raised, and the syringe pointed, when the hall door opened, and Mr Grave walked in! The sudden change that ensued could not have been more rapidly effected had Mr Grave been a magician. The doctor thrust the syringe into his pocket, into which a great deal of the water escaped and dripped from the skirts of his coat as he walked slowly across the room and began to examine, with a wonderful degree of earnestness, the edge of an amputating knife that lay upon his dressing-table. The two wrestlers sprang with one accord into their own room, where they hid their flushed faces behind the door. Certain smothered sounds near the stove proclaimed the skipper to be revelling in an excruciating fit of suppressed laughter; while poor Crusty, who slipped his foot in rapidly descending from his chair, lay sprawling in an ocean of water, which he had upset upon himself in his fall.

Mr Grave merely went to Mr Wilsons room to ask a few questions, and then departed as if he had seen nothing; but a peculiar twist in the corners of his mouth, and a comical twinkle in his eye, showed that, although he said nothing, he had a pretty good guess that his young men had been engaged in mischief!

Such were the companions to whom I introduced myself shortly after; and, while they went off to the office, I amused myself in looking round the rooms in which I was to spend the approaching winter.

The house was only one story high, and the greater part of the interior formed a large hall, from which several doors led into the sleeping apartments of the clerks. The whole was built of wood; and few houses could be found wherein so little attention was paid to ornament or luxury. The walls were originally painted white, but this, from long exposure to the influence of a large stove, had changed to a dirty yellow. No carpet covered the floor; nevertheless, its yellow planks had a cheerful appearance; and gazing at the numerous knots with which it was covered often afforded me a dreamy kind of amusement when I had nothing better to do. A large oblong iron box, on four crooked legs, with a funnel running from it through the roof, stood exactly in the middle of the room; this was a stove, but the empty wood-box in the corner showed that its services were not required at that time. And truly they were not; for it was the height of summer, and the whole room was filled with mosquitoes and bull-dog flies, which kept up a perpetual hum night and day. The only furniture that graced the room consisted of two small unpainted deal tables without tablecloths, five whole wooden chairs, and a broken one  which latter, being light and handy, was occasionally used as a missile by the young men when they happened to quarrel. Several guns and fishing-rods stood in the corners of the hall, but their dirty appearance proclaimed that sporting, at that time, was not the order of the day. The tables were covered with a miscellaneous collection of articles; and from a number of pipes reposing on little odoriferous heaps of cut tobacco, I inferred that my future companions were great smokers. Two or three books, a pair of broken foils, a battered mask, and several surgical instruments, over which a huge mortar and pestle presided, completed the catalogue.

The different sleeping apartments around were not only interesting to contemplate, but also extremely characteristic of the pursuits of their different tenants. The first I entered was very small  just large enough to contain a bed, a table, and a chest, leaving little room for the occupant to move about in; and yet, from the appearance of things, he did move about in it to some purpose, as the table was strewn with a number of saws, files, bits of ivory and wood, and in a corner a small vice held the head of a cane in its iron jaws. These were mixed with a number of Indian account-books and an inkstand, so that I concluded I had stumbled on the bedroom of my friend Mr Wilson, the postmaster.

The quadrant-case and sea-chest in the next room proved it to be the skippers, without the additional testimony of the oiled-cloth coat and sou-wester hanging from a peg in the wall.

The doctors room was filled with dreadful-looking instruments, suggestive of operations, amputations, bleeding wounds, and human agony; while the accountants was equally characterised by methodical neatness, and the junior clerks by utter and chaotic confusion. None of these bedrooms were carpeted; none of them boasted of a chair  the trunks and boxes of the persons to whom they belonged answering instead; and none of the beds were graced with curtains. Notwithstanding this emptiness, however, they had a somewhat furnished appearance, from the number of greatcoats, leather capotes, fur caps, worsted sashes, guns, rifles, shot-belts, snow-shoes, and powder-horns with which the walls were profusely decorated. The ceilings of the rooms, moreover, were very low  so much that by standing on tiptoe I could touch them with my hand; and the window in each was only about three feet high by two and a half broad, so that, upon the whole, the house was rather snug than otherwise.

Such was the habitation in which I dwelt; such were the companions with whom I associated at York Factory.

As the season advanced the days became shorter, the nights more frosty, and soon a few flakes of snow fell, indicating the approach of winter. About the beginning of October the cold, damp, snowy weather that usually precedes winter set in; and shortly afterwards Hayes River was full of drifting ice, and the whole country covered with snow. A week or so after this the river was completely frozen over; and Hudson Bay itself, as far as the eye could reach, was covered with a coat of ice. We now settled down into our winter habits. Double windows were fitted in, and double doors also. Extra blankets were put upon the beds; the iron stove kept constantly alight; and, in fact, every preparation was made to mitigate the severity of the winter.

The water froze every night in our basins, although the stove was kept at nearly a red heat all day, and pretty warm all night; and our out-of-door costume was changed from jackets and shooting-coats to thick leather capotes, fur caps, duffle socks, and moccasins.

Soon after this, white partridges showed themselves; and one fine clear, frosty morning, after breakfast, I made my first essay to kill some, in company with my fellow-clerk and room-mate Crusty, and the worthy skipper.

The manner of dressing ourselves to resist the cold was curious. I will describe Crusty, as a type of the rest. After donning a pair of deer-skin trousers, he proceeded to put on three pair of blanket socks, and over these a pair of moose-skin moccasins. Then a pair of blue cloth leggins were hauled over his trousers, partly to keep the snow from sticking to them, and partly for warmth. After this he put on a leather capote edged with fur. This coat was very warm, being lined with flannel, and overlapped very much in front. It was fastened with a scarlet worsted belt round the waist, and with a loop at the throat. A pair of thick mittens made of deer-skin hung round his shoulders by a worsted cord; and his neck was wrapped in a huge shawl, above whose mighty folds his good-humoured visage beamed like the sun on the edge of a fog-bank. A fur cap with ear-pieces completed his costume. Having finished his toilet, and tucked a pair of snow-shoes, five feet long, under one arm, and a double-barrelled fowling-piece under the other, Crusty waxed extremely impatient, and proceeded systematically to aggravate the unfortunate skipper (who was always very slow, poor man, except on board ship), addressing sundry remarks to the stove upon the slowness of seafaring men in general, and skippers in particular. In a few minutes the skipper appeared in a similar costume, with a monstrously long gun over his shoulder, and under his arm a pair of snow-shoes gaudily painted by himself; which snow-shoes he used to admire amazingly, and often gave it as his opinion that they were slap-up, tossed-off-to-the-nines snow-shoes!

In this guise, then, we departed on our ramble. The sun shone brightly in the cold blue sky, giving a warm appearance to the scene, although no sensible warmth proceeded from it, so cold was the air. Countless millions of icy particles covered every bush and tree, glittering tremulously in its rays like diamonds  psha! that hackneyed simile: diamonds of the purest water never shone like these evanescent little gems of nature. The air was biting cold, obliging us to walk briskly along to keep our blood in circulation; and the breath flew thick and white from our mouths and nostrils, like clouds of steam, and, condensing on our hair and the breasts of our coats, gave us the appearance of being powdered with fine snow. Crustys red countenance assumed a redder hue by contrast, and he cut a very comical figure when his bushy whiskers changed from their natural auburn hue to a pure white, under the influence of this icy covering. The skipper, who all this while had been floundering slowly among the deep snow, through which his short legs were but ill calculated to carry him, suddenly wheeled round, and presented to our view the phenomenon of a very red, warm face, and an extremely livid cold nose thereunto affixed. We instantly apprised him of the fact that his nose was frozen, which he would scarcely believe for some time; however, he was soon convinced, and after a few minutes hard rubbing it was restored to its usual temperature.

We had hitherto been walking through the thick woods near the rivers bank; but finding no white partridges there, we stretched out into the frozen swamps, which now presented large fields and plains of compact snow, studded here and there with clumps and thickets of willows. Among these we soon discovered fresh tracks of birds in the snow, whereat the skipper became excited (the sport being quite new to him), and expressed his belief, in a hoarse whisper, that they were not far off. He even went the length of endeavouring to walk on tiptoe, but being unable, from the weight of his snow-shoes, to accomplish this, he only tripped himself, and falling with a stunning crash through a large dried-up bush, buried his head, shoulders, and gun in the snow. Whir-r-r! went the alarmed birds  crack! bang! went Crustys gun, and down came two partridges; while the unfortunate skipper, scarce taking time to clear his eyes from snow, in his anxiety to get a shot, started up, aimed at the birds, and blew the top of a willow, which stood a couple of feet before him, into a thousand atoms. The partridges were very tame, and only flew to a neighbouring clump of bushes, where they alighted. Meanwhile Crusty picked up his birds, and while reloading his gun complimented the skipper upon the beautiful manner in which he pointed. To this he answered not, but raising his gun, let drive at a solitary bird which, either from fear or astonishment, had remained behind the rest, and escaped detection until now, owing to its resemblance to the surrounding snow. He fortunately succeeded in hitting this time, and bagged it with great exultation. Our next essay was even more successful. The skipper fired at one which he saw sitting near him, killed it,  and also two more which he had not seen, but which had happened to be in a line with the shot; and Crusty and I killed a brace each when they took wing.

During the whole day we wandered about the woods, sometimes killing a few ptarmigan, and occasionally a kind of grouse, which are called by the people of the country wood-partridges. Whilst sauntering slowly along in the afternoon, a rabbit darted across our path; the skipper fired at it without even putting the gun to his shoulder, and to his utter astonishment killed it. After this we turned to retrace our steps, thinking that, as our game bags were pretty nearly full, we had done enough for one day. Our sport was not done, however; we came suddenly upon a large flock of ptarmigan, so tame that they would not fly, but merely ran from us a little way at the noise of each shot. The firing that now commenced was quite terrific. Crusty fired till both barrels of his gun were stopped up; the skipper fired till his powder and shot were done; and I fired till  I skinned my tongue! Lest any one should feel surprised at the last statement, I may as well explain how this happened. The cold had become so intense, and my hands so benumbed with loading, that the thumb at last obstinately refused to open the spring of my powder-flask. A partridge was sitting impudently before me, so that, in the fear of losing the shot, I thought of trying to open it with my teeth. In the execution of this plan, I put the brass handle to my mouth, and my tongue happening to come in contact with it, stuck fast thereto  or, in other words, was frozen to it. Upon discovering this, I instantly pulled the flask away, and with it a piece of skin about the size of a sixpence. Having achieved this little feat, we once more bent our steps homeward.

During our walk the day had darkened, and the sky insensibly become overcast. Solitary flakes of snow fell here and there around us, and a low moaning sound, as of distant wind, came mournfully down through the sombre trees, and, eddying round their trunks in little gusts, gently moved the branches, and died away in the distance. With an uneasy glance at these undoubted signs of an approaching storm, we hastened towards the fort as fast as our loads permitted us, but had little hope of reaching it before the first burst of the gale. Nature had laid aside her sparkling jewels, and was now dressed in her simple robe of white. Dark leaden clouds rose on the northern horizon, and the distant howling of the cold, cold wind struck mournfully on our ears, as it rushed fresh and bitterly piercing from the Arctic seas, tearing madly over the frozen plains, and driving clouds of hail and snow before it. Whew! how it dashed along  scouring wildly over the ground, as if maddened by the slight resistance offered to it by the swaying bushes, and hurrying impetuously forward to seek a more worthy object on which to spend its bitter fury! Whew! how it curled around our limbs, catching up mountains of snow into the air, and dashing them into impalpable dust against our wretched faces. Oh! it was bitterly, bitterly cold. Notwithstanding our thick wrappings, we felt as if clothed in gauze; while our faces seemed to collapse and wrinkle up as we turned them from the wind and hid them in our mittens. One or two flocks of ptarmigan, scared by the storm, flew swiftly past us, and sought shelter in the neighbouring forest. We quickly followed their example, and availing ourselves of the partial shelter of the trees, made the best of our way back to the fort, where we arrived just as it was getting dark, and entered the warm precincts of Bachelors Hall like three animated marble statues, so completely were we covered from head to foot with snow.

It was curious to observe the change that took place in the appearance of our guns after we entered the warm room. The barrels, and every bit of metal upon them, instantly became white, like ground glass! This phenomenon was caused by the condensation and freezing of the moist atmosphere of the room upon the cold iron. Any piece of metal, when brought suddenly out of such intense cold into a warm room, will in this way become covered with a pure white coating of hoar-frost. It does not remain long in this state, however, as the warmth of the room soon heats the metal and melts the ice. Thus, in about ten minutes our guns assumed three different appearances: when we entered the house, they were clear, polished, and dry; in five minutes they were white as snow; and in five more, dripping wet!

On the following morning a small party of Indians arrived with furs, and Mr Wilson went with them to the trading-room, whither I accompanied him.

The trading-room  or, as it is frequently called, the Indian-shop  was much like what is called a store in the United States. It contained every imaginable commodity likely to be needed by Indians. On various shelves were piled bales of cloth of all colours, capotes, blankets, caps, etcetera; and in smaller divisions were placed files, scalping-knives, gun-screws, flints, balls of twine, fire-steels, canoe-awls, and glass beads of all colours, sizes, and descriptions. Drawers in the counter contained needles, pins, scissors, thimbles, fish-hooks, and vermilion for painting canoes and faces. The floor was strewn with a variety of copper and tin kettles, from half a pint to a gallon; and on a stand in the furthest corner of the room stood about a dozen trading guns, and beside them a keg of powder and a box of shot.

Upon our entrance into this room trade began. First of all, an old Indian laid a pack of furs upon the counter, which Mr Wilson counted and valued. Having done this, he marked the amount opposite the old mans name in his Indian book, and then handed him a number of small pieces of wood. The use of these pieces of wood is explained in the third chapter. The Indian then began to look about him, opening his eyes gradually, as he endeavoured to find out which of the many things before him he would like to have. Sympathising with his eyes, his mouth slowly opened also; and having remained in this state for some time, the former looked at Mr Wilson, and the latter pronounced ahcoup (blanket). Having received the blanket, he paid the requisite number of bits of wood for it, and became abstracted again. In this way he bought a gun, several yards of cloth, a few beads, etcetera, till all his sticks were gone, and he made way for another. The Indians were uncommonly slow, however, and Mr Wilson and I returned to the house in a couple of hours, with very cold toes and fingers, and exceedingly blue noses.

During winter we breakfasted usually at nine oclock; then sat down to the desk till one, when we dined. After dinner we resumed our pens till six, when we had tea; and then wrote again till eight; after which we either amused ourselves with books (of which we had a few), kicked up a row, or, putting on our snow-shoes, went off to pay a moonlight visit to our traps. On Wednesdays and Saturdays, however, we did no work, and generally spent these days in shooting.

It is only at the few principal establishments of the Company, where the accounts of the country are collected annually, to be forwarded to the Hudson Bay House in London, that so much writing is necessary.

As the Christmas holidays approached, we prepared for the amusements of that joyous season. On the morning before Christmas, a gentleman, who had spent the first part of the winter all alone at his outpost, arrived to pass the holidays at York Factory. We were greatly delighted to have a new face to look at, having seen no one but ourselves since the ship left for England, nearly four months before.

Our visitor had travelled in a dog cariole. This machine is very narrow, just broad enough to admit one person. It is a wooden frame covered with deer-skin parchment, painted gaudily, and is generally drawn by four Esquimaux dogs (see note 3). Dogs are invaluable in the Arctic regions, where horses are utterly useless, owing to the depth of snow which covers the earth for so large a portion of the year. The comparatively light weight of the dogs enables them to walk without sinking much; and even when the snow is so soft as to be incapable of supporting them, they are still able to sprawl along more easily than any other species of quadruped could do. Four are usually attached to a sledge, which they haul with great vigour; being followed by a driver on snow-shoes, whose severe lash is brought to bear so powerfully on the backs of the poor animals, should any of them be observed to slacken their pace, that they are continually regarding him with deprecatory glances as they run along. Should the lash give a flourish, there is generally a short yelp from the pack; and should it descend amongst them with a vigorous crack, the vociferous yelling that results is perfectly terrific. These drivers are sometimes very cruel; and when a pack of dogs have had a fight, and got their traces hopelessly ravelled (as is often the case), they have been known to fall on their knees in their passion, seize one of the poor dogs by the nose with their teeth, and almost bite it off. Dogs are also used for dragging carioles, which vehicles are used by gentlemen in the Companys service who are either too old or too lazy to walk on snow-shoes. The cariole is in form not unlike a slipper bath, both in shape and size. It is lined with buffalo robes, in the midst of a bundle of which the occupant reclines luxuriously, while the dogs drag him slowly through the soft snow, and among the trees and bushes of the forest, or scamper with him over the hard-beaten surface of a lake or river; while the machine is prevented from capsizing by a voyageur who walks behind on snow-shoes, holding on to a line attached to the back part of the cariole. The weather during winter is so cold that it is often a matter of the greatest difficulty for the traveller to keep his toes from freezing, despite the buffalo robes; and sometimes, when the dogs start fresh in the morning, with a good breakfast, a bright, clear, frosty day, and a long expanse of comparatively open country before them, where the snow from exposure has become quite hard, away they go with a loud yelp, upsetting the driver in the bolt, who rises to heap undeserved and very improper epithets upon the poor brutes, who, careering over the ground at the rate of eleven miles an hour, swing the miserable cariole over the snow, tear it through the bushes, bang it first on one side, then on the other, against stumps and trees, yelling all the while, partly with frantic glee at the thought of having bolted, and partly with fearful anticipation of the tremendous welting that is to come; until at last the cariole gets jammed hard and fast among the trees of the forest, or plunges down the steep bank of a river head over heels till they reach the foot  a horrible and struggling compound of dogs, traveller, traces, parchment, buffalo robes, blankets, and snow!

Christmas morning dawned, and I opened my eyes to behold the sun flashing brightly on the window, in its endeavours to make a forcible entry into my room, through the thick hoar-frost which covered the panes. Presently I became aware of a gentle breathing near me, and, turning my eyes slowly round, I beheld my companion Crusty standing on tiptoe, with a tremendous grin on his countenance, and a huge pillow in his hands, which was in the very act of descending upon my devoted head. To collapse into the smallest possible compass, and present the most invulnerable part of my body to the blow, was the work of an instant, when down came the pillow, bang! Hooroo! hurroo! hurroo! a merry Christmas to you, you rascal! shouted Crusty. Bang! bang! went the pillow. Turn out of that, you lazy lump of plethoric somnolescence, whack!  and, twirling the ill-used pillow round his head, my facetious friend rushed from the room, to bestow upon the other occupants of the hall a similar salutation. Upon recovering from the effects of my pommelling, I sprang from bed and donned my clothes with all speed, and then went to pay my friend Mr Wilson the compliments of the season. In passing through the hall for this purpose, I discovered Crusty struggling in the arms of the skipper, who, having wrested the pillow from him, was now endeavouring to throttle him partially. I gently shut and fastened the door of their room, purposing to detain them there till very nearly too late for breakfast, and then sat down with Mr Wilson to discuss our intended proceedings during the day. These were  firstly, that we should go and pay a ceremonious visit to the men; secondly, that we should breakfast; thirdly, that we should go out to shoot partridges; fourthly, that we should return to dinner at five; and fifthly, that we should give a ball in Bachelors Hall in the evening, to which were to be invited all the men at the fort, and all the Indians, men, women, and children, inhabiting the country for thirty miles round. As the latter, however, did not amount to above twenty, we did not fear that more would come than our hall was calculated to accommodate. In pursuance, then, of these resolutions, I cleaned my gun, freed my prisoners just as the breakfast-bell was ringing, and shortly afterwards went out to shoot. I will not drag the reader after me, but merely say that we all returned about dusk, with game-bags full, and appetites ravenous.

Our Christmas dinner was a good one, in a substantial point of view; and a very pleasant one, in a social point of view. We ate it in the winter mess-room; and really (for Hudson Bay) this was quite a snug and highly decorated apartment. True, there was no carpet on the floor, and the chairs were home-made; but then the table was mahogany, and the walls were hung round with several large engravings in birds-eye maple frames. The stove, too, was brightly polished with black lead, and the painting of the room had been executed with a view to striking dumb those innocent individuals who had spent the greater part of their lives at outposts, and were, consequently, accustomed to domiciles and furniture of the simplest and most unornamental description. On the present grand occasion the mess-room was illuminated by an argand lamp, and the table covered with a snow-white cloth, whereon reposed a platter containing a beautiful, fat, plump wild-goose, which had a sort of come-eat-me-up-quick-else-Ill-melt expression about it that was painfully delicious. Opposite to this smoked a huge roast of beef, to procure which one of our most useless draught oxen had been sacrificed. This, with a dozen of white partridges, and a large piece of salt pork, composed our dinner. But the greatest rarities on the board were two large decanters of port wine, and two smaller ones of Madeira. These were flanked by tumblers and glasses; and truly, upon the whole, our dinner made a goodly show.

Come away, gentlemen, said Mr Grave, as we entered the room and approached the stove where he stood, smiling with that benign expression of countenance peculiar to stout, good-natured gentlemen at this season, and at this particular hour. Your walk must have sharpened your appetites; sit down, sit down. This way, doctor  sit near me; find a place, Mr Ballantyne, beside your friend Crusty there; take the foot, Mr Wilson; and amid a shower of such phrases we seated ourselves and began.

At the top of the table sat Mr Grave, indistinctly visible through the steam that rose from the wild-goose before him. On his right and left sat the doctor and the accountant; and down from them sat the skipper, four clerks, and Mr Wilson, whose honest face beamed with philanthropic smiles at the foot of the table. Loud were the mirth and fun that reigned on this eventful day within the walls of the highly decorated room at York Factory. Bland was the expression of Mr Graves face when he asked each of the young clerks to drink wine with him in succession; and great was the confidence which thereby inspired the said clerks, prompting them to the perpetration of several rash and unparalleled pieces of presumption  such as drinking wine with each other (an act of free-will on their part almost unprecedented), and indulging in sundry sly pieces of covert humour, such as handing the vinegar to each other when the salt was requested, and becoming profusely apologetic upon discovering their mistake. But the wildest storm is often succeeded by the greatest calm, and the most hilarious mirth by the most solemn gravity. In the midst of our fun Mr Grave proposed a toast. Each filled a bumper, and silence reigned around while he raised his glass and said, Let us drink to absent friends. We each whispered, Absent friends, and set our glasses down in silence, while our minds flew back to the scenes of former days, and we mingled again in spirit with our dear, dear friends at home. How different the mirth of the loved ones there, circling round the winter hearth, from that of the men seated round the Christmas table in the Nor-West wilderness I question very much if this toast was ever drunk with a more thorough appreciation of its melancholy import than upon the present memorable occasion. Our sad feelings, however, were speedily put to flight, and our gravity routed, when the skipper, with characteristic modesty, proposed, The ladies; which toast we drank with a hearty good-will, although, indeed, the former included them, inasmuch as they also were absent friends  the only one within two hundred and fifty miles of us being Mr Graves wife.

What a magical effect ladies have upon the male sex, to be sure! Although hundreds of miles distant from an unmarried specimen of the species, upon the mere mention of their name there was instantly a perceptible alteration for the better in the looks of the whole party. Mr Wilson unconsciously arranged his hair a little more becomingly, as if his ladye-love were actually looking at him; and the skipper afterwards confessed that his heart had bounded suddenly out of his breast, across the snowy billows of the Atlantic, and come smash down on the wharf at Plymouth Dock, where he had seen the last wave of Nancys checked cotton neckerchief as he left the shores of Old England.

Just as we had reached the above climax, the sound of a fiddle struck upon our ears, and reminded us that our guests who had been invited to the ball were ready; so, emptying our glasses, we left the dining-room, and adjourned to the hall.

Here a scene of the oddest description presented itself. The room was lit up by means of a number of tallow candles, stuck in tin sconces round the walls. On benches and chairs sat the Orkneymen and Canadian half-breeds of the establishment, in their Sunday jackets and capotes; while here and there the dark visage of an Indian peered out from among their white ones. But round the stove  which had been removed to one side to leave space for the dancers  the strangest group was collected. Squatting down on the floor, in every ungraceful attitude imaginable, sat about a dozen Indian women, dressed in printed calico gowns, the chief peculiarity of which was the immense size of the balloon-shaped sleeves, and the extreme scantiness, both in length and width, of the skirts. Coloured handkerchiefs covered their heads, and ornamented moccasins decorated their feet; besides which, each one wore a blanket in the form of a shawl, which they put off before standing up to dance. They were chatting and talking to each other with great volubility, occasionally casting a glance behind them, where at least half a dozen infants stood bolt upright in their tight-laced cradles. On a chair, in a corner near the stove, sat a young, good-looking Indian, with a fiddle of his own making beside him. This was our Paganini; and beside him sat an Indian boy with a kettle-drum, on which he tapped occasionally, as if anxious that the ball should begin.

All this flashed upon our eyes; but we had not much time for contemplating it, as, the moment we entered, the women simultaneously rose, and coming modestly forward to Mr Wilson, who was the senior of the party, saluted him, one after another! I had been told that this was a custom of the ladies on Christmas Day, and was consequently not quite unprepared to go through the ordeal. But when I looked at the superhuman ugliness of some of the old ones  when I gazed at the immense, and in some cases toothless, chasms that were pressed to my seniors lips, and that gradually, like a hideous nightmare, approached towards me  and when I reflected that these same mouths might have, in former days, demolished a few children  my courage forsook me, and I entertained for a moment the idea of bolting. The doctor seemed to labour under the same disinclination as myself; for when they advanced to him, he refused to bend his head, and, being upwards of six feet high, they of course were obliged to pass him. They looked, however, so much disappointed at this, and withal so very modest, that I really felt for them, and prepared to submit to my fate with the best grace possible. A horrible old hag advanced towards me, the perfect embodiment of a nightmare, with a fearful grin on her countenance. I shut my eyes. Suddenly a bright idea flashed across my mind: I stooped down, with apparent goodwill, to salute her; but just as our lips were about to meet, I slightly jerked up my head, and she kissed my chin. Oh, happy thought! They were all quite satisfied, and attributed the accident, no doubt, to their own clumsiness  or to mine!

This ceremony over, we each chose partners, the fiddle struck up, and the ball began. Scotch reels were the only dances known by the majority of the guests, so we confined ourselves entirely to them.

The Indian women afforded us a good deal of amusement during the evening. Of all ungraceful beings, they are the most ungraceful; and of all accomplishments, dancing is the one in which they shine least. There is no rapid motion of the feet, no lively expression of the countenance; but with a slow, regular, up-and-down motion, they stalk through the figure with extreme gravity. They seemed to enjoy it amazingly, however, and scarcely allowed the poor fiddler a moments rest during the whole evening.

Between eleven and twelve oclock our two tables were put together, and spread with several towels; thus forming a pretty respectable supper-table, which would have been perfect, had not the one part been three inches higher than the other. On it was placed a huge dish of cold venison, and a monstrous iron kettle of tea. This, with sugar, bread, and a lump of salt butter, completed the entertainment to which the Indians sat down. They enjoyed it very much  at least, so I judged from the rapid manner in which the viands disappeared, and the incessant chattering and giggling kept up at intervals. After all were satisfied, the guests departed in a state of great happiness; particularly the ladies, who tied up the remnants of their supper in their handkerchiefs, and carried them away.

Before concluding the description of our Christmas doings, I may as well mention a circumstance which resulted from the effects of the ball, as it shows in a curious manner the severity of the climate at York Factory. In consequence of the breathing of so many people in so small a room for such a length of time, the walls had become quite damp, and ere the guests departed moisture was trickling down in many places. During the night this moisture was frozen, and on rising the following morning I found, to my astonishment, that Bachelors Hall was apparently converted into a palace of crystal. The walls and ceiling were thickly coated with beautiful minute crystalline flowers, not sticking flat upon them, but projecting outwards in various directions, thus giving the whole apartment a cheerful, light appearance, quite indescribable. The moment our stove was heated, however, the crystals became fluid, and ere long evaporated, leaving the walls exposed in all their original dinginess.



Winter passed away; but not slowly, or by degrees. A winter of so long duration could not be expected to give up its dominion without a struggle. In October it began, and in November its empire was established. During December, January, February, March, and April it reigned unmolested, in steadfast bitterness; enclosing in its icy bands, and retaining in torpid frigidity, the whole inanimate and vegetable creation. But in May its powerful enemy, caloric, made a decided attack upon the empire, and dealt hoary Winter a stunning blow.

About the beginning of April a slight thaw occurred, the first that had taken place since the commencement of winter; but this was speedily succeeded by hard frost, which continued till the second week in May, when thaw set in so steadily that in a few days the appearance of the country entirely changed.

On the 12th of May, Hayes River, which had been covered for nearly eight months with a coat of ice upwards of six feet thick, gave way before the floods occasioned by the melting snow; and all the inmates of the fort rushed out to the banks upon hearing the news that the river was going. On reaching the gate, the sublimity of the spectacle that met our gaze can scarcely be imagined. The noble river, here nearly two miles broad, was entirely covered with huge blocks and jagged lumps of ice, rolling and dashing against each other in chaotic confusion, as the swelling floods heaved them up and swept them with irresistible force towards Hudson Bay. In one place, where the masses were too closely packed to admit of violent collision, they ground against each other with a slow but powerful motion that curled their hard edges up like paper, till the smaller lumps, unable to bear the pressure, were ground to powder, and with a loud crash the rest hurried on to renew the struggle elsewhere, while the ice above, whirling swiftly round in the clear space thus formed, as if delighted at its sudden release, hurried onwards. In another place, where it was not so closely packed, a huge lump suddenly grounded on a shallow; and in a moment the rolling masses, which were hurrying towards the sea with the velocity of a cataract, were precipitated against it with a noise like thunder, and the tremendous pressure from above forcing block upon block with a loud hissing noise, raised, as if by magic, an icy castle in the air, which, ere its pinnacles had pointed for a second to the sky, fell with stunning violence into the boiling flood from whence it rose. In a short time afterwards the mouth of the river became so full of ice that it stuck there, and in less than an hour the water rose ten or fifteen feet, nearly to a level with the top of the bank. In this state it continued for a week; and then, about the end of May, the whole floated quietly out to sea, and the cheerful river gurgled along its bed with many a curling eddy and watery dimple rippling its placid face, as if it smiled to think of having overcome its powerful enemy, and at length burst its prison walls.

Although the river was free, many a sign of winter yet remained around our forest home. The islands in the middle of the stream were covered with masses of ice, many of which were piled up to a height of twenty or thirty feet. All along the banks, too, it was strewn thickly; while in the woods snow still lay in many places several feet deep. In time, however, these last evidences of the mighty power of winter gave way before the warm embraces of spring. Bushes and trees began to bud, gushing rills to flow, frogs to whistle in the swamp, and ducks to sport upon the river, while the hoarse cry of the wild-goose, the whistling wings of teal, and all the other sounds and cries of the long-absent inhabitants of the marshes, gave life and animation to the scene.

Often has nature been described as falling asleep in the arms of winter, and awaking at the touch of spring; but nowhere is this simile so strikingly illustrated as in these hyperborean climes, where, for eight long, silent months, nature falls into a slumber so deep and unbroken that death seems a fitter simile than sleep, and then bursts into a life so bright, so joyous, so teeming with animal and vegetable vitality, and, especially when contrasted with her previous torpidity, so noisy, that awakening from sleep gives no adequate idea of the change.

Now was the time that our guns were cleaned with peculiar care, and regarded with a sort of brotherly affection. Not that we despised the sports of winter, but we infinitely preferred those of spring.

Young Crusty and I were inseparable companions; we had slept in the same room, hunted over the same ground, and scribbled at the same desk during the whole winter, and now we purchased a small hunting canoe from an Indian, for the purpose of roaming about together in spring. Our excursions were always amusing; and, as a description of one of them may perhaps prove interesting to the reader, I shall narrate:  

A Canoe Excursion on the Shores of Hudson Bay.

It is needless to say that the day we chose was fine; that the sun shone brightly; that the curling eddies of the river smiled sweetly; that the jagged pinnacles of the blocks of ice along shore which had not yet melted sparkled brilliantly; that the fresh green foliage of the trees contrasted oddly with these white masses; that Crusty and I shouldered our canoe between us, after having placed our guns, etcetera, in it, and walked lightly down to the river bank under our burden. It is needless, I say, to describe all this minutely, as it would be unnecessary waste of pen, ink, and paper. It is sufficient to say that we were soon out in the middle of the stream, floating gently down the current towards the Point of Marsh, which was to be the scene of our exploits.

The day was indeed beautiful, and so very calm and still that the glassy water reflected every little cloud in the sky; and on the seaward horizon everything was quivering and magically turned upside down  islands, trees, icebergs, and all! A solitary gull, which stood not far off upon a stone, looked so preposterously huge from the same atmospherical cause, that I would have laughed immoderately, had I had energy to do so; but I was too much wrapped in placid enjoyment of the scene to give way to boisterous mirth. The air was so calm that the plaintive cries of thousands of wildfowl which covered the Point of Marsh struck faintly on our ears. Ah! thought I  But I need not say what I thought. I grasped my powder-flask and shook it; it was full  crammed full! I felt my shot-belt; it was fat, very fat, bursting with shot! Our two guns lay side by side, vying in brightness; their flints quite new and sharp, and standing up in a lively wide-awake sort of way, as much as to say, If you do not let me go, Ill go bang off by myself! Happiness is sometimes too strong to be enjoyed quietly; and Crusty and I, feeling that we could keep it down no longer, burst simultaneously into a yell that rent the air, and, seizing the paddles, made our light canoe spring over the water, while we vented our feelings in a lively song, which reaching the astonished ears of the afore-mentioned preposterously large gull, caused its precipitate departure.

In half an hour we reached the point; dragged the canoe above high-water mark; shouldered our guns, and, with long strides, proceeded over the swamp in search of game.

We had little doubt of having good sport, for the whole point away to the horizon was teeming with ducks and plover. We had scarcely gone a hundred yards ere a large widgeon rose from behind a bush, and Crusty, who was in advance, brought it down. As we plodded on, the faint cry of a wild-goose caused us to squat down suddenly behind a neighbouring bush, from which retreat we gazed round to see where our friends were. Another cry from behind attracted our attention; and far away on the horizon we saw a large flock of geese flying in a mathematically correct triangle. Now, although far out of shot, and almost out of sight, we did not despair of getting one of these birds; for, by imitating their cry, there was a possibility of attracting them towards us. Geese often answer to a call in this way, if well imitated; particularly in spring, as they imagine that their friends have found a good feeding-place, and wish them to alight. Knowing this, Crusty and I continued in our squatting position  utterly unmindful, in the excitement of the moment, of the fact that the water of the swamp lay in the same proximity to our persons as a chair does when we sit down on it  and commenced to yell and scream vociferously in imitation of geese; for which, doubtless, many people unacquainted with our purpose would have taken us. At first our call seemed to make no impression on them; but gradually they bent into a curve, and, sweeping round in a long circle, came nearer to us, while we continued to shout at the top of our voices. How they ever mistook our bad imitation of the cry for the voices of real geese, I cannot tell  probably they thought we had colds or sore throats; at any rate they came nearer and nearer, screaming to us in return, till at last they ceased to flap their wings, and sailed slowly over the bush behind which we were ensconced, with their long necks stretched straight out, and their heads a little to one side, looking down for their friends. Upon discovering their mistake, and beholding two human beings instead of geese within a few yards of them, the sensation created among them was tremendous, and the racket they kicked up in trying to fly from us was terrific; but it was too late. The moment we saw that they had discovered us, our guns poured forth their contents, and two out of the flock fell with a lumbering smash upon the ground, while a third went off wounded, and, after wavering in its flight for a little, sank slowly to the ground.

Having bagged our game, we proceeded, and ere long filled our bags with ducks, geese, and plover. Towards the afternoon we arrived at a tent belonging to an old Indian called Morris. With this dingy gentleman we agreed to dine, and accordingly bent our steps towards his habitation. Here we found the old Indian and his wife squatting down on the floor and wreathed in smoke, partly from the wood-fire which burned in the middle of the tent, and partly from the tobacco-pipes stuck in their respective mouths. Old Morris was engaged in preparing a kettle of pea-soup, in which were boiled several plover and a large white owl; which latter, when lifted out of the pot, looked so very like a skinned baby that we could scarcely believe they were not guilty of cannibalism. His wife was engaged in ornamenting a pair of moccasins with dyed quills. On our entrance, the old man removed his pipe, and cast an inquiring glance into the soup-kettle; this apparently gave him immense satisfaction, as he turned to us with a smiling countenance, and remarked (for he could speak capital English, having spent the most of his life near York Factory) that duck plenty, but he too hold to shoot much; obliged to heat howl. This we agreed was uncommonly hard, and after presenting him with several ducks and a goose, proposed an inspection of the contents of the kettle, which being agreed to, we demolished nearly half of the soup, and left him and his wife to heat the howl.

After resting an hour with this hospitable fellow, we departed, to prepare our encampment ere it became dark, as we intended passing the night in the swamps, under our canoe. Near the tent we passed a fox-trap set on the top of a pole, and, on inquiring, found that this was the machine in which old Morris caught his howls. The white owl is a very large and beautiful bird, sometimes nearly as large as a swan. I shot one which measured five feet three inches across the wings, when expanded. They are in the habit of alighting upon the tops of blighted trees, and poles of any kind, which happen to stand conspicuously apart from the forest trees  for the purpose, probably, of watching for mice and little birds, on which they prey. Taking advantage of this habit, the Indian plants his trap on the top of a bare tree, so that when the owl alights it is generally caught by the legs.

Our walk back to the place where we had left the canoe was very exhausting, as we had nearly tired ourselves out before thinking of returning. This is very often the case with eager sportsmen, as they follow the game till quite exhausted, and only then it strikes them that they have got as long a walk back as they had in going out. I recollect this happening once to myself. I had walked so far away into the forest after wild-fowl, that I forgot time and distance in the ardour of the pursuit, and only thought of returning when quite knocked up. The walk back was truly wretched. I was obliged to rest every ten minutes, as, besides being tired, I became faint from hunger. On the way I stumbled on the nest of a plover, with one egg in it. This was a great acquisition; so seating myself on a stone, I made my dinner of it raw. Being very small, it did not do me much good, but it inspired me with courage; and, making a last effort, I reached the encampment in a very unenviable state of exhaustion.

After an hours walk, Crusty and I arrived at the place where we left the canoe.

Our first care was to select a dry spot whereon to sleep, which was not an easy matter in such a swampy place. We found one at last, however, under the shelter of a small willow bush. Thither we dragged the canoe, and turned it bottom up, intending to creep in below it when we retired to rest. After a long search on the sea-shore, we found a sufficiency of driftwood to make a fire, which we carried up to the encampment, and placed in a heap in front of the canoe. This was soon kindled by means of a flint and steel, and the forked flames began in a few minutes to rise and leap around the branches, throwing the swampy point into deeper shadow, making the sea look cold and black, and the ice upon its surface ghost-like. The interior of our inverted canoe looked really quite cheerful and snug, under the influence of the fires rosy light. And when we had spread our blankets under it, plucked and cleaned two of the fattest ducks, and stuck them on sticks before the blaze to roast, we agreed that there were worse things in nature than an encampment in the swamps.

Ere long the night became pitchy dark; but although we could see nothing, yet ever and anon the whistling wings of ducks became audible, as they passed in flocks overhead. So often did they pass in this way, that at last I was tempted to try to get a shot at them, notwithstanding the apparent hopelessness of such an attempt. Seizing my gun, and leaving strict injunctions with Crusty to attend to the roasting of my widgeon, I sallied forth, and, after getting beyond the light of the fire, endeavoured to peer through the gloom. Nothing was to be seen, however. Flocks of ducks were passing quite near, for I heard their wings whizzing as they flew, but they were quite invisible; so at last, becoming tired of standing up to my knees in water, I pointed my gun at random at the next flock that passed, and fired. After the shot, I listened intently for a few seconds, and the next moment a splash in the water apprised me that the shot had taken effect. After a long search I found the bird, and returned to my friend Crusty, whom I threw into a state of consternation by pitching the dead duck into his lap as he sat winking and rubbing his hands before the warm blaze.

Supper in these out-of-the-way regions is never long in the eating, and on the present occasion we finished it very quickly, being both hungry and fatigued. That over, we heaped fresh logs upon the fire, wrapped our green blankets round us, and nestling close together, as much underneath our canoe as possible, courted the drowsy god. In this courtship I was unsuccessful for some time, and lay gazing on the flickering flames of the watch-fire, which illuminated the grass of the marsh a little distance round, and listening, in a sort of dreamy felicity, to the occasional cry of a wakeful plover, or starting suddenly at the flapping wings of a huge owl, which, attracted by the light of our fire, wheeled slowly round, gazing on us in a kind of solemn astonishment, till, scared by the sounds that proceeded from Crustys nasal organ, it flew with a scream into the dark night air; and again all was silent save the protracted, solemn, sweeping boom of the distant waves, as they rolled at long intervals upon the sea-shore. During the night we were awakened by a shower of rain falling upon our feet and as much of our legs as the canoe was incapable of protecting. Pulling them up more under shelter, at the expense of exposing our knees and elbows  for the canoe could not completely cover us  we each gave a mournful grunt, and dropped off again.

Morning broke with unclouded splendour, and we rose from our grassy couch with alacrity to resume our sport; but I will not again drag my patient reader through the Point of Marsh.

In the afternoon, having spent our ammunition, we launched our light canoe, and after an hours paddle up the river, arrived, laden with game and splashed with mud, at York Factory.



Note 1. Quicksilver easily freezes; and it has frequently been run into a bullet mould, exposed to the cold air till frozen, and in this state rammed down a gun barrel, and fired through a thick plank.



Note 2. The thousands of frogs that fill the swamps of America whistle or chirp so exactly like little birds, that many people, upon hearing them for the first time, have mistaken them for the feathered songsters of the groves. Their only fault is that they scarcely ever cease singing.



Note 3. The traveller sits, or rather lies in it, wrapped in buffalo robes; while the dogs are urged forward by a man who walks behind, and prevents the machine from upsetting, which it is very liable to do, from the inequalities of the ground over which it sometimes passes.




Chapter Nine.

Voyage from York Factory to Norway House in a small Indian canoe  Departure  Life in the woods  Difficulties of canoe navigation  Outwit the mosquitoes Lève! lève! lève!  Music in the pot and on the organ.

On the afternoon of the 20th of June 1845, I sat in my room at York Fort, musing on the probability of my being dispatched to some other part of the Companys wide dominions.

The season approached when changes from one part of the country to another might be expected, and boats began to arrive from the interior. Two years of fun and frolic had I spent on the coast, and I was beginning to wish to be sent once more upon my travels, particularly as the busy season was about to commence, and the hot weather to set in.

As I sat cogitating, my brother scribblers called me to join them in a short promenade upon the wharf, preparatory to resuming our pens. Just as we reached it, a small Indian canoe from the interior swept round the point above the factory, and came rapidly forward, the sparkling water foaming past her sharp bow as she made towards the landing.

At almost any time an arrival causes a great deal of interest in this out-of-the-way place; but an arrival of this sort  for the canoe was evidently an express  threw us into a fever of excitement, which was greatly increased when we found that it contained dispatches from headquarters; and many speculative remarks passed among us as we hurried up to our hall, there to wait in anxious expectation for a letter or an order to appear instanter before Mr Grave. Our patience was severely tried, however, and we began to think there was no news at all, when Gibeault, the butler, turned the corner, and came towards our door. We immediately rushed towards it in breathless expectation, and a row of eager faces appeared as he walked slowly up and said, Mr Grave wishes to see Mr Ballantyne immediately. On hearing this I assumed an appearance of calm indifference I was far from feeling, put on my cap, and obeyed the order.

Upon entering Mr Graves presence, he received me with a benign, patronising air, and requested me to be seated. He then went on to inform me that letters had just arrived, requesting that I might be sent off immediately to Norway House, where I should be enlightened as to my ultimate destination. This piece of news I received with mingled surprise and delight, at the same time exclaiming Indeed! with peculiar emphasis; and then, becoming suddenly aware of the impropriety of the expression, I endeavoured to follow it up with a look of sorrow at the prospect of leaving my friends, combined with resignation to the will of the Honourable Hudson Bay Company, in which attempt I failed most signally. After receiving orders to prepare for an immediate start, I rushed out in a state of high excitement, to acquaint my comrades with my good fortune. On entering the hall, I found them as anxious to know where I was destined to vegetate next winter, as they before had been to learn who was going off. Having satisfied them on this point, or rather told them as much as I knew myself regarding it, I proceeded to pack up.

It happened just at this time that a brigade of inland boats was on the eve of starting for the distant regions of the interior; and as the little canoe, destined to carry myself, was much too small to take such an unwieldy article as my cassette, I gladly availed myself of the opportunity to forward it by the boats, as they would have to pass Norway House en route. It would be endless to detail how I spent the next three days: how I never appeared in public without walking very fast, as if pressed with a superhuman amount of business; how I rummaged about here and there, seeing that everything was prepared; looking vastly important, and thinking I was immensely busy, when in reality I was doing next to nothing. I shall, therefore, without further preface, proceed to describe my travelling equipments.

The canoe in which I and two Indians were to travel from York Factory to Norway House, a distance of nearly three hundred miles, measured between five and six yards long, by two feet and a half broad in the middle, tapering from thence to nothing at each end. It was made of birch bark, and could with great ease be carried by one man. In this we were to embark, with ten days provisions for three men, three blankets, three small bundles, and a little travelling-case belonging to myself; besides three paddles wherewith to propel us forward, a tin kettle for cooking, and an iron one for boiling water. Our craft being too small to permit my taking the usual allowance of what are called luxuries, I determined to take pot-luck with my men, so that our existence for the next eight or ten days was to depend upon the nutritive properties contained in a few pounds of pemmican, a little biscuit, one pound of butter, and a very small quantity of tea and sugar. With all this, in addition to ourselves, we calculated upon being pretty deeply laden.

My men were of the tribe called Swampy Crees  and truly, to judge merely from appearance, they would have been the very last I should have picked out to travel with; for one was old, apparently upwards of fifty, and the other, though young, was a cripple. Nevertheless, they were good, hard-working men, as I afterwards experienced. I did not take a tent with me, our craft requiring to be as light as possible, but I rolled up a mosquito-net in my blanket, that being a light affair of gauze, capable of compression into very small compass. Such were our equipments; and on the 23rd of June we started for the interior.

A melancholy feeling came over me as I turned and looked for the last time upon York Factory, where I had spent so many happy days with the young men who now stood waving their handkerchiefs from the wharf. Mr Grave, too, stood among them, and as I looked on his benevolent, manly countenance, I felt that I should ever remember with gratitude his kindness to me while we resided together on the shores of Hudson Bay. A few minutes more, and the fort was hid from my sight for ever.

My disposition is not a sorrowful one; I never did and never could remain long in a melancholy mood, which will account for the state of feeling I enjoyed half an hour after losing sight of my late home. The day was fine, and I began to anticipate a pleasant journey, and to speculate as to what part of the country I might be sent to. The whole wide continent of North America was now open to the excursive flights of my imagination, as there was a possibility of my being sent to any one of the numerous stations in the extensive territories of the Hudson Bay Company. Sometimes I fancied myself ranging through the wild district of Mackenzie River, admiring the scenery described by Franklin and Back in their travels of discovery; and anon, as the tales of my companions occurred to me, I was bounding over the prairies of the Saskatchewan in chase of the buffalo, or descending the rapid waters of the Columbia to the Pacific Ocean. Again my fancy wandered, and I imagined myself hunting the grizzly bear in the woods of Athabasca  when a heavy lurch of the canoe awakened me to the fact that I was only ascending the sluggish waters of Hayes River.

The banks of the river were covered with huge blocks of ice, and scarcely a leaf had as yet made its appearance. Not a bird was to be seen, except a few crows and whisky-jacks, which chattered among the branches of the trees; and Nature appeared as if undecided whether or not she should take another nap, ere she bedecked herself in the garments of spring. My Indians paddled slowly against the stream, and I lay back, with a leg cocked over each gunwale, watching the sombre pines as they dropped slowly astern. On our way we passed two landslips which encroached a good deal on the river, each forming a small rapid round its base. The trees with which they had formerly been clothed were now scattered about in chaotic confusion, leafless, and covered with mud; some more than half buried, and others standing with their roots in the air. There is a tradition among the natives that a whole camp of Indians was overwhelmed in the falling of these slips.

A good deal of danger is incurred in passing up these rivers, owing to the number of small landslips which occur annually. The banks, being principally composed of sandy clay, are loosened, and rendered almost fluid in many places, upon the melting of the snow in spring; and the ice, during the general disruption, tears away large masses of the lower part of the banks, which renders the superincumbent clay liable to slip, upon the first heavy shower of rain, with considerable force into the stream.

About sixteen miles from York Factory we ran against a stone, and tore a small hole in the bottom of our canoe. This obliged us to put ashore immediately, when I had an opportunity of watching the swiftness and dexterity of the Indians in repairing the damage. A small hole, about three inches long and one inch wide, had been torn in the bottom of the canoe, through which the water squirted with considerable rapidity. Into this hole they fitted a piece of bark, sewed it with wattape (the fibrous roots of the pine-tree), made a small fire, melted gum, and plastered the place so as to be effectually water-tight, all in about the space of an hour.

During the day we passed a brigade of boats bound for the factory; but being too far off, and in a rapid part of the river we did not hail them. About nine oclock we put ashore for the night, having travelled nearly twenty miles. The weather was pleasantly cool, so that we were free from mosquitoes. The spot we chose for our encampment was on the edge of a high bank, being the only place within three miles where we could carry up our provisions; and even here the ascent was bad enough. But after we were up, the top proved a good spot, covered with soft moss, and well sheltered by trees and bushes. A brook of fresh water rippled at the foot of the bank, and a few decayed trees afforded us excellent firewood. Here, then, in the bosom of the wilderness, with the silvery light of the moon for our lamp, and serenaded by a solitary owl, we made our first bivouac. Supper was neatly laid out on an oil-cloth, spread before a blazing fire. A huge junk of pemmican graced the centre of our rustic table, flanked by a small pile of ships biscuit on one side, and a lump of salt butter on the other; while a large iron kettle filled with hot water, slightly flavoured with tea-leaves, brought up the rear. Two tin pots and a tumbler performed outpost duty, and were soon smoking full of warm tea. We made an excellent supper, after which the Indians proceeded to solace themselves with a whiff, while I lay on my blanket enjoying the warmth of the fire, and admiring the apparently extreme felicity of the men, as they sat, with half-closed eyes, watching the smoke curling in snowy wreaths from their pipes, and varying their employment now and then with a pull at the tin pots, which seemed to afford them extreme satisfaction. In this manner we lay till the moon waned; and the owl having finished his overture, we rolled ourselves in our blankets, and watched the twinkling star, till sleep closed our eyelids.

Next morning, between two and three oclock, we began to stretch our limbs, and after a few ill-humoured grunts prepared for a start. The morning was foggy when we embarked and once more began to ascend the stream. Everything was obscure and indistinct till about six oclock, when the powerful rays of the rising sun dispelled the mist, and Nature was herself again. A good deal of ice still lined the shores; but what astonished me most was the advanced state of vegetation apparent as we proceeded inland. When we left York Factory, not a leaf had been visible; but here, though only thirty miles inland, the trees, and more particularly the bushes, were well covered with beautiful light green foliage, which appeared to me quite delightful after the patches of snow and leafless willows on the shores of Hudson Bay.

At eight oclock we put ashore for breakfast  which was just a repetition of the supper of the preceding night, with this exception, that we discussed it a little more hurriedly  and then proceeded on our way.

Shortly afterwards we met a small canoe, about the size of our own, which contained a postmaster and two Indians, on their way to York Factory with a few packs of otters. After five minutes conversation we parted, and were soon out of sight of each other. The day, which had hitherto been agreeable, now became oppressively sultry: not a breath of wind ruffled the water; and as the sun shone down with intense heat from a perfectly cloudless sky, it became almost insufferable. I tried all methods to cool myself, by lying in every position I could think of, sometimes even hanging both legs and arms over the sides of the canoe and trailing them through the water. I had a racking headache, and, to add to my misery, as the sun sank the mosquitoes rose and bit ferociously. The Indians, however, did not appear to suffer much, being accustomed, no doubt, to these little annoyances, much in the same way as eels are to being skinned.

In the afternoon we arrived at the forks of Hayes and Steel Rivers, and ascended the latter, till the increasing darkness and our quickening appetites reminded us that it was time to put ashore. We made a hearty supper, having eaten nothing since breakfast; dinner, while travelling in a light canoe, being considered quite superfluous.

Our persevering foes, the mosquitoes, now thought it high time to make their supper also, and attacked us in myriads whenever we dared to venture near the woods; so we were fain to sleep as best we could on the open beach, without any fire  being much too warm for that. But even there they found us out, and most effectually prevented us from sleeping.

On the morning of the 25th, we arose very little refreshed by our short nap, and continued our journey. The weather was still warm, but a little more bearable, owing to a light, grateful breeze that came down the river. After breakfast  which we took at the usual hour, and in the usual way  while proceeding slowly up the current, we descried, on rounding a point, a brigade of boats close to the bank, on the opposite side of the river; so we embarked our man, who was tracking us up with a line (the current being too rapid for the continued use of the paddle), and crossed over to see who they were. On landing, we found it was the Norway House brigade, in charge of George Kippling, a Red River settler. He shook hands with us, and then commenced an animated discourse with my two men in the Indian language, which being perfectly unintelligible to me, I amused myself by watching the operations of the men, who were in the act of cooking breakfast.

Nothing can be more picturesque than a band of voyageurs breakfasting on the banks of a pretty river. The spot they had chosen was a little above the Burntwood Creek, on a projecting grassy point, pretty clear of underwood. Each boats crew  of which there were three  had a fire to itself, and over these fires were placed gipsy-like tripods, from which huge tin kettles depended; and above them hovered three volunteer cooks, who were employed stirring their contents with persevering industry. The curling wreaths of smoke formed a black cloud among the numerous fleecy ones in the blue sky, while all around, in every imaginable attitude, sat, stood, and reclined the sunburnt, savage-looking half-breeds, chatting, laughing, and smoking in perfect happiness. They were all dressed alike, in light cloth capotes with hoods, corduroy trousers, striped shirts open in front, with cotton kerchiefs tied sailor-fashion loosely round their swarthy necks. A scarlet worsted belt strapped each mans coat tightly to his body, and Indian moccasins defended their feet. Their head-dresses were as various as fanciful  some wore caps of coarse cloth; others coloured handkerchiefs, twisted turban-fashion round their heads; and one or two, who might be looked upon as voyageur-fops, sported tall black hats, covered so plenteously with bullion tassels and feathers as to be scarcely recognisable.

The breakfast consisted solely of pemmican and flour, boiled into the sort of thick soup dignified by the name of robbiboo. As might be expected, it is not a very delicate dish, but is, nevertheless, exceedingly nutritious; and those who have lived long in the country, particularly the Canadians, are very fond of it. I think, however, that another of their dishes, composed of the same materials, but fried instead of boiled, is much superior to it. They call it richeau; it is uncommonly rich, and very little will suffice for an ordinary man.

After staying about a quarter of an hour, chatting with Kippling about the good folk of Red River and Norway House, we took our departure, just as they commenced the first vigorous attack upon the capacious kettles of robbiboo.

Shortly after, we arrived at the mouth of Hill River, which we began to ascend. The face of the country was now greatly changed, and it was evident that here spring had long ago dethroned winter. The banks of the river were covered from top to bottom with the most luxuriant foliage, while dark clumps of spruce-fir varied and improved the landscape. In many places the banks, which appeared to be upwards of a hundred feet high, ran almost perpendicularly down to the waters edge, perfectly devoid of vegetation, except at the top, where large trees overhung the precipice, some clinging by their roots and ready to fall. In other places the bank sloped from nearly the same height, gradually, and with slight undulations, down to the stream, thickly covered with vegetation, and teeming with little birds, whose merry voices, warbling a cheerful welcome to the opening buds, greatly enhanced the pleasures of the scene.

We soon began to experience great difficulty in tracking the canoe against the rapid stream that now opposed us. From the steepness of the banks in some places, and their being clothed with thick willows in others, it became a slow and fatiguing process for the men to drag us against the strong current; and sometimes the poor Indians had to cling like flies against nearly perpendicular cliffs of slippery clay, whilst at others they tore their way through almost impervious bushes. They relieved each other by turns every hour at this work, the one steering the canoe while the other tracked; and they took no rest during the whole day, except when at breakfast. Indeed, any proposal to do so would have been received by them with great contempt, as a very improper and useless waste of time.

When the track happened to be at all passable, I used to get out and walk, to relieve them a little, as well as to stretch my cramped limbs, it being almost impossible, when there is any luggage in a small Indian canoe, to attain a comfortable position.

At sunset we put ashore for the night, on a point covered with a great number of lopsticks. These are tall pine-trees, denuded of their lower branches, a small tuft being left at the top. They are generally made to serve as landmarks; and sometimes the voyageurs make them in honour of gentlemen who happen to be travelling for the first time along the route  and those trees are chosen which, from their being on elevated ground, are conspicuous objects. The traveller for whom they are made is always expected to acknowledge his sense of the honour conferred upon him by presenting the boats crew with a pint of grog, either on the spot or at the first establishment they meet with. He is then considered as having paid for his footing, and may ever afterwards pass scot-free.

We soon had our encampment prepared, and the fire blazing: but hundreds of mosquitoes were, as usual, awaiting our arrival, and we found it utterly impossible to sup, so fiercely did they attack us. We at last went to leeward of the fire, and devoured it hastily in the smoke  preferring to risk being suffocated or smoke-dried to being eaten up alive! It was certainly amusing to see us rushing into the thick smoke, bolt a few mouthfuls of pemmican, and then rush out again for fresh air; our hands swinging like the sails of a windmill round our heads, while every now and then, as a mosquito fastened on a tender part, we gave ourselves a resounding slap on the side of the head, which, had it come from the hand of another, would certainly have raised in us a most pugnacious spirit of resentment. In this manner we continued rushing out of and into the smoke till supper was finished, and then prepared for sleep. This time, however, I was determined not to be tormented; so I cut four stakes, drove them into the ground, and threw over them my gauze mosquito-net, previously making a small fire, with wet grass on it, to raise a smoke and prevent intruders from entering while I was in the act of putting it on; then, cautiously raising one end, I bolted in after the most approved harlequinian style, leaving my discomfited tormentors wondering at the audacity of a man who could snore in a state of unconcerned felicity in the very midst of the enemys camp.

On the following morning we started at an early hour. The day was delightfully cool, and mosquitoes were scarce, so that we felt considerably comfortable as we glided quietly up the current. In this way we proceeded till after breakfast, when we came in sight of the first portage, on which we landed. In a surprisingly short time our luggage, etcetera, was pitched ashore, and the canoe carried over by the Indians, while I followed with some of the baggage; and in half an hour we were ready to start from the upper end of the portage. While carrying across the last few articles, one of the Indians killed two fish called suckers, which they boiled on the spot and devoured immediately.

Towards sunset we paddled quietly up to the White Mud Portage, where there is a fall, of about seven or eight feet, of extreme rapidity, shooting over the edge in an arch of solid water, which falls hissing and curling into the stream below. Here we intended to encamp. As we approached the cataract, a boat suddenly appeared on the top of it, and shot with the speed of lightning into the boiling water beneath, its reckless crew shouting, pulling, laughing, and hallooing, as it swept round a small point at the foot of the fall and ran aground in a bay or hollow, where the eddying water, still covered with patches of foam after its mighty leap, floated quietly round the shore. They had scarcely landed when another boat appeared on the brink, and, hovering for an instant, as if to prepare itself for the leap, flashed through the water, and the next moment was aground beside the first. In this manner seven boats successively ran the fall, and grounded in the bay.

Upon our arriving, we found them to be a part of the Saskatchewan brigade, on its way to the common point of rendezvous, York Factory. It was in charge of two friends of mine; so I accosted them, without introducing myself, and chatted for some time about the occurrences of the voyage. They appeared a little disconcerted, however, and looked very earnestly at me two or three times. At last they confessed they had forgotten me altogether! And, indeed, it was no wonder, for the sun had burned me nearly as black as my Indian friends, while my dress consisted of a blue capote, sadly singed by the fire; a straw hat, whose shape, from exposure and bad usage, was utterly indescribable; a pair of corduroys, and Indian moccasins; which so metamorphosed me, that my friends, who perfectly recollected me the moment I mentioned my name, might have remained in ignorance to this day had I not enlightened them on the subject.

After supper one of these gentlemen offered me a share of his tent, and we turned in together, but not to sleep; for we continued gossiping till long after the noisy voices of the men had ceased to disturb the tranquillity of night.

At the first peep of day our ears were saluted with the usual unpleasant sound of Lève! lève! lève! issuing from the leathern throat of the guide. Now this same Lève! is in my ears a peculiarly harsh and disagreeable word, being associated with frosty mornings, uncomfortable beds, and getting up in the dark before half enough of sleep has been obtained. The way in which it is uttered, too, is particularly exasperating; and often, when partially awakened by a stump boring a hole in my side, have I listened with dread to hear the detested sound, and then, fancying it must surely be too early to rise, have fallen gently over on the other side, when a low muffled sound, as if some one were throwing off his blanket, would strike upon my ear, then a cough or grunt, and finally, as if from the bowels of the earth, a low and scarcely audible Lève! lève! would break the universal stillness  growing rapidly louder, Lève! lève! lève! and louder, Lève! lève! till at last a final stentorian Lève! lève! lève! brought the hateful sound to a close, and was succeeded by a confused collection of grunts, groans, coughs, grumbles, and sneezes from the unfortunate sleepers thus rudely roused from their slumbers. The disinclination to rise, however, was soon overcome; and up we got, merry as larks, the men loading their boats, while I and my Indians carried our luggage, etcetera, over the portage.

Our troubles now commenced: the longest and most difficult part of the route lay before us, and we prepared for a day of toil. Far as the eye could reach, the river was white with boiling rapids and foaming cascades, which, though small, were much too large to ascend, and consequently we were obliged to make portages at almost every two or three hundred yards. Rapid after rapid was surmounted; yet still, as we rounded every point and curve, rapids and falls rose, in apparently endless succession, before our wearied eyes. My Indians, however, knew exactly the number they had to ascend, so they set themselves manfully to the task. I could not help admiring the dexterous way in which they guided the canoe among the rapids. Upon arriving at one, the old Indian, who always sat in the bow (this being the principal seat in canoe travelling), rose up on his knees and stretched out his neck to take a look before commencing the attempt; and then, sinking down again, seized his paddle, and pointing significantly to the chaos of boiling waters that rushed swiftly past us (thus indicating the route he intended to pursue to his partner in the stern), dashed into the stream. At first we were borne down with the speed of lightning, while the water hissed and boiled to within an inch of the gunwale, and a person unaccustomed to such navigation would have thought it folly our attempting to ascend; but a second glance would prove that our Indians had not acted rashly. In the centre of the impetuous current a large rock rose above the surface, and from its lower end a long eddy ran like the tail of a comet for about twenty yards down the river. It was just opposite this rock that we entered the rapid, and paddled for it with all our might. The current, however, as I said before, swept us down; and when we got to the middle of the stream, we just reached the extreme point of the eddy, and after a few vigorous strokes of the paddles were floating quietly in the lee of the rock. We did not stay long, however  just long enough to look for another stone; and the old Indian soon pitched upon one a few yards higher up, but a good deal to one side; so, dipping our paddles once more, we pushed out into the stream again, and soon reached the second rock. In this way, yard by yard, did we ascend for miles, sometimes scarcely gaining a foot in a minute, and at others, as a favouring bay or curve presented a long piece of smooth water, advancing more rapidly. In fact, our progress could not be likened to anything more aptly than to the ascent of a salmon as he darts rapidly from eddy to eddy, taking advantage of every stone and hollow that he finds: and the simile may be still further carried out; for, as the salmon is sometimes driven back tail foremost in attempting to leap a fall, so were we, in a similar attempt, driven back by the overpowering force of the water.

It happened thus: We had surmounted a good many rapids, and made a few portages, when we arrived at a perpendicular fall of about two feet in height, but from the rapidity of the current it formed only a very steep shoot. Here the Indians paused to breathe, and seemed to doubt the possibility of ascent; however, after a little conversation on the subject, they determined to try it, and got out their poles for the purpose (poles being always used when the current is too strong for the paddles). We now made a dash, and turning the bow to the current, the Indians fixed their poles firmly in the ground, while the water rushed like a mill-race past us. They then pushed forward, one keeping his pole fixed, while the other refixed his a little more ahead. In this way we advanced inch by inch, and had almost got up  the water rushing past us in a thick, black body, hissing sharply in passing the side of our canoe, which trembled like a reed before the powerful current  when suddenly the pole of the Indian in the stern slipped; and almost before I knew what had happened, we were floating down the stream about a hundred yards below the fall. Fortunately the canoe went stern foremost, so that we got down in safety. Had it turned round even a little in its descent, it would have been rolled over and over like a cask. Our second attempt proved more successful; and after a good deal of straining and puffing we arrived at the top, where the sight of a longer stretch than usual of calm and placid water rewarded us for our exertions during the day.

In passing over a portage we met the English River brigade; and after a little conversation, we parted. The evening was deliciously cool and serene as we glided quietly up the now tranquil river. Numbers of little islets, covered to the very edge of the rippling water with luxuriant vegetation, rose like emeralds from the bosom of the broad river, shining brightly in the rays of the setting sun; sometimes so closely scattered as to veil the real size of the river, which, upon our again emerging from among them, burst upon our delighted vision a broad sheet of clear pellucid water, with beautiful fresh banks covered with foliage of every shade, from the dark and sombre pine to the light drooping willow; while near the shore a matronly-looking duck swam solemnly along, casting now and then a look of warning to a numerous family of little yellow ducklings that frisked and gambolled in very wantonness, as if they too enjoyed and appreciated the beauties of the scene. Through this terrestrial paradise we wended our way, till rapids again began to disturb the water, and a portage at last brought us to a stand. Here we found McNab, who had left York Factory three days before us with his brigade, just going to encamp; so we also brought up for the night. When supper was ready, I sent an invitation to McNab to come and sup with me, which he accepted, at the same time bringing his brother with him. The elder was a bluff, good-natured Red River settler, with whom I had become acquainted while in the colony; and we chatted of bygone times and mutual acquaintances over a cup of excellent tea, till long after the sun had gone down, leaving the blazing camp-fires to illuminate the scene.

Next morning we started at the same time with the boats; but our little canoe soon passed them in the rapids, and we saw no more of them. Our way was not now so much impeded by rapids as it had hitherto been; and by breakfast-time we had surmounted them all and arrived at the Dram-stone, where we put ashore for our morning meal. In the morning I shot a duck, being the first that had come within range since I left York Factory. Ducks were very scarce, and the few that we did see were generally accompanied by a numerous offspring not much bigger than the eggs which originally contained them. While taking breakfast we were surprised by hearing a quick rushing sound a little above us, and the next moment a light canoe came sweeping round a point and made towards us. It was one of those called north canoes, which are calculated to carry eight men as a crew, besides three passengers. The one now before us was built much the same as an Indian canoe, but somewhat neater, and ornamented with sundry ingenious devices painted in gaudy colours on the bows and stern. It was manned by eight men and apparently one passenger, to whom I hallooed once or twice; but they took me, no doubt, for an Indian, and so passed on without taking any notice of us. As the noble bark bounded quickly forward and was hid by intervening trees, I bent a look savouring slightly of contempt upon our little Indian canoe, and proceeded to finish breakfast.

A solitary north canoe, however, passing thus in silence, can give but a faint idea of the sensation felt on seeing a brigade of them arriving at a post after a long journey. It is then that they appear in wild perfection. The voyageurs upon such occasions are dressed in their best clothes; and gaudy feathers, ribbons, and tassels stream in abundance from their caps and garters. Painted gaily, and ranged side by side, like contending chargers, the light canoes skim swiftly over the water, bounding under the vigorous and rapid strokes of the small but numerous paddles, while the powerful voyageurs strain every muscle to urge them quickly on. And while yet in the distance, the beautifully simple and lively yet plaintive paddling song, so well suited to the surrounding scenery, and so different from any other air, breaks sweetly on the ear; and one reflects, with a kind of subdued and pleasing melancholy, how far the singers are from their native land, and how many long and weary days of danger and of toil will pass before they can rest once more in their Canadian homes. How strangely, too, upon their nearer approach, is this feeling changed for one of exultation, as the deep and manly voices swell in chorus over the placid waters, while a competition arises among them who shall first arrive; and the canoes dash over the water with arrow-speed to the very edge of the wharf, where they come suddenly, and as by magic, to a pause. This is effected by each man backing water with his utmost force; after which they roll their paddles on the gunwale simultaneously, enveloping themselves in a shower of spray as they shake the dripping water from the bright vermilion blades. Truly it is an animating, inspiriting scene, the arrival of a brigade of light canoes.

Our route now lay through a number of small lakes and rivers, with scarcely any current in them; so we proceeded happily on our way with the cheering prospect of uninterrupted travelling. We had crossed Swampy Lake, and, after making one or two insignificant portages, entered Knee Lake. This body of water obtained its name from turning at a sharp angle near its centre, and stretching out in an opposite direction from its preceding course; thus forming something like a knee. Late in the evening we encamped on one of the small islands with which it is here and there dotted. Nothing could exceed the beauty of the view we had of the lake from our encampment. Not a breath of wind stirred its glassy surface, which shone in the ruddy rays of the sun setting on its bosom in the distant horizon; and I sat long upon the rocks admiring the lovely scene, while one of my Indians filled the tea-kettle, and the other was busily engaged in skinning a minx for supper. Our evening meal was further enriched by the addition of a great many small gulls eggs, which we had found on an island during the day  which, saving one or two that showed evident symptoms of being far advanced towards birdhood, were excellent.

On the following morning the scene was entirely changed. Dark and lowering clouds flew across the sky, and the wind blew furiously, with a melancholy moaning sound, through the trees. The lake, which the night before had been so calm and tranquil, was now of a dark leaden hue, and covered with foaming waves. However, we determined to proceed, and launched our canoe accordingly; but soon finding the wind too strong for us, we put ashore on a small island and breakfasted. As the weather moderated after breakfast, we made another attempt to advance. Numerous islets studded the lake, and on one of them we landed to collect gulls eggs. Of these we found enough; but among them were a number of little yellow gulls, chattering vociferously, and in terrible consternation at our approach, while the old ones kept uttering the most plaintive cries overhead. The eggs were very small, being those of a small species of gull which frequents those inland lakes in great numbers. The wind again began to rise; and after a little consultation on the subject we landed, intending to spend the remainder of the day on shore.

We now, for the first time since leaving York Factory, prepared dinner, which we expected would be quite a sumptuous one, having collected a good many eggs in the morning; so we set about it with alacrity. A fire was quickly made, the tea-kettle on, and a huge pot containing upwards of a hundred eggs placed upon the fire. These we intended to boil hard and carry with us. Being very hungry, I watched the progress of dinner with much interest, while the Indians smoked in silence. While sitting thus, my attention was attracted by a loud whistling sound that greatly perplexed me, as I could not discover whence it proceeded  I got up once or twice to see what it could be, but found nothing, although it sounded as if close beside me. At last one of the Indians rose, and, standing close to the fire, bent in a very attentive attitude over the kettle; and, after listening a little while, took up one of the eggs and broke it, when out came a young gull with a monstrous head and no feathers, squeaking and chirping in a most indefatigable manner! So much for our dinner! thought I, as he threw the bird into the lake, and took out a handful of eggs, which all proved to be much in the same condition. The warmth of the water put life into the little birds, which, however, was speedily destroyed when it began to boil. We did not despair, nevertheless, of finding a few good ones amongst them; so, after they were well cooked, we all sat round the kettle and commenced operations. Some were good and others slightly spoiled, while many were intersected with red veins, but the greater part contained boiled birds. The Indians were not nice, however, and we managed to make a good dinner off them after all.

In the afternoon the weather cleared up and the wind moderated, but we had scarcely got under weigh again when a thunderstorm arose and obliged us to put ashore; and there we remained for four hours sitting under a tree, while the rain poured in torrents. In the evening Nature tired of teasing us; and the sun shone brightly out as we once more resumed our paddles. To make up for lost time, we travelled until about two oclock next morning, when we put ashore to rest a little; and, as the night was fine, we just threw our blankets over our shoulders and tumbled down on the first convenient spot we could find, without making a fire or taking any supper. We had not lain long, however, when I felt a curious chilly sensation all along my side, which effectually awakened me; and then I saw, or rather heard, that a perfect deluge of rain was descending upon our luckless heads, and that I had been reposing in the centre of a large puddle. This state of things was desperate; and as the poor Indians seemed to be as thoroughly uncomfortable as they possibly could be, I proposed to start again  which we did, and before daylight were many a mile from our wretched encampment. As the sun rose the weather cleared up, and soon after we came to the end of Knee Lake and commenced the ascent of Trout River. Here I made a sketch of the Trout Falls while the men made a portage to avoid them. With a few Indians encamped on this portage we exchanged a little pemmican for some excellent white-fish, a great treat to us after living so long on pemmican and tea. Our biscuit had run short a few days before, and the pound of butter which we brought from York Factory had melted into oil from the excessive heat, and vanished through the bottom of the canvas bag containing it. Trout River, though short, has a pretty fair share of falls and rapids, which we continued ascending all day. The scenery was pleasing and romantic; but there was nothing of grandeur in it, the country being low, flat, and, excepting on the banks of the river, uninteresting. In the afternoon we came to the end of this short river, and arrived at Oxford House. We landed in silence, and I walked slowly up the hill, but not a soul appeared. At last, as I neared the house, I caught a glimpse of a little boys face at the window, who no sooner saw me than his eyes opened to their widest extent, while his mouth followed their example, and he disappeared with a precipitancy that convinced me he was off to tell his mother the astounding news that somebody had arrived. The next moment I was shaking hands with my old friend Mrs Gordon and her two daughters, whom I found engaged in the interesting occupation of preparing tea. From them I learned that they were entirely alone, with only one man to take care of the post  Mr Gordon, whom they expected back every day, having gone to Norway House.

I spent a delightful evening with this kind and hospitable family, talking of our mutual friends, and discussing the affairs of the country, till a tall box in a corner of the room attracted my attention. This I discovered to my delight was no less than a barrel-organ, on which one of the young ladies at my request played a few tunes. Now, barrel-organs, be it known, were things that I had detested from my infancy upwards; but this dislike arose principally from my having been brought up in the dear town o Auld Reekie, where barrel-organ music is, as it were, crammed down ones throat without permission being asked or received, and even, indeed, where it is decidedly objected to. Everybody said, too, that barrel-organs were a nuisance, and of course I believed them; so that I left my home with a decided dislike to barrel-organs in general. Four years residence, however, in the bush had rendered me much less fastidious in music, as well as in many other things; and during the two last years spent at York Factory, not a solitary note of melody had soothed my longing ear, so that it was with a species of rapture that I now ground away at the handle of this organ, which happened to be a very good one, and played in perfect tune. God Save the Queen, Rule Britannia, Lord McDonalds Reel, and the Blue Bells of Scotland were played over and over again; and, old and threadbare though they be, to me they were replete with endearing associations, and sounded like the well-known voices of long, long absent friends. I spent indeed a delightful evening; and its pleasures were the more enhanced from the circumstance of its being the first, after a banishment of two years, which I had spent in the society of the fair sex.

Next morning was fine, though the wind blew pretty fresh, and we started before breakfast, having taken leave of the family the night before. This was the 1st of July. We had been eight days on the route, which is rather a long time for a canoe to take to reach Oxford House; but as most of the portages were now over, we calculated upon arriving at Norway House in two or three days.

In the afternoon the wind blew again, and obliged us to encamp on a small island, where we remained all day. While there, a couple of Indians visited us, and gave us an immense trout in exchange for some pemmican. This trout I neglected to measure, but I am convinced it was more than three feet long and half a foot broad: it was very good, and we made a capital dinner off it. During the day, as it was very warm, I had a delightful swim in the lake, on the lee of the island.

The wind moderated a little in the evening, and we again embarked, making up for lost time by travelling till midnight, when we put ashore and went to sleep without making a fire or taking any supper. About four oclock we started again, and in a couple of hours came to the end of Oxford Lake, after which we travelled through a number of small swamps or reedy lakes, and stagnant rivers, among which I got so bewildered that I gave up the attempt to chronicle their names as hopeless; and indeed it was scarcely worth while, as they were so small and overgrown with bulrushes that they were no more worthy of a name in such a place as America than a dub would be in Scotland. The weather was delightfully cool, and mosquitoes not troublesome, so that we proceeded with pleasure and rapidity.

While thus threading our way through narrow channels and passages, upon turning a point we met three light canoes just on the point of putting ashore for breakfast, so I told my Indians to run ashore near them. As we approached, I saw that there were five gentlemen assembled, with whom I was acquainted, so that I was rather anxious to get ashore; but, alas! fortune had determined to play me a scurvy trick, for no sooner had my foot touched the slippery stone on which I intended to land, than down I came squash on my breast in a most humiliating manner, while my legs kept playfully waving about in the cooling element. This unfortunate accident, I saw, occasioned a strange elongation in the lateral dimensions of the mouths of the party on shore, who stood in silence admiring the scene. I knew, however, that to appear annoyed would only make matters worse; so, with a desperate effort to appear at ease, I rose, and while shaking hands with them, expressed my belief that there was nothing so conducive to health as a cold bath in the morning. After a laugh at my expense, we sat down to breakfast. One of the gentlemen gave me a letter from the Governor, and I now learned, for the first time, that I was to take a passage in one of the light canoes for Montreal. Here, then, was a termination to my imaginary rambles on the Rocky Mountains, or on the undulating prairies of the Saskatchewan; and instead of massacring buffalo and deer in the bush, I was in a short time to endeavour to render myself a respectable member of civilised society. I was delighted with the idea of the change, however, and it was with a firmer step and lighter heart that I took my leave and once more stepped into the canoe.

After passing through a succession of swamps and narrow channels, we arrived at Robinsons Portage, where we found voyageurs running about in all directions, some with goods on their backs, and others returning light to the other end of the portage. We found that they belonged to the Oxford House boats, which had just arrived at the other end of the portage, where they intended to encamp, as it was now late. Robinsons Portage is the longest on the route, being nearly a mile in length; and as all the brigades going to York Factory must pass over it twice  in going and returning  the track is beaten into a good broad road, and pretty firm, although it is rather uneven, and during heavy rains somewhat muddy. Over this all the boats are dragged, and launched at the upper or lower end of the portage, as the brigades may happen to be ascending or descending the stream. Then all the cargoes are in like manner carried over. Packs of furs and bales of goods are generally from 80 to 100 pounds weight each; and every man who does not wish to be considered a lazy fellow, or to be ridiculed by his companions, carries two of these pieces, as they are called, across all portages. The boats are capable of containing from seventy to ninety of these pieces, so that it will be easily conceived that a voyageurs life is anything but an easy one; indeed, it is one of constant and harassing toil, even were the trouble of ascending rapid rivers, where he is often obliged to jump into the water at a moments notice, to lighten the boat in shallows, left entirely out of the question. This portage is made to avoid what are called the White Falls  a succession of cataracts up which nothing but a fish could possibly ascend. After carrying over our canoe and luggage, we encamped at the upper end. The river we commenced ascending next morning was pretty broad, and after a short paddle in it we entered the Echimamis. This is a sluggish serpentine stream, about five or six yards broad, though in some places so narrow that boats scrape the banks on either side. What little current there is runs in a contrary direction to the rivers we had been ascending. Mosquitoes again attacked us as we glided down its gloomy current, and nothing but swamps, filled with immense bulrushes, were visible around. Here, in days of yore, the beaver had a flourishing colony, and numbers of their dams and cuttings were yet visible; but they have long since deserted this much-frequented waste, and one of their principal dams now serves to heighten the water, which is not deep, for the passage of brigades in dry seasons. At night, when we encamped on its low, damp banks, we were attacked by myriads of mosquitoes, so that we could only sleep by making several fires round us, the smoke from which partially protected us. About three oclock in the morning, which was very warm, we re-embarked, and at noon arrived at the Sea Portage (why so called I know not, as it is hundreds of miles inland), which is the last on the route. This portage is very short, and is made to surmount a pretty large waterfall. Almost immediately afterwards we entered Playgreen Lake, and put ashore on a small island, to alter our attire before arriving at Norway House.

Here, with the woods for our closet, and the clear lake for our basin as well as looking-glass, we proceeded to scrub our sunburnt faces; and in half an hour, having made ourselves as respectable as circumstances would permit, we paddled swiftly over the lake. It is pretty long, and it was not until evening that I caught the first glimpse of the bright spire of the Wesleyan Church at Rossville.

We now approached the termination of our journey, for the time at least; and it was with pleasing recollections that I recognised the well-known rocks where I had so often wandered three years before. When we came in sight of the fort, it was in a state of bustle and excitement as usual, and I could perceive from the vigorous shaking of hands going forward, from the number of voyageurs collected on the landing-place, and of boats assembled at the wharf, that there had just been an arrival. Our poor little canoe was not taken any notice of as it neared the wharf, until some of the people on shore observed that there was some one in the middle of it sitting in a very lazy, indolent position, which is quite uncommon among Indians. In another minute we gained the bank, and I grasped the hand of my kind friend and former chief, Mr Russ.

We had now been travelling twelve days, and had passed over upwards of thirty portages during the voyage.

We ought to have performed this voyage in a much shorter time, as canoes proceed faster than boats, which seldom take longer to complete this voyage than we did; but this arose from our detention during high winds in several of the lakes.




Chapter Ten.

Voyage to Canada by the great lakes of the Interior  A black bear  Harassing detentions  Another bear  Meet Dr Rae, the Arctic discoverer  The guides story  Meet Indians  Running the rapid  Lake Superior  A squall  The Ottawa  Civilised life again  Sleighing in Canada.

At Norway House I remained for nearly a month with my old friend Mr Russ, who in a former part of this veracious book is described as being a very ardent and scientific fisher, extremely partial to strong rods and lines, and entertaining a powerful antipathy to slender rods and flies!

Little change had taken place in the appearance of the fort. The clerks house was still as full, and as noisy, as when Polly told frightful stories to the greenhorns on the point of setting out for the wild countries of Mackenzie River and New Caledonia. The Indians of the village at Rossville plodded on in their usual peaceful way, under the guidance of their former pastor; and the ladies of the establishment were as blooming as ever.

One fine morning, just as Mr Russ and I were sauntering down to the river with our rods, a north canoe, full of men, swept round the point above the fort, and grounded near the wharf. Our rods were soon cast aside, and we were speedily congratulating Mr and Mrs Bain on their safe arrival. These were to be my companions on the impending voyage to Canada, and the canoe in which they had arrived was to be our conveyance.

Mr Bain was a good-natured, light-hearted Highlander, and his lady a pretty lass of twenty-three.

On the following morning all was ready; and soon after breakfast we were escorted down to the wharf by all the people in the fort, who crowded to the rocks to witness our departure.

Our men, eight in number, stood leaning on their paddles near the wharf; and, truly, a fine athletic set of fellows they were. The beautifully-shaped canoe floated lightly on the river, notwithstanding her heavy cargo, and the water rippled gently against her sides as it swept slowly past. This frail bark, on which our safety and progression depended, was made of birch bark sewed together, lined in the inside with thin laths of wood, and pitched on the seams with gum. It was about thirty-six feet long, and five broad in the middle, from whence it tapered either way to a sharp edge. It was calculated to carry from twenty to twenty-five hundredweight, with eight or nine men, besides three passengers, and provisions for nearly a month. And yet, so light was it, that two men could carry it a quarter of a mile without resting. Such was the machine in which, on the 20th August 1845, we embarked; and, after bidding our friends at Norway House adieu, departed for Canada, a distance of nearly two thousand three hundred miles through the uninhabited forests of America.

Our first day was propitious, being warm and clear; and we travelled a good distance ere the rapidly thickening shades of evening obliged us to put ashore for the night. The place on which we encamped was a flat rock which lay close to the rivers bank, and behind it the thick forest formed a screen from the north wind. It looked gloomy enough on landing; but, ere long, a huge fire was kindled on the rock, our two snow-white tents pitched, and supper in course of preparation, so that things soon began to wear a gayer aspect. Supper was spread in Mr Bains tent by one of the men, whom we appointed to the office of cook and waiter. And when we were seated on our blankets and cloaks upon the ground, and Mr Bain had stared placidly at the fire for five minutes, and then at his wife (who presided at the board) for ten, we began to feel quite jolly, and gazed with infinite satisfaction at the men, who ate their supper out of the same kettle, in the warm light of the camp-fire. Our first bed was typical of the voyage, being hard and rough, but withal much more comfortable than many others we slept upon afterwards; and we were all soon as sound asleep upon the rock in the forest as if we had been in feather-beds at home.

The beds on which a traveller in this country sleeps are various and strange. Sometimes he reposes on a pile of branches of the pine-tree; sometimes on soft downy moss; occasionally on a pebbly beach or a flat rock; and not unfrequently on rough gravel and sand. Of these the moss bed is the most agreeable, and the sandy one the worst.

Early on the following morning, long before daylight, we were roused from our slumbers to re-embark; and now our journey may be said to have commenced in earnest. Slowly and silently we stepped into the canoe, and sat down in our allotted places, while the men advanced in silence, and paddled up the quiet river in a very melancholy sort of mood. The rising sun, however, dissipated these gloomy feelings; and after breakfast, which we took on a small island near the head of Jack River, we revived at once, and started with a cheering song, in which all joined. Soon after, we rounded a point of the river, and Lake Winnipeg, calm and clear as crystal, glittering in the beams of the morning sun, lay stretched out before us to the distant and scarcely perceptible horizon. Every pleasure has its alloy, and the glorious calm, on which we felicitated ourselves not a little, was soon ruffled by a breeze, which speedily increased so much as to oblige us to encamp near Montreal Point, being too strong for us to venture across the traverse of five or six miles now before us. Here, then, we remained the rest of the day and night, rather disappointed that delay should have occurred so soon.

Next day we left our encampment early, and travelled prosperously till about noon, when the wind again increased to such a degree that we were forced to put ashore on a point, where we remained for the next two days in grumbling inactivity.

There is nothing more distressing and annoying than being wind-bound in these wild and uninhabited regions. One has no amusement except reading, or promenading about the shore of the lake. Now, although this may be very delightful to a person of a romantic disposition, it was anything but agreeable to us, as the season was pretty far advanced, and the voyage long; besides, I had no gun, having parted with mine before leaving Norway House, and no books had been brought, as we did not calculate upon being wind-bound. I was particularly disappointed at not having brought my gun, for while we lay upon the rocks one fine day, gazing gloomily on the foaming lake, a black bear was perceived walking slowly round the bottom of the bay formed by the point on which we were encamped. It was hopeless to attempt killing him, as Mr Bruin was not fool enough to permit us to attack him with axes. After this a regular course of high winds commenced, which retarded us very much, and gave us much uneasiness as well as annoyance. A good idea of the harassing nature of our voyage across Lake Winnipeg may be obtained from the following page or two of my journal, as I wrote it on the spot:  

Monday, 25th August.  The wind having moderated this morning, we left the encampment at an early hour, and travelled uninterruptedly till nearly eight oclock, when it began to blow so furiously that we were obliged to run ashore and encamp. All day the gale continued, but in the evening it moderated, and we were enabled to proceed a good way ere night closed in.

Tuesday, 26th.  Rain fell in torrents during the night. The wind, too, was high, and we did not leave our encampment till after breakfast. We made a good days journey, however, travelling about forty miles; and at night pitched our tents on a point of rock, the only camping-place, as our guide told us, within ten miles. No dry ground was to be found in the vicinity, so we were fain to sleep upon the flattest rock we could find, with only one blanket under us. This bed, however, was not so disagreeable as might be imagined; its principal disadvantage being that, should it happen to rain, the water, instead of sinking into the ground, forms a little pond below you, deep or shallow, according to the hollowness or flatness of the rock on which you repose.

Wednesday, 27th.  Set out early this morning, and travelled till noon, when the wind again drove us ashore, where we remained, in no very happy humour, all day. Mr Bain and I played the flute for pastime.

Thursday, 28th.  The persevering wind blew so hard that we remained in the encampment all day. This was indeed a dismal day; for, independently of being delayed, which is bad enough, the rain fell so heavily that it began to penetrate through our tents; and, as if not content with this, a gust of wind more violent than usual tore the fastenings of my tent out of the ground, and dashed it over my head, leaving me exposed to the pitiless pelting of the storm. Mr Bains tent, being in a more sheltered spot, fortunately escaped.

Friday, 29th.  The weather was much improved to-day, but it still continued to blow sufficiently to prevent our starting. As the wind moderated, however, in the evening, the men carried the baggage down to the beach, to have it in readiness for an early start on the morrow.

Saturday, 30th.  In the morning we found that the wind had again risen, so as to prevent our leaving the encampment. This detention is really very tiresome. We have no amusement except reading a few uninteresting books, eating without appetite, and sleeping inordinately. Oh that I were possessed of the Arabian Nights mat, which transported its owner whithersoever he listed! There is nothing for it, however, but patience; and assuredly I have a good example in poor Mrs Bain, who, though little accustomed to such work, has not given utterance to a word of complaint since we left Norway House. It is now four days since we pitched our tents on this vile point. How long we may still remain is yet to be seen.

Thursday, September 4th.  The wind was still very strong this morning; but so impatient had we become at our repeated detentions, that, with one accord, we consented to do or die! So, after launching and loading the canoe with great difficulty, owing to the immense waves that thundered against the shore, we all embarked and pushed off. After severe exertion, and much shipping of water, we at length came to the mouth of the Winnipeg River, up which we proceeded a short distance, and arrived at Fort Alexander.

Thus had we taken fifteen days to coast along Lake Winnipeg, a journey that is usually performed in a third of that time.

Fort Alexander belongs to the Lac la Pluie district; but being a small post, neither famous for trade nor for appearance, I will not take the trouble of describing it. We only remained a couple of hours to take in provisions in the shape of a ham, a little pork, and some flour, and then re-embarking, commenced the ascent of Winnipeg River.

The travelling now before us was widely different from that of the last fifteen days. Our men could no longer rest upon their paddles when tired, as they used to do on the level waters of the lake. The river was a rapid one; and towards evening we had an earnest of the rough work in store for us, by meeting in rapid succession with three waterfalls, to surmount which we were obliged to carry the canoe and cargo over the rocks, and launch them above the falls. While the men were engaged in this laborious duty, Mr Bain and I discovered a great many plum-trees laden with excellent fruit, of which we ate as many as we conveniently could, and then filling our caps and handkerchiefs, embarked with our prize. They were a great treat to us, after our long abstinence from everything but salt food; and I believe we demolished enough to have killed a whole parish school-boys, master, usher, and all! But in voyages like these one may take great liberties with ones interior with perfect impunity.

About sunset we encamped in a picturesque spot near the top of a huge waterfall, whose thundering roar, as it mingled with the sighing of the night wind through the bushes and among the precipitous rocks around us, formed an appropriate and somewhat romantic lullaby.

On the following morning we were aroused from our slumbers at daybreak; and in ten minutes our tents were down and ourselves in the canoe, bounding merrily up the river, while the echoing woods and dells responded to the lively air of Rose Blanche, sung by the men as we swept round point after point and curve after curve of the noble river, which displayed to our admiring gaze every variety of wild and woodland scenery  now opening up a long vista of sloping groves of graceful trees, beautifully variegated with the tints of autumnal foliage, and sprinkled with a profusion of wildflowers; and anon surrounding us with immense cliffs and precipitous banks of the grandest and most majestic aspect, at the foot of which the black waters rushed impetuously past, and gurgling into white foam as they sped through a broken and more interrupted channel, finally sprang over a mist-shrouded clift and, after boiling madly onwards for a short space, resumed their silent, quiet course through peaceful scenery. As if to enhance the romantic wildness of the scene, upon rounding a point we came suddenly upon a large black bear, which was walking leisurely along the bank of the river. He gazed at us in surprise for a moment; and then, as if it had suddenly occurred to him that guns might be in the canoe, away he went helter-skelter up the bank, tearing up the ground in his precipitate retreat, and vanished among the bushes. Fortunately for him, there was not a gun in the canoe, else his chance of escape would have been very small indeed, as he was only fifty yards or so from us when we first discovered him.

We made ten portages of various lengths during the course of the day: none of them exceeded a quarter of a mile, while the most were merely a few yards. They were very harassing, however, being close to each other; and often we loaded, unloaded, and carried the canoe and cargo overland several times in the distance of half a mile.

On the 7th we left the encampment at an early hour, and made one short portage a few minutes after starting. After breakfast, as we paddled quietly along, we descried three canoes coming towards us, filled with Indians of the Seauteaux tribe. They gave us a few fresh ducks in exchange for some pork and tobacco, with which they were much delighted. After a short conversation between them and one of our men, who understood the language, we parted, and proceeded on our way. A little rain fell during the day, but in the afternoon the sun shone out and lighted up the scenery. The forests about this part of the river wore a much more cheerful aspect than those of the lower countries, being composed chiefly of poplar, birch, oak, and willows, whose beautiful light-green foliage had a very pleasing effect upon eyes long accustomed to the dark pines along the shores of Hudson Bay.

In the afternoon we met another canoe, in which we saw a gentleman sitting. This strange sight set us all speculating as to who it could be, for we knew that all the canoes accustomed annually to go through these wilds had long since passed. We were soon enlightened, however, on the subject. Both canoes made towards a flat rock that offered a convenient spot for landing on; and the stranger introduced himself as Dr Rae. He was on his way to York Factory, for the purpose of fitting out at that post an expedition for the survey of the small part of the North American coast left unexplored by Messrs Dease and Simpson, which will then prove beyond a doubt whether or not there is a communication by water between the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans round the north of America. Dr Rae appeared to be just the man for such an expedition. He was very muscular and active, full of animal spirits, and had a fine intellectual countenance. He was considered, by those who knew him well, to be one of the best snow-shoe walkers in the service, was also an excellent rifle-shot, and could stand an immense amount of fatigue. Poor fellow! greatly will he require to exert all his abilities and powers of endurance. He does not proceed as other expeditions have done  namely, with large supplies of provisions and men  but merely takes a very small supply of provisions, and ten or twelve men. These, however, are all to be of his own choosing, and will doubtless be men of great experience in travelling among the wild regions of North America. The whole expedition is fitted out at the expense of the Hudson Bay Company. The party are to depend almost entirely on their guns for provisions; and after proceeding in two open boats round the north-western shores of Hudson Bay as far as they may find it expedient or practicable, are to land, place their boats in security for the winter, and then penetrate into these unexplored regions on foot. After having done as much as possible towards the forwarding of the object of his journey, Dr Rae and his party are to spend the long dreary winter with the Esquimaux, and commence operations again early in the spring. He is of such a pushing, energetic character, however, that there is every probability he will endeavour to prosecute his discoveries during winter, if at all practicable. How long he will remain exploring among these wild regions is uncertain; but he may be two, perhaps three years. There is every reason to believe that this expedition will be successful, as it is fitted out by a Company intimately acquainted with the difficulties and dangers of the country through which it will have to pass, and the best methods of overcoming and avoiding them. Besides, the doctor himself is well accustomed to the life he will have to lead; and enters upon it, not with the vague and uncertain notions of Back and Franklin, but with a pretty correct apprehension of the probable routine of procedure, and the experience of a great many years spent in the service of the Hudson Bay Company (see note 1). After a few minutes conversation we parted, and pursued our respective journeys.

Towards sunset we encamped on the margin of a small lake, or expanse of the river; and soon the silence of the forest was broken by the merry voices of our men, and by the crashing of the stately trees, as they fell under the axes of the voyageurs. The suns last rays streamed across the water in a broad red glare, as if jealous of the huge campfire, which now rose crackling among the trees, casting a ruddy glow upon our huts, and lighting up the swarthy faces of our men as they assembled round it to rest their weary limbs, and to watch the operations of the cook while he prepared their evening meal.

In less than an hour after we landed, the floor of our tent was covered with a smoking dish of fried pork, a huge ham, a monstrous teapot, and various massive slices of bread, with butter to match. To partake of these delicacies, we seated ourselves in Oriental fashion, and sipped our tea in contemplative silence, as we listened to the gentle murmur of a neighbouring brook, and gazed through the opening of our tent at the voyageurs, while they ate their supper round the fire, or, reclining at length upon the grass, smoked their pipes in silence.

Supper was soon over, and I went out to warm myself, preparatory to turning in for the night. The men had supped, and their huge forms were now stretched around the fire, enveloped in clouds of tobacco smoke, which curled in volumes from their unshaven lips. They were chatting and laughing over tales of bygone days; and just as I came up they were begging Pierre the guide to relate a tale of some sort or other. Come, Pierre, said a tall, dark-looking fellow, whose pipe, eyes, and hair were of the same jetty hue, tell us how that Ingin was killed on the Labrador coast by a black bear. Baptiste, here, never heard how it happened, and you know hes fond of wild stories.

Well, returned the guide, since you must have it, Ill do what I can; but dont be disappointed if it isnt so interesting as you would wish. Its a simple tale, and not over-long. So saying, the guide disposed himself in a more comfortable attitude, refilled his pipe, and after blowing two or three thick clouds to make sure of its keeping alight, gave, in nearly the following words, an account of:  

The Death of Wapwian.

It is now twenty years since I saw Wapwian, and during that time I have travelled far and wide in the plains and forests of America. I have hunted the buffalo with the Seauteaux, in the prairies of the Saskatchewan; I have crossed the Rocky Mountains with the Blackfeet, and killed the black bear with the Abinikies, on the coasts of Labrador; but never, among all the tribes that I have visited, have I met an Indian like Wapwian. It was not his form or his strength that I admired, though the first was graceful, and the latter immense; but his disposition was so kind, and affectionate, and noble, that all who came in contact with him loved and respected him. Yet, strange to say, he was never converted by the Roman Catholic missionaries who from time to time visited his village. He listened to them with respectful attention, but always answered that he could worship the Great Manitou better as a hunter in the forest than as a farmer in the settlements of the white men.

Well do I remember the first time I stumbled upon the Indian village in which he lived. I had set out from Montreal with two trappers to pay a visit to the Labrador coast; we had travelled most of the way in a small Indian canoe, coasting along the northern shore of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and reconnoitring in the woods for portages to avoid rounding long capes and points of land, and sometimes in search of game; for we depended almost entirely upon our guns for food.

It was upon one of the latter occasions that I went off, accompanied by one of the trappers, while the other remained to watch the canoe and prepare our encampment for the night. We were unsuccessful, and after a long walk thought of returning to our camp empty-handed, when a loud whirring sound in the bushes attracted our attention, and two partridges perched upon a tree quite near us. We shot them, and fixing them in our belts, retraced our way towards the coast with lighter hearts. Just as we emerged from the dense forest, however, on one side of an open space, a tall muscular Indian strode from among the bushes and stood before us. He was dressed in the blanket capote, cloth leggins, and scarlet cap usually worn by the Abinikies, and other tribes of the Labrador coast. A red deer-skin shot-pouch and a powder-horn hung round his neck, and at his side were a beautifully ornamented fire-bag and scalping-knife. A common gun lay in the hollow of his left arm, and a pair of ornamented moccasins covered his feet. He was, indeed, a handsome-looking fellow, as he stood scanning us rapidly with his jet-black eyes while we approached him. We accosted him, and informed him (for he understood a little French) whence we came, and our object in visiting his part of the country. He received our advances kindly, accepted a piece of tobacco that we offered him, and told us that his name was Wapwian, and that we were welcome to remain at his village  to which he offered to conduct us  as long as we pleased. After a little hesitation we accepted his invitation to remain a few days; the more so, as by so doing we would have an opportunity of getting some provisions to enable us to continue our journey. In half an hour we reached the brow of a small eminence, whence the curling smoke of the wigwams was visible. The tents were pitched on the shores of a small bay or inlet, guarded from the east wind by a high precipice of rugged rocks, around which hundreds of sea-fowl sailed in graceful flights. Beyond this headland stretched the majestic Gulf of St. Lawrence; while to the left the village was shaded by the spruce-fir, of which most of this part of the forest is composed. There were, in all, about a dozen tents, made of dressed deerskin; at the openings of which might be seen groups of little children playing about on the grass, or running after their mothers as they went to the neighbouring rivulet for water, or launched their canoes to examine the nets in the bay.

Wapwian paused to gaze an instant on the scene, and then, descending the hill with rapid strides, entered the village, and dispatched a little boy for our companion in the encampment.

We were ushered into a tent somewhat elevated above the others, and soon were reclining on a soft pile of pine branches, smoking in company with our friend Wapwian, while his pretty little squaw prepared a kettle of fish for supper.

We spent two happy days in the village, hunting deer with our Indian friend, and assisting the squaws in their fishing operations. On the third morning we remained in the camp to dry the venison, and prepare for our departure; while Wapwian shouldered his gun, and calling to his nephew, a slim, active youth of eighteen, bade him follow with his gun, as he intended to bring back a few ducks for his white brothers.

The two Indians proceeded for a time along the shore, and then striking off into the forest, threaded their way among the thick bushes in the direction of a chain of small lakes where wild-fowl were numerous.

For some time they moved rapidly along under the sombre shade of the trees, casting from time to time sharp glances into the surrounding underwood. Suddenly the elder Indian paused and threw forward his gun, as a slight rustling in the bushes struck his ear. The boughs bent and crackled a few yards in advance, and a large black bear crossed the path and entered the underwood on the other side. Wapwian fired at him instantly, and a savage growl told that the shot had taken effect. The gun, however, had been loaded with small shot; and although, when he fired, the bear was only a few yards off, yet the improbability of its having wounded him badly, and the distance they had to go ere they reached the lakes, inclined him to give up the chase. While Wapwian was loading his gun, Miniquan (his nephew) had been examining the bears track, and returned, saying that he was sure the animal must be badly wounded, for there was much blood on the track. At first the elder Indian refused to follow it; but seeing that his nephew wished very much to kill the brute, he at last consented. As the trail of the bear was much covered with blood, they found no difficulty in tracking it; and after a short walk they found him extended on his side at the foot of a large tree, apparently lifeless. Wapwian, however, was too experienced a hunter to trust himself incautiously within its reach, so he examined the priming of his gun, and then, advancing slowly to the animal, pushed it with the muzzle. In an instant the bear sprang upon him, regardless of the shot lodged in its breast, and in another moment Wapwian lay stunned and bleeding at the monsters feet. Miniquan was at first so thunderstruck, as he gazed in horror at the savage animal tearing with bloody jaws the senseless form of his uncle, that he stood rooted to the ground. It was only for a moment  the next, his gun was at his shoulder, and after firing at, but unfortunately, in the excitement of the moment, missing the bear, he attacked it with the butt of his gun, which he soon shivered to pieces on its skull. This drew the animal for a few moments from Wapwian; and Miniquan, in hopes of leading it from the place, ran off in the direction of the village. The bear, however, soon gave up the chase, and returned again to its victim. Miniquan now saw that the only chance of saving his relative was to alarm the village; so, tightening his belt, he set off with the speed of the hunted deer in the direction of the camp. In an incredibly short time he arrived, and soon returned with the trappers and myself. Alas! alas! said the guide with a deep sigh, it was too late. Upon arriving at the spot, we found the bear quite dead, and the noble, generous Wapwian extended by its side, torn and lacerated in such a manner that we could scarcely recognise him. He still breathed a little, however, and appeared to know me, as I bent over him and tried to close his gaping wounds. We constructed a rude couch of branches, and conveyed him slowly to the village. No word of complaint or cry of sorrow escaped from his wife as we laid his bleeding form in her tent. She seemed to have lost the power of speech, as she sat, hour after hour, gazing in unutterable despair on the mangled form of her husband. Poor Wapwian lingered for a week in a state of unconsciousness. His skull had been fractured, and he lay almost in a state of insensibility, and never spoke, save when, in a fit of delirium, his fancy wandered back to bygone days, when he ranged the forest with a tiny bow in chase of little birds and squirrels, strode in the vigour of early manhood over frozen plains of snow, or dashed down foaming currents and mighty rivers in his light canoe. Then a shade would cross his brow as he thought, perhaps, of his recent struggle with the bear, and he would again relapse into silence.

He recovered slightly before his death; and once he smiled, as if he recognised his wife, but he never spoke to any one. We scarcely know when his spirit fled, so calm and peaceful was his end.

His body now reposes beneath the spreading branches of a lordly pine, near the scenes of his childhood, where he had spent his youth, and where he met his untimely end.



The guide paused, and looked round upon his auditors. Alas! for the sympathy of man  the half of them had gone to sleep; and Baptiste, for whose benefit the story had been related, lay, or rather sprawled, upon the turf behind the fire, his shaggy head resting on the decayed stump of an old tree, and his empty pipe hanging gracefully from his half-open mouth. A slight humph escaped the worthy guide as he shook the ashes from his pipe, and rolling his blanket round him, laid his head upon the ground.

Early the following morning we raised the camp and continued our journey. The scenery had now become more wild and picturesque. Large pines became numerous; and the rocky fissures, through which the river rushed in a black unbroken mass, cast a gloomy shadow upon us as we struggled to ascend. Sometimes we managed to get up these rapids with the paddles; and when the current was too powerful, with long poles, which the men fixed in the ground, and thus pushed slowly up; but when both of these failed, we resorted to the tracking line, upon which occasions four of the men went on shore and dragged us up, leaving four in the canoe to paddle and steer it. When the current was too strong for this, they used to carry parts of the cargo to the smooth water further up, and drag the canoe up light, or, taking it on their shoulders, carry it overland. We made nine or ten of these portages in two days. In the afternoon we came in view of a Roman Catholic mission station, snugly situated at the bottom of a small bay or creek; but as it was a little out of our way, and from its quiet appearance seemed deserted, we did not stop.

In the afternoon of the following day, the 9th of September, we arrived at the Companys post, called Rat Portage House, where we were hospitably entertained for a few hours by Mr McKenzie, the gentleman in charge. On the portage, over which we had to carry our canoe and baggage, a large party of Indians of both sexes and all ages were collected to witness our departure; and Mr McKenzie advised us to keep a sharp lookout, as they were much addicted to appropriating the property of others to their own private use, provided they could find an opportunity of doing so unobserved; so, while our men were running backwards and forwards, carrying the things over the rocks, Mr Bain and his lady remained at one end to guard them, and I at the other. Everything, however, was got safely across; the Indians merely stood looking on, apparently much amused with our proceedings, and nothing seemed further from their thoughts than stealing. Just as we paddled from the bank, one of our men threw them a handful of tobacco, for which there was a great scramble, and their noisy voices died away in the distance as we rounded an abrupt point of rocks, and floated out upon the glorious expanse of Lac du Bois, or, as it is more frequently called, the Lake of the Woods.

There is nothing, I think, better calculated to awaken the more solemn feelings of our nature (unless, indeed, it be the thrilling tones of sacred music) than these noble lakes, studded with innumerable islets, suddenly bursting on the travellers view as he emerges from the sombre forest-rivers of the American wilderness. The clear unruffled water, stretching out to the horizon  here, embracing the heavy and luxuriant foliage of a hundred wooded isles, or reflecting the wood-clad mountains on its margin, clothed in all the variegated hues of autumn; and there, glittering with dazzling brilliancy in the bright rays of the evening sun, or rippling among the reeds and rushes of some shallow bay, where hundreds of wild-fowl chatter, as they feed, with varied cry, rendering more apparent, rather than disturbing, the solemn stillness of the scene: all tends to raise the soul from nature up to natures God, and reminds one of the beautiful passage of Scripture, O Lord, how manifold are thy works! in wisdom hast thou made them all: the earth is full of thy riches. At the same time, when one considers how very few of the human race cast even a passing glance on the beauties of nature around, one cannot but be impressed with the truth of the lines  

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,

And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

At night we encamped at the furthest extremity of the lake, on a very exposed spot, whence we looked out upon the starlit scene, while our supper was spread before us in the warm light of the fire, which blazed and crackled as the men heaped log after log upon it, sending up clouds of bright sparks into the sky.

Next morning we commenced the ascent of Lac la Pluie River. This is decidedly the most beautiful river we had yet traversed  not only on account of the luxuriant foliage of every hue with which its noble banks are covered, but chiefly from the resemblance it bears in many places to the scenery of England, recalling to mind the grassy lawns and verdant banks of Britains streams, and transporting the beholder from the wild scenes of the western world to his native home. The trees along its banks were larger and more varied than any we had hitherto seen  ash, poplar, cedar, red and white pines, oak, and birch being abundant, whilst flowers of gaudy hues enhanced the beauty of the scene. Towards noon our guide kept a sharp lookout for a convenient spot whereon to dine; and ere long a flat shelving rock, partly shaded by trees and partly exposed to the blaze of the sun, presented itself to view. The canoe was soon alongside of it, and kept floating about half a foot from the edge by means of two branches, the two ends of which were fastened to the bow and stern of the canoe, and the other two to the ground by means of huge stones. It is necessary to be thus careful with canoes, as the gum or pitch with which the seams are plastered breaks off in lumps, particularly in cold weather, and makes the craft leaky. A snow-white napkin was spread on the flattest part of the rock, and so arranged that, as we reclined around it, on cloaks and blankets, our bodies down to the knees were shaded by the luxuriant foliage behind us, while our feet were basking in the solar rays! Upon the napkin were presently placed, by our active waiter Gibault, three pewter plates, a decanter of port wine, and a large ham, together with a turret of salt butter, and a loaf of bread, to the demolition of which viands we devoted ourselves with great earnestness. At a short distance the men circled round a huge lump of boiled pork, each with a large slice of bread in one hand and a knife in the other, with which he porked his bread in the same way that civilised people butter theirs! Half an hour concluded our mid-day meal; and then, casting off the branches from the canoe, we were out of sight of our temporary dining-room in five minutes.

On the evening of the following day we arrived at the Companys post, Fort Frances. The fort is rather an old building, situated at the bottom of a small bay or curve in the river, near the foot of a waterfall, whose thundering roar forms a ceaseless music to the inhabitants. We found the post in charge of a chief trader, who had no other society than that of three or four labouring men; so, as may be supposed, he was delighted to see us. Our men carried the canoe, etcetera, over the portage to avoid the waterfall, and as it was then too late to proceed further that night, we accepted his pressing invitation to pass the night at the fort. There was only one spare bed in the house, but this was a matter of little moment to us after the variety of beds we had had since starting; so, spreading a buffalo robe on the floor for a mattress, I rolled myself in my blanket and tried to sleep. At first I could not manage it, owing to the unearthly stillness of a room, after being so long accustomed to the open air and the noise of rivers and cataracts, but at last succeeded, and slept soundly till morning.

Dame Fortune does not always persecute her friends; and although she had retarded us hitherto a good deal with contrary winds and rains, she kindly assisted us when we commenced crossing Lac la Pluie next morning, by raising a stiff, fair breeze. Now, be it known that a canoe, from having no keel, and a round bottom, cannot venture to hoist a sail unless the wind is directly astern  the least bit to one side would be sure to capsize it; so that our getting the wind precisely in the proper direction at the commencement was a great piece of good fortune, inasmuch as it enabled us to cross the lake in six hours, instead of (as is generally the case) taking one, two, or three days.

In the evening we arrived, in high spirits, at a portage, on which we encamped.

Our progress now became a little more interrupted by portages and small lakes, or rather ponds, through which we sometimes passed with difficulty, owing to the shallowness of the water in many places. Soon after this we came to the Mecan River, which we prepared to ascend. In making a portage, we suddenly discovered a little Indian boy, dressed in the extreme of the Indian summer fashion  in other words, he was in a state of perfect nakedness, with the exception of a breech-cloth; and upon casting our eyes across the river we beheld his worthy father, in a similar costume, busily employed in catching fish with a hand-net. He was really a wild, picturesque-looking fellow, notwithstanding the scantiness of his dress; and I was much interested in his proceedings. When I first saw him, he was standing upon a rock close to the edge of a foaming rapid, into the eddies of which he gazed intently, with the net raised in the air, and his muscular frame motionless, as if petrified while in the act of striking. Suddenly the net swung through the air, and his body quivered as he strained every sinew to force it quickly through the water: in a moment it came out with a beautiful white-fish, upwards of a foot long, glittering like silver as it struggled in the meshes. In the space of half an hour he had caught half a dozen in this manner, and we bought three or four of the finest for a few plugs of tobacco. His wigwam and family were close at hand; so, while our men crossed the portage, I ran up to see them.

The tent, which was made of sheets of birch bark sewed together, was pitched beneath the branches of a gigantic pine, upon the lower limbs of which hung a pair of worn-out snow-shoes, a very dirty blanket, and a short bow, with a quiver of arrows near it. At the foot of it, upon the ground, were scattered a few tin pots, several pairs of old moccasins, and a gun; while against it leaned an Indian cradle, in which a small, very brown baby, with jet-black eyes and hair, stood bolt upright, basking in the suns rays, and bearing a comical resemblance to an Egyptian mummy. At the door of the tent a child of riper years amused itself by rolling about among the chips of wood, useless bits of deer-skin, and filth always strewn around a wigwam. On the right hand lay a pile of firewood, with an axe beside it, near which crouched a half-starved, wretched-looking nondescript dog, who commenced barking vociferously the moment he cast eyes upon me. Such was the outside. The interior, filled with smoke from the fire and Indians pipes, was, if possible, even dirtier. Amid a large pile of rabbit-skins reclined an old woman, busily plucking the feathers from a fine duck, which she carefully preserved (the feathers, not the duck) in a bag, for the purpose of trading them with the Company at a future period. Her dress was a coat of rabbit-skins, so strangely shaped that no one could possibly tell how she ever got it off or on. This, however, was doubtless a matter of little consequence to her, as Indians seldom take the trouble of changing their clothes, or even of undressing at all. The coat was fearfully dirty, and hung upon her in a way that led me to suppose she had worn it for six months, and that it would fall off her in a few days. A pair of faded blue cloth leggins completed her costume  her dirty shoulders, arms, and feet being quite destitute of covering; while her long black hair fell in tangled masses upon her neck, and it was evidently a long time since a comb had passed through it. On the other side sat a younger woman similarly attired, employed in mending a hand-net; and on a very much worn buffalo robe sat a young man (probably the brother of the one we had seen fishing), wrapped in a blanket, smoking his pipe in silence. A few dirty little half-naked boys lay sprawling among several packages of furs tied up in birch bark, and disputed with two or three ill-looking dogs the most commodious place whereon to lie. The fire in the middle of the tent sent up a cloud of smoke, which escaped through an aperture at the top; and from a cross-bar depended a few slices of deer-meat, undergoing the process of smoking.

I had merely time to note all this, and say, What cheer! to the Indians, who returned the compliment with a grunt, when the loud voice of our guide ringing through the glades of the forest informed me that the canoe was ready to proceed.

The country through which we now passed was very interesting, on account of the variety of the scenes and places through which we wound our way. At times we were paddling with difficulty against the strong current of a narrow river, which, on our turning a point of land, suddenly became a large lake; and then, after crossing this, we arrived at a portage. After passing over it, there came a series of small ponds and little creeks, through which we pushed our way with difficulty; and then arrived at another lake, and more little rivers, with numerous portages. Sometimes ludicrous accidents happened to us  bad enough at the time, but subjects of mirth afterwards.

One cold, frosty morning (for the weather had now become cold, from the elevation of the country through which we were passing), while the canoe was going quietly over a small reedy lake or ford, I was awakened out of a nap, and told that the canoe was aground, and I must get out and walk a little way to lighten her. Hastily pulling up my trousers for I always travelled barefoot  I sprang over the side into the water, and the canoe left me. Now, all this happened so quickly that I was scarcely awake; but the bitterly cold water, which nearly reached my knees, cleared up my faculties most effectually, and I then found that I was fifty yards from the shore, with an unknown depth of water around me, the canoe out of sight ahead of me, and Mr Bain  who had been turned out while half asleep also  standing with a rueful expression of countenance beside me. After feeling our way cautiously  for the bottom was soft and muddy  we reached the shore; and then, thinking that all was right, proceeded to walk round to join the canoe. Alas! we found the bushes so thick that they were very nearly impenetrable; and, worse than all, that they, as well as the ground, were covered with thorns, which scratched and lacerated our feet most fearfully at every step. There was nothing for it, however, but to persevere; and after a painful walk of a quarter of a mile we overtook the canoe, vowing never to leap before we looked upon any other occasion whatsoever.

In this way we proceeded  literally over hill and dale  in our canoe; and in the course of a few days ascended Mecan River, and traversed Cross Lake, Malign River, Sturgeon Lake, Lac du Mort, Mille Lac, besides a great number of smaller sheets of water without names, and many portages of various lengths and descriptions, till the evening of the 19th, when we ascended the beautiful little river called the Savan, and arrived at the Savan Portage.

Many years ago, in the time of the North-West Company, the echoes among these wild solitudes were far oftener and more loudly awakened than they are now. The reason of it was this. The North-West Company, having their head quarters at Montreal, and being composed chiefly of Canadian adventurers, imported their whole supplies into the country and exported all their furs out of it in north canoes, by the same route over which we now travelled. As they carried on business on a large scale, it may be supposed that the traffic was correspondingly great. No less than ten brigades, each numbering twenty canoes, used to pass through these scenes during the summer months. No one who has not experienced it can form an adequate idea of the thrilling effect the passing of these brigades must have had upon a stranger. I have seen four canoes sweep round a promontory suddenly, and burst upon my view, while at the same moment the wild romantic song of the voyageurs, as they plied their brisk paddles, struck upon my ear; and I have felt thrilling enthusiasm on witnessing such a scene. What, then, must have been the feelings of those who had spent a long, dreary winter in the wild North-West, far removed from the bustle and excitement of the civilised world, when thirty or forty of these picturesque canoes burst unexpectedly upon them, half shrouded in the spray that flew from the bright vermilion paddles; while the men, who had overcome difficulties and dangers innumerable during a long voyage through the wilderness, urged their light craft over the troubled water with the speed of the reindeer, and, with hearts joyful at the happy termination of their trials and privations, sang, with all the force of three hundred manly voices, one of their lively airs, which, rising and falling faintly in the distance as it was borne, first lightly on the breeze, and then more steadily as they approached, swelled out in the rich tones of many a mellow voice, and burst at last into a long enthusiastic shout of joy!

Alas! the forests no longer echo to such sounds. The passage of three or four canoes once or twice a year is all that breaks the stillness of the scene; and nought, save narrow pathways over the portages, and rough wooden crosses over the graves of the travellers who perished by the way, remains to mark that such things were. Of these marks, the Savan Portage, at which we had arrived, was one of the most striking. A long succession of boiling rapids and waterfalls having in days of yore obstructed the passage of the fur-traders, they had landed at the top of them, and cut a pathway through the woods, which happened at this place to be exceedingly swampy: hence the name Savan (or swampy) Portage. To render the road more passable, they had cut down trees, which they placed side by side along its whole extent  which was about three miles  and over this wooden platform carried their canoes and cargoes with perfect ease. After the coalition of the two companies, and the consequent carriage of the furs to England by Hudson Bay  instead of to Canada, by the lakes and rivers of the interior  these roads were neglected, and got out of repair; and consequently we found the logs over the portage decayed and trees fallen across them, so that our men, instead of running quickly over them, were constantly breaking through the rotten wood, sinking up to the knees in mud, and scrambling over trees and branches. We got over at last, however  in about two hours; and after proceeding a little further, arrived at and encamped upon the Prairie Portage, by the side of a voyageurs grave, which was marked as usual with a wooden cross, on which some friendly hand had cut a rude inscription. Time had now rendered it quite illegible. This is the height of land dividing the waters which flow northward into Hudson Bay from those which flow in a southerly direction, through the great lakes, into the Atlantic Ocean.

A few pages from my journal here may serve to give a better idea of the characteristics of our voyage than could be conveyed in narrative:  

Saturday, 20th September.  We crossed the Prairie Portage this morning  a distance of between three and four miles  and breakfasted at the upper end of it. Amused myself by sketching the view from a neighbouring hill. After crossing two more portages and a variety of small lakes, we launched our canoe on the bosom of the river Du Chien, and began, for the first time since the commencement of our journey, to descend, having passed over the height of land. We saw several grey grouse here, and in the evening one of our men caught one in a curious manner. They were extremely tame, and allowed us to approach them very closely, so Baptiste determined to catch one for supper. Cutting a long branch from a neighbouring tree, he tied a running noose on one end of it, and going quietly up to the bird, put the noose gently over its head, and pulled it off the tree. This is a common practice among the Indians, particularly when they have run short of gunpowder.

Sunday, 21st.  Crossed Lac du Chien, and made the portage of the same name, from the top of which we had a most beautiful view of the whole country for miles round. Having crossed this portage, we proceeded down the Kamenistaquoia River, on the banks of which, after making another portage, we pitched our tents.

Monday, 22nd.  Rain obliged us to put ashore this morning. Nothing can be more wretched than travelling in rainy weather. The men, poor fellows, do not make the least attempt to keep themselves dry; but the passengers endeavour, by means of oiled cloths, to keep out the wet; and under this they broil and suffocate, till at last they are obliged to throw off the covering. Even were this not the case, we should still be wretched, as the rain always finds its way in somewhere or other; and I have been often awakened from a nap by the cold trickling of moisture down my back, and have discovered upon moving that I was lying in a pool of water. Ashore we are generally a little more comfortable, but not much. After dinner we again started, and advanced on our journey till sunset.

Tuesday, 23rd.  To-day we advanced very slowly, owing to the shallowness of the water, and crossed a number of portages. During the day we ran several rapids. This is very exciting work. Upon nearing the head of a large rapid, the men strain every muscle to urge the canoe forward more quickly than the water, so that it may steer better. The bowsman and steersman stand erect, guiding the frail bark through the more unbroken places in the fierce current, which hisses and foams around, as if eager to swallow us up. Now we rush with lightning force towards a rock, against which the water dashes in fury; and to an uninitiated traveller we appear to be on the point of destruction. But one vigorous stroke from the bowsman and steersman (for they always act in concert) sends the light craft at a sharp angle from the impending danger; and away we plunge again over the surging waters  sometimes floating for an instant in a small eddy, and hovering, as it were, to choose our path; and then plunging swiftly forward again through the windings of the stream, till, having passed the whole in safety, we float in the smooth water below.

Accidents, as may be supposed, often happen; and to-day we found that there is danger as well as pleasure in running the rapids. We had got over a great part of the day in safety, and were in the act of running the first part of the Rose Rapid, when our canoe struck upon a rock, and wheeling round with its broadside to the stream, began to fill quickly. I could hear the timbers cracking beneath me under the immense pressure. Another minute, and we should have been gone; but our men, who were active fellows, and well accustomed to such dangers, sprang simultaneously over the side of the canoe, which, being thus lightened, passed over the rock, and rushed down the remainder of the rapid stern foremost ere the men could scramble in and resume their paddles. When rapids were very dangerous, most of the cargo was generally disembarked; and while one half of the crew carried it round to the still water below, the other half ran down light.

Crossed two small portages and the Mountain Portage in the afternoon; on the latter of which I went to see a waterfall, which I was told was in its vicinity. I had great difficulty in finding it at first, but its thundering roar soon guided me to a spot from which it was visible. Truly, a grander waterfall I never saw. The whole river, which was pretty broad, plunged in one broad white sheet over a precipice, higher by a few feet than the famous Falls of Niagara; and the spray from the foot sprang high into the air, bedewing the wild, precipitous crags with which the fall is encompassed, and the gloomy pines that hang about the clefts and fissures of the rocks. Fur-traders have given it the name of the Mountain Fall, from a peculiar mountain in its vicinity; but the natives call it the Kackabecka Falls. After making a sketch of it, and getting myself thoroughly wet in so doing, I returned to the canoe.

In the evening we encamped within nine miles of Fort William, having lost one of our men, who went ashore to lighten the canoe while we ran a rapid. After a good deal of trouble we found him again, but too late to admit of our proceeding to the fort that night.

Wednesday, 24th.  Early this morning we left the encampment, and after two hours paddling Fort William burst upon our gaze, mirrored in the limpid waters of Lake Superior  that immense fresh-water sea, whose rocky shores and rolling billows vie with the ocean itself in grandeur and magnificence.

Fort William was once one of the chief posts in the Indian country, and, when it belonged to the North-West Company, contained a great number of men. Now, however, much of its glory has departed. Many of the buildings have been pulled down, and those that remain are very rickety-looking affairs. It is still, however, a very important fishing station, and many hundreds of beautiful white-fish, with which Lake Superior swarms, are salted there annually for the Canada markets. These white-fish are indeed excellent; and it is difficult to say whether they or the immense trout, which are also caught in abundance, have the most delicate flavour. These trout, as well as white-fish, are caught in nets; and the former sometimes measure three feet long, and are proportionately broad. The one we had to breakfast on the morning of our arrival must have been very nearly this size.

The fur-trade of the post is not very good, but the furs traded are similar to those obtained in other parts of the country.

A number of canôtes de maître, or very large canoes, are always kept in store here, for the use of the Companys travellers. These canoes are of the largest size, exceeding the north canoe in length by several feet, besides being much broader and deeper. They are used solely for the purpose of travelling on Lake Superior, being much too large and cumbersome for travelling with through the interior. They are carried by four men instead of two, like the north canoe; and, besides being capable of carrying twice as much cargo, are paddled by fourteen or sixteen men. Travellers from Canada to the interior generally change their canôtes de maître for north canoes at Fort William, before entering upon the intricate navigation through which we had already passed; while those going from the interior to Canada change the small for the large canoe. As we had few men, however, and the weather appeared settled, we determined to risk coasting round the northern shore of the lake in our north canoe.

The scenery around the fort is very pretty. In its immediate vicinity the land is flat, covered with small trees and willows, which are agreeably suggestive of partridges and other game; but in the distance rise goodly-sized mountains; and on the left hand the noble expanse of the Lake Superior, with rocky islands on its mighty bosom and abrupt hills on its shores, stretches out to the horizon. The fort is built at the mouth of the Kamenistaquoia River, and from its palisades a beautiful view of the surrounding country can be obtained.

As the men wanted rest and our canoe a little repair, we determined to remain all day at Fort William; so some of the men employed themselves re-gumming the canoe, while others spread out our blankets and tents to dry. This last was very necessary as on the journey we have little time to spare from eating and sleeping while on shore; and many a time have I, in consequence, slept in a wet blanket.

The fair lady of the gentleman in charge of the fort was the only lady at the place, and indeed the only one within a circuit of six hundred miles  which space, being the primeval forest, was inhabited only by wild beasts and a few Indians. She was, consequently, very much delighted to meet with Mrs Bain, who, having for so many days seen no one but rough voyageurs, was equally delighted to meet her. While they went off to make the most of each other, Mr Bain and I sauntered about in the vicinity of the fort, admiring the beauty of the scenery, and paid numerous visits to a superb dairy in the fort, which overflowed with milk and cream. I rather think that we admired the dairy more than the scenery. There were a number of cows at the post, a few of which we encountered in our walk, and also a good many pigs and sheep. In the evening we returned, and at tea were introduced to a postmaster, who had been absent when we arrived. This postmaster turned out to be a first-rate player of Scotch reels on the violin. He was self-taught, and truly the sweetness and precision with which he played every note and trill of the rapid reel and strathspey might have made Neil Gow himself envious. So beautiful and inspiriting were they, that Mr Bain and our host, who were both genuine Highlanders, jumped simultaneously from their seats, in an ecstasy of enthusiasm, and danced to the lively music till the very walls shook; much to the amusement of the two ladies, who, having been both born in Canada, could not so well appreciate the music. Indeed, the musician himself looked a little astonished, being quite ignorant of the endearing recollections and associations recalled to the memory of the two Highlanders by the rapid notes of his violin. They were not, however, to be contented with one reel; so, after fruitlessly attempting to make the ladies join us, we sent over to the mens houses for the old Canadian wife of Pierre Lattinville and her two blooming daughters. They soon came, and after much coyness, blushing, and hesitation, at last stood up, and under the inspiring influence of the violin we:  

Danced, till we were like to fa,

The reel o Tullochgorum!

And did not cease till the lateness of the hour and the exhaustion of our musician compelled us to give in.

On the following morning we bade adieu to the good people at Fort William, and began our journey along the northern shore of Lake Superior, which is upwards of three hundred miles in diameter. Fortune, however, is proverbially fickle, and she did not belie her character on this particular day. The weather, when we started, was calm and clear, which pleased us much, as we had to make what is called a traverse  that is, to cross from one point of land to another, instead of coasting round a very deep bay. The traverse which we set out to make on leaving Fort William was fourteen miles broad, which made it of some consequence our having a calm day to cross it in our little egg-shell of a canoe. Away we went, then, over the clear lake, singing Rose Blanche vociferously. We had already gone a few miles of the distance, when a dark cloud rose on the seaward horizon. Presently the water darkened under the influence of a stiff breeze, and in less than half an hour the waves were rolling and boiling around us like those of the Atlantic. Ahead of us lay a small island, about a mile distant; and towards this the canoe was steered, while the men urged it forward as quickly as the roughness of the sea would allow. Still the wind increased, and the island was not yet gained. Some of the waves had broken over the edge of the canoe, and she was getting filled with water; but a kind Providence permitted us to reach the island in safety, though not in comfort, as most of the men were much wet, and many of them a good deal frightened.

On landing, we pitched our tents, made a fire, and proceeded to dry ourselves, and in less than an hour were as comfortable as possible. The island on which we had encamped was a small rocky one, covered with short heathery-looking shrubs, among which we found thousands of blaeberries. On walking round to the other side of it, I discovered an Indian encamped with his family. He supplied us with a fine white-fish, for which our men gave him a little tobacco and a bit of the fresh mutton which we had brought with us from Fort William.

Three days did we remain on this island, while the wind and waves continued unceasingly to howl and lash around it, as if they wished, in their disappointment, to beat it down and swallow us up, island and all; but towards the close of the third day the gale moderated, and we ventured again to attempt the traverse. This time we succeeded, and in two hours passed Thunder Point, on the other side of which we encamped.

The next day we could only travel till breakfast-time, as the wind again increased so much as to oblige us to put ashore. We comforted ourselves, however, with the prospect of a good mutton-chop.

The fire was soon made, the kettle on, and everything in preparation, when the dreadful discovery was made that the whole of the fresh mutton had been forgotten! Words cannot paint our consternation at this discovery. Poor Mrs Bain sat in mute despair, thinking of the misery of being reduced again to salt pork; while her husband, who had hitherto stood aghast, jumped suddenly forward, and seizing a bag of fine potatoes that had been given to the men, threw it, in a transport of rage, into the lake, vowing that as we were, by their negligence, to be deprived of our mutton, they certainly should also be sufferers with us.

It was very laughable to behold the rueful countenances of the men as their beautiful, large white potatoes sank to the bottom of the clear lake, and shone brightly there, as if to tantalise them, while the rippling water caused them to quiver so much that the lake seemed to rest on a pavement of huge potatoes! None dared, however, attempt to recover one; but after a while, when Mr Bains back was turned, a man crept cautiously down to the waters edge, and gathered as many as were within reach  always, however, keeping an eye on his master, and stooping in an attitude that would permit of his bolting up on the slightest indication of a wrathful movement.

It would be tedious, as well as unnecessary, to recount here all the minutiae of our voyage across Lake Superior; I shall merely touch on a few of the more particular incidents.

On the 1st of October we arrived at the Pic House (see note 2), where we spent the night; and, after a rough voyage, reached Michipicoton on the 4th. Our voyage along Lake Superior was very stormy and harassing, reminding us often of Lake Winnipeg. Sometimes we were paddling along over the smooth water, and at other times lying-by, while the lake was lashed into a mass of foam and billows by a strong gale. So much detention, and the lateness of the season, rendered it necessary to take advantage of every lull and calm hour that occurred, so that we travelled a good deal during the night. This sort of travelling was very romantic.

On one occasion, after having been ashore two days, the wind moderated in the afternoon, and we determined to proceed, if possible. The sun set gloriously, giving promise of fine weather. The sky was clear and cloudless, and the lake calm. For an hour or so the men sang as they paddled, but as the shades of evening fell they ceased; and as it was getting rather chilly, I wrapped myself in my green blanket (which served me for a boat-cloak as well as a bed), and soon fell fast asleep.

How long I slept I know not; but when I awoke, the regular, rapid hiss of the paddles struck upon my ear, and upon throwing off the blanket the first thing that met my eye was the dark sky, spangled with the most gorgeous and brilliant stars I ever beheld. The whole scene, indeed, was one of the most magnificent and awful that can be imagined. On our left hand rose tremendous precipices and cliffs, around the bottom and among the caverns of which the black waters of the lake curled quietly (for a most death-like, unearthly calm prevailed), sending forth a faint hollow murmur, which ended, at long intervals, in a low melancholy cadence. Before and behind us abrupt craggy islands rose from the water, assuming every imaginable and unimaginable shape in the uncertain light; while on the right the eye ranged over the inky lake till it was lost in thick darkness. A thin, transparent night-fog added to the mystical appearance of the scene, upon which I looked with mingled feelings of wonder and awe. The only distinct sound that could be heard was the measured sound of the paddles, which the men plied in silence, as if unwilling to break the stillness of the night. Suddenly the guide uttered in a hoarse whisper, A terre! startling the sleepy men, and rendering the succeeding silence still more impressive.

The canoe glided noiselessly through a maze of narrow passages among the tall cliffs, and grounded on a stony beach. Everything was then carried up, and the tents pitched in the dark, as no wood could be conveniently found for the purpose of making a fire; and without taking any supper, or even breaking the solemn silence of the night, we spread our beds as we best could upon the round stones (some of which were larger than a mans fist), and sank into repose. About a couple of hours afterwards we were roused by the anxious guide, and told to embark again. In this way we travelled at night or by day, as the weather permitted  and even, upon one or two occasions, both night and day  till the 12th of October, when we arrived at the Sault de Ste. Marie, which is situated at the termination of Lake Superior, just as our provisions were exhausted.

We had thus taken eighteen days to coast the lake. This was very slow going indeed, the usual time for coasting the lake in a north canoe being from eight to ten days.

The Sault de Ste. Marie is a large rapid, which carries the waters of Lake Superior into Lake Huron. It separates the British from the American possessions, and is fortified on the American side by a large wooden fort, in which a body of soldiers are constantly resident. There is also a pretty large village of Americans, which is rapidly increasing. The British side is not fortified; and, indeed, there are no houses of any kind except the few belonging to the Hudson Bay Company. This may be considered the extreme outskirts of civilisation, being the first place where I had seen any number of people collected together who were unconnected with the Hudson Bay Company.

I was not destined, however, to enjoy the sight of new faces long, for next morning we started to coast round the northern and uninhabited shores of Lake Huron, and so down the Ottawa to Montreal. Mr and Mrs Bain left me here, and proceeded by the route of the Lakes.

During the next few days we travelled through a number of rivers and lakes of various sizes; among the latter were Lakes Huron and Nipisingue. In crossing the latter, I observed a point on which were erected fourteen rough wooden crosses. Such an unusual sight excited my curiosity, and upon inquiring I found that they were planted there to mark the place where a canoe, containing fourteen men, had been upset in a gale, and every soul lost. The lake was clear and smooth when we passed the melancholy spot, and many a rolling year has defaced and cast down the crosses since the unfortunate men whose sad fate they commemorate perished in the storm.

While searching about the shore one night for wood to make a fire, one of our men found a large basket, made of bark, and filled with fine bears-grease, which had been hid by some Indians. This was considered a great windfall; and ere two days were passed the whole of it was eaten by the men, who buttered their flour cakes with it profusely.

Not long after this we passed a large waterfall, where a friend of mine was once very nearly lost. A projecting point obliges the traveller to run his canoe rather near the head of the fall, for the purpose of landing to make the portage. From long habit the guides had been accustomed to this, and always effected the doubling of the point in safety. Upon this occasion, however, either from carelessness or accident, the canoe got into the strong current, and almost in an instant was swept down towards the fall. To turn the head of the canoe up the stream, and paddle for their lives, was the work of a moment; but before they got it fairly round they were on the very brink of the cataract, which, had they gone over it, would have dashed them to a thousand atoms. They paddled with the strength of desperation, but so strong was the current that they remained almost stationary. At last they began slowly to ascend  an inch at a time  and finally reached the bank in safety.

On Sunday the 19th of October we commenced descending the magnificent river Ottawa, and began to feel that we were at last approaching the civilised nations of the earth. During the day we passed several small log-huts, or shanties, which are the temporary dwelling-places of men who penetrate thus far into the forest for the purpose of cutting timber. A canoe full of these adventurous pioneers also passed us; and in the evening we reached Fort Mattawan, one of the Companys stations. At night we encamped along with a party who were taking provisions to the wood-cutters.

The scenery on the Ottawa is beautiful, and as we descended the stream it was rendered more picturesque and interesting by the appearance, occasionally, of that, to us, unusual sight, a farmhouse. They were too few and far between, however, to permit of our taking advantage of the inhabitants hospitality, and for the next four days we continued to make our encampments in the woods as heretofore. At one of these frontier farms our worthy guide discovered, to his unutterable astonishment and delight, an old friend and fellow-voyageur, to greet whom he put ashore. The meeting was strange: instead of shaking hands warmly, as I had expected, they stood for a moment gazing in astonishment, and then, with perfect solemnity, kissed each other  not gently on the cheek, but with a good hearty smack on their sunburnt lips. After conversing for a little, they parted with another kiss.

On the fourth day after this event we came in sight of the village of Aylmer, which lay calmly on the sloping banks of the river, its church spire glittering in the sun, and its white houses reflected in the stream.

It is difficult to express the feelings of delight with which I gazed upon this little village, after my long banishment from the civilised world. It was like recovering from a trance of four long dreamy years; and I wandered about the streets, gazing in joy and admiration upon everything and everybody, but especially upon the ladies, who appeared quite a strange race of beings to me  and all of them looked so beautiful in my eyes (long accustomed to Indian dames), that I fell in love with every one individually that passed me in the village. In this happy mood I sauntered about, utterly oblivious of the fact that my men had been left in a public-house, and would infallibly, if not prevented, get dead drunk. I was soon awakened to this startling probability by the guide, who walked up the road in a very solemn Im-not-at-all-drunk sort of a manner, peering about on every side, evidently in search of me. Having found me, he burst into an expression of unbounded joy; and then, recollecting that this was inconsistent with his assumed character of sobriety, became awfully grave, and told me that we must start soon, as the men were all getting tipsy.

The following day we arrived at Bytown.

This town is picturesquely situated on the brow of a stupendous cliff, which descends precipitously into the Ottawa. Just above the town a handsome bridge stretches across the river, near which the Kettle Fall thunders over a high cliff. We only stayed a few minutes here, and then proceeded on our way.

During the day we passed the locks of the Rideau Canal, which rise, to the number of eight or ten, one over another like steps; and immediately below them appeared the Curtain Falls. These falls are not very picturesque, but their great height and curtain-like smoothness render them an interesting object. After this, villages and detached houses became numerous all the way down the river; and late in the evening of the 24th we arrived at a station belonging to the Hudson Bay Company, on the Lake of the Two Mountains, where we passed the remainder of the night.

Here, for the first time since leaving home, I was ushered into a civilised drawing-room; and when I found myself seated on a cushioned chair, with my moccasined feet pressing a soft carpet, and several real, bonâ fide ladies (the wife and daughters of my entertainer) sitting before me, and asking hundreds of questions about my long voyage, the strange species of unbelief in the possibility of again seeing the civilised world, which had beset me for the last three years, began slowly to give way, and at last entirely vanished when my host showed me into a handsomely furnished bedroom, and left me for the night.

The first thing that struck me on entering the bedroom was the appearance of one of our voyageurs, dressed in a soiled blue capote, dilapidated corduroy trousers, and moccasins; while his deeply sunburnt face, under a mass of long straggling hair, stared at me in astonishment! It will doubtless be supposed that I was much horrified at this apparition. I was, indeed, much surprised; but, seeing that it was my own image reflected in a full-length looking-glass, I cannot say that I felt extremely horrified. This was the first time that I had seen myself  if I may so speak  since leaving Norway House; and, truly, I had no reason to feel proud of my appearance.

The following morning, at four oclock, we left the Lake of the Two Mountains; and in the afternoon of the 25th October, 1845, arrived at Lachine, where, for the time, my travels came to a close  having been journeying in the wilderness for sixty-six days.



Soon after my arrival winter set in, and I became acquainted with a few of the inhabitants of Lachine. The moment the snow fell, wheeled carriages were superseded by carioles and sleighs of all descriptions. These beautiful vehicles are mounted on runners, or large skates, and slide very smoothly and easily over the snow, except when the road is bad; and then, owing to the want of springs, sleighs become very rough carriages indeed. They are usually drawn by one horse, the harness and trappings of which are profusely covered with small round bells. These bells are very necessary appendages, as little noise is made by the approach of a sleigh over the soft snow, and they serve to warn travellers in the dark. The cheerful tinkling music thus occasioned on the Canadian roads is very pleasing. Sleighs vary a good deal in structure and costliness of decoration; and one often meets a rough, cheerful Canadian habitant sitting in his small box of a sledge (painted sometimes red and sometimes green), lashing away at his shaggy pony in a fruitless attempt to keep up with the large graceful sleigh of a wealthy inhabitant of Montreal, who, wrapped up in furs, drives tandem, with two strong horses, and loudly tinkling bells.

Reader, I had very nearly come to the resolution of giving you a long account of Canada and the Canadians, but I dare not venture on it. I feel that it would be encroaching upon the ground of civilised authors; and as I do not belong to this class, but profess to write of savage life, and nothing but savage life, I hope you will extend to me your kind forgiveness if I conclude this chapter rather abruptly.

It is a true saying that the cup of happiness is often dashed from the lips that are about to taste it. I have sometimes proved this to be the case. The cup of happiness, on the present occasion, was the enjoyment of civilised and social life; and the dashing of it away was my being sent, with very short warning, to an out-of-the-way station, whose name, to me, was strange  distance uncertain, but long  appearance unknown, and geographical position a most profound mystery.



Note 1. Since the above was written, many years have passed, and Dr Raes name has become famous, not only on account of successful discovery, but also in connection with the expeditions sent out in search of Sir John Franklin.



Note 2. It must be borne in mind that all the establishments we passed on the way belonged to the Hudson Bay Company.




Chapter Eleven.

Winter-travelling in Canada  Departure from Lachine  Scenery along the road Incidents by the way  Arrival at Tadousac  Mr Stones adventure with Indians  Clubbing seals.

It was on a bright winters day in the month of January 1846 that I was sent for by the Governor, and told to hold myself in readiness to start early the following morning with Mr Stone for Tadousac  adding, that probably I should spend the approaching summer at Seven Islands.

Tadousac, be it known, is a station about three hundred miles below Montreal, at the mouth of the river Saguenay, and Seven Islands is two hundred miles below Tadousac; so that the journey is not a short one. The greater part of the road runs through an uninhabited country, and the travelling is bad.

In preparation for this journey, then, I employed myself during the remainder of the day; and before night all was ready.

Next morning I found that our journey was postponed to the following day, so I went into Montreal to make a few purchases, and passed the rest of the day in a state of intense thought, endeavouring to find out if anything had been forgotten. Nothing, however, recurred to my memory; and going to bed only half undressed, in order to be ready at a moments notice, I soon fell into a short disturbed slumber, from which the servant awakened me long before daylight, by announcing that the sleigh was at the door. In ten minutes I was downstairs, where Mr Stone shortly afterwards joined me; and after seeing our traps safely deposited in the bottom of the sleigh, we jumped in, and slid noiselessly over the quiet street of Lachine.

The stars shone brightly as we glided over the crunching snow, and the sleigh-bells tinkled merrily as our horse sped over the deserted road. Groups of white cottages and solitary gigantic trees flew past us, looking, in the uncertain light, like large snow-drifts; save where the twinkling of a candle, or the first blue flames of the morning fire, indicated that the industrious habitant had risen to his daily toil. In silence we glided on our way, till the distant lights of Montreal awakened us from our reveries, and we met at intervals a solitary pedestrian, or a sleigh-load of laughing, fur-encompassed faces returning from an evening party.

About seven oclock we arrived at the hotel from which the stage was to start for Quebec  but when did stage-coach, or sleigh either, keep to its time? No sign of it was to be seen, and it required no small application of our knuckles and toes at the door to make the lazy waiter turn out to let us in. No misery, save being too late, can equal that of being too soon; at least, so I thought while walking up and down the coffee-room of the hotel, upon the table of which were scattered the remains of last nights supper, amid a confusion of newspapers and fag-ends of cigars; while the sleepy waiter made unavailing efforts to coax a small spark of fire to contribute some warmth to one or two damp billets of wood.

About an hour after its appointed time, the sleigh drove up to the door, and we hastened to take our places. The stage, however, was full, but the driver informed us that an extra (or separate sleigh of smaller dimensions than the stage) had been provided for us; so that we enjoyed the enviable advantage of having it all to ourselves. Crack went the whip, and off went the leader with a bound, the wheeler following at a pace between a trot and a gallop, and our extra keeping close in the rear. The lamps were still burning as we left the city, although the first streaks of dawn illumined the eastern sky. In fifteen minutes more we had left Montreal far behind.

There is something very agreeable in the motion of a sleigh along a good road. The soft muffled sound of the runners gliding over the snow harmonises well with the tinkling bells; and the rapid motion through the frosty air, together with the occasional jolt of going into a hollow or over a hillock, is very exhilarating, and we enjoyed our drive very much for the first hour or so. But, alas! human happiness is seldom of long duration, as we soon discovered; for, just as I was falling into a comfortable doze, bang! went the sleigh into a deep cahoe, which most effectually wakened me. Now these same cahoes are among the disadvantages attending sleigh-travelling in Canada. They are nothing more or less than deep hollows or undulations in the road, into which the sleighs unexpectedly plunge, thereby pitching the traveller roughly forward; and upon the horses jerking the vehicles out of them, throwing him backward in a way that is pretty sure to bring his head into closer acquaintance with the back of the sleigh than is quite agreeable, particularly if he be a novice in sleigh-travelling. Those which we now encountered were certainly the worst I ever travelled over, rising in succession like the waves of the sea, and making our conveyance plunge sometimes so roughly that I expected it to go to pieces. Indeed, I cannot understand how wood and iron could stand the crashes to which we were exposed. In this way we jolted along, sometimes over good, sometimes over bad roads, till about nine oclock, when we stopped at a neat, comfortable-looking inn, where the driver changed his horses, and the passengers sat down to a hurried breakfast.

The morning turned out beautifully clear and warm, at least in comparison with what it had been; and upon re-entering the sleigh we all looked extremely happy, and disposed to be pleased with everything and everybody. The country through which we now passed was picturesque and varied. Hills and valleys, covered with glittering snow and dark pines, followed each other in endless succession; while in every valley, and from every mountain-top, we saw hundreds of hamlets and villages, whose little streets and thoroughfares were crowded with busy habitants, engaged in their various occupations and winter traffic.

The laughing voices of merry little children romping along the roads accorded harmoniously with the lively tinkling of their parents sleigh-bells as they set out for the market with the produce of their farms, or, dressed in their whitest blanket capotes and smartest bonnets rouges, accompanied their wives and daughters to a marriage or a festival. The scene was rendered still more pleasing by the extreme clearness of the frosty air and the deep blue of the sky; while the weather was just cold enough to make the rapid motion of our sleighs agreeable and necessary.

In some places the roads were extremely precipitous; and when we arrived at the foot of a large hill we used generally to get out and walk, preferring this to being dragged slowly up by the jaded horses.

During the day our sleighs were upset several times; but Mr Stone and I, in the extra, suffered more in this way than those of the regular stage, as it was much narrower, and, consequently, more liable to tip over. Upon upsetting, it unaccountably happened that poor Mr Stone was always undermost. But he submitted to his fate most stoically; though from the nature of things my elbow invariably thrust him deep into the snow, on which, after being extricated, a splendid profile impression was left, to serve as a warning to other travellers, and to show them that a gentleman had been cast there.

As very little danger, however, attended these accidents, they only afforded subject for mirth at the time, and conversation at the end of the stage  except once, when the sleigh turned over so rapidly, that I was thrown with considerable force against the roof, which, being of a kind of slight framework, covered with painted canvas, offered but small opposition to my flight; my head, consequently, went quite through it, and my unfortunate nose was divested to rather an alarming extent of its cutaneous covering. With this exception, we proceeded safely and merrily along, and about seven oclock in the evening arrived at the small town of Three Rivers.

Early next morning we resumed our journey, and about four in the afternoon arrived at the famous city of Quebec, without having encountered any very interesting adventures by the way.

The first sight we had of Quebec was certainly anything but prepossessing. A recent fire in the lower town had completely destroyed a large portion of it; and the first street I passed through was nothing but a gaunt row of blackened chimneys and skeleton houses, which had a very melancholy, ghostlike appearance when contrasted with the white snow. As we advanced, however, to where the fire had been checked, the streets assumed a more agreeable aspect  shops were open here and there, and workmen busily employed in repairing damaged houses and pulling down dangerous ones. Upon arriving at the steep street which leads from the lower town to within the walls, the immense strength of the ramparts and fortifications struck me forcibly. The road up which we passed to the gate was very narrow: on one side a steep hill descended to the lower town; and on the other towered the city walls, pierced all over with loopholes, and bristling with cannon. At the head of the road, in an angle of the wall, two silent but grim-looking guns pointed their muzzles directly down the road, so as to command it from one end to the other. All the other parts of the walls that I happened to see were even more strongly fortified than this.

The streets of Quebec are very steep, much more so than those of Edinburgh; and it requires no small exertion to mount one or two without stopping to breathe at the top. Upon the whole, it is anything but a pretty town (at least in winter), the houses being high, and the streets very narrow. The buildings, too, are commonplace; and the monument to Wolfe and Montcalm is a very insignificant affair. In fact, Quebec can boast of little else than the magnificent views it commands from the ramparts, and the impregnable strength of its fortifications. Some of the suburban villas, however, are very beautiful; and although I saw them in winter, yet I could form some idea of the enchanting places they must be in summer.

After spending three pleasant days here, we got into our sleigh again, and resumed our journey.

No stages ran below Quebec, so that we now travelled in the sleigh of a farmer, who happened to be going down part of the way.

Soon after leaving the city, we passed quite close to the famous Falls of Montmorenci. They are as high, if not higher, than those of Niagara, but I thought them rather tame, being nothing but a broad curtain of water falling over an even cliff, and quite devoid of picturesque scenery. A curious cone of ice, formed by the spray, rose nearly half-way up the falls.

The scenery below Quebec is much more rugged and mountainous than that above; and as we advanced the marks of civilisation began gradually to disappear  villages became scarcer, and roads worse, till at last we came to the shanties of the wood-cutters, with here and there a solitary farmhouse. Still, however, we occasionally met a few sleighs, with the conductors of which our driver seemed to be intimately acquainted. These little interruptions broke, in a great degree, the monotony of the journey; and we always felt happier for an hour after having passed and exchanged with a Canadian a cheerful bonjour.

Our driver happened to be a very agreeable man, and more intelligent than most Canadians of his class; moreover, he had a good voice, and when we came to a level part of the road I requested him to sing me a song  which he did at once, singing with a clear, strong, manly voice the most beautiful French air I ever heard; both the name and air, however, I have now forgotten. He then asked me to sing  which I did without further ceremony, treating him to one of the ancient melodies of Scotland; and thus, with solos and duets, we beguiled the tedium of the road, and filled the woods with melody! much to the annoyance of the unmusical American feathered tribes, and to the edification of our horse, who pricked up his ears, and often glanced backwards, apparently in extreme surprise.

Towards evening the driver told us that we should soon arrive at Baie de St. Paul; and in half an hour more our weary horse dragged us slowly to the top of a hill, whence we had a splendid view of the village. In all the miles of country I had passed over, I had seen nothing to equal the exquisite beauty of the Vale of Baie de St. Paul. From the hill on which we stood the whole valley, of many miles in extent, was visible. It was perfectly level, and covered from end to end with thousands of little hamlets, and several churches, with here and there a few small patches of forest. The course of a little rivulet, which meanders through it in summer, was apparent, even though covered with snow. At the mouth of this several schooners and small vessels lay embedded in ice; beyond which rolled the dark, ice-laden waves of the Gulf of St. Lawrence. The whole valley teemed with human life. Hundreds of Canadians, in their graceful sleighs and carioles, flew over the numerous roads intersecting the country; and the faint sound of tinkling bells floated gently up the mountain-side, till it reached the elevated position on which we stood. The whole scene was exquisitely calm and peaceful, forming a strange and striking contrast to the country round it. Like the Happy Valley of Rasselas, it was surrounded by the most wild and rugged mountains, which rose in endless succession, one behind another, stretching away in the distance till they resembled a faint blue wave on the horizon. In this beautiful place we spent the night, and the following at Mal Baie. This village was also pretty, but after Baie de St. Paul I could but little admire it.

Next night we slept in a shanty belonging to the timber-cutters on the coast of the gulf, which was truly the most wretched abode, except an Indian tent, I ever had the chance (or mischance) to sleep in. It was a small log-hut, with only one room; a low door  to enter which we had to stoop  and a solitary square window, filled with parchment in lieu of glass. The furniture was of the coarsest description, and certainly not too abundant. Everything was extremely dirty, and the close air was further adulterated with thick clouds of tobacco smoke, which curled from the pipes of half a dozen wood-choppers. Such was the place in which we passed the night; and glad was I when the first blush of day summoned us to resume our travels. We now entered our sleigh for the last time, and after a short drive arrived at the termination of the horse road. Here we got out, and rested a short time in a shanty, preparatory to taking to our snow-shoes.

The road now lay through the primeval forest, and fortunately it proved to be pretty well beaten, so we walked lightly along, with our snow-shoes under our arms. In the afternoon we arrived at another shanty, having walked about eighteen miles. Here we found a gentleman who superintended the operations of the lumberers, or wood-cutters. He kindly offered to drive us to Canard River, a place not far distant from the termination of our journey. I need scarcely say we gladly accepted his offer, and in a short time arrived at the river Saguenay.

This river, owing to its immense depth, never freezes over at its mouth; so we crossed it in a boat, and on the evening of the 7th of February we arrived at the post of Tadousac.

This establishment belongs to the Hudson Bay Company, and is situated at the bottom of a large and deep bay adjoining the mouth of the river Saguenay. Unlike the posts of the north, it is merely a group of houses, scattered about in a hollow of the mountains, without any attempt at arrangement, and without a stockade. The post, when viewed from one of the hills in the neighbourhood, is rather picturesque; it is seen embedded in the mountains, and its white-topped houses contrast prettily with the few pines around it. A little to the right rolls the deep, unfathomable Saguenay, at the base of precipitous rocks and abrupt mountains, covered in some places with stunted pines, but for the most part bald-fronted. Up the river, the view is interrupted by a large rock, nearly round, which juts out into the stream, and is named the Bull. To the right lies the Bay of St. Catherine, with a new settlement at its head; and above this flows the majestic St. Lawrence, compared to which the broad Saguenay is but a thread.

Tadousac Bay is one of the finest natural harbours in the St. Lawrence. Being very deep quite close to the shore, it is much frequented by vessels and craft of every description and dimension. Ships, schooners, barks, brigs, and bateaux lie calmly at anchor within a stones-throw of the bushes on shore; others are seen beating about at the mouth of the harbour, attempting to enter; while numerous pilot boats sail up and down, almost under the windows of the house; and in the offing are hundreds of vessels, whose white sails glimmer on the horizon like the wings of sea-gulls, as they beat up for anchorage, or proceed on their course for England or Quebec. The magnificent panorama is closed by the distant hills of the opposite shore, blending with the azure sky. This, however, is the only view, the land being a monotonous repetition of bare granite hills and stunted pines (see note 1).

Here, then, for a time, my travels came to a close, and I set about making myself as comfortable in my new quarters as circumstances would permit.

Tadousac I found to be similar, in many respects, to the forts in the north. The country around was wild, mountainous, and inhabited only by a few Indians and wild animals. There was no society, excepting that of Mr Stones family; the only other civilised being, above the rank of a labourer, being a gentleman who superintended a timber-cutting and log-sawing establishment, a quarter of a mile from the Companys post.

My bourgeois, Mr Stone, was a very kind man and an entertaining companion. He had left Scotland, his native land, when very young, and had ever since been travelling about and dwelling in the wild woods of America. A deep scar on the bridge of his nose showed that he had not passed through these savage countries scathless. The way in which he came by this scar was curious, so I may relate it here.

At one of the solitary forts in the wild regions on the west side of the Rocky Mountains, where my friend Mr Stone dwelt, the Indians were in the habit of selling horses, of which they had a great many, to the servants of the Hudson Bay Company. They had, however, an uncommonly disagreeable propensity to steal these horses again the moment a convenient opportunity presented itself; and to guard against the gratification of this propensity was one of the many difficulties that the fur-traders had to encounter. Upon one occasion a fine horse was sold by an Indian to Mr Stone, the price (probably several yards of cloth and a few pounds of tobacco) paid, and the Indian went away. Not long after the horse was stolen; but as this was an event that often happened, it was soon forgotten. Winter passed away, spring thawed the lakes and rivers, and soon a party of Indians arrived with furs and horses to trade. They were of the Blackfoot tribe, and a wilder set of fellows one would hardly wish to see. Being much in the habit of fighting with the neighbouring tribes, they were quite prepared for battle, and decorated with many of the trophies of war. Scalp-locks hung from the skirts of their leather shirts and leggins, eagles feathers and beads ornamented their heads, and their faces were painted with stripes of black and red paint.

After conversing with them a short time, they were admitted through the wicket one by one, and their arms taken from them and locked up. This precaution was rendered necessary at these posts, as the Indians used to buy spirits, and often quarrelled with each other; but, having no arms, of course they could do themselves little damage. When about a dozen of them had entered, the gate was shut, and Mr Stone proceeded to trade their furs and examine their horses, when he beheld, to his surprise, the horse that had been stolen from him the summer before; and upon asking to whom it belonged, the same Indian who had formerly sold it to him stood forward and said it was his. Mr Stone (an exceedingly quiet, good-natured man, but, like many men of this stamp, very passionate when roused) no sooner witnessed the fellows audacity than he seized a gun from one of his men and shot the horse. The Indian instantly sprang upon him, but being a less powerful man than Mr Stone, and, withal, unaccustomed to use his fists, he was soon overcome, and pommelled out of the fort. Not content with this, Mr Stone followed him down to the Indian camp, pommelling him all the way. The instant, however, that the Indian found himself surrounded by his own friends, he faced about, and with a dozen warriors attacked Mr Stone and threw him on the ground, where they kicked and bruised him severely; whilst several boys of the tribe hovered around him with bows and arrows, waiting a favourable opportunity to shoot him. Suddenly a savage came forward with a large stone in his hand, and, standing over his fallen enemy, raised it high in the air and dashed it down upon his face. My friend, when telling me the story, said that he had just time, upon seeing the stone in the act of falling, to commend his spirit to God ere he was rendered insensible. The merciful God, to whom he thus looked for help at the eleventh hour, did not desert him. Several men belonging to the fort, seeing the turn things took, hastily armed themselves, and hurrying out to the rescue, arrived just at the critical moment when the stone was dashed in his face. Though too late to prevent this, they were in time to prevent a repetition of the blow; and after a short scuffle with the Indians, without any blood shed, they succeeded in carrying their master up to the fort, where he soon recovered. The deep cut made by the stone on the bridge of his nose left an indelible scar.

Besides Mr Stone, I had another companion  namely, Mr Jordan, a clerk, who inhabited the same office with me, and slept in the same bedroom, during the whole winter. He was a fine-looking athletic half-breed, who had been partially educated, but had spent much more of his life among Indians than among civilised men. He used to be sent about the country to trade with the natives, and consequently led a much more active life than I did. One part of his business, during the early months of spring, was hunting seals. This was an amusing, though, withal, rather a murderous kind of sport. The manner of it was this:  

My friend Jordan chose a fine day for his excursion, and, embarking in a boat with six or seven men, sailed a few miles down the St. Lawrence, till he came to a low flat point. In a small bay near this he drew up the boat, and then went into the woods with his party, where each man cut a large pole or club. Arming themselves with these, they waited until the tide receded and left the point dry. In a short time one or two seals crawled out of the sea to bask upon the shore; soon several more appeared, and ere long a band of more than a hundred lay sunning themselves upon the beach. The ambuscade now prepared to attack the enemy. Creeping stealthily down as near as possible without being discovered, they simultaneously rushed upon the astonished animals; and the tragic scene of slaughter, mingled with melodramatic and comic incidents, that ensued, baffles all description. In one place might be seen my friend Jordan swinging a huge club round with his powerful arms, and dealing death and destruction at every blow; while in another place a poor weazened-looking Scotchman (who had formerly been a tailor! and to whom the work was new) advanced, with cautious trepidation, towards a huge seal, which spluttered and splashed fearfully in its endeavours to reach the sea, and dealt it a blow on the back. He might as well have hit a rock. The slight rap had only the effect of making the animal show its teeth; at which sight the tailor retreated precipitately, and, striking his heel against a rock, fell backwards into a pool of water, where he rolled over and over  impressed, apparently, with the idea that he was attacked by all the seals in the sea. His next essay, however, was more successful, and in a few minutes he killed several, having learned to hit on the head instead of on the back. In less than a quarter of an hour they killed between twenty and thirty seals, which were stowed in the boat and conveyed to the post.

Nothing worth mentioning took place at Tadousac during my residence there. The winter became severe and stormy, confining us much to the house, and obliging us to lead very humdrum sort of lives. Indeed, the only thing that I can recollect as being at all interesting or amusing  except, of coarse, the society of my scientific and agreeable friend, Mr Stone, and his amiable family  was a huge barrel-organ, which, like the one that I had found at Oxford House, played a rich variety of psalm tunes, and a choice selection of Scotch reels  the grinding out of which formed the chief solace of my life, until the arrival of an auspicious day when I received sudden orders to prepare for another journey.



Note 1. It may be well to say that the above description applied to the country only in the summer and autumn months. It is now, we believe, an important summer resort, and a comparatively populous place.




Chapter Twelve.

A journey on snow-shoes  Evils of snow-shoe travelling in spring  Value of tea to a tired man  Encamp in the snow  Isle Jérémie  Canoeing and boating on the gulf of St. Lawrence  Amateur navigating  Seven Islands  A narrow escape  Conclusion.

It was on a cold, bleak morning, about the beginning of March 1846, that I awoke from a comfortable snooze in my bedroom at Tadousac, and recollected that in a few hours I must take leave of my present quarters, and travel, on snow-shoes, sixty miles down the Gulf of St. Lawrence to the post of Isle Jérémie.

The wind howled mournfully through the leafless trees, and a few flakes of snow fell upon the window as I looked out upon the cheerless prospect. Winter  cold, biting, frosty winter  still reigned around. The shores of Tadousac Bay were still covered with the same coat of ice that had bound them up four months before; and the broad St. Lawrence still flowed on, black as ink, and laden with immense fields and hummocks of dirty ice, brought down from the banks of the river above. The land presented one uniform chilling prospect of bare trees and deep snow, over which I was soon to traverse many a weary mile.

There is nothing, however, like taking things philosophically; so, after venting my spite at the weather in one or two short grumbles, I sat down in a passable state of equanimity to breakfast. During the meal I discussed with Mr Stone the prospects of the impending journey, and indulged in a few excursive remarks upon snow-shoe travelling, whilst he related a few incidents of his own eventful career in the country.

On one occasion he was sent off upon a long journey over the snow, where the country was so mountainous that snowshoe walking was rendered exceedingly painful, by the feet slipping forward against the front bar of the shoe when descending the hills. After he had accomplished a good part of his journey, two large blisters rose under the nails of his great toes; and soon the nails themselves came off. Still he must go on, or die in the woods; so he was obliged to tie the nails on his toes each morning before starting, for the purpose of protecting the tender parts beneath; and every evening he wrapped them up carefully in a piece of rag, and put them into his waistcoat pocket  being afraid of losing them if he kept them on all night.

After breakfast I took leave of my friends at Tadousac, and, with a pair of snow-shoes under my arm, followed my companion Jordan to the boat which was to convey me the first twenty miles of the journey, and then land me, with one man, who was to be my only companion. In the boat was seated a Roman Catholic priest, on his way to visit a party of Indians a short distance down the gulf. The shivering men shipped their oars in silence, and we glided through the black water, while the ice grated harshly against the boats sides as we rounded Point Rouge, Another pull, and Tadousac was hidden from our view.

Few things can be more comfortless or depressing than a sail down the Gulf of St. Lawrence on a gloomy winters day, with the thermometer at zero! The water looks so black and cold, and the sky so gray, that it makes one shudder, and turn to look upon the land. But there no cheering prospect meets the view. Rocks  cold, hard, misanthropic rocks  grin from beneath volumes of snow; and the few stunted black-looking pines that dot the banks here and there only tend to render the scene more desolate. No birds fly about to enliven the traveller; and the only sound that meets the ear, besides the low sighing of the cold, cold wind, is the crashing of immense fields of ice, as they meet and war in the eddies of opposing currents. Fortunately, however, there was no ice near the shore, and we met with little interruption on the way. The priest bore the cold like a stoic; and my friend Jordan, being made, metaphorically speaking, of iron, treated it with the contemptuous indifference that might be expected from such metal.

In the evening we arrived at Esquimain River, where we took up our quarters in a small log-hut belonging to a poor seal-fisher, whose family, and a few men who attended a sawmill a short distance off, were the only inhabitants of this little hamlet. Here we remained all night, and prepared our snow-shoes for the morrow, as the boat was there to leave us and return to Tadousac. The night was calm and frosty, and everything gave promise of fine weather for our journey. But who can tell what an hour will bring forth? Before morning the weather became milder, and soon it began to thaw. A fine warm day, with a bright sun, be it known, is one of the most dreadful calamities that can befall a snowshoe traveller, as the snow then becomes soft and sticky, thereby drenching the feet and snow-shoes, which become painfully heavy from the quantity of snow which sticks to and falls upon them. In cold frosty weather the snow is dry, crisp, and fine, so that it falls through the network of the snow-shoe without leaving a feathers weight behind, while the feet are dry and warm; but a thaw!  oh! it is useless attempting to recapitulate the miseries attending a thaw; my next days experience will show what it is.

Early on the following morning I jumped from my bed on the floor of the hut, and proceeded to equip myself for the march. The apartment in which I had passed the night presented a curious appearance. It measured about sixteen feet by twelve, and the greater part of this space was occupied by two beds, on which lay, in every imaginable position, the different members of the half-breed family to whom the mansion belonged. In the centre of the room stood a coarsely-constructed deal table, on which lay in confusion the remains of the preceding nights supper. On the right of this, a large gaudily-painted Yankee clock graced the wall, and stared down upon the sleeping figures of the men. This, with a few rough wooden chairs and a small cupboard, comprised all the furniture of the house.

I soon singled out my man from among the sleeping figures on the floor, and bade him equip himself for the road  or rather for the march, for road we had none. In half an hour we were ready; and having fortified ourselves with a cup of weak tea and a slice of bread, left the house and commenced our journey.

My man Bezeau (a French Canadian) was dressed in a blue striped cotton shirt, of very coarse quality, and a pair of corduroys, strapped round his waist with a scarlet belt. Over these he wore a pair of blue cloth leggins, neatly bound with orange-coloured ribbon. A Glengarry bonnet covered his head; and two pairs of flannel socks, under a pair of raw seal-skin shoes, protected his feet from the cold. His burden consisted of my carpet-bag, two days provisions, and a blue cloth capote  which latter he carried over his shoulder, the weather being warm. My dress consisted of a scarlet flannel shirt, and a pair of étoffe du pays trousers, which were fastened round my waist by a leathern bolt, from which depended a small hunting-knife; a foraging cap and deer-skin moccasins completed my costume. My burden was a large green blanket, a greatcoat, and a tin tea-kettle. Our only arms of offence or defence were the little hunting-knife before mentioned, and a small axe for felling trees, should we wish to make a fire. We brought no guns, as there was little prospect of meeting any game on the road; and it behoves one, when travelling on foot, to carry as little as possible.

Thus we started from Esquimain River. The best joke, however, of all was, that neither I nor my man had ever travelled that way before! All we knew was, that we had to walk fifty miles through an uninhabited country, and that then we should, or at least ought to, reach Isle Jérémie. There were two solitary houses, however, that we had to pass on the way; the one an outpost of the Hudson Bay Company, the other a saw-mill belonging to one of the lumber companies (or timber-traders) in Quebec. In fact, the best idea of our situation may be had from the following lines, which may be supposed to have been uttered by the establishment to which we were bound:  



Through the woods, through the woods, follow and find me,

Search every hollow, and dingle, and dell;

To the right, left, or front, you may pass, or behind me,

Unless you are careful, and look for me well.



The first part of our road lay along the shores of the St. Lawrence.

The sun shone brightly, and the drifting ice in the gulf glittered in its rays as it flowed slowly out to sea; but ere long the warm rays acted upon the snow, and rendered walking toilsome and fatiguing. After about an hours walk along the shore, we arrived at the last hut we were likely to see that day. It was inhabited by an Indian and his family. Here we rested a few minutes, and I renewed my snow-shoe lines, the old ones having broken by the way.

Shortly after this we passed the wreck of what had once been a fine ship. She lay crushed and dismasted among the rocks and lumps of ice which lined the desolate shore, her decks and the stumps of her masts drifted over with snow. Six short months before, she had bounded over the Atlantic wave in all the panoply of sail and rigging pertaining to a large three-master, inclosing in her sturdy hull full many a daring heart beating high with sanguine hopes, and dreaming of fame and glory, or perchance of home. But now, how great the change!  her sails and masts uprooted, and her helm  the seamans confidence and safeguard  gone; her bed upon the rocks and pebbles of a dreary shore; and her shattered hull hung round with icicles, and wrapped in the cold embraces of the wintry ocean. Few things, I think, can have a more inexpressibly melancholy appearance than a wreck upon a rocky and deserted shore in winter.

The road now began to get extremely bad. The ice, over which we had to walk for miles, had been covered with about six inches of water and snow. A sharp frost during the night had covered this with a cake of ice sufficiently strong to bear us up until we got fairly upon it, and were preparing to take another step, when down it went  so that we had a sort of natural treadmill to exercise ourselves upon all day; while every time we sank, as a matter of course our snowshoes were covered with a mixture of water, snow, and broken ice, to extricate our feet from which almost pulled our legs out of the sockets.

In this way we plodded slowly and painfully along, till we came to a part of the shore where the ice had been entirely carried off, leaving the sandy beach uncovered for about two miles. We gladly took advantage of this, and, pulling off our snow-shoes, walked along among the shells and tangle of the sea-shore. At this agreeable part of our journey, while we walked lightly along, with our snow-shoes under our arms, I fell into a reverie upon the superior advantages of travelling in cold weather, and the delights of walking on sandy beaches in contrast with wet snow. These cogitations, however, were suddenly interrupted by our arrival at the place where the ice had parted from the general mass; so, with a deep sigh, we resumed our snow-shoes. My feet, from the friction of the lines, now began to feel very painful; so, having walked about ten miles, I proposed taking a rest. To this my man, who seemed rather tired, gladly acceded, and we proceeded to light a fire under the stem of a fallen tree which opportunely presented itself.

Here we sat down comfortably together; and while our wet shoes and socks dried before the blazing fire, and our chafed toes wriggled joyously at being relieved from the painful harness of the snow-shoes, we swallowed a cup of congou with a degree of luxurious enjoyment, appreciable only by those who have walked themselves into a state of great exhaustion after a hurried breakfast.

Greatly refreshed by the tea, we resumed our journey in better spirits, and even affected to believe we were taking an agreeable afternoon walk for the first mile or so. We soon, however, fell to zero again, as we gazed wistfully upon the long line of coast stretching away to the horizon. But there was no help for it; on we splashed, sometimes through ice, water, and snow, and sometimes across the shingly beach, till the day was far spent, when I became so exhausted that I could scarcely drag one foot after the other, and moved along almost mechanically. My man, too, strong as he was, exhibited symptoms of fatigue; though, to do him justice, he was at least seven times more heavily laden than I.

While we jogged slowly along in this unenviable condition, a lump of ice offered so tempting a seat that we simultaneously proposed to sit down. This was very foolish. Resting without a fire is bad at all times; and the exhausted condition we were then in made it far worse, as I soon found to my cost. Tired as I was before, I could have walked a good deal farther; but no sooner did I rise again to my feet than an inexpressible weakness overcame me, and I felt that I could go no farther. This my man soon perceived, and proposed making a fire and having a cup of tea; and then, if I felt better, we might proceed. This I agreed to; so, entering the woods, we dug a hole in the snow, and in half an hour had a fire blazing in it that would have roasted an ox! In a short time a panful of snow was converted into hot tea; and as I sat sipping this, and watching the white smoke as it wreathed upwards from the pipe of my good-natured guide, I never felt rest more delightful.

The tea refreshed us so much that we resumed our journey, intending, if possible, to reach Port Neuf during the night; and as we calculated that we had walked between fifteen and eighteen miles, we hoped to reach it in a few hours.

Away, then, we went, and plodded on till dark without reaching the post; nevertheless, being determined to travel as long as we could, we pushed on till near midnight, when, being quite done up, and seeing no sign of the establishment, we called a council of war, and sat down on a lump of ice to discuss our difficulties. I suggested that if we had not already passed the post, in all probability we should do so, if we continued to travel any farther in the dark. My companion admitted that he entertained precisely the same views on the subject; and, furthermore, that as we both seemed pretty tired, and there happened to be a nice little clump of willows, intermixed with pine trees, close at hand, his opinion was that nothing better could be done than encamping for the night. I agreed to this; and the resolution being carried unanimously, the council adjourned, and we proceeded to make our encampment.

First of all, the snow was dug away from the foot of a large pine with our snow-shoes, which we used as spades; and when a space of about ten feet long, by six broad, was cleared, we covered it with pine branches at one end, and made a roaring fire against the tree at the other. The snow rose all around to the height of about four feet, so that when our fire blazed cheerily, and our supper was spread out before it upon my green blanket, we looked very comfortable indeed  and what was of much more consequence, felt so. Supper consisted of a cup of tea, a loaf of bread, and a lump of salt butter. After having partaken largely of these delicacies, we threw a fresh log upon the fire, and rolling ourselves in our blankets, were soon buried in repose.

Next morning, on awaking, the first thing I became aware of was the fact that it was raining, and heavily too, in the shape of a Scotch mist. I could scarcely believe it, and rubbed my eyes to make sure; but there was no mistake about it at all. The sky was gray, cold, and dismal, and the blanket quite wet! Well, thought I, as I fell back in a sort of mute despair, this is certainly precious weather for snow-shoe travelling! I nudged my sleeping companion, and the look of melancholy resignation which he put on, as he became gradually aware of the state of matters, convinced me that bad as yesterday had been, to-day would be far worse.

When I got upon my legs, I found that every joint in my body was stiffer than the rustiest hinge ever heard of in the annals of doors! and my feet as tender as a chickens, with huge blisters all over them. Bezeau, however, though a little stiff, was otherwise quite well, being well inured to hardships of every description.

It is needless to recount the miseries of the five miles walk that we had to make before arriving at Port Neuf, over ground that was literally next to impassable. About nine oclock we reached the house, and remained there for the rest of the day. Here, for three days, we were hospitably entertained by the Canadian family inhabiting the place; during this time it rained and thawed so heavily that we could not venture to resume our journey.

On the 16th the weather became colder, and Bezeau announced his opinion that we might venture to proceed. Glad to be once more on the move  for fears of being arrested altogether by the setting-in of spring had begun to beset me  I once more put on my snow-shoes; and, bidding adieu to the hospitable inmates of Port Neuf, we again wended our weary way along the coast. Alas! our misfortunes had not yet ceased. The snow was much softer than we anticipated, and the blisters on my feet, which had nearly healed during the time we stayed at Port Neuf, were now torn open afresh. After a painful and laborious walk of eight or nine miles, we arrived at a small house, where a few enterprising men lived who had penetrated thus far down the gulf to erect a saw-mill.

Here we found, to our infinite joy, a small flat-bottomed boat, capable of carrying two or three men; so, without delay, we launched it, and putting our snow-shoes and provisions into it, my man and I jumped in, and pulled away down the gulf, intending to finish the twenty miles that still remained of our journey by water. We were obliged to pull a long way out to sea, to avoid the ice which lined the shore, and our course lay a good deal among drifting masses.

Half an hour after we embarked a snow-storm came on, but still we pulled along, preferring anything to resuming the snow-shoes.

After a few hours rowing, we rested on our oars, and refreshed ourselves with a slice of bread and a glass of rum  which latter, having forgotten to bring water with us, we were obliged to drink pure. We certainly cut a strange figure, while thus lunching in our little boat  surrounded by ice, and looking hazy through the thickly falling snow, which prevented us from seeing very far ahead, and made the mountains on shore look quite spectral.

For about five miles we pulled along in a straight line, after which the ice trended outwards, and finally brought us to a stand-still by running straight out to sea. This was an interruption we were not at all prepared for, and we felt rather undecided how to proceed. After a little confabulation, we determined to pull out, and see if the ice did not again turn in the proper direction; but after pulling straight out for a quarter of a mile, we perceived, or imagined we perceived, to our horror, that the ice, instead of being stationary, as we supposed it to be, was floating slowly out to sea with the wind, and carrying us along with it. No time was to be lost; so, wheeling about, we rowed with all our strength for the shore, and after a pretty stiff pull gained the solid ice. Here we hauled the flat up out of the water with great difficulty, and once more put on our snow-shoes.

Our road still lay along shore, and, as the weather was getting colder, we proceeded along much more easily than heretofore. In an hour or two the snow ceased to fall, and showed us that the ice was not drifting, but that it ran so far out to sea that it would have proved a bar to our further progress by water at any rate.

The last ten miles of our journey now lay before us; and we sat down, before starting, to have another bite of bread and a pull at the rum bottle; after which, we trudged along in silence. The peculiar compression of my guides lips, and the length of step that he now adopted, showed me that he had made up his mind to get through the last part of the journey without stopping; so, tightening my belt, and bending my head forward, I plodded on, solacing myself as we advanced by humming, Follow, follow, over mountain,  follow, follow, over sea! etcetera.

About four or five oclock in the afternoon, upon rounding a point, we were a little excited by perceiving evident signs of the axe having been at work in the forest; and a little farther on discovered, to our inexpressible joy, a small piece of ground enclosed as a garden. This led us to suppose that the post could not be far off, so we pushed forward rapidly; and upon gaining the summit of a small eminence, beheld with delight the post of Isle Jérémie.

This establishment, like most of the others on the St. Lawrence, is merely a collection of scattered buildings, most of which are storehouses and stables. It stands in a hollow of the mountains, and close to a large bay, where sundry small boats and a sloop lay quietly at anchor. Upon a little hillock close to the principal house is a Roman Catholic chapel; and behind it stretches away the broad St. Lawrence, the south shore of which is indistinctly seen on the horizon. We had not much inclination, however, to admire the scenery just then; so, hastening down the hill, my man walked into the mens house, where in five minutes he was busily engaged eating bread and pork, and recounting his adventures to a circle of admiring friends; while I warmed myself beside a comfortable fire in the hall, and chatted with the gentleman in charge of the establishment.

At Isle Jérémie I remained about six weeks; or rather, I should say, belonged to the establishment for that time, as during a great part of it I was absent from the post. Mr Coral, soon after my arrival, went to visit the Companys posts lower down the St. Lawrence, leaving me in charge of Isle Jérémie; and as I had little or nothing to do in the way of business (our Indians not having arrived from the interior), most of my time was spent in reading and shooting.

It was here I took my first lessons in navigation  I mean in a practical way; as for the scientific part of the business, that was deferred to a more favourable opportunity  and, truly, the lessons were rather rough. The way of it was this:  Our flour at Isle Jérémie had run out. Indians were arriving every day calling loudly for flour, and more were expected; so Mr Coral told me, one fine morning, to get ready to go to Tadousac in the boat for a load of flour. This I prepared to do at once, and started after breakfast in a large boat, manned by two men. The wind was fair, and I fired a couple of shots with my fowling-piece, as we cleared the harbour, in answer to an equal number of salutes from two iron cannons that stood in front of the house. By-the-bye, one of these guns had a melancholy interest attached to it a few months after this. While firing a salute of fourteen rounds, in honour of the arrival of a Roman Catholic bishop, one of them exploded while the man who acted as gunner was employed in ramming home the cartridge, and blew him about twenty yards down the bank. The unfortunate man expired in a few hours. Poor fellow! he was a fine little Canadian, and had sailed with me, not many weeks before, in a voyage up the St. Lawrence. But to return. Our voyage, during the first few days, was prosperous enough, and I amused myself in shooting the gulls which were foolish enough to come within range of my gun, and in recognizing the various places along shore where I had rested and slept on the memorable occasion of my snow-shoe trip.

But when did the St. Lawrence prove friendly for an entire voyage? Certainly not when I had the pleasure of ploughing its rascally waters! The remainder of our voyage was a succession of squalls, calms, contrary winds, sticking on shoals for hours, and being detained on shore, with an accompaniment of pitching, tossing, oscillation and botheration, that baffles all description. However, time brings the greatest miseries to an end; and in the process of time we arrived at Tadousac  loaded our boat deeply with flour  shook hands with our friends  related our adventures  bade them adieu  and again found ourselves scudding down the St. Lawrence, with a snoring breeze on our quarter.

Now this was truly a most delectable state of things, when contrasted with our wretched trip up; so we wrapped our blankets round us (for it was very cold), and felicitated ourselves considerably on such good fortune. It was rather premature, however; as, not long after, we had a very narrow escape from being swamped. The wind, as I said before, was pretty strong, and it continued so the whole way; so that on the evening of the second day we came within sight of Isle Jérémie, while running before a stiff breeze, through the green waves which were covered with foam. Our boat had a drooping nose, and was extremely partial to what the men termed drinking; in other words, it shipped a good deal of water over the bows. Now it happened that while we were straining our eyes ahead, to catch a sight of our haven, an insidious squall was creeping fast down behind us. The first intimation we had of its presence was a loud and ominous hiss, which made us turn our heads round rather smartly; but it was too late  for with a howl, that appeared to be quite vicious the wind burst upon our sails, and buried the boat in the water, which rushed in a cataract over the bows, and nearly filled us in a moment, although the steersman threw her into the wind immediately. The sheets were instantly let go, and one of the men, who happened to be a sailor, jumped up, and, seizing an axe, began to cut down the main-mast, at the same time exclaiming to the steersman, Youve done for us now, Cooper! He was mistaken, however, for the sails were taken in just in time to save us; and, while the boat lay tumbling in the sea, we all began to bail, with anything we could lay hands on, as fast as we could. In a few minutes the boat was lightened enough to allow of our hoisting the fore-sail; and about half an hour afterwards we were safely anchored in the harbour.

This happened within about three or four hundred yards of the shore; yet the best swimmer in the world would have been drowned ere he reached it, as the water was so bitterly cold, that when I was bailing for my life, and, consequently, in pretty violent exercise, my hands became quite benumbed and almost powerless.

Shortly after this I was again sent up to Tadousac, in charge of a small bateau, of about ten or fifteen tons, with a number of shipwrecked seamen on board. These unfortunate men had been cast on shore about the commencement of winter, on an uninhabited part of the coast, and had remained without provisions or fire for a long time, till they were discovered by a gentleman of the Hudson Bay Company, and conveyed over the snow in sleighs to the nearest establishment, which happened to be Isle Jérémie. Here they remained all winter, in a most dreadfully mutilated condition, some of them having been desperately frozen. One of the poor fellows, a negro, had one of his feet frozen off at the ankle, and had lost all the toes and the heel of the other, the bone being laid bare for about an inch and a half. Mr Coral, the gentleman who had saved them, did all in his power to relieve their distress  amputating their frozen limbs, and dressing their wounds, while they were provided with food and warm clothing. I am sorry to say, however, that these men, who would have perished had it not been for Mr Corals care of them, were the first, upon arriving at Quebec the following spring, to open their mouths in violent reproach and bitter invective against him; forgetting that, while their only charge against him was a little severity in refusing them a few trifling and unnecessary luxuries, he had saved them from a painful and lingering death.

In a couple of days we arrived at Tadousac the second time, to the no small astonishment of my brother scribbler residing there. After reloading our craft, we directed our course once more down the gulf.

This time the wind was also favourable, but, unfortunately, a little too strong; so we were obliged, in the evening, to come to an anchor in Esquimain River. This river has good anchorage close to the bank, but is very deep in the lead, or current; this, however, we did not know at the time, and seeing a small schooner close to shore, we rounded to a few fathoms outside of her, and let go our anchor. Whirr! went the chain  ten! twelve! sixteen! till at last forty fathoms ran out, and only a little bit remained on board, and still we had no bottom. After attaching our spare cable to the other one, the anchor at last grounded. This, however, was a dangerous situation to remain in, as, if the wind blew strong, we would have to run out to sea, and so much cable would take a long time to get in; so I ordered my two men, in a very pompous, despotic way, to heave up the anchor again. But not a bit would it budge. We all heaved at the windlass; still the obstinate anchor held fast. Again we gave another heave, and smashed both the handspikes.

In this dilemma I begged assistance from the neighbouring schooner, and they kindly sent all their men on board with new handspikes; but our refractory anchor would not let go, and at last it was conjectured that it had got foul of a rock, and that it was not in the power of mortal man to move it. Under these pleasant circumstances we went to bed, in hopes that the falling tide might swing us clear before morning. This turned out just as we expected  or, rather, a little better  for next morning, when I went on deck, I found that we were drifting quietly down the gulf, stern foremost, all the sails snugly tied up, and the long cable dragging at the bows! Towards evening we arrived at Jérémie, and I gladly resigned command of the vessel to my first lieutenant.

One afternoon, near the middle of April, I sat sunning myself in the veranda before the door of the principal house at Isle Jérémie, and watched the fields of ice, as they floated down the Gulf of St. Lawrence, occasionally disappearing behind the body of a large pig, which stood upon a hillock close in front of me, and then reappearing again as the current swept them slowly past the intervening obstacle.

Mr Coral, with whom I had been leading a very quiet, harmless sort of life for a couple of weeks past, leant against a wooden post, gazing wistfully out to sea. Suddenly he turned towards me, and with great gravity told me that, as there was nothing particular for me to do at the establishment, he meant to send me down to Seven Islands, to relieve the gentleman at that post of his charge; adding, that as he wished me to set off the following morning at an early hour, I had better pack up a few things to-night.

Now, this order may not seem, at the first glance, a very dreadful one; but taking into consideration that Seven Islands is one hundred and twenty miles below the post at which I then resided, it did appear as if one would wish to think about it a little before starting. Not having time to think about it, however, I merely, in a sort of bantering desperation, signified my readiness to undertake a voyage to any part of the undiscovered world, at any moment he (Mr Coral) might think proper, and then vanished, to prepare myself for the voyage.

It was optional with me whether I should walk through one hundred and twenty miles of primeval and most impassable forest, or paddle over an equal number of miles of water. Preferring the latter, as being at once the less disagreeable and more expeditious method, I accordingly, on the following morning, embarked in a small Indian canoe, similar to the one in which I had formerly travelled with two Indians in the North-West. My companions were  a Canadian, who acted as steersman; a genuine Patlander, who ostensibly acted as bowsman, but in reality was more useful in the way of ballast; and a young Newfoundland dog, which I had got as a present from Mr Stone while at Tadousac.

When we were all in our allotted places, the canoe was quite full; and we started from Isle Jérémie in good spirits, with the broad, sun-like face of Mike Lynch looming over the bows of the canoe, and the black muzzle of Humbug (the dog) resting on its gunwale.

It is needless to describe the voyage minutely. We had the usual amount of bad and good weather, and ran the risk several times of upsetting; we had, also, several breakfasts, dinners, suppers, and beds in the forest; and on the afternoon of the third day we arrived at Goodbout, an establishment nearly half-way between the post I had left and the one to which I was bound. Here we stayed all night, proposing to start again on the morrow. But the weather was so stormy as to prevent us for a couple of days trusting ourselves out in a frail bark canoe.

Early on the third morning, however, I took my place as steersman in the stern of our craft (my former guide being obliged to leave me here), and my man Mike squeezed his unwieldy person into the bow. In the middle lay our provisions and baggage, over which the black muzzle of Humbug peered anxiously out upon the ocean. In this trim we paddled from the beach, amid a shower of advice to keep close to shore, in case the big-fish  alias, the whales  might take a fancy to upset us.

After a long paddle of five or six hours we arrived at Pointe des Monts, where rough weather obliged us to put ashore. Here I remained all night, and slept in the lighthouse  a cylindrical building of moderate height, which stands on a rock off Pointe des Monte, and serves to warn sailors off the numerous shoals with which this part of the gulf is filled. In the morning we fortunately found an Indian with his boat, who was just starting for Seven Islands; and after a little higgling, at which Mike proved himself quite an adept, he agreed to give us a lift for a few pounds of tobacco. Away, then, we went, with:  

A wet sheet and a flowing sea,

And a wind that followed fast,

ploughing through the water in beautiful style.

The interior of our boat presented a truly ludicrous, and rather filthy scene. The Indian, who was a fine-looking man of about thirty, had brought his whole family  sons, daughters, brothers, sisters, wife, and mother  and a more heterogeneous mass of dirty, dark-skinned humanity I never before had the ill-luck to travel with. The mother of the flock was the most extraordinary being that I ever beheld. She must have been very near a hundred years old, as black and wrinkled as a singed hide, yet active and playful as a kitten. She was a very bad sailor, however, and dived down into the bottom of the boat the moment a puff of wind arose. Indians have a most extraordinary knack of diminishing their bulk, which is very convenient sometimes. Upon this occasion it was amusing to watch them settling gradually down, upon the slightest appearance of wind, until you might almost believe they had squeezed themselves quite through the bottom of the boat, and left only a few dirty blankets to tell the tale. Truly, one rarely meets with such a compact mass of human ballast. If, however, a slight lull occurred, or the sun peeped out from behind a cloud, there was immediately a perceptible increase in the bulk of the mass, and gradually a few heads appeared, then a leg, and soon a few arms; till at last the whole batch were up, laughing, talking, singing, eating, and chattering in a most uproarious state of confusion!

After the usual amount of storms, calms, and contrary winds, we arrived in safety at the post of Seven Islands, where I threw my worthy friend Mr Anderson into a state of considerable surprise and agitation by informing him that in the individual before him he beheld his august successor!

The establishment of Seven Islands is anything but an inviting place, although pretty enough on a fine day; and the general appearance of the surrounding scenery is lonely, wild, and desolate. The houses are built on a low sandy beach, at the bottom of the large bay of Seven Islands. The trees around are thinly scattered, and very small. In the background, rugged hills stretch as far as the eye can see; and in front, seven lofty islands, from which the bay and post derive their name, obstruct the view, affording only a partial glimpse of the open sea beyond. No human habitations exist within seventy miles of the place. Being out of the line of sailing, no vessels ever visit it, except when driven to the bay for shelter; and the bay is so large, that many vessels come in and go out again without having been observed. Altogether, I found it a lonely and desolate place, during a residence of nearly four months.

An extensive salmon-fishery is carried on at a large river called the Moisie, about eighteen miles below the post, where the Company sometimes catch and salt upwards of eighty and ninety tierces of fish.

During my sojourn there, I made one or two excursions to the fishery, a description of which may perhaps prove interesting to those versed in the more practical branches of ichthyology.

It was a lovely morning in June when Mr Anderson and I set out from Seven Islands on foot, with our coats (for the weather was warm) slung across our backs, and walked rapidly along the beach in the direction of the river Moisie. The weather was very calm, and the mosquitoes, consequently, rather annoying; but, as our progressive motion disconcerted their operations a little, we did not mind them much. The beach all the way was composed of fine hard sand, so that we found the walk very agreeable. A few loons dived about in the sea, and we passed two or three flocks of black ducks, known in some parts of the country by the name of old wives; but, having brought no gun with us, the old ladies were permitted to proceed on their way unmolested. The land all along presented the same uniform line of forest, with the yellow sand of the beach glittering at its edge; and as we cleared the islands, the boundless ocean opened upon our view.

In about four hours or so we arrived at the mouth of the Moisie, where the first fishery is established. Here we found that our men had caught and salted a good many salmon, some of which had just come from the nets, and lay on the grass, plump and glittering, in their pristine freshness. They looked very tempting, and we had one put in the kettle immediately; which, when we set to work at him soon afterwards, certainly did not belie his looks. The salmon had only commenced to ascend the river that day, and were being taken by fifties at a haul in the nets. The fishery was attended by three men, who kept seven or eight nets constantly in the water, which gave them enough of employment  two of them attending to the nets, while the third split, salted, and packed the fish in large vats. Here we spent the night, and slept in a small house about ten feet long by eight broad, built for the accommodation of the fishermen.

Next morning we embarked in a boat belonging to a trapper, and went up the river with a fair wind, to visit the fisheries higher up. On the way we passed a seal-net belonging to the owner of the boat, and at our request he visited it, and found seven or eight fine seals in it: they were all dead, and full of water. Seal-nets are made the same as salmon-nets, except that the mesh is larger, the seal having a pretty good-sized cranium of his own. After a good deal of unravelling and pulling, we got them all out of the net, and proceeded onward with our cargo.

The scenery on the river Moisie is pleasing: the banks are moderately high, and covered to the foot with the richest and most variegated verdure; while here and there, upon rounding some of the curvatures of the stream, long vistas of the river may be seen, embedded in luxuriant foliage. Thirteen or fourteen miles up the river is the Frog Creek fishery, at which we arrived late in the afternoon, and found that the man superintending it had taken a good many fish, and expected more. He visited his nets while we were there, but returned with only a few salmon. Some of them were badly cut up by the seals, which are the most formidable enemies of fishermen, as they eat and destroy many salmon, besides breaking the nets. We were detained here by rain all night, and slept in the small fishing-house.

Travelling makes people acquainted with strange beds as well as strange bed-fellows; but I question if many people can boast of having slept on a bed of nets. This we were obliged to do here, having brought no blankets with us, as we expected to have returned to the Point fishery in the evening. The bedstead was a long low platform, in one end of the little cabin, and was big enough to let four people sleep in it  two of us lying abreast at one end, and two more at the other end, feet to feet. A large salmon-net formed a pretty good mattress; another, spread out on top of us, served as a blanket; and a couple of trout-nets were excellent as pillows. From this piscatorial couch we arose early on the following morning, and breakfasted on a splendid fresh salmon; after which we resumed our journey. In a couple of hours we arrived at the Rapid fishery, where I found that my old friend Mike, the Irishman, had caught a great number of salmon. He was very bitter, however, in his remarks upon the seals, which it seems had made great havoc among his nets during the last two days. A black bear, too, was in the habit of visiting his station every morning, and, sitting on a rock not far off, watched his motions with great apparent interest while he took the fish out of the nets. Mike, poor man, regretted very much that he had no gun, as he might perhaps shoot the baste. Bears are very destructive at times to the salted salmon, paying visits during the night to the vats, and carrying off and tearing to pieces far more than they are capable of devouring.

While inspecting the nets here, we witnessed an interesting seal-hunt. Two Indians, in separate canoes, were floating quietly in a small eddy, with their guns cocked, ready to fire at the first unfortunate seal that should show his head on the surface of the stream. They had not waited long when one popped up his head, and instantly got a shot, which evidently hurt him, as he splashed a little, and then dived. In a minute the Indian reloaded his gun, and paddled out into the stream, in order to have another shot the moment the seal rose for air: this he did in a short time, when another shot was fired, which turned him over apparently lifeless. The Indian then laid down his gun, and seizing his paddle, made towards the spot where the seal lay. He had scarcely approached a few yards, however, when it recovered a little, and dived  much to the Indians chagrin, who had approached too near the head of a small rapid, and went down, stern foremost, just at the moment his friend the seal did the same. On arriving at the bottom, the animal, after one or two kicks, expired, and the Indian at last secured his prize. After this, we embarked again in our boat; and the wind for once determined to be accommodating, as it shifted in our favour, almost at the same time that we turned to retrace our way. In a few hours we arrived at the fishery near the mouth of the river, where we found supper just ready.

After supper, which we had about eight oclock, the night looked so fine, and the mosquitoes in the little smoky house were so troublesome, that we determined to walk up to the post; so, ordering one of the men to follow us, away we went along the beach. The night was fine, though dark, and we trudged rapidly along. It was very tiresome work, however, as, the tide being full, we were obliged to walk upon the soft sand. Everything along the beach looked huge and mystical in the uncertain light; and this, accompanied with the solemn boom of the waves as they fell at long intervals upon the shore, made the scene quite romantic. After five hours sharp walking, with pocket-handkerchiefs tied round our heads to guard us from the attacks of mosquitoes, we arrived at Seven Islands between one and two in the morning.

Not long after this, a boat arrived with orders for my companion, Mr Anderson, to pack up his worldly goods and start for Tadousac. The same day he bade me adieu and set sail. In a few minutes the boat turned a point of land, and I lost sight of one of the most kindly and agreeable men whom I have had the good fortune to meet in the Nor-West.

The situation in which I found myself was a novel, and, to say truth, not a very agreeable one. A short way off stood a man watching contemplatively the point round which the boat had just disappeared; and this man was my only companion in the world!  my Friday, in fact. Not another human being lived within sixty miles of our solitary habitation, with the exception of the few men at the distant fishery. In front of us, the mighty Gulf of St. Lawrence stretched out to the horizon, its swelling bosom unbroken, save by the dipping of a sea-gull or the fin of a whale. Behind lay the dense forest, stretching back, without a break in its primeval wildness, across the whole continent of America to the Pacific Ocean; while above and below lay the rugged mountains that form the shores of the gulf. As I walked up to the house, and wandered like a ghost through its empty rooms, I felt inexpressibly melancholy, and began to have unpleasant anticipations of spending the winter at this lonely spot.

Just as this thought occurred to me, my dog Humbug bounded into the room, and, looking with a comical expression up in my face for a moment, went bounding off again. This incident induced me to take a more philosophical view of affairs. I began to gaze round upon my domain, and whisper to myself that I was monarch of all I surveyed. All the mighty trees in the wood were mine  if I chose to cut them down; all the fish in the sea were mine  if I could only catch them; and the palace of Seven Islands was also mine, The regal feeling inspired by the consideration of these things induced me to call in a very kingly tone of voice for my man (he was a French Canadian), who politely answered, Oui, monsieur.

Dinner! said I, falling back in my throne, and contemplating through the palace window our vast dominions!

On the following day a small party of Indians arrived, and the bustle of trading their furs, and asking questions about their expectations of a good winter hunt, tended to disperse those unpleasant feelings of loneliness that at first assailed me.

One of these poor Indians had died while travelling, and his relatives brought the body to be interred in our little burying-ground. The poor creatures came in a very melancholy mood to ask me for a few planks to make a coffin for him. They soon constructed a rough wooden box, in which the corpse was placed, and then buried. No ceremony at tended the interment of this poor savage; no prayer was uttered over the grave; and the only mark that the survivors left upon the place was a small wooden cross, which those Indians who have been visited by Roman Catholic priests are in the habit of erecting over their departed relatives.

The almost total absence of religion of any kind among these unhappy natives is truly melancholy. The very name of our blessed Saviour is almost unknown by the hundreds of Indians who inhabit the vast forests of North America. It is strange that, while so many missionaries have been sent to the southern parts of the earth, so few should have been sent to the northward. There are not, I believe, more than a dozen or so of Protestant clergymen over the whole wide northern continent.

For at least a century these North American Indians have hunted for the white men, and poured annually into Britain a copious stream of wealth. Surely it is the duty of Christian Britain, in return, to send out faithful servants of God to preach the gospel of our Lord throughout their land.

The Indians, after spending a couple of days at the establishment  during which time they sold me a great many furs  set out again to return to their distant wigwams. It is strange to contemplate the precision and certainty with which these men travel towards any part of the vast wilderness, even where their route lies across numerous intricate and serpentine rivers. But the strangest thing of all is, the savages certainty of finding his way in winter through the trackless forest, to a place where, perhaps, he never was before, and of which he has had only a slight description. They have no compasses, but the means by which they discover the cardinal points is curious. If an Indian happens to become confused with regard to this, he lays down his burden, and, taking his axe, cuts through the bark of a tree; from the thickness or thinness of which he can tell the north point at once, the bark being thicker on that side.

For a couple of weeks after this, I remained at the post with my solitary man, endeavouring by all the means in my power to dispel ennui; but it was a hard task. Sometimes I shouldered my gun and ranged about the forest in search of game, and occasionally took a swim in the sea. I was ignorant at the time, however, that there were sharks in the Gulf of St. Lawrence, else I should have been more cautious. The Indians afterwards told me that they were often seen, and several gentlemen who had lived long on the coast corroborated their testimony. Several times Indians have left the shores of the gulf in their canoes, to go hunting, and have never been heard of again, although the weather at the time was calm; so that it was generally believed that shark had upset the canoes and devoured the men. An occurrence that afterwards happened to an Indian renders this supposition highly probable. This man had been travelling along the shores of the gulf with his family  a wife and several children  in a small canoe. Towards evening, as he was crossing a large bay, a shark rose near his canoe, and, after reconnoitring a short time, swam towards it, and endeavoured to upset it. The size of the canoe, however, rendered this impossible; so the ferocious monster actually began to break it to pieces, by rushing forcibly against it. The Indian fired at the shark when he first saw it, but without effect; and, not having time to reload, he seized his paddle and made for the shore. The canoe, however, from the repeated attacks of the fish, soon became leaky, and it was evident that in a few minutes more the whole party would be at the mercy of the infuriated monster. In this extremity the Indian took up his youngest child, an infant of a few months old, and dropped it overboard; and while the shark was devouring it, the rest of the party gained the shore.

I sat one morning ruminating on the pleasures of solitude in the palace of Seven Islands, and gazed through the window at my solitary man, who was just leaving an old boat he had been repairing, for the purpose of preparing dinner. The wide ocean, which rolled its waves almost to the door of the house, was calm and unruffled, and the yellow beach shone again in the suns rays, while Humbug lay stretched out at full length before the door. After contemplating this scene for some time, I rose, and was just turning away from the window, when I descried a man, accompanied by a boy, walking along the sea-shore towards the house. This unusual sight created in me almost as strong, though not so unpleasant, a sensation as was awakened in the bosom of Robinson Crusoe when he discovered the footprint in the sand. Hastily putting on my cap, I ran out to meet him, and found, to my joy, that he was a trapper of my acquaintance; and, what added immensely to the novelty of the thing, he was also a white man and a gentleman! He had entered one of the fur companies on the coast at an early age, and, a few years afterwards, fell in love with an Indian girl, whom he married; and, ultimately, he became a trapper. He was a fine, good-natured man, and had been well educated: and to hear philosophical discourse proceeding from the lips of one who was, in outward appearance, a regular Indian, was very strange indeed. He was dressed in the usual capote, leggins, and moccasins of a hunter.

What have you got for dinner? was his first question, after shaking hands with me.

Pork and pancakes, said I.

Oh! said the trapper; the first salt, and the latter made of flour and water?

Just so; and, with the exception of some bread, and a few ground pease in lieu of coffee, this has been my diet for three weeks back.

You might have done better, said the trapper, pointing towards a blue line in the sea; look, there are fish enough, if you only took the trouble to catch them.

As he said this, I advanced to the edge of the water; and there, to my astonishment, discovered that what I had taken for seaweed was a shoal of kippling, so dense that they seemed scarcely able to move.

Upon beholding this, I recollected having seen a couple of old hand-nets in some of the stores, which we immediately sent the trappers son (a youth of twelve) to fetch. In a few minutes he returned with them; so, tucking up our trousers, we both went into the water and scooped the fish out by dozens. It required great quickness, however, as they shot into deep water like lightning, and sometimes made us run in so deep that we wet ourselves considerably. Indeed, the sport became so exciting at last, that we gave over attempting to keep our clothes dry; and in an hour we returned home, laden with kippling, and wet to the skin.

The fish, which measured from four to five inches long, were really excellent, and lent an additional relish to the pork, pancakes, and pease coffee!

I prevailed upon the trapper to remain with me during the following week; and a very pleasant time we had of it, paddling about in a canoe, or walking through the woods, while my companion told me numerous anecdotes, with which his memory was stored. Some of these were grave, and some comical; especially one, in which he described a bear-hunt that he and his son had on the coast of Labrador.

He had been out on a shooting expedition, and was returning home in his canoe, when, on turning a headland, he discovered a black bear walking leisurely along the beach. Now the place where he discovered him was a very wild, rugged spot. At the bottom of the bay rose a high precipice, so that Bruin could not escape that way: along the beach, in the direction in which he had been walking, a cape, which the rising tide now washed, prevented his retreating; so that the only chance for the brute to escape was by running past the trapper, within a few yards of him. In this dilemma, the bear bethought himself of trying the precipice; so, collecting himself, he made a bolt for it, and actually managed to scramble up thirty or forty feet, when bang went the boys gun; but the shot missed, and it appeared as if the beast would actually get away, when the trapper took a deliberate aim and fired. The effect of the shot was so comical, that the two hunters could scarcely re-load their guns for laughing. Bruin, upon receiving the shot, covered his head with his fore-paws, and, curling himself up like a ball, came thundering down the precipice head over heels, raising clouds of dust, and hurling showers of stones down in his descent, till he actually rolled at the trappers feet; and then, getting slowly up, he looked at him with such a bewildered expression, that the man could scarcely refrain from laughter, even while in the act of blowing the beasts brains out.

This man had also a narrow escape of having a boxing match with a moose-deer or elk. The moose had a strange method of fighting with its fore feet, getting up on its hind legs, and boxing, as it were, with great energy and deadly force. The trapper, upon the occasion referred to, was travelling with an Indian, who, having discovered the track of a moose in the snow, set off in chase of it, while the trapper pursued his way with the Indians pack of furs and provisions on his shoulders. He had not gone far when he heard a shot, and the next moment a moose-deer, as large as a horse, sprang through the bushes and stood in front of him. The animal came so suddenly on the trapper that it could not turn; so, rising up with a savage look, it prepared to strike him, when another shot was fired from among the bushes by the Indian, and the moose, springing nearly its own height into the air, fell dead upon the snow.

In chasing the moose during winter in some parts of these countries, where the ground is broken and rugged, the hunters are not unfrequently exposed to the danger of falling over the precipices which the deceptive glare of the snow conceals from view, until, too late, he finds the treacherous snow giving way beneath his feet. On one occasion a young man in the service of the Company received intelligence from an Indian that he had seen fresh tracks of a moose, and being an eager sportsman, he sallied forth, accompanied by the Indian, in chase of it. A long fatiguing walk on the Chipewyan snow-shoes, which are six feet long, brought them within sight of the deer. The young man fired, wounded the animal, and then dashed forward in pursuit. For a long way the deer kept well ahead of them. At length they began to overtake it; but when they were about to fire again, it stumbled and disappeared, sending up a cloud of snow in its fall. Supposing that it had sunk exhausted into one of the many hollows which were formed by the undulations of the ground, the young man rushed headlong towards it, followed at a slower pace by the Indian. Suddenly he stopped and cast a wild glance around him as he observed that he stood on the very brink of a precipice, at the foot of which the mangled carcass of the deer lay. Thick masses of snow had drifted over its edge until a solid wreath was formed, projecting several feet beyond it. On this wreath the young man stood with the points of his long snow-shoes overhanging the yawning abyss; to turn round was impossible, as the exertion requisite to wield such huge snow-shoes would, in all probability, have broken off the mass. To step gently backwards was equally impossible, in consequence of the heels of the shoes being sunk into the snow. In this awful position he stood until the Indian came up, and taking off his long sash, threw the end of it towards him; catching hold of this, he collected all his energies, and giving a desperate bound threw himself backwards at full length. The Indian pulled with all his force on the belt, and succeeded in drawing him out of danger, just as the mass on which he had stood a moment before gave way, and thundered down the cliff, where it was dashed into clouds against the projecting crags long before it reached the foot.

About a week after his arrival the trapper departed, and left me again in solitude.



The last voyage.  There is something very sad and melancholy in these words  the last! The last look, the last word, the last smile, even the last shilling, have all a peculiarly melancholy import; but the last voltage, to one who has lived, as it were, on travelling  who has slept for weeks and months under the shadow of the forest trees, and dwelt among the wild romantic scenes of the wilderness  has a peculiar and thrilling interest. Each tree I passed on leaving shook its boughs mournfully, as if it felt hurt at being thus forsaken. The very rocks seemed to frown reproachfully, while I stood up and gazed wistfully after each well-known object for the last time. Even the wind seemed to sympathise with the rest; for, while it urged the boat swiftly away from my late home, like a faithful friend holding steadfastly on its favouring course, still it fell occasionally, and rose again in gusts and sighs, as if it wished to woo me back again to solitude. I started on this, the last voyage, shortly after the departure of my friend the trapper, leaving the palace in charge of an unfortunate gentleman who brought a wife and five children with him, which rendered Seven Islands a little less gloomy than heretofore. Five men accompanied me in an open boat; and on the morning of the 25th August we took our departure for Tadousac. And, truly, Nature appeared to be aware that it was my last voyage, for she gave us the most unkind and harassing treatment that I ever experienced at her hands.

The first few miles were accomplished pleasantly enough. We had a fair breeze, and not too much of it; but towards the afternoon it shifted, and blew directly against us, so that the men were obliged to take to the oars; and, as the boat was large, it required them all to pull, while I steered.

The men were all French Canadians: a merry, careless, but persevering set of fellows, just cut out for the work they had to do, and, moreover, accustomed to it. The boat was a clumsy affair, with two spritsails and a jigger or mizzen; but, notwithstanding, she looked well at a distance, and though incapable of progressing very fast through the water, she could stand a pretty heavy sea. We were badly off, how ever, with regard to camp gear, having neither tent nor oilcloth to protect us should it rain  indeed, all we had to guard us from the inclemency of the weather at night was one blanket each man; but as the weather had been fine and settled for some time back, we hoped to get along pretty well.

As for provisions, we had pork and flour, besides a small quantity of burnt-pease coffee, which I treasured up as a great delicacy.

Our first encampment was a good one. The night, though dark, was fine and calm, so that we slept very comfortably upon the beach, every man with his feet towards the fire, from which we all radiated like the spokes of a wheel. But our next bivouac was not so good. The day had been very boisterous and wet, so that we lay down to rest in damp clothes, with the pleasant reflection that we had scarcely advanced ten miles. The miseries of our fifth day, however, were so numerous and complicated that it at last became absurd! It was a drizzly damp morning to begin with; soon this gave way to a gale of contrary wind, so that we could scarcely proceed at the rate of half a mile an hour; and in the evening we were under the necessity either of running back five miles to reach a harbour, or of anchoring off an exposed lee-shore. Preferring the latter course, even at the risk of losing our boat altogether, we cast anchor, and leaving a man in the boat, waded ashore. Here things looked very wretched indeed. Everything was wet and clammy. Very little firewood was to be found; and when it was found, we had the greatest difficulty in getting it to light. At last, however, the fire blazed up; and though it still rained, we began to feel, comparatively speaking, comfortable.

Now, it must have been about midnight when I awoke, wheezing and sniffling with a bad cold, and feeling uncommonly wretched  the fire having gone out, and the drizzly rain having increased  and while I was endeavouring to cover myself a little better with a wet blanket, the man who had been left to watch the boat rushed in among us, and said that it had been driven ashore, and would infallibly go to pieces if not shoved out to sea immediately. Up we all got, and rushing down to the beach, were speedily groping about in the dark, up to our waists in water, while the roaring breakers heaved the boat violently against our breasts. After at least an hour of this work, we got it afloat again, and returned to our beds, where we lay shivering in wet clothes till morning.

We had several other nights nearly as bad as this one; and once or twice narrowly escaped being smashed to pieces among rocks and shoals, while travelling in foggy weather.

Even the last day of the voyage had something unpleasant in store for us. As we neared the mouth of the river Saguenay the tide began to recede, and ere long the current became so strong that we could not make headway against it; we had no alternative, therefore, but to try to run ashore, there to remain until the tide should rise again. Now it so happened that a sand-bank caught our keel just as we turned broadside to the current, and the water, rushing against the boat with the force of a mill-race, turned it up on one side, till it stood quivering, as if undecided whether or not to roll over on top of us. A simultaneous rush of the men to the elevated side decided the question, and caused it to fall squash down on its keel again, where it lay for the next four or five hours, being left quite dry by the tide. As this happened within a few miles of our journeys end, I left the men to take care of the boat, and walked along the beach to Tadousac.

Here I remained some time, and then travelled through the beautiful lakes of Canada and the United States to New York. But here I must pause. As I said before, I write not of civilised but of savage life; and having now oershot the boundary, it is time to close.

On the 25th of May 1847 I bade adieu to the Western hemisphere, and sailed for England in the good ship New York. The air was light and warm, and the sun unclouded, as we floated slowly out to sea, and ere long the vessel bathed her swelling bows in the broad Atlantic.

Gradually, as if loath to part, the wood-clad shores of America grew faint and dim; I turned my eyes, for the last time, upon the distant shore: the blue hills quivered for a moment on the horizon, as if to bid us all a long farewell, and then sank into the liquid bosom of the ocean.

THE END
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Introduction.

Handbook to the New El-Dorado.

The problem of colonisation in the north-western portion of British America is fast working itself out. The same destiny which pushed forward Anglo-Saxon energy and intelligence into the rich plains of Mexico, and which has peopled Australia, is now turning the current of emigration to another of the waste-places of the earth. The discovery of extensive goldfields in the extreme west of the territories now occupied by the Hudsons Bay Company, is a great fact. It no longer comes to us as the report of interested adventurers, or the exaggeration of a few sanguine diggers, but with well-authenticated results  large quantities of gold received at San Francisco, and a consequent rush of all nations from the gold regions of California, as well as from the United States and Canada. The thirst for Gold is, as it always has been, the most attractive, the strongest, the most unappeasable of appetites  the impulse that builds up, or pulls down empires, and floods the wilderness with a sudden population. In those wild regions of the Far West men are pouring in one vast, gold-searching tide of thousands and tens of thousands, into the comparatively unknown territory beyond the Rocky Mountains, for which our Legislature has just manufactured a government. How strange is the comparison instituted by the Times between the rush to Fraser River and the mediaeval crusades, which carried so large a portion of the population of Europe to die on the burning plains of Palestine! At Clermont Ferrand, Peter the Hermit has concluded his discourse; cries are heard in every quarter, It is the will of God! It is the will of God!; Every one assumes the cross, and the crowd disperses to prepare for conquering under the walls of the earthly, a sure passage to the heavenly, Jerusalem. What elevation of motive, what faith, what enthusiasm! Compare with this the picture presented by San Francisco Harbour. A steamer calculated to carry 600 persons, is laden with 1600. There is hardly standing room on the deck. It is almost impossible to clear a passage from one part of the vessel to the other. The passengers are not knights and barons, but tradesmen, jobbers, tenants, and workmen of all the known varieties. Their object in of the earth, earthy  wealth in its rawest and rudest form  gold, the one thing for which they bear to live, or dare to die. Although in the comparison the crusades may have the superiority in many points, yet so little have ideal, romantic, and sentimental considerations to do with the current of human affairs, that while the crusades remain a monument of abortive and objectless folly, fatal to those who embarked in them, and leaving as their chief result a tinge of Asiatic ferocity on European barbarism, the exodus of San Francisco, notwithstanding the material end it has in view, is sure to work out the progress of happiness and civilisation, and add another to the many conquests over nature, which the present age has witnessed.

In a year more than ordinarily productive of remarkable events, one of the most noteworthy, and that which is likely to leave a lasting impression on the world, is this discovery of gold on the coasts of the Pacific. The importance of the new region as a centre for new ramifications of English relations with the rest of the world cannot well be exaggerated either in a political or a commercial point of view. It will be the first really important point we shall have ever commanded on that side of the Pacific Ocean, and it cannot but be of inestimable value in developing our relations with America, China, Japan, and Eastern Russia.

This new discovery must also tend to make the western shore of the American continent increasingly attractive, from Frasers River down to Peru the rivers all bear down treasures of a wealth perfectly inestimable. Emigration must necessarily continue to flow and increase. Gold digging is soon learned, and there will be an immense demand for every kind of labour at almost fabulous prices.

It is further valuable as tending to open up a direct communication from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and from Europe across the continent of America to India and China. This is a grand idea, and the colonial minister who carries it out will accomplish a greater thing than any of his predecessors, for he will open up the means of carrying English civilisation to the whole of that vast continent and to the eastern world.

The pioneers in this movement will conquer the territory not with arms in their hands, but with the gold-rocker, the plough, the loom, and the anvil, the steam-boat, the railway, and the telegraph. Commerce and agriculture, disenthralled by the influences of free institutions, will cause the new empire to spring into life, full armed, like Minerva from the brain of Jupiter. Its Pacific ports will be thronged with ships of all nations, its rich valleys will blossom with natures choicest products, while its grand rivers will bear to the sea the fruits of free and honest labour. Great as have been our achievements in the planting of colonies, we have never entered upon a more magnificent work than the one now before us, in which the united energies of the two great branches of the Anglo-Saxon race will be engaged, heart and hand.

While the present volume is intended chiefly for those desiring information on the subject of the gold discoveries, it also addresses itself to the general public, for the condition and character of the country and its inhabitants cannot fail to be a subject of inquiry with all who can appreciate the importance of its situation. The book lays claim to no merit but that of careful collation. Little information is given but what is derived from sources of general access; but it does profess to set forth the truth as far as that could be obtained from the conflicting statements of different parties.

While the following pages will be found to contain ample proof as to the extent and richness of the gold fields; as well as the salubrity of the climate, it is satisfactory to be able to state here that the country is proved to be easily accessible both for English and American merchandise. The public have now certain, though unofficial news, of the journey of the Governor of Vancouvers Island as far as Fort Hope, about one hundred miles above the mouth of the Fraser River and seventy above Fort Langley. This voyage has established the extremely important fact, that the river is navigable for steamers at least up to this point, where the mines are now known to be of extraordinary wealth, although it is reported that their yield regularly increases as the stream is ascended. It is now proved that these districts are actually within from fifteen to twenty-three hours steam of Victoria, the principal town of the Vancouvers Island colony. It is difficult to exaggerate the importance of this fact. It is true that the same voyage which the steamer carrying the Governor of Vancouvers Island successfully performed, was attempted without success by another steamer about the same time  a fact which probably indicates that the river will be navigable only for vessels of small draught, and possibly, perhaps, not equally navigable at all seasons; for we must remember that in the early part of June, when this attempt was successfully made, the waters of the river had already begun to rise, in consequence of the melting of the snow from the Rocky Mountains, from which it springs. But they were then by no means at their full height; and even if the river be only navigable by vessels of small draught, that is a fact of very little importance as compared with the certainty that it is navigable at all to so considerable a height. Fort Hope is, as we have said, about one hundred miles up the river  that is to say, about one hundred and ninety from Victoria in Vancouvers Island, the voyage across the Gulf of Georgia being about ninety miles. The rich diggings between Fort Yale and Fort Hope are, therefore, not so far from the fertile land of Vancouvers Island as London from Hull and the distance from Victoria to the mouth of the river, where gold is at present found inconsiderable quantities, is not so great as the distance from Liverpool to Dublin. Now, as almost all the importance of a mining district depends on easy communication with a provision market  and the very richest will be rendered comparatively insignificant if provisions can only be carried thither at enormous cost and labour  no fact has yet been established of more importance than the easy navigability of the Fraser River. Immediately above Fort Yale, which is twelve miles higher up the river than the point reached by the steamer, a succession of cataracts begin, which, of course, interrupt all navigation, but thence even to the Forks, or junction between the Fraser and Thompson Rivers, there is certainly not more than one hundred miles of road, which, as we learn from the government map, are mostly practicable for loaded waggons. Hence it is evident that the new gold district will be easily accessible both for English merchandise from England, and for the provision market of Vancouvers Island.

In explanation and refutation of the prejudice which almost universally exists against the climate and soil of North America generally, but especially of the divisions included in the Hudsons Bay Companys Territories, we cannot do better than quote the following just remarks from the Reverend Mr Nicolays treatise on Oregon. He says:  

A predisposition towards one opinion, or bias to one side of an argument, too often warps both the judgment and the understanding; and one man in consequence sees fertile plains where another could see only arid wastes on which even the lizards appear starving, while the other looks forward to their being covered with countless flocks and herds at no very distant period of time. Both Cook and Vancouver, having previously made up their minds against the existence of a river near parallel 46 degrees, passed the Columbia without perceiving it, and the former even declared most decidedly that the strait seen by Juan de Fuca had its origin only in the fertility of the pilots brain. As they were discovered to be in error, so it is not impossible that others not less positive in their assertions may be convicted of the same carelessness of examination as those navigators, so remarkable in all other respects for their accuracy, and so indefatigable and minute in their researches, that little has been left to their successors but to check their work.

With respect, however, to the attributed barrenness of great part of the territory, so peremptorily insisted on by many, there is some excuse for the earlier travellers from whom that opinion is derived. Ignorant of the best routes, and frequently famishing in the immediate neighbourhood of plenty, they most justly reflect back to others the impressions they received; but in so doing, though they speak truth, they give very erroneous ideas of the country they think themselves to be describing most accurately, and of this very pregnant examples are found in the travels of Lewis and Clarke, and the party who came overland to Astoria: both struck the head waters of the Saptin, both continued its course to its junction with the main stream, both suffered  the latter party intensely; but had they, by the fertile bottoms of Bear and Rosseaux Rivers, found access to the valley between the Cascade and Blue Mountains  or, keeping still further west, crossed the former range into that of the Wallamette, they would have found game, been banished from their pages, and the Oregon would have appeared in her holiday attire  

A nymph of healthiest hue

and the depth of ravines and the elevation of rocks and precipices would have been changed into the unerring evidences of fertility and luxuriance of vegetation afforded by the dense forests and gigantic pine-trees of the coast district. We can scarce estimate the transition of feeling and change which would have been produced in their estimate of the country, if they could have been suddenly transported from their meagre horse-steak  cut from an animal so jaded with travel as to be in all probability only saved from death by starvation and fatigue, by being put to death to save over-wearied men from famine, and this cooked at a fire of bois de vache, with only the shelter of an overhanging rock  to the fat venison and savoury wildfowl of the woods and lakes, broiled on the glowing hardwood embers under the comfortable roof of sheltering bark, or the leafy shade of the monarch of the forest; while the cheerful whinny of their well-fed beasts would have given joyful token that nature in her bounty had been forgetful of nothing which her dependent children could desire.

While such and so great is the power of circumstances to vary the impressions made upon the senses, some hesitation must be used in their reception until fully confirmed, or they must be limited by other accounts, as unbiassed judgment may direct, especially as the temperament of individuals may serve to heighten the colouring, whether sombre or sunny, in which circumstances may have depicted the landscape. It is not every traveller who can, with Mackenzie, expatiate on the beauty of scenery while in fear of treachery from fickle and bloody savages; or like Fremont, though dripping from the recent flood, and uncertain of the means of existence even for the day, his arms, clothes, provisions, instruments, deep in the whirlpools of the foaming Platte, stop to gaze with admiration on the fantastic ruins Nature has piled among her mountain fastnesses, while from his bare and bleeding feet he draws the sharp spines of the hostile cacti. Truth from travellers is consequently for the most part relative. Abstractedly, with reference to any country, it must be derived from the combined accounts and different phases of truth afforded by many.




Chapter One.

Richness and Extent of the Gold Fields.

Destiny, which has lately riveted our attention on the burning plains of the extreme East, says the Times of 9th July, now claims our solicitude for the auriferous mountains and rushing rivers of the Far West and the shores of the remote Pacific. What most of us know of these ultra-occidental regions may be summed up in a very few words. We have most of us read Washington Irvings charming narrative of Astoria, sympathised with the untimely fate of Captain Thorn and his crew, and read with breathless interest the wanderings of the pilgrims to the head waters of the Columbia. After thirty years, the curtain rises again on the stormy period of the Ashburton Treaty, when the patriots were bent upon whipping the Britishers out of every acre of land on the western side of the Rocky Mountains. And now, for the third time, we are recalled to the same territory, no longer as the goal of the adventurous trader or the battle ground of the political agitator, but as a land of promise  a new El Dorado, to which men are rushing with all the avidity that the presence of the one, thing which all men, in all times and in all places, insatiably desire is sure to create.

This El Dorado lies between the Rocky Mountains and the Pacific; it is bounded on the south by the American frontier line, 49 degrees of latitude, and may be considered to extend to the sources of Fraser River, in latitude 55 degrees. It is, therefore, about 420 miles long in a straight line, its average breadth from 250 to 300 miles. Taken from corner to corner, its greatest length would be, however, 805 miles,  and its greatest breadth 400 miles, Mr Arrowsmith computes its area of square miles, including Queen Charlottes Island, at somewhat more than 200,000 miles. Of its two gold-bearing rivers, one, the Fraser, rises in the northern boundary, and flowing south, falls into the sea at the south-western extremity of the territory, opposite the southern end of Vancouvers Island, and within a few miles of the American boundary; the other, the Thompson River, which rises in the Rocky Mountains, and flowing westward, joins the Fraser about 150 miles from the coast. It is on these two rivers, and chiefly at their confluence, that the gold discoveries have been made.

Fraser River is about as famous a point as there is today on the earths surface  as famous as were the Californian diggings in 1848, or the Australian gold mines in 1853. It is now the centre of attraction for the adventurous of all countries. The excitement throughout the Canadas and Northern States of America is universal. In fact, the whole interior of North America is quite in a ferment  the entire floating population being either on the move, or preparing to start; while traders, cattle-dealers, contractors, and all the enterprising persons in business who can manage to leave, are maturing arrangements to join the general exodus. Persons travelling in the mining regions reckon that, in three months, 50,000 souls will have left the State of California alone. The rapidity and extent of this emigration has never been paralleled.

It is now established that the district of British Columbia, holding a relation to Pugets Sound similar to that of Sacramento Valley to the Bay of San Francisco, contains rich and extensive gold beds. The Fraser River mines have already been mentioned in the British Parliament as not less valuable and important than the gold fields in Australia, Geologists have anticipated such a discovery; and Governor Stevens, in his last message to the Legislative Assembly of Washington Territory, claims that the district south of the international boundary is equally auriferous.

The special correspondent of the San Francisco Bulletin, a reliable authority, writes from Fort Langley, twenty-five miles up the Fraser, under date the 25th May, that he had just come down from Fort Yale, where he found sixty men and two hundred Indians, with their squaws, at work on a bar of about five hundred yards in length  called Hills Bar, one mile below Fort Yale, and fifteen miles from Fort Hope, all trading posts of the Hudsons Bay Company. The morning I arrived, two men (Kerrison and Company) cleaned up five and a-half ounces from the rocker, the product of half a days work. Kerrison and Company the next day cleaned up ten and a-half ounces from two rockers, which I saw myself weighed. This bar is acknowledged to be one of the richest ever seen, and well it may be, for here is a product of fifteen and a-half ounces of gold, worth 247 and a half dollars, or 50 pounds sterling, from it in a day and a-half to the labour of two rockers. Old Californian miners say they never saw such rich diggings. The average result per day to the man was fully 20 dollars, some much more. The gold is very fine; so much so, that it was impossible to save more than two-thirds of what went through the rockers. This defect in the rocker must be remedied by the use of quicksilver to amalgamate the finer particles of gold. This remedy is at hand, for California produces quicksilver sufficient for the consumption of the whole world in her mountains of Cinnabar. Supplies are going on by every vessel. At Sailor Diggings, above Fort Yale, they are doing very well, averaging from 8 to 25 dollars per day to the man. I am told that the gold is much coarser on Thompson River than it is in Fraser River. I saw yesterday about 250 dollars of coarse gold from Thompson River, in pieces averaging 5 dollars each. Some of the pieces had quartz among them. Hill, who was the first miner on the bar bearing his name, just above spoken of, with his partner, has made some 600 dollars on it in almost sixteen days work. Three men just arrived from Sailor Diggings have brought down 670 dollars in dust, the result of twelve days work. Gold very fine. Rising of the river driving the miners off for a time.

Correspondents from several places on the Sound, both on the British and American territories, men of various nationalities, have since written that the country on the Fraser River is rich in gold, and equal to any discoveries ever made in California. The Times correspondent, writing from Vancouvers Island on 10th June, says, The gold exists from the mouth of Fraser River for at least 200 miles up, and most likely much further, but it has not been explored; hitherto any one working on its banks has been able to obtain gold in abundance and without extraordinary labour; the gold at present obtained has been within a foot of the surface, and is supposed to have averaged about ten dollars per diem to each man engaged in mining. Of course, some obtain more, some less, but all get gold. Thompson River is quite as rich in gold as Fraser River. The land about Thompson River consists of extensive sandy prairies, which are loaded with gold also; in fact, the whole country about Fraser and Thompson Rivers are mere beds of gold, so abundant as to make it quite disgusting. I have already seen pounds and pounds of it, and hope before long to feast my eyes upon tons of the precious metal. And the same high authority writes on 17th June, There is no longer room to doubt that all the country bordering on Fraser River is one continuous gold bed. Miners abandoning the partially exhausted placers of California, are thronging to this new Dorado, and the heretofore tranquil precincts of Victoria are now the scene of an excitement such as was witnessed at San Francisco in 1849, or since in Melbourne. Land has run up to prices fabulously high; and patches that six months ago were, perhaps, grudgingly purchased at the colonial price of 20 shillings the acre, are re-selling daily at a hundred times that amount. The small number of steam ships hitherto found sufficient for the commerce between San Francisco and these vicinities no longer suffices to convey a tithe of the eager applicants for passage. An opening for the enterprise of British capitalists such as was not anticipated has thus suddenly arisen, and the opportunity will, of course, be seized with alacrity.

Lest I should appear too sanguine in my representations, I will cite one instance to illustrate the richness of these newly discovered diggings. Three men returned for provisions lately, after an absence of seven days; they had during this interval extracted 179 ounces of gold. I state this fact on the authority of Governor Douglas, who has just returned from the mining regions, whither he went with the view of establishing certain regulations for the maintenance of order. In short, all who have visited the mines are impressed with the conviction that their richness far excels that of California in its palmiest days.

And, again, the correspondent of the New York Times, in a letter dated 21st June, gives the following corroborative testimony: The gold is found everywhere, and even during the extreme height of the river, parties are averaging from ten to twenty dollars per day, digging in the banks or on the upper edge of the bars, nearly all of which are overflowed. Big strikes of from fifty to two hundred and fifty dollars are frequently reported. Nearly all the work at present is carried on between Forts Langley and Yale, and for some twenty or thirty miles above the latter an entire distance along the river of about a hundred miles. Some few are digging on Harrison River, and other tributaries, where the gold is found in larger particles. Those who were engaged in mining on the forks of Thompson River shew still richer yields, but have been compelled to leave on account of the high stage of the water, the want of provisions, and the opposition of the Indians. The gold where the most men are located (upon the bars of the river), is found in very minute particles, like sand. No quicksilver has been used as, yet, but when that is attainable, their yield is sure to be greatly augmented. At Hills Bar those at work had averaged fifty dollars per day the whole time they had been there. The Indians all have gold, and are as much excited as the whites. It is of no use to cite various reports of individual successes in this or that locality. The impression of all who have gone is unanimous and conclusive as to the great facts of new gold fields now being explored equal to any ever yet developed in California or elsewhere. No steamer has yet returned with more than twelve or fifteen passengers, and nearly every one of these had come down to obtain supplies for himself or his party left behind in the diggings. They all say they are going back in a few weeks.

The following personal testimony may also be cited: On Sunday, says the San Francisco Globe, we received a visit from Messrs Edward Campbell and Joseph Blanch, both boatmen, well known in this city, who have just returned from the mines on Fraser River. They mined for ten days on the bar, until compelled to desist from the rise in the river, in which time they took out 1340 dollars. They used but one rocker, and have no doubt that they could have done much better with proper appliances. There were from sixty to seventy white men at work on Hills Bar, and from four to five hundred Indians, men, women, and children. The Indians are divided in opinion with regard to Americans; the more numerous party, headed by Pollock, a chief, are disposed to receive them favourably, because they obtain more money, for their labour from the Bostons than from King Georges men, as they style the English. They have learned the full value of their labour, and, instead of one dollar a-day, or an old shirt, for guiding and helping to work a boat up the river, they now charge from five to eight dollars per day. Another portion of the Indians are in favour of driving off the Bostons, being fearful of having their country overrun by them.

The proprietor of the San Francisco News Letter had determined to be at the centre of the present excitement in the El Dorado, and to judge for himself, or, rather to solve the problem of how much gold, how many Indians, and how much humbug, went on board the Pacific mail steam-ship Cortes, Captain Horner, and made the passage to Victoria, 840 miles, in five days. Although nine hundred persons were on board, yet no actual inconvenience was felt by the high-pressure packing; the greatest good humour and accommodating spirit prevailing, controlled by the gentlemanly conduct of Captain J.B. Horner and his officers. On the day of arrival, the operations of the Government Land Office at the fort in Victoria was 26,000 dollars. The importance of the amount can best be realised by comparing it with the prices, viz. 100 dollars per lot, 60 by 100 feet, unsurveyed. Some of these lots have been sold at 200 to 1000 dollars. Lots at first sale, surveyed price, 50 dollars; lots, second and last sale, 100 dollars each, are now being sold from 500 to 1000 dollars each. Six lots together in the principal street are valued at 10,000 dollars. The figures at Esquimault Harbour and lots in that vicinity assume a bolder character as to value, from the fact that the harbour is a granite-bound basin, similar to Victoria, with an entrance now wide and deep enough to admit the Leviathan. Victoria has a bar which must be dredged, dug, or blown away. We noted at Victoria that the most valuable lot, with a flat granite level, with thirty feet of water, sufficient for any ship to unload without jetty, is now covered by a large building constructed of logs, belonging to Samuel Price and Company. A ship was unloading lumber at this wharf at 35 dollars per M, which was the ruling price. At Victoria, on the 21st June, a Frenchman landed from the steamer Surprise, who came on board at Fort Langley with twenty-seven pounds weight of gold on his person, which we saw and lifted. Another passenger, whom we know, states that there are six hundred persons within eight miles of Fort Hope, who are averaging per man an ounce and a half of gold per day minimum to six and a half ounces per day maximum. The largest sums seem to be taken out at Sailors Bar, five miles above Fort Hope. The lowest depth as yet reached by miners is fifteen inches; these mere surface scratches producing often 200 dollars per day. At Fort Hope, potatoes were selling at 6 dollars per bag; bacon, 75 cents per pound; crackers, 30 cents. From Fort Hope to Fort Thompson the road is good, with the exception of twenty miles. For 20 dollars, the steamers will take miners from Victoria to the diggings at Fort Hope, and for three or four dollars more an Indian will accompany you to Fort Yale. Bowen, steward of the Surprise, says that about a hundred Indians usually ran after him to obtain little sweet cakes, which he traded off four or five for 1 dollar in gold dust. Sugar at Fort Langley, 1 dollar 50 cents per pound; lumber, 1 dollar 50 cents per foot; tea and coffee, 1 dollar per pound; pierced iron for rockers, 8 dollars; plain sheets, 2 dollars each; five pounds of quicksilver sold for 40 dollars  10 dollars per pound was the ordinary price. The actual ground prospected and ascertained to be highly auriferous extends to three hundred and fifty miles from the mouth of Fraser River. One hundred miles of Thompson River has been prospected, and found to be rich, south-east of Fraser River. The same will apply to all the tributaries of Thompson River. A large extent of auriferous quartz has been discovered ten miles from Fort Hope. Exceedingly rich quartz veins have been found on Harrison River.

The most astounding facts have yet to be divulged. A river emptying into the Gulf of Georgia, not a hundred miles north of Fraser River hitherto supposed to contain no gold, has proved fabulously rich. An Indian arrived at Victoria from this locality, having twenty-three pounds weight of pure gold, obtained solely by his own labour, in less than twenty days. In confirmation of our figures, and being short of space, we append the following statistics, derived from an official and authentic source of the strictest reliability. We deem the above facts sufficient to cause an exodus of a far more alarming character, and of higher proportions as to number, than any hitherto known in history. Suffice it to say, that the present furore is well founded; that it holds out busy times, high prices, speculations, contracts, and employments of a thousand kinds.

Fountains Diggings (Fraser River, at 51 degrees 30 minutes north), month of June 1858.

Five rockers worked by half-breed Canadians.
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38 

50 

42 

40 

50
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40 

51 

38 

29 

51
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41 

53 

39 

51 
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18 

33 
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60 
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54 

53



6 

64 

62 

39 

58 

55



7 

52 

58 

48 

52 

64



Total 

295 

385 

268 

327 

381



Average 

42.14 

55.50 

38.70 

46.72 

54.40



A highly reliable correspondent sends the following from San Francisco, under date 5th July:  

The emigration for Fraser River has gone on for months with no signs of growing less. The best means of judging what grounds there are for the belief in the existence of gold in large quantities on its banks, is by letters received from persons who are engaged in mining. It is worthy of note that there is no discrepancy between the accounts given by different individuals, all their statements agreeing. The mines are reported to be exceedingly rich, and yielding large returns to those engaged in digging. The river is very high, and miners have been driven from several of the most lucrative bars until the water subsides. Mr Hill, from whom Hills Bar took its name, is mining some distance above that point. He and six hands were making from an ounce to an ounce and a-half of gold dust a day to each man. For three weeks prior to the freshet, Mr Hill and one man averaged one hundred to one hundred and fifty dollars a day. The freshet, however drove him off for the time being. Mr E.R. Collins, who has spent some time in the Fraser River gold region, and who brought down last week a quantity of dust, has communicated the following intelligence to the Alta California. Mr Collins is a trustworthy gentleman. He left San Francisco in March last, and was at Olympia when the excitement first broke out. He then, in company with three others, proceeded to Point Roberts, from whence they proceeded up Fraser River to the mouth of Harrison River, about twenty-five miles above Fort Langley. This portion of the journey they performed without guides or assistance from the natives. The current was moderate, and occasionally beautiful islands were discovered with heavy timber, which presented a beautiful appearance. From Fort Hope to Fort Yale, a distance of fifteen miles, the river runs narrow, and the current running about seven miles per hour, though, in some places, it might be set down at ten or twelve. At Fort Yale, the first mining bar was reached. It extended out from the left bank a distance of some thirty yards, and was about half a mile long. Twenty or thirty squaws were at work with baskets and wooden trays, while, near by, large numbers of male Indians stood listlessly looking on. Here some of Mr Collins companions, who had now increased to twenty, proposed to stop and try their luck, but the majority resolved to go on, having informed themselves satisfactorily that further up the big chunks were in abundance. After resting a while, therefore, the party went ahead. Two miles from Fort Yale they entered upon the commencement of the real difficulties and dangers of navigation on Fraser River, the water for a distance of thirty-five or forty miles passing through deep gloomy cañons, and over high masses of rock. At this time the river had attained only a few feet above its usual height, so that by perseverance and the skill of the native boatman they were enabled to make slow progress. Numerous portages were made  one of them, the last, being four miles long. These portages could not be avoided, the cliffs rising perpendicularly on either side of the river, sometimes to a height of fifty or sixty feet, affording not the slightest footpath on which to tow. At other places the whirls, and rocks partly submerged, rendered a water passage utterly impracticable. At every bar and shallow spot prospected in these wild localities gold was obtained in paying quantities, all of very fine quality  rather difficult to save without the use of quicksilver. From the head of the cañons to the forks of Thompsons River, thirty-five miles more, the current and general appearance of the river seemed about the same as from Fort Hope to Fort Yale, gold also being found where there was an opportunity for a fair prospect. At the Forks the party were told by Travill, a French trader, whom they met by accident, that the richest and best diggings were up Thompsons; but that river being navigable but a few miles up, it was thought best to keep on up Fraser, which they did for a distance of forty miles, encountering no serious obstacles beyond a few rapids, and they were passed by towing. Five miles above the Forks some twenty white men were at work, making with common rockers from ten to sixteen dollars per day. Arriving at a bar about ten miles below, where white men were congregating in numbers considered sufficient for mutual protection, they took up a claim and commenced digging. They worked here steady twenty-four days, averaging fifteen dollars per day to each man. The greatest days work of one man was thirty-one dollars. These figures, it is thought, would apply to all the miners.

Our latest news from the new mines reach to the beginning of July. At that time there were immense numbers of miners on the banks of Fraser River, waiting for the stream to fall and enable them to go to work on the bars, which are said to be fabulously rich. Some dry diggings had also been discovered in the neighbourhood of the river; but owing to the presence of a large number of Indians, not of the most friendly disposition, the miners dared not then extend their researches far from the stream, where the bulk of the whites were congregated. The town of Victoria, on Vancouvers Island, has sprung rapidly into importance. Great advances have been made on real estate there. Lots, which a few months ago were sold by the Hudsons Bay Company at twelve pounds ten shillings, are now selling at over 250 pounds. A newspaper, called the Victoria Gazette has been started there; and an American steamer, The Surprise, is also running regularly between Victoria and Fort Hope, which is one hundred miles above the mouth of Fraser River. In the last week of June the arrivals by steamers and vessels at the various ports of British Columbia reached the large daily average of one thousand, while those who have lately travelled through the mountains say that the principal roads in the interior present an appearance similar to the retreat of a routed army. Stages, express waggons, and vehicles of every character, are called into requisition for the immediate emergency, and all are crammed, while whole battalions are pressing forward on horse or mule back, and on foot. Of course, the shipments of merchandise from San Francisco and other ports are very large, to keep pace with this almost instantaneous emigration of thousands to a region totally unsupplied with the commodities necessary for their use and sustenance. Up to the present no outbreak or disturbance has occurred, and a certain degree of order has already been established in the mining region, through the judicious measures adopted by the governor. Justices of the peace and other officials have been appointed, and a system protective of the territorial interests organised. Licences, on the principle of those granted in Australia, are issued; the price, five dollars per month, to be exacted from every miner. There was a good deal of talk, as to the right or propriety of levying this tax when it was first proposed, and some of the Francisco papers were load in their denunciations; others took a calmer view. It is satisfactory to add that little difficulty has so far been experienced on this head. As a body, the miners are reported to be a steady set of men, well conducted, and respectful of the law.




Chapter Two.

Climate, Productions, and Soil.

Next to the extent and richness of the gold mines, the most important inquiry is as to the character of the climate and soil. And in this respect the Fraser River settlement does not lose any of its attractions, for, though seven hundred miles north of San Francisco, it is still one or two degrees south of the latitude of London, and apparently with a climate of a mildness equal to that of the southern shores of England, being free from all extremes, both of heat and cold. One hundred and fifty miles back from the Pacific, indeed, there lies a range of mountains reaching up to the regions of perpetual snow. But between that and the coast the average temperature is fifty-four degrees for the year round. Snow seldom lies more than three days. Fruit trees blossom early in April, and salad goes to head by the middle of May on Vancouvers Island. In parts of this region wheat yields twenty to thirty bushels to the acre. Apples, pears, pease, and grains of all kinds do well. The trees are of gigantic growth. Iron and copper abound, as does also coal in Vancouvers Island, so that altogether it bids fair to realise in a short time the description applied to it by the colonial secretary (Sir E.B. Lytton), of a magnificent abode for the human race.

When introducing the Government of New Caledonia bill, on 9th July, the Colonial Secretary said in his place in the House of Commons: The Thompson River district is described as one of the finest countries in the British dominions, with a climate far superior to that of countries in the same latitude on the other side of the mountains. Mr Cooper, who gave valuable evidence before our committee on this district, with which he is thoroughly acquainted, recently addressed to me a letter, in which he states that its fisheries are most valuable, its timber the finest in the world for marine purposes; it abounds with bituminous coal, well fitted for the generation of steam; from Thompson River and Colville districts to the Rocky Mountains, and from the 49th parallel some 350 miles north, a more beautiful country does not exist. It is in every way suitable for colonisation. Therefore, apart from the gold fields, this country affords every promise of a flourishing and important colony.

The Times special correspondent, in a letter from Vancouvers Island, published on 10th August, says, Productive fisheries, prolific whaling waters, extensive coalfields, a country well timbered in some parts, susceptible of every agricultural improvement in ethers, with rich gold fields on the very borders  these are some of the many advantages enjoyed by the colony of Vancouvers Island and its fortunate possessors. When I add that the island boasts a climate of great salubrity, with a winter temperature resembling that of England, and a summer little inferior to that of Paris, I need say no more, lest my picture be suspected of sharing too deeply of couleur de rose.

Of the southern part of this district Lieutenant Wilkes, who commanded the late exploring expedition under the United States government, says, Few portions of the globe are so rich in soil, so diversified in surface, or so capable of being rendered the happy homes of an industrious and civilised community. For beauty of scenery and salubrity of climate it cannot be surpassed. It is peculiarly adapted for an agricultural and pastoral people, and no portion of the world beyond the tropics can be found that will yield so readily with moderate labour to the wants of man.

Perhaps the fullest account of the country yet given is that contained in The Narrative of a Residence of Six Years on the Western Slopes of the Rocky Mountains, by Ross Cox, one of the earliest explorers of British North America. He says, The district of New Caledonia extends from 51 degrees 30 minutes north latitude to about 56 degrees. Its extreme western boundary is 124 degrees 10 minutes. Its principal trading post is called Alexandria, after the celebrated traveller Sir Alexander Mackenzie. It is built on the banks of Fraser River, in about latitude 53 degrees north. The country in its immediate vicinity presents a beautiful and picturesque appearance. The banks of the river are rather low; but a little distance inland some rising grounds are visible, partially diversified by groves of fir and poplar. This country is full of small lakes, rivers, and marshes. It extends about ten days march in a north and north-east direction. To the south and south-east the Atnah, or Chin Indian country, extends about one hundred miles; on the east there is a chain of lakes, and the mountains bordering Thompson River; while to the westward and north-west lie the lands of the Naskotins and Clinches. The lakes are numerous, and some of them tolerably large: one, two, and even three days are at times required to cross some of them. They abound in a plentiful variety of fish, such as trout, sucker, etcetera; and the natives assert that white fish is sometimes taken. These lakes are generally fed by mountain streams, and many of them spread out, and are lost in the surrounding marshes. On the banks of the river, and in the interior, the trees consist of poplar, cypress, alder, cedar, birch, and different species of fir, spruce, and willow. There is not the same variety of wild fruit as on the Columbia; and this year (1827) the berries generally failed. Service berries, choke-cherries, gooseberries, strawberries, and red whortleberries are gathered; but among the Indians the service-berry is the great favourite. There are various kinds of roots, which the natives preserve and dry for periods of scarcity. There is only one kind which we can eat. It is called Tza-chin, has a bitter taste, but when eaten with salmon imparts an agreeable zest, and effectually destroys the disagreeable smell of that fish when smoke-dried. Saint Johns wort is very common, and has been successfully applied as a fomentation in topical inflammations. A kind of weed, which the natives convert into a species of flax, is in general demand. An evergreen, similar to that we found at the mouth of the Columbia, with small berries growing in clusters like grapes, also flourishes in this district. Sarsaparilla and bear-root are found in abundance. White earth abounds in the vicinity of the fort; and one description of it, mixed with oil and lime, might be converted into excellent soap. Coal in considerable quantities has been discovered; and in many places we observed a species of red earth, much resembling lava, and which appeared to be of volcanic origin. We also found in different parts of New Caledonia quartz, rock crystal, cobalt, talc, iron, marcasites of a gold colour, granite, fullers earth, some beautiful specimens of black, marble, and limestone in small quantities, which appeared to have been forced down the beds of the rivers from the mountains. The jumping-deer, or chevreuil, together with the rein and red-deer, frequent the vicinity of the mountains in considerable numbers, and in the summer season they oftentimes descend to the banks of the rivers and the adjacent flat country. The marmot and wood-rat also abound: the flesh of the former is exquisite, and capital robes are made out of its skin; but the latter is a very destructive animal. Their dogs are of diminutive size, and strongly resemble those of the Esquimaux, with the curled up tail, small ears, and pointed nose. We purchased numbers of them for the kettle, their flesh constituting the chief article of food in our holiday feasts for Christmas and New Year. The fur-bearing animals consist of beavers; bears, black, brown, and grizzly; otters, fishers, lynxes, martins; foxes, red, cross, and silver; minks, musquash, wolverines, and ermines. Rabbits also are so numerous that the natives manage to subsist on them during the periods that salmon is scarce. Under the head of ornithology we have the bustard, or Canadian outarde (wild goose), swans, ducks of various descriptions, hawks, plovers, cranes, white-headed eagles, magpies, crows, vultures, wood-thrush, red-breasted thrush or robin, woodpeckers, gulls, pelicans, hawks, partridges, pheasants, and snow-birds. The spring commences in April, when the wild flowers begin to bud, and from thence to the latter end of May the weather is delightful. In June it rains incessantly, with strong southerly and easterly winds. During the months of July and August the heat is intolerable; and in September the fogs are so dense that it is quite impossible to distinguish the opposite side of the river any morning before ten oclock. Colds and rheumatisms are prevalent among the natives during this period: nor are our people exempt from them. In October the falling of the leaves and occasional frost announce the beginning of winter. The lakes and parts of the rivers are frozen in November. The snow seldoms exceeds twenty-four inches in depth. The mercury in Fahrenheits thermometer falls in January to 15 degrees below zero; but this does not continue many days. In general, I may say, the climate is neither unhealthy nor unpleasant; and if the natives used common prudence, they would undoubtedly live to an advanced age. The salmon fishery commences about the middle of July, and ceases in October. This is a busy period for the natives; for upon their industry in saving a sufficiency of salmon for the winter depends their chief support. Jub, suckers, trout, and white-fish, are caught in the lakes; and in the month of October, towards the close of the salmon-fishery, we catch trout of a most exquisite flavour. Large-sized sturgeon are occasionally taken in the vorveaux, but they are not relished by the natives.

Mr Dunn, in his valuable History of the Oregon Territory, thus describes the country and climate: After the Columbia, the river next in importance is Fraser River. It takes its rise in the Rocky Mountains, near the source of Canoe River, taking a north-west course of eighty miles. It then turns to the southward, receiving Stuarts River, which rises in a chain of lakes in the northern boundary of the territory. It then pursues a southerly course, and after receiving many tributaries, breaks through the cascade range of hills in a series of falls and rapids; and after a westerly course of seventy miles, empties itself into the Gulf of Georgia, in latitude 49 degrees 7 minutes north. This latter portion is navigable for vessels that can pass its bar drawing ten feet of water. Its whole length is 350 miles. There are numerous lakes scattered through the several sections. The country is all well watered; and there are but four places where an abundance of water cannot be obtained, either from lakes, rivers, or springs.

The climate of the western division is mild throughout the year, neither the cold of winter, nor the heat of summer predominating. The mean temperature is about 50 degrees Fahrenheit. The prevailing winds, in summer, are from the northward and westward, and in winter, from the west, south, and south-east. The winter lasts from about November till March, generally speaking. During that time there are frequent falls of rain, but not heavy. Snow seldoms lies longer than a week on the ground. There are frosts so early as September, but they are not severe, and do not continue long. The easterly winds are the coldest, as they come from across the mountains, but they are not frequent. Fruit trees blossom early in April in the neighbourhood of Nasqually and Vancouver; and in the middle of May pease are a foot high, and strawberries in full blossom; indeed, all fruits and vegetables are as early there as in England. The hills, though of great declivity, have a sward to their tops. Lieutenant Wilkes says, that out of 106 days, 67 were fair, 19 cloudy, and 11 rainy. The middle section is subject to droughts. During summer the atmosphere is drier and warmer, and in winter colder than in the western section; its extremes of heat and cold being greater and more frequent. However, the air is fine and healthy; the atmosphere in summer being cooled by the breezes that blow from the Pacific.

The soil of the western section varies from a deep black vegetable loam to a light brown loamy earth. The bills are generally basalt stone and slate. The surface is generally undulating, well watered, well wooded, and well adapted for agriculture and pasturage. The timber consists of pine, fir, spruce, oaks (white and red), ash, arbutus, cedar, arbor-vitae, poplar, maple, willow, cherry, tew, with underwoods of hazel and roses. All kinds of grain, wheat, rice, barley, oats, and pease, can be procured there in abundance. Various fruits, such as pears, apples, etcetera, succeed there admirably; and the different vegetables produced in England yield there most abundant crops.

The middle section, which is about 1000 feet above the level of the western, is not so well wooded or fertile; yet in the southern parts of it, where the missionaries have established settlements, they have raised excellent crops, and reared large stocks of cattle. Notwithstanding the occasional cold, their cattle are not housed, nor is provender laid in for them in any quantity, the country being sufficiently supplied with fodder in the natural hay, that is everywhere abundant in the prairies, which the cattle prefer.

Mr Wilkes says, In comparison with the United States, I would say, that the labour necessary in this territory to acquire wealth or subsistence is in the proportion of one to three; or in other words, a man must work throughout the year three times as much in the United States to gain the like competency. The care of stock, which requires so much time with us, requires no attention there, and on the increase only, a man might find support. He further says, There will be also a demand for the timber of this country at high prices, throughout the Pacific. The oak is well adapted for ship timber, and abundance of ash, cedar, cypress, and arbor-vitae may be had for other purposes, building, fuel, fencing, etcetera. He also adds, No part of the world affords finer inland sounds, or a greater number of harbours, than are found within the Straits of Juan de Fuca, capable of receiving the highest class of vessels, and without a danger in them which is not viable. From the rise and fall of the tides (eighteen feet) every facility is afforded for the erection of works for a great maritime nation. The country also affords as many sites for maritime power as any other.

On the northern coast there are a number of islands which belong to the territory. The largest are Vancouvers Island, and Queen Charlotte Island, both of which enjoy a mild and salubrious climate, with a soil well adapted to agriculture. They have also an abundance of fine fish in their waters. Coal of a very good quality is found there close by the surface, and they also contain numerous veins of valuable minerals.

All the rivers abound in salmon of the finest quality, which run twice a year, beginning in May and October, and appear inexhaustible. In Fraser River, the salmon are very numerous. The bays and inlets abound with several kinds of salmon, sturgeon, cod, carp, sole, flounders, perch, herring, and eels; also with shell-fish  crabs, oysters, etcetera. Whales and sea otters in numbers are found along the coast, and are frequently captured by Indians, in and at the mouth of the Straits of Juan de Fuca.

Game abounds in the western section, such as elk, deer, antelopes, bears, wolves, foxes, musk-rats, martins. And in the spring and fall, the rivers are covered with geese, ducks, and other water-fowl. Towards the Rocky Mountains buffaloes are found in great numbers.

From the advantages this country possesses, it bids fair to have an extensive commerce, on advantageous terms, with most parts of the Pacific. It is well calculated to produce the following staple commodities,  furs, salted beef and pork, grain, flour, wool, hides, tallow, timber, and coals. And in return for these  sugars, coffee, and other tropical productions may be obtained at the Sandwich Islands. Advantages that in time must become of immense importance.

Those districts of British America west of the lakes which by soil and climate are suitable for settlement, may be thus enumerated:  

Vancouvers Island 16,200 square miles.

Fraser and Thomson Rivers 60,000 ditto

Sources of the Upper Columbia 20,000 ditto

Athabasca District 50,000 ditto

Saskatchewan, Red River, Assineboin, etcetera. 360,000 ditto

506,200

Under these geographical divisions we propose to give the results of a parliamentary investigation (just published) into the affairs of the Hudsons Bay Company, so far as they are descriptive of the foregoing districts:  

Vancouvers Island.

This island is fertile, well timbered, finely diversified by intersecting mountain ranges, and small prairies, with extensive coal fields, compared by one witness to the West Riding of Yorkshire coal, and fortunate in its harbours. Esquimault Harbour, on which Victoria is situated, is equal to San Francisco. The salmon and other fisheries are excellent; but this advantage is shared by every stream and inlet of the adjacent coast. The climate is frequently compared with England, except that it is even warmer. The winter is stormy, with heavy rains in November and December; frosts occur in the lowlands in January, but seldom interrupt agriculture; vegetation starts in February, rapidly progressing in March and fostered by alternate warm showers and sunshine in April and May  while intense heat and drought are often experienced during June, July, and August. As already remarked, the island has an area of 16,200 square miles.

Fraser and Thompson Rivers.

Northward of Vancouvers Island the coast range of mountains trends so near the Pacific as to obstruct intercourse with the interior, but inside, in the language of a witness, it is a fine open country. This is the valley of Fraser River. Ascending this river, near Fort Langley, a large tract of land is represented as adapted to colonists; while of Thomson River, the same witness says that it is one of the most beautiful countries in the world climate capable of producing all the crops of England, and much milder than Canada. The sources of Fraser River, in latitude 55 degrees, are separated from those of Peace River (which flows through the Rocky Mountains, eastward, into the Athabasca) by the distance of only 317 yards.

Sources of the Columbia.

A glance at the map will shew how considerable a district of British Oregon is watered by the Upper Columbia and its tributary, the McGillivray or Flat Bow river. It is estimated above at 20,000 square miles, and has been described in enthusiastic terms, by the Bishop of Oregon  De Smet  in his Oregon Missions. The territory of the Kootonais Indians would seem, from his glowing description, to be divided in favourable proportion between forests and prairies. Of timber, he names birch, pine of different species, cedar, and cypress. He remarked specimens of coal, and great quantities of lead, apparently mixed with silver. The source of the Columbia seemed to impress him as a very important point. He observes that the climate is delightful  that the extremes of heat and cold are seldom known, the snow disappearing as it falls. He reiterates the opinion that the advantages nature seemed to have bestowed on the Columbia, will render its geographical position very important at some future day, and that the hand of civilised man would transform it into a terrestrial paradise.

It is an interesting coincidence that Bishop De Smet published in a Saint Louis paper, a few months since, a similar description of this region, adding that it could be reached from Salt Lake City along the western base of the Rocky Mountains with waggons, and that Brigham Young proposed to lead his next Mormon exodus to the sources of the Columbia River. Such a movement is not improbable, and would exhibit far greater sagacity than an emigration to Sonora.

The Athabasca District.

The valleys of the Peace and Athabasca Rivers, which occupy the eastern base of the Rocky Mountains from latitudes 55 degrees to 59 degrees share the Pacific climate in a remarkable degree. The Rocky Mountains are greatly reduced in breadth and mean elevation, and through the numerous passes between their lofty peaks the winds of the Pacific reach the district in question. Hence it is that Sir Alexander Mackenzie, under date of 10th May, mentions the exuberant verdure of the whole country  trees about to blossom, and buffalo attended by their young. During the late parliamentary investigation, similar statements were elicited. Dr Richard King, who accompanied an expedition in search of Sir John Ross, as surgeon and naturalist, was asked what portion of the country he saw was available for the purpose of settlement. In reply, he described as a very fertile valley, a square piece of country, bounded on the south by Cumberland House, and by the Athabasca Lake on the north. His own words are as follows: The sources of the Athabasca and the sources of the Saskatchewan include an enormous area of country; it is, in fact, a vast piece of land surrounded by water. When I heard Dr Livingstones description of that splendid country which he found in the interior of Africa within the equator, it appeared to me to be precisely the kind of country which I am now describing. ... It is a rich soil interspersed with well-wooded country, there being growth of every kind and the whole vegetable kingdom alive. When asked concerning mineral productions, his reply was, I do not know of any other mineral except limestone; this is apparent in all directions. ... The birch, the beech, and the maple are in abundance, and there is every sort of fruit. When questioned further as to the growth of trees, Dr King replied by a comparison with the magnificent trees round Kensington Park in London. He described a farm near Cumberland House under very successful cultivation luxuriant wheat  potatoes, barley, pigs, cows and horses.

Saskatchewan, Assineboin, and Red River District.

The area of this continent, north-west of Minnesota, and known as the Saskatchewan district, is estimated by English authorities to comprise 368,000 square miles. North-west from Otter Tail Lake, the geographical centre of Minnesota, extends a vast silurian formation, bounded on the west along the eastern base of the Rocky Mountains by coal measures. Such a predominance of limestone implies fertility of soil, as in the north-western States, and the speedy colonisation of Saskatchewan would be assured if the current objection to the severity of climate was removed. On this point a few facts will be presented.

The Sea of Azof, which empties into the Black Sea, forming the eastern border of the Crimean peninsula, freezes about the beginning of November, and is seldom open before the beginning of April. A point less than one hundred miles north, but far down in southern Russia, namely, Catherineoslay, has been found, from the observation of many years, to be identical in summer and winter climate with Fort Spelling. Nine-tenths of European Russia, therefore, the main seat of population and resources, is further north than Saint Paul. In fact, Pembina is the climatic equivalent of Moscow, and for that of Saint Petersburg, (which is 60 degrees north), we may reasonably go to latitude 55 degrees on the American continent.

Like European Russia, also, the Saskatchewan district has a climate of extremes  the thermometer having a wide range; but it is well understood that the growth of the cereals and of the most useful vegetables depends chiefly on the intensity and duration of the summer heats, and is comparatively little influenced by the severity of winter cold, or the lowness of the mean temperature during the year. Therefore it is important to observe that the northern shore of Lake Huron has the mean summer heat of Bordeaux, in southern France, or 70 degrees Fahrenheit; while Cumberland House, in latitude 54 degrees, longitude 102 degrees, on the Saskatchewan, exceeds in this respect Brussels and Paris.

The United States Army Meteorological Register has ascertained that the line of 70 degrees mean summer heat crosses the Hudson River at West Point, thence descends to the latitude of Pittsburg, but, westward, is traced through Sandusky, Chicago, Fort Snelling, and Fort Union, near latitude 49 degrees, into British America. The average annual heat at Quebec is experienced as far north as latitude 52 degrees in the Saskatchewan country.

Mr Blodget states that not only all the vicinity of the south branch of the Saskatchewan is as mild in climate as Saint Paul, but that the north branch of that river is almost equally favourable, and that the ameliorating influence of the Pacific, through the gorges of the Rocky Mountains, is so far felt on Mackenzies River, that wheat may be grown in its valley nearly to the 65th parallel.

In the foregoing account of the districts of the interior, we have given faithfully, as in duty bound, the fact that have been elicited in the various investigations, public and otherwise, that have taken place. At the same time, we think it but fair to state, that large portions of these fine districts, especially the Athabasca and Saskatchewan, are at present very far beyond the reach of any civilised market, and overrun by hordes of warlike Indians.

We have thus given a brief survey of the position and resources, of the territory surrounding the new El Dorado. One observation we may be permitted to hazard. Perhaps there is no more striking illustration of the wisdom of that Providence which presides over the management of our affairs, than in the fact that emigration was first led to the eastern coast, rather than to the slopes or plains of the west. Had the latter been first occupied, it is doubtful whether the rocks and lagoons of the seaboard would ever have been settled. No man would have turned from the prairie sward of the Pacific to the seamed elopes of the Atlantic edge. As it is, we have the energy and patience which the difficult soil of the east generates, with that magnificent sweep of western territory, which, had it been opened to us first, might, from its very luxuriousness, have generated among those occupying it, an ignoble love of ease.




Chapter Three.

Routes, etcetera.

For some time to come, the great line of route to the new El Dorado will likely be by water from the different settlements along the coast of the Pacific. Steam communication has long been established between Panama and San Francisco, and a line of vessels is now regularly plying between the latter port and Vancouvers Island, from whence easy access is had to the diggings, by means of small steamers. The steamers at present running on the coast make the voyage from Panama to Vancouvers Island in fourteen or fifteen days. The following statistics of fares and freights are supplied by the Times correspondent:  

The rates of passage at present from San Francisco to New York are  Steerage, 150 dollars; second cabin, 250 dollars; first cabin, 300 dollars per berth for each passenger. An entire state-room is the price of two passengers  600 dollars. From New York to San Francisco the fares are the same. San Francisco to Panama, sometimes the same as to New York, and sometimes one-third less. Freight on specie, 1 per cent, to New York; and three quarters per cent to Panama with a slight discount to shippers of large amounts. Freight on merchandise from Panama, 2 dollars 10 cents per foot. The quantity of freight is considerable in French silks, cloths, and light goods, but the bulk is in Havannah cigars, nearly all the supply for this market coming viâ Panama. The fares up by the steamers from San Francisco to Victoria are  Steerage, 30 dollars; cabin, 60 dollars.

This route, besides being at present the most direct and expeditious, presents another great advantage. Passing along the coast of California, it gives passengers an opportunity of either settling there, or continuing their journey to British Columbia. That this is no unimportant advantage, will be at once conceded when it is borne in mind that it is not the gold-producing country on the Fraser River alone that offers strong inducements to emigrants.

In a letter published on 4th August, the Times correspondent remarks: In a few weeks, with a continuance of the present drain upon our mining, mechanical, and labouring population generally, as good a field for labour of every kind will again be open in California as there was from 1849 to 1851, when the country became flooded with immigrants. In fact, the openings now being made in the mines and in labour of all sorts, and the rise of wages in consequence of the exodus hence, offer greater inducements to emigrants than existed in the first years of our organisation. Then there was little besides mining that a man could turn his hand to. Now the gradual development of the resources of the country has opened many avenues for labour of various kinds, and mining claims, which pay well, and in which a competency would be realised in a moderate space of time, are abandoned because they do not produce gold in bushels, as their owners hope to find the new mines to yield. And in another letter, the same authority says: The excitement in the interior is universal. I was up the country this week, and returned only last night; so that I had an opportunity of judging for myself. From every point of the compass squads of miners were to be seen making for San Francisco to ship themselves off; and I heard of arrangements having been completed for driving stock overland to meet the demands of the new population congregating in the Puget Sound country. One man had purchased a drove of mules, and another had speculated in 200 Californian horses, to supply the demand for packing. These two ventures were to proceed overland in two days hence. The speculator in horses had been at Fraser River, and returned convinced of the judiciousness of his spec. He spoke of the overland trip with enthusiasm; plenty of game and of grass, a fine climate, and no molestation from Indians. As a natural result of all this emigration, business in the interior is becoming much deranged. The operations of the country merchants are checked; rents and the value of property in the interior towns are diminishing. Some of the merchants are liquidating, and some have already moved their business to San Francisco, to take advantage of the business which must spring up between that port and the north-west. All the movements made in consequence of the new gold discovery have tended to benefit San Francisco, and she will, no doubt, continue to derive great advantages from the change. The increase of business will bring an increase of immigration to the city, for there is every reason to believe, judging from past experience, that a considerable proportion of the emigration from Europe, the Atlantic States, and Australia, will rest here; that the city will increase rapidly, and that an advance in the value of property must ensue in consequence. The fact is, that there is now in California so extensive an association of capital and labour engaged in mining successfully, that, happen what may in other countries, the yield here most continue to be very great. Companies of men who have large amounts of money invested in mining of a variety of sorts, such as tunnelling, sluicing, and quartz crushing, on a large scale, are not going to abandon well-developed properties which produce profitable returns. We have no fear of having to suffer any inconvenience from a scarcity of gold in California in consequence of the removal from the country of so many miners. I make these statements for the information of parties abroad engaged in business with this country.

The following is the journal of a traveller who lately proceeded on this route:  

Left San Francisco on Thursday, the 24th of June, at 4 and a half p.m., and arrived in Esquimault Harbour, near Victoria, on the following Tuesday, at six in the morning  distance, 800 miles. The steamer was so crowded with gold-hunters, speculators, merchants, tradesmen, and adventurers of all sorts, that exercise even on the quarterdeck could only be coaxed by the general forbearance and good-humour of the crowd. Before starting there were stories to the prejudice of the steamer, the Oregon, belonging to the Pacific Mail Company, rife enough to damp the courage of the timid; but she behaved well, and beat another boat that had five hours start of her. The fact is we had a model captain, a well-educated, gentlemanly man, formerly a lieutenant in the United States navy, whose intelligence, vigour, and conduct inspired full confidence in all. With Captain Patterson I would have gone to sea in a tub. Whatever may be the sins of the company as monopolists of the carrying trade on this coast, justice must award them the merit of having selected a staff of commanders who atone for many shortcomings.

The voyage from San Francisco to Vancouvers Island, which in a steamer is made all the way within sight of the coast, is one of the most agreeable when the voyager is favoured with fine weather. I know none other so picturesque out of the Mediterranean. The navigation is so simple that a schoolboy could sail a steamer, for a series of eighteen headlands, which jut out into the ocean all along the coasts of California, Oregon, and Washington Territory, served as landmarks to direct the mariner in his course. All he has to do is to steer from one to another; from Point Reyes outside the Golden Gate to Point Arena, the next in succession, and so on till he comes to Cape Flattery, upon rounding which he enters the Straits of Fuca, towards the end of his voyage.

The northern portion of the coast of California and the whole length of the coasts of Oregon and Washington are thickly wooded. In fact, this vast stretch of country is one continuous pine forest. From the shore, where the trees dip into the sea, back to the verge of the distant horizon, over hills, down valleys, across ravines, and on and around the sides and tops of mountains, it is one great waving panorama of forest scenery. Timber  enough to supply the wants of the world for ages, one would think. Yet the broken character of the country relieves the scene from monotony, and it fully realises the idea of the grand and the beautiful combined. One spot in particular made an impression upon me which I wish I had the power to convey by words. Between Cape Mendocina and Humboldt Bay, on the northern limits of California, a grand collection of hills and mountains of every variety of size, shape, and form occurs. This grand group recedes in a gentle sweep from the coast far inland, where it terminates in a high conical mountain, overtopping the entire mass of pinnacles which cluster around it. The whole is well clothed with trees of that feathery and graceful foliage peculiar to the spruce and larch, and interspersed with huge round clumps of evergreens, with alternations of long glades and great open patches of lawn covered with rich grass of that bright emerald green peculiar to California. This woodland scene, viewed of an early morning, sparkling with dew-drops under the rising sun which slowly lifted the veil of mist hanging over it, surpassed in beauty anything I have seen on this continent. Here everything in nature is on a grand scale. All her works are magnificent to a degree unknown in Europe. A trip to these regions will pay the migratory Englishman in search of novelty to his hearts content, and I will bear the blame if he is not well pleased with his journey. California alone should satisfy a traveller of moderate desires. Here he will find combined the beauty and loveliness of English landscape with the bolder and grander features of the scenery of the Western continent  a combination, perhaps, unequalled in any other country. On this, the northern coast, the bold and the picturesque predominate over the tamer park-like scenery of the interior valleys, which so nearly resemble the fine old places of England.

Another route, which it is proposed to open on the other side of the country, from Minnesota to the Fraser River gold mines, would appear to be very feasible. From Saint Anthony the Mississippi is navigable for large steamers as far as the Sauk Rapids. Thence to Breckenridge, at the head of the navigation of the Red River of the North, is a distance of 125 miles. This part of the journey must be made overland; but already this district is being fast occupied by settlers, and a good road may easily be constructed. At Breckenridge a settlement has also been established. Here commences the fertile valley of the Red River, and from this point, as appears from Captain Popes survey, the river, which runs due north, is navigable for steamers all the way to its mouth, at the southern extremity of Lake Winnepeg. It begins with four feet of water, and gradually deepens to fifteen feet Lake Winnepeg, which is long, narrow, and deep, receives near its northern end the Saskatchewan, flowing from the west, and having its sources in the Rocky Mountains. The river, and the country on its banks, have recently attracted attention as well fitted for colonisation. Taking the climate of the eastern portion of the continent, and of the region round Hudsons Bay, as a standard, it was long supposed that all the interior of North America, beyond the 48th or 49th degree of north latitude, was too cold to produce grain crops; and unfit, therefore, for the habitation of civilised men. Recent investigations, however, have fully established the curious and very important fact, that west of the western end of Lake Superior, at about the 100th degree of west longitude, a remarkable change begins to take place in the climate; to such an extent, that as we proceed westward the limit of vegetable growth, and of the production of grain, is extended far to the north, so as to include the whole valley of the Saskatchewan, which is represented as in other respects well fitted for settlement. The Saskatchewan is a river larger and longer than the Red River of the North; and, according to Governor Simpson, of the Hudsons Bay Companys Service, in his notes on its exploration, it is navigable by its northern branch, with only one rapid to obstruct navigation, for seven hundred miles in a direct line to the foot of the Rocky Mountains. How serious an obstruction this may be does not clearly appear. It can hardly be a perpendicular fall, since, according to Governor Simpson, canoes and flat-boats pass over it in safety. From the head of navigation it is only about two hundred miles across the Rocky Mountains, of which the elevation here is much less than in Oregon and California, to the Thompson and Fraser Rivers.

The distance from Breckenridge to the mouth of the Red River is estimated at 450 miles. Thence through lake Winnepeg to the mouth of Saskatchewan is 200 miles. Allowing for windings, the navigation by that river may be set down at 1000 miles. Add 125 miles of land carriage at one end of the route, and 200 at the other, making in the whole a distance of about 2000 miles, from the starting point on the Mississippi.

So fully impressed are some enterprising people of Minnesota with the practicability and advantage of this route, that measures have been already taken for building a steamer at Breckenridge, designed to navigate the waters of the Red River, Lake Winnepeg, and Saskatchewan, and to be ready for that purpose by the opening of next spring. Meantime as the greater part of the route is within the territories of the Hudsons Bay Company, steps have been taken to open a communication with the Governor of that Company, and with other persons likely to assist in putting a line of steamers on these waters.

At present various measures are being taken by the Canadians to shorten this last route, and apparently with much success. They are making arrangements for passing around the headwaters of Lake Superior, and thus saving the détour in Minnesota. In a very short time it is said that an easy and inexpensive means of communication will be formed between Canada and the gold-fields; but, for the present, the Panama route is decidedly the preferable one for British emigrants.




Chapter Four.

Description of Coasts, Harbours, etcetera.

The Pacific coast extends from Panama westward and northward, without any remarkable irregularity in its outline, to the tropic of Cancer, almost immediately under which is the entrance of the great Gulf of California, separating the Peninsula of California from the main continent on the east. From the southern extremity of this peninsula the coast runs generally north-westward to Mount Saint Elias, a lofty volcanic peak, rising from the shore of the ocean under the 60th parallel, beyond which the continent stretches far westward, between the Pacific on the south, and the Arctic Sea on the north, to its termination at Cape Prince of Wales, in Behrings Straits, the passage separating America from Asia. The part of the coast south of the 49th degree of latitude (the American boundary) presents few indentations, and the islands in its vicinity are neither numerous nor large. North of the 49th degree, on the contrary, the mainland is everywhere penetrated by inlets and bays; and near it are thousands of islands, many of them extensive, lying singly or in groups, separated from each other and from the continent by narrow channels.

From the mouth of the Columbia forty-five miles of unbroken coast reaches Whidbeys Bay, called by the Americans Bulfinches Harbour, and not unfrequently Grays Bay, which, with an entrance of scarce two miles and a-half, spreads seven miles long and nine broad, forming two deep bays like the Columbia. Here there is secure anchorage behind Point Hanson to the south and Point Brown to the north, but the capacity of the bay is lessened to one-third of its size by the sand banks which encroach on it in every direction. Like the Columbia, its mouth is obstructed by a bar which has not more than four fathoms water, and as it stretches some three miles to seaward, with breakers on each side, extending the whole way to the shore, the difficulty of entrance is increased. It lies nearly east and west, and receives from the east the waters of the river Chikelis, having its rise at the base of the mountains, which, stretching from Mount Olympus in the north, divide the coast from Pugets Sound. From Whidbeys Bay to Cape Flattery, about eighty miles, but two streams, and those unimportant, break the iron wall of the coast, which rising gradually into lofty mountains is crowned in hoary grandeur by the snow-clad peaks of Mount Olympus. Cape Flattery, called also Cape Classet, is a conspicuous promontory in latitude 48 degrees 27 minutes; beyond it, distant one mile, lies Tatouches Island, a large flat rock, with perpendicular sides, producing a few trees, surrounded by rocky islets: it is one mile in length, joined to the shore by a reef of rocks, and a mile further, leaving a clear passage between them, is a reef named Ducans Rock. Here commences, in latitude 48 degrees 30 minutes, that mighty arm of the sea, which has been justly named from its first discoverer, the Strait of Juan de Fuca, and which Captain Cook passed without perceiving. The entrance of this strait is about ten miles in width, and varies from that to twenty with the indentations of its shores, of which the northern, stretching to the north-west and south-east across the entrance, gives an appearance of continuity to its line on the Pacific. Running in a south-easterly direction for upwards of one hundred miles, its further progress is suddenly stopped by a range of snow-clad mountain, at the base of which, spreading abroad its mighty arms to the north and south, it gives to the continent the appearance of a vast archipelago.

Of the Straits of Fuca and surrounding shores, the latest and fullest information we possess is that contained in the letter of the Times special correspondent, published on 27th August. He says:  

We have now rounded Cape Flattery, and are in the Straits of Fuca, running up between two shores of great beauty. On the left is the long-looked-for Island of Vancouver, an irregular aggregation of hills, shewing a sharp angular outline as they become visible in the early dawn, covered with the eternal pines, saving only occasional sunny patches of open greensward, very pretty and picturesque, but the hills not lofty enough to be very striking. The entire island, property speaking, is a forest. On the right we have a long massive chain of lofty mountains covered with snow, called the Olympian range  very grand, quite Alpine in aspect. This is the peninsula, composed of a series of mountains running for many miles in one unbroken line, which divides the Straits of Fuca from Puget Sound. It belongs to America, in the territory of Washington, is uninhabited, and, like its opposite neighbour, has a covering of pines far up towards the summit. The tops of these mountains are seldom free from snow. The height is unknown, perhaps 15,000 feet. We ran up through this scenery early in the morning, biting cold, for about forty miles to Esquimault Harbour  the harbour  which confers upon Vancouvers Island its pre-eminence.

From the information of old miners, who pointed out some of the localities on the northern coast of California, and indicated the position of places in Oregon in which they had dug for gold, I had a strong corroboration of an opinion which I stated in one of my late letters  that the Fraser River diggings were a continuation of the great goldfield of California. The same miners had a theory that these northern mines would be richer than any yet discovered, because the more northern portions of California are richer than the central and southern portions.

The harbour of Esquimault is a circular bay, or rather a basin, hollowed by nature out of the solids rock. We slid in through the narrow entrance between two low, rocky promontories and found ourselves suddenly transported from the open sea and its heavy roll and swell into a Highland lake, placid as the face of a mirror, in the recesses of a pine forest. The transition was startling. From the peculiar shape of the bay and the deep indentations its various coves make into the shore, one sees but a small portion of the harbour at a glance from the point we brought up at. We therefore thought it ridiculously small after our expectations had been so highly wrought in San Francisco.

The whole scenery is of the Highland character. The rocky shores, the pine trees running down to the edge of the lake, their dark foliage trembling over the glittering surface which reflected them, the surrounding hills, and the death-like silence. I was both delighted and disappointed  delighted with the richness of the scenery, but disappointed at the smallness of the harbour. Can this little loch, imprisoned within natural ramparts of rocks, buried in the solitude of a forest, be the place which I hoped would become so famous, the great destiny of which has been prognosticated by statesmen and publicists, and the possession of which is bitterly envied us by neighbouring nations; this the place where England is to centre a naval force hitherto unknown in the Pacific, whence her fleets are to issue for the protection of her increasing interests in the Western world; this the seaport of the Singapore of the Pacific; the modern Tyre into which the riches of the East are to flow and be distributed to the Western nations; the terminus of railway communication which is to connect the Atlantic with the Pacific?

Victoria is distant from Esquimault, by land, about three miles round by sea, double the distance. The intervening ground is an irregular promontory, having the waters of the Straits of Fuca on the south, the Bay of Victoria on the east, and the Victoria arm encircling: it on the north. The promontory contains three farms, reclaimed from the forest of pines, oaks, alders, willows, and evergreens. The soil is good, and produces fair crops of the ordinary cereals, oats, barley, and wheat, and good grass, turnips, and potatoes.

I came the first time to Victoria round by water. The rowing of our boat was much impeded by kelp. The shore is irregular; somewhat bold and rocky  two more facts which confirmed the resemblance of the scenery to that of the western coast of Scotland.

The bay of Victoria runs in a zigzag shape  two long sharp promontories on the southward hiding the town from view until we get quite close up to it. A long low sand-spit juts out into it, which makes the entrance hazardous for large vessels at some little distance below the town, and higher up the anchorage is shallow. Twice at low tides I saw two or three ugly islands revealed, where ships would have to anchor. In short, Victoria is not a good harbour for a fleet. For small vessels and traders on the coast, it will answer well enough.

Victoria stands nobly on a fine eminence, a beautiful plateau, on the rocky shore of the bay of the same name. Generations yet to come will pay grateful tribute to the sagacity and good taste of the man who selected it. There is no finer site for a city in the world. The plateau drains itself on every side by the natural depressions which intersect it, and there is space enough to build a Paris on. The views are also good. Across the straits you have the Olympian range washed by the sea; towards the interior, picturesque views of wooded hills; opposite, the fine woodland scenery of the country intervening between it and Esquimault, the Victoria arm, glimpses of which, as seen through the foliage, look like a series of inland lakes; while in front, just at ones feet, is the bay itself and its tributaries, or arms rather  Jamess Bay, etcetera, always beautiful; and behind, towards the south-east end of the island, is a view of great beauty and grandeur  a cluster of small islands, San Juan and others, water in different channels, straits and creeks, and two enormous mountains in the far distance, covered from base to summit with perpetual snow. These are Mounts Baker and Rainier, in Washington territory. Such are a few  and I am quite serious when I say only a few  of the beauties which surround Victoria.

As to the prospects of Vancouvers Island as a colony, I would say that if it shall turn out that there is an extensive and rich gold-field on the mainland in British territory, as there is every reason to believe, the island will become a profitable field for all trades, industries, and labour. The population will soon increase from Canada, whence an immigration of many thousands is already spoken of, from Australia, South America, the Atlantic States,  and, no doubt, from Europe also. If this happens, the tradesman and the labourer will find employment, and the farmer will find a ready market, at good prices, for his produce.

Should the gold suddenly disappear, the island will have benefited by the impulse just given to immigration, for, no doubt, many who came to mine will remain to cultivate the soil and to engage in other pursuits. If this be the termination of the present fever, then to the farmer who is satisfied with a competency  full garners and good larder, who loves retirement, is not ambitious of wealth, is fond of a mild, agreeable, and healthy climate, and a most lovely country to live in  the island offers every attraction. Its resources are, plenty of timber, towards the northern portion producing spars of unequalled quality, which are becoming of great value in England, and will soon be demanded in France, now that the forests of Norway and of Maine are becoming exhausted; limestone in abundance, which burns into good lime for building and for agricultural purposes; coal in plenty, now worked at Nanaimo, on the northern side of the island, by the Hudsons Bay Company  the quality is quite good, judging from the specimens I saw burning  it answers well for steam purposes, and would have found a ready sale in San Francisco were it not subject to a heavy duty (of 30 per cent, I think) under the American tariff; iron, copper, gold, and potters clay. I have no doubt that a gold-field will be discovered on the island as it gets opened up to enterprising explorers. A friend of mine brought down some sand from the sea-beach near Victoria, and assayed it the other day. It produced gold in minute quantity, and I have heard of gold washings on the island. The copper is undeveloped. The potters clay has been tested in England, and found to be very good.

The character of the soil is favourable to agriculture. It is composed of a black vegetable mould of a foot to two feet in depth, overlaying a hard yellow clay. The surface earth is very fine, pulverised, and sandy, quite black, and, no doubt, of good quality; when sharpened with sheep-feeding it produces heavy crops. The fallen trees, which are very numerous, shew that the substratum of clay is too hard to produce anything. The roots of the pine never penetrate it. In some places the spontaneous vegetation testifies to the richness of the soil  such as wild pease or vetches, and wild clover, which I  have seen reach up to my horses belly  and a most luxuriant growth of underwood, brambles, fern, etcetera.

I visited seven farms within short distances of Victoria. The crops were oats, barley, wheat, pease, potatoes, turnips, garden herbs and vegetables, fruits, and flowers; no clover, the natural grass supplying sufficient food for the cattle and sheep. The crops were all healthy, but not heavy. The wheat was not thick on the ground, nor had it a large head. It was such a crop as would be an average only in a rich, well-cultivated district of England or Scotland; far lighter than you would see in the rich counties of England and in the Carse of Gowrie. I was informed that the ground was very badly prepared by Indian labour  merely scratched over the surface. I believe that with efficient labour and skilful treatment, the crops could be nearly doubled. The oats and barley were very good crops, and the potatoes looked quite healthy, and I doubt not will turn out the best crop of all. The peas were decidedly an abundant crop. Vegetables thrive well, and all the ordinary fruits, apples, currants, etcetera, are excessively abundant, some of the currant-bushes breaking down with the weight of their fruit. Flowers of the ordinary sorts do well, but delicate plants dont thrive, owing to the coldness of the nights.

Sheep thrive admirably. I saw some very fine pure Southdowns. The rams were selling at 100 dollars each (20 pounds) to California sheep farmers. Other breeds  hybrids of Southdowns, merinos, and other stock  were also in good condition, and fair in size. Black cattle do well also. The breed is a mixture of English and American, which makes very good beef. The horses are little Indian breeds, and some crosses with American stock, all very clean limbed, sound, active, hardy, and full of endurance and high spirit, until they get into livery-stables.

During my stay, the climate was charming; the weather perfection  warm during the day, but free of glare, and not oppressive; cool in the evenings, with generally a gentle sea breeze. The long days  the protracted daylight eking out the day to nine oclock at night  the lingering sunset, and the ample gloaming, all so different from what I had been accustomed to in more southern latitudes, again reminded me of Scotland in the summer season.

So far as I wandered  about ten miles round Victoria  the landscape is totted with extensive croppings of rock, which interfere with the labours of the husbandman. Few corn-fields are without a lot of boulders, or a ridge or two of rocks rising up above the surface of the ground. Consequently the cultivated fields are small, and were sneered at by my Californian neighbours, who are accustomed to vast open prairies under crop. I have seen one field of 1000 acres all under wheat in California. But then no other country is so favoured as this is for all the interests of agriculture.

The scenery of the inland country around Victoria is a mixture of English and Scotch. Where the pine (they are all Douglass pines) prevails, you have the good soil broken into patches by the croppings of rock, producing ferns, rye-grass, and some thistles, but very few. This is the Scottish side of the picture. Then you come to the oak region; and here you have clumps, open glades, rows, single trees of umbrageous form, presenting an exact copy of English park scenery. There is no running water, unfortunately, but the meadows and little prairies that lie ensconced within the woods, shew no signs of suffering from lack of water. The nights bring heavy dews, and there are occasional rains, which keep them fresh and green. I am told that in September rains fall which renew the face of nature so suddenly, that it assumes the garb of spring, the flowers even coming out. The winter is a little cold, but never severe. I have heard it complained of as being rather wet and muggy. Frost and snow fall, but do not endure long.

The climate is usually represented as resembling that of England. In some respects the parallel may hold good; but there is no question that Vancouver has more steady fine weather, is far less changeable, and is on the whole milder. Two marked differences I remarked  the heat was never sweltering, as is sometimes the case in England, and the wind never stings, as it too often does in the mother country. The climate is unquestionably superior in Vancouver.

To resume our description of the coast, the southern shore of the Strait of Juan de Fuca is described by Vancouver as being composed of sandy cliffs of moderate height, falling perpendicularly into the sea, from the top of which the land takes a further gentle ascent, where it is entirely covered with trees, chiefly of the pine tribe, until the forest reaches a range of high craggy mountains which seem to rise from, the woodland in a very abrupt manner, with a few scattered trees on their sterile sides, and their tops covered with snow. On the north the shore is not so high, the ascent more gradual from thence to the tops of the mountains, which are less covered with snow than those to the south. They have from the strait the appearance of a compact range. Proceeding up the strait about seventy miles, a long low sandy point attracted Vancouvers attention; from its resemblance to Dungeness, on the coast of Kent, he named it New Dungeness, and found within it good anchorage in from ten to three fathoms; beyond this the coast forms a deep bay about nine miles across; and three miles from its eastern point lies Protection Island, so named from the position it occupies at the entrance of Port Discovery. Vancouver landed on it on the 1st of May 1792, and thus describes its appearance: On landing on the west end, and ascending its eminence, which was a nearly perpendicular cliff, our attention was immediately called to a landscape almost as enchantingly beautiful as the most elegantly finished pleasure-grounds in Europe. The summit of this island presented nearly a horizontal surface, interspersed with some inequalities of ground, which produced a beautiful variety on an extensive lawn covered with luxuriant grass and diversified with abundance of flowers. To the north-westward was a coppice of pine trees, and shrubs of various sorts, that seemed as if it had been planted for the purpose of protecting from the north-west winds this delightful meadow, over which were promiscuously scattered a few clumps of trees that would have puzzled the most ingenious designer of pleasure-grounds to have arranged more agreeably. While we stopped to contemplate these several beauties of nature in a prospect no less pleasing than unexpected, we gathered some gooseberries and roses in a state of considerable forwardness.

From this island, lying at the entrance of Port Discovery, commences the maritime importance of the territory, with, says Vancouver, as fine a harbour as any in the world, though subsequently he awards the palm to its neighbour Port Hudson. Its shores and scenery have been thus described by Vancouver:  

The delightful serenity of the weather greatly aided the beautiful scenery that was now presented; the surface of the sea was perfectly smooth, and the country before us presented all that bounteous nature could be expected to draw into one point of view. As we had no reason to imagine that this country had ever been indebted for any of its decorations to the hand of man, I could not possibly believe that any uncultivated country had ever been discovered exhibiting so rich a picture. The land which interrupted the horizon below the north-west and north quarters seemed to be much broken, from whence its eastern extent round to south-east was bounded by a ridge of snowy mountains, appearing to lie nearly in a north and south direction, on which Mount Baker rose conspicuously, remarkable for its height and the snowy mountains that stretch from its base to the north and south. Between us and this snowy range, the land, which on the sea-shore terminated like that we had lately passed in low perpendicular cliffs, or on beaches of sand or stone, rose here in a very gentle ascent, and was well covered with a variety of stately forest trees; these, however, did not conceal the whole face of the country in one uninterrupted wilderness, but pleasantly clothed its eminences and chequered the valleys, presenting in many directions extensive spaces that wore the appearance of having been cleared by art, like the beautiful island we had visited the day before. A picture so pleasing could not fail to call to our remembrance certain delightful and beloved situations in Old England. Both the approaches to this port, round the extremities of Protection Island, are perfectly free from obstruction, and about a league in breadth.

Separated from Port Discovery only by a narrow slip of land from a mile and a-half to two miles broad, which trending to the east protects it from the north and west, is Port Hudson, having its entrance at the extremity of the point on the east side, but little more than one mile broad; from which the harbour extends, in a semicircular form, for about four miles westward, and then trending for about six more, affords excellent shelter and anchorage for vessels in from ten to twenty fathoms, with an even bottom of mud.

In latitude 48 degrees 16 minutes the waters of the strait are divided by a high white sandy cliff, with verdant lawns on each side; this was named by Vancouver Point Partridge. It forms the western extremity of an island, long, low, verdant, and well-wooded, lying close to the coast, and having its south end at the mouth of a river rising in those mountains which here form a barrier to the further progress of the sea. The snow-covered peak of the most lofty of these is visible soon after entering the strait. Vancouver named it Mount Baker, from the officer of his ship by whom it was first seen. This mountain, with Mount Olympus, and another further to the south, named by the same navigator Mount Rainier, form nearly an equilateral triangle, and tower over the rest, the giant wardens of the land. From Point Partridge he southern branch extends about fifteen miles below the island before mentioned; this Vancouver named Admiralty Inlet. Here the tides begin to be sufficiently rapid to afford obstruction to navigation; and hence it parts in two arms, one named Hoods Canal, taking a south-west course, and the other continuing a south course for forty miles, and then also bending to the west, terminates in a broad sound studded with islands, called by him Pugets Sound.

On the east coast of Admiralty Inlet, there is a broad sound with very deep water and rapid tides, but affording good anchorage in the mouth of the river. Here Vancouver landed and took formal possession of the country on Monday, the 4th of June, (with the usual solemnities, and under a royal salute from the ships), in the name of his Britannic Majesty King George the Third, and for his heirs and successors  that day being His Majestys birthday  from latitude 39 degrees 20 minutes to the entrance of this inlet, supposed to be the Strait of Juan de Fuca, as well the northern as the southern shores, together with those situated in the interior sea, extending from the said strait in various directions between the north-west, north-east, and south quarters. This interior sea he named the Gulf of Georgia, and the continent bounding the said gulf, and extending southward to the 45th degree of north latitude, New Georgia, in honour of His Majesty George the Third. The sound he named, from this incident, Possession Sound. Of the country round the sound he thus writes: Our eastern view was now bounded by the range of snowy mountains from Mount Baker, bearing by compass north, to Mount Rainier, bearing north 54 degrees east. This mountain was hid by the more elevated parts of the low land; and the intermediate snowy mountains, in various rugged and grotesque shapes, were seen just to rear their heads above the lofty pine trees, which appeared to compose an uninterrupted forest between us and the snowy range, presenting a most pleasing landscape; nor was our west view destitute of similar diversification. The ridge of mountains on which Mount Olympus is situated, whose rugged summits were seen no less fancifully towering over the forest than those of the east side, bounded to a considerable extent our western horizon; on these, however, not one conspicuous eminence arose, nor could we now distinguish that which on the sea-coast appeared to be centrally situated, forming an elegant biforked mountain. From the south extremity of these ridges of mountains there seemed to be an extensive tract of land, moderately elevated and beautifully diversified by pleasing inequalities of surface, enriched with every appearance of fertility.

The narrow channel from Possession Sound, at the back of the long island lying at its mouth, which Vancouver named Whidbeys Island, affords some small but convenient harbours; its northern entrance is so choked with rocks as to be scarcely practicable for vessels; but its southern is wide, and the navigation unimpeded.

The northern arm of the straits commences in an archipelago of small islands, well wooded and fertile, but generally without water; in one of them, however, Vancouver found good anchorage, though exposed to the south, having wood, water, and every necessary; this he named Strawberry Cove, from that fruit having been found there in great abundance, and the island, from the trees which covered it, Cypress Island. About this part the continental shore is high and rocky, though covered with wood; and, it may be remarked generally, that the northern shore of the gulf becomes more rocky and sterile, shewing gradually a less and less variety of trees, until those of the pine tribe alone are found.

Above the archipelago the straits widen, swelling out to the east in a double bay, affording good anchorage, beyond which the shores become low and sandy, and a wide bank of sand extends along them about one or two miles, closely approaching the opposite side of the gulf, leaving a narrow but clear channel. This bank, affording large sturgeon, was named by Vancouver after that fish; and keeping to the south around it, he did not observe that here the gulf receives the waters of Fraser River from the north. Here the gulf is open, and the navigation unimpeded, except by a few islands on the north shore; one of them, named by the Spaniards de Feveda, deserves notice; it is parallel with the shore, narrow, and about thirty miles long.

Among the natural features of this part of the north shore of the gulf, must not be omitted, on account of their singularity, the small salt-water lakes, which are found divided from the sea only by a narrow ledge of rock, having a depth over it of four feet at high-water. They are consequently replenished by the sea every tide, and form salt-water cascades during the ebb and rise of of the tides; some of them, divided into several branches, run through a low swampy woodland country. Here also are streams of water, so warm as to be unpleasant to the hand; and every feature of this district evidences the violent effort of nature in its production. Except the coast and canals, nothing is known of it; but its mineral riches are scarcely problematical. The channels between the several islands which here obstruct the gulf are narrow, deep, and much impeded by the strength of the tide, which is sufficient in some places to stop the progress of a steam-vessel, as has been frequently experienced by the Hudsons Bay Companys steam-boat Beaver; yet Vancouver found no difficulty in working his vessels through Johnstones Strait, the passage between these islands and the southern shore, against a head-wind; being compelled, as he says, to perform a complete traverse from shore to shore through its whole length, and without meeting the least obstruction, from rocks or shoals. He adds, the great depth of water, not only here, but that which is generally found washing the shores of this very broken and divided country, must ever be considered a peculiar circumstance, and a great inconvenience to its navigation; we, however, found a sufficient number of stopping-places to answer all our purposes, and in general without going far out of our way. From this, archipelago, extending about sixty miles, the strait widens into a broad expanse, which swells to the north in a deep sound, filled with islands, called Broughtons Archipelago. This part was named by Vancouver Queen Charlottes Sound; and is here fifteen miles broad, exclusive of the archipelago, but it contracts immediately to less than ten, and sixty miles from Johnstone Straits joins the Pacific, its northern boundary. Cape Caution, being in latitude 51 degrees 10 minutes. The entrance to the sound is choked with rocks and shoals.

Here, between Broughtons Archipelago and Cape Caution, another mountain, called Mount Stephen, conspicuous from its irregular form and great elevation, and worthy to be named with those to the south, seems to mount guard over the northern entrance to the straits.

From Cape Caution, off which are several groups of rocks to latitude 54 degrees 40 minutes, where the Russian territory commences, the coast has much the same character as that already described between the Gulf of Georgia and the sea, but that its harsher features are occasionally much softened, and its navigation less impeded. Throughout its whole length it is cut up by long and deep canals, which form various archipelagos of islands, and penetrate deeply and circuitously into the land, which is high, but not so precipitous as about Desolation Sound, and generally covered with trees.

The islands lying close to the shore follow its sinuosities, and through the narrow channels thus formed the currents are rapid; those more detached are more fertile; they are all the resort of the natives during the fishing season. Their formation is granite, the prevailing rock north of latitude 49 degrees. Distant thirty miles at its nearest and ninety at its furthest point from the line of islands which cover this coast, and under parallels 52 degrees and 54 degrees, lies Queen Charlottes Island, called by the Americans Washington. It is in form triangular, about 150 miles long, and above sixty at its greatest breadth, and contains upwards of 4000 square miles. Possessed of an excellent harbour on its east coast, in latitude 53 degrees 3 minutes, and another on the north, at Hancocks River (the Port Entrada of the Spaniards), it is a favourite resort of traders. The climate and soil are excellent, hills lofty and well wooded, and its coast, especially on the west side, deeply indented by arms of the sea, among which may be named Englefield Bay and Cartwrights Sound. Coal and some metals are said to have been found on this island.

On the whole the character of this coast seems to be well expressed by Lieutenant Wilkes, when he says Nothing can exceed the beauty of these waters, and their safety; not a shoal exists within the straits of Juan de Fuca, Admiralty Inlet, Pugets Sound, or Hoods Canal that can in any way interrupt their navigation by a 74 gun ship. I venture nothing in saying there is no country in the world that possesses waters equal to these.




Chapter Five.

Native Tribes.

Mr Nicolay, in his treatise on the Oregon Territory, gives a minute and graphic account of the aboriginal inhabitants of this district, from which we purpose making some extracts to enrich our pages.

The principal Indian tribes, commencing from the south, are the Callapuyas, Shaste, Klamet, Umqua, Rogues River, and Chinooks, between the Californian boundary and Columbia, to the west of the Cascade Mountains; the Shoshones or Snake and Nezperces tribes about the southern branch of the Columbia, and Cascade Indians on the river of that name; between the Columbia and the Strait of Fuca, the Tatouche or Classet tribe; and the Clalams about Port Discovery; the Sachet about Possession Sound; the Walla-walla, Flat-head, Flat-bow Indians, and Cour dAleine or Pointed Heart, about the rivers of the same names; the Chunnapuns and Chanwappans between the Cascade range and the north branch of the Columbia; the Kootanie to the east, between it and the Rocky Mountains; and to the north about Okanagan, various branches of the Carrier tribe. Of those on the coast to the north and on Vancouver Island not much is known.

Their numbers may be stated at a rough estimate as  

On the coast below the Columbia 

2,500



About the Cascades 

1,500



On the Snake River and its tributary 

2,500



Between the Columbia and Strait of De Fuca 

3,000



About Fort Vancouver 

1,500



Walla-walla 

1,500



Flat-head, etcetera 

1,200



Okanagan 

750



Northward 

2,500



Vancouvers and Queen Charlottes Island 

5,000



Possession Sound 

650



Fraser River 

500



On the coast of the Gulf of Georgia 

500



Total 

23,500



This is, however, 6000 less than was reported to the Congress of the United States, and 4000 more than Mr Wilkes calculation.

That there are errors in this there can be no doubt; and it is probable that some smaller tribes may be omitted in the above calculation; the number, therefore, between parallels 42 degrees and 54 degrees 40 minutes may be roughly estimated at 30,000.

Through the care of the Hudsons Bay Company and the semi-civilised habits they have adopted, the number of Indians to the north of the Columbia is not on the decrease; to the south it is; and the total must be very considerably less than it was before the settlement was made among them.

The Indian nations in Oregon may be divided into three classes, differing in habits and character according to their locality and means of sustenance  the Indians of the coast, the mountains, and the plains. The first feed mostly on fish, and weave cloth for clothing from the wool or hair of the native sheep, having to a great extent settled residences, though these last characteristics are rapidly disappearing; the second, trappers and hunters, wandering for the most part in pursuit of game; and the third, the equestrian tribes, who, on the great plains about the waters of the rivers, chase on their fleet horses the gigantic bison, whose flesh supplies them with food, and whose hide covers them. The former bear some resemblance to the native inhabitants of the islands of the Pacific. The two latter are in every respect Red men. Those on the coast were first known, and when visited by the early voyagers had the characteristics which, from contiguity to White men, have deteriorated in the south, but which have been retained in the north  high courage, determination, and great ingenuity, but joined to cruelty and faithlessness; and as in the south Destruction Island obtained its name from their savage cruelty, so does the coast throughout its length afford the same testimony. Cook, who first discovered them, says, They were thieves in the strictest sense of the word, for they pilfered nothing from us but what they knew could be converted to the purposes of utility, and had a real value according to their estimation of things.

Their form is thick and clumsy, but they are not deficient in strength or activity; when young, their colour is not dark nor their features hard, but exposure to the weather, want of mental culture, and their dirty habits, soon reduce them all to the same dark complexion and dull phlegmatic want of expression which is strongly marked in all of them.

In Cooks time, and till the White men settled among them, their dress was a flaxen mantle, ornamented with fur above, and tassels and fringes, which, passing under the left arm, is tied over the right shoulder, leaving the right side open: this is fastened round the waist by a girdle: above this, which reaches below the knee, a circular cape, perforated in the centre to admit the head, made of the same substance, and also fringed in the lower part, is worn: it covers the arms to the elbows. Their head is covered with a cap, conical but truncated, made of fine matting, ornamented at the top with a knot or tassels. Besides the above dress, common to both sexes, the men frequently throw over their garments the skin of a bear, wolf, or sea-otter, with the fur outwards: they wear the hair loose, unless tied up in the scalping-lock: they cover themselves with paint, and swarm with vermin; upon the paint they strew mica to make it glitter. They perforate the nose and ears, and put various ornaments into them.

But besides these common habits, they have official and ceremonious occasions, on which they wear beautiful furs and theatrical dresses and disguises, including large masks; and their war-dress, formed of a thick doubled leathern mantle of elk or buffalo skin, frequently with a cloak over it, on which the hoofs of horses were strung, makes an almost impervious cuirass. Their love for music, general lively dispositions, except from provocation, but determination in avenging insult or wrong, is testified by all.

Cook also gives a full description of their houses and manner of life. Of the former, he says they are made of split boards, and large enough for several families, who occupy small pens on each side of the interior. They have benches and boxes, and many of their utensils, such as pipes, etcetera, are frequently carved; as are also gigantic human faces on large trunks of trees, which they set up for posts to their dwellings.

In their persons and houses they were filthy in the extreme; in their habits lazy; but the women were modest and industrious. Their principal food was fish, but they had edible roots and game from the land. A favourite article of food was also the roe of herrings, dried on pine branches or sea-weed. Their weapons were spears, arrows, slings, and clubs, similar to the New Zealanders; also an axe, not dissimilar to the North American tomahawk, the handle of which is usually carved.

They made garments of pine-bark beaten fine; these were made by hand with plaited thread and woollen, so closely wove as to resemble cloth, and frequently had worked on them figures of men and animals: on one was the whole process of the whale fishery. Their aptitude for the imitative arts was very great. Their canoes were rather elegantly formed out of trees, with rising prow, frequently carved in figures. They differ from those of the Pacific generally, in having neither sails nor outriggers; they had harpoons and spears for whale-fishing. Vancouver, when at Port Discovery, saw some long poles placed upright on the beach at equal distances, the object of which he could not discover, and it was not till the last voyage of discovery, despatched from the United States under Commodore Wilkes, that they were ascertained to have been used for hanging nets upon, to catch wild-fowl by night: their ingenuity in this and in netting salmon is very remarkable. They have two nets, the drawing and casting net, made of a silky grass found on the banks of the Columbia, or the fibres of the roots of trees, or of the inner bark of the white cedar. The salmon-fishing on the Columbia commences in June, the main body, according to the habit of this fish, dividing at the mouth of the tributary streams to ascend then to their sources. At the rapids and falls the work of destruction commences; with a bag-net, not unlike to an European fishermans landing-net, on a pole thirty feet long, the Indians take their stand on the rocks, or on platforms erected for the purpose, and throwing their nets into the river above their standing-places, let them float down the rapids to meet the fish as they ascend. By this means many are caught; they have also stake-nets and lines with stones for leads; they also catch many with hook and line, and sometimes, now they have fire-arms, shoot them. Their mode of fishing for sturgeon is also peculiar. The line, made of twisted fibres of the roots of trees, is attached to a large wooden hook and let down over the side of a canoe; those used for this purpose are small, having only one or two men at most in them: having hooked a fish, they haul him gently up till he floats on the water, then, with a heavy mallet, with one blow on the head they kill him; with singular dexterity they contrive to jerk a fish of three hundred pounds over the lowered side of the canoe by a single effort. They catch whales also by means of harpoons with bladders attached. The oil is sold to the Hudsons Bay Company. It has been said that their houses were made of boards, but some constructive art is displayed in their erection as was much ingenuity in procuring the materials before axes were introduced among them; for they contrived to fell trees with a rough chisel and mallet. The houses are made of centre-posts about eighteen feet high, upon which a long pole rests, forming the ridge of the roof, from whence rafters descend to another like it, but not more than five feet from the ground; to these again, cross poles are attached, and against these are placed boards upright, and the lower end fixed in the ground; across these again, poles are placed, and tied with cords of cedar bark to those inside of the roof, which are similarly disposed: the planks are double. These houses are divided on each side into stalls and pens, occupied as sleeping places during the night, and the rafters serve to suspend the fish, which are dried by the smoke in its lengthened course through the interstices of the roof and walls. In their superstitions, theatricals, dances, and songs they have much similarity to the natives of Polynesia. Debased now, and degraded even beneath their former portrait  fast fading away before the more genial sun of the fortunes of the White man  the Indians on the southern coast are no longer free and warlike, and being in subjection to the Hudsons Bay Company, English manufactures are substituted for the efforts of their native industry.

The mode of burial practised among the tribes on the coast is very peculiar. The corpse is placed sometimes in a canoe raised a few feet from the ground, with arms and other necessaries beside it. These are not unfrequently spoiled beforehand, to prevent their being stolen, as if they thought they might, like their owner, be restored to their former state in the new world. Sometimes they are put in upright boxes like sentry-boxes  sometimes in small enclosures  but usually kept neat, and those of the chiefs frequently painted. Mount Coffin, at the mouth of the Cowelitz, seems to have been appropriated to the burial of persons of importance; it is about seven hundred feet high, and quite isolated: on it were to be seen the canoe-coffins of the natives in every stage of decay; they were hung between the trees about five feet from the ground. This cemetery of the Columbia is, however, destroyed, for the American sailors under Wilkes, neglecting to put out their cooking-fire, it spread over the whole mountain, and continued to rage through the night, till all was burnt. A few small presents appeased the Indians, who but a few years before could only have drowned the remembrance of such a national disgrace in the blood of those who caused it.

Among the tribes about the lower part of the Columbia the singular custom of flattening the head still prevails, though not to the extent it did formerly; Mr Dunn thus describes the operation:  

Immediately after the birth, the infant is laid in an oblong wooden trough, by way of cradle, with moss under the head; the end on which the head reposes is raised higher than the rest; a padding is then placed on the infants forehead, with a piece of cedar-bark over it; it is pressed down by cords, which pass through holes on each side of the trough. As the tightening of the padding and pressure of the head is gradual, the process is said not to be attended with much pain. The appearance of the infant, however, while under it, is shocking,  its little black eyes seem ready to start from their sockets; the mouth exhibits all the appearance of internal convulsion; and it clearly appears that the face is undergoing a process of unnatural configuration. About a years pressure is sufficient to produce the desired effect; the head is ever after completely flattened; and as slaves are always left to nature, this deformity is consequently a mark of free birth. The Indians on the north coast possess the characteristics of the southern, but harsher and more boldly defined  they are of fiercer and more treacherous dispositions. Indeed, those of the south have a disposition to merriment and light-hearted good humour. Their mechanical ingenuity is more remarkably displayed in the carving on their pipes, and especially in working iron and steel. The Indians of the coast are doubtless all from the same stock, modified by circumstances and locality. Those, however, to the south of the Columbia, about the waters of the rivers Klamet and Umqua, partake largely of the characteristics of the Indians of the plains, their country having prairies, and themselves possessing horses: they are remarkable for nothing but their determined hostility towards the Whites. Idleness and filth are inveterate among all three, but among the Indians of the plains there is a marked difference; there, their food consist of fish, indeed, and dried for winter, but not entirely, being more varied by venison than on the coast, and in the winter by roots, which they dig up and lay by in store. They live more in moveable tents, and to the south their great wealth is their horses. They are not, like the coast Indians, of small stature and inelegantly made, but remarkable for comeliness of person and elegance of carriage. They are equestrian in their habits, and shew to great advantage on horseback. The principal tribes are the Shoshones and Walla-walla, between whom, as between the former and the Blackfeet, there has been continual war. The Shoshones dwell between the Rocky and Blue Mountain ranges, the Walla-walla about the river of that fame; the Blackfeet at the foot of the Rocky Mountains, principally, but not entirely, on the eastern side. Warlike and independent, the Blackfeet had for a long time the advantage, having been earlier introduced to the use of fire-arms; but by the instrumentality of the Hudsons Bay Company, they have been of late years more on an equality: they are friendly to the Whites, but the Blackfeet, their mortal enemies, and their hill-forts overhanging the passes of the Rocky Mountains, make the future safety of the journey to the United States depend on the temper of this fickle and bloodthirsty nation, who have been well termed the Arabs of the West, for truly their hand is against every man, and every mans hand against them; and though seriously lessened in number by war and disease, they still dwell in the presence of all their brethren. The Shoshones feed frequently on horse-flesh, and have also large quantities of edible roots, which stand them in great stead during the winter. When the men are fishing for salmon, the women are employed in digging and preserving the roots. There is, indeed, one tribe inhabiting the country of the salt lakes and springs to the south of the head-waters of the Snake or Saptin River, who have no wish, beyond these roots, living in the most bestial manner possible: these, from their single occupation, have been named Diggers. Above the Walla-walla, also, there is a tribe called the Basket people, from their using a basket in fishing for salmon. The apparatus consists of a large wicker basket, supported by long poles inserted into it, and fixed in the rocks; to the basket is joined a long frame, spreading above, against which the fish, in attempting to leap the falls, strike and fall into the basket; it is taken up three times a day, and at each haul not unfrequently contains three hundred fine fish. The Flat-heads, dwelling about the river of that name, are the most northern of the equestrian tribes: their characteristics are intelligence and aptitude for civilisation; yet, in the early history of the country, their fierceness and barbarity in war could not be exceeded, especially in their retaliation on the Blackfeet, of which Ross Cox gives a horrible account. The usual dress of these tribes is a shirt, leggings, and mocassins of deer-skin, frequently much ornamented with fringes of beads, and formerly in the braves with scalps; a cap of handkerchief generally covers the head, but the Shoshones twist their long black hair into a natural helmet, more useful as a protection than many artificial defences: in winter a buffalo robe is added to the usual clothing. Horses abound among them, and they are usually well armed. Through the influence of the Hudsons Bay Company, these tribes are beaming amalgamated by intermarriage, and will, doubtless, from their pliability of disposition, readiness of perception, and capability for improvement generally, no less than their friendship for the Whites and devotion to the Company, gradually lose their identity in acquired habits and knowledge, and become the peaceful proprietors of a country rich in flocks and herds, even very much cattle. The more northern Indians inhabiting the mountainous country round the head-waters of Oregon River and the branches of the Columbia, evidence an origin similar to the Chippewayan tribes on the east of the Rocky Mountains. Mackenzie found but little difference, when travelling from one to the other, and his guides were generally well understood: like them, they have exchanged their shirts and robes of skins for European manufactures, and their bows and spears for fire-arms. Among them the greater part of the furs exported by the Hudsons Bay Company are procured, and the return of the traffic supplies all their wants: they differ, however, in manners and habits; for among them is found the tribe of Carriers, whose filthiness and bestiality cannot be exceeded; whose dainties are of putrid flesh, and are eaten up with disease; nevertheless, they are a tall, well-formed, good-looking race, and not wanting in ingenuity. Their houses are well formed of logs of small trees; buttressed up internally, frequently above seventy feet long and fifteen high, but, unlike those of the coast, the roof is of bark: their winter habitations are smaller, and often covered over with grass and earth: some even dwell in excavations of the ground, which have only an aperture at the top, and serves alike for door and chimney. Salmon, deer, bears, and wild-fowl are their principal food: of the latter they procure large quantities.

Their mode of taking salmon is curious. They build a weir across the stream, having an opening only in one place, at which they fix a basket, three feet in diameter, with the mouth made something like an eel-trap, through which alone the fish can find a passage. On the side of this basket is a hole, to which is attached a smaller basket, into which the fish pass from the large one, and cannot return or escape. This, when filled, is taken up without disturbing the larger one.

Of the religion and superstitions of the Indians little need be said; the features of polytheism being everywhere as similar as its effects. Impudent conjurers are their priests and teachers, and exerted once unlimited sway; but under the satisfactory proofs of the value of scientific medical practice and the tuition of the missionaries, it is to be hoped both their claims to respect will be negatived; and as they have evinced great aptitude to embrace and profit by instruction, it may perhaps happen that secular knowledge may combine with religious to save them from the apparent necessary result.

In closing this brief account of the gold-fields of New Caledonia, we cannot avoid adverting to the great event which, has been, we may say, contemporaneous with these discoveries  the laying down of the Atlantic telegraph. The sources of an apparently boundless and dazzling wealth have been opened up in the Far West of America, and a mighty stream of thought has begun its perpetual flow backwards and forwards between her eastern shores and England. We hail the coincidence as an assurance that friendly communication, and peace, and good-will, shall go hand and hand with the getting of gold in, and the civilising of, these far off regions; and we believe that God will use both these new and mighty engines for the advancement of the blessed gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ in the British possessions of North America.




Appendix.

Correspondence Relative to the Discovery of Gold in the Fraser River District, in British North America.

Presented to both Houses of Parliament by Command of Her Majesty, July 2, 1858.

Number 1.

Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, April 16, 1856.

Sir,  I hasten to communicate, for the information of Her Majestys Government, a discovery of much importance, made known to me by Mr Angus McDonald, clerk in charge of Fort Colville, one of the Hudsons Bay Companys trading posts on the Upper Columbia District.

That gentleman reports, in a letter dated on the 1st of March last, that gold has been found in considerable quantities within the British territory, on the Upper Columbia, and that he is, moreover, of opinion, that valuable deposits of gold will be found in many other parts of that country; he also states that the daily earnings of persons then employed in digging gold were ranging from 2 pounds to 8 pounds for each man. Such is the substance of his report on that subject, and I have requested him to continue his communications in respect to any further discoveries made.

I do not know if Her Majestys Government will consider it expedient to raise a revenue in that quarter, by taxing all persons engaged in gold digging; but I may remark, that it will be impossible to levy such a tax without the aid of a military force, and the expense in that case would probably exceed the income derived from the mines.

I will not fail to keep you well informed in respect to the extent and value of the gold discoveries made; and circumstances will probably be the best indication of the course which it may be expedient to take, that is, in respect to imposing a tax, or leaving the field free and open to any persons who may choose to dig for gold.

Several interesting experiments in gold-washing have been lately made in this colony, with a degree of success that will no doubt lead to further attempts for the discovery of the precious metal. The quantity of gold found is sufficient to prove the existence of the metal, and the parties engaged in, the enterprise entertain sanguine hopes of discovering rich and productive beds. I have, etcetera, (Signed) James Douglas, Governor.

The Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

No. II.

The Right Hon. Henry Labouchere to Governor Douglas.

Downing Street, August 4, 1856.

Sir,  I have to acknowledge the receipt of your despatch, Number 10, of the 16th April last, reporting the discovery of gold within the British territory of the Upper Columbia River district.

In the absence of all effective machinery of Government, I perceive that it would be quite abortive to attempt to raise a revenue from licences to dig for gold in that region. Indeed, as Her Majestys Government do not at present look for a revenue from this distant quarter of the British dominions, so neither are they prepared to incur any, expense on account of it. I must, therefore, leave it to your discretion to determine the best means of preserving order in the event of any considerable increase of population flocking into this new gold district; and I shall rely on your furnishing me with full and regular accounts of any event of interest or importance which may occur in consequence of this discovery. I have, etcetera, (Signed) H. Labouchere.

To Governor Douglas, etcetera, etcetera.

No. III.

Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, October 29, 1856.

Sir,  1. I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of your despatch, Number 14, of the 4th of August, communicating the arrival of my despatch, Number 10, of the 16th April last, in which was reported the discovery of gold within the British territory in the Upper Columbia River district.

2. I have, since the date of that letter, received several other communications from my correspondent in that part of the country, who, however, scarcely makes any allusion to the gold discovery; but I have heard through other almost equally reliable sources of information, that the number of persons engaged in gold digging is yet extremely limited, in consequence of the threatening attitude of the native tribes, who, being hostile to the Americans, have uniformly opposed the entrance of American citizens into their country.

3. The people from American Oregon are, therefore, excluded from the gold district, except such, as resorting to the artifice of denying their country, succeed in passing for British subjects. The persons at present engaged in the search of gold are chiefly of British origin, and retired servants of the Hudsons Bay Company, who, being well acquainted with the natives, and connected by old acquaintanceship and the ties of friendship, are more disposed to aid and assist each other in their common pursuits than to commit injuries against persons or property.

4. They appear to pursue their toilsome occupation in peace, and without molestation from the natives, and there is no reason to suppose that any criminal act has been lately committed in that part of the country.

5. It is reported that gold is found in considerable quantities, and that several persons have accumulated large sums by their labour and traffic, but I cannot vouch for the accuracy of these reports; though, on the other hand, there is no reason to discredit them, as about 220 ounces of gold dust have been brought to Vancouvers Island direct from the Upper Columbia, a proof that the country is at least auriferous.

From the successful result of experiments made in washing gold from the sands of the tributary streams of Fraser River, there is reason to suppose that the gold region is extensive, and I entertain sanguine hopes that future researches will develop stores of wealth, perhaps equal to the gold fields of California. The geological formations observed in the Sierra Nevada of California being similar in character to the structure of the corresponding range of mountains in this latitude, it is not unreasonable to suppose that the resemblance will be found to include auriferous deposits.

6. I shall not fail to furnish you with full and regular accounts of every event of interest connected with the gold district, which may from time to time occur. I have, etcetera, (Signed) James Douglas, Governor.

The Right Hon. H. Labouchere; etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

No. V.

Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, July 15, 1857.

Received, September 18, 1857.

Sir,  1. I have the honour of communicating for your information the substance of advices which I have lately received from the interior of the continent north of the 49th parallel of latitude, corroborating the former accounts from that quarter respecting the auriferous character of certain districts of the country on the right bank of the Columbia River, and of the extensive table land which divides it from Fraser River.

2. There is, however, as yet a degree of uncertainty respecting the productiveness of those gold fields, for reports vary so much on that point, some parties representing the deposits as exceedingly rich, while others are of opinion that they will not repay the labour and outlay of working, that I feel it would be premature for me to give a decided opinion on the subject.

3. It is, however, certain that gold has been found in many places by washing the soil of the river beds, and also of the mountainsides; but, on the other hand, the quantities hitherto collected are inconsiderable, and do not lend much support to the opinion entertained of the richness of these deposits; so that the question as to their ultimate value remains thus undetermined, and will probably not be decided until more extensive researches are made.

4. A new element of difficulty in exploring the gold country has been interposed through the opposition of the native Indian tribes of Thompson River, who have lately taken the high-handed, though probably not unwise course, of expelling all the parties of gold-diggers, composed chiefly of persons from the American territories, who had forced an entrance into their country. They have also openly expressed a determination to resist all attempts at working gold in any of the streams flowing into Thompson River, both from a desire to monopolise the precious metal for their own benefit, and from a well-founded impression that the shoals of salmon which annually ascend those rivers, and furnish the principal food of the inhabitants, will be driven off, and prevented from making their annual migrations from the sea.

5. The officers in command of the Hudsons Bay Companys posts in that quarter, have received orders carefully to respect the feelings of the natives in that matter, and not to employ any of the companys servants in washing out gold, without their full approbation and consent. There is, therefore, nothing to apprehend on the part of the Hudsons Bay Companys servants, but there is much reason to fear that serious affrays may take place between the natives and the motley adventurers who will be attracted by the reputed wealth of the country, from the United States possessions in Oregon, and may probably attempt to overpower the opposition of the natives by force of arms, and thus endanger the peace of the country.

6. I beg to submit, if in that case, it: may not become a question whether the natives are not entitled to the protection of Her Majestys Government, and if an officer invested with the requisite authority should not, without delay, be appointed for that purpose. I have, etcetera, (Signed) James Douglas, Governor.

The Right Hon. H. Labouchere, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

No. VI.

Extract of a Despatch from Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P., dated Victoria, Vancouvers Island, December 29, 1857. (Received March 2, 1858.)

Since I had the honour of addressing you on the 15th July last, concerning the gold fields in the interior of the country north of the 49th parallel of latitude, which, for the sake of brevity, I will hereafter speak of as the Couteau mines (so named after the tribe of Indians who inhabit the country), I have received farther intelligence from my correspondents in that quarter.

It appears from their reports that the auriferous character of the country is becoming daily more extensively developed, through the exertions of the native Indian tribes, who, having tasted the sweets of gold finding, are devoting much of their time and attention to that pursuit.

They are, however, at present almost destitute of tools for moving the soil, and of washing implements for separating the gold from the earthy matrix, and have therefore to pick it out with their knives, or to use their fingers for that purpose; a circumstance which in some measure accounts for the small products of gold up to the present time, the export being only about 300 ounces since the 6th of last October.

The same circumstance will also serve to reconcile the opinion now generally entertained of the richness of the gold deposits by the few experienced miners who have seen the Couteau country, with the present paucity of production.

The reputed wealth of the Couteau mines is causing much excitement among the population of the United States territories of Washington and Oregon, and I have no doubt that a great number of people from those territories will be attracted thither with the return of the fine weather in spring.

In that case, difficulties between the natives and whites will be of frequent occurrence, and unless measures of prevention are taken, the country will soon become the scene of lawless misrule.

In my letter of the 15th of July, I took the liberty of suggesting the appointment of an officer invested with authority to protect the natives from violence, and generally, so far as possible, to maintain the peace of the country. Presuming that you will approve of that suggestion, I have, as a preparatory step towards the proposed measure for the preservation of peace and order, this day issued a proclamation declaring the rights of the Crown in respect to gold found in its natural place of deposit, within the limits of Fraser River and Thompson River districts, within which are situated the Couteau mines; and forbidding all persons to dig or disturb the soil in search of gold, until authorised on that behalf by Her Majestys Government.

I herewith forward a copy of that proclamation, and also of the regulations since published, setting forth the terms on which licences will be issued to legalise the search for gold, on payment of a fee of ten shillings a-month, payable in advance.

When mining becomes a remunerative employment, and there is a proof of the extent and productiveness of the gold deposits, I would propose that the licence fee be gradually increased, in such a manner, however, as not to be higher than the persons engaged in mining can readily pay. My authority for issuing that proclamation, seeing that it refers to certain districts of continental America, which are not, strictly speaking, within the jurisdiction of this Government, may, perhaps, be called in question; but I trust that the motives which have influenced me on this occasion, and the fact of my being invested with the authority over the premises of the Hudsons Bay Company, and the only authority commissioned by Her Majesty within reach, will plead my excuse. Moreover, should Her Majestys Government not deem, it advisable to enforce the rights of the Crown, as set forth in the proclamation, it may be allowed to fall to the ground, and to become a mere dead letter.

If you think it expedient that I should visit the Couteau Mines in course of the coming spring or summer, for the purpose of inquiring into the state of the country, and authorise me to do so, if I can for a time conveniently leave this colony, I freely place my services at the disposal of Her Majestys Government.

No. VII.

The Governor of Vancouvers Island to the Right Hon. H. Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, January 22, 1858.

(Received March 15, 1858.)

Sir,  1. With reference to the proclamation and regulations legalising the search for gold in the districts of Fraser River and Thompson River, transmitted with my despatch, Number 35, of the 29th of December last, I have now the honour to communicate for your information, that we have since that date raised the licence fee from ten shillings to twenty-one shillings a-month, payable in advance, which is the present charge for gold licences.

2. We are induced to make that change through a desire to place a large amount of revenue at the disposal of Government to meet the expense of giving protection to life and property in those countries, and at the same time from a well-founded conviction that persons really bent upon visiting the gold district will as readily pay the increased as the lower rate of charge.

I have, etcetera, (Signed) James Douglas, Governor.

To the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

No. VIII.

Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. H. Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, April 6, 1858.

Sir,  1. Since I had last the honour of addressing you in my despatch, Number 35, on the 29th of December last, in reference to the discovery of gold in the Couteau, or Thompson River district, we have had much communication with persons who have since visited that part of the country.

2. The search for gold and prospecting of the country, had, up to the last dates from the interior, been carried on almost exclusively by the native Indian population, who have discovered the productive beds, and put out almost all the gold, about eight hundred ounces, which has been hitherto exported from the country, and who are, moreover, extremely jealous of the whites, and strongly opposed to their digging the soil for gold.

3. The few white men who passed the winter at the diggings  chiefly retired servants of the Hudsons Bay Company  though well acquainted with Indian character, were obstructed by the natives in their attempts to search for gold. They were on all occasions narrowly watched, and in every instance, when they did succeed in removing the surface and excavating to the depth of the auriferous stratum, they were quietly hustled and crowded by the natives, who having by that means obtained possession of the spot, then proceeded to reap the fruits of their labours.

4. Such conduct was unwarrantable and exceedingly trying to the temper of spirited men, but the savages were far too numerous for resistance, and they had to submit to their dictation. It is, however, worthy of remark, and a circumstance highly honourable to the character of those savages, that they have on all occasions scrupulously respected the persons and property of their white visitors, at the same that they have expressed a determination to reserve the gold for their own benefit.

5. Such being the purpose of the natives, affrays and collisions with the whites will surely follow the accession of numbers, which the latter are now receiving by the influx of adventurers from Vancouvers Island and the United States territories in Oregon; and there is no doubt in my mind that sooner or later the intervention of Her Majestys Government will be required to restore and maintain the peace. Up to the present time, however, the country continues quiet, but simply, I believe, because the whites have not attempted to resist the impositions of the natives. I will, however, make it a part of my duty to keep you well informed in respect to the state of the gold country.

6. The extent of the gold region is yet but imperfectly known, and I have, therefore, not arrived at any decided opinion as to its ultimate value as a gold-producing country. The boundaries of the gold district have been, however, greatly extended since ay former report.

7. In addition to the diggings before known on Thompson River and its tributary streams, a valuable deposit has been recently found by the natives, on a bank of Fraser River, about fifty miles beyond its confluence with the Thompson, and gold in small quantities has been found in the possession of the natives as far as the great falls of Fraser River, about eighty miles above the Forks. The small quantity of gold hitherto produced  about eight hundred ounces  by the large native population of the country is, however, unaccountable in a rich gold-producing country, unless we assume that the want of skill, industry, and proper mining tools on the part of the natives sufficiently account for the fact.

8. On the contrary, the vein rocks and its other geological features, as described by an experienced gold miner, encourage the belief that the country is highly auriferous.

9. The miner in question clearly described the older slate formations thrown up and pierced by beds of quartz, granite, porphyry, and other igneous rocks; the vast accumulations of sand, gravel, and shingle extending from the roots of the mountains to the banks of Fraser River and its affluents, which are peculiar characteristics of the gold districts of California and other countries. We therefore hope, and are preparing for a rich harvest of trade, which will greatly redound to the advantage of this colony.

10. I have further to communicate for your information that the proclamation issued by me, asserting the rights of the Crown to all gold in its natural place of deposit, and forbidding all persons to dig for gold without a licence, has been published in the newspapers of Oregon and Washington territories, and that, notwithstanding, some seventy or eighty adventurers from the American side have gone by the way of Fraser River to the Couteau mines without taking out licences.

11. I did not, as I might have done, attempt to enforce those rights by means of a detachment of seamen and marines, from the Satellite, without being assured that such a proceeding would meet with the approval of Her Majestys Government; but the moment your instructions on the subject are received, I will take measures to carry them into effect.

I have, etcetera, (Signed) James Douglas, Governor.

The Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P., etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

No. X.

Governor Douglas to the Right Hon. Henry Labouchere, M.P.

Victoria, Vancouvers Island, May 8, 1858.

Since I had the honour of addressing you on the 6th of April last on the subject of the Couteau gold mines, they have become more than ever a source of attraction to the people of Washington and Oregon territories, and it is evident from the accounts published in the latest San Francisco papers, that intense excitement prevails among the inhabitants of that stirring city on the same subject.

The Couteau country is there represented and supposed to be in point of mineral wealth a second California or Australia, and those impressions are sustained by the false and exaggerated statements of steamboat owners and other interested parties, who benefit by the current of emigration which is now setting strongly towards this quarter.

Boats, canoes, and every species of small craft, are continually employed in pouring their cargoes of human beings into Fraser River, and it is supposed that not less than one thousand whites are already at work and on the way to the gold districts. Many accidents have happened in the dangerous rapids of that river; a great number of canoes have been dashed to pieces, and their cargoes swept away by the impetuous stream, while of the ill-fated adventurers who accompanied them many have been swept into eternity.

The others, nothing daunted by the spectacle of ruin and buoyed up by the hope of amassing wealth, still keep pressing onward towards the coveted goal of their most ardent wishes.

On the 25th of last month, the American steamer Commodore arrived in this port direct from San Francisco, with 450 passengers on board, the chief part of whom are gold miners for the Couteau country.

Nearly 400 of those men were landed at this place, and have since left in boats and canoes for Fraser River.

I ascertained from inquiries on the subject that those men are all well provided with mining tools, and that there was no dearth of capital or intelligence among them. About sixty British subjects, with an equal number of native born Americans, the rest being chiefly Germans, with a smaller proportion of Frenchmen and Italians, composed this body of adventurers.

They are represented as being, with some exceptions, a specimen of the worst of the population of San Francisco; the very dregs, in fact, of society. Their conduct while here would have led me to form a very different conclusion; as our little town, though crowded to excess with this sudden influx of people, and though there was a temporary scarcity of food, and dearth of house accommodation, the police few in number, and many temptations to excess in the way of drink, yet quiet and order prevailed, and there was not a single committal for rioting, drunkenness, or other offences during their stay here.

The merchants and other business classes of Victoria are rejoicing in the advent of so large a body of the people in the colony, and are strongly in favour of making this port a stopping point between San Francisco and the gold mines, converting the latter, as it were, into a feeder and dependency of this colony.

Victoria would thus become a depôt and centre of trade for the gold districts, and the natural consequence would be an immediate increase in the wealth and population of the colony.

To effect that object it will be requisite to facilitate by every possible means the transport of passengers and goods to the furthest navigable point on Fraser River; and the obvious means of accomplishing that end is to employ light steamers in plying between, and connecting this port (Victoria) with the Falls of Fraser River, distant 130 miles from the discharge of that river, into the Gulf of Georgia; those falls being generally believed to be at the commencement of the remunerative gold diggings, and from thence the miners would readily make their, way on foot, or, after the summer freshets, by the river into the interior of the country.

By that means also the whole trade of the gold regions would pass through Fraser River and be retained within the British territory, forming a valuable outlet for British manufactured goods, and at once creating a lucrative trade between the mother country and Vancouvers Island.

Taking a view of the subject, simply in its relations to trade and commerce, apart from considerations of national policy, such perhaps would be the course most likely to promote the interests of this colony; but, on the contrary, if the country be thrown open, to indiscriminate immigration, the interests of the empire may suffer from the introduction of a foreign population, whose sympathies may be decidedly anti-British.

Taking this view of the question, it assumes an alarming aspect, and suggests a doubt as to the policy of permitting the free entrance of foreigners into the British territory for residence, without in the first place requiring them to take the oath of allegiance, and otherwise to give such security for their conduct as the Government of the country may deem it proper and necessary to require at their hands.

The opinion which I have formed on the subject leads me to think that, in the event of the diggings proving remunerative, it will now be found impossible to check the course of immigration, even by closing Fraser River, as the miners would then force a passage into the gold district by way of the Columbia River, and the valuable trade of the country in that case be driven from its natural course into a foreign channel, and entirely lost to this country.

On the contrary, should the diggings prove to be unremunerative, a question which as yet remains undecided, the existing excitement, we may suppose, will die away of itself; and the miners, having no longer the prospect of large gains, will naturally abandon a country which no longer holds out any inducement for them to remain.

Until the value of the country as a gold-producing region be established on clearer evidence than can now be adduced in its favour  and the point will no doubt be decided before the close of the present year  I would simply recommend that a small naval or military force should be placed at the disposal of this Government, to enable us to maintain the peace, and to enforce obedience to the laws.

The system of granting licences for digging gold has not yet come into operation.

Perhaps a similar method of raising a revenue would be to impose a customs duty on imports, to be levied on all supplies brought into the country, whether by Fraser or the Columbia River.

The export of gold from the country is still inconsiderable, not exceeding 600 ounces since I last addressed you. The principal diggings are reported to be at present, and will probably continue, flooded for several months to come, so that unless other diggings apart from the river beds are discovered, the production of gold will not increase until the summer freshets are over, which will probably happen about the middle of August next. In the meantime the ill-provided adventurers who have gone hither and thither will consume their stock of provisions, and probably have to retire from the country until a more favourable season.

I shall be most happy to receive your instructions on the subject in this letter.

No. XII.

Copy of a better from the Secretary of the Admiralty to Herman Merivale, Esquire.

Admiralty, June 26, 1858.

Sir,  I am commanded by my Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty to send you herewith, for the information of Secretary Sir E. Bulwer Lytton, a copy of a letter from Captain Prevost, of H.M. Ship Satellite, dated at Vancouvers Island, 7th May 1858, respecting the discovery of gold on Fraser and Thompson Rivers, near to the 51st parallel of north latitude, in North America.

The newspaper and specimen of gold dust referred to in Captain Prevosts letter are also enclosed.

I am, etcetera, (Signed) H. Corby.

Herman Merivale, Esquire, Colonial Office.

Enclosures Number 12.

H.M.S. Satellite, Esquimault, Vancouvers Island, May 7, 1858.

I have the honour to report to you that considerable excitement has been occasioned recently in this neighbourhood by the discovery of gold on Fraser and Thompson Rivers, at about the position of the juncture of the latter with the former river, near to 51st parallel of north latitude.

The reports concerning these new gold diggings are so contradictory that I am unable to furnish you with any information upon which I can depend. That gold exists is certain, and that it will be found in abundance seems to be the opinion of all those who are capable of forming a judgment upon the subject; but it is so obviously to the advantage of the surrounding community to circulate exaggerated, if not altogether false reports, for the purpose of stimulating trade, or creating monopolies, that it is most difficult to arrive at any correct conclusion, or to, obtain any reliable information. I have every reason to believe that the Indians have traded some quantity of gold with the officers of the Hudsons Bay Company, and I am satisfied that individuals from this immediate neighbourhood who started off to the diggings upon the first intelligence of their existence, have come back with gold dust in their possession, and which they assert was washed by themselves; but whether such be really the case, or whether it was traded from the Indians, I am unable to determine. These persons all declare that at the present moment, although the yield is good, yet there is too much water in the rivers to admit of digging and washing to be carried on with facility; but that when the water falls somewhat, as the summer advances, that the yield will be abundant. I am inclined to think that this information is not far from the truth, for these persons, after obtaining a fresh stock of provision, have all returned to the diggings.

The excitement in Vancouvers Island itself is quite insignificant compared to that in Washington and Oregon territories, and in California, and which, of course, is increased by every possible means by interested parties. The result has been that several hundred persons from American territory have already flocked to the newly reported auriferous regions, and by the last accounts fresh steamers, and even sailing vessels, were being chartered to convey passengers to Puget Sound, or to Vancouvers Island, whence they have to find their way to the diggings principally by canoes.

I have heard that all the crews of the ships in Puget Sound have deserted, and have gone to the diggings; I am happy to say that as yet I have not lost a single man from the Satellite since the information was received, and I have every reason to hope that I may not be unfortunate in this respect, although, doubtless, soon the temptations to desert will be of no ordinary character.

No. XIII.

Secretary Sir E. Bulwer Lytton to Governor Douglas.

Downing Street, July 1, 1858.

Sir,  I have to acknowledge your despatch of the 8th ult, in continuation of former despatches, informing the Secretary of State from time to time of the progress of the gold discoveries on Fraser River, and the measures which you had taken in consequence. I am anxious not to let the opportunity of the present mail pass without informing you that Her Majestys Government have under their consideration the pressing necessity for taking some steps to establish public order and government in that locality, and that I hope very soon to be able to communicate to you the result.

In the meantime, Her Majestys Government approve of the course which you have adopted in asserting both the dominion of the Crown over this region, and the right of the Crown over the precious metals. They think, however, that you acted judiciously in waiting for further instructions before you endeavoured to compel the taking out of licences, by causing any force to be despatched for that purpose from Vancouvers Island.

They wish you to continue your vigilance, and to apply for instructions on any point on which you may require them. They are, however, in addition, particularly anxious to impress on you, that while Her Majestys Government are determined on preserving the rights, both of government and of commerce, which belong to this country, and while they have it in contemplation to furnish you with such a force as they may be able to detach for your assistance and support in the preservation of law and order, it is no part of their policy to exclude Americans and other foreigners from the gold fields. On the contrary, you are distinctly instructed to oppose no obstacle whatever to their resort thither for the purpose of digging in those fields, so long as they submit themselves, in common with the subjects of Her Majesty, to the recognition of her authority, and conform to such rules of police as you may have thought proper to establish. The national right to navigate Fraser River is, of course, a separate question, and one which Her Majestys Government must reserve.

Under the circumstance of so large an immigration of Americans into English territory, I need hardly impress upon you the importance of caution and delicacy in dealing with those manifold cases of international relationship and feeling which are certain to arise; and which, but for the exercise of temper and discretion, might easily lead to serious complications between two neighbouring and powerful states.

It is impossible by this mail to furnish you with any instructions of a more definite character. Her Majestys Government must leave much to your discretion on this most important subject; and they rely upon your exercising whatever influence and powers you may possess in the manner which from local knowledge and experience you conceive to be best calculated to give development to the new country, and to advance imperial interests. I have, etcetera, (Signed) E. Bulwer Lytton.

Governor Douglas, etcetera, etcetera.

Charter Incorporating the Hudsons Bay Company.

In 1670, a royal charter was granted by Charles the Second, for incorporating the Hudsons Bay Company. The grant to the company was of the sole trade and commerce of all those seas, straits, bays, rivers, lakes, creeks, and sounds, in whatsoever latitude they shall be, that lie within the entrance of the straits, commonly called Hudsons Straits, together with all the lands and territories upon the countries, coasts, and confines of the seas, bays, lakes, rivers, creeks and sounds aforesaid, that are not already actually possessed by or granted to any of our subjects, or possessed by the subjects of any other Christian prince or State, with the fishing of all sorts of fish, whales, sturgeons, and all other royal fishes in the seas, bays, inlets, and rivers within the premises; and the fish therein taken, together with the royalty of the sea upon the coasts within the limits aforesaid, and all mines royal, as well discovered as not discovered, of gold, silver, gems, and precious stones to be found or discovered within the territories, limits, and places aforesaid; and the charter declares that the said land be from henceforth reckoned as one of our plantations or colonies in America, called Ruperts Land.

Comparison between Price of Labour in Australia and California or British Columbia.

From the Times Correspondent.

I take the wages in Australia from a Melbourne paper of 16th March, which gives the wages current at that time! I received it direct a few days ago. I reduce our American currency into sterling at 48 pence to the dollar, that being about its current value here.

Melbourne Wages.

Married couples (servants), 60 pounds to 70 pounds per annum; female servants, 25 pounds to 30 pounds per annum; gardeners, 55 pounds to 60 pounds per annum; grooms, 40 pounds to 50 pounds a-year; carpenters, 12 shillings to 14 shillings per day; ditto, rough, 25 shillings to 30 shillings per week; masons and bricklayers, 10 shillings to 15 shillings per day; waiters, 20 shillings to 25 shillings per week; compositors, 1 shilling 4 pence per 1000; blacksmiths, 40 shillings per week; farm labourers, 15 shillings to 20 shillings per week; shepherds, 20 pounds to 25 pounds a-year.

California Wages.

Married couples (servants), 192 pounds per annum, and found; female servants, 80 pounds to 96 pounds, and kept; gardeners, 120 pounds a-year, and found; by the day, 3 dollars, now 4 dollars; young men in stables as grooms, 120 pounds a-year, and found, 16 pounds a month and find themselves; carpenters, with us till lately 1 pound a-day, now 28 shillings a-day; rough and smooth, I never knew any difference  and all bad; masons and bricklayers at lowest time, 25 shillings a-day, here at present 35 shillings a-day; waiters, 6 pounds to 8 pounds a-month in San Francisco; compositors, 2 shillings 10 and a half pence per 1000 type, our types double size; blacksmiths, 3 pounds 12 shillings to 6 pounds a-week; general rate, 5 dollars a day; farm labourers, 6 pounds a-month, and found, and only work from 7 oclock to 6 oclock, with two hours for meals; shepherds, 144 pounds, 10 shillings a-year, and found; a competent shepherd worth 240 pounds a-year, and found; or, to serve on shares of increase of stock, on very liberal terms.

All provisions except animal food, are cheaper in San Francisco than in Melbourne.

Treaty made between the United States and Great Britain in regard to the Limits Westward of the Rocky Mountains, June 15, 1846.

Article 1. From the point on the forty-ninth parallel of north latitude, where the boundary laid down in existing treaties and conventions between the United States and Great Britain, terminates, the line of boundary between the territories of the United States and those of her Britannic Majesty shall be continued westward along the said forty-ninth parallel of north, latitude to the middle of the channel which separates the continent from Vancouvers Island, and thence southerly through the middle of the said channel, and of Fucas Straits, to the Pacific ocean: Provided, however, that the navigation of the whole of the said channel and straits, south of the forty-ninth parallel of north latitude, remain free and open to both parties.

Article 2. From the point at which the forty-ninth parallel of north latitude shall be found to intersect the great northern branch of the Columbia River, the navigation of the said branch shall be free and open to the Hudsons Bay Company, and to all British subjects trading with the same, to the point where the said branch meets the main stream of the Columbia, and thence down the said main stream to the ocean, with free access into and through the said river or rivers, it being understood that all the usual portages along the line thus described shall, in like manner, be free and open. In navigating the said river or rivers, British subjects, with their goods and produce, shall be treated on the same footing as citizens of the United States; it being, however, always understood that nothing in this article shall be construed as preventing or intended to prevent, the government of the United States from making any regulations respecting the navigation of the said river or rivers not inconsistent with the present treaty.

Article 3. In the future appropriation of the territory south of the forty-ninth parallel of north latitude, as provided in the first article of this treaty, the possessory rights of the Hudsons Bay Company, and of all British subjects who may be already in the occupation of land or other property, lawfully acquired within the said territory, shall be respected.

Article 4. The farms, lands, and other property of every description, belonging to the Pugets Sound Agricultural Company, on the north side of the Columbia River, shall be confirmed to the said company. In case, however, the situation of those farms and lands should be considered by the United States to be of public and political importance, and the United States Government should signify a desire to obtain possession of the whole, or of any part thereof, the property so required shall be transferred to the said government, at a proper valuation, to be agreed upon between the parties.

Form of Licence Granted to Diggers.

The bearer having paid to me the sum of twenty-one shillings on account of the territorial revenue, I hereby license him to dig, search for, and remove gold on and from any such crown land within the  of  as I shall assign to him for that purpose during the month of  , 185  .

This licence must be produced whenever demanded by me or any other person acting under the authority of the Government. A.B., Commissioner.

Proclamation Issued by Governor Douglas.

On the 8th day of May 1858, Governor Douglas issued the following proclamation:  

By his Excellency James Douglas, Governor and Commander-in-Chief of the colony of Vancouvers Island and its dependencies, and Vice-Admiral of the same, etcetera, etcetera.

Whereas it is commonly reported that certain boats and other vessels have entered Fraser River for trade; and whereas there is reason to apprehend that other persons are preparing and fitting out boats and vessels for the same purpose.

Now, therefore, I have issued this my proclamation, warning all persona that such acts are contrary to law, and infringements upon the rights of the Hudsons Bay Company, who are legally entitled to trade with the Indians in the British possessions on the north-west coast of America, to the exclusion of all other persons, whether British or foreign.

And also, that after fourteen days from the date of this my proclamation, all ships, boats, and vessels, together with the goods laden on board found in Fraser River, or in any of the bays, rivers, or creeks of the said British possessions on the north-west coast of America, not having a licence, from the Hudsons Bay Company, and a sufferance from the proper officer of the customs at Victoria, shall be liable to forfeiture, and will be seized and condemned according to law.

Given under my hand and seal at Government House, Victoria, this eighth day of May, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and fifty-eight, and in the twenty-first year of Her Majestys reign.

James Douglas, Governor.

By his Excellencys command, Richard Colledge, Secretary.

God save the Queen.

General Sufferance for the Navigation of Fraser River.

Port Victoria, Vancouvers Island.

These are to certify, to all whom it doth concern, that the sufferance for the present voyage is granted on the condition annexed to  , master of the  , burthen  tons, mounted with  guns, navigated with  men, to proceed on a voyage to Fort Langley with passengers, their luggage, provisions, and mining tools. The above-mentioned  register being deposited in the custom house at Victoria, hath here entered and cleared his said  according to law.

Roderick Finlayson, Pro Hudsons Bay Company.

Conditions of Sufferance.

1. That the owner of the boat does bind himself to receive no other goods on board but such goods as belong to the Hudsons Bay Company.

2. That the said owner also binds himself not to convey or import gunpowder, ammunition, or utensils of war, except from the United Kingdom.

3. That he also binds himself to receive no passengers, except the said passengers do produce a gold mining licence and permit from the Government at Vancouvers Island.

4. That the said owner also binds himself not to trade with Indians.

Advantages possessed by British Columbia over Australia as a Field for Emigration.

From the Times Correspondent.

From Australia, too, the emigration will be large. In that country the cream has already been skimmed off the placers. The efflorescence of gold near the surface has been dug out, hence the results of individual exertions are becoming less promising; and the miner is a restless, excitable creature, whose love of freedom and independence indisposes him to associate himself in enterprises requiring an aggregation of capital and labour. He prefers to work on his own hook, or with one or two chums at most. This is the feeling in this country. There is another cause which will bring vast numbers of miners from Australia, and that is the great scarcity of water  a desideratum of the first importance. This first necessary for mining, operations exists in abundance at all seasons in the new El Dorado, and this fact alone will attract additional miners to it from every mining country and locality in which water is scarce. Another great objection to Australia is the impossibility of acquiring land in fee in small parcels at or near to the mines. Many men take to mining as a means of making sufficient money to buy farming implements and stock with. As soon as this object is accomplished, they abandon mining for farming. Did not California afford the means of gratifying this wish, thousands of our miners would have left the country. As it is, with abundance of good land to be had cheap, I have found that a large proportion of the farms in the interior of this country are owned by farmers who bought them with the produce of their labour in the mines. The same advantages can be obtained in the new gold country, there being plenty of good land in the British territory in the neighbourhood and on Vancouvers Island. It is to be hoped the Government will make the price reasonable.

Prices of Provisions, etcetera, at the Gold Fields.

The following tariff of charges, collected by the Times correspondent, is now only valuable in a historical point of view, as, under the healthy competition of the Californian merchants, prices have already found their own level:  

Canoes are very scarce; the price has risen from 50 dollars and 80 dollars to 100 dollars each. Many parties have built light boats for themselves, but they did not answer.

We have got up, but we had a hard time coming.

Jordan is a hard road to travel; lost all our outfit, except flour. Our canoe was capsized in the falls, and was broken to pieces. Six other canoes capsized and smashed the same day near the same place. Poor whites and two Indians belonging to these six canoes drowned.

Provisions high up the river are exorbitant of course, as they can only be brought up in canoes requiring long portages. Heres the tariff at Sailors Bar and other Bars: Flour, 100 dollars a-barrel, worth in San Francisco 11 to 12 dollars; molasses, 6 dollars a-gallon; pork, 1 dollar per pound; ham, 1 dollar 25 cents per pound; tea at one place, 1 dollar per pound, but at another, 4 dollars; sugar, 2 dollars per pound; beans, 1 dollar per pound; picks, 6 dollars; and shovels, 2 dollars each. There were no fresh provisions. I should have been greatly surprised to hear that there had been.

At Fort Hope there was nothing to be had but dried salmon.

At Fort Langley plenty of black flour at 9 dollars a-hundred, and salt salmon, four for 1 dollar. What lively visions of scurvy these provisions conjure up! The acme of extravagance was not arrived at, however, until the poor miner came to purchase auxiliaries to his rocker. At Sailors Bar rocker irons were at an ounce of gold each (16 dollars), and at Hills Bar, 30 dollars each. This iron is simply a plate of thin sheet-iron, measuring 18 inches by 20 inches, perforated with round holes to let the loose dirt pass through. I priced one of them, out of curiosity, at a carpenters shop in San Francisco this morning  2 and a half dollars. In England this thing would be worth 2 shillings. At Sailors Bar it would be worth 3 pounds, 4 shillings, and at Hills Bar it would fetch 6 pounds. Quicksilver was also outrageously high, but not being of such prime necessity as rocker irons, didnt come up to their standard of value. At one place it was sold at 10 dollars per pound; but at Fort Langley a man bought one pound, paying 15 dollars for it, and had to carry it a great distance. The price in San Francisco is 60 cents the pound (half-a-crown), and on Frasers River, 3 pounds. Nails brought, from 1 dollar to 1 dollar 50 cents per pound. One lot of a dozen pounds brought 3 dollars, or two bits a-nail, which, being interpreted into Queens English, means 1 shilling a-nail! These are some of the outgoings which tax the miners earnings in a new unpeopled country; but these are not his only drawbacks. There being no boards to be had, we had perforce to go in the woods and fell and hew out our lumber to make a rocker, causing much loss of time. Then came the hunt for nails and for the indispensable perforated iron, which cost so much. But worst of all the ills of the miners life in New Caledonia are the jealousy and audacious thieving of the Indians, who are nowise particular, in seizing on the dirt of the miners.

The whites being in the minority, and the Indians being a fierce athletic set of rascals, suffered much annoyance and insult without retaliating. What a trial to the temper of Oregon men who used to shoot all Indians who came within range of their rifle as vermin in California in 1848 and 1849!

The difficulties of access to the mines will soon be ameliorated, as small steamers are to be put on the river, to ply as far up as the rapids will permit them; but as to the Indian difficulties, it is much to be feared they will increase until a military force is sent into the country to overawe them. The prices of provisions and of mining tools and other necessaries will soon be regulated by the competition of the San Francisco merchants, and the miners will not be long subjected to exorbitant rates. They have a vast advantage in the proximity of San Francisco, abounding, as it does, in supplies for all their wants. When I recall our early troubles and victimisings, I almost cease to pity the victims of the rocker irons, at 6 pounds a-plate. In 1849 I paid 1 dollar 50 cents for the simple luxury of a fresh egg. I might have had one laid on the Atlantic board, or in Chile or the Sandwich Islands, for less, it is true; but these required French cookery to disguise their true state and condition, and I being then fresh myself was somewhat particular. Even this did not cap the climax, for I paid a sum in American currency equal to 16 pounds sterling for a pair of boots the day I was burnt out by the first fire  in the same year. And such a pair! They were navvys boots, and worth in England about 15 shillings. The New Caledonians must not complain, for we have endured more (and survived it too) than they are likely to suffer.

Table of Distances from Victoria (Vancouvers Island) to the Lower Portion of the Mines.

The estimates may be relied upon as very nearly correct.



Miles.



To mouth of Fraser River across the Gulf of Georgia 

90



To Fort Langley (HBC posts on Fraser River) 

25 to 30



To Fort Hope (HBC posts on Fraser River) 

67



To Fort Yale (HBC posts on Fraser River) 

12



Steam navigation is established throughout. The steamer Surprise performed the trip from Victoria to Fort Hope in twenty-four hours; her return trip occupied fifteen and a-half hours running time.

The Bill for the Government of the North American Colonies.

A Bill to provide, until the thirty-first day of December, one thousand eight hundred and sixty-two, for the government of New Caledonia.

Whereas divers of Her Majestys subjects and others have, by the licence and consent of Her Majesty, resorted to and settled on certain wild and unoccupied territories on the north-west coast of North America, commonly known by the designation of New Caledonia, and the islands adjacent, for mining and other purposes; and it is desirable to make some temporary provision for the civil government of such territories until permanent settlements shall be thereupon established, and the number of colonists increased: Be it therefore enacted by the Queens most excellent Majesty, by and with the advice and consent of the Lords spiritual and temporal and Commons, in this present Parliament assembled, and by the authority of the same, as follows:  

I. New Caledonia shall, for the purposes of this Act, be held to comprise all such territories within the dominions of Her Majesty as are bounded to the south by the frontier of the United States of America, to the east by the watershed between the streams which flow into the Pacific Ocean, and those which flow into the Atlantic and icy oceans, to the north by the 55th parallel of north latitude, and to the west by the Pacific Ocean, and shall include Queen Charlottes Island and all other islands adjacent to the said territories, except as hereinafter excepted.

II. It shall be lawful for Her Majesty, by any order or orders to be by her from time to time made, with the advice of her Privy Council, to make, ordain, or establish, and (subject to such conditions or restrictions as to her shall seem meet) to authorise and empower such officer as she may from time to time appoint to administer the government of New Caledonia, to make provision for the administration of justice therein, and generally to make, ordain, and establish all such laws, institutions, and ordinances, as may be necessary for the peace, order, and good government of Her Majestys subjects and others therein; provided that all such orders in council, and all laws and ordinances so to be made as aforesaid, shall be laid before both houses of Parliament as soon as conveniently may be after the making and enactment thereof respectively.

III. Provided always, that it shall be lawful for Her Majesty, so soon as she may deem it convenient by any such order in Council as aforesaid, to constitute or authorise and empower such officer to constitute a Legislature to make laws for the peace, order, and good government of New Caledonia, such Legislature to consist of the Governor and a Council, or Council and Assembly, to be composed of such and so many persons, and to be appointed or elected such manner and in for such periods, and subject to such regulations, as to Her Majesty may seem expedient.

IV. And whereas an Act was passed in the forty-third year of King George the Third, entitled An Act for extending the jurisdiction of the courts of justice in the Provinces of Lower and Upper Canada to the trial and punishment of persons guilty of crimes and offences within certain parts of North America adjoining to the said Provinces: And whereas by an Act passed in the second year of King George the Fourth, entitled An Act for regulating the fur trade, and establishing a criminal and civil jurisdiction, within certain parts of North America, it was enacted, that from and after the passing of that Act the courts of judicature then existing or which might be thereafter established in the Province of Upper Canada, should have the same civil jurisdiction, power, and authority, within the Indian territories and other parts of America not within the limits of either of the Provinces of Lower or Upper Canada or any civil government of the United States, as the said courts had or were invested with within the limits of the said Provinces of Upper or Lower Canada respectively, and that every contract, agreement, debt liability, and demand made, entered into, incurred, or arising within the said Indian territories and other parts of America, and every wrong and injury to the person or to property committed or done within the same, should be, and be deemed to be, of the same nature, and be cognisable, and be tried in the same manner, and subject to the same consequences in all respects, as if the same had been made, entered into, incurred, arisen, committed, or done within the said Province of Upper Canada; and in the same Acts are contained provisions for giving force, authority, and effect within the said Indian territories and other parts of America to the process and acts of the said Courts of Upper Canada; and it was thereby also enacted, that it should be lawful for His Majesty, if he should deem it convenient so to do, to issue a commission, or commissions, to any person or persons to be and act as justices of the peace within such parts of America as aforesaid, as well within any territories theretofore granted to the company of adventurers of England trading to the Hudsons Bay as within the Indian territories of such other parts of America as aforesaid; and it was further enacted, that it should be lawful for His Majesty, from time to time, by any commission under the great seal, to authorise and empower any such persons so appointed justices of the peace as aforesaid to sit and hold courts of record for the trial of criminal offences and misdemeanours, and also of civil causes, and it should be lawful for His Majesty to order, direct, and authorise the appointment of proper officers to act in aid of such courts and justices within the jurisdiction assigned to such courts and justices in any such commission, provided that such courts should not try any offender upon any charge or indictment for any felony made the subject of capital punishment, or for any offence, or passing sentence affecting the life of any offender, or adjudge or cause any offender to suffer, capital punishment or transportation, or take cognisance of or try any civil action or suit in which the cause, of such suit or action should exceed in value the amount or sum of two hundred pounds, and in every case of any offence subjecting the person committing the same to capital punishment or transportation, the court, or any judge of any such court, or any justice or justices of the peace before whom any such offender should be brought, should commit such offender to safe custody, and cause such offender to be sent in such custody for trial in the court of the Province of Upper Canada.

From and after the proclamation of this Act in New Caledonia the said Act of the forty-third year of King George the Third, and the said recited provisions of the said Act of the second year of King George the Fourth, and the provisions contained in such Act for giving force, authority, and effect within the Indian territories and other parts of America to the process and acts of the said courts of Upper Canada, shall cease to have force in and to be applicable to New Caledonia.

V. Provided always, that all judgments given in any civil suit in New Caledonia shall be subject to appeal to Her Majesty in Council, in the manner, and subject to the regulations in and subject to which appeals are now brought from the civil courts of Canada, and to such further or other regulations as Her Majesty, with the advice of her Privy Council, shall from time to time appoint.

VI. No part of the colony of Vancouvers Island, as at present established, shall be comprised within New Caledonia, for the purpose of this Act; but it shall be lawful for Her Majesty, her heirs and successors, on receiving at any time during the continuance of this Act, a joint address from the two houses of the Legislature of Vancouvers Island, praying for the incorporation of that island with New Caledonia, by order to be made as aforesaid, with the advice of her Privy Council, to annex the said island to New Caledonia, subject to such conditions and regulations, as to Her Majesty shall seem expedient; and thereupon, and from the date of the publication of such order, in the said island, or such other date as may be fixed in such order, the provisions of this Act shall be held to apply to Vancouvers Island.

VII. In the construction of this Act the term Governor shall mean the person for the time being lawfully administering the government of New Caledonia.

VIII. This Act shall continue in force until the thirty-first day of December, one thousand eight hundred and sixty-two, and thenceforth to the end of the then next session of Parliament.
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PREFACE TO THE COLLECTED WORKS.

MODESTY  or something else  being an unconquerable element in the character of my old friend Sopht, he is not content with my editing this volume of his collected works, but insists on my writing a preface for it.

This I most willingly do, chiefly because I have nothing to say. Every argument against the publication of the book that I could think of has been brought to bear without effect. That strength of will which has marked my friends career from first to last, and which his enemies designate by another expression, has enabled him to withstand alike my arguments and entreaties.

The result is that the Collected Works are now issued, in the earnest hope that a discriminating Public may find some grains of gold, which I, in my labour of love, have failed to discover, and that Reviewers may not expend on them too much of their unmerciful malignity.

It will be observed that the drill referred to by my friend the Ensign, in this book, is that which was practised in the early days of the movement, but this will not render his meaning less clear to the average Volunteer intellect 

R. Μ. B.



HARROW, 1881.




HOW NOT TO DO IT.

A Manual for the Awkward Squad 

OR

A HANDBOOK OF DIRECTIONS

WRITTEN FOR THE INSTRUCTION OF RAW RECRUITS IN OUR

RIFLE VOLUNTEER REGIMENTS.

BY ENSIGN SOPHT.

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY HIMSELF.


PREFACE.

READER! I am anxious that my motive in writing this Manual should not be misunderstood. I am a member of a Volunteer Rifle Regiment. I heartily sympathize with the prevailing spirit which has induced so many of our respected and influential citizens to come forward and render themselves capable of fighting for the sake of peace; and nothing would grieve me more than that the public should fall into the mistake of supposing that this work is a satire on the volunteer movement My sole desire is to give a little friendly advice to our awkward squads, and, if possible, to reach the obtuse faculties of the wilfully, ignorantly, or stupidly awkward members of the awkward squads. For these, and these alone, this Manual is intended; and to all such we would say, in the most friendly spirit,  If the cap fits you, by all means put it on.



SOPHT.

EDINBURGH.


Preliminary Remarks.

IT is with a deep sense of the responsibility of the position I assume as an instructor of my countrymen in drill movements, that I venture to lay this work before the British public.

Over the length and breadth of Great Britain, the souls of men have been fired with an ardent resolve to defend their native country, and to acquire a knowledge of those movements, evolutions, and tactics, which constitute the chief part of a soldiers education.

I have observed, with sincere regret, the ignorance and stupidity of the greater number of those drill-serjeants who have come forward to instruct our volunteers; and it is with the view of counteracting if possible, the evil influence and teaching of these presumptuous men, that I now unwillingly tear myself from the retirement of private life, and throw myself and my book at the feet of an unprejudiced, generous, and discriminating public.

It has been often most truly observed by the sages of antiquity, as well as by the philosophers of modern times, that, in order to get a man to understand how to do a thing, you must first endeavour to teach him how not to do it. There is much wisdom in this. It is probable that Solon himself was the author of the idea; and if he was, I have great satisfaction in taking this opportunity of publicly bearing testimony to the correctness of Solons judgment. Upon this maxim the plan of my work is founded. I have endeavoured to impress upon my reader, chiefly, what he ought not to do; but, at the same time, I have not refrained from pointing out what he ought to do, when this method of instruction seemed advisable.


Preliminary Advice.

The first and most important rule which I desire to impress on the mind of the recruit is, Do not, when on parade, make the slightest effort to understand your serjeants orders. If you do, you will only get confused, and, in the midst of your confusion, you will infallibly execute some wrong manœuvre. The best way is to pay no attention whatever to anything that is said, but to look at your right-hand man, and do exactly as he does. By so doing, you will secure uniformity in at least two of the squad, which is something worth aiming at, and is very seldom attained, I assure you. Possibly your right-hand man may go wrong and mislead you, but that can be easily rectified by the serjeant taking you by the shoulders and putting you right, which is infinitely better than worrying yourself by thinking, and trying to understand intelligently the nature of orders and movements. It is well known that over-working the brain is apt to cause indigestion, and all the concomitant ailments of dyspepsia, headache, debility, &c., which, you know, are utterly incompatible with the duties and character of a British soldier.

Above all, let me impress upon you the importance of not remaining in the awkward squad longer than you can help. This may be accomplished in a masterly way by not going into it at all. Some gentlemen quietly take their place in the squad with those who are far in advance of them, and by constantly facing the wrong way, marching out of step, and, wandering erratically from the ranks, they keep the serjeant in active employment, the squad in perpetual confusion, and prevent the general instruction of the regiment from advancing too quickly, which last is of immense importance, slow and sure, being a proverb which needs not to be commended.

The last piece of preliminary advice I have to give the raw recruit is, Do not attend squad or company drill more than once in six weeks. It is fatiguing work, and totally unimportant. Battalion drill in the field is the place for you. Here you will show to advantage, and execute the most difficult manœuvres with the most wonderful facility, particularly if you have not previously addled your brain with too careful attention to squad drill.

I may remark, in passing, that the following instructions are not intended for gentlemen who are really anxious to learn, and who are humble enough to obey orders. To such weak and unnaturally modest individuals I have nothing to say. They do not require my advice.

The first thing that you will probably be taught, and that which, unfortunately, is too much attended to in Her Majestys Service, is your 


Facings.

What does it matter  I ask any man of common sense  how you face, so long as you turn a bold face on the enemy? I cannot understand how the authorities at the Horse Guards have the face to ask gentlemen-volunteers to go through such silly movements. Surely, if we shoot our enemies with our short Enfields, and stick them with our sword-bayonets, that is enough! As, however, these movements are ordered to be taught, I shall endeavour to show you the best method of not acquiring them.

The facings are as follows:  Front; Eight-halfface; Eight-face; Eight-about-three-quarters-face; Eight-about-face. Front; Left-half-face; Left-face; Left-about-three-quarters-face; Left-about-face. Ah! you may well stare and ask, How am I ever to remember all these? Give yourself no uneasiness. You will come to it at last,  somehow, some time or other, and if you dont, it wont much signify. Now, attend to the following directions:  The serjeant, having drawn you up in line  at least, as much in line as is possible under the circumstances  will call out sharplyten-tion! (putting great stress on the last syllable.)

Of course you must make a point of paying no attention whatever, because that would compromise your dignity as a gentleman and a volunteer at the very outset. Some people imagine that there cannot possibly be order without prompt obedience,  and they are not far wrong, but you have nothing to do with that. Your first duty is to maintain your individual independence, no matter what the cost. What would your friends think of you if you were to obey with prompt alacrity, just like a footman or a private soldier? Show your determination by resisting this, and remember that determination is an indispensable quality in a military man.

Serjeant (with emphasis). Squad, tention! Head well up, gentlemen,  body erect,  shoulders square,  arms straight,  wrists inclined a little to the front,  elbows close into the sides,  heels together,  eyes front,  chest thrown well forward, and  steady! Very well, gentlemen, very well.

This last remark of the serjeants is usually a falsehood, uttered in the hope of encouraging you to do better.

It is needless to say that, in order not to obey this command about standing erect, &c., you have only to obey the dictates of nature, which will insure your not doing it in a soldierly manner. Stand as easy as possible, and in any position that you happen to have assumed. No matter how much the exasperated serjeant may shout, Head erect, eyes front, &c., do you stand like a post, knowing nothing about it, and caring less. I would also strongly recommend that the entire line should indulge in half smothered laughter, as if they thought the whole thing a capital joke, and hold a good deal of sotto voce conversation, especially when the serjeant is speaking. The effect of this to an onlooker is extremely interesting as the following sketch will show:  

[image: img264.jpg]

Serjeant. To the right-half-face! (Last word is always strongly uttered.)

[image: img265.jpg]

This means that you are to draw your right heel one inch in rear of the left, and make a turn equal to an eighth part of a circle, thus:  

The feet in the annexed cut show the order obeyed  the dotted lines indicate the position previously occupied. On receiving this order, it is probable that you will not feel quite certain which side is your left, and which your right, but that is a matter of no moment.

Make a short pause after the word is given, as if you were meditating whether or not you would try it at all, and then make a slight shuffling turn in any direction that feels most convenient, keeping the feet in whatever position you choose  this is not a bad one. The serjeant will put you right if you are wrong.

[image: img266.png]

Serjeant. To the rightrface!

In the army this motion is made instantly after the word face is uttered, by placing the hollow of the right foot against the left heel, and turning a quarter circle to the right on both heels. But you must not act thus; your best plan will be to commence the movement at the word right, or a few distinct seconds after the word face. This will create admirable irregularity (and you know that variety is proverbially charming), and will prove highly gratifying to the men next you, if they chance to be more precise in their movements. In regard to the turn  supposing that your uncertainty as to right and  left continues  you had better shut your eyes and turn any way. Some men have a very effective method of doing this; they wheel right round with their eyes shut, and, on opening them, find that they have come nearer to the thing than they could possibly have done in any other way. Should you do the exact opposite, and turn to the left, while your left-hand man has by chance done it correctly, the result will surprise you not a little. The annexed cut shows it. You will turn to the front of course, on discovering your mistake, in some confusion, and the serjeant will probably remonstrate To your right, gentlemen, not your left  try it again  heads erect, shoulders square, heels close together, toes turned out, so that the feet may form an angle of 60 degrees  steady, gentlemen, please not to talk  eyes front!
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Serjeant To the right f   , steady! As you were.



This means that you have begun to move too soon, and must therefore resume your former position, which, of course, will be impossible, as you cannot remember the exact degree of carelessness your figure exhibited previous to the movement.

Serjeant. To the right f   , steady! As you were. Dont move, gentlemen, till the word face is given.

Serjeant (somewhat hurriedly, in order to accommodate his order to your inflexible determination to move too soon), Totherightface!

[image: img268.jpg]

Having been carefully drilled in these facings for a considerable time (if you are sufficiently careless), you will find that, at the end of six weeks, you are as far advanced as at the beginning, which must prove very gratifying to your feelings, and will entitle you to the thanks of your countrymen, or, rather, your countrywomen, for whose special protection you are undergoing all this drill; and you will come to see that the only means by which you could have learned to turn right was to have left it off long ago.

Avoid, by all means, attempting to understand the reason of any movement, or the result, and do not condescend to acquire anything by rote; so doing, [image: img269.png] you will avoid having, or exhibiting, any will of your own; and you know that a true soldier must have no will of his own. Absolute and blind obedience ought to be his motto, and therefore it is that I advise you at all times to shut your eyes to everything. Common humanity teaches us that this is the wisest plan to adopt in warfare, because it prevents the soldier from seeing the bullets as they fly towards him, and you will at once understand that no one can meet death so boldly as he who does not know that it is approaching. A diagram will prove the truth of this much better than reasoning. Will any one tell me that the soldier, in the annexed cut, could, by any effort of either animal or moral courage, face the enemy with such bold serenity if he saw what was coming? The rest of the facings are not worth explaining, we will therefore omit them and proceed to the next step.


Marching.

Having gone through your facings to the entire satisfaction of nobody but yourselves, you will be set to acquire the art of marching correctly. The following are the most important rules to be remembered in regard to this,  at least so say Government authorities:  Always start with the left foot foremost. Take a pace of full thirty inches forward and keep up that distance on the march. There are two times, slow and quick. When told to step out let the pace be thirty-three inches; when the word step short is given, let it be ten inches. Reader, dont follow these instructions, I conjure you; but do the thing as follows:  

Serjeant. To the right, f   steady! As you were.

Serjeant. To the right  face.

You will bungle this a second time, and be put right, after which the squad will stand awaiting the next order, some looking to the right, some to the left, some at the ground, and some at the sky (the last are supposed to be calling down inspiration), but all will ultimately face to the right.

Serjeant. Slow  March!

Here the squad will start, a few minutes after the word march, some in slow, others in quick, time, and with right or left foot foremost, according to taste.

Serjeant Halt! Steady! Not a move, gentlemen, not a move  (of course, you must keep on shuffling for some time longer) mark time.

This last order means that you are to stamp right and left irregularly, in a sort of higgledepiggledy manner, together.

Serjeant Slow, march! Better; that is better. Halt! Now we will try quick time. Remember, [image: img270.png] left foot foremost, and all step off together. Quick, m  ! Halt! Steady! Halt, I say! Not a move till after the word march is given; then all step off together. Quick  March!



We remark here, parenthetically, that recruits for the regular British army must bear in mind that this little manual is not intended for them. If they were to act in this way, it is probable that two or three hours of extra drill daily for a month, or a week in the black-hole, would be the consequence. But volunteer recruits have nothing to fear. Should the drill-serjeant be exasperated beyond endurance, and venture to remonstrate with them, or should some of the earnest men of the squad, who are anxious to act according to Her Majestys regulations, venture to find fault with them, they have only to wheel to the  right about (if they can remember how to do it  if not, no matter), and retire from active service amid the plaudits of their admiring countrymen. It is probable (and we hold this out as an inducement to follow the course of conduct referred to) that such parties will be awarded the Victoria Cross and a pension for life.

In marching in single file, the serjeant will sometimes give the words Halt!

Front! You need not halt unless you like; and, as you will be uncertain whether your front is left or right, you can leave that to chance. The result of such an order is frequently a miscellaneous array of backs and faces to the front, which, if not seemly, is at least highly diverting.


The Straddle Movement.

I ought to offer an apology for introducing this movement into my work, as it is not known in the service f but, having become an established fact and a regular custom among the awkward squads, I cannot with propriety omit to mention it.

The straddle movement is an inevitable consequence of not keeping step; and as I have recommended you not to keep step, I am bound in honour to explain to you the only means by which you can march at all under such circumstances.

No. 1 Movement.  On receiving the word march and having gone through the preliminary bungling movements above prescribed, let the second file separate his feet four inches apart, the third seven inches, the fourth ten inches, the fifth thirteen inches, and so on. Each man will thus clear the feet of the man before him on the march, so that, whether step is kept or not, there will be no chance of any one having his tendon-Achilles cut by the boot of his rear-rank man. It stands to reason that, in carrying out this movement, the twelfth or thirteenth man will have to straddle to such an extent that he will be scarcely able to walk. To obviate this difficulty, I would suggest that every tenth man should assume the position of number one, and so on ad infinitum. But in making this and all other suggestions, I would have it distinctly understood that gentlemen volunteers ought to be guided, as to their line of conduct, entirely by their own discretion.
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In the event of any order being given that involves a sudden alteration of front or position, the straddle is apt to cause an apparent confusion among the limbs of the men, and, viewed at a distance, they seem to be taking rapid little miscellaneous paces, as we observe sparrows to do when these creatures run upon the ground. At a still greater distance, the squad closely resembles a hideous centipede crawling over the ground, which, of course, is calculated to strike terror into the hearts of our enemies, and render them unfit to withstand our first dashing onset. In many other respects the straddle is awkward and inconvenient, but it is better than keeping step; anything is better than that!

There are many other things which might be said with reference to marching, but it would be an insult to your intelligence to detail them. You will pick them up intuitively, no doubt, on the occasion of your first battalion drill. A great deal might also be said about dressing,

eyes-right,

eyes-left,

eyes-front,

left-close, and right-close,

right and left turning,

diagonal marching, &c.; but that is all bosh, and need not be considered for a moment by intelligent men. I would, however, earnestly impress upon recruits the necessity of not attending to their dressing. Nothing, emphatically nothing, can be well done unless this is attended to, and it is a matter of the most intense gratulation to the author, that this is a point which the members of the awkward squad never attend to. The great aim, in drilling, is, to get the men to act in concert, so that one shall not do that which will throw the others out. Accordingly, they are told to dress  by the right, or by the left, or by the centre, which means that each individual is to look to his left, or right, or to the centre; and see that, as far as he is concerned, the straight line is not broken. Incomprehensible nonsense! Take up your dressing? Is it not enough, and more than enough, that you began to dress at six in the morning, in order to attend drill; and must you submit to be badgered about dressing the whole morning? Certainly not! The neglect of this important point will keep you and your squad in perpetual hot water; it will totally incapacitate you for the duties of a soldier, for the simplest movements cannot be done without it,  it will drive your comrades distracted; but dont give in; dont dress; go stark naked, or drive the serjeant stark staring mad rather than dress. When you are told to dress by the right, look straight before you! When you are told to dress by the left, look straight before you! When you are told to dress by the centre, look straight before you! Men will think you are imbecile,  no matter! They will call you an ass,  no matter! They will suspect that your mind is affected,  no matter! Perchance they may expel you,  no matter! Never give in! Die first!


Wheeling in Line.

This is a most important branch of my subject, to which the recruits attention ought to be particularly turned. I would, therefore, recommend that he should apply himself to the study of it after drill, or after dinner, or at some period when he is likely to become sleepy. If he has been one of the leading file at drill, he may possibly have become such a sharp file that a single glance at my book will be sufficient to put him up to all the movements. In this case he may facilitate his studies by turning the book upside down. But that is optional of course.

The squad is supposed to be marching in line, with their faces to the front. The supposition will very likely be incorrect, but no matter.

Serjeant. Squad, Left wheel.

This means that the left-hand man of the line is to mark time on his own ground, and turn round to the left without gaining ground. All the rest are to wheel round to the left; the right-hand man only taking a full step out; all the others taking gradually shorter steps according to their distance from the pivot man,  the result of which is exhibited in Figure 1. To do this well is difficult; therefore the men are told to feel their left-hand men and look out to the right, in order that feeling and sight, as well as paces of varied length, may keep them in line while wheeling up. Now, no words can possibly convey to you an adequate conception of the importance of not feeling your left, and of not looking out to your right. Whatever you do, or do not do, bear that in mind. The left-hand or pivot man has, of course, forgotten that he occupied that unimportant position, therefore he continues to parch forward after the word wheel is given. He will carry a few of the flank men along with him, but in a straggling way, for they will have a sort of half notion that he is wrong; the right flank men will wheel up promptly, and the centre will, in consequence, be squeezed up, and thrown into confusion, as exhibited in Figure 2.

After a very little practice you will find this movement a remarkably simple one, and the serjeant will advance you to the next step.


Sections, &c.

In the next treatise on Geometry that is written for the Encyclopœdia Britannica, the following sections might be introduced under the head of Comic Sections. It is probable that Government will order them to be omitted from the Article on War, as they have not the remotest connexion with that noble art.
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Left wheel  as it ought to be done (so says the Horse Guards).

[image: img273.jpg]

Left wheel* as it ought to be done by the Awkward Squad (so says the Author).

Note.  It will be observed that the right-hand man executed right wheel, and, discovering his mistake, corrected It (so far) suddenly. It will farther be observed that, in Fig. 2, the dotted lines indicate each mans Une of march.  

Serjeant. No. 1, hold up your hand. You, sir, are right of the right sub-division, and right of the first section. Down your hand, sir.

No. 1, whose startled memory had flown suddenly back to school days and palmies, drops his hand with a sigh of relief, and without having attained to the faintest conception of the serjeants meaning.

Serjeant. Nos. 4 and 5, you are right and left of the first and second sections. That will do, gentlemen, down hands. When I have done speaking, always lower your hands.

No. 5 mutters something about never being done speaking, and being hanged if he can remember whether he is a right or a left file.

Serjeant  (Stopping before the two centre men of the squad, who look red in the face and very unhappy) Nos. 8 and 9, right and left of the right and left sub-divisions, also, right and left of the second and third sections, and remember, gentlemen, that you are right and left files.

A volley of deep sighs and a few smothered groans are heard as the serjeant proceeds to number off the remainder of the line, during which a little conversation may with advantage be indulged in, sotto voce, however.

No. 9 to No. 8, I say, are you a right or a left No. 8 to No. 9 (in the tones of a chafed maniac), Eh! I  I forget; oh! yes, I remember now, Im a right file.

No. 8 is wrong in this; but he thinks he is right, in both senses of the word, and that makes assurance doubly sure. Remember that, reader, if you think you are right, that will do just as well as if such were actually the case.

No. 9 (who is a conscientious man) to No. 8, I say, isnt it awful to have to remember so much? Only think, I am the right man of the left subdivision, and the right man of the third section, (and the third section is also one of the right sections) and Im a left file! Are you quite sure, though, that you are a right file?

No. 8 (sharply), I wish you would hold your tongue, youve gone and put all my own numbers and  and things  out of my  .

Serjeant. Eyes front!

No. 8 (whispers recklessly), There! its all gone. I knew it would! Right, and left, and round about, fire away, serjeant, my mind is a blank sheet of paper.

Serjeant. Silence! no whispering in the ranks, gentlemen.

Reader, I am thus careful to depict truthfully the feelings and mental condition of recruits, in order to show to you the folly and the utter inutility of attempting to understand or remember the contemptible system pursued in the British Army. Depend upon it, the manner in which I have advised you to proceed is much the easiest  and the best.

Serjeant. By sections;  on the left backwards wheel  march!

The result of this order cannot be described. Fortunately, it can be depicted. The subjoined cut may be relied on as correct, for it was drawn from a photograph which was taken from the life  the men having been caught, as it were, in the act.
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The man on the right is supposed to have gone hopelessly insane, and to have fled ignominiously from the field.

It is quite unnecessary to carry our recruit farther than this point. His own unaided intelligence will do the rest, and thoroughly fit him for all the military duties he may be called on to perform, whether as an officer or a private. We therefore conclude our Manual with a few miscellaneous remarks and 


Friendly Hints.

In the Manual Exercise with the Short Rifle there are a variety of movements which deserve the recruits serious attention; we will, therefore, omit them here, and touch only one point which merits no attention whatever. Secure arms is an order which is accomplished in the following way:  The rifle being at the right side of the body, in the right hand, with the muzzle pointing upwards, and the stock (curiously enough) straight down  is seized by both hands and transferred suddenly to the left side of the body, the stock being thrown with a jerk under the left arm. Now, in performing this feat, be as careless as possible, because the slightest degree of carelessness will cause you to send the butt of your piece into the stomach of the man on your left, which, if done effectively, will floor him. The value of this movement on a review-day is immense, for, supposing that each man floors his comrade, only the right files of the whole regiment will be left standing, and to the spectators it will appear as if the enemy had made a successful and awful attack, while the men struggling on the ground will have a terribly real effect!

Do not purchase or read any of the numerous works and manuals on military drill (except this one), as they are totally incorrect, and will only mislead you.

Do not consider yourself under any moral obligation to attend drill or take any trouble whatever, except when you feel very much inclined to do so; and never think of asking leave of absence, should you resolve to quit town for a month or two in summer; dont even intimate your intention of doing so. Consider the whole thing as an affair got up entirely for your special amusement, and let it be evident to every one that you regard it as a piece of fun  a sort of ploy. The French may invade us, or a general European war may call upon us to send most of our regular troops out of the country, and sceptical members of the community may come to be thankful that there really is a body of trained volunteers ready at a moments notice to form square round them in the hour of danger; but, in the meantime, do you look upon soldiering in the light of a cricket match, and dont allow yourself for a moment to become serious about it.

Do not give your tailor sufficient time to complete your uniform. Hundreds of other men may be dunning him for theirs, but that is nothing to you. The tailor may possibly go mad  what matter? there are lunatic asylums.

Do not neglect to talk on the subject of drill and army matters at home, to such an extent that your relations will abhor the very sight of you.

In conclusion, I beseech you, do not refuse to take the advice I have given you. If you do, you will have to quit the awkward squad, and may possibly become an efficient rifleman, which would be the most awkward thing that could happen to you.



FAREWELL.
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AUTHORS PREFACE.

WHEN the following Notes on the incidents of the Great Volunteer Levee were penned, the Author had not the most distant intention of publishing them  O dear no! by no means. Even now, it is only at the urgent request  the irresistible entreaties  of innumerable friends, that he has consented to lay them before the Public.



RICHD. SOPHT.

[EDITORIAL NOTE.  The Editor begs emphatically to state that he does not hold himself responsible for Ensign Sophts opinions or sentiments.]


THE VOLUNTEER LEVEE.

A GREAT and memorable day for the Volunteers of Great Britain was Wednesday, the 7th of March 1860. That day will be chronicled not only in our archives, but in hundreds and thousands of the hearts of this nation; for it was the day on which the Queen of the British Empire held a Court exclusively for the reception of Volunteer Officers, and, by this crowning act of condescension, stamped the movement with her highest approval, and laid, as it were, the foundation-stone of what we have every reason to believe has now become a permanent national institution.

Good cause have the Volunteers to be proud of the honour conferred, and the trust reposed in them by their gracious Queen; and good cause, too, has Her Majesty to be proud of the free-born men of all ranks, represented by the thousands of stalwart gentlemen who on that day were honoured by being permitted to bow before the throne. There is not another Sovereign under the sun who could dare to allow such a mighty host to arm and drill; and assuredly there are few, if any, other nations on the earth which could turn out a similar band of men  men within whose broad chests glow the desire for peace, and the power to do battle for it; whose actions are dictated by religion, patriotism, and the love of true freedom; men who are willing to work in time of peace, and to fight in time of war!

I make no apology for thus eulogising the body to which I have the honour to belong. I am proud of the Volunteers; proud to be one of ours, and proud of the mental vigour implied in the looks, and the vital energy betokened by the magnificent physique, of that immense band of Officers who assembled, to the number of 2300, from all parts of the kingdom to do homage to the best Queen the world has ever seen.

I feel that I shall be freed from the charge of personal vanity in making these remarks, when I inform the reader that my own individual body is short and rather ungainly than otherwise.

Loyalty is, I believe, one of the main features of my character. It is ingrained in my nature; mixed up, as it were, with the marrow of my bones. little did I think, when I was a small boy, and passionately fond of pictures of Kings and especially of Queens, that the day was coming when the innate loyalty of my heart should find vent in connection with a Rifle Volunteer movement; that the highest earthly honour to which I could aspire should be awarded me; that I, Richard Sopht, should be presented to Her Majesty Queen Victoria; that my paltry image should fill her royal eye, and the sound of my ignoble name should fill her royal ear. Ignoble did I say? Yes, ignoble once; ennobled now, for ever!

When I was very young the loyalty of my nature was manifested in many ways. I have already alluded to my love for pictures of royal personages. A large print of King David, seated on his throne, which hung over the nursery chimney-piece, I used to regard as a masterpiece of painting, worthy of a Rubens. And well do I remember the day when our young Queen first visited our ancient city. I was about nine years of age at that time, and the visit cost me a jacket, a pair of trousers, and one shoe. The crush to see her was awful, but, with that contempt of danger peculiar to boyhood, I charged into the thick of it; butted and kicked and dived between legs, and got close up  close enough to shout my loyal feelings under the very nostrils of her proud steeds. It was terrible work. I came out of the mêlée battered and ragged,  but happy!

But I am wandering, and little wonder, considering all that I have gone through in the last few days. Yes, I have been presented to Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen! Cherished words! and I can write them, too, without inditing a falsehood!

As the recent Volunteer Levee is a subject which engrosses the thoughts of the entire kingdom at the present time, I take for granted that a short account of the event, and of the personal experiences of an eye-witness, cannot fail to prove interesting, and shall therefore make no apology for presenting this little pamphlet to the public.

According to the most approved method of autobiographers, I shall begin by passing over my parentage and early history (merely remarking that I was born of poor but honest parents). Moreover, I shall pass by my subsequent career in silence, and proceed at once to that bright period of my life when I first learned that I had an opportunity of attaining to a pinnacle of delight to which, in my wildest dreams, I had never hitherto aspired. I read the announcement of the intended Levee in the daily paper one morning, just as I was about to begin breakfast, which was unfortunate, as it totally removed my appetite, and compelled me to postpone that meal till dinner-time, throwing me into such a state of agitation that I felt quite out of sorts all day. However, I retained sufficient presence of mind to lay my plans as to my future conduct in this important crisis of my life.

I may remark, in passing, that, having entered heart and soul into the Volunteer movement from the very commencement with a degree of enthusiasm which my gay, and I fear partial, cousin George Dashwood termed irresistible, I was speedily promoted from the ranks to an Ensigncy in the  th Company of the  Volunteer Corps. I know that I was not indebted for this honour to my personal appearance; I cannot feel that aptitude for the work had anything to do with it. It is certain that I had no interest of any kind in any quarter to procure me such an honour. Cousin George said it was luck. I leave the reader to form his own opinion on the subject, and proceed with my narrative.

After the first burst of delight at the thought of going up to London for such a purpose was over, a few qualms came over me, as I thought of the probable details of the Presentation. Should I have to bow, or to kiss the hand of my Sovereign? and then the walking out backwards! My heart sank when I thought of that Fortunately George chanced to drop in at the time, and I mentioned my difficulties.

Pooh! pooh! man. Dont make mountains of mole-hills. Practise well before you go. Have a shy at a bolster for a few days, and you 11 equal the crabs if you dont beat em.

I smiled at this, at the time, as a piece of pleasantry; but after my cousin left I began to think seriously of what he had said, and finally resolved to practise bowing to my bolster, and retreating from it with a backward motion, in the graceful manner I hoped ere long to accomplish before my Sovereign.

In order to make the thing appear more real, I placed a brown paper crown on the top of the bolster, and, stuffing the end of a pocket-handkerchief into a glove, placed it on the chair beside it to represent her Majestys hand. This I did in order that I might practise kissing it, being uncertain at that time whether Volunteer officers might not be so far honoured.

My first attempts, I felt, were rather awkward, but I persevered until I attained to what I deemed a considerable degree of proficiency. Cousin George, [image: img275.jpg] who came to see me go through the performance some days afterwards, certainly said that when I bowed the tails of my uniform rose behind, and gave me the appearance of a tom-tit; but I think  at least I am inclined to think  that George was quizzing me. George is a good-hearted, affectionate, noble fellow, but he is rather fond of quizzing.

Two days after this I felt severe pains in my head and heart. I fear that anxiety, lest illness should prevent my being at the Levee, rather tended to increase the mysterious ailments, which I could not account for. I am, in fact, a remarkably healthy individual, and this strange disorder perplexed me not a little.

Come along, old boy, said Cousin George one morning, seizing me by the arm, thrusting my hat on my head, and dragging me out into the street, Ill have you set as right as a trivet in half-an-hour.

How so? I inquired.

D you know the clairvoyant that lives three doors off from me,  Miss Podger?

Perfectly; I have always regarded her as an impostor.

Just so, thats because you are a goose, Dick; but Ill convince you that shes genuine, and that she can discover the seat of your disease. Shes a wonderful woman. She has got a little servant girl, whom she throws into a deep sleep, and then that creature goes about all over ones interior as if it were her familiar haunt, pointing out whats wrong. But here we are. Now, see that you keep quiet, else the spell will be broken, and theres no saying what the consequences may be.

In five minutes we stood in Miss Podgers parlour, and in five minutes more the little servant was talking about me as if she had regularly walked all the London hospitals.

Theres sumthin in is brain, said the small servant.

I started!

An theres sumthin in is art.

I grew pale.

But I dun know rightly wot it is; its,  its sumthin like a ooman.

I felt rather indignant, while George roared with laughter. What, said he, smitten at last? Well, I never thought that you had a weakness for the fair sex.

Before I could reply or recover from my surprise, Miss Podger turned from the small servant with the air of a Duchess  

That will do, gentlemen, I will photograph the diseased parts in a few minutes. Please be seated until I return.

My amazement at the ladys words and manner was nothing to my surprise when she returned, five minutes later, and placed a small miniature case in my hands.

How much to pay? inquired George.

One shilling, Sir.

Thats cheap. Surely it cant be a bad disease?

Incurable, answered the lady.
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I confess to having experienced a pang of horror as my cousin led me hastily from the room. On gaining the outer door we paused to look at the photograph. At first I started on observing the representation of a mans heart and brain, divided, as it were, longitudinally down the centre, with a little bright spot in each. But on a closer inspection, a glow of enthusiasm filled my bosom as I observed that the photograph exhibited a miniature portrait of my Sovereign in the very middle of my heart, and a duplicate in the centre of my brain!

Incurable indeed! I muttered, while I mentally apologised to Miss Podger for my ungenerous remarks regarding her.

Two weeks after this I found myself in London. What a world of wonders I was suddenly thrown into the midst of! I had never been in the Great City before, and the sight of it induced me to form the opinion that, in reference to a true wonder, ones conceptions always fall infinitely short of the reality. It was as if I were in a dream. Cousin George led me about from place to place, and from sight to sight, with unwearied kindness and evident delight. I fear he must have found me but an uninteresting companion, for I seldom answered any questions he put to me; and I well remember his most frequent remark to me was, Oh, man, do try to keep your mouth shut, and wink sometimes, if it were only for the good of your eyes!

But soon all other thoughts were banished and swallowed up in the preparations for the approaching Levee, to which I now began to look forward with considerable trepidation. On the day before  Tuesday, the 6th of March  I put on my new uniform, and sallied forth alone to take a walk in the streets. Although I had been three days in London, I had not hitherto summoned up courage to appear in public as a Volunteer.

My hotel was in Trafalgar Square, and as I now knew the way to Regent Street, I determined to walk in that direction. The moment I set foot on the pavement, all eyes were upon me. It was terrible! I wished myself what riflemen are meant to be, but never are  invisible. Indeed, I am certain that I should have swooned had not two Volunteer officers belonging to another corps appeared in sight. I felt that I was not alone, and walked on with some degree of confidence. This was suddenly put to flight by my discovering that, in the perturbation of my spirits on leaving my Scottish home, I had forgotten to bring my commission along with me. It struck me that without this I had no means of proving my identity, and that therefore my hopes were blasted for ever. In the agony of the moment I stood transfixed to the spot, gazing vacantly into space. The first thing that recalled me was the sound of a little boys voice exclaiming  

O criky! look ere, Bill; eres vun on em! Quick march, wrong face, forward! hooray! My eye, Vs bin and gone an forgot is own name, an cant find is-self no ow!
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I have a particular objection to little boys, especially to the little boys of London. I never could understand how they come to be so unnaturally intelligent and so extremely impudent. I was about to rebuke this boy when the one named Bill, who was the smaller of the two, and a mere infant, looked up at me and said  

I say, Capting, whos yer atter, an wotll ye sell yer ead for? It ud fetch twopence as a mop hany day.

Before I could reply, I felt my arm seized, and I was dragged rapidly along by the strong hand of my cousin George, to whom I mentioned my distress and fears about the commission.

Oh, stuff, he said, you wont want it. You re down in the Army List, man, and the Queen knows you as well as she does all the subs of the regular service.

This was comforting, and I began to regard George as my guardian angel in the midst of the sea of troubles and bewilderments into which I was cast at this time.

But, I say, he continued, itll never do to go to Court with a head of hair like that. The little boy did you bare justice when he compared it to a mop. You must try to brush it behind, Dick  really you must. Use a lot o bears grease, and divide it down the middle at the back. Thats the military touch, you know.

I had never been in the habit of paying much attention to my back hair, I confess, owing probably to the fact that I never see it, but I promised to try; so, in the course of the afternoon, I purchased a pot of bears grease and an extra hairbrush, and, locking myself in my bed-room, applied myself seriously to my task.

[image: img278.jpg]

I was not a little surprised, and somewhat horrified, at the horn-like appearances that resulted from ten minutes application of the brushes, but I determined to persevere, and, as George said it was first-rate when he saw me, I soon became reconciled. The division down the back, it seems, was not quite perfect; a fact of which I was not informed [image: img279.jpg] till after the Levee, when my cousin made me the above sketch, which I earnestly trust he must have exaggerated.

On the evening of Tuesday, feeling rather feverish in consequence of my exertions with the brushes, and the anxiety of mind which increased as the hours flew by, I went out with George to cool my heated brow in Pall Mall We met a considerable number of Volunteers, many of whom, I thought, wore extremely beautiful uniforms. I shall never forget my sensations when a handsome sergeant of the Guards saluted me in passing. I was so taken by surprise that I forgot to touch my cap to him in return; but I turned, after he passed, to look at him with admiration and respect. Unluckily, at that moment, he also turned to look at me, and we both instantly came to the position of eyes front. The reader will excuse an occasional military expression.

I have been so used to drill of late, that I find it difficult to avoid such expressions when they are appropriate.

D you know, said George, as we sauntered along, they have decided upon very awkward and complicated arrangements for us at the palace to-morrow.

You dont say so! I exclaimed in much anxiety, for, to say truth, complicated manoeuvres  always perplex me.

Indeed I do. Ive been down at the Home Guards, and saw the late Commander-in-chief for Scotland, who said that he had settled it all. We are to march in fours, and as each corps approaches the anteroom, the order  form two deep is to be given by the Lord-lieutenant of its respective county, and just as we come opposite the throne, the word, company, halt front is to be given by the senior captain, and then after making a low obeisance to Her Majesty, we are to get the word number off from right to left from Sir Robert Peel, who is to prove company as each corps passes, and is to be stationed at Prince Alberts left hand for the purpose. They say hes in an awful funk about it, because he cant tell off the sections, and it seems he pleaded very hard to be allowed to give the word right about face, dismiss! instead, but the Queen wouldnt hear of it. After the company is proved, the junior ensign of each corps is to give right close, quick march, and we re to clear out by the side step. You are junior of the  th corps, I believe? By the way, that reminds me Ive a few matters to settle about to-morrow with the Lord Chamberlain, so, adieu, coz, till we meet at supper.

I could scarcely help believing that George jested, but my mind was terribly agitated by the bare possibility of my having to take any prominent part on such an occasion. While I was meditating what to do under the circumstances, a rich loud voice accosted me  
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The top o the mornin to ye, Richard Sopht, or yer ghost, is it?

I instantly recognised an old friend who had left the neighbourhood of my own home ten years before to seek his fortune in London. I could not believe my eyes. He was thin when I had seen him last, and wore a brown greatcoat down to his heels, with a broad-brimmed hat. He was now  I need not say what. The annexed drawing will snow!

Terence OBrien had become a successful merchant, and had recently been appointed ensign to one of the London corps, I dont remember which; but it is said that he rather thought he was selected chiefly on account of his convivial qualities. I remarked that he had accidentally fastened on his sword at the wrong side, but he laughed, and said it was not a matter of unusual occurrence with him. Overjoyed to renew an old and cherished friendship, I readily took his arm, and accompanied him home to supper. He had a few choice friends with him, and we spent a most delightful evening; but as he lived on the Surrey side of the river, and I wished to have a good nights rest, I left early in spite of all entreaties to remain.

On reaching the street, I was saluted by the words, Cab, sir?

The vehicle was a Hansom, and, as I had not yet ridden in one of those curious conveyances, I resolved to treat myself to a drive; but, being by nature of a cautious disposition, I thought it wise to make a bargain before entering.

What is the fare to Charing Cross? I inquired.

Eight shillings, sir, answered the man promptly.

Bless me! that seems very dear.

No, sir, it haint. The fares is two shilling a mile, an the miles in London is longer than they are in the country, sir, an they knocks up the hosses easier. You ken go by a buss, sir, if you please; but they charges double fare for half the distance, an dont run within quarter of a mile o the place, sir. Besides, they wont begin to run till eight oclock to-morrow mornin sir, if even they dont do so till nine.

Without answering, I stepped into the vehicle, and ordered him to drive on. I had scarce seated myself, and was stooping forward to look at the moon, which at that moment beamed out from a bank of heavy clouds, when I received a severe blow on the nose from the window, which, to my surprise, seemed to close of its own accord. I immediately tried to open it, but failed. Being nervous when shut up in a close place, I broke out into a profuse perspiration, and lay back in horror. Suddenly the cab stopped, and to my intense relief. I found that we were at one of the bridges on the Thames at which I had to pay toll. Here I was amazed again to see the window open of its own accord as the toll-taker advanced.

How much? I inquired.

Twopence.

I handed the money. Pray, will you explain how this wind

All right, cried the man, and the next instant [image: img281.jpg] the self-acting window fell violently on my fingers, which rested on the front of the carriage.

I now became frantic with pain and terror, and shouted loudly to the cabman to stop; but, as I could not open any of the windows, of course he did not hear ma In despair I dug my nails into the frame, and succeeded in raising it sufficiently to get my fingers underneath. With a violent effort I forced myself out below it, raised it still further with my back, gradually twisted round, and finally grasped the roof of the cab with both hands. I now felt relieved; for, being accustomed to gymnastics, I raised myself up by my arms with ease. As my fears decreased my indignation rose, and, bristling with passion, I suddenly confronted the cabman.

Hullo, sir! wots up?

He knew quite well that my head was up, and I waxed more and more indignant at this uncalled for insult.

What do you mean, scoundrel!  pull up, sir!  stop, I say! My cap fell off as I spoke.

In a moment I was out on the road, and we were immediately surrounded by a crowd, in which there were, as usual, a number of the wicked little boys to whom I have already alluded, and who were extremely annoying on this occasion, particularly in reference to my cap, over which the wheel had passed, crushing it dreadfully, and almost tearing off the peak. I need scarcely say that when the cabman explained how the window ought to be raised, and pointed out the hole in the roof through which I ought to have communicated with him, I instantly apologised, and re-entered the vehicle. In three-quarters of an hour I reached my hotel, and tendered the man half a sovereign.

You have change, I suppose?

Yes, sir.

Through some awkwardness of mine, or of the cabman, the gold piece fell among the straw in the bottom of the cab.

Oh, never mind, sir; Ill find it Ah! ere it is  why,  its only a sixpence, sir!

Eh? you must be mistaken, my man; I am convinced I gave you a half sovereign.

There it is, sir; judge for yerself.

There could be no doubt as to the coin he handed me back. It was a sixpence; so I had no resource but to produce another gold piece, receiving back two shillings of change. There was some strange mistake about this which I never could clear up; for I always keep a careful note of my expenditure, and there was a deficit that night in my funds of exactly 9s. 6d.

On reaching my room and bringing my cap to the [image: img282.jpg] light, the reader may imagine the state of my feelings at what I beheld.

I need not say what I thought, however; suffice it, that I rang the bell and showed it to the waiter in despair. He must have had a warm heart that waiter; for he condoled with me, and promised to have it put to rights in plenty of time for the Levee. The accident was extremely awkward; for I had meant to sport my uniform next morning after breakfast in the streets, having got over my first feeling of shyness; but without the cap this was of course impossible.

I consoled myself, however, with a glass of water gruel (feeling a slight tendency to sore throat), and retired early to bed.

There are few of the minor ills of this life more terrible than that of sleeplessness. It was ten when I laid my head on the pillow. At half-past ten I [image: img283.jpg] felt inclined to doze. By eleven I had thought the whole probable course of the Levee six times over, and by a quarter to twelve I was hopelessly wide awake. About twelve I became extremely restless, and before one I had tossed to such an extent that the relative positions of blankets, sheets, and quilt were totally deranged, and I had to get up and remake my bed. This involved lighting a candle and standing in the cold for twenty minutes. Once more I drew the clothes over me, and tried to sleep, but soon began to toss again, and by two oclock, my bed and head, not to mention my brain, were in greater confusion than ever. About twenty-five minutes past two I became excessively wakeful, shut my eyes and lay in absolute, utter, and total misery. The clock struck; I counted three! Again it struck; I counted four!

About this time the happy thought occurred to me that I might at least pass the time more profitably than in unavailing efforts to sleep; so I arose, lighted my candle, and placed three chairs beside my bed. On one I spread my uniform in such a manner that I could see the braid well; on another chair I placed my sword and waist-belt, so disposed that they would show to advantage; and on a third chair I hung my shoulder-belt and cartouche-box. My boots, being patent Wellingtons, I also placed on the floor in full view. Then my heart sank when I thought of the cap; but I became more cheerful on recollecting that the warm-hearted waiter had pledged himself so earnestly that it should be repaired in good time. Meanwhile I remembered having seen in the lobby the cap of another Volunteer, who lived in the same hotel, so I slipped down and brought it up, intending to replace it early in the morning; for I could derive no pleasure from the contemplation of an incomplete costume.

Having arranged everything as tastefully as possible, I hastened to leap into bed, for the weather was uncommonly cold, and I felt getting chill. In doing so I stumbled over my boots, and upset my sword, which fell with a clatter that I felt certain would alarm the whole house. I therefore hastily blew out the candle and sprang into bed. As there was no sound, however, of any movement, I cautiously arose, intending to re-light the candle, and, stretching my foot slowly over the side of the bed, placed it upon the cold steel scabbard of my sword. A momentary thrill of horror went to my heart as I drew the foot hastily back, but I soon made another bold effort and procured a light.

The chairs were then arranged as before, and, once more creeping into bed, I lay down with my elbow on the pillow, and my head resting on my hand, and gradually fell into a sweet state of quiescence as I contemplated my volunteer panoply.

While I mused on the agreeable thoughts suggested by the pleasing contemplation of my uniform, I slid into a placid slumber, my head sank back on the pillow, and I dreamed a dream!

[image: img284.jpg]

I dreamed that the day and the hour had arrived at last, and that I was in the presence of my Sovereign! Reader, I have yet to relate to you the real Presentation, but surely, with the vivid remembrance of that delightful dream strong upon me, I may be permitted a slight reference to the shadow before proceeding to the substance! It happened thus:  

[image: img285.jpg] me, clad in every imaginable species of uniform. In the far distance below, through a vista of Gothic archways and doors, I saw myriads of Volunteers marching onwards towards me. In advance, hundreds of Volunteers preceded me towards the throne-room, where, on a gorgeous throne of crimson velvet, resplendent with jewels, sat Her Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria, with a sceptre in one hand, a ball with a cross fixed on it in the other, and a heavy, old-fashioned crown on her head. On Her Majestys right hand stood Prince Albert, in full Highland costume, leaning in a sort of dégagé manner against the support of the canopy. The Prince of Wales sat on Her Majestys left; noble and beautiful ladies and guards, with spears and halberds, etc., sat and stood in all directions round the throne. Oh! it was a sight to cheer the heart of a loyal subject.

The Volunteers moved slowly forward, and I had time to look about me on the staircase. While gazing round, I observed some one standing in a dark comer, and wiping his eyes as if he were weeping. My heart has ever sympathised with human sorrow, so, almost involuntarily, I left the ranks and went up to the individual in question.

Who are you? I inquired, tenderly.

Sir Robert Peel, replied the man, with a groan. What! he who ran down the Volunteer movement in Parliament?

The same, said he. O! woe that I should have lived to see this day!

I confess that I felt a strong sensation of pity for the case of this man, though not unmingled with contempt Young man, said I, in a tone that was intended to be severe, your punishment is great, but it is not greater than you deserve. You have derided in Parliament, young man, an institution which your nation encourages and respects. Do you not know, sir, that derision comes with power only from the wise?

Yes, I know it Im sorry I said it O dear, I wish I hadnt!

Did you not, sir, I continued, call the rifle movement an insane movement?

I did; worse luck! Would that I hadnt!

And did you not deliberately use the silly, but not the less on that account extremely wicked and presumptuous expression, I am determined, on public grounds, to check this parade of armed force; did you not, I say, make use of that expression without perceiving that it was as though a madman had said he was determined, on public grounds, to check the progress of the sun in his course?

Ah! he muttered bitterly, if I could only have got up the laugh against you  

I perceived from this half-involuntary remark that it was useless to reason with this man, and was about to turn away from him, when I heard my name called.

Ensign Sopht, you rascal, shouted Prince Albert over the stairs, I see you, sir; if you talk any more to that fellow Ill have you cashiered. Come on, sir, the Queens waiting for you.

With a burning blush of shame, I sprang into the line of Volunteers, and hurried forward. In another moment I was in the presence of royalty. My knees trembled as I passed the throne. I scarce knew what I was doing. Suddenly the thought of having to prove company, or something of that sort, darted into my mind, and, instead of bowing, I threw myself at the feet of my Sovereign, and held up my hands imploringly.

Speak, said Her Majesty, extending her royal v hand with a gracious smile; what do you wish?

Oh! I cried in despair, am I to  am I  ah  to  to  prove company?

At this moment I observed Lord Melville standing near the Queen with a face blazing with passion. He seemed to be unable to control his anger, for he made a rush forward, but was caught and restrained by several of the Horse Guards who stood beside him. For a few seconds a violent struggle ensued, when the Guards were hurled right and left, and Lord Melville, rushing towards me, caught me with one hand by the neck, and with the other by the seat of my trousers, and hurled me over the banisters! During one agonising instant I fell through empty space with the speed of lightning  the next, I was dashed to pieces on the marble pavement below!

It was an awful shock, though not nearly so awful as the noble Lord had intended it to be; and, strange to say, instead of hurting me, the effect was that I awoke to the realities of that great day which had now actually dawned.

I leaped up in anxiety lest I should be late, and found that it was about eight oclock. My heart sank at the first glance at the weather, for the sky Was lead, the wind cold and biting, with a slight drizzle on its wings. Soon, however, my spirits began to rise under the influence of that loyal enthusiasm which nothing could damp. The morning, too, improved slightly as the hours wore on.

I need scarcely say that my toilet was attended to with more than usual care that day, and I brushed my back hair until it crackled with electricity. From this point onwards throughout the day every hour overflowed with interest I shall, therefore, give the narrative of events in the exact words of my note-book.

9 A.M. (Wednesday, 7th March 1860. A memorable day!)  Descended to the coffee-room, and, in passing through the lobby, hung up the Volunteers cap which I had borrowed the night before. Found to my alarm and regret that, being an early riser, he had discovered his supposed loss, and had been flying about London like a maniac for two hours in search of it. (NB.  I hereby resolve at this date  9.10 A.M.  never again to borrow the property of another without leave, on any pretext whatever.) The weather, I regret to say, is raw, cold, dull, and detestable But I have sunshine within!

10.15 A.M.  Have just finished breakfast, and am now in a state bordering on despair, owing to a piece of information brought me by cousin George. A few minutes ago he rushed into the room with an expression of horror on his handsome face.

D you know, Dick, said he, that the Levees put off for a week?

Every muscle of my body relaxed. I felt my hair rise up straight on end, and, even at that awful moment, I was conscious that the arrangement of [image: img286.jpg] my back hair was totally destroyed. But that signified nothing!

Are you quite certain, George? I gasped.

Quite. I met the Chancellor of the Exchequer five minutes ago, who told me so. He said it was owing to the state of the weather, coupled with the indisposition of Lord Melville, who, it seems, is seriously ill of chagrin; and the Queen is afraid that hell die if this Reception goes on.

I groaned aloud. Then my fate is sealed; for business of the utmost importance compels me to quit London in three days.

Never mind, old fellow, cried George, in his usual cheerful and kindly voice, as he patted my shoulder. Dont be cast down. Theres hope for us yet Im just going to call on Sir Robert Peel, who, it seems, has tamed completely round and sides with the Volunteers heartily. Finding that the laugh he is so fond of raising is turning against himself, he has resolved to take a leaf out of the book of a wiser man, and go, as we would call it to the right-about face. You know his influence at Court is immense  almost, though not quite, equal to his influence in the House  and Im just going to beg him, as a personal favour, to beseech the Queen to hold the Levee to-day as had been fixed.

My dear George! I cried, grasping his hand with affectionate fervour, is it pos

Yes, he interrupted, and its said that Sir Robert is going to make a serious speech in our favour, without a single joke in it, to-morrow night in the House. Some people, who pretend to superior wisdom, say that if he does that he may as well hold his tongue, but I dont agree with them. Hes a regular trump; and now that hes on our side, I feel that the Volunteer cause is safe. Adieu, mon cher cousin. Au revoir

So saying my gay cousin hurried away and left me in a state of intense, almost insupportable anxiety.  11.5 A.M.  Happiness! It is all right, cousin George and Sir Robert have managed it between, them, and the noble Lord has kindly agreed to postpone his death by chagrin till a future occasion. The weather, too, although bitterly cold, is not quite so gloomy. I have had a few turns in Pall Mall, Regent Street, and the Strand, and have lost my way several times, but that is nothing. One always finds it again by asking. Apropos of that, the answers one receives are very perplexing. Take the following Can you direct me to Charing Cross, my man?

Charin Cross, sir? why, sir, youre goin the wrong way, sir; its beind you, sir. Eight on, past two streets, then turn to the left, and the second openin on your right will bring you into Hanover Square, which leads into Regent Street. After that youre all right.

Am I? thought I; its little you know me! In half an hour I asked again.

Charin Cross, sir? why, sir, youre about half a mile o this side on it, sir.

Take you there for eighteen-pence, sir, said the driver of a Hansom who chanced to be passing.

Being vexed with my difficulty, and having little time to spare, I accepted the offer, which I thought cheap, and reached my hotel after what seemed to me a very long drive indeed, but the man assured me that he was obliged to go a considerable distance out of his way, as all the main thoroughfares were blocked up with Volunteers. I confess I was surprised, for, although I did see a great number of riflemen in the streets, I observed nothing like a crowd of them; but then, as the man truly remarked, we didnt go by the main thoroughfares. During my morning rambles, I have been obliged to hide my uniform under my cloak, as my cap is not yet ready, and my uniform does not harmonise well with my ordinary white hat and its crape band.

12.45, P.M.  It is a great day for London. The streets are thronged with Volunteer officers in every imaginable costume; most of them extremely elegant, and many extremely rich. Some may even be called gay. My brain is in a whirl of excitement. The maniac has become sane again, having returned and found the cap which I had borrowed from him. My hand trembles while I write, and I know not what I am saying. George has not returned to accompany me to the Levee, which throws my nervous system quite out. This is terrible. I must go alone, else I shall be late.

1.30 P.M.  Horrible! I have been to the palace and been turned out, and no wonder! I went in a cab, and alighted at the entrance of an immense marquee where hundreds of Volunteer officers were marshalling. The instant I entered all eyes were upon me, and a general titter went round. I was amazed, but before I had advanced two steps, an official grasped me violently by the shoulder.

You cant appear in that at, sir.

The truth flashed on me like a thunderbolt. I tore the hat from my brow! It was my old white one with the crape band! I had forgotten, in the turmoil of my feelings, that my cap was still being repaired, and had thrown on the hat with, alas! the too great facility that attaches to confirmed habit One bound placed me in the cab.

[image: img287.jpg] 

Trafalgar Square; quick!

Yes, sir.

And here I am in an agony waiting for my cap, and jotting down my trials in order to relieve my feelings. Ah! here it comes, the  

3.30 P.M.  It is all over! I have seen her. I have bowed to my loved and honoured Queen (at least I hope so), and she has bowed to me! Cousin George, who was presented next in order after me, says not. He says that the bow from Her Majesty occurred just between us, and that he is entitled to the half of it But, although it may appear, and perhaps is, selfish in me, I must insist that Her Majesty bowed exactly at the moment I was opposite to her. I saw nothing else, but I saw that, so that if there was any mistake in the number of bows, poor George must have been passed over altogether, unless he got a piece of the one that belonged to the ensign who followed him. But I am anticipating  

Having procured my cap, and liberally rewarded the amiable waiter, I returned to St. Jamess Palace, and was once more ushered into the magnificent tent. I had feared being late, but ultimately found that I was two hours too soon. I spent part of this time very agreeably (at least as much so as my agitation would allow) in witnessing the muster of the British Volunteers.

The marquee was of immense size. Its centre poles towered upwards like the masts of a ship, and a pleasing, warm, subdued light shone through its canvas folds. At intervals, all round the sides, tickets were pinned up, on which was inscribed the designation of each corps. Here little groups mustered. Some of the groups were large and some were small, according to the strength of the volunteer force to which they belonged. The officers were chatting and laughing gaily, and the size of the various groups was constantly increasing, as carriage after carriage passed the entrance and discharged its load through the opening in the folds of that royal tent.

There were uniforms of every shape, and, I might almost add, of every colour. Every shade of grey met the eye, from the pale slate of Oxford to the dark, almost black, of Edinburgh. Many were faced, on neck and cuff and down the sides, with red. Some Volunteers wore scarlet hose and knickerbockers; many had light buff and drab, with accoutrements to match; and, conspicuous among the rest, were three or four giants in scarlet tunics with black helmets and feathers,  these were the Volunteer Guards. Chains and braid: and buckles of silver were, it seemed to me, more numerous than those of bronze In short, the scene was anything but sombre. Dark uniforms, of course, predominated, but light buffs, and light greys, and silver, and red cuffs and necks and legs, with a sprinkling of gay tartans, were so plentiful that the eye was quite sufficiently relieved by the contrast of shade and colour. I was particularly struck with the great amount of good taste, and the very small amount of bad taste, exhibited in the various costumes. A few of them, indeed, seemed more suitable for a levee at St. Jamess than a march over a rugged country in bad weather; but I learned that a few of these were more highly ornamented than usual for this occasion, and I saw, on closer inspection, that, if divested of silver lace, they would have been really business-like and serviceable.

A few showed evident signs of having been got up by men whose aim was emphatically serious work, and with whom appearance was distinctly secondary. Every extreme is faulty in some points. While we cannot but respect the motives of such men, we are compelled to find fault with the slight violence occasionally done by them to ordinary good taste. Among those that drew forth my admiration most powerfully, I may mention the Stafford and Oxford uniforms as being exceedingly graceful and appropriate. The men of Norfolk, too, were conspicuous for their simple grey of, apparently, rough homespun, fitting dose, and braided with black. Their only fault was a wide-awake, which looked unwarlike,  a grave error, I think, in the costume of a soldier. The Glasgow Highlanders also looked remarkably well, and the riflemen of Edinburgh were very good; their dark grey, with bronze ornaments, appeared sombre, indeed, but elegant and gentlemanly. Their cap, however, was very bad, and almost destroyed the good effect of their otherwise handsome uniform. A flat top to a mans head is contrary to all the principles of good taste. Humanity requires an apex!

But far beyond the uniforms did the appearance of the men surprise and delight me. Yes! truly I am prouder of my country this day than I ever was before! The men who came pouring into that royal tent until they were counted by thousands, far exceeded my expectation. The stalwart frames, the broad shoulders, upright carriage, and handsome, manly faces; the absence of coxcombry, and the presence of volunteer-like, straightforward sincerity, caused my heart to glow, as I muttered inwardly, Yes, Queen Victoria, thou art this day doing us a great and much esteemed honour, and assuredly thou hast reason to be proud of the Volunteers of Britain! In this remark, as in all remarks of a similar kind, I always except myself  my own figure being, as I have already hinted, objectionable; but, let me add with humble gratitude, my mind is all that could be desired.

It seemed to me as if the whole Volunteer Force of the kingdom were assembling in that marquee. They came pouring in by troops, until it was completely filled; and when I looked round, and thought of the hundreds of stout men and bold hearts represented by each officer there, I began for the first time to form a faint conception of the strength of that force, which will, if ever it be called on to act, hurl invasion from our shores with the ease and certainty that ever attaches to united might and right. I thought of my own company, too; its six-feet flanks, and its average height, and more than average strength of centre, and I trod my allotted space in the royal tent with a proud step. Although a little man and uncomely, I felt at that moment that neither size nor beauty is requisite to enable a man to do his duty.

At last there was a move at the further end of the tent, and the  Rifle Volunteers were summoned. With a beating heart I accompanied my companions in arms, and was closely followed by Cousin George, who arrived just at that moment. We entered St Jamess Palace through a glass door, and were ushered up several broad flights of carpeted stairs, along which, at intervals, were stationed palace officials in their gay, and in some cases antique, liveries. Conspicuous among them stood one of the horse-guards, blue; a tall majestic fellow, in a silver breastplate, long boots, and plumed helmet There were also several beefeaters in the costume of Harry the Eighths time, with big clumsy hats, infantine ruffs round their necks, and good-humoured faces. Others there were, but what they were I knew not. At the head of the stairs we reached an ante-room, the walls of which were covered with devices formed of old muskets, swords, pistols, and other pieces of armour. Here the Volunteers were marshalled according to their counties, and the various corps arranged their members according to seniority. The Artillery were to go first, and they were out of sight ahead, in another ante-room or drawing-room. Captains of companies were to advance according to seniority. They were followed by lieutenants and ensigns similarly arranged.

Here my patience was taxed severely, but I thought of the occasion and rebuked myself. What, said I mentally, shall your Queen deign to stand for three hours to receive you, and such as you, and can you not stand for a short time without grumbling? I felt resigned after this; but my legs, unaccustomed as they are to uninterrupted standing, felt wearied after an hour and a half. Then the room became insupportably hot, so they threw open the windows, and it immediately became insufferably cold.

There were several gentlemen who straggled a good deal from their ranks while we stood in this room, and among other wandering stars was my friend Ensign Terence OBrien.

Ah! bliss your swate face, said he, shaking me warmly by the hand, can you tell me how were to howld our swords? Some say wan way, and some another. Faix, Ive a good mind to draw mine, and cany it over me shoulder.

I professed utter ignorance, but great willingness to be instructed.

I say, whispered a young ensign close to me,   how are we to carry our caps and gloves?

Stuff them all in your pockets, answered my cousin George, who heard the remark. Its not respectful to Her Majesty to let them be seen.

How many people are we to bow to? anxiously inquired a stout young lieutenant of Highlanders, to whom it suddenly occurred for the first time that there were other royal personages besides the Queen. To as many as you please, cried one.

Only to the Queen and Prince Albert, said another.

Arrah! cried Terence; dont ye know that its three times? wance to the Quane, wance to the Prince, an wance (a swapiug wan) to the rest of the Royal Family.

Between the positiveness of some, the badinage of others, and the ignorance of all, I was rendered extremely nervous and anxious as to what I should be expected to do. In the midst of my trepidation, the order was given to move on, and I was hurried forward with the crowd. Passing into the next room, which was much larger and more beautiful than the first, we were directed to cross to the other side, where a barrier formed a sort of passage to the throne-room. Here we were ordered to form four deep; an order which, I may remark, was preposterous, seeing that we had not previously been numbered off, and therefore knew not whether we were right or left files! However, we did it somehow, and moved slowly on. As we advanced, I observed a large body of officers in magnificent scarlet uniforms at the end of this room. They were railed in by a barrier, and I was wondering what could be the reason of this curious caging of them, when I recognised the well-known face of the Lord-lieutenant of my own county among them. This led me to conclude that they were the Lord-lieutenants of various counties; but my attention was soon removed from them to a door-way on the other side of the room, through which volunteers were streaming in single file, and I at once became aware that these were the happy men who had already been presented to the Queen, and were being passed out by another way.

A student of physiognomy might have learned more here in an hour than in a lifetime elsewhere. I forgot myself for a few minutes, and began to regard with interest the calm, self-possessed faces of officials; the bland faces of gentlemen in rich scarlet uniforms, with gold helmets and white plumes, and small antique spears; the flushed and pale and anxious faces of Volunteers going towards the presence-chamber, and the proud and much relieved looks of Volunteers coming out.

Further notes on such matters were checked by our being ordered to advance in single file, and here I was terribly startled by becoming aware, suddenly, that I was within a few yards of the Queen! I had fancied we had still to go through several rooms, and the suddenness quite unnerved me. My knees smote together. I felt as if I should fall on the floor; but an irresistible impulse urged me on. I drew near. Thoughts of having to perform some military manœuvre, for which I felt incompetent, flashed across me; then everything became confused. I knew that I was approaching my beloved Sovereign, but of those who surrounded her I saw none distinctly. A sort of hazy crowd was visible  that was all. My eyes swam; my brain reeled; I could make out the few Volunteers who preceded me;  

Then I stood before the Queen!

Fortunately I retained sufficient presence of mind to make a low obeisance. At the same moment I felt a hand grasp my arm and push me on. I suddenly remembered that I had to bow to Prince Albert, and looked for him; but, in the perturbation of my faculties, I saw him not: how could I? I endeavoured to walk backwards, and then to sidle out, at the same time making a second low and [image: img288.jpg] prolonged obeisance, intended to include all and sundry of the Royal Family. Whether I bowed to the right persons, or to the ladies and gentlemen in waiting, I know not. I fear I did it awkwardly, and hereby humbly apologise, and plead excess of loyality in extenuation of my fault Im not quite sure that I did not make A complete revolution in my effort to back out Of this only t am certain, that I recovered consciousness in the court-yard of the palace while I was being dragged forcibly through the crowd by cousin George, who was muttering something about done up  and beer! I never before had any feelings towards George other than those of respect and admiration; but I confess that I felt disgusted on hearing the word beer after what had passed! The streets were lined so thickly with spectators that we could scarcely pass. At length We procured a cab, and in a few minutes reached our hotel.

(I regret deeply that I cannot give a correct drawing of the Presentation. The preceding cut is but a poor shadow of the confusion that danced before my swimming eyes; and the engraver to whom I carefully described the scene as I saw it, seems to have been as much muddled in his conceptions as I was In my vision.)

And so  the Presentation was over. George may say what he likes about sharing the bow with me, but I stand to it firmly that I have had a whole bow to myself from my Sovereign Lady Queen Victoria, and I shall cherish the memory of it till my body is bowed with extreme old age.

The Queen and Prince Consort, it seems, were attended by the Duchess of Sutherland, Mistress of the Robes; the Countess of Caledon, Lady-in-Waiting; Viscount Sydney, Lord Chamberlain; Earl of St. Germans, Lord Steward; Marquis of Ailesbury, Master of the Horse; Earl Spencer, Groom of the Stole to His Royal Highness, and many others; but I regret to say that I saw them not. It also seems that the Queen wore a train of dahlia velvet, trimmed with point lace; the petticoat of white satin, trimmed with dahlia velvet; bows to correspond; also a diadem of opal and diamonds as a head-dress; but this, too, I regret to confess, I saw not The Times told me of it next morning; at the moment I passed only one object met my gaze, and that was the countenance of the Queen.

5 P.M.  George has been trying to persuade me to go to the Volunteer Dinner, but I think I wont True, I have a ticket, but how can I eat? and why listen to speeches which can at present have no interest for me?

5.45 P.M.  I have consented. It is wrong to give way to feelings of indifference to other things. Besides, the Duke of Cambridge is to be in the chair.

10.30 P.M.  I have been at the Dinner! It was magnificent. I am truly glad I went. I am now about to set out with George and Terence OBrien for the Volunteer Ball. It is terrible dissipation; but I am irresistibly impelled by the sentiment which is embodied in that somewhat vulgar proverb, In for a penny, in for a pound. (On this occasion it happens to be nearly three pounds!) I shall record both dinner and ball when I return.

4.5 A.M.  (Thursday.)  I am back  thankfully do I write the words  in my hotel! The Ball, in many respects, has been a battle. How I escaped with life is a marvel But I anticipate. First let me treat of the Dinner.

George Dashwood, Terence OBrien and I, partook of a slight luncheon at Verreys between three and four, and afterwards strolled about the streets till near the dinner hour. At six oclock we drove to St. Jamess Hall, in which magnificent and spacious apartment covers were laid for upwards of 600 Volunteer Officers. The Duke of Cambridge was to take the chair, and I felt an unspeakable feeling of elevation at the idea of dining with a Royal Duke. Terence OBrien admitted that he also felt much elated, but afterwards confessed that it was at the prospect of the feast he was about to enjoy.

Words cannot paint the grandeur of the scene. It was exceeding brilliant and beautiful. Innumerable stars of gas hung pendent from the dome-like ceiling, and shed a flood of light on the varied uniforms, the banners, and the sparkling plate and crystal below. Fair ladies, in full evening costume, graced the galleries, and, with unfortunate Volunteers who had failed to procure tickets for the feast below, were content to feast with their eyes.

The dinner was all that could be wished by the most fastidious epicure, and the wines were excellent. France seemed to have been rifled in order to cause that board to groan. Besides turtle and other soups, there were La Saumon en Beurre de Montpelier; Filet de soles en aspic; Fricandeau de Veau à l Oseille, and pshaw! why proceed? there was everything, and not a few things that appeared like old familiar faces, though under remarkably novel names. Iced Punch, Sherry, Fort, Champagne, Sparkling Moselle, Hock, Claret, and Burgundy, washed those viands, like a mighty flood, down the throats of these British Volunteers.

There was something altogether peculiar and new to me in this feast Its size; its glitter; its spectators, and its royal chairman, who, by the way, was ushered in by a flourish of trumpets, and was received with rapturous cheers. But away with meat and drink, and let us to the true marrow of the feast Among the guests present were the Lord Chancellor, Earl Spencer, Lord Colville, Lord West, Earl Dudley, Earl Cowper, Earl de Grey, Lord Elcho, Hon. Colonel Lindsay, Lieutenant-Colonel Hinks, the Lord Mayor, eta After the cloth was drawn, the Duke of Cambridge proposed The Health of the Queen, amid loud and long-continued cheers. The Earl de Grey and Eipon proposed The Health of the Commander-in-Chief, which was drunk with great enthusiasm. The Navy followed, and then His Royal Highness rose to propose the toast of the evening, Success to the Volunteer Movement! I felt a thrill of enthusiasm gush through me at this point, and I observed that Terence OBrien not only filled a bumper of champagne into his glass, but, over and above that, spilt at least half a bumper on the table-cloth. In proposing this toast, the Duke, in a clear loud tone, and with a distinctness of articulation that might have been imitated with advantage by some who followed him, said I must congratulate you all upon the earnest desire, which the meeting I see before me proves, that this movement should be continuous. (Hear, hear.) It is essentially necessary that to be of any use this movement should be continuous. (Hear, hear.) There have been objections made to this movement on the ground that it is aggressive. I deny that altogether. (Hear, hear.) I say it is a movement entirely of defence. (Loud cheers.) In former times we reckoned it certain that, with our wooden walls to defend us, no enemy could come across the Channel from any quarter of the globe to attack us; but the scientific improvements of modem times  improvements which come upon us so rapidly that we scarcely know what the next day is going to bring forth  witness the Whitworth gun, for instance  (hear, hear)  lead us to the conviction that for our real comfort it is absolutely essential that a great empire like ours should always be in a position of perfect security; that we should be able to say to all the world, Come if you dare! (Loud and continued cheering, with a yell of defiance from OBrien.)... As to your organisation, I may perhaps be permitted to say a few words. Many gentlemen seem to suppose that all you have to do is to become good shots. There is my friend, General Hay  one of the best shots in the country  who thinks there is nothing like being a good shot. He is somewhat an enthusiast on this subject, and to a certain extent I go with him; but, after all, I have a great idea that to make a good soldier a man must know his drill. If you do not know your drill, shooting, in my opinion, is nearly thrown away. (Hear.) I have heard a good deal of talk about loose drill; but depend upon it that you must first drill steadily. Drill steadily first, and then you may afterwards become loose, dégagé riflemen. We are often told that we are not a military nation, and we may not be, in the common acceptation of the term. We have no conscription, for instance; but produce a country where you could have such a display of military spirit as this Volunteer movement affords. (Loud cheers.) Again, are not our militia, our regular army too, all volunteers? (Cheers.) All  Regulars, Militia, and Volunteers  come from the same source. Are not all actuated by the same feelings in coming forward, each in their respective services, for the defence of the country? The Duke concluded his admirable speech amid prolonged and enthusiastic cheers.

During the after proceedings of this evening a remarkable sensation of drowsiness overpowered me, and for some time I felt the utmost difficulty in keeping awake. Suddenly this feeling ceased, and in its place arose within my breast an irresistible desire to make a speech! Unable to restrain myself, I took advantage of a lull in the conversation, and, starting to my feet, to the amazement of the assembled company, I said  

Your Royal Highness, my Lords and Gentlemen,  The sentiments which have fallen from the various speakers who have preceded me are such as must claim the admiration and gratitude of every Volunteer in this country. (Hear, hear, and loud cheers.) Especially do I feel proud of the terms in which you, our royal chairman, have spoken of our position, our capabilities, and our prospects; and grateful am I for the advice you have given to the Volunteers in general, in reference to a subject, which (here I became impressively solemn), I assure you, lies very near my heart (Sensation.) I allude to the subject of drill. (Deafening and prolonged cheers, mingled with a few faint hisses. I observed that the hisses came from one or two weak-minded individuals who were notorious for their incapacity to distinguish the difference between right and left.) I agree with your Royal Highness entirely in the opinion, that we should learn to drill steadily first and afterwards become loose dégagé riflemen. I regret to say that, during my long experience as a Volunteer rifleman, I have found a very general tendency to reverse this admirable order, or rather to adopt the latter principle, and omit the former. So loose are some of our riflemen at drill, that they seldom have any sensible connection whatever with either their right or left hand men (hear, hear, and hisses); many of them never condescend to touch in to the pivot, or look out to the flank; and I have often seen a wheel performed with nearly half the company acting a totally independent and centrifugal part If Volunteer officers had the moral courage to insist upon obedience and silence in the ranks, this disgraceful  (a storm of hisses, with cries of  turn him out, and a shout of hear, hear  from the Duke, who ordered a flourish of trumpets to silence the uproar.) Looking calmly round, I continued, with solemnity, You receive any amount of butter, Volunteers, with immense satisfaction and applause. I think it would become Volunteer officers well to admit their imperfections, and receive well-meant rebuke at least in silence. (Hear, hear, faintly uttered, amid a volley of penitent sighs.) I assure you, my brother-officers, I feel very deeply that the rebuke applies equally to myself (cries of no, no, youre a brick, mingled with Oh!shut up, etc.), for my shortcomings are numerous.

And now, my Lords and Gentlemen, I beg to propose a toast  (hear, hear)  a toast which I feel convinced you will drink with unbounded enthusiasm. Let us drink (a voice, Confusion to the straddle movement)  No, sir, I said, looking severely at the speaker, that is not my toast Let us drink to the health of Sir Robert Peel. (Uproar and confusion, with stormy cries of turn him out,

sit down,no, no,fire away, Ensign,hooray!) From the manner in which you receive this, my Lords and Gentlemen, it is evident you have not yet been informed of the change in Sir Roberts views. Do you not know that he is about to make a speech in favour of the Volunteer movement in the House to-morrow, and that he has accepted a commission as Colonel of a new corps of Volunteer Horse Marines, which is about to be raised a-board the Great Eastern?

On hearing this the company rose en masse and gave vent to their feelings in yells of delight. Carried away by the enthusiasm of the moment, the Duke of Cambridge leaped on his chair, and, placing his right foot on the table, cried, With all the honours, gentlemen!

Stay, your Royal Highness, one moment, I shouted; permit me to couple with that toast the revered name of Lord Melv  (A perfect storm of applause drowned the remainder of the sentence, and for several minutes the star-lit roof of the magnificent chamber rang with the thundering cheers of that vast and enthusiastic multitude.)

Suddenly I felt my arm seized by Terence OBrien. Arrah! man, why dont ye git up and cheer with the rest? Sure yell find it aisier to slape in yer bed than here. Bouse up! dye hear me?

I awoke to the somewhat disappointing conviction that my speech was a dream, and that the Volunteers had just drunk the health of Lord Elcho.

Soon after this the Duke retired, and many of the Volunteers dropped off to the Ball. Cousin George, OBrien, and I also left, and drove to Covent Garden.

The Royal Volunteer Ball which was given on that night in the Floral Hall, adjoining the new Italian Opera House, Covent Garden, will ever remain in my memory as the most wonderful thing of the kind I ever saw. The somewhat bewildered ideas with which I look back upon it may be summed up in the words  vast space, immense height, floral richness of colouring, aerial lightness, blazing brightness, buzz, crush, music, and magnificence! Neither pen nor brush can do justice to the ball in the Floral Hall. In size, grandeur, and numbers, it exceeded anything of the kind ever attempted before. It is said that there were 8000 persons present; and we can well believe it, for the place was crowded to suffocation, and, in order to make room for such a vast assemblage, the splendid theatre itself was thrown open for their reception. The ball-room proper was the Floral Hall; the refreshment-room was the large stage of the theatre; the lounges were the pit, boxes, and galleries; and the supper-room was the immense but low-roofed apartment under the Floral Hall. This last was thrown open between twelve and one oclock, but ices and other refreshments were to be had at all times during the evening on the stage. Yes, unexpected privilege! I trod the boards of Covent Garden Theatre! I acted a part, too; I ate two ices, drank four cups of coffee, abused three waiters, unintentionally broke the fastenings of the belt of an Artillery Volunteer, apologised for the same, and strutted behind the foot-lights, before hundreds of spectators, and that, too, without the slightest feeling of mauvaise honte or timidity, although it was my first appearance on any stage whatever!

The Floral Hall is 228 feet long, the walls are 30 feet high, and the arched glass roof which they support rises to a height of 57 feet from the floor.

At the extreme end is an arcade, having in the centre a glass dome of 50 feet diameter, and 25 feet high. Myriads of jets of gas, in the form of stars, circles, crosses, and other devices, lighted up this fairy palace to the vivid brilliancy of noon-day. Artificial flowers were twined round the pillars, interlaced among the capitals and cornices, and festooned from the roof, giving to the scene an intensely rich and warm effect But, sooth to say, the ladies and gallant gentlemen assembled there far outshone the flowers in lustre and brilliancy. The uniforms of the Volunteers contrasted and harmonised well with the scarlet coats of the Regulars, which were sprinkled thickly over the scene; and the solid effect of the male attire was relieved by the blush-rose-like delicacy of hundreds of the fair sex who honoured the ball with their presence. Unhappily there were too few ladies. Most of the Volunteers who had assembled from all parts of the kingdom had come to the metropolis alone, so that their preponderance in numbers over the fair sex was very striking.

As to dancing, there was little space, but that little was used to the uttermost Quadrilles, waltzes, polkas, etc., were kept up with untiring energy to the strains of Messrs. Coote and Tinneys admirable monster band, which performed at one end of the hall; and when I gazed from the steps of the gallery at the other end on the gay scene, where the crowd was so great and the space so extensive that individual figures could not easily be distinguished, it seemed to me as if my eyes were resting on a mighty flower-bed over which a steady breeze was blowing, causing its surface to wave gently to and fro; and when the band struck up, and the dancing up the middle of the long hall began, it appeared as if a whirlwind were passing up the centre of that flowerbed, causing the leaves of green and pink and white to flutter violently.

We have said that the band occupied one end of the Floral Hall. The gallery at the other end was reserved for the Lady-patronesses. This attractive point was crowded with the high and lovely dames of Englands aristocracy  the Duchess of Wellington, the Duchess of Somerset, Lady Constance Grosvenor, Lady Saltoun, the Countess of Fife, and many others, whose beauty of face and form could not be enhanced by the magnificent jewels that glittered on their noble brows and fair shoulders.

I gazed frequently in mute admiration at this gallery, and more than once overheard OBrien mutter, in the depth of his enthusiasm, Faix, I belave they re almost as purty as the girls of Galway.

In passing down the room afterwards, however, I came to the conclusion that a title is not an essential element in female beauty, for again and again I passed many a queenly face on which the bloom was equally delicate, the skin as soft, and the smile as sweet, though neither diadem nor coronet was there.

But the scene in the supper-room was the point of the Ball which remained most vividly impressed upοη my memory, for there the crush became excessive, and at one time wore a serious aspect. Although the apartment was extensive (equal indeed to the arcade itself), its roof was low  not more than seventeen feet high. There was one small door of entrance, and, as far as I could make out, only one door for the exit of the thousands who continually flowed into the room, and that door, with the narrow flight of steps beyond, only permitted the passage of two at a time. The consequence was, that the crush near the outlet was fearful. It was about one oclock when we bethought us of food.

Come, and lets have a glass of champagne. said George to ma Be all manes, replied OBrien, who had danced the whole evening, and was at that time enjoying a species of self-acting vapour-bath.

So we went to the supper-room, but it took us half-an-hour to get in, and during the hour half that followed we were occupied in vainly endeavouring to get out. So terrible was the squeeze, that we had to follow the stream perforce, and utterly failed to reach the supper-tables. The Times of the following morning informed me that the walls of the apartment were draped with white, bound with fillets of gold, which divided the walls into panels, in which were sprigs of artificial roses. Each of the main tables was 200 feet long, and covered from end to end with epergnes, candelabra, vases of flowers, pieces of plate, statuettes, centrepieces, and flags, besides all the luxuries of every season and of every clime. We have no doubt of the truth of this, for the Times is known to be infallible; but I saw it not! My stature precluded the use of my eyes, except in reference to the back of the Volunteer in front of me; and had I been endowed with the might of Samson, I could not have penetrated that dense crowd towards the tables.

I thought with anxiety of the probable consequences had a panic ensued. Several ungentlemanly fellows, becoming impatient, commenced to shou and struggle. The well-disposed, of course, had to offer violent resistance; the police tried to interfere, and for a few moments there was every prospect, as OBrien said, of a regular scrimmage taking place. Several ladies screamed, and one fainted, whereupon the chivalry of the Volunteers burst forth in the shout, form line! The good effect of drill here shone out conspicuously. Instantly a double line of sturdy Volunteers was formed. We (for George, OBrien, and I assisted, of course) joined hands, and, crushing back with all our force, opened a lane to the door. Pass out the ladies! was the next order. In a few minutes the dear creatures tripped past with looks of mingled trepidation and gratitude, and ere long not one was to be seen, at least near to where we stood. Then the crowd collapsed, and  oh! my sides ache while I write  a rush was made in earnest. Shoulder-belts and chains were snapping all round me. I felt myself crushed up into a sort of miscellaneous crumple, and in a few minutes was discharged into the ballroom  alive, certainly, but unspeakably mangled!

We hurried to the lobby, as it was now, according to Terence, four oclock of to-morrow mornin, and here we found six thousand cloaks and caps in what printers would have termed pie, and OBrien styled muss. We sought for an hour in despair, but by good fortune found our garments at last; then, fearing lest other mishaps should befall us in that mysterious place, we fled to our temporary homes, and thus ended my experiences of the Ball!

Yes, reader, I have gone through it all! It was a great, a glorious day! A royal pageant, a royal feast, and a royal ball, ending with a miniature Waterloo in the supper-room of the Floral Hall. Little wonder that I feel proud of my Queen, my country, and myself. Less wonder that I cherish the remembrance of the 7th of March 1860 as a salient point in my existence, and an era in our national, history; and, least wonder of all, that this was my personal appearance at the termination of that memorable day  
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THE GRAND MUDDLEBURY VOLUNTEER REVIEW.

BY ENSIGN SOPHT.

(IN TWO CHAPTERS.)


CHAPTER I.

IMPRESSIONS, whether grave or gay, are invariably stamped upon my memory as if with the dread force of a steam-hammer.

There is not an incident or a circumstance connected with the great Muddlebury Review which came under my personal observation, that is not clear and distinct in my mind to its minutest details.

It was in the early days of the movement, those bright romantic days when the Volunteers knew little, and imagined less, of that high state of efficiency to which they were destined to attain; those glad hilarious days of the movements infancy, when our military reason was as yet undeveloped, and we rejoiced in all the freedom of irregular, irresponsible, childlike revelry. We were irregulars in the widest sense of the word. The War Office at that time smiled upon us with benignant indifference, and every man was allowed to do very much what seemed right in his own eyes. The review at Muddlebury was the first in which our battalion had engaged. There was a rumour that it was to culminate in a sham fight.

Never, till memory fails, shall I forget the sensation of swelling pride with which I donned my regimentals on that auspicious morning. I was proud of my regimentals. They fitted well. Having observed, when my company was clothed for the first time, that the tunics of some of the men were too long and too wide, insomuch that they stuck out behind like the tail of a cock-sparrow, I had my tunic made very short and close fitting. I had it also well stuffed in the breast, to get rid of that fatally weak and wrinkled look about the chest which characterised the tunics of some of the men. My cap, too, I had made nearly two inches higher than most of the other caps, and more in the form of a shako. Do not suppose that this was the result of vanity. No! but being shorter than most of the men, I considered this variation in the cap most allowable as well as appropriate. The steel scabbard of my sword glittered like a bar of glass. The sword itself  a regulation one, somewhat too large for me, but not too heavy for my strength of arm  gleamed like a flash of light when I drew it, which I did more frequently than there was any occasion for  so said cousin George; but George, you know, was prone to find fault. At our rendezvous I found the men scattered about, conversing in little knots. I felt proud of them  except, of course, those with the cock-sparrow tails. No doubt they were as brave and stout as the other men, and quite as efficient, but it was not in the power of human nature to be proud of such ridiculous creatures. I am not sarcastic. I am essentially pitiful when I think and write of these men. I had no evil thoughts about them at the time, I have none now, but I could not help wishing them absent.

My captain whispered me to sheath my sword as I came forward; I had drawn it too soon.

The bugle sounded  that clarion note which lifts the poor civilian from the regions of inglorious ease, and rouses up the steed of war to scent the battle from afar  and we all fell in. One or two of us fell out, also, as to our relative positions in company, for sizing was not carefully attended to in those early days. (I do not, of course, refer to the house-painters idea of sizing.) We were allowed pretty much to size ourselves. My company, however, was a favourable exception in this matter, as in most others, for my captain was one of the best in the service  thorough in everything; a soldier in heart, though not in fact, and a stem disciplinarian. He rose high in the service ultimately. At the time I write of he was modestly learning, like the rest of us.

Cousin George was there. He was one of the best officers of ours.

George of ours has often been suggested to me as a good title for a book; but I have made up my mind to let my cousin write his own biography.

Heres a lark, he whispered to me in passing.

Where? said I, looking up.

The adjutant cant come, and our colonel is to be left to his own resources.

Oh! I exclaimed. D you think he can do it?

Splendidly! returned George; but I observed a peculiar twinkle in his eye which puzzled me. I never could understand George, and I felt rather uneasy when I reflected that our colonel was a small nervous man, with a weak voice and an inexact mind. I did not reflect that nothing but occasion is wanted for the development of genius.

Shall I describe the preliminaries of that great day? No. Those whom I may style original volunteers require no description. They remember it. The men of the present day would have difficulty in comprehending any description  still greater difficulty in believing it Suffice it to say that the morning was magnificent  all that could be wished, and we got fairly en route, right in front, with band in full blast, about an hour after the appointed time of starting; just long enough, as my captain remarked, to enable the enemy to discover our intended movements and disconcert all our plans.

Muddlebury is an English town on the edge of an undulating common. We reached it by a forced march. Retributively the march forced some of our men to fall out in the neighbourhood of public-houses, and a few mauvais sujets, deeming discretion the better part of valour, executed a clever though disorderly retreat homeward. Those of us who reached the common felt ourselves by that time to be seasoned troops, though somewhat worn.

What a sight met our eager eyes as we marched with a quick step over the grassy plain!

All Muddlebury was there, besides the population of several other burys, the names of which I do not recollect. Volunteers were arriving in all directions, with bands, fifes, and drums resounding in the sunny air. Little boys were tumbling joyously over the field of future battle, and savage mounted officers, with still more savage police, were hunting them off the ground. Carriages, horses, riders, gay ladies, artillery  all flashed before me in confusion indescribable.

I have a distinct recollection at that moment of a feeling akin to gratitude when I reflected that I was not the commanding officer of the day. It may not be inappropriate here to confess once for all that my mind cannot grasp a complex subject. In military matters my forte was detail. My ambition has always been to be well led, not to lead.

How a General knows which are his troops and which the enemys; how he can tell where his men are, in the midst of smoke and noise, or what they are doing, or what they ought to do; how he ever comes to perceive the right time for ordering an advance or effecting a masterly retreat  all these are subjects over which I have pondered with feelings of hopeless incapacity, and of profound thankfulness that all mens minds are not constituted like my own.

Let it not be imagined that I wish to decry myself. On the contrary, I magnify mine office. I am an ensign, and am proud to say that I know precisely  no one better  that, when the right is in front the left is the pivot, and vice versâ. I can issue the commands with the preliminary instructions of company drill in the very words of the Red Book, and with the sing-song intelligence of a sergeant in the regulars. I never order my men to left, or right about, wheel; nor, when my company is taking ground to a flank, right in front, do I ever, by any chance, order them to form company to the left on the leading files. No. I performed that last operation once, and the men somehow obeyed the order. Of course they were clubbed, and I could not comprehend what had happened, nor could I put them right again! In this dilemma I ventured on a stroke of originality. I rushed a short way to one side, held my sword on high, and shouted, Form rallying square! The men broke and rushed round me with the wild haste appropriate to this piece of drill, when cavalry are supposed to have taken you unawares. Then sending out my covering-sergeant a few paces to the front, I gave the order, Re-form company! They obeyed. The thing was done, and my error was rectified without confusion!

From what I have said the reader will be prepared for a somewhat incorrect description of the grand Muddlebury review. I only profess to describe what I saw, as I thought I saw it.

The reviewing officer  surrounded by a brilliant staff, and a more brilliant bevy of ladies, mounted and in carnages  occupied an appropriately commanding eminence. From this point of vantage mounted officers frequently shot at full gallop with instructions, no doubt. We soon fell into our position, somehow  I cannot tell how  and the march-past began.

I had cautioned our men previously, and with much earnestness, to touch conscientiously to their pivot flank, and look straight to the front in passing the General They did so, and the result was admirable. The company in front of us went past in the form of an irregular S, each man taking a sly glance at the General in the belief that he would not be observed! The company just beyond it marched in the shape of a first-quarter moon, with the horns in rear. Cousin Georges company was immediately behind mine. I glanced back and saw that two men, who seemed greatly to admire their boots, had lost their touch, and thereby split their company into three unequal sections, which came into frequent collision in their vain efforts to reunite. George himself, with the stem rigidity of a martyr, kept his eyes straight to the front and religiously followed his nose.

The march-past over, the grand review began. There was a deal of galloping to and fro, accompanied by much shouting of commands in remarkably varied tones. Our battalion was ordered to stand at ease. It was interesting to note the difference of character in volunteer colonels as exemplified by their commands. There was the gentle voice of the quiet methodical man, giving the word of command in the same measured tone with the caution, so that his men, who had listened as if to a brief but interesting speech, only became awake to the fact that they were required to step out by his ceasing to speak. There was the nervous colonel, who, intent on the word of command, forgot the caution  or the reverse  causing his battalion to waver in the start-off, and check itself before getting finally under weigh. Then there was the hasty but resolute colonel, who, bent on showing that civilians are quite as good as regulars when they choose, was wont to give the word eyes-FRONT! in the voice of a stentor, and then, in a rushing monotone, some such order as Take-ground-to-the - right - in - fours  Fours,  right - quick  Ma-a-a-a-r-ch! sending out the last word with an exaggerated cannon-like roar that might have put the whole regular service to the blush.

While I was meditating on these things, a staff-officer rode up to our colonel and saluted him. The colonel hastily drew his sword to return the salute. The incident bore a marvellous resemblance to a challenge to mortal combat. Some words were exchanged. Our colonel made a demonstration of some sort with his sword, and the staff-officer galloped away. The colonels horse then took to rearing; after that, to kicking. In a few minutes it ran away with him. Fortunately, it ran straight towards us. I observed a movement in the front rank of No. 1 Company as if the men were undecided whether to open up and let their commander pass, or kneel to receive cavalry. It was a critical and anxious moment, but the horse decided the question by allowing himself to be pulled up in time.

I rushed to my place from which I had strayed, drew my sword, almost cut off the nose of a sergeant near me, and fell in.

Be careful, sir  said the sergeant, starting back.

West-Swigginton rifle-volunteers, eyes front!! shouted the colonel feebly.

He had learnt that lesson with care and said it fairly well What does he say? asked a deaf private.

He says hold your tongue, replied a sergeant.

The battalion will take

Call em to attention first, sir, whispered our drill-sergeant, who acted the part of sergeant-major that day.

Oh! ah! exclaimed the colonel, flushing, a  ten  SHUN!

We heard the  shun? and sprang to attention.

Fours, said the colonel, in a solemn or cautionary tone; then, with vehemence,  left  ah! I mean  EIGHT!

Some turned right, some left, and some stood still.

As you were! shouted the colonel.

Some of us did not know precisely how we were, but we obediently shuffled a little again and stood still What is he saying now? asked the deaf private.

I think hes advising us to do something, remarked his rear-rank man.

Why dont we do it, then? muttered a wag.

Wait for the word? growled a sergeant.

It came at last:  

Fours  right  quick ma-a-arch!

Away we went over the common right merrily, with reviving hopes of our colonel and thorough confidence in ourselves.

As we crossed a slight eminence, we obtained a splendid view of the field of battle, over which various bodies of troops were moving smartly. Some of these were beginning to fire at each other, and ere long a sharp fusilade inspired us with war-like feelings, while the thunder of artillery on our left filled us with a solemn sense of danger in that direction.

Suddenly our column was thrown into some confusion owing to our colonel giving the word front turn in the tone of a polite request, so that only the men next him obeyed, while the rest of us held on. We quickly discovered that something was wrong, and soon got right again  or nearly so. We had been marching in quarter-distance column, but this mistake opened us out to nearly wheeling distance. A little doubling of the rear companies put us all right again. But we had scarcely recovered breath when we all felt ourselves crushed up into a dense mass. The colonel had given the word halt! Only the first company heard it, and the result was what I have described.

Although a timid little man, our colonel was proud  too proud to call in the aid of the sergeant-major, who was too proud to give advice unasked.

Ease yourselves off, cried the colonel in desperation.

We cant budge hand or foot in the centre, sir, said a pert private.

I know that, replied the colonel testily;  outside men, ease OFF! he added, extemporising a word of command.

Outside applied to the flanks as well as to the front and rear of the dense battalion, but after much effort and no little noise, assisted by our drill sergeant, who now began to take a humorous view of things, we managed to get into a sufficiently open or straggling condition, and then stood at ease.

Just after this manœuvre was executed, a staff-officer approached at full gallop. This officer had evidently  to judge from his face and voice  been worried a good deal in other parts of the field.

What are you doing here, sir? he demanded sternly.

I  I  thought you ordered me to take possession of this mound, replied the colonel timidly.

No, sir, it was that mound (he pointed to a knoll considerably off to our left).  Dont you see that this mound is commanded by the artillery, and that you are at present being blown to pieces?

We had indeed seen this for some time, but not having felt it, we did not care much. The officer deigned to say no more, but galloped away.

Our colonel turned his horse and made straight for the right knoll, but suddenly pulled up and returned. In his confusion he had evidently forgotten us.

Quick ma-a-a-rch! he shouted, and went off again.

We followed in a straggling manner,  not having been called to attention before receiving the order to march.

To our horror, on nearing the hillock, we saw a body of cavalry thundering over the plain with the evident intention of cutting us off.

Run, boys, run! yelled the colonel, losing all control of himself, and all memory of the Red Book, in the excitement of the moment.

We required no urging. Running like schoolboys in a race, we gained the top of the knoll in a huge rabble, about two minutes before the cavalry.

Form rallying square! roared the colonel in a voice that seemed to be derived from the inspiration of the moment. Down with you, boys, on the outside Fire away like  like

Blazes! cried the pert private, whose rifle went off by accident as he spoke, but its report was mingled with the grand roar of a really well delivered fire. Fortunately we had a great number of slow men in our battalion. This fact secured a somewhat continuous discharge, as, before the last of them had fired, the quick men had loaded again. The effect was splendid! My bosom swelled almost to bursting. The padding in my coat became oppressive. Through the smoke I could see the cavalry thrown into dire confusion, for the horses, unaccustomed to have blank cartridges fired in their faces, took to rearing and kicking, insomuch that the troop was compelled to retire.

Our bugles sounded cease firing, and most of us obeyed, though a few of our fiery spirits, whose blood was up, continued the fusilade for some time after.

Then we sent up cheer upon cheer, though two guns galloped up the mound we had recently left, unlimbered, and began to pound us unmercifully; but we cared not a straw for that  they could do us no harm whatever. Our own smoke gradually thinned and rose. Through it we could see the beaten cavalry, and sent after it wild ringing cheers of defiance and delight as it retired crestfallen across the plain.




CHAPTER II.

WE were not left long to enjoy our triumphant feelings at the retreat of the cavalry. Our cheers had not quite subsided, and most of us were engaged in re-loading our rifles at our own discretion, when a staff-officer was seen to gallop furiously up to our colonel, exchange a few words with him, point towards something with his sword, and then gallop away.

The colonel put spurs to his horse. He was thoroughly roused by that time. He had a face like the moon in a fog, and a voice that had become absolutely trumpet-like.

West-Swigginton rifle-volunteers! he shouted, pointing to the hillock where the artillery was still blazing at us, we are ordered to take these guns! Now is our chance for glory! Right-about face  quick  stay  halt! By the right  dress!

Non-military readers will understand that we were dressed already  of course. Propriety required that; but we were in such disorder that it became necessary to re-arrange the companies in straight lines  if possible  each man looking to his right.

When we were dressed, the colonel again began the order, Quick when the sergeant touched his cap and whispered confidentially, Rear ranks in front, sir.

The colonels enthusiasm could not brook trivial interruption. I know it, he said aloud (venturing, I fear, on an untruth),  but what matters that? Are British volunteers to be hampered in the moment of action by such a paltry consideration? Are not rear-rank men as good as front-rank men? Even to our ignorance this seemed such a self-evident truth, that we could not help giving the sentiment a cheer, and we felt that, with all his faults, our little colonel was in advance of his times.

Quick ma-a-a-rch! he shouted, and away we went at the hillock in the face of a cannonade that would have decimated us. Our sergeant retired to his place in disgust.

Halt! fire a volley!  no  stay!

I was near the colonel at the moment, and heard him muttering to himself, How the world are they to fire a volley in column? Theyd shoot each other, even with blank cartridge! Tush! They must do it somehow before charging;  then aloud,  Point high, boys, well in the air  at one hundred yards  ready! Present!

A withering volley went up into the blue sky, for even the most obtuse felt the danger, in our circumstances, of the well-known battle-cry aim low!

After the spattering fire of the late men and the ill-kept rifles had ceased, we got the order to fix swords, which we did with wild enthusiasm (and much confusion in the case of men who did not know rightly how to do it), feeling that we were now about to come to close quarters, to use the Britons favourite weapon,  cold steel.

Prepare to charge! cried the colonel. Not being unanimous about this order, some of us brought our rifles to the shoulder, some to the slope, and others to the long trail.

Quick ma-a-arrch!

A general growl of expletives and exclamations ran through the ranks as we stepped off, for clumsy men used their points too freely.

Keep up the points, boys; well up! cried the colonel hastily cha-a-a-rge!

Up, guards, and at em! could not have been responded to with greater enthusiasm. With a wild cheer we dashed up the hill. The artillery limbered up and galloped away before we gained the summit We were panting, and in an inextricable mob.

Bather disappointed  for we had counted on taking the guns, perhaps, prisoners  we nevertheless gave vent to three fervent cheers at the capture of the hill.

It took Us some time to re-form, but we were in great good humour, and I for one felt that if ever we were called on to engage in real warfare, we should be well able to take care of ourselves.

From the point which we had gained, we had a splendid view of the field of battle. All round us the common was dotted with men, marching in solid columns, or advancing to attack in line, or thrown out as skirmishers, or charging in cavalry squadrons, while the rattle of musketry and the thunder of heavy guns was continuous, and the resulting smoke rolled lazily along the ground. Wild cries and wilder commands, mingled with the wildest of cheers, gave a touch of reality to the mimic battle, which sent a thrill through my frame.

No wonder, said I, in a low excited tone, to the man who stood next to me, no wonder that British regulars are so often victorious when such a grand display is made even by British volunteers.

Ha! ejaculated the man.

I looked up. It was Cousin George, with the usual good-humoured but sarcastic smile on his lips.

Yes, it is very fine, he said, pointing to a body of men in front of us who were advancing to dislodge another body from a clump of furze, in the midst of which they kept up a tremendous fire on the advancing force, You see these fellows?

Yes.

That is Colonol Slogs battalion. He has been ordered to support Ringwood, whose men occupy the scrub, but with his usual clearness of perception, Slog has mistaken them for the enemy, and, as you see, is attacking them. Ringwood, with his wonted hot temper, is evidently bent on giving him a warm reception, though he understands the mistake well enough.

Why, George, how can you possibly know all that? said I, looking up in surprise.

West-Swigginton rifle-volunteers, eyes front! shouted the colonel at that moment.

George left me without answering, and we were immediately afterwards thrown forward as a body of skirmishers, I used to observe in those early days that skirmishing suited our battalion admirably, for it relieved the men from that constant and irksome touching to the pivot flank and attention to dressing, which were more or less needful in line or column. In skirmishing, you see, our men had a free-and-easy way of effecting a rambling advance or retreat, without much regard to dressing or distance, which was quite to their taste  a species of relaxation in its way. Moreover, opportunity was afforded to our bad men for drawing more or less into little groups, and indulging in light conversation during this light infantry drill as they rambled to and fro. But in spite of this looseness we did our work not so badly, for there were enough of men among us with good ears and memories to keep us up to the bugle-calls, while the closing,

extending,

forming rallying squares, and relieving skirmishers, afforded scope for the superabundant energies of our troublesome men.

While the battle was raging thus pleasantly all round us, I could not help thinking how blessed a thing it would be if real warfare were as bloodless! Strange to say, the thought had barely occurred when I tripped over a root of furze and received a violent blow on my nose, from which a crimson stream flowed over my lips and chin. My white handkerchief was instantly bespattered with it Fortunately, in our advance, my part of the line had, just then, come on a swampy piece of ground, where I found water to wash my nose, and checked the flow of blood. I soon found more water than was needful for that purpose. It deepened as we advanced, until I and the files near me were up to the knees. The bugle sounded the halt at that moment My duty was to seek the nearest cover and lie down. A dump of rushes was dose ahead of me, I rushed at them with several men and crouched. We were instantly wet to the waist One or two men, I observed, refused to take this ground, turned aside and crowded on the line where the ground was drier. I despised these men in my iguorance. I have since learned to respect them.

I was beginning to shiver, when the retreat sounded. In my haste to get out of the bog I fell on my hands and knees, thus almost completing my bath, besides covering myself with a good deal of mud, which was light yellow in colour and adhesive in its nature. Soon after, we closed on our centre, retired at the double, and resumed our place in the battalion.

I observed that a good many of our men showed symptoms of having tried the bog, and that the colonels horse had been down. The little man himself, however, seemed only rising to the occasion. His eyes absolutely flashed, and his face was so red that it seemed ready to burst out into flame.

Suddenly a troop of volunteer cavalry was seen as if bearing down on us.

Form square! shouted the colonel.

We formed square anyhow; and the result was a formation resembling, so to speak, an irregular rhomboid.

In his eagerness to have it well done, the colonel allowed himself to be shut out of the square. The volunteer cavalry came down like a wolf on the fold! They were not attacking us, however. We chanced to be friends. They were charging the enemy a short distance off on our left, whom we had hitherto believed to be our supports, and treated accordingly. The cavalry went past like a whirlwind. Many of the horses were thorough-bred. They were all mad with excitement; so were the riders; so was our colonels horse, which was also thorough-bred. It took the bit in its teeth, and joined in the charge. A staff-officer came galloping up to us at the same instant Where is the officer in command of this battalion? the staff-officer demanded, or words to that effect Charging with the volunteer cavalry, sir, answered the captain of Νo 1 company, stepping out and saluting, with his left hand in his trousers pocket We wore peg-tops at that time, you see, and had not attained to a perfect knowledge of military etiquette.

Before the officer could reply, our colonel came racing back breathless.

Scuse me, sir  ha!  he ran away  cant slute  lost sword  cap also

Never mind, sir, interrupted the officer. Deploy your battalion into line, and charge the enemy on yonder mound. Drive them over the other side and hold it.

I cannot remember the exact military phraseology, but this was the substance of his order.

Re-form column! roared the colonel without a moments delay.

We did it somehow, chiefly through the miraculous energy of our drill sergeant, who, like his commanding officer, rose to the occasion  rose almost superior to it Deploy on No. 1! howled the colonel.

This was a familiar formation. We did it creditably, except that No. 3, turning to the front too soon, found itself in rear of No. 2; while No. 5, being commanded by its ensign, a timid man, and little, so that he did not see clearly what he was doing, continued the march about a companys distance too far before discovering his error.

These trifles being rectified, we were gallantly led by our swordless, capless, hapless colonel to the storming of the height before us. It was not very high, so we went up at the double, in the face of a fusilade so appalling that I verily believe we should have been cut off to a man if ball-cartridge had been used.

As it was, we lost only two of our number, who fell over some rough ground and damaged their shins and knees to such an extent as to feel themselves entitled to lie still.

Obviously the enemy had resolved to sell their lives dearly  they stood so firm and let us come so close; but just when we were about muzzle to muzzle, and some of the more excitable spirits on both sides were on the point of real fighting, the staff-officer who had come to us before galloped up, and, in a voice of thunder, ordered the enemy to retire.

They did so, meekly, and we, making a grand final rush  forgetting, however, to fix swords  crowned the height with as hearty a cheer as our labouring chests could compass.

This was the grand climax of the day, being the final charge which, as pre-arranged, was to gain our side the victory. It was in a peculiar sense a climax to me, for, just as we topped the height, a big sand-hole appeared in front of me. It was too late to check my impetuous rush. I made a wild leap in hope of dealing it, but missed my spring, tripped on the edge, and went into it headlong.

After that all, was darkness and oblivion. When I recovered consciousness I found myself lying in a strange bed in an unfamiliar room with cousin George at my side.

Thats your sort, old fellow, he said in a cheery voice, have another sip. There, youll be as right as a trivet in a day or two.

What has happened, George? I asked, faintly. Where am I?

Oh, nothing particular, only youve been within an ace of breaking your neck.

Breaking my neck!

Ay, dont you remember diving into the sand-hole? Youve probably saved the life of our reviewing officer too.

The mention of the sand-hole brought everything back to memory like a flash of light  the sham fight, the rattling musketry and roaring cannon, the Approving fair ones, the applauding multitudes, the smoke and dust, and the daring little boys, who stood in rows before us wherever we went, and fell flat down at every discharge, rolling as if in the agonies of mortal wounds, and leaping up to chaff us with derisive laughter  all came back to mind on the instant.

Is it long past? I inquired.

Only an hour or so.

But what dyou mean, George, about saving the

Why, dont you know  oh, of course you dont. Well, it seems that just after you dived so neatly into that hole, the reviewing officer galloped up the height with his staff, and came suddenly to the same hole where you were lying helplessly. His horse stopped dead on the edge, and the General himself shot over his head. There is little doubt that he would have been seriously hurt, perhaps killed, if he had not plunged right into your arms. The result was that he only got a severe shaking, while your buffership had nearly all your small remainder of wind driven out of your body. You may depend upon it, my boy, that this review will be the making of you.

George was ever too sanguine. The making of me has not yet been accomplished. But this I can truly say, in conclusion, that a vast addition to my store of military knowledge, a more profound acquaintance with the capabilities of what I may style my amateur profession, and the friendship of one of the best men in the regular service, resulted from my experiences on the day of the grand Muddlebury Volunteer Review.






TWENTY MINUTES WITH A BURGLAR

By ENSIGN SOPHT.

MY hair is white, although I am only middle-aged. Ten years at least have been added to my life in about twenty minutes. Forgive the paradox  or overlook it I am barely responsible for what I write.

It happened last night Tremors of some sort still agitate my frame. Courage never was a marked feature of my character. It is not now. It is not likely to be in the future, although, considering the all but miraculous changes that have taken place in some of my contemporaries, a change in me of some sort or other is not impossible. Of course I refer to mere animal courage  that quality in which few men are quite deficient, though the boldest of them are excelled by the bull-dog. As to moral courage, I yield to no man! This is not a boast  it is merely an assertion.

It was three oclock in the morning  the deadest hour of the night. I am certain as to this point, because I heard my timepiece strike, and I counted, in the short, sharp tone of a drill-sergeant, one  two  three, bringing my hand down on my thigh at the last word with a slap that startled ma I forgot to mention that my severe military training as a volunteer has left an impress on my spirit which seems to deepen rather than to lessen with the flight of years. When I lie awake at nights  which I frequently do, being addicted to Welsh rabbits and stout for supper  and hear the clock strike the small hours, I invariably go through some portion of the manual or platoon exercise in slow time. Habit, you see, is second nature. I used to drill my men without the aid of a sergeant.

Tes, it was three. The timepiece ceased to beat, my slapped thigh ceased to tingle, I ceased to listen for another stroke, and that drearily dead and peculiarly profound silence natural to the hour had settled down on my senses, when I heard the staircase creak: it was a wooden staircase, singularly apt to creak.

My heart ceased to beat! I ceased to breathe! Soul and body were transformed into one enormous ear! How life continued, in the circumstances, is inexplicable. The creaking was not repeated, and my moral courage rose. With it rose my body, and I somehow got hold of my trousers and drew them gently on. Tremulous emotion affected my frame, but I felt no sensation of fear. I was prepared for the worst, and sat up in bed panting.

I forgot to mention that the thrilling event which I am about to relate occurred just after the famous burglaries that took place in South Kensington. My house being situate in that neighbourhood, I felt naturally anxious, and had supplied myself with a revolver of the largest size, with ammunition to match.

As many of my contemporaries provided themselves with a similar weapon at that time, it may perhaps, interest them to know that, accustomed though I was to Enfield rifles, I had considerable difficulty in accommodating myself to the new and unfamiliar fire-arm. My first act on coming home with it was to retire to the small court at the back of my house, which by courtesy we style the garden. Here I charged the weapon with six cartridges, and took aim at a sheet of paper with a bulls-eye on it the size of a cricket-ball. This target was fixed against the rickety door of an old out-house. I stood at a distance of four yards from the target, but did not hit the bulls-eye. I missed the door altogether. Indeed, I could not find, after a most careful search, any mark of the bullet even on the out-house. It was perplexing; but, with renewed hope and resolution, I tried again.

Finding that my hand lacked sufficient power to cock the pistol by means of the trigger during the process of aiming, I resolved to cock it the ordinary way, by means of the dog-head. To my surprise I could not accomplish this. At last, when I was about to return with it to the gunmaker in disgust, I discovered that I was holding the cartridge-chambers with my left hand, while I pulled at the dog-head with my right, and thus effectually prevented its revolving.

With a smile at my stupidity I took aim a second time, fired, and hit the out-house a yard to the right of the door.

I shall aim well to the left, I muttered between my teeth, as I advanced to within three yards of my supposed adversary.

I did so, and this time hit the door on the upper right-hand comer. Determined not to be beaten, I aimed at a little window which was about a yard and a half to the left of my target. The result was better, though not satisfactory. I discovered that the motion of the muscles in pulling the trigger turned the point of the pistol not only to the right, bat upwards. Hence, although I was nearly in line with the bulls-eye, I had only hit the top of the door. After mature calculation I at last took deliberate aim at the extreme left corner of the outhouse about five feet off the target and two inches from the ground, fired, and, to my inexpressible delight and surprise, hit the bulls-eye.

Charmed with my success, I repeated the fire, but, strange to say, could not find the bullet-mark on any part of the premises. Rapidly though my confidence in my shooting powers was increasing, I could not persuade myself that the bullet had entered the same hole in the bulls-eye with the previous one. Again I took aim, with a stem resolve to be steadier, and pulled the trigger. The result was rather weak, for, having fired the sixth shot, the pistol was empty. This incident, however, showed me that, in the expectation of the explosion, I was in the habit of giving the weapon a wild and needless twist. Reloading, I took another careful aim and fired. The ball this time went crashing through the little window before mentioned.

Thus I came to know that the influence of a stem resolve on the muscles of the right hand had to be taken into account as modifying deflection to the right. I was about to discharge another shot when a window was thrown violently up, and I heard a savage voice shout  

Hallo! I say, sir, what right have you to go blazin away under my window in this fashion, eh? Dont you know its against the law, sir, eh?

I am naturally a man of peace. I never resent an injury unless it be so severe that I cant stand it Overwhelmed with regret at having roused my neighbours wrath, blushing with confusion, and alarmed at the reference to law, I stammered an apology and hastened into my house, letting the revolver off accidentally and hitting the water-butt in passing.

I thought of turning my coal-cellar into a shooting-gallery, but refrained for fear of accidents; besides, I felt that having now actually hit the bulls-eye, and discovered the various influences of mind and body that affect revolver-practice, I believed myself by that time to be sufficiently prepared for action.

But, to return from this long digression to three oclock in the morning. It was a solemn, depressing hour. My senses became painfully acute. The beating of my own heart and the throbbing of my ear-drums were distinctly audible. Staring at pitch darkness with fierce intensity, revealed the circulation of my blood across the retina of my eyes in the form of blue and red stars.

Suddenly the staircase cracked 1 Bounding from my bed I was into my trousers as if by magic  wrong side in front, but that did not matter. Another moment and the revolver was in my hand. The bedroom door was locked, I knew, and the knowledge afforded me unspeakable relief. My wife and family were absent from home, on a visit, and the only domestic in the house was an old and very deaf butler. He slept in the basement, I knew, and the knowledge of that filled me with anguish.

Alone! In the dark! Friendless! Helpless! Nay, not helpless, I thought, and I grasped the revolver with such nervous power that the doghead rose and snapped, revealing the fact that I had forgotten to load it This fell upon me like an electric shock! I sprang to the mantelpiece and felt for the matches. There were none! I rushed to the window, tripped over a stool, and almost plunged into the grate. Bising, I drew back the curtains, and enough light entered to make darkness visible. It sufficed to enable me to find the cartridge-box. I tore off the lid and upset its contents on the floor. I thought of backwoodsmen loading in hot haste when grizzly bears are rushing at them.

Do it calmly, coolly, quietly, I gasped, trembling in every limb, while I vainly tried to thrust cartridges wrong-end foremost into the chamber of the weapon, and dropped them, now and then, on the floor.

Another creak increased my haste and diminished my speed. It was awful! The perspiration stood in large beads on my brow, and trickled down my nose. At last I accomplished my object, cocked my weapon, and stood boldly up in front of the door, prepared to sell my life dearly, though not inclined to sell it at all.

Presently the handle of the door turned softly. I now knew that the moment for action had arrived, and, exercising that moral courage of which I have spoken, I aimed at the panel of the door where I thought the robbers heart must be. An idea arrested my finger in the very act of pulling the trigger. Is the villain tall or short? Then it occurred to me that, if short, a bullet in the head, and, if tall, a ball in the stomach, would be equally effective, so I began to pull the trigger, but relaxed when it flashed across me that I could not make sure of which panel he was behind. My hesitancy was prolonged by the remembrance of the allowances that had to be made to counteract the influence of muscular action in the right hand when coupled with stem resolve.

These multiplying difficulties were to some extent removed by a slight motion in the key and a soft snorting, which told that the monster was trying to look through the keyhole!

I have you now! thought I.

Unfortunately my brain, which is almost too rapid in its action, called up the thought, What if I miss the keyhole? or what if the bullet is too large to go through? It could not possibly penetrate the iron lock itself!

While I mused thus there came a blow as if of a sledge-hammer at the door. The scoundrel was using his foot as a battering-ram. The whole house seemed to quiver. Everything like finesse or subterfuge was now over. I felt like a man who has drawn his sword and flung away the scabbard. Death or victory! seemed to rush hissing through my brain. I stepped back a pace or two, and stood firm as a rock, with revolver levelled. Moral courage had triumphed, and I deliberately modified my aim to counteract the influence of stem resolve, while at the same time I made the requisite allowance for muscular action.

As I had anticipated, the second assault was successful. The door flew open, crashed against the wall, and revealed the burglar  huge, black-bearded, crape-faced  glaring out of the darkness in rear.

He sprang in. My revolver flashed. The report was followed by a yell, and succeeded by a crash which sent a thrill of horror to my heart such as the robber alone could not have roused.

My wife, besides worshipping Queen Anne and everything connected with her times, has an intense love for ancient crockery. There was a shelf full of crockery above the door. My erring bullet had gone up there and brought some of it down in a rattling shower on the burglars head!

Wild with wrath, I fired again. Anger spoils shooting. I missed. Through the smoke the ruffian leaped at me. I dipped. He pitched over my head, and went straight into our large looking-glass. Bising from the wreck he drew a revolver from his pocket and took deliberate aim at me. Strange to say, I was not much alarmed. Experience had shown me that revolvers are prone to uncertain action. I expected him to miss, and was not disappointed in my expectations. The ball whistled past my shoulder, travelled through the chimney-piece ornaments, and was deflected into a wash-hand basin, which, with the ewer, it smashed, letting the contents out upon the floor.

Feeling that this was too hot to last, I braced myself with stem resolve to put an end to it, and took aim about eighteen inches to the left of the wretchs right knee, intending to plant my bullet between his eyes. The report was followed by another hideous crash, and my poor wifes most cherished china vase lay in fragments on the floor. Nothing further was wanting to rouse my indignation to white heat. Absolutely calmed by passion, I pointed my weapon a little lower and somewhat more to the left, but the ruffian was too quick for me. His pistol exploded; the ball went over my head, and sent the pier-glass over the mantel-piece in a glittering shower into the fender. The effect was transcendently beautiful! Even in that moment of supreme agony I could not help admiring it! A stray moonbeam entered as if on purpose to illuminate this crystal cataract.

But the burglar had no eye for the beautiful. He took advantage of my distraction to cover me with deadly precision. I felt that my hour had come, and was paralysed. He pressed the trigger. There was a sharp click, but no report  the weapon had been emptied! I now felt that the murderers hour was come, and was rejoiced. Covering him with a precision as deadly, and ignoring calculations of every kind, I pressed the trigger. There was another sharp click, but no report My weapon also had been emptied! In a frenzy of despair I hurled it at his head. He stooped. The revolver passed on through the window and dropped into the backyard. The demon let fly his weapon at my head Taking a leaf out of his book I dipped, and let the revolver go crashing into the fireplace.

We were now unarmed. I am about five feet six. My adversary appeared to be about six feet five. Dismayed at the awful disproportion I tried to yell, but could not, for throat and lips were parched. Just then I observed that a tumbler of water stood on the wash-hand stand at my elbow. With a gasp of relief I seized and drained it.

Give me some! hissed the villain.

Take it! I screamed, hurling the tumbler at his face with force enough to have killed him on the spot; but it did not. It followed the revolver into the back-yard.

At that moment, just when the brute was preparing, like a tiger, to spring, I recollected that my good sword  which, as a volunteer, I had many a time proudly carried to the field of mimic battle  hung at the head of my bed behind me. I leaped back with a species of joy at my heart, caught it, and tried to draw it, but rust and neglect had glued it to the scabbard. What a lesson, what a sermon was in this incident! The savage observed my difficulty, and with a hoarse growl sprang forward. I whirled the trusty weapon, scabbard and all, round my head with such violence that it not only checked his onset, but loosened the scabbard, and sent it like a sky-rocket in search of the tumbler and pistol I now felt sure of my man, and rushed at him with that celebrated straight point which is said to be so effective against Eastern troops. Unfortunately he stepped aside  somewhat like the matadore from the charging bull  and I ran the sword through one of my wifes dresses, right through a closet-door up to the very hilt. It was a magnificent thrust, if it had only been in the right place.

Before I could disengage it the burglar had me by the hair of the head, and hurled me to the floor. Winding myself round his ankles I brought him down. He let go his hold of me in falling to save himself. I sprang up instantly and dived under the bed. He followed. Issuing from the opposite side, I leaped upon it. He was about to do the same when I gathered bed-clothes and down-quilt in a bundle, hurled them over his head, and leaped into his arms. We fell, but he failed to clutch me in his struggles.

Gazing in horror at the frantic confusion he made in trying to free himself, I grasped the sword again, but it was rooted in the closet-door beyond my powers of extraction.

Panting with exertion and emotion I stood transfixed for a few seconds, irresolute, and with a dreadful feeling as if the fight were destined to go on for ever. I glanced at the timepiece  one of the few ornaments yet uninjured  and saw that we had been engaged for exactly fifteen minute, It felt like fifteen hours; but I had no time to think. The hideous creature was on his feet again ready to spring.

In my study of the art of war, I had learned that the attacking party has generally the advantage of the attacked, especially on open ground; also, that strategy is advisable when possible.

Genius renders all things possible, thought I, and no ground could be more open than ones own bedroom floor.

Inspired with the thought, I rushed at the man and sprang upwards as if I meant to go right over his head; but this was only a feint  I dived instead, and went straight between his legs. The rase would have been most successful if completed. Unfortunately, he caught me by the waist between his knees and sat down on me!

Shall I ever forget the agony of that moment, mental and physical? I felt that it was all over with me, and was crashed as if beneath a ton of coale. My ribs began to crack. I heard the waistband of my trousers give way. This was more than human nature could endure. I was fairly roused at last to uncontrollable fury. With a mighty heave I hulled the scoundrel off and fell upon him. He grasped my hair; I clutched his beard. We twined our legs round each other like battling snakes, and rolled through the open door into the dark passage. Heaving, in a tumultuous heap, we reached the head of the staircase, fell over it, and went down like a human avalanche  the burglar undermost I kept him so, guiding him down by his beard, and driving him against wall and bannister as we slid along, until we reached the bottom, where, his head went into something and stuck fast.

I knew not what it was, but felt pleased when I ascertained, from his convulsive coughings and gaspings, that he was suffocating somehow.

Just then my deaf man-servant appeared on the scene with a candle in his hand, and wonder in his eyes.

The light showed that the burglars head had gone into a coal-scuttle, and that he was choking with coal-dust. Leaping up I seized the scuttle, raised it with a degree of ease that was astounding even to myself, brought it down on the ruffians skull with an amazing crash, and  awoke  to find that it was all a dream!

Reader I would not insult you by asking your attention to the details of a dream such as this, were it not for the important lesson which it teaches, namely, this  never think of defending yourself with a revolver!










FUGITIVE THOUGHTS AND FANCIES

OF ENSIGN SOPHT.

EXTRACTED FROM HIS DIARY.


NEW DRILL.

IN compliance with the wishes expressed in numerous applications forwarded from all parts of the kingdom, the War Office, it is said, intends to issue a new drill-book for Volunteers. As the rebukes and remonstrances addressed by drill-sergeants to Volunteer recruits are, from experience, found everywhere and always to be the same, they are to be incorporated in this work as part of the instruction; and as a few of the habits and customs of Volunteers have become inveterate, provision is wisely to be made for their exercise. I subjoin an extract:  



Sergt. Squad  tshun.

At this word the Volunteer recruits will come to what they consider the position of tshun as quickly as they feel inclined to.

Sergt. (Remonstratively.) Silence, gentlemen  doo keep silence, please.

The Volunteer recruits will smile.

Sergt. Prepare to  talk.

At this word the Volunteers will endeavour to collect their ideas  if they have any.

Sergt. From the right of sections; commence  talking.

The Volunteers will at once do as they are bid (a rather unusual thing), and talk as much as they pleasa It is strictly enjoined, however, on pain of dismissal, that the following be avoided:  Scandal, jesting, buffoonery, and nonsense. Nothing but common-sense will on any account be permitted. As those who can talk sense will naturally hold their tongues, and those who cannot will be compelled to shut up, the result, it is confidently expected, will be unusually dead silence in the ranks. The sergeant will then go on with the drill as follows:  

Sergt. Squad  T-the right-or  left  face.

The recruits will face to whichever flank they please, and when it has been ascertained to which flank most of them have faced, the sergeant will take any natural object in front of the minority, and give the word: Genlemn facin the river (or the big tree, or the steeple, or the yellow house, as the case may be), thrightabout  face. On which word the minority will come to the left about, and laugh.

Sergt. No laughin, genlema By the right, or left, or centre  it dont matter wich  double run.

The recruits will bolt, opening out to six paces between the files on the march.

Sergt. Haowlt-frnt The recruits will halt and front (a large proportion of them to the rear), at the same time bursting into a volley of laughter and talking.

Sergt (Whom we  the War Office  now suppose to be almost deranged with passion.) T-th- rightaboutfive-quarters  face. Break off  brutes!

I regard this as one of the most appropriate works that can be issued from the War Office, and recommend it to all Volunteers of weak intellect. Of course, no man can form a correct estimate of the strength of his own intellect. Each Volunteer may, however, easily ascertain it by asking the candid opinion of his rear or front rank man.

Whats worth doing, is worth doing well  there is no doubt whatever about that. So deeply are the authorities at the Horse Guards impressed with this truth, that in the new drill-book instructions are to be given as to how our enemies are, in the words of high-spirited young men, to be kicked across the Channel, if they dare to invade us, As many Volunteers may not be able to afford to purchase the ten-thousandth edition of this manual, I subjoin an extract referring to the new movement 

CAUTION.  Prepare to kick.



Two. At the word two the Volunteer will raise his left hand, with slow deliberation, to the front, as high as the centre of his chest  the arm being kept straight, knuckles pointing upwards  and, with the forefinger and thumb, seize a (supposed) Frenchman by the nape of the neck. (See fig. 1.)
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Three. At the word three the Volunteer will raise his left foot slowly, taking care to move only the lower part of the limb  thigh being kept quite stiff, head erect, shoulders square, chest thrown well forward  and remain perfectly steady, still retaining his hold of the (supposed) Frenchman. (See fig. 2.)

Kick. At the word kick the Volunteer, counting a pause of slow time, will kick the supposed Frenchman across the British Channel  (see fig. 3)
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 after which he will come to the position of stand at ease.

After the Volunteer has become au fail at this part of his drill, he may, if so disposed, hire a man to kick at so much an hour. If unable to afford this luxury, he may practise on a dummy  a painters lay-figure or a bolster will do very well. Of course, it is assumed that the tame idea of driving the enemy back into the sea at the point of the bayonet is now entirely exploded.

Having, with deep study and labour, succeeded in composing a conundrum, I ventured to put it to my pretty cousin Lucy as follows:  

Sopht. Why is a Volunteer like an augur, Lucy? Give it up?  Because he drills well! ·

Lucy. I should have said, because hes a great bore.

Q. When is a Volunteer like a vicious cur?  



A. When hes at snapping practice.



Q. What is better than proving a company?  



A. Im-proving it.



Q. When are medical students like rifles?  A. When they re being capped.
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Sergeant. Now, Bill, when I say tshun you come up all stiff, but dont do it too smart, else ye wont do for the Volunteers. Recruit. Hall right, guvner; fire away.

SINGING AND SINGING-OUT.

It has been suggested that Volunteer regiments and companies should assiduously practise singing while on the march, in order at once to exercise their lungs and avoid the unnecessary expense of a band From peculiar and significant signs in the Volunteer atmosphere  recognisable only by the initiated  I learn that a very important branch of singing is about to be cultivated by the officers of Volunteer corps  namely, singing-out at drill If officers knew how much it disgusts men to be requested in a mild voice to march, counter-march, wheel, etc., they would change their tones, and give their orders in voices of thunder. Soldiers love such voices. Eminent authorities in military affairs have even gone the length of saying that  no man can be a very bad drill who has a loud voice. Many Volunteer captains and subalterns have hitherto remarked their orders  perhaps we should say, expressed their wishes  to the sections that happened to be nearest to them, leaving the remainder of their companies to act by sight or intuition. I am happy to state that this will be the case no longer. My remarks on the subject  having first enraged many of the Volunteer officers, and caused them to smile in affected contempt  will be earnestly pondered, and will ultimately result in distinctly articulated and loudly bellowed words of command  such as the men might expect to be able to hear ringing high above the din of battle. Those officers who cannot or will not exert their lungs are either to be cashiered qr compelled to drill their men publicly according to the principles of a new manual to be printed specially as a punishment for them. We give an extract:  



CAUTION.  As a company in column, right in front.

Captain. (Speaking very softly, so as to be heard only by the fourth section and perhaps by a file or two of the third.)  Company, may I request you to come to attention? and, ah  if it is not asking too much  ah  quick march  that is  thank you, gentlemen  pray keep it up till I beg of the fourth section to halt, etc.



Coursing is a favourite pastime. This fact reminds me that, among Volunteers, dis-coursing is much more popular. Lectures by officers who have been at Hythe, and popular lectures to Artisan Companies, are now the order of the day. As for hares, we have nothing to do with such things. Even hair-triggers are disallowed in Her Majestys service.


ADVICE TO PROFESSIONAL AND SECTIONAL COMPANIES.

To Advocates we would say, be particular in learning to charge with precision and effect, as, in the event of your attaining to the bench, you will frequently be called upon to charge the jury. Let Writers be always ready to come up to the scratch. Students will naturally study the Bed Book, and therefore require no advice; but Merchants must be reminded not to neglect general charges, and that of all their stock-in-trade, the best article that each may possess one day may be the stock of his rifle. Bakers must be careful not to loaf about too frequently in their uniforms; and Tailors should, if they have souls above buttons, devote themselves unremittingly to the goose-step. Bankers will find it their interest to check any approach to laxity in drill, especially in telling off companies. If they dont, they will soon find themselves at a discount, and have their officers cashiered. Accountants will, of course, listen attentively to advice, most of them being good and practised auditors. To one and all we would say, in the famous words of Lord Elcho, Stick to your drill; advice which we regret to find many Volunteers seem to have read Stick at your drill.

Volunteers, like hares, seem to go mad in March; and like them, they undoubtedly double a good deal on their tracks while inarching. Among other mad pranks, it has been proposed to raise a corps of Lady-Volunteers, partly as a gentle [image: img293.jpg] rebuke to those male members of the community who have not yet enrolled themselves. The above cut represents a lady in the proposed uniform of the corps; also, it represents the feelings of her husband on beholding her, for the first time, equipped for the field. As this corps is expected to create a pretty fair sensation, we will describe the dress, which we have seen, at a strictly private meeting of ladies to which we had the honour of being invited.

The tunic, in order that it may be in keeping with the movement, will be made of shot-silk, trimmed round the edges with point-lace. As, during active service, halls will probably be numerous, each Lady-Volunteer will have a small parasol, lined with steel, fitted to her rifle, just above the lower band, which, one lady suggested, might be called a para-shoot. Crinoline is not to be worn, as it would be incompatible with light infantry movements. The caps are to be of scarlet cloth, similar in form to those that are called pork-pies but it has not yet been decided whether the feathers are to be those of a peacock or a bird of paradise. Hair will be worn braided, in a chenille net. Accoutrements of white kid. Knickerbockers of blue velvet. Silk was suggested, and white satin spoken of; but the first was deemed unsuitable; and one lady remarked, in regard to the latter, that before they had sat-in them long they would be utterly ruined; so they were vetoed. Patent-leather gaiters and white kid gloves complete the costume; with the exception, by the by, of the boots, which are to be Balmorals  these being supposed to have some undefined moral influence upon balls.

In order that this corps may be rendered thoroughly efficient, a new Drill Book, with appropriate alterations and additions, will be issued immediately. The following are a few of the more important alterations:  
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The result of the foregoing movements will be to cause the enemy to fall en masse upon their knees, and clasp their hands.

If the French land on our shores, and we fail to drive them back to their native land by the kick movement (as per section 1, part VII., page 390 of the Field Exercise Book), then the Lady Corps will be brought to the front, when its efficiency will be proved beyond all doubt. Having proved companies at their respective parades, they will trip to the sea-coast, and there prove their gallantry by receiving the French in a becoming manner. The accompanying illustration, lent for this work by the Horse Guards, shows the probable course of procedure. The French fleet in the offing pitching shot and shell into us. Our Volunteer Artillery on the coast replying three to one; the Artists Corps, in particular, although not allowed to hoist their colours, cutting the painters of the French with admirable precision, and delighted to have a brush with their foes. In the middle distance we have a Lady Corps receiving a charge of combined cavalry and infantry. Like the heroes of Alma, they scorn to 

[image: img296.jpg] and then I, Ensign Sopht, lead my company from ambush (the Captain and lieutenant, curiously enough, being unwell), attack the foe in rear, and rout them with indescribable slaughter, while the form square, because by so doing part of them would be compelled to turn their backs to the enemy, which they decline to do, even for an instant. As anticipated, the gallant Frenchmen fall on their knees at the sight  even the horses may do this  ladies move off to gather fresh laurels in another part of the field.

In pitched battles, should any such occur, Lady Corps will always skirmish, being accustomed to light infantry movements. Gentlemen Volunteers will form supports; and supports are cautioned to bear in remembrance that the proper distance prescribed in the Field Exercise, part iv., General Principles vi, must be strictly maintained, except when the order is given to relieve skirmishers, on which word the gentlemen will double up to the line of skirmishers, furnish them with a supply of scent-bottles, and, bowing respectfully, retire. Strict orders are to be issued that Lady Corps are not to be saluted on any pretence whatever, but Gentlemen Corps are to be enjoined to salute their own officers.

In regard to this matter I beg leave to say that Volunteers are very ill used indeed. Why should independent gentlemen be expected to demean themselves by saluting their officers? True, the regulars are ordered to do so, and these gallant heroes of a hundred fights do it cheerfully, for they simply recognise the Queens commission, and care not a straw who bears it. If they met a lamp-post walking in an officers uniform they would salute it; but that is no reason why saluting should be practised by volunteers. They ought to be above such weakness.
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In the next illustration yon have a specimen of the style of Volunteer private, who, for private reasons, declines to salute his officers; also a sketch of one of those miserable regulars, who regards the omission of the act as irregular. (I trust that these salutary remarks will be taken in good part.)


NEW STYLE OF CHARGING.

The new Drill Instruction Book will also contain a decided improvement on the old style of charging bayonets. Britons have always been famous at the charge. Almost every battle of modem times has been marked by some tremendous and deciding charge of British bayonets. Our strength lies here, therefore we ought to practise the bayonet-exercise with the utmost assiduity. The new style of charging is simple, but killing. The men are to charge in future with rifles loaded and cocked. When they are just about to close with the enemy, each man is to pull the trigger, without presenting the piece or checking the pace. The result will be that the entire front rank of the enemy will be blown over, and only the rear rank will remain to be dealt with. We need scarcely remark on the manner in which it will be swept off the face of the earth. Volunteers are to be cautioned, before a charge, to keep their fingers off their triggers until they observe the enemy coming to the present Then they will place their fingers and pull, just one instant before the enemy has time to do so. Thus they will escape a withering volley, take the enemy by surprise, and charge in the midst of an appalling cloud of smoke. The rifles at the charge being low, will be certain to kill, and the distance being short, it is expected that each bullet will go through the front rank and into the rear rank men, thus killing the whole, or nearly the whole, line at once.

Revolvers are to be worn by Volunteers in action. Every man is to provide himself with three pair of six-barrelled revolvers, to be carried in the belt, four pistols in front and two behind. Think of the strength of an army provided with thirty-seven million eight hundred thousand pistol-barrels ready charged, besides rifles!

I have often meditated on that interesting occasion when Edinburgh signalised herself by entertaining the gallant 78th Highlanders at a grand banquet in their Com Exchange. I was there when these bronzed veterans strode into the hall, company after company, straight and tall and stalwart, with manly step, yet modest mien, the Volunteers present took note, and learned a lesson of the men who had fought like lions under Havelock and Outram on the bloody plains of India. My own heart beat high as I gazed upon these veritable warriors, and I thought disparagingly, for a moment, of the Volunteers; but suddenly I called to mind the siege of Lucknow, the battle of Chinhutt, the great fight before Cawnpore, and the deeds of chivalry that then and there were done by Volunteers. The thought comforted my heart not a little, and enabled me to recover self-respect.

Q. Why should a bricklayer be a good Artillery Volunteer?  A. Because his wish is to turn out a perfect brick with his mortar, and thus make a wall of defence for his country.


ERRORS.

Cousin George says: One of the great evils of the Volunteer movement is, that we are treated by the War Office like regulars. The War Office is a regular goose! At first it treated us like children, wrote a Green Book for us, a sort of first lesson-book, and said, Let no one persuade you to learn more. Then it found that we had a small modicum of brains, so it flew to the opposite extreme, and now expects us to go through all the details of the Bed Book. Why waste the precious time of Volunteers with the goose-step? If we could give six hours a day, every day, to drill, then by all means give us the goose-step. But is the little time we have to be squandered on such trifles, when the all-essential matters of company drill, skirmishing, platoon, etc., have to be learned? We can perform light infantry drill without the goose-step, He who says otherwise is a goose. George is a plain speaker, but he says that strong language is necessary to penetrate thick heads.

In all societies there are butts, and severely are they hit oftentimes, poor creatures. In rifle societies, the butts are hit rather more frequently than the targets; and in ordering arms, we observe that Volunteers always hit the butts of their rifles smartly on the ground, though distinctly warned against so doing by the Bed Book. Tis pity, but it cant be helped  not because amendment is impossible, but because any insinuation that some Volunteers can be improved is invariably rebutted with indignation.

Q. When does a volunteer Rifleman resemble a man fleeing from justice?  A. When he comes to the slope.

Q. And when is he like an alderman at dessert?  A. When he comes to the port.

Its important to know that!
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Head-dress has always been a source of difficulty and perplexity to Volunteers of all arms. Some advocate a showy, others a simple, cap. Both are apt to err. To artillerymen I would suggest, that cheap ready-made busbies may be procured by each corps using its own muffs.

Rosy May, says the old song,  comes in with flowers. Perhaps it does. In the Volunteer movement, the principal growth has been pluck, of which there seems to have been an extraordinary display in Lancashire, where the 1st battalion of Rifles went out and encamped during the summer months, among the sand-hills of Crosby, near Liverpool. These spirited fellows pitched their tents (forty-one in number), and entered upon veritable camp-life. They rose at five; at six drilled and shot; after breakfast went into town for business, and returned in the evening to renew drill and sleep in camp! Here is an example worthy of imitation and admiration. I hold out the hand of ardent sympathy to the Volunteers of Lancashire.


PEOPHETIC AND GENERAL REMARKS.

In days long gone by, when I was new to the work of Volunteering, uncertain as to which was my right hand and which my left, and rather confused, usually, on things in general, I used to stand at the head of my Company (when the Captain and lieutenant were absent) and gaze at our sergeant (the sergeant par excellence) in unmitigated admiration; especially when he stood with legs apart, arms crossed on his manly breast, his little cap set jauntily on one side, and said, in stentorian voice, As  a  Company  in  column  left  in  front  change  your  flank  Mr.  Sopht  change  your  flank  No  talking  gen-lemn  CHANGE  your  flank  Mr.  Sopht  by  the  rear,  sir,  BY  THE  REAR,  quick  MA-A-R-R-C-H  by  the  right  to  the  right  turn  HA O WLT  frnt, dress.
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He was a great man, this sergeant, in more senses than one, and we deemed him a great institution. With childlike modesty we all bowed to his superior wisdom, and eagerly drank in knowledge from his lips. But months have rolled by, and I have come to entertain  not different, but  enlarged opinions as to the importance and utility of military drill-instructors. Cousin George speaks very strongly on this point  (he always speaks very strongly upon every point!) He says, It is possible to have too much of a good thing, and I think that the Volunteer movement has now had too much of its military drill-sergeants. All honour to the men who have done so much for us, who, although accustomed to prompt obedience, have borne so patiently with our disobedient carelessness, and who have behaved, as a class, like gentlemen; but we might have expected this, for non-commissioned officers are naturally and necessarily the flower of the British army; and again, I repeat, all honour to our drill-instructors. But depend upon it (cousin George has a tendency to self-reliance) as long as Volunteer officers cling to their drill-sergeants, there is no chance of their ever becoming fit for the positions of trust which they hold. They use these men as young swimmers do corks, and the instant they cast them aside they will sink, or, at the best, swim with difficulty, and in a very unsatisfactory manner. It is as great a shame in officers not learning how, and what, to command, as it is in privates not learning how to obey. Ιll take you a bet of any money (George usually takes unlimited bets when excited) that the movement will go all to sticks if officers dont work harder, and drop their military sergeants. Eight or twelve months is quite time enough to fit officers of ordinary calibre to put their men creditably through company drill.

Poor George, there is much truth in his remarks, usually, but he is so positiva He is an original genius, too, that cousin of mine. Would you believe it, he has started an evening class for Ensigns! I attended it for a considerable time with profit. He used to set us up on a bench before him, and begin thus:  

Ill tell you what it is, gentlemen, howling is drill, and drill is howling  thats the long and the short of it  nothing else will do, believe me. Now, are you convinced? You re not! Well, look here  George, sitting in that quiet room about about a yard in front of us, suddenly emitted a bovine yell, so loud and fierce that we all started back involuntarily, upset the bench, and lay sprawling on the floor! Now, said he, with a severe smile, as we rose and reseated ourselves, I meant to do that. I did not move hand or foot, but I wanted to knock you all down, and I did it with a howl.

You may think as you please, gentlemen; but youll find, sooner or later, that Im right. Now listen. If, wishing to form sub-divisions, you bellow to your Company (while on the march in column of sections right in front), Left sections, RIGHT-half-turn  double  front-turn  quick! the things done in an instant; and again yon bellow, Halt, dress  under the (correct) impression that youve clubbed your men. Well, what then? Apply your intellects  bring out a touch of genius Right sections, three paces to the front  MA-A-A-RCH. Left sections, left close  quick MA-A-A-RCH (and, when sufficiently moved to the left flank)  HAOWLT  dress! There you are, as you were, in column of sections all right Now, on the other hand, if you whisper the command, even correctly, the right sections waver, uncertain what the order is. The second section, having heard partially, obeys partially; and the fourth section, having heard nothing at all, marches slap into the other three, and knocks the whole Company into total confusion  out of which the great Duke himself could only have extricated them by the unmilitary command, Break off, gentlemen, and fall in again in your proper places. My cousin is indeed a strange being  he actually believes that Volunteer officers will take his advice  poor fellow!

Among other remarkable improvements, there is to appear, shortly, a War Office paper to be filled up by officers commanding Companies, in which will be found the following headings: Colour of mens eyes  Length of their hair, exclusive of the roots  The out of their whiskers  The general tendency of their opinions in reference to all subjects embraced under cm ordinary educational course etc. It is very comforting to know that Government is to take so deep an interest in us. I would suggest, however, that a few more headings might with propriety be added to the above paper, namely To which side do the men turn when they get the word,  T  the right face? How many paces to their front do right-hand men of sections usually take after getting the word,  Right wheel? What is the result of the order,  Haowlt, dress? Describe minutely the consequences of the order, Skirmishers, change front to the right on the two centre files, double ma-a-arch. It is probable that, if these questions were conscientiously replied to, a deeply instructive, not to say amusing, volume might be prepared for next Christmas.

One of the most remarkable and significant events that has lately happened is the holding of a meeting in Darlington (the headquarters of Quakerdom) for the purpose of organising a rifle corps! What could prove more conclusively the pacific nature of the movement? The formation of a Quaker Company may well cause our enemies to quake in their shoes.



Q. Why is a Volunteer shoemaker the most patriotic of all Volunteers?  A. Because he leaves his awl at the last to defend his country.


NEW ADAPTATIONS.

The human mind is so constituted that it cannot long retain its elastic and healthy tone under the pressure of unremitting application to business. Men must relax if they would perform the duties of their station in a vigorous and satisfactory manner. The saying of our gallant sailors, All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy, applies with superior force to Volunteers, who, besides their ordinary professional avocations, have the duties of military life laid on their broad shoulders. In order to enliven their existence during the lovely months of summer, Government has agreed, I believe, to encourage Volunteer pic-nics into the country, and already the suggestive men in the service have struck out a few happy ideas in reference to this subject.

The artillery, I have reason to know, will come out remarkably strong in this respect. It is said that a number of sixty-eight-pounders are to be rigged up with saddles, on which several artillerymen can be mounted and dragged to the scene of their rural festivities. These will be the stagecoaches of the system, so to speak; men who prefer [image: img300.jpg] a buggy are to be allowed the use of 10-inch mortars, and a team of dogs to draw them.  (See above engraving.) The Volunteers will thus become accustomed to the rough work of heavy-artillery field exercise, while they enjoy healthful recreation in the country. It is further agreed that wealthy artillery Volunteers shall be permitted to keep private gun-carriages, on which they may go out to dinner or to evening parties; but smoking is to be strictly prohibited in such cases, in order to prevent the possibility of accident, from the guns having been inadvertently left loaded.

Another curious adaptation and invention of recent times is the pic-nic shell. Combustibles will, in this shell, give place to comestibles, and it will vary in size from thirteen inches to two feet. The outer casing will be made of thin malleable iron, with a species of door moving on hinges, by means of which boiled turkey, ham, tongue, fowls, champagne, lemonade, sandwiches, etc., may be introduced into the interior. The great beauties of this shell [image: img301.jpg] are, that it is extremely light, not heavier than an ordinary stuffed hamper, and that it can be fired from a mortar to a distance varying from two to thirty miles with perfect certainty as to where it will fall, and with absolute safety to the eatables within. When this shell is seen for the first time it will probably be regarded as a strange meteor, and much controversy about it would probably take place if I did not explain its nature. For instance, in one town it would be described as a huge black ball of enormous size, flying through the air in a parabolic curve, with a dense tail of smoke and fire behind it, and accompanied by a noise like thunder. In another place it would be spoken of as a monster which spouted forth fire and smoke as it rolled along through the sky, and, spreading a pair of mighty wings, sailed away into the tranquil ether and disappeared.

Both accounts would be partially correct, for they would in fact describe the appearance of the great pic-nic shell in different stages of its flight.

This gigantic bon-bon, if I may use the expression, is composed of a variety of compartments for comestibles. At the top of the shell there is a small compartment in which an ordinary bomb-shell of very minute size is inserted, with its fusee projecting through the outer case of the large shell Just below this there is another compartment containing a parachute, such as we see attached to balloons, which is ingeniously contrived to fold up into wonderfully small compass.

When the turkeys, fowls, tongues, champagne, etc., have been stowed away, the parachute packed, and the little bomb fixed, the shell is closed and a cork-screw is (ceremonially) handed to the captain of the company (let us suppose an artillery company) about to start on a pic-nic excursion. Then the shell is inserted into a huge mortar, charged with exactly the amount of powder required to send it to the proper distance.
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This done, the company gets fours-right, quick ma-a-a-a-a-rrrch? and away they go ten or twelve miles into the country. Arrived at the scene of intended festivities, they get Haowlt, frnt? when immediately a rocket is let off, having its head filled with a substance which produces a dense black smoke. This is immediately observed by the artilleryman left in charge of the mortar (a recruit under punishment will serve for this purpose), who fires.

The massive shell leaps into space, just barely visible in the first part of its terrific flight upwards. Gradually it seems to proceed more slowly, and to curve downwards. At this point the excursionists catch sight of it; another moment, and it is passing over their heads. Now comes the triumphant climax. The little bomb, with its carefully regulated fuse, bursts; blows open the large shell, which is divided and hinged for the purpose; the parachute expands by an ingenious arrangement of clock-work; the viands come with their proper ends up, by another intricate and clever arrangement of machinery; and the whole contrivance descends slowly and majestically to the plain, amid the rapturous plaudits of the Artillery Volunteers, who at once set to work.

The feast is, of course, delicious; though one inveterate joker calls it an a-bomb-inable affair altogether; and the Company returns home in great spirits, highly delighted with the days entertainment.

There are a few difficulties connected with this shell, one of which is, how it is to be carried back to the mortar after a feast, and what complex arrangement of buffers will suffice to prevent the bottles from being broken, but I leave the buffers who invented it to settle these minor questions; sufficient for me to know that the stupendous invention has actually been made.


FIELD LITERATURE.

The cultivation of the mind ought never to cease for a moment, except during the hours of nocturnal repose. Being educated men, Volunteers will require mental sustenance as much as they need physical food, especially if called to the field to defend their native land. There is now organising at the Horse Guards a staff of men, who are to be constituted the Mental Commissariat for the Volunteer Army. [I have been offered the post of Commissary-General on this staff, but have declined it.] It is highly probable, however, that this body of men will be infected with circumlocution fever, if not with red-tape-worm, perhaps both, and that they will, after the fashion of those who sent unroasted coffee-beans to the trenches before Sebastopol, forward our mental aliment (if they supply it at all) in sheets, to be folded, stitched, and bound on the field before being devoured. I therefore take the liberty of suggesting a few works suitable to the circumstances in which we may be placed.

Let volunteer lancer regiments, if any such exist, provide themselves with small pocket-editions of Shakespeare. Our six-foot corps ought to purchase copies of Longfellow, and Shelly will be very suitable for the artillery· Wordsworth may do for those who are of an inquiring disposition; but we would suggest that words-worth remembering are to be found in the Field Exercise Book, which all would do well to gloat over. Bacon cannot fail to be much in favour with all arms of the service, and Chau-cer will naturally suggest himself as a fitting companion to that great philosopher. Light infantry corps require light literature; the lightest we can suggest is Tennysons poetry. What could be more romantically charming than to lie under a tree or in a wet ditch at night, waiting for the enemy,  and repeating over and over again that exquisite morçean  



I would mock thy chaunt anew; 

But I cannot mimick it; 

Not a whit of thy tuwhoo, 

Thee to woo to thy tuwhit, 

Thee to woo to thy tuwhit, 

With a lengthened loud halloo, 

Tuwhoo, tuwhit, tuwhit, tuwhoo-o-o.



Oo-o-o-o! what a sublime composition  mysterious, no doubt, but eminently sublime. Robinson Crusoe will engender a spirit of romance and daring in the army  let every man have a copy. A field library might be organised in each corps; which, in times of extremity, might be converted into voluminous breast-works of the most impervious nature.



Q. Why would a tailor be useful at a siege?  



A. Because he can make breeches and repair them when necessary, and never goes needlessly into danger.



Q. When is a volunteer evidently improving?  



A. When hes inclining to the right.


ELECTRIC DRILL

Of all the abstruse problems that have from time to time puzzled my brain, that of a plan whereby Volunteer recruits might be made to act together has been most difficult of solution. I had almost deemed it insoluble, when the happy idea occurred to me of calling in the potent power of electricity.

Every officer must have observed the strange and unaccountable incapacity of some Volunteers to count one  two  three  with a pause of slow time between each word. Simple enough in theory, no doubt, yet how singularly difficult in practice! Take any six men of a Volunteer awkward squad, and at the word t shun? three out of the six will spring up at different intervals; two will not spring up at all, having fallen in at the position of attention and the sixth, having done it correctly, will be different from all the rest. To obviate this difficulty, the instructing officer will carry a small electro-magnetic battery in his pocket, one wire of which will be held by the right-hand man, the other by the left-hand man of the squad. Then, instead of tshun? the order will be a shock, and the drill will proceed as follows: Squad  to the right  shock  to the left  shock  right-about-three-quarters  shock? etc. After a few minutes of this shocking treatment, the men will be so sensitively alive to the words of command that they will involuntarily act together.

By a judicious use of this instrument, the most satisfactory results will be attained. It ought not to be used constantly, but should always be in readiness, so that, when the men begin to grow careless, a sudden and unexpected shock may be applied. In cases of great obstinacy, the strength of the battery might be increased, and the whole squad floored at once. By winding a coil of the wire round the mens arms, their touch will be constantly kept, or instantly discovered to be broken by the cessation of the batterys action, in which case the order haowlt, dress, followed by a tremendous shock, will be found to have a most salutary effect.


REMINISCENCES.

The memory of every Scottish Volunteer will revert with thrilling emotion, year by year, as long as time shall roll, to the 7th of the month of August 1860. No living Volunteer need be told that on that day Queen Victoria reviewed the Volunteers of Scotland in her own royal park of Holyrood, under the classic shadow of Arthurs Seat. Alas! no Scott, no Bums, now lives in our once favoured land, else had the thrilling tones of genius rolled in magic numbers the story of that transcendent day from Shetland to Lands End. True, the story has been told in graphic prose by Ernest Ralph Vernon; and the archives of the nation do not lack the record of this tremendous gathering of the Scottish clans. But the deepest feelings of the human heart can only vent themselves in song. Alas! alas! for Scotland  



That such a day, 

Should pass away  

Unsung!



Early in the morning of the 7th, the tramp of armed men was heard, and grey Dunedin awoke to gaze upon a sight such as has not been, and assuredly shall not again be while men now living tread the stage of time. More than 20,000 men poured that day like a living torrent into the old park of Holyrood; a goodly sight to see  for the hands that grasped the rifles were the busiest of the hands that fill the homes of Scotia with the fruits of industry. Well might the clustering thousands on the old hill-side shout welcome to the mighty host below; for though but one short year had passed since those peaceful men began the art of war, France herself might look in vain among her swarming legions for steadier tread or better drill And well might a tear unbidden spring to the eye of Eoyalty, for Queen of England never looked upon a grander scene. And well, too, might these gathering Volunteers gaze with deep solemnity upon the hill, as in never-ending columns they flowed upon the allotted ground, for to many a deep-stirred spirit the first sight of that peopled mountain called up the solemn vision of the last day, and of that countless multitude whom no man could number.

But we will not attempt to tell of that which has already been so well described in Vernons able work.

There are several points of great interest, however, which are not touched upon in that valuable record. For instance, it is not mentioned that a certain captain invented and wore a new shako or cap, in the top of which he stowed away a couple of round sandwiches. Neither is it remarked upon that the pockets and the breasts of the Volunteers were inordinately distended by what turned out to be a substantial luncheon. I myself carried a buttered roll in my cap, two buns in my breast, a hard-boiled egg in my right pocket, and a flask in my left. In the turmoil of that day the egg was smashed, and my cap with its contents was twice knocked off; but I thought of campaigning and a soldiers hard fare, and ate my soiled and battered food contentedly during a brief interval when the column was ordered to stand at ease. It was easy to see that we could not stand, for many of us lay down, and not a few were afterwards laid up in consequence of the dirt, and dust, and drill of that never-to-be-forgotten day.



Q. When are Volunteers like stars?  



A. When theyre shooting.



Q. When is a Volunteer not a Volunteer?  



A. When he becomes his uniform.



Q. Why is a good Volunteer like a clock?  A. Because he marks-time well, and makes striking progress ever hour.


NOVEMBER.

My spirits sink when this sad month comes round. Dismal, dreary, drizzling, slow, sloppy, viciously cold and villainous, are the dark, disgusting days of November. November! would that there were no-vember in the year. Nothing to enliven, nothing to comfort  no light, no heat, no nothing worth knowing nowhere in November. It is a blank month in the calendar, and the Volunteers will disband themselves until the sharp frosts and the bright skies of winter draw them forth again by moonlight. Now is the time for our enemies to descend upon us like a wolf on the fold, for now is the winter of our discontent! But although we will not turn out this month (always excepting an enthusiastic few whom nothing can dismay nor disband), we will shut ourselves up in our homes and study the Bed Book and the art of war in the Encyclopaedia; so that in the spring we shall spring, like Minerva from, the brain of Jove, ready armed and fit for anything, from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter.


A DIFFICULTY.

In a certain Company of Volunteers there is one member so fat that there is no possibility of dressing him (in a military point of view). If Mr. Jones dresses up until he can see the lower part of the face of the second man on his right, he projects at least two feet in front of the line. If Mr. Jones dresses back sufficiently to correct this, he shoves his rear-rank man out of his place. One member suggested that Mr. Jones should always be placed the third from the left, and made a blank file, but he looked so blank at the proposal that it was dropped. The fat member is, in fact, a perfect bug-bear. He wont resign; on this point he seems infatuated. They talk of keeping him on constant fatigue duty, till he is reduced to the ranks  or dies.


COMFORT FOR OFFICERS.

There is to be issued, this month, an order that Volunteer officers shall not only be able to give all the commands in the Red Book fluently, but be able to give them incorrectly, and point out to their examinators the results of such incorrect orders. They are also to be able to point out the easiest method of re-organising their men when clubbed.

While being examined as to proving Company, they are to be allowed only twenty minutes to make the calculations that are necessary, in order to ascertain who are the left pivots of third, and right pivots of fourth, sections. It is suggested that officers while thus engaged should turn their backs on their Companies, and shut their eyes. Also, that they shall be prepared, when necessary, to repeat the Field Exercise Book backwards.

Q. When is a Volunteer Rifleman like a hangman?  A. When hes told, after putting on the cap, to elevate the muzzle and restrain the breathing.


SUNSHINE.

There is something sunny in the very word! Cousin George, who looks over my shoulder while I write, says that that is a mere truism. It may be so. What then? Are truisms to be for ever ignored? In referring to this subject, however, my thoughts are fixed not on natural but on moral sunshine  that sunshine which, emanating from a temper, sheds a gladdening influence on all within range  that sunshine which, poured in a continuous flood on anything, causes it to flourish and fructify.

It is this sunshine at which  in volunteer phraseology  I aim, and my object in doing so is to express a fervent hope, at the conclusion of these collected works, that the sunshine of prosperity may continue to shine on the Volunteers with ever augmenting splendour, throughout the land, from end to end, and from year to year. Cousin George, with characteristic energy and freedom of speech, says, Bosh! Why so diffuse? Why not simply wish them luck all round?

Well, Cousin George is a good fellow, though impolite. To convince him, and you, reader, that I am not obstinate, I comply by wishing you the best of luck all round.



May peace-inspiring usefulness, 

Increasing power and skill, 

With rifle and with bayonet, 

And all-important drill;  

May Duty, Sense, and Soberness, 

In all the coming years, 

Surround  as with a halo bright  

The British Volunteers.

THE END


The Autobiography
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Chapter One. Incidents in Book Making  Introductory.

Book making is mixed up, more or less, with difficulties. It is sometimes disappointing; often amusing; occasionally lucrative; frequently expensive, and always interesting  at least to the maker.

Of course I do not refer to that sort of book making which is connected with the too prevalent and disgraceful practice of gambling, but to the making of literary books  especially story-books for the young.

For over eight-and-thirty years I have had the pleasure of making such books and of gathering the material for them in many and distant lands.

During that period a considerable number of the juvenile public have accepted me as one of their guides in the world of Fiction, and through many scenes in the wildest and most out-of-the-way regions of our wonderful world.

Surely, then, it is not presumptuous in me to suppose  at least to hope  that a rambling account of some of the curious incidents which have occurred, now and then, in connection with my book making, will interest the young people of the present day. Indeed I entertain a hope that some even of the old boys and girls who condescended to follow me in the days gone by may perchance derive some amusement, if not profit, from a perusal of these reminiscences.

The shadows of life are lengthening, and, for me, that night, in which no man can work, may not be far off. Before it is too late, and while yet the flame of the lamp burns with sufficient clearness, I would fain have a personal chat with those for whom, by Gods blessing, I have been permitted to cater so long.

But fear not, dear reader, that I shall inflict on you a complete autobiography. It is only the great ones of the earth who are entitled to claim attention to the record of birth and parentage and school-days, etcetera. To trace my ancestry back through the Conquerors to Adam, would be presumptuous as well as impossible. Nevertheless, for the sake of aspirants to literary fame, it may be worth while to tell here how one of the rank and file of the moderately successful Brotherhood was led to Authorship as a profession and how he followed it out.

I say led advisedly, because I made no effort whatever to adopt this line of life, and never even dreamed of it as a possibility until I was over twenty-eight years of age.

Let me commence, then, by at once taking a header into the middle of that period when God  all unknown to, and unrecognised by, myself  was furnishing me with some of the material and weapons for the future battle of life.

One day my dear father was reading in the newspapers some account of the discoveries of Dease and Simpson in the neighbourhood of the famous North-west Passage. Looking at me over his spectacles with the perplexed air of a man who has an idle son of sixteen to start in the race of life, he said  

How would you like to go into the service of the Hudsons Bay Company and discover the North-west Passage?  or words to that effect.

All right, father, said I  or something of that sort.

I was at that age, and in that frame of mind, which regards difficulties with consummate presumption and profound inexperience. If the discovery of the North-pole had been suggested, or the South-pole, or any other terrestrial pole that happened to exist at the time, I was quite ready to rush in where even a Franklin might fear to tread!

This incident was but a slight one, yet it was the little hinge on which turned my future career.

We had a relation  I wont say what, because distant relationships, especially if complicated, are utterly beyond my mental grasp  who was high up in the service of the Hudsons Bay Fur Company. Through Iain I became a clerk in the service with a salary of 20 pounds for the first year. Having been born without a silver spoon in my mouth, I regarded this as an adequate, though not a princely, provision.

In due time I found myself in the heart of that vast North American wilderness which is variously known as Ruperts Land, the Territories of the Hudsons Bay Company, and the Great Norwest, many hundreds of miles north of the outmost verge of Canadian civilisation.

I am not learned in the matter of statistics, but if a rough guess may be allowed, I should say that the population of some of the regions in which I and my few fellow-clerks vegetated might have been about fifty to the hundred square miles  with uninhabited regions around. Of course we had no libraries, magazines, or newspapers out there. Indeed we had almost no books at all, only a stray file or two of American newspapers, one of which made me acquainted with some of the works of Dickens and of Lever. While in those northern wilds I also met  as with dear old friends  some stray copies of Chamberss Edinburgh Journal, and the Penny Magazine.

We had a mail twice in the year  once by the Hudsons Bay ship in summer, and once through the trackless wilderness by sledge and snow-shoe in winter. It will easily be understood that surroundings of such a nature did not suggest or encourage a literary career. My comrades and I spent the greater part of our time in fur-trading with the Red Indians; doing a little office-work, and in much canoeing, boating, fishing, shooting, wishing, and skylarking. It was a jolly life, no doubt, while it lasted, but not elevating!

We did not drink. Happily there was nothing alcoholic to be had out there for love or money. But we smoked, more or less consumedly, morning, noon, and night. Before breakfast the smoking began; after supper it went on; far into the night it continued. Some of us even went to sleep with the pipes in our mouths and dropped them on our pillows. Being of such an immature age, I laboured under the not uncommon delusion that to smoke looked manly, and therefore did my best to accommodate myself to my surroundings, but I failed signally, having been gifted with a blessed incapacity for tobacco-smoking. This afflicted me somewhat at the time, but ever since I have been unmistakably thankful.

But this is wandering. To return.

With a winter of eight months duration and temperature sometimes at 50 below zero of Fahrenheit, little to do and nothing particular to think of, time occasionally hung heavy on our hands. With a view to lighten it a little, I began to write long and elaborate letters to a loving mother whom I had left behind me in Scotland. The fact that these letters could be despatched only twice in the year was immaterial. Whenever I felt a touch of home-sickness, and at frequent intervals, I got out my sheet of the largest-sized narrow-ruled imperial paper  I think it was called imperial  and entered into spiritual intercourse with Home. To this long-letter writing I attribute whatever small amount of facility in composition I may have acquired. Yet not the faintest idea of story-writing crossed the clear sky of my unliterary imagination. I am not conscious of having had, at that time, a love for writing in any form  very much the reverse!

Of course I passed through a highly romantic period of life  most youths do so  and while in that condition I made a desperate attempt to tackle a poem. Most youths do that also! The first two lines ran thus:  

Close by the shores of Hudsons Bay,

Where Arctic winters  stern and grey

I must have gloated long over this couplet, for it was indelibly stamped upon my memory, and is as fresh to-day as when the lines were penned. This my first literary effort was carried to somewhere about the middle of the first canto. It stuck there  I am thankful to say  and, like the smoking, never went further.

Ruperts Land, at that time, was little known and very seldom visited by outsiders. During several years I wandered to and fro in it, meeting with a few savages, fewer white men  servants of the Company  and becoming acquainted with modes of life and thought in what has been aptly styled The Great Lone Land. Hearing so seldom from or of the outside world, things pertaining to it grew dim and shadowy, and began to lose interest. In these circumstances, if it had not been that I knew full well my mothers soul was ready to receive any amount of out-pourings of which I was capable, I should have almost forgotten how to use the pen.

It was in circumstances such as I have described that I began my first book, but it was not a story-book, and I had no idea that it would ever become a printed book at all. It was merely a free-and-easy record of personal adventure and every-day life, written, like all else that I penned, solely for the uncritical eye of that long-suffering and too indulgent mother!

I had reached the advanced age of twenty-two at the time, and had been sent to take charge of an outpost, on the uninhabited northern shores of the gulf of Saint Lawrence, named Seven Islands. It was a dreary, desolate, little-known spot, at that time. The gulf, just opposite the establishment, was about fifty miles broad. The ships which passed up and down it were invisible, not only on account of distance, but because of seven islands at the mouth of the bay coming between them and the outpost. My next neighbour, in command of a similar post up the gulf, was, if I remember rightly, about seventy miles distant. The nearest house down the gulf was about eighty miles off, and behind us lay the virgin forests, with swamps, lakes, prairies, and mountains, stretching away without break right across the continent to the Pacific Ocean.

The outpost  which, in virtue of a ships carronade and a flagstaff, was occasionally styled a fort  consisted of four wooden buildings. One of these  the largest, with a verandah  was the Residency. There was an offshoot in rear which served as a kitchen. The other houses were a store for goods wherewith to carry on trade with the Indians, a stable, and a workshop. The whole population of the establishment  indeed of the surrounding district  consisted of myself and one man  also a horse! The horse occupied the stable, I dwelt in the Residency, the rest of the population lived in the kitchen.

There were, indeed, other five men belonging to the establishment, but these did not affect its desolation, for they were away netting salmon at a river about twenty miles distant at the time I write of.

My Friday  who was a French-Canadian  being cook, as well as man-of-all-work, found a little occupation in attending to the duties of his office, but the unfortunate Governor had nothing whatever to do except await the arrival of Indians, who were not due at that time. The horse was a bad one, without a saddle, and in possession of a pronounced backbone. My Friday was not sociable. I had no books, no newspapers, no magazines or literature of any kind, no game to shoot, no boat wherewith to prosecute fishing in the bay, and no prospect of seeing any one to speak to for weeks, if not months, to come. But I had pen and ink, and, by great good fortune, was in possession of a blank paper book fully an inch thick.

When, two or three years after, a printer-cousin, seeing the manuscript, offered to print it, and the well-known Blackwood, of Edinburgh, seeing the book, offered to publish it  and did publish it  my ambition was still so absolutely asleep that I did not again put pen to paper in that way for eight years thereafter, although I might have been encouraged thereto by the fact that this first book  named Hudsons Bay  besides being a commercial success, received favourable notice from the press.

It was not until the year 1854 that my literary path was opened up. At that time I was a partner in the late publishing firm of Thomas Constable and Company of Edinburgh. Happening one day to meet with the late William Nelson, publisher, I was asked by him how I should like the idea of taking to literature as a profession. My answer I forget. It must have been vague, for I had never thought of the subject at all.

Well, said he, what would you think of trying to write a story?

Somewhat amused, I replied that I did not know what to think, but I would try if he wished me to do so.

Do so, said he, and go to work at once,  or words to that effect.

I went to work at once, and wrote my first story, or work of fiction. It was published in 1855 under the name of Snowflakes and Sunbeams; or, The Young Fur-traders. Afterwards the first part of the title was dropped, and the book is now known as The Young Fur-traders. From that day to this I have lived by making story-books for young folk.

From what I have said it will be seen that I have never aimed at the achieving of this position, and I hope that it is not presumptuous in me to think  and to derive much comfort from the thought  that God led me into the particular path along which I have walked for so many years.

The scene of my first story was naturally laid in those backwoods with which I was familiar, and the story itself was founded on the adventures and experiences of my companions and myself. When a second book was required of me, I stuck to the same regions, but changed the locality. While casting about in my mind for a suitable subject, I happened to meet with an old, retired Norwester who had spent an adventurous life in Ruperts Land. Among other duties he had been sent to establish an outpost of the Hudsons Bay Company at Ungava Bay, one of the most dreary parts of a desolate region. On hearing what I wanted, he sat down and wrote a long narrative of his proceedings there, which he placed at my disposal, and thus furnished me with the foundation of Ungava, a tale of Eskimo-Land.

But now I had reached the end of my tether, and when a third story was wanted I was compelled to seek new fields of adventure in the books of travellers. Regarding the Southern seas as the most romantic part of the world  after the backwoods!  I mentally and spiritually plunged into those warm waters, and the dive resulted in The Coral Island.

It now began to be borne in upon me that there was something not quite satisfactory in describing, expatiating on, and energising in, regions which one has never seen. For one thing, it was needful to be always carefully on the watch to avoid falling into mistakes geographical, topographical, natural-historical, and otherwise.

For instance, despite the utmost care of which I was capable, while studying up for The Coral Island, I fell into a blunder through ignorance in regard to a familiar fruit. I was under the impression that cocoa-nuts grew on their trees in the same form as that in which they are usually presented to us in grocers windows  namely, about the size of a large fist with three spots, suggestive of a monkeys face, at one end. Learning from trustworthy books that at a certain stage of development the nut contains a delicious beverage like lemonade, I sent one of my heroes up a tree for a nut, through the shell of which he bored a hole with a penknife and drank the lemonade! It was not till long after the story was published that my own brother  who had voyaged in Southern seas  wrote to draw my attention to the fact that the cocoa-nut is nearly as large as a mans head, and its outer husk over an inch thick, so that no ordinary penknife could bore to its interior! Of course I should have known this, and, perhaps, should be ashamed of my ignorance  but, somehow, Im not!

I admit that this was a slip, but such, and other slips, hardly justify the remark that some people have not hesitated to make, namely, that I have a tendency to draw the long bow. I feel almost sensitive on this point, for I have always laboured to be true to fact, and to nature, even in my wildest flights of fancy.

This reminds me of the remark made to myself once by a lady in reference to this same Coral Island. There is one thing, Mr Ballantyne, she said, which I really find it hard to believe. You make one of your three boys dive into a clear pool, go to the bottom, and then, turning on his back, look up and wink and laugh at the other two.

No, no, Peterkin did not laugh, said I remonstratively.

Well, then, you make him smile.

Ah, that is true, but there is a vast difference between laughing and smiling under water. But is it not singular that you should doubt the only incident in the story which I personally verified? I happened to be in lodgings at the seaside while writing that story, and, after penning the passage you refer to, I went down to the shore, pulled off my clothes, dived to the bottom, turned on my back, and, looking up, I smiled and winked.

The lady laughed, but I have never been quite sure, from the tone of that laugh, whether it was a laugh of conviction or of unbelief. It is not improbable that my fair friends mental constitution may have been somewhat similar to that of the old woman who declined to believe her sailor-grandson when he told her he had seen flying-fish, but at once recognised his veracity when he said he had seen the remains of Pharaohs chariot-wheels on the shores of the Red Sea.

Recognising, then, the difficulties of my position, I formed the resolution always to visit  when possible  the scenes in which my stories were laid, converse with the people who, under modification, were to form the dramatis personae of the tales, and, generally, to obtain information in each case, as far as lay in my power, from the fountain-head.

Thus, when about to begin The Lifeboat, I went to Ramsgate, and, for some time, was hand and glove with Jarman, the heroic coxswain of the Ramsgate boat, a lion-like as well as lion-hearted man, who rescued hundreds of lives from the fatal Goodwin Sands during his career. In like manner, when getting up information for The Lighthouse, I obtained permission from the Commissioners of Northern Lights to visit the Bell Rock Lighthouse, where I hobnobbed with the three keepers of that celebrated pillar-in-the-sea for three weeks, and read Stevensons graphic account of the building of the structure in the library, or visitors room, just under the lantern. I was absolutely a prisoner there during those three weeks, for boats seldom visited the rock, and it need scarcely be said that ships kept well out of our way. By good fortune there came on a pretty stiff gale at the time, and Stevensons thrilling narrative was read to the tune of whistling winds and roaring seas, many of which sent the spray right up to the lantern and caused the building, more than once, to quiver to its foundation.

In order to do justice to Fighting the Flames I careered through the streets of London on fire-engines, clad in a pea-jacket and a black leather helmet of the Salvage Corps;  this, to enable me to pass the cordon of police without question  though not without recognition, as was made apparent to me on one occasion at a fire by a fireman whispering confidentially, I know what you are, sir, youre a hamitoor!

Right you are, said I, and moved away in order to change the subject.

It was a glorious experience, by the way, this galloping on fire-engines through the crowded streets. It had in it much of the excitement of the chase  possibly that of war  with the noble end in view of saving, instead of destroying, life! Such tearing along at headlong speed; such wild roaring of the firemen to clear the way; such frantic dashing aside of cabs, carts, buses, and pedestrians; such reckless courage on the part of the men, and volcanic spoutings on the part of the fires! But I must not linger. The memory of it is too enticing. Deep Down took me to Cornwall, where, over two hundred fathoms beneath the green turf, and more than half-a-mile out under the bed of the sea, I saw the sturdy miners at work winning copper and tin from the solid rock, and acquired some knowledge of their life, sufferings, and toils.

In the land of the Vikings I shot ptarmigan, caught salmon, and gathered material for Erling the Bold. A winter in Algiers made me familiar with the Pirate City. I enjoyed a fortnight with the hearty inhabitants of the Gull Lightship off the Goodwin Sands, from which resulted The Floating Light; and went to the Cape of Good Hope, and up into the interior of the Colony, to spy out the land and hold intercourse with The Settler and the Savage  although I am bound to confess that, with regard to the latter, I talked to him only with mine eyes. I also went afloat for a short time with the fishermen of the North Sea, in order to be able to do justice to The Young Trawler.

To arrive still closer at the truth, and to avoid errors, I have always endeavoured to submit my proof-sheets, when possible, to experts and men who knew the subject well. Thus, Captain Shaw, late Chief of the London Fire Brigade, kindly read the proofs of Fighting the Flames, and prevented my getting off the rails in matters of detail, and Sir Arthur Blackwood, financial secretary to the General Post Office, obligingly did me the same favour in regard to Post Haste.

In conclusion, there are some things that I shrink from flaunting in the eyes of the public. Personal religion is one of these. Nevertheless, there are a few words which I feel constrained to write before closing this chapter.

During all the six years that I spent in Ruperts Land I was without God. He was around me and within me, guarding me, bestowing upon me the physical and mental health by which alone I could fully enjoy a life in the wilderness, and furnishing me with much of the material that was to serve as my stock-in-trade during my subsequent career; yet  I confess it with shame  I did not recognise or think of, or care for, Him. It was not until after I had returned home that He opened my eyes to see myself a lost soul, and Jesus Christ God with us  an all-sufficient Redeemer, able and willing to save me from sin, as He is to save all sinners  even the chief.

More than this I will not say. Less I could not say, without being unfaithful to my Creator.




Chapter Two. Life in the Bell Rock Lighthouse.

One of my most interesting experiences in hunting up materials for books was at the Bell Rock Lighthouse; interesting because of the novelty of the situation, the pleasant intercourse with the keepers, and the grandeur of the subjects brought under my observation.

The lighthouses of this kingdom present, in their construction, a remarkable evidence of the capacity of man to overcome almost insurmountable difficulties, and his marvellous power of adapting means to ends. They also stand forth as a grand army of sentinels, who, with unobtrusive regularity, open their brilliant eyes on the great deep, night after night  from year to year  from age to age, and gaze  Argus-like  all around our shores, to guard our shipping from the dangers of the sea, perhaps I should rather say from the dangers of the coast, for it must be well-known to most people that the sailor regards blue water as his safe and native home, and that it is only when he enters the green and shallow waters of the coast that a measure of anxiety overclouds his free-and-easy spirit.

It is when he draws near to port that the chief dangers of his career surround him, and it is then that the lighthouse is watched for anxiously, and hailed with satisfaction.

These observations scarce need confirmatory proof. Of all the vessels, great and small, that annually seek and leave our ports, a large proportion meet their doom, and, despite all our lighthouses, beacons, and buoys, lay their timbers and cargoes in fragments, on our shores. This is a significant fact, for if those lost ships be  as they are  a mere fraction of our commerce, how great must be the fleet, how vast the wealth, that our lighthouses guide safely into port every year? If all our coast-lights were to be extinguished for only a single night, the loss of property and life would be terrible beyond conception. But such an event can never happen, for our coast-lights arise each evening at sunset with the regularity of the sun himself. Like the stars, they burst out when darkness begins to brood upon land and sea like them, too, their action and aspect are varied. Some, at great heights, in exposed places, blaze bright and steady like stars of the first magnitude. Others, in the form of revolving lights, twinkle like the lesser stars  now veiling, now flashing forth their beams.

One set of lights shine ruby-red like Mars; another set are white, like Venus; while those on our pier-heads and at our harbour mouths are green; and, in one or two instances, if not more, they shine, (by means of reflecting prisms), with borrowed light like the moon; but all  whether revolving or fixed, large or small, red or white or green  beam forth, like good angels, offering welcome and guidance to the mariner approaching from beyond seas; with God-like impartiality shedding their radiance on friend and foe, and encircling  as with a chaplet of living diamonds, rubies, and emeralds  our highly favoured little islands of the sea.

Lighthouses may be divided into two classes, namely, those which stand on cliffs, and elsewhere, somewhat above the influence of the waves, and those built on outlying rocks which are barely visible at high tide, or invisible altogether except at low-water. The North and South Foreland lights in Kent, the Girdleness in Aberdeenshire, and Inchkeith in the Forth, are examples of the former. The Eddystone, Bell Rock, and Skerryvore, are well-known examples of the latter, also the Wolf Rock off the Lands End.

In one of the latter  namely the Bell Rock  I obtained permission, a good many years ago, from the Commissioners of Northern Lights, to spend a fortnight for literary purposes  to be imprisoned, in fact, for that period.

This lighthouse combines within itself more or less of the elements of all lighthouses. The principles on which it was built are much the same with those of Skerryvore. It is founded on a tidal rock, is exposed to the full fetch and fury of an open sea, and it has stood for the greater part of a century exposed to inconceivable and constantly recurring violence of wind and wave  not, indeed, unshaken, but altogether undamaged.

The Bell Rock lies on the east of Scotland, off the mouths of the Forth and Tay, 12 miles from the Forfarshire coast, which is the nearest land. Its foundation is always under water except for an hour or two at low-tide. At high tides there are about 12 or 16 feet of water above the highest ledge of the Bell Rock, which consists of a series of sandstone ridges. These, at ordinary low-tides, are uncovered to the extent of between 100 and 200 yards. At neap tides the rock shows only a few black teeth with sea-weed gums above the surface.

There is a boat which attends upon this lighthouse. On the occasion of my visit I left Arbroath in it one morning before daybreak and reached the Rock about dawn. We cast anchor on arriving  not being able to land, for as yet there was no land! The lighthouse rose out of the sea like a bulrush out of a pond! No foundation rock was visible, and the water played about the tower in a fashion that would have knocked our boat to pieces had we ventured to approach the entrance-door.

In a short time the crest of the rock began to show above the foam. There was little or no wind, but the ordinary swell of the calm ocean rolled in upon these rocks, and burst upon them in such a way that the tower seemed to rise out of a caldron of boiling milk. At last we saw the three keepers moving amid the surges. They walked on an iron platform, which, being light and open, and only a few feet above the waves, was nearly invisible.

When the tide was near its lowest ebb, so that there was a piece of smooth water under the lee of the rock, we hoisted out our little twin boat. This was a curious contrivance, being simply a small boat cut across amidships, so as to form two parts which fitted into each other like saucers, and were thus rendered small enough to be easily carried in the larger boat. When about to be used, the twins are put into the water and their sterns brought together and screwed tight. Thus one little boat, sharp at each end, is formed.

Embarking in this we rowed between tangle-covered ridges up to the wrought-iron landing-place. The keepers looked surprised as we drew near. It was evident that visitors were not common objects of the shore out there!

There were three keepers. One, the chief, was very tall, dark, and thin; of grave temperament and sedate mien. Another was a florid, hearty young fellow, full of fire and energy. The third was a stout, short, thick-set man, with placidity and good-humour enthroned on his fat countenance. He was a first-rate man. I shall call him Stout; his comrade, Young. The chief may appropriately be named Long.

There was no time for more than a hurried introduction at first, for the fresh water-casks and fortnightly allowance of fresh provisions had to be hoisted into the tower, the empty casks got out, and the boat reloaded and despatched, before the tide  already rising  should transform the little harbour into a wild whirlpool. In little more than an hour the boat was gone, and I proceeded to make myself at home with my new friends.

Probably every one knows that the Bell Rock is the Inch Cape Rock, immortalised by Southey in his poem of Sir Ralph the Rover, in which he tells how that, in the olden time  

The Abbot of Aberbrothock

Had placed a bell on the Inch Cape Rock.

On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung

And over the waves its warning rung.

A pirate named Sir Ralph the Rover came there one day and cut away the bell in a wicked frolic. Long years after, returning with a rich cargo of ill-gotten wealth, retributive justice overtook Sir Ralph, caused his vessel to strike on the Inch Cape Rock  for want of the warning bell which he had cut away  and sent him and his belongings to the bottom.

Whether this legend be true or not, there is no doubt that the Rock had been so dangerous to shipping, that seamen often avoided the firths of Forth and Tay in bad weather for fear of it, and many captains, in their anxiety to keep clear of it, ran their vessels in the neighbouring coasts and perished.

Another proof that numerous wrecks took place there lay in the fact that the fishermen were wont to visit the rock after every gale, for the purpose of gathering wreckage. It was resolved, therefore, about the beginning of this century, to erect a lighthouse on the Inchcape Rock, and to Mr Robert Stevenson, Engineer at that time to the Board of Northern Lights, was assigned the task of building it. He began the work in August 1807, and finished it in February 1811.

I began my sojourn in the Bell Rock Lighthouse with breakfast. On ascending to the kitchen I found Stout preparing it. Mr Long, the chief, offered, with delicate hospitality, to carry my meals up to the library, so that I might feast in dignified solitude, but I declined the honour, preferring to fraternise with the men in the kitchen. Breakfast over, they showed me through the tower  pointed out and explained everything  especially the lantern and the library  in which last I afterwards read Mr Stevensons interesting volume on the building of the Bell Rock; a book which has been most appropriately styled the Robinson Crusoe of Engineering literature.

On returning to the entrance-door, I found that there was now no land! The tide had risen. The lighthouse was a mere pillar in the sea. Water, water everywhere  nothing else visible save the distant coast of Forfarshire like a faint blue line on the horizon. But in the evening the tide again fell, and, the moment the rock was uncovered, we descended. Then Mr Long showed me the various points of interest about the rock, and Stout volunteered anecdotes connected with these, and Young corroborated and expounded everything with intense enthusiasm. Evidently Young rejoiced in the rare opportunity my visit afforded him of breaking the monotony of life on the Bell Rock. He was like a caged bird, and on one occasion expressed his sentiments very forcibly by saying to me, Oh, sir, I sometimes wish I could jump up and never come doon! As for Long and Stout, they had got used to lighthouses and monotony. The placid countenance of each was a sure index of the profound tranquillity within!

Small though it was, the rock was a very world in itself to the residents  crowded with ports, and wharves and ledges, which had reference to the building-time. There were Sir Ralph the Rovers ledge, and the Abbots ledge, and the Engineers ledge, and Cunninghams ledge, and the Smiths ledge, etcetera. Then there were Port Stevenson, and Port Boyle, and Port Hamilton, and many others  each port being a mere hole capable of holding a boat or two. Besides which there were tracks, leading to these ports  such as Wilsons track, and Macurichs track, and Gloags track. And then there were Hopes Wharf, and Raes Wharf, and Watts Reach, and Scoresby Point, while, among numerous outlying groups of rocklets, there were the Royal Burghs, the Crown Lawyers, and the Maritime Sheriffs  each and all teeming with interesting associations to those who know the Story of the Rock,  all comprehended within an area of a few hundred yards  the whole affair being wiped entirely and regularly off the face of nature by every rising tide.

Close beside Raes Wharf, on which we stood, Mr Long showed me the holes in which had been fixed the ends of the great beams of the beacon. The beacon was a point of considerable interest to me. If you had seen the rock as I saw it, reader, in a storm, with the water boiling all over and round it for more than a mile, like seething milk  and if you had reflected that the first beacon built there was carried away in a gale, you would have entertained very exalted ideas of the courage of the men who built the Bell Rock lighthouse.

While the tower was building, Mr Stevenson and his men were exposed for many days and nights in this beacon  this erection of timber-beams, with a mere pigeon-house on the top of it for a dwelling. Before the beacon was built, the men lived in the Pharos floating light; a vessel which was moored not far from the Rock. Every day  weather permitting  they rowed to the rock, landed, and worked for one, two, or three hours, when they were drowned out, so to speak, and obliged to return to their floating home. Sometimes the landing was easy. More frequently it was difficult. Occasionally it was impossible. When a landing was accomplished, they used to set to work without delay. There was no time to lose. Some bored holes in the rock for hold-fasts; others, with pick and chisel, cut out the foundation-pit. Then the courses began to be laid. On each occasion of landing the smith had to set up his bellows, light his fire, and work in hot haste; because his whole shop, except the anvil, had to be taken down, and carried away every tide! Frequently, in fine weather, this enterprising son of Vulcan might have been seen toiling with his head enveloped in volumes of smoke and sparks, and his feet in the water, which gradually rose to his ankles and knees until, with a sudden hiss, it extinguished his fire and ended his labours for the day. Then he was forced to pack up his bellows and tools, and decamp with the rest of the men.

Sometimes they wrought in calm, sometimes in storm; always, more or less, in water. Three hours was considered a fair days work. When they had the good fortune to work double tides in a day, they made five, or five-and-a-half, hours; but this was of rare occurrence.

You see that mark there, sir, on Smiths Ledge? said Mr Long to me one day, that was the place where the forge stood; and the ledge beyond, with the old bit of iron on it, is the Last Hope, where Mr Stevenson and his men were so nearly lost. Then he went on to tell me the following incident, as illustrating one of the many narrow escapes made by the builders.

One day, soon after the men had commenced work, it began to blow hard, and the crew of the boat belonging to the attending vessel, named the Smeaton, fearing that her moorings might be insufficient, went off to examine them. This was wrong. The workmen on the rock were sufficiently numerous to completely fill three boats. For one of these to leave the rock was to run a great risk, as the event proved. Almost as soon as they reached the Smeaton, her cables parted and she went adrift, carrying the boat with her away to leeward, and although sail was instantly made, they found it impossible to regain the rock against wind and tide. Mr Stevenson observed this with the deepest anxiety, but the men, (busy as bees about the rock), were not aware of it at first.

The situation was terrible. There were thirty-two men left on a rock which would in a short time be overflowed to a depth of twelve or fifteen feet by a stormy sea, and only two boats in which to remove them. These two boats, if loaded to the gunwales, could have held only a few more than the half of them.

While the sound of the numerous hammers and the ring of the anvil were heard, the situation did not appear so hopeless; but soon the men at the lowest part of the foundation were driven from work by the rising tide; then the forge-fire was extinguished, and the men generally began to make towards their respective boats for their jackets and dry socks. When it was discovered that one of the three boats was gone not a word was uttered, but the men looked at each other in evident perplexity. They seemed to realise their position at once.

In a few minutes some of that band must inevitably be left to perish, for the absent boat and vessel were seen drifting farther and farther away to leeward. Mr Stevenson knew that in such a case, where life and death were in the balance, a desperate struggle among the men for precedence would be certain. Indeed he afterwards learned that the pickmen had resolved to stick by their boat against all hazards. While they were thus gazing in silence at each other and at the distant vessel, their enterprising leader had been casting about in his mind as to the best method of at least attempting the deliverance of his men, and he finally turned round to propose, as a forlorn hope, that all hands should strip off their upper clothing, that every unnecessary article should be removed from the boats, that a specified number should get into each, and that the remainder should hang on by the gunwales, and thus be dragged through the water while they were rowed cautiously towards the Smeaton! But when he tried to speak his mouth was so parched that his tongue refused utterance! and then he discovered, (as he says himself), that saliva is as necessary to speech as the tongue itself! Turning to a pool, he moistened his lips with sea-water, and found immediate relief. He was again about to speak when some one shouted a boat! a boat! and, sure enough, a large boat was seen through the haze making towards the rock. This timely visitor was James Spink, the Bell Rock pilot, who had come off express from Arbroath with letters. His visit was altogether an unusual one, and his truly providential appearance unquestionably prevented loss of life on that critical occasion. This is one specimen  selected from innumerable instances of danger and risk  which may give one some idea of what is encountered by those who build such lighthouses as the Bell Rock.

Our rambles on the rock were necessarily of short duration. We used to stand in the doorway watching the retreating waves, and, the moment the rails were uncovered, we hurried down the ladder  all of us bent on getting as much exercise as possible on land! We marched in single file, up and down the narrow rails, until the rock was uncovered  then we rambled over the slippery ledges.

Sometimes we had one hour  sometimes two, or even three hours, according to the state of the tides. Then the returning waves drove us gradually from the rocks to the rails, from the rails to the ladder  and so back into the lighthouse.

Among other things that impressed me deeply was the grandeur of the waves at the Bell Rock.

One enjoys an opportunity there of studying the form and colour of ocean billows which cannot be obtained on any ordinary shore, because, the water being deep alongside the Rock, these waves come up to it in all their unbroken magnificence. I tried to paint them, but found it difficult, owing to the fact that, like refractory children, they would not stand still to be painted! It was not only in stormy weather that these waves arose. I have seen them during a dead calm, when the sea was like undulating glass. No doubt the cause of them was a gale in some distant part of the sea  inducing a heavy ground-swell; but, be the cause what it might, these majestic rollers often came in without a breath of air to help them, and with the sun glittering on their light-green crystal sides. Their advance seemed slow and solemn amid the deep silence, which made them all the more impressive. The rise of each wave was so gradual that you could not tell where it began in the distant sea. As it drew near, it took definite form and swelled upwards, and at last came on like a wall of glass  probably ten or twelve feet high  so high, at all events, that I felt as if looking up at it from my position on the low rock. When close at hand its green edge lipped over and became fringed with white  then it bent forward with a profound obeisance to the Bell Rock and broke the silence with a grand reverberating roar, as it fell in a ruin of foam and rushed up to my very feet!

When those waves began to paint the canvas with their own spray and change the oil into a water-colour, I was constrained to retire to the lighthouse, where Mr Long, (a deeply interested student), watched me as I continued my studies from the doorway.

Mr Long had an inquiring mind and closely observed all that went on around him. Among other things, he introduced me to a friend of his, a species of fish which he called a Paddle.

Stout called it a sucker, in virtue of an arrangement on its breast whereby it could fasten itself to a rock and hold on. This fish dwelt in Port Hamilton, near Sir Ralph the Rovers ledge, and could be visited at low-tide. He happened to be engaged at that time in watching his wifes spawn, and could not be induced to let go his hold of the rock on any account! Mr Long pulled at him pretty forcibly once or twice, but with no effect, and the fish did not seem in the least alarmed! While Mr Paddle did duty in the nursery, Mrs Paddle roamed the sea at large. Apparently womens rights have made some progress in that quarter! It was supposed by Stout that she took the night-watches. Mr Young inclined to the opinion that she attended to the commissariat  was out marketing in fact, and brought food to her husband. All that I can say on the matter is, that I visited the family frequently, and always saw the father on duty, but only once found Mrs Paddle at home! The tameness of this kind of fish is very remarkable. One day I saw a large one in a pool which actually allowed me to put my hand under him and lift him gently out! Suddenly it occurred to me that I might paint him! The palette chanced to be at hand, so I began at once. In about two minutes the paddle gave a flop of discomfort as he lay on the rock; I therefore put him into a small pool for a minute or so to let him, breathe, then took him out and had a second sitting, after which he had another rest and a little refreshment in the pool. Thus in about ten minutes, I had his portrait, and put him back into his native element.

I am inclined to think that this is the only fish in the sea that has had his portrait taken and returned to tell the tale to his admiring, perhaps unbelieving, friends!

Of course one of the most interesting points in the lighthouse was the lantern. I frequently sat in it at night with the man on duty, who expounded the lighting apparatus to me, or spun yarns.

The fifth day of my sojourn on the Bell Rock was marked by an event of great interest,  the arrival of a fishing-boat with letters and newspapers. I had begun by that time to feel some degree of longing to hear something about the outer world, though I had not felt lonely by any means  my companions were too pleasant to admit of that. Our little world contained a large amount of talent! Mr Long had a magnificent bass voice and made good use of it. Then, Young played the violin, (not so badly), and sang tenor  not quite so well; besides which he played the accordion. His instrument, however, was not perfect. One of the bass notes would not sound, and one of the treble notes could not by any means be silenced! Between the two, some damage was done to the harmony; but we were not particular. As to Stout  he could neither sing nor play, but he was a splendid listener! and the sight of his good-humoured face, smiling through clouds of tobacco smoke as he sat by the kitchen fire, was of itself sufficient to encourage us.

But Stout could do more than listen and admire. He was cook to the establishment during my visit. The men took this duty by turns  each for a fortnight  and Stout excelled the others. It was he who knew how to extract sweet music from the tea-kettle and the frying-pan! But Stouts forte was buttered toast! He was quite an adept at the formation of this luxury. If I remember rightly, it was an entire loaf that Stout cut up and toasted each morning for breakfast. He knew nothing of delicate treatment. Every slice was an inch thick at the least! It was quite a study to see him go to work. He never sawed with the knife. Having a powerful hand and arm, one sweep of the blade sufficed for one slice, and he cut up the whole loaf before beginning to toast. Then, he always had the fire well prepared. You never saw alternate stripes of black and white on Stouts toast; and he laid on the butter as he might have laid tar on the side of a ship, thick and heavy. He never scraped it off one part to put it on another  and he never picked the lumps out of the holes. Truly, Stout was quite a genius in this matter.

The fisherman who brought off our letters could not have landed if the weather had not been fine. Poor fellow! after I left, he lost his boat in consequence of being on too familiar terms with the Bell Rock. He was in the habit of fishing near the rock, and occasionally ran in at low-water to smoke a pipe with the keepers. One morning he stayed too long. The large green billows which had been falling with solemn boom on the outlying rocks began to lip over into the pool where his boat lay  Port Stevenson. Embarking in haste with his comrade he pushed off. Just then there came a tremendous wave, the crest of which toppled over Smiths Ledge, fell into the boat, and sank it like a stone. The men were saved by the keepers, but their boat was totally destroyed. They never saw a fragment of it again. What a commentary this was on the innumerable wrecks that have taken place on the Inch Cape Rock in days gone by!

Sometimes, on a dark stormy night, I used to try to realise something of this. Turning my back on the lighthouse I tried to forget it, and imagine what must have been the feelings of those who had actually stood there and been driven inch by inch to the higher ledges, with the certain knowledge that their doom was fixed, and without the comfort and assurance that, behind them, stood a strong tower of refuge from the storm!

I was fortunate, during my stay, in having experience of every variety of weather  from a dead calm to a regular gale. It was towards the end of my visit that the gale came on, and it lasted two days. No language can convey an adequate idea of the sublimity of the scene and the sense of power in the seething waves that waged furious war over the Rock during the height of that gale. The spray rose above the kitchen windows, (70 feet on the tower), in such solid masses as to darken the room in passing, and twice during the storm we were struck by waves with such force as to shake the tower to its foundation.

This storm delayed the Relief boat a day. Next day, however, it succeeded in getting alongside  and at length, after a most agreeable and interesting sojourn of two weeks, I parted from the hospitable keepers with sincere regret and bade adieu to a lighthouse which is not only a monument of engineering skill, but a source of safety to the shipping, and of confidence to the mariners frequenting these waters.

In former days men shunned the dreaded neighbourhood of the Inch Cape Rock with anxious care. Now, they look out for that:  

Ruddy gem of changeful light

Bound on the dusky brow of night,

And make for it with perfect safety. In time past human lives, and noble ships, and costly merchandise were lost on the Bell Rock every year. Now, disaster to shipping there is not even dreamed of; and one of the most notable proofs of the value of the lighthouse, (and, indirectly, of all other lighthouses), lies in the fact, that not a single wreck has occurred on the Bell Rock since that auspicious evening in 1811 when the sturdy pillar opened its eyes for the first time, and threw its bright beams far and wide over the North Sea.




Chapter Three. Nights with the Fire Brigade.

There are few lives, we should think, more trying or more full of curious adventure and thrilling incident than that of a London fireman.

He must always be on the alert. No hour of the day or night can he ever count on as being his own, unless on those occasions when he obtains leave of absence, which I suppose are not frequent. If he does not absolutely sleep in his clothes, he sleeps beside them  arranged in such a way that he can jump into them at a moments notice.

When the summons comes there must be no preliminary yawning; no soft transition from the land of dreams to the world of reality. He jumps into his boots which stand invitingly ready, pulls on his trousers, buttons his braces while descending to the street, and must be brass-helmeted on the engine and away like a fiery dragon-gone-mad within three minutes of the call, or thereabouts, if he is to escape a fine.

Moreover, the London fireman must be prepared to face death at any moment. When the call comes he never knows whether he is turning out to something not much more serious than a chimney, or to one of those devastating conflagrations on the river-side in which many thousand pounds worth of property are swept away, and his life may go along with them. Far more frequently than the soldier or sailor is he liable to be ordered on a duty which shall turn out to be a forlorn hope, and not less pluckily does he obey.

There is no respite for him. The field which the London Brigade covers is so vast that the liability to be sent into action is continuous  chiefly, of course, at night. At one moment he may be calmly polishing up the brasses of his engine, or skylarking with his comrades, or sedately reading a book, or snoozing in bed, and the next he may be battling fiercely with the flames. Unlike the lifeboat heroes, who may sleep when the world of waters is calm, he must be ever on the watch; for his enemy is a lurking foe  like the Red Indian who pounces on you when you least expect him, and does not utter his warwhoop until he deems his victory secure. The little spark smoulders while the fireman on guard, booted and belted, keeps watch at his station. It creeps while he waits, and not until its energies have gained considerable force does it burst forth with a grand roar and bid him fierce defiance.

Even when conquered in one quarter it often leaps up in another, so that the fireman sometimes returns from the field twice or thrice in the same night to find that the enemy is in force elsewhere and that the fight must be resumed.

In the spring of 1867 I went to London to gather material for my book Fighting the Flames, and was kindly permitted by Captain Shaw  then Chief of the Fire Brigade  to spend a couple of weeks at one of the principal west-end stations, and accompany the men to fires.

My first experience was somewhat stirring.

My plan was to go to the station late in the evening and remain up all night with the men on guard waiting for fires.

One day, in the afternoon, when it was growing dusk, and before I had made my first visit to the station, a broad-shouldered jovial-looking fellow in blue coat, belted, and with a sailors cap, called on me and asked if I should like to see a ouse as ad bin blowed up with gas.

Of course I was only too glad to follow him. He conducted me to an elegant mansion in Bayswater, and chatted pleasantly as we went along in somewhat nautical tones, for he had been a man-of-wars man. His name was Flaxmore.

I may remark here that the men of the London brigade were, and still are, I believe, chosen from among seamen.

You see, sir, said Flaxmore, in explanation of this fact, sailors are found to be most suitable for the brigade because theyre accustomed to strict discipline,  to turn out suddenly at all hours, in all weathers, and to climbing in dangerous circumstances.

Arrived at the mansion, we found that the outside looked all right except that most of the windows were broken. The interior, however, presented a sad and curious appearance. The house had been recently done up in the most expensive style, and its gilded cornices, painted pilasters and other ornaments, with the lath and plaster of walls and ceilings had been blown into the rooms in dire confusion.

Bin a pretty considerable smash here, sir, said Flaxmore, with a genial smile on his broad countenance. I admitted the fact, and asked how it happened.

Well, sir, you see, said he, there was an orrid smell of gas in the ouse, an the missus she sent for a gas man to find out where it was, and, would you believe it, sir, they went to look for it with a candle! Sure enough they found it too, in a small cupboard. The gas had been escapin, it had, but couldnt git out o that there cupboard, cause the door was a tight fit, so it had made its way all over the ouse between the lath and plaster and the walls. As soon as ever it caught light, sir, it blowed the whole place into smash  as you see. It blowed the gas man flat on his back; (an sarved him right!) it blowed the missus through the doorway, an it blowed the cook  (as was on the landin outside)  right down the kitchen stairs, it did;  but there was none of em much hurt, sir, they wasnt, beyond a bruise or two!

After examining this house, Flaxmore proposed that I should go and see his engine. He was proud of his engine, evidently, and spoke of it as a man might speak of his wife!

On our way to the station the driver of a passing bus called out  

Fireman, theres a fire in New Bond Street.

One word Flaxmore exchanged with the driver, and then, turning to me, said, Come on, sir, Ill give you a ride!

Off we went at a run, and burst into the station. Get her out, Jim, cried Flaxmore, (her being the engine). Jim, the man on duty, put on his helmet without saying a word, and hauled out the fire-engine, while a comrade ran for the horses, and another called up the men. In five minutes more I was seated beside seven men in blue uniforms and brass helmets, dashing through the streets of London at full gallop!

Now, those who have never seen a London fire-engine go to a fire have no conception of what it is  much less have they any conception of what it is to ride on the engine! To those accustomed to it, no doubt, it may be tame enough  I cannot tell; but to those who mount an engine for the first time and dash through the crowded thoroughfares at a wild tearing gallop; it is probably the most exciting drive conceivable. It beats steeplechasing! It feels like driving to destruction  so desperate and reckless is it. And yet, it is not reckless in the strict sense of that word; for there is a stern need-be in the case. Every moment, (not to mention minutes or hours), is of the utmost importance in the progress of a fire, for when it gets the mastery and bursts into flames it flashes to its work, and completes it quickly. At such times one moment wasted may involve the loss of thousands of pounds, ay, and of human lives also. This is well-known to those whose profession it is to fight the flames. Hence the union of apparent mad desperation, with cool, quiet self-possession in their proceedings. When firemen can work in silence they do so. No unnecessary word is uttered, no voice is needlessly raised; but, when occasion requires it, their course is a tumultuous rush, amid a storm of shouting and gesticulation!

So was it on the present occasion. Had the fire been distant, they would have had to commence their gallop somewhat leisurely, for fear of breaking down the horses; but it was not far off  not much more than a couple of miles  so they dashed round the corner of their own street and swept into the Edgeware Road at full speed.

Here the noise of our progress began, for the great thoroughfare was crowded with vehicles and pedestrians.

To pass through such a crowd without coming into collision with anything required not only dexterous driving, but rendered it necessary that two of the men on the engine should stand up and shout incessantly as we whirled along, clearing everything out of our way.

The men seemed to shout with the memory of the boatswain strong upon them, for their tones were pitched in the deepest and gruffest bass-key. Sometimes there was a lull for a moment, as a comparatively clear space of 100 yards or so lay before us; then their voices rose like the roaring of the gale as a stupid or deaf cabman got in our way, or a plethoric bus threatened to interrupt our furious career. The cross streets were the points where the chief difficulties met us. There cab- and van-drivers turned into or crossed the great thoroughfare, all ignorant of the thunderbolt that was rushing on like a fiery meteor, with its lanterns casting a glare of light before, and the helmets of the stern charioteers flashing back the rays from street-lamps and windows. At the corner of one of the streets the crowd of vehicles was so great that the driver of the engine began to tighten his reins, while Flaxmore and his comrades raised a furious roar. Cabs, buses, and pedestrians scattered right and left in a marvellous manner; the driver slackened his reins, cracked his whip, and the horses stretched out again.

There, it shows a light, observed Flaxmore, as we tore along Oxford Street. At that moment a stupid cabman blocked up the way. There was a terrific shout from all the firemen, at once! but the man did not hear. Our driver attempted both to pull up and to turn aside; the first was impossible, the latter he did so effectively that he not only cleared the cab but made straight at a lamp-post on the other side! A crash seemed inevitable, but Flaxmore, observing the danger, seized the rein next to him and swung the horses round. We flew past, just shaving the lamp-post, and in three minutes more pulled up at a house which was blazing in the upper floors. Three engines were already at work on it. Flaxmore and his men at once entered the burning house, which by that time was nearly gutted. I stood outside looking on, but soon became anxious to know what was doing inside, and attempted to enter. A policeman stopped me, but at that moment Flaxmore came out like a half-drowned rat, his face streaked with brick-dust and charcoal. Seeing what I wanted he led me into the house, and immediately I found myself in a hot shower-bath which did not improve my coat or hat! At the same time I stepped up to the ankles in hot water! Tons of water were being poured on the house by three powerful engines, and this, in passing through so much heated material had become comfortably warm. The first thing I saw on entering was a foaming cataract! This was the staircase, down which the water rushed, breaking over masses of fallen brickwork and débris, with a noise like a goodly Highland burn! Up this we waded, but could get no further than the room above, as the upper stair had fallen in. I was about to descend in order to try to reach the roof by some other way, when a fireman caught me by the collar, exclaiming Hold on, sir! He thought the staircase was about to fall. Bolt now, sir, he added, releasing me. I bolted, and was out in the street in a moment, where I found that some of the firemen who had first arrived, and were much exhausted, were being served with a glass of brandy. If there were any case in which a teetotaller might be justified in taking spirits, it would be, I think, when exhausted by toiling for hours amid the heat and smoke and danger of a fire  nevertheless I found that several of the firemen there were teetotallers.

There was a shout of laughter at this moment, occasioned by one of the firemen having accidentally turned the branch or delivery pipe full on the faces of the crowd and drenched some of them. This was followed by a loud cheer when another fireman was seen to have clambered to the roof whence he could apply the water with better effect. At last their efforts were crowned with success. Before midnight the fire was extinguished, and we drove back to the Paddington Station at a more leisurely pace. Thus ended my first experience of a London fire.

Accidents, as may be easily believed, are of frequent occurrence.

Accidents.

There were between forty to fifty a year. In 1865 they were as follows:  

Cuts and Lacerated Wounds

12



Contusions

15



Fractures

2



Sprains

9



Burns and Scalds

3



Injury to Eyes

5





46



My friend Flaxmore himself met with an accident not long afterwards. He slipped off the roof of a house and fell on his back from a height of about fifteen feet. Being a heavy man, the fall told severely on him.

For about two weeks I went almost every evening to the Regent Street Station and spent the night with the men, in the hope of accompanying them to fires. The lobby  as the watch room of the station was named  was a small one, round the walls of which the brass helmets and hatchets of the men were hung. Here, each night, two men slept on two trestle-beds. They were fully equipped, with the exception of their helmets. Their comrades slept at their own homes, which were within a few yards of the station. The furniture of the lobby was scanty  a desk, a bookcase, two chairs, a clock, an alarm-bell, and four telegraphic instruments comprised it all. These last formed part of a network of telegraphs which extended from the central station to nearly all the other stations in London. By means of the telegraph a call is given  i.e. a fire is announced to the firemen all over London, if need be, in a very few minutes. Those who are nearest to the scene of conflagration hasten to it at once with their engines, while each outlying or distant station sends forward a man on foot. These men, coming up one by one, relieve those who have first hastened to the fire.

Calls, however, are not always sent by telegraph. Sometimes a furious ring comes to the alarm-bell, and a man or a boy rushes in shouting fire! with all his might. People are generally much excited in such circumstances,  sometimes half mad. In one case a man came with a call in such perturbation of mind that he could not tell where the fire was at all for nearly five minutes! On another occasion two men rushed in with a call at the same moment, and both were stutterers. My own opinion is that one stuttered by nature and the other from agitation. Be that as it may, they were both half mad with excitement.

Ffffire! roared one.

Ffffire! yelled the other.

Where away? asked a fireman as he quietly buckled his belt and put on his helmet.

BBBrompton! BBBayswater! burst from them both at the same moment. Then one cried, I  I sssay Brompton, and the other shouted, I  I ssay Bayswater.

What street? asked the fireman.

WWWalton Street, cried one.

NNo  PPorchester Terrace, roared the other, and at the word the Walton Street man hit the Porchester Terrace man between the eyes and knocked him down. A regular scuffle ensued, in the midst of which the firemen got out two engines  and, before the stutterers were separated, went off full swing, one to Brompton, the other to Bayswater, and found that, as they had guessed, there were in reality two fires!

One nights experience in the lobby will give a specimen of the firemans work. I had spent the greater part of the night there without anything turning up. About three in the morning the two men on duty lay down on their trestle-beds to sleep, and I sat at the desk reading the reports of recent fires. The place was very quiet  the sounds of the great city were hushed  the night was calm, and nothing was heard but the soft breathing of the sleepers and the ticking of the clock as I sat there waiting for a fire. I often looked at the telegraph needles and, (I am half ashamed to say it), longed for them to move and give us a call. At last, when I had begun to despair, the sharp little telegraph bell rang. Up I started in some excitement  up started one of the sleepers too, quite as quickly as I did, but without any excitement whatever  he was accustomed to alarms! Reading the telegraph with sleepy eyes he said, with a yawn, its only a stop for a chimbley. He lay down again to sleep, and I sat down again to read and wait. Soon after the foreman came down-stairs to have a smoke and a chat. Among the many anecdotes which he told me was one which had a little of the horrible in it. He said he was once called to a fire in a cemetery, where workmen had been employed in filling some of the vaults with sawdust and closing them up. They had been smoking down there and had set fire to the sawdust, which set light to the coffins, and when the firemen arrived these were burning fiercely, and the stench and smoke were almost overpowering  nevertheless one of the men ran down the stair of the vaults, but slipped his foot and fell. Next moment he rushed up with a face like a ghost, having fallen, he said, between two coffins! Quickly recovering from his fright he again descended with his comrades, and they soon managed to extinguish the fire.

The foreman went off to bed after relating this pleasant little incident and left me to meditate on it. Presently a sound of distant wheels struck my ear. On they came at a rattling pace. In a few minutes a cab dashed round the corner and drew up sharply at the door, which was severely kicked, while the bell was rung furiously. Up jumped the sleepers again and in rushed a cabman, backed by a policeman, with the usual shout of fire. Then followed question brief and quick reply a fire in Great Portland Street close at hand.

Get her out, Bill, was the order. Bill darted to the engine-shed and knocked up the driver in passing. He got out the horses while the other man ran from house to house of the neighbouring firemen giving a double ring to their bells. Before the engine was horsed one and another and another of the men darted into the station, donned his helmet, and buckled on his axe; then they all sprang to their places, the whip cracked, and off we went at full gallop only eight minutes after the alarm-bell rang. We spun through the streets like a rocket with a tail of sparks behind us, for the fire of the engine had been lighted before starting.

On reaching the fire it was found to be only smouldering in the basement of the house, and the men of another engine were swarming through the place searching for the seat of it. I went in with our men, and the first thing I saw was a coffin lying ready for use! The foreman led me down into a vaulted cellar, and here, strange to say, I found myself in the midst of coffins! It seemed like the realisation of the story I had just heard. There were not fewer than thirty of them on the floor and ranged round the walls. Happily, however, they were not tenanted. In fact the fire had occurred in an undertakers workshop, and, in looking through the premises, I came upon several coffins laid out ready for immediate use. Two of these impressed me much. They lay side by side. One was of plain black wood  a paupers coffin evidently. The other was covered with fine cloth and gilt ornaments, and lined with padded white satin! I was making some moral reflections on the curious difference between the last resting-place of the rich man and the poor, when I was interrupted by the firemen who had discovered the fire and put it out, so we jumped on the engine once more, and galloped back to the station. Most of the men went off immediately to bed; the engine was housed; the horses were stabled; the men on guard hung up their helmets and lay down again on their trestle-beds; the foreman bade me good-night, and I was left once more in a silence that was broken only by the deep breathing of the sleepers and the ticking of the clock  scarcely able to believe that the stirring events of the previous hour were other than a vivid dream.

All over London, at short distances apart, fire-escapes may be seen rearing their tall heads in recesses and corners formed by the angles in churches or other public buildings. Each night these are brought out to the streets, where they stand in readiness for instant use.

At the present time the escapes are in charge of the Fire Brigade. When I visited the firemen they were under direction of the Royal Society for the Protection of Life from Fire, and in charge of Conductors, who sat in sentry-boxes beside the escapes every night, summer and winter, ready for action.

These conductors were clad like the firemen  except that their helmets were made of black leather instead of brass. They were not very different from other mortals to look at, but they were picked men  every one  bold as lions; true as steel; ready each night, at a moments notice, to place their lives in jeopardy in order to rescue their fellow-creatures from the flames. Of course they were paid for the work, but the pay was small when we consider that it was the price of indomitable courage, tremendous energy, great strength of limb, and untiring perseverance in the face of appalling danger.

Here is a specimen of the way in which the escapes were worked.

On the night of the 2nd March 1866, the premises of a blockmaker named George Milne caught fire. The flames spread with great rapidity, arousing Milne and his family, which consisted of his wife and seven children. All these sought refuge in the attics. At first Milne thought he could have saved himself, but with so many little children round him he found himself utterly helpless. Not far from the spot, Henry Douglas, a fire-escape conductor, sat in his sentry-box, reading a book, perchance, or meditating, mayhap, on the wife and little ones slumbering snugly at home, while he kept watch over the sleeping city. Soon the shout of fire reached his ears. At once his cloth-cap was exchanged for the black helmet, and, in a few seconds, the escape was flying along the streets, pushed by the willing hands of policemen and passers-by. The answer to the summons was very prompt on this occasion, but the fire was burning fiercely when Conductor Douglas arrived, and the whole of the lower part of the house was so enveloped in flames and smoke that the windows could not be seen at all. Douglas therefore pitched his escape, at a venture, on what he thought would bring him to the second-floor windows, and up he went amid the cheers of the on-lookers. Entering a window, he tried to search the room, (and the cheers were hushed while the excited multitude gazed and listened with breathless anxiety  for they knew that the man was in a position of imminent danger). In a few moments he re-appeared on the escape, half suffocated. He had heard screams in the room above, and at once threw up the fly-ladder, by which he ascended to the parapet below the attic rooms. Here he discovered Milne and his family grouped together in helpless despair. We may conceive the gush of hope that must have thrilled their breasts when Conductor Douglas leaped through the smoke into the midst of them; but we can neither describe nor conceive, (unless we have heard it in similar circumstances), the tone of the deafening cheers that greeted the brave man when he re-appeared on the ladders, and, (with the aid of a policeman named John Pead), bore the whole family, one by one, in safety to the ground! For this deed Conductor Douglas received the silver medal of the Society, and Pead, the policeman, received a written testimonial and a sovereign. Subsequently, in consequence of Conductor Douglass serious illness,  resulting from his efforts on this occasion  the Society voted him a gratuity of 5 pounds beyond his sick allowance to mark their strong approbation of his conduct. Now in this case it is obvious that but for the fire-escape, the blockmaker and his family must have perished.

Here is another case. I quote the conductors own account of it, as given in the Fire Escape Societys annual report. The conductors name was Shaw. He writes:  

Upon my arrival from Aldersgate Street Station, the fire had gained strong hold upon the lower portion of the building, and the smoke issuing therefrom was so dense and suffocating as to render all escape by the staircase quite impossible. Hearing cries for help from the upper part of the house, I placed my Fire Escape, ascended to the third floor, whence I rescued four persons  viz. Mrs Ferguson, her two children, and a lodger named Gibson. They were all leaning against the window-sill, almost overcome. I carried each down the Escape, (a height of nearly fifty feet), in perfect safety; and afterwards entered the back part of the premises, and took five young children from a yard where they were exposed to great danger from the fire.

There was a man in the London Brigade who deserves special notice  viz. Conductor Samuel Wood. Wood had been many years in the service, and had, in the course of his career, saved no fewer than 168 lives.

On one occasion he was called to a fire in Church Lane. He found a Mr Nathan in the first-floor unable to descend the staircase, as the ground floor was in flames. He unshipped his first-floor ladder, and, with the assistance of a policeman, brought Mr Nathan down. Being informed that there was a servant girl in the kitchen, Wood took his crowbar, wrenched up the grating, and brought the young woman out in safety. Now this I give as a somewhat ordinary case. It involved danger; but not so much as to warrant the bestowal of the silver medal. Nevertheless, Wood and the policeman were awarded a written testimonial and a sum of money.

I have had some correspondence with Conductor Wood, whose broad breast was covered with medals and clasps won in the service of the F.E. Society. At one fire he rushed up the escape before it was properly pitched, and caught in his arms a man named Middleton as he was in the act of jumping from a window.

At another time, on arriving at a fire, he found that the family thought all had escaped, but, wrote the conductor to me, they soon missed the old grandmother.  I immediately broke the shop door open and passed through to the first-floor landing, where I discovered the old lady lying insensible. I placed her on my back, and crawled back to the door, and I am happy to say she is alive now and doing well!

So risky was a conductors work that sometimes he had to be rescued by others  as the following extract will illustrate. It is from one of the Societys reports:  

Case 10,620.

Awarded to James Griffin, Inspector of the K Division of Police, the Societys Silver Medal, for the intrepid and valuable assistance rendered to Fire Escape Conductor Rickell at a Fire at the Rose and Crown public-house, Bridge Street, at one oclock on the morning of February 1st, when, but for his assistance there is little doubt that the Conductor would have perished. On the arrival of Conductor Rickell with the Mile End Fire Escape, not being satisfied that all the inmates had escaped, the Conductor entered the house, the upper part of which was burning fiercely; the Conductor not being seen for some time, the Inspector called to him, and, not receiving an answer, entered the house and ascended the stairs, and saw the Conductor lying on the floor quite insensible. With some difficulty the Inspector reached him, and, dragging him down the staircase, carried him into the air, where he gradually recovered.

While attending fires in London, I wore one of the black leather helmets of the Salvage Corps. This had the double effect of protecting my head from falling bricks, and enabling me to pass the cordon of police unquestioned.

After a night of it I was wont to return home about dawn, as few fires occur after that. On these occasions I felt deeply grateful to the keepers of small coffee-stalls, who, wheeling their entire shop and stock-in-trade in a barrow, supplied early workmen with cups of hot coffee at a halfpenny a piece, and slices of bread and butter for the same modest sum. At such times I came to know that man wants but little here below, if he only gets it hot and substantial.

Fire is such an important subject, and an element that any one may be called on so suddenly and unexpectedly to face, that, at the risk of being deemed presumptuous, I will, for a few minutes, turn aside from these reminiscences to put a few plain questions to my reader.

Has it ever occurred to you to think what you would do if your house took fire at night? Do you know of any other mode of exit from your house than by the front or back doors and the staircase? Have you a rope at home which would support a mans weight, and extend from an upper window to the ground? Nothing easier than to get and keep such a rope. A few shillings would purchase it. Do you know how you would attempt to throw water on the walls of one of your rooms, if it were on fire near the ceiling? A tea-cup would be of no use! A sauce-pan would not be much better. As for buckets or basins, the strongest man could not heave such weights of water to the ceiling with any precision or effect. But there are garden hand-pumps in every seedsmans shop with which a man could deluge his property with the greatest ease.

Do you know how to tie two blankets or sheets together, so that the knot shall not slip? Your life may one day depend on such a simple piece of knowledge.

Still further, do you know that in retreating from room to room before a fire you should shut doors and windows behind you to prevent the supply of air which feeds the flames? Are you aware that by creeping on your hands and knees, and keeping your head close to the ground, you can manage to breathe in a room where the smoke would suffocate you if you stood up?  also, that a wet sponge or handkerchief held over the mouth and nose will enable you to breathe with less difficulty in the midst of smoke?  Do you know that many persons, especially children, lose their lives by being forgotten by the inmates of a house in cases of fire, and that, if a fire came to you, you ought to see to it that every member of your household is present to take advantage of any means of escape that may be sent to you?

These subjects deserve to be considered thoughtfully by every one, especially by heads of families  not only for their own sakes, but for the sake of those whom God has committed to their care. For suppose that, (despite the improbability of such an event), your dwelling really did catch fire, how inconceivable would be the bitterness added to your despair, if, in the midst of gathering smoke and flames  with death staring you in the face, and rescue all but hopeless  you were compelled to feel that you and yours might have escaped the impending danger if you had only bestowed on fire-prevention, fire-extinction, and fire-escape a very little forethought and consideration.




Chapter Four. A War of Mercy.

There is a great war in which the British Nation is at all times engaged.

No bright seasons of peace mark the course of this war. Year by year it is waged unceasingly, though not at all times with the same fury, nor always with the same results.

Sometimes, as in ordinary warfare, there are minor skirmishes in which many a deed of heroism is done, though not recorded, and there are pitched battles in which all our resources are called into action, and the papers teem with the news of the defeats, disasters, and victories of the great fight.

This war costs us hundreds of lives, thousands of ships, and millions of money every year. Our undying and unconquerable enemy is the storm, and our great engines of war with which, through the blessing of God, we are enabled to fight more or less successfully against the foe, are the Lifeboat and the Rocket.

These engines, and the brave men who work them, are our sentinels of the coast. When the storm is brewing; when grey clouds lower, and muttering thunder comes rolling over the sea, men with hard hands and bronzed faces, clad in oilskin coats and souwesters, saunter down to our quays and headlands, all round the kingdom. These are the Lifeboat crews on the look-out. The enemy is moving, and the sentinels are being posted  or, rather, they are posting themselves  for the night, for all the fighting men in this great war are volunteers. They need no drilling to prepare them for the field; no bugle or drum to sound the charge. Their drum is the rattling thunder, their trumpet the roaring storm. They began to train for this warfare when they were not so tall as their fathers boots, and there are no awkward squads among them now. Their organisation is rough and ready, like themselves, and simple too. The heavens call them to action; the coxswain grasps the helm; the men seize the oars; the word is given, and the rest is straightforward fighting  over everything, through everything, in the teeth of everything, until the victory is gained, and rescued men and women and children are landed in safety on our shores.

In the winter of 1863 my enthusiasm in the Lifeboat cause was aroused by the reading in the papers of that wonderful achievement of the famous Ramsgate Lifeboat, which, on a terrible night in that year, fought against the storm for sixteen hours, and rescued a hundred and twenty souls from death.

A strange fatality attaches to me somehow  namely, that whenever I have an attack of enthusiasm, a book is the result!

Immediately after reading this episode in the great war, I called on the Secretary of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, who kindly gave me minute information as to the working of his Society, and lent me its journals.

Then I took train to the coast of Deal, and spent a considerable part of the succeeding weeks in the company of Isaac Jarman  at that time the coxswain of the Ramsgate Lifeboat, and the chief hero in many a gallant fight with the sea.

The splendid craft which he commanded was one of the self-righting, insubmergible boats of the Institution. Jarmans opinion of her was expressed in the words shes parfect, sir, and if you tried to improve her youd only spile her. From him I obtained much information, and many a yarn about his experiences on the famous and fatal Goodwin Sands, which, if recorded, would fill a volume. Indeed a volume has already been written about them, and other deeds of daring on those Sands, by one of the clergymen of Ramsgate.

I also saw the captain of the steam-tug that attends upon that boat. He took me on board his vessel and showed me the gold and silver medals he had received from his own nation, and from the monarchs of foreign lands, for rescuing human lives. I chatted with the men of Deal whose profession it is to work in the storm, and succour ships in distress, and who have little to do but lounge on the beach and spin yarns when the weather is fine. I also listened to the thrilling yarns of Jarman until I felt a strong desire to go off with him to a wreck. This, however, was not possible. No amateur is allowed to go off in the Ramsgate boat on any pretext whatever, but the restriction is not so absolute in regard to the steamer which attends on her. I obtained leave to go out in this tug, which always lies with her fires banked up ready to take the Lifeboat off to the sands, if her services should be required. Jarman promised to rouse me if a summons should come. As in cases of rescue from fire, speed is all-important. I slept for several nights with my clothes on  boots and all  at the hotel nearest to the harbour. But it was not to be. Night after night continued exasperatingly calm.

No gale would arise or wreck occur. This was trying, as I lay there, wakeful and hopeful, with plenty of time to study the perplexing question whether it is legitimate, under any circumstance, to wish for a wreck or a fire!

When patience was worn out I gave it up in despair.

At another time, however, I had an opportunity of seeing the Lifeboat in action. It was when I was spending a couple of weeks on board of the Gull Lightship, which lies between Ramsgate and the Goodwins.

A dirty day had culminated in a tempestuous night. The watch on deck, clad in drenched oil-skins, was tramping overhead, rendering my repose fitful. Suddenly he opened the skylight, and shouted that the Southsand Head Lightship was firing, and sending up rockets. As this meant a wreck on the sands we all rushed on deck, and saw the flare of a tar-barrel in the far distance. Already our watch was loading, and firing our signal-gun, and sending up rockets for the purpose of calling off the Ramsgate Lifeboat. It chanced that the Broadstairs boat observed the signals first, and, not long after, she flew past us under sail, making for the wreck.

A little later we saw the signal-light of the Ramsgate tug, looming through the mist like the great eye of the storm-fiend. She ranged close up, in order to ask whereaway the wreck was. Being answered, she sheared off, and as she did so, the Lifeboat, towing astern, came full into view. It seemed as if she had no crew, save only one man  doubtless my friend Jarman  holding the steering lines; but, on closer inspection, we could see the men crouching down, like a mass of oilskin coats and souwesters. In a few minutes they were out of sight, and we saw them no more, but afterwards heard that the wrecked crew had been rescued and landed at Deal.

In this manner I obtained information sufficient to enable me to write The Lifeboat: a Tale of our Coast Heroes, and The Floating Light of the Goodwin Sands.

A curious coincidence occurred when I was engaged with the Lifeboat story, which merits notice.

Being much impressed with the value of the Lifeboat service to the nation, I took to lecturing as well as writing on this subject. One night, while in Edinburgh in the spring of 1866, a deputation of working men, some of whom had become deeply interested in Lifeboat work, asked me to re-deliver my lecture. I willingly agreed to do so, and the result was that the working men of Edinburgh resolved to raise 400 pounds among themselves, and present a boat to the Institution. They set to work energetically; appointed a Committee, which met once a week; divided the city into districts; canvassed all the principal trades and workshops, and, before the year was out, had almost raised the necessary funds.

In the end, the boat was ordered and paid for, and sent to Edinburgh to be exhibited. It was drawn by six magnificent horses through the principal streets of the city, with a real lifeboat crew on board, in their souwesters and cork life-belts. Then it was launched in Saint Margarets Loch, at the foot of Arthurs Seat, where it was upset  with great difficulty, by means of a large erection with blocks and ropes  in order to show its self-righting and self-emptying qualities to the thousands of spectators who crowded the hill-sides.

At this time the good people of Glasgow had been smitten with a desire to present a lifeboat to the Institution, and, in order to create an interest in the movement, asked the loan of the Edinburgh boat for exhibition. The boat was sent, and placed on view in a conspicuous part of the city.

Among the thousands who paid it a visit was a lady who took her little boy to see it, and who dropped a contribution into the box, which stood invitingly alongside. That lady was the wife of a sea-captain, who lost his ship on the coast of Wigton, where the Edinburgh boat was stationed, and whose life was saved by that identical boat. And not only so, but the rescue was accomplished on the anniversary of the very day on which his wife had put her contribution into the collecting-box!

Sixteen lives were saved by it at that time, and, not long afterwards, fourteen more people were rescued by it from the insatiable sea; so that the working men of Edinburgh have reason to be thankful for the success which has attended them in their effort to rescue the perishing.

Moreover, some time afterwards, the ladies of Edinburgh  smitten with zeal for the cause of suffering humanity, and for the honour of their own romantic town  put their pretty, if not lusty, shoulders to the wheel, raised a thousand pounds, and endowed the boat, so that, with Gods blessing, it will remain in all time coming on that exposed coast, ready for action in the good cause.




Chapter Five. Descent into the Cornish Mines.

From Lighthouses, Lifeboats, and Fire-brigades into the tin and copper mines of Cornwall is a rather violent leap, but by no means an unpleasant one.

In the year 1868 I took this leap when desirous of obtaining material for Deep Down: a Tale of the Cornish Mines.

For three months my wife and I stayed in the town of Saint Just, close to the Lands End, during which time I visited some of the principal mines in Cornwall; associated with the managers, captains, and miners, and tried my best to become acquainted with the circumstances of the people.

The Cornish tin trade is very old. In times so remote that historical light is dim, the Phoenicians came in their galleys to trade with the men of Cornwall for tin.

Herodotus, (writing 450 years B.C.) mentions the tin islands of Britain under the name of the Cassiterides and Diodorus Siculus, (writing about half a century B.C.), says:

The inhabitants of that extremity of Britain which is called Bolerion, excel in hospitality, and also, by their intercourse with foreign merchants, they are civilised in their mode of life. These prepare the tin, working very skilfully the earth which produces it.

There is said to be ground for believing that Cornish tin was used in the construction of the temple of Jerusalem. At the present time the men of Cornwall are to be found toiling, as did their forefathers in the days of old, deep down in the bowels of the earth  and even out under the bed of the sea  in quest of tin.

Tin, Copper, and Fish is one of the standing toasts in Cornwall, and in these three words lie the head, backbone, and tail of the county, the sources of its wealth, and the objects of its energies.

As my visit, however, was paid chiefly for the purpose of investigating the mines, I will not touch on fish here. Having obtained introduction to the managers of Botallack  the most famous of the Cornish Mines  I was led through miles of subterranean tunnels and to depths profound, by the obliging, amiable, and anecdotal Captain Jan  one of the Captains or overseers of the mine.

He was quite an original, this Captain Jan; a man who knew the forty miles of underground workings in Botallack as well, I suppose, as a postman knows his beat; a man who dived into the bowels of the earth with the vigour and confidence of a mole and the simple-minded serenity of a seraph.

The land at this part of Cornwall is not picturesque, except at the sea-cliffs, which rise somewhere about three hundred feet sheer out of deep water, where there is usually no strip of beach to break the rush of the great Atlantic billows that grind the rocks incessantly.

The most prominent objects elsewhere are masses of débris; huge pieces of worn-out machinery; tall chimneys and old engine-houses, with big ungainly beams, or bobs, projecting from them. These bobs are attached to pumps which work continually to keep the mines dry. They move up and down very slowly, with a pause between each stroke, as if they were seriously considering whether it was worth while continuing the dreary work any longer, and could not make up their minds on the point. Their slow motions, however, give evidence of life and toil below the surface. Other bobs standing idle tell of disappointed hopes and broken fortunes. There are not a few such landmarks at the Lands End  stern monitors, warning wild and wicked speculators to beware.

One day  it might have been night as far as our gloomy surroundings indicated  Captain Jan and I were stumbling along one of the levels of Botallack, I know not how many fathoms down. We wore miners hats with a candle stuck in front of each by means of a piece of clay. The hats were thicker than a firemans helmet, though by no means as elegant. You might have plunged upon them head first without causing a dint.

Captain Jan stopped beside some fallen rocks. We had been walking for more than an hour in these subterranean labyrinths and felt inclined to rest.

You were asking about the word wheal, said the captain, sticking his candle against the wall of the level and sitting down on a ledge, it do signify a mine, as Wheal Frances, Wheal Owles, Wheal Edwards, and the like. When Cornishmen do see a London Company start a mine on a grand scale, with a deal of fuss and superficial show, and an imposing staff of directors, etcetera, while, down in the mine itself, where the real work ought to be done, perhaps only two men and a boy are known to be at work, they shake their heads and button up their pockets; perhaps they call the affair wheal Do-em, and when that mine stops, (becomes what we call a knacked bal) it may be styled wheal Donem!

A traveller chanced to pass a water-wheel not long ago, near Saint Just.

Whats that? he said to a miner who sat smoking his pipe beside it.

That, sur? why, thats a pump, that is.

What does it pump? asked the traveller.

Pump, sur? replied the man with a grim smile, why, et do pump gold out o the Londoners!

There have been too many wheal Do-ems in Cornwall.

Botallack mine is not, I need scarcely say, a wheal Do-em. It is a grand old mine  grand because its beginning is enveloped in the mists of antiquity; because it affords now, and has afforded for ages back, sustenance to hundreds of miners and their families, besides enriching the country; because its situation on the wild cliffs is unusually picturesque, and because its dark shafts and levels not only descend to an immense depth below the surface, but extend far out under the bottom of the sea. Its engine-houses and machinery are perched upon the edge of a steep cliff, and scattered over its face and down among its dark chasms in places where one would imagine that only a sea-gull would dare to venture.

Underground there exists a vast region of shafts and levels, or tunnels  mostly low, narrow, and crooked places  in which men have to stoop and walk with caution, and where they work by candlelight  a region which is measured to the inch, and has all its parts mapped out and named as carefully as are the fields above. Some idea of the extent of this mine may be gathered from the fact that it is 245 fathoms, (1470 feet), deep, and that all the levels put together form an amount of cutting through almost solid granite equal to nearly 40 miles in extent. The deepest part of the mine is that which lies under the bottom of the sea, three-quarters of a mile from the shore; and, strange to say, that is also the driest part of the mine. The Great Eastern would find depth of water sufficient to permit of her anchoring and floating securely in places where miners are at work, blowing up the solid rock, 1470 feet below her keel  a depth so profound that the wildest waves that ever burst upon the shore, or the loudest thunder that ever reverberated among the cliffs, could not send down the faintest echo of a sound.

The ladder-way by which the men descend to their work is 1230 feet deep. It takes half an hour to descend and an hour to climb to the surface.

It was a bright morning in May when I walked over from Saint Just with Captain Jan to pay my first underground visit to Botallack.

Arrayed in the red-stained canvas coat and trousers of the mine, with a candle stuck in the front of our very strong hats and three spare ones each hung at our breasts, we proceeded to the ladder-way. This was a small platform with a hole in it just big enough to admit a man, out of which projected the head of a strong ladder. Before descending Captain Jan glanced down the hole and listened to a distant, regular, clicking sound  like the ticking of a clock. A man coming up, said he, well wait a minute.

I looked down, and, in the profound abyss, saw the twinkling of, apparently, a little star. The steady click of the miners nailed shoes on the iron rounds of the ladder continued, and the star advanced, until, by its feeble light I saw the hat to which it was attached. Presently a man emerged from the hole, and raising himself erect, gave vent to a long, deep-drawn sigh. It was, I may say, a suggestive sigh, for there was a sense of intense relief conveyed by it. The man had just completed an hour of steady, continuous climbing up the ladders, after eight hours of night-work in impure atmosphere, and the first great draught of the fresh air of heaven must have seemed like nectar to his soul! His red garments were soaking, perspiration streamed from every pore in his body, and washed the red earth in streaks down his pale countenance. Although pale, however, the miner was strong and in the prime of life. Chills and bad air, (the two great demons of the mines), had not yet smitten his sturdy frame with miners complaint. He looked tired, but not exhausted, and bestowed a grave glance on me and a quiet nod on Captain Jan as he walked away to change his dress in the drying-house. My contemplation of the retiring miner was interrupted by Captain Jan saying Ill go first, sir, to catch you if you should fall. This remark reminded me of many stories I had heard of men falling away from the ladders; of beams breaking and letting them tumble into awful gulfs; of stones giving way and coming down the shafts like grape or cannon-shot, and the like. However, I stepped on the ladder and prepared to follow my guide into the regions of unchanging night! A few fathoms descent brought us into twilight and to a small platform on which the foot of the first ladder rested. Through a hole in this the head of the second ladder appeared.

Here we lighted the candles, for the next ladder  a longer one, 50 feet or so  would have landed us in midnight darkness. Half way down it, I looked up and saw the hole at the top like a large white star. At the foot I looked up again, the star was gone, and I felt that we were at last in a region where, (from the time of creation), sunlight had never shone. Down, down, ever downwards, was the uppermost idea in my mind for some time after that. Other thoughts there were, of course, but that one of never-ending descent outweighed them all for a time. As we got lower the temperature increased; then perspiration broke out. Never having practised on the treadmill, my muscles ere long began to feel the unwonted exercise, and I thought to myself, If you are in this state so soon, what will you be when you get to the bottom, and how will you get up again?

At this point we reached the foot of another ladder, and Captain Jan said, Well walk a bit in the level here and then go down the pump-shaft. The change of posture and action in the level we had now entered was agreeable, but the path was not a good one. It was an old, low, and irregular level, with a rugged floor full of holes with water in them, and with projections in the roof that rendered frequent stooping necessary. The difficulty of ones progress in such places is that, while you are looking out for your head, you stumble into the holes, and when the holes claim attention you run your head against the roof; but, thanks to the miners hat, no evil follows.

We were now in a region of profound silence! When we paused for a minute to rest, it felt as if the silence of the tomb itself had surrounded us  for not the faintest echo reached us from the world above, and the miners at work below us were still far down out of ear-shot. In a few seconds we came to a yawning hole in the path, bridged by a single plank. Captain Jan crossed. How deep is it? I asked, preparing to follow. About 60 feet, said he, its a winze, and goes down to the next level!

I held my breath and crossed with caution.

Are there many winzes, Captain Jan?

Yes, dozens of em. There are nigh 40 miles of levels and lots of winzes everywhere!

The possibility of anything happening to Captain Jan, and my light getting blown out occurred to me, but I said nothing. When we had walked a quarter of a mile in this level, we came to the point where it entered the pump-shaft. The shaft itself was narrow  about 8 or 10 feet in diameter  but everything in it was ponderous and gigantic. The engine that drove the pump was 70 horse power; the pump-rod was a succession of wooden beams, each like the ridge-pole of a house, jointed together  a rugged affair, with iron bolts, and nuts, and projections at the joints. In this shaft the kibbles were worked. These kibbles are iron buckets by which ore is conveyed to the surface. Two are worked together by a chain  one going up full while the other comes down empty. Both are free to clatter about the shaft and bang against each other in passing, but they are prevented from damaging the pump-rod by a wooden partition. Between this partition and the pump was the ladder we had now to descend, with just space for a man to pass.

Captain Jan got upon it, and as he did so the pump went up, (a sweep of 10 or 12 feet), with a deep watery gurgle, as if a giant were being throttled. As I got upon the ladder the pump came down with another gurgle, close to my shoulder in passing. To avoid this I kept close to the planks on the other side, but at that moment I heard a noise as if of distant thunder. Its only the kibbles, said Captain Jan.

Up came one and down went the other, passing each other with a dire crash, not far from where we stood, and causing me to shrink into the smallest possible space. Theres no danger, said the Captain encouragingly, if you only keep cool and hold on. Water was coursing freely down the shaft and spirting over us in fine spray, so that, ere long, we were as wet and dirty as any miner in Botallack. At last we reached the 120 fathom level, 720 feet from grass.

Here the Captain told me men were at work not far off and he wished to visit them. Would I wait where I was until he returned?

What! said I, wait in a draughty level with an extinguishable candle close to the main shaft, with 30 or 40 miles of levels around, and no end of winzes? No, no, Captain Jan, go on; Ill stick to you now through thick and thin like your own shadow!

With one of his benignant smiles the captain resumed his progress. In a few minutes I heard the clink of hammers, and, soon after, came to a singular cavern. It was a place where the lode had been very wide and rich. Years before it had been all cut away from level to level, leaving a void space so high and deep that the rays of our candles were lost in obscurity. We walked through it in mid-air, as it were, supported on cross beams with planks laid thereon. Beyond this we came to a spot where a number of miners were at work in various places and positions.

One, a big, broad-shouldered man named Dan, was seated on a wooden box hammering at the rock with tremendous energy. With him Captain Jan conversed a few minutes on the appearance of the lode, and then whispered to me, A good specimen of a man that, sir, and hes got an uncommon large family,  then, turning to the man I say, Dan, youve got a biggish family, havent you?

Iss, aw iss, Capn Jan, Ive a braave lot o childn.

How many have you had altogether, Dan?

Ive had seventeen, sur, but ten of ems gone dead  only seven left. My brother Jim, though, hes had more than me.

After a few more words we left this man, and, in another place, found this brother Jim, working in the roof of the level with several others. They had cut so high up in a slanting direction that they appeared to be in another chamber, which was brilliantly lighted with their candles. Jim, stripped naked to the waist, stood on the end of a plank, hammering violently. Looking up into his curious burrow, Captain Jan shouted Hallo! Jim!

Hallo, Captain Jan.

Heres a gentleman wants to know how many children youve had.

How many childn, say ee? Why, Ive had nineteen, sur, but theres eleven of em gone dead. Seven of em did come in three years and a half  three doubles and a single  but theres only eight of em alive now!

I afterwards found that, although this man and his brother were exceptions, the miners generally had very large families.

While we were talking, a number of shots were heard going off in various directions. This was explained by Captain Jan. All the forenoon the miners employ their time in boring and charging the blast-holes. About mid-day they fire them and then hasten to a clear part of the mine to eat luncheon and smoke their pipes while the gunpowder smoke clears away. This it does very slowly, taking sometimes more than an hour to clear sufficiently so as to let the men resume work.

Immediately after the shots were heard, the men began to assemble. They emerged from the gloom on all sides like red hobgoblins  wet and perspiring. Some walked out of darkness from either end of the level; some stalked out from diverging levels; others slid, feet first, from holes in the roof and sides, and some rose, head-foremost, from yawning gulfs in the floor. They all saluted Captain Jan as they came up, and each stuck his candle against the wall and sat down on a heap of wet rubbish, to lunch. Some had Cornish pasty, and others a species of heavy cake  so heavy that the fact of their being able to carry it at all said much for their digestive organs  but most of them ate plain bread, and all of them drank water which had been carried down from the realms of light in little canteens. Frugal though the fare was, it sufficed to brace them for the rest of the days work.

After a short talk with these men Captain Jan and I continued our descent of the ladders  down we went, ever downwards, until at last we reached the very bottom of that part of the mine  1230 feet below the surface.

Here we found only two men at work, with whom Captain Jan conversed for a time while we rested, and then proceeded to ascend to grass by the same ladder-ways. If I felt that the descent was like never getting to the bottom, much more did the ascent seem like never getting to the top!

I may remark here that the bottom which we had reached was not the bottom under the sea. At another time Captain Jan took me to that submarine cavern where, as I have said, no sound ever reaches the ear from the world above. There is, however, a level close under the sea where the roar of Ocean is distinctly heard. It is in a part of Botallack Mine named Wheal Cock. It was very rich in copper ore, and the miners worked at the roof of it so vigorously, that they began to fear it would give way. One of them, therefore, in order to ascertain what thickness of solid rock still lay between them and the sea, bored a small hole upwards, and advanced about three feet or so before the water rushed in. Of course they had a wooden plug ready and stopped up the hole. But, as it was dangerous to cut away any more of the roof, they were finally obliged unwillingly to forsake that part of the mine.

This occurred some thirty years before my visit, yet when I went to see the place, I found the wooden plug still hard and fast in the hole and quite immoveable. As I stood and listened I could well understand the anxiety of the miners, for at the upward rush of each wave, I could hear the rattle of the boulders overhead, like monster cannon balls, and a repetition of the thunder when the waves retreated.

On our way up the ladders we stopped several times to rest. At such times Captain Jan related various anecdotes illustrative of mining life.

This is a place, said he, on one occasion, which reminds me of a man who was always ready to go in for dangerous work. His name was Old Maggot. He was not really old, but he had a son named after himself, and his friends had to distinguish him from the young Maggot.

So saying, Captain Jan trimmed his candle with natures own pair of snuffers  the finger and thumb  and proceeded as follows:

Some time ago the miners in Botallack came to an old deserted mine that was full of water  this is what miners call a house of water. The ore there was rich, but the men were afraid to work it lest they should come suddenly on the old mine and break a hole through to it  in other words hole to that house of water. They stopped working at last, and no one seemed willing to run the risk of driving the hole and letting out the water. In this difficulty they appealed to Old Maggot, who at once agreed to do it. The old mine was about three-quarters of a mile back from the sea-shore, but at that time it could only be got at by entering the adit level from the shore. It was through this level that the water would have to escape. At the mouth of it a number of men assembled to see Old Maggot go in. In he went, alone, with a bunch of candles, and, as he walked along, he stuck a lighted candle every here and there against the wall to light him out,  for he expected to have to run for it.

When he came to the place, the water was spirting out everywhere. But Old Maggot didnt mind. He grasped his hammer and borer and began. The work was done sooner than he had expected! Suddenly the rock gave way and the water burst upon him, putting out his candle and turning him heels over head. He jumped up and tried to run, but the flood rose on him, carried him off his legs, swept him right through the level, and hurled him through the adit-mouth at last, upon the sea-shore! He was stunned a little, but soon recovered, and, beyond a few bruises and a wetting, was nothing the worse of his adventure.

That, said Captain Jan, pointing to the rock beside us, was the place where Old Maggot holed to the house of water, and this was the level through which he was washed and through part of which I will now conduct you.

Accordingly, we traversed the level, and, coming to another shaft, continued our upward progress.

While we were slowly toiling up, step by step, we were suddenly arrested by the sound of voices singing in the far distance above us. The music was slow and solemn. Coming as it did so unexpectedly in such a strange place, it sounded quite magical and inexpressibly sweet.

Miners descending to work, said my guide, as we listened. The air was familiar to me, and, as it grew louder and louder, I recognised that beautiful tune called French, to which we are accustomed to sing the 121st Psalm, I to the hills will lift mine eyes. Gradually the men came down to us. We stood on one side. As they passed they ceased singing and nodded to Captain Jan. There were five or six stout fellows and a boy. The latter was as active as his companions, and his treble voice mingled tunefully with theirs as they continued the descent, and resumed the psalm, keeping time to the slow measured tread of their steps. We watched until their lights disappeared, and then resumed our upward way, while the sweet strains grew fainter and fainter, until they were gradually lost in the depths below. The pleasant memory of that psalm still remained with me, when I emerged from the ladder-shaft of Botallack mine, and  after having been five hours underground  once more drank in, (with a new and intensified power of appreciation), the fresh air of heaven and the blessed influences of green fields and sunshine.

To many a weird and curious part of the great mine did the obliging Captain Jan lead me, but perhaps the most interesting part was the lowest depth under the sea, to which my wife accompanied us. This part is reached by the Boscawen shaft, a sloping one which the men descend in an iron car or gig. The car is let down and hauled up by an iron rope. Once this rope broke, the car flew to the bottom, was dashed against the rock, and all the men  eight in number  were killed.

In 1865 the Prince and Princess of Wales descended this shaft, and Captain Jan was their amiable, not to say eccentric, guide. The Captain was particularly enthusiastic in praise of the Princess. He said that she was a fine intelligent young lady; that she asked no end of questions, would not rest until she understood everything, and afterwards undertook to explain it all to her less-informed companions. A somewhat amusing incident occurred while they were underground.

When about to begin his duty as guide it suddenly flashed across the mind of poor Captain Jan that, in the excitement of the occasion, he had forgotten to take gloves with him. He was about to lead the Princess by the hand over the rugged floors of the levels. To offer to do so without gloves was not to be thought of. To procure gloves 200 fathoms below the sea was impossible. To borrow from the Prince or the Duke of Sutherland, who were of the party, was out of the question. What was he to do? Suddenly he remembered that he had a newspaper in his pocket. In desperation he wrapped his right hand in a piece of this, and, thus covered, held it out to the Princess. She, innocently supposing that the paper was held up to be looked at, attempted to read. This compelled Captain Jan to explain himself, whereupon she burst into a hearty fit of laughter, and, flinging away the paper, took the ungloved hand of the loyal but bashful miner.




Chapter Six. The Land of the Vikings.

To this romantic land of mountain and flood I paid four visits at various times. These were meant as holiday and fishing rambles, but were also utilised to gather material for future books.

Norway, as every one knows, was the land of the ancient Vikings  those grand old rascally freebooters  whose indomitable pluck carried them in their open galleys, (little better than big boats), all round the coasts of Europe, across the unknown sea to Iceland, and even to the shores of America itself, before the other nations dreamed of such a continent, and long before Columbus was born; who possessed a literature long before we did; whose blood we Britons carry in our veins; and from whom we have inherited many of our best laws, much of our nautical enterprise, and not a little of our mischief and pugnacity.

Norway, too, is the land where Liberty once found refuge in distress,  that much abused goddess, whom, since the fall of Adam and Eve, License has been endeavouring to defame, and Tyranny to murder, but who is still alive and kicking  ay, and will continue to kick and flourish in spite of all her enemies! Liberty found a home, and a rough welcome, strange to say, among those pagans of the North, at a time when she was banished from every other spot, even from the so-called Christian states in Europe.

No wonder that that grand old country with its towering snow-clad mountains, its mighty fords, its lonesome glens and its historical memories should be styled gamlé Norge (old Norway  as we speak of old England), with feelings of affection by its energetic and now peaceful inhabitants.

I was privileged to go to Norway as one of a yachting party. There were twelve of us altogether, three ladies, three gentlemen, and a crew of six sailors. Our object was to see the land and take what of amusement, discomfort, or otherwise might chance to come in our way. We had a rough passage over, and were very sick, sailors included! except the captain, an old Scotch highlander who may be described as a compound of obstinacy and gutta-percha. It took us four days to cross. We studied the Norse language till we became sea-sick, wished for land till we got well, then resumed the study of Norse until we sighted the outlying islands and finally cast anchor in the quaint old city and port of Bergen.

Now, it is well to admit at once that some of us were poor linguists; but it is only just to add that we could not be expected to learn much of any language in four days during intervals of internal derangement! However, it is curious to observe how very small an amount of Norse will suffice for ordinary travellers  especially for Scotchmen. The Danish language is the vernacular tongue of Norway and there is a strong affinity between Danish, (or Norse), and broad Scotch. Roughly speaking, I should say that a mixture of three words of Norse to two of broad Scotch, with a powerful emphasis and a strong infusion of impudence, will carry you from the Naze to the North Cape in perfect comfort.

Bergen is a most interesting city, and our party had many small adventures in it, which, however, I will not touch on here. But one scene  the fish-market  must not be passed over.

There must certainly be something in the atmosphere of a fish-market which tends to call forth the mental and physical energies of mankind, (perhaps I should rather say of womankind), and which calls forth a tremendous flow of abusive language. Billingsgate is notorious, but I think that the Bergen fish-market beats it hollow. One or two phases of the national character are there displayed in perfection. It is the Billingsgate of Norway  the spot where Norse females are roused to a pitch of frenzy that is not equalled, I believe, in any other country.

There are one or two peculiarities about the Bergen market, too, which are noteworthy, and which account in some degree for the frantic excitement that reigns there. The sellers of the fish, in the first place, are not women but men. The pier and fleet of boats beside it constitute the market-place. The fishermen row their cargoes of fish direct from the sea to the pier, and there transact sales. There is a stout iron railing along the edge of that pier  a most needful safeguard  over which the servant girls of the town lean and look down at the fishermen, who look up at them with a calm serio-comic dont-you-wish-you-may-get-it expression that is deeply impressive. Bargains, of course, are not easily made, and it is in attempting to make these that all the hubbub occurs. The noise is all on the womens side. The men, secure in their floating position, and certain of ultimate success, pay very little attention to the flaxen-haired, blue-eyed damsels who shout at them like maniacs, waving their arms, shaking their fists, snapping their fingers, and flourishing their umbrellas! They all carry umbrellas  cotton ones  of every colour in the rainbow, chiefly pink and sky-blue, for Bergen is celebrated as being the most rainy city in Europe.

The shouting of the girls is not only a safety-valve to their feelings, but is absolutely necessary in order to attract the attention of the men. As 15 or 20 of them usually scream at once, it is only she who screams loudest and flourishes her umbrella most vigorously that can obtain a hearing. The calm unruffled demeanour of the men is as much a feature in the scene as is the frenzy of the women.

During one of my visits I saw a fisherman there who was the most interesting specimen of cool impudence I ever encountered. He wore a blue coat, knee-breeches, white worsted stockings, and on his head of long yellow hair a red night-cap with a tall hat on top of all. When I discovered him he was looking up with a grave sarcastic expression into the flushed countenance of a stout, blue-eyed lass who had just eagerly offered him syv skillings (seven skillings), for a lot of fish. That was about 3 and a half pence, the skilling being half a penny. The man had declined by look, not by tongue, and the girl began to grow angry.

Haere du, fiskman, (hear you, fisherman), she cried, vil du har otté skillings? (will you have eight skillings?)

The fisherman turned away and gazed out to sea. The girl grew crimson in the face at this.

Fiskman, fiskman! she cried, vil du har ni (nine) skillings?

The fisherman kicked out of the way a lobster that was crawling too near his naked toes, and began to bale out the boat. The girl now seemed to become furious. Her blue eyes flashed like those of a tiger. She gasped for breath, while her cotton umbrella flashed over the fishermans head like a pink meteor. Had that umbrella been only a foot longer the tall black hat would have come to grief undoubtedly. Suddenly she paused, and in a tone of the deepest solemnity, said  

Haere du, fiskman, vil du har ti (ten) shillings?

The rock of Gibraltar is not more unyielding than was that fiskman. He took off his hat, removed his night-cap, smoothed his yellow hair, and wiped his forehead; then, replacing the cap and hat, he thrust both hands into his coat pockets, turned his back on the entire market, and began to whistle.

This was too much! It was past female endurance! The girl turned round, scattered the bystanders right and left, and fled as if she had resolved then and there to dash out her brains on the first post she met, and so have done with men and fish for ever. But she was not done with them yet! The spell was still upon her. Ere she had got a dozen yards away she paused, stood one moment in uncertainty, and then rushing back forced her way to the old position, and shouted in a tone that might have moved the hearts even of the dead fish  

Fiskman, heré du, vil du hav tolve?

Tolve (or twelve) skillings was apparently not quite the sum he meant to take; but he could hold out no longer  he wavered  and the instant man wavers, womans victory is gained! Smiling benignly he handed up the fish to the girl, and held out his baling dish for the money.

The storm was over! The girl walked off in triumph with her fish, not a trace of her late excitement visible, the pink cotton umbrella tucked under her arm, and her face beaming with the consciousness of having conquered a fiskman in fair and open fight!

Steamers ply regularly between the north and south of Norway in summer, and an excursion in one of these is very enjoyable, not only on account of the scenery, but because of the opportunity afforded of making the acquaintance of the people. I once made a voyage in one of those steamers from the Nordfjord to Bergen, and one thing struck me very particularly on that occasion, namely, the quietness that seemed to be cultivated by the people as if it were a virtue. I do not mean to say that the passengers and crew were taciturn  far from it. They bustled about actively; they were quite sociable and talkative, but no voice was ever raised to a loud pitch. Even the captain gave his orders in a quiet tone. Whether this quietness of demeanour is peculiar to Norwegian steamers in general, or was a feature of this steamer in particular, I am not prepared to say. I can only state the fact of the prevailing quietude on that particular occasion without pretending to explain it.

The state of quiescence culminated at the dinner-table, for there the silence was total! I never saw anything like it! When we had all assembled in the cabin, at the almost whispered invitation of the steward, and had stood for a few minutes looking benign and expectant, but not talking, the captain entered, bowed to the company, was bowed to by the company, motioned us to our seats, whispered ver so goot, and sat down.

Now this phrase ver so goot merits particular notice. It is an expression that seems to me capable of extension and distension. It is a flexible, comfortable, jovial, rollicking expression. To give a perfect translation of it is not easy; but I cannot think of a better way of conveying its meaning, than by saying that it is a compound of the phrases be so good, by your leave, whats your will, bless your heart, all serene, and thats your sort!

The first of these, be so good, is the literal translation  the others are the super-induced sentiments, resulting from the tone and manner in which it is said. You may rely on it, that, when a Norwegian offers you anything and says ver so goot, he means you well and hopes you will make yourself comfortable.

Well, there was no carving at that dinner. The dishes were handed round by waiters. First we had very thin rice soup with wine and raisins in it  the eating of which seemed to me like spoiling ones dinner with a bad pudding. This finished, the plates were removed. Now, thought I, surely some one will converse with his neighbour during this interval. No! not a lip moved! I looked at my right and left-hand men; I thought, for a moment, of venturing out upon the unknown deep of a foreign tongue, and cleared my throat for that purpose, but every eye was on me in an instant; and the sound of my own voice, even in that familiar process, was so appalling that I said nothing! I looked at a pretty girl opposite me. I felt certain that the youth beside her was about to speak  he looked as if he meant to, but he didnt. In a few minutes the next course came on. This was a dish like bread-pudding, minus currants and raisins; it looked like a sweet dish, but it turned out to be salt,  and pure melted butter, without any admixture of flour or water, was handed round as sauce. After this came veal and beef cutlets, which were eaten with cranberry jam, pickles, and potatoes. Fourth and last came a course of cold sponge-cake, with almonds and raisins stewed over it, so that, when we had eaten the cake as a sort of cold pudding, we slid, naturally and pleasantly, into dessert, without the delay of a change of plates.

There was no remaining to drink at that dinner. When the last knife and fork were laid down, we all rose simultaneously, and then a general process of bowing ensued.

In regard to this proceeding I have never been able to arrive at a clear understanding, as to what was actually done or intended to be done, but my impression is, that each bowed to the other, and all bowed to the captain; then the captain bowed to each individually and to all collectively, after which a comprehensive bow was made by everybody to all the rest all round  and then we went on deck to smoke. As each guest passed out, he or she said to the captain, tak for mad, which is a manner and custom, and means thanks for meat. With the exception of these three words, not a single syllable, to the best of my belief, was uttered by any one during the whole course of that meal!

Of course the gentlemen of our party performed many wonderful exploits in fishing, for sea-trout and salmon abound in Norway, and the river beds are very rugged.

In that land fishing cannot be styled the gentle art. It is a tearing, wearing, rasping style of work. An account of the catching of one fish will prove this.

One morning I had gone off to fish by myself, with a Norwegian youth to gaff and carry the fish. Coming to a sort of weir, with a deep pool above and a riotous rapid below, I put on a salmon fly and cast into the pool. At once a fish rose and was hooked. It was not a big one  only 12 pounds or thereabouts  but quite big enough to break rod and line if not played respectfully.

For some time, as is usual with salmon, he rushed about the pool, leaped out of the water, and bored up stream. Then he took to going down stream steadily. Now this was awkward, for when a fish of even that size resolves to go down stream, nothing can stop him. My efforts were directed to turning him before he reached the rapid, for, once into that, I should be compelled to follow him or break the line  perhaps the rod also.

At last he reached the head of the rapid. I put on a heavy strain. The rod bent like a hoop and finally began to crack, so I was compelled to let him go.

At the lower end of the pool there was a sort of dam, along which I ran, but soon came to the end of it, where it was impossible to reach the shore owing to the dense bushes which overhung the stream. But the fish was now in the rapid and was forced down by the foaming water. Being very unwilling to break the line or lose the fish, I went slowly into the rapid until the water reached the top of my long wading boots  another step and it was over them, but that salmon would not  indeed could not  stop. The water filled my boots at once, and felt very cold at first, but soon became warm, and each boot was converted into a warmish bath, in which the legs felt reasonably comfortable.

I was reckless now, and went on, step by step, until I was up to the waist, then to the arm-pits, and then I spread out one arm and swam off while with the other I held up the rod.

The rapid was strong but deep, so that nothing obstructed me till I reached the lower end, when a rock caught my legs and threw me into a horizontal position, with the rod flat on the water. I was thrown against the bank, where my Norwegian boy was standing mouth open, eyes blazing, and hand extended to help me out.

When I stood panting on the bank, I found that the fish was still on and still inclined to descend, but I found that I could not follow, for my legs were heavy as lead  the boots being full of water. To take the latter off in a hurry and empty them was impossible. To think of losing the fish after all was maddening. Suddenly a happy thought struck me. Handing the rod to the boy I lay down on my back, cocked my legs in the air, and the water ran like a deluge out at the back of my neck! Much relieved, I resumed the rod, but now I found that the fish had taken to sulking.

This sulking is very perplexing, for the fish bores its nose into some deep spot below a stone, and refuses to budge. Pulling him this way and that way had no effect. Jerking him was useless. Even throwing stones at him was of no avail. I know not how long he kept me there, but at last I lost patience, and resolved to force him out, or break the line. But the line was so good and strong that it caused the rod to show symptoms of giving way.

Just then it struck me that as there were several posts of an old weir in the middle of the stream, he must have twisted the line round one of these, broken himself off and left me attached to it! I made up my mind therefore to wade out to the old weir, and unwind the line, and gave the rod to the boy to hold while I did so.

The water was deep. It took me nearly up to the neck before I reached the shallow just above the posts, but, being thoroughly wet, that did not matter.

On reaching the post, and unwinding the line, I found to my surprise that the fish was still there. At first I thought of letting go the line, and leaving the boy to play him; but, thought I, the boy will be sure to lose him, so I held on to the line, and played it with my hands. Gradually the fish was tired out. I drew him slowly to my side, and gaffed him in four feet of water.

Even then I was not sure of him, for when I got him under one arm he wriggled violently, so that it was difficult to wade ashore with him. In this difficulty I took him to a place where the shoal in the middle of the stream was about three inches deep. There I lay down on him, picked up a stone and hammered his head with it, while the purling water rippled pleasantly over my face.

The whole of this operation took me upwards of two hours. It will be seen, therefore, that fishing in Norway, as I have said, cannot be called the gentle art.

One extremely interesting excursion that we made was to a place named the Essé Fjord. The natives here were very hospitable and kind. Besides that, they were fat! It would almost seem as if fat and good-humour were invariably united; for nearly all the natives of the Essé Fjord were good-humoured and stout!

The language at this place perplexed me not a little. Nevertheless the old proverb, where theres a will theres a way, held good, for the way in which I conversed with the natives of that region was astounding even to myself.

One bluff, good-humoured fellow took me off to see his house and family. I may as well admit, here, that I am not a good linguist, and usually left our ladies to do the talking! But on this occasion I found myself, for the first time, alone with a Norwegian! fairly left to my own resources.

Well, I began by stringing together all the Norse I knew, (which wasnt much), and endeavoured to look as if I knew a great deal more. But I soon found that the list of sentences, which I had learned from Murrays Handbook, did not avail much in a lengthened conversation. My speech quickly degenerated into sounds that were almost unintelligible to either my new friend or myself! and I terminated at last in a mixture of bad Norse and broad Scotch. I have already remarked on the strong family-likeness between Norse and broad Scotch. Here are a few specimens.

They call a cow a coo! A house is a hoose, and a mouse is a moose! Gaae til land, is go to land, or go ashore. Tak ain stole is take a stool, or sit down. Vil du tak am dram? scarcely needs translation  will you take a dram! and the usual answer to that question is equally clear and emphatic Ya, jeg vil tak am dram! One day our pilot saw the boat of a fisherman, (or fiskman), not far off. He knew we wanted fish, so, putting his hands to his mouth, he shouted Fiskman! har du fisk to sell? If you talk of bathing, they will advise you to dook oonder; and should a mother present her baby to you, she will call it her smook barn  her pretty bairn  smook being the Norse word for pretty, and barn for child; and it is a curious fact, worthy of particular note, that all the mothers in Norway think their bairns smook  very smook! and they never hesitate to tell you so  why, I cannot imagine, unless it be that if you were not told you would not be likely to find it out for yourself.

Despite our difficulty of communication, my fat friend and I soon became very amicable and talkative. He told me no end of stories, of which I did not comprehend a sentence, but looked as if I did  smiled, nodded my head, and said ya, ya,  to which he always replied ya, ya,  waving his arms, and slapping his breast, and rolling his eyes, as he bustled along beside me towards his dwelling. The house was perched on a rock close to the waters edge. Here my host found another subject to expatiate upon and dance round, in the shape of his own baby, a soft, smooth, little imitation of himself, which lay sleeping in its crib, like a small cupid. The man was evidently extremely fond of this infant. He went quite into ecstasies about it; now gazing at it with looks of pensive admiration; anon, starting and looking at me as if to say, Did you ever, in all your life, see such a beautiful cherub? The mans enthusiasm was really catching  I began to feel quite a fatherly interest in the cherub myself.

Oh! he cried, in rapture, det er smook barn!

Ya, ya, said I, megit smook, (very pretty)  although I must confess that smoked bairn would have been nearer the mark, for it was as brown as a red-herring.

I spent an agreeable, though I must confess mentally confused, afternoon with this gentleman, who, (when he succeeded in tearing himself away from that much-loved and megit smook barn), introduced me to his two sisters, who were stout and good-humoured like himself. They treated me to a cup of excellent coffee, and to a good deal more of incomprehensible conversation. Altogether, the natives of the Essé Fjord made a deep impression on us, and we parted from their grand and gloomy but hospitable shores with much regret.

I had hoped, good reader, to have jotted down some more of my personal reminiscences of travel  in Algiers, the Pirate City, at the Cape of Good Hope, and elsewhere  but bad health is not to be denied, and I find that I must hold my hand.

Perchance this may be no misfortune, for possibly the garrulity of age is descending on me!

Before closing this sketch, however, I would say briefly, that in all my writings I have always tried  how far successfully I know not  to advance the cause of Truth and Light, and to induce my readers to put their trust in the love of God our Saviour, for this life as well as the life to come.




Chapter Seven. The Burglars and the Parson.

A Country mansion in the south of England. The sun rising over a laurel-hedge, flooding the ivy-covered walls with light, and blazing in at the large bay-window of the dining-room.

Take my word for it, Robin, if ever this ouse is broke into, it will be by the dinin-room winder.

So spake the gardener of the mansion  which was also the parsonage  to his young assistant as they passed one morning in front of the window in question. For why? he continued; the winder is low, an the catches aint overstrong, an theres no bells on the shutters, an it lies handy to the wall o the back lane.

To this Robin made no response, for Robin was young and phlegmatic. He was also strong.

The gardener, Simon by name, was not one of the prophets  though in regard to the weather and morals he considered himself one  but if any person had chanced to overhear the conversation of two men seated in a neighbouring public-house that morning, that person would have inclined to give the gardener credit for some sort of second sight.

Bill, growled one of the said men, over his beer, in a low, almost inaudible tone, Ive bin up to look at the ouse, an the dinin-room winderll be as easy to open as a door on the latch. I had a good look at it.

You are the man for cheek an pluck, growled the other man, over his beer, with a glance of admiration at his comrade. How ever did you manage it, Dick?

The usual way, in course. Comed it soft over the ousemaid; said I was a gardener in search of a job, an would she mind tellin me where the head-gardener was? You see, Bill, I had twigged him in front o the ouse five minutes before. I dont know as hes got any odd jobs to give ee, says she; but hes in the front garden at this minute. If you goes round, youll find him. Hall right, my dear, says I; an away I goes right round past the dinin-room winder, where I stops an looks about, like as if I was awful anxious to find somebody. In coorse I glanced in, an saw the fastenins.

They couldnt keep out a babby! Sideboard all right at the tother end, with a lookin-glass over it  to help folk, I fancy, to see what they look like wen theyre a-eatin their wittles. Anyhow, it helped me to see the gardener comin up one o the side walks; so I wheels about double quick, an looked pleased to see him.

Hallo! cries he.

I was lookin for you, says I, quite easy like.

Did you expect to find me in the dinin-room? says he.

Not just that, says I, but its natral for a feller to look at a andsome room wen he chances to pass it.

Ah, says he, in a sort o way as I didnt quite like. What dee want wi me?

I wants a job, says I.

Are you a gardener? he axed.

Yes  leastwise, says I, Ive worked a goodish bit in gardings in my time, an can turn my and to amost anythink.

Oh, says he. Look ere, my man, what dee call that there tree? He pinted to one close alongside.

That? says I. Well, it  it looks uncommon like a happle.

Do it? says he. Now look ere, you be off as fast as your legs can take you, or Ill set the ousedog at ee.

Wen he said that, Bill, I do assure you, lad, that my experience in the ring seemed to fly into my knuckles, an it was as much as ever I could do to keep my left off his nob and my right out of his breadbasket. But I restrained myself. If theres one thing Im proud of, Bill, its the wirtue o self-restraint in the way o business. I wheeled about, held up my nose, an walked off wi the air of a dook. You see, I didnt want for to have no more words wi the gardener,  for why? because Id seen all I wanted to see  dee see? But there was one  no, two  things I saw which it was as well I did see.

An what was they? asked Bill.

Two statters.

An what are statters?

Man alive I dont ye know? Its them things that they make out o stone, an marable, an chalk  sometimes men, sometimes women, sometimes babbies, an mostly with no cloes on to speak of

Oh! I know; but I call em statoos. Fire away, Dick; what seed you about the statoos?

Why, I seed that they wasnt made in the usual way of stone or chalk, but of iron. I have heerd say that sodgers long ago used to fight in them sort o dresses, though I dont believe it myself. Anyhow, there they was, the two of em, one on each side of the winder, that stiff that they could stand without nobody inside of em, an one of em with a big thing on his shoulder, as if he wor ready to smash somebody over the head. I thought to myself if you an me, Bill, had come on em unbeknown like, wed ha got such a start as might have caused us to make a noise. But I hadnt time to think much, for it was just then I got sight o the gardener.

Now my plan is, continued Dick, swigging off his beer, and lowering his voice to a still more confidential tone, as he looked cautiously round, my plan is to hang about here till dark, then take to the nearest plantation, an wait till the moon goes down, which will be about two oclock i the mornin  when it will be about time for us to go in and win.

All right, said Bill, who was not loquacious.

But Bill was mistaken, for it was all wrong.

There was indeed no one in the public at that early hour of the day to overhear the muttered conversation of the plotters, and the box in which they sat was too remote from the bar to permit of their words being overheard, but there was a broken pane of glass in a window at their elbow, with a seat outside immediately below it. Just before the burglars entered the house they had observed this seat, and noticed that no one was on it; but they failed to note that a small, sleepy-headed pot-boy lay at full length underneath it, basking in the sunshine and meditating on nothing  that is, nothing in particular.

At first little Pat paid no attention to the monotonous voices that growled softly over his head, but one or two words that he caught induced him to open his eyes very wide, rise softly from his lair and sit down on the seat, cock one ear intelligently upward, and remain so absolutely motionless that Dick, had he seen him, might have mistaken him for a very perfect human statter.

When little Pat thought that he had heard enough, he slid off the seat, crawled close along the side of the house, doubled round the corner, rose up, and ran off towards the parsonage as fast as his little legs could go.

The Reverend Theophilus Stronghand was a younger son of a family so old that those families which came over with the Conqueror were mere moderns in comparison. Its origin, indeed, is lost in those mists of antiquity which have already swallowed up so many millions of the human race, and seem destined to go on swallowing, with ever-increasing appetite, to the end of time. The Stronghands were great warriors  of course. They could hardly have developed into a family otherwise. The Reverend Theophilus, however, was a man of peace. We do not say this to his disparagement. He was by no means a degenerate son of the family. Physically he was powerful, broad and tall, and his courage was high; but spiritually he was gentle, and in manner urbane. He drew to the church as naturally as a duck draws to the water, and did not by any means grudge to his elder brothers the army, the navy, and the Bar.

One of his pet theories was, to overcome by love, and he carried this theory into practice with considerable success.

Perhaps no one put this theory to the test more severely or frequently than his only son Harry. War had been that young gentlemans chief joy in life from the cradle. He began by shaking his fat fists at the Universe in general. War-to-the-knife with nurse was the chronic condition of a stormy childhood. Intermittent warfare with his only sister Emmie chequered the sky of his early boyhood, and a decided tendency to disobey wrung the soul of his poor mother, and was the cause of no little anxiety to his father; while mischief, pure and simple for its own sake, was the cherished object of his life. Nevertheless, Harry Stronghand was a lovable boy, and love was the only power that could sway him.

The lad grew better as he grew older. Love began to gain the day, and peace began  slowly at first  to descend on the parsonage; but the desire for mischief  which the boy named fun  had not been quite dislodged at the time we write of. As Harry had reached the age of fifteen, feared nothing, and was quick-witted and ingenious, his occasional devices not only got him into frequent hot water, but were the source of some amusement to his people  and he still pretty well ruled his easy-going father and the house generally with a rod of iron.

It was to Harry Stronghand that little Pat directed his steps, after overhearing the conversation which we have related. Pat knew that the son of the parsonage was a hero, and, in his opinion, the most intelligent member of the family, and the best fitted to cope with the facts which he had to reveal. He met the object of his search on the road.

Plaze yer honour, said Pat  who was an Irishman, and therefore honoured everybody theres two tramps at the public as is plottin to break into your house i the mornin.

You dont mean it, do you? returned Harry, with a smile and raised eyebrows.

Thats just what I do, yer honour. I heard em reel off the whole plan.

Hereupon the boy related all that he knew to the youth, who leaned against a gate and nodded his curly head approvingly until the story was finished.

Youve not mentioned this to any one, have you, Pat?

Niver a sowl but yersilf, sir.

Youre a sensible boy, Pat. Heres a shilling for you  and, look here, Pat, if you keep dark upon the matter till after breakfast to-morrow and dont open your lips to a living soul about it, Ill give you half a crown.

Thank yer honour.

Now mind  no hints to the police; no remarks to your master. Be dumb, in fact, from this moment, else I wont give you a penny.

Sure Ive forgot all about it already, sir, said the boy, with a wink so expressive that Harry felt his word to be as good as his bond, and went back to the parsonage laughing.

Arrived there, he went in search of his sister, but found that she was out.

Just as well, he muttered, descending to the dining-room with his hands deep in his pockets, a pleased expression on his handsome mouth, and a stern frown on his brows. It would not be safe to make a confidant of her in so delicate a matter. No, Ill do it all alone. But how to do it? That is the question. Shall I invite the aid of the police? Perish the thought! Shall I consult the Pater? Better not. The dear, self-devoted man might take it out of my hands altogether.

Harry paused in profound meditation. He was standing near the window at the time, with the statters on either hand of him.

They were complete suits of armour  one representing a knight in plate armour, the other a Crusader in chain-mail. Both had been in the family since two of the Stronghand warriors had followed Richard of the Lion Heart to the East. As the eldest brother of the Reverend Theophilus was in India, the second was on the deep, and the lawyer was dead, the iron shells of the ancient warriors had naturally found a resting-place in the parsonage, along with several family portraits, which seemed to show that the males of the race were prone to look very stern, and to stand in the neighbourhood of pillars and red curtains in very dark weather, while the females were addicted to old lace, scant clothing, and benign smiles. One of the warriors stood contemplatively leaning on his sword. The other rested a heavy mace on his shoulder, as if he still retained a faint hope that something might turn up to justify his striking yet one more blow.

What would you advise, old man? said Harry, glancing up at the Crusader with the mace.

The question was put gravely, for, ever since he could walk or do anything, the boy had amused himself by putting free-and-easy questions to the suits of armour, or defying them to mortal combat. As he was true to ancient friendships, he had acquired the habit of giving the warriors an occasional nod or word of recognition long after he had ceased to play with them.

Shades of my ancestors! exclaimed Harry with sudden animation, gazing earnestly at the Crusader on his right, the very thing! Ill do it.

That evening, after tea, he went to his fathers study.

May I sit up in the dining-room to-night, father, till two in the morning?

Well, it will puzzle you to do that to-night, my son; but you may if you have a good reason.

My reason is that I have a problem  a very curious problem  to work out, and as I positively shant be able to sleep until Ive done it, I may just as well sit up as not.

Do as you please, Harry; I shall probably be up till that hour myself  if not later  for unexpected calls on my time have prevented the preparation of a sermon about which I have had much anxious thought of late.

Indeed, father! remarked the son, in a sympathetic tone, on observing that the Reverend Theophilus passed his hand somewhat wearily over his brow. What may be your text?

Be gentle, showing meekness to all men, answered the worthy man, with an abstracted faraway look, as if he were wrestling in anticipation with the seventh head.

Well, good-night, father, and please dont think it necessary to come in upon me to see how I am getting on. I never can work out a difficult problem if there is a chance of interruption.

All right, my son  good-night.

Hm, thought Harry, as he returned to the dining-room in a meditative mood; I am afraid, daddy, that youll find it hard to be gentle to some men to-night! However, we shall see.

Ringing the bell, he stood with his back to the fire, gazing at the ceiling. The summons was answered by the gardener, who also performed the functions of footman and man-of-all-work at the parsonage.

Simon, I am going out, and may not be home till late. I want either you or Robin to sit up for me.

Very well, sir.

And, continued the youth, with an air of offhand gravity, I shall be obliged to sit up working well into the morning, so you may have a cup of strong coffee ready for me. Wait until I ring for it  perhaps about two in the morning. I shall sit in the dining-room, but dont bring it until I ring. Mind that, for I cant stand interruption  as you know.

Yes, sir.

Simon knew his imperious young master too well to make any comment on his commands. He returned, therefore, to the kitchen, told the cook of the order he had received to sit up and take Master Harrys coffee to him when he should ring, and made arrangements with Robin to sit up and help him to enliven his vigil with a game of draughts.

Having thus made his arrangements, Harry Stronghand went out to enjoy a walk. He was a tremendous walker  thought nothing of twenty or thirty miles, and rather preferred to walk at night than during the day, especially when moon and stars were shining. Perhaps it was a dash of poetry in his nature that induced this preference.

About midnight he returned, went straight to the dining-room, and, entering, shut the door, while Simon retired to his own regions and resumed his game with Robin.

A small fire was burning in the dining-room grate, the flickering flames of which leaped up occasionally, illuminated the frowning ancestors on the walls, and gleamed on the armour of the ancient knight and the Crusader.

Walking up to the latter, Harry looked at him sternly; but as he looked, his mouth relaxed into a peculiar smile, and displayed his magnificent teeth as far back as the molars. Then he went to the window, saw that the fastenings were right, and drew down the blinds. He did not think it needful to close the shutters, but he drew a thick heavy curtain across the opening of the bay-window, so as to shut it off effectually from the rest of the room. This curtain was so arranged that the iron sentinels were not covered by it, but were left in the room, as it were, to mount guard over the curtain.

This done, the youth turned again to the Crusader and mounted behind him on the low pedestal on which he stood. Unfastening his chain-mail armour at the back, he opened him up, so to speak, and went in. The suit fitted him fairly well, for Harry was a tall, strapping youth for his years, and when he looked out at the aperture of the headpiece and smiled grimly, he seemed by no means a degenerate warrior.

Returning to the fireplace, he sat down in an easy chair and buried himself in a favourite author.

One oclock struck. Harry glanced up, nodded pleasantly, as if on familiar terms with Time, and resumed his author. The timepiece chimed the quarters. This was convenient. It prevented anxious watchfulness. The half-hour chimed. Harry did not move. Then the three-quarters rang out in silvery tones. Thereupon Harry arose, shut up his author, blew out his light, drew back the heavy curtains, and, returning to the arm-chair sat down to listen in comparative darkness.

The moon by that time had set and darkness profound had settled down upon that part of the universe. The embers in the grate were just sufficient to render objects in the room barely visible and ghost-like.

Presently there was the slightest imaginable sound near the bay-window. It might have been the Crusaders ghost, but that was not likely, for at the moment something very like Harrys ghost flitted across the room and entered into the warrior.

Again the sound was heard, more decidedly than before. It was followed by a sharp click as the inefficient catch was forced back. Then the sash began to rise, softly, slowly  an eighth of an inch at a time. During this process Harry remained invisible and inactive; Paterfamilias in the study addressed himself to the sixth head of his discourse, and the gardener with his satellite hung in silent meditation over the draught-board in the kitchen.

After the sash stopped rising, the centre blind was moved gently to one side, and the head of Dick appeared with a furtive expression on the countenance. For a few seconds his eyes roved around without much apparent purpose; then, as they became accustomed to the dim light, a gleam of intelligence shot from them; the rugged head turned to one side; the coarse mouth turned still more to one side in its effort to address some one behind, and, in a whisper that would have been hoarse had it been loud enough, Dick said  

Hall right, Bill. We wont need matches. Keep clear o the statters in passin.

As he spoke, Dicks hobnailed boot appeared, his corduroy leg followed, and next moment he stood in the room with a menacing look and attitude and a short thick bludgeon in his knuckly hand. Bill quickly stood beside him. After another cautious look round, the two advanced with extreme care  each step so carefully taken that the hobnails fell like rose-leaves on the carpet. Feeling that the coast was clear, Dick advanced with more confidence, until he stood between the ancient warriors, whose pedestals raised them considerably above his head.

At that moment there was a sharp click, as of an iron hinge. Dicks heart seemed to leap into his throat. Before he could swallow it, the iron mace of the Crusader descended with stunning violence on his crown.

Well was it for the misguided man that morning that he happened to have purchased a new and strong billycock the day before, else would that mace have sent him  as it had sent many a Saracen of old  to his long home. The blow effectually spoilt the billycock, however, and stretched its owner insensible on the floor.

The other burglar was too close behind his comrade to permit of a second blow being struck. The lively Crusader, however, sprang upon him, threw his mailed arms round his neck, and held him fast.

And now began a combat of wondrous ferocity and rare conditions. The combatants were unequally matched, for the man was huge and muscular, while the youth was undeveloped and slender, but what the latter lacked in brute force was counterbalanced by the weight of his armour, his youthful agility, and his indomitable pluck. By a deft movement of his legs he caused Bill to come down on his back, and fell upon him with all his weight plus that of the Crusader. Annoyed at this, and desperately anxious to escape before the house should be alarmed, Bill delivered a roundabout blow with his practised fist that ought to have driven in the skull of his opponent, but it only scarified the mans knuckles on the Crusaders helmet. He tried another on the ribs, but the folds of chain-mail rendered that abortive. Then the burglar essayed strangulation, but there again the folds of mail foiled him. During these unavailing efforts the unconscious Dick came in for a few accidental raps and squeezes as he lay prone beside them.

Meanwhile, the Crusader adopted the plan of masterly inactivity, by simply holding on tight and doing nothing. He did not shout for help, because, being bull-doggish in his nature, he preferred to fight in silent ferocity. Exasperated as well as worn by this method, Bill became reckless, and made several wild plunges to regain his feet. He did not succeed, but he managed to come against the pedestal of the knight in mail with great violence. The iron warrior lost his balance, toppled over, and came down on the combatants with a hideous crash, suggestive of coal-scuttles and fire-irons.

Sleep, sermons, and draughts could no longer enchain! Mrs Stronghand awoke, buried her startled head in the bed-clothes, and quaked. Emmie sprang out of bed and huddled on her clothes, under the impression that fire-engines were at work. The Reverend Theophilus leaped up, seized the study poker and a lamp, and rushed towards the dining-room. Overturning the draught-board, Simon grasped a rolling-pin, Robin the tongs, and both made for the same place. They all collided at the door, burst it open, and advanced to the scene of war.

It was a strange scene! Bill and the Crusader, still struggling, were giving the remains of the other knight a lively time of it, and Dick, just beginning to recover, was sitting with a dazed look in a sea of iron débris.

Thats right; hit him hard, father! cried Harry, trying to look round.

No, dont, sir, cried the burglar; I gives in.

Let my son  let the Crusa  let him go, then, said the Reverend gentleman, raising his poker.

I cant, sir, cause he wont let me go.

All right, Ill let you go now, said Harry, unclasping his arms and rising with a long-drawn sigh. Now you. Come to the light and lets have a look at you.

So saying, the lad thrust his mailed hand into the burglars neckerchief, and assisted by the Reverend Theophilus, led his captive to the light which had been put on the table. The gardener and Robin did the same with Dick. For one moment it seemed as if the two men meditated a rush for freedom, for they both glanced at the still open window, but the stalwart Simon with the rolling-pin and the sturdy Robin with the tongs stood between them and that mode of exit, while the Crusader with his mace and huge Mr Stronghand with the study poker stood on either side of them. They thought better of it. Bring two chairs here, said the clergyman, in a gentle yet decided tone.

Robin and Harry obeyed  the latter wondering what the governor was going to be up to.

Sit down, said the clergyman, quietly and with much solemnity.

The burglars humbly obeyed.

Now, my men, I am going to preach you a sermon.

Thats right, father, interrupted Harry, in gleeful surprise. Give it em hot. Dont spare them. Put plenty of brimstone into it.

But, to Harrys intense disgust, his father put no brimstone into it at all. On the contrary, without availing himself of heads or subdivisions, he pointed out in a few plain words the evil of their course, and the only method of escaping from that evil. Then he told them that penal servitude for many years was their due according to the law of the land.

Now, said he, in conclusion, you are both of you young and strong men who may yet do good service and honest work in the land. I have no desire to ruin your lives. Penal servitude might do so. Forgiveness may save you  therefore I forgive you! There is the open window. You are at liberty to go.

The burglars had been gazing at their reprover with wide-open eyes. They now turned and gazed at each other with half-open mouths; then they again turned to the clergyman as if in doubt, but with a benignant smile he again pointed to the open window.

They rose like men in a dream, went softly across the room, stepped humbly out, and melted into darkness.

The parsons conduct may not have been in accordance with law, but it was eminently successful, for it is recorded that those burglars laid that sermon seriously to heart  at all events, they never again broke into that parsonage, and never again was there occasion for Harry to call in the services of the ancient knight or the Crusader.




Chapter Eight. Jim Greely, the North Sea Skipper.

When Nellie Sumner married James Greely  the strapping skipper of a Yarmouth fishing-smack  there was not a prettier girl in all the town, at least so said, or thought, most of the men and many of the women who dwelt near her. Of course there were differences of opinion on the point, but there was no doubt whatever about it in the mind of James Greely, who was overwhelmed with astonishment, as well as joy, at what he styled his luck in catching such a splendid wife.

And there was good ground for his strong feeling, for Nellie was neat, tidy, and good-humoured, as well as good-looking, and she made Jims home as neat and tidy as herself.

Theres always sunshine inside o my house, said Greely to his mates once, no matter what sort o weather there may be outside.

Ere long a squall struck that house  a squall that moved the feelings of our fisherman more deeply than the fiercest gale he had ever faced on the wild North Sea, for it was the squall of a juvenile Jim! From that date the fisherman was wont to remark, with a quiet smile of satisfaction, that he had got moonlight now, as well as sunshine, in the Yarmouth home.

The only matter that distressed the family at first was that the father saw so little of his lightsome home; for, his calling being that of a deep-sea smacksman, or trawler, by far the greater part of our fishermans rugged life was spent on the restless ocean. Two months at sea and eight days ashore was the unvarying routine of Jims life, summer and winter, all the year round. That is to say, about fifty days on shore out of the year, and three hundred and fifteen days on what the cockney greengrocer living next door to Jim styled the owlin deep.

And, truly, the greengrocer was not far wrong, for the wild North Sea does a good deal of howling, off and on, during the year, to say nothing of whistling and shrieking and other boisterous practices when the winter gales are high.

But a cloud began to descend, very gradually at first, on James Greelys dwelling, for a demon  a very familiar one on the North Sea  had been twining his arms for a considerable time round the stalwart fisherman.

At the time of Jims marriage those mission-ships of the Dutch  and, we may add, of the devil  named copers, or floating grog-shops, were plying their deadly traffic in strong drink full swing among the trawlers of the North Sea. Through Gods blessing the mission-ships of the Cross have now nearly driven the copers off the sea, but at the time we write of the Dutchmen had it all their own way, and many a splendid man, whom toil, cold, hardship, and fierce conflict with the elements could not subdue, was laid low by the poisonous spirits of the coper. Greely went to the copers at first to buy tobacco, but, being a hearty, sociable fellow, he had no objection to take an occasional friendly dram. Gradually, imperceptibly, he became enslaved. He did not give way at once. He was too much of a man for that. Many a deadly battle had he with the demon  known only to himself and God  but as he fought in his own strength, of course he failed; failed again and again, until he finally gave way to despair.

Poor Nellie was quick to note the change, and tried, with a brave heart at first but a sinking heart at last, to save him, but without success. The eight days which used to be spent in the sunny home came at last to be spent in the Green Dragon public-house; and in course of time Nellie was taught by bitter experience that if her husband, on his periodical return from the sea, went straight from the smack to the public-house, it was little that she would see of him during his spell on shore. Even curly-headed juvenile Jimmie  his fathers pride  ceased to overcome the counter-attraction of strong drink.

Is it to be wondered at that Nellie lost some of her old characteristics  that, the wages being spent on drink, she found it hard to provide the mere necessaries of life for herself and her boy, and that she finally gave up the struggle to keep either person or house as neat and orderly as of yore, while a haggard look and lines of care began to spoil the beauty of her countenance? Or is it a matter for surprise that her temper began to give way under the strain?

You are ruining yourself and killing me, said the sorely-tried wife one evening  the last evening of a spell on shore  as Jim staggered into the once sunny home to bid his wife good-bye.

It was the first time that Nellie had spoken roughly to him. He made no answer at first. He was angry. The Green Dragon had begun to demoralise him, and the reproof which ought to have melted only hardened him.

The last of the coals are gone, continued the wife with bitterness in her tone, and theres scarcely enough of bread in the house for a good supper to Jimmie. You should be ashamed of yourself, Jim.

A glare of drunken anger shot fiercely from the fishermans eyes. No word did he utter. Turning on his heel, he strode out of the house and shut the door after him with cannon-shot violence.

O Jim  stop Jim! burst from timid Nellie. Ill never

She ceased abruptly, for the terrified Jimmie was clinging to her skirts, and her husband was beyond the reach of her voice. Falling on her knees, she prayed to God passionately for pardon. It was their first quarrel. She ended by throwing herself on her bed and bursting into a fit of sobbing that not only horrified but astounded little Jim. To see his mother sobbing wildly while he was quiet and grave was a complete inversion of all his former experiences. As if to carry out the spirit of the situation, he proceeded to act the part of comforter by stroking his mothers brown hair with his fat little hand until the burst of grief subsided.

Dare, yous dood now, muzzer. Tiss me! he said.

Nellie flung her arms round the child and kissed him fervently.

Meanwhile James Greelys smack, the Dolphin, was running down the Yare before a stiff breeze, and Jim himself had commenced the most momentous, and, in one sense, disastrous voyage of his life. As he stood at the tiller, guiding his vessel with consummate skill out into the darkening waters, his heart felt like lead. He would have given all he possessed to recall the past hour, to have once again the opportunity of bidding Nellie good-bye as he had been wont to do in the days that were gone. But it was too late. Wishes and repentance, he knew, avail nothing to undo a deed that is done.

Jim toiled with that branch of the North Sea fleets which is named the Short Blue. It was trawling at a part of the North Sea called Botney Gut at that time, but our fisherman had been told that it was fishing at another part named the Silverpits. It blew hard from the norwest, with much snow, so that Jim took a long time to reach his destination. But no Short Blue fleet was to be seen at the Silverpits.

To the eyes of ordinary men the North Sea is a uniform expanse of water, calm or raging as the case may be. Not so to the deep-sea trawler. Jims intimate knowledge of localities, his sounding-lead and the nature of the bottom, etcetera, enabled him at any time to make for, and surely find, any of the submarine banks. But fleets, though distinguished by a name, have no local habitation. They may be on the Dogger Bank to-day, on the Swarte Bank or the Great Silverpits to-morrow. With hundreds of miles of open sea around, and neither milestone nor finger-post to direct, a lost fleet is not unlike a lost needle in a haystack. Fortunately Jim discovered a brother smacksman looking, like himself, for his own fleet. Being to windward the brother ran down to him.

What cheer O! Have ee seen anything o the Red Cross Fleet? roared the skipper, with the power of a brazen trumpet.

No, shouted Jim, in similar tones. Im lookin for the Short Blue.

I passed it yesterday, bearin away for Botney Gut.

Bout ship went Jim, and away with a stiff breeze on his quarter. He soon found the fleet  a crowd of smacks, all heading in the same direction, with their huge trawling nets down and bending over before what was styled a good fishing-breeze. It requires a stiff breeze to haul a heavy net, with its forty or fifty feet beam and other gear, over the rough bottom of the North Sea. With a slight breeze and the net down a smack would be simply anchored by the stern to her own gear.

Down went Jims net, and, like a well-drilled fisherman, he fell into line. It was a rough grey day with a little snow falling, which whitened all the ropes and covered the decks with slush.

Greelys crew had become demoralised, like their skipper. There were five men and a fair-haired boy. All could drink and swear except the boy. Charlie was the only son of his mother, and she was a good woman, besides being a widow. Charlie was the smacks cook.

Grubs ready, cried the boy, putting his head up the hatchway after the gear was down.

He did not name the meal. Smacksmen have a way of taking food irregularly at all or any hours, when circumstances permit, and are easy about the name so long as they get it, and plenty of it. A breakfast at mid-day after a night of hardest toil might be regarded indifferently as a luncheon or an early dinner.

Black Whistler, the mate, who stood at the helm, pronounced a curse upon the weather by way of reply to Charlies summons.

You should rather bless the ladies on shore that sent you them wursted mittens an elmet, you ungrateful dog, returned the boy with a broad grin, for he and Whistler were on familiar terms.

The man growled something inaudible, while his mates went below to feed.

Each North Sea trawling fleet acts unitedly under an admiral. It was early morning when the signal was given by rocket to haul up the nets. Between two and three hours at the capstan  slow, heavy toil, with every muscle strained to the utmost  was the result of the admirals order. Bitter cold; driving snow; cutting flashes of salt spray, and dark as Erebus save for the light of a lantern lashed to the mast. Tramp, tramp, tramp, the seemingly everlasting round went on, with the clank of heavy sea-boots and the rustle of hard oil-skins, and the sound of labouring breath as accompaniment; while the endless cable came slowly up from the vasty deep.

But everything comes to an end, even on the North Sea! At last the great beam appears and is secured. With a sigh of relief the capstan bars are thrown down, and the men vary their toil by clawing up the net with scarred and benumbed fingers. It is heavy work, causes much heaving and gasping, and at times seems almost too much for all hands to manage.

Again Black Whistler pronounces a malediction on things in general, and is mockingly reminded by the boy-cook that he ought to bless the people as sends him wursted cuffs to save his wrists from sea-blisters.

Seems to me weve got a hold of a bit o Noahs ark, growled one of the hands, as something black and big begins to appear.

He is partially right, for a bit of an old wreck is found to have been captured with a ton or so of fish. When this is disengaged the net comes in more easily, and the fish are dropped like a silver cataract on the wet deck.

One might imagine that there was rest for the fishermen now. Far from it. The fish had to be cleaned  i.e. gutted and the superfluous portions cut off and packed in boxes for the London market. The grey light of a bleak winter morning dawned before the work was finished. During the operation the third hand, Lively Dick, ran a fish-bone deeply into his hand, and laid a foundation for future trouble.

It was noon before the trunks, or fish-boxes, were packed. Then the little boat had to be launched over the side, loaded with fish, and ferried to one of the steamers which ply daily and regularly between Billingsgate and the fleets. Three men jumped into it and pushed off  a mere cockle-shell on a heaving flood, now dancing on a wave-crest, now lost to view in a water-valley.

Whats that? said Whistler, as they pulled towards the steamer. Looks bigger than the ornary mission-ships.

Why, that must be the noo hospital-ship, the Queen Victoria, answered Lively Dick, glancing over his shoulder at a large vessel, smack-rigged, which loomed up through the haze to leeward.

They had no time for further remark, for the great side of the steamer was by that time frowning over them. It was dangerous work they had to do. The steamer rolled heavily in the rough sea. The boat, among a dozen other boats, was soon attached to her by a strong rope. Men had to be athletes and acrobats in order to pass their fish-boxes from the leaping and plunging boats to the deck of the rolling steamer. The shouting and noise and bumping were tremendous. An awkward heave occasionally sent a box into the sea amid oaths and laughter. Jims cargo was put safely on board, and the boat was about to cast off when a heavier lurch than usual caused Black Whistler to stagger. To save himself from plunging overboard he laid both hands on the gunwale of the boat  a dangerous thing to do at any time when alongside of a vessel. Before he could recover himself the boat went crashing against the steamers iron side and the fishermans hands were crushed. He fell back into the boat almost fainting with agony. No cry escaped him, however. Lively Dick saw the blood streaming, and while his mate shoved off the boat he wrapped a piece of canvas in a rough-and-ready fashion round the quivering hands.

Im done for this trip, groaned Whistler, for this means go ashore  weeks in hospital  wages stopped, and wife and chicks starving.

Never a bit, mate, said Dick; didnt you know that the noo mission-ship does hospital work afloat and that theyll keep you aboard of her, and lend us one o their hands till youre fit for work again?

Whether poor Whistler believed, or understood, or was comforted by this we cannot say, for he made no reply and appeared to be almost overcome with pain. On reaching the Dolphin a signal of distress was made to the floating hospital, which at once bore down to them. The injured man was transferred to it, and there, in the pleasant airy cabin, Black Whistler made acquaintance with men who were anxious to cure his soul as well as his body. Up to this time he had resolutely declined to visit the mission-ships, but now, when a skilled medical man tenderly dressed his terrible wounds and a sympathetic skipper led him to a berth and supplied him with some warm coffee, telling him that he would be free to remain there without charge as long as was needed, and that meanwhile one of the mission hands would take his place in the Dolphin till he was able to resume work, his opinion of mission-ships and work underwent modification, and he began to think that mission crews were not such a bad lot after all.

Meanwhile Skipper Greely, leaving his man in the Queen Victoria, returned to his smack accompanied by George King, the new hand.

Kings position was by no means an enviable one, for he found himself thus suddenly in the midst of a set of men who had no sympathy with him in religious matters, and whose ordinary habits and conversation rendered remonstrance almost unavoidable. Unwilling to render himself obnoxious at first, the man resolved to try the effect of music on his new shipmates. He happened to possess a beautiful tenor voice, and the first night  a calm bright one  while taking his turn at the helm, he sang in a soft sweet voice one after another of those hymns which Mr Sankey has rendered so popular. He began with Come to the Saviour, make no delay, and the first effect on his mates, most of whom were below, was to arouse a feeling of contempt. But they could not resist the sweetness of the voice. In a few minutes they were perfectly silent, and listening with a species of fascination  each being wafted, both by words and music, to scenes on shore and to times when his spirit had not been so demoralised by sin.

Greely, in particular, was transported back to the sunny home in Yarmouth, and to the days of first-love, before the demon had gained the mastery and clouded the sunshine.

As the night wore on, a fog settled down over the North Sea, and the smacks of the Short Blue fleet began to blow their fog-horns, while the crews became more on the alert and kept a bright look-out.

Suddenly, and without warning, a dull beating sound was heard by the look-out on the Dolphin. Next moment a dark object like a phantom ship loomed out of the fog, and a wild cry arose as the men saw the bows of a huge ocean steamer coming apparently straight at them. The smack was absolutely helpless, without steering way. For an instant there was shouting on board the steamer, and she fell off slightly as she rushed into the small circle of the Dolphins light. A tremendous crash followed, but the change of direction had been sufficient to prevent a fatal collision. Another moment and the great steamer was gone, while the little smack rocked violently from the blow as well as from the swell left in the steamers wake.

This was but the beginning of a night of disaster. Skipper Greely and his men had scarcely recovered from the surprise of this incident when the fog lifted and quickly cleared away, revealing the Short Blue fleet floating all round with flapping sails, but it was observed also that a very dark cloud rested on the north-western horizon. Soon a stiffish breeze sprang up, and the scattered fleet drew together, lay on the same tack, and followed the lead of their admiral, to whom they looked for the signal to shoot the trawls. But instead of giving this order the admiral signalled to lay-to.

Being disgusted as well as surprised that their leader was not going to fish, Jim Greely, being also exhausted by long watching, went below and turned in to have a sleep. He had not been long asleep when fair-haired Charlie came to tell him that Lively Dick, who acted as mate in Whistlers absence, wanted him on deck. He ran up at once.

Looks like dirty weather, skipper, said Dick, pointing to windward.

Right you are, lad, said Jim, and called all hands to close-reef.

This being done and everything made snug, the skipper again turned in, with orders to call him if things should get worse.

Soon after, Dick, who was at the helm, saw a squall bearing down on them, but did not think it worth while to call the skipper. It broke on them with a clap like thunder, but the good Dolphin stood the shock well, and Dick was congratulating himself when he saw a sea coming towards them, but sufficiently astern, he thought, to clear them. He was wrong. It broke aboard, right into the mainsail, cleared the deck, and hove the smack on her beam-ends.

This effectually aroused the skipper, who made desperate but at first ineffectual efforts to get out of his berth, for the water, which poured down the hatchway, washed gear, tackles, turpentine-tins, paint-pots, and nearly everything moveable from the iron locker on the weather-side down to leeward, and blocked up the openings. Making another effort he cleared all this away, and sprang out of the berth, which was half full of water. Pitchy darkness enshrouded him, for the water had put out the lights as well as the fire. Just then the vessel righted a little.

Are you all right on deck? shouted Jim, as he scrambled up the hatchway.

All right, as far as I can see, answered Dick.

Hold on, Ive a bottle o matches in my bunk, cried the skipper, returning to the flooded cabin. Fortunately the matches were dry; a light was struck, and a candle and lamp lighted. The scene revealed was not re-assuring. The water in the cabin was knee-deep. A flare, made of a woollen scarf soaked in paraffin, was lighted on deck, and showed that the mainsail had been split, the boat hopelessly damaged, and part of the lee bulwarks broken. The mast also was leaning aft, the forestay having been carried away. A few minutes later Lively Dick went tumbling down into the cabin all of a heap, to avoid the mast as it went crashing over the side in such a way as to prevent the use of the pumps, and carrying the mizzenmast along with it.

Go to work with buckets, boys, or shell sink, shouted the skipper, himself setting the example, for the ballast had shifted and the danger was great. Meanwhile George King seized an axe and cut away the rigging that held on to the wrecked masts, and fair-haired Charlie laboured like a hero to clear the pumps. The rays of the cabin lights did not reach the deck, so that much of the work had to be done in what may be styled darkness visible, while the little vessel kicked about like a wild thing in the raging sea, and the torn canvas flapped with a horrible noise. Pitiless wind, laden with sleet, howled over them as if thirsting impatiently for the fishermens lives. At last they succeeded in clearing the pumps, and worked them with untiring energy for hours, but could not tell how many, for the thick end of a marline-spike had been driven through the clock-face and stopped it.

It was still dark when they managed to rig up a jury-mast on the stump of the old one and hoist a shred of sail. George King was ordered to the tiller. As he passed Greely he said in a cheerful voice, Trust in the Lord, skipper, He can bring us out o worse than this.

It might have been half an hour later when another sea swept the deck. Jim took shelter under the stump of the mast and held on for dear life. Charlie got inside the coil of the derrick-fall and so was saved, while the others dived into the cabin. When that sea had passed they found no one at the tiller. Poor King had been washed overboard. Nothing whatever could be done for him, even if he had been seen, but the greedy sea had swallowed him, and he was taken to swell with his tuneful voice the company of those who sing on high the praises of redeeming love.

The sea which swept him into eternity also carried away the jury-mast, and as the smack was now a mere wreck, liable to drift on shore if the gale should continue long, Jim let down an anchor, after removing its stock so that it might drag on the bottom and retard the drifting while it kept the vessels head to the sea.

A watch was then set, and the rest of the crew went below to wait and wish for daybreak! It was a dreary vigil under appalling circumstances, for although the smack had not actually sprung a leak there was always the danger of another sea overwhelming and altogether sinking her. Her crew sat there for hours utterly helpless and literally facing death. Fortunately their matches had escaped the water, so that they were able to kindle a fire in the stove and obtain a little warmth as well as make a pot of tea and eat some of their sea-soaked biscuit.

It is wonderful how man can accommodate himself to circumstances. No sooner had the crew in this wreck felt the stimulating warmth of the hot tea than they began to spin yarns! not indeed of a fanciful kind  they were too much solemnised for that  but yarns of their experience of gales in former times.

It minds me o this wery night last year, said Lively Dick, endeavouring to light his damp pipe. I was mate o the Beauty at the time. We was workin wi the Short Blues on the Dogger, when a tremendous squall struck us, an it began to snow that thick we could scarce see the end o the jib-boom. Well, the gale came on in real arnest before long, so we had to lay-to all that night. When it came day we got some sail set and I went below to have a hot pot o tea when the skipper suddenly sang out Jump up here, Dick! an I did jump up, double quick, to find that we was amost runnin slap into a dismasted craft. We shoved the tiller hard a-starboard and swung round as if we was on a swivel, goin crash through the rackage alongside an shavin her by a hair. We could just see through the snow one of her hands choppin away at the riggin, and made out that her name was the Henry and Thomas.

An did ye see nothin more of er arter that? asked the boy Charlie with an eager look.

Nothin more. She was never heard of arter that mornin.

While the men were thus talking, the watch on deck shouted that one of the mission-ships was close alongside. Every one ran on deck to hail her, for they stood much in need of assistance, two of their water-casks having been stove in and everything in the hold turned topsy-turvy  beef, potatoes, flour, all mixed up in horrible confusion. Just then another sea came on board, and the crew had to dive again to the cabin for safety. That sea carried away the boat and the rest of the starboard bulwarks, besides starting a plank, and letting the water in at a rate which the pumps could not keep down.

Quickly the mission-ship loomed up out of the grey snow-cloud and ran past.

Youll want help! shouted the mission skipper.

Ay, we do, shouted Jim Greely in reply. Were sinkin, and our boats gone.

An arm thrown up indicated that the words were understood. A few minutes later and the crew of the Dolphin saw the mission crew launching their little boat. With, such a sea running the venture was perilous in the extreme, but when the mission skipper said Wholl go? he had no lack of volunteers. The boat was manned at once, and the crew of the Dolphin were rescued a few minutes before the Dolphin herself went head-foremost to the bottom. Just as they got safely on deck the mission-ship herself shipped a heavy sea, which washed several of the men into the lee scuppers. They jumped up immediately  some with Thank God on their lips, others with a laugh  but James Greely did not rise. He lay stunned and rolling about in the water. It was found on raising him that his right leg was broken at the thigh.

When Jim recovered consciousness he did not complain. He was a man of stern mould, and neither groaned nor spoke; but he was not the less impressed with the kindness and apparent skill with which the mission skipper treated him.

Having received a certain amount of surgical training, the skipper  although unlearned and a fisherman  knew well how to put the leg in splints and otherwise to treat the patient.

Its pretty bad, I fear, he said soothingly, observing that Jims lips were compressed, and that beads of perspiration were standing on his brow.

Jim did not reply, but smiled grimly and nodded, for the rolling of the ship caused him increasing agony as the injured parts began to inflame.

Im not very good at this sort o work, said the mission skipper modestly, but thank God the new hospital-ship is cruisin wi the Short Blue just now. I saw her only yesterday, so well put you aboard of her and there youll find a reglar shore-goin surgeon, up to everything, and with all the gimcracks and arrangements of a reglar shore-goin hospital. Theyve got a new contrivance too  a sort o patent stretcher, invented by a Mr Dark o the head office in London  whichll take you out o the boat into the ship without movin a bone or muscle, so keep your mind easy, skipper, for youll be aboard the Queen Victoria before many hours go by.

Poor Greely appreciated the statement about the stretcher more than all the rest that was said, for he was keenly alive to the difficulty of passing a broken-boned man out of a little boat into a smack or steamer in a heavy sea, having often had to do it.

The mission skipper was right, for early the next day Jim was strapped to a wonderful frame and passed into the hospital-ship without shake or shock, and his comrades were retained in the mission smack until they could be sent on shore. Greely and his men learned many lessons which they never afterwards forgot on board of the Queen Victoria  the foundation lesson being that they were lost sinners and that Jesus Christ came to seek and to save the lost.

Slowly, and at first unwillingly, Skipper Greely took the great truths in. Several weeks passed, and he began to move about with some of his wonted energy. Much to his surprise he found himself one morning signing the temperance pledge-books, persuaded thereto by the skipper of the Queen Victoria. Still more to his surprise he found himself one Sunday afternoon listening, with unwonted tears in his eyes, to some of his mates as they told their spiritual experiences to an assembly of some hundred or so of weather-beaten fishermen. Before quitting that vessel he discovered that he possessed a powerful and tuneful voice, admirably adapted for singing hymns, and that he was capable of publicly stating the fact that he was an unworthy sinner saved by grace.

When at last he returned ashore and unexpectedly entered the Yarmouth home, Nellie could scarcely believe her senses, so great was the change.

Jim! she cried, with opening eyes and beating heart, youre like your old self again.

Thank God, said Jim, clasping her in his strong arms. But he could say no more for some time. Then he turned suddenly on curly-headed Jimmie, who had been fiercely embracing one of his enormous sea-boots, and began an incoherent conversation and a riotous romp with that juvenile fisherman.

A brighter sunshine than had ever been there before enlightened that Yarmouth home, for God had entered it and the hearts of its occupants.

Example is well-known to be infectious. In course of time a number of brother fishermen began to think as Jim Greely thought and feel as he felt. His house also became the centre, or headquarters, of an informal association got up for the purpose of introducing warmth and sunshine into poor homes in all weathers, and there were frequently such large meetings of the members of that association that it taxed Nellies ingenuity to supply seats and stow them all away. She managed it, however; for, as Jim was wont to remark, Nellie had a powerful intellec for her size.

Among the frequenters of this Yarmouth home were several of the men who had once been staunch supporters of the Green Dragon, and of these the most enthusiastic, perhaps, if not the most noisy, were Black Whistler, Lively Dick, and fair-haired Charlie.




Chapter Nine. A Northern Waif.

If a waif is a lost wanderer, then little Poosk was a decided waif for he had gone very much astray indeed in the North American backwoods. It was a serious matter for an Indian child of six years of age to become a waif in the dead of winter, with four feet of snow covering the entire wilderness, and the thermometer far below zero.

Yes, little Poosk was lost. His Indian mother, when she tied up his little head in a fur cap with ear-pieces, had said to him that morning  and it was a New Years Day morning Poosk, you go straight to the mission-house. The feast will be a very grand one  oh! such a good one! Better than the feast we have when the geese and ducks come back in spring. Go straight; dont wander; follow in your fathers tracks, and you cant go wrong.

Ah! what a compliment to father would have been implied in these words had the mother meant his moral tracks. But she did not: she referred to his snow-shoe tracks, which would serve as a sure guide to the mission-house, if closely followed. Poosk had promised to obey orders, of course, as readily as if he had been a civilised white boy, and with equal readiness had forgotten his promise when the first temptation came. That temptation had come in the form of a wood-partridge, in chase of which, with the spirit of a true son of the forest, Poosk had bolted, and soon left his fathers tracks far behind him. Thus it came to pass that in the pursuit of game, our little savage became a waif and stray. Had he been older, he would doubtless have returned on his own little track to the spot where he had left that of his father; but, being so young, he fancied that he could reach it by bending round towards it as he advanced.

Poosk was uncommonly small for his age  hence his name, which, in the Cree language, means half. He came at the tail-end of a very large family. Being remarkably small from the first, he was regarded as the extreme tip of that tail. His father styled him half a child  Poosk. But his lack of size was counterbalanced by great physical activity and sharp intelligence. Wrapped in his warm deerskin coat, which was lined with flannel, and edged with fur, and secured with a scarlet belt, with his little legs in ornamented leggings, his little feet in new moccasins, and shod with little snowshoes not more than twenty-four inches long by eight broad  his fathers being five-feet by fifteen inches,  and his little hands in leather mittens of the bag-and-thumb order, Poosk went over the snow at an amazing rate for his size, but failed to rejoin his fathers track. Suddenly he stopped, and a pucker on his brow betrayed anxiety. Compressing his little lips, he looked round him with an expression of serious determination in his large brown eyes. Was he not in his native wilds? Was he not the son of a noted brave? Was he going to submit to the disgrace of losing his way; and, what was much worse, losing his feast? Certainly not! With stern resolve on every lineament of his infantile visage he changed his direction, and pushed on. We need scarcely add that he soon stopped again; resolved and re-resolved to succeed, and changed his direction again and again till he became utterly bewildered, and, finally, sitting down on the trunk of a fallen tree, shut his eyes, opened his little mouth, and howled. It was sad, but it was natural that at so early a period of life the stoicism of the savage should be overcome by the weakness of the child. Finding after a while that howling resulted in nothing but noise, Poosk suddenly shut his mouth, and opened his eyes. There seemed to be some intimate connection between the two operations. Perhaps there was. The opening of the eyes went on to the uttermost, and then became a fixed glare, for, right in front of him sat a white rabbit on its hind legs, and, from its expression, evidently filled with astonishment equal to his own.

The spirit of the hunter arose, and that of the child vanished, as little Poosk sprang up and gave chase. Of course the rabbit sloped, and in a few minutes both pursued and pursuer were lost in the depths of the snow-encumbered forest.

On a point of rocks which jutted out into a frozen lake, stood a small church with a small spire, small porch, and diminutive windows. The pastor of that church dwelt close to it in a wooden house or log cabin, which possessed only one window and a door. A much larger hut alongside of it served as a school-house and meeting-hall. In this little building the man of God, assisted by a Red Indian convert, taught the Red Men of the wilderness the way of life through Jesus Christ, besides giving them a little elementary and industrial education suited to their peculiar circumstances; and here, on the day of which we write, he had prepared the sumptuous feast to which reference has just been made. The pastors wife and daughter had prepared it. There were venison pies and ptarmigan pasties; there were roasts of fowls, and roasts of rabbits, and stews of many things which we will not venture to describe, besides puddings of meat, and puddings of rice, and puddings of plums; also tea and coffee to wash it all down. There was no strong drink. Strong health and appetite were deemed sufficient to give zest to the proceedings. The company was remarkably savage to look at, but wonderfully civilised in conduct, for the influence of Christian love was there, and that influence is the same everywhere. Leathern garments clothed the men; curtailed petticoats adorned the women; both wore leggings and moccasins. The boys and girls were similarly costumed, and all had brilliant teeth, brown faces, glittering eyes, lank black hair, and a look of eager expectancy.

The pastor went to the head of the table, and silence ensued while he briefly asked Gods blessing on the feast. Then, when expectation had reached its utmost point, there was a murmur. Where was the smallest mite of all the guests? Nobody knew. Poosks mother said she had sent him off hours ago, and had thought that he must be there. Poosks father  a very tall man, with remarkably long legs,  hearing this, crossed the room in three strides, put on his five-feet by fifteen-inch snow-shoes and went off into the forest at express speed.

Anxiety is not an easily-roused condition in the North American Indian. The feast began, despite the absence of our waif; and the waifs mother set to work with undiminished appetite. Meanwhile the waif himself went farther and farther astray  swayed alternately by the spirit of the stoic and the spirit of the little child. But little Poosk was made of sterling stuff, and the two spirits had a hard battle in him for the mastery that wintry afternoon. His chase of the rabbit was brought to an abrupt conclusion by a twig which caught one of his snow-shoes, tripped him up, and sent him headlong into the snow. When snow averages four feet in depth it affords great scope for ineffectual floundering. The snow-shoes kept his feet near the surface, and the depth prevented his little arms from reaching solid ground. When at last he recovered his perpendicular, his hair, eyes, nose, ears, sleeves, and mittens were stuffed with snow; and the child-spirit began to whimper, but the stoic sprang on him and quickly crushed him down.

Drawing his little body up with a look of determination, and wiping away the tears which had already begun to freeze on his eyelashes, our little hero stepped out more vigorously than ever, in the full belief that every yard carried him nearer home, though in reality he was straying farther and farther from his fathers track. Well was it for little Poosk that day that his hope of reaching home did not depend on his own feeble efforts. Already the father was traversing the wilderness in search of his lost lamb, though the lamb knew it not.

But Poosks disasters were not yet over. Although brave at heart and, for his years, sturdy of frame, he could not withstand the tremendous cold peculiar to those regions of ice and snow; and ere long the fatal lethargy that is often induced by extreme frost began to tell. The first symptom was that Poosk ceased to feel the cold as much as he had felt it some time before. Then a drowsy sensation crept over him, and he looked about for a convenient spot on which to sit down and rest. Alas for the little savage if he had given way at that time! Fortunately a small precipice was close in front of him, its upper edge concealed by wreaths of snow. He fell over it, turning a somersault as he went down, and alighted safely in a snow-bed at the bottom. The shock revived him, but it also quelled the stoic in his breast. Rising with difficulty, he wrinkled up his brown visage, and once again took to howling. Half an hour later his father, steadily following up the little track in the snow, reached the spot and heard the howls. A smile lit up his swarthy features, and there was a gleam of satisfaction in his black eyes as he descended to the spot where the child stood.

Sudden calm after a storm followed the shutting of Poosks mouth and the opening of his eyes. Another moment, and his father had him in his strong arms, turned him upside down, felt him over quietly, shook him a little, ascertained that no bones were broken, put him on his broad shoulders, and carried him straight back to the Mission Hall, where the feasters were in full swing  having apparently quite forgotten the little waif and stray.

North American Indians, as is well-known, are not demonstrative. There was no shout of joy when the lost one appeared. Even his mother took no further notice of him than to make room for him on the form beside her. She was a practical mother. Instead of fondling him she proceeded to stuff him, which she was by that time at leisure to do, having just finished stuffing herself. The father, stalking sedately to a seat at another table, proceeded to make up for lost time. He was marvellously successful in his efforts. He was one of those Indian braves who are equal to any emergency.

Although near the end of the feast and with only débris left to manipulate, he managed to refresh himself to his entire satisfaction before the tables were cleared.

The feast of reason which followed was marked by one outstanding and important failure. The pastor had trained the Indian boys and girls of his school to sing several hymns, and repeat several pieces in prose and verse. Our waif, besides being the smallest boy, possessed the sweetest voice in the school. He was down on the programme for a hymn  a solo. Having fallen sound asleep after being stuffed, it was found difficult to awake him when his turn came. By dint of shaking, however, his mother roused him up and set him on his legs on a table, where he was steadied a little by the pastors wife, and gently bid to begin, by the pastors daughter.

Poosk was very fond of the pastors daughter. He would have done anything for her. He opened his large eyes, from which a sleepy gleam of intelligence flashed. He opened his little mouth, from which rolled the sweetest of little voices. The Indians, who had been purposely kept in ignorance of this musical treat, were ablaze with surprise and expectation; but the sound died away, the mouth remained open, and the eyes shut suddenly as Poosk fell over like a ninepin, sound asleep, into the arms of the pastors daughter.

Nothing more was to be got out of him that day. Even the boisterous laugh which greeted his breakdown failed to rouse him; and finally our Northern Waif was carried home, and put to bed beside a splendid fire in a warm robe of rabbit skins.




Chapter Ten. How to make the Best of Life: from a Young Mans Standpoint.

This world is full of niches that have to be filled, of paths that have to be trod, of work that has to be done.

Pouring continually into it there are millions of human beings who are capable of being fitted to fill those niches, to traverse those paths, and to do that work. I venture a step further and assert that every human being, without exception, who arrives at the years of maturity must, in the nature of things, have a particular niche and path and work appointed for him; and just in proportion as a man finds out his exact work, and walks in or strays from his peculiar path, will be the success of his life. He may miss his aim altogether, and his life turn out a failure, because of his self-will, or, perhaps, his mistaken notions; and there are few sights more depressing than that of a round young man rushing into a square hole, except that of a square young man trying to wriggle himself into a round hole. What the world wants is the right man in the right place. What each man wants is to find his right place.

But the fact that man may, and often does, make a wrong choice, that he may try to traverse the wrong path, to accomplish the wrong work, and do many things in the wrong way, is a clear proof that his course in life is not arbitrarily fixed, that he has been left to the freedom of his own will, and may therefore fall short of the best, though he may be fortunate enough to attain the good or the better. Hence devolves upon every one the responsibility of putting and finding an answer to the question  How shall I make the best of life?

And let me say here in passing that I venture to address young men on this subject, not because I conceive myself to be gifted with superior wisdom, but because, being an old man, I stand on the heights and vantage ground of Experience, and looking back, can see the rocks and shoals and quicksands in lifes ocean, which have damaged and well-nigh wrecked myself. I would not only try my hand as a pilot to guide, but as, in some sense, a buoy or beacon to warn from dangers that are not only unseen but unsuspected.

Every young man of ordinary common sense will at least aim at what he believes to be best in life, and the question will naturally arise  What is best?

If a youths chief idea of felicity is to have a good time; to enjoy himself to the utmost; to cram as much of sport, fun, and adventure into his early manhood as possible, with a happy-go-lucky indifference as to the future, he is not yet in a frame of mind to consider our question at all. I feel disposed to say to him  in paraphrase be serious, man, or, if ye cant be serious, be as serious as ye can, while we consider a subject that is no trifling matter.

What, then, is best? I reply  So to live and work that we shall do the highest good of which we are capable to the world, and, in the doing thereof, achieve the highest possible happiness to ourselves, and to those with whom we are connected. In the end, to leave the world better than we found it.

Now, there is only one foundation on which such a life can be reared, and that foundation is God.

To attempt the building on any other, or to neglect a foundation altogether, is to solicit and ensure disaster.

But supposing, young man, that you agree with me in this; are fully alive to the importance of the question, and are desirous of obtaining all the light you can on it, then I would, with all the earnestness of which I am capable, urge you to begin on this sure foundation by asking God to guide you and open up your way. Ask, and ye shall receive; seek, and ye shall find. Commit thy way unto the Lord, and He will bring it to pass. Without this beginning there is, there can be, no possibility of real success, no hope of reaching the best. With it there may still be partial mistake  owing to sin and liability to err  but there can be no such thing as absolute failure. Mans first prayer in all his plans of life should be Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do?

Many people think that they have put up that petition and got no answer, when the answer is obviously before their eyes. It seems to me that Gods answers are always indicative, and not very difficult to understand.

An anxious father says  if he does not also pray What shall I train my boy to be? God, through the medium of common sense, replies, Watch your son, observe his tastes, and especially his powers, and train him accordingly. His capacities, whatever they are, were given to him by his Maker for the express purpose of being developed. If you dont develop them, you neglect a clear indication, unless, indeed, it be held that men were made in some haphazard way for no definite purpose at all; but this would be equivalent to making out the Creator to be less reasonable than most of His own creatures!

If a lad has a strong liking for some particular sort of work or pursuit, and displays great aptitude for it, there is no need of an audible voice to tell what should be his path in life. Contrariwise, strong dislike, coupled with incapacity, indicates the path to be avoided with equal precision.

Of course, liking and disliking are not a sufficient indication, for both may be based upon partial ignorance. The sea, as a profession, is a case in point. How many thousands of lads have an intense liking for the idea of a sailors life! But the liking is not for the sea; it is for some romantic notion of the sea; and the romancers aptitude for a sea life must at first be taken for granted while his experience is nil. He dreams, probably, of majestic storms, or heavenly calms, of coral islands, and palm groves, and foreign lands and peoples. If very imaginative, he will indulge in Malay pirates and wrecks, and lifeboats, and desert islands, on which he will always land safely, and commence a second edition of Robinson Crusoe. But he will scarcely think, till bitter experience compels him, of very long watches in dirty unromantic weather, of holy-stoning the decks, scraping down the masts, and clearing out the coal-hole. Happily for our navy and the merchant service there are plenty of lads who go through all this and stick to it, their love of the ocean is triumphant  but there are a few exceptions!

On the other hand, liking and fitness may be discovered by experience. I know a man who, from childhood, took pleasure in construction and invention. At the age of nine he made a real steam engine which could go with steam, and which was small enough to be carried in his pocket. He was encouraged to follow the providential indication, went through all the drudgery of workshops, and is now a successful engineer.

Of course, there are thousands of lads whose paths are not so clearly marked out; but does it not seem reasonable to expect that, with prayer for guidance, and thoughtful consideration on the part of the boys parents, as well as of the boy himself, the best path in life may be discovered for each?

No doubt there are many difficulties in the way; as when parents are too ambitious, or when sons are obstinate and self-willed, or when both are antagonistic to each other. If, as is not infrequently the case, a youth has no particular taste for any profession, and shows no very obvious capacity for anything, is it not a pretty strong indication that he was meant to tread one of the many subordinate paths of life and be happy therein? All men cannot be generals. Some must be content to rub shoulders with the rank and file. If a lad is fit only to dig in a coal pit or sweep the streets, he is as surely intended to follow these honourable callings as is the captain who has charge of an ocean steamer to follow the sea. And even in the selection of these lowly occupations the path is divinely indicated, while the free-will is left to the influence of common sense, so that the robust youth with powerful frame and sinews will probably select the pit, and the comparatively delicate man will prefer the crossing.

I repeat, to say that any creature was called into being for no purpose at all, is to question the wisdom of the Almighty. Even if a babe makes its appearance on this terrestrial scene, and wails out its brief career in a single day, it was sent here for a special purpose, else it would not have been sent, and that purpose must have been fully accomplished, else it would not have died.

To my mind this is an exceedingly cheering view of things, for it encourages the belief that however poor or feeble may have been our efforts to live a good life, these efforts cannot have been made in vain, even although they may fall very far short of the best. And there is also this very hopeful consideration to comfort us, that the race is not always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, that wisdom sometimes proceeds out of the mouths of babes, and that we little know what great things from little things may rise.

To be sure, that cuts both ways, for, what sometimes are called little sins may result in tremendous evil, but, equally, efforts that seem insignificant may be the cause of great and unexpected blessing.

If, then, as I sincerely believe, every living being has a special work to do  or, rather, has a variety of appropriate paths in any one of which he may walk with more or less advantage to himself and his fellow-men  it behoves every young man to find out what path is the best one for him, and to walk in it vigorously. Fatalism is folly. No one believes in it. At least no one in this country acts upon it. When I say that every being has a special work to do, I dont mean that it has been decreed exactly what each man has to do. Were this so, he would have to do it, nolens volens, and there would be no such thing as responsibility  for it would be gross injustice to hold a man responsible for that which he could by no means prevent or accomplish. That which has really been decreed is that man shall have free-will and be allowed to exercise that free-will in the conduct of his affairs. It is a most mysterious gift, but there it is  an unquestionable fact  and it must be taken into account in all our reasoning. There is a confusion here into which men are sometimes liable to fall. Mans will is absolutely free, but his action is not so. He may will just as he pleases, but all experience tells us that he may not do just as he pleases. Whether his intentions be good or bad, they are frequently and effectively interfered with, but his will  never.

Seeing, then, that there is a best way for every one, and that there are sundry common sense methods by which the path may be discovered, it may be well to consider for a moment whether there are not some obstacles which stand in the way of a young mans success in life, not only because they are providentially allowed to lie there, but because the young man himself either carelessly or unwittingly has planted them in his own path.

Selfishness is one of those obstacles. And by selfishness I do not mean that gross form of it which secures for the man who gives way to it a bad name, but those subtle phases of it which may possibly be allied with much that is good, amiable, and attractive. It is not unfrequently the consequence of that thoughtlessness which results in evil not less than does want of heart.

Talking too much about oneself and ones own affairs, and being too little interested in the affairs of others, is one aspect of the selfishness to which I refer. Some men, the moment they meet you, begin to talk energetically about what they have been doing, or thinking, or about what they are going to do, and if you encourage them they will go on talking in the same strain, totally forgetting that you may chance to be interested in other things. Such men, if they begin young, and are not checked, soon degenerate into bores, and no bore, however well-meaning or even religious, ever succeeded in making the best of life. The cure for this is to be found  as usual  in the Scripture: Wherewithal shall a young man cleanse his way? by taking heed thereto according to thy word. And what says the word? Look not (only) on your own things, but upon the things of others.

I have a friend who was the confidant of a large number of his kindred and of many other people besides. It was said of him that everybody went to him for sympathy and advice. I can well believe it, for he never spoke about himself at all that I can remember. He was not unusually wise or superlatively clever, but he had a heart at leisure from itself to soothe and sympathise. The consequence was that, in spite of a good many faults, he was greatly beloved. And it is certain, reader, that to gain the affection of your fellow-men is one of the surest steps in the direction of success in life. To be too much concerned in conversation about yourself, your affairs and your opinions will prove to be a mighty obstruction in your way. Perhaps one of the best methods of fighting against this tendency is to resolve, when meeting with friends, never to begin with self, but always with them. But it is hard to crucify self! This mode of procedure, be it observed, would not be a hypocritical exhibition of interest where none was felt, but an honest attempt to snub self by deliberately putting your friends interests before your own.

It is probable that we are not sufficiently alive to the influence of comparatively insignificant matters on success in life. Illegible handwriting, for instance, may go far to retard or arrest a youths success. It sometimes interferes with friendly intercourse. I once had a friend whose writing was so illegible, and the cause of so much worry in mere decipherment, that I was constrained to give up epistolary correspondence with him altogether. There can be little doubt that many a would-be author fails of success because of the illegibility of his penmanship, for it is impossible that an editor or publisher can form a fair estimate of the character or value of a manuscript which he has much difficulty in reading.

There is one thing which men are prone to do, and which it would be well that they should not do, and that is, nail their colours to the mast in early youth. The world is a school. We are ever learning  or ought to be  and, in some cases, never coming to a knowledge of the truth! Is not this partly owing to that fatal habit of nailing the colours? I do not for a moment advocate the holding of opinions loosely. On the contrary, whether a man be young or old, whenever he gets hold of what he believes to be true, he ought to grasp it tenaciously and with a firm grip, but he should never nail it. Being fallible, man is liable to more or less of error; and, therefore, ought to hold himself open to correction  ay, even to conversion. New or stronger light may convince him that he has been wrong  and if a man will not change when he is convinced, or fully persuaded in his own mind, he has no chance of finding out how to make the best of life, either from a young, or middle-aged, or old mans standpoint. Why, new or stronger light  if he would let it illumine him  might even convince him that his opinion was not only true, but involved much greater and grander truths than he supposed. It is difficult to go more minutely into details, even if it were advisable to do so. I may fittingly conclude by saying that the sum of all that might be written is comprehended in the statement that obedience to God in all things is the sure and only road to success.

Of all the bright and glorious truths with which our fallen world is enlightened, there is one  a duplex truth  which lies at the foundation of everything. It is unchangeable. Without it all other facts would be valueless, and I would recommend every man, woman, and child to nail it to the mast without hesitation, namely God is love, and Love is the fulfilling of the law.




Chapter Eleven. Forgive and Forget: A Lifeboat Story.

Old Captain Bolter said he would never forgive Jo Grain  never. And what Captain Bolter said he meant: for he was a strong and self-willed man.

There can be no doubt that the Captain had some ground of complaint against Grain: for he had been insulted by him grossly  at least so he thought. It happened thus:  

Joseph Grain was a young fisherman, and the handsomest, tallest, strongest, and most active among the youths of the little seaport town in which he dwelt. He was also one of the lifeboats crew, and many a time had his strong hand been extended in the midst of surging sea and shrieking tempest to save the perishing. Moreover, he was of a frank, generous disposition; was loved by most of his comrades; envied by a few; hated by none.

But with all his fine qualities young Grain had a great and serious fault  he was rather fond of strong drink. It must not, however, be supposed that he was a drunkard, in the ordinary sense at least of that term. No, he was never seen to stagger homeward, or to look idiotic: but, being gifted with a robust frame and finely-strung nerves, a very small quantity of alcohol sufficed to rouse within him the spirit of combativeness, inducing him sometimes to say and do things which afterwards could not be easily unsaid or undone, however much he might repent.

One afternoon Grain and some of his mates were sauntering towards the little lighthouse that stood at the end of their pier. It was an old-fashioned stone pier, with a dividing wall or parapet down the middle of it. As they walked along, some of the younger men began to question Jo about a rumour that had recently been spread abroad.

Come, now, Jo, said one, named Blunt, dont try to deceive us; you cant deny that youre after Cappen Bolters little gal.

Well, I wont deny it, replied Jo, with sudden energy and somewhat forced gaiety, while the blood mounted to his bronzed cheeks: moreover, I dont care who knows it, for theres not a sweeter lass in all the town than Mary Bolter, an the man that would be ashamed to own his fondness for her dont deserve to have her.

Thats true, said a young fisherman, named Guy, with a nod of approval though there may be two opinions as to which is the sweetest lass in all the town!

I tell ee what, Jo, remarked a stern and rather cross-grained bachelor, named Grime, you may save yourself the trouble of givin chase to that little craft, for although old Bolter aint much to boast of  bein nothin more than the skipper of a small coastin craft  he thinks hisself far too big a man to give his darter to a fisherman.

Does he? exclaimed Grain, with vehemence, and then suddenly checked himself.

Ay, that does he, returned Grime, with something of a sneer in his tone.

It chanced that Jo Grain had been to the public-house that day, and the sneer, which at other times would have been passed over with indifference, stung him  coupled as it was with a slur on his lowly position. He looked fiercely at Grime, and said, in a loud, angry tone: Its a matter of moonshine to me what Bolter thinks of himself. If the girls willin to have me Ill wed her in spite o the old grampus.

Now, unhappily for Jo Grain, the old grampus chanced at that very time to be sunning himself, and enjoying his pipe on the other side of the pier-wall, and heard distinctly what Jo said. Moreover, there was some truth in what Grime had said about the old skipper looking down on the young fishermans position: so that, although he could not deny that Jo was a first-rate man, and knew that Mary was fond of him, he had hitherto felt a strong disinclination to allow his darling and only child to wed, as he considered it beneath her. When, therefore, the speech above quoted broke harshly on his ears, the matter became finally settled in his mind. He dropped his pipe, set his heel on it, and ground it to powder. He also ground his teeth, and, turning round with a snort, worthy of the creature to which he had been compared, sailed wildly homewards.

Next day Jo Grain chanced to meet him in the street, and held out his hand as usual; but the captain, thrusting both hands deep into his trousers pockets, looked the young man firmly in the face  

No, Grain, he said sternly. Ive done with you!

Why so, Captain Bolter? asked Jo, in great surprise.

Because, hissed the Captain, as his wrath rose, an old grampus dont choose to have anything more to do with a young puppy!

Instantly his reckless speech of the day before flashed into Jos mind.

Forgive me, Captain Bolter, he said respectfully: forgive me, and try to forget it  I didnt mean it, believe me  I  I wasnt quite myself, sir, when

No! interrupted the Captain fiercely; Ill never forgive you, nor forget it.

With that he turned away and left Jo Grain to meditate on the folly of indulging in a stimulant which robbed him of his self-control. But youth is very hopeful. Jo did not quite believe in the Captains sincerity. He comforted himself with the thought that time would soften the old mans feelings, and meanwhile he would continue to court Mary when opportunity offered.

The Captain, however, soon proved that he was thoroughly in earnest: for, instead of leaving his daughter under the care of a maiden aunt, as had been his custom previously, during his frequent absences from home, he took her to sea with him, and left Jo with an extra supply of food for meditation.

Poor Jo struggled hard under this his first severe trial, but struggled in his own strength and failed. Instead of casting away the glass which had already done him so much damage, he madly took to it as a solace to his secret grief. Yet Jo took good care that his comrades should see no outward trace of that grief.

He was not, however, suffered to remain long under the baleful influence of drink. Soon after the departure of Captain Bolter, a missionary visited the little seaport to preach salvation from sin through Jesus Christ, and, being a man of prayer and faith, his mission was very successful. Among the many sins against which he warned the people, he laid particular stress on that of drunkenness.

This was long before the days of the Blue Ribbon movement: but the spirit of that movement was there, though the particular title had not yet arisen. The missionary preached Christ the Saviour of sinners, and Temperance as one of the fruits of salvation. Many of the rough fishermen were converted  bowed their heads and wills, and ceased to resist God. Among them was Joseph Grain.

There was not, indeed, a remarkably great outward change in Jo after this: for he had always been an amiable, hearty, sweet-tempered fellow: but there was, nevertheless, a radical change; for whereas in time past he had acted to please himself, he now acted to please his Lord. To natural enthusiasm, which had previously made him the hero of the town, was now superadded the enthusiasm of a soldier of the Cross: and when lifeboat duty called him, as in days gone by, to hold out his hand to the perishing, even while in the act of saving their bodies he prayed that the result might be salvation to their souls.

You may be sure that Jo did not forget Mary: but his thoughts about her were wonderfully changed: for in this affair of the heart despair had given place to trust and submission.

Time passed by, and one night in the dreary month of November the storm-fiend was let loose on the shores of England. All round the coast the crews of our lifeboats assembled at pier-heads and other points of vantage to watch the enemy and prepare for action. Among others Jo Grain and his comrades assembled at their post of duty.

It was an awful night  such as, happily, does not often visit our shores. Thick darkness seemed to brood over land and sea. Only the robust and hardy dared to show face to the keen, withering blast, which was laden with sleet. Sometimes a gleam of lightning would dart through the raging elements; occasionally the murky clouds rolled off the sky for a short time, allowing the moon to render darkness hideously visible. Tormented foam came in from the sea in riven masses, and the hoarse roaring of the breakers played a bass accompaniment to the yelling blast, which dashed gravel and sand, as well as sleet, in the faces of those who had courage enough to brave it.

There  wasnt that a light? cried the coxswain of the lifeboat, as he cowered under the shelter of the pier-wall and gazed seaward with difficulty.

Ay, responded Blunt, who was bowman of the boat; there it goes again.

And a rocket! shouted Jo Grain, starting up.

No mistake now, cried the coxswain. Look alive, lads!

He ran as he spoke to the spot where the lifeboat lay ready under the shelter of the pier, but Jo was on board before him. Almost simultaneously did a dozen strong and fearless men leap into the noble craft and don their cork life-belts. A few seconds sufficed. Every man knew well his place and his duty. The short, powerful oars were shipped.

Give way! cried the coxswain.

There was no cheer  no onlooker to encourage. Silently the strong backs were bent, and the lively boat shot away towards the entrance of the harbour like a thing of life.

No description can adequately convey to landsmen the work to be done and the conditions under which it was performed. On passing the shelter of the pier-head the boat and her crew were met not only by the tumultuous surging of cross seas, but by a blast which caught the somewhat high bow and almost whirled them into the air; while in its now unbroken force the cold blast seemed to wither up the powers of the men. Then, in the dark distance, an unusually huge billow was seen rushing down on them. To meet it straight as an arrow and with all possible speed was essential. Failure here  and the boat, turning side on, would have been rolled over and swept back into the harbour, if not wrecked against the breakwater.

The coxswain strained at the steering oar as a man strains for life. The billow was fairly met. The men also strained till the stout oars were ready to snap; for they knew that the billow must be cut through if they were to reach the open sea; but it was so high that the bow of the boat was lifted up, and for one instant it seemed as if she were to be hurled backward right over the stern. The impulse given, however, was sufficient. The crest of the wave was cut, and next moment the bow fell forward, plunging deep into the trough of the sea. At the same time a cross-wave leaped right over the boat and filled it to the gunwales.

This initial danger past, it was little the men cared for their drenching. As little did the boat mind the water, which she instantly expelled through the discharging tubes in her floor. But the toil now began. In the teeth of tide and tempest they had to pull with might and main; advancing foot by foot, sometimes only inch by inch. No rest; no breathing time; nothing but continuous tearing at the oars, if progress was to be made, while the spray enveloped them perpetually, and at frequent intervals the solid water, plunging inboard, almost swept the heroes from their seats.

But if the raging sea through which the lifeboat struggled was dreadful, much more terrible was the turmoil on the outlying sands where the wreck was being gradually dashed to pieces. There the mad billows held high revelry. Rushing in from all sides, twisted and turned in their courses by the battered shoals, they met not far from, the wreck with the shock of opposing armies, and clouds of foam sprang upward in dire, indescribable confusion.

The vessel in distress was a small brig. She had been lifted like a plaything by the waves, and hurled high on the sand, where, although now unable to lift her up, they rolled her to and fro with extreme violence. Rocket after rocket had been sent up, until the drenching seas had rendered the firing of them impossible. The foremast had already gone by the board, carrying most of the crew with it. On the cross-trees of the mainmast only two remained  a man and a woman, who could barely maintain their hold as the battered craft swayed from side to side.

The end comes at last, darling Mary, said the man, as he grasped the woman tightly with one arm and the mast with the other.

No, father  not yet, gasped the woman; see  the lifeboat! I felt sure that God would send it.

On came the gallant little craft. There was just light enough to enable those on the wreck to see dimly her white and blue sides as she laboured through the foam towards them.

They have missed us, father; they dont see us! cried the girl.

The blast blew her long hair about, adding wildness to the look of alarm which she cast on the man while speaking.

Nay, darling, its all right. Theyve only pulled a bit to windard. Keep on praying, Mary.

When well to windward of the wreck the anchor of the lifeboat was let go, and they began to drop down towards the vessel by the cable. Then, for the first time, the men could draw a long breath and relax their efforts at the oars, for wind and waves were now in their favour, though they still dashed and tossed and buffeted them.

Soon they were nearly alongside, and the man on the cross-trees was heard to shout, but his words could not be made out.

What could it be that caused Jo Grains heart to beat against his strong ribs with the force of a sledge-hammer and his eyes to blaze with excitement, as he turned on his thwart and crouched like a tiger ready to spring?

There was tremendous danger in drawing near: for, at one moment, the boat rushed up on a sea as if about to plunge through the rigging of the vessel, and the next she was down in a seething caldron, with the black hull looming over her. It was observed that the two figures aloft, which could barely be seen against the dark sky, were struggling with some difficulty. They had lashed themselves to the mast, and their benumbed fingers could not undo the fastenings.

Haul off! shouted the coxswain, as the boat was hurled with such force towards the vessels hull that destruction seemed imminent.

No, hold on! roared Jo Grain.

The men obeyed their coxswain, but as the boat heaved upwards Jo sprang with all his might, and fell into the rigging of the wreck. A few seconds later and he was on the cross-trees, knife in hand, and the lashings were cut.

At the same moment a rending crash was heard, and again the stentorian voice of the coxswain was heard shouting to the men. The lifeboat was pulled off just in time to escape from the mainmast as it fell, burying its cross-trees and all its tangled gearing in the sea.

The bowman and young Guy leaned over the side, and at the risk of their lives grasped at a drowning man. They caught him, and Captain Bolter was dragged into the boat insensible. A moment later and a hand was seen to rise in the midst of the wreckage. Guy knew it well. He grasped it and held on. A few seconds more and Jo Grain, with blood pouring down his face, from a deep cut in his head, was raised to the gunwale.

Have a care, he gasped faintly.

His right arm encircled an inanimate form. Both were dragged on board, and then it was seen that the form was that of Mary Bolter, uninjured though insensible.

To haul up to the anchor was a slow process and laborious, but it was done cheerily, for the hearts of the men were aglow with satisfaction. Three lives saved! It was what Blunt styled a grand haul. Not many, indeed: but was not one that of a loved comrade, and was not another that of the sweetest lass in all the town, in spite of young Guys difference of opinion?

It was grey dawn when the lifeboat returned to port under sail, with a small flag flying in token of success, and it would have done your heart good, reader, to have seen the faces of the crowds that lined the pier, and heard the ringing cheers that greeted the gallant rescuers as they brought the rescued safe to land.

Six hours after that Captain Bolter sat at the bedside of Jo Grain.

Youve been hard hit, Jo, I fear, he said kindly.

Yes, rather hard, but the doctor says Ill be all right in a week or two; and its little Ill care about it, Captain, if youll only agree to forgive and forget.

The Captain seized Jos hand and tried to speak, but could not. After an abortive effort he turned away with a grunt and left the room.

Six months after that, Joseph Grain, transformed into a coast-guardsman, led the sweetest lass in all the town to the village church, and young Guy, still objecting to the title, was grooms-man.

Jo, said Captain Bolter that day, at parting, Ive forgiven you long ago, but I cant forget; for you said the truth that time. I was an old grampus, or a fool, if you like, and Im not much better now. However, good-bye, dear boy, and take care of her, for theres not another like her in all England.

Except one, murmured young Guy, as he squeezed his friends hand and quietly attached an old slipper to their cab as they drove away. Thereafter he swaggered off to a certain familiar cottage to talk over the wedding with one whom he considered the sweetest lass in all the town.




Chapter Twelve. Rescue the Perishing.

Proverbial philosophy asserts that the iron should be struck when it is hot. I sympathise with proverbial philosophy in this case, but that teacher says nothing whatever about striking the iron when it is cold; and experience  at least that of blacksmiths  goes to prove that cold iron may be struck till heat is evolved, and, once heated, who knows what intensity of incandescence may be attained?

I will try it. My hammer may not be a large one. A sledge-hammer it certainly is not. Such as it is I wield it under the impulse of great heat within me, and will direct my blows at the presumably cold iron around. I say presumably,  because if you, good reader, have not been subjected to the same influences with myself you cannot reasonably be expected to be even warm  much less white-hot.

The cause of all this heat was Dr Barnardos splendid meeting held recently in the Royal Albert Hall. I came home from that meeting incandescent  throwing off sparks of enthusiasm, and eagerly clutching at every cold or lukewarm creature that came in my way with a view to expend on it some of my surplus heat!

The great Albert Hall filled is enough of itself to arouse enthusiasm, whatever the object of the gathering may be. Ten thousand human beings, more or less, swarming on the floor, clustering on the walls, rising tier above tier, until in dim distance the pigmy throng seems soaring up into the very heavens, is a tremendous, a solemn, a heart-stirring sight, suggestive  I write with reverence  of the Judgment Day. And when such an assembly is convened for the purpose of considering matters of urgent importance, matters affecting the well-being of multitudes, matters of life and death which call for instant and vigorous action, then the enthusiasm is naturally intensified and needs but little hammering to rouse it to the fiercest glow.

It was no ordinary gathering this  no mere annual meeting of a grand society. It was indeed that, but a great deal more. There was a noble chairman, of course, and an address, and several speeches by eminent men; but I should suppose that one-half of the audience could not well see the features of the speakers or hear their words. These were relatively insignificant matters.

The business of the evening was to present to the people a great Object Lesson, and the only figure on the platform that bulked large  at least in my esteem  was that of Dr Barnardo himself, and a magical master of the ceremonies did the doctor prove himself to be.

Being unable to induce the West End to visit the East End, he had simply cut several enormous slices out of the slums and set them down in the Royal Albert Hall for inspection.

The display was set forth interestingly and with emphasis, insomuch that things almost spoke for themselves, and wherein they failed to do so the Doctor supplemented in a satisfactorily sonorous voice.

One of the slum-slices was a large one. It consisted of thirteen hundred children  boys and girls  in bright, light, smart dresses, who clustered on the orchestra and around the great organ, like flowers in June. Looking at their clean, wholesome faces, neat attire, and orderly demeanour, I thought, Is it possible that these are the sweepings of the streets? The question was tellingly answered later on; but here it may be stated that this beautiful band of 1300 was only a slice  a sample  of the Doctors large family, which at present numbers nearly 3500. (It now, in 1893, numbers nearly 5000.)

It was grand to hear them sing! The great organ itself had to sing small beside them, for wood and metal can never hope to equal the living human voice, even though it be but a voice from the slums. Not only hymns but humorous songs they sang, and heroic. A telling effect was produced while singing one of the latter by the sudden display of 1300 Union Jacks, each the size of a kerchief, which the singers waved in time to the chorus. It seemed as though a stiff breeze had swept over the flower-bed and kissed the national flag in passing.

Another surprise of this kind was given during the stirring song of The Fire Brigade, when 1300 bits of gold and silver paper, waved to and fro, seemed to fill the orchestra with flashing fire.

But much of this was for show, to tickle our eyes and ears and prepare the way, as it were, for the grave and stern realities yet to come.

There was a mighty platform covered with crimson cloth in the centre of the hall in front of the orchestra. On it were several mysterious objects covered with sheets. At a signal  a whistle  given by the Doctor, a band of sturdy boys, clad in their work-a-day uniform, scampered down the central passage of the hall, jumped on the platform, flung off the sheets, and discovered carpenters benches, saws, hammers, wood  in short, all the appliances with which they carry on the various trades at their Home in the East End. In a few seconds, as if by magic, the platform was a workshop in full swing  hammering, sawing, chiselling, wood-chopping, clattering, and indescribable din, which was enhanced, but not drowned, by the applause of the astonished audience. The little fellows worked as though life depended on their activity, for the space, it seemed to me, of half a minute. Then the shrill whistle sounded again, and the work ceased, as if the springs of life had been suddenly cut off. Dead silence ensued; each worker remaining in the attitude in which he had been petrified  a group of artisan statuary in colour!

The Doctor was thus enabled quietly to explain that the display represented only a very few of the trades taught and carried on by his rescued boys at Stepney Causeway.

At another signal the splendidly drilled young fellows scampered off, carrying not only their tools, but their benches, tables, stools, and even débris along with them, and, disappearing in less than a couple of minutes, left not a chip or shaving behind.

It would take a good many pages of close writing to give anything like a detailed account of all that I saw. I must pass over much in order to emphasise one or two very telling incidents. The Doctor presented a sample of all his wares. One of these was a very touching sample  namely, a band of cripples, who made their way slowly on crutches down the passage to the platform  for it is one of the noteworthy points in this Mission that no destitute boy is turned away, whether he be well or ill, crippled or sound. So, also, there was a small procession of neat, pleasant-looking nurses, each leading one or more mites of forsaken humanity from Babies Castle.

But it seemed to me that the kernel of the nut had been reached, and the foundation of the God-like Mission laid bare for our inspection, when the raw material was led forth. We had got accustomed by that time to turn an expectant gaze at a far distant door when the Doctors voice ceased or his whistle sounded. Presently a solitary nurse with the neat familiar white cap and apron appeared at the door leading two little creatures by the hand. A hush  a distinct though indescribable sensation  as of profound pity and pathos,  passed over the vast assembly as a little boy and girl direct from the slums were led forward. The nurse had to walk slowly to accommodate her pace to theirs. Half naked, ragged, dirty, unkempt, bereft of their natural guardians, or forsaken by them  helpless, yet left to help themselves almost before they could walk! Forward they came to the central platform, casting timid, wondering glances around at the mighty host of well-to-do beings, not one of whom, perhaps, ever knew what it is to hunger for a whole day and lie down at night with a door-step for a pillow. Oh, it was pitiful! the Doctor advanced to these forlorn ones and took them by the hands with inexpressible tenderness, and then, facing the assembly, broke the silence and presented the human material which it was, under God, his mission in life to rescue.

Then turning abruptly to the flower-bed in the orchestra, he signalled with his finger. A flower that might well have been styled a rosebud  a neat little girl in pink with a natty straw hat  tripped lightly down and stood on the platform beside the poor waifs. Looking up once more to the entranced audience and pointing to the children, the Doctor said  

Such as these are, she was but a few months ago, and such as she is now they will soon become, with Gods blessing.

I may not quote the words correctly, but that is my recollection of the substance.

The Doctor was not content, however, to show us the foundation and progress of his work. He showed us the work, as it were, completed, in the form of a band of sturdy young men in their working costume, ready to start as rescued, trained, useful, earnest labourers for the fields of Manitoba  young men who all had once been lost waifs and strays.

Still further, he, as it were, put the copestone on his glorious work by presenting a band of men and women old boys and girls  who had been tested by rough contact with the world and its temptations, and had come off victorious by keeping their situations with credit for periods varying from one to nine years  kept by the power of Christ!

When I saw the little waifs and looked up at the bands of happy children before me, and thought of the thousands more in the Homes, and of the multitudes which have passed through these Homes in years gone by; the gladness and the great boon to humanity which must have resulted, and of the terrible crime and degradation that might have been  my heart offered the prayer, which at that moment my voice could not have uttered God bless and prosper Dr Barnardo and his work!

I hear a voice from the Back of Beyont, or some such far off locality  a timid voice, perhaps that of a juvenile who knows little, and can scarce be expected to care much, about London  asking Who is Dr Barnardo?

For the sake of that innocent one I reply that he is a Scavenger  the chief of London Scavengers! He and his subordinates sweep up the human rubbish of the slums and shoot it into a receptacle at 18 Stepney Causeway, where they manipulate and wash it, and subject it to a variety of processes which result, with Gods blessing, in the recovery of innumerable jewels of inestimable value. I say inestimable, because men have not yet found a method of fixing the exact value of human souls and rescued lives. The rubbish which is gathered consists of destitute children. The Assistant Scavengers are men and women who love and serve the Lord Jesus Christ.




Chapter Thirteen. A Knotty Question.

Tom Blunt, said Richard Sharp, I deny your premises, condemn your reasoning as illogical, and reject your conclusions with scorn!

The youth who made this remark with very considerable assurance and emphasis was a student. His fellow-student received it with an air of bland good-nature.

Dick, said he, your oratory is rotund, and if it were convincing might be impressive; but it fails to some extent in consequence of a certain smack of self-assertion which is unphilosophical. Suppose, now, that we have this matter out in a calm, dispassionate manner, without tooth, or egotism, or prejudice, which tend so powerfully to mar human disputation and render it abortive.

With all my heart, Tom, said the other, drawing close to the fire, placing one foot against the mantelpiece, as being a comfortable, though not elegant posture, resting his elbows on the arms of his chair, and placing his hands in that position  with all the finger tips touching each other  which seems, from the universal practice of civilised society, to assist mental elucidation. I am quite prepared. Come on!

Stay; while my mind is working I like to have my hands employed. I will proceed with my monkey while we talk, said Blunt, taking up a walking-stick, the head of which he had carved into the semblance of a monkey. Sweet creature! he added, kissing the object of his affection, and holding it out at arms-length. Silent companion of my solitary rambles, and patient auditor of my most secret aspirations, you are becoming quite a work of art. A few more touches of the knife, and something like perfection shall have been attained! Look here, Dick, when I turn it towards the light  so  isnt there a beauty about the contour of that upper lip and nose which

Dont be a fool, Tom, interrupted his friend, somewhat impatiently; you seem to me to be growing more and more imbecile every day. We did not sit down to discuss fine art

True, Richard, true; but there is a power in the consideration of fine art, which, when judiciously interpolated in the affairs of life, tends to soften the asperities, to round away, as it were, the ruggedness of human intercourse, and produce a tranquillity of mind which is eminently conducive to  to  dont you see?

No, I dont see!

Then, continued Blunt, applying his knife to one of the monkeys eyes, there arises the question  how far is this intellectual blindness the result of incapacity of intellectual vision, or of averted gaze, or of the wilful shutting of the intellectual eyelids?

Well, well, Tom, let that question alone for the present. Let us come to the point, for I wish to have my mind cleared up on the subject. You hold that gambling is wrong  essentially wrong.

I do; but let us not have a misunderstanding at the very beginning, said Blunt. By gambling I do not mean the playing of games. That is not gambling. What I understand by gambling is betting on games  or on anything  and the playing of games for the purpose of winning money, or anything that possesses value, great or small. Such gambling I hold to be wrong  essentially, morally, absolutely wrong, without one particle of right or good in it whatever.

As he spoke Blunt became slightly more earnest in tone, and less devoted to the monkey.

Well, now, Tom, do you know I dont see that.

If you did see it, my dear fellow, returned Blunt, resuming his airy tone, our discussion of the subject would be useless.

Well, then, I cant see it to be wrong. Here are you and I. We want to have a game of billiards. It is uninteresting to play even billiards for nothing; but we each have a little money, and choose to risk a small sum. Our object is not gain, therefore we play for merely sixpenny points. We both agree to risk that sum. If I lose, all right. If you lose, all right. Thats fair, isnt it?

No; it is undoubtedly equal, but not necessarily fair. Fair means free from blemish, pure, in other words, right. Two thieves may make a perfectly fair division of spoil; but the fairness of the division does not make their conduct fair or right. Neither of them is entitled to divide their gains at all. Their agreeing to do so does not make it fair.

Agreed, Tom, as regards thieves; but you and I are not thieves. We propose to act with that which is our own. We mutually agree to run the risk of loss, and to take our chance of gain. We have a right to do as we choose with our own. Is not that fair?

You pour out so many fallacies and half truths, Dick, that it is not easy to answer you right off.

Morally and politically you are wrong. Politically a man is not entitled to do what he chooses with his own. There are limitations. For instance, a man owns a house. Abstractly, he is entitled to burn it down if he chooses. But if his house abuts upon mine, he may not set it on fire if he chooses, because in so doing he would set fire to my house also, which is very much beyond his right. Then

Oh, man, I understand all that, said Sharp quickly. Of course a man may put what he likes in his garden, but with such-like limitations as that he shall not set up a limekiln to choke his neighbours, or a piggery to breed disease; but gambling does nothing like that.

Does it not? exclaimed Blunt. Does it not ruin hundreds of men, turning them into sots and paupers, whereby the ruined gamblers become unable to pay their fair share of taxation; and, in addition, lay on the shoulders of respectable people the unfair burden of supporting them, and perhaps their families?

But what if the gambler has no family?

There still remains his ruined self to be maintained.

But suppose he is not ruined  that he manages, by gambling, to support himself?

In that case he still remains guilty of two mean and contemptible acts. On the one hand he produces nothing whatever to increase the wealth or happiness of the world, and, on the other hand, whatever he gains is a matter of direct loss and sorrow to others without any tangible equivalent. It is not so with the orator or the musician. Though their products are not indeed tangible they are distinctly real and valuable. During the hour of action the orator charms the ear, eye, and intellect. So does the musician. When the hour is past the heart is gladdened by the memory of what has been, and the hopes are aroused in anticipation of what may yet be in the future. As regards the orator, the lessons inculcated may be a lasting gain and pleasure, and source of widespread benefit through life. To a great extent this may also be said of the musician when words are wedded to music. Who has not heard of souls being delivered from spiritual darkness and brought into spiritual light by means of song?  a benefit which will last through eternity as well as time. Even the man of wealth who lives on the interest of his possessions is not necessarily a drone in the human hive. He may, by wise and careful use of his wealth, greatly increase the worlds riches. By the mere management of it he may fill up his days with useful and happy employment, and by devoting it and himself to God he may so influence the world for good that men shall bless him while he lives and mourn him profoundly when he dies. But what fraction of good is done by the gambler in all the wide world?

Much the same that is accomplished by the others, put in Sharp at this point. The orator gives pleasure to those who are fond of recitation or declamation; the musician pleases those who are fond of sweet sounds, and the gambler gives pleasure to men who are fond of the excitement of play. Besides, by paying his way he gives benefit to all whom he employs. He rents a house, he buys furniture, he eats food, all of which brings profit to house-owners, cabinet-makers, butchers, bakers, etcetera, and is good done to the world by the gambler.

Nay, friend Richard, not by the gambler, but by the money which the gambler spends.

Isnt that much the same thing?

By no means. The money  or its equivalent  is created by some one else. The gambler merely passes it on. If he had never been born the same money would have been there for some one else to spend. The labour of the gambler has not added one penny to it. He brought nothing into the world, and has added nothing to the worlds pile, though he has managed to consume a good deal of its produce. Is there not something very mean and contemptible in this state of being? On the other hand the orator has spent laborious days and exerted much brain-power before he made himself capable of pleasing and benefiting his fellows. The musician has gone through exhausting drudgery and practice before being fit to thrill or instruct by means of his sweet sounds, and the man of wealth has had to be educated up to the point of using his possessions to profitable account  so that his fields shall grow heavier crops than they did when he began his work; his tenants shall be better housed than they were at first, and shall lead healthier and happier lives to the great moral and material advantage of the community. Nearly all the other members of the hive produce, or help to produce, some sort of equivalent for the money they obtain. Even those who produce what is bad have still something to show for their money, and that something, bad though it be in one form, may be decidedly good in another form, or if put to another use. The gambler alone  except, perhaps, the absolute idler  enjoys the unenviable position of a thorough, out-and-out, unmitigated drone. He does absolutely nothing, except produce unhealthy excitement in himself and his fellows! He has nothing whatever to show for the money he has obtained except risk, and that can hardly be styled a commodity.

I beg pardon, interrupted Sharp, the gambler produces skill; and there can be no doubt that hundreds of men derive as much pleasure from an exhibition of skill with the billiard-cue as others derive from an exhibition of skill with the flute or violin.

You forget, Dick, my boy, that skill with the billiard-cue is not gambling. What I condemn as being morally and politically wrong is betting on games and staking anything upon the issue of them. Gamblers are, if I may say so, a set of living pockets which circulate money about amongst themselves, one pocket gaining neither more nor less than what another pocket loses.

But you are now talking of professional gamblers, Tom. Of course I dont defend these. What I do defend is my right to play, now and then, for sixpenny, or say shilling, or even half-crown points, without laying myself open to the charge of having been guilty of what you term a mean, dishonourable, unjust, contemptible act.

In other words, you wish to steal now and then without being called a thief! But come, old man, I wont call you bad names. I know you dont look at this matter as I do, and therefore I dont think that you are either mean or contemptible. Nevertheless, we must bear in mind that honourable, upright men may sometimes be reasoned into false beliefs, so that for a time they may fail to see the evil of that which they uphold. I am not infallible. If my reasoning is false, I stand open to correction.

Laying the monkey down on the table at this point and looking earnestly at his friend, Tom Blunt continued  

Let me ask a question, Dick. Is it for the sake of getting money that you gamble?

Certainly not, returned his friend, with a slight touch of indignation. You know that I never play for high stakes, and with penny or sixpenny points you know it is impossible for me either to win or lose any sum that would be worth a moments consideration. The game is all that I care for.

If so, why do you lose interest in the game when there are no stakes?

Oh  well, its hard to say; but the value of the stake cannot be that which adds interest, for it is so trifling.

Im not so sure of that, Dick. You have heard gambling talked of as a disease.

Yes, but I dont believe it is.

Do you believe that a miser is a morally diseased man?

Well, perhaps he is, returned Sharp; but a gambler is not necessarily a miser.

Yet the two have some symptoms of this moral disease in common. The miser is sometimes rich, nevertheless the covetous spirit is so strong in him that he gloats over a sixpence, has profound interest in gaining it, and mourns over it if lost. You, being well off with a rich and liberal father, yet declare that the interest of a game is much decreased if there are no stakes on it.

The cases are not parallel.

I did not say they were, but you must admit  indeed you have admitted  that you have one symptom of this disease in common with the miser.

What disease?

The love of money.

Richard Sharp burst into a laugh at this, a good-humoured laugh in which there was more of amusement than annoyance.

Tom, Tom, he said, how your notions about gambling seem to blind you to the true character of your friends! Did you ever see me gloating over gold, or hoarding sixpences, or going stealthily in the dead of night to secret places for the purpose of counting over my wealth? Have I not rather, on the contrary, got credit among my friends for being somewhat of a spendthrift? But go on, old fellow, what more have you to say against gambling  for you have not yet convinced me?

Hold on a bit. Let me pare off just a morsel of my monkeys nose  there, thats about as near perfection as is possible in a monkey. What a pity that he has not life enough to see his beautiful face in a glass! But perhaps its as well, for he would never see himself as others see him. Men never do. No doubt monkeys are the same. Well now, continued Blunt, again laying down the stick, and becoming serious, try if you can see the matter in this light. Two gamblers meet. Not blacklegs, observe, but respectable men, who nevertheless bet much, and play high, and keep books, etcetera. One is rich, the other poor. Each wishes ardently to gain money from his friend. This is a somewhat low, unmanly wish, to begin with; but let it pass. The poor one has a wife and family to keep, and debts to pay. Many thousands of men, ay, and women, are in the same condition, and work hard to pay their debts. Our poor gambler, however, does not like work. He prefers to take his chance at gambling; it is easier, he thinks, and it is certainly, in a way, more exciting than work. Our rich gambler has no need to work, but he also likes excitement, and he loves money. Neither of these men would condescend for one moment to ask a gift of money from the other, yet each is so keen to obtain his friends money that they agree to stake it on a chance, or on the issue of a contest. For one to take the money from the other, who does not wish to part with it, would be unfair and wrong, of course; but their agreement gets rid of the difficulty. It has not altered the conditions, observe. Neither of them wishes to give up his money, but an arrangement has been come to, in virtue of which one consents to be a defrauder, and the other to be defrauded. Does the agreement make wrong right?

I think it does, because the gamblers have a right to make what agreement they please, as it is between themselves.

Hold there, Dick. Suppose that the poor man loses. Is it then between themselves? Does not the rich gambler walk away with the money that was due to the poor ones butcher, baker, brewer, etcetera?

But the rich one did not know that. It is not his fault.

That does not free the poor gambler from the dishonourable act of risking money which was not his own; and do you really think that if the rich one did know it he would return the money? I think not. The history of gambling does not point to many, if any, such cases of self-sacrifice. The truth is that selfishness in its meanest form is at the bottom of all gambling, though many gamblers may not quite see the fact. I want your money. I am too proud to ask it. I dare not demand it. I cannot cajole you out of it. I will not rob you. You are precisely in the same mind that I am. Come, let us resort to a trick, let us make an arrangement whereby one of us at least shall gain his sneaking, nefarious, unjust end, and we will, anyhow, have the excitement of leaving to chance which of us is to be the lucky man. Chance and luck! Dick Sharp, there is no such condition as chance or luck. It is as surely fixed in the mind of God which gambler is to gain and which to lose as it is that the morrow shall follow to-day.

My dear Blunt, I had no idea you were such a fatalist, said Sharp in surprise.

I am not a fatalist in the sense you mean, returned his friend. Everything has been fixed from the beginning.

Is not that fatalism of the most pronounced nature, Tom?

You dont seem to see that, among other fixtures, it was fixed that free-will should be given to man, and with it the right as well as the power to fix many things for himself, also the responsibility. Without free-will we could have had no responsibility. The mere fact that God of course knew what each man would will, did not alter the fixed arrangement that man has been left perfectly free to will as he pleases. I do not say that man is free to do as he pleases. Sometimes the doing is permitted; sometimes it is interfered with  never the willing. That is always and for ever free. Gamblers use their free-wills, often to their own great damage and ruin; just as good men use their free-wills to their great advantage and happiness. In both cases they make free use of the free-wills that have been bestowed on them.

Then I suppose that you consider gambling, even to the smallest extent, to be sin?

I do.

Under which of the ten commandments does it fall?

Thou shalt not covet.




Chapter Fourteen. Two Remarkable Dreams.

Some natures are better than others. There can be no question about that. Some dispositions are born moderately sweet, others are born slightly sour. If you doubt the fact, reader, go study Nature, or get you to an argumentative friend and dispute the point. We refuse flatly to enter into a discussion of the subject.

Look at that little boy sleeping there under the railway arch in the East End of London  not the boy with the black hair and the hook nose and the square under-jaw, but the one with the curly head, the extremely dirty face, and the dimpled chin, on the tip of whose snub nose the rising sun shines with a power that causes it to resemble a glowing carbuncle on a visage still lying in shadow.

That little boys disposition is sweet. You can see it in every line, in every curve, in every dimple of his dirty little face. He has not been sweetened by training, he has had no training  at least none from man or woman with a view to his good. He has no settled principles of any kind, good or bad. All his actions are the result of impulse based on mere animal propensity, but, like every other human being, he has a conscience. At the time of his introduction to the reader his conscience is, like himself, asleep, and it has not as yet been much enlightened. His name is Stumpy, but he was never christened.

Critical minds will object here that a boy would not be permitted to sleep under a railway arch, and that London houses would effectually prevent the rising sun from entering such a place. To which we reply that the arch in question was a semi-suburban arch; that it was the last, (or the first), of a series of arches, an insignificant arch under which nothing ever ran except stray cats and rats, and that it spanned a morsel of waste ground which gave upon a shabby street running due east, up which, every fine morning, the rising sun gushed in a flood of glory.

Each fleeting moment increased the light on Stumpys upturned nose, until it tipped the dimpled chin and cheeks and at last kissed his eyelids. This appeared to suggest pleasant dreams, for the boy smiled like a dirty-faced angel. He even gave vent to an imbecile laugh, and then awoke.

Stumpys eyes were huge and blue. The opening of them was like the revealing of unfathomable sky through clouds of roseate hue! They sparkled with a light all their own in addition to that of the sun, for there was in them a gleam of mischief as their owner poked his companion in the ribs and then tugged his hair.

I say, you let me alone! growled the companion, turning uneasily on his hard couch.

I say, you get up, answered Stumpy, giving the companion a pinch on the tender part of his arm. Come, look alive, Howlet. I sees a railway porter and a bobby.

Owlet, whose nose had suggested his name, had been regardless of the poke, the tug, and the pinch, but was alive to the hint. He at once came to the sitting posture on hearing the dreaded name of bobby, and rubbed his eyes. On seeing that there was neither policeman nor guard near, he uttered an uncomplimentary remark and was about to lie down again, but was arrested by the animated expression of his comrades face and the heaving of his shoulders.

Why, what ever is the matter with you? he demanded. Are you goin to bust yourself wi larfin, by way of gettin a happetite for the breakfast that you haint no prospect of?

To this Stumpy replied by pulling from his trousers pocket four shining pennies, which he held out with an air of triumph.

Oh! exclaimed Owlet; and then being unable to find words sufficiently expressive, he rubbed the place where the front of his waistcoat would have been if he had possessed one.

Yes, said Stumpy, regarding the coppers with a pensive air, Ive slep with you all night in my and, an my and in my pocket, an my knees doubled up to my chin to make all snug, an now Im going to have a tuck in  a blow out  a buster  a

He paused abruptly, and looking with a gleeful air at his companion, said  

But that wasnt what I was laughin at.

Well, I suppose it warnt. What was it, then?

The boys eyes sparkled again, and for some moments a half-suppressed chuckling prevented speech.

It was a dream, he said at last.

A dream! exclaimed Owlet contemptuously.

I hate dreams. When I dreams em theyre always about bobbies and maginstrates, an wittles, an when other fellows tells about em theyre so long-winded an prosy. But I had a dream too. What was yours?

My dream was about a bobby, returned his friend. See, here it is, an I wont be long-winded or prosy, Howlet, so dont growl and spoil your happetite for that ere breakfast thats a-comin. I dreamed  let me see, was it in Piccadilly  no, it was Oxford Street, close by Regent Street, where all the swells go to promynade, you know. Well, I sees a bobby  of course I never can go the length my little toe without seein a bobby! but this bobby was a stunner. You never seed sitch a feller. Not that he was big, or fierce, but he had a nose just two-foot-six long. I know for certain, for Im a good judge o size, besides, I went straight up to him, as bold as brass, and axed him how long it was, an he told me without winkin. The strange thing about it is that I wasnt a bit surprised at his nose. Wery odd, aint it, eh, Howlet, that people never is surprised at anything they sees in dreams? I do blieve, now, if I was to see a man takin a walk of a arternoon with his head in his coat-tail pocket Id take it quite as a matter of course.

Well, wen that bobby had told me his nose was two-foot-six inches long I feels a most unaccountable and astonishin gush of indignation come over me. What it was at I dont know no more nor the man in the moon. Praps it was the sudden thought of all the troubles that bobbies has brought on me from the day I was born till now. Anyhow, I was took awful bad. My buzzum felt fit to bust. I knowed that I must do somethin to him or die; so I seized that bobby by the nose, and hauled him flat down on his breast. He was so took with surprise that he never made any struggle, but gived vent to a most awful howl. My joy at havin so easily floored my natural enemy was such that I replied with a Cherokee yell. Then I gave his nose a pull up so strong that it well-nigh broke his neck an set him straight on his pins again! Oh! Howlet, you cant think what a jolly dream it was. To do it all so easy, too!

Well, what happened arter that? asked Owlet.

Nothin happened after that, returned Stumpy, with a somewhat sad expression on his usually gleeful visage. Its a wery strange thing, Howlet, that dreams inwariably wanishes away just at the most interestin pint. Did you ever notice that?

Notice it! I should think I did. Why the dream that I had wen I was layin alongside o you was o that sort exactly. It was all about wittles, too, an its made me that ungry I feels like a ravagin wolf.

Come along, then, Howlet, an you an me will ravage somethin wi them browns o mine. Well ave a good breakfast, though it should be our last, an Ill stand treat.

Youre a trump, Stumpy; an Ill tell you my dream as we goes along.

Hall right  but mind you dont come prosy over me. I cant stand it no more nor yourself.

You mind Dick Wilkin, dont you?

What  the young man from the country as Ive seed standin at the dock gates day after day for weeks without getting took on?

Thats him, continued Owlet, with a nod, as he shoved his hand into his trousers pockets. He brought a wife and five kids from the country with him  thinkin to better hisself in London. Ha! a sweet little town for a cove as is ard up to better hisself in  ho yes, certingly! remarked the precocious boy in a tone of profound sarcasm.

Well, he continued, Dick Wilkin came to better hisself an he set about it by rentin a single room in Cherubs Court  a fine saloobrious spot, as you know, not far from the Tower. He ad a few bobs when he came, and bought a few sticks o furniture, but I dont need for to tell you, Stumpy, that the most o that soon went up the spout, and the Wilkins was redooced to beggary  waried off an on with an odd job at the docks. It was when they first comed to town that I was down wi that fever, or flenzy, or somethink o that sort. The streets bein my usual abitation, I ad no place in partikler to go to, an by good luck, when I gave in, I lay down at the Wilkins door. O! but I was bad  that bad that it seemed as if I should be cleared out o my mortal carcase entirely

Mulligrumps? inquired his sympathetic friend.

No, no. Nothin o that sort, but a kind of hot all-overishness, wi pains that  but you cant understand it, Stumpy, if youve never ad it.

Then I dont want to understand it. But what has all this to do wi your dream?

Everythink to do with it, cause it was about them I was dreamin. As I was sayin, I fell down at their door, an they took me in, and Mrs Wilkin nussed me for weeks till I got better. Oh, shes a rare nuss is Mrs Wilkin. An when I began to get better the kids all took to me. I dont know when I would have left them, but when times became bad, an Dick couldnt git work, and Mrs Wilkin and the kids began to grow thin, I thought it was time for me to look out for myself, an not remain a burden on em no longer. I knowd they wouldnt let me away without a rumpus, so I just gave em the slip, and thats ow I came to be on the streets again, an fell in wi you, Stumpy.

Ave you never seen em since?

Never.

You ungrateful wagibone!

What was the use o my goin to see em wen I ad nothin to give em? returned Owlet in an apologetic tone.

You might ave given em the benefit of your adwice if you ad nothin else. But what did you dream about em?

I dreamt that they was all starvin  which aint unlikely to be true  an I was so cut up about it, that I went straight off to a butchers shop and stole a lot o sasengers; then to a bakers and stole a loaf the size of a wheel-barrer; then to a grocers and stole tea an sugar; an the strange thing was that neither the people o the shops nor the bobbies seemed to think I was stealin! Another coorious thing was that I carried all the things in my pockets  stuffed em in quite easy, though there was arf a sack o coals among em!

Always the way in dreams, remarked his friend philosophically.

Yes  aint it jolly convenient? continued the other. Well, wen I got to the ouse I set to work, made a rousin fire, put on the kettle, cooked the wittles as if Id bin born and bred in a otel, and in less than five minutes ad a smokin dinner on the table, that would ave busted an alderman. In course the Wilkins axed no questions. Father, mother, five kids, and self all drew in our chairs, and sot down

What fun! exclaimed Stumpy.

Ay, but you spoilt the fun, for it was just at that time you shoved your fist into my ribs, and woke me before one of us could get a bite o that grub into our mouths. If wed even ad time to smell it, that would ave bin somethink to remember.

Howlet, said the other impressively, dye think the Wilkins is livin in the same place still?

As like as not.

Could you find it again?

Could I find Saint Pauls, or the Moniment? I should think so!

Come along, then, and lets pay em a wisit.

They were not long in finding the place  a dirty court at the farther end of a dark passage.

Owlet led the way to the top of a rickety stair, and knocked at one of the doors which opened on the landing. No answer was returned, but after a second application of the knuckles, accompanied by a touch of the toe, a growling voice was heard, then a sound of some one getting violently out of bed, a heavy tread on the floor, and the door was flung open.

What dee want? demanded a fierce, half-drunken man.

Please, sir, does the Wilkins stop here?

No, they dont, and the door was shut with a bang.

Sweet creature! observed Stumpy as they turned disappointed away.

Wonder if his mother as any more like im? said Owlet.

Theyve ad to change to the cellar, said a famished-looking woman, putting her head out of a door on the same landing. Dye want em?

In course we does, mother, else we wouldnt ax for em. Wereabouts is the cellar?

Foot o this stair.

Descending to the regions below, the two boys groped their way along an underground passage till they came to a door. It was opened by a woman, who timidly demanded what they wanted.

Its me, Missis Wilkin. Ave you forgotten Howlet?

With an exclamation of surprise and joy the woman flung the door wide, seized Owlet, dragged him into the room, and embraced him with as much affection as if he had been her own child. Instantly there arose a shout of juvenile joy, and Stumpy could see, in the semi-darkness, that four little creatures were helping their mother to overwhelm his friend, while a fifth  a biggish girl  was prevented from joining them by the necessity that lay on her to take care of the baby.

When the greetings were over, the sad condition of the family was soon explained, and a single glance round sufficed to show that they had reached the lowest state of destitution. It was a back room rather than a cellar, but the dirty pane of thick glass near the roof admitted only enough of light to make its wretchedness visible. A rickety table, two broken chairs, and a bedstead without a bottom was all the furniture left, and the grate was empty.

Weve been obleeged to pawn everything, said Mrs Wilkin, with difficulty suppressing a sob, and I need hardly tell you why, she added, with a glance at the children, who were living skeletons.

The baby was perhaps the saddest object there, for it was so thin and weak that it had not strength to cry  though the faces which it frequently made were obviously the result of an effort to do so.

Much interested in the scene, young Stumpy stood admiring it patronisingly for a little, but when he heard the poor woman tell of their desperate struggle to merely keep themselves alive, his feelings were touched, and when he learned that not a bite of food had passed their lips since the previous morning, a sudden impulse swelled his little breast. He clutched his four pennies tightly; glanced quickly round; observed an empty basket in a corner; caught it up, and left the place hurriedly.

He had scarcely gone when the father of the family entered. The expression of his face and his whole bearing and aspect told eloquently of disappointment as he sat down with a heavy sigh.

Stumped again, he said; only a few hands took on.

The words sounded as a death-knell to the famishing family, and the man himself was too much cut up to take notice of the return of his friend Owlet, except by a slight nod of recognition.

Meanwhile Stumpy ran along several streets in quest of food. He had not far to run in such a locality. At a very small grocers shop he purchased one halfpenny worth of tea and put it in his basket. To this he added one farthings worth of milk, which the amiable milkman let him have in a small phial, on promise of its being returned. Two farthings more procured a small supply of coal, which he wrapped in two cabbage leaves. Then he looked about for a baker. One penny farthing of his fund having been spent, it behoved him to consider that the staff of life must be secured in preference to luxuries.

At this point the boys nose told him of a most delicious smell which pervaded the air. He stood still for a moment and sniffed eagerly.

Ah, aint it prime? Ive jist ad some, said another much smaller and very ragged street-boy who had noticed the sniff.

What ever is it? demanded Stumpy.

Pea-soup, answered the other.

Where?

Right round the corner. Look alive, theyre shovellin it out like one oclock for fardns!

Our hero waited for no more. He dashed round the corner, and found a place where the Salvation Army was dispensing farthing and halfpenny breakfasts to a crowd of the hungriest and raggedest creatures he had ever seen, though his personal experience of London destitution was extensive.

Here you are, said a smiling damsel in a poke bonnet. I see youre in a hurry; how much do you want?

Ow much for a fardn? asked Stumpy, with the caution natural to a man of limited means.

A small bowl full of steaming soup was placed before him and a hunk of bread.

For one fardn? inquired the boy in surprise.

For one farthing, replied the presiding angel in the poke bonnet.

Here, young ooman, said Stumpy, setting down his basket, let me ave eleven fardns worth right away. Theres a big family awaitin for it an theyre all starvin, so do make haste.

But, dear boy, youve brought nothing to carry the soup in.

Stumpys visage fell. The basket could not serve him here, and the rate at which the soup was being ladled out convinced him that if he were to return for a jug there would not be much left for him.

Observing his difficulty, the attendant said that she would lend him a jug if he would promise to bring it back. Are you an honest boy? she asked, with an amused look.

About as honest as most kids o the same sort.

Well, Ill trust you  and, mind, God sees you. There, now, dont you fall and break it.

Our hero was not long in returning to the dreary cellar, with the eleven basins of soup and eleven hunks of bread  all of which, with the previously purchased luxuries, he spread out on the rickety table, to the unutterable amazement and joy of the Wilkin family.

Need we say that it was a glorious feast? As there were only two chairs, the table was lifted inside of the bottomless bed, and some of the young people sat down on the frame thereof on one side, and some on the other side, while Mrs Wilkin and her husband occupied the places of honour at the head and foot. There was not much conversation at first. Hunger was too exacting, but in a short time tongues began to wag. Then the fire was lighted, and the kettle boiled, and the half-pennyworth of tea infused, and thus the sumptuous meal was agreeably washed down. Even the baby began  to recover under the genial influence of warm food, and made faces indicative of a wish to crow  but it failed, and went to sleep on sisters shoulder instead. When it was all over poor Mrs Wilkin made an attempt to return thanks for the meal, but broke down and sobbed her gratitude.

Reader, this is no fancy sketch. It is founded on terrible fact, and gives but a faint idea of the wretchedness and poverty that prevail in London  even the London of to-day!

THE END


The Delphi Classics Catalogue

[image: img307.png]

We are proud to present a listing of our complete catalogue of English titles, with new titles being added every month. Buying direct from our website means you can make great savings and take advantage of our instant Updates service. You can even purchase an entire series (Super Set) at a special discounted price.

Only from our website can readers purchase the special Parts Edition of our Complete Works titles. When you buy a Parts Edition, you will receive a folder of your chosen authors works, with each novel, play, poetry collection, non-fiction book and more divided into its own special volume. This allows you to read individual novels etc. and to know precisely where you are in an eBook. For more information, please visit our Parts Edition page.

[image: img308.jpg]

Series One

Anton Chekhov
Charles Dickens
D.H. Lawrence
Dickensiana Volume I
Edgar Allan Poe
Elizabeth Gaskell
Fyodor Dostoyevsky
George Eliot
H. G. Wells
Henry James
Ivan Turgenev
Jack London
James Joyce
Jane Austen
Joseph Conrad
Leo Tolstoy
Louisa May Alcott
Mark Twain
Oscar Wilde
Robert Louis Stevenson
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
Sir Walter Scott
The Brontës
Thomas Hardy
Virginia Woolf
Wilkie Collins
William Makepeace Thackeray

[image: img309.jpg]

Series Two

Alexander Pushkin
Alexandre Dumas (English)
Andrew Lang
Anthony Trollope
Bram Stoker
Christopher Marlowe
Daniel Defoe
Edith Wharton
F. Scott Fitzgerald
G. K. Chesterton
Gustave Flaubert (English)
H. Rider Haggard
Herman Melville
Honoré de Balzac (English)
J. W. von Goethe (English)
Jules Verne
L. Frank Baum
Lewis Carroll
Marcel Proust (English)
Nathaniel Hawthorne
Nikolai Gogol
O. Henry
Rudyard Kipling
Tobias Smollett
Victor Hugo
William Shakespeare

[image: img310.jpg]

Series Three

Ambrose Bierce
Ann Radcliffe
Ben Jonson
Charles Lever
Émile Zola
Ford Madox Ford
Geoffrey Chaucer
George Gissing
George Orwell
Guy de Maupassant
H. P. Lovecraft
Henrik Ibsen
Henry David Thoreau
Henry Fielding
J. M. Barrie
James Fenimore Cooper
John Buchan
John Galsworthy
Jonathan Swift
Kate Chopin
Katherine Mansfield
L. M. Montgomery
Laurence Sterne
Mary Shelley
Sheridan Le Fanu
Washington Irving

[image: img311.jpg]

Series Four

Arnold Bennett
Arthur Machen
Beatrix Potter
Bret Harte
Captain Frederick Marryat
Charles Kingsley
Charles Reade
G. A. Henty
Edgar Rice Burroughs
Edgar Wallace
E. M. Forster
E. Nesbit
George Meredith
Harriet Beecher Stowe
Jerome K. Jerome
John Ruskin
Maria Edgeworth
M. E. Braddon
Miguel de Cervantes
M. R. James
R. M. Ballantyne
Robert E. Howard
Samuel Johnson
Stendhal
Stephen Crane
Zane Grey

[image: img312.jpg]

Series Five

Algernon Blackwood
Anatole France
Beaumont and Fletcher
Charles Darwin
Edward Bulwer-Lytton
Edward Gibbon
E. F. Benson
Frances Hodgson Burnett
Friedrich Nietzsche
George Bernard Shaw
George MacDonald
Hilaire Belloc
John Bunyan
John Webster
Margaret Oliphant
Maxim Gorky
Oliver Goldsmith
Radclyffe Hall
Robert W. Chambers
Samuel Butler
Samuel Richardson
Sir Thomas Malory
Thomas Carlyle
William Harrison Ainsworth
William Dean Howells
William Morris

[image: img313.jpg]

Series Six

Anthony Hope
Aphra Behn
Arthur Morrison
Baroness Emma Orczy
Captain Mayne Reid
Charlotte M. Yonge
Charlotte Perkins Gilman
E. W. Hornung
Ellen Wood
Frances Burney
Frank Norris
Frank R. Stockton
Hall Caine
Horace Walpole
One Thousand and One Nights
R. Austin Freeman
Rafael Sabatini
Saki
Samuel Pepys
Sir Issac Newton
Stanley J. Weyman 
Thomas De Quincey
Thomas Middleton
Voltaire
William Hazlitt
William Hope Hodgson

[image: img314.jpg]

Ancient Classics

Aeschylus
Ammianus Marcellinus
Apollodorus
Apuleius
Apollonius of Rhodes
Aristophanes
Aristotle
Arrian
Bede
Cassius Dio
Catullus
Cicero
Demosthenes
Diodorus Siculus
Diogenes Laërtius
Euripides
Frontius
Herodotus
Hesiod
Hippocrates
Homer
Horace
Josephus
Julius Caesar
Juvenal
Livy
Longus
Lucan
Lucian
Lucretius
Marcus Aurelius
Martial
Nonnus
Ovid
Pausanias
Petronius
Pindar
Plato
Pliny the Elder
Pliny the Younger
Plotinus
Plutarch
Polybius
Propertius
Quintus Smyrnaeus
Sallust
Sappho
Seneca the Younger
Sophocles
Statius
Strabo
Suetonius
Tacitus
Terence
Theocritus
Thucydides
Tibullus
Virgil
Xenophon

[image: img315.jpg]

Delphi Poets Series

A. E. Housman
Alexander Pope
Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Algernon Charles Swinburne
Andrew Marvell
Beowulf
Charlotte Smith
Christina Rossetti
D. H Lawrence (poetry)
Dante Alighieri (English)
Dante Gabriel Rossetti
Delphi Poetry Anthology
Edgar Allan Poe (poetry)
Edmund Spenser
Edward Lear
Edward Thomas
Edwin Arlington Robinson
Elizabeth Barrett Browning
Emily Dickinson
Ezra Pound
Friedrich Schiller (English)
George Herbert
Gerard Manley Hopkins
Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
Isaac Rosenberg
Johan Ludvig Runeberg
John Clare
John Donne
John Dryden
John Keats
John Milton
John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester
Lord Byron
Ludovico Ariosto
Luís de Camões
Matthew Arnold
Michael Drayton
Percy Bysshe Shelley
Ralph Waldo Emerson
Robert Browning
Robert Burns
Robert Frost
Robert Southey
Rumi
Rupert Brooke
Samuel Taylor Coleridge
Sir Philip Sidney
Sir Thomas Wyatt
Sir Walter Raleigh
Thomas Chatterton
Thomas Gray
Thomas Hardy (poetry)
Thomas Hood
T. S. Eliot
W. B. Yeats
Walt Whitman
Wilfred Owen
William Blake
William Cowper
William Wordsworth

[image: img316.jpg]

Masters of Art

Caravaggio
Claude Monet
Dante Gabriel Rossetti
Diego Velázquez
Eugène Delacroix
Gustav Klimt
J. M. W. Turner
Johannes Vermeer
John Constable
Leonardo da Vinci
Michelangelo
Paul Cézanne
Paul Klee
Peter Paul Rubens
Pierre-Auguste Renoir
Sandro Botticelli
Raphael
Rembrandt van Rijn
Titian
Vincent van Gogh
Wassily Kandinsky

www.delphiclassics.com

Is there an author or artist you would like to see in a series? Contact us at sales@delphiclassics.com (or via the social network links below) and let us know!

Be the first to learn of new releases and special offers:

Like us on Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/delphiebooks

Follow our Tweets: https://twitter.com/delphiclassics

Explore our exciting boards at Pinterest: https://www.pinterest.com/delphiclassics/


[image: img317.png]

Ballantyne, c. 1890. In later years, the author lived in Italy for the sake of his health, possibly suffering from undiagnosed Ménières disease. He died in Rome on 8th February 1894.
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Cimitero Acattolico, Cimitero Degli Inglesi, Rome  Ballantynes final resting place
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Ballantynes grave
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